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INTRODUCTION.

T Have formerly taken the liberty of holding fome prefatory difcourfe
with my readers, on the fubjedl of thofe little hiftories, which
accident had enabled me to lay before them. This is probably the laft
time 1 thall make ufe of their indulgence ; and even, if this
Introdiiftioa ihould be found fupcrfluous, it may claim their pardon,
as the parting addrefs of one, who has endeavoured to contribute to
their entertainment..

I was favoured laft fummer with a vifit from a gentleman, a native of
France, with whofe father I had been intimately acquainted when I
was laft in that coun” try. I confcfs myfelf particularly de-

A 3 lighted

lighted with an intercourie, which removes the barrier of national
diftinftion, and gives to the inhabitants of the world the appearance
of one common family. I received, therefore, this your>g f*Fench-
man into that humble flied, which » EHrovi-dence has allowed my
age to reft in, with peculiar fatisfaAion, and was rewarded, for any
little attention I had in my power to (hew him, by acquiring the
friendfhip of one, whom I found to inherit all that paternal worth,
which had fixed my cf« teem, about a dozen years ago, in Paris. In
truth, fuch attention always rewards itfelf; and, I believe, my own
feelings; which 1 expreffed to this amiable and ac-compliflied
Frenchman on his leaving England, are fuch as every one will own,



M'hofe mind is fufceptible of feeling at all. He was profufe of thanks,
to which my

good

good-offices had no titles but from die ia* clination that
accompanied them.—/rt, Monfteur” (laid 1, for he had ufed ahin*
guage more accommodated than ours to the lefler erderof
fentiments, and I an-{wered him, as well as long want of prac« tice
would allow me, in the fame tongue) —ia, Monfietir* $bfcur 6f
inconnuy avec

heaucoup de bienveillance” maispeude pouvoir”™ *> ne goute point
d”™un plaifir plus fmcere”™ que de penfer”™ qtCil y a* dans aucun
quartier du monde” une ame honnete” qui fe fouvient de moi avec
reconnoijfance.

But I am talking of myfelf, when I {bould be giving an account of the
foU lowing papers. This gentleman,' dif-courfing with me on the
fubjeft of thofc letters, the fubftancc of which I formerly pubdJiihcd
under the title of The Man of

the
e » e
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the Worlds obferved, that if the defire of fearching into the records of
private life were common, the difcovery of fuch col-ledions would
ceafe to be wondered at. «™ We look (faid he), for the Hlftories of
Men, among thoTe of high rank; but memoirs of fentiment, and
fuffering, may” be found in every condition*

" My father, continued my young friend, made, fince you faw him, an
ac-quifition of that nature, by a whimfical accident* Standing, one
day at the door of a grocery (hop, making enquiry as to the lodgings
of fome perfon of his acquaintance, a little boy pafled him, with a
bundle of papers in his hand, which he offered for fale to the matter



of the (hop, for the ordinary ufes of his trade; but they diifcred about
the price, and the boy' I was-

was ready to depart” when my father de”” filed a fight of the papers,
faying to the lad 9 with a fmilet that, perhaps, he night deal with him
for his book; upon reading a fentence or two, he found a ftylc much
above that of the ordinary manuscripts of a grocery-fliop, and gave
the hoy his price, at a venture, for the whole. When he had got home,
and examined the parcel” he difcovered it to confift of letters put up,
for the moft part, according to their dates, which he committed to
me, as having, he faid, better eyes, and a keener curiolity, than his. I
found them to contain a dory in detail, which, 1 believe, would
intereft one of your turn of thinking a good dcal.” If you choofe to
undergo the trouble of-the perufal, I ihall take care to have them fent
over to you by the firft opportunity I can find,

A 5and

and If you will do the Public the favour to digeft them, as you did
thofe of *i” and his children'* —rNfy youhg Frepch” man fpeaksthe
language of compliniifnt” but I do not choofe to cvanfiace any fur«
ther. It is enough "ta fey, that I receiYe4 his papers feme time. ago>
and that they are thofe which I have tcanflated, and now give to the
world. I had perhaps treated them as I did the letters he men*
tioned; but I found it a difiituktaik t* red,uce them into narrative,
bccaufe thejp are made up of fentiment, which narr»-tive would
dcftroy. The only power I have exercifed over them, is that of
omitting letters, and paflages of letters, which fecm to bear*nb
relation- to tlie ftory I mean to communicate. In doing this,,
however, I confefs I have been cautious: I love myfclf (and am apt
therefore*

fronnii

from a common fort of weaknefs, to imagine that other people Jove)
to read nature in her fmalleft charader, and am often more apprifed
of theftate of the mind, from very triHing, than from very impor-tant
circumftances.



As, from age and fituation, it is likely I fcall addrefs the Public no
more, I cannot avoid taking this opportunity, of Aanking it for the
reception it has given, to thofe tumble pages which I formerly
introduced to its notice. Unknown, and unpatronized, I had little
prctenfion to its favour, and little expeftation of itj writing, or
arranging the writings of others, was, to me, only a favourite
amufement, for which a man eafily finds both time and apology. One
advantage I drew from it, which the humane may hear with
fatisfadion i I often wandered

from -
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fvQm my own woes in tracing the tale of another's affli£):ion» and,
at this nio€iient» every feni:cnce I write” I am but efcaping a
little*farther from the preflureof ibrrowsi

eeo o7

Of thevfif"erit or faults of the'compo-fition, in the volumes of whiph
I havedi-refted thif*puH|ication, a fmall Tharc only was mine” i*r
thdr tendphdy I hold my-felf entirely aicourtlable'r becaufe, had it
bfeen a bad One, lyad the power of fup» prefling them ¢, and from
their tendency, I believe, more than any other quality belonging to
them, has the indulgence of their readers arifen. For that indulgence
I defire to return them my gratefal ac- . knowledgments as an editor;
"I (hall ' be proud with better reifohi if thpre is nothing to be found,
\n m” pUbRdLtipnSi that may forfeit their efteenfi B a- m»i% e

'/
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Julia de Rouhigni to Maria de RonciUes.

*e f1 ™ H E friendlhip of your Marian JL misfortune can never
depriveyou of.*'—Thcfc were the words with which you fealed that
attachment we had formed in the blifsful period of infancy. The
remembrance of thofe peaceful days we paflfed together in the
convent, is often recalled to my mlAd, amidft the cares of Vol. L B the

a JULIA DE ROUBIGNE'.

the prefent. Yet do not think me fooli(h enough to complain of the
want of thofe pleafures which affluence gave us i the fituation of my”
father's affairs is fuch as to exclude luxury, but it allows happi-nefs;
and, were it not for the recoUeftion of what he once pofTeffed, which
now and then intrudes itfelf upon him, he could fcarce form a with
that were not gratified in the retreat he has found.

You were wont to call me the little phi-lofopher % if it be philofophy
to feel no violent diftrefs from that change which the ill-fortune of
our family has made in its circumftances, I do not claim much merit
from being that way a philofopher. From my earlieft days I found
myfelf unambitious of wealth or grandeur, contented with the
enjoyment of fequeftered

life, and fearful of the dangers which at-f*d an exalted Nation. It b
therefor6 mort properly a weakncfs, than a virtue, in tifie® to be
fatisfied with my prefent fituation.

But” aftet- all, my friend, what is it we have loft ? We have
exchanged the life of gaiety, of tumults, of pleafurc they call it, which
we led in Paris, when

r

my father was a rich man; for the purS, the peaceful, the truly happy
fcenes, which this place affords us, now he is isi poor one.
Dependence and poverty alone

are fufFercd tocomplain ; but they knoVr



not how ofteiii greatnefs is dependent, and wealth is poor. Formerly,
even during the very (hort fpace of the year we wem at BelvillCy it
was vain to think of that

B 2 domeftia

\Y

domcftic enjoyment I ufed to hope for in the country -, we were
people of too much confequence to be allowed the privilege of
retirement, and except thofe luxurious walks I fometimes foUnd
means to take—-with you, my dear, I mean—the day

was as little my own, as iii the midft of our winter-hurry in town.

The lofs of this momentous law fuit has brought us down to the level
of tranquillity. Our days are not now pre-oc-cupled by nuraberlefs
engagements, nor our time anxioufly divided for a rotation ,of
amufements; I can walk, read, or thdnk, without the officious
interru|i|foii of polite vifitors.5 and, inftcad of taUiing” eternally of
others, I find time to fettle Recounts with tnyfelf.

Could

Could we but prevail on my father to think thus ! -— Alas! his mind is
not

*

formed for contrafting into that narrow fphere, which his fortune has
now marked out for him. He feels adverfity a de-feat, to which the
vanquiQied fubmit, with pride in their looks, but anguidi in their
hearts. He is cut off from the enjoyment of his prefent ftate, while he
puts himfelf under the cruel neceflity of diffembling his regret for the
lofs of the

r



former,
I can eafily perceive how much my

deareft mother is affedled by this. I fee her conftantly on the watch
for every word and look that may difcover his feelings ; and (he has,
too often, occafion to obfcrve them unfavourable. Slie en-

\Y%
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deavourS} and commonly fucceeds in her endeavour, to put on the
appearance of cheerfulnefs 5 Ihe even tries to ptrfuade herfelf that
(he has reafon to be concent'*

ed; but, alas! an effort to be happy, is always but an increafe of our
uneafinefs.

/.nd what is left for your Julia to do i

In truth, I fear, I am of little fervice. My heart is too much interefled
in the fcene, to allow me that command over myfelf, which would
make me ufeful." My father often remarks, that 1 look grave 5 I fmile
(fooliflily I fear), and deny it; it is> I believe, no more than I ufcd to
do formerly; but we were then in a fituation that did not lead him to
obfcrve it. He had no confcioufnefs in himfelf, to prompt the
obfervation.

How

How often do I wilh for you, Maria, to affift mc ! There is fomething
in that fmile of yours (I paint it to myfclf at this inftant) which care
and forrow are unable to withftand; befides the general cfFc6t
produced by the intervention of a third perfon, in a fociety, the
members of which are afraid to think of one anther's thoughts.—Yet
you need not an-fwer this wlQi of mine , I know how im-poflible it is
for you to come hither at prefent. Write to me as often as you can 5



you will not expeft order Jn my letters, nor obferve it in your
anfwers; I will fpeak to you on paper when my heart is full, and you
will anfwer me from the fympathy of yours.

B4
LETTERII. *
Julia to Maria.

T AM to vex my Maria with an account of trifles, and thofc too
un'pleafant ones; but fhe has taught me to think, that nothing is
infignificant to her, in which I am concerned, and infifts on par-
ticipating, at leaft, if fhe cannot alleviate” iiny diftrefles.

I am every day more and more un-" tafy about the chagrin which our
(itua-tion fecms to give my father. A little incident has jull now
plunged him into a fit of melancholy, which all the attention of my
mother, all the attempts at gaiety

which

which your poor Julia is conftrained to make, cannot diilipate or
overcome®

Our old fervant Le Blanc is your acquaintance ; indeed he very foon
becomes acquainted with every friend and vifitor of the family, his
age prompting him to talk, and giving him the privilege of talking.

Le Blanc had obtained permiflion, a few days iince, to go on a vifit to
his daughter, who is married to a young fellow, fcrving in the
capacity of coachman at a gentleman's in the neighbourhood of
Belvilie. He returned laft night, and, in his ufual familiar manner,
gave us an account of his expedition this morni-ing.

B5. My
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My father enquired after his daughter z he gave fome fiiort anfwer as
to her; but

«

I faw by his face that he was full of fome other intelligence. He was
Handing behind my father, refting one band on the back of his chair;
he began to rub it vio lently, as if he would have given the wood a
poKlh by the friftbn, " I was at Bel-ville. Sir," faid he. My father made
no reply; but L.e Blanc had got over the ijifficuky of beginning, and
was too much

occupied by the idea of th« fcene” to forbear attempting the pifturc.

' When I ftruck off the high road, faid he, to go down by the Old
Avenue” Itfthought I had loft my way ; there was not a tree to be feen.
You may believe' me as you pleafe, Sir; but, I declare, I faw the rooks,
that ufed to build there,

N
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in a great flock over my head, croaking for all the world as if they had
been looking for the Avenue too. Old Lafune's houfe, where you, Mi6,
(turning to me) would frequently ftop in your walks, was pulk ed
down, except a fingle beam at one end, which now ierves for a
rubbing-poft to fome cattle that graze there; and your foan. horfe.
Sir, which the marquis had of you in a prefent, when he purchafed
Belville, has been turned out to grafs among the reft, it feems; for
there be was, fbanding under the fliade of the wall; and when I came
up, the poor beaft knew me, as any chriftian would, and came
neighing up to my fide as he was wont to do, I gave him a piece of
bread I had put in my pocket in the morning, and he followed me for
more, till I reach*

B 6 «d

cd the very gate of the houfe 5 I mean vrhat was the gate, when I
knew it * for there is now a rail run acrofs” with a fmall door, which



Le Sauvre told me the7 call Chinefe. But» after alU the marquis is
feldom there to enjoy thofe fine things ; he lives in town, 1-e Sauvre
fays, eleven months in the year, and only comes down to Belville, for
a few weeks, to” get mo»” qcy to fpend in Paris.'*

Here Le Blanc paufed in his narration. I was afraid to look up to fee
its effeft on my father " indeed the pifture which the poor fellow had,
innocently, drawn, had too much afFefted myfelf. — Lafune's houfe !
— My Maria remembers it 5 but (he knows not all the ties which its
rccoi-Icftion has upon me.

Iftole

I ftole however a fide-long glance at my father. He feemed affected,
but dif-daio was mixed with his tendernefs; he gathered up his
features, as it were, to hide the efifeft of the recital. " You faw Le
SauVre then ?** faid he coolly, — «* Yes,** anfwered Le Blanc o, **
but he \» wonderfully altered fince he was in your fervice. Sir «, when
1 fifft difcovered hinn he was in the garden, picking feme greens for
his dinneri he looked fo rueful when he lifted up his head and faw
me! indeed I was little better myfelf, when I caft my eyes around. It
was a fad fight to fee! for the marquis keeps no gardener, «ex-cept Le
Sauvre himfclf, who has fifty things to do befides, and only hires
another hand or two, for the time he refides at Belville in the
fummer. The walks that ufed to be trimmed fo nicely, are

covered

covered with mok-hiUs; the hedges are full of great holes, and Le
Sauvre”s chickens were baflcing in the flawer-1?eds. He took me into
the houfe, and his wife feemed glad to fee her old acquaintance” and
the children clambered up to kifs me, and Jeanot afked me about his
godmother, meaning you, Madam, and his little fitter enquired after
her handfome miftrefs, as ftie ufed to call you, Mifs. " I have got,
f;~id Nanette, two new miftrefles, that are finer dreffed than (he”
but they are nauch prouder, and not half fo pretty 5" meaning two of
the marquis's daughters, who were at Belvillc for a few days, when
their father was laft there, I fmiled to hear the girl,talk fo, though



heaven knows, my heart was fad. Only three of the rooms are
furnifhed, in one

of which Le Sauvre and his family were
fitting i

fitting ; the reft had their, windows dark-ened with cobwebs, and
they echoed (o when Le Sauvre and I walked through them, that I
fliuddered, as if I had been in a mojnument/'

" It is enough, Le Blanc/* faid my mother, in a fort of whifper. My
father alked fome indifferent queftion about the weather. I fat, I
know not how, looking piteouQy, 1 fuppofe j for my mother

tapped my cheek with the word Child! emphaticalty pronounced. I
ftarted out of my reverie, and finding myfelf unable to feign a
compofure which I did not feel, walked out of the room to hide my
emotion. When I got to my own cham* ber, 1 felt the full force of Le
Blaoc”'s defcription, but to me it was not painful ; it is not on hearts
that yield the

iboneft

fboneft that forrow has the moft powerful cffefts; it was but giving
way to “ihower of tears> and I could think of Belville vAxii pleafure,
even in the pofleflion of another. — They may cut its trees, Maria,
and alter its walks, but cannot fo de--face it as to leave no traces /or
the memory of your Julia! — Methinks I ihould hate to have been
born in a town * when I fay my native brook, or my native hill, I talk
of friends of whom the remembrance warms my heart To me, even to
me, who have loft their acquaintance, there is fomething delightful in
the melancholy recoUedion of their beauties * and, here, I often
wander out to the top of a little broom-covered knoll, merely to look
towards the quarter where Belville is lituated.

It

*



f1
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It is otherwifc with mjr father. On Lc Blanc's recital he has brooded
thcfe three days. The efFe£t it had on him is ftill vifible in his
countenance, and but an hour ago, while my mother and I were
talking of fomc other fubjeft, in which he was joining by
monofyllables, he faid, all at once, that he had fome thoughts of
fending to the marquis for his roan horfe

again, fince he did not chufe to keep him properly.

They who have never known profpe-rity, can hardly be faid to be
unhappy; it is from the remembrance of joys we have loft, that the
arrows of aflSiftionare pointed. Muft we then tremble, my

friend, in the pofreflion of prefent plea-fures, from the fear of their
embittering

futurity ? or does Heaven thus teach us
that

that fort of enjoyment, of which the remembrance is immortal ? Does
it point out thofe as the happy, who can look back on their paft life,
not as the chronicle of pleafure, but as the record of virtue ?

Forgive my preachings I have leifure, and caufe to preach. You know
how faithfully, in every fituation,

I am yours.

LETTER III.

Julia to Maria.

"4



" T "Will fpcak to you on paper when my heart is fuU/'-" Misfortuixe
thinks itfelf entitled to fpeak, and feels feme confolatioB in the
privilege of complaining, even where it has nothing to hope from the
utterance of complaint.

Is it a want of duty in me to mention the weaknefs of a parent ?
Heaven knows the fincerity of' the love I bear him! Were I indifferent
about my father, the date of his mind would not much dif* quiet me;
but my anxiety for his happi-nefs carries me perhaps a blameable

lengthy

20 JULIA DE ROUBIGNE*

length, in that 'cenfure, which I cannoc
help feeling, of his incapacity to enjoy ir.
«HN

My mother too ! if he knew how mucH it preys upon her geAtle foul,
to fee the impatience with which he fuffers adver-fity!—Yet, alas !
unthinking creature that I am, I judge of his mind by my own, and
while I venture to blame his diftrcfs, I forget that it is entitled to my

pity.

This morning he was obliged to go to the neighbouring village, to
meet a pro-cureurfrom Paris onfomebufincfs, which ht told us would
detain him all day. The night was cold and ftormy, and my mother
and I looked often earneftly out, thinking on the difagreeable ride' he
would have on his return. " My poor hufband!" faid my mother, as
the wind

howled

howled in the lobby, beneath* ** But I have heard him fay, Mamma,
that, in thefe little hardihips, a man thinks him-felf unfortunate, but



is never unhappy; and you may remember he would always prefer
riding, to being drove in a carriage,

becaufe of the enjoyment which he told us he Thould feel from a clean
room and a cheering fire when he got* home.*' At the word Carriage,

I could obferve my mother figh; I was forry it had efcaped me; but, at
the end of my fpecch, we looked both of us at the hearth, whicb I

had fwept but the moment before; the faggots were crackling in the
fire” and my little Fidele lay afleep before it,— He pricked up his ears
and barked, and we heard the jtrampling of horfes in the court. Your
father is returned, cried my

mother; and I ran to the door to receive
him*

N
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him. " Julia, is it not- ?*. faid he (for the ferVant had not time to
fetch us a light); but he faid it colldy. I “ered to help him off with his
furtout. " Softly, child, faid he, you pull my arm awry." It was a trifle,
but I felt my heart fwell when he faid this.

He entered the room ; my mother took his hand in hers. " You are
terribly cold, my love," faid (he, Snd the drew hk chair nearer to the
fire ; he threw afide his hat and whip” without fpeaking a Word. In
the centre*.of the table, which Was covertd foi- fupper, I had placed
a ijowi of milk, drcflbd in a way I know he liked, and had garnilhed it
with fome af tififcial flowers, in the manner we ufed

«

to have our defcrts done at Belville. He i.ted his eyes on it, and I
began to make

'5 ready



ready my anfwer to a queftion I fuppofed be would aflc, who had
trimmed it fo nke* ly ? but he ftarted haftily from his chair, and
fnatching tip this litde piece of orna« ment, threw it into the fire,
faying, <” we bad now no title to finery/' This was too much for me i
it was foolilh, very fool* i(h, but I could not help letting fall fome
tears. He looked fternly at me, and, muttering fome words which I
could not hear, walked out of the room, and flap.' ped the door
roughly behind him. I threw myfclf on my mother's neck, and wept
outright.

Our fupper was filentundfullen; to me the more painful, from the
mortifying reverie which I felt from what I had ex-pe&ed. My father
did not tafte the milk; my mother aiked him to e)it of it

with
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with an afibfted cafe in her manner ; but I obferved her voice falter as
(he afked him: As for me, I durft not look him in the face; I trembled
every time the fervant left the room; there was a proteAion, even in
his prefence, which I could not bear to lofe. The table was fcarcely
uncovered, when my father faid he was tired and (leepy; my mother
laid hold of the opportunity, and offered to accompany him to their
chamber: She bid me good night; my father was filent; but I an-
fwered as if addreffing myfelf to both.

Maria! in my hours of vifionary indulgence, I have fometimes panted
to myfelf a huiband—no matter whom— cojnforting me amidft the
diftrefles which fortune had laid upon us* I have fmiied upon him
through my tears; tears, not

<rf anguifli, but of tenderncfe;—our children were playing around us,
uncon* fcious of misfbrtune », we had uught them to be humble and
to be happy;—our little fhed was referved to us, and their fmiles to
cheer it.4-1 have”im”ined the luxury of fuch a fcene, and alBiftion
be< came a part of my dream of happinefs I



Thus far I had written laft night; I found at laft my body tired and
drowzy” though my mind was illdiipofed to obey It: I laid afide my
pen, and thought of going to bed; but I continued fitting in my chair,
for an hour after, in that ftate ofganguid thinking, which, though it
has not ftrength enough to fatten on any fingle objeft, can wander
without weari-

Vol. I. C acls
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nefi over t thoufand. Th? clock ftrik” ing one, diflblved the
eqchanEtfi*nt «, I vifa$ then with my Maria, and I went to bed but
.to continue my dream of her.

ft

. Why did I wake to ans”iety and dii* quiet ?—Selfifh! that I fhould
not bear i rithout murmuring, my proportion of both !—I met my
mother in the parlour, with a fmile of meeknefs and ferenity on her
countenance " the did not (vy a fingle word of laft night's incident;
and I faw ftie purpofely avoided giving me any op-portunity of
mentioning it 5 fuch is the delicacy of her conduft with regard to my
father. What an angel this woman is! Yet I fear, my friend, fhe is a
very woman in her fufierings.

She
JULIA t» ftOUBI”Nt'. gf

She was the oolyfpeEker of ourcom* pany, while my father fat with
us. H% rode out foon after breakfaft, and did not return till dinner-
time. I was alnfioft afraid of his return, and was happy to iee”™ from
my window” fomebody riding down the lane along with hini. This
was a gentleman of confiderable rank and fortune in our
neighbourhood, the count Loifis de Mmtauban. I do not know how it
has happened, but I cannot recoUeft having ever mentioned him to
you before. He is not one of thefe very interefting jcharafters, which
are long prefent with the mind " yet his worth is univerfally ac«
knowjedged, and his friendfliip to my fa* ther, though of late



acquifition, deferves more than ordinary acknowledgment from us«
His hiftory we heard from

others, foon after our arrival here * fmce
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our acquaintance began; we have had it, »t different times, from
himfelf; for though he has not much franknefs about him.to difcover
his fecrets, he poffeiles a manly firmnefs, which does not fthrink from
the difcovery.

His father was only brother to the late Francis count de Montauban;
his mother, the daughter of a noble family in Spain, died in childbed
of him, and he was foon after deprived of his. remaining "parent,
who was killed at a fiege in Flanders, His uncle took, for fome time,
the charge of his education \ but, before he attained the age of
manhood,.he difco-vered, in the count's behaviour, a want of that
refped which (hould have diftinguiih-ed the relatioa from the
dependent; and after havit”g, in vain, endeavoured to 4, aflert

ailert it, he took the refolution of leay« ing France, and travelled a-
foot into Spain, where he met with a very kind reception from the
relations of his mother. By their afliftance, he was afterwards
enabled to acquire a refpedtable rank in the Spanifli army, and
ferved, in a feries of campaigns, with diftinguifbed reputation. About
a year ago, his uncle died unmarried -, by this event he fucceed-(d to
the family eftate, part of which is

fuuated in this neighbourhood; and fmce that time, he has been
generally here, employed in fuperintending it i for which,

it feems, there was the greater neceflity;
as the late count, who commonly lived at the old hereditary feat of
his anceftbrs, had, for fome of the laft years of his life, been entirely

under the dominion of: rapacious dometftics, aj”*d fuSered bis a&

C 3 fairs
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film in this® quarter” to run” under their guidance, into the greateft.
confufion.

Though, inFranee, a man of fortune's reiidence at his countfy-feat is
fo unufvial”® chat it might be fuppo&d to enhance the value ofTiKh a
neighbour, yet the cir” tutnftanoe df Montaubian's great fortune was
a reafon” I befieve, for my father ihiiDniDg aoy adtances towards his
ac”™ quaintance. The € >nt at lafl contrived to introduce himfelf to
us (which, for what reafon I “now not, he feemed ex” tremely
anxious to do), in a manner that

fiattercd my father i not by offering fa” irours, but by aflcing one. He
had led a waUc through a particular part of his ground, along the
courfeof a brook, which runs alfo through a narrow neck of my
father's property, by the intervention of

which> "
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which, the counc”s territoiy was divided. This ftripe of my father's
ground woold have been a purchase very convenient for Montauban
-, buc» with that peculiar delicacy which our fituation required, he
never niade the propoficion of a purchafe, but only requeued that be
might have leave to open a palTage through an old wi” ». by which it
was incloied, that he if*ight cnJQy a continuation of that ro-itmndci
path, which the banks of the ri-'vulet aflForded. His defire was
exprefled Ip politely, that it could not be refufed. Montauban foon
after paid a vifit of thanks to my father, on the occafion; this laft was
pleafed with an incident, which gave him back, the power of
conferring aa obligation, and therefore, { prefume,. looked on hid
new acquaintance, with a favourable eye” he praifed his ap”.

C 4 pearance.

pearahce, to my mother and me i and fince that day, they have
improved their ac* quaintance into a very cordial intimacy.



In many refpefts, indeed” their fentt-. ments are congenial. A high
fenfe of honour is equally the portion of bother Montauban, from his
long fervice in the. army, and his long refidence in Spaio”

carries it to a very/omahtic height. My father, from a fenfc of his
fituation, is™ now more jealous than ever of his. Mon» tauban ieems
of a melancholy difpofitiont My father was far from being fo once;
but misfortune has now given his mind * tincture of fadnefs.
Montauban thinks: Tightly of the world, from principle. My father,
from ill-ufage, holds it in difguft.

This lad fimilarity of fentiment is a fa* vourite topic of their
difcourfe, and their

friend*

fliip fecms to incrcafc, from every mutual obfervation which they
make. Perhaps it is from fomething amifs in our nature, but I have

often obferved the moft ftrift of our a'ttachments to proceed from an
alliance of diflike.

m

There is fomething hard and unbend-ing in the charadter of the
count, which, though my father applauds it under the title of
magnanimity, X own myfelf wo-manifii enough not to like. There is
an yielding weaknefs, which to me is more amiable than the
inflexible right; it is an ad of my reafon to approve of the laft; but my
heart gives its fuffrage to the firft, without paufing to inquire for a
caufe.—I am* aukward at defining} jou know what I mean \ the laift
is fterii

Csib
in Monuuban, the firft is fmiling in Mafia.

Mean time, I wi(h to feel the moft per-fed gratitude for his unwearied
affidyi-ties to oblige my father and his family. When I think on his
uncommon fricndfhip” I try to forget that fevcrity, which holds me
ibmehow at a diftance from him.



Though I meant a defcription, I have fcrawled through moft of my
paper without beginning one. I have made but fome flight (ketches of
his mind; of bis

perfofi I have faid oodiii”*, which, froati a woman to a woman, fliould
have been mentioned the fboneft* It is fuch a” be* comes a foldier,
rather n”~anly than iband-foaiCr nmh aft air of digni” in his. nuen

that
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thtc borders on haughiia*fs. In fhort™ were I to ftudy for a fenCence,
I thould

fry, that MoiiGiubaa was made to com* mand re”eft itom all, to
obtain praife from moft, but to engage the siSc&ioa” of few.

His company to-day was of in]|)ortance to us. By ourielvesy every
one's look feeined the ipy on another's. We were conftious of
rememberiog tirhat all afieft* ed to “rjget.. Montauban's
cokiverfadem: reconciled us” without oyr beii” fenfibk of it.

My father, who (as it commonly happens to the aHcfflbr in thofe
cafes) had peehaps fek moft frixm Iks own tmiftnefs, Ami either piy
mother -or I, fecmed ha|>-|ff to ifiiid sm ojportHraty if b*ing re*

C6''” ftored
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ftored CO his former familiarity. He was gayer, and more in fpirits,
than I have ieen him for a long time paft. He in-fifted on the count's
(pending the evening yfith us. Montauban at firft excufed him-> ielf.
He had told us, in the courfe ol converfation, of his having
appropriated the evening to bufinefs at home; but my father would
liften to no apology, and the other was at 1 overcome. He feems”
indeed, to feel an uncomiifion attachment to my father, and to enjoy
more pledure in his company, than I fhould have ex*



pe&ed lum to find in the ibciety of any one.
You are now, in the account of corre”

ipondence, I do not know how deep» in my debt. I mean not to aflc
regular returns i but write to me, I increat you;

whea

when you can ; and write larger letters than your laft. Put down every
thbg, fo it be what you feel at the time i and tell every incident that
can make me prefent with you, were it but the making up of a cap
that pleaies you. You fee how much paper I contrive to blot with
trifles«.

LETTER IV.
Mtntaub”m to Sigarva*

VT O U faw, my friend, with what rt-ludance I left Spain, though it
wa” to return to the country of my birth, to the inheritance of my
fathers. I trembled when I thought what a fcene of confuiion the
ftrange mifmanagement of my uncle had left me to difentangle; but it
requir-ed only a certain degree of fortitude to begin that bufinefs,
and it was much iboner concluded than I looked for. I have now
almoft wrought myfelf out pf work, and yet the fituation is not fo diA
gufting as I imagined. I have long learned to defpife that flippancy,
which charac-

. terifirs
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terifes my countrymen $ yet, I know not
how it is, they gain upon me in ipite of

myfelf; and while I reiblve to cenfure, I am forced .to fmile.



From Paris, however, I fled, as if it had been infefted with a
peftilence. Great towns certainly contain many excellent perfons \
but vice and folly predominate (6 oiucb) that a fearch after their
oppo-fites is beyond die limits of ordinary en* diirance 1 and”
befides the fuperiority of numbers, the firft are ever perked up to
view, while the latter are iblicitou” tx> avoid obfervatiom

In the country I found a different ftyle
of charafter. Here are impertinentG who
ulk nonienie, and rogue”™ wto cheat
wheretfaey cooj but che” "K Sotamkdit
nearer
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nearer nature in both. L. met with fome female relationsj who
ftunncd me with receipts in cookery, and prefcriptions in phyfic; but
they did not didtate to my tafte in letters, or my judgment in phi-
lofophy. Ignorance I can bear without emotion; but the affectation of
learning gives me a fit of the Ipleen.

I make indeed but an aukward figure Among them; for I am forced,
by repre* ienting my uncle, to fee a number of our family friends,
whom I never heard of. Thefe good people, however, bear with me
wonderfully, and I am not laughed at, as you predicted. -

But they fometimes peller me with

their civilitiest It is their principle, that

a man cannot be happy alone i and they

"tire
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tire me with their company, out of pure good-nature. I have
endeavoured to un« deceive them : the greater part do not
underftand my hints ” thofe who do, re-prefent. me a four
ungracious being, whom Spain has taught pride and fuUen-nels. This
is well, and I hope the opinion will propagate itfelf apace. One muft
befomewhat hated, to be indepen-dent of folly.

There is but one of my neighbours, whofe temper I find at all
congenial to my own. He has been taught by Mif-fortune to be
ftrious: for that I love him; but Misfortune has not taught him to be
humble: for this I love him the more. There is a pride which becomes
every man ; a poor man, of all

others, (hguld poflefs it.
His
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His name v Pierrt de Roukigni. His family of that rank, which is
perhaps always neceflary to give a fixed liberality of fentiment* From
the confequtnces of an unfortunate law-fuit” his circumftances
became fo involved, that he was obliged to fell his paternal eftate*
and retire to a fmall purchafe he had made in this pro* vince, which
is fituated in the midftof my territories here. My fteward pointed it
out to me, as a thing it was proper for me to be mafter of, and hinted,
that its owner's circumftances were fuch as might

induce him to part with it. Such is the language of thofe devourers of
land, whp” wifli to make a wildernefs around them,, provided they
arc lords of it. For my part, I find much lefs pleaiure in being

the mafter -of acres, than the friend of men.
From

From the particulars of MonC de Rou-bigness ftory, which I learned
foon after I came hither, I was extremely folicitous of his
acquaintance; but I found it not cafy to accomplifti my define, the
diftance which .great minds prefcrve in adverfity* keeping him



fccluded from the world. By humouring that delicacy, which ruled
him in his acceptance of a new acquaint* ance» I have at laft
fucceeded. He admits me as bis gueft, without the cere« inony which
the little folks around us oblige me to endure from them. He docs not
think himfelf under the necefi fily of eternally talking to entertain
mej . and we fometimes fpend a morning together, plcafed with each
other's fociety, though we do not utter a dozen fen-tences.

His

fiis youth has been enlightened by letters, and informed by travel j
but what is ftill more valuable, his ;nihd has been

early impreffed with the principles of manly virtue: he is liberal in
fentiment, but rigid in the feelings of honour.

Were I to mark his failings, I might cbferve a degree of peeviihnefs at
man* kind, which, though mankind may de-fervr, it is the trued
independence not to allow them. He feels that chagrin at his
fituation, which conftitutes the vic« tory of Misfortune over us—but I
have not known Misfortune, and am therefore not e/ititled to obferve
it.

His family confifts of a wife and daughter, his only furviving child,
who are equally eftimable with himfelf. " I have

not.

not” at prefent, time to defcribe them. I have given you this (ketch of
him, be-caufe I think he is fuch a man as might be the friencl of my
Segar” *a. There are fo few in this trifling world, whofe mutual
excellence deferves mutual efteem, that the intervention of an
hundred leagues

ihould not bar their acquaintance; and we increafe the fenfe of virtue
in our* felves, by the confciouihefs of virtue in others*

\Y
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LETTER V.
i
' Montauhan to Segarva.

T Defcribed to you» in my laftt the h-' then of that family, whoie
acquaintance I hav” chiefly cultivated fince I came hither. His wife
and daughter I pro-mifcd to defcribe—at leaft fuch a pro-mife was
implied—perhaps I find plea-fure in defcribing them—I have time
enough at leaft for the defcription—but no matter for the caufe.

Madame de Roubigne has ftill the remains of a fine woman'; and, if I
may credit a pidure in her hufband's poiTef* fion, was in her youth
remarkably hand-

fome.
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Ibme« She has now 4 fort of ftlllnefs in her look, which (ecms the
efFeA of refig-nation in adverfity. Her countenance ixars the marks
of a forrow, which'we cki not fo much pity as revere*, (he has

yielded to calamity, while her huA>an4 has ftruggled under its
preflure” and hence; has acquired a compofure, which renders that
uneafinefs I remarked in him more obfervable by the contraft. J have
been informed of one particular, which, be* fides the difference of
fex, may, in a great meafure, account for this; She brought Roubigne
a very conGderable fortune, the greateft part of which was fpent in
that, unfortunate law-fuit I mentioned, A confcioufnefs of this makes
the huf* band impatient under their preient cir* cumflances, from
the very principle of 6 gene*

generofity, which leads the wife to ap-”" pear contented.

In her converfation flie is guided by the fame.evennefs of temper.
She talks



of the world as of a fcene where fhe is a fpedator merely, in which
there is fome-thing for virtue to praife, for charity to pardon; and
fmooths the fpleen of her huA)and's obfervations by fbme palliative
remark which experience has taught her.

One confolation fhe has ever at hand: Religianj the friend of
Calamity, (he had cultivated in her moft proiperous days. Affliction,
however, has not driven her to enfhufiafm; her feelings of devotion
are mild and fecret, her expreflion gentle and charitable.- I have
always obferved yaur outrageoufly-religious, amidft-their

feverity
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ieverity to their neighbours, manifeft a difcontent with themfebres;
fpirits like Madame.de Houbigne's have that inward peace which is
eafily fatisficd with others. The rapturous blaze of devotion is more
allied to vanity than to happinels; like

the torches of the great, it diftrefles its owner, while it flames in the
eye of the public; the other, like the rufh-light of the cottager, cheers
the little family within, while it feeks not to be feen of the world.

But her daughter, her lovely daughter!—with all the gentlenefs of her
mother's difpofition, (he unites the warmth of her father's heart, and
the ftrength of her,father's underftanding. Her eyes”. in their filent
ftate, (if I may ufe the term) give the beholder every idea of Vol. I.
D.., fcmi.

Jtk JULIA BX. ItOUBIANJLA.

htrmiott*Mti** wbeniendment oc&el* iog aninufits litem, how
eloquent theyt ai«4 When Roubigne talks, Lhatevice”®

and defpife folly; when his wife fpeaks” 1 pity both; but the mufic of
Julia's tongue gives the throb of virtue to mj heart, and lifts my fi>ul
to fomewhat fu-perhuman.



1 mention not the graces of her form; yet they are fuch as would
attract the admiration of thofe, by whom the beauties of her mind
might not be underllood. In one as well as the other, there is a
remarkable conjunction of tendernefs with dignity; but her beauty is
of that fort, on which we cannot properly decide independent of
the.foul, becaufe the frrft is niver umnf<M?med by the latter*

To
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To theflVppaneys which wo mc apt tm ftfcribe to feiTKilesof her-
age” fiitf(setlii utterly a ftraoger. Her-diipofitiofi' ha” deed appears
to lean, in an™ uncommon degree, towards the feriotts. Yet Bie
br«ak<-forth at times”kito filial* attemfilir at gaie”” to amuft that
MMiiiuiet W17 ch” iho obferves ia * her faihei'; but ~i*M thenf k looks
Ukc a coQqudV over the natural' penfivenefs of her mmd. This
xrtehn* choly might be held a fault in Julian but the fortune of! her
family has been* fuch, that none but tbofe, who are to* tally
exempted from thinking, could have looked on it with indifference.

It is only indeed, when (he wo”lc” coft-fer happinefs on others, that
Ihe fteins perfcftly to enjoy it. The nifties around us talk of her
affability and good'-hu«

D” mour

aiour with the livelieft gratitude; and I baye been witneis to leveral
Icenes, where ihe difpenfed mirth and gaiety to fome poor families in
our neighbourhood, with a countenance as cheerful as the moft
vRthinking of them all. At thpfe fea-Ipns .1 ihlave been tempted from
the gra* vity.”anural to me, and borrowed .from trifles a temporary
happinefs. Had you feen me yefterday dancing in the midfl: of a band
of grape-gatherers, you would have blufhed for your friend; but I
danced with Julia.

I am called from my defcription by the approach of her whom 1
would defcribe. Her/ather has fent his fervant to inform me,, that his



wife and daughter have agreed to accompany him in a walk, as far as
to a farm of mine, where I have

A (R

\
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fet about trying fome experiments in agriculture. Roubigne is fkilful
in thofe things: as for me, I know I ihaH lofe

money by them ; but it will not be loft to the public : and if I can even
(hew what will not fucceed, I {hall do fomething

for the good of my neighbours. Methinks too, if Julia de Roubigne
would pro-mife to come and look at them-—But I fee their family
from my window. Farc-wecl.

D3
LETTERVI
Julia” to Maria.

"VT” P U rally me on the fubjeft of the count de Montauban, with
that vivacity which I have fo often cnvyed you

% U

the”pofleflion of. You lay, you are fure, you (hould like him vaftly. *'
What a bleffing, in a remote province, where pne is in danger of
dying of ennui” to have this ftifF, crufty, honourableSpaniard, to
tcafe and make a fool of!"* I have no thoughts of fuch amufement,
and therefore 1 do not like him vaftly; but, I con-fefs, I begin to like
him better than I did. He has loft much of that ftern-ncfs, (dignity,
my father calls it) which



ufed

Mfcd to-chill me when I approached him. He can talk of common
ihmgs in a com-hion way; and but ycfterday he danced with me on
the green, amidft a tfoop of honeft ruftics, whom I wiftied to make
happy at the fmall ejj*pcncc of fharing their happinefs. All this, I
allow” at firft, icemed foreign to the man ; but he did not, as I have
feen fomeof your'*ifc "'pcopfe do, tkkfe great cfedit for letting 1" imfcif
do”vn fo tdw. He did it wit* a tfcfigri of frankr”, though fbihe of Wi
imive loftinefs rcmaiined m the execution.

«
r

We “re much in iA% debt dn thefcoi” of domeftic haippineft. He has
become To far csne of the family us to be wele(»ne at all times, a
privikge he mjdccB vttf ffei”uent ufe ef| and we find o«rfelvcb

D4 1©-
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fo much at cafe with him, that we never think ~even of talking more
than we chufe, to entertain him. He will fit for an hour at the table
where I am working, with no other amufement than that of twifting
(hreds of my catgut into whim-fical figures*

I think that he alfo is not the worie for our fociety : I fuppofe him the
happier for it, from the change in his fen-timents of others. He often
difputes with my father, and will not allow the world to ht altogether
fo bad as he u(ed to do. My father, who can now be merry at times,
jokes him on his apo-ftacy. He appealed to me this morn” Ing for the
truth of his argument I told him, I was unable to judge, becaufe I
knew nothing of the world. " And

yet.
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yeU (replied he gallantly) it is from you one fliould learn to think
better of it: I never knew, till I came hither, that it" contained any
thing fo valuable as Ma« damoifelle de Roubigne." I think, he looked
foolifh enough when he paid mc this compliment. I curtfied, with
com* pofure enough. It is not from men like Montauban that one
blufhes at a compliment.

Befides the general addition to our good-humour, his fociety is
particularly ufeful to me. His difcourle frequently turns on fubjefts,
from the difcufSon of which, though I am fomewhat afraid to engage
in it, I always find myfelf the wifer. Amidft the toils of his military
life, Montauban has contrived to find leifure for the purfuit of very
cxtenfive

D 5an”
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tpd ufefisl Ignowledge. This, tbou” liuje folickous co difplay” he is
ailways seady .tocomniuniaitei and” as he find» me willing to be
inftruded, he teems to fiixi a pleafure in inftru&ing me.

My riiofher takes tirtff opportunity of <flcotirag?hg this fort of
cbflvferfation. Yoti have often' heard her fentiments on the mutual
advantage of (uch iritercourfe be-twcen the fexes. You well
remember her frequent mention of a male friend, who died ibori
after her marrij*gc, from whom, &e hzi toid us, flie derived mofl: of
the little accomplifhment her mind can boaft ot ** Men ((he ufed to
fay) though they talk much of their friends, are fel-dom bleft with a
friend, 'the nature of that companionlhip, 'which they miftake for
friendfhip, is really deftruAive of its

exift-.

~ciftence; beomfe the ddicacy of the kfl: ihri”*s from die rude toudi of
the former s ~d that™ howevef pure in thett own ftnllment” the
fo<!i® ivhich thejr fte eadi other hold with third perfons» fe 1RM[>
grofs, not to break thofe tender links, “ich atie abfdlutely efleniial to
friend-"



ifthip. Girls ((he fafd) eafily form a con* ne”i”n of a more refined
fort; but as it

tomtjnonly begins with romance, it fel-dom ou'tlafts the years of
childhood, exp tept when it degenerates into cabal and intrigue; but
that the friendihip of one of each fex, when fo cirqumftanced as to be
diftant from love, (which (he affirmed might be the cafe) has that
combination orilrength and delicacy which is equally formed to
improve and delight."

Dg There

There may be much reafon in her arguments; but I cannot,
Qotwithftanding my efteem for him, cafily think of Mon-tauban as
my friend. He has not yet quite obliterated the fears I felt on our firft
acquaintance. He has, however, done much to conquer them ; and, if
he goes on as he has begun, I know not what in time he may arrive at.
Mean time I am contented with Maria: our friendlhip has at leaft
endured beyond the period af-figncd by my mother. Shall it not al-
ways endure ? I know the anfwer which your heart will make—mine
throbs whik I think of it.

JULIA PE ROUBIGNB" "'

LETTER VIL

Mmtauhan to Segarvd.

VT OU complain of my filence. In truth I have nothing to fay but to
repeat, what is very unneceflary, my aflu* ranees of friendfliip to
Scganra. My life is of a fort that produces nothing; I mean in recital.
To myfelf it is not va-cant: I can be employed in marking the growth
of a Thrub; but I cannot defcribe its progrefsy nor even tell why its
progrefi pleafes me.

If the word fociety is confined to our

own fpecies, I enjoy very little of it. I

ihould except that of the famrly I gave



you an account of fome time ago« I fear I am too often with them; I
frequently refoive to be h"fy * I"me ” but I have fcarce fat down to
my table, when the pifture of RoubigHe's parkmr prefents itfelfy and
I think that my bulinefs may wait till to-morrow.

1 blufh to tell you what a fool 1 an» grown i or is it that I am nearer
the truth than formerly ? 1 fc"in to entertain doubts of my own
dignity, and to think that man is not altogether formed for the fub-
lime place I ufed to allot him. One caft fee very happy with much lefe
trouble,, than very wife : I have difcovered this at Roubigne's. It. is
but conquering the name of trifles, which our pride would give
things” and my hours at Roub”ne”

aie
ztt as importantly filkd up as any em« ployment could make them.

After all, what is our boafted f"ilo* fophy to ourfelves or others ? Its
confe* quence is ofcen borrowed, more from the language it fpeaks,
than the objed it pur* fues, and its attainments valued, more from
their difficulty, than their ufeful-nefs. But life takes its complexion
from inferior things; and proridence has wifely placed its real
bleflings within the reach of moderate abilities. We look for a ftation
beyond them:; it is fit that we too ihould have our reward; and it is
found in our vanity. It is only from this caufe, that iTometimes blufh,
as if I were unwor* thily employed, when I feel myfelf happy in doing
nothing at Monf. de Roubigne's

lire-Iide.
Yet

Yet do not fuppofe that we are always employed in talking of trifles:
She has a mind no lefs capable of important re-fearcb, of exalted
fentiment.—-

I am haftily called away;—it faves you the continuation of a very dull
letter. I fend this, fuch as it is, more as a title to receive one from you,
than that it Thould ftand for any thing of itfelf.



FareweL
LETTER VIII.
yulia to Maria.

TD IT Y me, Maria, pity me! even that quiet which my letters of late
defcrib-ed, which I was contented to call hap-pinefs, is denied me.
There is a fatality which every-wherc attends the family of the
unfortunate Roubigne ; here, to the

abodes of peace, perplexity purfues it; and it is deftined to find new
diftrefs, from thofe fcanty fources to which it looked for comfort.

The count de Montauban—why did he fee me ? why did he vifit here
? why did I liften to his difcourfe ? though, Hea”"

ven
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ven knows, I meant not to deceive hi m ! —He has declared himfelf
the lover of your JuUa !—I own his virtues, I efteem

his charafter, I know the gratitude too we owe him; from all thofe
circumftances I am doubly diftrefled at my fituation * but it is
impoflible, it is impoflible that I (hould love him. How could he
imagine thatlfhould? or how does he (till continue to imagine that 1
may be won to love him \ I foftened my refufal, becaufc I would
diftrefs no man \ Montauban of all men the leaft; but furely it was
determined enough, to cut off all hopes of my ever altering my
refolution.

Should not his pride teach him to ceafe ibch mcirrifying foHcitations
? Ho” has it” rn thvs**ii*fta”ce arione” fbrtafken hin) \
Methi{fks«(M"hiehaaa”edarvgeM)P6" in

letting

JULIA DE ROU”BIGNE'. **



letting my mother know of his addrefles. When 1 hinted this, he fell
at my feec” and intreated me te forgive a palfion (b earneft as his, for
calting in evicry poflible affiftance. Cruel I rhsx in this tendereft
cemzern, that fee which is naturally fee-Ue, ihould have other
weaknefies to . combat befides its own.

I know my mother's”™ *ntlenefs too well to have much to fear from
her; but the idea of my father's difpleaiure is terrible. This morning,
when I intreated my mother not to mention this matter to him, (he
informed me of her having al« ready told' him. It was an affair, ihe
faid, of fo much importance to his fa« mily, that (he durft not
.-venture to conceal it. There was fomething in the cooU nds of her
words that hurt* me * but I

ftifled the anfwer which I was abofut to make, and only obferved,
that of that family I was the ncareft concerned. " You Ihall judge for
yourfelf, my dear girl, (faid Ihe, refuming the natural gentlcneft of
her manner) L will never pretend to controul your aSedtions. Your
opinions I always hold it my duty to guide; experience, dearly bought
perhaps, has given me fome title to guide them. Believe me, there are
dreams of romantic affedion, which are apt to poflfefs young minds,
the reality of which is not to be found in nature. I do not blame you
for doubting this at prefent; but the time will come when you fhall be
convinced of its truth."”

Is it fo, Maria ? Shall that period ever

arrive, when my prefent feelings thall

be

L

be forgotten ? But« IF it Qiouldy are they not now my confcience,
and fhould I not be unjuft to Montauban and myfelf, were I now to
afl againft them ?

I have fcen my father. He came into my room in his ufual way, and

afked me, if I choie to walk with him. His words were the fame they'
were wont to be; but I could difcover that his thoughts were



different. He looked on me with a de-' termined countenance, as if he
prepared himfelf for contradiiflion. I concealed my uneafinefs”
however, and attended him with that appearance of cheerful-ncfs,
which I make it a point of duty to wear in his prefcnce. He feemed to
have cxpeded fomething different; for I faw be was foftened from
that hoftility”™ may,

I call
>t
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I call it, ofafpedt, which he had aflumed at firily and, during our
walk” he ex-prcflbd'himfelf to me with unufual ten-dernefs. Alas! too
much fo, Maria ! Why am I obliged to offend him ? When he called
me the fupport and folace of his age; when he blefled Heaven for
leaving hiRi, in the .worft of his misfortunes” his Julia to comfort
him-—why could I not then, amidft my filial teacs, when my heart
(hould have panted itfelf out in duty dnd gratitude, why could I not
then affure him of its obedience ?

Write to me, for pity's fa”e, write to mt fp”j4il yi ni* A 0j& me”
couaf”l qoe, S"4c.m6* bjatiay nptthtf .I.thouldliftea
ta*MPAtaubMU

LETTER IX.
m
MontauboH to Segarva.

T Sit down to write to Segarva, with the idea of his prefence at the
time, and the idea was wont to be a pleafant one; it is now mixed
with a fort of un-eafinefsy like thet which a man feek, who has
c”Fbnded, and would aft to be forgiven. The confcioufnefs of what I
mean by thk letter to reveal, hangs like guilt upon my mind ;
therefore it is that I have fo long delayed writings If you lhaU thiiik'it
weakness.—¥ee I knew not how I can'bear, chiding on this pointi



; B\tf. wjby.flftoulfi I dPtidbilrQf yopr 4p* proving it. Our
coaveiiAiipos.oii. the,

fez
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fcx might be juft, but they touch not Julia dc Roubigne. Could my
friend but fee, but know her, I fliould need no other advocate to
excufe the change of my fentiments.

Let me tell him then of my paflloQ for

that lovelieft of women; that it has prompted me to offer her a hand,
which, he has fometimes heard me declare, Thould never give away
my freedom. This founded like fomething manly, but it was, in truth,
a littlenefs of foul. He who paufes in the exercife of every better
aflfeAion of the heart, till he calculates the chances of danger or of
ridicule, is the verieft of cowards j but the rcfolution, though
frequently made, is feldotn or never adhered to " the voice

JULIA DE ROUBIGNE. 73
of naturCf of wifdom, .and of virtue is againft it.

To acquire fuch a friend as Julia dc Roubigne—but friend is a word
infigni-ficant ef the connexion-"rto have one foul, one fate with her!
to participate her happinefs, to thare her griefs! to be that fingle
Being to whom, the next to Divinity, the pours out the feelings of her
heart, to whom fhe fpeaks the gentleft of her.wiflies, to whom Ihe
fighs the moft dedicate of her tears ! to grant thofe wifiies, to footh
thofe tears I to have fuch a woman (like our guardian-angel without
his fuperiority) to whom we may un' bofom our own !— the creation
of plea-fures is little; this is a creation of foul to enjoy them I

Call not mine the language of doating love ; I am confident how
much reafon it on my fide, and will now hear Segarva with patience.

He will tell me of that fafcinatiflg power which women poflefs, when
they would win us, which fades at onee from the character of wife.



——But I know Julia de Roubigne well j (he has grown up under the
eye of the bed of parents, unfchooled in the praftices of her fcx; ftie is
ignorant of thofe arts of delufion, which are taught by the fociety of
women of the world. I have had opportunities of feeing her at all
feafons, and in every attitude of mind.—Her foul is too gentle for the
touch of art; an effort at deceit would bring it-even to torture;

He
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He will remind me of the difparity of age, and tell me of the danger of
her zf* feftions wandering from one, whom, oa comparifon with
herfelf, The will learn to think an old man.—But Julia is of an order of
beings fupcrior to thoie whom external form, and the trifling
language of gallantry, can attract. Had fhe the flippancy of mind
which thofe fliallow qualities are able to allure, I think, Sc” garva,

(he were beneath the eledion of Montauban.

I remember our former converfations on the fubjeft of marriage,
when we were both of one fide; and that, then, you obierved in me d
certain wakeful jealoufy of honour, which, you faid, the fmile of a
wife on another man would roufc into

E 2 difquiet.

difquiet.—Perhaps I have been fome* times too hafty that way, in the
fenfe of affronts from men; but the nicety of a foldicr's. charafter,
which mud ever be out of the re”ch of queflion, may cxcufe it. I think
I never ihewed fufpicion of mj friends; and why to this lovely one, the
delicacy of whofc virtue I would

vouch againft the world, fhould I be more unjuft than to others?—
There is BO .fiend fo malicious, as to breathe de* tradlion againft my
Julia.

In (hort, I have canvaflfed all your ob-je£tions» and, I think, I have
anfwered them all. Forgive me for fuppofing you to make thexn %
and forgive me, when I tell you, that, while I did fo, methought I
loved you Icfs than I was wont to do.



But

But I am anticipating bleflings, which may never arrive; for the
gentlcft of her fcx is yet cruel to Montauban. But, I truft, it is only the
maiden coyncfs of a mind, naturally fearful. She owned her efteem,
her friend/hip; thefe arc poor to the returns I afk : but they muft be
exchanged for fentiments more tender, they inuft yield to the ardour
of mine. They muft, they fhall: I feel m,y heart expand with a glad
foreboding, that tells it of happinefs to come. While I enjoy it, I wifli
for fomething more: let me hear then that my Savcdra enjoys it too.

E3
LETTER X.
JuUa to Maria.

yj O U know not the heart of your Julia > yet impute it riot to a want
of confidence in your friendfhip. Its perplexity is of a nature fo
delicate, that I am fometimes afraid even to think on it myfelf; and
often, when I meant to re* veal it to you, my utterancefailed in the
attempt.

The character you have heard of the count de Montauban is juft; it is
perhaps even lefs than he merits; for his virtues are of that
unbending kind, that does not eafily ftoop to the opinion of the

world \

world; tawhich the world therefore is I * iiot profufe of its culogium,
I revere his virtues” I elteem his good qualities; but I cannot love
him.—This muft be my anfwer to others : but Maria has a right to
fomcthing more ; IThc may be told my weaknefs, for her friendihip
cu”n piry and fupport it.

Learn then that I have not a heart to beftow.—I bluth even while I
write this confeffion.—Yet to love merit like Sc” villon”*Sj cannot be
criminal.—Why then dp I bisfii a*aiiii when I think of reveal* log-it?



Yon havefecn him at Belville” alas! you know not \m worth ; it is not
eafy to know it. Gentle, modeft, retired from notice, —it was the lot of
your Julia to dilcover

E Ait.

it. She prized it the more, that it was not common to all; and while
(he looked on it as the child of her own obfervation, it was vanity to
know, it was virtue to cherifli.—Alas! flic was inconfcious of that
period, when it ceafed to be virtue and grew into paffion!

But whither am I wandering ? I meant vonly to relate;' 1)ut our
feelings fpcak for themfelves, before we can tell why we feel.

Savillon's father and mine were friends i his father was unfortunate,
and mine was the friend of his misfortunes; hence afoie a fort of
dependence on the one fide, which, on the other, I fear, was never
entirely forgotten. I have fome-timcs obferved this weaknefs in my
father ;

1

ther; but the pride that leads to virtue may be pardoned. He thinks of
a man as his inferior, only that he may do him a kindneft more freely.
Savillon*s family, indeed, was not fo noble as his mind -, my father
warmly acknowledged the ex* cellence of the laft; but he had been
taught, from earlieft infancy, to confidcer a misfortune the want of the
former.

After the death of old Savillon, my father's friendlhip and protection
were transferred to his fon; the time he could fpare from ftudy, was
commonly fpent at Belville. He appeared ta feel in his fi-tuation that
dependence I mentioned -, in mean fouls, this produces fervility; in
liberal minds, it is the nurfe pf honourable pride. There was a filent
melancholy about Savillon,, which dlfdained the no*

E 5 tice

ttce of fuperficial ofaTervers, and yfzt oever fatisfied with fuperficial
acqqiremcm. I*is endowments did not atcrad the eye of the world *



but they fixed the efteena and admiration of his friends. His friends
indeed were few; and he feemednotto wifh them many.

To know fuch a man; to fee his merit * to regret that yoke which
Fortune had

4

laid upon him—I em bewildered in fen-timent again.—In truth, my
ftory is the ftory of fcntiment. I would tell you how I began to love
Savillon 5 but the trifles, by which I now mark the progrefs

of this attachment, are too little for dc-feription.
We were frequently together, at that

time of life when a boy and girl are not

alarmed

alarmed at being together. SavIUon's fu«

perior attainments made him a ibrt of inafter for your Julia.' He ufed
to teach me ideas ; fometimes he flattered me, by faying that, in his
turn» he learned from me. Our feelings were often equally dif-gufted
with many of the common no* tions of mankind, and we early began
to form a league againft them. We began with an alliance of
argument; but the heart was always appealed to in the laft rcfort.

The time at lad came, when I began to fear fomething improper in
our friend-Ihip; but the fears that ihould guard, betray ust They
make pidares to our fancy, which the reafon they call to their
affiftance cannot overcome. In my rambles through the woods at
Belville, I

£ 6 have
/



have ofcen turned into a diflferent walk from that I (irft defigned to
take, be-

caufc I fufpeftcd Savillon was there *— Alas ! Maria, an ideal Savillon
attended me, more dangerous than the real.

But it was only from his abfence I ac-quired a certain knowledge of
myfelf. I remember, on the eve of his departure” we were walking in
the garden ; my father was with us. He had been com«* mending
fome carnation feeds, which he had juft received from an eminent
florid at Verfailles. Savillon was examining ibme of them, which my
father had put into his hand ; and foon after, when we

came to a fmall plot, which I ufed to call my garden, he fowed afew of
them in a particular corner of it. I took little notice at the time j but
not long after he

was

was gone, the flowers began to appear. You cannoc eafily imagine the
cSk& this trifling circumftance had upon me. I ufcd to vifit the fpot
by ft:ealth, for a certain confcious feeling prevented my going openly
thither, and watched the growth of thofe carnations with the care of a
parent for a darling child ; and when they began to droop (I blufli,
Maria, to tell it) I have often watered them with my tears.

Such is the account of my owrr feel-ings ; but who fliall tell me thofe
of Sa* villon? I have feen him look fuch things !—but, alas! Maria,
our wifhes are traitors, and give us falfe intelligence. His foul is too
noble to pour itfclf out in chofe trivial fpeeches which the other fex
often addrefles to ours. Savillon knows

7 not
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not the language <~ f con” Umeot” yet oietfainks from SavUlon* it
would pleafe.



May not a fenfe of his humbk foituae prevent him from fpeakiog
vrhai he feels ?,

When we were firA acquainted, Julia de Roubigne was a name of
fome confe-quence * fallen as (he now is, it is now her time to be
haughty, and Savillon is too generous to think otherwife. In our moft
exalted eftate” my friend, we are not fo difficult to win, as we are
fometimes imagined to be : it unfortunately happens, that the beft
men think us the moft fa.

I know I am partial to my own caufe * yet I am' fenfible.of all the
impropriety with wluch my conduft is attended. My conduSf” did I
call it ? It is not my con* duU I I err but in thought. Y"t, I fear, I
fuffered thefe thoughts at firft without

alarm.

al«nta. They have grawn up, uttdjock-ed, in my bofom, and bow I
would coo-troHI them in rain. Should I know my-fctf indiflfercnt to
Savilion, would not my pride fet me free ? I figh, and dare not fay
that it would.

. But thefe i« fomething tenderer and kfe tomukuous in that feeling
with which I now j-emember him, than when his pre-fence ufed to
alarm me. OWigced to leave France, where Fortune had denied him
an inheritance, he is “one to Martinique, on the invitatbn of an
uncle, who has been feveral years fettled in that ifland. When I think
of the track of t>cean which feparates us, my head grows dtzry as I
think!—that this little heart

ftould have ks interefts extended fo far I

that.

that, on the other fide of the Atlantic, there ihould exift a being, for
whom it fwells with imaginary hope, and trembles, alas! much

oftener trembles, with imaginary fear!

In fuch a fituation, wonder not at my



coldnefs to Montauban. I know not how it is; but, methinks, I efteem
him kis than I did, from the prepoftcrous rcafon,” that he loves me
when I would not have him. I owe him gratitude in returriy though I
cannot give him love; but I involuntarily refufe him the firft, becauie
he , a(ks the latter, which I have not to beftow f

Would that he had never feen your Julia ! I expeft not a life of
happinefs, but had looked for one of quiet. There

1S

is fbtxietbing in the idea even of peaceful fadnefs, which I could bear
without re-pining ; but I am not made for ftrug* glui® *ith
perplexity.

LETTER XL

4

Julia to Maria.
Y

"T R O M your letters, Maria, I always find comfort and fatisfadion:
and never did one arrive more feafonably than the laft. When the foul
is torn by .contrary emotions” it is then we wifh for a friend to
reconcile us to ourfelves : fuch a friend am I blefled with in you.
Advice from my Maria, is the language of

wifdom without its feverity j (he can feel what is due to nature, while
(he fpeaks what is required of prudence.

I have ever thought as you do, " that it is not enough for a woman not
to fwervce

from

from the duty of a wife; that to love dO« other more than a hulhand,
is an adul« tery af the heart * and not to love a huf. band with
undivided affection, is a vir”™ tual breach of the vow that unites us***



But I dare not own to my father the attachment from whicli thefe
arguments are drawn. There is a fternnefs in his idea of honour, from
which I ihrink with affright. Images of vengeance and de-ftrufCion
f>aint thenmfeW”s to my miadf when £ thinic of hts difcoveriiig diait
weak”is wliich I cannot bide from my* fel£ EveQ befoie my mother,
ais his vife, f tremUe, and dare not difdofe it.

Bow hard is the fate rf your Julia I Unhappy from feelings which ihe
che-ri&ed as harmlefs, which ftiU ihe cannot

think

think criminal, yet denied even the comfort of revealing, except to
her Maria, the caufe of her diftrcfs! Amidft the wreck of our family*s
fortunes, I tharcd the common calamity * mud: I now be robbed of
the little treafure I had faved, ipoiled of my peace of mind, and forbid
the native freedom of my affedtions ?

I am called to dinner. One of our fieighbours is below, a diftant
relation of Montauban, with his wife and daughter. Another ftranger,
Lifette fays, is alfo there, a captain of a fhip, flie thinks, whom (he
remembers having fecn formerly at Belville. Muft I go then, and look
unmeaning cheerfulnefs, and talk indifferent things, while my heart
is torn

with

with iecret agitation ? To feel diftrefs, is pailful i Jbut to diflemble it,
1s torture.

I have now time to think, and power .to exprefs my thoughts-"1It is
midnight” and the world is huQicd around me! After the agitation of
this day, I feel fomething filently fad at my heart, that .can pour itfelf
out to my friend!

Savillon! cruel Savillon!—but I com* plain, as if it were falfehood to
have for* gotten her whom perhaps he never loved”

She too muft forget him—Maria! he



is the hufband of another! That fea-

captain, --who dined with my father today,

\
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day, is juft rcturncef from Martinique, *ith a beating heart, I Reard
him quc& tioned of Savillon. With a beating heart I heard him tell of
the riches he is faid to have acquired by the death of that relation
with whom he lived; but judge of its fenfations”™ when he added, that
Savitlon wa$ only prevemed by that .vent” from nf"arrying the
daughter of a rich planter, who had been deftined £<:» his wife on
the very day his uncle died, and whom he was (till to marry as foon

as decency would permit. " And before this time, (laid the ftranger)
he muft be her hiilband.**

Before this time!—While I was chc* riithing romantic hopes! or, at
leaft, while, amidft my dift"efs, I had prefcrv-cd invityhte the idea of
his faith and my

own. 5

own.—But whither does this dthRotk carry me ? SwiOon ha”broken
nofaithi to mc he never pledged it. Hide me, my friend, from the
confcioufncfi of my folly, or let it fpeak till its expiation be made, till I
have banithcd Saviflon from my mind.

Muft I then baniih him firom my mind”. Muft I forget the fcenes of
our early days, the opinions we formed, the authors we read, the
mufic we played to-

»

gether ? There was a time when I was wont to retire from the
profanity of vul* gar fouls, to indulge the remembrance f

m« HI I m> [ <" —="M*a*""" " —M"



I heard ibmcbody tap at my door. I was iff tliat ftace of mind which
every thing terrifies j I fimcy F looked terrified,

for
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for my mother, when flic entered, begged me, in a low voice, not to
be alarmed*

** 1 coaic to fee you, Julia, (faid (he,) Jjefore I go to bed; mcthought
you looked ill at fupper/*—** Did 1, mam-ma ? {faidI) I am well
enoughs indeed I am." She preffed my hand gently ; I tried to fmilc;
it was with difficulty I fod)ore weeping.

*'Your mind, child, (continued my mother) is too tender; I fear it is,
for this bad world. You muft learn to conquer Tome of its feelings, if
you would bejuft to yourfclf; but I can pardon you, for I know how
bewitching they

are” but truft me, my love, they muft

»

not be indulged too far; they poifon the quiet .of our lives. Alas! we
have too

little at bed! I am aware how ungra« cious the dodrine is j but it is
not the fefs true. If you ewr have a child like yourfelf” you will tell
her this, in your tjum, and (he will notbelietre you."

1 was now wiping outright: it wat the Qnly aofwer I could 4nake« My
mo* ther embraced mt tenderly” aod bgged me to be calm” and
endeavour to rcBL I gave her my promife to go foon to bed t

I am about to perform it ~ but to refi, Maria f—farewell!
VpL.I* B
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LETTER Xn.
Julia to Maria.

\%J HI LE I write, my paper is blotted by my tears. They fall not irow
for myfelf, but for rty father; you know-not how he has wrong my
heart.

He had another appointment this day with that pro'cureur, who once
vifited our village before. Sure there is fomething

terrible in that man's bufmefs. Alas ! I

»

formerly complained of my father's ill* humour, when he returned to
us from a meeting with him-, I knew not, unjuli: that I was, what
reafon he then might have for his chagrin ; I am ilill ignorant

JULIA pE ROUBIG.NE” ,JP9

of their tranfaftionsy but * haye .too £00d ground for .making
frightful conje&ures.

On his return in the evenings he found my mother and me in
feparate apartments. She has complained of a flight dilbrder, from
cold I believe, thefe two or three

»
days paft, and had lain down on a couch

in her own room, till my father fliould

<

return. I "*as left, alone, aod fat down to read nay favourite Racine.

** Iphigenia! (faid my father, taking up the book) Iphigenia!" He
looked on me piteoufly as he repeated the word.



I cannot make you underftand how much that fingle name exprefled,
nor how much that looki. Hi? |>i]ef*~d ime to bis. bofom, and as he
kiiTed me, I; £elt a tear oh his

cheek; »
F z *« Your
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V Tour mother is in her own cluun« ber, iny love.” I oficttd to go and
fetch her: he held my hand faft» as if he would not have me leave
him. We

ftood for fome moments tbus” till my mother, who had heard his
voice, enter-ed the room.

We” fiit doEwit bj dic” fircy with my fa-ditr between us. He looked
on us at-ternately, with an aflbAed chcerfynefs” and Ipoke of
indiflFerent things in a tone of gaiety rather uilufual to him; but it
was eafy to fee how foreign thofe ap* pearances were to the real
movements of faia foul.

Tlure watt ~ 1 ftf ~ pwfe t>f filenoe, wlttch gwe them” time to
overcome htm. We faw a tear, which he was unaUe to

reprefs.
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reprefi, begm to fted from his eye. ** Mf de”reft UfcT' £iid mjr
motKer” Uiysi” bold of his liand ftod kifling k: I pteffisd the other in
mitte* ** Tes” {(aid ht) I am ftill rich in Ueffingn” “fthile thele ar«
kfc me. Yog$ my IoTe>. have ever (bared my fortune unrepioii”™: I
look up to you» as to a fuperior Beings who for all

bis benefits accepts of ovr gratit*ide U the only recompence ive have
to iriake. This” *lhiy k& leireat” vrhere I looked for peadt ift hstfi®



thdiJgb it'wlsis joined to pover”,' we may ibon be forced to kave I—
Wilt thou ftill pardoB, 1liU <:onw fort the man« whe” evil d* ftis”
has drawn thee along with it to ruin?<”~”*And thou toO) my child, my
Julia! thou wilt not forfake thy father« grey hairs I Mif* fortune
purfiies him to the laft: do thou

ft
but fmile, my cherub, and he. can bear
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it ftill." I threw my head on his knees, and bathed them with my
tears. ' Do not unman me (he cried). I would fup-port my fituation
as becomes a man; Methinksy for my own part,* I could en* dure any
thing—but my wife ! my child ! can they bear want and wretchednefs
! " They can bear any thing with you, faid my mother.—I ftarted up, I
know not how ; I faid fomething, Tknow not what; bur” at that
moment, I felt my heart roufed as with the found of a trum<» pet.
My mother flood on one fide, looking gently upwards, her hands,
which were clafped together, leaning on my fa-

ther's fhoulder. He had one hand in his fide, the other prefied on his
bofom, his figure feeming to rife above itfelf, and his eye bent fteadily
forward—Mcthought,

as
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as I looked on them, I was above the fears 0 humanity!

Lc Blanc entered. " "Tis enough,** faid my father, taking one or two
ftrides through the room,v his countenance ftill preferring an air of
haughtincfs. " Go

~ to my chamber, (faid he to Le Blanc) I have fome bufinefs for you."
When they left the room, I felt the weaknefi of my foul return. I
looked on my mother: fhe turned from me to hide her tears, I fell on
her neck, and gave a loofe to



~ mine : " Do not weep, Julia !** was all (he could utter, and ihe wept
while fhe uttered it.

When Le Blanc returned, he was pale as afhes, and his hands ihook
fo, that he could hardly carry in fupper. My fa-

F 4 ther
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ther came in a few minutes after him : he took his place at tabk in his
ufual yvajy and ftrove to look as he was wont to do. During the time
of fupper, I obferved Le Blanc B+ his eye upon him i arvd” when he
anCwered fome " ctk quef-tions put to him by my father, bis voice

trembkd in* hi» tbnoat.

After bemg Ic£t by ourfelves” we were for ibme time filent. My
mother at laft fpoke through her tears: *VDo not, my dezrtA
Roubignei (faid Ae) add to out misfortunes by an unkind
concealment ef them.—Has a”y new calamity befalkn us ?—When we
retired hither, did wc not know the worft ?**—*+? I am afraid not,
(anfwercd he calmly) but nty fears may not be ahogether jof*. Do not
be alarmed, Avy love, things may turn out

better

better than th*y ippc*”, 1 W» afffefted t6o mitch before fupper, and
oould not conceal it. Tftete ane weak mtMients”™ when vre are not
matters of ourfdve”. W”en I looked on my Jfcrlfa and you, 9/hetk I
dh6dg)u oA tb”fe ttea”itsv I was a very €Oward; hm I have rfeftimed
m/ foctkudfty dftd, I tbii$k$ I ran aiv” die ckcifioii calmif. Yoo fiball
kbow tHe whok” my love * bat let me prevail oit yoa to be aomforted
in die mean tkne r kt not our A&ttBBIti rea”h m before their time/*
He rimg fyf t,” Bknc” and gavtt Uro diitftions” aboat fomit
oi“diniairy mae” csra fi(M7 ncsftt day.

*



AS' T HftAf up f&kira 16 nty ttMtt” t kw ihac p<»or hOk>w ftaikikig
aH t6e win”™ 4”w in d” ftair-eafe. ~ What do you. ktte, o«kil) Le
BlA&ef r--" «”™ Ahv Mift

F 5 Jiifia,

Julia, ((kid he) I know not well what I do " He followed me into my
room” Without nny bidding him. '* My mafter has Ipoken fo to me.
—When he called me out before fupper, as you faw, I

went with him into his clofet: he wrote fomething down, as if he were
fumming up money,—« Here are fo much wages due to you, I"e
filiinc (faid he, putting the paper into my hand). You (hall receive the
money now; for I know not how long thefe louis may be mine to give
you.'-*-I could not read the figures, I am fure I could not: I was
(truck blind, as it were, while he fpoke fo* He held out the gold to
me: I drew back; for I would not have touched it for the world ; 1" ut
he infifted on my taking it, till I fell on my knees, and intreated him
not to kill me by offering” fuch a thing* At

length

length he threw ic down on his table” and 1 faw him wipe his eyes
with bis handkerchief.—* My dear mafter!' faid I, and 1 believe I took
hold of his hand, for feeing him foj made me forget my-felf«—He
waved his hand for me to leave the room; and, as I went down into
the kitchen, if I had not burfted into tears, Ithink I fliould have
fainted away."

What wiH our deftiny do with us ?

But T have learned, of late, to look on

mifery whh lefs emotion. My foul has

»

funk into a ftupid indiflerence, and fome* rimes, when ihe is roufed

at all, I con-tcive a fort of pride in meeting diftrefs with fortitude,
fince I cannot hope for the attainment of happinefs* But my



father, Maria !-~thus to bear at once the weaknefa of ag” the gripe of
poyeriy,.

.'F &. the
XQ9 JVLIA D9 I0UBIGIIE.

die buftts of a irarld with which his %i* rit is already at war”™—cbere
niy heart bleeds again! The complaaics I have Hiade of dioie little
harfltnefies I have fometimes fislt from him, rife up to aof

memory in the form of remorie. Hbrl Ke been more perfeAly
iadttlgenr, trn” things I frodki hafc pitied him le&»

I was alarmed, by hearing my mother's bell. She had been feized with
a fuddeaA fit of ficknefs, and had almoft fainted. She is* now a good

deal better,, and en» deavours to make light of it; but> at dvis time, I
am weaiker than ufual, and every appearance of danger frightens me.

She chid me for not having been a-bedw I leave this open titt the
morning, wfaei” I can iafonft you he”w Stut dots”

JULIA DB RrOVBIGIfB* XO9

My motker has got up, though againft the adv”ice of my father and
me. It may be fancy, but I think I fee her eye languid and weighed
down. 1 would ftifle even the thoughts of danger, but caAftot.
FareweUL

jot
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LETTER xnr.

Life tie to Maria.

Madam,



T A M commanded by my dear young, lady to write to you, becaule
fhe is not in a condition to write herfelf. I am fure, I am little able
either” I have a poor head for inditing at any time;;

and, at prefcnt, it is fo full of the melancholy fcenes I have feen, that
it goes round, as it were, at the thoughts of telling them. When I
think what a lady I have loft!—To be fure, if ever there was a faint on
earth, Madame de Roubigne was (he—but Heaven's will be done !

JULIA D£ ROUBIGNB*. Il

I believe Mifs Julia wrote you a letter the day (hp was taken iU. She
did not lay much, for it is not her way to be troublefon”e with her
complaints * but we. all faw by her looks how diftrefled ihe was. That
night :my mailer lay in a feparatc apartment,: and I (at up by her
bed-fide ;' I Heard her. toffing and reftlefe all night long, and now
and then, wheir &e got a few moments fleep, ihe would moan
through it fadly, and prefently wake agaii” with a itart, as if
fomething had frightened her. In the morning a phyfician was fcnt
for, who cauied her to be* blo6ded, and we thought her the better ibr
it j but that was only, for a ihort time, and next night ihe wis worfe
than before, and 'complained of violent pains all over her body, and
particularly

her
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iMI* ftrtfaft, knd did not <>nee (hue &er “fM i» ikep. Tbey took a
goiter"in-"~ * of fe)60S from hmr iio# thdn Mfirft" and iA tfce
erenftigtte”~had a bltfter pot dS and the d!6£tor fat %y her, part of
the Agkt. ' Afl this tiflnr Mifs Julia wait ftarcc CTer alt of bermodi™a
chataber” etctpt fdmc ti iaca for a qtiartct of as how, wiyok tha
dadkw begged of her to * and ke and I were both attendiifg my lady*!
My mafter indeed” that laft iH”t took her away, and prevailed on |*r
to pu& off her clothes and gf> to bed, and I heard bkn fay to heiia a
whifp”r, “hest ihey bad got upbii the ftaim” «* My Ju” liAi have
pity on "“urfelf far «ny fake si kaaaenotWIk both:"—Aad h”* *wept, I
faw” as he ffoke™ wA ibe boxft into



The

The fourth day ray lady c<xmtinued much in the fanoc way» but
duriog the night file wandered a gpotd deal, and fpoke much of her
hulband and daughter,

and frequentlj mentioned the Count de Moniaubaa. The doftor
ordered feme things, I fcft”get their proper name, to be Iwd to f?ic
ibles of her ftet, which feemed 99 tfUky” her bestd muck/fbr Die was
min diftm” w«4ifds inarmfiigy andknevr m triien I g«re her driok,
and tzUtd M by my” n”me, which flie bad not done iiefwte, 43iut
had taken ise fbr n”y young kdy; 'b«ir her roicr was fmtet than ever,
and her phyfician looked more alarmed, when he vrfited her, than I
had fcen him do aM the refk of her ill-ncfe. My m after was then in
the room, and prefently they went out together ” niy lady called me
to her, and afked who

had
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had gone out; when I told her, (he faid”™ ** I gucfs the rcafon; but
heaven be praif-cd I can think of it without terror."

Her daughter entered the room juft then; fhe went up to her mother,
and afked how fhe found herfelf. ** More at eafe, my child (faid fhe),
but I will not deceive you into hope; I believe, this momentary relief
is a fatal fymptom * my own feelings tell me fo, and the doftor's
confirm them."— *”* Do”not fpeak

fo, my deareft mother! for Heaven's fake, do not!"—was all the could
anfwer.

The dodtor returned along with my mafter. He felt my lady's pulfe;
Mift Julia looked up wildly in his face: my mafter turned afide his
head; but my lady, fweer angel, was calm and gentle

a»
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as a lamb.. ** Do not flatter me, (faid (he, when the dofton let go her
armO I know you, think I cannot recover/*— *« I am not without
hopes, madam, (he Replied) though, I confefs, my fears ar« ftronger
than my hopes."”—My lady looked upwards for a moment, as I have
often feen her do in health. Her daugh* ter flung herfelf on the bed; I
thought ihe had fallen into a fwoon, and wanted” to lift her up in my
arms, though I was all of a tremble, and could hardly fup-port myfelf.
She ftarted up, and would have” ipoken to her mother; but ihe

wept, and fobbed, and could not. My lady begged her to be
compofed; my maflier could not fpeak, but he laid hold of her hand,
and with a Ibrt of gentle force, led her out of the room.

My
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My lady eom” " A$intd of a drinfefs ao

her mouth and Itpt: die do&ot fx*t het a glafe of water, into which he
poitfed n Ucde ibmewhat out of a phial * flie thanked him when (be
had dnmk Iti, and ieedsed to fpeide eatler; he ikid”™ h(i fttoukl leave
htfrfopift"IHtie? MbfiC'de Rotibign€ came in. * AtighA my
daogMer,** fold ilie to me * and I thought fhe t¥an8td «> D« atone
with Aiy tfMCftei”.

i fcurtd Wife jfufia ~i» the "aflbur, leaniffg on tire toMe, her chedc
rertfng on her hand i when I /poke, fhc Ml a dyiftg ags” Soon t"tet
hdr fisther came ir”* and lokt her that hef mother wi(hed to fee her:
flic fetorncd along urith rtiy matter, and they were feme time
together.

Wheca

Whbeo f v«i <!(dkdfc I fiiiMi 1117 laAf rttf kw,. bf feafoKt as I %ipo6,
Am luMI'Wwni.liaifalf out ufpeaking to theah Tfaedoaorfaidfo™tcM*
when he murned » and in *he aicernoM, "en I atteaded him down
ftain, he faidto me, ** ThatexcclleBt la<ty ia going fift.** He
promifed to fee her ag«n in two hours ., but, before that ttmc, we
found (he had grown much worfe, and had loflr her fpeech



altogether: fo he was fetched immediately j and when he came, he
faid nothing was to be done, but to make her as eafy as poflible, and
oftred to ftay with h«r himfelf, which he did tOl about thuee next
momro” fdien the dear good hdj ei*iied.

tfer daaghoer iwQced away, and it was a tong time before the
phyfician could recover her. h is wonderful how my

mafter
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mafter bmrs up,' in order to codifbrt her;. but one may lee how heavf
his grief is on him for all that. This mornmgMils Julia deiired me to
attend her tp the

chamber, where her mother's corpfe is lud. I was furprifed to hear
her fpeak fo calmly as (he did; and, though I .made Ib free as to
difTuade her much at firft, yet ihe perfuaded me ihe could bear it
well enough, and I went with her accordingly. But when we came
near the door, (he (topped, and pulled me back into her room, and
leaned on my arm, and fell into a violent fit of weeping; yet, when I
begged her to give over thoughts of going, (he faid (he was eafy
again, and would go. And thus two or

three times ihe went ar>d returned,. till, at laft, (he opened the door,
in de(pe« ration, as one may fay, and I went in

clo{”
i
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clofe behind hen The firft fight we faw was Monf. de Roubigne at the
bed-fide, bending over the corpfe, and holding one of its hands in
his. *' Support me, Liiette/* cried ihe; and leaned back on jne again.
My mailer turned about as ihe fpoke; his daughter took courage, as it
were, then, and walked up to the body, and took the hand that her
father had juft let drop, and kiffed it. " My child !" faid he. " My



father!" an-fwered my dear young lady, and they clafped one another
in their arms. I could not help burfi:ing into tears when I faw them,;
yet it was not altogether for grief neither: 1 know not how it was, but
I weep when I think of it yet. May 1 Heaven bkfs them both, and
preferve them to fupport one another!

I My
i$a jtrujk 2» loUBiGJii"

M* lady's bell rung» and (he afked me if I had written to you. When I
told her I had* (he enquired if I had fent off the letter, and I was fain
to fay yeS) left (he (hould aik mc toread.it” and I knew how bad it
mufl: be for her» to hear all I have told y<)ur ladyihip re*

peated® I am fure it is aiad fertwl» and little worth your readinjg”
were it not that it concerns fo dear a frknd of yours as my lady is.;
and I have told things juft as they h«|3pcned, and aa th” came up to
my mind> which is indoed but in a. confu&d way ftilL. But I ever
madam, with refped”

Your fiuthfid and*hedieDt kmat”
JUsaTTik
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LETTER XIV.

Julia to Maria.

AT laft, my: Maria, I am able to write. In the fad fociety of my
afflifted father, I Jiave found no rcftraint on my forrows. We have
indulged them to the full: their firft turbulence is fub-fided, and the
ftill quiet grief that now preflcs on my bofom, is fuch as my friend
may participate.

Your lofs is common to thoufands.



such is* the hackneyed confolatioft of ordi* nary minds, unavailing
even when it is true. But mine is not common v it is not merely to
lofe a mt”~ther, the beft. Vol. L G the
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the moft indulgent of mothers 1—Think, Maria, think of your Julia's
fituation;

bow helplefs, h6w forlorn fhe b!—A father purfued by misfortune to
the wane of life;—but, alas ! He looks to hef for fupport! He has
outlived the laft of his friends, and thofe who ihould have been linked
to him by the ties of blood, the fame fatal difputes, which ruined his
fortvine, have ihaken fix>m his. fide. Beyond him,—"and he is old,
and alHi&ion blails his age I—beyond him, Maria, and but for thee,—
the world were defolate around me.

My mother!—you have feen, you have known hen Her gentle, but
aflured fpirit, was the tutelary power to which vfc ever looked up for
comfort and protection : to the laft moment it enlighe-

ened
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ened herfelf, and guided us. The night before (he died> the called me
to her bed-fide:--" I feel, my child, (Cud Ihe) as the greateft bittemefs
of pardng, the

thought of leaving you to afBi6tion and diftrefs« I have but one'
confolation to receive or to beftow: a reliance on that merciful Being,
who, in this hour, as in all the paft, has not fdrfaken me ! Next to that
Being, you will ihortly be the only remaining fuppoft of the
unfortunate *Roubigne.-*I had, of late, looked on one meafure as the
means of procuring his age an additional ftay” but I will not
prefcribe your conduft, or warp your heart; I know the purity of your
ientiments, the warmth of your filial af* fedlion: to thdfe and the
guidance of

Heaven ** She had fpoken thus far



with difficulty: her voice now failed in
G athe
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the at"mpt. My father came into the room : he fat down by me: the
ftrctched out her hand, and joining ours, which

* were both laid on the bed, together, fhe clalped them with a fcebk
preflure, leaned

 backward, feemingly worn out with the exertion, and looked up to
Heaven, as if dire&ing \is thither for that afTiftance which her words
had bequeathed us ; her laft words! for after that (he could fcarce-ly
fpeak to be heard,* and only uttered fome broken fyllables, till flie
loft the 1" ower of utterance altogether.

Thefe words cannot be forgotten ! they prefs upon my mind with the
facredncfs of a oarent*s dying inftruftions ! But *jeafure they
fuggefted ™ —is it not againft the didlates of a flill fuperior power ? I
feel the thoughts of it as of

a crime.
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2crime. Should ic be fo” Maria; or do I miftake the whifpcrs of
inclination for the fuggeftions of confcience? Yet I think I have
fearched my bofom impartially, and its anfwer is uniform. Were it
other*ife, fhould it ever be othcrwife, what would not your Julia do,
to fmooth the latter days of a father, on”“whofe grey hairs diftreffes
are n”ultiplied!

Methinks, fince this laft blow, he is greatly changed. That
haughtinefs of fpirit, which fcemed to brave, but, in reality, was
irritated by misfortune, has left him. He looks calmly upon things;
they affedl him more, but hurt him lefs; his tears fall oftener, but
they are left terrible than the fullen gloom which ufed to darken his
afpeft. I can now mingle mine with his, free to affliftion, without
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uneafinefs or fear * and thofe offices <" f kindnefs, which once my
piety exafled,” are now the offering of my heart.

Montauban has behaved, on this occa* fion”™ as became his chara”er.
How perfeft were it, but for that weakne(% which regards your Julia !
He came to fee my father the day after that on which my mother
died. *« I wrH not endea*

«

vour (faid he) to flop the current .of your grief: .that comfort™ which
the world offers at times like thefe, flow not from feeling, and cannot
be addrefled to it. Your forrow ii jufl:: I come to give you leifure to
indulge it: employ me ia thofe irkfome offices, whicfi diftrefs u”
more than'the tears they oblige us to drjir: think jiothiiig too mean to
impofe on me» that can any how/elipve my friend."

And
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And this friend his daughter is forced to deprive him of. Such at leaft
is the common pride of the fex, that will not brook any other
connexion where one is reje&ed. I am aflailed by motives on every
hand; but my own feelings are ft ill

unconquered. Support therp, niy ever-i*xCf£}i\ Mariag if (hey are
jufti if not-*" feut ;h”*y ¢ ijijftt 1 ynju/t

The only friend, of my own fex, whotn , I pofTefTed bcfides thee, i"
now. no n”ore! We needed no additional tie; ye” mc-thinks, in the
grief of my heart, I lean i”on youB "th iocrcafip” afl"*jjlion. TbQV
too—1 will Qp; fw pity—thQU fts*t
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LETTER XV.

Julia to Maria”

T Have, this momenta received your an-fwer to my laft. Ahl my
friend, it anfwers not as I wifced. Is this froward-nefs in me, to hear»

with plcafure, only the arguments on one fidecj when my coriduft
fliould be guided by thofc oh both?

You fayj " it i* from the abfence of Savillon, that the ittipreflion he
had made on my heart has gained its prefent ilrength} that the
contemplation of dif-tant objcfts is always ftrongcr than the fenfe of
prefent ones 5 and that, were I

to

to fee him now, were I daily to behold him the hufband of another, I
thotrld foon grow tranquil at the fight. That it is injuftice to myftlf,
and a want of that proper pride, which thoUld be the conftant
attendant of our fcx, to fufFer this unhappy attachment to overcome

my mind * and that, after looking calmly on the world, you. cannot
allow fo much force to thofe imprefHons, as our youth was apt to
fuppofe in them. That the] arc commonly vanquifhed by an effort t(
vanquifli them; and that the finkin under their preflure,. is one of
thofe di eafes of the mind, which, like certai * difeafes of the body,,
the exercife of i better faculties will very foon remove,"

There is rcafon in all this; but wh you argue from reafon,!
muftdecidefn

mf fecliiigs. In cvtrj one's own c¢” tjicre 19 fL rule of JMdgingy which
b not die k& powerful that one cannot exprefr iLr”I infift not on the
menxMy of Saf yillon I I Cfui fbrg” hun, I think I can— time will be
kind that wav—k is fit I ihould forget him—he is hqspy* as the
hufband of another.”-But fliould I wed "nyman, be his wofth what it



may”i” I feel gpt that lively preference for Kdh which waits not for
reafoning to perfuade Its conient ? The fuggeftions I have heard of
Montauban's unwearied love, his uo« common virtues, winning my
afieftions in a ftate of wedlock, I have always held a very dangerous
experiment * there is equivocation in th(” vows, which unit* us to a
hufband, our afiedlioo for whom we leaw tp condngency.—f"* Byt I
al*

ready efteem and admire lum/"-rlt '*
ttoft
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moft true;—"why is he not contented with my eileem and
admiration? If thofe feelings are to be ripened into love, let him wait
that period when my hand may be his without 9, blufh. This I have
already told him I he alnipft owned the injuftice of his requeily but
pleaded the ardor of palfion ip excuie. Is this fair dealing.

Maria ? that his feelings are to 1" an

"%%.)>

apology for his fuit> while mine are not allowed to be a reaibn fi*
refulal ? * »

V
I am called away by my father” I hi*ard the count's voice below fome
time bpfojre. There was a folemnity in my father's manner of alking

me down, which indicates fpraething' important in this vifit. You
Ihall hear what that is,

G 6 before
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before this letter is clofcd.—Again! Kc is come to fetch me*



Maria r let me recover my lurprifef Yet why (hould X be furprifed at
the ge--nerofity of Montauban ? I kno” Ae native noblentfs of his foul
—Was jt in fucli a girl as mc to enfeeble it fo long ?'

e..1m

My father led me into the. parlour. Montauban was ftandmg in a
penfive pofture; he made me a filent bow. I was placed in a chair,,
(landing near an-other, which the count had" occupied before : he fat
down. My father walked to the window; his back was 'to us.
Montauban put himfelf once or twict i ntb the attittrde of fpeiaking;
but we were ftill filent.

My

My father turned and approached us.

L I B

SE me ]

«* The count h”*s fomething o0 commu-"'

nicatei j*ulia. Would you choofe, fir,

that it (hould be addrefled to her alone ?" *~No, (ahfwered he) it is
an expiation

to both, a:nd' both (hould h”*r it iSladC I fear, I have, unwillingly,
been the caufe of difquiet to a family, whofc fociety, for fome time
pail, has been one of the chief fweeteners of my life. They knovr

my gratitude, for the blcffing of that intimacy they were kind enough
to allow, me. When I wifhed for a tenderer connexion, they could not
blame my wifli; but, when I prefled it fa far as to wound their peace, I
was unworthy of the eftcem they had formerly givferi, an efteem I
cannot now bear ta lofe.” When I ceafe my fuit, Mifs Julia, let it
fpeak, not a diminution, hm an increaft of my a£.

fcaion*

i~ JULIA DS tLOVBICSE\



fedioii. If that cegan], which you often
had the generofity to confqfs for me, w”s
impaiiipd jby my " “cireiles, kt me reco*
yer it by”this iacrifice qf my hopes; and,
|thile r derpte to your (jluiet the fqlicit®
atioiya of my love, let it confirm tp mc
every privilege of the nip$ facied fii"nd-
fliip."

Such were the words of Montauban.

«

I know not wh” ¢ anfwer I made: I remember a movenvenc of
admiration, and no more. At that inftant, he feeoicd nobler than ever
j and when, in fpite of }us Brmnfi”* a tcajr brok”e forth, my pitf
«Imoft carried mc beyond efteem. How happjr might this man make
anoilicr!

Juh> de Roubigfi” is fated to be mi|p-rabic!
JUJLIA D£ ROUBIGNE". [*C
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the Caunf de Moniauhan to Mmf.

virgne at Paris.

T H AV E font only three of the btUs I propofed, in my laft, to*
remit; that for five thoufand, and the other for twelve thoufand
livres, at Thort dates, I have retain”, as, I believe, I (hall have ufe for



them here. You may difcount fomc of the others, if you want money
for im* mediate ufe, which however, I imagine, will not be the cafe.

I beg you may, immediately on receipt of diis, fend the inclofed letter
as

73" JULIA de'roubigne’'.

dircftcd. The name in tnc fupcrifcrip-tion I have made Vervcttc,
though my fteward,' jft-am whom I take it,' is not fure if it be exactly
that; but, as he tells me the man is a procureur of fome practice, and
is certain as to the place of his

refidence, I imagine, you' will have no
difficulty in finding bimy I wi(h my let” ter to reach him in Patis; but
if you hear that he has gone into the country, fend mc notice by the

meffenger, ,who is to fetch down my uncle's papers, by whom I fhall
receive your anfwer fooner than by, poft..
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LETTER XVII.
Lifette to Maria.

T MAKE bold tawrite this, in great ' hafte, becaufc 1 am fenfible' of
vour friend(hip for my lady, and that you

Vill thank me for giving you an oppor-
L
tunity of trying to ferve' her father and '

htr in their prefent diftrefs. She, poor lady, is in fuch a fituation as
not to be able to write; and befides” flie is fo noble-minded, that I
dare be; fworn flic would not tell you the worft” left it (hould look
like alking your alTiftance.



How (hall I tell you, Madam ? My
j5oor matter is" in danger of being forced

away
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away from us, and thrown into prifon. A debt, it feems, owing to
fome people in Paris, on account of expcnces about that unfortunate
law-fuit, has been put into the hands of a procureur, who will not
hear of any delay in the payoient of

it V and he was he” this nriorain” and (old my mailer, as Lje Blanc
ovjerh”rd, that, if he could not i)rocure the mooe” in three hours
time, he mu& attend hiip to a jail. My mafter wilbed to conceq”
thi&froQi his daughter, and defired the procureur to do his duty,
without any qoife or difturbance; but Le Blanc had fcarcely gopc up ft
airs, when (he called him, and enquired about that man's ba-fineis,
and he could not hide it, hi? *eart was fo full, and fo he told her all
that had pafled below. Then flic flc* dqwn to her father”s room, and
hung about

bins

him in fuch a manner, weeping and fob-bing, that it would have
melted the heart of a fayage, and fo” to be fure” I laid to the
procureur-9 but he did not mind me a bit, hor my lady neither,
though ihe looked fb as I never beheld in all my life, 4nd I was
terrified to fee her fo, and iaid al41 could to comfort lies, but

to no puipofe. At laft, a fervant of the procureur brought bicn a letter,
and pre*

feniiy he went out of the houfe, but left two of his attendants to watch
~t tny mafterlhould not efcape; and they are now here, and they fay
that he cannot grant anyrefpite; but that” as fure as can be, when he
returns, he will take away Monf. de Roubigne to prifon. I fend this by
a boy, a nephew of Le Blanc's, who ferves a gentleman ifi this
province, who is juft now going pdt to



Paris,
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Paris, and the boy called on his way, by £00d fortune, to fee his
uncle. I am, in hafte, your very faithful and obedient fervant,

LiSBTTB.

My lady is much more compofed no” and io is my maften The
procureur has not returned yet,, and I have a fort of hope; yet God
knows whence it fliould be, except from your lady<-

«
LETTER xviir;
Lifette to Maria.

"Tp O be fure. Madam, you mufl: have been much afieded with
thediftrefsin our family, of which I informed you in my laft,’
cohfidcring what a friendfliip there is between my dear lady and you.
And now I am much vexed, that I ftiould have given you fo much
uneafinefs in vain, and fend this to let you know of the happy
deliverance my matter, has met with, from that moft generous of
men the count de Montauban; I fay, the moft generous of men, as to
be fure he is, to 'advance fo large a fum without any near prolpeft of
being repaid, and without

ever
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ever being afked to do fuch a favour; for I verily believe my mailer
would die before he #duld afk fu'ch a favour of any one, fo high-
minded he is, notwithftand-ing all his misfbituhes. He is juft no”
gone to fee the count, for that noble-hearted gentleman would not
come to our houfe, left, as Mohf. de Rbubigne faid, he Thould feem to
triunnph in the efieds of his own generofity. Indeed, the thing was
done as if it had been by witchcraft, without one of this family



fuipefting fuch a matter; and the procu-reur never came back at all,
only ient a paper” dilcharging the debt, to one of

the men he had left behind, who, upon that, behaved very civilly, and
went away with much better manners, foriboth, than they came; but
Le Blanc followed them to the village, where they met the

procu-

ptoctireur, ahd thus it ivastlmt we dil” covei”d the debt to have been
paid by the count, who» it feems, had fent thkt ktter, but without a
haifie, which the procureur received, when he left us at the time I
wrote your ladythip lalt.

Monf. de Roubigne is returned from his viiit to the count de
Montauban, and has been a long time clofeted with my lady, and, to
be fure, fomething particular mud have pafled, but what it is I can«
not guefs ¢, only I am certain it is fomething more than common,
becaufe I was in the way when they parted, and .my lady pafled me,
and I faw by her looks that there had been ibmething* When the
went into her own chamber I 'follow* ed her, and there (he ikt down,
leaning

her
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ber arm on - her drefling-table, and gave fuch a figb, as I thought her
heart would

have burft with k. Then I thought I ;nighc fpeak, and afked if flie was
not well 5 Very well, Lifctte, faid fbe; but fhe faid it as if (he )vas not
well for all that, breathing ftrongly, as oie fpoke the words, as one
does when one has run onc*s felf out of breath. *' Leave me, child
(faid (he) I will call you again by and by." And fo I left her as (lie bid
me, and as I went out of the room, thutting the door foftly behind
me, I heard her ftart up from her chair, and fay to herfelf " The lot is
caft " I think that was it.



My mafter has been all this while in his ftudy, writing, and juft now
he called

Lc
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L€ Blanc, and gave him a letter for the count de Montauban, and Le
Blanc told me, as he pafied, that Monf. de Rou-bigne looked gayer,
and more in fpirits than ufual, when he gave it him. My. lady is ftill in
her chamber alone, and has never called me, as (he promifcd. Poor
dear foul! I am fure I would do any thing to ferve her, that I would,
and well I niay, for fthe is the kindcft, fweetcft lady to me, and fo
indeed Ihe is to every body.

And now. Madam, I am fure I fliould afk a thoufand pardons for
ufing the freedom to write to you in fuch a manner, juft by ftarts, as
things happen. But I am fenfible your ladyfhip.will not impute my
doing To to any want of refptft, but only to my defiring to give your

ladyfhip
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9Xi account of the fituation of my lady, and of this family, which you
were fo condefcending as to fay, after cny 6r(t ktter, you were much
obliged to me for giving you, and begged that it might be m my own
ftyle, which, to be fure, is none of the beft; but which your lady-fliip
will be fo good as pardon, cfpecially as I am, when I write to yoy
about thefe matters, in a fluttet, as one may fay, as well as having
little time to order my ex-preflions for the beft. I am, honoured
Madam,

With due refpc<5V, Your faithful
And obedient, fervant,
LiSETTE.

LETTER XIX,
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. Julia to Maria*

T N the intricacies of my fate or of rny conduft, I have long been
accut tomed to confider you my fupport and my judge. For fome days
paft thcfe have come thick upon me; but I could not find compofure
enough to ftate theni coolly even to myfelf. At this hour of *-*
midnight, I have fummoncd up a ftill recollection of the paft; and
with you, as my other confcience, I will unfold and examine it.

The ready zeal of my faithful Lifette has, I underftand, faved me a
recital of

H 2 th”
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the dillrefs, in which my father, found .himfelf involved, from the
confcquences of that law-fuit we have fo often lamented. I could only
(hare it with him; but a more effcdual friend ftepped forth in the
count de Montauban. His genero-fity reUeved my father, and gave
him back to freedom and your Julia.

The manner of his doing this, was fuc” as the delicacy of a mind,
jealous of its own honour, would prompt in the caufe of another*s. I
thought I faw a circum* ftance, previous to the count's performing it,
which added to that delicacy. My father did not then perceive this; it
was not till he waited on Montaubas,

that the force of it ftruck his mind.

Wheft

When he returned home, I faw fomc lemains of that pride, which
formerly I'anlded under the receipt of favours it was unable to



return. " My Julia, (faid he) your father is unhappy, every way
lanhappy; but it is fit I fhould be humble—Pierre de Roubigne mull
learn hu* mility r* He uttered thefe words in a tone that frightened
me; I c&uld* not ipeak. He faw me confufed, I believe, and, putting
on a milder afpeft, took my hand and killed ir.—*'Heaven knows,
that, for myfelf, I rate not life or liberty at much y —but, when I
thought what my child mull fuffer— I alone am left to protcft her—
and I am old and weak, and muft alk for that affiftance which I am
unable to repay." *'The generous, fir, (/aid i) know from their own
hearts what yours can feel : all beyond it

H 3 accident

accident alone/* ** The generous, indeed, rfty child! but you know
not all the generofity of Montauban. When he

tore himfelf from thofe hopes which his love had taught him; when
he renounced his pretenfions to that hand, which I know can alone
confer happinefs on his life ; it was but for a more delicate
opportunity of relieving thy father.—I could not (faid he), while I
fought your daugh” ter's love, bear the appearance of pur-t chafing it
by a favour; now, when I have renounced it for ever, I am free to the
offices of friepdfhip.—”Had you feen him, Julia, when he
pronounced this for ever I great as his foul is, he wept! by Heaven he
wept, at pronouncing it!—Thefe tears, Julia, thefe tears of my friend!
—Would I had met my dungeon in filence!—they had not torn my
heart thus!"

Maria,
Maria, mine was fwcUcd to a fort of enthufiaftic madnefs —
I fell at his feet.—-

*« No, my father, they (hall not.— Amidft the fall of her family, your
daughter (hall not (land aloof in fafety. She would have (hared the
prifon of her father in the pride of adverfity; behold her now the
partner of his humifiation ! Tell the count de Montauban, that Julia
de Roubigne offers that band to his ge-nerofity, which fhe refufed to



his foli-citation «,—tell him alfo, fhe is above deceit: The will not
conceal the fmall value of the gift. "Tis but the ojffering of a wretch,
who would fomchow requite the fufFerings of her father, and the
fervkes of his friend. If he (hall now
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rejeft it, that ugly debt, which his un-happinefs lays us under, will be
repaid in the debafement (he endures; if he ac« cepcs of it as it is, tell
him its miftrefs is not ignorant of the duty that fhould attend it."*"
My father feemed to recpver at tnf

words ; yet furprife was mixed with the

fatisfacflion his countenance expreile<|.

" Are thefe your fentiments, my love ?**,

prelEng my hand clofer in his—The Iie-

roifm of duty was wafted—I anfwcred

him witk my tears. " Speak, (faid he)

my Julia, coolly ; and let not the diA

treffes of your father warp your refolu-

tion. He can endure any thing, even

his gratitude (haU be filenced/*—My

fortitude revived again. " There is

fomc weakncfs,, fir, attends even our heft

refolves:
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~olves : mine are not without it; but tiicy are fixed, and I have
fpoken them/* He afked, if he might acquaint Monf; dec Montauban,
<* Immediately, Jir, (I anfwered) if you pleafe; the Iboner he knows
.my rcfolution, the more will he lee it flowing from my heart.** My
father went into his ftudy, and wrote a letter,, which he read to me. It
was not all I could have wiflied, yet I could not mend it by correiflion.
Who (hall give-words to the foul at fuch a time ? My very thoughts
are' not accurate expreC fions of what I feel: there is fomcthirig bufy
about my heart, which I cannot rc” duce into thinking,>—Oh! Mariat

Montauban came immediately on re-oeipt of this letter; we did not
expedt him that night j we were at fupper.. In what

H.5 afitu”
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a fituation was your Julia while it lafted ? In this terrible interval, I
was obliged to meet his eye fometimes, in addrcfling ordinary
civilities- to him. To fee him, to fpeak to him thus, while the fate of
my life was within the power of a few little words, was fuch torture,
as it required the utmoft of my refolution to bear. My father faw it,
and put as j"eedy an end to our meal as poffiblc,— *We were left
alone.

My father Ipoke firft, not without he-fitatioD. Montauban was flill
more con* fufed ; but it was the confufion of a hap- * py man. He
fpoke fome half fentences about the delicacy of my fentiments and
his own, but was cntar”led there, and, I think, not able to extricate
himfclf. At laft, turning fuller towards me, who

, &t the filent yiftjn of the fccne, (why



fliould I fcorc through that word when writing to you ? yet it is a bad
one» and I pray you to forgive it) he faid, he knew his own
unworthinefs of that hand, which my generofity had now allowed
him to hope for -, but that every endeavour of his future life—the reft
was common-place ; for his fcx have but one fort of expreffion for the
exulting mo-" defty offuccefs.—My father put my hand in his—I was
obliged to raife my eyes from the ground and look on him i his were
bent earneftly on me: there was too, too much joy in them, Marian
mine could not bear them long. ** That hand (faid my father) is the
laft trcafurc of Roubigne. Fallen as his fortunes are, not the wealth of
worlds had purchafed it: ' to your friecndfliip, to your virtue,- he

H6 i&
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is blefled in bequeathing it."—*” I know its yalue” " faid the count,
and receive it as the deareft gift of Heaven and you.** He. kiflld my
hand with rapture.

It is done, and I am Montauban'a: for: ever I
LETTER XX.
Montauban. to Segarva.

/~IVE me joy, Segarva, give me joy— the lovely Julia is mine. Let not
the torpid confiderations of prudence, 'which your laft letter
contained, rife up to check the happinefs. of your friend, or that
which his good fortune will, be-fiow on you. Truft me, thy fears ar«
groundlefs—didft thou but know her as I do!—Perhaps, I am
tenderer that way than ufual; but there were fome of

your fears I felt a blufh in reading. Talk not of the loofenefs of
marriagCL-vows in France, nor compare her with thofc women of it,
whpfc heads are giddy with

the
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the follies of fafliion, and whofe, hearts are debauched by the
manners of its votaries* Her virtue was ever aJbove the breath of
fufpicion, and I dare pledge my life, it will ever continue fo. But that
is not enough -, I can feel, as you do, that it is not enough. I know the
noblcnefs of her foul, the”elicacy of her fentiments. She would not
give me her hand except from motives of regard and affeftion, were I
niafter of millions. I rejoice that her own fituation is fuch” as infers
no fufpicion of intereftednefs ia me; were (he not Julia de Roubigne,
I would not have wedded her with the world for her dower”

You talk of her former reluftanec j but I am not young enough to
imagine that it is impomble for a Carriage to be

happy
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happy without that glow of rapture, which lovers have felt, and poets
dcfcrib-cd. Thofe ftarts of paffion are not the bafis for wedded
felicity, which wifdom would chufe, bccaufe they are only the
delirium of a month, which pofleffion dcftroys, and dilappointment
follows. I have perfed: confidence in the affeftion of Julia, though it
is not of that intemperate kind, which fome brides have Thewn. Had
you fcen her eyes” how they fpoke, when her father gave mc

her hand ! there was ftill a reludlance in them, a reluftancc more
winning thaa all the fluth of confent could have made her. Modefty
and fear, cfteem and gratitude, darkened and enlightened them by
turns; and thofe tears, thole filent tears, which they Ihed, gave me a
more

facr~d bond of her attachment, than it

*N

N

wa
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was in the power of words to” haver formed.



I have fometimes allowed myfelf tot think, or rather I have fuppofed
yoa , thinking, it might be held an imputatioix on the purity of her
afFeftion, that from an afl: of gcnerofity towards her father*, (with
the circumftances of which I was under the necelHty of acquainting
you ia my laft) her hand became.rather a debt of gratitude than a gift,
of love. But there is a deception in thofe romantic founds, which tell
us, that pure afieftioa fliould' be unbiafled in its difpofal of a fover or
a miftfefs. If they fay, that af«” fedlion is a mere involuntary
impulle” neither waiting the decifions of reafon, or the diffuafiye of
prudence, do they not. in reality degrade us to machines, , which

are--
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are blindly aduated by fome uncontrollable power ? If they allow a
woman rea-fonable motives for her attachment, what can be ftronger
than thofe fcntiments which excite her eftcem, and thofe proofs of
them which produce her gratitude i

But why do I thus reafon on my hap-pinefs ? I feel no fears, no
fufpicion of alloy to it 5-and I will not fcarch for them in Bh&raQi
opinion, or in dillant conjee* ture.

Tuefday next is fixed for the day that is to unite us; the (hew and
ceremony

that mingle fo ill with the feelings of a time like this, our fituation
here renders unneceffary. A few of thofe fimple ornaments, in which
my Julia meets the gaze of the admiring ruftics around us, are

more

4

more cangenial to. her beauty than all the trappings of vanity or
magnificence. We propofe paffing a week or two here” before
removing to Montauban, where I muft then carry my wife, to fliew
my people their miftrefs, and receive that fort of homage, which I
hope I have taught them to pay from the heart. Thofe relations of my



family, who live in that, neighbourhood, muft come and learn to love
me better than they didi Methinka I Thall now be more eafily pleafed
with them than I formerly was. I know not if it is nobler to defpife
infignificant peo* pie, than to bear with them coolly , but I believe it
is much lefs agreeable. The” afperities of our own mind recoil on it*
felf/ Julia has Thewn me the blifs of iofing them«

Could
/

Could I hope for my Scgarva at Mon-tauban ?—>Much as I doat on
my lovely bride, there wants the laft appro”val of my foul, till, he
fmiles on this marriage and blefTes it. I know, there needs only his
coming thither to grant this.—I anticipate your anfwer, that now it is
im» pofllble; but let it be a debt on the fu« turc, which tb$ firfi of
your leifurc is to pay. Meantime believe me happy, and add to my
happinefs by telling me of your own.

164 JULIA HE ROUBIGNB”
LETTER XXr.

Julia to Maria.

K

"tIT" H'Y Thould I tcazc you by writing of thofe little things ~hich
teazc mc in the doing ? They tcaze, yet perhaps they are ufeful. At
this tim«} I am afraid of a moment's leifure to be idle, and am even
pleafed with the happy impertinence of Lifette, whofejoy, on my
account, gives her tongue much freedom. I call her often,, when I
have little occa-fion for her fervice, merely that I may have her
protedlion from folitude.

For the fame reafon, I am fomehow afraid of writing to you, which is
only

another



JULIA DE ROUBIGNE" 165?

another fort of thinking. Do not therefore expefb to hear from me
again till after Tuefday at fooneft. —Maria! you remember our fancy
at fchool of IThewing

our friendfhip, by fetting down remarkable days of one another's
little joys and -difappointments.—Set down Tuefday next for your
Julia—but leav« its property blank.——Fate will fill it up one day I

LETTER XXir.
Lifettc to Maria.

Madam, T Hope my lady and you will both ex-cufe my writing this, to
give you notice of the happy event, which has happened in our
family. I made fo bold as to afk her if (he intended writing to you.
«Lifette, (faid (he) I cannot writd, I cannot indeed/* So I have taken
up the pen, who am a poor unworthy correfpond-ent; but your
ladyfliip's goodnefs has made allowances for me in that way before.
«nd” I hope, wiU do f© ftill

The
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. The ceremony was performed yefter* day. I think I never faw a
more lovely

figure than my lady's; the is- a fweet angel at all times, but I wiih
your lady*” ihip had feen how ftie looked then. She was dfefled in a
white muflin night-gown, with ftriped laylo and white ribbands: her
hair was kept in the loofe way you ufed to make me drefs it for her at
,Bel-ville, with two waving curls down, one fide of her neck, and a
braid of little pearls, you made her a prefent of then. And to be fure,
with her dark-brown locks refting upon it, her bofom looked

as pure white as the driven fnow. A*d



then her eyes, when fthe gave her hand to the count! they were caft
half down, and you might fee her eyc-la(hes, like,

ftrokes of a pencil, over the white of her
ikin
"k

fljin—the modcft gentlenefs, with a fort of a fadnefs too, as it were,
and a gentle heave t)f her bofom at the fame time.-* O! Madam, you
know I have not language, as my lady and you have, to dc-feribe fuch
things > but it made me cry, in truth it did, for very joy and
admiration. There was a tear in my matter** eye too, though I believe
two happier hearts were not in France, than his and the count de
Montauban's. I am fure, I pray for bleffings on all three, with more
earneftnefs, that I do, than for my-

fclf.

It fecms, it is fettled that the new-married couple fliall not remain
long here, but fet out, in a week or two hence, for

the count's principal feat, about fix leagues diftant

diftant from his houfc in our neighbourhood, which is not large
enough for en-tertaining the friends, whofe vifits they muft receive,
on this joyful occafion. 1 fancy Monf. de Roubigne will be much with
them, though, I underftand, he did not choofe to accept of the count's
preffing invitation to live with his daughter and him 5 but an elderly
lady, a relation of my dear miftrefs that is gone, is to keep houfe for
him:

I muft break off now, for I hear my lady's bell ring, and your ladythip
may believe we are all in a fort of buz here”' I dare to fay (he will not
fail to write to you foon; but mean time, hoping you will accept of
this poor fcrawling letter of mine, I remain, with due refpeft. Your
moft faithful and obedient fervant,

LiSEtTJ.'



]
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p. 5. My lady is to have me with her ' at the Chateau de Montauban ;
and, to be fure, I am happy to attend her, as I could willingly fpend
all the days of my life with fo kind a lady, and fo good-conditioned.
The count like-wife has been fo good to me, as I can't tell how, and
faid, that he hoped my miftreft and I would never part, ** if (he docs
not grow jealous, (faid he merrily) of fo handfbme a maid." Andl at
that we all laughed, as to be fure we might. My lady will be a happy
laJy, 1 am fure.

JULIA DE ROUBIGNE. I71
LETTER XXIII.
Julia to Maria.

IITY friend will, by this time, be chiding me for want of attention to
her; yet, in truth, flie has feldom been abfent from my thoughts.
Were we together but for a fingle hour, I thould have much to tell
you; butthereisan intricacy in my feelings on this change of fituation,
which, freely as I write to you, I cannot manage on paper. I can eafily
imagine what you would firft defire to know, though perhaps it is the
lafl: quef-tion you would put. The happinefs of your Julia, I know, is
ever ,the warmeft object of your wilhes.* —Afk me nOt” why

JJZ JULIA DE IIOUBIGNEe/,

I cannot anfwer”evcn this direftly—Be fatisficd when I tell you, that I
ought to be happy.—Montauban has every defirc to make me fo.—

One thing I wifti to accomplifh to-
«»

wards his peace and mine. The hiftory of this poor heart I have
entrufted only to your memory and my own: I will endeavour, though
I know with how much difficulty, henceforth to forget it for ever* You



muft affift me, by hold-in” it a blank, which recoUeftion is no more
to fill up. I know the weaknefs of my fex 5 myfelf of that fex the weak-
eft : I will not run the rifle of calling up ideas, which-were once
familiar, and may not now be the lefs dangerous, nor the lefs readily
liftened to, Yor the pain they have caufed. My hufband has now'a

right

right to every better thought; it were unjuft to: embitter thofe hours,.
which are but half the property of Julia de Montauban, with the
remembrance of

former ones, which belonged to fadneft an” Julia de Roubigne. *

We are on the eve of our departure for the family-caftle of Monf.
deMontau-ban. My father, whofe happinefs, at prefent, is a flattering
teftimony, as well as a fupport to my piety, accompanies us thither,
but is foon to return home, where our coufin, La Pelliere, whom you
may remember having feen with my mother in Paris, is to keep houfe
for him. This feparation J cannot help looking to as a calamity 5 yet, I
believe, his reafons for it are jiift. What a change in a woman's
fituation does this momentous connexion

I 3 make ?
makePr—I will think no more of it.-Farewell.

Yet a few words, to own my folly at lead, if I cannot amend it. I went
to aflbrt fome little articles of drefs for carrying home with me e,
while I was rummaging out a drawer to find one of them, a little
pifture of Savillon, drawn for him when a boy, by a painter who was
accidentally in our neighbourhood, crofIT* ed me in the way. i ou
cannot eafily ima* gine how this circumftance difconcerted me. I
(hut the drawer as if it had con-tained a viper: then opened it again;
fthd again the countenance of Pavilion, mild and thoughtful, {"-x
every then it was thoughtful) met my view!—"Was it a confcioufnefs
of guiU that turned my eye

Invo-
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involuntarily to the door of the apart- . ment ?—Can ther>e be any in
accidentally thinking of Savillon ?—Yet I fear I looked too long, and
too impaffionedly on this miniature. It was drawn with fome-thing
forrowful in the countenance, and ms-tiboyght it Jookfd th”n naore
forrow- * ful than evei?.

The queftion comes ftrong upon me, how I thould like that my
hufband had feen this.—In truth” Maria,' I fear my keeping this
pifture is improper 5 yet at the time it was painted, there was one
drawn for me by the fame hand, and we exchanged refemblances
without any idea of impropriety. Ye unfeeling de” cqfums of the
world !—Yet it is dangerous, is it hot, my beft monitor, to think thus
?—Yet, were P to return the pidlure”

176 JULIA V'E ROUBIGNEe'.

would it not look like a fufpicion of my-felf ?—I will keep it, till you
convince mc I (hould not/

Montauban and virtue! I am your*s.' Suffer but one figh to that
weakncfs, which I have not yet been able to overcome. My heart, I
truft, is innocent-" bUme it not for being unhappy.

LETTER XXIV.
Julia to Maria"m*"

Ti/TY father was with me this morningv in my chamber, for more
than an hour. We fat, fometimes filent, feme-times fgeaking
interrupted fentences, and tears were frequently all the intercourle
wec held. Lifette coming in, to acquaint us that Montauban was in the
parlour;, waiting us, at length put an end to our interview. " Julia,
(faid my father) J imagined I had much to fay to you \ but the
importance of my thoughts, onryour behalf, ftifles my expreflion of
them., x There are moments when I cannot help looking to that
feparation, which your'

IJ marriagpr



marriage will make between us, as if it were the lofs of my child j yet
I have fortitude enough to rcfift the imprcflion, and to refleft that fhe
is going to be happy with the worthieft of men. My infl:ru£tion for
your conduft in that ftate you have juft entered into, your own fen-
timents, I truft, would render unnecef-fary, were they in no other
way fupplicd j but I difcovered lately, in your mother*s bureau, a
paper which ftill fartlier fuper-fcdces their neceflity. It contains fome
advices, which experience and obferva” tion had enabled her to give,
and her regard for you had prompted her to write

down, *Tis, however, only a fragment, which accident or diffidence of
herfclf has prevented her completing; but it is worthy of your ferious
pcrufal, and

yo »
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jrou will jead it with more warmth thaiu if it came from a general
inftruftor." He kft the paper with me; I have read it with the care,
with the afFeflion it de” ferves; I fend a copy of it now, as I would
every good thing, for the partis-cipation of my friend. She cannot
readi it with the intereft of a daughter; but &c will find it no cold, nor
common lecture. It fpeaks, if I am not too partial to the beft of
mothers, -the language of prudence, but not of artifice; it would
mend the heart by fentiment, not cover it with diffimulation” She,
for whofe ufc it was written, has need of fueh & monitor, and would
liften to no other;, if IThe has paid any debt to prudence, it was not
from the obligation of wifdpm” but the impul& of feeling.

180 JUI"IA DE ROUBIGNbDI
ce
For my Daughter Julia.

*' Before this can reach you, the hand chat writes it, and the heart
that diflates, ihall be mouldering in the grave. I mean it to fupply the
place of fome cautions, which I Thould think it my duty to deliver to
you” thould -I live to fee yci/ a wife. The precepts it contains, you



have often, heard me inculcate *, but I know that general
obfervations on a pof-fiblc event, have much lefs force than thofe
which apply to our immediate coi> dition. In the fate of a .woman,
marriage is the mofl: important crifis: it fixes her in a ftate, of all
others the mefl: happy, or the mofl: wretched ;. and though mere
precept can perhaps do little in my caie»

yet

yet there is a natural propenfity to try its efficacy in all. She who
writes this paper, has been long a wife,, and a mother; the
experience” of one, and the anxiety of the other, prompt her in-
ftruiftions;' and fthe has been too happy in both charafters to have
much doubt of their truthj” or fear of their reception.

\

*' Swectnefs of temper, affcftion to a

hufband, and attention to his interefts” conftitute the duties of a
wife, and form the bafis of matrimonial felicity. Theft are indeed the
texts, from, which every rule for attaining this felicity is drawa' .The
charms 6f" beauty, and the brilliancy of wit, though they may
captivate in the miftrefsy will not long delight in the wife: they will
Thorten even their own tranlitery reign, if, as \ have feen in

many
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many wives, they Thinc more for the at-” traftion of every body elfe
than of their huibands* Let the pleafing of that one perfon be a
thought never abfent from your €ondué6t. If he loves you as yom
would wifh he fhould, he will bleed at ™\

heart thould he fuppofe it for a moment withdrawn: if he does not,
his pride will fupply the place of love, and his refeni> ment that of
fuflfering.



«* Never confider a trifle what may tend to pleafe him« The great
articles of duty he will fet down as his own; but the lefier attentions
he will mark as favours; and truft me” for I have experienced it"
there is no feeling more delightful ta one's-"felf, than that of turning
thofe littk things to fo precioua a ufe.

** If you marry a man of a certain fort,, fuch as the romance of young
minds ge-" nerally paints for a hufband, you will *cride the
fuppoGtion of any poflible de-creafe in the ardour of your afFedlionsi
But wedlock, even in its happiefl lot, is” not exempted from the
common fate of 2]\ fublunary bleffings * there is ever a delufipn in
hope», which cannot abide with poflcflion, *The rapture of extra*
vagant love will evaporate and waftev the condud of the wife mud,;
fubftitute in its room other regards, as delicate,, and more lading. I
fay,, the conduct of

m

the wife; for marriage, be a hufband what he may, reverfes the
prerogative of fcx} his will expeA to be pleafed, * andt tHtrs muft be
ledulpus to pleafe*.

<c
Thi*
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" This privilege a good-natured man may wave : he will feel it,
however, due;. and third perfons will have penetration enough to fee,
and may have malice enough to remark, the want of it in his wife. He
muft: be a hufband unworthy of you, who could bear the degradation
of fuffering this in filence. The idea of power on either fide, (hould be
totally

«

banilhed froni the fyftem: it is not fuf-ficicnt, that the hufband fiiould
never Jiave ofcafion to regret the want of it i the wife muft fo behave,
that he may nc» ver be confcious of poflefling it. «



" But my Julia, if a mothei*s fondnefs deceives me not, ftands not
much in need of cautions like thefe. I cannot allow myfelf the idea of
her wedding a man, on whom flic would not wilh to be depend-

cnt, or whofc inclinations a temper like

hers would dcfire to controul. She will be more in danger from that
foftnefs, that fenfibility of foul, which will yield perhaps too much for
the happinefs of both-* The ofHcc of a wife includes the exertion of a
friend : a good one muft: frequently ftrengthen and fupport that

weaknefs, which a bad one would en-deavouir tq overcome. There
are litu-ations, where it will not be enough to love, to cherifh, to obey
: fhe muft tc”h her hufband to be at peace with himfelf,

to be reconciled to the world, to refift misfortune, to conquer
adverfity,

" Alas! my child, I am here an inftruc-trefs but too well (killed ! Thele
tears, with which this paper is foiled, fell not in the prefence of your
father, though,

V now*

now, they but trace the remembrance of what, then, it was my lot to
feel. Think it not impoflible to reftrain your feelings, becaufe they are
ftrong. The enthuGafm of feeling will fomctimes overcome dif-
treffes, which the cold heart of pru* deqce had been vin”blc to
endure.

~* But misfortune is not always mifery. I have known this truth; I am
proud to believe, that I have fometimes taught it

to Roubigne, Thanks be to that power, whofe decrees I reverence! He
often tempered the anguifli of our fuffcrings, till there was a fort of
luxury in feeling them. Then is the triumph of wedded love!—the tie
that binds the happy may be dear; but that which links the na«”

fortunate is tendernefs unutterable.



<c
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** There are afflidions lefs eafy to be en-' cjured, which your mother
has not e?c-perienced: thofe which a hufband in* Aids, and the befl:
wives feci the moft fcvercly, Thefe” like all our tharpeft calamities,
the fortitude th”t can refift, can only cure. Complainings debafe her
who fuffers, and harden” him who aggrieves. Let not a woman
always look for their caufe in the injuftice of her lord: ~cy may
proceed from many trifling errors in her own conduft, which virtue
cannot blame, though wifdom mjjft regret. .If The makes this
difcovery, let them be amended without a thought if poiTible, at any
rate without an expreC-fion, of noerit in amending them. In this, and
in every other inftance, it muft never be forgotten, that the only go-

vernn”ent allowed on our fide, is that of
gen tlenefs

gentlenefs and attradion; and that its power, like the fabled influence
of imaginary beings, muft be invifiblc to be complete.

" Above all, let a wife beware of conw municating to others any want
of duty or tenderncfs, Ihe may think flic has perceived in her
huft)and. This untwifts, at once, thofc delicate cords, which pre-ferve
the unity of the marriage-engagement. Its facredncfs is broken for
ever; if third parties are made witneflcs of its failings, or umpires of
its difputes. It may feem almoft profane in me to con-fefs, that once,
when, through the malice of an enemy, I was made, for a (hort time,
to believe, that my Roubigne had wronged me, I durft not, even in
my prayeri to Heaven, petition "or a rcftora*

tion

tion of his love; I prayed to be made 4 better wife: when I would have
faid, a more beloved one, my utterance failed i*e for the word,"*
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LETTER XXV.

Julia to Maria,

X7” E have got to the end of our journey ; and I am now the miftrefs
of this manfion. Our journey was toofhort, and too flow; I wiflied for
fome mechanical relief from my feelings in the rapidity of a poll-
chaife; our progrefs was too flately to be expeditious, * and we
reached not this place, though but fix leagues diflant, till the evening.

»

Methinks I have fufFered a good deal; but my heart is not callous yet;
elfe wherefore was it wrung fo, at leaving my father's peaceful retreat
? I did not

truft
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truft myfelf with looking back 5 but I was too well acquainted with
the objeds, not to recollect every tree from the fide-window as we
paffcd. A little ragged boy, who keeps fomc (heep of my father's,
opened the gate for us at the end of the furthermoft inclofurc; he
pulled oS his hat, which he had adorned with fome gay-coloured
ribands in honour of the occafion3 Montauban threw money into it,
and the boy followed us, for fome

time, with a number of bleffings. When he turned back, mc thought I
envied him his return. The full piftureofthc place we had left, rofe
before me; it needed all rtiy relolution, and all my fears of offending,
to prevent my weeping outright. At our dinner on the road, [ was
very buty, and affefted to be very much pleafed j La Pelliere was a
lucky com-

. panion
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panion for mc; you know how full flic is of obfervation on trifles.
When we approached the houfc, (he fpoke of every thing, and praifed
every thing; I had nothing to do but to aflent.

We entered between two rows of lime-trees, at the end of which is
the gate

., of the houfe, wide and rudely magnificent ; its large leaves were
opened to receive us by an old but frefli-looking fcr-vant, who
feemed too honeft to be polite, and did not thew mc quite fo much
curtefy as fome miftreflecs would have expefted. All thefe
circumftances however were in a ftile, which my friend has heard tne
com-

. mend \ yet was I weaW enough, notjper-feftly to'relifli them when
they happened to myfelf. There was a prefaging gloom about this
manfion which filled my approach

proach with terror 5 and when Montau-ban's old domeftic opened
the coach-door” I looked upon hin) as a criminal might do on the
meiTenger of death. My dreams ever fince have been full of hor-ror;
and while I write thefc lines, the creaking of the pendulum of the
great clock in the halU founds like the knell of your devoted Julia.

I expeft you to rally me on my ideal terrors* You may remember,
when we uled to deal a midnight hour's converfa-tion together, you
would laugh at my ibreboding of a fliort period to my life” and often
jeeringly tell me, I was bom to be a great-grandmother in my time. I
know the fooliflinefs of this Impret fion, though I have not yet fecen
able to

yoL. I. K conquer
194 JULIA D£ KOUBIGNE.



conquer it. But to me it is not the fource of difquiet:; I never feel
more pofTefled &f myfelf than at thofe moments when I indulge it
the mofi. Why fhould I wilh for long life i why ihould fo many wiih
for it ? Did we Ht down to number

the calamities of this worlds did we think how many wretches there
are of

difcafe, of poverty, of opprelfion, of vice, (alas \ I fear there are fome
even of virtue) we (hould change one idea of evil, and learn to look
on death as a friend.

This might a philofopher accomplilh * but a Chriftiany Maria, can do
more* Religion has taught me to look beyond diflfolution* Religion
has removed the darkneis that covered the fepukhres of

our fathers, and filled that gloomy void-vhich was only the retreat of
hopelefs af-fliftion, with profpcAs, in contemplatioa of which, even
the felicity of the world dwindles into nothing I
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JUi Y readers will cafily perceive fome-thing particular,Tia the place
where

v

the following letters oiSavtllon arc Foun” as they are manifeftly of a
date confi* derably prior to many of the preceding. They came to my
hands, aflbrted in the manner 1 have now publifthed them, probably

from a view in my young friend, who had the charge of their

arrangement, of keeping the correfpondencc of Julia, Vol* II. A 3
which

"N <k.
[vidJ

which communicated the great train of her feelings on the fubjefts
contained in them, as much undivided as poffibk. While I conjedured
this reafon for their prefent order, I was aware of fome advantage,
which thefe papers, as relating a ftory, might derive from an
alteration in that particular St but, after balancing thofe difTetent
confiderations, without coming to any decifion, my indolence,
perhaps (aftronger motive with moft mentbaa they are difpofed to
allow), at length prevailed, and I refolved t6 give them to the Public
in the order they were tranfmitted to me from France, Many of the
particulars.

.Cvii ]

ticulars they recount are anticipated by a perufal of the foregoing
letters; but it is not fo much on ftory, as fentiment, that -their intereft
with the reader muft dc-pend.

JULIA
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LETTER XXVL

Savillon to Beauvaris.

AF T E R a very unfavourable paflage,' we are at laft arrived at our
deftined port. A (hip is lying along-fide of us, ready to fail for France,
and every one on board, who can write, is now writing to fome
relation or friend, the hard-(hips of his voyage, and the period of his
Vol. II. B arrival.

arrival. How few has Savillon to greet with tidings! to Roubigne I
have already written; to Beauvaris I am now writing; and, when I
have excepted thefe, there is not in France a fingle man, to whom I
am entitled to write. Yet I mean not to clafs them together : to Rou-
biane I owe the tribute of efteem, the debt of gratitude 5 for you 1 feel
fome-thing tenderer than either. Roubigne has been the guide, the
father, of my youth, and him I reverence as a parent: you have been
the friend, the brother, of my foul, and with yours it mingles as with
a part of itfelf.

You remember the circumftanccs of our parting. You would not bid
me adieu till the Thip was getting under way : I believe you judged
aright, if*you meant

to

to ijpare us both; the buftle of the fcene, the rattling of the fails, the
noife of the failors, had a mechanical efFedt on the mind, and ftifled
thofe tender feelings, which we indulge in folitude and filence. When
I went to bed, I had time to indulge them. I found it vain to attempt
fleeping, and fcarcely wiflied to fucceed in attempting it. About
miJnight I arofe, and went upon deck. The wind had been fair all
day, and we were then, I fuppofe, more than thirty leagues from the
thore. 1 looked on the arch of heaven, where the moon purfued her



courfe unclouded ; and my ear caught no found, except the ftilly
noife of the fea around me. I thought of my diflance from France as
of fome illufive dream, and could not believe, without an effort, that
it was not four and twenty hours fince

B 2 we

we parted. I recoUeftcd a thoufand things which I (hould have faid to
you, and Ipoke them involuntarily in the car of

night.

There was, my friend, there was one thing, which I meant to have
told you at parting® Had you (laid a few moments longer in the room
after the feaman called us, I Thould have fpoken it then; but you
(bunned being alone with me, and I could not command even words
enough to tell you, that I wilhcd to fpeak with you in private. Hear it
now, and pity your Savillon.

Julia de Roubigne!—Did you feel that name, as I do1—Even traced
with n”™ own pen, what throbbing remembrances has it raifcd !—You
are acquainted with

-f' my

my obligations to her father: you have heard me fometimcs talk of
her; but you know not, for I trembled to* tell you” the power Ihe has
acquired over the heart of your friend.

The fate of my father, as well as mutual inclination, made Roubigne
his friend 5 for this laft is of a temper formed rather to delight in the
pride of *Mlirting unfortunate 'v”orth, than in the joy of knowing it in
a better fituation. After the death of my father, t became the wdrd of
his friend's generofity: a ftate I Thould have brooked but ill, had not
Ju« lia been his daughter. From thofe early days, when firft I knew
her, I remem* ber her friendlhip as making part of my exiftence:
without her, pleafure was vapid, and forrow, in her fociety, was

6 ~ change”



changed into enjoyment. At that time of life, the mind has little
referve. We meant but friendfhip, and called it fo without alarm. The
love, to which at length I difcovered my heart to be fub* jeft, had
conquered without tumult, and become delpotic under
thcufcmblance of freedom.

The misfortunes of her family firft Thewcd me how I loved.—When
her father told them the ruined ftate of his fortune, when he
prepared them for leaving the now alienated feat of his ancef-tors, I
was a fpedlator of the fcene. When I faw the old man” with indignant
pride, ftifling the anguifli of hifr heart, and pointing to the chaife that
was to carry them from BelviHe, hi» wife, with one hand clafping her
hut-

band's”

band's, the other laid on her borom, turning up to Heaven a look of
refignation 5 his daughter, ftriving to check her tears,: kneeling
before him, and vowing her duty to his misfortunes ; then did I firft
curfe my poverty, which prevented me from throwing myfelf at her
feet, and bidding her parents be happy with their Julia! —The luxury
of the idea ftill rufhcs on my mind!—to heal the fortunes of my
father's friend; to juftify the ways of Heaven to his faint-like wife ; to
'Wipe the tears from the eyes of his angel daughter!—Beauvaris, our
philo-fophy is falfc: power and wealth arc the choiceft gifts of
Heaven: to poflefs them indeed, is nothing, but thus to ufe them, is
rapture!

B 41had

I had them not thus to ufe j but what I could, I did. I attended his
family to that ancient manfion, which was now the folc property of
the once opulent Rou-bigne. With unwearied attention I footh-cd his
forrows, and humbled myfelf be-* fore his misfortunes, as much as I
had formerly refifted dependence on his pro-fperity.

He felt the affiduity of my fricndlhip, and I faw him grateful for its
exertion i yet would the idea of beingobliged,often rankle in his mind
; and I have feen him
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frequently look at me with an appearance of anger, when he thought
I was confci-ous of obliging him.

Far diflfcrent was the gentle nature of his daughter. She thanked me
with unfeigned

feigned gratitude for my fervices to her father, and fcemed folicitous
to com-penfate with her fmiles, for that want of acknowledgment fhe
obfcrved in him*

Had my heart been free before, it w? ? impoffible to prefcrve its
freedom now,' A fpedator of all thofe excellencies which, though (he
ever pofTefled, her prefent fituation alone could give full room to
exert; all that fublimity'of mind, which, bore adverfity unmoved ; all
that gentle* . nefs, which contrived to lighten it to her father, and
fmooth the rankling of his haughty foul! I applauded the eleftion I
had made, and looked on my lave as a virtue*

Yet there were moments of anxiety, in which I feared the
confequences of

B 51in*
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indulging this attachment. My own fitu” ation” the fituation of Julia,
the pride of her father, the pride which it was proper for herfelf to
feel: all thefc were prefent to my view, and fliewed me how little I
could build on hope e, yet it cheats ed me, I know not how, and I
dreamed, /rom day to day, of blefTings, which every da/a. refledioD
told me were not to be looked for*



There was, indeed, foihething in the fcene around us, formed to
create thofc romantic illufions. The retreat of Roi>* bigne is a
venerable pile, the remains of ancient Gothic magnificence, and the
grounds adjoining to it are in that ftyle of melancholy grandeur,
which marks the dwellings of our forefathers. One part of that fmall
cftate, which is ftill

the

the appendage of this oncc-refpcaable manfion, is a wild and rocky
dell, where taftelefs wealth has never warred on nature, nor even
elegance refined or em-belliithed her beauties." The walks are only
worn by the tread of tlic Ihepherds, and the banks only fmoothed by
the feeding of their flocks. There, too dangerous fociety! have I pafled
whole days

with Julia : there, more dangerous ftill! have I palTcd whole days in
thinking of her.

A circun)(lance, trifling in itfclf, added not a little to the fafcinatlon
of the reft. The fame goo™ woman who nurfed me, was alfo'the nurfe
of Julia. She was too fond of her fofter-daughter, and too well treated
by her, ever to « leave the fortunes of her family” To this rcfidence

B6 ihe
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Ibe attended them when they left Belville™ * and here too, as at that
place, had a (mall hqp” and garden allotted her. It was fituated at the
extreme verge of that dell I have defcribed, and was often the etid 'of
thofe walks we took through it together. The good Lafune, for that is
pur nurfe's nana” confidered us her children, and treated us, in thofe
vilits to her little dwelling, with that fimplicity of af-fedlion, which
has the moft powerful ef-fe6l: on hearts of fenfibility. Oh! Beau-varis!
methinks I fee the figure of La-fune, at this moment, pointing out to
your.friend, with rapture in her coun” tcnapce, the beauties of her
lovelj; daugh-"ter ! She places our feats together; fhc produces her



thining platters, with fruit and milk,, /or our rcpaft i fhe prcflfes the
fmiling Julia, and will not be denied by «' Sa-

Savillon!—Am I then a thoufand leagues diftant ?

Does Julia remember Savillon ?—Should I hope that thc does ?—My
friend, 1 will confeli my wcaknefs ; perhaps, it is worfe than
weaknefs; I have wiftied—I have hoped, that I am not indifferent to
her, ~ Often have I been on the point of unload-* ing my throbbing
heart, of telling her how paflioilately I loved, of aflcing her
forgivenefs for my prefumption. I have thought, perhaps, it was
vanity, that at fomc fcafons the might have anfwered and bleffed me;
hut I faw the confe* quences which would follow to both” and bad
fortitude enough to refift the im-pulfe.—A time may come, when
better fortune fliall entitle me to fpeak; when

the
the pride of Roubigne may not blufli to look on Savillon as his fon.

But this is the language of viliohary hope ! In the mean time, I am
torn from her, from France, from every connection my heart had
formed; cad, like a fhipwrecked thing, on the other fide of the
Atlantic, amidfl: a defert, of all others, the moft dreadful, the defert
of ibciety, with which no focial tie unites

me !—Where now are Roubignc's little copfes, where his winding
walks, his namelefs rivulets ? Where the ivy'd gate of his venerable
dwelling, the Gothic windows of his echoing hall?>—That morning, on
which I fct out for Paris, is ftill frefli on my memory. I could not bear
the formality of parting, and Hole

from

from his houfe by day-break. As I pafled that hall, the door was
open/, I

entered to take one laft look, and bid it adieu ! I had fat in it with
Julia the night before; the chairs we had occupied were ftill in their
places4 you know not, my friend, what I felt at the fight: there was



fomething in the filent attitude of thofe very chairs, that wrung my
heart beyond the power of language; and, I believe, the fervant had
told me that my horfes waited, five or fix times over, before I could
liften to what he faid.

A gentleman has fent to afk, if my name is Savillon: if it is, he defires
Vis compliments, and will do himfelf

the
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the pleafure of waiting of me. I ftarted to hear my name thus alked
for in Mar* tinique.

This gentleman is a fea«captain, a particular acquaintance, of my
uncle:

he is more, Beauvaris, he is an acquaintance of Roubigne, has been
often at Bel* ville, has fometimes feen my Julia.— We are intin"atc
already, and he has offered to condu6t me to my uncle's houfe : his
horfes, he fays, arc in waiting.

Adieu, my deareft friend ! think of me often; write to me often;
though you fliouH feldom have an opportunity of conveying letters,
yet write as if you had; make a journal of intelligence”

and

*

and let it come when it may, Telt me

every thing, though I fhould afk nothing. Your letters muft give me
back my country, and nothing is a trifle that belongs to her.

LETTER XXVIL

Savillon to Beauvaris.



T T is now a week fincc I reached my uncle's, during all which time I
have been fo much occupied in anfwering quef-tions to the curiofity
of others, or afking queftions for the fatisfaftion of my own, that I
have fcarce had a moment left for any other cmdJ)loyment.

I have now feized the opportunity of the reft of the family being ftill
a-bed, to write to you an account of this uncle, of him under whofe
protedion I am to rife into life, under whofe guidance I am to thrid
the mazes of the world, 1 fear I

am

am unfit for the tafk: I muft unleari> feelings in which I have long
been ac-cuftomed to delight: I muft accommodate fcntiment to

conveniency, pride to intereft, and fometimes even virtue itfelJf to
fathion.

r

But is all this abfolutely neceflary ?— I hate to believe it. I have been
frequent® ly told fo indeed, but my authorities are drawn either from
men who have never entered the fcene at all, or entered it, re” folved
to be overcome, without the trouble of refiftance. To think too
meanly of mankind is dangerous, to our reverence of virtue.

It is fuppofed, that in thefe wealth];” iflands, profit is the only
medium of opi” nion, and that morality has nothing to

do
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do in the fyftem ; but I cannot eafily imagine that, in any latitude, the
bofomis (hut to thofe plcafurcs which rcfult from the cxcrcife of
goodncfs, or that honefty thould be always fo unfuccefsful as to have
the fneer of the million againft it. Men will not be depraved beyond
the perfuafion of fomc motive, and felf-intereft will oftca” be the
parent of focial obligation.



My uncle is better fitted for judging of this qucftioni he is cool
enough to judge of it from experience” without being milled by
feeling.—He believes there are many more honeft dealings than
honeft men, but that there are more honeft men than knaves every
where 5 that? common fenfe will keep them fo, even ex-clufive of
principle 5 but that all may be vanquilhed by adequate temptation.

\Sitk

With a competent ftiare of plain ufeful parts, and a certain fteady
application- of mind, he entered into commerce at an early period of
life. Not apt to be feduccd by

the glare of great apparent advantage, nor cafily intimidated from his
purpofes by accidentaldifappointmentj he has held mon, with Ibme
viciffitude of fortune, but with uniform equality of temper, till, in
virtue of his abilities, his diligence, and his obfervation, he has
acquired very confiderable wealth. He ftill, however, continues the
labour of the race, though Jie has already reached the goal; not be-
caufe he is covetous of greater riches, but “becaufe the induftry, by.
whicli greater riches are acquired, is grown nc-mceffary to his
enjoyment of life. " I have

been long, faid he yefterday, a very hap* py man * having had a little
lefs time,

and
I
and a little more money, than I know what to make of/*

The opinion of the world he truft* but little, in his judgment of
others; of men's actions he fpeaks with. caution, either in praife or
blame, and is commonly moft fceptical, when thofe around him are
moft convinced: for ic is a maxim with him, in queftions of charafter,
to doubt of ftrong evidence, from the very circumftance of its
ftrength.



With regard to himfelf, however, he accepts of the common opinion,
as a fort of coin, which pafles current, though it is not always real,
and often feems to yield up the conviction of his own mind in
compliance to the general voice. Ever averfc to fplendid projeft in
aftion,

or
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or fplendid conjeAure in argument, he contents himfelf with walking
in the beaten track of things, and does not even venture to leave it,
though he may, now "and then, obferve it making fmall deviations
from reafon and juftice. He has fometimes, fince our acquaintance
began, tapped me on the thoulder, in the midft of fome fentiment I
was uttering, and told me, with a fmile, that thefe "“ere fine words,
and did very well in the mouth of a young,man. Yet he feems not dif-
pleafed with my feeling what himfelf does not feel *, and looks on me
with the more favourable eye, that I have fome* ithing about me for
experience and obfer-vatioa to prune.

His plan of domeflic economy is regular, but nobody is difturbed" by
its re-

8 gula-

gularity; for he is pcrfefHy free from that rigid attention to method,
which one frequently fees in the houfes of old bat-chelors. He has
fenfe, or fang-froid enough, not to be troubled with little
difarrangements, and bears, With wonderful complacency, and
confequently with great eafe to guefts, thofe accidents which difturb
the peace of other entertainments. Since my arrival, we have had
tvtry day fomething like a fcaft, probably from a fort .C|f compliment
which his friends meant to pay to him and to me; but at his table, in
its moft elevated ftyle, thfc government is nearly republican; he af-
fumes very little, either of the trouble, or the dignity of a landlord,
fatisfied with giving a general afTurance of welcome and
good*humour in his afpeA.



Ac

At one of thofe dinners was a neighbour and intimate acquaintance
of my uncle, a Mr. Dorville, with his wife and daughter. The young
lady was fcated next me, and my uncle feemed to incline that I fhould
be particularly pleafed with her. He addrefled fuch difcQurfe to her
as might draw her forth to the grcateft advantage; and, as he had
heard me pro* fefs myfclf a lover of mufic, he mad« her fing, after
dinner, till, I believe, fome” of the company began to be tired of their
entertainment. After they were gone, he aflced my opinion of Made-*
moifclle Dorville, in that particular ftylec by which a man gives you to
underftand, that his own is a very favourable one. To fay truth, the
lady's appearance is in her favour; but there is a jealous fort of

Vol. ir. C fciling.

feeling, which arifes in my mind, when I hear the praifes of any
woman but one4 and, from that t:aufe perhaps, I anfwered my uncle
rather coldly. I faw he thought fo, from the reply he made; I offered
fomc aukward apology; he fmiled, and faid, I was a philofbpher. Alas!
*he knows not how little claim I have to phi-lofophy in that way; if,
indeed, we are fd often to profane that word” by affixing to it the
idea of infenfibility.

To-day I begin bufinefe. V]j unde and I are to view his different
plantations, and be is to (hew me, in general, the province he means
to dlot me. I wi(h for an opportunity to be affniuous in his fervice :
till I can do fomething on my part, bis favours are debts upon me.

It
JUXIA DE ROUBIGNE' fif

5t is only to. a friend, like my Beauvaris, that one feels a pleafure in
being ob-liged «

y
LETTER XXVIIL



SaviUon to BcauvariSm

A Thoufand thanks for your laft letter. When you know how much I
en-

joyed the unwieldy appearance of the packet, with my friend's hand
on the back of it, you will not grudge the time it coft you. It is juft
fuch as I withed : your fcene-painting is delightful. No man is more
fufcepcible of local attachments than I; and, with the Atlantic
between, there is not a ftone in France, which I can remember with
indifference.

Yet I am happier here than I could venture to expe6t» Had I been left
to

my

my own choice, I fliould probably have iat down in folitude, to think
of the paft«; and enjoy my reflexions; but I have been forced to do
better. There is an aftive duty, which rewards every man in the
performance; and my uncle has fo contrived matters, that! have had
very little time unemployed. He has been liberal of inftruftion, and, I
hope, has found

me willing to be inftrufted” Our bufi-nefs, indeed, is not very
intricate «, but, in the fimpleft occupations, there are a thoufand little
circumftances, which experience alone can teach us. In certain
departments, however, I have tried pro-jefts of my own: fome of
them have failed in the end, but all gave me plea-fure in the purfuit.
In one I have been fuccefsful beyond expedation; and in

that one I was the moft deeply interefted,
C 3, becaufe
becauie it couched die caufe of huma!f>

Ta a man not callous from habit, the. treatment of the negroes, in the
plantations here, is (hocking. I felt it ftronglf,,



and could not forbear ezprefling my fen« timents to my uncle. He
allowed them. to be natural, but pleaded necefllty, in, juftification of.
thofe feverities, which his. averleers fometimes ufed towards his
flaves. I ventured to doubt this propo-fition,. and« begged he would
fufFenme to« try a different mode of government in one plantation,
the produce of which he had already allotted to my management. He
confented, though with the- belief that I fhould fucceed very, ill in
the experiment.

I begaa

I began by endeavouring to ingratiata myfelf with fuch of the (laves
as could beft fpeak the language of my: country v but I found this was
a. manner they did not underftand, and that, from a white,, the
appearance of indulgence carried the fiifpicion of treaclieryv Moft of
them” to whom rigour had become habitual” took the advantage of
its remitting, ta negleft their work altogether; but this only ferved to
convince me, that my

plan was a good one, and that I fhould
undoubtedly profit, if I could eftablifbr

fome other motive, whofe impulfc wai

more fleady than tho fe of punifbmene and terror”

By continuing the mildncfs of my con-du”iI at lafl: obtained a
degree of wil-Ibgnefs in the fervicc-of feme; and I was

C 4 ftUl

ftill induced to believe, that the moft favage and fullen among them
had prin-ciples of gratitude, which a good matter might improve to
his advantage.

One flave, in particular, had for fome time attrafted my notice, from
that gloomy fortitude, with which he bore the hardfhips of his
fituation. Upon inquiring of the overfeer, he told me, that this flave,
whom he called Yanibu, though, from his youth and appearance of



ttrength, he ha[d been accounted va-* luable, yet, from the
untraftable ftub-bornnefs of his difpofition, was worth lefs money
than almoft any other in my uncle*s pofleffion. This was a language
natural to the overfeer. I anfwered him, ibn his own ftyle, that 1
hoped to improve his price fome hundreds of livrcs. On

being

being further informed, that feveral of his fellow-flaves had come
from the fame part of the Guinea coaft with him, I fent for one of
them who could fpeak tolc* rable French, and queftioned him about
Yambu. He told me, that, in their own country, Yambu was mafter of
them all; that they had been taken prifoners when fighting in his
caufe, by another prince, who, in one battle, was more fortunate than
theirs ; that he had fold them: tofome white men, who came, in a
great Thip, to their coaft ; that they were after-wards brought hither,
where other white men purchafed them from the firft, and fet them
to work where I faw them; but that, when they died, and went
beyond the Great Mountains, Yambu (hould be

their mafter again.
Cs Ldif.
I difmiffcd the negro, and called thf* Yambu before me.

When he came, he feemed. to regard me with:an» eye of. perfefl:
indifference. One who had.inquired. no further, would have
concluded hi<n. poffleffed of that ftupid infenfibility,, whigh
Europeans ofr ten mention as an apology for their crur cities. I took
his. hand; he confidercd this a prologue to chaftifement, and turned
his back to receive the la(hes he fup* pofed me ready to inflift. " I
wifh to be the friend of Yambti,*' faid I. Hq made me no anfwer: I let
go his hand, and he fufFered it to drop to its former pofi ture. ** Can
this man have been'a prince ;jn Africa ?** faid I to.myfelfj»-I
reflefted for a moment.—" Yet what thould he now do, if he has ?—
Juft what I fee him

do*
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do. I have feen a depofed favereign at

Paris J but in Europe, kings are artificial
beings, like their fubjeds,—Silence is the

only throne which adverfity has left to princes."

"I fear, (feid I to him) you have been; fbmetithes treated harfhly by
the over-feer j but you fliall be treated fo no more: I wifli all my
people to be happy.** He looked on me now for the firft time-"—
~e'Can you fpeak* my language, or thall

I call for fome of your friends who cart explain what you would lay to
me-?'*— ** | fpeak no fay to you," he replied irt his broken French.
—"And you will hat be my friend ?"—« No."—« Even if I fliould
deferve it."—" Ydu a white man.'” -*I felt the rebuke as I ought.*—"
But all white men are not overfeers. What

C6”"v' ithall®
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fliall I do to make you think me a good man ?"-*" Ufe men
goodly."—" I mean to do fo, and you among the firft, Yam-"
bu."—"Be good for Yambu's peoplej do your pleafe with Yambu."

»e'

Juft then the bell rung as a fummons

for the negroes to go to work: he made a fewdeps towards the door. "
Would you now go to work (faid I), if you were

at liberty to avoid ic?'*— " You make go for whip, and no man love
go."—e ** T will go along with you, though I am not obliged \ for
Ichufe to work fome-times, rather than be idle."-—" Chufc work, no
work at all," faid Yambu.— "Twas the very principle en which my



fyAem was founded.
JULIA DE ROVBJGNEe'. j*

I took him with me into the houfe-"hen bur taik was over. «* I
wrought chufe-work (faid I), Yambu, yet I did kfs than you ?»--«
Yambu do chufe-work then too ?»—« You fhall do fo al-ways,
anfwered I; from this moment you-are mine no more!»—« You fdi
0,” other white men then ?"_.. No, j.ou are

free, and may do whatever you pleafe!"

« Yambu's pleafe no here, no this coun. try?" he replied, waving his
hand, and looking wiftfully towards tht fea.-~«» I cannot give you
back your country, Yambu; but I can make this one better for you.
You can make it better for me

too, ~d for your people !*» « Speak

Vambu that <faid he eagerly), and be good man !»-" You would not
(faid I) make your people work by the whip, as you fee the overfeers
do ?"—«« oh I no.

no
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IK) whip !'"*—" Yet thcymuft workj die-we fhall have no fugars to
buy them meat and clothing with."—(He put his hand to his brow, as
if I had ftarted a diffir culty he was unable ta overcome;)-—

** Then ydu (ball have the command of

*moe,

them, and they (hall work chufe-work for Yan>buu"-"He looked
aikance, as

if he. doubted the truth of what I faid; Lcallcd the negro with whom I
had the firft converfation about him, and, points ing to Yambu, **



Your matter ((aid. I) is now free,, and may leave you when he
pleafes-!"~"* Yambu.no leave you," faid : he to the negro warmly.—"
But he may

accompany Yambu if he chufesJ*

Yambu (hook his head.—" Matter, (faid his former fubje”), where we
go ? leave good white, man, « and go to bad ; for much, bad white
men in this country."

—-"Theiit

—" Then if you think it better, yout Ihall t,both ftayi Yambu ftiall be
my friend, and help me to raife fugars for” the. good of us all: you
flull have no. overfeer but Yambu, and (hall work no more than he
bids you.?"—The. negro fell at my icet, and kiffed them : Yambu flood
filenjt, and I faw a te”r on hia cheek.—*' This man has been a prince
\xi * Africa!" faid I to myfelf.

I did not mean to deceive them. Next mormng I called thofe negroes
who had formerly been in his fervice together, and told them that,
while they continued in the plantation, Yambu was to fuperin-tend
their work; that, if they chofeto leave him and me, they were at
liberty to go -, and that, if found idle or unwor-

thy,, they IThould not be allowed to ftay.
+ He
~ JULIA DE ROUBIGNeV

He has, accordingly, ever fincc had the command of his former
fubjefts, and fupcrintcnded their work in a particular quarter of the
plantation; and, having been declared free, accordingto the mode
prefcribed by the laws of the ifland, has a certain portion of ground
allotted him,, the produce of which is his property. T have had the
fatisfadtion of obfervino*

0]



thofe men, under the feeling of good treatment, and the idea of
liberty, do-more than almoft double their number fubjeft to the whip
of an overfeer. I am under no apprehenfion of defertion or mutiny;
they work with the willingnefe-of freedom, yet are mine with more
than

the obligation of (lavery*

I have been often tempted to doubt whether there is not an error in
the whole

pUo

plan of negro fervitude, and /Whether whites, or Creoles born in the
Weft-Indies, or perhaps cattle, after the manner of European
hufbandry, would not do the blirinefs better and cheaper than the
flaves do. The money which the latter coft at firft, the ficknefs (often
owing to defpondency of mind) to which they are liable after their
arrival, and the proportion that die in confequence of it, make the
machine, if it may be fo called, of a plantation extremely expenfivc:
rn its operations. In the lift of flaves belonging to a wealthy planter, it
would aftonifli you to fee the number unfit for fervice, pining Under
difcafe, a burden

#

on their mafter.—I am talking only as a merchant:—but as a man—
good Heavens ! when I think of the many thou-fands of my fellow-
creatures groaning

under

under fcrvitude and mifery !'——Great? God ! haft thou peopled thofe
regions oS thy world for* the purpofe of calling ou& their inhabitants
to chains and torture ?; —No; thou gavcft them a land teeming "ith
good things, and lighted'ft up th]» fun to bring forth fpontaneous
plenty j,, but the refinements of man, ever at war w'.th thy works,
have changed this fcene of profufion and luxuriance, into a thea«r tre
of rapine, of flavery, and.of murder I



Forgive the warmth of this apoftrophci here it would not be
underftood j even my uacle, whofe heart is far from a hard one,,
would fmile at my romance,. and tell me that thing? muft be fo.
Habits the tyrant of nature and of reafon, is. d*af to the voice of
either 5 here flic flifle&.humanitj”,.and dehafes the fpecies..

—for*
—for the mafter of flaves has feldom the foul of a man.

This. is. not difficult to,be accounted for; from his infancy he is made
callous to thofe feelings, which fofjen at once and ennoble our
nature. Children mud of ncceffity firft exert thofe towards do*
medics” becaufe the fociety of domeftics is the firft they enjoy 5 here
they arc taught to command for the fake of com* mandihg, to beat
and'torture for pure amufement " —their realbn and good*na-? ture
improve as may be expefted.

Among the legends of a European” nurfery, are ftories of captives
delivered,, of flaves releafcd, who had pined for -)Kcajrs in the
durance of unmerciful ene*

mies3»

mies. Could we fuppofe its infant audience tranfported to the fea-
(hore, where a (hip laden with (laves is ju(t landing v the qucftion
would be univerfal, ** Who fliall fct the(e poor people free *—The
young Weft-Indian aflcs his father to buy a Ijoy for him, that he may
have Ibmc-

thing to vent his fpite on when Jie is pecvifli.

Methinks too, thefe people lofe a fort of connexion which is of more
importance in life than moft of the relationfhipa. we enjoy. The
ancient, the tried do-

meftic of a family, is one of its mo{t ufeful members, one of its moft
zffurtd fupports.. My friend,, the ill-fated Rou-bigne, has not one
relation who has flood by him in the (hipwreck of his fortunes; but
the ftorm could not kvtr from their
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mailer his faithful Le Blanc, or the vene* rableLafune.

Oh Beauvaris ! I Sometimes fit down alone, and tranfporting myfelf
into the little circle at Roubigne's, grow fick of the world, and hate
the part which I am obliged to perfor/n in it.

"B JULIA DB irotJBrGNE”"
LETTER XXIX.*
Savillon to Seauvaris.

«O IN C E the date of my laft is a longer period than you allow
between my letters} but my time has been more than commonly
occupied of late. Among other employments was that of acquiring a
friend. Be not, however, jealous : my iieart cannot own a fecond in
the fame

* It is proper to apologize to the reader ibr intro-dacing a letter fo
purely epifodical. I might tell hias that it is nof altogether
unneceflarj, as it ilitrodacet to his acquaintance a perfon, whofe
correfpoodent Savillon becomes at a future period; but I muft once
more rcfort to an egotifm for the true reafon : the pifture it exhibited
pleafed myfelf, and I could not >*efift the defire of communicating it,

degree”

*flegree with Bcauvaris; yet is this one above the level of ordinary
men. He enjoys alfo that privilege which misfortune beftows on the
virtuous.

Among thofe, with whom my uncle's cxtenfive dealings have
conncded him, he had nientioned, with particular commendation,
one Herbert, an Englifhman,



a merchant iir one of the Britilh Weft-India iflands. Chance brought
him latelf to Martinique, and I was folicitous to fhew every poffible
civility to olfc, who, to the claim of a ftratiger, added e chara”r of a
worthy and amiable man. PrepofTeiTed as I was in his favour, my
cxpeftations fell Thort of the reality* I difcovered in him a delicacy
and finenefs of fentiment, which fomething beyond she education of
a trader muft have in*

fpired;j

fpired; and I looked on him perhaps with the greater reverence, from
the circum-ftance of having found him in a ftation where I did not
expe6t he would be found. On a clofer inveftigation, I perceived a
tindlure of melancholy enthufiafm in his mind, which, I was
perfuaded, was not altogether owing to the national character, but
muft have arifen from fome particular caufe. This increafed my
regard for him ; and I could not help exprefling it in the very ftyle
which was fuited to its obje£l:, a quiet and ilill attention, fym-
pathetic but not intrufive. He feemed to take notice of my behaviour,
and looked as if he had found a perfpn, who guefled him to be
unhappy, and to whom he could talk of his unhappinefs. I en«
couraged the idea with that diffidence, which, 1 believe, is of all
manners the

mod:
,moft intimate with a mind of the fort I

hav” defcribed 5 and, foon after, he took an opportunity of telling me
the ftory of his misfortunes.

It was fimple, bgt not the lefs pathe# tic. Inheriting a confiderable
fortune from his father, he fet out in trader with every advantage.

Soon after he was &t« ftled in bufineb, he married a beautiful and
excellent woman, for whom, from

his infancy, he had conceived the ten-dereft attachment; and” about
a year after tli*ir marriage, ihe bleoed him with a foQ* But love and
fortune did not long continue to fmile upon him. Loifes in trade, to



which, though benevolence like-his be more expofed, the mod
prudent and unfeeling are liable, reduced him, from his former
affluence, to very embar-" Vol. 11« D tafled

rafled circumftances;. and his diftrefs was aggravated from the
confideration, that he did not fuflfer alone, but communicated
misfortune to a woman he pafllonatel” loved. Some very
confiderable debts remained due to him in the Weft-IndieSy and he
found it abfolutely neceflary for-their recovery, to repair thither
himfelf, however terrible might be a reparation from his wife, now in
a fituation of all others the moft fufceptible. They parted, and ftie
was, foon after, delivered of a girl, whofe promifing appearance, as
well as that of her brother, was fome confolation for the abfencc of
their father.

His abfence, though duel, was necef-iary, and he found his affairs in
fuch a fituation, that it promifi*d not to be long. Pay after day,
however, elapfed, without

their

their final fetUeoienc. The impatience, both of his wife and him was
increafed, by the appearance of a conclufion, which fo repeatedly
difappointed them:; till, at laft, he ventured to fuggeft, and flxe
warmly approved, the expedient of coming out to a hufband, whofe
circumftances presented him from meeting her at home. She fct fail
with her children % but Wift nor children ever reached the
unfortunate Herbert! they periflied in a ftorm f©oa after their
departure from England.

You can judge of the feelings of a man,' who upbraided himfelf as
their murderer. An interval of madnefs, he informed me,, fucceeded
the account he received o their death. When, his reafon returned, it
fettled ijito a melancholy, which time has foothed, not extinguithed,
which

D 2 indeed



indeed feems to have become the habitual tone of his mind. Yet is it
gentle, though deep, in its eSe£);s; it difturbs not the circle of focicty
around him, and few, except fuch as are formed to difcover and to
pity it, obferve any thing peculiar in his behaviour. But he holds it
not the lefs facred to himfelf; and often retires from the company of
thofe, whom he has entertained with the good-humour of a welt-bred
nian, to arrange the memorials of his much-loved Emily, and call up
the fad remembrance of his former joys,

, Having acquired a fort of privilege with his diftrefs, from my
acquaintance with its caufe, I entred his room yefter-day, when he
had thus fliut out the world, and found him with fome letters on the
table before him, on which he

looked.

looked, with a tear, not of anguifh, but of tendernefs. I flopped Ihort
on perceiving him thus employed j he feemed unable

to fpeak, but making a movement, as if he defired that I (hould come
forward, put two of thofc lettisrs fycceffively into my hand. They were
written by his wife : the firft, foon after their * *narriage, when fome
bufinefs had called him away from her into the country 5 and the
fecbnd, addreffed to him in the Weft-Indies, where, by that time,
their ili-fortune had driven him. They pleafed me fo much, that I
afked his leave to keep them for a day or two. He would

not abfolutely refufe me v but faid they had never been out of his
poffeflion. I

preffcd him no further: I could only read them over repeatedly, and
fomc parts, that ftruck moft forcibly on my

D 3 me-

memory, which you know is pretty tenacious, I can recoiled almofl:
verbatim. To another, it might feem odd to write fuch things as thefe
\ but my Beauvaris is never inattentive to the language of

nature, or the voice of misfortune.



In the firft letter were the following expreflions.

** Tou know not what feelings are bert” at tbusy for the firfi tiniij
writing to my Henry under the name of a huJhand.-" A mixture of
tendernefs” of love” of efteem” and confidence. A fomethingy never
experienced before” is fo warm in my hearty that fure it is” at this
momenty mere worthy o” his love than ever. — Shall not this laji, my
Harry” . notwitbftanding what 1 have heard from the fcoffers among
you men ? I think it fbalL

It
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// is not a tumultuous tranfport” that mujl fuddenly difappear ; but
the foft” ftiU plea-fnre of a happy mind” that can feel itt happihefsy
and delight in its caufe\

** 1 have had Utile company Jince you left me” and I wifh not for
much. The idea of Hny Henry is my heft companion. I have figured
out your journey” your company” and your bujinefsy and filled up
my hours mtb the pigure of what ihey are to you.™\

*¢ John has jufi taken away nrf chicken > ymt, know be takes
liherlies., — *” Dear hearty a leg and tving onhf,--"Betty fays”
Madam” the cheefecakes are excellent.**-"!

fniikd at John's manner of preffing” and

helped myfelf to a cbeefecake”™ The poor fellow looked fo happy —
A Mjf mafter wili

D 4 foon

fioH uturn”” faid be” by way of accounth” for fny pmy dinner. He
fet the wine upon 4he fable: J filled out hd” a glafs™ and began to
ibink of you 5 but” in carrying ii to my lips J I reproached myfelf that
it was not a bumper: that was remedied as it Jhould be. John J J
believej gu”ed at ibe torre*Hon* —" God Mefs bim /** / heard biff"
fayy muttering as be put up the things i" hisbajkef. —/ fent bim



down with thertji of the bottle” and tbey are now drinking your
health in the kitchen.™*

" Mjf coujin Harriet has erne in to fee me J and is going on with the
cap I was mak* ing upi while I write this by heif. She is a better
milliner than /, and wotdd bavi altered it fomewbat ; but J ftuck to
my own wayy for I beard you fay you liked it,

in
in tbat Jhape.”--"" It is not half fo. fajhion”

able J indeed” my dear™” faid Harriet ; but Jhe does not know the
luxury of making up a cap to pleafe the hujhand one loves.—"his is
all very fooUJh : is it not? but I love to tell you thofe trifles: it is like
having you here. If you can” write me juft fucb a letter about you.**

Gf the oth(jr letter, I recoUeft fome paiTages, fuch as thefe.

" Captain Lewfon has juft now been with me” but has brought no
letter \ and gives for reafon” your having written by a thip that left
the ifland but a few days before him” meaning the "Triton”™ by which
I got your lafi\ but I beg to hear from you by

*

every opportunity” efpecially by fo friendly

*
|
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7 fear, my love. ;"»« "*MTA' "~ '™ A2 nobly, than I hope I deferved:.
J "as not ta U Jbocked hy any retrenchmenP from our for-

s Vn»”<t'T could have bom even mer ivay of hvtng . i f Omi* f* "
the'

JULIA DE RO'UBIGNE" ~M

the bardjhips” of pQverty”, bad it left n*e ffny Hariri®

ce

Tour fweetmeats arrived nsfiry fafe un* der the care of CapVain
hevafm: the children have profited by tbem” particularly Billy J who
has ftill fome remains- rf the bo/)pingrCOUgb” He afkedme” if they
did not come from papa ;. and wben” " faid be” will papa come-
bimfelf? *~ Papa”” cried my

little Emmy” who has juft learned to lifp the word. " She never fAW
papa” (replied her brother) did Jhe” mamma .?"—/ could not ft and
this prattle 5 my boy wept with me for company's fakeV*

«4F » « «-4" « » « €

"Emmy” they tell mc” will Se a beauty”™” She hasy t<i fay truthj
lovely darbblue eyes”

D 6 and
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ond a tharming complexion. I think therr is fomething of melancholy
in her look y but” this may be only my fancy. Bilfy is quia different”
a bold fpirited child j yet he is remarkably attentive to every thing I
endeavour to teach him” and can read a little ah ready” with no
other tutor than'inyfelf I chofe this tajki to amufe my lonely houfs v
for I make it a point of duty” to keep up my fpirits as well as I can.
Sometimes” indeed” I droop infpite ofme” efpecially when yott
feem to waver about the time of your return”, "~hinky my love” =



what rijks your health runs for the fake of thofe richesy which are e(f
no ufe without it -, and” after ally it is chiefly in opinion” that their
power of be* flowing happinefs conjtfts. I am fure” the little
parlour” in which I now write” is - more fnug and comfortable”
than the large room we ufed to receive company in formerly %

and

and the plain mealy to which I Jit down with my children” has more
relijb than the formal dinners we were obliged to invite them to.
Return then” my deareft Harry” from tbofe fatigues and dangers” to
whichj by youw own accounty you are obliged to be expofed”™ Return
to your Emily's love” and the fmiles of thofe little cherubs that wait
your ar” rivalJ "

Such was the wife whom Herbert loft; you wiil not wonder at his
grief; yet fometimes, when the whole fcene is before me, I know not
how, I almoft envy him his tears.

It is fomething to endeavour to com» fort him, "Tis perhaps a felfith
movement in our nature, to conceive an attachment

62 jrLIA DE roubigne".

Blent to fuch a charafler; one that throws itfclf on our pity by feeling
its diftrefleSy, is ever more beloved than chat which rifcs above them.
—I know, however, without farther inquiry, that I feel myfelf pleafed
with being the friend oS Herbert; would wc were in France, that I
might make him- the friend of Beauvaris I

Your lad mentions nothing of Roir* bigne, or his family, I know he
diflikesr writing, and therefore am not furprifed at his filence to
myfelf. You fay, in a former letter,. you find it difficult to hear of
them; there is, a young lady in. Paris, for whom the lovely Julia has”
long entertained a very uncommon friend-ihip; her name is
Roncilles, daughter of the prefident Roncilles.—Yet, on fe-

cond



cond thoughts, I would not have you vifit her, on purpofe to make
inquiry s” from me J but you may” fall on fome method of getting
intelligence of then)

in this line*

Do not let flip the opportunity of thfs fthip*s return to write me fully;
(he is Gonfigned to a correfpondent of ours” and particular care will
be taken of my letters. I think, if that had be”n the cafe with the laft

that arrived here, I fhould have found one from you on board of her.

Think of me frequently, and write ine as often as our fituation will
allow*

64 JULIA DE ROUBIGN£S.

LETTER XXX.

Savillon to Beauvaris.

T Begin to fufpcA that the fenfibility, of
which young minds are proud, from
which they look down with contempt on
the unfeeling multitude of ordinary men,
is lefs a blefling than an inconvenience.
—Why cannot I be as happy as.my uncle,
as Dorville, as all the other good people
around me ?—I eat, and drink, and fing,
nay I can be merry, like them ; but they
clofe the account, and fct down this mirth

for happlnefs 5 I retire to the family of my



own thoughts, and find them in weeds
of forrow.
Herbert

Herbert left this place yeftcrday ! the only man befides thee, whom
my foul can acknowledge as a friend* And him, perhaps, I fthall fee
no more : And thee! my h”art droops tit this moment, and I could
weep wiAout knowing why.—Tell me, as foon as poffible, that you are
well and happy; there is, methinks, a languor in your laft letter—or is
it but the livery of my own imagination, which the objefts around me
are conftrained to wear ?

Herbert was a fort of proxy for my Beauv“”ris; he fpoke from the
feelings of a heart like his. To him I could un-bofom tnine, and be
uhdcrftood ; for the fpeaking of a common language, is but one
requifite towards the deareft inter-courfe of fociety. His forrows
gave.

him

him a facfednefs in my regard, tfiar made every endeavour to ferve or
oblige him, like the performance of a religious duty v there was a
quiet fatisfadion in iff which calmed the rufflings of a fometimes
troubled fpirit, and reftor”d me to peace witthmyfeUl

. He is failed for England, whither fbme bufinefsi material to a friend
of his much-loved Emily, obliges him to return. He yields to this, I
perceive, as a duty he thinks himfelf bound to difcharge, though the
fight of his native country, fpoiled as it is of thofe bleflings. which k
once poffefled for him, muft be no cafy trial of his fortitude* He talks
of leaving it as foon as this affair will allow hint,, not to return to the
Weft-Indies (for of his bufuicls there he is now independent),

hut

but to travel through feme parts of Europe, which the employments
of Tiis younger years prevented him from vifit-ing at an early period
of fife. If he goes to Paris, he has promifed me to call on you.—Could



I be with you! What a thought is there I—nbut I (hall not be forgotten
at the interview.

I have juft received yours of the third of laft month. I muft dill
complain of its ihortnefs, though 1 dare not quarrel with it, a3 it
afTures”™ me of your welfare. But get rid, I pray you, of that very bad
praftice, of fuppofing things unimportanjc at Martinique, becaufe
you think them fo at Paris; Give nrte your intelligence, and allow me
to be the judge of its coa*

fequence.
You

You are partial to your friend, wheir you write in fpch high terms, of
bis treat/> nicnt of Yambu. We think but feldom of thofe things
which habit has matte common, otherwife we (hould correct many of
them \ there needed only to give one's feelings room on this theme,
and they could prompt no other condu£t than mine. Your
approbation, however, is not loft upon me , the beft of our refolu-
tions are bettered, by a confcio\llhe(s of the fufirage of good men in
their favour” and the reward is ftiU higher, wheti that fuffrage is
from thofe we love.

My uncle has fent for me, to help him to entertain feme company
who are juft arrived here. He knows not what a train of thinking he
calls me from—1

have
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have a little remembrancer, Beauvaris, * pidlure, which has hung at
my bofom for fome years pad, that fpeaks fuch things !—

The fervant again! ——Mademoifelle Dorville is below, and I muft
come im-> mediately.—Well then—It will be difficult for me to be
civil to her—"yet the girl deferves politenefs.-—But that picture !—

LETTER XXXL



Savilbn to Beauvaris.

'A O U fay the letter, to which your
laft was an anfwer, was written in
low fpirics ( I confefs I am not always
in high ones; not even now, though I

am juft returned from a little kaft, where there was much mirth, and
excellent wine. It was a dinner given by Dor-ville, on occafion of his
daughter's birthday, to which my uncle and I, among other of his
friends, had been long in-vited. The old gentleman difplayed all his
wealth, and all his wit, in entertaining us; fome of us thanked him for
neither,

though
. <

though every one's complaifance obliged them to eat of his dainties,
and laugh at” his jefts.

It is after fuch a fcene, that one is often in a ftate the moft ftupid of
any. The aflumption of a charader, in itfelf humiliating, diftreffes and
waftes u?, while the lofs of fo much time, 1 ke the bad fortune of a
gamefter, is doubly fcltj when we refleft that fools have won from. us.
Yet it muft be fo in fife, and I with to overcome the fplcen of repining
at it.

I was again fet next Mademoifclle Dor-ville, and had the honour of
accompanying fome of the fongs (he fung ” us. A vain fellow, in my
circumftances, might imagine that girl liked him. I believe

there b nothing fo fcrious in her mind,

and

t
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and I fliould be forry there were. The theft of a woman's affeflions is
not fo atrocious, as that of her honour * but I have often feen it more
terrible than that of her life; at leaft, if living wretched-nefs be worfe
than death : yet is it reckoned a very venial breach of confidence” tb
endeavour to become more than agreeable, where a man feels it
impoflible to rfepay what he may receive. Her father, I am apt to
believe, has fomething of what is commonly called a plot upon me;
but as to him my confcience is eafy, be-caufe, the cofiers of my uncle
being bis quarry, it matters not much if he is dif-appointed.

Were it not from a point of delicacy, not to run the fmalleft riik of
being thought particular, I could, fometimes,

be

be very well entertained with the fociety of Mademoifelle Dorville.
There is a fpright-linefs about her, which amufes, though it is not
winning, and I never found it fo eafy to talk nonfenfe to any other
woman. I fancy this is always the cafe, where there is no chance of
the heart being interefted : it is pcrfeftly fo in the prefent inftance
with me.—Oh! Beau” varis! I have laid out more foul in fir* ting five
minutes with Julia de Roubignfi in filence, than I Thould in a year's
con-verlation with this little Dorville.

The converfation of women has perhaps a charm from its weaknefs;
but this mud be, like all their other weak-neflcs that pleafe us, what
claims an in-tereft in our afFeftions, without ofiend-ing our reafon. I
know not if there is

Vol. II. . « E, really
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neally a fez in the fool: coftom ind tA” cation have eftablUhed one, in
our idea; but we wilh to feel the ki:feriority of the other iex, a$ otut

that does not dej”~afe but endear it.

To their knowiedjge, in many thingi, we



hare fet limit>, btcesofk it feetm to en** croach on the foftneft of
dicar fedings, which ivt fuppofe of that retiting kiai* that &uni tJie
keemneft o£ wgutnent or enquiry. Knowlef” Or learnkig has

often this «Qe& among men: ttis wem, fometimes fatal to talle, if by
tafte is irte«nt the tSb6t which beauties ha” on Wttfelvts, rather thati
the power of ctv-tki&tg Oft that which they ought tt> hanr oti
(rtliefs*

Thfere
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There is a little world of fentiment made for women to move in,
where they certainly excel our fex, and whem our

a

fex, perhaps, ought to be excelled by them. This is irrcfiftibly
engaging, vkere it is natural”, but, of all afieftations, that of
fentiment is the moil: difgufting. It i*, I believe, more common in
France dian any where elfe; and I am not fure» if it does not proceed
from our women poffeiling the reality lefs. The daughter of Monf.
Dorville, when The would be great, is always fentimental. I was forced
to tell her to-day, that 1 hated fentiments, and that they fpoiled the
complexion. She looked in the glafs, and began ta afk fome queftions
about the Italian co* medy.

Ea My
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My uncle, ivho had ftaid fome time behind me with Dorville, came in.
He was very copious on the fubjeft of Ma-demoifclle” I was perfeftly
of his opinion in every thing, and praifed her in echo to what he faid
v but he had dif-cernmecnt .enough to fee an indifference in this,
which I was ferry to find he did not like. I know not how far he meant
to go, if we had been long together ; but he found himfclf fomewhat
indif-pofed, and was obliged to go to bed.



I fat down alone, and thought of Julia de Roubignd.

My uncle is, this morning, really ill. I owe him too much, not to be
diftreffed

at

at this. He is uneafy about his own fitu* ftion, though, I believe,
without reafon; but men, who, like hinij” have enjoyed
uninterrupted health, are apt to be ap« prehenfive. 1 have fcnt for a
phyfician without letting him know 5 for it was; another efFe£t of his
good conftitution, to hold the faculty in contempt. At pre-fent, 1 a(ir
furc, he will thank me, in bis heart, for my precaution®

The doftor has been with him, and talks doubtfully; that, perhaps, is
unavoidable in a fcience, from its nature. To uncertain; for this man
has really too much knowledge to wifli to feem wifer.

I find I muft conclude this letter, as the (hip, by which I am to fend it,
is within a quarter of an hour of failing. Would

E 3it

it had been a few days later I a few days might do much in a fate like
mine.—---" cannot expreis that fort of doubt and fear” which the
look of futurity, at this moment, gives me.

Do not, for Heaven”s fake do not fail to write n”™ about the fituation
of Rou** bigne and his family. I know his unwilr

lingnefs to write, and decorum prevents (Is it vanity to think fo ?) his
daughter; therefore I addrcjBTed my lad letter to Madame de
Roubign”; but even when I ihall re? ceive her anfwer, it will not fay
enough* You know what my heart requires; do not difappoiot it *«

¢ There are fto Tetterf, ?n this coTfeflion, of a later dace, from
Sarilbit to Boam”ris. The perfon who at fu& arranged them, feems to
intend to account for this, by the fottowingnoie on the outHde ofthe
pre* ceding one* written b a hand of which I fee little jottings on



ieveral of the letters, " fieauvaris died 5th April, a few days after the
receipt of this.**

LETTER XXXII.
jMlia de Montauban to Maria de Ronciltes.
t

'VT' O U muft not cxpcft to hear from mc fo oftcj;! as formerly j we
have” here, an even tenor of days, that admits not of much
defcription. Comedies and romances, you know, always end with a
marriage, becaufe, after that, riiere is nothing to be faid.

But I have reafon to be angry with you for finding fo little to fa*y at
Pajpis;. though, I believe, the fault is in myfclf». or rather in your
idea of me. You think 1 ami not formed to relilh thofe articles of

intclUgcpce,. which are calM »ew* m,
E 4, your
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your great town; the truth is, I hav”c often heard them with very
httle rclilh * but I know you have wit enough to make them pleafant
if you would; and even if you had not, do but write any thing, and I
ihall read it with an intereft.

You flatter me by your praifes of the naivetiy in the pidure I drew of
our party of pleafure. God knows, I have no talent that way; yet the
groupe was fantailic

enough, and, though I felt quite other-wife than merry next morning,
when I wrote to you, yet I found a fort of pleafure in defcribing it.
There is a certain kind of trifling, in which a mind not much at eafe
can fometimes indulge itfelf. One feels an efcape, as it were, from the
heart, and is fain to take up with lighter company. It is like the theft
of



a truant
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a truant boy, who goes to play for a few minutes while his mafter is
afleep, and throws the chiding for his tafk upon futurity.

We have very different company at, prefcnt. Madame de Sancerre
has been here thefe three days. Her hulband was an acquaintance of
Monf. de Montauban in Spain,, and, you will remember, we ufed to
be of her parties in town; fo IThe is a gueft of both fides of the houfc,
though I believe no great favourite of either. She is a wir, you know,
and fays abundance of good things; and will fay any thing, provided
it be witty. Here, indeed, we give her fo little opportunity, that her
genius is almofl familhed for want of fubjeft. At Paris, I remember
her furrounded with men of letters; they

E 5 praif*d
S2 JVHA DB EOUIIGNB'.

praifed her learning, and to u$ (he foem* ed wondeiful both as a
khoht apd a critic V but here when I turn the di&oucfe on books, ihe
chufes to talk of natbiog but the ieau monde. Her defcriptions,
however, are diverting enough, and I be-lieve (he is not the worfe
pleafed with me, that I can only hear them without being able to
anfwer; for I think, if there is a member of our fociety fhe diflikcs, it
ia that relation of the count, whom I mentioned to you in my laft,
Monf. de Rou-ille, who is come to (pend fome weeks here. From the
account of his vivacity which I received from his kinfman,”! thought
Madame de Sancerre would have thought it a piece of high good
fortune to have met him here 5 but, I fee, I miftook the thing \ and
that (he would rtlilh his company better, if he were a&

ftupid
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ftupid as the reft of us. I am of a different opmion, and begin to like
him much; the better, that I was prepare” to b”* fomewhat afraid of



him; but I find.

in him nothing to be &ared; on the con-" trary, he is my very fafefl
barrier againft the fometin” too powerful brilliancy o£ "e lady.

RQuUle is conftitutiooally happy ; bur his vivacity, though it feems to
be coiVr ftai&t, does not appear to be unfeeling. It is not the
cheerfulnefs of an unthuik.” U)g man, who is ready to laugh, on alt
QccaHons, without kave of bis reafon, or, what is worie, of hia
humanity y fom” fiich people I have feen, whofe mirth wa«> like the
pranks of a madman” and, if aot of cbnfeqoence enough to excite
anger or. ftar, was entitled to our compa&

E 6 fion*.
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fion» Rouille ha” the happy talent of

hitting that point where fentiment min« gles with good humour. His
wit, ex-* cept when forced into oppofition by the petulance of others,
is ever of that gentle kjnd from which we have nothing to dread *
that fports itfelf in the level of ordinary underftandings, and pleafes,
be<* caufe it makes no one difpleafed with himfelf. Even the natural
gravity of Montauban yields to the Winning liveli** ncfs of Rouille,
and though the firft feems to feel a little aukwarknefs in the attempt,
yet he often comes down from the loftinefs of his own character, to
meet the pleafantry of the other's.

Do not rally me on the favour of ma-trimony in the obfcrvation, if I
venture to fay, that Montauban feems to have

refumed

fefumed fomewhat of bis former dignity” Think not that I fufpedt the
fmalleft diminution of his affeflion; but now, when the eafe of the
hufband has reftored him to his native gharadter—I kno"y not what
I would fay—Believe me, I mean nothing at all—I have the g”eateft
reafom



to be fatisfied and happy.

At prefent, I believe, he is now an” then out of humour with this
vifitant of ours, Madame de Sancerre », and, it may be, thrown into
fomewhat of a ieverity in his manner, from the obfervation of an
oppofite one in her. When fhe utters,

as (he does pretty often, any joke at which fhe laughs heartily herftlf,
1 laugh, fome«

titiies with good will, but oftener (out of complaifance) without;
Rouille laughs”~and

118
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is ready with his jeii ia returo % but Montaubaa look$ gravtr than
ever, In” deed» there is x” refource lor one who eaimoc laugh at; a
jeft> but to look grayer

at it.

I wi(h my Maria could have accepted of the inritatioii he
communicated by me fome time ago* I think I (heuM have fliewn
him, in my friend, a livelinefs that would not have difpleafed him.
Could you ftiU contrive to come, while Rouille is here, you muft be
charmed with one amother. It would give me an oppoiu tunity of
making up to you, for themany diult letters I have obliged you to read
;. but you taxed yourielf early with my correfpondence I it was then,
perhaps”, tolerable; it has, of late» been a mere colleftioii of
egotifms, the egotifms too oi(

a mind

a mind ill at cafe—-biK I have given up making apologies or
acknowledgments to yoo I they are only for common obli* gations:
mine is a debt beyond their quittance.

t/\
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LETTER XXXIII.
Montauhan to Segarva.

T AM now three letters in your debt; yet the account of
correfpondence ufed formerly to be in niy favour. The truth is, that of
fadts I have nothing to write, and of fentiments almofl: as little. Of
the firft, my fituation here in the country deprives me ¢, and of the
laft, that quiet fort of ftate I have got into is little pro-duftive. When I
was unhappy as the lover of Julia, or firft happy as her huf-band, I
had theme enough, and to fpare» I can tell you, that I am happy ftill;
but it is a fort of happinefs that would nor figure in narration. I
believe my Julia

JOLIA DE ROUBIGNEe'. Sjt
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is every thing that a good wife fhould be: I hope I am a good hufband.
I am neither-young nor old enough for a doating one*

You will fmile and look back to cer* tain letters and notes of nfiine”
written fome four or five months ago. I do not know why I Ihould be
afliamed of them» Were Segarva to marry, he would write fuch
letters for a while> and there never was a man who could write fuch
letters long. If there were, I am not fure if I fhould with to be that
man* When we cannot be quite fo happy as others, our pride
naturally balances the account: it IThews us that we are wifer,

Rouille, who has been here for a week or two, is of a different
opinion; he

hold&

holds the happieft man to be ever the wifefl. You know Rouille's

difpofition” which was always too much in the fun for us i but the
goodnefs of his heartg and the purity of his honour, are above the
reft of his charaAer. With this pre* poflefflon in his favour, I hear



him laugh at me, without refcntment; and by and by he fteals upon
me, till I forget my-ielf, and laugh with him. I am ibme” times gay *
but I feci a fort of trouble in gaiety. It is exafkly the reverfe with
Rouille: he can be ierious, when Im means to be ioi but, if we mean
no* thing, he is gay, and I am lerious«

My wife is neither one nor toother: therq” is fomething about her too
gentle for either” but, I thbk» her penQvQ foft-

nefs deierts more xeadily to Kouille”i
fide
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dde than to mine, though one Thould imagine hi* manner the more
diftant from hers of the twob Rouille jokes me

on this: he calls her the middle ftage between us; but fay”, it is uphill
to* ~ wards my fide. *~ A folitary caftle, and a” fiill evening (faid he)
would make a Julia of me; but to be Montauban, I muft have a fog
and a prifon™'"

Perhaps, if we confider matters im« partially” thefe men have the
advantage of us: the little cordialities of life are more frequently in
ufe than its greater and more important duties. Somebody” I think,
has compared them to fmall pieces of coin, which, though of Uii
value than the large, are more current amongit men; but the parallel
fails in one refpedt: a thoufand of thofc livres

do

do not conftitute a louts; and I have known many charaftcrs”
poflfcfled of all that the -firft could give, whofe minds were incapable
of the laft. In this number, however, I mean not to include Rouille.

We have another gueft, who ilkftrates my meaning better, the widow
of San-ccrre, whom you introduced to my ac-quaintance, a long time
ago, in Spain. She was then nothing; for Sancerre con* fidered all

women nothing, and took care that» during his life, fire fliouM be no



exception to the rule. He died; The regained her freedom v and fhe
ufes it as 6ne to whom it had been long denied. She is juft fool
enough to be a wit, and carries on a perpetual crufade againft fenfe
and ferioufnefs. I bear with her

very

very impatiently: (he plagues me, I be-lieve, the more. My wife
fmiles, Rou« ille laughs at me; J am unable to laugh, and afhamed to
be angry; fo I remain filent and ftupid.

Sometimes I ceafe to think of her, and blame myfelf. Why (hould I
allow this fpleen of fenfe to difqualify me for fo-ciety ?—Once or
twice I alm.oft muttered things againft my prefent fituation —e Julia

loves me j I know (he does: (he has that tendernefs and gratitude,
which

will fecure her afFeftion to a hufband, who loves her as I do; but (he
muft often fed the difference of difpofition between us. Had fuch a
man as Rouille been her hulband—not Rouille neither, though ihe
feems often delighted with his good humour, when I cannot be
pleafed with

it.
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itk~i"*We ftit ttcitker of os ibch a maa at cfae writer of ft romance
would hare made ft huft>ftfid for Julia.—"Ttitre is, indeed, ft
{liability in die minds of women in this article, which frequently
gains over opi* nion to the fide of duty.—Duty is a cold word.—-No
matter; we will caovafs it no farther. I know the purity of her bofom,
and, I think, I am not unworthy of its iafie"ion.

Her fither { fee much feldomer than I ccyuld wilh; but he is gfieatly
altered nf Uiot. Saiac the time of his wife"” death, I baveobferved
him droop apace; but Julia fays, th*t the diftrefe of their cir-
cmoftftfices feept up in him a fort of falfe Ipirit, which, when they
were difijmbar-mlbd, left Mm to fink under refleftion.
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His facukicB, i csn *Mily per”eivv, “rft oot m that Tig”ur they
weitcivint to bt) fet bh bodil/ ftittigth does n”t niQcft decline” af>d[
he ieemi tnore contisnced

with himfelf, than he was when in fuU pofleflion of his abilities. We
wi(h him to live with us; but he has conftantly refufed our requell,
and it is a matter of delicacy to prefs him on that point. We go to fee
him fometimes: he receives us with fatisfaftion, not ardour: violent
amotions of every kind appear to be quenched in him. It creates,
methinks, a feelrng of mingled complacency and fad-ncfs, to look on
the evening of a life and of a character like Roubigne's.

Shall I not fee yon here fome time tliis autunm ? You gave me a fort
of

pro-

promife, and I need you more than ever. I want the fociety of fome
one, in whoie connpany I can be pleafed, without the tvc of {hinking
that I am filly for being
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LETTER XXXIV.

Y Have jtift now received a piece of in* tellTgence,, which I muft beg
my Ma”-rfa inltantly to fatisfy nae aboutr Le Bfanc, my father's
fervant, was here a few hours ago> and among other news, informed
Lifette, that a nephew of his” who is juff come with his mafter fromt
Paris, met Savilion there, whom he per-fedly remembered, from
having feen him in his vifits to his uncle at Belville. The lad had' nxx
time for eft"i#y, as his mtC-ter's carriage was juft fetting off*” when
he obferved a chaife drive up to the door of the hotel, with a
gentlemsui in u, whom Vol. ir. F he



he knew to be Savillon, accompanied by a valet de chambre, ahd two
black fer-vants on horfeback.

Think, Maria, what I feel at this intelligence I r-Yet why fhoiild it
alarm

me ?—Alas ! you know this poor, weak, throbbing heart of mine ! I
cannot, if I would, hide it from you.—Find him out, for Heaven's
fake, Maria j tell me— yet what now is Savillon to your Julia ?—No
matter—do any thing your pru-dence may fuggeft; only fatisfy me
about the fate of this once dear—Again! I dare nottruft myfclf on the
fubjcft—Monf, de Montauban!—Farewell!

Delay not a moment to anfwer this.—

Yet do not write, till you have learned fomething fatisfaftory.
At

At any rate, write mc fpeedily.—

I have forgotten the name of the hotel, “here the lad met him i it was
fituated la the Rue St Anne.

F2
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LETTER xxxy.

Montauian to Segarva.

V/r Y wife (that word muft often come acrofs the narration of a
married man) has been a good deal indifpofed of late. You will not
joke me on this intelligence, as fuch of my neighbours whom I have
feen have done; it is not however what they fay, or you may think;
her fpirits droop more than her body; fhe is thoughtful and
melancholy when (he thinks (he is not obferved, and, what pleafes
me worfe, affefts to appear otherwife, when (he u;. I like not this



ladnefs which is conlcious of itfclf. Yet, perhaps, I have feen her thus
before our

marriage.

marriage, aod have rather admired thii turn of mind than
dif&pproved i)£ \i\

but now I wogM not have her penfive-" xa>r Very gay neither**-*!
would hai”e tio* thing about her, methink&” td ftir a qgiiet” tffm in
me whence it ftfdftl She Jhould be contented with th”™ htk*U” At
kn&diri I btftr for htt. I do hot tnpt& htr to be romtnticalif happy, and
tkt kas tio cmufe for uneafineffr*I am hot t"eafy Mitfatr*yet I wilh
her to CMqutr thto melancholy.

I was laft hight abroad at flipper: Jir-Ka wa§ a-bed hdé6tt tnj return. I
found her lute lying <m the table, and a mufic-book open by it, I
could pefteive the marks of Mars ihed on tht paper, and the air was
Ibch as naight encourage theif “ing: fleep however had overcome htt

F 3, fadnels”
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fadnefs, and (he did not dwake when I opened the curtains to look on
hen When I had flood fome moments, I beard her figh ftrongly
through her fleep, and pre-fently fhe muttered fome words, I know
not of what. import. I had fometimes heard her do (o before”
without regard* ing it muchi but there.was fomethmg

that roufed my attention now* I liftened § &e fighed again, and again
fpoke a few broken words; at laft, I he”rd her plainly pronounce the
name SaviUon” two or three times over, and eagh time it was
accompanied with fighs fo deep, that her heart feemed burfting as it
heaved them. I confefs the thing iibruck me, and, after muflng on it
fome tiipe, I re-fplved to try a little experiment this daf at dinner, to
difcover whether chance had made her pronounce this name, or

JULIA DE ROUBIGNE. 10j



if fome previous caufe had imprefled. it on her imagination. I knew a
man of that name at Paris, when I firft went thither™ who had an
office under the in-tendant of the marine. I introduced fome
converfation on the fubje<sl of, the fleet, aPxd faid, in an indifferent
manner, that I had heard fo and fo from my old acquaintance
Savillon. She fpilt fome foup (he was helping me to at the inftant;
and, dealing a glance at her, I faw her cheeks flufhed into crimfon.

I have been ever fince going the round * of conjefture on this
incident. I think I can recoiled once, and but once, her father fpcak of
a perfon called Savillon re-fiding abroad, from whom he had re*
ceived a letter; but I never heard Julia mention him at all. I know not
why I

F 4 fliould
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ihould have forbprn alking her the rea” ion of vher beinjg ip afTedled
at the found " yctj ~ thp moment I perceived it, tb? queftion ftuck in
tny thrpat. I felt fome-thing like *uilt hang over this incident
altogether—it is none of itiine then—nor of Julia's neitlier, I truH:-—
and yet, Sc-garva, it has touched me nearer—much nearer “h”n I
|hould pwn to any one but you.

nn

m1>1.""T14<J'

Nine at night. Upon locking over what I had written in the afteraeon,
! had almoft refolved to burn this Utter, and write another; but it
ftrikes me as iBfinQerity to a friend like Segarva, not to truft him
with the very thought ei the moment, weak as it m?y be.

I begin

r begin now to be athamed of the ef-fc& that trifle, I mentioned
above, had isipon me. Julia is bmer, fnd hal Ijttn finging to me the
old Spanilh ballad,, which you ftnt us lately. I am delighted with
thofe ancient national longs, becaufe dicfe is a» fimplicit”, aikd an
exprtffiotk m them, wUdi 1 can vMdetSt"tiA. Adepts in mufic arc



ple” ~ed with iimre inCritatt” Gompofitions; and they talk mCfrt of
tht pleafure than they feel; and others talk after them, without feeling
at allr

« «IT «- #T « « # - 4T «
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LETTER XXXVI.
Savillonto Herbert.

T AM here in Paris, and fulfil the pro-mife, which your friendftiip
required of me, to write to you immediately on my arrival.

Alas! my reception is not fuch as I looked for. He, whom alone my
arrival (hould have interefted, my ever faithful Beauvaris!—he meets
me not— we fhall never meet—he died, while I was imagining fond
things of our meeting!

Gracious God! what have I done,

f

that I (hould be always thus an outcaft
from 8
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from fociety ? When France was dear to me as life itfclf, my deftiny
tore me from her coaft * now, when I anticipated th<” pleafures of
my return, is this the welcome (he affords me ?

Forlorn and friendlefs as my early days were, I complained not while
Beauvaris was mine: he was wholly mine, for his heart was not made
for the world; Naturally refcrved, he fhrunk early from its notice;
and, when he had lived to judge of its fentiments, he wifhed not to be
in the lift of its friends.



His extreme modefty, indeed, was an evil in his fate; becaufe it
deprived him of that protection and affiftance, which his fituation
required. Thofe who might have beea patrons of his merit, had not

F 6 time
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time to fearek for taknts hia hsifl *ulncft obfcured. His virtue” even
fu&red im” putalioa from it» (ky, not cmly of ioti-micy” bm (;vo« of
Qf*niW 4b4 IJKitiinvii® pcribns, whofe fituatkui kemied ta entitle
them to his confidence, complained of his coldnefs and indifflrrence,
and he was accufed of want of feeling, from what” in truth, was an
exceft of fenfibrlity. This jewel, undifcovered by others, was mine.
From infancy, each had accu™* temed himfdf to con Oder his fViend
but a better part of himfelf; and, when the heart of either was full,
talking to the gther was but unloading it in foliloquy.

Fwgivf me, *y ~*ar Herl?c«, for thus dw”ing qx\ "e fofcft?”, Tfeq
oi"y fad cpnvfoft | hav*” jjoVf1°t m?, if ip tfeioit” of b” viorth: it i»
~ K vjlegf 1

would not wafte on common minds, to hear me on this theme; your's
can uit-derftand it.

“hy WM I afe” fiwit ffom P*w ? Too

W""e mt.\ Th"ys few Wn> ftrgggliij® with povefQ; 8*.w"U 3*
fiokoftfti yft Ulie laft letter he wrote me confcffed neither 5,

and fomf litije pveftnts, tbepvodve” of / MartfAiqu” whiek I lime
bioft, iir woutd Bor €G»ven into mon”"j" " becaafe iktf cwie from me.

I aitt now fitting ia the. looni, ift which

he died \ —On .that paltry bed Uy thjp tie"d of Be*uvaris—iOi)\ this
deflc, whereon

«



Iwrite,” hie wrote!—J?4rdoj5 m?”"whil<j, \ atiji uo”We tQ ga on.
no JULIA DE RQUBIGNE”"

It is from the indulgence of forrow, that we firft know a refpite from
afflidion. I have given a loofe to”y grief, and I feel the relief, which

my tears have afibrded me. I am now returned to my hotel, and am
able to recolleft myfelf.

I have not yet feen any acquaintance of Monf. de Roubigne; this
blow, in” ' deed, did not allow me leifure or fpirits for enquiry ; I feel
as if I were in a foreign land, and am almoft afraid of the noife and
buftle I hear in the (Ireets. I have fent, however, offering a viGt to a
particular young lady, of whom 1 (hall be able to get intelligence of
Roubigne's family; but my meflenger is not yet re**

turned.
He
ITLIA DE ROUBIGNe'. Iif

He has found lier, and ihe has ap”* pointed me to come to her to-
morrow morning. You cannot imagine what a flutter the expectation
of this vifit has thrown me into; I am not apt to Hand in awe of
prefages, but I could be very weak that way at this moment. My man,
who poflefles a happy vivacity, brought me in, after dinner, a bottle
of Burgundy, which, he faid, the landlord af-fured him was excellent.
I have drunk three-fourths of it, by way of medicine 5 it has made my
head ibmewhat dizzy, but my heart is as heavy as before.

What a letter of egotifm have I written! but you have taught me to
give vent to my feelings, by the acquaintance

ance you have allowed me with yours. To fpeakone”s diftreflestoche
unfeeling is.

terrible; even to afk the alms of pity is



liaimiiMftg; bue to pour our griefs into

the bofom of a friend” is but committing; i» htm a pledge above the
truft of ordif-iiaf]r men.

Do iioc> I beii”ch y9% fergtt ymr df Gg” of travelbog iatQ France
this iirs” ion ir*yet; why fhould I aik ibis ? I kn"ii not vthere
ft>rtiuie my lead am! k can-aot» however/place im k a fimarinn”
wdjiere the IficiMUhif of Hrrbctt £btt bs focgptteib

P. S, I direft this for you at London”

a&i, I think, yw wwifk be tkare by” ttus tioacu yow aoArer will find
bMft i kbit be”ecrigii

JULIA PE RQU9ICf<s'. J13

LETTER XXXVU.

Savilhn to Her™ frt,

t

"DEAR with me, Herbert, bear with me. The firft ufe I make of that
correfpondence which you dt&ni” 19 to pour out my tnifene$ b”ore
you! but you C4I1 hear them*—You have known what it is to love,
and to defpair as I doi

Whtn I tokl you my Beauvaris was no more, I thought I had
exhaufied the fuoi of diftrefs, which this vifit to Paris was to give me.
I knew not then what fate

had prepared for me that Julia, on

whom my doating heart had refted all

'114 -JULIA DE RGUSIGRR"

its hopes of happinefs i —that Julia is the wife of another!



All but this I could have born i the lofs of fortune, the decay of health,
the coldnefs of friends, might have admitted of hope) here only was
defpair to be found, and here I h”ve found it I

Oh I Herbert 1 ihe was fo interworen with my thoughts of futurity,
(hat life now fades into a blank, and is not wonh the keeping;—but I
have a ufe for ici I will fee her yet at leaft—Wherefore ihould I wi(h to
fee her ?—Yet, methinks, it is now the only objt(St that can prompt a
wifli in me.

When I vifited that lady, that Maria dc RonciUes, whom I knew to be
the deareft

of her friends, (he feemed to receive mc
~ith confudoh *, her tongue could fcarce
.articulate the words that told me of Ju-*
Jia's marriage:. She mentioned fome”
thing too of having heard of mine.-"I

i

am tortured cv”ry way with conjefture— my brain fcarce holds its
recollef£tion»— Julia de Roubi”ne ii macrifid to another I

I ktiow not what I faid to this friend of her's at firft 5 I remember
only that, when I had recovered a little, I begged her to convey a
letter from mc to Julia j the feemed to hefitate in her confent” but
the did at lad confent. Twice have I written! and twice have I burnt
what I had written—I have no friend to guide,. CO diredk mc~not
even to weep to !

At

mmmim



Ac Uft I h$y€ finiflicd dttt ktter ~ k Moaini the loft reqwft which tfas
mife-rabk StviUoD hat to m4ce. JThis om imervi*w puiit, aod mf
days hanre no*-ihiiig to mark them widi aiuuccy or hopci

I am now more calmly wretched; the writing of that letter haa
relieved, for a while, my fwelling heart. I went wixh ic n”yfelf to
Mademoifelle de Roocilles's” (he was abroad” fo I left it without fee*
mg her. You can judge of my feelings i

I wondered at the indifference of the faces I met with in my way i
they had no carea to cloud them, none at leaft like Savil-Ion's.--—
Why of all tho& thoufands an> I the moft wretched?

lam

I am returned to my hotell I hear the voices of my fervants below:
they are telling, I fuppofe, the adventurer of their voyage. I can
dfffinguilli tKe voice of my man” and bis. auxitence are merry
around him—Why fliould he not jcft ? ha knows nou wbaft bis.
mafter ftifitxs”

SbmetWnglike a ffupid flecpinefsop-prtffes tne :' laft night, t could
not fleep. WHefe are now Aofc luxurious ffumbecrs, thofe wandering
dreams of future happi-ncfs.?—Never fhall I know them ag”iii! —
Good night, my Hctbett!—liis fome-thfng (till to fleep and tp foi;get
them.

LETTER XXXVIIL
Julia to Maria.

XXT'HAT doyoutellme! Savillon in Paris! unmarried, unengaged,
raving of Julia! Hide me from myfcl® Maria, hide me from myfelf—
Am I not the wife of Montauban ?-—



Yes, and I know that charafter which. as the wife of Montauban, I
have tofup-port': her hufband's honour and her own are in the bread
of Julia. My heart fwells, while 1 think of the ftacion in which

I am placed.«-*>Relentlefs Honour I thou
tricft me to the uttermoft i thou enjoined
me*

me to think no more of fuch a being as:
Savillon,

«

But can I think of him no more ?—e Cruel remembrances' —Thou
too, my friend, betrayeft me j you dare not truft me with the whole
fcene; but you tell

me enough.—I fee him, I fee him now!. He came, unconfcious of
what Fortune had made of me-, he came, elate with the hopes of
{baring with his Julia that. wealth, which propitious Heaven had
beilowed on him.—She is married to another 1—1I fee him flart back
in amazement and defpair; his eye wild and haggard, his voice loft in
the throb of afto-nifhment! He thinks on the fhadows which his fond
hopes had reared—the dreams of happinefs!—Say not that he wept at
the thought.-»Had thofe tears

fallen

couldft not thus have ftung'me; Iftui; perhaps, gentle as his nature is,
he was not weak enough to be overconne by the thdtigfitf. Coutd he
But think of me with iildiffe«tfce—Tell him” M”ria, what a Wretch I
am: a wife, without a wife's af-feftion, Cd W&om Hfe has loft it"
renih” and* virtcie Jts reward. Let him hate me, I AferVtf his {corn—
~yet, methinks, I may claim his pity.—

The dau]ght«r of Ronfergnci the wife of Wtontattban f I wiH not
bear to be pitied. No; I wili ftiflc* the grief that w<M)M betJfay me;



arrf fermtftfablerwith-oot a- wttneftr. tfik heart" Ihall break, thfe
prow® hcarti without fufferin'g a flgh topnclieve it,

Alas!

Alas! my friend, it will not be-That pifture, Maria, that pidure!— Why
did I not banifli it from my fight-? too amiable SaviUon! Look there,
look there! in that eye there is no fcorn, no reproach to the unhappy
Julia: mildnefs and melancholy !—Wec were, born to be miferable !-
Think'ft thou, Maria, that atthis moment—it is poflible—he is gazing
thus on the refemblance of one,'whofe ill-fated rafhnefs has undone
herfelf and him !—Will he thus weep over it as I do ? Will he pardon
my offences, and thui prefs it?—I dare not: this bofom i$" the
property of Montauban.”Tears are all I have to beftow. Is there guilt
in thofe tears ? Heaven knows, I cannot help weeping.

12Z JULIA PB ROUBIGNE'.

I was interrupted by the voice of iny hufhandi giving fome orders to
his fer-vant at the cioor of my apartment* He entered with a look of
gaiety; biA I fear, by the change of his cquntejiaacej (1" at he ob&rved
my tears. I clapped on niy hat to hide them, and told bixn, as well as I
could, that I was going to waU(« He fufFered me to leave hinX)
without any further queftion. I drolled I khtw not whither, till I found
my&lf by the fide of a little brook, about a quarter of a mile's diftance
from the houfe” The ftillneis of noon, broken only by the gentle
murmuring of the water, and the quiet hum of the bees, that hung on
the wild flowers around it; thefe gave nxe back myfelf, and allowed
me the languor

JULIA DE ROUBIGNE, tI*

guor of thought; iny tears fell without controul, and almpft without
diftrefs. I would hare looked igain on the pidure of SavUlon, for I
could then have trufted myfelf with the fight of it; but I bad left it
beliind in my chamber. The thoughts of its being feen by my huiband
gave wings to my return, I hope he mififed it-» for I found it lying, as
I had left it, on my dreffing-tablc, inthemidft of fome letters of
compliment, which had been thrown carelefsry there the day before*,



and« when I went down flairs” I difcovered nothing in his behaviour
that fliould have followed fuch a difcovery. On the contrary, I think,
he feemed more pleafed than ufual, and was particularly attentive to
me. I felt his kind*

fiefs a reproach, and my endeavours to return it fat aukwardly upon
me* There

Q % was
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was a treichcry, methought, in my attempts to pleafe him, and, I fear,
the greater eafe I meant to affume in making thofe attempts, I gave
them only more the appearance of conftraint.

What a fituation is mine! to wear the appearance of, fcrenity, while
my heart is wretched, and the difUmulation of guilt, though my foul
is uncqnfcious of a crime!—There is fomething prediftive in my
mind, that tells me I (hall not long be thus; but I am fick of
conjeAure, as I am bereft of hope, and only fatisfy myfelf with
concluding, that, in the moft fateful lives, there is ftill a certain point,
where the” maze of deftiny can bewilder no more I

JULIA DE ROUBIGNB. 1"25
LETTER XXXIX.
Mcntauban to Segarua.

eEGARVA !—but it muft be told—f blulh even telling it to thee—have
\ lived to this ?—that thou Ihouldft hear the name of Momauban
coupled with difhonour I

I came into my wife's room yeftcrday mornings fomewhat
unexpeftedly. I ob-ferved fhe had been weeping, though (he put on
her hat to conceal it, and fpokc in a tone of voice afFeftedly
indifferent.. Prefently (he went out on pretence of walking j I (taid



behind, not without” (lirprife at her tears, though,. I thinks without
fufpicionj when turning over

G 3 (in
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(in the carelefs way one does in muGng) feme loofe papers on her
drcfling-table, I found the pidture of a young man in miniature, the
glafs of which was ftill wet with the tears (he had (hed on it. I have
but a confufed remembrance of my feelings at the time \ there was a
bewildered paufe of thought, as if I had waked iit another wosld. My
faithful Lonquillez happened to enter the room at that mo* ment;
look there! faid T, holding but the pifturc without knowing what I did
\ he held it in his hand, and turhifig it, read on the back, Savillon. I
ftarted at that found, and fnatched the pifture from him; I believe he
fpoke fomewhaf, ex-preffing his furprife at my emotion e, I

«

know not what it was, nor what my an-fwer: he was retiring from the
chamber —I called him back.~*« I think, (faid I)

tho
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thou loveft thy mafter, and would fcrve him if thou could'ft ?"—«
With my life r anfVrercd Lonqufllez—the warmth of his manner
touched me: I think 1 laid my hand on my fword. Savillon \J.
repeated the name 5 " I have heard of him/* faidLonquillc2.—"
Heard of him!'*— ** I heard Le Blanc talk of him a few day's ago.**—
~" And what did he fay of him ?"—*« And faid he had heard of this
gentleman's arrival from the Weft-Indies, from his own nephew, who
had j'lift comt from Paris ; that he remembered hioi formerly, when
he lived with his mafter at Bclville, the fweeteft young gentleman,
and the handfometft in the province/*—My fituation ftruck me at that
inftant.—I was unable to enquire further.—After fome little time,
Lonquillez left the room L 1; knew not that he was



G 4 gone.
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gone, till I heard him going down flairs. I called him back a fccond
time; he came: I could not fpeak.—" My dear. matter I" (faid
Lonquillez)— "It was the

accent of a friend, and it overcame me.
<

<* Lonquillez, (faid I) your matter is moft unhappy!—Canft thou
think my wife is falfe to me ?"—" Heaven forbid !"

faid he, and ftarted back in amazement. —" It may be I wrong her j
but to dream of Savillon, to keep his piflure, to weep over it."—"
What (hall I do. Sir ?" faid Lonquillez.—« You fee I am calm, I
returned, and will do nothing

ralhly; try to learn from Le Blanc

every thing he knows about this Savillon* Lifecce too is filly, and
talks much. I know your faith, and will truft your capacity J get me
what intelligence you

can,
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can, but bewarfc of (hewing the moft dif-tant fufpicion.—"*We heard
my; wife be* low ;—I threw down the pidbure where I had found it,
and haftened to meet hen As I approached her, my heart throbbed fo
violently that-1 durft not venture the meetmg. My dreffing-room
doorftood

a-jar j 1 flunk in there, I believe, unper-ceived, and heard her pafs on
to her chamber* I would have called Lonquillez to have fpoken to
him again » but I durft not then, and have not found an opportunity,
fince*.



I Taw my”™”* wife foon after j: I counter-feited as well as I. could, and,
I think,” (he was the moft embarrafled of the two;. fhe attempted
once or twice-to bring in fome apology for her former appearance;.
complained of having been ill in the

Ci Sj morn---
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iilorningf that her head had ached, atfd her eyes been hot ahd
uncafjr.

She carm herfelf to call me to dinner. We dined albrtfe, and I marked
her elofe” \j I I faWj (by Heaven ? I did) a fawn* ing folicirude to
pleafe me” an attempt at the good-humour of innocence, to cover the
embarraffment of guilt. I Thould have obferved it, I am fure 1 Thould,
even without a key; as it was, I could read her foul to the bottom.—*
Julia de Roubigne f the wife of Mon* tauban!—Is it not fo ?

'W

I have had time to think.—Yoii will rccoUedt the circumftances ef bur
marriage—her long unwillingnefs, her almolt

uncon-
r

*N

 unconquerable rcluftance*—Why did I
marry her ?

Let me remember—1 durik not truft

the honeft decifion of my friend, but

ftole into this engagement without his



knowledge; I purchafed her confent, I
bribed, 1 bought her; bought her, the
leavings of another!—1I will trice this line

of infamy no further: there is madnelk i» it!

Segarva, I am afraicj to hear from you-, yet write to nie”™ write to me
freely. If you hold raejuftly puniflied—"yct fpare me, when you think
on' the feverity of my puniihmen

Go6

*3* Julia de roubicneV
LETTER XL.
Montauban to Segarva.

T ONQUILLEZ has not flcpt on his poll”™ and chance has afiifted his
vi” gilance. Le Blanc came hitherthe morn-ing after our
converfation; Lonquillez managed his enquiry with equal acute* nefs
and caution: the other told every thing as the ftory of an old* man—
he fmiled and told it. He knew not that he was delivering the
teftimony of a wit-nefs—that the fate of hb former miftrc6 hung on it
t

This Sayilbn lived at Betville from
his carlieft youth, the companion of JUf-

lia, though a dependant on her father™ When they, were forced to
remove thence” he accompanied their retreat,” the onljr companion
of Roubigpe, whom advet-fity had left him. to comfort it—but he had
his reward: the company of the daughter often fupplied the place of
her father's. He was her mailer in litera? ture, her . fellow”fcholar in
mufib and painting, and they frequently planned nwlks in coneert,-
which, they afterwards



v,

trod together*;—Le Blanc has feen them there, liftening to the fong
of the nig”™-ingale«—

I am to df aw tKfe conclufibn.—AIF this might be innocent, the
tSt6c” of early intimacy and frienddfip; and on this

fuppofition might reft the quiet of an ifidiflferent hufband. But why
was this

intimacy.
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intlrtiacf, this fricndfliip, fo induftriouflj: concealed from itic ? The
name of Sa”-VUlon heVer mehtioned, except in guilty dreams ?
while his piflure was kept in her chamber for the adultery of the ima«
gination!—Do t triumph while I puQi this evidence ?—"egarva I
whither ifrill it lead me?

Tht truth rifts tipon me” and every (Mcbtding ckcumftancb points to
ent coiiclufioij. Lifcttfe ~as t(*-d"y df ” joiiu ketting party, which
LonquiHez contrived for the entertainment of his friend* Le Blanc.
Mention was again made of old (lories, and Savillon was a perfon of
the drama. The wench is naturally talkative, and Jhe was then in
fpirits from company and good cheer. Le Blanc and

fte

flit recollefted interviews of tteir yoiing riiiftrefs and this handfdme
eleve of her father. They were, it feems, nurfed by the fame Woman,
that old Lafune, for whom Julia procured a Kttle dwelling, and a
penfion of four hundred liVres, from her unfufpefting hufband. " She
loved them (faid Le Blanc) like her own children, and they were like
brother and fitter to each other/* —*" Brother and lifter,, indeed!"*
(faid Lifette.) She was more fagacious, and had obfcrved things
bettcT.—" I know what I know, (faid (he) but, to be fare, thofe things
are all oVer now, and, I am perfuadcd, my miftreft loves «no man fo
well as her own hufband* What fignifies what happened fo long agO|



efpccially while Monf. de Montauban knows nothing about the
matter ?**

R Thefe
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Thcfc were her words : Loaquillez rc» geated them thrice to me.—
Were 1 a-fool, adriveller”. I might be fatisfied ta doubt and be
uneafy; it is Montauban's. to fee his difgrace,, and,, feeing, to re«-
venge it.

ILonquillez has been with me: his” diligence is indefatigable;: but he
feels for the honour of his maftcr, ,and, being a Spaniard, is entitled
to fhare iu

He went with Le Blinc to fee Lafune,. whom that old man, it fcems,
never faili to vifit when he is here” Lonquillez told her” that Le
B}anc had news for-her about her fofter-fon. "-Of my dear Sa« villon
?** cried fhe. « Tes (faid Le Blanc), You will have heard, that he

arrived:
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arrived from abroad fome weeks ago; -and I am told, that he is worth
a power of moaey, which his uncle left him in the Weft-Indies."—«
Blefs him! Heavens

blcfs him ! (cried Lafunc.) Then I may fee him once more before 1
die. You never faw him, (turning to Lonquillez) but Le Blanc
remembers him well: the handfomeft, fweeteft, beft conditioned—*
your miftrefs and he have often fat on that bench there—Lord pity
my forget-

fulncfs !—it was far from this place; but

it -was juft fuch a bench—and they would prefer poor Lafune*s little
treat to all the fine things at my mafter's—and how he would look on
my fweet child!—Well, well* deftiny rules every thing; but there was



a time, when I thought I Thould have called her by another name
than Mon-

tauban."—Lonquillez was too much

ftruck
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ft ruck with her words to appear unafie&ed by them : ihe obferved
his furprife.— ** You think no harm» I hope/' faid flie# He affured
her he did not* "Nay, I need not care, for that part, who hears mcj yet
fome folks might chink it odd > but we are all friends here, as we
may fay, and neither of you, I knoW) are tale-bearers, otherwifc I
ftiouW not prat-* tie as I do 5 efpecially, as the laft time I faw my
lady, when I afked after her fdfter-brother, flie told ttie, I nluft rioc
fpeak of him now, nor talk of the meetings they ufeid to have at my
houfe.**

Such were her words j the memory of Lonquitlfez is faithful, and he
was in"tc<-irefted to remember.—f drew my breath Ihort, and
muttered vengeance : the good fellow law my warmth, and tried to
moderate

derate it. *' It is a matter” Sir, (faid he) of fuch importance, that, if I
may pre-fume to advife, nothing (heuld be believ* cd ralhly. If my
miftrefs loves Savillon, if he Aill anfwers her fdndnefs, they will
furely write to each other. I commonly take charge of the letters for
the poft: if you can find any proo/that way, it cannot lie nor deceive
you,*'

I have agreed to his prbpbfal. —How im i fallen, Scgarva, when fuch
arti” fices are eafy to me!—But t will not paufe on .trivial objeaions—
the fate of Montauban is fet upon this call, and the lelier moralities
muft fpeak unheeded.

140 JULIA DE” ROUBIGNE"
LETTER XLL



Mentauhan to Segarva.

T T is fbmething to be fatisfied of the worft. I have now fuch proof,
Segarva! —Enquiry is at an end, and vengeance the Only bufinefs I
have left. Before you can anfwer this—the infamy of your friend
cannot be erafed”. but it fhall b” waOiedin blood I

Lonquillez has juft brought me a letter from my wife to a
Mademoifelle de Ron”* cilles, a bofom”fricnd of hers at Paris,..*

He opened it, by a very Gmplc operation,, without hurting its
appearance. It-con-» Cited only of a few hurried.lines,, defir*-

ing her to deliver an enclofed letter to Savillon, and to take charge of
his an« fwen-r-That letter now lies before me.— Read it, Segarva—
thou wilt wilh to ftab her while thou read'fl; it—but Montauban has a
dagger too,

** T know not. Sir, how to anfwer the ** letter my friend
Mademoifelle de Ron* ** cillcs has juft fent me from you. The **
intimacy qf our former Jays 1Jiill recall as ** one of the happieji
periods of my life. The " friendfhip of Julia you are certainly (till **
entitled to, and might claim, without " the fufpicion of impropriety,
though fate

" has now thrown her into /i&” arms of an*
«* other. There would then be no occafion
*« for this fecret interview, which, I cor>

** fefs, I cannot help dreading; but, as " you urge theimpoffibilityof
yourvifiting

N *N Montf.
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¢« Monf. deMontauban, without betraying e sm”tionsy
~ch”youfayy would * danger-** ous to the feace of us all”™ conjured



as I ana ¢» by thofe motives of compaffioiig which #« aiy heart is,
perhaps, but too fufceptiblc ** of for my own peace, I have at laft, noi
" without a feeling like remorfe” refolved to «* meet you on Monday
next, at the houfc #< of our old nurfc Lafunc, whom I Jball **
prepare for thepurpofe” and on whofefide* ** % 1 can perfeStly rely.
I hope you will « give me credit for that remembrance of f* Savillon,
which your letter, rather un-««juftljr, denies me, when you find me
** agreeing to this meafure of impradence, « of danger, // may he of
guilty to mitigate «the diftrefs, which I have be” upfortu-" natc
enough to give him.**

J f(?el .4t this moment a fprt of “et”r-mined fooltrqfsi, w|iich*tbc
bengiQg Vf of my miod to the revenge her orits™ B deferve, has
conferred upon me " I have therefore underlined * fome paf*'*s m
t\m 4amued fcroU, th” myfrieod may fee the weight of that fNx"pf
on which I pfocfied. Mark the air of prudery th*t run$ through it|
the trick of volqpt”jpus vice to give plcafure the zeft of m”fity and
rcludance. " It may be of gUilt/*-— Mark with what coplgpfs ihe
Im'm” him .to .participate. k!-!-15 this the handrwrit-ijog of Julia ?-
rrl “m AWiftke and fee it.«m <—Juli*! my Wife 1 damnation!

¢ The paflages here alluded to arc printed in//«//>/.

1 have
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I have been vifiting this Lafune, whofc houfe is deftined for the fcene
of my life's interview with her gallant. I feel the meannefs of an
inquifition, that degrades me into the wretched fpy on an abandoned
woman.—I bluflied and he-iitated while I talked to this old doating
minifter of their pleafures. But the mo-ment comes when I (hall
refume myfelf, when I (hall burft upon them in the terrors
ofpunilhment.

Whether they g4ave really impofed on

the fimplicity of this creature, I know



not; but her anfwers to fome diftant

queftions of mine/looked not like thofe

of an accomplice of their guilt.—Or, ra-

ther, it is I who am deceived i the cun®

nins

ning of intrigue is the property of the

meaneft among the fex,—It matters not: I have proof without her.
«

She conduced me into an inner room fitted up with a degree of
nicety". On one fide ftood a bed, with curtains and a bed-cover of
clean cotton. That bed,

Segarva!—but this heart Thall down; I will be calm—4it *t1” time,
while I ilooked on it, I could not 5 tJie old wo-i"m* olpferved.my
emotion” .-"nd ;" fked if \ was ill; I recoverjed myfeif hOAvever, ~d
>ihe fufpedled opj-hing; I tt*ink fthp .”~id not-cr-It looked s if ;the
Beldame hag trimmed.it for their ufe-r*d”mn her*! damn her!
killing is poor—Canft thou

not invent me fome luxurious vengeance ?
Vol* I1. H Lon-
146 JULIA DE ROUBIGNE'.

Lonquillez has re-fealed and fent off her letter to Savillon; he will
take care to bring me the anfwer: but I know the anfwer—"On
Monday next"—why fhould I ftart as I think on it ? —*Their fate is
fixed 1 mine perhaps—but I will think jno more.—Farewell.

"M«



Rouille is juft arrived here 5 I could have wifhed him abfent now. He
can* not participate my wrongs 5 they are fa-cred to more
determined fouls*—Mec-thinksy at this time, I hate his fmiles; they
fuit not the purpofes of Montauban.

JUIIA DE ROUBIGNE. 147
LETTER XLIL
Julia io Maria.

T Hope, from the conveyance which Lifette has procured for this
letter, it may reach you nearly as Coon, as that in which I inclofed
one for Savillon. If it comes in time, let it prevent your delivering that
letter. I have been confider* ing of this interview again, and I feel a
fort of crime in it towards my hufband, which 1 dare not venture on. I
have trefpafled too much againd: (incerity already, in concealing
from him my former, attachment to that unfortunate young man. So
flrongly indeed did this idea ftrike me, that 1 was prepared to tell ic

H 2 him
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him this very day, when he returned from riding, and found me
fcarce recovered from the emotion which a reperufal of Savillon*s
letter had caufcd; but his look had a fternnefs in it, fo oppofite to
thofe feelings which (hould have opened the bofom cf your di(Ira£ted
Julia, that I flirunk back into fccrefy, terrified at the refledlion on my
own purpofe.—”*Why am I the wife of this man ? but if confidence
and tendernefs are not mine to give, there is a duty which is not mine
to refufe.-*-Tcll Savillon, I cannot fee him.

Not in the way he afks—let him come as the friend of Julia de
Roubigne—Oh ! Maria! what a pi«slure do thefe wordls recal! the
friend of Julia de Roubigne ! ~-in thofe happy days when it was not
guilt to fee, to hear, to think of him—

when
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yAhen this poor heart was inconfcious. of its little wanderings, or felt
them but as harmlefs dreams,' which fweetened the real ills of a life
too early vifited by”™ misfortune !

. When I loolc- back on that life, hew £|t”~ful hg$ it been! Is it unjufl:
in.Pn>« videAce” to make this fa often the lot of hearts little able to
(trug”e with misfor* tyne? or is it indeed the poffeffion of fuch
hearts,, that creates- their misfor*. tunes ? Had I not felt as I have
do”e, half the ills I complain of had been no-tbing, and ac this
moment I were happy. Yet to have wanted fuch-a” heart, ill-fuk-ed
as it is to the rude toueh of fublunary ' things—I tJiink I cannot wifli
fo rnuch” There will" come a time, Maria*, (might I forebode
without your cenfura, I Thould

fay it may not be diftant) when they (ball wound it no longer!

In truth, I am every way weak at pre* frnt. My poor father adds much
to my diftreflcs: he has appeared, for fome time pad, to be verging
towards a ftate, which alone I Thould think worfe than his death.

His affedion for me is the only fenfe now quite alive about him, nay it
too par-takes of imbecillity. He ufed to embrace me with ardour " he
now embraces me with tears.

Judge then, if I am able to meet Sa* villon at this time, if I could
allow my-felf to -meet him at all. Think what I am, and what he is.
The coolncfs T ought to maintain had been difficult at beft; at
precfent, it is impoffible. I can

fcarce
JULIA DE RoUBIGKB\ 1JI
fcarce think without weeping ', . and to fee that form—*

Maria ! when this pifturc was drawn f «*I remember the time well—
my father was at PariSy and Savillon left with my mother and me at
Belville. The painter (who Wi*s accidentally in our province) came



thither to give me a few lefibns of drawing* Savillon was already a
tole« rable defigner -, but he joined with me in becoming fcholar to
this man. When our mafter was with us, he ufed fome* times to guide
my hand; when he was gone, at our pradice of his inftruftions,
Savillon commonly fupplied his place. But Savillon's hand was not
like the other's; I felt fomething from its touch, not the lefs delightful
from carrying a fare
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of fear along with tHat delight: it was like a pulfe in the foul!—e

Whither am I wandering ? What now are thofe fcenes to me, and why
thould I wiih to remember them ? Am I n«t another's, irrevocably
another's ?—Sa-villon knows I am.—1-et him not wilh to fee me; we
cannot recal the paft, and* wherefore, wherefore Thouid we add to
the evils oftheprdfent?

JUtIA DB. "KQVBtGUtt 'w£%
LETTER XLIII.
Montauhan to Stgarva.

T HAVE miffed fome link of my intcf” Kgence; for the day is paft,
and nor ai”fwer from Savitton is arrived. I thank him, whatever be
the reafon*, for he has give» me time to receive the iuftrudtionsi. fjf
my friend*

Yau caution me well as to”the certainty” of he”gttittr You know the
proof I have already acquired; but'! will have affu-fiance beyond'the
poffrbHity of doubt: E irill wait their very meeting, before I ftrikc this
blow, and my vengeance, like

H 5 thai:
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that of Heaven, fliall be juftified by a repetition ot her crimes.



I ani lefs eafily convinced, or rather I am lefs willing to be guided, by
your opinion, as to the fecrefy of her punifh-

ment. You tell me, that there is bur one expiation of a wife's
infidelity.—J am refolved, (he dies—but that the fa-crifice (hould be
fecret. Were I even to Vpbraid her with her crime, you fay, her tears,
her proteftations would outplead the convi&ion of fenfe itfelf, and I
(hould become the dupe of that infamy I am bound to puni(h«—Is
there not ibmething like guilt in this fecrefy ? Should Mon« tauban
(brink, like a coward, from the vindication of his honour ?—Should
he oot burft upon this (trumpet and her

lover
t

lover—*the pifturc is beaftly—the fword of Montauban!—thou art in
the rights it would difgrace it.—Let mc read your letter again.

I am a fool to be fo moved—but your letter has given me back myftlf.
" The difgrace is only publilhed by an open revenge : it can be buried
with the guilty by a fecret one."—I am yours, Segarva, and you fhall
guide me.

Chance has been kind to me for the means. Once, in Andalufia, I met
with a Venetian empiric, of whom, among other chymical curiofiti”, I
bought a poiibnous drug, the efficacy of which he ihewed me on fbme
animals to whonv he adminiftered it. The death it gave waA

H6 cafy”
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idff* and idterisd not the appeahnAce of t6e ttiirig' it kitted.

ne

I have fetched it fremi mf eabkiet” and it ftands before me. It is

contained in a little fquare phiaU marked with fome KcrO”*y*tte
fcra”vfei #hitih I d(f rtW on-dWftand. PWfethilikSi wfiilerrioofc



onit” I eotild be \Kfzk” yttf “e”k” Segai'va'.-*-iut an MoUf ago f fa”®
Kei' \*”"aik, atid fpeak, and' ftriil6—y" ct tliefe ife” drbpS !-"* I will
look on it Ao tflOfe.—

I ktfar the tretel of her feet in the a{Sart-ihent above. Did Ae know
what ptflea in my mind!*” Ae ftudy ki whielt tfk fee'nls th& cave of a
demon! I

tonquillez' has relieved ittd “g”irf. HSe

has thi* rtioMtit got frorfi fiei” ittaid die

fol.

JOLIA DB RCWBIGNE'. t"y(

Mlovmg letttVy” addrcflfed * h€r Mend

MadenfioHeUe de Roiletlks!. What a” fax* it k! but' I have heafd of
th”ijf aUka€4» of intrigue»-"1It is not that thefe thingsi ara
uneomMony hut *t Mentauban” is>

a- fig©l----ithu{fewld-*'a~-*-"-T)e” fciio”"
her!

4-*«itaMi'

* Is my friend too leagued ag”inft me ?

* Alas! my virtue was too feeble before,

* and needed not the addition of Maria's * arguments to be
overcome. Savillon's

* figure, you fay, aided by that languid

* palenefs, which his Fate ilTnefs had givtn



* it, was irrefiftible. —Why is not Julia “fick? — yet, wretched a” flie
is", irrc-

* trievably wretched, flie breathes, and

* -./alks, and fpcaks", aa-thcdid in hermoft
* happy days! rrrr

*Yoa
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* You intreat me, for pity's fake” tonieet

* him.-"** He hinted his delign of foon

* leaving France to return to Martinique.'"

* I—Why did he ever leave France ? Had " he remained contented
with love and # Julia, inftead of this ftolen, this guilty « meeting—
“What do I fay ?—I live but * for Montauban!

«I will think no longen—This one < time I will filence the monitor
within me. « --*Tell him, I will meet him* On Thurf-«day next, let
him be at Lafune's in the * evening: it will be dark by fix.

< I dare not read what I have written* ? FarcweU/

It will be dark by fix.—Yet I will keep my word, Segarv”! they Ihall
meet, that certainty may precede my vengeance; but, when they part,
they part to meet no more. Lonquillez”s fidelity I know: his foul is
not that of a fervant: he Ihall provide for Savillon. Julia is a vidlim
above him—Julia ihall be the charge of his matter.

Farewell! when I write again, it Thalt not be to threatecu
t6o JUEIA DE IOUMGNE"
LETTER XLIV.



SdtriBM ta Hcrhrt.

A FTER an interval of torture, Lhavc

at \zSt received an anfwer from Ma-
dame de Montauban—Have I lived ta
write that name!—Dbut it is fit that I be
calnK

IT Her friend has communicated" her re*

folution of allowing me to fee her in the houfe of that good Lafune,
whom I have mentioned to you in fome of our con-verfations, as the
common nurfe of both. Were it not madnefs to look back, and that, at
prcfent, I need the full poflef-fion of myfclf, the idea of Lafune's
houfe

would

would recal fuch things—"*—but tbcy arc paft, never, never to return
v

I have recovercd'and can go on calmly. r fct out to-morrow morning
o, Thurfday” next is the day th” has appointed for our interview. I
have but to difpatch this 0" e great budnefs,* and then depart from”
itay native country for ever. Every tie that bound me to this world is'
noi\?* broken, esrcdpt that which acciderit gave' nftfe in your
ffiendfliip : before I croft ther Atlantic, I would once more fee my
Herbert; when I have indulged myfelf in

that lafli throb of affeftion, which our
friendlhip demands at psartihg, there re--
'maiiis nothing for rtit to do, but to

thrink up from all the. fedings of



life.
lifct s”nd ** forward, without emotion, to its- clofc!
MUm

I feel, at this moment, as if I were oq my death-bed, the neceflity of a
manly compofure } that ftifled figh was the laft fiicrifice of my
weakncfs! I am now thinking what I have to do with the hours that
remain: meet me like a man, and help me to employ them as I ought.
No« thing &all drag me back to Europe, and therefore I would Ibake
off every occafion to revilit it»

Though the externals .of place and dif-tance are not of much
importance to me, yet there is fomething iif large towns that I ViriQi
to avoid. As you mention a de-

figa
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iign of being in Dorfet(bire fometime foon, may I afk you to make
next week that time, and meet me at the town of Poole in that county
? Inconfiderable and unknown as I am, there are circum* fiances that
might mark me out in Picar* dy; and therefore I ihall go by Dieppe to
that port of England, where I know I fliall, at this feafon, find an
opportunity of getting over the Atlantic.

I inclofe a letter to a merchant in Lon-don, relating to fome bufiinefs,
in which my uncle was concerned with the houfe». of which he is a
partner. Be fo kind as forward it, and let him know, that I de-fire the
anfwer may be committed to your care. As I fee, by his correfpond-
ence, that he is not altogether a man of bufinefs, he may perhaps be
defiroua

V64» JVI.IA Die ROUBIGNB”"

of meeting with you” to alk fomc qucf-tions about the nephew erf*
his old ac-quaintante. He wiH wonder, as others *ilU at fo rich a
man returning to Mar-tiflique. If a reafon is neceflary, invent fome



one-, it is peculiar to mifery like mine to be incapable of being told.-
—! Ikall relapfe, if I continue to write.—» Yoa wilU if it is poiTible,
meet me at Poole " if not) write to- mt thither,

where l.fhall find you. Let your lettitr: wait me at the poft-houie.
FarewelL

JULIA 3>E R*"UBIGNE'. i6"
LETTER XLV.
Jjulia io Maria.

“np H E hour is almofl: arrived ! My hufband has juft left me : he
came into my room in iiis riding-drefs.—« I Thall not be at home (feid
he) tilifupper-time, and >Rouiile*5 (hooting party will detain him till
it is late."—The confci-oufnefs of my purpofe prefled on my tongue
while I anfwered him : I faltered, and could hardly fpealc. " You
fpeak faintly (faid Montauban). You are not

*

ill, I hope," taking my hand. I told him, truly, that my head ached a
good deal) that it had ached all day, that I meant to try if a walk
would do it fer-

vice.

vice. «s Perhaps it may," anfwered he, and methoughc he looked
fieadily, and with a (bit of queftion, at tne; or rather my own mind
interpreted His look in that manner—I believe I bluihed.

How I tremble a” I look on my watch! Would I could recal my
promife!.

I am fomewhat bolder now; but it is not from having conquered my
fear-, fomething like defpair aflifts me. — It wants but a few minutes
—the hand that points them feems to ipeak as I watch it,—Icome,
Savillon, I come!



How fluU I defcribe our meeting ? I am unfit for defcribing—it
cannot be de-fcribed—1 Thall be calmer by and by.

I know

I kiiow not how I gpt to the houfe. From the moment I quitted my
chamber, I was unconfcious of every thing around inc. The firft objeft
that (truck my eye was Savillon! I recolleft my nurfe placing me in a
chair oppofite to where he

fat—(he left us—I felt the room turning round with me—I had
fainted, it feems. When I recovered, I found her fupport-ing me in
her arms, and holding a phial of falts to my nofe. Savillon had my
hands in his” gazing on me with a coun* tenance of diftrefs and
terror,—My eye met his, and, for fome moments, I looked on him, as
I have done in my dreams, unmindful of our fituation,—The pref”"
fure of his hand awakened me to recol-

leftion.
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leflion. He looked on me more earneftly dill, and breathed out the
word Julia !— It WMS .all ht could Utters but it fpoke fuch thjngs,
Mftria I-r-You cannot underhand its force. Had you felt itjis I did!-—I
cQuld nqt, indeed I could npt help burfting into tears.

e« My dearcft children," cried the good Lafune, taking our hands,
which were ftill folded together, and fqueezing them in hers. The
adion had fomething of that tender fimplicity in" it, which is not to
be refitted. I wept afrefti -, but my tears were lefs painful than before.

She fetched a bottle of wine from a cupboard, and forced me to take a
glafs of it. She offered another to Savillon.

He pur it t)y, with a gentle inclination of

his



his head. " You (hall drink it, indeed, my dear boy, (faid flie) it is a
long time fihce you tafted any thing in this houfe." —He gave a deep
figh, and drank it.

v

She had given us time to recover the power of fpeech; but I knew lefe
how to begin fpeaking than before. My eyes now found fbmething in
Savillon's, which they were athamed to nncet-"Lafuoe left us; I
almoft wiihed her to ftay.

Savillon fat down in his former place:

*

he threw his eyes on the ground—i" I know not, (faid he, in
a.faltering voice) how to. thank you for the condefcenfion of this
interview—our former friend-Ibip—*- I trembled for what he feemed,
about to fay.—" I have not forgotten it,*' faid I, half interrupting hun,
—I faw him Vol. II. I ftart

I/0 JUUA DE ROUBIGNB'.

ft art from his former pofttire) as if awaked by the found of my voice.
—~" T a& not (continued he) to be re*nembered: I am unworthy of
your nemembrance.— In a (hort time, I (hall be a voluntary exile
from France, and bread”e out the re*

mains of life amidft a race of .ftrangert, who cannot call forth thofe
afieAions, that would henceforth be fliut to the world !* -*** Speak
not tfaiis, (I cried) for pity's fake, fpeak not thus! Live, and be happy,
happy as your virtues deferve, as Julia wilhcs you!"* —"Julia wilh mc
happy 1"—" Oh! Savillon, you know ndt the heart that you wring
thus!-*-If ~t has wronged you, you arc revenged enough.** -»"
Revenged! revenged on Julia [ Heaven is my witnefs, 1 intreated this
meeting, that my parting words might blefs iier 1"—He fell on his
kaess before me-"

«



«* May that Power (he cried), who formed this excellence, reward it!
May every bleflSngthis life can beftow, be the portion of Julia I May
(he be happy, long after the tongue that afks it, is filent for ever, and
the heart, that now throbs with the wifli, has ceafed its throbbing!"—
Had you feen him, Maria, as he uttered this ! —What (hould I have
done ?—Weeping, trembling, unconfcious, as it were, of myfclf, I
fpoke I know not what—told him the weaknefs of my fob], and
lamented the defliny that had made me another's. This was too
much. When I could recoiled myfelf, I felt that it was too much. I
would have retraced what I had faid: I fpoke of the duty I owed to
Montauban, of the efteem which his virtues deferved.—** I have
heard of his worth (faid Savillon); I needed no proof

I2to
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to be convinced of it; he is the hufband of Julia."—There was
fomcthing in the tone of thefe laft words, that undid my refolution
again*—I told him of the falfe intelligence I had received of his mar”-
riage, without which no argument of pru-dence, no paternal
influence, could have made me the wife of another.—He put

his hand to his heart, and threw his eyes wildly to heaven.—I (hrunk
back at that look of defpair, which hi* countenance aflumed.—He
took two or three hurried turns through the room ; then, refuming
his feat, and lowering his voice, ** It is enough (faid he), I am fated
to be mi-fcrable! but the contagion of my deftiny (hall fpread no
farther. —This night I leave France for ever!"—" This” night P* I
exclaimed. «' h muft be fo (faid he, with a determined calmnefs) -, but
before

JULIA DE ROUBIGNE. I7J

["go, let me depofit in your hands this paper. It is a memorial of that
SaviU Ion, who was the friend of Julia!"—-I opened it: it was a will,
beqijcathing his fortune to me. ** This muft not be (faidl), this muft
not be. Think not, I donjure you, fo dcfpairingly of life; live to enjoy



that fortune, which is fo feldom the reward of merit like thine; I have
lio title to it” difpofal/* =" You have the

beft one (returned Savillon, ftill pre-ferving his compofure), I hever
valued wealth, but as it might render me, in the language of the
world, more worthy of thee. To make it thine, was the purpofe df my
wifhing to acquire it », to make it thine, is ftill in my power." ** I
cannot receive this, indeed I cannot* Think of the fituation in which I
ftand/* I preffed the paper upon him: he took it at laft*
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and paufing, as if he thought, for a moment—«« You arc right, there
may be an impropriety in your keeping it,— Alas! I have fcarce a
friend, to whom I can intruft any thing j yet I may find onci who will
fee it faithfully executed.**

He was interrupted by Lafune, who entered fomewhat hurriedly, and
told lu” Lifette was come to fetch me, and that ihe had met my
hufband in her way to the houfe. ** We mud part then (faid he), for
ever !~-let not a thought of the unfortunate Savillon difturb the
happi* nefs which Heaven allots to Julia * (he Ihali hear of hinir but
once again—when that period arrives, it will not ofiend'the happy
Montauban” if (he drops a tear to the memory of one, whofe love
was expiated by hii fufiiringsr*—-Maria I was

it a breach of virtue, if then I threw myfelf on bis neck, if then I wept
on

bis bofotn i His look, his laft look! I
fee it ftill! never fthall I forget it!«—

Merciful God I at whofe altar I vowed fidelity to another! impute not
to me as a crime'the remembrance of Savillon \ thou canft fee the
purity of that heart, wiikh bleeds at the remembrance!

>m.* /



Eleven at night. You know my prefentiments of evil; never did I feel
them fo ftrong as at pre-fent. I tremble to go to bed-—the taper

that burns by me is dim, and methink” my bed looks like a grave I
I41wag

I was weak enough to call back Lifette* I pretended fome little

b~ finefs for her ” the poor girl obferved that. I looked ill, and aflced
if ihe fhould fit by me-: I bad almoft faid Yes, but had courage
enoiigh to combat ii>y fears in that inftance. She bid me¢ Good night
—there was fomewhat folenin in her utterance of that Goo”-nighty I
fancy mine was not without it&

particular cmphafis, for ihe looked back wiftfuUy as I fpoke.—

I will fay my prayers and" forget it $ pray for mie too, my friend.—I
have need of your prayers, indeed I have—"Good night to my deareft
Maria!

If I have recoUeftion chough—Oh F my Maria!—I will be calm—it
was but

gdream-«

, SL dream—will you blulh for my wcak-ncfs ? yet hear me—if this
thould be the laft time I thall ever write—the memory of my friend
mingles with the thought 1—e yet methinks I could, at this time,
beyond any other, die contented.

My fears had given way to fleep j but their impreflion was on my
fancy ftill. Methought I fat in our family-monument k Belville, with a
fingle glimmering lamp, that (hewed the horrors of the place, when,
on a fudden, a light like that of the: morning, burft on the gloomy
vault, and the venerable figures of mjf fathers, fuch as I had (ccn
them in the

pictures of our hall, (lopd fmiiing benig-nity upon me! The attitude
of the fore-moft was that of attention, his finger ceding upon his lip.
—I liftened—-when”



I 5" founds*
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founds of more than terrcflrial melodj fiole on my ear, borne, as it
were, on

the diftant wind, till they fwelled lit laft tomufic fo exquifite, that my
ravifhed fenfe was ftretched too far for delufion. . and I awoke in the
midft of the intrance* ment!

I rofe, with the memory of the founds” full upon my mind * the
candle I had ordered to ftand by me was ftill unextin-t gui(hed. I fa™t
down to the organ” and, with that fmall foft (top you ufed to call
feraphic, endeavoured to imitate their t5fauty* And never before did
your Julia play an air fo heavenly, or feel fucb extafy in the power of
found ! When I had catched the folemn chord that laft arofe in my
dream, my fingers dwelt involuntarily on the keys, and mcthought 8
I faw

I iaw the guardian fpirits around me, Kftening with a rapture like
mine!—-"

»

But it will not bft<-4he bU&fu} ddi” fion is gone, and I am left a
weak, an unhappy woman ftill!—-

I am fick at heart, Maria, and a faint* nefs like thatofdeath*

The fit is over, and I am able to write again ; and I will write while I
am able* Methinks, my friend, I am taking faro-Well of you, and I
would lengthen out the lingering words as much as I can» I am juft
now recalling the fcenes .pf peaceful happinefs we. have enjoyed to*
gcther.—I imagine I feel the arm of my

I 6 Maria

Maria thrown round my neck—her tears fall on my bofbm!—Thipk of
me whea lam gone,—This faintnefs again.—Fare-will!'farewell!



perhaps
LETTER XLVL
Montauhan to Segarva.

T T is done, Segarva, it is done !—thr poor unthinking—Support me,
my friend, fupport me with the thoughts of that vengeance I owe to
my honour—-the guilty Julia has but a few hours to live.

I did but Hften a moment at the door $+ 1 thought I heard her maid
upon the ftatrs—>it is not yet the time.—Hark !— it was not my wife's
bell—the clock ft ruck eleven—never (ball (he hear it ftrike that houc
agaial ——»

Pardoa

Pardon me, my Segarva $ methinks I ipeak to yoUy when I icrawl
upon this paper. I wifh for ibm”bodf to ipeak to;. to anfwer, to
comfort, to guide hrie»—

Had you leen her, when thefe trembling hands detiviercd her the
bowl t<”Shc had complained of being iU, and begged ta Kc alone;
but hqr iUneta i”tmd Qf the mind, and when flie fppk” to mt, (he
betrayed the etpbarra”ment of guilf:, I gave her the drug as a cordial.
She took it from me, fmiling, and her look feern* ed to loff \t»
wnfv”~tu She draiik my 1*alth T She was dfefled in a :white (ilk bed-
gown, ornatiief*fd with pale pmk rtbbandf. Hfif dmk wjii grntly
flawed fronfi tbfiif i?fl«ftM>9 i )k"1>Iw i"M veite jturned upwards
as (he drank, :aiig” daik* brown ringlet lay on her fliouldcr.—"*Me-

thinks
1
«!
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, thinks I fee her now—"how like an angel ihe looked! Had ihe been
innocent, Se« garva!—You know, 70U know> it is ioh poflible ihe can
be innocent.

Let me recoiled myfelf-—a many 4 foldicr, the friend of Segarva !*«-

At the word innoeent I flopped; I could fcarce hold my pen; I rofe
from my featy I know not why. Methought fome one pafled behind
me in the room. I fnatched up ipy fword in one hand, gnd a candle in
th” other.—It wgs my owi> figure in a mirror that ftood at my back.
-»Whbat a look was mine I—Am I a murderer ?—Juftice cannot
murdei!” 1" the vingeance of Montauban is juft«

Lor-
iffif JWLIA” DB ROtJBIGNE';.

LonquiUcz has been with me,—I duj-ft BOt queftion him when he
entered the apartment—but the deed is not done: he could not find
Savillon. After watching for fevcral hours,, he met a peafant, whom
he had feen attending him the d” before” who informed him, that
the ftrange gentleman had fet off, fome time after it grew dark, in a
poft-chaife, which drove away at full fpeed. Is my re-venge then
incomplete ?—or is one victim fufficient to the injured honour of a
Huiband ?—What a* vidim is that one!

I went down ftairs to let Xongqiullez out by a private palTage, of

which I keep the: key. When* I was returning ta my apartment, I
heard the found of

mufia

com
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mufic proceeding from my wife's chamber; there is a double door on
it; I opened the outer one without any norTe” and the inner has

fome. panes of glafs™ a-top, through which I faw a part of the room.
Segarva! (he fat at the organ» her fingers.prefling on the keys, and



her look up-raifed with enthufiaftic rapture I —the folemn founds
ftill ring in my ear! fuch as angels might play, when the fainted foul
afcends to Heaven! I am the fool of appearances, when I have fuch
proofs—Lifette is at my doon

It is now that I feel myfelf a coward ; the horrid draught has begun to
operate i —She thinks herfelf in danger; a phy-fician is fent for, but
he lives at a dif*

tance *» before he arrives—Oh! Segarva t
She

She begged I would quit the chwi* ber} The (kw my confufioo, and
thcHight it proceeded ffom diftrefs at her iUnei”. -"an guilt be thua
miftreft of herrtIf ? —let me not think that way”-"my brain is too
weak for it!—Lifette again |

i*mt*mmmm'mimt'mfi®"T***'»

She is guilty, and I am not a murderer F Igo to-"
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LETTEH XLVIL

M fiiwr dt RiuifU to MadmoifiUe dt

Rjofuilks.

Madam,

~p H E writer c” this letter has no title to addrefs you, except that
which common friendlhip and common cala” mity may give him*

Amidft the fatal fcenes, which he has lately witnefled, bis recolleftion
was loft; when it returned, it fpoke of Mademoi* felle de Roncilles,

the firft, he believes, and deareft friend of the moft amiable, but moft
unfortunate Madame de Mon-tauban. The ofBce he now undertaken



is terrible; but it is necefiary.—Yoti

inuft foon be told, that your excellent friend is no more! Hear it then
from one, who knew her excellence, as you did; who tells the horrid
circumftances of her death with a bleeding heart.-* Yes, Madam, I
muft prepare you for .horrorss and, while the remembrance tears my
own bofotn, affume the calm-

ne& that is necefiary for yours-

«

On the evening of Thurfday laft, I was” told Madame de Montauban
was a good deal indiipofed, and bad gone to bed be* fore her ufual
time» At a very fliort and filent fupper, I perceived her hufband
uncommonly agitated, and, as fobn as-decency would < allow me,
withdrew and left him. Betwixt eleven and twelve o'clock, (I had not
yet gone to bed) one

of

of the maid*fervants came to my room, fcegging I would inftantly
attend her to the chamber of her miftrcfe, who was fo extremely Ul,
that, wtthotit immediate affiftance, they feared the very worft con-
fequences. I had formerly ftudied a little phyfic, and been in ufe to
praftife it in fome parycular campaigns, when aMer affiftance could
not be bad. I ran down ftairs with the fervant, defiring my own man
to feek out a little cafe of lancets and follow us. The girl informed her
mit trcfs of my being at the door of her apartment. She defired I
might come in, and with that fmile, which ficknefs could not quench,
ftretghed out her hand to me. I found her pulfe low and weak, and
flic complained of a ftrangc fluttering at he» heart, which hardly
allowed her to fpcak. I was afraid to venture on bktding, and

only
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only gave hcf a Uttle of fome common re* ftofratives that were at
hand. She found herielf fomewhat relieved, and fat up in iter bed



fuppoited by her maid. Moncau-ban entered the room : his
countenance furprifed me: it was not that of diftrefs

4

alone, it was marked with turbulence and horror. It feemed to hij"t
his wife. At that moment fhe was fcarce able to fpeak \ but ihe forced
out a few broken words, begging him to leave the room, for that her
illnefs affeded him too much. He withdrew in filence. In a little time,
Ae leemed a good deal eafier *, but her pulfe was ftill lower than
before. She ordered her maid to call Monf. de Mon* tauban again: **
I dare not trufk to future moments (faid (he), and I have ibn”ething
important to reveal to him/*— I offered to leave the room as he
entered.

—** His friend may hear it*'—fihc faid, in a faltering voice. She fixed
her eye languidly, but fieadily, on Montauban. He advanced towards
her with an eager gaze, without uttering a word. When ilie would
have fpoken, her voice failed her again, and fhe beckoned, but with a
modefty in her adion, fignifying her de-fire that he (hould fit down by
her. She took his hand; he feesned unconfcious of her taking it, and
continued to bend a k>ok of earneftnefs upon her.

When ihe had recovered the power

of utterance, ** I feel” Sir, (faid (he) fomethihg in this illnefs
predidive of the worfti at any rate, I would prepare for it. If I am now
to die, I hope (lifting up her eyes with a certain meek afiuranee which
it is impoflible to paint) I die

to
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in peac& with Heaven! there is one account which I wifh to fettle
with you. Thefe moments of cafe, which I enjoy, are allowed me to
confefs my ofTence, and intreat your forgivenefs."

** Thou wert guilty then ?*'—exclaimed her hufband, ftarting from
his feat. She paUfed in aftonifliment at the impaf-fioned gefture he



aflumcd—*« Speak!" cried Montauban, recovering himfelf a little,
hisL voice fuffbcated with the word.

** When you have heard me (faid Julia), you will find, I am lefs guilty
than unfortunate; yet I am not innocent, for then I (hbuld not have
been the wife of Montauban."

€1
When
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** When I became yours, my heart owned you not for the lord of its
affections ; there was an attachment yet

look not fo fternjy on me.—He, in whofc favour that prepoflcflion was
formed, would not have wronged you if he could. His virtues were
the objefts of my affedion 5 and had Savillon been the thing you fear,
Julia had been guiltlefs even of loving him in fecret. Till yefterday he
never told me his love; till yefterday he knew not I had ever loved
him.**—

" But yefterday,** cried Montauban, feeming to check the agitation
he had ihewn before, and lowering his voice into a tone of calm
feverity,

" For the offence of yefterday, (fatd
(he) I would obtain your pardon, and
194 JVUA DK ROUBIGNE"

die 10 peace* I met Savillon in fecret % I faw the aoguifli of his foul,
and pitied it.«-*Was it a crime thus to meet him ? Was it a crime to
confeis my loye, while 1 recftved the laft farewell of the unfortunate
Savillon? This is mj ofience**” perhaps the laft that Julia can
conunit, or you forgive!

»f «'



He clafped his hands convuKnrely together, and throwing up to
Heaven a look of defpair, fell fenfelefs into my arms. Julia would
have fprung to his afTiftancc, but her (Irength was unequal to the
effort: her maid fcrcamed for help” and feveral of the fervants ruihed
into the room. We recovered the haplefs Montaub”n; he looked
round.wildly for a moment, then faftening his eye on

Julia*—
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julia-i-" I have murdered thee, be cried; that draught I gave thee
~that

draught was death!*' He would have prclTed her to hk bofom; (he
funk frond his embrace—her clofing. eye looked pi* (ecus upon him
——her hand was half ftretched t© his—and a fingle figh breath** cd
out her foul to Heaven !

" She (hall not die,"* he" cried, eagerly catching hold of her hand, and
bending over her Itfelcfs body with a glare of in-conceivable horror
in his afpcft. I kid hold of his arm, endeavouring to draw his
attention towards me j but he feertied not to reganl me, and
continued that frightful gaze on the remains of his much-injured
wife/ I made a flgn for the fer-vants to aflift me, and taking his hand,

L 4

began to ufe a gentle fort of violence to lead him away. He ftarted
back a few paces, without, however, altering the direaion of his eye, "
You may torture mc (cried he, wildly), I can bear it aU -Ha! Segarva
there I-fct them prove the hand-writing if they can-mark it, I %, there
is no blood in her face—let me aOc one queftion of the doftor—you
know the effefts of poifon-her lips arc

K 2 began
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xvhite-bid Savillon kifi them now
they Ihall fpeak no more, Julia ihall fpeak no more !**

Word was now brought me, that the phyCcian, who had been fent for
to the affiftan”e of Juli,, was arriv-ed. He had come, al*j" too late for
her J but I meant to ufe his (kill

®

coUedlion of the fateful events I' had k" n. Arpentier, from the habit
of looking on the forms of death, was more mafter of himfclf; after
examining the body, and pondering a little on the be« haviour of the
count, he went into the clofet> where he found, on a fmall table, a
phial uncorked, which he brought to me. It explained the fate of
Montau* ban; a label fattened to it, was infcribed LAUDANUM; its
deadly contents he g4iad fwallowed in his delirium, before he went to
bed.

on
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Such was the conclufion of a life dif-tinguilhed by the exercife of
every manly virtue, and, except in this inftance, un-ftained with a
crime. While I mourn the fate of his moft amiable wife, I re-

cal
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cal the menlory of my once dearly-va« lutd friend, and would ihelter
it with

fome apology if I could. Let that ho--, nour which he worfliipped
plead in his defence.—That honour we have worfliip” ped together,
and I would not weaken its facred voice; but I look on the body of
Montauban—I weep over the pale corfe of Julia!—I Thuddecr at the fa-



criBces of miftaken honour, and lift up my hands to pity and to
juftice.

KooK H#H K Koo0

THE END
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