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first entrance into the busy and insidious
world, one of those gladiators who were ex-

d without armour in the amphitheatre at
Rome. My father, however, who had only
seen the world on one side, seemed to triumph
in my superior discernment; though my whole
stock of wisdom consisted in being able to
talk like himself upon subjects that once were
useful, because they were then topics of the
busy world, but that now were utterly useless,
because connected with the busy world no
longer.

“The first opportunity he had of finding his
expectations disappointed, was in the very
middling figure I made in the university; he
had flattered himself that he should soon see
me rising into the foremost rank in literary
reputation, but was mortified to find me
utterly unnoticed and unknown. His dis-
appointment might have been partly ascribed
to his having overrated my talents, and partly
to my dislike of mathematical reasonings, at a
time when my imagination and memory, yet
unsatisfied, were more eager after new objects,
than desirous of reasoning upon those I knew.
This did not, however, please my tutor, who
observed, indeed, that I was a little dull; but
at the same time allowed, that I seemed to be
very good-natured, and had no harm in me.

“After I had resided at college seven years,
my father died, and left me — his blessing.
Thus shoved from shore without ill-nature to
protect, or cunning to guide, or proper stores
to subsist me in so dangerous a voyage, I was
obliged to embark in the wide world at twenty-
two. But, in order to settle in life, my friends
advised, (for they always advise when they
begin to despise us,) they advised me, I say,
to go into orders.

“To be obliged to wear a long wig, when
I liked a short one, or a black coat, when I
generally dressed in brown, I thought was
such a restraint upon my liberty, that I ab-
solutely rejected the proposal. A priest in
England is not the same mortified creature
with a bonze in China. With us, not he that
fasts best, but eats best, is reckoned the best
liver; yet I rejected a life of luxury, indo-
lence, and ease, from no other consideration
but that boyish one of dress. So that my
friends were now perfectly satisfied I was un-
done; and yet they thought it a pity for one
who had not the least harm in him, and was
so very good-natured.

“Poverty naturally begets dependence, and
I was admitted as flatterer to a great man.

At first, T was surprised that the situation of
a flatterer at a great man’s table could be
thought disagreeable: there was no great
trouble in listening attentively when his lord-
ship spoke, and laughing when he looked
round for applause. This even good manners
might have obliged me to perform. I found,
however, too soon, that his lordship was a
greater dunce than myself; and from that
very moment flattery was at an end. 1 now
rather aimed at setting him right, than at
receiving his absurdities with submission. To
flatter those we do not know is an easy task;
but to flatter our intimate acquaintances, all
whose foibles are strongly in our eye, is drudgery
insupportable. Every time I now opened my
lips in praise, my falsehood went to my con-
science: his lordship soon perceived me to be
very unfit for service; 1 was therefore dis-
charged; my patron at the same time being
graciously pleased to observe, that he believed
I was tolerably good-natured, and not the
least harm in me.

“Disappointed in ambition, I had recourse
to love. A young lady, who lived with her
aunt, and was possessed of a pretty fortune in
her own disposal, had given me, as I fancied,
some reason to expect success. The symp-
toms by which I was guided were striking.
She had always laughed with me at her awk-
ward acquaintance, and at her aunt among
the number; she always observed, that a
man of sense would make a better husband
than a fool, and I as constantly applied the
observation in my own favour. She continu-
ally talked, in my company, of friendship and
the beauties of the mind, and spoke of Mr.
Shrimp my rival's high-heeled shoes with
detestation. These were circumstances which
I thought strongly in my favour; so, after re-
solving, and re-resolving, I had courage enough
to tell her my mind. Miss heard my proposal
with serenity, seeming at the same time to
study the figures of her fan. Out at last it
came: There was but one small objection to
complete our happiness, which was no more
than — that she was married three months
before to Mr. Shrimp, with high-heeled shoes!
By way of consolation, however, she observed,
that, though I was disappointed in her, my
addresses to her aunt would probably kindle
her into sensibility; as the old lady always
allowed me to be very good-natured, and not
to have the least share of harm in me.

“Vet still I had friends, numerous friends,
and to them I was resolved to apply. O
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friendship! thou fond soother of the human
breast, to thee the wretched seek for succour;
on thee the care-tired son of misery fondly
relies; from thy kind assistance the unfor-
tunate always hopes relief, and may be ever
sure of —disappointment! My first applica-
tion was to a city scrivener, who had fre-
quently offered to lend me money, when he
knew I did not want it. I informed him, that
now was the time to put his friendship to the
test; that I wanted to borrow a couple of
hundreds for a certain occasion, and was re-
solved to take it up from him. ‘And pray,
Sir,” cried my friend, ‘do you want all this
money ?* — ‘Indeed, I never wanted it more,’
returned I. ‘T am sorry for that,’ cries the
scrivener, ‘with all my heart; for they who
want money when they come to borrow, will
alwa’ys want money when they should come to

“From him I flew with indignation, to one
of the best friends I had in the world, and
made the same request. ‘Indeed, Mr. Dry-
bone,’ cries my friend, ‘I always thought it
would come to this. You know, Sir, I would
not advise you but for your own good; but
your conduct has hitherto been ridiculous in
the highest degree, and some of your acquaint-
ance always thought you a very silly fellow.
Let me see — you want two hundred pounds.
Do you only want two hundred, Sir, exactly?’
— “To confess a truth; returned I, ‘I shall
want three hundred; but then I have another
friend, from whom I can borrow the rest.’ —
‘Why, then,’ replied my friend, ‘if you would
take my advice (and you know I should not
presume to advise you but for your own good,)
I would recommend it to you to borrow the
whole sum from that other friend, and then
one note will serve for all, you know.’

“Poverty now began to come fast upon me;
yet instead of growing more provident or
cautious as I grew poor, I became every day
more indolent and simple. A friend was
arrested for fifty pounds; I was unable to
extricate him, except by becoming his bail,
When at liberty, he fled from his creditors,
and left me to take his place. In prison I
expected greater satisfactions than I had en-
joyed at large. I hoped to converse with
men in this new world, simple and believing
like myself; but I found them as cunning
and as cautious as those in the world I had
left behind. They spunged up my money
while it lasted, borrowed my coals and never
paid for them, and cheated me when I played

at cribbage. All this was done because they
believed me to be very good-natured, and
knew that I had no harm in me.

“Upon my first entrance into this mansion,
which is to some the abode of despair, I felt
no sensations different from those I experi-
enced abroad. I was now on one side the
door, and those who were unconfined were on
the other: this was all the difference between
us. At first, indeed, I felt some uneasiness,
in considering how I should be able to pro-
vide this week for the wants of the week en-
suing; but, after some time, if I found myself
sure of eating one day, I never troubled my
head how I was to be supplied another. I
seized every precarious meal with the utmost
good-humour; indulged no rants of spleen at
my situation; never called down heaven and
all the stars to behold me dining upon a half-
penny worth of radishes; my very companions
were taught to believe that I liked salad better
than mutton. I contented myself with think-
ing, that all my life I should either eat white
bread or brown; considered that all that
happened was best; laughed when I was not
in pain, took the world as it went, and read
Tacitus often, for want of more books and
company.

“How long I might have continued in this
torpid state of simplicity I cannot tell, had I
not been roused by seeing an old acquaintance,
whom I knew to be a prudent blockhead,
preferred to a place in the government. I
now found that I had pursued a wrong track,
and that the true way of being able to relieve
others, was first to aim at independence my-
self. My immediate care, therefore, was to
leave my present habitation, and make an
entire reformation in my conduct and be-
haviour. For a free, open, undesigning de-
portment, I put on that of closeness, prudence,
and economy. One of the most heroic actions
I ever performed, and for which I shall praise
myself as long as I live, was the refusing half-
a-crown to an old acquaintance, at the time
when he wanted it, and I had it to spare: for
this alone I deserve to be decreed an ovation.
 “I now therefore pursued a course of un-
interrupted frugality, seldlom wanted a dinner,
and was consequently invited to twenty. I
soon began to get the character of a saving
hunks that had money, and insensibly grew
into esteem. Neighbours have asked my advice
in the disposal of their daughters; and I have

always taken care not to give any. I have
contracted a friendship with an alderman,
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only by observing, that if we take a farthing
from a thousand pounds, it will be a thousand
pounds no longer. 1 have been invited to a
pawnbroker’s table, by pretending to hate
gravy; and am now actually upon treaty of
marriage with a rich widow, for only having
observed that the bread was rising. If ever
I am asked a question, whether I know it or
not, instead of answering, I only smile and
look wise. If a charity is proposed, I go
about with the hat, but put nothing in myself.
If a wretch solicits my pity, I observe that the
world is filled with impostors, and take a
certain method of not heing deceived, by never
relieving. In short, I now find the truest
way of finding esteem, even from the indigent,
is —to give away nothing, and thus have
much in our power to give.”

LETTER XXVIII

On tHE GREAT NUMBER OF OLD MAIDS AND
BACHELORS IN LONDON — SOME OF
THE CAUSES

Lately, in company with my friend in
black, whose conversation is now both my
amusement and instruction, I could not avoid
observing the great numbers of old bachelors
and maiden ladies with which this city seems
to be overrun. “Sure, marriage,” said I, “is
not sufficiently encouraged, or we should never
behold such crowds of battered beaux and
decayed coquettes, still attempting to drive a
trade they have been so long unfit for, and
swarming upon the gaiety of the age. I be-
hold an old bachelor in the most contemptible
light, as an animal that lives upon the common
stock without contributing his share: he is a
beast of prey, and the laws should make use
of as many stratagems, and as much force, to
drive the reluctant savage into the toils, as
the Indians when they hunt the rhinoceros.
The mob should be permitted to halloo after
him, boys might play tricks on him with im-
punity, every well-bred company should laugh
at him; and if, when turned of sixty, he
offered to make love, his mistress might spit
in his face, or, what would be perhaps a
greater punishment, should fairly grant the
favour.

“As for old maids,” continued I, “they
should not be treated with so much severity,
because I suppose none would be so if they
could. No lady in her senses would choose
to make a subordinate figure at christenings
or lyings-in, when she might be the principal

herself; nor curry favour with a sister-in-law,
when she might command a husband; nor
toil in preparing custards, when she might lie
a-bed, and give directions how they ought to
be made; nor stifle all her sensations in
demure formality, when she might, with mat-
rimonial freedom, shake her acquaintance by
the hand, and wink at a double entendre. No
lady could be so very silly as to live single, if
she could help it. I consider an unmarried
lady, declining into the vale of years, as one
of those charming countries bordering on
China, that lies waste for want of proper in-
habitants. We are not to accuse the coun-
try, but the ignorance of its neighbours,
who are insensible of its beauties, though at
liberty to enter and cultivate the soil.”

“Indeed, Sir,” replied my companion, “you
are very little acquainted with the English
ladies, to think they are old maids against
their will. I dare venture to affirm, that you
can hardly select one of them all, but has had
frequent offers of marriage, which either pride
or avarice has not made her reject. Instead
of thinking it a disgrace, they take every occa-
sion to boast of their former cruelty; a soldier
does not exult more when he counts over the
wounds he has received, than a female veteran
when she relates the wounds she has formerly
given: exhaustless when she begins a narra-
tive of the former death-dealing power of her
eyes, she tells of the knight in gold lace, who
died with a single frown, and never rose again
till — he was married to his maid; of the
squire who, being cruelly denied, in a rage
flew to the window, and lifting up the sash,
threw himself, in an agony —into his arm-
chair; of the parson, who, crossed in love,
resolutely swallowed - opium, which banished
the. stings of despised love by — making him
sleep. In short, she talks over her former
losses with pleasure, and, like some trades-
men, finds consolation in the many bank-
ruptcies she has suffered.

“For this reason, whenever 1 see a super-
annuated beauty still unmarried, I tacitly
accuse her either of pride, avarice, coquetry,
or affectation. There’s Miss Jenny Tinder-
box: I once remember her to have had some
beauty, and a moderate fortune. Her elder
sister happened to marry a man of quality,
and this seemed as a statute of virginity against
poor Jane, Because there was one lucky hit
in the family, she was resolved not to dis-
grace it by introducing a tradesman; thus,
rejecting her equals, and neglected or de-
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spised by her superiors, she now acts in the
capacity of tutoress to her sister’s children,
and undergoes the drudgery of three servants
without receiving the wages of one.

“Miss Squeeze was a pawnbroker's daugh-
ter; her father had early taught her that
money was a very good thing, and left her a
moderate fortune at his death. She was so
perfectly sensible of the value of what she had
got, that she was resolved never to part with
a farthing without an equality on the part of
her suitor; she thus refused several offers
made her by people who wanted to better
themselves, as the saying is, and grew old
and ill-natured, without ever considering that
she should have made an abatement in her
pretensions, from her face being pale, and
marked with the small-pox.

“Lady Betty Tempest, on the contrary, had
beauty, with fortune and family. But, fond
of conquest, she passed from triumph to
triumph: she had read plays and romances,
and there had learned, that a plain man of
common sense was no better than a fool.
Such she refused, and sighed only for the gay,
giddy, inconstant, and thoughtless. After she
had thus rejected hundreds who liked her, and
sighed for hundreds who despised her, she
found herself insensibly deserted. At present
she is company only for her aunts and cousins,
and sometimes makes one in a country-dance,
with only one of the chairs for a partner,
casts off round a joint-stool, and sets to a
corner cupboard. In a word, she is treated
with civil contempt from every quarter, and
placed, like a piece of old-fashioned lumber,
merely to fill up a corner.

“But Sophronia, the sagacious Sophronia!
how shall I mention her? She was taught to
love Greek, and hate the men from her very
infancy. She has rejected fine gentlemen be-
cause they were not pedants, and pedants be-
cause they were not fine gentlemen; her ex-
quisite sensibility has taught her to discover
every fault in every lover, and her inflexible
justice has prevented her pardoning them:
thus she rejected several offers, till the wrinkles
of age had overtaken her; and now, without
one good feature in her face, she talks inces-
santly of the beauties of the mind.” — Farewell.

LETTER XXIX
A Descriprion oF A CLUB OF AUTHORS

Were we to estimate the learning of the
English by the number of books that are

every day published among them, perhaps no
country, not even China itself, could equal
them in this particular. I have reckoned not
less than twenty-three new books published
in one day, which, upon computation, makes
eight thousand three hundred and ninety-five
in one year. Most of these are not confined
to one single science, but embrace the whole
circle. History, politics, poetry, mathematics,
metaphysics, and the philosophy of nature,
are all comprised in a manual not larger than
that in which our children are taught the
letters. If, then, we suppose the learned of
England to read but an eighth part of the
works which daily come from the press (and
surely none can pretend to learning upon less
easy terms), at this rate every scholar will
read a thousand books in one year. From
such a calculation, you may conjecture what
an amazing fund of literature a man must be
possessed of, who thus reads three new books
every day, not one of which but contains all
the good things that ever were said or written.

And yet I know not how it happens, but the
English are not; in reality, so learned as would
seem from this calculation. We meet but few
who know all arts and sciences to perfection;
whether it is that the generality are incapa-
ble of such extensive knowledge, or that the
authors of those books are not adequate in-
structors. In China, the Emperor himself
takes cognisance of all the doctors in the
kingdom who profess authorship. In Eng-
land, every man may be an author, that can
write; for they have by law a liberty, not
only of saying what they please, but of being
also as dull as they please.

Yesterday, I testified my surprise, to the
man in black, where writers could be found
in sufficient number to throw off the books I
daily saw crowding from the press. I at first
imagined that their learned seminaries might
take this method of instructing the world.
But to obviate this objection, my companion
agsured me, that the doctors of colleges never
wrote, and that some of them had actually
forgot their reading; “‘but if you desire,” con-
tinued he, “to see a collection of authors, I
fancy I can introduce you this evening to a
club, which assembles every Saturday at seven,
at the sign of The Broom, near Islington, to
talk over the business of the last, and the
entertainment of the week ensuing” I ac-
cepted his invitation; we walked together, and
entered the house some time before the usual
hour for the company assembling.
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My friend took this opportunity of letting
me into the characters of the principal mem-
bers of the club, not even the host exc_epted,
who, it seems, was once an author E_nmsglf,
but preferred by a bookseller to this situation
as a reward for his former services. ;

“The first person,” said he, “of our society,
is Doctor Nonentity, a metaphysician. Most

ple think him a profound scholar; but, as
he seldom speaks, I cannot be positive in that
particular; he generally spreads himself be-
fore the fire, sucks his pipe, talks little, drinks
much, and is reckoned very good company.
P'm told he writes indexes to perfection: he
makes essays on the origin of evil, philosophical
inquiries upon any subject, and draws up an
answer to any book upon twenty-four hours
warning. You may distinguish him from the
rest of the company by his long gray wig, and
the blue handkerchief round his neck. _

“The next to him in merit and esteem is
Tim Syllabub, a droll creature: he sometimes
shines as a star of the first magnitude among
the choice spirits of the age: he is reckoned
equally excellent at a rebus, a riddle, a ba“;dy
song, and a hymn for the Tabernacle. You
will know him by his shabby finery, his pow-
dered wig, dirty shirt, and broken silk stockings.

«After him succeeds Mr. Tibs, a very useful
hand: he writes receipts for the bite of a
mad dog, and throws off an Eastern tale to
perfection; he understands the business of an
author as well as any man; for no bookseller
alive can cheat him. You may distinguish
him by the peculiar clumsiness of his figure,
and the coarseness of his coat; however,
though it be coarse (:tis fhe frequently tells the

mpany), he has paid for it.

co“lliz“?}?er Squin{)a is the politician of the
society: he makes speeches for Parliament,
writes addresses to his fellow-subjects, and
letters to noble commanders; he gives the
history of every new play, ar]d t’i,nds season-
able thoughts upon every occasion. My com-
panion was proceeding in his  description,
when the host came running in, with terror
on his countenance, to tell us that the door
was beset with bailifis. “If that be the case,
then,” says my companion, “we had as good
be going; for I am positive wc‘sha!'I not see
one of the company this night.” Wherefore,
disappointed, we were both obliged to return
home — he to enjoy the oddities which com-
pose his character alone, and I to write as
usual to my friend the occurrences of the
day. Adieu.

LETTER XXX

TrE ProceepiNcs oF THE CLus OF AUTHORS

By my last advices from Moscow, I find the
caravan has not yet departed for China: I
still continue to write, expecting that you may
receive a large number of letters at once. In
them you will find rather a minute detail of
English peculiarities, than a general picture
of their manners or disposition. Happy it
were for mankind, if all travellers w_ould thus,
instead of characterising a people in general
terms, lead us into a detail of those minute
circumstances which first influenced their
opinion. The genius of a country should be
investigated with a kind of experimental in-
quiry: by this means, we should have more
prec-ise and just notions of foreign nations,
and detect travellers themselves when they
happened to form wrong conclusions.

My friend and I repeated our visit to the
club of authors; where, upon our entrance,
we found the members all assembled, and en-
gaged in a loud debate. :

The poet, in shabby finery, holding a manu-
script in his hand, was earnestly endeavouring
to persuade the company to hear him read the
first book of an heroic poem, which he had
composed the day before. But against this
all the members very warmly objected. They
knew no reason why any member of the club
should be indulged with a particular hearing,
when many of them had published whole
volumes which had never been looked into.
They insisted that the law should be observed,
where reading in company was ex ressly
noticed. It was in vain that the p aintiff
pleaded the peculiar merit of his piece; he
spoke to an assembly insensible to all his
remonstrances: the book of laws was opened,
and read by the secretary, where it was ex-
pressly enacted, “That whatsoever poet,
speech-maker, critic, or historian, shou}d pre-
sume to engage the company by reading his
own works, he was to lay down sixpence pre-
vious to opening the manuscript, and should
be charged one shilling an hour while he con-
tinued reading: the said shilling to be equally
distributed among {)l!u. company, as a recom-

nse for their trouble.’
peOur poet seemed at first to shrink at the
penalty, hesitating for some time whether h(:-
should deposit the fine, or shut up the poem;
but, looking round, and perceiving two strangers
in the room, his love of fame outweighed his
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prudence, and, laying down the sum by law
established, he insisted on his prerogative.

A profound silence ensuing, he began by
explaining his design. “Gentlemen,” says
he, “the present piece is not one of your com-
mon epic poems, which come from the press
like paper-kites in summer: there are none of
your Turnuses or Didos in it; it is an heroical
description of nature. I only beg you'll en-
deavour to make your souls unison with mine,
and hear with the same enthusiasm with which
I have written. The poem begins with the
description of an author’s bed-chamber: the
picture was sketched in my own apartment;
for you must know, gentlemen, that I am
myself the hero.” Then putting himself into
the attitude of an orator, with all the emphasis
of voice and action, he proceeded:

“Where the Red Lion, flaring o’er the way,
Invites each passing stranger that can pay;
Where Calvert's butt, and Parson’s black cham-

pagne,
Regale the drabs and bloods of Drury-lane :
There, in a lonely room, from bailiffs snug,
The Muse found Scroggen stretched beneath a rug.
A window, patched with paper, lent a ray,
That dimly showed the state in which he lay ;
The sanded floor that grits beneath the tread ;
The humid wall with paltry pictures spread —
The Royal Game of Goose was there in view
And the Twelve Rules the Royal Martyr drew ;
The Seasons, tramed with listing, found a place,
And brave Prince William showed his lamp-black
face.
The morn was cold : he views with keen desire
The rusty grate, unconscious of a fire :
With beer and milk arrears the frieze was scored,
And five cracked teacups dressed the chimney board ;
A night-cap decked his brows instead of bay,
A cap by night —a stocking all the day!"

With this last line he seemed so much elated,
that he was unable to proceed. ‘“There,
gentlemen,” cries he, “there is a description
for you; Rabelais's bed-chamber is but a
fool to it:

* A cap by night — a stocking all the day !’

There is sound, and sense, and truth, and
nature in the trifling compass of ten little
syllables.”

He was too much employed in self-admira-
tion to observe the company; who, by nods,
winks, shrugs, and stifled laughter, testified
every mark of contempt. He turned severally
to each for their opinion, and found all, how-

ever, ready to applaud. One swore it was
inimitable; another said it was damned fine;
and a third cried out in a rapture, “Carissimo /"
At last, addressing himself to the president,
“And pray, Mr. Squint,” says he, “let us
have your opinion.” — “Mine!” answered
the president (taking the manuscript out of
the author’s hand); “may this glass suffocate
me, but I think it equal to anything I have
seen; and I fancy” (continued he, doubling
up the poem and forcing it into the author's
pocket) “that you will get great honour when
it comes out; so I shall beg leave to put it in.
We will not intrude upon your good-nature, in
desiring to hear more of it at present; ex
ungue Herculem, we are salisﬁecf, perfectly
satisfied.” The author made two or three
attempts to pull it out a second time, and the
president made as many to prevent him.
Thus, though with reluctance, he was at last
obliged to sit down, contented with the com-
mendations for which he had paid.

When this tempest of poetry and praise was
blown over, one of the company changed the
subject, by wondering how any man could be
so dull as to write poetry at present, since
prose itself would hardly pay. “Would you
think it, gentlemen,” continued he, “I have
actually written, last week, sixteen prayers,
twelve bawdy jests, and three sermons, all at
the rate of sixpence a-piece; and, what is still
more extraordinary, the bookseller has lost by
the bargain. Such sermons would once have
gained me a prebend’s stall; but now, alas!
we have neither piety, taste, nor humour
among us! Positively, if this season does not
turn out better than it has begun, unless the
ministry commit some blunders to furnish us
with a new topic of abuse, I shall resume my
old business of working at the press, instead
of finding it employment.”

The whole club seemed to join in condemn-
ing the season, as one of the worst that had
come for some time: a gentleman particularly
observed that the nobility were never known
to subscribe worse than at present. “I know
not how it happens,” said he, “though I follow
them up as close as possible, yet I can hardly
get a single subscription in a week. The
houses of the great are as inaccessible as a
frontier garrison at midnight. I never see a
nobleman’s door half opened, that some surly
porter or footman does not stand full in the
breach. I was yesterday to wait with a sub-
scription proposal upon my Lord Squash, the
Creolan. I had posted myself at his door
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the whole morning, and, just as he was getting
into his coach, thrust my proposal snug into
his hand, folded up in the form of a letter
from myself. He just glanced at the super-
scription, and not knowing the hand, con-
signed it to his valet-de-chambre; this respect-
able personage treated it as his master, and
put it into the hands of the porter; the porter
grasped my proposal frowning; and, measur-
ing my figure from top to toe, put it back into
my own hands unopened.”

“To the devil I pitch all the nobility!”
cries a little man, in a peculiar accent; “T am
sure they have of lale used me most scurvily.
You must know, gentlemen, some time ago,
upon the arrival of a certain noble duke from
his travels, I sat myself down, and vamped up
a fine flaunting poetical panegyric, which I
had written in such a strain, that I fancied it
would have even wheedled milk from a mouse.
In this T represented the whole kingdom wel-
coming his grace to his native soil, not for-
getting the loss France and Italy would sustain
in their arts by his departure. I expected to
touch for a bank-bill at least; so, folding up
my verses in gilt paper, I gave my last half-
crown to a genteel servant to be the bearer.
My letter was safely conveyed to his grace,
and the servant, after four hours’ absence,
during which time I led the life of a fiend,
returned with a letter four times as big as mine.
Guess my ecstacy at the prospect of so fine a
return. I eagerly took the packet into my
hands, that trembled to receive it. I kept it
some time unopened before me, brooding over
the expected treasure it contained; when open-
ing it, as I hope to be saved, gentlemen,
his grace had sent me in payment for my
poem, no bank-bills, but six copies of verses,
each longer than mine, addressed to him upon
the same occasion.”

“A nobleman,” cries a member, who had
hitherto been silent, ““is created as much for
the confusion of us authors, as the catch-pole.
I'll tell you a story, gentlemen, which is as
true as that this pipe is made of clay: — When
I was delivered of my first book, I owed my
tailor for a suit of clothes; but that is nothing
new, you know, and may be any man’s case
as well as mine. Well, owing him for a suit
of clothes, and hearing that my book took very
well, he sent for his money and insisted upon
being paid immediately. Though I was at
that time rich in fame — for my book ran like
wild-fire — yet I was very short in money,
and, being unable to satisfy his demand, pru-

dently resolved to keep my chamber, pre-
ferring a prison of my own choosing at home,
to one of my tailor’s choosing abroad. In
vain the bailiffs used all their arts to decoy
me from my citadel; in vain they sent to let
me know that a gentleman wanted to speak
with me at the next tavern; in vain they came
with an urgent message from my aunt in the
country; in vain I was told that a particular
friend was at the point of death, and desired
to take his last farewell: — 1 was deaf, insen-
sible, rock, adamant; the bailiffs could make
no impression on my hard heart, for I effectu-
ally kept my liberty by never stirring out of the
room.

“This was very well for a fortnight; when
one morning I received a most splendid mes-
sage from the Earl of Doomsday, importing,
that he had read my book, and was in raptures
with every line of it; he impatiently longed
to see the author, and had some designs which
might turn out greatly to my -advantage. I
paused upon the contents of this message, and
found there could be no deceit, for the card
was gilt at the edges, and the bearer, I was
told, had quite the looks of a gentleman.
Witness, ye powers, how my heart triumphed
at my own importance! I saw a long per-
spective of felicity before me; I applauded
the taste of the times which never saw genius
forsaken: I had prepared a set introductory
speech for the occasion; five glaring compli-
ments for his lordship, and two more modest
for myself. The next morning, therefore, in
order to be punctual to my appointment, I
took coach, and ordered the fellow to drive
to the street and house mentioned in his lord-
ship’s address. I had the precaution to pull
up the windows as I went along, to keep off
the busy part of mankind, and, big with ex-
pectation, fancied the coach never went fast
enough. At length, however, the wished for
moment of its stopping arrived: this for some
time I impatiently expected, and letting down
the window in a transport, in order to take a
previous view of his lordship’s magnificent
palace and situation, I found — poison to my
sight! — I found myself not in an elegant
street, but a paltry lane; not at a nobleman’s
door, but the door of a spunging-house: I
found the coachman had all this while been
just driving me to jail; and I saw the bailiff,
with a devil's face, coming out to secure me.”

To a philosopher, no circumstance, how-
ever trifling, is too minute; he finds instruc-
tion and entertainment in occurrences, which
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are passed over by the rest of mankind, as low
trite, and indifferent; it is from the number oi]'
these particulars, which to many appear in-
significant, that he is at last enabled to form
general conclusions; this, therefore, must be
my excuse for sending so far as China, accounts
of manners and follies, which, though minute
in th.ﬂr Own nature, serve more truly to char-
acterise this people, than histories of their
public treaties, courts, ministers, negotiations
and ambassadors. Adieu. ,

EDMUND BURKE (1729-17g7)

From SPEECH ON THE NABOB OF
ARCOT’S DEBTS

The great fortunes made in India, in the
begmnl_ngs of conquest, naturally excited an
emulation in all the parts and through the whole
succession of the Company’s service. But in
the Company it gave rise to other sentiments.
They did not find the new channels of acquisi-
tion flow with equal riches to them. On the
contrary, the high flood-tide of private emolu-
ment was generally in the lowest ebb of thejr
affairs. They began also to fear that the for-
tune of war might take away what the fortune
of war had given. Wars were accordingly
discouraged by repeated in junctions and
menaces: and that the servants might not be
bribed into them by the native princes, they
were strictly forbidden to take any money
wha!som:cr from their hands. But vehement
passion is ingenious in resources. The Com-
pany’s servants were not only stimulated, but
better instructed by the prohibition. They
soon fell upon a contrivance which answered
their purposes far better than the methods which
were forbidden: though in this also they vio-
lated an ancient, but they thought, an ab-
rogated order. They reversed their proceed-
ings. Instead of receiving presents, they made

ans. Instead of carrying on wars in their
own name, they contrived an authority, at once
irresistible and irresponsible, in whose name
they might ravage at pleasure; and being thus
freed from all restraint, they indulged them-
Selves in the most extravagant speculations of
plunder. The cabal of creditors who have been
the object of the late bountiful grant from his

ajesty’s ministers, in order to possess them-
selves, under the name of creditors and assign-
ees, of every country in India, as fast as it
should be conquered, inspired into the mind of
the Nabob of Arcot (then a dependent on the

Company of the humblest order) a scheme of
the most wild and desperate ambition that I
believe ever was admitted into the thoughts of
4 man so situated. First, they persuaded him
to consider himself as a principal member in
the political system of Europe. In the next
place, they held out to him, and he readily
imbibed, the idea of the general empire of
Hindostan. As a preliminary to this under-
ta_kmg,. they prevailed on him to propose a
tripartite division of that vast country: one
part to the Company; another to the Mahrat-
tas; and the third to himself. To himself he
reserved all the southern part of the great
peninsula, comprehended under the general
name of the Deccan,

On this scheme of their servants, the Com-
pany was to appear in the Carnatic in no other
hghl_ than as a contractor for the provision of
armies, and the hire of mercenaries for his use
and under his direction. This disposition was
to be secured by the Nabob's putting himself
under the guaranty of France, and, by the
means of that- rival nation, pre\'en]ting the
English forever from assuming an equality
much less a superiority, in the Carnatic. In
pursuance of this treasonable project, (treason-
able on the part of the English,) they extin-
guished the Company as a sovereign power in
that part of India; they withdrew the Com-
pany’s garrisons out of all the forts and strong-
holds of the Carnatic; they declined to receive
the ambassadors from foreign courts, and re-
mitted them to the Nabob of Arcot; ,Ihcv fell
upon, and totally destroyed, the oldest ally
of the Company, the king of Tanjore, and
]_J]umlef‘ed the country to the amount of near
five millions sterling; one after another, in
the Nabob’s name, but with English fu’rce
they brought into a miserable servitude all the
princes and great independent nobility of a vast
country. In proportion to these treasons and
violences, which ruined the people, the fund

of the Nabob’s debt grew and flourished.
Among the victims to this magnificent plan
of universal plunder, worthy of the heroic
avarice of the projectors, you have all heard
(and he has made himself to be well remem-
l)'crcd) of an Indian chief called Hyder Al
Khan. This man possessed the western, as
the Company, under the name of the Nahob
o‘f Arc'nt, does the eastern division of the
Carnatic. It was among the leading measures
in the de}s"igr'l ?f this cabal (according to their
own emphatic language) to extirpate this Hyde
Ali. They declared the Nabobpgf Arcm”tédl;
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his sovereign, and himself to be a rebel, and
publicly invested their instrument with the
sovereignty of the kingdom of Mysore. But
their victim was not of the passive kind. They
were soon obliged to conclude a treaty of peace
and close alliance with this rebel, at the gates
of Madras. Both before and since that treaty,
every principle of policy pointed out this power
as a natural alliance; and on his part it was
courted by every sort of amicable office. But
the cabinet council of English creditors would
not suffer their Nabob of Arcot to sign the
treaty, nor even to give to a prince at least his
equal the ordinary titles of respect and courtesy.
From that time forward, a continued plot was
carried on within the divan, black and white,
of the Nabob of Arcot, for the destruction
of Hyder Ali. As to the outward members of
the double, or rather treble government of
Madras, which had signed the treaty, they were
always prevented by some overruling influence
(which they do not describe, but which cannot
be misunderstood) from performing what jus-
tice and interest combined so evidently to
enforce.

When at length Hyder Ali found that he had
to do with men who either would sign no con-
vention, or whom no treaty and no signature
could bind, and who were the determined
enemies of human intercourse itself, he decreed
to make the country possessed by these in-
corrigible and predestinated criminals a mem-
orable example to mankind. He resolved, in
the gloomy recesses of a mind capacious of
such things, to leave the whole Carnatic an
everlasting monument of vengeance, and to
put perpetual desolation as a barrier between
him and those against whom the faith which
holds the moral elements of the world together
was no protection. He became at length so
confident of his force, so collected in his might,
that he made no secret whatsoever of his
dreadful resolution. Having terminated his
disputes with every enemy and every rival,
who buried their mutual animosities in their
common detestation against the creditors of
the Nabob of Arcot, he drew from every
quarter whatever a savage ferocity could add
to his new rudiments in the arts of destruction;
and compounding all the materials of fury,
havoc, and desolation into one black cloud,
he hung for a while on the declivities of the
mountains. Whilst the authors of all these
evils were idly and stupidly gazing on this
menacing meteor, which blackened all their
horizon, it suddenly burst, and poured down

the whole of its contents upon the plains of the
Carnatic. ‘Then ensued a scene of woe, the
like of which no eye had seen, no heart con-
ceived, and which no tongue can adequately
tell. All the horrors of war before known or
heard of were mercy to that new havoc. A
storm of universal fire blasted every field, con-
sumed every house, destroyed every temple.
The miserable inhabitants, flying from their
flaming villages, in part were slaughtered;
others, without regard to sex, to age, to the
respect of rank or sacredness of function,
fathers torn from children, husbands from
wives, enveloped in a whirlwind of cavalry,
and amidst the goading spears of drivers, and
the trampling of pursuing horses, were swept
into captivity in an unknown and hostile land.
Those who were able to evade this tempest
fled to the walled cities; but escaping from fire,
sword, and exile, they fell into the jaws of
famine.

The alms of the settlement, in this dreadful
exigency, were certainly liberal; and all was
done by charity that private charity could do:
but it was a people in beggary; it was a nation
which stretched out its hands for food. For
months together, these creatures of sufferance,
whose very excess and luxury in their most
plenteous days had fallen short of the allow-
ance of our austerest fasts, silent, patient,
resigned, without sedition or disturbance,
almost without complaint, perished by an hun-
dred a day in the streets of Madras; every day
seventy at least laid their bodies in the streets
or on the glacis of Tanjore, and expired of
famine in the granary of India. I was going
to awake your justice towards this unhappy
part of our fellow-citizens, by bringing before
you some of the circumstances of this plague
of hunger: of all the calamities which beset
and waylay the life of man, this comes the
nearest to our heart, and is that wherein the
proudest of us all feels himself to be nothing
more than he is: but I find myself unable to
manage it with decorum; these details are of a
species of horror so nauseous and disgusting,
they are so degrading to the sufferers and to the
hearers, they are so humiliating to human
nature itself, that, on better thoughts, I find
it more advisable to throw a pall over this
hideous object, and to leave it to your general
conceptions.

For eighteen months, without intermission,
this destruction raged from the gates of Madras
to the gates of Tanjore ; and so completely
did these masters in their art, Hyder Ali and

SPEECH ON THE NABOB OF ARCOT'S DEBTS 269

his more ferocious son, absolve themselves
of their impious vow, that, when the British
armies traversed, as they did, the Carnatic
for hundreds of miles in all directions, through
the whole line of their march they did not see
one man, not one woman, not one child, not
one four-footed beast of any description what-
ever. One dead, uniform silence reigned over
the whole region. With the inconsiderable
exceptions of the narrow vicinage of some few
forts, T wish to be understood as speaking
literally. I mean to produce to you more
than three witnesses, above all exception, who
will support this assertion in its full extent.
That hurricane of war passed through every
part of the central provinces of the Carnatic.
Six or seven districts to the north and to the
south (and these not wholly untouched) es-
caped the general ravage.

_The Carnatic is a country not much infe-
rior in extent to England.  Figure to yourself,
Mr. Speaker, the land in whose representative
chair you sit; figure to yourself the form and
fashion of your sweet and cheerful country
from Thames to Trent, north and south, and
from the Irish to the German Sea, east and west,
emptied and embowelled (may God avert the
omen of our crimes!) by so accomplished a
desolation. Extend your imagination a little
further, and then suppose your ministers taking
a survey of this scene of waste and desolation.
What would be your thoughts, if you should be
informed that they were computing how much
had been the amount of the excises, how much
the customs, how much the land and malt tax,
in order that they should charge (take it in the
most favourable light) for public service, upon
the relics of the satiated vengeance of relent-
less enemies, the whole of what England had
yielded in the most exuberant seasons of peace
and abundance? What would you call it?
To call it tyranny sublimed into madness would
be too faint an image; yet this very madness is
the principle upon which the ministers at your
right hand have proceeded in their estimate
of the revenues of the Carnatic, when they were
providing, not supply for the establishments of
its protection, but rewards for the authors of
1ts ruin,

Every day you are fatigued and disgusted
with this cant, “The Carnatic is a country that
will soon recover, and become instantly as
prosperous as ever.” They think they are
talking to innocents, who will believe, that, by
sowing of dragons’ teeth, men may come up
ready grown and ready armed. They who will

give themselves the trouble of considering (for
it requires no great reach of thought, no very
profound knowledge) the manner in which man-
kind are increased, and countries cultivated,
will regard all this raving as it ought to be re-
garded. In order that the people, aiter a long
period of vexation and plunder, may be in a
condition to maintain government, government
must begin by maintaining them. Here the
road to economy lies not through receipt,
but through expense; and in that country
Nature has given no short cut to your object.
Men must propagate, like other animals, by
the ‘mouth. Never did oppression light the
nuptial torch; never did extortion and usury
spread out the genial bed. Does any of you
think that England, so wasted, would, under
such a nursing attendance, so rapidly and
cheaply recover? But he is meanly acquainted
with either England or India who does not know
that England would a thousand times sooner
resume population, fertility, and what ought to
be the ultimate secretion from both, revenue,
than such a country as the Carnatic,
The Carnatic is not by the bounty of Nature
a fertile soil. The general size of its cattle is
proof enough that it is much otherwise. It is
some days since I moved that a curious and
interesting map, kept in the India House, should
be laid before you. The India House is not yet
in readiness to send it; I have therefore brought
down my own copy, and there it lies for the use
of any gentleman who may think such a matter
worthy of his attention. It is, indeed, a noble
map, and of noble things; but it is decisive
against the golden dreams and sanguine specu-
lations of avarice run mad. In addition to what
you know must be the case in every part of the
world, (the necessity of a previous provision
of habitation, seed, stock, capital,) that map
will show you that the uses of the influences of
Heaven itself are in that country a work of
art. The Carnatic is refreshed by few or no
living brooks or running streams, and it has
rain only at a season; but its product of rice
exacts the use of water subject to perpetual
command. This is the national bank of the
Carnatic, on which it must have a perpetual
credit, or it perishes irretrievably. For that
reason, in the happier times of India, a number,
almost incredible, of reservoirs have been made
in chosen places throughout the whole country:
they are formed, for the greater part, of mounds
of earth and stones, with sluices of solid masonry;
the whole constructed with admirable skill and
labour, and maintained at a mighty charge. In
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the territory contained in that map alone, I
have been at the trouble of reckoning the res-
ervoirs, and they amount to upwards of eleven
hundred, from the extent of two or three acres
to five miles in circuit. From these reservoirs
currents are occasionally drawn over the fields,
and these watercourses again call for a consid-
erable expense to keep them properly scoured
and duly levelled. Taking the district in that
map as a measure, there cannot be in the Car-
natic and Tanjore fewer than ten thousand of
these reservoirs of the larger and middling di-
mensions, to say nothing of those for domestic
services, and the use of religious purificstion.
These are not the enterprises of your power, nor
in a style of magnificence suited to the taste of
your minister. These are the monuments of
real kings, who were the fathers of their people,
— testators to a posterity which they embraced
as their own. These are the grand sepulchres
built by ambition, — but by the ambition of an
insatiable benevolence, which, not conte.mcd
with reigning in the dispensation of happiness
during the contracted term of human life, had
strained, with all the reachings and graspings
of a vivacious mind, to extend the dominion
of their bounty beyond the limits of Nature,
and to perpetuate themselves through genera-
tions of generations, the guarc_hans, the pro-
tectors, the nourishers of m:ml.und.

Long before the late invasion, the persons
who are objects of the grant of public money
now before you had so diverted the supply
of the pious funds of culture and population,
that everywhere the reservoirs were fallen into
a miserable decay. But after those domestic
enemies had provoked the entry of a cruel
foreign foe into the country, he did not leave
it, until his revenge had completed the de-
struction begun by their avarice. Few, very
few indeed, of these magazines of water that are
not either totally destroyed, or cut lhrough with
such gaps as to require a serious attention and
much cost to reéstablish them, as the means of
present subsistence to the people and of future
revenue to the state. _

What, Sir, would a virtuous and c;nhghtened
ministry do, on the view of the ruins of such
works before them? —on the view of such
a chasm of desolation as that which yawned in
the midst of those countries, to the north anfl
south, which still bore some vestiges of culti-
vation? They would have reduced all their
most necessary establishments; they would have
suspended the justest payments; they would
have employed every shilling derived from the
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producing to reanimate the powers of the
unproductive parts. While they were perform-
ing this fundamental duty, whilst they were
celebrating these mysteries of justice and
humanity, they would have told the corps of
fictitious creditors, whose crimes were their
claims, that they must keep an awful distance,
— that they must silence their inauspicious
tongues,— that they must hold off their profane,
unhallowed paws from this holy work; they
would have proclaimed, with a voice that
should make itseli heard, that on every coun-
try the first creditor is the plough, — that this
original, indefeasible claim supersedes every
other demand. )
This is what a wise and virtuous ministry
would have done and said. This, therefore,
is what our minister could never think of
saying or doing. A ministry of another kind
would have first improved the country, and have
thus laid a solid foundation for future opulence
and future force. But on this grand point of
the restoration of the country there is not one
syllable to be found in the correspondence of
our ministers, from the first to the last; they
felt nothing for a land desolated by fire, sword,
and famine: their sympathies took another
direction; they were touched with pity for
bribery, so long tormented with a fruitless
itching of its palms; their bowels yearned
for usury, that had long missed the harvest of
its returning months; they felt for p{;cul:_nton,
which had been for so many years raking in the
dust of an empty treasury; they were melted
into compassion for rapine and oppression,
licking their dry, parched, unbloody jaws.
These were the objects of their solicitude.
These were the necessities for which they
were studious to provide. * * * ¥ #

FroM REFLECTIONS ON THE REVOLU-
TION IN FRANCE

This, my dear Sir, was not the lrium_ph qf
France. I must believe, that, as a nation, it
overwhelmed you with shame and horror.
I must believe that the National Assembly
find themselves in a state of the greatest humilia-
tion in not being able to punish the authors of
this triumph or the actors in it, and that they
are in a situation in which any inquiry they may
make upon the subject must be destitute even
of the appearance of liberty or impartiality.
The apology of that assembly is found in their
situation; but when we approve what they
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must bear, it is in us the degenerate choice of
a vitiated mind.

With a compelled appearance of deliberation,
they vote under the dominion of a stern neces-
sity. They sit in the heart, as it were, of a
foreign republic: they have their residence in
a tity whose constitution has emanated neither
from the charter of their King nor from their
legislative power. There they are surrounded
by an army not raised either by the authority
of their crown or by their command, and which,
if they should order to dissolve itself, would
instantly dissolve them. There they sit, after
a gang of assassins had driven away some
hundreds of the members; whilst those who
held the same moderate principles, with more
patience or. better hope, continued every day
exposed to outrageous insults and murderous
threats. There a majority, sometimes real,
sometimes pretended, captive itself, compels
a captive king to issue as royal edicts, at third
hand, the polluted nonsense of their most
licentious and giddy coffee-houses. It is no-
torious that all their measures are decided
before they are debated. It is beyond doubt,
that, under the terror of the bayonet, and the
lamp-post, and the torch to their houses, they
are obliged to adopt all the crude and desper-
ate measures suggested by clubs composed of
a monstrous medley of all conditions, tongues,
and nations. Among these are found persons
in comparison of whom Catiline would be
thought scrupulous, and Cethegus a man of
sobriety and moderation. Nor is it in these
clubs alone that the public measures are de-
formed into monsters. They undergo a pre-
vious distortion in academies, intended as so
many seminaries for these clubs, which are set
up in all the places of public resort. In these
meetings of all sorts, every counsel, in pro-

rtion as it is daring and violent and perfidious,
18 taken for the mark of superior genius.
Humanity and compassion are ridiculed as
the fruits of superstition and ignorance. Ten-
derness to individuals is considered as treason
to the public. Liberty is always to be esti-
mated perfect as property is rendered insecure.
Amidst assassination, massacre, and confisca-
tion, perpetrated or meditated, they are form-
ing plans for the good order of future society.
Embracing in their arms the carcasses of base
eriminals, and promoting their relations on the
title of their offences, they drive hundreds of
¥irtuous persons to the same end, by forcing
them to subsist by beggary or by crime.

The Assembly, their organ, acts before them

the farce of deliberation with as little decency
as liberty. They act like the comedians of
a fair, before a riotous audience; they act
amidst the tumultuous cries of a mixed mob
of ferocious men, and of women lost to shame,
who, according to their insolent fancies, direct,
control, applaud, explode them, and sometimes
mix and take their seats amongst them,—
domineering over them with a strange mixture
of servile petulance and proud, presumptuous
authority. As they have inverted order in all
things, the gallery is in the place of the house.
This, Assembly, which overthrows kings and
kingdoms, has not even the physiognomy
and aspect of a grave legislative body, — nec
color imperii, nec frons erat ulla senatus.
They have a power given to them, like that of
the Evil Principle, to subvert and destroy, —
but none to construct, except such machines as
may be fitted for further subversion and further
destruction.

Who is it that admires, and from the heart is
attached to national representative assemblies,
but must turn with horror and disgust from
such a profane burlesque and abominable
perversion of that sacred institute? Lovers
of monarchy, lovers of republics, must alike
abhor it. The members of your Assembly
must themselves groan under the tyranny of
which they have all the shame, none of the
direction, and little of the profit. I am sure
many of the members who compose even the
majority of that body must feel as I do, not-
withstanding the applauses of the Revolution
Society. Miserable king! miserable Assembly!
How must that Assembly be silently scan-
dalised with those 6f their members who could
call a day which seemed to blot the sun out of
heaven “un beau jour!” How must they be
inwardly indignant at hearing others who
thought fit to declare to them, “that the vessel
of the state would fly forward in her course
towards regeneration with more speed than
ever,” from the stiff gale of treason and mur-
der which preceded our preacher’s triumph!
What must they have felt, whilst, with outward
patience and inward indignation, they heard of
the slaughter of innocent gentlemen in their
houses, that “the blood spilled was not the most
pure!” What must they have felt, when they
were besieged by complaints of disorders which
shook their country to its foundations, at being
compelled coolly to tell the complainants that
they were under the protection of the law, and
that they would address the king (the captive
king) to cause the laws to be enforced for their




