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a kind of curve along the line of deep water,
so0 as not to be turned by any means in the 5.W.
By Buonaparte’s desire, he had offered a
reward of 10,000 livres to any pilot of the
country who would carry the squadron in; but
none could be found who would venture to
take charge of a single vessel drawing more
than twenty feet. He had, therefore, made
the best of his situation, and chosen the strong-
est position which he could possibly take in an
open road. The commissary of the fleet said,
they were moored in such a manner as to bid
defiance to a force more than double their own.
This presumption could not then be thought
unreasonable. Admiral Barrington, when
moored in a similar manner off St. Lucia, in
the year 1778, beat off the Comte d'Estaing
in three several attacks, though his force was
inferior by almost one-third to that which as-
sailed it.” Here, the advantage of numbers,
both in ships, guns, and men, was in favour
of the French. They had thirteen ships of
the line and four frigates, carrying 1,196 guns,
and 11,230 men. The English had the same
number of ships of the line, and one fifty-gun
ship, carrying 1,012 guns, and 8,068 men. The
English ships were all seventy-four; the
French had three eighty-gun ships, and one
three-decker of 120.

During the whole pursuit, it had been
Nelson's practice, whenever circumstances
would permit, to have his captains on board the
Vanguard, and explain to them his own ideas of
the different and best modes of attack, and such
plans as he proposed to execute, on falling in
with the enemy, whatever their situation might
be. There is no possible position, it is said,
which he did not take into calculation. His
officers were thus fully acquainted with his
principles of tactics: and such was his confi-
dence in their abilities, that the only thing
determined upon, in case they should find the
French at anchor, was for the ships to form
as most convenient for their mutual support,
and to anchor by the stern. “First gain the
victory,” he said, “and then make the best use
of it you can.” 'The moment he perceived the
position of the French, that intuitive genius
with which Nelson was endowed displayed
itself; and it instantly struck him, that where
there was room for an enemy’s ship to swing,
there was room for one of ours to anchor.
The plan which he intended to pursue, there-
fore, was to keep entirely on the outer side of
the French line, and station his ships, as far as
he was able, one on the outer bow, and another

on the outer quarter, of each of the enemy’s.
This plan of doubling on the enemy’s ships
was projected by Lord Hood, when he designed
to attack the French fleet at their anchor-
age in Gourjean Road. Lord Hood found
it impossible to make the attempt; but the
thought was not lost upon Nelson, who acknow-
ledged himself, on this occasion, indebted for
it to his old and excellent commander. Cap-
tain Berry, when he comprehended the scope
of the design, exclaimed with transport, “If
we succeed, what will the world say!” —
“There is no if in the case,” replied the Ad-
miral: “that we shall succeed, is certain: who
may live to tell the story, is a very different
question.”

As the squadron advanced, they were assailed
by a shower of shot and shells from the batteries
on the island, and the enemy opened a steady
fire from the starboard side of their whole line,
within half gun-shot distance, full into the bows
of -our van ships. It was received in silence:
the men on board every ship were employed
aloft in furling sails, and below in tending the
braces, and making ready for anchoring. A
miserable sight for the French; who, with all
their skill, and all their courage, and all their
advantages of numbers and situation, were upon
that element on which, when the hour of trial
comes, a Frenchman has no hope. Admiral
Brueys was a brave and able man; yet the in-
delible character of his country broke out in
one of his letters, wherein he delivered it as his
private opinion, that the English had missed
him, because, not being superior in force, they
did not think it prudent to try their strength
with him. — The moment was now come In
which he was to be undeceived.

A French brig was instructed to decoy the
English, by manceuvring so as to tempt them
toward a shoal lying off the island of Bekier;
but Nelson either knew the danger, or sus-
pected some deceit; and the lure was unsuc-
cessful. Captain Foley led the way in the
Goliath, outsailing the Zealous, which for some
minutes disputed this post of honour with him.
He had long conceived that if the enemy were
moored in line of battle in with the land, the
best plan of attack would be to lead between
them and the shore, because the French guns
on that side were not likely to be manned, nor
even ready for action. Intending, therefore,
to fix himself on the inner bow of the Guerrier,
he kept as near the edge of the bank as the
depth of water would admit; but his anchor
hung, and having opened his fire, he drifted
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to the second ship, the Conguérant, before it
was clear; then anchored by the stern, inside
of her, and in ten minutes shot away her mast.
Hood, in the Zealous, perceiving this, took the
station which the Goliath intended to have
occupied, and fotally disabled the Guerrier
in twelve minutes. The third ship which
doubled the enemy’s van was the Orion, Sir J.
Saumarez; she passed to windward of the
Zealous, and opened her larboard guns as long
as they bore on the Guerrier; then passing
inside the Goliath, sunk a frigate which annoyed
her, hauled round toward the French line, and
anchoring inside, between the fifth and sixth
ships from the Guerrier, took her station on the
larboard bow of the Franklin, and the quarter
of the Peuple Souverain, receiving and returning
the fire of both. The sun was now nearly
down. The Audacious, Captain Gould, pour-
ing a heavy fire into the Guerrier and the Con-
quérant, fixed herself on the larboard bow of
the latter; and when that ship struck, passed
on to the Peuple Souverain. The Theseus,
Captain Miller, followed, brought down the
Guerrier's remaining main and mizzen masts,
then anchored inside of the Spartiate, the third
in the French line.

While these advanced ships doubled the
French line, the Vanguard was the first that
anchored on the outer side of the enemy, within
half pistol shot of their third ship, the Spartiate.
Nelson had six colours flying in different parts
of his rigging, lest they should be shot away; —
that they should be struck, no British Admiral
considers as a possibility. He veered half a
cable, and instantly opened a tremendous fire;
under cover of which the other four ships of
his division, the Minotaur, Bellerophon, De-
fence, and Majestic, sailed on ahead of the
Admiral. In a few minutes, every man sta-
tioned at the first six guns in the fore part of
the Vanguard’s deck was killed or wounded —
these guns were three times cleared. Captain
Louis, in the Minotaur, anchored next ahead,
and took off the fire of the Aquilon, the fourth
in the enemy’s line. The Bellerophon, Captain
Darby, passed ahead and dropped her stern
anchor on the starboard bow of the Orient,
seventh in the line, Brueys’ own ship, of one
hundred and twenty guns, whose difference of
force was in proportion of more than seven to
three, and whose weight of ball, from the lower
deck alone, exceeded that from the whole
broadside of the Bellerophon. Captain Peyton,
in the Defence, took his station ahead of the
Minotawr, and engaged the Franklin, the sixth

in the line; by which judicious movement
the British line remained unbroken. The
Majestic, Captain Westcott, got entangled with
the main rigging of one of the French ships
astern of the Orient, and suffered dreadfully
from that three-decker’s fire: but she swung
clear, and closely engaging the Heureux, the
ninth ship on the starboard bow, received also
the fire of the Tonnant, which was the eighth
in the line. 'The other four ships of the British
squadron, having been detached previous to the
discovery of the French, were at a considerable
distance when the action began. It commenced
at half after six; about seven, night closed,
and there was no other light than that of the
fire of the contending fleets.

Troubridge, in the Cuiloden, then foremost
of the remaining ships, was two leagues astern.
He came on sounding, as the others had done:
as he advanced, the increasing darkness in-
creased the difficulty of the navigation; and
suddenly, after having found eleven fathoms
water, before the lead could be hove again,
he was fast aground: nor could all his own
exertions, joined fo those of the Leander and
the Mutine brig, which came to his assistance,
get him off in time to bear a part in the action.
His ship, however, served as a beacon to the
Alexander and Swiftsure, which would else,
from the course which they were holding, have
gone considerably farther on the reef, and must
inevitably have been lost. These ships entered
the bay, and took their stations, in the darkness,
in a manner long spoken of with admiration
by all who remembered it. Captain Hallowell,
in the Swiftsure, as he was bearing down, fell
in with what seemed to be a strange sail:
Nelson had directed his ships to hoist four
lights horizontally at the mizzen-peak, as soon
as it became dark; and this vessel had no such
distinction. Hallowell, however, with great
judgment, ordered his men not to fire: if she
was an enemy, he said, she was in too disabled
a state to escape; but, from her sails being
loose, and the way in which her head was, it
was probable she might be an English ship.
It was the Bellerophon, overpowered by the
huge Orient: her lights had gone overboard,
nearly 200 of her crew were killed or
wounded, all her masts and cables had been
shot away; and she was drifting out of the line,
toward the lee side of the bay. Her station,
at this important time, was occupied by the
Swiftsure, which opened a steady fire on the
quarter of the Franklin, and the bows of the
French Admiral. At the same instant, Cap-
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tain Ball, with the Alexander, passed under his
stern, and anchored within side on his larboard
quarter, raking him, and keeping up a severe
fire of musketry upon his decks. The last
ship which arrived to complete the destruc-
tion of the enemy was the Leander. Captain
Thompson, finding that nothing could be done
that night to get off the Culloden, advanced
with the intention of anchoring athwart-hawse
of the Orient. The Franklin was so near her
ahead, that there was not room for him to pass
clear of the two; he, therefore, took his station
athwart-hawse of the latter, in such a position
as to rake both.

The two first ships of the French line had
been dismasted within a quarter of an hour
after the commencement of the action; and the
others had in that time suffered so severely,
that victory was already certain. The third,
fourth, and fifth were taken possession of at
half-past eight.

Meantime Nelson received a severe wound
on the head from a piece of landridge shot.
Captain Berry caught him in his arms as he
was falling. The great effusion of blood
occasioned an apprehension that the wound
was mortal: Nelson himself thought so: a
large flap of the skin of the forehead, cut from
the bone, had fallen over one eye: and the
other being blind, he was in total darkness.
When he was carried down, the surgeon, -
in the midst of a scene scarcely to be conceived
by those who have never seen a cockpit in time
of action, and the heroism which is displayed
amid its horrors, — with a natural and pardon-
able eagerness, quitted the poor fellow then
under his hands, that he might instantly attend
the Admiral. “No!” said Nelson, “I will take
my turn with my brave fellows.” Nor would
he suffer his own wound to be examined till
every man who had been previously wounded
was properly attended to. Fully believing that
the wound was mortal, and that he was about
to die, as he had ever desired, in battle and in
victory, he called the chaplain, and desired
him to deliver what he supposed to be his dy-
ing remembrance to Lady Nelson: he then sent
for Captain Louis on board from the Minofaur,
that he might thank him personally for the great
assistance which he had rendered to the Van-
guard; and, ever mindful of those who deserved
to be his friends, appointed Captain Hardy
from the brig to the command of his own ship,
Captain Berry having to go home with the news
of the victory. When the surgeon came in due
time to examine his wound (for it was in vain

to entreat him to let it be examined sooner),
the most anxious silence prevailed; and the
joy of the wounded men, and of the whole
crew, when they heard that the hurt was merely
superficial, gave Nelson deeper pleasure, than
the unexpected assurance that his life was in
no danger. The surgeon requested, and as far
as he could, ordered him to remain quiet: but
Nelson could not rest. He called for his secre-
tary, Mr. Campbell, to write the despatches.
Campbell had himself been wounded; and
was so affected at the blind and suffering
state of the Admiral, that he was unable to
write. The chaplain was then sent for; but,
before he came; Nelson, with his characteristic
eagerness, took the pen, and contrived to trace
a few words, marking his devout sense of the
success which had already been obtained. He
was now left alone; when suddenly a cry was
heard on the deck, that the Orient was on fire.
In the confusion, he found his way up, unas-
sisted and unnoticed, and, to the astonishment
of every one, appeared on the quarter-deck,
where he immediately gave orders that boats
should be sent to the relief of the enemy.

It was soon after nine that the fire on board
the Orieni broke out. Brueys was dead: he
had received three wounds, yet would not leave
his post: a fourth cut him almost in two.
He desired not to be carried below, but to
be left to die upon deck. The flames soon
mastered his ship. Her sides had just been
painted; and the oil-jars and paint-buckets
were lying on the poop. By the prodigious
light of this conflagration, the situation of the
two fleets could now be perceived, the colours
of both being clearly distinguishable. About
ten o’clock the ship blew up, with a shock
which was felt to the very bottom of every
vessel.

Many of her officers and men jumped over-
board, some clinging to the spars and pieces
of wreck, with which the sea was strewn,
others swimming to escape from the destruction
which they momentarily dreaded. Some were
picked up by our boats; and some, even in the
heat and fury of the action, were dragged into
the lower ports of the nearest British vessel
by the British sailors. The greater part of her
crew, however, stood the danger till the last,
and continued to fire from the lower deck.
This tremendous explosion was followed by
a silence not less awful: the firing immediately
ceased on both sides; and the first sound which
broke the silence was the dash of her shattered
masts and yards, falling into the water from
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the vast height to which they had been exploded.
It is upon record, that a battle between two
armies was once broken off by an earthquake:
such an event would be felt like a miracle; but
no incident in war, produced by human means,
has ever equalled the sublimity of this co-in-
stantaneous pause, and all its circumstances.

About seventy of the Orient’s crew were
saved by the English boats. Among the many
hundreds who perished were the Commodore,
Casa-Bianca, and his son, a brave boy, only ten
years old. They were seen floating on a shat-
tered mast when the ship blew up. She had
money on board (the plunder of Malta) to the
amount of 60o,000l. sterling. The masses of
burning wreck, which were scattered by the
explosion, excited for some moments appre-
hensions in the English which they had never
felt from any other danger. Two large pieces
fell into the main and fore tops of the Swift-
sure, without injuring any person. A port-fire
alsp fell into the main-royal of the Alexander:
the fire which it occasioned was speedily ex-
tinguished. Captain Ball had provided, as far
as human foresight could provide, against any
such danger. All the shrouds and sails of his
ship, not absolutely necessary for its immediate
management, were thoroughly wetted, and so
rolled up, that they were as hard and as little
inflammable as so many solid cylinders.

The firing recommenced with the ships to
leeward of the centre, and continued till about
three. At daybreak, the Guillaume Tell, and
the Généreux, the two rear ships of the enemy,
were the only French ships of the line which
had their colours flying; they cut their cables
in the forenoon, not having been engaged, and
stood out to sea, and two frigates with them.
The Zealous pursued; but as there was no
other ship in a condition to support Captain
Hood, he was recalled. It was generally
believed by the officers, that if Nelson had not
been wounded, not one of these ships could
have escaped: the four certainly could not, if
the Cuiloden had got into action; and if the
frigates belonging to the squadron had been
present, not one of the enemy’s fleet would have
left Aboukir Bay. These four vessels, however,
were all that escaped; and the victory was the
most complete and glorious in the annals of
naval history. “Victory,” said Nelson, “is
not a name strong enough for such a scene”;
he called it a conquest. Of thirteen sail of the
line, nine were taken, and two burnt: of the
four frigates, one was sunk, another, the Arfe-
mise, was burnt in a villainous manner by her

captain, M. Estandlet, who, having fired a
broadside at the Theseus, struck his colours,
then set fire to the ship, and escaped with most
of his crew to shore. The British loss, in killed
and wounded, amounted to 8g3. Westcott
was the only captain who fell: 3,105 of the
French, including the wounded, were sent on
shore by cartel, and 5,225 perished.

As soon as the conquest was completed,
Nelson sent orders through the fleet, to return
thanksgiving in every ship for the victory with
which Almighty God had blessed his Majesty’s
arms. The French at Rosetta, who with mis-
erable fear beheld the engagement, were at a
loss to understand the stillness of the fleet
during the performance of this solemn duty;
but it seemed to affect many of the prisoners,
officers as well as men: and graceless and god-
less as the officers were, some of them re-
marked, that it was no wonder such order was
preserved in the British navy, when the minds
of our men could be impressed with such senti-
ments after so great a victory, and at a moment
of such confusion. — The French at Rosetta,
seeing their four ships sail out of the bay
unmolested, endeavoured to persuade them-
selves that they were in possession of the place
of battle. But it was in vain thus to attempt,
against their own secret and certain conviction,
to deceive themselves: and even if they could
have succeeded in this, the bonfires which the
Arabs kindled along the whole coast, and over
the country, for the three following nights,
would soon have undeceived them. Thousands
of Arabs and Egyptians lined the shore, and
covered the housetops during the action, re-
joicing in the destruction which had overtaken
their invaders. Long after the battle, innu-
merable bodies were seen floating about the bay,
in spite of all the exertions which were made to
sink them, as well from fear of pestilence, as
from the loathing and horror which the sight
occasioned. Great numbers were cast up upon
the Island of Bekier (Nelson's Island, it has
since been called), and our sailors raised mounds
of sand over them. Even after an interval of
nearly three years Dr. Clarke saw them, and
assisted in interring heaps of human bodies,
which, having been thrown up by the sea,
where there were no jackals to devour them,
presented a sight loathsome to humanity. The
shore, for an extent of four leagues, was cov-
ered with wreck; and the Arabs found employ-
ment for many days in burning on the beach
the fragments which were cast up, for the sake
of the iron. Part of the Orient’s main-mast
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was picked up by the Swiffsure. Captain
Hallowell ordered his carpenter to make a
coffin of it; the iron as well as wood was taken
from the wreck of the same ship; it was fin-
ished as well and handsomely as the workman’s
skill and materials would permit; and Hal-
lowell then sent it to the Admiral with the fol-
lowing letter, — “Sir, I have taken the liberty
of presenting you a coffin made from the main-
mast of L'Orient, that when you have finished
your military career in this world, you may
be buried in one of your trophies. But that
that period may be far distant, is the earnest
wish of your sincere friend, Benjamin Hal-
lowell.” An offering so strange, and yet so
suited to the occasion, was received by Nelson
in the spirit with which it was sent. As he
felt it good for him, now that he was at the
summit of his wishes, to have death before his
eyes, he ordered the coffin to be placed upright
in his cabin. Such a piece of fumiture, how-
ever, was more suitable to his own feelings than
to those of his guests and attendants; and an
old favourite servant entreated him so earnestly
to let it be removed, that at length he consented
to have the coffin carried below: but he gave
strict orders that it should be safely stowed,
and reserved for the purpose for which its brave
and worthy donor had designed it.

The victory was complete; but Nelson could
not pursue it as he would have done, for want
of means. Had he been provided with small
craft, nothing could have prevented the de-
struction of the store-ships and transports in the
port of Alexandria: — four bomb-vessels would
at that time have burnt the whole in a few hours.
“Were I to die this moment,” said he in his
despatches to the Admiralty, “want of frigates
would be found stamped on my heart! No
words of mine can express what I have suffered,
and am suffering, for want of them.” He had
also to bear up against great bodily suffering;
the blow had so shaken his head, that from its
constant and violent aching, and the perpetual
sickness which accompanied the pain, he could
scarcely persuade himself that the skull was not
fractured. Had it not been for Troubridge,
Ball, Hood, and Hallowell, he declared that he
should have sunk under the fatigue of refitting
the squadron. “All,” he said, ““had done well;
but these officers were his supporters.” But,
amidst his sufferings and exertions, Nelson could
yet think of all the consequences of his victory;
and that no advantage from it might be lost, he
despatched an officer overland to India, with
letters to the Governor of Bombay, informing
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him of the arrival of the French in Egypt, the
total destruction of their fleet, and the conse-
quent preservation of India from any attempt
against it on the part of this formidable arma-
ment. “He knew that Bombay,” he said, “was
their first object, if they could get there; but he
trusted that Almighty God would overthrow in
Egypt these pests of the human race. Buona-
parte had never yet had to contend with an
English officer, and he would endeavour to
make him respect us.” This despatch he sent
upon his own responsibility, with letters of
credit upon the East India Company, ad-
dressed to the British consuls, vice-consuls,
and merchants on his route; Nelson saying,
“that if he had done wrong, he hoped the bills
would be paid, and he would repay the Com-
pany: for, as an Englishman, he should be
proud that it had been in his power to put our
settlements on their guard.” The information
which by this means reached India was of great
importance. Orders had just been received
for defensive preparations, upon a scale pro-
portionate to the apprehended danger; and
the extraordinary expenses which would other-
wise have been incurred were thus prevented.

Nelson was now at the summit of glory:
congratulations, rewards, and honours were
showered upon him by all the states, and
princes, and powers to whom his victory gave
a respite. The first communication of this
nature which he received was from the Turkish
Sultan: who, as soon as the invasion of Egypt
was known, had called upon “all true believers
to take arms against those swinish infidels the
French, that they might deliver these blessed
habitations from their accursed hands”; and
who had ordered his “Pashas to turn night into
day in their efforts to take vengeance.” The
present of “his Imperial Majesty, the power-
ful, formidable, and most magnificent Grand
Seignior,” was a pelisse of sables, with broad
sleeves, valued at five thousand dollars; and a
diamond aigrette, valued at eighteen thousand
—the most honourable badge among the
Turks; and in this instance more especially
honourable, because it was taken from one of
the royal turbans. “If it were worth a million,”
said Nelson to his wife, “my pleasure would
be to see it in your possession.” The Sultan
also sent, in a spirit worthy of imitation, a purse
of two thousand sequins, to be distributed
among the wounded. The mother of the
Sultan sent him a box, set with diamonds,
valued at one thousand pounds. The Czar
Paul, in whom the better part of his strangely
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compounded nature at this time predominated,
presented him with his portrait, set in dia-
monds, in a gold box, accompanied with a letter
of congratulation, written by his own hand.
The King of Sardinia also wrote to him, and
sent a gold box, set with diamonds. Honours
in profusion were awaiting him at Naples. In
his own country the king granted these honour-
able augmentations to his armorial ensign: a
chief undulated, argent; thereon waves of the
sea ; from which a palm-tree issuant, between
a disabled ship on the dexter, and a ruinous
battery on the sinister, all proper; and for his
crest, on a naval crown, or, the chelengk, or
plume, presented to him by the Turk, with the
motto, Palmam qui meruit feral. And to his
supporters, being a sailor on the dexter, and a
lion on the sinister, were given these honourable
augmentations: a palm-branch, in the sailor’s
hand, and another in the paw of the lion, both
proper; with a tri-coloured flag and staff in the
lion’s mouth. He was created Baron Nelson
of the Nile and of Burnham Thorpe, with a
pension of 2,000l. for his own life, and those
of his two immediate successors. When the
grant was moved in the House of Commons,
General Walpole expressed an opinion, that a
higher degree of rank ought to be conferred.
Mr. Pitt made answer, that he thought it
needless to enter into that question. *“Admiral
Nelson’s fame,” he said, “would be co-equal
with the British name: and it would be re-
membered that he had obtained the greatest
naval victory on record, when no man would
think of asking whether he had been created a
baron, a viscount, or an earl!” It was strange
that, in the very act of conferring a title, the
minister should have excused himself for not
having conferred a higher one, by representing
all titles, on such an occasion, as nugatory and
superfluous. True, indeed, whatever title
had been bestowed, whether viscount, earl,
marquis, duke, or prince, if our laws had so
permitted, he who received it would have been
Nelson still. That name he had ennobled
beyond all addition of nobility: it was the name
by which England loved him, France feared
him, Italy, Egypt, and Turkey celebrated him;
and by which he will continue to be known
while the present kingdoms and languages of
the world endure, and as long as their history
after them shall be held in remembrance, It
depended upon the degree of rank what should
be the fashion of his coronet, in what page of
the red book his name was to be inserted, and
what precedency should be allowed his lady

in the drawing-room and at the ball. That
Nelson’s honours were affected thus far, and
no farther, might be conceded to Mr. Pitt and
his colleagues in administration: but the degree
of rank which they thought proper to allot was
the measure of their gratitude, though not of
his services. This Nelson felt; and this he
expressed, with indignation, among his friends.

Whatever may have been the motives of the
ministry, and whatever the formalities with
which they excused their conduct to themselves,
the importance and magnitude of the victory
were universally acknowledged. A grant of
10,000/ was voted to Nelson by the East India
Company; the Turkish Company presented
him with a piece of plate; the City of London
presented a sword to him, and to each of his
captains; gold medals were distributed to the
Captains; and the First Lieutenants of all the
ships were promoted, as had been done after
Lord Howe’s victory. Nelson was exceedingly
anxious that the Captain and First Lieutenant
of the Culloden should not be passed over
because of their misfortune. To Troubridge
himself he said, “Let us rejoice that the ship
which got on shore was commanded by an
officer whose character is so thoroughly estab-
lished.” To the Admiralty he stated, that
Captain Troubridge’s conduct was as fully
entitled to praise as that of any one officer in
the squadron, and as highly deserving of re-
ward. “It was Troubridge,” said he, “who
equipped the squadron so soon at Syracuse:
it was Troubridge who exerted himself for me
after the action: it was Troubridge who saved
the Culloden, when none that I know in the
service would have attempted it.” The gold
medal, therefore, by the king’s express desire,
was given to Captain Troubridge, “for his ser-
vices both before and since, and for the great
and wonderful exertion which he made at the
time of the action, in saving and getting off
his ship.” The private letter from the Ad-
miralty to Nelson informed him, that the First
Lieutenants of all the ships engaged were to
be promoted. Nelson instantly wrote to the
Commander-in-Chief. “I sincerely hope,”
said he, “this is not intended to exclude. the
First Lieutenant of the Culloden. For Heaven’s
sake — for my sake — if it be so, get it altered,
Our dear friend Troubridge has endured
enough, His sufferings were, in every respect,
more than any of us.” To the Admiralty he
wrote in terms equally warm. “I hope, and
believe, the word emgaged is not intended to
exclude the Culloden. The merit of that ship,
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and her gallant captain are too well known to
benefit by anything I could say. Her misfor-
tune was great in getting aground, while her
more fortunate companions were in the full
tide of happiness. No; I am confident that
my good Lord Spencer will never add misery
to misfortune. Captain Troubridge on shore
is superior to captains afloat: in the midst of
his great misfortunes he made those signals
which prevented certainly the Alexander and
Swiftsure from running on the shoals. I beg
your pardon for writing on a subject which, I
verily believe, has never entered your lordship’s
head; but my heart, as it ought to be, is warm
to my gallant friends.” Thus feelingly alive
was Nelson to the claims, and interests, and
feelings of others. The Admiralty replied,
that the exception was necessary, as the ship
had not been in action: but they desired the
Commander-in-Chief to promote the Lieu-

tenant upon the first vacancy which should
occHr:® ¥ k% 8

JANE AUSTEN (1775-181%)

PRIDE AND PREJUDICE
CHAPTER 1

It is a truth universally acknowledged, that
a single man in possession of a good fortune
must be in want of a wife.

However little known the feelings or views
of such a man may be on his first entering a
neighbourhood, this truth is so well fixed in the
minds of the surrounding families, that he is
considered as the rightful property of some
one or other of their daughters.

“My dear Mr. Bennet,” said his lady to
him one day, “Have you heard that Nether-
field Park is let at last?”

Mr. Bennet replied that he had not.

“But it is,” returned she; “for Mrs. Long
has just been here, and she told me all about
it

Mr. Bennet made no answer.

“Do not you want to know who has taken
it?” cried his wife impatiently.

“You want to tell me, and I have no objec-
tion to hearing it.”

This was invitation enough.

“Why, my dear, you must know, Mrs. Long
says that Netherfield is taken by a young man
of large fortune from the north of England;
that he came down on Monday in a chaise and
four to see the place, and was so much delighted

with it, that he agreed with Mr. Morris im-
mediately; that he is to take possession before
Michaelmas, and some of his servants are to
be in the house by the end of next week.”

“What is his name?”

“Bingley.”

“Ts he married or single?”

“Oh! single, my dear, to be sure! A single
man of large fortune; four or five thousand a
year. What a fine thing for our girls!”

“How so? how can it affect them?”

“My dear Mr. Bennet,” replied his wife,
“how can you be so tiresome! you must know
that I am thinking of his marrying one of
them.”

“Ts that his design in settling here?”

“Design! nonsense, how can you talk so!
But it is very likely that he may fall in love
with one of them, and therefore you must
visit him as soon as he comes.”

“T see no occasion for that. You and the
girls may go, or you may send them by them-
selves, which perhaps will be still better, for as
you are as handsome as any of them, Mr.
Bingley might like you the best of the party.”

“My dear, you flatter me. I certainly have
had my share of beauty, but I do not pretend
to be anything extraordinary now. When a
woman has five grown-up daughters, she ought
to give over thinking of her own beauty.”

“In such cases, a woman has not often much
beauty to think of.”

“But, my dear, you must indeed go and see
Mr. Bingley when he comes into the neigh-
bourhood.”

“It is more than I engage for, T assure you.”

“But consider your daughters. Only think
what an establishment it would be for one of
them. Sir William and Lady Lucas are de-
termined to go, merely on that account, for
in general, you know, they visit no new-comers,
Indeed you must go, for it will be impossible
for us to visit him if you do not.”

“You are over-scrupulous, surely. I dare
say Mr. Bingley will be very glad to see you;
and I will send a few lines by you to assure him
of my hearty consent to his marrying whichever
he chooses of the girls: though I must throw
in a good word for my little Lizzy.”

“T desire you will do no such thing. Lizzy
is not a bit better than the others; and I am
sure she is not half so handsome as Jane, nor
half so good-humoured as Lydia. But you are
always giving her the preference.”

“They have none of them much to recom-
mend them,” replied he; “they are all silly

PRIDE AND

and ignorant, like other girls; but Lizzie has
something more of quickness than her sisters.”

“Mr. Bennet, how can you abuse your own
children in such a way! You take delight in
vexing me. You have no compassion on my
poor nerves.”

“You mistake me, my dear. I have a high
respect for your nerves. They are my old
friends. I have heard you mention them with
consideration these twenty years at least.”

“Ah! you do not know what I suffer.”

“But I hope you will get over it, and live to
see many young men of four thousand a year
come into the neighbourhood.”

“Tt will be no use to us, if twenty such should
come, since you will not visit them.”

“Depend upon it, my dear, that when there
are twenty, I will visit them all.”

Mr. Bennet was so odd a mixture of quick
parts, sarcastic humour, reserve, and caprice,
that the experience of three-and-twenty years
had been insufficient to make his wife under-
stand his character. Her mind was less dif-
ficult to develope. She was a woman of mean
understanding, little information, and uncer-
tain temper. When she was discontented, she
fancied herself nervous. The business of her
life was to get her daughters married; its solace
was visiting and news.

CHAPTER II

Mr. Bennet was among the earliest of those
who waited on Mr. Bingley. He had always
intended to visit him, though to the last always
assuring his wife that he should not go; and
till the evening after the visit was paid she had
no knowledge of it. It was then disclosed in
the following manner: — Observing his second
daughter employed in trimming a hat, he sud-
denly addressed her with,

“T hope Mr. Bingley will like it, Lizzy.”

“We are not in a way to know what Mr.
Bingley likes,” said her mother resentfully,
“since we are not to visit.”

“But you forget, mamma,” said Elizabeth,
““that we shall meet him at the assemblies,
and that Mrs. Long has promised to introduce
him'”

“I do not believe Mrs. Long will do any such
thing. She has two nieces of her own. She is
a selfish, hypocritical woman, and I have no
opinion of her.”

“No more have I,” said Mr. Bennet; “and I
am glad to find that you do not depend on her
serving you.”

PREJUDICE

Mrs. Bennet deigned not to make any reply,
but, unable to contain herself, began scolding
one of her daughters.

“Don’t keep coughing so, Kitty, for Heaven’s
sake! Have a little compassion on my nerves.
You tear them to pieces.”

“Kitty has no discretion in her coughs,”
said her father; “she times them ill.”

“I do not cough for my own amusement,”
replied Kitty fretfully. “When is your next
ball to be, Lizzy?”

“To-morrow fortnight.”

“Aye, so it is,” cried her mother, “and Mrs,
Long does not come back till the day before;
so it will be impossible for her to introduce him,
for she will pot know him herself.”

“Then, my dear, you may have the advan-
tage of your friend, and introduce Mr. Bingley
to her.”

“Impossible, Mr. Bennet, impossible, when
I am not acquainted with him myself; how can
you be so teasing ?”

“I honour your circumspection. A fort-
night’s acquaintance is certainly very little.
One cannot know what a man really is by the
end of a fortnight. But if we do not venture
somebody else will; and after all, Mrs. Long
and her nieces must stand their chance; and,
therefore, as she will think it an act of kindness,
if you decline the office, I will take it on myself.”

The girls stared at their father. Mrs. Ben-
net said only, *“Nonsense, nonsense!”

“What can be the meaning of that emphatic
exclamation?” cried he. “Do you consider
the forms of introduction, and the stress that
is laid on them, as nonsense? I cannot quite
agree with you there. What say you, Mary?
for you are a young lady of deep reflection, I
know, and read great books and make extracts.”

Mary wished to say something very sensible,
but knew not how.

“While Mary is adjusting her ideas,” he con-
tinued, “let us return to Mr. Bingley.”

“T am sick of Mr. Bingley,” cried his wife.

“T am sorry to hear that; but why did not
you tell me so before? If I had known as
much this morning I certainly would not have
called on him. It is very unlucky; but as I
have actually paid the visit, we cannot escape
the acquaintance now.”

The astonishment of the ladies was just what
he wished; that of Mrs. Bennet perhaps sur-
passing the rest; though, when the first tumult
of joy was over, she began to declare that it
was what she had expected all the while.

“How good it was in you, my dear Mr,
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Bennet! But I knew I should persuade you
at last. T was sure you loved your girls too
well to neglect such an acquaintance. Well,
how pleased I am! and it is such a good joke,
too, that you should have gone this morning and
never said a word about it till now.”

“Now, Kitty, you may cough as much as you
choose,” said Mr. Bennet; and, as he spoke,
he left the room, fatigued with the raptures of
his wife.

“What an excellent father you have, girls!”
said she, when the door was shut. “I do not
know how you will ever make him amends for
his kindness; or me either, for that matter.
At our time of life it is not so pleasant, I can
tell you, to be making new acquaintance every
day; but for your sakes, we would do anything.
Lydia, my love, though you are the youngest,
I dare say Mr. Bingley will dance with you at
the next ball.”

“Oh!” said Lydia stoutly, “I am not afraid;
for though I am the youngest, I'm the tallest.”

The rest of the evening was spent in con-
jecturing how soon he would return Mr,
Bennet's visit, and determining when they
should ask him to dinner.

CHAPTER III

Not all that Mrs, Bennet, however, with the
assistance of her five daughters, could ask on
the subject, was sufficient to draw from her
husband any satisfactory description of Mr,
Bingley. They attacked him in various ways
— with barefaced questions, ingenious sup-
positions, and distant surmises; but he eluded
the skill of them all, and they were at last
obliged to accept the second-hand intelligence
of their neighbour, Lady Lucas. Her report
was highly favourable. Sir William had been
delighted with him. He was quite young,
wonderfully handsome, extremely agreeable,
and, to crown the whole, he meant to be at
the next assembly with a large party. Noth-
ing could be more delightful! To be fond of
dancing was a certain step towards falling in
love; and very lively hopes of Mr. Bingley’s
heart were entertained.

“If T can but see one of my daughters
happily settled at Netherfield,” said Mrs.
Bennet to her husband, “and all the others
equally well married, I shall have nothing to
wish for.”

In a few days Mr. Bingley returned Mr.
Bennet's visit, and sat about ten minutes with

him in his library, He had entertained hopes
of being admitted to a sight of the young ladies,
of whose beauty he had heard much; but he
saw only the father. The ladies were some-
what more fortunate, for they had the ad-
vantage of ascertaining from an upper window-
that he wore a blue coat, and rode a black
horse.

" An invitation to dinner was soon afterwards
despatched; and already had Mrs, Bennet
planned the courses that were to do credit
to her housekeeping, when an answer arrived
which deferred it all. Mr. Bingley was obliged
to be in town the following day, and, conse-
quently, unable to accept the honour of their
invitation, etc. Mrs. Bennet was quite dis-
concerted. She could not imagine what busi-
ness he could have in fown so soon after his
arrival in Hertfordshire; and she began to fear
that he might be always flying about from one
place to another, and never settled at Nether-
field as he ought to be. Lady Lucas quieted
her fears a little by starting the idea of his being
gone to London only to get a large party for
the ball; and a report soon followed, that Mr.
Bingley was to bring twelve ladies and seven
gentlemen with him to the assembly. The girls
grieved over such a number of ladies, but were
comforted the day before the ball by hearing,
that instead of twelve he had brought only six
from London, — his five sisters and a cousin.
And when the party entered the assembly room
it consisted only of five all together, — Mr.
Bingley, his two sisters, the husband of the
eldest, and another young man.

Mr. Bingley was good-looking and gentle-
manlike; he had a pleasant countenance,
and easy, unaffected manners, His sisters
were fine women, with an air of decided fash-
ion. His brother-in-law, Mr. Hurst, merely
looked the gentleman; but his friend Mr.
Darcy soon drew the attention of the room by
his fine, tall person, handsome features, noble
mien, and the report which was in general
circulation within five minutes after his en-
trance, of his having ten thousand a year.
The gentlemen pronounced him to be a fine
figure of a man, the ladies declared he was
much handsomer than Mr. Bingley, and he was
looked at with great admiration for about half
the evening, till his manners gave a disgust
which turned the tide of his popularity; for
he was discovered to be proud, to be above his
company, and above being pleased; and not all
his large estate in Derbyshire could then save
him from having a most forbidding, disagree-
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able countenance, and being unworthy to be
compared with his friend.

Mr. Bingley had soon made himself ac-
quainted with all the principal people in the
room; he was lively and unreserved, danced
every dance, was angry that the ball closed
so early, and talked of giving one himself at
Netherfield. Such amiable ~qualities must
speak for themselves. What a contrast between
him and his friend! Mr. Darcy danced only
once with Mrs. Hurst and once with Miss
Bingley, declined being introduced to any other
lady, and spent the rest of the evening in walk-
ing about the room, speaking occasionally
to one of his own party. His character was
decided. He was the proudest, most disagree-
able man in the world, and everybody hoped
that he would never come there again.
Amongst the most violent against him was
Mrs. Bennet, whose dislike of his general Le-
haviour was sharpened into particular resent-
ment by his having slighted one of her daugh-
ters.

Elizabeth Bennet had been obliged, by the
scarcity of gentlemen, to sit down for two
dances; and during part of that time, Mr.
Darcy had been standing near enough for her
to overhear a conversation between him and
Mr. Bingley, who came from the dance for a
few minutes, to press his friend to join it.

“Come, Darcy,” said he, “I must have you
dance. I hate to see you standing about by
yourself in this stupid manner. You had much
better dance.”

*“I certainly shall not. You know how I
detest it, unless I am particularly acquainted
with my partner. At such an assembly as this
it would be insupportable. Your sisters are
engaged, and there is not another woman in
the room whom it would not be a punishment
to me to stand up with.”

“I would not be so fastidious as you are,”
cried Bingley, “for a kingdom! Upon my
honour, I never met with so many pleasant
girls in my life as I have this evening; and there
are several of them you see uncommonly
pretty.”

“You are dancing with the only handsome
girl in the room,” said Mr. Darcy, looking at
the eldest Miss Bennet.

“Oh! she is the most beautiful creature I
ever beheld! But there is one of her sisters
sitting down just behind you, who is very pretty,
and I dare say very agreeable. Do let me ask
my partner to introduce you.”

“Which do you mean?” and turning round

he looked for a moment at Elizabeth, till catch-
ing her eye, he withdrew his own and coldly
said, “She is tolerable, but not handsome
enough to tempt me; and I am in no humour
at present to give consequence to young ladies
who are slighted by other men. You had better
return to your partner and enjoy her smiles,
for you are wasting your time with me.”

Mr. Bingley followed his advice. Mr.
Darcy walked off; and Elizabeth remained with
no very cordial feelings towards him. She told
the story, however, with great spirit among her
friends; for she had a lively, playful disposition,
which delighted in anything ridiculous,

The evening altogether passed off pleasantly
to the whole family. Mrs. Bennet had seen
her eldest daughter much admired by ‘the
Netherfield party. Mr. Bingley had danced
with her twice, and she had been distinguished
by his sisters. Jane was as much gratified
by this as her mother could be, though in a
quieter way. Elizabeth felt Jane’s pleasure.
Mary had heard herself mentioned to Miss
Bingley as the most accomplished girl in the
neighbourhood; and Catherine and Lydia had
been fortunate enough to be never without
partners, which was all that they had yet learned
to care for at a ball. They returned, therefore,
in good spirits to Longbourn, the village where
they lived, and of which they were the principal
inhabitants. They found Mr. Bennet still up.
With a book he was regardless of time; and
on the present occasion he had a good deal
of curiosity as to the event of an evening which
had raised such splendid expectations. He
had rather hoped that all his wife's views on
the stranger would be disappointed; but he
soon found that he had a very different story
to hear.

“Oh! my dear Mr. Bennet,” as she entered
the room, “we have had a most delightful
evening, a most excellent ball, 1 wish you had
been there. Jane was so admired, nothin
could be like it. Everybody said how well she
looked; and Mr. Bingley thought her quite
beautiful, and danced with her twice! Only
think of that, my dear; he actually danced

with her twice! and she was the only
creature in the room that he asked a second
time. First of all, he asked Miss Lucas.
I was so vexed to see him stand up with her!
but, however, he did not admire her at all;
indeed, nobody can, you know ; and he seemed
quite struck with Jane as she was going down
the dance. So he inquired who she was, and
got introduced, and asked her for the two next.
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Then the two third he danced with Miss King
and the two fourth with Maria Lucas, and the
two fifth with Jane again, and the two sixth
with Lizzie and the Boulanger.”

“Tf he had had any compassion for me,”
cried her husband impatiently, “he would not
have danced half so much! ~For God’s sake,
say no more of his partners. O that he had
sprained his ankle in the first dance !”

“Qh! my dear,” continued Mrs. Bennet,
4T am quite delighted with him. He is so
excessively handsome! and his sisters are
charming women. I never in my life saw
anything more elegant than their dresses. I
dare say the lace upon Mrs. Hurst’s gown -

Here she was interrupted again. M.
Bennet protested against any description of
finery. She was therefore obliged to seek
another branch of the subject, and related with
much bitterness of spirit and some exaggeration,
the shocking rudeness of Mr. Darcy.

“But T can assure you,” she added, “that
Lizzie does not lose much by not suiting his
fancy; for he is a most disagreeable, horrid
man, not at all worth pleasing. So high and
so conceited that there was no enduring him!
He walked here, and he walked there, fancying
himself so very great! Not handsome enough
to dance with! I wish you had been there,
my dear, to have given him one of your set-
downs. I quite detest the man.”

CHAPTER IV

When Jane and Elizabeth were alone, the
former, who had been cautious in her praise
of Mr. Bingley before, expressed to her sister
how very much she admired him.

“He is just what a young man ought to be,”
said she, “sensible, good-humoured, lively;
and I never saw such happy manners!— so
much ease, with such perfect good-breeding!”

“He is also handsome,” replied Elizabeth;
“which a young man ought likewise to be,
if he possibly can. His character is thereby
complete.”

] was very much flattered by his asking me
to dance a second time, I did not expect such
a compliment.”

“Did not you? I did for you. But that
is ome great difference between us. Compli-
ments always take you by surprise, and me
never. What could be more natural than his
asking you again? He could not help seeing
that you were about five times as preity as every
other woman in the room, No thanks to his

gallantry for that. Well, he certainly is very
agreeable, and I give you leave to like him.
You have liked many a stupider person.”

“Dear Lizzy!"”

“QOh! you are a great deal too apt, you
know, to like people in general. You never
see a fault in anybody. All the world are
good and agreeable in your eyes. I never
heard you speak ill of a human being in my
life.”

“T would wish not to be hasty in censuring
any one; but T always speak what I think.”

“I know you do; and it is #hat which makes
the wonder. With your good sense, to be so
honestly blind to the follies and nonsense of
others! Affectation of candour is common
enough — one meets it everywhere. But to
be candid without ostentation or design — to
take the good of everybody’s character and
make it still better, and say nothing of the bad
— belongs to you alone. And so you like this
man’s sisters, too, do you? Their manners
are not equal to his.”

“Certainly not—at first. But they are
very pleasing women when you converse with
them. Miss Bingley is to live with her brother,
and keep his house; and I am much mistaken
if we shall not find a very charming neighbour
in her.”

Elizabeth listened in silence, but was not con-
vinced; their behaviour at the assembly had
not been calculated to please in general; and
with more quickness of observation and less
pliancy of temper than her sister, and with a
judgment, too, unassailed by any attention to
herself, she was very little disposed to approve
them. They were in fact very fine ladies;
not deficient in good humour when they were
pleased, nor in the: power of being agreeable
wheu they chose it, but proud and conceited.
They were rather handsome, had been edu-
cated in one of the first private seminaries in
town, had a fortune of twenty thousand pounds,
were in the habit of spending more than they
ought, and of associating with people of rank,
and were therefore in every Tespect entitled to
think well of themselves, and meanly of others.
They were of a respectable family in the north
of England; a circumstance more deeply im-
pressed on their memories than that their
brother's fortune and their own had been
acquired by trade.

Mr. Bingley inherited property to the amount
of nearly an hundred thousand pounds from
his father, who had intended to purchase an
estate, but did not live to do it. Mr. Bingley
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intended it likewise, and sometimes made choice
of his county; but as he was now provided with
a good house and the liberty of a manor, it
was doubtful to many of those who best knew
the easiness of his temper, whether he might
not spend the remainder of his days at Nether-
field, and leave the next generation to purchase.

His sisters were very anxious for his having
an estate of his own; but, though he was now
established only as a tenant, Miss Bingley was
by no means unwilling to preside at his table
— nor was Mrs. Hurst, who had married a
man of more fashion than fortune, less disposed
to consider his house as her home when it
suited her. Mr. Bingley had not been of age
two years, when he was tempted by an acci-
dental recommendation to look at Netherfield
House. He did look at it, and into it for half-
an-hour — was pleased with the situation and
the principal rooms, satisfied with what the
owner said in its praise, and took it imme-
diately.

Between him and Darcy there was a very
steady friendship, in spite of great opposition
of character. Bingley was endeared to Darcy
by the easiness, openness, and ductility of his
temper, though no disposition could offer a
greater contrast to his own, and though with
his own he never appeared dissatisfied. On
the strength of Darcy’s regard, Bingley had the
firmest reliance, and of his judgment the high-
est opinion. In understanding, Darcy was the
superior. Bingley was by no means deficient,
but Darcy was clever. He was at the same
time haughty, reserved, and fastidious, and his
manners, though well-bred, were not inviting.
In that respect his friend had greatly the ad-
vantage. Bingley was sure of being liked
wherever he appeared, Dakcy was continually
giving offence.

The manner in which they spoke of the
Meryton assembly was sufficiently character-
istic. Bingley had never met with pleasanter
people or prettier girls in his life; everybody
had been most kind and attentive to him;
there had been no formality, no stiffness;
he had soon felt acquainted with all the room;
and as to Miss Bennet, he could not conceive
an angel more beautiful. Darcy, on the
contrary, had seen a collection of people in
whom there was little beauty and no fashion,
for none of whom he had felt the smallest in-
terest, and from none received either attention
or pleasure. Miss Bennet he acknowledged to
be pretty, but she smiled too much.

Mis. Hurst and her sister allowed it to be so

— but still they admired her and liked her,
and pronounced her to be a sweet girl, and one
whom they should not object to know more of.
Miss Bennet was therefore established as a
sweet girl, and their brother felt authorised by
such commendation to think of her as he chose.

CHAPTER V

Within a short walk of Longbourn lived a
family with whom the Bennets were particu-
larly intimate. Sir William Lucas had been
formerly in trade in Meryton, where he had
made a tolerable fortune, and risen to the
honour of knighthood by an address to the king
during his mayoralty. The distinction had
perhaps been felt too strongly. It had given
him a disgust to his business, and to his resi-
dence in a small market town; and, quitting
them both, he had removed with his family
to a house about a mile from Meryton, denomi-
nated from that period Lucas Lodge, where he
could think with pleasure of his own importance
and, unshackled by business, occupy himself
solely in being civil to all the world. For,
though elated by his rank, it did not render
him supercilious; on the contrary, he was all
attention to everybody. By nature inoffensive,
friendly, and obliging, his presentation at St.
James’s had made him courteous.

Lady Lucas was a very good kind of woman,
not too clever to be a valuable neighbour
to Mrs. Bennet. They had several children.
The eldest of them, a sensible, intelligent young
woman, about twenty-seven, was Elizabeth’s
intimate friend.

That the Miss Lucases and the Miss Bennets
should meet to talk over a ball was absolutely
necessary; and the morning after the assembly
brought the former to Longbourn to hear and
to communicate.

“You began the evening well, Charlotte,”
said Mrs. Bennet with civil self-command to
Miss Lucas. “You were Mr. Bingley’s first
choice.”

“Yes; but he seemed to like his second
better.”

“Oh! you mean Jane, I suppose, because
he danced with her twice. To be sure that did
seem as if he admired her — indeed I rather
beli:velhle tﬁ{l;l heard something about it
— but I hardly know what — somethin|
Mr. Robinsorg” A

“Perhaps you mean what I overheard be-
tween him and Mr, Robinson; did not I men-




