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Jones, ready equipped for the journey, with his knapsack at
his back. This was his own workmanship; for besides his other
trades, he was no indifferent taylor. He had already put up his
whole stock of linen in it, consisting of four shirts, to which he
now added eight for Mr. Jones; and then packing up the port-
manteau, he was départing with it towards his own house, but
was stopt in his way by the landlady, who refused to suffer any
removals till after the payment of the reckoning.

The landlady was, as we have said, absolute governess in
these regions; it was therefore necessary to comply with her
rules; so the bill was presently writ out, which amounted to a
much larger sum than might have been expected, from the
entertainment which Jones had met with. But here we are
obliged to disclose some maxims, which publicans hold to be
the grand mysteries of their trade. The first is, If they have
anything good in their house (which indeed very seldom happens)
to produce it only to persons who travel with great equipages.
2dly, To charge the same for the very worst provisions, as if they
were the best. And lastly, If any of their guests call but for
little, to make them pay a double price for everything they
have; so that the amount by the head may be much the same.

The bill being made and discharged, Jones set forward with
Partridge, carrying his knapsack; nor did the landlady con-
descend to wish him a good journey; for this was, it seems, an
inn frequented by people of fashion; and I know not whence it
is, but all those who get their livelihood by people of fashion,
contract as much insolence to the rest of mankind, as if they
really belonged to that rank themselves.

CHAPTER VIII

JONES ARRIVES AT GLOUCESTER, AND GOES TO THE BELL; THE
CHARACTER OF THAT HOUSE, AND OF A PETTY-FOGGER WHICH
HE THERE MEETS WITH

MR. JoxEs and Partridge, or Little Benjamin (which epithet of
Little was perhaps given him ironically, he being in reality near
six feet high), having left their last quarters in the manner before
described, travelled on to Gloucester without meeting any

adventure worth relating. . .
Being arrived here, they chose for their house of entertain-

ment the sign of the Bell, an excellent house indeed, and which |
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I do most seriously recommend to every reader who s isi
this antient city. The master of it mw brother to ﬁ__.”w:mﬁwm
preacher Whitefield; but is absolutely untainted with the
pernicious principles of Methodism, or of any other heretical
sect. He is indeed a very honest plain man, and, in my opinion
not hikely to create any disturbance either in church or state.
His wife hath, I believe, had much pretension to beauty, and is
still a very fine woman, _Her person and deportment Smwmﬁ have
made a shining figure in the politest assemblies; but though
she must be conscious of this and many other perfections, she
seems perfectly contented with, and resigned to, that state of
life to which she is called; and this resignation is entirely owin,
to the prudence and wisdom of her temper; for she is at E.&Sm
as free from any Methodistical notions as her husband: I say
at present; for she freely confesses that her brother’s docu-
ments made at first some impression upon her, and that she had
put herself to the expense of a long hood, in order to attend
Ea.mu:mo&SmQ emotions of the Spirit; but having found
during an experiment of three weeks, no emotions, she mpw%
worth a farthing, she very wisely laid by her hood, and va:u
doned the sect. To be concise, she is a Very :.mms&w good-
Wmhmnm%m aw:.s,: ; and so industrious to oblige, that the guests
of a very morose dispositi

eyl w._. g position who are not extremely

 Mrs, Whitefield happened to be in the yard whe
his attendant marched in. Her sagacity mwop &%oﬂ%ﬂ% mﬂ um__._.m
air of our heroe something which distinguished him from the
vulgar, She ordered her servants, therefore, immediately to
mm._os, him into a room, and presently afterwards invited him to
dinner with herself; which invitation he very thankfully ac-
cepted; for indeed much less agreeable company than that of
E_.M..Me‘w:amm_mm m_:a a much worse entertainment than she had

vi 2 i
Wo o M 3 H&ow. have been welcome after so long fasting and

Besides Mr, Jones and the good governess of the mansion
there sat down at table an attorney of Salisbury, indeed :_m
very same who had brought the news of Mrs, BIiil's death to
Mr, Allworthy, and whose name, which I think we did not
before mention, was Dowling: there was likewise present
another person, who stiled himself a lawyer, and who lived
somewhere near Linlinch, in Somersetshire, This fellow. I say,
stiled himself a lawyer, but was indeed a most vile vmz,bo:qoq.
Wwithout sense or knowledge of any kind; one of those ?rowmum
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be termed train-bearers to the law; a sort of supernumeraries
in the profession, who are the hackneys of attorneys, and will
ride more miles for half-a-crown than a postboy.

During the time of dinner, the Somersetshire lawyer recol-
lected the face of Jones, which he had seen at Mr. Allworthy’s;
for he had often visited in that gentleman’s kitchen. He there-
fore took occasion to enquire after the good family there with
that familiarity which would have become an intimate friend
or acquaintance of Mr. Allworthy; and indeed he did all in his
power to insinuate himself to be such, though he had never had
the honour of speaking to any person in that family higher than
the butler. Jones answered all his questions with much civility,
though he never remembered to have seen the petty-fogger
before; and though he concluded, from the outward appear-
ance and behaviour of the man, that he usurped a freedom with
his betters, to which he was by no means intitled.

As the conversation of fellows of this kind is of all others the
most detestable to men of any sense, the cloth was no sooner
removed than Mr. Jones withdrew, and a little barbarously left
poor Mrs. Whitefield to do a penance, which I have often heard
Mr. Timothy Harris, and other publicans of good taste, lament,
as the severest lot annexed to their calling, namely, that of
being obliged to keep company with their guests.

Jones had no sooner quitted the room, than the petty-fogger,
in a whispering tone, asked Mrs. Whitefield, *“ If she knew who
that fine spark was? ” She answered, “ She had never seen the
gentleman before.,”—* The gentleman, indeed!” replied the
petty-fogger; ‘“a pretty gentleman, truly! Why, he’s the
bastard of a fellow who was hanged for horse-stealing. He was
dropt at Squire Allworthy’s door, where one of the servants
found him in a box so full of rain-water, that he would certainly
have been drowned, had he not been reserved for another fate.”
—* Ay, ay, you need not mention it, I protest: we understand
what that fate is very well,” cries Dowling, with a most facetious
grin.—* Well,” continued the other, “the squire ordered him
to be taken in; for he is a timbersome man everybody knows,
and was afraid of drawing himself into a scrape; and there the
bastard was bred up, and fed, and cloathified all to the world
like any gentleman; and there he got one of the servant-maids

with child, and persuaded her to swear it to the squire himself;
and afterwards he broke the arm of one Mr. Thwackum a clergy-
man, only because he reprimanded him for following whores;
and afterwards he snapt a pistol at Mr. Blifil behind his back;
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and once, when Squire Allworthy was sick, he got a
beat it all over the house to prevent him’ frorﬁ sIeegf:f-lJ Z?xg
twenty other pranks he hath played, for all which about four
or five days ago, just before I left the country, the sqéire stripped
im‘r} stark naked, and turned him out of doors.” i
And very justly too, I protest,” cries Dowling: T would
turn my own son out of doors, if he was guilty of half as much
Ar}‘d I{ﬁ‘ay what is thepname of this pretty gentleman? » .
en H] b2 F " 7
i Tho;?,: i)ont;z.” answered Petty-fogger; “why, he is
“ Jones!” answered Dowling a little eagerly;
Jones that lived at Mr. Allwor%hy’s? was ?haty the ;;lzlﬁémhi;
that dined with us? ”—* The very same,” said the other, “I
have heard of the gentleman,” cries Dowling, * often; but I
never heard any ill character of him,”—* And T am sure,” says
Mrs. Whitefield, “ if half what this gentleman hath said be truﬁ
Mr. Jones hath the most deceitful countenance I ever saw: for
sure his looks promise something very different; and I must
say, for the little I have seen of him, he is as civil a well-bred
ma; tats 3;0u woul(?l wish to converse with,”
etty-fogger calling to mind that he had not been
he usually was, before he gave his evidence, now bounj\:\r{;xr:t’ §:
had decljared with so many oaths and imprecations that the
landlady’s ears were shocked, and she put a stop to his swear-
ing, by assuring him of her belief. Upon which he said, “ T hope
madam, you imagine I would scorn to tell such thir;gs of an);
man, unless I knew them to be true. What interest have I in
}akmg away the reputaltlion of a man who never injured me?
promise you every syllable of w id 1
thiwhole gountry kynovyv e what I have said is fact, and
$ Mrs. Whitefield had no reason to suspect tha
fogger had any motive or temptation to abLPse jone:st 3112 geafézr
cannot blame her for believing what he so conﬁdent’ly affirmed
with many oaths. She accordingly gave up her skill in physiog-
nomy, and henceforwards conceived so ill an opinion of hfr
gurtla‘sht., tlégtl_ihe heartily wished him out of her house.
1 dislike was now farther increased by a re i
Mr. Whitefield made from the kitchen, whe)lr'e Pa:?tgirc;g: !;11;3
mformed the company, “ That though he carried the knapsack
and contented himself with staying among servants, while Tom
Jones (as he called him) was regaling in the parlour: he was not
his servant, but only a friend and companion, and as good a
gentleman as Mr. Jones himself.”
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Dowling sat all this while silent, biting his fingers, making
faces, grinning, and looking wonderfully arch; at last he
opened his lips, and protested that the gentleman looked like
another sort of man. He then called for his bill with the
utmost haste, declared he must be at Hereford that evening,
lamented his great hurry of business, and wished he could
divide himself into twenty pieces, in order to be at once in
twenty places.

The petty-fogger now likewise departed, and then Jones
desired the favour of Mrs. Whitefield's company to drink tea
with him; but she refused, and with a manner so different from
that with which she had received him at dinner, that it a little
surprized him. And now he soon perceived her behaviour
totally changed; for instead of that natural affability which
we have before celebrated, she wore a constrained severity on
her countenance, which was so disagreeable to Mr. Jones, that
he resolved, however late, to quit the house that evening.

He did indeed account somewhat unfairly for this sudden
change; for besides some hard and unjust surmises concerning
female fickleness and mutability, he began to suspect that he
owed this want of civility to his want of horses; a sort of
animals which, as they dirty no sheets, are thought in inns to
pay better for their beds than their riders, and are therefore
considered as the more desirable company; but Mrs. White-
field, to do her justice, had a much more liberal way of thinking.
She was perfectly well-bred, and could be very civil to a gentle-
man, though he walked on foot. In reality, she looked on our
heroe as a sorry scoundrel, and therefore treated him as such,
for which not even Jones himself, had he known as much as the
reader, could have blamed her; nay, on the contrary, he must
have approved her conduct, and have esteemed her the more
for the disrespect shown towards himself. This is indeed a most
aggravating circumstance, which attends depriving men un-
justly of their reputation; for a man who is conscious of having
an ill character, cannot justly be angry with those who neglect
and slight him; but ought rather to despise such as affect his
conversation, unless where a perfect intimacy must have con-
vinced them that their friend’s character hath been falsely and
injuriously aspersed.

This was not, however, the case of Jones; for as he was a
perfect stranger to the truth, so he was with good reason
offended at the treatment he received. He therefore paid his
reckoning and departed, highly against the will of Mr. Part-
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ridge, who having remonstrated much against it to no purpose
4

] i
?r iera;slt. condescended to take up his knapsack and to attend his

CHAPTER IX

CONTAINING SEVERAL DIALOGUES BETWEEN JONES AND PART-
RIDGE, CONCERNING LOVE, COLD, HUNGER, AND OTHER
MATTERS; WITH THE LUCKY AND NARROW ES&APE OF PART-

RIDGE, AS HE WAS ON THE VERY BRINK OF MAKING A FATAL
DISCOVERY TO HIS FRIEND

TuE shadows began now to descend larger from i

tains; the feathered creation had betaken thenzil;»l}éf 1:;{?] 13?&?;
rest. Now the highest order of mortals were sitting down to their
dinners, and the _lowest order to their suppers. tfn a word, the
clock struck five just as Mr. Jones took his leave of Gloucester:
an hour at which (as it was now mid-winter) the dirty fingers of
Night would have drawn her sable curtain over the unive?sge had
not the moon forbid her, who now, with a face as broad and as
red as those of some jolly mortals, who, like her, turn night into
day, began to rise from her bed, where she had slumbered awa
the day, in order to sit up all night. Jones had not travelled far
before he paid his compliments to that beautiful planet, and
turning to his companion, asked him if he had ever beheld so
delicious an evening? Partridge making no ready answer to ifi(s)
question, he proceeded to comment on the beauty of the moon
and repeated some passages from Milton, who hath certainl ‘
excelled all other poets in his description of the heavenl lumjn)z
aries. He then told Partridge the story from the Spectato}; of two
lovers who had agreed to entertain themselves when the were
at a great distance from each other, by repairing, at a gertain
fixed hour, to look at the moon; thus pleasing thémselves with
the thought that they were both employed in contemplating th
same object at the same time. “ Those lovers,” addedl:l)je i rgn :
have had souls truly capable of feeling all the tenderness of tu}‘lse
silblm_qest o‘f‘ all human passions.” — ¢ Very probably,” cries
Partridge: “but I envy them more, if they had bodies inca;
able of fecling cold; for I am almost frozen to death, and ap-
very much afraid I shall lose a piece of my nose bef ;n
we get to another house of entertainment. Nay, truly, we moae
well expect some judgment should happen to us for our foll 1:):
Tunning away so by night from one of the most excellent in.r{s I
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foot into. I am sure I never saw more good things
gi; ?;Ef:: Zné) the greatest lord in the land cannot live be}:jter n
his own house than he may there. And to forsake suclﬁ'ah puse,
and go a rambling about the country, the Lord knows whither, p;:
devia rura viarum, 1 say nothing for my part; but some peol[)) :
might not have charity enough to cpnc]u(’i’e we were In [2}1; sobe
senses.”— Fie upon it, Mr. Partridge! ” says ]ones,' :tive a
better heart; consider you are going fo face an enemg,dan géee
you afraid of facing a little cold? I wish, mdeeci, we ha Bi %UI
to advise which of these roads we should take.”— May t fl:“so
bold,” says Partridge, “ to offer my advice? I1‘ff"efdr..tm stulius
oppartumf loguitur.”—“ Why, which of them, cries ]omzl,
“ would you recommend ? '— Truly neither of them, ﬁs;.jr:is_wer ¢
Partridge. “ The only road we can be certain of ;ng, l],i
the road we came. A good hearty pace will bring usH ac
to Gloucester in an hour; but if we go forward, the Lolrd g}rgy
knows when we shall arrive at any place; for I see at least fifty
miles before me, and no house in all tk}f: way.”—" You seeé
indeed, a very fair prospect,” says Jones, which recel}vlves grea
additional beauty from the extreme lustre of the moon. owTver,
I will keep the left-hand track, as that seems to lead directly to
those hills, which we were informed lie not far from Wgrcester.
And here, if you are inclined to quit me, you maiy, an drfturn
back again; but for my part, Iam resolved to go forward.

“Tt is unkind in you, sir,” says Partridge, “ to suspect mg
of any such intention. What I have advised hath been as rqucd
on your account as on my own: but since you are determm;s;
to go on, I am as much determined to follow. I pre sequ]ar t;

They now travelled some miles without speaking to eac ld ot ex('i,
during which suspense of discourse Jones often s:ghéa . ant
Benjamin groaned as bitterly, though from a very Erer::
reason. At length Jones made a full stop, and turning a 0;1 ;
cries, “ Who knows, Partridge, but the loveliest creature mh_ ;,
universe may have her eyes now fixed on t}}at very mgon Wdlc ;
I behold at thisinstant?’" “ Very likely, sir,” answered artrfl g§ :
“and if my eyes were fixed on a good surloin of roast beef, t e
devil might take the moon and her horns into ,t;.he 'be"xrgam.
“Did ever Tramontane make such an answer?” cries Jongs.
“ Prithee, Partridge, wast thou ever susceptible of love in t?z
life, or hath time worn awayall the traces of it from thymemory
% A,lack-a,-day!” cries Partridge,  well would it have been for
me if I had never known what love was. Infandum regina jubes
renovare dolovem. 1am sure I have tasted all the tenderness, and
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sublimities, and bitternesses of the passion.” “Was your
mistress unkind, then? ” says Jones. “Very unkind, indeed,
sir,” answered Partridge;  for she married me, and made one
of the most confounded wives in the world. However, heaven be
praised, she’s gone; and if I believed she was in the moon, accord-
ing to a book I once read, which teaches that to be the receptacle
of departed spirits, I would never look at it for fear of seeing her;
but I wish, sir, that the,moon was a looking-glass for your sake,
and that Miss Sophia Western was now placed before it.” My
dear Partridge,” cries Jones, “ what a thought was there! A
thought which I am certain could never have entered into any
mind but that of a lover. O Partridge! could I hope once again
to see that face; but,alas! all those golden dreams are vanished
for ever, and my only refuge from future misery is to forget the
object of all my former happiness.” “ And do you really despair
of ever seeing Miss Western again? ” answered Partridge; “ if
you will follow my advice I will engage you shall not only see
her but have her in your arms.” “ Ha! do not awaken a thought
of that nature,” cries Jones: “I have struggled sufficiently to
conquer all such wishes already.” “ Nay,” answered Partridge,
“if you do not wish to have your mistress in your arms youarea
most extraordinary lover indeed.” “ Well, well,” says Jones,
“let us avoid this subject; but pray what is your advice? ”
“To give it you in the military phrase, then,” says Partridge,
“as we are soldiers, ‘ To the right about.” Let us return the way
we came; we may yet reach Gloucester to-night, though late;
whereas, if we proceed, we are likely, for aught I see, to ramble
about for ever without coming either to house or home.” “I have
already told you my resolution is to go on,” answered Jones;
“but I would have you go back. I am obliged to you for your
company hither; and I beg you to accept a guinea as a small
instance of my gratitude. Nay, it would be cruel in me to suffer
you to go any farther; for, to deal plainly with you, my chief
end and desire is a glorious death in the service of my king and
country.” “ As for your money,” replied Partridge, “ I beg, sir,
you will put it up; I will receive none of you at this time ; for
at present Iam, I believe, the richer man of the two. And as your
resolution is to go on, so mine is to follow you if you do. Nay,
now my presence appears absolutely necessary to take care of
you, since your intentions are so desperate; for I promise you
my views are much more prudent; as you are resolved to fail in
battle if you can, so I am resolved as firmly to come to no hurt if
Ican helpit. And,indeed, I have the comfort to think there will
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be but little danger; for a popish priest told me the other day
the business would soon be over, and he believed thhgut a
battle.” “ A popish priest!” cries Jones, “ I have heard is not
always to be believed when he speaks in behalf of his religion.
“ Yes, but so far,” answered the other, “ from speaking in behalf
of his religion, he assured me the Catholicks did not expect to
be any gainers by the change; for that Prince Charles was as
good a Protestant as any in England; and that nothing but re-
gard to right made him and the rest of the popish party to be
Jacobites.”—* I believe him to be as much a Protestant as I
believe he hath any right,” says Jones; “and I make no doubt
of our success, but not without a battle. So that I am not so
sanguine as your friend the popish priest.” * Nay, to be sure,
sir,” answered Partridge, “ all the prophecies I have ever read
speak of a great deal of blood to be spilt in the quarrel, and the
miller with three thumbs, who is now alive, is to hold the horses
of three kings, up to his knees in blood. Lord, have mercy upon
us all, and send better times!” “ With what stuff and nonsense
hast thou filled thy head ! " answered Jones: * this too, I suppose,
comes from the popish priest. Monsters and prodigies are the
proper arguments to support monstrous and absurd doctrines.
The cause of King George is the cause of liberty and true religion.
In other words, it is the cause of common sense, my boy, and I
warrant you will succeed, though Briarius himself was to rise
again with his hundred thumbs, and to turn miller.” Partridge
made no reply to this, He was, indeed, cast into the utmost con-
fusion by this declaration of Jenes. For, to inform the reader of
a secret, which he had no proper opportunity of revealing before,
Partridge was in truth a Jacobite, and had concluded that Jones
was of the same party, and was now proceeding to join the rebels.
An opinion which was not without foundation. For the tall, long-
sided dame, mentioned by Hudibras—that many-eyed, many-
tongued, many-mouthed, many-eared monster of Virgil, had
related the story of the quarrel between Jones and the officer,
with the usual regard to truth, She had, indeed, changed the
name of Sophia into that of the Pretender, and had reported,
that drinking his health was the cause for which Jones was
knocked down. This Partridge had heard, and most firmly be-
lieved. Tis no wonder, therefore, that he had thence entertained
the above-mentioned opinion of Jones; and which he had almost
discovered to him before he found out his own mistake. And at
this the reader will be the less inclined to wonder, if he pleases to
recollect the doubtful phrase in which Jones first communicated
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his resolution to Mr. Partridge; and, indeed, had the words been
less ambiguous, Partridge might very well have construed them
ashedid; being persuaded as he was that the whole nation were
of the same inclination in their hearts; nor did it stagger him
that Jones had travelled in the company of soldiers; for he had
the same opinion of the army which he had of the rest of the
people.

But however well affected he might be to James or Charles,
he was still much more attached to Little Benjamin than to
either; for which reason he no sooner discovered the principles
of his fellow-traveller than he thought proper to conceal and
outwardly give up his own to the man on whom he depended
for the making his fortune, since he by no means believed the
affairs of Jones to be so desperate as they really were with Mr,
Allworthy; for as he had kept a constant correspondence with
some of his neighbours since he left that country, he had heard
much, indeed more than was true, of the great affection Mr.
Allworthy bore this young man, who, as Partridge had been
instructed, was to be that gentleman’s heir, and whom, as we
have said, he did not in the least doubt to be his son.

He imagined therefore that whatever quarrel was between
them, it would be certainly made up at the return of Mr. Jones;
an event from which he promised great advantages, if he could
take this opportunity of ingratiating himself with that young
gentleman; and if he could by any means be instrumental in
procuring his return, he doubted not, as we have before said,
but it would as highly advance him in the favour of Mr.
Allworthy.

We have already observed, that he was a very good-natured
fellow, and he hath himself declared the violent attachment he
had to the person and character of Jones; but possibly the
views which I have just before mentioned, might likewise have
some little share in prompting him to undertake this expedition,
at least in urging him to continue it, after he had discovered
that his master and himself, like some prudent fathers and sons,
though they travelled together in great friendship, had em-
braced opposite parties. Iam led into this conjecture, by having
remarked, that though love, friendship, esteem , and such like,
have very powerful operations in the human mind ; interest,
however, is an ingredient seldom omitted by wise men, when
they would work others to their own purposes. This is indeed &

most excellent medicine, and, like Ward’s pill, fliés at once to
the particular part of the body on which you desire to operate,
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whether it be the tongue, the hand, or any other member,
where it scarce ever fails of immediately producing the desired
effect,

CHAPTER X

IN WHICH OUR TRAVELLERS MEET WITH A VERY EXTRAORDINARY
ADVENTURE

Just as Jones and his friend came to the end of their dialogue
in the preceding chapter, they arrived at the bottom of a very
steep hill. Here Jones stopt short, and directing his eyes up-
wards, stood for a while silent. At length he called to his
companion, and said, “ Partridge, I wish I wasat the top of this
hill: it must certainly afford a most charming prospect, especi-
ally by this light; for the solemn gloom which the moon casts
on all objects, is beyond expression beautiful, especially to an
imagination which is desirous of cultivating melancholy ideas.”
—“Very probably,” answered Partridge; “ but if the top of
the hill be properest to produce melancholy thoughts, I suppose
the bottom is the likeliest to produce merry ones, and these I
take to be much the better of the two. I protest you have made
my blood run cold with the very mentioning the top of that
mountain; which seems to me to be one of the highest in the
world. No, no, if we look for anything, let it be for a place under
ground, to screen ourselves from the frost.”—“Do so,” said
Jones; “Ilet it be but within hearing of this place, and I will
hallow to you at my return back.”—* Surely, sir, you are not
mad,” said Partridge.—" Indeed, I am,” answered Jones, “ if
ascending this hill be madness; but as you complain so much
of the cold already, I would have you stay below. I will cer-
tainly return to you within an hour.”—* Pardon me, sir,” cries
Partridge; “ I have determined to follow you wherever you go.”
Indeed he was now afraid to stay behind; for though he was
coward enough in all respects, yet his chief fear was that of
ghosts, with which the present time of night, and the wildness
of the place, extremely well suited. \

At this instant Partridge espied a glimmering light through
some trees, which seemed very near to them. He immediately
cried out in a rapture, “ Oh, sir] Heaven hath at last heard my
prayers, and hath brought us to a house; perhaps it may be an
inn. Let me beseech you, sir, if you have any compassion either
for me or yourself, do not despise the goodness of Providence,
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but let us go directly to yon light. Whether it be a public-house
or no, I am sure if they be Christians that dwell there, they will
not refuse a little house-room to persons in our miserable con-
dition.” Jones at length yielded to the earnest supplications of
Partridge, and both together made directly towards the place
whence the light issued.

They soon arrived at the door of this house, or cottage, for it
might be called either, without much impropriety. Here Jones
knocked several times without receiving any answer from
within; at which Partridge, whose head was full of nothing but
of ghosts, devils, witches, and such like, began to tremble, cry-
ing, *“ Lord, have mercy upon us! surely the people must be all
dead. ' I can see no light neither now, and yet I am certain I saw
a candle burning but a moment before.—Well! I have heard
of such things.”—" What hast thou heard of?” said Jones,
“The people are either fast asleep, or probably, as this is a
Jonely place, are afraid to open their door.” He then began to
vociferate pretty loudly, and at last an old woman, opening an
upper casement, asked, Who they were, and what they wanted ?
Jones answered, They were travellers who had lost their way,
and having seen a light in the window, had been led thither in
hopes of finding some fire to warm themselves. “ Whoever you
are,” cries the woman, ““ you have no business here; nor shall I
open the door to any one at this time of night.” Partridge, whom
the sound of a human voice had recovered from his fright, fell
to the most earnest supplications to be admitted for a few
minutes to the fire, saying, he was almost dead with the cold;
to which fear had indeed contributed equally with the frost. He
assured her that the gentleman who spoke to her was one of the
greatest squires in the country; and made use of every argu-
ment, save one, which Jones afterwards effectually added; and
this was, the promise of half-a-crown;—a bribe too great to be
resisted by such a person, especially as the genteel appearance
of Jones, which the light of the moon plainly discovered to her,
together with his affable behaviour, had entirely subdued those
apprehensions of thieves which she had at first conceived. She
agreed, therefore, at last, to let them in; where Partridge, to
his infinite joy, found a good fire ready for his reception.

The poor fellow, however, had no sooner warmed himself,
than those thoughts which were always uppermost in his mind,
began a little to disturb his brain, There was no article of his
creed in which he had a stronger faith than he had in witch-
craft, nor can the reader conceive a figure more adapted to
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inspire this idea, than the old woman who now stood before him.
She answered exactly to that picture drawn by Otway in his
Orphan. Indeed, if this woman had lived in the reign of James
the First, her appearance alone would have hanged her, almost
without any evidence.

Many circumstances likewise conspired to confirm Partridge
in his opinion. Her living, as he then imagined, by herself in so
lonely a place; and in a house, the outside of which seemed
much too good for her, but its inside was furnished in the most
neat and elegant manner. To say the truth, Jones himself was
not a little surprized at what he saw; for, besides the extra-
ordinary neatness of the room, it was adorned with a great
number of nicknacks and curiosities, which might have engaged
the attention of a virtuoso.

_ While Jones was admiring these things, and Partridge sat
trembling with the firm belief that he was in the house of a

witch, the old woman said, ““ I hope, gentlemen, you will make,

what haste you can; for I expect my master presently, and I
would not for double the money he should find you here.”—
“ Then you have a master?” cried Jones. “ Indeed, you will
excuse me, good woman, but I was surprized to see all those
fine things in your house.”” —* Ah, sir,” said she, “if the
twentieth part of these things were mine, I should think myself
a rich woman. But pray, sir, do not stay much longer, for I
look for him in every minute.”—* Why, sure he would not be
angry with you,” said Jones, ““for doing a common act of
charity? "—" Alack-a-day, sir!” said she, “he is a strange
man, not at all like other people. He keeps no company with
anybody, and seldom walks out but by night, for he doth not
care to be seen; and all the country people are as much afraid
of meeting him; for his dress is enough to frighten those who
are not used to it. They call him, the Man of the Hill (for there
he walks by night), and the country people are not, I believe,
more afraid of the devil himself. He would be terribly angry if
he found you here.”—* Pray, sir,”” says Partridge, “ don't let
us offend the gentleman; I am ready to walk, and was never
warmer in my life. Do pray, sir, let us go. Here are pistols over
the chimney: who knows whether they be charged or no, or
what he may do with them?"”—* Fear nothing, Partridge,”
cries Jonmes; “I will secure thee from danger.”—“Nay, for
matter o’ that, he never doth any mischief,” said the woman;
“but'to be sure it is necessary he should keep some arms for
his'own safety; for his house hath been beset more than once;
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and it is not many nights ago that we thought we heard thieves
about it: for my own part, I have often wondered that he is not
murdered by some villain or other, as he walks out by himself
at such hours; but then, as I said, the people are afraid of
him; and besides, they think, I suppose, he hath nothing about
him worth taking.”—* I should imagine, by this collection of
rarities,” cries Jones, “ that your master had been a traveller.”
—* Yes, sir,” answered she, “ he hath been a very great one:
there be few gentlemen that know more of all matters than he,
I fancy he hath been crost in love, or whatever it is I know not;
but I have lived with him above these thirty years, and in all
that time he hath hardly spoke to six living people.” She then
again solicited their departure, in which she was backed by
Partridge; but Jones purposely protracted the time, for his
curiosity was greatly raised to see this extraordinary person.
Though the old woman, therefore, concluded every one of her
answers with desiring him to be gone, and Partridge proceeded
so far as to pull him by the sleeve, he still continued to invent
new questions, till the old woman, with an affrighted counten-
ance, declared she heard her master’s signal; and at the same
instant more than one voice was heard without the door, ery-
ing, “ D—n your blood, show us your money this instant. Your
money, you villain, or we will blow your brains about your
ears.”

“0, good heaven!” cries the old woman, “ some villains, to
be sure, have attacked my master. O la! what shall I do?
what shall I do?”—" How!"” cries Jones, “ how!—Are these
pistols loaded ? ”—* 0, good sir, there is nothing in them, indeed.
O pray don’t murder us, gentlemen!” (for in reality she now
had the same opinion of those within as she had of those with-
out). Jones made her no answer; but snatching an old broad
sword which hung in the room, he instantly sallied out, where
he found the old gentleman struggling with two ruffians, and
begging for mercy. Jones asked no questions, but fell so briskly
to work with his broad sword, that the fellows immediately
quitted their hold; and without offering to attack our heroe,
betook themselves to their heels and made their escape; for
he did not attempt to pursue them, being contented with having
delivered the old gentleman; and indeed he concluded he had
pretty well done their business, for both of them, as they ran
off, cried out with bitter oaths that they were dead men.

Jones presently ran to lift up the old gentleman, who had
been thrown down in the scuffle, expressing at the same time
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great concern lest he should have received any harm from the
villains. The old man stared a moment at Jones, and then cried,
“ No, sir, no, I have very little harm, I thank you. Lord have
mercy upon me! ”— I see, sir,” said Jones, “ you are not free
from apprehensions even of those who have had the happiness
to be your deliverers; nor can I blame any suspicions which
you may have; but indeed you have no real occasion for any;
here are none but your friends present. Having mist our way
this cold night, we took the liberty of warming ourselves at
your fire, whence we were just departing when we heard you
call for assistance, which, I must say, Providence alone seems
to have sent you.”—* Providence, indeed,” cries the old gentle-
man, “ if it be so.”— So it is, I assure you,"” cries Jones. *“ Here
is your own sword, sir; I have used 1t in your defence, and I
now return it into your hand.” The old man having received the
sword, which was stained with the blood of his enemies, looked
stedfastly at Jones during some moments, and then with a sigh
cried out, “ You will pardon me, young gentleman; I was not
always of a suspicious temper, nor am I a friend to ingratitude.”

“ Be thankful then,” cries Jones, “to that Providence to
which you owe your deliverance: as to my part, I have only
discharged the common duties of humanity, and what I would
have done for any fellow-creature in your situation.”—* Let
me look at you a little longer,” cries the old gentleman. * You
are a human creature then? Well, perhaps you are. Come pray
walk into my little hutt. You have been my deliverer indeed.”

The old woman was distracted between the fears which she
had of her master, and for him; and Partridge was, if possible,
in a greater fright. The former of theése, however, when she
heard her master speak kindly to Jones, and perceived what
had happened, came again to herself; but Partridge no sooner
saw the gentleman, than the strangeness of his dress infused
greater terrors into that poor fellow than he had before felt,
either from the strange description which he had heard, or from
the uproar which had happened at the door.

To say the truth, it was an appearance which might have
affected a more constant mind than that of Mr. Partridge.
This person was of the tallest size, with a long beard as white
as snow. His body was cloathed with the skin of an ass, made
something into the form of a coat. He wore likewise boots on
his legs, and a cap on his head, both composed of the skin of
some other animals.

As soon as the old gentleman came into his house, the old
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woman began her congratulations on his happy escape from
the ruffians. “ Yes,” cried he, “ I have escaped, indeed, thanks
to my preserver.”—* O the blessing on him!” answered she:
“he is a good gentleman, I warrant him. I was afraid your
worship would have been angry with me for letting him in; and
to be certain I should not have done it, had not I seen by the
moon-light, that he was a gentleman, and almost frozen to
death. And to be certain it must have been some good angel
that sent him hither, and tempted me to do it.”

“T am afraid, sir,” said the old gentleman to Jones, “ that I
have nothing in this house which you can either eat or drink,
unless you will accept a dram of brandy; of which I can give
you some most excellent, and which I have had by me these
thirty years.” Jones declined this offer in a very civil and
proper speech, and then the other asked him, *“ Whither he was
travelling when he mist his way? ” saying, “ I must own myself
surprized to see such a person as you appear to be, jouneying
on foot at this time of night. I suppose, sir, you are a gentle-
man of these parts; for you do not look like one who is used
to travel far without horses? ”

“ Appearances,” cried Jones, “are often deceitful; men
sometimes look what they are not. I assure you I am not of
this country; and whither I am travelling, in reality I scarce
know myself.”

“ Whoever you are, or whithersoever you are going,” answered
the old man, “I have obligations to you which I can never
return.”

“1 once more,” replied Jones, “ affirm that you have none;
for there can be no merit in having hazarded that in your ser-
vice on which I set no value; and nothing is so contemptible
in my eyes as life.”

“] am sorry, young gentleman,” answered the stranger,
“ that you have any reason to be so unhappy at your years.”

“Indeed I am, sir,” answered Jones, “ the most unhappy of
mankind.”—* Perhaps you have had a friend, or a mistress? ”
replied the other. “ How could you,” cries Jones, “ mention
two words sufficient to drive me to distraction? "—* Either of
them are enough to drive any man to distraction,” answered
the old man. “I enquire no farther, sir; perhaps my curiosity
hath led me too far already.”

“ Indeed, sir,” cries Jones, I cannot censure a passion which
I feel at this instant in the highest degree. You will pardon me
when I assure you, that everything which I have seen or heard




342 The History of

since I first entered this house hath conspired to raise the
greatest curiosity in me. Something very extraordinary must
have determined you to this course of life, and Ihave reason to
fear your own history is not without misfortunes.”

Here the old gentleman again sighed, and remained silent for
some minutes: at last, looking earnestly on Jones, he said, “ I
have read that a good countenance is a letter of recommenda-
tion; if so, none ever can be more strongly recommended than
yourself, If I did not feel some yearnings towards you from
another consideration, I must be the most ungrateful monster
upon earth; and I am really concerned it is no otherwise in my
power than by words to convince you of my gratitude.”

Jones, after a moment’s hesitation, answered, “ That it was
in his power by words to gratify him extremely I have confest
a curiosity,” said he, “sir; need I say how much obliged I
should be to you, if you would condescend to gratify it? Will
you suffer me therefore to beg, unless any consideration restrains
you, that you would be pleased to acquaint me what motives
have induced you thus to withdraw from the society of man-
kind, and to betake yourself to a course of life to which it
sufficiently appears you were not born? ”

“1 scarce think myself at liberty to refuse you anything after
what hath happened,” replied the old man. “If you desire
therefore to hear the story of an unhappy man, I will relate it
to you. Indeed you judge rightly, in thinking there is commonly
something extraordinary in the fortunes of those who fly from
society; for however it may seem a paradox, or even a contra-
diction, certain it is, that great philanthropy chiefly inclines us
to avoid and detest mankind; not on account so much of their
private and selfish vices, but for those of a relative kind; such
as envy, malice, treachery, cruelty, with every other species of
malevolence. These are the vices which true philanthropy
abhors, and which rather than see and converse with, she avoids
society itself. However, without a compliment to you, you do
not appear to me one of those whom I should shun or detest;
nay, I must say, in what little hath dropt from you, there appears
some parity in our fortunes: I hope, however, yours will con-
clude more successfully.”

Here some compliments passed between our heroe and his
host, and then the latter was going to begin his history, when
Partridge interrupted him. His apprehensions had now pretty
well left him, but some effects of his terrors remained; he there-
fore reminded the gentleman of that excellent brandy which he
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had mentioned. This was presently brought, and Partridge
swallowed a large bumper.

The gentleman then, without any farther preface, began as
you may read in the next chapter.

CHAPTER XI
IN WHICH THE MAN OF THE HILL BEGINS TO RELATE HIS HISTORY

“1 was born in a village of Somersetshire, called Mark, in the
year 1657. My father was one of those whom they call gentle-
men farmers. He had a little estate of about {300 a year of his
own, and rented another estate of near the same value. He was
prudent and industrious, and so good a husbandman, that he
might have led a very easy and comfortable life, had not an
arrant vixen of a wife soured his domestic qulet But though
this circumstance perhaps made him miserable, it did not make
him poor; for he confined her almost entirely at home, and
rather chose to bear eternal upbraidings in his own house, than
to injure his fortune by indulging her in the extravagancies she
desired abroad.

“ By this Xanthippe” (so was the wife of Socrates called,
said Partridge)—"* by this Xanthippe he had two sons, of which
I was the younger. He designed to give us both good education;
but my elder brother, who, unhappily for him, was the favourite
of my mother, utterly neglected his learning; insomuch that,
after having been five or six years at school with little or no
improvement, my father, being told by his master that it would
be to no purpose to keep "him longer there, at last complied with
my mother in taking him home from the hands of that tyrant,
as she called his master; though indeed he gave the lad much
less correction than his idleness deserved, but much more, it
seems, than the young gentleman liked, who constantly com-
plained to his mother of his severe treatment, and she as
constantly gave him a hearing.”

“Yes, yes,” cries Partridge, “ I have seen such mothers; I
have been abused myself by them, and very unjustly; such
parents deserve correction as much as their children.”

Jones chid the pedagogue for his interruption, and then the
stranger proceeded.

“ My brother now, at the age of fifteen, bade adieu to all
learning, and to everything else but to his dog and gun; with
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which latter he became so expert, that, though perhaps you
may think it incredible, he could not only hit a standing mark
with great certainty, but hath actually shot a crow as it was
flying in the air. He was likewise excellent at finding a hare
sitting, and was soon reputed one of the best sportsmen in the
country; a reputation which both he and his mother enjoyed
as much as if he had been thought the finest scholar.

“ The situation of my brother made me at first think my lot
the harder, in being continued at school: but I soon changed
my opinion; for as I advanced pretty fast in learning, m
labours became easy, and my exercise so delightful, that holi-
days were my most unpleasant time; for my mother, who never
loved me, now apprehending that I had the greater share of my
father’s affection, and finding, or at least thinking, that I was
more taken notice of by some gentlemen of learning, and parti-
cularly by the parson of the parish, than my brother, she now
hated my sight, and made home so disagreeable to me, that
what is called by school-boys Black Monday, was to me the
whitest in the whole year.

" Having at length gone through the school at Taunton, I
was thence removed to Exeter College in Oxford, where I re-
mained four years; at the end of which an accident took me
off entirely from my studies; and hence I may truly date the
rise of all which happened to me afterwards in life.

“ There was at the same college with myself one Sir George
Gresham, a young fellow who was intitled to a very considerable
fortune, which he was not, by the will of his father, to come into
full possession of till he arrived at the age of twenty-five. How-
ever, the liberality of his guardians gave him little cause to
regret the abundant caution of his father; for they allowed
him five hundred pounds a year while he remained at the uni-
versity, where he kept his horses and his whore, and lived as
wicked and as profligate a life as he could have done had he
been never so entirely master of his fortune; for besides the
five hundred a year which he received from his guardians, he
found means to spend a thousand more. He was above the age
of twenty-one, and had no difficulty in gaining what credit he
pleased.

“This young fellow, among many other tolerable bad quali-
ties, had one very diabolical. He had a great delight in destroy-
ing and ruining the youth of inferior fortune, by drawing them
into expenses which they could not afford so well as himself :
and the better, and worthier, and soberer any young man was,
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the greater pleasure and triumph had he in his destruction.
Thus acting the character which is recorded of the devil, and
going about seeking whom he might devour,

“It was my misfortune to fall into an acquaintance and in-
timacy with this gentleman. My reputation of diligence in my
studies made me a desirable object of his mischievous intention;
and my own inclination made it sufficiently easy for him to
effect his purpose; for though I had applied myself with much
industry to books, in which I took great delight, there were
other pleasures in which I was capable of taking much greater;
for I was high-mettled, had a violent flow of animal spirits, was
a little ambitious, and extremely amorous.

I had not long contracted an intimacy with Sir George
before I became a partaker of all his pleasures; and when I was
once entered on that scene, neither my inclination nor my
spirit would suffer me to play an under part. I was second to
none of the company in any acts of debauchery; nay, I soon
distinguished myself so notably in all riots and disorders, that
my name generally stood first in the roll of delinquents; and
instead of being lamented as the unfortunate pupil of Sir
George, I was now accused as the person who had misled and
debauched that hopeful young gentleman; for though he was
the ringleader and promoter of all the mischief, he was never
so considered. I fell at last under the censure of the vice-
chancellor, and very narrowly escaped expulsion.

“You will easily believe, sir, that such a life as I am now
describing must be incompatible with my further progress in
learning; and that in proportion as I addicted myself more
and more to loose pleasure, I must grow more and more remiss
in application to my studies. This was truly the consequence;
but this was not all. My expenses now greatly exceeded not
only my former income, but those additions which I extorted
from my poor generous father, on pretences of sums being neces-
sary for preparing for my approaching degree of batchelor of
arts. These demands, however, grew at last so frequent and
exorbitant, that my father by slow degrees opened his ears to
the accounts which he received from many quarters of my
present behaviour, and which my mother failed not to echo
very faithfully and loudly; adding, ‘ Ay, this is the fine gentle-
man, the scholar who doth so much honour to his family, and
is to be the making of it. I thought what all this learning would
come to. He is to be the ruin of us all, I find, after his elder
brother hath been denied necessaries for his sake, to perfect his
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education forsooth, for which he was to pay us such interest: I
thought what the interest would come to,” with much more of
the same kind; but I have, I believe, satisfied you with this
taste.

“ My father, therefore, began now to return remonstrances
instead of money to my demands, which brought my affairs
perhaps a little sooner to a crisis; but had he remitted me his
whole income, you will imagine it could have sufficed a very
short time to support one who kept pace with the expenses of
Sir George Gresham,

“1It is more than possible that the distress I was now in for
money, and the impracticability of going on in this manner,
might have restored me at once to my senses and to my studies,
had I opened my eyes before I became involved in debts from
which I saw no hopes of ever extricating myself. This was
indeed the great art of Sir George, and by which he accom-
plished the ruin of many, whom he afterwards laughed at as
fools and coxcombs, for vying, as he called it, with a man of his
fortune, To bring this about, he would now and then advance
a little money himself, in order to support the credit of the
unfortunate youth with other people; till, by means of that
very credit, he was irretrievably undone.

“My mind being by these means grown as desperate as my
fortune, there was scarce a wickedness which I did not meditate,
in order for my relief. Self-murder itself became the subject of
my serious deliberation; and I had certainly resolved on it, had
not a more shameful, though perhaps less sinful, thought ex-
pelled it from my head.”—Here he hesitated a moment, and
then cried out, “I protest, so many years have not washed
away the shame of this act, and I shall blush while I relate it.”
Jones desired him to pass over anything that might give him
pain in the relation; but Partridge eagerly cried out, “Oh,
pray, sir, let us hear this; I had rather hear this than all the
rest; as I hope to be saved, I will never mention a word of it.”
Jones was going to rebuke him, but the stranger prevented it
by proceeding thus: “I had a chum, a very prudent, frugal
young lad, who, though he had no very large allowance, had
by his parsimony heaped up upwards of forty guineas, which I
knew he kept in his escritore. I took therefore an opportunity
of purloining his key from his breeches-pocket, while he was
asleep, and thus made myself master of all his riches; after
which I again conveyed his key into his pocket, and counter-
feiting sleep—though I never once closed my eyes, lay in bed

Tom Jones, a Foundling 347

till after he arose and went to prayers—an exercise to which I
had long been unaccustomed.

“ Timorous thieves, by extreme caution, often subject them-
selves to discoveries, which those of a bolder kind escape. Thus
it happened to me; for had I boldly broke open his escritore, I
had, perhaps, escaped even his suspicion; but as it was plain
that the person who robbed him had possessed himself of his
key, he had no doubt, when he first missed his money, but that
his chum was certainly the thief, Now as he was of a fearful
disposition, and much my inferior in strength, and I believe in
courage, he did not dare to confront me with my guilt, for fear
of worse bodily consequences which might happen to him. He
repaired therefore immediately to the vice-chancellor, and upon
swearing to the robbery, and to the circumstances of it, very
easily obtained a warrant against one who had now so bad a
character through the whole university.

“ Luckily for me, I lay out of the college the next evening;
for that day I attended a young lady in a chaise to Witney,
where we staid all night, and in our return, the next morning,
to. Oxford, I met one of my cronies, who acquainted me with
sufficient news concerning myself to make me turn my horse
another way.”

“ Pray, sir, did he mention anything of the warrant? ' said
Partridge. But Jones begged the gentleman to proceed without
regarding any impertinent questions; which he did as follows:—

* Having now abandoned all thoughts of returning to Oxford,
the next thing which offered itself was a journey to London. I
mmparted this intention to my female companion, who at first
remonstrated against it; but upon producing my wealth, she
immediately consented. We then struck across the country,
into the great Cirencester road, and made such haste, that we
spent the next evening, save one, in London.

“ When you consider the place where I now was, and the
company with whom I was, you will, I fancy, conceive that a
very short time brought me to an end of that sum of which I
had so iniquitously possessed myself.

“I was now reduced to a much higher degree of distress than
before: the necessaries of life began to be numbered among my
wants; and what made my case still the more grievous was,
that my paramour, of whom I was now grown immoderately
fond, shared the same distresses with myself. To see a woman
you love in distress; to be unable to relieve her, and at the same
time to reflect that you have brought her into this situation,
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is perhaps a curse of which no imagination can represent
the horrors to those who have not felt it.”—* I believe it from
my soul,” cries Jones, “ and I pity you from the bottom of my
heart: " he then took two or three disorderly turns about the
room, and at last begged pardon, and flung himself into his
chair, crying, “ I thank Heaven, I have escaped that!”

“'This circumstance,” continued the gentleman, *“ so severely
aggravated the horrors of my present situation, that they

became absolutely intolerable. I could with less pain endure |

the raging in my own natural unsatisfied appetites, even hunger
or thirst, than I could submit to leave ungratified the most
whimsical desires of a woman on whom I so extravagantly
doated, that, though I knew she had been the mistress of half
my acquaintance, I firmly intended to marry her. But the good
creature was unwilling to consent to an action which the world
might think so much to my disadvantage. And as, possibly,
she compassionated the daily anxieties which she must have
perceived me suffer on her account, she resolved to put an end
to my distress. She soon, indeed, found means to relieve me
from my troublesome and perplexed situation; for while I was
distracted with various inventions to supply her with pleasures,
she very kindly—betrayed me to one of her former lovers at
Oxford, by whose care and diligence I was immediately appre-
hended and committed to gaol.

““Here I first began seriously to reflect on the miscarriages
of my former life; on the errors I had been guilty of; on the

misfortunes which I had brought on myself; and on the grief |

which I must have occasioned to one of the best of fathers.
When I added to all these the perfidy of my mistress, such was
the horror of my mind, that life, instead of being longer desir-
able, grew the object of my abhorrence; and I could have
gladly embraced death as my dearest friend, if it had offered
itself to my choice unattended by shame.

“The time of the assizes soon came, and I was removed by
habeas corpus to Oxford, where I expected certain conviction
and condemnation; but, to my great surprize, none appeared
against me, and I was, at the end of the sessions, discharged
for want of prosecution. In short, my chum had left Oxford,
and whether from indolence, or from what other motive I am
ignorant, had declined concerning himself any farther in the
affair.”

‘“ Perhaps,” cries Partridge, “ he did not care to have your |

blood upon his hands; and he was in the right on’t. If any
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person was to be hanged upon my evidence, I should never be
able to lie alone afterwards, for fear of seeing his ghost.”

“T shall shortly doubt, Partridge,” says Jones, “ whether
thou art more brave or wise.”—* You may laugh at me, sir, if
you please,” answered Partridge; “ but if you will hear a very
short story which I can tell, and which is most certainly true,
perhaps you may change your opinion. In the parish where I
was born—" Here Jones would have silenced him; but the
stranger interceded that he might be permitted to tell his story,
and in the meantime promised to recollect the remainder of his
own.

Partridge then proceeded thus: “In the parish where I was
born, there lived a farmer whose name was Bridle, and he had
a son named Francis, a good hopeful young fellow: I was at the
grammar-school with him, where I remember he was got into
Ovid’s Epistles, and he could construe you three lines together
sometimes without looking into a dictionary. Besides all this,
he was a very good lad, never missed church o’ Sundays, and
was reckoned one of the best psalm-singers in the whole parish.
He would indeed now and then take a cup too much, and that
was the only fault he had.”—* Well, but come to the ghost,”
cries Jones. ““ Never fear, sir; I shall come to him soon enough,”
answered Partridge. “ You must know, then, that farmer

' Bridle lost a mare, a sorrel one, to the best of my remembrance;

and so it fell out that this young Francis shortly afterward
being at a fair at Hindon, and as I think it was on—, I can’t
remember the day; and being as he was, what should he happen
to meet but a man upon his father's mare. Frank called out
presently, Stop thief; and it being in the middle of the fair, it
was impossible, you know, for the man to make his escape. So
they apprehended him and carried him before the justice: I
remember it was Justice Willoughby, of Noyle, a very worthy
good gentleman; and he committed him to prison, and bound
Frank in a recognisance, I think they call it—a hard word com-
pounded of re and cognosco ; but it differs in its meaning from
the use of the simple, as many other compounds do. Well, at
last down came my Lord Justice Page to hold the assizes; and
so the fellow was had up, and Frank was had up for a witness.
To be sure, I shall never forget the face of the judge, when he
began to ask him what he had to say against the prisoner. He
made poor Frank tremble and shake in his shoes. ‘ Well you,
fellow,’ says my lord, ‘ what have you to say? Don’t stand
humming and hawing, but speak out.” But, however, he soon
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turned altogether as civil to Frank, and began to thunder at
the fellow; and when he asked him if he had anything to say for
himself, the fellow said, he had found the horse. * Ay !” answered
the judge,  thou art a lucky fellow: I have travelled the circuit
these forty years, and never found a horse in my life: but I'll
tell thee what, friend, thou wast more lucky than thou didst
know o_f ; for thou didst not only find a horse, but a halter too
I promise thee.” To be sure, I shall never forget the word. Upon’
which everybody fell a laughing, as how could they help it?
Nay, and twenty other jests he made, which I can’t remember
now. There was something about his skill in horse-flesh which
made all the folks laugh. To be certain, the judge must have
been a very brave man, as well as a man of much learning. It
15 indeed charming sport to hear trials upon life and death,
One thing I own I thought a little hard, that the prisoner’s
counsel was not suffered to speak for him, though he desired
only to be heard one very short word, but my lord would not
hearken to him, though he suffered a counsellor to talk against
him for above half-an-hour. I thought it hard, I own, that

then_a should be so many of them; my lord, and the court, and
the jury, and the counsellors, and the witnesses, all upon one

poor man, and he too in chains. Well, the fellow was hanged
as to be sure it could be no otherwise, and poor Frank could
never be easy about it. He never was in the dark alone, but he
fancied he saw the fellow’s spirit.”—“ Well, and is this thy
story?” cries Jones. “ No, no,” answered Partridge. “ O Lord
have mercy upon me! Iam just now coming to the matter; for
one night, coming from the alehouse, in a long, narrow, dark
lane, there he ran directly up against him; and the spirit was

all in white, and fell upon Frank; and Frank, who was a sturdy -

lad, fell upon the spirit again, and there they had a tussel
together, and poor Frank was dreadfully beat: indeed he made
& shift at last to crawl home; but what with the beating, and
what with the fright, he lay ill above a fortnight; and all this is
most certainly true, and the whole parish will bear witness to it.”

The stranger smiled at this story, and Jones burst into a loud
fit of laughter; upon which Partridge cried, “ Ay, you may
laugh, sir; and so did some others, particularly a squire, who
1s thought to be no better than an atheist; who, forsooth
because there was a calf with & white face found dead in the
same lane the next morning, would fain have it that the battle
was between Frank and that, asiif a calf would set upon a man.
Besides, Frank told me he knew it to be a spirit, and could
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swear to him in any court in Christendom; and he had not
drank above a quart or two or such a matter of liquor, at the
time. Lud have mercy upon us, and keep us all from dipping
our hands in blood, I say!™

“Well, sir,” said Jones to the stranger, “ Mr. Partridge hath
finished his story, and 1 hope will give you no future interrup-
tion, if you will be so kind to proceed.” He then resumed his
narration; but as he hath taken breath for a while, we think
proper to give it to our reader, and shall therefore put an end

to this chapter.

CHAPTER XII
IN WHICH THE MAN OF THE HILL CONTINUES HIS HISTORY

“1 mAD now regained my liberty,” said the stranger; “but I
had lost my reputation; for there is a wide difference between
the case of a man who is barely acquitted of a crime in a court
of justice, and of him who is acquitted in his own heart, and in
the opinion of the people. I was conscious of my guilt, and
ashamed to look any one in the face; so resolved to leave Oxford
the next morning, before the daylight discovered me to the
eyes of any beholders.

“ When I had got clear of the city, it first entered into my
head to return home to my father, and endeavour to obtain his
forgiveness; but as I had no reason to doubt his knowledge of
all which had past, and as I was well assured of his great aver-
sion to all acts of dishonesty, I could entertain no hopes of
being received by him, especially since I was too certain of all
the good offices in the power of my mother; nay, had my
father’s pardon been as sure, as I conceived his resentment to
be, I yet question whether I could have had the assurance to
behold him, or whether I could, upon any terms, have sub-
mitted to live and converse with those who, I was convinced,
knew me to have been guilty of so base an action.

“ 1 hastened therefore back to London, the best retirement
of either grief or shame, unless for persons of a very public
character; for here you have the advantage of solitude without
its disadvantage, since you may be alone and in company at
the same time; and while you walk or sit unobserved, noise,
hurry, and a constant succession of objects, entertain the mind,
and prevent the spirits from preying on themselves, or rather




