
BOOK XIII 

CHAPTER I 

AN INVOCATION 

Co11E, bright !ove of lame, inspire my glowing breast: not thee 
I call, who, over swelling tides of blood and tears, dost bear the 
heroe on to glory, wbile sighs of millions waft bis spreading sails; 
but thee, fair, gentle maid, whom Mnesis, happy nymph, first on 
the banks of Hebrus did produce. Tbee, whom Ma,onia educated, 
whom Mantua charmed, and who, on that fair bill wbich over­
looks the proud metropolis of Britain, sat'st, with thy Milton, 
sweetly tuning the beroic lyre; fill my ravished lancy with the 
hopes of charming ages yet to come. Foretel me that sorne tender 
maid, whose grandmother is yet unborn, hereafter, when, under 
the fictitious name of Sophia, she reads the real worth which 
once existed in my Charlotte, shall from her sympathetic breast 
send forth the beaving sigh. Do thou teach me not only to 
foresee, but to enjoy, nay, evento leed on luture praise. Comfort 
me by a solemn assurance, that when the little parlour in which 
I sit at this instant shall be reduced to a worse lurnished box, 
I shall be read with honour by those who never knew nor saw 
me, and whom I shall neitber know nor see. 

And thou, much plumper dame, whom no airy forms nor 
phantoms of imagination cloathe; whom the well-seasoned 
beef, and pudding richly stained witb plums, delight: tbee I 
call: of whom in a treckschuyte, in sorne Dutch canal, the fat 
Jufvrouw Gelt, impregnated by a jolly merchant of Amsterdam, 
was delivered: in Grub-street school didst thou suck in the 
elements of thy erudition. Here hast thou, in tby maturer age, 
taught poetry to tickle not the fancy, but the pride of the 
patron. Comedy from tbee learns a grave and solemn air; while 
tragedy storms aloud, and rends th' affrighted theatres with its 
thunders. To soothe thy wearied limbs in slumber, Alderman 
History tells bis tedious tale; and, again, to awaken thee, 
Monsieur Romance performs his surprizing tricks of dexterity. 
Nor less thy well-fed bookseller obeys thy influence. By thy 
advice the heavy, unread, folio lump, which long had dozed on 
the dusty shelf, piecemealed into numbers, runs nimbly through 
the nation. Instructed by tbee, sorne books, like quacks, impose 
on the world by promising wonders; while others turn beaus, 
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and trust ali their merits to a gilded outside. Come, thou jolly 
substance, with thy shining lace, keep back thy inspiration 
but hold forth thy tempting rewards · thy shining chinkin ' 
heap· th . kl 'bl b ·' · · ' g , Y qmc, Y convert1 e ank-bill, b1g with unseen riches; 
thy often-varymg stock; the warm, the comfortable house · 
and,_ lastly, • fair portian of that bounteous mother, whos~ 
flowm_g bre~sts y1eld redundant sustenance for ali her numerous 
offsprmg, did not sorne too greedily and wantonly drive their 
brethren from the teat. Come thou, and if I am too tasteless of 
thy valuable treas~res, warm my heart with the transporting 
thought of conveymg; them to others. Tell me, that through 
thy b~unty, the pratling babes, whose innocent play hath often 
been mterrupted by my labours, may one time be amply 
rewarded for them. 

And now trus ill-yoked pair, this lean shadow and this fat 
s~bstance, have prompted me to write, whose assistance shall 
I mvoke to direct my pen 1 

~irst, Genius; thou gift of Heaven; without whose aid in 
vam we struggle against the stream of nature. Thou who dost 
sow. the generous seeds which art nourishes, and brings to per­
fect10n. Do thou kindly take me by the hand and Jead me 
thro_ugh all the mazes, the winding labyrinths of n;ture. Initiate 
me mto ali those mysteri_es which profane eyes never beheld. 
Teach me, which to thee IS no difficult task, to know mankind 
b~tter th3:n they know themselves. Remove that mist which 
dlills t~e mtellects of mortals, and causes them to adore men 
for their art, or to det~t then_i for their cunning, in deceiving 
others, ~~en they are, m reality, the objects only of ridicule 
for dece1vmg th_emselves. Strip off the thin disguise of wisdo~ 
from_ ~elf-conce1t, of plenty from avarice, and of glory from 
ambJt10n: Come, thou that hast inspired thy Aristophanes, 
thy Luc1an, thy Cervantes, thy Rabelais thy Moliere thy 
S_hakespe~r, thy Swift, thy Marivaux, fill my pages with hu~our; 
till mankind learn th_e_ good-na_ture to laugh only at the follies of 
others, and the humility to gneve at their own. 

And _thou, _almost the constant attendant on true genius, 
Humanlly, brmg ali thy tender sensations. If thou hast already 
d1sposed _of them:all between thy Allen and thy Lyttleton, steal 
them a httle _whil~ from their bosoms. Not without these the 
t~n_der scene 1s _pamted. From these alone proceed the noble, 
dISmterested fnendslú~, the melting ]ove, the generous senti­
m~n!, the ardent grat1tude, the soft compassion, the candid 
opuuon; and ali those strong energies of a good mind, which fill 
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the moistened eyes with tears, the glowing cheeks with blood, 
and swell the heart with tides of grief, joy, and benevolence. 

And thou, O Learning ! (for without thy assistance nothing 
pure, nothing correct, can genius produce) do thou guide my 
pen. Thee in thy favourite fields, where the limpid, gently­
rolling Thames washes thy Etonian banks, in early youth I have 
worshipped. To thee, at thy birchen altar, with true Spartan 
devotion, I have sacrificed my blood. Come then, and from thy 
vast, luxuriant stores, in long antiquity piled up, pour forth 
the rich profusion. Open thy Maeonian and thy Mantuan coflers, 
with whatever else includes thy philosophic, thy poetic, and 
thy historical treasures, whether with Greek or Roman char­
acters thou hast chosen to inscribe the ponderous chests: give 
me a while that key to ali thy treasures, which to thy Warburton 
thou hast entrusted. 

Lastly, come Experience, long conversan! with the wise, the 
good, the learned, and the polite. Nor with them only, but with 
every kind of character, from the minister at his levee, to the 
bailiff in his spunging-house; from the dutchess at her drum, 
to the landlady behind her bar. From thee only can the manners 
of mankind be known; to which the recluse pedant, however 
great his parts or extensive his learning may be, hath ever been 
a stranger. 

Come ali these, and more, if possible; for arduous is the task 
I have undertaken; and, without ali your assistance, will, I 
find, be too heavy for me to support. But if you al] smile on 
my labours, I hope still to bring them to a happy conclusion. 

CHAPTER II 

WHAT BEFEL MR. JONES ON ms ARRIVAL IN LON'DON 

THE learned Dr. Misaubin used to say, that the proper direction 
to him was To Dr. Misaubin, in lhe World; intimating that 
there were few people in it to whom his great reputation was 
not known. And, perhaps, upon a very nice examination into 
the matter, we shall find that this circumstance bears no in­
considerable part among the many blessings of grandeur. 

The great happiness of being known to posterity, with the 
hopes of which we so delighted ourselves in the preceding 
chapter, is the portion of few. To have the severa! elements 
which compose our names, as Sydenham expresses it, repeated 
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occasion_ally drop~ from him; an~ particula:ly many expressions 
ol the h1ghest clismterestedness m the affarr of love. On which 
subject !he young gentleman delivered himself in a language 
which ~ght have very well become :'-n Arcaclian shepherd ol old, 
and wh1ch appeared very extraorclinary when proceeding lrom 
~h~ li~s of a moden1 fine gentleman; but he was only one by 
11mtat1on, and meant by nature for a much better character. 

CHAPTER VI 

WHAT ARRIVED WEIILE THE COMPANY WERE AT BREAKFAST, WITH 
SOME ffiNTS CONCERNING THE GOVERNMENT OF DAUGHTERS 

?ui: coi:npany brought together in. the morning the same good 
mchnalI?ns towards each other, with which they had separated 
the evenmg before; but poor J ones was extremely clisconsolate · 
lor he had just received information from Partridge that Mrs'. 
Fitzpatrick had left her lodging, and that he could not learn 
whither she was gone. This news highly alfücted him and his 
countenance, as well as his behaviour, in defiance of aÍI his en­
deavours to the contrary, betrayed manifest indications of a 
disordered mind. 

The discourse turned at present, as before, on !ove· and 1fr. 
Nightingale again expressed many of those warm gen~rous and 
clisinterested sentiments upon this subject, which' wise and :ober 
meo ca)! romantic, _but which wi_se and sober women generally 
regard m a better light. Mrs. M1ller (lor so the mistress of the 
house was called) greatly approved th<:5e sentiments; but when 
the young gentleman appealed to Miss Nancy, she answered 
only," That she believed the gentleman who had spoke the least 
was capable of feeling most." 

This compliment was so apparently directed to J ones, that we 
should have been sorry had he passed it by unregarded. He made 
h~r indeed a very polite answer, and concluded with an oblique 
h!nt, that ?er own silence subjected her to a suspicion of the same 
kmd: for mdeed she had scarce opened her lips either now or the 
last evening. 

"I am glad, Nanny," says Mrs. Miller, "the gentleman hath 
made the observation; I protest I am almost of his opinion. 
What can be the matter with you, child? I never saw such an 
alteration. What is become of all your gaiety? Would you think 
sir, I u sed to call her my little pratler? She hath not spok; 
twenty words this week." 
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Here their conversation was interrupted by the entrance ol 
a maid-servant, who brought a bundle in her hand, which, she 
said "was delivered by a porter for Mr. Jones." She added, 
"That the man immediately went away, saying, it required no 
answer.n 

J ones expressed sorne surprize on this occasion, and declared 
it must be sorne mistake; but the maid persisting that she was 
certain of the name, all the women were desirous of having the 
bundle immediately opened; which operation was at length per­
formed by little Betsy, with the consent of Mr. Jones: and the 
contents were found to be a domino, a mask, anda masquerade 
ticket. 

J ones was now more positive . than ever ½' asserting, that 
these things must have been delivered by mIStake; and Mrs. 
Miller herself expressed sorne doubt, and said, "She knew not 
what to think." But when Mr. Nightingale was asked, he d_e­
livered a very different opinion. " Ali I can conclude lrom 1t, 
sir " said he " is that you are a very happy man; for I make 

' ' ' Id ill no doubt but these were sent you by sorne a y whom you w 
have the happiness of meeting at the masquerade." 

Jones had not a suflicient degree _ol vanity iº entertain a_ny 
such flattering imagination; nor d1d Mrs. Miller herself g1ve 
much assent to what Mr. Nightingale had said, till Miss Nancy 
having lilted up the domino, a card dropt lrom the sleeve, in 
which was written as lollows :-

To MR. JoNES 
The queen of the fairies sends you this; 
Use her favours not amiss. 

Mrs. Miller and Miss Nancy now both agreed with Mr. Nightin­
gale; nay, J ones himsell was almost persuaded . to be _ol the 
same opinion. And ~ no other lady but Mrs: F1tzpa\nck, he 
thought, knew his lodgmg, he began to flatt~r himsell w1th so~e 
hopes that it carne lrom her, and that he m1ght posSibly see bis 
Sophi~. These hopes had surely very little loundation; but as 
the conduct of Mrs. Fitzpatrick, in not seeing him according to 
her promise and in quitting her lodgings, had been very odd and 
unaccountable he conceived sorne faint hopes, that she ( of whom 
he bad formerÍy beard a very w_hi~sical character) might P?S­
sibly intend to do him tbat serv1c~ m a strange manner, wh1ch 
she declined doing by more ordmary methods. To say the 
truth, as nothing certain could be concluded lrom so odd and 
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uncommon an incident, he had the greater Iatitude to draw what 
imaginary conclusions from it he pleased. As his temper there­
fore was naturally sanguine, he indulged it on this occasion and 
his imagination worked up a thousand conceits, to favou; and 
support his expectations of meeting his dear Sophia in the 
evemng. 

Reader, if thou ha~t any good wishes towards me, I will fully 
repa y them by wishmg thee to be possessed of this sanguine 
disposition ol mind; since, alter having read much and con­
s1dered long on that subject ol happiness which hath employed 
so many great pens, I am almost inclined to fix it in the posses­
sion of this temper; which puts us, in a manner, out ol the reach 
of Fortune, and makes us happy without her assistance. Indeed, 
the sensations of pleasure it gives are much more constant, as 
well as much keener, than those which that blind lady bestows; 
nature having wisely contrived, that sorne satiety and languor 
should be annexed to ali our real enjoyments, lest we should be 
so taken up by them, as to be stopt from further pursuits. I 
make no manner of doubt but that, in this light, we may see the 
imaginary future chancellor just called to the bar, the arch­
bishop in crape, and the prime minister at the tail of an opposi­
tion, more truly happy than those who are invested with all the 
power and profit of those respective offices. 

Mr. Janes having now determined to go to the masquerade 
that evening, Mr. Nightingale offered to conduct bim tbither, 
The young gentleman, at the same time, offered tickets to 
Miss Nancy and her mother; but the good woman would not 
accept them. She said, "she did not conceive the harm wbich 

1 sorne people imagined in a masquerade; but tbat sucb extra­
vagant diversions were proper only for persons of quality and 
fortune, and not for young women who were to get their living, 
and could, at best, hope to be married to a good tradesman." 
--" A tradesman 1" cries Nightingale, "you shan't under­
value my Nancy. There is not a nobleman upen earth above 
her merit." "O fiel Mr. Nightingale," answered Mrs. Miller, 
" you must not fill the girl's head with such fancies: but if it 
was her good luck" (says the mother with a simper) "to find a 
gentleman ol your generous way of thinking, I hope she would 
make a better retum to his generosity than to give her mind up 
to extravagant pleasures. Indeed, where young Jadies bring 
great fortunes themselves, they have sorne right to insist on 
spending what is their own; and on that account I have heard 
the gentlemen say, a man has sometimes a better bargain with 
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a peor wile, than with a rich one.--But !et my daughters 
marry whom they will, I shall endea vour to make them blessings 
to their husbands:--I beg, therefore, I may hear of no more 
masquerades. Nancy is, I am certain, too good a girl to desire 
to go; for she must remember when you carried her thither 
last year, it almost tumed her head; and she did not retum to 
herself, orto her needle, in a month afterwards." 

Though a gentle sigh, wbich stole from the bosom al Nancy, 
seemed to argue sorne secret disapprobation of these sentiments, 
she did not dare openly to oppose them. Far as tbis good woman 
had ali the tendemess, so she had preserved ali the authority ol 
a paren!; and as her indulgcnce to the desires of her cbildren 
was restrained only by her lears for their salety and future 
wellare, so she never suffered those commands wbich pro­
ceeded from such fears to be either disobeyed or disputed. 
And this the young gentleman, who had lodged two years in 
the house, knew so well, that he presently acquiesced in the 
refusal. 

Mr. Nightingale, who grew every minute fonder of Jones, 
was very desirous ol bis company that day to dinner at the 
tavem, where he offered to introduce bim to sorne al bis ac­
quaintance; but Jones begged to be excused, "as his cloaths/' 
he said, H were not yet come to town." 

To confess the truth, Mr. Janes was now in a situation, wbich 
sometimes happens to be the ca.se al young gentlemen of much 
better figure than bimself. In short, he had not one penny in bis 
pocket; a situation in much greater credit among the antient 
pbilosophers, than among the modem wise men who live in 
Lombard-street, or those who frequent White's chocolate-house. 
And, perhaps, the great honours which those pbilosophers have 
ascribed to an empty pocket, may be one of the reasons of that 
bigh contempt in which they are held in the aforesaid street 
and chocolate-house. 

Now if the antient opinion, that men might live very com­
fortably on virtue only, be, as the modem wise men jusi above­
mentioned pretend to have discovered, a notorious error; no 
Iess false is, I apprehend, that position al sorne writers of 
romance, that a man can live altogether on !ove: for however 
delicious repasts this may afford to some of our senses or appe­
tites, it is most certain it can al!ord nene to others. Those, tliere­
fore, who have placed too great a confidence in such writers, 
have experienced their error when it was too late; and have 
found that !ove was no more capable of allaying hunger, than 




