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PR PUANS TSP OPRCT,

The Hotel at Paris.

COULD not find in my heart

to torture La Fleur’s with a fe-
rious look upon the fubject of my
embarraffiment, which was the rea-
fon I had treated it fo cavalierly : and
to thew him how light it lay upon
my mind, I dropt the fubjet en-
tirely ; and whilft he waited upon me
at fupper, talk’d to him with more
than ufual gaiety about Paris, and of
the opera comique.—~La Fleur had
been there himfelf, and had followed
me through the ftreets as far as the

bookfeller’s fhop; but feeing mie come
2 out
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out with the young fille de chambye,
and that we wallk’d down the Quaide
Conti together, La Fleur deem’d it
unneceflary to follow me a {tep fur-
ther—{o making his own reflections

upon it, he took a fhorter cut
and got to the hotel in time to be in-
form’d of the affair of the Police
againft my arrival.

As {oon as the honeft creature had
taken away, and gone down to fup
himfelf, T then began to think a
lictle ferioufly about my fituation.—

—And here, I know, Eugenius,
thou wilt. {mile at the remembrance
of a fhort dialogne which pals’d be-
C2 TWIXC
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twixt us the moment I was going to
fet out I muft tell it here,

Eugenius, knowing that I was a5
little fubject to be overburthen’d with
money as thought, had drawn me
afide to interrogate me how much I
had taken care for; upon telling him
the exa@ {um, Eugenius thook his
head, and faid it would not do; fo
pull’d out his purfe in order to empty
it into mine.—I’ve enough in con-
Indeed,
Yorick, you-have not, replied Eu-

fcience, Eugenius, faid 1.

genius—I know France and Italy
better than you.

But you don’t
confider, Eugenius, faid I, refufing
his offer, that before 1 have been
three days in Paris, I fhall take care
to
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to fay or do fomething or other for
which I fhall get clapp’d up into the
Baftile, and that I fhall live there 2
couple of months entirely at the king
of France’s expence.—I beg pardon,
faid Eugenius, drily: really, T had

forgot that refource.

Now the event T treated gaily
came ferioufly to my door.

Is it folly, or nonchalance, or phi-
lofophy, or pertinacity—or what is
it in me, that, after all, when La
Fleur had gone down ftairs, and I
was quite alone, that I couid not
bring down my mind to think of it
otherwife than I had then fpoken of
it to Eugenius ?

o —And
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— And as for the Baftile! the ter-
for is in the word—Make the moft
of it you can, faid I to myfelf, the
Baftile is but another word for a
tower —and a tower is but another
word for a houfe you can’t get out of
—Mercy on the gouty ! for they are
in it twice a year—but with nine
livres a day, and pen and ink and
paper and patience, albeit a man can’t

- get out, he may do very well within

—at leaft for a month or fix weeks ; at
the end of which, if he is a harmlefs
fellow his innocence appears, and
he comes out a better and wiler man
than he went in.

T had fome occafion (I forget what)

to ftep into the court-yard, asI fettled
this




this account 3 and remember T walk’d
down ftairs in no fmall triumph with
the conceit of my reafoning — Be-
fhrew the fombre pencil! faid I vaunt-
ingly—for I envy not its powers,
which paints the evils of life with fo
hard and deadly a colouring. The
mind fits terrified at the objects fhe
has magnified herfelf, and blackened :
reduce them to their proper fize and
hae the overlooks them —’Tis true,
{aid I, correcting the propofition —
the Baftile is not an evil to be de-
{pifed—but ftrip it of its towers—fill
up the fofsé—unbarricade the doors—
call it fimply a confinement, and fup-
pofe ’tis fome tyrant of a diftemper—
and not of 2 man which holds you in
BT it —
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it—the evil vanithes, and you bear

the other half without complaint.

I was interrupted in the hey-day
of this foliloquy, with a voice which
I took to be of a child, which com-
plained ¢ it could not get out.”’—I
look’d up and down the paffage, and
{eeing neither man, woman, or child,

1 went out without further,attention.

In my return back through the
paffage, I heard the fame words re-
peated twice over ; and looking up,
I faw it was a ftarling hung in a little
cage.—*¢ I can’t get out—I can’t get
<¢ out,” faid the ftarling.

I ftood
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I ftood looking at the bird: and
to every perfon who came through the
paffage it ran fluttering to the fide to-
wards which they approach’dit, with
the fame lamentation of its captivity—
¢t ] can’t get out”, faid the ftarling—
God help thee! faid I, but Il let
thee out, coft what it will; fo I turn’d
about the cage to get to thedoor ; it
was twifted and double twifted fo faft
with wire, there was no getting it
open without pulling the cage to
pieces — I took both hands to it.

The bird flew to the place where
I was attempting his deliverance, and
thrufting his head through the trellis,
prefs’d his breaft againft it, as if im-
patient—I fear, poor creature! faid I,

5 1 cannot




[ 26 ]
I cannot fet thee at liberty—s¢¢ No,”
faid the ftarling—¢¢ I can’t get out
¢ —1 can’t’get out,” faid the ftar-

ling,.

Ivow, I never had my affections
more tenderly awakened; or do I re-
member an incident in my life, where
the diflipated fpirits, to which my
reafon had been a bubble, were fo
fuddenly call’d home. Mechanical
as the notes were, yet {o true in tune to
nature were they chanted, that in one
moment they overthrew all my fylte-
matic reafonings upon the Baftile;
and 1 heavily walk’d vp ftairs, un-
faying every word I had faid in go-
ing down them.

Difguife
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Difguife thyfelf as thou wilt, ftill
flavery! faid I—fill thou art a bit-
ter draught ; and though thoufands
in all ages have been made to drink
of thee, thou art no lefs bitter on
that account.—tis thou, thrice {weet
and gracious godde(s, addrefling my-
&If to LirerTY, whom all in pub-
lic orin private worfhip, whole tafte
is grateful, and ever wilt be fo, till
Narurs herfelf (hall change—no iz
of words can fpot thy {fnowy mantle,
or chymic power turn thy {ceptre
into iron—with thee to {mile upon
him as he eats his cruft, the {wain
is happier than his monarch, from
whofe court thou art exiled-——Gracious
heaven! cried I, kneeling down upon
the laft ftep but one in my afcent—

grant
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[ 28
grant me but health, thou great Be-
ftower of it, and give me but this
fair goddels as my companion —
and fhower down thy mitres, if it
feems good unto thy divine provi-
dence, upon thofe heads which are

aching for them,
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