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with: Maddame de R * * * * had {on¢
her upon fome commifiions to'a mar-
chande de medes within a ftep or two
of the . hotel de Modene; andasT had
fail’d in weiting vpon her, had bid
her enquire if I had left Paris; and
if fo, whether I hzd not left a letter

addrefs’d to her.

As the fair fille de chambre was o
near my door fhe turned back, and
went into the room with me for a
moment or two whillt I wrote a
card,

It was a fine flill evening in the
latter end of the month of May—
the crimfon window curtains {which
were of the fame colour of thofe of
the
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the bed) were drawn clofe—the fun
was fetting and reflected through
them fo warm a tint into the fair fille
de chambre’s face—1 thought fhe
bluth’d—the idea of it made me
bluth myfelf—we were quite alone;
and that fuper-induced a fecond blufh

before the firft could get off.

There is a fort of a pleafing half

guilty blufh, where the blood is
more in faule than the man—"tis fent
impetuous from the heart, and virtue
fies after it—not to call it back, but
to make the fenfation of it more
delicious to the nerves—"tis afio-
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But I’ll not defcribe it. —I fele
{fome at firft in me which

"~ 2 L k) e s
was 'not_in firi¢t unifon with the

virtue I had given her

e ety :
betore—1 fought five mi-

= = :
nutes for a card—I knew I had nor

oene.—1I took up a

down acain—my han
g 3

the devil was in me.

know as well as any one, he isan
adverfary, whom if we refift, he will
fly from us—but I feldom refit him
at all; from a rerror, that though I
may conquer, I may ftill get a hort
in the combat—{o I give up the
triumph, for fecurity; and inftead
of thioking to make him fly, I ge-

nerally fly myfelf.
The




[ 95 ]

The fair fille de chambre came clofe
up to the bureau where I was looking
for a card—-toock up firlt the pen I
caft down, then offered to hold me
the ink : fhe offer’d it fo {weetly, I
was going to accept it—but I durft
not—I have nothing, my dear, faid
1, to write upon.—Write it, faid fhe,

fimply, upon any. thing.—

I was juft going to cry out, Then
I will write it, fair girl! upon thy
lips.—

IfI do, faid I, 1 fhall perith—
fo I took her by the hand, and led
her to the door, and begg’d fhe would
not forget the leflon I had given her
—She faid, Indeed fhe would not—

and
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and as fhe utter’d it with fome ear-
neftnefs, fhe turned about, and gave
me both her hands, clofed together,
into mine—it was impoffible not to
comprefs them in that fituation—I
wifh’d to let them go; and all the
time I held them, I kept arguing
within myfelf againft it—and fll I
held them on.—In two minutes I
found I had all the battle to fight
over again—and I felt my legs and
every limb about me tremble at the

T |
dga.

The foot of the bed was withig 2
yard and a half of the place where
we were {tanding—I had ftill hold of
her hands—and how it happened I
can give no account, but I neither
alk’d
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afk’d her==nor drew her—nor did 1
think of the bed—but o it did hap-
pen, we both fat down,

Ill juft fhew you, faid the fair
Sille de chambre, the little purfe I have
been making to-day to hold your
crown, So fhe put her hand into
her right pocket; which was next me,
and feltfor it for fometime—theninto
inte-the left—< She had loft it.”—]
never bore expectation more quietly
—it was in her right pocket at laft—
fhe pulled it out; it was of green
taffeta, lined with a little bit of white
quilted fattin, and juft big enough
to hold the crown—fhe put it into
my hand—it was pretty ; and I held it
ten minutes with the back of my hand

VoIl H refting
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refting upon her lap—Iooking fome-

times at the purfe, fometimes on one

fide of it.

A ftitch or two had broke out in
the gathers of my ftock—the fair
Jille de chambre, without faying a word,
took out her little huflive, threaded
a {mall needle, and few’d it up—
I forefaw it would hazard the glory
of the day ; and as the paffed her hand
in filence acrofs and acrofs my neck
in the manceuvre, I felt the laurels
fhake which fancy had wreath’d
about my head.

A ftrap had given way in her
walk, and the buckle of her fhoe was
1uf’c falling off—See, faid" the jille de

chambre,
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cbambre, holding up her foot—
could not for my foul but faften the
buckle in return, and putting in the
ftrap — and lifting up the other foot
with it, when I had done, to fee both
were right—in doing it too fuddenly
~—it unavoidably threw the fair /e de
vhambre off her center—and then—
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