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P=A= 105,

WE get forwards in ‘the world
not fo much by doing fer-

vices, as receiving them: you take a
withering twig, and put it in the
ground ; and then you water if, bes

caufe you hayve planted it,

Monf. Le Comjte de B*##* %,
merely becaufe he had done me one
kindnefs in the.affair of my . pafi-
port, would go on and do.me another,
the few days he was at Paris, in
making me known to a few people
of rank; and ‘they were to prefent
me to others, and {o on.
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I had got mafter of my fecrer, juft
in time to turn thefe honours to fome
little account; otherwife, as is com-
monly the cafe, I thould have din’d or
fupp’d a fingle time or two round,
and then by #ranflating French looks
and attitudes into plain Englifh, I
fhould prefently have feen, that I had
got hold of the convert* of fome
more entertaining guelt; and in
courfe, fhould have refigned all' my
places one after another, merely upon
the principle that I could not keep
them.—As it was, things did not go
much amifs.

I had the honour of being intro-
duced to the old Marquis de B¥#*#*;

* Plate, napkin, knife, fork, and {poon.
in
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in days of -yore he had fignaliz’d
himfelf by fome fmall feats' of chi-~
valry in the Conr d4’amour, and had
drefs’d himfelf out to the idea of
tilts and tournaments ever fince ~the
Marquis de B *** * wifh’d to have
it thought the affair was fomewhere
elfe than in his braie. * He could
¢¢ like to take a trip to England,” and
afk’d much of the Engtlifh *ladies.
Stay where you are, I befeech you,
Monf. le- Marquis ,  faid I—-Les
Meflrs. Anglois' can fcarce get a
kind look from them as it is.—The
Marquis invited me to fupper.

Monf, P**** the farmer- general
was juft as inquifitive -about our

taxes.—They were very confiderable,
he




[ 160 ]
he heard—1If we knew but how to
collet them, faid I, making him-a

low bow.

1 could never have been invited to
Monf, P * **¥®5 concerts upon any

other terms.

I had been mifreprefented to Ma-
dame de Q* * * as an ¢fprii—
Madam de Q*** was an g/priz ber-
felf ; the burnt-with impatience te
fee me, and hear me talk. I had
not taken my feat, before I faw fhe
did not care a fous whether I had any
wit or no—I was let in, to be con-
vinced fhe had,~~1 call heaven to
witnefs I never once open’d the

door of my lips. -
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Madame de Q * * * vow’d to every
creature fhe met, “ She had never
¢ had a more improving conver-

¢ {ation with a man in her life.”?

There are three epochas in the
empire of a French-woman — She is
coquette — then deift — then devivze:
the empire during thefe is never loft
~—ifhe only changes her fubjetts:
when ‘thirty-five years and more
have unpeopled her dominions of the
flaves of love, fhe re-peoples it with

flaves of infidelity—and then with
the flaves of the Church.

Madame de V * * * was vibrating
betwixt the firft of thefe epochas:

the colour of the rofe was thading
Vou, IL M faft
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faft away—fhe ought to have been
a deift five years before the time I
had the honour to pay my firft vifit.

She placed me upon the fame fo-
pha with her, for the fake of difput-
ing the point of religion more clofely.
—1In fhort, Madame de V *# % told

me f(he believed nothing.

Itold Madame de V ** ¥ it might
be her principle ; but I was fure it
could not be her intereft to level the
outworks, without which I could
not conceive how fuch a citadel as
hers could be defended—that there
was not a more dangerous thing in
the world, than for a beauty to bea

deift—that it was a debt I owed my

3 creed,
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creed, not to conceal it from her—
that I had. not been five minutes fat
upon the fopha befides her, but I had
begun to form defigns—and what is
ity but ‘the fentiments of religion,
and the perfuafion they had exifted
in her breaft, which could have
check’d them as they rofe up.

We are not adamant, faid I, taking
hold of her hand—and there is need
of all reftraints, till age in her own
time fteals in and lays them on us—
but, my dear lady, faid I, kiffing her

hand—"tis too—too foon—

I declare I had the credit all over
Paris of unperverting Madame de
VE%* —She afirmed to Monf
M 2 DX¥"
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D ***and the Abbe M * * #, that'in
one half hour I had faid more for
revealed religion, than all their Ency-
clopedia had faid againft it—I was
lifted direétly into Madame de V**¥s
Coterie—and The put off the epocha
of deifm for two years.

T remember it was in this Coferie,
in the middle of a difcourfe, in which
T was fhewing the neceflity of a firft
canfe, that the young Count de Fai-
sieant took me by the hand to the
furtheft corner of the room, to tell
me my Jolitaire was pinn’d too ftrait
about my neck—It fhould be plus
badinant, faid the Count, looking

down upon his own—but a word,,

Monf, Yorick, to the wife—

2 And
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— And from the wife, Monf, Le
Compte, replied 1, making him a
bow—is enough.

The Count de Faineant embraced
qne with more ardour than ever I
was embraced by mortal man.

For three weeks together, T was
of €éveéry man’s opinfon I met. —
Pardi! ce Monf. Yorick a autant
defprit -que nous autres. Il rai-
fonne  bien, faid another. — Ceft
un bon enfant, faid a third, — And
at this price I could have caten
and drank and been merry all the
days of my life at Paris ; but twas 2
difhoneft reckoning—1 grew alhamed
of it—it was the gain of a flave—

M 3 every
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every fentiment of honour revolted
againft it—the higher T got, the
A more was I forced upon my beggarly

k
\
El [fiffem—the better the Coterie— the
| more children of Art — I languifh’d

La Fleur to get me horfes in the

1 .i for thofe of Nature: and one night,

1 after a moft vile proflitution of my-

'1& i | felf to half a dozen different people,

i | Li ; I grew fick— went to bed—order’d
L

E morning to fet out for Italy,

MARIA
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