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			Author’s Preface

			The world is so taken up of late with nov­els and ro­mances, that it will be hard for a private his­tory to be taken for genu­ine, where the names and oth­er cir­cum­stances of the per­son are con­cealed, and on this ac­count we must be con­tent to leave the read­er to pass his own opin­ion upon the en­su­ing sheet, and take it just as he pleases.

			The au­thor is here sup­posed to be writ­ing her own his­tory, and in the very be­gin­ning of her ac­count she gives the reas­ons why she thinks fit to con­ceal her true name, after which there is no oc­ca­sion to say any more about that.

			It is true that the ori­gin­al of this story is put in­to new words, and the style of the fam­ous lady we here speak of is a little altered; par­tic­u­larly she is made to tell her own tale in mod­ester words that she told it at first, the copy which came first to hand hav­ing been writ­ten in lan­guage more like one still in Newg­ate than one grown pen­it­ent and humble, as she af­ter­wards pre­tends to be.

			The pen em­ployed in fin­ish­ing her story, and mak­ing it what you now see it to be, has had no little dif­fi­culty to put it in­to a dress fit to be seen, and to make it speak lan­guage fit to be read. When a wo­man de­bauched from her youth, nay, even be­ing the off­spring of de­bauch­ery and vice, comes to give an ac­count of all her vi­cious prac­tices, and even to des­cend to the par­tic­u­lar oc­ca­sions and cir­cum­stances by which she ran through in threescore years, an au­thor must be hard put to it wrap it up so clean as not to give room, es­pe­cially for vi­cious read­ers, to turn it to his dis­ad­vant­age.

			All pos­sible care, how­ever, has been taken to give no lewd ideas, no im­mod­est turns in the new dress­ing up of this story; no, not to the worst parts of her ex­pres­sions. To this pur­pose some of the vi­cious part of her life, which could not be mod­estly told, is quite left out, and sev­er­al oth­er parts are very much shortened. What is left ’tis hoped will not of­fend the chast­est read­er or the mod­est hear­er; and as the best use is made even of the worst story, the mor­al ’tis hoped will keep the read­er ser­i­ous, even where the story might in­cline him to be oth­er­wise. To give the his­tory of a wicked life re­pen­ted of, ne­ces­sar­ily re­quires that the wicked part should be make as wicked as the real his­tory of it will bear, to il­lus­trate and give a beauty to the pen­it­ent part, which is cer­tainly the best and bright­est, if re­lated with equal spir­it and life.

			It is sug­ges­ted there can­not be the same life, the same bright­ness and beauty, in re­lat­ing the pen­it­ent part as is in the crim­in­al part. If there is any truth in that sug­ges­tion, I must be al­lowed to say ’tis be­cause there is not the same taste and rel­ish in the read­ing, and in­deed it is too true that the dif­fer­ence lies not in the real worth of the sub­ject so much as in the gust and pal­ate of the read­er.

			But as this work is chiefly re­com­men­ded to those who know how to read it, and how to make the good uses of it which the story all along re­com­mends to them, so it is to be hoped that such read­ers will be more pleased with the mor­al than the fable, with the ap­plic­a­tion than with the re­la­tion, and with the end of the writer than with the life of the per­son writ­ten of.

			There is in this story abund­ance of de­light­ful in­cid­ents, and all of them use­fully ap­plied. There is an agree­able turn art­fully giv­en them in the re­lat­ing, that nat­ur­ally in­structs the read­er, either one way or oth­er. The first part of her lewd life with the young gen­tle­man at Col­chester has so many happy turns giv­en it to ex­pose the crime, and warn all whose cir­cum­stances are ad­ap­ted to it, of the ru­in­ous end of such things, and the fool­ish, thought­less, and ab­horred con­duct of both the parties, that it abund­antly atones for all the lively de­scrip­tion she gives of her folly and wicked­ness.

			The re­pent­ance of her lov­er at the Bath, and how brought by the just alarm of his fit of sick­ness to aban­don her; the just cau­tion giv­en there against even the law­ful in­timacies of the dearest friends, and how un­able they are to pre­serve the most sol­emn res­ol­u­tions of vir­tue without di­vine as­sist­ance; these are parts which, to a just dis­cern­ment, will ap­pear to have more real beauty in them, than all the amor­ous chain of story which in­tro­duces it.

			In a word, as the whole re­la­tion is care­fully garbled of all the lev­ity and loose­ness that was in it, so it all ap­plied, and with the ut­most care, to vir­tu­ous and re­li­gious uses. None can, without be­ing guilty of mani­fest in­justice, cast any re­proach upon it, or upon our design in pub­lish­ing it.

			The ad­voc­ates for the stage have, in all ages, made this the great ar­gu­ment to per­suade people that their plays are use­ful, and that they ought to be al­lowed in the most civ­il­ised and in the most re­li­gious gov­ern­ment; namely, that they are ap­plied to vir­tu­ous pur­poses, and that by the most lively rep­res­ent­a­tions, they fail not to re­com­mend vir­tue and gen­er­ous prin­ciples, and to dis­cour­age and ex­pose all sorts of vice and cor­rup­tion of man­ners; and were it true that they did so, and that they con­stantly ad­hered to that rule, as the test of their act­ing on the theatre, much might be said in their fa­vour.

			Through­out the in­fin­ite vari­ety of this book, this fun­da­ment­al is most strictly ad­hered to; there is not a wicked ac­tion in any part of it, but is first and last rendered un­happy and un­for­tu­nate; there is not a su­per­lat­ive vil­lain brought upon the stage, but either he is brought to an un­happy end, or brought to be a pen­it­ent; there is not an ill thing men­tioned but it is con­demned, even in the re­la­tion, nor a vir­tu­ous, just thing but it car­ries its praise along with it. What can more ex­actly an­swer the rule laid down, to re­com­mend even those rep­res­ent­a­tions of things which have so many oth­er just ob­jec­tions leav­ing against them? namely, of ex­ample, of bad com­pany, ob­scene lan­guage, and the like.

			Upon this found­a­tion this book is re­com­men­ded to the read­er as a work from every part of which some­thing may be learned, and some just and re­li­gious in­fer­ence is drawn, by which the read­er will have some­thing of in­struc­tion, if he pleases to make use of it.

			All the ex­ploits of this lady of fame, in her de­pred­a­tions upon man­kind, stand as so many warn­ings to hon­est people to be­ware of them, in­tim­at­ing to them by what meth­ods in­no­cent people are drawn in, plundered and robbed, and by con­sequence how to avoid them. Her rob­bing a little in­no­cent child, dressed fine by the van­ity of the moth­er, to go to the dan­cing-school, is a good memento to such people here­after, as is like­wise her pick­ing the gold watch from the young lady’s side in the Park.

			Her get­ting a par­cel from a hareb­rained wench at the coaches in St. John Street; her booty made at the fire, and again at Har­wich, all give us ex­cel­lent warn­ings in such cases to be more present to ourselves in sud­den sur­prises of every sort.

			Her ap­plic­a­tion to a sober life and in­dus­tri­ous man­age­ment at last in Vir­gin­ia, with her trans­por­ted spouse, is a story fruit­ful of in­struc­tion to all the un­for­tu­nate creatures who are ob­liged to seek their rees­tab­lish­ment abroad, wheth­er by the misery of trans­port­a­tion or oth­er dis­aster; let­ting them know that di­li­gence and ap­plic­a­tion have their due en­cour­age­ment, even in the re­motest parts of the world, and that no case can be so low, so despic­able, or so empty of pro­spect, but that an un­wear­ied in­dustry will go a great way to de­liv­er us from it, will in time raise the mean­est creature to ap­pear again in the world, and give him a new case for his life.

			There are a few of the ser­i­ous in­fer­ences which we are led by the hand to in this book, and these are fully suf­fi­cient to jus­ti­fy any man in re­com­mend­ing it to the world, and much more to jus­ti­fy the pub­lic­a­tion of it.

			There are two of the most beau­ti­ful parts still be­hind, which this story gives some idea of, and lets us in­to the parts of them, but they are either of them too long to be brought in­to the same volume, and in­deed are, as I may call them, whole volumes of them­selves, viz.: 1. The life of her gov­erness, as she calls her, who had run through, it seems, in a few years, all the em­in­ent de­grees of a gen­tle­wo­man, a whore, and a bawd; a mid­wife and a mid­wife-keep­er, as they are called; a pawn­broker, a child­taker, a re­ceiv­er of thieves, and of thieves’ pur­chase, that is to say, of stolen goods; and in a word, her­self a thief, a breed­er up of thieves and the like, and yet at last a pen­it­ent.

			The second is the life of her trans­por­ted hus­band, a high­way­man, who it seems, lived a twelve years’ life of suc­cess­ful vil­lainy upon the road, and even at last came off so well as to be a vo­lun­teer trans­port, not a con­vict; and in whose life there is an in­cred­ible vari­ety.

			But, as I have said, these are things too long to bring in here, so neither can I make a prom­ise of the com­ing out by them­selves.

			We can­not say, in­deed, that this his­tory is car­ried on quite to the end of the life of this fam­ous Moll Flanders, as she calls her­self, for nobody can write their own life to the full end of it, un­less they can write it after they are dead. But her hus­band’s life, be­ing writ­ten by a third hand, gives a full ac­count of them both, how long they lived to­geth­er in that coun­try, and how they both came to Eng­land again, after about eight years, in which time they were grown very rich, and where she lived, it seems, to be very old, but was not so ex­traordin­ary a pen­it­ent as she was at first; it seems only that in­deed she al­ways spoke with ab­hor­rence of her former life, and of every part of it.

			In her last scene, at Mary­land and Vir­gin­ia, many pleas­ant things happened, which makes that part of her life very agree­able, but they are not told with the same el­eg­ancy as those ac­coun­ted for by her­self; so it is still to the more ad­vant­age that we break off here.

		
	
		
			Moll Flanders

		
	
		
			My true name is so well known in the re­cords or re­gisters at Newg­ate, and in the Old Bailey, and there are some things of such con­sequence still de­pend­ing there, re­lat­ing to my par­tic­u­lar con­duct, that it is not be ex­pec­ted I should set my name or the ac­count of my fam­ily to this work; per­haps, after my death, it may be bet­ter known; at present it would not be prop­er, no, not though a gen­er­al par­don should be is­sued, even without ex­cep­tions and re­serve of per­sons or crimes.

			It is enough to tell you, that as some of my worst com­rades, who are out of the way of do­ing me harm (hav­ing gone out of the world by the steps and the string, as I of­ten ex­pec­ted to go), knew me by the name of Moll Flanders, so you may give me leave to speak of my­self un­der that name till I dare own who I have been, as well as who I am.

			I have been told that in one of our neigh­bour na­tions, wheth­er it be in France or where else I know not, they have an or­der from the king, that when any crim­in­al is con­demned, either to die, or to the gal­leys, or to be trans­por­ted, if they leave any chil­dren, as such are gen­er­ally un­provided for, by the poverty or for­feit­ure of their par­ents, so they are im­me­di­ately taken in­to the care of the Gov­ern­ment, and put in­to a hos­pit­al called the House of Orphans, where they are bred up, clothed, fed, taught, and when fit to go out, are placed out to trades or to ser­vices, so as to be well able to provide for them­selves by an hon­est, in­dus­tri­ous be­ha­viour.

			Had this been the cus­tom in our coun­try, I had not been left a poor des­ol­ate girl without friends, without clothes, without help or help­er in the world, as was my fate; and by which I was not only ex­posed to very great dis­tresses, even be­fore I was cap­able either of un­der­stand­ing my case or how to amend it, but brought in­to a course of life which was not only scan­dal­ous in it­self, but which in its or­din­ary course ten­ded to the swift de­struc­tion both of soul and body.

			But the case was oth­er­wise here. My moth­er was con­victed of felony for a cer­tain petty theft scarce worth nam­ing, viz. hav­ing an op­por­tun­ity of bor­row­ing three pieces of fine hol­land of a cer­tain draper in Cheapside. The cir­cum­stances are too long to re­peat, and I have heard them re­lated so many ways, that I can scarce be cer­tain which is the right ac­count.

			How­ever it was, this they all agree in, that my moth­er pleaded her belly, and be­ing found quick with child, she was res­pited for about sev­en months; in which time hav­ing brought me in­to the world, and be­ing about again, she was called down, as they term it, to her former judg­ment, but ob­tained the fa­vour of be­ing trans­por­ted to the plant­a­tions, and left me about half a year old; and in bad hands, you may be sure.

			This is too near the first hours of my life for me to re­late any­thing of my­self but by hearsay; it is enough to men­tion, that as I was born in such an un­happy place, I had no par­ish to have re­course to for my nour­ish­ment in my in­fancy; nor can I give the least ac­count how I was kept alive, oth­er than that, as I have been told, some re­la­tion of my moth­er’s took me away for a while as a nurse, but at whose ex­pense, or by whose dir­ec­tion, I know noth­ing at all of it.

			The first ac­count that I can re­col­lect, or could ever learn of my­self, was that I had wandered among a crew of those people they call gypsies, or Egyp­tians; but I be­lieve it was but a very little while that I had been among them, for I had not had my skin dis­col­oured or blackened, as they do very young to all the chil­dren they carry about with them; nor can I tell how I came among them, or how I got from them.

			It was at Col­chester, in Es­sex, that those people left me; and I have a no­tion in my head that I left them there (that is, that I hid my­self and would not go any farther with them), but I am not able to be par­tic­u­lar in that ac­count; only this I re­mem­ber, that be­ing taken up by some of the par­ish of­ficers of Col­chester, I gave an ac­count that I came in­to the town with the gypsies, but that I would not go any farther with them, and that so they had left me, but whith­er they were gone that I knew not, nor could they ex­pect it of me; for though they send round the coun­try to in­quire after them, it seems they could not be found.

			I was now in a way to be provided for; for though I was not a par­ish charge upon this or that part of the town by law, yet as my case came to be known, and that I was too young to do any work, be­ing not above three years old, com­pas­sion moved the ma­gis­trates of the town to or­der some care to be taken of me, and I be­came one of their own as much as if I had been born in the place.

			In the pro­vi­sion they made for me, it was my good hap to be put to nurse, as they call it, to a wo­man who was in­deed poor but had been in bet­ter cir­cum­stances, and who got a little live­li­hood by tak­ing such as I was sup­posed to be, and keep­ing them with all ne­ces­sar­ies, till they were at a cer­tain age, in which it might be sup­posed they might go to ser­vice or get their own bread.

			This wo­man had also had a little school, which she kept to teach chil­dren to read and to work; and hav­ing, as I have said, lived be­fore that in good fash­ion, she bred up the chil­dren she took with a great deal of art, as well as with a great deal of care.

			But that which was worth all the rest, she bred them up very re­li­giously, be­ing her­self a very sober, pi­ous wo­man, very house­wifely and clean, and very man­nerly, and with good be­ha­viour. So that in a word, ex­pect­ing a plain diet, coarse lodging, and mean clothes, we were brought up as man­nerly and as gen­teelly as if we had been at the dan­cing-school.

			I was con­tin­ued here till I was eight years old, when I was ter­ri­fied with news that the ma­gis­trates (as I think they called them) had ordered that I should go to ser­vice. I was able to do but very little ser­vice wherever I was to go, ex­cept it was to run of er­rands and be a drudge to some cook­maid, and this they told me of of­ten, which put me in­to a great fright; for I had a thor­ough aver­sion to go­ing to ser­vice, as they called it (that is, to be a ser­vant), though I was so young; and I told my nurse, as we called her, that I be­lieved I could get my liv­ing without go­ing to ser­vice, if she pleased to let me; for she had taught me to work with my needle, and spin worsted, which is the chief trade of that city, and I told her that if she would keep me, I would work for her, and I would work very hard.

			I talked to her al­most every day of work­ing hard; and, in short, I did noth­ing but work and cry all day, which grieved the good, kind wo­man so much, that at last she began to be con­cerned for me, for she loved me very well.

			One day after this, as she came in­to the room where all we poor chil­dren were at work, she sat down just over against me, not in her usu­al place as mis­tress, but as if she set her­self on pur­pose to ob­serve me and see me work. I was do­ing some­thing she had set me to; as I re­mem­ber, it was mark­ing some shirts which she had taken to make, and after a while she began to talk to me. “Thou fool­ish child,” says she, “thou art al­ways cry­ing” (for I was cry­ing then); “prithee, what dost cry for?” “Be­cause they will take me away,” says I, “and put me to ser­vice, and I can’t work house­work.” “Well, child,” says she, “but though you can’t work house­work, as you call it, you will learn it in time, and they won’t put you to hard things at first.” “Yes, they will,” says I, “and if I can’t do it they will beat me, and the maids will beat me to make me do great work, and I am but a little girl and I can’t do it;” and then I cried again, till I could not speak any more to her.

			This moved my good moth­erly nurse, so that she from that time re­solved I should not go to ser­vice yet; so she bid me not cry, and she would speak to Mr. May­or, and I should not go to ser­vice till I was big­ger.

			Well, this did not sat­is­fy me, for to think of go­ing to ser­vice was such a fright­ful thing to me, that if she had as­sured me I should not have gone till I was twenty years old, it would have been the same to me; I should have cried, I be­lieve, all the time, with the very ap­pre­hen­sion of its be­ing to be so at last.

			When she saw that I was not pa­ci­fied yet, she began to be angry with me. “And what would you have?” says she; “don’t I tell you that you shall not go to ser­vice till your are big­ger?” “Ay,” said I, “but then I must go at last.” “Why, what?” said she; “is the girl mad? What would you be—a gen­tle­wo­man?” “Yes,” says I, and cried heart­ily till I roared out again.

			This set the old gen­tle­wo­man a-laugh­ing at me, as you may be sure it would. “Well, madam, for­sooth,” says she, gib­ing at me, “you would be a gen­tle­wo­man; and pray how will you come to be a gen­tle­wo­man? What! will you do it by your fin­gers’ end?”

			“Yes,” says I again, very in­no­cently.

			“Why, what can you earn?” says she; “what can you get at your work?”

			“Three­pence,” said I, “when I spin, and four­pence when I work plain work.”

			“Alas! poor gen­tle­wo­man,” said she again, laugh­ing, “what will that do for thee?”

			“It will keep me,” says I, “if you will let me live with you.” And this I said in such a poor pe­ti­tion­ing tone, that it made the poor wo­man’s heart yearn to me, as she told me af­ter­wards.

			“But,” says she, “that will not keep you and buy you clothes too; and who must buy the little gen­tle­wo­man clothes?” says she, and smiled all the while at me.

			“I will work harder, then,” says I, “and you shall have it all.”

			“Poor child! it won’t keep you,” says she; “it will hardly keep you in victu­als.”

			“Then I will have no victu­als,” says I, again very in­no­cently; “let me but live with you.”

			“Why, can you live without victu­als?” says she.

			“Yes,” again says I, very much like a child, you may be sure, and still I cried heart­ily.

			I had no policy in all this; you may eas­ily see it was all nature; but it was joined with so much in­no­cence and so much pas­sion that, in short, it set the good moth­erly creature a-weep­ing too, and she cried at last as fast as I did, and then took me and led me out of the teach­ing-room. “Come,” says she, “you shan’t go to ser­vice; you shall live with me;” and this pa­ci­fied me for the present.

			Some time after this, she go­ing to wait on the May­or, and talk­ing of such things as be­longed to her busi­ness, at last my story came up, and my good nurse told Mr. May­or the whole tale. He was so pleased with it, that he would call his lady and his two daugh­ters to hear it, and it made mirth enough among them, you may be sure.

			How­ever, not a week had passed over, but on a sud­den comes Mrs. Mayor­ess and her two daugh­ters to the house to see my old nurse, and to see her school and the chil­dren. When they had looked about them a little, “Well, Mrs. ———,” says the Mayor­ess to my nurse, “and pray which is the little lass that in­tends to be a gen­tle­wo­man?” I heard her, and I was ter­ribly frighted at first, though I did not know why neither; but Mrs. Mayor­ess comes up to me. “Well, miss,” says she, “and what are you at work upon?” The word miss was a lan­guage that had hardly been heard of in our school, and I wondered what sad name it was she called me. How­ever, I stood up, made a curtsy, and she took my work out of my hand, looked on it, and said it was very well; then she took up one of the hands. “Nay,” says she, “the child may come to be a gen­tle­wo­man for aught any­body knows; she has a gen­tle­wo­man’s hand,” says she. This pleased me migh­tily, you may be sure; but Mrs. Mayor­ess did not stop there, but giv­ing me my work again, she put her hand in her pock­et, gave me a shil­ling, and bid me mind my work, and learn to work well, and I might be a gen­tle­wo­man for aught she knew.

			Now all this while my good old nurse, Mrs. Mayor­ess, and all the rest of them did not un­der­stand me at all, for they meant one sort of thing by the word gen­tle­wo­man, and I meant quite an­oth­er; for alas! all I un­der­stood by be­ing a gen­tle­wo­man was to be able to work for my­self, and get enough to keep me without that ter­rible bug­bear go­ing to ser­vice, where­as they meant to live great, rich and high, and I know not what.

			Well, after Mrs. Mayor­ess was gone, her two daugh­ters came in, and they called for the gen­tle­wo­man too, and they talked a long while to me, and I answered them in my in­no­cent way; but al­ways, if they asked me wheth­er I re­solved to be a gen­tle­wo­man, I answered, Yes. At last one of them asked me what a gen­tle­wo­man was? That puzzled me much; but, how­ever, I ex­plained my­self neg­at­ively, that it was one that did not go to ser­vice, to do house­work. They were pleased to be fa­mil­i­ar with me, and like my little prattle to them, which, it seems, was agree­able enough to them, and they gave me money too.

			As for my money, I gave it all to my mis­tress-nurse, as I called her, and told her she should have all I got for my­self when I was a gen­tle­wo­man, as well as now. By this and some oth­er of my talk, my old tutor­ess began to un­der­stand me about what I meant by be­ing a gen­tle­wo­man, and that I un­der­stood by it no more than to be able to get my bread by my own work; and at last she asked me wheth­er it was not so.

			I told her, yes, and in­sisted on it, that to do so was to be a gen­tle­wo­man; “for,” says I, “there is such a one,” nam­ing a wo­man that men­ded lace and washed the ladies’ laced-heads; “she,” says I, “is a gen­tle­wo­man, and they call her madam.”

			“Poor child,” says my good old nurse, “you may soon be such a gen­tle­wo­man as that, for she is a per­son of ill fame, and has had two or three bas­tards.”

			I did not un­der­stand any­thing of that; but I answered, “I am sure they call her madam, and she does not go to ser­vice nor do house­work;” and there­fore I in­sisted that she was a gen­tle­wo­man, and I would be such a gen­tle­wo­man as that.

			The ladies were told all this again, to be sure, and they made them­selves merry with it, and every now and then the young ladies, Mr. May­or’s daugh­ters, would come and see me, and ask where the little gen­tle­wo­man was, which made me not a little proud of my­self.

			This held a great while, and I was of­ten vis­ited by these young ladies, and some­times they brought oth­ers with them; so that I was known by it al­most all over the town.

			I was now about ten years old, and began to look a little wo­man­ish, for I was mighty grave and humble, very man­nerly, and as I had of­ten heard the ladies say I was pretty, and would be a very hand­some wo­man, so you may be sure that hear­ing them say so made me not a little proud. How­ever, that pride had no ill ef­fect upon me yet; only, as they of­ten gave me money, and I gave it to my old nurse, she, hon­est wo­man, was so just to me as to lay it all out again for me, and gave me he­ad­dresses, and lin­en, and gloves, and rib­bons, and I went very neat, and al­ways clean; for that I would do, and if I had rags on, I would al­ways be clean, or else I would dabble them in wa­ter my­self; but, I say, my good nurse, when I had money giv­en me, very hon­estly laid it out for me, and would al­ways tell the ladies this or that was bought with their money; and this made them of­ten­times give me more, till at last I was in­deed called upon by the ma­gis­trates, as I un­der­stood it, to go out to ser­vice; but then I was come to be so good a work­wo­man my­self, and the ladies were so kind to me, that it was plain I could main­tain my­self—that is to say, I could earn as much for my nurse as she was able by it to keep me—so she told them that if they would give her leave, she would keep the gen­tle­wo­man, as she called me, to be her as­sist­ant and teach the chil­dren, which I was very well able to do; for I was very nimble at my work, and had a good hand with my needle, though I was yet very young.

			But the kind­ness of the ladies of the town did not end here, for when they came to un­der­stand that I was no more main­tained by the pub­lic al­low­ance as be­fore, they gave me money of­ten­er than formerly; and as I grew up they brought me work to do for them, such as lin­en to make, and laces to mend, and heads to dress up, and not only paid me for do­ing them, but even taught me how to do them; so that now I was a gen­tle­wo­man in­deed, as I un­der­stood that word, I not only found my­self clothes and paid my nurse for my keep­ing, but got money in my pock­et too be­fore­hand.

			The ladies also gave me clothes fre­quently of their own or their chil­dren’s; some stock­ings, some pet­ti­coats, some gowns, some one thing, some an­oth­er, and these my old wo­man man­aged for me like a mere moth­er, and kept them for me, ob­liged me to mend them, and turn them and twist them to the best ad­vant­age, for she was a rare house­wife.

			At last one of the ladies took so much fancy to me that she would have me home to her house, for a month, she said, to be among her daugh­ters.

			Now, though this was ex­ceed­ing kind in her, yet, as my old good wo­man said to her, un­less she re­solved to keep me for good and all, she would do the little gen­tle­wo­man more harm than good. “Well,” says the lady, “that’s true; and there­fore I’ll only take her home for a week, then, that I may see how my daugh­ters and she agree to­geth­er, and how I like her tem­per, and then I’ll tell you more; and in the mean­time, if any­body comes to see her as they used to do, you may only tell them you have sent her out to my house.”

			This was prudently man­aged enough, and I went to the lady’s house; but I was so pleased there with the young ladies, and they so pleased with me, that I had enough to do to come away, and they were as un­will­ing to part with me.

			How­ever, I did come away, and lived al­most a year more with my hon­est old wo­man, and began now to be very help­ful to her; for I was al­most four­teen years old, was tall of my age, and looked a little wo­man­ish; but I had such a taste of gen­teel liv­ing at the lady’s house that I was not so easy in my old quar­ters as I used to be, and I thought it was fine to be a gen­tle­wo­man in­deed, for I had quite oth­er no­tions of a gen­tle­wo­man now than I had be­fore; and as I thought, I say, that it was fine to be a gen­tle­wo­man, so I loved to be among gen­tle­wo­men, and there­fore I longed to be there again.

			About the time that I was four­teen years and a quarter old, my good nurse, moth­er I rather to call her, fell sick and died. I was then in a sad con­di­tion in­deed, for as there is no great bustle in put­ting an end to a poor body’s fam­ily when once they are car­ried to the grave, so the poor good wo­man be­ing bur­ied, the par­ish chil­dren she kept were im­me­di­ately re­moved by the church­war­dens; the school was at an end, and the chil­dren of it had no more to do but just stay at home till they were sent some­where else; and as for what she left, her daugh­ter, a mar­ried wo­man with six or sev­en chil­dren, came and swept it all away at once, and re­mov­ing the goods, they had no more to say to me than to jest with me, and tell me that the little gen­tle­wo­man might set up for her­self if she pleased.

			I was frighted out of my wits al­most, and knew not what to do, for I was, as it were, turned out of doors to the wide world, and that which was still worse, the old hon­est wo­man had two-and-twenty shil­lings of mine in her hand, which was all the es­tate the little gen­tle­wo­man had in the world; and when I asked the daugh­ter for it, she huffed me and laughed at me, and told me she had noth­ing to do with it.

			It was true the good, poor wo­man had told her daugh­ter of it, and that it lay in such a place, that it was the child’s money, and had called once or twice for me to give it me, but I was, un­hap­pily, out of the way some­where or oth­er, and when I came back she was past be­ing in a con­di­tion to speak of it. How­ever, the daugh­ter was so hon­est af­ter­wards as to give it me, though at first she used me cruelly about it.

			Now was I a poor gen­tle­wo­man in­deed, and I was just that very night to be turned in­to the wide world; for the daugh­ter re­moved all the goods, and I had not so much as a lodging to go to, or a bit of bread to eat. But it seems some of the neigh­bours, who had known my cir­cum­stances, took so much com­pas­sion of me as to ac­quaint the lady in whose fam­ily I had been a week, as I men­tioned above; and im­me­di­ately she sent her maid to fetch me away, and two of her daugh­ters came with the maid though un­sent. So I went with them, bag and bag­gage, and with a glad heart, you may be sure. The fright of my con­di­tion had made such an im­pres­sion upon me, that I did not want now to be a gen­tle­wo­man, but was very will­ing to be a ser­vant, and that any kind of ser­vant they thought fit to have me be.

			But my new gen­er­ous mis­tress, for she ex­ceeded the good wo­man I was with be­fore, in everything, as well as in the mat­ter of es­tate; I say, in everything ex­cept hon­esty; and for that, though this was a lady most ex­actly just, yet I must not for­get to say on all oc­ca­sions, that the first, though poor, was as up­rightly hon­est as it was pos­sible for any­one to be.

			I was no soon­er car­ried away, as I have said, by this good gen­tle­wo­man, but the first lady, that is to say, the Mayor­ess that was, sent her two daugh­ters to take care of me; and an­oth­er fam­ily which had taken no­tice of me when I was the little gen­tle­wo­man, and had giv­en me work to do, sent for me after her, so that I was migh­tily made of, as we say; nay, and they were not a little angry, es­pe­cially madam the Mayor­ess, that her friend had taken me away from her, as she called it; for, as she said, I was hers by right, she hav­ing been the first that took any no­tice of me. But they that had me would not part with me; and as for me, though I should have been very well treated with any of the oth­ers, yet I could not be bet­ter than where I was.

			Here I con­tin­ued till I was between sev­en­teen and eight­een years old, and here I had all the ad­vant­ages for my edu­ca­tion that could be ima­gined; the lady had mas­ters home to the house to teach her daugh­ters to dance, and to speak French, and to write, and oth­er to teach them mu­sic; and I was al­ways with them, I learned as fast as they; and though the mas­ters were not ap­poin­ted to teach me, yet I learned by im­it­a­tion and in­quiry all that they learned by in­struc­tion and dir­ec­tion; so that, in short, I learned to dance and speak French as well as any of them, and to sing much bet­ter, for I had a bet­ter voice than any of them. I could not so read­ily come at play­ing on the harp­si­chord or spin­et, be­cause I had no in­stru­ment of my own to prac­tice on, and could only come at theirs in the in­ter­vals when they left it, which was un­cer­tain; but yet I learned tol­er­ably well too, and the young ladies at length got two in­stru­ments, that is to say, a harp­si­chord and a spin­et too, and then they taught me them­selves. But as to dan­cing, they could hardly help my learn­ing coun­try-dances, be­cause they al­ways wanted me to make up even num­ber; and, on the oth­er hand, they were as heart­ily will­ing to learn me everything that they had been taught them­selves, as I could be to take the learn­ing.

			By this means I had, as I have said above, all the ad­vant­ages of edu­ca­tion that I could have had if I had been as much a gen­tle­wo­man as they were with whom I lived; and in some things I had the ad­vant­age of my ladies, though they were my su­per­i­ors; but they were all the gifts of nature, and which all their for­tunes could not fur­nish. First, I was ap­par­ently hand­somer than any of them; secondly, I was bet­ter shaped; and, thirdly, I sang bet­ter, by which I mean I had a bet­ter voice; in all which you will, I hope, al­low me to say, I do not speak my own con­ceit of my­self, but the opin­ion of all that knew the fam­ily.

			I had with all these the com­mon van­ity of my sex, viz. that be­ing really taken for very hand­some, or, if you please, for a great beauty, I very well knew it, and had as good an opin­ion of my­self as any­body else could have of me; and par­tic­u­larly I loved to hear any­body speak of it, which could not but hap­pen to me some­times, and was a great sat­is­fac­tion to me.

			Thus far I have had a smooth story to tell of my­self, and in all this part of my life I not only had the repu­ta­tion of liv­ing in a very good fam­ily, and a fam­ily noted and re­spec­ted every­where for vir­tue and sobri­ety, and for every valu­able thing; but I had the char­ac­ter too of a very sober, mod­est, and vir­tu­ous young wo­man, and such I had al­ways been; neither had I yet any oc­ca­sion to think of any­thing else, or to know what a tempta­tion to wicked­ness meant.

			But that which I was too vain of was my ru­in, or rather my van­ity was the cause of it. The lady in the house where I was had two sons, young gen­tle­men of very prom­ising parts and of ex­traordin­ary be­ha­viour, and it was my mis­for­tune to be very well with them both, but they man­aged them­selves with me in a quite dif­fer­ent man­ner.

			The eld­est, a gay gen­tle­man that knew the town as well as the coun­try, and though he had lev­ity enough to do an ill-natured thing, yet had too much judg­ment of things to pay too dear for his pleas­ures; he began with the un­happy snare to all wo­men, viz. tak­ing no­tice upon all oc­ca­sions how pretty I was, as he called it, how agree­able, how well-car­riaged, and the like; and this he con­trived so subtly, as if he had known as well how to catch a wo­man in his net as a part­ridge when he went a-set­ting; for he would con­trive to be talk­ing this to his sis­ters when, though I was not by, yet when he knew I was not far off but that I should be sure to hear him. His sis­ters would re­turn softly to him, “Hush, broth­er, she will hear you; she is but in the next room.” Then he would put it off and talk soft­li­er, as if he had not known it, and be­gin to ac­know­ledge he was wrong; and then, as if he had for­got him­self, he would speak aloud again, and I, that was so well pleased to hear it, was sure to listen for it upon all oc­ca­sions.

			After he had thus baited his hook, and found eas­ily enough the meth­od how to lay it in my way, he played an open­er game; and one day, go­ing by his sis­ter’s cham­ber when I was there, do­ing some­thing about dress­ing her, he comes in with an air of gaiety. “Oh, Mrs. Betty,” said he to me, “how do you do, Mrs. Betty? Don’t your cheeks burn, Mrs. Betty?” I made a curtsy and blushed, but said noth­ing. “What makes you talk so, broth­er?” says the lady. “Why,” says he, “we have been talk­ing of her be­lowstairs this half-hour.” “Well,” says his sis­ter, “you can say no harm of her, that I am sure, so ’tis no mat­ter what you have been talk­ing about.” “Nay,” says he, “ ’tis so far from talk­ing harm of her, that we have been talk­ing a great deal of good, and a great many fine things have been said of Mrs. Betty, I as­sure you; and par­tic­u­larly, that she is the hand­somest young wo­man in Col­chester; and, in short, they be­gin to toast her health in the town.”

			“I won­der at you, broth­er,” says the sis­ter. “Betty wants but one thing, but she had as good want everything, for the mar­ket is against our sex just now; and if a young wo­man have beauty, birth, breed­ing, wit, sense, man­ners, mod­esty, and all these to an ex­treme, yet if she have not money, she’s nobody, she had as good want them all for noth­ing but money now re­com­mends a wo­man; the men play the game all in­to their own hands.”

			Her young­er broth­er, who was by, cried, “Hold, sis­ter, you run too fast; I am an ex­cep­tion to your rule. I as­sure you, if I find a wo­man so ac­com­plished as you talk of, I say, I as­sure you, I would not trouble my­self about the money.”

			“Oh,” says the sis­ter, “but you will take care not to fancy one, then, without the money.”

			“You don’t know that neither,” says the broth­er.

			“But why, sis­ter,” says the eld­er broth­er, “why do you ex­claim so at the men for aim­ing so much at the for­tune? You are none of them that want a for­tune, whatever else you want.”

			“I un­der­stand you, broth­er,” replies the lady very smartly; “you sup­pose I have the money, and want the beauty; but as times go now, the first will do without the last, so I have the bet­ter of my neigh­bours.”

			“Well,” says the young­er broth­er, “but your neigh­bours, as you call them, may be even with you, for beauty will steal a hus­band some­times in spite of money, and when the maid chances to be hand­somer than the mis­tress, she of­ten­times makes as good a mar­ket, and rides in a coach be­fore her.”

			I thought it was time for me to with­draw and leave them, and I did so, but not so far but that I heard all their dis­course, in which I heard abund­ance of the fine things said of my­self, which served to prompt my van­ity, but, as I soon found, was not the way to in­crease my in­terest in the fam­ily, for the sis­ter and the young­er broth­er fell griev­ously out about it; and as he said some very dis­ob­li­ging things to her upon my ac­count, so I could eas­ily see that she re­sen­ted them by her fu­ture con­duct to me, which in­deed was very un­just to me, for I had nev­er had the least thought of what she sus­pec­ted as to her young­er broth­er; in­deed, the eld­er broth­er, in his dis­tant, re­mote way, had said a great many things as in jest, which I had the folly to be­lieve were in earn­est, or to flat­ter my­self with the hopes of what I ought to have sup­posed he nev­er in­ten­ded, and per­haps nev­er thought of.

			It happened one day that he came run­ning up­stairs, to­wards the room where his sis­ters used to sit and work, as he of­ten used to do; and call­ing to them be­fore he came in, as was his way too, I, be­ing there alone, stepped to the door, and said, “Sir, the ladies are not here, they are walked down the garden.” As I stepped for­ward to say this, to­wards the door, he was just got to the door, and clasp­ing me in his arms, as if it had been by chance, “Oh, Mrs. Betty,” says he, “are you here? That’s bet­ter still; I want to speak with you more than I do with them;” and then, hav­ing me in his arms, he kissed me three or four times.

			I struggled to get away, and yet did it but faintly neither, and he held me fast, and still kissed me, till he was al­most out of breath, and then, sit­ting down, says, “Dear Betty, I am in love with you.”

			His words, I must con­fess, fired my blood; all my spir­its flew about my heart and put me in­to dis­order enough, which he might eas­ily have seen in my face. He re­peated it af­ter­wards sev­er­al times, that he was in love with me, and my heart spoke as plain as a voice, that I liked it; nay, whenev­er he said, “I am in love with you,” my blushes plainly replied, “Would you were, sir.”

			How­ever, noth­ing else passed at that time; it was but a sur­prise, and when he was gone I soon re­covered my­self again. He had stayed longer with me, but he happened to look out at the win­dow and see his sis­ters com­ing up the garden, so he took his leave, kissed me again, told me he was very ser­i­ous, and I should hear more of him very quickly, and away he went, leav­ing me in­fin­itely pleased, though sur­prised; and had there not been one mis­for­tune in it, I had been in the right, but the mis­take lay here, that Mrs. Betty was in earn­est and the gen­tle­man was not.

			From this time my head ran upon strange things, and I may truly say I was not my­self; to have such a gen­tle­man talk to me of be­ing in love with me, and of my be­ing such a charm­ing creature, as he told me I was; these were things I knew not how to bear, my van­ity was el­ev­ated to the last de­gree. It is true I had my head full of pride, but, know­ing noth­ing of the wicked­ness of the times, I had not one thought of my own safety or of my vir­tue about me; and had my young mas­ter offered it at first sight, he might have taken any liberty he thought fit with me; but he did not see his ad­vant­age, which was my hap­pi­ness for that time.

			After this at­tack it was not long but he found an op­por­tun­ity to catch me again, and al­most in the same pos­ture; in­deed, it had more of design in it on his part, though not on my part. It was thus: the young ladies were all gone a-vis­it­ing with their moth­er; his broth­er was out of town; and as for his fath­er, he had been in Lon­don for a week be­fore. He had so well watched me that he knew where I was, though I did not so much as know that he was in the house; and he briskly comes up the stairs and, see­ing me at work, comes in­to the room to me dir­ectly, and began just as he did be­fore, with tak­ing me in his arms, and kiss­ing me for al­most a quarter of an hour to­geth­er.

			It was his young­er sis­ter’s cham­ber that I was in, and as there was nobody in the house but the maids be­lowstairs, he was, it may be, the ruder; in short, he began to be in earn­est with me in­deed. Per­haps he found me a little too easy, for God knows I made no res­ist­ance to him while he only held me in his arms and kissed me; in­deed, I was too well pleased with it to res­ist him much.

			How­ever, as it were, tired with that kind of work, we sat down, and there he talked with me a great while; he said he was charmed with me, and that he could not rest night or day till he had told me how he was in love with me, and, if I was able to love him again, and would make him happy, I should be the sav­ing of his life, and many such fine things. I said little to him again, but eas­ily dis­covered that I was a fool, and that I did not in the least per­ceive what he meant.

			Then he walked about the room, and tak­ing me by the hand, I walked with him; and by and by, tak­ing his ad­vant­age, he threw me down upon the bed, and kissed me there most vi­ol­ently; but, to give him his due, offered no man­ner of rude­ness to me, only kissed a great while. After this he thought he had heard some­body come up­stairs, so got off from the bed, lif­ted me up, pro­fess­ing a great deal of love for me, but told me it was all an hon­est af­fec­tion, and that he meant no ill to me; and with that he put five guineas in­to my hand, and went away down­stairs.

			I was more con­foun­ded with the money than I was be­fore with the love, and began to be so el­ev­ated that I scarce knew the ground I stood on. I am the more par­tic­u­lar in this part, that if my story comes to be read by any in­no­cent young body, they may learn from it to guard them­selves against the mis­chiefs which at­tend an early know­ledge of their own beauty. If a young wo­man once thinks her­self hand­some, she nev­er doubts the truth of any man that tells her he is in love with her; for if she be­lieves her­self charm­ing enough to cap­tiv­ate him, ’tis nat­ur­al to ex­pect the ef­fects of it.

			This young gen­tle­man had fired his in­clin­a­tion as much as he had my van­ity, and, as if he had found that he had an op­por­tun­ity and was sorry he did not take hold of it, he comes up again in half an hour or there­abouts, and falls to work with me again as be­fore, only with a little less in­tro­duc­tion.

			And first, when he entered the room, he turned about and shut the door. “Mrs. Betty,” said he, “I fan­cied be­fore some­body was com­ing up­stairs, but it was not so; how­ever,” adds he, “if they find me in the room with you, they shan’t catch me a-kiss­ing of you.” I told him I did not know who should be com­ing up­stairs, for I be­lieved there was nobody in the house but the cook and the oth­er maid, and they nev­er came up those stairs. “Well, my dear,” says he, “ ’tis good to be sure, how­ever;” and so he sits down, and we began to talk. And now, though I was still all on fire with his first vis­it, and said little, he did as it were put words in my mouth, telling me how pas­sion­ately he loved me, and that though he could not men­tion such a thing till he came to this es­tate, yet he was re­solved to make me happy then, and him­self too; that is to say, to marry me, and abund­ance of such fine things, which I, poor fool, did not un­der­stand the drift of, but ac­ted as if there was no such thing as any kind of love but that which ten­ded to mat­ri­mony; and if he had spoke of that, I had no room, as well as no power, to have said no; but we were not come that length yet.

			We had not sat long, but he got up, and, stop­ping my very breath with kisses, threw me upon the bed again; but then be­ing both well warmed, he went farther with me than de­cency per­mits me to men­tion, nor had it been in my power to have denied him at that mo­ment, had he offered much more than he did.

			How­ever, though he took these freedoms with me, it did not go to that which they call the last fa­vour, which, to do him justice, he did not at­tempt; and he made that self-deni­al of his a plea for all his freedoms with me upon oth­er oc­ca­sions after this. When this was over, he stayed but a little while, but he put al­most a hand­ful of gold in my hand, and left me, mak­ing a thou­sand prot­est­a­tions of his pas­sion for me, and of his lov­ing me above all the wo­men in the world.

			It will not be strange if I now began to think, but alas! it was but with very little sol­id re­flec­tion. I had a most un­boun­ded stock of van­ity and pride, and but a very little stock of vir­tue. I did in­deed case some­times with my­self what young mas­ter aimed at, but thought of noth­ing but the fine words and the gold; wheth­er he in­ten­ded to marry me, or not to marry me, seemed a mat­ter of no great con­sequence to me; nor did my thoughts so much as sug­gest to me the ne­ces­sity of mak­ing any ca­pit­u­la­tion for my­self, till he came to make a kind of form­al pro­pos­al to me, as you shall hear presently.

			Thus I gave up my­self to a read­i­ness of be­ing ruined without the least con­cern and am a fair memento to all young wo­men whose van­ity pre­vails over their vir­tue. Noth­ing was ever so stu­pid on both sides. Had I ac­ted as be­came me, and res­isted as vir­tue and hon­our re­quire, this gen­tle­man had either de­sisted his at­tacks, find­ing no room to ex­pect the ac­com­plish­ment of his design, or had made fair and hon­our­able pro­pos­als of mar­riage; in which case, who­ever had blamed him, nobody could have blamed me. In short, if he had known me, and how easy the trifle he aimed at was to be had, he would have troubled his head no farther, but have giv­en me four or five guineas, and have lain with me the next time he had come at me. And if I had known his thoughts, and how hard he thought I would be to be gained, I might have made my own terms with him; and if I had not ca­pit­u­lated for an im­me­di­ate mar­riage, I might for a main­ten­ance till mar­riage, and might have had what I would; for he was already rich to ex­cess, be­sides what he had in ex­pect­a­tion; but I seemed wholly to have aban­doned all such thoughts as these, and was taken up only with the pride of my beauty, and of be­ing be­loved by such a gen­tle­man. As for the gold, I spent whole hours in look­ing upon it; I told the guineas over and over a thou­sand times a day. Nev­er a poor vain creature was so wrapt up with every part of the story as I was, not con­sid­er­ing what was be­fore me, and how near my ru­in was at the door; in­deed, I think I rather wished for that ru­in than stud­ied to avoid it.

			In the mean­time, how­ever, I was cun­ning enough not to give the least room to any in the fam­ily to sus­pect me, or to ima­gine that I had the least cor­res­pond­ence with this young gen­tle­man. I scarce ever looked to­wards him in pub­lic, or answered if he spoke to me when any­body was near us; but for all that, we had every now and then a little en­counter, where we had room for a word or two, and now and then a kiss, but no fair op­por­tun­ity for the mis­chief in­ten­ded; and es­pe­cially con­sid­er­ing that he made more cir­cum­lo­cu­tion than, if he had known my thoughts, he had oc­ca­sion for; and the work ap­pear­ing dif­fi­cult to him, he really made it so.

			But as the dev­il is an un­wear­ied tempter, so he nev­er fails to find op­por­tun­ity for that wicked­ness he in­vites to. It was one even­ing that I was in the garden, with his two young­er sis­ters and him­self, and all very in­no­cently merry, when he found means to con­vey a note in­to my hand, by which he dir­ec­ted me to un­der­stand that he would to­mor­row de­sire me pub­licly to go of an er­rand for him in­to the town, and that I should see him some­where by the way.

			Ac­cord­ingly, after din­ner, he very gravely says to me, his sis­ters be­ing all by, “Mrs. Betty, I must ask a fa­vour of you.” “What’s that?” says his second sis­ter. “Nay, sis­ter,” says he very gravely, “if you can’t spare Mrs. Betty today, any oth­er time will do.” Yes, they said, they could spare her well enough, and the sis­ter begged par­don for ask­ing, which they did but of mere course, without any mean­ing. “Well, but, broth­er,” says the eld­est sis­ter, “you must tell Mrs. Betty what it is; if it be any private busi­ness that we must not hear, you may call her out. There she is.” “Why, sis­ter,” says the gen­tle­man very gravely, “what do you mean? I only de­sire her to go in­to the High Street” (and then he pulls out a turnover), “to such a shop;” and then he tells them a long story of two fine neck­cloths he had bid money for, and he wanted to have me go and make an er­rand to buy a neck to the turnover that he showed, to see if they would take my money for the neck­cloths; to bid a shil­ling more, and haggle with them; and then he made more er­rands, and so con­tin­ued to have such petty busi­ness to do, that I should be sure to stay a good while.

			When he had giv­en me my er­rands, he told them a long story of a vis­it he was go­ing to make to a fam­ily they all knew, and where was to be such-and-such gen­tle­men, and how merry they were to be, and very form­ally asks his sis­ters to go with him, and they as form­ally ex­cused them­selves, be­cause of com­pany that they had no­tice was to come and vis­it them that af­ter­noon; which, by the way, he had con­trived on pur­pose.

			He had scarce done speak­ing to them, and giv­ing me my er­rand, but his man came up to tell him that Sir W—— H——’s coach stopped at the door; so he runs down, and comes up again im­me­di­ately. “Alas!” says he aloud, “there’s all my mirth spoiled at once; Sir W—— has sent his coach for me, and de­sires to speak with me upon some earn­est busi­ness.” It seems this Sir W—— was a gen­tle­man who lived about three miles out of town, to whom he had spoken on pur­pose the day be­fore, to lend him his chari­ot for a par­tic­u­lar oc­ca­sion, and had ap­poin­ted it to call for him, as it did, about three o’clock.

			Im­me­di­ately he calls for his best wig, hat, and sword, and or­der­ing his man to go to the oth­er place to make his ex­cuse—that was to say, he made an ex­cuse to send his man away—he pre­pares to go in­to the coach. As he was go­ing, he stopped a while, and speaks mighty earn­estly to me about his busi­ness, and finds an op­por­tun­ity to say very softly to me, “Come away, my dear, as soon as ever you can.” I said noth­ing, but made a curtsy, as if I had done so to what he said in pub­lic. In about a quarter of an hour I went out too; I had no dress oth­er than be­fore, ex­cept that I had a hood, a mask, a fan, and a pair of gloves in my pock­et; so that there was not the least sus­pi­cion in the house. He waited for me in the coach in a back-lane, which he knew I must pass by, and had dir­ec­ted the coach­man whith­er to go, which was to a cer­tain place, called Mile End, where lived a con­fid­ant of his, where we went in, and where was all the con­veni­ence in the world to be as wicked as we pleased.

			When we were to­geth­er he began to talk very gravely to me, and to tell me he did not bring me there to be­tray me; that his pas­sion for me would not suf­fer him to ab­use me; that he re­solved to marry me as soon as he came to his es­tate; that in the mean­time, if I would grant his re­quest, he would main­tain me very hon­our­ably; and made me a thou­sand prot­est­a­tions of his sin­cer­ity and of his af­fec­tion to me; and that he would nev­er aban­don me, and as I may say, made a thou­sand more pre­ambles than he need to have done.

			How­ever, as he pressed me to speak, I told him I had no reas­on to ques­tion the sin­cer­ity of his love to me after so many prot­est­a­tions, but—and there I stopped, as if I left him to guess the rest. “But what, my dear?” says he. “I guess what you mean: what if you should be with child? Is not that it? Why, then,” says he, “I’ll take care of you and provide for you, and the child too; and that you may see I am not in jest,” says he, “here’s an earn­est for you,” and with that he pulls out a silk purse, with an hun­dred guineas in it, and gave it me. “And I’ll give you such an­oth­er,” says he, “every year till I marry you.”

			My col­our came and went, at the sight of the purse and with the fire of his pro­pos­al to­geth­er, so that I could not say a word, and he eas­ily per­ceived it; so put­ting the purse in­to my bos­om, I made no more res­ist­ance to him, but let him do just what he pleased, and as of­ten as he pleased; and thus I fin­ished my own de­struc­tion at once, for from this day, be­ing for­saken of my vir­tue and my mod­esty, I had noth­ing of value left to re­com­mend me, either to God’s bless­ing or man’s as­sist­ance.

			But things did not end here. I went back to the town, did the busi­ness he pub­licly dir­ec­ted me to, and was at home be­fore any­body thought me long. As for my gen­tle­man, he stayed out, as he told me he would, till late at night, and there was not the least sus­pi­cion in the fam­ily either on his ac­count or on mine.

			We had, after this, fre­quent op­por­tun­it­ies to re­peat our crime—chiefly by his con­triv­ance—es­pe­cially at home, when his moth­er and the young ladies went abroad a-vis­it­ing, which he watched so nar­rowly as nev­er to miss; know­ing al­ways be­fore­hand when they went out, and then failed not to catch me all alone, and se­curely enough; so that we took our fill of our wicked pleas­ure for near half a year; and yet, which was the most to my sat­is­fac­tion, I was not with child.

			But be­fore this half-year was ex­pired, his young­er broth­er, of whom I have made some men­tion in the be­gin­ning of the story, falls to work with me; and he, find­ing me alone in the garden one even­ing, be­gins a story of the same kind to me, made good hon­est pro­fes­sions of be­ing in love with me, and in short, pro­poses fairly and hon­our­ably to marry me, and that be­fore he made any oth­er of­fer to me at all.

			I was now con­foun­ded, and driv­en to such an ex­tremity as the like was nev­er known; at least not to me. I res­isted the pro­pos­al with ob­stin­acy; and now I began to arm my­self with ar­gu­ments. I laid be­fore him the in­equal­ity of the match; the treat­ment I should meet with in the fam­ily; the in­grat­it­ude it would be to his good fath­er and moth­er, who had taken me in­to their house upon such gen­er­ous prin­ciples, and when I was in such a low con­di­tion; and, in short, I said everything to dis­suade him from his design that I could ima­gine, ex­cept telling him the truth, which would in­deed have put an end to it all, but that I durst not think of men­tion­ing.

			But here happened a cir­cum­stance that I did not ex­pect in­deed, which put me to my shifts; for this young gen­tle­man, as he was plain and hon­est, so he pre­ten­ded to noth­ing with me but what was so too; and, know­ing his own in­no­cence, he was not so care­ful to make his hav­ing a kind­ness for Mrs. Betty a secret in the house, as his broth­er was. And though he did not let them know that he had talked to me about it, yet he said enough to let his sis­ters per­ceive he loved me, and his moth­er saw it too, which, though they took no no­tice of it to me, yet they did to him, an im­me­di­ately I found their car­riage to me altered, more than ever be­fore.

			I saw the cloud, though I did not fore­see the storm. It was easy, I say, to see that their car­riage to me was altered, and that it grew worse and worse every day; till at last I got in­form­a­tion among the ser­vants that I should, in a very little while, be de­sired to re­move.

			I was not alarmed at the news, hav­ing a full sat­is­fac­tion that I should be oth­er­wise provided for; and es­pe­cially con­sid­er­ing that I had reas­on every day to ex­pect I should be with child, and that then I should be ob­liged to re­move without any pre­tences for it.

			After some time the young­er gen­tle­man took an op­por­tun­ity to tell me that the kind­ness he had for me had got vent in the fam­ily. He did not charge me with it, he said, for he know well enough which way it came out. He told me his plain way of talk­ing had been the oc­ca­sion of it, for that he did not make his re­spect for me so much a secret as he might have done, and the reas­on was, that he was at a point, that if I would con­sent to have him, he would tell them all openly that he loved me, and that he in­ten­ded to marry me; that it was true his fath­er and moth­er might re­sent it, and be un­kind, but that he was now in a way to live, be­ing bred to the law, and he did not fear main­tain­ing me agree­able to what I should ex­pect; and that, in short, as he be­lieved I would not be ashamed of him, so he was re­solved not to be ashamed of me, and that he scorned to be afraid to own me now, whom he re­solved to own after I was his wife, and there­fore I had noth­ing to do but to give him my hand, and he would an­swer for all the rest.

			I was now in a dread­ful con­di­tion in­deed, and now I re­pen­ted heart­ily my eas­i­ness with the eld­est broth­er; not from any re­flec­tion of con­science, but from a view of the hap­pi­ness I might have en­joyed, and had now made im­possible; for though I had no great scruples of con­science, as I have said, to struggle with, yet I could not think of be­ing a whore to one broth­er and a wife to the oth­er. But then it came in­to my thoughts that the first broth­er had prom­ised to made me his wife when he came to his es­tate; but I presently re­membered what I had of­ten thought of, that he had nev­er spoken a word of hav­ing me for a wife after he had conquered me for a mis­tress; and in­deed, till now, though I said I thought of it of­ten, yet it gave me no dis­turb­ance at all, for as he did not seem in the least to lessen his af­fec­tion to me, so neither did he lessen his bounty, though he had the dis­cre­tion him­self to de­sire me not to lay out a penny of what he gave me in clothes, or to make the least show ex­traordin­ary, be­cause it would ne­ces­sar­ily give jeal­ousy in the fam­ily, since every­body know I could come at such things no man­ner of or­din­ary way, but by some private friend­ship, which they would presently have sus­pec­ted.

			But I was now in a great strait, and knew not what to do. The main dif­fi­culty was this: the young­er broth­er not only laid close siege to me, but suffered it to be seen. He would come in­to his sis­ter’s room, and his moth­er’s room, and sit down, and talk a thou­sand kind things of me, and to me, even be­fore their faces, and when they were all there. This grew so pub­lic that the whole house talked of it, and his moth­er re­proved him for it, and their car­riage to me ap­peared quite altered. In short, his moth­er had let fall some speeches, as if she in­ten­ded to put me out of the fam­ily; that is, in Eng­lish, to turn me out of doors. Now I was sure this could not be a secret to his broth­er, only that he might not think, as in­deed nobody else yet did, that the young­est broth­er had made any pro­pos­al to me about it; but as I eas­ily could see that it would go farther, so I saw like­wise there was an ab­so­lute ne­ces­sity to speak of it to him, or that he would speak of it to me, and which to do first I knew not; that is, wheth­er I should break it to him or let it alone till he should break it to me.

			Upon ser­i­ous con­sid­er­a­tion, for in­deed now I began to con­sider things very ser­i­ously, and nev­er till now; I say, upon ser­i­ous con­sid­er­a­tion, I re­solved to tell him of it first; and it was not long be­fore I had an op­por­tun­ity, for the very next day his broth­er went to Lon­don upon some busi­ness, and the fam­ily be­ing out a-vis­it­ing, just as it had happened be­fore, and as in­deed was of­ten the case, he came ac­cord­ing to his cus­tom, to spend an hour or two with Mrs. Betty.

			When he came and had sat down a while, he eas­ily per­ceived there was an al­ter­a­tion in my coun­ten­ance, that I was not so free and pleas­ant with him as I used to be, and par­tic­u­larly, that I had been a-cry­ing; he was not long be­fore he took no­tice of it, and asked me in very kind terms what was the mat­ter, and if any­thing troubled me. I would have put it off if I could, but it was not to be con­cealed; so after suf­fer­ing many im­por­tun­it­ies to draw that out of me which I longed as much as pos­sible to dis­close, I told him that it was true some­thing did trouble me, and some­thing of such a nature that I could not con­ceal from him, and yet that I could not tell how to tell him of it neither; that it was a thing that not only sur­prised me, but greatly per­plexed me, and that I knew not what course to take, un­less he would dir­ect me. He told me with great ten­der­ness, that let it be what it would, I should not let it trouble me, for he would pro­tect me from all the world.

			I then began at a dis­tance, and told him I was afraid the ladies had got some secret in­form­a­tion of our cor­res­pond­ence; for that it was easy to see that their con­duct was very much changed to­wards me for a great while, and that now it was come to that pass that they fre­quently found fault with me, and some­times fell quite out with me, though I nev­er gave them the least oc­ca­sion; that where­as I used al­ways to lie with the eld­est sis­ter, I was lately put to lie by my­self, or with one of the maids; and that I had over­heard them sev­er­al times talk­ing very un­kindly about me; but that which con­firmed it all was, that one of the ser­vants had told me that she had heard I was to be turned out, and that it was not safe for the fam­ily that I should be any longer in the house.

			He smiled when he heard all this, and I asked him how he could make so light of it, when he must needs know that if there was any dis­cov­ery I was un­done forever, and that even it would hurt him, though not ru­in him as it would me. I up­braided him, that he was like all the rest of the sex, that, when they had the char­ac­ter and hon­our of a wo­man at their mercy, of­ten­times made it their jest, and at least looked upon it as a trifle, and coun­ted the ru­in of those they had had their will of as a thing of no value.

			He saw me warm and ser­i­ous, and he changed his style im­me­di­ately; he told me he was sorry I should have such a thought of him; that he had nev­er giv­en me the least oc­ca­sion for it, but had been as tender of my repu­ta­tion as he could be of his own; that he was sure our cor­res­pond­ence had been man­aged with so much ad­dress, that not one creature in the fam­ily had so much as a sus­pi­cion of it; that if he smiled when I told him my thoughts, it was at the as­sur­ance he lately re­ceived, that our un­der­stand­ing one an­oth­er was not so much as known or guessed at; and that when he had told me how much reas­on he had to be easy, I should smile as he did, for he was very cer­tain it would give me a full sat­is­fac­tion.

			“This is a mys­tery I can­not un­der­stand,” says I, “or how it should be to my sat­is­fac­tion that I am to be turned out of doors; for if our cor­res­pond­ence is not dis­covered, I know not what else I have done to change the coun­ten­ances of the whole fam­ily to me, or to have them treat me as they do now, who formerly used me with so much ten­der­ness, as if I had been one of their own chil­dren.”

			“Why, look you, child,” says he, “that they are un­easy about you, that is true; but that they have the least sus­pi­cion of the case as it is, and as it re­spects you and I, is so far from be­ing true, that they sus­pect my broth­er Robin; and, in short, they are fully per­suaded he makes love to you; nay, the fool has put it in­to their heads too him­self, for he is con­tinu­ally ban­ter­ing them about it, and mak­ing a jest of him­self. I con­fess I think he is wrong to do so, be­cause he can­not but see it vexes them, and makes them un­kind to you; but ’tis a sat­is­fac­tion to me, be­cause of the as­sur­ance it gives me, that they do not sus­pect me in the least, and I hope this will be to your sat­is­fac­tion too.”

			“So it is,” says I, “one way; but this does not reach my case at all, nor is this the chief thing that troubles me, though I have been con­cerned about that too.” “What is it, then?” says he. With which I fell to tears, and could say noth­ing to him at all. He strove to pa­ci­fy me all he could, but began at last to be very press­ing upon me to tell what it was. At last I answered that I thought I ought to tell him too, and that he had some right to know it; be­sides, that I wanted his dir­ec­tion in the case, for I was in such per­plex­ity that I knew not what course to take, and then I re­lated the whole af­fair to him. I told him how im­prudently his broth­er had man­aged him­self, in mak­ing him­self so pub­lic; for that if he had kept it a secret, as such a thing ought to have been, I could but have denied him pos­it­ively, without giv­ing any reas­on for it, and he would in time have ceased his so­li­cit­a­tions; but that he had the van­ity, first, to de­pend upon it that I would not deny him, and then had taken the free­dom to tell his res­ol­u­tion of hav­ing me to the whole house.

			I told him how far I had res­isted him, and told him how sin­cere and hon­our­able his of­fers were. “But,” says I, “my case will be doubly hard; for as they carry it ill to me now, be­cause he de­sires to have me, they’ll carry it worse when they shall find I have denied him; and they will presently say, there’s some­thing else in it, and then out it comes that I am mar­ried already to some­body else, or that I would nev­er re­fuse a match so much above me as this was.”

			This dis­course sur­prised him in­deed very much. He told me that it was a crit­ic­al point in­deed for me to man­age, and he did not see which way I should get out of it; but he would con­sider it, and let me know next time we met, what res­ol­u­tion he was come to about it; and in the mean­time de­sired I would not give my con­sent to his broth­er, nor yet give him a flat deni­al, but that I would hold him in sus­pense a while.

			I seemed to start at his say­ing I should not give him my con­sent. I told him he knew very well I had no con­sent to give; that he had en­gaged him­self to marry me, and that my con­sent was the same time en­gaged to him; that he had all along told me I was his wife, and I looked upon my­self as ef­fec­tu­ally so as if the ce­re­mony had passed; and that it was from his own mouth that I did so, he hav­ing all along per­suaded me to call my­self his wife.

			“Well, my dear,” says he, “don’t be con­cerned at that now; if I am not your hus­band, I’ll be as good as a hus­band to you; and do not let those things trouble you now, but let me look a little farther in­to this af­fair, and I shall be able to say more next time we meet.”

			He pa­ci­fied me as well as he could with this, but I found he was very thought­ful, and that though he was very kind to me and kissed me a thou­sand times, and more I be­lieve, and gave me money too, yet he offered no more all the while we were to­geth­er, which was above two hours, and which I much wondered at in­deed at that time, con­sid­er­ing how it used to be, and what op­por­tun­ity we had.

			His broth­er did not come from Lon­don for five or six days, and it was two days more be­fore he got an op­por­tun­ity to talk with him; but then get­ting him by him­self he began to talk very close to him about it, and the same even­ing got an op­por­tun­ity (for we had a long con­fer­ence to­geth­er) to re­peat all their dis­course to me, which, as near as I can re­mem­ber, was to the pur­pose fol­low­ing. He told him he heard strange news of him since he went, viz. that he made love to Mrs. Betty. “Well,” says his broth­er a little an­grily, “and so I do. And what then? What has any­body to do with that?” “Nay,” says his broth­er, “don’t be angry, Robin; I don’t pre­tend to have any­thing to do with it; nor do I pre­tend to be angry with you about it. But I find they do con­cern them­selves about it, and that they have used the poor girl ill about it, which I should take as done to my­self.” “Whom do you mean by they?” says Robin. “I mean my moth­er and the girls,” says the eld­er broth­er. “But hark ye,” says his broth­er, “are you in earn­est? Do you really love this girl? You may be free with me, you know.” “Why, then,” says Robin, “I will be free with you; I do love her above all the wo­men in the world, and I will have her, let them say and do what they will. I be­lieve the girl will not deny me.”

			It struck me to the heart when he told me this, for though it was most ra­tion­al to think I would not deny him, yet I knew in my own con­science I must deny him, and I saw my ru­in in my be­ing ob­liged to do so; but I knew it was my busi­ness to talk oth­er­wise then, so I in­ter­rup­ted him in his story thus.

			“Ay!” said I, “does he think I can­not deny him? But he shall find I can deny him, for all that.”

			“Well, my dear,” says he, “but let me give you the whole story as it went on between us, and then say what you will.”

			Then he went on and told me that he replied thus: “But, broth­er, you know she has noth­ing, and you may have sev­er­al ladies with good for­tunes.”

			“ ’Tis no mat­ter for that,” said Robin; “I love the girl, and I will nev­er please my pock­et in mar­ry­ing, and not please my fancy.” “And so, my dear,” adds he, “there is no op­pos­ing him.”

			“Yes, yes,” says I, “you shall see I can op­pose him; I have learnt to say No, now though I had not learnt it be­fore; if the best lord in the land offered me mar­riage now, I could very cheer­fully say No to him.”

			“Well, but, my dear,” says he, “what can you say to him? You know, as you said when we talked of it be­fore, he will ask you many ques­tions about it, and all the house will won­der what the mean­ing of it should be.”

			“Why,” says I, smil­ing, “I can stop all their mouths at one clap by telling him, and them too, that I am mar­ried already to his eld­er broth­er.”

			He smiled a little too at the word, but I could see it startled him, and he could not hide the dis­order it put him in­to. How­ever, he re­turned, “Why, though that may be true in some sense, yet I sup­pose you are but in jest when you talk of giv­ing such an an­swer as that; it may not be con­veni­ent on many ac­counts.”

			“No, no,” says I pleas­antly, “I am not so fond of let­ting the secret come out without your con­sent.”

			“But what, then, can you say to him, or to them,” says he, “when they find you pos­it­ive against a match which would be ap­par­ently so much to your ad­vant­age?”

			“Why,” says I, “should I be at a loss? First of all, I am not ob­liged to give me any reas­on at all; on the oth­er hand, I may tell them I am mar­ried already, and stop there, and that will be a full stop too to him, for he can have no reas­on to ask one ques­tion after it.”

			“Ay,” says he; “but the whole house will tease you about that, even to fath­er and moth­er, and if you deny them pos­it­ively, they will be dis­ob­liged at you, and sus­pi­cious be­sides.”

			“Why,” says I, “what can I do? What would you have me do? I was in straight enough be­fore, and as I told you, I was in per­plex­ity be­fore, and ac­quain­ted you with the cir­cum­stances, that I might have your ad­vice.”

			“My dear,” says he, “I have been con­sid­er­ing very much upon it, you may be sure, and though it is a piece of ad­vice that has a great many mor­ti­fic­a­tions in it to me, and may at first seem strange to you, yet, all things con­sidered, I see no bet­ter way for you than to let him go on; and if you find him hearty and in earn­est, marry him.”

			I gave him a look full of hor­ror at those words, and, turn­ing pale as death, was at the very point of sink­ing down out of the chair I sat in; when, giv­ing a start, “My dear,” says he aloud, “what’s the mat­ter with you? Where are you a-go­ing?” and a great many such things; and with jog­ging and called to me, fetched me a little to my­self, though it was a good while be­fore I fully re­covered my senses, and was not able to speak for sev­er­al minutes more.

			When I was fully re­covered he began again. “My dear,” says he, “what made you so sur­prised at what I said? I would have you con­sider ser­i­ously of it? You may see plainly how the fam­ily stand in this case, and they would be stark mad if it was my case, as it is my broth­er’s; and for aught I see, it would be my ru­in and yours too.”

			“Ay!” says I, still speak­ing an­grily; “are all your prot­est­a­tions and vows to be shaken by the dis­like of the fam­ily? Did I not al­ways ob­ject that to you, and you made light thing of it, as what you were above, and would value; and is it come to this now?” said I. “Is this your faith and hon­our, your love, and the solid­ity of your prom­ises?”

			He con­tin­ued per­fectly calm, not­with­stand­ing all my re­proaches, and I was not spar­ing of them at all; but he replied at last, “My dear, I have not broken one prom­ise with you yet; I did tell you I would marry you when I was come to my es­tate; but you see my fath­er is a hale, healthy man, and may live these thirty years still, and not be older than sev­er­al are round us in town; and you nev­er pro­posed my mar­ry­ing you soon­er, be­cause you knew it might be my ru­in; and as to all the rest, I have not failed you in any­thing, you have wanted for noth­ing.”

			I could not deny a word of this, and had noth­ing to say to it in gen­er­al. “But why, then,” says I, “can you per­suade me to such a hor­rid step as leav­ing you, since you have not left me? Will you al­low no af­fec­tion, no love on my side, where there has been so much on your side? Have I made you no re­turns? Have I giv­en no testi­mony of my sin­cer­ity and of my pas­sion? Are the sac­ri­fices I have made of hon­our and mod­esty to you no proof of my be­ing tied to you in bonds too strong to be broken?”

			“But here, my dear,” says he, “you may come in­to a safe sta­tion, and ap­pear with hon­our and with splend­our at once, and the re­mem­brance of what we have done may be wrapt up in an etern­al si­lence, as if it had nev­er happened; you shall al­ways have my re­spect, and my sin­cere af­fec­tion, only then it shall be hon­est, and per­fectly just to my broth­er; you shall be my dear sis­ter, as now you are my dear ———” and there he stopped.

			“Your dear whore,” says I, “you would have said if you had gone on, and you might as well have said it; but I un­der­stand you. How­ever, I de­sire you to re­mem­ber the long dis­courses you have had with me, and the many hours’ pains you have taken to per­suade me to be­lieve my­self an hon­est wo­man; that I was your wife in­ten­tion­ally, though not in the eyes of the world, and that it was as ef­fec­tu­al a mar­riage that had passed between us as if we had been pub­licly wed­ded by the par­son of the par­ish. You know and can­not but re­mem­ber that these have been your own words to me.”

			I found this was a little too close upon him, but I made it up in what fol­lows. He stood stock-still for a while and said noth­ing, and I went on thus: “You can­not,” says I, “without the highest in­justice, be­lieve that I yiel­ded upon all these per­sua­sions without a love not to be ques­tioned, not to be shaken again by any­thing that could hap­pen af­ter­ward. If you have such dis­hon­our­able thoughts of me, I must ask you what found­a­tion in any of my be­ha­viour have I giv­en for such a sug­ges­tion?

			“If, then, I have yiel­ded to the im­por­tun­it­ies of my af­fec­tion, and if I have been per­suaded to be­lieve that I am really, and in the es­sence of the thing, your wife, shall I now give the lie to all those ar­gu­ments and call my­self your whore, or mis­tress, which is the same thing? And will you trans­fer me to your broth­er? Can you trans­fer my af­fec­tion? Can you bid me cease lov­ing you, and bid me love him? It is in my power, think you, to make such a change at de­mand? No, sir,” said I, “de­pend upon it ’tis im­possible, and whatever the change of your side may be, I will ever be true; and I had much rather, since it is come that un­happy length, be your whore than your broth­er’s wife.”

			He ap­peared pleased and touched with the im­pres­sion of this last dis­course, and told me that he stood where he did be­fore; that he had not been un­faith­ful to me in any one prom­ise he had ever made yet, but that there were so many ter­rible things presen­ted them­selves to his view in the af­fair be­fore me, and that on my ac­count in par­tic­u­lar, that he had thought of the oth­er as a rem­edy so ef­fec­tu­al as noth­ing could come up to it. That he thought this would not be en­tire part­ing us, but we might love as friends all our days, and per­haps with more sat­is­fac­tion than we should in the sta­tion we were now in, as things might hap­pen; that he durst say, I could not ap­pre­hend any­thing from him as to be­tray­ing a secret, which could not but be the de­struc­tion of us both, if it came out; that he had but one ques­tion to ask of me that could lie in the way of it, and if that ques­tion was answered in the neg­at­ive, he could not but think still it was the only step I could take.

			I guessed at his ques­tion presently, namely, wheth­er I was sure I was not with child? As to that, I told him he need not be con­cerned about it, for I was not with child. “Why, then, my dear,” says he, “we have no time to talk fur­ther now. Con­sider of it, and think closely about it; I can­not but be of the opin­ion still, that it will be the best course you can take.” And with this he took his leave, and the more hast­ily too, his moth­er and sis­ters ringing at the gate, just at the mo­ment that he had ris­en up to go.

			He left me in the ut­most con­fu­sion of thought; and he eas­ily per­ceived it the next day, and all the rest of the week, for it was but Tues­day even­ing when we talked; but he had no op­por­tun­ity to come at me all that week, till the Sunday after, when I, be­ing in­dis­posed, did not go to church, and he, mak­ing some ex­cuse for the like, stayed at home.

			And now he had me an hour and a half again by my­self, and we fell in­to the same ar­gu­ments all over again, or at least so near the same, as it would be to no pur­pose to re­peat them. At last I asked him warmly, what opin­ion he must have of my mod­esty, that he could sup­pose I should so much as en­ter­tain a thought of ly­ing with two broth­ers, and as­sured him it could nev­er be. I ad­ded, if he was to tell me that he would nev­er see me more, than which noth­ing but death could be more ter­rible, yet I could nev­er en­ter­tain a thought so dis­hon­our­able to my­self, and so base to him; and there­fore, I en­treated him, if he had one grain of re­spect or af­fec­tion left for me, that he would speak no more of it to me, or that he would pull his sword out and kill me. He ap­peared sur­prised at my ob­stin­acy, as he called it; told me I was un­kind to my­self, and un­kind to him in it; that it was a crisis un­looked for upon us both, and im­possible for either of us to fore­see, but that he did not see any oth­er way to save us both from ru­in, and there­fore he thought it the more un­kind; but that if he must say no more of it to me, he ad­ded with an un­usu­al cold­ness, that he did not know any­thing else we had to talk of; and so he rose up to take his leave. I rose up too, as if with the same in­dif­fer­ence; but when he came to give me as it were a part­ing kiss, I burst out in­to such a pas­sion of cry­ing, that though I would have spoke, I could not, and only press­ing his hand, seemed to give him the adieu, but cried vehe­mently.

			He was sens­ibly moved with this; so he sat down again, and said a great many kind things to me, to abate the ex­cess of my pas­sion, but still urged the ne­ces­sity of what he had pro­posed; all the while in­sist­ing, that if I did re­fuse, he would not­with­stand­ing provide for me; but let­ting me plainly see that he would de­cline me in the main point—nay, even as a mis­tress; mak­ing it a point of hon­our not to lie with the wo­man that, for aught he knew, might come to be his broth­er’s wife.

			The bare loss of him as a gal­lant was not so much my af­flic­tion as the loss of his per­son, whom in­deed I loved to dis­trac­tion; and the loss of all the ex­pect­a­tions I had, and which I al­ways had built my hopes upon, of hav­ing him one day for my hus­band. These things op­pressed my mind so much, that, in short, I fell very ill; the ag­on­ies of my mind, in a word, threw me in­to a high fever, and long it was, that none in the fam­ily ex­pec­ted my life.

			I was re­duced very low in­deed, and was of­ten de­li­ri­ous and light­headed; but noth­ing lay so near me as the fear that, when I was light­headed, I should say some­thing or oth­er to his pre­ju­dice. I was dis­tressed in my mind also to see him, and so he was to see me, for he really loved me most pas­sion­ately; but it could not be; there was not the least room to de­sire it on one side or oth­er, or so much as to make it de­cent.

			It was near five weeks that I kept my bed and though the vi­ol­ence of my fever abated in three weeks, yet it sev­er­al times re­turned; and the phys­i­cians said two or three times, they could do no more for me, but that they must leave nature and the dis­tem­per to fight it out, only strength­en­ing the first with cor­di­als to main­tain the struggle. After the end of five weeks I grew bet­ter, but was so weak, so altered, so mel­an­choly, and re­covered so slowly, that the phys­i­cians ap­pre­hen­ded I should go in­to a con­sump­tion; and which vexed me most, they gave it as their opin­ion that my mind was op­pressed, that some­thing troubled me, and, in short, that I was in love. Upon this, the whole house was set upon me to ex­am­ine me, and to press me to tell wheth­er I was in love or not, and with whom; but as I well might, I denied my be­ing in love at all.

			They had on this oc­ca­sion a squabble one day about me at table, that had like to have put the whole fam­ily in an up­roar, and for some time did so. They happened to be all at table but the fath­er; as for me, I was ill, and in my cham­ber. At the be­gin­ning of the talk, which was just as they had fin­ished their din­ner, the old gen­tle­wo­man, who had sent me some­what to eat, called her maid to go up and ask me if I would have any more; but the maid brought down word I had not eaten half what she had sent me already.

			“Alas,” says the old lady, “that poor girl! I am afraid she will nev­er be well.”

			“Well!” says the eld­er broth­er, “how should Mrs. Betty be well? They say she is in love.”

			“I be­lieve noth­ing of it,” says the old gen­tle­wo­man.

			“I don’t know,” says the eld­est sis­ter, “what to say to it; they have made such a rout about her be­ing so hand­some, and so charm­ing, and I know not what, and that in her hear­ing too, that has turned the creature’s head, I be­lieve, and who knows what pos­ses­sions may fol­low such do­ings? For my part, I don’t know what to make of it.”

			“Why, sis­ter, you must ac­know­ledge she is very hand­some,” says the eld­er broth­er.

			“Ay, and a great deal hand­somer than you, sis­ter,” says Robin, “and that’s your mor­ti­fic­a­tion.”

			“Well, well, that is not the ques­tion,” says his sis­ter; “that girl is well enough, and she knows it well enough; she need not be told of it to make her vain.”

			“We are not talk­ing of her be­ing vain,” says the eld­er broth­er, “but of her be­ing in love; it may be she is in love with her­self; it seems my sis­ters think so.”

			“I would she was in love with me,” says Robin; “I’d quickly put her out of her pain.”

			“What d’ye mean by that, son,” says the old lady; “how can you talk so?”

			“Why, madam,” says Robin, again, very hon­estly, “do you think I’d let the poor girl die for love, and of one that is near at hand to be had, too?”

			“Fie, broth­er!” says the second sis­ter, “how can you talk so? Would you take a creature that has not a groat in the world?”

			“Prithee, child,” says Robin, “beauty’s a por­tion, and good-hu­mour with it is a double por­tion; I wish thou hadst half her stock of both for thy por­tion.” So there was her mouth stopped.

			“I find,” says the eld­est sis­ter, “if Betty is not in love, my broth­er is. I won­der he has not broke his mind to Betty; I war­rant she won’t say No.”

			“They that yield when they’re asked,” says Robin, “are one step be­fore them that were nev­er asked to yield, sis­ter, and two steps be­fore them that yield be­fore they are asked; and that’s an an­swer to you, sis­ter.”

			This fired the sis­ter, and she flew in­to a pas­sion, and said, things were come to that pass that it was time the wench, mean­ing me, was out of the fam­ily; and but that she was not fit to be turned out, she hoped her fath­er and moth­er would con­sider of it as soon as she could be re­moved.

			Robin replied, that was busi­ness for the mas­ter and mis­tress of the fam­ily, who where not to be taught by one that had so little judg­ment as his eld­est sis­ter.

			It ran up a great deal farther; the sis­ter scol­ded, Robin ral­lied and bantered, but poor Betty lost ground by it ex­tremely in the fam­ily. I heard of it, and I cried heart­ily, and the old lady came up to me, some­body hav­ing told her that I was so much con­cerned about it. I com­plained to her, that it was very hard the doc­tors should pass such a cen­sure upon me, for which they had no ground; and that it was still harder, con­sid­er­ing the cir­cum­stances I was un­der in the fam­ily; that I hoped I had done noth­ing to lessen her es­teem for me, or giv­en any oc­ca­sion for the bick­er­ing between her sons and daugh­ters, and I had more need to think of a coffin than of be­ing in love, and begged she would not let me suf­fer in her opin­ion for any­body’s mis­takes but my own.

			She was sens­ible of the justice of what I said, but told me, since there had been such a clam­our among them, and that her young­er son talked after such a rat­tling way as he did, she de­sired I would be so faith­ful to her as to an­swer her but one ques­tion sin­cerely. I told her I would, with all my heart, and with the ut­most plain­ness and sin­cer­ity. Why, then, the ques­tion was, wheth­er there was any­thing between her son Robert and me. I told her with all the prot­est­a­tions of sin­cer­ity that I was able to make, and as I might well, do, that there was not, nor ever had been; I told her that Mr. Robert had rattled and jes­ted, as she knew it was his way, and that I took it al­ways, as I sup­posed he meant it, to be a wild airy way of dis­course that had no sig­ni­fic­a­tion in it; and again as­sured her, that there was not the least tittle of what she un­der­stood by it between us; and that those who had sug­ges­ted it had done me a great deal of wrong, and Mr. Robert no ser­vice at all.

			The old lady was fully sat­is­fied, and kissed me, spoke cheer­fully to me, and bid me take care of my health and want for noth­ing, and so took her leave. But when she came down she found the broth­er and all his sis­ters to­geth­er by the ears; they were angry, even to pas­sion, at his up­braid­ing them with their be­ing homely, and hav­ing nev­er had any sweet­hearts, nev­er hav­ing been asked the ques­tion, and their be­ing so for­ward as al­most to ask first. He ral­lied them upon the sub­ject of Mrs. Betty; how pretty, how good-hu­moured, how she sung bet­ter than they did, and danced bet­ter, and how much hand­somer she was; and in do­ing this he omit­ted no ill-natured thing that could vex them, and in­deed, pushed too hard upon them. The old lady came down in the height of it, and to put a stop it to, told them all the dis­course she had had with me, and how I answered, that there was noth­ing between Mr. Robert and I.

			“She’s wrong there,” says Robin, “for if there was not a great deal between us, we should be closer to­geth­er than we are. I told her I loved her hugely,” says he, “but I could nev­er make the jade be­lieve I was in earn­est.” “I do not know how you should,” says his moth­er; “nobody in their senses could be­lieve you were in earn­est, to talk so to a poor girl, whose cir­cum­stances you know so well.

			“But prithee, son,” adds she, “since you tell me that you could not make her be­lieve you were in earn­est, what must we be­lieve about it? For you ramble so in your dis­course, that nobody knows wheth­er you are in earn­est or in jest; but as I find the girl, by your own con­fes­sion, has answered truly, I wish you would do so too, and tell me ser­i­ously, so that I may de­pend upon it. Is there any­thing in it or no? Are you in earn­est or no? Are you dis­trac­ted, in­deed, or are you not? ’Tis a weighty ques­tion, and I wish you would make us easy about it.”

			“By my faith, madam,” says Robin, “ ’tis in vain to mince the mat­ter or tell any more lies about it; I am in earn­est, as much as a man is that’s go­ing to be hanged. If Mrs. Betty would say she loved me, and that she would marry me, I’d have her to­mor­row morn­ing fast­ing, and say, ‘To have and to hold,’ in­stead of eat­ing my break­fast.”

			“Well,” says the moth­er, “then there’s one son lost;” and she said it in a very mourn­ful tone, as one greatly con­cerned at it.

			“I hope not, madam,” says Robin; “no man is lost when a good wife has found him.”

			“Why, but, child,” says the old lady, “she is a beg­gar.”

			“Why, then, madam, she has the more need of char­ity,” says Robin; “I’ll take her off the hands of the par­ish, and she and I’ll beg to­geth­er.”

			“It’s bad jest­ing with such things,” says the moth­er.

			“I don’t jest, madam,” says Robin. “We’ll come and beg your par­don, madam; and your bless­ing, madam, and my fath­er’s.”

			“This is all out of the way, son,” says the moth­er. “If you are in earn­est you are un­done.”

			“I am afraid not,” says he, “for I am really afraid she won’t have me; after all my sis­ter’s huff­ing and blus­ter­ing, I be­lieve I shall nev­er be able to per­suade her to it.”

			“That’s a fine tale, in­deed; she is not so far out of her senses neither. Mrs. Betty is no fool,” says the young­er sis­ter. “Do you think she has learnt to say No, any more than oth­er people?”

			“No, Mrs. Mirth-wit,” says Robin, “Mrs. Betty’s no fool; but Mrs. Betty may be en­gaged some oth­er way, and what then?”

			“Nay,” says the eld­est sis­ter, “we can say noth­ing to that. Who must it be to, then? She is nev­er out of the doors; it must be between you.”

			“I have noth­ing to say to that,” says Robin. “I have been ex­amined enough; there’s my broth­er. If it must be between us, go to work with him.”

			This stung the eld­er broth­er to the quick, and he con­cluded that Robin had dis­covered some­thing. How­ever, he kept him­self from ap­pear­ing dis­turbed. “Prithee,” says he, “don’t go to shame your stor­ies off upon me; I tell you, I deal in no such ware; I have noth­ing to say to Mrs. Betty, nor to any of the Mrs. Bettys in the par­ish;” and with that he rose up and brushed off.

			“No,” says the eld­est sis­ter, “I dare an­swer for my broth­er; he knows the world bet­ter.”

			Thus the dis­course ended, but it left the eld­er broth­er quite con­foun­ded. He con­cluded his broth­er had made a full dis­cov­ery, and he began to doubt wheth­er I had been con­cerned in it or not; but with all his man­age­ment he could not bring it about to get at me. At last he was so per­plexed that he was quite des­per­ate, and re­solved he would come in­to my cham­ber and see me, whatever came of it. In or­der to do this, he con­trived it so, that one day after din­ner, watch­ing his eld­est sis­ter till he could see her go up­stairs, he runs after her. “Hark ye, sis­ter,” says he, “where is this sick wo­man? May not a body see her?” “Yes,” says the sis­ter, “I be­lieve you may; but let me go first a little, and I’ll tell you.” So she ran up to the door and gave me no­tice, and presently called to him again. “Broth­er,” says she, “you may come if you please.” So in he came, just in the same kind of rant. “Well,” says he at the door as he came in, “where is this sick body that’s in love? How do ye do, Mrs. Betty?” I would have got up out of my chair, but was so weak I could not for a good while; and he saw it, and his sis­ter too, and she said, “Come, do not strive to stand up; my broth­er de­sires no ce­re­mony, es­pe­cially now you are so weak.” “No, no, Mrs. Betty, pray sit still,” says he, and so sits him­self down in a chair over against me, and ap­peared as if he was mighty merry.

			He talked a lot of ram­bling stuff to his sis­ter and to me, some­times of one thing, some­times of an­oth­er, on pur­pose to amuse his sis­ter, and every now and then would turn it upon the old story, dir­ect­ing it to me. “Poor Mrs. Betty,” says he, “it is a sad thing to be in love; why, it has re­duced you sadly.” At last I spoke a little. “I am glad to see you so merry, sir,” says I; “but I think the doc­tor might have found some­thing bet­ter to do than to make his game at his pa­tients. If I had been ill of no oth­er dis­tem­per, I know the pro­verb too well to have let him come to me.” “What pro­verb?” says he, “Oh! I re­mem­ber it now. What—

			
				
					‘Where love is the case,
					

					The doc­tor’s an ass.’
				

			

			Is not that it, Mrs. Betty?” I smiled and said noth­ing. “Nay,” says he, “I think the ef­fect has proved it to be love, for it seems the doc­tor has been able to do you but little ser­vice; you mend very slowly, they say. I doubt there’s some­what in it, Mrs. Betty; I doubt you are sick of the in­cur­ables, and that is love.” I smiled and said, “No, in­deed, sir, that’s none of my dis­tem­per.”

			We had a deal of such dis­course, and some­times oth­ers that sig­ni­fied as little. By and by he asked me to sing them a song, at which I smiled, and said my singing days were over. At last he asked me if he should play upon his flute to me; his sis­ter said she be­lieve it would hurt me, and that my head could not bear it. I bowed, and said, No, it would not hurt me. “And, pray, madam,” said I, “do not hinder it; I love the mu­sic of the flute very much.” Then his sis­ter said, “Well, do, then, broth­er.” With that he pulled out the key of his closet. “Dear sis­ter,” says he, “I am very lazy; do step to my closet and fetch my flute; it lies in such a draw­er,” nam­ing a place where he was sure it was not, that she might be a little while a-look­ing for it.

			As soon as she was gone, he re­lated the whole story to me of the dis­course his broth­er had about me, and of his push­ing it at him, and his con­cern about it, which was the reas­on of his con­triv­ing this vis­it to me. I as­sured him I had nev­er opened my mouth either to his broth­er or to any­body else. I told him the dread­ful ex­i­gence I was in; that my love to him, and his of­fer­ing to have me for­get that af­fec­tion and re­move it to an­oth­er, had thrown me down; and that I had a thou­sand times wished I might die rather than re­cov­er, and to have the same cir­cum­stances to struggle with as I had be­fore, and that his back­ward­ness to life had been the great reas­on of the slow­ness of my re­cov­er­ing. I ad­ded that I foresaw that as soon as I was well, I must quit the fam­ily, and that as for mar­ry­ing his broth­er, I ab­horred the thoughts of it after what had been my case with him, and that he might de­pend upon it I would nev­er see his broth­er again upon that sub­ject; that if he would break all his vows and oaths and en­gage­ments with me, be that between his con­science and his hon­our and him­self; but he should nev­er be able to say that I, whom he had per­suaded to call my­self his wife, and who had giv­en him the liberty to use me as a wife, was not as faith­ful to him as a wife ought to be, whatever he might be to me.

			He was go­ing to reply, and had said that he was sorry I could not be per­suaded, and was a-go­ing to say more, but he heard his sis­ter a-com­ing, and so did I; and yet I forced out these few words as a reply, that I could nev­er be per­suaded to love one broth­er and marry an­oth­er. He shook his head and said, “Then I am ruined,” mean­ing him­self; and that mo­ment his sis­ter entered the room and told him she could not find the flute. “Well,” says he mer­rily, “this lazi­ness won’t do;” so he gets up and goes him­self to go to look for it, but comes back without it too; not but that he could have found it, but be­cause his mind was a little dis­turbed, and he had no mind to play; and, be­sides, the er­rand he sent his sis­ter on was answered an­oth­er way; for he only wanted an op­por­tun­ity to speak to me, which he gained, though not much to his sat­is­fac­tion.

			I had, how­ever, a great deal of sat­is­fac­tion in hav­ing spoken my mind to him with free­dom, and with such an hon­est plain­ness, as I have re­lated; and though it did not at all work the way I de­sired, that is to say, to ob­lige the per­son to me the more, yet it took from him all pos­sib­il­ity of quit­ting me but by a down­right breach of hon­our, and giv­ing up all the faith of a gen­tle­man to me, which he had so of­ten en­gaged by, nev­er to aban­don me, but to make me his wife as soon as he came to his es­tate.

			It was not many weeks after this be­fore I was about the house again, and began to grow well; but I con­tin­ued mel­an­choly, si­lent, dull, and re­tired, which amazed the whole fam­ily, ex­cept he that knew the reas­on of it; yet it was a great while be­fore he took any no­tice of it, and I, as back­ward to speak as he, car­ried re­spect­fully to him, but nev­er offered to speak a word to him that was par­tic­u­lar of any kind what­so­ever; and this con­tin­ued for six­teen or sev­en­teen weeks; so that, as I ex­pec­ted every day to be dis­missed the fam­ily, on ac­count of what dis­taste they had taken an­oth­er way, in which I had no guilt, so I ex­pec­ted to hear no more of this gen­tle­man, after all his sol­emn vows and prot­est­a­tions, but to be ruined and aban­doned.

			At last I broke the way my­self in the fam­ily for my re­mov­ing; for be­ing talk­ing ser­i­ously with the old lady one day, about my own cir­cum­stances in the world, and how my dis­tem­per had left a heav­i­ness upon my spir­its, that I was not the same thing I was be­fore, the old lady said, “I am afraid, Betty, what I have said to you about my son has had some in­flu­ence upon you, and that you are mel­an­choly on his ac­count; pray, will you let me know how the mat­ter stands with you both, if it may not be im­prop­er? For, as for Robin, he does noth­ing but rally and banter when I speak of it to him.” “Why, truly, madam,” said I, “that mat­ter stands as I wish it did not, and I shall be very sin­cere with you in it, whatever be­falls me for it. Mr. Robert has sev­er­al times pro­posed mar­riage to me, which is what I had no reas­on to ex­pect, my poor cir­cum­stances con­sidered; but I have al­ways res­isted him, and that per­haps in terms more pos­it­ive than be­came me, con­sid­er­ing the re­gard that I ought to have for every branch of your fam­ily; but,” said I, “madam, I could nev­er so far for­get my ob­lig­a­tion to you and all your house, to of­fer to con­sent to a thing which I know must needs be dis­ob­li­ging to you, and this I have made my ar­gu­ment to him, and have pos­it­ively told him that I would nev­er en­ter­tain a thought of that kind un­less I had your con­sent, and his fath­er’s also, to whom I was bound by so many in­vin­cible ob­lig­a­tions.”

			“And is this pos­sible, Mrs. Betty?” says the old lady. “Then you have been much juster to us than we have been to you; for we have all looked upon you as a kind of snare to my son, and I had a pro­pos­al to make to you for your re­mov­ing, for fear of it; but I had not yet men­tioned it to you, be­cause I thought you were not thor­ough well, and I was afraid of griev­ing you too much, lest it should throw you down again; for we have all a re­spect for you still, though not so much as to have it be the ru­in of my son; but if it be as you say, we have all wronged you very much.”

			“As to the truth of what I say, madam,” said I, “refer you to your son him­self; if he will do me any justice, he must tell you the story just as I have told it.”

			Away goes the old lady to her daugh­ters and tells them the whole story, just as I had told it her; and they were sur­prised at it, you may be sure, as I be­lieved they would be. One said she could nev­er have thought it; an­oth­er said Robin was a fool; a third said she would not be­lieve a word of it, and she would war­rant that Robin would tell the story an­oth­er way. But the old gen­tle­wo­man, who was re­solved to go to the bot­tom of it be­fore I could have the least op­por­tun­ity of ac­quaint­ing her son with what had passed, re­solved too that she would talk with her son im­me­di­ately, and to that pur­pose sent for him, for he was gone but to a law­yer’s house in the town, upon some petty busi­ness of his own, and upon her send­ing he re­turned im­me­di­ately.

			Upon his com­ing up to them, for they were all still to­geth­er, “Sit down, Robin,” says the old lady, “I must have some talk with you.” “With all my heart, madam,” says Robin, look­ing very merry. “I hope it is about a good wife, for I am at a great loss in that af­fair.” “How can that be?” says his moth­er; “did not you say you re­solved to have Mrs. Betty?” “Ay, madam,” says Robin, “but there is one has for­bid the banns.” “For­bid, the banns!” says his moth­er; “who can that be?” “Even Mrs. Betty her­self,” says Robin. “How so?” says his moth­er. “Have you asked her the ques­tion, then?” “Yes, in­deed, madam,” says Robin. “I have at­tacked her in form five times since she was sick, and am beaten off; the jade is so stout she won’t ca­pit­u­late nor yield upon any terms, ex­cept such as I can­not ef­fec­tu­ally grant.” “Ex­plain your­self,” says the moth­er, “for I am sur­prised; I do not un­der­stand you. I hope you are not in earn­est.”

			“Why, madam,” says he, “the case is plain enough upon me, it ex­plains it­self; she won’t have me, she says; is not that plain enough? I think ’tis plain, and pretty rough too.” “Well, but,” says the moth­er, “you talk of con­di­tions that you can­not grant; what does she want—a set­tle­ment? Her join­ture ought to be ac­cord­ing to her por­tion; but what for­tune does she bring you?” “Nay, as to for­tune,” says Robin, “she is rich enough; I am sat­is­fied in that point; but ’tis I that am not able to come up to her terms, and she is pos­it­ive she will not have me without.”

			Here the sis­ters put in. “Madam,” says the second sis­ter, “ ’tis im­possible to be ser­i­ous with him; he will nev­er give a dir­ect an­swer to any­thing; you had bet­ter let him alone, and talk no more of it to him; you know how to dis­pose of her out of his way if you thought there was any­thing in it.” Robin was a little warmed with his sis­ter’s rude­ness, but he was even with her, and yet with good man­ners too. “There are two sorts of people, madam,” says he, turn­ing to his moth­er, “that there is no con­tend­ing with; that is, a wise body and a fool; ’tis a little hard I should en­gage with both of them to­geth­er.”

			The young­er sis­ter then put in. “We must be fools in­deed,” says she, “in my broth­er’s opin­ion, that he should think we can be­lieve he has ser­i­ously asked Mrs. Betty to marry him, and that she has re­fused him.”

			“An­swer, and an­swer not, say So­lomon,” replied her broth­er. “When your broth­er had said to your moth­er that he had asked her no less than five times, and that it was so, that she pos­it­ively denied him, me­thinks a young­er sis­ter need not ques­tion the truth of it when her moth­er did not.” “My moth­er, you see, did not un­der­stand it,” says the second sis­ter. “There’s some dif­fer­ence,” says Robin, “between de­sir­ing me to ex­plain it, and telling me she did not be­lieve it.”

			“Well, but, son,” says the old lady, “if you are dis­posed to let us in­to the mys­tery of it, what were these hard con­di­tions?” “Yes, madam,” says Robin, “I had done it be­fore now, if the teas­ers here had not wor­ried me by way of in­ter­rup­tion. The con­di­tions are, that I bring my fath­er and you to con­sent to it, and without that she protests she will nev­er see me more upon that head; and to these con­di­tions, as I said, I sup­pose I shall nev­er be able to grant. I hope my warm sis­ters will be answered now, and blush a little; if not, I have no more to say till I hear fur­ther.”

			This an­swer was sur­pris­ing to them all, though less to the moth­er, be­cause of what I had said to her. As to the daugh­ters, they stood mute a great while; but the moth­er said with some pas­sion, “Well, I had heard this be­fore, but I could not be­lieve it; but if it is so, then we have all done Betty wrong, and she has be­haved bet­ter than I ever ex­pec­ted.” “Nay,” says the eld­est sis­ter, “if it be so, she has ac­ted hand­somely in­deed.” “I con­fess,” says the moth­er, “it was none of her fault, if he was fool enough to take a fancy to her; but to give such an an­swer to him, shows more re­spect to your fath­er and me than I can tell how to ex­press; I shall value the girl the bet­ter for it as long as I know her.” “But I shall not,” says Robin, “un­less you will give your con­sent.” “I’ll con­sider of that a while,” says the moth­er; “I as­sure you, if there were not some oth­er ob­jec­tions in the way, this con­duct of hers would go a great way to bring me to con­sent.” “I wish it would go quite through it,” says Robin; “if you had as much thought about mak­ing me easy as you have about mak­ing me rich, you would soon con­sent to it.”

			“Why, Robin,” says the moth­er again, “are you really in earn­est? Would you so fain have her as you pre­tend?” “Really, madam,” says Robin, “I think ’tis hard you should ques­tion me upon that head after all I have said. I won’t say that I will have her; how can I re­solve that point, when you see I can­not have her without your con­sent? Be­sides, I am not bound to marry at all. But this I will say, I am in earn­est in, that I will nev­er have any­body else if I can help it; so you may de­term­ine for me. Betty or nobody is the word, and the ques­tion which of the two shall be in your breast to de­cide, madam, provided only, that my good-hu­moured sis­ters here may have no vote in it.”

			All this was dread­ful to me, for the moth­er began to yield, and Robin pressed her home on it. On the oth­er hand, she ad­vised with the eld­est son, and he used all the ar­gu­ments in the world to per­suade her to con­sent; al­leging his broth­er’s pas­sion­ate love for me, and my gen­er­ous re­gard to the fam­ily, in re­fus­ing my own ad­vant­ages upon such a nice point of hon­our, and a thou­sand such things. And as to the fath­er, he was a man in a hurry of pub­lic af­fairs and get­ting money, sel­dom at home, thought­ful of the main chance, but left all those things to his wife.

			You may eas­ily be­lieve, that when the plot was thus, as they thought, broke out, and that every­one thought they knew how things were car­ried, it was not so dif­fi­cult or so dan­ger­ous for the eld­er broth­er, whom nobody sus­pec­ted of any­thing, to have a freer ac­cess to me than be­fore; nay, the moth­er, which was just as he wished, pro­posed it to him to talk with Mrs. Betty. “For it may be, son,” said she, “you may see farther in­to the thing than I, and see if you think she has been so pos­it­ive as Robin says she has been, or no.” This was as well as he could wish, and he, as it were, yield­ing to talk with me at his moth­er’s re­quest, she brought me to him in­to her own cham­ber, told me her son had some busi­ness with me at her re­quest, and de­sired me to be very sin­cere with him, and then she left us to­geth­er, and he went and shut the door after her.

			He came back to me and took me in his arms, and kissed me very ten­derly; but told me he had a long dis­course to hold with me, and it was not come to that crisis, that I should make my­self happy or miser­able as long as I lived; that the thing was now gone so far, that if I could not com­ply with his de­sire, we would both be ruined. Then he told the whole story between Robin, as he called him, and his moth­er and sis­ters and him­self, as it is above. “And now, dear child,” says he, “con­sider what it will be to marry a gen­tle­man of a good fam­ily, in good cir­cum­stances, and with the con­sent of the whole house, and to en­joy all that the world can give you; and what, on the oth­er hand, to be sunk in­to the dark cir­cum­stances of a wo­man that has lost her repu­ta­tion; and that though I shall be a private friend to you while I live, yet as I shall be sus­pec­ted al­ways, so you will be afraid to see me, and I shall be afraid to own you.”

			He gave me no time to reply, but went on with me thus: “What has happened between us, child, so long as we both agree to do so, may be bur­ied and for­got­ten. I shall al­ways be your sin­cere friend, without any in­clin­a­tion to near­er in­tim­acy, when you be­come my sis­ter; and we shall have all the hon­est part of con­ver­sa­tion without any re­proaches between us of hav­ing done amiss. I beg of you to con­sider it, and to not stand in the way of your own safety and prosper­ity; and to sat­is­fy you that I am sin­cere,” ad­ded he, “I here of­fer you £500 in money, to make you some amends for the freedoms I have taken with you, which we shall look upon as some of the fol­lies of our lives, which ’tis hoped we may re­pent of.”

			He spoke this in so much more mov­ing terms than it is pos­sible for me to ex­press, and with so much great­er force of ar­gu­ment than I can re­peat, that I only re­com­mend it to those who read the story, to sup­pose, that as he held me above an hour and a half in that dis­course, so he answered all my ob­jec­tions, and for­ti­fied his dis­course with all the ar­gu­ments that hu­man wit and art could de­vise.

			I can­not say, how­ever, that any­thing he said made im­pres­sion enough upon me so as to give me any thought of the mat­ter, till he told me at last very plainly, that if I re­fused, he was sorry to add that he could nev­er go on with me in that sta­tion as we stood be­fore; that though he loved me as well as ever, and that I was as agree­able to him as ever, yet sense of vir­tue had not so far for­saken him as to suf­fer him to lie with a wo­man that his broth­er cour­ted to make his wife; and if he took his leave of me, with a deni­al in this af­fair, whatever he might do for me in the point of sup­port, groun­ded on his first en­gage­ment of main­tain­ing me, yet he would not have me be sur­prised that he was ob­liged to tell me he could not al­low him­self to see me any more; and that, in­deed, I could not ex­pect it of him.

			I re­ceived this last part with some token of sur­prise and dis­order, and had much ado to avoid sink­ing down, for in­deed I loved him to an ex­tra­vag­ance not easy to ima­gine; but he per­ceived my dis­order. He en­treated me to con­sider ser­i­ously of it; as­sured me that it was the only way to pre­serve our mu­tu­al af­fec­tion; that in this sta­tion we might love as friends, with the ut­most pas­sion, and with a love of re­la­tion un­tain­ted, free from our just re­proaches, and free from oth­er people’s sus­pi­cions; that he should ever ac­know­ledge his hap­pi­ness ow­ing to me; that he would be debt­or to me as long as he lived, and would be pay­ing that debt as long as he had breath. Thus he wrought me up, in short, to a kind of hes­it­a­tion in the mat­ter; hav­ing the dangers on one side rep­res­en­ted in lively fig­ures, and in­deed, heightened by my ima­gin­a­tion of be­ing turned out to the wide world a mere cast-off whore, for it was no less, and per­haps ex­posed as such, with little to provide for my­self, with no friend, no ac­quaint­ance in the whole world, out of that town, and there I could not pre­tend to stay. All this ter­ri­fied me to the last de­gree, and he took care upon all oc­ca­sions to lay it home to me in the worst col­ours that it could be pos­sible to be drawn in. On the oth­er hand, he failed not to set forth the easy, pros­per­ous life which I was go­ing to live.

			He answered all that I could ob­ject from af­fec­tion, and from former en­gage­ments, with telling me the ne­ces­sity that was be­fore us of tak­ing oth­er meas­ures now; and as to his prom­ises of mar­riage, the nature of things, he said, had put an end to that, by the prob­ab­il­ity of my be­ing his broth­er’s wife, be­fore the time to which his prom­ises all re­ferred.

			Thus, in a word, I may say, he reasoned me out of my reas­on; he conquered all my ar­gu­ments, and I began to see a danger that I was in, which I had not con­sidered of be­fore, and that was, of be­ing dropped by both of them and left alone in the world to shift for my­self.

			This, and his per­sua­sion, at length pre­vailed with me to con­sent, though with so much re­luct­ance, that it was easy to see I should go to church like a bear to the stake. I had some little ap­pre­hen­sions about me, too, lest my new spouse, who, by the way, I had not the least af­fec­tion for, should be skill­ful enough to chal­lenge me on an­oth­er ac­count, upon our first com­ing to bed to­geth­er. But wheth­er he did it with design or not, I know not, but his eld­er broth­er took care to make him very much fuddled be­fore he went to bed, so that I had the sat­is­fac­tion of a drunk­en bed­fel­low the first night. How he did it I know not, but I con­cluded that he cer­tainly con­trived it, that his broth­er might be able to make no judg­ment of the dif­fer­ence between a maid and a mar­ried wo­man; nor did he ever en­ter­tain any no­tions of it, or dis­turb his thoughts about it.

			I should go back a little here to where I left off. The eld­er broth­er hav­ing thus man­aged me, his next busi­ness was to man­age his moth­er, and he nev­er left till he had brought her to ac­qui­esce and be pass­ive in the thing, even without ac­quaint­ing the fath­er, oth­er than by post let­ters; so that she con­sen­ted to our mar­ry­ing privately, and leav­ing her to man­age the fath­er af­ter­wards.

			Then he ca­joled with his broth­er, and per­suaded him what ser­vice he had done him, and how he had brought his moth­er to con­sent, which, though true, was not in­deed done to serve him, but to serve him­self; but thus di­li­gently did he cheat him, and had the thanks of a faith­ful friend for shift­ing off his whore in­to his broth­er’s arms for a wife. So cer­tainly does in­terest ban­ish all man­ner of af­fec­tion, and so nat­ur­ally do men give up hon­our and justice, hu­man­ity, and even Chris­tian­ity, to se­cure them­selves.

			I must now come back to broth­er Robin, as we al­ways called him, who hav­ing got his moth­er’s con­sent, as above, came big with the news to me, and told me the whole story of it, with a sin­cer­ity so vis­ible, that I must con­fess it grieved me that I must be the in­stru­ment to ab­use so hon­est a gen­tle­man. But there was no rem­edy; he would have me, and I was not ob­liged to tell him that I was his broth­er’s whore, though I had no oth­er way to put him off; so I came gradu­ally in­to it, to his sat­is­fac­tion, and be­hold we were mar­ried.

			Mod­esty for­bids me to re­veal the secrets of the mar­riage-bed, but noth­ing could have happened more suit­able to my cir­cum­stances than that, as above, my hus­band was so fuddled when he came to bed, that he could not re­mem­ber in the morn­ing wheth­er he had had any con­ver­sa­tion with me or no, and I was ob­liged to tell him he had, though in real­ity he had not, that I might be sure he could make to in­quiry about any­thing else.

			It con­cerns the story in hand very little to enter in­to the fur­ther par­tic­u­lars of the fam­ily, or of my­self, for the five years that I lived with this hus­band, only to ob­serve that I had two chil­dren by him, and that at the end of five years he died. He had been really a very good hus­band to me, and we lived very agree­ably to­geth­er; but as he had not re­ceived much from them, and had in the little time he lived ac­quired no great mat­ters, so my cir­cum­stances were not great, nor was I much men­ded by the match. In­deed, I had pre­served the eld­er broth­er’s bonds to me, to pay £500, which he offered me for my con­sent to marry his broth­er; and this, with what I had saved of the money he formerly gave me, about as much more by my hus­band, left me a wid­ow with about £1,200 in my pock­et.

			My two chil­dren were, in­deed, taken hap­pily off my hands by my hus­band’s fath­er and moth­er, and that, by the way, was all they got by Mrs. Betty.

			I con­fess I was not suit­ably af­fected with the loss of my hus­band, nor in­deed can I say that I ever loved him as I ought to have done, or as was pro­por­tion­able to the good us­age I had from him, for he was a tender, kind, good-hu­moured man as any wo­man could de­sire; but his broth­er be­ing so al­ways in my sight, at least while we were in the coun­try, was a con­tinu­al snare to me, and I nev­er was in bed with my hus­band but I wished my­self in the arms of his broth­er; and though his broth­er nev­er offered me the least kind­ness that way after our mar­riage, but car­ried it just as a broth­er ought to do, yet it was im­possible for me to do so to him; in short, I com­mit­ted adul­tery and in­cest with him every day in my de­sires, which, without doubt, was as ef­fec­tu­ally crim­in­al in the nature of the guilt as if I had ac­tu­ally done it.

			Be­fore my hus­band died his eld­er broth­er was mar­ried, and we, be­ing then re­moved to Lon­don, were writ­ten to by the old lady to come and be at the wed­ding. My hus­band went, but I pre­ten­ded in­dis­pos­i­tion, and that I could not pos­sibly travel, so I stayed be­hind; for, in short, I could not bear the sight of his be­ing giv­en to an­oth­er wo­man, though I knew I was nev­er to have him my­self.

			I was now, as above, left loose to the world, and be­ing still young and hand­some, as every­body said of me, and I as­sure you I thought my­self so, and with a tol­er­able for­tune in my pock­et, I put no small value upon my­self. I was cour­ted by sev­er­al very con­sid­er­able trades­men, and par­tic­u­larly very warmly by one, a lin­en-draper, at whose house, after my hus­band’s death, I took a lodging, his sis­ter be­ing my ac­quaint­ance. Here I had all the liberty and all the op­por­tun­ity to be gay and ap­pear in com­pany that I could de­sire, my land­lord’s sis­ter be­ing one of the mad­dest, gay­est things alive, and not so much mis­tress of her vir­tue as I thought at first she had been. She brought me in­to a world of wild com­pany, and even brought home sev­er­al per­sons, such as she liked well enough to grat­i­fy, to see her pretty wid­ow, so she was pleased to call me, and that name I got in a little time in pub­lic. Now, as fame and fools make an as­sembly, I was here won­der­fully caressed, had abund­ance of ad­mirers, and such as called them­selves lov­ers; but I found not one fair pro­pos­al among them all. As for their com­mon design, that I un­der­stood too well to be drawn in­to any more snares of that kind. The case was altered with me: I had money in my pock­et, and had noth­ing to say to them. I had been tricked once by that cheat called love, but the game was over; I was re­solved now to be mar­ried or noth­ing, and to be well mar­ried or not at all.

			I loved the com­pany, in­deed, of men of mirth and wit, men of gal­lantry and fig­ure, and was of­ten en­ter­tained with such, as I was also with oth­ers; but I found by just ob­ser­va­tion, that the bright­est men came upon the dullest er­rand—that is to say, the dullest as to what I aimed at. On the oth­er hand, those who came with the best pro­pos­als were the dullest and most dis­agree­able part of the world. I was not averse to a trades­man, but then I would have a trades­man, for­sooth, that was some­thing of a gen­tle­man too; that when my hus­band had a mind to carry me to the court, or to the play, he might be­come a sword, and look as like a gen­tle­man as an­oth­er man; and not be one that had the mark of his ap­ron-strings upon his coat, or the mark of his hat upon his peri­wig; that should look as if he was set on to his sword, when his sword was put on to him, and that car­ried his trade in his coun­ten­ance.

			Well, at last I found this am­phi­bi­ous creature, this land-wa­ter thing called a gen­tle­man-trades­man; and as a just plague upon my folly, I was catched in the very snare which, as I might say, I laid for my­self. I said for my­self, for I was not tre­panned, I con­fess, but I be­trayed my­self.

			This was a draper, too, for though my com­rade would have brought me to a bar­gain with her broth­er, yet when it came to the point, it was, it seems, for a mis­tress, not a wife; and I kept true to this no­tion, that a wo­man should nev­er be kept for a mis­tress that had money to keep her­self.

			Thus my pride, not my prin­ciple, my money, not my vir­tue, kept me hon­est; though, as it proved, I found I had much bet­ter have been sold by my she-com­rade to her broth­er, than have sold my­self as I did to a trades­man that was rake, gen­tle­man, shop­keep­er, and beg­gar, all to­geth­er.

			But I was hur­ried on (by my fancy to a gen­tle­man) to ru­in my­self in the grossest man­ner that every wo­man did; for my new hus­band com­ing to a lump of money at once, fell in­to such a pro­fu­sion of ex­pense, that all I had, and all he had be­fore, if he had any­thing worth men­tion­ing, would not have held it out above one year.

			He was very fond of me for about a quarter of a year, and what I got by that was, that I had the pleas­ure of see­ing a great deal of my money spent upon my­self, and, as I may say, had some of the spend­ing it too. “Come, my dear,” says he to me one day, “shall we go and take a turn in­to the coun­try for about a week?” “Ay, my dear,” says I, “whith­er would you go?” “I care not whith­er,” says he, “but I have a mind to look like qual­ity for a week. We’ll go to Ox­ford,” says he. “How,” says I, “shall we go? I am no horse­woman, and ’tis too far for a coach.” “Too far!” says he; “no place is too far for a coach-and-six. If I carry you out, you shall travel like a duch­ess.” “Hum,” says I, “my dear, ’tis a frol­ic; but if you have a mind to it, I don’t care.” Well, the time was ap­poin­ted, we had a rich coach, very good horses, a coach­man, pos­til­lion, and two foot­men in very good liv­er­ies; a gen­tle­man on horse­back, and a page with a feath­er in his hat upon an­oth­er horse. The ser­vants all called him my lord, and the innkeep­ers, you may be sure, did the like, and I was her hon­our the Count­ess, and thus we traveled to Ox­ford, and a very pleas­ant jour­ney we had; for, give him his due, not a beg­gar alive knew bet­ter how to be a lord than my hus­band. We saw all the rar­it­ies at Ox­ford, talked with two or three Fel­lows of col­leges about put­ting out a young neph­ew, that was left to his lord­ship’s care, to the Uni­ver­sity, and of their be­ing his tu­tors. We di­ver­ted ourselves with ban­ter­ing sev­er­al oth­er poor schol­ars, with hopes of be­ing at least his lord­ship’s chap­lains and put­ting on a scarf; and thus hav­ing lived like qual­ity in­deed, as to ex­pense, we went away for Northamp­ton, and, in a word, in about twelve days’ ramble came home again, to the tune of about £93 ex­pense.

			Van­ity is the per­fec­tion of a fop. My hus­band had this ex­cel­lence, that he val­ued noth­ing of ex­pense; and as his his­tory, you may be sure, has very little weight in it, ’tis enough to tell you that in about two years and a quarter he broke, and was not so happy to get over in­to the Mint, but got in­to a spon­ging-house, be­ing ar­res­ted in an ac­tion too heavy from him to give bail to, so he sent for me to come to him.

			It was no sur­prise to me, for I had fore­seen some time that all was go­ing to wreck, and had been tak­ing care to re­serve some­thing if I could, though it was not much, for my­self. But when he sent for me, he be­haved much bet­ter than I ex­pec­ted, and told me plainly he had played the fool, and suffered him­self to be sur­prised, which he might have pre­ven­ted; that now he foresaw he could not stand it, and there­fore he would have me go home, and in the night take away everything I had in the house of any value, and se­cure it; and after that, he told me that if I could get away one hun­dred or two hun­dred pounds in goods out of the shop, I should do it; “only,” says he, “let me know noth­ing of it, neither what you take nor whith­er you carry it; for as for me,” says he, “I am re­solved to get out of this house and be gone; and if you nev­er hear of me more, my dear,” says he, “I wish you well; I am only sorry for the in­jury I have done you.” He said some very hand­some things to me in­deed at part­ing; for I told you he was a gen­tle­man, and that was all the be­ne­fit I had of his be­ing so; that he used me very hand­somely and with good man­ners upon all oc­ca­sions, even to the last, only spent all I had, and left me to rob the cred­it­ors for some­thing to sub­sist on.

			How­ever, I did as he bade me, that you may be sure; and hav­ing thus taken my leave of him, I nev­er saw him more, for he found means to break out of the bailiff’s house that night or the next, and go over in­to France, and for the rest of the cred­it­ors scrambled for it as well as they could. How, I knew not, for I could come at no know­ledge of any­thing, more than this, that he came home about three o’clock in the morn­ing, caused the rest of his goods to be re­moved in­to the Mint, and the shop to be shut up; and hav­ing raised what money he could get to­geth­er, he got over, as I said, to France, from whence I had one or two let­ters from him, and no more. I did not see him when he came home, for he hav­ing giv­en me such in­struc­tions as above, and I hav­ing made the best of my time, I had no more busi­ness back again at the house, not know­ing but I might have been stopped there by the cred­it­ors; for a com­mis­sion of bank­rupt be­ing soon after is­sued, they might have stopped me by or­ders from the com­mis­sion­ers. But my hus­band, hav­ing so dex­ter­ously got out of the bailiff’s house by let­ting him­self down in a most des­per­ate man­ner from al­most the top of the house to the top of an­oth­er build­ing, and leap­ing from thence, which was al­most two storeys, and which was enough in­deed to have broken his neck, he came home and got away his goods be­fore the cred­it­ors could come to seize; that is to say, be­fore they could get out the com­mis­sion, and be ready to send their of­ficers to take pos­ses­sion.

			My hus­band was so civil to me, for still I say he was much of a gen­tle­man, that in the first let­ter he wrote me from France, he let me know where he had pawned twenty pieces of fine hol­land for £30, which were really worth £90, and en­closed me the token and an or­der for the tak­ing them up, pay­ing the money, which I did, and made in time above £100 of them, hav­ing leis­ure to cut them and sell them, some and some, to private fam­il­ies, as op­por­tun­ity offered.

			How­ever, with all this, and all that I had se­cured be­fore, I found, upon cast­ing things up, my case was very much altered, any my for­tune much lessened; for, in­clud­ing the hol­lands and a par­cel of fine muslins, which I car­ried off be­fore, and some plate, and oth­er things, I found I could hardly muster up £500; and my con­di­tion was very odd, for though I had no child (I had had one by my gen­tle­man draper, but it was bur­ied), yet I was a wid­ow be­witched; I had a hus­band and no hus­band, and I could not pre­tend to marry again, though I knew well enough my hus­band would nev­er see Eng­land any more, if he lived fifty years. Thus, I say, I was lim­ited from mar­riage, what of­fer might so­ever be made me; and I had not one friend to ad­vise with in the con­di­tion I was in, least not one I durst trust the secret of my cir­cum­stances to, for if the com­mis­sion­ers were to have been in­formed where I was, I should have been fetched up and ex­amined upon oath, and all I have saved be taken away from me.

			Upon these ap­pre­hen­sions, the first thing I did was to go quite out of my know­ledge, and go by an­oth­er name. This I did ef­fec­tu­ally, for I went in­to the Mint too, took lodgings in a very private place, dressed up in the habit of a wid­ow, and called my­self Mrs. Flanders.

			Here, how­ever, I con­cealed my­self, and though my new ac­quaint­ances knew noth­ing of me, yet I soon got a great deal of com­pany about me; and wheth­er it be that wo­men are scarce among the sorts of people that gen­er­ally are to be found there, or that some con­sol­a­tions in the miser­ies of the place are more re­quis­ite than on oth­er oc­ca­sions, I soon found an agree­able wo­man was ex­ceed­ingly valu­able among the sons of af­flic­tion there, and that those that wanted money to pay half a crown on the pound to their cred­it­ors, and that run in debt at the sign of the Bull for their din­ners, would yet find money for a sup­per, if they liked the wo­man.

			How­ever, I kept my­self safe yet, though I began, like my Lord Rochester’s mis­tress, that loved his com­pany, but would not ad­mit him farther, to have the scan­dal of a whore, without the joy; and upon this score, tired with the place, and in­deed with the com­pany too, I began to think of re­mov­ing.

			It was in­deed a sub­ject of strange re­flec­tion to me to see men who were over­whelmed in per­plexed cir­cum­stances, who were re­duced some de­grees be­low be­ing ruined, whose fam­il­ies were ob­jects of their own ter­ror and oth­er people’s char­ity, yet while a penny las­ted, nay, even bey­ond it, en­deav­our­ing to drown them­selves, la­bour­ing to for­get former things, which now it was the prop­er time to re­mem­ber, mak­ing more work for re­pent­ance, and sin­ning on, as a rem­edy for sin past.

			But it is none of my tal­ent to preach; these men were too wicked, even for me. There was some­thing hor­rid and ab­surd in their way of sin­ning, for it was all a force even upon them­selves; they did not only act against con­science, but against nature; they put a rape upon their tem­per to drown the re­flec­tions, which their cir­cum­stances con­tinu­ally gave them; and noth­ing was more easy than to see how sighs would in­ter­rupt their songs, and pale­ness and an­guish sit upon their brows, in spite of the forced smiles they put on; nay, some­times it would break out at their very mouths when they had par­ted with their money for a lewd treat or a wicked em­brace. I have heard them, turn­ing about, fetch a deep sigh, and cry, “What a dog am I! Well, Betty, my dear, I’ll drink thy health, though;” mean­ing the hon­est wife, that per­haps had not a half-crown for her­self and three or four chil­dren. The next morn­ing they are at their pen­it­en­tials again; and per­haps the poor weep­ing wife comes over to him, either brings him some ac­count of what his cred­it­ors are do­ing, and how she and the chil­dren are turned out of doors, or some oth­er dread­ful news; and this adds to his self-re­proaches; but when he has thought and pored on it till he is al­most mad, hav­ing no prin­ciples to sup­port him, noth­ing with­in him or above him to com­fort him, but find­ing it all dark­ness on every side, he flies to the same re­lief again, viz. to drink it away, de­bauch it away, and fall­ing in­to com­pany of men in just the same con­di­tion with him­self, he re­peats the crime, and thus he goes every day one step on­ward of his way to de­struc­tion.

			I was not wicked enough for such fel­lows as these yet. On the con­trary, I began to con­sider here very ser­i­ously what I had to do; how things stood with me, and what course I ought to take. I knew I had no friends, no, not one friend or re­la­tion in the world; and that little I had left ap­par­ently wasted, which when it was gone, I saw noth­ing but misery and starving was be­fore me. Upon these con­sid­er­a­tions, I say, and filled with hor­ror at the place I was in, and the dread­ful ob­jects which I had al­ways be­fore me, I re­solved to be gone.

			I had made an ac­quaint­ance with a very sober, good sort of a wo­man, who was a wid­ow too, like me, but in bet­ter cir­cum­stances. Her hus­band had been a cap­tain of a mer­chant ship, and hav­ing had the mis­for­tune to be cast away com­ing home on a voy­age from the West In­dies, which would have been very prof­it­able if he had come safe, was so re­duced by the loss, that though he had saved his life then, it broke his heart, and killed him af­ter­wards; and his wid­ow, be­ing pur­sued by the cred­it­ors, was forced to take shel­ter in the Mint. She soon made things up with the help of friends, and was at liberty again; and find­ing that I rather was there to be con­cealed, than by any par­tic­u­lar pro­sec­u­tions and find­ing also that I agreed with her, or rather she with me, in a just ab­hor­rence of the place and of the com­pany, she in­vited to go home with her till I could put my­self in some pos­ture of set­tling in the world to my mind; with­al telling me, that it was ten to one but some good cap­tain of a ship might take a fancy to me, and court me, in that part of the town where she lived.

			I ac­cep­ted her of­fer, and was with her half a year, and should have been longer, but in that in­ter­val what she pro­posed to me happened to her­self, and she mar­ried very much to her ad­vant­age. But whose for­tune so­ever was upon the in­crease, mine seemed to be upon the wane, and I found noth­ing present, ex­cept two or three boat­swains, or such fel­lows, but as for the com­mand­ers, they were gen­er­ally of two sorts: 1. Such as, hav­ing good busi­ness, that is to say, a good ship, re­solved not to marry but with ad­vant­age, that is, with a good for­tune; 2. Such as, be­ing out of em­ploy, wanted a wife to help them to a ship; I mean (1) a wife who, hav­ing some money, could en­able them to hold, as they call it, a good part of a ship them­selves, so to en­cour­age own­ers to come in; or (2) a wife who, if she had not money, had friends who were con­cerned in ship­ping, and so could help to put the young man in­to a good ship, which to them is as good as a por­tion; and neither of these was my case, so I looked like one that was to lie on hand.

			This know­ledge I soon learned by ex­per­i­ence, viz. that the state of things was altered as to mat­ri­mony, and that I was not to ex­pect at Lon­don what I had found in the coun­try: that mar­riages were here the con­sequences of polit­ic schemes for form­ing in­terests, and car­ry­ing on busi­ness, and that Love had no share, or but very little, in the mat­ter.

			That as my sis­ter-in-law at Col­chester had said, beauty, wit, man­ners, sense, good hu­mour, good be­ha­viour, edu­ca­tion, vir­tue, piety, or any oth­er qual­i­fic­a­tion, wheth­er of body or mind, had no power to re­com­mend; that money only made a wo­man agree­able; that men chose mis­tresses in­deed by the gust of their af­fec­tion, and it was re­quis­ite to a whore to be hand­some, well-shaped, have a good mien and a grace­ful be­ha­viour; but that for a wife, no de­form­ity would shock the fancy, no ill qual­it­ies the judg­ment; the money was the thing; the por­tion was neither crooked nor mon­strous, but the money was al­ways agree­able, whatever the wife was.

			On the oth­er hand, as the mar­ket ran very un­hap­pily on the men’s side, I found the wo­men had lost the priv­ilege of say­ing No; that it was a fa­vour now for a wo­man to have the Ques­tion asked, and if any young lady had so much ar­rog­ance as to coun­ter­feit a neg­at­ive, she nev­er had the op­por­tun­ity giv­en her of deny­ing twice, much less of re­cov­er­ing that false step, and ac­cept­ing what she had but seemed to de­cline. The men had such choice every­where, that the case of the wo­men was very un­happy; for they seemed to ply at every door, and if the man was by great chance re­fused at one house, he was sure to be re­ceived at the next.

			Be­sides this, I ob­served that the men made no scruple to set them­selves out, and to go a-for­tun­e­hunt­ing, as they call it, when they had really no for­tune them­selves to de­mand it, or mer­it to de­serve it; and that they car­ried it so high, that a wo­man was scarce al­lowed to in­quire after the char­ac­ter or es­tate of the per­son that pre­ten­ded to her. This I had an ex­ample of, in a young lady in the next house to me, and with whom I had con­trac­ted an in­tim­acy; she was cour­ted by a young cap­tain, and though she had near £2,000 to her for­tune, she did but in­quire of some of his neigh­bours about his char­ac­ter, his mor­als, or sub­stance, and he took oc­ca­sion at the next vis­it to let her know, truly, that he took it very ill, and that he should not give her the trouble of his vis­its any more. I heard of it, and I had be­gun my ac­quaint­ance with her, I went to see her upon it. She entered in­to a close con­ver­sa­tion with me about it, and un­bosomed her­self very freely. I per­ceived presently that though she thought her­self very ill used, yet she had no power to re­sent it, and was ex­ceed­ingly piqued that she had lost him, and par­tic­u­larly that an­oth­er of less for­tune had gained him.

			I for­ti­fied her mind against such a mean­ness, as I called it; I told her, that as low as I was in the world, I would have des­pised a man that should think I ought to take him upon his own re­com­mend­a­tion only, without hav­ing the liberty to in­form my­self of his for­tune and of his char­ac­ter; also I told her, that as she had a good for­tune, she had no need to stoop to the dis­aster of the time; that it was enough that the men could in­sult us that had but little money to re­com­mend us, but if she suffered such an af­front to pass upon her without re­sent­ing it, she would be rendered low-prized upon all oc­ca­sions, and would be the con­tempt of all the wo­men in that part of the town; that a wo­man can nev­er want an op­por­tun­ity to be re­venged of a man that has used her ill, and that there were ways enough to humble such a fel­low as that, or else cer­tainly wo­men were the most un­happy creatures in the world.

			I found she was very well pleased with the dis­course, and she told me ser­i­ously that she would be very glad to make him sens­ible of her just re­sent­ment, and either to bring him on again, or have the sat­is­fac­tion of her re­venge be­ing as pub­lic as pos­sible.

			I told her, that if she would take my ad­vice, I would tell her how she should ob­tain her wishes in both these things; and that I would en­gage to bring the man to her door again, and make him beg to be let in. She smiled at that, and plainly let me see, that if he came to her door, her re­sent­ment was not so great as to give her leave to let him stand long there.

			How­ever, she listened very will­ingly to my of­fer of ad­vice; so I told her that the first thing she ought to do was a piece of justice to her­self, namely, that where­as she had been told by sev­er­al people that he had re­por­ted among the ladies that he had left her, and pre­ten­ded to give the ad­vant­age of the neg­at­ive to him­self, she should take care to have it well spread among the wo­men—which she could not fail of an op­por­tun­ity to do in a neigh­bour­hood so ad­dicted to fam­ily news as that she live in was—that she had in­quired in­to his cir­cum­stances, and found he was not the man as to es­tate he pre­ten­ded to be. “Let them be told, madam,” said I, “that you had been well in­formed that he was not the man that you ex­pec­ted, and that you thought it was not safe to meddle with him; that you heard he was of an ill tem­per, and that he boas­ted how he had used the wo­men ill upon many oc­ca­sions, and that par­tic­u­larly he was de­bauched in his mor­als,” etc. The last of which, in­deed, had some truth in it; but at the same time I did not find that she seemed to like him much the worse for that part.

			As I had put this in­to her head, she came most read­ily in­to it. Im­me­di­ately she went to work to find in­stru­ments, and she had very little dif­fi­culty in the search, for telling her story in gen­er­al to a couple of gos­sips in the neigh­bour­hood, it was the chat of the tea-table all over that part of the town, and I met with it wherever I vis­ited; also, as it was known that I was ac­quain­ted with the young lady her­self, my opin­ion was asked very of­ten, and I con­firmed it with all the ne­ces­sary ag­grav­a­tions, and set out his char­ac­ter in the black­est col­ours; but then as a piece of secret in­tel­li­gence, I ad­ded, as what the oth­er gos­sips knew noth­ing of, viz. that I had heard he was in very bad cir­cum­stances; that he was un­der a ne­ces­sity of a for­tune to sup­port his in­terest with the own­ers of the ship he com­manded; that his own part was not paid for, and if it was not paid quickly, his own­ers would put him out of the ship, and his chief mate was likely to com­mand it, who offered to buy that part which the cap­tain had prom­ised to take.

			I ad­ded, for I con­fess I was heart­ily piqued at the rogue, as I called him, that I had heard a ru­mour, too, that he had a wife alive at Ply­mouth, and an­oth­er in the West In­dies, a thing which they all knew was not very un­com­mon for such kind of gen­tle­men.

			This worked as we both de­sire it, for presently the young lady next door, who had a fath­er and moth­er that gov­erned both her and her for­tune, was shut up, and her fath­er for­bid him the house. Also in one place more where he went, the wo­man had the cour­age, how­ever strange it was, to say No; and he could try nowhere but he was re­proached with his pride, and that he pre­ten­ded not to give the wo­men leave to in­quire in­to his char­ac­ter, and the like.

			Well, by this time he began to be sens­ible of his mis­take; and hav­ing alarmed all the wo­men on that side of the wa­ter, he went over to Ratcliff, and got ac­cess to some of the ladies there; but though the young wo­men there too were, ac­cord­ing to the fate of the day, pretty will­ing to be asked, yet such was his ill-luck, that his char­ac­ter fol­lowed him over the wa­ter and his good name was much the same there as it was on our side; so that though he might have had wives enough, yet it did not hap­pen among the wo­men that had good for­tunes, which was what he wanted.

			But this was not all; she very in­geni­ously man­aged an­oth­er thing her­self, for she got a young gen­tle­man, who as a re­la­tion, and was in­deed a mar­ried man, to come and vis­it her two or three times a week in a very fine chari­ot and good liv­er­ies, and her two agents, and I also, presently spread a re­port all over, that this gen­tle­man came to court her; that he was a gen­tle­man of a £1,000 a year, and that he was fallen in love with her, and that she was go­ing to her aunt’s in the city, be­cause it was in­con­veni­ent for the gen­tle­man to come to her with his coach in Re­driff, the streets be­ing so nar­row and dif­fi­cult.

			This took im­me­di­ately. The cap­tain was laughed at in all com­pan­ies, and was ready to hang him­self. He tried all the ways pos­sible to come at her again, and wrote the most pas­sion­ate let­ters to her in the world, ex­cus­ing his former rash­ness; and in short, by great ap­plic­a­tion, ob­tained leave to wait on her again, as he said, to clear his repu­ta­tion.

			At this meet­ing she had her full re­venge of him; for she told him she wondered what he took her to be, that she should ad­mit any man to a treaty of so much con­sequence as that to mar­riage, without in­quir­ing very well in­to his cir­cum­stances; that if he thought she was to be huffed in­to wed­lock, and that she was in the same cir­cum­stances which her neigh­bours might be in, viz. to take up with the first good Chris­ti­an that came, he was mis­taken; that, in a word, his char­ac­ter was really bad, or he was very ill be­hold­en to his neigh­bours; and that un­less he could clear up some points, in which she had justly been pre­ju­diced, she had no more to say to him, but to do her­self justice, and give him the sat­is­fac­tion of know­ing that she was not afraid to say No, either to him or any man else.

			With that she told him what she had heard, or rather raised her­self by my means, of his char­ac­ter; his not hav­ing paid for the part he pre­ten­ded to own of the ship he com­manded; of the res­ol­u­tion of his own­ers to put him out of the com­mand, and to put his mate in his stead; and of the scan­dal raised on his mor­als; his hav­ing been re­proached with such-and-such wo­men, and hav­ing a wife at Ply­mouth and in the West In­dies, and the like; and she asked him wheth­er he could deny that she had good reas­on, if these things were not cleared up, to re­fuse him, and in the mean­time to in­sist upon hav­ing sat­is­fac­tion in points to sig­ni­fic­ant as they were.

			He was so con­foun­ded at her dis­course that he could not an­swer a word, and she al­most began to be­lieve that all was true, by his dis­order, though at the same time she knew that she had been the raiser of all those re­ports her­self.

			After some time he re­covered him­self a little, and from that time be­came the most humble, the most mod­est, and most im­por­tunate man alive in his court­ship.

			She car­ried her jest on a great way. She asked him, if he thought she was so at her last shift that she could or ought to bear such treat­ment, and if he did not see that she did not want those who thought it worth their while to come farther to her than he did; mean­ing the gen­tle­man whom she had brought to vis­it her by way of sham.

			She brought him by these tricks to sub­mit to all pos­sible meas­ures to sat­is­fy her, as well of his cir­cum­stances as of his be­ha­viour. He brought her un­deni­able evid­ence of his hav­ing paid for his part of the ship; he brought her cer­ti­fic­ates from his own­ers, that the re­port of their in­tend­ing to re­move him from the com­mand of the ship and put his chief mate in was false and ground­less; in short, he was quite the re­verse of what he was be­fore.

			Thus I con­vinced her, that if the men made their ad­vant­age of our sex in the af­fair of mar­riage, upon the sup­pos­i­tion of there be­ing such choice to be had, and of the wo­men be­ing so easy, it was only ow­ing to this, that the wo­men wanted cour­age to main­tain their ground and to play their part; and that, ac­cord­ing to my Lord Rochester,

			
				
					“A wo­man’s ne’er so ruined but she can
					

					Re­venge her­self on her un­do­er, Man.”
				

			

			After these things this young lady played her part so well, that though she re­solved to have him, and that in­deed hav­ing him was the main bent of her design, yet she made his ob­tain­ing her be to him the most dif­fi­cult thing in the world; and this she did, not by a haughty re­served car­riage, but by a just policy, turn­ing the tables upon him, and play­ing back upon him his own game; for as he pre­ten­ded, by a kind of lofty car­riage, to place him­self above the oc­ca­sion of a char­ac­ter, and to make in­quir­ing in­to his char­ac­ter a kind of an af­front to him, she broke with him upon that sub­ject, and at the same time that she make him sub­mit to all pos­sible in­quiry after his af­fairs, she ap­par­ently shut the door against his look­ing in­to her own.

			It was enough to him to ob­tain her for a wife. As to what she had, she told him plainly, that as he knew her cir­cum­stances, it was but just she should know his; and though at the same time he had only known her cir­cum­stances by com­mon fame, yet he had made so many prot­est­a­tions of his pas­sion for her, that he could ask no more but her hand to his grand re­quest, and the like ramble ac­cord­ing to the cus­tom of lov­ers. In short, he left him­self no room to ask any more ques­tions about her es­tate, and she took the ad­vant­age of it like a prudent wo­man, for she placed part of her for­tune so in trust­ees, without let­ting him know any­thing of it, that it was quite out of his reach, and made him be very well con­tent with the rest.

			It is true she was pretty well be­sides, that is to say, she had about £1,400 in money, which she gave him; and the oth­er, after some time, she brought to light as a per­quis­ite to her­self, which he was to ac­cept as a mighty fa­vour, see­ing though it was not to be his, it might ease him in the art­icle of her par­tic­u­lar ex­penses; and I must add, that by this con­duct the gen­tle­man him­self be­came not only the more humble in his ap­plic­a­tions to her to ob­tain her, but also was much the more an ob­li­ging hus­band to her when he had her. I can­not but re­mind the ladies here how much they place them­selves be­low the com­mon sta­tion of a wife, which, if I may be al­lowed not to be par­tial, is low enough already; I say, they place them­selves be­low their com­mon sta­tion, and pre­pare their own mor­ti­fic­a­tions, by their sub­mit­ting so to be in­sul­ted by the men be­fore­hand, which I con­fess I see no ne­ces­sity of.

			This re­la­tion may serve, there­fore, to let the ladies see that the ad­vant­age is not so much on the oth­er side as the men think it is; and though it may be true that the men have but too much choice among us, and that some wo­men may be found who will dis­hon­our them­selves, be cheap, and easy to come at, and will scarce wait to be asked, yet if they will have wo­men, as I may say, worth hav­ing, they may find them as un­comeat­able as ever and that those that are oth­er­wise are a sort of people that have such de­fi­cien­cies, when had, as rather re­com­mend the ladies that are dif­fi­cult than en­cour­age the men to go on with their easy court­ship, and ex­pect wives equally valu­able that will come at first call.

			Noth­ing is more cer­tain than that the ladies al­ways gain of the men by keep­ing their ground, and let­ting their pre­ten­ded lov­ers see they can re­sent be­ing slighted, and that they are not afraid of say­ing No. They, I ob­serve, in­sult us migh­tily with telling us of the num­ber of wo­men; that the wars, and the sea, and trade, and oth­er in­cid­ents have car­ried the men so much away, that there is no pro­por­tion between the num­bers of the sexes, and there­fore the wo­men have the dis­ad­vant­age; but I am far from grant­ing that the num­ber of wo­men is so great, or the num­ber of men so small; but if they will have me tell the truth, the dis­ad­vant­age of the wo­men is a ter­rible scan­dal upon the men, and it lies here, and here only; namely, that the age is so wicked, and the sex so de­bauched, that, in short, the num­ber of such men as an hon­est wo­man ought to meddle with is small in­deed, and it is but here and there that a man is to be found who is fit for a wo­man to ven­ture upon.

			But the con­sequence even of that too amounts to no more than this, that wo­men ought to be the more nice; for how do we know the just char­ac­ter of the man that makes the of­fer? To say that the wo­man should be the more easy on this oc­ca­sion, is to say we should be the for­ward­er to ven­ture be­cause of the great­ness of the danger, which, in my way of reas­on­ing, is very ab­surd.

			On the con­trary, the wo­men have ten thou­sand times the more reas­on to be wary and back­ward, by how much the haz­ard of be­ing be­trayed is the great­er; and would the ladies con­sider this, and act the wary part, they would dis­cov­er every cheat that offered; for, in short, the lives of very few men nowadays will bear a char­ac­ter; and if the ladies do but make a little in­quiry, they will soon be able to dis­tin­guish the men and de­liv­er them­selves. As for wo­men that do not think their own safety worth their thought, that, im­pa­tient of their per­fect state, re­solve, as they call it, to take the first good Chris­ti­an that comes, that run in­to mat­ri­mony as a horse rushes in­to the battle, I can say noth­ing to them but this, that they are a sort of ladies that are to be prayed for among the rest of dis­tempered people, and to me they look like people that ven­ture their whole es­tates in a lot­tery where there is a hun­dred thou­sand blanks to one prize.

			No man of com­mon sense will value a wo­man the less for not giv­ing up her­self at the first at­tack, or for ac­cept­ing his pro­pos­al without in­quir­ing in­to his per­son or char­ac­ter; on the con­trary, he must think her the weak­est of all creatures in the world, as the rate of men now goes. In short, he must have a very con­tempt­ible opin­ion of her ca­pa­cit­ies, nay, every of her un­der­stand­ing, that, hav­ing but one case of her life, shall call that life away at once, and make mat­ri­mony, like death, be a leap in the dark.

			I would fain have the con­duct of my sex a little reg­u­lated in this par­tic­u­lar, which is the thing in which, of all the parts of life, I think at this time we suf­fer most in; ’tis noth­ing but lack of cour­age, the fear of not be­ing mar­ried at all, and of that fright­ful state of life called an old maid, of which I have a story to tell by it­self. This, I say, is the wo­man’s snare; but would the ladies once but get above that fear and man­age rightly, they would more cer­tainly avoid it by stand­ing their ground, in a case so ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary to their fe­li­city, that by ex­pos­ing them­selves as they do; and if they did not marry so soon as they may do oth­er­wise, they would make them­selves amends by mar­ry­ing safer. She is al­ways mar­ried too soon who gets a bad hus­band, and she is nev­er mar­ried too late who gets a good one; in a word, there is no wo­man, de­form­ity or lost repu­ta­tion ex­cep­ted, but if she man­ages well, may be mar­ried safely one time or oth­er; but if she pre­cip­it­ates her­self, it is ten thou­sand to one but she is un­done.

			But I come now to my own case, in which there was at this time no little nicety. The cir­cum­stances I was in made the of­fer of a good hus­band the most ne­ces­sary thing in the world to me, but I found soon that to be made cheap and easy was not the way. It soon began to be found that the wid­ow had no for­tune, and to say this was to say all that was ill of me, for I began to be dropped in all the dis­courses of mat­ri­mony. Be­ing well-bred, hand­some, witty, mod­est, and agree­able; all which I had al­lowed to my char­ac­ter—wheth­er justly or no is not the pur­pose—I say, all these would not do without the dross, which way now be­come more valu­able than vir­tue it­self. In short, the wid­ow, they said, had no money.

			I re­solved, there­fore, as to the state of my present cir­cum­stances, that it was ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary to change my sta­tion, and make a new ap­pear­ance in some oth­er place where I was not known, and even to pass by an­oth­er name if I found oc­ca­sion.

			I com­mu­nic­ated my thoughts to my in­tim­ate friend, the cap­tain’s lady, whom I had so faith­fully served in her case with the cap­tain, and who was as ready to serve me in the same kind as I could de­sire. I made no scruple to lay my cir­cum­stances open to her; my stock was but low, for I had made but about £540 at the close of my last af­fair, and I had wasted some of that; how­ever, I had about £460 left, a great many very rich clothes, a gold watch, and some jew­els, though of no ex­traordin­ary value, and about £30 or £40 left in lin­en not dis­posed of.

			My dear and faith­ful friend, the cap­tain’s wife, was so sens­ible of the ser­vice I had done her in the af­fair above, that she was not only a steady friend to me, but, know­ing my cir­cum­stances, she fre­quently made me presents as money came in­to her hands, such as fully amoun­ted to a main­ten­ance, so that I spent none of my own; and at last she made this un­happy pro­pos­al to me, viz. that as we had ob­served, as above, how the men made no scruple to set them­selves out as per­sons mer­it­ing a wo­man of for­tune, when they had really no for­tune of their own, it was but just to deal with them in their own way and, if it was pos­sible, to de­ceive the de­ceiv­er.

			The cap­tain’s lady, in short, put this pro­ject in­to my head, and told me if I would be ruled by her I should cer­tainly get a hus­band of for­tune, without leav­ing him any room to re­proach me with want of my own. I told her, as I had reas­on to do, that I would give up my­self wholly to her dir­ec­tions, and that I would have neither tongue to speak nor feet to step in that af­fair but as she should dir­ect me, de­pend­ing that she would ex­tric­ate me out of every dif­fi­culty she brought me in­to, which she said she would an­swer for.

			The first step she put me upon was to call her cous­in, and go to a re­la­tion’s house of hers in the coun­try, where she dir­ec­ted me, and where she brought her hus­band to vis­it me; and call­ing me cous­in, she worked mat­ters so about, that her hus­band and she to­geth­er in­vited me most pas­sion­ately to come to town and be with them, for they now live in a quite dif­fer­ent place from where they were be­fore. In the next place, she tells her hus­band that I had at least £1,500 for­tune, and that after some of my re­la­tions I was like to have a great deal more.

			It was enough to tell her hus­band this; there needed noth­ing on my side. I was but to sit still and wait the event, for it presently went all over the neigh­bour­hood that the young wid­ow at Cap­tain ———’s was a for­tune, that she had at least £1,500, and per­haps a great deal more, and that the cap­tain said so; and if the cap­tain was asked at any time about me, he made no scruple to af­firm it, though he knew not one word of the mat­ter, oth­er than that his wife had told him so; and in this he thought no harm, for he really be­lieved it to be so, be­cause he had it from his wife: so slender a found­a­tion will those fel­lows build upon, if they do but think there is a for­tune in the game. With the repu­ta­tion of this for­tune, I presently found my­self blessed with ad­mirers enough, and that I had my choice of men, as scarce as they said they were, which, by the way, con­firms what I was say­ing be­fore. This be­ing my case, I, who had a subtle game to play, had noth­ing now to do but to single out from them all the properest man that might be for my pur­pose; that is to say, the man who was most likely to de­pend upon the hearsay of a for­tune, and not in­quire too far in­to the par­tic­u­lars; and un­less I did this I did noth­ing, for my case would not bear much in­quiry.

			I picked out my man without much dif­fi­culty, by the judg­ment I made of his way of court­ing me. I had let him run on with his prot­est­a­tions and oaths that he loved me above all the world; that if I would make him happy, that was enough; all which I knew was upon sup­pos­i­tion, nay, it was upon a full sat­is­fac­tion, that I was very rich, though I nev­er told him a word of it my­self.

			This was my man; but I was to try him to the bot­tom, and in­deed in that con­sisted my safety; for if he baulked, I knew I was un­done, as surely as he was un­done if he took me; and if I did not make some scruple about his for­tune, it was the way to lead him to raise some about mine; and first, there­fore, I pre­ten­ded on all oc­ca­sions to doubt his sin­cer­ity, and told him, per­haps he only cour­ted me for my for­tune. He stopped my mouth in that part with the thun­der of his prot­est­a­tions, as above, but still I pre­ten­ded to doubt.

			One morn­ing he pulls off his dia­mond ring, and writes upon the glass of the sash in my cham­ber this line—

			
				
					“You I love, and you alone.”
				

			

			I read it, and asked him to lend me his ring, with which I wrote un­der it, thus—

			
				
					“And so in love says every­one.”
				

			

			He takes his ring again, and writes an­oth­er line thus—

			
				
					“Vir­tue alone is an es­tate.”
				

			

			I bor­rowed it again, and I wrote un­der it—

			
				
					“But money’s vir­tue, gold is fate.”
				

			

			He col­oured as red as fire to see me turn so quick upon him, and in a kind of a rage told me he would con­quer me, and writes again thus—

			
				
					“I scorn your gold, and yet I love.”
				

			

			I ven­tured all upon the last cast of po­etry, as you’ll see, for I wrote boldly un­der his last—

			
				
					“I’m poor: let’s see how kind you’ll prove.”
				

			

			This was a sad truth to me; wheth­er he be­lieved me or no, I could not tell; I sup­posed then that he did not. How­ever, he flew to me, took me in his arms, and, kiss­ing me very eagerly, and with the greatest pas­sion ima­gin­able, he held me fast till he called for a pen and ink, and then told me he could not wait the te­di­ous writ­ing on the glass, but, pulling out a piece of pa­per, he began and wrote again—

			
				
					“Be mine, with all your poverty.”
				

			

			I took his pen, and fol­lowed him im­me­di­ately, thus—

			
				
					“Yet secretly you hope I lie.”
				

			

			He told me that was un­kind, be­cause it was not just, and that I put him upon con­tra­dict­ing me, which did not con­sist with good man­ners, any more than with his af­fec­tion; and there­fore, since I had in­sens­ibly drawn him in­to this po­et­ic­al scribble, he begged I would not ob­lige him to break it off; so he writes again—

			
				
					“Let love alone be our de­bate.”
				

			

			I wrote again—

			
				
					“She loves enough that does not hate.”
				

			

			This he took for a fa­vour, and so laid down the cudgels, that is to say, the pen; I say, he took if for a fa­vour, and a mighty one it was, if he had known all. How­ever, he took it as I meant it, that is, to let him think I was in­clined to go on with him, as in­deed I had all the reas­on in the world to do, for he was the best-hu­moured, merry sort of a fel­low that I ever met with, and I of­ten re­flec­ted on my­self how doubly crim­in­al it was to de­ceive such a man; but that ne­ces­sity, which pressed me to a set­tle­ment suit­able to my con­di­tion, was my au­thor­ity for it; and cer­tainly his af­fec­tion to me, and the good­ness of his tem­per, how­ever they might ar­gue against us­ing him ill, yet they strongly ar­gued to me that he would bet­ter take the dis­ap­point­ment than some fiery-tempered wretch, who might have noth­ing to re­com­mend him but those pas­sions which would serve only to make a wo­man miser­able all her days.

			Be­sides, though I jes­ted with him (as he sup­posed it) so of­ten about my poverty, yet, when he found it to be true, he had fore­closed all man­ner of ob­jec­tion, see­ing, wheth­er he was in jest or in earn­est, he had de­clared he took me without any re­gard to my por­tion, and, wheth­er I was in jest or in earn­est, I had de­clared my­self to be very poor; so that, in a word, I had him fast both ways; and though he might say af­ter­wards he was cheated, yet he could nev­er say that I had cheated him.

			He pur­sued me close after this, and as I saw there was no need to fear los­ing him, I played the in­dif­fer­ent part with him longer than prudence might oth­er­wise have dic­tated to me. But I con­sidered how much this cau­tion and in­dif­fer­ence would give me the ad­vant­age over him, when I should come to be un­der the ne­ces­sity of own­ing my own cir­cum­stances to him; and I man­aged it the more war­ily, be­cause I found he in­ferred from thence, as in­deed he ought to do, that I either had the more money or the more judg­ment, and would not ven­ture at all.

			I took the free­dom one day, after we had talked pretty close to the sub­ject, to tell him that it was true I had re­ceived the com­pli­ment of a lov­er from him, namely, that he would take me without in­quir­ing in­to my for­tune, and I would make him a suit­able re­turn in this, viz. that I would make as little in­quiry in­to his as con­sisted with reas­on, but I hoped he would al­low me to ask a few ques­tions, which he would an­swer or not as he thought fit; and that I would not be of­fen­ded if he did not an­swer me at all; one of these ques­tions re­lated to our man­ner of liv­ing, and the place where, be­cause I had heard he had a great plant­a­tion in Vir­gin­ia, and that he had talked of go­ing to live there, and I told him I did not care to be trans­por­ted.

			He began from this dis­course to let me vol­un­tar­ily in­to all his af­fairs, and to tell me in a frank, open way all his cir­cum­stances, by which I found he was very well to pass in the world; but that great part of his es­tate con­sisted of three plant­a­tions, which he had in Vir­gin­ia, which brought him in a very good in­come, gen­er­ally speak­ing, to the tune of £300, a year, but that if he was to live upon them, would bring him in four times as much. “Very well,” thought I; “you shall carry me thith­er as soon as you please, though I won’t tell you so be­fore­hand.”

			I jes­ted with him ex­tremely about the fig­ure he would make in Vir­gin­ia; but I found he would do any­thing I de­sired, though he did not seem glad to have me un­der­value his plant­a­tions, so I turned my tale. I told him I had good reas­on not to go there to live, be­cause if his plant­a­tions were worth so much there, I had not a for­tune suit­able to a gen­tle­man of £1,200 a year, as he said his es­tate would be.

			He replied gen­er­ously, he did not ask what my for­tune was; he had told me from the be­gin­ning he would not, and he would be as good as his word; but whatever it was, he as­sured me he would nev­er de­sire me to go to Vir­gin­ia with him, or go thith­er him­self without me, un­less I was per­fectly will­ing, and made it my choice.

			All this, you may be sure, was as I wished, and in­deed noth­ing could have happened more per­fectly agree­able. I car­ried it on as far as this with a sort of in­dif­fer­ency that he of­ten wondered at, more than at first, but which was the only sup­port of his court­ship; and I men­tion it the rather to in­tim­ate again to the ladies that noth­ing but want of cour­age for such an in­dif­fer­ency makes our sex so cheap, and pre­pares them to be ill-used as they are; would they ven­ture the loss of a pre­tend­ing fop now and then, who car­ries it high upon the point of his own mer­it, they would cer­tainly be less slighted, and cour­ted more. Had I dis­covered really and truly what my great for­tune was, and that in all I had not full £500 when he ex­pec­ted £1,500, yet I had hooked him so fast, and played him so long, that I was sat­is­fied he would have had me in my worst cir­cum­stances; and in­deed it was less a sur­prise to him when he learned the truth than it would have been, be­cause hav­ing not the least blame to lay on me, who had car­ried it with an air of in­dif­fer­ence to the last, he would not say one word, ex­cept that in­deed he thought it had been more, but that if it had been less he did not re­pent his bar­gain; only that he should not be able to main­tain me so well as he in­ten­ded.

			In short, we were mar­ried, and very hap­pily mar­ried on my side, I as­sure you, as to the man; for he was the best-hu­moured man that every wo­man had, but his cir­cum­stances were not so good as I ima­gined, as, on the oth­er hand, he had not bettered him­self by mar­ry­ing so much as he ex­pec­ted.

			When we were mar­ried, I was shrewdly put to it to bring him that little stock I had, and to let him see it was no more; but there was a ne­ces­sity for it, so I took my op­por­tun­ity one day when we were alone, to enter in­to a short dia­logue with him about it. “My dear,” said I, “we have been mar­ried a fort­night; is it not time to let you know wheth­er you have got a wife with some­thing or with noth­ing?” “Your own time for that, my dear,” says he; “I am sat­is­fied that I have got the wife I love; I have not troubled you much,” says he, “with my in­quiry after it.”

			“That’s true,” says I, “but I have a great dif­fi­culty upon me about it, which I scarce know how to man­age.”

			“What’s that, my dear?” says he.

			“Why,” says I, “ ’tis a little hard upon me, and ’tis harder upon you. I am told that Cap­tain ———” (mean­ing my friend’s hus­band) “has told you I had a great deal more money than I ever pre­ten­ded to have, and I am sure I nev­er em­ployed him to do so.”

			“Well,” says he, “Cap­tain ——— may have told me so, but what then? If you have not so much, that may lie at his door, but you nev­er told me what you had, so I have no reas­on to blame you if you have noth­ing at all.”

			“That’s is so just,” said I, “and so gen­er­ous, that it makes my hav­ing but a little a double af­flic­tion to me.”

			“The less you have, my dear,” says he, “the worse for us both; but I hope your af­flic­tion you speak of is not caused for fear I should be un­kind to you, for want of a por­tion. No, no, if you have noth­ing, tell me plainly, and at once; I may per­haps tell the cap­tain he has cheated me, but I can nev­er say you have cheated me, for did you not give it un­der your hand that you were poor? and so I ought to ex­pect you to be.”

			“Well,” said I, “my dear, I am glad I have not been con­cerned in de­ceiv­ing you be­fore mar­riage. If I de­ceive you since, ’tis ne’er the worse; that I am poor is too true, but not so poor as to have noth­ing neither;” so I pulled out some bank bills, and gave him about £160. “There’s some­thing, my dear,” said I, “and not quite all neither.”

			I had brought him so near to ex­pect­ing noth­ing, by what I had said be­fore, that the money, though the sum was small in it­self, was doubly wel­come to him; he owned it was more than he looked for, and that he did not ques­tion by my dis­course to him, but that my fine clothes, gold watch, and a dia­mond ring or two, had been all my for­tune.

			I let him please him­self with that £160 two or three days, and then, hav­ing been abroad that day, and as if I had been to fetch it, I brought him £100 more home in gold, and told him there was a little more por­tion for him; and, in short, in about a week more I brought him £180 more, and about £60 in lin­en, which I made him be­lieve I had been ob­liged to take with the £100 which I gave him in gold, as a com­pos­i­tion for a debt of £600, be­ing little more than five shil­lings in the pound, and over­val­ued too.

			“And now, my dear,” says I to him, “I am very sorry to tell you, that there is all, and that I have giv­en you my whole for­tune.” I ad­ded, that if the per­son who had my £600 had not ab­used me, I had been worth £1,000 to him, but that as it was, I had been faith­ful to him, and re­served noth­ing to my­self, but if it had been more he should have had it.

			He was so ob­liged by the man­ner, and so pleased with the sum, for he had been in a ter­rible fright lest it had been noth­ing at all, that he ac­cep­ted it very thank­fully. And thus I got over the fraud of passing for a for­tune without money, and cheat­ing a man in­to mar­ry­ing me on pre­tence of a for­tune; which, by the way, I take to be one of the most dan­ger­ous steps a wo­man can take, and in which she runs the most haz­ard of be­ing ill-used af­ter­wards.

			My hus­band, to give him his due, was a man of in­fin­ite good nature, but he was no fool; and find­ing his in­come not suited to the man­ner of liv­ing which he had in­ten­ded, if I had brought him what he ex­pec­ted, and be­ing un­der a dis­ap­point­ment in his re­turn of his plant­a­tions in Vir­gin­ia, he dis­covered many times his in­clin­a­tion of go­ing over to Vir­gin­ia, to live upon his own; and of­ten would be mag­ni­fy­ing the way of liv­ing there, how cheap, how plen­ti­ful, how pleas­ant, and the like.

			I began presently to un­der­stand this mean­ing, and I took him up very plainly one morn­ing, and told him that I did so; that I found his es­tate turned to no ac­count at this dis­tance, com­pared to what it would do if he lived upon the spot, and that I found he had a mind to go and live there; and I ad­ded, that I was sens­ible he had been dis­ap­poin­ted in a wife, and that find­ing his ex­pect­a­tions not answered that way, I could do no less, to make him amends, than tell him that I was very will­ing to go over to Vir­gin­ia with him and live there.

			He said a thou­sand kind things to me upon the sub­ject of my mak­ing such a pro­pos­al to him. He told me, that how­ever he was dis­ap­poin­ted in his ex­pect­a­tions of a for­tune, he was not dis­ap­poin­ted in a wife, and that I was all to him that a wife could be, and he was more than sat­is­fied on the whole when the par­tic­u­lars were put to­geth­er, but that this of­fer was so kind, that it was more than he could ex­press.

			To bring the story short, we agreed to go. He told me that he had a very good house there, that it was well fur­nished, that his moth­er was alive and lived in it, and one sis­ter, which was all the re­la­tions he had; that as soon as he came there, his moth­er would re­move to an­oth­er house, which was her own for life, and his after her de­cease; so that I should have all the house to my­self; and I found all this to be ex­actly as he had said.

			To make this part of the story short, we put on board the ship which we went in, a large quant­ity of good fur­niture for our house, with stores of lin­en and oth­er ne­ces­sar­ies, and a good cargo for sale, and away we went.

			To give an ac­count of the man­ner of our voy­age, which was long and full of dangers, is out of my way; I kept no journ­al, neither did my hus­band. All that I can say is, that after a ter­rible pas­sage, frighted twice with dread­ful storms, and once with what was still more ter­rible, I mean a pir­ate who came on board and took away al­most all our pro­vi­sions; and which would have been bey­ond all to me, they had once taken my hus­band to go along with them, but by en­treat­ies were pre­vailed with to leave him;—I say, after all these ter­rible things, we ar­rived in York River in Vir­gin­ia, and com­ing to our plant­a­tion, we were re­ceived with all the demon­stra­tions of ten­der­ness and af­fec­tion, by my hus­band’s moth­er, that were pos­sible to be ex­pressed.

			We lived here all to­geth­er, my moth­er-in-law, at my en­treaty, con­tinu­ing in the house, for she was too kind a moth­er to be par­ted with; my hus­band like­wise con­tin­ued the same as at first, and I thought my­self the hap­pi­est creature alive, when an odd and sur­pris­ing event put an end to all that fe­li­city in a mo­ment, and rendered my con­di­tion the most un­com­fort­able, if not the most miser­able, in the world.

			My moth­er was a mighty cheer­ful, good-hu­moured old wo­man—I may call her old wo­man, for her son was above thirty; I say she was very pleas­ant, good com­pany, and used to en­ter­tain me, in par­tic­u­lar, with abund­ance of stor­ies to di­vert me, as well of the coun­try we were in as of the people.

			Among the rest, she of­ten told me how the greatest part of the in­hab­it­ants of the colony came thith­er in very in­dif­fer­ent cir­cum­stances from Eng­land; that, gen­er­ally speak­ing, they were of two sorts; either, first, such as were brought over by mas­ters of ships to be sold as ser­vants. “Such as we call them, my dear,” says she, “but they are more prop­erly called slaves.” Or, secondly, such as are trans­por­ted from Newg­ate and oth­er pris­ons, after hav­ing been found guilty of felony and oth­er crimes pun­ish­able with death.

			“When they come here,” says she, “we make no dif­fer­ence; the plant­ers buy them, and they work to­geth­er in the field till their time is out. When ’tis ex­pired,” said she, “they have en­cour­age­ment giv­en them to plant for them­selves; for they have a cer­tain num­ber of acres of land al­lot­ted them by the coun­try, and they go to work to clear and cure the land, and then to plant it with to­bacco and corn for their own use; and as the trades­men and mer­chants will trust them with tools and clothes and oth­er ne­ces­sar­ies, upon the cred­it of their crop be­fore it is grown, so they again plant every year a little more than the year be­fore, and so buy whatever they want with the crop that is be­fore them.

			“Hence, child,” says she, “man a Newg­ate-bird be­comes a great man, and we have,” con­tin­ued she, “sev­er­al justices of the peace, of­ficers of the trained bands, and ma­gis­trates of the towns they live in, that have been burnt in the hand.”

			She was go­ing on with that part of the story, when her own part in it in­ter­rup­ted her, and with a great deal of good-hu­moured con­fid­ence she told me she was one of the second sort of in­hab­it­ants her­self; that she came away openly, hav­ing ven­tured too far in a par­tic­u­lar case, so that she was be­come a crim­in­al. “And here’s the mark of it, child,” says she; and, pulling off her glove, “look ye here,” says she, turn­ing up the palm of her hand, and showed me a very fine white arm and hand, but branded in the in­side of the hand, as in such cases it must be.

			This story was very mov­ing to me, but my moth­er, smil­ing, said, “You need not think a thing strange, daugh­ter, for as I told you, some of the best men in this coun­try are burnt in the hand, and they are not ashamed to own it. There’s Ma­jor ———,” says she, “he was an em­in­ent pick­pock­et; there’s Justice Ba—r, was a shoplift­er, and both of them were burnt in the hand; and I could name you sev­er­al such as they are.”

			We had fre­quent dis­courses of this kind, and abund­ance of in­stances she gave me of the like. After some time, as she was telling some stor­ies of one that was trans­por­ted but a few weeks ago, I began in an in­tim­ate kind of way to ask her to tell me some­thing of her own story, which she did with the ut­most plain­ness and sin­cer­ity; how she had fallen in­to very ill com­pany in Lon­don in her young days, oc­ca­sioned by her moth­er send­ing her fre­quently to carry victu­als and oth­er re­lief to a kins­wo­man of hers who was a pris­on­er in Newg­ate, and who lay in a miser­able starving con­di­tion, was af­ter­wards con­demned to be hanged, but hav­ing got res­pite by plead­ing her belly, dies af­ter­wards in the pris­on.

			Here my moth­er-in-law ran out in a long ac­count of the wicked prac­tices in that dread­ful place, and how it ruined more young people than all the town be­sides. “And child,” says my moth­er, “per­haps you may know little of it, or, it may be, have heard noth­ing about it; but de­pend upon it,” says she, “we all know here that there are more thieves and rogues made by that one pris­on of Newg­ate than by all the clubs and so­ci­et­ies of vil­lains in the na­tion; ’tis that cursed place,” says my moth­er, “that half peopled this colony.”

			Here she went on with her own story so long, and in so par­tic­u­lar a man­ner, that I began to be very un­easy; but com­ing to one par­tic­u­lar that re­quired telling her name, I thought I should have sunk down in the place. She per­ceived I was out of or­der, and asked me if I was not well, and what ailed me. I told her I was so af­fected with the mel­an­choly story she had told, and the ter­rible things she had gone through, that it had over­come me, and I begged of her to talk no more of it. “Why, my dear,” says she very kindly, “what need these things trouble you? These pas­sages were long be­fore your time, and they give me no trouble at all now; nay, I look back on them with a par­tic­u­lar sat­is­fac­tion, as they have been a means to bring me to this place.” Then she went on to tell me how she very luck­ily fell in­to a good fam­ily, where, be­hav­ing her­self well, and her mis­tress dy­ing, her mas­ter mar­ried her, by whom she had my hus­band and his sis­ter, and that by her di­li­gence and good man­age­ment after her hus­band’s death, she had im­proved the plant­a­tions to such a de­gree as they then were, so that most of the es­tate was of her get­ting, not her hus­band’s, for she had been a wid­ow up­wards of six­teen years.

			I heard this part of the story with very little at­ten­tion, be­cause I wanted much to re­tire and give vent to my pas­sions, which I did soon after; and let any­one judge what must be the an­guish of my mind, when I came to re­flect that this was cer­tainly no more or less than my own moth­er, and I had now had two chil­dren, and was big with an­oth­er by my own broth­er, and lay with him still every night.

			I was now the most un­happy of all wo­men in the world. Oh! had the story nev­er been told me, all had been well; it had been no crime to have lain with my hus­band, since as to his be­ing my re­la­tion I had known noth­ing of it.

			I had now such a load on my mind that it kept me per­petu­ally wak­ing; to re­veal it, which would have been some ease to me, I could not find would be to any pur­pose, and yet to con­ceal it would be next to im­possible; nay, I did not doubt but I should talk of it in my sleep, and tell my hus­band of it wheth­er I would or no. If I dis­covered it, the least thing I could ex­pect was to lose my hus­band, for he was too nice and too hon­est a man to have con­tin­ued my hus­band after he had known I had been his sis­ter; so that I was per­plexed to the last de­gree.

			I leave it to any man to judge what dif­fi­culties presen­ted to my view. I was away from my nat­ive coun­try, at a dis­tance prodi­gious, and the re­turn to me un­pass­able. I lived very well, but in a cir­cum­stance in­suf­fer­able in it­self. If I had dis­covered my­self to my moth­er, it might be dif­fi­cult to con­vince her of the par­tic­u­lars, and I had no way to prove them. On the oth­er hand, if she had ques­tioned or doubted me, I had been un­done, for the bare sug­ges­tion would have im­me­di­ately sep­ar­ated me from my hus­band, without gain­ing my moth­er or him, who would have been neither a hus­band nor a broth­er; so that between the sur­prise on one hand, and the un­cer­tainty on the oth­er, I had been sure to be un­done.

			In the mean­time, as I was but too sure of the fact, I lived there­fore in open avowed in­cest and whore­dom, and all un­der the ap­pear­ance of an hon­est wife; and though I was not much touched with the crime of it, yet the ac­tion had some­thing in it shock­ing to nature, and made my hus­band, as he thought him­self, even naus­eous to me.

			How­ever, upon the most sed­ate con­sid­er­a­tion, I re­solved that it was ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary to con­ceal it all and not make the least dis­cov­ery of it either to moth­er or hus­band; and thus I lived with the greatest pres­sure ima­gin­able for three years more, but had no more chil­dren.

			Dur­ing this time my moth­er used to be fre­quently telling me old stor­ies of her former ad­ven­tures, which, how­ever, were no ways pleas­ant to me; for by it, though she did not tell it me in plain terms, yet I could eas­ily un­der­stand, joined with what I had heard my­self, of my first tu­tors, that in her young­er days she had been both whore and thief; but I ver­ily be­lieved she had lived to re­pent sin­cerely of both, and that she was then a very pi­ous, sober, and re­li­gious wo­man.

			Well, let her life have been what it would then, it was cer­tain that my life was very un­easy to me; for I lived, as I have said, but in the worst sort of whore­dom, and as I could ex­pect no good of it, so really no good is­sue came of it, and all my seem­ing prosper­ity wore off, and ended in misery and de­struc­tion. It was some time, in­deed, be­fore it came to this, for, but I know not by what ill fate guided, everything went wrong with us af­ter­wards, and that which was worse, my hus­band grew strangely altered, for­ward, jeal­ous, and un­kind, and I was as im­pa­tient of bear­ing his car­riage, as the car­riage was un­reas­on­able and un­just. These things pro­ceeded so far, that we came at last to be in such ill terms with one an­oth­er, that I claimed a prom­ise of him, which he entered will­ingly in­to with me when I con­sen­ted to come from Eng­land with him, viz. that if I found the coun­try not to agree with me, or that I did not like to live there, I should come away to Eng­land again when I pleased, giv­ing him a year’s warn­ing to settle his af­fairs.

			I say, I now claimed this prom­ise of him, and I must con­fess I did it not in the most ob­li­ging terms that could be in the world neither; but I in­sisted that he treated me ill, that I was re­mote from my friends, and could do my­self no justice, and that he was jeal­ous without cause, my con­ver­sa­tion hav­ing been un­blam­able, and he hav­ing no pre­tense for it, and that to re­move to Eng­land would take away all oc­ca­sion from him.

			I in­sisted so per­emp­tor­ily upon it, that he could not avoid com­ing to a point, either to keep his word with me or to break it; and this, not­with­stand­ing he used all the skill he was mas­ter of, and em­ployed his moth­er and oth­er agents to pre­vail with me to al­ter my res­ol­u­tions; in­deed, the bot­tom of the thing lay at my heart, and that made all his en­deav­ours fruit­less, for my heart was ali­en­ated from him as a hus­band. I loathed the thoughts of bed­ding with him, and used a thou­sand pre­tenses of ill­ness and hu­mour to pre­vent his touch­ing me, fear­ing noth­ing more than to be with child by him, which to be sure would have pre­ven­ted, or at least delayed, my go­ing over to Eng­land.

			How­ever, at last I put him so out of hu­mour, that he took up a rash and fatal res­ol­u­tion; in short, I should not go to Eng­land; and though he had prom­ised me, yet it was an un­reas­on­able thing for me to de­sire it; that it would be ru­in­ous to his af­fairs, would un­hinge his whole fam­ily, and be next to an un­do­ing him in the world; that there­fore I ought not to de­sire it of him, and that no wife in the world that val­ued her fam­ily and her hus­band’s prosper­ity would in­sist upon such a thing.

			This plunged me again, for when I con­sidered the thing calmly, and took my hus­band as he really was, a di­li­gent, care­ful man in the main work of lay­ing up an es­tate for his chil­dren, and that he knew noth­ing of the dread­ful cir­cum­stances that he was in, I could not but con­fess to my­self that my pro­pos­al was very un­reas­on­able, and what no wife that had the good of her fam­ily at heart would have de­sired.

			But my dis­con­tents were of an­oth­er nature; I looked upon him no longer as a hus­band, but as a near re­la­tion, the son of my own moth­er, and I re­solved some­how or oth­er to be clear of him, but which way I did not know, nor did it seem pos­sible.

			It is said by the ill-natured world, of our sex, that if we are set on a thing, it is im­possible to turn us from our res­ol­u­tions; in short, I nev­er ceased por­ing upon the means to bring to pass my voy­age, and came that length with my hus­band at last, as to pro­pose go­ing without him. This pro­voked him to the last de­gree, and he called me not only an un­kind wife, but an un­nat­ur­al moth­er, and asked me how I could en­ter­tain such a thought without hor­ror, as that of leav­ing my two chil­dren (for one was dead) without a moth­er, and to be brought up by strangers, and nev­er to see them more. It was true, had things been right, I should not have done it, but now it was my real de­sire nev­er to see them, or him either, any more; and as to the charge of un­nat­ur­al, I could eas­ily an­swer it to my­self, while I knew that the whole re­la­tion was un­nat­ur­al in the highest de­gree in the world.

			How­ever, it was plain there was no bring­ing my hus­band to any­thing; he would neither go with me nor let me go without him, and it was quite out of my power to stir without his con­sent, as any­one that knows the con­sti­tu­tion of the coun­try I was in, knows very well.

			We had many fam­ily quar­rels about it, and they began in time to grow up to a dan­ger­ous height; for as I was quite es­tranged from my hus­band (as he was called) in af­fec­tion, so I took no heed to my words, but some­times gave him lan­guage that was pro­vok­ing; and, in short, strove all I could to bring him to a part­ing with me, which was what above all things in the world I de­sired most.

			He took my car­riage very ill, and in­deed he might well do so, for at last I re­fused to bed with him, and car­ry­ing on the breach upon all oc­ca­sions to ex­tremity, he told me once he thought I was mad, and if I did not al­ter my con­duct, he would put me un­der cure; that is to say, in­to a mad­house. I told him he should find I was far enough from mad, and that it was not in his power, or any oth­er vil­lain’s, to murder me. I con­fess at the same time I was heart­ily frighted at his thoughts of put­ting me in­to a mad­house, which would at once have des­troyed all the pos­sib­il­ity of break­ing the truth out, whatever the oc­ca­sion might be; for that then no one would have giv­en cred­it to a word of it.

			This there­fore brought me to a res­ol­u­tion, whatever came of it, to lay open my whole case; but which way to do it, or to whom, was an in­ex­tric­able dif­fi­culty, and took me many months to re­solve. In the mean­time, an­oth­er quar­rel with my hus­band happened, which came up to such a mad ex­treme as al­most pushed me on to tell it him all to his face; but though I kept it in so as not to come to the par­tic­u­lars, I spoke so much as put him in­to the ut­most con­fu­sion, and in the end brought out the whole story.

			He began with a calm ex­pos­tu­la­tion upon my be­ing so res­ol­ute to go to Eng­land; I de­fen­ded it, and one hard word bring­ing on an­oth­er, as is usu­al in all fam­ily strife, he told me I did not treat him as if he was my hus­band, or talk of my chil­dren as if I was a moth­er; and, in short, that I did not de­serve to be used as a wife; that he had used all the fair means pos­sible with me; that he had ar­gued with all the kind­ness and calmness that a hus­band or a Chris­ti­an ought to do, and that I made him such a vile re­turn, that I treated him rather like a dog than a man, and rather like the most con­tempt­ible stranger than a hus­band; that he was very loath to use vi­ol­ence with me, but that, in short, he saw a ne­ces­sity of it now, and that for the fu­ture he should be ob­liged to take such meas­ures as should re­duce me to my duty.

			My blood was now fired to the ut­most, though I knew what he had said was very true, and noth­ing could ap­pear more pro­voked. I told him, for his fair means and his foul, they were equally con­temned by me; that for my go­ing to Eng­land, I was re­solved on it, come what would; and that as to treat­ing him not like a hus­band, and not show­ing my­self a moth­er to my chil­dren, there might be some­thing more in it than he un­der­stood at present; but, for his fur­ther con­sid­er­a­tion, I thought fit to tell him thus much, that he neither was my law­ful hus­band, nor they law­ful chil­dren, and that I had reas­on to re­gard neither of them more than I did.

			I con­fess I was moved to pity him when I spoke it, for he turned pale as death, and stood mute as one thun­der­struck, and once or twice I thought he would have fain­ted; in short, it put him in a fit some­thing like an apo­plex; he trembled, a sweat or dew ran off his face, and yet he was cold as a clod, so that I was forced to run and fetch some­thing for him to keep life in him. When he re­covered of that, he grew sick and vomited, and in a little after was put to bed, and the next morn­ing was, as he had been in­deed all night, in a vi­ol­ent fever.

			How­ever, it went off again, and he re­covered, though but slowly, and when he came to be a little bet­ter, he told me I had giv­en him a mor­tal wound with my tongue, and he had only one thing to ask be­fore he de­sired an ex­plan­a­tion. I in­ter­rup­ted him, and told him I was sorry I had gone so far, since I saw what dis­order it put him in­to, but I de­sired him not to talk to me of ex­plan­a­tions, for that would but make things worse.

			This heightened his im­pa­tience, and, in­deed, per­plexed him bey­ond all bear­ing; for now he began to sus­pect that there was some mys­tery yet un­fol­ded, but could not make the least guess at the real par­tic­u­lars of it; all that ran in his brain was, that I had an­oth­er hus­band alive, which I could not say in fact might not be true, but I as­sured him, how­ever, there was not the least of that in it; and in­deed, as to my oth­er hus­band, he was ef­fec­tu­ally dead in law to me, and had told me I should look on him as such, so I had not the least un­eas­i­ness on that score.

			But now I found the thing too far gone to con­ceal it much longer, and my hus­band him­self gave me an op­por­tun­ity to ease my­self of the secret, much to my sat­is­fac­tion. He had la­boured with me three or four weeks, but to no pur­pose, only to tell him wheth­er I had spoken these words only as the ef­fect of my pas­sion, to put him in a pas­sion, or wheth­er there was any­thing of truth in the bot­tom of them. But I con­tin­ued in­flex­ible, and would ex­plain noth­ing, un­less he would first con­sent to my go­ing to Eng­land, which he would nev­er do, he said, while he lived; on the oth­er hand, I said it was in my power to make him will­ing when I pleased—nay, to make him en­treat me to go; and this in­creased his curi­os­ity, and made him im­por­tunate to the highest de­gree, but it was all to no pur­pose.

			At length he tells all this story to his moth­er, and sets her upon me to get the main secret out of me, and she used her ut­most skill with me in­deed; but I put her to a full stop at once by telling her that the reas­on and mys­tery of the whole mat­ter lay in her­self, and that it was my re­spect to her that had made me con­ceal it; and that, in short, I could go no farther, and there­fore con­jured her not to in­sist upon it.

			She was struck dumb at this sug­ges­tion, and could not tell what to say or to think; but, lay­ing aside the sup­pos­i­tion as a policy of mine, con­tin­ued her im­por­tun­ity on ac­count of her son, and, if pos­sible, to make up the breach between us two. As to that, I told her that it was in­deed a good design in her, but that it was im­possible to be done; and that if I should re­veal to her the truth of what she de­sired, she would grant it to be im­possible, and cease to de­sire it. At last I seemed to be pre­vailed on by her im­por­tun­ity, and told her I dared trust her with a secret of the greatest im­port­ance, and she would soon see that this was so, and that I would con­sent to lodge it in her breast, if she would en­gage sol­emnly not to ac­quaint her son with it without my con­sent.

			She was long in prom­ising this part, but rather than not come at the main secret, she agreed to that too, and after a great many oth­er pre­lim­in­ar­ies, I began, and told her the whole story. First I told her how much she was con­cerned in all the un­happy breach which had happened between her son and me, by telling me her own story and her Lon­don name; and that the sur­prise she saw I was in was upon that oc­ca­sion. Then I told her my own story, and my name, and as­sured her, by such oth­er tokens as she could not deny, that I was no oth­er, nor more or less, than her own child, her daugh­ter, born of her body in Newg­ate; the same that had saved her from the gal­lows by be­ing in her belly, and the same that she left in such-and-such hands when she was trans­por­ted.

			It is im­possible to ex­press the as­ton­ish­ment she was in; she was not in­clined to be­lieve the story, or to re­mem­ber the par­tic­u­lars, for she im­me­di­ately foresaw the con­fu­sion that must fol­low in the fam­ily upon it. But everything con­curred so ex­actly with the stor­ies she had told me of her­self, and which, if she had not told me, she would per­haps have been con­tent to have denied, that she had stopped her own mouth, and she had noth­ing to do but to take me about the neck and kiss me, and cry most vehe­mently over me, without speak­ing one word for a long time to­geth­er. At last she broke out: “Un­happy child!” says she, “what miser­able chance could bring thee hith­er? and in the arms of my own son, too! Dread­ful girl,” says she, “why, we are all un­done! Mar­ried to thy own broth­er! Three chil­dren, and two alive, all of the same flesh and blood! My son and my daugh­ter ly­ing to­geth­er as hus­band and wife! All con­fu­sion and dis­trac­tion forever! Miser­able fam­ily! what will be­come of us? What is to be said? What is to be done?” And thus she ran on for a great while; nor had I any power to speak, or if I had, did I know what to say, for every word wounded me to the soul. With this kind of amazement on our thoughts we par­ted for the first time, though my moth­er was more sur­prised than I was, be­cause it was more news to her than to me. How­ever, she prom­ised again to me at part­ing, that she would say noth­ing of it to her son, till we had talked of it again.

			It was not long, you may be sure, be­fore we had a second con­fer­ence upon the same sub­ject; when, as if she had been will­ing to for­get the story she had told me of her­self, or to sup­pose that I had for­got some of the par­tic­u­lars, she began to tell them with al­ter­a­tions and omis­sions; but I re­freshed her memory and set her to rights in many things which I sup­posed she had for­got, and then came in so op­por­tunely with the whole his­tory, that it was im­possible for her to go from it; and then she fell in­to her rhaps­od­ies again, and ex­clam­a­tions at the sever­ity of her mis­for­tunes. When these things were a little over with her, we fell in­to a close de­bate about what should be first done be­fore we gave an ac­count of the mat­ter to my hus­band. But to what pur­pose could be all our con­sulta­tions? We could neither of us see our way through it, nor see how it could be safe to open such a scene to him. It was im­possible to make any judg­ment, or give any guess at what tem­per he would re­ceive it in, or what meas­ures he would take upon it; and if he should have so little gov­ern­ment of him­self as to make it pub­lic, we eas­ily foresaw that it would be the ru­in of the whole fam­ily, and ex­pose my moth­er and me to the last de­gree; and if at last he should take the ad­vant­age the law would give him, he might put me away with dis­dain and leave me to sue for the little por­tion that I had, and per­haps waste it all in the suit, and then be a beg­gar; the chil­dren would be ruined too, hav­ing no leg­al claim to any of his ef­fects; and thus I should see him, per­haps, in the arms of an­oth­er wife in a few months, and be my­self the most miser­able creature alive.

			My moth­er was as sens­ible of this as I; and, upon the whole, we knew not what to do. After some time we came to more sober res­ol­u­tions, but then it was with this mis­for­tune too, that my moth­er’s opin­ion and mine were quite dif­fer­ent from one an­oth­er, and in­deed in­con­sist­ent with one an­oth­er; for my moth­er’s opin­ion was, that I should bury the whole thing en­tirely, and con­tin­ue to live with him as my hus­band till some oth­er event should make the dis­cov­ery of it more con­veni­ent; and that in the mean­time she would en­deav­our to re­con­cile us to­geth­er again, and re­store our mu­tu­al com­fort and fam­ily peace; that we might lie as we used to do to­geth­er, and so let the whole mat­ter re­main a secret as close as death. “For, child,” says she, “we are both un­done if it comes out.”

			To en­cour­age me to this, she prom­ised to make me easy in my cir­cum­stances, as far as she was able, and to leave me what she could at her death, se­cured for me sep­ar­ately from my hus­band; so that if it should come out af­ter­wards, I should not be left des­ti­tute, but be able to stand on my own feet and pro­cure justice from him.

			This pro­pos­al did not agree at all with my judg­ment of the thing, though it was very fair and kind in my moth­er; but my thoughts ran quite an­oth­er way.

			As to keep­ing the thing in our own breasts, and let­ting it all re­main as it was, I told her it was im­possible; and I asked her how she could think I could bear the thoughts of ly­ing with my own broth­er. In the next place, I told her that her be­ing alive was the only sup­port of the dis­cov­ery, and that while she owned me for her child, and saw reas­on to be sat­is­fied that I was so, nobody else would doubt it; but that if she should die be­fore the dis­cov­ery, I should be taken for an im­pudent creature that had forged such a thing to go away from my hus­band, or should be coun­ted crazed and dis­trac­ted. Then I told her how he had threatened already to put me in­to a mad­house, and what con­cern I had been in about it, and how that was the thing that drove me to the ne­ces­sity of dis­cov­er­ing it to her as I had done.

			From all which I told her, that I had, on the most ser­i­ous re­flec­tions I was able to make in the case, come to this res­ol­u­tion, which I hoped she would like, as a me­di­um between both, viz. that she should use her en­deav­ours with her son to give me leave to go to Eng­land, as I had de­sired, and to fur­nish me with a suf­fi­cient sum of money, either in goods along with me, or in bills for my sup­port there, all along sug­gest­ing that he might one time or oth­er think it prop­er to come over to me.

			That when I was gone, she should then, in cold blood, and after first ob­li­ging him in the sol­em­nest man­ner pos­sible to secrecy, dis­cov­er the case to him, do­ing it gradu­ally, and as her own dis­cre­tion should guide her, so that he might not be sur­prised with it, and fly out in­to any pas­sions and ex­cesses on my ac­count, or on hers; and that she should con­cern her­self to pre­vent his slight­ing the chil­dren, or mar­ry­ing again, un­less he had a cer­tain ac­count of my be­ing dead.

			This was my scheme, and my reas­ons were good; I was really ali­en­ated from him in the con­sequences of these things; in­deed, I mor­tally hated him as a hus­band, and it was im­possible to re­move that riv­eted aver­sion I had to him. At the same time, it be­ing an un­law­ful, in­ces­tu­ous liv­ing, ad­ded to that aver­sion, and though I had no great con­cern about it in point of con­science, yet everything ad­ded to make co­hab­it­ing with him the most naus­eous thing to me in the world; and I think ver­ily it was come to such a height, that I could al­most as will­ingly have em­braced a dog as have let him of­fer any­thing of that kind to me, for which reas­on I could not bear the thoughts of com­ing between the sheets with him. I can­not say that I was right in point of policy in car­ry­ing it such a length, while at the same time I did not re­solve to dis­cov­er the thing to him; but I am giv­ing an ac­count of what was, not of what ought or ought not to be.

			In their dir­ectly op­pos­ite opin­ion to one an­oth­er my moth­er and I con­tin­ued a long time, and it was im­possible to re­con­cile our judg­ments; many dis­putes we had about it, but we could nev­er either of us yield our own, or bring over the oth­er.

			I in­sisted on my aver­sion to ly­ing with my own broth­er, and she in­sisted upon its be­ing im­possible to bring him to con­sent to my go­ing from him to Eng­land; and in this un­cer­tainty we con­tin­ued, not dif­fer­ing so as to quar­rel, or any­thing like it, but so as not to be able to re­solve what we should do to make up that ter­rible breach that was be­fore us.

			At last I re­solved on a des­per­ate course, and told my moth­er my res­ol­u­tion, viz. that, in short, I would tell him of it my­self. My moth­er was frighted to the last de­gree at the very thoughts of it; but I bid her be easy, told her I would do it gradu­ally and softly, and with all the art and good-hu­mour I was mis­tress of, and time it also as well as I could, tak­ing him in good-hu­mour too. I told her I did not ques­tion but, if I could be hy­po­crite enough to feign more af­fec­tion to him than I really had, I should suc­ceed in all my design, and we might part by con­sent, and with a good agree­ment, for I might live him well enough for a broth­er, though I could not for a hus­band.

			All this while he lay at my moth­er to find out, if pos­sible, what was the mean­ing of that dread­ful ex­pres­sion of mine, as he called it, which I men­tioned be­fore: namely, that I was not his law­ful wife, nor my chil­dren his leg­al chil­dren. My moth­er put him off, told him she could bring me to no ex­plan­a­tions, but found there was some­thing that dis­turbed me very much, and she hoped she should get it out of me in time, and in the mean­time re­com­men­ded to him earn­estly to use me more ten­derly, and win me with his usu­al good car­riage; told him of his ter­ri­fy­ing and af­fright­ing me with his threats of send­ing me to a mad­house, and the like, and ad­vised him not to make a wo­man des­per­ate on any ac­count whatever.

			He prom­ised her to soften his be­ha­viour, and bid her as­sure me that he loved me as well as ever, and that he had no such design as that of send­ing me to a mad­house, whatever he might say in his pas­sion; also he de­sired my moth­er to use the same per­sua­sions to me too, that our af­fec­tions might be re­newed, and we might lie to­geth­er in a good un­der­stand­ing as we used to do.

			I found the ef­fects of this treaty presently. My hus­band’s con­duct was im­me­di­ately altered, and he was quite an­oth­er man to me; noth­ing could be kinder and more ob­li­ging than he was to me upon all oc­ca­sions; and I could do no less than make some re­turn to it, which I did as well as I could, but it was but in an awk­ward man­ner at best, for noth­ing was more fright­ful to me than his caresses, and the ap­pre­hen­sions of be­ing with child again by him was ready to throw me in­to fits; and this made me see that there was an ab­so­lute ne­ces­sity of break­ing the case to him without any more delay, which, how­ever, I did with all the cau­tion and re­serve ima­gin­able.

			He had con­tin­ued his altered car­riage to me near a month, and we began to live a new kind of life with one an­oth­er; and could I have sat­is­fied my­self to have gone on with it, I be­lieve it might have con­tin­ued as long as we had con­tin­ued alive to­geth­er. One even­ing, as we were sit­ting and talk­ing very friendly to­geth­er un­der a little awn­ing, which served as an ar­bour at the en­trance from our house in­to the garden, he was in a very pleas­ant, agree­able hu­mour, and said abund­ance of kind things to me re­lat­ing to the pleas­ure of our present good agree­ment, and the dis­orders of our past breach, and what a sat­is­fac­tion it was to him that we had room to hope we should nev­er have any more of it.

			I fetched a deep sigh, and told him there was nobody in the world could be more de­lighted than I was in the good agree­ment we had al­ways kept up, or more af­flic­ted with the breach of it, and should be so still; but I was sorry to tell him that there was an un­happy cir­cum­stance in our case, which lay too close to my heart, and which I knew not how to break to him, that rendered my part of it very miser­able, and took from me all the com­fort of the rest.

			He im­por­tuned me to tell him what it was. I told him I could not tell how to do it; that while it was con­cealed from him I alone was un­happy, but if he knew it also, we should be both so; and that, there­fore, to keep him in the dark about it was the kind­est thing that I could do, and it was on that ac­count alone that I kept a secret from him, the very keep­ing of which, I thought, would first or last be my de­struc­tion.

			It is im­possible to ex­press his sur­prise at this re­la­tion, and the double im­por­tun­ity which he used with me to dis­cov­er it to him. He told me I could not be called kind to him, nay, I could not be faith­ful to him if I con­cealed it from him. I told him I thought so too, and yet I could not do it. He went back to what I had said be­fore to him, and told me he hoped it did not re­late to what I had said in my pas­sion, and that he had re­solved to for­get all that as the ef­fect of a rash, pro­voked spir­it. I told him I wished I could for­get it all too, but that it was not to be done, the im­pres­sion was too deep, and I could not do it: it was im­possible.

			He then told me he was re­solved not to dif­fer with me in any­thing, and that there­fore he would im­por­tune me no more about it, resolv­ing to ac­qui­esce in whatever I did or said; only begged I should then agree, that whatever it was, it should no more in­ter­rupt our quiet and our mu­tu­al kind­ness.

			This was the most pro­vok­ing thing he could have said to me, for I really wanted his fur­ther im­por­tun­it­ies, that I might be pre­vailed with to bring out that which in­deed it was like death to me to con­ceal; so I answered him plainly that I could not say I was glad not to be im­por­tuned, thought I could not tell how to com­ply. “But come, my dear,” said I, “what con­di­tions will you make with me upon the open­ing this af­fair to you?”

			“Any con­di­tions in the world,” said he, “that you can in reas­on de­sire of me.” “Well,” said I, “come, give it me un­der your hand, that if you do not find I am in any fault, or that I am will­ingly con­cerned in the causes of the mis­for­tune that is to fol­low, you will not blame me, use me the worse, do me any in­jury, or make me be the suf­fer­er for that which is not my fault.”

			“That,” says he, “is the most reas­on­able de­mand in the world: not to blame you for that which is not your fault. Give me a pen and ink,” says he; so I ran in and fetched a pen, ink, and pa­per, and he wrote the con­di­tion down in the very words I had pro­posed it, and signed it with his name. “Well,” says he, “what is next, my dear?”

			“Why,” says I, “the next is, that you will not blame me for not dis­cov­er­ing the secret of it to you be­fore I knew it.”

			“Very just again,” says he; “with all my heart;” so he wrote down that also, and signed it.

			“Well, my dear,” says I, “then I have but one con­di­tion more to make with you, and that is, that as there is nobody con­cerned in it but you and I, you shall not dis­cov­er it to any per­son in the world, ex­cept your own moth­er; and that in all the meas­ures you shall take upon the dis­cov­ery, as I am equally con­cerned in it with you, though as in­no­cent as your­self, you shall do noth­ing in a pas­sion, noth­ing to my pre­ju­dice or to your moth­er’s pre­ju­dice, without my know­ledge and con­sent.”

			This a little amazed him, and he wrote down the words dis­tinctly, but read them over and over be­fore he signed them, hes­it­at­ing at them sev­er­al times, and re­peat­ing them: “My moth­er’s pre­ju­dice! and your pre­ju­dice! What mys­ter­i­ous thing can this be?” How­ever, at last he signed it.

			“Well,” says I, “my dear, I’ll ask you no more un­der your hand; but as you are to hear the most un­ex­pec­ted and sur­pris­ing thing that per­haps ever be­fell any fam­ily in the world, I beg you to prom­ise me you will re­ceive it with com­pos­ure and a pres­ence of mind suit­able to a man of sense.”

			“I’ll do my ut­most,” says he, “upon con­di­tion you will keep me no longer in sus­pense, for you ter­rify me with all these pre­lim­in­ar­ies.”

			“Well, then,” says I, “it is this: as I told you be­fore in a heat, that I was not your law­ful wife, and that our chil­dren were not leg­al chil­dren, so I must let you know now in calmness and in kind­ness, but with af­flic­tion enough, that I am your own sis­ter, and you my own broth­er, and that we are both the chil­dren of our moth­er now alive, and in the house, who is con­vinced of the truth of it, in a man­ner not to be denied or con­tra­dicted.”

			I saw him turn pale and look wild; and I said, “Now re­mem­ber your prom­ise, and re­ceive it with pres­ence of mind; for who could have said more to pre­pare you for it than I have done?” How­ever, I called a ser­vant, and got him a little glass of rum (which is the usu­al dram of that coun­try), for he was just faint­ing away. When he was a little re­covered, I said to him, “This story, you may be sure, re­quires a long ex­plan­a­tion, and there­fore, have pa­tience and com­pose your mind to hear it out, and I’ll make it as short as I can;” and with this, I told him what I thought was need­ful of the fact, and par­tic­u­larly how my moth­er came to dis­cov­er it to me, as above. “And now, my dear,” says I, “you will see reas­on for my ca­pit­u­la­tions, and that I neither have been the cause of this mat­ter, nor could be so, and that I could know noth­ing of it be­fore now.”

			“I am fully sat­is­fied of that,” says he, “but ’tis a dread­ful sur­prise to me; how­ever, I know a rem­edy for it all, and a rem­edy that shall put an end to your dif­fi­culties, without your go­ing to Eng­land.” “That would be strange,” said I, “as all the rest.” “No, no,” says he, “I’ll make it easy; there’s nobody in the way of it but my­self.” He looked a little dis­ordered when he said this, but I did not ap­pre­hend any­thing from it at that time, be­liev­ing, as it used to be said, that they who do those things nev­er talk of them, or that they who talk of such things nev­er do them.

			But things were not come to their height with him, and I ob­served he be­came pens­ive and mel­an­choly; and in a word, as I thought, a little dis­tempered in his head. I en­deav­oured to talk him in­to tem­per, and to reas­on him in­to a kind of scheme for our gov­ern­ment in the af­fair, and some­times he would be well, and talk with some cour­age about it; but the weight of it lay too heavy upon his thoughts, and, in short, it went so far that he made at­tempts upon him­self, and in one of them had ac­tu­ally strangled him­self and had not his moth­er come in­to the room in the very mo­ment, he had died; but with the help of a Negro ser­vant she cut him down and re­covered him.

			Things were now come to a lam­ent­able height in the fam­ily. My pity for him now began to re­vive that af­fec­tion which at first I really had for him, and I en­deav­oured sin­cerely, by all the kind car­riage I could, to make up the breach; but, in short, it had got­ten too great a head, it preyed upon his spir­its, and it threw him in­to a long, linger­ing con­sump­tion, though it happened not to be mor­tal. In this dis­tress I did not know what to do, as his life was ap­par­ently de­clin­ing, and I might per­haps have mar­ried again there, very much to my ad­vant­age; it had been cer­tainly my busi­ness to have stayed in the coun­try, but my mind was rest­less too, and un­easy; I hankered after com­ing to Eng­land, and noth­ing would sat­is­fy me without it.

			In short, by an un­wear­ied im­por­tun­ity, my hus­band, who was ap­par­ently de­cay­ing, as I ob­served, was at last pre­vailed with; and so my own fate push­ing me on, the way was made clear for me, and my moth­er con­cur­ring, I ob­tained a very good cargo for my com­ing to Eng­land.

			When I par­ted with my broth­er (for such I am now to call him), we agreed that after I ar­rived he should pre­tend to have an ac­count that I was dead in Eng­land, and so might marry again when he would. He prom­ised, and en­gaged to me to cor­res­pond with me as a sis­ter, and to as­sist and sup­port me as long as I lived; and that if he died be­fore me, he would leave suf­fi­cient to his moth­er to take care of me still, in the name of a sis­ter, and he was in some re­spects care­ful of me, when he heard of me; but it was so oddly man­aged that I felt the dis­ap­point­ments very sens­ibly af­ter­wards, as you shall hear in its time.

			I came away for Eng­land in the month of Au­gust, after I had been eight years in that coun­try; and now a new scene of mis­for­tunes at­ten­ded me, which per­haps few wo­men have gone through the life of.

			We had an in­dif­fer­ent good voy­age till we came just upon the coast of Eng­land, and where we ar­rived in two-and-thirty days, but were then ruffled with two or three storms, one of which drove us away to the coast of Ire­land, and we put in at Kinsdale. We re­mained there about thir­teen days, got some re­fresh­ment on shore, and put to sea again, though we met with very bad weath­er again, in which the ship sprung her main­mast, as they called it, for I knew not what they meant. But we got at last in­to Mil­ford Haven, in Wales, where, though it was re­mote from our port, yet hav­ing my foot safe upon the firm ground of my nat­ive coun­try, the isle of Bri­tain, I re­solved to ven­ture it no more upon the wa­ters, which had been so ter­rible to me; so get­ting my clothes and money on shore, with my bills of load­ing and oth­er pa­pers, I re­solved to come for Lon­don, and leave the ship to get to her port as she could; the port whith­er she was bound was to Bris­tol, where my broth­er’s chief cor­res­pond­ent lived.

			I got to Lon­don in about three weeks, where I heard a little while after that the ship was ar­rived in Bris­tol, but at the same time had the mis­for­tune to know that by the vi­ol­ent weath­er she had been in, and the break­ing of her main­mast, she had great dam­age on board, and that a great part of her cargo was spoiled.

			I had now a new scene of life upon my hands, and a dread­ful ap­pear­ance it had. I was come away with a kind of fi­nal farewell. What I brought with me was in­deed con­sid­er­able, had it come safe, and by the help of it, I might have mar­ried again tol­er­ably well; but as it was, I was re­duced to between two or three hun­dred pounds in the whole, and this without any hope of re­cruit. I was en­tirely without friends, nay, even so much as without ac­quaint­ance, for I found it was ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary not to re­vive former ac­quaint­ances; and as for my subtle friend that set me up formerly for a for­tune, she was dead, and her hus­band also; as I was in­formed, upon send­ing a per­son un­known to in­quire.

			The look­ing after my cargo of goods soon after ob­liged me to take a jour­ney to Bris­tol, and dur­ing my at­tend­ance upon that af­fair I took the di­ver­sion of go­ing to the Bath, for as I was still far from be­ing old, so my hu­mour, which was al­ways gay, con­tin­ued so to an ex­treme; and be­ing now, as it were, a wo­man of for­tune though I was a wo­man without a for­tune, I ex­pec­ted some­thing or oth­er might hap­pen in my way that might mend my cir­cum­stances, as had been my case be­fore.

			The Bath is a place of gal­lantry enough; ex­pens­ive, and full of snares. I went thith­er, in­deed, in the view of tak­ing any­thing that might of­fer, but I must do my­self justice, as to protest I knew noth­ing amiss; I meant noth­ing but in an hon­est way, nor had I any thoughts about me at first that looked the way which af­ter­wards I suffered them to be guided.

			Here I stayed the whole lat­ter sea­son, as it is called there, and con­trac­ted some un­happy ac­quaint­ances, which rather promp­ted the fol­lies I fell af­ter­wards in­to than for­ti­fied me against them. I lived pleas­antly enough, kept good com­pany, that is to say, gay, fine com­pany; but had the dis­cour­age­ment to find this way of liv­ing sunk me ex­ceed­ingly, and that as I had no settled in­come, so spend­ing upon the main stock was but a cer­tain kind of bleed­ing to death; and this gave me many sad re­flec­tions in the in­ter­val of my oth­er thoughts. How­ever, I shook them off, and still flattered my­self that some­thing or oth­er might of­fer for my ad­vant­age.

			But I was in the wrong place for it. I was not now at Re­driff, where, if I had set my­self tol­er­ably up, some hon­est sea cap­tain or oth­er might have talked with me upon the hon­our­able terms of mat­ri­mony; but I was at the Bath, where men find a mis­tress some­times, but very rarely look for a wife; and con­sequently all the par­tic­u­lar ac­quaint­ances a wo­man can ex­pect to make there must have some tend­ency that way.

			I had spent the first sea­son well enough; for though I had con­trac­ted some ac­quaint­ance with a gen­tle­man who came to the Bath for his di­ver­sion, yet I had entered in­to no felo­ni­ous treaty, as it might be called. I had res­isted some cas­u­al of­fers of gal­lantry, and had man­aged that way well enough. I was not wicked enough to come in­to the crime for the mere vice of it, and I had no ex­traordin­ary of­fers made me that temp­ted me with the main thing which I wanted.

			How­ever, I went this length the first sea­son, viz. I con­trac­ted an ac­quaint­ance with a wo­man in whose house I lodged, who, though she did not keep an ill house, as we call it, yet had none of the best prin­ciples in her­self. I had on all oc­ca­sions be­haved my­self so well as not to get the least slur upon my repu­ta­tion on any ac­count whatever, and all the men that I had con­versed with were of so good repu­ta­tion that I had not giv­en the least re­flec­tion by con­vers­ing with them; nor did any of them seem to think there was room for a wicked cor­res­pond­ence, if they had any of them offered it; yet there was one gen­tle­man, as above, who al­ways singled me out for the di­ver­sion of my com­pany, as he called it, which, as he was pleased to say, was very agree­able to him, but at that time there was no more in it.

			I had many mel­an­choly hours at the Bath after the com­pany was gone; for though I went to Bris­tol some­time for the dis­pos­ing my ef­fects, and for re­cruits of money, yet I chose to come back to Bath for my res­id­ence, be­cause be­ing on good terms with the wo­man in whose house I lodged in the sum­mer, I found that dur­ing the winter I lived rather cheap­er there than I could do any­where else. Here, I say, I passed the winter as heav­ily as I had passed the au­tumn cheer­fully; but hav­ing con­trac­ted a near­er in­tim­acy with the said wo­man in whose house I lodged, I could not avoid com­mu­nic­at­ing to her some­thing of what lay hard­est upon my mind and par­tic­u­larly the nar­row­ness of my cir­cum­stances, and the loss of my for­tune by the dam­age of my goods at sea. I told her also, that I had a moth­er and a broth­er in Vir­gin­ia in good cir­cum­stances; and as I had really writ­ten back to my moth­er in par­tic­u­lar to rep­res­ent my con­di­tion, and the great loss I had re­ceived, which in­deed came to al­most £500, so I did not fail to let my new friend know that I ex­pec­ted a sup­ply from thence, and so in­deed I did; and as the ships went from Bris­tol to York River, in Vir­gin­ia, and back again gen­er­ally in less time from Lon­don, and that my broth­er cor­res­pon­ded chiefly at Bris­tol, I thought it was much bet­ter for me to wait here for my re­turns than to go to Lon­don, where also I had not the least ac­quaint­ance.

			My new friend ap­peared sens­ibly af­fected with my con­di­tion, and in­deed was so very kind as to re­duce the rate of my liv­ing with her to so low a price dur­ing the winter, that she con­vinced me she got noth­ing by me; and as for lodging, dur­ing the winter I paid noth­ing at all.

			When the spring sea­son came on, she con­tin­ued to be as kind to me as she could, and I lodged with her for a time, till it was found ne­ces­sary to do oth­er­wise. She had some per­sons of char­ac­ter that fre­quently lodged in her house, and in par­tic­u­lar the gen­tle­man who, as I said, singled me out for his com­pan­ion the winter be­fore; and he came down again with an­oth­er gen­tle­man in his com­pany and two ser­vants, and lodged in the same house. I sus­pec­ted that my land­lady had in­vited him thith­er, let­ting him know that I was still with her; but she denied it, and pro­tested to me that she did not, and he said the same.

			In a word, this gen­tle­man came down and con­tin­ued to single me out for his pe­cu­li­ar con­fid­ence as well as con­ver­sa­tion. He was a com­plete gen­tle­man, that must be con­fessed, and his com­pany was very agree­able to me, as mine, if I might be­lieve him, was to him. He made no pro­fes­sions to me but of an ex­traordin­ary re­spect, and he had such an opin­ion of my vir­tue, that, as he of­ten pro­fessed, he be­lieved if he should of­fer any­thing else, I should re­ject him with con­tempt. He soon un­der­stood from me that I was a wid­ow; that I had ar­rived at Bris­tol from Vir­gin­ia by the last ships; and that I waited at Bath till the next Vir­gin­ia fleet should ar­rive, by which I ex­pec­ted con­sid­er­able ef­fects. I un­der­stood by him, and by oth­ers of him, that he had a wife, but that the lady was dis­tempered in her head, and was un­der the con­duct of her own re­la­tions, which he con­sen­ted to, to avoid any re­flec­tions that might (as was not un­usu­al in such cases) be cast on him for mis­man­aging her cure; and in the mean­time he came to the Bath to di­vert his thoughts from the dis­turb­ance of such a mel­an­choly cir­cum­stance as that was.

			My land­lady, who of her own ac­cord en­cour­aged the cor­res­pond­ence on all oc­ca­sions, gave me an ad­vant­age­ous char­ac­ter of him, as a man of hon­our and of vir­tue, as well as of great es­tate. And in­deed I had a great deal of reas­on to say so of him too; for though we lodged both on a floor, and he had fre­quently come in­to my cham­ber, even when I was in bed, and I also in­to his when he was in bed, yet he nev­er offered any­thing to me fur­ther than a kiss, or so much as so­li­cited me to any­thing till long after, as you shall hear.

			I fre­quently took no­tice to my land­lady of his ex­ceed­ing mod­esty, and she again used to tell me, she be­lieved it was so from the be­gin­ning; how­ever, she used to tell me that she thought I ought to ex­pect some grat­i­fic­a­tion from him for my com­pany, for in­deed he did, as it were, en­gross me, and I was sel­dom from him. I told her I had not giv­en him the least oc­ca­sion to think I wanted it, or that I would ac­cept of it from him. She told me she would take that part upon her, and she did so, and man­aged it so dex­ter­ously, that the first time we were to­geth­er alone, after she had talked with him, he began to in­quire a little in­to my cir­cum­stances, as how I had sub­sisted my­self since I came on shore, and wheth­er I did not want money. I stood off very boldly. I told him that though my cargo of to­bacco was dam­aged, yet that it was not quite lost; that the mer­chant I had been con­signed to had so hon­estly man­aged for me that I had not wanted, and that I hoped, with frugal man­age­ment, I should make it hold out till more would come, which I ex­pec­ted by the next fleet; that in the mean­time I had re­trenched my ex­penses, and where­as I kept a maid last sea­son, now I lived without; and where­as I had a cham­ber and a din­ing-room then on the first floor, as he knew, I now had but one room, two pair of stairs, and the like. “But I live,” said I, “as well sat­is­fied now as I did then;” adding, that his com­pany had been a means to make me live much more cheer­fully than oth­er­wise I should have done, for which I was much ob­liged to him; and so I put off all room for any of­fer for the present. How­ever, it was not long be­fore he at­tacked me again, and told me he found that I was back­ward to trust him with the secret of my cir­cum­stances, which he was sorry for; as­sur­ing me that he in­quired in­to it with no design to sat­is­fy his own curi­os­ity, but merely to as­sist me, if there was any oc­ca­sion; but since I would not own my­self to stand in need of any as­sist­ance, he had but one thing more to de­sire of me, and that was, that I would prom­ise him that when I was any way straitened, or like to be so, I would frankly tell him of it, and that I would make use of him with the same free­dom that he made the of­fer; adding, that I should al­ways find I had a true friend, though per­haps I was afraid to trust him.

			I omit­ted noth­ing that was fit to be said by one in­fin­itely ob­liged, to let him know that I had a due sense of his kind­ness; and in­deed from that time I did not ap­pear so much re­served to him as I had done be­fore, though still with­in the bounds of the strict­est vir­tue on both sides; but how free so­ever our con­ver­sa­tion was, I could not ar­rive to that sort of free­dom which he de­sired, viz. to tell him I wanted money, though I was secretly very glad of his of­fer.

			Some weeks passed after this, and still I nev­er asked him for money; when my land­lady, a cun­ning creature, who had of­ten pressed me to it, but found that I could not do it, makes a story of her own in­vent­ing, and comes in bluntly to me when we were to­geth­er. “Oh, wid­ow!” says she, “I have bad news to tell you this morn­ing.” “What is that?” said I; “are the Vir­gin­ia ships taken by the French?”—for that was my fear. “No, no,” says she, “but the man you sent to Bris­tol yes­ter­day for money is come back, and says he has brought none.”

			Now I could by no means like her pro­ject; I thought it looked too much like prompt­ing him, which in­deed he did not want, and I clearly saw that I should lose noth­ing by be­ing back­ward to ask, so I took her up short. “I can’t im­age why he should say so to you,” said I, “for I as­sure you he brought me all the money I sent him for, and here it is,” said I (pulling out my purse with about twelve guineas in it); and ad­ded, “I in­tend you shall have most of it by and by.”

			He seemed dis­tasted a little at her talk­ing as she did at first, as well as I, tak­ing it, as I fan­cied he would, as some­thing for­ward of her; but when he saw me give such an an­swer, he came im­me­di­ately to him­self again. The next morn­ing we talked of it again, when I found he was fully sat­is­fied, and, smil­ing, said he hoped I would not want money and not tell him of it, and that I had prom­ised him oth­er­wise. I told him I had been very much dis­sat­is­fied at my land­lady’s talk­ing so pub­licly the day be­fore of what she had noth­ing to do with; but I sup­posed she wanted what I owed her, which was about eight guineas, which I had re­solved to give her, and had ac­cord­ingly giv­en it her the same night she talked so fool­ishly.

			He was in a might good hu­mour when he heard me say I had paid her, and it went off in­to some oth­er dis­course at that time. But the next morn­ing, he hav­ing heard me up about my room be­fore him, he called to me, and I an­swer­ing, he asked me to come in­to his cham­ber. He was in bed when I came in, and he made me come and sit down on his bed­side, for he said he had some­thing to say to me which was of some mo­ment. After some very kind ex­pres­sions, he asked me if I would be very hon­est to him, and give a sin­cere an­swer to one thing he would de­sire of me. After some little cav­il at the word “sin­cere,” and ask­ing him if I had ever giv­en him any an­swers which were not sin­cere, I prom­ised him I would. Why, then, his re­quest was, he said, to let him see my purse. I im­me­di­ately put my hand in­to my pock­et, and, laugh­ing to him, pulled it out, and there was in it three guineas and a half. Then he asked me if there was all the money I had. I told him No, laugh­ing again, not by a great deal.

			Well, then, he said, he would have me prom­ise to go and fetch him all the money I had, every farth­ing. I told him I would, and I went in­to my cham­ber and fetched him a little private draw­er, where I had about six guineas more, and some sil­ver, and threw it all down upon the bed, and told him there was all my wealth, hon­estly to a shil­ling. He looked a little at it, but did not tell it, and huddled it all in­to the draw­er again, and then reach­ing his pock­et, pulled out a key, and bade me open a little wal­nut-tree box he had upon the table, and bring him such a draw­er, which I did. In which draw­er there was a great deal of money in gold, I be­lieve near two hun­dred guineas, but I knew not how much. He took the draw­er, and tak­ing my hand, made me put it in and take a whole hand­ful. I was back­ward at that, but he held my hand hard in his hand, and put it in­to the draw­er, and made me take out as many guineas al­most as I could well take up at once.

			When I had done so, he made me put them in­to my lap, and took my little draw­er, and poured out all my money among his, and bade me get me gone, and carry it all home in­to my own cham­ber.

			I re­late this story the more par­tic­u­larly be­cause of the good-hu­mour there was in it, and to show the tem­per with which we con­versed. It was not long after this but he began every day to find fault with my clothes, with my laces and he­ad­dresses, and, in a word, pressed me to buy bet­ter; which, by the way, I was will­ing enough to do, though I did not seem to be so, for I loved noth­ing in the world bet­ter than fine clothes. I told him I must house­wife the money he had lent me, or else I should not be able to pay him again. He then told me, in a few words, that as he had a sin­cere re­spect for me, and knew my cir­cum­stances, he had not lent me that money, but giv­en it me, and that he thought I had mer­ited it from him by giv­ing him my com­pany so en­tirely as I had done. After this he made me take a maid, and keep house, and his friend that come with him to Bath be­ing gone, he ob­liged me to diet him, which I did very will­ingly, be­liev­ing, as it ap­peared, that I should lose noth­ing by it, nor did the wo­man of the house fail to find her ac­count in it too.

			We had lived thus near three months, when the com­pany be­gin­ning to wear away at the Bath, he talked of go­ing away, and fain he would have me to go to Lon­don with him. I was not very easy in that pro­pos­al, not know­ing what pos­ture I was to live in there, or how he might use me. But while this was in de­bate he fell very sick; he had gone out to a place in Somer­set­shire, called Shep­ton, where he had some busi­ness and was there taken very ill, and so ill that he could not travel; so he sent his man back to Bath, to beg me that I would hire a coach and come over to him. Be­fore he went, he had left all his money and oth­er things of value with me, and what to do with them I did not know, but I se­cured them as well as I could, and locked up the lodgings and went to him, where I found him very ill in­deed; how­ever, I per­suaded him to be car­ried in a lit­ter to the Bath, where there was more help and bet­ter ad­vice to be had.

			He con­sen­ted, and I brought him to the Bath, which was about fif­teen miles, as I re­mem­ber. Here he con­tin­ued very ill of a fever, and kept his bed five weeks, all which time I nursed him and ten­ded him my­self, as much and as care­fully as if I had been his wife; in­deed, if I had been his wife I could not have done more. I sat up with him so much and so of­ten, that at last, in­deed, he would not let me sit up any longer, and then I got a pal­let-bed in­to his room, and lay in it just at his bed’s feet.

			I was in­deed sens­ibly af­fected with his con­di­tion, and with the ap­pre­hen­sion of los­ing such a friend as he was, and was like to be to me, and I used to sit and cry by him many hours to­geth­er. How­ever, at last he grew bet­ter, and gave hopes that he would re­cov­er, as in­deed he did, though very slowly.

			Were it oth­er­wise than what I am go­ing to say, I should not be back­ward to dis­close it, as it is ap­par­ent I have done in oth­er cases in this ac­count; but I af­firm, that through all this con­ver­sa­tion, abat­ing the free­dom of com­ing in­to the cham­ber when I or he was in bed, and abat­ing the ne­ces­sary of­fices of at­tend­ing him night and day when he was sick, there had not passed the least im­mod­est word or ac­tion between us. Oh that it had been so to the last!

			After some time he gathered strength and grew well apace, and I would have re­moved my pal­let-bed, but he would not let me, till he was able to ven­ture him­self without any­body to sit up with him, and then I re­moved to my own cham­ber.

			He took many oc­ca­sions to ex­press his sense of my ten­der­ness and con­cern for him; and when he grew quite well, he made me a present of fifty guineas for my care and, as he called it, for haz­ard­ing my life to save his.

			And now he made deep prot­est­a­tions of a sin­cere in­vi­ol­able af­fec­tion for me, but all along at­tested it to be with the ut­most re­serve for my vir­tue and his own. I told him I was fully sat­is­fied of it. He car­ried it that length that he pro­tested to me, that if he was na­ked in bed with me, he would as sac­redly pre­serve my vir­tue as he would de­fend it if I was as­saul­ted by a rav­ish­er. I be­lieved him, and told him I did so; but this did not sat­is­fy him, he would, he said, wait for some op­por­tun­ity to give me an un­doubted testi­mony of it.

			It was a great while after this that I had oc­ca­sion, on my own busi­ness, to go to Bris­tol, upon which he hired me a coach, and would go with me, and did so; and now in­deed our in­tim­acy in­creased. From Bris­tol he car­ried me to Gloucester, which was merely a jour­ney of pleas­ure, to take the air; and here it was our hap to have no lodging in the inn but in one large cham­ber with two beds in it. The mas­ter of the house go­ing up with us to show his rooms, and com­ing in­to that room, said very frankly to him, “Sir, it is none of my busi­ness to in­quire wheth­er the lady be your spouse or no, but if not, you may lie as hon­estly in these two beds as if you were in two cham­bers,” and with that he pulls a great cur­tain which drew quite across the room and ef­fec­tu­ally di­vided the beds. “Well,” says my friend, very read­ily, “these beds will do, and as for the rest, we are too near akin to lie to­geth­er, though we may lodge near one an­oth­er;” and this put an hon­est face on the thing too. When we came to go to bed, he de­cently went out of the room till I was in bed, and then went to bed in the bed on his own side of the room, but lay there talk­ing to me a great while.

			At last, re­peat­ing his usu­al say­ing, that he could lie na­ked in the bed with me and not of­fer me the least in­jury, he starts out of his bed. “And now, my dear,” says he, “you shall see how just I will be to you, and that I can keep my word,” and away he comes to my bed.

			I res­isted a little, but I must con­fess I should not have res­isted him much if he had not made those prom­ises at all; so after a little struggle, as I said, I lay still and let him come to bed. When he was there he took me in his arms, and so I lay all night with him, but he had no more to do with me, or offered any­thing to me, oth­er than em­bra­cing me, as I say, in his arms, no, not the whole night, but rose up and dressed him in the morn­ing, and left me as in­no­cent for him as I was the day I was born.

			This was a sur­pris­ing thing to me, and per­haps may be so to oth­ers, who know how the laws of nature work; for he was a strong, vig­or­ous, brisk per­son; nor did he act thus on a prin­ciple of re­li­gion at all, but of mere af­fec­tion; in­sist­ing on it, that though I was to him the most agree­able wo­man in the world, yet, be­cause he loved me, he could not in­jure me.

			I own it was a noble prin­ciple, but as it was what I nev­er un­der­stood be­fore, so it was to me per­fectly amaz­ing. We traveled the rest of the jour­ney as we did be­fore, and came back to the Bath, where, as he had op­por­tun­ity to come to me when he would, he of­ten re­peated the mod­er­a­tion, and I fre­quently lay with him, and he with me, and al­though all the fa­mili­ar­it­ies between man and wife were com­mon to us, yet he nev­er once offered to go any farther, and he val­ued him­self much upon it. I do not say that I was so wholly pleased with it as he thought I was, for I own much wick­eder than he, as you shall hear presently.

			We lived thus near two years, only with this ex­cep­tion, that he went three times to Lon­don in that time, and once he con­tin­ued there four months; but, to do him justice, he al­ways sup­plied me with money to sub­sist me very hand­somely.

			Had we con­tin­ued thus, I con­fess we had had much to boast of; but as wise men say, it is ill ven­tur­ing too near the brink of a com­mand, so we found it; and here again I must do him the justice to own that the first breach was not on his part. It was one night that we were in bed to­geth­er warm and merry, and hav­ing drunk, I think, a little more wine that night, both of us, than usu­al, al­though not in the least to dis­order either of us, when, after some oth­er fol­lies which I can­not name, and be­ing clasped close in his arms, I told him (I re­peat it with shame and hor­ror of soul) that I could find in my heart to dis­charge him of his en­gage­ment for one night and no more.

			He took me at my word im­me­di­ately, and after that there was no res­ist­ing him; neither in­deed had I any mind to res­ist him any more, let what would come of it.

			Thus the gov­ern­ment of our vir­tue was broken, and I ex­changed the place of friend for that un­music­al, harsh-sound­ing title of whore. In the morn­ing we were both at our pen­it­en­tials; I cried very heart­ily, he ex­pressed him­self very sorry; but that was all either of us could do at that time, and the way be­ing thus cleared, and the bars of vir­tue and con­science thus re­moved, we had the less dif­fi­cult af­ter­wards to struggle with.

			It was but a dull kind of con­ver­sa­tion that we had to­geth­er for all the rest of that week; I looked on him with blushes, and every now and then star­ted that mel­an­choly ob­jec­tion, “What if I should be with child now? What will be­come of me then?” He en­cour­aged me by telling me, that as long as I was true to him, he would be so to me; and since it was gone such a length (which in­deed he nev­er in­ten­ded), yet if I was with child, he would take care of that, and of me too. This hardened us both. I as­sured him if I was with child, I would die for want of a mid­wife rather than name him as the fath­er of it; and he as­sured me I should nev­er want if I should be with child. These mu­tu­al as­sur­ances hardened us in the thing, and after this we re­peated the crime as of­ten as we pleased, till at length, as I had feared, so it came to pass, and I was in­deed with child.

			After I was sure it was so, and I had sat­is­fied him of it too, we began to think of tak­ing meas­ures for the man­aging it, and I pro­posed trust­ing the secret to my land­lady, and ask­ing her ad­vice, which he agreed to. My land­lady, a wo­man (as I found) used to such things, made light of it; she said she knew it would come to that at last, and made us very merry about it. As I said above, we found her an ex­per­i­enced old lady at such work; she un­der­took everything, en­gaged to pro­cure a mid­wife and a nurse, to sat­is­fy all in­quir­ies, and bring us off with repu­ta­tion, and she did so very dex­ter­ously in­deed.

			When I grew near my time she de­sired my gen­tle­man to go away to Lon­don, or make as if he did so. When he was gone, she ac­quain­ted the par­ish of­ficers that there was a lady ready to lie in at her house, but that she knew her hus­band very well, and gave them, as she pre­ten­ded, an ac­count of his name, which she called Sir Wal­ter Cleve; telling them he was a very worthy gen­tle­man, and that she would an­swer for all in­quir­ies, and the like. This sat­is­fied the par­ish of­ficers presently, and I lay in with as much cred­it as I could have done if I had really been my Lady Cleve, and was as­sisted in my trav­ail by three or four of the best cit­izens’ wives of Bath who lived in the neigh­bour­hood, which, how­ever, made me a little the more ex­pens­ive to him. I of­ten ex­pressed my con­cern to him about it, but he bid me not be con­cerned at it.

			As he had fur­nished me very suf­fi­ciently with money for the ex­traordin­ary ex­penses of my ly­ing in, I had everything very hand­some about me, but did not af­fect to be gay or ex­tra­vag­ant neither; be­sides, know­ing my own cir­cum­stances, and know­ing the world as I had done, and that such kind of things do not of­ten last long, I took care to lay up as much money as I could for a wet day, as I called it; mak­ing him be­lieve it was all spent upon the ex­traordin­ary ap­pear­ance of things in my ly­ing in.

			By this means, and in­clud­ing what he had giv­en me as above, I had at the end of my ly­ing in about two hun­dred guineas by me, in­clud­ing also what was left of my own.

			I was brought to bed of a fine boy in­deed, and a charm­ing child it was; and when he heard of it he wrote me a very kind, ob­li­ging let­ter about it, and then told me, he thought it would look bet­ter for me to come away for Lon­don as soon as I was up and well; that he had provided apart­ments for me at Ham­mer­smith, as if I came thith­er only from Lon­don; and that after a little while I should go back to the Bath, and he would go with me.

			I liked this of­fer very well, and ac­cord­ingly hired a coach on pur­pose, and tak­ing my child, and a wet-nurse to tend and suckle it, and a maid­ser­vant with me, away I went for Lon­don.

			He met me at Read­ing in his own chari­ot, and tak­ing me in­to that, left the ser­vant and the child in the hired coach, and so he brought me to my new lodgings at Ham­mer­smith; with which I had abund­ance of reas­on to be very well pleased, for they were very hand­some rooms, and I was very well ac­com­mod­ated.

			And now I was in­deed in the height of what I might call my prosper­ity, and I wanted noth­ing but to be a wife, which, how­ever, could not be in this case, there was no room for it; and there­fore on all oc­ca­sions I stud­ied to save what I could, as I have said above, against a time of scarcity, know­ing well enough that such things as these do not al­ways con­tin­ue; that men that keep mis­tresses of­ten change them, grow weary of them, or jeal­ous of them, or some­thing or oth­er hap­pens to make them with­draw their bounty; and some­times the ladies that are thus well used are not care­ful by a prudent con­duct to pre­serve the es­teem of their per­sons, or the nice art­icle of their fi­del­ity, and then they are justly cast off with con­tempt.

			But I was se­cured in this point, for as I had no in­clin­a­tion to change, so I had no man­ner of ac­quaint­ance in the whole house, and so no tempta­tion to look any farther. I kept no com­pany but in the fam­ily when I lodged, and with the cler­gy­man’s lady at next door; so that when he was ab­sent I vis­ited nobody, nor did he ever find me out of my cham­ber or par­lour whenev­er he came down; if I went any­where to take the air, it was al­ways with him.

			The liv­ing in this man­ner with him, and his with me, was cer­tainly the most un­designed thing in the world; he of­ten pro­tested to me, that when he be­came first ac­quain­ted with me, and even to the very night when we first broke in upon our rules, he nev­er had the least design of ly­ing with me; that he al­ways had a sin­cere af­fec­tion for me, but not the least real in­clin­a­tion to do what he had done. I as­sured him I nev­er sus­pec­ted him; that if I had I should not so eas­ily have yiel­ded to the free­dom which brought it on, but that it was all a sur­prise, and was ow­ing to the ac­ci­dent of our hav­ing yiel­ded too far to our mu­tu­al in­clin­a­tions that night; and in­deed I have of­ten ob­served since, and leave it as a cau­tion to the read­ers of this story, that we ought to be cau­tious of grat­i­fy­ing our in­clin­a­tions in loose and lewd freedoms, lest we find our res­ol­u­tions of vir­tue fail us in the junc­tion when their as­sist­ance should be most ne­ces­sary.

			It is true, and I have con­fessed it be­fore, that from the first hour I began to con­verse with him, I re­solved to let him lie with me, if he offered it; but it was be­cause I wanted his help and as­sist­ance, and I knew no oth­er way of se­cur­ing him than that. But when we were that night to­geth­er, and, as I have said, had gone such a length, I found my weak­ness; the in­clin­a­tion was not to be res­isted, but I was ob­liged to yield up all even be­fore he asked it.

			How­ever, he was so just to me that he nev­er up­braided me with that; nor did he ever ex­press the least dis­like of my con­duct on any oth­er oc­ca­sion, but al­ways pro­tested he was as much de­lighted with my com­pany as he was the first hour we came to­geth­er: I mean, came to­geth­er as bed­fel­lows.

			It is true that he had no wife, that is to say, she was as no wife to him, and so I was in no danger that way, but the just re­flec­tions of con­science of­ten­times snatch a man, es­pe­cially a man of sense, from the arms of a mis­tress, as it did him at last, though on an­oth­er oc­ca­sion.

			On the oth­er hand, though I was not without secret re­proaches of my own con­science for the life I led, and that even in the greatest height of the sat­is­fac­tion I ever took, yet I had the ter­rible pro­spect of poverty and starving, which lay on me as a fright­ful spectre, so that there was no look­ing be­hind me. But as poverty brought me in­to it, so fear of poverty kept me in it, and I fre­quently re­solved to leave it quite off, if I could but come to lay up money enough to main­tain me. But these were thoughts of no weight, and whenev­er he came to me they van­ished; for his com­pany was so de­light­ful, that there was no be­ing mel­an­choly when he was there; the re­flec­tions were all the sub­ject of those hours when I was alone.

			I lived six years in this happy but un­happy con­di­tion, in which time I brought him three chil­dren, but only the first of them lived; and though I re­moved twice in those six years, yet I came back the sixth year to my first lodgings at Ham­mer­smith. Here it was that I was one morn­ing sur­prised with a kind but mel­an­choly let­ter from my gen­tle­man, in­tim­at­ing that he was very ill, and was afraid he should have an­oth­er fit of sick­ness, but that his wife’s re­la­tions be­ing in the house with him, it would not be prac­tic­able to have me with him, which, how­ever, he ex­pressed his great dis­sat­is­fac­tion in, and that he wished I could be al­lowed to tend and nurse him as I did be­fore.

			I was very much con­cerned at this ac­count, and was very im­pa­tient to know how it was with him. I waited a fort­night or there­abouts, and heard noth­ing, which sur­prised me, and I began to be very un­easy in­deed. I think, I may say, that for the next fort­night I was near to dis­trac­ted. It was my par­tic­u­lar dif­fi­culty that I did not know dir­ectly where he was; for I un­der­stood at first he was in the lodgings of his wife’s moth­er; but hav­ing re­moved my­self to Lon­don, I soon found, by the help of the dir­ec­tion I had for writ­ing my let­ters to him, how to in­quire after him, and there I found that he was at a house in Blooms­bury, whith­er he had, a little be­fore he fell sick, re­moved his whole fam­ily; and that his wife and wife’s moth­er were in the same house, though the wife was not suffered to know that she was in the same house with her hus­band.

			Here I also soon un­der­stood that he was at the last ex­tremity, which made me al­most at the last ex­tremity too, to have a true ac­count. One night I had the curi­os­ity to dis­guise my­self like a ser­vant-maid, in a round cap and straw hat, and went to the door, as sent by a lady of his neigh­bour­hood, where he lived be­fore, and giv­ing mas­ter and mis­tress’s ser­vice, I said I was sent to know how Mr. ——— did, and how he had res­ted that night. In de­liv­er­ing this mes­sage I got the op­por­tun­ity I de­sired; for, speak­ing with one of the maids, I held a long gos­sip’s tale with her, and had all the par­tic­u­lars of his ill­ness, which I found was a pleur­isy, at­ten­ded with a cough and a fever. She told me also who was in the house, and how his wife was, who, by her re­la­tion, they were in some hopes might re­cov­er her un­der­stand­ing; but as to the gen­tle­man him­self, in short she told me the doc­tors said there was very little hopes of him, that in the morn­ing they thought he had been dy­ing, and that he was but little bet­ter then, for they did not ex­pect that he could live over the next night.

			This was heavy news for me, and I began now to see an end of my prosper­ity, and to see also that it was very well I had played to good house­wife, and se­cured or saved some­thing while he was alive, for that now I had no view of my own liv­ing be­fore me.

			It lay very heavy upon my mind, too, that I had a son, a fine lovely boy, about five years old, and no pro­vi­sion made for it, at least that I knew of. With these con­sid­er­a­tions, and a sad heart, I went home that even­ing, and began to cast with my­self how I should live, and in what man­ner to be­stow my­self, for the residue of my life.

			You may be sure I could not rest without in­quir­ing again very quickly what was be­come of him; and not ven­tur­ing to go my­self, I sent sev­er­al sham mes­sen­gers, till after a fort­night’s wait­ing longer, I found that there was hopes of his life, though he was still very ill; then I abated my send­ing any more to the house, and in some time after I learned in the neigh­bour­hood that he was about house, and then that he was abroad again.

			I made no doubt then but that I should soon hear of him, and began to com­fort my­self with my cir­cum­stances be­ing, as I thought, re­covered. I waited a week, and two weeks, and with much sur­prise and amazement I waited near two months and heard noth­ing, but that, be­ing re­covered, he was gone in­to the coun­try for the air, and for the bet­ter re­cov­ery after his dis­tem­per. After this it was yet two months more, and then I un­der­stood he was come to his city house again, but still I heard noth­ing from him.

			I had writ­ten sev­er­al let­ters for him, and dir­ec­ted them as usu­al, and found two or three of them had been called for, but not the rest. I wrote again in a more press­ing man­ner than ever, and in one of them let him know, that I must be forced to wait on him my­self, rep­res­ent­ing my cir­cum­stances, the rent of lodgings to pay, and the pro­vi­sion for the child want­ing, and my own de­plor­able con­di­tion, des­ti­tute of sub­sist­ence for his most sol­emn en­gage­ment to take care of and provide for me. I took a copy of this let­ter, and find­ing it lay at the house near a month and was not called for, I found means to have the copy of it put in­to his own hands at a cof­fee­house, where I had by in­quiry found he used to go.

			This let­ter forced an an­swer from him, by which, though I found I was to be aban­doned, yet I found he had sent a let­ter to me some time be­fore, de­sir­ing me to go down to the Bath again. Its con­tents I shall come to presently.

			It is true that sickbeds are the time when such cor­res­pond­ences as this are looked on with dif­fer­ent coun­ten­ances, and seen with oth­er eyes than we saw them with, or than they ap­peared with be­fore. My lov­er had been at the gates of death, and at the very brink of etern­ity; and, it seems, had been struck with a due re­morse, and with sad re­flec­tions upon his past life of gal­lantry and lev­ity; and among the rest, crim­in­al cor­res­pond­ence with me, which was neither more nor less than a long-con­tin­ued life of adul­tery, and rep­res­en­ted it­self as it really was, not as it had been formerly thought by him to be, and he looked upon it now with a just and re­li­gious ab­hor­rence.

			I can­not but ob­serve also, and leave it for the dir­ec­tion of my sex in such cases of pleas­ure, that whenev­er sin­cere re­pent­ance suc­ceeds such a crime as this, there nev­er fails to at­tend a hatred of the ob­ject; and the more the af­fec­tion might seem to be be­fore, the hatred will be the more in pro­por­tion. It will al­ways be so, in­deed it can be no oth­er­wise; for there can­not be a true and sin­cere ab­hor­rence of the of­fence, and the love to the cause of it re­main; there will, with an ab­hor­rence of the sin, be found a de­test­a­tion of the fel­low-sin­ner; you can ex­pect no oth­er.

			I found it so here, though good man­ners and justice in this gen­tle­man kept him from car­ry­ing it on to any ex­treme but the short his­tory of his part in this af­fair was thus: he per­ceived by my last let­ter, and by all the rest, which he went for after, that I was not gone to Bath, that his first let­ter had not come to my hand; upon which he write me this fol­low­ing:—

			
				Madam—I am sur­prised that my let­ter, dated the 8th of last month, did not come to your hand; I give you my word it was de­livered at your lodgings, and to the hands of your maid.

				I need not ac­quaint you with what has been my con­di­tion for some time past; and how, hav­ing been at the edge of the grave, I am, by the un­ex­pec­ted and un­deserved mercy of Heav­en, re­stored again. In the con­di­tion I have been in, it can­not be strange to you that our un­happy cor­res­pond­ence had not been the least of the bur­dens which lay upon my con­science. I need say no more; those things that must be re­pen­ted of, must be also re­formed.

				I wish you would think of go­ing back to the Bath. I en­close you here a bill for £50 for clear­ing your­self at your lodgings, and car­ry­ing you down, and hope it will be no sur­prise to you to add, that on this ac­count only, and not for any of­fence giv­en me on your side, I can see you no more. I will take due care of the child; leave him where he is, or take him with you, as you please. I wish you the like re­flec­tions, and that they may be to your ad­vant­age.—I am, etc.

			

			I was struck with this let­ter as with a thou­sand wounds, such as I can­not de­scribe; the re­proaches of my own con­science were such as I can­not ex­press, for I was not blind to my own crime; and I re­flec­ted that I might with less of­fence have con­tin­ued with my broth­er, and lived with him as a wife, since there was no crime in our mar­riage on that score, neither of us know­ing it.

			But I nev­er once re­flec­ted that I was all this while a mar­ried wo­man, a wife to Mr. ——— the lin­en-draper, who, though he had left me by the ne­ces­sity of his cir­cum­stances, had no power to dis­charge me from the mar­riage con­tract which was between us, or to give me a leg­al liberty to marry again; so that I had been no less than a whore and an adul­teress all this while. I then re­proached my­self with the liber­ties I had taken, and how I had been a snare to this gen­tle­man, and that in­deed I was prin­cip­al in the crime; that now he was mer­ci­fully snatched out of the gulf by a con­vin­cing work upon his mind, but that I was left as if I was for­saken of God’s grace, and aban­doned by Heav­en to a con­tinu­ing in my wicked­ness.

			Un­der these re­flec­tions I con­tin­ued very pens­ive and sad for near month, and did not go down to the Bath, hav­ing no in­clin­a­tion to be with the wo­man whom I was with be­fore; lest, as I thought, she should prompt me to some wicked course of life again, as she had done; and be­sides, I was very loath she should know I was cast off as above.

			And now I was greatly per­plexed about my little boy. It was death to me to part with the child, and yet when I con­sidered the danger of be­ing one time or oth­er left with him to keep without a main­ten­ance to sup­port him, I then re­solved to leave him where he was; but then I con­cluded also to be near him my­self too, that I then might have the sat­is­fac­tion of see­ing him, without the care of provid­ing for him.

			I sent my gen­tle­man a short let­ter, there­fore, that I had obeyed his or­ders in all things but that of go­ing back to the Bath, which I could not think of for many reas­ons; that how­ever part­ing from him was a wound to me that I could nev­er re­cov­er, yet that I was fully sat­is­fied his re­flec­tions were just, and would be very far from de­sir­ing to ob­struct his re­form­a­tion or re­pent­ance.

			Then I rep­res­en­ted my own cir­cum­stances to him in the most mov­ing terms that I was able. I told him that those un­happy dis­tresses which first moved him to a gen­er­ous and an hon­est friend­ship for me, would, I hope, move him to a little con­cern for me now, though the crim­in­al part of our cor­res­pond­ence, which I be­lieved neither of us in­ten­ded to fall in­to at the time, was broken off; that I de­sired to re­pent as sin­cerely as he had done, but en­treated him to put me in some con­di­tion that I might not be ex­posed to the tempta­tions which the dev­il nev­er fails to ex­cite us to from the fright­ful pro­spect of poverty and dis­tress; and if he had the least ap­pre­hen­sions of my be­ing trouble­some to him, I begged he would put me in a pos­ture to go back to my moth­er in Vir­gin­ia, from when he knew I came, and that would put an end to all his fears on that ac­count. I con­cluded, that if he would send me £50 more to fa­cil­it­ate my go­ing away, I would send him back a gen­er­al re­lease, and would prom­ise nev­er to dis­turb him more with any im­por­tun­it­ies; un­less it was to hear of the well-do­ing of the child, whom, if I found my moth­er liv­ing and my cir­cum­stances able, I would send for to come over to me, and take him also ef­fec­tu­ally off his hands.

			This was in­deed all a cheat thus far, viz. that I had no in­ten­tion to go to Vir­gin­ia, as the ac­count of my former af­fairs there may con­vince any­body of; but the busi­ness was to get this last £50 of him, if pos­sible, know­ing well enough it would be the last penny I was ever to ex­pect.

			How­ever, the ar­gu­ment I used, namely, of giv­ing him a gen­er­al re­lease, and nev­er troub­ling him any more, pre­vailed ef­fec­tu­ally with him, and he sent me a bill for the money by a per­son who brought with him a gen­er­al re­lease for me to sign, and which I frankly signed, and re­ceived the money; and thus, though full sore against my will, a fi­nal end was put to this af­fair.

			And here I can­not but re­flect upon the un­happy con­sequence of too great freedoms between per­sons stated as we were, upon the pre­tence of in­no­cent in­ten­tions, love of friend­ship, and the like; for the flesh has gen­er­ally so great a share in those friend­ships, that is great odds but in­clin­a­tion pre­vails at last over the most sol­emn res­ol­u­tions; and that vice breaks in at the breaches of de­cency, which really in­no­cent friend­ship ought to pre­serve with the greatest strict­ness. But I leave the read­ers of these things to their own just re­flec­tions, which they will be more able to make ef­fec­tu­al than I, who so soon for­got my­self, and am there­fore but a very in­dif­fer­ent mon­it­or.

			I was now a single per­son again, as I may call my­self; I was loosed from all the ob­lig­a­tions either of wed­lock or mis­tress-ship in the world, ex­cept my hus­band the lin­en-draper, whom, I hav­ing not now heard from in al­most fif­teen years, nobody could blame me for think­ing my­self en­tirely freed from; see­ing also he had at his go­ing away told me, that if I did not hear fre­quently from him, I should con­clude he was dead, and I might freely marry again to whom I pleased.

			I now began to cast up my ac­counts. I had by many let­ters and much im­por­tun­ity, and with the in­ter­ces­sion of my moth­er too, had a second re­turn of some goods from my broth­er (as I now call him) in Vir­gin­ia, to make up the dam­age of the cargo I brought away with me, and this too was upon the con­di­tion of my seal­ing a gen­er­al re­lease to him, and to send it him by his cor­res­pond­ent at Bris­tol, which, though I thought hard of, yet I was ob­liged to prom­ise to do. How­ever, I man­aged so well in this case, that I got my goods away be­fore the re­lease was signed, and then I al­ways found some­thing or oth­er to say to evade the thing, and to put off the sign­ing it at all; till at length I pre­ten­ded I must write to my broth­er, and have his an­swer, be­fore I could do it.

			In­clud­ing this re­cruit, and be­fore I got the last £50, I found my strength to amount, put all to­geth­er, to about £400, so that with that I had about £450. I had saved above £100 more, but I met with a dis­aster with that, which was this—that a gold­smith in whose hands I had trus­ted it, broke, so I lost £70 of my money, the man’s com­pos­i­tion not mak­ing above £30 out of his £100. I had a little plate, but not much, and was well enough stocked with clothes and lin­en.

			With this stock I had the world to be­gin again; but you are to con­sider that I was not now the same wo­man as when I lived at Re­driff; for, first of all, I was near twenty years older, and did not look the bet­ter for my age, nor for my rambles to Vir­gin­ia and back again; and though I omit­ted noth­ing that might set me out to ad­vant­age, ex­cept paint­ing, for that I nev­er stooped to, and had pride enough to think I did not want it, yet there would al­ways be some dif­fer­ence seen between five-and-twenty and two-and-forty.

			I cast about in­nu­mer­able ways for my fu­ture state of life, and began to con­sider very ser­i­ously what I should do, but noth­ing offered. I took care to make the world take me for some­thing more than I was, and had it giv­en out that I was a for­tune, and that my es­tate was in my own hands; the last of which was very true, the first of it was as above. I had no ac­quaint­ance, which was one of my worst mis­for­tunes, and the con­sequence of that was, I had no ad­viser, at least who could as­sist and ad­vise to­geth­er; and above all, I had nobody to whom I could in con­fid­ence com­mit the secret of my cir­cum­stances to, and could de­pend upon for their secrecy and fi­del­ity; and I found by ex­per­i­ence, that to be friend­less is the worst con­di­tion, next to be­ing in want that a wo­man can be re­duced to: I say a wo­man, be­cause ’tis evid­ent men can be their own ad­visers, and their own dir­ect­ors, and know how to work them­selves out of dif­fi­culties and in­to busi­ness bet­ter than wo­men; but if a wo­man has no friend to com­mu­nic­ate her af­fairs to, and to ad­vise and as­sist her, ’tis ten to one but she is un­done; nay, and the more money she has, the more danger she is in of be­ing wronged and de­ceived; and this was my case in the af­fair of the £100 which I left in the hands of the gold­smith, as above, whose cred­it, it seems, was upon the ebb be­fore, but I, that had no know­ledge of things and nobody to con­sult with, knew noth­ing of it, and so lost my money.

			In the next place, when a wo­man is thus left des­ol­ate and void of coun­sel, she is just like a bag of money or a jew­el dropped on the high­way, which is a prey to the next comer; if a man of vir­tue and up­right prin­ciples hap­pens to find it, he will have it cried, and the own­er may come to hear of it again; but how many times shall such a thing fall in­to hands that will make no scruple of seiz­ing it for their own, to once that it shall come in­to good hands?

			This was evid­ently my case, for I was now a loose, un­guided creature, and had no help, no as­sist­ance, no guide for my con­duct; I knew what I aimed at and what I wanted, but knew noth­ing how to pur­sue the end by dir­ect means. I wanted to be placed in a settle state of liv­ing, and had I happened to meet with a sober, good hus­band, I should have been as faith­ful and true a wife to him as vir­tue it­self could have formed. If I had been oth­er­wise, the vice came in al­ways at the door of ne­ces­sity, not at the door of in­clin­a­tion; and I un­der­stood too well, by the want of it, what the value of a settled life was, to do any­thing to for­feit the fe­li­city of it; nay, I should have made the bet­ter wife for all the dif­fi­culties I had passed through, by a great deal; nor did I in any of the time that I had been a wife give my hus­bands the least un­eas­i­ness on ac­count of my be­ha­viour.

			But all this was noth­ing; I found no en­cour­aging pro­spect. I waited; I lived reg­u­larly, and with as much frugal­ity as be­came my cir­cum­stances, but noth­ing offered, noth­ing presen­ted, and the main stock wasted apace. What to do I knew not; the ter­ror of ap­proach­ing poverty lay hard upon my spir­its. I had some money, but where to place it I knew not, nor would the in­terest of it main­tain me, at least not in Lon­don.

			At length a new scene opened. There was in the house where I lodged a north-coun­try wo­man that went for a gen­tle­wo­man, and noth­ing was more fre­quent in her dis­course than her ac­count of the cheapness of pro­vi­sions, and the easy way of liv­ing in her coun­try; how plen­ti­ful and how cheap everything was, what good com­pany they kept, and the like; till at last I told her she al­most temp­ted me to go and live in her coun­try; for I that was a wid­ow, though I had suf­fi­cient to live on, yet had no way of in­creas­ing it; and that I found I could not live here un­der £100 a year, un­less I kept no com­pany, no ser­vant, made no ap­pear­ance, and bur­ied my­self in pri­vacy, as if I was ob­liged to it by ne­ces­sity.

			I should have ob­served, that she was al­ways made to be­lieve, as every­body else was, that I was a great for­tune, or at least that I had three or four thou­sand pounds, if not more, and all in my own hands; and she was mighty sweet upon me when she thought me in­clined in the least to go in­to her coun­try. She said she had a sis­ter lived near Liv­er­pool, that her broth­er was a con­sid­er­able gen­tle­man there, and had a great es­tate also in Ire­land; that she would go down there in about two months, and if I would give her my com­pany thith­er, I should be as wel­come as her­self for a month or more as I pleased, till I should see how I liked the coun­try; and if I thought fit to live there, she would un­der­take they would take care, though they did not en­ter­tain lodgers them­selves, they would re­com­mend me to some agree­able fam­ily, where I should be placed to my con­tent.

			If this wo­man had known my real cir­cum­stances, she would nev­er have laid so many snares, and taken so many weary steps to catch a poor des­ol­ate creature that was good for little when it was caught; and in­deed I, whose case was al­most des­per­ate, and thought I could not be much worse, was not very anxious about what might be­fall me, provided they did me no per­son­al in­jury; so I suffered my­self, though not without a great deal of in­vit­a­tion and great pro­fes­sions of sin­cere friend­ship and real kind­ness—I say, I suffered my­self to be pre­vailed upon to go with her, and ac­cord­ingly I packed up my bag­gage, and put my­self in a pos­ture for a jour­ney, though I did not ab­so­lutely know whith­er I was to go.

			And now I found my­self in great dis­tress; what little I had in the world was all in money, ex­cept as be­fore, a little plate, some lin­en, and my clothes; as for my house­hold stuff, I had little or none, for I had lived al­ways in lodgings; but I had not one friend in the world with whom to trust that little I had, or to dir­ect me how to dis­pose of it, and this per­plexed me night and day. I thought of the bank, and of the oth­er com­pan­ies in Lon­don, but I had no friend to com­mit the man­age­ment of it to, and keep and carry about with me bank bills, tal­lies, or­ders, and such things, I looked upon at as un­safe; that if they were lost, my money was lost, and then I was un­done; and, on the oth­er hand, I might be robbed and per­haps murdered in a strange place for them. This per­plexed me strangely, and what to do I knew not.

			It came in my thoughts one morn­ing that I would go to the bank my­self, where I had of­ten been to re­ceive the in­terest of some bills I had, which had in­terest pay­able on them, and where I had found a clerk, to whom I ap­plied my­self, very hon­est and just to me, and par­tic­u­larly so fair one time that when I had mis­told my money, and taken less than my due, and was com­ing away, he set me to rights and gave me the rest, which he might have put in­to his own pock­et.

			I went to him and rep­res­en­ted my case very plainly, and asked if he would trouble him­self to be my ad­viser, who was a poor friend­less wid­ow, and knew not what to do. He told me, if I de­sired his opin­ion of any­thing with­in the reach of his busi­ness, he would do his en­deav­our that I should not be wronged, but that he would also help me to a good sober per­son who was a grave man of his ac­quaint­ance, who was a clerk in such busi­ness too, though not in their house, whose judg­ment was good, and whose hon­esty I might de­pend upon. “For,” ad­ded he, “I will an­swer for him, and for every step he takes; if he wrongs you, madam, of one farth­ing, it shall lie at my door, I will make it good; and he de­lights to as­sist people in such cases—he does it as an act of char­ity.”

			I was a little at a stand in this dis­course; but after some pause I told him I had rather have de­pended upon him, be­cause I had found him hon­est, but if that could not be, I would take his re­com­mend­a­tion soon­er than any­one’s else. “I dare say, madam,” says he, “that you will be as well sat­is­fied with my friend as with me, and he is thor­oughly able to as­sist you, which I am not.” It seems he had his hands full of the busi­ness of the bank, and had en­gaged to meddle with no oth­er busi­ness than that of his of­fice, which I heard af­ter­wards, but did not un­der­stand then. He ad­ded, that his friend should take noth­ing of me for his ad­vice or as­sist­ance, and this in­deed en­cour­aged me very much.

			He ap­poin­ted the same even­ing, after the bank was shut and busi­ness over, for me to meet him and his friend. And in­deed as soon as I saw his friend, and he began but to talk of the af­fair, I was fully sat­is­fied that I had a very hon­est man to deal with; his coun­ten­ance spoke it, and his char­ac­ter, as I heard af­ter­wards, was every­where so good, that I had no room for any more doubts upon me.

			After the first meet­ing, in which I only said what I had said be­fore, we par­ted, and he ap­poin­ted me to come the next day to him, telling me I might in the mean­time sat­is­fy my­self of him by in­quiry, which, how­ever, I knew not how well to do, hav­ing no ac­quaint­ance my­self.

			Ac­cord­ingly I met him the next day, when I entered more freely with him in­to my case. I told him my cir­cum­stances at large: that I was a wid­ow come over from Amer­ica, per­fectly des­ol­ate and friend­less; that I had a little money, and but a little, and was al­most dis­trac­ted for fear of los­ing it, hav­ing no friend in the world to trust with the man­age­ment of it; that I was go­ing in­to the north of Eng­land to live cheap, that my stock might not waste; that I would will­ingly lodge my money in the bank, but that I durst not carry the bills about me, and the like, as above; and how to cor­res­pond about it, or with whom, I knew not.

			He told me I might lodge the money in the bank as an ac­count, and its be­ing entered in­to the books would en­title me to the money at any time, and if I was in the north I might draw bills on the cash­ier and re­ceive it when I would; but that then it would be es­teemed as run­ning cash, and the bank would give no in­terest for it; that I might buy stock with it, and so it would lie in store for me, but that then if I wanted to dis­pose if it, I must come up to town on pur­pose to trans­fer it, and even it would be with some dif­fi­culty I should re­ceive the half-yearly di­vidend, un­less I was here in per­son, or had some friend I could trust with hav­ing the stock in his name to do it for me, and that would have the same dif­fi­culty in it as be­fore; and with that he looked hard at me and smiled a little. At last, says he, “Why do you not get a head stew­ard, madam, that may take you and your money to­geth­er in­to keep­ing, and then you would have the trouble taken off your hands?” “Ay, sir, and the money too, it may be,” said I; “for truly I find the haz­ard that way is as much as ’tis t’oth­er way;” but I re­mem­ber I said secretly to my­self, “I wish you would ask me the ques­tion fairly, I would con­sider very ser­i­ously on it be­fore I said No.”

			He went on a good way with me, and I thought once or twice he was in earn­est, but to my real af­flic­tion, I found at last he had a wife; but when he owned he had a wife he shook his head, and said with some con­cern, that in­deed he had a wife, and no wife. I began to think he had been in the con­di­tion of my late lov­er, and that his wife had been dis­tempered or lun­at­ic, or some such thing. How­ever, we had not much more dis­course at that time, but he told me he was in too much hurry of busi­ness then, but that if I would come home to his house after their busi­ness was over, he would by that time con­sider what might be done for me, to put my af­fairs in a pos­ture of se­cur­ity. I told him I would come, and de­sired to know where he lived. He gave me a dir­ec­tion in writ­ing, and when he gave it me he read it to me, and said, “There ’tis, madam, if you dare trust your­self with me.” “Yes, sir,” said I, “I be­lieve I may ven­ture to trust you with my­self, for you have a wife, you say, and I don’t want a hus­band; be­sides, I dare trust you with my money, which is all I have in the world, and if that were gone, I may trust my­self any­where.”

			He said some things in jest that were very hand­some and man­nerly, and would have pleased me very well if they had been in earn­est; but that passed over, I took the dir­ec­tions, and ap­poin­ted to at­tend him at his house at sev­en o’clock the same even­ing.

			When I came he made sev­er­al pro­pos­als for my pla­cing my money in the bank, in or­der to my hav­ing in­terest for it; but still some dif­fi­culty or oth­er came in the way, which he ob­jec­ted as not safe; and I found such a sin­cere dis­in­ter­ested hon­esty in him, that I began to muse with my­self, that I had cer­tainly found the hon­est man I wanted, and that I could nev­er put my­self in­to bet­ter hands; so I told him with a great deal of frank­ness that I had nev­er met with a man or wo­man yet that I could trust, or in whom I could think my­self safe, but that I saw he was so dis­in­ter­estedly con­cerned for my safety, that I said I would freely trust him with the man­age­ment of that little I had, if he would ac­cept to be stew­ard for a poor wid­ow that could give him no salary.

			He smiled and, stand­ing up, with great re­spect sa­luted me. He told me he could not but take it very kindly that I had so good an opin­ion of him; that he would not de­ceive me, that he would do any­thing in his power to serve me, and ex­pect no salary; but that he could not by any means ac­cept of a trust, that it might bring him to be sus­pec­ted of self-in­terest, and that if I should die he might have dis­putes with my ex­ecut­ors, which he should be very loath to en­cum­ber him­self with.

			I told him if those were all his ob­jec­tions I would soon re­move them, and con­vince him that there was not the least room for any dif­fi­culty; for that, first, as for sus­pect­ing him, if ever I should do it, now is the time to sus­pect him, and not put the trust in­to his hands, and whenev­er I did sus­pect him, he could but throw it up then and re­fuse to go any fur­ther. Then, as to ex­ecut­ors, I as­sured him I had no heirs, nor any re­la­tions in Eng­land, and I should al­ter my con­di­tion be­fore I died, and then his trust and trouble should cease to­geth­er, which, how­ever, I had no pro­spect of yet; but I told him if I died as I was, it should be all his own, and he would de­serve it by be­ing so faith­ful to me as I was sat­is­fied he would be.

			He changed his coun­ten­ance at this dis­course, and asked me how I came to have so much good­will for him; and, look­ing very much pleased, said he might very law­fully wish he was a single man for my sake. I smiled, and told him as he was not, my of­fer could have no design upon him in it, and to wish, as he did, was not to be al­lowed, ’twas crim­in­al to his wife.

			He told me I was wrong. “For,” says he, “madam, as I said be­fore, I have a wife and no wife, and ’twould be no sin to me to wish her hanged, if that were all.” “I know noth­ing of your cir­cum­stances that way, sir,” said I; “but it can­not be in­no­cent to wish your wife dead.” “I tell you,” says he again, “she is a wife and no wife; you don’t know what I am, or what she is.”

			“That’s true,” said I; “sir, I do not know what you are, but I be­lieve you to be an hon­est man, and that’s the cause of all my con­fid­ence in you.”

			“Well, well,” says he, “and so I am, I hope, too. But I am some­thing else too, madam; for,” says he, “to be plain with you, I am a cuck­old, and she is a whore.” He spoke it in a kind of jest, but it was with such an awk­ward smile, that I per­ceived it was what struck very close to him, and he looked dis­mally when he said it.

			“That al­ters the case in­deed, sir,” said I, “as to that part you were speak­ing of; but a cuck­old, you know, may be an hon­est man; it does not al­ter that case at all. Be­sides, I think,” said I, “since your wife is so dis­hon­est to you, you are too hon­est to her to own her for your wife; but that,” said I, “is what I have noth­ing to do with.”

			“Nay,” says he, “I do not think to clear my hands of her; for, to be plain with you, madam,” ad­ded he, “I am no con­ten­ded cuck­old neither: on the oth­er hand, I as­sure you it pro­vokes me the highest de­gree, but I can’t help my­self; she that will be a whore, will be a whore.”

			I waived the dis­course and began to talk of my busi­ness; but I found he could not have done with it, so I let him alone, and he went on to tell me all the cir­cum­stances of his case, too long to re­late here; par­tic­u­larly, that hav­ing been out of Eng­land some time be­fore he came to the post he was in, she had had two chil­dren in the mean­time by an of­ficer of the army; and that when he came to Eng­land and, upon her sub­mis­sion, took her again, and main­tained her very well, yet she ran away from him with a lin­en-draper’s ap­pren­tice, robbed him of what she could come at, and con­tin­ued to live from him still. “So that, madam,” says he, “she is a whore not by ne­ces­sity, which is the com­mon bait of your sex, but by in­clin­a­tion, and for the sake of the vice.”

			Well, I pit­ied him, and wished him well rid of her, and still would have talked of my busi­ness, but it would not do. At last he looks stead­ily at me. “Look you, madam,” says he, “you came to ask ad­vice of me, and I will serve you as faith­fully as if you were my own sis­ter; but I must turn the tables, since you ob­lige me to do it, and are so friendly to me, and I think I must ask ad­vice of you. Tell me, what must a poor ab­used fel­low do with a whore? What can I do to do my­self justice upon her?”

			“Alas! sir,” says I, “ ’tis a case too nice for me to ad­vise in, but it seems she has run away from you, so you are rid of her fairly; what can you de­sire more?” “Ay, she is gone in­deed,” said he, “but I am not clear of her for all that.”

			“That’s true,” says I; “she may in­deed run you in­to debt, but the law has fur­nished you with meth­ods to pre­vent that also; you may cry her down, as they call it.”

			“No, no,” says he, “that is not the case neither; I have taken care of all that; ’tis not that part that I speak of, but I would be rid of her so that I might marry again.”

			“Well, sir,” says I, “then you must di­vorce her. If you can prove what you say, you may cer­tainly get that done, and then, I sup­pose, you are free.”

			“That’s very te­di­ous and ex­pens­ive,” says he.

			“Why,” says I, “if you can get any wo­man you like to take your word, I sup­pose your wife would not dis­pute the liberty with you that she takes her­self.”

			“Ay,” says he, “but ’twould be hard to bring an hon­est wo­man to do that; and for the oth­er sort,” says he, “I have had enough of her to meddle with any more whores.”

			It oc­curred to me presently, “I would have taken your word with all my heart, if you had but asked me the ques­tion;” but that was to my­self. To him I replied, “Why, you shut the door against any hon­est wo­man ac­cept­ing you, for you con­demn all that should ven­ture upon you at once, and con­clude, that really a wo­man that takes you now can’t be hon­est.”

			“Why,” says he, “I wish you would sat­is­fy me that an hon­est wo­man would take me; I’d ven­ture it;” and then turns short upon me, “Will you take me, madam?”

			“That’s not a fair ques­tion,” says I, “after what you have said; how­ever, lest you should think I wait only for a re­cant­a­tion of it, I shall an­swer you plainly, No, not I; my busi­ness is of an­oth­er kind with you, and I did not ex­pect you would have turned my ser­i­ous ap­plic­a­tion to you, in my own dis­trac­ted case, in­to a com­edy.”

			“Why, madam,” says he, “my case is as dis­trac­ted as yours can be, and I stand in as much need of ad­vice as you do, for I think if I have not re­lief some­where, I shall be made my­self, and I know not what course to take, I protest to you.”

			“Why, sir,” says I, “ ’tis easy to give ad­vice in your case, much easi­er than it is in mine.” “Speak then,” says he, “I beg of you, for now you en­cour­age me.”

			“Why,” says I, “if your case is so plain as you say it is, you may be leg­ally di­vorced, and then you may find hon­est wo­men enough to ask the ques­tion of fairly; the sex is not so scarce that you can want a wife.”

			“Well, then,” said he, “I am in earn­est; I’ll take your ad­vice; but shall I ask you one ques­tion ser­i­ously be­fore­hand?”

			“Any ques­tion,” said I, “but that you did be­fore.”

			“No, that an­swer will not do,” said he, “for, in short, that is the ques­tion I shall ask.”

			“You may ask what ques­tions you please, but you have my an­swer to that already,” said I. “Be­sides, sir,” said I, “can you think so ill of me as that I would give any an­swer to such a ques­tion be­fore­hand? Can any wo­man alive be­lieve you in earn­est, or think you design any­thing but to banter her?”

			“Well, well,” says he, “I do not banter you, I am in earn­est; con­sider of it.”

			“But, sir,” says I, a little gravely, “I came to you about my own busi­ness; I beg of you to let me know, what you will ad­vise me to do?”

			“I will be pre­pared,” says he, “against you come again.”

			“Nay,” says I, “you have for­bid my com­ing any more.”

			“Why so?” said he, and looked a little sur­prised.

			“Be­cause,” said I, “you can’t ex­pect I should vis­it you on the ac­count you talk of.”

			“Well,” says he, “you shall prom­ise me to come again, how­ever, and I will not say any more of it till I have got­ten the di­vorce, but I de­sire you will pre­pare to be bet­ter con­di­tioned when that’s done, for you shall be the wo­man, or I will not be di­vorced at all; why, I owe it to your un­looked-for kind­ness, if it were to noth­ing else, but I have oth­er reas­ons too.”

			He could not have said any­thing in the world that pleased me bet­ter; how­ever, I knew that the way to se­cure him was to stand off while the thing was so re­mote, as it ap­peared to be, and that it was time enough to ac­cept of it when he was able to per­form it; so I said very re­spect­fully to him, it was time enough to con­sider of these things when he was in a con­di­tion to talk of them; in the mean­time, I told him, I was go­ing a great way from him, and he would find ob­jects enough to please him bet­ter. We broke off here for the present, and he made me prom­ise him to come again the next day, for his res­ol­u­tions upon my own busi­ness, which after some press­ing I did; though had he seen farther in­to me, I wanted no press­ing on that ac­count.

			I came the next even­ing, ac­cord­ingly, and brought my maid with me, to let him see that I kept a maid, but I sent her away as soon as I was gone in. He would have had me let the maid have stayed, but I would not, but ordered her aloud to come for me again about nine o’clock. But he for­bade that, and told me he would see me safe home, which, by the way, I was not very well pleased with, sup­pos­ing he might do that to know where I lived and in­quire in­to my char­ac­ter and cir­cum­stances. How­ever, I ven­tured that, for all that the people there or there­about knew of me, was to my ad­vant­age; and all the char­ac­ter he had of me, after he had in­quired, was that I was a wo­man of for­tune, and that I was a very mod­est, sober body; which, wheth­er true or not in the main, yet you may see how ne­ces­sary it is for all wo­men who ex­pect any­thing in the world, to pre­serve the char­ac­ter of their vir­tue, even when per­haps they may have sac­ri­ficed the thing it­self.

			I found, and was not a little please with it, that he had provided a sup­per for me. I found also he lived very hand­somely, and had a house very hand­somely fur­nished; all of which I was re­joiced at in­deed, for I looked upon it as all my own.

			We had now a second con­fer­ence upon the sub­ject-mat­ter of the last con­fer­ence. He laid his busi­ness very home in­deed; he pro­tested his af­fec­tion to me, and in­deed I had no room to doubt it; he de­clared that it began from the first mo­ment I talked with him, and long be­fore I had men­tioned leav­ing my ef­fects with him. “ ’Tis no mat­ter when it began,” thought I; “if it will but hold, ’twill be well enough.” He then told me how much the of­fer I had made of trust­ing him with my ef­fects, and leav­ing them to him, had en­gaged him. “So I in­ten­ded it should,” thought I, “but then I thought you had been a single man too.” After we had supped, I ob­served he pressed me very hard to drink two or three glasses of wine, which, how­ever, I de­clined, but drank one glass or two. He then told me he had a pro­pos­al to make to me, which I should prom­ise him I would not take ill if I should not grant it. I told him I hoped he would make no dis­hon­our­able pro­pos­al to me, es­pe­cially in his own house, and that if it was such, I de­sired he would not pro­pose it, that I might not be ob­liged to of­fer any re­sent­ment to him that did not be­come the re­spect I pro­fessed for him, and the trust I had placed in him in com­ing to his house; and begged of him he would give me leave to go away, and ac­cord­ingly began to put on my gloves and pre­pare to be gone, though at the same time I no more in­ten­ded it than he in­ten­ded to let me.

			Well, he im­por­tuned me not to talk of go­ing; he as­sured me he had no dis­hon­our­able thing in his thoughts about me, and was very far from of­fer­ing any­thing to me that was dis­hon­our­able, and if I thought so, he would choose to say no more of it.

			That part I did not rel­ish at all. I told him I was ready to hear any­thing that he had to say, de­pend­ing that he would say noth­ing un­worthy of him­self, or un­fit for me to hear. Upon this, he told me his pro­pos­al was this: that I would marry him, though he had not yet ob­tained the di­vorce from the whore his wife; and to sat­is­fy me that he meant hon­our­ably, he would prom­ise not to de­sire me to live with him, or go to bed with him till the di­vorce was ob­tained. My heart said yes to this of­fer at first word, but it was ne­ces­sary to play the hy­po­crite a little more with him; so I seemed to de­cline the mo­tion with some warmth, and be­sides a little con­demning the thing as un­fair, told him that such a pro­pos­al could be of no sig­ni­fic­a­tion, but to en­tangle us both in great dif­fi­culties; for if he should not at last ob­tain the di­vorce, yet we could not dis­solve the mar­riage, neither could we pro­ceed in it; so that if he was dis­ap­poin­ted in the di­vorce, I left him to con­sider what a con­di­tion we should both be in.

			In short, I car­ried on the ar­gu­ment against this so far, that I con­vinced him it was not a pro­pos­al that had any sense in it. Well, then he went from it to an­oth­er, and that was, that I would sign and seal a con­tract with him, con­di­tion­ing to marry him as soon as the di­vorce was ob­tained, and to be void if he could not ob­tain it.

			I told him such a thing was more ra­tion­al than the oth­er; but as this was the first time that ever I could ima­gine him weak enough to be in earn­est in this af­fair, I did not use to say Yes at first ask­ing; I would con­sider of it.

			I played with this lov­er as an angler does with a trout. I found I had him fast on the hook, so I jes­ted with his new pro­pos­al, and put him off. I told him he knew little of me, and bade him in­quire about me; I let him also go home with me to my lodging, though I would not ask him to go in, for I told him it was not de­cent.

			In short, I ven­tured to avoid sign­ing a con­tract of mar­riage, and the reas­on why I did it was be­cause the lady that had in­vited me so earn­estly to go with her in­to Lan­cashire in­sisted so pos­it­ively upon it, and prom­ised me such great for­tunes, and such fine things there, that I was temp­ted to go and try. “Per­haps,” said I, “I may mend my­self very much;” and then I made no scruple in my thoughts of quit­ting my hon­est cit­izen, whom I was not so much in love with as not to leave him for a rich­er.

			In a word, I avoided a con­tract; but told him I would go in­to the north, that he should know where to write to me by the con­sequence of the busi­ness I had en­trus­ted with him; that I would give him a suf­fi­cient pledge of my re­spect for him, for I would leave al­most all I had in the world in his hands; and I would thus far give him my word, that as soon as he had sued out a di­vorce from his first wife, he would send me an ac­count of it, I would come up to Lon­don, and that then we would talk ser­i­ously of the mat­ter.

			It was a base design I went with, that I must con­fess, though I was in­vited thith­er with a design much worse than mine was, as the se­quel will dis­cov­er. Well, I went with my friend, as I called her, in­to Lan­cashire. All the way we went she caressed me with the ut­most ap­pear­ance of a sin­cere, un­dis­sembled af­fec­tion; treated me, ex­cept my coach-hire, all the way; and her broth­er brought a gen­tle­man’s coach to War­ring­ton to re­ceive us, and we were car­ried from thence to Liv­er­pool with as much ce­re­mony as I could de­sire. We were also en­ter­tained at a mer­chant’s house in Liv­er­pool three or four days very hand­somely; I for­bear to tell his name, be­cause of what fol­lowed. Then she told me she would carry me to an uncle’s house of hers, where we should be nobly en­ter­tained. She did so; her uncle, as she called him, sent a coach and four horses for us, and we were car­ried near forty miles I know not whith­er.

			We came, how­ever, to a gen­tle­man’s seat, where was a nu­mer­ous fam­ily, a large park, ex­traordin­ary com­pany in­deed, and where she was called cous­in. I told her if she had re­solved to bring me in­to such com­pany as this, she should have let me have pre­pared my­self, and have fur­nished my­self with bet­ter clothes. The ladies took no­tice of that, and told me very gen­teelly they did not value people in their coun­try so much by their clothes as they did in Lon­don; that their cous­in had fully in­formed them of my qual­ity, and that I did not want clothes to set me off; in short, they en­ter­tained me, not like what I was, but like what they thought I had been, namely, a wid­ow lady of a great for­tune.

			The first dis­cov­ery I made here was, that the fam­ily were all Ro­man Cath­ol­ics, and the cous­in too, whom I called my friend; how­ever, I must say that nobody in the world could be­have bet­ter to me, and I had all the ci­vil­ity shown me that I could have had if I had been of their opin­ion. The truth is, I had not so much prin­ciple of any kind as to be nice in point of re­li­gion, and I presently learned to speak fa­vour­ably of the Rom­ish Church; par­tic­u­larly, I told them I saw little but the pre­ju­dice of edu­ca­tion in all the dif­fer­ence that were among Chris­ti­ans about re­li­gion, and if it had so happened that my fath­er had been a Ro­man Cath­ol­ic, I doubted not but I should have been as well pleased with their re­li­gion as my own.

			This ob­liged them in the highest de­gree, and as I was be­sieged day and night with good com­pany and pleas­ant dis­course, so I had two or three old ladies that lay at me upon the sub­ject of re­li­gion too. I was so com­plais­ant, that though I would not com­pletely en­gage, yet I made no scruple to be present at their mass, and to con­form to all their ges­tures as they showed me the pat­tern, but I would not come too cheap; so that I only in the main en­cour­aged them to ex­pect that I would turn Ro­man Cath­ol­ic, if I was in­struc­ted in the Cath­ol­ic doc­trine as they called it, and so the mat­ter res­ted.

			I stayed here about six weeks; and then my con­duct­or led me back to a coun­try vil­lage, about six miles from Liv­er­pool, where her broth­er (as she called him) came to vis­it me in his own chari­ot, and in a very good fig­ure, with two foot­men in a good liv­ery; and the next thing was to make love to me. As it had happened to me, one would think I could not have been cheated, and in­deed I thought so my­self, hav­ing a safe card at home, which I re­solved not to quit un­less I could mend my­self very much. How­ever, in all ap­pear­ance this broth­er was a match worth my listen­ing to, and the least his es­tate was val­ued at was £1,000 a year, but the sis­ter said it was worth £1,500 a year, and lay most of it in Ire­land.

			I that was a great for­tune, and passed for such, was above be­ing asked how much my es­tate was; and my false friend tak­ing it upon a fool­ish hearsay, had raised it from £500 to £5,000, and by the time she came in­to the coun­try she called it £15,000. The Ir­ish­man, for such I un­der­stood him to be, was stark mad at this bait; in short, he cour­ted me, made me presents, and ran in debt like a mad­man for the ex­penses of his equipage and of his court­ship. He had, to give him his due, the ap­pear­ance of an ex­traordin­ary fine gen­tle­man; he was tall, well-shaped, and had an ex­traordin­ary ad­dress; talked as nat­ur­ally of his park and his stables, of his horses, his game­keep­ers, his woods, his ten­ants, and his ser­vants, as if we had been in the man­sion-house, and I had seen them all about me.

			He nev­er so much as asked me about my for­tune or es­tate, but as­sured me that when we came to Dub­lin he would join­ture me in £600 a year good land; and that we could enter in­to a deed of set­tle­ment or con­tract here for the per­form­ance of it.

			This was such lan­guage in­deed as I had not been used to, and I was here beaten out of all my meas­ures; I had a she-dev­il in my bos­om, every hour telling me how great her broth­er lived. One time she would come for my or­ders, how I would have my coaches painted, and how lined; and an­oth­er time what clothes my page should wear; in short, my eyes were dazzled. I had now lost my power of say­ing No, and, to cut the story short, I con­sen­ted to be mar­ried; but to be the more private, we were car­ried farther in­to the coun­try, and mar­ried by a Rom­ish cler­gy­man, who I was as­sured would marry us as ef­fec­tu­ally as a Church of Eng­land par­son.

			I can­not say but I had some re­flec­tions in this af­fair upon the dis­hon­our­able for­sak­ing my faith­ful cit­izen, who loved me sin­cerely, and who was en­deav­our­ing to quit him­self of a scan­dal­ous whore by whom he had been in­deed bar­bar­ously used, and prom­ised him­self in­fin­ite hap­pi­ness in his new choice; which choice was now giv­ing up her­self to an­oth­er in a man­ner al­most as scan­dal­ous as hers could be.

			But the glit­ter­ing shoe of a great es­tate, and of fine things, which the de­ceived creature that was now my de­ceiv­er rep­res­en­ted every hour to my ima­gin­a­tion, hur­ried me away, and gave me no time to think of Lon­don, or of any­thing there, much less of the ob­lig­a­tion I had to a per­son of in­fin­itely more real mer­it than what was now be­fore me.

			But the thing was done; I was now in the arms of my new spouse, who ap­peared still the same as be­fore; great even to mag­ni­fi­cence, and noth­ing less than £1,000 a year could sup­port the or­din­ary equipage he ap­peared in.

			After we had been mar­ried about a month, he began to talk of my go­ing to West Chester in or­der to em­bark for Ire­land. How­ever, he did not hurry me, for we stayed near three weeks longer, and then he sent to Chester for a coach to meet us at the Black Rock, as they call it, over against Liv­er­pool. Thith­er we went in a fine boat they call a pin­nace, with six oars; his ser­vants, and horses, and bag­gage go­ing in the ferry­boat. He made his ex­cuse to me that he had no ac­quaint­ance in Chester, but he would go be­fore and get some hand­some apart­ment for me at a private house. I asked him how long we should stay at Chester. He said, not at all, any longer than one night or two, but he would im­me­di­ately hire a coach to go to Holy­head. Then I told him he should by no means give him­self the trouble to get private lodgings for one night or two, for that Chester be­ing a great place, I made no doubt but there would be very good inns and ac­com­mod­a­tion enough; so we lodged at an inn in the West Street, not far from the Cathed­ral; I for­get what sign it was at.

			Here my spouse, talk­ing of my go­ing to Ire­land, asked me if I had no af­fairs to settle at Lon­don be­fore we went off. I told him No, not of any great con­sequence, but what might be done as well by let­ter from Dub­lin. “Madam,” says he, very re­spect­fully, “I sup­pose the greatest part of your es­tate, which my sis­ter tells me is most of it in money in the Bank of Eng­land, lies se­cure enough, but in case it re­quired trans­fer­ring, or any way al­ter­ing its prop­erty, it might be ne­ces­sary to go up to Lon­don and settle those things be­fore we went over.”

			I seemed to look strange at it, and told him I knew not what he meant; that I had no ef­fects in the Bank of Eng­land that I knew of; and I hoped he could not say that I had ever told him I had. No, he said, I had not told him so, but his sis­ter had said the greatest part of my es­tate lay there. “And I only men­tioned it, me dear,” said he, “that if there was any oc­ca­sion to settle it, or or­der any­thing about it, we might not be ob­liged to the haz­ard and trouble of an­oth­er voy­age back again;” for he ad­ded, that he did not care to ven­ture me too much upon the sea.

			I was sur­prised at this talk, and began to con­sider very ser­i­ously what the mean­ing of it must be; and it presently oc­curred to me that my friend, who called him broth­er, had rep­res­en­ted me in col­ours which were not my due; and I thought, since it was come to that pitch, that I would know the bot­tom of it be­fore I went out of Eng­land, and be­fore I should put my­self in­to I knew not whose hands in a strange coun­try.

			Upon this I called his sis­ter in­to my cham­ber the next morn­ing, and let­ting her know the dis­course her broth­er and I had been upon the even­ing be­fore, I con­jured her to tell me what she had said to him, and upon what foot it was that she had made this mar­riage. She owned that she had told him that I was a great for­tune, and said that she was told so at Lon­don. “Told so!” says I warmly; “did I ever tell you so?” No, she said, it was true I did not tell her so, but I had said sev­er­al times that what I had was in my own dis­pos­al. “I did so,” re­turned I very quickly and hast­ily, “but I nev­er told you I had any­thing called a for­tune; no, not that I had £100, or the value of £100, in the world. Any­how did it con­sist with my be­ing a for­tune,” said I, “that I should come here in­to the north of Eng­land with you, only upon the ac­count of liv­ing cheap?” At these words, which I spoke warm and high, my hus­band, her broth­er (as she called him), came in­to the room, and I de­sired him to come and sit down, for I had some­thing of mo­ment to say be­fore them both, which it was ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary he should hear.

			He looked a little dis­turbed at the as­sur­ance with which I seemed to speak it, and came and sat down by me, hav­ing first shut the door; upon which I began, for I was very much pro­voked, and turn­ing my­self to him, “I am afraid,” says I, “my dear” (for I spoke with kind­ness on his side), “that you have a very great ab­use put upon you, and an in­jury done you nev­er to be re­paired in your mar­ry­ing me, which, how­ever, as I have had no hand in it, I de­sire I may be fairly ac­quit­ted of it, and that the blame may lie where it ought to lie, and nowhere else, for I wash my hands of every part of it.”

			“What in­jury can be done me, my dear,” says he, “in mar­ry­ing you. I hope it is to my hon­our and ad­vant­age every way.” “I will soon ex­plain it to you,” says I, “and I fear you will have no reas­on to think your­self well used; but I will con­vince you, my dear,” says I again, “that I have had no hand in it;” and there I stopped a while.

			He looked now scared and wild, and began, I be­lieve, to sus­pect what fol­lowed; how­ever, look­ing to­wards me, and say­ing only, “Go on,” he sat si­lent, as if to hear what I had more to say; so I went on. “I asked you last night,” said I, speak­ing to him, “if ever I made any boast to you of my es­tate, or ever told you I had any es­tate in the Bank of Eng­land or any­where else, and you owned I had not, as is most true; and I de­sire you will tell me here, be­fore your sis­ter, if ever I gave you any reas­on from me to think so, or that ever we had any dis­course about it;” and he owned again I had not, but said I had ap­peared al­ways as a wo­man of for­tune, and he de­pended on it that I was so, and hoped he was not de­ceived. “I am not in­quir­ing yet wheth­er you have been de­ceived or not,” said I; “I fear you have, and I too; but I am clear­ing my­self from the un­just charge of be­ing con­cerned in de­ceiv­ing you.

			“I have been now ask­ing your sis­ter if ever I told her of any for­tune or es­tate I had, or gave her any par­tic­u­lars of it; and she owns I nev­er did. Any pray, madam,” said I, turn­ing my­self to her, “be so just to me, be­fore your broth­er, to charge me, if you can, if ever I pre­ten­ded to you that I had an es­tate; and why, if I had, should I come down in­to this coun­try with you on pur­pose to spare that little I had, and live cheap?” She could not deny one word, but said she had been told in Lon­don that I had a very great for­tune, and that it lay in the Bank of Eng­land.

			“And now, dear sir,” said I, turn­ing my­self to my new spouse again, “be so just to me as to tell me who has ab­used both you and me so much as to make you be­lieve I was a for­tune, and prompt you to court me to this mar­riage?” He could not speak a word, but poin­ted to her; and, after some more pause, flew out in the most furi­ous pas­sion that ever I saw a man in my life, curs­ing her, and call­ing her all the whores and hard names he could think of; and that she had ruined him, de­clar­ing that she had told him I had £15,000, and that she was to have £500 of him for pro­cur­ing this match for him. He then ad­ded, dir­ect­ing his speech to me, that she was none of his sis­ter, but had been his whore for two years be­fore, that she had had £100 of him in part of this bar­gain, and that he was ut­terly un­done if things were as I said; and in his rav­ing he swore he would let her heart’s blood out im­me­di­ately, which frightened her and me too. She cried, said she had been told so in the house where I lodged. But this ag­grav­ated him more than be­fore, that she should put so far upon him, and run things such a length upon no oth­er au­thor­ity than a hearsay; and then, turn­ing to me again, said very hon­estly, he was afraid we were both un­done. “For, to be plain, my dear, I have no es­tate,” says he; “what little I had, this dev­il has made me run out in wait­ing on you and put­ting me in­to this equipage.” She took the op­por­tun­ity of his be­ing earn­est in talk­ing with me, and got out of the room, and I nev­er saw her more.

			I was con­foun­ded now as much as he, and knew not what to say. I thought many ways that I had the worst of it, but his say­ing he was un­done, and that he had no es­tate neither, put me in­to a mere dis­trac­tion. “Why,” says I to him, “this has been a hellish juggle, for we are mar­ried here upon the foot of a double fraud; you are un­done by the dis­ap­point­ment, it seems; and if I had had a for­tune I had been cheated too, for you say you have noth­ing.”

			“You would in­deed have been cheated, my dear,” says he, “but you would not have been un­done, for £15,000 would have main­tained us both very hand­somely in this coun­try; and I as­sure you,” ad­ded he, “I had re­solved to have ded­ic­ated every groat of it to you; I would not have wronged you of a shil­ling, and the rest I would have made up in my af­fec­tion to you, and ten­der­ness of you, as long as I lived.”

			This was very hon­est in­deed, and I really be­lieve he spoke as he in­ten­ded, and that he was a man that was as well qual­i­fied to make me happy, as to his tem­per and be­ha­viour, as any man ever was; but his hav­ing no es­tate, and be­ing run in­to debt on this ri­dicu­lous ac­count in the coun­try, made all the pro­spect dis­mal and dread­ful, and I knew not what to say, or what to think of my­self.

			I told him it was very un­happy that so much love, and so much good nature as I dis­covered in him, should be thus pre­cip­it­ated in­to misery; that I saw noth­ing be­fore us but ru­in; for as to me, it was my un­hap­pi­ness that what little I had was not able to re­lieve us week, and with that I pulled out a bank bill of £20 and el­ev­en guineas, which I told him I had saved out of my little in­come, and that by the ac­count that creature had giv­en me of the way of liv­ing in that coun­try, I ex­pec­ted it would main­tain me three or four years; that if it was taken from me, I was left des­ti­tute, and he knew what the con­di­tion of a wo­man among strangers must be, if she had no money in her pock­et; how­ever, I told him, if he would take it, there it was.

			He told me with a great con­cern, and I thought I saw tears stand in his eyes, that he would not touch it; that he ab­horred the thoughts of strip­ping me and make me miser­able; that, on the con­trary, he had fifty guineas left, which was all he had in the world, and he pulled it out and threw it down on the table, bid­ding me take it, though he were to starve for want of it.

			I re­turned, with the same con­cern for him, that I could not bear to hear him talk so; that, on the con­trary, if he could pro­pose any prob­able meth­od of liv­ing, I would do any­thing that be­came me on my part, and that I would live as close and as nar­row as he could de­sire.

			He begged of me to talk no more at that rate, for it would make him dis­trac­ted; he said he was bred a gen­tle­man, though he was re­duced to a low for­tune, and that there was but one way left which he could think of, and that would not do, un­less I could an­swer him one ques­tion, which, how­ever, he said he would not press me to. I told him I would an­swer it hon­estly; wheth­er it would be to his sat­is­fac­tion or not, that I could not tell.

			“Why, then, my dear, tell me plainly,” says he, “will the little you have keep us to­geth­er in any fig­ure, or in any sta­tion or place, or will it not?”

			It was my hap­pi­ness hitherto that I had not dis­covered my­self or my cir­cum­stances at all—no, not so much as my name; and see­ing these was noth­ing to be ex­pec­ted from him, how­ever good-hu­moured and how­ever hon­est he seemed to be, but to live on what I knew would soon be wasted, I re­solved to con­ceal everything but the bank bill and the el­ev­en guineas which I had owned; and I would have been very glad to have lost that and have been set down where he took me up. I had in­deed an­oth­er bank bill about me of £30, which was the whole of what I brought with me, as well to sub­sist on in the coun­try, as not know­ing what might of­fer; be­cause this creature, the go-between that had thus be­trayed us both, had made me be­lieve strange things of my mar­ry­ing to my ad­vant­age in the coun­try, and I was not will­ing to be without money, whatever might hap­pen. This bill I con­cealed, and that made me the freer of the rest, in con­sid­er­a­tion of his cir­cum­stances, for I really pit­ied him heart­ily.

			But to re­turn to his ques­tion, I told him I nev­er will­ingly de­ceived him, and I nev­er would. I was very sorry to tell him that the little I had would not sub­sist us; that it was not suf­fi­cient to sub­sist me alone in the south coun­try, and that this was the reas­on that made me put my­self in­to the hands of that wo­man who called him broth­er, she hav­ing as­sured me that I might board very hand­somely at a town called Manchester, where I had not yet been, for about £6 a year; and my whole in­come not be­ing about £15 a year, I thought I might live easy upon it, and wait for bet­ter things.

			He shook his head and re­mained si­lent, and a very mel­an­choly even­ing we had; how­ever, we supped to­geth­er, and lay to­geth­er that night, and when we had al­most supped he looked a little bet­ter and more cheer­ful, and called for a bottle of wine. “Come, my dear,” says he, “though the case is bad, it is to no pur­pose to be de­jec­ted. Come, be as easy as you can; I will en­deav­our to find out some way or oth­er to live; if you can but sub­sist your­self, that is bet­ter than noth­ing. I must try the world again; a man ought to think like a man; to be dis­cour­aged is to yield to the mis­for­tune.” With this he filled a glass and drank to me, hold­ing my hand and press­ing it hard in his hand all the while the wine went down, and protest­ing af­ter­wards his main con­cern was for me.

			It was really a true, gal­lant spir­it he was of, and it was the more griev­ous to me. ’Tis some­thing of re­lief even to be un­done by a man of hon­our, rather than by a scoun­drel; but here the greatest dis­ap­point­ment was on his side, for he had really spent a great deal of money, de­luded by this madam the pro­curess; and it was very re­mark­able on what poor terms he pro­ceeded. First the base­ness of the creature her­self is to be ob­served, who, for the get­ting £100 her­self, could be con­tent to let him spend three or four more, though per­haps it was all he had in the world, and more than all; when she had not the least ground, more than a little tea-table chat, to say that I had any es­tate, or was a for­tune, or the like. It is true the design of de­lud­ing a wo­man of for­tune, if I had been so, was base enough; the put­ting the face of great things upon poor cir­cum­stances was a fraud, and bad enough; but the case a little differed too, and that in his fa­vour, for he was not a rake that made a trade to de­lude wo­men, and, as some have done, get six or sev­en for­tunes after one an­oth­er, and then rifle and run away from them; but he was really a gen­tle­man, un­for­tu­nate and low, but had lived well; and though, if I had had a for­tune, I should have been en­raged at the slut for be­tray­ing me, yet really for the man, a for­tune would not have been ill be­stowed on him, for he was a lovely per­son in­deed, of gen­er­ous prin­ciples, good sense, and of abund­ance of good-hu­mour.

			We had a great deal of close con­ver­sa­tion that night, for we neither of us slept much; he was as pen­it­ent for hav­ing put all those cheats upon me as if it had been felony, and that he was go­ing to ex­e­cu­tion; he offered me again every shil­ling of the money he had about him, and said he would go in­to the army and seek the world for more.

			I asked him why he would be so un­kind to carry me in­to Ire­land, when I might sup­pose he could not have sub­sisted me there. He took me in his arms. “My dear,” said he, “de­pend upon it, I nev­er de­signed to go to Ire­land at all, much less to have car­ried you thith­er, but came hith­er to be out of the ob­ser­va­tion of the people, who had heard what I pre­ten­ded to, and with­al, that nobody might ask me for money be­fore I was fur­nished to sup­ply them.”

			“But where, then,” said I, “were we to have gone next?”

			“Why, my dear,” said he, “I’ll con­fess the whole scheme to you as I had laid it; I pur­posed here to ask you some­thing about your es­tate, as you see I did, and when you, as I ex­pec­ted you would, had entered in­to some ac­count with me of the par­tic­u­lars, I would have made an ex­cuse to you to have put off our voy­age to Ire­land for some time, and to have gone first to­wards Lon­don.

			“Then, my dear,” said he, “I re­solved to have con­fessed all the cir­cum­stances of my own af­fairs to you, and let you know I had in­deed made use of these ar­ti­fices to ob­tain your con­sent to marry me, but had now noth­ing to do but ask to your par­don, and to tell you how abund­antly, as I have said above, I would en­deav­our to make you for­get what was past, by the fe­li­city of the days to come.”

			“Truly,” said I to him, “I find you would soon have conquered me; and it is my af­flic­tion now, that I am not in a con­di­tion to let you see how eas­ily I should have been re­con­ciled to you, and have passed by all the tricks you had put upon me, in re­com­pense of so much good-hu­mour. But, my dear,” said I, “what can we do now? We are both un­done, and what bet­ter are we for our be­ing re­con­ciled to­geth­er, see­ing we have noth­ing to live on?”

			We pro­posed a great many things, but noth­ing could of­fer where there was noth­ing to be­gin with. He begged me at last to talk no more of it, for, he said, I would break his heart; so we talked of oth­er things a little, till at last he took a hus­band’s leave of me, and so we went to sleep.

			He rose be­fore me in the morn­ing; and in­deed, hav­ing lain awake al­most all night, I was very sleepy, and lay till near el­ev­en o’clock. In this time he took his horses and three ser­vants, and all his lin­en and bag­gage, and away he went, leav­ing a short but mov­ing let­ter for me on the table, as fol­lows:—

			
				My Dear—I am a dog; I have ab­used you; but I have been drawn in­to do it by a base creature, con­trary to my prin­ciple and the gen­er­al prac­tice of my life. For­give me, my dear! I ask your par­don with the greatest sin­cer­ity; I am the most miser­able of men, in hav­ing de­luded you. I have been so happy to pos­sess you, and now am so wretched as to be forced to fly from you. For­give me, my dear; once more I say, for­give me! I am not able to see you ruined by me, and my­self un­able to sup­port you. Our mar­riage is noth­ing; I shall nev­er be able to see you again; I here dis­charge you from it; if you can marry to your ad­vant­age, do not de­cline it on my ac­count; I here swear to you on my faith, and on the word of a man of hon­our, I will nev­er dis­turb your re­pose if I should know of it, which, how­ever, is not likely. On the oth­er hand, if you should not marry, and if good for­tune should be­fall me, it shall be all yours, wherever you are.

				I have put some of the stock of money I have left in­to your pock­et; take places for your­self and your maid in the stage­coach, and go for Lon­don; I hope it will bear your charges thith­er, without break­ing in­to your own. Again I sin­cerely ask your par­don, and will do so as of­ten as I shall ever think of you. Adieu, my dear, forever!

				
					I am, yours most af­fec­tion­ately,

					
						J. E.
					

				
			

			Noth­ing that ever be­fell me in my life sank so deep in­to my heart as this farewell. I re­proached him a thou­sand times in my thoughts for leav­ing me, for I would have gone with him through the world, if I had begged my bread. I felt in my pock­et, and there found ten guineas, his gold watch, and two little rings, one a small dia­mond ring worth only about £6, and the oth­er a plain gold ring.

			I sat me down and looked upon these things two hours to­geth­er, and scarce spoke a word, till my maid in­ter­rup­ted me by telling me my din­ner was ready. I ate but little, and after din­ner I fell in­to a vehe­ment fit of cry­ing, every now and then call­ing him by his name, which was James. “O Jemmy!” said I, “come back, come back. I’ll give you all I have; I’ll beg, I’ll starve with you.” And thus I ran rav­ing about the room sev­er­al times, and then sat down between whiles, and then walk­ing about again, called upon him to come back, and then cried again; and thus I passed the af­ter­noon, till about sev­en o’clock, when it was near dusk, in the even­ing, be­ing Au­gust, when, to my un­speak­able sur­prise, he comes back in­to the inn, but without a ser­vant, and comes dir­ectly up in­to my cham­ber.

			I was in the greatest con­fu­sion ima­gin­able, and so was he too. I could not ima­gine what should be the oc­ca­sion of it, and began to be at odds with my­self wheth­er to be glad or sorry; but my af­fec­tion biased all the rest, and it was im­possible to con­ceal my joy, which was too great for smiles, for it burst out in­to tears. He was no soon­er entered the room but he ran to me and took me in his arms, hold­ing me fast, and al­most stop­ping my breath with his kisses, but spoke not a word. At length I began. “My dear,” said I, “how could you go away from me?” to which he gave no an­swer, for it was im­possible for him to speak.

			When our ec­stas­ies were a little over, he told me he was gone about fif­teen miles, but it was not in his power to go any farther without com­ing back to see me again, and to take his leave of me once more.

			I told him how I had passed my time, and how loud I had called him to come back again. He told me he heard me very plain upon Delamere Forest, at a place about twelve miles off. I smiled. “Nay,” says he, “do not think I am in jest, for if ever I heard your voice in my life, I heard you call me aloud, and some­times I thought I saw you run­ning after me.” “Why,” said I, “what did I say?”—for I had not named the words to him. “You called aloud,” says he, “and said, O Jemmy! O Jemmy! come back, come back.”

			I laughed at him. “My dear,” says he, “do not laugh, for, de­pend upon it, I heard your voice as plain as you hear mine now; if you please, I’ll go be­fore a ma­gis­trate and make oath of it.” I then began to be amazed and sur­prised, and in­deed frightened, and told him what I had really done, and how I had called after him, as above.

			When we had amused ourselves a while about this, I said to him: “Well, you shall go away from me no more; I’ll go all over the world with you rather.” He told me it would be a very dif­fi­cult thing for him to leave me, but since it must be, he hoped I would make it as easy to me as I could; but as for him, it would be his de­struc­tion that he foresaw.

			How­ever, he told me that he con­sidered he had left me to travel to Lon­don alone, which was too long a jour­ney; and that as he might as well go that way as any way else, he was re­solved to see me safe thith­er, or near it; and if he did go away then without tak­ing his leave, I should not take it ill of him; and this he made me prom­ise.

			He told me how he had dis­missed his three ser­vants, sold their horses, and sent the fel­lows away to seek their for­tunes, and all in a little time, at a town on the road, I know not where. “And,” says he, “it cost me some tears all alone by my­self, to think how much hap­pi­er they were than their mas­ter, for they could go to the next gen­tle­man’s house to see for a ser­vice, where­as,” said he, “I knew not with­er to go, or what to do with my­self.”

			I told him I was so com­pletely miser­able in part­ing with him, that I could not be worse; and that now he was come again, I would not go from him, if he would take me with him, let him go whith­er he would, or do what he would. And in the mean­time I agreed that we would go to­geth­er to Lon­don; but I could not be brought to con­sent he should go away at last and not take his leave of me, as he pro­posed to do; but told him, jest­ing, that if he did, I would call him back again as loud as I did be­fore. Then I pulled out his watch and gave it him back, and his two rings, and his ten guineas; but he would not take them, which made me very much sus­pect that he re­solved to go off upon the road and leave me.

			The truth is, the cir­cum­stances he was in, the pas­sion­ate ex­pres­sions of his let­ter, the kind, gen­tle­manly treat­ment I had from him in all the af­fair, with the con­cern he showed for me in it, his man­ner of part­ing with that large share which he gave me of his little stock left—all these had joined to make such im­pres­sions on me, that I really loved him most ten­derly, and could not bear the thoughts of part­ing with him.

			Two days after this we quit­ted Chester, I in the stage­coach, and he on horse­back. I dis­missed my maid at Chester. He was very much against my be­ing without a maid, but she be­ing a ser­vant hired in the coun­try, and I resolv­ing to keep no ser­vant at Lon­don, I told him it would have been bar­bar­ous to have taken the poor wench and have turned her away as soon as I came to town; and it would also have been a need­less charge on the road, so I sat­is­fied him, and he was easy enough on the score.

			He came with me as far as Dun­stable, with­in thirty miles of Lon­don, and then he told me fate and his own mis­for­tunes ob­liged him to leave me, and that it was not con­veni­ent for him to go to Lon­don, for reas­ons which it was of no value to me to know, and I saw him pre­par­ing to go. The stage­coach we were in did not usu­ally stop at Dun­stable, but I de­sir­ing it but for a quarter of an hour, they were con­tent to stand at an inn-door a while, and we went in­to the house.

			Be­ing in the inn, I told him I had but one fa­vour more to ask of him, and that was, that since he could not go any farther, he would give me leave to stay a week or two in the town with him, that we might in that time think of some­thing to pre­vent such a ru­in­ous thing to us both, as a fi­nal sep­ar­a­tion would be; and that I had some­thing of mo­ment to of­fer him, that I had nev­er said yet, and which per­haps he might find prac­tic­able to our mu­tu­al ad­vant­age.

			This was too reas­on­able a pro­pos­al to be denied, so he called the land­lady of the house, and told her his wife was taken ill, and so ill that she could not think of go­ing any farther in the stage­coach, which had tired her al­most to death, and asked if she could not get us a lodging for two or three days in a private house, where I might rest me a little, for the jour­ney had been too much for me. The land­lady, a good sort of wo­man, well-bred and very ob­li­ging, came im­me­di­ately to see me; told me she had two or three very good rooms in a part of the house quite out of the noise, and if I saw them, she did not doubt but I would like them, and I should have one of her maids, that should do noth­ing else but be ap­poin­ted to wait on me. This was so very kind, that I could not but ac­cept of it, and thank her; so I went to look on the rooms and liked them very well, and in­deed they were ex­traordin­ar­ily fur­nished, and very pleas­ant lodgings; so we paid the stage­coach, took out our bag­gage, and re­solved to stay here a while.

			Here I told him I would live with him now till all my money was spent, but would not let him spend a shil­ling of his own. We had some kind squabble about that, but I told him it was the last time I was like to en­joy his com­pany, and I de­sired he would let me be mas­ter in that thing only, and he should gov­ern in everything else; so he ac­qui­esced.

			Here one even­ing, tak­ing a walk in­to the fields, I told him I would now make the pro­pos­al to him I had told him of; ac­cord­ingly I re­lated to him how I had lived in Vir­gin­ia, that I had a moth­er I be­lieved was alive there still, though my hus­band was dead some years. I told him that had not my ef­fects mis­car­ried, which, by the way, I mag­ni­fied pretty much, I might have been for­tune good enough to him to have kept us from be­ing par­ted in this man­ner. Then I entered in­to the man­ner of peoples go­ing over to those coun­tries to settle, how they had a quant­ity of land giv­en them by the Con­sti­tu­tion of the place; and if not, that it might be pur­chased at so easy a rate this it was not worth nam­ing.

			I then gave him a full and dis­tinct ac­count of the nature of plant­ing; how with car­ry­ing over but two or three hun­dred pounds value in Eng­lish goods, with some ser­vants and tools, a man of ap­plic­a­tion would presently lay a found­a­tion for a fam­ily, and in a very few years be cer­tain to raise an es­tate.

			I let him in­to the nature of the product of the earth; how the ground was cured and pre­pared, and what the usu­al in­crease of it was; and demon­strated to him, that in a very few years, with such a be­gin­ning, we should be as cer­tain of be­ing rich as we were now cer­tain of be­ing poor.

			He was sur­prised at my dis­course; for we made it the whole sub­ject of our con­ver­sa­tion for near a week to­geth­er, in which time I laid it down in black and white, as we say, that it was mor­ally im­possible, with a sup­pos­i­tion of any reas­on­able good con­duct, but that we must thrive there and do very well.

			Then I told him what meas­ures I would take to raise such a sum of £300 or there­abouts; and I ar­gued with him how good a meth­od it would be to put an end to our mis­for­tunes and re­store our cir­cum­stances in the world, to what we had both ex­pec­ted; and I ad­ded, that after sev­en years, if we lived, we might be in a pos­ture to leave our plant­a­tions in good hands, and come over again and re­ceive the in­come of it, and live here and en­joy it; and I gave him ex­amples of some that had done so, and lived now in very good cir­cum­stances in Lon­don.

			In short, I pressed him so to it, that he al­most agreed to it, but still some­thing or oth­er broke it off again; till at last he turned the tables, and he began to talk al­most to the same pur­pose of Ire­land.

			He told me that a man that could con­fine him­self to coun­try life, and that could find but stock to enter upon any land, should have farms there for £50 a year, as good as were here let for £200 a year; that the pro­duce was such, and so rich the land, that if much was not laid up, we were sure to live as hand­somely upon it as a gen­tle­man of £3,000 a year could do in Eng­land and that he had laid a scheme to leave me in Lon­don, and go over and try; and if he found he could lay a hand­some found­a­tion of liv­ing suit­able to the re­spect he had for me, as he doubted not he should do, he would come over and fetch me.

			I was dread­fully afraid that upon such a pro­pos­al he would have taken me at my word, viz. to sell my little in­come as I called it, and turn it in­to money, and let him carry it over in­to Ire­land and try his ex­per­i­ment with it; but he was too just to de­sire it, or to have ac­cep­ted it if I had offered it; and he an­ti­cip­ated me in that, for he ad­ded, that he would go and try his for­tune that way, and if he found he could do any­thing at it to live, then, by adding mine to it when I went over, we should live like ourselves; but that he would not haz­ard a shil­ling of mine till he had made the ex­per­i­ment with a little, and he as­sured me that if he found noth­ing to be done in Ire­land, he would then come to me and join in my pro­ject for Vir­gin­ia.

			He was so earn­est upon his pro­ject be­ing to be tried first, that I could not with­stand him; how­ever, he prom­ised to let me hear from him in a very little time after his ar­riv­ing there, to let me know wheth­er his pro­spect answered his design, that if there was not a pos­sib­il­ity of suc­cess, I might take the oc­ca­sion to pre­pare for our oth­er voy­age, and then, he as­sured me, he would go with me to Amer­ica with all his heart.

			I could bring him to noth­ing fur­ther than this. How­ever, those con­sulta­tions en­ter­tained us near a month, dur­ing which I en­joyed his com­pany, which in­deed was the most en­ter­tain­ing that ever I met in my life be­fore. In this time he let me in­to the whole story of his own life, which was in­deed sur­pris­ing, and full of an in­fin­ite vari­ety suf­fi­cient to fill up a much bright­er his­tory, for its ad­ven­tures and in­cid­ents, than any I ever saw in print; but I shall have oc­ca­sion to say more of him here­after.

			We par­ted at last, though with the ut­most re­luct­ance on my side; and in­deed he took his leave very un­will­ingly too, but ne­ces­sity ob­liged him, for his reas­ons were very good why he would not come to Lon­don, as I un­der­stood more fully some time af­ter­wards.

			I gave him a dir­ec­tion how to write to me, though still I re­served the grand secret, and nev­er broke my res­ol­u­tion, which was not to let him ever know my true name, who I was, or where to be found; he like­wise let me know how to write a let­ter to him, so that, he said, he would be sure to re­ceive it.

			I came to Lon­don the next day after we par­ted, but did not go dir­ectly to my old lodgings; but for an­oth­er name­less reas­on took a private lodging in St. John’s Street, or, as it is vul­garly called, St. Jones’s, near Clerken­well; and here, be­ing per­fectly alone, I had leis­ure to sit down and re­flect ser­i­ously upon the last sev­en months’ ramble I had made, for I had been abroad no less. The pleas­ant hours I had with my last hus­band I looked back on with an in­fin­ite deal of pleas­ure; but that pleas­ure was very much lessened when I found some time after that I was really with child.

			This was a per­plex­ing thing, be­cause of the dif­fi­culty which was be­fore me where I should get leave to lie in; it be­ing one of the nicest things in the world at that time of day for a wo­man that was a stranger, and had no friends, to be en­ter­tained in that cir­cum­stance without se­cur­ity, which, by the way, I had not, neither could I pro­cure any.

			I had taken care all this while to pre­serve a cor­res­pond­ence with my hon­est friend at the bank, or rather he took care to cor­res­pond with me, for he wrote to me once a week; and though I had not spent my money so fast as to want any from him, yet I of­ten wrote also to let him know I was alive. I had left dir­ec­tions in Lan­cashire, so that I had these let­ters, which he sent, con­veyed to me; and dur­ing my re­cess at St. Jones’s re­ceived a very ob­li­ging let­ter from him, as­sur­ing me that his pro­cess for a di­vorce from his wife went on with suc­cess, though he met with some dif­fi­culties in it that he did not ex­pect.

			I was not dis­pleased with the news that his pro­cess was more te­di­ous than he ex­pec­ted; for though I was in no con­di­tion to have him yet, not be­ing so fool­ish to marry him when I knew my­self to be with child by an­oth­er man, as some I know have ven­tured to do, yet I was not will­ing to lose him, and, in a word, re­solved to have him if he con­tin­ued in the same mind, as soon as I was up again; for I saw ap­par­ently I should hear no more from my hus­band; and as he had all along pressed to marry, and had as­sured me he would not be at all dis­gus­ted at it, or ever of­fer to claim me again, so I made no scruple to re­solve to do it if I could, and if my oth­er friend stood to his bar­gain; and I had a great deal of reas­on to be as­sured that he would stand to it, by the let­ters he wrote to me, which were the kind­est and most ob­li­ging that could be.

			I now grew big, and the people where I lodged per­ceived it, and began to take no­tice of it to me, and, as far as ci­vil­ity would al­low, in­tim­ated that I must think of re­mov­ing. This put me to ex­treme per­plex­ity, and I grew very mel­an­choly, for in­deed I knew not what course to take. I had money, but no friends, and was like to have a child upon my hands to keep, which was a dif­fi­culty I had nev­er had upon me yet, as the par­tic­u­lars of my story hitherto make ap­pear.

			In the course of this af­fair I fell very ill, and my mel­an­choly really in­creased my dis­tem­per; my ill­ness proved at length to be only an ague, but my ap­pre­hen­sions were really that I should mis­carry. I should not say ap­pre­hen­sions, for in­deed I would have been glad to mis­carry, but I could nev­er be brought to en­ter­tain so much as a thought of en­deav­our­ing to mis­carry, or of tak­ing any­thing to make me mis­carry; I ab­horred, I say, so much as the thought of it.

			How­ever, speak­ing of it in the house, the gen­tle­wo­man who kept the house pro­posed to me to send for a mid­wife. I scrupled it at first, but after some time con­sen­ted to it, but told her I had no par­tic­u­lar ac­quaint­ance with any mid­wife, and so left it to her.

			It seems the mis­tress of the house was not so great a stranger to such cases as mine was as I thought at first she had been, as will ap­pear presently, and she sent for a mid­wife of the right sort—that is to say, the right sort for me.

			The wo­man ap­peared to be an ex­per­i­enced wo­man in her busi­ness, I mean as a mid­wife; but she had an­oth­er call­ing too, in which she was as ex­pert as most wo­men if not more. My land­lady had told her I was very mel­an­choly, and that she be­lieved that had done me harm; and once, be­fore me, said to her, “Mrs. B——” (mean­ing the mid­wife), “I be­lieve this lady’s trouble is of a kind that is pretty much in your way, and there­fore if you can do any­thing for her, pray do, for she is a very civil gen­tle­wo­man;” and so she went out of the room.

			I really did not un­der­stand her, but my Moth­er Mid­night began very ser­i­ously to ex­plain what she meant, as soon as she was gone. “Madam,” says she, “you seem not to un­der­stand what your land­lady means; and when you do un­der­stand it, you need not let her know at all that you do so.

			“She means that you are un­der some cir­cum­stances that may render your ly­ing in dif­fi­cult to you, and that you are not will­ing to be ex­posed. I need say no more, but to tell you, that if you think fit to com­mu­nic­ate so much of your case to me, if it be so, as is ne­ces­sary, for I do not de­sire to pry in­to those things, I per­haps may be in a po­s­i­tion to help you and to make you per­fectly easy, and re­move all your dull thoughts upon that sub­ject.”

			Every word this creature said was a cor­di­al to me, and put new life and new spir­it in­to my heart; my blood began to cir­cu­late im­me­di­ately, and I was quite an­oth­er body; I ate my victu­als again, and grew bet­ter presently after it. She said a great deal more to the same pur­pose, and then, hav­ing pressed me to be free with her, and prom­ised in the sol­em­nest man­ner to be secret, she stopped a little, as if wait­ing to see what im­pres­sion it made on me, and what I would say.

			I was too sens­ible to the want I was in of such a wo­man, not to ac­cept her of­fer; I told her my case was partly as she guessed, and partly not, for I was really mar­ried, and had a hus­band, though he was in such fine cir­cum­stances and so re­mote at that time, as that he could not ap­pear pub­licly.

			She took me short, and told me that was none of her busi­ness; all the ladies that came un­der her care were mar­ried wo­men to her. “Every wo­man,” she says, “that is with child has a fath­er for it,” and wheth­er that fath­er was a hus­band or no hus­band, was no busi­ness of hers; her busi­ness was to as­sist me in my present cir­cum­stances, wheth­er I had a hus­band or no. “For, madam,” says she, “to have a hus­band that can­not ap­pear, is to have no hus­band in the sense of the case; and, there­fore, wheth­er you are a wife or a mis­tress is all one to me.”

			I found presently, that wheth­er I was a whore or a wife, I was to pass for a whore here, so I let that go. I told her it was true, as she said, but that, how­ever, if I must tell her my case, I must tell it her as it was; so I re­lated it to her as short as I could, and I con­cluded it to her thus. “I trouble you with all this, madam,” said I, “not that, as you said be­fore, it is much to the pur­pose in your af­fair, but this is to the pur­pose, namely, that I am not in any pain about be­ing seen, or be­ing pub­lic or con­cealed, for ’tis per­fectly in­dif­fer­ent to me; but my dif­fi­culty is, that I have no ac­quaint­ance in this part of the na­tion.”

			“I un­der­stand you, madam” says she; “you have no se­cur­ity to bring to pre­vent the par­ish im­per­tin­ences usu­al in such cases, and per­haps,” says she, “do not know very well how to dis­pose of the child when it comes.” “The last,” says I, “is not so much my con­cern as the first.” “Well, madam,” answered the mid­wife, “dare you put your­self in­to my hands? I live in such a place; though I do not in­quire after you, you may in­quire after me. My name is B——; I live in such a street”—nam­ing the street—“at the sign of the Cradle. My pro­fes­sion is a mid­wife, and I have many ladies that come to my house to lie in. I have giv­en se­cur­ity to the par­ish in gen­er­al terms to se­cure them from any charge from what­so­ever shall come in­to the world un­der my roof. I have but one ques­tion to ask in the whole af­fair, madam,” says she, “and if that be answered you shall be en­tirely easy for all the rest.”

			I presently un­der­stood what she meant, and told her, “Madam, I be­lieve I un­der­stand you. I thank God, though I want friends in this part of the world, I do not want money, so far as may be ne­ces­sary, though I do not abound in that neither”: this I ad­ded be­cause I would not make her ex­pect great things. “Well, madam,” says she, “that is the thing in­deed, without which noth­ing can be done in these cases; and yet,” says she, “you shall see that I will not im­pose upon you, or of­fer any­thing that is un­kind to you, and if you de­sire it, you shall know everything be­fore­hand, that you may suit your­self to the oc­ca­sion, and be neither costly or spar­ing as you see fit.”

			I told her she seemed to be so per­fectly sens­ible of my con­di­tion, that I had noth­ing to ask of her but this, that as I had told her that I had money suf­fi­cient, but not a great quant­ity, she would or­der it so that I might be at as little su­per­flu­ous charge as pos­sible.

			She replied that she would bring in an ac­count of the ex­penses of it in two or three shapes, and like a bill of fare, I should choose as I pleased; and I de­sired her to do so.

			The next day she brought it, and the copy of her three bills was as fol­lows:—

			
				
					
							1. For three months’ lodging in her house, in­clud­ing my diet, at 10s. a week
							£6 0s. 0d.
					

					
							2. For a nurse for the month, and use of child­bed lin­en
							£1 10s. 0d.
					

					
							3. For a min­is­ter to christen the child, and to the god­fath­ers and clerk
							£1 10s. 0d.
					

					
							4. For a sup­per at the christen­ing if I had five friends at it
							£1 0s. 0d.
					

					
							For her fees as a mid­wife, and the tak­ing off the trouble of the par­ish
							£3 3s. 0d.
					

					
							To her maid ser­vant at­tend­ing
							£0 10s. 0d.
					

				
				
					
							
							£13 13s. 0d.
					

				
			

			This was the first bill; the second was the same terms:—

			
				
					
							1. For three months’ lodging and diet, etc., at 20s. per week
							£13 0s. 0d.
					

					
							2. For a nurse for the month, and the use of lin­en and lace
							£2 10s. 0d.
					

					
							3. For the min­is­ter to christen the child, etc., as above
							£2 0s. 0d.
					

					
							4. For sup­per and for sweet­meats
							£3 3s. 0d.
					

					
							For her fees as above
							£5 5s. 0d.
					

					
							For a ser­vant-maid
							£1 0s. 0d.
					

				
				
					
							
							£26 18s. 0d.
					

				
			

			This was the second-rate bill; the third, she said, was for a de­gree high­er, and when the fath­er or friends ap­peared:—

			
				
					
							1. For three months’ lodging and diet, hav­ing two rooms and a gar­ret for a ser­vant
							£30 0s. 0d.
					

					
							2. For a nurse for the month, and the finest suit of child­bed lin­en
							£4 4s. 0d.
					

					
							3. For the min­is­ter to christen the child, etc.
							£2 10s. 0d.
					

					
							4. For a sup­per, the gen­tle­men to send in the wine
							£6 0s. 0d.
					

					
							For my fees, etc.
							£10 10s. 0d.
					

					
							The maid, be­sides their own maid, only
							£0 10s. 0d.
					

				
				
					
							
							£53 14s. 0d.
					

				
			

			I looked upon all three bills, and smiled, and told her I did not see but that she was very reas­on­able in her de­mands, all things con­sidered, and for that I did not doubt but her ac­com­mod­a­tions were good.

			She told me I should be judge of that when I saw them. I told her I was sorry to tell her that I feared I must be her low­est-rated cus­tom­er. “And per­haps, madam,” said I, “you will make me the less wel­come upon that ac­count.” “No, not at all,” said she; “for where I have one of the third sort I have two of the second, and four to one of the first, and I get as much by them in pro­por­tion as by any; but if you doubt my care of you, I will al­low any friend you have to over­look and see if you are well waited on or no.”

			Then she ex­plained the par­tic­u­lars of her bill. “In the first place, madam,” said she, “I would have you ob­serve that here is three months’ keep­ing; you are but ten shil­lings a week; I un­der­take to say you will not com­plain of my table. I sup­pose,” says she, “you do not live cheap­er where you are now?” “No, in­deed,” said I, “not so cheap, for I give six shil­lings per week for my cham­ber, and find my own diet as well as I can, which costs me a great deal more.”

			“Then, madam,” says she, “if the child should not live, or should be dead-born, as you know some­times hap­pens, then there is the min­is­ter’s art­icle saved; and if you have no friends to come to you, you may save the ex­pense of a sup­per; so that take those art­icles out, madam,” says she, “your ly­ing in will not cost you above £5, 3s. in all more than your or­din­ary charge of liv­ing.”

			This was the most reas­on­able thing that I ever heard of; so I smiled, and told her I would come and be her cus­tom­er; but I told her also, that as I had two months and more to do, I might per­haps be ob­liged to stay longer with her than three months, and de­sired to know if she would not be ob­liged to re­move me be­fore it was prop­er. No, she said; her house was large, and be­sides, she nev­er put any­body to re­move, that had lain in, till they were will­ing to go; and if she had more ladies offered, she was not so ill-be­loved among her neigh­bours but she could provide ac­com­mod­a­tions for twenty, if there was oc­ca­sion.

			I found she was an em­in­ent lady in her way; and, in short, I agreed to put my­self in­to her hands, and prom­ised her. She then talked of oth­er things, looked about in­to my ac­com­mod­a­tions where I was, found fault with my want­ing at­tend­ance and con­veni­ences, and that I should not be used so at her house. I told her I was shy of speak­ing, for the wo­man of the house looked stranger, or at least I thought so, since I had been ill, be­cause I was with child; and I was afraid she would put some af­front or oth­er upon me, sup­pos­ing that I had been able to give but a slight ac­count of my­self.

			“Oh dear,” said she, “her lady­ship is no stranger to these things; she has tried to en­ter­tain ladies in your con­di­tion sev­er­al times, but she could not se­cure the par­ish; and be­sides, she is not such a nice lady as you take her to be; how­ever, since you are a-go­ing, you shall not meddle with her, but I’ll see you are a little bet­ter looked after while you are here than I think you are, and it shall not cost you the more neither.”

			I did not un­der­stand her at all; how­ever, I thanked her, and so we par­ted. The next morn­ing she sent me a chick­en roas­ted and hot, and a pint bottle of sherry, and ordered the maid to tell me that she was to wait on me every day as long as I stayed there.

			This was sur­pris­ingly good and kind, and I ac­cep­ted it very will­ingly. At night she sent to me again, to know if I wanted any­thing, and how I did, and to or­der the maid to come to her in the morn­ing with my din­ner. The maid had or­ders to make me some chocol­ate in the morn­ing be­fore she came away, and did so, and at noon she brought me the sweet­bread of a breast of veal, whole, and a dish of soup for my din­ner; and after this man­ner she nursed me up at a dis­tance, so that I was migh­tily well pleased, and quickly well, for in­deed my de­jec­tions be­fore were the prin­cip­al part of my ill­ness.

			I ex­pec­ted, as is usu­ally the case among such people, that the ser­vant she sent me would have been some im­prudent brazen wench of Drury Lane breed­ing, and I was very un­easy at hav­ing her with me upon that ac­count; so I would not let her lie in that house the first night by any means, but had my eyes about me as nar­rowly as if she had been a pub­lic thief.

			My gen­tle­wo­man guessed presently what was the mat­ter, and sent her back with a short note, that I might de­pend upon the hon­esty of her maid; that she would be an­swer­able for her upon all ac­counts; and that she took no ser­vants in­to her house without very good se­cur­ity for their fi­del­ity. I was then per­fectly easy; and in­deed the maid’s be­ha­viour spoke for it­self, for a mod­ester, quieter, sober­er girl nev­er came in­to any­body’s fam­ily, and I found her so af­ter­wards.

			As soon as I was well enough to go abroad, I went with the maid to see the house, and to see the apart­ment I was to have; and everything was so hand­some and so clean and well, that, in short, I had noth­ing to say, but was won­der­fully pleased and sat­is­fied with what I had met with, which, con­sid­er­ing the mel­an­choly cir­cum­stances I was in, was far bey­ond what I looked for.

			It might be ex­pec­ted that I should give some ac­count of the nature of the wicked prac­tices of this wo­man, in whose hands I was now fallen; but it would be too much en­cour­age­ment to the vice, to let the world see what easy meas­ures were here taken to rid the wo­men’s un­wel­come bur­den of a child clandes­tinely got­ten. This grave mat­ron had sev­er­al sorts of prac­tice, and this was one par­tic­u­lar, that if a child was born, though not in her house (for she had oc­ca­sion to be called to many private la­bours), she had people at hand, who for a piece of money would take the child off their hands, and off from the hands of the par­ish too; and those chil­dren, as she said, were hon­estly provided for and taken care of. What should be­come of them all, con­sid­er­ing so many, as by her ac­count she was con­cerned with, I can­not con­ceive.

			I had many times dis­courses upon that sub­ject with her; but she was full of this ar­gu­ment, that she save the life of many an in­no­cent lamb, as she called them, which would oth­er­wise per­haps have been murdered; and of many wo­men who, made des­per­ate by the mis­for­tune, would oth­er­wise be temp­ted to des­troy their chil­dren, and bring them­selves to the gal­lows. I gran­ted her that this was true, and a very com­mend­able thing, provided the poor chil­dren fell in­to good hands af­ter­wards, and were not ab­used, starved, and neg­lected by the nurses that bred them up. She answered, that she al­ways took care of that, and had no nurses in her busi­ness but what were very good, hon­est people, and such as might be de­pended upon.

			I could say noth­ing to the con­trary, and so was ob­liged to say, “Madam, I do not ques­tion you do your part hon­estly, but what those people do af­ter­wards is the main ques­tion;” and she stopped my mouth again with say­ing that she took the ut­most care about it.

			The only thing I found in all her con­ver­sa­tion on these sub­jects that gave me any dis­taste, was, that one time in dis­cour­aging about my be­ing far gone with child, and the time I ex­pec­ted to come, she said some­thing that looked as if she could help me off with my bur­den soon­er, if I was will­ing; or, in Eng­lish, that she could give me some­thing to make me mis­carry, if I had a de­sire to put an end to my troubles that way; but I soon let her see that I ab­horred the thoughts of it; and, to do her justice, she put it off so clev­erly, that I could not say she really in­ten­ded it, or wheth­er she only men­tioned the prac­tice as a hor­rible thing; for she couched her words so well, and took my mean­ing so quickly, that she gave her neg­at­ive be­fore I could ex­plain my­self.

			To bring this part in­to as nar­row a com­pass as pos­sible, I quit­ted my lodging at St. Jones’s and went to my new gov­erness, for so they called her in the house, and there I was in­deed treated with so much cour­tesy, so care­fully looked to, so hand­somely provided, and everything so well, that I was sur­prised at it, and could not at first see what ad­vant­age my gov­erness made of it; but I found af­ter­wards that she pro­fessed to make no profit of lodgers’ diet, nor in­deed could she get much by it, but that her profit lay in the oth­er art­icles of her man­age­ment, and she made enough that way, I as­sure you; for ’tis scarce cred­ible what prac­tice she had, as well abroad as at home, and yet all upon the private ac­count, or, in plain Eng­lish, the whor­ing ac­count.

			While I was in her house, which was near four months, she had no less than twelve ladies of pleas­ure brought to bed with­in the doors, and I think she had two-and-thirty, or there­abouts, un­der her con­duct without doors, where­of one, as nice as she was with me, was lodged with my old land­lady at St. Jones’s.

			This was a strange testi­mony of the grow­ing vice of the age, and such a one, that as bad as I had been my­self, it shocked my very senses. I began to naus­eate the place I was in and, about all, the wicked prac­tice; and yet I must say that I nev­er saw, or do I be­lieve there was to be seen, the least in­de­cency in the house the whole time I was there.

			Not a man was ever seen to come up­stairs, ex­cept to vis­it the ly­ing-in ladies with­in their month, nor then without the old lady with them, who made it a piece of hon­our of her man­age­ment that no man should touch a wo­man, no, not his own wife, with­in the month; nor would she per­mit any man to lie in the house upon any pre­tence whatever, no, not though she was sure it was with his own wife; and her gen­er­al say­ing for it was, that she cared not how many chil­dren were born in her house, but she would have none got there if she could help it.

			It might per­haps be car­ried fur­ther than was need­ful, but it was an er­ror of the right hand if it was an er­ror, for by this she kept up the repu­ta­tion, such as it was, of her busi­ness, and ob­tained this char­ac­ter, that though she did take care of the wo­men when they were de­bauched, yet she was not in­stru­ment­al to their be­ing de­bauched at all; and yet it was a wicked trade she drove too.

			While I was there, and be­fore I was brought to bed, I re­ceived a let­ter from my trust­ee at the bank, full of kind, ob­li­ging things, and earn­estly press­ing me to re­turn to Lon­don. It was near a fort­night old when it came to me, be­cause it had been first sent in­to Lan­cashire, and then re­turned to me. He con­cludes with telling me that he had ob­tained a de­cree, I think he called it, against his wife, and that he would be ready to make good his en­gage­ment to me, if I would ac­cept of him, adding a great many prot­est­a­tions of kind­ness and af­fec­tion, such as he would have been far from of­fer­ing if he had known the cir­cum­stances I had been in, and which as it was I had been very far from de­serving.

			I re­turned an an­swer to his let­ter, and dated it at Liv­er­pool, but sent it by mes­sen­ger, al­leging that it came in cov­er to a friend in town. I gave him joy of his de­liv­er­ance, but raised some scruples at the law­ful­ness of his mar­ry­ing again, and told him I sup­posed he would con­sider very ser­i­ously upon that point be­fore he re­solved on it, the con­sequence be­ing too great for a man of his judg­ment to ven­ture rashly upon a thing of that nature; so con­cluded, wish­ing him very well in whatever he re­solved, without let­ting him in­to any­thing of my own mind, or giv­ing any an­swer to his pro­pos­al of my com­ing to Lon­don to him, but men­tioned at a dis­tance my in­ten­tion to re­turn the lat­ter end of the year, this be­ing dated in April.

			I was brought to bed about the middle of May and had an­oth­er brave boy, and my­self in as good con­di­tion as usu­al on such oc­ca­sions. My gov­erness did her part as a mid­wife with the greatest art and dex­ter­ity ima­gin­able, and far bey­ond all that ever I had had any ex­per­i­ence of be­fore.

			Her care of me in my trav­ail, and after in my ly­ing in, was such, that if she had been my own moth­er it could not have been bet­ter. Let none be en­cour­aged in their loose prac­tices from this dex­ter­ous lady’s man­age­ment, for she is gone to her place, and I dare say has left noth­ing be­hind her that can or will come up on it.

			I think I had been brought to bed about twenty-two days when I re­ceived an­oth­er let­ter from my friend at the bank, with the sur­pris­ing news that he had ob­tained a fi­nal sen­tence of di­vorce against his wife, and had served her with it on such a day, and that he had such an an­swer to give to all my scruples about his mar­ry­ing again, as I could not ex­pect, and as he had no de­sire of; for that his wife, who had been un­der some re­morse be­fore for her us­age of him, as soon as she had the ac­count that he had gained his point, had very un­hap­pily des­troyed her­self that same even­ing.

			He ex­pressed him­self very hand­somely as to his be­ing con­cerned at her dis­aster, but cleared him­self of hav­ing any hand in it, and that he had only done him­self justice in a case in which he was no­tori­ously in­jured and ab­used. How­ever, he said that he was ex­tremely af­flic­ted at it, and had no view of any sat­is­fac­tion left in his world, but only in the hope that I would come and re­lieve him by my com­pany; and then he pressed me vi­ol­ently in­deed to give him some hopes that I would at least come up to town and let him see me, when he would fur­ther enter in­to dis­course about it.

			I was ex­ceed­ingly sur­prised at the news, and began now ser­i­ously to re­flect on my present cir­cum­stances, and the in­ex­press­ible mis­for­tune it was to me to have a child upon my hands, and what to do in it I knew not. At last I opened my case at a dis­tance to my gov­erness. I ap­peared mel­an­choly and un­easy for sev­er­al days, and she lay at me con­tinu­ally to know what trouble me. I could not for my life tell her that I had an of­fer of mar­riage, after I had so of­ten told her that I had a hus­band, so that I really knew not what to say to her. I owned I had some­thing which very much troubled me, but at the same time told her I could not speak of it to any­one alive.

			She con­tin­ued im­por­tun­ing me sev­er­al days, but it was im­possible, I told her, for me to com­mit the secret to any­body. This, in­stead of be­ing an an­swer to her, in­creased her im­por­tun­it­ies; she urged her hav­ing been trus­ted with the greatest secrets of this nature, that it was her busi­ness to con­ceal everything, and that to dis­cov­er things of that nature would be her ru­in. She asked me if ever I had found her tat­tling to me of oth­er people’s af­fairs, and how could I sus­pect her? She told me, to un­fold my­self to her was telling it to nobody; that she was si­lent as death; that it must be a very strange case in­deed that she could not help me out of; but to con­ceal it was to de­prive my­self of all pos­sible help, or means of help, and to de­prive her of the op­por­tun­ity of serving me. In short, she had such a be­witch­ing elo­quence, and so great a power of per­sua­sion that there was no con­ceal­ing any­thing from her.

			So I re­solved to un­bosom my­self to her. I told her the his­tory of my Lan­cashire mar­riage, and how both of us had been dis­ap­poin­ted; how we came to­geth­er, and how we par­ted; how he ab­so­lutely dis­charged me, as far as lay in him, free liberty to marry again, protest­ing that if he knew it he would nev­er claim me, or dis­turb or ex­pose me; that I thought I was free, but was dread­fully afraid to ven­ture, for fear of the con­sequences that might fol­low in case of a dis­cov­ery.

			Then I told her what a good of­fer I had; showed her my friend’s two last let­ters, in­vit­ing me to come to Lon­don, and let her see with what af­fec­tion and earn­est­ness they were writ­ten, but blot­ted out the name, and also the story about the dis­aster of his wife, only that she was dead.

			She fell a-laugh­ing at my scruples about mar­ry­ing, and told me the oth­er was no mar­riage, but a cheat on both sides; and that, as we were par­ted by mu­tu­al con­sent, the nature of the con­tract was des­troyed, and the ob­lig­a­tion was mu­tu­ally dis­charged. She had ar­gu­ments for this at the tip of her tongue; and, in short, reasoned me out of my reas­on; not but that it was too by the help of my own in­clin­a­tion.

			But then came the great and main dif­fi­culty, and that was the child; this, she told me in so many words, must be re­moved, and that so as that it should nev­er be pos­sible for any­one to dis­cov­er it. I knew there was no mar­ry­ing without en­tirely con­ceal­ing that I had had a child, for he would soon have dis­covered by the age of it that it was born, nay, and got­ten too, since my par­ley with him, and that would have des­troyed all the af­fair.

			But it touched my heart so for­cibly to think of part­ing en­tirely with the child, and, for aught I knew, of hav­ing it murdered, or starved by neg­lect and ill-us­age (which was much the same), that I could not think of it without hor­ror. I wish all those wo­men who con­sent to the dis­pos­ing their chil­dren out of the way, as it is called, for de­cency sake, would con­sider that ’tis only a con­trived meth­od for murder; that is to say, a-killing their chil­dren with safety.

			It is mani­fest to all that un­der­stand any­thing of chil­dren, that we are born in­to the world help­less, and in­cap­able either to sup­ply our own wants or so much as make them known; and that without help we must per­ish; and this help re­quires not only an as­sist­ing hand, wheth­er of the moth­er or some­body else, but there are two things ne­ces­sary in that as­sist­ing hand, that is, care and skill; without both which, half the chil­dren that are born would die, nay, though they were not to be denied food; and one half more of those that re­mained would be cripples or fools, lose their limbs, and per­haps their sense. I ques­tion not but that these are partly the reas­ons why af­fec­tion was placed by nature in the hearts of moth­ers to their chil­dren; without which they would nev­er be able to give them­selves up, as ’tis ne­ces­sary they should, to the care and wak­ing pains need­ful to the sup­port of their chil­dren.

			Since this care is need­ful to the life of chil­dren, to neg­lect them is to murder them; again, to give them up to be man­aged by those people who have none of that need­ful af­fec­tion placed by nature in them, is to neg­lect them in the highest de­gree; nay, in some it goes farther, and is a neg­lect in or­der to their be­ing lost; so that ’tis even an in­ten­tion­al murder, wheth­er the child lives or dies.

			All those things rep­res­en­ted them­selves to my view, and that is the black­est and most fright­ful form: and as I was very free with my gov­erness, whom I had now learned to call moth­er, I rep­res­en­ted to her all the dark thoughts which I had upon me about it, and told her what dis­tress I was in. She seemed graver by much at this part than at the oth­er; but as she was hardened in these things bey­ond all pos­sib­il­ity of be­ing touched with the re­li­gious part, and the scruples about the murder, so she was equally im­pen­et­rable in that part which re­lated to af­fec­tion. She asked me if she had not been care­ful and tender to me in my ly­ing in, as if I had been her own child. I told her I owned she had. “Well, my dear,” says she, “and when you are gone, what are you to me? And what would it be to me if you were to be hanged? Do you think there are not wo­men who, as it is their trade and they get their bread by it, value them­selves upon their be­ing as care­ful of chil­dren as their own moth­ers can be, and un­der­stand it rather bet­ter? Yes, yes, child,” says she, “fear it not; how were we nursed ourselves? Are you sure you was nursed up by your own moth­er? and yet you look fat and fair, child,” says the old beldam; and with that she stroked me over the face. “Nev­er be con­cerned, child,” says she, go­ing on in her drolling way; “I have no mur­der­ers about me; I em­ploy the best and the hon­est­est nurses that can be had, and have as few chil­dren mis­carry un­der their hands as there would if they were all nursed by moth­ers; we want neither care nor skill.”

			She touched me to the quick when she asked if I was sure that I was nursed by my own moth­er; on the con­trary I was sure I was not; and I trembled, and looked pale at the very ex­pres­sion. “Sure,” said I to my­self, “this creature can­not be a witch, or have any con­ver­sa­tion with a spir­it, that can in­form her what was done with me be­fore I was able to know it my­self;” and I looked at her as if I had been frightened; but re­flect­ing that it could not be pos­sible for her to know any­thing about me, that dis­order went off, and I began to be easy, but it was not presently.

			She per­ceived the dis­order I was in, but did not know the mean­ing of it; so she ran on in her wild talk upon the weak­ness of my sup­pos­ing that chil­dren were murdered be­cause they were not all nursed by the moth­er, and to per­suade me that the chil­dren she dis­posed of were as well used as if the moth­ers had the nurs­ing of them them­selves.

			“It may be true, moth­er,” says I, “for aught I know, but my doubts are very strongly groun­ded in­deed.” “Come, then,” says she, “let’s hear some of them.” “Why, first,” says I, “you give a piece of money to these people to take the child off the par­ent’s hands, and to take care of it as long as it lives. Now we know, moth­er,” said I, “that those are poor people, and their gain con­sists in be­ing quit of the charge as soon as they can; how can I doubt but that, as it is best for them to have the child die, they are not over so­li­cit­ous about life?”

			“This is all va­pours and fancy,” says the old wo­man; “I tell you their cred­it de­pends upon the child’s life, and they are as care­ful as any moth­er of you all.”

			“O moth­er,” says I, “if I was but sure my little baby would be care­fully looked to, and have justice done it, I should be happy in­deed; but it is im­possible I can be sat­is­fied in that point un­less I saw it, and to see it would be ru­in and de­struc­tion to me, as now my case stands; so what to do I know not.”

			“A fine story!” says the gov­erness. “You would see the child, and you would not see the child; you would be con­cealed and dis­covered both to­geth­er. These are things im­possible, my dear; so you must e’en do as oth­er con­scien­tious moth­ers have done be­fore you, and be con­ten­ted with things as they must be, though they are not as you wish them to be.”

			I un­der­stood what she meant by con­scien­tious moth­ers; she would have said con­scien­tious whores, but she was not will­ing to dis­ob­lige me, for really in this case I was not a whore, be­cause leg­ally mar­ried, the force of former mar­riage ex­cep­ted.

			How­ever, let me be what I would, I was not come up to that pitch of hard­ness com­mon to the pro­fes­sion; I mean, to be un­nat­ur­al, and re­gard­less of the safety of my child; and I pre­served this hon­est af­fec­tion so long, that I was upon the point of giv­ing up my friend at the bank, who lay so hard at me to come to him and marry him, that, in short, there was hardly any room to deny him.

			At last my old gov­erness came to me, with her usu­al as­sur­ance. “Come, my dear,” says she, “I have found out a way how you shall be at a cer­tainty that your child shall be used well, and yet the people that take care of it shall nev­er know you, or who the moth­er of the child is.”

			“Oh moth­er,” says I, “if you can do so, you will en­gage me to you forever.” “Well,” says she, “are you will­ing to be a some small an­nu­al ex­pense, more than what we usu­ally give to the people we con­tract with?” “Ay,” says I, “with all my heart, provided I may be con­cealed.” “As to that,” says the gov­erness, “you shall be se­cure, for the nurse shall nev­er so much as dare to in­quire about you, and you shall once or twice a year go with me and see your child, and see how ’tis used, and be sat­is­fied that it is in good hands, nobody know­ing who you are.”

			“Why,” said I, “do you think, moth­er, that when I come to see my child, I shall be able to con­ceal my be­ing the moth­er of it? Do you think that pos­sible?”

			“Well, well,” says my gov­erness, “if you dis­cov­er it, the nurse shall be nev­er the wiser; for she shall be for­bid to ask any ques­tions about you, or to take any no­tice. If she of­fers it, she shall lose the money which you are sup­pose to give her, and the child shall be taken from her too.”

			I was very well pleased with this. So the next week a coun­try­wo­man was brought from Hert­ford, or there­abouts, who was to take the child off our hands en­tirely for £10 in money. But if I would al­low £5 a year more of her, she would be ob­liged to bring the child to my gov­erness’s house as of­ten as we de­sired, or we should come down and look at it, and see how well she used it.

			The wo­man was very whole­some-look­ing, a likely wo­man, a cot­tager’s wife, but she had very good clothes and lin­en, and everything well about her; and with a heavy heart and many a tear, I let her have my child. I had been down at Hert­ford, and looked at her and at her dwell­ing, which I liked well enough; and I prom­ised her great things if she would be kind to the child, so she knew at first word that I was the child’s moth­er. But she seemed to be so much out of the way, and to have no room to in­quire after me, that I thought I was safe enough. So, in short, I con­sen­ted to let her have the child, and I gave her £10; that is to say, I gave it to my gov­erness, who gave it the poor wo­man be­fore my face, she agree­ing nev­er to re­turn the child back to me, or to claim any­thing more for its keep­ing or bring­ing up; only that I prom­ised, if she took a great deal of care of it, I would give her some­thing more as of­ten as I came to see it; so that I was not bound to pay the £5, only that I prom­ised my gov­erness I would do it. And thus my great care was over, after a man­ner, which though it did not at all sat­is­fy my mind, yet was the most con­veni­ent for me, as my af­fairs then stood, of any that could be thought of at that time.

			I then began to write to my friend at the bank in a more kindly style, and par­tic­u­larly about the be­gin­ning of Ju­ly I sent him a let­ter, that I pro­posed to be in town some time in Au­gust. He re­turned me an an­swer in the most pas­sion­ate terms ima­gin­able, and de­sired me to let him have timely no­tice, and he would come and meet me, two day’s jour­ney. This puzzled me scur­vily, and I did not know what an­swer to make of it. Once I re­solved to take the stage­coach to West Chester, on pur­pose only to have the sat­is­fac­tion of com­ing back, that he might see me really come in the same coach; for I had a jeal­ous thought, though I had no ground for it at all, lest he should think I was not really in the coun­try. And it was no ill-groun­ded thought as you shall hear presently.

			I en­deav­oured to reas­on my­self out of it, but it was in vain; the im­pres­sion lay so strong on my mind, that it was not to be res­isted. At last it came as an ad­di­tion to my new design of go­ing in­to the coun­try, that it would be an ex­cel­lent blind to my old gov­erness, and would cov­er en­tirely all my oth­er af­fairs, for she did not know in the least wheth­er my new lov­er lived in Lon­don or in Lan­cashire; and when I told her my res­ol­u­tion, she was fully per­suaded it was in Lan­cashire.

			Hav­ing taken my meas­ure for this jour­ney I let her know it, and sent the maid that ten­ded me, from the be­gin­ning, to take a place for me in the coach. She would have had me let the maid have waited on me down to the last stage, and come up again in the wag­on, but I con­vinced her it would not be con­veni­ent. When I went away, she told me she would enter in­to no meas­ures for cor­res­pond­ence, for she saw evid­ently that my af­fec­tion to my child would cause me to write to her, and to vis­it her too when I came to town again. I as­sured her it would, and so took my leave, well sat­is­fied to have been freed from such a house, how­ever good my ac­com­mod­a­tions there had been, as I have re­lated above.

			I took the place in the coach not to its full ex­tent, but to a place called Stone, in Cheshire, I think it is, where I not only had no man­ner of busi­ness, but not so much as the least ac­quaint­ance with any per­son in the town or near it. But I knew that with money in the pock­et one is at home any­where; so I lodged there two or three days, till, watch­ing my op­por­tun­ity, I found room in an­oth­er stage­coach, and took pas­sage back again for Lon­don, send­ing a let­ter to my gen­tle­man that I should be such a cer­tain day at Stony-Strat­ford, where the coach­man told me he was to lodge.

			It happened to be a chance coach that I had taken up, which, hav­ing been hired on pur­pose to carry some gen­tle­men to West Chester who were go­ing for Ire­land, was now re­turn­ing, and did not tie it­self to ex­act times or places as the stages did; so that, hav­ing been ob­liged to lie still on Sunday, he had time to get him­self ready to come out, which oth­er­wise he could not have done.

			How­ever, his warn­ing was so short, that he could not reach to Stony-Strat­ford time enough to be with me at night, but he met me at a place called Brick­hill the next morn­ing, as we were just com­ing in to tow.

			I con­fess I was very glad to see him, for I had thought my­self a little dis­ap­poin­ted overnight, see­ing I had gone so far to con­trive my com­ing on pur­pose. He pleased me doubly too by the fig­ure he came in, for he brought a very hand­some (gen­tle­man’s) coach and four horses, with a ser­vant to at­tend him.

			He took me out of the stage­coach im­me­di­ately, which stopped at an inn in Brick­hill; and put­ting in­to the same inn, he set up his own coach, and be­spoke his din­ner. I asked him what he meant by that, for I was for go­ing for­ward with the jour­ney. He said, No, I had need of a little rest upon the road, and that was a very good sort of a house, though it was but a little town; so we would go no farther that night, whatever came of it.

			I did not press him much, for since he had come so to meet me, and put him­self to so much ex­pense, it was but reas­on­able I should ob­lige him a little too; so I was easy as to that point.

			After din­ner we walked to see the town, to see the church, and to view the fields, and the coun­try, as is usu­al for strangers to do; and our land­lord was our guide in go­ing to see the church. I ob­served my gen­tle­man in­quired pretty much about the par­son, and I took the hint im­me­di­ately that he cer­tainly would pro­pose to be mar­ried; and though it was a sud­den thought, it fol­lowed presently, that, in short, I would not re­fuse him; for, to be plain, with my cir­cum­stances I was in no con­di­tion now to say No; I had no reas­on now to run any more such haz­ards.

			But while these thoughts ran round in my head, which was the work but of a few mo­ments, I ob­served my land­lord took him aside and whispered to him, though not very softly neither, for so much I over­heard: “Sir, if you shall have oc­ca­sion—” the rest I could not hear, but it seems it was to this pur­pose: “Sir, if you shall have oc­ca­sion for a min­is­ter, I have a friend a little way off that will serve you, and be as private as you please.” My gen­tle­man answered loud enough for me to hear, “Very well, I be­lieve I shall.”

			I was no soon­er come back to the inn but he fell upon me with ir­res­ist­ible words, that since he had had the good for­tune to meet me, and everything con­curred, it would be hasten­ing his fe­li­city if I would put an end to the mat­ter just there. “What do you mean?” says I, col­our­ing a little. “What, in an inn, and upon the road! Bless us all,” said I, as if I had been sur­prised, “how can you talk so?” “Oh, I can talk so very well,” says he, “I came a-pur­pose to talk so, and I’ll show you that I did;” and with that he pulls out a great bundle of pa­pers. “You fright me,” said I; “what are all these?” “Don’t be frighted, my dear,” said he, and kissed me. This was the first time that he had been so free to call me “my dear;” then he re­peated it, “Don’t be frighted; you shall see what it is all;” then he laid them all abroad. There was first the deed or sen­tence of di­vorce from his wife, and the full evid­ence of her play­ing the whore; then there were the cer­ti­fic­ates of the min­is­ter and church­war­dens of the par­ish where she lived, prov­ing that she was bur­ied, and in­tim­at­ing the man­ner of her death; the copy of the cor­on­er’s war­rant for a jury to sit upon her, and the ver­dict of the jury, who brought it in Non com­pos mentis. All this was in­deed to the pur­pose, and to give me sat­is­fac­tion, though, by the way, I was not so scru­pu­lous, had he known all, but that I might have taken him without it. How­ever, I looked them all over as well as I could, and told him that this was all very clear in­deed, but that he need not have giv­en him­self the trouble to have brought them out with him, for it was time enough. Well, he said, it might be time enough for me, but no time but the present time was time enough for him.

			There were oth­er pa­pers rolled up, and I asked him what they were. “Why, ay,” says he, “that’s the ques­tion I wanted to have you ask me;” so he un­rolls them and takes out a little shagreen case, and gives me out of it a very fine dia­mond ring. I could not re­fuse it, if I had a mind to do so, for he put it upon my fin­ger; so I made him a curtsy and ac­cep­ted it. Then he takes out an­oth­er ring: “And this,” says he, “is for an­oth­er oc­ca­sion,” so he puts that in his pock­et. “Well, but let me see it, though,” says I, and smiled; “I guess what it is; I think you are mad.” “I should have been mad if I had done less,” says he, and still he did not show me, and I had a great mind to see it; so I says, “Well, but let me see it.” “Hold,” says he, “first look here;” then he took up the roll again and read it, and be­hold! it was a li­cence for us to be mar­ried. “Why,” says I, “are you dis­trac­ted? Why, you were fully sat­is­fied that I would com­ply and yield at first word, or re­solved to take no deni­al.” “The last is cer­tainly the case,” said he. “But you may be mis­taken,” said I. “No, no,” says he, “how can you think so? I must not be denied, I can’t be denied;” and with that he fell to kiss­ing me so vi­ol­ently, I could not get rid of him.

			There was a bed in the room, and we were walk­ing to and again, eager in the dis­course; at last he takes me by sur­prise in his arms, and threw me on the bed and him­self with me, and hold­ing me fast in his arms, but without the least of­fer of any in­de­cency, cour­ted me to con­sent with such re­peated en­treat­ies and ar­gu­ments, protest­ing his af­fec­tion, and vow­ing he would not let me go till I had prom­ised him, that at last I said, “Why, you re­solve not to be denied, in­deed, I can’t be denied.” “Well, well,” said I, and giv­ing him a slight kiss, “then you shan’t be denied,” said I; “let me get up.”

			He was so trans­por­ted with my con­sent, and the kind man­ner of it, that I began to think once he took it for a mar­riage, and would not stay for the form; but I wronged him, for he gave over kiss­ing me, and then giv­ing me two or three kisses again, thanked me for my kind yield­ing to him; and was so over­come with the sat­is­fac­tion and joy of it, that I saw tears stand in his eyes.

			I turned from him, for it filled my eyes with tears too, and I asked him leave to re­tire a little to my cham­ber. If ever I had a grain of true re­pent­ance for a vi­cious and ab­om­in­able life for twenty-four years past, it was then. Oh, what a fe­li­city is it to man­kind, said I to my­self, that they can­not see in­to the hearts of one an­oth­er! How happy had it been for me if I had been wife to a man of so much hon­esty, and so much af­fec­tion from the be­gin­ning!

			Then it oc­curred to me, “What an ab­om­in­able creature am I! and how is this in­no­cent gen­tle­man go­ing to be ab­used by me! How little does he think, that hav­ing di­vorced a whore, he is throw­ing him­self in­to the arms of an­oth­er! that he is go­ing to marry one that has lain with two broth­ers, and has had three chil­dren by her own broth­er! one that was born in Newg­ate, whose moth­er was a whore, and is now a trans­por­ted thief! one that has lain with thir­teen men, and has had a child since he saw me! Poor gen­tle­man!” said I, “what is he go­ing to do?” After this re­proach­ing my­self was over, it fol­low­ing thus: “Well, if I must be his wife, if it please God to give me grace, I’ll be a true wife to him, and love him suit­ably to the strange ex­cess of his pas­sion for me; I will make him amends if pos­sible, by what he shall see, for the cheats and ab­uses I put upon him, which he does not see.”

			He was im­pa­tient for my com­ing out of my cham­ber, but find­ing me long, he went down­stairs and talked with my land­lord about the par­son.

			My land­lord, an of­fi­cious though well-mean­ing fel­low, had sent away for the neigh­bour­ing cler­gy­man; and when my gen­tle­man began to speak of it to him, and talk of send­ing for him, “Sir,” says he to him, “my friend is in the house;” so without any more words he brought them to­geth­er. When he came to the min­is­ter, he asked him if he would ven­ture to marry a couple of strangers that were both will­ing. The par­son said that Mr. ——— had said some­thing to him of it; that he hoped it was no clandes­tine busi­ness; that he seemed to be a grave gen­tle­man, and he sup­posed madam was not a girl, so that the con­sent of friends should be wanted. “To put you out of doubt of that,” says my gen­tle­man, “read this pa­per;” and out he pulls the li­cense. “I am sat­is­fied,” says the min­is­ter; “where is the lady?” “You shall see her presently,” says my gen­tle­man.

			When he had said thus he comes up­stairs, and I was by that time come out of my room; so he tells me the min­is­ter was be­low, and that he had talked with him, and that upon show­ing him the li­cense, he was free to marry us with all his heart, “but he asks to see you;” so he asked if I would let him come up.

			“ ’Tis time enough,” said I, “in the morn­ing, is it not?” “Why,” said he, “my dear, he seemed to scruple wheth­er it was not some young girl stolen from her par­ents, and I as­sured him we were both of age to com­mand our own con­sent; and that made him ask to see you.” “Well,” said I, “do as you please;” so up they brings the par­son, and a merry, good sort of gen­tle­man he was. He had been told, it seems, that we had met there by ac­ci­dent, that I came in the Chester coach, and my gen­tle­man in his own coach to meet me; that we were to have met last night at Stony-Strat­ford, but that he could not reach so far. “Well, sir,” says the par­son, “every ill turn has some good in it. The dis­ap­point­ment, sir,” says he to my gen­tle­man, “was yours, and the good turn is mine, for if you had met at Stony-Strat­ford I had not had the hon­our to marry you. Land­lord, have you a Com­mon Pray­er Book?”

			I star­ted as if I had been frightened. “Lord, sir,” says I, “what do you mean? What, to marry in an inn, and at night too?” “Madam,” says the min­is­ter, “if you will have it be in the church, you shall; but I as­sure you your mar­riage will be as firm here as in the church; we are not tied by the can­ons to marry nowhere but in the church; and if you will have it in the church, it will be a pub­lic as a county fair; and as for the time of day, it does not at all weigh in this case; our princes are mar­ried in their cham­bers, and at eight or ten o’clock at night.”

			I was a great while be­fore I could be per­suaded, and pre­ten­ded not to be will­ing at all to be mar­ried but in the church. But it was all grim­ace; so I seemed at last to be pre­vailed on, and my land­lord and his wife and daugh­ter were called up. My land­lord was fath­er and clerk and all to­geth­er, and we were mar­ried, and very merry we were; though I con­fess the self-re­proaches which I had upon me be­fore lay close to me, and ex­tor­ted every now and then a deep sigh from me, which my bride­groom took no­tice of, and en­deav­oured to en­cour­age me, think­ing, poor man, that I had some little hes­it­a­tions at the step I had taken so hast­ily.

			We en­joyed ourselves that even­ing com­pletely, and yet all was kept so private in the inn that not a ser­vant in the house knew of it, for my land­lady and her daugh­ter waited on me, and would not let any of the maids come up­stairs, ex­cept while we were at sup­per. My land­lady’s daugh­ter I called my brides­maid; and send­ing for a shop­keep­er the next morn­ing, I gave the young wo­man a good suit of knots, as good as the town would af­ford, and find­ing it was a lace-mak­ing town, I gave her moth­er a piece of bone-lace for a head.

			One reas­on that my land­lord was so close was, that he was un­will­ing the min­is­ter of the par­ish should hear of it; but for all that some­body heard of it, so at that we had the bells set a-ringing the next morn­ing early, and the mu­sic, such as the town would af­ford, un­der our win­dow; but my land­lord brazened it out, that we were mar­ried be­fore we came thith­er, only that, be­ing his former guests, we would have our wed­ding-sup­per at his house.

			We could not find in our hearts to stir the next day; for, in short, hav­ing been dis­turbed by the bells in the morn­ing, and hav­ing per­haps not slept over­much be­fore, we were so sleepy af­ter­wards that we lay in bed till al­most twelve o’clock.

			I begged my land­lady that we might not have any more mu­sic in the town, nor ringing of bells, and she man­aged it so well that we were very quiet; but an odd pas­sage in­ter­rup­ted all my mirth for a good while. The great room of the house looked in­to the street, and my new spouse be­ing be­lowstairs, I had walked to the end of the room; and it be­ing a pleas­ant, warm day, I had opened the win­dow, and was stand­ing at it for some air, when I saw three gen­tle­men come by on horse­back and go in­to an inn just against us.

			It was not to be con­cealed, nor was it so doubt­ful as to leave me any room to ques­tion it, but the second of the three was my Lan­cashire hus­band. I was frightened to death; I nev­er was in such a con­sterna­tion in my life; I though I should have sunk in­to the ground; my blood ran chill in my veins, and I trembled as if I had been in a cold fit of ague. I say, there was no room to ques­tion the truth of it; I knew his clothes, I knew his horse, and I knew his face.

			The first sens­ible re­flect I made was, that my hus­band was not by to see my dis­order, and that I was very glad of it. The gen­tle­men had not been long in the house but they came to the win­dow of their room, as is usu­al; but my win­dow was shut, you may be sure. How­ever, I could not keep from peep­ing at them, and there I saw him again, heard him call out to one of the ser­vants of the house for some­thing he wanted, and re­ceived all the ter­ri­fy­ing con­firm­a­tions of its be­ing the same per­son that were pos­sible to be had.

			My next con­cern was to know, if pos­sible, what was his busi­ness there; but that was im­possible. Some­times my ima­gin­a­tion formed an idea of one fright­ful thing, some­times of an­oth­er; some­times I thought he had dis­covered me, and was come to up­braid me with in­grat­it­ude and breach of hon­our; and every mo­ment I fan­cied he was com­ing up the stairs to in­sult me; and in­nu­mer­able fan­cies came in­to my head of what was nev­er in his head, nor ever could be, un­less the dev­il had re­vealed it to him.

			I re­mained in this fright nearly two hours, and scarce ever kept my eye from the win­dow or door of the inn where they were. At last, hear­ing a great clat­ter in the pas­sage of their inn, I ran to the win­dow, and, to my great sat­is­fac­tion, saw them all three go out again and travel on west­ward. Had they gone to­wards Lon­don, I should have been still in a fright, lest I should meet him on the road again, and that he should know me; but he went the con­trary way, and so I was eased of that dis­order.

			We re­solved to be go­ing the next day, but about six o’clock at night we were alarmed with a great up­roar in the street, and people rid­ing as if they had been out of their wits; and what was it but a hue-and-cry after three high­way­men that had robbed two coaches and some oth­er trav­el­lers near Dun­stable Hill, and no­tice had, it seems, been giv­en that they had been seen at Brick­hill at such a house, mean­ing the house where those gen­tle­men had been.

			The house was im­me­di­ately be­set and searched, but there were wit­nesses enough that the gen­tle­men had been gone over three hours. The crowd hav­ing gathered about, we had the news presently; and I was heart­ily con­cerned now an­oth­er way. I presently told the people of the house, that I durst to say those were not the per­sons, for that I knew one of the gen­tle­men to be a very hon­est per­son, and of a good es­tate in Lan­cashire.

			The con­stable who came with the hue-and-cry was im­me­di­ately in­formed of this, and came over to me to be sat­is­fied from my own mouth, and I as­sured him that I saw the three gen­tle­men as I was at the win­dow; that I saw them af­ter­wards at the win­dows of the room they dined in; that I saw them af­ter­wards take horse, and I could as­sure him I knew one of them to be such a man, that he was a gen­tle­man of a very good es­tate, and an un­doubted char­ac­ter in Lan­cashire, from whence I was just now upon my jour­ney.

			The as­sur­ance with which I de­livered this gave the mob gentry a check, and gave the con­stable such sat­is­fac­tion, that he im­me­di­ately soun­ded a re­treat, told his people these were not the men, but that he had an ac­count they were very hon­est gen­tle­men; and so they went all back again. What the truth of the mat­ter was I knew not, but cer­tain it was that the coaches were robbed at Dun­stable Hill, and £560 in money taken; be­sides, some of the lace mer­chants that al­ways travel that way had been vis­ited too. As to the three gen­tle­men, that re­mains to be ex­plained here­after.

			Well, this alarm stopped us an­oth­er day, though my spouse was for trav­el­ling, and told me that it was al­ways safest trav­el­ling after a rob­bery, for that the thieves were sure to be gone far enough off when they had alarmed the coun­try; but I was afraid and un­easy, and in­deed prin­cip­ally lest my old ac­quaint­ance should be upon the road still, and should chance to see me.

			I nev­er lived four pleas­anter days to­geth­er in my life. I was a mere bride all this while, and my new spouse strove to make me en­tirely easy in everything. Oh could this state of life have con­tin­ued, how had all my past troubles been for­got, and my fu­ture sor­rows avoided! But I had a past life of a most wretched kind to ac­count for, some of it in this world as well as in an­oth­er.

			We came away the fifth day; and my land­lord, be­cause he saw me un­easy, moun­ted him­self, his son, and three hon­est coun­try fel­lows with good fire­arms, and, without telling us of it, fol­lowed the coach, and would see us safe in­to Dun­stable. We could do no less than treat them very hand­somely at Dun­stable, which cost my spouse about ten or twelve shil­lings, and some­thing he gave the men for their time too, but my land­lord would take noth­ing for him­self.

			This was the most happy con­triv­ance for me that could have fallen out; for had I come to Lon­don un­mar­ried, I must either have come to him for the first night’s en­ter­tain­ment, or have dis­covered to him that I had not one ac­quaint­ance in the whole city of Lon­don that could re­ceive a poor bride for the first night’s lodging with her spouse. But now, be­ing an old mar­ried wo­man, I made no scruple of go­ing dir­ectly home with him, and there I took pos­ses­sion at once of a house well fur­nished, and a hus­band in very good cir­cum­stances, so that I had a pro­spect of a very happy life, if I knew how to man­age it; and I had leis­ure to con­sider of the real value of the life I was likely to live. How dif­fer­ent it was to be from the loose un­gov­erned part I had ac­ted be­fore, and how much hap­pi­er a life of vir­tue and sobri­ety is, than that which we call a life of pleas­ure.

			Oh had this par­tic­u­lar scene of life las­ted, or had I learned from that time I en­joyed it, to have tasted the true sweet­ness of it, and had I not fallen in­to that poverty which is the sure bane of vir­tue, how happy had I been, not only here, but per­haps forever! for while I lived thus, I was really a pen­it­ent for all my life past. I looked back on it with ab­hor­rence, and might truly be said to hate my­self for it. I of­ten re­flec­ted how my lov­er at the Bath, struck at the hand of God, re­pen­ted and aban­doned me, and re­fused to see me any more, though he loved me to an ex­treme; but I, promp­ted by that worst of dev­ils, poverty, re­turned to the vile prac­tice, and made the ad­vant­age of what they call a hand­some face to be the re­lief to my ne­ces­sit­ies, and beauty be a pimp to vice.

			Now I seemed landed in a safe har­bour, after the stormy voy­age of life past was at an end, and I began to be thank­ful for my de­liv­er­ance. I sat many an hour by my­self, and wept over the re­mem­brance of past fol­lies, and the dread­ful ex­tra­vag­ances of a wicked life, and some­times I flattered my­self that I had sin­cerely re­pen­ted.

			But there are tempta­tions which it is not in the power of hu­man nature to res­ist, and few know what would be their case if driv­en to the same ex­i­gen­cies. As cov­et­ous­ness is the root of all evil, so poverty is, I be­lieve, the worst of all snares. But I waive that dis­course till I come to an ex­per­i­ment.

			I lived with this hus­band with the ut­most tran­quil­lity; he was a quiet, sens­ible, sober man; vir­tu­ous, mod­est, sin­cere, and in his busi­ness di­li­gent and just. His busi­ness was in a nar­row com­pass, and his in­come suf­fi­cient to a plen­ti­ful way of liv­ing in the or­din­ary way. I do not say to keep an equipage, and make a fig­ure, as the world calls it, nor did I ex­pect it, or de­sire it; for as I ab­horred the lev­ity and ex­tra­vag­ance of my former life, so I chose now to live re­tired, frugal, and with­in ourselves. I kept no com­pany, made no vis­its; minded my fam­ily, and ob­liged my hus­band; and this kind of life be­came a pleas­ure to me.

			We lived in an un­in­ter­rup­ted course of ease and con­tent for five years, when a sud­den blow from an al­most in­vis­ible hand blas­ted all my hap­pi­ness, and turned me out in­to the world in a con­di­tion the re­verse of all that had been be­fore it.

			My hus­band hav­ing trus­ted one of his fel­low-clerks with a sum of money, too much for our for­tunes to bear the loss of, the clerk failed, and the loss fell very heavy on my hus­band, yet it was not so great neither but that, if he had had spir­it and cour­age to have looked his mis­for­tunes in the face, his cred­it was so good that, as I told him, he would eas­ily re­cov­er it; for to sink un­der trouble is to double the weight, and he that will die in it, shall die in it.

			It was in vain to speak com­fort­ably to him; the wound had sunk too deep; it was a stab that touched the vi­tals; he grew mel­an­choly and dis­con­sol­ate, and from thence leth­ar­gic, and died. I foresaw the blow, and was ex­tremely op­pressed in my mind, for I saw evid­ently that if he died I was un­done.

			I had had two chil­dren by him and no more, for, to tell the truth, it began to be time for me to leave bear­ing chil­dren, for I was now eight-and-forty, and I sup­pose if he had lived I should have had no more.

			I was now left in a dis­mal and dis­con­sol­ate case in­deed, and in sev­er­al things worse than ever. First, it was past the flour­ish­ing time with me when I might ex­pect to be cour­ted for a mis­tress; that agree­able part had de­clined some time, and the ru­ins only ap­peared of what had been; and that which was worse than all this, that I was the most de­jec­ted, dis­con­sol­ate creature alive. I that had en­cour­aged my hus­band, and en­deav­oured to sup­port his spir­its un­der his trouble, could not sup­port my own; I wanted that spir­it in trouble which I told him was so ne­ces­sary to him for bear­ing the bur­den.

			But my case was in­deed de­plor­able, for I was left per­fectly friend­less and help­less, and the loss my hus­band had sus­tained had re­duced his cir­cum­stances so low, that though in­deed I was not in debt, yet I could eas­ily fore­see that what was left would not sup­port me long; that while it wasted daily for sub­sist­ence, I had not way to in­crease it one shil­ling, so that it would be soon all spent, and then I saw noth­ing be­fore me but the ut­most dis­tress; and this rep­res­en­ted it­self so lively to my thoughts, that it seemed as if it was come, be­fore it was really very near; also my very ap­pre­hen­sions doubled the misery, for I fan­cied every six­pence that I paid for a loaf of bread was the last that I had in the world, and that to­mor­row I was to fast, and be starved to death.

			In this dis­tress I had no as­sist­ant, no friend to com­fort or ad­vise me; I sat and cried and tor­men­ted my­self night and day, wringing my hands, and some­times rav­ing like a dis­trac­ted wo­man; and in­deed I have of­ten wondered it had not af­fected my reas­on, for I had the va­pours to such a de­gree, that my un­der­stand­ing was some­times quite lost in fan­cies and ima­gin­a­tions.

			I lived two years in this dis­mal con­di­tion, wast­ing that little I had, weep­ing con­tinu­ally over my dis­mal cir­cum­stances, and, as it were, only bleed­ing to death, without the least hope or pro­spect of help from God or man; and now I had cried too long, and so of­ten, that tears were, as I might say, ex­hausted, and I began to be des­per­ate, for I grew poor apace.

			For a little re­lief I had put off my house and took lodgings; and as I was re­du­cing my liv­ing, so I sold off most of my goods, which put a little money in my pock­et, and I lived near a year upon that, spend­ing very spar­ingly, and ek­ing things out to the ut­most; but still when I looked be­fore me, my very heart would sink with­in me at the in­ev­it­able ap­proach of misery and want. Oh let none read this part without ser­i­ously re­flect­ing on the cir­cum­stances of a des­ol­ate state, and how they would grapple with mere want of friends and want of bread; it will cer­tainly make them think not of spar­ing what they have only, but of look­ing up to heav­en for sup­port, and of the wise man’s pray­er, “Give me not poverty, lest I steal.”

			Let them re­mem­ber that a time of dis­tress is a time of dread­ful tempta­tion, and all the strength to res­ist is taken away; poverty presses, the soul is made des­per­ate by dis­tress, and what can be done? It was one even­ing, when be­ing brought, as I may say, to the last gasp, I think I may truly say I was dis­trac­ted and rav­ing, when promp­ted by I know not what spir­it, and, as it were, do­ing I did not know what or why, I dressed me (for I had still pretty good clothes) and went out. I am very sure I had no man­ner of design in my head when I went out; I neither knew nor con­sidered where to go, or on what busi­ness; but as the dev­il car­ried me out and laid his bait for me, so he brought me, to be sure, to the place, for I knew not whith­er I was go­ing or what I did.

			Wan­der­ing thus about, I knew not whith­er, I passed by an apo­thecary’s shop in Lead­en­hall Street, when I saw lie on a stool just be­fore the counter a little bundle wrapped in a white cloth; bey­ond it stood a maid­ser­vant with her back to it, look­ing to­wards the top of the shop, where the apo­thecary’s ap­pren­tice, as I sup­pose, was stand­ing upon the counter, with his back also to the door, and a candle in his hand, look­ing and reach­ing up to the up­per shelf for some­thing he wanted, so that both were en­gaged mighty earn­estly, and nobody else in the shop.

			This was the bait; and the dev­il, who I said laid the snare, as read­ily promp­ted me as if he had spoke, for I re­mem­ber, and shall nev­er for­get it, ’twas like a voice spoken to me over my shoulder, “Take the bundle; be quick; do it this mo­ment.” It was no soon­er said but I stepped in­to the shop, and with my back to the wench, as if I had stood up for a cart that was go­ing by, I put my hand be­hind me and took the bundle, and went off with it, the maid or the fel­low not per­ceiv­ing me, or any­one else.

			It is im­possible to ex­press the hor­ror of my soul all the while I did it. When I went away I had no heart to run, or scarce to mend my pace. I crossed the street in­deed, and went down the first turn­ing I came to, and I think it was a street that went through in­to Fen­church Street. From thence I crossed and turned through so many ways and turn­ings, that I could nev­er tell which way it was, not where I went; for I felt not the ground I stepped on, and the farther I was out of danger, the faster I went, till, tired and out of breath, I was forced to sit down on a little bench at a door, and then I began to re­cov­er, and found I was got in­to Thames Street, near Billings­gate. I res­ted me a little and went on; my blood was all in a fire; my heart beat as if I was in a sud­den fright. In short, I was un­der such a sur­prise that I still knew not with­er I was go­ing, or what to do.

			After I had tired my­self thus with walk­ing a long way about, and so eagerly, I began to con­sider and make home to my lodging, where I came about nine o’clock at night.

			When the bundle was made up for, or on what oc­ca­sion laid where I found it, I knew not, but when I came to open it I found there was a suit of child­bed-lin­en in it, very good and al­most new, the lace very fine; there was a sil­ver por­rin­ger of a pint, a small sil­ver mug and six spoons, with some oth­er lin­en, a good smock, and three silk handker­chiefs, and in the mug, wrapped up in a pa­per, 18s. 6d. in money.

			All the while I was open­ing these things I was un­der such dread­ful im­pres­sions of fear, and I such ter­ror of mind, though I was per­fectly safe, that I can­not ex­press the man­ner of it. I sat me down, and cried most vehe­mently. “Lord,” said I, “what am I now? a thief! Why, I shall be taken next time, and be car­ried to Newg­ate and be tried for my life!” And with that I cried again a long time, and I am sure, as poor as I was, if I had durst for fear, I would cer­tainly have car­ried the things back again; but that went off after a while. Well, I went to bed for that night, but slept little; the hor­ror of the fact was upon my mind, and I knew not what I said or did all night, and all the next day. Then I was im­pa­tient to hear some news of the loss; and would fain know how it was, wheth­er they were a poor body’s goods, or a rich. “Per­haps,” said I, “it may be some poor wid­ow like me, that had packed up these goods to go and sell them for a little bread for her­self and a poor child, and are now starving and break­ing their hearts for want of that little they would have fetched.” And this thought tor­men­ted me worse than all the rest, for three or four days’ time.

			But my own dis­tresses si­lenced all these re­flec­tions, and the pro­spect of my own starving, which grew every day more fright­ful to me, hardened my heart by de­grees. It was then par­tic­u­larly heavy upon my mind, that I had been re­formed, and had, as I hoped, re­pen­ted of all my past wicked­ness; that I had lived a sober, grave, re­tired life for sev­er­al years, but now I should be driv­en by the dread­ful ne­ces­sity of my cir­cum­stances to the gates of de­struc­tion, soul and body; and two or three times I fell upon my knees, pray­ing to God, as well as I could, for de­liv­er­ance; but I can­not but say, my pray­ers had no hope in them. I knew not what to do; it was all fear without, and dark with­in; and I re­flec­ted on my past life as not sin­cerely re­pen­ted of, that Heav­en was now be­gin­ning to pun­ish me on this side the grave, and would make me as miser­able as I had been wicked.

			Had I gone on here I had per­haps been a true pen­it­ent; but I had an evil coun­sel­lor with­in, and he was con­tinu­ally prompt­ing me to re­lieve my­self by the worst means; so one even­ing he temp­ted me again, by the same wicked im­pulse that had said “Take that bundle,” to go out again and seek for what might hap­pen.

			I went out now by day­light, and wandered about I knew not whith­er, and in search of I knew not what, when the dev­il put a snare in my way of a dread­ful nature in­deed, and such a one as I have nev­er had be­fore or since. Go­ing through Alder­sgate Street, there was a pretty little child who had been at a dan­cing-school, and was go­ing home, all alone; and my prompt­er, like a true dev­il, set me upon this in­no­cent creature. I talked to it, and it prattled to me again, and I took it by the hand and led it along till I came to a paved al­ley that goes in­to Bartho­lomew Close, and I led it in there. The child said that was not its way home. I said, “Yes, my dear, it is; I’ll show you the way home.” The child had a little neck­lace on of gold beads, and I had my eye upon that, and in the dark of the al­ley I stooped, pre­tend­ing to mend the child’s clog that was loose, and took off her neck­lace, and the child nev­er felt it, and so led the child on again. Here, I say, the dev­il put me upon killing the child in the dark al­ley, that it might not cry, but the very thought frighted me so that I was ready to drop down; but I turned the child about and bade it go back again, for that was not its way home. The child said, so she would, and I went through in­to Bartho­lomew Close, and then turned round to an­oth­er pas­sage that goes in­to St. John Street; then, cross­ing in­to Smith­field, went down Chick Lane and in­to Field Lane to Hol­born Bridge, when, mix­ing with the crowd of people usu­ally passing there, it was not pos­sible to have been found out; and thus I en­ter­prised my second sally in­to the world.

			The thoughts of this booty put out all the thoughts of the first, and the re­flec­tions I had made wore quickly off; poverty, as I have said, hardened my heart, and my own ne­ces­sit­ies made me re­gard­less of any­thing. The last af­fair left no great con­cern upon me, for as I did the poor child no harm, I only said to my­self, I had giv­en the par­ents a just re­proof for their neg­li­gence in leav­ing the poor little lamb to come home by it­self, and it would teach them to take more care of it an­oth­er time.

			This string of beads was worth about twelve or four­teen pounds. I sup­pose it might have been formerly the moth­er’s, for it was too big for the child’s wear, but that per­haps the van­ity of the moth­er, to have her child look fine at the dan­cing-school, had made her let the child wear it; and no doubt the child had a maid sent to take care of it, but she, care­less jade, was taken up per­haps with some fel­low that had met her by the way, and so the poor baby wandered till it fell in­to my hands.

			How­ever, I did the child no harm; I did not so much as fright it, for I had a great many tender thoughts about me yet, and did noth­ing but what, as I may say, mere ne­ces­sity drove me to.

			I had a great many ad­ven­tures after this, but I was young in the busi­ness, and did not know how to man­age, oth­er­wise than as the dev­il put things in­to my head; and in­deed he was sel­dom back­ward to me. One ad­ven­ture I had which was very lucky to me. I was go­ing through Lom­bard Street in the dusk of the even­ing, just by the end of Three King court, when on a sud­den comes a fel­low run­ning by me as swift as light­ning, and throws a bundle that was in his hand, just be­hind me, as I stood up against the corner of the house at the turn­ing in­to the al­ley. Just as he threw it in he said, “God bless you, mis­tress, let it lie there a little,” and away he runs swift as the wind. After him comes two more, and im­me­di­ately a young fel­low without his hat, cry­ing “Stop thief!” and after him two or three more. They pur­sued the two last fel­lows so close, that they were forced to drop what they had got, and one of them was taken in­to the bar­gain, and oth­er got off free.

			I stood stock-still all this while, till they came back, drag­ging the poor fel­low they had taken, and lug­ging the things they had found, ex­tremely well sat­is­fied that they had re­covered the booty and taken the thief; and thus they passed by me, for I looked only like one who stood up while the crowd was gone.

			Once or twice I asked what was the mat­ter, but the people neg­lected an­swer­ing me, and I was not very im­por­tunate; but after the crowd was wholly past, I took my op­por­tun­ity to turn about and take up what was be­hind me and walk away. This, in­deed, I did with less dis­turb­ance than I had done formerly, for these things I did not steal, but they were stolen to my hand. I got safe to my lodgings with this cargo, which was a piece of fine black lus­tring silk, and a piece of vel­vet; the lat­ter was but part of a piece of about el­ev­en yards; the former was a whole piece of near fifty yards. It seems it was a mer­cer’s shop that they had rifled. I say rifled, be­cause the goods were so con­sid­er­able that they had lost; for the goods that they re­covered were pretty many, and I be­lieve came to about six or sev­en sev­er­al pieces of silk. How they came to get so many I could not tell; but as I had only robbed the thief, I made no scruple at tak­ing these goods, and be­ing very glad of them too.

			I had pretty good luck thus far, and I made sev­er­al ad­ven­tures more, though with but small pur­chase, yet with good suc­cess, but I went in daily dread that some mis­chief would be­fall me, and that I should cer­tainly come to be hanged at last. The im­pres­sion this made on me was too strong to be slighted, and it kept me from mak­ing at­tempts that, for ought I knew, might have been very safely per­formed; but one thing I can­not omit, which was a bait to me many a day. I walked fre­quently out in­to the vil­lages round the town, to see if noth­ing would fall in my way there; and go­ing by a house near Stepney, I saw on the win­dow-board two rings, one a small dia­mond ring, and the oth­er a gold ring, to be sure laid there by some thought­less lady, that had more money then fore­cast, per­haps only till she washed her hands.

			I walked sev­er­al times by the win­dow to ob­serve if I could see wheth­er there was any­body in the room or no, and I could see nobody, but still I was not sure. It came presently in­to my thoughts to rap at the glass, as if I wanted to speak with some­body, and if any­body was there they would be sure to come to the win­dow, and then I would tell them to re­move those rings, for that I had seen two sus­pi­cious fel­lows take no­tice of them. This was a ready thought. I rapped once or twice and nobody came, when, see­ing the coast clear, I thrust hard against the square of the glass, and broke it with very little noise, and took out the two rings, and walked away with them very safe. The dia­mond ring was worth about £3, and the oth­er about 9s.

			I was now at a loss for a mar­ket for my goods, and es­pe­cially for my two pieces of silk. I was very loath to dis­pose of them for a trifle, as the poor un­happy thieves in gen­er­al do, who, after they have ven­tured their lives for per­haps a thing of value, are fain to sell it for a song when they have done; but I was re­solved I would not do thus, whatever shift I made, un­less I was driv­en to the last ex­tremity. How­ever, I did not well know what course to take. At last I re­solved to go to my old gov­erness, and ac­quaint my­self with her again. I had punc­tu­ally sup­plied the £5 a year to her for my little boy as long as I was able, but at last was ob­liged to put a stop to it. How­ever, I had writ­ten a let­ter to her, wherein I had told her that my cir­cum­stances were re­duced very low; that I had lost my hus­band, and that I was not able to do it any longer, and so begged that the poor child might not suf­fer too much for its moth­er’s mis­for­tunes.

			I now made her a vis­it, and I found that she drove some­thing of the old trade still, but that she was not in such flour­ish­ing cir­cum­stances as be­fore; for she had been sued by a cer­tain gen­tle­man who had had his daugh­ter stolen from him, and who, it seems, she had helped to con­vey away; and it was very nar­rowly that she es­caped the gal­lows. The ex­pense also had rav­aged her, and she was be­come very poor; her house was but meanly fur­nished, and she was not in such re­pute for her prac­tice as be­fore; how­ever, she stood upon her legs, as they say, and as she was a stir­ring, bust­ling wo­man, and had some stock left, she was turned pawn­broker, and lived pretty well.

			She re­ceived me very civilly, and with her usu­al ob­li­ging man­ner told me she would not have the less re­spect for me for my be­ing re­duced; that she had taken care my boy was very well looked after, though I could not pay for him, and that the wo­man that had him was easy, so that I needed not to trouble my­self about him till I might be bet­ter able to do it ef­fec­tu­ally.

			I told her that I had not much money left, but that I had some things that were money’s worth, if she could tell me how I might turn them in­to money. She asked me what it was I had. I pulled out the string of gold beads, and told her it was one of my hus­band’s presents to me; then I showed her the two par­cels of silk, which I told her I had from Ire­land, and brought up to town with me; and the little dia­mond ring. As to the small par­cel of plate and spoons, I had found means to dis­pose of them my­self be­fore; and as for the child­bed-lin­en I had, she offered me to take it her­self, be­liev­ing it to have been my own. She told me that she was turned pawn­broker, and that she would sell those things for me as pawn to her; and so she sent presently for prop­er agents that bought them, be­ing in her hands, without any scruple, and gave good prices too.

			I now began to think this ne­ces­sary wo­man might help me a little in my low con­di­tion to some busi­ness, for I would gladly have turned my hand to any hon­est em­ploy­ment if I could have got it. But here she was de­fi­cient; hon­est busi­ness did not come with­in her reach. If I had been young­er, per­haps she might have helped me to a spark, but my thoughts were off that kind of live­li­hood, as be­ing quite out of the way after fifty, which was my case, and so I told her.

			She in­vited me at last to come, and be at her house till I could find some­thing to do, and it should cost me very little, and this I gladly ac­cep­ted of. And now liv­ing a little easi­er, I entered in­to some meas­ures to have my little son by my last hus­band taken off; and this she made easy too, re­serving a pay­ment only of £5 a year, if I could pay it. This was such a help to me, that for a good while I left off the wicked trade that I had so newly taken up; and gladly I would have got my bread by the help of my needle if I could have got work, but that was very hard to do for one that had no man­ner of ac­quaint­ance in the world.

			How­ever, at last I got some quilt­ing work for ladies’ beds, pet­ti­coats, and the like; and this I liked very well, and worked very hard, and with this I began to live; but the di­li­gent dev­il, who re­solved I should con­tin­ue in his ser­vice, con­tinu­ally promp­ted me to go out and take a walk, that is to say, to see if any­thing would of­fer in the old way.

			One even­ing I blindly obeyed his sum­mons, and fetched a long cir­cuit through the streets, but met with no pur­chase, and came home very weary and empty; but not con­tent with that, I went out the next even­ing too, when go­ing by an ale­house I saw the door of a little room open, next the very street, and on the table a sil­ver tank­ard, things much in use in pub­lic-houses at that time. It seems some com­pany had been drink­ing there, and the care­less boys had for­got to take it away.

			I went in­to the box frankly, and set­ting the sil­ver tank­ard on the corner of the bench, I sat down be­fore it, and knocked with my foot; a boy came presently, and I bade him fetch me a pint of warm ale, for it was cold weath­er; the boy ran, and I heard him go down the cel­lar to draw the ale. While the boy was gone, an­oth­er boy came in­to the room, and cried, “D’ ye call?” I spoke with a mel­an­choly air, and said, “No, child; the boy is gone for a pint of ale for me.”

			While I sat here, I heard the wo­man in the bar say, “Are they all gone in the five?” which was the box I sat in, and the boy said, “Yes.” “Who fetched the tank­ard away?” says the wo­man. “I did,” says an­oth­er boy; “that’s it,” point­ing, it seems, to an­oth­er tank­ard, which he had fetched from an­oth­er box by mis­take; or else it must be, that the rogue for­got that he had not brought it in, which cer­tainly he had not.

			I heard all this, much to my sat­is­fac­tion, for I found plainly that the tank­ard was not missed, and yet they con­cluded it was fetched away; so I drank my ale, called to pay, and as I went away I said, “Take care of your plate, child,” mean­ing a sil­ver pint mug, which he brought me drink in. The boy said, “Yes, madam, very wel­come,” and away I came.

			I came home to my gov­erness, and now I thought it was a time to try her, that if I might be put to the ne­ces­sity of be­ing ex­posed, she might of­fer me some as­sist­ance. When I had been at home some time, and had an op­por­tun­ity of talk­ing to her, I told her I had a secret of the greatest con­sequence in the world to com­mit to her, if she had re­spect enough for me to keep it a secret. She told me she had kept one of my secrets faith­fully; why should I doubt her keep­ing an­oth­er? I told her the strangest thing in the world had be­fallen me, and that it had made a thief of me, even without any design, and so told her the whole story of the tank­ard. “And have you brought it away with you, my dear?” says she. “To be sure I have,” says I, and showed it her. “But what shall I do now,” says I; “must not carry it again?”

			“Carry it again!” says she. “Ay, if you are minded to be sent to Newg­ate for steal­ing it.” “Why,” says I, “they can’t be so base to stop me, when I carry it to them again?” “You don’t know those sort of people, child,” says she; “they’ll not only carry you to Newg­ate, but hang you too, without any re­gard to the hon­esty of re­turn­ing it; or bring in an ac­count of all the oth­er tank­ards they have lost, for you to pay for.” “What must I do, then?” says I. “Nay,” says she, “as you have played the cun­ning part and stole it, you must e’en keep it; there’s no go­ing back now. Be­sides, child,” says she, “don’t you want it more than they do? I wish you could light of such a bar­gain once a week.”

			This gave me a new no­tion of my gov­erness, and that since she was turned pawn­broker, she had a sort of people about her that were none of the hon­est ones that I had met with there be­fore.

			I had not been long there but I dis­covered it more plainly than be­fore, for every now and then I saw hilts of swords, spoons, forks, tank­ards, and all such kind of ware brought in, not to be pawned, but to be sold down­right; and she bought everything that came without ask­ing any ques­tions, but had very good bar­gains, as I found by her dis­course.

			I found also that in fol­low­ing this trade she al­ways melted down the plate she bought, that it might not be chal­lenged; and she came to me and told me one morn­ing that she was go­ing to melt, and if I would, she would put my tank­ard in, that it might not be seen by any­body. I told her, with all my heart; so she weighed it, and al­lowed me the full value in sil­ver again; but I found she did not do the same to the rest of her cus­tom­ers.

			Some time after this, as I was at work, and very mel­an­choly, she be­gins to ask me what the mat­ter was, as she was used to do. I told her my heart was heavy; I had little work, and noth­ing to live on, and knew not what course to take. She laughed, and told me I must go out again and try my for­tune; it might be that I might meet with an­oth­er piece of plate. “O moth­er!” says I, “that is a trade I have no skill in, and if I should be taken I am un­done at once.” Says she, “I could help you to a school­mis­tress that shall make you as dex­ter­ous as her­self.” I trembled at that pro­pos­al, for hitherto I had had no con­fed­er­ates, nor any ac­quaint­ance among that tribe. But she conquered all my mod­esty, and all my fears; and in a little time, by the help of this con­fed­er­ate, I grew as im­pudent a thief, and as dex­ter­ous as ever Moll Cut­purse was, though, if fame does not be­lie her, not half so hand­some.

			The com­rade she helped me to dealt in three sorts of craft, viz. shoplift­ing, steal­ing of shop-books and pock­et­books, and tak­ing off gold watches from the ladies’ sides; and this last she did so dex­ter­ously that no wo­man ever ar­rived to the per­form­ance of that art so as to do it like her. I liked the first and the last of these things very well, and I at­ten­ded her some time in the prac­tice, just as a deputy at­tends a mid­wife, without any pay.

			At length she put me to prac­tice. She had shown me her art, and I had sev­er­al times un­hooked a watch from her own side with great dex­ter­ity. At last she showed me a prize, and this was a young lady big with child, who had a charm­ing watch. The thing was to be done as she came out of church. She goes on one side of the lady, and pre­tends, just as she came to the steps, to fall, and fell against the lady with so much vi­ol­ence as put her in­to a great fright, and both cried out ter­ribly. In the very mo­ment that she jostled the lady, I had hold of the watch, and hold­ing it the right way, the start she gave drew the hook out, and she nev­er felt it. I made off im­me­di­ately, and left my school­mis­tress to come out of her pre­ten­ded fright gradu­ally, and the lady too; and presently the watch was missed. “Ay,” says my com­rade, “then it was those rogues that thrust me down, I war­rant ye; I won­der the gen­tle­wo­man did not miss her watch be­fore, then we might have taken them.”

			She hu­moured the thing so well that nobody sus­pec­ted her, and I was got home a full hour be­fore her. This was my first ad­ven­ture in com­pany. The watch was in­deed a very fine one, and had a great many trinkets about it, and my gov­erness al­lowed us £20 for it, of which I had half. And thus I was entered a com­plete thief, hardened to the pitch above all the re­flec­tions of con­science or mod­esty, and to a de­gree which I must ac­know­ledge I nev­er thought pos­sible in me.

			Thus the dev­il, who began, by the help of an ir­res­ist­ible poverty, to push me in­to this wicked­ness, brought me on to a height bey­ond the com­mon rate, even when my ne­ces­sit­ies were not so great, or the pro­spect of my misery so ter­ri­fy­ing; for I had now got in­to a little vein of work, and as I was not at a loss to handle my needle, it was very prob­able, as ac­quaint­ance came in, I might have got my bread hon­estly enough.

			I must say, that if such a pro­spect of work had presen­ted it­self at first, when I began to feel the ap­proach of my miser­able cir­cum­stances—I say, had such a pro­spect of get­ting my bread by work­ing presen­ted it­self then, I had nev­er fallen in­to this wicked trade, or in­to such a wicked gang as I was now em­barked with; but prac­tice had hardened me, and I grew au­da­cious to the last de­gree; and the more so be­cause I had car­ried it on so long, and had nev­er been taken; for, in a word, my new part­ner in wicked­ness and I went on to­geth­er so long, without be­ing ever de­tec­ted, that we not only grew bold, but we grew rich, and we had at one time one-and-twenty gold watches in our hands.

			I re­mem­ber that one day be­ing a little more ser­i­ous than or­din­ary, and find­ing I had so good a stock be­fore­hand as I had, for I had near £200 in money for my share, it came strongly in­to my mind, no doubt from some kind spir­it, if such there be, that at first poverty ex­cited me, and my dis­tresses drove me to these dread­ful shifts; so see­ing those dis­tresses were now re­lieved, and I could also get some­thing to­wards a main­ten­ance by work­ing, and had so good a bank to sup­port me, why should I now not leave off, as they say, while I was well? that I could not ex­pect to go al­ways free; and if I was once sur­prised, and mis­car­ried, I was un­done.

			This was doubt­less the happy minute, when, if I had hearkened to the blessed hint, from what­so­ever had it came, I had still a cast for an easy life. But my fate was oth­er­wise de­term­ined; the busy dev­il that so in­dus­tri­ously drew me in had too fast hold of me to let me go back; but as poverty brought me in­to the mire, so av­arice kept me in, till there was no go­ing back. As to the ar­gu­ments which my reas­on dic­tated for per­suad­ing me to lay down, av­arice stepped in and said, “Go on, go on; you have had very good luck; go on till you have got­ten four or five hun­dred pounds, and then you shall leave off, and then you may live easy without work­ing at all.”

			Thus I, that was once in the dev­il’s clutches, was held fast there as with a charm, and had no power to go without the circle, till I was en­gulfed in labyrinths of trouble too great to get out at all.

			How­ever, these thoughts left some im­pres­sion upon me, and made me act with some more cau­tion than be­fore, and more than my dir­ect­ors used for them­selves. My com­rade, as I called her, but rather she should have been called my teach­er, with an­oth­er of her schol­ars, was the first in the mis­for­tune; for, hap­pen­ing to be upon the hunt for pur­chase, they made an at­tempt upon a lin­en-draper in Cheapside, but were snapped by a hawk’s-eyed jour­ney­man, and seized with two pieces of cam­bric, which were taken also upon them.

			This was enough to lodge them both in Newg­ate, where they had the mis­for­tune to have some of their former sins brought to re­mem­brance. Two oth­er in­dict­ments be­ing brought against them, and the facts be­ing proved upon them, they were both con­demned to die. They both pleaded their bel­lies, and were both voted quick with child; though my tutor­ess was no more with child than I was.

			I went fre­quently to see them, and con­dole with them, ex­pect­ing that it would be my turn next; but the place gave me so much hor­ror, re­flect­ing that it was the place of my un­happy birth, and of my moth­er’s mis­for­tunes, and that I could not bear it, so I was forced to leave off go­ing to see them.

			And oh! could I have but taken warn­ing by their dis­asters, I had been happy still, for I was yet free, and had noth­ing brought against me; but it could not be, my meas­ure was not yet filled up.

			My com­rade, hav­ing the brand of an old of­fend­er, was ex­ecuted; the young of­fend­er was spared, hav­ing ob­tained a re­prieve, but lay starving a long while in pris­on, till at last she got her name in­to what they call a cir­cuit par­don, and so came off.

			This ter­rible ex­ample of my com­rade frighted me heart­ily, and for a good while I made no ex­cur­sions; but one night, in the neigh­bour­hood of my gov­erness’s house, they cried “Fire.” My gov­erness looked out, for we were all up, and cried im­me­di­ately that such a gen­tle­wo­man’s house was all of a light fire atop, and so in­deed it was. Here she gives me a job. “Now, child,” says she, “there is a rare op­por­tun­ity, for the fire be­ing so near that you may go to it be­fore the street is blocked up with the crowd.” She presently gave me my cue. “Go, child,” says she, “to the house, and run in and tell the lady, or any­body you see, that you come to help them, and that you came from such a gen­tle­wo­man (that is, one of her ac­quaint­ance farther up the street).” She gave me the like cue to the next house, nam­ing an­oth­er name that was also an ac­quaint­ance of the gen­tle­wo­man of the house.

			Away I went, and, com­ing to the house, I found them all in con­fu­sion, you may be sure. I ran in, and find­ing one of the maids, “Lord! sweet­heart,” says I, “how came this dis­mal ac­ci­dent? Where is your mis­tress? Any­how does she do? Is she safe? And where are the chil­dren? I come from Madam ——— to help you.” Away runs the maid. “Madam, madam,” says she, scream­ing as loud as she could yell, “here is a gen­tle­wo­man come from Madam ——— to help us.” The poor wo­man, half out of her wits, with a bundle un­der her arm, an two little chil­dren, comes to­ward me. “Lord! madam,” says I, “let me carry the poor chil­dren to Madam ———,” she de­sires you to send them; she’ll take care of the poor lambs;’ and im­me­di­ately I takes one of them out of her hand, and she lifts the oth­er up in­to my arms. “Ay, do, for God’s sake,” says she, “carry them to her. Oh! thank her for her kind­ness.” “Have you any­thing else to se­cure, madam?” says I; “she will take care of it.” “Oh dear! ay,” says she, “God bless her, and thank her. Take this bundle of plate and carry it to her too. Oh, she is a good wo­man. Oh Lord! we are ut­terly ruined, ut­terly un­done!” And away she runs from me out of her wits, and the maids after her; and away comes I with the two chil­dren and the bundle.

			I was no soon­er got in­to the street but I saw an­oth­er wo­man come to me. “Oh!” says she, “mis­tress,” in a piteous tone, “you will let fall the child. Come, this is a sad time; let me help you;” and im­me­di­ately lays hold of my bundle to carry it for me. “No,” says I; “if you will help me, take the child by the hand, and lead it for me but to the up­per end of the street; I’ll go with you and sat­is­fy you for your pains.”

			She could not avoid go­ing, after what I said; but the creature, in short, was one of the same busi­ness with me, and wanted noth­ing but the bundle; how­ever, she went with me to the door, for she could not help it. When we were come there I whispered her, “Go, child,” said I, “I un­der­stand your trade; you may meet with pur­chase enough.”

			She un­der­stood me and walked off. I thundered at the door with the chil­dren, and as the people were raised be­fore by the noise of the fire, I was soon let in, and I said, “Is madam awake? Pray tell her Mrs. ——— de­sires the fa­vour of her to take the two chil­dren in; poor lady, she will be un­done, their house is all of a flame,” They took the chil­dren in very civilly, pit­ied the fam­ily in dis­tress, and away came I with my bundle. One of the maids asked me if I was not to leave the bundle too. I said, “No, sweet­heart, ’tis to go to an­oth­er place; it does not be­long to them.”

			I was a great way out of the hurry now, and so I went on, clear of any­body’s in­quiry, and brought the bundle of plate, which was very con­sid­er­able, straight home, and gave it to my old gov­erness. She told me she would not look in­to it, but bade me go out again to look for more.

			She gave me the like cue to the gen­tle­wo­man of the next house to that which was on fire, and I did my en­deav­our to go, but by this time the alarm of fire was so great, and so many en­gines play­ing, and the street so thronged with people, that I could not get near the house whatever I would do; so I came back again to my gov­erness’s, and tak­ing the bundle up in­to my cham­ber, I began to ex­am­ine it. It is with hor­ror that I tell what a treas­ure I found there; ’tis enough to say, that be­sides most of the fam­ily plate, which was con­sid­er­able, I found a gold chain, an old-fash­ioned thing, the lock­et of which was broken, so that I sup­pose it had not been used some years, but the gold was not the worse for that; also a little box of bury­ing-rings, the lady’s wed­ding-ring, and some broken bits of old lock­ets of gold, a gold watch, and a purse with about £24 value in old pieces of gold coin, and sev­er­al oth­er things of value.

			This was the greatest and the worst prize that ever I was con­cerned in; for in­deed, though, as I have said above, I was hardened now bey­ond the power of all re­flec­tion in oth­er cases, yet it really touched me to the very soul when I looked in­to this treas­ure, to think of the poor dis­con­sol­ate gen­tle­wo­man who had lost so much by the fire be­sides; and who would think, to be sure, that she had saved her plate and best things; how she would be sur­prised and af­flic­ted when she should find that she had been de­ceived, and should find that the per­son that took her chil­dren and her goods, had not come, as was pre­ten­ded, from the gen­tle­wo­man in the next street, but that the chil­dren had been put upon her without her own know­ledge.

			I say, I con­fess the in­hu­man­ity of this ac­tion moved me very much, and made me re­lent ex­ceed­ingly, and tears stood in my eyes upon that sub­ject; but with all my sense of its be­ing cruel and in­hu­man, I could nev­er find in my heart to make any resti­tu­tion. The re­flec­tion wore off, and I began quickly to for­get the cir­cum­stances that at­ten­ded the tak­ing them.

			Nor was this all; for though by this job I was be­come con­sid­er­ably rich­er than be­fore, yet the res­ol­u­tion I had formerly taken, of leav­ing off this hor­rid trade when I had got­ten a little more, did not re­turn, but I must still get farther, and more; and the av­arice joined so with the suc­cess, that I had no more thought of com­ing to a timely al­ter­a­tion of life, though without it I could ex­pect no safety, no tran­quil­lity in the pos­ses­sion of what I had so wickedly gained; but a little more, and a little more, was the case still.

			At length, yield­ing to the im­por­tun­it­ies of my crime, I cast off all re­morse and re­pent­ance, and all the re­flec­tions on that head turned to no more than this, that I might per­haps come to have one booty more that might com­plete my de­sires; but though I cer­tainly had that one booty, yet every hit looked to­wards an­oth­er, and was so en­cour­aging to me to go on with the trade, that I had no gust to the thought of lay­ing it down.

			In this con­di­tion, hardened by suc­cess, and resolv­ing to go on, I fell in­to the snare in which I was ap­poin­ted to meet with my last re­ward for this kind of life. But even this was not yet, for I met with sev­er­al suc­cess­ful ad­ven­tures more in this way of be­ing un­done.

			I re­mained still with my gov­erness, who was for a while really con­cerned for the mis­for­tune of my com­rade that had been hanged, and who, it seems, knew enough of my gov­erness to have sent her the same way, and which made her very un­easy; in­deed, she was in a very great fright.

			It is true that when she was gone, and had not opened mouth to tell what she knew, my gov­erness was easy as to that point, and per­haps glad she was hanged, for it was in her power to have ob­tained a par­don at the ex­pense of her friends; but on the oth­er hand, the loss of her, and the sense of her kind­ness in not mak­ing her mar­ket of what she knew, moved my gov­erness to mourn very sin­cerely for her. I com­for­ted her as well as I could, and she in re­turn hardened me to mer­it more com­pletely the same fate.

			How­ever, as I have said, it made me the more wary, and par­tic­u­larly I was very shy of shoplift­ing, es­pe­cially among the mer­cers and drapers, who are a set of fel­lows that have their eyes very much about them. I made a ven­ture or two among the lace folks and the mil­liners, and par­tic­u­larly at one shop where I got no­tice of two young wo­men who were newly set up, and had not been bred to the trade. There I think I car­ried off a piece of bone-lace, worth six or sev­en pounds, and a pa­per of thread. But this was but once; it was a trick that would not serve again.

			It was al­ways reckoned a safe job when we heard of a new shop, and es­pe­cially when the people were such as were not bred to shops. Such may de­pend upon it that they will be vis­ited once or twice at their be­gin­ning, and they must be very sharp in­deed if they can pre­vent it.

			I made an­oth­er ad­ven­ture or two, but they were but trifles too, though suf­fi­cient to live on. After this noth­ing con­sid­er­able of­fer­ing for a good while, I began to think that I must give over the trade in earn­est; but my gov­erness, who was not will­ing to lose me, and ex­pec­ted great things of me, brought me one day in­to com­pany with a young wo­man and a fel­low that went for her hus­band, though as it ap­peared af­ter­wards, she was not his wife, but they were part­ners, it seems, in the trade they car­ried on, and part­ners in some­thing else. In short, they robbed to­geth­er, lay to­geth­er, were taken to­geth­er, and at last were hanged to­geth­er.

			I came in­to a kind of league with these two by the help of my gov­erness, and they car­ried me out in­to three or four ad­ven­tures, where I rather saw them com­mit some coarse and un­handy rob­ber­ies, in which noth­ing but a great stock of im­pudence on their side, and gross neg­li­gence on the people’s side who were robbed, could have made them suc­cess­ful. So I re­solved from that time for­ward to be very cau­tious how I ad­ven­tured upon any­thing with them; and in­deed, when two or three un­lucky pro­jects were pro­posed by them, I de­clined the of­fer, and per­suaded them against it. One time they par­tic­u­larly pro­posed rob­bing a watch­maker of three gold watches, which they had eyed in the day­time, and found the place where he laid them. One of them had so many keys of all kinds, that he made no ques­tion to open the place where the watch­maker had laid them; and so we made a kind of an ap­point­ment; but when I came to look nar­rowly in­to the thing, I found they pro­posed break­ing open the house, and this, as a thing out of my way, I would not em­bark in, so they went without me. They did get in­to the house by main force, and broke up the locked place where the watches were, but found but one of the gold watches, and a sil­ver one, which they took, and got out of the house again very clear. But the fam­ily, be­ing alarmed, cried out “Thieves,” and the man was pur­sued and taken; the young wo­man had got off too, but un­hap­pily was stopped at a dis­tance, and the watches found upon her. And thus I had a second es­cape, for they were con­victed, and both hanged, be­ing old of­fend­ers, though but young people. As I said be­fore that they robbed to­geth­er and lay to­geth­er, so now they hanged to­geth­er, and there ended my new part­ner­ship.

			I began now to be very wary, hav­ing so nar­rowly es­caped a scour­ing, and hav­ing such an ex­ample be­fore me; but I had a new tempter, who promp­ted me every day—I mean my gov­erness; and now a prize presen­ted, which as it came by her man­age­ment, so she ex­pec­ted a good share of the booty. There was a good quant­ity of Flanders lace lodged in a private house, where she had got­ten in­tel­li­gence of it, and Flanders lace be­ing pro­hib­ited, it was a good booty to any cus­tom­house of­ficer that could come at it. I had a full ac­count from my gov­erness, as well of the quant­ity as of the very place where it was con­cealed, and I went to a cus­tom­house of­ficer, and told him I had such a dis­cov­ery to make to him of such a quant­ity of lace, if he would as­sure me that I should have my due share of the re­ward. This was so just an of­fer, that noth­ing could be fairer; so he agreed, and tak­ing a con­stable and me with him, we be­set the house. As I told him I could go dir­ectly to the place, he left it to me; and the hole be­ing very dark, I squeezed my­self in­to it, with a candle in my hand, and so reached the pieces out to him, tak­ing care as I gave him some so to se­cure as much about my­self as I could con­veni­ently dis­pose of. There was near £300 worth of lace in the hole, and I se­cured about £50 worth of it to my­self. The people of the house were not own­ers of the lace, but a mer­chant who had en­trus­ted them with it; so that they were not so sur­prised as I thought they would be.

			I left the of­ficer over­joyed with his prize, and fully sat­is­fied with what he had got, and ap­poin­ted to meet him at a house of his own dir­ect­ing, where I came after I had dis­posed of the cargo I had about me, of which he had not the least sus­pi­cion. When I came to him he began to ca­pit­u­late with me, be­liev­ing I did not un­der­stand the right I had to a share in the prize, and would fain have put me off with £20, but I let him know that I was not so ig­nor­ant as he sup­posed I was; and yet I was glad, too, that he offered to bring me to a cer­tainty.

			I asked £100, and he rose up to £30; I fell to £80, and he rose again to £40; in a word, he offered £50, and I con­sen­ted, only de­mand­ing a piece of lace, which I thought came to about £8 or £9, as if it had been for my own wear, and he agreed to it. So I got £50 in money paid me that same night, and made an end of the bar­gain; nor did he ever know who I was, or where to in­quire for me, so that if it had been dis­covered that part of the goods were em­bezzled, he could have made no chal­lenge upon me for it.

			I very punc­tu­ally di­vided this spoil with my gov­erness, and I passed with her from this time for a very dex­ter­ous man­ager in the nicest cases. I found that this last was the best and easi­est sort of work that was in my way, and I made it my busi­ness to in­quire out pro­hib­ited goods, and after buy­ing some, usu­ally be­trayed them, but none of these dis­cov­er­ies amoun­ted to any­thing con­sid­er­able, not like that I re­lated just now; but I was will­ing to act safe, and was still cau­tious of run­ning the great risks which I found oth­ers did, and in which they mis­car­ried every day.

			The next thing of mo­ment was an at­tempt at a gen­tle­wo­man’s good watch. It happened in a crowd, at a meet­ing­house, where I was in very great danger of be­ing taken. I had full hold of her watch, but giv­ing a great jostle, as if some­body had thrust me against her, and in the junc­ture giv­ing the watch a fair pull, I found it would not come, so I let it go that mo­ment, and cried out as if I had been killed, that some­body had trod upon my foot, and that there were cer­tainly pick­pock­ets there, for some­body or oth­er had giv­en a pull at my watch; for you are to ob­serve that on these ad­ven­tures we al­ways went very well dressed, and I had very good clothes on, and a gold watch by my side, as like a lady as oth­er fold.

			I had no soon­er said so, but the oth­er gen­tle­wo­man cried out “A pick­pock­et” too, for some­body, she said, had tried to pull her watch away.

			When I touched her watch I was close to her, but when I cried out I stopped as it were short, and the crowd bear­ing her for­ward a little, she made a noise too, but it was at some dis­tance from me, so that she did not in the least sus­pect me; but when she cried out “A pick­pock­et,” some­body cried, “Ay, and here has been an­oth­er! this gen­tle­wo­man has been at­temp­ted too.”

			At that very in­stance, a little farther in the crowd, and very luck­ily too, they cried out “A pick­pock­et,” again, and really seized a young fel­low in the very act. This, though un­happy for the wretch, was very op­por­tunely for my case, though I had car­ried it off hand­somely enough be­fore; but now it was out of doubt, and all the loose part of the crowd ran that way, and the poor boy was de­livered up to the rage of the street, which is a cruelty I need not de­scribe, and which, how­ever, they are al­ways glad of, rather than to be sent to Newg­ate, where they lie of­ten a long time, till they are al­most per­ished, and some­times they are hanged, and the best they can look for, if they are con­victed, is to be trans­por­ted.

			This was a nar­row es­cape to me, and I was so frighted that I ven­tured no more at gold watches a great while. There was in­deed a great many con­cur­ring cir­cum­stances in this ad­ven­ture which as­sisted to my es­cape; but the chief was, that the wo­man whose watch I had pulled at was a fool; that is to say, she was ig­nor­ant of the nature of the at­tempt, which one would have thought she should not have been, see­ing she was wise enough to fasten her watch so that it could not be slipped up. But she was in such a fright that she had no thought about her prop­er for the dis­cov­ery; for she, when she felt the pull, screamed out, and pushed her­self for­ward, and put all the people about her in­to dis­order, but said not a word of her watch, or of a pick­pock­et, for at least two minutes’ time, which was time enough for me, and to spare. For as I had cried out be­hind her, as I have said, and bore my­self back in the crowd as she bore for­ward, there were sev­er­al people, at least sev­en or eight, the throng be­ing still mov­ing on, that were got between me and her in that time, and then I cry­ing out “A pick­pock­et,” rather soon­er than she, or at least as soon, she might as well be the per­son sus­pec­ted as I, and the people were con­fused in their in­quiry; where­as, had she with a pres­ence of mind need­ful on such an oc­ca­sion, as soon as she felt the pull, not screamed out as she did, but turned im­me­di­ately round and seized the next body that was be­hind her, she had in­fal­libly taken me.

			This is a dir­ec­tion not of the kind­est sort to the fra­tern­ity, but ’tis cer­tainly a key to the clue of a pick­pock­et’s mo­tions, and who­ever can fol­low it will as cer­tainly catch the thief as he will be sure to miss if he does not.

			I had an­oth­er ad­ven­ture, which puts this mat­ter out of doubt, and which may be an in­struc­tion for pos­ter­ity in the case of a pick­pock­et. My good old gov­erness, to give a short touch at her his­tory, though she had left off the trade, was, as I may say, born a pick­pock­et, and, as I un­der­stood af­ter­wards, had run through all the sev­er­al de­grees of that art, and yet had nev­er been taken but once, when she was so grossly de­tec­ted, that she was con­victed and ordered to be trans­por­ted; but be­ing a wo­man of a rare tongue, and with­al hav­ing money in her pock­et, she found means, the ship put­ting in­to Ire­land for pro­vi­sions, to get on shore there, where she lived and prac­tised her old trade for some years; when fall­ing in­to an­oth­er sort of bad com­pany, she turned mid­wife and pro­curess, and played a hun­dred pranks there, which she gave me a little his­tory of in con­fid­ence between us as we grew more in­tim­ate; and it was to this wicked creature that I owed all the art and dex­ter­ity I ar­rived to, in which there were few that ever went bey­ond me, or that prac­tised so long without any mis­for­tune.

			It was after those ad­ven­tures in Ire­land, and when she was pretty well known in that coun­try, that she left Dub­lin and came over to Eng­land, where, the time of her trans­port­a­tion be­ing not ex­pired, she left her former trade, for fear of fall­ing in­to bad hands again, for then she was sure to have gone to wreck. Here she set up the same trade she had fol­lowed in Ire­land, in which she soon, by her ad­mir­able man­age­ment and good tongue, ar­rived to the height which I have already de­scribed, and in­deed began to be rich, though her trade fell off again af­ter­wards, as I have hin­ted be­fore.

			I men­tioned thus much of the his­tory of this wo­man here, the bet­ter to ac­count for the con­cern she had in the wicked life I was now lead­ing, in­to all the par­tic­u­lars of which she led me, as it were, by the hand, and gave me such dir­ec­tions, and I so well fol­lowed them, that I grew the greatest artist of my time and worked my­self out of every danger with such dex­ter­ity, that when sev­er­al more of my com­rades ran them­selves in­to Newg­ate presently, and by that time they had been half a year at the trade, I had now prac­tised up­wards of five years, and the people at Newg­ate did not so much as know me; they had heard much of me in­deed, and of­ten ex­pec­ted me there, but I al­ways got off, though many times in the ex­tremest danger.

			One of the greatest dangers I was now in, was that I was too well known among the trade, and some of them, whose hatred was ow­ing rather to envy than any in­jury I had done them, began to be angry that I should al­ways es­cape when they were al­ways catched and hur­ried to Newg­ate. These were they that gave me the name of Moll Flanders; for it was no more of af­fin­ity with my real name or with any of the name I had ever gone by, than black is of kin to white, ex­cept that once, as be­fore, I called my­self Mrs. Flanders; when I sheltered my­self in the Mint; but that these rogues nev­er knew, nor could I ever learn how they came to give me the name, or what the oc­ca­sion of it was.

			I was soon in­formed that some of these who were got­ten fast in­to Newg­ate had vowed to im­peach me; and as I knew that two or three of them were but too able to do it, I was un­der a great con­cern about it, and kept with­in doors for a good while. But my gov­erness—whom I al­ways made part­ner in my suc­cess, and who now played a sure game with me, for that she had a share of the gain and no share in the haz­ard—I say, my gov­erness was some­thing im­pa­tient of my lead­ing such a use­less, un­prof­it­able life, as she called it; and she laid a new con­triv­ance for my go­ing abroad, and this was to dress me up in men’s clothes, and so put me in­to a new kind of prac­tice.

			I was tall and per­son­able, but a little too smooth-faced for a man; how­ever, I sel­dom went abroad but in the night, it did well enough; but it was a long time be­fore I could be­have in my new clothes—I mean, as to my craft. It was im­possible to be so nimble, so ready, so dex­ter­ous at these things in a dress so con­trary to nature; and I did everything clum­sily, so I had neither the suc­cess nor the eas­i­ness of es­cape that I had be­fore, and I re­solved to leave it off; but that res­ol­u­tion was con­firmed soon after by the fol­low­ing ac­ci­dent.

			As my gov­erness dis­guised me like a man, so she joined me with a man, a young fel­low that was nimble enough at his busi­ness, and for about three weeks we did very well to­geth­er. Our prin­cip­al trade was watch­ing shop­keep­ers’ coun­ters, and slip­ping off any kind of goods we could see care­lessly laid any­where, and we made sev­er­al good bar­gains, as we called them, at this work. And as we kept al­ways to­geth­er, so we grew very in­tim­ate, yet he nev­er knew that I was not a man, nay, though I sev­er­al times went home with him to his lodgings, ac­cord­ing as our busi­ness dir­ec­ted, and four or five times lay with him all night. But our design lay an­oth­er way, and it was ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary to me to con­ceal my sex from him, as ap­peared af­ter­wards. The cir­cum­stances of our liv­ing, com­ing in late, and hav­ing such and such busi­ness to do as re­quired that nobody should be trus­ted with the com­ing in­to our lodgings, were such as made it im­possible to me to re­fuse ly­ing with him, un­less I would have owned my sex; and as it was, I ef­fec­tu­ally con­cealed my­self. But his ill, and my good for­tune, soon put an end to this life, which I must own I was sick of too, on sev­er­al oth­er ac­counts. We had made sev­er­al prizes in this new way of busi­ness, but the last would be ex­traordin­ary. There was a shop in a cer­tain street which had a ware­house be­hind it that looked in­to an­oth­er street, the house mak­ing the corner of the turn­ing.

			Through the win­dow of the ware­house we saw, ly­ing on the counter or show­board, which was just be­fore it, five pieces of silks, be­sides oth­er stuffs, and though it was al­most dark, yet the people, be­ing busy in the fore-shop with cus­tom­ers, had not had time to shut up those win­dows, or else had for­got it.

			This the young fel­low was so over­joyed with, that he could not re­strain him­self. It lay all with­in his reach he said, and he swore vi­ol­ently to me that he would have it, if he broke down the house for it. I dis­suaded him a little, but saw there was no rem­edy; so he ran rashly upon it, slipped out a square of the sash win­dow dex­ter­ously enough, and without noise, and got out four pieces of the silks, and came with them to­wards me, but was im­me­di­ately pur­sued with a ter­rible clut­ter and noise. We were stand­ing to­geth­er in­deed, but I had not taken any of the goods out of his hand, when I said to him hast­ily, “You are un­done, fly, for God’s sake!” He ran like light­ning, and I too, but the pur­suit was hot­ter after him be­cause he had the goods, than after me. He dropped two of the pieces, which stopped them a little, but the crowd in­creased and pur­sued us both. They took him soon after with the oth­er two pieces upon him, and then the rest fol­lowed me. I ran for it and got in­to my gov­erness’s house whith­er some quick-eyed people fol­lowed me so warmly as to fix me there. They did not im­me­di­ately knock, at the door, by which I got time to throw off my dis­guise and dress me in my own clothes; be­sides, when they came there, my gov­erness, who had her tale ready, kept her door shut, and called out to them and told them there was no man come in there. The people af­firmed there did a man come in there, and swore they would break open the door.

			My gov­erness, not at all sur­prised, spoke calmly to them, told them they should very freely come and search her house, if they should bring a con­stable, and let in none but such as the con­stable would ad­mit, for it was un­reas­on­able to let in a whole crowd. This they could not re­fuse, though they were a crowd. So a con­stable was fetched im­me­di­ately, and she very freely opened the door; the con­stable kept the door, and the men he ap­poin­ted searched the house, my gov­erness go­ing with them from room to room. When she came to my room she called to me, and said aloud, “Cous­in, pray open the door; here’s some gen­tle­men that must come and look in­to your room.”

			I had a little girl with me, which was my gov­erness’s grand­child, as she called her; and I bade her open the door, and there sat I at work with a great lit­ter of things about me, as if I had been at work all day, be­ing my­self quite un­dressed, with only nightclothes on my head, and a loose morn­ing-gown wrapped about me. My gov­erness made a kind of ex­cuse for their dis­turb­ing me, telling me partly the oc­ca­sion of it, and that she had no rem­edy but to open the doors to them, and let them sat­is­fy them­selves, for all she could say to them would not sat­is­fy them. I sat still, and bid them search the room if they pleased, for if there was any­body in the house, I was sure they were not in my room; and as for the rest of the house, I had noth­ing to say to that, I did not un­der­stand what they looked for.

			Everything looked so in­no­cent and so hon­est about me, that they treated me civiller than I ex­pec­ted, but it was not till they had searched the room to a nicety, even un­der the bed, in the bed, and every­where else where it was pos­sible any­thing could be hid. When they had done this, and could find noth­ing, they asked my par­don for troub­ling me, and went down.

			When they had thus searched the house from bot­tom to top, and then top to bot­tom, and could find noth­ing, they ap­peased the mob pretty well; but they car­ried my gov­erness be­fore the justice. Two men swore that they saw the man whom they pur­sued go in­to her house. My gov­erness rattled and made a great noise that her house should be in­sul­ted, and that she should be used thus for noth­ing; that if a man did come in, he might go out again presently for aught she knew, for she was ready to make oath that no man had been with­in her doors all that day as she knew of (and that was very true in­deed); that it might be in­deed that as she was abovestairs, any fel­low in a fright might find the door open and run in for shel­ter when he was pur­sued, but that she knew noth­ing of it; and if it had been so, he cer­tainly went out again, per­haps at the oth­er door, for she had an­oth­er door in­to an al­ley, and so had made his es­cape and cheated them all.

			This was in­deed prob­able enough, and the justice sat­is­fied him­self with giv­ing her an oath that she had not re­ceived or ad­mit­ted any man in­to her house to con­ceal him, or pro­tect or hide him from justice. This oath she might justly take, and did so, and so she was dis­missed.

			It is easy to judge what a fright I was in upon this oc­ca­sion, and it was im­possible for my gov­erness ever to bring me to dress in that dis­guise again; for, as I told her, I should cer­tainly be­tray my­self.

			My poor part­ner in this mis­chief was now in a bad case, for he was car­ried away be­fore my Lord May­or, and by his wor­ship com­mit­ted to Newg­ate, and the people that took him were so will­ing, as well as able, to pro­sec­ute him, that they offered them­selves to enter in­to re­cog­nis­ances to ap­pear at the ses­sions and pur­sue the charge against him.

			How­ever, he got his in­dict­ment de­ferred, upon prom­ise to dis­cov­er his ac­com­plices, and par­tic­u­larly the man that was con­cerned with him in his rob­bery; and he failed not to do his en­deav­our, for he gave in my name, whom he called Gab­ri­el Spen­cer, which was the name I went by to him; and here ap­peared the wis­dom of my con­ceal­ing my name and sex from him, which, if he had ever known I had been un­done.

			He did all he could to dis­cov­er this Gab­ri­el Spen­cer; he de­scribed me, he dis­covered the place where he said I lodged, and, in a word, all the par­tic­u­lars that he could of my dwell­ing; but hav­ing con­cealed the main cir­cum­stances of my sex from him, I had a vast ad­vant­age, and he nev­er could hear of me. He brought two or three fam­il­ies in­to trouble by his en­deav­our­ing to find me out, but they knew noth­ing of me, any more than that I had a fel­low with me that they had seen, but knew noth­ing of. And as for my gov­erness, though she was the means of his com­ing to me, yet it was done at second­hand, and he knew noth­ing of her.

			This turned to his dis­ad­vant­age; for hav­ing prom­ised dis­cov­er­ies, but not be­ing able to make it good, it was looked upon as tri­fling with the justice of the city, and he was the more fiercely pur­sued by the shop­keep­ers who took him.

			I was, how­ever, ter­ribly un­easy all this while, and that I might be quite out of the way, I went away from my gov­erness’s for a while; but not know­ing with­er to wander, I took a maid­ser­vant with me, and took the stage­coach to Dun­stable, to my old land­lord and land­lady, where I had lived so hand­somely with my Lan­cashire hus­band. Here I told her a form­al story, that I ex­pec­ted my hus­band every day from Ire­land, and that I had sent a let­ter to him that I would meet him at Dun­stable at her house, and that he would cer­tainly land, if the wind was fair, in a few days, so that I was come to spend a few days with them till he should come, for he was either come post, or in the West Chester coach, I knew not which; but which­so­ever it was, he would be sure to come to that house to meet me.

			My land­lady was mighty glad to see me, and my land­lord made such a stir with me, that if I had been a prin­cess I could not have been bet­ter used, and here I might have been wel­come a month or two if I had thought fit.

			But my busi­ness was of an­oth­er nature. I was very un­easy (though so well dis­guised that it was scarce pos­sible to de­tect me) lest this fel­low should some­how or oth­er find me out; and though he could not charge me with this rob­bery, hav­ing per­suaded him not to ven­ture, and hav­ing also done noth­ing in it my­self but run away, yet he might have charged me with oth­er things, and have bought his own life at the ex­pense of mine.

			This filled me with hor­rible ap­pre­hen­sions. I had no re­course, no friend, no con­fid­ante but my old gov­erness, and I knew no rem­edy but to put my life in her hands, and so I did, for I let her know where to send to me, and had sev­er­al let­ters from her while I stayed here. Some of them al­most scared me out my wits but at last she sent me the joy­ful news that he was hanged, which was the best news to me that I had heard a great while.

			I had stayed here five weeks, and lived very com­fort­ably in­deed (the secret anxi­ety of my mind ex­cep­ted); but when I re­ceived this let­ter I looked pleas­antly again, and told my land­lady that I had re­ceived a let­ter from my spouse in Ire­land, that I had the good news of his be­ing very well, but had the bad news that his busi­ness would not per­mit him to come away so soon as he ex­pec­ted, and so I was like to go back again without him.

			My land­lady com­pli­men­ted me upon the good news how­ever, that I had heard he was well. “For I have ob­served, madam,” says she, “you hadn’t been so pleas­ant as you used to be; you have been over head and ears in care for him, I dare say,” says the good wo­man; “ ’tis easy to be seen there’s an al­ter­a­tion in you for the bet­ter,” says she. “Well, I am sorry the es­quire can’t come yet,” says my land­lord; “I should have been heart­ily glad to have seen him. But I hope, when you have cer­tain news of his com­ing, you’ll take a step hith­er again, madam,” says he; “you shall be very wel­come whenev­er you please to come.”

			With all these fine com­pli­ments we par­ted, and I came merry enough to Lon­don, and found my gov­erness as well pleased as I was. And now she told me she would nev­er re­com­mend any part­ner to me again, for she al­ways found, she said, that I had the best luck when I ven­tured by my­self. And so in­deed I had, for I was sel­dom in any danger when I was by my­self, or if I was, I got out of it with more dex­ter­ity than when I was en­tangled with the dull meas­ures of oth­er people, who had per­haps less fore­cast, and were more rash and im­pa­tient than I; for though I had as much cour­age to ven­ture as any of them, yet I used more cau­tion be­fore I un­der­took a thing, and had more pres­ence of mind when I was to bring my­self off.

			I have of­ten wondered even at my own hardi­ness an­oth­er way, that when all my com­pan­ions were sur­prised and fell so sud­denly in­to the hand of justice, and that I so nar­rowly es­caped, yet I could not all this while enter in­to one ser­i­ous res­ol­u­tion to leave off this trade, and es­pe­cially con­sid­er­ing that I was now very far from be­ing poor; that the tempta­tion of ne­ces­sity, which is gen­er­ally the in­tro­duc­tion of all such wicked­ness, was now re­moved; for I had near £500 by me in ready money, on which I might have lived very well, if I had thought fit to have re­tired; but I say, I had not so much as the least in­clin­a­tion to leave off; no, not so much as I had be­fore when I had but £200 be­fore­hand, and when I had no such fright­ful ex­amples be­fore my eyes as these were. From hence ’tis evid­ent to me, that when once we are hardened in crime, no fear can af­fect us, no ex­ample give us any warn­ing.

			I had in­deed one com­rade whose fate went very near me for a good while, though I wore it off too in time. That case was in­deed very un­happy. I had made a prize of a piece of very good dam­ask in a mer­cer’s shop, and went clear off my­self, but had con­veyed the piece to this com­pan­ion of mine when we went out of the shop, and she went one way and I went an­oth­er. We had not been long out of the shop but the mer­cer missed his piece of stuff, and sent his mes­sen­gers, one one way and one an­oth­er, and they presently seized her that had the piece, with the dam­ask upon her. As for me, I had very luck­ily stepped in­to a house where there was a lace cham­ber, up one pair of stairs, and had the sat­is­fac­tion, or the ter­ror in­deed, of look­ing out of the win­dow upon the noise they made, and see­ing the poor creature dragged away in tri­umph to the justice, who im­me­di­ately com­mit­ted her to Newg­ate.

			I was care­ful to at­tempt noth­ing in the lace cham­ber, but tumbled their goods pretty much to spend time; then bought a few yards of edging and paid for it, and came away very sad-hearted in­deed for the poor wo­man, who was in tribu­la­tion for what I only had stolen.

			Here again my old cau­tion stood me in good stead; namely, that though I of­ten robbed with these people, yet I nev­er let them know who I was, or where I lodged, nor could they ever find out my lodging, though they of­ten en­deav­oured to watch me to it. They all knew me by the name of Moll Flanders, though even some of them rather be­lieved I was she than knew me to be so. My name was pub­lic among them in­deed, but how to find me out they knew not, nor so much as how to guess at my quar­ters, wheth­er they were at the east end of the town or the west; and this war­i­ness was my safety upon all these oc­ca­sions.

			I kept close a great while upon the oc­ca­sion of this wo­man’s dis­aster. I knew that if I should do any­thing that should mis­carry, and should be car­ried to pris­on, she would be there and ready to wit­ness against me, and per­haps save her life at my ex­pense. I con­sidered that I began to be very well known by name at the Old Bailey, though they did not know my face, and that if I should fall in­to their hands, I should be treated as an old of­fend­er; and for this reas­on I was re­solved to see what this poor creature’s fate should be be­fore I stirred abroad, though sev­er­al times in her dis­tress I con­veyed money to her for her re­lief.

			At length she came to her tri­al. She pleaded she did not steal the thing, but that one Mrs. Flanders, as she heard her called (for she did not know her), gave the bundle to her after they came out of the shop, and bade her carry it home to her lodging. They asked her where this Mrs. Flanders was, but she could not pro­duce her, neither could she give the least ac­count of me; and the mer­cer’s men swear­ing pos­it­ively that she was in the shop when the goods were stolen, that they im­me­di­ately missed them, and pur­sued her, and found them upon her, thereupon the jury brought her in guilty; but the Court, con­sid­er­ing that she was really not the per­son that stole the goods, an in­feri­or as­sist­ant, and that it was very pos­sible she could not find out this Mrs. Flanders, mean­ing me, though it would save her life, which in­deed was true—I say, con­sid­er­ing all this, they al­lowed her to be trans­por­ted, which was the ut­most fa­vour she could ob­tain, only that the Court told her that if she could in the mean­time pro­duce the said Mrs. Flanders, they would in­ter­cede for her par­don; that is to say, if she could find me out, and hand me, she should not be trans­por­ted. This I took care to make im­possible to her, and so she was shipped off in pur­su­ance of her sen­tence a little while after.

			I must re­peat it again, that the fate of this poor wo­man troubled me ex­ceed­ingly, and I began to be very pens­ive, know­ing that I was really the in­stru­ment of her dis­aster; but the pre­ser­va­tion of my own life, which was so evid­ently in danger, took off all my ten­der­ness; and see­ing that she was not put to death, I was very easy at her trans­port­a­tion, be­cause she was then out of the way of do­ing me any mis­chief, whatever should hap­pen.

			The dis­aster of this wo­man was some months be­fore that of the last-re­cited story, and was in­deed partly oc­ca­sion of my gov­erness pro­pos­ing to dress me up in men’s clothes, that I might go about un­ob­served, as in­deed I did; but I was soon tired of that dis­guise, as I have said, for in­deed it ex­posed me to too many dif­fi­culties.

			I was now easy as to all fear of wit­nesses against me, for all those that had either been con­cerned with me, or that knew me by the name of Moll Flanders, were either hanged or trans­por­ted; and if I should have had the mis­for­tune to be taken, I might call my­self any­thing else, as well as Moll Flanders, and no old sins could be placed in­to my ac­count; so I began to run a-tick again with the more free­dom, and sev­er­al suc­cess­ful ad­ven­tures I made, though not such as I had made be­fore.

			We had at that time an­oth­er fire happened not a great way off from the place where my gov­erness lived, and I made an at­tempt there, as be­fore, but as I was not soon enough be­fore the crowd of people came in, and could not get to the house I aimed at, in­stead of a prize, I got a mis­chief, which had al­most put a peri­od to my life and all my wicked do­ings to­geth­er; for the fire be­ing very furi­ous, and the people in a great fright in re­mov­ing their goods, and throw­ing them out of win­dow, a wench from out of a win­dow threw a feather­bed just upon me. It is true, the bed be­ing soft, it broke no bones; but as the weight was great, and made great­er by the fall, it beat me down, and laid me dead for a while. Nor did the people con­cern them­selves much to de­liv­er me from it, or to re­cov­er me at all; but I lay like one dead and neg­lected a good while, till some­body go­ing to re­move the bed out of the way, helped me up. It was in­deed a won­der the people in the house had not thrown oth­er goods out after it, and which might have fallen upon it, and then I had been in­ev­it­ably killed; but I was re­served for fur­ther af­flic­tions.

			This ac­ci­dent, how­ever, spoiled my mar­ket for that time, and I came home to my gov­erness very much hurt and bruised, and frighted to the last de­gree, and it was a good while be­fore she could set me upon my feet again.

			It was now a merry time of the year, and Bartho­lomew Fair was be­gun. I had nev­er made any walks that way, nor was the com­mon part of the fair of much ad­vant­age to me; but I took a turn this year in­to the cloisters, and among the rest I fell in­to one of the raff­ling shops. It was a thing of no great con­sequence to me, nor did I ex­pect to make much of it; but there came a gen­tle­man ex­tremely well dressed and very rich, and as ’tis fre­quent to talk to every­body in those shops, he singled me out, and was very par­tic­u­lar with me. First he told me he would put in for me to raffle, and did so; and some small mat­ter com­ing to his lot, he presen­ted it to me (I think it was a feath­er muff); then he con­tin­ued to keep talk­ing to me with a more than com­mon ap­pear­ance of re­spect, but still very civil, and much like a gen­tle­man.

			He held me in talk so long, till at last he drew me out of the raff­ling place to the shop-door, and then to a walk in the cloister, still talk­ing of a thou­sand things curs­or­ily without any­thing to the pur­pose. At last he told me that, without com­pli­ment, he was charmed with my com­pany, and asked me if I durst trust my­self in a coach with him; he told me he was a man of hon­our, and would not of­fer any­thing to me un­be­com­ing him as such. I seemed to de­cline it a while, but suffered my­self to be im­por­tuned a little, and then yiel­ded.

			I was at a loss in my thoughts to con­clude at first what this gen­tle­man de­signed; but I found af­ter­wards he had had some drink in his head, and that he was not very un­will­ing to have some more. He car­ried me in the coach to the Spring Garden, at Knights­bridge, where we walked in the gar­dens, and he treated me very hand­somely; but I found he drank very freely. He pressed me also to drink, but I de­clined it.

			Hitherto he kept his word with me, and offered me noth­ing amiss. We came away in the coach again, and he brought me in­to the streets, and by this time it was near ten o’clock at night, and he stopped the coach at a house where, it seems, he was ac­quain­ted, and where they made no scruple to show us up­stairs in­to a room with a bed in it. At first I seemed to be un­will­ing to go up, but after a few words I yiel­ded to that too, be­ing will­ing to see the end of it, and in hope to make some­thing of it at last. As for the bed, etc., I was not much con­cerned about that part.

			Here he began to be a little freer with me than he had prom­ised; and I by little and little yiel­ded to everything, so that, in a word, he did what he pleased with me; I need say no more. All this while he drank freely too, and about one in the morn­ing we went in­to the coach again. The air and the shak­ing of the coach made the drink he had get more up in his head than it was be­fore, and he grew un­easy in the coach, and was for act­ing over again what he had been do­ing be­fore; but as I thought my game now se­cure, I res­isted him, and brought him to be a little still, which had not las­ted five minutes but he fell fast asleep.

			I took this op­por­tun­ity to search him to a nicety. I took a gold watch, with a silk purse of gold, his fine full-bot­tom peri­wig and sil­ver-fringed gloves, his sword and fine snuff­box, and gently open­ing the coach door, stood ready to jump out while the coach was go­ing on; but the coach stopped in the nar­row street bey­ond Temple Bar to let an­oth­er coach pass, I got softly out, fastened the door again, and gave my gen­tle­man and the coach the slip both to­geth­er, and nev­er heard more of them.

			This was an ad­ven­ture in­deed un­looked for, and per­fectly un­designed by me; though I was not so past the merry part of life, as to for­get how to be­have, when a fop so blinded by his ap­pet­ite should not know an old wo­man from a young. I did not in­deed look so old as I was by ten or twelve years; yet I was not a young wench of sev­en­teen, and it was easy enough to be dis­tin­guished. There is noth­ing so ab­surd, so sur­feit­ing, so ri­dicu­lous, as a man heated by wine in his head, and wicked gust in his in­clin­a­tion to­geth­er; he is in the pos­ses­sion of two dev­ils at once, and can no more gov­ern him­self by his reas­on than a mill can grind without wa­ter; his vice tramples upon all that was in him that had any good in it, if any such thing there was; nay, his very sense is blinded by its own rage, and he acts ab­surdit­ies even in his views; such a drink­ing more, when he is drunk already; pick­ing up a com­mon wo­man, without re­gard to what she is or who she is, wheth­er sound or rot­ten, clean or un­clean, wheth­er ugly or hand­some, wheth­er old or young, and so blinded as not really to dis­tin­guish. Such a man is worse than a lun­at­ic; promp­ted by his vi­cious, cor­rup­ted head, he no more knows what he is do­ing than this wretch of mine knew when I picked his pock­et of his watch and his purse of gold.

			These are the men of whom So­lomon says, “They go like an ox to the slaughter, till a dart strikes through their liv­er;” an ad­mir­able de­scrip­tion, by the way, of the foul dis­ease, which is a pois­on­ous deadly con­ta­gion ming­ling with the blood, whose centre or found­a­tion is in the liv­er; from whence, by the swift cir­cu­la­tion of the whole mass, that dread­ful naus­eous plague strikes im­me­di­ately through his liv­er, and his spir­its are in­fec­ted, his vi­tals stabbed through as with a dart.

			It is true this poor un­guarded wretch was in no danger from me, though I was greatly ap­pre­hens­ive at first of what danger I might be in from him; but he was really to be pit­ied in one re­spect, that he seemed to be a good sort of man in him­self; a gen­tle­man that had no harm in his design; a man of sense, and of a fine be­ha­viour, a comely hand­some per­son, a sober sol­id coun­ten­ance, a charm­ing beau­ti­ful face, and everything that could be agree­able; only had un­hap­pily had some drink the night be­fore, had not been in bed, as he told me when we were to­geth­er; was hot, and his blood fired with wine, and in that con­di­tion his reas­on, as it were asleep, had giv­en him up.

			As for me, my busi­ness was his money, and what I could make of him; and after that, if I could have found out any way to have done it, I would have sent him safe home to his house and to his fam­ily, for ’twas ten to one but he had an hon­est, vir­tu­ous wife and in­no­cent chil­dren, that were anxious for his safety, and would have been glad to have got­ten him home, and have taken care of him till he was re­stored to him­self. And then with what shame and re­gret would he look back upon him­self! how would he re­proach him­self with as­so­ci­at­ing him­self with a whore! picked up in the worst of all holes, the cloister, among the dirt and filth of all the town! how would he be trem­bling for fear he had got the pox, for fear a dart had struck through his liv­er, and hate him­self every time he looked back upon the mad­ness and bru­tal­ity of his de­bauch! how would he, if he had any prin­ciples of hon­our, as I ver­ily be­lieve he had—I say, how would he ab­hor the thought of giv­ing any ill dis­tem­per, if he had it, as for aught he knew he might, to his mod­est and vir­tu­ous wife, and thereby sow­ing the con­ta­gion in the lifeblood of his pos­ter­ity.

			Would such gen­tle­men but con­sider the con­tempt­ible thoughts which the very wo­men they are con­cerned with, in such cases as these, have of them, it would be a sur­feit to them. As I said above, they value not the pleas­ure, they are raised by no in­clin­a­tion to the man, the pass­ive jade thinks of no pleas­ure but the money; and when he is, as it were, drunk in the ec­stas­ies of his wicked pleas­ure, her hands are in his pock­ets search­ing for what she can find there, and of which he can no more be sens­ible in the mo­ment of his folly that he can fore­think of it when he goes about it.

			I knew a wo­man that was so dex­ter­ous with a fel­low, who in­deed de­served no bet­ter us­age, that while he was busy with her an­oth­er way, con­veyed his purse with twenty guineas in it out of his fob-pock­et, where he had put it for fear of her, and put an­oth­er purse with gil­ded coun­ters in it in­to the room of it. After he had done, he says to her, “Now han’t you picked my pock­et?” She jes­ted with him, and told him she sup­posed he had not much to lose; he put his hand to his fob, and with his fin­gers felt that his purse was there, which fully sat­is­fied him, and so she brought off his money. And this was a trade with her; she kept a sham gold watch, that is, a watch of sil­ver gilt, and a purse of coun­ters in her pock­et to be ready on all such oc­ca­sions, and I doubt not prac­ticed it with suc­cess.

			I came home with this last booty to my gov­erness, and really when I told her the story, it so af­fected her that she was hardly able to for­bear tears, to know how such a gen­tle­man ran a daily risk of be­ing un­done every time a glass of wine got in­to his head.

			But as to the pur­chase I got, and how en­tirely I stripped him, she told me it pleased her won­der­fully. “Nay child,” says she, “the us­age may, for aught I know, do more to re­form him than all the ser­mons that ever he will hear in his life.” And if the re­mainder of the story be true, so it did.

			I found the next day she was won­der­ful in­quis­it­ive about this gen­tle­man; the de­scrip­tion I had giv­en her of him, his dress, his per­son, his face, everything con­curred to make her think of a gen­tle­man whose char­ac­ter she knew, and fam­ily too. She mused a while, and I go­ing still on with the par­tic­u­lars, she starts up; says she, “I’ll lay £100 I know the gen­tle­man.”

			“I am sorry you do,” says I, “for I would not have him ex­posed on any ac­count in the world; he has had in­jury enough already by me, and I would not be in­stru­ment­al to do him any more.” “No, no,” says she, “I will do him no in­jury, I as­sure you, but you may let me sat­is­fy my curi­os­ity a little, for if it is he, I war­rant you I find it out.” I was a little startled at that, and told her, with an ap­par­ent con­cern in my face, that by the same rule he might find me out, and then I was un­done. She re­turned warmly, “Why, do you think I will be­tray you, child? No, no,” says she, “not for all he is worth in the world. I have kept your coun­sel in worse things than these; sure you may trust me in this.” So I said no more at that time.

			She laid her scheme an­oth­er way, and without ac­quaint­ing me of it, but she was re­solved to find it out if pos­sible. So she goes to a cer­tain friend of hers who was ac­quain­ted in the fam­ily that she guessed at, and told her friend she had some ex­traordin­ary busi­ness with such a gen­tle­man (who, by the way, was no less than a bar­on­et, and of a very good fam­ily), and that she knew not how to come at him without some­body to in­tro­duce her. Her friend prom­ised her very read­ily to do it, and ac­cord­ingly goes to the house to see if the gen­tle­man was in town.

			The next day she come to my gov­erness and tells her that Sir ——— was at home, but that he had met with a dis­aster and was very ill, and there was no speak­ing with him. “What dis­aster?” says my gov­erness hast­ily, as if she was sur­prised at it. “Why,” says her friend, “he had been at Hamp­stead to vis­it a gen­tle­man of his ac­quaint­ance, and as he came back again he was set upon and robbed; and hav­ing got a little drink too, as they sup­pose, the rogues ab­used him, and he is very ill.” “Robbed!” says my gov­erness, “and what did they take from him?” “Why,” says her friend, “they took his gold watch and his gold snuff­box, his fine peri­wig, and what money he had in his pock­et, which was con­sid­er­able, to be sure, for Sir ——— nev­er goes without a purse of guineas about him.”

			“Pshaw!” says my old gov­erness, jeer­ing, “I war­rant you he has got drunk now and got a whore, and she has picked his pock­et, and so he comes home to his wife and tells her he has been robbed. That’s an old sham; a thou­sand such tricks are put upon the poor wo­men every day.”

			“Fie!” says her friend, “I find you don’t know Sir ———; why he is as civil a gen­tle­man, there is not a finer man, nor a sober­er, graver, mod­ester per­son in the whole city; he ab­hors such things; there’s nobody that knows him will think such a thing of him.” “Well, well,” says my gov­erness, “that’s none of my busi­ness; if it was, I war­rant I should find there was some­thing of that kind in it; your mod­est men in com­mon opin­ion are some­times no bet­ter than oth­er people, only they keep a bet­ter char­ac­ter, or, if you please, are the bet­ter hy­po­crites.”

			“No, no,” says her friend, “I can as­sure you Sir ——— is no hy­po­crite, he is really an hon­est, sober gen­tle­man, and he has cer­tainly been robbed.” “Nay,” says my gov­erness, “it may be he has; it is no busi­ness of mine, I tell you; I only want to speak with him; my busi­ness is of an­oth­er nature.” “But,” says her friend, “let your busi­ness be of what nature it will, you can­not see him yet, for he is not fit to be seen, for he is very ill, and bruised very much.” “Ay,” says my gov­erness, “nay, then he has fallen in­to bad hands, to be sure.” And then she asked gravely, “Pray, where is he bruised?” “Why, in the head,” says her friend, “and one of his hands, and his face, for they used him bar­bar­ously.” “Poor gen­tle­man,” says my gov­erness, “I must wait, then, till he re­cov­ers;” and adds, “I hope it will not be long, for I want very much to speak with him.”

			Away she comes to me and tells me this story. “I have found out your fine gen­tle­man, and a fine gen­tle­man he was,” says she; “but, mercy on him, he is in a sad pickle now. I won­der what the d—l you have done to him; why, you have al­most killed him.” I looked at her with dis­order enough. “I killed him!” says I; “you must mis­take the per­son; I am sure I did noth­ing to him; he was very well when I left him,” said I, “only drunk and fast asleep.” “I know noth­ing of that,” says she, “but he is in a sad pickle now;” and so she told me all that her friend had said to her. “Well, then,” says I, “he fell in­to bad hands after I left him, for I am sure I left him safe enough.”

			About ten days after, or a little more, my gov­erness goes again to her friend, to in­tro­duce her to this gen­tle­man; she had in­quired oth­er ways in the mean­time, and found that he was about again, if not abroad again, so she got leave to speak with him.

			She was a wo­man of a ad­mir­able ad­dress, and wanted nobody to in­tro­duce her; she told her tale much bet­ter than I shall be able to tell it for her, for she was a mis­tress of her tongue, as I have said already. She told him that she came, though a stranger, with a single design of do­ing him a ser­vice and he should find she had no oth­er end in it; that as she came purely on so friendly an ac­count, she begged prom­ise from him, that if he did not ac­cept what she should of­fi­ciously pro­pose he would not take it ill that she meddled with what was not her busi­ness. She as­sured him that as what she had to say was a secret that be­longed to him only, so wheth­er he ac­cep­ted her of­fer or not, it should re­main a secret to all the world, un­less he ex­posed it him­self; nor should his re­fus­ing her ser­vice in it make her so little show her re­spect as to do him the least in­jury, so that he should be en­tirely at liberty to act as he thought fit.

			He looked very shy at first, and said he knew noth­ing that re­lated to him that re­quired much secrecy; that he had nev­er done any man any wrong, and cared not what any­body might say of him; that it was no part of his char­ac­ter to be un­just to any­body, nor could he ima­gine in what any man could render him any ser­vice; but that if it was so dis­in­ter­ested a ser­vice as she said, he could not take it ill from any­one that they should en­deav­our to serve him; and so, as it were, left her a liberty either to tell him or not to tell, as she thought fit.

			She found him so per­fectly in­dif­fer­ent, that she was al­most afraid to enter in­to the point with him; but, how­ever, after some oth­er cir­cum­lo­cu­tions she told him that by a strange and un­ac­count­able ac­ci­dent she came to have a par­tic­u­lar know­ledge of the late un­happy ad­ven­ture he had fallen in­to, and that in such a man­ner, that there was nobody in the world but her­self and him that were ac­quain­ted with it, no, not the very per­son that was with him.

			He looked a little an­grily at first. “What ad­ven­ture?” said he. “Why,” said she, “of your be­ing robbed com­ing from Knight­br—; Hamp­stead, sir, I should say,” says she. “Be not sur­prised, sir,” says she, “that I am able to tell you every step you took that day from the cloister in Smith­field to the Spring Garden at Knights­bridge, and thence to the ——— in the Strand, and how you were left asleep in the coach af­ter­wards. I say, let not this sur­prise you, for, sir, I do not come to make a booty of you, I ask noth­ing of you, and I as­sure you the wo­man that was with you knows noth­ing who you are, and nev­er shall; and yet per­haps I may serve you fur­ther still, for I did not come barely to let you know that I was in­formed of these things, as if I wanted a bribe to con­ceal them; as­sure your­self, sir,” said she, “that whatever you think fit to do or say to me, it shall be all a secret as it is, as much as if I were in my grave.”

			He was as­ton­ished at her dis­course, and said gravely to her, “Madam, you are a stranger to me, but it is very un­for­tu­nate that you should be let in­to the secret of the worst ac­tion of my life, and a thing that I am so justly ashamed of, that the only sat­is­fac­tion of it to me was, that I thought it was known only to God and my own con­science.” “Pray, sir,” says she, “do not reck­on the dis­cov­ery of it to me to be any part of your mis­for­tune. It was a thing, I be­lieve, you were sur­prised in­to, and per­haps the wo­man used some art to prompt you to it; how­ever, you will nev­er find any just cause,” said she, “to re­pent that I came to hear of it; nor can your own mouth be more si­lent in it that I have been, and ever shall be.”

			“Well,” says he, “but let me do some justice to the wo­man too; who­ever she is, I do as­sure you she promp­ted me to noth­ing, she rather de­clined me. It was my own folly and mad­ness that brought me in­to it all, ay, and brought her in­to it too; I must give her her due so far. As to what she took from me, I could ex­pect no less from her in the con­di­tion I was in, and to this hour I know not wheth­er she robbed me or the coach­man; if she did it, I for­give her, and I think all gen­tle­men that do so should be used in the same man­ner; but I am more con­cerned for some oth­er things that I am for all that she took from me.”

			My gov­erness now began to come in­to the whole mat­ter, and he opened him­self freely to her. First she said to him, in an­swer to what he had said about me, “I am glad, sir, you are so just to the per­son that you were with; I as­sure you she is a gen­tle­wo­man, and no wo­man of the town; and how­ever you pre­vailed with her so far as you did, I am sure ’tis not her prac­tice. You ran a great ven­ture in­deed, sir; but if that be any part of your care, I am per­suaded you may be per­fectly easy, for I dare as­sure you no man has touched her, be­fore you, since her hus­band, and he has been dead now al­most eight years.”

			It ap­peared that this was his griev­ance, and that he was in a very great fright about it; how­ever, when my gov­erness said this to him, he ap­peared very well pleased, and said, “Well, madam, to be plain with you, if I was sat­is­fied of that, I should not so much value what I lost; for, as to that, the tempta­tion was great, and per­haps she was poor and wanted it.” “If she had not been poor, Sir ———,” says my gov­erness, “I as­sure you she would nev­er have yiel­ded to you; and as her poverty first pre­vailed with her to let you do as you did, so the same poverty pre­vailed with her to pay her­self at last, when she saw you were in such a con­di­tion, that if she had not done it, per­haps the next coach­man might have done it.”

			“Well,” says he, “much good may it do her. I say again, all the gen­tle­men that do so ought to be used in the same man­ner, and then they would be cau­tious of them­selves. I have no more con­cern about it, but on the score which you hin­ted at be­fore, madam.” Here he entered in­to some freedoms with her on the sub­ject of what passed between us, which are not so prop­er for a wo­man to write, and the great ter­ror that was upon his mind with re­la­tion to his wife, for fear he should have re­ceived any in­jury from me, and should com­mu­nic­ate it farther; and asked her at last if she could not pro­cure him an op­por­tun­ity to speak with me. My gov­erness gave him fur­ther as­sur­ances of my be­ing a wo­man clear from any such thing, and that he was as en­tirely safe in that re­spect as he was with his own lady; but as for see­ing me, she said it might be of dan­ger­ous con­sequence; but, how­ever, that she would talk with me, and let him know my an­swer, us­ing at the same time some ar­gu­ments to per­suade him not to de­sire it, and that it could be of no ser­vice to him, see­ing she hoped he had no de­sire to re­new a cor­res­pond­ence with me, and that on my ac­count it was a kind of put­ting my life in his hands.

			He told her he had a great de­sire to see me, that he would give her any as­sur­ances that were in his power, not to take any ad­vant­ages of me, and that in the first place he would give me a gen­er­al re­lease from all de­mands of any kind. She in­sisted how it might tend to a fur­ther di­vul­ging the secret, and might in the end be in­jur­i­ous to him, en­treat­ing him not to press for it; so at length he de­sisted.

			They had some dis­course upon the sub­ject of the things he had lost, and he seemed to be very de­sirous of his gold watch, and told her if she could pro­cure that for him, he would will­ingly give as much for it as it was worth. She told him she would en­deav­our to pro­cure it for him, and leave the valu­ing it to him­self.

			Ac­cord­ingly the next day she car­ried the watch, and he gave her thirty guineas for it, which was more than I should have been able to make of it, though it seems it cost much more. He spoke some­thing of his peri­wig, which it seems cost him threescore guineas, and his snuff­box, and in a few days more she car­ried them too; which ob­liged him very much, and he gave her thirty more. The next day I sent him his fine sword and cane gratis, and de­man­ded noth­ing of him, but I had no mind to see him, un­less it had been so that he might be sat­is­fied I knew who he was, which he was not will­ing to.

			Then he entered in­to a long talk with her of the man­ner how she came to know all this mat­ter. She formed a long tale of that part; how she had it from one that I had told the whole story to, and that was to help me dis­pose of the goods; and this con­fid­ante brought the things to her, she be­ing by pro­fes­sion a pawn­broker; and she hear­ing of his wor­ship’s dis­aster, guessed at the thing in gen­er­al; that hav­ing got­ten the things in­to her hands, she had re­solved to come and try as she had done. She then gave him re­peated as­sur­ances that it should nev­er go out of her mouth, and though she knew the wo­man very well, yet she had not let her know, mean­ing me, any­thing of it; that is to say, who the per­son was, which, by the way, was false; but, how­ever, it was not to his dam­age, for I nev­er opened my mouth of it to any­body.

			I had a great many thoughts in my head about my see­ing him again, and was of­ten sorry that I had re­fused it. I was per­suaded that if I had seen him, and let him know that I knew him, I should have made some ad­vant­age of him, and per­haps have had some main­ten­ance from him; and though it was a life wicked enough, yet it was not so full of danger as this I was en­gaged in. How­ever, those thoughts wore off, and I de­clined see­ing him again, for that time; but my gov­erness saw him of­ten, and he was very kind to her, giv­ing her some­thing al­most every time he saw her. One time in par­tic­u­lar she found him very merry, and as she thought he had some wine in his head, and he pressed her again very earn­estly to let him see that wo­man that, as he said, had be­witched him so that night, my gov­erness, who was from the be­gin­ning for my see­ing him, told him he was so de­sirous of it that she could al­most yield of it, if she could pre­vail upon me; adding that if he would please to come to her house in the even­ing, she would en­deav­our it, upon his re­peated as­sur­ances of for­get­ting what was past.

			Ac­cord­ingly she came to me, and told me all the dis­course; in short, she soon biased me to con­sent, in a case which I had some re­gret in my mind for de­clin­ing be­fore; so I pre­pared to see him. I dressed me to all the ad­vant­age pos­sible, I as­sure you, and for the first time used a little art; I say for the first time, for I had nev­er yiel­ded to the base­ness of paint be­fore, hav­ing al­ways had van­ity enough to be­lieve I had no need of it.

			At the hour ap­poin­ted he came; and as she ob­served be­fore, so it was plain still, that he had been drink­ing, though very far from what we call be­ing in drink. He ap­peared ex­ceed­ing pleased to see me, and entered in­to a long dis­course with me upon the old af­fair. I begged his par­don very of­ten for my share of it, pro­tested I had not any such design when first I met him, that I had not gone out with him but that I took him for a very civil gen­tle­man, and that he made me so many prom­ises of of­fer­ing no un­ci­vil­ity to me.

			He al­leged the wine he drank, and that he scarce knew what he did, and that if it had not been so, I should nev­er have let him take the free­dom with me that he had done. He pro­tested to me that he nev­er touched any wo­man but me since he was mar­ried to his wife, and it was a sur­prise upon him; com­pli­men­ted me upon be­ing so par­tic­u­larly agree­able to him, and the like; and talked so much of that kind, till I found he had talked him­self al­most in­to a tem­per to do the same thing over again. But I took him up short. I pro­tested I had nev­er suffered any man to touch me since my hus­band died, which was near eight years. He said he be­lieved it to be so truly; and ad­ded that madam had in­tim­ated as much to him, and that it was his opin­ion of that part which made his de­sire to see me again; and that since he had once broke in upon his vir­tue with me, and found no ill con­sequences, he could be safe in ven­tur­ing there again; and so, in short, it went on to what I ex­pec­ted, and to what will not bear re­lat­ing.

			My old gov­erness had fore­seen it, as well as I, and there­fore led him in­to a room which had not a bed in it, and yet had a cham­ber with­in it which had a bed, whith­er we with­drew for the rest of the night; and, in short, after some time be­ing to­geth­er, he went to bed, and lay there all night. I with­drew, but came again un­dressed in the morn­ing, be­fore it was day, and lay with him the rest of the time.

			Thus, you see, hav­ing com­mit­ted a crime once is a sad handle to the com­mit­ting of it again; where­as all the re­gret and re­flec­tions wear off when the tempta­tion re­news it­self. Had I not yiel­ded to see him again, the cor­rupt de­sire in him had worn off, and ’tis very prob­able he had nev­er fallen in­to it with any­body else, as I really be­lieve he had not done be­fore.

			When he went away, I told him I hoped he was sat­is­fied he had not been robbed again. He told me he was sat­is­fied in that point, and could trust me again, and put­ting his hand in his pock­et, gave me five guineas, which was the first money I had gained that way for many years.

			I had sev­er­al vis­its of the like kind from him, but he nev­er came in­to a settled way of main­ten­ance, which was what I would have best pleased with. Once, in­deed, he asked me how I did to live. I answered him pretty quick, that I as­sured him I had nev­er taken that course that I took with him, but that in­deed I worked at my needle, and could just main­tain my­self; that some­time it was as much as I was able to do, and I shif­ted hard enough.

			He seemed to re­flect upon him­self that he should be the first per­son to lead me in­to that, which he as­sured me he nev­er in­ten­ded to do him­self; and it touched him a little, he said, that he should be the cause of his own sin and mine too. He would of­ten make just re­flec­tions also upon the crime it­self, and upon the par­tic­u­lar cir­cum­stances of it with re­spect to him­self; how wine in­tro­duced the in­clin­a­tions, how the dev­il led him to the place, and found out an ob­ject to tempt him, and he made the mor­al al­ways him­self.

			When these thoughts were upon him he would go away, and per­haps not come again in a month’s time or longer; but then as the ser­i­ous part wore off, the lewd part would wear in, and then he came pre­pared for the wicked part. Thus we lived for some time; though he did not keep, as they call it, yet he nev­er failed do­ing things that were hand­some, and suf­fi­cient to main­tain me without work­ing, and, which was bet­ter, without fol­low­ing my old trade.

			But this af­fair had its end too; for after about a year, I found that he did not come so of­ten as usu­al, and at last he left if off al­to­geth­er without any dis­like to bid­ding adieu; and so there was an end of that short scene of life, which ad­ded no great store to me, only to make more work for re­pent­ance.

			How­ever, dur­ing this in­ter­val I con­fined my­self pretty much at home; at least, be­ing thus provided for, I made no ad­ven­tures, no, not for a quarter of a year after he left me; but then find­ing the fund fail, and be­ing loath to spend upon the main stock, I began to think of my old trade, and to look abroad in­to the street again; and my first step was lucky enough.

			I had dressed my­self up in a very mean habit, for as I had sev­er­al shapes to ap­pear in, I was now in an or­din­ary stuff-gown, a blue ap­ron, and a straw hat and I placed my­self at the door of the Three Cups Inn in St. John Street. There were sev­er­al car­ri­ers used the inn, and the stage­coaches for Barnet, for Tot­ter­idge, and oth­er towns that way stood al­ways in the street in the even­ing, when they pre­pared to set out, so that I was ready for any­thing that offered, for either one or oth­er. The mean­ing was this; people come fre­quently with bundles and small par­cels to those inns, and call for such car­ri­ers or coaches as they want, to carry them in­to the coun­try; and there gen­er­ally at­tend wo­men, port­ers’ wives or daugh­ters, ready to take in such things for their re­spect­ive people that em­ploy them.

			It happened very oddly that I was stand­ing at the inn gate, and a wo­man that had stood there be­fore, and which was the port­er’s wife be­long­ing to the Barnet stage­coach, hav­ing ob­served me, asked if I waited for any of the coaches. I told her Yes, I waited for my mis­tress, that was com­ing to go to Barnet. She asked me who was my mis­tress, and I told her any madam’s name that came next me; but as it seemed, I happened upon a name, a fam­ily of which name lived at Had­ley, just bey­ond Barnet.

			I said no more to her, or she to me, a good while; but by and by, some­body call­ing her at a door a little way off, she de­sired me that if any­body called for the Barnet coach, I would step and call her at the house, which it seems was an ale­house. I said Yes, very read­ily, and away she went.

			She was no soon­er gone but comes a wench and a child, puff­ing and sweat­ing, and asks for the Barnet coach. I answered presently, “Here.” “Do you be­long to the Barnet coach?” says she. “Yes, sweet­heart,” said I; “what do ye want?” “I want room for two pas­sen­gers,” says she. “Where are they, sweet­heart?” said I. “Here’s this girl, pray let her go in­to the coach,” says she, “and I’ll go and fetch my mis­tress.” “Make haste, then, sweet­heart,” says I, “for we may be full else.” The maid had a great bundle un­der her arm; so she put the child in­to the coach, and I said, “You had best put your bundle in­to the coach too.” “No,” says she, “I am afraid some­body should slip it away from the child.” “Give to me, then,” said I, “and I’ll take care of it.” “Do, then,” says she, “and be sure you take of it.” “I’ll an­swer for it,” said I, “if it were for £20 value.” “There, take it, then,” says she, and away she goes.

			As soon as I had got the bundle, and the maid was out of sight, I goes on to­wards the ale­house, where the port­er’s wife was, so that if I had met her, I had then only been go­ing to give her the bundle, and to call her to her busi­ness, as if I was go­ing away, and could stay no longer; but as I did not meet her, I walked away, and turn­ing in­to Charter­house Lane, then crossed in­to Bartho­lomew Close, so in­to Little Bri­tain, and through the Blue­coat Hos­pit­al, in­to Newg­ate Street.

			To pre­vent my be­ing known, I pulled off my blue ap­ron, and wrapped the bundle in it, which be­fore was made up in a piece of painted calico, and very re­mark­able; I also wrapped up my straw hat in it, and so put the bundle upon my head; and it was very well that I did thus, for com­ing through the Blue­coat Hos­pit­al, who should I meet but the wench that had giv­en me the bundle to hold. It seems she was go­ing with her mis­tress, whom she had been gone to fetch, to the Barnet coaches.

			I saw she was in haste, and I had no busi­ness to stop her; so away she went, and I brought my bundle safe home to my gov­erness. There was no money, nor plate, or jew­els in the bundle, but a very good suit of In­di­an dam­ask, a gown and a pet­ti­coat, a laced-head and ruffles of very good Flanders lace, and some lin­en and oth­er things, such as I knew very well the value of.

			This was not in­deed my own in­ven­tion, but was giv­en me by one that had prac­tised it with suc­cess, and my gov­erness liked it ex­tremely; and in­deed I tried it again sev­er­al times, though nev­er twice near the same place; for the next time I tried it in White Chapel, just by the corner of Pet­ti­coat Lane, where the coaches stand that go out to Strat­ford and Bow, and that side of the coun­try, and an­oth­er time at the Fly­ing Horse, without Bish­op­g­ate, where the Che­ston coaches then lay; and I had al­ways the good luck to come off with some booty.

			An­oth­er time I placed my­self at a ware­house by the wa­ter­side, where the coast­ing ves­sels from the north come, such as from New­castle-upon-Tyne, Sun­der­land, and oth­er places. Here, the ware­houses be­ing shut, comes a young fel­low with a let­ter; and he wanted a box and a hamper that was come from New­castle-upon-Tyne. I asked him if he had the marks of it; so he shows me the let­ter, by vir­tue of which he was to ask for it, and which gave an ac­count of the con­tents, the box be­ing full of lin­en, and the hamper full of glass ware. I read the let­ter, and took care to see the name, and the marks, the name of the per­son that sent the goods, the name of the per­son that they were sent to; then I bade the mes­sen­ger come in the morn­ing, for that the ware­house-keep­er would not be there any more that night.

			Away went I, and get­ting ma­ter­i­als in a pub­lic house, I wrote a let­ter from Mr. John Richard­son of New­castle to his dear cous­in Jemmy Cole, in Lon­don, with an ac­count that he sent by such a ves­sel (for I re­membered all the par­tic­u­lars to a title), so many pieces of hucka­back lin­en, so many ells of Dutch hol­land and the like, in a box, and a hamper of flint glasses from Mr. Hen­zill’s glass­house; and that the box was marked I. C. No. 1, and the hamper was dir­ec­ted by a la­bel on the cord­ing.

			About an hour after, I came to the ware­house, found the ware­house-keep­er, and had the goods de­livered me without any scruple; the value of the lin­en be­ing about £22.

			I could fill up this whole dis­course with the vari­ety of such ad­ven­tures, which daily in­ven­tion dir­ec­ted to, and which I man­aged with the ut­most dex­ter­ity, and al­ways with suc­cess.

			At length—as when does the pitch­er come safe home that goes so very of­ten to the well?—I fell in­to some small broils, which though they could not af­fect me fatally, yet made me known, which was the worst thing next to be­ing found guilty that could be­fall me.

			I had taken up the dis­guise of a wid­ow’s dress; it was without any real design in view, but only wait­ing for any­thing that might of­fer, as I of­ten did. It happened that while I was go­ing along the street in Cov­ent Garden, there was a great cry of “Stop thief! Stop thief!” some artists had, it seems, put a trick upon a shop­keep­er, and be­ing pur­sued, some of them fled one way, and some an­oth­er; and one of them was, they said, dressed up in wid­ow’s weeds, upon which the mob gathered about me, and some said I was the per­son, oth­ers said no. Im­me­di­ately came the mer­cer’s jour­ney­man, and he swore aloud I was the per­son, and so seized on me. How­ever, when I was brought back by the mob to the mer­cer’s shop, the mas­ter of the house said freely that I was not the wo­man that was in his shop, and would have let me go im­me­di­ately; but an­oth­er fel­low said gravely, “Pray stay till Mr. ———” (mean­ing the jour­ney­man) “comes back, for he knows her.” So they kept me by force near half an hour. They had called a con­stable, and he stood in the shop as my jail­er; and in talk­ing with the con­stable I in­quired where he lived, and what trade he was; the man not ap­pre­hend­ing in the least what happened af­ter­wards, read­ily told me his name, and trade, and where he lived; and told me as a jest, that I might be sure to hear of his name when I came to the Old Bailey.

			Some of the ser­vants like­wise used me sau­cily, and had much ado to keep their hands off me; the mas­ter in­deed was civiller to me than they, but he would not yet let me go, though he owned he could not say I was in his shop be­fore.

			I began to be a little surly with him, and told him I hoped he would not take it ill if I made my­self amends upon him in a more leg­al way an­oth­er time; and de­sired I might send for friends to see me have right done me. No, he said, he could give no such liberty; I might ask it when I came be­fore the justice of peace; and see­ing I threatened him, he would take care of me in the mean­time, and would lodge me safe in Newg­ate. I told him it was his time now, but it would be mine by and by, and gov­erned my pas­sion as well as I was able. How­ever, I spoke to the con­stable to call me a port­er, which he did, and then I called for pen, ink, and pa­per, but they would let me have none. I asked the port­er his name, and where he lived, and the poor man told it me very will­ingly. I bade him ob­serve and re­mem­ber how I was treated there; that he saw I was de­tained there by force. I told him I should want his evid­ence in an­oth­er place, and it should not be the worse for him to speak. The port­er said he would serve me with all his heart. “But, madam,” says he, “let me hear them re­fuse to let you go, then I may be able to speak the plain­er.”

			With that I spoke aloud to the mas­ter of the shop, and said, “Sir, you know in your own con­science that I am not the per­son you look for, and that I was not in your shop be­fore, there­fore I de­mand that you de­tain me here no longer, or tell me the reas­on of your stop­ping me.” The fel­low grew sur­li­er upon this than be­fore, and said he would do neither till he thought fit. “Very well,” said I to the con­stable and to the port­er; “you will be pleased to re­mem­ber this, gen­tle­men, an­oth­er time.” The port­er said, “Yes, madam;” and the con­stable began not to like it, and would have per­suaded the mer­cer to dis­miss him, and let me go, since, as he said, he owned I was not the per­son. “Good, sir,” says the mer­cer to him taunt­ingly, “are you a justice of peace or a con­stable? I charged you with her; pray do you do your duty.” The con­stable told him, a little moved, but very hand­somely, “I know my duty, and what I am, sir; I doubt you hardly know what you are do­ing.” They had some oth­er hard words, and in the mean­time the jour­ney­man, im­pudent and un­manly to the last de­gree, used me bar­bar­ously, and one of them, the same that first seized upon me, pre­ten­ded he would search me, and began to lay hands on me. I spit in his face, called out to the con­stable, and bade him to take no­tice of my us­age. “And pray, Mr. Con­stable,” said I, “ask that vil­lain’s name,” point­ing to the man. The con­stable re­proved him de­cently, told him that he did not know what he did, for he knew that his mas­ter ac­know­ledged I was not the per­son that was in his shop; “and,” says the con­stable, “I am afraid your mas­ter is bring­ing him­self, and me too, in­to trouble, if this gen­tle­wo­man comes to prove who she is, and where she was, and it ap­pears that she is not the wo­man you pre­tend to.” “Damn her,” says the fel­low again, with a im­pudent, hardened face, “she is the lady, you may de­pend upon it; I’ll swear she is the same body that was in the shop, and that I gave the pieces of sat­in that is lost in­to her own hand. You shall hear more of it when Mr. Wil­li­am and Mr. An­thony (those were oth­er jour­ney­men) come back; they will know her again as well as I.”

			Just as the in­solent rogue was talk­ing thus to the con­stable, comes back Mr. Wil­li­am and Mr. An­thony, as he called them, and a great rabble with them, bring­ing along with them the true wid­ow that I was pre­ten­ded to be; and they came sweat­ing and blow­ing in­to the shop, and with a great deal of tri­umph, drag­ging the poor creature in the most butcherly man­ner up to­wards their mas­ter, who was in the back shop, and cried out aloud, “Here’s the wid­ow, sir; we have catched her at last.” “What do ye mean by that?” says the mas­ter. “Why, we have her already; there she sits,” says he, “and Mr. ———,” says he, “can swear this is she.” The oth­er man, whom they called Mr. An­thony, replied, “Mr. ——— may say what he will, and swear what he will, but this is the wo­man, and there’s the rem­nant of sat­in she stole; I took it out of her clothes with my own hand.”

			I sat still now, and began to take a bet­ter heart, but smiled and said noth­ing; the mas­ter looked pale; the con­stable turned about and looked at me. “Let ’em alone, Mr. Con­stable,” said I; “let ’em go on.” The case was plain and could not be denied, so the con­stable was charged with the right thief, and the mer­cer told me very civilly he was sorry for the mis­take, and hoped I would not take it ill; that they had so many things of this nature put upon them every day, that they could not be blamed for be­ing very sharp in do­ing them­selves justice. “Not take it ill, sir!” said I; “how can I take it well! If you had dis­missed me when your in­solent fel­low seized on me it the street, and brought me to you, and when you your­self ac­know­ledged I was not the per­son, I would have put it by, and not taken it ill, be­cause of the many ill things I be­lieve you have put upon you daily; but your treat­ment of me since has been in­suf­fer­able, and es­pe­cially that of your ser­vant; I must and will have re­par­a­tion for that.”

			Then he began to par­ley with me, said he would make me any reas­on­able sat­is­fac­tion, and would fain have had me tell him what it was I ex­pec­ted. I told him that I should not be my own judge, the law should de­cide it for me; and as I was to be car­ried be­fore a ma­gis­trate, I should let him hear there what I had to say. He told me there was no oc­ca­sion to go be­fore the justice now, I was at liberty to go where I pleased; and so, call­ing to the con­stable, told him he might let me go, for I was dis­charged. The con­stable said calmly to him, “sir, you asked me just now if I knew wheth­er I was a con­stable or justice, and bade me do my duty, and charged me with this gen­tle­wo­man as a pris­on­er. Now, sir, I find you do not un­der­stand what is my duty, for you would make me a justice in­deed; but I must tell you it is not in my power. I may keep a pris­on­er when I am charged with him, but ’tis the law and the ma­gis­trate alone that can dis­charge that pris­on­er; there­fore ’tis a mis­take, sir; I must carry her be­fore a justice now, wheth­er you think well of it or not.” The mer­cer was very high with the con­stable at first; but the con­stable hap­pen­ing to be not a hired of­ficer, but a good, sub­stan­tial kind of man (I think he was a corn-hand­ler), and a man of good sense, stood to his busi­ness, would not dis­charge me without go­ing to a justice of the peace; and I in­sisted upon it too. When the mer­cer saw that, “Well,” says he to the con­stable, “you may carry her where you please; I have noth­ing to say to her.” “But, sir,” says the con­stable, “you will go with us, I hope, for ’tis you that charged me with her.” “No, not I,” says the mer­cer; “I tell you I have noth­ing to say to her.” “But pray, sir, do,” says the con­stable; “I de­sire it of you for your own sake, for the justice can do noth­ing without you.” “Prithee, fel­low,” says the mer­cer, “go about your busi­ness; I tell you I have noth­ing to say to the gen­tle­wo­man. I charge you in the king’s name to dis­miss her.” “Sir,” says the con­stable, “I find you don’t know what it is to be con­stable; I beg of you don’t ob­lige me to be rude to you.” “I think I need not; you are rude enough already,” says the mer­cer. “No, sir,” says the con­stable, “I am not rude; you have broken the peace in bring­ing an hon­est wo­man out of the street, when she was about her law­ful oc­ca­sion, con­fin­ing her in your shop, and ill-us­ing her here by your ser­vants; and now can you say I am rude to you? I think I am civil to you in not com­mand­ing or char­ging you in the king’s name to go with me, and char­ging every man I see that passes your door to aid and as­sist me in car­ry­ing you by force; this you can­not but know I have power to do, and yet I for­bear it, and once more en­treat you to go with me.” Well, he would not for all this, and gave the con­stable ill lan­guage. How­ever, the con­stable kept his tem­per, and would not be pro­voked; and then I put in and said, “Come, Mr. Con­stable, let him alone; I shall find ways enough to fetch him be­fore a ma­gis­trate, I don’t fear that; but there’s the fel­low,” says I, “he was the man that seized on me as I was in­no­cently go­ing along the street, and you are a wit­ness of the vi­ol­ence with me since; give me leave to charge you with him, and carry him be­fore the justice.” “Yes, madam,” says the con­stable; and turn­ing to the fel­low “Come, young gen­tle­man,” says he to the jour­ney­man, “you must go along with us; I hope you are not above the con­stable’s power, though your mas­ter is.”

			The fel­low looked like a con­demned thief, and hung back, then looked at his mas­ter, as if he could help him; and he, like a fool, en­cour­age the fel­low to be rude, and he truly res­isted the con­stable, and pushed him back with a good force when he went to lay hold on him, at which the con­stable knocked him down, and called out for help; and im­me­di­ately the shop was filled with people, and the con­stable seized the mas­ter and man, and all his ser­vants.

			This first ill con­sequence of this fray was, that the wo­man they had taken, who was really the thief, made off, and got clear away in the crowd; and two oth­er that they had stopped also; wheth­er they were really guilty or not, that I can say noth­ing to.

			By this time some of his neigh­bours hav­ing come in, and, upon in­quiry, see­ing how things went, had en­deav­oured to bring the hot-brained mer­cer to his senses, and he began to be con­vinced that he was in the wrong; and so at length we went all very quietly be­fore the justice, with a mob of about five hun­dred people at our heels; and all the way I went I could hear the people ask what was the mat­ter, and oth­er reply and say, a mer­cer had stopped a gen­tle­wo­man in­stead of a thief, and had af­ter­wards taken the thief, and now the gen­tle­wo­man had taken the mer­cer, and was car­ry­ing him be­fore the justice. This pleased the people strangely, and made the crowd in­crease, and they cried out as they went, “Which is the rogue? which is the mer­cer?” and es­pe­cially the wo­men. Then when they saw him they cried out, “That’s he, that’s he;” and every now and then came a good dab of dirt at him; and thus we marched a good while, till the mer­cer thought fit to de­sire the con­stable to call a coach to pro­tect him­self from the rabble; so we rode the rest of the way, the con­stable and I, and the mer­cer and his man.

			When we came to the justice, which was an an­cient gen­tle­man in Blooms­bury, the con­stable giv­ing first a sum­mary ac­count of the mat­ter, the justice bade me speak, and tell what I had to say. And first he asked my name, which I was very loath to give, but there was no rem­edy, so I told him my name was Mary Flanders, that I was a wid­ow, my hus­band be­ing a sea cap­tain, died on a voy­age to Vir­gin­ia; and some oth­er cir­cum­stances I told which he could nev­er con­tra­dict, and that I lodged at present in town with such a per­son, nam­ing my gov­erness; but that I was pre­par­ing to go over to Amer­ica, where my hus­band’s ef­fects lay, and that I was go­ing that day to buy some clothes to put my­self in­to second mourn­ing, but had not yet been in any shop, when that fel­low, point­ing to the mer­cer’s jour­ney­man, came rush­ing upon me with such fury as very much frighted me, and car­ried me back to his mas­ter’s shop, where, though his mas­ter ac­know­ledged I was not the per­son, yet he would not dis­miss me, but charged a con­stable with me.

			Then I pro­ceeded to tell how the jour­ney­man treated me; how they would not suf­fer me to send for any of my friends; how af­ter­wards they found the real thief, and took the very goods they had lost upon her, and all the par­tic­u­lars as be­fore.

			Then the con­stable re­lated his case: his dia­logue with the mer­cer about dis­char­ging me, and at last his ser­vant’s re­fus­ing to go with him, when he had charged him with him, and his mas­ter en­cour­aging him to do so, and at last his strik­ing the con­stable, and the like, all as I have told it already.

			The justice then heard the mer­cer and his man. The mer­cer in­deed made a long har­angue of the great loss they have daily by lift­ers and thieves; that it was easy for them to mis­take, and that when he found it he would have dis­missed me, etc., as above. As to the jour­ney­man, he had very little to say, but that he pre­ten­ded oth­er of the ser­vants told him that I was really the per­son.

			Upon the whole, the justice first of all told me very cour­teously I was dis­charged; that he was very sorry that the mer­cer’s man should in his eager pur­suit have so little dis­cre­tion as to take up an in­no­cent per­son for a guilty per­son; that if he had not been so un­just as to de­tain me af­ter­ward, he be­lieved I would have for­giv­en the first af­front; that, how­ever, it was not in his power to award me any re­par­a­tion for any­thing, oth­er than by openly re­prov­ing them, which he should do; but he sup­posed I would ap­ply to such meth­ods as the law dir­ec­ted; in the mean­time he would bind him over.

			But as to the breach of the peace com­mit­ted by the jour­ney­man, he told me he should give me some sat­is­fac­tion for that, for he should com­mit him to Newg­ate for as­sault­ing the con­stable, and for as­sault­ing me also.

			Ac­cord­ingly he sent the fel­low to Newg­ate for that as­sault, and his mas­ter gave bail, and so we came away; but I had the sat­is­fac­tion of see­ing the mob wait upon them both, as they came out, hal­loo­ing and throw­ing stones and dirt at the coaches they rode in; and so I came home to my gov­erness.

			After this hustle, com­ing home and telling my gov­erness the story, she falls a-laugh­ing at me. “Why are you merry?” says I; “the story has not so much laugh­ing room in it as you ima­gine; I am sure I have had a great deal of hurry and fright too, with a pack of ugly rogues.” “Laugh!” says my gov­erness; “I laugh, child, to see what a lucky creature you are; why, this job will be the best bar­gain to you that ever you made in your life, if you man­age it well. I war­rant you,” says she, “you shall make the mer­cer pay you £500 for dam­ages, be­sides what you shall get out of the jour­ney­man.”

			I had oth­er thoughts of the mat­ter than she had; and es­pe­cially, be­cause I had giv­en in my name to the justice of peace; and I knew that my name was so well known among the people at Hick’s Hall, the Old Bailey, and such places, that if this cause came to be tried openly, and my name came to be in­quired in­to, no court would give much dam­ages, for the repu­ta­tion of a per­son of such a char­ac­ter. How­ever, I was ob­liged to be­gin a pro­sec­u­tion in form, and ac­cord­ingly my gov­erness found me out a very cred­it­able sort of a man to man­age it, be­ing an at­tor­ney of very good busi­ness, and of a good repu­ta­tion, and she was cer­tainly in the right of this; for had she em­ployed a pet­ti­fog­ging hedge so­li­cit­or, or a man not known, and not in good repu­ta­tion, I should have brought it to but little.

			I met this at­tor­ney, and gave him all the par­tic­u­lars at large, as they are re­cited above; and he as­sured me it was a case, as he said, that would very well sup­port it­self, and that he did not ques­tion but that a jury would give very con­sid­er­able dam­ages on such an oc­ca­sion; so tak­ing his full in­struc­tions he began the pro­sec­u­tion, and the mer­cer be­ing ar­res­ted, gave bail. A few days after his giv­ing bail, he comes with his at­tor­ney to my at­tor­ney, to let him know that he de­sired to ac­com­mod­ate the mat­ter; that it was all car­ried on in the heat of an un­happy pas­sion; that his cli­ent, mean­ing me, had a sharp pro­vok­ing tongue, that I used them ill, gib­ing at them, and jeer­ing them, even while they be­lieved me to be the very per­son, and that I had pro­voked them, and the like.

			My at­tor­ney man­aged as well on my side; made them be­lieve I was a wid­ow of for­tune, that I was able to do my­self justice, and had great friends to stand by me too, who had all made me prom­ise to sue to the ut­most, and that if it cost me a thou­sand pounds I would be sure to have sat­is­fac­tion, for that the af­fronts I had re­ceived were in­suf­fer­able.

			How­ever, they brought my at­tor­ney to this, that he prom­ised he would not blow the coals, that if I in­clined to ac­com­mod­a­tion, he would not hinder me, and that he would rather per­suade me to peace than to war; for which they told him he should be no loser; all which he told me very hon­estly, and told me that if they offered him any bribe, I should cer­tainly know it; but upon the whole he told me very hon­estly that if I would take his opin­ion, he would ad­vise me to make it up with them, for that as they were in a great fright, and were de­sirous above all things to make it up, and knew that, let it be what it would, they would be al­lot­ted to bear all the costs of the suit; he be­lieved they would give me freely more than any jury or court of justice would give upon a tri­al. I asked him what he thought they would be brought to. He told me he could not tell as to that, but he would tell me more when I saw him again.

			Some time after this, they came again to know if he had talked with me. He told them he had; that he found me not so averse to an ac­com­mod­a­tion as some of my friends were, who re­sen­ted the dis­grace offered me, and set me on; that they blowed the coals in secret, prompt­ing me to re­venge, or do my­self justice, as they called it; so that he could not tell what to say to it; he told them he would do his en­deav­our to per­suade me, but he ought to be able to tell me what pro­pos­al they made. They pre­ten­ded they could not make any pro­pos­al, be­cause it might be made use of against them; and he told them, that by the same rule he could not make any of­fers, for that might be pleaded in abate­ment of what dam­ages a jury might be in­clined to give. How­ever, after some dis­course and mu­tu­al prom­ises that no ad­vant­age should be taken on either side, by what was trans­acted then or at any oth­er of those meet­ings, they came to a kind of a treaty; but so re­mote, and so wide from one an­oth­er, that noth­ing could be ex­pec­ted from it; for my at­tor­ney de­man­ded £500 and charges, and they offered £50 without charges; so they broke off, and the mer­cer pro­posed to have a meet­ing with me my­self; and my at­tor­ney agreed to that very read­ily.

			My at­tor­ney gave me no­tice to come to this meet­ing in good clothes, and with some state, that the mer­cer might see I was some­thing more than I seemed to be that time they had me. Ac­cord­ingly I came in a new suit of second mourn­ing, ac­cord­ing to what I had said at the justice’s. I set my­self out, too, as well as a wid­ow’s dress in second mourn­ing would ad­mit; my gov­erness also fur­nished me with a good pearl neck­lace, that shut in be­hind with a lock­et of dia­monds, which she had in pawn; and I had a very good fig­ure; and as I stayed till I was sure they were come, I came in a coach to the door, with my maid with me.

			When I came in­to the room the mer­cer was sur­prised. He stood up and made his bow, which I took a little no­tice of, and but a little, and went and sat down where my own at­tor­ney had poin­ted to me to sit, for it was his house. After a little while the mer­cer said, he did not know me again, and began to make some com­pli­ments his way. I told him, I be­lieved he did not know me at first, and that if he had, I be­lieved he would not have treated me as he did.

			He told me he was very sorry for what had happened, and that it was to testi­fy the will­ing­ness he had to make all pos­sible re­par­a­tion that he had ap­poin­ted this meet­ing; that he hoped I would not carry things to ex­tremity, which might be not only too great a loss to him, but might be the ru­in of his busi­ness and shop, in which case I might have the sat­is­fac­tion of re­pay­ing an in­jury with an in­jury ten times great­er; but that I would then get noth­ing, where­as he was will­ing to do me any justice that was in his power, without put­ting him­self or me to the trouble or charge of a suit at law.

			I told him I was glad to hear him talk so much more like a man of sense than he did be­fore; that it was true, ac­know­ledg­ment in most cases of af­fronts was coun­ted re­par­a­tion suf­fi­cient; but this had gone too far to be made up so; that I was not re­venge­ful, nor did I seek his ru­in, or any man’s else, but that all my friends were un­an­im­ous not to let me so far neg­lect my char­ac­ter as to ad­just a thing of this kind without a suf­fi­cient re­par­a­tion of hon­our; that to be taken up for a thief was such an in­dig­nity as could not be put up; that my char­ac­ter was above be­ing treated so by any that knew me, but be­cause in my con­di­tion of a wid­ow I had been for some time care­less of my­self, and neg­li­gent of my­self, I might be taken for such a creature, but that for the par­tic­u­lar us­age I had from him af­ter­wards—and then I re­peated all as be­fore; it was so pro­vok­ing I had scarce pa­tience to re­peat it.

			Well, he ac­know­ledged all, and was might humble in­deed; he made pro­pos­als very hand­some; he came up to £100 and to pay all the law charges, and ad­ded that he would make me a present of a very good suit of clothes. I came down to £300, and I de­man­ded that I should pub­lish an ad­vert­ise­ment of the par­tic­u­lars in the com­mon news­pa­pers.

			This was a clause he nev­er could com­ply with. How­ever, at last he came up, by good man­age­ment of my at­tor­ney, to £150 and a suit of black silk clothes; and there I agree, and as it were, at my at­tor­ney’s re­quest, com­plied with it, he pay­ing my at­tor­ney’s bill and charges, and gave us a good sup­per in­to the bar­gain.

			When I came to re­ceive the money, I brought my gov­erness with me, dressed like an old duch­ess, and a gen­tle­man very well dressed, who we pre­ten­ded cour­ted me, but I called him cous­in, and the law­yer was only to hint privately to him that his gen­tle­man cour­ted the wid­ow.

			He treated us hand­somely in­deed, and paid the money cheer­fully enough; so that it cost him £200 in all, or rather more. At our last meet­ing, when all was agreed, the case of the jour­ney­man came up, and the mer­cer begged very hard for him; told me he was a man that had kept a shop of his own, and been in good busi­ness, had a wife, and sev­er­al chil­dren, and was very poor; that he had noth­ing to make sat­is­fac­tion with, but he should come to beg my par­don on his knees, if I de­sired it, as openly as I pleased. I had no spleen at the saucy rogue, nor were his sub­mis­sions any­thing to me, since there was noth­ing to be got by him, so I thought it was as good to throw that in gen­er­ously as not; so I told him I did not de­sire the ru­in of any man, and there­fore at his re­quest I would for­give the wretch; it was be­low me to seek any re­venge.

			When we were at sup­per he brought the poor fel­low in to make ac­know­ledg­ment, which he would have done with as much mean hu­mil­ity as his of­fence was with in­sult­ing haught­i­ness and pride, in which he was an in­stance of a com­plete base­ness of spir­it, im­pi­ous, cruel, and re­lent­less when up­per­most and in prosper­ity, ab­ject and low-spir­ited when down in af­flic­tion. How­ever, I abated his cringes, told him I for­gave him, and de­sired he might with­draw, as if I did not care for the sight of him, though I had for­giv­en him.

			I was now in good cir­cum­stances in­deed, if I could have known my time for leav­ing off, and my gov­erness of­ten said I was the richest of the trade in Eng­land; and so I be­lieve I was, for I had £700 by me in money, be­sides clothes, rings, some plate, and two gold watches, and all of them stolen, for I had in­nu­mer­able jobs be­sides these I have men­tioned. Oh! had I even now had the grace of re­pent­ance, I had still leis­ure to have looked back upon my fol­lies, and have made some re­par­a­tion; but the sat­is­fac­tion I was to make for the pub­lic mis­chiefs I had done was yet left be­hind; and I could not for­bear go­ing abroad again, as I called it now, than any more I could when my ex­tremity really drove me out for bread.

			It was not long after the af­fair with the mer­cer was made up, that I went out in an equipage quite dif­fer­ent from any I had ever ap­peared in be­fore. I dressed my­self like a beg­gar wo­man, in the coarsest and most despic­able rags I could get, and I walked about peer­ing and peep­ing in­to every door and win­dow I came near; and in­deed I was in such a plight now that I knew as ill how to be­have in as ever I did in any. I nat­ur­ally ab­horred dirt and rags; I had been bred up tight and cleanly, and could be no oth­er, whatever con­di­tion I was in; so that this was the most un­easy dis­guise to me that ever I put on. I said presently to my­self that this would not do, for this was a dress that every­body was shy and afraid of; and I thought every­body looked at me, as if they were afraid I should come near them, lest I should take some­thing from them, or afraid to come near me, lest they should get some­thing from me. I wandered about all the even­ing the first time I went out, and made noth­ing of it, but came home again wet, draggled, and tired. How­ever, I went out again the next night, and then I met with a little ad­ven­ture, which had like to have cost me dear. As I was stand­ing near a tav­ern door, there comes a gen­tle­man on horse­back, and lights at the door, and want­ing to go in­to the tav­ern, he calls one of the draw­ers to hold his horse. He stayed pretty long in the tav­ern, and the draw­er heard his mas­ter call, and thought he would be angry with him. See­ing me stand by him, he called to me, “Here, wo­man,” says he, “hold this horse a while, till I go in; if the gen­tle­man comes, he’ll give you some­thing.” “Yes,” says I, and takes the horse, and walks off with him very soberly, and car­ried him to my gov­erness.

			This had been a booty to those that had un­der­stood it; but nev­er was poor thief more at a loss to know what to do with any­thing that was stolen; for when I came home, my gov­erness was quite con­foun­ded, and what to do with the creature, we neither of us knew. To send him to a stable was do­ing noth­ing, for it was cer­tain that pub­lic no­tice would be giv­en in the Gaz­ette, and the horse de­scribed, so that we durst not go to fetch it again.

			All the rem­edy we had for this un­lucky ad­ven­ture was to go and set up the horse at an inn, and send a note by a port­er to the tav­ern, that the gen­tle­man’s horse that was lost such a time was left at such an inn, and that he might be had there; that the poor wo­man that held him, hav­ing led him about the street, not be­ing able to lead him back again, had left him there. We might have waited till the own­er had pub­lished and offered a re­ward, but we did not care to ven­ture the re­ceiv­ing the re­ward.

			So this was a rob­bery and no rob­bery, for little was lost by it, and noth­ing was got by it, and I was quite sick of go­ing out in a beg­gar’s dress; it did not an­swer at all, and be­sides, I thought it was omin­ous and threat­en­ing.

			While I was in this dis­guise, I fell in with a par­cel of folks of a worse kind than any I ever sor­ted with, and I saw a little in­to their ways too. These were coin­ers of money, and they made some very good of­fers to me, as to profit; but the part they would have had me have em­barked in was the most dan­ger­ous part. I mean that of the very work­ing the die, as they call it, which, had I been taken, had been cer­tain death, and that at a stake—I say, to be burnt to death at a stake; so that though I was to ap­pear­ance but a beg­gar, and they prom­ised moun­tains of gold and sil­ver to me to en­gage, yet it would not do. It is true, if I had been really a beg­gar, or had been des­per­ate as when I began, I might per­haps have closed with it; for what care they to die that can’t tell how to live? But at present this was not my con­di­tion, at least I was for no such ter­rible risks as those; be­sides, the very thoughts of be­ing burnt at a stake struck ter­ror in­to my very soul, chilled my blood, and gave me the va­pours to such a de­gree, as I could not think of it without trem­bling.

			This put an end to my dis­guise too, for as I did not like the pro­pos­al, so I did not tell them so, but seemed to rel­ish it, and prom­ised to meet again. But I durst see them no more; for if I had seen them, and not com­plied, though I had de­clined it with the greatest as­sur­ance of secrecy in the world, they would have gone near to have murdered me, to make sure work, and make them­selves easy, as they call it. What kind of eas­i­ness that is, they may best judge that un­der­stand how easy men are that can murder people to pre­vent danger.

			This and horse-steal­ing were things quite out of my way, and I might eas­ily re­solve I would have to more to say to them; my busi­ness seemed to lie an­oth­er way, and though it had haz­ard enough in it too, yet it was more suit­able to me, and what had more of art in it, and more room to es­cape, and more chances for a-com­ing off if a sur­prise should hap­pen.

			I had sev­er­al pro­pos­als made also to me about that time, to come in­to a gang of house­break­ers; but that was a thing I had no mind to ven­ture at neither, any more than I had at the coin­ing trade. I offered to go along with two men and a wo­man, that made it their busi­ness to get in­to houses by stratagem, and with them I was will­ing enough to ven­ture. But there were three of them already, and they did not care to part, nor I to have too many in a gang, so I did not close with them, but de­clined them, and they paid dear for their next at­tempt.

			But at length I met with a wo­man that had of­ten told me what ad­ven­tures she had made, and with suc­cess, at the wa­ter­side, and I closed with her, and we drove on our busi­ness pretty well. One day we came among some Dutch people at St. Cath­er­ine’s, where we went on pre­tence to buy goods that were privately got on shore. I was two or three times in a house where we saw a good quant­ity of pro­hib­ited goods, and my com­pan­ion once brought away three pieces of Dutch black silk that turned to good ac­count, and I had my share of it; but in all the jour­neys I made by my­self, I could not get an op­por­tun­ity to do any­thing, so I laid it aside, for I had been so of­ten, that they began to sus­pect some­thing, and were so shy, that I saw noth­ing was to be done.

			This baulked me a little, and I re­solved to push at some­thing or oth­er, for I was not used to come back so of­ten without pur­chase; so the next day I dressed my­self up fine, and took a walk to the oth­er end of the town. I passed through the Ex­change in the Strand, but had no no­tion of find­ing any­thing to do there, when on a sud­den I saw a great clut­ter­ing in the place, and all the people, shop­keep­ers as well as oth­ers, stand­ing up and star­ing; and what should it be but some great duch­ess come in­to the Ex­change, and they said the queen was com­ing. I set my­self close up to a shop-side with my back to the counter, as if to let the crowd pass by, when keep­ing my eye upon a par­cel of lace which the shop­keep­er was show­ing to some ladies that stood by me, the shop­keep­er and her maid were so taken up with look­ing to see who was com­ing, and what shop they would go to, that I found means to slip a pa­per of lace in­to my pock­et and come clear off with it; so the lady-mil­liner paid dear enough for her gap­ing after the queen.

			I went off from the shop, as if driv­en along by the throng, and ming­ling my­self with the crowd, went out at the oth­er door of the Ex­change, and so got away be­fore they missed their lace; and be­cause I would not be fol­lowed, I called a coach and shut my­self up in it. I had scarce shut the coach doors up, but I saw the mil­liner’s maid and five or six more come run­ning out in­to the street, and cry­ing out as if they were frightened. They did not cry “Stop thief!” be­cause nobody ran away, but I could hear the word “robbed,” and “lace,” two or three times, and saw the wench wringing her hands, and run star­ing to and again, like one scared. The coach­man that had taken me up was get­ting up in­to the box, but was not quite up, so that the horse had not be­gun to move; so that I was ter­rible un­easy, and I took the pack­et of lace and laid it ready to have dropped it out at the flap of the coach, which opens be­fore, just be­hind the coach­man; but to my great sat­is­fac­tion, in less than a minute the coach began to move, that is to say, as soon as the coach­man had got up and spoken to his horses; so he drove away without any in­ter­rup­tion, and I brought off my pur­chase, which was worth near £20.

			The next day I dressed up again, but in quite dif­fer­ent clothes, and walked the same way again, but noth­ing offered till I came in­to St. James’s Park, where I saw abund­ance of fine ladies in the Park, walk­ing in the Mall, and among the rest there was a little miss, a young lady of about twelve or thir­teen years old, and she had a sis­ter, as I sup­pose it was, with her, that might be about nine years old. I ob­served the biggest had a fine gold watch on, and a good neck­lace of pearl, and they had a foot­man in liv­ery with them; but as it is not usu­al for the foot­man to go be­hind the ladies in the Mall, so I ob­served the foot­man stopped at their go­ing in­to the Mall, and the biggest of the sis­ters spoke to him, which I per­ceived was to bid him be just there when they came back.

			When I heard her dis­miss the foot­man, I stepped up to him and asked him, what little lady that was? and held a little chat with him about what a pretty child it was with her, and how gen­teel and well-car­riaged the lady, the eld­est, would be: how wo­man­ish, and how grave; and the fool of a fel­low told me presently who she was; that she was Sir Thomas ———’s eld­est daugh­ter, of Es­sex, and that she was a great for­tune; that her moth­er was not come to town yet; but she was with Sir Wil­li­am ———’s lady, of Suf­folk, at her lodging in Suf­folk Street, and a great deal more; that they had a maid and a wo­man to wait on them, be­sides Sir Thomas’s coach, the coach­man, and him­self; and that young lady was gov­erness to the whole fam­ily, as well here as at home too; and, in short, told me abund­ance of things enough for my busi­ness.

			I was very well dressed, and had my gold watch as well as she; so I left the foot­man, and I puts my­self in a rank with this young lady, hav­ing stayed till she had taken one double turn in the Mall, and was go­ing for­ward again; by and by I sa­luted her by her name, with the title of Lady Betty. I asked her when she heard from her fath­er; when my lady her moth­er would be in town, and how she did.

			I talked so fa­mil­iarly to her of her whole fam­ily that she could not sus­pect but that I knew them all in­tim­ately. I asked her why she would come abroad without Mrs. Chime with her (that was the name of her wo­man) to take of Mrs. Ju­dith, that was her sis­ter. Then I entered in­to a long chat with her about her sis­ter, what a fine little lady she was, and asked her if she had learned French, and a thou­sand such little things to en­ter­tain her, when on a sud­den we saw the guards come, and the crowd ran to see the king go by to the Par­lia­ment House.

			The ladies ran all to the side of the Mall, and I helped my lady to stand upon the edge of the boards on the side of the Mall, that she might be high enough to see; and took the little one and lif­ted her quite up; dur­ing which, I took care to con­vey the gold watch so clean away from the Lady Betty, that she nev­er felt it, nor missed it, till all the crowd was gone, and she was got­ten in­to the middle of the Mall among the oth­er ladies.

			I took my leave of her in the very crowd, and said to her, as if in haste, “Dear Lady Betty, take care of your little sis­ter.” And so the crowd did as it were thrust me away from her, and that I was ob­liged un­will­ingly to take my leave.

			The hurry in such cases is im­me­di­ately over, and the place clear as soon as the king is gone by; but as there is al­ways a great run­ning and clut­ter just as the king passes, so hav­ing dropped the two little ladies, and done my busi­ness with them without any mis­car­riage, I kept hur­ry­ing on among the crowd, as if I ran to see the king, and so I got be­fore the crowd and kept so till I came to the end of the Mall, when the king go­ing on to­wards the Horse Guards, I went for­ward to the pas­sage, which went then through against the lower end of the Hay­mar­ket, and there I be­stowed a coach upon my­self, and made off, and I con­fess I have not yet been so good as my word, viz. to go and vis­it my Lady Betty.

			I was once of the mind to ven­ture stay­ing with Lady Betty till she missed the watch, and so have made a great out­cry about it with her, and have got her in­to the coach, and put my­self in the coach with her, and have gone home with her; for she ap­peared so fond of me, and so per­fectly de­ceived by my so read­ily talk­ing to her of all her re­la­tions and fam­ily, that I thought it was very easy to push the thing farther, and to have got at least the neck­lace of pearl; but when I con­sidered that though the child would not per­haps have sus­pec­ted me, oth­er people might, and that if I was searched I should be dis­covered, I thought it was best to go off with what I had got, and be sat­is­fied.

			I came ac­ci­dent­ally af­ter­wards to hear, that when the young lady missed her watch, she made a great out­cry in the Park, and sent her foot­man up and down to see if he could find me out, she hav­ing de­scribed me so per­fectly that he knew presently that it was the same per­son that had stood and talked so long with him, and asked him so many ques­tions about them; but I gone far enough out of their reach be­fore she could come at her foot­man to tell him the story.

			I made an­oth­er ad­ven­ture after this, of a nature dif­fer­ent from all I had been con­cerned in yet, and this was at a gam­ing-house near Cov­ent Garden.

			I saw sev­er­al people go in and out; and I stood in the pas­sage a good while with an­oth­er wo­man with me, and see­ing a gen­tle­man go up that seemed to be of more than or­din­ary fash­ion, I said to him, “Sir, pray don’t they give wo­men leave to go up?” “Yes, madam,” says he, “and to play too, if they please.” “I mean so, sir,” said I. And with that he said he would in­tro­duce me if I had a mind; so I fol­lowed him to the door, and he look­ing in, “There, madam,” says he, “are the gamesters, if you have a mind to ven­ture.” I looked in and said to my com­rade aloud, “Here’s noth­ing but men; I won’t ven­ture among them.” At which one of the gen­tle­men cried out, “You need not be afraid, madam, here’s none but fair gamesters; you are very wel­come to come and set what you please.” So I went a little near­er and looked on, and some of them brought me a chair, and I sat down and saw the box and dice go round apace; then I said to my com­rade, “The gen­tle­men play too high for us; come, let us go.”

			The people were all very civil, and one gen­tle­man in par­tic­u­lar en­cour­aged me, and said, “Come, madam, if you please to ven­ture, if you dare trust me, I’ll an­swer for it you shall have noth­ing put upon you here.” “No, sir,” said I, smil­ing, “I hope the gen­tle­men would not cheat a wo­man.” But still I de­clined ven­tur­ing, though I pulled out a purse with money in it, that they might see I did not want money.

			After I had sat a while, one gen­tle­man said to me, jeer­ing, “Come, madam, I see you are afraid to ven­ture for your­self; I al­ways had good luck with the ladies, you shall set for me, if you won’t set for your­self.” I told him, “Sir, I should be very loath to lose your money,” though I ad­ded, “I am pretty lucky too; but the gen­tle­men play so high, that I dare not in­deed ven­ture my own.”

			“Well, well,” says he, “there’s ten guineas, madam; set them for me.” So I took his money and set, him­self look­ing on. I ran out nine of the guineas by one and two at a time, and then the box com­ing to the next man to me, my gen­tle­man gave me ten guineas more, and made me set five of them at once, and the gen­tle­man who had the box threw out, so there was five guineas of his money again. He was en­cour­aged at this, and made me take the box, which was a bold ven­ture. How­ever, I held the box so long that I had gained him his whole money, and had a good hand­ful of guineas in my lap, and which was the bet­ter luck, when I threw out, I threw but at one or two of those that had set me, and so went off easy.

			When I was come this length, I offered the gen­tle­man all the gold, for it was his own; and so would have had him play for him­self, pre­tend­ing I did not un­der­stand the game well enough. He laughed, and said if I had but good luck, it was no mat­ter wheth­er I un­der­stood the game or no; but I should not leave off. How­ever, he took out the fif­teen guineas that he had put in at first, and bade me play with the rest. I would have told them to see how much I had got, but he said, “No, no, don’t tell them, I be­lieve you are very hon­est, and ’tis bad luck to tell them;” so I played on.

			I un­der­stood the game well enough, though I pre­ten­ded I did not, and played cau­tiously. It was to keep a good stock in my lap, out of which I every now and then con­veyed some in­to my pock­et, but in such a man­ner, and at such con­veni­ent times, as I was sure he could not see it.

			I played a great while, and had very good luck for him; but the last time I held the box, they set me high, and I threw boldly at all; I held the box till I gained near fourscore guineas, but lost above half of it back in the last throw; so I got up, for I was afraid I should lose it all back again, and said to him, “Pray come, sir, now, and take it and play for your­self; I think I have done pretty well for you.” He would have had me play on, but it grew late, and I de­sired to be ex­cused. When I gave it up to him, I told him I hoped he would give me leave to tell it now, that I might see what I had gained, and how lucky I had been for him; when I told them, there were threescore and three guineas. “Ay,” says I, “if it had not been for that un­lucky throw, I had got you a hun­dred guineas.” So I gave him all the money, but he would not take it till I had put my hand in­to it, and taken some for my­self, and bid me please my­self. I re­fused it, and was pos­it­ive I would not take it my­self; if he had a mind to any­thing of that kind, it should be all his own do­ings.

			The rest of the gen­tle­men see­ing us striv­ing cried, “Give it her all;” but I ab­so­lutely re­fused that. Then one of them said, “D—n ye, Jack, halve it with her; don’t you know you should be al­ways upon even terms with the ladies.” So, in short, he di­vided it with me, and I brought away thirty guineas, be­sides about forty-three which I had stole privately, which I was sorry for af­ter­ward, be­cause he was so gen­er­ous.

			Thus I brought home sev­enty-three guineas, and let my old gov­erness see what good luck I had at play. How­ever, it was her ad­vice that I should not ven­ture again, and I took her coun­sel, for I nev­er went there any more; for I knew as well as she, if the itch of play came in, I might soon lose that, and all the rest of what I had got.

			For­tune had smiled upon me to that de­gree, and I had thriv­en so much, and my gov­erness too, for she al­ways had a share with me, that really the old gen­tle­wo­man began to talk of leav­ing off while we were well, and be­ing sat­is­fied with what we had got; but, I know not what fate guided me, I was as back­ward to it now as she was when I pro­posed it to her be­fore, and so in an ill hour we gave over the thoughts of it for the present, and, in a word, I grew more hardened and au­da­cious than ever, and the suc­cess I had made my name as fam­ous as any thief of my sort ever had been at Newg­ate, and in the Old Bailey.

			I had some­time taken the liberty to play the same game over again, which is not ac­cord­ing to prac­tice, which how­ever suc­ceeded not amiss; but gen­er­ally I took up new fig­ures, and con­trived to ap­pear in new shapes every time I went abroad.

			It was not a rum­bling time of the year, and the gen­tle­men be­ing most of them gone out of town, Tun­bridge, and Ep­som, and such places were full of people. But the city was thin, and I thought our trade felt it a little, as well as oth­er; so that at the lat­ter end of the year I joined my­self with a gang who usu­ally go every year to Stour­bridge Fair, and from thence to Bury Fair, in Suf­folk. We prom­ised ourselves great things there, but when I came to see how things were, I was weary of it presently; for ex­cept mere pick­ing of pock­ets, there was little worth med­dling with; neither, if a booty had been made, was it so easy car­ry­ing it off, nor was there such a vari­ety of oc­ca­sion for busi­ness in our way, as in Lon­don; all that I made of the whole jour­ney was a gold watch at Bury Fair, and a small par­cel of lin­en at Cam­bridge, which gave me an oc­ca­sion to take leave of the place. It was on old bite, and I thought might do with a coun­try shop­keep­er, though in Lon­don it would not.

			I bought at a lin­en-draper’s shop, not in the fair, but in the town of Cam­bridge, as much fine hol­land and oth­er things as came to about sev­en pounds; when I had done, I bade them be sent to such an inn, where I had pur­posely taken up my be­ing the same morn­ing, as if I was to lodge there that night.

			I ordered the draper to send them home to me, about such an hour, to the inn where I lay, and I would pay him his money. At the time ap­poin­ted the draper sends the goods, and I placed one of our gang at the cham­ber door, and when the innkeep­er’s maid brought the mes­sen­ger to the door, who was a young fel­low, an ap­pren­tice, al­most a man, she tells him her mis­tress was asleep, but if he would leave the things and call in about an hour, I should be awake, and he might have the money. He left the par­cel very read­ily, and goes his way, and in about half an hour my maid and I walked off, and that very even­ing I hired a horse, and a man to ride be­fore me, and went to New­mar­ket, and from thence got my pas­sage in a coach that was not quite full to St. Ed­mund’s Bury, where, as I told you, I could make but little of my trade, only at a little coun­try op­era-house made a shift to carry off a gold watch from a lady’s side, who was not only in­tol­er­ably merry, but, as I thought, a little fuddled, which made my work much easi­er.

			I made off with this little booty to Ipswich, and from thence to Har­wich, where I went in­to an inn, as if I had newly ar­rived from Hol­land, not doubt­ing but I should make some pur­chase among the for­eign­ers that came on shore there; but I found them gen­er­ally empty of things of value, ex­cept what was in their port­manteaux and Dutch hampers, which were gen­er­ally guarded by foot­men; how­ever, I fairly got one of their port­manteaux one even­ing out of the cham­ber where the gen­tle­man lay, the foot­man be­ing fast asleep on the bed, and I sup­pose very drunk.

			The room in which I lodged lay next to the Dutch­man’s, and hav­ing dragged the heavy thing with much ado out of the cham­ber in­to mine, I went out in­to the street, to see if I could find any pos­sib­il­ity of car­ry­ing it off. I walked about a great while, but could see no prob­ab­il­ity either of get­ting out the thing, or of con­vey­ing away the goods that were in it if I had opened it, the town be­ing so small, and I a per­fect stranger in it; so I was re­turn­ing with a res­ol­u­tion to carry it back again, and leave it where I found it. Just in that very mo­ment I heard a man make a noise to some people to make haste, for the boat was go­ing to put off, and the tide would be spent. I called to the fel­low, “What boat is it, friend,” says I, “that you be­long to?” “The Ipswich wherry, madam,” says he. “When do you go off?” says I. “This mo­ment, madam,” says he; “do you want to go thith­er?” “Yes,” said I, “if you can stay till I fetch my things.” “Where are your things, madam?” says he. “At such an inn,” said I. “Well, I’ll go with you, madam,” says he, very civilly, “and bring them for you.” “Come away, then,” says I, and takes him with me.

			The people of the inn were in a great hurry, the pack­et-boat from Hol­land be­ing just come in, and two coaches just come also with pas­sen­gers from Lon­don, for an­oth­er pack­et-boat that was go­ing off for Hol­land, which coaches were to go back next day with the pas­sen­gers that were just landed. In this hurry it was not much minded that I came to the bar and paid my reck­on­ing, telling my land­lady I had got­ten my pas­sage by sea in a wherry.

			These wher­ries are large ves­sels, with good ac­com­mod­a­tion for car­ry­ing pas­sen­gers from Har­wich to Lon­don; and though they are called wher­ries, which is a word used in the Thames for a small boat rowed with one or two men, yet these are ves­sels able to carry twenty pas­sen­gers, and ten or fif­teen tons of goods, and fit­ted to bear the sea. All this I had found out by in­quir­ing the night be­fore in­to the sev­er­al ways of go­ing to Lon­don.

			My land­lady was very cour­teous, took my money for my reck­on­ing, but was called away, all the house be­ing in a hurry. So I left her, took the fel­low up to my cham­ber, gave him the trunk, or port­manteau, for it was like a trunk, and wrapped it about with an old ap­ron, and he went dir­ectly to his boat with it, and I after him, nobody ask­ing us the least ques­tion about it; as for the drunk­en Dutch foot­man he was still asleep, and his mas­ter with oth­er for­eign gen­tle­men at sup­per, and very merry be­low, so I went clean off with it to Ipswich; and go­ing in the night, the people of the house knew noth­ing but that I was gone to Lon­don by the Har­wich wherry, as I had told my land­lady.

			I was plagued at Ipswich with the cus­tom­house of­ficers, who stopped my trunk, as I called it, and would open and search it. I was will­ing, I told them, they should search it, but hus­band had the key, and he was not yet come from Har­wich; this I said, that if upon search­ing it they should find all the things be such as prop­erly be­longed to a man rather than a wo­man, it should not seem strange to them. How­ever, they be­ing pos­it­ive to open the trunk I con­sen­ted to have it be broken open, that is to say, to have the lock taken off, which was not dif­fi­cult.

			They found noth­ing for their turn, for the trunk had been searched be­fore, but they dis­covered sev­er­al things very much to my sat­is­fac­tion, as par­tic­u­larly a par­cel of money in French pis­toles, and some Dutch duca­toons or rix-dol­lars, and the rest was chiefly two peri­wigs, wear­ing-lin­en, and razors, wash-balls, per­fumes, and oth­er use­ful things ne­ces­sary for a gen­tle­man, which all passed for my hus­band’s, and so I was quit to them.

			It was now very early in the morn­ing, and not light, and I knew not well what course to take; for I made no doubt but I should be pur­sued in the morn­ing, and per­haps be taken with the things about me; so I re­solved upon tak­ing new meas­ures. I went pub­licly to an inn in the town with my trunk, as I called it, and hav­ing taken the sub­stance out, I did not think the lum­ber of it worth my con­cern; how­ever, I gave it the land­lady of the house with a charge to take great care of it, and lay it up safe till I should come again, and away I walked in to the street.

			When I was got in­to the town a great way from the inn, I met with an an­cient wo­man who had just opened her door, and I fell in­to chat with her, and asked her a great many wild ques­tions of things all re­mote to my pur­pose and design; but in my dis­course I found by her how the town was situ­ated, that I was in a street that went out to­wards Had­ley, but that such a street went to­wards the wa­ter­side, such a street to­wards Col­chester, and so the Lon­don road lay there.

			I had soon my ends of this old wo­man, for I only wanted to know which was the Lon­don road, and away I walked as fast as I could; not that I in­ten­ded to go on foot, either to Lon­don or to Col­chester, but I wanted to get quietly away from Ipswich.

			I walked about two or three miles, and then I met a plain coun­try­man, who was busy about some hus­bandry work, I did not know what, and I asked him a great many ques­tions first, not much to the pur­pose, but at last told him I was go­ing for Lon­don, and the coach was full, and I could not get a pas­sage, and asked him if he could tell me where to hire a horse that would carry double, and an hon­est man to ride be­fore me to Col­chester, that so I might get a place there in the coaches. The hon­est clown looked earn­estly at me, and said noth­ing for above half a minute, when, scratch­ing his poll, “A horse, say you and to Col­chester, to carry double? why yes, mis­tress, alack-a-day, you may have horses enough for money.” “Well, friend,” says I, “that I take for gran­ted; I don’t ex­pect it without money.” “Why, but, mis­tress,” says he, “how much are you will­ing to give?” “Nay,” says I again, “friend, I don’t know what your rates are in the coun­try here, for I am a stranger; but if you can get one for me, get it as cheap as you can, and I’ll give you some­what for your pains.”

			“Why, that’s hon­estly said too,” says the coun­try­man. “Not so hon­est, neither,” said I to my­self, “if thou knew­est all.” “Why, mis­tress,” says he, “I have a horse that will carry double, and I don’t much care if I go my­self with you,” and the like. “Will you?” says I; “well, I be­lieve you are an hon­est man; if you will, I shall be glad of it; I’ll pay you in reas­on.” “Why, look ye, mis­tress,” says he, “I won’t be out of reas­on with you, then; if I carry you to Col­chester, it will be worth five shil­lings for my­self and my horse, for I shall hardly come back to­night.”

			In short, I hired the hon­est man and his horse; but when we came to a town upon the road (I do not re­mem­ber the name of it, but it stands upon a river), I pre­ten­ded my­self very ill, and I could go no farther that night but if he would stay there with me, be­cause I was a stranger, I would pay him for him­self and his horse with all my heart.

			This I did be­cause I knew the Dutch gen­tle­men and their ser­vants would be upon the road that day, either in the stage­coaches or rid­ing post, and I did not know but the drunk­en fel­low, or some­body else that might have seen me at Har­wich, might see me again, and so I thought that in one day’s stop they would be all gone by.

			We lay all that night there, and the next morn­ing it was not very early when I set out, so that it was near ten o’clock by the time I got to Col­chester. It was no little pleas­ure that I saw the town where I had so many pleas­ant days, and I made many in­quir­ies after the good old friends I had once had there, but could make little out; they were all dead or re­moved. The young ladies had been all mar­ried or gone to Lon­don; the old gen­tle­man and the old lady that had been my early be­ne­fact­ress all dead; and which troubled me most, the young gen­tle­man my first lov­er, and af­ter­wards my broth­er-in-law, was dead; but two sons, men grown, were left of him, but they too were trans­planted to Lon­don.

			I dis­missed my old man here, and stayed in­cog­nito for three or four days in Col­chester, and then took a pas­sage in a wag­on, be­cause I would not ven­ture be­ing seen in the Har­wich coaches. But I needed not have used so much cau­tion, for there was nobody in Har­wich but the wo­man of the house could have known me; nor was it ra­tion­al to think that she, con­sid­er­ing the hurry she was in, and that she nev­er saw me but once, and that by candle­light, should have ever dis­covered me.

			I was now re­turned to Lon­don, and though by the ac­ci­dent of the last ad­ven­ture I got some­thing con­sid­er­able, yet I was not fond of any more coun­try rambles, nor should I have ven­tured abroad again if I had car­ried the trade on to the end of my days. I gave my gov­erness a his­tory of my travels; she liked the Har­wich jour­ney well enough, and in dis­cours­ing of these things between ourselves she ob­served, that a thief be­ing a creature that watches the ad­vant­ages of oth­er people’s mis­takes, ’tis im­possible but that to one that is vi­gil­ant and in­dus­tri­ous many op­por­tun­it­ies must hap­pen, and there­fore she thought that one so ex­quis­itely keen in the trade as I was, would scarce fail of some­thing ex­traordin­ary wherever I went.

			On the oth­er hand, every branch of my story, if duly con­sidered, may be use­ful to hon­est people, and af­ford a due cau­tion to people of some sort or oth­er to guard against the like sur­prises, and to have their eyes about them when they have to do with strangers of any kind, for ’tis very sel­dom that some snare or oth­er is not in their way. The mor­al, in­deed, of all my his­tory is left to be gathered by the senses and judg­ment of the read­er; I am not qual­i­fied to preach to them. Let the ex­per­i­ence of one creature com­pletely wicked, and com­pletely miser­able, be a store­house of use­ful warn­ing to those that read.

			I am draw­ing now to­wards a new vari­ety of the scenes of life. Upon my re­turn, be­ing hardened by a long race of crime, and suc­cess un­par­alleled, at least in the reach of my own know­ledge, I had, as I have said, no thoughts of lay­ing down a trade which, if I was to judge by the ex­ample of oth­er, must, how­ever, end at last in misery and sor­row.

			It was on the Christ­mas day fol­low­ing, in the even­ing, that, to fin­ish a long train of wicked­ness, I went abroad to see what might of­fer in my way; when go­ing by a work­ing sil­ver­smith’s in Foster Lane, I saw a tempt­ing bait in­deed, and not be res­isted by one of my oc­cu­pa­tion, for the shop had nobody in it, as I could see, and a great deal of loose plate lay in the win­dow, and at the seat of the man, who usu­ally, as I sup­pose, worked at one side of the shop.

			I went boldly in, and was just go­ing to lay my hand upon a piece of plate, and might have done it, and car­ried it clear off, for any care that the men who be­longed to the shop had taken of it; but an of­fi­cious fel­low in a house, not a shop, on the oth­er side of the way, see­ing me go in, and ob­serving that there was nobody in the shop, comes run­ning over the street, and in­to the shop, and without ask­ing me what I was, or who, seizes upon me, an cries out for the people of the house.

			I had not, as I said above, touched any­thing in the shop, and see­ing a glimpse of some­body run­ning over to the shop, I had so much pres­ence of mind as to knock very hard with my foot on the floor of the house, and was just call­ing out too, when the fel­low laid hands on me.

			How­ever, as I had al­ways most cour­age when I was in most danger, so when the fel­low laid hands on me, I stood very high upon it, that I came in to buy half a dozen of sil­ver spoons; and to my good for­tune, it was a sil­ver­smith’s that sold plate, as well as worked plate for oth­er shops. The fel­low laughed at that part, and put such a value upon the ser­vice that he had done his neigh­bour, that he would have it be that I came not to buy, but to steal; and rais­ing a great crowd. I said to the mas­ter of the shop, who by this time was fetched home from some neigh­bour­ing place, that it was in vain to make noise, and enter in­to talk there of the case; the fel­low had in­sisted that I came to steal, and he must prove it, and I de­sired we might go be­fore a ma­gis­trate without any more words; for I began to see I should be too hard for the man that had seized me.

			The mas­ter and mis­tress of the shop were really not so vi­ol­ent as the man from t’oth­er side of the way; and the man said, “Mis­tress, you might come in­to the shop with a good design for aught I know, but it seemed a dan­ger­ous thing for you to come in­to such a shop as mine is, when you see nobody there; and I can­not do justice to my neigh­bour, who was so kind to me, as not to ac­know­ledge he had reas­on on his side; though, upon the whole, I do not find you at­temp­ted to take any­thing, and I really know not what to do in it.” I pressed him to go be­fore a ma­gis­trate with me, and if any­thing could be proved on me that was like a design of rob­bery, I should will­ingly sub­mit, but if not, I ex­pec­ted re­par­a­tion.

			Just while we were in this de­bate, and a crowd of people gathered about the door, came by Sir T. B., an al­der­man of the city, and justice of the peace, and the gold­smith hear­ing of it, goes out, and en­treated his wor­ship to come in and de­cide the case.

			Give the gold­smith his due, he told his story with a great deal of justice and mod­er­a­tion, and the fel­low that had come over, and seized upon me, told his with as much heat and fool­ish pas­sion, which did me good still, rather than harm. It came then to my turn to speak, and I told his wor­ship that I was a stranger in Lon­don, be­ing newly come out of the north; that I lodged in such a place, that I was passing this street, and went in­to the gold­smith’s shop to buy half a dozen of spoons. By great luck I had an old sil­ver spoon in my pock­et, which I pulled out, and told him I had car­ried that spoon to match it with half a dozen of new ones, that it might match some I had in the coun­try.

			That see­ing nobody I the shop, I knocked with my foot very hard to make the people hear, and had also called aloud with my voice; ’tis true, there was loose plate in the shop, but that nobody could say I had touched any of it, or gone near it; that a fel­low came run­ning in­to the shop out of the street, and laid hands on me in a furi­ous man­ner, in the very mo­ments while I was call­ing for the people of the house; that if he had really had a mind to have done his neigh­bour any ser­vice, he should have stood at a dis­tance, and si­lently watched to see wheth­er I had touched any­thing or no, and then have clapped in upon me, and taken me in the fact. “That is very true,” says Mr. Al­der­man, and turn­ing to the fel­low that stopped me, he asked him if it was true that I knocked with my foot? He said, yes, I had knocked, but that might be be­cause of his com­ing. “Nay,” says the al­der­man, tak­ing him short, “now you con­tra­dict your­self, for just now you said she was in the shop with her back to you, and did not see you till you came upon her.” Now it was true that my back was partly to the street, but yet as my busi­ness was of a kind that re­quired me to have my eyes every way, so I really had a glance of him run­ning over, as I said be­fore, though he did not per­ceive it.

			After a full hear­ing, the al­der­man gave it as his opin­ion that his neigh­bour was un­der a mis­take, and that I was in­no­cent, and the gold­smith ac­qui­esced in it too, and his wife, and so I was dis­missed; but as I was go­ing to de­part, Mr. Al­der­man said, “But hold, madam, if you were design­ing to buy spoons, I hope you will not let my friend here lose his cus­tom­er by the mis­take.” I read­ily answered, “No, sir, I’ll buy the spoons still, if he can match my odd spoon, which I brought for a pat­tern;” and the gold­smith showed me some of the very same fash­ion. So he weighed the spoons, and they came to five-and-thirty shil­lings, so I pulls out my purse to pay him, in which I had near twenty guineas, for I nev­er went without such a sum about me, whatever might hap­pen, and I found it of use at oth­er times as well as now.

			When Mr. Al­der­man saw my money, he said, “Well, madam, now I am sat­is­fied you were wronged, and it was for this reas­on that I moved you should buy the spoons, and stayed till you had bought them, for if you had not had money to pay for them, I should have sus­pec­ted that you did not come in­to the shop with an in­tent to buy, for in­deed the sort of people who come upon these designs that you have been charged with, are sel­dom troubled with much gold in their pock­ets, as I see you are.”

			I smiled, and told his wor­ship, that then I owed some­thing of his fa­vour to my money, but I hoped he saw reas­on also in the justice he had done me be­fore. He said, yes, he had, but this had con­firmed his opin­ion, and he was fully sat­is­fied now of my hav­ing been in­jured. So I came off with fly­ing col­ours, though from an af­fair in which I was at the very brink of de­struc­tion.

			It was but three days after this, that not at all made cau­tious by my former danger, as I used to be, and still pur­su­ing the art which I had so long been em­ployed in, I ven­tured in­to a house where I saw the doors open, and fur­nished my­self, as I though ver­ily without be­ing per­ceived, with two pieces of flowered silks, such as they call bro­caded silk, very rich. It was not a mer­cer’s shop, nor a ware­house of a mer­cer, but looked like a private dwell­ing­house, and was, it seems, in­hab­ited by a man that sold goods for the weavers to the mer­cers, like a broker or factor.

			That I may make short of this black part of this story, I was at­tacked by two wenches that came open-mouthed at me just as I was go­ing out at the door, and one of them pulled me back in­to the room, while the oth­er shut the door upon me. I would have giv­en them good words, but there was no room for it, two fiery dragons could not have been more furi­ous than they were; they tore my clothes, bul­lied and roared as if they would have murdered me; the mis­tress of the house came next, and then the mas­ter, and all out­rageous, for a while es­pe­cially.

			I gave the mas­ter very good words, told him the door was open, and things were a tempta­tion to me, that I was poor and dis­tressed, and poverty was when many could not res­ist, and begged him with tears to have pity on me. The mis­tress of the house was moved with com­pas­sion, and in­clined to have let me go, and had al­most per­suaded her hus­band to it also, but the saucy wenches were run, even be­fore they were sent, and had fetched a con­stable, and then the mas­ter said he could not go back, I must go be­fore a justice, and answered his wife that he might come in­to trouble him­self if he should let me go.

			The sight of the con­stable, in­deed, struck me with ter­ror, and I thought I should have sunk in­to the ground. I fell in­to faint­ings, and in­deed the people them­selves thought I would have died, when the wo­man ar­gued again for me, and en­treated her hus­band, see­ing they had lost noth­ing, to let me go. I offered him to pay for the two pieces, whatever the value was, though I had not got them, and ar­gued that as he had his goods, and had really lost noth­ing, it would be cruel to pur­sue me to death, and have my blood for the bare at­tempt of tak­ing them. I put the con­stable in mind that I had broke no doors, nor car­ried any­thing away; and when I came to the justice, and pleaded there that I had neither broken any­thing to get in, nor car­ried any­thing out, the justice was in­clined to have re­leased me; but the first saucy jade that stopped me, af­firm­ing that I was go­ing out with the goods, but that she stopped me and pulled me back as I was upon the threshold, the justice upon that point com­mit­ted me, and I was car­ried to Newg­ate. That hor­rid place! My very blood chills at the men­tion of its name; the place where so many of my com­rades had been locked up, and from whence they went to the fatal tree; the place where my moth­er suffered so deeply, where I was brought in­to the world, and from whence I ex­pec­ted no re­demp­tion but by an in­fam­ous death: to con­clude, the place that had so long ex­pec­ted me, and which with so much art and suc­cess I had so long avoided.

			I was not fixed in­deed; ’tis im­possible to de­scribe the ter­ror of my mind, when I was first brought in, and when I looked around upon all the hor­rors of that dis­mal place. I looked on my­self as lost, and that I had noth­ing to think of but of go­ing out of the world, and that with the ut­most in­famy: the hellish noise, the roar­ing, swear­ing, and clam­our, the stench and nas­ti­ness, and all the dread­ful crowd of af­flict­ing things that I saw there, joined to­geth­er to make the place seem an em­blem of hell it­self, and a kind of an en­trance in­to it.

			Now I re­proached my­self with the many hints I had had, as I have men­tioned above, from my own reas­on, from the sense of my good cir­cum­stances, and of the many dangers I had es­caped, to leave off while I was well, and how I had with­stood them all, and hardened my thoughts against all fear. It seemed to me that I was hur­ried on by an in­ev­it­able and un­seen fate to this day of misery, and that now I was to ex­pi­ate all my of­fences at the gal­lows; that I was now to give sat­is­fac­tion to justice with my blood, and that I was come to the last hour of my life and of my wicked­ness to­geth­er. These things poured them­selves in upon my thoughts in a con­fused man­ner, and left me over­whelmed with mel­an­choly and des­pair.

			Them I re­pen­ted heart­ily of all my life past, but that re­pent­ance yiel­ded me no sat­is­fac­tion, no peace, no, not in the least, be­cause, as I said to my­self, it was re­pent­ing after the power of fur­ther sin­ning was taken away. I seemed not to mourn that I had com­mit­ted such crimes, and for the fact as it was an of­fence against God and my neigh­bour, but I mourned that I was to be pun­ished for it. I was a pen­it­ent, as I thought, not that I had sinned, but that I was to suf­fer, and this took away all the com­fort, and even the hope of my re­pent­ance in my own thoughts.

			I got no sleep for sev­er­al nights or days after I came in­to that wretched place, and glad I would have been for some time to have died there, though I did not con­sider dy­ing as it ought to be con­sidered neither; in­deed, noth­ing could be filled with more hor­ror to my ima­gin­a­tion than the very place, noth­ing was more odi­ous to me than the com­pany that was there. Oh! if I had but been sent to any place in the world, and not to Newg­ate, I should have thought my­self happy.

			In the next place, how did the hardened wretches that were there be­fore me tri­umph over me! What! Mrs. Flanders come to Newg­ate at last? What! Mrs. Mary, Mrs. Molly, and after that plain Moll Flanders? They thought the dev­il had helped me, they said, that I had reigned so long; they ex­pec­ted me there many years ago, and was I come at last? Then they flouted me with my de­jec­tions, wel­comed me to the place, wished me joy, bid me have a good heart, not to be cast down, things might not be so bad as I feared, and the like; then called for brandy, and drank to me, but put it all up to my score, for they told me I was but just come to the col­lege, as they called it, and sure I had money in my pock­et, though they had none.

			I asked one of this crew how long she had been there. She said four months. I asked her how the place looked to her when she first came in­to it. “Just as it did now to you,” says she, “dread­ful and fright­ful;” that she thought she was in hell; “and I be­lieve so still,” adds she, “but it is nat­ur­al to me now, I don’t dis­turb my­self about it.” “I sup­pose,” says I, “you are in no danger of what is to fol­low?” “Nay,” says she, “for you are mis­taken there, I as­sure you, for I am un­der sen­tence, only I pleaded my belly, but I am no more with child than the judge that tried me, and I ex­pect to be called down next ses­sions.” This “call­ing down” is call­ing down to their former judg­ment, when a wo­man has been res­pited for her belly, but proves not to be with child, or if she has been with child, and has been brought to bed. “Well,” says I, “are you thus easy?” “Ay,” says she, “I can’t help my­self; what sig­ni­fies be­ing sad? If I am hanged, there’s an end of me,” says she; and away she turns dan­cing, and sings as she goes the fol­low­ing piece of Newg­ate wit—

			
				
					“If I swing by the string,
					

					I shall hear the bell ring,1
					

					And then there’s an end of poor Jenny.”
				

			

			I men­tion this be­cause it would be worth the ob­ser­va­tion of any pris­on­er, who shall here­after fall in­to the same mis­for­tune, and come to that dread­ful place of Newg­ate, how time, ne­ces­sity, and con­vers­ing with the wretches that are there fa­mil­i­ar­izes the place to them; how at last they be­come re­con­ciled to that which at first was the greatest dread upon their spir­its in the world, and are as im­pudently cheer­ful and merry in their misery as they were when out of it.

			I can­not say, as some do, this dev­il is not so black as he is painted; for in­deed no col­ours can rep­res­ent the place to the life, not any soul con­ceive aright of it but those who have been suf­fer­ers there. But how hell should be­come by de­gree so nat­ur­al, and not only tol­er­able, but even agree­able, is a thing un­in­tel­li­gible but by those who have ex­per­i­enced it, as I have.

			The same night that I was sent to Newg­ate, I sent the news of it to my old gov­erness, who was sur­prised at it, you may be sure, and spent the night al­most as ill out of Newg­ate, as I did in it.

			The next morn­ing she came to see me; she did what she could to com­fort me, but she saw that was to no pur­pose; how­ever, as she said, to sink un­der the weight was but to in­crease the weight; she im­me­di­ately ap­plied her­self to all the prop­er meth­ods to pre­vent the ef­fects of it, which we feared, and first she found out the two fiery jades that had sur­prised me. She tampered with them, offered them money, and, in a word, tried all ima­gin­able ways to pre­vent a pro­sec­u­tion; she offered one of the wenches £100 to go away from her mis­tress, and not to ap­pear against me, but she was so res­ol­ute, that though she was but a ser­vant maid at £3 a year wages or there­abouts, she re­fused it, and would have re­fused it, as my gov­erness said she be­lieved, if she had offered her £500. Then she at­tacked the oth­er maid; she was not so hard­hearted in ap­pear­ance as the oth­er, and some­times seemed in­clined to be mer­ci­ful; but the first wench kept her up, and changed her mind, and would not so much as let my gov­erness talk with her, but threatened to have her up for tam­per­ing with the evid­ence.

			Then she ap­plied to the mas­ter, that is to say, the man whose goods had been stolen, and par­tic­u­larly to his wife, who, as I told you, was in­clined at first to have some com­pas­sion for me; she found the wo­man the same still, but the man al­leged he was bound by the justice that com­mit­ted me, to pro­sec­ute, and that he should for­feit his re­cog­nis­ance.

			My gov­erness offered to find friends that should get his re­cog­nis­ances off of the file, as they call it, and that he should not suf­fer; but it was not pos­sible to con­vince him that could be done, or that he could be safe any way in the world but by ap­pear­ing against me; so I was to have three wit­nesses of fact against me, the mas­ter and his two maids; that is to say, I was as cer­tain to be cast for my life as I was cer­tain that I was alive, and I had noth­ing to do but to think of dy­ing, and pre­pare for it. I had but a sad found­a­tion to build upon, as I said be­fore, for all my re­pent­ance ap­peared to me to be only the ef­fect of my fear of death, not a sin­cere re­gret for the wicked life that I had lived, and which had brought this misery upon me, for the of­fend­ing my Cre­at­or, who was now sud­denly to be my judge.

			I lived many days here un­der the ut­most hor­ror of soul; I had death, as it were, in view, and thought of noth­ing night and day, but of gib­bets and hal­ters, evil spir­its and dev­ils; it is not to be ex­pressed by words how I was har­assed, between the dread­ful ap­pre­hen­sions of death and the ter­ror of my con­science re­proach­ing me with my past hor­rible life.

			The or­din­ary of Newg­ate came to me, and talked a little in his way, but all his di­vin­ity ran upon con­fess­ing my crime, as he called it (though he knew not what I was in for), mak­ing a full dis­cov­ery, and the like, without which he told me God would nev­er for­give me; and he said so little to the pur­pose, that I had no man­ner of con­sol­a­tion from him; and then to ob­serve the poor creature preach­ing con­fes­sion and re­pent­ance to me in the morn­ing, and find him drunk with brandy and spir­its by noon, this had some­thing in it so shock­ing, that I began to naus­eate the man more than his work, and his work too by de­grees, for the sake of the man; so that I de­sired him to trouble me no more.

			I know not how it was, but by the in­defatig­able ap­plic­a­tion of my di­li­gent gov­erness I had no bill pre­ferred against me the first ses­sions, I mean to the grand jury, at Guild­hall; so I had an­oth­er month or five weeks be­fore me, and without doubt this ought to have been ac­cep­ted by me, as so much time giv­en me for re­flec­tion upon what was past, and pre­par­a­tion for what was to come; or, in a word, I ought to have es­teemed it as a space giv­en me for re­pent­ance, and have em­ployed it as such, but it was not in me. I was sorry (as be­fore) for be­ing in Newg­ate, but had very few signs of re­pent­ance about me.

			On the con­trary, like the wa­ters in the cav­it­ies and hol­lows of moun­tains, which pet­ri­fy and turn in­to stone whatever they are suffered to drop on, so the con­tinu­al con­vers­ing with such a crew of hell­hounds as I was, had the same com­mon op­er­a­tion upon me as upon oth­er people. I de­gen­er­ated in­to stone; I turned first stu­pid and sense­less, then bru­tish and thought­less, and at last rav­ing mad as any of them were; and, in short, I be­came as nat­ur­ally pleased and easy with the place, as if in­deed I had been born there.

			It is scarce pos­sible to ima­gine that our natures should be cap­able of so much de­gen­er­acy, as to make that pleas­ant and agree­able that in it­self is the most com­plete misery. Here was a cir­cum­stance that I think it is scarce pos­sible to men­tion a worse: I was as ex­quis­itely miser­able as, speak­ing of com­mon cases, it was pos­sible for any­one to be that had life and health, and money to help them, as I had.

			I had weight of guilt upon me enough to sink any creature who had the least power of re­flec­tion left, and had any sense upon them of the hap­pi­ness of this life, of the misery of an­oth­er; then I had at first re­morse in­deed, but no re­pent­ance; I had now neither re­morse nor re­pent­ance. I had a crime charged on me, the pun­ish­ment of which was death by our law; the proof so evid­ent, that there was no room for me so much as to plead not guilty. I had the name of an old of­fend­er, so that I had noth­ing to ex­pect but death in a few weeks’ time, neither had I my­self any thoughts of es­cap­ing; and yet a cer­tain strange leth­argy of soul pos­sessed me. I had no trouble, no ap­pre­hen­sions, no sor­row about me, the first sur­prise was gone; I was, I may well say, I know not how; my senses, my reas­on, nay, my con­science, were all asleep; my course of life for forty years had been a hor­rid com­plic­a­tion of wicked­ness, whore­dom, adul­tery, in­cest, ly­ing, theft; and, in a word, everything but murder and treas­on had been my prac­tice from the age of eight­een, or there­abouts, to threescore; and now I was en­gulfed in the misery of pun­ish­ment, and had an in­fam­ous death just at the door, and yet I had no sense of my con­di­tion, no thought of heav­en or hell at least, that went any farther than a bare fly­ing touch, like the stitch or pain that gives a hint and goes off. I neither had a heart to ask God’s mercy, nor in­deed to think of it. And in this, I think, I have giv­en a brief de­scrip­tion of the com­pletest misery on earth.

			All my ter­ri­fy­ing thoughts were past, the hor­rors of the place were be­come fa­mil­i­ar, and I felt no more un­eas­i­ness at the noise and clam­ours of the pris­on, than they did who made that noise; in a word, I was be­come a mere Newg­ate-bird, as wicked and as out­rageous as any of them; nay, I scarce re­tained the habit and cus­tom of good breed­ing and man­ners, which all along till now ran through my con­ver­sa­tion; so thor­ough a de­gen­er­acy had pos­sessed me, that I was no more the same thing that I had been, than if I had nev­er been oth­er­wise than what I was now.

			In the middle of this hardened part of my life I had an­oth­er sud­den sur­prise, which called me back a little to that thing called sor­row, which in­deed I began to be past the sense of be­fore. They told me one night that there was brought in­to the pris­on late the night be­fore three high­way­men, who had com­mit­ted rob­bery some­where on the road to Wind­sor, Houn­slow Heath, I think it was, and were pur­sued to Uxbridge by the coun­try, and were taken there after a gal­lant res­ist­ance, in which I know not how many of the coun­try people were wounded, and some killed.

			It is not to be wondered that we pris­on­ers were all de­sirous enough to see these brave, top­ping gen­tle­men, that were talked up to be such as their fel­lows had not been known, and es­pe­cially be­cause it was said they would in the morn­ing be re­moved in­to the press-yard, hav­ing giv­en money to the head mas­ter of the pris­on, to be al­lowed the liberty of that bet­ter part of the pris­on. So we that were wo­men placed ourselves in the way, that we would be sure to see them; but noth­ing could ex­press the amazement and sur­prise I was in, when the very first man that came out I knew to be my Lan­cashire hus­band, the same who lived so well at Dun­stable, and the same who I af­ter­wards saw at Brick­hill, when I was mar­ried to my last hus­band, as has been re­lated.

			I was struck dumb at the sight, and knew neither what to say nor what to do; he did not know me, and that was all the present re­lief I had. I quit­ted my com­pany, and re­tired as much as that dread­ful place suf­fers any­body to re­tire, and I cried vehe­mently for a great while. “Dread­ful creature that I am,” said I, “how many poor people have I made miser­able? How many des­per­ate wretches have I sent to the dev­il?” He had told me at Chester he was ruined by that match, and that his for­tunes were made des­per­ate on my ac­count; for that think­ing I had been a for­tune, he was run in­to debt more than he was able to pay, and that he knew not what course to take; that he would go in­to the army and carry a mus­ket, or buy a horse and take a tour, as he called it; and though I nev­er told him that I was a for­tune, and so did not ac­tu­ally de­ceive him my­self, yet I did en­cour­age the hav­ing it thought that I was so, and by that means I was the oc­ca­sion ori­gin­ally of his mis­chief.

			The sur­prise of the thing only struck deep­er in­to my thoughts, and gave me stronger re­flec­tions than all that had be­fallen me be­fore. I grieved day and night for him, and the more for that they told me he was the cap­tain of the gang, and that he had com­mit­ted so many rob­ber­ies, that Hind, or Whit­ney, or the Golden Farm­er were fools to him; that he would surely be hanged if there were no more men left in the coun­try he was born in; and that there would abund­ance of people come in against him.

			I was over­whelmed with grief for him; my own case gave me no dis­turb­ance com­pared to this, and I loaded my­self with re­proaches on his ac­count. I be­wailed his mis­for­tunes, and the ru­in he was now come to, at such a rate, that I rel­ished noth­ing now as I did be­fore, and the first re­flec­tions I made upon the hor­rid, de­test­able life I had lived began to re­turn upon me, and as these things re­turned, my ab­hor­rence of the place I was in, and of the way of liv­ing in it, re­turned also; in a word, I was per­fectly changed, and be­come an­oth­er body.

			While I was un­der these in­flu­ences of sor­row for him, came no­tice to me that the next ses­sions ap­proach­ing there would be a bill pre­ferred to the grand jury against me, and that I should be cer­tainly tried for my life at the Old Bailey. My tem­per was touched be­fore, the hardened, wretched bold­ness of spir­it which I had ac­quired abated, and con­scious in the pris­on, guilt began to flow in upon my mind. In short, I began to think, and to think is one real ad­vance from hell to heav­en. All that hellish, hardened state and tem­per of soul, which I have said so much of be­fore, is but a depriva­tion of thought; he that is re­stored to his power of think­ing, is re­stored to him­self.

			As soon as I began, I say, to think, the first think that oc­curred to me broke out thus: “Lord! what will be­come of me? I shall cer­tainly die! I shall be cast, to be sure, and there is noth­ing bey­ond that but death! I have no friends; what shall I do? I shall be cer­tainly cast! Lord, have mercy upon me! What will be­come of me?” This was a sad thought, you will say, to be the first, after so long a time, that had star­ted in­to my soul of that kind, and yet even this was noth­ing but fright at what was to come; there was not a word of sin­cere re­pent­ance in it all. How­ever, I was in­deed dread­fully de­jec­ted, and dis­con­sol­ate to the last de­gree; and as I had no friend in the world to com­mu­nic­ate my dis­tressed thoughts to, it lay so heavy upon me, that it threw me in­to fits and swoon­ings sev­er­al times a day. I sent for my old gov­erness, and she, give her her due, ac­ted the part of a true friend. She left no stone un­turned to pre­vent the grand jury find­ing the bill. She sought out one or two of the jury­men, talked with them, and en­deav­oured to pos­sess them with fa­vour­able dis­pos­i­tions, on ac­count that noth­ing was taken away, and no house broken, etc.; but all would not do, they were over­ruled by the rest; the two wenches swore home to the fact, and the jury found the bill against me for rob­bery and house­break­ing, that is, for felony and burg­lary.

			I sunk down when they brought me news of it, and after I came to my­self again, I thought I should have died with the weight of it. My gov­erness ac­ted a true moth­er to me; she pit­ied me, she cried with me, and for me, but she could not help me; and to add to the ter­ror of it, ’twas the dis­course all over the house that I should die for it. I could hear them talk it among them­selves very of­ten, and see them shake their heads and say they were sorry for it, and the like, as is usu­al in the place. But still nobody came to tell me their thoughts, till at last one of the keep­ers came to me privately, and said with a sigh, “Well, Mrs. Flanders, you will be tried on Fri­day” (this was but a Wed­nes­day); “what do you in­tend to do?” I turned as white as a clout, and said, “God knows what I shall do; for my part, I know not what to do.” “Why,” says he, “I won’t flat­ter you, I would have you pre­pare for death, for I doubt you will be cast; and as they say you are an old of­fend­er, I doubt you will find but little mercy. They say,” ad­ded he, “your case is very plain, and that the wit­nesses swear so home against you, there will be no stand­ing it.”

			This was a stab in­to the very vi­tals of one un­der such a bur­den as I was op­pressed with be­fore, and I could not speak to him a word, good or bad, for a great while; but at last I burst out in­to tears, and said to him, “Lord! Mr. ———, what must I do?” “Do!” says he, “send for the or­din­ary; send for a min­is­ter and talk with him; for, in­deed, Mrs. Flanders, un­less you have very good friends, you are no wo­man for this world.”

			This was plain deal­ing in­deed, but it was very harsh to me, at least I thought it so. He left me in the greatest con­fu­sion ima­gin­able, and all that night I lay awake. And now I began to say my pray­ers, which I had scarce done be­fore since my last hus­band’s death, or from a little while after. And truly I may well call it say­ing my pray­ers, for I was in such a con­fu­sion, and had such hor­ror upon my mind, that though I cried, and re­peated sev­er­al times the or­din­ary ex­pres­sion of “Lord, have mercy upon me!” I nev­er brought my­self to any sense of my be­ing a miser­able sin­ner, as in­deed I was, and of con­fess­ing my sins to God, and beg­ging par­don for the sake of Je­sus Christ. I was over­whelmed with the sense of my con­di­tion, be­ing tried for my life, and be­ing sure to be con­demned, and then I was as sure to be ex­ecuted, and on this ac­count I cried out all night, “Lord, what will be­come of me? Lord! what shall I do? Lord! I shall be hanged! Lord, have mercy upon me!” and the like.

			My poor af­flic­ted gov­erness was now as much con­cerned as I, and a great deal more truly pen­it­ent, though she had no pro­spect of be­ing brought to tri­al and sen­tence. Not but that she de­served it as much as I, and so she said her­self; but she had not done any­thing her­self for many years, oth­er than re­ceiv­ing what I and oth­ers stole, and en­cour­aging us to steal it. But she cried, and took on like a dis­trac­ted body, wringing her hands, and cry­ing out that she was un­done, that she be­lieved there was a curse from heav­en upon her, that she should be damned, that she had been the de­struc­tion of all her friends, that she had brought such a one, and such a one, and such a one to the gal­lows; and there she reckoned up ten or el­ev­en people, some of which I have giv­en ac­count of, that came to un­timely ends; and that now she was the oc­ca­sion of my ru­in, for she had per­suaded me to go on, when I would have left off. I in­ter­rup­ted her there. “No, moth­er, no,” said I, “don’t speak of that, for you would have had me left off when I got the mer­cer’s money again, and when I came home from Har­wich, and I would not hearken to you; there­fore you have not been to blame; it is I only have ruined my­self, I have brought my­self to this misery;” and thus we spent many hours to­geth­er.

			Well, there was no rem­edy; the pro­sec­u­tion went on, and on the Thursday I was car­ried down to the ses­sions-house, where I was ar­raigned, as they called it, and the next day I was ap­poin­ted to be tried. At the ar­raign­ment I pleaded “Not guilty,” and well I might, for I was in­dicted for felony and burg­lary; that is, for felo­ni­ously steal­ing two pieces of bro­caded silk, value £46, the goods of An­thony John­son, and for break­ing open his doors; where­as I knew very well they could not pre­tend to prove I had broken up the doors, or so much as lif­ted up a latch.

			On the Fri­day I was brought to my tri­al. I had ex­hausted my spir­its with cry­ing for two or three days be­fore, so that I slept bet­ter the Thursday night than I ex­pec­ted, and had more cour­age for my tri­al than in­deed I thought pos­sible for me to have.

			When the tri­al began, the in­dict­ment was read, I would have spoke, but they told me the wit­nesses must be heard first, and then I should have time to be heard. The wit­nesses were the two wenches, a couple of hard-mouthed jades in­deed, for though the thing was truth in the main, yet they ag­grav­ated it to the ut­most ex­tremity, and swore I had the goods wholly in my pos­ses­sion, that I had hid them among my clothes, that I was go­ing off with them, that I had one foot over the threshold when they dis­covered them­selves, and then I put t’oth­er over, so that I was quite out of the house in the street with the goods be­fore they took hold of me, and then they seized me, and brought me back again, and they took the goods upon me. The fact in gen­er­al was all true, but I be­lieve, and in­sisted upon it, that they stopped me be­fore I had set my foot clear of the threshold of the house. But that did not ar­gue much, for cer­tain it was that I had taken the goods, and I was bring­ing them away, if I had not been taken.

			But I pleaded that I had stole noth­ing, they had lost noth­ing, that the door was open, and I went in, see­ing the goods lie there, and with design to buy. If, see­ing nobody in the house, I had taken any of them up in my hand it could not be con­cluded that I in­ten­ded to steal them, for that I nev­er car­ried them farther than the door to look on them with the bet­ter light.

			The Court would not al­low that by any means, and made a kind of a jest of my in­tend­ing to buy the goods, that be­ing no shop for the selling of any­thing, and as to car­ry­ing them to the door to look at them, the maids made their im­pudent mocks upon that, and spent their wit upon it very much; told the Court I had looked at them suf­fi­ciently, and ap­proved them very well, for I had packed them up un­der my clothes, and was a-go­ing with them.

			In short, I was found guilty of felony, but ac­quit­ted of the burg­lary, which was but small com­fort to me, the first bring­ing me to a sen­tence of death, and the last would have done no more. The next day I was car­ried down to re­ceive the dread­ful sen­tence, and when they came to ask me what I had to say why sen­tence should not pass, I stood mute a while, but some­body that stood be­hind me promp­ted me aloud to speak to the judges, for that they could rep­res­ent things fa­vour­ably for me. This en­cour­aged me to speak, and I told them I had noth­ing to say to stop the sen­tence, but that I had much to say to be­speak the mercy of the Court; that I hoped they would al­low some­thing in such a case for the cir­cum­stances of it; that I had broken no doors, had car­ried noth­ing off; that nobody had lost any­thing; that the per­son whose goods they were was pleased to say he de­sired mercy might be shown (which in­deed he very hon­estly did); that, at the worst, it was the first of­fence, and that I had nev­er been be­fore any court of justice be­fore; and, in a word, I spoke with more cour­age that I thought I could have done, and in such a mov­ing tone, and though with tears, yet not so many tears as to ob­struct my speech, that I could see it moved oth­ers to tears that heard me.

			The judges sat grave and mute, gave me an easy hear­ing, and time to say all that I would, but, say­ing neither Yes nor No to it, pro­nounced the sen­tence of death upon me, a sen­tence that was to me like death it­self, which, after it was read, con­foun­ded me. I had no more spir­it left in me, I had no tongue to speak, or eyes to look up either to God or man.

			My poor gov­erness was ut­terly dis­con­sol­ate, and she that was my com­fort­er be­fore, wanted com­fort now her­self; and some­times mourn­ing, some­times ra­ging, was as much out of her­self, as to all out­ward ap­pear­ance, as any mad wo­man in Bed­lam. Nor was she only dis­con­sol­ate as to me, but she was struck with hor­ror at the sense of her own wicked life, and began to look back upon it with a taste quite dif­fer­ent from mine, for she was pen­it­ent to the highest de­gree for her sins, as well as sor­row­ful for the mis­for­tune. She sent for a min­is­ter, too, a ser­i­ous, pi­ous, good man, and ap­plied her­self with such earn­est­ness, by his as­sist­ance, to the work of a sin­cere re­pent­ance, that I be­lieve, and so did the min­is­ter too, that she was a true pen­it­ent; and, which is still more, she was not only so for the oc­ca­sion, and at that junc­ture, but she con­tin­ued so, as I was in­formed, to the day of her death.

			It is rather to be thought of than ex­pressed what was now my con­di­tion. I had noth­ing be­fore me but present death; and as I had no friends to as­sist me, or to stir for me, I ex­pec­ted noth­ing but to find my name in the dead war­rant, which was to come down for the ex­e­cu­tion, the Fri­day af­ter­wards, of five more and my­self.

			In the mean­time my poor dis­tressed gov­erness sent me a min­is­ter, who at her re­quest first, and at my own af­ter­wards, came to vis­it me. He ex­hor­ted me ser­i­ously to re­pent of all my sins, and to dally no longer with my soul; not flat­ter­ing my­self with hopes of life, which, he said, he was in­formed there was no room to ex­pect, but un­feign­edly to look up to God with my whole soul, and to cry for par­don in the name of Je­sus Christ. He backed his dis­courses with prop­er quo­ta­tions of Scrip­ture, en­cour­aging the greatest sin­ner to re­pent, and turn from their evil way, and when he had done, he kneeled down and prayed with me.

			It was now that, for the first time, I felt any real signs of re­pent­ance. I now began to look back upon my past life with ab­hor­rence, and hav­ing a kind of view in­to the oth­er side of time, and things of life, as I be­lieve they do with every­body at such a time, began to look with a dif­fer­ent as­pect, and quite an­oth­er shape, than they did be­fore. The greatest and best things, the views of fe­li­city, the joy, the griefs of life, were quite oth­er things; and I had noth­ing in my thoughts but what was so in­fin­itely su­per­i­or to what I had known in life, that it ap­peared to me to be the greatest stu­pid­ity in nature to lay any weight upon any­thing, though the most valu­able in this world.

			The word etern­ity rep­res­en­ted it­self with all its in­com­pre­hens­ible ad­di­tions, and I had such ex­ten­ded no­tions of it, that I know not how to ex­press them. Among the rest, how vile, how gross, how ab­surd did every pleas­ant thing look!—I mean, that we had coun­ted pleas­ant be­fore—es­pe­cially when I re­flec­ted that these sor­did trifles were the things for which we for­feited etern­al fe­li­city.

			With these re­flec­tions came, of mere course, severe re­proaches of my own mind for my wretched be­ha­viour in my past life; that I had for­feited all hope of any hap­pi­ness in the etern­ity that I was just go­ing to enter in­to, and on the con­trary was en­titled to all that was miser­able, or had been con­ceived of misery; and all this with the fright­ful ad­di­tion of its be­ing also etern­al.

			I am not cap­able of read­ing lec­tures of in­struc­tion to any­body, but I re­late this in the very man­ner in which things then ap­peared to me, as far as I am able, but in­fin­itely short of the lively im­pres­sions which they made on my soul at that time; in­deed, those im­pres­sions are not to be ex­plained by words, or if they are, I am not mis­tress of words enough to ex­press them. It must be the work of every sober read­er to make just re­flec­tions on them, as their own cir­cum­stances may dir­ect; and, without ques­tion, this is what every­one at some time or oth­er may feel some­thing of; I mean, a clear­er sight in­to things to come than they had here, and a dark view of their own con­cern in them.

			But I go back to my own case. The min­is­ter pressed me to tell him, as far as I thought con­veni­ent, in what state I found my­self as to the sight I had of things bey­ond life. He told me he did not come as or­din­ary of the place, whose busi­ness it is to ex­tort con­fes­sions from pris­on­ers, for private ends, or for the fur­ther de­tect­ing of oth­er of­fend­ers; that his busi­ness was to move me to such free­dom of dis­course as might serve to dis­bur­den my own mind, and fur­nish him to ad­min­is­ter com­fort to me as far as was in his power; and as­sured me, that whatever I said to him should re­main with him, and be as much a secret as if it was known only to God and my­self; and that he de­sired to know noth­ing of me, but as above to qual­i­fy him to ap­ply prop­er ad­vice and as­sist­ance to me, and to pray to God for me.

			This hon­est, friendly way of treat­ing me un­locked all the sluices of my pas­sions. He broke in­to my very soul by it; and I un­rav­elled all the wicked­ness of my life to him. In a word, I gave him an abridg­ment of this whole his­tory; I gave him a pic­ture of my con­duct for fifty years in mini­ature.

			I hid noth­ing from him, and he in re­turn ex­hor­ted me to sin­cere re­pent­ance, ex­plained to me what he meant by re­pent­ance, and then drew out such a scheme of in­fin­ite mercy, pro­claimed from heav­en to sin­ners of the greatest mag­nitude, that he left me noth­ing to say, that looked like des­pair, or doubt­ing of be­ing ac­cep­ted; and in this con­di­tion he left me the first night.

			He vis­ited me again the next morn­ing, and went on with his meth­od of ex­plain­ing the terms of di­vine mercy, which ac­cord­ing to him con­sisted of noth­ing more, or more dif­fi­cult, than that of be­ing sin­cerely de­sirous of it, and will­ing to ac­cept it; only a sin­cere re­gret for, and hatred of, those things I had done, which rendered me so just an ob­ject of di­vine ven­geance. I am not able to re­peat the ex­cel­lent dis­courses of this ex­traordin­ary man; ’tis all that I am able to do, to say that he re­vived my heart, and brought me in­to such a con­di­tion that I nev­er knew any­thing of in my life be­fore. I was covered with shame and tears for things past, and yet had at the same time a secret sur­pris­ing joy at the pro­spect of be­ing a true pen­it­ent, and ob­tain­ing the com­fort of a pen­it­ent—I mean, the hope of be­ing for­giv­en; and so swift did thoughts cir­cu­late, and so high did the im­pres­sions they had made upon me run, that I thought I could freely have gone out that minute to ex­e­cu­tion, without any un­eas­i­ness at all, cast­ing my soul en­tirely in­to the arms of in­fin­ite mercy as a pen­it­ent.

			The good gen­tle­man was so moved also in my be­half with a view of the in­flu­ence which he saw these things had on me, that he blessed God he had come to vis­it me, and re­solved not to leave me till the last mo­ment; that is, not to leave vis­it­ing me.

			It was no less than twelve days after our re­ceiv­ing sen­tence be­fore any were ordered for ex­e­cu­tion, and then upon a Wed­nes­day the dead war­rant, as they call it, came down, and I found my name was among them. A ter­rible blow this was to my new res­ol­u­tions; in­deed my heart sank with­in me, and I swooned away twice, one after an­oth­er, but spoke not a word. The good min­is­ter was sorely af­flic­ted for me, and did what he could to com­fort me with the same ar­gu­ments, and the same mov­ing elo­quence that he did be­fore, and left me not that even­ing so long as the pris­on­keep­ers would suf­fer him to stay in the pris­on, un­less he would be locked up with me all night, which he was not will­ing to be.

			I wondered much that I did not see him all the next day, it be­ing the day be­fore the time ap­poin­ted for ex­e­cu­tion; and I was greatly dis­cour­aged, and de­jec­ted in my mind, and in­deed al­most sank for want of the com­fort which he had so of­ten, and with such suc­cess, yiel­ded me on his former vis­its. I waited with great im­pa­tience, and un­der the greatest op­pres­sions of spir­its ima­gin­able, till about four o’clock he came to my apart­ment; for I had ob­tained the fa­vour, by the help of money, noth­ing be­ing to be done in that place without it, not to be kept in the con­demned hole, as they call it, among the rest of the pris­on­ers who were to die, but to have a little dirty cham­ber to my­self.

			My heart leaped with­in me for joy when I heard his voice at the door, even be­fore I saw him; but let any­one judge what kind of mo­tion I found in my soul, when after hav­ing made a short ex­cuse for his not com­ing, he showed me that his time had been em­ployed on my ac­count; that he had ob­tained a fa­vour­able re­port from the Re­cord­er to the Sec­ret­ary of State in my par­tic­u­lar case, and, in short, that he had brought me a re­prieve.

			He used all the cau­tion that he was able in let­ting me know a thing which it would have been a double cruelty to have con­cealed; and yet it was too much for me; for as grief had over­set me be­fore, so did joy over­set me now, and I fell in­to a much more dan­ger­ous swoon­ing than I did at first, and it was not without a great dif­fi­culty that I was re­covered at all.

			The good man hav­ing made a very Chris­ti­an ex­horta­tion to me, not to let the joy of my re­prieve put the re­mem­brance of my past sor­row out of my mind, and hav­ing told me that he must leave me, to go and enter the re­prieve in the books, and show it to the sher­iffs, stood up just be­fore his go­ing away, and in a very earn­est man­ner prayed to God for me, that my re­pent­ance might be made un­feigned and sin­cere; and that my com­ing back, as it were, in­to life again, might not be a re­turn­ing to the fol­lies of life which I had made such sol­emn res­ol­u­tions to for­sake, and to re­pent of them. I joined heart­ily in the pe­ti­tion, and must needs say I had deep­er im­pres­sions upon my mind all that night, of the mercy of God in spar­ing my life, and a great­er de­test­a­tion of my past sins, from a sense of the good­ness which I had tasted in this case, than I had in all my sor­row be­fore.

			This may be thought in­con­sist­ent in it­self, and wide from the busi­ness of this book; par­tic­u­larly, I re­flect that many of those who may be pleased and di­ver­ted with the re­la­tion of the wild and wicked part of my story may not rel­ish this, which is really the best part of my life, the most ad­vant­age­ous to my­self, and the most in­struct­ive to oth­ers. Such, how­ever, will, I hope, al­low me the liberty to make my story com­plete. It would be a severe satire on such to say they do not rel­ish the re­pent­ance as much as they do the crime; and that they had rather the his­tory were a com­plete tragedy, as it was very likely to have been.

			But I go on with my re­la­tion. The next morn­ing there was a sad scene in­deed in the pris­on. The first thing I was sa­luted with in the morn­ing was the tolling of the great bell at St. Sep­ulchre’s, as they call it, which ushered in the day. As soon as it began to toll, a dis­mal groan­ing and cry­ing was heard from the con­demned hole, where there lay six poor souls who were to be ex­ecuted that day, some from one crime, some for an­oth­er, and two of them for murder.

			This was fol­lowed by a con­fused clam­our in the house, among the sev­er­al sorts of pris­on­ers, ex­press­ing their awk­ward sor­rows for the poor creatures that were to die, but in a man­ner ex­tremely dif­fer­ing one from an­oth­er. Some cried for them; some huzzaed, and wished them a good jour­ney; some damned and cursed those that had brought them to it—that is, mean­ing the evid­ence, or pro­sec­utors—many pity­ing them, and some few, but very few, pray­ing for them.

			There was hardly room for so much com­pos­ure of mind as was re­quired for me to bless the mer­ci­ful Provid­ence that had, as it were, snatched me out of the jaws of this de­struc­tion. I re­mained, as it were, dumb and si­lent, over­come with the sense of it, and not able to ex­press what I had in my heart; for the pas­sions on such oc­ca­sions as these are cer­tainly so agit­ated as not to be able presently to reg­u­late their own mo­tions.

			All the while the poor con­demned creatures were pre­par­ing to their death, and the or­din­ary, as they call him, was busy with them, dis­pos­ing them to sub­mit to their sen­tence—I say, all this while I was seized with a fit of trem­bling, as much as I could have been if I had been in the same con­di­tion, as to be sure the day be­fore I ex­pec­ted to be; I was so vi­ol­ently agit­ated by this sur­pris­ing fit, that I shook as if it had been in the cold fit of an ague, so that I could not speak or look but like one dis­trac­ted. As soon as they were all put in­to carts and gone, which, how­ever, I had not cour­age enough to see—I say, as soon as they were gone, I fell in­to a fit of cry­ing in­vol­un­tar­ily, and without design, but as a mere dis­tem­per, and yet so vi­ol­ent, and it held me so long, that I knew not what course to take, nor could I stop, or put a check to it, no, not with all the strength and cour­age I had.

			This fit of cry­ing held me near two hours, and, as I be­lieve, held me till they were all out of the world, and then a most humble, pen­it­ent, ser­i­ous kind of joy suc­ceeded; a real trans­port it was, or pas­sion of joy and thank­ful­ness, but still un­able to give vent to it by words, and in this I con­tin­ued most part of the day.

			In the even­ing the good min­is­ter vis­ited me again, and then fell to his usu­al good dis­courses. He con­grat­u­lated my hav­ing a space yet al­lowed me for re­pent­ance, where­as the state of those six poor creatures was de­term­ined, and they were now past the of­fers of sal­va­tion; he earn­estly pressed me to re­tain the same sen­ti­ments of the things of life that I had when I had a view of etern­ity; and at the end of all told me I should not con­clude that all was over, that a re­prieve was not a par­don, that he could not yet an­swer for the ef­fects of it; how­ever, I had this mercy, that I had more time giv­en me, and that it was my busi­ness to im­prove that time.

			This dis­course, though very sea­son­able, left a kind of sad­ness on my heart, as if I might ex­pect the af­fair would have a tra­gic­al is­sue still, which, how­ever, he had no cer­tainty of; and I did not in­deed, at that time, ques­tion him about it, he hav­ing said that he would do his ut­most to bring it to a good end, and that he hoped he might, but he would not have me be se­cure; and the con­sequence proved that he had reas­on for what he said.

			It was about a fort­night after this that I had some just ap­pre­hen­sions that I should be in­cluded in the next dead war­rant at the en­su­ing ses­sions; and it was not without great dif­fi­culty, and at last a humble pe­ti­tion for trans­port­a­tion, that I avoided it, so ill was I be­hold­ing to fame, and so pre­vail­ing was the fatal re­port of be­ing an old of­fend­er; though in that they did not do me strict justice, for I was not in the sense of the law an old of­fend­er, whatever I was in the eye of the judge, for I had nev­er been be­fore them in a ju­di­cial way be­fore; so the judges could not charge me with be­ing an old of­fend­er, but the Re­cord­er was pleased to rep­res­ent my case as he thought fit.

			I had now a cer­tainty of life in­deed, but with the hard con­di­tions of be­ing ordered for trans­port­a­tion, which in­deed was hard con­di­tion in it­self, but not when com­par­at­ively con­sidered; and there­fore I shall make no com­ments upon the sen­tence, nor upon the choice I was put to. We shall all choose any­thing rather than death, es­pe­cially when ’tis at­ten­ded with an un­com­fort­able pro­spect bey­ond it, which was my case.

			The good min­is­ter, whose in­terest, though a stranger to me, had ob­tained me the re­prieve, mourned sin­cerely for this part. He was in hopes, he said, that I should have ended my days un­der the in­flu­ence of good in­struc­tion, that I should not have been turned loose again among such a wretched crew as they gen­er­ally are, who are thus sent abroad, where, as he said, I must have more than or­din­ary secret as­sist­ance from the grace of God, if I did not turn as wicked again as ever.

			I have not for a good while men­tioned my gov­erness, who had dur­ing most, if not all, of this part been dan­ger­ously sick, and be­ing in as near a view of death by her dis­ease as I was by my sen­tence, was a great pen­it­ent—I say, I have not men­tioned her, nor in­deed did I see her in all this time; but be­ing now re­cov­er­ing, and just able to come abroad, she came to see me.

			I told her my con­di­tion, and what a dif­fer­ent flux and re­flux of tears and hopes I had been agit­ated with; I told her what I had es­caped, and upon what terms; and she was present when the min­is­ter ex­pressed his fears of my re­lapsing in­to wicked­ness upon my fall­ing in­to the wretched com­pan­ies that are gen­er­ally trans­por­ted. In­deed I had a mel­an­choly re­flec­tion upon it in my own mind, for I knew what a dread­ful gang was al­ways sent away to­geth­er, and I said to my gov­erness that the good min­is­ter’s fears were not without cause. “Well, well,” says she, “but I hope you will not be temp­ted with such a hor­rid ex­ample as that.” And as soon as the min­is­ter was gone, she told me she would not have me dis­cour­aged, for per­haps ways and means might be found out to dis­pose of me in a par­tic­u­lar way, by my­self, of which she would talk fur­ther to me af­ter­ward.

			I looked earn­estly at her, and I thought she looked more cheer­ful than she usu­ally had done, and I en­ter­tained im­me­di­ately a thou­sand no­tions of be­ing de­livered, but could not for my life im­age the meth­ods, or think of one that was in the least feas­ible; but I was too much con­cerned in it to let her go from me without ex­plain­ing her­self, which, though she was very loath to do, yet my im­por­tun­ity pre­vailed, and, while I was still press­ing, she answered me in a few words, thus: “Why, you have money, have you not? Did you ever know one in your life that was trans­por­ted and had a hun­dred pounds in his pock­et, I’ll war­rant you, child?” says she.

			I un­der­stood her presently, but told her I would leave all that to her, but I saw no room to hope for any­thing but a strict ex­e­cu­tion of the or­der, and as it was a sever­ity that was es­teemed a mercy, there was no doubt but it would be strictly ob­served. She said no more but this: “We will try what can be done,” and so we par­ted for that night.

			I lay in the pris­on near fif­teen weeks after this or­der for trans­port­a­tion was signed. What the reas­on of it was, I know not, but at the end of this time I was put on board of a ship in the Thames, and with me a gang of thir­teen as hardened vile creatures as ever Newg­ate pro­duced in my time; and it would really well take up a his­tory longer than mine to de­scribe the de­grees of im­pudence and au­da­cious vil­lainy that those thir­teen were ar­rived to, and the man­ner of their be­ha­viour in the voy­age; of which I have a very di­vert­ing ac­count by me, which the cap­tain of the ship who car­ried them over gave me the minutes of, and which he caused his mate to write down at large.

			It may per­haps be thought tri­fling to enter here in­to a re­la­tion of all the little in­cid­ents which at­ten­ded me in this in­ter­val of my cir­cum­stances; I mean, between the fi­nal or­der of my trans­port­a­tion and the time of my go­ing on board the ship; and I am too near the end of my story to al­low room for it; but some­thing re­lat­ing to me and my Lan­cashire hus­band I must not omit.

			He had, as I have ob­served already, been car­ried from the mas­ter’s side of the or­din­ary pris­on in­to the press-yard, with three of his com­rades, for they found an­oth­er to add to them after some time; here, for what reas­on I knew not, they were kept in cus­tody without be­ing brought to tri­al al­most three months. It seems they found means to bribe or buy off some of those who were ex­pec­ted to come in against them, and they wanted evid­ence for some time to con­vict them. After some puzzle on this ac­count, at first they made a shift to get proof enough against two of them to carry them off; but the oth­er two, of which my Lan­cashire hus­band was one, lay still in sus­pense. They had, I think, one pos­it­ive evid­ence against each of them, but the law strictly ob­li­ging them to have two wit­nesses, they could make noth­ing of it. Yet it seems they were re­solved not to part with the men neither, not doubt­ing but a fur­ther evid­ence would at last come in; and in or­der to this, I think pub­lic­a­tion was made, that such pris­on­ers be­ing taken, any­one that had been robbed by them might come to the pris­on and see them.

			I took this op­por­tun­ity to sat­is­fy my curi­os­ity, pre­tend­ing that I had been robbed in the Dun­stable coach, and that I would go to see the two high­way­men. But when I came in­to the press-yard, I so dis­guised my­self, and muffled my face up so, that he could see little of me, and con­sequently knew noth­ing of who I was; and when I came back, I said pub­licly that I knew them very well.

			Im­me­di­ately it was ru­moured all over the pris­on that Moll Flanders would turn evid­ence against one of the high­way­men, and that I was to come off by it from the sen­tence of trans­port­a­tion.

			They heard of it, and im­me­di­ately my hus­band de­sired to see this Mrs. Flanders that knew him so well, and was to be an evid­ence against him; and ac­cord­ingly I had leave giv­en to go to him. I dressed my­self up as well as the best clothes that I suffered my­self ever to ap­pear in there would al­low me, and went to the press-yard, but had for some time a hood over my face. He said little to me at first, but asked me if I knew him. I told him, Yes, very well; but as I con­cealed my face, so I coun­ter­feited my voice, that he had not the least guess at who I was. He asked me where I had seen him. I told him between Dun­stable and Brick­hill; but turn­ing to the keep­er that stood by, I asked if I might not be ad­mit­ted to talk with him alone. He said Yes, yes, as much as I pleased, and so very civilly with­drew.

			As soon as he was gone, I had shut the door, I threw off my hood, and burst­ing out in­to tears, “My dear,” says I, “do you not know me?” He turned pale, and stood speech­less, like one thun­der­struck, and, not able to con­quer the sur­prise, said no more but this, “Let me sit down;” and sit­ting down by a table, he laid his el­bow upon the table, and lean­ing his head on his hand, fixed his eyes on the ground as one stu­pid. I cried so vehe­mently, on the oth­er hand, that it was a good while ere I could speak any more; but after I had giv­en some vent to my pas­sion by tears, I re­peated the same words, “My dear, do you not know me?” At which he answered, Yes, and said no more a good while.

			After some time con­tinu­ing in the sur­prise, as above, he cast up his eyes to­wards me and said, “How could you be so cruel?” I did not read­ily un­der­stand what he meant; and I answered, “How can you call me cruel? What have I been cruel to you in?” “To come to me,” says he, “in such a place as this, is it not to in­sult me? I have not robbed you, at least not on the high­way.”

			I per­ceived by this that he knew noth­ing of the miser­able cir­cum­stances I was in, and thought that, hav­ing got some in­tel­li­gence of his be­ing there, I had come to up­braid him with his leav­ing me. But I had too much to say to him to be af­fron­ted, and told him in few words, that I was far from com­ing to in­sult him, but at best I came to con­dole mu­tu­ally; that he would be eas­ily sat­is­fied that I had no such view, when I should tell him that my con­di­tion was worse than his, and that many ways. He looked a little con­cerned at the gen­er­al ex­pres­sion of my con­di­tion be­ing worse than his, but, with a kind smile, looked a little wildly, and said, “How can that be? When you see me fettered, and in Newg­ate, and two of my com­pan­ions ex­ecuted already, can you say your con­di­tion is worse than mine?”

			“Come, my dear,” says I, “we have a long piece of work to do, if I should be to re­late, or you to hear, my un­for­tu­nate his­tory; but if you are dis­posed to hear it, you will soon con­clude with me that my con­di­tion is worse than yours.” “How is that pos­sible,” says he again, “when I ex­pect to be cast for my life the very next ses­sions?” “Yes,” says I, “ ’tis very pos­sible, when I shall tell you that I have been cast for my life three ses­sions ago, and am un­der sen­tence of death; is not my case worse than yours?”

			Then in­deed, he stood si­lent again, like one struck dumb, and after a while he starts up. “Un­happy couple!” says he. “How can this be pos­sible?” I took him by the hand. “Come, my dear,” said I, “sit down, and let us com­pare our sor­rows. I am a pris­on­er in this very house, and in much worse cir­cum­stances than you, and you will be sat­is­fied I do not come to in­sult you, when I tell you the par­tic­u­lars.” And with this we sat down to­geth­er, and I told him so much of my story as I thought was con­veni­ent, bring­ing it at last to my be­ing re­duced to great poverty, and rep­res­ent­ing my­self as fallen in­to some com­pany that led me to re­lieve my dis­tresses by way that I had been ut­terly un­ac­quain­ted with, and that they mak­ing an at­tempt at a trades­man’s house, I was seized upon for hav­ing been but just at the door, the maid­ser­vant pulling me in; that I neither had broke any lock nor taken any­thing away, and that not­with­stand­ing that, I was brought in guilty and sen­tenced to die; but that the judges, hav­ing been made sens­ible of the hard­ship of my cir­cum­stances, had ob­tained leave to re­mit the sen­tence upon my con­sent­ing to be trans­por­ted.

			I told him I fared the worse for be­ing taken in the pris­on for one Moll Flanders, who was a fam­ous suc­cess­ful thief, that all of them had heard of, but none of them had ever seen; but that, as he knew well, was none of my name. But I placed all to the ac­count of my ill for­tune, and that un­der this name I was dealt with as an old of­fend­er, though this was the first thing they had ever known of me. I gave him a long par­tic­u­lar of things that had be­fallen me since I saw him, but I told him if I had seen him since he might think I had, and then gave him an ac­count how I had seen him at Brick­hill; how furi­ously he was pur­sued, and how, by giv­ing an ac­count that I knew him, and that he was a very hon­est gen­tle­man, one Mr. ———, the hue-and-cry was stopped, and the high con­stable went back again.

			He listened most at­tent­ively to all my story, and smiled at most of the par­tic­u­lars, be­ing all of them petty mat­ters, and in­fin­itely be­low what he had been at the head of; but when I came to the story of Brick­hill, he was sur­prised. “And was it you, my dear,” said he, “that gave the check to the mob that was at our heels there, at Brick­hill?” “Yes,” said I, “it was I in­deed.” And then I told him the par­tic­u­lars which I had ob­served him there. “Why, then,” said he, “it was you that saved my life at that time, and I am glad I owe my life to you, for I will pay the debt to you now, and I’ll de­liv­er you from the present con­di­tion you are in, or I will die in the at­tempt.”

			I told him, by no means; it was a risk too great, not worth his run­ning the haz­ard of, and for a life not worth his sav­ing. ’Twas no mat­ter for that, he said, it was a life worth all the world to him; a life that had giv­en him a new life; “for,” says he, “I was nev­er in real danger of be­ing taken, but that time, till the last minute when I was taken.” In­deed, he told me his danger then lay in his be­liev­ing he had not been pur­sued that way; for they had gone off from Hockley quite an­oth­er way, and had come over the en­closed coun­try in­to Brick­hill, not by the road, and were sure they had not been seen by any­body.

			Here he gave me a long his­tory of his life, which in­deed would make a very strange his­tory, and be in­fin­itely di­vert­ing. He told me he took to the road about twelve years be­fore he mar­ried me; that the wo­man which called him broth­er was not really his sis­ter, or any kin to him, but one that be­longed to their gang, and who, keep­ing cor­res­pond­ence with him, lived al­ways in town, hav­ing good store of ac­quaint­ance; that she gave them a per­fect in­tel­li­gence of per­sons go­ing out of town, and that they had made sev­er­al good booties by her cor­res­pond­ence; that she thought she had fixed a for­tune for him when she brought me to him, but happened to be dis­ap­poin­ted, which he really could not blame her for; that if it had been his good luck that I had had the es­tate, which she was in­formed I had, he had re­solved to leave off the road and live a re­tired, sober life but nev­er to ap­pear in pub­lic till some gen­er­al par­don had been passed, or till he could, for money, have got his name in­to some par­tic­u­lar par­don, that so he might have been per­fectly easy; but that, as it had proved oth­er­wise, he was ob­liged to put off his equipage and take up the old trade again.

			He gave me a long ac­count of some of his ad­ven­tures, and par­tic­u­larly one when he robbed the West Chester coaches near Lich­field, when he got a very great booty; and after that, how he robbed five gra­zi­ers, in the west, go­ing to Burford Fair in Wilt­shire to buy sheep. He told me he got so much money on those two oc­ca­sions, that if he had known where to have found me, he would cer­tainly have em­braced my pro­pos­al of go­ing with me to Vir­gin­ia, or to have settled in a plant­a­tion on some oth­er parts of the Eng­lish colon­ies in Amer­ica.

			He told me he wrote two or three let­ters to me, dir­ec­ted ac­cord­ing to my or­der, but heard noth­ing from me. This I in­deed knew to be true, but the let­ters com­ing to my hand in the time of my lat­ter hus­band, I could do noth­ing in it, and there­fore chose to give no an­swer, that so he might rather be­lieve they had mis­car­ried.

			Be­ing thus dis­ap­poin­ted, he said, he car­ried on the old trade ever since, though when he had got­ten so much money, he said, he did not run such des­per­ate risks as he did be­fore. Then he gave me some ac­count of sev­er­al hard and des­per­ate en­coun­ters which he had with gen­tle­men on the road, who par­ted too hardly with their money, and showed me some wounds he had re­ceived; and he had one or two very ter­rible wounds in­deed, as par­tic­u­larly one by a pis­tol bul­let, which broke his arm, and an­oth­er with a sword, which ran him quite through the body, but that miss­ing his vi­tals, he was cured again; one of his com­rades hav­ing kept with him so faith­fully, and so friendly, as that he as­sisted him in rid­ing near eighty miles be­fore his arm was set, and then got a sur­geon in a con­sid­er­able city, re­mote from that place where it was done, pre­tend­ing they were gen­tle­men trav­el­ling to­wards Carl­isle and that they had been at­tacked on the road by high­way­men, and that one of them had shot him in­to the arm and broke the bone.

			This, he said, his friend man­aged so well, that they were not sus­pec­ted at all, but lay still till he was per­fectly cured. He gave me so many dis­tinct ac­counts of his ad­ven­tures, that it is with great re­luct­ance that I de­cline the re­lat­ing them; but I con­sider that this is my own story, not his.

			I then in­quired in­to the cir­cum­stances of his present case at that time, and what it was he ex­pec­ted when he came to be tried. He told me that they had no evid­ence against him, or but very little; for that of three rob­ber­ies, which they were all charged with, it was his good for­tune that he was but in one of them, and that there was but one wit­ness to be had for that fact, which was not suf­fi­cient, but that it was ex­pec­ted some oth­ers would come in against him; that he thought in­deed, when he first saw me, that I had been one that came of that er­rand; but that if some­body came in against him, he hoped he should be cleared; that he had had some in­tim­a­tion, that if he would sub­mit to trans­port him­self, he might be ad­mit­ted to it without a tri­al, but that he could not think of it with any tem­per, and thought he could much easi­er sub­mit to be hanged.

			I blamed him for that, and told him I blamed him on two ac­counts; first, be­cause if he was trans­por­ted, there might be a hun­dred ways for him that was a gen­tle­man, and a bold en­ter­pris­ing man, to find his way back again, and per­haps some ways and means to come back be­fore he went. He smiled at that part, and said he should like the last the best of the two, for he had a kind of hor­ror upon his mind at his be­ing sent over to the plant­a­tions, as Ro­mans sent con­demned slaves to work in the mines; that he thought the pas­sage in­to an­oth­er state, let it be what it would, much more tol­er­able at the gal­lows, and that this was the gen­er­al no­tion of all the gen­tle­men who were driv­en by the ex­i­gence of their for­tunes to take the road; that at the place of ex­e­cu­tion there was at least an end of all the miser­ies of the present state, and as for what was to fol­low, a man was, in his opin­ion, as likely to re­pent sin­cerely in the last fort­night of his life, un­der the pres­sures and ag­on­ies of a jail and the con­demned hole, as he would ever be in the woods and wil­der­ness of Amer­ica; that ser­vitude and hard la­bour were things gen­tle­men could nev­er stoop to; that it was but the way to force them to be their own ex­e­cu­tion­ers af­ter­wards, which was much worse; and that there­fore he could not have any pa­tience when he did but think of be­ing trans­por­ted.

			I used the ut­most of my en­deav­our to per­suade him, and joined that known wo­man’s rhet­or­ic to it—I mean, that of tears. I told him the in­famy of a pub­lic ex­e­cu­tion was cer­tainly a great­er pres­sure upon the spir­its of a gen­tle­man than any of the mor­ti­fic­a­tions that he could meet with abroad could be; that he had at least in the oth­er a chance for his life, where­as here he had none at all; that it was the easi­est thing in the world for him to man­age the cap­tain of a ship, who were, gen­er­ally speak­ing, men of good-hu­mour and some gal­lantry; and a small mat­ter of con­duct, es­pe­cially if there was any money to be had, would make way for him to buy him­self off when he came to Vir­gin­ia.

			He looked wist­fully at me, and I thought I guessed at what he meant, that is to say, that he had no money; but I was mis­taken, his mean­ing was an­oth­er way. “You hin­ted just now, my dear,” said he, “that there might be a way of com­ing back be­fore I went, by which I un­der­stood you that it might be pos­sible to buy it off here. I had rather give £200 to pre­vent go­ing, than £100 to be set at liberty when I came there.” “That is, my dear,” said I, “be­cause you do not know the place so well as I do.” “That may be,” said he; “and yet I be­lieve, as well as you know it, you would do the same, un­less it is be­cause, as you told me, you have a moth­er there.”

			I told him, as to my moth­er, it was next to im­possible but that she must be dead many years be­fore; and as for any oth­er re­la­tions that I might have there, I knew them not now; that since the mis­for­tunes I had been un­der had re­duced me to the con­di­tion I had been in for some years, I had not kept up any cor­res­pond­ence with them; and that he would eas­ily be­lieve, I should find but a cold re­cep­tion from them if I should be put to make my first vis­it in the con­di­tion of a trans­por­ted felon; that there­fore, if I went thith­er, I re­solved not to see them; but that I had many views in go­ing there, if it should be my fate, which took off all the un­easy part of it; and if he found him­self ob­liged to go also, I should eas­ily in­struct him how to man­age him­self, so as nev­er to go a ser­vant at all, es­pe­cially since I found he was not des­ti­tute of money, which was the only friend in such a con­di­tion.

			He smiled, and said he did not tell me he had money. I took him up short, and told him I hoped he did not un­der­stand by my speak­ing, that I should ex­pect any sup­ply from him if he had money; that, on the oth­er hand, though I had not a great deal, yet I did not want, and while I had any I would rather add to him than weak­en him in that art­icle, see­ing, whatever he had, I knew in the case of trans­port­a­tion he would have oc­ca­sion of it all.

			He ex­pressed him­self in a most tender man­ner upon that head. He told me what money he had was not a great deal, but that he would nev­er hide any of it from me if I wanted it, and that he as­sured me he did not speak with any such ap­pre­hen­sions; that he was only in­tent upon what I had hin­ted to him be­fore he went; that here he knew what to do with him­self, but that there he should be the most ig­nor­ant, help­less wretch alive.

			I told him he frighted and ter­ri­fied him­self with that which had no ter­ror in it; that if he had money, as I was glad to hear he had, he might not only avoid the ser­vitude sup­posed to be the con­sequence of trans­port­a­tion, but be­gin the world upon a new found­a­tion, and that such a one as he could not fail of suc­cess in, with the com­mon ap­plic­a­tion usu­al in such cases; that he could not but call to mind that it was what I had re­com­men­ded to him many years be­fore and had pro­posed it for our mu­tu­al sub­sist­ence and restor­ing our for­tunes in the world; and I would tell him now, that to con­vince him both of the cer­tainty of it and of my be­ing fully ac­quain­ted with the meth­od, and also fully sat­is­fied in the prob­ab­il­ity of suc­cess, he should first see me de­liv­er my­self from the ne­ces­sity of go­ing over at all, and then that I would go with him freely, and of my own choice, and per­haps carry enough with me to sat­is­fy him that I did not of­fer it for want of be­ing able to live without as­sist­ance from him, but that I thought our mu­tu­al mis­for­tunes had been such as were suf­fi­cient to re­con­cile us both to quit­ting this part of the world, and liv­ing where nobody could up­braid us with what was past, or we be in any dread of a pris­on, and without ag­on­ies of a con­demned hole to drive us to it; this where we should look back on all our past dis­asters with in­fin­ite sat­is­fac­tion, when we should con­sider that our en­emies should en­tirely for­get us, and that we should live as new people in a new world, nobody hav­ing any­thing to say to us, or we to them.

			I pressed this home to him with so many ar­gu­ments, and answered all his own pas­sion­ate ob­jec­tions so ef­fec­tu­ally that he em­braced me, and told me I treated him with such sin­cer­ity and af­fec­tion as over­came him; that he would take my ad­vice, and would strive to sub­mit to his fate in hope of hav­ing the com­fort of my as­sist­ance, and of so faith­ful a coun­sel­lor and such a com­pan­ion in his misery. But still he put me in mind of what I had men­tioned be­fore, namely, that there might be some way to get off be­fore he went, and that it might be pos­sible to avoid go­ing at all, which he said would be much bet­ter. I told him he should see, and be fully sat­is­fied, that I would do my ut­most in that part too, and if it did not suc­ceed, yet that I would make good the rest.

			We par­ted after this long con­fer­ence with such testi­mon­ies of kind­ness and af­fec­tion as I thought were equal, if not su­per­i­or, to that at our part­ing at Dun­stable; and now I saw more plainly than be­fore, the reas­on why he de­clined com­ing at that time any farther with me to­ward Lon­don than Dun­stable, and why, when we par­ted there, he told me it was not con­veni­ent for him to come part of the way to Lon­don to bring me go­ing, as he would oth­er­wise have done. I have ob­served that the ac­count of his life would have made a much more pleas­ing his­tory than this of mine; and, in­deed, noth­ing in it was more strange than this part, viz. that he car­ried on that des­per­ate trade full five-and-twenty years and had nev­er been taken, the suc­cess he had met with had been so very un­com­mon, and such that some­times he had lived hand­somely, and re­tired in place for a year or two at a time, keep­ing him­self and a manser­vant to wait on him, and had of­ten sat in the cof­fee­houses and heard the very people whom he had robbed give ac­counts of their be­ing robbed, and of the place and cir­cum­stances, so that he could eas­ily re­mem­ber that it was the same.

			In this man­ner, it seems, he lived near Liv­er­pool at the time he un­luck­ily mar­ried me for a for­tune. Had I been the for­tune he ex­pec­ted, I ver­ily be­lieve, as he said, that he would have taken up and lived hon­estly all his days.

			He had with the rest of his mis­for­tunes the good luck not to be ac­tu­ally upon the spot when the rob­bery was done which he was com­mit­ted for, and so none of the per­sons robbed could swear to him, or had any­thing to charge upon him. But it seems as he was taken with the gang, one hard-mouthed coun­try­man swore home to him, and they were like to have oth­ers come in ac­cord­ing to the pub­lic­a­tion they had made; so that they ex­pec­ted more evid­ence against him, and for that reas­on he was kept in hold.

			How­ever, the of­fer which was made to him of ad­mit­ting him to trans­port­a­tion was made, as I un­der­stood, upon the in­ter­ces­sion of some great per­son who pressed him hard to ac­cept of it be­fore a tri­al; and in­deed, as he knew there were sev­er­al that might come in against him, I thought his friend was in the right, and I lay at him night and day to delay it no longer.

			At last, with much dif­fi­culty, he gave his con­sent; and as he was not there­fore ad­mit­ted to trans­port­a­tion in court, and on his pe­ti­tion, as I was, so he found him­self un­der a dif­fi­culty to avoid em­bark­ing him­self as I had said he might have done; his great friend, who was his in­ter­cessor for the fa­vour of that grant, hav­ing giv­en se­cur­ity for him that he should trans­port him­self, and not re­turn with­in the term.

			This hard­ship broke all my meas­ures, for the steps I took af­ter­wards for my own de­liv­er­ance were hereby rendered wholly in­ef­fec­tu­al, un­less I would aban­don him, and leave him to go to Amer­ica by him­self; than which he pro­tested he would much rather ven­ture, al­though he were cer­tain to go dir­ectly to the gal­lows.

			I must now re­turn to my case. The time of my be­ing trans­por­ted ac­cord­ing to my sen­tence was near at hand; my gov­erness, who con­tin­ued my fast friend, had tried to ob­tain a par­don, but it could not be done un­less with an ex­pense too heavy for my purse, con­sid­er­ing that to be left na­ked and empty, un­less I had re­solved to re­turn to my old trade again, had been worse than my trans­port­a­tion, be­cause there I knew I could live, here I could not. The good min­is­ter stood very hard on an­oth­er ac­count to pre­vent my be­ing trans­por­ted also; but he was answered, that in­deed my life had been giv­en me at his first so­li­cit­a­tions, and there­fore he ought to ask no more. He was sens­ibly grieved at my go­ing, be­cause, as he said, he feared I should lose the good im­pres­sions which a pro­spect of death had at first made on me, and which were since in­creased by his in­struc­tions; and the pi­ous gen­tle­man was ex­ceed­ingly con­cerned about me on that ac­count.

			On the oth­er hand, I really was not so so­li­cit­ous about it as I was be­fore, but I in­dus­tri­ously con­cealed my reas­ons for it from the min­is­ter, and to the last he did not know but that I went with the ut­most re­luct­ance and af­flic­tion.

			It was in the month of Feb­ru­ary that I was, with sev­en oth­er con­victs, as they called us, de­livered to a mer­chant that traded to Vir­gin­ia, on board a ship, rid­ing, as they called it, in Dept­ford Reach. The of­ficer of the pris­on de­livered us on board, and the mas­ter of the ves­sel gave a dis­charge for us.

			We were for that night clapped un­der hatches, and kept so close that I thought I should have been suf­foc­ated for want of air; and the next morn­ing the ship weighed, and fell down the river to a place they call Bugby’s Hole, which was done, as they told us, by the agree­ment of the mer­chant, that all op­por­tun­ity of es­cape should be taken from us. How­ever, when the ship came thith­er and cast an­chor, we were al­lowed more liberty, and par­tic­u­larly were per­mit­ted to come up on the deck, but not up on the quar­ter­deck, that be­ing kept par­tic­u­larly for the cap­tain and for pas­sen­gers.

			When by the noise of the men over my head, and the mo­tion of the ship, I per­ceived that they were un­der sail, I was at first greatly sur­prised, fear­ing we should go away dir­ectly, and that our friends would not be ad­mit­ted to see us any more; but I was easy soon after, when I found they had come to an an­chor again, and soon after that we had no­tice giv­en by some of the men where we were, that the next morn­ing we should have the liberty to come up on deck, and to have our friends come and see us if we had any.

			All that night I lay upon the hard boards of the deck, as the pas­sen­gers did, but we had af­ter­wards the liberty of little cab­ins for such of us as had any bed­ding to lay in them, and room to stow any box or trunk for clothes and lin­en, if we had it (which might well be put in), for some of them had neither shirt nor shift or a rag of lin­en or wool­len, but what was on their backs, or a farth­ing of money to help them­selves; and yet I did not find but they fared well enough in the ship, es­pe­cially the wo­men, who got money from the sea­men for wash­ing their clothes, suf­fi­cient to pur­chase any com­mon things that they wanted.

			When the next morn­ing we had the liberty to come up on the deck, I asked one of the of­ficers of the ship, wheth­er I might not have the liberty to send a let­ter on shore, to let my friends know where the ship lay, and to get some ne­ces­sary things sent to me. This was, it seems, the boat­swain, a very civil, cour­teous sort of man, who told me I should have that, or any oth­er liberty that I de­sired, that he could al­low me with safety. I told him I de­sired no oth­er; and he answered that the ship’s boat would go up to Lon­don the next tide, and he would or­der my let­ter to be car­ried.

			Ac­cord­ingly, when the boat went off, the boat­swain came to me and told me the boat was go­ing off, and that he went in it him­self, and asked me if my let­ter was ready he would take care of it. I had pre­pared my­self, you may be sure, pen, ink, and pa­per be­fore­hand, and I had got­ten a let­ter ready dir­ec­ted to my gov­erness, and en­closed an­oth­er for my fel­low-pris­on­er, which, how­ever, I did not let her know was my hus­band, not to the last. In that to my gov­erness, I let her know where the ship lay, and pressed her earn­estly to send me what things I knew she had got ready for me for my voy­age.

			When I gave the boat­swain the let­ter, I gave him a shil­ling with it, which I told him was for the charge of a mes­sen­ger or port­er, which I en­treated him to send with the let­ter as soon as he came on shore, that if pos­sible I might have an an­swer brought back by the same hand, that I might know what was be­come of my things; “for sir,” says I, “if the ship should go away be­fore I have them on board, I am un­done.”

			I took care, when I gave him the shil­ling, to let him see that I had a little bet­ter fur­niture about me than the or­din­ary pris­on­ers, for he saw that I had a purse, and in it a pretty deal of money; and I found that the very sight of it im­me­di­ately fur­nished me with very dif­fer­ent treat­ment from what I should oth­er­wise have met with in the ship; for though he was very cour­teous in­deed be­fore, in a kind of nat­ur­al com­pas­sion to me, as a wo­man in dis­tress, yet he was more than or­din­ar­ily so af­ter­wards, and pro­cured me to be bet­ter treated in the ship than, I say, I might oth­er­wise have been; as shall ap­pear in its place.

			He very hon­estly had my let­ter de­livered to my gov­erness’s own hands, and brought me back an an­swer from her in writ­ing; and when he gave me the an­swer, gave me the shil­ling again. “There,” says he, “there’s your shil­ling again too, for I de­livered the let­ter my­self.” I could not tell what to say, I was so sur­prised at the thing; but after some pause, I said, “Sir, you are too kind; it had been but reas­on­able that you had paid your­self coach-hire, then.”

			“No, no,” says he, “I am over­paid. What is the gen­tle­wo­man? Your sis­ter.”

			“No, sir,” says I, “she is no re­la­tion to me, but she is a dear friend, and all the friends I have in the world.” “Well,” says he, “there are few such friends in the world. Why, she cried after you like a child.” “Ay,” says I again, “she would give a hun­dred pounds, I be­lieve, to de­liv­er me from this dread­ful con­di­tion I am in.”

			“Would she so?” says he. “For half the money I be­lieve I could put you in a way how to de­liv­er your­self.” But this he spoke softly, that nobody could hear.

			“Alas! sir,” said I, “but then that must be such a de­liv­er­ance as, if I should be taken again, would cost me my life.” “Nay,” said he, “if you were once out of the ship, you must look to your­self af­ter­wards; that I can say noth­ing to.” So we dropped the dis­course for that time.

			In the mean­time, my gov­erness, faith­ful to the last mo­ment, con­veyed my let­ter to the pris­on to my hus­band, and got an an­swer to it, and the next day came down her­self to the ship, bring­ing me, in the first place, a seabed as they call it, and all its fur­niture, such as was con­veni­ent, but not to let the people think it was ex­traordin­ary. She brought with her a sea-chest—that is, a chest, such as are made for sea­men, with all the con­veni­ences in it, and filled with everything al­most that I could want; and in one of the corners of the chest, where there was a private draw­er, was my bank of money—this is to say, so much of it as I had re­solved to carry with me; for I ordered a part of my stock to be left be­hind me, to be sent af­ter­wards in such goods as I should want when I came to settle; for money in that coun­try is not of much use where all things are brought for to­bacco, much more is it a great loss to carry it from hence.

			But my case was par­tic­u­lar; it was by no means prop­er to me to go thith­er without money or goods, and for a poor con­vict, that was to be sold as soon as I came on shore, to carry with me a cargo of goods would be to have no­tice taken of it, and per­haps to have them seized by the pub­lic; so I took part of my stock with me thus, and left the oth­er part with my gov­erness.

			My gov­erness brought me a great many oth­er things, but it was not prop­er for me to look too well provided in the ship, at least till I knew what kind of a cap­tain we should have. When she came in­to the ship, I thought she would have died in­deed; her heart sank at the sight of me, and at the thoughts of part­ing with me in that con­di­tion, and she cried so in­tol­er­ably, I could not for a long time have any talk with her.

			I took that time to read my fel­low-pris­on­er’s let­ter, which, how­ever, greatly per­plexed me. He told me he was de­term­ined to go, but found it would be im­possible for him to be dis­charged time enough for go­ing in the same ship, and which was more than all, he began to ques­tion wheth­er they would give him leave to go in what ship he pleased, though he did vol­un­tar­ily trans­port him­self; but that they would see him put on board such a ship as they should dir­ect, and that he would be charged upon the cap­tain as oth­er con­vict pris­on­ers were; so that he began to be in des­pair of see­ing me till he came to Vir­gin­ia, which made him al­most des­per­ate; see­ing that, on the oth­er hand, if I should not be there, if any ac­ci­dent of the sea or of mor­tal­ity should take me away, he should be the most un­done creature there in the world.

			This was very per­plex­ing, and I knew not what course to take. I told my gov­erness the story of the boat­swain, and she was mighty eager with me treat with him; but I had no mind to it, till I heard wheth­er my hus­band, or fel­low-pris­on­er, so she called him, could be at liberty to go with me or no. At last I was forced to let her in­to the whole mat­ter, ex­cept only that of his be­ing my hus­band. I told her I had made a pos­it­ive bar­gain or agree­ment with him to go, if he could get the liberty of go­ing in the same ship, and that I found he had money.

			Then I read a long lec­ture to her of what I pro­posed to do when we came there, how we could plant, settle, and, in short, grow rich without any more ad­ven­tures; and, as a great secret, I told her that we were to marry as soon as he came on board.

			She soon agreed cheer­fully to my go­ing when she heard this, and she made it her busi­ness from that time to get him out of the pris­on in time, so that he might go in the same ship with me, which at last was brought to pass, though with great dif­fi­culty, and not without all the forms of a trans­por­ted pris­on­er-con­vict, which he really was not yet, for he had not been tried, and which was a great mor­ti­fic­a­tion to him. As our fate was now de­term­ined, and we were both on board, ac­tu­ally bound to Vir­gin­ia, in the despic­able qual­ity of trans­por­ted con­victs destined to be sold for slaves, I for five years, and he un­der bonds and se­cur­ity not to re­turn to Eng­land any more, as long as he lived, he was very much de­jec­ted and cast down; the mor­ti­fic­a­tion of be­ing brought on board, as he was, like a pris­on­er, piqued him very much, since it was first told him he should trans­port him­self, and so that he might go as a gen­tle­man at liberty. It is true he was not ordered to be sold when he came there, as we were, and for that reas­on he was ob­liged to pay for his pas­sage to the cap­tain, which we were not; as to the rest, he was as much at a loss as a child what to do with him­self, or with what he had, but by dir­ec­tions.

			Our first busi­ness was to com­pare our stock. He was very hon­est to me, and told me his stock was pretty good when he came in­to the pris­on, but the liv­ing there as he did in a fig­ure like a gen­tle­man, and, which was ten times as much, the mak­ing of friends, and so­li­cit­ing his case, had been very ex­pens­ive; and, in a word, all his stock that he had left was £108, which he had about him all in gold.

			I gave him an ac­count of my stock as faith­fully, that is to say, of what I had taken to carry with me, for I was re­solved, whatever should hap­pen, to keep what I had left with my gov­erness in re­serve; that in case I should die, what I had with me was enough to give him, and that which was left in my gov­erness’s hands would be her own, which she had well de­served of me in­deed.

			My stock which I had with me was £246 some odd shil­lings; so that we had £354 between us, but a worse got­ten es­tate was scarce ever put to­geth­er to be­gin the world with.

			Our greatest mis­for­tune as to our stock was that it was all in money, which every­one knows is an un­prof­it­able cargo to be car­ried to the plant­a­tions. I be­lieve his was really all he had left in the world, as he told me it was; but I, who had between £700 and £800 in bank when this dis­aster be­fell me, and who had one of the faith­fullest friends in the world to man­age it for me, con­sid­er­ing she was a wo­man of man­ner of re­li­gious prin­ciples, had still £300 left in her hand, which I re­served as above; be­sides, some very valu­able things, as par­tic­u­larly two gold watches, some small pieces of plate, and some rings—all stolen goods. The plate, rings, and watches were put in my chest with the money, and with this for­tune, and in the sixty-first year of my age, I launched out in­to a new world, as I may call it, in the con­di­tion (as to what ap­peared) only of a poor, na­ked con­vict, ordered to be trans­por­ted in res­pite from the gal­lows. My clothes were poor and mean, but not ragged or dirty, and none knew in the whole ship that I had any­thing of value about me.

			How­ever, as I had a great many very good clothes and lin­en in abund­ance, which I had ordered to be packed up in two great boxes, I had them shipped on board, not as my goods, but as con­signed to my real name in Vir­gin­ia; and had the bills of load­ing signed by a cap­tain in my pock­et; and in these boxes was my plate and watches, and everything of value ex­cept my money, which I kept by it­self in a private draw­er in my chest, which could not be found, or opened, if found, without split­ting the chest to pieces.

			In this con­di­tion I lay for three weeks in the ship, not know­ing wheth­er I should have my hus­band with me or no, and there­fore not resolv­ing how or in what man­ner to re­ceive the hon­est boat­swain’s pro­pos­al, which in­deed he thought a little strange at first.

			At the end of this time, be­hold my hus­band came on board. He looked with a de­jec­ted, angry coun­ten­ance, his great heart was swelled with rage and dis­dain; to be dragged along with three keep­ers of Newg­ate, and put on board like a con­vict, when he had not so much as been brought to a tri­al. He made loud com­plaints of it by his friends, for it seems he had some in­terest; but his friends got some check in their ap­plic­a­tion, and were told he had had fa­vour enough, and that they had re­ceived such an ac­count of him, since the last grant of his trans­port­a­tion, that he ought to think him­self very well treated that he was not pro­sec­uted anew. This an­swer quieted him at once, for he knew too much what might have happened, and what he had room to ex­pect; and now he saw the good­ness of the ad­vice to him, which pre­vailed with him to ac­cept of the of­fer of a vol­un­tary trans­port­a­tion. And after this his chag­rin at these hell­hounds, as he called them, was a little over, he looked a little com­posed, began to be cheer­ful, and as I was telling him how glad I was to have him once more out of their hands, he took me in his arms, and ac­know­ledged with great ten­der­ness that I had giv­en him the best ad­vice pos­sible. “My dear,” says he, “thou has twice saved my life; from hence­for­ward it shall be all em­ployed for you, and I’ll al­ways take your ad­vice.”

			The ship began now to fill; sev­er­al pas­sen­gers came on board, who were em­barked on no crim­in­al ac­count, and these had ac­com­mod­a­tions as­signed them in the great cab­in, and oth­er parts of the ship, where­as we, as con­victs, were thrust down be­low, I know not where. But when my hus­band came on board, I spoke to the boat­swain, who had so early giv­en me hints of his friend­ship in car­ry­ing my let­ter. I told him he had be­friended me in many things, and I had not made any suit­able re­turn to him, and with that I put a guinea in­to his hand. I told him that my hus­band was now come on board; that though we were both un­der the present mis­for­tune, yet we had been per­sons of a dif­fer­ent char­ac­ter from the wretched crew that we came with, and de­sired to know of him, wheth­er the cap­tain might not be moved to ad­mit us to some con­veni­ences in the ship, for which we would make him what sat­is­fac­tion he pleased, and that we would grat­i­fy him for his pains in pro­cur­ing this for us. He took the guinea, as I could see, with great sat­is­fac­tion, and as­sured me of his as­sist­ance.

			Then he told us he did not doubt but that the cap­tain, who was one of the best-hu­moured gen­tle­men in the world, would be eas­ily brought to ac­com­mod­ate us as well as we could de­sire, and, to make me easy, told me he would go up the next tide on pur­pose to speak to the cap­tain about it. The next morn­ing, hap­pen­ing to sleep a little longer than or­din­ary, when I got up, and began to look abroad, I saw the boat­swain among the men in his or­din­ary busi­ness. I was a little mel­an­choly at see­ing him there, and go­ing for­ward to speak to him, he saw me, and came to­wards me, but not giv­ing him time to speak first, I said, smil­ing, “I doubt, sir, you have for­got us, for I see you are very busy.” He re­turned presently, “Come along with me, and you shall see.” So he took me in­to the great cab­in, and there sat a good sort of a gen­tle­manly man for a sea­man, writ­ing, and with a great many pa­pers be­fore him.

			“Here,” says the boat­swain to him that was a-writ­ing, “is the gen­tle­wo­man that the cap­tain spoke to you of;” and turn­ing to me, he said, “I have been so far from for­get­ting your busi­ness, that I have been up at the cap­tain’s house, and have rep­res­en­ted faith­fully to the cap­tain what you said, re­lat­ing to you be­ing fur­nished with bet­ter con­veni­ences for your­self and your hus­band; and the cap­tain has sent this gen­tle­man, who is mate of the ship, down with me, on pur­pose to show you everything, and to ac­com­mod­ate you fully to your con­tent, and bid me as­sure you that you shall not be treated like what you were at first ex­pec­ted to be, but with the same re­spect as oth­er pas­sen­gers are treated.”

			The mate then spoke to me, and, not giv­ing me time to thank the boat­swain for his kind­ness, con­firmed what the boat­swain had said, and ad­ded that it was the cap­tain’s de­light to show him­self kind and char­it­able, es­pe­cially to those that were un­der any mis­for­tunes, and with that he showed me sev­er­al cab­ins built up, some in the great cab­in, and some par­ti­tioned off, out of the steer­age, but open­ing in­to the great cab­in on pur­pose for the ac­com­mod­a­tion of pas­sen­gers, and gave me leave to choose where I would. How­ever, I chose a cab­in which opened in­to the steer­age, in which was very good con­veni­ences to set our chest and boxes, and a table to eat on.

			The mate then told me that the boat­swain had giv­en so good a char­ac­ter of me and my hus­band, as to our civil be­ha­viour, that he had or­ders to tell me we should eat with him, if we thought fit, dur­ing the whole voy­age, on the com­mon terms of pas­sen­gers; that we might lay in some fresh pro­vi­sions, if we pleased; or if not, he should lay in his usu­al store, and we should have share with him. This was very re­viv­ing news to me, after so many hard­ships and af­flic­tions as I had gone through of late. I thanked him, and told him the cap­tain should make his own terms with us, and asked him leave to go and tell my hus­band of it, who was not very well, and was not yet out of his cab­in. Ac­cord­ingly I went, and my hus­band, whose spir­its were still so much sunk with the in­dig­nity (as he un­der­stood it) offered him, that he was scared yet him­self, was so re­vived with the ac­count that I gave him of the re­cep­tion we were like to have in the ship, that he was quite an­oth­er man, and new vigour and cour­age ap­peared in his very coun­ten­ance. So true is it, that the greatest of spir­its, when over­whelmed by their af­flic­tions, are sub­ject to the greatest de­jec­tions, and are the most apt to des­pair and give them­selves up.

			After some little pause to re­cov­er him­self, my hus­band came up with me, and gave the mate thanks for the kind­ness, which he had ex­pressed to us, and sent suit­able ac­know­ledg­ment by him to the cap­tain, of­fer­ing to pay him by ad­vance, whatever he de­man­ded for our pas­sage, and for the con­veni­ences he had helped us to. The mate told him that the cap­tain would be on board in the af­ter­noon, and that he would leave all that till he came. Ac­cord­ingly, in the af­ter­noon the cap­tain came, and we found him the same cour­teous, ob­li­ging man that the boat­swain had rep­res­en­ted him to be; and he was so well pleased with my hus­band’s con­ver­sa­tion, that, in short, he would not let us keep the cab­in we had chosen, but gave us one that, as I said be­fore, opened in­to the great cab­in.

			Nor were his con­di­tions ex­or­bit­ant, or the man crav­ing and eager to make a prey of us, but for fif­teen guineas we had our whole pas­sage and pro­vi­sions and cab­in, ate at the cap­tain’s table, and were very hand­somely en­ter­tained.

			The cap­tain lay him­self in the oth­er part of the great cab­in, hav­ing let his round house, as they call it, to a rich plant­er who went over with his wife and three chil­dren, who ate by them­selves. He had some oth­er or­din­ary pas­sen­gers, who quartered in the steer­age, and as for our old fra­tern­ity, they were kept un­der the hatches while the ship lay there, and came very little on the deck.

			I could not re­frain ac­quaint­ing my gov­erness with what had happened; it was but just that she, who was so really con­cerned for me, should have part in my good for­tune. Be­sides, I wanted her as­sist­ance to sup­ply me with sev­er­al ne­ces­sar­ies, which be­fore I was shy of let­ting any­body see me have, that it might not be pub­lic; but now I had a cab­in and room to set things in, I ordered abund­ance of good things for our com­fort in the voy­age, as brandy, sug­ar, lem­ons, etc., to make punch, and treat our be­ne­fact­or, the cap­tain; and abund­ance of things for eat­ing and drink­ing in the voy­age; also a lar­ger bed, and bed­ding pro­por­tioned to it; so that, in a word, we re­solved to want for noth­ing in the voy­age.

			All this while I had provided noth­ing for our as­sist­ance when we should come to the place and be­gin to call ourselves plant­ers; and I was far from be­ing ig­nor­ant of what was need­ful on that oc­ca­sion; par­tic­u­larly all sorts of tools for the plant­er’s work, and for build­ing; and all kinds of fur­niture for our dwell­ing, which, if to be bought in the coun­try, must ne­ces­sar­ily cost double the price.

			So I dis­coursed that point with my gov­erness, and she went and waited upon the cap­tain, and told him that she hoped ways might be found out for her two un­for­tu­nate cous­ins, as she called us, to ob­tain our free­dom when we came in­to the coun­try, and so entered in­to a dis­course with him about the means and terms also, of which I shall say more in its place; and after thus sound­ing the cap­tain, she let him know, though we were un­happy in the cir­cum­stances that oc­ca­sioned our go­ing, yet that we were not un­fur­nished to set ourselves to work in the coun­try, and we re­solved to settle and live there as plant­ers, if we might be put in a way how to do it. The cap­tain read­ily offered his as­sist­ance, told her the meth­od of en­ter­ing upon such busi­ness, and how easy, nay, how cer­tain it was for in­dus­tri­ous people to re­cov­er their for­tunes in such a man­ner. “Madam,” says he, “ ’tis no re­proach to any many in that coun­try to have been sent over in worse cir­cum­stances than I per­ceive your cous­ins are in, provided they do but ap­ply with di­li­gence and good judg­ment to the busi­ness of that place when they come there.”

			She then in­quired of him what things it was ne­ces­sary we should carry over with us, and he, like a very hon­est as well as know­ing man, told her thus: “Madam, your cous­ins in the first place must pro­cure some­body to buy them as ser­vants, in con­form­ity to the con­di­tions of their trans­port­a­tion, and then, in the name of that per­son, they may go about what they will; they may either pur­chase some plant­a­tions already be­gun, or they may pur­chase land of the Gov­ern­ment of the coun­try, and be­gin where they please, and both will be done reas­on­ably.” She be­spoke his fa­vour in the first art­icle, which he prom­ised to her to take upon him­self, and in­deed faith­fully per­formed it, and as to the rest, he prom­ised to re­com­mend us to such as should give us the best ad­vice, and not to im­pose upon us, which was as much as could be de­sired.

			She then asked him if it would not be ne­ces­sary to fur­nish us with a stock of tools and ma­ter­i­als for the busi­ness of plant­ing, and he said, “Yes, by all means.” And then she begged his as­sist­ance in it. She told him she would fur­nish us with everything that was con­veni­ent whatever it cost her. He ac­cord­ingly gave her a long par­tic­u­lar of things ne­ces­sary for a plant­er, which, by his ac­count, came to about fourscore or a hun­dred pounds. And, in short, she went about as dex­ter­ously to buy them, as if she had been an old Vir­gin­ia mer­chant; only that she bought, by my dir­ec­tion, above twice as much of everything as he had giv­en her a list of.

			These she put on board in her own name, took his bills of load­ing for them, and en­dorsed those bills of load­ing to my hus­band, in­sur­ing the cargo af­ter­wards in her own name, by our or­der; so that we were provided for all events, and for all dis­asters.

			I should have told you that my hus­band gave her all his whole stock of £108, which, as I have said, he had about him in gold, to lay out thus, and I gave her a good sum be­sides; so that I did not break in­to the stock which I had left in her hands at all, but after we had sor­ted out our whole cargo, we had yet near £200 in money, which was more than enough for our pur­pose.

			In this con­di­tion, very cheer­ful, and in­deed joy­ful at be­ing so hap­pily ac­com­mod­ated as we were, we set sail from Bugby’s Hole to Gravesend, where the ship lay about ten more days, and where the cap­tain came on board for good and all. Here the cap­tain offered us a ci­vil­ity, which in­deed we had no reas­on to ex­pect, namely, to let us go on shore and re­fresh ourselves, upon giv­ing our words in a sol­emn man­ner that we would not go from him, and that we would re­turn peace­ably on board again. This was such an evid­ence of his con­fid­ence in us, that it over­came my hus­band, who, in a mere prin­ciple of grat­it­ude, told him, as he could not be in any ca­pa­city to make a suit­able re­turn for such a fa­vour, so he could not think of ac­cept­ing of it, nor could he be easy that the cap­tain should run such a risk. After some mu­tu­al ci­vil­it­ies, I gave my hus­band a purse, in which was eighty guineas, and he put in in­to the cap­tain’s hand. “There, cap­tain,” says he, “there’s part of a pledge for our fi­del­ity; if we deal dis­hon­estly with you on any ac­count, ’tis your own.” And on this we went on shore.

			In­deed, the cap­tain had as­sur­ance enough of our res­ol­u­tions to go, for that hav­ing made such pro­vi­sion to settle there, it did not seem ra­tion­al that we would choose to re­main here at the ex­pense and per­il of life, for such it must have been if we had been taken again. In a word, we went all on shore with the cap­tain, and supped to­geth­er in Gravesend, where we were very merry, stayed all night, lay at the house where we supped, and came all very hon­estly on board again with him in the morn­ing. Here we bought ten dozen bottles of good beer, some wine, some fowls, and such things as we thought might be ac­cept­able on board.

			My gov­erness was with us all this while, and went with us round in­to the Downs, as did also the cap­tain’s wife, with whom she went back. I was nev­er so sor­row­ful at part­ing with my own moth­er as I was at part­ing with her, and I nev­er saw her more. We had a fair east­erly wind sprung up the third day after we came to the Downs, and we sailed from thence the 10th of April. Nor did we touch any more at any place, till, be­ing driv­en on the coast of Ire­land by a very hard gale of wind, the ship came to an an­chor in a little bay, near the mouth of a river, whose name I re­mem­ber not, but they said the river came down from Lim­er­ick, and that it was the largest river in Ire­land.

			Here, be­ing de­tained by bad weath­er for some time, the cap­tain, who con­tin­ued the same kind, good-hu­moured man as at first, took us two on shore with him again. He did it now in kind­ness to my hus­band in­deed, who bore the sea very ill, and was very sick, es­pe­cially when it blew so hard. Here we bought in again a store of fresh pro­vi­sions, es­pe­cially beef, pork, mut­ton, and fowls, and the cap­tain stayed to pickle up five or six bar­rels of beef to lengthen out the ship’s store. We were here not above five days, when the weath­er turn­ing mild, and a fair wind, we set sail again, and in two-and-forty days came safe to the coast of Vir­gin­ia.

			When we drew near to the shore, the cap­tain called me to him, and told me that he found by my dis­course I had some re­la­tions in the place, and that I had been there be­fore, and so he sup­posed I un­der­stood the cus­tom in their dis­pos­ing the con­vict pris­on­ers when they ar­rived. I told him I did not, and that as to what re­la­tions I had in the place, he might be sure I would make my­self known to none of them while I was in the cir­cum­stances of a pris­on­er, and that as to the rest, we left ourselves en­tirely to him to as­sist us, as he was pleased to prom­ise us he would do. He told me I must get some­body in the place to come and buy us as ser­vants, and who must an­swer for us to the gov­ernor of the coun­try, if he de­man­ded us. I told him we should do as he should dir­ect; so he brought a plant­er to treat with him, as it were, for the pur­chase of these two ser­vants, my hus­band and me, and there we were form­ally sold to him, and went ashore with him. The cap­tain went with us, and car­ried us to a cer­tain house, wheth­er it was to be called a tav­ern or not I know not, but we had a bowl of punch there made of rum, etc., and were very merry. After some time the plant­er gave us a cer­ti­fic­ate of dis­charge, and an ac­know­ledg­ment of hav­ing served him faith­fully, and we were free from him the next morn­ing, to go with­er we would.

			For this piece of ser­vice the cap­tain de­man­ded of us six thou­sand weight of tabacco, which he said he was ac­count­able for to his freight­er, and which we im­me­di­ately bought for him, and made him a present of twenty guineas be­sides, with which he was abund­antly sat­is­fied.

			It is not prop­er to enter here in­to the par­tic­u­lars of what part of the colony of Vir­gin­ia we settled in, for divers reas­ons; it may suf­fice to men­tion that we went in­to the great river Po­tom­ac, the ship be­ing bound thith­er; and there we in­ten­ded to have settled first, though af­ter­wards we altered our minds.

			The first thing I did of mo­ment after hav­ing got­ten all our goods on shore, and placed them in a store­house, or ware­house, which, with a lodging, we hired at the small place or vil­lage where we landed—I say, the first thing was to in­quire after my moth­er, and after my broth­er (that fatal per­son whom I mar­ried as a hus­band, as I have re­lated at large). A little in­quiry fur­nished me with in­form­a­tion that Mrs. ———, that is, my moth­er, was dead; that my broth­er (or hus­band) was alive, which I con­fess I was not very glad to hear; but which was worse, I found he was re­moved from the plant­a­tion where he lived formerly, and where I lived with him, and lived with one of his sons in a plant­a­tion just by the place where we landed, and where we had hired a ware­house.

			I was a little sur­prised at first, but as I ven­tured to sat­is­fy my­self that he could not know me, I was not only per­fectly easy, but had a great mind to see him, if it was pos­sible to so do without his see­ing me. In or­der to that I found out by in­quiry the plant­a­tion where he lived, and with a wo­man of that place whom I got to help me, like what we call a chair­wo­man, I rambled about to­wards the place as if I had only a mind to see the coun­try and look about me. At last I came so near that I saw the dwell­ing­house. I asked the wo­man whose plant­a­tion that was; she said it be­longed to such a man, and look­ing out a little to our right hands, “there,” says she, “is the gen­tle­man that owns the plant­a­tion, and his fath­er with him.” “What are their Chris­ti­an names?” said I. “I know not,” says she, “what the old gen­tle­man’s name is, but the son’s name is Humphrey; and I be­lieve,” says she, “the fath­er’s is so too.” You may guess, if you can, what a con­fused mix­ture of joy and fight pos­sessed my thoughts upon this oc­ca­sion, for I im­me­di­ately knew that this was nobody else but my own son, by that fath­er she showed me, who was my own broth­er. I had no mask, but I ruffled my hood so about my face, that I de­pended upon it that after above twenty years’ ab­sence, and with­al not ex­pect­ing any­thing of me in that part of the world, he would not be able to know any­thing of me. But I need not have used all that cau­tion, for the old gen­tle­man was grown dim-sighted by some dis­tem­per which had fallen upon his eyes, and could but just see well enough to walk about, and not run against a tree or in­to a ditch. The wo­man that was with me had told me that by a mere ac­ci­dent, know­ing noth­ing of what im­port­ance it was to me. As they drew near to us, I said, “Does he know you, Mrs. Owen?” (so they called the wo­man). “Yes,” said she, “if he hears me speak, he will know me; but he can’t see well enough to know me or any­body else;” and so she told me the story of his sight, as I have re­lated. This made me se­cure, and so I threw open my hoods again, and let them pass by me. It was a wretched thing for a moth­er thus to see her own son, a hand­some, comely young gen­tle­man in flour­ish­ing cir­cum­stances, and durst not make her­self known to him, and durst not take any no­tice of him. Let any moth­er of chil­dren that reads this con­sider it, and but think with what an­guish of mind I re­strained my­self; what yearn­ings of soul I had in me to em­brace him, and weep over him; and how I thought all my en­trails turned with­in me, that my very bowels moved, and I knew not what to do, as I now know not how to ex­press those ag­on­ies! When he went from me I stood gaz­ing and trem­bling, and look­ing after him as long as I could see him; then sit­ting down to rest me, but turned from her, and ly­ing on my face, wept, and kissed the ground that he had set his foot on.

			I could not con­ceal my dis­order so much from the wo­man but that she per­ceived it, and thought I was not well, which I was ob­liged to pre­tend was true; upon which she pressed me to rise, the ground be­ing damp and dan­ger­ous, which I did ac­cord­ingly, and walked away.

			As I was go­ing back again, and still talk­ing of this gen­tle­man and his son, a new oc­ca­sion of mel­an­choly offered it­self thus. The wo­man began, as if she would tell me a story to di­vert me: “There goes,” says she, “a very odd tale among the neigh­bours where this gen­tle­man formerly live.” “What was that?” said I. “Why,” says she, “that old gen­tle­man go­ing to Eng­land, when he was a young man, fell in love with a young lady there, one of the finest wo­men that ever was seen, and mar­ried her, and brought her over hith­er to his moth­er who was then liv­ing. He lived here sev­er­al years with her,” con­tin­ued she, “and had sev­er­al chil­dren by her, of which the young gen­tle­man that was with him now was one; but after some time, the old gen­tle­wo­man, his moth­er, talk­ing to her of some­thing re­lat­ing to her­self when she was in Eng­land, and of her cir­cum­stances in Eng­land, which were bad enough, the daugh­ter-in-law began to be very much sur­prised and un­easy; and, in short, ex­amin­ing fur­ther in­to things, it ap­peared past all con­tra­dic­tion that the old gen­tle­wo­man was her own moth­er, and that con­sequently that son was his wife’s own broth­er, which struck the whole fam­ily with hor­ror, and put them in­to such con­fu­sion that it had al­most ruined them all. The young wo­man would not live with him; the son, her broth­er and hus­band, for a time went dis­trac­ted; and at last the young wo­man went away for Eng­land, and has nev­er been heard of since.”

			It is easy to be­lieve that I was strangely af­fected with this story, but ’tis im­possible to de­scribe the nature of my dis­turb­ance. I seemed as­ton­ished at the story, and asked her a thou­sand ques­tions about the par­tic­u­lars, which I found she was thor­oughly ac­quain­ted with. At last I began to in­quire in­to the cir­cum­stances of the fam­ily, how the old gen­tle­wo­man, I mean my moth­er, died, and how she left what she had; for my moth­er had prom­ised me very sol­emnly, that when she died she would do some­thing for me, and leave it so, as that, if I was liv­ing, I should one way or oth­er come at it, without its be­ing in the power of her son, my broth­er and hus­band, to pre­vent it. She told me she did not know ex­actly how it was ordered, but she had been told that my moth­er had left a sum of money, and had tied her plant­a­tion for the pay­ment of it, to be made good to the daugh­ter, if ever she could be heard of, either in Eng­land or else­where; and that the trust was left with this son, who was the per­son that we saw with his fath­er.

			This was news too good for me to make light of, and, you may be sure, filled my heart with a thou­sand thoughts, what course I should take, how, and when, and in what man­ner I should make my­self known, or wheth­er I should ever make my­self know or no.

			Here was a per­plex­ity that I had not in­deed skill to man­age my­self in, neither knew I what course to take. It lay heavy upon my mind night and day. I could neither sleep nor con­verse, so that my hus­band per­ceived it, and wondered what ailed me, strove to di­vert me, but it was all to no pur­pose. He pressed me to tell him what it was troubled me, but I put it off, till at last, im­por­tun­ing me con­tinu­ally, I was forced to form a story, which yet had a plain truth to lay it upon too. I told him I was troubled be­cause I found we must shift our quar­ters and al­ter our scheme of set­tling, for that I found I should be known if I stayed in that part of the coun­try; for that my moth­er be­ing dead, sev­er­al of my re­la­tions were come in­to that part where we then was, and that I must either dis­cov­er my­self to them, which in our present cir­cum­stances was not prop­er on many ac­counts, or re­move; and which to do I knew not, and that this it was that made me so mel­an­choly and so thought­ful.

			He joined with me in this, that it was by no means prop­er for me to make my­self known to any­body in the cir­cum­stances in which we then were; and there­fore he told me he would be will­ing to re­move to any oth­er part of the coun­try, or even to any oth­er coun­try if I thought fit. But now I had an­oth­er dif­fi­culty, which was, that if I re­moved to any oth­er colony, I put my­self out of the way of ever mak­ing a due search after those ef­fects which my moth­er had left. Again I could nev­er so much as think of break­ing the secret of my former mar­riage to my new hus­band; it was not a story, as I thought, that would bear telling, nor could I tell what might be the con­sequences of it; and it was im­possible to search in­to the bot­tom of the thing without mak­ing it pub­lic all over the coun­try, as well who I was, as what I now was also.

			In this per­plex­ity I con­tin­ued a great while, and this made my spouse very un­easy; for he found me per­plexed, and yet thought I was not open with him, and did not let him in­to every part of my griev­ance; and he would of­ten say, he wondered what he had done that I would not trust him with whatever it was, es­pe­cially if it was griev­ous and af­flict­ing. The truth is, he ought to have been trus­ted with everything, for no man in the world could de­serve bet­ter of a wife; but this was a thing I knew not how to open to him, and yet hav­ing nobody to dis­close any part of it to, the bur­den was too heavy for my mind; for let them say what they please of our sex not be­ing able to keep a secret, my life is a plain con­vic­tion to me of the con­trary; but be it our sex, or the man’s sex, a secret of mo­ment should al­ways have a con­fid­ant, a bos­om friend, to whom we may com­mu­nic­ate the joy of it, or the grief of it, be it which it will, or it will be a double weight upon the spir­its, and per­haps be­come even in­sup­port­able in it­self; and this I ap­peal to all hu­man testi­mony for the truth of.

			And this is the cause why many times men as well as wo­men, and men of the greatest and best qual­it­ies oth­er ways, yet have found them­selves weak in this part, and have not been able to bear the weight of a secret joy or of a secret sor­row, but have been ob­liged to dis­close it, even for the mere giv­ing vent to them­selves, and to un­bend the mind op­pressed with the load and weights which at­ten­ded it. Nor was this any token of folly or thought­less­ness at all, but a nat­ur­al con­sequence of the thing; and such people, had they struggled longer with the op­pres­sion, would cer­tainly have told it in their sleep, and dis­closed the secret, let it have been of what fatal nature so­ever, without re­gard to the per­son to whom it might be ex­posed. This ne­ces­sity of nature is a thing which works some­times with such vehe­mence in the minds of those who are guilty of any at­ro­cious vil­lainy, such as secret murder in par­tic­u­lar, that they have been ob­liged to dis­cov­er it, though the con­sequence would ne­ces­sar­ily be their own de­struc­tion. Now, though it may be true that the di­vine justice ought to have the glory of all those dis­cov­er­ies and con­fes­sions, yet ’tis as cer­tain that Provid­ence, which or­din­ar­ily works by the hands of nature, makes use here of the same nat­ur­al causes to pro­duce those ex­traordin­ary ef­fects.

			I could give sev­er­al re­mark­able in­stances of this in my long con­ver­sa­tion with crime and with crim­in­als. I knew one fel­low that, while I was in pris­on in Newg­ate, was one of those they called then night-fli­ers. I know not what oth­er word they may have un­der­stood it by since, but he was one who by con­niv­ance was ad­mit­ted to go abroad every even­ing, when he played his pranks, and fur­nished those hon­est people they call thief-catch­ers with busi­ness to find out the next day, and re­store for a re­ward what they had stolen the even­ing be­fore. This fel­low was as sure to tell in his sleep all that he had done, and every step he had taken, what he had stolen, and where, as sure as if he had en­gaged to tell it wak­ing, and that there was no harm or danger in it, and there­fore he was ob­liged, after he had been out, to lock him­self up, or be locked up by some of the keep­ers that had him in fee, that nobody should hear him; but, on the oth­er hand, if he had told all the par­tic­u­lars, and giv­en a full ac­count of his rambles and suc­cess, to any com­rade, any broth­er thief, or to his em­ploy­ers, as I may justly call them, then all was well with him, and he slept as quietly as oth­er people.

			As the pub­lish­ing this ac­count of my life is for the sake of the just mor­al of very part of it, and for in­struc­tion, cau­tion, warn­ing, and im­prove­ment to every read­er, so this will not pass, I hope, for an un­ne­ces­sary di­gres­sion con­cern­ing some people be­ing ob­liged to dis­close the greatest secrets either of their own or oth­er people’s af­fairs.

			Un­der the cer­tain op­pres­sion of this weight upon my mind, I la­boured in the case I have been nam­ing; and the only re­lief I found for it was to let my hus­band in­to so much of it as I thought would con­vince him of the ne­ces­sity there was for us to think of set­tling in some oth­er part of the world; and the next con­sid­er­a­tion be­fore us was, which part of the Eng­lish set­tle­ments we should go to. My hus­band was a per­fect stranger to the coun­try, and had not yet so much as a geo­graph­ic­al know­ledge of the situ­ation of the sev­er­al places; and I, that, till I wrote this, did not know what the word geo­graph­ic­al sig­ni­fied, had only a gen­er­al know­ledge from long con­ver­sa­tion with people that came from or went to sev­er­al places; but this I knew, that Mary­land, Pennsylvania, East and West Jer­sey, New York, and New Eng­land lay all north of Vir­gin­ia, and that they were con­sequently all colder cli­mates, to which for that very reas­on, I had an aver­sion. For that as I nat­ur­ally loved warm weath­er, so now I grew in­to years I had a stronger in­clin­a­tion to shun a cold cli­mate. I there­fore con­sidered of go­ing to Car­o­lina, which is the only south­ern colony of the Eng­lish on the con­tin­ent of Amer­ica, and hith­er I pro­posed to go; and the rather be­cause I might with great ease come from thence at any time, when it might be prop­er to in­quire after my moth­er’s ef­fects, and to make my­self known enough to de­mand them.

			With this res­ol­u­tion I pro­posed to my hus­band our go­ing away from where we was, and car­ry­ing all our ef­fects with us to Car­o­lina, where we re­solved to settle; for my hus­band read­ily agreed to the first part, viz. that was not at all prop­er to stay where we was, since I had as­sured him we should be known there, and the rest I ef­fec­tu­ally con­cealed from him.

			But now I found a new dif­fi­culty upon me. The main af­fair grew heavy upon my mind still, and I could not think of go­ing out of the coun­try without some­how or oth­er mak­ing in­quiry in­to the grand af­fair of what my moth­er had done for me; nor could I with any pa­tience bear the thought of go­ing away, and not make my­self known to my old hus­band (broth­er), or to my child, his son; only I would fain have had this done without my new hus­band hav­ing any know­ledge of it, or they hav­ing any know­ledge of him, or that I had such a thing as a hus­band.

			I cast about in­nu­mer­able ways in my thoughts how this might be done. I would gladly have sent my hus­band away to Car­o­lina with all our goods, and have come after my­self, but this was im­prac­tic­able; he would nev­er stir without me, be­ing him­self per­fectly un­ac­quain­ted with the coun­try, and with the meth­ods of set­tling there or any­where else. Then I thought we would both go first with part of our goods, and that when we were settled I should come back to Vir­gin­ia and fetch the re­mainder; but even then I knew he would nev­er part with me, and be left there to go on alone. The case was plain; he was bred a gen­tle­man, and by con­sequence was not only un­ac­quain­ted, but in­dol­ent, and when we did settle, would much rather go out in­to the woods with his gun, which they call there hunt­ing, and which is the or­din­ary work of the In­di­ans, and which they do as ser­vants; I say, he would rather do that than at­tend the nat­ur­al busi­ness of his plant­a­tion.

			These were there­fore dif­fi­culties in­sur­mount­able, and such as I knew not what to do in. I had such strong im­pres­sions on my mind about dis­cov­er­ing my­self to my broth­er, formerly my hus­band, that I could not with­stand them; and the rather, be­cause it ran con­stantly in my thoughts, that if I did not do it while he lived, I might in vain en­deav­our to con­vince my son af­ter­ward that I was really the same per­son, and that I was his moth­er, and so might both lose the as­sist­ance and com­fort of the re­la­tion, and the be­ne­fit of whatever it was my moth­er had left me; and yet, on the oth­er hand, I could nev­er think it prop­er to dis­cov­er my­self to them in the cir­cum­stances I was in, as well re­lat­ing to the hav­ing a hus­band with me as to my be­ing brought over by a leg­al trans­port­a­tion as a crim­in­al; on both which ac­counts it was ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary to me to re­move from the place where I was, and come again to him, as from an­oth­er place and in an­oth­er fig­ure.

			Upon those con­sid­er­a­tions, I went on with telling my hus­band the ab­so­lute ne­ces­sity there was of our not set­tling in Po­tom­ac River, at least that we should be presently made pub­lic there; where­as if we went to any oth­er place in the world, we should come in with as much repu­ta­tion as any fam­ily that came to plant; that, as it was al­ways agree­able to the in­hab­it­ants to have fam­il­ies come among them to plant, who brought sub­stance with them, either to pur­chase plant­a­tions or be­gin new ones, so we should be sure of a kind, agree­able re­cep­tion, and that without any pos­sib­il­ity of a dis­cov­ery of our cir­cum­stances.

			I told him in gen­er­al, too, that as I had sev­er­al re­la­tions in the place where we were, and that I durst not now let my­self be known to them, be­cause they would soon come in­to a know­ledge of the oc­ca­sion and reas­on of my com­ing over, which would be to ex­pose my­self to the last de­gree, so I had reas­on to be­lieve that my moth­er, who died here, had left me some­thing, and per­haps con­sid­er­able, which it might be very well worth my while to in­quire after; but that this too could not be done without ex­pos­ing us pub­licly, un­less we went from hence; and then, wherever we settled, I might come, as it were, to vis­it and to see my broth­er and neph­ews, make my­self known to them, claim and in­quire after what was my due, be re­ceived with re­spect, and at the same time have justice done me with cheer­ful­ness and good will; where­as, if I did it now, I could ex­pect noth­ing but with trouble, such as ex­act­ing it by force, re­ceiv­ing it with curses and re­luct­ance, and with all kinds of af­fronts, which he would not per­haps bear to see; that in case of be­ing ob­liged to leg­al proofs of be­ing really her daugh­ter, I might be at loss, be ob­liged to have re­course to Eng­land, and it may be to fail at last, and so lose it, whatever it might be. With these ar­gu­ments, and hav­ing thus ac­quain­ted my hus­band with the whole secret so far as was need­ful of him, we re­solved to go and seek a set­tle­ment in some oth­er colony, and at first thoughts, Car­o­lina was the place we pitched upon.

			In or­der to this we began to make in­quiry for ves­sels go­ing to Car­o­lina, and in a very little while got in­form­a­tion, that on the oth­er side the bay, as they call it, namely, in Mary­land, there was a ship which came from Car­o­lina, laden with rice and oth­er goods, and was go­ing back again thith­er, and from thence to Ja­maica, with pro­vi­sions. On this news we hired a sloop to take in our goods, and tak­ing, as it were, a fi­nal farewell of Po­tom­ac River, we went with all our cargo over to Mary­land.

			This was a long and un­pleas­ant voy­age, and my spouse said it was worse to him than all the voy­age from Eng­land, be­cause the weath­er was but in­dif­fer­ent, the wa­ter rough, and the ves­sel small and in­con­veni­ent. In the next place, we were full a hun­dred miles up Po­tom­ac River, in a part which they call West­mo­re­land County, and as that river is by far the greatest in Vir­gin­ia, and I have heard say it is the greatest river in the world that falls in­to an­oth­er river, and not dir­ectly in­to the sea, so we had base weath­er in it, and were fre­quently in great danger; for though we were in the middle, we could not see land on either side for many leagues to­geth­er. Then we had the great river or bay of Ches­apeake to cross, which is where the river Po­tom­ac falls in­to it, near thirty miles broad, and we entered more great vast wa­ters whose names I know not, so that our voy­age was full two hun­dred miles, in a poor, sorry sloop, with all our treas­ure, and if any ac­ci­dent had happened to us, we might at last have been very miser­able; sup­pos­ing we had lost our goods and saved our lives only, and had then been left na­ked and des­ti­tute, and in a wild, strange place not hav­ing one friend or ac­quaint­ance in all that part of the world. The very thought of it gives me some hor­ror, even since the danger is past.

			Well, we came to the place in five days’ sail­ing; I think they call it Philip’s Point; and be­hold, when we came thith­er, the ship bound to Car­o­lina was loaded and gone away but three days be­fore. This was a dis­ap­point­ment; but, how­ever, I, that was to be dis­cour­aged with noth­ing, told my hus­band that since we could not get pas­sage to Car­o­lina, and that the coun­try we was in was very fer­tile and good, we would, if he liked of it, see if we could find out any­thing for our tune where we was, and that if he liked things we would settle here.

			We im­me­di­ately went on shore, but found no con­veni­ences just at that place, either for our be­ing on shore or pre­serving our goods on shore, but was dir­ec­ted by a very hon­est Quaker, whom we found there, to go to a place about sixty miles east; that is to say, near­er the mouth of the bay, where he said he lived, and where we should be ac­com­mod­ated, either to plant, or to wait for any oth­er place to plant in that might be more con­veni­ent; and he in­vited us with so much kind­ness and simple hon­esty, that we agreed to go, and the Quaker him­self went with us.

			Here we bought us two ser­vants, viz. an Eng­lish wo­manser­vant just come on shore from a ship of Liv­er­pool, and a Negro manser­vant, things ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary for all people that pre­ten­ded to settle in that coun­try. This hon­est Quaker was very help­ful to us, and when we came to the place that he pro­posed to us, found us out a con­veni­ent store­house for our goods, and lodging for ourselves and our ser­vants; and about two months or there­abouts af­ter­wards, by his dir­ec­tion, we took up a large piece of land from the gov­ernor of that coun­try, in or­der to form our plant­a­tion, and so we laid the thoughts of go­ing to Car­o­lina wholly aside, hav­ing been very well re­ceived here, and ac­com­mod­ated with a con­veni­ent lodging till we could pre­pare things, and have land enough cleared, and tim­ber and ma­ter­i­als provided for build­ing us a house, all which we man­aged by the dir­ec­tion of the Quaker; so that in one year’s time we had nearly fifty acres of land cleared, part of it en­closed, and some of it planted with tabacco, though not much; be­sides, we had garden ground and corn suf­fi­cient to help sup­ply our ser­vants with roots and herbs and bread.

			And now I per­suaded my hus­band to let me go over the bay again, and in­quire after my friends. He was the will­inger to con­sent to it now, be­cause he had busi­ness upon his hands suf­fi­cient to em­ploy him, be­sides his gun to di­vert him, which they call hunt­ing there, and which he greatly de­lighted in; and in­deed we used to look at one an­oth­er, some­times with a great deal of pleas­ure, re­flect­ing how much bet­ter that was, not than Newg­ate only, but than the most pros­per­ous of our cir­cum­stances in the wicked trade that we had been both car­ry­ing on.

			Our af­fair was in a very good pos­ture; we pur­chased of the pro­pri­et­ors of the colony as much land for £35, paid in ready money, as would make a suf­fi­cient plant­a­tion to em­ploy between fifty and sixty ser­vants, and which, be­ing well im­proved, would be suf­fi­cient to us as long as we could either of us live; and as for chil­dren, I was past the pro­spect of any­thing of that kind.

			But out good for­tune did not end here. I went, as I have said, over the bay, to the place where my broth­er, once a hus­band, lived; but I did not go to the same vil­lage where I was be­fore, but went up an­oth­er great river, on the east side of the river Po­tom­ac, called Rap­pa­han­nock River, and by this means came on the back of his plant­a­tion, which was large, and by the help of a nav­ig­able creek, or little river, that ran in­to the Rap­pa­han­nock, I came very near it.

			I was now fully re­solved to go up point-blank to my broth­er (hus­band), and to tell him who I was; but not know­ing what tem­per I might find him in, or how much out of tem­per rather, I might make him by such a rash vis­it, I re­solved to write a let­ter to him first, to let him know who I was, and that I was come not to give him any trouble upon the old re­la­tion, which I hoped was en­tirely for­got, but that I ap­plied to him as a sis­ter to a broth­er, de­sir­ing his as­sist­ance in the case of that pro­vi­sion which our moth­er, at her de­cease, had left for my sup­port, and which I did not doubt but he would do me justice in, es­pe­cially con­sid­er­ing that I was come thus far to look after it.

			I said some very tender, kind things in the let­ter about his son, which I told him he knew to be my own child, and that as I was guilty of noth­ing in mar­ry­ing him, any more than he was in mar­ry­ing me, neither of us hav­ing then known our be­ing at all re­lated to one an­oth­er, so I hoped he would al­low me the most pas­sion­ate de­sire of once see­ing my one and only child, and of show­ing some­thing of the in­firm­it­ies of a moth­er in pre­serving a vi­ol­ent af­fect for him, who had nev­er been able to re­tain any thought of me one way or oth­er.

			I did be­lieve that, hav­ing re­ceived this let­ter, he would im­me­di­ately give it to his son to read, I hav­ing un­der­stood his eyes be­ing so dim, that he could not see to read it; but it fell out bet­ter than so, for as his sight was dim, so he had al­lowed his son to open all let­ters that came to his hand for him, and the old gen­tle­man be­ing from home, or out of the way when my mes­sen­ger came, my let­ter came dir­ectly to my son’s hand, and he opened and read it.

			He called the mes­sen­ger in, after some little stay, and asked him where the per­son was who gave him the let­ter. The mes­sen­ger told him the place, which was about sev­en miles off, so he bid him stay, and or­der­ing a horse to be got ready, and two ser­vants, away he came to me with the mes­sen­ger. Let any­one judge the con­sterna­tion I was in when my mes­sen­ger came back, and told me the old gen­tle­man was not at home, but his son was come along with him, and was just com­ing up to me. I was per­fectly con­foun­ded, for I knew not wheth­er it was peace or war, nor could I tell how to be­have; how­ever, I had but a very few mo­ments to think, for my son was at the heels of the mes­sen­ger, and com­ing up in­to my lodgings, asked the fel­low at the door some­thing. I sup­pose it was, for I did not hear it so as to un­der­stand it, which was the gen­tle­wo­man that sent him; for the mes­sen­ger said, “There she is, sir;” at which he comes dir­ectly up to me, kisses me, took me in his arms, and em­braced me with so much pas­sion that he could not speak, but I could feel his breast heave and throb like a child, that cries, but sobs, and can­not cry it out.

			I can neither ex­press nor de­scribe the joy that touched my very soul when I found, for it was easy to dis­cov­er that part, that he came not as a stranger, but as a son to a moth­er, and in­deed as a son who had nev­er be­fore known what a moth­er of his own was; in short, we cried over one an­oth­er a con­sid­er­able while, when at last he broke out first. “My dear moth­er,” says he, “are you still alive? I nev­er ex­pec­ted to have seen your face.” As for me, I could say noth­ing a great while.

			After we had both re­covered ourselves a little, and were able to talk, he told me how things stood. As to what I had writ­ten to his fath­er, he told me he had not showed my let­ter to his fath­er, or told him any­thing about it; that what his grand­moth­er left me was in his hands, and that he would do me justice to my full sat­is­fac­tion; that as to his fath­er, he was old and in­firm both in body and mind; that he was very fret­ful and pas­sion­ate, al­most blind, and cap­able of noth­ing; and he ques­tioned wheth­er he would know how to act in an af­fair which was of so nice a nature as this; and that there­fore he had come him­self, as well to sat­is­fy him­self in see­ing me, which he could not re­strain him­self from, as also to put it in­to my power to make a judg­ment, after I had seen how things were, wheth­er I would dis­cov­er my­self to his fath­er or no.

			This was really so prudently and wisely man­aged, that I found my son was a man of sense, and needed no dir­ec­tion from me. I told him I did not won­der that his fath­er was as he had de­scribed him, for that his head was a little touched be­fore I went away; and prin­cip­ally his dis­turb­ance was be­cause I could not be per­suaded to con­ceal our re­la­tion and to live with him as my hus­band, after I knew that he was my broth­er; that as he knew bet­ter than I what his fath­er’s present con­di­tion was, I should read­ily join with him in such meas­ure as he would dir­ect; that I was in­dif­fer­ent as to see­ing his fath­er, since I had seen him first, and he could not have told me bet­ter news than to tell me that what his grand­moth­er had left me was en­trus­ted in his hands, who, I doubted not, now he knew who I was, would, as he said, do me justice. I in­quired then how long my moth­er had been dead, and where she died, and told so many par­tic­u­lars of the fam­ily, that I left him no room to doubt the truth of my be­ing really and truly his moth­er.

			My son then in­quired where I was, and how I had dis­posed my­self. I told him I was on the Mary­land side of the bay, at the plant­a­tion of a par­tic­u­lar friend who came from Eng­land in the same ship with me; that as for that side of the bay where he was, I had no hab­it­a­tion. He told me I should go home with him, and live with him, if I pleased, as long as I lived; that as to his fath­er, he knew nobody, and would nev­er so much as guess at me. I con­sidered of that a little, and told him, that though it was really no con­cern to me to live at a dis­tance from him, yet I could not say it would be the most com­fort­able thing in the world to me to live in the house with him, and to have that un­happy ob­ject al­ways be­fore me, which had been such a blow to my peace be­fore; that though I should be glad to have his com­pany (my son), or to be as near him as pos­sible while I stayed, yet I could not think of be­ing in the house where I should be also un­der con­stant re­straint for fear of be­tray­ing my­self in my dis­course, nor should I be able to re­frain some ex­pres­sions in my con­vers­ing with him as my son, that might dis­cov­er the whole af­fair, which would by no means be con­veni­ent.

			He ac­know­ledged that I was right in all this. “But then, dear moth­er,” says he, “you shall be as near me as you can.” So he took me with him on horse­back to a plant­a­tion next to his own, and where I was as well en­ter­tained as I could have been in his own. Hav­ing left me there he went away home, telling me we would talk of the main busi­ness the next day; and hav­ing first called me his aunt, and giv­en a charge to the people, who it seems were his ten­ants, to treat me with all pos­sible re­spect. About two hours after he was gone, he sent me a maid­ser­vant and a Negro boy to wait on me, and pro­vi­sions ready dressed for my sup­per; and thus I was as if I had been in a new world, and began secretly now to wish that I had not brought my Lan­cashire hus­band from Eng­land at all.

			How­ever, that wish was not hearty neither, for I loved my Lan­cashire hus­band en­tirely, as in­deed I had ever done from the be­gin­ning; and he mer­ited from me as much as it was pos­sible for a man to do; but that by the way.

			The next morn­ing my son came to vis­it me again al­most as soon as I was up. After a little dis­course, he first of all pulled out a deer­skin bag, and gave it me, with five-and-fifty Span­ish pis­toles in it, and told me that was to sup­ply my ex­penses from Eng­land, for though it was not his busi­ness to in­quire, yet he ought to think I did not bring a great deal of money out with me, it not be­ing usu­al to bring much money in­to that coun­try. Then he pulled out his grand­moth­er’s will, and read it over to me, whereby it ap­peared that she had left a small plant­a­tion, as he called it, on York River, that is, where my moth­er lived, to me, with the stock of ser­vants and cattle upon it, and giv­en it in trust to this son of mine for my use, whenev­er he should hear of my be­ing alive, and to my heirs, if I had any chil­dren, and in de­fault of heirs, to whom­so­ever I should by will dis­pose of it; but gave the in­come of it, till I should be heard of, or found, to my said son; and if I should not be liv­ing, then it was to him, and his heirs.

			This plant­a­tion, though re­mote from him, he said he did not let out, but man­aged it by a head-clerk (stew­ard), as he did an­oth­er that was his fath­er’s, that lay hard by it, and went over him­self three or four times a year to look after it. I asked him what he thought the plant­a­tion might be worth. He said, if I would let it out, he would give me about £60 a year for it; but if I would live on it, then it would be worth much more, and, he be­lieved, would bring me in about £150 a year. But see­ing I was likely either to settle on the oth­er side of the bay, or might per­haps have a mind to go back to Eng­land again, if I would let him be my stew­ard he would man­age it for me, as he had done for him­self, and that he be­lieved he should be able to send me as much to­bacco to Eng­land from it as would yield me about £100 a year, some­times more.

			This was all strange news to me, and things I had not been used to; and really my heart began to look up more ser­i­ously than I think it ever did be­fore, and to look with great thank­ful­ness to the hand of Provid­ence, which had done such won­ders for me, who had been my­self the greatest won­der of wicked­ness per­haps that had been suffered to live in the world. And I must again ob­serve, that not on this oc­ca­sion only, but even on all oth­er oc­ca­sions of thank­ful­ness, my past wicked and ab­om­in­able life nev­er looked so mon­strous to me, and I nev­er so com­pletely ab­horred it, and re­proached my­self with it, as when I had a sense upon me of Provid­ence do­ing good to me, while I had been mak­ing those vile re­turns on my part.

			But I leave the read­er to im­prove these thoughts, as no doubt they will see cause, and I go on to the fact. My son’s tender car­riage and kind of­fers fetched tears from me, al­most all the while he talked with me. In­deed, I could scarce dis­course with him but in the in­ter­vals of my pas­sion; how­ever, at length I began, and ex­press­ing my­self with won­der at my be­ing so happy to have the trust of what I had left, put in­to the hands of my own child, I told him, that as to the in­her­it­ance of it, I had no child but him in the world, and was now past hav­ing any if I should marry, and there­fore would de­sire him to get a writ­ing drawn, which I was ready to ex­ecute, by which I would, after me, give it wholly to him and to his heirs. And in the mean­time, smil­ing, I asked him what made him con­tin­ue a bach­el­or so long. His an­swer was kind and ready, that Vir­gin­ia did not yield any great plenty of wives, and that since I talked of go­ing back to Eng­land, I should send him a wife from Lon­don.

			This was the sub­stance of our first day’s con­ver­sa­tion, the pleas­antest day that ever passed over my head in my life, and which gave me the truest sat­is­fac­tion. He came every day after this, and spent a great part of his time with me, and car­ried me about to sev­er­al of his friends’ houses, where I was en­ter­tained with great re­spect. Also I dined sev­er­al times at his own house, when he took care al­ways to see his half-dead fath­er so out of the way that I nev­er saw him, or he me. I made him one present, and it was all I had of value, and that was one of the gold watches, of which I men­tioned above, that I had two in my chest, and this I happened to have with me, and I gave it him at his third vis­it. I told him I had noth­ing of any value to be­stow but that, and I de­sired he would now and then kiss it for my sake. I did not in­deed tell him that I had stole it from a gen­tle­wo­man’s side, at a meet­ing­house in Lon­don. That’s by the way.

			He stood a little while hes­it­at­ing, as if doubt­ful wheth­er to take it or no; but I pressed it on him, and made him ac­cept it, and it was not much less worth than his leath­er pouch full of Span­ish gold; no, though it were to be reckoned as if at Lon­don, where­as it was worth twice as much there, where I gave it him. At length he took it, kissed it, told me the watch should be a debt upon him that he would be pay­ing as long as I lived.

			A few days after he brought the writ­ings of gift, and the scriven­er with them, and I signed them very freely, and de­livered them to him with a hun­dred kisses; for sure noth­ing ever passed between a moth­er and a tender, du­ti­ful child with more af­fec­tion. The next day he brings me an ob­lig­a­tion un­der his hand and seal, whereby he en­gaged him­self to man­age and im­prove the plant­a­tion for my ac­count, and with his ut­most skill, and to re­mit the pro­duce to my or­der wherever I should be; and with­al, to be ob­liged him­self to make up the pro­duce £100 a year to me. When he had done so, he told me that as I came to de­mand it be­fore the crop was off, I had a right to pro­duce of the cur­rent year, and so he paid me £100 in Span­ish pieces of eight, and de­sired me to give him a re­ceipt for it as in full for that year, end­ing at Christ­mas fol­low­ing; this be­ing about the lat­ter end of Au­gust.

			I stayed here about five weeks, and in­deed had much ado to get away then. Nay, he would have come over the bay with me, but I would by no means al­low him to it. How­ever, he would send me over in a sloop of his own, which was built like a yacht, and served him as well for pleas­ure as busi­ness. This I ac­cep­ted of, and so, after the ut­most ex­pres­sions both of duty and af­fec­tion, he let me come away, and I ar­rived safe in two days at my friend’s the Quaker’s.

			I brought over with me for the use of our plant­a­tion, three horses, with har­ness and saddles, some hogs, two cows, and a thou­sand oth­er things, the gift of the kind­est and tenderest child that ever wo­man had. I re­lated to my hus­band all the par­tic­u­lars of this voy­age, ex­cept that I called my son my cous­in; and first I told him that I had lost my watch, which he seemed to take as a mis­for­tune; but then I told him how kind my cous­in had been, that my moth­er had left me such a plant­a­tion, and that he had pre­served it for me, in hopes some time or oth­er he should hear from me; then I told him that I had left it to his man­age­ment, that he would render me a faith­ful ac­count of its pro­duce; and then I pulled him out the £100 in sil­ver, as the first year’s pro­duce; and then pulling out the deer­skin purse with the pis­toles, “And here, my dear,” says I, “is the gold watch.” My hus­band—so is Heav­en’s good­ness sure to work the same ef­fects in all sens­ible minds where mer­cies touch the heart—lif­ted up both hands, and with an ec­stacy of joy, “What is God a-do­ing,” says he, “for such an un­grate­ful dog as I am!” Then I let him know what I had brought over in the sloop, be­sides all this; I mean the horses, hogs, and cows, and oth­er stores for our plant­a­tion; all which ad­ded to his sur­prise, and filled his heart with thank­ful­ness; and from this time for­ward I be­lieve he was as sin­cere a pen­it­ent, and as thor­oughly a re­formed man, as ever God’s good­ness brought back from a prof­lig­ate, a high­way­man, and a rob­ber. I could fill a lar­ger his­tory than this with the evid­ence of this truth, and but that I doubt that part of the story will not be equally di­vert­ing as the wicked part, I have had thoughts of mak­ing a volume of it by it­self.

			As for my­self, as this is to be my own story, not my hus­band’s, I re­turn to that part which re­lated to my­self. We went on with our plant­a­tion, and man­aged it with the help and di­ver­sion of such friends as we got there by our ob­li­ging be­ha­viour, and es­pe­cially the hon­est Quaker, who proved a faith­ful, gen­er­ous, and steady friend to us; and we had very good suc­cess, for hav­ing a flour­ish­ing stock to be­gin with, as I have said, and this be­ing now in­creased by the ad­di­tion of £150 ster­ling in money, we en­larged our num­ber of ser­vants, built us a very good house, and cured every year a great deal of land. The second year I wrote to my old gov­erness, giv­ing her part with us of the joy of our suc­cess, and or­der her how to lay out the money I had left with her, which was £250 as above, and to send it to us in goods, which she per­formed with her usu­al kind­ness and fi­del­ity, and this ar­rived safe to us.

			Here we had a sup­ply of all sorts of clothes, as well for my hus­band as for my­self; and I took es­pe­cial care to buy for him all those things that I knew he de­lighted to have; as two good long wigs, two sil­ver-hil­ted swords, three or four fine fowl­ing-pieces, a fine saddle with hol­sters and pis­tols very hand­some, with a scar­let cloak; and, in a word, everything I could think of to ob­lige him, and to make him ap­pear, as he really was, a very fine gen­tle­man. I ordered a good quant­ity of such house­hold stuff as we yet wanted, with lin­en of all sorts for us both. As for my­self, I wanted very little of clothes or lin­en, be­ing very well fur­nished be­fore. The rest of my cargo con­sisted in iron­work of all sorts, har­ness for horses, tools, clothes for ser­vants, and wool­len cloth, stuffs, serges, stock­ings, shoes, hats, and the like, such as ser­vants wear; and whole pieces also to make up for ser­vants, all by dir­ec­tion of the Quaker; and all this cargo ar­rived safe, and in good con­di­tion, with three wo­manser­vants, lusty wenches, which my old gov­erness had picked for me, suit­able enough to the place, and to the work we had for them to do; one of which happened to come double, hav­ing been got with child by one of the sea­men in the ship, as she owned af­ter­wards, be­fore the ship got so far as Gravesend; so she brought us a stout boy, about sev­en months after her land­ing.

			My hus­band, you may sup­pose, was a little sur­prised at the ar­riv­ing of all this cargo from Eng­land; and talk­ing with me after he saw the ac­count of this par­tic­u­lar, “My dear,” says he, “what is the mean­ing of all this? I fear you will run us too deep in debt: when shall we be able to make re­turn for it all?” I smiled, and told him that it was all paid for; and then I told him, that what our cir­cum­stances might ex­pose us to, I had not taken my whole stock with me, that I had re­served so much in my friend’s hands, which now we were come over safe, and was settled in a way to live, I had sent for, as he might see.

			He was amazed, and stood a while telling upon his fin­gers, but said noth­ing. At last he began thus: “Hold, let’s see,” says he, telling upon his fin­gers still, and first on his thumb; “there’s £246 in money at first, then two gold watches, dia­mond rings, and plate,” says he, upon the fore­finger. Then upon the next fin­ger, “Here’s a plant­a­tion on York River, £100 a year, then £150 in money, then a sloop load of horses, cows, hogs, and stores;” and so on to the thumb again. “And now,” says he, “a cargo cost £250 in Eng­land, and worth here twice the money.” “Well,” says I, “what do you make of all that?” “Make of it?” says he; “why, who says I was de­ceived when I mar­ried a wife in Lan­cashire? I think I have mar­ried a for­tune, and a very good for­tune too,” says he.

			In a word, we were now in very con­sid­er­able cir­cum­stances, and every year in­creas­ing; for our new plant­a­tion grew upon our hands in­sens­ibly, and in eight years which we lived upon it, we brought it to such pitch, that the pro­duce was at least £300 ster­ling a year; I mean, worth so much in Eng­land.

			After I had been a year at home again, I went over the bay to see my son, and to re­ceive an­oth­er year’s in­come of my plant­a­tion; and I was sur­prised to hear, just at my land­ing there, that my old hus­band was dead, and had not been bur­ied above a fort­night. This, I con­fess, was not dis­agree­able news, be­cause now I could ap­pear as I was, in a mar­ried con­di­tion; so I told my son be­fore I came from him, that I be­lieved I should marry a gen­tle­man who had a plant­a­tion near mine; and though I was leg­ally free to marry, as to any ob­lig­a­tion that was on me be­fore, yet that I was shy of it, lest the blot should some time or oth­er be re­vived, and it might make a hus­band un­easy. My son, the same kind, du­ti­ful, and ob­li­ging creature as ever, treated me now at his own house, paid me my hun­dred pounds, and sent me home again loaded with presents.

			Some time after this, I let my son know I was mar­ried, and in­vited him over to see us, and my hus­band wrote a very ob­li­ging let­ter to him also, in­vit­ing him to come and see him; and he came ac­cord­ingly some months after, and happened to be there just when my cargo from Eng­land came in, which I let him be­lieve be­longed all to my hus­band’s es­tate, not to me.

			It must be ob­served that when the old wretch my broth­er (hus­band) was dead, I then freely gave my hus­band an ac­count of all that af­fair, and of this cous­in, as I had called him be­fore, be­ing my own son by that mis­taken un­happy match. He was per­fectly easy in the ac­count, and told me he should have been as easy if the old man, as we called him, had been alive. “For,” said he, “it was no fault of yours, nor of his; it was a mis­take im­possible to be pre­ven­ted.” He only re­proached him with de­sir­ing me to con­ceal it, and to live with him as a wife, after I knew that he was my broth­er; that, he said, was a vile part. Thus all these dif­fi­culties were made easy, and we lived to­geth­er with the greatest kind­ness and com­fort ima­gin­able.

			We are grown old; I am come back to Eng­land, be­ing al­most sev­enty years of age, hus­band sixty-eight, hav­ing per­formed much more than the lim­ited terms of my trans­port­a­tion; and now, not­with­stand­ing all the fa­tigues and all the miser­ies we have both gone through, we are both of us in good heart and health. My hus­band re­mained there some time after me to settle our af­fairs, and at first I had in­ten­ded to go back to him, but at his de­sire I altered that res­ol­u­tion, and he is come over to Eng­land also, where we re­solve to spend the re­mainder of our years in sin­cere pen­it­ence for the wicked lives we have lived.

			Writ­ten in the year 1683.

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. The bell at St. Sep­ulchre’s, which tolls upon ex­e­cu­tion day.
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