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INTRODUCTION

In 1716, the third year of George I, Edward Wortley
Montagu received the appointment of Ambassador
Extraordinary to the Grand Seigneur, with instruc-
tions to mediate between the Turk and the European
states with which he was at war.

Mr. Wortley, as he was usually called (his father,
a Montagu, had married an heiress and had been
obliged to take her name), was a respected politician,
very worldly-wise, an old traveller, well-informed and
a considerable scholar. His reliable qualities gave him
distinction among the Whigs, but he possessed none of
the brilliance of his young wife. As Lady Mary
Pierrepont, the neglected daughter of fashionable Lord
Kingston, she had brought herself up in the family
library; a curiosity for knowledge was sufficient to
make any girl notorious at the beginning of the eigh-
teenth century, and she had gone so far as to learn
Latin and a smattering of Greek, accomplishments
almost unheard of in a woman, now that the fervour
of the Renaissance had burnt itself out. Common
tastes in literature led to her intimacy with Wortley
Montagu, whose love of money clashed with her
father’s insistence upon a marriage settlement, pro-
viding for the son who might some day be born to
them; ultimately the pair eloped. When the husband
became Ambassador to Turkey, they had been married
four years and had one son; Lady Mary’s age was
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twenty-seven when, taking the child with her, she
went abroad for the first time in her life, to reside in
a country which perhaps not a dozen English women
had ever seen.

Mr. Wortley’s duty took him first to Vienna, for
the Emperor Charles VI was the Sultan’s chief
opponent and had won such successes that the chance
of peace depended very largely upon his inclinations.
After a short stay at the Austrian court, the new
ambassador was obliged to visit Hanover to see the
king again (George moved to and fro between London
and his old capital), hence it was not till January 1717
that he could start on his journey to the East. The
party travelled through Vienna and Budapest to
Belgrade, where the Turkish empire began, and thence
took the route now followed by the Orient Express,
through Nish and Sofia and Adrianople. After only
one year in Constantinople Mr. Wortley was recalled;
the Austrian armies had remained victorious and excep-
tionally hard terms were therefore demanded from the
Thurks, so that it was thought desirable to appoint a
new ambassador who enjoyed an excellent reputation
at Vienna, The Wortley family (now increased by a
baby girl) returned by the less toilsome method of
taking ship to Genoa and thence proceeding over the
Cenis pass to Paris and London.

The contents of this volume are solely the fruits of
this journey. Strictly speaking they are not letters at
all: Lady Mary wrote to her friends on the same
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lines, but a list of the addresses and substance of her
letters, which she compiled for some reason, does not
by any means agree with the extant material. This
in fact consists of extracts from her diary written up
in the form of correspondence —a convenient form
for a collection of gossipy notes on a great variety of
subjects, slight and serious. No other kind of literature
would allow such a seeming lack of architecture, but
in reality the author must have divided her material
quite systematically, to match the characters of her
supposititious correspondents. The most solid informa-
tion is gathered into the series headed “T'o the Abbé
Conti,” 2 man learned in the classics, in science and
philosophy. Most of the lighter, though still serious,
descriptive material falls into the groups addressed to
Alexander Pope or the Countess of Bristol, while the
name of Lady Rich —who from all accounts was a
foolish old woman — appears on the giddiest pieces of
tittle-tattle; stories of Lady Mary’s own doings are
appropriately directed to her sister. Each composition
is introduced, as a rule, by a few words of a com-
paratively personal nature, to preserve the illusion that
it was a real letter — which probably was not so in any
single instance.

The first batch of letters treats of the courts of the
emperor, and of the minor German princes (including
the Hanoverian), where a fashionable life of immense
complexity moved the lords and ladies from one
drawing-room to another or from one bedroom to
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another, almost regardless of their own volition.
Vienna’s sentimental rottenness, at a time when the
empire could still play a great and useful part in
Europe, foreshadows the false values and absence of
any sense for reality, which grew upon this fatuous
society till it committed suicide by its final imbecility
of starting the world war.

Lady Mary has little to say of Hungary, which she
saw in the depths of winter and while the devastations
of the wars between the empire and the T urks remained
sadly in evidence. Some of her strangely ill-informed
remarks about the Serbian colonists, whom she calls
the ‘Rascians,” can perhaps be explained: in these
peculiar laws of inheritance (p. 116) may lie a garbled
version of the tenure of church lands, for the context
implies that she is speaking of the neighbourhood of
Sremski Karlovci. Here the Patriarch of the Serbian
Orthodox Church resides, entertaining his guests with
marvellous ‘black’ wines that are grown in the Fruska
Gora, that little range of hills where for centuries his
monasteries preserved the nation’s consciousness around
the body of its last king, decapitated by the Turks at
Kossovo and carried here by the Patriarch of the day
and those who exiled themselves with him to fight the
conqueror of their country.

As far as Belgrade, the first town in Turkish hands,
the country was comparatively familiar to European
travellers, who preferred, however, to sail down the
Danube rather than struggle along the muddy track
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that ran parallel to the river: the Danube was frozen
over when the Wortleys passed this way. At Belgrade
they were obliged to diverge from its course, there
being no road eastward through the Iron Gate, to
strike south through Serbia. Henceforth they traversed
country unknown to western Christendom; the
account, therefore, of Serbia and Bulgaria might have
been of great historic value, had any member of the
suite been acquainted with Balkan languages. ~ This
deficiency, already too apparent in her remarks about
the ‘Rascians,” stopped Lady Mary taking full advan-
tage of her opportunities. She could observe, how-
ever, that capricious misgovernment was fast turning
the Morava valley back to wilderness, and filling the
district with robbers, whose prevalence obliged the
"Turks to move about in strong detachments; she seems
not to have suspected that more or less patriotic motives
inspired these outlaws, who represent indeed the
haiduk, so famous in Serbian ballads for their exploits
against the national enemy.

In Bulgaria, too, Lady Mary found little note-
worthy beyond the beauty of the landscape and of the
Turkish women. But her report on the existence of
the Paulines has historic value, being probably the last
mention of this sect which had maintained itself
through many vicissitudes in several countries of Asia
Minor and eastern Europe since the fourth or fifth
century: she found them still living in Philippopolis,
where the Emperor Johannes Zimisces had planted
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them in 969 to protect the borders of his empire —
hoping also to reduce their influence by isolation. An
Italian traveller of the previous generation, Marsigli,
gives a fuller description of these Paulines, or Paulicians,
from which it appears that they had abandoned most
of their distinguishing practices and were tending to
merge in the orthodox population.

Divergences in religious customs interested Lady
Mary from their picturesque aspect, but she possessed
no knowledge of doctrinal differences, even being
unaware of the real cause of the schism between the
Greek and Roman Churches. A lack of local know-
ledge again was responsible for her error in declaring
that each Albanian attends a mosque on Friday and a
church on Sunday; for Albania has a population
including Moslems, Catholics and Orthodox Chris-
tians. She evidently had no intercourse with the
subject races in Serbia and Bulgaria, not even with
those of Turkish speech, but met only Turks of the
wealthier classes. These alone were fit for a drawing-
room, and here as elsewhere her world was limited to
such persons. A temperament like hers could not
appreciate the Balkans, the attractions of which, more-
over, must have been less evident then than now — the
departure of the Janissary has allowed the logical
development of racial standards of life and morals,
while self-government has added to the opportunities
for unexpected happenings. But at the same time the
decay of the Turkish empire has destroyed most of
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what entranced Lady Mary at Adrianople and Con-
stantinople; she was admirably fitted to enjoy the
luxuries and pomp of that ancient oriental life, which
has gradually disappeared from the world, and she
was one of the few Europeans admitted to it, owing
to her official position at the Porte. Only a woman,
too, could see it perfectly, since no man might pene-
trate the recesses of a house. In her time that life was
in its last fine efflorescence, when the palaces of
Stambul rivalled the magnificence of Isphahan and
Nanking, Baghdad, Ctesiphon, Susa, Memphis, Baby-
lon and Nineveh, each of which contributed some
detail to the splendour of the last of the Caliphates.
The gilded ceilings, the panels of cedar studded with
silver or jewelled nails, table services of massive gold
set with the most precious stones, dresses encrusted
with gold thread and gems — all these things which she
saw then had prototypes that were no novelties when
Alexander looted and burnt them at Persepolis. The
mosaic work of shell, ivory and wood with which
‘my lovely friend, the fair Fatima,’ lined the walls of
her harem —we know now that this already had a
pedigree of at least forty-five centuries. But the East is
discarding its past more rapidly than the West has ever
done, and no one can see the like of the Adrianople
and Stambul described in these letters.

Few cities have lost so many embellishments as
Adrianople. The formal gardens, the ordered patches
of studied wildness, the fruit trees and the shady trees,
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which once surrounded it, either have disappeared or
no longer keep the semblance of design; the traveller
walking outside the silent town wonders why the
thickets grow so close along the river-bank when the
fields elsewhere are all so bare, and why anybody
thought of planting in the emptiness that prodigious
avenue of trees, which makes the road to the station
resemble a piece of seignorial France. The charms of
artifice have vanished from Adrianople as from other
parts of the Near East; more of them are preserved in
the casual pages of this book than on the spot, just as
the perished beauties of the neglected gardens of
Persia survive best in the descriptions of Chardin and
other old travellers. No palaces exist to-day in
Adrianople, while even the great mosque has lost its
gorgeous furnishings. When one enters that building,
one finds a colossal room almost devoid of ornament
other than the barbaric red and white and black of its
walls, so that the simplicity of the design at once forces
itself upon the consciousness: the square space has
alcoves at the corners, each cut off by one large arch
at the ground level, with a pair of smaller ones standing
upon it and supporting four still smaller, above which
springs the dome. Lady Mary declares she knew
nothing of architecture, and her description of the
finest piece of stark majesty since Hagia Sophia is
concerned chiefly with the finery that concealed its
strength. Sultan Selim may deserve the credit of having
compelled his Greek architect to discard the cosy style

16

of the later Byzantines and return to the gaunt nobility
of earlier days, but thanks to the tastes of this writer
we can see that the Turks did not rise to the occasion;
they would not leave the building unadorned, fit for
the hard God of Islam, but toned down its uncom-
promising severity with sumptuous fittings. It must
look more wonderful now than when it stood in an
empire’s capital.

The delightful mosques of Constantinople suited
Lady Mary better. She preferred them to Hagia
Sophia — as travellers do — and even thought them finer,
missing the distinction between their greater pleasant-
ness and its supremacy as a work of genius. The other
sights of Stambul, as they are usually considered,
scarcely appear in her work; she mentions the Hippo-
drome and the aqueduct of Valens, and makes a
passing allusion to the Seven Towers, but says no
word of the walls and gates, the cemeteries, the cisterns,
the ‘Palace of Belisarius’ or the mosaics of the Chora
church. Of Constantinople before the coming of the
Turks she seems to have known very little; but then
she was a child of her age, having scant respect for the
relics of the past except when they belonged to classical
antiquity. She could not gain access to the sultan’s
residence, which she certainly would have considered
admirable; she expatiates however upon her visits to
the harems of noble Turks, upon which no other
European speaks as an eyewitness.

Had she stayed long enough in Turkey to dispense
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with an interpreter we should have learned things of
greater import than the mere aspect of a rich harem
and its occupants. The niceties of speech, which might
have conveyed to her the alien point of view, could
not survive the process of translation; a Greek woman
used to render the Turkish into Italian, a language of
which Lady Mary may not have had an adequate
command (she was capable of such a hybrid form as
‘Piazza Royale,’” p. 272).

Apart'from the inevitable passage on the dancing
dervishes, the Constantinople letters omit any refer-
ence to classes of the Thurkish population outside the
court circles. The working life of the place appealed
to her only as a picturesque show; and her comment
on the mixture of races barely hints at the unique
character of Galata and Pera. Galata is not pic-
turesque, but as a2 human museum not even Honolulu
can equal it; although there may not be so many
races represented, the methods of gaining a living have
even greater variety than the eye would suppose.

There exists indeed another letter describing the
mingling of races, but it forms part of a supplementary
volume published after the successful appearance of
these Letters, and its editor, a man of notorious
literary activities, seems to have forged half of the
contents, adding some genuine verses and other
writings of Lady Mary’s. No manuscript is extant of
the four travel letters which he includes; they were,
it is true, passed as authentic by her daughter, when

18

she had turned over a few pages of the book, but since
then one of them has been proved to be a forgery.
They all appear to have been built around passages
extracted from genuine letters, with the addition of
some stupid, indelicate matter, obviously designed to
increase the sales. They have therefore been omitted
from the present edition, which consists purely of the
material which the author had prepared in book form.
It exists in two manuscripts, one almost entirely in
her own handwriting; the other, presented by her to a
friend, differs from it in minor points and in including
the Preface by the feminist, Mary Astell. Neither
manuscript corresponds to the text used in the first
(pirated) edition, which appeared in 1763, the year
after Lady Mary’s death. Her reluctance to print
anything during her own lifetime (presumably because
authors lost caste by earning money) has made it
impossible to produce a completely satisfactory text;
the present one normally follows the holograph,
although that is less smooth than the first edition,
having a trick of omitting conjunctions and other
short words. Names left blank in the manuscripts and
in 1763 have sometimes been completed on the
authority of Lord Wharncliffe; his edition of 1837 is
untrustworthy (like most of the infuriating scholar-
ship of that time), yet family traditions may conceivably
have justified a few of his emendations.

The holograph consists of two volumes, the first
of which ends with Lady Mary’s arrival at Genoa.
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She seems to have planned the second as a separate
book, intending no doubt to complete it with ‘letters’
describing her subsequent doings. The material lay
ready to hand in her diary, which she filled throughout
her life with whatever entertained her, especially
scandal. Ultimately her daughter destroyed the whole
of the diary: for who, she said, could bear the thought
of having every crude opinion, every transient wish,
every angry feeling that had flitted across one’s mind,
exposed to the world after one was no more? Lady
Mary had had the gift of writing freely in the first
words that presented themselves, and they were often
such as appalled her respectable daughter, a mother
of ten.

But though her diary has perished, there remain
plenty of letters written toward the end of Lady
Mary’s life. Her middle age was spent in England
after the manner she prophesied on her return from
the East (p. 276), and during this period she became
exceedingly celebrated in various ways, all of them
unpleasant. Society hated her for her merciless wit,
and the most gifted slanderers of her day, Pope and
Horace Walpole, persistently attacked her character.
She introduced the oriental practice of inoculation
against smallpox, greatly reducing the mortality from
this disease, but thereby incurred the loathing of the
whole medical profession and of the clergy (who
accused her of interfering with Providence), while the
nation at large execrated her as an unnatural mother
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who experimented upon her own children. When in
1739 she decided to take up her residence abroad,
she had indeed no more inducement to remain in
England; she had quarrelled with her friends, her
husband had become incompatible, their son had
turned out an eccentric prodigal and their daughter
was persistently occupied with the enlargement of her
family.

Her last travels extended no further than France
and Italy; she bought or leased houses in several towns
and villages of Lombardy and Venetia, living there to
the age of seventy-two, when she died on a business
visit to England. These twenty-two years of retire-
ment were spent, partly in reading—she had always
had a love for history, geography and philosophy, and
added an occasional novel; partly in outdoor pursuits.
While in Constantinople she had written a poem
beginning:

‘Give me, great God, said I, a little farm,
In summer shady, and in winter warmj’

and she now realised both this ambition and her
earlier one of living in Italy. She corresponded
frequently with her daughter, the Countess of Bute,
though almost exclusively upon personal matters. It
would, however, be a pity to issue a new edition of
her Travel Letters without quoting the few passages
of topical interest written at this period. The
21




extracts are taken from letters dated from her summer
palazzo at Lovere, near Brescia.

1747.

I am now in a place the most beautifully roZnZntic
I ever saw in my life: it is the Tunbridge of this part
of the world, to which I was sent by the doctor’s order,
my ague often returning, notwithstanding the loads of
bark I have taken. To say truth, I have no reason to
repent my journey, though I was very unwilling to
undertake it, it being ten miles, half by land, and half
by water; the land so stony, I was almost shook to
pieces, and I had the ill luck to be surprised with a
storm on the lake, that if I had not been near a little
port (where I passed a night in a very poor inn), the
vessel must have been lost. A fair wind brought me
hither next morning early. I found a very good
lodging, a great deal of good company, and a village
in many respects resembling Tunbridge Wells, not
only in the quality of the waters, which is the same,
but in the manner of the buildings, most of the houses
being separate at little distances, and all built on the
sides of hills, which indeed are far different from those
of Tunbridge, being six times as high: they are really
vast rocks of different figures, covered with green moss,
or short grass, diversified by tufts of trees, little woods,
and here and there vineyards, but no other cultivation,
except gardens like those on Richmond hill. The
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whole lake of Isco, which is twenty-five miles long,
and three broad, is all surrounded with these impassable
mountains, the sides of which, towards the bottom, are
so thick set with villages (and in most of them gentle-
men’s seats), that I do not believe there is any where
above a mile distance one from another, which adds
very much to the beauty of the prospect.

We have an opera here, which is performed three
times in the week. I was at it last night, and should
have been surprised at the neatness of the scenes, good-
ness of the voices, and justness of the actors, if I had
not remembered I was in Italy. Several gentlemen
jumped into the orchestre, and joined in the concert,
which I suppose is one of the freedoms of the place,
for I never saw it in any great town. I was yet more
amazed, (while the actors were dressing for the farce
that concludes the entertainment,) to see one of the
principal among them, and as errant a petit maitre as
if he had passed all his life at Paris, mount the stage,
and present us with a cantata of his own performing.
He had the pleasure of being almost deafened with
applause. The ball began afterwards, but I was not
witness of it, having accustomed myself to such early
hours, that I was half asleep before the opera finished:
it begins at ten o’clock, so that it was one before I could
get to bed, though I had supped before I went, which
is the custom.

I am much better pleased with the diversions on
the water, where all the town assembles every night,
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and never without music; but we have none so rough
as trumpets, kettle-drums, and French horns: they are
all violins, lutes, mandolins, and flutes doux. Here is
hardly a man that does not excel in some of these
instruments, which he privately addresses to the lady of
his affections, and the public has the advantage of it,
by his adding to the number of the musicians.

The fountain where we drink the waters rises
between two hanging hills, and is overshadowed with
large trees, that give a freshness in the hottest time of
the day. The provisions are all excellent, the fish of
the lake being as large and well tasted as that of Geneva,
and the mountains abounding in game, particularly
black cocks, which I never saw in any other part of
Italy: but none of the amusements here would be so
effectual to raising my spirits as a letter from you.

1749-

Any servant who presumes to talk of his master,
will most certainly be incapable of talking at all in a
short time, their lives being entirely in the power of
their superiors: I do not mean by law, but by custom,
which has full as much force. If one of them was
killed, it would either never be inquired into at all,
or very slightly passed over; yet it seldom happens:
I know no instance of it, which I think is owing to
the great submission of domestics, who are sensible of
their dependance, and the national temper not being
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hasty, and never inflamed by wine, drunkenness being
a vice abandoned to the vulgar, and spoke of with
greater detestation than murder, which is mentioned
with as little concern as a drinking bout in England,
and is almost as frequent. It was extremely shocking
to me at my first coming, and still gives me a sort of
horror, though custom has in some degree familiarised
it to my imagination. Robbery would be pursued with
great vivacity, and punished with the utmost rigour,
therefore is very rare, though stealing is in daily prac-
tice; but as all the peasants are suffered the use of
fire-arms, the slightest provocation is sufficient to
shoot, and they see one of their own species lie dead
before them with as little remorse as a hare or a
partridge, and, when revenge spurs them on, with
much more pleasure.

1752.

I have already described to you this extraordinary
spot of land, which is almost unknown to the rest of
the world, and indeed does not seem to be destined by
nature to be inhabited by human creatures, and I
believe would never have been so, without the cruel
civil war. between the Guelps and Gibellines. Before
that time here were only the huts of a few fishermen,
who came at certain seasons on account of the fine fish
with which this lake abounds, particularly trouts, as
large and red as salmon. The lake itself is different
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from any other I ever saw or read of, being the colour
of the sea, rather deeper tinged with green, which
convinces me that the surrounding mountains are full
of minerals, and it may be rich in mines yet undis-
covered, as well as quarries of marble, from whence
the churches and houses are ornamented, and even the
streets paved, which, if polished and laid with art,
would look like the finest mosaic work, being a variety
of beautiful colours. I ought to retract the honourable
title of street, none of them being broader than an
alley, and impassable for any wheel carriage, except a
wheel-barrow. This town, which is the largest of
twenty-five that are built on the banks of the lake of
Isco, is near two miles long, and the figure of a semi-
circle, and situated at the northern extremity. Ifitwas
a regular range of building, it would appear magnificent;
but being founded accidentally by those who sought a
refuge from the violences of those times, it is a mixture
of shops and palaces, gardens and houses, which ascend
a mile high, in a confusion which is not disagreeable.
After this salutary water was found, and the purity
of the air experienced, many people of quality chose it
for their summer residence, and embellished it with
several fine edifices. It was populous and flourishing,
till that fatal plague, which overran all Europe in the
year 1626. It made a terrible ravage in this place:
the poor were almost destroyed, and the rich deserted
it. Since that time it has never recovered its former
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splendour; few of the nobility returned; it is now only
frequented during the water-drinking season. Several
of the ancient palaces are degraded into lodging-houses,
and others stand empty in a ruinous condition: one of
these I have bought. I see you lift up your eyes in
wonder at my indiscretion. I beg you to hear my
reasons before you condemn me. In my infirm state
of health the unavoidable noise of a public lodging
is very disagreeable; and here is no private one: secondly,
and chiefly, the whole purchase is but one hundred
pounds, with a very pretty garden in terraces down to
the water, and a court behind the house. It is founded
on a rock, and the walls so thick, they will probably
remain as long as the earth. It is true the apartments
are in most tattered circumstances, without doors or
windows. The beauty of the great saloon gained my
affection: it is forty-two feet in length by twenty-five,
proportionably high, opening into a balcony of the
same length, with a marble ballustre: the ceiling and
flooring are in good repair, but I have been forced to
the expense of covering the wall with new stucco; and
the carpenter is at this minute taking measure of the
windows in order to make frames for sashes. The
great stairs are in such a declining way, it would be a
very hazardous exploit to mount them: I never intend
to attempt it. The state bed-chamber shall also remain
for the sole use of the spiders that have taken possession
of it, along with the grand cabinet, and some other
pieces of magnificence, quite useless to me, and which
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would cost a great deal to make habitable. I have
fitted up six rooms, with lodgings for five servants,
which are all I ever will have in this place; and I am
persuaded that I could make a profit if I would part
with my purchase, having been very much favoured in
the sale, which was by auction, the owner having died
without children, and I believe he had never seen this
mansion in his life, it having stood empty from the
death of his grandfather. The governor bid for me,
and nobody would bid against him. Thus I am become

a citizen of Louvere, to the great joy of the inhabitants,,

not (as they would pretend) from their respect for my
person, but I perceive they fancy I shall attract all the
travelling English; and, to say truth, the singularity
of the place is well worth their curiosity; but, as I have
no correspondents, I may be buried here thirty years,
and nobody know any thing of the matter.

1753-

I have been these six weeks, and still am, at my
dairy-house, which joins to my garden. I believe I
have already told you it is a long mile from the castle,
which is situate in the midst of a very large village,
once a considerable town, part of the walls still remain-
ing, and has not vacant ground enough about it to
make a garden, which is my greatest amusement, it
being now troublesome to walk, or even go in the
chaise till the evening. I have fitted up in this farm-
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house a room for myself, that is to say, strewed the
floor with rushes, covered the chimney with moss and
branches, and adorned the room with basons of earthen
ware (which is made here to great perfection) filled
with flowers, and put in some straw chairs, and a couch
bed, which is my whole furniture. This spot of ground
is so beautiful, I am afraid you will scarce credit the
description, which, however, I can assure you, shall
be very literal, without any embellishment frog
imagination. It is on a bank, forming a kind of
peninsula, raised from the river Oglio fifty feet, to
which you may descend by easy stairs cut in the turf,
and either take the air on the river, which is as large
as the Thames at Richmond, or by walking an avenue
two hundred yards on the side of it, you find a wood
of a hundred acres, which was all ready cut into walks
and ridings when I took it. I have only added fifteen
bowers in different views, with seats of turf. They
were easily made, here being a large quantity of under-
wood, and a great number of wild vines, which twist
to the top of the highest trees, and from which they
make a very good sort of wine they call brusco. I am
now writing to you in one of these arbours, which is
so thick shaded, the sun is not troublesome, even at
noon. Another is on the side of the river, where I
have made a camp kitchen, that I may take the fish,
dress, and eat it immediately, and at the same time see
the barks, which ascend or descend every day to or
from Mantua, Guastalla, or Pont de Vie, all consider-
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able towns. This little wood is carpetted, in their
succeeding seasons, with violets and strawberries,
inhabited by a nation of nightingales, and filled with
game of all kinds, excepting deer and wild boar, the
first being unknown here, and not being large enough
for the other.

- My garden was a plain vineyard when it came into
my hands not two years ago, and it is, with a small
egpence, turned into a garden that (apart from the
advantage of the climate) I like better than that of
Kensington. The Italian vineyards are not planted
like those in France, but in clumps, fastened to trees
planted in equal ranks (commonly fruit trees), and
continued in festoons from one to another, which I
have turned into covered galleries of shade, that I can
walk in the heat without being incommoded by it.
I have made a dining room of verdure, capable of
holding a table of twenty covers; the whole ground is
three hundred and seventeen feet in length, and two
hundred in breadth. You see it is far from large; but
so prettily disposed (though I say it), that I never saw
a more agreeable rustic garden, abounding with all
sorts of fruit, and producing a variety of wines. I
would send you a pipe, if I did not fear the customs
would make you pay too dear for it. I believe my
description gives you but an imperfect idea of my
garden. Perhaps I shall succeed better in describing
my manner of life, which is as regular as that of any
monastery. I generally rise at six, and as soon as I
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have breakfasted, put myself at the head of my needle-
women and work with them till nine. I then inspect
my dairy, and take a turn among my poultry, which
is a very large enquiry. I have, at present, two hundred
chickens, besides turkies, geese, ducks, and peacocks.
All things have hitherto prospered under my care; my
bees and silk-worms are doubled, and I am told that,
without accidents, my capital will be so in two years’
time. At eleven o’clock I retire to my books, I dare not
indulge myself in that pleasure above an hour. At
twelve I constantly dine, and sleep after dinner till
about three. I then send for some of my old priests,
and either play at piquet or whist, till ’tis cool enough
to go out. One evening I walk in my wood, where I
often sup, take the air on horseback the next, and go
on the water the third. The fishery of this part of the
river belongs to me; and my fisherman’s little boat
(to which I have a green lutestring awning) serves me
for a barge. He and his son are my rowers without
any expence, he being very well paid by the profit of
the fish, which I give him on condition of having
every day one dish for my table. Here is plenty of
every sort of fresh water fish (excepting salmon); but
we have a large trout so like it, that I who have almost
forgot the taste, do not distinguish it.

We are both placed properly in regard to our
different times of life: you amidst the fair, the gallant,
and the gay; I, in a retreat, where I enjoy every
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amusement that solitude can afford. I confess I some-
times wish for a little conversation; but I reflect that
the commerce of the world gives more uneasiness
than pleasure, and quiet is all the hope that can
reasonably be indulged at my age.
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THE ORIGINAL
PREFACE®BY A ' LADY

[MARY asTELL]

I was going, like common editors, to advertise the
reader of the beauties and excellencies of the work laid
before him. To tell him, that the illustrious author
had opportunities that other travellers, whatever their
quality or curiosity may have been, cannot obtain; and
a genius capable of making the best improvement of
every opportunity. But if the reader, after perusing
one letter only, has not discernment to distinguish that
natural elegance, that delicacy of sentiment and obser-
vation, that easy gracefulness and lovely simplicity
(which is the perfection of writing), in which these
Letters exceed all that has appeared in this kind, or
almost in any other, let him lay the book down, and
leave it to those who have.

The noble author had the goodness to lend me her
MS. to satisfy my curiosity in some enquiries I had
made concerning her travels; and when I had it in
my hands, how was it possible to part with it? I once
had the vanity to hope I might acquaint the public,
that it owed this invaluable treasure to my impor-
tunities. But, alas! the most ingenious author has
condemned it to obscurity during her life; and convic-
tion, as well as deference, obliges me to yield to her
reasons. However, if these Letters appear hereafter,
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when I am in my grave, let this attend them, ix.l testi-
mony to posterity, that among her contemporaries, one
woman, at least, was just to her merit. .

There is not any thing so excellenF, but some will
carp at it; and the rather, because of its exlency.* lzu:
to such hypercritics I shall only say * * * * *
F* oK K K K K k Kk ¥

I confess, I am malicious enough to desire, that
the world should see to how much better purpose th.e
Lapies travel than their Lorps; and that, whilst it
is surfeited with male Travels, all in the same tone,
and stuffed with the same trifles, a lady has the skill
to strike out a new path, and to embellish a worn-out
subject with variety of fresh and leegar.lt entertainment.
For, besides the vivacity and spirit V.Vthh enliven every
part, and that inimitable beauty which spreads thr'oug.h
the whole; besides the purity of the style, for whlch. it
may justly be accounted the standard of the English
tongue; the reader will find a more true and accurate
account of the customs and manners of the several
nations with whom this lady conversed, than he can
in any other author. But as her ladyship’s penetra-
tion discovers the inmost follies of the heart, so the
candour of her temper passed over them w}th an
air of pity, rather than reproach; treating with the
politeness of a court and the gentleness of a lady,
what the severity of her judgment could not but

condemn. 45
In short, let her own sex, at least, do her justice;
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lay aside diabolical Envy, and its brother Malice,* with
all their accursed company, sly whispering, cruel back-
biting, spiteful detraction, and the rest of that hideous
crew, which, I hope, are very falsely said to attend the
Tea-table, being more apt to think they frequent those
public places where virtuous women never come. Let
the men malign one another, if they think fit, and
strive to pull down merit, when they cannot equal it.
Let us be better-natured, than to give way to any
unkind or disrespectful thought of so bright an orna-
ment of our sex merely because she has better sense;
for I doubt not but our hearts will tell us, that this is
the real and unpardonable offence, whatever may be
pretended. Let us be better Christians, than to look
upon her with an evil eye, only because the Giver of
all good gifts has entrusted and adorned her with the
most excellent talents. Rather let us freely own the
superiority of this sublime genius, as I do in the
sincerity of my soul; pleased that a woman triumphs,
and proud to follow in her train. Let us offer her the
palm which is so justly her due; and if we pretend to
any laurels, lay them willingly at her feet.
December 18, 1724. M. A.

Charm’d into love of what obscures my fame,
If T had wit, I'd celebrate her name,
And all the beauties of her mind proclaim:

! This fair and elegant prefacer has resolved that Malice
should be of the masculine gender: I believe it is both masculine
and feminine, and I heartily wish it were neuter.
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Till Malice, deafen’d with the mighty sound,
Its ill-concerted calumnies confound;

Let fall the mask, and with pale Envy meet,
To ask, and find, their pardon at her feet.

You see, Madam, how I lay every thing at your
feet. As the tautology shews the poverty of my
genius, it likewise shews the extent of your empire

over my imagination.

May 31, 1725.

TRAVEL LETTERS

TO THE COUNTESS OF MAR!

Rotterdam, Aug. 3 (O.S.), 1716.

I FLaTTER myself, dear sister, that I shall give you
some pleasure in letting you know that I have safely
passed the sea, though we had the ill fortune of a storm.
We were persuaded by the captain of the yacht to set
out in a calm, and he pretended there was nothing so
casy as to tide it over; but, after two days slowly
moving, the wind blew so hard, that none of the
sailors could keep their feet, and we were all Sunday
night tossed very handsomely. I never saw a man
more frighted than the captain,

For my part, I have been so lucky, neither to suffer
from fear nor sea-sickness; though, I confess, I was
so impatient to see myself once more upon dry land,
that I would not stay till the yacht could get to Rotter-
dam, but went in the long-boat to Helvoetsluys, where
we had voitures to carry us to the Brill.

I was charmed with the neatness of that little town;
but my arrival at Rotterdam presented me a new
scene of pleasure. All the streets are paved with broad
stones, and before many of the meanest artificers’
doors are placed seats of various-coloured marbles, so
neatly kept, that, I assure you, I walked almost all

1 The writer’s younger sister.

37




over the town yesterday, incognita, in my slippers,
without receiving one spot of dirt; and you may see
the Dutch maids washing the pavement of the street,
with more application than ours do our bed-chambers.
The town seems so full of people, with such busy
faces, all in motion, that I can hardly fancy it is not
some celebrated fair; but I see it is every day the same.
"Tis certain no town can be more advantageously
situated for commerce. Here are seven large canals,
on which the merchants’ ships come up to the very
doors of their houses. The shops and warehouses are
of a surprising neatness and magnificence, filled with
an incredible quantity of fine merchandise, and so
much cheaper than what we see in England, that I
have much ado to persuade myself I am still so near it.
Here is neither dirt nor beggary to be seen. One is not
shocked with those loathsome cripples, so common in
London, nor teazed with the importunity of idle
fellows and wenches, that choose to be nasty and lazy.
The common servants, and little shopwomen, here,
are more nicely clean than most of our ladies; and the
great variety of neat dresses (every woman dressing her
head after her own fashion) is an additional pleasure
in seeing the town.

You see, hitherto, dear sister, I make no complaints;
and, if I continue to like travelling as well as I do at
present, I shall not repent my project. It will go a
great way in making me satisfied with it, if it affords
me an opportunity of entertaining you. But it is not
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from Holland that you may expect a disinterested offer.
I can write enough in the style of Rotterdam, to tell
you plainly, in one word, that I expect returns of all
the London news. You see I have already learnt to
m.ake a good bargain; and that it is not for nothing I
will so much as tell you, I am your affectionate sister.




TO MRS. 5—

Hague, Aug. 5, 1716.

I MakE haste to tell you, dear madam, that, after all
the dreadful fatigues you threatened me with, I am
hitherto very well pleased with my journey. We take
care to make such short stages every day, that I rather
fancy myself upon parties of pleasure, than upon the
road; and sure nothing can be more agreeable than
travelling in Holland. The whole country appears a
large garden; the roads are well paved, shaded on each
side with rows of trees, and bordered with large canals,
full of boats, passing and repassing. Every twenty
paces gives you the prospect of some villa, and every
four hours that of a large town, so surprisingly neat,
I am sure you would be charmed with them. The
place I am now at is certainly one of the finest villages
in the world. Here are several squares finely built, and
(what I think a particular beauty) the whole set with
thick large trees. The Vor-hout is, at the same time,
the Hyde-Park and Mall of the people of quality; for
they take the air in it both on foot and in coaches.
There are shops for wafers, cool liquors, &c.

I have been to see several of the most celebrated
gardens, but I will not teaze you with their descriptions.
I dare say you think my letter already long enough.
But I must not conclude without begging your pardon,
for not obeying your commands, in sending the lace
you ordered me. Upon my word, I can yet find none,
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that is not dearer than you may buy it at London. If
you want any India goods, here are great variety of
pennyworths; and I shall follow your orders with great
pleasure and exactness; being,

Dear Madam, &c. &c.




TO MRS. SARAH CHISWELL

Nimeguen, Aug. 13, 1716.

I am extremely sorry, my dear S. that your fears of
disobliging your relations, and their fears for your
health and safety, have hindered me from enjoying
the happiness of your company, and you the pleasure
of a diverting journey. I receive some degree of
mortification from every agreeable novelty, or pleasing
prospect, by the reflection of your having so unluckily
missed the delight which I know it would have given
you.

If you were with me in this town, you would be
ready to expect to receive visits from your Nottingham
friends. No two places were ever more resembling;
one has but to give the Maese the name of the Trent,
and there is no distinguishing the prospect. T'he houses,
like those of Nottingham, are built one above another,
and are intermixed in the same manner with trees and
gardens. The tower they call Julius Casar’s has the
same situation with Nottingham castle; and I cannot
help fancying, I see from it the Trent-field, Adboulton,
&c. places so well known to us. "Tis true, the fortifi-
cations make a considerable difference. All the learned
in the art of war bestow great commendations on
them; for my part, that know nothing of the matter,
I shall content myself with telling you, ’tis a very
pretty walk on the ramparts, on which there is a tower,
very deservedly called the Belvidere; where people go
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to drink coffee, tea, &c. and enjoy one of the finest
prospects in the world. The public walks have no
great beauty but the thick shade of the trees, which is
solemnly delightful. But I must not forget to take
notice of the bridge, which appeared very surprising to
me. It is large enough to hold hundreds of men, with
horses and carriages. They give the value of an English
two-pence to get upon it, and then away they go,
bridge and all, to the other side of the river, with so
slow a motion, one is hardly sensible of any at all.

I was yesterday at the French church, and stared
very much at their manner of service. The parson
clapped on a broad-brimmed hat in the first place,
which gave him entirely the air of what d’ye call him,
in Bartholomew fair, which he kept up by extra-
ordinary antic gestures, and preaching much such stuff
as the other talked to the puppets. However, the con-
gregation seemed to receive it with great devotion; and
I was informed by some of his flock; that he is a
person of particular fame amongst them. I believe,
by this time, you are as much tired with my account
of him, as I was with his sermon; but I am sure your
brother will excuse a digression in favour of the church
of England. You know, speaking disrespectfully of the
Calvinists, is the same thing as speaking honourably of
the church. Adieu, my dear S. always remember me;
and be assured I can never forget you, &c. &c.




TO THE LADY RICH
1
Cologn, Aug. 16, 1716.

Ir my Lady Rich could have any notion of the fatigues
that I have suffered these two last days, I am sure she
would own it a great proof of regard, that I now sit
down to write to her. We hired horses from Nimeguen
hither, not having the conveniency of the post, and
found but very indifferent accommodations at Rein-
berg, our first stage; but that was nothing to what I
suffered yesterday. We were in hopes to reach Cologn;
our horses tired at Stamel, three hours from it, where
I was forced to pass the night in my clothes, in a room
not at all better than a hovel; for though I have my
own bed with me, I had no mind to undress, where
the wind came from a thousand places. We left this
wretched lodging at daybreak, and about six this
morning came safe here, where I got immediately into
bed. I slept so well for three hours, that I found
myself perfectly recovered, and have had spirits enough
to go and see all that is curious in the town, that is to
say, the churches, for here is nothing else worth seeing.

This is a very large town, but the most part of
it is old built. The Jesuits’ church is the neatest,
which was shewed me, in a very complaisant manner,
by a handsome young Jesuit; who, not knowing who
I was, took a liberty in his compliments and railleries,
which very much diverted me. Having never before
seen any thing of that nature, I could not enough
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admire the magnificence of the altars, the rich images
of the saints (all of massy silver), and the enchassures
of the relicks; though I could not help murmuring,
in my heart, at the profusion of pearls, diamonds, and
rubies, bestowed in the adornment of rotten teeth and
dirty rags. I own that I had wickedness enough to
covet St. Ursula’s pearl necklaces; though perhaps this
was no wickedness at all, an image not being certainly
one’s neighbour; but I went yet farther, and wished
she herself converted into dressing-plate. I should
also gladly see converted into silver, a great St. Chris-
topher, which I imagine would look very well in a
cistern.

These were my pious reflections; though I was
very well satisfied to see, piled up to the honour of our
nation, the skulls of the eleven thousand virgins. I have
seen some hundreds of relicks here of no less con-
sequence; but I will not imitate the common style of
travellers so far, as to give you a list of them, being
persuaded that you have no manner of curiosity for the
titles given to jaw-bones and bits of worm-eaten wood.
— Adieu, I am just going to supper, where I shall
drink your health in an admirable sort of Lorrain

wine, which I am sure is the same you call Burgundy
in London, &c. &c.




TO THE COUNTESS OF BRISTOL

Nuremberg, Aug. 22, 1716.

AFTER five days travelling post, I could not sit down
to write on any other occasion, than to tell my dear
Lady Bristol, that I have not forgotten her obliging
command, of sending her some account of my travels.

I have already passed a large part of Germany,
have seen all that is remarkable in Cologn, Frankfort,
Wourtsburg, and this place. *Tis impossible not to
observe the difference between the free towns and
those under the government of absolute princes, as all
the little sovereigns of Germany are. In the first, there
appears an air of commerce and plenty. The streets
are well built, and full of people, neatly and plainly
dressed. The shops are loaded with merchandise, and
the commonalty are clean and cheerful. In the other,
you see a sort of shabby finery, a number of dirty people
of quality tawdered out; narrow nasty streets out of
repair, wretchedly thin of inhabitants, and above half
of the common sort asking alms. I cannot help fancy-
ing one under the figure of a clean Dutch citizen’s
wife, and the other like a poor town lady of pleasure,
painted and ribboned out in her head-dress, with
tarnished silver-laced shoes, a ragged under-petticoat,
a miserable mixture of vice and poverty.

They have sumptuary laws in this town, which
distinguish their rank by their dress, prevent the excess
which ruins so many other cities, and has a more
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agreeable effect to the eye of a stranger than our
fashions. I think after the Archbishop of Cambray?
having declared for them, I need not be ashamed to
own, that I wish these laws were in force in other
parts of the world. When one considers impartially the
merit of a rich suit of clothes in most places, the
respect and the smiles of favour it procures, not to
speak of the envy and the sighs it occasions, (which is
very often the principal charm to the wearer), one is
forced to confess, that there is need of an uncommon
understanding to resist the temptation of pleasing
friends and mortifying rivals; and that it is natural to
young people to fall into a folly, which betrays them
to that want of money which is the source of a thousand
basenesses. What numbers of men have begun the
world with generous inclinations, that have afterwards
been the instruments of bringing misery on a whole
people, being led by vain expence into debts, that they
could clear no other way but by the forfeit of their
honour, and which they never could have contracted,
if the respect the many pay to habits, was fixed by law,
only to a particular colour or cut of plain cloth!
These reflections draw after them others that are too
melancholy. I will make haste to put them out of
your head by the farce of relicks, with which I have
been entertained in all the Romish churches.

The Lutherans are not quite free from these follies.
I have seen here, in the principal church, a large piece

1 Fénelon, the author.
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of the cross set in jewels, and the point of the spear,
which they told me, very gravely, was the same that
pierced the side of our Saviour. But I was particularly
diverted in a little Roman-catholic church which is
permitted here, where the professors of that religion
are not very rich, and consequently cannot adorn their
images in so rich a manner as their neighbours. For,
not to be quite destitute of all finery, they have dressed
up an image of our Saviour over the altar, in a fair
full-bottomed wig very well powdered. I imagine I
see your ladyship stare at this article, of which you
very much doubt the veracity; but, upon my word,
I have not yet made use of the privilege of a traveller;
and my whole account is written with the same plain
sincerity of heart, with which I assure you that I am,
dear madam, yours, &c. &c.

TO MRS. THISTLETHWAYTE

Ratisbon, Aug. 30, 1716.

I nap the pleasure of receiving yours, but the day
before I left London. I give you a thousand thanks
for your good wishes, and have such an opinion of their
efficacy, that I am persuaded I owe in part to them the
good luck of having proceeded so far on my long
journey without any ill accident. For I don’t reckon
it any, to have been stopped a few days in this town by
a cold, since it has not only given me an opportunity
of seeing all that is curious in it, but of making some
acquaintance with the ladies, who have all been to see
me with great civility, particularly Madame , the
wife of our King’s envoy from Hanover. She has
carried me to all the assemblies, and I have been
magnificently entertained at her house, which is one
of the finest here. :

You know that all the nobility of this place are
envoys from different states. Here are a great number
of them, and they might pass their time agreeably
enough, if they were less delicate on the point of cere-
mony. But instead of joining in the design of making
the town as pleasant to one another as they can, and
improving their little societies, they amuse themselves
no other way than with perpetual quarrels, which
they take care to eternise, by leaving them to their
successors; and an envoy to Ratisbon receives, regu-
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larly, half a dozen quarrels among the perquisites of
his employment.

You may be sure the ladies are not wanting, on
their side, in cherishing and improving these impor-
tant picques, which divide the town almost into as
many parties as there are families. They choose
rather to suffer the mortification of sitting almost
alone on their assembly nights, than to recede one jot
from their pretensions. I have not been here above a
week, and yet I have heard from almost every one of
them the whole history of their wrongs, and dreadful
complaint of the injustice of their neighbours, in hopes
to draw me to their party. But I think it very prudent
to remain neuter, though, if I were to stay among
them, there would be no possibility of continuing so,
their quarrels running so high, that they will not be
civil to those that visit their adversaries. The founda-
tion of these everlasting disputes turns entirely upon
rank, place, and the title of Excellency, which they
all pretend to; and, what is very hard, will give it to
nobody. For my part, I could not forbear advising
them (for the public good), to give the title of Ex-
cellency to every body, which would include the
receiving it from every body; but the very mention
of such a dishonourable peace was received with as
much indignation as Mrs. Blackaire did the motion
of a reference. And indeed, I began to think myself
ill-natured, to offer to take from them, in a town
where there are so few diversions, so entertaining an
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amusement. I know that my peaceable disposition
already gives me a very ill figure, and that it is publicly
whispered as a piece of impertinent pride in me, that
I have hitherto been saucily civil to every body, as if
I thought nobody good enough to quarrel with. I
should be obliged to change my behaviour if I did not
intend to pursue my journey in a few days.

I have been to see the churches here, and had the
permission of touching the relicks, which was never
suffered in places where I was not known. I had, by
this privilege, the opportunity of making an observa-
tion, which I doubt not might have been made in all
the other churches, that the emeralds and rubies which
they shew round their relicks and images are most of
them false; though they tell you, that many of the
Crosses and Madonas, set round with these stones, have
been the gifts of the emperors and other great princes.
I don’t doubt, indeed, but they were at first jewels
of value; but the good fathers have found it convenient
to apply them to other uses, and the people are just as
well satisfied with bits of glass. Among these relicks
they shewed me a prodigious claw set in gold, which
they called the claw of a griffin; and I could not
forbear asking the reverend priest that shewed it,
Whether the griffin was a saint? This question almost
put him beside his gravity; but he answered, They
only kept it as a curiosity. I was very much scan-
dalised at a large silver image of the Trinity, where
the Father is represented under the figure of a decrepit
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old man, with a beard down to his knees, and a triple
crown on his head, holding in his arms the Son, fixed
on the cross, and the Holy Ghost, in the shape of a
dove, hovering over him.

Madam is come this minute to call me to the
assembly, and forces me to tell you, very abruptly, that
I am ever your, &c. &c.

TO THE COUNTESS OF MAR

Vienna, Sept. 8, 1716.
I aM now, my dear sister, safely arrived at Vienna;
and, I thank God, have not at all suffered in my health,
nor (what is dearer to me) in that of my child,* by
all our fatigues.

We travelled by water from Ratisbon, a journey
perfectly agreeable, down the Danube, in one of
those little vessels, that they very properly call wooden
houses, having in them all the conveniences of a palace,
stoves in the chambers, kitchens, &c. They are rowed
by twelve men each, and move with such incredible
swiftness, that in the same day you have the pleasure
of a vast variety of prospects; and, within the space of
a few hours, you have the pleasure of seeing a populous
city adorned with magnificent palaces, and the most
romantic solitudes, which appear distant from the
commerce of mankind, the banks of the Danube
being charmingly diversified with woods, rocks, moun-
tains covered with vines, fields of corn, large cities, and
ruins of ancient castles. I saw the great towns of
Passau and Lintz, famous for the retreat of the imperial
court, when Vienna was besieged.

This town, which has the honour of being the
emperor’s residence, did not at all answer my ideas of
it, being much less than I expected to find it; the

1 Edward Wortley Montagu, then her only child, who was
born 1713.
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streets are very close, and so narrow, one cannot
observe the fine fronts of the palaces, though many
of them very well deserve observation, being truly
magnificent. They are built of fine white stone, and
are excessively high. For as the town is too little for
the number of the people that desire to live in it, the
builders seem to have projected to repair that mis-
fortune, by clapping one town on the top of another,
most of the houses being of five, and some of them six
stories. You may easily imagine, that the streets
being so narrow, the rooms are extremely dark; and,
what is an inconveniency much more intolerable, in
my opinion, there is no house that has so few as five or
six families in it. The apartments of the greatest
ladies, and even of the ministers of state, are divided,
but by a partition, from that of a taylor or shoemaker;
and I know nobody that has above two floors in any
house, one for their own use, and one higher for their
servants. Those that have houses of their own, let
out the rest of them to whoever will take them; and
thus the great stairs (which are all of stone) are as
common and as dirty as the street. *Tis true, when
you have once travelled through them, nothing can
be more surprisingly magnificent than the apartments.
They are commonly a suite of eight or ten large rooms,
all inlaid, the doors and windows richly carved and
gilt, and the furniture, such as is seldom seen in the
palaces of sovereign princes in other countries. Their
apartments are adorned with hangings of the finest
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tapestry of Brussels, prodigious large looking-glasses in
silver frames, fine japan tables, beds, chairs, canopies,
and window curtains of the richest Genoa damask or
velvet, almost covered with gold lace or embroidery.
The whole is made gay by pictures, and vast jars of
japan china, and in almost every room large lustres of
rock crystal.

I have already had the honour of being invited to
dinner by several of the first people of quality; and I
must do them the justice to say, the good taste and
magnificence of their tables, very well answered to
that of their furniture. I have been more than once
entertained with fifty dishes of meat all served in silver,
and well dressed; the dessert proportionable, served in
the finest china. But the variety and richness of their
wines, is what appears the most surprising. The
constant way is, to lay a list of their names upon the
plates of the guests, along with the napkins; and I
have counted several times to the number of eighteen
different sorts, all exquisite in their kinds.

I was yesterday at Count Schénbrunn® the vice-
chancellor’s garden, where I was invited to dinner.
I must own, I never saw a place so perfectly delightful
as the Fauxburg of Vienna. Itis very large, and almost
wholly composed of delicious palaces. If the emperor
found it proper to permit the gates of the town to be
laid open, that the Fauxburg might be joined to it, he

1 The palace of Schénbrunn, afterwards used as a hunting
seat by the emperor and his court.
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would have one of the largest and best built cities in
Europe. Count Schénbrunn’s villa is one of the most
magnificent; the furniture all rich brocades, so well
fancied and fitted up, nothing can look more gay and
splendid; not to speak of a gallery, full of rarities of
coral, mother of pearl, &c. and, throughout the whole
house, a profusion of gilding, carving, fine paintings,
the most beautiful porcelain, statues of alabaster and
ivory, and vast orange and lemon trees in gilt pots.
The dinner was perfectly fine and well ordered, and
made still more agreeable by the good-humour of
the count.

I have not yet been at court, being forced to stay
for my gown, without which there is no waiting on
the empress; though I am not without great impatience
to see a beauty that has been the admiration of so many
different nations. When I have had that honour, I
will not fail to let you know my real thoughts, always
taking a particular pleasure in communicating them
to my dear sister.

. TO MR. POPE

Vienna, Sept. 14, 1716.

Peruaps you’ll laugh at me for thanking you very
gravely for all the obliging concern you express for
me. Tis certain that I may, if I please, take the fine
things you say to me for wit and raillery; and, it may
be, it would be taking them right. But I never, in my
life, was half so well disposed to believe you in earnest
as I am at present; and that distance, which makes the
continuation of your friendship improbable, has very
much increased my faith in it. .

I find that I have (as well as the rest of my sex),
whatever face I set on’t, a strong disposition to believe
in miracles. Don’t fancy, however, that I am infected
by the air of these popish countries; I have, indeed, so

far wandered from the discipline of the church of |

England, as to have been last Sunday at the opera,
which was performed in the garden of the Favorita;
and I was so much pleased with it, I have not yet
repented my seeing it. Nothing of that kind ever was
more magnificent; and I can easily believe what I am
told, that the decorations and habits cost the emperor
thirty thousand pounds sterling. The stage was built
over a very large canal, and, at the beginning of the
second act, divided into two parts, discovering the
water, on which there immediately came, from different
parts, two fleets of little gilded vessels, that gave the
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representation of a naval fight. It is not easy to imagine
the beauty of this scene, which I took particular notice
of. But all the rest were perfectly fine in their kind.
The story of the opera is the enchantment of Alcina,
which gives opportunities for a great variety of
machines, and changes of the scenes, which are per-
formed with a surprising swiftness. The theatre is so
large, that it is hard to carry the eye to the end of it,
and the habits in the utmost magnificence, to the
number of one hundred and eight. No house could
hold such large decorations; but the ladies all sitting
in the open air, exposes them to great inconveniences;
for there is but one canopy for the imperial family;
and the first night it was represented, a shower of rain
happening, the opera was broken off, and the company
crowded away in such confusion, that I was almost
squeezed to death.

But if their operas are thus delightful, their comedies
are in as high a degree ridiculous. They have but one
playhouse, where I had the curiosity to go to a German
comedy, and was very glad it happened to be the story
of Amphitrion. As that subject has been already
handled by a Latin, French, and English poet, I was
curious to see what an Austrian author would make of
it. I understand enough of that language to compre-
hend the greatest part of it; and besides, I took with
me a lady, who had the goodness to explain to me every
word. The way is, to take a box, which holds four,
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for yourself and company. The fixed price is a gold
ducat! I thought the house very low and dark; but
I confess, the comedy admirably recompensed that
defect. I never laughed so much in my life. It began
with Jupiter’s falling in love out of a peep-hole in the
clouds, and ended with the birth of Hercules. But
what was most pleasant, was the use Jupiter made of
his metamorphosis; for you no sooner saw him under
the figure of Amphitrion, but, instead of flying to
Alcmena, with the raptures Mr. Dryden puts into his
mouth, he sends for Amphitrion’s taylor, and cheats
him of a laced coat, and his banker of a bag of money,
a Jew of a diamond ring, and bespeaks a great supper
in his name; and the greatest part of the comedy turns
upon poor Amphitrion’s being tormented by these
people for their debts. Mercury uses Sosia in the same
manner. But I could not easily pardon the liberty the
poet has taken of larding his play with, not only
indecent expressions, but such gross words, as I don’t
think our mob would suffer from a mountebank.
Besides, the two Sosias very fairly let down their
breeches in the direct view of the boxes, which were
full of people of the first rank, that seemed very well
pleased with their entertainment, and assured me this
was a celebrated piece.

I shall conclude my letter with this remarkable
relation, very well worthy the serious consideration of

1 About nine shillings.
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Mr. Colliert I won’t trouble you with farewel
compliments, which I think generally as impertinent
as courtesies at leaving the room, when the visit had
been too long already.

1 Jeremy Collier, an English divine, wrote ‘A short View of

the Immorality and Profaneness of the English Stage, together
with the Sense of Antiquity on this subject.’

TO THE COUNTESS OF MAR

Vienna, Sept. 14, 1716.

Troucn 1 have so lately troubled you, my dear
sister, with a long letter, yet I will keep my promise
in giving you an account of my first going to court.

In order to that ceremony, I was squeezed up in a
gown, and adorned with a gorget and the other imple-
ments thereunto belonging; a dress very inconvenient,
but which certainly shews the neck and shape to great
advantage. I cannot forbear giving you some descrip-
tion of the fashions here, which are more monstrous,
and contrary to all common sense and reason, than ’tis
possible for you to imagine. They build certain fabrics
of gauze on their heads, about a yard high, consisting
of three or four stories, fortified with numberless
yards of heavy ribbon. The foundation of this struc-
ture is a thing they call a Bourle, which is exactly of
the same shape and kind, but about four times as big,
as those rolls our prudent milk-maids make use of to
fix their pails upon. This machine they cover with
their own hair, which they mix with a great deal of
false, it being a particular beauty to have their heads
too large to go into a moderate tub. Their hair is
prodigiously powdered, to conceal the mixture, and
set out with three or four rows of bodkins (wonder-
fully large, that stick out two or three inches from
their hair), made of diamonds, pearls, red, green, and
yellow stones, that it certainly requires as much art
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and experience to carry the load upright, as to dance
upon May-day with the garland. Their whale-bone
petticoats outdo ours by several yards’ circumference,
and cover some acres of ground.

You may easily suppose how this extraordinary
dress sets off and improves the natural ugliness with
which God Almighty has been pleased to endow
them, generally speaking. Even the lovely empress
herself is obliged to comply, in some degree, with
these absurd fashions, which they would not quit for
all the world. I had a private audience (according to
ceremony), of half an hour, and then all the other
ladies were permitted to come and make their court.
I was perfectly charmed with the empress; I cannot
however tell you that her features are regular; her
eyes are not large, but have a lively look, full of sweet-
ness; her complexion the finest I ever saw; her nose
and forehead well made, but her mouth has ten thou-
sand charms, that touch the soul. When she smiles,
’tis with a beauty and sweetness that forces adoration.
She has a vast quantity of fine fair hair; but then her
person! — one must speak of it poetically to do it rigid
justice; all that the poets have said of the mien of Juno,
the air of Venus, come not up to the truth. The
Graces move with her; the famous statue of Medicis
was not formed with more delicate proportions; nothing
can be added to the beauty of her neck and hands.
Till T saw them, I did not believe there were any in
nature so perfect, and I was almost sorry that my rank
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here did not permit me to kiss them; but they are
kissed sufficiently; for every body that waits on her
pays that homage at their entrance, and when they
take leave.

When the ladies were come in, she sat down to
Quinze. I could not play at a game I had never seen
before, and she ordered me a seat at her right hand,
and had the goodness to talk to me very much, with
that grace so natural to her. I expected every moment,
when the men were to come in to pay their court;
but this drawing-room is very different from that of
England; no man enters it but the grand-master, who
comes in to advertise the empress of the approach of
the emperor. His imperial majesty did me the honour
of speaking to me in a very obliging manner; but he
never speaks to any of the other ladies; and the whole
passes with a gravity and air of ceremony that has
something very formal in it.

The empress Amelia, dowager of the late emperor
Joseph, came this evening to wait on the reigning
empress, followed by the two archduchesses her
daughters, who are very agreeable young princesses.
Their imperial majesties rose and went to meet her
at the door of the room, after which she was seated
in an armed chair, next the empress, and in the same
manner at supper, and there the men had the permission
of paying their court. The archduchesses sat on chairs
with backs without arms. The table was entirely
served, and all the dishes set on, by the empress’s
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maids of honour, which are twelve young ladies of the
first quality. They have no salary, but their chamber
at court, where they live in a sort of confinement,
not being suffered to go to the assemblies or public
places in town, except in compliment to the wedding
of a sister maid, whom the empress always presents
with her picture set in diamonds. The three first of
them are called Ladies of the Key, and wear gold keys
by their sides; but what I find most pleasant, is the
custom which obliges them, as long as they live, after
they have left the empress’s service, to make her some
present every year on the day of her feast. Her majesty
is served by no married women but the grande maitresse,
who is generally a widow of the first quality, always
very old, and is at the same time groom of the stole,
and mother of the maids. The dressers are not at all
in the figure they pretend to in England, being looked
upon no otherwise than as downright chambermaids.
I had an audience next day of the empress mother,
a princess of great virtue and goodness, but who piques
herself too much on a violent devotion. She is per-
petually performing extraordinary acts of penance,
without having ever done any thing to deserve them.
She has the same number of maids of honour, whom
she suffers to go in colours; but she herself never quits
her mourning; and sure nothing can be more dismal
than the mourning here, even for a brother. There
is not the least bit of linen to be seenj all black crape
instead of it. The neck, ears, and side of the face, are
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covered with a plaited piece of the same stuff, and the
face that peeps out in the midst of it, looks as if it
were pilloried. The widows wear, over and above, a
crape forehead cloth; and in this solemn weed go to
all the public places of diversion without scruple.
The next day I was to wait on the empress Amelia,
who is now at her palace of retirement, half a mile
from the town. I had there the pleasure of seeing a
diversion wholly new to me, but which is the common
amusement of this court. The empress herself was
seated on a little throne at the end of the fine alley in
the garden, and on each side of her were ranged two
parties of her ladies of quality, headed by two young
archduchesses, all dressed in their hair, full of jewels,
with fine light guns in their hands; and at proper
distances ‘were placed three oval pictures, which were
the marks to be shot at. The first was that of a Cupip,
filling a bumper of Burgundy, and the motto, ’T#s
easy to be waliant here. The second a FORTUNE,
holding a garland in her hand, the motto, For her whom
Fortune favours. The third was a Sworp, with a
laurel wreath on the point, the motto, Here is no
shame to the vanquished. —Near the empress was a
gilded trophy wreathed with flowers, and made of little
crooks, on which were hung rich Turkish handker-
chiefs, tippets, ribbons, laces, &c. for the small prizes.
The empress gave the first with her own hand, which
was a fine ruby ring set round with diamonds, in a
gold snuff-box. There was for the second, a little
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Cupid set with brilliants: and besides these, a set of
fine china for the tea-table enchased in gold, japan
trunks, fans, and many gallantries of the same nature.
All the men of quality at Vienna were spectators; but
the ladies only had permission to shoot, and the arch-
duchess Amelia carried off the first prize. I was very
well pleased with having seen this entertainment, and
I do not know but it might make as good a figure as
the prize-shooting in the Eneid, if I could write as
well as Virgil. This is the favourite pleasure of the
emperor, and there is rarely a week without some feast
of this kind, which makes the young ladies skilful
enough to defend a fort. They laughed very much to
see me afraid to handle a gun.

My dear sister, you will easily pardon an abrupt
conclusion. I believe, by this time, you are ready to
fear I shall never conclude at all.

TO,THE LADY RICH

Vienna, Sept. 20, 1716.

I am extremely pleased, but not at all surprised, at the
long delightful letter you have had the goodness to
send me. I know that you can think of an absent
friend even in the midst of a court, and you love to
oblige, where you can have no view of a return; and
I expect from you that you should love me, and think
of me, when you don’t see me.

I have compassion for the mortifications that you

~ tell me befel our little friend, and I pity her much

more, since I know that they are only owing to the
barbarous customs of our country. Upon my word,
if she were here, she would have no other fault but
that of being something too young for the fashion, and
she has nothing to do but to transplant herself hither
about seven years hence, to be again a young and
blooming beauty. I can assure you that wrinkles, or
a small stoop in the shoulders, nay, even grey hairs, are
no objection to the making new conquests. I know
you cannot easily figure to yourself a young fellow of
five-and-twenty ogling my Lady Suffolk with passion,
or pressing to hand the Countess of Oxford from an
opera. But such are the sights I see every day, and I
don’t perceive any body surprised at them but myself.
A woman, till five-and-thirty, is only looked upon
as a raw girl, and can possibly make no noise in the
world till about forty. I don’t know what your lady-
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ship may think of this matter; but ’tis a considerable
comfort to me, to know there is upon earth such a
paradise for old women; and I am content to be
insignificant at present, in the design of returning
when I am fit to appear no where else. I cannot help
lamenting on this occasion, the pitiful case of too many
good English ladies, long since retired to prudery and
ratafia, whom if their stars had luckily conducted
hither, would shine in the first rank of beauties.
Besides, that perplexing word reputation has quite
another meaning here than what you give it at London;
and getting a lover is so far from losing, that ’tis
properly getting reputation; ladies being much more
respected in regard to the rank of their lovers, than
that of their husbands.

But what you’ll think very odd, the two sects that
divide our whole nation of petticoats, are utterly
unknown in this place. Here are neither coquettes
nor prudes. No woman dares appear coquette enough
to encourage two lovers at a time. And I have not
seen any such prudes as to pretend fidelity to their
husbands, who are certainly the best natured set of
people in the world, and look upon their wives’ gallants
as favourably as men do upon their deputies, that
take the troublesome part of their business off their
hands. They have not however the less to do on that
account; for they are generally deputies in another
place themselves; in one word, ’tis the established
custom for every lady to have two husbands, one that
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bears the name, and another that performs the duties.
And these engagements are so well known, that it
would be a downright affront, and publicly resented,
if you invited 2 woman of quality to dinner, without,
at the same time, inviting her two attendants of lover
and husband, between whom she sits in state with
great gravity. ‘The sub-marriages generally last twenty
years together, and the lady often commands the poor
lover’s estate, even to the utter ruin of his family.
These connections, indeed, are as seldom begun by
any real passion as other matches; for a man makes but
an ill figure that is not in some commerce of this
nature; and a woman looks out for a lover as soon as
she’s married, as part of her equipage, without which
she could not be genteel; and the first article of the
treaty is establishing the pension, which remains to
the lady, in case the gallant should prove inconstant.
This chargeable point of honour I look upon as the
real foundation of so many wonderful instances of
constancy. I really know some women of the first
quality, whose pensions are as well known as their
annual rents, and yet nobody esteems them the less ;
on the contrary, their discretion would be called in
question, if they should be suspected to be mistresses
for nothing. A great part of their emulation consists
in trying who shall get most; and having no intrigue
at all, is so far a disgrace, that, I’ll assure you, a lady,
who is very much my friend here, told me but yester-
day, how much I was obliged to her for justifying my
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conduct in a conversation relating to me, where it was
publicly asserted, that I could not possibly have common
sense, since I had been in town above a fortnight, and
had made no steps towards commencing an amour.
My friend pleaded for me, that my stay was uncertain,
and she believed that was the cause of my seeming
stupidity; and this was all she could find to say in my
justification.

But one of the pleasantest adventures I ever met
with in my life was last night, and it will give you a
just idea in what a delicate manner the belles passions
are managed in this country. I was at the assembly of
the Countess of , and the young Count of
leading me down stairs, asked me how long I was to
stay at Vienna? I made answer, that my stay depended
on the emperor, and it was not in my power to deter-
mine it. Well, madam, (said he,) whether your time
here is to be long or short, I think you ought to pass
it agreeably, and to that end you must engage in a
little affair of the heart.— My heart (answered I
gravely enough) does not engage very easily, and I
have no design of parting with it. I see, madam, (said
he sighing,) by the ill nature of that answer, I am not
to hope for it, which is a great mortification to me that
am charmed with you. But, however, I am still
devoted to your service; and since I am not worthy of
entertaining you myself, do me the honour of letting
me know whom you like best among us, and I’ll
engage to manage the affair entirely to your satisfac-
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tion. — You may judge in what manner I should have
received this compliment in my own country; but I
was well enough acquainted with the way of this, to
know that he really intended me an obligation, and I
thanked him with a very grave courtesy for his zeal to
serve me, and only assured him I had no occasion to
make use of it.

Thus you see, my dear, that gallantry and good-
breeding are as different, in different climates, as
morality and religion. Who have the rightest notions
of both, we shall never know till the day of judgment;
for which great day of éclaircissement, I own there is
very little impatience in your, &c. &c.




TO MRS. THISTLETHWAYTE

Vienna, Sept. 26, 1716.

I was never more agreeably surprised than by your
obliging letter. "Tis a peculiar mark of my esteem
that I tell you so; and I can assure you, that if I loved
you one grain less than I do, I should be very sorry to
see it so diverting as it is. The mortal aversion I have
to writing, makes me tremble at the thoughts of a new
correspondent; and I believe I have disobliged no less
than a dozen of my London acquaintance by refusing
to hear from them, though I did verily think they
intended to send me very entertaining letters. But I
had rather lose the pleasure of reading several witty
things, than be forced to write many stupid ones.

Yet, in spite of these considerations, I am charmed
with this proof of your friendship, and beg a continua-
tion of the same goodness, though I fear the dulness
of this will make you immediately repent of it. It is
not from Austria that one can write with vivacity, and
I am already infected with the phlegm of the country.
Even their amours and their quarrels are carried on
with a surprising temper, and they are never lively but
upon points of ceremony. There, I own, they shew
all their passions; and ’tis not long since two coaches,
meeting in a narrow street at night, the ladies in them
not being able to adjust the ceremonial of which
should go back, sat there with equal gallantry till two
in the morning, and were both so fully determined to
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die upon the spot, rather than yield in a point of that
importance, that the street would never have been
cleared till their deaths, if the emperor had not sent
his guards to part them; and even then they refused to
stir, till the expedient could be found out of taking
them both out in chairs, exactly in the same moment.
After the ladies were agreed, it was with some difficulty
that the pas was decided between the two coachmen,
no less tenacious of their rank than the ladies.

This passion is so omnipotent in the breasts of the
women, that even their husbands never die but they
are ready to break their hearts, because that fatal hour
puts an end to their rank, no widows having any place
at Vienna. The men are not much less touched with
this point of honour, and they do not only scorn to
marry, but even to make love to any woman of a
family not as illustrious as their own; and the pedigree
is much more considered by them, than either the
complexion or features of their mistresses. Happy are
the she’s that can number amongst their ancestors
counts of the empire; they have neither occasion for
beauty, money, nor good conduct, to get them hus-
bands. "Tis true, as to money, it is seldom any advantage
to the man they marry; the laws of Austria confine the
woman’s portion to two thousand florins (about two
hundred pounds English), and whatever they have
beside remains in their own possession and disposal.
Thus, here are many ladies much richer than their
husbands, who are, however, obliged to allow them
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pin-money agreeably to their quality; and I attribute
to this considerable branch of prerogative, the liberty
that they take upon other occasions.

I am sure you, that know my laziness, and extreme
indifference on this subject, will pity me, entangled
amongst all these ceremonies, which are a wonderful
burthen to me, though I am the envy of the whole
town, having, by their own customs, the pas before
them .all. They indeed so revenge, upon the poor
envoys, this great respect shewn to ambassadors, that
(with all my indifference) I should be very uneasy to
suffer it. Upon days of ceremony they have no entrance
at court, and on other days must content themselves
with walking after every soul, and being the very last
taken notice of. But I must write a volume to let you
know all the ceremonies, and I have already said too
much on so dull a subject, which, however, employs
the whole care of the people here. I need not, after
this, tell you how agreeably time slides away with me;

you know as well as I do the taste of,
Your, &c. &c.

TO THE LADY X—

Vienna, Oct. 1, 1716.
You desire me, madam, to send you some accounts
of the customs here, and at the same time a description
of Vienna. I am always willing to obey your com-
mands; but you must, upon this occasion, take the will
for the deed. If I should undertake to tell you all the
particulars, in which the manners here differ from
ours, I must write a whole quire of the dullest stuff
that ever was read, or printed without being read.
Their dress agrees with the French or English in no
one article, but wearing petticoats. They have many
fashions peculiar to themselves; they think it indecent
for a widow ever to wear green or rose colour, but all
the other gayest colours at her own discretion. The
assemblies here are the only regular diversion, the
operas being always at court, and commonly on some
particular occasion. Madam Rabutin has the assembly
constantly every night at her house; and the other
ladies, whenever they have a mind to display the
magnificence of their apartments, or oblige a friend
by complimenting them on the day of their saint, they
declare that on such a day the assembly shall be at
their house in honour of the feast of the Count or
Countess such a one. These days are called days
of Gala, and all the friends or relations of the lady,
whose saint it is, are obliged to appear in their best
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clothes, and all their jewels. The mistress of the
house takes no particular notice of any body, nor
returns any body’s visit; and whoever pleases may go,
without the formality of being presented. The com-
pany are entertained with ice in several forms, winter
and summer; afterwards they divide into several
parties of ombre, piquet, or conversation, all games of
hazard being forbidden.

I saw t’ other day the gala for Count Altheim, the
emperor’s favourite, and never in my life saw so many
fine clothes ill-fancied. They embroider the richest
gold stuffs; and provided they can make their clothes
expensive enough, that is all the taste they shew in
them. On other days, the general dress is a scarf, and
what you please under it.

But now I am speaking of Vienna, I am sure you
expect I should say something of the convents; they
are of all sorts and sizes, but I am best pleased with
that of St. Lawrence, where the ease and neatness
they seem to live with, appears to be much more
edifying than those stricter orders, where perpetual
penance and nastiness must breed discontent and
wretchedness. The nuns are all of quality. I think
there are to the number of fifty. They have each of
them a little cell perfectly clean, the walls of which
are covered with pictures more or less fine, according
to their quality. A long white stone gallery runs by
all of them, furnished with the pictures of exemplary
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sisters; the chapel is extremely neat and richly adorned.
But I could not forbear laughing at their shewing me
a wooden head of our Saviour, which, they assured me,
spoke during the siege of Vienna; and, as a proof of it,
bid me mark his mouth, which had been open ever
since. Nothing can be more becoming than the dress
of these nuns. It is a white robe, the sleeves of which
are turned up with fine white callico, and their head-
dress the same, excepting a small veil of black crape
that falls behind. They have a lower sort of serving
nuns, that wait on them as their chambermaids. They
receive all visits of women, and play at ombre in their
chambers, with permission of their abbess, which is
very easy to be obtained. I never saw an old woman so
good-natured; she is near fourscore, and yet shews
very little sign of decay, being still lively and cheerful.
She caressed me as if I had been her daughter, giving
me some pretty things of her own work, and sweet-
meats in abundance. The grate is not of the most
rigid; it is not very hard to put a head through, and I
don’t doubt but a man, a little more slender than
ordinary, might squeeze in his whole person. The
young Count of Salmes came to the grate while I was
there, and the abbess gave him her hand to kiss. But
I was surprised to find here, the only beautiful young
woman I have seen at Vienna, and not only beautiful
but genteel, witty, and agreeable, of a great family, and
who had been the admiration of the town. I could
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not forbear shewing my surprise at seeing a nun like
her. She made me a thousand obliging compliments,
and desired me to come often. It will be an infinite
pleasure to me, (said she, sighing,) but I avoid, with
the greatest care, seeing any of my former acquaintance,
and whenever they come to our convent, I lock myself
in my cell. I observed tears come into her eyes, which
touched me extremely, and I began to talk to her in
that strain of tender pity she inspired me with; but she
would not own to me that she is not perfectly happy.
I have since endeavoured to learn the real cause of her
retirement, without being able to get any other account,
but that every body was surprised at it, and nobody
guessed the reason.

I have been several times to see her; but it gives me
too much melancholy to see so agreeable a young
creature buried alive. I am not surprised that nuns
have so often inspired violent passions; the pity one
naturally feels for them, when they seem worthy of
another destiny, making an easy way for yet more
tender sentiments. I never in my life had so little
charity for the Roman-catholic religion, as since I see
the misery it occasions; so many poor unhappy women!
and then the gross superstition of the common people,
who are, some or other of them, day and night, offering
bits of candle to the wooden figures that are set up
almost in every street. The processions I see very
often, are a pageantry as offensive, and apparently
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contradictory to common sense, as the pagods of China.
God knows whether it be the womanly spirit of con-
tradiction that works in me; but there never before
was such zeal against popery in the heart of,

Dear madam, &c. &c.
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TO MR. —

Vienna, Oct. 10, 1716.

I pEsErVE not all the reproaches you make me. If
I have been some time without answering your letter,
it is not, that I don’t know how many thanks are due
to you for it; or that I am stupid enough to prefer any
amusements to the pleasure of hearing from you;
but after the professions of esteem you have so oblig-
ingly made me, I cannot help delaying, as long as I
can, shewing you that you are mistaken. If you are
sincere, when you say you expect to be extremely
entertained by my letters, I ought to be mortified at
the disappointment that I am sure you will receive,
when you hear from me; though I have done my best
endeavours to find out something worth writing to you.

I have seen every thing that was to be seen with
a very diligent curiosity. Here are some fine villas,
particularly the late Prince of Litchtenstein’s; but the
statues are all modern, and the pictures not of the first
hands. *Tis true, the emperor has some of great value.
I was yesterday to see the repository, which they call
his treasure, where they seem to have been more
diligent in amassing a great quantity of things, than
in the choice of them. I spent above five hours there,
and yet there were very few things that stopped me
long to consider them. But the number is prodigious,
being a very long gallery filled on both sides, and five
large rooms. There is a vast quantity of paintings,
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among which are many fine miniatures; but the most
valuable pictures are a few of Corregio, those of Titian
being at the Favorita.

The cabinet of jewels did not appear to me so rich
as I expected to see it. They shewed me here a cup,
about the size of a tea-dish, of one entire emerald,
which they had so particular a respect for, that only
the Emperor has the liberty of touching it. There is a
large cabinet full of curiosities of clock-work, only one
of which I thought worth observing, that was a craw-
fish, with all the motions so natural, that it was hard
to distinguish it from the life.

The next cabinet was a large collection of agates,
some of them extremely beautiful, and of an uncommon
size, and several vases of lapis lazuli. I was surprised
to see the cabinet of medals so poorly furnished; I did
not remark one of any value, and they are kept in a
most ridiculous disorder. As to the antiques, very few
of them deserve that name. Upon my saying they were
modern, I could not forbear laughing at the answer
of the profound antiquary that shewed them, that
they were ancient enough; for, to his knowledge, they had
been there these forty years. But the next cabinet
diverted me yet better, being nothing else but a parcel
of wax babies, and toys in ivory, very well worthy to
be presented to children of five years old. Two of the
rooms were wholly filled with these trifles of all kinds,
set in jewels, amongst which I was desired to observe
a crucifix, that they assured me had spoken very wisely
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to the Emperor Leopold. I won’t trouble you with a
catalogue of the rest of the lumber; but I must not
forget to mention a small piece of loadstone that held
up an anchor of steel too heavy for me to lift. This is
what I thought most curious in the whole treasure.
There are some few heads of ancient statues; but
several of them are defaced by modern additions.

I foresee that you will be very little satisfied with
this letter, and I dare hardly ask you to be good-
natured enough to charge the dulness of it on the
barrenness of the subject, and to overlook the stupidity
of, Your, &c. &c.
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TO THE COUNTESS OF MAR

Prague, Nov. 17, 1716.

I HoPE my dear sister wants no new proofs,of my
sincere affection for her: but I am sure, if you do,
I could not give you a stronger than writing at this
time, after three days, or, more properly speaking,
three nights and days, hard post-travelling.

The kingdom of Bohemia is the most desert of any
I have seen in Germany. The villages are so poor,
and the post-houses so miserable, that clean straw and
fair water are blessings not always to be met with,
and better accommodation not to be hoped for. Though
I carried my own bed with me, I could not sometimes
find a place to set it up in; and I rather chose to travel
all night, as cold as it is, wrapped up in my furs, than
go into the common stoves, which are filled with a
mixture of all sorts of ill scents.

This town was once the royal seat of the Bohemian

kings, and is still the capital of the kingdom. ‘There
are yet some remains of its former splendour, being
one of the largest towns in Germany, but, for the
most part, old built, and thinly inhabited, which makes
the houses very cheap. Those people of quality, who
cannot easily bear the expence of Vienna, choose to
reside here, where they have assemblies, music, and
all other diversions (those of a court excepted), at very
moderate rates, all things being here in great abun-
dance, especially the best wild-fowl I ever tasted.
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I have already been visited by some of the most con-
siderable ladies, whose relations I know at Vienna.
They are dressed after the fashions there, after the
manneg that the people at Exeter imitate those of
London; that is, their imitation is more excessive than
the original. "Tis not easy to describe what extra-
ordinary figures they make. The person is so much
lost between head-dress and petticoat, that they have
as much occasion to write upon their backs, “This is a
Woman,” for the information of travellers, as ever
sign-post painter had to write, “This is a Bear.’

I will not forget to write to you again from Dresden
and Leipzig, being much more solicitous to content
your curiosity, than to indulge my own repose.

I am, &c.
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TO THE COUNTESS OF MAR

Leipzig, Nov. 21, 1716.
I BELIEVE, dear sister, you will easily forgive my not
writing to you from Dresden, as I promised, when I
tell you, that I never went out of my chaise from
Prague to this place.

You may imagine how heartily I was tired with
twenty-four hours’ post-travelling, without sleep or
refreshment (for I can never sleep in a coach, however
fatigued). We passed, by moonshine, the frightful
precipices that divide Bohemia from Saxony, at the
bottom of which runs the river Elbe; but I cannot say,
that I had reason to fear drowning in it, being perfectly
convinced, that, in case of a tumble, it was utterly im-
possible to come alive to the bottom. In many places,
the road is so narrow, that I could not discern an inch
of space between the wheels and the precipice. Yet I
was so good a wife, as not to wake Mr. Wortley, who
was fast asleep by my side, to make him share in my
fears, since the danger was unavoidable, till I perceived,
by the bright light of the moon, our postilions nodding
on horseback, while the horses were on a full gallop.
Then indeed I thought it very convenient to call out to
desire them to look where they were going. My calling
waked Mr. Wortley, and he was much more surprised
than myself at the situation we were in, and assured me,
that he passed the Alps five times in different places,
without ever having gone a road so dangerous. I have

85




been told since, that it is common to find the bodies of
travellers in the Elbe; but, thank God, that was not our
destiny; and we came safe to Dresden, so much tired
with fear and fatigue, it was not possible for me to com-
pose myself to write.

After passing these dreadful rocks, Dresden appeared
to me a wonderfully agreeable situation, in a fine large
plain on the banks of the Elbe. I was very glad to stay
there a day to rest myself. The town is the neatest I
have seen in Germany; most of the houses are new built;
the Elector’s palace is very handsome, and his repository
full of curiosities of different kinds, with a collection of
medals very much esteemed. Sir , our King’s
envoy, came to see me here, and Madame de L >
whom I knew in London, when her husband was
minister to the King of Poland there. She offered me
all things in her power to entertain me, and brought
some ladies with her, whom she presented to me. The
Saxon ladies resemble the Austrian no more than the
Chinese do those of London; they are very genteelly
dressed, after the English and French modes, and have
generally pretty faces, but they are the most determined
minaudiéres in the whole world. They would think it a
mortal sin against good-breeding, if they either spoke or
moved in a natural manner. They all affect a little soft
lisp, and a pretty pitty-pat step; which female frailties
ought, however, to be forgiven them, in favour of their
civility and good nature to strangers, which I have a
great deal of reason to praise.
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The Countess of Cozelle is kept prisoner in a
melancholy castle, some leagues from hence; and I
cannot forbear telling you what I have heard of her,
because it seems to me very extraordinary, though I
foresee I shall swell my letter to the size of a pacquet.
—She was mistress to the King of Poland (Elector
of Saxony), with so absolute a dominion over him, that
never any lady had so much power in that court. They
tell a pleasant story of his Majesty’s first declaration of
love, which he made in a visit to her, bringing in one
hand a bag of a hundred thousand crowns, and in the
other a horse-shoe, which he snapped asunder before
her face, leaving her to draw the consequences of such
remarkable proofs of strength and liberality. I know
not which charmed her most; but she consented to
leave her husband, and to give herself up to him entirely,
being divorced publicly, in such a manner as, by their
laws, permits either party to marry again. God knows
whether it was at this time, or in some other fond fit,
but it is certain, the King had the weakness to make her
a formal contract of marriage; which, though it could
signify nothing during the life of the Queen, pleased her
so well, that she could not be contented, without telling
it to all the people she saw, and giving herself the airs of
a queen. Men endure everything while they are in
love; but when the excess of passion was cooled by long
possession, his Majesty began to reflect on the ill con-
sequences of leaving such a paper in her hands, and
desired to have it restored to him. But she rather chose
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to endure all the most violent effects of his anger, than
give it up; and though she is one of the richest and most
avaricious ladies of her country, she has refused the
offer of the continuation of a large pension, and the
security of a vast sum of money she has amassed; and
has, at last,* provoked the King to confine her person
to a castle, where she endures all the terrors of a strait
imprisonment, and remains still inflexible, either to
threats or promises. Her violent passions have brought
her indeed into fits, which it is supposed will soon put
an end to her life. I cannot forbear having some com-
passion for a woman that suffers for a point of honour,
however mistaken, especially in a country where
points of honour are not over-scrupulously observed
among ladies.

I could have wished Mr. Wortley’s business had
permitted him a longer stay at Dresden.

* Perhaps I am partial to a town where they profess
the protestant religion; but every thing seemed to me
with quite another air of politeness than I have found
in other places. Leipzig, where I am at present, is a
town very considerable for its trade; and I take this
opportunity of buying pages’ liveries, gold stuffs for
myself, &c. all things of that kind being at least double
the price at Vienna; partly because of the excessive
customs, and partly through want of genius and
industry in the people, who make no one sort of thing
there; so that the ladies are obliged to send, even for

1 In the previous month.
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their shoes, out of Saxony. The fair here is one of the
most considerable in Germany, and the resort of all
the people of quality, as well as of the merchants.
This is also'a fortified town, but I avoid ever men-
tioning fortifications, being sensible that I know not
how to speak of them. I am the more easy under my
ignorance, when I reflect that I am sure you will
willingly forgive the omission; for if I made you the
most exact description of all the ravelins and bastions
I see in my travels, I dare swear you would ask me,
What is a ravelin? and, What is a bastion?
Adieu, my dear sister!
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TO THE COUNTESS OF MAR

Brunswick, Nov. 23, 1716.

I am just come to Brunswick, a very old town, but
which has the advantage of being the capital of the
Duke of Wolfenbuttle’s dominions, a family (not to
speak of its ancient honours) illustrious, by having its
younger branch on the throne of England, and having
given two empresses to Germany. I have not for-
gotten to drink your health here in mum, which I
think very well deserves its reputation of being the
best in the world. This letter is the third I have
writ to you during my journey; and I declare to you,
that if you don’t send me immediately a full and true
account of all the changes and chances among our
London acquaintance, I will not write you any
description of Hanover (where I hope to be to-night),
though I know you have more curiosity to hear of
that place than any other.

Q0

TO THE COUNTESS OF BRISTOL

Hanover, Nov. 25, 1716.
I rEcEIVED your ladyship’s letter but the day before
I left Vienna, though, by the date, I ought to have
had it much sooner; but nothing was ever worse
regulated than the post in most parts of Germany.
I can assure you, the pacquet at Prague was behind
my chaise, and in that manner conveyed to Dresden,
so that the secrets of half the country were at my
mercy, if I had had any curiosity for them. I would
not longer delay my thanks for yours, though the
number of my acquaintances here, and my duty of
attending at court, leave me hardly any time to dispose
of. I am extremely pleased that I can tell you, without
flattery or partiality, that our young prince? has all the
accomplishments that it is possible to have at his age,
with an air of sprightliness and understanding, and
something so very engaging and easy in his behaviour,
that he needs not the advantage of his rank to appear
charming. I had the honour of a long conversation
with him last night, before the King came in. His
governor retired on purpose (as he told me afterwards)
that I might make some judgment of his genius, by
hearing him speak without constraint; and I was
surprised at the quickness and politeness that appeared

1 The king’s grandson, Frederick, who died as Prince of
Wales during the reign of his father, George II.
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in every thing he said; joined to a person perfectly
agreeable, and the fine fair hair of the princess.

This town is neither large nor handsome; but the
palace is capable of holding a much greater court
than that of St. James’s. The King has had the good-
ness to appoint us a lodging in one part of it, without
which we should have been very ill accommodated;
for the vast number of English crowds the town so
much, it is very good luck to get one sorry room in a
miserable tavern. I dined to-day with the Portuguese
ambassador, who thinks himself very happy to have two
wretched parlours in an inn. I have now made the
tour of Germany, and cannot help observing a con-
siderable difference between travelling here and in
England. One sees none of those fine seats of noblemen,
so common amongst us, nor any thing like a country
gentleman’s house, though they have many situations
perfectly fine. But the whole people are divided into
absolute sovereignties, where all the riches and mag-
nificence are at court, or into communities of
merchants, such as Nuremburg and Frankfort, where
they live always in town for the convenience of trade.
The King’s company of French comedians play here
every night. They are very well dressed, and some of
them not ill actors. His Majesty dines and sups
constantly in public. The court is very numerous, and
his affability and goodness make it one of the most
agreeable places in the world, to

Dear madam, your Ladyship’s, &c.
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TO THE LADY RICH

Hanover, Dec. 1, 1716.

I am very glad, my dear Lady Rich, that you have
been so well pleased, as you tell me, at the report of
my returning to England; though, like other pleasures,
I can assure you it has no real foundation. I hope you
know me enough to take my word against any report
concerning me. “Tis true, as to distance of place, I am
much nearer to London than I was some weeks ago;
but as to the thoughts of a return, I never was farther
off in my life. I own, I could with great joy indulge
the pleasing hopes of seeing you, and the very few
others that share my esteem; but while Mr. Wortley
is determined to proceed in his design, I am determined
to follow him.

I am running on upon my own affairs, that is to
say, 1 am going to write very dully, as most people
do when they write of themselves. I will make haste
to change the disagreeable subject, by telling you, that
I am now got into the region of beauty. All the women
have literally rosy cheeks, snowy foreheads and bosoms,
Jet eye-brows, and scarlet lips, to which they generally
add coal-back hair. Those perfections never leave
them till the hour of their deaths, and have a very fine
effect by candle-light; but I could wish they were
handsome with a little more variety. They resemble
one another as much as Mrs. Salmon’s court of Great
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Britain,! and are in as much danger of melting away,
by too nearly approaching the fire, which they for
that reason carefully avoid, though it is now such
excessively cold weather, that I believe they suffer
extremely by that piece of self-denial.

The snow is already very deep, and the people
begin to slide about in their traineaus. This is a
favourite diversion all over Germany. They are little
machines fixed upon a sledge, that hold a lady and
gentleman, and are drawn by one horse. The gentle-
man has the honour of driving, and they move with a
prodigious swiftness. The lady, the horse, and the
traineau, are all as fine as they can be made; and when
there are many of them together, it is a very agreeable
show. At Vienna, where all pieces of magnificence
are carried to excess, there are sometimes machines
of this kind, that cost five or six hundred pounds
English.

The Duke of Wolfenbuttle is now at this court;
you know he is nearly related to our King, and uncle
to the reigning Empress, who is, I believe, the most
beautiful princess upon earth. She is now with child,
which is all the consolation of the imperial court, for
the loss of the Archduke. I took my leave of her the
day before I left Vienna, and she began to speak to me
with so much grief and tenderness, of the death of that
young prince, I had much ado to withhold my tears.
You know that I am not at all partial to people for

1 A waxwork exhibition in Fleet Street, London.
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their titles; but I own, that I love that charming
princess (if I may use so familiar an expression); and
if I had not, I should have been very much moved
at the tragical end of an only son, born after being so
long desired, and at length killed by want of good
management, weaning him in the beginning of the
winter.

Adieu, dear Lady Rich; continue to write to me,
and believe none of your goodness is lost upon

Your, &c.

95




TO THE COUNTESS OF MAR

Blankenburg,! Dec. 17, 1716.
I RECEIVED yours, dear sister, the very day I left
Hanover. You may easily imagine I was then in too
great a hurry to answer it; but you see I take the
first opportunity of doing myself that pleasure.

I came here the 15th, very late at night, after a
terrible journey, in the worst roads and weath.er Fhat
ever poor traveller suffered. I have taken this little
fatigue merely to oblige the reigning Empress, and
carry a message from her Imperial Majesty to the
Duchess of Blankenburg, her mother, who is a princess
of great address and good-breeding, and may be still
called a fine woman. It was so late when I came to
this town, I did not think it proper to disturb the Duke
and Duchess with the news of my arrival; so I took
up my quarters in a miserable inn: but as soon as I had
sent my compliments to their highnesses, they imme-
diately sent me their own coach and six horses, wh}ch
had however enough to do to draw us up the very hxg.h
hill on which the castle is situated. The Duchess is
extremely obliging to me, and this little court is not
without its diversions. The Duke taillys at basset?
every night; and the Duchess tells me, she is so well
pleased with my company, that it makes her play less
than she used to do. I should find it very difficult to
steal time to write, if she was not now at church, where

1 Near Brunswick. 2 A card game.
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I cannot wait on her, not understanding the language
enough to pay my devotions in it.

You will not forgive me, if I do not say something
of Hanover; I cannot tell you that the town is either
large or magnificent. The opera-house, which was

‘built by the late Elector, is much finer than that of

Vienna. I was very sorry that the ill weather did not
permit me to see Hernhausen in all its beauty; but, in
spite of the snow, I thought the gardens very fine.
I was particularly surprised at the vast number of
orange-trees, much larger than any I have ever seen
in England, though this climate is certainly colder.
But I had more reason to wonder that night at the
King’s table, to see a present from a gentleman of this
country, of two large baskets full of ripe oranges and
lemons of different sorts, many of which were quite
new to me; and, what I thought worth all the rest,
two ripe ananas! which, to my taste, are a fruit
perfectly delicious. You know they are naturally the
growth of Brazil, and I could not imagine how they
came here, but by enchantment. Upon enquiry,
I learnt that they have brought their stoves to such
perfection, they lengthen their summer as long as
they please, giving to every plant the degree of heat it
would receive from the sun in its native soil. The
effect is very nearly the same; I am surprised we do
not practise in England so useful an invention.

"This reflection leads me to consider our obstinacy

1 Pine-apples.
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in shaking with cold five months in the year, rather
than make use of stoves, which are certainly one of
the greatest conveniences of life. Besides, they are so
far from spoiling the form of a room, that they add
very much to the magnificence of it, when they are
painted and gilt, as they are at Vienna, or at Presgen,
where they are often in the shapes of china jars,
statues, or fine cabinets, so naturally represented, th:&t
they are not to be distinguished. If ever I return, in
defiance to the fashion, you shall certainly see one in
the chamber of, Dear sister, Your, &c.

I will write often, since you desire iF: but I must
beg you to be a little more particular in yours; you
fancy me at forty miles’ distance, and forget, that,
after so long an absence, I cannot understand hints.

TO THE LADY RICH

Vienna, Jan. 1, 1717.
I HAVE just received here at Vienna, your ladyship’s
compliments on my return to England, sent me from
Hanover.

You see, madam, all things that are asserted with
confidence are not absolutely true; and that you have
no sort of reason to complain of me for making my
designed return a mystery to you, when you say, all
the world are informed of it. You may tell all the
world in my name, that they are never so well informed
of my affairs as I am myself; that I am very positive
I am at this time at Vienna, where the carnival is
begun, and all sorts of diversions are carried to the
greatest height, except that of masquing, which is
never permitted during a war with the Turks. The
balls are in public places, where the men pay a gold
ducat! at entrance, but the ladies nothing. I am told,
that these houses get sometimes a thousand ducats in a
night. They are very magnificently furnished, and
the music good, if they had not that detestable custom
of mixing hunting horns with it, that almost deafen the
company. But that noise is so agreeable here, they
never make a concert without them. The ball always
concludes with English country dances, to the number
of thirty or forty couple, and so ill danced, that there
is very little pleasure in them. They know but half a

1 About nine shillings.
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dozen, and they have danced them over and over
these fifty years: I would fain have taught them some
new ones, but I found it would be some months’
labour to make them comprehend them.

Last night there was an Italian comedy acted at
court. The scenes were pretty, but the comedy itself
such intolerably low farce, without either wit or
humour, that I was surprised how all the court could
sit there attentively for four hours together. No
women are suffered to act on the stage, and the men
dressed like them were such awkward figures, they
very much added to the ridicule of the spectacle.
What completed the diversion, was the excessive
cold, which was so great, I thought I should have
died there.

It is now the very extremity of the winter here; the
Danube is entirely frozen, and the weather not to
be supported without stoves and furs; but, however,
the air so clear, almost every body is well, and colds
not half so common as in England. I am persuaded
there cannot be a purer air, nor more wholesome, than
that of Vienna. The plenty and excellence of all sorts
of provisions are greater here than in any place I ever
was before, and it is not very expensive to keep a
splendid table. It is really a pleasure to pass through
the markets, and see the abundance of what we should
think rarities, of fowls and venison, that are daily
brought in from Hungary and Bohemia. They want
nothing but shell-fish, and are so fond of oysters, that
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they have them sent from Venice, and eat them very
greedily, stink or not stink.

Thus I obey your commands, madam, in giving
you an account of Vienna, though I know you will
not be satisfied with it. You chide me for my laziness,
in not telling you a thousand agreeable and surprising
things, that you say you are sure I have seen and
heard. Upon my word, madam, it is my regard to
truth; and not laziness, that I do not entertain you
with as many prodigies as other travellers use to
divert their readers with. I might easily pick up
wonders in every town I pass through, or tell you a
long series of popish miracles; but I cannot fancy, that
there is any thing new in letting you know that priests
will lie, and the mob believe, all the world over. Then
as for news, that you are so inquisitive about, how can
it be entertaining to you (that don’t know the people)
that the Prince of has forsaken the Countess
of ? or that the Prince such a one has an intrigue
with the Countess such a one? Would you have me
write novels like the Countess of D’ ? and is it
not better to tell you a plain truth,

That I am, &c.
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TO THE COUNTESS OF MAR

Vienna, Jan. 16, 1717.

I aM now, dear sister, to take leave of you for a long
time, and of Vienna for ever; designir?g to-morrow
to begin my journey through Hungary, in spite of the
excessive cold, and deep snows, which are enough to
damp a greater courage than I am mistress of. But
my principles of passive obedience carry me through
every thing.

I have had my audience of leave of the Empress.
His Imperial Majesty was pleased to be present, when
I waited on the reigning Empress; and after a very
obliging conversation, both their Imperial Majesties
invited me to take Vienna in my road back; but I
have no thoughts of enduring, over again, so great a
fatigue. I delivered a letter from the Duchess of
Blankenburg. I staid but a few days at that court,
though her highness pressed me very much to stay;
and when I left her, engaged me to write to her.'

I wrote you a long letter from thence, which I

hope you have received, though you don’t mention it; '

but I believe I forgot to tell you one curiosity in-all
the German courts, which I cannot forbear taking
notice of: All the princes keep favourite dwarfs. The
Emperor and Empress have two of these little monsters,
as ugly as devils, especially the female; but they are all
bedaubed with diamonds, and stand at her Majesty’s
elbow, in all public places. The Duke of Wolfenbuttle
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has one, and the Duchess of Blankenburg is not
without hers, but indeed the most proportionable
I ever saw. I am told the King of Denmark has so
far improved upon this fashion, that his dwarf is his
chief minister. I can assign no reason for their fond-
ness for these pieces of deformity, but the opinion all
the absolute princes have, that it is below them to
converse with the rest of mankind; and, not to be
quite alone, they are forced to seck their companions
among the refuse of human nature, these creatures
being the only part of their court privileged to talk
freely to them.

I am at present confined to my chamber by a sore
throat; and am really glad of the excuse, to avoid
seeing people that I love well enough to be very much
mortified when I think I am going to part with them
for ever. It is true, the Austrians are not commonly
the most polite people in the world, nor the most
agreeable. But Vienna is inhabited by all nations, and
I had formed to myself a little society of such as were
perfectly to my own taste. And though the number
was not very great, I could never pick up, in any other
place, such a number of reasonable, agreeable people.
We were almost always together, and you know I have
ever been of opinion, that a chosen conversation,
composed of a few that one esteems, is the greatest
happiness of life.

Here are some Spaniards of both sexes, that have all
the vivacity and generosity of sentiments anciently
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ascribed to their nation; and could I believe that the
whole kingdom were like them, I would wish nothing
more than to end my days there. The ladies of my
acquaintance have so much goodness for me, they cry
whenever they see me, since I have determined to
undertake this journey. And, indeed, I am not very
easy when I reflect on what I am going to suffer.
Almost every body I see frights me with some new
difficulty. Prince Eugene has been so good as to say
all the things he could to persuade me to stay till the
Danube is thawed, that I may have the conveniency
of going by water; assuring me, that the houses in
Hungary are such, as are no defence against the
weather; and that I shall be obliged to travel three
or four days between Buda and Essek, without finding
any house at all, through desert plains covered with
snow; where the cold is so violent, many have been
killed by it. I own these terrors have made a very
deep impression on my mind, because I believe he tells
me things truly as they are, and nobody can be better
informed of them.

Now I have named that great man, I am sure you
expect I should say something particular of him,
having the advantage of seeing him very often; but
I am as unwilling to speak of him at Vienna, as I
should be to talk of Hercules in the court of Omphale,
if T had seen him there. I don’t know what comfort
other people find in considering the weakness of great
men (because, perhaps, it brings them nearer to their

104

level), but ’tis always a mortification to me, to observe
tha}t there is no perfection in humanity. The young
Prince of Portugal is the admiration of the whole
court; he is handsome and polite, with a great vivacity. .
All the officers tell wonders of his gallantry the last
campaign. He is lodged at court with all the honours
due to his rank. — Adieu, dear sister: this is the last
account you will have from me of Vienna. If I survive
my journey, you shall hear from me again. I can say,
with great truth, in the words of Moneses, I kave long
learnt to hold myself as nothing; but when I think of
the fatigue my poor infant must suffer, I have all a

mot.her’s_ fondness in my eyes, and all her tender

passions in my heart.

P.§. I have written a letter to my Lady Rich, that

I believe she won’t like; and, upon cooler reflection,

I think I had done better to have let it alone; but

I‘ was downright peevish at all her questions, and her

ridiculous imagination that I have certainly seen

abundance of wonders which I keep to myself out of

mere malice. She is very angry that I won’t lie like

other travellers. I verily believe she expects I should

tell her of the Anthropophagi, men whose heads grow
below their shoulders; however, pray say something to
pacify her.
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TO MR. POPE

Vienna, Jan. 16, 1717.

I HAVE not time to answer your letter, being in the
hurry of preparing for my journey; but, I think, I
ought to bid adieu to my friends with the same solemnity
as if I was going to mount a breach, at least, if I am to
believe the information of the people here, who
denounce all sorts of terrors to me; and, indeed, the
weather is at present such, as very few ever set out in.
I am threatened, at the same time, with being frozen
to death, buried in the snow, and taken by the Tartars,
who ravage that part of Hungary I am to pass. "Tis
true, we shall have a considerable escorte, so that
possibly I may be diverted with a new scene, by finding
myself in the midst of a battle.

How my adventures will conclude, I leave entirely
to Providence; if comically, you shall hear of them. —
Pray be so good as to tell Mr. Congreve I have received
his letter. Make him my adieus; if I live, I will answer
it. ‘The same compliment to my Lady Rich.
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TO THE COUNTESS OF MAR

Peterwaradin, Jan. 30, 1717.

Ar length, dear sister, I am safely arrived, with all my
family, in good health, at Peterwaradin!; having
suffered so little from the rigour of the season (against
which we were well provided by furs), and found such
tolerable accommodation everywhere, by the care of
sending before, that I can hardly forbear laughing,
when I recollect all the frightful ideas that were
given me of this journey. These, I see, were wholly
owing to the tenderness of my Vienna friends,
and their desire of keeping me with them for this
winter.

Perhaps it will not be disagreeable to you, to give
a short journal of my journey, being through a country
entirely unknown to you, and very little passed, even
by the Hungarians themselves, who generally choose
to take the conveniency of going down the Danube.
We have had the blessing of being favoured with finer
weather than is common at this time of the year;
though the snow was so deep, we were obliged to have
our own coaches fixed upon traineaus, which move so
swift and so easily, ’tis by far the most agreeable
manner of travelling post. We came to Raab (the
second day from Vienna) on the seventeenth instant,
where Mr. Wortley sending word of our arrival to
the governor, the best house in the town was provided

1 Petrovaradin, a fortress near Novi Sad in Jugoslavia.
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for us, the garrison put under arms, a guard ordered
at our door, and all other honours paid to us. The
governor, and all other officers immediately waited on
Mr. Wortley, to know if there was any thing to be
done for his service. The Bishop of Temeswar came
to visit us, with great civility, earnestly pressing us to
dine with him next day; which we refusing, as being
resolved to pursue our journey, he sent us several
baskets of winter fruit, and a great variety of Hun-
garian wines, with a young hind just killed. This is
a prelate of great power in this country, of the ancient
family of Nadasti, so considerable for many ages in
this kingdom. He is a very polite, agreeable, cheerful
old man, wearing the Hungarian habit, with a venerable
white beard down to his girdle.

Raab is a strong town, well garrisoned and fortified,
and was a long time the frontier town between the
Turkish and German empires. It has its name from
the river Rab, on which it is situated, just on its
meeting with the Danube, in an open champaign
country. It was first taken by the Turks, under the
command of Pashi Sinan, in the reign of Sultan
Amurath III in the year fifteen hundred and ninety-
four. The governor, being supposed to have betrayed
it, was afterwards beheaded by the Emperor’s com-
mand. The Counts of Swartzenburg and Palfi retook
it by surprise, 1598; since which time it has remained
in the hands of the Germans, though the T'urks once
more attempted to gain it by stratagem, 1642. The
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cathedral is large and well built, which is all that I saw
remarkable in the town.

Leaving Comora on the other side the river, we
went the eighteenth to Nosmuhl, a small village,
where, however, we made shift to find tolerable
accommodation. We continued two days travelling
between this place and Buda, through the finest plains
in the world, as even as if they were paved, and
extremely fruitful; but for the most part desert and
uncultivated, laid waste by the long wars between the
Turk and the Emperor, and the more cruel civil war
occasioned by the barbarous persecution of the protes-
tant religion by the Emperor Leopold. That prince
has left behind him the character of an extraordinary
piety, and was naturally of a mild merciful temper;
but, putting his conscience into the hands of a Jesuit,
he was more cruel and treacherous to his poor Hun-
garian subjects, than ever the Turk has been to the
Christians; breaking, without scruple, his coronation
oath, and his faith, solemnly given in many public
treaties. Indeed, nothing can be more melancholy
than in travelling through Hungary, to reflect on the
former flourishing state of that kingdom, and to see
such a noble spot of earth almost uninhabited. Such
are also the present circumstances of Buda (where we
arrived very early the twenty-second), once the royal
seat of the Hungarian kings, whose palace was reckoned
one of the most beautiful buildings of the age, now
wholly destroyed, no part of the town having been
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repaired since the last siege, but the fortifications and
the castle, which is the present residence of the
Governor-general Ragule, an officer of great merit.
He came immediately to see us, and carried us in his
coach to his house, where I was received by his lady
with all possible civility, and magnificently entertained.

‘This city is situated upon a little hill on the south
side of the Danube. The castle is much higher than
the town, and from it the prospect is very noble.
Without the walls lie a vast number of little houses,
or rather huts, that they call the Rascian town, being
altogether inhabited by that peoplel The governor
assured me, it would furnish twelve thousand fighting

men. These towns look very odd; their houses stand -

in rows, many thousands of them so close together,
that they appear, at a little distance, like old-fashioned
thatched tents. They consist, every one of them, of
one hovel above, and another under ground; these are
their summer and winter apartments. Buda was first
taken by Solyman the Magnificent, 1526, and lost the
following year to Ferdinand I, King of Bohemia.
Solyman regained it, 1529, by the treachery of the
garrison, and voluntarily gave it into the hands of
King John of Hungary; after whose death, his son
being an infant, Ferdinand laid siege to it, and the
Queen mother was forced to call Solyman to her aid,

1 The descendants of Serbians who left their own country
when it was conquered by the Turks and settled on the Hungarian
side of the frontier.
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who raised the siege, but left a Turkish garrison in
the town, and commanded her to remove her court
from thence, which she was forced to submit to, 1541.
It resisted afterwards the sieges laid to it by the Marquis
of Brandenburg, 1542; the Count of Swartzenburg,
1598; General Rosworm, 1602; and the Duke of
Lorrain, commander of the Emperor’s forces, 1684,
to whom it yielded, 1686, after an obstinate defence,
Apti Bassa, the governor, being killed, fighting in the
breach with a Roman bravery. The loss of this town
was so important, and so much resented by the Thurks,
that it occasioned the deposing of their Emperor
Mahomet IV the year following.

We did not proceed on our journey till the twenty-
third, when we passed through Adam and Todowar,
both considerable towns when in the hands of the
Turks, but now quite ruined. The remains, however,
of some Turkish towns, shew something of what they
have been. This part of the country is very much
overgrown with wood, and little frequented. Tis
incredible what vast numbers of wild-fowl we saw,
which often live here to a good old age,

‘And, undisturb’d by guns, in quiet sleep.’

We came the twenty-fifth to Mohatch, and were
shewed the field near it, where Lewis, the young King
of Hungary, lost his army and his life, being drowned
in a ditch, trying to fly from Balybeus, general of
Solyman the Magnificent. This battle opened the
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first passage for the Turks into the heart of Hungary.

— I don’t name to you the little villages, of which
I can say nothing remarkable; but I’ll assure you,
I have always found a warm stove, and great plenty,
particularly of wild boar, venison, and all kinds of
gibier. The few people that inhabit Hungary, live
easily enough; they have no money, but the woods
and plains afford them provision in great abundance:
they were ordered to give us all things necessary, even
what horses we pleased to demand, gratis; but Mr.
Wortley would not oppress the poor country people,
by making use of this order, and always paid them to
the full worth of what he had. They were so surprised
at this unexpected generosity, which they are very
little used to, that they always pressed upon us, at
parting, a dozen of fat pheasants, or something of that
sort, for a present. Their dress is very primitive,
being only a plain sheep’s skin, without other dressing
than being dried in the sun, and a cap and boots of the
same stuff. You may imagine this lasts them for many
winters; and thus they have very little occasion for
money.

The twenty-sixth, we passed over the frozen Danube,
with all our equipage and carriages. We met on the
other side General Veterani, who invited us, with
great civility, to pass the night at a little castle of his,
a few miles off, assuring us we should have a very
hard day’s journey to reach Essek, which we found
but too true, the woods being very dangerous, and
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scarcely passable, from the vast quantity of wolves
that hoard in them. We came, however, safe, though
late, to Essek, where we stayed a day, to dispatch a
courier with letters to the Pasha of Belgradé; and I
took that opportunity of seeing the town, which is
not very large, but fair built, and well fortified. This
was a town of great trade, very rich and populous,
when in the hands of the Turks. It is situated on the
Drave, which runs into the Danube. The bridge was
esteemed one of the most extraordinary in the world,
being eight thousand paces long, and all built of oak.
It was burnt and the city laid in ashes by Count Lesly,
1685, but was again repaired and fortified by the
Turks, who, however, abandoned it, 1687, and
General Dunnewalt took possession of it for the
Emperor, in whose hands it has remained ever since,
and is esteemed one of the bulwarks of Hungary.

The twenty=-eighth, we went to Bocorwar, a very
large Rascian town, all built after the manner I have
described to you. We were met there by Colonel 5
who would not suffer us to go anywhere but to his
quarters, where I found his wife, a very agreeable
Hungarian lady, and his niece and daughter, two pretty
young women, crowded into three or four Rascian
houses cast into one, and made as neat and convenient
as those places are capable of being made. The Hun-
garian ladies are much handsomer than those of
Austria. All the Vienna beauties are of that country;
they are generally very fair and well-shaped, and their
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dress, I think, is extremely becoming. This lady was
in a gown of scarlet velvet, lined and faced with sables,
made exact to her shape, and the skirt falling to her
feet. The sleeves are strait to their arms, and the stays
buttoned before, with two rows of little buttons of
gold, pearl, or diamonds. On their heads they wear a
tassel of gold, that hangs low on one side, lined with
sable, or some other fine fur. — They gave us a hand-
some dinner, and I thought the conversation very
polite and agreeable. They would accompany us part
of our way.

The twenty-ninth, we arrived here, where we were
met by the commanding officer, at the head of all the
officers of the garrison. We are lodged in the best
apartment of the governor’s house, and entertained in
a very splendid manner by the Emperor’s order. We
wait here till all points are adjusted, concerning our
reception on the Turkish frontiers, Mr. Wortley’s
courier, which he sent from Essek, returned this
morning, with the pasha’s answer in a purse of scarlet
satin, which the interpreter here has translated. It is
to promise him to be honourably received. I desired
him to appoint where he would be met by the Turkish
convoy. — He has dispatched the courier back, naming
Betsko, a village in the midway between Peterwaradin
and Belgrade. We shall stay here till we receive the
answer.

Thus, dear sister, I have given you a very par-
ticular, and (I am afraid you'll think) a tedious account,
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of this part of my travels. It was not an affectation of
shewing my reading, that has made me tell you some
little scraps of the history of the towns I have passed
through; I have always avoided any thing of that kind,
when I spoke of places that I believe you knew the
story of as well as myself. But Hungary being a part
of the world that I believe quite new to you, I thought
you might read with some pleasure an account of it,
which I have been very solicitous to get from the best
hands. However, if you don’t like it, ’tis in your
power to forbear reading it. I am, dear sister, &c.

I am promised to have this letter carefully sent to
Vienna.
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TO MR. POPE

Belgrade, Feb. 12, 1717.

I pip verily intend to write you a long letter from
Peterwaradin, where I expected to stay three or four
days; but the pasha here was in such haste to see us,
that he dispatched our courier back (which Mr.
Wortley had sent to know the time he would send the
convoy to meet us) without suffering him to pull off
his boots.

My letters were not thought important enough to
stop our journey; and we left Peterwaradin the next
day, being waited on by the chief officers of the
garrison, and a considerable convoy of Germans and
Rascians. The Emperor has several regiments of these
people; but, to say the truth, they are rather plunderers
than soldiers; having no pay, and being obliged to
furnish their own arms and horses; they rather look
like vagabond gypsies, or stout beggars, than regular
troops.

I cannot forbear speaking a word of this race of
creatures, who are very numerous all over Hungary.
They have a patriarch of their own at Grand Cairo,
and are really of the Greek church; but their extreme
ignorance gives their priests occasion to impose several
new notions upon them. These fellows, letting their
hair and beard grow inviolate, make exactly the figure
of the Indian bramins. They are heirs-general to all
the money of ‘the laity; for which, in return, they
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give them formal passports signed and sealed for
heaven; and the wives and children only inherit the
house and cattle. In most other points they follow the
Greek church.

‘This little digression has interrupted my telling
you we passed over the fields of Carlowitz, where the
last great victory was obtained by Prince Eugene over
the Turks. The marks of that glorious bloody day
are yet recent, the field being yet strewed with the
skulls and carcases of unburied men, horses, and
camels. I could not look, without horror, on such
numbers of mangled human bodies, nor without
reflecting on the injustice of war, that makes murder
not only necessary but meritorious. Nothing seems
to be a plainer proof of the irrationality of mankind
(whatever fine claims we pretend to reason) than the
rage with which they contest for a small spot of
ground, when such vast parts of fruitful earth lie quite
uninhabited. It is true, custom has now made it
unavoidable; but can there be a greater demonstration
of want of reason, than a custom being firmly estal.)-
lished, so plainly contrary to the interest of man in
general? I am a good deal inclined to believe Mr.
Hobbes, that the state of nature is a state of war; but
thence I conclude human nature not rational, if the
word reason means common sense, as I suppose it
does. I have a great many admirable arguments to
support this reflection; I won’t however trouble you
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with them, but return, in a plain style, to the history
of my travels.

We were met at Betsko (a village in the midway
between Belgrade and Peterwaradin) by an aga of the
janisaries, with a body of Turks, exceeding the
Germans by one hundred men, though the pasha had
engaged to send exactly the same number. You may
judge by this of their fears. I am really persuaded,
that they hardly thought the odds of one hundred
men set them even with the Germans; however, I
was very uneasy till they were parted, fearing some
quarrel might arise, notwithstanding the parole
given.

We came late to Belgrade, the deep snows making
the ascent to it very difficult. It seems a strong city,
fortified on the east side by the Danube, and on the
south by the river Save, and was formerly the barrier
of Hungary. It was first taken by Solyman the Mag-
nificent, and since by the Emperor’s forces, led by the
Elector of Bavaria. The Emperor held it only two
years, it being retaken by the Grand Vizier. It is now
fortified with the utmost care and skill the Turks are
capable of, and strengthened by a very numerous
garrison of their bravest janisaries, commanded by a
pasha seraskier (i.e. general). This last expression is
not very just; for, to say truth, the seraskier is com-
manded by the janisaries, who have an absolute
authority here, not much unlike a rebellion, which
you may judge of by the following story, which, at
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the same time, will give you an idea of the admirable
intelligence of the governor of Peterwaradin, though
so few hours distant. We were told by him at Peter-
waradin, that the garrison and inhabitants of Belgrade
were so weary of the war, they had killed their pasha
about two months ago, in a mutiny, because he had
suffered himself to be prevailed upon, by a bribe of five
purses (five hundred pounds sterling), to give per-
mission to the Tartars to ravage the German frontiers.
We were very well pleased to hear of such favourable
dispositions in the people; but when we came hither,
we found that the governor had been ill-informed,
and the real truth of the story to be this. The late
pasha fell under the displeasure of his soldiers, for no
other reason, but restraining their incursions on the
Germans. They took it into their heads, from that
mildness, that he had intelligence with the enemy, and
sent such information to the Grand Signior at
Adrianople; but, redress not coming quick enough
from thence, they assembled themselves in a tumul-
tuous manner, and by force dragged their pasha before
the cadi and mufti, and there demanded justice in a
mutinous way; one crying out, Why he protected the
infidels’ Another, Why he squeezed them of their
money? So that easily guessing their purpose, he
calmly replied to them, that they asked him too many
questions, and that he had but one life, which must
answer for all. They then immediately fell upon him
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with their scimitars (without waiting the sentence of
their heads of the law), and in a few moments cut him
in pieces. The present pasha has not dared to punish
the murder; on the contrary, he affected to applaud
the actors of it, as brave fellows, that knew how to do
themselves justice. He takes all pretences of throwing
money among the garrison, and suffers them to make
little excursions into Hungary, where they burn some
poor Rascian houses.

You may imagine, I cannot be very easy in a town
which is really under the government of an insolent
soldiery. — We expected to be immediately dismissed,
after a night’s lodging here; but the pasha detains us
till he receives orders from Adrianople, which may,
possibly, be a month a-coming. In the mean time, we
are lodged in one of the best houses, belonging to a
very considerable man amongst them, and have a
whole chamber of janisaries to guard us. My only
diversion is the conversation of our host, Achmet Bey,
a title something like that of count in Germany. His
father was a great pasha, and he has been educated in
the most polite eastern learning, being perfectly skilled
in the Arabic and Persian languages, and an extra-
ordinary scribe, which they call effendi. This accom-
plishment makes way to the greatest preferments; but
he has had the good sense to prefer an easy, quiet,
secure life, to all the dangerous honours of the Porte.
He sups with us every night, and drinks wine very
freely. You cannot imagine how much he is delighted
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with the liberty of conversing with me. ' He .has
explained to me many pieces of Arabian poetry, which,
I observe, are in numbers not unlike ours, generally
of an alternate verse, and of a very musical sound.
Their expressions of love are very passionate and
lively. I am so much pleased with them, I really
believe I should learn to read Arabic, if I was to stay
here a few months. He has a very good library of their
books of all kinds; and, as he tells me, spends the
greatest part of his life there. I pass for a great schqlar
with him, by relating to him some of the Pe.rsmn
tales,! which I find are genuine. At first he behev.ed
I understood Persian. I have frequent disputes with
him concerning the difference of our customs, par-
ticularly the confinement of women. He assures me,
there is nothing at all in it; only, says he, we have the
advantage, that when our wives cheat us, nobody
knows it. He has wit, and is more polite than many
Christian men of quality. I am very much entertained
with him. He has had the curiosity to make one of
our servants set him an alphabet of our letters, and can
already write a good Roman hand. e
But these amusements do not hinder my w1shmg
heartily to be out of this place; though the weather is
colder than I believe it ever was anywhere but in
Greenland. We have a very large stove constantly
kept hot, and yet the windows of the room are frozen

1 A collection similar to the Arabian Nights, which had
appeared in a French translation.
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on the inside. — God knows when I may have an
opportunity of sending this letter: but I have written
it in the discharge of my own conscience; and you
cannot now reproach me, that one of yours can make
ten of mine.
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TO HER R.H. THE PRINCESS OF WALES!

Adrianople, April 1, 1717.

I HAVE now, madam, finished a journey that has not
been undertaken by any Christian since the time of the
Greek emperors: and I shall not regret all the fatigues
I have suffered in it, if it gives me an opportunity of
amusing your royal highness by an account of places
utterly unknown amongst us; the Emperor’s am-
bassadors, and those few English that have come
hither, always going on the Danube to Nicopolis.?
But the river was now frozen, and Mr. Wortley was
so zealous for the service of his Majesty, that he would
not defer his journey to wait for the conveniency of
that passage.

We crossed the deserts of Servia, almost quite over-
grown with wood, though a country naturally fertile,
and the inhabitants industrious; but the oppression of
the peasants is so great, they are forced to abandon
their houses, and neglect their tillage, all they have
being a prey to the janisaries, whenever they please to
seize upon it. We had a guard of five hundred of
them, and I was almost in tears every day, to see their
insolencies in the poor villages through which we
passed.

After seven days travelling through thick woods,

1 Afterwards Queen Caroline, wife of George II.
2 Nikopol, in Bulgaria: the route thence to Adrianople is
much shorter than that taken by the Wortleys.

123




we came to Nissa,! once the capital of Servia, situated
in a fine plain on the river Nissava, in a very good air,
and so fruitful a soil, that the great plenty is hardly
credible. I was certainly assured, that the quantity of
wine last vintage was so prodigious, that they were
forced to dig holes in the earth to put it in, not having
vessels enough in the town to hold it. The happiness
of this plenty is scarce perceived by the oppressed
people. I saw here a new occasion for my compassion.
The wretches that had provided twenty waggons for
our baggage from Belgrade hither for a certain hire,
being all sent back without payment, some of their
horses lamed, and others killed, without any satisfac-
tion made for them. The poor fellows came round
the house weeping and tearing their hair and beards in
a most pitiful manner, without getting anything but
drubs. from the insolent soldiers. I cannot express to
your royal highness how much I was moved at this
scene. I would have paid them the money out of my
own pocket, with all my heart; but it would only have
been giving so much to the aga, who would have taken
it from them without any remorse.

After four days’ journey from this place over the
mountains, we came to Sophia, situate in a large
beautiful plain on the river Isca, or Iscae, surrounded
with distant mountains. It is hardly possible to see
a more agreeable landscape. The city itself is very
large, and extremely populous. Here are hot baths,

1 Nish.
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very famous for their medicinal virtues. — Four days’
journey from hence we arrived at Philippopolis, after
having passed the ridges between the mountains of
Hzmus and Rhodope, which are always covered with
snow. This town is situated on a rising ground near
the river Hebrus, and is almost wholly inhabited by
Greeks: here are still some ancient Christian churches.
They have a bishop; and several of the richest Greeks
live here; but they are forced to conceal their wealth
with great care, the appearance of poverty (which
includes part of its inconveniences) being all their
security against feeling it in earnest. The country
from hence to Adrianople, is the finest in the world.
Vines grow wild on all the hills; and the perpetual
spring they enjoy makes everything look gay and
flourishing. But this climate, as happy as it seems, can
never be preferred to England, with all its frosts and
snows, while we are blessed with an easy government,
under a king who makes his own happiness consist
in the liberty of his people, and chooses rather to be
looked upon as their father than their master.

This theme would carry me very far, and I am
sensible I have already tired out your royal highness’s
patience. But my letter is in your hands, and you may
make it as short as you please, by throwing it into the
fire, when weary of reading it.

I am; madam,
With the greatest respect, &c.
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T.O THE LADY RICH

Adrianople, April 1, 1717.
I aM now got into a new world, where every thing
I see appears to me a change of scene; and I write to
your ladyship with some content of mind, hoping, at
least, that you will find the charms of novelty in my
letters, and no longer reproach me, that I tell you
nothing extraordinary.

I won’t trouble you with a relation of our tedious
journey; but must not omit what I saw remarkable
at Sophia, one of the most beautiful towns in the
Turkish empire, and famous for its hot baths, that are
resorted to both for diversion and health. I stopped
l.lere one day, on purpose to see them. Designing to go
incognita, 1 hired a Turkish coach. These voitures
are not at all like ours, but much more convenient
for the country, the heat being so great that glasses
would be very troublesome. They are made a good
deal in the manner of the Dutch stage-coaches, having
wooden lattices painted and gilded; the inside being
also painted with baskets and nosegays of flowers,
intermixed commonly with little poetical mottos.
They are covered all over with scarlet cloth, lined with
silk, and very often richly embroidered and fringed.
This covering entirely hides the persons in them, but
may be thrown back at pleasure, and the ladies peep
through the lattices. They hold four people very
conveniently, seated on cushions, but not raised.
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In one of these covered waggons, I went to the
bagnio about ten o’clock. It was already full of
women. It is built of stone, in the shape of a dome,
with no windows but in the roof, which gives light
enough. There were five of these domes joined
together, the outmost being less than the rest, and
serving only as a hall, where the portress stood at the
door. Ladies of quality generally give this woman the
value of a crown or ten shillings; and I did not forget
that ceremony. The next room is a very large one
paved with marble, and all round it, raised, two sofas
of marble, one above another. There were four
fountains of cold water in this room, falling first into
marble basons, and then running on the floor in little
channels made for that purpose, which carried the
streams into the next room, something less than this,
with the same sort of marble sofas, but so hot with
steams of sulphur proceeding from the baths. joining
to it, it was impossible to stay there with one’s clothes
on. The two other domes were the hot baths, one of
which had cocks of cold water turning into it, to
temper it to what degree of warmth the bathers have
a mind to.

I was in my travelling habit, which is a riding dress,
and certainly appeared very extraordinary to them.
Yet there was not one of them that shewed the least
surprise or impertinent curiosity, but received me with
all the obliging civility possible. I know no European
court, where the ladies would have behaved them-

127




selYes in so polite a manner to such a stranger. I
believe, upon the whole, there were two hundred
women, and yet none of those disdainful smiles, and
satirical whispers, that never fail in our assemblies
when any body appears that is not dressed exactly ir:
the fashion. They repeated over and over to me
“Uzelle, pék uzelle, which is nothing but ‘Charming’
very charming.’ — The first sofas were covered with,
cushions and rich carpets, on which sat the ladies 5 and
on thfe second, their slaves behind them, but without
any distinction of rank by their dress, all being in the
state of nature, that is, in plain English, stark naked
without any beauty or defect concealed. Yet theré
was not the least wanton smile or immodest gesture
amongst them. They walked and moved with the
same majestic grace, which Milton describes our
general mother with. There were many amongst
them, as exactly proportioned as ever any goddess was
drawn by the pencil of 2 Guido or Titian, —and most
of their skins shiningly white, only adorned by their
beautiful hair divided into many tresses, hanging on
their shoulders, braided either with pearl or ribbon
perfectly representing the figures of the Graces. :
I was here convinced of the truth of a reflection
I have often made; That if it were the fashion to go
na.ked, the face would be hardly observed. I per-
ceived, that the ladies of the most delicate skins and
finest shapes had the greatest share of my admiration,
though their faces were sometimes less beautiful than
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those of their companions. To tell you the truth,
I had wickedness enough to wish secretly, that Mr.
Jervas! could have been there invisible. I fancy it
would have very much improved his art, to see so
many fine women naked, in different postures, some
in conversation, some working, others drinking coffee
or sherbet, and many negligently lying on their
cushions, while their slaves (generally pretty girls of
seventeen or eighteen) were employed in braiding
their hair in several pretty fancies. In short, it is the
women’s coffee-house, where all the news of the town
is told, scandal invented, &c.—They generally take
this diversion once a-week, and stay there at least
four or five hours, without getting cold by imme-
diately coming out of the hot bath into the cold room,
which was very surprising to me. The lady that seemed
the most considerable among them, entreated me to
sit by her, and would fain have undressed me for the
bath. I excused myself with some difficulty. They
being however all so earnest in persuading me, I was
at last forced to open my shirt, and shew them my
stays; which satisfied them very well; for, I saw, they
believed I was so locked up in that machine, that it
was not in my own power to open it, which contrivance
they attributed to my husband. — I was charmed with
their civility and beauty, and should have been very
glad to pass more time with them; but Mr. Wortley
resolving to pursue his journey next morning early,

L A pupil of Kneller, celebrated.for his portraits of beauties.
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I was in haste to see the ruins of Justinian’s church,
which did not afford me so agreeable a prospect as I
had left, being little more than a heap of stones.

Adieu, madam: I am sure I have now entertained
you with an account of such a sight as you never saw
in your life, and what no book of travels could inform
you of. *Tis no less than death for a man to be found
in one of these places.

TO THE ABBOT CONTI

Adrianople, April 1, 1717.

You see that I am very exact in keeping the promise
you engaged me to make. I know not, however,
whether your curiosity will be satisfied with the
accounts I shall give you, though I can assure you, the
desire T have to oblige you to the utmost of my power,
has made me very diligent in my enquiries and obser-
vations. It is certain we have but very imperfect
accounts of the manners and religion of these people;
this part of the world being seldom visited, but by
merchants, who mind little but their own affairs; or
travellers, who make too short a stay to be able to
report any thing exactly of their own knowledge. The
Turks are too proud to converse familiarly with
merchants, who can only pick up some confused
informations, which are generally false; and they can
give no better account of the ways here, than a French
refugee, lodging in a garret in Greek-street, could
write of the court of England.

The journey we have made from Belgrade hither,
cannot possibly be passed by any out of a public
character. The desert woods of Servia are the common
refuge of thieves, who rob fifty in a company, so that
we had need of all our guards to secure us; and the
villages are so poor, that only force could extort from
them necessary provisions. Indeed the janisaries had

1 An Italian philosopher, who had met the writer in London.
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no mercy on their poverty, killing all the poultry and
sheep they could find, without asking to whom they
belonged; while the wretched owners durst not put in
their claim, for fear of being beaten. Lambs just
fallen, geese and turkies big with egg, all massacred
without distinction! I fancied I heard the complaints
of Melibeus for the hope of his flock. When the
pashas travel, it is yet worse. These oppressors are not
content with eating all that is to be eaten belonging
to the peasants; after they have crammed themselves
and their numerous retinue, they have the impudence
to exact what they call zeeth-money, a contribution for
the use of their teeth, worn with doing them the
honour of devouring their meat. This is a literal
known truth, however extravagant it seems; and such
is the natural corruption of a military government,
their religion not allowing of this barbarity, no more
than ours does.

I had the advantage of lodging three weeks at
Belgrade, with a principal effendi, that is to say, a
scholar. This set of men are equally capable of prefer-
ments in the law or the church, these two sciences
being cast into one, a lawyer and a priest being the
same word. They are the only men really considerable
in the empire; all the profitable employments and
church revenues are in their hands. The Grand-
Signior, though general heir to his people, never
presumes to touch their lands or money, which go, in
an uninterrupted succession, to their children. It is
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true, they lose this privilege by accepting a place at
court, or the title of pasha; but there are few examples
of such fools among them. You may easily judge of
the power of these men, who have engrossed all the
learning, and almost all the wealth, of the empire.
"Tis they that are the real authors, though the
soldiers are the actors, of revolutions. They deposed
the late Sultan Mustapha; and their power is so
well known, it is the Emperor’s interest to flatter
them.

This is a long digression. I was going to tell you,
that an intimate daily conversation with the effendi
Achmet-Bey gave me an opportunity of knowing
their religion and morals in a more particular manner
than perhaps any Christian ever did. I explained to
him the difference between the religion of England
and Rome; and he was pleased to hear there were
Christians that did not worship images, or adore the
Virgin Mary. The ridicule of transubstantiation
appeared very strong to him. — Upon comparing
our creeds together, I am convinced that if our friend
Dr. had free liberty of preaching here, it would
be very easy to persuade the generality to Christianity,
whose notions are already little different from his.
Mr. Whiston would make a very good apostle here.
I don’t doubt but his zeal will be much fired, if you
communicate this account to him; but tell him, he
must first have the gift of tongues, before he can
possibly be of any use.
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Mahometism is divided into as many sects as
Christianity; and the first institution as much neglec-
ted and obscured by interpretations. I cannot here
forbear reflecting on the natural inclination of man-
kind,- to make mysteries and novelties. — The
Zeidi, Kudi, Jabari, &c., put me in mind of the
Catholic, Lutheran, and Calvinist, &c., and are
equally zealous against one another. But the most
prevailing opinion, if you search into the secret of the
effendis, is plain deism. But this is kept from the
people, who are amused with a thousand different
notions, according to the different interests of their
preachers, — There are very few amongst them
(Achmet-Bey denied there were any) so absurd, as to
set up for wit by declaring they believe no God at all.
And Sir Paul Rycaut is mistaken (as he commonly is)
in calling the sect muterin (i.e. the secret with us)
atheists, they being deists, and their impiety consists
in making a jest of their prophet. Achmet-Bey did
not own to me that he was of this opinion; but made
no scruple of deviating from some part of Mahomet’s
law, by drinking wine with the same freedom we did.
When I asked him how he came to allow himself that
liberty? he made answer, that all the creatures of God
are good, and designed for the use of man; however,
that the prohibition of wine was a very wise maxim,
and meant for the common people, being the source
of all disorders among them; but that the prophet never
designed to confine those that knew how to use it
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with moderation: however, scandal ought to be
avoided, and that he never drank it in public. This is
the general way of thinking among them, and very
few forbear drinking wine that are able to afford it.
He assured me, that if I understood Arabic, I should
be very well pleased with reading the Alcoran, which
is so far from the nonsense we charge it with, that
it is the purest morality, delivered in the very best
language. I have since heard impartial Christians
speak of it in the same manner; and I don’t doubt
but that all our translations are from copies got from
the Greek priests, who would not fail to falsify it
with the extremity of malice. No body of men ever
were more ignorant, or more corrupt: yet they differ
so little from the Romish church, I confess nothing
gives me a greater abhorrence of the cruelty of your
clergy, than the barbarous persecution of them, when-
ever they have been their masters, for no other reason
than their not acknowledging the pope. The dissen-
ting in that one article has got them the titles of
heretics, schismatics; and, what is worse, the same
treatment.

I found at Philippopolis a sect of Christians that
call themselves Paulines. They shew an old church,
where, they say, St. Paul preached; and he'is their
favourite saint, after the same manner as St. Peter is
at Rome; neither do they forget to give him the same
preference over the rest of the apostles. -

But of all the religions I have seen, the Arnasut
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seems to me the most particular. They are natives of
Arnagutlich, the ancient Macedonia, and still retain
the courage and hardiness, though they have lost the
name, of Macedonians, being the best militia in the
Thurkish empire, and the only check upon the janisaries.
They are foot soldiers; we had a guard of them,
relieved in every considerable town we passed: they
are all clothed and armed at their own expence, dressed
in clean white coarse cloth, carrying guns of a pro-
digious length, which they run with upon their
shoulders as if they did not feel the weight of them,
the leader singing a sort of rude tune, not unpleasant,
and the rest making up the chorus. These people;
living between Christians and Mahometans, and not
being skilled in controversy, declare, that they are
utterly unable to judge which religion is best; but, to
be certain of not entirely rejecting the truth, they
very prudently follow both. They go to the mosques
on Fridays, and to the church on Sunday, saying for
their excuse, that at the day of judgment they are sure
of protection from the true prophet; but which that
is, they are not able to determine in this world. I
believe there is no other race of mankind have so
modest an opinion of their own capacity.

T'hese are the remarks I have made, on the diversity
of religions I have seen. I don’t ask your pardon for
the liberty I have taken in speaking of the Roman.
I know you equally condemn the quackery of all

1 The Albanians.
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churches, as much as you revere the sacred truths, in
which we both agree.

You will expect I should say something to you of
the antiquities of this country; but there are few
remains of ancient Greece. We passed near the piece
of an arch, which is commonly called Trajan’s Gate,
from a supposition that he made it to shut up the
passage over the mountains, between Sophia and
Philippopolis. But I rather believe it the remains of
some triumphal arch (though I could not see any
inscription); for if that passage had been shut up,
there are many others that would serve for the march
of an army; and, notwithstanding the story of Baldwin
Earl of Flanders being overthrown in these straits,
after he won Constantinople, I don’t fancy the Ger-
mans would find themselves stopped by them. It is
true, the road is now made (with great industry) as
commodious as possible, for the march of the Turkish
armyj; there is not one ditch or puddle between this
place and Belgrade, that has not a large strong bridge
of planks built over it; but the precipices are not so
terrible as I had heard them represented. At the foot
of these mountains we lay at the little village Kiskoi,
wholly inhabited by Christians, as all the peasants of
Bulgaria are. Their houses are nothing but little
huts, raised of dirt baked in the sun; and they leave
them, and fly into the mountains, some months before
the march of the Turkish army, who would else
entirely ruin them, by driving away their whole flocks.
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This precaution secures them in a sort of plenty; for
such vast tracts of land lying in common, they have
the liberty of sowing what they please, and are generally
very industrious husbandmen. I drank here several
sorts of delicious wine. The women dress themselves
in a great variety of coloured glass beads, and are not
ugly, but of tawny complexions.

I have now told you all that is worth telling you,
and perhaps more, relating to my journey. When
I am at Constantinople, I'll try to pick up some
curiosities, and then you shall hear again from

Yours, &c.

TO THE COUNTESS OF BRISTOL

Adrianople, April 1, 1717.
As T never can forget the smallest of your ladyship’s
commands, my first business here has been to enquire
after the stuffs you ordered me to look for, without
being able to find what you would like. The differ-
ence of the dress here and at London is so great, the
same sort of things are not proper for caftdns and
manteaus. However, I will not give over my search,
but renew it again at Constantinople, though I have
reason to believe there is nothing finer than what is
to be found here, as this place is at present the residence
of the court. The Grand-Signior’s eldest daughter
was married some few days before I came hither; and,
upon that occasion, the Turkish ladies display all
their magnificence. The bride was conducted to her
husband’s house in very great splendour. She is widow
of the late Vizier, who was killed at Peterwaradin,
though that ought rather to be called a contract than
a marriage, since she never has lived with him; how-
ever, the greatest part of his wealth is hers. He had
the permission of visiting her in the seraglio; and,
being one of the handsomest men in the empire, had
very much engaged her affections. — When she saw
this second husband, who is at least fifty, she could
not forbear bursting into tears. He is indeed a man
of merit, and the declared favourite of the Sultan
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(which they call mosdyp), but that is not enough to
make him pleasing in the eyes of a girl of thirteen.
The government here is entirely in the hands of the
army: the Grand-Signior, with all his absolute power,
is as much a slave as any of his subjects, and trembles
at a janisary’s frown. Here is, indeed, a much greater
appearance of subjection than among us: a minister
of state is not spoken to, but upon the knee; should a
reflection on his conduct be dropped in a coffee-house
(for they have spies everywhere), the house would be
rased to the ground, and perhaps the whole company
put to the torture. No huzzaing mobs, senseless
pamphlets, and tavern disputes about politics;

‘A consequential ill that freedom draws;
A bad effect, — but from a noble cause.’

None of our harmless calling names! but when a
minister here displeases the people, in three hours’
time he is dragged even from his master’s arms. They
cut off hands, head, and feet, and throw them before
the palace gate, with all the respect in the world; while
the Sultan (to whom they all profess an unlimited
adoration) sits trembling in his apartment, and dare
neither defend nor revenge his favourite. This is the
blessed condition of the most absolute monarch upon
earth, who owns no /aw but his wi/l.

I cannot help wishing, in the loyalty of my heart,
that the parliament would send hither a ship-load of
your passive-obedient men, that they might see arbi-
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trary government in its clearest: and strongest light,
where it is hard to judge whether the prince, people,
or ministers, are most miserable. I could make many
reflections on this subject; but I know, madam, your
own good sense has already furnished you with better
than I am capable of.

I went yesterday along with the French embassa-
dress to see the Grand-Signior in his passage to the
mosque. He was preceded by a numerous guard of
janisaries, with vast white feathers on their heads,
spahis and bostangees (these are foot and horse guards),
and the royal gardeners, which are a very considerable
body of men, dressed in different habits of fine lively
colours, that, at a distance, they appeared like a parterre
of tulips. After them the aga of the janisaries, in a robe
of purple velvet, lined with silver tissue, his horse led
by two slaves richly dressed. Next him the kyz/dr-aga*
(your ladyship knows this is the chief guardian of the
seraglio ladies) in a deep yellow cloth (which suited
very well to his black face), lined with sables, and last
his Sublimity himself, in green lined with the fur of a
black Moscovite fox, which is supposed worth a
thousand pounds sterling, mounted on a fine horse,
with furniture embroidered with jewels. Six more
horses richly furnished were led after him; and two
of his principal courtiers bore, one his gold, and the
other his silver coffee-pot, on a staff; another carried
a silver stool on his head for him to sit on.

1 Chief eunuch.
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It would be too tedious to tell your ladyship the
various dresses and turbants by which their rank is
distinguished; but they were all extremely rich and
gay, to the number of some thousands; so that, perhaps,
there cannot be seen a more beautiful procession.
The Sultan appeared to us a handsome man of about
forty, with a very graceful air, but something severe
in his countenance, his eyes very full and black. He
happened to stop under the window where we stood,
and (I suppose being told who we were) looked upon
us very attentively, so that we had full leisure to
consider him, and the French embassadress agreed
with me as to his good mien: I see that lady very
often; she is young, and her conversation would be a
great relief to me, if I could persuade her to live
without those forms and ceremonies that make life
so formal and tiresome. But she is so delighted with
her guards, her four-and-twenty footmen, gentlemen
ushers, &c. that she would rather die than make me a
visit without them; not to reckon a coachful of attend-
ing damsels yclep’d maids of honour. What vexes me
is, that as long as she will visit me with a troublesome
equipage, I am obliged to do the same; however, our
mutual interest makes us much together.

I went with her the other day all round the town,
in an open gilt chariot, with our joint train of atten-
dants, preceded by our guards, who might have sum-
moned the people to see what they had never seen,
nor ever perhaps would see again, two young Christian
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embassadresses at the same time. Your ladyship may
easily imagine, we drew a vast crowd of spectators,
but all silent as death. If any of them had taken the
liberties of our mobs upon any strange sight, our
janisaries had made no scruple of falling on them with
their scimitars, without danger for so doing, being
above law. Yet these people have some good qualities;
they are very zealous and faithful where they serve,
and look upon it as their business to fight for you on
all occasions. Of this I had a very pleasant instance in
a village on this side Philippopolis, where we were
met by our domestic guards. I happened to bespeak
pigeons for supper, upon which one of my janisaries
went immediately to the cadi (the chief civil officer of
the town), and ordered him to send in some dozens.
The poor man answered, that he had already sent
about, but could get none. My janisary, in the height
of his zeal for my service, immediately locked him up
prisoner in his room, telling him he deserved death for
his impudence, in offering to excuse his not obeying
my command; but, out of respect to me, he would
not punish him but by my order, and accordingly, he
came very gravely to me, to ask what should be done
to him; adding, by way of compliment, that if I pleased
he would bring me his head. — This may give you
some idea of the unlimited power of these fellows, who
are all sworn brothers, and bound to revenge the
injuries done to one another, whether at Cairo,
Aleppo, or any part of the world; and this inviolable

143




league makes them so powerful, the greatest man at
court never speaks to them but in a flattering tone;
and in Asia, any man that is rich is forced to enrol
himself a janisary, to secure his estate.

But I have already said enough; and I dare swear,
dear madam, that, by this time, ’tis a very comfortable
reflection to you, that there is no possibility of your
receiving such a tedious letter but once in six months;
’tis that consideration has given me the assurance of
entertaining you so long, and will, I hope, plead the
excuse of, dear madam,

Yours, &c.

TO THE COUNTESS OF MAR

Adrianople, April 1, 1717.

I wisu to God, dear sister, that you were as regular
in letting me know what passes on your side of the
globe, as I am careful in endeavouring to amuse you
by the account of all I see here that I think worth
your notice. You content yourself with telling me
over and over, that the town is very dull: it may
possibly be dull to you, when every day does not
present you with something new; but for me that am
in arrears at least two months’ news, all that seems very
stale with you would be very fresh and sweet here.
Pray let me into more particulars, and I will try to
awaken your gratitude, by giving you a full and true
relation of the novelties of this place, none of which
would surprise you more than a sight of my person,
as I am now in my Turkish habit, though I believe
you would be of my opinion, that ’tis admirably
becoming. — I intend to send you my picture; in the
mean time accept of it here.

The first part of my dress is a pair of drawers, very
full, that reach to my shoes, and conceal the legs
more modestly than your petticoats. They are of a
thin rose-coloured damask, brocaded with silver
flowers. My shoes are of white kid leather, em-
broidered with gold. Over this hangs my smock, of a
fine white silk gauze, edged with embroidery. This
smock has wide sleeves, hanging half way down the
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arm, and is closed at the neck with a diamond button;
but the shape and colour of the bosom very well to be
distinguished through it. The antery is a walstcoat,
made close to the shape, of white and gold damask,
with very long sleeves falling back, and fringed with
deep gold fringe, and should have diamond or pearl
buttons. My caftan, of the same stuff with my drawers,
is a robe exactly fitted to my shape, and reaching to
my feet, with very long strait falling sleeves. Over
this is my girdle, of about four fingers broad, which
all that can afford it have entirely of diamonds or other
precious stones; those who will not be at that expence,
have it of exquisite embroidery on satin; but it must
be fastened before with a clasp of diamonds. The
curdee is a loose robe they throw off or put on according
to the weather, being of a rich brocade (mine is green
and gold), either lined with ermine or sables; the
sleeves reach very little below the shoulders. The
head dress is composed of a cap, called talpock, which
is in winter of fine velvet embroidered with pearls
or diamonds, and in summer of a light shining silver-
stuff. This is fixed on one side of the head, hanging
a little way down with a gold tassel, and bound on,
either with a circle of diamonds (as I have seen several)
or a rich embroidered handkerchief. On the other
side of the head, the hair is laid flat; and here the
ladies are at liberty to shew their fancies; some putting
flowers, others a plume of heron’s feathers, and, in
short, what they please; but the most general fashion
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is a large bouguet of jewels, made like .natural flowers;
that is, the buds, of pearl; the roses, of dlﬁer.ent co'loured
rubies; the jessamines, of diamonds; Jopqulls, of
topazes, &c. so well set and enamellefi, tis hard to
imagine any thing of that kind so bc?a}xtlful: The hair
hangs at its full length behind, dn{lded into_tresses
braided with pearl or ribbon, which is always in great
uantity. ;
: I nez,rer saw in my life so many fine heads of hair.
I have counted a hundred and ten of these tresses of
one lady’s, all natural; but it must be ownefi, that
every beauty is more common here than w1t_h us.
*Tis surprising to see a young woman that is not
very handsome. They have naturally the most beau-
tiful complexion in the world, and generally large
black eyes. I can assure you with great truth, t.hat t}.xe
court of England (though I believe it the_falr&t in
Christendom) cannot shew so many beauties as are
under our protection here. They generally shape their
eye-brows, and the Greeks and Tux:ks have a custom
of putting round their eyes a black tincture;! that, at a
distance, or by candle-light, adds very muc:h to the
blackness of them. I fancy many of our .ladxes v{quld
be overjoyed to know this secret; but ’tis too visible
by day. They dye their nails a rose col9ur. I- own,
I cannot enough accustom myself to this fashion to
find any beauty in it.

As to their morality or good conduct, I can say,

1 Kohl.
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like Harlequin, that ’tis just as it is with you; and the
forkish ladies don’t commit one sin the less for not
be.mg Christians. Now that I am a little acquainted
with their ways, I cannot forbear admiring, either the
exe.mplary discretion or extreme stupidity of all the
writers that have given accounts of them. Tis very
easy tosee, they have in reality more liberty than we
ha.ve. No woman, of what rank soever, being per-
mitted to go into the streets without two muslins; one
tl}at covers her face all but her eyes, and another that
hides the whole dress of her head, and hangs half way
down h.er back, and their shapes are wholly concealed
by a thing they call a ferigee, which no woman of any
sort appears without; this has strait sleeves, that reach
to Fhelr finger-ends, and it laps all round them, not
unlike a riding-hood. In winter ’tis of cloth a;d in
summer of plain stuff or silk. You may gu’ess how
e.ﬁ’ect.ually this disguises them, that there is no dis-
tinguishing the great lady from her slave. ”Tis impos-
sible for the most jealous husband to know his wife
when he meets her; and no man dare either touch or
follow a woman in the street.

This perpetual masquerade gives them entire liberty
of following their inclinations without danger of
discovery. The most usual method of intrigue is, to
send an appointment to the lover to meet the lad)’r at
a Jew’s shop, which are as notoriously convenient as
our Indian-houses; and yet, even those who don’t
make use of them, do not scruple to go to buy penny-
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worths, and tumble over rich goods, which are chiefly
to be found amongst that sort of people. The great
ladies seldom let their gallants know who they are;
and it is so difficult to find it out, that they can very
seldom guess at her name, whom they have corres-
ponded with for above half a year together. You may
easily imagine the number of faithful wives very small
in a country where they have nothing to fear from a
lover’s indiscretion, since we see so many have the
courage to expose themselves to that in this world,
and all the threatened punishment of the next, which
is never preached to the Turkish damsels. Neither
have they much to apprehend from the resentment of
their husbands; those ladies that are rich having all
their money in their own hands, which they take with
them upon a divorce, with an addition which he is
obliged to give them.

Upon the whole, I look upon the Turkish women
as the only free people in the empire: the very Divan
pays respect to them; and the Grand-Signior himself,
when a pasha is executed, never violates the privileges
of the harém (or women’s apartment), which remains
unsearched entire to the widow. They are queens of
their slaves, whom the husband has no permission so
much as to look upon, except it be an old woman or
two that his lady chooses. "Tis true their law permits
them four wives; but there is no instance of a man of
quality that makes use of this liberty, or of a woman
of rank that would suffer it. When a husband happens
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to be -inconstant (as those things will happen), he keeps
his mistress in a house apart, and visits her as privately
as he can, just as it is with you. Amongst all the
great men here, I only know the tefterdar (.e.
treasurer) that keeps a number of she slaves for his
own use (that is, on his own side of the house; for a
s{ave once given to serve a lady is entirely at her
disposal), and he is spoken of as a libertine. or what
we should call a rake, and his wife Won’t’ see him
though she continues to live in his house. ,

Thus you see, dear sister, the manners of mankind
do not differ so widely as our voyage writers would
m.ak.e us believe. Perhaps it would be more enter-
taining  to add a few surprising customs of my own
invention; but nothing seems to me so agreeable as
truth, and I believe nothing so acceptable to you.
I conclude with repeating the great truth of my being,

Dear sister, &c.

TO MR. POPE

Adrianople, April 1, 1717.
I DARE say you expect at least something very new in
this letter, after I have gone a journey not undertaken
by any Christian for some hundred years. The most
remarkable accident that happened to me, was my
being very near overturned into the Hebrus'; and, if
I had much regard for the glories that one’s name
enjoys after death, I should certainly be sorry for
having missed the romantic conclusion of swimming
down the same river in which the musical head of
Orpheus repeated verses so many ages since:
‘Caput a cervice revulsum,

Gurgite cum medio, portans Oeagrius Hebrus

Volveret, Eurydicen vox ipsa, et frigida lingua,

Ah! miseram Eurydicen! anima fugiente vocabat,

Eurydicen toto referebant flumine ripz.’

Who knows but some of your bright wits might have
found it a subject affording many poetical turns, and
have told the world, in an heroic elegy, that,

‘As equal were our souls, so equal were our fatesi’

I despair of ever hearing so many fine things said
of me, as so extraordinary a death would have given
occasion for.
I am at this present moment writing in a house
situated on the banks of the Hebrus, which runs under
1 Maritsa.
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my chamber window. My garden is all full of cypress
trees, upon the branches of which several couple of
true turtles are saying soft things to one another from
morning till night. How naturally do boughs and wows
come into my mind at this minute! and must not you
confess, to my praise, that ’tis more than an ordinary
discretion that can resist the wicked suggestions of
poetry, in a place where truth, for once, furnishes all
the ideas of pastoral? The summer is already far
advanced in this part of the world; and for some miles
round ' Adrianople, the whole ground is laid out in
gardens, and the banks of the rivers are set with rows
of fruit-trees, under which all the most considerable
Turks divert themselves every evening; not with
walking, that is not one of their pleasures, but a set
party of them choose out a green spot, where the
shade is very thick, and there they spread a carpet, on
which they sit drinking their coffee, and are generally
attended by some slave with a fine voice, or that plays
on some instrument. Every twenty paces you may
see one of these little companies listening to the dashing
of the river; and this taste is so universal, that the very
gardeners are not without it. I have often seen them
and their children sitting on the banks of the river, and
playing on a rural instrument, perfectly answering the
description of the ancient fistu/a, being composed of
unequal reeds, with a simple but agreeable softness in
the sound.

Mr. Addison might here make the experiment he
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speaks of in his travels'; there not being one instru-
ment of music among the Greek or Roman statues,
that is not to be found in the hands of the people of
this country. The young lads generally divert them-
selves with making garlands for their favourite lambs,
which I have often seen painted and adorned with
flowers lying at their feet while they sung or played.
It is not that they ever read romances, but these are the
ancient amusements here, and as natural to them as
cudgel-playing and foot-ball to our British swains;
the softness and warmth of the climate forbidding all
rough exercises, which were never so much as heard of
amongst them, and naturally inspiring a laziness and
aversion to labour, which the great plenty indulges.
These gardeners are the only happy race of country
people in Turkey. They furnish all the city with
fruits and herbs, and seem to live very easily. They are
most of them Greeks, and have little houses in the
midst of their gardens, where their wives and daughters
take a liberty not permitted in the town, I mean, to go
unveiled. These wenches are very neat and handsome,
and pass their time at their looms under the shade of
the trees.

I no longer look upon Theocritus as a romantic
writer; he has only given a plain image of the way of

life amongst the peasants of his country; who, before

oppression had reduced them to want, were, I suppose,

L Of making replicas of the musical instruments represented
in ancient monuments.
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all employed as the better sort of them are now. I
don’t doubt, had he been born a Briton, his Ldylliums
had been filled with descriptions of threshing and
churning, both which are unknown here, the corn being
all trodden out by oxen; and butter (I speak it with
sorrow) unheard of.

I read over your Homer here with an infinite
pleasure, and find several little passages explained, that
I did not before entirely comprehend the beauty of;
many of the customs, and much of the dress then in
fashion, being yet retained, and I don’t wonder to find
more remains here of an age so distant, than is to be
found in any other country, the Turks not taking
that pains to introduce their own manners as has been
generally practised by other nations, that imagine
themselves more polite. It would be too tedious to
you to point out all the passages that relate to present
customs. But I can assure you that the princesses and
great ladies pass their time at their looms, embroidering
veils and robes, surrounded by their maids, which are
always very numerous, in the same manner as we find
Andromache and Helen described. The description
of the belt of Menelaus exactly resembles those that
are now worn by the great men, fastened before with
broad golden clasps, and embroidered round with rich
work. The snowy veil that Helen throws over her
face, is still fashionable; and I never see half a dozen
of old bashaws (as I do very often), with their reverend
beards, sitting basking in the sun, but I recollect good
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King Priam and his counsellors. Their manner of
dancing is certainly the same that Diana is sung to have
danced on the banks of Eurotas. The great lady still
leads the dance, and is followed by a troop of young
girls, who imitate her steps, and, if she sings, make
up the chorus. The tunes are extremely gay and lively,
yet with something in them wonderfully soft. The
steps are varied according to the pleasure of her that
leads the dance, but always in exact time, and infinitely
more agreeable than any of our dances, at least in my
opinion. I sometimes make one in the train, but am
not skilful enough to lead; these are Grecian dances,
the Turkish being very different.

I should have told you, in the first place, that the
Eastern manners give a great light into many Scrip-
ture passages that appear odd to us, their phrases being
commonly what we should call Scripture language.
The vulgar Turk is very different from what is spoken
at court, or amongst the people of figure, who always
mix so much Arabic and Persian in their discourse,
that it may very well be called another language. And
’tis as ridiculous to make use of the expressions com-
monly used, in speaking to a great man or lady, as it
would be to speak broad Yorkshire or Somersetshire
in the drawing-room. Besides this distinction, they
have what they call the sublime, that is, a style proper
for poetry, and which is the exact Scripture style. I
believe you will be pleased to see a genuine example of
this; and I am very glad I have it in my power to
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satisfy your curiosity, by sending you a faithful copy of
the verses that Ibrahim Pasha, the reigning favourite,
has made for the young princess, his contracted wife,
whom he is not yet permitted to visit without wit-
nesses, though she is gone home to his house.! He is a
man of wit and learning; and whether or no he is
capable of writing good verse, you may be sure, that,
on such an occasion, he would not want the assistance
of the best poets in the empire. Thus the verses may
be looked upon as a sample of their finest poetry; and
I don’t doubt you’ll be of my mind, that it is most
wonderfully resembling The Song of Solomon, which
was also addressed to a royal bride.

Turkish wverses addressed to the Sultana, eldest
daughter of Sultan Achmet III.

STANZA I.
VER. 1. The nightingale now wanders in the vines:
Her passion is to seek roses.

2. I went down to admire the beauty of the
vines: ‘
The sweetness of your charms has ravish’d
my soul.

3. Your eyes are black and lovely,
But wild and disdainful as those of a stag,
! The Sultan refused to grant his permission to consummate

the marriage on the ground that this was not a proper time for
the rejoicings customary on such occasions.
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STANZA II.

. The wish’d possession is delay’d from day to

day;
The cruel Sultan Achmet will not permit me
To see those cheeks, more vermilion than
roses.

. I dare not snatch one of your kisses;

The sweetness of your charms has ravish’d
my soul.

. Your eyes are black and lovely,

But wild and disdainful as those of a stag.

STANZA III.

. The wretched Pasha Ibrahim sighs in these

verses:
One dart from your eyes has pierc’d thro’ my
heart.

. Ah! when will the hour of possession arrive?

Must I yet wait a long time?
The sweetness of yoyr charms has ravish’d
my soul.

. Ah! Sultana! stag-ey’d—an angel amongst

angels!
I desire, — and, my desire remains unsatisfied. —
Can you take delight to prey upon my heart?
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STANZA 1IV.

. My cries pierce the heavens!
My eyes are without sleep!
Turn to me, Sultana—let me gaze on thy
beauty.

." Adieu! I go down to the grave.
If you call me I return.
My heart is hot as sulphur; —sigh, and it will
flame.

. Crown of my life! fair light of my eyes!
My Sultana! my princess!
I rub my face against the earth; —I am
drown’d in scalding tears — I rave!
Have you no compassion? Will you not turn
to look upon me?

I haye taken abundance of pains to get these verses
in a literal translation; and if you were acquainted
with my interpreters, I might spare myself the trouble
of assuring you, that they have received no poetical
touches from' their hands. In my opinion (allowing for
the inevitable faults of a prose translation into a
language so very different) there is a good deal of beauty
in them. The epithet of stag-¢y’d (though the sound
is not very agreeable in English) pleases me extremely;
and I think it a very lively image of the fire and
indifference in his mistress’s eyes. Monsieur Boileau
has very justly observed, that we are never to judge of
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the elevation of an expression in an ancient author by
the sound it carries with us; which may be extremely
fine with them, at the same time it looks low or un-
couth to us. You are so well acquainted with Homer,
you cannot but have observed the same thing, and
you must have the same indulgence for all Oriental
poetry.

The repetitions at the end of the two first stanzas
are meant for a sort of chorus, and agreeable to the
ancient manner of writing, the music of the verses
apparently changes in the third stanza, where the
burthen is altered; and I think he very artfully seems
more passionate at the conclusion, as ’tis natural for
people to warm themselves by their own discourse,
especially on a subject where the heart is concerned,
and is far more touching than our modern custom of
concluding a song of passion with a turn which is
inconsistent with it. The first verse is a description
of the season of the year; all the country now being
full of nightingales, whose amours with roses is an
Arabian fable, as well known here as any part of Ovid
amongst us, and is much the same as if an English
poem should begin, by saying, — ‘Now Philomela sings.’
Or what if I turned the whole into the style of English
poetry, to see how it would look?*

STANZA I.

Now Philomel renews her tender strain,
Indulging all the night her pleasing pain:
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I sought the groves to hear the wanton sing,

- There saw a face more beauteous than the spring.
Your large stag-eyes, where thousand glories play,

As bright, as lively, but as wild as they.

STANZA 1I.

In vain I’'m promis’d such a heav’nly prize;
Ah! cruel Sultan! who delays my joys!

While piercing charms transfix my am’rous heart,

I dare not snatch one kiss to ease the smart.
Those eyes! like, &c.

STANZA IIL
Your wretched lover in these lines complains;
From those dear beauties rise his killing pains.
When will the hour of wish’d-for bliss arrive?
Must I wait longer? — Can I wait and live?

Ah! bright Sultana! maid divinely fair!
Can you, unpitying, see the pains I bear?

STANZA IV.

The heavens relenting, hear my piercing cries,
- I loathe the light, and sleep forsakes my eyes;
Turn thee, Sultana, ere thy lover dies:
Sinking to earth, I sigh the last adieu;
Call me, my goddess, and my life renew.
160

My queen! my angel! my fond heart’s desire!
I rave — my bosom burns with heav’nly fire!
Pity that passion which thy charms inspire.

I have taken the liberty, in the second verse, of
following what I suppose the true sense of the author,
though not literally expressed. By his saying, He went
down to admire the beauty of the vines, and her charms
ravished his soul, 1 understand a poetical fiction, of
having first seen her in a garden, where he was admiring
the beauty of the spring. But I could not forbear
retaining the comparison of her eyes with those of a
stag, though, perhaps, the novelty of it may give it a
burlesque sound in our language. I cannot determine
upon the whole how well I have succeeded in the
translation, neither do I think our English proper to
express such violence of passion, which is very seldom
felt amongst us. We want also those compound words
which are very frequent and strong in the Turkish
language.

You see I am pretty far gone in Oriental learning;
and, to say truth, I study very hard. I wish my studies
may give me an occasion of entertaining your curiosity,
which will be the utmost advantage hoped for from
them by,

Yours, &c.




TO MRS. SARAH CHISWELL

Adrianople, April 1, 1717.

IN my opinion, dear Sarah, I ought rather to quarrel
with you for not answering my Nimeguen letter of
August till December, than to excuse my not writing
again till now. I am sure there is on my side a very
good excuse for silence, having gone such tiresome
land-journeys, though I don’t find the conclusion of
them so bad as you seem to imagine. I am very easy
here, and not in the solitude you fancy me. The great
number of Greeks, French, English; and Italians, that
are under our protection, make their court to me from
morning till night; and, I’ll assure you, are many of
them very fine ladies; for there is no possibility for a
Christian to live easily under this government but by
the protection of an embassador —and the richer they
are, the greater is their danger.

Those dreadful stories you have heard of the plague
have very little foundation in truth. I own I have
much ado to reconcile myself to the sound of a word
which has always given me such terrible ideas, though
I am convinced there is little more in it than in a fever.
As a proof of this, let me tell you that we passed through
two or three towns most violently infected. In the
very next house where we lay (in one of those places)
two persons died of it. Luckily for me I was so well
deceived that I knew nothing of the matter; and I was
made believe, that our second cook had only a great
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cold. However, we left our doctor to take care of
him, and yesterday they both arrived here in good
health; and I am now let into the secret that he has
had the plague. There are many that escape it; neither
is the air ever infected. I am persuaded that it would
be as easy a matter to root it out here as out of Italy
and France; but it does so little mischief, they are not
very solicitous about it, and are content to suffer this
distemper instead of our variety, which they are utterly
unacquainted with.

A propos of distempers, I am going to tell you a
thing that will make you wish yourself here. The
small-pox, so fatal, and so general amongst us, is here
entirely harmless by the invention of ingrafting, which
is the term they give it. There is a set of old women
who make it their business to perform the operation
every autumn, in the month of September, when the
great heat is abated. People send to one another to
know if any of their family has a mind to have the
small-pox: they make parties for this purpose, and
when they are met (commonly (fifteen or sixteen
together), the old woman comes with a nut-shell full
of the matter of the best sort of small-pox, and asks
what vein you please to have opened. She imme-
diately rips open that you offer to her with a large
needle (which gives you no more pain than a common
scratch), and puts into the vein as much matter as can
lie upon the head of her needle, and after binds up the
little wound with a hollow bit of shell; and in this
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manner opens four or five veins. The Grecians have
commonly the superstition of opening one in the
middle of the forehead, in each arm, and on the breast,
to mark the sign of the cross; but this has a very ill
effect, all these wounds leaving little scars, and is not
done by those that are not superstitious, who choose
to have them in the legs, or that part of the arm that
is concealed. The children or young patients play
together all the rest of the day, and are in perfect health
to the eighth. Then the fever begins to seize them,
and they keep their beds two days; very seldom three.
They have very rarely above twenty or thirty in their
faces, which never mark; and in eight days’ time they
are as well as before their illness. Where they are
wounded, there remain running sores during the
distemper, which I don’t doubt is a great relief to it.
Every year thousands undergo this operation; and the
French embassador says pleasantly, that they take the
small-pox here by way of diversion, as they take the
waters in other countries. There is no example of any
one that has died in it; and you may believe I am very
well satisfied of the safety of this experiment, since I
intend to try it on my dear little son.

I am patriot enough to take pains to bring this
useful invention into fashion in England; and I should
not fail to write to some of our doctors very par-
ticularly about it, if I knew any one of them that I
thought had virtue enough to destroy such a considerable
branch of their revenue for the good of mankind. But
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that distemper is too beneficial to them, not to expose
to all their resentment the hardy wight that should
undertake to put an end to it. Perhaps, if I live to
return, I may, however, have courage to war with
them. Upon this occasion admire the heroism in the
heart of your friend, &c.




TO MRS. THISTLETHWAYTE

Adrianople, April 1, 1717.

I can now tell dear Mrs. Thistlethwayte that I am
safely arrived at the end of my very long journey.
I will not tire you with the account of the many
fatigues I have suffered. You would rather be in-
formed of the strange things that are to be seen here;
and a letter out of Turkey that has nothing extra-
ordinary in it, would be as great a disappointment as
my visitors will receive at London if I return thither
without any rarities to shew them.

What shall T tell you of? — You never saw camels
in your life; and, perhaps, the description of them will
appear new to you: I can assure you the first sight of
them was so to me; and, though I have seen hundreds
of pictures of those animals, I never saw any that was
resembling enough to give a true idea of them. I am
going to make a bold observation, and possibly a false
one, because nobody has ever made it before me; but
I do take them to be of the stag kind; their legs,
bodies, and necks, are exactly shaped like them, and
their colour very near the same. *Tis true, they are
much larger, being a great deal higher than a horse;
and so swift, that, after the defeat of Peterwaradin,
they far outran the swiftest horses, and brought the
first news of the loss of the battle to Belgrade. They
are never thoroughly tamed; the drivers take care to
tie them one to another with strong ropes, fifty in a
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string, led by an ass, on which the driver rides. I have
seen three hundred in one caravan. They carry the
third part more than any horse; but ’tis a particular
art to load them, because of the hunch on their backs.
They seem to me very ugly creatures; their heads being
ill-formed and disproportioned to their bodies. They
carry all the burthens; and the beasts destined to the
plough are buffaloes, an animal you are also unac-
quainted with. They are larger and more clumsy
than an ox; they have short, thick, black horns close
to their heads, which grow turning backwards. They
say this horn looks very beautiful when ’tis well
polished. They are all black, with very short hair on
their hides, and extremely little white eyes, that make
them look like devils. The country people dye their
tails, and the hair of their forehead, red, by way of
ornament.

Horses are not put here to any laborious work, nor
are they at all fit for it. They are beautiful and full of
spirit, but generally little, and not so strong as the
breed of colder countries; very gentle, with all their
vivacity, swift and sure-footed. I have a little white
fayourite that I would not part with on any terms; he
prances under me with so much fire, you would think
that I had a great deal of courage to dare to mount
him; yet, I’ll assure you, I never rid a horse in my life
so much at my command. My side-saddle is the first
that was ever seen in this part of the world, and gazed
at with as much wonder as the ship of Columbus in the
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first discovery of America. Here are some birds held
in a sort of religious reverence, and, for that reason,
multiply prodigiously: turtles, on the account of their
innocence; and storks, because they are supposed to
make every winter the pilgrimage to Mecca. To say
truth, they are the happiest subjects under the Turkish
government, and are so sensible of their privileges, that
they walk the streets without fear, and generally build
in the low parts of houses. Happy are those whose
houses are so distinguished, as the vulgar Turks are
perfectly persuaded that they will not be that year
attacked either by fire or pestilence. I have the
happiness of one of their sacred nests under my
chamber-window.

Now I am talking of my chamber, I remember
the description of the houses here will be as new to
you as any of the birds or beasts. I suppose you have
read in most of our accounts of Turkey that their
houses are the most miserable pieces of building in the
world. I can speak very learnedly on that subject,
having been in so many of them; and, I assure you,
’tis no such thing, We are now lodged in a palace
belonging to the Grand-Signior. I really think the
manner of building here very agreeable, and proper
for the country. Tis true they are not at all solicitous
to beautify the outsides of their houses, and they are
generally built of wood, which I own is the cause of
many inconveniences; but this is not to be charged
on the ill taste of the people, but the oppression of the
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government. Every house at the death of its master
is at the Grand-Signior’s disposal; and, therefore, no
man cares to make a great expence, which he is not
sure his family will be the better for. All their desig'n
is to build a house commodious, and that will last their
lives; and they are very indifferent if it falls down the
year after. it

Every house, great and small, is divided into two
distinct parts, which only join together by a narrow
passage. The first house has a large court before. it,
and open galleries all round it, which is to me a thing
very agreeable. This gallery leads to all the chambers,
which are commonly large, and with two rows of
windows, the first being of painted glass: they seldom
build above two stories, each of which has galleries.
The stairs are broad, and not often above thirty steps.
This is the house belonging to the lord, and the
adjoining one is called the harém, that is, the ladies’
apartment (for the name of seraglio is peculiar to the
Grand-Signior’s); it has also a gallery running round
it towards the garden, to which all the windows are
turned, and the same number of chambers as the other,
but more gay and splendid, both in painting and
furniture. The second row of windows is very low,
with grates like those of convents; the rooms are all
spread with Persian carpets, and raised at one end of
them (my chamber is raised at both ends) about two
feet. "This is the sofa, and is laid with a richer sort of
carpet, and all round it a sort of couch, raised half a
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foot, covered with rich silk according to the fancy or
magnificence of the owner. Mine is of scarlet cloth,
with a gold fringe; round about this are placed,
standing against the wall, two rows of cushions,
the first very large, and the next little ones; and here
the Turks display their greatest magnificence. They
are generally brocade, or embroidery of gold wire
upon white satin; — nothing can look more gay and
splendid. These seats are also so convenient and easy,
that I believe I shall never endure chairs as long as
I live. The rooms are low, which I think no fault,
and the ceiling is always of wood, generally inlaid or
painted and gilded. They use no hangings, the rooms
being all wainscoted with cedar set off with silver nails
or painted with flowers, which open in many places
with folding-doors, and serve for cabinets, I think,
more conveniently than ours. Between the windows
are little arches to set pots of perfume, or baskets of
flowers. But what pleases me best, is the fashion of
having marble fountains in the lower part of the
room, which throw up several spouts of water, giving
at the same time an agreeable coolness, and a pleasant
dashing sound, falling from one basin to another.
Some of these are very magnificent. Each house has
a bagnio, which consists generally in two or three
little rooms, leaded on the top, paved with marble,
with basins, cocks of water, and all conveniences for
either hot or cold baths.

You will perhaps be surprised at an account so
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different from what you have been entertained with
by the common voyage-writers, who are very fond
of speaking of what they don’t know. It must be
under a very particular character, or on some extra-
ordinary occasion, when a Christian is admitted into
the house of a man of quality; and their haréms are
always forbidden ground. Thus they can only speak
of the outside, which makes no great appearance;
and the women’s apartments are all built backward,
removed from sight, and have no other prospect than
the gardens, which are inclosed with very high walls.
There are none of our parterres in them; but they are
planted with high trees, which give an agreeable
shade, and, to my fancy, a pleasing view. In the midst
of the garden is the chiosk, that is, a large room, com-
monly beautified with a fine fountain in the midst of
it. It is raised nine or ten steps, and inclosed with
gilded lattices, round which vines, jessamines, and
honeysuckles twining, make a sort of green wall.
Large trees are planted round this place, which is the
scene of their greatest pleasures, and where the ladies
spend most of their hours, employed by their music or
embroidery. In the public gardens there are public
chiosks, where people go-that are not so well accom-
modated at home, and drink their coffee, sherbet, &c.
Neither are they ignorant of a more durable manner
of building: their mosques are all of freestone, and the
public kanns, or inns, extremely magnificent, many of
them taking up a large square, built round with shops
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under stone arches, where poor artificers are lodged
gratis. They have always a mosque joining to them,
and the body of the hann is a most noble hall, capable
of holding three or four hundred persons, the court
extremely spacious, and cloisters round it, that give it
the air of our colleges. I own I think these founda-
tions a more reasonable piece of charity than the
founding of convents.

I think I have now told you a great deal for once.
If you don’t like my choice of subjects, tell me what
you would have me write upon; there is nobody more

desirous to entertain you than, dear Mrs. Thistlethwayte,
Yours, &c. &c.

TO THE COUNTESS OF MAR

Adrianople, April 18, 1717.
I WROTE to you, dear sister, and all my other English
correspondents, by the last ship, and only Heaven can
tell when I shall have another opportunity of sending
to you; but I cannot forbear to write again, though
perhaps my letter may lie upon my hands this two
months. To confess the truth, my head is so full
of my entertainment yesterday, that ’tis absolutely
necessary for my own repose to give it some vent.
Without farther preface, I will then begin my story.

I was invited to dine with the Grand-Vizier’s
lady,? and it was with a great deal of pleasure I prepared
myself for an entertainment which was never given
before to any Christian. I thought I should very little
satisfy her curiosity (which I did not doubt was a
considerable motive to the invitation) by going in a
dress she was used to see, and therefore dressed myself
in the court habit of Vienna, which is much more
magnificent than ours. However, I chose to go
incognita, to avoid any disputes about ceremony, and
went in a Turkish coach, only attended by my woman
that held up my train, and the Greek lady who was
my interpretess. I was met at the court door by her
black eunuch, who helped me out of the coach with
great respect, and conducted me through several rooms,

1 This was the Sultana Hafitén, the favourite and widow of
the Sultan Mustapha II, who died in 1703.
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where her she-slaves, finely dressed, were ranged on
each side. In the innermost I found the lady sitting
on her sofa, in a sable vest. She advanced to meet me
and pre.sented me half a dozen of her friends wit}:
great civility. She seemed a very good[-looking]
woman, near fifty years old. I was surprised to observe
s0. little ‘magnificence in her house, the furniture
being all very moderate; and, except the habits and
numbe.r of her slaves, nothing about her appeared
expensive. She guessed at my thoughts, and told me
she was no longer of an age to spend either her time
or mone-y in superfluities; that her whole expence was
in charity, and her whole employment praying to
God. There was no affectation in this speech; both
she and her husband are entirely given up to devotion.
He never looks upon any other woman; and, what is
much. more extraordinary, touches no bribes, notwith-
standing the example of all his predecessors, He is so
scrupulous on this point, he would not accept Mr.
Wortley’s present, till he had been assured over and
over that it was a settled perquisite of his place at the
entrance of every embassador.

: She enter{ained me with all kind of civility  till
dinner came in, which was served, one dish at a time
to a vast number, all finely dressed after their manner,
yvhlch I don’t think so bad as you have perhaps hearé
it rc.:presc.ented. I am a very good judge of their eating
having lived three weeks in the house of an effendi a;
Belgrade, who gave us very magnificent dinners,
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dressed by his own cooks. The first week they pleased
me extremely; but I own I then began to grow weary
of their table, and desired our own cook might add a
dish or two after our manner. But I attribute this to
custom, and am very much inclined to believe that an
Indian, who had never tasted of either, would prefer
their cookery to ours. Their sauces are very high, all
the roast very much done. They use a great deal of
very rich spice. The soup is served for the last dish;
and they have at least as great a variety of ragouts as
we have. I was very sorry I could not eat of as many
as the good lady would have had me, who was very
earnest in serving me of every thing. The treat
concluded with coffee and perfumes, which is a high
mark of respect; two slaves kneeling censed my hair,
clothes, and handkerchief. After this ceremony, she
commanded her slaves to play and dance, which they
did with their guitars in their hands, and she excused
to me their want of skill, saying she took no care to
accomplish them in that art.

I returned her thanks, and soon after took my °

leave. I was conducted back in the same manner
I entered, and would have gone straight to my own
house; but the Greek lady with me earnestly solicited
me to visit the iydya’st lady, saying, he was the second
officer in the empire, and ought indeed to be looked
upon as the first, the Grand-Vizier having only the
name, while he exercised the authority. I had found
1 The deputy to the Grand-Vizier.
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so little diversion in this Aarém, that I had no mind
to go into another. But her importunity prevailed
with me, and I am extremely glad that I was so
complaisant.

All things here were with quite another air than
at the Grand-Vizier’s; and the very house confessed
the difference between an old devote and a young
beauty. It was nicely clean and magnificent. I was
met at the door by two black eunuchs, who led me
through a long gallery between two ranks of beautiful
young girls, with their hair finely plaited, almost
hanging to their feet, all dressed in fine light damasks,
brocaded with silver. I was sorry that decency did not
permit me to stop to consider them nearer. But that
thought was lost upon my entrance into a large room,
or rather pavilion, built round with gilded sashes,
which were most of them thrown up, and the trees
planted near them gave an agreeable shade, which
hindered the sun from being troublesome. The
jessamines and honeysuckles that twisted round their
 trunks, shedding a soft perfume, increased by a white
marble fountain playing sweet water in the lower part
of the room, which fell into three or four basins with
a pleasing sound. The roof was painted with all sorts
of flowers, falling out of gilded baskets, that seemed
tumbling down. On a sofa, raised three steps, and
covered with fine Persian carpets, sat the kiydya’s
lady, leaning on cushions of white satin, embroidered;
and at her feet sat two young girls, the eldest about
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twelve years old, lovely as angels, dressed perfectly
rich, and almost covered with jewels. But they were
hardly seen near the fair Fatima (for that is her name),
so much her beauty effaced every thing. I have seen
all that has been called lovely either in England or
Germany, and must own that I never saw any thing
so gloriously beautiful, nor can I recollect a face that
would have been taken notice of near hers. She stood
up to receive me, saluting me after their fashion,
putting her hand upon her heart with a sweetness full
of majesty, that no court breeding could ever give.
She ordered cushions to be given me, and took care to
place me in the corner, which is the place of honour.
I confess, though the Greek lady had before given me
a great opinion of her beauty, I was so struck with
admiration, that I could not for some time speak to
her, being wholly taken up in gazing. That surprising
harmony of features! that charming result of the
whole! that exact proportion of body! that lovely
bloom of complexion unsullied by art! the unutterable
enchantment of her smile! — But her eyes! —

large and black, with all the soft languishment of the
blue! every turn of her face discovering some new
grace.

After my first surprise was over, I endeavoured,
by nicely examining her face, to find out some imper-
fection, without any fruit of my search, but my being
clearly convinced of the error of that vulgar notion,
that a face exactly proportioned, and perfectly beautiful,
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would not be agreeable; nature having done for her
with more success, what Apelles is said to have essayed,
by a collection of the most exact features, to form a
perfect face, and to that a behaviour so full of grace
and sweetness, such easy motions, with an air so
majestic, yet free from stiffness or affectation, that I am
persuaded, could she be suddenly transported upon the
most polite throne of Europe, nobody would think
her other than born and bred to be a queen, though
educated in a country we call barbarous. To say all
in a word, our most celebrated English beauties would
vanish near her.

She was dressed in a caftdn of gold brocade, flowered
with silver, very well fitted to her shape, and shewing
to admiration the beauty of her bosom, only shaded by
the thin gauze of her shift. Her drawers were pale
pink, her waistcoat green and silver, her slippers white
satin, finely embroidered: her lovely arms adorned
with bracelets of diamonds, and her broad girdle set
round with diamonds; upon her head a rich Turkish
handkerchief of pink and silver, her own fine black
hair hanging a great length in various tresses, and on
one side of her head some bodkins of jewels. I am
afraid you will accuse me of extravagance in this
description. I think I have read somewhere that
women always speak in rapture when they speak of
beauty, and I cannot imagine why they should not be
allowed to do so. I rather think it a virtue to be able
to admire without any mixture of desire or envy.
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The gravest writers have spoken with great warmth
of some celebrated pictures and statues. The work-
manship of Heaven certainly excels all our weak
imitations, and, I think, has a much better claim to
our praise. For my part, I am not ashamed to own
I took more pleasure in looking on the beauteous
Fatima, than the finest piece of sculpture could have
given me.

She told me the two girls at her feet were her
daughters, though she appeared too young to be their
mother. Her fair maids were ranged below the sofa,
to the number of twenty, and put me in mind of the
pictures of the ancient nymphs. I did not think all
nature could have furnished such a scene of beauty.
She made them a sign to play and dance. Four of them
immediately began to play some soft airs on instru-
ments between a lute and a guitar, which they accom-
panied with their voices, while the others danced by
turns. This dance was very diﬁerent.from what I had
seen before. Nothing could be more artful, or more
proper to raise certain ideas. The tunes so soft! —
the motions so languishing! — accompanied with
pauses and dying eyes! half-falling back, and then
recovering themselves in so artful a manner, that I
am very positive the coldest and most rigid prude upon
earth could not have looked upon them without
thinking of something not to be spoken of. I suppose
you may have read that the Turks have no music
but what is shocking to the ears; but this account is
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from those who never heard any but what is played in
the streets, and is just as reasonable as if a foreigner
should take his ideas of English music from the bladder
and string, or the marrow-bones and cleavers. 1 can
assure you that the music is extremely pathetic; ’tis
true I am inclined to prefer the Italian, but perhaps
I am partial. I am acquainted with a Greek lady who
sings better than Mrs. Robinson,! and is very well
skilled in both, who gives the preference to the Turkish.
"Tis certain they have very fine natural voices; these
were very agreeable. When the dance was over, four
fair slaves came into the room with silver censers in
their hands, and perfumed the air with amber, aloes-
wood, and other scents. After this they served me
coffee upon their knees in the finest japan china, with
soucoupes® of silver, gilt. The lovely Fatima enter-
tained me all this while in the most polite agreeable
manner, calling me often Guzél sultanum, or the
beautiful sultana, and desiring my friendship with the
best grace in the world, lamenting that she could not
entertain me in my own language.

When I took my leave, two maids brought in a
fine silver basket of embroidered handkerchiefs; she
begged I would wear the richest for her sake, and
gave the others to my woman and interpretess. I
retired through the same ceremonies as before, and
could not help thinking I had been some time in
Mahomet’s paradise; so much was I charmed with

1 The great opera singer. 2 Saucers.
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what I had seen. I know not how the relation of it
appears to you. I wish it may give you part o_f my
pleasure; for I would have my dear sister share in all

the diversions of,

Yours, &c.




TO THE ABBOT CONTI

; Adrianople, May 17, 1717.
.I AM golng to leave Adrianople, and I would not do
it vathc?ut giving you some account of all that is
curlous in it, which I have taken a great deal of pains
to see.

I will not trouble you with wise dissertations
whether or no this is the same city that was ancientl;
called Orestesit or Oreste, which you know better
than I do. It is now called from the Emperor Adrian
and was the first European seat of the Turkish empire’
and has been the favourite residence of many sultans.’
MahO{net the Fourth, and Mustapha, the brother of
the reigning Emperor, were so fond of it that they
wholly abandoned Constantinople; which humour so
far exasperated the janisaries, that it was a considerable
motive to the rebellions that deposed them. Yet this
man seems to love to keep his court here. I can give
you no reason for this partiality. "Tis true the situa-
tion is fine, and the country all round very beautiful;
but the air is extremely bad, and the seraglio itself is
not free from the ill effect of it. The town is said to
be eight miles in compass, I suppose they reckon in
the gardens. There are some good houses in it, I mean
large ones; for the architecture of their palaces never
makes any great show. It is now very full of people;
but they are most of them such as follow the court,
or camp; and when they are removed, I am told ’tis
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no populous: city. The river Maritza (anciently the
Hebrus), on which it is situated, is dried up every
summer, which contributes very much to make it
unwholesome. It is now a very pleasant stream. There
are two noble bridges built over it.

I had the curiosity to go to see the Exchange! in
my Turkish dress, which is disguise sufficient. Yet
I own I was not very easy when I saw it crowded
with janisaries; but they dare not be rude to a woman,
and made way for me with as much respect as if I had
been in my own figure. It is half a mile in length,
the roof arched, and kept extremely neat. It holds
three hundred and sixty-five shops, furnished with all
sorts of rich goods, exposed to sale in the same manner
as at the New Exchange? in London; but the pave-
ment kept much neater; and the shops all so clean,
they seemed just new painted. Idle people of all sorts
walk here for their diversion, or amuse themselves
with drinking coffee, or sherbet, which is cried about
as oranges and sweet-meats are in our play-houses.

I observed most of the rich tradesmen were Jews.
That people are in incredible power in this country.
They have many privileges above all the natural Thurks
themselves, and have formed a very considerable
commonwealth here, being judged by their own laws.
They have drawn the whole trade of the empire into
their hands, partly by the firm union among them-
selves, and prevailing on the idle temper and want of

1 Bazaar. 2 Exeter 'Change.
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industry of the Turks. Every pasha has his Jew, who
is his homme d’affaires; he is let into all his secrets, and
does all his business. No bargain is made, no bribe
received, no merchandise disposed of, but what passes
through their hands. They are the physicians, the
stewards, and the interpreters of all the great men.
You may judge how advantageous this is to a
people who never fail to make use of the smallest
advantages. They have found the secret of making
themselves so necessary, that they are certain of the
protection of the court, whatever ministry is in power.
Even the English, French, and Italian merchants,
who are sensible of their artifices, are, however,
forced to trust their affairs to their negotiation, nothing
of trade being managed without them, and the meanest
among them being too important to be disobliged,
since the whole body take care of his interests with as
much vigour as they would those of the most con-
siderable of their members. There are many of them
vastly rich, but take care to make little public show of
it; though they live in their houses in the utmost
luxury and magnificence. — This copious subject has
drawn me from my description of the exchange, founded
by Ali Pasha, whose name it bears. Near it is the
tchartshi, a street of a mile in length, full of shops of
all kinds of fine merchandise, but excessively dear,
nothing being made* here. It is covered on the top
with boards, to keep out the rain, that merchants may
meet conveniently in all weathers. The bessiten near
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it, is another exchange, built upon pillars, where all
sorts of horse-furniture are sold: glittering every-where
with gold, rich embroidery, and jewels, it makes a very
agreeable show.

From this place I went, in my Turkish coach, to
the camp, which is to move in a few days to the fron-
tiers. The Sultan is already gone to his tents, and all
his court; the appearance of them is, indeed, very
magnificent. Those of the great men are rather like
palaces than tents, taking up a great compass of ground,
and being divided into a vast number of apartments.
They are all of green, and the pashas of three tails
have those ensigns of their power placed in a very
conspicuous manner before their tents, which are
adorned on the top with gilded balls, more or less
according to their different ranks. The ladies go in
coaches to see the camp, as eagerly as ours did to that
of Hyde-park; but it is very easy to observe, that the
soldiers do not begin the campaign with any great
cheerfulness. The war is a general grievance upon the
people, but particularly hard upon the tradesmen, now
that the Grand-Signior is resolved to lead his army
in person. Every company of them is obliged, upon
this occasion, to make a present according to their
ability.

I took the pains of rising at six in the morning to
see that ceremony, which did not, however, begin
till eight. The Grand-Signior was at the seraglio
window, to see the procession, which passed through
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the principal streets. It was preceded by an effend:,
mounted on a camel, richly furnished, reading aloud
the Alcoran, finely bound, laid upon a cushion. He
was surrounded by a parcel of boys, in white, singing
some verses of it, followed by a man dressed in green
boughs, representing a clean husbandman sowing seed.
After him several reapers, with garlands of ears of
corn, as Ceres is pictured, with scythes in their hands,
seeming to mow. Then a little machine drawn by
oxen, in which was a windmill, and boys employed in
grinding corn, followed by another machine, drawn
by buffaloes, carrying an oven, and two more boys,
one employed in kneading the bread, and another in
drawing it out of the oven. These boys threw little
cakes on both sides among the crowd, and were
followed by the whole company of bakers, marching
on foot, two by two, in their best clothes, with cakes,
loaves, pasties, and pies of all sorts, on their heads,
and after them two buffoons, or jack-puddings, with
their faces and clothes smeared with meal, who diverted
the mob with their antic gestures. In the same manner
followed all the companies of trade in the empire; the
nobler sort, such as jewellers, mercers, &c. finely
mounted, and many of the pageants that represented
their trades, perfectly magnificent; among which, the
furriers’ made one of the best figures, being a very
large machine, set round with the skins of ermines,
foxes, &c. so well stuffed, the animals seemed to be
alive, followed by music and dancers. I believe they
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were, upon the whole, at least twenty thousand men,
all ready to follow his highness if he commanded them.
The rear was closed by the volunteers, who came to
beg the honour of dying in his service. This part of
the show seemed to me so barbarous, I removed from
the window upon the first appearance of it. They
were all naked to the middle. Some had their arms
pierced through with arrows, left sticking in them.
Others had them sticking in their heads, the blood
trickling down their faces, and some slashed their arms
with sharp knives, making the blood spring out upon
those that stood there; and this is looked upon as an
expression of their zeal for glory. I am told that some
make use of it to advance their love; and, when they
are near the window where their mistress stands (all
the women in town being veiled to see this spectacle),
they stick another arrow for her sake, who gives some
sign of approbation and encouragement to this gallantry.
The whole show lasted for near eight hours, to my
great sorrow, who was heartily tired, though I was
in the house of the widow of the capitain-pasha
(admiral), who refreshed me with coffee, sweetmeats,
sherbet, &c. with all possible civility.

I went two days after, to see the mosque of Sultan
Selim I which is a building very well worth the
curiosity of a traveller. I was dressed in my Turkish
habit, and admitted without scruple; though I believe
they guessed who I was, by the extreme officiousness
of the door-keeper to shew me every part of it. It is
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situated very advantageously in the midst of the city,
and in the highest part of it, making a very noble
show. The first court has four gates, and the inner-
most three. They are both of them surrounded with
cloisters, with marble pillars of the Ionic order, finely
polished, and of very lively colours; the whole pave-
ment being of white marble, the roof of the cloisters
being divided into several cupolas or domes, leaded,
with gilt balls on the top. In the midst of each court
fine fountains of white marble; and, before the great
gate of the mosque, a portico, with green marble
pillars. It has five gates, the body of the mosque being
one prodigious dome.

I understand so little of architecture, I dare not
pretend to speak of the proportions. It seemed to me
very regular; this I am sure of; it is vastly high, and
I thought it the noblest building I ever saw. It had
two rows of marble galleries on pillars, with marble
balusters; the pavement marble, covered with Persian

carpets, and in my opinion, it is a great addition to its

beauty, that it is not divided into pews, and incumbered
with forms and benches like our churches; nor the
pillars (which are most of them red and white marble)
disfigured by the little tawdry images and pictures,
that give the Roman Catholic churches the air of
toy-shops. The walls seemed to me inlaid with such
very lively colours, in small flowers, I could not
imagine what stones had been made use of. But
going nearer, I saw they were crusted with japan
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china, which has a very beautiful effect. In the midst
hung a vast lamp of silver, gilt; besides which, I do
verily believe, there were at least two thousand of a
lesser size. This must look very glorious when they
are all lighted; but that being at night, no women are
suffered to enter. Under the large lamp is a great
pulpit of carved wood, gilt; and just by it, a fountain
to wash, which, you know, is an essential part of their
devotion. In one corner is a little gallery, inclosed
with gilded lattices, for the Grand-Signior. At the
upper end, a large niche, very like an altar, raised two
steps, covered with gold brocade, and, standing before
it, two silver gilt candlesticks, the height of a man,
and in them white wax candles, as thick as a man’s
waist. The outside of the mosque is adorned with four
towers,! vastly high, gilt on the top, from whence the
imaums call the people to prayers. I had the curiosity
to go up one of them, which is contrived so artfully,
as to give surprise to all that see it. There is but one
door, which leads to three different staircases, going
to the three different stories of the tower, in such a
manner, that three priests may ascend, rounding,
without ever meeting each other; a contrivance very
much admired.

Behind the mosque, is an exchange full of shops,
where poor artificers are lodged gratis. 1 saw several
dervises at their prayers here. They are dressed in a
plain piece of woollen, with their arms bare, and a

1 Minarets.
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woollen cap on their heads, like a high-crowned hat
without brims. I went to see some other mosques,
built much after the same manner, but not comparable
in point of magnificence to this I have described, which
is infinitely beyond any church in Germany or Eng-
land; I won’t talk of other countries I have not seen.
The seraglio does not seem a very magnificent palace.
But the gardens are very large, plentifully supplied
with water, and full of trees: which is all I know of
them, having never been in them.

I tell you nothing of the order of Mr. Wortley’s
entry, and his audience. These things are always the
same, and have been so often described, I won’t trouble
you with the repetition. The young prince, about
eleven years old, sits near his father, when he gives
audience: he is a handsome boy; but, probably, will
not immediately succeed the Sultan, there being two
sons of Sultan Mustapha (his eldest brother) remaining;
the eldest about twenty years old, on whom the hopes
of the people are fixed. This reign has been bloody
and avaricious. I am apt to believe, they are very
impatient to see the end of it.

I am, Sir, your, &c.

I will write to you again from Constantinople.

‘LONTEHESABBOTCONTI

Constantinople, May 29, 1717.

I navE had the advantage of very fine weather all my
journey; and, the summer being now in its beauty,
I enjoyed the pleasure of fine prospects; and the
meadows being full of all sorts of garden flowers, and
sweet herbs, my berlin perfumed the air as it pressed
them. The Grand-Signior furnished us with thirty
covered waggons for our baggage, and five coaches of
the country for my women. We found the road full
of the great spahis and their equipages coming out of
Asia to the war. They always travel with tents; but
I chose to lie in houses all the way.

I will not trouble you with the names of the villages
we passed, in which there was nothing remarkable, but
at Tchiorld, where there was a conac, or little seraglio,
built for the use of the Grand-Signior when he goes
this road. I had the curiosity to view all the apartments
destined for the ladies of his court. They were in the
midst of a thick grove of trees, made fresh by fountains;
but I was most surprised to see the walls almost covered
with little distiches of Turkish verse, written with
pencils. I made my interpreter explain them to me,
and I found several of them very well turned; though
I easily believed him, that they lost much of their
beauty in the translation. One was literally thus in

English:
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‘We come into this world; we lodge, and we depart;
He never goes, that’s lodged within my heart.’

The rest of our journey was through fine painted
meadows, by the side of the sea of Marmora, the
ancient Propontis. We lay the next night at Selivrea,
anciently a noble town. It is now a very good sea-port,
and neatly built enough, and has a bridge of thirty-two
arches. Here is a famous Greek church. I had given
one of my coaches to a Greek lady, who desired the
conveniency of travelling with me; she designed to pay
her devotions, and I was glad of the opportunity of
going with her. I found it an ill-built place, set out
with the same sort of ornaments, but less rich, than
the Roman Catholic churches. They shewed me a
saint’s body, where I threw a piece of money; and a
picture of the Virgin Mary, drawn by the hand of
St. Luke, very little to the credit of his painting; but,
however, the finest Madona of Italy is not more
famous for her miracles. The Greeks have a most
monstrous taste in their pictures, which, for more
finery, are always drawn upon a gold ground. You
may imagine what a good air this has; but they have
no notion, either of shade or proportion. They have a
bishop here, who officiated in his purple robe, and sent
me a candle almost as big as myself for a present, when
I was at my lodging.

We lay that night at a town called Bujuk Check-
medji, or Great Bridge; and the night following, at
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Kujuk Checkmedji, Little Bridge; in a very pleasant
lodging, formerly a monastery of dervises, having
before it a large court, encompassed with marble
cloisters, with a good fountain in the middle. The
prospect from this place, and the gardens round it, is
the most agreeable I have seen; and shews, that monks
of all religions know how to choose their retirements.
"Tis now belonging to a hogia or schoolmaster, who
teaches boys here, and asking him to shew me his own
apartment, I was surprised to see him point to a tall
cypress tree in the garden, on the top of which was a
place for a bed for himself, and a little lower, one for
his wife and two children, who slept there every night.
I was so diverted with the fancy, I resolved to examine
his nest nearer; but after going up fifty steps, I found
I had still fifty to go, and then I must climb from
branch to branch, with some hazard of my neck. I
thought it the best way to come down again.

We arrived the next day at Constantinople; but I
can yet tell you very little of it, all my time having
been taken up with receiving visits, which are, at
Jeast, a very good entertainment to the eyes, the young
women being all beauties, and their beauty highly
improved by the high taste of their dress. Our palace
is in Pera, which is no more a suburb of Constantinople
than Westminster is a suburb to London. All the
embassadors are lodged very near each other. One
part of our house shews us the port, the city,
and the seraglio, and the distant hills of Asia;
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perhaps, all together, the most beautiful prospect in
the world.

A certain French author says, that Constantinople
is twice as big as Paris. Mr. Wortley is unwilling to
own it is bigger than London, though I confess it
appears to me to be so; but I don’t believe it is so
populous. The burying-fields about it are certainly
much larger than the whole city. It is surprising what
a vast deal of land is lost this way in Turkey. Some-
times I have seen burying-places of several miles,
belonging to very inconsiderable villages, which were
formerly great towns, and retain no other mark. of
their ancient grandeur. On no occasion do they ever
remove a stone that serves for a monument. Some of
them are costly enough, being of very fine marble.
They set up a pillar, with a carved turban on the top
of it, to the memory of a man; and as the turbans,
by their different shapes, shew the quality or pro-
fession, ’tis in a manner putting up the arms of the
deceased; besides, the pillar commonly bears a large
inscription in gold letters. The ladies have a simple
pillar, without other ornament, except those that die
unmarried, who have a rose on the top of it. The
sepulchres of particular families are railed in, and
planted round with trees. Those of the sultans, and
some great men, have lamps constantly burning in
them.

When I spoke of their religion, I forgot to mention
two particularities, one of which I have read of, but
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it seemed so odd to me, I could not believe it; yet ’tis
certainly true: that when a man has divorced his wife
in the most solemn manner, he can take her again,
upon no other terms, than permitting another man to
pass a night with her; and there are some examples of
those who have submitted to this law, rather than not
have back their beloved. The other point of doctrine
is very extraordinary. Any woman that dies unmarried
is looked upon to die in a state of reprobation. To
confirm this belief, they reason, that the end of the
creation of woman is to increase and multiply; and
that she is only properly employed in the works of her
calling when she is bringing forth children, or taking
care of them, which are all the virtues that God expects
from her. And, indeed, their way of life, which shuts
them out of all public commerce, does not permit
them any other. Our vulgar notion, that they do not
own women to have any souls, is a mistake. "T's true,
they say they are not of so elevated a kind, and therefore
must not hope to be admitted into the paradise appointed
for the men, who are to be entertained by celestial
beauties. But there is a place of happiness destined for
souls of the inferior order, where all good women are
to be in eternal bliss. Many of them are very super-
stit'ous, and will not remain widows ten days, for fear
of dying in the reprobate state of an useless creature.
But those that like their liberty, and are not slaves to
their religion, content themselves with marrying when
they are afraid of dying. This is a piece of theology
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very different from that which teaches nothing to be
more acceptable to God than a vow of perpetual
virginity; which divinity is most rational, I leave you
to determine.

I have already made some progress in a collection
of Greek medals. Here are several professed antiquaries
who are ready to serve any body that desires them. But
you cannot imagine how they stare in my face when I
enquire about them, as if nobody was permitted to seek
after medals till they were grown a piece of antiquity
themselves. I have got some very valuable ones of the
Macedonian kings, particularly one of Perseus, so
lively, I fancy I can see all his ill qualities in his face.
I have a porphyry head finely cut, of the true Greek
sculpture; but who it represents, is to be guessed at by
the learned when I return. For you are not to suppose
these antiquaries (who are all Greeks) know any
thing. Their trade is only to sell; they have corres-
pondents at Aleppo, Grand Cairo, in Arabia, and
Palestine, who send them all they can find, and very
often great heaps that are only fit to melt into pans and
kettles. They get the best price they can for them,
without knowing those that are valuable from those
that are not. Those that pretend to skill, generally
find out the image of some saint in the medals of the
Greek cities. One of them shewing me the figure of
a Pallas, with a victory in her hand on a reverse,
assured me it was the Virgin holding a crucifix. The
same man offered me the head of a Socrates on a
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sardonyx; and, to enhance the value, gave him the
title of Saint Augustine.

I have bespoken a mummy, which I hope will
come safe to my hands, notwithstanding the misfor-
tune that befel a very fine one, designed for the King
of Sweden. He gave a great price for it, and the
Turks took it into their heads that he must have some
considerable project depending upon it. They fancied
it the body of God knows who; and that the state of
their empire mystically depended on the conscrvation
of it. Some old prophecies were remembered upon
this occasion, and the mummy was committed prisoner
to the Seven Towers, where it has remained under
close confinement ever since: I dare not try my interest
in so considerable a point as the release of it; but I
hope mine will pass without examination. 7

I can tell you nothing more at present of this famous
city. When I have looked a little about me, you shall
hear from me again. I am, Sir, &c.




HO MR WRORE

Belgrade Village, June 17, 1717.

I nopE before this time you have received two or three
of my letters. I had yours but yesterday, though dated
the third of February, in which you suppose me to be
dead and buried. I have already let you know that I
am still alive; but, to say truth, I look upon my present
circumstances to be exactly the same with those of
departed spirits.

The heats of Constantinople have driven me to
this place, which perfectly answers the description of
the Elysian fields. I am in the middle of a wood,
consisting chiefly of fruit-trees, watered by a vast
number of fountains, famous for the excellency of their
water, and divided into many shady walks, upon short
grass, that seems to me artificial; but, I am assured,
is the pure work of nature; and within view of the
Black Sea, from whence we perpetually enjoy the
refreshment of cool breezes, that make us insensible
of the heat of the summer. The village is only in-
habited by the richest amongst the Christians, who
meet every night at a fountain, forty paces from my
house, to sing and dance, the beauty and dress of the
women exactly resembling the ideas of the ancient
nymphs, as they are given us by the representations of
the poets and painters. But what persuades me more
fully of my decease, is the situation of my own mind,
the profound ignorance I am in of what passes among
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the living (which only comes to me by chance), and
the great calmness with which I receive it. Yet I
have still a hankering after my friends and acquain-
tances left in the world, according to the authority
of that admirable author,

“That spirits departed are wondrous kind
To friends and relations left behind:
Which nobody can deny.’

Of which solemn truth I am a dead instance. I think
Virgil is of the same opinion, that in human souls there
will still be some remains of human passions.

‘

Curz non ipsz in morte relinquunt.’

And ’tis very necessary, to make a perfect Elysium,
that there should be a river Lethe, which I am not so
happy as to find.

To say truth, I am sometimes very weary of this
singing, and dancing, and sunshine, and wish for the
smoke and impertinencies in which you toil, though
I endeavour to persuade myself that I live in a more
agreeable variety than you do; and that Monday,
setting of partridges — Tuesday, reading English —
Wednesday, studying in the Turkish language (in
which, by the way, I am already very learned)-
Thursday, classical authors — Friday, spent in writing —
Saturday, at my needle —and Sunday, admitting of
visits, and hearing of music, is a better way of disposing
of the week, than Monday, at the drawing-room —
Thuesday, Lady Mohun’s — Wednesday, at the opera —

299




Thursday, the play — Friday, Mrs. Chetwynd’s, &c.,
a perpetual round of hearing the same scandal, and
seeing the same follies acted over and over, which here
affect me no more than they do other dead people.
I can now hear of displeasing things with pity, and
without indignation. The reflection on the great

gulph between you and me, cools all news that come -

hither. T can neither be sensibly touched with joy nor
grief, when I consider that possibly the cause of either
is removed before the letter comes to my hands. But
(as I said before) this indolence does not extend to my
few friendships; I am still warmly sensible of yours
and Mr. Congreve’s, and desire to live in your
remembrance, though dead to all the world beside.
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‘TO EHE L ADYS RECH:

Belgrade Village, June 17, 1717.
I HEARTILY beg your ladyship’s pardon; but I really
could not forbear laughing heartily at your letter,
and the commissions you are pleased to honour me
with.

You desire me to buy you a Greek slave, who is
to be mistress of a thousand good qualities. The
Greeks are subjects, and not slaves. Those who are
to be bought in that manner, are either such as are
taken in war, or stolen by the Tartars from Russia,
Circassia, or Georgia, and are such miserable, awkward,
poor wretches, you would not think any of them
worthy to be your house-maids. *Tis true that many
thousands were taken in the Morea; but they have
been, most of them, redeemed by the charitable con-
tributions of the Christians, or ransomed by their own
relations at Venice. The fine slaves that wait upon
the great ladies, or serve the pleasures of the great
men, are all bought at the age of eight or nine years
old, and educated with great care, to accomplish them
in singing, dancing, embroidery, &c. They are
commonly Circassians, and their patron never sells
them, except it is as a punishment for some very great
fault. If ever they grow weary of them, they either
present them to a friend, or give them their freedom.
Those that are exposed to sale at the markets are
always either guilty of some crime, or so entirely
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worthless that they are of no use at all. I am afraid
you will doubt the truth of this account, which I own
is very different from our common notions in England;
but it is no less truth for all that.

Your whole letter is full of mistakes from one end
to the other. I see you have taken your ideas of
Turkey from that worthy author Dumont, who has
wrote with equal ignorance and confidence. ’Tis a
particular pleasure to me here, to read the voyages
to the Levant, which are generally so far removed
from truth, and so full of absurdities, I am very well
diverted with them. They never fail giving you an
account of the women, whom, ’tis certain, they never
saw, and talking very wisely of the genius of the men,
into whose company they are never admitted; and very
often describe mosques, which they dare not even
peep into. The Turks are very proud, and will not
converse with a stranger they are not assured is con-
siderable in his own country. I speak of the men of
distinction; for, as to the ordinary fellows, you may
imagine what ideas their conversation can give of the
general genius of the people.

As to the balm of Mecca, I will certainly send you
some; but it is not so easily got as you suppose it, and
I cannot, in conscience, advise you to make use of it.
I know not how it comes to have such universal
applause. All the ladies of my acquaintance at London
and Vienna have begged me to send pots of it to them.
I have had a present of a small quantity (which, I’ll
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assure you, is very valuable) of the best sort, and with
great joy applied it to my face, expecting some won-
derful effect to my advantage. The next morning the
change indeed was wonderful; my face was swelled to
a very extraordinary size, and all over as red as my
Lady B ’s. It remained in this lamentable state
three days, during which you may be sure I passed my
time very ill. I believed it would never be otherways;
and, to add to my mortification, Mr. Wortley re-
proached my indiscretion without ceasing. However,
my face is since iz statu quo; nay, I am told by the
ladies here, that it is much mended by the operation,
which I confess I cannot perceive in my looking-glass.
Indeed, if one were to form an opinion of this balm
from their faces, one should think very well of it.
They all make use of it, and have the loveliest bloom
in the world. For my part I never intend to endure
the pain of it again; let my complexion take its natural
course, and decay in its own due time. I have very
little esteem for medicines of this nature; but do as you
please, madam; only remember before you use it, that
your face will not be such as you will care to shew
in the drawing-room for some days after.

If one was to believe the women in this country,
there is a surer way of making one’s self beloved than
by becoming handsome; though you know that’s our
method. But they pretend to the knowledge of
secrets that, by way of enchantment, give them the
entire empire over whom they please. For me, who
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am not very apt to believe in wonders, I cannot find
faith for this. I disputed the point last night with a
lady, who really talks very sensibly on any other
subject; but she was downright angry with me, in that
she did not perceive she had persuaded me of the truth
of forty stories she told me of this kind; and at last
mentioned several ridiculous marriages, that there
could be no other reason assigned for. I assured her,
that in England, where we were entirely ignorant of
all magic, where the climate is not half so warm, nor
the women half so handsome, we were not without
our ridiculous marriages; and that we did not look
upon it as any thing supernatural when a man played
the fool for the sake of a woman. But my arguments
could not convince her against (as she said) her certain
knowledge. To this she added, that she scrupled
making use of charms herself; but that she could do
it whenever she pleased; and staring me in the face,
said (with a very learned air), that no enchantments
would have their effects upon me; and that there
were some people exempt from their power, but very
few. You may imagine how I laughed at this dis-
course; but all the women are of the same opinion.
They don’t pretend to any commerce with the devil;
but that there are certain compositions to inspire love.
If one could send over a ship-load of them, I fancy it
would be a very quick way of raising an estate. What
would not some ladies of our acquaintance give for
such merchandize?
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Adieu, my dear Lady Rich, I cannot conclude my
letter with a subject that affords more delightful
scenes to the imagination. I leave you to figure to
yourself the extreme court that will be made to me,
at my return, if my travels should furnish me with

such a useful piece of learning.
I am, dear madam, yours, &c. &c.
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TO MRS. THISTLETHWAYTE

Pera of Constantinople, Jan. 4, 1718.

I am infinitely obliged to you, dear Mrs. Thistle-
thwayte, for your entertaining letter. You are the
only one of my correspondents that have judged right
enough, to think I would gladly be informed of the
news among you. All the rest of them tell me (almost
in the same words), that they suppose I know every
thing. Why they are pleased to suppose in this manner,
I can guess no reason, except they are persuaded, that
the breed of Mahomet’s pigeon still subsists in this
country, and that I receive supernatural intelligence.

I wish I could return your goodness with some
diverting accounts from hence. But I know not
whailt part of the scenes here would gratify your
cu.rlosity, or whether you have any curiosity at all for
things so far distant, To say the truth, I am, at this
present writing, not very much turned for the recollec-
tion of what is diverting, my head being wholly filled
with the preparations necessary for the increase of my
family, which I expect every day. You may easily
guess at my uneasy situation. But I am, however,
comforted in some degree, by the glory that accrues to
me from it, and a reflection on the contempt I should
otherwise fall under. You won’t know what to make
of this speech; but, in this country, it is more despicable
to be married and not fruitful, than it is with us to be
fruitful before marriage. They have a notion, that
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whenever a woman leaves off bringing forth children,
it is because she is too old for that business, whatever
her face says to the contrary. This opinion makes the
ladies here so ready to make proofs of their youth
(which is as necessary, in order to be a received beauty,
as it is to shew the proofs of nobility, to be admitted
knights of Malta,) that they do not content themselves
with using the natural means, but fly to all sorts of
quackeries, to avoid the scandal of being past child-
bearing, and often kill themselves by them. Without
any exaggeration, all the women of my acquaintance
that have been married ten years have twelve or
thirteen children; and the old ones boast of having had
five-and-twenty or thirty a-piece, and are respected
according to the number they have produced. When
they are with child, it is their common expression to
say, They hope God will be so merciful to send two this
time; and when I have asked them sometimes, How
they expected to provide for such a flock as they
desire? They answered, That the plague will certainly
kill half of them; which, indeed, generally happens,
without much concern to the parents, who are satis-
fied with the vanity of having brought forth so
plentifully.

The French embassadress is forced to comply with
this fashion as well as myself. She has not been here
much above a year, and has lain in once, and is big
again. What is most wonderful, is, the exemption they
seem to enjoy from the curse entailed on the sex.
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They see all company the day of their delivery, and,
at the fortnight’s end, return visits, set out in their
jewels and new clothes. I wish I may find the influ-
ence of the climate in this particular. But I fear I
shall continue an Englishwoman in that affair, as well
as I do in my dread of fire and plague, which are two
things very little feared here, most families having had
their houses burnt down once or twice, occasioned by
their extraordinary way of warming themselves,
which is neither by chimneys nor stoves, but by a
certain machine called a #endour, the height of two
feet, in the form of a table, covered with a fine carpet
or embroidery. This is made only of wood, and they
put into it a small quantity of hot ashes, and sit with
their legs under the carpet. At this table they work,
read, and very often sleep; and, if they chance to
dream, kick down the tendour, and the hot ashes
commonly set the house on fire. There were five
hundred houses burnt in this manner about a fortnight
ago, and I have seen several of the owners since, who
seem not at all moved at so common a misfortune.
They put their goods into a bar#, and see their houses
burn with great philosophy, their persons being very
seldom endangered, having no stairs to descend.

But, having entertained you with things I don’t
like, it is but just I should tell you something that
pleases me. The climate is delightful in the extremest
degree. I am now sitting, this present fourth of
January, with the windows open, enjoying the warm
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shine of the sun, while you are freezing over a sad
sea-coal fire; and my chamber is set out with carna-
tions, roses, and jonquils, fresh from my garden. I am
also charmed with many points of the Turkish law,
to our shame be it spoken, better designed and better
executed than ours; particularly, the punishment of
convicted liars (triumphant criminals in our country,
God knows): They are burnt in the forehead with a
hot iron, being proved the authors of any notorious
falsehood. How many white foreheads should we see
disfigured, how many fine gentlemen would be
forced to wear their wigs as low as their eye-brows,
were this law in practice with us! I should go on to
tell you many other parts of justice, but I must send
for my midwife.

209




TO THE COUNTESS OF MAR

Pera of Constantinople, March 10, 1718.

I BAVE not written to you, dear sister, these many
months: — a great piece of self-denial. But I know not
where to direct, or what part of the world you are in.
I have received no letter from you since that short
note of April last, in which you tell me, that you are
on the point of leaving England, and promise me a
direction for the place you stay in'; but I have in vain
expected it till now; and now I only learn from the
gazette, that you are returned, which induces me to
venture this letter to your house at London. I had
rather ten of my letters should be lost, than you imagine
I don’t write; and I think it is hard fortune if one in
ten don’t reach you. However, I am resolved to keep
the copies, as testimonies of my inclination, to give
you, to the utmost of my power, all the diverting part
of my travels, while you are exempt from all the
fatigues and inconveniences.

In the first place, then, I wish you joy of your
niece; for I was brought to bed of a daughter five
weeks ago. I don’t mention this as one of my diverting
adventures; though I must own, that it is not half so
mortifying here as in England; there being as much
difference, as there is between a little cold in the head,
which sometimes happens here, and the consumptive
coughs, so common in London. Nobody keeps their

1 Her husband was a Jacobite exile.
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house a month for lying-in; and I am not so fond of
any of our customs, as to retain them when they are
not necessary. I returned my visits at three weeks’ end;
and, about four days ago, crossed the sea, which
divides this place from Constantinople, to make a new
one, where I had the good fortune to pick up many
curiosities.

I went to see the Sultana Hafitén, favourite of the
late Emperor Mustapha, who, you know (or perhaps
you don’t know), was deposed by his brother, the
reigning Sultan Achmet, and died a few weeks after,
being poisoned, as it was generally believed. This
lady was, immediately after his death, saluted with an
absolute order to leave the seraglio, and choose herself
a husband among the great men at the Porte. I suppose
you may imagine her overjoyed at this proposal. Quite
contrary: These women, who are called, and esteem
themselves, queens, look upon this liberty as the
greatest disgrace and affront that can happen to them.
She threw herself at the Sultan’s feet, and begged him
to poinard her, rather than use his brother’s widow
with that contempt. She represented to him, in
agonies of sorrow, that she was privileged from this
misfortune, by having brought five princes into the
Ottoman family; but all the boys being dead, and only
one girl surviving, this excuse was not received, and
she was compelled to make her choice. She chose
Bekir Effendi, then secretary of state, and above
fourscore years old, to convince the world that she
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firmly intended to keep the vow she had made, of
never suffering a second husband to approach her bed;
and since she must honour some subject so far as to be
called his wife, she would choose him as a mark of her
gratitude, since it was he that had presented her, at the
age of ten years, to her last lord. But she never per-
mitted him to pay her one visit; though it is now
fifteen years she has been in his house, where she passes
her time in uninterrupted mourning, with a constancy
very little known in Christendom, especially in a
widow of twenty-one, for she is now but thirty-six.
She has no black eunuchs for her guard, her husband
being obliged to respect her as a queen, and not to
enquire at all into what is done in her apartment,
where I was led into a large room, with a sofa the
whole length of it, adorned with white marble pillars
like a 7uelle, covered with pale blue figured velvet on a
silver ground, with cushions of the same, where I was
desired to repose till the Sultana appeared, who had
contrived this manner of reception to avoid rising up
at my entrance, though she made me an inclination of
her head when I rose up to her. I was very glad to
observe a lady that had been distinguished by the favour
of an Emperor, to whom beauties were, every day,
presented from all parts of the world. But she did not
seem to me to have ever been half so beautiful as the
fair Fatima I saw at Adrianople; though she had the
remains of a fine face, more decayed by sorrow than
time. But her dress was something so surprisingly
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rich, that I cannot forbear describing it to you. She
wore a vest called donalma, which differs from a caftdn
by longer sleeves, and folding over at the bottom. It
was of purple cloth, straight to her shape, and thick
set, on each side, down to her feet, and round the
sleeves, with pearls of the best water, of the same size
as their buttons commonly are. You must not suppose,
that I mean as large as those of my Lord , but
about the bigness of a pea; and to these buttons large
loops of diamonds, in the form of those gold loops so
common on birth-day coats. This habit was tied, at
the waist, witht two large tassels of smaller pearls, and
round the arms embroidered with large diamonds:
her shift fastened at the bottom with a great diamond,
shaped like a lozenge; her girdle as broad as the
broadest English ribband, entirely covered with
diamonds. Round her neck she wore three chains,
which reached to her knees: one of large pearl, at the
bottom of which hung a fine coloured emerald, as
big as a turkey-egg; another, consisting of two hundred
emeralds, closely joined together, of the most lively
green, perfectly matched, every one as large as a
half-crown piece, and as thick as three crown pieces;
and another of small emeralds, perfectly round. But
her ear-rings eclipsed all the rest. They were two
diamonds, shaped exactly like pears, as large as a big
hazel-nut. Round her talpoche she had four strings
of pearl, the whitest and most perfect in the world, at
least enough to make four necklaces, every one as
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large as the Duchess of Marlborough’s, and of the
same shape, fastened with two roses, consisting of a
large ruby for the middle stone, and round them twenty
drops of clean diamonds to each. Besides this, her
head-dress was covered with bodkins of emeralds and

diamonds. She wore large diamond bracelets, and had .

five rings on her fingers, all single diamonds, (except
Mr. Pitt’s) the largest I ever saw in my life. It is for
jewellers to compute the value of these things; but,
according to the common estimation of jewels, in our
part of the world, her whole dress must be worth above
a hundred thousand pounds sterling. Fhis I am very
sure of, that no European Queen has half the quantity;
and the Empress’s jewels, though very fine, would
look véry_ mean near hers.

She gave me a dinner of fifty dishes of meat, which
(after their fashion) were placed on the table but one
at a time, and was extremely tedious. But the mag-
nificence of her table answered very well to that of
her dress. The knives were of gold, and the hafts set
with diamonds. But the piece of luxury which grieved
my eyes, was the table-cloth and napkins, which were
all tiffany, embroidered with silk and gold, in the finest
manner, in natural flowers. It was with the utmost
regret that I made use of these costly napkins, as finely
wrought as the finest handkerchiefs that ever came
out of this country. You may be sure, that they were
entirely spoiled before dinner was over. The sherbet
(which is the liquor they drink at meals) was served
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in china bowls; but the covers and salvers massy gold.
After dinner, water was brought in gold basons, and
towels of the same kind with the napkins, which I
very unwillingly wiped my hands upon; and coffee
was served in china, with gold soucoupest

The Sultana seemed in a very good humour, and
talked to me with the utmost civility. I did not omit
this opportunity of learning all that I possibly could
of the seraglio, which is so entirely unknown among
us. She assured me, that the story of the Sultan’s
throwing a handkerchief is altogether fabulous; and
the manner, upon that occasion, no other but that he
sends the kysldr agd,* to signify to the lady the honour
he intends her. She is immediately complimented
upon it by the others, and led to the bath, where she
is perfumed and dressed in the most magnificent and
becoming manner. The Emperor precedes his visit
by a royal present, and then comes into her apartment:
neither is there any such thing as her creeping in at
the bed’s foot. She said, that the first he made choice
of was always afterward the first in rank, and not the
mother of the eldest son, as other writers would make
us believe. Sometimes the Sultan diverts himself in
the company of all his ladies, who stand in a circle
round him. And she confessed, they were ready to
die with envy and jealousy of the Aappy she that he
distinguished by any appearance of preference. But
this seemed to me neither better nor worse than the

1 Saucers. 2 Chief eunuchs
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circles in most courts, where the glance of the monarch
is watched, and every smile is waited for with impa-
tience, and envied by those who cannot obtain it.

She never mentioned the Sultan without tears in
her eyes, yet she seemed very fond of the discourse.
‘My past happiness,” said she, ‘appears a dream to me.
Yet I cannot forget, that I was beloved by the greatest
and most lovely of mankind. I was chosen from all the
rest, to make all his campaigns with him; I would not
survive him, if I was not passionately fond of the
princess my daughter. Yet all my tenderness for her
was hardly enough to make me preserve my life. When
I left him, I passed a whole twelvemonth without
seeing the light. Time has softened my despair; yet
I now pass some days every week in tears, devoted to
the memory of my Sultan.’

There was no affectation in these words. It was
easy to see she was in a deep melancholy, though her
good humour made her willing to divert me.

She asked me to walk in her garden, and one of
her slaves immediately brought her a pellice of rich
brocade lined with sables. I waited on her into the
garden, which had nothing in it remarkable but the
fountains; and from thence she shewed me all her
apartments. In her bed-chamber, her toilet was dis-
played, consisting of two looking-glasses, the frames
covered with pearls, and her night talpoche set with
bodkins of jewels, and near it three vests of fine sables,
every one of which is, at least, worth a thousand
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dollars (two hundred pounds English money). I don’t
doubt but these rich habits were purposely placed in
sight, but they seemed negligently thrown on the sofa.
When I took my leave of her, I was complimented
with perfumes, as at the Grand-Vizier’s, and presented
with a very fine embroidered handkerchief. Her slaves
were to the number of thirty, besides ten little ones,
the eldest not above seven years old. These were the
most beautiful girls I ever saw, all richly dressed; and
I observed that the Sultana took a great deal of pleasure
in these lovely children, which is a vast expence; for
there is not a handsome girl of ‘that age to be bought
under a hundred pounds sterling. They wore little
garlands of flowers, and their own hair, braided, which
was all their head-dress; but their habits were all of
gold stuffs. These served her coffee, kneeling; brought
water when she washed, &c. It is a great part of the
work of the elder slaves to take care of these young
girls, to learn them to embroider, and to serve them as
carefully as if they were children of the family.

Now, do you imagine I have entertained you, all
this while, with a relation that has, at least, received
many embellishments from my hand? This, you will
say, is but too like the Arabian Tales: these embroidered
napkins! and a jewel as large as a turkey’s egg: — You
forget, dear sister, those very tales were written by an
author of this country, and (excepting the enchant-
ments) are a real representation of the manners here.
We travellers are in very hard circumstances: If we
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say nothing but what has been said before us, we are
dull, and we have observed nothing. 1f we tell any thing
new, we are laughed at as fabulous and romantic, not
allowing either for the difference of ranks, which
affords difference of company, more curiosity, or the
change of customs, that happen every twenty years
in every country. But people judge of travellers,
exactly with the same candour, good nature, and
impartiality, they judge of their neighbours upon all
occasions. For my part, if I live to return amongst
you, I am so well acquainted with the morals of all
my dear friends and acquaintances, that I am resolved
to tell them nothing at all, to avoid the imputation
(which their charity would certainly incline them to)
of my telling too much. But I depend upon your
knowing me enough, to believe whatever I seriously
assert for truth; though I give you leave to be surprised
at an account so new to you.

But what would you say if I told you, that I have
been in a harém, where the winter apartment was
wainscoted with inlaid work of mother-of-pearl,
ivory of different colours, and olive wood, exactly
like the little boxes you have seen brought out of this
country; and those rooms designed for summer, the
walls all crusted with japan china, the roofs gilt, and
the floors spread with the finest Persian carpets? Yet
there is nothing more true; such is the palace of my
lovely friend, the fair Fatima, whom I was acquainted
with at Adrianople. I went to visit her yesterday; and,
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if possible, she appeared to me handsomer than before.
She met me at the door of her chamber, and, giving
me her hand with the best grace in the world — “You
Christian ladies,” said she, with a smile that made her
as beautiful as an angel, ‘have the reputation of incon-
stancy, and I did not expect, whatever goodness you
expressed for me at Adrianople, that I should ever see
you again. But I am now convinced that I have really
the happiness of pleasing you; and if you knew how I
speak of you amongst our ladies, you would be assured
that you do me justice in making me your friend.’
She placed me in the corner of the sofa, and I spent
the afternoon in her conversation, with the greatest
pleasure in the world.

The Sultana Hafitén is, what one would naturally
expect to find a Turkish lady, willing to oblige, but
not knowing how to go about it; and it is easy to see
in her manner, that she has lived excluded from the
world. But Fatima has all the politeness and good-
breeding of a court, with an air that inspires, at once
respect and tenderness; and, now I understand her
language, I find her wit as agreeable as her beauty.
She is very curious after the manners of other coun-
tries, and has not the partiality for her own, so common
in little minds. A Greek that I carried with me, who
had never seen her before (nor could have been
admitted now, if she had not been in my train), shewed
that surprise at her beauty and manners, which is
unavoidable at the first sight, and said to me in Italian,
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“This is no Turkish lady, she is certainly some Chris-
tian.” Fatima guessed she spoke of her, and asked what
she said. I would not have told her, thinking she would
have been no better pleased with the compliment,
than one of our court beauties to be told she had the
air of a Turk; but the Greek lady told it to her; and
she smiled, saying, ‘It is not the first time I have
heard so: my mother was a Poloneze, taken at the
siege of Caminiec; and my father used to rally me,
saying, He believed his Christian wife had found some
gallant; for that I had not the air of a Turkish girl.’
I assured her, that if all the Turkish ladies were like
her, it was absolutely necessary to confine them from
public view, for the repose of mankind; and proceeded
to tell her what a noise such a face as hers would make
in London or Paris. ‘I can’t believe you,’ replied she
agreeably; ‘if beauty was so much valued in your
country, as you say, they would never have suffered
you to leave it.” Perhaps, dear sister, you laugh at my
vanity in repeating this compliment; but I only do it
as I think it very well turned, and give it you as an
instance of the spirit of her conversation.

Her house was magnificently furnished, and very
well fancied; her winter rooms being furnished with
figured velvet, on gold grounds, and those for summer
with fine Indian quilting, embroidered with gold.
The houses of the great Turkish ladies are kept clean
with as much nicety as those in Holland. This was
situated in a high part of the town; and from the
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window of her summer apartment we had the prospect
of the sea, the islands, and the Asian mountains.

My letter is insensibly grown so long, I am ashamed
of it. This is a very bad symptom. "Tis well if I don’t
degenerate into a downright story-teller. It may be,
our proverb, that Znowledge is no burthen, may be true
as to one’s self, but knowing too much is very apt to
make us troublesome to other people.

I am, &c. &c.




TO THE LADY RICH

Pera, March 16, 1718.
I am extremely pleased, my dear lady, that you have
at length found a commission for me that I can answer
without disappointing your expectations; though I
must tell you, that it is not so easy as perhaps you think
it; and that if my curiosity had not been more diligent
than any other stranger’s has ever yet been, I must
have answered you with an excuse, as I was forced to
do when you desired me to buy you a Greek slave.
I have got for you, as you desire, a Turkish love-
letter, which I have put into a little box, and ordered
the captain of the Smyrniote to deliver it to you with
this letter. The translation of it is literally as follows:
The first piece you should pull out of the purse is a
little pearl, which is in Turkish called Ingz, and should

be understood in this manner:

Ingi, Sensin Guzelerin gingi
Pearl, Fairest of the young.

Caremfil, Caremfilsen cararen yék
Conge gulsum timarin yok
Benseny chok than severim
Senin benden, haberin yok.
Clove, You are as slender as the clove!
You are an unblown rose!
I have long loved you, and you have not
known it!
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Pul, Derdime derman bul
Jonquil, Have pity on my passion!
Kihat, Birlerum sahat sahat
Paper, I faint every hour!

Ermus, Ver bixe bir umut
Pear, Give me some hope.

Fabun, Derdinden oldum zabun
Soap, I am sick with love.

Chemur, Ben oliyim size umur

Coal, May I die, and all my years be yours!

Gul, Ben aglarum sen gul

A rose, May you be pleased, and your sorrows
mine!

Hasir, Oliim sana yazir

A straw, Suffer me to be your slave.

Fo ho, Ustune bulunmaz pahu
Cloth, Your price is not to be found.

Tartsin, Sen ghel ben chekeim senin hartsin
Cinnamon, But my fortune is yours.

Giro, Esking-ilen oldum ghira

A match, I burn, I burn! my flame consumes me!

Strma, Uzunu benden a yirma
Gold thread, Don’t turn away your face from me.

Satch, Bazmazum tatch
Hair, Crown of my head!
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Uzum, Benim tki Guzum

Grape, My two eyes!

Til, Ulugorum tez ghel
Gold wire, I die —come quickly.

And, by way of postscript:
Beber, Bize bir dogm haker

Pepper, Send me an answer.

You see this letter is all in verse, and I can assure
you there is as much fancy shewn in the choice of
them, as in the most studied expressions of our letters;
there being, I believe, a million of verses designed for
this use. There is no colour, no flower, no weed,
no fruit, herb, pebble, or feather, that has not a verse
belonging to it; and you may quarrel, reproach, or
send letters of passion, friendship, or civility, or even
of news, without ever inking your fingers.

I fancy you are now wondering at my profound
learning; but, alas! dear madam, I am almost fallen
into the misfortune so common to the ambitious;
while they are employed on distant insignificant
conquests abroad, a rebellion starts up at home; — T am
in great danger of losing my English. I find ’tis not
half so easy to me to write in it as it was a twelvemonth
ago. I am forced to study for expressions, and must
leave off all other languages, and try to learn my
mother tongue. Human understanding is as much
limited as human power or human strength. The
memory can retain but a certain number of images;
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and ’tis as impossible for one human creature to be
perfect master of ten different languages, as to have in
perfect subjection ten different kingdoms, or to fight
against ten men at a time: I am afraid I shall at last
know none as I should do. I live in a place that very
well represents the tower of Babel: in Pera they
speak Turkish, Greek, Hebrew, Armenian, Arabic,
Persian, Russian, Sclavonian, Walachian, German,
Dutch, French, English, Italian, Hungarian; and,
what is worse, there are ten of these languages spoken
in my own family. My grooms are Arabs; my foot-
men, French, English, and Germans; my nurse an
Armenian; my house-maids Russians; half a dozen
other servants, Greeks; my steward, an Italian; my
janisaries, Turks; [so] that I live in the perpetual
hearing of this medley of sounds, which produces a
very extraordinary effect upon the people that are
born here; for they learn all these languages at the
same time, and without knowing any of them well
enough to write or read in it. There are very few
men, women, or even children, here, that have not
the same compass of words in five or six of them.
I know myself several infants of three or four years
old, that speak Italian, French, Greek, Turkish, and
Russian, which last they learn of their nurses, who are
generally of that country. This seems almost incredible
to you, and is, in my mind, one of the most curious
things in this country, and takes off very much from
the merit of our ladies who set up for such extra-
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ordinary geniuses, upon the credit of some superficial
knowledge of French and Italian.

As I prefer English to all the rest, I am extremely
mortified at the daily decay of it in my head, where
I’ll assure you (with grief of heart) it is reduced to such
a small number of words, I cannot recollect any
tolerable phrase to conclude my letter with, and am
forced to tell your ladyship very bluntly, that I am,

Your faithful humble servant.

TO THE COUNTESS OF BRISTOL

Pera, April 10, 1718.

At length T have heard from my dear Lady Bristol
for the first time. I am persuaded you have had the
goodness to write before, but I have had the ill fortune
to lose your letters. Since my last, I have staid quietly
at Constantinople, a city that I ought in conscience to
give your ladyship a right notion of, since I know you
can have none but what is partial and mistaken from
the writings of travellers. *Tis certain there are many
people that pass years here in Pera, without having
ever seen it, and yet they all pretend to describe it.

Pera, Tophana, and Galata, wholly inhabited by
Frank! Christians (and which, together, make the
appearance of a very fine town), are divided from it2
by the sea, which is not above half so broad as the
broadest part of the Thames; but the Christian men
are loth to hazard the adventures they sometimes
meet with amongst the Jevents or seamen (worse
monsters than our watermen), and the women must
cover their faces to go there, which they have a
perfect aversion to do. "Tis true they wear veils in
Pera, but they are such as only serve to shew their
beauty to more advantage, and would not be permitted
in Constantinople. These reasons deter almost every

1 European.
2 She speaks of Stambul alone as Constantinople.
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creature from seeing it; and the French embassadress
will return to France (I believe) without ever having
been there.

You’ll wonder, madam, to hear me add, that I
have been there very often. The asmack, or Turkish
veil, is become not only very easy but agreeable to me;
and, if it was not, I would be content to endure some
inconveniency to gratify a passion that is become so
powerful with me, as curiosity. And, indeed, the
pleasure of going in a barge to Chelsea is not com-
parable to that of rowing upon the canal of the sea
here, where, for twenty miles together, down the
Bosphorus, the most beautiful variety of prospects
present themselves. The Asian side is covered with
fruit-trees, villages, and the most delightful landscapes
in nature; on the European, stands Constantinople,
situate on seven hills. The unequal heights make it
seem as large again as it is (though one of the largest
cities in the world), shewing an agreeable mixture of
gardens, pine and cypress-trees, palaces, mosques, and
public buildings, raised one above another, with as
much beauty and appearance of symmetry as your
ladyship ever saw in a cabinet, adorned by the most
skilful hands, jars shew themselves above jars, mixed
with canisters, babies, and candlesticks. This is a very
odd comparison; but it gives me an exact idea of the
thing.

I have taken care to see as much of the seraglio as
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is to be seen. It is on a point of land running into the
sea; a palace of prodigious extent, but very irregular.
The gardens a large compass of ground, full of high
cypress-trees, which is all I know of them: the buildings
all of white stone, leaded on the top, with gilded
turrets and spires, which look very magnificent; and,
indeed, I believe there is no Christian king’s palace
half so large. There are six large courts in it, all
built round, and set with trees, having galleries of
stone; one of these for the guard, another for the
slaves, another for the officers of the kitchen, another
for the stables, the fifth for the divan, and the sixth
for the apartment destined for audiences. On the
ladies’ side there are at least as many more, with
distinct courts belonging to their eunuchs and atten-
dants, their kitchens, &c. ‘

The next remarkable structure is that of St. Sophia,
which is very difficult to see. I was forced to send
three times to the caimaican (the governor of the
town), and he assembled the chief effendis, or heads
of the law, and enquired of the mufti whether it was
lawful to permit it. They passed some days in this
important debate; but I insisting on my request,
permission was granted. I can’t be informed why the
Thurks are more delicate on the subject of this mosque
than on any of the others, where what Christian
pleases may enter without scruple. I fancy they
imagine that, having been once consecrated, people,
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on pretence of curiosity, might profane it with prayers,
particularly to those saints who are still very visible in
mosaic work, and no other way defaced but by the
decays of time; for it is absolutely false, though so
universally asserted, that the Turks defaced all the
images that they found in the city. The dome of
St. Sophia is said to be one hundred and thirteen feet
diameter, built upon arches, sustained by vast pillars
of marble, the pavement and staircase marble. There
are two rows of galleries, supported with pillars of
party-coloured marble, and the whole roof mosaic
work, part of which decays very fast, and drops down.
They presented me a handful of it; its composition
seems to me a sort of glass, or that paste with which
they make counterfeit jewels. They shew here the
tomb of the Emperor Constantine, for which they have
a great veneration.

This is a dull imperfect description of this cele-
brated building; but I understand architecture so
little, that I am afraid of talking nonsense in endeavour-
ing to speak of it particularly. Perhaps I am in the
wrong, but some Turkish mosques please me better.
That of Sultan Solyman is an exact square, with four
fine towers! in the angles; in the midst a noble cupola,
supported with beautiful marble pillars; two lesser at
the ends, supported in the same manner; the pavement
and gallery round the mosque of marble; under the
great cupola is a fountain, adorned with such fine

1 Minarets.
230

coloured pillars, that I can hardly think them natural
marble; on one side is the pulpit, of white marbl'e, gnd
on the other, the little gallery for the Grand-Signior.
A fine staircase leads to it, and it is built up with
gilded lattices. At the upper end is a sort of altar, where
the name of God is written; and before it stand two
candlesticks as high as a man, with wax ca.mdles as
thick as three flambeaux. The pavement Is sgread
with fine carpets, and the mosque illuminatefi fmgh a
vast number of lamps. The court leading to it Is very
spacious, with galleries of marble, with green colur.nns,
covered with twenty-eight leaded cupolas on two s'ldes,
and a fine fountain of three basins in the midst of it. :
This description may serve for all the mosques in
Constantinople. The model is ex:actly the same, -a.nd
they only differ in largeness and richness of. matel:lals.
That of the Valide is the largest of all, built entirely
of marble, the most prodigious, and, I think, the most
beautiful structure I ever saw, be it spoken to the
honour of our sex, for it was founded by the mother
of Mahomet IV. Between friends, St. Paul’s church
would make a pitiful figure near it, as any of our
squares would do near the atlerda.n,l or'pla(:.e of horses
(at signifying a horse in Turkish). This was the
hippodrome in the reign of the Greek emperors. In
the midst of it is a brazen column, of three serpents
twisted together, with their mouths gaping. Tis
impossible to learn why so odd a pillar was erected;
1 More commonly called ‘At méidan.’

231




the Greeks can tell nothing but fabulous legends
when they are asked the meaning of it, and there is no
sign of its having ever had any inscription. At the
upper end is an obelisk of porphyry, probably brought
from Egypt, the hieroglyphics all very entire, which
I look upon as mere ancient puns. It is placed on four
little brazen pillars, upon a pedestal of square free-
stone, full of figures in bas-relief on two sides; one
square representing a battle, another an assembly.
The others have inscriptions in Greek and Latin;
the last I took in my pocket-book, and is literally,

DIFFICILIS QUONDAM, DOMINIS PARERE SERENIS
JUSSUS, ET EXTINCTIS PALMAM PORTARE TYRANNIS
OMNIA THEODOSIO CEDUNT, SOBOLIQUE PERENNI.

Your lord will interpret these lines. Don’t fancy they
are a love-letter to him.

All the figures have their heads onj; and I cannot
forbear reflecting again on the impudence of authors,
who all say they have not; but I dare swear the greatest
part of them never saw them; but took the report
from the Greeks, who resist, with incredible fortitude,
the conviction of their own eyes, whenever they have
invented lies to the dishonour of their enemies, Were
you to ask them, there is nothing worth seeing in

1 The corrosion of the surface concealed the inscription,
which records the dedication of the column to the Pythian

Apollo of Delphi, as a monument of the defeat of the Persians
at Platza in 479 B.C.
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Constantinople but Sancta Sophia, though there are
several larger mosques. That of Sultan Achmet has
this particularity, that its gates are of brass. In all
these mosques there are little chapels, where are the
tombs of the founders and their families, with vast
candles burning before them.

The exchanges are all noble buildings, full of fine
alleys, the greatest part supported with pillars, ?.nd
kept wonderfully neat. Every trade has its distinct
alley, where the merchandize is disposed in the same
order as in the New Exchange at London. The
besistén, or jewellers’ quarter, shews so much riches,
such a vast quantity of diamonds, and all kind of
precious stones, that they dazzle the sight. The
embroiderers’ is also very glittering, and people walk
here as much for diversion as business. The markets
are most of them handsome squares, and admirably
well provided, perhaps better than in any other part
of the world.

I know you’ll expect I should say something par-
ticular of the slaves; and you will imagine me half a
Turk when I don’t speak of it with the same horror
other Christians have done before me. But I cannot
forbear applauding the humanity of the Turks to the§e
creatures; they are never ill used, and their slavery is,
in my opinion, no worse than servitude all over t.he
world. ’Tis true they have no wages; but they give
them yearly clothes to a higher value than our salaries
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to any ordinary servant. But you’ll object, men buy
women with an eye to evil. In my opinion they are
bought and sold as publicly and more infamously in
all our Christian great cities.

I must add to the description of Constantinople,
that the Aistorical pillar* is no more; dropped down
about two years before I came. I have seen no other
footsteps of antiquity except the aqueducts, which are
so vast, that I am apt to believe they are yet more
ancient than the Greek empire, though the Turks
have clapped in some stones with Turkish inscriptions,
to give their natives the honour of so great a work;
but the deceit is easily discovered.?

The other public buildings are the hinns and
monasteries; the first very large and numerous; the
second few in number, and not at all magnificent.
I had the curiosity to visit one of them, and observe
the devotions of the dervises, which are as whimsical
as any in Rome. These fellows have permission to
marry, but are confined to an odd habit, which is
only a piece of coarse white cloth wrapped about
them, with their legs and arms naked. Their order
has few other rules, except that of performing their
fantastic rites every Tuesday and Friday, which is
done in this manner: They meet together in a large

1 The column of Arcadius, built in 404, after the model of
those of Trajan and Antoninus at Rome.
2 The great aqueduct of Stambul, which seems to be the work

referred to, dates from the fourth century A.D.
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hall, where they all stand with their eyes fixed on the
ground, and their arms across, while the zmaum, or
preacher, reads part of the Alcoran from a pulpit
placed in the midst; and when he has done, eight or
ten of them make a melancholy concert with their
pipes, which are no unmusical instruments. Then he
reads again, and makes a short exposition on what he
has read; after which they sing and play ’till their
superior (the only one of them dressed in green) rises
and begins a sort of solemn dance. They all stand
about him in a regular figure; and while some play,
the others tie their robe (which is very wide) fast
round their waist, and begin to turn round with an
amazing swiftness, and yet with great regard to the
music, moving slower or faster as the tune is played.
"This lasts above an hour, without any of them shewing
the least appearance of giddiness, which is not to be
wondered at, when it is considered they are all used
to it from their infancy; most of them being devoted
to this way of life from their birth, and sons of dervises.
There turned amongst them some little dervises, of
six or seven years old, who seemed no more disordered
by that exercise than the others. At the end of the
ceremony they shout out, There is no other god but
God, and Mahomet is his prophet; after which they kiss
the superior’s hand and retire. The whole is performed
with the most solemn gravity. Nothing can be more
austere than the form of these people; they never raise
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their eyes, and seem devoted to contemplation. And
as ridiculous as this is in description, there is something
touching in the air of submission and mortification
they assume.

This letter is of a horrible length; but you may
burn it when you have read enough, &c. &c.
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TO THE COUNTESS OF BRISTOL

Pera, 1718.

I am now preparing to leave Constantinople, and
perhaps you will accuse me of hypocrisy when I tell
you ’tis with regret; but as I am used to the air, and
have learnt the language. I am easy here; and as
much as I love travelling, I tremble at the incon-
veniences attending so great a journey with a numerous
family, and a little infant hanging at the breast. How-
ever I endeavour upon this occasion to do as I have
hitherto done in all the odd turns of my life; turn them,
if I can, to my diversion. In order to this, I ramble
every day, wrapped up in my ferigée and asmdck, about
Constantinople, and amuse myself with seeing all that
is curious in it.

I know you will expect that this declaration should
be followed with some account of what I have seen.
But I am in no humour to copy what has been writ
so often over. T'o what purpose should I tell you that
Constantinople was the ancient Byzantium? that ’tis
at present the conquest of a race of people supposed
Scythians? that there are five or six thousand mosques
in it? that Sancta Sophia was founded by Justinian?
&c. D’ll assure you ’tis not [for] want of learning that
I forbear writing all these bright things. I could also,
with very little trouble, turn over Knolles and Sir
Paul Rycaut, to give you a list of Turkish emperors;
but I will not tell you what you may find in every
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author that has writ of this country. I am more
inclined, out of a true female spirit of contradiction,
to tell you the falsehood of a great part of what you
find in authors; as, for example, in the admirable
Mr. Hill} who so gravely asserts, that he saw in
Sancta Sophia a sweating pillar, very balsamic for
disordered heads. There is not the least tradition of
any such matter; and I suppose it was revealed to him
in vision during his wonderful stay in the Egyptian
catacombs; for I am sure he never heard of any such
miracle here.?

"Tis also very pleasant to observe how tenderly he
and all his brethren voyage-writers lament the miserable
confinement of the Turkish ladies, who are perhaps
freer than any ladies in the universe, and are the only
women in the world that lead a life of uninterrupted
pleasure exempt from cares; their whole time being
spent in visiting, bathing, or the agreeable amusement
of spending money, and inventing new fashions. A hus-
band would be thought mad that exacted any degree of
economy from his wife, whose expences are no way
limited but by her own fancy. Tis his business to get
money, and hers to spend it: and this noble prerogative
extends itself to the very meanest of the sex. Here

! Aaron Hill travelled to Constantinople at the age of fifteen,
and was received with kindness by his relative Lord Paget, at
that time ambassador to the Porte. He returned to England in
1703 in the suite, and soon after published his Account of Turkey.

& The. sweating pillar had, however, been described before
Aaron Hill, and it is'still shown to visitors.
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is a fellow that carries embroidered handkerchiefs
upon his back to sell, as miserable a figure as you may
suppose such a mean dealer, yet I’ll assure you his
wife scorns to wear any thing less than cloth of gold;
has her ermine furs, and a very handsome set of jewels
for her head. They go abroad when and where they
please. "Tis true they have no places but the bagnios,
and these can only be seen by their own sex; however,
that is a diversion they take great pleasure in.

I was three days ago at one of the finest in the
town, and had the opportunity of seeing a Turkish
bride received there, and all the ceremony used on
that occasion, which made me recollect the epitha-
lamium of Helen, by Theocritus; and it seems to me,
that the same customs have continued ever since. “All
the she-friends, relations, and acquaintance of the two
families, newly allied, meet at the bagnio; several others
go out of curiosity, and I believe there were that day
at least two hundred women. Those that were or had
been married placed themselves round the rooms on
the marble sofas; but the virgins very hastily threw off
their clothes, and appeared without other ornament or
covering than their own long hair braided with pearl
or ribbon. Two of them met the bride at the door,
conducted by her mother and another grave relation.
She was a beautiful maid of about seventeen, very
richly dressed, and shining with jewels, but was
presently reduced by them to the state of nature. T'wo
others filled silver gilt pots with perfume, and began
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the procession, the rest following in pairs, to the
number of thirty. The leaders sung an epithalamium,
answered by the others in chorus, and the two last
led the fair bride, her eyes fixed on the ground, witha
charming affectation of modesty. In this order they
marched round the three large rooms of the bagnio.
"T'is not easy to represent to you the beauty of this
sight, most of them being well proportioned and white
skinned; all of them perfectly smooth and polished by
the frequent use of bathing. After having made their
tour, the bride was again led to every matron round
the rooms, who saluted her with a compliment and a
present, some of jewels, others of pieces of stuff,
handkerchiefs, or little gallantries of that nature, which
she thanked them for, by kissing their hands.

I was very well pleased with having seen this cere-
mony; and, you may believe me, the Turkish ladies
have at least as much wit and civility, nay liberty, as
among us. “Tis true, the same customs that give them
so many opportunities of gratifying their evil inclina-
tions (if they have any), also put it very fully in the
power of their husbands to revenge themselves if they
are discovered; and I do not doubt but they suffer
sometimes for their indiscretions in a very severe
manner. About two months ago, there was found at
daybreak, not very far from my house, the bleeding
body of a young woman, naked, only wrapped in a
coarse sheet, with two wounds with a knife, one in
her side and another in her breast. She was not yet
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quite cold, and so surprisingly beautiful, that there
were very few men in Pera that did not go to look upon
her; but it was not possible for any body to know her,
no woman’s face being known. She was supposed to
have been brought in [the] dead of the night from the
Constantinople side and laid there. Very little enquiry
was made about the murderer, and the corpse privately
buried without noise. Murder is never pursued by the
king’s officers as with us. "Tis the business of the next
relations to revenge the dead person; and if they like
better to compound the matter for money (as they
generally do), there is no more said of it. One would
imagine this defect in their government should make
such tragedies very frequent, yet they are extremely
rare; which is enough to prove the people not naturally
cruel. Neither do I think in many other particulars
they deserve the barbarous character we give them.
I am well acquainted with a Christian woman of
quality who made it her choice to live with a Turkish
husband, and is a very agreeable sensible lady. Her
story is so extraordinary, I cannot forbear relating it;
but I promise you it shall be in as few words as I can
possibly express it.

She is a Spaniard, and was at Naples with her
family when that kingdom was part of the Spanish
dominion. Coming from thence in a felucca, accom-
panied by her brother, they were attacked by the
Turkish admiral, boarded, and taken.— And now,
how shall I modestly tell you the rest of her adventure?
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The same accident happened to her that happened to
the fair Lucretia so many years before her. But she
was too good a Christian to kill herself, as that
heathenish Roman did. The admiral was so much
charmed with the beauty and long-suffering of the
fair captive, that, as his first compliment, he gave
immediate liberty to her brother and attendants, who
made haste to Spain, and in a few months sent the
sum of four thousand pounds sterling as a ransom for
his sister. The Turk took the money, which he
presented to her, and told her she was at liberty. But
the lady very discreetly weighed the different treat-
ment she was likely to find in her native country. Her
Catholic relations (as the kindest thing they could do
for her in her present circumstances) would certainly
confine her to a nunnery for the rest of her days.
Her infidel lover was very handsome, very tender,
very fond of her, and lavished at her feet all the Turkish
magnificence. She answered him very resolutely, that
her liberty was not so precious to her as her honour;
that he could no way restore that but by marrying her;
she desired him to accept the ransom as her portion,
and give her the satisfaction of knowing, no man could
boast of her favours without being her husband. The
admiral was transported at this kind offer, and sent
back the money to her relations, saying, he was too
happy in her possession. He married her, and never
took any other wife, and (as she says herself) she never
had reason to repent the choice she made. He left her
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some years after one of the richest widows in Con-
stantinople. But there is no remaining honourably a
single woman, and that consideration has obliged her
to marry the present captain pasha (i.e. admiral), his
successor. — I am afraid that you will think my friend
fell in love with her ravisher; but I am willing to take
her word for it, that she acted wholly on principles of
honour, though I think she might be reasonably
touched at his generosity, which is very often found
among the Turks of rank.

"Tis a degree of generosity to tell the truth, and ’tis
very rare that any Turk will assert a solemn falsehood.
I don’t speak of the lowest sort; for as there is a great
deal of ignorance, there is very little virtue amongst
them; and false witnesses are much cheaper than in
Christendom, those wretches not being punished (even
when they are publicly detected) with the rigour they
ought to be.

Now I am speaking of their law, I don’t know
whether I have ever mentioned to you one custom
peculiar to their country, I mean adoption, very com-
mon amongst the Turks, and yet more amongst the
Greeks and Armenians. Not having it in their power
to give their estates to a friend or distant relation, to
avoid its falling into the Grand-Signior’s treasury,
when they are not likely to have any children of their
own, they choose some pretty child of either sex among
the meanest people, and carry the child and its parents
before the cadi, and there declare they receive it for
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their heir. The parents at the same time renounce
all future claim to it; a writing is drawn and witnessed,
and a child thus adopted cannot be disinherited. Yet
I have seen some common beggars that have refused
to part with their children in this manner to some of
the richest among the Greeks (so powerful is the
instinctive affection that is natural to parents), though
the adopting fathers are generally very tender to these
children of their souls, as they call them. I own this
custom pleases me much better than our absurd follow-
ing our name. Methinks ’tis much more reasonable
to make happy and rich an infant whom I educate
after my own manner, brought up (in the Turkish
phrase) upon my knees, and who has learned to look
upon me with a filial respect, than to give an estate to
a creature, without other merit or relation to me than
a few letters. Yet this is an absurdity we see frequently
practised.

Now I have mentioned the Armenians, perhaps it
will be agreeable to tell you something of that nation,
with which I am sure you are utterly unacquainted.
I will not trouble you with the geographical account
of the situation of their country, which you may see
in the maps, or a relation of their ancient greatness,
which you may read in the Roman history. They are
now subject to the Turks; and, being very industrious
in trade, and increasing and multiplying, are dispersed
in great numbers through all the Turkish dominions.
They were, as they say, converted to the Christian
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religion by St. Gregory, and are perhaps the devoutest
Christians in the whole world. The chief precepts of
their priests enjoin the strict keeping of their lents,
which are at least seven months in every year, and are
not to be dispensed with on the most emergent
necessity; no occasion whatever can excuse them, if
they touch any thing more than mere herbs or roots
(without oil) and plain dry bread. That is their lenten
diet. Mr. Wortley has one of his interpreters of this
nation; and the poor fellow was brought so low by
the severity of his fasts, that his life was despaired of.
Yet neither his master’s commands, or the doctor’s
entreaties (who declared nothing else could save his
life), were powerful enough to prevail with him to
take two or three spoonfuls of broth. Excepting this,
which may rather be called custom than an article of
faith, I see very little in their religion different from
ours, ’Tis true they seem to incline very much to
Mr. Whiston’s doctrine; neither do I think the Greek
church very distant from it, since ’tis certain insisting
on the Holy Spirit’s proceeding oz/y from the Father,
is making a plain subordination in the Son. But the
Armenians have no notion of transubstantiation,
whatever account Sir Paul Rycaut gives of them
(which account I am apt to believe was designed to
compliment our court in 1679); and they have a great
horror for those amongst them that change to the
Roman religion.

What is most extraordinary in their customs, is
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their matrimony; a ceremony I believe unparallel’d
all over the world. They are always promised very
young; but the espoused never see one another till
three days after their marriage. The bride is carried
to church with a cap on her head, in the fashion of a
large trencher, and over it a red silken veil which covers
her all over to her feet. The priest asks the bride-
groom, whether he is contented to marry that woman,
be she deaf, be she blind? These are the literal words:
to which having answered, yes, she is led home to his
house, accompanied with all the friends and relations
on both sides, singing and dancing, and is placed on a
cushion in the corner of the sofa; but her veil is never
lifted up, not even by her husband. There is something
so odd and monstrous in these ways, that I could not
believe them till I had enquired of several Armenians
myself, who all assured me of the truth of them,
particularly one young fellow, who wept when he
spoke of it, being promised by his mother to a girl that
he must marry in this manner, though he protested
to me, he had rather die than submit to this slavery,
having already figured his bride to himself with all
the deformities in nature.

I fancy I see you bless yourself at this terrible
relation. I cannot conclude my letter with a more
surprising story; yet ’tis as seriously true, as that
I am, Dear sister, your, &c.
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TO THE ABBE CONTI

Constantinople, May 19, 1718.

I am extremely pleased with hearing from you, -and
my vanity (the darling frailty of mankind) not a little
flattered by the uncommon questions you ask me,
though I am utterly incapable of answering .them.
And, indeed, were I as good a mathematicxan. as
Euclid himself, it requires an age’s stay to make just
observations on the air and vapours. I have not been
yet a full year here, and am on the poi.nt of rer.noving.
Such is my rambling destiny. This will surprise you,
and can surprise nobody so much as myself.?

Perhaps you will accuse me of laziness, or dl.xlness,
or both together, that can leave thi§ place without
giving you some account of the Turkls.h court. I can
only tell you, that if you please to read Sir Paul Rycaut,
you will there find a full and true account of the
viziers, the beglerbeys, the civil and spiritual govern-
ment, the officers of the seraglio, &c., things that ’tis
very easy to procure lists of, and therefore may be
depended on; though other stories, God knows =
I say no more — every body is at liberty to write
their own remarks; the manners of people may change,
or some of them escape the observation of travellers,
but ’tis not the same of the government; and for that
reason, since I can tell you nothing new, I will tell
you nothing of it.

1 Her husband had been recalled to London.
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In the same silence shall be passed over the arsenal
and Seven Towers; and for mosques, I have already
described one of the noblest to you very particularly.
But I cannot forbear taking notice to you of a mistake
of Gemelli (though I honour him in a much higher
degree than any other voyage-writer): he says that
there are no remains of Calcedon; this is certainly a
mistake: I was there yesterday, and went cross the
canal® in my galley, the sea being very narrow between
that city and Constantinople. Tis still a large town,
and has several mosques in it. The Christians still call
it Calcedonia, and the Turks give it a name I forgot,
but which is only a corruption of the same word.2
I suppose this is an error of his guide, which his short
stay hindered him from rectifying; for I have, in other
matters, a very just esteem for his veracity. Nothing
can be pleasanter than the canal; and the Turks are
so well acquainted with its beauties, all their pleasure-
seats are built on its banks, where they have, at the
same time, the most beautiful prospects in Europe and
Asia; there are near one another some hundreds of
magnificent palaces.

Human grandeur being here yet more unstable
than any-where else, ’tis common for the heirs of a
great three-tailed pasha not to be rich enough to keep
in repair the house he built; thus, in a few years, they

1 Bosphorus: the town lies just outside, on the Asiatic coast

of the Marmora.
2 Kadikeui.
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all fall to ruin. I was yesterday to see that of the late
Grand-Vizier, who was killed at Peterwaradin. It
was built to receive his royal bride, daughter of the
present Sultan, but he did not live to see her there.
I have a great mind to describe it to yous; but I check
that inclination, knowing very well that I cannot give
you, with my best description, such an idea of it as I
ought. It is situated on one of the most delightful
parts of the canal, with a fine wood on the side of a
hill behind it. The extent of it is prodigious; the
guardian assured me there are eight hundred rooms
in it; I will not, however, answer for that number,
since I did not count them; but ’tis certain the number
is very large, and the whole adorned with a profusion
of marble, gilding, and the most exquisite painting of
fruit and flowers. The windows are all sashed with
the finest crystalline glass brought from England; and
here is all the expensive magnificence that you can
suppose in a palace founded by a vain young luxurious
man, with the wealth of a vast empire at his command.
But no part of it pleased me better than the apart-
ments destined for the bagnios. There are two built
exactly in the same manner, answering to one another;
the baths, fountains, and pavements, all of white
marble, the roofs gilt, and the walls covered with
Japan china; but adjoining to them, two rooms, the
upper part of which is divided into a sofa, in the four
corners falls of water from the very roof, from shell
to shell, of white marble, to the lower end of the
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room, where it falls into a large basin, surrounded with
pipes, that throw up the water as high as the roof.
The walls are in the nature of lattices; and on the
outside of them, vines and woodbines planted, that
form a sort of green tapestry, and give an agreeable
obscurity to these delightful chambers.

I should go on and let you into some of the other
apartments (all worthy your curiosity); but 'tis yet
harder to describe a Turkish palace than any other,
being built entirely irregular. There is nothing that
can be properly called front or wings; and though
such a confusion is, I think, pleasing to the sight, yet
it would be very unintelligible in a letter. I shall only
add, that the chamber destined for the Sultan, when
he visits his daughter, is wainscotted with mother of
pearl fastened with emeralds like nails. There are
others of mother-of-pearl and olive wood inlaid, and
several of Japan china. The galleries, which are
numerous and very large, are adorned with jars of
flowers, and porcelain dishes of fruit of all sorts, so
well done in plaster, and coloured in so lively a manner,
that it has an enchanting effect. The garden is suitable
to the house, where arbours, fountains, and walks, are
thrown together in an agreeable confusion. There is
no ornament wanting, except that of statues. Thus,
you see, sir, these people are not so unpolished as we
represent them. *Tis true their magnificence is of a
very different taste from ours, and perhaps of a better.
I am almost of opinion they have a right notion of
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life. They consume it in music, gardens, wine, and
delicate eating, while we are tormenting our brains
with some scheme of politics, or studying some science
to which we can never attain, or, if we do, cannot
persuade other people to set that value upon it we do
ourselves. "Tis certain what we feel and see is properly
(if anything is properly) our own; but the good of
fame, the folly of praise, are hardly purchased, and,
when obtained, a poor recompence for loss of time
and health. We die or grow old before we can reap
the fruit of our labours. Considering what short-liv’d
weak animals men are, is there any study so beneficial
as the study of present pleasure? I dare not pursue this
theme; perhaps I have already said too much, but I
depend upon the true knowledge you have of my
heart. I don’t expect from you the insipid railleries
I should suffer from another in answer to this letter.
You know how to divide the idea of pleasure from that
of vice, and they are only mingled in the heads of
fools. — But I allow you to laugh at me for the sensual
declaration in saying, that I had rather be a rich
effend: with all his ignorance, than Sir Isaac Newton
with all his knowledge. I am, sir, &c.




TO THE ABBE CONTI

Thunis, July 31, 1718.
I LerT Constantinople the sixth of the last month, and
this is the first post from whence I could send a letter,
though I have often wished for the opportunity, that
I might impart some of the pleasure I found in this
voyage through the most agreeable part of the world,
where every scene presents me some poetical idea.

‘Warm’d with poetic transport I survey

Th’ immortal islands, and .the well-known sea.
For here so oft the muse her harp has strung,
That not a mountain rears its head unsung.’

I beg your pardon for this sally, and will, if I can,
continue the rest of my account in plain prose. The

second day after we set sail we passed Gallipolis, a fair
city, situated in the bay of Chersonesus, and much
respected by the Turks, being the first town they took
in Europe. At five the next morning we anchored in
the Hellespont, between the castles of Sestos and
Abydos, now called the Dardanelli. These are now
two little ancient castles, but of no strength, being
commanded by a rising ground behind them, which I
confess I should never have taken notice of, if I had
not heard it observed by our captain and officers, my
imagination being wholly employed by the tragic
story that you are well acquainted with:
252

“The swimming lover, and the nightly bride,
How Hero lov’d, and how Leander died.’

Verse again! — I am certainly infected by the poetical
air I have passed through. That of Abydos is un-
doubtedly very amorous, since that soft passion betrayed
the castle into the hands of the Turks, in the reign of
Orchanes, who besieged it. The governor’s daughter
imagining to have seen her future husband in a dream
(though I don’t find she had either slept upon bride-
cake, or kept St. Agnes’s fast), fancied she saw the
dear figure in the form of one of her besiegers; and,
being willing to obey her destiny, tossed a note to him
over the wall, with the offer of her person, and the
delivery of the castle. He shewed it to his general,
who consented to try the sincerity of her intentions,
and withdrew his army, ordering the young man to
return with a select body of men at midnight. She
admitted him at the appointed hour; he destroyed
the garrison, took her father prisoner, and made her
his wife. This town is in Asia, first founded by the
Milesians. Sestos is in Europe, and was once the
principal city of Chersonesus. Since I have seen this
strait, I find nothing improbable in the adventure of
Leander, or very wonderful in the bridge of boats of
Xerxes. 'Tis so narrow, ’tis not surprising a young
lover should attempt to swim; or an ambitious king
try to pass his army over it. But then ’tis so subject to
storms, ’tis no wonder the lover perished, and the
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bridge was broken. From hence we had a full view of
Mount Ida,

‘Where Juno once caress’d her am’rous Jove,
And the world’s master lay subdu’d by love.’

Not many leagues’ sail from hence, I saw the point
of land where poor old Hecuba was buried; and about
a league from that place is Cape Janizary, the famous
promontory of Sigaum, where we anchored, and my
curiosity supplied me with strength to climb to the
top of it to see the place where Achilles was buried,
and where Alexander ran naked round his tomb in
his honour, which no doubt was a great comfort to
his ghost. I saw there the ruins of a very large city,
and found a stone, on which Mr. Wortley plainly
distinguished the words of ZII'ATAN IIOAIN.
We ordered this on board the ship; but were shewed
others much more curious by a Greek priest, though a
very ignorant fellow, that could give no tolerable
account of any thing. On each side the door of his
little church lies a large stone, about ten feet long
each, five in breadth, and three in thickness. That on
the right is very fine white marble, the side of it
beautifully carved in bas-relief; it represents a woman,
who seems to be designed for some deity, sitting on a
chair with a footstool, and before her another woman
weeping, and presenting to her a young child that she
has in her arms, followed by a procession of women
with children in the same manner. This is certainly
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part of a very ancient tomb; but I dare not pretend to
give the true explanation of it. On the stone, on the
left side, is a very fair inscription; which I am sure
I took off very exactly, but the Greek is too ancient
for Mr. Wortley’s interpretation. This is the exact
copy***. I am very sorry not to have the original in my
possession, which might have been purchased of the
poor inhabitants for a small sum of money. But our
captain assured us, that without having machines made
on purpose, ’twas impossible to bear it to the sea-side;
and, when it was there, his long-boat would not be
large enough to hold it.

The ruins of this great city are now inhabited by
poor Greek peasants, who wear the Sciote habit, the
women being in short petticoats, fastened by straps
round their shoulders, and large smock sleeves of
white linen, with neat shoes and stockings, and on
their heads a large piece of muslin, which falls in large
folds on their shoulders. — One of my countrymen,
Mr. Sandys (whose book I doubt not you have read,
as one of the best of its kind), speaking of these ruins,
supposes them to have been the foundation of a city
begun by Constantine, before his building Byzantium;
but I see no good reason for that imagination, and am
apt to believe them much more ancient.

We saw very plainly from this promontory the river
Simois rolling from Mount Ida, and running through
a very spacious valley. It is now a considerable river,
and called Simores; joined in the vale by the Scamander,
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which appeared a small stream half choaked with mud,
but is perhaps large in the winter. This was Xanthus
among the gods, as Homer tells us; and ’tis by that
heavenly name the nymph Oenone invokes it in her
epistle to Paris. The Trojan virgins used to offer their
first favours to it, by the name of Scamander, till the
adventure which Monsieur de la Fontaine has told
so agreeably abolished that heathenish ceremony.
When the stream is mingled with the Simois, they
run together to the sea.

All that is now left of Troy is the ground on which
it stood; for, I am firmly persuaded, whatever pieces
of antiquity may be found round it are much more
modern, and I think Strabo says the same thing.
However, there is some pleasure in seeing the valley
where I imagined the famous duel of Menelaus and
Paris had been fought, and where the greatest city in
the world was situated; and ’tis certainly the noblest
situation that can be found for the head of a great
empire, much to be preferred to that of Constantinople,
the harbour here being always convenient for ships
from all parts of the world, and that of Constantinople
inaccessible almost six months in the year, while the
north wind reigns.

North of the promontory of Sigéum we saw that
of Rhateum, famed for the sepulchre of Ajax. While

1 It is said to have been a local custom that brides should
bathe in the stream and repeat the formula, ‘Scamander, take my
virginity.’
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I viewed these celebrated fields and rivers, I admired
the exact geography of Homer, whom I had in my
hand. Almost every epithet he gives to a mountain or
plain is still just for it; and I spent several hours here
in as agreeable cogitations as ever Don Quixote had
on mount Montesinos. We sailed next night to the
shore, where ’tis vulgarly reported Troy stood; and I
took the pains of rising at two in the morning to view
coolly those ruins which are commonly shewed to
strangers, and which the Turks call Eski Stamboul, i.e.
Old Constantinople.r For that reason, as well as some
others, I conjecture them to be the remains of that
city begun by Constantine. I hired an ass (the only
voiture to be had there), that I might go some miles
into the country, and take a tour round the ancient
walls, which are of a vast extent. We found the
remains of a castle on a hill, and of another in a valley,
several broken pillars, and two pedestals, from which
I took these Latin inscriptions . . . [Here follow
copies of two dedicatory inscriptions of Roman officers.)
I do not doubt but the remains of a temple near this
place are the ruins of one dedicated to Augustus; and
I know not why Mr. Sandys calls it a Christian
temple, since the Romans certainly built hereabouts.
Here are many tombs of fine marble, and vast pieces
of granite, which are daily lessened by the prodigious
balls that the Turks make from them for their cannon.

1 Alexandria Troas, which early travellers considered the site
of Troy.
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We passed that evening the isle of Tenedos, once
under the patronage of Apollo, as he gave it in himself
in the particulars of his estate when he courted Daphne.
It is but ten miles in circuit, but in those days very
rich and well-peopled, still famous for its excellent
wine. I say nothing of Tennes, from whom it was
called; but naming Mytilene, where we passed next,
I cannot forbear mentioning that Lesbos, where
Sappho sung, and Pittacus reigned, famous for the
birth of Alceus, Theophrastus, and Arion, those
masters in poetry, philosophy, and music. This was
one of the last islands that remained in the Christian
dominion after the conquest of Constantinople by the
Turks. But need I talk to you of Cantacuseno, &c.
princes that you are as well acquainted with as I am?
“TI'was with regret I saw us sail swift from this island
into the Egean sea, now the Archipelago, leaving Scio
(the ancient Chios) on the left, which is the richest
and most populous of these islands, fruitful in cotton,
corn, and silk, planted with groves of orange and
lemon trees; and the Arvisian mountain, still celebrated
for the nectar that Virgil mentions. Here is the best
manufacture of silk in all Turkey. The town is well
built, the women famous for their beauty, and shew
their faces as in Christendom. There are many rich
families, though they confine their magnificence to
the inside of their houses, to avoid the jealousy of the
Turks, who have a pasha here: however, they enjoy
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a reasonable liberty, and indulge the genius of their
country;

‘And eat, and sing, and dance away their time,
Fresh as their groves, and happy as their clime.’

Their chains hang lightly on them, though ’tis not
long since they were imposed, not being under the
Turk till 1566. But perhaps ’tis as easy to obey the
Grand-Signior as the State of Genoa, to whom they
were sold by the Greek Emperor. But I forget myself
in these historical touches, which are very impertinent
when I write to you. Passing the strait between the
islands of Andros and Achaia, now Libadia, we saw
the promontory of Sunium, now called Cape Colonna,
where are yet standing the vast pillars of a temple of
Minerva. This venerable sight made me think, with
double regret, on a beautiful temple of Theseus,
which, I am assured, was almost entire at Athens till
the last campaign in the Morea, that the Turks filled
it with powder, and it was accidentally blown up. You
may believe I had a great mind to land on the fam’d
Peloponnesus, though it were only to look on the
rivers of Asopus, Peneus, Inachus, and Eurotas, the
fields of Arcadia, and other scenes of ancient mythology.
But instead of demi-gods and heroes, I was credibly
informed ’tis now over-run by robbers, and that I
should run a great risk of falling into their hands by
undertaking such a journey through a desert country,
1 The Parthenon.
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for which, however, I have so much respect, that I have
much ado to hinder myself from troubling you with its
whole history, from the foundation of Nycana and
Corinth, to the last campaign there; but I check the
inclination, as I did that of landing. We sailed quietly
by Cape Angelo, once Malea, where I saw no remains
of the famous temple of Apollo.

We came that evening in sight of Candia: it is very
mountainous; we easily distinguished that of Ida. — We
have Virgil’s authority, here were a hundred cities —

¢ — Centum urbes habitant magnas —’

The chief of them, Gnossus, the scene of monstrous
passions. Metellus first conquered this birth-place of
his Jupiter; it fell afterwards into the hands of —

I am running on to the very siege of Candia; and I am
so angry with myself, that I will pass by all the other
islands with this general reflection, that ’tis impossible
to imagine any thing more agreeable than this journey
would have been between two or three thousand
years since, when, after drinking a dish of tea with
Sappho, I might have gone the same evening to visit
the temple of Homer in Chios, and passed this voyage
in taking plans of magnificent temples, delineating the
miracles of statuaries, and conversing with the most
polite and most gay of human kind. Alas! art is
extinct here; the wonders of nature alone remain; and
it was with vast pleasure I observed those of mount
Etna, whose flame appears very bright in the night
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many leagues off at sea, and fills the head with a
thousand conjectures. However, I honour philosophy
too much, to imagine it can turn that of Empedocles;
and Lucian shall never make me believe such a scandal
of a man, of whom Lucretius says,

¢ _ Vix humana videtur stirpe creatus. —

We passed Trinacria! without hearing any of the
syrens that Homer describes; and, being thrown on
neither Scylla nor Charybdis, came safe to Malta,
first called Melita, from the abundance of honey. It
is a whole rock covered with very little earth. The
Grand-Master lives here in the state of a sovereign
prince; but his strength at sea now is very small. "The
fortifications are reckoned the best in the world, all
cut in the solid rock with infinite expense and labour. —
OF of this island we were tossed by a severe storm, and
very glad, after eight days, to be able to put into Porta
Farine on the African shore, where our ship now rides.
We were met here by the English consul who resides
at Tunis. I readily accepted of the offer of his house
there for some days, being very curious to see this
part of the world, and particularly the ruins of Carthage.
I set out in his chaise at nine at night, the moon being
at full. I saw the prospect of the country almost as
well as I could have done by daylight; and the heat of
the sun is now so intolerable, ’tis impossible to travel
at any other time. The soil is for the most part sandy,

1 Sicily.
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but. every-where fruitful in date, olive, and fig-trees
Wh.lcl? grow without art, yet afford the most delicious,
fruit in the world. Their vineyards and melon-fields
are enclosed by hedges of that plant we call the Indian-
- fig,® which is an admirable fence, no wild beast being
able to pass it. It grows a great height, very thick, and
Fhe spikes or thorns are as long and sharp as bodkins;
it bears a fruit much eaten by the peasants, and whicl:
has no ill taste. v
It being now the season of the Turkish Ramadan
or Lent, and all here professing, at least, the Ma:
hometan religion, they fast till the going down of the
sun, and spend the night in feasting. We saw under
t_he trees companies of the country people, eating
singing, and dancing to their wild music. They aré
not quite black, but all mulattoes, and the most frightful
creatures that can appear in a human figure. They are
almost naked, only wearing a piece of coarse serge
wrapped about them.— But the women have their
arms, to their very shoulders, and their necks and
faces, adorned with flowers, stars, and various sorts
of figures impressed by gun-powder; a considerable
addition to their natural deformity; which is, however
esteemed very ornamental among them; and I believe,
they suffer a good deal of pain by it.

About six miles from Tunis we saw the remains
of that noble aqueduct, which carried the water to
Carthage over several high mountains, the length of

1 Prickly-pear cactus.
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forty miles. There are still many arches entire. We
spent two hours viewing it with great attention, and
Mr. Wortley assured me that of Rome is very much
inferior to it. ‘The stones are of a prodigious size, and
yet all polished, and so exactly fitted to each other, very
little cement has been made use of to join them. Yet
they may probably stand a thousand years longer, if
art is not used to pull them down. Soon after day-
break I arrived at Tunis, a town fairly built of a very
white stone, but quite without gardens, which, they
say, were all destroyed when the Turks first took it,
none having been planted since. The dry sand gives a
very disagreeable prospect to the eye; and the want of
shade contributing to the natural heat of the climate,
renders it so excessive, I have much ado to support it.
*Tis true here is every noon the refreshment of the
sea-breeze, without which it would be impossible to
live; but no fresh water but what is preserved in the
cisterns of the rains that fall in the month of September.
The women in the town go veiled from head to foot
under a black crape; and, being mixed with a breed
of renegadoes, are said to be many of them fair and
handsome. This city was besieged 1270, by Lewis
King of France, who died under the walls of it of a
pestilential fever. After his death, Philip, his son, and
our Prince Edward, son of Henry III raised the siege
on honourable terms. It remained under its natural
African kings, till betrayed into the hands of Bar-
barossa, admiral of Solyman the Magnificent. The
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Emperor Charles V' expelled Barbarossa, but it was
recovered by the Turk, under the conduct of Sinan
Pasha, in the reign of Selim II. From that time till
now it has remained tributary to the Grand-Signior,
governed by a ley, who suffers the name of subject to
the Turk, but has renounced the subjection, being
absolute, and very seldom paying any tribute. The great
city of Bagdat is at this time in the same circumstances;
and the Grand-Signior connives at the loss of these
dominions, for fear of losing even the titles of them.

I went very early yesterday morning (after one
night’s repose) to see the ruins of Carthage. — I was,
however, half broiled in the sun, and overjoyed to be
* led into one of the subterranean apartments, which
they called The stables of the elephants, but which I
cannot believe were ever designed for that use. I
found in them many broken pieces of columns of fine
marble, and some of porphyry. I cannot think any
body would take the insignificant pains of carrying
them thither, and I cannot imagine such fine pillars
were designed for the use of stables. I am apt to
believe they were summer apartments under their
palaces, which the heat of the climate rendered
necessary. They are now used as granaries by the
country people. While I sat here, from the town of
Tents, not far off, many of the women flocked in to
see me, and we were equally entertained with viewing
one another. Their posture in sitting, the colour of
their skin, their lank black hair falling on each side
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their faces, their features, and the shape of their limbs,
differ so little from their country-people the baboons,
tis hard to fancy them a distinct race; and I could not
help thinking there had been some ancient alliances
between them.

When I was a little refreshed by rest, and some
milk and exquisite fruit they brought me, I went up
the little hill where once stood the castle of Byrsa,
and from whence I had a distinct view of the situation
of the famous city of Carthage, which stood on an
isthmus, the sea coming on each side of it. "T'is now a
marshy ground on one side, where ther_e are salt
ponds. Strabo calls' Carthage forty miles in circum-
ference. There are now no remains of it, but what I -
have described; and the history of it too well known
to want my abridgement of it. You see, sir,'that I
think you esteem obedience more than compliments.
I have answered your letter, by giving you the accounts
you desired, and have reserved my thanks to the
conclusion. I intend to leave this place to-morrow,
and continue my journey through Italy and France.
In one of those places I hope to tell you, by word of

mouth, that I am,
Your humble servant.




TO THE COUNTESS OF MAR

Genoa, Aug. 28, 1718.

I BEG your pardon, my dear sister, that I did not
write to you from Tunis, the only opportunity I
have had since I left Constantinople. But the heat
there was so excessive, and the light so bad for the
sight, I was half blind by writing one letter to the
Abbé Conti, and durst not go on to write many others
I had designed; nor, indeed, could I have entertained
you very well out of that barbarous country. I am
now surrounded with objects of pleasure, and so much
charmed with the beauties of Italy, I should think it
a kind of ingratitude not to offer a little praise in return
for the diversion I have had here. I am in the house
of Mrs. d’Avenant, at St. Pierre d’Arena, and should
be very unjust not to allow her a share of that praise
I speak of, since her good humour and good company
have very much contributed to render this place
agreeable to me.

Genoa is situate in a very fine bay; and being built
on a rising hill, intermixed with gardens, and beautified
with the most excellent architecture, gives a very fine
prospect off at sea; though it lost much of its beauty
in my eyes, having been accustomed to that of Con-
stantinople. The Genoese were once masters of
several islands in the Archipelago, and all that part of
Constantinople which is now called Galata. Their
betraying the Christian cause, by facilitating the
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taking of Constantinople by the Turk, deserved what
has since happened to them —the loss of all their
conquests on that side to those infidels. They are at
present far from rich, and are despised by the French,
since their Doge was forced by the late King to go in
person to Paris, to ask pardon for such a trifle as the
arms of France over the house of the envoy being
spattered with dung in the night: I suppose, by some
of the Spanish faction, which still makes up the majority
here, though they dare not openly declare it. The
ladies affect the French habit, and are more genteel
than those they imitate. I do not doubt but the custom
of cecisbeos has very much improved their airs. I know
not whether you ever heard of those animals. Upon my
word, nothing but my own eyes could have convinced
[me] there were any such upon earth. The fashion
began here, and is now received all over Italy, where
the husbands are not such terrible creatures as we
represent them. There are none among them such
brutes to pretend to find fault with a custom so well
established, and so politically founded, since I am
assured that it was an expedient first found out by the
senate, to put an end to those family hatreds which
tore their state to pieces, and to find employment for
those young men who were forced to cut one another’s
throats pour passer le temps; and it has succeeded so
well, that, since the institution of cecisbei, there has
been nothing but peace and good humour among
them. These are gentlemen who devote themselves
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to the service of a particular lady (I mean a married
one, for the virgins are all invisible, confined to con-
vents): they are obliged to wait on her to all public
places, the plays, operas, and assemblies (which are
called here Conversations), where they wait behind her
chair, take care of her fan and gloves if she play, have
the privilege of whispers, &c. When she goes out,
they serve her instead of lacquies, gravely trotting by
her chair. "Tis their business to prepare for her a
present against any day of public appearance, not
forgetting that of her own name?: in short, they are
to spend all their time and money in her service, who
rewards them according to her inclination (for oppor-
tunity they want none); but the husband is not to have
the impudence to suppose this any other than pure
Platonic friendship. *Tis true, they endeavour to give
her a cecisbeo of their own choosing; but when the
lady happens not to be of the same taste, as that often
happens, she never fails to bring it about to have one
of her own fancy. In former times, one beauty used
to have eight or ten of these humble admirers; but
those days of plenty and humility are no more: men
grow more scarce and saucy; and every lady is forced
to content herself with one at a time.

You see the glorious liberty of a republic, or, more
properly, an aristocracy, the common people being
here as errant slaves as the French; but the old nobles
pay little respect to the Doge, who is but two years

1 The day of the saint after whom she is called.
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in his office, and at that very time his wife assumes no
rank above another noble lady. Tis true, the family of
Andrea Doria (that great man, who restored them that
liberty they enjoy) have some particular privileges:
when the senate found it necessary to put a stop to the
luxury of dress, forbidding the wearing of jewels and
brocades, they left them at liberty to make what
expense they pleased. I look with great pleasure on
the statue of that hero, which is in the court belonging
to the house of Duke Doria. This puts me in mind
of their palaces, which I can never describe as I ought.
Is it not enough that I say they are, most of them, the
design of Palladio? The street called Strada Nova is
perhaps the most beautiful line of building in the
world. 1 must particularly mention the vast palace of
Durazzo; those of two Balbi, joined together by a
magnificent [colonnade]; that of the Imperiale at this
village of St. Pierre d’Arena; and another of the
Doria. The perfection of architecture, and the
utmost profusion of rich furniture, are to be seen
here, disposed with the most elegant taste and lavish
magnificence. But I am charmed with nothing so
much as the collection of pictures by the pencils of
Raphael, Paulo Veronese, Titian, Caracci, Michael
Angelo, Guido, and Corregio, which two I mention
last as my particular favourites. I own I can find no
pleasure in objects of horror; and, in my opinion, the
more naturally a crucifix is represented, the more
disagreeable it is. These, my beloved painters, shew
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nature, and shew it in the most charming light. I was
particularly pleased with a Lucretia in the house of
Balbi: the expressive beauty of that face and bosom,
gives all the passion of pity and admiration that could
be raised in the soul by the finest poem on that subject.
A Cleopatra of the same hand deserves to be mentioned;
and I should say more of her, if Lucretia had not first
engaged my eyes. Here are also some inestimable
ancient bustos. The church of St. Lawrence is all
black and white marble, where is kept that famous
plate of a single emerald, which is not now permitted
to be handled, since a plot, which they say was dis-
covered, to throw it on the pavement and break it—a
childish piece of malice, which they ascribe to the
King of Sicily, to be revenged for their refusing to
sell it to him. The church of the Annunciation is
finely lined with marble; the pillars of red and white
marble: that of St. Ambrose very much adorned by
the Jesuits: but I confess, all these churches appeared
so mean to me, after that of Sancta Sophia, I can
hardly do them the honour of writing down their
names. — But I hope you will own I have made good
use of my time, in seeing so much, since ’tis not many
days that we have been out of the quarantine, from
which nobody is exempted coming from the Levant.
But ours was very much shortened, and very agreeably
passed in Mr. d’Avenant’s company, in the village of
St. Pierre I’Aréne, about a mile from Genoa, in a
house built by Palladio, so well designed, and so nobly

270

roportioned, ’twas a pleasure to walk in it. We were
visited here only by a few English, in the company of
a noble Genoese, commissioned to see we did not
touch one another. I shall stay here some days longer,
and could almost wish it were for all my life; but mine,

I fear, is not destined to so much tranquillity.
I am, &c. &c.
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TO THE COUNTESS OF BRISTOL

Turin, Sept. 12, 1718.
I came in two days from Genoa, through fine roads,
to this place. I have already seen what is shewed to
strangers in the town, which, indeed, is not worth a
very particular description; and I have not respect
enough for the holy handkerchief to speak long of it.
The church is handsome, and so is the King’s palace;
but I have lately seen such perfection of architecture,
I did not give much of my attention to these pieces.
The town itself is fairly built, situate in a fine plain
on the banks of the Po. At a little distance from it, we
saw the palaces of La Venerie and La Valentin, both
very agreeable retreats. We were lodged in the Piazza
Royale, which is one of the noblest squares I ever saw,
with a fine portico of white stone quite round it. We
were immediately visited by the Chevalier , whom
you knew in England; who, with great civility, begged
to introduce us at court, which is now kept at Rivoli,
about a league from Turin. I went thither yesterday,
and had the honour of waiting on the Queen, being
presented to her by her first lady of honour. I found
her Majesty in a magnificent apartment, with a train
of handsome ladies, all dressed in gowns, among whom
it was easy to distinguish the fair Princess of Carignan.
The Queen entertained me with a world of sweetness
and affability, and seemed mistress of a great share of
good sense. She did not forget to put me in mind of
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her English blood,! and added, that she always felt‘ in
herself a particular inclination to love the English.
I returned her civility, by giving her the title f’f
Majesty as often as I could, which, perhaps, she will
not have the comfort of hearing many months longer.?
The King has a great deal of vivacity in his eyes; and
the young Prince of Piedmont is a very hands.ome
youth; but the great devotion which this court is at
present fallen into, does not permit any of those
entertainments proper for his age. Processions and
masses are all the magnificence in fashion here; and
gallantry so criminal, that the poor Count of R
who was our acquaintance at London, is very seriously
disgraced, for some small overtures he presumed to
make to a maid of honour. I intend to set out to-
morrow, to pass those dreadful Alps, so much talked
of. If I come to the bottom you shall hear of me.

1 Anna Maria was a grand-daughter of Charles I.
2 She was Queen of Sicily as well as Duchess of Savoy, _b';“ the
Spaniards were at this time engaged in the conquest of Sicily.
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TO MRS. THISTLETHWAYTE

Lyons, Sept. 25, 1718.

I RECEIVED, at my arrival here, both your obliging
letters, and from many of my other friends, designed
to Constantinople, and sent me from Marseilles
hither; our merchant there knowing we were upon
our return. I am surprised to hear my sister has left
England. I suppose what I wrote to her from Turin
will be lost, and where to direct I know not, having
no account of her affairs from her own hand. For my
own part, I am confined to my chamber, having kept
my bed, till yesterday, ever since the 17th, that I came
to this town; where I have had so terrible a fever,
I believed for some time that all my journeys were
ended here; and I do not at all wonder that such
fatigues as I have passed should have such an effect.
The first day’s journey, from Turin to Novalesse, is
through a very fine country, beautifully planted, and
enriched by art and nature. The next day we began
to ascend Mount Cenis, being carried in little seats of
twisted osiers, fixed upon poles upon men’s shoulders;
our chaises taken to pieces, and laid upon mules.

The prodigious prospect of mountains covered
with eternal snow, clouds hanging far below our feet,
and the vast cascades tumbling down the rocks with
a confused roaring, would have been solemnly enter-
taining to me, if I had suffered less from the extreme
cold that reigns here: but the misty rain, which falls
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perpetually, penetrated even the thick fur I was
wrapped in; and I was half dead with cold, before we
got to the foot of the mountain, which was not till
two hours after ’twas dark. This hill has a spacious
plain on the top of it, and a fine lake there; but the
descent is so steep and slippery, ’tis surprising to see
these chairmen go so steadily as they do. Yet I was
not half so much afraid of breaking my neck, as I was
of falling sicks; and the event has shewed that I placed
my fears in the right place.

The other mountains are now all passable for a
chaise, and very fruitful in vines and pastures: among
them is a breed of the finest goats in the world. Acque-

bellet is the last; and soon after we entered Pont

Beauvoisin, the frontier town of France, whose bridge
parts this kingdom and the dominion of Savoy. The
same night we arrived late at this town, where I have
had nothing to do but to take care of my health. I think
myself already out of any danger, and am determined
that the sore throat, which still remains, shall not
confine me long. I am impatient to see the curiosities
of this famous city, and more impatient to continue
my journey to Paris, from whence I hope to write
you a more diverting letter than ’tis possible for me
to do now, with a mind weakened by sickness, a head
muddled with spleen, from a sorry inn, and a chamber
crammed with mortifying objects of apothecaries’
phials and bottles.
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TO MR. POPE

Lyons, Sept. 28, 1718.

I RECEIVED yours here, and should thank you for the
pleasure you express for my return; but I can hardly
forbear being angry at you for rejoicing at what
displeases me so much. You will think this but an
odd compliment on my side. I’ll assure you ’tis not
from insensibility of the joy of seeing my friends; but
when I consider that I must at the same time see and
hear a thousand disagreeable impertinents, that I must
receive and pay visits, make courtesies, and assist at
tea-tables, where I shall be half killed with questions;
and, on the other part, that I am a creature that cannot
serve any body but with insignificant good wishes;
and that my presence is not a necessary good to any
one member of my native country, I think I might
much better have staid where ease and quiet made up
the happiness of my indolent life. I should certainly
be melancholy if I pursued this theme one line further.
I will rather fill the remainder of this paper with the
inscriptions on the tables of brass that are placed on each
side of the town-house. . . . [Here follow copies of
these Latin inscriptions.)

I was also shewed, without the gate of St. Justinus,
some remains of a Roman aqueduct; and behind the
monastery of St. Mary there are the ruins of the
imperial palace where the Emperor Claudius was
born, and where Severus lived. The great cathedral of
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St. John is a good Gothic building, and its clock much
admired by the Germans. In one of the most con-
spicuous parts of the town is the late King’s' statue set
up, trampling upon mankind. I cannot forbear saying
one word here of the French statues (for I never intend
to mention any more of them) with their gilded full-
bottomed wigs. If their King had intended to express,
in one image, ignorance, ill taste, and wanity, his
sculptors could have made no other figure so proper
for that purpose as this statue, which represents the
odd mixture of an old beau, who had a mind to be a
hero, with a bushel of curled hair on his head, and a
gilt truncheon in his hand. The French have been so
voluminous on the history of this town, I need say
nothing of it. The houses are tolerably well built,
and the Belle Cour well planted, from whence is seen
the celebrated joining of the Saone and Rhone.

“Ubi Rhodanus ingens amne preerapido fluit
Ararque dubitans quo suos fluctus agat.’

I have had time to see every thing with great leisure,
having been confined several days to this town by a
swelling in my throat, the remains of a fever, occa-
sioned by a cold I got in the damps of the Alps. The
doctors here (who are charmed with a new customer)
threaten me with all sorts of distempers, if I dare to
leave them till this swelling is quite vanished; but I,
that know the obstinacy of it, think it just as possible
1 Louis XIV.
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to continue my way to Paris with it, as to go about
the streets of Lyons; and am determined to pursue my
journey to-morrow, in spite of doctors, apothecaries,
and sore throats.

When you see Lady Rich, tell her I have received
her letter, and will answer it from Paris, believing
that the place that she would most willingly hear of.
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TO THE LADY RICH

Paris, Oct. 10, 1718.
I cannor give my dear Lady Rich a better proof of
the pleasure I have in writing to her, than choosing
to do it in this seat of various amusements, where I am
accablé with visits, and those so full of vivacity and
compliments, that ’tis full employment enough to
hearken, whether one answers or not. The French
embassadress at Constantinople has a very considerable
and numerous family here, who all come to see me,
and are never weary of making enquiries. The air of
Paris has already had a good effect upon me; for I was
never in better health, though I have been extremely
ill all the road from Lyons to this place. You may
judge how agreeable the journey has been to me;
which did not need that addition to make me dislike
it. I think nothing so terrible as objects of misery,
except one had the God-like attribute of being capable
to redress them; and all the country villages of France
shew nothing else. While the post-horses are changed,
the whole town comes out to beg, with such miserable
starved faces, and thin tattered clothes, they need no
other eloquence to persuade [one of] the wretchedness
of their condition. This is all the French magnificence
till you come to Fountainbleau. There you begin to
think the kingdom rich when you are shewed one
thousand five hundred rooms in the King’s hunting
palace. The apartments of the royal family are very
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large, and richly gilt; but I saw nothing in the archi-
tecture or painting worth remembering. The long
gallery, built by Henry IV, has prospects of all the
King’s houses: its walls are designed after the taste of
those times, but appear now very mean. The park is,
indeed, finely wooded and watered, the trees well
grown and planted, and in the fish-ponds are kept tame
carp, said to be, some of them, cighty years of age.
The late King passed some months every year at this
seat; and all the rocks round it, by the pious sentences
inscribed on them, shew the devotion in fashion at his
court, which I believe died with him; at least, I see no
exterior marks of it at Paris, where all people’s thoughts
seem to be on present diversion.

The fair of St. Lawrence is now in season. You
may be sure I have been carried thither, and think
it much better disposed than ours of Bartholomew.
The shops being all set in rows so regularly, well
lighted, they made up a very agreeable spectacle. But
I was not at all satisfied with the grossiérezé of their
harlequin, no more than with their music at the opera,
which was abominably grating, after being used to
that of Italy. Their house is a booth, compared to that
of the Hay-market, and the play-house not so neat as
that of Lincoln’s-Inn-fields; but then it must be
owned, to their praise, their tragedians are much
beyond any of ours. I should hardly allow Mors.
Oldfield a better place than to be confidante to La ;
I have seen the tragedy of Bajazet so well represented,
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I think our best actors can be only said to speak, but
these to feel; and ’tis certainly infinitely more moving
to see a man appear unhappy, than to hear him say that
he is so, with a jolly face, and a stupid smirk in his
countenance. — 4 propos of countenances, I must tell
you something of the French ladies; I have seen all
the beauties, and such — (I can’t help making use
of the coarse word), nauseous [creatures]! so fan-
tastically absurd in their dress! so monstrously un-
natural in their paints! their hair cut short, and curled
round their faces, loaded with powder, that it makes it
look like white wool! and on their cheeks to their
chins, unmercifully laid on, a shining red japan, that
glistens in a most flaming manner, so that they seem
to have no resemblance to human faces, and I am apt
to believe took the first hint of their dress from a fair
sheep newly ruddled. 'Tis with pleasure I recollect
my dear pretty countrywomen: and if I was writing
to any body else, I should say that these grotesque
daubers give me still a higher esteem of the natural
charms of dear Lady Rich’s auburn hair, and the
lively colours of her unsullied complexion.
I am, &c. &c.

P.§. I have met the Abbé here, who desires me

to make his compliments to you.




TO MR. T—

Paris, Oct. 16, 1718.

You see I'm just to my word, in writing to you from
Paris, where I was very much surprised to meet my
sister!; I need not add, very much pleased. She as
little expected to see me as I her (having not received
my late letters); and this meeting would shine under
the hand of Mr. De Scudérie; but I shall not imitate
his style so far as to tell you how often we embraced;
how she enquired by what odd chance I returned from
Constantinople? and I answered her by asking what
adventure brought her to Paris? To shorten the story,
all questions and answers, and exclamations, and com-
pliments, being over, we agreed upon running about
together, and have seen Versailles, Trianon, Marli,
and St. Cloud. We had an order for the water to play
for our diversion, and I was followed thither by all
the English at Paris. I own Versailles appeared to me
rather vast than beautiful; and after having seen the
exact proportions of the Italian buildings, I thought
the irregularity of it shocking.

The King’s cabinet of antiques and medals is,
indeed, very richly furnished. Among that collection
none pleased so well as the apotheosis of Germanicus,
on a large agate, which is one of the most delicate
pieces of the kind that I remember to have seen. I
observed some ancient statues of great value. But the

1 The Countess of Mar.
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nauseous flattery, and tawdry pencil of Le Brun, are
equally disgusting in the gallery. I will not pretend
to describe to you the great apartment, the vast variety
of fountains, the theatre, the grove of Esop’s fables, &c.
all which you may read very amply particularised in
some of the French authors that have been paid for
these descriptions. Trianon, in its littleness, pleased
me better than Versailles; Marli, better than either of
them; and St. Cloud, best of all; having the advantage
of the Seine running at the bottom of the gardens, the
great cascade, &c. You may find information in the
foresaid books, if you have any curiosity to know, the
exact number of the statues, and how many feet they
cast up the water.

We saw the King’s pictures in the magnificent house
of the Duke d’Antin, who has the care of preserving
them till his Majesty is of age. There are not many,
but of the best hands. I looked with great pleasure on
the arch-angel of Raphael, where the sentiments of
superior beings are as well expressed as in Milton. You
won’t forgive me if I say nothing of the Thuilleries,
much finer than our Mall; and the Cours, more agree-
able than our Hyde-park, the high trees giving shade
in the hottest season. At the Louvre I had the oppor-
tunity of seeing the King, accompanied by the Duke-
Regent. He is tall and well-shaped, but has not the
air of holding the crown so many years as his grand-
father. And now I am speaking of the court, I must
say I saw nothing in France that delighted me so
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much as to see an Englishman (at least a Briton)
absolute at Paris; I mean Mr. Law,! who treats their
dukes and peers extremely de haut en bas, and is
treated by them with the utmost submission and
respect. — Poor souls! — This reflection on their abject
slavery puts me in mind of the Place des Victoires;
but I will not take up your time and my own with
such descriptions, which are too numerous.

In general, I think Paris has the advantage of
London, in the neat pavement of the streets, and the
regular lighting of them at nights, in the proportion of
the streets, the houses all built of stone, and
most of those belonging to people of quality
being beautified by gardens. But we certainly may
boast of a town very near twice as large; and when
I have said that, I know nothing else we surpass it in.
I shall not continue here long; if you have any thing
to command me during my short stay, write soon, and

I shall take pleasure in obeying you.
I am, &c. &c.

1 A Scotch financier whose advice was reputed to have saved
France from bankruptcy.

284

TO THE ABBE CONTI

Dover, Oct. 21, 1718.
I am willing to take your word for it, that I shall really
oblige you, by letting you know, as soon as possible,
my safe passage over the water. I arrived this morning
at Dover, after being tossed a whole night in the
packet-boat, in so violent a manner, that the master,
considering the weakness of his vessel, thought it
proper to remove the mail, and gave us notice of the
danger. We called a little fishing boat, which could
hardly make up to us; while all the people on board us
were crying to Heaven; and ’tis hard to imagine one’s
self in a scene of greater horror than on such an
occasion; and yet, shall I own it to you? though I was
not at all willingly to be drowned, I could not forbear
being entertained at the double distress of a fellow-
passenger. She was an English lady that I had met at
Calais, who desired me to let her go over with me in
my cabin. She had bought a fine point-head, which
she was contriving to conceal from the custom-house
officers. When the wind grew high, and our little
vessel cracked, she fell very heartily to her prayers,
and thought wholly of her soul. When it seemed to
abate, she returned to the worldly care of her head-
dress, and addressed herself to me — ‘Dear madam,
will you take care of this point? if it should be lost! —
Ah, Lord, we shall all be lost! — Lord have mercy
on my soul! — Pray, madam, take care of this
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head-dress.” This easy transition from her soul to her
head-dress, and the alternate agonies that both gave
her, made it hard to determine which she thought of
greatest value. But, however, the scene was not so
diverting, but I was glad to get rid of it, and be thrown
into the little boat, though with some hazard of break-
ing my neck. It brought me safe hither; and I cannot
help looking with partial eyes on my native land.
That partiality was certainly given us by nature, to
prevent rambling, the effect of an ambitious thirst
after knowledge, which we are not formed to enjoy.
All we get by it, is a fruitless desire of mixing the
different pleasures and conveniences which are given
to different parts of the world, and cannot meet in
any one of them. After having read all that is to be
found in the languages I am mistress of, and having
decayed my sight by midnight studies, I envy the easy
peace of mind of a ruddy milk-maid, who, undisturbed
by doubt, hears the sermon, with humility, every
Sunday, not having confounded the sentiments of
natural duty in her head by the vain enquiries of the
schools, who may be more learned, yet, after all,
must remain as ignorant. And, after having seen part
of Asia and Africa, and almost made the tour of
Europe, I think the honest English squire more
happy, who verily believes the Greek wines less
delicious than March beer; that the African fruits
have not so fine a flavour as golden-pippins; that the
becafiguas of Italy are not so well tasted as a rump
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of beef; and that, in short, there is no perfect enjoy-
ment of this life out of Old England. I pray God
I may think so for the rest of my life; and, since I
must be contented with our scanty allowance of
day-light, that I may forget the enlivening sun of

Constantinople.
I am, &c. &c.

THE END




A LIST OF THE

VOLUMES NOW PUBLISHED

IN THE

TRAVELLERS’ LIBRARY

MADE AND PRINTED IN ENGLAND BY
THE GARDEN CITY PRESS LIMITED, LETCHWORTH, HERTS.

JONATHAN CAPE
AND WILLIAM HEINEMANN
LONDON




THE
TRAVELLERS' LIBRARY

A series of books in all branches of literature designed for
the pocket, or for the small house where shelf space is scarce.
Though the volumes measure only 7 inches by 4% inches, the
page is arranged so that the margins are not unreasonably cur-
tailed nor legibility sacrificed. The books are of a uniform
thickness irrespective of the number of pages, and the paper,
specially manufactured for the series, is remarkably opaque,
even when it is thinnest.

A semi-flexible form of binding has been adopted, as a safe-
guard against the damage inevitably associated with hasty
packing. The cloth is an attractive shade of blue and has the
title and author’s name stamped in gold on the back.

A NOTE
ON THE ARRANGEMENT OF
THIS CATALOGUE

The main body or text of this list is arranged alphabetically
under the names of auTHors. But, in addition, and for the
convenience of readers, there will be found at the end two
indexes. The first (page 31) is arranged numerically under the
series numbers given to the volumes. The second (page 35) is
arranged alphabetically under the titles of the books.

ANDERSON, Sherwood
HORSES AND MEN. Stories No. 54

‘Horses and Men confirms our indebtedness to the publishers who
are introducing his.work here. It has a unity beyond that of its
constant Middle West setting. A man of poetic vision, with,an
intimate knowledge of particular conditions of life, here looks out
upon a world that seems singularly material only because he
unflinchingly accepts its actualities.” Morning Post

ARMSTRONG, Martin
THE BAZAAR. Stories No. 77
“These stories have considerable range of subject, but in general
they are stay-at-home tales, depicting cloistered lives and delicate,
finely fibred minds. . . . Mr. Armstrong writes beautifully.’
Nation and Athenzum

ATKINS, J. B.
SIDE SHOWS. Essays. With an introduction by jAMES
BONE No. 78
Mr. J. B. Atkins was war correspondent in four wars, the London
editor of a great English paper, then Paris correspondent of
another, and latterly the editor of the Spectator. His subjects in
Side Shows are briefly London and the sea.

BELLOC, Hilaire
SHORT TALKS WITH THE DEAD No. 79
In these essays Mr. Belloc attains his usual high level of pungent
and witty writing. The subjects vary widely and include an
imaginary talk with the spirits of Charles I, the barber of Louis
X1V, and Napoleon, Venice, fakes, eclipses, Byron, and the
famous dissertation on the Nordic Man.

BERCOVICI, Konrad
BETWEEN EARTH AND SKY. Stories of Gipsies.

With an Introduction by A. E. COPPARD No. 117
Konrad Bercovici, through his own association with gipsies,
together with a magical intuition of their lives, is able to give us
some unforgettable pictures of those wanderers who, having no
home anywhere, are at home everywhere.
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BIERCE, Ambrose
CAN SUCH THINGS BE ? Stories No. 1
‘Bierce never wastes a word, never coins a too startling phrase ;
he secures his final effect, a cold thrill of fear, by a simple, yet
subtle, realism. No anthology of short stories, limited to a score
or 50, would be complete without an example of his unique artistry.”
Morning Post

THE EYES OF THE PANTHER. Stories No. 49
It is said that these tales were originally rejected by vittually every
publisher in the country. Bierce was a strange man ; in 1914, at
the age of seventy-one, he set out for Mexico and has never been
heard of since. His stories are as strange as his life, but this volume
shows him as a master of his art.

THE MONK AND THE HANGMAN’S DAUGHTER.
Written by Ambrose Bierce in collaboration with Adolphe
Danziger de Castro No. 34
‘They are stories which the discerning are certain to welcome.
They are evidence of very unusual powers, and when once they
have been read the reader will feel himself impelled to dig out more
from the same pen.” Westminster Gazette

BIRRELL, Augustine
MORE OBITER DICTA No. 140

‘A volume delightful to read, packed with urbane and shrewd
criticism, and distinguished by a pleasant vein of kindly humour.’
Daily Mail

‘Age has not wearied Mr. Birrell's humour ; nor have the years
condemned his whimsicality. He remains as delightful a companion
as ever.” Nation and Atheneum

BOURNE, George
A FARMER'’S LIFE No. 32
The life-story of a tenant-farmer of fifty years ago in which the
author of The Bettesworth Book and The Memoirs of a Surrey
Labourer draws on his memory for a picture of the everyday life
of his immediate forbears, the Smiths, farmers and handicraft men,
who lived and died on the border of Surrey and Hampshire.
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BRAMAH, Ernest
THE WALLET OF KAI LUNG No. 18
‘Something worth doing and done. . . . It was a thing intended,
wrought out, completed and established. Therefore it was destined
to endure, and, what is more important, it was a success.” Hilaire
Belloc

KAI LUNG’S GOLDEN HOURS No. 16
‘It is worthy of its forerunner. There is the same plan, exactitude,
working-out and achievement ; and therefore complete satisfaction
in the reading.” From the Preface by HILAIRE BELLOC

BRONTE, Emily
WUTHERING HEIGHTS No. 30
‘It is a very great book. You may read this grim story of lost and
thwarted human creatures on a moor at any age and come under
its sway.” From the Introduction by ROSE MACAULAY

BROWNE, Louis
THE STORY OF THE JEWS No. 146
Here is a history which is more absorbing than any work of fiction.
The author traces the beginnings of the Jewish race from the
wandering Semitic races of Arabia, through interminable strife and
conflict, slavery, oppression, expatriation, up to modern times.

BUTLER, Samuel
EREWHON. A Satire No. 11

“To lash the age, to ridicule vain pretension, to expose hypocrisy,
to deride humbug in education, politics and religion, are tasks
b?yond most men’s powers ; but occasionally, very occasionally, a
bit of genuine satire secures for itself more than a passing nod of
recognition. Erewkon is such a satire. . . . The best of its kind
since Gulliver’s Travels. Augustine Birrell

EREWHON REVISITED. A Satire No. 12
‘He waged a sleepless war with the mental torpor of the prosperous,
complacent England around him ; a Swift with the soul of music
in him, and completely sane ; a liberator of humanity operating
with the wit and malice and coolness of Mephistopheles.” Man-
chester Guardian




BUTLER, Samuel

THE NOTE BOOKS

‘“To us Butler stands not chiefly as a satirist or an amateur in fiction
or in the fine arts, but as the freest, most original and most varied
thinker of his generation. . . . Neither Erew/kon nor The Way of
All Flesk, but the posthumous work entitled Note Books will stand,
in our judgment, as the decisive contribution of Samuel Butler to
the thought of his age.” Nation

No. 75

SELECTED ESSAYS. This volume contains the
following essays :

THE HUMOUR OF HOMER

QUIS DESIDERIO . . .?

RAMBLINGS IN CHEAPSIDE

THE AUNT, THE NIECES, AND
THE DOG

No 55

HOW TO MAKE THE BEST OF LIFE
THE SANCTUARY OF MONTRIGONE
A MEDIEVAL GIRLS’ SCHOOL

ART IN THE VALLEY OF SAAS
THOUGHT AND LANGUAGE

THE WAY OF ALL FLESH. A Novel No. 10
‘It drives one almost to despair of English Literature when one
sees so extraordinary a study of English life as Butler’s posthumous
Way of All Flesk making so little impression. Really, the English
do not deserve to have great men.” George Bernard Shaw

CANOT, Theodore

MEMOIRS OF A SLAVE TRADER. Set down by

BRANTZ MAYER and now edited by A. W. LAWRENCE No. 126

In 1854 a cosmopolitan adventurer, who knew Africa at the worst
period of its history, dictated this sardonic account of piracy and
mutiny, of battles with warships or rival traders, and of the
fantastic lives of European and half-caste slavers on the West Coast.

CARDUS, Neville
DAYS IN THE SUN: A Cricketer’s Book

The author says ‘the intention of this book is modest — it should be
taken as a rather freely compiled journal of happy experiences
which have come my way on our cricket fields.”
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No. 121

CARLETON, Captain George

MILITARY MEMOIRS (1672-1713). Edited by
A. W. LAWRENCE No. 134
A cheerful sidelight on the war of the Spanish Succession, with a
remarkable literary history. Johnson praised the book, Scott
edited it, and then the critics declared it to be fiction and suggested
Defoe or Swift as the author ; now it has come into its own again
as one of the most vivid records of a soldier’s actual experiences.

CLEMENTS, Rex
A GIPSY OF THE HORN. Life in a deep-sea sailing ship No. 136

A true and spirited account of a phase of sea-life now passing, if not

passed, fascinating from the very vividness and sincerity of its

telling. Mr. Clements loves the sea, and he makes his readers love it.

COPPARD, A. E.

ADAM AND EVE AND PINCH ME. Stories No. 13
Mr. Coppard'’s implicit theme is the closeness of the spiritual world
to the material ; the strange, communicative sympathy which
strikes through two temperaments and suddenly makes them one.
He deals with those sudden impulses under which secrecy is broken
down for a moment, and personality revealed as under a flash of
spiritual lightning. ‘

CLORINDA WALKS IN HEAVEN. Stories No. 22
‘Genius is a hard-ridden word, and has been put by critics at many
puny ditches, but Mr. Coppard sets up a fence worthy of its
mettle. He shows that in hands like his the English language is as
alive as ever; and that there are still infinite possibilities in the
short story.” Outlook

FISHMONGER’S FIDDLE. Stories No. 130
‘In definite colour and solid strength his work suggests that of the
old Dutch Masters. Mr. Coppard is a born story-teller.” Times
Literary Supplement

THE BLACK DOG. Stories No. 2
‘Mr. Coppard is a born story-teller. The book is filled with a
variety of delightful stuff: no one who is interested in good
writing in general, and good short stories in particular, should
miss it." Spectator
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DE M AUPASSANT
STORIES. Translated by ELIZABETH MARTINDALE No. 37

‘His “story” engrosses the non-critical, it holds the critical too at
the first reading. . . . That is the real test of art, and it is because

COYLE, Kathleen

LIV. A Novel. With an Introduction by REBECCA
WEST No. 87
‘Liv is a short novel, but more subtly suggesting beauty and

movement than many a longer book. Liv is a young Norwegian
girl whose father is recently dead. She is engaged, half against her
will, to a young man, a neighbour ; but she desires above all things

of the inobtrusiveness of this workmanship, that for once the critic
and the reader may join hands without awaiting the verdict of
posterity.’ From the Introduction by FORD MADOX FORD

to go to Paris to “‘see life.”” . . . There is something cool and rare
about this story ; the reader finds himself turning back to re-read
ages that must not be forgotten.” Times Lite Supplement
Ee E et DE SELINCOURT, Hugh _
THE CRICKET MATCH. A Story No. 108

Through the medium of a cricket match the author endeavours to
give a glimpse of life in a Sussex village. First we have a bird's-eye
view at dawn of the village nestling under the Downs ; then we
see the players awaken in all the widely different circumstances
of their various lives, pass the morning, assemble on the field, play
their game, united for a few hours, as men should be, by a common
purpose — and at night disperse.

DAVIES, W. H.
THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A SUPER-TRAMP.

With a Preface by G. BERNARD SHAW No. 3
Printed as it was written, it is worth reading for its literary style
alone. The author tells us with inimitable quiet modesty of how
he begged and stole his way across America and through England
and Wales until his travelling days were cut short by losing his
right foot while attempting to jump’ a train.

LATER DAYS. A pendant to The Autobiography of a
Super-Tramp No. 48
‘The self-portrait is given with disarming, mysterious, and
baffling directness, and the writing has the same disarmingness and
simpleness.” Qbserver

DOS PASSOS, John
ORIENT EXPRESS. A book of travel No. 8o
This book will be read because, as well as being the temperature
chart of an unfortunate sufferer from the travelling disease, it deals
4 with places shaken by the heavy footsteps of History, manifesting
A POET'S PILGRIMAGE No. 56 itself Pas usual by p);ague, fag'\ine, ml}:rder, suddZn death and
A Poet’s Pilgrimage recounts the author’s impressions of his native depreciated currency. Underneath, the book is an ode to railroad
Wales on his return after many years’ absence. He tells of a walking travel,
tour during which he stayed in cheap rooms and ate in the small
wayside inns. The result is a vivid picture of the Welsh people, the
towns and countryside.

DOUGLAS, George

THE HOUSE WITH THE GREEN SHUTTERS.
A novel. With an Introduction by j. B. PRIESTLEY No. 118

This powerful and moving story of life in a small Scots burgh is

DELEDDA, GRAZIA
THE MOTHER. A Novel. With an Introduction by

An unusual book, both in its story and its setting in a remote
Sardinian hill village, half civilised and superstitious. The action
of the story takes place so rapidly and the actual drama is so inter-
woven with the mental conflict, and all so forced by circumstances,
that it is almost Greek in its simple and inevitable tragedy.
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D. H. LAWRENCE. (Awarded the Nobel Prize 1928.) No. 105 ’
|
i

one of the grimmest studies of realism in all modern fiction. The
author flashes a cold and remorseless searchlight upon the back-
bitings, jealousies, and intrigues of the townsfolk, and his story
stands as a classic antidote to the sentimentalism of the kailyard
school.




DUNSTERVILLE, Major-General L. G.

STALKY’S REMINISCENCES No. 145
‘The real Stalky, General Dunsterville, who is so delightful a
character that the fictitious Stalky must at times feel jealous of him
asarival. . . . In war he proved his genius in the Dunster Force
adventure ; and in this book he shows that he possesses another
kind of genius - the genius of comic self-revelation and burbling
anecdote. And the whole story is told in a vein of comedy that
would have done credit to Charles Lever.” The Observer

FARSON, Negley
SAILING ACROSS EUROPE. With an Introduction
by FRANK MORLEY No. 111
A voyage of six months in a ship, its one and only cabin measuring
8 feet by 6 feet, up the Rhine, down the Danube, passing from one
to the other by the half-forgotten Ludwig’s Canal. To think of
and plan such a journey was a fine imaginative effort and to write
about it interestingly is no mean accomplishment.

FAUSSET, Hugh I’ Anson
TENNYSON. A critical study No. 124

Mr. Fausset’s study of Tennyson’s qualities as poet, man, and
moralist is by implication a study of some of the predominant
characteristics of the Victorian age. His book, however, is as
pictorial as it is critical, being woven, to quote T%e Times, ‘like
an arras of delicate colour and imagery.’

FLAUBERT, Gustave

MADAME BOVARY. Translated by ELEANOR MARX-

AVELING. With an Introduction by PERCY LUBBOCK. No. 144
‘. . . It remains perpetually the novel of all novels which the
criticism of fiction cannot overlook ; as soon as ever we speak of
the principles of the art we must be prepared to engage with
Flaubert. There is no such book as his Bowary ; for it is a novel
in which the subject stands firm and clear, without the least shade
of ambiguity to break the line which bounds it.” PERCY LUBBOCK
in The Craft of Fiction
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FORMAN, Henry James
GRECIAN ITALY. A book of Travel No. 29
‘It has been said that if you were shown Taormina in a vision you
would not believe it. If the reader has been in Grecian Italy before
he reads this book, the magic of its pages will revive old memories
and induce a severe attack of nostalgia.” From the Preface by H.
FESTING JONES

GARNETT, Edward
FRIDAY NIGHTS. Critical Essays No. 119
“Mr. Garnett is “the critic as artist,” sensitive alike to elemental
nature and the subtlest human variations. His book sketches for
us the possible outlines of a new humanism, a fresh valuation of
both life and art.” Tke Times .

GARNETT, Mrs. R. S.

THE INFAMOUS JOHN FRIEND. A Novel No. 53
This book, though in form an historical novel, claims to rank as a
psychological study. It is an attempt to depict a character which,
though destitute of the common virtues of everyday life, is gifted
with qualities that compel love and admiration.

GAUGIN, Paul
THE INTIMATE JOURNALS. Translated by
VAN WYCK BROOKS No. 101

The confessions of genius are usually startling ; and Gaugin's
Sournals, now made accessible to the wider world, are no exception.
He exults in his power to give free rein to his savage spirit, tearing
the shawl from convention’s shoulders with a gesture as unscrupu-
lous as it is Rabelaisian.

GIBBS, J. Arthur
A COTSWOLD VILLAGE No. 138

‘For pure observation of people, places and’ sports, occupations
and wild life, the book is admirable. Everything is put down
freshly from the notebook, and has not gone through any deaden-
ing process of being written up. There are stories, jokes, snatches
of conversation, quotations from old diaries, odds and ends of a
hundred kinds about squires, gamekeepers, labourers and their
wives." Morning Post
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GOBINEAU, Comte de
THE CRIMSON HANDKERCHIEF, AND OTHER

STORIES. Translated from the French by HENRY

LONGAN STUART No. 137
The three stories included in this volume magk the flood tide of
Comte de Gobineau’s unique and long-neglected genius. Not
even Nietzsche has surpassed him in a love of heroic characters and
unfettered wills —or in his contempt for bourgeois virtues and
vices. ‘

GOSSE, Sir Edmund
SELECTED ESSAYS. First Series No. 73

. “The prose of Sir Edmund Gosse is as rich in the colour of young
imagination as in the mellow harmony of judgment. Sir Edmund
Gosse's literary kit-kats will continue to be read with avidity long
after the greater part of the academic criticism of the century is
swept away upon the lumber-heap.” Daily Telegraph

SELECTED ESSAYS. Second Series No. 81
A second volume of essays personally chosen by Sir Edmund

Gosse from the wild field of his literary work. One is delighted .

with the width of his appreciation which enables him to write with
equal charm on Wjyckerley and on How to Read the Bible. ~

GRAHAM, Stephen
A PRIVATE IN THE GUARDS No. 89
In his own experiences as a soldier Stephen Graham has conserved
“the half-forgotten emotions of a nation in arms. Above all, he
makes us feel the stark brutality and horror of actual war, the
valour which is more than valour, and the disciplined endurance
which is human and thercfore the more terrifying.

HEARN, Lafcadio
GLEANINGS IN BUDDHA-FIELDS No. 42
A book which is readable from the first page to the last, and is ful!
of suggestive thought, the essays on Japanese religious belief calling
for special praise for the earnest spirit in which the subject is
approached.
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HEARN, Lafcadio
GLIMPSES OF UNFAMILIAR JAPAN. First
Series No. 57

Most books written about Japan have been superficial sketches of
a passing . traveller. Of the inner life of the Japanese we know
practically nothing, their religion, superstitions, ways of thought.
Lafcadio Hearn reveals something of the people and their customs
as they are.

GLIMPSES OF UNFAMILIAR JAPAN. Second
Series No. 58
Sketches by an acute observer and a master of English prose, of a
Nation in transition — of the lingering remains of Old Japan,
to-day only a memory, of its gardens, its beliefs, customs, gods
and devils, of its wonderful kindliness and charm — and of the New
Japan, struggling against odds towards new ideals.

KWAIDAN. Stories No. 44
The marvellous tales which Mr. Hearn has told in this volume
illustrate the wonder-living tendency of the Japanese. The stories
are of goblins, fairies and sprites, with here and there an adventure
into the field of unveiled supernaturalism.

OUT OF THE EAST No. 43
Mr. Hearn has written many books about Japan ; he is saturated
with the essence of its beauty, and in this book the light and colour
and movement of that land drips from his pen in every delicately
conceived and finely written sentence.

HEYWARD, Du Bose
PORGY. A Tale No. 85
This fascinating book gives a vivid and intimate insight into the
lives of a group of American negroes, from whom Porgy stands out,
rich in humour and tragedy. The author’s description of a hurri-
cane is reminiscent in its power.

HILDEBRAND, Arthur Sturges
BLUE WATER. The story of an ocean voyage No. 36
This book gives the real feeling of life on a small cruising yacht j
the nights on deck with the sails against the sky, long fights with
head winds by mountainous coasts to safety in forlorn little island
ports, and constant adventure free from care.
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HOUSMAN, Laurence
ANGELS AND MINISTERS, AND OTHER
PLAYS. No. 17

Imaginary portraits of political characters done in dialogue —
Queen Victoria, Disraeli, Gladstone, Parnell, Joseph Chamberlain
and Woodrow Wilson.

‘It is all so good that one is tempted to congratulate Mr. Housman
on a true masterpiece.” Times

HUDDLESTON, Sisley
FRANCE AND THE FRENCH. A study No. 86
‘“There has been nothing of its kind published since the war. His
book is a repository of facts marshalled with judgment ; as such
it should assist in clearing away a whole maze of misconceptions
and prejudices, and serve as a sort of pocket encyclopazdia of
modern France.” Times Literary Supplement

HUDSON, W. H.
MEN, BOOKS AND BIRDS: Letters toa Friend. With
Notes, some Letters, and an Introduction by MORLEY
ROBERTS No. 112
An important collection of letters from the naturalist to his friend,
literary executor and fellow author, Morley Roberts, covering a
period of twenty-five years.

JEWETT, Sarah Orne
THE COUNTRY OF THE POINTED FIRS. Stories No. 28
“The young student of American literature in the far distant future
will take up this book and say “a masterpiece I as proudly as if
he had made it. It will be a message in a universal language — the
one message that even the scythe of Time spares.” From the Preface
by WILLA CATHER

JONES, Henry Festing
DIVERSIONS IN SICILY. Travel impressions No. 120
Shortly before his sudden and unexpected death, Mr. Festing Jones
chose out Diwersions in Sicily for reprinting in the Travellers’
Library from among his three books of mainly Sicilian sketches
and studies. These chapters, as well as any that he wrote, recap-
ture the wisdom, charm and humour of their author.

14

JOYCE, James
DUBLINERS. A volume of Stories No. 14

A collection of fifteen short stories by the author of Ulysses. They
are all of them brave, relentless and sympathetic pictures of Dublin
life ; realistic, perhaps, but not crude ; analytical, but not repug-
nant. No modern writer has greater significance than Mr. Joyce,
whose conception and practice of the short story is certainly unique
and certainly vital.

KALLAS, Aino
THE WHITE SHIP. Stories. With an Introduction by
JOHN GALSWORTHY No. 24
‘The writer has an extraordinary sense of atmosphere.” Times
Literary Supplement
‘Stories told convincingly and well, with a keen perception for
natural beauty.” Nation

KOMROFF,; Manuel
CONTEMPORARIES OF MARCO POLO No. 123
This volume comprises the Travel Records in the Eastern parts of
the world of William of Rubruck (1253-5), the Journey of John of
Pian de Carpini (1245-7), the Journey of Friar Odoric (1318-30).
They describe the marvels and wonders of Asia under the Khans.

THE TRAVELS OF MARCO POLO No. 59
When Marco Polo arrived at the court of the Great Khan, Pekin
had just been rebuilt. Kublai Khan was at the height of his glory.
Polo rose rapidly in favour and became governor of an important
district. In this way he gained first-hand knowledge of a great
civilisation and described it with astounding accuracy and detail.

LAWRENCE, A. W., edited by
CAPTIVES OF TIPU. Survivors’ Narratives No. 125

Three records of heroic endurance, which were hitherto unobtain-
able at a reasonable price. In addition to the well-known stories of
Bristow and Scurry, a soldier and a seaman, who were forcibly
Mohammedanised and retained in the service of Mysore till their
escape after ten years, extracts are given from an officer’s diary of
his close imprisonment at Seringapatam.
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LAWRENCE, D. H.

TWILIGHT IN ITALY. Travel essays No. 19
This volume of travel vignettes in North Italy was first published
in 1916. Since then Mr. Lawrence has increased the number of his
admirers year by year. In Tawilight in Italy they will find all the

. freshness and vigour of outlook which they have come to expect
from its author.

LAWSON, Henry

WHILE THE BILLY BOILS. First Series No. 38
These stories are written by the O. Henry of Australia. They tell
of men and dogs, of cities and plains, of gullies and ridges; of
sorrow and happiness, and of the fundamental goodness that is
hidden in the most unpromising of human soil.

WHILE THE BILLY BOILS. Second Series No. 39
Mr. Lawson has the uncanny knack of making the people he writes
about almost violently alive. Whether he tells of jackeroos, bush
children or drovers’ wives, each one lingers in the memory long
after we have closed the book.

LESLIE, Shane

THE END OF A CHAPTER No. 110
In this, his most famous book, Mr. Shane Leslie has preserved for
future generations the essence of the pre-war epoch, its institutions
and individuals. He writes of Eton, of the Empire, of Post-
Victorianism, of the Politicians. . . . ‘And whatever he touches
upon, he brilliantly interprets.

LITHGOW, William
RARE ADVENTURES AND PAINEFULL

PEREGRINATIONS (1582-1645). Edited and with

Introduction by B. I. LAWRENCE No. 109
This is the book of a seventeenth-century Scotchman who walked
over the Levant, North Africa and most of Europe, including
Spain, where he was tortured by the Inquisition. An unscrupulous
man, full of curiosity, his comments are diverting aad penetrating,
his adventures remarkable.
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LUBBOCK, Percy.

EARLHAM. A portrait No. 6
“The book seems too intimate to be reviewed. We want to bc
allowed to read it, and to dream over it, and keep silence a.bout it.
His judgment is perfect, his humour is true and ready ; his touch
light and prim ; his prose is exact and clean and full of music.’
Times

ROMAN PICTURES. Studies No. 21
Pictures of life as it is lived — or has been or might be lived — among
the pilgrims and colonists in Rome of more or less English speech.
‘A book of whimsical originality and exquisite workmanship, and
worthy of one of the best prose writers of our time." Sunday Times

THE CRAFT OF FICTION. Critical essays No. 5

‘No more substantial or more charming volume of criticism has
. been published in our time.” Obserwver

“To say that this is the best book on the subject is probably true

but it is more to the point to say that it is the only one.” Times

Literary Supplement

LYND, Robert
BOOKS AND AUTHORS. Critical essays No. 135

Critical essays on great writers of modern and other times. Among
the modern writers we have appreciations of Mr. Max Beerbohm,
Mr. Arnold Bennett and Mr. H. M. Tomlinson, while Herrick,
Keats, Charles Lamb and Hawthorne are a few of the classical
writers who are criticised in the book.

MACDONALD, The Rt. Hon. J. Ramsay
WANDERINGS AND EXCURSIONS. Essays No. 132

Mr. Ramsay MacDonald has been a wide traveller and reader, and
has an uncommon power of bringing an individual eye — the eye
of the artist — to bear upon whatever he sees.
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MACHEN, Arthur ;
DOG AND DUCK. Essays No. 15

‘As a literary artist, Mr. Arthur Machen has few living equals, and
that is very far indeed from being his only, or even his greatest,
claim on the suffrages of English readers.” Sunday Times

MASEFIELD, John
CAPTAIN MARGARET. A Novel No. 35

‘His style is crisp, curt and vigorous. He has the Stevensonian sea-
swagger, the Stevensonian sense of beauty and poetic spirit. Mr.
Masefield’s descriptions ring true and his characters carry convic-
tion.” Thke Observer

MASON, Arthur
THE FLYING BO’SUN. A Tale No. 47
‘What makes the book remarkable is the imaginative power which
has re-created these events so vividly that even the supernatural ones
come with the shock and the conviction with which actual super-
natural events might come.” From the Introduction by EDWIN MUIR

WIDE SEAS AND MANY LANDS. Reminiscences.

With an Introduction by MAURICE BARING No. 7
“This is an extremely entertaining, and at the same time moving,
book. We are in the presence of a born writer. We read with the
same mixture of amazement and delight that fills us throughout a
Conrad novel.” New Statesman

MAUGHAM, W. Somerset
LIZA OF LAMBETH. A Tale : No. 141

Liza of Lambeth is W. Somerset Maugham’s first novel, and its
publication decided the whole course of his life. For if it had not
succeeded its author could not have turned from medicine to letters,
and his subsequent triumphs might never have been achieved.
Originally published in 1897, it has since passed through eight
editions before its present inclusion in the Travellers’ Library. The
story reflects much of the experience which Mr. Maugham gathered
when he worked in the slums of the East End as a doctor.
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MAUGHAM, W. Somerset

ON A CHINESE SCREEN. Sketches No. 31
A collection of sketches of life in China. Mr. Somerset Maugham
writes with equal certainty and vigour whether his characters are
Chinese or European. There is a tenderness and humour about the
whole book which makes the reader turn eagerly to the next page
for more.

THE CASUARINA TREE. Stories No. 92
Intensely dramatic stories in which the stain of the East falls
deeply on the lives of English men and women. Mr. Maugham
remains cruelly aloof from his characters. On passion and its
culminating tragedy he looks with unmoved detachment, ringing
the changes without comment and yet with little cynicism.

THE MOON AND SIXPENCE. A Novel No. 9
A remarkable picture of a genius.
‘Mr. Maugham has given us a ruthless and penetrating study in
personality with a savage truthfulness of delineation and an icy
" contempt for the heroic and the sentimental.” T%e Times

MENCKEN, H. L.
IN DEFENCE OF WOMEN No. 50
‘All I design by the book is to set down in more or less plain form
certain ideas that practically every civilised man and woman hold
in petto, but that have been concealed hitherto by the vast mass of
sentimentalities swathing the whole woman question.” From the
Author’s Introduction

SELECTED PREJUDICES. First Series. A Book of
Essays . No. 8
‘He is exactly the kind of man we are needing, an iconoclast, a
scoffer at ideals, a critic with whips and scorpions who does not
hesitate to deal with literary, social and political humbugs in the
one slashing fashion.” English Review

SELECTED PREJUDICES. Second Series No. 6o
‘What a master of the straight left in appreciation | Everybody
who wishes to see how common sense about books and authors can
be made exhilarating should acquire this delightful book.” Morning
Post
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MEYNELL, Alice
WAYFARING. Essays No. 133
‘Her essays have the merit of saying just enough of the subject, and
they can be read repeatedly. The surprise coming from that com-
bined grace of manner and sanity of thought is like one’s dream of
what the recognition of a new truth would be.” Some of the essays
so described by George Meredith are here collected in book-form

for the first time.

MITCHISON, Naomi'
CLOUD CUCKOO LAND. A Novel of Sparta No. 88

‘Rich and frank in passions, and rich, too, in the detail which helps
to make feigned life seemed real.” Times Literary Supplement

THE CONQUERED. A story of the Gauls under Czsar No. 45
‘With Te Conquered Mrs. Mitchison establishes herself as the best,
if not the only, English historical novelist now writing. It seems
to me in many respects the most attractive and poignant historical
novel I have ever read.” New Statesman

WHEN THE BOUGH BREAKS. Stories of the time
when Rome was crumbling to ruin No. 46
‘Interesting, delightful and fresh as morning dew. The connoisseur
in short stories will turn to some pages in this volume again and
again with renewed relish.” Times Literary Supplement

MONTAGU, Lady Mary Wortley
THE TRAVEL LETTERS OF LADY MARY
WORTLEY MONTAGU. Edited by A. w. LAWRENCE No. 143

The famous account of Lady Mary’s journey to the East in 1716,
describing her visits to the German Courts and her residence in
Constantinople. In the words of a review by Tobias Smollett:
“The publication of these Letters will be an immortal monument
to the memory of Lady Mary Wortley Montagu and will show,
as long as the English language endures, the sprightliness .of her
wit, the solidity of her judgment, the elegance of her taste, and the
excellence of her real character. These letters are so bewitchingly
entertaining, that we defy the most phlegmatic man on earth to
read one without going through with them.’
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MOORE, George
CONFESSIONS OF A YOUNG MAN No. 76

“Mr. Moore, true to his period and to his genius, stripped himself
of everything that might stand between him and the achievement
of his artistic object. He does not ask you to admire this George
Moore. He merely asks you to observe him beyond good and.cw!
as a constant plucked from the bewildering flow of eternity.
Humbert Wolfe

MORLEY, Christopher
SAFETY PINS. Essays. With an Introduction by H.M. i
TOMLINSON No. ¢8

Very many readers will be glad of the oppor'tunity to meet Mr
Morley in the rdle of the gentle essayist. He is an author who is
content to move among his fellows, to note, to reflect, and to write
genially and urbanely ; to love words for their sound as well as
for their value in expression of thought.

THUNDER ON THE LEFT. A Novel No. 90
‘It is personal to every reader, it will become for every one a reflec-
tion of himself. I fancy that here, as always where work is fine and
true, the author has created something not as he would but as he
must, and is here an interpreter of a world more wonderful than he
himself knows.” Hugh Walpole

WHERE THE BLUE BEGINS. A Fantasy No. 74
A delicious satirical fantasy in which humanity wears a d.og-collar.
“Mr. Morley is a master of consequent inconsequence. His humour .
and irony are excellent, and his satire is only the more salient for
the delicate and ingenuous fantasy in which it s set.” Manchester
Guardian

MURRAY, Max
THE WORLD’S BACK DOORS. Adventures. With
an Introduction by HECTOR BOLITHO No. 61

This book is not an account so much of places as of people. The
journey round the world was begun with about enough money to
buy one meal, and continued for 66,000 miles. There are per.lods
as a longshore man and as a sailor, and a Chinese guard and a night
watchman, and as a hobo.
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MURRY, J. Middleton
THE EVOLUTION OF AN INTELLECTUAL No. 62
These essays were written during and immediately after the Great
War. The author says that they record the painful stages by which
he passed from the so-called intellectual state to the state of being
what he now considers to be a reasonable man.

O’FLAHERTY, Liam
SPRING SOWING. Stories No. 26
‘Nothing seems to escape Mr. O’Flaherty’s eye ; his brain turns
all things to drama ; and his vocabulary is like a river in spate.
Spring Sowing is a book to buy, or to borrow, or, yes, to steal.”
Bookman

THE BLACK SOUL. A Novel No. 99
‘The Black Soul overwhelms one like a storm. . . . Nothing like
it has been written by any Irish writer.” ‘ZE’ in Tke Irisk Statesman

THE INFORMER. A Novel No. 128
This realistic novel of the Dublin underworld is generally con-
ceded to be Mr. O’Flaherty’s most outstanding book. It is to be
produced as a film by British International Pictures, who regard
it as one of the most ambitious of their efforts.

O’NEILL, Eugene
THE MOON OF THE CARIBBEES, AND OTHER
PLAYS OF THE SEA. With an Introduction by
ST. JOHN ERVINE No. 116
‘Mr. O'Neill is immeasurably the most interesting man of letters
that America has produced since the death of Walt Whitman.’
From the Introduction

O'SHAUGHNESSY, Edith
VIENNESE MEDLEY. A Novel No. 51
‘It is told with infinite tenderness, with many touches of grave or
poignant humour, in a very beautiful book, which no lover of
fiction should allow to pass unread. A book which sets its writer
(;gﬁnitcly in the first rank of living English novelists.” Sunday
1mes
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PATER, Walter ‘ ]
MARIUS THE EPICUREAN No. 23

Walter Pater was at the same time a scholar of wide sympathies and

a master of the English language. In this, his best-known work, he

describes with rare delicacy of feeling and insight the religious and

philosophic tendencies of the Roman Empire at the time of

Antoninus Pius as they affected the mind and life of the story’s hero.

THE RENAISSANCE No. 63
This English classic contains studies of those ‘supreme artists’
Michelangelo and Da Vinci, and of Botticelli, Della Robia,
Mirandola, and others, who ‘have a distinct faculty of their own
by which they convey to us a peculiar quality of pleasure which we
cannot get elsewhere.” There is no romance or subtlety in the work
of these masters too fine for Pater to distinguish in superb English.

PICKTHALL, Marmaduke
ORIENTAL ENCOUNTERS No. 103
In Oriental Encounters, Mr. Pickthall relives his earlier manhood’s
discovery of Arabia and sympathetic encounters with the Eastern
mind. He is one of the few travellers who really bridges the racial
gulf.

POWELL, Sydney Walter
THE ADVENTURES OF A WANDERER No. 64
Throwing up. a position in the Civil Service in Natal because he
preferred movement and freedom to monotony and security, the
author started his wanderings by enlisting in an Indian Ambulance
Corps in the South African War. Afterwards he wandered all over
the world.

POWYS, Llewelyn
BLACK LAUGHTER No. 127

Black Laughter is a kind of Robinsori Crusoe of the continent of
Africa. Indeed, Llewelyn Powys resembles Daniel Defoe in the
startlingly realistic manner in which he conveys the actual feelings
of the wild places he describes. You actually share the sensations of
a sensitive and artistic nature suddenly transplanted from a peaceful
English village into the heart of Africa.
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RANSOME, Arthur
‘RACUNDRA’S’ FIRST CRUISE No. 65

This is the story of the building of an ideal yacht which would be
a cruising boat that one man could manage if need be, but on which
three people could live comfortably. The adventures of the cruise
are skilfully and vividly told.

READE, Winwood
THE MARTYRDOM OF MAN No. 66

‘Few sketches of universal history by one single author have been
written. One book that has influenced me very strongly is Tke
Martyrdom of Man. This “dates,” as people say nowadays, and
it has a fine gloom of its own ; but it is still an extraordinarily
inspiring presentation of human history as one consistent process.’
H. G. WELLS in An Outline of History

REYNOLDS, Stephen
A POOR MAN’S HOUSE No. 93

Vivid and intimate pictures of a Devonshire fisherman’s life.
‘Compact, harmonious, without a single — I won'’t say false — but
uncertain note, true in aim, sentiment and expression, precise and
imaginative, never precious, but containing here and there an
absolutely priceless phrase. . . " Foseph Conrad

RIESENBERG, Felix
SHIPMATES. Sea-faring portraits No. 107

A collection of intimate character-portraits of men with whom the
author has sailed on many voyages. The sequence of studies blends
into a fascinating panorama of living characters.

ROBERTS, Captain George
THE FOUR YEARS VOYAGES No. 40
The Manner of his being taken by Three Pyrate Ships which,
after having plundered him, and detained him ro Days; put him
aboard his own Sloop, without Provisions, Water, etc.
The Hardships he endur’d for above 20 Days, ’till he arriv’d at
. the Island of St. Nicholas, from whence he was blown off to Sea ;
and after Four Days of Difficulty and Distress, was Shipwreck’d
on the Unfrequented Island of St. John, where, after he had
remained near two Yeéars, he built a Vessel to bring himself off.
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ROBINSON, James Harvey
THE MIND IN THE MAKING. An Essay No. 9

<For me, I think James Harvey Robinson is going to be almost
as important as was Huxley in my adolescence, and William James
in later years. Itis a cardinal book. I question whether in the
long run people may not come to it, as making a new Initiative
into the world’s thought and methods.” From the Introduction by
H. G. WELLS

ROSEBERY, The Earl of | '
NAPOLEON : THE LAST PHASE No. 96

Of books and memoirs about Napoleon there is indeed no end, but
of the veracious books such as this there are remarkably few. It
aims to penetrate the deliberate darkness which surrounds the last
act of the Napoleonic drama.

RUTHERFORD, Mark

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF MARK RUTHERFORD.
With an Introduction by H. W. MASSINGHAM No. 67

Because of its honesty, delicacy and simplicity of portraiture, tl}is
book has always had a curious grip upon the affections of its
readers. An English Amiel, inheriting to his comfort an English
0ld Crome landscape, he freed and strengthened his own spirit as
he will his reader’s.

THE DELIVERANCE No. 68
Once read, Hale White [Mark Rutherford] is never forgotten. But
he is not yet approached through the highways of English letters.
To the lover of his work, nothing can be more attractive than the
pure and serene atmosphere of thought in which his art moves.

THE REVOLUTION IN TANNER’S LANE No. 69
‘Since Bunyan, English Puritanism has produced one imaginative
genius of the highest order. To my mind, our fiction contains no
more perfectly drawn pictures of English life in its recurring
emotional contrast of excitement and repose more valuable to the
historian, or more stimulating to the imaginative reader.” H. /.
Massingham
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SHELVOCKE, Captain George

A PRIVATEER’S VOYAGE ROUND THE WORLD.
With aspersions upon him by WiLLIAM BETAGH. Edited by
A. W. LAWRENCE No. 142

A book of 1726, well known as the source of the albatross incident
and other passages in the ‘Ancient Mariner’ ; it describes the ex-
ploits of a private ship of war on the coasts of South America, its
wreck on the Crusoe island off Juan Fernandez, and the subsequent
adventures of its company in various parts of the Pacific.

Few among the true stories of the sea can rival this in psychological
interest, because of the diverse villainies of captain and crew.
Shelvocke was arrested on‘his return to England, for a successful
conspiracy to defraud his owners of their due percentage of the
profits, and he then wrote his book to defend his conduct.

SITWELL, Constance

FLOWERS AND ELEPHANTS. With an Introduction
by E. M. FORSTER No. 115

Mrs. Sitwell has known India well, and has filled her pages with
many vivid little pictures, and with sounds and scents. But it is
the thread on which her impressions are strung that is so fascinating,
a thread so delicate and rare that the slightest clumsiness in defini-
tion would snap it.

SMITH, Pauline
THE BEADLE. A Novel of South Africa No. 129

‘A story of great beauty, and told with simplicity and tenderness
that makes it linger in the memory. It is a notable contribution to
the literature of the day.” Morning Post

THE LITTLE KAROO. Stories of South Africa. With
an Introduction by ARNOLD BENNETT No. 104

‘Nothing like this has been written about South African life since
Olive Schreiner and her Story of an African Farm took the literary
world by storm.” Tke Daily Telegraph
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SQUIRE, J. C.
THE GRUB STREET NIGHTS ENTERTAINMENTS No. 102

Stories of literary life, told with a breath of fantasy and gaily
ironic humour. Each character lives, and is the more lively for its
touch of caricature. From Tke Man Who Kept a Diary to The Man
Who Wrote Free Verse, these tales constitute Mr. Squire’s most
delightful ventures in fiction ; and the conception of the book itself
is unique.

SULLIVAN, J. W, N.
ASPECTS OF SCIENCE. First Series No. 70
Although they deal with different aspects of various scientific ideas,
the papers which make up this volume do illustrate, more or less,
one point of view. This book tries to show one or two of the many
reasons why science may be interesting for people who are not
specialists as well as for those who are.

SYMONS, Arthur
PLAYS, ACTING AND MUSIC No. 113
This book deals mainly with music and with the various arts of the
stage. Mr. Arthur Symons shows how each art has its own laws,
its own limits ; these it is the business of the critic jealously to
distinguish. Yet in the study of art as art it should be his endeavour
to master the universal science of beauty.

WILLIAM BLAKE. A critical study No. 94
When Blake spoke the first word of the nineteenth century there
was none to hear it ; and now that his message has penetrated the
world, and is slowly remaking it, few are conscious of the man who
first voiced it. This lack of knowledge is remedied in Mr. Symons’s
work. ;

TCHEKOFF, Anton
TWO PLAYS : The Cherry Orchard and The Sea Gull.

Translated by GEORGE CALDERON No. 33
Tchekoff had that fine comedic spirit which relishes the incongruity
between the actual disorder of the world with the underlying order.
He habitually: mingled tragedy (which is life seen close at hand)
with comedy (which is life seen at a distance). His plays are
tragedies with the texture of comedy.
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THOMAS, Edward
A LITERARY PILGRIM IN ENGLAND No. 95
A book about the homes and resorts of English writers, from John
Aubrey, Cowper, Gilbert White, Cobbett, Wordsworth, Burns,
Borrow and Lamb, to Swinburne, Stevenson, Meredith, W. H.
Hudson and H. Belloc. Each chapter is a miniature biography and
the same time a picture of the man and his work and environment.

THE POCKET BOOK OF POEMS AND SONGS
FOR THE OPEN AIR No. 97
This anthology is meant to please those lovers of poetry and the
country who like a book that can always lighten some of their
burdens or give wings to their delight, whether in the open air by
day, or under the roof at evening ; in it is gathered much of the
finest English poetry.

TURGENEYV, Ivan

FATHERS AND CHILDREN. Translated by
CONSTANCE GARNETT No. 83
‘As a piece of art Fathers and Children is the most powerful of all
Turgeney’s works. The figure of Bazarov is not only the political
centre of the book, but a figure in which the eternal tragedy of
man’s impotence and insignificance is realised in scenes of a most
ironical human drama.” Edward Garnett

THE EVE. Translated by CONSTANCE GARNETT "No. 82
In his characters is something of the width and depth which so
astounds us in the creations of Shakespeare. On the Ewe is a quiet
work, yet over which the growing consciousness of coming events
casts its heavy shadow. Turgenev, even as he sketched the ripening
love of a young girl, has made us feel the dawning aspirations of a
nation.

SMOKE. Translated by CONSTANCE GARNETT No. 84
In this novel Turgeney sees and reflects, even in the shifting phases
of political life, that which is universal in human nature. His work
is compassionate, beautiful, unique ; in the sight of his fellow-
craftsmen always marvellous and often perfect.
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VERGA, Giovanni
MASTRO-DON GESUALDO. A Novel. Translated
by D. H. LAWRENCE No. 71

Verga, who died in 1922, is recognised as one of the greatest of
Ttalian writers of fiction. He can claim a place beside Hardy and
the Russians. ‘It is a fine full tale, a fine full picture of life, with a
bold beauty of its own which Mr. Lawrence must have relished
greatly as he translated it.” Observer

VOIGT, F. A.
COMBED OUT No. 122
This account of life in the army in 1917-18, both at home and in
France, is written with a telling incisiveness. The author does not
indulge in an unnecessary word, but packs in just the right details
with an intensity of feeling that is infectious.

WATERS, W. G.
TRAVELLER’S JOY. An Anthology No. 106
This anthology has been selected for publication in the Travellex_'s'
Library from among the many collections of verse because of its
suitability for the traveller, particularly the summer and autumn
traveller, who would like to carry with him some store of literary
provender.

WELLS, H. G.
CHRISTINA ALBERTA’'S FATHER. A Novel No. 100
‘At first reading the book is utterly beyond criticism ; all the
characters are delightfully genuine.” Spectator
‘Brimming over with Wellsian insight, humour and invention. No
one but Mr. Wells could have written the whole book and given it
such verve and sparkle.” Westminster Gazette

THE DREAM. A Novel No. 20
‘It is the richest, most generous and absorbing thing that Mr. Wells
has.given us for years and years.” Daily Neaws
‘I find this book as close to being magnificent as any book that I
have ever read. It is full of inspiration and life.” Daily Graphic
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WHARTON, Edith
IN MOROCCO No. 41
Morocco is a land of mists and mysteries, of trailing silver veils
through which minarets, mighty towers, hot palm groves and Atlas
snows peer and disappear at the will of the Atlantic cloud-drifts.

ITALIAN BACKGROUNDS No. 114

Mrs. Wharton's perception of beauty and her grace of writing are
matters of general acceptance. Her book gives us pictures of
mountains and rivers, monks, nuns and saints.

WITHERS, Percy

FRIENDS IN SOLITUDE. Withan Introduction by
LASCELLES ABERCROMBIE No. 131

Percy Withers, who lived for many years in the Lake Country, has
his own experiences to relate ; but in seeking to widen them and to
give them more vivid expression, he selects certain of the dale folk,
his friends and companions, to tell in their own fashion so much the
manner of men they are, so much of their life-story, of its pros-
perities, endurances, pathos, its reactions and responses to the
outward circumstances as may make the picture more complete
and give to it a more human significance.

YOUNG, E. H.
THE MISSES MALLETT. A Novel No. 72
The virtue of this quiet and accomplished piece of writing lies in
its quality and in its character-drawing ; to summarise it would be
to give no idea of its charm. Neither realism nor romance, it is a
book by a writer of insight and sensibility.

WILLIAM. A Novel No. 27
‘An extraordinary good book, penetrating and beautiful.” Allan
Monkkouse

‘All its characters are very real and alive, and William himself is a
masterpiece.” May Sinclair
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