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so becoming in a hero, threw a fresh grace in Catherine’s
imagination around his person and manners, and increased
her anxiety to know more of him. From the Thorpes
she could learn nothing, for they had been only two days
in Bath before they met with Mrs. Allen. It was a subject,
however, in which she often indulged with her fair friend,
from whom she received every possible encouragement to
continue to think of him ; and his impression on her fancy
was not suffered therefore to weaken. Isabella was very
sure that he must be a charming young man; and was
equally sure that he must have been delighted with her
dear Catherine, and would therefore shortly return. She
liked him the better for being a clergyman, * for she must
confess herself very partial to the profession ; ” and some-
thing like a sigh escaped her as she .said it. Perhaps
Catherine was wrong in not demanding the cause of that
gentle emotion—but she was not experienced enough in
the finesse of love, or the duties of friendship, to know
when delicate raillery was properly called for, or when
a confidence should be forced. :

Mrs. Allen was now quite happy—quite satisfied with
Bath. She had found some acquaintance, had been so
lucky too as to find in them the family of a most worthy
old friend ; and, as the completion of good fortune, had
found these friends by no means so expensively dressed
as herself. Her daily expressions were no longer, * I wish
we had some acquaintance in Bath ! ” They were changed
into—* How glad I am we have met with Mrs. Thorpe !
—and she was as eager in promoting the intercourse of
the two families, as her young charge and Isabella them-
selves could be; never satisfied with the day unless she
spent the chief of it by the side of Mrs. Thorpe, in what
they called conversation, but in which there was scarcely
ever any exchange of opinion, and not often any resem-
blance of subject, for Mrs. Thorpe talked chiefly of her
children, and Mrs. Allen of her gowns.

The progress of the friendship between Catherine and
Isabella was quick as its beginning had been warm, and

they
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they passed so rapidly through every gradation of increas-
ing tenderness, that there was shortly no fresh proof of
it to be given to their friends or themselves. They called
each other by their Christian name, were alw?ys arm in
arm when they walked, pinned up each other’s train for
the dance, and were not to be divided in t.he set ; and if
a rainy morning deprived them of other enjoyments, they
were still resolute in meeting in defiance of wet and dirt,
and shut themselves up, to read novels together. Yes,
novels ;—for I will not adopt that ungenerous and
impolitic custom so common with novel writers, of
degrading by their contemptuous censure the very per-
formances, to the number of which they are themselves
adding—joining with their greatest enemies in bestowing
the harshest epithets on such works, and scarcely ever
permitting them to be read by their own heroine, who, if
she accidentally take up a novel, is sure to turn over its
insipid pages with disgust. Alas! if the heroine of one
novel be not patronized by the heroine of another, from
whom can she expect protection and regard? 1 cannot
approve of it. Let us leave it td the Reviewers to abuse
such effusions of fancy at their leisure, and over every
new novel to talk in threadbare strains of the trash with
which the press now groans. Let us not desert one another;
we are an injured body. Although our productions have
afforded more extensive and unaffected pleasure than
those of any other literary corporation in the: world, no
species of composition has been so much decried. Frem
pride, ignorance, or fashion, our foes are almost as many
as our readers. And while the abilities of the nine-
hundredth abridger of the History of England, or of the
man who collects and publishes in a volume some dozen
lines of Milton, Pope, and Prior, with a paper fl:om the
Spectator, and a chapter from Sterne, are eulogized by
a thousand pens,—there seems almost a general wish of
decrying the capacity and undervaluing the labour of the
novelist, and of slighting the performances whlcl‘x‘ have
only genius, wit, and taste to recommend them. I am
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nonovel reader—Iseldom lookintonovels—Donotimagine
that I often read novels—It is really very well for a novel.”
- —Such is the common cant.—** And what are you reading,
Miss ——?" *“Oh! it is only a novel ! ”” replies the
young lady ; while she lays down her book with affected
indifference, or momentary shame.—* It is only Cecilia,
or Camilla, or Belinda ; ”’ or, in short, only some work
in which the greatest powers of the mind are displayed,
in which the most thorough knowledge of human nature,
the happiest delineation of its varieties, the liveliest
effusions of wit and humour are conveyed to the world in
the best chosen language. Now, had the same young
lady been engaged with a volume of the Spectator,
instead of such a work, how proudly would she have pro-
duced the book, and told its name ; though the chances
must be against her being occupied by any part of that
voluminous publication, of which either the matter or
manner would not disgust a young person of taste: the
substance of its papers so often consisting in the state-
ment of improbable circumstances, unnatural characters,
and topies of conversation, which no longer concern any
one living ; and their language, too, frequently so coarse

as to give no very favourable idea of the age that could
* endure it.

CHAP-
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CHAPTER VI.

THE following conversation, which took place between
the two friends in the Pump-room one morning, after an
acquaintance of eight or nine days, is given as a specimen
of their very warm attachment, and of the delicacy, dis-
cretion, originality of thought, and literary taste which
marked the reasonableness of that attachment.

They met by appointment ; and as Isabella had arrived
nearly five minutes before her friend, her first address
naturally was—** My dearest creature, what can have
made you so late ? I have been waiting for you at least
this age ! ”

“ Have you, indeed !'—I am very sorry for it; but
really I thought I was in very good time. It is but just
one. I hope you have not been here long ?

-““Oh! these ten ages at least. I am sure I have been
here this half hour. But now, let us go and sit down at
the other end of the room, and enjoy ourselves. I have
an hundred things to say to you. In the first place, I was
so afraid it would rain this morning, just as I wanted to
set off; it looked very showery, and that would have
thrown me into agonies ! Do you know, I saw the prettiest
hat you can imagine, in a shop window in Milsom-street
just now—very like yours, only with coquelicot ribbons
instead of green ; I quite longed for it. But, my dearest
Catherine, what have you been doing with yourself all
this morning ?—Have you gone on with Udolpho ? ”

“Yes, I have been reading it ever since I woke; and
I am got to the black veil.”

‘ Are you, indeed ? How delightful! Oh! I would
not tell you what is behind the black veil for the world !
Are not you wild to know ¢ »

“Oh! yes, quite; what can it be ?—But do not tell
me—I would not be told upon any account. I know it

must
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liberty with you. The word * nicest,” as you used it, did
not suit him; and you had better change it as soon as
you can, or we shall be overpowered with Johnson and
Blair all the rest of the way.”

“1 am sure,” cried Catherine, * I did not mean to say
any thing wrong; but it is a nice book, and why should
not I call it so ?”

“ Very true,” said Henry, * and this is a very nice day,
and we are taking a very nice walk, and you are two very
nice young ladies. Oh! it is a very nice word indeed !—
it does for every thing. Originally perhaps it was applied
only to express neatness, propriety, delicacy, or refine-
ment ;—people were nice in their dress, in their sentiments,
or their choice. But now every commendation on every
subject is comprised in that one word.”

‘“ While, in fact,” cried his sister, * it ought only to be
applied to you, without any commendation at all. You
are more nice than wise. Come, Miss Morland, let us
leave him to meditate over our faults in the utmost
propriety of diction, while we praise Udolpho in whatever
terms we like best. It is a most interesting work. You
are fond of that kind of reading ? ”

“ To say the truth, I do not much like any other.”

“Indeed!”

“ That is, I can read poetry and plays, and things of
that sort, and do not dislike travels. But history, real
solemn history, I cannot be interested in. Can you ?”

“ Yes, I am fond of history.”

*“ I wish I were too. I read it a little as a duty, but it
tells me nothing that does not either vex or weary me.
The quarrels of popes and kings, with wars or pestilences,
in every page; the men all so good for nothing, and
hardly any women at all—it is very tiresome: and yet
I often think it odd that it should be so dull, for a great
deal of it must be invention. The speeches that are put
into the heroes’ mouths, their thoughts and designs—the
chief of all this must be invention, and invention is what
delights me in other books.”

¢ Historians,
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‘¢ Historians, you think,” said Miss Tilney, * are not
happy in their flights of fancy. They display imagina-
tion without raising interest. I am fond of history—and
am very well contented to take the false with the true.
In the principal facts they have sources of intelligence in
former histories and records, which may be as much
depended on, I conclude, as any thing that does not
actually pass under one’s own observation ; and as for
the little embellishments you speak of, they are embellish-
ments, and I like them as such. If a speech be well drawn
up, I read it with pleasure, by whomsoever it may be
made—and probably with much greater, if the production
of Mr. Hume or Mr. Robertson, than if the genuine words
of Caractacus, Agricola, or Alfred the Great.”

* You are fond of history !—and so are Mr. Allen and
my father ; and I have two brothers who do not dislike
it. .So many instances within my small circle of friends
is remarkable ! At this rate, I shall not pity the writers
of history any longer. If people like to read their books,
it is all very well, but to be at so much trouble in filling

" great ‘volumes, which, as I used to think, nobody would

willingly ever look into, to be labouring only for the
torment of little boys and girls, always struck me as
a hard fate; and though I know it is all very right and
necessary, I have often wondered at the person’s courage
that could sit down on purpose to do it.”

* That little boys and girls should be tormented,” said
Henry, ““is what no one at all acquainted with human
nature in a civilized state can deny ; but in behalf of our
most distinguished historians, I must observe, that they
might well be offended at being supposed to have no
higher aim ; and that by their method and style, they are
perfectly well qualified to torment readers of the most
advanced reason and mature time of life. 1 use the verb
‘to torment,” as I observed to be your own method,
instead of ‘to instruct,” supposing them to be now
admitted as synonimous.”

* You think me foolish to call instruction a torment,

but
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but if you had been as much used as myself to hear poor
little children first learning their letters and then learning
to spell, if you had ever seen how stupid they can be
for a whole morning together, and how tired my poor
mother is at the end of it, as I am in the habit of seeing
almost every day of my life at home, you would allow
that to torment and to instruct might sometimes be used
as synonimous words.”

* Very probably. But historians are not accountable
for the difficulty of learning to read ; and even you your-
self, who do not altogether seem particularly friendly to
very severe, very intense application, may perhaps be
brought to acknowledge that it is very well worth while
to be tormented for two or three years of one’s life, for
the sake of being able to read all the rest of it. Consider—
if reading had not been taught, Mrs. Radcliffe would have
writ}:len in vain—or perhaps might not have written
at all.”

Catherine assented—and a very warm panegyric from
her on that lady’s merits, closed the subject.—The Tilneys
were soon engaged in another on which she had nothing
to say. They were viewing the country with the eyes of
persons aceustomed to drawing, and decided on its
capability of being formed into pictures, with all the
eagerness of real taste. Here Catherine was quite lost.
She knew nothing of drawing—nothing of taste :—and
she listened to them with an attention which brought her
little profit, for they talked in phrases which conveyed
scarcely any idea to her. The little which she could
understand however appeared to contradict the very few
notions she had entertained on the matter before. It
seemed as if a good view were no longer to be taken
from the top of an high hill, and that a clear blue sky
was no longer a proof of a fine day. She was heartily
ashamed of her ignorance. A misplaced shame. Where
people wish to attach, they should always be ignorant.
To come with a well-informed mind, is to come with an
inability of administering to the vanity of others, which

: a sensible
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a sensible person would always wish to avoid. A woman
especially, if she have the misfortune of knowing any
thing, should conceal it as well as she can.

The advantages of natural folly in a beautiful girl have
been already set forth by the capital pen of a sister
author ;—and to her treatment of the subject I will only
add in justice to men, that though to the larger and more
trifling part of the sex, imbecility in females is a great
enhancement of their personal charms, there is a portion
of them too reasonable and too well informed themselves
to desire any thing more in woman than ignorance. But
Catherine did not know her own advantages—did not
know that a good-looking girl, with an affectionate heart
and a very ignorant mind, cannot fail of attracting a clever
young man, unless circumstances are particularly un-
toward. In the present instance, she confessed and
lamented her want of knowledge; declared that she
would give any thing in the world to be able to draw ;
and a lgcture on the picturesque immediately followed,
in which his instructions were so clear that she soon

" began to see beauty in every thing admired by him, and

her attention was so earnest, that he became perfectly
satisfied of her having a great deal of natural taste, He
talked of fore-grounds, distances, and second distances—
side-screens and perspectives—lights and shades ;—and
Catherine was so hopeful a scholar, that when they gained
the top of Beechen Cliff, she voluntarily rejected the whole
city of Bath, as unworthy to make part of a landscape.
Delighted with her progress, and fearful of wearying her
withi too much wisdom at once, Henry suffered the subject
to decline, and by an easy transition from a piece of rocky
fragment and the withered oak which he had placed near
its summit, to oaks in general, to forests, the inclosure of
them, waste lands, crown lands and government, he
shortly found himself arrived at politics; and from
politics, it was an easy step to silence. The general pause
which succeeded his short disquisition on the state of the
nation, was put an end to by Catherine, who, in rather

a solemn




