
		
			
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
		

	
[image: image]

JOURNALS AND LETTERS

FRANCES BURNEY (1752–1840), the daughter of musicologist Dr Charles Burney, spent her youth in the midst of the London society which included Dr Johnson, Edmund Burke, Sir Joshua Reynolds, David Garrick, the Bluestocking Circle and many members of the aristocracy. When she published her first novel, Evelina, anonymously in 1778, the revelation of its authorship brought her immediate fame. Her later novels are Cecilia (1782), Camilla (1796) and The Wanderer (1814). She also wrote four comic dramas and four tragedies. None of these was published and only one was produced during her lifetime. From 1786 to 1791 she endured an unhappy existence at Court as Second Keeper of the Robes to Queen Charlotte. In 1793 she married Alexandre d’Arblay, an aristocratic but penniless French refugee in England; their only child, Alexander, was born in 1795. She and her husband were interned by Napoleon and lived in France from 1802 to 1812. She was also in France 1814–15, recording in her journals the final stages of the Napoleonic wars. Widowed in 1818, she lived in London for the remainder of her life, publishing the Memoirs of Doctor Burney in 1832. Burney’s journals and letters, written over a seventy-year period from 1768 to 1839, are distinguished by their remarkable range and variety, and by her ability to bring the world around her to life.
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Chronology

1752    13 June Frances (‘Fanny’) Burney, the third of six children of Charles Burney, musicologist, and Esther Sleepe, born in King’s Lynn, Norfolk. (Siblings are James and Esther (‘Hetty’).)

1755    4 January Sister Susanna born.

1757    4 December Brother Charles born.

1760    c. April Burney family moves to Poland Street, Westminster, London, where CB becomes a fashionable music master.

1761    4 November Sister Charlotte Ann born.

1762    27 September Death of mother.

1763    Samuel Crisp becomes a close friend of the Burney family.

1767    13 June Destroys juvenilia in bonfire on her birthday.

2 October On second marriage of CB, to Elizabeth Allen, acquires three siblings (Stephen, Maria and Elizabeth (‘Bessy’)).

1768    27 March Begins journal, addressed to ‘Nobody’.

20 November Half-brother Richard born.

1769    23 June CB receives degree of Doctor of Music, Oxford; FB writes commemorative verses ‘To Doctor Last’.

1770    20 September Esther marries her cousin Charles Rousseau Burney.

November Burney family moves to Queen Square, Bloomsbury.

1771    30 June Plays Lady Easy and Lady Graveairs in family performance of scenes from Colley Cibber’s comedy The Careless Husband.

29 September Plays Lady Truman in family performance of Addison’s comedy The Drummer.

1772    16 May Maria Allen secretly marries Martin Rishton in Ypres.

29 August Half-sister Sarah Harriet born.

1774    8 October Burney family moves to St Martin’s Street, Leicester Square.

1777    7 April Plays Mrs Love more in elaborate family performance of Arthur Murphy’s The Way to Keep Him, including an additional scene probably written by herself, and Huncamunca in Henry Fielding’s Tom Thumb.

12 October Bessy Allen secretly marries Samuel Meeke in Ypres. Late October Brother Charles expelled from Caius College, Cambridge, for stealing library books.

1778    29 January Publishes first novel, Evelina; or, a Young Lady’s Entrance into the World.

Begins writing first comedy, The Witlings.

August Begins friendships with Samuel Johnson, members of the Johnson circle and Hester Lynch Thrale.

1779    4 May Completes first draft of The Witlings. After reading a revised draft, CB and Crisp urge her to suppress it (2 August).

1780    January Revises Act IV of The Witlings with a view to showing the whole play to Richard Brinsley Sheridan, but is persuaded by CB and Crisp to abandon it.

March–June Visits Bath with Hester and Henry Thrale.

10 June When Gordon Riots reach Bath, FB and the Thrales flee to Brighton.

1781    February Work on Cecilia retarded by FB’s ‘vile & irksome fever’.

1782    10 January Susanna marries Molesworth Phillips.

12 July Publishes second novel, Cecilia, or Memoirs of an Heiress.

1783    24 April Death of Crisp.

1784    23 July Rupture of friendship with Hester Thrale over marriage to Gabriel Piozzi.

13 December Death of Johnson.

1786   17 July Becomes Second Keeper of the Robes to Queen Charlotte.

1788    October Begins writing first tragedy, Edwy and Elgiva, during a period of madness of King George III.

1790    4 April Returns to Edwy and Elgiva.

August Completes first draft of Edwy and Elgiva; begins writing two more tragedies Hubert De Vere and The Siege of Pevensey.

1791    June Completes first draft of Hubert De Vere; begins writing fourth tragedy, Elberta, which will remain incomplete.

7 July Ill health compels FB to leave service of the Queen; granted annual pension.

August–September Tour of western England with Anna Ord.

1793    January Visits the Lockes of Norbury Park, Surrey, where she meets Alexandre d’Arblay; secret courtship follows.

5 July Hubert De Vere accepted by John Philip Kemble for production at Drury Lane Theatre; later withdrawn in favour of Edwy and Elgiva.

28 July Marries AA in Protestant ceremony, followed by Catholic rite (30 July).

19 November Publishes pamphlet, Brief Reflections Relative to the Emigrant French Clergy.

1794    December Revised version of Edwy and Elgiva accepted for production. 18 December FB’s only child, Alexander, born.

1795    21 March Edwy and Elgiva produced at Drury Lane, with prologue by brother Charles; withdrawn after only one performance.

1796    12 July Publishes by subscription third novel, Camilla: or, A Picture of Youth.

20 October Death of stepmother.

1798    Writes second comedy, Love and Fashion.

1799    30 October Love and Fashion accepted for March 1800 production by Thomas Harris at Covent Garden Theatre.

1800    6 January Death of Susanna.

2 February At the urging of CB, Love and Fashion withdrawn from production.

Begins writing two more comedies, The Woman-Hater, intended for Drury Lane, and A Busy Day, intended for Covent Garden; neither produced.

1802    15 April FB and Alexander follow AA to France, arriving in Paris on 20 April.

1803    12 May Outbreak of war between France and England.

1811    30 September Undergoes mastectomy for breast cancer, at home in Paris.

1812    14 August Returns surreptitiously to England, with Alexander, on an American ship that is seized by the English; disembarks at Deal.

1814    28 March Publishes fourth novel, The Wanderer; or, Female Difficulties. 12 April Death of CB.

November Returns to France, leaving Alexander at Cambridge.

1815    19 March Flees from France to Belgium while AA fights in army opposing Napoleon.

17 October Returns to England with wounded AA.

2 November Takes lodgings with AA in Bath.

16 December Partial reconciliation with Hester Piozzi at Bath.

1817    24 September Narrowly escapes drowning when trapped by the tide at Ilfracombe.

28 December Death of brother Charles.

1818    3 May Death of AA at home in Bath.

30 September Moves from Bath to London, settling in Bolton Street, Piccadilly.

1819    11 April Alexander ordained priest in Church of England.

1821    19 July James appointed Rear-Admiral.

17 November Death of James.

1824    June Alexander presented as Perpetual Curate to a new Chapel in Camden Town.

1832    17 February Death of Esther.

6 November Death of FB’s closest friend, Frederica Locke.

24 November Publishes final work, Memoirs of Doctor Burney.

1836    November Alexander presented as Perpetual Curate to the Chapel of Ely in High Holborn.

1837    19 January Death of Alexander. His fiancée, Mary Ann Smith, settles with FB.

1838    12 September Death of Charlotte.

1840    6 January Death of FB in London, aged 87. Buried in Wolcot Churchyard, Bath.


Introduction

On 13 June 1767, her fifteenth birthday, Frances Burney lit a bonfire in the courtyard of her father’s house in Poland Street, London. The conflagration consisted of a great heap of manuscript ‘Elegies, Odes, Plays, Songs, Stories, Farces’, ‘Tragedies and Epic Poems’, and a novel, ‘The History of Caroline Evelyn’ – virtually all that she had written up to that time.1

The only witness to this conflagration was her younger and favourite sister, Susanna, who wept at the mass destruction. Frances (or ‘Fanny’ to her family and closest friends) was impelled to this species of self-immolation by a powerful sense of guilt. Contemporary society frowned upon any female who ‘wasted’ her time writing anything other than familiar letters or household memoranda. Private letters were regarded as an extension of conversation and therefore tolerated as practical or one of the social graces. Household notes helped women in their ideal capacity as homemakers. Any other form of composition – especially novels, which were morally suspect – consumed hours that were better spent on useful household chores, such as needlework, or in reading morally improving works, such as sermons, or in learning French or music, decorative accomplishments allowed to the female sex.

Burney’s nod to feminine literary propriety lasted only nine months. In March 1768 she began a private journal, giving her reason in the opening sentence: ‘To have some account of my thoughts, manners, acquaintance and actions, when the Hour arrives at which time is more nimble than memory, is the reason which induces me to keep a Journal: a Journal in which I must confess my every thought, must open my whole Heart!’ (selection 1). It is the confessional nature of her journal that was paramount; the need to commit to paper her innermost thoughts overrode the fear of accidental discovery, which was realized one evening when her father, the music historian Dr Charles Burney, picked up a page which she had absentmindedly left on the piano (selection 5). Luckily for her it contained nothing that was objectionable, and Dr Burney, a liberal man by the standards of the day, gave her his tacit approval to continue the journal, provided she be more careful in the future.

Frances Burney would continue her private journal for the next ten years, to be replaced increasingly by journal letters to Susanna. Outside her immediate family her most important epistolary confidant would be Samuel Crisp, a friend of her father who lived in retirement at Chessington, Surrey, and who became a second ‘Daddy’ to the Burney children. After Crisp’s death in 1783 and Susanna’s in 1800, she would reveal herself most in letters to other members of her family, including her brother Charles and sister Esther, and various nephews and nieces, most notably her niece Charlotte Barrett, whom she made her literary executrix.

Besides voluminous journals and letters, Burney’s compulsion to write would result in four novels and eight plays over the course of her long life. But her literary talent had not always been apparent. She was born in King’s Lynn, Norfolk, on 13 June 1752, the third child and second daughter of Charles Burney, a rising musician who had been forced to flee the coal smoke of London because of a lung ailment. When the Burney family returned to London in 1760, the eight-year-old Frances had not yet learned her letters, and was even thought somewhat ‘slow’. By the age of ten, however, she had not only learned to read but had already begun writing, and the following year she produced her earliest surviving composition, a brief ‘Ode to Content’, remarkable for its precocity.2

In 1762 Burney’s mother died, a loss which devastated the sensitive young girl. Her father also felt the loss keenly, but five years later he remarried. His second wife was Elizabeth Allen, widow of a wealthy King’s Lynn grain merchant. This union swelled the Burney household, adding Elizabeth’s three children to Charles Burney’s six, and the couple would have two more children.

In 1769 Charles Burney was awarded a doctorate in music by Oxford University. During the years that followed Frances served as her father’s amanuensis for a monumental General History of Music, which would establish his reputation as the foremost music historian in England. She also found the time secretly to write a sequel to the destroyed ‘History of Caroline Evelyn’, about Caroline Evelyn’s daughter. Evelina; or, a Young Lady’s Entrance into the World, was published anonymously in January 1778. The novel took the London literary world by storm. Revealed as its author, the hypersensitive and extremely shy young writer found herself the focus of intense interest and curiosity. She became a frequent guest at the Streatham
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seat of Henry Thrale, a wealthy brewer and Member of Parliament, and his wife Hester Lynch Thrale. The most famous member of the Thrales’ circle was Samuel Johnson, who took a strong avuncular liking to Fanny.

Encouraged by Johnson, Hester Thrale, Joshua Reynolds, the dramatists Richard Brinsley Sheridan and Arthur Murphy, and others, Frances undertook the writing of a comedy, The Witlings. She was forced to suppress it at the urging of her father and Crisp, who feared that the subject would offend prominent bluestockings, in particular Elizabeth Montagu. In 1782 Frances published a second novel, Cecilia, also a great success. In 1783 she was introduced to Mary Delany, a revered friend of King George III and Queen Charlotte, who would be instrumental in procuring Burney’s appointment to the Court as Second Keeper of the Robes to Queen Charlotte, a position she took up in July 1786.

The removal from her family and friends, the suffocating etiquette and the bad-tempered tyranny of her immediate superior, Elizabeth Schwellenberg, made Burney’s years at Court extremely unhappy ones. During the period of the King’s ‘madness’, October 1788 to March 1789, she began writing a tragedy, Edwy and Elgiva. In 1791 she received the Queen’s permission to retire from her position for reasons of ill health.

Freed from the Court with a pension of £100 a year (half her Court salary), Burney went on a tour of western England with her friend, Anna Ord, and then settled with her father at his lodgings in Chelsea College. In 1793 she met Alexandre d’Arblay – a French officer who had fled Revolutionary France – while on a visit to William and Frederica Locke, neighbours in Surrey and friends of Susanna and her husband Molesworth Phillips. They married, after a six-month courtship, in July 1793, having gained the reluctant consent of Dr Burney, and in December 1794 their only child, Alexander, was born. The marriage was, by all accounts, an exceptionally happy one, and Alexandre proved to be a devoted husband, despite disagreements between the couple over the upbringing of their son.

When liberated from Court service, Burney could return more fully to literary activities. In 1793 she published a pamphlet, Brief Reflections Relative to the Emigrant French Clergy, written on behalf of the Catholic clergy who had fled to England from Revolutionary France. In March 1795, her first tragedy, Edwy and Elgiva, with a prologue by her brother Charles, was performed at the Drury Lane Theatre, but withdrawn after a single, spectacularly unsuccessful performance. And in 1796 Burney published by subscription a third novel, Camilla. With the proceeds from this book her husband designed and built ‘Camilla Cottage’ on a piece of property given them by the Lockes. In 1802 Burney and her son followed d’Arblay to France, where the renewal of hostilities with England forced them all to remain for ten years. During her years in France Burney worked steadily on a novel, The Wanderer.

Back in England she published this novel, which was to be her last, in 1814. In 1815 her husband was wounded fighting in the army opposing Napoleon. Later that year they took lodgings in Bath, where d’Arblay died in 1818. Four months later Burney moved to London. She spent a good part of the next twenty years going over the family papers, her own and those of her father, which she had inherited upon his death in 1814. In 1832 she published her final work, Memoirs of Doctor Burney, and in 1840 she died, aged eighty-seven, on 6 January, exactly forty years to the day after the death of her beloved Susanna. She was buried in Wolcot Churchyard, Bath, beside her husband and her son (who had predeceased her by three years).

Famous in her lifetime as a novelist, Burney also became celebrated as a diarist with the posthumous publication of a seven-volume selection of The Diary and Letters of Madame d’Arblay (1842–6), edited by Charlotte Barrett. These were later supplemented by the two-volume Early Diary of Frances Burney (1889), edited by Annie Raine Ellis. These editions have been supplanted by the modern complete editions of Joyce Hemlow and Lars E. Troide, which will eventually total twenty-four volumes (see Further Reading). For this Penguin Classics edition the volume editors have gone back to the original manuscripts, mostly in the Barrett Collection of the British Library and the Berg Collection of the New York Public Library. We have aimed to select representative passages which reflect the great range and variety of Burney’s journals and letters, giving the reader a sense both of Burney – her life and thought – and of the world – the events and personalities – that she presents to us.

Burney’s earliest journals and letters are very much those of a precocious young girl – humorous, playful, self-centred and irreverent. She dreams about falling in love, chafes at social customs which require visits to people one doesn’t like and lampoons the marriage of two family servants. When her beloved father receives his doctorate from Oxford University, she sends him a comic verse letter comparing him to a fictional shoemaker who receives a physician’s licence.

Her exuberance in her letters and with her family and friends is balanced by the gravity she assumes in the presence of strangers. A friend of her sister Esther dubs her ‘the silent observant Miss Fanny’,3 and observant she is, filling her journals with memorable sketches of many of the famous and interesting people who visit her father in Poland Street, Queen Square and St Martin’s Street.

As Burney gets older she begins to travel. In 1774 she sends Susanna journal letters of her visit to the seaside resort of Teignmouth in Devon, where she experiences a frightening ride in a storm-tossed boat with a fat clergyman who is more worried about missing his supper than losing his life. In 1777 she visits her cousins in Worcester, and suffers excruciating stage fright while taking part in an amateur domestic performance of a popular play. Two years later she visits Brighton with her friends the Thrales, and the following year she accompanies them to Bath, whence they are forced to flee by the spread of the Gordon Riots from London.

Whether at home or away Burney never loses her eye for the comic or grotesque. At Teignmouth she witnesses a ‘barbarous’ wrestling match between working-class opponents and is reduced to helpless laughter by an anthem set by a weaver and sung in church by a ‘trilling and squalling’ choir (selection 17). In Worcester she meets an ineffably silly young woman, Miss Waldron, who is persuaded to sing a song in a croaking and squeaking voice, and continues even after a local baronet has dropped a large spoon down her dress. At Streatham she encounters Mr Blakeney, an old Irishman who misquotes the classics, condescends to Johnson as ‘a clever fellow’, calls a Reynolds picture ‘2 or 3 Dabs of Paint’, and tells the same story ‘3 or 4 Times a Day’ about the swollen feet and shrunken calves he suffered from the physicians (selections 62–3).

Of course Burney’s journals and letters are full of references to the composition, publication and reception of her novels. Despite her public shyness she takes keen delight in the success of Evelina and Cecilia. She also records the encouragement given her to write a play, and her severe disappointment upon being forced to suppress The Witlings.

Disappointment is also her early lot in ‘affairs of the heart’. At first she expresses no aversion to remaining single. When a well-to-do and well-educated young man, Thomas Barlow, tries to court her she resists family pressure and rebuffs him because he does not touch her heart. But in 1782 she meets George Owen Cambridge, a young clergyman whose charm, sincerity and intelligence penetrate her defences. His failure ultimately to propose causes her great emotional anguish. A similar, though less painful, disappointment happens at Court when she is ‘led on’ by Colonel Stephen Digby, Vice-Chamberlain to the Queen, who instead marries a wealthy Maid of Honour.

Disappointment of another sort is caused by the marriage of Hester Thrale to Gabriel Piozzi in 1784. Virtually adopted by Hester and Henry Thrale after the success of Evelina, Burney in her journals mostly shows us the surface of the Thrales’ marriage, which is that of a dutiful and respectful wife to a masterful husband; indeed, Hester Thrale, Burney and even Samuel Johnson call Thrale ‘Master’. But the Thrales’ marriage was an arranged one (the custom among the gentry), Thrale is a philanderer and after his premature death in 1781 the emotionally starved Hester falls in love with Piozzi, her children’s Italian music master. Burney’s letter to Hester just before the wedding expresses the contemporary and conventional prejudices against such a match: ‘Children – Religion, Friends, Country, Character, – – What on Earth can compensate the loss of all these?’ (selection 95). Piozzi is unacceptable to Burney and most of London society as an Italian (country), a Catholic (religion) and a musician (class). Hester never forgives Burney’s refusal to accept her new husband, though they will have a partial reconciliation years later.

Samuel Johnson, who has virtually lived with the Thrales for twenty years, also sees the marriage as Hester’s abandonment of religion, class, morality and (not least) himself. When Burney first comes to Streatham she is charmed by a Johnson who, contrary to his portentous public image, is playful and affectionate; he likes to call her his ‘little Burney’, and hugs and ‘salutes’ (kisses) her with ponderous warmth. But she also records the least attractive side of his personality, which is a compulsion to bully mercilessly in the heat of argument (see, for example, his attack on William Weller Pepys, selection 79). In his last years, after Henry Thrale’s death, Johnson’s increasingly indifferent health deteriorates rapidly, and he reacts bitterly to Hester Thrale’s ‘defection’. On one of her last visits before his death, when Burney mentions Hester, Johnson exclaims: ‘I drive her quite from my mind. She has disgraced herself, disgraced her friends and connections, disgraced her sex, and disgraced all the expectations of mankind!… I never speak of her, and I desire never to hear of her more’ (selection 96).

In 1785 Burney meets the King and Queen at the house of Mary Delany in Windsor, and the following year she is invited to become a member of the Queen’s household. She describes in her journals her grave misgivings over this appointment, her reverence and affection for George III and Charlotte, and her mistreatment by Mrs Schwellenberg, who repeatedly forces her to endure a biting wind in carriage rides which causes her severe eye problems. She records the King’s composure and the Queen’s shock after his attempted assassination by a deranged woman, and gives lengthy accounts of George’s behaviour and treatment during his attack of ‘madness’. She attends and describes the opening and some later sessions of the trial of Warren Hastings in Westminster Hall, which will last seven years. Stephen Digby having failed to rescue her from Court by marrying her, she finally prevails upon her father and the Queen to obtain her resignation, which she thankfully records in her journal as occurring ‘After having lived in the service of Her Majesty Five Years within Ten Days’ (selection 142).

Alexandre d’Arblay makes his first appearance in Burney’s letters and journals in January 1793 at the same time as another fascinating exile from France, Mme de Staël. Despite her admiration for de Staël’s writings, Burney gives in to her father’s ‘absolute resolution… to crush this acquaintance’ because of de Staël’s immorality (selection 155), but in the case of d’Arblay, happily, she follows her heart. In a moving letter of July 1793, she tells her brother Charles that Dr Burney ‘from prudential scruples is coldly averse to this transaction’ (selection 157), yet a few days later she and d’Arblay are married. Burney’s letters and journals reveal the depth of her love for her husband, and their mutual devotion to their only child, Alexander, although he never lives up to his parents’ high expectations.

Burney’s ambition to succeed as a playwright as well as a novelist is manifested in a letter of April 1795 to Georgiana Waddington and, five years later, in a letter to her father of February 1800. In the first we see her conviction that the failure of the performance of Edwy and Elgiva was due not to her incapacity as a tragic dramatist but to her lack of time to revise and correct the piece (she had given birth to Alexander only three months earlier) and to the disgraceful weakness of the cast. Writing to Dr Burney less than a month after the death of her sister Susanna, she acknowledges that the expected production of Love and Fashion must now be postponed, but insists on her lifelong desire to write a successful comic drama: ‘I thought the field more than open – inviting to me. The chance held out golden dreams’ (selection 174).

During her residence in France, from 1802 to 1812, Burney could write few letters to her family and friends in England: war between the two countries made any communications increasingly difficult and even dangerous. Before Britain’s declaration of war in May 1803, however, she does send her father a fine account of Napoleon’s reviewing his troops, and later, in Spring 1812, she describes at length two paintings of Napoleon that she has seen in David’s studio: one depicting him on horseback and the other in his study, where he ‘appears to have been solitarily occupied in Nocturnal studies, and ruminations all Night’ (selection 194). At about the same time Burney writes the most powerful of all her journals: an appallingly vivid account of the mastectomy, without anaesthetic, that she had endured in September 1811. Like many of her finest set-pieces, this was written well after the events that it records. (Her Waterloo Journal, similarly, reporting the climax of the Napoleonic wars from February to July 1815, was composed only in 1823, while a vivid account of her flight from France to England in July–August 1812 was written still later, in c. 1825.)

By 1815, when she returned to England for good, Burney was sixty-three. In the journals and letters of her later years she describes some meetings with former friends, most notably Hester Piozzi in letters of December 1815 and November 1816, and the Duke of Clarence (later William IV) in a letter of November 1817. There are many anxious letters to her beloved son Alex, who becomes a clergyman but much prefers playing chess to his clerical duties and whose unwillingness to keep his mother informed of his whereabouts and well-being drives her to distraction. Engaged to be married and apparently settling down at last, he dies of influenza in 1837. This is one of many deaths that Burney is compelled to record, including her husband, two brothers and two sisters. The ‘Narrative of the Last Illness and Death of General d’Arblay’, written in 1820, is another of Burney’s retrospective journals, as is the story of her narrow escape from drowning at Ifracombe, describing events of September 1817. She composed this superbly dramatic account in French in 1823 at the behest of her late husband for the benefit of two of their closest friends, before she produced an English version.

In some of the later letters, Burney describes the problems posed by her stewardship of her father’s papers: a letter to Esther of November 1820 provides a detailed account of her disappointment as she discovers that his memoirs and correspondence are (she thinks) far less significant than she had supposed them to be. In her final years Burney’s own papers, her ‘myriads of hoards of MSS.’, cause her similar distress: half laughing, half crying she writes a letter in 1838 to her sister Charlotte and her niece Charlotte Barrett asking ‘what I had best do with the killing mass… My Eyes will work at them no more!’ (selection 242). Fifteen months later, in July 1839, she writes her last surviving letter, again to her niece Charlotte. As she had been fifty years earlier, Burney is preoccupied with events at Court. She has outlived George III and Queen Charlotte, as well as George IV and William IV, and is now concerned with a scandal casting a shadow over the recently crowned Queen Victoria, whom she defends from common gossip: ‘There is some mystery in the terrible calumny, to which the poor young innocent and inexperienced Queen is doubtless a Dupe’ (selection 243). A few lines later, Burney is quoting Ecclesiastes and Pope: her style remains strong, clear and engaging to the end.

NOTES

1.  EJL, i. xv and n. 2.

2.  See EJL, i. 328.

3.  JL, xi. 286.
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Note on the Text

The texts for this edition are based on the manuscripts or, on the few occasions when these are missing or inaccessible, on printed sources. FB spent the last twenty years of her life editing her papers, and we present them in their final form.

We have retained her distinctive spelling, punctuation, capitalization, underlining (represented by italics), and paragraphing. Obvious slips of the pen, however (unlike eccentric spellings) have been silently corrected. Raised letters have been lowered; abbreviations (such as the ampersand, ‘yr’, etc.) have been expanded and ‘its’ and ‘hers’ as possessives have the apostrophe removed. Names and titles, which FB frequently represents by initials and shortened forms, have likewise been expanded: ‘Gnl. d’A.’ thus becomes ‘General d’Arblay’. Capitals are supplied, when required, for proper names and for the beginnings of sentences. Final periods are supplied when required at the end of sentences, and quotation marks added when missing from dialogue. Standard forms are used for ‘Mr’, ‘Mme’, ‘Mlle’, etc., as well as for numerals. Full stops in titles (Mr, Mrs, Dr) have been omitted. Ellipses (on a separate line) indicate omissions within a selection.

Our headings to each selection indicate whether the selection is a journal, a journal letter or a letter (or in one case a verse letter). ‘Journal’ alone means an entry FB addressed to herself (or ‘Miss Nobody’, her fanciful alter ego); a ‘journal letter’ is a substantial effort written to a correspondent over a period of at least several days; a ‘letter’ is typically written in one day. In the case of journal letters our dates indicate the specific day of an entry, rather than the inclusive dates of the whole. An extract from a selection on a given date is indicated by ‘From’, as in ‘From Journal 17 July 1768’. Selections given substantially in their entirety are designated, for example, ‘Letter to Esther Burney 8 January 1781’.

Our annotations provide essential context. Full names, titles (as appropriate) and dates of birth and death are given in the index. We have translated foreign words and phrases (usually French), explained obscure terms and expressions, identified unattributed quotations, elucidated historical and personal events, and so on. Information is taken from the standard editions of EJL and JL, supplemented by the editors’ additional research.


1768—1777

The Apprentice Years

1. Journal 27 March 1768

Poland Street,1 London

To have some account of my thoughts, manners, acquaintance and actions, when the Hour arrives at which time is more nimble than memory, is the reason which induces me to keep a Journal: a Journal in which I must confess my every thought, must open my whole Heart! But a thing of this kind ought to be addressed to somebody – I must imagine myself to be talking – talking to the most intimate of friends – to one in whom I should take delight in confiding, and feel remorse in concealment: but who must this friend be? – to make choice of one to whom I can but half rely, would be to frustrate entirely the intention of my plan. The only one I could wholly, totally confide in, lives in the same House with me, and not only never has, but never will, leave me one secret to tell her.2 To whom, then must I dedicate my wonderful, surprising and interesting adventures? – to whom dare I reveal my private opinion of my nearest Relations? the secret thoughts of my dearest friends? my own hopes, fears, reflections and dislikes – Nobody!

To Nobody, then, will I write my Journal! since To Nobody can I be wholly unreserved – to Nobody can I reveal every thought, every wish of my Heart, with the most unlimited confidence, the most unremitting sincerity to the end of my Life! For what chance, what accident can end my connections with Nobody? No secret can I conceal from No – body, and to No – body can I be ever unreserved. Disagreement cannot stop our affection, Time itself has no power to end our friendship. The love, the esteem I entertain for Nobody, No-body’s self has not power to destroy. From Nobody I have nothing to fear, the secrets sacred to friendship, Nobody will not reveal, when the affair is doubtful, Nobody will not look towards the side least favourable. –

I will suppose you, then, to be my best friend; tho’ God forbid you ever should! my dearest companion – and a romantick Girl, for mere oddity may perhaps be more sincere – more tender – than if you were a friend in propria personae3 – in as much as imagination often exceeds reality. In your Breast my errors may create pity without exciting contempt; may raise your compassion, without eradicating your love.

From this moment, then, my dear Girl – but why, permit me to ask, must a female be made Nobody? Ah! my dear, what were this world good for, were Nobody a female? And now I have done with preambulation.

2. From Journal July 1768

I am going to tell you something concerning myself, which, if I have not chanced to mention it before will I believe a little surprise you – it is, that I scarse wish for any thing so truly, really and greatly, as to be in love – upon my word I am serious – and very gravely and sedately, assure you it is a real and true wish. I cannot help thinking it is a great happiness to have a strong and particular attachment to some one person, independent of duty, interest, relationship or pleasure: but I carry not my wish so far as for a mutual tendresse – No, I should be contented to love sola – and let Duets be reserved for those who have a proper sense of their superiourity. For my own part I vow and declare that the mere pleasure of having a great affection for some one person to which I was neither guided by fear, hope of profit, gratitude, respect – or any motive but mere fancy would sufficiently satisfy me, and I should not at all wish a return. Lord Bless me – how I run in! foolish and ill-Judged! – how despicable a picture have I drawn of an object of Love! – mere giddiness, not inclination, I am sure, penn’d it – Love without respect or gratitude! – that could only be felt for a person wholly undeserving – but indeed I write so much at random that it is much more a chance if I know what I am saying, than if I do not.

3. Journal 13 July 1768

Cabin1 – Wednesday afternoon.

I always spend the Evening, sometimes all the afternoon, in this sweet Cabin – except sometimes, when unusually thoughtful, I prefer the Garden. – I cannot express the pleasure I have in writing down my thoughts, at the very moment – my opinion of people when I first see them, and how I alter, or how confirm myself in it – and I am much deceived in my fore sight, if I shall not have very great delight in reading this living proof of my manner of passing my time, my sentiments, my thoughts of people I know, and a thousand other things in future. – There is something to me very Unsatisfactory in passing year after year without even a memorandum of what you did, etc. And then, all the happy Hours I spend with particular Friends and Favourites, would fade from my recollection. –

4. From Journal 17 July 1768

I have lately Read the Prince of Abyssinia1 – I am almost equally charm’d and shock’d at it – the style, the sentiments are inimitable – but the subject is dreadful – and, handled as it is by Dr Johnson, might make any young, perhaps old, person tremble – O, how dreadful, how terrible is it to be told by a man of his genius and knowledge, in so affectingly probable a manner, that true, real happiness is ever unattainable in this world! – Thro’ all the scenes, publick or private, domestick or solitary, that Nekaya or Rasselas pass, real felicity eludes their pursuit and mocks their solicitude. In high Life, superiority, envy and haughtiness battle the power of preferment, favour and greatness – and with or without them, all is Animosity, suspicion, apprehension, and misery – in Private familys, disagreement, Jealousy and partiality, destroy all domestick felicity and all social chearfulness, and all is peevishness, contradiction, ill will and wretchedness! – And in solitude, Imagination paints the World in a new light, every bliss which was wanting when in it, appears easily attained when away from it, but the loneliness of retirement seems unsocial, dreary, savouring of misanthropy and melancholy – and all is anxiety, doubt, fear and anguish! In this manner does Dr Johnson proceed in his melancholy conviction of the instability of all human enjoyments, and the impossibility of all earthly happiness. One thing during the Course of the successless enquiry struck me, which gave me much comfort, which is, that those who wander in the world avowedly and purposely in search of happiness, who view every scene of present Joy with an Eye to what may succeed, certainly are more liable to disappointment, misfortune and sorrow, than those who give up their fate to chance and take the goods and evils of fortune as they come, without making happiness their study, or misery their foresight.

5. From Journal August 17681

I have been having a long conversation with Miss Young2 on journals. She has very seriously and earnestly advised me to give mine up– heigho-ho! Do you think I can bring myself to oblige her? What she says has great weight with me; but, indeed, I should be very loath to quite give my poor friend up. She says that it is the most dangerous employment young persons can have – it makes them often record things which ought not to be recorded, but instantly forgot. I told her, that as my Journal was solely for my own perusal, nobody could in justice, or even in sense, be angry or displeased at my writing any thing.

‘But how can you answer,’ said she, ‘that it is only for your perusal? That very circumstance of your papa’s finding it, shows you are not so very careful as is necessary for such a work. And if you drop it, and any improper person finds it, you know not the uneasiness it may cost you.’

‘Well but, dear ma’am, this is an “if” that may not happen once in a century.’

‘I beg your pardon; I know not how often it may happen; and even once might prove enough to give you more pain than you are aware of.’

‘Why, dear ma’am, papa never prohibited my writing, and he knows that I do write, and what I do write.’

‘I question that. However, ’tis impossible for you to answer for the curiosity of others. And suppose any body finds a part in which they are extremely censured.’

‘Why then, they must take it for their pains. It was not wrote for them, but me, and I cannot see any harm in writing to myself.’

‘It was very well whilst there were only your sisters with you to do anything of this kind; but, depend upon it, when your connections are enlarged, your family increased, your acquaintance multiplied, young and old so apt to be curious – depend upon it, Fanny, ’tis the most dangerous employment you can have. Suppose now, for example, your favourite wish were granted, and you were to fall in love, and then the object of your passion were to get sight of some part which related to himself?’

‘Why then, Miss Young, I must make a little trip to Rosamond’s Pond.’3

‘Why, ay, I doubt it would be all you would have left.’

‘Dear Miss Young! – But I’m sure, by your earnestness, that you think worse of my poor Journal than it deserves.’

‘I know very well the nature of these things. I know that in journals, thoughts, actions, looks, conversations – all go down; do they not?’

The conclusion of our debate was, that if I would show her some part of what I had wrote she should be a better judge, and would then give me her best advice whether to proceed or not. I believe I shall accept her condition; though I own I shall show it with shame and fear, for such nonsense is so unworthy her perusal.

I’m sure, besides, I know not what part to choose. Shall I take at random?

6. From Journal September 1768

[Poland Street]

Mr Smart1 the poet was here yesterday. He is the Author of the ‘Old Woman’s Magazine’ and of several poetical productions, some of which are sweetly elegant and pretty – for example – ‘Harriet’s Birth Day’ – ‘Care and Generosity’ – and many more. This ingenius Writer is one of the most unfortunate of men – he has been twice confined in a mad House – and but last year sent a most affecting Epistle to papa, to entreat him to lend him ½ a Guinea! – How great a pity so clever, so ingenius a man should be reduced to such shocking circumstances. He is extremely grave, and has still great wildness in his manner, looks and voice – but ’tis impossible to see him and to think of his works, without feeling the utmost pity and concern for him.

7. From Journal 14–15 May 1769

O! I am to go to a Wedding to-morrow – the partys – one Mr John Hutton, Glass polisher,1 and Mrs Betty Langely spinster, our old Cook – perhaps I may give you, Miss Nobody, an account of this affair tomorrow. I never had the honour of being at a Wedding in my life – but tho’ this will be the first, I fancy it will not be the last too.

Monday Eve. May 15th

Well, the wedding is over, the good folks are Join’d for better for worse – – A shocking Clause that! – ’tis preparing one to lead a long Journey, and to know the path is not altogether strew’d with Roses – This same marriage Ceremony is so short, I really should have doubted its validity had I been the Bride; though perhaps she may not find the Road it leads her to be very short; be that as it may, she must now trudge on, she can only return with her wishes, be she ever so wearied.

We have spent an exceeding agreeable Day. I speak for myself and a few more at least, I will not answer for the Bride and the Groom’s feelings, at least not for the latter – tho’ they niether of them appeared miserable; but had I been that latter, I fear I could not have said so much for myself. – As to the Bride, she is blythe as the month; if one can compare in any degree a weed of December, with the fragrance of May; for a weed in truth it is, and a weed not in its first prime. But I must give some account of the wedding; – To begin with the Company, first,

The Bride. A maiden of about fifty, short, thick, clumsy, vulgar; her complection the finest saffron, and her Features suited to it: she was Dress’d in a white Linnen Gown, and with all the elegance which marks her character and station, having the honour to be Cook to Mr Burney.

The Bridegroom. A young man who had the appearance of being her son. A good, modest, sober and decent youth. Every body must allow this Couple to be exceedingly well and very properly match’d. He was in Blue, trim’d with Red: N:B: the choice of these Colours are suited to the choice of the partys.2

The Father – (of the Day) Mr Charles Burney Junior.3 It must be acknowledged that this accomplish’d virgin was determin’d to have every thing in Character; as not meerly her Husband, but her Father too was young enough to own her for a mother. It is generally allow’d Originality displays genius.

The Bride’s maids. Miss Anne Burney, a Virgin who may count years with the Bride herself, though I fear she would not pretend to equal her in accomplishments: Miss Esther Burney,4 who, more modest still, pretends not to equal her in any thing; – not even in her wishes, except it be for this last step she has taken: and Miss Frances Burney, who in nothing can equal the Bride.

The rest of the Company – a Mrs Ritson and a Mr Somebody, no matter what, – Betty’s friends –

And thus the Train closed.

We went in Papa’s Coach, as many as it would hold, – the Gentlemen were obliged to walk – which condescendsion is not inconsiderable, for the Mr Somebody, and the Bridegroom too, have the honour of being Footman to very topping people! The Bride supported her spirits amazingly.

8. From Journal 15 June 1769

Miss Crawford1 call’d here lately – she is very earnest for us to visit her – but we are not very earnest about the matter: – however, the laws of custom make our spending one Evening with her necessary. O how I hate this vile custom which obliges us to make slaves of ourselves! to sell the most precious property we boast, our Time; – and to sacrifice it to every prattling impertinent who chuses to demand it! – yet those who shall pretend to defy this irksome confinement of our happiness, must stand accused of incivility, – breach of manners – love of originality, – and what not – nevertheless, they who will nobly dare to be above submitting to Chains their reason disapproves, they shall I always honour – if that will be of any service to them!

For why should we not be permitted to be masters of our Time? – why may we not venture to love, and to dislike – and why, if we do, may we not give to those we love the richest Jewel we own, our Time? what is it can stimulate us to bestow that on all alike? – ’tis not affection – ’tis not a desire of pleasing – or if it is, ’tis a very weak one; – no! ’tis indolence – ’tis Custom – Custom – which is so woven around us – which so universally commands us – which we all blame – and all obey, without knowing why or wherefore – which keeps our better Reason, that sometimes dares to shew its folly, in subjection –

And which, in short, is a very ridiculous affair, more particularly as it hath kept me writing on it till I have forgot what introduced it – – I feel myself in no excellent mood – I will walk out and give my spirits another turn, and then resume my Pen.

9. Verse Letter to Dr Charles Burney 23 June 17691

Poland Street

Friday

To Doctor Last2

O aid me, ye muses of ev’ry Degree,

O give me the standish of Mulberry Tree

Which was cut for the Author of Ferney;3

O give me a Quil to the stump worn by Gray,4

And Paper which cut was on Milton’s Birth Day

To write to the great Doctor Burney!

O Doctor! of Doctor’s the Last and the Best

By Fortune most honour’d, distinguish’d and blest

And may you for ever be her nigh!

O smile (if a Doctor’s permitted to smile)

And your natural gravity lessen a while

To Read this, O dread Doctor Burney!

For the Letter most kind we to Day did receive

With grateful affection our Bosoms do heave

And to see you, O grave sir! how yern I!

’Tis true the Time’s short since you last was in Town

Yet both fatter and Taller you doubtless are grown

Or you’ll make but a poor Doctor Burney.

For I never can think of a Doctor, not big

As a Falstaf, or without a full bottom’d wig

And the slyness Fame gives an Attorney;

Not more at the Bag did the Citizen’s stare

Of Harley, when Harley was made a Lord Mayor5

Than I shall at thin Doctor Burney.

May Wisdom, which still to good humour gives Birth

May fatness with dignity, goodness with mirth

Still attend you, and speed your Town Journey;

And O till the Hour when Death us shall part

May Fanny a Corner possess of the Heart

Of the owner of hers, Doctor Burney!

10. From Journal August 1769

[King’s Lynn, Norfolk]

We have nothing but visiting here, and this perpetual Round of constrained Civilities to Persons quite indifferent to us, is the most provoking and tiresome thing in the World, but it is unavoidable in a Country Town, where every body is known, as here. ’Tis a most shocking and unworthy way of spending our precious irrecoverable Time, to devote it to those who know not its value – why are we not permitted to decline as well as accept visits and acquaintance? It is not that we are ignorant of means to better employ ourselves, but that we dare not persue them. However, restraint of this kind is much much less practiced or necessary in London than else where – excuses there are no sooner made than admitted – acquaintance as easily drop’d as courted – and Company chose or rejected at pleasure – undoubtedly the same plan might be persued here but how? with breaking the customs of the place, disobliging the Inhabitants, and incurring the censure of the Town in general as unsociable, proud, or impertinant Innovators. Seeing therefore what must be submitted to, ’tis best to assume a good grace – only its hard hard!

11. From Journal 10 January 1770

I observed a Nun, Dressed in Black, who was speaking with great earnestness, and who discovered by her Voice to be a Miss Milne, a pretty Scotch Nymph I have met at Mrs Stranges.1 I stopt to listen to her. She turn’d about and took my Hand and led me into a Corner of the Room – ‘Beautiful Creature!’ cried she, in a plaintive Voice, ‘with what pain do I see you here, beset by this Crowd of folly and deceit! O could I prevail on you to quit this wicked world, and all its vices, and to follow my footsteps!’

‘But how am I to account,’ said I, ‘for the reason that one who so much despises the world, should chuse to mix with the gayest part of it? What do you do here?’

‘I come but,’ said she, ‘to see and to save such innocent, beautiful, young Creatures as you from the snares of the Wicked. Listen to me, I was once such as you are, I mixed with the World; I was caressed by it, I loved it – I was deceived! – surrounded by an artful set of flattering, designing men, I fell but too easily into the net they spread for me; I am now convinced of the vanity of Life, and in this peaceful, tranquil state shall I pass the remainder of my Days.’

‘It is so impossible,’ said I, ‘to listen to you without being benefitted by your Conversation, that I shall to the utmost of my power imitate you, and always chuse to despise the World, and hold it in contempt. – At a masquerade! –.’

‘Alas,’ said she, ‘I am here meerly to contemplate on the strange follies and vices of mankind – this scene affords me only a subject of joy to think I have quitted it.’

We were here interrupted, and parted.

…

I siezed the first opportunity that offered of again joining my sage monitor the fair Nun – who did not seem averse to honouring me with her Conversation. She renewed her former subject, expatiated on the wickedness and degeneracy of the World, dwelt with great energy and warmth on the deceit and craft of man, and pressed me to join her holy Order with the zeal of an Enthusiast. A pink Domino advanced, and charged her not to instill her preposterous sentiments into my mind; she answered him with so much contempt that he immediately quitted us. – We were then accosted by the shepherd, who would fain have appeared of some consequence, and aimed at being gallant and agreeable – Poor man! wofully was he the contrary. The Nun did not spare him. ‘Hence,’ cried she, ‘thou gaudy Animal, with thy trifling and ridiculous trappings away – Let not this fair Creature be corrupted by this Company. O fly the pernicious impertinance of these shadows which surround thee! –’ ‘The–the Lady –’ stammered the poor swain – ‘the Lady will be – will be more likely – to be hurt – by – – by you than – than –’ ‘Yes, yes,’ cried she, ‘she would be safe enough were she followed only by such as thee!’ Hetty just then bid me observe a very droll old Dutch man, who soon after joined us – He accosted us in High Dutch – – not that I would Quarrel with any one who told me it was Low Dutch! – it might be Arabick for ought I could tell! He was very completely Dressed, and had on an exceeding droll old man’s mask, and was smoaking a Pipe – He presented me with a Quid of Tobaco, I accepted it very cordially: – the Nun was not disposed to be pleased – she attacked poor Mynheer with much haughtiness – ‘Thou savage! – hence to thy native Land of Brutes and Barbarians, smoak thy Pipe there, but pollute not us with thy dull and coarse attempts at Wit and pleasantry –’

The Dutch man however heeded her not, he amused himself with talking and making signs of devotion to me, while the Nun railed, and I Laughed. – At last she took my Hand, and led me to another part of the Room, where we renewed our former Conversation. ‘You see,’ she cried, ‘what a Herd of Danglers flutter around you; thus it once was with me; your form is elegant; your Face I doubt not is beautiful; your sentiments are superior to both: regard these Vipers then with a proper disdain; they will follow you, will admire, Court, caress and flatter you – they will engage your affections – – and then they will desert you! it is not that you are less amiable, or that they cease to esteem you; but they are weary of you; novelty must attone in another for every loss they may regret in you: – it is not merit they seek, but variety. I speak from experience!’

‘ ’Tis rather surprising,’ said I, ‘that one who speaks with such vigour of the World, – and professes having quitted it from knowing its degeneracy, and who talks of experience in the style of Age; should have a Voice which is a perpetual reminder of her own Youth; and should in all visible respects, be so formed to grace and adorn the World she holds in such contempt.’

‘Hold,’ cried she, ‘remember my sacred order, and remember that we Nuns can never admit to our Conferences that baleful Enemy of innocence, Flattery! Alas, you learn this from men! Would you but renounce them! what happiness would such a Convert give me!’

The Dutchman and the shepherd soon joined us again – the former was very liberal of his tobaco, and supported his Character with much drollery, speaking no English, but a few Dutch words, and making signs. The shepherd seemed formed for all the stupidity of a Dutch man more than the man who assumed that Dress; but he aimed at something superior. – The Nun, looking on her Veil and Habit as a sanction to the utmost liberty of speech, spoke to them both without the least ceremony. – All she said to me did honour to the Name she assumed – it was sensible and delicate, it was probably very true; it was certainly very well adapted to her apparent character: but when we were joined by men, her exhortation degenerated into railing; which though she might intend the better to support her part, by displaying her indignation against the sex, nevertheless seemed rather suited to the virulency and bitterness of a revengeful woman of the World, than the gentleness and dignity which were expected from the piety, patience and forbearance of a Cloister. ‘And what,’ said she to the Dutch man, ‘what can have induced such a savage to venture himself here? Go, seek thy fellow Brutes! the vulgar, bestial society thou art used to, is such alone as thou ought to mix with.’

He jabbered something in his defence, and seemed inclined to make his Court to me. ‘Perhaps,’ said she, ‘it may be in the power of this fair Creature to reform thee; she may civilise thy gross and barbarous manners.’ The Dutch man bowed, said yaw, and put his Hand on his Heart in token of approbation. ‘Ay,’ said the poor shepherd, whose Eyes had the most marked expression of stupidity (if stupidity can be said to have any expression) that I ever saw, and his words and manner so exactly coincided with his appearance, that he was meerly an object for Laughter – he served only for such to me at least; for indeed my spirits were not very low.

12. From Journal May 1770

Friday

I am just returned from making a visit to 5 sisters, 2 married and 3 single, who all Live together – and rejoiced am I that I am returned. There is with them a child, not 3 years old, Grandson to one of them, who is the Idol of them All: the poor Boy, by their ill judged and ruinous indulgence, is rendered an object of dislike to all others: they have taught him to speak, like a Parrot, only such words as they dictate; they make him affect the Language of a man, and then boast that no child ever talked like him, and what is the effect of this singularity, but making him appear affected, troublesome and unnatural? How infinitely more amiable is the native simplicity and artlessness with which children are born! Then they permit him to amuse himself at pleasure with all Insects – Flys, Butterflys – poor little Animals – the torture he gave to one of the last really turned me so sick that I could not recover myself the whole evening – Is not humanity disgraced by this barbarity to the dumb creation? – the poor child belongs to a sex sufficiently prone to cruelty: is it for women thus early to encourage it? Another, to my thoughts, worse than absurd way they have chose to make him shine, – which is, to bid him say the Lords Prayer and Belief in order to display his fine memory – why won’t they make him get Ballads by Heart? To sport thus with our religious duties is to me exceedingly shocking, and had I been old enough to dare speak my sentiments unasked, I would have told them so.

13. From Journal 16 November 1770

Queen’s Square, –

I have now changed my abode, and quitted dear Poland Street forever. How well satisfied shall I be if after having Lived as long in Queen’s Square I can look back to equally happy Days.

We have a charming House here. It is situated at the upper End of the square, and has a delightful prospect of Hamstead and Hygate, we have more than room for our Family, large as it is, and all the rooms are well fitted up, convenient, and handsome.

14. From Journal March 1772

[Mr Poggenpohl] then began a comic mock flirtation with little Bessy.1 – I could gather by what he said – though all in badinage, with what ridicule – perhaps contempt – he had remarked the prejudiced opinions our Nation in general entertain of the Russians – the droll absurd account he gave her of his Country, could have no other meaning.

‘Will you not go to Russia with me?’ said he – ‘O – you will admire it beyond expression! –’ ‘No,’ cried Bessy, ‘I should not, I am sure I should not like your Country –’

‘No! – why?’

‘Oh – I don’t know! – but I should not like it.’

‘O yes, you would; – very much – if you will go with me – you will find it charming. – You should live in the Woods, with wild Beasts. O yes – you would like it vastly! – you should always be with a Tyger, or a Lyon, or a Wolfe – or some such fine Beast –’

‘No, no – I won’t go –’

‘O yes – very agreeable! – and you should live on high mountains, covered with snow – and sit upon ice. – And you should Eat Trees – and sometimes Hay; – and you should have Grass and briers for sauce –’

‘O no – I should not like it at all –’

‘O yes! – very good! – very excellent! – and you should have the sea always before you; and the Waves should dash against you – and you should Dress in Tyger’s skins –’

‘O no, indeed Sir, I won’t go! –’

‘O very agreeable! – you



















15. From Journal 30 May 1772



16. From Journal 13 February 1773



17. From Journal Letters to Susanna Burney
(Teignmouth Journal) August–September 17731

































18. From Journal 24 November 1773




19. From Letter to Samuel Crisp1 December 1773


20. From Letter to Samuel Crisp 9 February 1774


21. From Journal May 1774



22. From Journal July 1774





23. From Journal Letter to Susanna Burney 28 September 1774














































24. From Letter to Samuel Crisp 1 December 1774
























25. From Journal 28 February 1775




26. From Letter to Samuel Crisp 2 March 1775 and Journal 1775


























27. Journal 4 March 1775





































28. From Journal 10 March 1775
















29. Journal 26 March 1775




















30. From Journal May–June 1775



















































































































31. From Letter to Samuel Crisp May 1775






































32. From Letter to Samuel Crisp 10 June 1775











33. From Letters to Samuel Crisp 13 November–11 December 1775






























34. From Journal 14 December 1775





























35. From Letter to Samuel Crisp April 1776



36. Letters to Thomas Lowndes1 25 and 26 December 1776















37. From Letter to Susanna Burney 15 March 1777








38. From Letter to Samuel Crisp 27–28 March 1777






























39. From Journal April 17771














































40. From Journal June 1777





41. From Journal July 1777
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