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    A woman calculates the price of survival in a world where love, virtue, and security are weighed on the scales of money.

Roxana: The Fortunate Mistress, by Daniel Defoe, first appeared in 1724, amid the energetic print culture of early eighteenth-century London. It presents the first-person testimony of a narrator who becomes known as Roxana, recounting the turns of her life as she maneuvers through relationships, commerce, and social expectations. The novel opens in domestic crisis: the teller faces sudden ruin and must decide how to secure food, shelter, and dignity. From that initial dilemma arises a career that tests the boundaries of respectability and autonomy. Refusing easy romantic consolations, Defoe crafts a candid study of survival under pressure.

Defoe was already a celebrated and controversial figure—journalist, pamphleteer, and novelist—renowned for Robinson Crusoe (1719), A Journal of the Plague Year (1722), and Moll Flanders (1722). Roxana extends his sustained interest in how individuals navigate risk, opportunity, and moral accounting in a commercial society. Written in the same decade that saw the English novel taking recognizably modern shape, it exemplifies Defoe’s blend of reportorial detail, economic thinking, and psychological introspection. As with his other fictions, Defoe frames the narrative as a personal history, inviting readers to weigh the narrator’s motives and choices against the economic and social realities that constrain them.

The book’s premise is simple yet arresting: a woman, newly vulnerable and without reliable support, confronts poverty and peril in a society that measures worth through property and reputation. She recounts how she adopts the name by which readers know her and how she learns to convert charm, wit, and prudence into forms of protection. The story ranges across England and the Continent, following the transactional spaces where intimacy, credit, and status intersect. Without revealing later turns, it suffices to say that Roxana’s path is a sustained experiment in self-fashioning, a life redesigned through calculation, performance, and the constant assessment of risk.

At the heart of Roxana lies an inquiry into gender, property, and the marriage market. The novel scrutinizes the pressures that channel women’s choices, and it examines how custom and convention make personal virtue a public currency. Defoe explores the porous boundary between affection and contract, asking what happens when security and desire pull in different directions. He portrays a society in which social ascent requires negotiation as much as luck, and in which every bargain carries a moral surcharge. The result is not a tract but a layered portrait of how survival strategies can harden into identity.

Defoe’s narrative method is striking for its intimacy and ambiguity. The first-person voice is plainspoken yet artful, alternating confession with justification. The narrator records her choices with a clarity that invites judgment and sympathy in equal measure, while her careful self-presentation raises questions about reliability. Defoe’s documentary manner—dates, places, sums, and practical details—gives the story the friction of reality, even as the rhetoric of repentance, caution, or pride complicates the sense of truth. Readers thus encounter not only a sequence of events but the subtle labor of a mind constantly balancing principle against necessity.

Stylistically, the novel is a monument of early realist prose. Defoe favors scenes of bargaining, lodging, travel, and household calculation, where the texture of daily life becomes the measure of character. Rooms, garments, jewels, and coin are not mere adornments; they are instruments in the drama of self-preservation. Names and roles matter, too, as the narrator learns to manage appearances in a culture attentive to reputation. The structure is episodic yet cumulative, each negotiation testing the costs of freedom. In this world, chance is real, but foresight and memory are the tools that turn accident into opportunity.

Roxana is a classic because it presses on questions that the novel as a form would explore for centuries: What does it mean to own one’s life? How can a person shape a self within constraining institutions? Defoe’s heroine is neither saint nor monster; she is a calculating survivor whose choices illuminate the entanglement of morality and market logic. The book’s daring focus on a woman’s economic agency—its perils as well as its power—makes it a cornerstone of the English tradition, read alongside Defoe’s other fictions for the depth of its psychological realism and the elegance of its plain style.

Its influence can be felt in later narratives that foreground confession, social mobility, and the cost of self-invention. The novel’s frank attention to financial motives helped fix a central feature of realist fiction: the alignment of inner life with material circumstance. Its exploration of a woman’s calculated ascent echoes in subsequent portrayals of ambition and dependency, whether tragic, comic, or satiric. While influence rarely runs in straight lines, Roxana participates decisively in establishing the thematic repertoire and narrative stance that many later eighteenth-century and nineteenth-century novels would elaborate.

Roxana also bears the marks of its moment: the growth of commerce, the fragility of credit, shifting patterns of marriage and inheritance, and the widening reach of print. Defoe writes out of a culture that prized industrious self-help yet policed female ambition, a tension that sharpens every page. Readers today may hear the cadence of journalism in his brisk catalogues and the persuasive rhythm of the pamphleteer in his moral reasoning. These qualities anchor the book in its historical present while giving it the durable clarity of a case study in choices made under duress.

For scholars and general readers alike, the novel offers a laboratory of interpretation. It rewards attention to language—how the narrator names obligation, prudence, gratitude, or fear—and to the social scripts that govern courtship, hospitality, and credit. It invites debate about culpability and constraint without resolving them. The book’s refusal to flatter the reader with easy answers is part of its power. Approached as a confession, an economic fable, or a social panorama, it remains a moving, disquieting account of how a person becomes the author of her own precarious security.

In our time, Roxana’s themes feel startlingly present. The novel speaks to debates about the commodification of intimacy, the shaping of identity under public scrutiny, and the ethics of opportunity when institutions fail to protect the vulnerable. It prompts reflection on the price of mobility, the allure and danger of self-branding, and the uneasy bargains people make to keep a hold on their futures. This is why the book endures: it marries narrative verve with moral complexity, showing that the arithmetic of survival—never purely economic—remains a human constant across centuries.
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    Daniel Defoe’s Roxana: The Fortunate Mistress (1724) is a first-person narrative presented as the reflective memoir of a woman who becomes known by a stage-name rather than a baptismal one. Framing her story as an account of “how things came to be,” she traces the interplay of chance, prudence, and moral choice that shape her rise in fortune. The book situates personal experience within the social economy of early eighteenth-century Britain, where marriage law, property, credit, and reputation govern a woman’s prospects. What begins as a survival story grows into a study of self-fashioning, secrecy, and the costs of maintaining autonomy in a world built for men.

The narrator recalls a respectable beginning followed by an early, imprudent marriage to a tradesman whose extravagance ruins the household. When he deserts the family, she is left with several children, scant resources, and a loyal maid, Amy. Destitution makes virtue and necessity collide: the narrator weighs relief options that compromise reputation against the stark realities of hunger and debt. Defoe presents this crisis not as sudden depravity but as a pressured calculation conditioned by law and custom. The episode establishes key conflicts—security versus conscience, dependence versus agency—that will recur as she navigates the hazards of poverty and the expectations of propriety.

Rescued from immediate want by a sympathetic landlord, she confronts the asymmetry of marriage under coverture, where a husband would control her property and decisions. Refusing to remarry on those terms, she accepts protection as a mistress, openly reasoning through the implications. Prosperity follows: improved lodgings, fine clothes, and the first lessons in managing income and credit. Amy’s complicity and resourcefulness deepen, making the maid both confidante and expedient helper. The narrator’s moral reflections keep pace with her ascent; gratitude mixes with unease as she charts a path that grants material independence while entangling her in secrecy and obligation.

Circumstances change, and she moves on, forming an alliance with a patron of high rank whose gifts elevate her from comfort to opulence. Travel on the Continent exposes her to refined manners and the mechanics of wealth—jewels, annuities, and remittances—that can outlast personal attachments. She learns to diversify assets and to negotiate from strength rather than vulnerability. Yet the more she prospers, the more she must guard her history. Defoe places the heroine amid transnational networks of trade and courtly privilege, showing how fortunes are built as much by information, appearances, and timing as by coin.

Returning to England, she adopts the persona that will make her famous: “Roxana,” a name attached to a sensational public masquerade in Turkish dress. The spectacle grants her visibility while concealing origins, letting her convert notoriety into leverage. At the same time, a prudent, prosperous Dutch merchant courts her with the promise of lawful stability. She debates the terms: legal marriage could legitimize her standing but threaten her independence. The tension between respectable permanence and sovereign control sharpens, as she calibrates how much of her fortune—and her story—she can safely entrust to another without forfeiting the freedoms hard won through experience.

The past presses forward when children from her earlier marriage, long separated by necessity, reappear in troubling ways. An eldest daughter’s quest for recognition and support endangers the intricate edifice of secrecy that protects Roxana’s wealth and name. Amy’s loyalty turns active and fraught as she undertakes measures meant to shield her mistress from exposure. Religious anxiety and meditations on Providence grow more insistent, the narrator oscillating between rational defense of her choices and prickings of conscience. Defoe sustains suspense by letting threat emerge from domestic ties rather than overt villainy, making reputation itself the arena of danger.

Negotiations with the Dutch merchant intensify the legal and ethical debates that run throughout the book: how contracts bind, what property a woman may truly call her own, and whether marriage can be redesigned to preserve her autonomy. Roxana tests a path toward respectability, arranging finances, residences, and servants to control appearances. Yet every step toward legitimacy narrows the space for secrecy. Friends, patrons, and suitors each hold pieces of her story; the mask that once granted freedom now creates dependency on the silence of others. The narrative probes how prudence slides into duplicity when the stakes are social survival.

As pressures multiply, the narrative darkens. Movements between London and the Low Countries highlight the fragility of fortune when it depends on credit, rumor, and the goodwill of intermediaries. Old liabilities—legal, familial, and moral—resurface in sharper form, and the heroine’s voice turns by degrees from complacent to apprehensive. She contemplates penance and reform even as circumstance tempts further expedients. Defoe balances case study and confession, allowing readers to weigh competing claims of necessity and responsibility without resolving them into a simple moral algebra. The sense that reckoning approaches gives the later chapters their anxious momentum.

Roxana endures as a study of gendered power in a commercial society: how money, law, and performance enable a woman’s self-making yet expose her to new perils. Its debates over marriage, property, and identity remain resonant, and its self-conscious narrator embodies the costs of living by calculation. Without disclosing final turns, the book’s lasting message is sober rather than cynical: fortune is unstable, reputation is a fragile currency, and autonomy achieved against the grain of custom demands constant vigilance. Defoe leaves readers with questions about freedom, guilt, and the price of passing in a world ruled by appearances.
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    Daniel Defoe’s Roxana: The Fortunate Mistress was published in London in 1724, and its narrative world is framed by the late seventeenth and early eighteenth centuries in England, with excursions to the Dutch Republic and France. The period was dominated by a constitutional monarchy, a politically influential Church of England, and rapidly expanding commercial institutions. London, already Europe’s largest city after Paris, concentrated finance, law, and print culture in a dense urban environment. Parish structures oversaw poor relief and moral oversight, while common law courts and emergent financial markets shaped daily life. This setting supplies the novel’s preoccupations: money, reputation, marriage, and the fragile social protections available to women.

The political backdrop moved from the Restoration (1660) to the Glorious Revolution (1688–1689), which confirmed parliamentary limits on royal power and brought William III of Orange to the English throne. Anglo-Dutch ties deepened, linking English politics to continental warfare and trade. After Queen Anne (1702–1714) came the Hanoverian succession with George I (1714), consolidating a Whig-dominated political order favorable to commerce and public credit. These shifts stabilized fiscal institutions but sharpened partisan debate. Roxana echoes this settlement by depicting a world where status depends less on birth than on credit, connections, and the ability to navigate a mixed regime of monarchy, Parliament, and markets.

Religious controversy also shaped the era. The Toleration Act (1689) granted limited freedom of worship to Protestant Dissenters, though Test and Corporation Acts still barred them from many public offices. Defoe, himself a Dissenter, wrote tirelessly on religious and civil liberties while advocating a rigorous Protestant moral economy. Ecclesiastical courts policed marriage and sexual conduct, and parish discipline carried social weight. The novel reflects these pressures in its anxious attention to reputation, penitence, and providential language. Yet the pragmatic ethic of survival and improvement that runs through Defoe’s writing suggests a negotiation between confessional ideals and the realities of urban commerce and social mobility.

The “financial revolution” transformed everyday life. The Bank of England (1694), the funded national debt, and active markets in government annuities and joint-stock shares created novel avenues for investment and speculation. Exchange Alley in London served as an information hub where news, rumor, and price movements traveled quickly through coffeehouses. The South Sea Company (founded 1711) epitomized speculative finance; its bubble and collapse in 1720 ruined some and enriched others. Roxana repeatedly mirrors this world by foregrounding liquidity, risk, and the convertibility of status into cash—and back again. Wealth becomes portable and fragile, and personal character is assessed, like stock, under the volatile logic of credit.

Credit culture extended beyond stock into everyday transactions: bills of exchange, promissory notes, pawning, and long chains of trust linked shopkeepers, brokers, servants, and elites. Bankruptcy law, revised in 1705, offered conditional discharge to cooperative bankrupts, acknowledging commerce’s risks while preserving stigma for failure. Defoe’s own bankruptcies in the 1690s and early 1700s gave him intimate knowledge of insolvency’s legal and social dimensions. Roxana’s attention to sureties, signatures, and the reputational cost of default reflects this environment. Contracts are social instruments as much as legal ones, and the novel’s economy of favors, debts, and guarantees mirrors the period’s dependence on personal creditworthiness.

English marriage law supplied a crucial constraint on female autonomy. Under coverture, a married woman’s movable property typically passed to her husband; she could not independently contract or sue at common law. Divorce a vinculo (absolute divorce) required a rare and costly parliamentary act; ecclesiastical courts mostly granted separations without leave to remarry. Marriage settlements and separate estates, increasingly used among the propertied, could protect a woman’s assets in equity, but these instruments were unevenly available. Before the 1753 Marriage Act, clandestine or irregular marriages further complicated women’s security. Roxana critiques this framework by dramatizing how marriage could jeopardize a woman’s control of capital and person.

The sexual economy of London featured a spectrum from service and cohabitation to prostitution and elite courtesanship. Societies for the Reformation of Manners, active from the 1690s, pursued prosecutions against bawdy houses and public vice, while satirists and reformers debated luxury and libertinism. Elite mistresses could secure protection and gifts, but their position remained legally precarious and reputationally volatile. Defoe explores this instability without romanticizing it: the favors of powerful men do not erase dependence or risk. Roxana’s negotiations over money, privacy, and respectability thus register contemporary campaigns to discipline sexual commerce and the uneven realities of urban desire.

London’s rapid growth—approaching about 600,000 inhabitants by the early 1700s—produced new spaces and vulnerabilities. Coffeehouses, clubs, pleasure gardens, and shopping arcades offered sociability and surveillance in equal measure. The West End’s theaters and subscription culture sat near the City’s countinghouses and alleys of trade. Poor relief, administered through parishes and workhouses like Bridewell, strained under migration and periodic crises. In Defoe’s prose, crowds are both opportunity and danger; anonymity shields reinvention yet invites fraud. Roxana moves through this metropolis of windows, mirrors, and markets, where social observation—who sees and says what—can make or unmake a life.

A consumer revolution accompanied growth. Imported tea, coffee, sugar, and tobacco entered daily routines, while textiles and fashion proliferated. Huguenot refugees after 1685 helped expand silk weaving in Spitalfields, and shops specialized in luxury goods and trinkets. Clothing and jewels operated as portable stores of value and as social signals legible at a glance. Contemporary essayists debated whether consumption refined manners or corrupted virtue. In Roxana, garments and ornaments are instruments for survival and display, but their value depends on context and credibility. The novel thus captures an economy where desire and necessity blur, and where luxury can both protect and imperil its bearer.

Masquerade culture flourished in the 1710s and 1720s, notably at London venues associated with impresarios such as John James Heidegger. Masked assemblies promised anonymity, cross-class interaction, and theatrical play with identity—developments denounced by moral reformers. Roxana’s famous “Turkish” costume and dancing draw on this milieu and on European fascination with the Ottoman court. The name “Roxana,” familiar from earlier literature and the broader vogue for Eastern seraglio imagery, signaled exotic allure and sexual politics to English audiences. Defoe uses masquerade both literally and metaphorically to test how performance can procure safety, wealth, or ruin in a society alert to surfaces.

International conflict and commerce structure the novel’s transnational routes. The Nine Years’ War (1688–1697) and the War of the Spanish Succession (1701–1714) entangled England with France and the Dutch Republic; the Peace of Utrecht (1713) stabilized channels for travel and trade. After 1688, Anglo-Dutch political and mercantile integration deepened, and English merchants negotiated credit and warehousing across North Sea ports. Refugee movements—especially French Protestants—reshaped labor and consumer markets in London. Roxana’s crossings register a world where passports are informal, frontiers porous to goods and people, and fortunes hinge on shifting alliances among bankers, factors, and state contractors.

Crime and punishment formed part of the everyday landscape. The “Bloody Code” expanded capital statutes for property crimes, and public executions at Tyburn provided moral theater. Newgate loomed over the city’s imagination; Bridewell dealt with vagrancy and sexual offenses. With no centralized police, thief-takers and informers—figures like Jonathan Wild, notorious in the 1710s and executed in 1725—brokered justice for fees. The Transportation Act of 1718 formalized removal of convicts to the colonies. Defoe’s fiction frequently mines these institutions to show how the poor, the indebted, and the socially marginal navigated punishment markets, bribery, and the precarious economies of urban protection.

Print culture expanded after the lapse of the Licensing Act in 1695, which ended prior censorship and encouraged a flood of pamphlets, newspapers, and periodicals. Coffeehouses linked readers to debates in The Review (Defoe’s periodical, 1704–1713), The Tatler, and The Spectator. The novel, as an emergent form, absorbed the techniques of news and spiritual autobiography: first-person narration, documentary detail, and claims to factuality. Roxana exemplifies this hybrid realism, offering moral commentary entwined with practical instruction in navigating markets, servants, and suitors. The work’s didacticism aligns with the period’s appetite for exemplary lives that warn and teach through plausible, contemporary scenarios.

Defoe’s own career threads through this context. Born around 1660, educated in dissenting academies, and engaged in trade, he combined business with relentless pamphleteering. He suffered pillory and prison in 1703 after The Shortest Way with the Dissenters, then worked at times with ministers like Robert Harley as a government journalist and intelligence gatherer. After 1719, he turned to long prose narratives—Robinson Crusoe, Moll Flanders, Colonel Jack, and Roxana—blending reportage with moral case studies. His lifelong interest in projects, insurance, bankruptcy, and trade policy informs the novel’s granular treatment of contracts, settlements, and the contingencies of fortune.

Gendered labor patterns shaped the choices available to women. Domestic service employed many; others participated in small retail, lodging, or piecework. Widowhood could confer legal capacity (as a feme sole) to manage shops or sue and be sued. Some women invested in government annuities or held shares via intermediaries, though evidence varies by class. Parish poor relief, charity schools (such as those promoted by the Society for Promoting Christian Knowledge from 1698), and occasional workhouse regimes attempted to manage poverty. Roxana’s world registers these options and constraints, showing how female survival strategies—legal, commercial, and personal—had to be assembled from imperfect, often perilous materials.

Moral reform and intellectual controversy supplied a running commentary on prosperity and vice. The Blasphemy and Profaneness Act (1698) and the Societies for the Reformation of Manners targeted swearing, Sabbath-breaking, and sexual offenses. Meanwhile, Bernard Mandeville’s Fable of the Bees (1714; expanded 1723) argued that private vices could produce public benefits, provoking rebuttals from clergy and moralists. Essayists like Addison and Steele promoted polite sociability as a counter to corruption. Roxana moves within this disputatious field, neither celebrating libertinism nor endorsing simple piety. It probes whether wealth gained through ambiguous means can be reconciled with virtue, and whether repentance suffices in a credit-driven society.

Technology and information systems tightened the weave of daily life. The postal service, news networks, and printed exchange rates accelerated decision-making in trade and speculation. Stagecoaches and improved turnpikes shortened travel times within Britain, while packet boats connected to the Continent. Such infrastructures enabled quick movement but also facilitated fraud, rumor, and reinvention. Defoe, who mapped Britain’s roads and ports in his Tour (1724–1727), conjures a milieu where opportunity arrives by letter, carriage, or whispered tip—and disappears as fast. Roxana’s calculations about safety, visibility, and timing track this acceleration, revealing how technology could both empower and expose the socially vulnerable, especially women traveling without legal protectors or kin networks. The period’s Atlantic economy—built on colonial commodities and enslaved labor—also undergirded metropolitan wealth, though the novel keeps this background largely implicit. The moral tensions of profit and conscience, however, pervade its world and help explain the novel’s unease with unexamined luxury and sudden fortune. As London consumed sugar, coffee, and tobacco, the ethical cost of prosperity hovered at the edges of polite conversation and fiction alike, informing the work’s emphasis on the hidden origins of money and the social obligations attached to it. Finally, Roxana functions as both mirror and critique of its moment. It documents the legal disabilities of coverture, the volatility of credit, the enticements of consumer display, and the theatricality of urban identity. At the same time, it tests the period’s moral reforms and economic triumphalism by following a woman who turns the system’s tools to her own ends—at real cost. In doing so, Defoe exposes structural pressures rather than isolated failings, leaving readers to weigh prudence against principle in an age that prized both.
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    Daniel Defoe (c. 1660–1731) was an English writer, journalist, and entrepreneur whose career spanned the turbulent decades around the turn of the eighteenth century, often called the Augustan age. Prolific in pamphlets, periodical journalism, and narrative prose, he is widely credited as a formative figure in the rise of the English novel. His work bridges commerce, politics, and literature, bringing the rhythms of city life and the language of business into imaginative writing. Known for Robinson Crusoe and other first-person narratives, Defoe combined reportage, moral reflection, and practical observation in ways that shaped modern notions of realism. His life traced the intersections of dissenting religion, trade, and public debate.

Born in London into the Protestant dissenting community, Defoe received an education outside the established universities, studying at the academy in Newington Green associated with the minister and teacher Charles Morton. The curriculum emphasized languages, logic, and practical subjects suited to commerce and public life, reinforcing a plain style and a habit of empirical observation. Early exposure to sermons, civic discussion, and the pulse of London markets informed his later prose. He was attentive to Restoration and early eighteenth-century satire and to the political rhetoric of the day, absorbing the techniques of persuasive pamphleteering. The combination of dissenting ethics and mercantile pragmatism underpinned much of his worldview.

Before turning fully to letters, Defoe engaged in various commercial ventures and wrote on economic and social projects. His Essay Upon Projects (1697) surveyed reform ideas in finance, education, and infrastructure, signaling a lifelong interest in national improvement. He achieved broad notoriety with The True-Born Englishman (1701), a satirical poem on national identity, and with The Shortest Way with the Dissenters (1702), a satire whose misread reception led to prosecution. In 1703 he was imprisoned and pilloried, experiences he answered in verse and journalism. Soon after, he founded the triweekly Review (1704–1713), a pioneering periodical that analyzed trade, foreign affairs, and domestic politics with sustained, topical commentary.

Defoe’s turn to long prose narratives brought his widest fame. Robinson Crusoe (1719) presented a memorable figure of individual enterprise and improvisation, written with a documentary vividness that readers found compelling. He followed it with sequels within a few years. The early 1720s produced a cluster of major works: Moll Flanders (1722), A Journal of the Plague Year (1722), and Colonel Jack (1722), culminating in Roxana (1724). These narratives often adopt first-person voices that mimic confession, memoir, or case history, blending moral argument with close attention to money, labor, and social mobility. Critics have noted their innovative use of detail to create an effect of factual truth.

Alongside fiction, Defoe sustained an output in journalism, history, and practical writing. The Storm (1704) offered a detailed account of the severe tempest of 1703, combining testimony and analysis. His multi-volume A Tour thro’ the Whole Island of Great Britain (1724–1727) surveyed roads, towns, and industry with a reporter’s eye. The Complete English Tradesman (1726) articulated the values and practices of urban commerce. Across such works he argued for religious toleration, celebrated trade and maritime strength, and supported the political union that bound England and Scotland in the first decade of the century. He used clear prose, examples, and statistics to persuade a broad reading public.

Defoe navigated the era’s polarized politics with a mixture of conviction and pragmatism. He wrote for and against powerful interests at different times and undertook assignments for government figures involved in information-gathering and opinion management. This versatility enhanced his access but also drew charges of inconsistency from contemporaries. Yet many readers valued his energy, breadth, and practical intelligence. His reputation has fluctuated: admired for verisimilitude and narrative drive, questioned for opportunism and the authenticity strategies that sometimes blurred fact and fiction. Scholarly discussions continue over the attribution of certain pamphlets, but his major books and periodicals remain firmly established and widely read.

In his later years Defoe continued to publish across genres, while contending with recurrent debt and ill health. He died in London in 1731 and was interred in a dissenters’ burial ground. His legacy spans journalism, travel writing, and the realist novel. Later authors drew on his methods of first-person voice, documentary texture, and attention to the material facts of everyday life. Robinson Crusoe, in particular, has generated adaptations and debates about empire, economics, and self-making. Defoe’s works—rooted in observation, argument, and narrative experiment—remain central to understanding how early eighteenth-century print culture shaped modern habits of reading and storytelling.
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I was born, as my friends told me, at the city of Poitiers, in the province or county of Poitou in France, from whence I was brought to England by my parents, who fled for their religion about the year 1683[1], when the Protestants were banished from France by the cruelty of their persecutors.



I, who knew little or nothing of what I was brought over hither for, was well enough pleased with being here. London, a large and gay city, took with me mighty well, who from my being a child loved a crowd and to see a great many fine folks.



I retained nothing of France but the language. My father and mother, being people of better fashion than ordinarily the people called refugees at that time were, and having fled early while it was easy to secure their effects, had, before their coming over, remitted considerable sums of money, or, as I remember, a considerable value in French brandy, paper, and other goods; and these selling very much to advantage here, my father was in very good circumstances at his coming over, so that he was far from applying to the rest of our nation that were here for countenance and relief. On the contrary, he had his door continually thronged with miserable objects of the poor starving creatures, who at that time fled hither for shelter on account of conscience or something else.



I have indeed heard my father say that he was pestered with a great many of those who for any religion they had might e'en have stayed where they were, but who flocked over hither in droves for what they call in English a livelihood; hearing with what open arms the refugees were received in England, and how they fell readily into business, being by the charitable assistance of the people in London encouraged to work in their manufactures, in Spitalfields[2], Canterbury, and other places, and that they had a much better price for their work than in France and the like.



My father, I say, told me that he was more pestered with the clamours of these people than of those who were truly refugees and fled in distress merely for conscience.



I was about ten years old when I was brought over hither, where, as I have said, my father lived in very good circumstances and died in about eleven years more; in which time, as I had accomplished myself for the sociable part of the world, so I had acquainted myself with some of our English neighbours, as is the custom in London; and as, while I was young, I had picked up three or four play-fellows and companions suitable to my years, so as we grew bigger we learnt to call one another intimates and friends, and this forwarded very much the finishing me for conversation and the world.



I went to English schools, and, being young, I learnt the English tongue perfectly well, with all the customs of the English young women; so that I retained nothing of the French but the speech, nor did I so much as keep any remains of the French language tagged to my way of speaking, as most foreigners do, but spoke what we call natural English, as if I had been born here.



Being to give my own character, I must be excused to give it as impartially as possible, and as if I was speaking of another body; and the sequel will leave you to judge whether I flatter myself or no.



I was (speaking of myself as about fourteen years of age) tall and very well made, sharp as a hawk in matters of common knowledge, quick and smart in discourse, apt to be satirical, full of repartee, and a little too forward in conversation; or, as we call it in English, bold, though perfectly modest in my behaviour. Being French born, I danced, as some say, naturally, loved it extremely, and sang well also; and so well, that, as you will hear, it was afterwards some advantage to me. With all these things, I wanted neither wit, beauty, nor money. In this manner I set out into the world, having all the advantages that any young woman could desire to recommend me to others and form a prospect of happy living to myself.



At about fifteen years of age my father gave me, as he called it in French, 25,000 livres, that is to say, two thousand pounds portion, and married me to an eminent brewer in the City. Pardon me if I conceal his name, for though he was the foundation of my ruin, I cannot take so severe a revenge upon him.



With this thing called a husband I lived eight years in good fashion, and for some part of the time kept a coach; that is to say, a kind of mock coach, for all the week the horses were kept at work in the dray carts, but on Sunday I had the privilege to go abroad in my chariot, either to church or otherwise, as my husband and I could agree about it; which, by the way, was not very often. But of that hereafter.



Before I proceed in the history of the married part of my life, you must allow me to give as impartial an account of my husband as I have done of myself. He was a jolly, handsome fellow as any woman need wish for a companion, tall and well made, rather a little too large, but not so as to be ungenteel; he danced well, which I think was the first thing that brought us together. He had an old father who managed the business carefully, so that he had little of that part laid on him but now and then to appear and show himself; and he took the advantage of it, for he troubled himself very little about it, but went abroad, kept company, hunted much, and loved it exceedingly.



After I have told you that he was a handsome man and a good sportsman, I have indeed said all; and unhappy was I--like other young people of our sex, I chose him for being a handsome, jolly fellow, as I have said--for he was otherwise a weak, empty-headed, untaught creature as any woman could ever desire to be coupled with. And here I must take the liberty, whatever I have to reproach myself with in my after conduct, to turn to my fellow creatures, the young ladies of this country, and speak to them by way of precaution. If you have any regard to your future happiness, any view of living comfortably with a husband, any hope of preserving your fortunes or restoring them after any disaster, never, ladies, marry a fool. Any husband rather than a fool. With some other husbands you may be unhappy, but with a fool you will be miserable; with another husband you may, I say, be unhappy, but with a fool you must; nay, if he would, he cannot make you easy, everything he does is so awkward, everything he says is so empty, a woman of any sense cannot but be surfeited and sick of him twenty times a day. What is more shocking than for a woman to bring a handsome, comely fellow of a husband into company and then be obliged to blush for him every time she hears him speak; to hear other gentlemen talk sense and he able to say nothing, and so look like a fool; or, which is worse, hear him talk nonsense and be laughed at for a fool?



In the next place, there are so many sorts of fools, such an infinite variety of fools, and so hard it is to know the worst of the kind, that I am obliged to say, no fool, ladies, at all, no kind of fool; whether a mad fool or a sober fool, a wise fool or a silly fool, take anything but a fool; nay, be anything, be even an old maid, the worst of nature's curses, rather than take up with a fool.



But to leave this awhile, for I shall have occasion to speak of it again, my case was particularly hard, for I had a variety of foolish things complicated in this unhappy match.



First, and which I must confess is very unsufferable, he was a conceited fool, tout opiniâtre; everything he said was right, was best, and was to the purpose, whoever was in company and whatever was advanced by others, though with the greatest modesty imaginable. And yet when he came to defend what he had said by argument and reason, he would do it so weakly, so emptily, and so nothing to the purpose, that it was enough to make anybody that heard him sick and ashamed of him.



Secondly, he was positive and obstinate, and the most positive in the most simple and inconsistent things such as were intolerable to bear.



These two articles, if there had been no more, qualified him to be a most unbearable creature for a husband, and so it may be supposed at first sight what kind of life I led with him. However, I did as well as I could and held my tongue, which was the only victory I gained over him; for when he would talk after his own empty rattling way with me, and I would not answer or enter into discourse with him on the point he was upon, he would rise up in the greatest passion imaginable and go away, which was the cheapest way I had to be delivered.



I could enlarge here much upon the method I took to make my life passable and easy with the most incorrigible temper in the world, but it is too long and the articles too trifling. I shall mention some of them as the circumstances I am to relate shall necessarily bring them in.



After I had been married about four years my own father died, my mother having been dead before. He liked my match so ill, and saw so little room to be satisfied with the conduct of my husband, that though he left me 5,000 livres and more at his death, yet he left it in the hands of my elder brother, who, running on too rashly in his adventures as a merchant, failed, and lost not only what he had but what he had for me too, as you shall hear presently.



Thus I lost the last gift of my father's bounty by having a husband not fit to be trusted with it; there's one of the benefits of marrying a fool!



Within two years after my own father's death my husband's father also died, and, as I thought, left him a considerable addition to his estate; the whole trade of the brewhouse, which was a very good one, being now his own.



But this addition to his stock was his ruin, for he had no genius to business. He had no knowledge of his accounts; he bustled a little about it indeed at first, and put on a face of business, but he soon grew slack. It was below him to inspect his books, he committed all that to his clerks and book-keepers, and while he found money in cash to pay the maltman and the excise, and put some in his pocket, he was perfectly easy and indolent, let the main chance go how it would.



I foresaw the consequences of this, and attempted several times to persuade him to apply himself to his business. I put him in mind how his customers complained of the neglect of his servants on one hand, and how abundance broke in his debt, on the other hand, for want of the clerk's care to secure him, and the like; but he thrust me by, either with hard words or fraudulently with representing the cases otherwise than they were.



However, to cut short a dull story which ought not to be long, he began to find his trade sunk, his stock declined, and that, in short, he could not carry on his business; and once or twice his brewing utensils were extended for the excise, and the last time he was put to great extremities to clear them.



This alarmed him, and he resolved to lay down his trade, which indeed I was not sorry for; foreseeing that if he did not lay it down in time, he would be forced to do it another way, namely, as a bankrupt. Also, I was willing he should draw out while he had something left, lest I should come to be stripped at home and be turned out of doors with my children, for I had now five children by him: the only work (perhaps) that fools are good for.



I thought myself happy when he got another man to take his brewhouse clear off his hands; for, paying down a large sum of money, my husband found himself a clear man, all his debts paid, and with between two and three thousand pounds in his pocket. And being now obliged to remove from the brewhouse, we took a house at ----, a village about two miles out of town; and happy I thought myself, all things considered, that I was got off clear upon so good terms, and had my handsome fellow had but one capful of wit, I had been still well enough.



I proposed to him either to buy some place with the money or with part of it, and offered to join my part to it, which was then in being and might have been secured; so we might have lived tolerably, at least, during his life. But as it is the part of a fool to be void of counsel, so he neglected it, lived on as he did before, kept his horses and men, rode every day out to the forest a-hunting, and nothing was done all this while. But the money decreased apace, and I thought I saw my ruin hastening on without any possible way to prevent it.



I was not wanting with all that persuasions and entreaties could perform, but it was all fruitless; representing to him how fast our money wasted, and what would be our condition when it was gone, made no impression on him; but like one stupid he went on, not valuing all that tears and lamentations could be supposed to do, nor did he abate his figure or equipage, his horses or servants, even to the last, till he had not a hundred pounds left in the whole world.



It was not above three years that all the ready money was thus spending off; yet he spent it, as I may say, foolishly too, for he kept no valuable company neither, but generally with huntsmen and horse-coursers, and men meaner than himself, which is another consequence of a man's being a fool. Such can never take delight in men more wise and capable than themselves; and that makes them converse with scoundrels, drink belch with porters, and keep company always below themselves.



This was my wretched condition, when one morning my husband told me he was sensible he was come to a miserable condition and he would go and seek his fortune somewhere or other. He had said something to that purpose several times before that, upon my pressing him to consider his circumstances and the circumstances of his family before it should be too late. But as I found he had no meaning in anything of that kind, as indeed he had not much in anything he ever said, so I thought they were but words of course now. When he said he would be gone, I used to wish secretly, and even say in my thoughts, "I wish you would, for if you go on thus you will starve us all."



He stayed, however, at home all that day, and lay at home that night. Early the next morning he gets out of bed, goes to a window which looked out towards the stables, and sounds his French horn, as he called it, which was his usual signal to call his men to go out a-hunting.



It was about the latter end of August, and so was light yet at five o'clock, and it was about that time that I heard him and his two men go out and shut the yard gates after them. He said nothing to me more than as usual when he used to go out upon his sport; neither did I rise or say anything to him that was material, but went to sleep again after he was gone for two hours or thereabouts.



It must be a little surprising to the reader to tell him at once that after this I never saw my husband more; but to go further, I not only never saw him more, but I never heard from him or of him, neither of any or either of his two servants or of the horses, either what became of them, where or which way they went, or what they did or intended to do, no more than if the ground had opened and swallowed them all up, and nobody had known it, except as hereafter.



I was not for the first night or two at all surprised, no, nor very much the first week or two, believing that if anything evil had befallen them I should soon enough have heard of that, and also knowing that as he had two servants and three horses with him, it would be the strangest thing in the world that anything could befall them all, but that I must some time or other hear of them.



But you will easily allow that as time ran on a week, two weeks, a month, two months, and so on, I was dreadfully frighted at last, and the more when I looked into my own circumstances and considered the condition in which I was left; with five children and not one farthing subsistence for them, other than about seventy pounds in money and what few things of value I had about me, which, though considerable in themselves, were yet nothing to feed a family, and for a length of time too.



What to do I knew not, nor to whom to have recourse; to keep in the house where I was I could not, the rent being too great, and to leave it without his order, if my husband should return, I could not think of that neither; so that I continued extremely perplexed, melancholy, and discouraged to the last degree.
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I remained in this dejected condition near a twelve-month. My husband had two sisters, who were married and lived very well, and some other near relations that I knew of and I hoped would do something for me, and I frequently sent to these to know if they could give me any account of my vagrant creature; but they all declared to me in answer that they knew nothing about him, and, after frequent sending, began to think me troublesome, and to let me know they thought so too by their treating my maid with very slight and unhandsome returns to her enquiries.



This grated hard and added to my affliction, but I had no recourse but to my tears, for I had not a friend of my own left me in the world. I should have observed that it was about half a year before this elopement of my husband that the disaster I mentioned above befell my brother, who broke[3], and that in such bad circumstances that I had the mortification to hear not only that he was in prison, but that there would be little or nothing to be had by way of composition.



Misfortunes seldom come alone[1q]. This was the forerunner of my husband's flight, and as my expectations were cut off on that side, my husband gone, and my family of children on my hands and nothing to subsist them, my condition was the most deplorable that words can express.



I had some plate and some jewels, as might be supposed, my fortune and former circumstances considered, and my husband, who had never stayed to be distressed, had not been put to the necessity of rifling me, as husbands usually do in such cases. But as I had seen an end of all the ready money during the long time I had lived in a state of expectation for my husband, so I began to make away one thing after another, till those few things of value which I had began to lessen apace, and I saw nothing but misery and the utmost distress before me, even to have my children starve before my face. I leave any one that is a mother of children, and has lived in plenty and good fashion, to consider and reflect what must be my condition. As to my husband, I had now no hope or expectation of seeing him any more, and indeed, if I had, he was the man of all the men in the world the least able to help me, or to have turned his hand to the gaining one shilling towards lessening our distress. He neither had the capacity nor the inclination; he could have been no clerk, for he scarce wrote a legible hand; he was so far from being able to write sense, that he could not make sense of what others wrote; he was so far from understanding good English, that he could not spell good English. To be out of all business was his delight, and he would stand leaning against a post for half an hour together, with pipe in his mouth, with all the tranquillity in the world, smoking, like Dryden's countryman that whistled as he went, for want of thought; and this even when his family was, as it were, starving, that little he had wasting, and that we were all bleeding to death, he not knowing, and as little considering, where to get another shilling when the last was spent.



This being his temper and the extent of his capacity, I confess I did not see so much loss in his parting with me as at first I thought I did, though it was hard and cruel to the last degree in him not giving me the least notice of his design; and indeed, that which I was most astonished at was that, seeing he must certainly have intended this excursion some few moments at least before he put it in practice, yet he did not come and take what little stock of money we had left, or at least a share of it, to bear his expense for a little while; but he did not, and I am morally certain he had not five guineas[4] with him in the world when he went away. All that I could come to the knowledge of about him was that he left his hunting horn, which he called the French horn[5], in the stable, and his hunting saddle, went away in a handsome furniture as they call it, which he used sometimes to travel with, having an embroidered housing, a case of pistols, and other things belonging to them; and one of his servants had another saddle with pistols, though plain, and the other a long gun; so that they did not go out as sportsmen, but rather as travellers. What part of the world they went to I never heard for many years.



As I have said, I sent to his relations, but they sent me short and surly answers; nor did any one of them offer to come to see me or to see the children, or so much as to enquire after them, well perceiving that I was in a condition that was likely to be soon troublesome to them. But it was no time now to dally with them or with the world. I left off sending to them and went myself among them, laid my circumstances open to them, told them my whole case and the condition I was reduced to, begged they would advise me what course to take, laid myself as low as they could desire, and entreated them to consider that I was not in a condition to help myself, and that without some assistance we must all inevitably perish. I told them that if I had but one child, or two children, I would have done my endeavour to have worked for them with my needle, and should only have come to them to beg them to help me to some work, that I might get our bread by my labour; but to think of one single woman not bred to work, and at a loss where to get employment, to get the bread of five children, that was not possible, some of my children being young too, and none of them big enough to help one another.



It was all one; I received not one farthing of assistance from anybody, was hardly asked to sit down at the two sisters' houses, nor offered to eat or drink at two more near relations. The fifth, an ancient gentlewoman, aunt-in-law to my husband, a widow, and the least able also of any of the rest, did indeed ask me to sit down, gave me a dinner, and refreshed me with a kinder treatment than any of the rest, but added the melancholy part, viz. that she would have helped me, but that indeed she was not able; which, however, I was satisfied was very true.



Here I relieved myself with the constant assistant of the afflicted, I mean tears; for, relating to her how I was received by the other of my husband's relations, it made me burst into tears, and I cried vehemently for a great while together, till I made the good old gentlewoman cry too several times.



However, I came home from them all without any relief, and went on at home till I was reduced to such inexpressible distress, that it is not to be described. I had been several times after this at the old aunt's, for I prevailed with her to promise me to go and talk with the other relations; at least, that if possible she could bring some of them to take off the children or to contribute something towards their maintenance; and to do her justice, she did use her endeavour with them, but all was to no purpose, they would do nothing, at least that way. I think, with much entreaty, she obtained by a kind of collection among them all, about eleven or twelve shillings in money, which, though it was a present comfort, was yet not to be named as capable to deliver me from any part of the load that lay upon me.



There was a poor woman that had been a kind of a dependent upon our family, and who I had often, among the rest of the relations, been very kind to. My maid put it into my head one morning to send to this poor woman and to see whether she might not be able to help in this dreadful case.



I must remember it here, to the praise of this poor girl, my maid, that though I was not able to give her any wages, and had told her so, nay, I was not able to pay her the wages that I was in arrears to her, yet she would not leave me; nay, and as long as she had any money when I had none, she would help me out of her own; for which, though I acknowledged her kindness and fidelity, yet it was but a bad coin that she was paid in at last, as will appear in its place.



Amy (for that was her name) put it into my thoughts to send for this poor woman to come to me, for I was now in great distress, and I resolved to do so; but just the very morning that I intended it, the old aunt, with the poor woman in her company, came to see me. The good old gentlewoman was, it seems, heartily concerned for me, and had been talking again among those people, to see what she could do for me, but to very little purpose.



You shall judge a little of my present distress by the posture she found me in. I had five little children, the eldest was under ten years old, and I had not a shilling in the house to buy them victuals, but had sent Amy out with a silver spoon to sell it and bring home something from the butcher's, and I was in a parlour, sitting on the ground with a great heap of old rags, linen, and other things about me, looking them over to see if I had anything among them that would sell or pawn for a little money, and had been crying ready to burst myself to think what I should do next.



At this juncture they knocked at the door. I thought it had been Amy, so I did not rise up, but one of the children opened the door and they came directly into the room where I was, and where they found me in that posture and crying vehemently, as above. I was surprised at their coming, you may be sure, especially seeing the person I had but just before resolved to send for. But when they saw me, how I looked, for my eyes were swelled with crying, and what a condition I was in as to the house and the heaps of things that were about me, and especially when I told them what I was doing and on what occasion, they sat down, like Job's three comforters, and said not one word to me for a great while, but both of them cried as fast and as heartily as I did.



The truth was, there was no need of much discourse in the case, the thing spoke for itself. They saw me in rags and dirt, who was but a little before riding in my coach; thin, and looking almost like one starved, who was before fat and beautiful. The house, that was before handsomely furnished with pictures and ornaments, cabinets, pier-glasses, and everything suitable, was now stripped and naked, most of the goods having been seized by the landlord for rent or sold to buy necessaries. In a word, all was misery and distress, the face of ruin was everywhere to be seen; we had eaten up almost everything, and little remained, unless, like one of the pitiful women of Jerusalem, I should eat up my very children themselves.



After these two good creatures had sat, as I say, in silence some time, and had then looked about them, my maid Amy came in and brought with her a small breast of mutton and two great bunches of turnips, which she intended to stew for our dinner. As for me, my heart was so overwhelmed at seeing these two friends, for such they were, though poor, and at their seeing me in such a condition, that I fell into another violent fit of crying; so that, in short, I could not speak to them again for a great while longer.



During my being in such an agony they went to my maid Amy at another part of the same room, and talked with her. Amy told them all my circumstances, and set them forth in such moving terms and so to the life, that I could not upon any terms have done it like her myself; and, in a word, affected them both with it in such a manner, that the old aunt came to me, and though hardly able to speak for tears, "Look ye, cousin," said she in a few words, "things must not stand thus; some course must be taken, and that forthwith. Pray, where were these children born?" I told her the parish where we lived before; that four of them were born there and one in the house where I now was, where the landlord, after having seized my goods for the rent past, not then knowing my circumstances, had now given me leave to live for a whole year more without any rent, being moved with compassion, but that this year was now almost expired.



Upon hearing this account they came to this resolution: that the children should be all carried by them to the door of one of the relations mentioned above and be set down there by the maid Amy, and that I, the mother, should remove for some days, shut up the doors, and be gone; that the people should be told that if they did not think fit to take some care of the children, they might send for the churchwardens if they thought that better, for that they were born in that parish and there they must be provided for; as for the other child which was born in the parish of ----, that was already taken care of by the parish officers there, for indeed they were so sensible of the distress of the family, that they had at first word done what was their part to do.



This was what these good women proposed, and bade me leave the rest to them. I was at first sadly afflicted at the thoughts of parting with my children, and especially at that terrible thing their being taken into the parish keeping; and then a hundred terrible things came into my thoughts, viz. of parish children being starved at nurse, of their being ruined, let grow crooked, lamed, and the like for want of being taken care of, and this sank my very heart within me.



But the misery of my own circumstances hardened my heart against my own flesh and blood, and when I considered they must inevitably be starved, and I too, if I continued to keep them about me, I began to be reconciled to parting with them all, anyhow and anywhere, that I might be freed from the dreadful necessity of seeing them all perish and perishing with them myself. So I agreed to go away out of the house and leave the management of the whole matter to my maid Amy and to them; and accordingly I did so, and the same afternoon they carried them all away to one of their aunts.



Amy, a resolute girl, knocked at the door with the children all with her, and bade the eldest, as soon as the door was open, run in, and the rest after her. She set them all down at the door before she knocked, and when she knocked she stayed till a maidservant came to the door. "Sweetheart," said she, "pray go in and tell your mistress, here are her little cousins come to see her from ----," naming the town where we lived; at which the maid offered to go back. "Here, child," says Amy, "take one of them in your hand, and I'll bring the rest." So she gives her the least, and the wench goes in mighty innocently with the little one in her hand; upon which Amy turns the rest in after her, shuts the door softly, and marches off as fast as she could.



Just in the interval of this, and even while the maid and her mistress were quarrelling, for the mistress raved and scolded at her like a mad-woman, and had ordered her to go and stop the maid Amy and turn all the children out of the doors again, but she had been at the door and Amy was gone, and the wench was out of her wits and the mistress too--I say, just at this juncture came the poor old woman, not the aunt, but the other of the two that had been with me, and knocks at the door. The aunt did not go because she had pretended to advocate for me, and they would have suspected her of some contrivance; but as for the other woman, they did not so much as know that she had kept up any correspondence with me.



Amy and she had contrived this between them, and it was well enough contrived that they did so. When she came into the house the mistress was fuming and raging like one distracted, and calling the maid all the foolish jades and sluts that she could think of, and that she would take the children and turn them all out into the streets. The good poor woman, seeing her in such a passion, turned about as if she would be gone again, and said, "Madam, I'll come another time, I see you are engaged." "No, no, Mrs. ----," says the mistress, "I am not much engaged; sit down. This senseless creature here has brought in my fool of a brother's whole house of children upon me, and tells me that a wench brought them to the door and thrust them in and bade her carry them to me; but it shall be no disturbance to me, for I have ordered them to be set in the street without the door, and so let the churchwardens take care of them, or else make this dull jade carry them back to ---- again and let her that brought them into the world look after them if she will. What does she send her brats to me for?"



"The last indeed had been the best of the two," says the poor woman, "if it had been to be done; and that brings me to tell you my errand and the occasion of my coming, for I came on purpose about this very business, and to have prevented this being put upon you if I could; but I see I am come too late."



"How do you mean too late?" says the mistress. "What, have you been concerned in this affair, then? What, have you helped bring this family slur upon us?"



"I hope you do not think such a thing of me, madam," says the poor woman; "but I went this morning to ---- to see my old mistress and benefactor, for she had been very kind to me, and when I came to the door I found all fast locked and bolted, and the house looking as if nobody was at home.



"I knocked at the door but nobody came, till at last some of the neighbours' servants called to me and said, 'There's nobody lives there, mistress, what do you knock for?' I seemed surprised at that. 'What, nobody live there!' said I; 'what d'ye mean? Does not Mrs. ---- live there?' The answer was, 'No, she is gone'; at which I parleyed with one of them and asked her what was the matter. 'Matter,' says she, 'why, 'tis matter enough; the poor gentlewoman has lived there all alone, and without anything to subsist her, a long time, and this morning the landlord turned her out of doors.'



"'Out of doors!' says I; 'what, with all her children! poor lambs, what is become of them?' 'Why, truly nothing worse,' said they, 'can come to them than staying here, for they were almost starved with hunger.' So the neighbours seeing the poor lady in such distress, for she stood crying and wringing her hands over her children like one distracted, sent for the churchwardens to take care of the children; and they when they came took the youngest, which was born in this parish, and have got it a very good nurse and taken care of it; but as for the other four, they had sent them away to some of their father's relations, who were very substantial people and who, besides that, lived in the parish where they were born.



"I was not so surprised at this as not presently to foresee that this trouble would be brought upon you or upon Mr. ----, so I came immediately to bring you word of it, that you might be prepared for it and might not be surprised, but I see they have been too nimble for me, so that I know not what to advise. The poor woman, it seems, is turned out of doors into the street, and another of the neighbours there told me that when they took her children from her she swooned away, and when they recovered her out of that she ran distracted, and is put into a madhouse by the parish, for there is nobody else to take any care of her."



This was all acted to the life by this good, kind, poor creature; for though her design was perfectly good and charitable, yet there was not one word of it true in fact; for I was not turned out of doors by the landlord, nor gone distracted. It was true indeed that at parting with my poor children I fainted, and was like one mad when I came to myself and found they were gone, but I remained in the house a good while after that, as you shall hear.



While the poor woman was telling this dismal story, in came the gentlewoman's husband, and though her heart was hardened against all pity, who was really and nearly related to the children, for they were the children of her own brother, yet the good man was quite softened with the dismal relation of the circumstances of the family; and when the poor woman had done he said to his wife, "This is a dismal case, my dear, indeed, and something must be done." His wife fell a-raving at him. "What!" says she, "do you want to have four children to keep? Have we not children of our own? Would you have these brats come and eat up my children's bread? No, no, let them go to the parish, and let them take care of them; I'll take care of my own."



"Come, come, my dear," says the husband, "charity is a duty to the poor, and he that gives to the poor lends to the Lord; let us lend our heavenly Father a little of our children's bread, as you call it; it will be a store well laid up for them, and will be the best security that our children shall never
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