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    At once a comedy of manners and a study of moral self-possession, the novel traces a young woman’s first encounters with a society whose glittering surfaces conceal tests of judgment, vulnerability, and resolve.

Evelina is an epistolary novel by Frances Burney, first published anonymously in 1778, set largely in late eighteenth-century England among London drawing rooms, pleasure gardens, theaters, and fashionable resorts. Written as a series of letters, it belongs to the emerging novel of manners and the sentimental tradition, while also adopting brisk satire to examine social behavior. Its appearance quickly established Burney as a notable voice in English fiction, and readers have long valued the book for its blend of entertainment and insight into urban sociability, propriety, and the shifting codes of polite life in the period.

The premise is deliberately simple: a well-bred but inexperienced young woman, raised in the country under the care of a conscientious guardian, is invited into public life and must learn how to move through it. Parties, assemblies, and chance encounters become lessons in conversation, etiquette, and restraint, all witnessed through letters that record shock, delight, confusion, and growth. Without revealing plot turns, it is enough to say that the novel offers an immersive portrait of first impressions: the thrill of gaiety, the embarrassment of missteps, and the dawning recognition that judgment is forged under the public gaze.

Burney’s style marries lively observation with controlled irony. The epistolary form gives immediacy to social scenes and lets contrasting correspondents color events with partiality and tact, revealing how perspective shapes truth. Dialogue feels theatrical but grounded in everyday frictions: crowded rooms, inconvenient introductions, and the choreography of invitations. Readers encounter satire that is playful rather than cruel, humor that leans on timing and misunderstanding, and sentiment that resists excess by tethering feeling to conduct. The mood shifts adroitly from sparkling to sober as the heroine’s education in civility exposes both the pleasures and pressures of belonging in polite society.

Key themes include reputation as a social currency, the performance of class, and the ethics of attention—who is seen, who is heard, and on what terms. The novel probes how politeness can protect but also entrap, how laughter can signal friendship or sanction, and how power circulates in small gestures as much as in grand pronouncements. Gendered expectations are central: flirtation, gallantry, and harassment appear along a continuum that the heroine must discern. Throughout, Burney considers the difference between innocence and ignorance, suggesting that true refinement depends less on birth or fashion than on steadiness of mind and clarity of feeling.

For contemporary readers, Evelina matters because it illuminates how public life can magnify vulnerability while demanding poise, a dynamic still recognizable in social media cultures and professional arenas. Its questions about consent, civility, and the cost of visibility feel current, as does its insistence that wit without kindness is merely dominance in disguise. The book also rewards those curious about the roots of the English novel: it exemplifies how narrative voice, character interiority, and social observation became engines of storytelling that later writers would develop in varied directions.

Approach the novel as both entertainment and inquiry. The letters invite you to hear the music of eighteenth-century conversation, to watch how a glance or a poorly timed remark can reorder a room, and to measure growth not by dramatic revelations but by finer calibrations of tact and courage. Expect brisk scenes, memorable comic types, and a heroine whose prudence never stifles feeling. Read with an ear for tone and with patience for custom and ceremony, and the book reveals not only a world of fashion but also a rigorous education in empathy, discernment, and the art of keeping one’s balance.
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    Evelina, or The History of a Young Lady’s Entrance into the World (1778) by Frances Burney is an epistolary novel that traces the social debut of Evelina Anville, a well-bred yet inexperienced young woman. Through letters chiefly to her guardian, Reverend Mr. Villars, the narrative records her observation of manners, rank, and reputation in Georgian England. The story follows her first season, the dilemmas of propriety, and the testing of judgment amid competing influences. Without moralizing, the letters present scenes of entertainment, confusion, and risk as Evelina learns to distinguish sincerity from affectation. The novel’s central concern is how character reveals itself within public sociability.

Raised in seclusion at Berry Hill under the affectionate guidance of Mr. Villars, Evelina has an uncertain family standing due to disputed claims about her birth. When family friends, the Mirvans, invite her to London, she hesitates but accepts, eager and apprehensive about the expectations of fashion and decorum. The journey marks a transition from sheltered innocence to exposure in mixed company. Early letters dwell on dress, conversation, and the rules of assemblies, where a misstep can harm reputation. Evelina’s amiability and modesty attract notice, but her inexperience leaves her vulnerable to misunderstanding in crowded rooms and at public entertainments.

In London, Evelina encounters notable figures who shape her impressions of high society. Lord Orville appears as a model of considerate politeness, attentive yet respectful, offering a standard by which she measures others. Sir Clement Willoughby, lively and insistent, pursues her with pressing attentions that rarely accord with her comfort. The contrast between these men highlights competing codes of conduct. Visits to the opera, Ranelagh, and Vauxhall test Evelina’s poise during dances, introductions, and unexpected encounters. Moments of embarrassment, born from uncertain etiquette, underscore how swiftly rumor and slight errors circulate, influencing how she is perceived by acquaintances and strangers.

Complications intensify with the arrival of Madame Duval, Evelina’s French grandmother, whose ambitions and manners collide with English expectations. Madame Duval’s disputes with the blunt Captain Mirvan generate noisy scenes that place Evelina in awkward proximity to ridicule. Pressed into visits with the Branghtons, tradespeople related through Madame Duval, Evelina observes a bustling commercial milieu whose values differ from polite circles. At their shops and lodgings she meets intrusive acquaintances and endures coarse curiosity, learning to protect her dignity without open offense. These episodes expand the social canvas, contrasting genteel restraint with vulgar display, and foreshadow challenges tied to her family connections.

Public amusements continue to provide both delight and danger. At a masquerade and other festivities, disguises and crowds foster misunderstandings, while street encounters expose Evelina to unwanted gallantry and impertinence. She strives to reconcile kindness with firmness, aware that refusals can be misread. Letters register her cautious esteem for Lord Orville, rooted in consistent consideration rather than showy speeches, even as meddling acquaintances complicate communication. Sir Clement’s persistence, with its mixture of charm and presumption, creates uneasy obligations. Evelina begins to see how social performance can conceal intention, prompting her to rely more heavily on counsel from trusted, judicious friends.

A change of scene brings Evelina to a fashionable spa, where health and diversion intermingle with careful watching of reputations. There she renews important acquaintances and faces renewed scrutiny from those who judge by appearances. Subtle slights, circulating stories, and a questionable letter produce a painful estrangement, the specifics of which are clouded by hearsay and interference. Evelina’s prudence is tested as she balances gratitude, pride, and the need to act transparently. Meanwhile, Sir Clement’s attentions become more importunate, heightening the stakes of every public encounter. The correspondence captures her effort to maintain composure while seeking honorable clarity.

Questions surrounding Evelina’s parentage move to the foreground, urged by Madame Duval’s plans and by legalistic disputes over names and inheritance. Documents, testimonies, and recollections are weighed, while friends debate whether publicity would repair injury or inflict new harm. Mrs. Selwyn, a sharp-witted ally at the spa, presses for decisive steps to secure Evelina’s rights without compromising delicacy. Prospects of an interview with a distant relation raise hopes and fears. Throughout these inquiries, Evelina insists on respectful conduct even toward those who may have wronged her, emphasizing truth, decorum, and the protection of all parties from needless humiliation.

As revelations accumulate, misunderstandings begin to clear, and conduct proves a more reliable guide than pronouncements. Evelina gains confidence in navigating invitations, correspondents, and suitors, learning when to speak and when to withhold judgment. Friendships are consolidated on the basis of mutual esteem, while impertinent claims are gently but firmly checked. Her social position stabilizes as past ambiguities find lawful and public resolution. Without resorting to melodrama, the narrative moves toward reconciliation between private feeling and social duty, indicating the possibility of a union that honors both affection and propriety, and of a future secured by recognized identity.

Overall, Evelina presents a clear portrait of a young woman’s first entry into the world, emphasizing manners as both trial and revelation. The letters examine how civility can express genuine regard or mask self-interest, and how judgment matures through experience rather than instruction alone. Satiric scenes with vulgarly ambitious relations, gallant pursuers, and blunt sea captains offset quieter moments of counsel and reflection. The book’s central message concerns the formation of character under public scrutiny: integrity, patience, and discrimination allow innocence to become prudence without loss of feeling. Its enduring appeal lies in this balanced study of sensibility and sense.
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    Evelina unfolds in the mid-1770s, during the early reign of George III (1760–1820), when London was the British Empire’s teeming social and commercial capital. The narrative concentrates on the West End’s public entertainments—Vauxhall Gardens in Lambeth, Ranelagh Gardens in Chelsea (opened 1742), the Pantheon on Oxford Street (opened 1772)—and the playhouses at Drury Lane and Covent Garden. It also moves to spa landscapes at Bristol Hotwells and Clifton, fashionable resorts in the 1760s–1770s. The contrast between a quiet rural parsonage and metropolitan spaces frames the heroine’s moral testing. Burney exploits real venues, schedules, and rituals of the London season to dramatize ceremony, courtship, and social surveillance.

The London social season and pleasure-garden culture are central historical backdrops. Vauxhall Gardens, refurbished by Jonathan Tyers in 1732, offered music, fireworks, and illuminated walks at a modest admission. Ranelagh’s vast Rotunda (opened 1742) hosted promenades and concerts that mingled rank and wealth under close observation. The Pantheon (1772), designed by James Wyatt, staged ridottos and masquerades that became fashionable by mid-decade. These venues normalized public courtship under chaperonage while amplifying gossip and reputation. Evelina’s awkward introductions at a ridotto, her visits to Vauxhall and Ranelagh, and her misreadings of etiquette mirror the precise codes governing mixed-company leisure in London, where a misstep could echo through the season’s tightly knit networks.

Debates over marriage, legitimacy, and guardianship were transformed by Hardwicke’s Marriage Act of 1753, which required banns or license and parental consent for parties under 21, invalidating clandestine marriages in England and Wales. While Scotland (e.g., Gretna Green) remained a loophole, the Act tightened property transmission and heightened concern over seduction and sham unions. Concurrently, coverture subordinated a married woman’s legal identity to her husband, and illegitimate children faced severe inheritance barriers. Evelina’s contested paternity and dependence on her guardian, Mr. Villars, reflect these frameworks. The plot’s fear of abduction and dishonorable proposals—especially the threatened coach episode—dramatizes the period’s legal-­social anxiety about women’s consent, reputation, and access to patrimony.

The expansion of London’s middling sorts reshaped urban life. By the 1770s, the metropolis approached three-quarters of a million people, with retail corridors in Holborn, the Strand, and Cheapside flourishing on credit, display windows, and fashionable turnover. Shopkeeping families, apprentices, and artisans negotiated status through consumption and civility. Evelina’s encounters with the Branghton circle—tradespeople linked to Holborn—expose tensions between genteel polish and commercial ambition, as shopping trips, bargain-hunting, and curiosity become social theater. This world of counter, ledger, and showroom reflects a wider consumer revolution (mid-eighteenth century) that blurred rank signals. Burney’s scenes anatomize how purchasing power, accent, and address could elevate or embarrass, making the shop a crucible of class negotiation.

The theater and the opera structured elite and middling sociability. Drury Lane under David Garrick (manager 1747–1776) refined acting styles and audience discipline, while Covent Garden offered a competing bill of plays and afterpieces. Italian opera at the King’s Theatre, Haymarket, drew aristocratic subscribers and foreign stars; figures such as Venanzio Rauzzini sang in London in the 1770s. Boxes doubled as display platforms where etiquette, patronage, and flirtation were observed. Evelina’s outings to the playhouse and opera highlight the perils of the public gaze—assignations, impertinent strangers, and scrutinized seating—while Burney’s familial ties to London’s musical world (through Charles Burney) inform the novel’s detailed staging of performance culture and its moral ambiguities.

Spa culture and health tourism peaked in the 1760s–1770s, with Bristol Hotwells—set in the Avon Gorge beneath Clifton—promoted for its mineral waters and mild air. Turnpike Acts (mid-eighteenth century) improved roads; by the 1770s, faster stagecoaches connected London to western resorts in roughly two days, enabling seasonal circuits of cure, promenade, and assembly rooms. These sites functioned as secondary marriage markets, governed by ritualized visits, subscription lists, and supervised walks. Evelina’s sojourn at Hotwells and Clifton inserts her into this regime of polite visibility, where the same rules of rank, conversation, and partner selection apply outside the capital, reinforcing how health, leisure, and courtship intertwined in Georgian social geography.

Urban order, mobility, and the risks of public space formed another historical matrix. The Bow Street Runners, founded in 1749 by Henry Fielding and continued by Sir John Fielding, pioneered professional policing; a mounted patrol began in 1763. The Westminster Paving Act (1762) improved lighting and street surfaces, yet hackney coaches and crowded promenades remained sites of vulnerability for unprotected women. Evelina’s threatened abduction in a coach and repeated street harassment dramatize these hazards, while the reliance on chaperonage exposes limitations of enforcement. Burney shows how civility could be a veneer over coercion, and how the geography of pleasure—parks, gardens, and theatres—demanded constant negotiation between visibility, safety, and reputation.

As social and political critique, Evelina exposes the inequities embedded in Georgian manners: class staging in pleasure gardens and theatres; the legal subordination of women under coverture and the harsh consequences of disputed legitimacy; and the coercive masculinity that thrives in poorly policed public spaces. By juxtaposing aristocratic polish with commercial pretension, the novel challenges the equation of virtue with rank and the marketization of courtship. Its Bristol and London settings test whether civility is moral substance or spectacle. In interrogating guardianship, inheritance, and female vulnerability, Burney indicts a regime where law and custom protect reputation and property more reliably than women’s consent and personal dignity.
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TO DR. BURNEY



Oh, Author of my being!-far more dear

To me than light, than nourishment, or rest,

Hygeia's blessings, Rapture's burning tear,

Or the life-blood that mantles in my breast!


If in my heart the love of Virtue glows,

'T was planted there by an unerring rule;

From thy example the pure flame arose,

Thy life, my precept,-thy good works, my school.


Could my weak pow'rs thy num'rous virtues trace,

By filial love each fear should be repress'd,

The blush of Incapacity I'd chace,

And stand, Recorder of thy worth, confess'd:


But since my niggard stars that gift refuse,

Concealment is the only boon I claim;

Obscure be still the unsuccessful Muse,

Who cannot raise, but would not sink, thy fame.


Oh! of my life at once the source and joy!

If e'er thy eyes these feeble lines survey,

Let not their folly their intent destroy;

Accept the tribute-but forget the lay.




TO THE AUTHORS OF THE MONTHLY AND CRITICAL REVIEWS.

GENTLEMEN, The liberty which I take in addressing to you the trifling
production of a few idle hours, will doubtless move your wonder,
and probably your contempt. I will not, however, with the futility of
apologies, intrude upon your time, but briefly acknowledge the motives
of my temerity; lest, by a premature exercise of that patience which
I hope will befriend me, I should lessen its benevolence, and be
accessary to my own condemnation.

Without name, without recommendation, and unknown alike to success
and disgrace, to whom can I so properly apply for patronage, as to
those who publicly profess themselves Inspectors of all literary
performances?

The extensive plan of your critical observations,-which, not confined
to works of utility or ingenuity, is equally open to those of frivolous
amusement,-and, yet worse than frivolous, dullness,-encourages me
to seek for your protection, since,-perhaps for my sins!-it intitles
me to your annotations. To resent, therefore, this offering, however
insignificant, would ill become the universality of your undertaking;
though not to despise it may, alas! be out of your power.

The language of adulation, and the incense of flattery, though the
natural inheritance, and constant resource, from time immemorial,
of the Dedicator, to me offer nothing but the wistful regret that I
dare not invoke their aid.  Sinister views would be imputed to all I
could say; since, thus situated, to extol your judgment, would seem
the effect of art, and to celebrate your impartiality, be attributing
to suspecting it.

As magistrates of the press, and Censors for the public,-to which
you are bound by the sacred ties of integrity to exert the most
spirited impartiality, and to which your suffrages should carry the
marks of pure, dauntless, irrefragable truth-to appeal to your MERCY,
were to solicit your dishonour; and therefore,-though 'tis sweeter
than frankincense,-more grateful to the senses than all the odorous
perfumes of Arabia,-and though


	
		
	It droppeth like the gentle rain from heaven Upon the place beneath,-



I court it not! to your justice alone I am intitled, and by that I
must abide.  Your engagements are not to the supplicating authors;
but to the candid public, which will not fail to crave


	
		
	The penalty and forfeit of your bond.



No hackneyed writer, inured to abuse, and callous to criticism,
here braves your severity;-neither does a half-starved garretteer,


	
		
	Oblig'd by hunger-and request of friends,-



implore your lenity: your examination will be alike unbiassed by
partiality and prejudice;-no refractory murmuring will follow your
censure, no private interest will be gratified by your praise.

Let not the anxious solicitude with which I recommend myself to your
notice, expose me to your derision. Remember, Gentlemen, you were all
young writers once, and the most experienced veteran of your corps may,
by recollecting his first publication, renovate his first terrors,
and learn to allow for mine.  For though Courage is one of the noblest
virtues of this nether sphere; and though scarcely more requisite in
the field of battle, to guard the fighting hero from disgrace, than
in the private commerce of the world, to ward off that littleness of
soul which leads, by steps imperceptible, to all the base train of
the inferior passions, and by which the too timid mind is betrayed
into a servility derogatory to the dignity of human nature! yet is
it a virtue of no necessity in a situation such as mine; a situation
which removes, even from cowardice itself, the sting of ignominy;-for
surely that courage may easily be dispensed with, which would rather
excite disgust than admiration! Indeed, it is the peculiar privilege
of an author, to rob terror of contempt, and pusillanimity of reproach.

Here let me rest- and snatch myself, while I yet am able, from the
fascination of EGOTISM:-a monster who has more votaries than ever
did homage to the most popular deity of antiquity; and whose singular
quality is, that while he excites a blind and involuntary adoration in
almost every individual, his influence is universally disallowed, his
power universally contemned, and his worship, even by his followers,
never mentioned but with abhorence.

In addressing you jointly, I mean but to mark the generous sentiments
by which liberal criticism, to the utter annihilation of envy,
jealousy, and all selfish views, ought to be distinguished.

I have the honour to be,


	
	GENTLEMEN,
	
	Your most obedient
	
	Humble Servant,
	
	*** ****
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IN the republic of letters, there is no member of such inferior rank,
or who is so much disdained by his brethren of the quill, as the
humble Novelist; nor is his fate less hard in the world at large,
since, among the whole class of writers, perhaps not one can be named
of which the votaries are more numerous but less respectable.

Yet, while in the annals of those few of our predecessors, to whom
this species of writing is indebted for being saved from contempt,
and rescued from depravity, we can trace such names as Rousseau,
Johnson,[1] Marivaux, Fielding, Richardson, and Smollett, no man need
blush at starting from the same post, though many, nay, most men,
may sigh at finding themselves distanced.

The following letters are presented to the Public-for such, by novel
writers, novel readers will be called,-with a very singular mixture of
timidity and confidence, resulting from the peculiar situation of the
editor; who, though trembling for their success from a consciousness
of their imperfections, yet fears not being involved in their disgrace,
while happily wrapped up in a mantle of impenetrable obscurity.

To draw characters from nature, though not from life, and to mark
the manners of the times, is the attempted plan of the following
letters. For this purpose, a young female, educated in the most
secluded retirement, makes, at the age of seventeen, her first
appearance upon the great and busy stage of life; with a virtuous
mind, a cultivated understanding, and a feeling heart, her ignorance
of the forms, and inexperience in the manners of the world, occasion
all the little incidents which these volumes record, and which form
the natural progression of the life of a young woman of obscure birth,
but conspicuous beauty, for the first six months after her Entrance
into the world.

Perhaps, were it possible to effect the total extirpation of novels[1],
our young ladies in general, and boarding-school damsels in particular,
might profit from their annihilation; but since the distemper they
have spread seems incurable, since their contagion bids defiance
to the medicine of advice or reprehension, and since they are found
to baffle all the mental art of physic, save what is prescribed by
the slow regimen of Time, and bitter diet of Experience; surely all
attempts to contribute to the number of those which may be read,
if not with advantage, at least without injury, ought rather to be
encouraged than contemned.

Let me, therefore, prepare for disappointment those who, in the perusal
of these sheets, entertain the gentle expectation of being transported
to the fantastic regions of Romance, where Fiction is coloured by all
the gay tints of luxurious Imagination, where Reason is an outcast,
and where the sublimity of the Marvellous rejects all aid from
sober Probability. The heroine of these memoirs, young, artless,
and inexperienced, is


	
		
	No faultless Monster that the world ne'er saw;



but the offspring of Nature, and of Nature in her simplest attire.

In all the Arts, the value of copies can only be proportioned to the
scarcity of originals: among sculptors and painters, a fine statue,
or a beautiful picture, of some great master, may deservedly employ
the imitative talents of young and inferior artists, that their
appropriation to one spot may not wholly prevent the more general
expansion of their excellence; but, among authors, the reverse is the
case, since the noblest productions of literature are almost equally
attainable with the meanest. In books, therefore, imitation cannot
be shunned too sedulously; for the very perfection of a model which
is frequently seen, serves but more forcibly to mark the inferiority
of a copy.

To avoid what is common, without adopting what is unnatural, must
limit the ambition of the vulgar herd of authors: however zealous,
therefore, my veneration of the great writers I have mentioned,
however I may feel myself enlightened by the knowledge of Johnson,
charmed with the eloquence of Rousseau, softened by the pathetic
powers of Richardson, and exhiliarated by the wit of Fielding and
humour of Smollett, I yet presume not to attempt pursuing the same
ground which they have tracked; whence, though they may have cleared
the weeds, they have also culled the flowers; and, though they have
rendered the path plain, they have left it barren.

The candour of my readers I have not the impertinence to doubt, and
to their indulgence I am sensible I have no claim; I have, therefore,
only to intreat, that my own words may not pronounce my condemnation;
and that what I have here ventured to say in regard to imitation, may
be understood as it is meant, in a general sense, and not be imputed
to an opinion of my own originality, which I have not the vanity,
the folly, or the blindness, to entertain.

Whatever may be the fate of these letters, the editor is satisfied
they will meet with justice; and commits them to the press, though
hopeless of fame, yet not regardless of censure.
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	↑ However superior the capacities in which these great writers deserve
to be considered, they must pardon me that, for the dignity of my
subject, I here rank the authors of Rasselas and Eloise as Novelists.
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CAN any thing, my good Sir, be more painful to a friendly mind, than
a necessity of communicating disagreeable intelligence? Indeed it is
sometimes difficult to determine, whether the relator or the receiver
of evil tidings is most to be pitied.

I have just had a letter from Madame Duval; she is totally at a loss
in what manner to behave; she seems desirous to repair the wrongs she
has done, yet wishes the world to believe her blameless. She would
fain cast upon another the odium of those misfortunes for which she
alone is answerable. Her letter is violent, sometimes abusive, and
that of you!-you, to whom she is under obligations which are greater
even than her faults, but to whose advice she wickedly imputes all the
sufferings of her much injured daughter, the late Lady Belmont. The
chief purport of her writing I will acquaint you with; the letter
itself is not worthy your notice.

She tells me that she has, for many years past, been in continual
expectation of making a journey to England, which prevented her
writing for information concerning this melancholy subject, by giving
her hopes of making personal inquiries; but family occurrences have
still detained her in France, which country she now sees no prospect
of quitting. She has, therefore, lately used her utmost endeavors
to obtain a faithful account of whatever related to her ill-advised
daughter; the result of which giving her some reason to apprehend,
that, upon her death-bed, she bequeathed an infant orphan to the world,
she most graciously says, that if you, with whom she understands the
child is placed, will procure authentic proofs of its relationship to
her, you may sent it to Paris, where she will properly provide for it.

This woman is, undoubtedly, at length, self-convicted of her most
unnatural behaviour; it is evident, from her writing, that she is
still as vulgar and illiterate as when her first husband, Mr. Evelyn,
had the weakness to marry her; nor does she at all apologize for
addressing herself to me, though I was only once in her company.

Her letter has excited in my daughter Mirvan, a strong desire to be
informed of the motives which induced Madame Duval to abandon the
unfortunate Lady Belmont, at a time when a mother's protection was
peculiarly necessary for her peace and her reputation. Notwithstanding
I was personally acquainted with all the parties concerned in that
affair, the subject always appeared of too delicate a nature to be
spoken of with the principals; I cannot, therefore, satisfy Mrs. Mirvan
otherwise than by applying to you.

By saying that you may send the child, Madame Duval aims at conferring,
where she most owes obligation. I pretend not to give you advice;
you, to whose generous protection this helpless orphan is indebted
for every thing, are the best and only judge of what she ought to
do; but I am much concerned at the trouble and uneasiness which this
unworthy woman may occasion you.

My daughter and my grandchild join with me in desiring to be most
kindly remembered to the amiable girl; and they bid me remind you, that
the annual visit to Howard Grove, which we were formerly promised,
has been discontinued for more than four years.  I am, dear Sir,
with great regard, Your most obedient friend and servant, M. HOWARD.
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YOUR Ladyship did but too well foresee the perplexity and uneasiness
of which Madame Duval[2]'s letter has been productive. However, I ought
rather to be thankful that I have so many years remained unmolested,
than repine at my present embarrassment; since it proves, at least,
that this wretched woman is at length awakened to remorse.

In regard to my answer, I must humbly request your Ladyship to write
to this effect: "That I would not, upon any account, intentionally
offend Madame Duval; but that I have weighty, nay unanswerable
reasons for detaining her grand-daughter at present in England;
the principal of which is, that it was the earnest desire of one
to whose will she owes implicit duty. Madame Duval may be assured,
that she meets with the utmost attention and tenderness; that her
education, however short of my wishes, almost exceeds my abilities;
and I flatter myself, when the time arrives that she shall pay her
duty to her grand-mother, Madame Duval will find no reason to be
dissatisfied with what has been done for her."

Your Ladyship will not, I am sure, be surprised at this answer. Madame
Duval is by no means a proper companion or guardian for a young woman:
she is at once uneducated and unprincipled; ungentle in temper, and
unamiable in her manners. I have long known that she has persuaded
herself to harbour an aversion for me-Unhappy woman! I can only regard
her as an object of pity!

I dare not hesitate at a request from Mrs. Mirvan; yet, in complying
with it, I shall, for her own sake, be as concise as I possibly can;
since the cruel transactions which preceded the birth of my ward can
afford no entertainment to a mind so humane as her's.

Your Ladyship may probably have heard, that I had the honour to
accompany Mr.  Evelyn, the grandfather of my young charge, when
upon his travels, in the capacity of a tutor. His unhappy marriage,
immediately upon his return to England, with Madame Duval, then a
waiting-girl at a tavern, contrary to the advice and entreaties of
all his friends, among whom I was myself the most urgent, induced
him to abandon his native land, and fix his abode in France.
Thither he was followed by shame and repentance; feelings which
his heart was not framed to support; for, notwithstanding he had
been too weak to resist the allurements of beauty, which nature,
though a niggard to her of every other boon, had with a lavish hand
bestowed on his wife; yet he was a young man of excellent character,
and, till thus unaccountably infatuated, of unblemished conduct. He
survived this ill-judged marriage but two years. Upon his death-bed,
with an unsteady hand, he wrote me the following note:

"My friend, forget your resentment, in favour of your humanity;-a
father, trembling for the welfare of his child, bequeaths her to your
care. O Villars! hear! pity! And relieve me!"

Had my circumstances permitted me, I should have answered these words
by an immediate journey to Paris; but I was obliged to act by the
agency of a friend, who was upon the spot, and present at the opening
of the will.

Mr. Evelyn left to me a legacy of a thousand pounds, and the sole
guardianship of his daughter's person till her eighteenth year;
conjuring me, in the most affecting terms, to take the charge of her
education till she was able to act with propriety for herself; but,
in regard to fortune, he left her wholly dependent on her mother,
to whose tenderness he earnestly recommended her.

Thus, though he would not, to a woman low-bred and illiberal as
Mrs. Evelyn, trust the conduct and morals of his daughter, he
nevertheless thought proper to secure to her the respect and duty
to which, from her own child, were certainly her due; but unhappily,
it never occurred to him that the mother, on her part, could fail in
affection or justice.

Miss Evelyn, Madam, from the second to the eighteenth year of her
life, was brought up under my care, and, except when at school
under my roof. I need not speak to your Ladyship of the virtues
of that excellent young creature.  She loved me as her father; nor
was Mrs. Villars less valued by her; while to me she became so dear,
that her loss was little less afflicting than that which I have since
sustained of Mrs. Villars herself.

At that period of her life we parted; her mother, then married to
Monsieur Duval, sent for her to Paris. How often have I since regretted
that I did not accompany her thither! Protected and supported by me,
the misery and disgrace which awaited her might perhaps have been
avoided. But, to be brief-Madame Duval, at the instigation of her
husband, earnestly, or rather tyrannically, endeavoured to effect a
union between Miss Evelyn and one of his nephews.  And, when she found
her power inadequate to her attempt, enraged at her non-compliance,
she treated her with the grossest unkindness, and threatened her with
poverty and ruin.

Miss Evelyn, to whom wrath and violence had hitherto been strangers,
soon grew weary of such usage; and rashly, and without a witness,
consented to a private marriage with Sir John Belmont, a very
profligate young man, who had but too successfully found means to
insinuate himself into her favour. He promised to conduct her to
England-he did.-O, Madam, you know the rest!-Disappointed of the
fortune he expected, by the inexorable rancour of the Duvals, he
infamously burnt the certificate of their marriage, and denied that
they had ever been united.

She flew to me for protection. With what mixed transports of joy and
anguish did I again see her! By my advice, she endeavoured to procure
proofs of her marriage-but in vain; her credulity had been no match
for his art.

Every body believed her innocent, from the guiltless tenor of her
unspotted youth, and from the known libertinism of her barbarous
betrayer. Yet her sufferings were too acute for her slender frame;
and the same moment that gave birth to her infant, put an end at once
to the sorrows and the life of its mother.

The rage of Madame Duval at her elopement, abated not while this
injured victim of cruelty yet drew breath. She probably intended, in
time, to have pardoned her; but time was not allowed. When she was
informed of her death, I have been told, that the agonies of grief
and remorse, with which she was seized, occasioned her a severe fit
of illness. But, from the time of her recovery to the date of her
letter to your Ladyship, I had never heard that she manifested any
desire to be made acquainted with the circumstances which attended
the death of Lady Belmont, and the birth of her helpless child.

That child, Madam, shall never, while life is lent me, know the loss
she has sustained. I have cherished, succoured, and supported her,
from her earliest infancy to her sixteenth year; and so amply has she
repaid my care and affection, that my fondest wish is now circumscribed
by the desire of bestowing her on one who may be sensible of her worth,
and then sinking to eternal rest in her arms.

Thus it has happened, that the education of the father, daughter,
and grand-daughter, has devolved on me. What infinite misery have the
two first caused me! Should the fate of the dear survivor be equally
adverse, how wretched will be the end of my cares-the end of my days!

Even had Madame Duval merited the charge she claims, I fear my
fortitude would have been unequal to such a parting; but being such
as she is, not only my affection, but my humanity, recoils, at the
barbarous idea of deserting the sacred trust reposed in me. Indeed,
I could but ill support her former yearly visits to the respectable
mansion at Howard Grove: pardon me, dear Madam, and do not think me
insensible of the honour which your Ladyship's condescension confers
upon us both; but so deep is the impression which the misfortunes
of her mother have made on my heart, that she does not, even for
a moment, quit my sight without exciting apprehensions and terrors
which almost overpower me. Such, Madam, is my tenderness, and such
my weakness!-But she is the only tie I have upon earth, and I trust
to your Ladyship's goodness not to judge of my feelings with severity.

I beg leave to present my humble respects to Mrs. and Miss Mirvan;
and have the honour to be, Madam, your Ladyship's most obedient and
most humble servant, ARTHUR VILLARS.
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[Written some months after the last]

Dear and Rev. Sir,

YOUR last letter gave me infinite pleasure: after so long and tedious
an illness, how grateful to yourself and to your friends must be your
returning health! You have the hearty wishes of every individual of
this place for its continuance and increase.

Will you not think I take advantage of your acknowledged recovery,
if I once more venture to mention your pupil and Howard Grove
together? Yet you must remember the patience with which we submitted
to your desire of not parting with her during the bad state of your
health, tho' it was with much reluctance we forbore to solicit her
company. My grand-daughter in particular, has scarce been able to
repress her eagerness to again meet the friend of her infancy; and
for my own part, it is very strongly my wish to manifest the regard I
had for the unfortunate Lady Belmont, by proving serviceable to her
child; which seems to me the best respect that can be paid to her
memory. Permit me, therefore, to lay before you a plan which Mrs.
Mirvan and I have formed, in consequence of your restoration to health.

I would not frighten you;-but do you think you could bear to part
with your young companion for two or three months? Mrs. Mirvan
proposes to spend the ensuing spring in London, whither for the
first time, my grandchild will accompany her: Now, my good friend,
it is very earnestly their wish to enlarge and enliven their party by
the addition of your amiable ward, who would share, equally with her
own daughter, the care and attention of Mrs.  Mirvan. Do not start
at this proposal; it is time that she should see something of the
world. When young people are too rigidly sequestered from it, their
lively and romantic imaginations paint it to them as a paradise of
which they have been beguiled; but when they are shown it properly,
and in due time, they see it such as it really is, equally shared by
pain and pleasure, hope and disappointment.

You have nothing to apprehend from her meeting with Sir John Belmont,
as that abandoned man is now abroad, and not expected home this year.

Well, my good Sir, what say you to our scheme? I hope it will meet
with your approbation; but if it should not, be assured I can never
object to any decision of one who is so much respected and esteemed
as Mr. Villars, by His most faithful, humble servant, M. HOWARD.
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I AM grieved, Madam, to appear obstinate, and I blush to incur
the imputation of selfishness. In detaining my young charge thus
long with myself in the country, I consulted not solely my own
inclination. Destined, in all probability, to possess a very moderate
fortune, I wished to contract her views to something within it. The
mind is but too naturally prone to pleasure, but too easily yielded
to dissipation: it has been my study to guard her against their
delusions, by preparing her to expect-and to despise them. But the
time draws on for experience and observation to take the place of
instruction: if I have in some measure, rendered her capable of using
one with discretion, and making the other with improvement, I shall
rejoice myself with the assurance of having largely contributed to her
welfare. She is now of an age that happiness is eager to attend,-let
her then enjoy it! I commit her to the protection of your Ladyship,
and only hope she may be found worthy half the goodness I am satisfied
she will meet with at your hospitable mansion.

Thus far, Madam, I cheerfully submit to your desire. In confiding my
ward to the care of Lady Howard, I can feel no uneasiness from her
absence, but what will arise from the loss of her company, since I
shall be as well convinced of her safety as if she were under my own
roof.-But can your Ladyship be serious in proposing to introduce her
to the gaieties of a London life[3]?  Permit me to ask, for what end,
or for what purpose? A youthful mind is seldom totally free from
ambition; to curb that, is the first step to contentment, since to
diminish expectation is to increase enjoyment. I apprehend nothing
more than too much raising her hopes and her views, which the natural
vivacity of her disposition would render but too easy to effect.
The town-acquaintance of Mrs. Mirvan are all in the circle of high
life; this artless young creature, with too much beauty to escape
notice, has too much sensibility to be indifferent to it; but she
has too little wealth to be sought with propriety by men of the
fashionable world.

Consider Madam, the peculiar cruelty of her situation. Only child of
a wealthy Baronet, whose person she has never seen, whose character
she has reason to abhor, and whose name she is forbidden to claim;
entitled as she is to lawfully inherit his fortune and estate, is
there any probability that he will properly own her? And while he
continues to persevere in disavowing his marriage with Miss Evelyn,
she shall never, at the expense of her mother's honour, receive a
part of her right as the donation of his bounty.

And as to Mr. Evelyn's estate, I have no doubt but that Madame Duval
and her relations will dispose of it among themselves.

It seems, therefore, as if this deserted child, though legally heiress
to two large fortunes, must owe all her rational expectations to
adoption and friendship. Yet her income will be such as may make her
happy, if she is disposed to be so in private life; though it will
by no means allow her to enjoy the luxury of a London fine lady.

Let Miss Mirvan, then, Madam, shine in all the splendour of high life;
but suffer my child still to enjoy the pleasures of humble retirement,
with a mind to which greater views are unknown.

I hope this reasoning will be honoured with your approbation; and
I have yet another motive which has some weight with me: I would
not willingly give offence to any human being; and surely Madame
Duval might accuse me of injustice, if, while I refuse to let her
grand-daughter wait upon her, I consent that she should join a party
of pleasure to London.

In sending her to Howard Grove, not one of these scruples arise;
and therefore Mrs. Clinton, a most worthy woman, formerly her nurse,
and now my housekeeper, shall attend her thither next week.

Though I have always called her by the name of Anville, and reported
in this neighbourhood that her father, my intimate friend, left her to
my guardianship; yet I have thought it necessary she should herself
be acquainted with the melancholy circumstances attending her birth:
for though I am very desirous of guarding her from curiosity and
impertinence, by concealing her name, family, and story, yet I would
not leave it in the power of chance to shock her gentle nature with
a tale of so much sorrow.

You must not, Madam, expect too much from my pupil; she is quite
a little rustic, and knows nothing of the world; and though her
education has been the best I could bestow in this retired place,
to which Dorchester, the nearest town, is seven miles distant, yet
I shall not be surprised if you should discover in her a thousand
deficiencies of which I have never dreamt. She must be very much
altered since she was last at Howard Grove. But I will say nothing
of her; I leave her to your Ladyship's own observations, of which
I beg a faithful relation; and am, Dear Madam, with great respect,
Your obedient and most humble Servant, ARTHUR VILLARS.
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Dear Madam,

THIS letter will be delivered to you by my child-the child of my
adoption-my affection! Unblest with one natural friend, she merits
a thousand. I send her to you innocent as an angel, and artless as
purity itself; and I send you with her the heart of your friend, the
only hope he has on earth, the subject of his tenderest thoughts, and
the object of his latest cares. She is one, Madam, for whom alone I
have lately wished to live; and she is one whom to serve I would with
transport die! Restore her but to me all innocence as you receive her,
and the fondest hope of my heart will be amply gratified.  A. VILLARS.
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Dear Rev. Sir,

THE solemn manner in which you have committed your child to my care,
has in some measure damped the pleasure which I receive from the
trust, as it makes me fear that you suffer from your compliance, in
which case I shall very sincerely blame myself for the earnestness
with which I have requested this favour: but remember, my good Sir,
she is within a few days summons; and be assured, I will not detain
her a moment longer than you wish.

You desire my opinion of her.

She is a little angel! I cannot wonder that you sought to monopolize
her: neither ought you, at finding it impossible.

Her face and person answer my most refined ideas of complete beauty:
and this, though a subject of praise less important to you, or, to
me than any other, is yet so striking, it is not possible to pass
it unnoticed. Had I not known from whom she received her education,
I should at first sight of so perfect a face, have been in pain for
her understanding; since it has been long and justly remarked, that
folly has ever sought alliance with beauty.

She has the same gentleness in her manners, the same natural graces
in her motions, that I formerly so much admired in her mother. Her
character seems truly ingenuous and simple; and at the same time
that nature has blessed her with an excellent understanding and great
quickness of parts, she has a certain air of inexperience and innocency
that is extremely interesting.

You have not reason to regret the retirement in which she has lived;
since that politeness which is acquired by an acquaintance with high
life, is in her so well supplied by a natural desire of obliging,
joined to a deportment infinitely engaging.

I observe, with great satisfaction, a growing affection between
this amiable girl and my grand-daughter, whose heart is as free
from selfishness or conceit, as that of her young friend is from
all guile. Their regard may be mutually useful, since much is to be
expected from emulation where nothing is to be feared from envy. I
would have them love each other as sisters, and reciprocally supply
the place of that tender and happy relationship to which neither of
them has a natural claim.

Be satisfied, my good Sir, that your child shall meet with the same
attention as our own. We all join in most hearty wishes for your health
and happiness, and in returning our sincere thanks for the favour you
have conferred on us.  I am, dear Sir, Your most faithful servant,
M. HOWARD.
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BE not alarmed, my worthy friend, at my so speedily troubling you
again; I seldom use the ceremony of waiting for answers, or writing
with any regularity, and I have at present immediate occasion for
begging your patience.

Mrs. Mirvan has just received a letter from her long absent husband,
containing the welcome news of his hoping to reach London by
the beginning of next week. My daughter and the Captain have been
separated almost seven years, and it would therefore be needless to
say what joy, surprise, and consequently confusion, his at present
unexpected return has caused at Howard Grove. Mrs. Mirvan, you cannot
doubt, will go instantly to town to meet him; her daughter is under
a thousand obligations to attend her; I grieve that her mother cannot.

And now, my good Sir, I almost blush to proceed;-but, tell me, may I
ask-will you permit-that your child may accompany them? Do not think
us unreasonable, but consider the many inducements which conspire to
make London the happiest place at present she can be in. The joyful
occasion of the journey; the gaiety of the whole party, opposed to
the dull life she must lead, if left here with a solitary old woman
for her sole companion, while she so well knows the cheerfulness and
felicity enjoyed by the rest of the family,-are circumstances that
seem to merit your consideration. Mrs. Mirvan desires me to assure
you that one week is all she asks, as she is certain that the Captain,
who hates London, will be eager to revisit Howard Grove; and Maria is
so very earnest in wishing to have the company of her friend, that,
if you are inexorable, she will be deprived of half the pleasure she
otherwise hopes to receive.

However, I will not, my good Sir, deceive you into an opinion that
they intend to live in a retired manner, as that cannot be fairly
expected. But you have no reason to be uneasy concerning Madame Duval;
she has not any correspondent in England, and obtains no intelligence
but by common report. She must be a stranger to the name your child
bears; and, even should she hear of this excursion, so short a time
as a week or less spent in town upon so particular an occasion,
though previous to their meeting, cannot be construed into disrespect
to herself.

Mrs. Mirvan desires me to assure you, that if you will oblige her,
her two children shall equally share her time and her attention. She
has sent a commission to a friend in town to take a house for her;
and while she waits for an answer concerning it, I shall for one
from you to our petition.  However, your child is writing herself;
and that, I doubt not, will more avail than all we can possible urge.

My daughter desires her best compliments to you if, she says, you
will grant her request but not else.

Adieu, my dear Sir, we all hope every thing from your goodness.
M. HOWARD.
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THIS house seems to be the house of joy; every face wears a smile,
and a laugh is at every body's service. It is quite amusing to walk
about and see the general confusion; a room leading to the garden
is fitting up for Captain Mirvan's study. Lady Howard does not sit a
moment in a place; Miss Mirvan is making caps; every body so busy!-such
flying from room to room!-so many orders given, and retracted, and
given again! nothing but hurry and perturbation.

Well but, my dear Sir, I am desired to make a request to you. I hope
you will not think me an encroacher; Lady Howard insists upon my
writing!-yet I hardly know how to go on; a petition implies a want
and have you left me one? No, indeed.

I am half ashamed of myself for beginning this letter. But these dear
ladies are so pressing-I cannot, for my life, resist wishing for the
pleasures they offer me,-provided you do not disapprove them.

They are to make a very short stay in town. The Captain will meet them
in a day or two. Mrs. Mirvan and her sweet daughter both go; what a
happy party!  Yet, I am not very eager to accompany them: at least
I shall be contented to remain where I am, if you desire that I should.

Assured, my dearest Sir, of your goodness, your bounty, and your
indulgent kindness, ought I to form a wish that has not your
sanction? Decide for me, therefore, without the least apprehension
that I shall be uneasy or discontented. While I am yet in suspense,
perhaps I may hope; but I am most certain that when you have once
determined I shall not repine.

They tell me that London is now in full splendour. Two playhouses
are open,-the Opera-house,-Ranelagh,-and the Pantheon.-You see I have
learned all their names. However, pray don't suppose that I make any
point of going, for I shall hardly sigh, to see them depart without me,
though I shall probably never meet with such another opportunity. And,
indeed, their domestic happiness will be so great,-it is natural to
wish to partake of it.

I believe I am bewitched! I made a resolution, when I began, that
I would not be urgent; but my pen-or rather my thoughts, will not
suffer me to keep it-for I acknowledge, I must acknowledge, I cannot
help wishing for your permission.

I almost repent already that I have made this confession; pray forget
that you have read it, if this journey is displeasing to you. But
I will not write any longer; for the more I think of this affair,
the less indifferent to it I find myself.

Adieu, my most honoured, most reverenced, most beloved father! for
by what other name can I call you? I have no happiness or sorrow,
no hope or fear, but what your kindness bestows, or your displeasure
may cause. You will not, I am sure, send a refusal without reasons
unanswerable, and therefore I shall cheerfully acquiesce. Yet I
hope-I hope you will be able to permit me to go!  I am, with the
utmost affection, gratitude, and duty, your EVELINA -

I cannot to you sign ANVILLE, and what other name may I claim?
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TO resist the urgency of intreaty, is a power which I have not yet
acquired: I aim not at an authority which deprives you of liberty,
yet I would fain guide myself by a prudence which should save me the
pangs of repentance. Your impatience to fly to a place which your
imagination has painted to you in colors so attractive, surprises me
not; I have only to hope, that the liveliness of your fancy may not
deceive you: to refuse, would be raising it still higher. To see my
Evelina happy, is to see myself without a wish: go, then my child;
and may that Heaven, which alone can direct, preserve and strengthen
you! To that, my love, will I daily offer prayers for your felicity. O
may it guard, watch over you, defend you from danger, save you from
distress, and keep vice as distant from your person as from your heart!
And to me, may it grant, the ultimate blessing of closing these aged
eyes in the arms of one so dear-so deservedly beloved!  ARTHUR VILLARS.
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THIS moment arrived. Just going to Drury Lane Theatre. The celebrated
Mr.  Garrick performs Ranger. I am quite in ecstasy. So is Miss
Mirvan. How fortunate that he should happen to play! We would not
let Mrs. Mirvan rest till she consented to go. Her chief objection
was to our dress, for we have had no time to Londonize ourselves; but
we teased her into compliance, and so we are to sit in some obscure
place that she may not be seen. As to me, I should be alike unknown
in the most conspicuous or most private part of the house.

I can write no more now. I have hardly time to breathe-only just this,
the houses and streets are not quite so superb as I expected. However,
I have seen nothing yet, so I ought not to judge.

Well; adieu, my dearest Sir, for the present; I could not forbear
writing a few words instantly on my arrival, though I suppose my letter
of thanks for your consent is still on the road.  Saturday Night.

O, my dear Sir, in what raptures am I returned? Well may Mr. Garrick[4]
be so celebrated, so universally admired-I had not any idea of so
great a performer.

Such ease! such vivacity in his manner! such grace in his motions! such
fire and meaning in his eyes!-I could hardly believe he had studied
a written part, for every word seemed to be uttered from the impulse
of the moment.

His action-at once so graceful and so free!-his voice-so clear,
so melodious, yet so wonderfully various in its tones!-Such
animation!-every look speaks!

I would have given the world to have had the whole play acted over
again. And when he danced-O, how I envied Clarinda! I almost wished
to have jumped on the stage and joined them.

I am afraid you will think me mad, so I won't say any more; yet,
I really believe Mr. Garrick would make you mad too if you could see
him. I intend to ask Mrs. Mirvan to go to the play every night while
we stay in town. She is extremely kind to me; and Maria, her charming
daughter, is the sweetest girl in the world.

I shall write to you every evening all that passes in the day, and
that in the same manner as, if I could see, I should tell you.  Sunday.

This morning we went to Portland chapel; and afterwards we walked
in the mall of St. James's Park, which by no means answered my
expectations: it is a long straight walk of dirty gravel, very uneasy
to the feet; and at each end instead of an open prospect, nothing is
to be seen but houses built of brick.  When Mrs. Mirvan pointed out
the Palace to me-I think I was never much more surprised.

However, the walk was very agreeable to us; every body looked gay,
and seemed pleased; and the ladies were so much dressed, that Miss
Mirvan and I could do nothing but look at them. Mrs. Mirvan met
several of her friends. No wonder, for I never saw so many people
assembled together before. I looked about for some of my acquaintance,
but in vain; for I saw not one person that I knew, which is very odd,
for all the world seemed there.

Mrs. Mirvan says we are not to walk in the Park again next Sunday,
even if we should be in town, because there is better company in
Kensington Gardens; but really if you had seen how much every body
was dressed, you would not think that possible.  Monday.

We are to go this evening to a private ball, given by Mrs. Stanley,
a very fashionable lady of Mrs. Mirvan's acquaintance.

We have been a-shopping as Mrs. Mirvan calls it, all this morning,
to buy silks, caps, gauzes, and so forth.

The shops are really very entertaining, especially the mercers; there
seem to be six or seven men belonging to each shop; and every one took
care by bowing and smirking, to be noticed. We were conducted from
one to another, and carried from room to room with so much ceremony,
that at I was almost afraid to go on.

I thought I should never have chosen a silk: for they produced so
many, I knew not which to fix upon; and they recommended them all so
strongly, that I fancy they thought I only wanted persuasion to buy
every thing they showed me. And, indeed, they took so much trouble,
that I was almost ashamed I could not.

At the milliners, the ladies we met were so much dressed, that I should
rather have imagined they were making visits than purchases. But
what most diverted me was, that we were more frequently served
by men than by women; and such men! so finical, so affected! they
seemed to understand every part of a woman's dress better than we
do ourselves; and they recommended caps and ribbands with an air of
so much importance, that I wished to ask them how long they had left
off wearing them.

The dispatch with which they work in these great shops is amazing,
for they have promised me a complete suit of linen against the evening.

I have just had my hair dressed. You can't think how oddly my head
feels; full of powder and black pins, and a great cushion on the top
of it. I believe you would hardly know me, for my face looks quite
different to what it did before my hair was dressed. When I shall
be able to make use of a comb for myself I cannot tell; for my hair
is so much entangled, frizzled they call it, that I fear it will be
very difficult.

I am half afraid of this ball to-night; for, you know, I have never
danced but at school: however, Miss Mirvan says there is nothing in
it. Yet, I wish it was over.

Adieu, my dear Sir, pray excuse the wretched stuff I write; perhaps
I may improve by being in this town, and then my letters will be less
unworthy your reading. Meantime, I am, Your dutiful and affectionate,
though unpolished, EVELINA.

Poor Miss Mirvan cannot wear one of the caps she made, because they
dress her hair too large for them.
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I HAVE a vast deal to say, and shall give all this morning to my pen.

As to my plan of writing every evening the adventures of the day,
I find it impracticable; for the diversions here are so very late,
that if I begin my letters after them, I could not go to bed at all.

We passed a most extraordinary evening. A private ball this was called,
so I expected to have seen about four or five couple; but Lord! my
dear Sir, I believe I saw half the world! Two very large rooms were
full of company; in one were cards for the elderly ladies, and in
the other were the dancers. My mamma Mirvan, for she always calls me
her child, said she would sit with Maria and me till we were provided
with partners, and then join the card-players.

The gentlemen, as they passed and repassed, looked as if they thought
we were quite at their disposal, and only waiting for the honour of
their commands; and they sauntered about, in a careless, indolent
manner, as if with a view to keep us in suspense. I don't speak of
this in regard to Miss Mirvan and myself only, but to the ladies in
general: and I thought it so provoking, that I determined in my own
mind that, far from humouring such airs, I would rather not dance
at all, than with any one who would seem to think me ready to accept
the first
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