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INTRODUCTION

When Mr Burney's third child, a daughter who was
named Frances after her godmother, was born at King's
Lynnin 1752, it seemed highly unlikely that her diary, if
she should take it into her head to keep one, would have
any of the interest which arises from the fact that the
author has enjoyed the familiar society of the great. Mr
Burney played the organ and gave music lessons, occu-
pations which rarely lead to fame or fortune, especialy
when practised in a country town.

Andwhen, in 1760, he moved to London, thelikelihood
was not much increased, for though he had more pupils
than he could easily find time for, Fanny, at the age of
eight, did not know her letters. Indeed, except for a
very short period at a boarding-school in.Queen's Square,
in 1761, when her mother was dying, she had no regular
education whatever. James, her elder brother, went to
sa as a midshipman, Charles was sent to Charterhouse,
her sisters, Esther and Susan, went to school in Paris for
two years, but Fanny stayed at home. She was a prim,
shy girl. When she was no more than ten years old,
visitors to the house used to call her 'the old lady." Her
father spoke of her indulgently as a prude, and on
her return from Paris, Susan, then fourteen, recorded
that Fanny's characteristics were 'sense, sensibility, and
bashfulness, and even a degree of prudery,’ going on,
however, to say that she and Esther were 'both charming
girls—des filles com me ily en a peu’

To this it may be added that she was slight in build and
short-sighted. True, Mrs Thrale could later address her,
in her enthusiastic way, as 'my lovely Burney," but she
was not, in fact, more than passably good-looking. She
was past forty when she married, and when she did marry,
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VI INTRODUCTION

her husband was a penniless French exile. She was
never rich, though she learned in the end to drive a
good bargain with a publisher. For some years—and
this was when she was at the height of her fame—she
lived at 'Camilla Cottage' with her husband and her son,
on a bare £125 a year. And later she managed in Paris
to keep house on M. D'Arblay's retraite of £62 10s. od.
plus his meagre salary as a clerk in the civil department of
'les Batimens." When she was Assistant Keeper of the
Robes to Queen Charlotte, her allowance, as Macaulay
observes with disgust, was £200 a year.

And yet it is impossible to turn the pages of her diary
without being struck by the profusion of great names
with which they are studded. People of genius, rank,
wealth, and fashion move in a long procession through
thesevolumes. And they move therenaturally, not having
been dragged in by the heds after the reprehensible
custom of so many writers of diaries and memoirs. It is
Dr Johnson who calls her his 'dear little Burney," Kisses
her, and tells her to be a good girl. It is Sheridan who
undertakes to accept a comedy of hers, 'unsight, unseen,’
and to make her a bow and his best thanks into the bargain.
The telescope through which she walks 'quite upright
and without the least inconvenience' is Herschel's. The
Paymaster of the Forces who writes her such an eloguent
letter of compliment upon her second novel is Burke.
The lady in whose carriage she exapes from Paris, a few
hours before Napoleon arrives on his return from Elba,
is the Princesse cTHenin. The stout person who 'catches
her fist' and declares that he has long wanted to know her
isLouisXVIIl. And the good-humoured gentleman who
measures her arm with his thumb and forefinger, and says
sheisgrowing fatter, isGeorgel I | .

Fanny, however, was used to good company before she
her self became a celebrity. Her father, a man of remark-
able energy, was made a Doctor of Music by the University
of Oxford in 1769. Between 1770 and 1773 he travelled
on the Continent and produced, as the fruit of these tours,
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books on The Present Sate of Music in France, Italy,
Germany, and the United Provinces. In 1776 the first
volume of his General History of Music was published.
Moreover, he had a talent for making friends, and visitors
at his house ranged from 'Omy," the South Sea islander,
to His Highness Alexis Orlov, taking in by the way
Pacchierotti, the Italian tenor; Miss Da vies, the English
prima donna; Bruce, the traveller; Garrick, and Johnson
—to mention only afew. They were all observed by the
quiet and retiring girl with a keenness which they did not
suspect.

Dr Burney found Fanny useful in copying his manu-
scripts, but she contrived to scribble a good deal on her
own account. When she was only fifteen, she made a
bonfire of her writings as a dutiful sacrifice to the opinions
of her stepmother, who considered that literary composi-
tion did not become a young lady. Among the works
delivered to the flames was a story called 'The History of
Caroline Evelyn/ which contained a hint of 'Evelina,
From this time onwards she kept a diary, addressing it at
first to Nobody—'since to Nobody can | be wholly
unreserved.'

Actually she had no wish to be wholly unreserved.
It was not in her nature to 'reveal every thought, every
wish of my heart.' Her impulse was to re-create the
scenes she witnessed, and to make the characters who
figured in them talk in their natural style. She had a
quick eye for oddities of character and conduct, and a
remarkable talent for reproducing dialogue—a talent
which fairly rivals that of Boswell.

The Diary and Letters, as edited by Charlotte Barrett,
does not begin until 1778, when Fanny was twenty-five.
The reason given for this is that, in the earlier part, 'the
interest is of a more private and personal nature than that
which attaches to the Journal after its writer became
universally known as the authoress of Evelina, Cecilia, etc.'
The Early Diary was, in fad, not published until 1889.

Whatever may be thought of Mrs Barrett's judgment in
*A 960



X INTRODUCTION

this matter, it cannot be denied that there was a certain
dramatic fitness in beginning with 1778, for in the January
of that year Evelina was published, and Fanny, secure in
the knowledge that her name was not on the title-page,
and that the publisher had never seen her, was able to
savour the delight of beholding her work in print, and of
feeling Mr Lowndes's twenty guineas in her pocket.
Before many months had passed the secret was out;
Evelina was the talk of the town, and Fanny, torn between
her pleasure in magnificent compliments and her distress
at finding herself in the public eye, was a 'lyon.’

From this time onwards her place was in the great world,
and notable events as well as notable people supplied
material for her diary. Indeed, the pulse of history beats
distinctly in the work. Not that she concerned herself
very much with history—she had, for instance, hardly
anything to say about the American War. It was rather
that history concerned itself with her, from the time when
it set her writing urgent letters home about the Gordon
Riots, to the time when it placed her in Brussels during
the Waterloo campaign. And we are reminded of the
passing of an age when Mrs Piozzi, the vivacious Mrs
Thrale of old, writes to her: '"How changed is the taste of
verse, prose, and painting since le bon vieux temps dear
Madam.' So it was indeed, when a young lady's novel
could take the form of 'a wild and hideous tale called
Frankenfiein.

But the Diary does not depend for all its interest upon
great people and striking events. Certainly we are glad
to know what sort of life was led by an Assistant Keeper
of the Robes, and to learn that the face of the First Consul
was 'pale even to sallowness." But the lady who persisted
in calling: "M'Ami, M'"Ami!'is as memorable in her own
way as the great Napoleon, and more entertaining.  Such
figures are plentiful in the Diary, and nobody was better
qualified than the shy authoress to do them justice. We
are not likely, for instance, to forget the lovely S. S. with
her tearful eyes, or the infidel Miss W. , or Colonel




INTRODUCTION Xi

Goldsworthy declining barley water offered by his sover-
eign, or Colonel Manners denouncing the tax on bacheldors,
or Lady Hawke and the Mausoleum of Julia.

Fanny'sdiary, once confided to Nobody, was later written
for such readers as her sisters— especially Susan— her
father, Mr Crisp, and Mrs Lock. Until she was well
advanced in years she does not seem to have contemplated
the possibility of publication, and even then she was much
more concerned with what it would be proper to make
public than with what would prove interesting. No
doubt there is something to be said for the criticism that
the work inits complete formis too long; itisacriticism
which would necessarily apply to any diary genuinely
addressed to relatives or close friends and covering an
equal period. Moreover, it is a criticism of less weight
than might appear. How many works in seven volumes
are there which have no dull patches? And how many
of Fanny's admirers would willingly part with a page of
the Diary}

When all is said, the work offers a wonderful freshness
and variety of interest. Evelina may rank as a minor
classic, Cecilia finds a few select readers, the pages of
Camilla are rarely disturbed, and though between three and
four thousand copies of The Wanderer were sold, it has
been doubted whether any one ever read it. It may well
be that the Diary gives Fanny her best claim to the regard
and gratitude of posterity.

LEWIS GIBBS.
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THE TEXT

The text of the present volume is sdlected from that of
the first edition of The Diary and Letters of Madame D'Arblay,
and, in the case of Volumes | and | |, from thefirst im-
pression. In the second impression certain passages
were omitted from these volumes. The editor has
refrained from inserting sub-titles or comments in the
text, and the only editorial interruptions which occur
are those of Charlotte Barrett. Fanny's own injunction
'that whatever might be effaced or omitted, NOTHING
should in any wise be altered or added,’ has been scru-
pulously observed.

The four parts into which the book has been divided
do not correspond to any divisions in the original or any
other edition. It is hoped that the notes will give the
reader all the help he needs, without unduly interrupting
his enjoyment of the text.

Dates are given throughout, but an entry under a par-
ticular date is not, of course, necessarily reproduced in
full. All things considered, it seemed better, as a rule,
not to mark omitted passages in the diary. They are,
however, always indicated in the letters. A note at the
beginning of each section shows from what part of the
first edition the material has been taken.

X
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PART ONE
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PART ONE
January, 1778-December, 1784

THIS year was ushered in by a grand and most important
event! At the latter end of January, the literary world
was favoured with the first publication of the ingenious,
learned, and most profound Fanny Burney! | doubt not
but this memorable affair will, in future times, mark the
period whence chronologers will date the zenith of the
polite arts in thisisland !

This admirable authoress has named her most elaborate
performance, Evelina; or, a Young Lady's Entrance into the
World.

Perhaps this may seem a rather bold attempt and title
for a female whose knowledge of the world is very con-
fined, and whose inclinations, as well as situation, incline
her to a private and domestic life. All | can urgeis, that
I have only presumed to trace the accidents and adventures
to which a'young woman' is liable; | have not pretended
to show the world what it actually is, but what it appears
to a girl of seventeen: and so far as that, surely any girl
who is past seventeen may safely do?

My little book, | am told, is now at all the circulating
libraries. | have an exceeding odd sensation when |
consider that it is now in the power of any and every body
to read what | so carefully hoarded even from my best
friends, till this last month or two; and that a work which
was so lately lodged, in all privacy, in my bureau, may now
be seen by every butcher and baker, cobbler and tinker,
throughout the three kingdoms, for the small tribute of
threepence.

My aunt and Miss Humphries being settled at this

vol.i,p.5val.ii,p. 339.
3



4 FANNY BURNEY

time at Brompton, | was going thither with Susan to tea,
when Charlotte acquainted me that they were then em-
ployed in reading Evelina to theinvalid, my cousin Richard.

This intelligence gave me the utmost uneasiness—I
foresaw a thousand dangers of a discovery—I dreaded the
indiscreet warmth of all my confidants. In truth, | was
quite sick with apprehension, and was too uncomfortable
to go to Brompton, and Susan carried my excuses.

Upon her return, | was somewhat tranquillized, for she
assured me that there was not the smallest suspicion of the
autho[, and that they had concluded it to be the work of a
man !

Finding myself more safe than | had apprehended, |
ventured to go to Brompton next day. On my way
upstairs, | heard Miss Humphries in the midst of Mr
Villars's letter of consolation upon Sir John Belmont's
rejection of his daughter; and just as | entered the room,
she cried out: 'How pretty that is!’

How much in luck would she have thought herself, had
she known who heard her |

In a private confabulation which | had with my Aunt
Anne, she told me a thousand things that had been said
in its praise, and assured me they had not for a moment
doubted that the work was a man's.

I must own | suffered great difficulty in refraining from
laughing upon several occasions—and several times, when
they praised what they read, | was on the point of saying:
"You are very goodP and so forth, and | could scarcely
keep myself from making acknowledgments, and bowing
my head involuntarily. However, | got off perfectly safe.

It seems, to my utter amazement, Miss Humphries has
guessed the author to be Anstey,” who wrote the Bath

! Fanny's younger sister, Susan, and her aunt, Anne, were among
the few to whom the secret was known. She had confessed to her
father that she had written a book which she thought of publishing,
but he did not take the information seriousy enough to as the tide.
It was June before he discovered the truth.

2 Christopher Anstey (1724-1805), celebrated in his day as the
author of The New Bath Guide, or Memoirs of the Blunderhead Family.



DIARY «» 1778 5

Guide\ How improbable and how extraordinary a sup-
position! But they have both of them done it so
much honour, that, but for Richard's anger at Evelina's
bashfulness, | never could believe they did not suspect me.

Chesington, June 18th.

Here | am, and here | have been this age; though too
weak to think of journalizing; however, as | never had
SO many curious anecdotes to record, | will not, at least
this year, the first of my appearing in public—give up my
favourite old haobby-horse.

I came hither the first week in May. My recovery, from
that time to this, has been slow and sure; but as | could
walk hardly three yardsin a day at first, | found so much
time to spare, that | could not resist treating myself with a
little private sport with Evdina, a young lady whom |
think | have someright to makefreewith. | had promised
Hetty? that she should read it to Mr Crisp, at her own par-
ticular request; but | wrote my excuses, and introduced
it myself.

I told him it was a book which Hetty had taken to
Brompton, to divert my cousin Richard during his con-
finement. He was so indifferent about it, that | thought
he would not give himself the trouble to read it, and often
embarrassed me by unlucky questions, such as, ‘I f it was
reckoned clever?" and 'What | thought of it?' and
'"Whether folks laughed at it?" | always evaded any
direct or satisfactory answer; but he was sototally freefrom
any idea of suspicion, that my perplexity escaped his notice.

At length, he desired me to begin reading to him. |

! Chesington (or Chessington) Hall, a country house near Epsom,
where Samuel Crisp lodged in retirement. He was a close friend of
Dr Burney and his family. Himself a disappointed author—his
tragedy, Virginia, had been produced with little success by Garrick
in 1754—he gave Fanny, who expressed her affection for him by calling
him her 'Daddy/ much sensible advice about her writing.

1 Dr Burney's eldest daughter.



6 FANNY BURNEY

dared not trust my voice with the little introductory ode,*
for as that is no romance, but the sincere effusion of my
heart, | could as soon read aloud my own letters, written
in my own name and character: | therefore skipped it,
and have so kept the book out of his sight, that, to this
day, he knows not it is there. Indeed, | have, since,
heartily repented that | read any of the book to him, for |
found it a much more awkward thing than | had expected:
my voice quite faltered when | began it, which, however,
| passed off for the effect of remaining weakness of lungs;
and, in short, from an invincible embarrassment, which
| could not for a page together repress, the book, by my
reading, lost all manner of spirit.

Nevertheless, though he has by no means treated it with
the praise so lavishly bestowed upon it from other quarters,
I had the satisfaction to observe that he was even greedily
eager to go on with it; so that | flatter myself the Bory
caught his attention: and, indeed, allowing for my mauling
reading, he gave it quite as much credit as | had any reason
to expect. But, now that | was sensible of my error in
being my own misress of the ceremonies, | determined
to leave to Hetty the third volume, and therefore pretended
I had not brought it. He was in a delightful ill-humour
about it, and | enjoyed his impatience far more than |
should have done his forbearance. Hetty, therefore,
when she comes, has undertaken to bring it.

Well, | cannot but rejoice that | published the book,
little as | ever imagined how it would fare; for hitherto it
has occasioned me no small diversion, and nothing of the
disagreeable sort. But | often think a change will happen,
for I am by no means so sanguine as to suppose such
success will be uninterrupted. Indeed, in the midst of the
greatest satisfaction that | feel, an inward something which
| cannot account for, prepares me to expect a reverse;
for the more the book is drawn into notice, the more
exposed it becomes to criticism and remark.

! The ode, discreetly headed To——, is addressed to her father.
It begins: ' O Author of my being ! *
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JULY 25. Mrs Cholmondeley? has been reading and
praising Evelina, and my father is quite delighted at her
approbation, and told Susan that | could not have had a
greater compliment than making two such women my
friends as Mrs Thrale? and Mrs Cholmondeley, for they
were severe and knowing, and afraid of praising a tort et a
trovers, as their opinions are liable to be quoted.

Mrs Thrale said she had only to complain it was too
short. She recommended it to my mother® to read!—
how drolll—and she told her she would be much enter-
tained with it, for there was a great deal of human life in
it, and of the manners of the present times, and added
that it was written 'by somebody who knows the top and
the bottom, the highest and the lowest of mankind." She
has even lent her st to my mother, who brought it home
with her!

AUGUST 3. | now come to last Saturday evening, when
my beloved father came to Chesington, in full health,
charming spirits, and all kindness, openness, and enter-
tainment.

In his way hither he had stopped at Streatham, and he
settled with Mrs Thrale that he would call on her again in
his way to town, and carry me with him! and Mrs Thrale
said: 'Weall long to know her.'

| have been in a kind of twitter ever since, for there
seems something very formidable in the idea of appearing
as an authoress| | ever dreaded it, as it is a title which
must raise more expectations than | have any chance of
answering. Yet | am highly flattered by her invitation,
and highly delighted in the prospect of being introduced
to the Streatham society.

My dear father communicated this intelligence, and a
great deal more, with a pleasure that almost surpassed
that with which | heard it, and he seems quite eager for

L This lively lady was the sifter of Peg Woflfington, the actress

2 Hester Lynch Salusbury, married in 1763 to Henry Thrale, the
wealthy brewer.

3 Actually, her stepmother.
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me to make another attempt. He desired to take upon
himself the communication to my Daddy Crisp, and as it
is now in so many hands that it is possible accident might
discover it to him, | readily consented.

Sunday evening, as | was going into my father's room,
I heard him say: ' The variety of characters—the variety of
scenes—and the language—why she has had very little
education but what she has given hersdf—less than any
of the othersl ' and Mr Crisp exclaimed: 'Wonderful!—
it's wonderful!’

I now found what was going forward, and therefore
deemed it mogt fitting to decamp.

About an hour after, as | was passing through the hall,
I met my daddy [Crisp]. His face was all animation and
archness; he doubled his fig at me, and would have stopped
me, but | ran past him into the parlour.

Before supper, however, | again met him, and he would
not suffer me to escape; he caught both my hands, and
looked as if he would have looked me through, and then
exclaimed: '"Why, you little hussy—you young devil!—
an't you ashamed to look me in the face, you Evelina,
you! Why, what a dance have you led me about it!
Young friend, indeed! Oh, you little hussy, what tricks
have you served me!'

LONDON, AUGUST. | have now to write an account of
the most consequential day | have spent since my birth;
namely, my Streatham visit.

Our journey to Streatham was the least pleasant part of
the day, for the roads were dreadfully dusty, and | was
really in the fidgets from thinking what my reception
might be, and from fearing they would expect a les
awkward and backward kind of person that | was sure
they would find.

Mr Thrale's house is white, and very pleasantly situated,
in a fine paddock. Mrs Thrale was strolling about, and
came to us as we got out of the chaise.

She then received me, taking both my hands, and with
mixed politeness and cordiality welcoming me to Streat-
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ham. She led me into the house, and addressed herself
almost wholly for a few minutes to my father, as if to give
me an assurance she did not mean to regard me as a show,
or to distress or frighten me by drawing me out. After-
wards she took me upstairs, and showed me the house,
and said she had very much wished to sse me at Streatham,
and should always think herself much obliged to Dr
Burney for his goodness in bringing me, which she looked
upon as a very great favour.

But though we were some time together, and though she
was so very civil, she did not hint at my book, and | love
her much more than ever for her delicacy in avoiding a
subject: which she could not but see would have greatly
embarrassed me.

When we returned to the music room, we found Miss
Thrale was with my father. Miss Thrale is a very fine
girl, about fourteen years of age, but cold and reserved,
though full of knowledge and intelligence.

Soon after, Mrs Thrale took me to the library; she
talked a little while upon common topics, and then, at
last, she mentioned Evelina.

* Yesterday at supper,’ said she, 'we talked it all over,
and discussed all your characters; but Dr Johnson's
favourite is Mr Smith. He declares the fine gentleman
manqui was never better drawn, and he acted him all the
evening, saying "he was all for the ladies" | He repeated
whole scenes by heart. | declare | was astonished at him.
Oh, you can't imagine how much he is pleased with the
book; he "could not get rid of the rogue," he told me.
But was it not droll,' said she, 'that | should recommend
to Dr Burney? and tease him so innocently to read it?"

I now prevailed upon Mrs Thrale to let me amuse my-
self, and she went to dress. | then prowled about to
choose some book, and | saw, upon the reading-table,
Evelina—I had just fixed upon a new translation of Cicero's
Laelins, when the library door was opened, and Mr Seward?

YWilliam Seward. He had a slender connection with literature
as the author of Anecdotes of Distinguished Persons.
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entered. | instantly put away my book, because | dreaded
being thought studious and affected. He offered his
service to find anything for me, and then, in the same
breath, ran on to speak of the book with which | had
myself 'favoured the world"!

The exact words he began with | cannot recollect, for
| was actually confounded by the attack; and his abrupt
manner of letting me know he was au fait equally astonished
and provoked me. How different from the delicacy of
Mr and Mrs Thrale!

When we were summoned to dinner, Mrs Thrale made

my father and me sit on each side of her. | said that |
hoped | did not take Dr Johnson's place—for he had not
yet appeared.

"No," answered Mrs Thrale, '"he will sit by you, which |
am sure will give him great pleasure.

Soon after we were seated, this great man entered.
| have so true a veneration for him, that the very sight of
him inspires me with delight and reverence, notwith-
standing the cruel infirmities to which he is subject; for
he has almost perpetual convulsive movements, either
of his hands, lips, feet, or knees, and sometimes all
together.

Mrs Thraleintroduced meto him, and he took his place.
We had a noble dinner, and a most elegant dessert. Dr
Johnson, in the middle of dinner, asked Mrs Thrale what
was in some little pies that were near him.

e 'Mutton,' answered she, 'so | don't ask you to eat any,
because | know you despise it.’

"No, madam, no," cried he; 'l despise nothing that is
good of itssort; but | am too proud now to eat of it. Sitting
by Miss Burney makes me very proud to-day!'

'Miss Burney," said Mrs Thrale, laughing, 'you must
take great care of your heart if Dr Johnson attacks it; for
| assure you he is not often succesdess!'

1 Dr Johnson was now sixty-eight years old. He had been intro-

duced to the Thrales by Arthur Murphy, and from 1766 onwards
spent much of his time at Streatham.
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'"What's that you say, madam?' cried he; 'are you mak-
ing mischief between the young lady and me already?'
A little while after he drank Miss Thrale's health and
mine, and then added:
"Tis a terrible thing that we cannot wish young ladies
well without wishing them to become old women!"
'But some people,' said Mr Seward, 'are old and young
atléhe same time, for they wear so well that they never look
O .I
"No, sir, no,' cried the doctor, laughing; ' that never yet
was; you might as well say they are at the same time tall
and short. | remember an epitaph to that purpose, which
is in——'
(I have quite forgot what—and also the name it was
made upon, but the rest | recollect exactly:)
«———1lies buried here
So early wise, s0 lagting fair,
That none, unless her years you told,
Thought her a child, or thought her old."

Mrs Thrale then repeated some lines in French, and
Dr Johnson some more in Latin. An epilogue of Mr
Garrick'sto Bonduca® was then mentioned, and Dr Johnson
said it was a miserable performance, and everybody agreed
it was the worst he had ever made.

"And yet,' said Mr Seward, 'it has been very much ad-
mired; but it isin praise of English valour, and so | suppose
the subject made it popular.'

'l don't know, sir,’ said Dr Johnson, 'anything about
the subject, for | could not read on till | came to it; | got
through half a dozen lines, but | could observe no other
subject than eternal dullness. | don't know what is the
matter with David; | am afraid heisgrown superannuated,
for his prologues and epilogues used to be incomparable.'

"Nothing is so fatiguing,' said Mrs Thrale, 'as the life
of awit; he and Wilkes? are the two oldest men of their

1 By John Fletcher.

2 Johnson's meeting with Wilkes at Mr Dilly's dinner had occurred
two years before this.
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ages | know, for they have both worn themselves out by
being eternally on the rack to give entertainment to
others.'

'David, madam,' said the doctor, 'looks much older
than he is; for his face has had double the business of any
other man's; it is never at rest; when he speaks one minute,
he has quite a different countenance to what he assumes
the next; | don't believe he ever kept the same look for
half an hour together in the whole course of his life; and
such an eternal, restless, fatiguing play of the muscles
must certainly wear out a man's face before its real time.'

'Oh, yes,' cried Mrs Thrale; 'we must certainly make
some allowance for such wear and tear of a man's face.

We left Streatham at about eight o'clock, and Mr Seward,
who handed me into the chaise, added his interest to the
rest, that my father would not fail to bring me again next
week to stay with them for some time. In short, | was
loadedwithcivilitiesfromthemall. Andmyridehomewas
equally happy with the rest of the day, for my kind and
most beloved father was so happy in my happiness, and
congratulated me so sweetly, that he could, like myself,
think on no other subject.

Y et my honours stopped not here; for Hetty, who, with
her sposoy was here to receive us, told me she had lately
met Mrs Reynolds, sister of Sir Joshua; and that she talked
very much and very highly of a new novel called Eveling;
though without a shadow of suspicion as to the scribbler;
and not contented with her own praise, she said that Sir
Joshua, who began it one day when he was too much
engaged to go on with it, was so much caught, that he
could think of nothing else, and was quite absent all the
day, not knowing aword that was said to him: and, when
he took it up again, found himself so much interested
init, that he sa up all night tofinishit!

Sir Joshua, it seems, vows he would give fifty pounds
to know the author! | have also heard, by the means of
Charles, that other persons have declared they will find
him out!
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This intelligence determined me upon going myself to
Mr Lowndes, and discovering what sort of answers he
made to such curious inquirers as | found were likely to
address him. But as | did not dare trust myself to speak,
for | felt that | should not be able to aft my part well, |
asked my mother to accompany me.

We introduced ourselves by buying the book, for which
| had a commission from Mrs G . Fortunately Mr
Lowndes himself was in the shop; as we found by his air
of consequence and authority, as well as his age; for |
never saw him before.

The moment he had given my mother the book, she
asked if he could tell her who wrote it.

"No/ he answered; 'l don't know myself.'

'Pho, pho," said she; 'you mayn't choose to tell, but
you must know.'

'l don't, indeed, ma'am,' answered he; '| have no honour
in keeping the secret, for | have never been trusted. All |
know of the matter is, that it is a gentleman of the other
end of the town.'

My mother made a thousand other inquiries, to which
his answers were to the following effect: that for a great
while, he did not know if it was a man or a woman; but
now, he knew that much, and that he was a master of his
subject, and well versed in the manners of the times.

'"For some time," continued he, 'l thought it had been
Horace Walpole's; for he once published a book in this
snug manner;* but | don't think it is now. | have often
people come to inquire of me who it is; but | suppose he
will come out soon, and then, when the rest of the world
knows it, | shall. Servants often come for it from the
other end of the town, and | have asked them divers
questions myself, to see if | could get at the author; but |
never got any satisfaction.'

Just before we came away, upon my mother's still
further pressing him, he said, with a most important face:

'Why, to tell you the truth, madam, | have been

! The Caffle of Otranto, which Lowndes had published.
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informed that it is a piece of real secret history; and, in that
cas, it will never be known.'

This was too much for me; | grinned irresistibly, and
was obliged to look out at the shop door till we came
away.

STREATHAM, SUNDAY, AUG. 23. | know not how to express
the fullness of my contentment at this sweet place. All my
best expectations are exceeded, and you know they were
not very moderate. If, when my dear father comes,
Susan and Mr Crisp were to come too, | believe it would
require at leas a day's pondering to enable me to form
another wish.

Our journey was charming. The kind Mrs Thrale
would give courage to the most timid. She did not ask
me questions, or catechize me upon what | knew, or use
any means to draw me out, but made it her business to
draw herself out—that is, to start subjects, to support
them hersdf, and to take all the weight of the conver sation,
as if it behoved her to find me entertainment. But | am
so much in love with her, that | shall be obliged to run
away from the subject, or shall write of nothing else.

When we arrived here, Mrs Thrale showed me my
room, which is an exceeding pleasant one, and then con-
ducted me to the library, there to divert myself while she
dressed.

Miss Thrale soon joined me: and | begin to like her.
Mr Thrale was neither well nor in spirits all day. Indeed,
he seems not to be a happy man, though he has every
means of happiness in his power. But | think | have
rarely seen a very rich man with a light heart and light
spirits.

Dr Johnson was in the utmost good humour.

SATURDAY MORNING. Dr Johnson was again all himself;
and so civil to mel—even admiring how | dressed myself!
Indeed, it is well | have so much of his favour; for it ssems
he always speaks his mind concerning the dress of ladies,
and all ladies who are here obey his injunctions implicitly,
and alter whatever he disapproves. This is a part of his



DIARY « 1778 15

character that much surprises me: but notwithstanding he
is sometimes so absent, and always so near-sighted, he
scrutinizes into every part of aimost everybody's appear-
ance. They tell me of a Miss Brown, who often visits
here, and who has a slovenly way of dressing. 'And
when she comes down in a morning," says Mrs Thrale,
"her hair will be all loose, and her cap half off; and then
Dr Johnson, who sees something is wrong, and does not
know where the fault is, concludes it is in the cap, and
says, " My dear, what do you wear such a vile cap for?"
"1 '11 change it, sir," criesthe poor girl, "if you don't like
it." "Aye, do," he says, and away runs poor Miss Brown;
but when she gets on another, it's the same thing, for
the cap has nothing to do with the fault. And then she
wonders that Dr Johnson should not like the cap, for she
thinks it very pretty. And so on with her gown, which
he also makes her change; but if the poor girl were to
change through all her wardrobe, unless she could put
her things on better, he would still find fault.'

And now let me try to recoiled: an account he gave us
of certain celebrated ladies of his acquaintance: an account
which, had you heard from himself, would have made you
die with laughing, his manner is so peculiar, and enforces
his humour so originally.

It was begun by Mrs Thrale's apologizing to him for
troubling him with some question she thought trifling—
Oh, | remember! We had been talking of colours, and of
the fantastic names given to them, and why the palest
lilac should be called soupir daufe and when Dr Johnson
came in she applied to him.

'"Why, madam,' said he, with wonderful readiness, 'it is
called a stifled sigh because it is checked in its progress,
and only half a colour.'

| could not help expressing my amazement at his
universal readiness upon all subjects, and Mrs Thrale
said to him:

'Sir, Miss Burney wonders at your patience with such
stuff; but | tell her you are used to me, for | believe |
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torment you with more foolish questions than anybody
else dares do.’

'No, madam," said he, 'you don't torment me—you
tease me, indeed, sometimes.'

'Aye, so | do, Dr Johnson, and | wonder you bear with
my nonsense.’'

'No, madam, you never talk nonsense; you have as
much sense, and more wit, than any woman | know!"

'Oh," cried Mrs Thrale, blushing, 'it is my turn . . .
this morning, Miss Burney!"

"And yet," continued the doctor, with the most comical
look, 'l have known all the wits, from Mrs Montagu1
down to Bet Flint!"

'‘Bet Flint!" cried Mrs Thrale; '‘pray who is she?

'Oh, a fine character, madam| She was habitually a
slut and a drunkard, and occasionally a thief and a harlot.'

"And, for heaven's sake, how came you to know her?'

'"Why, madam, she figured in the literary world, too!
Bet Flint wrote her own life, and called herself Cassandra,
and it was in verse; it began:

When Nature first ordain'd my birth,
A diminutive | was born on earth:

And then | came from a dark abode,
Into a gay and gaudy world.

So Bet brought me her verses to correct; but | gave her
half a crown, and she liked it as well. Bet had a fine
spirit; she advertised for a husband, but she had no
success, for she told me no man aspired to her! Then
she hired very handsome lodgings and a footboy; and
she got a harpsichord, but Bet could not play; however,
she put herself in fine attitudes, and drummed.'

Then he gave an account of another of these geniuses,
who called herself by some fine name, | have forgotten
what.

' She had not quite the same stock of virtue,' continued

! The celebrated blue-Stocking. She was the author of an Essay

on theGeniusand Learning of Shakespeare, which, accor dingto Johnson,
had not one sentence or true criticism in it.
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he, 'nor the same slock of honesty as Bet Flint; but |
suppose she envied her accomplishments, for she was so
little moved by the power of harmony, that while Bet
Flint thought she was drumming very divinely, the other
jade had her indicted for a nuisance!

"And pray what became of her, sir?'

'Why, madam, she Stole a quilt from the man of the
house, and he had her taken up: but Bet Flint had a
spirit not to be subdued; so when she found herself
obliged to go to jail, she ordered a sedan-chair, and
bid her footboy walk before her. However, the boy
proved refractory, for he was ashamed, though his mistress
was not.'

"And did she ever get out of jail again, sir?'

'Yes, madam; when she came to her trial, the judge
acquitted her. "So now," she said to me, "the quilt is
my own and now | '11 make a petticoat of it." Oh, |
loved Bet Flint!'

Oh, how we all laughed! Then he gave an account of
another lady, who called herself Laurinda, and who also
wrote verses and stole furniture; but he had not the same
affection for her, he said, though she too ' was a lady who
had high notions of honour.'

Then followed the history of another, who called her-
self Hortensia, and who walked up and down the park
repeating a book of Virgil.

'But," said he, 'though | know her story, | never had
the good fortune to see her.'

After this he gave an account of the famous Mrs Pink-
ethman; 'And she' he said, 'told me she owed all her
misfortunes to her wit; for she was so unhappy as to marry
a man who thought himself also a wit, though | believe
she gave him not implicit credit for it, but it occasioned
much contradiction and ill-will.'

'‘Bless me, sir!' cried Mrs Thrale, "how can all these
vagabonds contrive to get at you, of all people?'

"Oh, the dear creatures!' cried he, laughing heartily, 'l

can't but be glad to se them!"
B 960
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*Why | wonder, sir, you never went to see Mrs Rudd*
among the rest?

'"Why, madam, | believe | should," said he, 'i f it was not
for the newspapers; but | am prevented many frolics that
| should like very well since | am become such a theme
for the papers.'

Now would you ever have imagined this? Bet Flint,
it seems, once took Kitty Fisher to see him, but to his no
little regret he was not at home. '"And Mrs Williams,'?
he added, 'did not love Bet Flint, but Bet Flint made
herself very easy about that.'

How Mr Crisp would have enjoyed this account! He
gave it all with so droll a solemnity, and it was all so
unexpected, that Mrs Thrale and | were both almost
equally diverted.

Mr Crisp to Miss F. Burney
6th Nov., 1778.
MY DEAR FANNIKIN,

. | do entirely acquit you of all wish or design of
being known to the world as an author. | believe it is
ever the case with writers of real merit and genius, on the
appearance of their first productions: as their powers are
finer and keener than other people's, so is their sensibility.
On these occasions they are as nervous as Lady Louisain
Evelina, But surely these painful feelings ought to go off
when the sdts of general applause are continually held
under their nose. It is then time to follow your friend
Dr Johnson's advice, and learn to be a swaggerer, at least
so far as to be able to face the world, and not be ashamed
of the distinction you have fairly earned, especially when
it is apparent you do not court it*

1 Mrs Rudd was notorious for having given evidence against two
brothers who were executed for forgery.

2 Anna Williams, a blind woman whom Johnson allowed to live
in his house. She was the daug