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MODERN GRISELDA.

CHAPTER L

< Blest as th’ immortal gods is he,

¢ The youth who fondly sits by thee,

¢¢ Who sees, and hears thee all the while,
¢ Softly speak and sweetly smile.”

anafiues

IS not this ode set to music, my dear
Griselda? said the happy bridegroom
to his bride.

Yes, surely, my dear; did you never
" hear it?

Never, and I am glad of it, for
I shall have the pleasure of hearing it
for the first time, from you, my love—

B
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Will you be so kind as to play it for me?

Most willingly, said Griselda, with
an enchanting smile; but I am afraid
that I shall not be able to do it justice,
added she, as she sat down to her

-, harp and threw her white arm across

the chords.

Charming! Thank you, mylove, said
the bridegroom, who had listened with
enthusiastic devotion—Will you let me

“hear it once more ?

The complaisant bride repeated the
strain. -

Thank you, my dear love, repeated
her husband. This time he omitted
the word ¢¢ charming”——She missed it,
and pouting prettily, said,

I never canplayany thing sowell the .
second time as the first—She paused :
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but as no compliment ensued, she con-
tinued, in & more pettish tone—¢ And
for that reason, I do hate to be made
to play any thing twice over.”

I did not know that, my . dearest
love, or I would not have asked you to
do it, but I am the more obliged to
you for your ready compliance.

Obliged !'--Oh my dear, I am sure
you could not be the least obliged to
ne, for I know I played it horridly : I
hate flattery. )

I am convinced of that, my dear,
and therefore I never flatter: you know
I did not say that you played as well
the last time as the first, did I?

No, I did not say you did, cried

Griselda, and her colour rose as she
" spoke; she tuned her harp with some
B2
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precipitation——= This harp is ter- °
' ribly out of tune.”

Isit? I did not perceive it.

Did not you indeed? I am sorry for
that.

Why so, my dear ?

Because, my dear,I own that [would
rather have had the blame thrown on
my harp than upon myself. _

~ Blame! my love!—But I threw no
blame either on you or your harp. X
cannot recollect saying even a syllable
. that 'implied blame.

No, my dear, you did not say a syl-
lable; but in some cases the silence of
those we love is the worst, the most
mortifying species of blame. ‘

The tears came into Griselda’s beau-
tiful eyes. ‘
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My sweet love, said he, how can you
let such a trifle affect you so much?
Nothing is a trifle to me, whichcon-

cerns those. I love, said Griselda.
Her husband kissed away the pearly
drops which rolled over her vermeil-
titictured cheeks. My love, said he,
this is having too much sensibility.
Yes, I own I have too much sensi-
bilitjr, lsaid she, too much, a great
“deal too much, for my own happiness—
Nothing ever can be a trifle to me,
which marks the decline of the affec-
tion of those who are most dear to me:
The tenderest protestations of un-
diminished and unalterable affection,

could not for some. time reassure this .
timid sensibility : but at length thelady:

suffered herself to be comforted, and

-
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with a languid smile, said, that she
hoped she was mistaken, that her fears
- were perhaps unreasonable—that she
prayed to Heaven they might in fature
prove groundless.

A few weeks afterwards her husband
unexpectedly met with Mr. Granby, a

friend, of whose company he was par-
ticularly fond; he invited him home
to dinner, and was talking over past
times in all the gaiety and innocence
of his heart, when sunddenly his wife
rose and left the room.—As her ab-
sence appeared to him long, and as he
had begged his friend to postpone an
excellent story till her return, he went
to her apartment and called Griselda !
——Griselda, my love! No Gri-
selda answered—He searched for her
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in vain in every room in the house—
at last in an alcove in the garden, he
found the fair dissolved in tears———

Good Heavens! my dear Griselda,
what can be the matter?

A melancholy-—-not to say sullen
silence was maintained by his dear
Griselda, till this question had been
reiterated in all the possible tones of
fond solicitode and alarm: -at last in
broken sentences she repliedws

That she saw he did not love her—
never had loved her—that she had now
but too much reason to be convinced
that all her fears were real, not
imaginary. That her presentiments,
alas! never deceived her! That she
Wwas the most miserable woman on
earth.
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Her husband’s unfeigned astonish-

ment she seemed to consider as an ag-
gravation of her woes, and it was an
additional insult to plead ignorance of
his offence.
- If he did not understand her feelings,
it was impossible, it was needless to
explain them. He must have lost all
sympathy with her—all tenderness for
her, if he did not know what had passed
in her mind.

The man stood in stupid innocence,
Provoked to speak more plainly, the
lady exclaimed,

Unfeeling! cruel ! barbarous man!
—Have not you this whole day been
trying your utmost skill to torment me
to death! And proud of your success;
now you come to enjoy your triumph,



THE MODERN GRISELDA. 9

Success !|—Triumph !

Yes triumph |—1I see it in your eyes
—it is in vain to deny it—All this I
owe to your friend Mr.\Granby: Why

he should be my enemy, 1! who never
injured him, or any body living, in
thought, word, or deed—why he should
be my'énemy l— | '

Enemy! my love, this isthe strangest

fancy! Why should’ you imagine that
he is your enemy ? ‘

He s my enemy, nobody drall ever
convince me of the contrary, he has

wounded me in the tenderest point,

and in the basest manner; has not he.

done his utmost, in the most artful,
insidious way, even before my face, to
persuade you that you were a thousand

times happier when you were a bache- -

B5
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amociations which are stronger than
every other species of affection—All
those associations which I never can
have in your mind, which ever must act
against mé, and which no merit, if I had
any merit, no tenderness, no fidelity,
no fondness of mine can ever hope to
balance in the heart of the man I love.

My dearest Griselda! be reason-
able, and do not torment yourself and
me for no earthly purpose about these
associations—Really it is ridiculous;
come, dry these useless tears, let me
beseech you, my love. You do not
khow how much pain they give me,
unreasonable as they are.

At these words they flowed more
bitterly.

Nay my love, I conjure you to com-
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pose yourself, and return to the com \
pany; you do not know how long you
have been away, and I too, we shall
be missed, we shall make ourselves
ridiculous. ' ,
If it be ridiculous to love, I shall be

ridiculous all my life. I am sorry you

think me so; I knew it would come to
this; I must bear it, if I can, said
Griselda

‘me from returning to the company to-

Only be so kind to excuse

night, indeed I am not fit, I am not
able, say that I am not well, indeed,
my love, you may say so with truth—
Tell your friend that I have a terrible
head-ache, and that I am gone to bed,

but not to rest, added she in a lower ..

" and more plaintive tone as she drew
her hand from her husband’s, and



S T T REERERET TT Cae S

THE MODERN GRJSELDA. 18

in spite of ‘all his entreaties retired to
her room, with an air of heart-broken
resignation.

Whoever has had the felicity to be
beloved by such a wife as our Griselda,
must have felt how much the charms of
beauty are heightened by the anguish
of sensibility—Even in the moment
when a husband is most tormented by
her caprices, he feels that there is
something so amiable, so flattering to
his vanity in their source, that he can-
not' complain of the killing pleasure,
On the contrary, he grows fonder of

-his dear tormentor; he folds closer to
him this pleasing bosom ill.

Griselda perceived the effects, and
felt the whole extent of the power of
sensibility ; she had toomuch prudence,

- P Y TR - . a I e
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hov»;ever, at once to wear out the ex-
citability of a husband’s beart; she
- knew that the influence of tears, potent
as it is, might in time cease to be irre-
sistible, unless aided by the magic of
smiles; she kuew the power of con-
trast even in charms; she believed the
poets, who certainly understand these
things, and who assure us that the very
existence of Love depends on this blest
vicissitude. Convinced, or seemingly
convinced, of the folly of that fond
melancholy in which she persisted for
a week, she next appeared all radiant
with joy; and she had reason to be de-
lighted by the effect which this. pro.
duced. Her husband, who had not
yet been.long enough her husband to
cease to be her lover, had suffered

.-
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much from the obstinacy of her sor-
row, his spirits had sunk, he had be-
come silent, he had been even.seen
to stand motionless with his arms
folded; he was in this attitude when
she approached and smiled upon him
in all ‘her glory. - He breathed, he
lived, he moved, he sboke—Not the in-
fluence of the sun on the statueof Mem~
non was ever more-exhilarating..

Let any candid female say, or, if she
will not say, imagine; what she should
have felt at this moment in Griselda’s
place—How intoxicating to human
vanity to be possessed of such power§
of enchantment!—How difficult to re-
frain from their exercise | —How impos-
sible to believe in their finitc duration !
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CHAPTER II.
¢ Some hope a lover by their faults to win,
‘¢ As spots on ermine beautify the skin.”

-

WHEN Griselda thought that her
- husband had long enough enjoyed his
new existence, and that there was dan-
ger of his forgetting the taste of sorrow,
she changed her tone——One day,
when he had not returned home ex-
actly at the appointed minute, she re-
ceived him with a frown ; suchas would
have made even Mars himself recoil,
if Mars could have beheld such a frown
upon the brow of his Venus.
Dinnerhas been kept waiting for you
.this hour, my dear.

[ S —
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I am very éorry for it; but why did
you wait, my dear? I am really very
sorry I am so late, but (looking at his
watch) it is only half past six by
me.

It is seven by me.

Theypresented their watches to each
other; he, in an apologetical, she, in a
reproachful, attitude.

I rather think you are t0o fast, my
dear, said the gentleman.

Iam very sure you are too slow, my

dear, said the lady.

My watch never loses & minute in
the four-and-twenty hours, sald he.

Nor mine a second, said she. '

I have reason to believe I am right,
my love, said the husband mildly.
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Reason! exclaimed the wife, asto-
nished.

What reason can you possibly have
‘to believe you are right; when I tell
you, I am morally certain you are
wrong, my love.

My only reason for doubting it
is, that I set my watch by the sun
to-day.

The sun must be wrong then, cried
the lady hastily.—You need not laugh;
for I know what I am saying—the
variation, the declinatfon, must be al-
lowed for in computing it with the
clock. Now you know p&rféctly well
what I mean, though you will not ex-
plain it for me, bécause.you are con-
scious I am in the right.

Well, my dear, . you are conscious

ek ATA e a mme e AT LTV el Mg RS WM




THE MODERN GRISELDA. 19

of it, that is sufficient—We will not
dispute any more about such a trifle.—
Are they bringing ﬁp dinner?

If they know that you are come in;
but I am sure 1 cannot tell whether
they do or not—Pray, my dear Mrs,
Nettleby, cried the lady, turning to a
female friend, and still - holding her
watch in hand—What o'clock is it
by you? There is nobody in the
world hates disputing about trifles so
much as¢ I do; but I own I do love to
convince people that I am in the right:

Mrs. Nettleby’s watch-had stopped
—How provoking! Vexed at having
no immediate means of convincing
people that she was in the right, our
heroine consoled herself by proceeding
to criminate her flusband,' not in this

, -
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particular instance where he pleaded
_guilty, but upon the general charge of
being always late for dinner, which he
strenuously denied. ‘
There is something in the species of
reproach, which advances thus trium-
phantly from particulars to generals,
peculiarly offensive to every reasonable
and susceptible mind: And there is -
something in the general charge of
being always late for dinner, which
the punctuality of man’s nature cannot
easily endure, especially if he be
hungry. We ‘should humbly advise.
our female friends to forbear exposing
a husband’s patience to this trial,
or at least to temper it with much
. . fondness, else mischief will infallibly
ensue. For the first time- Griselda
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saw her husband angry; but she re-
covered him by saying, in a softened
tone——

"My love, you must be sewsible
.that I can have but one reason for
being so impatient for your return
home—If I liked your compahy less,
I should not complain so much of your
want of punctuality.

Finding that this speech had the de-
sired effect, it was afterwards rqpeated'
with variations, whenever her husband
stayed from home to €njoy any species
of amusement, or to gratify any of his
friends. When he betrayed symptoms
of impatience under this constraint, the
expostulations became more urgent, if
not more forcible.

Indeed, my dear, I take it rather un-
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kindly of you, that you pay so little
attention to my feelings——

I see I am of no consequence to you
now; I find every body’s society is
preferred to mine; it was not always
so—Well! it is what I might have ex-
pected—-

Heigho !-~—Heigho ! —

Griselda’s sighs were still persuasive,
and her husband, notwithstanding that
hé felt the restraints which daily multi-
plied upon his time and upon his per-
sonal liberty becoming irksome;, had
nat the barbarity to give pain to the
woman by whom he was so tenderly
beloved: He did not consider that in
this case, as well as in many others,
apparent mercy is real cruelty, The
more this monopolising ‘humour of bis -
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wife’s was indulged, the more insatiable
it became—Every person, every thing
but herself, was to be excluded from
his heart ; and when this sole patent for
pleasure was granted to her, she be-
came rather careless in its exercise, as
those are apt to do who fear no com-
petitors. In proportion as her endea-
vours to please abated, her expectations
of being adored increased: the slight-
est word of blame, the most remote
hint that any thing in her conduct,
manners, or even dress, could be altered
for the better, was the signal for battle, -
or tears.
Onenight she wept for an hour, and
debated for two, about an alteration
-in her head-dress, which her husband
unluckily happened to say made it
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more becoming. More becoming ! im-
plied, that is was before unbecoming.
She recollected the time when every
thing she wore was becoming in some-

body’s eyes—but that time, alas | was_

completely past; and she only wished
- that she could forget that it had ever
been. :
« To have been happy, is additional
misery.”
This misery may appear comic to

some people, but it certainly was not
so to our heroine’s unfortunate hus-

band. Itwasin vain, thatin mitigation
of his offence he pleaded total want of
knowledge in the arcana of the toilette

—~absolute inferiority of taste—and a .

willing submission to the decrees of
fashion,
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This submission was called indiffer-
)
ence—this calmness construed into con-

tempt. He stood convicted of liavi;lg' -

said, that the lady’s dress was unbe-
commg—-she was certain that he
thought more than he said, and that
every thing about her was grown dls-
agreeable to him.

It was in vain he represented, that

his affection had not been created, and
could not be anmhllated by sugh tri-
fles; that it rested on- the solid basns of
esteem, ) | ,
. Esteem! cried his wife—that is the'
unkindest stroke of all! When a man
begins to talk of ésteem, there is a end .
of love.

To nllustrate this position, the fair
one, as well as the disorder of her

: C
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mind would permit, entered into a re-
fined disquisition, full of all the meta~
physics of gallantry, which proved that
love—genuine love—is an s.thereal es~
- sence—a union of souls—reguiated by
none of those formal principles, and
founded upeon none of those vulgar
moral qilalities, on which friendship,
and the other commexions of society
depend. Far, far above the juris.
- diction of reason, trwe love: creabes
. ‘perﬁeet sympathy in. taste, and an.ab.
solute identity of opinion upon all sub-
" jects, physieal, metaphysical, moral,
political, and economic. After having
. thus. established ker theory, her prac-
tice was wonderfully consistent, and
she reasomably expected from her hus-
bend, the mess exact conformity to



THE MODEAN ORISELDA. &Y

tier principlessof course; hiv five
sénses, and His understanding, wers
be identified with hers. If he saw,
lieard, felt, or upderstood differently
, from het, he did tt6tawcould not love
her, Ouce she wad offended by his
Hiking white Bettet than bhack; at ane
ther time she was sngry with him for
foving the taste of mushitooms. Ome
winter she qua'freﬂed'mm ittt for mot
adiniting the meh of sufin, avid ove
sumter she was jealoes 6f Mins for
Rétenintg to the song of a blackdird.
Ther, becawse He evuld not prefer to -
aIF other 6dours the smell of jessutiine,;
she wax ready “ to die of a rose iw
arowatic pain.” The domain of taste,
it the mrore enlargdd sevse of the word;
Decattie' & glottous fleld of Batihe, dnd
ce
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afforded subjects of. inéxtinguishablg
‘war. Our heroine was accomplished,
and knew how to make all her accom-
plishments, and her knowledge, of use.
As she was mistress not only of the
pencil, and of all « the cant of criti-
- cism,” she had infinite advantagesin -
the wordy war. From the beau ideal,
to the choice of a snuffer-dish, all came
within her province, and was to be
submitted, without appeal, to her in-
stinctive sense of moral order.—
Happy fruits of knowledge !—Happy -
those, who can thus enlarge their in-
- tellectual dominion, and can vary eter-
nally the dear delight of giving pain,
The range of opinion was still more
ample than the province of taste,
affording scope for all the joys of as-
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sertion, and declamatibn-—fgr the op-
posing of learned and unlearned au-
thorities,—for the quoting the opinions
of friends—counting voices instead of
arguments—wondering at the absur-
dity of those who oan be of a different
way of thfnking—appealigg to the
- judgment of the whole world—or rest- -
ing perfectly satisfied with her own.
Sometimes the most important, some-~
" times ‘the most trivial, and seemingly
uninteresting subjects gave exercise to
Griselda’s powers; and in all cases
being entirely of her opinion, was the
only satisfactory proof of love. |
Our heroine knew how, with able
generalship, to take advantage of time
and situation. Just before the birth
of their first child, a dispute arose be-
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tween the husband and wife, concern-
ing public snd private education, which
from its vehemence, alarmed the gen-
tleman inte a perfect conviction that
he was in the wrong, - Scarcely had
Griselda gained this point, when a
question arpse at the tea.table, re--
speoting the Chinese method of making
tea. It was doubted by somse af the
company, whether it was made in & _
> terpot, of 8 tearoup,  Griselde gave °
her apinien leudly for the teapot~—
her lord and master, inelined to the
tea-eup—and as neither of them had
been in China, they could debate
without fear of coming to a eenclusion.
The subject seemed at first insignis
figant, but the lady’s methed of mae
naging it supplied all deficiencies, and

)
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roused all the passions of human na--
ture on one side or the other. ~Victory

hung doubtful ; but our heroine won

the day, by taking time into the ac- .
count—Her adversary was in 8 hurry :

- to go to the wedding of one of his

friends, and quitted the field of battle. .
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. CHAPTER II1.

“ Self valuing Fancy, highly crested Pride,
“ Strong sovereign Will, and some desire to
-chide.”
’ . e

THERE are, says Dr. Johnson, a .
‘thousand familiar disputes which rea-
son can never decide; questions that
elude investigation, and make logic ri-
diculous—cases whee something must
be done, and where little can be said.
*# % * Wretched would be the pairabove
all names of wretchedness, who should
be doomed to adjust by reason every
morning, all the detail of a domestic
day. .

" Our heroine made a double advan-

———y s e s s mnegeracen e » St
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tage of this ixassage 3 for she regularly
reasoned where logiE: was ridiculous,
and could not be prevailed upon to
listen to reason, when it might have
been useful—She substituted her will
mostfrequently forarguments,and often
opposed it to her }msband’s, in order
to give him the merit of sacrificing his
wishes. When he wanted to read, she
suddenly wished to walk; when he
“wished to walk, sixe was immersed in
her studies. When he was busy, she was
talkative—when he was eager to hear
her converse, she was inclined to be si-
lent. The-company that he liked, she
disliked ; the public amusements. that
she most frequented, were those of which
be least approved. This species of wil-
filness was the strongest proof of her
cs -
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slicitude shout bis good opiRica~e
* She could not hear,” she said, «thay
* he should ¢opsider her ag a child,
« wha waa not able to gavern hemelf.”

- She cowld net believe that & man-

“ had comfidence im her, upless he
« proved it by leaving hex at liberty to
“ decide and act for hersell.”
Sometimes she receded, sometinws
‘she sdvanced, in her claiws; but withs
ent marking the daily ebbsand flows of
her. humour, it is sufficient to ohserve,

thatit continually encreached upon hey .

husband’s indulgence—She soon ine
ssted upon being comsulted, that iy
ebeyed, in affairs which did not imme~
diately come under the cognizance of
her sex—politics inclusive. This appa-
rently ezorhitant love of power, was




THE MODERN GRISELDA. 85

vexled under the most affectionate hu-
mility. '

Omy Lovel Iknowyon desplse my
abilities; you think these things above
the comprehension of poor women. I
know I am but your plaything after all ;
you cannot consider me for s moment
as your equal ot your friend—J see
that!—You gatk of these things to your .

friend Mr. Granby--I am not worthy -

to hear them.-—-Well, I am sure I have
Do amibition, except to possess the con-,
fidence of the man I love. ‘

‘The lady forgot that she had, wpon s
former occasion, considered a.pmfel-
 shon of esteens from hey husband as am
insult, and that according to her defe
nition: of true leve, esteem was ineom-

patible: witl its existemge.
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Tacitus remarks, that it is common
with princes to wil contradictories; in
this characteristic they have the honor
td resemble some of the fair sex, as
well as all spoiled children. Having
every feasible wish gratified, they are
obliged to wish for what is impossible,
for want of something to desire or to
do—They are compelled to cry for the
moon, or for new worlds to‘conquer.—
Our heroine having now attained the
summit of human glory and happiness,
and feeling almost as much ennui as
was expressed by the conqueror of the
world, yawned one morning as she
sat téte-a-téte with her husband, and
said— ’
I wish I knew what was the matter
with me this morning—Why do you
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keep the newspaper all to yourself, my
dear?

Here it is for you, my dear, I have
fmished it.

I humbly thank you for giving it to
me when you have done wnth it—I
hate stale news—-Is there any thmg in
the paper ? for I cannot be at the trou-
ble of hunting it. . ‘

Yes, m} dear, there are the mar-
riages of two of our friends—

Who? Whg ? )

Your friend the widow Nettleby, to
her.cousin John Nettleby.

Mrs. Nettleby ! Lord! but why did

* you tell me?

Because you asked me, my dear.

Oh, but it is a hundred times plea-
‘santer to réad the paragraph ones self
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. ==One loses all the pleasure of the
surprise by being told—Well! whose
waa the other manrisge ? )

" Oh, my dear, I will not tell you—I
will leave you the pleasure of the sur-
prise. ' o .

But you see I cannot find it—Haw

pravoking yeu are, my dear! Do pray

tell it me. . i

" Qur friend Mr, Granby.»

Mr. Granby |—Dear! Why did net -
you make me guess?*1 shquld have
guessed him direetly: But why do you
call him our friend ? I am sure he is mo
friecad of mine, nor ever was; I took
* an aversion to him, as you may remem--
ber, the very first day k saw hims Iam
sare he is no friend of mine.

I am sorry for i, my dear—but
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I hope you will go and see Mra »
Granby.

Not I indeed, my deap—~Who was
she ?

Miss Coqke.

Cooke !-hut there are so many
Cookes—rCan’t you distinguish hes
any \nyir—.-Hax she Do Cbtiat'ian R
name?

Emma, Pthink—yes, Emma. i}

Emma Cooke —Nao ;—it eannot be
my friend Emmfa Coake~—for L am sure
she was cut out for an old maid.

This lady seems to me to be cut out_
for a good wife

May be so—1 am. sure I'll never go
to see her—Pray, my dear, how came
you to see so. much of her ? - |

I have seen very little of her, my
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" dear—I only saw her two or three times

before she was married. ‘

.Then, my.dear; how could you de-
cide that she is cut out for a good wife ?
—1I am sure you could not judge of her
by seeing her only two or three ;:imes,
and before she was married.

Endeed, my love, that is ivery just
observation. '

I understand that compliment per-
fectly, and thank you for it, my dear"
~—ImustownIcanbearny thing better
than irony.

Irony ! my dear, I was perfectly in
earnest. !

'Yes, yes; in garnest—so I perceive
—1I may naturally be dull of épprelien-
sion, but my feelings are quick enough;
I c}mprehend you too well; Yes—itis

I~ = S S
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impossible to judge of a woman before
marriage, or to guess what sort of a
wife she will make. I presume you
speak from experience; you have been
disappointed yourself, and repent yqur
choice. i
My dear, what did I say that was like
this! Uponmy word 1 meant no such
thing; I really was not thinking of you
-in the least.
No—jyou never think of me now: I
can easily believe that you were not
- thinking of me in the least,

‘But I said that only to prove to you
that I could not be thinking ill of you,
my dear. . :

But I would rather that you thought
ill of me, than that you did not think
of me at all,
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Well, my dear, said her husband,
laughing, I will even think il of you,
if that will please you.

Do you laugh at me? cried she,
bursting into tears. When it comes to
this, I am wretched indeed! Never
man laughed at the woman he loved !
Aslong as you had the slightest remains
of love for me, you could not make
me an object of derision : ridicule and
~ loye are incompatible; absolutely in-
compatible. Well, I have done ‘my
best, my very best to make you happy,
but in vain. I see I am not cut out to
be a good wife. Happy, happy Mrs.
Granby!

Happy, 1 hope smcerely, thatshewill
be with my friend ; but my happiness
must depend on you, my loye: so for
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my sake, if not for your own, be com-
posed,-and do not torment yourself
with snch fancies.

I do wonder, cried our heroine,
starting from her seat, whether this
Mrs. Granby is really that Miss Emma
Cooke. . I'll go and see her directly;
see her I must.

I am heartily giud of it, my dear;
for I am sure a visit to his wife, will
give my friend Granby real plegsure,

1 promise youn, my dear, 1 do not go
to give bim plessure, or yon either;
but to sstisfy my own-~cyriopity. -

The rudensss. of this speech would
haye been intolerable to her hushand,
if it had not been for a certain hesita~
tion in the emphasis with which she
pronounced the word curiasity, which
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left him in doubt as to her real mo-
tive,

Jealousy is sometimes thought to be
a ;;roof of love; and in this point of
view, must not all its caprices, absur-
" dities, and extravagancies be graceful,
amiable, and gratifying?

A few days after Griselda had satis-
fied her curiosity, she thus, in the pre-
sence of her husband, began to vent her
spleen: o

For heaven’s sake, dear Mrs, Net-
tleby, cried she, addressing herself to
the new-married widow, who came to
return her wedding visit;—for pity’s
sake, dear Mrs. Nettleby, can you
or any body else tell me, what pos-
sessed Mr. Granby to marry Emma
Cooke?
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. 1 am sure I cannot tell, for I have
not seen her yet.
. You will be less able to tell after
you have seen her, and less still after
you have heard her.

What then, she is neither a wit nor
a beauty! I'm quite surprised at that;
for I thought to be sure, Mr. Granby,
who is such a judge and such a critic,
and so nice about female manners,
would not have been content without
something very extraordinary,

Nothing can be more ordiirary.

Astonishing ! but I am quite tired of
being astonished at marriages! One
sees such strange matches every dé,y, I
am resolved never to be surprised at
any thing: who can, that lives in the
world ? But really now I am surprised .
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at Mr. Granby. What! is she no-
thing?

Nothing: absolutely nothing: acy-
pher: a nonentity.

. Now really? you do ot telt me so,
said Mrs. Nettleby: Well, I am so

disappointed : for I always resolved te

take example by Mr. Gramby’s wife.

I would rather thit she should take
warning by nte, sauk Grisela, Jaugh- -
ng: But to be candid, L must tell yow
that to same people’s taste, she is &
patterr. wife; a perfect Grizsle. She
amé I should have changed mames—-or
characters, Whick, my dear? cried
she; appealing to her husband,

Not names, my deur, answered hei

The comveration might here have
endedbappily,buturuckilyour Hevoine
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could not Be easily satisfied before
Mirs. Nettleby, to whom she was proud
of shewing her conjugal ascendancy.
My dear, said she to her husband,
a-propos to pattenr wives; you have
read Chaucer’s Tales. Do you se-
riously like ar diskike the real, origioal,
old Griselda ?
-1t is so lomg smce I have seen hér,
that ¥ cannot tel: replied ke,
Then, my dear, you must read the
- story over again, and tell me wiﬂwm

-

_evasion,
Amid if be coufd resd it Before Mrs.
Granby and me, what a complimene .
that would be to one bride, added the
malicions Mys. Net:ﬂeby-, and’ what a
o lesson‘ for another!
. Oritmust be so ¥ it must be so! cried

-
L4



48 THE MODERN GRISELDA. .

Griselda. I will ask her here on pur-
pose to a reading party; and you, my
dear Mrs. Nettleby, will come for your
lesson. You, my love, who read so
well; and who, I am sure, will be de-
lighted to. pay a compliment to your
favourite, Mrs. Granby,—youwill read,
and I will—~weep. On what day shall
it be? Let mesee: Monday, Tuesday,
Weédnesday, Thursday, Friday, Satur-
day, Sunday, I’'m engaged : but Sunday
is only a card-party at home, I can put
that off: Then Sunday let it be, -

. Sunday,I am uﬁluckily engaged, my
. dear, said her husband. ‘
* Engaged? O nonsense! You have
no enéagements of any consequence;
and when I put off a card-party on pur-
pose to have the pleasure of hearing
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you read, oblige me, my love, for
once, '

. My love, to oblige you, Iwill do any
. thing.

Griselda cast a triumphant glance at
Mrs. Nettleby, which said as plainly as
a look could say, * You see how I
" rule him I” |
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CHAPTER 1V.

¢ Feels every vanity in fondness lost,
« And asks no power but that of pleasing
“ most.”
——
ON Sunday evening, a large company
assembled at our heroine’s summons.
They were all seated in due form; the
reader with his book open, and wait-
ing for the arrival of the bride, for-
whoma conspicuous place wasdestined,
where the spectators, and especially
Mrs. Nettleby and our Griselda, could
enjoy a full view of her countenance.
Lord bless me! it is getting late;
I am afraid—I am really afraid Mrs.
- Granby will not come.

a -
L Rt AT . - @B ot — e el . —_—
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The ladies had time to discuss,-who
and what she was : as she had lived in
the country, few of them had seen, or
could tell any thing about her, but oue
heroine circulated her opinion in whis-
pers, and every one was prepared to
Jaugh at the pattern wife, the original
Griselda revived, as Mrs. Nettleby sar-
castically called her.

Mrs. Granby was announced. The
buz was hushed, and the titter sup-
pressed; affected gravity appeared in
every countenance, and all eyes turned
with malicious curiosity upon the bride

as she entered. The timidity of -

Emma’s first appearénce was so free,

both from aukwardness and affectation,

that it interested at least every gentle-

man present in ber favour. Surrounded
D2

o a——
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by strangers, but quite unsuspicious
that they were prepared to consider
her as an object of ridicule or satire,
she won her way to the lady of the
house, to whom she addressed herself
as to a friend. ‘

Is not she quite a different person
from what you had expected? swhis-
pered one of the ladies to her neigh-
bour, as Emma passed. Her manner
seemed to solicit induigence, rather
than to ‘provoke envy. ¢ She was
very sorry to find, that the company
had been waiting for her; she had
been detained by the sudden illness of
Mr. Granby’s mother.”

Whilst Emma was making this apo-
logy, some of the audience observed,
that she had a remarkably sweet voice;
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others discovered that there was some-
thing extremely feminine in her person.
A gentleman, whe saw that she was
distressed, at the idea of being seated
in the conspicuous place to which she
was destined by the lady of the house,
got up, and offered his seat, which she
most thankfully accepted.

Oh, my dear Mrs, Granby, I can-
not possibly allow you to sit there,
cried the lady of the house. You must
have the honours of the day, added
she, seizing Emma’s hand to conduct
her to the place of honour. Pray ex-
cuse me, said Mrs. Granby, henours
are so little suited tome: I am per-
fectly well here.

But with' that window a¢ your back,
my dear Madam! said Ms. Nettleby.
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I do not feel the slightest breath of
air. But perhaps I crowd these ladies.

Not in the least, not in the least,
said the ladies, who were on each side
of her: they were won, by the ir-
resistible gentleness of Emma’s man-
ner. Our heroine was vexed to be
- obliged to give up her point; and re-
linquishing Mrs. Granby’s hand, re-
turned to her own seat, and said in a
harsh tone to her husband,

Well! my dear, if we are to have any
reading to-night, you had better begin.

The reading began ; and Emma was
so completely absorbed, that she did
not perceive that most of the audience
were intent upon her. Those who act
ény part, may be ridiculous in the
playing it, but those are safe from the
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utmost malignity of criticism, who are
perfectly unconscious that they have
-any part to perform. Emma had been
abashed at her first appearance in an
assembly of strangers, and concerned
by the idea that she had kept them
waiting ;- but as soon as this embarrass«
ment passed over, her manners re-
sumed their natural ease; a degree of
ease, which  surprised her judges;
and which arose from the persuasion,
that she was not of sufficient con-
sequence to attract attéention, Our
heroine was provoked by the sight
of this insolent tranquillity, and was
determined that it should not long cons
tinue. The reader came to the pro-
mise, which Gualtherus exacts from
his bride :=
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« Swear, that with ready will and honest heart,

¢¢ Like or dislike, without regret or art;

¢ In presence or alone, by night or day,

¢« All that I will you fail not to obey;

<« AN I intend to forward, that you seek,

** Nor ever ence object to what I speak,

¢¢ Nor yet in part alone, my'wisb fulfil ;

¢¢ Nor though you do it, do it with ill-will;

¢ Nor with a forced compliance half refuse ;

« And acting duty, all the merit lose.

¢ To strict obedience, add a willing grace,

¢¢ And let yoursoul be painted in your face;

¢ No reasons given, and no pl"etences sought,

*To swerve in deed, or word, in look, or
« thought.”

Well ladies! cried the modern Gri-
selda; what do you think of this?
Shrill exclamations of various vehe-
* mence, expressed with one accord the,
sentiments, or rather feelings of almost
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all the married ladies who were pre-
sent. ' o : :

Abominable! Intolerable! Insuffer- -
‘able! Horrible! I would rather have
seen the man perish at my feet} I
would rather have died ;. I would have
remained unmarried all my life, rather

\

than have submitted to sueh terms.- -
A few young unmarried ladies, who
had. not.spoken; or who had not been
heard to speak in the din of tongues,
were appealed to, by the gentlemen
next them. They could not be pre-
vailed upon to pronounce any dis-
tinct opinion: they qualified; and he-
sitated, and softened, and equivocated,
and, .« were .not positively able to
, judge, for really they had never thought.
.upon the subject.”
D 5.
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Upon the whole, however, it was
evident, that they did not betray that
-natural horror, which pervaded the
-more experienced matrons. All agreed
that the terms were ¢ hard terms,” and
-ill expressed: some added, that only
love could persuade a woman to sub-
mit to them. And some still more sen-
-timental maidens, in a lower vaice,
were understood to say, that as mo-
thing is impos§ible to Cupid, they
might be induced to such submission ;
but that it must be by a degree of
love, which they solemnly declared
they had never felt or could imagine,
as yet,

For my part, cried the modern Gri-
selda, I would sooner have lived an
~ old maid to the days of Methusalem,
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than have been s0 mean as to have
married any man on earth ‘upon such
terms. But I know there are people,
who can never think * marriage dear-
bought.” My dear Mrs. Granby, we
have not yet heard your opinion, and
we should have had yours first, as
 bride. | '
I forgot that I was bride, said
Emma.—Forgot ! Is it possible! cried
Mrs. Nettleby ; now this is an excess of
modesty, of which I have no notion.
But for which Mr. Granby, con-
tinued our heroine, tarning to Mr.
Granby, who at this moment entered
the room, ought to make hissbest bow.
Here is your lady, sir, who has just
assured us that she forgot she was &
bride : bow to this exquisite humility,

WEER L e R eeam——
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Exquisite vanity ! cried Mr. Granby,
she knows
. * How much the wife is dearer than the bride.”

She will be a singularly happy wo-
man if she knows that, this time twelve-
month, replied our heroine, darting a
reproachful look at her silent husband.
In the mean time, do let us hear Mrs.
Granby speak for herself; I must have
her opinion of Griselda’s promise to
-obey her lord right or wrong, in all
. things, no reasons given, to submit in
deed, and word, and look, and thought.
If Mrs. Granby tells us that is her
theory, we must all reform our prac-
tice. .

Every eye was fixed upon Emma,
and every ear was impatient for her
answer,
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I should never have imagined, said
she, smiling, that any person’s prac-
tice could be influenced by my theory,
especially as I have no theory.

© No more humility, my dear; if you
" have no theory, you have an opinion
of your own, I hope, and we must
have a distinct answer to this simple
question. Would you have made the
promise that was required from Gri-
selda? ' :

No; answered Emma, distinctly no;
for I could never have loved or
esteemed the man, who required such
a promise.

. Disconcerted by this answer, which
was the very reverse of what she ex-
pected, amazed at the modest self-
possession with which the timid Emma
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spoke, and vexed by the symptoms of
approbation which Emma’s words and
voice excited, our heroine called upon
her husband, in a more than usually
aethoritative tone, and bid him—read
on. '

He obeyed. Emma became again
absorbed in the story, and her coun-
tenance showed how much she felt all
its beauties, and all its pathos. Emma
did all she could to repress her feel-
ings; and our heroine, all she could to
make her and them ridiculous. But
in this attempt she was unsuccessful ;
for many of the spectators, who at her
instigation began by watching Emma’s
countenance to find subject for ridi.
cule, ended by sympathizing with her
unaffected sensibility.

Nl - —
- P R S
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When the tale was ended, the mo-
dem Griselda, who was determined to
oppose as strongly as possible the
charms of spirit to those of sensibility,
burst furious forth into an invective,
against the meanness of her namesake,
and the tyranny of the odious Gual-
therus. ‘

Could you have forgiven him, Mrs,
Granby? could you have forgiven the
monster ?

He repented, said Emma ; and does
not a penitent cease to be a monster ?

O, I never, never would have for-
given him, penitent or not penitent;
I would not have forgiven him such
sins. ) ‘

I would not have put it into his
power to commit them, said Emma.
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I confess the story never touched me-
in the least, cried Mrs. Bolingbroke.

Perhaps for the same reason, that
Pe_trarch’s friend said, that he read it
unmoved, replied Mrs. Granby: be-
.cause he could not believe, that such a
woman as Griselda ever existed.

No, no, not_for that reason: I be-
lieve many such poor, meek, mean-
spirited creatures exist.

Emma was at length wakened to
the perception of her friend’s envy and
Jjealousy; but—

¢¢ She mild forgave the failing of her sex.”

1 canmot admire the original Gri-
selda, or any of her imitators, continued
our heroine. : .

There is no great danger of her

C o - .
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finding imitators in these days, said
Mr. Granby. Had Chaucer lived in
our enlightened times, he would doubt-
less have drawn a very different cha-
racter.
. The modern Griseldalooked * fierce
as ten furies.” Emma softened her
husband’s observation by adding, that
Allowance should certainly be made
for poor Chaucer, if we consider the -
times in which he wrote, The situation
and understandings of women have
been so much improved since his days,
Women were then slaves, now they are
free. My dear, whispered she to her
husband, your mother is not well, shall
we go home?

Emma left the rogm ; and even Mrs.
Nettleby, after she was gone, said
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Really she is not ugly when she
blushes.

No woman is ugly when she blushes,
replied our heroine; but unluckily ‘a
woman cannot always blush.

Finding that her attempt to make-
Emma ridiculous had failed, and that
it had really placed Mrs. Granby’s un~
derstanding, manners, and temper, in
amost advantageous and amiable light,
Griselda was mortified beyond mea-
sure. She could scarcely bear to heat
Emma’s name mentioned,
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CHAPTER V,

¢ She that can please, is certain to persuade,
*“ To-day is loved, to-morrow is obey'd.

B . e

A FEW days after the reading party,
Griselda was invited to spend an even-
ing at Mrs. Granby’s.

I shall «not go, said she, throwing
down the card with an air of disdain.

* Ishall go, said her husband, calmly.

You will go, my dear! cried she,
amazed.

You will go without me ?

Not without you, if you will be so
kind as to go with me, my love, said
he.
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It is quite out of my power, said
she; I am engaged to my friend Mrs.
Nettleby.

Very well, my dear, said he; do as
you please. .

Certainly I shall. And I am sur-
prised, my dear, that you do not go to
see Mr. John Nettleby. -

I have no desire to see him, my
dear. He is, as I have often heard you
say, an obstinate fool. He is a man
1 dislike particularly.

Very possibly ; but you ought to. go
to see him notwithstanding,

Why so, my dear?

Because he is married to a woman
Ilike. If you had any regard for me,
your own feelings would have saved
you the trouble of asking that question.
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But, my dear, should not your re-
gard for me also suggest to you, the
propriety of keeping up an acquaint-
ance with Mrs. Granby, who is married
to 2 man I like; and who is not her- .
self an obstinate foel.
' 1 shall not enter into any discussion
upon the subject, replied our heroine;
for this was one of the cases, where
she made it a rule mever to reason.
I can only say, that I have my owa
opinion, and that I beg to be excused
from keeping up any acquaintance
whatever with Mrs,. Granby.

And Ibeg to be excused from keep-
ing up any acquaintance whatever with
Mr. Nettleby, replied her husband.

Good Heavens! cried she, raising
herself upon the sofa, on which she
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had been reclining, and fixing her eyes
uwpon her husband, with unfeigned
astonishment : I do not know you this
morning, my dear, _
Possibly not, my dear, replied he;
for hitherto you have seen ounly your
lover, now you see your husband.
Never did metamorphosis excite
more astonishment. The lady was
utterly unconscieus that she had had
any part in producing it, that she had
herself dissolved the spell. She raged,
she raved, she reasoned, in vain. Her
point she could not compass. Her
cruel husband persisted in his deter-
mination not to go to see Mr. Jobn
Nettleby. Absolutely astounded, she
was silent. There was a truce for
some hours. She renewed the attack
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in the evening, and ceased not hostili-
ties for three succeeding days and
nights, in reasonable hopes of wearying
theenemy, still without success. The
morning rose, the great the important
day, which was to decide the fate of
the visit. The contending parties-mes
as usual at breakfast; they seemed
mutually afraid of each other, and
stood at bay. There was a forced
calm in the gentleman’s demeanour,
treacherous smiles played upon the
lady’s countenance. He seemed cau-
tious to prolong the suspension of
hostilities, she fond to anticipate the
victory, The name of Mrs. Granby,
or of Mr. John Nettleby, was not ut-
tered by either party, nor did either
inquire where the other was to'spend
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the evening. At dinner, they met
again, and preserved on this delicate
subject a truly diplomatic silence;
whilst on the topics foreign to their
thoughts, they talked with admirable
ﬁuency: actuated by as sincere desire,
as ever was felt by negotiating politi-
cians, to establish peace on the broad-
est basis, they were, with the most
perfeet consideration, each other’s de-
voted, and most obedient humble. ser-
vants, Candor, however, obliges us
to confess, that though the deference
on the part of the gentleman was the
most unqualified and praise-worthy,
the lady was superior in her inimitable
air of frank cordiality. \The volto
sciolto was in her favour, the pensieri
stretti, in his. Any one but an am-
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bassador, would have. been: deceived
by the husband; any-oné but a wo-
man, would have been duped by the
‘wife. ‘

So stood affairs when, after dianer,
the high and mighty powers separated;
The lady retired to her toilette. The
gentleman remained with his bottle,
He drank a glass of wine extraordi-
nary. She stayed half an hour more
than usual at her mirror. Arrayed
for battle, our heroine repaired to the

drawing-room; which she‘expected'to ’

find unoccupied ;—the enemyhad taken
the field. o
Dressed, my dear? said he.
Ready, my love! said she.. .
‘Shall I ring the bell for your car<
riage, my dear? said the husband.
E

Y S
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If you please. You go with me, my
dear? said the wife, y

I do not know where you are going,
my love.

To Mrs. Nettleby’s of course,—and

you? -

To Mrs. Granby’s.

The lightning flashed from Griselda’s
eyes, ere he had balf pronounced the
words. - The lightning flashed without
effect.

To Mrs. Granby’s! cried she, in a_

thundering tone. To Mrs. Granby’s!
echoed he. She fell back on the sofa,
and a shower of tears ensued. Her
husband walked up apd down the
room, rang again for the carriage, or-
dered it in the tone of a master.
Them hummed a tune, "The fair one
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aobbed : .he continued to.sing, but was
ot in the sime. The lady’s sobs grew
alarming, and 'threatened hysterics.
He thv.v-open the window, and ap-
proached the sofa on which she lay.
‘She, Malf recovering, unclasped one
‘bracelet ; in haste to get the -other off,

'he broke it. The footman came in to -

announce that the carriage was at the
door. .She relapsed, and seemed in
danger of suffocation from her pearl
necklace, which she made a faint effort
to loosen from her neck.
" Send your lady’s woman instantly,
cried ‘Griselda’s husband to the foot-
man. :

Our heroine ‘made another ‘attempt
to untie her necklace, and looked up
towards her husband with supplicating

E2

-
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)
eyes, His hands trembled, he en-

tangled the strings. It would have
been all. over with him if the maid
had not at this instant come to . his
assistance. To her he resigned his
- perilous post; retreated precipitately;
and before the enemy’s forces could
rally, gained his carriage, and carried
his point.

To Mr. Granby’s! cried he, trinm-
phantly. Arrived there, he hurried to
Mr. Granby’s room.

Anotl;er, such ‘victory, cried he,
throwing himself into an arm-chair;
another such victory, and I am undone.

He related all that had just passed
between him and his wife.

Another such combat, said his friend,

and you are at peace for life. :
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We hope that our readers will not,
from this speech, be induced to con-
sider Mr. Granby as an instigator of
quarrels between man and wife; or,
according to the plebeian, but expres-
sive apophthegm, one who would come
between the bark and the tree. On the
contrary, he-was most desirous to secure
his friend’s domestic happiness; and, if
possible, toprevent thebad effects which
were likely to ensue from excessive in-

dulgence, and inordinate love of domi-
“nion, He had a high respect for our
heroine’s powers, and thought that they
wanted only to be well managed. The
same force which, ill directed, bursts
the engine, and scatters destruction,
obedient to the mgster—hand, answers a
thousand useful purposes, and works
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with easy, smooth, and graceful regu-
lasity. Griselda’s husband, or, as he
now deserves to have his name men-
tioned, Mr. Bolingbroke, roused by his
friend’s representations, and perhaps
by a sense of approaching danger, re-
solved to assume the guidance of his
wife, or at least of himself. In oppo-
sition to bis sovereign lady’s will, he
actually spent this evening as he
pleased.
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CHAPT ER VI.

. “ E sol quei giorni io mi vidi contenta,
*C'haverla compiaciuto mi trovai.”

You are a great deal more courageous
than I am, my dear, said Emma to her
husband, after Mr. Bolingbroke had
lefs them. ¥ should be very much afraid
of interfering between your friend aud
" his wife. S
" What is friendship, said Mr. Granby,
if it will run no risks? I must run the
hazard of being called a mischief-maken.

" That is not the danger of which I
was thinking, said Emma; thqugh I
confess that I should be weak enough
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to fear that a little: but what I meant
to express was an apprehension of our
doing harm, where we most wish to do
good.

Do you, my dear Emma, think Gri-
selda incorrigible ?

No,indeed, cried Emma, withanxious
emphasis; far from it: but, without
thinking a person incorrigible, may we
not dislike the idea of inflicting cec-
rection? I should be very sorry to be
the means of giving Griselda any pain;
she was my friend when we were chil-
dren; I have a real regard for her, and
if .she dees not now seem disposed to
love me; that must be my fault, not
hers: or .if it i not my fault, call it
my misfortune. Atall events, I have no
right to force myself upon her ac-
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quaintanée.i She prefers Mrs. Nettleby ;
I have not the false humility to say,
that I think Mrs. Nettleby will prove as
safe dr as ‘good-a friend as I hope I
should be. * But of: this Mrs. Boling-
broke hasa right tojudge. And I am
sure, far from resenting her resolution '
to avoid my acquaintance, my only
feeling about it, at this instant, is, the
dread that it should continue to be a
matter of dispute between her and her

husband. .
" - If Mr. Bolingbroke insisted, or if I
.advised him to insist upon his wife’s
.coming here, when she.does not like it,

said Mr. Granby, I should act absurdly,
' .and he would act unjustly ; but all that
He requires is equality of rights, and
.the liberty of going where he pleases.

ES .
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She refuses to come tosee you ; he.re
fuses to go to see Mr. John Nettleby.
Which has the best of the battle ?
Emma thought it would be best if
there were no battle; and observed, that
refusals, and reprisals, would only irri-
tate the parties, whose interest and hap-
piness it was to be pacified and to agree.
She said, that if Mr. Bolingbroke, in-
stead of opposing his will to that of his
wife, which, infact, wasenlyconquering
“force by force, would speak reasonably
to her, pr.obgbly she might be induced
to yield; or to command her temper.
Mrs. Granby suggested, that.a com~
promise, founded on an offer of mutunal
sacrifice, and mutnal compliance, might
be obtained. That Mr. Bolingbroke
inight promise to give up some of his
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time to the man he disliked, upon con-
dition that Griselda should submit to
the society of a woman- to whom she
had an aversion. ‘

If she consented to this, said Emma;
I would do my best to miake her like
me; or at least to make her time pass
agreeably at our house: her liking me
is a matter of no manner of conse-
quexice.

‘Emma was capable of putting herself
entirely out of the question, when the
interest of others was at stake; her
whole desire was to coneiliate, and abl
her thoughts were intent upon making
her friends happy. She seemed to live

‘ in them more than in herself, and from

sympathy arose the greatest pleasure
and pain of her existence. . Her sym-
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CHAPTER VII.

“ l'Each widow to her secret friend alone,
“ Whispered; Thus treated, he had had his
“ own.”

. .. -..-
MR. BOLINGBROKE waited with im-
patience for Griselda’s appearance the
next mori_ing, but he waited in vain:
the lady breakfasted in her own apart-
ment, and for. two hours afterwards
remained in close consultation with
Mrs. Nettleby, whom she had swm-
moned the preceding night by the fol-

lowing note.

« I have been prevented from spend-
ing this evening with you, my dearest

-
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Mrs.Nettleby, by the strangest conduet
imaginable: I am suce you will not
believe itwhien X tell it to you.. Come to
me, kL cun.)ure you,.as edrly to-meorrair
as you possibly can, that I may explain
to you all that has past, and consult as
to the future.. My dearest friend, I
never was so much in want of an ad-
viser. Ever yours, ‘
. GRISELDA.”
At this consultation ‘Mrs. Nettleby
expressed the utmost astonishment at
Mr. Bolingbroke’sstrange conduct, and
assured Griselda, that if she did not
exert herself all was lost, and she must
give up the hopes of ever having her
-own way again as long as she lived. -
My dear, said she, I have had some
experience in these things; a wife must
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be either a tyrant or a slave: Make
your choice; now is your time.

--; But I' never knew him say or do any
thing wnkind before, said -Griselda..

" Then the first offence should be-pro-
perly resented. If he finds you for-
giving, he will become .encroaching ;
’tis .the mature of man, depend upen
it, ’

He always yielded to me till now,
said Griselda; but even when I was
ready to go mto fits, hé left me; and
what could I do then ?

You astonish me beyond expression !
You who have every advantage! yauth,
wit, aecomplishments, beauty! My
dedr, if you canndt keep a; busband’s
heart, who can ever hope to.sucgecd ?

Qh! as to his heart, I haveno doubts

P s
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of his heart, to do him justice, said
Griselda; I know he loves me—pas-
sionately loves me.

- And yet you cannot manage him !
And you expect me to pity you? Bless
me, if I had hf your advantages,
wl'iat_ I would make of them! But if
you like to be a tame wife, my dear, if
you are resolved upon it, tell me s0.at
once, and I will hold my tongue.

I do not know well what I am re-
solved upon, said Griselda, leaning her
head in a melancholy posture apon her
"hand; Iam vexed, out of spmts, and
out of sorts, - ,

Out of sorts! I am not surprised a$
that : but out of spirits! My dear crea-
ture, you who have every thing to put

you in spirits. I am never so much
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myself, as when I have a quarrel to
fight out.

I cannot say that is the case with me,
unless where I am sure of the victory. -

Angd it is your own fault, if you are
not always sure of it}

I thought so till last night; but I as-
sure you last night he showed such a
gpirit! | ‘

Break that spu'lt, my dear, break 1(:,
ox €lse it. will break your heart.

. The'alternative is terrible, said Gii
gelda, and more probable perhaps than
you could imagine, or I either till nows
for would you believe it, I never loved
him in my life half so well as I did last
night in the mids¢ of my anger, and
when he was doing exery, thing to pro+
voke me,
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Very natural, my dear; because you
saw him behave with spirit, and you
love spirit; so does every woman ; se
does every body : show him that yow
have spirit too, and he will be as angry
as you were, and love you as well in
the midst of his anger, whilst you are
doing every thing to provoke him.

Griseldaappeared determinedto take
this good advice one moment, and the
next hesitated.

But my dear Mrs. Nettleby, did you
always find this succeed yaurself v

Yes, always,

This lady had the reputation mdeed
of having broken the heart of her first
husband; how she would manage her
second, was yet to be seen, as her

honey-moon was but just over, The
L ]
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pure love of mischief was not her only
motive in the advice which she gave to
our heroine; she had, like most people,
mixed motives for her conduct. She
disliked Mr. Bolingbroke, because he
disliked her; yet she wished that an
acquaintance should be kept up be-
tween him and her husband, because
Mr. Bolingbroke was a man of fortune
and fashion.

Griselda prdmised that she would
behave with that proper spirit, which
was to make her at once amiable and
victorious : and the friends parted,
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CHAPTER VIIL

< With patient, meek, submissive mind,
“¢ To her hard fate resigned.”

PorTer’s AscHYLUS,
e

LEFT to her own good genius, Gri-
selda reflected that novelty has the
most powerful effect upon the heart of
man. Inall the variations of her hu-
mour, her husband had never yet seen
her in the sullen mood; and in this, she
now sat prepared to receive him. - He
came with an earnest desire to speak
to her in the kindest and most reason-
able manner. He began by saying,
how much it had cost him to give her
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pathy was not of that useless kind
which is called forth only by the
elegant fictitious sorrows’ of a heroine
of romance ; hers was ready for all the
occasions of real life ; nor was it to be
easily checked by the imperfections of
those to whom she could be of service,
At this moment, when she perceived
that her husband was disgusted by Gri-
selda’s caprice, she said all she could
think of in her favour: she recolleeted
every anecdote of Griselda’s childhood,
which showed an amiable disposition ;
and argued, that it was not probable
her tempershould haveentirely changed
in a few ye#rs. Emma’s quick-sighted

good nature could discern the least por- l
tion -of merit, where others could find
only faults; as certain experienced eyes
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“can discover grains of gold in the sands,

whiéh the ignorant have searched, and
abandoned as useless. Inconsequence
of Emma’s advice,—for who would re-
ject good advice, offered with so much
gentleness,—Mr. Granby wrote a note .
to Mr. Bolingbroke, to recommend the
compromise which she had suggested.
Uponhisreturn home, Mr. Bolingbroke
was informed that his lady had gone to
bed much indisposed; he spent a rest-
less night, notwithstanding all hisnewly
acquired magnanimity. He was much
relieved in the morning by his friend’s
note, and blessed Emma for proposing
the compromise.
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1 do not desire or expect that you
should ever henceforward yield to my
wishes, either in trifles or in matters of
consequence, .replied Griselda, with
provoking meekness; you have taught
me my duty: the dutyeof a wife is to
submit; and submit I hope I shall in
future, without reply br reasoning, to
your sovereign will and pleasure.

Nay, my dear, said he, do not treat
me as a brutal tyrant, when I wish to
do every thing in my power to make
you happy. Use your.own excellent.
understanding, and I shall always I,
hope be inclined to yield. to your
reasons.

I shall never trouble you with my
reasons; I shall never use my own un-
derstanding in the least: I know that

L]
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men cannot bear understanding in
women; I shall always, as it is
my duty, submit to your better judg-
ment. ' :

- But, my love, I donot require duty
from you; this sort of blind submission.
would be mortifying, instead of gfatify-
ing to me from a wife.

I do not know what a wife can do to
satisfy a husband, if submitting in évexjy
thing be not sufficient. |

I say it would be too much for me,
my dearest love !

I can do nothing‘but submit, re-
peated the perverse Griselda, with a
most provoking immoveable aspect of
humility. o

Why will you not understand me, my
dear? cried her husband.

F
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It is not my fault if I cannot under-
stand you, my dear: I do rot pretend
to have your understanding, said the
fair politician, affecting weakness to
gain her point; like those artfal candi-
dates for papal dominion, who used to
affect décrepitude and imbecility, till
they secured at once absolute power
and infallibility.

I know my abilities are quite infe-
rior to yours, my dear, said Griselda;
but I thought it was sufficient for a
woman to know how to obey: I can
do no more.

Fretted beyond his patience, her
husband walked up and down the room
greatly agitated, whilst she sat content
and secure in tranquil obstinacy.

You are enough to provoke the pa-




THE MODERNX GBISEIDA. RO

thessoe of Jab, my dear, cried her bus-
bana; you’ll break my heart.

I am sorry for it, my desr; but if
you will only tell me what I can do
_more to please you, I willide it.

Then, my love, cried he, takiog hold
of her white haad, which bang in 2
lifeless attitude over the arm of the
couch ; be happy, I conjure yout all I
ask of you, is, to be bappy.

That is ont of my power, said she
mildly, suffering her husband to keep

her hand, as if it was an act of duty to
submit to his caresses. He resigned
her hand; her countenance never
varied; if she had been slave to the
most despotic Sultan of the East, she
could not have shown more heartless
submission, than she displayed to this

F2
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most indulgent European ¢ husband
lover.” '

'Unable to command his temper, or
‘to conceal how much he was hurt, he
rose and said,

I will leave you for the present, my
dear; some time when you are better
disposed to converse with' me, I will
return.

Whenever you please, sir; all times
are alike to me: whenever you are at
leisure, I can have no choice.
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CHAPTER IX.

“ And acting duty all the merit lose.”
v

e

SOME hours afterwards, hopiﬁg to find-
his sultana in a better humour, Mr.
Bolingbroke returned ; but no sooner
did he approach the sofa on which she
was still seated, than she again seemed
to turn into stome, like the Princess
Rhezzia, in the Persian Tales ; who was
blooming and charming, except when
her husband entered the room. The
unfortunate Princess Rhezzia loved her
husband tenderly, but was doomed to
this fate by a vile enchanter. If she
was more to be pitied forbeing subject

L
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to involuntarily metamorphosis, our he-
roine is surely more to be admired, for
‘the constancy with which she endured
aself-inflicted penance ; a penance cal-
culated to render her odious in the eyes
of a husband by whom she was pas-
sionately beloved.

~ My dear, said this mast patient of
men, I am sorry to renew any ideas
that will be disagreeable to you; I will
imeation the subject bat once more, and
then let it be forgotten for ever. Our
foolish' dispute about Mr. Nettleby.

Let us compromise the matter. I will |

bear Mr. Joha Nettleby for your sake,
if yom will bear Mrs. Granby for mine.
1 will go to see Mr. Nettleby to-morrow,
~if you will come the day afterwards
with me to Mr. Granby’s. Where hus-

rl
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band and wife do not agree in their
wishes, it is reasonable that each should
yield a litte of their will to the other,
I hope this compromise will satisfy you,.
my dear. :
It does not become a wife to eater
intoany compromise with her husband;
“she has nothing to do but to obey, as
soon as he signifies his pleasure. I
shall go to Mr. Granby’s on Tuesday,
as you command.
‘Command | my love.
As you—~——whatever you please to
gall it.
But are you satisfied with this ar-
rangement, my dear?
It is of no manner of consequence
whether I am or not.
'To me, you know, it is of thegreatest:
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you must be sensible, that my sincere
wish is to make you happy: I give you
some proof of it by consenting to keep
up an acquaintance with a man whose
company I dislike.

T am much obliged to you, my dear;
‘but as to your going to see Mr. Jehn
Nettleby, it is a matter of perfect indif-
ference to me; Ionlyjust mentioned it
as a thing of course; Ibeg youwill not
do it on my account: I.-hope you will
do whatever you think best, and what
pleases yourself, upon this and every
other -occasion, 1 shall never more

“presume to offer my advice.

Nothing morecould be obtained from
the submissive wife ; she went to Mr.
Granby’s; she was all duty, for she
-knew the show of it was the mest pro-
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voking thing upon earth toa husband,

at Jeast to such a husband as hers. Shg

duct, till she made her victim at Jast
exclaim,
«¢ ] love thee and hate thee, but if I can tell-
¢ The cause:of my love and my hate, may I die.
¢ ] can feel it, alas! I can feel it too well,
¢ That I‘love“t(hee and hate thee, but cannot tell
“ why.”

His fair one was much flattered by

this confession ; she triumphed in bhav-

.ing .excited. ““ this contrariety of feel-

‘therefore persisted in this line of con- -

ings;” nor did she foreseethe possibility

.of her husband’srecollecting thatstanza

which the school-boy, more philoso-

_phical than the poet, applies to his ty-
_rant.

Whilst our heroine was thus acting to

F§
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petfection the part of a dutiful wife,
Mrs. Nettleby was seconding her to the
best of her abilities, and aanouncing
her amongst all their acquaintance, in
the interesting character of—‘a woman
that is very much to be pitied.”

« Poor Mrs. Bolingbroke I~—Don‘t
you think, ma’am, she is very much
changed since her marriage ?—Quite
fallen away!—and all her fine spirits,
what are become of them?—It really
grieves my heart to see her,—O, she

. is a very unhappy woman; really to be

pitied, if you knew but all.”

Then a significant nod, or a melan-
choly mysterious look, set the imagi-
nation of the tompany at work; or if
this did not succeed, a whisper in ptain

‘terms pronounced Mr. Botingbroke—

e - -
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“ 3 sad sort of busband, a very odd.
tomp'emd man, aad, in short, a terrible
tyrant; though nobody wounld guess it,
 who only saw him in company; W
men are sach deceivers!” ~

Mr. Bolingbroke soon found that all
" his wishes were thwarted, and all his
hopes of happiness. crossed, . by . the
straws which this evil-minded dame
contrived to throw in bis way. Herioe
flaence over. his wife he saw incrensed .
every hour: though they visited each
otherevery day, these ladiesconld never
meet without having some important-
secoets to imapart,and carjurations were -
40 be perfarmed in private, at which .
hasband could net. be permitied 4p .
.amist. Then noteswithoutnumberswire
te pass eontinually, and ihese were to.
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be thrown hastily into the fire at the
approach of the enemy. Mr. Boling-
broke determined to break this league,
which seemed to be more a league of
hatred than of amity.——The London
winter was now over, and, taking ad-
vantage of the continuance of his wife’s
perverse -fit of duty and - unqualifred
submission, he one day requested her
to accompany him into the country, to
spend a few weeks with his friend Mr.
Granby, at his charming place in
Devonshire. The part of a wife was to
obey, and Griselda was bound to sup-
port her character. She resolved, how-
.ever, to make her obedience cost her
lord as dear as possible, and she pro-
mised herself that this party of pleasure
should become a party of pain. She

L %
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and her lord were to travel in the same
carriage with Mr. and Mrs. Granby.
Griselda had only time, before she set
off, to write a hasty billet to Mrs.
Nettleby, to inform her of these inten-
tions,'and to bid her adieu till better
times. Mrs. Nettleby sincerely regretted
this interruption of their hourly cor-
respondence; for she was deprived net
_only. of the pleasure of-hearing, but of
making matrimonial complaints. She
had now been married two months, and
.her fool began to grow restivé; no
animal on earth is more restive than a
fool: but confident that Mrs, Nettleby
~ will hold the bridle with a strong hand,
we leave her to pull against his hard
“mouth. '
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CHAPTER X.

« Playxir ne Fest qu'smbant qu'en de partage.™
—
WE pass over the infinite variety of
petty torments, which our heroine con-
trived to inflict upon her fellow-travel-
Yers during her journey down to Devon-
shire. Inns, food, beds, carriage,horses,.
baggage, roads, prospect, hill, dale, sun,
wind, dust, rain, earth, air, fire, and
water, all afforded her matter of com-
- plaint, It was astonishing that Emma
met with none of these inconveniences;
but as fast as they were discovered,
she amused herself in trying to obviate
them. .
" Lord Kames has observed, that a
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power to recal at will pleasing objects,
would be a more valuable gift to any
mortal than ever was bestowed in a
fairy tale. With this power Emuma was
endowed, in the highest perfection;
and as fast as our heroine recollected
some %vil that had heppened, or was
likely to happen, Emma raised the op-
posite iden of some good, past, present,
or future ; so that it was scarcely pos-
sible even for the spirit.of contradic-
tion personified, to resist the magic of
her good humour. No sooner did she
arrive at her own house, than she con-
trived a variety of ways of showing at-
tention and kinduess to her guest; and
when all this was received with sullen
indifference, or merely as tributes due
to superiority, Emma was not discon-

-,
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raged in her benevolence, but, instead .
of being offended, seemed to pity her
friend for, < havmg had her. tqmper $0
unhappily spoiled. .

« Griselda is so handsome,” sald
Mrs. Granby one day, in her defence,
« she has such talents, she has been s0
much admired, worshipped, and in-
dulged, that it would be wonderful if
she were not 3 little spoiled. 1 dare
say; that if I had been in her place,
my brain would never have stood the
intoxication. Who qén. nieasure their
strength, or their weakness, till they
are tried? Another thing should be
considered ; Gniéel_da ex;:ites envy, and
though she may not have more faults
than her neighbours, they are more
noticed, because they are in the full
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light of prospenty What anumber of
miotes swarm in a smgle ray of light,
coming through the shutter of a dark-
ened room ? There are not more motes
in that spot thanin any other part of
the room; but the sun-beams show
them more distinctly.: The dust that
lives in snug obscurity.sheuld consider
this, and have mercy upon its fellow
dust.” . :
»* In Emma’s kindness there was none
of the parade of goodness; she seemed
to follow her natural disposition; and,as
Griselda once said of her, to be good,
betause she could not help it. She re-
- quired neither praise nor thanksforany
thing that she did ; and, provided her
friends were happy, she was satisfied,
without ever wishing to be. adm'uéd, as
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thecause of that happiness. Her powers
of pleasing were chiefly remarkable for
lasting longer than others, and the se-
cret of their permanenee was not easily
guessed, because it was so simple. It
depended merely on the equability of
her humour. It is said, that there is
nothing marvellous in the colours of
 those Egyptian monuments which have
been the admiration of ages; the se-
cret of their duration is supposed to
depend simply on the fineness of the
elimate and invariability of the tem-
perature. But
“ Griselda will admit no wandering muse.”
Mirs. Bolingbroke was by this time

tired of continning in one mood, even
‘though it was the sullen; and her ge-
pius was cramped by the constraint of
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affected submission. She recovered her
charming spirits soon after she came
mto the country, and, for ashort time,
o mortal mikture of .earth’s mould
could be more agreeable. She called
forth every churm; she was all gaiety,
wit, and smiles; she pouved light and
life upon conversation.

As the Marquis de Chastellox said
of some fascinating fair one,—% She
had no expression without grace, and
no grace without expression.” It was
delightful to our heroine to hear it said,

*« How charming Mrs. Bolingbroke
can be when she pleases; when she
wishes o captivate, how irresistible =
‘Whotan equal Mrs. Bolingbroke, whea
she is in one of her good days #”

The trinmph of eclipsing Mrs: Gran-



116 THE MODERN GRISELDA.

by would have been delightful, but
that Emma seemed to feel no mortifi-
cation from being thrown into the
shade; she seemed to enjoy her friend’s
success so' sincerely, that it was im-
possible to consider-her as a rival. She
had so carefully avoided noticing any
little disagreement or coolness between

Mr. and Mirs. Bolingbroke, that it .

might have been doubted whether she,
attended to their mutual conduct; but
the obvious delight she took in seeing
them again on good terms with each
other, proved. that she was not de-
ficient in penetration. She appeared to,
see only what others desired that she.
should see, upon these delicate occa:
sions, where voluntary blindness is not
artifice, but prudence. Mr. Boling-

~
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broke was now enchanted with Gri-
selda, and ready to exclaim every in-
stant, ¢ Be ever thus!”

Her husbandthought he had found
a mine of happiness; he began to
breathe, and to bless his kind stars.
-He had indeed lighted unexpectedly
upon a rich vein, but it was soon ex-
hausted, and all his further progress
was impeded, by certain vapours, dan-
gerous to approach. Fatal sweets!
which lure the ignorant to destruction,
but from which the more experienced
Our heroine
was now fully prepared to kill her hus-
‘band with kindness; she was afraid if
-he rode, that his horse would throw
"him ; if he walked, that he would tire
-himself; if he sat still, that he must -

fly with precipitation.
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want exercise ; if he went out, that he
would catch cold ; if hestayed at home,
that he was kept a prisoner; if hedid
not eat, that he was sick ; if he did eat,
that be would be sick ;—&c. &c. &e.&e.
There was no end to these fond fears:
he felt that there was something ridi-
culous in submitting to them ; and yet
to resist in the least, was deemed the
height of uukinduness and ingratitnde.
One night she fell into a fit of melan-
choly, upan his laughing at her feau,
that be should kill himself, by standing
for an instant at an open windaw, an
a fine night, to look at abeautiful rising
moon. When he endeavoured to re-
eover her from ber melancholy, it was
suddenly converted into anger, and,
- adter tears, came astorm of reproaches.
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Her husband, in consideration of the
kindness of her original intention,
passed over her anger, and even for
. some days refrained from ebjecting to
any regimen she perscribed for his
health and happiness. Bat his forbear-
ance failed him at length, and he pre-
sumed to eat some salad, which his
wife ¢ knew would disagree with him.”
She was provoked afterwards, because
* she could net make him allow that it
bad made him ill. She termed this er-
treme obstinacy ; he pleaded that it
was simple truth. Truth upon some
occasions, is the most offemsive thing
that can be spoken : the lady was en-
raged, and, after saying every thing
provoking that matrimonial spleen
_could suggest, when he in bis turn grew
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warm, she cooled, and said, “ You
must be sensible, my dear, that all I
say and do, arises from affection.”

O, my love, said he, recovering his
good humour, this never-failing opiate
soothes my vanity, and lulls my anger;
then you may govern me as you please.
Torment me to death,—I cannot op-
pose you.

I suppose, said she, you think me
like the vampire-bat, who fans her vic-
tim to sleep with her wings, whilst she
sucks hijs life blood.

Yes, exactly, said he smiling ; thank
you for the apt allusion.

Very apt indeed, said she; and a
thick gloom overspread her counte-
nance. She I;ersisted in taking his as-

‘sent in sober earnest. “Yes,”’ said she,
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“ I find you think all my kindness is
treacherous. I will show you no more,
and then you cannot accuse me of
‘treachery

It was in vain tha,t he protested he
had been only in jest; she was con-
vinced that he was in earnest; she was
suddenly afflicted with an absolute in-
capacity of distingiishing jest from
earnest. She recurred to the idea of
the vampire-bat, whenevér it was con-
venient to her to suppose that her hus-
band thought strange things of her,
which never entered his brain. This
bat proved to him a bird of ill.omen,
“which preceded a train of misfortunes,
 that no mortal foresight could reach,
and no human prudeénce avert. His
Goddess was not to be appeased by any

propitiatory or expiatory sacrifice.
- . G
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CHAPTER XIL

 Short is the period of insulting power,
& 1Offended Cupid finds-his vengesul hour.”

——

FINDING it impossible to. regain his. .
faic one’s favour, Mr. Bolingbroke ah-

sented himself from her.pre"_sence. He
amwsed himself for some daysAwith bis
_ friend Mr. Granby; inattending to a

plantation which he was laying-out in
his grounds. Griselda was vexed to

perceive that her hushand could find -

any amusement in@ppendent of -her;
and she never failed, 'upou his.return,
to mark her displeasure, R

One morning the .gentlemen had
" been so. muchoccupied with their plan-
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tation,. that they. did not attend: thé
higakfast-table precisely in- due time:
. the contrast in.the ldoks of the two
 Indies wihen their husbands entered the
room . was.striking. - Griselda was pro-
" voked with Mirs. Granby for being so

‘ -good-humoured.

Lord bless me! Mrs Granby, how
youspoil these wen, cried she.
. Ailthe time thmgegil‘emen were at
breakfast, Mrs. Belingbroke played.
with hér tea-spoon, and die_i not deign
to utter 2, syllable: Emma, on the con-
trary, inquired hew their- plantation
was going on, and. interested ‘herself in
the, most .unaffected and agreeable
wmiannery imtheiquedtxupén whiclr their
m,happehhd to bé intent. No one
mbre than Emma had the habit of in-
. G2 .

e ——— I+ i A~ >
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teresting herself in all the dady occupa-

tions and little objects of her friends.’
These minuite attentions frequently re- .
curfing, tend materially to increase

aﬂ'ecuon. and secure domestic happl-
ness. By such slender,” and scarcely

. perceptible ﬁbres, is socnetyfelted to-

) 'gether

When the gentlemen left the break-

fast-table, and returned t6 their busi- .
ness; Griselda, who was, as ourreaders

may have observed, one of the fashlon-

' able: lollers by professlan, e§tabllshed .

herself upon a couch, and begp.q A
attack upon Emma, for spoiling her
husband in such a sad manner. Emma
.defended herself in a playful way, by

answering that she could not veritare.

40 give unnecessary pain, because she

.......
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was not so sure as some of her friends
might be, of their power of giving plea-
sure. Mrs. Belingbroke proceeded to
) descant upon the difference between
friendship and love: with some vanity,
and some malice, she touched upon the
difference between the sorts of senti-
menis, which different women excitegi. -
Passion, ‘she argued, could be ‘-kept‘
" alive; only by a certain happy mixture ‘
of capnce and grace, coldness and ill-
N ‘hnmour.. She. confessed that, for ber
* part, she never could bé content with -
the friendship of a husband. Emma,
wlthoutclalmmg or dlsclalmmgherpre-
tensions fo love, quoted the saying of a
French gentleman :

« L’Amltxé est L'Amour sans ailes.”
* Friendship is Love deprived of his wings.-
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Griselda had me apprehension that
love could ever fly from .her, and she
declared she could neot endire _him
without his wings.. :

Our heroine did not .imagine, that
. any of the little vexations -which she

babitually inflicted upon her husbad
* could really diminish his regard.. She
* mever had ‘calculated the prodigions

effects which can be:produced by petty
causes constantly acting. Iadeed this
is.a consideratisn, to which the qride
or short-sightedness of human nature
is not prope, ‘ : -
~~Why in memplatmg .one ‘of Raw
pheel’s finest pictures, fresh from: the
master’s hand, ever bestowed a thougirt
 upon the wretched lityle warm, which-
works its desteuckion? Who ghat be-
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holds the-gilded vessel, gliding ,in gal-
dant trim; * youth gt the prow, and
* -pleasure at the helm;” ever at that
instent thonght of ~—barnacles? The
imagjnation ‘is disgusted by the anti-
climax; and of all species of the bathes,
the sinking from visionary happiness to
‘sober reality, ist¢hat from which hymap
pature is mest averse. - The wings of
the imagination, pepustomed to ascend,
Tesist the downward flight.

Confident of her charms, beedless of
wlanger, habitnated fo think her empire
‘absolnge end eternpl; our heroine, to
smuse herself, and te display her power
10 Emma, persisted in her practice of
sormenting. The mgennity with which
she varied ber tortures, was certaiply
-admirable. After exhausting old ones,



128 THE MODERN GRISELDA.

‘she invented new; and when the new )

lost their efficacy, she recurred to the
old. She had often observed, tliat the
‘blant’ method of contradicting, which
some bosom friends practise in conver-
sation, is of sovereign power to provoke;
and this consequently, though unpoligg,

‘she disdained not to dmitate. It had ~
‘the. greater effect, as it was in diame-
- ‘trical opposition to the style of Mrs. .

Granby’s conversation ; whe'in diseus-
sions'with her husband, or her intimate
friends, was peculiarly and habitually
attentive to politeness. * She gave her
opinions- always freely, but with con-
stant defererice or charity for thie senti-
‘ments of her-friends. Arguments, as
‘she managed thein, never degenerated

intodisputes; and the true end.of con- -
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-

vensatlon, that of giving and recelvmg
pleasure, was ‘never’ sacnﬁced to the .,

«

vanity of saying good ﬂlmgs, or tor the - .
‘ pnde of victory.
. . ~‘il H ) ; -
. E ~» -
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CRAPTER XIi.
¢ Ella biasmandol sempre, € dispi'egiando
*¢ Se gli venia piu sempre inimicando.”
‘ —

BY her JlldlClOllS and kind mterposu-
tion, Emma often prevepted the disa-
greeable consequences that threatened
to ensue from Griselda's disputatious .

- habits: but one night it was past her

utmost skill to avert a violent storm,
which arose about the pronunciation
of a word. It began .about eleven
o’clock. Just as the family were sit-

* ting down to supper, seemingly in per-
fect harmo.ny of spirits; Mr. Bolmg.

broke chanced to 82y, -
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~ Ithink the wind is:rising. (He pro-
nounced the word wind, short.)

Wind! mpy Weat, woied -his wife,
echoing his pronuneiagidns do -for
‘Heaven’s silbe cadl it wind. - -

The lady souaded this word long.

- Wind{. my love, repeated he bfter
her: I dowlt Mer what betke lght
pronunciation. . - .

I am surprised you €an -dowbt lt,
said she, dor I bever heard any body
call it wind but yourself, - C

"Did mot you,my love? that is very
,etbnaunhnary; many people, I bdheve,.
call it wind. :

"¥ilgatians, perbq)s,! IR

Vidgariais! No indeed, my dean;
wery polite well-informed peaple.

Gtiselda, with 2 look of untben
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- able contempt, reiterated.the wori po-
lite ‘ '
Yes, my dear, polite! persisted Mir.

- Bolingbrake, who was now come to
_ such a pass, that he would defend his
opinion in opposition to hers, stoutly
-and warmly. Yes, polite, my dear, I
"maintain it; the most polife people .
_pronounce it as I do,

" Yon may maintain what.you please,

) gny dear, said the lady, coolly ; but I
maintain the contrary.

* Assertion'is no proof on either side, -
I ackuawledge, siaid Mr. Bolingbroke,
recollecting himself.. .

No, in truth, said Mrs Bohngbroke,
especially such an absurd assertion as
. yours, my dear. Now I'will go no
farther than Mrs, Granby: —-Mm.Gran-
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by, did, you' ever hear any person; whe

knew how to speak, pronounce wind—
wind ?

- Mirs. Granby, have not you heard it

:called w¥nd in good company?

" . The disputants eagerly approached
her at the same instant, and looked as
if their fortunes or lives depended upon
the decision. :

. T think I have heard the word pro-
nounced" both ways, by well-bred and
well-informed people, said Mrs.Granby.
- Thatis Asayin‘g nothing, my dear, said
Mrs. Bolingbroke pettishly. :

This is saying all.I want, said Ml: :

Bolingbroke, satisfied. -
- I would lay any wager, however,
that My, ssrss2 if he were here,

would give'it in my favour; and I
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- Yés, custom! cusfom ! cried they
at once, custom must decide'to be sure.
‘Then came my g:ustom‘ahd Your ciis-
‘ 4om ; the custom of thie stage, thecus-
- tom of the best'company, the custom.of
. the best poets ;- and all these were ‘'op-
posed to one another with iincreasing
-tapidity.” Good heavens, my: dear!
-did you ever hear Kemble. pay, # Ba‘ge
on, ye winds !” —Ridiculons ! .
I grant you on the stage it. may be
-winds ; but in commion conversatiort it
* is dHowable to pranounce. it. a3 I do,
iny: dear. - gl -
I appeal to the best poets, Mr Bo-" :
lingbroke; nothing ¢an be more absurd -
:than your way of +— . & -
.«-Listen lively lordlings;all:|”_inter-
. rupted Emma, pressing..with playful -
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vehernence betw;aen the disputants;
" T must "be heard, for 1 have mnot |
spoken this half hour, and thus I pro-
nounce, ' . ‘
« You both are ncrht, and both are
wrong.” ’
And now, my good fnends, had not _
we better go to rest ? said she, foritis -
past mldmght. ‘ o -
) As they took thelr candles, and
‘, went up sta.lrs, the partnes ‘continued
the-battle : Mrs. Bohngbroke brought
quotations innumerable to her aid, and

‘in 4 shrill tone repeated

« He xmght not let €’en the winds of heaven
¥ Visit her fice too roughly . - -

§ —— “ pass by me as the idle wind,
¢ Which I respect not.”

-
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“ And let her down the wind to prey at
¢ fortune.”

* Blow, blow thou winter’s wind,

¢ Thou art not so unkind.”

“ Blow winds, and crack your cheeks; rage,
- “¢ blow.”

Her voice was raised to the highest
pitch: it was in vain that her husband
repeated that he acknowledged the
word showhd be called. as she pro-
nounced it in poetry ; she reiterated
her quotatxons and her assertions 'till
at last she knew not what she said’;
her sense failed the more her anger
increased. Atlength Mr. Bolingbroke
yielded. Noise congquers sometimes
where art fails,

Thus, said he, the hawk that could
_ not be hood-winked, was at last tamed,

’
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.by. bomg\exposed to the din:of a blacké \
smith’s 1hawm9r
Griselda was incensed .by ~this 're

murk, @and stil mere by the ablasfon,

which she called the second edition of
. the vampire-bat. Both husband and
wife went to sleep mutually displeased, |
and more disgusted with each other
than they had ever been since their
marriage : and all this for the pronun-
ciation of a word !

Eary in the morning they were
wakened by a messengér, who brought
an express, informihg Mr. Bolingbroke
that his uncle was not expected to live,
and that he wished to see him imme-
diately. Mr. Bolingbroke rose in-
stantly: all the time that he was dress-
ing, and preparing in the greatest hurry
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for his journey, Griselda tormented .
him by disputing abaut the propriety
of his going, and ended with

" Promise me to write every post, mye
-dear ; positively you must.
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CHAPTER XIII,

" s} He sigha-for freedom, she for power.” . °
b T ——— '

" Mu. BOLINGBROKE did ot comply
" with his wife’s request, or rather with
" herinjunction, to write every post: and

when he did write; Griselda always
found some fault with his letters. They
- were too short, too stiff, or too cold,
and “very different indeed,” she said,

“ from what he used to write beforehe

was married” This was certainly true;
-and absence ‘was not at the present

crisis the most advantageous thing pos-:
* sible to our heroine, Absence is said

to extinguish a weak flame, and to
;int':rease a strong one. Mr. Boling-
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. broke’s passion for his Griselda had, by
some means, been of late diminished.
He parted from her with the disagree-
able impragsion of a dispute. ypeki his
mind.  As he weatfarther from her he
perceived that, instead of dregging &
lengthenedchain, hischaingrewlighter,
His uncle recovered : he found. agree-r
able qqcieﬂ;j in tlie neighbourhood; he -
was persuaded to prolong hisstay: his

mind, which had begp captinually ha-
rassed, now enjoyed some tranguillity,
On an uplucky evening, he recollected
Martial’s famous epigram and bis wife,
. in one and the same instant:
* My mind still hoVering' round about you,
+ 4] thought I could not live without you ;
+ ¥ Bt now. we [bave Jived three.weeks nsunder;
“« How I lived with you is the wonder.” . -




'THE MODERN GRIGELDA. 143

In the mean time, our herpine’s chief
amuséement, in ber hysband’s absence,
waa writing to gomplain of him to Mrs,
Nettlaby. This lady’s. answers were
now filled with a repiproeity of 'c;pnjnpgai
abuge; she had found, to her cost, that
it is the most. desperate imprudence tq
marry-a fool, in the hopes of governing
him. All her powersof toripenting were
lost upon her blessed help-mate. He
was not to be moved by wit or sarcasm,
eloquence ornoisg, tears or caresses, rear

san, jealousy, or theopinion of thewotld,
" What did he care what the world
thought; he would do as he pleased
himself; he would be'master in hisown
house: it did net signify talking or
~ crying, or being in: the right ; right or
wrong, he would be obeyed; a wife
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should never govern him; he had no
notion of letting a woman rule, for his
part; wemen were born fo obey, and
promised it in church. Asto jealousy,
let his wife look to that ; if she did not
choose to behave properly, he knew his
. remedy, and would as soon be divorced
as not: “Rule a wife and have a wife”
was the burden of his song.

It was in vain to goad his insensible
nature, in hopes of obtaining any good:
vain as the art said to be possessed by
Linneeus, of producing pearls by prick-
ing oysters. Mrs. Nettleby, the witty, -
the spirited widow Nettleby, was now -
.in the most hopeless and abject condi-
tion; tyrannized over by a dunce,—and
who c?ul'd pity her? noteven her deac
- Griselda.
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One day, Mrs. Bolingbroke received
an epistle of seven pages from poor
Mirs. Nettleby, giving a full and true
account of Mr. Nettleby’s extraordi-
nary obstinacy about ¢ the awding ofa
pleasure-boat, which he would not suffer
to be made according to her directions,
and whichconsequentlycaused theover-
setting of the boat, and very 'nearly'the
deaths of all the party.” Tired with
the long history, and with the.notes
upon the history of this adventure, in
Mrs. Nettleby’s declamatory style, our

heroine walked out to refresh herself -

She followed a pleasant path in a field -
near the house, and came to a shady
lane, where she heard Mr. and Mrs.
Granby’s voices. She went towards the
place. There was a turn in the lane,

H
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and a shick hedge of hawthorn pre-
veased ber feom being immediately:
seen. As she approaghed, she heavd
Mn Gsauby saying to Bmma, in the.
fondest tone of affection,

My deav Emma, pray: let it be dene
the way that you'like hess,

They werelooking atja cottage which
they ware bailding. The masoms had,
by mistake, followed the plan which
Mr. Granby proposed, instead of thas
which Emma hadisuggested. 'Fhe wall
was half built; but Mr, Granby desized
tha it might be pulled down, and al
tered to suit Emma’s. tds@&

Bless me! aried Griselda, with. great
surprise, are you really going te have it
pulled down, Mr Granby H

Certainly, replied he; and what is.
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more, I am going to help to pull it
down. ‘

He ran to assist the masons, and
worked with a degree of zgal, which
increased Mrs. Bolingbroke’s astomish-
ment.

Good heavens!—He could not do
more for you if you were his mistress.

He never did sa mueh: for me, till ¥
was: his wife, said Emma.

That's smge l—Very unlike. other
men. But, my dear, said Mrs. Boling-
broke, taking Mrs. Granby’s asm, and
drawing her aside,—Fow did you ac-
quire such mrpmmg PpOWeEr over your
husband ? :

By not: desicing it, b behave,, replied
Emma, smiling; I bave never used any
other art.

H2
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CHAPTER XIV,

« Et cependant avec toute sa diablerie,
¢ Il faut que je I'appelle et mon cceur et ma
¢ mie.” ’

——

OUR heroine was still meditating upon
the extraordinary method by which
Emma had ‘acquired powér over her
husband, when a carriage drove down
the lane, and Mr. Bolingbroke’s head
appeared looking out of the chaise
window. His face did not express so -
much joy-as she .thqught it ought to
display at the sight of her, after three
weeks absence. She was vexed, and
received him coldly. He turned to Mr.
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and Mrs. Granby, and was not mise-
rable. Griselda did not speak one word
during their walk home; still her hus-
band continued in good spirits: she was
more and more out of humour, and

took no pains to conceal her displeasure.

He bore it well, but then he seemed to
feel itso little, that she was exasperated
beyond measure ; she seized the first
convenientopportunity, whenshefound
him alone, of beginning a direct at-
tack. y
. This is not the way in which you used
to ‘meet me, after an absence ever sq
short. He replied, that he was really
very glad to see her; but that she, on
the contrary, seemed sorry to see him.
Because you are quite altered now,
continued she, in a querulous tone, I
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always prophesied, that you would
cease to love me,

Take care, my dear, said he, smiling 3
some prophecies are the cause of their
own accomplishment,—the sole cause.
Come, my Griselda, continued he,in a
serious tone, do not let us begin to
quarrel the moment we meet. He
offered to embrace her, but she drew
back haughtily. What, do you confess
that you mo louger love me? cried
she.

Far from it; but it is im your own
power, said he, hesitaﬁng;-—-eo diminish
or increase my love. \

Then it is no l%ve,—'if it can be either
increased or diminished, cried she; it
'is no love worth having. I remember
the day when yon swore to me, that
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your affection could not be increased
or diminished. )

I was ¥ love in those days,my dear,
and did not know what I swore, said
M. Bolingbroke, endeavouring to turn-
theconversation neverreproachaman,
when he is sober, with what he said

when he was drunk.

- Thea you are sober mow, are you ?
-cried she, angrily. -

It is to be hoped I am, said he—
laughing. N

Cruel ! barbarous man! crfed she.

For being sober ? said he: have not
you been doing all you could to sober
mhe these eighteen mgnths, my dear?
and now do not be angry if you have,
in some degree, succeeded.

Succeeded 1-—Oh wretched woman!
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this is thy lot! exclaimed Griselda,
clasping her hands in an agony of pas-
sion ;—Oh that my whole/unfortunate
sex could see me,—could kear you at
this instant! Never, never did the love
of man endure one twelvemonth after
marriage. False! treacherous! callous!
perjured tyrant! leave me! leave me!

He obeyed; she called him back,
with a voice half suffocated with rage,
‘but he returned not, |

Never was departing love recalled
by the voice of reproach. It is not, as
the poet fables, at the sight of human
ties, that Cupid is frightened, for he is
blind; but he hasthe most delicate ears
imaginable ; scared at the sound of fe-
male objurgation, Love claps his wings
and urges his irrevocable flight,
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- Griselda remained for some time in
her apartment, to indulge her ill-
humour; she had leisure for this in-
dulgence; she was not now, as formerly,

‘disturbed by the fond interruptions of

a husband. flfonger had her angry fit

~ lasted, but for a circumstance, which

may to many of our readers appear
unnatural : our heroine becamehungry.
The passions are more under the con-
trol of the hours of meals¥, than any
one, who has not observed human life ,
out of novels, can easily believe. Dinner
time came, and Mrs. Bolingbroke ap-
péared at dinner as uspal. In the pre-
sence of Mr. and Mrs, Grani)y, pride
compelled Griselda io command her-

% De Retz' Memoirs. .
HS -
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eelf, and no one could guess what had
passed between her and her husband :
but no sooner was she again téte & téte
with him, than her reproaches recoma
menced with fresh violence.—Will you
only do me the justice to tell me, Mr.
Bolingbroke, cried she, what reason you
have to lovemeless? -

Reason, my dear, said he; you know
love is independent of reason; accord-
ing to your own definition: love is in-
‘voluntary, you cannot therefore blame
me for its caprices.

-+ Insulting casuistry! said she, weep-
ing ; sophistical nonsense! Have you
any rational Complaint to make against
me, Mr. Bolingbroke ? )

1 make no complaints, rational or
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irratiohbl, my deat; they are il on
your side.

And well they may Be, eried Griselda,

_ When yot treat ine in such 4 batbarous
mutnet: but I do not complain; thé
world shall be tmy judge; the world will
do me justice, if yod will hot. T ap«
peal to every body who knows me, have .
T evet given you the slightest caunse
for ill usage? Can you accuse me of ahy
éxtravagahee, of any impradence, sit?

I accuse yot of neither, Mts, Bolihg-
broke. -

No, because yott ¢annot, sir; my
character, iny fidelity; is utrimpeached,
ttrimpeachable ; the world will do me
justice, '

Griselda contrived to make even her

1
i
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virtues causes of torment. Upon the
strength of this unimpeachable ‘ﬁdelity,'
she thought she might be as ill-humour-
ed as she pleased; she seemed now to
think that she had acquired an inde-
feasible right to reproach her husband,
since she had extorted from him the
confession that he loved her less, and ‘
that he had no crime to lay to her
charge. Ten days passed on in this
manner; the lady becoming every hour
more irritable, the gentleman every
hour more indifferent. _

To have revived or killed affection
secundum artem, the fair practitioner
should now have thrown in a little
jealousy: but unluckily she was so si
tuated, that this was impossible. No
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object any way fit for the purpose was
at hand; nothing was to be found

" within ten miles of her, but honest
‘country squires; and,

¢ With all the powers of nature and of art,
“ She could not break one stubbora country
 heart.” - ‘ :
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CHAPTER XV.

“ To whom the virgin msjesty of Eve,
¢ As one who loves and some unkindness meets,
¢ With sweet austere composure thus replie.”

i

MANY privileges are, and ought to be,
- allowed to the virgin majesty of the
sex; and . even when the modern fair
one does not°reply with all the sweet
austere composure of Eve, her‘anger
_ may have charms for a lover. There
" is a certain susceptibility of temper,
that sometimes accompanies the pride
of virtue, which indicates a quick sense
- of shame, and warm feelings of affec-
tion ; in whatsoever mannerthis may be
shown, it appears amiable and graceful..
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And if this sensibility degenerate into
irritability, a lover pardons it in his
mistress; it is her prerogative to be
haughty ; and if he be dexterous to
seize * the moment of returning love,”
it is often his interest to promote quar-
rels, for the sake of the pleasures of res
conciliation. The jealous doubts, the
alternate hopes and fears, attendant on
the passion of love, are dear to the
lover whilst his passion lasts; but when
that subsides,—as subside it must,—his
taste for altercation ceases. ~ The pro-
verb, which favours the quarrels of
lovers, may prove fatal to-the happiness
of husbands: and woe be tothe wife who
puts her faith in it. There are, how-
ever, people, who would extend that
dangerousmaxim evento the commerce
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of friendship; and it must be allowed
(formorality neitherin small matters nor
great can gain any thing by suppressing
the truth), it must be allowed that in
the commencement of an intimacy, the
quarrels of friends may tend to increase
their mutual regard, by aﬁ'ording to
one or both of them opportunities of
displaying qualities superior even to’
good humour; such as truth, fidelity,
honour, or generosity. But whatever
may be the sum total of their merit,
when upon long acquaintance it comes
to be fully known and justly appre-
ciated, the most splendid virtues or
talents can seldom compensate in do-
mestic life for the‘ want of temper. ,
The fallacy of a maxim, like the ab-
surdity of an argument, is sometimes

..
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best proved, by pushing it as far as it
can go, by observing all its conse-
quences. Our heroine, in the present
instance, illustrates this truth to admi-
ration : her. lif% and her husband’s had
now become a perpetual scene of dis-
putes and reproaches; every day the
quarrels grew more bitter, and the re-
conciliations less sweet. ‘
One morning, Griselda and her hus-
band were present, whilst Emma was
busy, showing some poor children how
to plait straw for hats.
Next summer, my dear, when we
are settled at home, I hope you will en-
_courage some manufacture of this kind,
amongst the children of our tenants,
said Mr. Bolingbrok.e to his lady.

I have no genius for teaching manu.
[-]
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factures of this sort, replied Mrs. Bo-
lingbroke scornfally.

Her husband urged ‘thé matter nod
farther. A few minutes afterwards, he
drew out a straw from g bundle, which
one of the children held.

This is a fine straw, said he, care-
lessly.

Fine straw ! cried Mrs, Bolingbroke:
no, that is very coarse, This, continued
she, pulling one from another bundie;

this is a fine straw if you please.

I think mine is the finest, said Mn
Bolingbroke.

Then you must be blind, Mr. Boling-
broke, cried the lady, eagerly com.

paring them.
Well, my dear, said be, laughing, we

will not dispute about straws,
o
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" No mdeed said she; but 1 observe
whenever you know yeu are in the
wrong, Mr. Bolingbroke, you say,

- we will not dispute, my dear: now pray

look at these straws, Mrs. Granby,
you that have eyes,— which is the
finest ? '

T will draw lots, said Emma, taking
one playfully from Ms. Bolingbroke,
for it seems to me that there is little or .
no difference between them.

No difference? Oh my dear Emma !

said Mrs. Bolingbroke,

My dear Griselda, cried her hus-
band, taking the other straw from her

" and blowing it away ; indeed it is not

worth dispating sbout: this is too
childish.
Childish ! repeated she, looking after
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the straw, as it floated down the wind ;
I see nothing childish in being in the
right: your raising your voice in that
manner never convinces me, Jupiter
is always in the wrong,you know, whén
he has recourse to his thunder.
Thunder! my dear Griselda! about
a straw; welll when women are de-
termined to dispute, itis wondei'ful how
ingenious they are in finding subjects.
I give you joy, my dear, of having
attained the perfection of the art: you
can now literally dispute about straws, -
- Emma insisted at this instant, upon
having an opinion about the shape ofa -
hat, which she had just tied under the
~ chin of a rosy little girl of six year old;
upon whose smiling countenance, she
fixed the attention of the angry lady.
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All might now have been well ; but
Griselda had a pernicious habit of re-
curring to .any slight words of blame,
which had been used by her friends.
Her husband had congratulated her
-upon having attained the perfection of
the art of disputing, since she could
cavil about straws. This reproach .
rankled in her mind. There are cer-
tain diseased states of the body, in
which the slightest wound festers, and
becomes incurable. It is the same
with the mind; and our heroine’s was
in this dangerous predicament:
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CHAPTER XV}

“ Que suls: jol—qu'ai jo fait? Qa.dowxe
“ faire encore?:
"Queltmnsponwm’ Quel chagrin me

« dévore?” .
*..

SOME hours after the quarrel about
the straws, when her husband had en-
tirely forgotten it, and was sitting very
quietly in his own apartment writing a
letter, Griselda entered the room with
a countenance prepared for great ex-
ploits. ‘

Mr. Bohngbroke, she began, in an
aweful tone of voice, if you are at

leisure to attend to me, I wish to speak
L J

P T T Y T
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ta you upow & subject. of some im-
, Parkonee

I am guite: at leisure,. w dear, pray:
sit.down; wht is thmn&tteri yaw really
adapm me ) :

It is not my intentiem to alarm you,
M. Bolingbroke, consinued she in a
still more solemn tone; the time is past
when what 1 bave ta say cowld have
alarmed: I am persnaded that yon
will now hear it without emotion, or
with am emotion of pleasure.

She pansed ; he laid down his pen,
apd looked all expectation.

I am come to annoumnce to. you a
fixed, unalterable resolution~—To part
frome you, Mir. Bolingbroke.

Are you serigus, my dear ¥

Perfectly serious, sir.
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These words did not produce the
revolutionin her husband’scountenance
which Griselda had expected. She
trembled with a mixed indescribable
emotion of grief and rage, when she
heard him calmly reply :

Let us part then, Griselda, if that be
your wish ; but Jet me be sure that it
is your wish: I must have it repested
from yourlips,,when yo:x are perfectly
calm.

With a voice inarticulate from pas-
sion, Griselda began to assure him, that
she was perfectly calm; but he stopped
her, and mildly said,

Take four-and-twenty hours to con-
sider of what you are about, Griselda ;
"I will be here at this time to-morrow
to learn your final determination.,
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Mr. Bolingbroke left the room.

Mrs: Bolingbroke was incapable of
thinking; she could only feel. Con-
flicting passions assailed her heart. All
the woman rushed upon her soul: she
loved her husband more at this instant,
than she had ever loved him before,
His firmness excited at once her anger
and her admiration. She could not
believe that she had heard his words
right{y. She sat down to recall mi-
nutely every circumstance of what had
just passed, every word, every Io;)k;
she finished, by persuading herself, that
his calmness was affected, that the best
method she could possibly take, wasby
a show of resistance to bully him out of
his indifference. She little knew what
she hazarded: whenthedanger of losing

1
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her husband’s love was imaginary, and
solely of her own creating, it affected
her in the most violent manner; but
now that the peril was real and immi.
nent, she was ipsensible to its ex-
istence,

A celebrated traveller in the Alps,
advises people to imagine themselves
walking amidst precipices, when they
are safe upon smooth ground; and.he
assures them that by this practice, they
may inure themselves so te the idea of
dangen, as to prevent all sense of it in
the most perilous situgtions.

The four-and-twenty hours passed ;
snd at the appointed moment, our he-
- roine and her husband met. As she
euntered the room, she observed that
he held a book in his hand, but was not
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' Vreadi‘ngz he put it down; rose delibe-
rately, and placed a chair for her, in |
silence. )

I thank you, I would rather stand,
said she: he put aside the chair, and
walked to a door at the other.end of
the room, to examine whether there °
was any one in the adjoining apart-
ment. o "

It is not necessary that what we have
to say, should be overheard by servants,
said he. '

" I have no ebjeetion to being over-
heard, said Griselda, I have nothing to
say of which I am ashamed, and allthe
world prust know it soon.

As Mr. Bolingbroke returned to-
wards her, she examined his counte-

nance with an inquisitive eye. It was
12
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expressiveofconcern ; grave—butcalm.
She was decided in opinion that the
calm was affected. Shelittle knew the
truth. C o
Who ever has seen a balloon—The
reader, however impatient, must listen
to this allusion—Whoever has seen a
balloon, may have observed, that in its
flaccid state, it can be folded and un-
folded with the gréatest ease, and it is
manageable even by a child ; but when
once filled, the force of multitudes ¢an-
not restrain, nor the art of man direct
its-course. Such is the human mind—
so tractable before, so ungovernable
after it fills with passion. By slow
degrees, unnoticed by our heroine, the
balloon ‘had been filling. It was full;
but it was yet held down by strong
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cords: it remained with her to eut or
not to cut them. o
~ Reflect before you speak, my dear
Griselda, said her husband; consider
that on the words which you are going
to pronounce, depend your féte.and
wine. o
o . 1 have reflected sufficiently, said she,
and decide, Mr. Bolingbroke—to part.
. Beiit so,cried he; fire flashed from
his-eyes; -he grew red and pale in an
instant. " Be it so, repeated he, in an

irrevocable voice We part forever.
He vanisi)ed, before Griselda could
speak or think. She was breathless;
her limbs trembled ; she could not sup-
port herself; she sunk she knew not
where. She certainly loved her hus-
band better than any thing upon earth,
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except power. When she came to her
senses, and perceived that she was
alone, she felt as if she was abandoned
by all the world. The dreadful word
for ever, still sounded in her ears. She
was tempted to yield her humour to her
affection. It was but a momentary
struggle; the love of sway prevaile‘d.
When she came more fully to herself,
she recurred to the belief, that her
husband could not be"in earnest, or at
Jeast that he would never persist, if she
had but the courage to brave him to
the utmost. - -
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CHAPTER XVII.

“ L’ai je vu se troubler, et me plaindre un
‘“ moment ? ‘
“ En al je pu tirer un seul gémisement *

ASHAMED of her late weakness, our
heroine rallied all her spirits, and re-
‘solved to meet her husband at supper
with an undaunted countenance. Her
provoking composure was admirably
prepared ; but it was thrown away, for
Mr. Bolingbroke did not appear at
supper. When Griselda retired to rest,

she found a nete from him upoa her
dressing-table ; she tore it open with g

t
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triumphant hand, certain that it came
to offer terms of reconciliation.

“ You will appoint whatever friend
you think proper, to settle the téﬁps of
our separation. The time I desire to
be as soon as possible, T have not
mentioned what has passed to Mr. or
Mrs. Granby; you will mention it to
them or not, as you think fit. On this
point, as on all others, you will hence-
forward follow your own discretion.

« T. BOLINGBROKE.”

" Twelve o’clock,
Saturday, Aug. 10th,

- Mrs. Bolin‘gbroke read and reread
this note, weighed every word, ex-
amined every letter, and at last ex-
claimed aloud,—He will not, cannot
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part from me. As she looked in the
glass, she saw her maid standing in
waiting ;—I shall not want youto-night;
you need not wait, cried she. The
maid retired, full of .what she had just
heard: ' Too .intént ‘upon her own
thoughts to observe even this, she con-
tinued her reverie, fixed to the spot on
which she stood. '

He cannot be in earnest, thought shie.
Either he is acting a part, or he is in a
passion. Perhaps he is instigated by
Mr. Granby: No, that cannot be, be-
cause_he says he has not mentioned it
to Mr. or Mrs. Granby, and he:always
speaks truth. If Emma had known it,
she would have prevented him from |
writing such a barsh pote, for she, is
such a good creature. I have a great

15
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mind to consult her; she is so indul=
" gent, so soothing. But what does Mr.
Bolingbroke suy about her? He leaves
me to my own discretion, to mention
what has pasgsed or not. That means,
mention it, speak to Mrs. Granby, that
she may advise you to submit. I will
not say a word to her; I will out-
general him yet. He canunot leave me,
when it comes to the trial.
She sat down and wrote instantly this
answer to her husband’s note. .
¢ I agree with you entirely, that the
sooner we part the better. I shall write
to-morrow to my friend Mrs. Nettleby,
with whom I choose to reside. Mr.John
Nettleby is the person I fix upon te
settle the.terms of our separation. In
three days I shall have Mrs. Nettleby’s
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answer. Thisis Salmday, On Tueaday
then we part-—for ever.
¢« GRISELDA' BOLINGBROKE.”

Mrs, Bolingbroke summoned her
maid. ¢ Deliver this note,” said she, -
¢ with your own hand; do not send
le Grand with it to his master.”

Griselda waited :mpatlently for her
maid’s return. -

No answer, madam.

No answer! Are you certain ?

Certain, ma’am: my master only
said « Very well.” :

And why did net you ask him if there
was any answer ?

Idid, ma’am. 1 said, Is there no
answer for mylady ? Noanswer, said he.

Was he up ? :
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- No, ma’am, he was'in bed.
Was he asleep when you.went in ?
" I cannot say ppsitively, ma’am: he
undrew the curtain as I went in, and
asked, « Who’s there ?”
. Did you go in on tiptoe ?

I forget really, ma’am.

You forget really! Idiot!

But, ma’am, I recollect he turned
his head to go to sleep as I closed the
curtain. :

You need not wait, said Mrs. Boling-
broke. -

Provoked beyond the power of sleep,
Mrs. Bolingbroke rose, and gave free

expression to herfeelings, in an eloquent
letter to Mrs. Nettleby: but even after
this relief, Griselda could not rest, so
much was she disturbed by the repose
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that her husband enjoyed, or was re-
puted to enjoy. In the morning, she
placed her letter in full view upon the
mantlepiece in the drawing-room, in
hopes that it would strike terror into
the heart of her husband.- To her great
‘mortification, she saw M. Bolingbroke,
with an unchanged countenance, give
it to the servant, who came to ask for
s¢ Letters for the post.” She had now
‘three days of grace, before Mrs. Net-
tleby’s answer could arrive; but of
these she disdained to take advantage:
she never mentioned what had passed
to Mrs. Granby, but persisted in the
same haughty conduct towards her hus-
band, persuaded that she should con-
quer at last.

The third day came, and brought an
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answer from Mrs. Nettleby. After a
prodigious parade of professions, a de-
cent display of astonisbment at Mr.
Bolingbroke’sstrange conduct,and pity
for her dear Griselda, Mrs. Nettleby
came to the point, and * was sorry to
say, that Mr. Nettleby was in one of
his obstinate fits, and' could not be
brought to listen to the scheme, so near
her heart: he would have nothing to
do, he said, with settling the terms of
Mr. and Mirs. Bolingbroke’s separation,
not he!—He absolutely refuses to med-
dle between man and wife; and calls it
meddling, continued Mrs. Nettleby, to
receive you as an inmate, after you have
parted from your husband. Mr. Bo-
lingbroke, he says, has always been very
civil to him, and came to see him in
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town ; therefore he will not encourage.
Mrs. Bolingbroke in her tantarams. [
represented to him, that Mr. B. desires
the thing, and leaves the choice of a
residencetoyourself: but Mr. Nettleby
replied, in his bratal way, that you
might choose a residence where you
would, except in his house: that his ’
house was his castle, and should never
be turned into an asylum for runagate

.wives: that he would not set such an

example to his own wife, &c. But,
continued Mrs. Nettleby, yc;u can ima- »
giné all the foolish things he said,and I -

need not repeat them, to vex you and
myself. I know that he refuses to re-
ceive you, my dear Mrs. Bolingbroke,
on purpose to provoke me. But what
can one do or say to such a man ?—

.
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Adieu, my dear. Pray write when you

are at leisure, and tell me how things

are settled, or rather what is settled

upon you; which, to be sure, is now

the only thing thatyouhaveto consider.
-« Evyer yours, affectionately,

“R. H. NETTLEBY.”

« P.S. Before you leave Devonshire,
do, my dear, get me some of the fine
Devonshire lacg; three or four dozen
yards will do. I trust implicitly to your
taste. You know I do not mind the
price; only let it.be broad, for narrow
lace is my aversion,”
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CHAPTER XVIII.

. ““ Lost is the dear delight of giving pain!”
—

MORTIFIED by her dear friend’s af-
fectionate letter and postscnpt, Griselda
. was the more determined to persist in
her resolution to brave her husband to
the utmost. The catastrophe, she
thought, would always be in her own
power; she recollected various separa-
tion scenes in novels and plays, where
the lady; after having tormented her
husband or lover by\every species of
ill-conduct, reforms in an instant, and a
reconciliation is effected by some mi-

raculous means. Our heroine had seen
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Lady Townly admirably well acted, and
doubted not that she could now per-
form her part victoriously. With this
hope, or rather in this confidence, she
went in search of Mr. Bolingbroke.
He was not in the house ; he had gone
out to take a solitary walk. Griselda
hoped that she was the object of his
reflections, during his lonely ramble.
Yes, said she to herself, my power
is not exhausted; I shall make his
heart ache yet: and when he yields,
how I will revenge myself U
She rang for her woman, and gave
orders to have every thing immediately
prepared for her departure. As soon
as the trunks are packed, let them be
corded, and placed in the great hall,
said she,
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Our heroine, who had a happy me-
mory, full well recollected the effect
which the sight of the corded trunks
produced in the Simple Story, and she
thought the . stroke so good, that it
would bear repetition. With malice
prepense, she therefore prepared the
blow, which she flattered herself could
not fail to astound her victim. Her
pride still revolted from the idea of
consulting Mrs. Granby; but some
apology was requisite for thus abruptly
quitting ber house. Mrs. Bolingbroke
began in a tone that seemed intended
to preclude all discussion :

- . Mrs. Granby, do you know that Mr.
Bolingbroke and I have come to a re-
solution to be happy the rest of our
lives; and for this purpose, we find it

\
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expedient to separate. Do not start
or look so shocked, my dear. This
word separation, may sound terrible to
some people, butl have, thank Heaven!
sufficient strength of mind to hear it
with perféct composure. Whenacouple,
who are chained together, pull different-
ways, the sooner they break their chain.
the better. T shall set out immediately-
for Weymouth. You will excuse me,:
my dear Mrs. Granby, yod see the ne-
cessity of the case. .
Mrs. Granby, with the dxost} dehcatq;
Rindness, began to expostulate; but
Griselda declared that she ‘was inca-
- pable of using a friend so ill; as to pre-
tend to listen to advice, when her mind
was determined irrevocably. .Emma
bad no intention, she said, of obtruding.
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her advice, but she wished that Mrs.
Bolingbroke would give her own .ex--
cellent understanding time to act, and
that she would not throw away the hap-
piness of her life in a fit of passion.
Mrs. Bolingbroke, protested that she -
never was freer from passion of every
sort, than she was at this‘ mourent.
With an unusually placid countenance,
she turned from Mrs. Granby and sat
down to the pianoforte. We shall not
agree if ] talk any more upon this sub-
ject," continued . she, therefore I had
better sing. I believe my music is
better than my logic: at all events I
prefer music.

In a fine bravura style Griselda then
began to sing,

« What bave I to de-with thee,
* Dull unjoyous constancy, &ec.”
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Andafterwardssheplayedall hergayest
airs to convince Mrs. Granby that her
heart was quite at ease. She continued
playing for an unconscionable time,
with the most provoking perseverance.

Emma stood at the window, wateh-
ing for Mr. Bolingbroke's return.
¢ Here comes Mr. Bolingbroke!—
How melancholy he looks!—Oh, my
dear Griselda, cried she, stopping Mrs.
Bolingbroke’s hand as it ran gayly over
the keys, this is no time for mirth or
bravado, let me conjure you—-"7"

I hate to be conjured, interrupted
Griselda, breeking from her; I am not
a child, to be coaxed and kissed and
sugar-plammed into being good, and
behaving prettily. Do me the favour to
let Mr. Bolingbroke kﬁéw, that I amin
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the study, and desire to _speak. to him
for one minute, -

~No power ¢ould detain the perempn

tory lady: she took her way to the
“study, and rejoiced as she crassed the
ball, to see -the trunks placed as she
had ardered. It was impossible that
ber hushand could avoid seeing them
'the moment he should enter the house,
—What. a satisfaction !~ Griselda
seated herself at ease in an arm-chair
in the study, and took up a beok which
lay apen on the table. Mr. Boling-
" broke’s pencil-case was in it, and the
following passage was marked :

“ 1l y aun lieu sur la terre ou les
joies pures sontinconnues; d’od la po-
litesse est exiléeet fait place a 'égoisme,
a la contradiction, aux injures 3 demi-
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voilées; le remords et l'inquiétude,
furies infatigables, y tourmentent les
habitans. Ce lien est Ja- maison de
deux-époux qui-ne peuvent ni s’estimer;
ni s’aimer. ’

« Il y a un lieu sur la terre ou le
vice ne s'introduit pas, o les passions’
tristes n’ont jamais d'empire, ou le
plaisir et 'innocence habitent toujours
ensemble, ou les soins sont chers, ou
les travaux sont doux, ou les peines
s'oublient dans les entretiens, ou I'on
Jouit du passé, du present, de Pavenir;
et c’est la maison de deux époux qui
vaimeat®.”

A pang of remorse seized Griselda,
as she read these words ; they seemed

* N de Seint Lambert, Eavres Philoso-
PR uRs, tome 2

|



THE MODERN, GRISELDA. 193
®

* to have been written on purpose for her.
Struck with the sense of her own foily,
she paused,—she doubted ;~but then
she thought that she had ‘gone too far
to recede. Her pride could not bear
the idea of acknowledging that she had

-been wrong, or of seeking rcconoﬁe-

- ment,

. I could live very happily with this
man, bus then to yield the victory to
him!—and to reform }~—--No, no,~-
all reformed hemxm are stupd and
odions.”



-
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CHAPTER XIX.

« And, vanquish'd, quit victoriously the field."

——
~.

GRISELDA flung the book from her,
as her husband entered the room.

You have had an answer, madam,
from your friend Mrs. Nettleby, I per-
ceive, said he calmly.

I have, sir. Family reasons prevent
her from receiving me at present ; there-
fore I have determined upon going to
Weymouth, where, indeed, I always
wished to spend this summet.

Mr. Bolingbroke evinced no surprise,
and made not the slightest opposition.
Mrs. Bolingbroke was so much vexed,




o THE MODERN GRISELDA. 195

that she could scarcely command her

countenance: she bit her lip violently.

With respect to any arrangements
that are to be made, I am to under-
stand that you wish me to address my-
self to Mr. John Nettleby, said her
husband.

No, to myself, if you please; I am
prepared to listen, sir, to whatever you
~may have to*propose..

These things are always settled best
in writing, replied Mr. Bolingbroke.
Be so obliging as to leave me your di-
rection, and you shall hear from'me, or
from Mrs. Granby, in a few days.

Mrs. Bolingbroke hastily - wrote a h

direction upon a card, and put it into

ber husband’s hand, with as much un-

concern as she could maintain., Mr.
K2.
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Bolingbroke continued, precisely in the
same tone :

If youhave any thing to suggest, that
may contribute to your future con-
venience, madam, you will be so good -
as to leave a memorandum with ‘me, to
which I shall attend. )

He placed a sheet of paper before
Mrs. Bolingbroke, and put a pen into
her hand. She made an éffort to write,
but her hand trembled so that shecould
not form a letter. Her husband took
up Saint hﬁbert, and read, or seemed
to read.———Open the window, Mr.
Bolingbroke, said she ;—<—He obeyed,
but did not, as formerly,* hang over
her enamoured.” He had been 50 often
duped by her fainting fits and hysterics;
that no&, when shesuffered in earnesty
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he suspected her of artifice. He took
up his book again, snd marked a page
with his pencil. She wrote aline with
a hurried hand, then starting up, fling
her pen from her and exclaimed—
I need not, will not write; I have no
request to maké to you, Mr. Boling-
broke ; do what you will; I have no
wishes, no wish upon earth——but to
leave you. .

That wish will be soon accomplished,
madam, replied he, unmoved. :

She pulled the bell till it broke.~—A
servant appeared.
- My carriage to the door directly,
if you please, sir, cried she. _

A pause ensued,—Griselda sat swel-
ling with unutterable rage.—~Heavens!
have you no feeling left ?—exclaimed
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she, snatching the book from his hand.
~—Have you no feeling left, Mr. Boling-
broke, for any thing ?

You have left me nohe for some
things, Mrs. Bolingbroke, and I thank
you. All this would have broken my
heart, six months a;& ‘

You have no heart to break, cried
she.—The carriage drove to the door..

One word more, before I leave you
fqr ever, Mr. Bolingbroke, continued
she.—Blame yourself, not me, for all
this.—When we were first married, you
humoured, you spoiled me ; no temper
could bear it.—Take the consequences
of your own weak indulgence.

Farewel.
He made no effort to retain her, and

she left the room.
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< That it shall befall
*¢ Him who to worth in woman overtrusting

“JLets her will rule; restraint she will pot
“¢ brook, '

¢« And left to herself, if evil thence ensue,
« She first his weak indulgence will accuse.” -

A confused recglection of this warn-

ing of Adam’s was in Mr. Bolingbroke’s
head at this moment.

Mrs. Bolingbroke’s carriage drove by
the window, and she kissed her hand to
himn as she péssed. He had not suffi~
cient presence of mind fo return the
compliment. Our heroine enjoyed this
last triumph of superior temper.

Whether the victory was worth the
winning, whether the modern Griselda
persisted in her spirited sacrifice of
happiness, whether she was ever recon-
ciled to her husband, or wl;ether the
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fear of ¢ reforming and growing stupid’
prevailed, are questions which we leave
to the sagacity or the curiosity of her
fair contemporaries..

¢ Ho that knows better how to tame & shrew,
- Let bim now spesls, "t chasity to shew.”

THE END. .

Printed by S, Hamilton, Weybridge.
















