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Marr of ORLEANS. 

The FIRST BOOK, 

De Ampurs of Cnantes VII. and 
AGNEs SOREL. The Siege F Or- 
leans Zy the Engliſh. The Appart- 

tion of St, Dennis, Se. 

INCE ybu dellre that 1 
ſhould fing of Saints, altho* 
my voice be weak, and more 

 Kcceuſtoned to profane ſub⸗ 
jects Iwill notwithſtanding celebrate 
the miraculous exploits of our illuſtrious 
Joax, who with her virgin hand ſnatch- 
ed the lillies of France from the rapa- 
rious graſp of brutal England. It was th 
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the means of this fait maid, "that her 
lawful prince, reſcued from the power 
of his enemies, was crowned: king in 
the great church of Rheims. 
Beneath a gentle female counte- 

nance, and within the precincts of her 
petticoats and , boddige, this nymph 
poſſeſſed heroic courage; was a very Ro- 
lando in womaniſh attire. Wherefore, 
for my ſimple choice, I ſhould have 
Preferred a milder companion to paſs 
iy nights with. 
be invincible Joan D'ARC, whoſe 

mighty feats I am going to re- 
hearſe, was lion-hearted; as, courteous 
reader, you will perceive in the ſequel 
of this work. Although her deeds be 
fo aſtoniſhing as to make wWeak mor- 
tals ae yet it mult be confeſſed, 
that the preſerving her maidenhead 
for one entire year, Was not the leaſt 

conſiderable of; them... ;.-_ - 
It would be improper to proceed 

farther, without invoking thee, O! 
Chapelain! who, on thy ill-ſtrung 
Le of pm 4 and gothic memory, 

deteſted 

4 
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(3) 
deteſted by Apollo and the tuneful nine, 

haſt miſerably ſcraped the hiſtory of 
our heroine with a badly roſined bow. 
If, in order to do honour to thy cauſe, 
thou ſhouldſt offer me the loan of thy 
antiquated muſe, let that intended fa- 
vour be transferred from me to De la 
Motte Houdart, or ſome worthy mem 
ber of his academy, _ 7 

The good King Charles, then in the 
bloom of youth, happened to be in 
the city of Tours, juſt about Eaſter- 
tide, and was invited to a ball (his 
majeſty was fond of dancing) and 
there, for the general good of France, 
met a young beautiful damſel, called 1 
Ignes Sorel. 1 1 | 

The god of Jove had never exhi- 
bited 'to mortal eye any form equal to * 
hers. She had the youthful bloom of U 
Flora, joined to the ſhape and air of 
the wood nymphs. The bewitching 
gracefulneſs of Venus appeared inevery 
act of hers; and endleſs ſmiles. dim- 
pled on her cheeks. In art ſhe equal- 

( 2 ed 
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et Aracne, and rivalled the ſyrens by 
the melody of her ſongss. 

In fine, ſhe poſſeſſed every perfec- 
tion. No hero, philoſopher, or king, 
could behold her victorious chatms, 
without being immediately deſirous of 
wearing her chains. Whoeyer faw 
her muſt be ſmitten, and in his boſom 
feel a growing wartnth, fanned by ten» 
der defires. © | | 

No happineſs could equal that of 
ogling the beauteous nymph, of ſigh- 
ing for a favourable opportunity, and 
of trembling when they attempted to 
declare their mind to her. To fondly 
preſs her ſoft and ſnowy hand, was 
extatic rapture, while flaſhes of paſſion 
darted from the expreſſive eye, fol- 
towed by an agreeable diſorder ; with 
which ſhe knew how to ſympathize, 
reciprocally pleaſe, and bring matters 
to a kind concluſion in one day. 
Though princes and kings are ſaid 
to ride poſt in love, 5 Sorel, a com- 
plete miſtreſs of the alluring art, meant 
to cover her proceedings with a myſte- 

rious 



(5) 
rious veil; but it proved of too ſlight 
a texture to impoſe on the knowing 
eyes of courtiers, expert in all vicious 
purſuits. 

However, that this intrigue might 
be carried on with as much ſecrecy as 
poſſible, the king choſe for his con- 
fident the ſage counſellor Bonneau, an 
honeſt native of Tours, The em- 
ployment given to him on this occa- 
ſion is not to be deſpiſed, becauſe it 
has always been held in eſteem at 
courts; and acquires, for the ſo com- 
miſhoned, the flattering title of the 
prince's friend: which froward citi- 
zens, and rude provincials, often de- 
grade to that of pimp, procurer, &c. 
The commodious Bonneau was lord 
of a caſtle, pleaſantly ſituated on the 
banks of the river Loire. Thither, on 
a certain evening, the fair Sorel was 
conducted in a boat; where, as ſoon 
as it was become dark night, the king 
arrived. 

The happy pair ſupped together, 
Bonneau attending to preſent them 

B 3 with 



© TH 
with the choiceſt wine, Altho' the 
ſupper was clegant, it was free from 
all oſtentation. The gods of revelry 
could never boaſt of ſo taſteful a re- 
ar * | 
The lovers, full of bland emotions 
and- keen joy ; drunk with love, and 
agitated by fierce deſires, interchanged 
exciting . glances, the fore-runners of 
1mpetuous bliſs. Kind preludes, with- 
ont any indecent freedoms, gave a ſpur 
to their eager paſſion. | 
The king gazed on her with de- 

vouring eyes; and while he ſaid to her 
the ſofteſt and the kindeſt eng, 
preſſed her knees with his. To 
ſupper ſucceeded a concert of Italian 
muſick. Three different voices were 
mixed with the fiddles, flutes, and 
hautboys. e | 
They ſang the allegorical hiſtories 

of the many renowned heroes Who 
bad yielded to love, and renounced 
the paths of glory to obtain favours 
from the fair one they admired. We | 

þ - 



(93 
The mufick being performed apart, 

in a place near to the chamber where 
the good king ſupped, the beauti- 
ful Agnes, unſeen by any of the min- 
ſtrels, heard all with the greateſt diſ- 
cretion, and decorum imaginable. 
The ſilver moon having aſcended 
to the ſummit of her courſe (which 
ſignifies it was midnight) the favour- 
able hour for lovers; in a neatly gilt 
alcove, neither too dark nor too en- 
lightened, Sorel's world of charms was 
received between two holland ſheets. 
Near the alcove, a door ſtood in- 

vitingly open, which mother Alix, a 
tfect miſtreſs of her trade in 12 

ing pleaſurable ladies, purpoſely for- 
got to ſhut. Now, judge, all ye happy 

mortals who have felt, and ſacrificed 
to the power of love, how ardent 
muſt have been the French monarch's 

feeling on this occaſion. As ſoon as 
his hair was braided in treſſes, and ex- 

quiſite perfumes poured thereon, he 
darted like lightning into the bed of 
his beloved. 5 

B 4 Their 



(8) 
Their hearts beat riotous, while love 

and modeſty diſpute for the. aſcendant 
in the lady's heart. A lively bluſh 
mantles on her forehead ; but modeſty 
foon gives way, and love prevails, 
The prince incontinently careſſes her 
with the moſt eager tenderneſs ; his 
eyes blazing with paſſion ! dazzled! 
enraptured ! he greedily runs over all 

her charms! which aggregate of beauty 
no man can ſee, without inſtantly pay- 
ing idolatrous worſhip. 

Beneath her neck, whiter than als- 
baſter, ſwell at a proper diſtance from 
each other, two orbs, moſt delicately 
moulded by the hand of love. They 
riſe to proyoke, and fall to make you 
follow them. A lovely bud-roſe crowns 
each hemiſphere, Delicious -orbs ! 
that, by inceſſantly moving, expreſs a 
ſtrong antipathy to dull ination. They 
ſwell to court the hand's kind preffure ; 
eyery eye to admire: and all lips to 
kiſs them. 
Moved by a ſtrong A to pleake 
my readers, my * intention was 

to 
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to raviſh: their eyes with a naked view 
of Sorel's perſon, formed according to 

all, the rules of ſymmetry, But that 
mental virtue, called Decency, pulled: 
me by the ſleeve, and whiſpered, let 

not thy daring; pencil deviate to oy 
« ſcenity in your pictures. 

The king views Sorel with a lover's eye; 
She has no faults, or he no faults can ſpy. 

The more he examines, the more: 
he diſcovers new beauties! new charms: 

in every part of her !—Enjoyment, to 
which Sorel was not an enemy, en- 
riches her with new graces ;. diffuſes: 
a new ſpirit through every feature. 
What painter will pretend: to cope: 
with Cupid, whoſe offspring, Haus 
is the chief embelliſher of beaut 
Thus, during three ſucceſſive — 1 
our loving. pair enjoyed all the raptures 
of love. 
When they roſe. non bed, their 
ſcene of joy, their force was renewed, 
and ſpirits revived, by a delicious 
breakfaſt,, whoſe ingredients. were of: 

B 5; the 
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the keeneſt reſtoratives. Riſen from 
breakfaſt, their next buſineſs was to 
mount on Spaniſh horſes, and thro' 
a ſporting country emuouſly purſue 
the cry of hounds. © 

"Returned from the chace, | they 
plunge into a prepared bath, im- 

pregnated with perfumes, arabian ſpices, 
and all requiſites to ſoften, and give a 
ſmooth poliſh to the ſkin.” They with 
luxury under went a copious © -ablu- 
"tion. - eh 7 „ 06 

; The hour of bathing over, they fat 
" "down to dinner, in which all elegance 

and delicacy were diſplayed. The 
pheaſant and the heath- cock ſhone 
conſpicuous in the midſt of a ſmoking 
"ſauce, whoſe rich variety charmed the 
noſe, tickled the palate, and cheared 
the eye. 

Sparkling champagne, of the heſt 
growth, with the precious liquor of 
Tokai, gave new warmth to their 
hearts, and a ſudden gaiety to their 
thoughts. The diſpute then was, who 
ſhould ſay the drverett things. 

* 
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During the digeſtion of their dinner, 

(as uſual) there was ſome ſerious talk ; 
ſome. tales told in order to raiſe a 
laugh: and ſcandalous reports againſt . 
ſome acquaintance, Alain, the 
of the court, was called in to rehearſe 
his verſes. To him ſucceeded ſome 
doors of Sorbonne, to give their 
opinion in matters of religion. Theſe 
reverend gentry were followed by a 
parrot; a monkey, and a harlequin. - 
Evening come on, the king with a 

ſelect company repairs to the play- 
houſe, and cloſes the happy day by 
renewing ſcenes of love in the arms 
off his dear Sorel. They are intoxi- 
cated with a flood of paſſion; and ſo 
violent is each attack, that it ſeems as 
if it were the firſt; for as they con- 
tinue, (inſtead of abating) their ardour 
heightens, and their pleaſure riſes. 

Their embraces were not thwarted 
by the ſuſpicion of an infidelity on 
either ſide. Wherefore, not the leaſt 
murmur was heard. Their bliſsful hours 
were better employed in vigorous ex- 

„ 
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ertion. Near Sorel, love and time 
have no wings. - 
As the king preſſed her eagerly in 

1 arms, devouring her lips with fiery 
Eiſſes, thus did he give vent to the ar- 
dour of his heart: O, idol of my 
© foul! my lovely Agnes! I prize 
« your charms above this world, and 
© all its-vain contents. What a folly 
, ig it to miſ- ſpend one's time to 

e rand to feign? I now 
am baniſhed by my parliament, and 
France is in thraldom to the haugh- 
ty Monarch of England. Let it con- 
tinue ſo, while J am ſovereign of 
my dear Sorel's heart, a nobler em- 
pire, and of which he muſt envy 
me the poſſeſſion; as thereby 1 
think myſelf the pes monarch 
of the two.“ 
Though this paſſionate Setirativn 
betrays nothing of heroie fentiments 
in iN yet, when we conſider, 

| Heroes at beſt are but men: and 
when claſped in the arms 1 0 a pretty 
woman, they, like others, are apt to 

forget 

na 

1 



(13) 
forget themſelves, and op fooliſh 
things. 
Whülſt the French e led 
this voluptuous life, which rivalled 
that of the moſt wanton abbot in his 

realm; the Britiſh prince indulging his 
warlike diſpoſition, was ever in the 
field, armed cap-a-pe,' and mens ns 
on his gallie vaſſals. 
He marches, nay he runs, from 
victory to victory. No town-walls 
can refiſt his efforts. Hoſtile towers 

tumble down in obedience to his nod. 
In one place he cauſes an effuſion of 
French blood. In another he ſeizes all 
their treaſures. Theſe he taxes; thoſe 
he plunders. Here he gives up mo- 
thers and daughters a prey to his ſol- 
diery. There he commands the raviſh- 
ing of nuns ; and robs the Bernardine 
fryars of their beſt and favourite wines: 
a ſenſible grievance to them, and whieh 
they-bewailed' more than his ſtripping 
their image-ſaints of their golden ſur- 
touts, in order © convert them into- 
eur rent — 8 2 l 
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80 little reſpe&t had this wicked 

king for either the virgin Mary, or 
her dearly beloved ſon, that he de- 
baſed many a church of theirs into 
ſtables for his cavalry. Thus oft-times 
we ſee ravening wolves break into a 
ſheep- fold; with mercileſs teeth they 
tear the trembling prey, and gorge their 
dire appetite with innocent blood: while 
far off on the plain ſleeps thoughtleſs 
Colin in the boſom of Egeria; his 
couchant dog cloſe by, and leiſurely 
devouring what remained of their ſup- 

"While affairs went thus ſhamefully 
on in France; from the higheſt hea- 
Ven, the dwelling- place of fſaints; 
quite out of he reach of mor- 

tal ken) the holy Denis, who had 
been the apoſtle to preach chriſtianity 
among the Gauls, ſaw with deep con- 
cern the miſerable ſtate to which the 
Engliſh tyrant had reduced the king- 
dom his ſaintſhip was ſo fond of. His 
affliction redoubled at ſeeing the fa- 
mous city of Paris! in ſubjection to the 

enemy; 
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enemy ; and the thoughtleſs prince of 
France ſolely intent on kiſſing the 
wench Sorel. 
The benevolent Denis, you muſt 

know, courteous reader, is patron of 
France, as Mars was that of Rome, 
or Pallas of Athens; making this dif- 
ference, however, that one Romiſn 
ſaint is worth more than all the Pa- 
gan gods put together 
O by my head, (a favourite 
oath of his) - quoth Denis, it is 
<< againſt all juſtice that the auguſt 
«© Gallic empire, in which I have 
«planted the chriſtian faith, ſhould 
be thus overturned ——Alas! thy 
“e lillies, unhappy France, are now in 
, danger of fading. I ſincerely feel 
*. for all the misfortunes that have 
% happened to the royal blood of Va- 
« lois. O! may it never come to 
« paſs, that the inſolent brothers of 
« Engliſh Henry the Vth ſhall, with- 
out right or reaſon, exclude the law- 
ce ful heir. For my part (tho a faint) 
< I honeſtly — (for woo God 

« pardon 
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* pardon me) that I have a mortal 
* averſion to the Engliſh, 

* My hatred to them is well-ground- 
&© ed on — prineiples; for I have 
« read in the book of deſtiny, that in 
<« future times, this reaſoning and tu- 
*. multuous people will ſpurn at Rome, 
* turn all her power to-ridicule, make 
“public jeſts of her bulls; and, for a 
« final completion of their impiety, 
« will make a pope's effigy undergo- 
4 annual conflagration. Let us there- 
fore take Time by the forelock, and: 

revenge the —— affront that 
is to be committed in after times. 
It ſooths my thoughts, however, 
in my preſent anguiſh, to know 
that my adopted children, the 
French, il continue good Ro- 
man Catholicks, when the wicked! 
Engliſh ſhall be hereticks. O] let 
us. now ſtrike, now avenge: our 

* country's wrongs ;: let us now ex- 
<«--terminate this bull-dog race. Let 
«us, by ſome happy device, now con- 
5 trive to * them, for all rd 

I" mli- 
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1 miſchief they are to be guilty of 
< hereafter.” Thus ſpoke. Galla $ 
reverend apoſtle, ſtuffing his prayer 
with frequent maledictions. 

During the. ſaint's ſoliloquy above 
on the azure vault; below on earth, 
in the city of Orleans a council was 
held. For this city was then blocked 
up by the Engliſh, and juſt on the 

t of being forced from its alle- 
giance to Charles. 
Some noblemen, and ſome perſon- 

ages learned in the laws ; watriors the 
former, but the latter pedants, in dif- 
ferent ſtiles deplored the general cala- 
mity. Though all ſpeeches terminated 
alike in, What is to be done ? ” 
Poton, La Hire, and the brave Du- 
nois, cried alqud, biting their fingers 

with indignation at their monarch's 
ſhameful condudt, Let us to the 
« field, my friends, and there fall 
45 nobly in our country's cauſe. | 
May the Engliſh,. who think to 

&© make an eaſy capture of us, - find 
nothing here but ſmoke and aſhes.” 

Then 
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Then ſpoke La Trimouille ; < Let 

“ us wait till to-morrow, and we ſhall 
«« ſee fine ſport.” The Preſident, 
Louvet, well known in thoſe days, 
and who, from his ſolemn counte- 

nance, might have been deemed ſage, 
thys harangued: It is my opinion 
©, that we publiſh a parliamentary 
* edict againſt the Engliſh, for 
*/ their heinous offences to us; and 
«© that we be cautious, to proceed 

4 againſt them, but according to the 
« moſt rigorous terms of the law,” 

All their fine diſcourſes: on the oc- 

| cabon proved quite inconcluſive. At 
the end of their debate they perceived, 
"through the window of the room they 
were aſſembled in, a beautiful appear- 
ance, with a roſy. complexion, ſliding 
gently downward. from heaven on a 
ſun- beam. | 
A divine fragrance, by which the 
aA of ſaints is intimated, to 
finful mortals, was inhaled by all pre- 
ſent. _ The beautiful Denis (for all 

— 4 
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ſation, no matter how ugly they had 
been whilſt alive) had on his — 
attire, and of exquiſite workmanſhip, 
in order to create the more reſpect in 
thoſe whom he was about to encou- 
rage by his holy preſence. 

In their firſt alarm, before they 
gave themſelves - time 'to- reconnoitre 
the celeſtial miſſionary, La Trimonille 
in a hurry, being an abandoned rake, 
and bigotted devotee, dropt on his 
knees, and prayed as fat as his tongue 
could gabble. 

The wicked Le Richmond, re- 
markable for his blaſphemies and 
oaths, roared, © that what they faw 
« was the devil, juſt come. piping- 
© hot from the bottom of hell; and 
« that, for his part, he had no ob- 
e jection to enter into a conference 
„ with ſquire Lucifer.“ 

But poor Louvet, not being of fo 
bold a temperament, ran as faſt as he 
could for a pitcher full of holy water; 
while Poton, La Hire, Dunois, gazed 
on each other with eyes of ſtupiſied 

amaze- 
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amazement. Their frighted valets 

were all proſtrate on the ground. 
The object approaches nearer and 

nearer, and at laſt the holy phantom 
enters the room through the window, 
without opening it, on his beam of 
light on which he had flid down from 
heaven. On ſeeing the conſternation 
his coming had cauſed, the ſaint, in 
order to diſſipate their fears, and that 
they might know him for an angel gr 

grace, gave them his benediction; 
which the boldeſt of them fall a 2 
croſſing and proſtrating themſelves; 
but he raiſed them up with a pater- 
nal fondneſs, and ſpoke it in the wildeſt 
manner: ; 

Be not frightened; my children; 
J am Denis, and by trade a faint. 
« T loved France formerly, and was. 
„the firſt who taught her the cate- 
«© chiſm. But, on my conſcience, now 
I am greatly ſcandalized to ſee this 
« degenerate god-ſon of mine, idle 
«© Charles, at the very time his coun- 
6 V is reduced almoſt to aſhes, in- 

| i ſtead 
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© ſtead of taking up arms to defend 
« her, amuſing himſelf in the arms 
<« of a ſtrumpet, whoſe infatiate cra- 
« ving (heav'n knows) can take much 
« more than he, weak prince, is able 
cc to furniſh. | 

« I am come down to aſſiſt all 
c brave Frenchmen, who, deſpiſing 

their monarch's inglorious example, 
© have taken up arms in their coun- 
c try's defence. I am come fully re- 
© ſolved to put an end to all your 
« ſufferings. 

«* As phyſicians have wiſely ob- 
& ſerved, contraries are cured by con- 
te traries; therefore, ſince Charles has 
ce ſhamefully loſt his kingdom and 
e honour through a whore; I intend 
* to counterwork his deſtiny, and re- 
© cover both by the means of an im- 
% maculate virgin, that has neyer 
© known a Man. Therefore I ens 
© treat ye all who hear me, if in your 
*: hearts you be Frenchmen and Chri- 
« ſtians; if you have any Love for 
& your king, the ſtate, and the church, 

to 
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« to aſſiſt me in this holy enterprize, 
<« and point out to me here in Orleans 
ce the pure neſt where we are to find 
„this phcenix, a maidenhead, that I 
e may lay my hand on it.“ 

As the venerable Seer finiſhed his 
diſcourſe, the rude auditors burſt into 
a. fit of laughter. Le Richemond, 
who was naturally a joker and a wag, 

thus replied: Faith, good father 
„ preacher, or Mr. Saint, you would 
< rather be ſo called, it was not worth 
« while to quit your heavenly abode, 
* to ſeck a jewel you value ſo much, 
« among ſo wicked a people as we 
« are. It is ſomewhat ſupernatural, 
« I confeſs, to think of ſaving a town 
ee by the means of a maidenhead. But 
« why expect to find one among us 
« French folks? Beſides, it would 
<« have been much eaſier for you to 
t have brought one down with you 
« from heaven, where you collect 
«. them all, to put in magazines, as 
« faſt as they die here below. 3 

« There 
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.< There you have them in crowds z 

© thouſands and ten thouſands ; but 
ce. alas] amongſt us there is hardly any 
* ſuch thing to be found, on account 
ce of the numerous poachers of all 
* ranks, from the prince to the pea- 
*« ſant'; from the general to our com- 
e mon ſoldiers: who indeed, of late, 
« get more baſtards at home, than 
c they make orphans among the ene- 
« my. Wherefore, good Denis, to 
“ put an end to all farther debate 
* upon this matter, if a maidenhead 
e be neceſſary for the accompliſhment 
« of your grand deſign, you muſt go 
* look for one ſomewhere elſe ; for, 
e by the Lord, you will find none 
a nt ; 

The good faint bluſhed at the bru- 
tality of Richemond's diſcourſe ; and 
expecting no aſſiſtance in his pious 
ſcheme from ſuch libertines, he re- 
mounted his ſun-beam, and without 
ſaying a word to them at parting, off 
galloped he through the air, in To 

0 
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of the rare jewel he was ſo defirous 
to find. 

For my chriſtian part; I wiſh 
kink a proſperous voyage; and, while 
he drives forward on his ſarizbeam: 
pray that all my male readers may be 
ſo lucky as to find in love, what the 
faint is gone 1n pious pilgrimage after, 

1 
* 



ray. 
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The SECOND BOOK. 

Yoan, armed by St. Denis, goes 10 
King Charles at Tours. Her adven= 
ture on the road thither. 

ſenſe, mueh more happy is 
he who knows the ſecret of touch- 
ing a fair maid's heart. There is no 
happineſs like being beloved. What 
mighty advantage, after all, is there 
to obtain a flower by force? Is it not 
much more agreeable to enjoy love's 
noſegay without difficulty? which I 
wiſh may be my luck, and that of all 
my friends. But let us talk of ſome- 
thing. more effential, 

| On Near 

APPY, thrice happy he, 
who finds a maidenhead ; de- 
fireable Treaſure |. yet, in our 
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Near the borders of Champagne, 

where an hundred poſts are marked 
to inform travellers that they are in 
Lorraine, is an old village, hitherto 
unknown, but in after. times juſtly 
famed in ſtory; for to it France owes 
the revival of its glory, and ſalvation 
of her royal lillies. 

Donremi was the name of, this vil 
lage, which we ought to tranſmit to 
poſterity in all our poems, that it may 
be gratefully celebrated from age to 
age. Although thy environs be not 
magnificent, humble Donremi, and 
though thou canſt not 1 either 
muſcat- grapes, 'peaches, citron 
groves; neither haſt thou rich mines 
of gold, nor wines that make men 
damn their ſouls through drunkenneſs. 

But all theſe are trifling advantages 
to what thou canſt boaſt, which is to 
have given Joan to France. For in 
Donremi ſhe was born; there begot- 
ten by the pariſh, prieſt, who was in- 
defatigably zealous in propagating the 
number of true belie vers. ke 

e 
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He was vigorous in bed, a cham- 

pion at table, and would troll out his 
prayers with as much fervour as any 
profeſſed bigot. He had formerly 
been a monk. Her mother, a fat and 
luſty chamber-wench, was the happy 
mould in which this pious ſhepherd 
choſe to caſt the beautiful maid by 
whom the Engliſh were to be de- 
feated. : 4 

She was hired to ſerve in an inn at 
Vaucouleurs at the tender age of ſix- 
teen. Already fame had made her name 
ring in the neighbouring country. Her 
look was haughty, and determined; 
but modeſt. Two large black eyes 
ſeemed to ſtart from her head. Two: 
and thirty teeth, not one whiter than 

the other, were the ornament of her 
ruby-lipped mouth, ſtretching almoſt 
from ear to ear; and therefore won- 
derfully tempting. Her tanned bubbies, 
hard as ſtone, provoked lawyers, offi- 
cers, and even the clergy, to play 
with them. | 

C 2 | She 
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She was remarkable for her ſtrength, 

activity, and nimbleneſs. Her large, 
fat, finewy hands carried bundles on 
all occaſions, and poured out number- 
leſs pitchers of wine to the gueſts. She 
waits on all comers, be they noble- - 
men, gentlemen, or humble citizens, 
To all who were indiſcreet enough to 
attempt to feel her thighs, or naked 
bubbies, her alarmed chaſtity dealt vi- 
gorous boxes on the ear, right and left, 
She worked and laughed from morning 
until aight ; dreſſed and curried the 
horſes, led them to drink, and ſome- 
times preſſed their backs with her deli- 
date bum, in the old Roman faſhion; 
that is, rid them without a ſaddle. 

O! divine Providence, how incom- 
prehenſible are thy ways! How vain 
are all the efforts of human reaſon to 
N into thy inſcrutable decrees ! 
ow little are the great of this world 

In thy eyes! And, when thou pleaſeſt, 
haw great thou canſt make the little } 
It is to be obſerved, O chriſtian 

reader, that, in order to execute his 
| miſſion, 

+ w——, 
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miſſion, the holy Denis did not go to 
ſearch for a maidenhead in the caſtles 
of dutcheſſes, or palaces of princeſſes. 
He knew better things, and therefore 
ſought for one in an humble inn J. 
He had no time to loſe, and neceſ- 

ſarily rode poſt to Joan. For by the 
leaſt delay of his, the public ſafety 
would have been in the greateſt peril, 
by the malicious contrivance of Satan; 
which Denis knew very well, and 
therefore arrived in the very nick of 
time to prevent the execution of a 
helliſh plot, and the ruin of France in 
conſequence. 
One Roch Griſbourdon, a Cors 

delier friar, juſt arrived from England 
with Chandos, was lodged in the faid 
inn, and had conceived as violent a 
love for Joan, as he had profeſſed for 
his country. 
This ſilly coxcomb was a miſſionary 
in every ſhape, as preacher, confeſſor, 
ſpy, &c. He was moreover an adept 
in the magic art, which has been un- 
happily loſt by the degenerate race of 
eur modern learned, 

C 3 This 
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This Engliſh fellow, by conſulting 

his myſtic books, had diſcovered that 
Joan ſhould prove one day fatal to his 
countrymen, and that ſhe carried un- 
der her ſhort petticoats the deſtiny of 
France and England. Therefore, yield- 
ing to the impulſe of his genius, he 
1wore by the cord of his order, that 
he would enter himſelf maſter of her 
fair palladium. ** I am reſolved— will 

this Joan. I am an Engliſhman, 
and conſequently ought to negle& no- 
thing for the good of my country, 
and my own ſatisfaction.“ 

In the very moment the Engliſh 
friar had made this impious vow, an 
ignorant country clown pretended to 
rival him in the fair maid's opinion; 
and although an illiterate mule-driver, 
had the impudence to think himſelf 
as good a man as a Cordelier. 

This clumſy wooer was indefatiga- 
ble 'in making conſtant offers of his 
obſtinate and ſtiff. necked paſſion to 
Joan, by night and by day. — The 
equality of their An influenced 

her 
* 
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her to liſten favourably to his coarſe 
addreſſes. But her modeſty 10 
ing, hindered her from exprefling to 
the mule- driver what. ſhe felt in his 
behalf. 
Roch Griſbourdon ſoon diſcovered 
his growing paſſion ; for he could ſee 
farther into her lover's heart than ſhe 
could. He therefore accoſted him 
thus: © Hark you, mighty hero, who 
can upon occaſion dreſs all the mules 
committed to your care, I know that 
thou likeſt this wench, and ſo do I. 
She is the miſtreſs of my heart, and 
of your - wiſhes, Wherefore, as we 
[muſt mutually prove formidable rivals 
to each other, let us ſettle this affair 
in an amicable manner. Let us be 
prudent, and, without quarrelling or 
Noiſe, alternately feaſt upon the. deli- 
cious morſel; which, by contending 
for, we may both loſe. Do you con- 
duct me to the place where the ob- 
ject of our fondneſs lies, and at my 
invocation the demon of ſleep ſhall 
exert his influence over her maiden 

C 43 couch ; 
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couch; which done, we can watch, 
and alternately do duty for her. 
No ſooner propoſed than reſolved, 

and the pious friar pulls out his con- 
juring book, to invoke the demon, 
who by Pagans, ih days of yore, was 
called Morpheus. This lethargic devil 
is ſaid to have ſince taken up his reſi- 
dence in France, and there frequently 
appears in their courts of juſtice, their 

academies, and theatres. 
Obedient to Griſbourdon's well- 

known voice, he aſcends in an ebony 
car, drawn by owls, and advantes 
ſlowly along in the midſt of at- 
— darkneſs, not able to 

his eyes, and yawning all — way, 
till he extends himſelf on the chaſte 
body of the nymph, dews her all 
over with poppy- juice, and breathes 
into her boſom a ſoporific vapour. 

Thus fame reports the gallant monk 
Girard, as he confeſſed the lovely Ca- 
diere, uſed with his libidinous breath 

| to fill her with a ſwarm of lecherous 
EA 2 
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The two admirers of the ſlee 

beauty, unable to reſiſt their carnal 
ſpurs, had already drawn off her bed- 
ks to have a thorough view. 
On her naked boſom the impatient ri- 
vals threw dice, to fix whoſe lot ſhould 
be the firſt attempt. 

Sorcerers being always lucky at 
gaming, the friar won, and immedi- 
ately, nay, without ſaying grace, ſets 
about deflouring the virgin, —— But 
O! unexpected miracle! Denis ar- 
rives, and the innocent maid awakes. 

It being ſo ordered by providence, 
that no ſinner can ſtand before a faint, 
the two compeers of iniquity were ſo 
ſcared by the preſence of Denis, that 
they ran away from him with their 
evil intentions againſt the poor girl. 
Thus when by night a formal juſ- 
tice, for the publick good, and his own 
private emolument, viſits unexpectedly 
one of thoſe commodious houſes de- 
dicated to Venus and to pleaſure; the 
alarmed prieſtefles jump half naked 
from their beds, and eſcape ſeveral 

C 5 ways 
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ways the dreaded bird of prey. Not 
leſs confounded fled the maid's inten- 
tional debauchers from the holy - 
ſence of Denis. 
The benign ſaint draws near to the 
as yet unpolluted bed, and thus com- 
forts the poor chicken, not yet F 
covered from her fright of the KinForf 

neſs that was meant to be committed 
on her. 

cc Veflel of election, it is decreed 
above, that your virgin hands are to 
revenge all the inſults and oppreſſion 
which the French have ſuffered from 
the Engliſh, whoſe blood · thirſty troops 
you are to drive back to their native 
lands. Be not amazed, girl, at what 
I ſay to you; for the breath of the 
Omnipotent can transform the humble | 

reed into one of Lebanon's tall ce- | 
dars; dry up the waters of the ſea 
lay the mountains low ; and from the 
ruins of the preſent world create a 
new. 

His thunder ſhall rumble before you ,1|... 
as you march. You ſhall wear a cloak | 

3 of 
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of terror. The angel of victory ſhall 
point out to you the paths of glory. 
Hold up your head,” girl, follow me, 
and renounce for ever this low ſtate 
of life you have been in. Hencefor- 
ward your name ſhall figure on the 
liſt of heroes and heroines. | 

This flattering diſcourſe; uttered by 
the ſaint with ſo much energy, not a 
little puzzled Joan, who gazed on 
him with her mouth open, as if he 
had been ſpeaking Greek to her all 
the time. But in order to clear up 

her intellects, ſomewhat clouded for 
Want of a good education, a ſudden 
ray of Grace gave her an efficacious 
conception of the whole. | 

She felt her thoughts dilated, and 
boſom glowing with a ſupernatural 
inſpiration, which fitted her for the 
moſt ſublime” and arduous under- 
takings. She is no longer an humble 
chambermaid at an inn. She thinks 
of nothing now but military exploits, 
and is a very Cæſar in petticoats. 

Thus 
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|" Thes as T's , low-lived, under 

cit, when ſuddenly ted, b 
will, a rich merchant's Ang > nt 

bis mean tenements for ſtately build- 
ings, and his late creeping air for a 
baughty countenance. The great folks 
with ſurprize admire his aſſumed air 
of conſequence; and the little ones 
look up at, and treat him as a noble 
man. 

In order to expedite the great en- 
ter prize, Denis, with his female 
ward, went directly to the church. 
How amazed was ſhe to fee on the 
great altar a fine armour, juſt fallen 
om heaven. For at that very mo- 

ment the warrior angel, St. Michael, 
drew out for her this noble ſuit of ar- 
mour from the celeſtial arſenal. There 

was the head-piece of Debora; the 
pointed nail that proved ſo fatal to 
Siſara; the round ſtone with which 
the true believing ſhepherd penetrated 
to Goliah's brain; the jJaw-bone with 
which Sampſon fought, who broke 
his fetters, the minute he diſcovered 

himſelf 



Judith, holily 
honour of heaven, profeſſed gallantry 

and homicide, by killing Holophernes 

(wm) 
himſelf to be ſold by his miſtreſs. 
There, was the cutlaſs of the beautiful 

perfidious, who, for the 

in her bed, | 
Joan, amazed at all the wonders 
ſhe beheld, ſoon equipped herſelf in 
this heavenly ſuit of armour ; views 
and tells over every different piece of 
it, and longs for the fight. 

A horſe being neceſſary to a he- 
roine, ſhe aſked one of the diſconſo- 
late mule- driver. But lo! an aſs pre- 
ſented himſelf, whoſe hair was of a 
ſhining grey colour, and voice, louder 
than that of any of his long- eared 
brethren, He was ready ſhod, cur- 
ried, ſaddled, bridled, and properly 
accoutred in every ſenſe. 

He pranced about like a Thracian 
or Engliſh courſer ; and had growing 
from his back two wings, which he 
occaſionally made uſe of in the ſame 
manner as Pegaſus does when on Pindus 
or Parnaſſus, he carries the nine hea- 

venly 
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venly virgins a jaunting. And thus 
the Hippogriph, flying to the moon, 
carried Aſtolphus to the l of 
St. Jhnn 
If, reader, you ſhould be defirous 
to know the hiſtory of this afs, who 
came ſo opportunely to offer his fer- 
vice to the Gallic heroine, that you 
ſhall learn hereafter at a proper ſeaſon. 
But our advice to you for the preſent 
is to tremble before, and to revere 
this wonderful quadruped, all _ 

foned 1 in myſtery. - 
Joan being mounted on her grey 

palfrey, Denis led the way, riding a- 
cock-horſe on his ray of light. They 
drove to the banks of the river Loire, 
in order to give the king ſome hopes 
of victory. The aſs varied his pace 
from a jolting trot, to a full gallop 
through the air. 

The luxuriouſly ichen Cordelier, 
being ſome what recovered from his 
late diſaſter, bethought him of put- 
ting his magic art in immediate prac- 
tice, which he did, by changing the 

poor 
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poor mule-driver into a mule. He 
mounts upon him, rides, and fpurs 
him unmercifully forward; ſwearing 
that he would not be left behind: 
and was determined to follow his 
dearly beloved to the end of the 
world. | ers” 

The late poor devil of a mule-driver 
was concealed in the form of a mule, 
jogs along, and thinks he has loft no- 
thing by the metamorphoſis ; for ſo 
accuſtomed was he to live with mules, 
that his low groveling ſoul ſcarce per- 
ceives its having changed fituation. 
The heroine and faint bore away for 
Tours, in order to ſeek the king 
plunged in debauchery. 

As they paſſed near Orleans, they 
| traverſed the Engliſh camp. The bold 
Britons having (according to their na- 
tions cuſtom) drank largely, were 
now paſling off the fumes of their 
wine in a ſound ſleep. The whole 
camp was drunk, even to the com- 
mon centinels, and tent ſervants. Not 

ä r, | 
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the leaſt noiſe of a drum or trumpet 
was heard. 

Here an officer ſlept naked in his 
tent. There another lay ſnoring near 
a page ſtretched along-fide of him.— 
Denis, having ſurveyed the poſture of 
the enemy, thus beſpoke his female 
pupil: 

« Child of grace, learn from me 
that Niſus, being well ſeconded one 
evening by Eurialus, in the tents of 
Turnus, prince of Rutulia ; by their 
joint exploits, they rendered that a fatal 
night to that prince and his people. 
A like adventure befell king Rheſus, 
when the valiant Diomedes, aſſiſted 
by the cunning of Ulyſſes, and the 
darkneſs of the night, ſurprized his 
quarters. Without being expoſed to 
any, peril, they, plunged many Tro- 
Jans, oy a 12 from which they have 
neyer It is now in your 
power, = to enjoy ſuch a victory, 

and to the full as glorious.” 
She modeſtly replied, *©* Good Sir, 

I haye not read hiſtory ; but I ſhould 
think 
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think myſelf an arrant poltrovn to 
ſlaughter people in their ſleep, who 
cannot fight and defend themſelves.” 
She had ſcarce uttered theſe words, 
when ſhe perceived a tent, which by 
the rays of the. 'moon, then very 
bright, ſhe diſcovered muſt be the 

property either of a commanding offi- 
cer, or of a young marquiſs. An 
hundred flaſks filled with excellent 
wine were piled near at hand. 

Joan, who from the nature of her 
education, had not been accuſtomed 
to much ceremony when pinched by 
hunger, immediately ſeized on the 
large fragments of a pye, and drank 
fix bumpers with holy Denis to their 
king's health. 4 ? 

This tent of good fare belonged to 
John Chandos, a famous warrior, who 
was then afleep on bis back. Pur- 
ſuant to the ſaint's advice, Joan ſtole 
away his ſword, and cut-velvet breeches. 
Thus, in ancient times, David, the 
man after God's own heart, diſcover- 

ing Saul in a certain place, and having 
It 
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it in his power to take away his life, 
cut off but a part of his ſhirt, to ſhew 
thereby to all the potentates, what he 
might have done, au what he did 
11 do. 
Near Chandos lay, on bie! es a 

| wu page, fourteen years old, and very 
handſome: He diſplayed two globes lo 

- neatly rounded, . that they might be 
miſtaken for thoſe of love. Not far 
from him was fixed a ſtandiſh, with 
Which, after drinking, the page uſed to 
divert himſelf, in writing down the 
vmorous verſes he compoſed, in order 
to win to his deſire the — ohe who 
had touched his heart. 
44:44 'By a kind of Nopbene anpulle, 

Joan takes the ink, and with her hand 
makes three fleur de luces on the 
youth's poſteriors, which was a happy 
omen for the French ſueceeding. It 
gave charitable Denis inexprefiible rap- 
tures to ſee the French arms W 
zoned on a Britiſh bum. 
- Who looked fooliſh the next morn- 
ing Chandos did. Having ſlept r 

ſe 
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ſelf ſober. For, as he awoke, he per- 
ceived the ignominious mark on his 
page's backſide, Filled with ire, he 
cauſed an alert in his tent, roaring, 
that he was betrayed. He jumped 
out of bed to get his ſword ; for which 
he ſeeks in vain : it was carried off 
along with his breeches. His paſſion 
encreaſing, he ſtormed, and ſwore, he 
believed the devil was in the camp. 

In the mean time, the ray of light 
and the winged aſs kept a going, and 
at ſuch a rate, that they would ſoon 
go round the world, if put to it. The 

ſaint and virgin having reached the 
king's court, the former knowing very 
well how much raillery was practiſed 
there, and not. forgetful of Riche- 
mond's inſolent expreſſions to him 
at Orleans, reſolves not to expoſe 
again his. epiſcopal decoration to ſuch 
rude treatment, and therefore aſſumes 
the appearance of bold Roger, the 
lord of Baudricour, a valiant knight, 
and a faſt roman catholic. He was 
an undaunted ſpeaker, but loyal in the 
. truths 
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truths he uſed to utter. Notwith- 
ſtanding ſuch uncourtly talents, he 
was efteemed by his monarch. Thus 
ſpoke his holy ſemblance : 
How now, my prince? In the 

name of God, 1s it not a ſhame to 
languiſh thus in the obſcure part of a 
province, a ſlave to love, inſtead of 
aſſerting your rights as king! Your 
ſword and arm inglorionſly repoſe. 
Your royal forehead is preſſed by no 
crown, but idle wreaths of myrtle 
and of roſes. Why tamely ſuffer the 
enemy to fill your throne, and give 
laws in France? Awake, my prince; 
break theſe lethargic chains; march 
forth in queſt of victory or death. It 
is better to die than live in infamy. 
If you but dare, you will certainly 
ſucceed to expel thoſe bold invaders 
ond your rightful nheritance. | 
By the preſent heavenly. inumi- 

ſee nation of my mind, I clearly 
your efforts will be favoured from 
above. Ariſe, O Charles! and fol- 
low this illuſtrious amazon 1 have 

brought 
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broug ht to you. She 1s deſtined to 
be — ſupport of your cauſe, and prop 

of your throne. It is by the vigour 
of her arm that the king of kings 
means to re-eſtabliſh our altars and 
laws, ſo long trampled upon by an 
inſolent foe. 
This nymph, ſeconded by you, will 
drive away the uſurping family ef 
England, with all their followers. 
Shew yourſelf then a man; and if it 
be decreed that you are always to be 
led by a woman, at leaſt abandon the 
wench that has enervated you in her 
lewd embraces ; and by following her 
who is to avenge your wrongs, prove 
yourlelt worthy of ſuch extraordinary 
ſuccour, ” | 
The king, though naturally of an 
amorous diſpoſition, was poſſeſſed of a 
great fund of honour ; conſonant to 
which, the old En 's pathetic diſ- 

_ courſe. totally ted the lethargic 
 Nleep he had Any long plunged in. 
Thus, towards = diſſolution of the 
world, when the angel with his trum- 

pet's 
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pet's terrifying ſound ſhall ſhake the 
univerſe, the tombs will open; and 
at the great ſummons the dead will 
re-appear in life. 

Such was royal Charles's reſurrec- 
tion from the ſhameful death of his 
honour. But now, impelled by he- 
roic ardour, he makes no reply. He 
thinks, he talks of nothing but of 
arms, and wiſhes for the field of bat- 
tle. His firſt fit of heroiſm over, he 
was deſirous to know whether Joan 
had been ſent to him from heaven or 
from hell; and whether he ſhould 
look upon ſo wonderful a phenome- 
non as a Chriſtian miracle, or an illu- 
ſion of the devil. 
His majeſty then turning towards 

the fearleſs heroine, aſked, in a com- 
manding tone of voice (enou __ to 
daſh and confound any nymp 
herſelf ) © Art thou a maid?” 
which ; queſtion ſhe. anſwered unde : 
mayed, * O! mighty. prince, order 
phyſicians with ſpectacles on their noſes, 

matrons, Kelten, pedants, apo- 
thecarics, 
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thecaries, &c. to examine our ſex's 
myſterious ring of virginity; and let 
whoever among them is the beſt judge 
of ſuch matters, tuck up my cloaths, - 
and look here.” 

So off. hand and fincere a reply con- 
vinced the king that ſhe could be no- 
thing leſs than inſpired ; who, for a 
farther proof, ſaid to her, Tell me, 
without heſitating, child of grace, ſince 
you are ſo knowing, what I did to my 
bed- fellow laſt night. Don't mince 
the matter. She anſwered, - ** No- 
thing.” 

his knees, making the ſign of the croſs, 
and cried aloud, 4 mirage ! A mi- 
racle 1? i nl 
The Eſculapian tribe, in . . 

with doctoral caps on their heads, each 
having an Hippocrates in his hand, 
came according to orders to examine 
the chaſte” and noble fabrick of this 
female warrior. They 1 her naked, 

Is which | 

At which: juſt reply, his majeſty . 
was ſo aſtoniſhed, that he dropped on 
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which does not in the leaſt affect her 
for virtue is immoveable. 
The dean of the faculty, it being his 

right to examine, peruſed her from top to 
toe; above, below, and round about: 
not a cranny having eſcaped his mi- 
nute enquiry, he gave an ample certi- 
ficate of her virginity on parchment, 
ſigned with the arms of the faculty. 
Joan, juſtly elated with this virgin 
iploma given her by the faculty, re- 

turned to the king, before whom ſne 
knelt, and diſplayed to him the noble 
ſpoils ſhe had taken from the Engliſh 
as ſhe paſſed thro their camp. Then 
made this loyal ſpeech : ' © 
* Permit, dread ſovereign, that the 
jevances of France be revenged by 

thy handmaid, and thy laws reſtored: 
The ſacred oracle ſhall be fulfilled 
through me. I dare ſwear, by my 

this ſword, and my maiden- 
head; that you ſhall be, ere long, oon- 
ſecrated king at Rheims. Far fromm 

Courage, 

hence your arms ſhall drive the op. 
preflive teen who now beſiege 

Orleans, 
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Orleans. Come, great Sir, fulfil your 
glorious deſtiny. Abandon Tours, and 
its environs, ſo fatal to your glory. 
But permit humble me to accompany 
your royal ſteps.” 
The courtiers crowded around, turn- 
ing their eyes from her to heaven, 
from heaven to her; and ſtruck with 
admiration, they, with ſhouts of joy, 
and clapping of hands, approved what 
ſhe ſaid, and ſeconded her motion. 
There was not a warrior preſent but 
would be proud of the honour to 
ſerve as her {quire; to carry her lanca; 
or even to die for her. And not one 
among them but would be nobly emu- 
lous to raviſh from her what ſhe had 
ſo long preſerved. 
.. General preparatious being made to 
take the field againſt the enemy, every 
one ſtrives who ſhall be firſt; One 
lakes. leave of his eld miſtreſs. The 
ſpendthrift, having laviſhed all his mo- 

8. and bortows ſome from a 
high interaſt, A third ſettles miſer at 

With the landlerd of the inn where 
htte D he 
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he had lodged, in order to pay him" at 
his return from the war. 
Denis, the patron of France, gave 
directions for diſplaying the Ori- 
flamme, at ſight of which the mo- 

nach Charles's boſom was ſo en- 
flamed, that he began to entertain 
hopes equal to his dignity and valour. 
The great ſtandard of France, ſo fatal 
to her enemies, the intrepid amazon, 
and the winged aſs, give ſanguine 
hopes of a ſucceſsful campaign. 

Denis (who knew by experience 
how weak the reſolves of men are, 
when a fine woman is in the way) 
contrived matters ſo, that the two lo- 
vers ſhould have no farewel interview. 
It would be the cauſe” of too many 
tears, and of the loſs of a then too 

ious time. The lovely Sorel was 
faſt aſleep, ignorant of all that had 
paſſed, and not en wy evil to- 
wards her. 
The night being pretty far ad- 

ere, an a le dream ſoothed 
her with viſionary 5 She ima- 

gined 
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gined that ſhe claſped in her eager 
arms the beloved hero, over whoſe 
heart ſhe reigned.” IIluſive dream 
why thus deceive the beautiful Sorel ! 
Her lover alas is gone] St. Denis drags 
him away, acting in this, like a ſkilful 

phyſician; who, for glutonous patients, 
preſcribes a regimen of abſtinence; 
and, inexorable to all the clamorous 
cravings of their appetites, drives them 
unmercifully from the table, 



_ The THIRD BOOK. 

4 40 tf tription of the palace of - Full 
Sorel pie 5 724 Kaen to 7 
low. ber lover. She is -made a pri- 
9 by 'the Engliſh. Her modeſty 
16 e dae FH fone, rude aſſaults. 

A pil T is 88 enough to have. a 2 

A 2 ſoul, a firm eye, in 

calm when ſlaughter rages; 
| and to direct armies where to diſcharge 
their fury. Becauſe men, poſſeſſed ; of 
ſuch rare talents have appeared | in 
many climates rom time to time. 

| Who. can take upon him to deter- 
mine, whether, in the tremendous art 
of war, the impetuous French be 
more learned than the intrepid Eng- 

liſh 

the midſt af danger; to be 
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liſh are; or whether the Germans 
have a more military genius than the 
Spaniards. For molt nations, at dif- 
ferent times, have beag;conguerors, amd | 
conquered. - | 

The grand Condé was beaten by 
Turenne. Prince Eugene conquered 

oud Villars, The generous ſupporter 
of Staniſlaus's unfortunate cauſe, the 
ſoldier-king, nay, the royal Quixot of 
Sweden, whoſe valour appeared to be 
more than human, met in the remoteſt 
part of. the Ukraine a fatal check; 
In the battle of Pultava all his laurels 
faded, though fighting an e 
he had ſo long delpied. 1 

No better ſecret can be thot ht on 
for the inſuring of ſucceſs, 
make. your own vulgar believe, 8 
you militate under the ſpecial protec: 
tion of heaven; and to ve the ſane. 
belief induſtriouſly ſpread among your 
enemies. Thus the Romans, the con» 
querors of all the nations they had 
attacked, bore down thoſe of Europe 

D 3 2 
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On all emergencies, they made 

heaven ſpeak through the oracles in 
their behalf. According to their re- 
ports, Jupiter, Mars, Pollux, and alt 
= Gods, traced out the road their 

gles ſhould follow, and fought for 
them, unobſerved by the foe. 

Thus Bacchus, terrible in arms, who 
ravaged Aſia; thus the monſter- ſlaying 
Hercules, and thus haughty Alexander, 
to fix their empire, over the nations 
they had ſubdued, on a ſure foundation, 
had it carefully reported amongſt 
them, that ey were deſcended from 
mighty Jove: and that it was through 
his ſpecial protection they trium mph | 
In conſequence, the princes o 
eartkr were ſeen kneeling Before them, 
to "deprevate bf father's 80  thunder- 
bolis. 
In order 46 Rollo fact great ag 
amples, crafty Dehis reſolved to make 
uſe of the Mkevellonis, as the above- 
mentioned heroes had done before 
him. The main of his political ſcheme 
was, that Joan ſhould paſs for a maid 

| even 
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even among the Engliſh ; and that 
Bedford, Talbot, Chandos, Tirconnel, 
(Men in other things not eaſily im- 
poſed on) ſhould not only believe it, 
but alſo be convinced that heaven made 
uſe of her hand to exterminate all the 
profane. | 

The ſaint, to complete his bold de- 
ſign, takes with him an old Benedictin 
monk, not one of thoſe whoſe pro- 
found learning have lately enriched the 
libraries of France. No, the one he 
choſe was a prior, fleek in pampered 
ignorance, who had never read any 

other than his maſs-book. Lourdis 
was the name of the companion Denis 
had choſen for his new and extraor- 
dinary voyage. it "armor; 
Near the moon, 1 (as old hif- 

tory relates) was placed the paradiſe 
of fools, juſt on the confines of that 
immenſe abyſs, where Chaos, Erebus, 
and night (before the exiſtence of our 
terraqueous globe) reigned blind ſo- 
vereigns ; there is a prodigious hollow 
pain inacceſſible to the rays of the 

4 ſan, 
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fun, and is enlightened only by fits, 
with a kind of pale, cold, trembling, 
uncertain - and deceitful glare. Its only 
ſtar is an ignis fatuus. The air is 
* by a race of little hobgoblins. 

Folly is the monarch of this coun- 
| try; which aged baby, having a grey 
beard, long Ears, a ſharp pointed head, 
a gaping mouth, eyes a-ſkew, and 
crooked feet, is ſaid to be the child 
of Ignorance, becauſe the favourite 
progeny of the latter, always environ 
the throne of the former; to wit, ris 
diculous pride, poltivencds, ſloth, and 
credulity. 

This ſovereign, like all others, de- 
lights to be, and is, greatly flattered, 
though, in the main, more 
than an impotent phantom, ſuch as 
was the indolent Chilperic, king. of 
France. Fraud is the prime miniſter 
of this greedy court; by his finiſter 
advice every thing is regulated. The 
ſtupidity of others he makes his prin- 
cipal inſtrument to operate with. This 
VINES False is *. with people 

Pro- 
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ly ſuited to the place, ſuch as 

393 learned in aſtrology, 
who think themſelves quite ſure of 
their art, though they are daily de- 
ceived by it. Being dupes firſt, they 
become ſharpers afterwards; yet, not- 
withſtanding their many impoſitions, 
they find folks weak enough to es 
In them. 
The next claſs are the adepts in 
alchymy, who declare themſelves maſ- 
ters of the ſecret to make gold, al- 
though they often want halfpence to 
buy the common neceſſaries of life. 

| After them follow the Roficrucians,. 
and the rear is cloſed by the ridiculous 
tribes that murder common ſenſe and 
time, in idle diſputes of theology. 
The ſtupid Liurtls WAS: 

to all his brethren by the ſaint, to ac- 
company him to this place, as ſoon as 
night ſhould” draw her ſable curtains 
over the world. The friat was con- 
veyed thither in an aſcending. vortex: 
of ſluggiſh vapours. When arrived: 
there, his monachal ignorance- was ſur- 

- D:'5 prized! 



. 
prized at nothing; all articles ſeemed 
as familiar to him as if he were at 

j | home in his convent. _ 1188 
| le firſt feaſted his eyes upon n 
it emblematical ſuite of . | 

| tures of this antique place. The Ca- 
| codemon who had ornamented its 
| grand temple, delighted to ferawl on 
l the walls all the follies men are guilty 
| of, and ranged them in ſeveral claſſes. 
| In the midſt of this confuſion of 

gothic wonders, of pourtraied cheats, 
and dupes, appeared a figure conſpi- 
cuous above all others: it was that 

I of a haughty Scotchman, called 
Law, who was in a manner King of 
eee 0564 eee eee 
He wore on his head a diadem made 
of very fine paper, and on his fore- 
head was wrote, in legible characters, 
Syſtem. He was proudly feated in the 
midſt of bladders full of wind, which 
he generouſly diſtributed to all who 
applied; for which (from an avari- 
cious diſpoſition) prieſts, whores, war- 

St | | riors, 
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. fiors, lawyers, Kc. gave their ſolid 
.calh. 
But other objects attract the atten- 
tion of Lourdis. — Ah—ha! are you 
there, ſays he, mild Eſcobar? and you, 
fafficient Molina? And you alfo, little 
Doucin, : whoſe knaviſh hand gave a 
holy bull to be kiſſed, which was ſo 
clumfily made out by Le Tellier, that 
they mocked at it in Rome? Yet, 
notwithſtanding it has been the illuſ- 
trious fource. from which all our par- 
ties and diviſions in France have de- 
rived. It has alſo been the cauſe of 
many voluminous folios, fraught (as 
is reported) with heretical poiſon; 
but of numbing and e not 
active qualities. 

The diſputants, mounted on obs 
meras, like ſo many Bellerophons, 
drive at each other pell-mell in this 
dark region. Long ear - grating whiſtles 
are their only trumpets to ſound to 
battle. To indulge their learned and 
pious phrenzy, they ſtrike at each 
__ with blown bladders. 12. 

Good 
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Good heaven! what writings, what 
diſquiſitions, what mandates, what er 

to be re- explained, left any 
thing fhould be underftogd ! Ariſe 
from thy tomb, great bard! who haſt 
fung the heroes of Scamander, and 
who didſt not think it beneath thy 
mule to celebrate the war between 
frogs and mice. Come, undertake to 
paint in harmonious verſe, the wars 
this bull is to cauſe upon carte. 
The Janſeniſts, who lean to pre- 

deſtination, and deem every effort 
vain, without the eaciaus grace, car- 
ry St. Auſtin painted in their colours; 
their enemies, ſuperior in number, ad- 
vance to meet them. Ol ſtop, my 
children, eries the genius of France; 

an end to theſe civil diſcords. 
But alas! inſtead of expiring, the 

war is revived, by a new miracle; the 
ſcene whereof is à large tomb, un- 
ornamented by art, cloſe to the church 
of St. Medard. There the divine 
fpirit is reported to have concentered 
his power 2. the ſalvation of The 

e 

ry 
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The blind man runs thither to gecover 

his fight, and returns home groping as 
he went thither. Tho” he fwears he 
ſees all the way, yet in the heat wh 
his zeal-runs againft'a poſt. 
The lame man hobbles along to 

the tomb, en which he fits for a while, 
being promiſed a certain cure; then 
up he ſprings, thouting Hoſanna! but 
attempting to uſe his dun leg. _ 
plum i in the dirt. 

The deaf perſon r . in; 
pretends to liken with great earneſt- 
neſs, but hears not a word you fay to- 
him. 
The taſk of others is to piouſiy at- 
tend from morning until night, be 
witneſs to, and vouch the authenti- 
eity of the miracle performed at the 
tomb of or, which they ran; 
KW 7. 5123.1 

-  Lourdis- gazes | in rapture en theſe 
proceedings, with two large unmean- 
ing eyes; and joining his hands, re- 
turns thanks to heaven, expreſſing his 
Fn joy thereat with an ideot laugh. 

For 
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For he admires every thing he ſees, 
without Ry the ſenſe of 

9 9 

Now another curious grou ap- 
pears; the inquiſition, compoſed partly 
of prelates, and partly of + monks. 
Theſe reverend doctors, in their judg- 
ment- ſeats, are dreſſed in the fcreech- 
owls. feathers, and their heads are 
adorned with aſſes ears. 
They have a pair of ſcales, with 
which they weigh truth againſt falſe- 
hood In the one is contained all the 
gold they extort from the credulous, 
and in the other are all the bulls, 
beads, indulgencies, ſcapularies, ore- 
muſes, Agnus Dei, cc. which they 
sive in exchange. 

Behold poor Galileo, placed at the 
bleſſed feet of this learned aſſembly, 
and there obliged to make an act * 
contrition, in order to obtain their p 
don for his having followed a 
tates of reaſon, which, in their great 
wiſdom, they thought pos to con- 
demn. 4 | ; 

"But 
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But what fire is that which fud- 

denly blazes withm the walls of Lou- 
dun? The pariſh prieſt ſets fire to the 
pile, in order to foaſt poor Urbanus 
Grandier, declared a wizard by the 
coxcomb inquifitors. Alas T my ho- 
noured friend and patroneſs Galigai, 
how fatal has France been to the 
learned! Even you now mount in 
fplendid flames, for . made a 
compact with the devil. 
Among the archives vf the tertiple 

was found the authenticated deeree by 
which Ariſtotle's philoſophy was ap- 
proved, and the uſe of emeties for- 
bid, under pain of damnation, for non- 
obedience in either fenſe. 

Step forward, gallant father —why 
timorouſly ſkulk behind? It is you, 
Girard, F mean. Your affair, indeed, 
is worthy of a ſeparate artiele. You 
underſtand well the knack how to 
confeſs a young girl, and preach” to 
her at the grate.— To riot in the de- 
licate embraces of a young penitent 
nymph, is no contemptible adventure. 

3 In 
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In oppoſition to what your ene- 

mies can ſay, aſſert that — is no- 
thing unnatural in your treſpaſs. Vour 
fault is that of humanity. Let this 
then be thy comfort, Girard, that 
among thy numerous accuſers, Do- 
minicans, Carmelites, book-mongers, 
judges, &c. not one of them will ever 
be condemned for a ſorcerer. 
Lourdis made one of the 0 

cal groupe in the picture, but did not 
know (himſelf. This is not at all ſur- 

Zing in a fool, ' becauſe the molt. 
intelligent people ſeldom know their 
own likeneſs. 
Whilſt a myſterious ples is forming 
againſt Baglandin the Moon, let us 
turn our eyes downwards, and ſee 
how matters are carried en amongſt 
the great fools in the ſublunary world. 
Charles was already ſet out for Or- 

lepingg? bis colours flying. Cloſe by 
him marehed faithful Joan, a helmet 
on her head, and promiſed him the 

reduction of Aheine What a num-- 
ber of loyal knights attend their princes 

who, 
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who, each bearing a; lance in his hand, 
form a reſpectful circle round the ad- 
mired amazon. Thus at Fontevrault, 
the maſculine ſex ſerves the feminine. 
A woman holds the ſceptre, and fa- 
ther Anſelm receives a benediction 
from the hands of my Lady. 9741 

The beautiful Agnes, as ſhe awoke, 
not finding her lover in bed, was 
ftruck. — the greateſt anguiſh. A 
deadly pale ſ over her face. She 
hrs away Ae faithful Bonneau 

ys all means to recall her to 
Life. As the opened her bright eyes; 
ſo uſed to triumph over the now e- 
ftranged heart of Charles, tears ſtream 
from the chryſtal ſprings. Then gently | 
reclining herlelf in the arms of Bon- 
neau, ſne thus her ſorrow: - 

« I am betrayed. My ruin is re- 
folved. O whither is my hero gone ? 
What 122 does he 
now meditate? This is not 

conformable to the vows he made'$6 
me, when I condeſcended to indulge 
** e Ah me pm 

e 
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the live · long night alone in a widowed 
bed. It was the fury Envy brought 
hither, infernal Joan, who is not ſo 
ſiacere an enemy to the Engliſh, as 
ſhe is to hapleſs me] She will try all 
* to turn the King's mind e 

. J deteſt, from my ſoul, ſuch bold 
creatures; ſo maſculine; mere ſoldiers 
in petticoats ! who, without poſſeſſing 
the leaſt pleaſing quality of our ſex, 
affect all the robuſt. behaviour of the 
other; and pretending to do N 
to bath, are poſitively of neither. 
cStung by the reflection, ſhe burſt 
into a flood of tears. Her face red - 
dens with rage, and deep fetched 

ſpeak gony ſhe-feels, The 

fie of jealouſy \glares. fiercely in her 
eyes. Love, that delights i in ſchemes, 
peels a Mp gem to * 

maid. In conſequence, ; 
ſets/dut:for. Orleans, accompanied by 
mother Alice, and good-man Bonneau. 
It ſo — * that they put up at 
the "ery inn, where Joan, . fatigued, 

with 
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with riding, was gone to bed. Agnes, 
grown cunning through a-defire of 
revenging her neglected charms, wait- 
ed till all the hoſe” ſhould be faſt 
aſleep ; and having lily learned in 
what room her rival was lodged with 
all her military accoutrements ; ſhe 
ſtole thither on tip-toe: where having 
found the breeches of John Chan- 
dos, ſhe drew them on her delicate 
thighs, and makes all faſt, as if ſhe 
had been uſed to it. She ſcizes next 
on the amazon's cuicaſs; of well tem- 
pered ſteel, with which ſne eneum - 
bers and bruiſes her tender limbs. But 
the faithful Bonneau holds her wed ere 
der this new preſſur me. 
Thus Agnes expreſſed her 10 in 

a low voice: O Love l to whoſe 
power I have ever been devoted, in- 
ſpire me with ſtrength ſufficient to 
carry this weight. Give martial. vi- 
goùr to my arm, that I may effec- 
tually touch the author of my grief 
and ſince my lover deſires to have a 
warlike maid for his miſtreſs, in order 

ta 



that very moment, tho then very 
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to win him back to the embraces he 
has forſaken, you have converted me 
into a foldier. I will follow him thro 
8 danger, let him but allow me 
the honour of fighting for him. And 
I pray, that whenever a tempeſt of 
Engliſh darts ſhall menace his head, 
they may from him be turned to, 
and fall on my unhappy charms.” So 
he ſurvive happy, let it be my joy to 
expire in his — the object of his 
unaltered | 
. "White ſhe bad made this folilog wy 
and Bonneau had fitted the ſuit of ar- 
mour en her, Charlies was three miles 
off. But the fond Agnes reſolved, 

dark, 
to go in queſt of — loved. 
Bending * military attire, ſcarce 
able o move, and curſing her accou- 
trement, ſhe rode off on horſeback. 
Her lthighs ſoon became black and 
blug and her ſmooth buttock loſt 
leather. Bonneau, mounted on a piti- 
ful hack, gets clumſily along, ſnoring 
the ao lady. Bur the tender 1 * 

ve, 
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love, greatly intereſted in the lady's 
fate, beholds her departure, and Gghs 
leſt any diſaſter ſhould befall her in 
the way. 

The fond maid had not gone far, 
when from a neighbouring wood ſhe 
heard the noiſe of horſes, and the 
clank of arms. The noiſe redoubles, 
a corps of gen d' armes cloathed in 
red, appeared; and what was” ſtill 
worſe, Dep belonged to John Chan- 
dos. 
Ohe of them advancidg towards the 

two travellers, cried, Who goes there? 
Agnes, thinking that the queſtion had 
been put by ſome of Charles's parti- 
ſans, nd ingenuoufly, © France 
and love; I am Agnes Sorel.” Which 
imprudent declaration ſhe” had ne 
ſopner uttered; than ſhe, and her heavy 

companion Bonneau, were made pri- 
ſoners, and carried without delay be- 
fore terrible Chandos, who had vowed 
ſevere vengeance againſt his perfidions 
enemies, for the diſgrace done to him 
by ſealing his breeches and his ſword. 

It 
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It was at the prime of morn, when 
(Morpheus departipg from his night- 
ly charge) all eyes open to receive the 
new day; when the feathered tribe 
begin their early concerts; when every 
being feels a chearful glow with- 
in, ariſing .from recruited ſtrength, 
and a genial tendency to pleaſure, It 
was, I ſay, at ſo critical a time, that 
Agnes, more beautiful than the ſun 
riſing in the eaſt, was preſented to 
Chandos. —Anſwer me, happy Chan- 
dos! what were the emotions you felt 
to find your awaking graced with the 
preſence of ſo amiable a nymph, and 
at the ſame time me your breeches 
which ſhe had on. | 

Chandos. felt an immediate 7 
rection, and pierced her through with 
his laſcivious eyes. She declined her 
modeſt looks, gueſſing that his thoughts 
about her, were naughty. But the 
poor creature fell a trembling, as. ſhe 
heard him mutter between his teeth, 
« By G—4, 1 will have my breeches.” 
He bid her not to fear any thing, 

made 
L 
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made her fit down by his bed-ſide, 
and defired her to be diſencumbered 
of her heavy armour. 

That the bufineſs might be the 
ſooner expedited, Chandos, full of vi- 
-gour, and full of hope, takes off her 
helmet and her cuiraſs. She defended 
herſelf all the time with becoming 
decency, an amiable bluſh ſpreading 
over her face, as ſhe thought on 
Charles, and yielded to the ſuperior 
force of her conqueror. 

Chandos ordered lubberly Bonneau 
to act as his chief cook, an employ- 
ment he was very fit for, and ſoon 
diſtinguiſhed himſelf in. — France is 
indebted to him for many a diſh. 
As Bonneau went about his kitchen- 
buſineſs, Agnes ſpoke with a gentle 
and timid Voice — O! Sir — pray 
now — good Mr. Chandos'— What 
do you mean? What would you be 
at? ——Why; G—ds blood, woman, 
(all Engliſh r ſwear) I mean to 
have my breeches again, which you 
have on you, and were ſtolen from 

me 
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me lately. Damn me, but I will take 
iny property wherever I find it. 
This DT Ae .man had no ſooner 
ſpoke, than he untruſſed the poor 
girl, and {tripped her ſtark, naked. 

She wept, and ſtruggled as well as 
ſhe could in his arms, ſaying, * No 
Sir, I never will conſent.” 

As they were thus diſputing, a ſud- 
den noiſe was heard from without, 
To arms, to arms, was the general 
cry; and the, ſhrill trumpet ſounding 
a charge, ſpread the alarm all around. 
About this time, Joan awaking from 

a a long and ſound fleep, looked for her 
military attire, which miſſing (with- 

out ceremony or loſs of time) ſhe 
ſeizes on the accoutrement of à young 
warrior who had been ledged near 
her, mounts upon her aſs, and cries 
aloud, * Come, let us revenge the 
honour uf our country. An hundred 
knights attend the. heroine, followed 
by hundred and twenty men. 

As they moved forward in end 
of che enemy, Lourdis was critically 

de- 
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deſcended from the ſpacious palace of 
Folly into the Engliſh camp. He was 
all covered over with groſs atoms; 
his back ſurcharged with abſurdities, 
the works of friars, and all the con- 

temptible trumpery of the ſchools. 
Being thus loaded, as ſoon as he 

came among the Engliſh, he ſhook 
his large cloak over them, and poured 
into their camp the manifold treaſures 
of groſs ignorance, for which indeed 
France had been long famous. Thus 
the ſable deity of the night, from her 
car, inlaid with ebony, ſhowers down 
upon mortals her powerful poppies 
and dreams, aſſigning our ſleep to 
lies and fallacy, 

BW : The 
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PEDDEIS IDE LEI 

The FOURTH BOOK. 

The Maid of Orleans and Duncis Hb. 

tbe Engliſh, and perform wonders, 

KEZXKXERE I a king, to do juſtice, 
55 W 2 and make my ſubjects enjoy 
i A peace, ſhould be my princi- 

pal deſire. I ſhould reckon 
every day of my reign loſt, in which 
T had not done a generous act. Were 
I controller of the finances, I would 

compliment men of true genius with 
ſome uſeful orders; for, after all, their 
labour is not to be deſpiſed. | 

Were I archbiſhop of Paris, it 
ſhould be my chief ſtudy to reconcile 
the ferocious Janſeniſt with the gentle 
Moleniſt. Were I in love with a hand- 
ſome young nymph, I would never 

be 
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be abſent from her; and every day 
ſhould furniſh new ſcenes of pleaſure, 
Variety ſhould chace dull uniformity, 
that, through any ſatiety, her heart 
might not be weaned from me. 
Nothing is ſo diſagreeable to warm 
lovers as killing abſence, thro which 
many dangerous accidents befall ; for 
the lover who is ſeparated any time 
from the object of his paſſion, runs 
the riſk, of of cuckoldom three or four 
times each day. 

The doughty Chandos's glee in ad- 
miring his new prey, was ſoon diſ- 
ener by the general havock Joan 
was ſpreading among his countrymen, 
wounding ſome, and killing others. 
The formidable lance of Debora runs 
Dildo through, who had made ſuch 
inroads; in France, by rummaging the 
treaſures of Clervaux, and violating 
the ſiſters of Fontevrault, £ 
er next blow lights upon the fore- 
head, and deſtroys the optics of Mac- 
kars, who had Eng deſerved a gibbet. 
In moſt n of men was born 

2 | in 
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in the northern part of Britain, and 
had practiſed love in France about 
three years, in the Romiſh and Flo- 
rentine faſhion, n. if 

Lord Halifax fell next under her 
blows, as did his couſin, the imper- 
tinent Borax; with the baſe Midar- 
blon, who denied his father; and 5 
the ſcoundrel Marbonas, who had de- 
fled his brother's bed, _ 4h, 
Animated by Joan's example, there 
was not a knight, gen d'arm, or truſty 
ſquire in the French army, but flew 
the affrighted Engliſh by dozens, 

Death marks their way, and terror 
marches before them. From their 
ſucceſs, and the carnage they hac 
made, they imagined ſome deſtroying 
angel fought on their ſid. 
In the midſt of all theſe horrors, 
Lourdis roars as loud as he can, Ah! 
wicked Britons , impious nation! it is 
a virgin defeats you : ſhe has already 
performed ſeveral miracles. In vain 
are all your efforts to oppoſe her vic 
torious arm, Therefore, down oh 
i 3:41 your 
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our knees, excrements of Albion, 
Id r 
An Engliſh officer, enraged at the 
friar's inſolence, runs at and ſeizes 
him; who, while they were tying him, 
thus continued with great phlegm, 
« Learn, ye Engliſh dogs, that I am 
a martyr ;, which believe, or you will 
be damned. The French virgin will 
OE BARE... es 
Man is credulous, and every thing 
makes an impreſſion on his weak 
Heart ; which, like potter's earth, is 
mouldable to any form. How eaſy 
is it to ſurprize, and intimidate ; even 
the brave? The zealous manner with 
which Lourdis expreſſed himſelf, had 
more effect on the courage of the Eng- 
liſh ſoldiery, than all the atchieve- 
ments of the Amazon and her rival Feen 1 8 

That inherent inſtinct which pre- 
pares mortals to believe prodigies; 

. error, diſtraction, vertigos, chilling fear, 
and ungovernable confuſion, had ſhed 
their poiſonous influence on the minds 

2 = ll of 
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of the Engliſh ; whoſe piercing cries, 

loud clamour, and wild uproars, were 
a taſk for eccho to repeat; which, 
with the found of trumpets, and beat 
of drums, cauſed ſuch an outrageous 
hubbub as to deaſen all hearers. 

The bold Chandos, whole courage 
had never failed him, cries to his coun- 
trymen, Come on, my brave Eng- 
liſh hearts, the conquerors of France, 
3 to the right.” Inſtead of obey- 

his command, they run away 
felt to the left. 

Thus formerly in the fertile plains, 
which the river Euphrates ſurrounds 
with its winding train, when the tidi- 
culous pride of mortals proppſed to 
raiſe an edifice to the fly; the Deity, 
not defirous of ſuch vile neighbours, 
changed their ſpeech into an hundred 
different jargons; ſo that when one 
afked for drink, another preſented him 
with peſtle and mortar. And this 
fooliſh people, the ſport of the Divi- 
nity, were obliged to ſeparate, and 
leave their n unfiniſhed, | 
X | The 
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The news of the great battle fought 

and gained againſt the Engliſh, ſoon 
reached the ramparts of Orleans ; 
Fame trumpetting to every one the 
virgin's name, by which the natural 
impetuoſity of the French was rouzed, 
who, for the point of honour, go as 
chearfully to a battle 5 as to an aſſem- 
bl 
N Dunois, the pride of baſ- 

tardy, who would have been taken for 
Mars among the Greeks, and La Tri- 
mouille, and La Hire, and Saintrailles, 
and Richemond, had ruſhed out of 
the gates. Imagining that they ac- 
tually drove the enemy before them, 
cry to each other, Let us purſue, 
them; where are they? 

e' They were not far off, as it hap- 
, pened : for near at hand the prudent 
Talbot had a choſen body in ambuſh, 
to oppoſe any ſally of the French: 
who, when they had marched about 
an hundred paces, were furiouſly at- 
tacked by the ſaid valiant leader. How- _ 

E 4 1% Seer, 
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ever, they received the ſhock undif- 
mayed, and in good order. 

Field of Orleans; in which this ob- 
ſtinate and terrible battle was fought, 
the copious ſtreams of blood with 
which you were that day drenched, 
proved ſufficient to enrich your foil for 
the following century. 

Neither the plains of Zama, or 
Pharſalia, nor the deſtructive action 

of Malplaquet, in which were ſeen 
mountains of the ſlain, exhibited more 
glorious efforts than were diſplayed 
on Mars's little theatre near Orleans. 
Here nothing could be ſeen but broken 
lances, heaped up in piles: there com- 
batants and their horſes falling promif- 
cuouſly, and ſtruggling to get up again. 
An artificial lightning, cauſed by the 
briſk"collifion of the weapons, flaſhed 
over the frightful face of war. On 
every ſide, ſhoulders, noſes, jaw- 
bones, feet, legs, and arms, were fly- 
ing in the air, or falling to the ground. 

| From the ' higheſt heaven, the an- 
gels of war, to wit, the undaunted 

Michael, 
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Michael, and. the great deſtroyer, who 
was alſo employed to ſcourge the 
Perſians, had fixed their eyes upon 
earth, to view this horrible combat. 

Michael immediately took the am- 
ple ſcales, in which mortals are poized, 
according to the invariable weights 
of heaven. The heroes of France 
and England being moſt exactly bal- 
lanced, old Talbot's deſtiny prevailed, 
and that by a ſecret order of heaven. 
Richemond, in conſequence, was 
pierced by an,, Engliſh tance, from 
near the hip-bone through his but- 
tock. Old Saintrailles was wounded - 
above the knee. Modeſty. forbids to 
mention the place where the hand- 
ſome La Hire was, mutilated! How 
worthy an object of compaſſion is his 
prey miſtreſs, who was fo fond of 
im, and fonder ſtill of what he loſt. 

When ſhe beholds the dire amputa- 
tion, ſhe may juſtly exclaim, 
* Cut from the root my raviſh'd joys I ſre, 

And love's warm tide for ever, ſtopt in 
— LET, Porr. 579751 E « | pi 
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La Trimouille, almoſt "ſank in a 

moraſs, could ſcarce extricate himſelf. 
with a broken arm. They were all 
under a neceſſity of fate: thus 
mangled, to the city, and confining 
themſelves to their beds, in order to 

| be cured. O 
It is to be remarked, For the ho- 

nour of religion, that theſe unhappy _ 
ſufferers were, the very men who had 
turned St. Denis into ridicute. For 
as father Quenel ipforms us (and all 
believe) God can recompente or puniſh 
whom he pleaſes.” For that reaſon, 
the valiant baſtard was no ſharer of 
the puniſhment thoſe libertines had un- 
dergone, who were carried Home on 
Iitters in a very pitedus plight, curſing 
Joan, and their hard fortune. 

Dunois, who had not received the 
leaſt ſcratch, attacks the' Eng liſh with 
the utmoſt” impetuofity, Id more 
than e g- ſwiftnefs. He bets 
down their fanks, ahd cuts his way 
to where the Wafriof-mald Fells all 

Opp 
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opponents to the ground, or makes 

w 

them flee before her. 
When two mountain torrents, the 

terror of the neighbouring plains, 
tumble impetnous down, and mix 
their boiſterous floods ; then with u- 
nited fury ſweeping away the farmer's 
hopes, they ſpread defolation all a- 
round. Such, nay more dangerous, 
was the junction of Joan and Dunois, 
dealing havock together ; before whoſe 
combined proweſs the Engliſh could 
not ſtand, and therefore betook them- 
felves to flight. | 
The ſtout maid, and her valorous 
aſſiſtant, purſued the enemy ſo long, 
that they were far diſtant from any of 
their own people. Being overtaken by 
night, and neither of them hearing 
the voice of French or Engliſh, they 
made a halt, and cried to each other, 
Long live our king! Proſperity to 
„ 
At the corner of a wood, a pro- 
found ſilence reigning all around, they 
fought for a road by the light of the 

moon 3. 
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moon; and having made ſeveral little 
excurſions, this way and that, could 
find none. Deſpairing, to hit upon 
any, and, like their cattle, almoſt pe- 
Tiſhing with hunger, they ruminated 
with diſſatisfaction, on their fatal ad- 
venture of having conquered, and not 
knowing where to repoſe themſelves. 
Thus a veſſel, having neither fails nor 
compaſs, yields this way and that to 
the various driving of the ſea and 
wind. 

While the twoGallic chieftains were 
in doleful dumps, a dog, as if ſent pur- 
poſely that way to ſave them, ran up 
kindly to the diſconſolate, and ſeemed 
to — by way of invitation, expreſſing 
a friendly diſpoſition by all his actions. 
He runs before, as if to ſhew them 
the road; then turns back; and by 
his gentle yelping, ſeems to ſay, 
t Come follow me, gentle-folks, this 
way; ; loſe no time, and take my word 
for it, you ſhall have a mY night's 
W 

i 
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The invited readily underſtood what 

the inviting animal meant by his ca- 
reſſing geſtures. They followed him in 
hopes of a ſafe aſylum, praying God 
all the way for the good of France; 
which prayer they interrupted from 
time to time with ſome fine compli- 
ments on each other's valorous ex- 
ploits. | * 5 

In ſpite of his devotion, and the pe- 
rilous ſituation he was in, Dunois 
could not help leering at Joan now 
and then with a laſciviouseye. But on 
recollection that the ſafety of France 
was annexed to her maidenhead ; and 
that the loſing of the latter, before 
the end of the war, would prove the 
abſolute ruin of the former; he, like 
a true patriot, made a noble facrifice 
of his paſſion, to the intereſt of his 
country. | n 
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The FIFTH BOOK. 

The tragi-comic adventure in the. caftle 
of Conculix. - The hiſtory of Conculix. 

© break of day. The wall was 
as of white marble. A balcony 
of pure jaſper was ſupported by a long 
colonade of the doric order. The ba- 
luſtrade was of the moſt Wc 
porcelain. 

Our valiant pair, bait nay, en- 
chanted at the ſight, imagined they 
were going to enter into Paradiſe. The 
dog barked, by way of ſignal to thoſe 
within the caſtle. Tmmediately the 
air is filled with a ſymphony of trum- 
pets; Forty of the domeſtic officers, 

in 

Large and magnificent palace 
appeared before them at the 
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in golden doublets” richly ornamented, 
offer their ſervice. Two gentlemen- 
uſhers, with the greateſt courteſy, 
conducted by the hand their new 
gueſts into the caſtle, from whom they 
are received by attendant nymphs, 
who, decently civil, undreſs, and put 
them into the bath. 

Where being relaxed' from all the 
fatigues of the preceding day, and 
cleanſed. of the .duſt, &c. they were 
regaled with 4 breakfaſt worthy of 
the place, and then put into embroi- 
dered beds. There they ſlept till 
night like heroes. 
: "While they enjoy the ſweets of 
balmy repoſe, it is proper to inform 
our 2 — who was the owner of this 
caſtle, fit to entertain the greateſt ſo- 
vereign in the world. This extraor- - 
dinary being was the ſon of one of 
thoſe 45 the eternal habitants of 
the vaſt em inpy rean fpace, whoſe ſuper- 
natural greatneſs can fornetitnes con- 
deſcend to undeify chemſelves, in 175 
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der to take a ſnack of humble mor- 
ente iis, Fo 
One of thoſe. empyrean, eſſences, 

having aſſumed the form of a hand- 
ſome youth, enjoyed the carnal em- 
braces of a young Benedictin nun; the 
produce of which pious conjunction 
was the lord of this palace, Conculix 
by,name, a famous Necromancer, and 
the worthy ſon. of fiſter Alice and her 
, ct o.E. 
As ſoon as Conculix was full four- 
teen years old, his indulgent fire, hav- 
ing deſcended from his ſphere, thus 
beſpoke him: To me, child, thou 
oweſt thy exiſtence, and that thou en- 
joyeſt the light of day. I pay thee 
this paternal, viſit, in order to grant 
to thee the completion of whatever 
wiſh thou ſhalt think may prove the 
moſt conducive to thy happineſs: 
ſpeak, and obtain it. 
Conculix was of a moſt amorous 
diſpoſition, and being in every article 
worthy of the ſource he ſprung from, 
anſwered, ©* My inward felings have 
"I long 
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long told me that I am ſomething 
more than mortal. My boſom is, the 
rendezvous of all luſtful aſſions; to 
ſatisfy which, my une deſire is, 
that I may be able to riot in all plea- 
ſure, to ſatiate my ſenſes, and wallow 
in bliſs. Wherefore, my ſupreme wiſh 
is, to enjoy the raptures of love alter- 
nately as man and woman. To be 
all night a paſhve ſhe ; but all the day 
an active male.” 

The incubus replied, ** Thou haſt 
thy wiſh.” From that day forward, 
this lecherous compound bas, in ſuc- 
ceſſion, enjoyed his two-fold privilege. 
Conculix, at making his extravagant 
wiſh, had entirely forgot to aſk a ne- 
ceſſary requiſite to give pleaſure a true 
zeſt, — Should any inquiſitive perſon 
aſk what is that requiſite ? It is the art 
of pleaſing ; without which, all enjoy- 
ment is inſipid; and rather odious, 

than alluring. | 
Moreover, to. countera& the miſ- 

chief. this inordinate genius might be 
guilty of ; by providence's decree, he 

Was 
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was infernally ugly. The exhalations 
from his body rivalled thoſe of a goat 
for an offenſive ſtench. This naſty 
carcaſs was covered with ſuch grey 
hairs as are ſeen on old monkeys. 

Notwithſtanding his deformity, this 
hideous figure was enamoured of it- 
ſelf, and thought that nature could 
not boaſt a more amiable object. To 
indulge this monſter's filthy deſires, 
young gentlemen, pages, and young 
maids were brought to him from all 

quarters. If any of them offered to 
Tefuſe his horrid embraces, to ſtop 
their noſe on account of his ſtinkin 
effluvia, or to turn aſide their b. 
from ſo diſguſting a ſight, his tender 
order (always executed) for ſuch of- 
fence, was, that he or ſhe ſnould be 
impaled alive. 

Night come; nd Conculite, be- 
ing then in the female capacity, diſ- 
patched an imp with her ladyſhip's 
compliments to the lordly baſtard Du- 
nois, praying him to come and par- 
take of an elegant ſupper . 
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for them in an entre-ſol. Joan, at the 
fame time, was to ſup in grand cere- 
mony with ſome of her own ſex. 

The handſome Dunois, having ad- 
juſted and perfumed himſelf, in order 
to appear properly before a lady, waits 
ed on ber at ſupper. Madam Con- 
culix, in her attire had heaped on 
ornaments without taſte: Her head. 
dreſs was ſutcharged with diamonds, 
Her thick yellow neck, and large 
ſquare” arms, were ridiculouſly er- 
blazoned with rubies and pearls. 
By theit brilliancy, her uglineſs was 
rendered the more conſpicuous. As 
they roſe” from table, ſhe ſqueezed 
Dunols by the hand. Her furious g graſp 
was a rüde intimation of her P 
for iw. 

Dunois, though the moſt courteous 
of knights, trembled, for the firſt 
time, at the advances of a lady. He 
reſolved, however, to repay the obli- 
ging civilities of his hoſteſs with at 
leaſt one act of politeneſs, however for- 
en her deformities were; but from 

| that 
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that very reaſon, he thought the more 
honour would redound to him. — His 
intention was fruſtrated by his better 
part. Such difagrecable accidents 
happen ſometimes to the moſt vigorous 
heroes in the ſervice of Venus. 
Madam Conculix, quite outrageous 
at the diſappointment, and deeming 
Dunois impotent, drove his inefficacy 
out of the bed, crying to her people, 
« Seize and impale this raſcal quickly.* 
Dunois ſaw them prepare, without Jos 
lay, the apparatus for his rigorous 
puniſhment! Dunois; by ſeveral military 
exploits,” was one of - thoſe who had 
done the moſt honour to France. But 
what avails it now! He is doomed to 
periſh prematurely in the bloom of 

th. The executioner having ſtrip- 
ped him naked, conducted him to a 
ſquare, where they ſeated him on the 
ſharp end of a pointed ſtick. 5 
Now fair Aurora, with bet roſy 

fingers, had opened the eaſtern portals 
of day, at which time Madam was 
nge into Mr. Conculix ; who, now 

become 
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become the gallant, ran to indulge his 
eager paſſion in the bed of unſuſpect- 
ing virginity. Without any pre limi- 
nary compliments, he thruſts into her 
boſom the hairy fingers of his coarſe 
and clammy hand, and had already 
infected her with a foul kiſs of his 
ſtinking lips. The more he labours 
to exert himſelf, the more ſhocking 
he appears. 
Joan, animated by a true chriſtian 

rage, at this inſult offered to her mo- 
deſty, lets fly from her not very ten · 
der 2 with fiſt clenched, a vigorous 
box in the ugly mazard of Conculix. 
The wretch falls, and _ tumbles from 
the bed on the ground. His eyes were 
made black and blue; his noſe ſevere- 
ly bruiſed; He bellows with rage to 
his, fellows, who immediately ſeize 
Joan, in order to puniſh the - cruel 
fair one with the ſame inſtrument the 
Turks employ. - | 
They brutally pull off her ſanck, 
and e — naked * 

aſhes; 
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laſhes z then yield her to the impaler 
for immediate exccution. 

_ The gallant Dunois was reſigned to 
his own fate, and their barbarity. 
Waiting the moment of execution, he 
offered up devout prayers to the Al- 
mighty. His looks were ſo com- 
manding, that every time the execu- 
tioners approached, they were awe- 
ſtruck by his heroic preſence. _ 
But alas! when he beheld the Gallic 
heroine, who had revenged the diſ- 
honoured lilies of Pape on the 
oint of ſuffering a like ſentence to 

bis own, he broke out into bitter ex- 
clamations againſt. the inconſtancy of 

#34237 

fortune, and the little dean to be 
| had 1 in her favours.— 

The comely. Dunois run'oyer, with 
a_loyer's eyes, all the charms of 1755 
oned Joan; they were ſoon 
with tears, on ſecing the cruel prepa5 
rations for her death: a weakneſs he 
was. not guilty of gn his own account. 
* Joan, on her fide, proved not a whit 
leſs lofty-minded, or leſs charitably in- 

clined, 
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clined, than the valiant youth, on 
whom ſhe caſt an eye of compaſſion, 
untouched for her own diſaſter. She 
groans for his misfortune. 

Their nakedneſs, their beauty, their 
youth, infuſed ſo much tenderneſs 
into their mutual pity for each other, 
that by a new caprice of fortune, their 
reciprocal fondneſs revealed itſelf but 
at the very moment they were doomed 
to expire. 

Which diſcovery being perceived 
by the amphibious monſter, his rage 
was new whetted by jealouſy, He 
gave to his ſlaves the tremendous 
ſignal for impaling, the to him diſloy- 
al, but to love and honour moſt loyal 
air. 

N As the wicked inſtruments of Con- 
culix's barbarity were going to execute 
his orders, a voice, loud as thunder, 
was heard, which ſhook the air, and 
made the earth tremble, ſaying, © Stop, 
ſtop your impious rage, nor dare to 

_ impale the innocent,” 
At 
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At fo tremendous a warning, the 

ſcared lictors fell back; and looking 
on every fide, in order to diſcover. 
from whence the voice was come, 
they perceived a luſty perſonage in a 
monk's habit, with a cord about his 
middle; This ſudden viſitant proved 
to be father Griſbourdon. 
As a dog who has winded his 

game, purſues by the ſcent without 
ſeeing it, ſweeps over the plains, leaps 
threatening mounds, glides through 
thickets, and being a ſtaunch one, 
uits it not for any other that comes 

athwart him; ſo the unworthy ſon of 
St. Francis, Hdunted on the mule. 
driver, follow'd Joan d'Arc without 
intermiſſion, determined at long run 
to make her his. 
On arriving, he cries aloud to Con- 
cubx, e conjure thee, in the name of 
the devil, by the waters of Styx, by 
the dæmon who was thy worthy fa- 
ther, and by the pfalter of ſiſter Al- 
lice, thy mother, ſave the life of my 
beloved. ” 

C If 
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If this youthful warrior, and this 
enge maid, have failed in not an- 
—.— your deſires, I will be ac- 
countable for both. Behold me well: 
am a Cordelier, and put me to the 
proof of my y power,” _ 
Obſerve this remarkable brute, m 
mule, who deſerves ſo well the honour 
of carrying me: I make you a pre- 
ſept, of him. He ſeems indeed to 
have been deſigned for you. Having 
tried him, you will ſay, the mule was 
not unworthy of the monk who gave 
him; or, as the adage has it, Ma 
maſter like ſervant. | 
Let this profane Gend' arme, 
(meaning Dunois) / be unmanacled, 
and ſent about his buſineſs. But let 
the lovely maid be detained, on whoſe 
charms our ſmitten hearts have a joint 
demand.” 
Thoſe who love. to ſpeak ill of the 

ſex, will ſay, perhaps, that there is no 
ſhe, however modeſt, and however 
chaſte, but would be glad to be re- 
leaſed on ſuch terms. It was not ſo 
] F here; 
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here; for Joan's virtuous ſonl would 
rather be tortured out of her body, 
than that her proſtitution ſhould” be 
the price for her deliverance. * 

She wept abundantly; imploted 
heaven with the warmeſt devotion; 
and her face, quite red with ſhame 
at the thought of being naked, ſhe 
would now and then, by way of a 
modeſt deceit, ſhut her aching eyes; 
and not ſeeing others, hope aur "Wy 
by them unſeen. 

Thus the good-natured Dunois ex- 
preſſed his deſpair, aſide: How! 

| ſhall this uncloiſtered lecher poſſeſs 
dear Joan, and, by enjoying Her, ruin 
my country? This wicked Sorcerer 
will have his end; and fooliſh J have, 
to this day, thro' a modeſt diſcretion, 
concealed my paſſion.” A 

The Cordelier's ſpeech, ſo empha- 
tically uttered by him, had a powerful 
effect on the mind of Conculix, who 
agreed to the bargain, ſaying, Let 
you and your male be in readineſs for 
me — — In the mean time, I 

pardon 



(99) 
pardon theſe wretches, and ould them 
up to you. 
; Griſbourdon, with an air of tri- 
mph and authority, ſtruck his pack- 

eaddled mule three times; then made 
a circle, and took up ſome duſt which 
he threw on the beaſt behind; pro- 
nouncing the powerful words which 
Zoroaſter taught the Perſians. 

Theſe mighty words were no ſooner 
uttered, with an infernal energy, than, 
O amazing | O. wonderful to tell! 
the transformed mule ſtands ere& up- 
on two feet; the head is changed to 
a long, from the oblong form it lately 
had. The black mane is turned into 
ſhort hair; and the diminiſhed ears 
now ſkulk under a cap. 

Thus in days of yore, as ſacred 
hiſtory informs us, a haughty em- 
peror (by heaven's decree, to pu- 
niſh him for his pride and cruelty) 
was ſeven years a horſe, and fed on 
graſs; but when reſtored to his hu- 
man form, proved. not- a whit better 

. for 
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for the ſurprizing change he had 'un- 
dergone. 
Denis, from the heavenly ſphere, 

beheld with paternal eyes the ſad and 
itiful caſe of Joan D'Arc; and 

tho' he ſhould riſk a fall, like that 
of Vulcan, was ſtrongly incited to 
jump down on earth to interfere : 
but alas! Denis was then greatly em- 
barraſſed in his own affairs, on ac- 
count of the late voyage he had 
made. | 

Sturdy George, the patron ſaint 
of England, had carried complaints 
to the ſupreme court, that truly, the 
buſy and meddling Mr. Saint Denis, 
without any inſtructions or orders 
from above, had committed frequent 
acts of hoſtility againſt the Engliſh. 

George and Denis, from expoſtu- 
lations (being highly piqued againſt 
each other) came to foul words. It is 
to be obſerved that all Engliſh ſaints are 
characteriſtically tinctured with that 
haughty ſullenneſs, for which their 
land is famous. 

It 
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It will not be amiſs for me and 
my readers to ſtop here a while, in 

order to diaw breath; for I have a 
long taſk to perform ; which is the 
unravelling of thoſe intricate affairs ; 
alſo to recount what Joan did : and 
what happened at the fame time in 
hell, in heaven, and on earth. 

73 „ 
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The SIXTH BOOK. 

The Cordelier Griſbourdon is in hell, 
for having attempted to raviſh Joan. 
He relates his adventure to the infer- 
nal beings, 

My friends, let us live as 
ood Chriſtians ought. After 

al, to diſcharge our religious 
and moral duties is the beſt 

reſolution we can take. In my youth, 
even I, your monitor, have frequented 
the company of idle 'rakes, whoſe 
ſole occupation was to be at all ſcenes 
of revelty, and paſs their nights in 
the arms of ladies of pleaſure. They 
never put their unhallowed feet into 
a church ; and the ſervants of the 

| Fre were the conſtant butts of their 

raillery, 
But 
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But what does ſuch a diſſipated 
life terminate in? Death ! fatal death! 
The flat noſed, lean figure, carrying 
a ſcythe that mows down all, pays a 
frightful viſit to the ſheer-wit gentry, 
famed for their bos-mots, whoſe weak 
brain has been already deranged by 
the ſummons of Atropos's tipſtaff, of 

ſtygian origin, a fever that conſumes, 
where ſhe reſides, with a now ſtronger, 
and now; weaker force. 

Death's harbingers, a notary, and 
the nurſe. poſted near the bed's head, 
— Since there is no tarrying any 

ger here, pray, Sir, where do you 
che to be buried? Stunned by 
ſuch a dreadful warning, a late and 
weak repentance ſteals out reluctantly 
from their mouths, on the point of 
being cloſed for ever. 
One affrighted ſinner prays to St. 
Martin to intercede for bim in the laſt 
hour. Another invokes St. Roch; a 
third calls on St. Nicholas, The 
clergy fing pſalms, rumble. a deal. of 

4 Latin 
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Latin over, and ſprinkle holy water 
on them ; but alas! all to no purpoſe. 
The fable beaſt of prey ſtands at 

the bed's foot, watching each move- 
ment ; and, with his horrid claws, 
ſeizes a ſoul as it elopes from the 
worthleſs body it was confined in, 
and quickly conveys it to the infernal 
regions, the er abode for wicked 
ſpirits, 

It is now time to infotm my cour- 
teous reader, that, on a certain day, 
Satan, emperor of the Sty gin terri- 
tories, regaled his vaſſals, it being a 
feſtival throughout his gloomy domi- 
nions. 

There had been lately made a nu- 
merous recruit of ſinners from above; 
and the jovial demons were then drink - 
ing the welcome of a certain pope, 
of a fat cardinal, of a northern mo- 
narch, of fourteen canons, and forty 
monks, all newly come down from 
the realms of l to be for ever 

The 
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The horn-headed ſovereign over 

the black legion, ſurrounded by his 
peers, ſmoothed his wrinkled brows, 
and ſmiled at the pleaſing proſpect. 
They gave a looſe to joy, and indulged 
themſelves in finging many drinking 
catches, till a loud noiſe at the door 
interrupted them. 

Nothing was to be heard but a 
confuſion of voices, ſaying, © Wel- 
come, wolcome, brother; yes, gen- 
tlemen, it is he; it is father Griſ- 
bourdon, our grand emiſſary, and a 
moſt faithful agent, who is arrived. 
Do not be ſhy, come forward and 
warm yourſelf ; you ſhall not want 
fire here. 
One imp takes hold of ** by the 

right, another by the left arm; and 
the crowd, looking up with admira- 
tion, politely call him, the handſome 
friar, the comely Griſbourdon, Luci- 
fers own doctor, engendered by Sa- 
tan, and the hereditary apoſtle of hell. 

To expreſs their Latisfactian, ſome 
claſp him in their arms, others kiſs, 

53 and 
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and the many ſhake him by the hand. 
In the midſt of all this careſſing, he 
is conveyed to the grand mene in the 
twinkling of an eye. 

Satan riſes from his ſeat to receive 
Griſbourdon, whom he thus tenderly 
accoſts: * Welcome, ſon ; though 1 
did not expect to ſee you here ſoon ; 
for a more uſeful deputy I never had 
above. Your venerable ribaldry equal= 
ed that of all monachiſm beſides; and 
you ſent more new ſubjects to us than 
any other one has ever been known 
to do before. By your means, France 
was a ſeminary devoted to us. How 
greatly then muſt our empire loſe by 
your unexpected preſence here! But 
the decrees. of deſtiny muſt be exe- 
cuted ; therefore fit down at my _ 
hand, and drink with us. ” 
Griſbourdon, filled with a reveren- 

tial horror, kneels down to kiſs the 
ſpurs of his dread ſovereign; then 

caſts a rueful look on the capacious 
and glar ing extent all around him; 
regions of fire, where death for ever 

dwells, 
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dwells, attended by crimes ;- torments 
following cloſe at their heels... - 
Here the wicked ſpirit hath erected 
his throne. Dreadful abyſs ! horrid 
gulph of humanity ! dire ſepulchre ! 
where all learned antiquity is inurn- 
ed. Nor can wit, love, knowledge, 
grace, beauty, &c. protect us from 
it. Nay, here alſo are confined the 
numberleſscrowd of immortal eſſences, 
who, although originally children of 
heaven, have been, it Denne, created 
for the devil. 

The gazing friar ſaw, in drronring 
flames, thoſe called on earth the beſt 
of kings, but in hell deemed the moſt 
tyrannical. For there he ſaw Anto- 
ninus, Marcus Aurelius, the good 
Trajan, and the humane Titus, the 
model of princes, and the admiration 
of mankind. The two Catos are 
there, who, when alive, were the | 
feſſed ſcourgers of the wicked: and 
the famed Scipio, who could ſubdue 
his own courage, conquer Carthage; 

and, 
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and, what is more, the charms. of | 
beauty ** 

There the learned and ohiloſophic 
Plato, divine Homer, and the eloquent 
Cicero, are a prey to flames, Nor 
has Socrates, the oracle of - human 
wiſdom, and a martyr for the true 
God in profane Greece; nor virtuous 
Solon, nor the juſt Ariſtides eſcaped : 
And why? . becauſe all theſe wicked 
ones died without receiving abſolution. 
But what aſtoniſhed Griſbourdon 
moſt was, to. ſee there ſeveral ſaints 
and kings, who figure in hiſtory, and 
are celebrated in the monkiſh legends. 
The firſt he fixed his eyes on was 
king Clovis. Every good roman ca- 
tholic French reader will be greatly 
ſurprized. to learn that ſo great and 
good a king, who opened to his peo- 
ple the road to heaven, ſhould be ex- 
cluded from the regions of bliſs he 
had procured for others. 
For alas! who could have have 

ſuſpected that the firſt chriſtian king 
ſhould be as irrevocably damned, as 

if 
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if he had been a very Pagan ? But the 
reader's aſtoniſhment will be diſſipated, 
when he reflects that an ablution of 
holy water is of no avail to him whoſe 
heart is bad. The mercileſs Clovis, 
who delighted in cruel deeds, was 
blood-thirſty and inhuman. It was 
out of St. Remigius's power to waſh 
away the ſins of that French mo- 
narch, whoſe heart was gangrened 
with iniquity. 
New cauſe of Wed ! Among 

the great ones, and ſovereigns of the 
world, buried in the horrors of eter- 
nal night, appeared no leſs a being 
than the famous Conſtantine. © How? 
Is it poſſible? cried the ſurprized 
monk. O rigorous and inſcrutable 
deſtiny ! Who could have expected to 
meet in hell this famous hero! this 
founder of the chriſtian church ! this 
ſcourge of the Pagan Gods, whom he 
had ſwept from earth! and that he 
ſhould have tumbled down i into hell 
with them!“ 

3 Con- 
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Conſtantine obſerving Griſbourdon's 
amazement, thus beſpoke him : 
lt is true, I have overthrown the 
altars of the Pagan idols; and that in 
their alienated temples I have burnt 
incenſe to the only true God ; but 
all my labours for eſtabliſhing his wor- 
ſhip had only ſelf in view. 
„For I looked on the holy altars 

which I had erected but as fo many 
footſtools to raiſe me to the imperial 
throne of Cæſar. The gods to whom 
I ſacrificed in my heart, were ambi- 
tion, revenge, and pleaſure,” 
J have made the wealth, in- 

trigues, and blood of chriftians the 
baſis of my riſe and fortune. In or- 
der to preſerve my greatneſs, dearer 
to me than all other objects, I have 
maſſacred my unhappy father-in-law. 
— Planged deep in pleaſure and in 
blood; equally weak, and cruel ; in- 
toxicated with love, and tormented 
by ſuſpicions, my ſon and -wife pe- 
riſhed the victims of my jealous rage.” 

« 'There- 
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©, Therefore, Griſbourdon, be no 
longer aſtoniſhed at ſeeing the em- 
peror Conſtantine damned to all in- 
tents and purpoſes as much as thou 
art. Beſides me, thou wilt find here 
below ſeveral monarchs whoſe feſti- 
vals are kept at Rome; and whoſe 
names the papacy, in return for: its 
obligations to them, has wrote down 
in red characters. But moſt of the 
papal decrees are repealed and laugh- 
ed at by the grim gentleman who 
rales here below; and reads an irre- 
vocable ſentence to the defunct. Pur- 
ſuant to which, every culprit is boiled 
or roaſted, in proportion to the mea- 
fure of their miquity while upon 
earth.” 
The damned friar, cheared at hav- 

ing ſuch good company, could not 
help laughing in Conſtantine's face; 
paying him at the fame time a com- 
pliment in very bad Latin ; and then 
moved from him to take a nearer view 
of all other wonders in the Stygian 
empire, 

Among 
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Among the many famous robbers 
of the earth, called Conquerors by 
fooliſh ale but who receive in 
hell the puniſhment they have juftly 
deſerved, the late reverend Griſbour- 
don ſees Saint Lewis, the pink of 
France's faintly patrons, from whoſe 
pious loins the Bourbons deſcend. - 
The royal faint was curſing his 
folly, for having been ſuch a dupe to 
an impoſtor from the other fide — 
the Alps, as to abandon to her hard 
deſtiny his pretty wife, having no- 
body to gallant her, while he was 
ſlaughtering the Saracens in Turkiſh 
Syria. 

This bigotted king, Deum an ex- 
travagant knight-errant, might have a 
place in paradiſe, had he 1 
ſatisfied in being a plain chriſtian. 
He was a very devout, but not an 
honeſt man. In the place of Truth, 
he was contented to wear her maſk. 
Not contented. to do what the Com- 
mandments require, he overſhot the 

bounds 
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bounds of grace in his religions 
phrenzy. 

He uſed to ſcourge himſelf, wear a 
hair-ſhirt, drink water, and eat very 
poorly. Would never indulge him- 
ſelf on rich ſoups, ortolans, partridges, 
or pheaſants. He often paſſed the 
nights, in lying on a bare bedſtead, and 
without ſleep; having a diſcipline in 
his hand to'ſcourge away any worldly 
e that ſhould intrude on his 

us meditations;  _ 
Would not this filly ed bare 

ated a more manly part, to have ſo- 
laced himſelf with his female bed- 
fellow, which he could ſafely do in 
the heart of his kingdom, inſtead of 
running to the devil through the diſ- 
agreeable and fooliſh road of mor- 

tification? 
This royal ſimpleton founded the 
hoſpital of Quinze Vingts, in Paris, and 
allotted a ſum for the dowries of an 
hundred: girls, to bribe them to take 
on a religious life. He alſo founded 
an aſylum for poor pilgrims. —_ 

all 
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all this merited heaven, and his being 
claſſed among the ſaints. No; for 
Lewis, unchecked. by any remorſe, 
had ſpread deſolation through bis 
kingdom, in conſequence of zealous 
wars, and thereby filled France with 
widows and wah orphans. If ſuch 
have been the fruits of his devout 
works, what devil from hell could 
have cauſed more miſchief ? | 
_  Gnibeurdon, having taken a ſufß⸗ 
cient view of the royal culprit, ſaid 
nothing to him, and turned another 
way; where he diſcovered bailing, in 
the midſt of a reverberating fire, a 
great number of famous — 
wealthy prelates, nicely diſtinguiſh- 
ing eaſuiſts, learned — 'Spanifh 
monks in abundance, numberleſs young 
nuns of Italy, all the confeſſors of 
kings and queens, and the fornicating 
directors of pretty ladies, who rad 
their mand ig in this world, 

From the midſt of a large nien 
boiling over an huge coal fire, lo ! 
under an bigh-topt and . 

elt 
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felt hat, emerges the ſaturnine viſage 
of Calvin, who firſt bent his fcowl- 
ing eyes on his brother reformer, Mar- 
tin Luther; then caſt a menacing look 
at the pontiff of Rome. 

All the ſmothered pride of a ſecta- 
ry broke out on his ferocious and hags 
gard countenance ;z he poſſeſſing in- 
wardly all the ingredients of tyranny z 
a bad heart, intolerant ſpirit, and a 
jealous ſoul. 

Though in a raging hot bath, he 
in vain ſtrives to cool his fancy, by 
imagining - himſelf in his own city; 
which fanatic abode all men of gal- 
lantry deteſt. It is carefully avoided 
by every free-thinking wind, that has 
nably emancipated itfelf from old 
tales, and fooliſh prejudice. * There 
the great apoſtle Servetus was burnt, 
a faſt but indiſcreet enemy to ſuper- 
ſtition. His wicked rival, Calvin, 
could never forgive his having rea- 
ſoned better than himſelf. 
Such is the powerful charm of ven- 
geance in wicked minds, that, though 

m 
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in hell, Calvin's gloomy eyes ſeemed 
to clear with a ſenſe of joy, as if he 
then ſaw at his feet, and imploring 
him to ſpare his life, that fooliſh bi- 
ſhop Spiſame, native of Nevers, re- 
markable for his-gallantry with cham- 
ber-maids, and who had preferred 
the hypocritical inhabitants of Geneva 
to the honeſt folks of Champagne. 

Calvin ſeemed to pronounce in ex- 
taly, Hang up the ſcoundrel. To 

kifs chamber- maids ſhall-not be look- 
ed on as a joke by my pious Hugue- 
nots.“ —It was not, however, for reli- 
gion's ſake, that Calvin willed his 
death, but becauſe that he had en- 
joyed more pleaſure than himſelf. * 
The Cordelier, Griſbourdon, ſtung 
from a fellow- feeling, breaks out with 
a thundering voice, accompanied by a 
furious look, Anſwer me, thou moſt 
impudent raſcal, Calvin, by what au- 
thority didſt thou pretend to puniſh 
upon earth - thoſe who indulged the 
gentle paſſion of love? Who com- 
miſſioned thee to declare war againſt 

thoſe 
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thoſe ſons of grace, whoſe ardent zeal, | 
in order to keep peace in families, bad 
been indefatigable, in relieving all fe- 
male wants. 

Not thinking words ſufficient to 
expreſs his indignation, the angry friar 
was about raiſing a riot, in order to 
bruiſe the reforming ſaint of Geneva z 
but he found himſelf, like the hated 
figure he would fain attack, a winged 
bird in the infernal cage, wherein 
Lucifer had painted all around the fu- 
ture damned of ſucceeding generations 
to the end of time. 
The unhappy, as ſoon as plunged 

into this curſed den, are immediately 
actuated with the ſpirit of the place; 
wherefore Griſbourdon ſaw the pic-- 

| tured forms in tortures, and heard 
their groans. Without miſtaking, he 
penetrated into the ſecrets of futurity, 
as if preſent before him, and had 
painted on his brain all the ſiniſter 
adventures of future generations, who 
were to increaſe the numbers of Satan's 
hoſt, All this the Cordelier ſaw, and 

much 
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much better than any prophet, or 
devil incarnate, ever had e 
beheld. 

As ſoon as Griſbourdon was come 
into the gallery, to recover from the 
furious agitation he had been in, he 
decried, at the far end, a friar, whoſe 
habiliment was half white, half black, 
and his hair cut round in a ſtar-like 
form. 

Griſbourdon, 5 Wa could not help 
ſmiling at the haughty look of this 
pied animal, ſaid to himſelf, This 
fellow is certainly a Dominican. 
Wherefore he abruptly accoſted him, 
« What is your name, friend? The 
ſhade anſwered him in a very melan- 
choly tone, © Alas! my ſon, I am St. 
Dominic.” 

Stunned by the reply, and ſo great 
a name, bully Griſbourdon fell back a 
little; and not knowing whether he 
ſhould believe him or not, made the 
ſign of the croſs, and ſaiad, 
ls it poſſible, that in this dark 

dungeon, vilible only by its torment- 
ing 
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ing flames, ſhould be ſo great a ſaint, 
apoſtle, and doctor, as you, Dominic! 
the ſacred protector of the faith! a 
man — God! the evangelical 
preacher. Certainly grace muſt have 
played you a foul trick. 
80 then poor St. Dominick is 
damned, as if he had been a vile here- 
tic; while deceived mortals upon earth 
ſing the litanies of all the ſaints, and 
celebrate the annual feſtivals of each 
with all the pomp of church cere- 
monials.“ 

The half black, half white potent! 
Spaniard replied, in a piteous tone, 
6 Let us not trouble ourſelves now 
about the fooliſh opinions of man- 
Kind; what ſignifies to us the con- 
temptible buſtle cauſed by their dif- 
ferent errors? 
“Ah ! thrice unhappy we, to be 

thus tormented where we are, though 
venerated and panegyrized where we 
are not. Many a ſaint is puniſhed 
here below, to whom numerous cha- 
pew” 10 dedicated upon earth. And 

| many 
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many a perſon is ſentenced to hell, by: 
the miſtaken judgments of mortals, 

that enjoys in heaven the We K 
eternal life. 
For my part, what has juſtly re- 
giſtered me on Satan's black liſt, is 
my having formerly perſecuted the 
poor Albigenſes. I was not miſſioned 
to deſtroy, but to ſave; therefore, as 
I have ordered others to be roaſted, 
above, the like puniſhment is now re- 
torted on me here below; but not for 
ever, I hope. I deſpair not of ſeeing 
hereafter the ſaints in the heavenly 
regions, when I ſhall have finiſhed 
my purgatorial probation here.” 
Be not amazed, humane readers, 

at my declar ing to ye, that if I had an 
hundred iron tongues, and each could 
ſpeak inceſſantly, they would be in- 

| ſufficient to tell over the number of 
canonized ſaints that are indenisened 
in hell. | 
The ſcorched legions of Satan haws 

ing done all honours in their power 
to the newly arrived ſon of St, Francis, 
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made him this general requeſt, ſpeaka 
ing all together. O tell us, dear 
Geibourdan, what brought you to ſo 
untimely an end? Come, come, tell 
us what extraordinary adventure has 
hurled thy wicked ſoul among , 
long before it was expected. 
The Cordelier replied, Gentle 
men, with all my heart, I will tell 
ye roundly how my ſudden arrival 
has happened, and by what ogy 
adventure. However aſtoniſhing it 
may appear to ye at firſt, ye cannot 
think I impoſe on ye, becauſe there 
is no more fibbing after death. 

« While upon earth, as ye all know 
very well, I was your. 8 Both 
for your wg and that of my cloth, 
L was near concluding the — gal- 
lant exploit — ws by monk, 
out of the precincts of his convent. 
My mule- driver ! O! what a 
remarkable animal was he | a very 

great man! and my condign rival! 
This admirable mule- driver, I ſay, 
reſolute in his duty, had, by far, pat- 
fively — the moſt wanton hopes 

G of 
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of male-Conculix; and I for the mon- 
ſter, when female, exerted my utmoſt 
zeal in her ſervice; nay J dare ſay, 
without vanity, ſhe was not a little 
pleaſed with my proweſs. 

«, Conculix, charmed with our ex- 
traordinary efforts to contribute to her 
happineſs, gave up to us Joan D'Arc 
as a recompence for the ſervice done, 
as had been ſtipulated. The doughty 
and rebellious wench was in the im- 
minent danger of loſing her maiden- 
head; for while ſhe ſtruggled in my 
arms, my mule-driver - held her tight 
under me; Conculix laughing i immo- 
derately at the conflict. 
But there is no being ſure of any 
thing; for the very moment I thought 
myſelf conqueror, O wonderful to 
tell! the azure vault opened! and 
from thoſe high regions called heaven, 
whither none of us ſhall * o, I ſaw 
deſcend through the air the long- 
ear d animal, Who in 0 of yore 
ſpoke to Balaam as he travelled on the 
mountain, Hell'! what a formidable 
als ! | 

« On 
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cc On his back was a fine velvet 

ſaddle, with a two-edged ſabre on its 
bow ; he had wings on his ſhoulders, 
with which he outſtrips the winds in 
ſwiftneſs. Joan, on beholding him, 
cried aloud in raptures, Heaven be 

praiſed, my aſs is come. At theſe 
words, my blood ran cold! 

« On the inſtant, the aſs ſquatted 
obſequiouſly on his fore knees ; then, 
by the movement of his tail, and 
raiſing his handſome head, ſeemed to 
ſay, Come, Dunots, get upon me. Du- 
nois mounts him, and is borne by the 
flying quadruped over our heads, where 
he wheels and capers about in air. 

« But Dunois, having taken his 
meaſures well, comes driving at mewith 
his ſcimitar. — Thus formerly, dread 
ſovereign of theſe gloomy realms, 
when you impruently waged war with 
the thunderer, St. Michael, the aven- 
ger of heavenly injuries, is faid to 
have fallen upon you.  * 
In order to reſcue my life from 

ſuch preſſing danger, I was obliged 
to have recourſe to my necromantic 

G 2 art, 
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art, I inſtantly uncaſed myſelf of the 
brawny appearance, thick black brows, 
and inſolent look of a Cordelier, in 
order to aſſume the more pleaſing fi- 
gure of a young, innocent, and tempt- 
ing nymph 
Fine flaxen locks, curled by na- 

ture, not by art, played wantonly on 
my ſnowy boſom, whoſe ſwelling 
orbs were more invitingly perceived 
through a tranſparent lawn. In ſhort, 
ko fave myſelf, I played off all the 
winning arts of the ſex, 
I ſuffuſed an attractive languor in 
my eyes. My countenance had ſuch 

an air of undebauched virtue, as draws. 
moſt powerfully, when it forbids, © I 
exhibited ſuch invitations of pleaſure, 
from every part of me, as to make 
the wiſeſt of men play the fool, in 
order to obtain my favour. No artifice, 

no heightening beauty, was omitted! 
PDunois was ſo ſtruck by my be- 

witchihg appearance, that he ſuſpend- 
ed in air the dreadful inſtrument with 
which he muſt certainly have put an 
end to my days, by ſ plitting me in twain. 

cc Pu- 
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Dunois gazes on me, ſtops ſhort, 
cannot conceal his emotions. Ac- 
cording to poetic hiſtory, whoever 
looked on Meduza's head, was imme- 
diately transformed into ſtone. The 
alteration Dunois felt within him by 
looking on me was of quite another 
kind. His ſoul was: enraptured, and 
his eyes filled with love and reſpect. 
——— The death-dealing ſword dropt 
from'his hand. Who would not have 
imagined my triumph ſure ! | 

6 The mule.driver (who had ſe- 
cured in his arms the maſculine beau- 
ty, Joan D'Arc) on diſcovering the 
ſofter features, and more delicate 

charms, which I had exhibited, con- 
ceived an immediate paſſion for me ; 
my miſtake was not to have imagined 
the mule-driver capable of deſiring 
ſuch delicacies; and to think that, for 
coarſe ſtomachs, coarſe food 1 Is the 
molt fitting, 
« He imprudently let go his hold of 

Joan, to come and make love to me 
Ah well a day! little had I or any body 
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elſe ever ſuſpeted that my beauty 
ſhould prove my bane. 
joan was no ſooner ſet free, than 
beholding on the ground the glitter- 
ing ſcimitar which had fallen from 
Dunois's hand, ſhe runs to, takes up, 
and arms her right hand with the 
murdering blade. 
As the mule-driver was coming to 
cloſe with me, ſhe, witha vigorous back- 
hand blow, cut violently thro' the nape, 

and felled me on the ground breathleſs, 
« From that fatal moment, I nei- 

ther know, nor can tell, any thing of 
the lecherous mule-driver, murdering 
Joan, the two-ſexed Conculix, the 
flying aſs, or the gallant Dunois. My 
kindeſt wiſh for them all is, that they 
may be impaled an hundred times a 
day; and that heaven, whoſe delight 
it is to puniſh the guilty, may ſpeedily 

' hurl them down to hell, to afford 
you and me diverſion, * 

Griſbourdon, having concluded his 
wicked hiſtory, with ſome tincture of 

acrimony, his infernal auditors burſt out 
into an univerſal it of laughter at him. 

The 
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The SEVENTH BOOK. 

Their departure from the caſtle of Con- 
culix. The adventure of Agnes and 
, . 

« T is now high time that we 
F emerge from the infernal 
© gloom, fell horror's gulph, 

where the wicked Griſbour - 
don howls, a prey to the flames of 
Lucifer. 
From the regions of ſtench, let us 
ſhape our courſe to, and ſteer thro 
the pure fields of air, in order to take 
a review of all that paſſes in the world ; 
which, on reflection, will be found a 
hell of another kind. Wherein, from 
every place of favour, innocence is 
proſcribed. Wherein the * pre- 

G4 vails 
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vails over the honeſt man. Wherein 
no traces of wit, of taſte, of the po- 

lite arts, or of any virtue, remain. 
A baſe and low-minded cunning 

ſußpkes the place of every good qua- 
lity, and conſtitutes the only merit. 
The deteſtable zeal of dangerous de- 
votees, arms the ſilly multitude againſt 
the ſages who. will not ſubſcribe to 

their error s. 
Sordid intereſt, which hath uſurped 

an univerſal empire over the earth, 
ſole arbiter of peace and war, ſtands 
near its coffers in a penſive and unin- 
viting attitude, while to wealthy op- 
preſſion it ſells the rights of the poor 
and the defenceleſs. , " 

Contemptible mortals! how ſenſe. 
leſs, how culpable are your proceed- 
ings in general! What good accrues 
to you from the mercenary crimes you 
are daily guilty of? Unhappy wretches, 
who fin without ' pleaſure, learn at 
length to have, at leaſt, a more rea- 
ſonable appearance in your erroneous 
purſuits, - Contrive matters ſo as to 

7 appear 
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appear happy finners ; and, ſince you 
are to be damned, let your damna- 
tion be the price of PTR 
crimes. 

It was according to this maxim that 
Agnes Sorel lived. From her youngeſt 
years ſhe could never be reproached 
for any other crime than that of in- 
dulging her amorous diſpoſition; for 
which human frailty I pardon her 
with all my heart, and am of opinion 

khat the all- element Deity will extend 
his mercy to her. For it is well known, 
that all the female ſaints, ſaid to be 
in Paradiſe, have not tranſmigrated vir- 
gins from this world to the other. 

While Joan D'Arc's honour was 
defended by her fighting ſo ſucceſſ- 
fully, and that with a ſtroke of the 
celeſtial weapon, ſhe cut offfthe griſly 
head of Griſburdon; the flying aſs, 
on whom . Dunois was mounted, re- 
ſolved to indulge the wicked caprice of 
running away with, and carrying him 
far from Joan, 

G 5 What 
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What could be the winged animal's 
motive? Love! Ves, the tender paſ- 
ion of love, (to which his ſoul was 
ſecretly a prey) ſpurred on by envy 
- againſt his valiant rider. — If what is 
here advanced appear any way myſte- | 
rious to the reader, let him remain 
Iatisfied for the preſent ; he will here- 
after be informed upon what preten- 
fions this new kind of lover acted; 
How his animal exiſtence was capable 
of ſuch a paſſion ; and whence flowed 
his hopes of indulging it. 
Away he flies with aſtoniſhed Du- 
- Nois, ſhot like an arrow thro the air, 
whofrom afar caſts down a look on the 
-heroine, whom he views naked, and 
with ſword in hand, deal deſtruction 
all around, The bold maid, yielding 
to the impulſe of her ſwelling heart, 
altho' covered with blood, forces her 

Way through all oppoſition. ö 
She defeats all the efforts of Con- 

culix to ſtop her. Regardleſs of his 
imps, that, flying about her in airy 
legions, ſtrive to oppoſe her paſſage, 

ſhe 
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ſhe proceeds undaunted, and diſhipates 
rol as ſhe moves along. 

So when an imprudent mortal, 
who has deſcried a bee-hive in a 
wood, draws near to indulge a fooliſh 
curioſity, and admires the wonderful 
art employed in erecting the waxen 
palace; from every fide the humming 
fwarms ruſh forth, and wage a wing- 
ed war about the fooliſh admirer. 

The poor wretch, ſtung almoſt to 
madneſs, runs this way and that; lay- 

ing about him with his hands, and 
ſtamping with his feet, he (caters 
ſome of this flying populace through 
the air, knocks down others, kills ſe- 
veral, and cruſhes many under his 
heels. In ſuch a manner were the 
aerial bands of Conculix diſperſed by 
the brave and dauntleſs Joan. 

The pitiful mule-driver, fearing a 
like cataſtrophe with that of the Cor- 

delier, implored her mercy, trembling 
as he ſpeaks: © O valiant maid! 
whom I have loved fo long, and have 
heretofore ſo often aſſiſted in the ſtable, 

con- 
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conquer your paſſion, and Ge my 
life. Let not your manners be changed 
by the honours you have acquired. 
Ah! Joan, behold my tears; 1, am 
5 0 to death, unleſs Row bid -me 
ee . N | 

Joan replicd, with an Air of. Lat 
riority, © Live, puppy, 1 forgive you; 
my heavenly ſword ſcorns to be pol- 
luted with ſuch vile, ſuch dirty blood 
as yours. Therefore, I permit you to 
vegetate; but, from this inſtant, your 
heavy carcaſs i is to have the honour of 
carrying me. br. vnigrrte) 
AY cannot, | it is true, metamor- 

phoſe you into a mule; but, as the 
occaſion preſſes, I muſt overlook your- 
figure; for, carry me you muſt, man 
or mule. Dunois having run away 
with my aſs, you mult ſerve me in its 
ſtead. Therefore, put yourſelf in 

a proper poſture to receive me on yout 
back. 

As ſoon as ſhe had ſpoke the ward,. 
the obſequious human brute bowed, 
down his bald and heavy head, and 

moved 

] 
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moved upon all fours. The maiden, 
combatant beſtrides him, and drives to 
the field of war, in queſt of Pam 
deeds. 
In the mean time, Conculix; en- 

raged at his having been ſo baffled, 
goes and complains to his demoniac 
father, that he had been ſo defeated, 
and all for a ſturdy village wench, | 
who had no other merit, than the 
having her maidenhead forſooth ! |. 
But what was the fate of the fair 

Agnes Sorel, all this while, 'my reader 
may alk. That I ſhall now relate, 
reminding him firſt of the great per- 
plexity in which he had ſeen her; 
while naked, terrified, and ſtruck 
dumb with fear, the vigorous John 
Chandos claſped her in his arms. But 
on hearing the noiſy ſummons of war, 
he let her go, and ran to the combat. 

Agnes thought herſelf relieved from 
the imminent danger, of which ſhe: 
had not as yet loſt the impreſſion. 
She, however, made a vow. that ſhe 
would never be ſurprized in ſuch a 

. manner 
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manner again; and ſwore within her- 

ſelf, that ſhe would continue faithful 
to king Charles, who loved her (ſhe 
knew) and only her; that ſhe would 
ever think herſelf happy in ſo honour- 
able a connection ; and that ſhe would 
rather die, than prove falſe to him. 
It is very hard for any mortal to ſwear 
what they ſhall do. 
She thus vowed, in the midſt of ſo 

wild a confuſion and uproar as muſt 
be when a camp is ſurprized, when 
officers and ſoldiers are all in move- 
ment ; ſome fighting, others running 
away; and when the wretches who 
follow armies rob the camp, to be 
before-hand with the enemy. 

The beautiful Agnes, at fo terrible 
a conjuncture, ſeeing herſelf without 
cloaths, while nothing but an univer- 
ſal hubub was to be heard, and the 
people's eyes were almoſt blinded with 
the duſt, ſtole into Chandos's ward- 
robe, and there, quaking with fear, 
and without making the leaſt noiſe, 
took a ſhirt, flippers, night-gown and 

cap, 
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cap, all which ſhe put on her. Then 
luckily diſcovered a bay mare, which 
had been ready ſaddled and bridled for 
Chandos ; but his ſquire, an old in- 
trepid drunkard, held the bridle as 
he ſlept profoundly. Agnes, with 
great dexterity, gets it out of his 
hand, and mounting from the next 
convenient thing that offers itſelf, ſhe 
ſets the horſe a going towards the 
neighbouring woods, alternately filled 
with joy for her eſcape, and fear of 

any new miſhap. 
Bonneau, not knowing what ſhould 

become of him, ran about on the 
plain, curſing his heavy paunch, their 
curious voyage, the war, the court, 
the Engliſh, Sorel, and love. 

Chandos' handſome page, Mon- 
roſe, was returning that very time 
from where he had been ſent in the 
morning on a meſſage ; and taking a 
view, at adiſtance, of all that paſſed, he 
deſcried the bay mare to drive towards 
the wood; and ſeeing his maſter's 
gown and night-cap, he falſely ima- 

oun 
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gined that it was Chandos himſelf, 
running away from the camp half- 
naked. 

Amazed' that he could be guilty of 
daſtardly flight, he ſpurred his horſe 
after the mare, crying out, O maſter! 
O my lord! whither do you fly? Who 
is in — of you? Hos the French 
king-got the day ? I will follow you, 
Sir, wherever you go; and if you die, 
am determined not to ſuryive.” - 
As he ſpoke, he haſtened his ſpeed ; 
and the wind blowing high, carried 

him away, his horſe, and all he ſaid. 
Agnes, who fancied herſelf purſued, 
flies into the wood; the page after 
her. The quicker ſhe flies, the more 
he haſtens, The mare ſlunibles. and 
the deſpairing Agnes falls to the ground, 
having made a loud ſhrick. 

The page comes up as ſwift as the 
wind ; but how great was his aſto- 
niſhment, when, the night-gown now 
flown open, he diſcovered a delicate 
ins with Une r and thighs 

e 
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ſo nicely rounded, as if they had been 
formed by the hands of Cupid. © 

Not more ſurprized than Monroſe, 
was the handſome Adonis, when, for 
the firſt time, the miſtreſs of Mars 
and Anchiſes came down from hea- 
ven, and preſented herſelf to him at 
the corner of a wood. 
The attire of Venus was more ſuit- 

ed to her ſex; neither had her divine 
body, harraſſed with fatigue, been 

_ thrown on the ground hy a ſtumbling 
mare; nor were her celeſtial locks tuck- 
ed up under a man's night-cap; nor were 
her ivory buttocks bruiſed by a fall. 
Notwithſtanding theſe vabtaged, 

had Adonis been ticks! he would have 
doubted to whom he ſhould give the 
preference, whether to Venus, or to 
Agnes. The young Engliſhman, at 
ſo enchanting a fight, felt himſelf pe- 
netrated with a mixed ſentiment of re- 
ſpect and fear. 
He raiſes Agnes, and trembles as 

he embraces her. Ah me!” faid 
the anxious youth, I hope, ſweet 

angel, 
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angel, you are not hurt.” Agnes, be- 
holding him with eyes over which a 
pleaſing languor was diffuſed, and hav- 
ing fetched a deep ſigh, expreſſes her 
fear in an embarraſſed manner. _ 
. * Whoever thou art that haſt pur- 

ſued me hither, if thy heart be not 
hardened by crimes, let not my un- 

happy plight embolden thee to offer 
any abuſe to my perſon. But rather, 

young ſtranger, protect my honour : 
O become my defence | become my 
deliverer !” ! 
A flood of tears interruptin g her 
diſcourſe, ſhe turned aſide; vowing 
within herſelf, in the midſt of her 
ſorrow and fiction. that ſhe would 
continue faithful to her royal lover, to 
whom ſhe was under ſuch weighty 
obligations, 
Ihe ſmitten Monroſe, after a ſhort 
filence, addreſſed her in a moſt tender 
and affectionate manner. How 
great is your power over hearts, O 
adorable ornament of this world! I 
am Gevoted to your commands. Rely 

W tos 
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upon my ſuccour. My heart, my 
blood, my life, my ſoul, is at your 

diſpoſal. In return, I aſk but this 
ſmall indulgence; that you will not 
refuſe my proffered ſervice; the only 
recompence I ſue for. To ſuccour 
you muſt be perfect happineſs. 

He pulled out a flaſk of carmelite- 
water, which he, with a timid hand, 
ſprinkled on her reviving charms, and 
whatever part had been bruiſed by the 

| ſaddle or fall. The face of Agnes, 
who could not be angry at ſuch friend- 
ly offices, was crimſoned over with 
a ſudden bluſh, She began not to 
think his hand too bold, and ventured 
to ogle him without any. fear ; but 
ſtill vowing within herſelf; that ſhe 
would continue faithful to the king. 

The page having emptied his bottle, 
ſays to her, Sweet paragon of beau- 
ty ! I adviſe you to make to the neigh- 
bouring village. Let us follow this 
narrow path, which leads to it. There 
no foldier dwells: we ſhall reach it 
in an hour, I have money, and * 

W1 
-> 
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will purchaſe a proper attire for her, 
whoſe charms. are ſufficient to capti- 
vate even the monarch of France. 
The wandering lady conſented. — 
Beſides his engaging comelineſs, Mon- 
roſe's manner of behaving was ſo. ſuh- 
miſſive, and fo tender of her, that it 
was not in her power to refuſe fol- 
lowing him. 
Perhaps ſome malevolent critics 

may cry out here, in order to inter- 
rupt the thread of my hiſtory, Can 
it be be believed that a handſome 
young fellow, and a page too, would 
behave to Agnes in ſo diſcreet and re- 

ſpectful a manner, as not to take the 
leaſt freedom with her?” _ 

Let this anſwer be ſufficient for all 
ſuch rigid cenſors. The page, the 
handſome Monroſe, was in love. —. 
Let them learn too, at the ſame tine, 
that luſt only makes people forward ; 
but that Love inſpires his votaries with 
a reſpectful timidity. _ | 

As Monroſe and Agnes proceeded - 
towards the village, they entertained 

each 
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each other with talking of amorous 
ſubjects, of martial exploits, of feats 
of knighthood, of old tales, and of 
deeds of gallantry ; the youth fre- 
quently drawing near the admired. 
Agnes, to kiſs her fair hands, but with- 
out offering any indecency. 

She could not reject ſuch gentle 
homage; Monroſe appearing to have 
no farther intention. This well-be- 
haved youth, though he deſired much, 

_ aſked but for little. 
As ſoon as they had reached the 

village, he conducts the tired beauty 
into a bed-chamber. There between 
two ſheets ſhe modeſtly repoſed her 
charms : while the buſy Monroſe, in 
order to give undoubted proofs of his | 
attachment to her, ran every where 
to procure all neceſſaries of food and 
rayment for the beautiful ſovereign of 
his heart. Where are any worldlings 
to be found, who, with all their boaſt- 
ed prudence and ceconomy, can equal 
thy careful SW. Oh tender youth, 

' whoſe. 
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whoſe heart love and honour formed. 
with an emulous complacency ! 

But alas! in the very houſe where 
the beautiful pair. had put up, was 
lodged the chaplain of Chandos ; and 1 

. chaplains, we all know, are by far 4 
a more abandoned race than pages. 4 
This caitiff, having learned the ſtory 31 
of Agnes and Monroſe's journey; and 
being told what a world of charms 
was lodged not far from his room, 
was enflamed with ſudden luſt, which 
being unable to contain, of fo laſci- 
vious and libertine a diſpoſition was 
he, that he ruſhed into Agnes's room, 
ſwearing he would enjoy her. —— 
Having ſhut the door, he draws her 
curtains. 

- There; reader, let us 1 him for 
the preſent, that I may inform you 
what the famous Dunois, mounted on 
his flying aſs, was oy at that very 
time. | : 

__ PR eprom a may —— 

The 
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Deſeripti on of the temple of Fame. The 
adventure of Dorothea, a 

NEN the upper regions of the 
1 J air, where the hoary Alps 

erect their lofty heads, and 
CHEE divide the ror Ah near that 
famous rock cut aſunder by Annibal, 
to make the paſſage which proved of 
ſuch fatal conſequence to Rome, and 
from whence the ſky appears like a 
round diſk over the ſpectator's head, 
who ſees tempeſts brewing far beneath 
his feet, is a palace of tranſparent 
marble, without a roof or door, open 
on all fides, and to all comers. 
Its interior conſiſts of poliſhed glaſs, 

that, faithful in its reflection, repre- 
; ſents 
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ſents exactly whatever approaches to 
admire itſelf, be they handſome or 

ugly, young or old. A thouſand dif- 
ferent avenues lead thither, but they 
indeed are ſlippery. Abrupt and dan- 
gerous abyſſes muſt be bounded over, 
ere the wiſh'd-for goal can be reached. 

Some hardy and inconſiderate ad- 
venturers often hurry themſelves thi- 
ther, without knowing by what plea 
entitled, or how they had come thi- 
ther. But to arrive there, is the uni- 
verſal paſſion; and for one that climbs 
ſafely up to the palace, hundreds flip, 
fall down, and break their necks. 

That the wiſhes of the indiſcreet 
may be ſatisfied, as well as of the 
deſerving, Fame has two trumpets; 
that for the deſerving, ſhe applies to 

her mouth, to be filled with the breath 
of immortality : the other ſhe applies 
to her anus, to blaſt the eee 
with infamy. a t 

It is by her eri crepitation that 
all contemptible works are puffed 
_—_ ſuch as Danchet's poems, the 

proſe 
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proſe writings of Marivaux, the oc- 
caſional productions of hackney wri- 
ters; the Parnaſſian inſects of a day, 
that ſucceſſively eclipſe each other : 
and thoſe laboured nothings of a 
month, that expire as ſoon as hatched 
out of their dull author's brain, fit 
only for colledge libraries, to be there 
buried in duſt, and devoured by ver- 
min, notwithſtanding the royal pri- 
vileges they wear, 

Gallant Dunois, thou waſt agreeably 
ſurprized to find thyſelf tranſported to 
this happy place. Thy noble name, 
worthy of the honours that have been 
always paid to it, was proclaimed by 
the reputable trumpet. With. what 
pleaſure didſt thou regard thoſe po- 
liſhed mirrors in which thou beheldeſt 
lively repreſentations of thy own vir- 
tues; not. only thoſe exhibited in 
ſieges, battles, and all the tumult 
of war; but alſo the leſs noiſy virtues 
of a retired life; to wit, numberleſs 
"ſts ng beneficence to the wretched, 

| H 111 who, 
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Who, in their aſylums, praiſe thee as 
their ſecond ſaviour. 

Men of merit, preferred by thee at 
-court, proclaim thy goodneſs ; nay, 
thy praiſe is ſung by orphans, whom 
thou haſt reſcued from the oppreſſive 
ſchemes of perfidious and wicked 
guardians. Dunois could not help 
feeling an inward ſenſe of ſatisfaction 
(to which true virtue is not an enemy) 
at this hiſtorical review of his 205 
actions. Nay, his very aſs, prancing 
from mirror to mirror, took pleaſure 
in contemplating bimſelf. | 
On the inſtant, an alarm is given 

by one of the trumpets proclaiming 
aloud to all, This is the horrid day 
in which, according to the barbarous 
ſentence pronounced in Milan, the fair 
Dorothea is to be burnt there. Weep 
her hard fate, all ye 'tender-hearted 
mortals who have felt the power of 
love. 

The gallant Dunois courage and 
curioſity being equally excited, afks 
with a military impatience, © © Who i is 

this 
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this Dorothea? this maid whom they 
mean to burn? What crime has ſhe 
committed to deſerve ſo cruel a puniſh- 
ment! If ſhe be ugly, they may 
burn her for me. But if ſhe be young, 
delicate, and beautiful, it is a barbarity 
ought not to be allowed in a chriſtian 
country.” | 

As he finiſhed his enquiry, the 
trumpet anſwered, © Such alas! is 
the ſeverity of the law. It is written, 
that the fair, the unhappy Dorothea, 
is to be thrown a prey amongſt de- 
vouring flames, if the valour of ſome 

courtly knight do not ſnatch the 
beautiful maid from the fire that is 
now preparing for her.” 

This information was more than 
enough to kindle Dunois's courage to 
fly to the ſuccour of an unfortunate 
lady; for he, without heſitating, ſeized 
on every. glorious opportunity to dif- - 
tinguiſh himſelf by defending the weak, 
the innocent, and brow-beating haugh- 
ty oppreſſion. Come, quoth he to 
his aſs, let us away ſtrait to Milan; 

H 2 imp 
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imp thy wings for the flight. Honour 
ſummons me thither.” 

The obſequious aſs expands his wings 
for flight, and ſhoots rapidly through 
the air. No palfrey-mounted knight 
can go ſo faſt, Dunois ſoon deſcries 
the city, and the place where the mer 
cileſs tools of juſtice were making al! 
things ready for the execution of the | 

dire ſentence. 
In the middle of a great ſquare, a | 
huge pile of wood was erected. The | 
guard around conſiſted of three hun- 
dred archers, varlets as cruel as daſt- 
ardly; blood-thirſty monſters, whoſe 
delight is to enjoy the ſufferings of 
the unhappy. They were then buſily 
inſolent in hindering the crowds on 
foot from approaching too near. 
The windows all about were filled 
with ſpectators, waiting to ſee the 
tragic event, and ſhedding tears for it 
before-hand. On a balcony was placed 
the archbiſhop and his clergy, in or- 
der to behold the fatal ceremony with 
eyes of chriſtian inflexibility, 

— —„-— k 

At 
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At length poor Dorothea appears, 

hand-cuffed, and having no other garb. 
on than her ſhift. She is conducted 
by four alguaſils. Her exceſſive af- 
fliction, deſpair, and confuſion, had 
thrown a cloud before her eyes; ſcald- 
ing tears fret furrows down her lovely 
cheeks. 

As the tears chanced to clear from 
off her enflamed and wandering eyes, 
ſhe eſpied the fatal ſtake prepared for 
her execution ; and, as ſighs permitted, 
thus expreſſed her anguiſn: Where 
art thou now, dear object of my love, 
who in the midſt of all theſe horrors, 
reigneſt abſolute ſovereign of my heart?” 

A ſwelling ſtorm of griet prevented 
her uttering any more. She was ſcarce 
able to ſtammer out the name of her 
lover; and then fell into the arms of 
thoſe near her, without ſentiment, 
and ſpeechleſs; but beautiful, even in 

that ſad condition: though on her face 
a mixture of yellow and deadly pale 
was diffuſed. 

H 3 An 
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An abandoned caitiff, called Sacro- 

gorgon, the archbiſhop's champion, 
whoſe forehead was embronzed with 
uncommon effrontery, advanced to- 
wards the funeral pile, with a dagger 
in his hand, and proclaimed aloud, 

« I ſwear before all preſent, that 
Dorothea deſerves the fire ſhe is ſen- 
tenced to; and if there be any body 
who dares eſpouſe her quarrel, any 
perſon bold enough to hazard his lf 
In her behalf, let the audacious mor- 
tal inſtantly ſtep forth; his cloven 
{kull ſhall be the puniſhment for ſuch 
temerity, ” 3 | 

To add terror to his declara- 
tion, he walked about menacingly ; 
flouriſhed his ſabre in the air, twirl- 
ing his horrid eyes around, and dif- 
torting his hideous mouth. His ſhock- 
ing phiz ſcared all beholders, and not 
a'volunteer was to be found in Milan 
to eſpouſe the cauſe of the beautiful 
ard unfortunate Dorothea, They 
were all diſmayed by Sacrogorgon. 
Tears were ſhed in abundance all 

around ; 
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around; but no body dared to anſwer. 
The biſhop, triumphing inwardly,, 
from his balcony encouraged the ſa- 
vage Sacrogorgen, by pious winks, and 
tipping him a private benediction. 

Dunois, who at that time hovered 
in the air, was ſo incenſed at the au- 
dacious inſolence of ſuch a miſcreant, 
and ſo touched with Dorothea's ſitua- 
tion, whoſe beauty received new luſtre 
from her grief, and the horrors which 
environed her, that, without deſiring 
any farther evidence, he believed her 
innocent: therefore alit, and thus ex- 
preſſed himſelf in an audible voice: 

* Thou wretch, viſage of repro- 
bation, turn and behold the man, 
whoſe courage will prove that Doro- 
thea is a prudent and virtuous maid; 
and that thou art nothing more than 
a mere brutal bully, a ſupporter of 
vice, and a perjured villain. —I firſt 
will learn from Dorothea, what mon- 
ſtrous crime ſhe ſtands accuſed of; 
her particular caſe, and by what ſini- 

H 4 {ter 
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to be burnt in Milan. ” 
As he concluded, the people ap- 

plauded the reſolution of this un- 
known young hero with reiterated 
ſhouts. Sacrogorgon, ſtruck with 
fear, put on the beſt countenance he 

could and the haughty prelate, tho 
o complete a maſter of hypocriſy, 
could not conceal his uneaſineſs. | 

Dunois went up to Dorothea, and. 
addreſſed her in a moſt humble and 
courteous manner. While the fair- 
maid relates the hiſtory of her miſ- 
fortune and ſhame, ſighs often inter- 
rupting her, the heavenly aſs, who 
had remained perched upon the 
church, ſince Dunois' diſmounting, 
ſeemed greatly moved by the ſcene 
before him. All the devout families 
of Milan offered up their thankſ- 
givings to heaven, for taking ſuch ſpe- 
cial care of young girls. | 

The 
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The NINTH BOOK. 

Dunots carries off the innocent Doro- 
thea from the boly inquifition. 

KXX* HEN, formerly, and as yet in 
X W the bloom of life, I was for- 

ſaken by the fair one IT adored; 
my heart being diſtracted by ſo 

ſevere a loſs, I poured out impreca- 
tions againſt Cupid and his empire; 
but proceeded no farther. For, bar- 
barous as ſhe had proved to me, it 
never came into my head to offend, 
by the leaſt indelicate expreſſion, the 
beauty J had once revered ; much leſs 
to give her any trouble by thwarting 
her ſuppoſed happineſs. I never was 
for conſtraining a lady's affections; 
where ſhe likes; there let her attach 
herſelf. 

H 5 Since, 
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Since, reader, this has been my 
rule of conduct with inconſtant belles, 
you will readily conclude, that I have 
treated the inexorable ones with the 
rr reſpect. For I hold it a 
orrid crime in any man to perfecute 

the heart whoſe inclinations he cannot 
| win, W- 

Attend then to my advice, all ye 
men of gallantry. If you find that 
the, lady to whom you addreſs your 
yows, ſeems averſe to pay you in kind, 
turn your views another way, and 
where you may hope for kinder treat- 
ment. And thank heaven, accordin 
to the preſent benevolent ſyſtem 0 
human ſociety, there is no dearth of | 
tender objects to adminiſter comſort. 

The laſt reſource to baniſh care, is 
by drinking copiouſly of a generous 
wine; which method has been prac- 
tiſed by many a ſage. Would to 
God the cruel prelate of Milan had 
done the fame ; and taken ſuch ſalu- 
tary means to cure the fever raging 
in his heart, rather than to plot the 

\ igno- 
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ignominious end of the unhappy lady 
he could not ſeduee to GOP his 
lewd deſires. 

Dunois, by his generous behaviour, 
having already reſtored hope and cou- 
rage to Dorothea, humbly entreated 
to know what were the crimes that 
ſhe ſtood charged withal. To which 
kind queſtion ſhe modeſtly reclining 
her eyes, made this anſwer : 

« O divine angel! that art come 
down from heaven, by thy interpoſi- 
'tion to reſcue me from the ſhameful: 
death which thou ſeeſt prepared for 
me, thou knoweſt my innocence as: 
well as I do.” 
Not I, upon my honour, ma- 
dam,” quoth Dunois. I am but of 
mere mortal mould, and brought hi- 
ther to ſnatch you from thoſe pious; 
blood-hounds, by a very ſtrange ad- 
venture: But? who can penetrate: 
into the ſecrets of providence! For: 
my part, gentle lady, I believe you: 
immaculate : but pray, for heaven's: 
ſake, let r me know the cauſe of this. 

dreadful; 
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dreadful apparatus, and by what ad- 
venture it has been provoked,” | 

Dorothea, having wiped away the 
peariy y tears that were trickling down 

er handſome cheeks, began her ſtory. 
« Alas! courteous knight, love has 
been the cauſe of all my misfortunes. 
You, perhaps, may know, or at leaſt 
have heard of, La Trimouille. 
% Know him, fair lady,” replied Du- 
nois, „why he is my moſt intimate 
friend; we are hand and glove. I 

will fay this for him, that few heroes 
have ſo noble a ſoul. The French 
king has not a more faithful officer, 
nor the Engliſh a foe more dreaded. 
And there breathes not a knight more 
deſcrving of a fair lady's eſteem.” _ 
What you ſay is true, Sir, 

quoth Dorothea in raptures. He is 
the very man. It is now about a 
year ſince he has departed from Mi- 
lan. It was in this city I had the 
happineſs of being adored. by him. 
He ſwore he loved me, and I believed: 
him. Nay, my fond heart is now 

convinced 
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convinced, that whereſoever he be, I 
reign in his; for I love him too well 
not to be loved in return.” 
J vouch for him,” ſaid Dunois ; 

te doubt not of his heart a moment. 
Beſides, Madam, your ſuperior beau- 
ty is enough to inſure your quiet on 
that head. I know La Trimouille 
well, Like me, he is conſtant as any 
monarch in his amours.” = 

Dorothea eagerly replied, © Sweet 
Sir, I believe you. O! the happy 
day when firſt I ſaw him! He ap- 
peared to my raviſhed eyes the moſt 
amiable, and moſt virtuous. of young 
knights. My heart ſoon acknowledg- 
ed his right of ſovereignty. . : 

« He was the ſecret object of my 
adoration, before I could tell why, or 
wherefore, or knew whether I loved 
him or not. It was — O Sir! 
O golden hour! it was at the areh- 
biſhop's I ſaw him firſt ; where, as he 
ſat near me at table — O delicious re- 
membrance ! — he — Sir — he 

indeed he made love to me, and in 
ſuch 
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ſach a warm manner, that my eyes 
were dazzled, my ears tingled, my 
blood was all on fire. In ſhort, Sir, 
I can't tell you how I was. 

« Alas! I then little knew how 
dangerous a thing love is; but I was 
ſo pleaſed that I could not eat a bit. 
The next day he paid me a viſit, but 
did not ſtay long. He was ſcarce 
gone away, when my heart called him. 
back; and he not returning, followed 
him. 
The next day he viſited me again, 

and our tete-a-tete was ſomewhat: 
longer, but as decent as the former 
had been. The next day he received: 
the reward of his polite behaviour ;; 
two ſmacking kiſſes from my lips, 
that quivered with joy as they felt the 
balmy preſſure of His. | 
The next day he grew a little 
bolder — but promiſed me marriage.. 
The next day —he began to puſh 
matters! but he the next day 
O Sir — the next day — he got me 
with child. 
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« Ah me! what have I faid! I 

have related every article of my miſ- 
fortune and my ſhame, without know- 
ing, O worthy knight, who it is I 
have the honour of making my con- 
fident. r 
The courteous knight, in obedience 

to the lady, without making any pa- 
rade of his birth or exploits, FRO 
replied, © My name is Dunois, ' 
Nor indeed was it neceſſary for bir 
to ſay any more; his heroic name be- 
ing ſo univerſally known — O! in- 
dulgent heaven,” ſhe cries, © to have 
not only heard my prayers, but thro” 
thy ineffable goodneſs to ſend to my 
relief the valiant Dunois, whoſe ſword 
is always crowned with victory. A- 
miable warrior, favourite of Venus, 
and France's only hope! How it 
heightens the joy of my delivery that 
I owe my honour and life to you! 

Were I not under thoſe great obliga- 
tions, your name alone would be ſuf- 
ficient to obtain a confidence in you. 

Know 
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* Know then, valorous and gallant 
Dunois, that at the expiration of a 
few months my lover was ſummoned 
to the war — Deſtructive war! wick- 
ed England! I did all I could to de- 
tain him ; but his ſenſe of honour 
triumphed over that of love, His re- 
ſolution ro depart rendered me quite 
diſconſolate. You doubtleſs, Sir, are 
not a ſtranger to what enamoured 
hearts feel on ſuch trying occaſions. 
His unavoidable duty, as a man of 
honour, is the ſource from which all 
my misfortunes have flown. I felt it 
then, as the tears guſhed in abundance 
from my ſorrowing eyes. | 

*« As well as I could, I ſuppreſſed 
all the movements of my heart, know 
ing that all efforts to retard him would 
be in vain, and againſt his honour; 
which, rather than cauſe to be ſtained, 
I would prefer a thouſand deaths. 

« At parting, he preſented me with 
a bracelet made of his flaxen locks, 
and his portrait, with which often be- 
guiling the time of his abſence, I have 

imagined 
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imagined to ſee and converſe with 
him. But the moſt valuable article 
he left with me, 1s a faithful pledge of 
his conſtant love, and of his honour- 
able intentions to marry me; which is 
written in his own hand, and runs 
thus — < I ſwear by the powers of 
love, and by all the-happinefs my ra- 
viſhed ſoul has enjoyed, that I will 
return to this court as ſoon as my duty 
will permit, in order to eſpouſe my 
deareſt Dorothea. | 

« But alas, Sir, he is gone 
My dear La Trimouille, accompanied 
by his valour, is now in Orleans, and 
perhaps. this very hour defending its 
rampart, in queſt of glory. — Could 
the charming. youth but know how 
much J have ſuffered fince his depar- 
ture, and of what almoſt fatal conſe- 
quence his love has been to me 
But, avert it heaven! — let him con- 
tinue ignorant of all; leſt it ſhould 
trouble him in the diſcharge of his 
duty. 

us As 
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As ſoon as my beloved La Tri- 

mouille was departed from Milan, I 
withdrew from the prying inquiſitive- 

' neſs of this ſcandal-Joving city, in or- 
der to find: ſome obſcure-retreat in the. 
country, where I might nurſe my an- 
guiſh. - For my parents being de- 
ceaſed, I hoped that, ſequeſtered. 
from the world, and far from any ob- 
ſerver's eye, I might give a looſe to 
my grief. A 
I there concealed in a moſt ſecret: 

manner my tears, and the cauſe of 
them, my pregnancy. But alas! what 
proved my greateſt misfortune was, 
to be the archbiſhop's niece. Here 
ſhe was interrupted by a burft of ſighs, 
and turned up to heaven her eyes, all 
drowned in tears. —— After a ſhort 
pauſe, ſhe recovered, and continued. 
was in my aſylum, with the 
greateſt privacy, delivered of the dear 
fruit of my ſtolen embraces with La 
Trimouille. Comforting myſelf with 
the young ſon for the father's abſence, 
I impatiently expected his return. # 

* Hut 
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« But my evil genius would fo 

have it, that my uncle, the archbiſhop, 
took it into his head to pay me a 
viſit, and ſee what kind of life his 
niece could lead, ſequeſtered in the 
gloom of a foreſt. 

« Having come from his palace to 
my retreat, he ſoon felt the power of 
my beauty! Unhappy beauty! valu- 
able and dangerous preſent ! ſo near 
being fatal to me, what reaſons have 
I not to deteſt and exclaim againſt 
thee! His archiepiſcopal breaſt pro- 
ving no ſafeguard againſt the all- pe- 
netrating arrows of Cupid, he broke 
his paſſion to me —— Good heaven 
how great was my aſtoniſhment! 

* 1 remonſtrated to him the hei- 
nouſneſs of ſuch a deſign ; how it 
equally revolted againſt nature and the 
church; bidding him at the ſame 
time to conſider his facred prieſthood, 
the duty of his mitred rank, and, 
above all, how nearly we were related. 

*« I found, alas! my remonſtrances 
had but little weight with my uncle ; 

and 
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and that he entertained hopes of ſa- 
tisfying his criminal defires. He ima- 
gined that my inflexibility to him ſprang 
from my inexperience of the paſſion of 
love; and that therefore, in a little 
time, I ſhould fall an eaſy conqueſt, 
He quite harraſſed me with his trou- 
bleſome ſollicitations, and his offers of 
kindneſs ſo often rejected, which never- 
theleſs he ſtill urged. 

« But ah me! one unhappy day, 
that, quite abſorpt in ſadneſs, and, to 
alleviate it ſomewhat, I was reading 
La Trimouille's dear promiſe, which 
J had moiſtened with my tears, my 
uncle came behind, and ſnatched from 
me the paper, which contained We 
ſtory of my life. 
By reading the fatal ſcroll, he was 

let into my lecrets, my attachment, 
and that he had a rival. His jealous 
ſoul, rendered furious by this diſcovery, 
threw off all reſtraint from his aban- 
doned deſires. Always alert to ſur- 
prize me, and ever on the watch 

about 

5 
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about my concerns, he ſoon found out 
that I had a child. 

« Any being leſs vicious than my 
uncle, Aer, have deſiſted on this 
ſecond diſcovery. But it enflamed him 
the more; and having this advantage 
over me, he ſaid, with a ſneer of tri- 
umph, * So, modeſt niece, it is only 
* when your uncle folicits, that you 
© have fits of chaſtity. — Your fa- 
© vours are all reſerved for the young 
© rake-hell who has deflowered you. 

* Can you, after this flagrant proof 
againſt you, dare to refiſt my de- 
fires? Wretch, unworthy of the 
fondneſs I have for you, think be- 
times; conſent to make me happy 
this moment, or dread my venge- 
ance. 
* 1 trembling at his knees; 

implored heaven to protect me; ſhed 
a torrent of tears. But inſtead of be- 
ing touched, my uncle was inſtigated 
by brutal luſt, and prieſtly reſentment ; 
and i imagining that grief had added a 

new 
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new luſtre to my beauty, he threw 
me down, reſolved to raviſh me. 
II ſtruggled as much as 1 could, 
without being able to get from him; 
and was reduzed to the neceflity of 
calling for help. All his love was in- 
ſtantly turned to hatred. How ſhock- 
ing was it, heavenly power, to re- 
ceive ſuch treatment from an uncle, 
and an archbiſhop too! 
He beat my face black and blue; 

and as ſoon as people were come, in 
conſequence of my cries, the wicked 
prelate ſtrengthened his former by a 
ſtill greater crime; declaring to 2 
* Chriſtians, my niece is a reprobate, 

da a profane one. I from this moment 
abandon, and excommunicate her. 
She has been publickly diſhonoured 

© by a damned heretic, a wicked ſub- 
* orner. The child of their illicit 
© embraces is an adulterous brat. 

* May God, for his own honour 
and glory, confound both the mo- 

ther and child; and now that they 
both have my malediction, let 2 

in- 
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© inquiſition immediately ſeize on 
them as theirs.” 
His uncharitable menace did not 
terminate in mere words; for he was 
ſcarcely. returned to Milan, when he 
ſet the grand inquiſitor to work. Be- 
ing made priſoner, they dragged me 
to a ſhocking dungeon, where the 
bread of ſorrow was the only ſubſiſt- 
ence they allowed me. O ſubterra- 
neous ! O horrid den! fit only to re- 
ceive the dead; but the ſquallid tomb 
of whatever living perſons are hurried 
thither. 

«* At the end of three days, they 
brought me up to the light, or rather 
to ſee the place where I was to be 
ſhamefully executed, a prey to de- 
vouring flames. What a cruel end 
for one of my ſex, not twenty years 
old, and my infant ſon? There in 
this odious place ſhould I have ſuf- 
fered a cruel and infamous death, but 
for the interpoſition of your victorious 

| ce Man 



a pope in the vatican. 

juſt indignation againſt her barbarous 
uncle, he was impatient to ſhew his 
valour in Dorothea's defence, and pro- 

little ſurprized to find himſelf beſet by 
an hundred archers, which frightful 
band was advancing behind his back 
to ſeize him. Their leader, a varlet 
in a black gown, and ſquare cap, thus 

( 168 ) 

Many a gentleman of this coun- 
try would have undertaken my de- 
fence, but that the archbiſhop's threats 
palled their courage; eager to do evil, 
they are liſtleſs when any good work 
is propoſed to them. But after all, 
when religion interferes, what can be 
expected from a credulous Italian, 
ſcared at the thought of a prelate's 
malediction? But the gallant French, 
who deſpiſe all ſuperſtitious conde- 
ſcenſion, to pleaſe a lady would bully 

Dunois, rouzed by honour, and the 
lady's piteous ſtory ; filled alſo with 

miſed himſelf an eaſy victory. 
But looking round, he was not a 

| pro- 
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proclaimed, in a tone of lu 
ſolemnity, like that of the Miſerere: 

« Be it known to all __ chriſtians 
preſent, that by the order of our ho 
mother the church, by the — 
of my lord the archbiſhop, and for 
the honour of God, that we have 
condemned to the flames this auda- 
cious ſtranger, this profane knight, 
and infamous champion in Dorothea's 
cauſe; becauſe we look upon him as 
an infidel, a heretic, and a forcerer z 
wherefore he is to be immediately 
burnt on his aſs.” 
O barbarous prelate! O thou Bu- 

ſiris in a Caffock | this was a political 
ſtroke of thine. True prieſteraft 
Thou wert afraid of Dunois' valour, 
and therefore didſt enter into a plot 
with the holy, or rather homicide 
office, to ſentence to death whoever 
ſhould be generous enough to under- 
take poor Dorothea's defence; 2 
leſt thy unnatural luſt, and cruel 
8 ſhould be revealed to * 

I  _ . crowds, 
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crowds, abe thou impoſeſt on with 
a ſhew of ſanctity. 
The holy office's abominable in 

a ruffian band of murderers, having 
advanced two ſteps, in order to ſeize 
the brave Dunois, ſmitten with a ſud- 
den fear, they retreated three. They 

attempt again to advance, and make the 
ſign of the Croſs, but find their feet 
reluctant. 
The execrable Sacrogorgon, ſcared and 

trembling at their head, cries to them, 
We muſt conquer or periſh ; Come, 
my lads, in the name of God, let us 
ſeize this ſorcerer.— All the clergy of 
the city, prieſts, deacons, &c. arrive 
ſucceſſively, and going round the place 
of execution, copiouſly beſprinkle the 
aſſembly with holy water. They ex- 
orciſe, and ſay the prayers for caſting 
out devils. — To crown this religious 
farce, the biſhop laviſhed benedictions 
all around, while his boſom was torn 
with anxiety, dreading the event. 

Dunois was highly piqued on ſee- 
ing himſelf treated as the devil's en- 

voy ; 
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voy; whereupon, with his formidable 
right hand, he drew out his flaming 
ſword, and with his left diſplayed a 
pair of beads, the true teſt of Romiſh' 
Catholicity, and the ſacred pledge of 
his future ſalvation, . ach] 

Having muttered a ſhort prayer, he 
cries, Come, come, my aſs, this is 
the time to diſtinguiſh ourſelves in the 
cauſe of oppreſſed innocence.” The 
aſs readily obeys his call, and deſcends, 
Dunois mounts. upon him, and lays 
about in.a moſt furious manner among 
the profane crowd of miſtaken Ca- 
tholics that ſurrounded him, 

He runs the point of his ſword into 
the breaſt of one, flaſhes the arm of 
another, ſtabs a third in the rump; 
cuts off this fellow's noſe, and the jaw 
of his next neighbour. Some loſe their 
ears, ſome their ſhoulders ; many are 
ſent to the othe other world, ſaying 
their remus. * 

The aſs ſeconds his rider's courage, 
In the midſt of blood and ſlaughter, 
he brays, he jumps, he flies over 

| N their 
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| their heads. He kicks, he bites, and 

tramples under his feet the crowd 
of terrified miſcreants. Sacrogorgon, 

. Jowering his vizor, began to retreat, 
but fwearing all the time. Dunois 
aſſails the dog; points his ſword at 
his codpiece, and drives it through his 

| Anus. | 

| The monfter falls. The ſpectators 
| expreſs their joy with reiterated ſhouts. 

— © The Almighty be prailed ; the 
barbarous Sacrogorgon is flam.” As 
the execrable villain lay ſtruggling in 
the agonies of death, thus Dunois 
ſpoke to him : . | 
© « Abominable wretch l the jaws of 
hell gape to ſnatch at thy treacherous 

| ſoul. As thou dreadeft the devil, con- 
| feſs that yon archbiſhop is a mitred 
| villain, the intentional raviſher of his 

| niece, and a wilfully perjured knave. 
Confeſs, at the fame time, the inno- 

| cence of injured Dorothea, whofe fi- 
| delity to the youth ſhe loves is in- 
| violable, Confeſs alſo that thou art a 
| | — meddling 
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meddling - blockhead, and a-ſconndrel 
for thy. pains.” GIFT 07 | | 

I am all you ſay, Sir, and more. 
-— That I am a meddling blockhead 
is but too true; your ſword has proved 
it. "—Attempting to ſay more, Sacro- 
gorgon's vile ſoul relinquiſhed his viler 
carcaſe,” and fled poſt to hell. 
As the fell - ſpirit of the inquiſi- 

tions bravo ſped. to the infernal re- 
gions, there advanced towards the 
place a ſquire, bearing a head piece 
with a golden lance. He was pre- 
ected-_by two poſtillions in a yellow 
livery which was a ſure fign of ſome 
great knight's ap 

Dorothea, Een tranſ ported with 
love and amazement at the ſight, cries, 
« Kind heaven, can it be! Is it then 
the dear object of my love! This 
indulgence to my prayers overpays all 
my ſufferings. I abſolve my ſtars !” —- 
The people -of Milan, who are natu- 
rally curious, turned all to ſee what: 
knight was coming. 

Ex: nn 
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But ſay, my readers, are you not 

aſhamed to reſemble ſo much this 
volatile people, and to trouble your- 
ſelves about this ſtrange revolution that 
happened in Milan, regardleſs of the 
main object of my work? 
Very like, by this time, you have 
804 forgot the ramparts of Orle- 
ans, the king of France, the cruel be- 
ſiegers, and the illuſtrious Amazon 
Joan D'Arc, the great avengereſs of 
the French nation and their king; 
who, without petticoat, doublet, or 
cap, was obliged to run in the fields 
like a centaur. — Having all her reli- 
ance on ſuccour from heaven, and 
none upon her own valour, ſhe im- 
plored St. Denis's aſſiſtance, who was 
at that time forming a cabal in Para- 
diſe for the French intereſt, which 
was ſtrenuouſly oppoſed by St George 

of England. 
- TI hope, courteous. Wenden you 
have not forgot the beautiful Agnes, 
and her charms. Every man of the 
5 world muſt certainly like her. 

Nor 
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Nor do I think there is any wight fo 
auſtere and ſulky but would feel fond 
emotions in Agnes's. company, How 
is that mortal to be pleaſed who ſhould 
diſlike Sorel ? 

Such miraculous adventures as that 
of Dorothea's being ſentenced to be 
burnt, and her eſcaping ſo horrid a 
death by the intervention of provi- 

| dence, which it ſeems had never loſt 
ſight of her, ſeldom happen. 

But that the object of your heart's 
affection, and for whoſe poſſeſſion you 
ſo often ſigh, ſhould be found in the 
arms of a brawny churchman, or be 
enamoured of a handſome page, are ac- 
cidents that happen frequently enough 
— without the aſſiſtance of miracles. 

For my part, I love thoſe adven- 
tures that draw neareſt to human na- 
ture. Being a man, I glory in not 
being above the weakneſſes of huma- 
-nity. I have had miſtreſſes in my 
time, and am not even now diſpleaſed 
to have a heart capable of feeling. 

11 The 
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The TENTH BOOK. 

Asgne 22 Sorel is followed 6 Ll the chophais 
of John Chandos. regrets ber 

HAT, muſt I _—_ to 
every book with a preface ? 

| 1 am ? Grad of moraliaing. A 
imple fact plainly told, con- 

taining nothing but the truth, and 
that ſuccinctly expoſed, without any 
frivolous flouriſhing, free from all 
manner of quazatbek and affe ctation, 
muſt unwrinkle the brow of cenſure. 

Therefore, be this thy method, 
Voltaire, to keep thy matter full in 
view. This is the advice of thy fin- 
cereſt friend. The picture, faithful 

to nature, needs no adventitious orna- 

ment. 
As 
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As ſoon as King Charles had en- 

| tered Orleans, he began to Encourage 

his friends, and gladden their hearts 
with hopes of ſucceſs ; boaſting to 
them, that the deſtiny of France was 
to prevail over the Engliſh, . He ſpoke 
of nothing but of proceeding. to in- 

ſtant action. On his countenance he 
diſplayed a warlike joy, while in his 
heart he ſighed for the abſence of his 
miſtreſs, blaming himſelf that he had 
left her, and that he had been able to 
ſeparate himſelf a moment from her. 
It was certainly an effort of ſuperior 
virtue, as it was quitting his better 
half. 

As ſoon as retired from his crowd of 
coun (and that the emotions cauſed 
by the demon of glory, were all ſub- 
ſided, in order to give toom to thoſe 
inſpired by the ſuperior demon of 
love, whoſe inſinuating influence, and 
art ul arguments, always carry their 
poin) 

The diſtracted king liſtened to heavy 
Louvet, who made a very long ha- 

* rangue 
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rangue to him, and then withdrew 
into his chamber: there, with a trem- 
bling hand, he wrote down the dic- 
tates of a ſorrowful heart. The letter 
he wrote was of ſo affecting a nature, 
that, as he wrote, he could not re- 
frain from moiſtening i it "aw his m—— 
E.... 
Alas! faithful Denman was not 
there to wipe them off as they trickled 
down his cheeks. A ruſtic clumſy 
courtier was Apen with this 
tender billet-doux. But ' how great 
was the king's anguiſh; on ſeeing him 
return with it in about an hour after 
* Alas!” ſays the king, why art 
thou returned? Where is my billet- 
doux?” | 
- The other n ſhaking is 
head, and ſobbing, All is loſt, my 
liege— The wicked Engliſh — Ah! 
my prince —all is now a ſcene of 
confuſion — The enemy has carried 
off — muſt I ſpeak „ and 
our maiden Joan.” 1 
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This news being indiſereetly ut- 

tered, and without any previous pre- 
paration, the king fell into the arms 
of his attendants. By recovering his 
ſenſes, he recovered nothing but the 
faculty of being tortured by his un- 
happy ſituation. Whoever could hear 
ſuch news unmoved, muſt be a ſtran- 
ger to the force of love. | 
But his then majeſty of France was 
the pink of true lovers. Sa diſtreſſing 
an event filled his boſom with grief 

and rage. The officious courtiers ſtrove 
in vain to divert his anguiſn. Poor 
king! he was very near running mad 
upon it; and his father, it is well 
known, run mad for a leſs cauſe. + 

He broke out into this violent la- 
mentation.—“ Ah cruel Engliſh! had 
ye been ſatisfied io take forcibly from 
me Joan D'Arc, my knights, my 
clergy, my ſpiritual director, nay, the 
{mall tract of the Gallic empire, which 
my adverſe ſtars have as yet ſuffered 
to remain to me; I could have borne 
thoſe loſſes well — very well, = - 

« But 
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* But O!] ye barbarians, ye now 
have robbed me of what my heart a- 
dores! O love! O Agnes! Ah me, 
unfortunate monarch. But why ſtay 
1 here! Why thus meanly protract 
life, blubbering, ſnivelling, and tear- 
ing my hair ? —No, no, it is reſolved: 
Iwill not ſurvive the loſs of my dear 
Agnes; I have now for ever loſt her. 
„ Loft her, have I ſaid! — Ves; 
and perhaps even now, while I here 
pour out idle lamentations, ſome brutal 
Engliſhman bends her charms to his 
defires ; charms fit only to be enjoyed 
by Frenchmen ! Another's mouth now 
plucks kiſſes by the roots from her 
coral and juicy lips! —Another's hand 
now moulds her ſnowy breaſts, and 
ſtrays over the velvet. ſurface of her 
alabaſter body! — And perhaps now 
another's —— O ſtop! —— that way 
diſtraction lies! | 1 
] am now plunged chin-deep- in 

wretchedneſs ! who knows, if in this 
dreadful moment ſhe may not prove, 
from the delicacy of her temperament, 

| aſſenting 
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aſſenting to their concupiſcence, and 

return tranſport for tranſport, forget- 
ful of me, her faithful lover, It fo 
— Charles, thou royal fool, beat at 
thy head, that let thy folly in, and thy 
dear judgment 8 
The afflicted monarch, unable olive 

in ſo racking an uncertainty, conſults 
with all ſorts of doors, be they ne- 
cromancers, fortune-tellers, Sorboniſts, 
Jews, Dominicans, —he conſults with 
every perfon who can read; nay ſpel}, 
and put together. 
Gentlemen (quoth the king) my 

requeſt is, that ye inform me if Agnes 
Sorel continue faithful in her plighted 
troth to me; and if her tender heart 
pour out fighs' and withes for me 

alone. On your peril, gentlemen, do 
not deceive me in any atticle ; tell 
nearly all you know or can diſcover 
relative to her.” HINT 
Being well paid for their trouble, 

they ſet immediately about conſulting 
in Greek, Hebrew, Syriac, - Latin. 
One examines the lines in his majeſty's 

hand; 
- 
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hand ; another draws a ſquare figure; 
a third obſerves Venus and Mercury ; 

a fourth mutters over his pſalter, and 
concludes with an amen. A fifth con- 
templates the bottom of a glaſs. A 
ſixth draws circles on the ground. 
They are all cock-ſure of their art; 
and not one of them ſuſpects that the 
devil has any hand in it. 
They appeared ſo intenſely laborious 
before his majeſty, that their faces 
were dewed with ſweat ; then return- 
ing thanks to heaven, they all (ne- 
mine contradicente aſſure the king, 
that he may ſleep in quiet. For they 
declare, that he is the only ſelect a- 
mong the heroes to whom the powers 
above have, by a ſpecial favour, granted 

a faithful miſtreſs. They all vouched 
for the virtue of Agnes, and that ſhe 
was deaf to every ſollicitation. 
Much they knew of the matter, 

good gentlemen, with their doQtoral 
caps! Agnes was not averſe to the 
voice of love..-— Agnes was already 
defiled. Who then, for the future, 

can 
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can have any reliance on thoſe learned 
ſeers ; thoſe revealers of things un- 
known to them? reverend impoſtors! 
The barbarous and inexorable chap- 

lain, profiting of the critical minute, 
in ſpite of all the ſhrieks and lamenta- 
tions of Agnes, revelled in her arms; 
and overwhelming her with his viril 
energy, forced from her but imperfect 
happ ineſs. 
How diſagreeable is pleaſure! how 

falſe. the enjoyment, which, devoid of 
allurement, deſerves no better name 
than mere brutal violence]! Inglorious 
raptures, which love ſcorns to take 
eogniſance of. 
What man of delicate feeling would 
chuſe to hold forcibly in, his arms a 
fair one, who turns from him her 
mouth fraught with averſion; or who 
drowns with tears the bed the i is com- 
pelled to lie in. 
All men of true gallantry have no- 
bler views. They deſire a reactive 
kiſs to every one of theirs; and that 
they ſhould be pleaſingly incited to 

run 
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run each poſt ; for the greateſt part of 
their pleaſure is to be the cauſe of it 
in others. 

The chaplain, devoid of all fuch 
ſcrupulous delicacies, drives on care- 
leſs whether the nymph partakes of 
his raptures or not. But the amiable 
page, whoſe reſpectful love, had run 
about the village, in order to procure 
every thing neceſſary for the regaling 
of his lovely nymph, on whom all 
his hopes of happineſs depended, re- 
turns; but alas! returns too late. 
With aſtoniſhed eyes he beholds his 

eccleſiaſtic rival, ſtretched upon, and 
driving unmercifully at helpleſs inno- 
TENCE. 

+ Monroe, ; enraged by the fight, 
1 up a ſword, and runs at the 
monſter. The chaplain is obliged to 
diſmount, and interrupt his luſtful ca- 
reer, in order to, ſave his life. He 
jumps from the bed, whips up a ſtick, 
attacks the page, and ſeizes him by 

roms make a ſtout battle. 
Mon- 
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Monroſe, animated by love and cou- 
rage; the chaplain by rage and luſt. | 

Thus farmers, happy in the inno- 
cence of their retired way of life, 
often ſee a hungry wolf make from 
the neighbouring wood, and ſeize upon 
a trembling ſheep, whoſe ſkin he tears, 
and drinks her blood. But as ſoon as 
the fell brute deſcries approaching the 

centinel dog, from his foamy mouth, 
reeking with blood he lets drop the 
palpitating prey, and runs at the dog, 
to chaſtiſe his inſolence. 
The dog plies him with his teeth ; 

but the wounded wolf, kindled with 
rage, means to ſtrangle his tough ad- 
verſary; while the poor ſheep, that 
lies not far off bleeding on the ground, 
offers up her earneſt wiſhes for the 
dog's ſucceſs. 

hus the brawny chaplain, with 
eyes ferocious and finewy arm, en- 
countered the amiable page; while 
Agnes, half dead with fear, lay ſquat 
in bed, the Lovely: Object of d d 
teſt, 

The 
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The hoſt and hoſteſs, and all the 
family, men, women, boys and girls, 
run to the noiſe. They get between 
the combatants, and thruſt the ſcan- 
dalous chaplain out of the room, every 
one declaring in behalf of the page; 
ſuch is the advantage: of youth and 
gracefulnels. 

The handſome Monroſe is left alone 
to comfort the diſconſolate beauty. 
And his rival, not at all abaſhed by 
ſo ſhameful an adventure, marched off 
to ſing high maſs. 
Agnes, covered with ſhame, was 

| in almoſt a deſpairing mood, that ſhe 
ſhould. have been ſo far defiled by a 
chaplain ; and what was ſtill worſe, 
that-ſhe ſhould have been ſeen. by the 
handſome page in ſo ſcandalous a 1 
jection. She wept bitterly, nor dared 
to turn her eyes towards him. She 
wiſhed: that ſome ſudden death would 
put an end to her life and her ſhame. 
And, the mortifying ſituation ſhe was 
then in, ſhe had * but to iy, 
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% Ah! ſweet youth, be ſo kind as to 
kill me.“ 
LVou die? my angel !” (replies 
Monroſe, with an impaſſioned tone of 
voice) * Shall the luſt of a caitiff 
prieſt deprive me of my fair one? 
Believe me, my dear, had you even 

conſented, life through patience were 
ſtill to be endured. It is neither for 
you nor me to repent for what has 
happened. You erroneouſly yield 
your heart up a prey to idle remorſe. 
Why ſhould you puniſh . wen 
the ſin of another? 

Though this diſcourfe of the page 
was not very eloquent, his eyes Were; 
through which he inſinuated ſo gentle 
a paſſion into the heart of Agnes, as 
to reconcile: her to life. 

| Notwithſtanding all their anxiety 
and grief, they waxed hungry, it be- 
ing dinner- time. For ſuch is the ſtate 
of mortality, that the wretched, as 
well as the happy, feel the twitching 8 
of their appetite. Many folks very 
often make a hearty meal, while they 
. | are 
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are exclaiming againſt their hard for- 
tune. | 
And this is the reaſon why thoſe 

divine poets, the ſage Virgil, and prat- 
tling Homer, whom college pedants 
implicitly admire, never fall to ſpeak 
of eating; even in-the midft of combats, 

The fair Agnes, juft near her bed, 
far down to dinner in 'a tete-a-tete 
with the very courtebus Monroſe, 
They both being equalty abaſhed, at 

firſt, fixed their eyes for a time on 
their plates; but grewring bolder by 
degrees, they raiſed them up, and 
dared to look on each other. They 
ſtammered out a few mutual eothjit 
ments, and proceeded to careſſes. 
My readers know very well, that in 
the flower of youth, where the con- 
ſtitution is vigorous, that the reſtora- 
tive Juices extracted from a good din- 
ner, diffuſe through all the veins the 
ſeeds of fudden paſſtons; Love eres 
his ſtandard. —— One feels a genial 
and pleafing fire dart through every 
part. We all know that on ſuch 

OCCa- 



(189) 
occaſions, fleſh is frail, and the devil 
always ready to tempt us, 
| Handſome Monroſe, not able to 
conceal a paſſion which blazed thro' 
his eyes, tho ſo tickliſh a fituation, 
throws himſelf in a ſuppliant poſ- - 
ture at the feet of his dejected fair 
one. O beloved object! adorable 
miſtreſs! to think of death ſuits me 
more than you. Have pity on a ſub- 

_ miſſive and a tender heart. Say, will 
you not permit my ſincere love to ob- 
tain that favour, which a barbarian 
has preſumed to ſnatch by force from 
you ? Think, if his audacious crime 
has made him happy, what you-owe 
to the more. reſpectful paſſion, which 
now ſpeaks through me? O liften to 
the voice of love! 
This argument had its weight: The 

fi one began to feel the ftrength of 
it, She ed, however, to hold 
out for a whole hour: and an hear is 
a time to poſtpone inefs, in 
oh to cs — 264 plea- 
fure, Be that as it may, a little reſiſt- 
50411 ance 
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ance is of infinitely more ſervice in 
love, than a too forward complaiſance, 

Monroſe at length, the too happy 
Monroſe, was made maſter. of all he 
had wiſhed ſo long for. He was in 
the full enjoyment of the higheſt 
bliſs. The power and ambition of the 
Engliſh monarch extended no farther 
: to the ſubduing other kings. 
England's Henry could boaſt no more 
than his having conquered France. 
Far ſuperior to his was Monroſe's for- 
tune. 
But how fleeting are all the joys 

and happineſs of this world! Mon- 
roſe had but taken a firſt draught from 
Cupid's cup, when a party of Engliſh 
arrives, ſent by the chaplain's reſentful 
contrivance. They ruſh into the houſe, 
run up ſtairs, break open doors, and 
find the intoxicated couple claiped? in 
the folds of love. 

Agnes and Monroſe are both made 
priſoners, to be carried before Chan- 
dos. Were I to ſell myſelf to the 
Des of darkneſs, I do not think I 

ſhould, 
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ſhould, even with his aſſiſtance, be 
able to deſcribe the trouble, confuſion, 
anxiety, deſpair, deſolation, with the 
many crowding horrors, and frightful 
condition, in which were Agnes and 
her lover. They bluſhed for what 
they had done; for having made each 
other happy : and were at their wits 
ends to know what they ſhould ſay for 
themſelves to haughty Chandos, 
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bat happened to the beauti iful Agnes in 
a convent of nus. 1 

EI ſo fell out, that in the duſk 
I of the evening a corps of 

Engliſh met twenty knights 
EE — to the F — kin g. 
who uſed to patrole in that quarter 
every night, in order to get ſome in- 
— of handſome Agnes, and of 
valiant Joan, | 
When two mſtiffs, two cocks, or 

two lovers, come full tilt againſt each 
other. When a Janſeniſt zealot for 
grace efficacious meets an antagoniſt 
in one of Ignatius's tribe. When a 
diſciple of Luther or Calvin comes 
athwart a Tramontane eccleſiaſtic, 

there 
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there immediately enſues a warfare of 
foul mouths, pens, or lances. 

In as rapid a manner the gend'arms 
of France, from the firſt moment 
they diſcovered the Britons, ran at 
them. The Engliſh (as is their na- 
tion's cuſtom) make a vigorous reſiſt- 
ance, Tremendous blows are given 
and returned on both ſides. 

In the midſt of this violent con- 
flict, fair Agnes's palfrey, that was 
young, active, and mettleſome, like 
herſelf, pranced and capered about, 
reared, plunged, and kicked, till quite 
ſcared by the din of claſhing arms, he 
ran away with his beautiful rider. 

Agnes, more affrighted than her 
courſer, ſtrives in vain, with a trem- 
bling hand, to check or guide him in 
the wild impetuoſity of his ſpeed. 
Therefore, being too weak to hold the 
bridle as he pulled, ſhe let it go, and 
on her horſe her deſtiny depended. 

In the heat of the ſkirmiſh, hand- 
ſome Monroſe, from whoſe thoughts 
Agnes was never a moment abſent, 

K could 
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could not deviſe what was become of 
her, or whither ſhe was gone. Her 
almoſt flying ſteed equals the wind 
in ſwiftneſs, and having ran fix miles 
full ſtretch, ſtopt in a tranquil val- 
ley, juſt over againſt the gate of a 

Convent. 

Near the ſaid monaſtery was a plea- 
ſant wood, and, contiguous to the 
wood, a pellucid ſerpentine river wind- 
ed its pleaſing courſe among an agree- 
able yariety of flower banks, whoſe 
diverſified beauties were reflected in Its 
oliſhed mirror. 
A little farther on, the eye is chear- 

ed by the proſpect of a green hill, 
whoſe ſides are enriched, and whoſe 
ſummit is crowned every harveſt, with 
the delicious invention of Noah; who, 

| when tired of failing in the large hutch 
he had been obliged to take his aſylum 
in, came forth in order to ſet propa- 
gation a-going, and repair the great 
loſs of the human ſpecies: he then 
inſtituted the vine, vineyard, and good 
fellowſhip, of 

he 
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The country all around was beauti- 

fied with gifts of Flora and Pomona. 
The gentle breath of Zephyrus fanned 
their exhaling ſweets. The raviſhed 
eye ſkips from pleaſing to more plea- 
ſing objects. The Paradiſe of our firſt 
parents had not a more delightful val- 
ley; nor in any other part of the world 
does nature preſent ſo blooming and 
luxuriant a countenance. - _ 

The air one breathes in this retire- 
ment lulls a fluctuating heart to 
becalms the diſquietudes of grief, and 
makes buſy mortals become enamoured 
of ſolitude. 

Agnes, repoſing herſelf on the bank 
of the ſilver ſtream, fixed her bright 
eyes on the convent, and all the tu- 
mult of her heart ſubſided. 
You are to know, courteous reader, 

that this was a convent of nuns. 0 
delieious retreat! (cries Agnes) happy 
ſpot! on which heaven has poured 
its favours. — You are the virtuous, 
abode of innocence and peace 
Ah me! how different is my lot! — 

K 2 Per- 
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[ Perhaps, through the infinite indul- 

gence of heaven, have I been purpoſe- 
ly conducted hither, to repent and 
weep for the paſt follies of my life. 
Here pious veſtals, the chaſte 

ſpouſes of the Deity they adore, with 
the pure odours of their virtue, em- 
balm this religious retirement. But 
finful I have hitherto devoted mv life 
to the indulgence of our ſex's frailty, 
and the looſe enjoyment of illicit plea - 
ſures.” 
While Agnes was making this ſoli- 
loquy, in an energie manner, and 
chancing to deſcry over the portal of 
the convent a croſs, ſhe inſtantly drops 
on her knees to adore this ſacred memo- 

rial of mankind's falvation. Feeling 
herſelf actuated by a ſudden compunc- 
tion, ſhe reſolved to go and diſem- 
bogue her foul conſcience into the ears 
of a confeſſor. Quick is the tranſi- 
tion from love to devotion; they both 
derive their origin from the ſame cauſe, 
human weakneſs! 

The 
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The venerable abbeſs of this mo- 

naſtery had been gone away two days 
to Blois, in order to ſupport ſome pri- 
viledges of her convent, then and there 
attacked.. She had deputed fiſter Be- 
fogne to act in her abſence, and inveſt- 
ed her with the ſuperintendance of 
every article till her return. 

Siſter Beſogne ran to the parlour t to 
receive Agnes, who had applied for 
admiſſion. With a benign and in- 
viting air, ſne ſays, Come in, fair 
traveller; we ſhall look upon this as a 
particular favour of the patron of our 
convent to have ſent, to humble her- 
ſelf at the foot of our altar, ſuch a 
paragon of beauty, that muſt have 
proved dangerous to all male beholders. 
But perhaps, fair excellence, you 

are ſome angel, or ſome ſaint, who 
have kindly quitted your celeſtial a- 
bode, in order, by a ſpecial favour, to 
comfort here below the virgins de- 
voted to heaven that reſide in our 

convent.” | | | 
K 3 « Ah! 
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« Ah! kind ſiſter, you do me too 

much honour in thinking fo ſavour- 
ably of me; for I, alas! am a very 
daughter of fleſh, and of this wicked 
world. The beſt part of my life has 
been ſpotted over with a multitude 
of fins. If ever I ſhould chance to 
3 Paradiſe, I muſt rank in 

agdalen's re: inue. | 
* I do not know by what caprice 

of deſtiny, what order from above, 
what influence of my guardian angel, 
and particularly, by what ſudden im- 
pulſe of my horſe, 1 have been brought 
to this holy place. | 
But this I know, that my ſoul is 
now actuated with a molt violent re- 
morſe for paſt offences. My heart is 
not as yet hardened in wickedneſs. — 
I love virtue, though I have been long 
diſuſed from the practice of it. With 
joy I now find a returning ſenſe of 
it; and feel, by the dictates of hea- 
venly grace, that in order to work my 
ſalvation, I muſt lie in this convent 
to-night,” 

Siſter 
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Siſter Beſogne encouraged the fair 

penitent with that prudent mildneſs 
due to ſinners. As fhe conducted 
Agnes to her own. cell, ſhe praiſed her 
beauty, lamenting at the fame time 
the ſinful proſtitution of it. — Siſter 
Beſogne's cell was very neat and light- 
ſome, full of flower-pots, and ele- 
cantly decorated. It contained a large 
bed, that by its ſwelling plumpneſs 
ſcemed to ſollicit prefſure. One would 
have imagined that Cupid' s hand had 
arranged every thing in this delicate 
little odge. 
Agnes muitered to herſelf a prayer 

of thankſgiving to providence, for be- 
ing brought thither; and ſays, with 
a rapturous ſigh, to ſiſter Beſogne, 
There is more pleaſure i in repenting 
than ſinging.” 
After ſupper (what follows is too 

material a point to omit in my nar- 
rative) ſiſter Beſogne thus kindly ad- 

dreſſed the fair ſtranger : "20": 10 
now, dark night; and you. doubtleſs 
know, ſweet lady, that this 1s the time 

K 4 the 
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{ the evil ſpirit royes about to tempt the 
holy ; and that he now ſceks whom 

it he may devour. 
| Let you and I then, for our mu- 

tual preſervation, lie together; that 
in caſe the devil ſhould attempt any 
thing againſt either, or both : he may 
find us united in pious works to be 
too ſtrong for him. 

Agnes agreed readily to the propo- 
ſal; and, undreſſing herſelf, thinks ſhe 
is going to lie between the ſheets of 
virtue; wherein having ſtretched her 
limbs, ſhe thinks herſelf already ab- 
ſolved, and demi-ſainted. — But alas! 
poor girl, ſhe knew not what her ad- 
'verſe deſtiny had reſerved for her. 
Modeſt reader, how can I tell you 
without a bluſh in my face, and ex- 
citing one in yours, who this ſiſter 
Beſogne was! A faithful hiſtorian 
muſt omit nothing. Be it then pro- 
_ claimed to the world, that ſiſter ge- 
ſogne was a briſk young fellow, en- 
dowed with the ſtrength of Hercules, 

add beauty of Adonis. Lillies and roſes 
rivalled 
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rivalled each other in his complexion z. 
freſh as the morning dew | — He was 
but juſt turned of his twentieth year. 

The mother abbeſs, like a ſenſible 
woman, had lately made conventual 
proviſion of this youth for. herſelf, 
and all the fiſters that ſhould have the 
green ſickneſs, He lived in the con- 
vent in the ſame harmleſs manner 
that Achilles, diſguiſed in female at- 
tire, lived in the court of Licomedes;. 
where he was favoured. by the parti- 
cular fondneſs of Deidamia, and where 
he dealt occaſional civilities to the 
other ladies. | 

The new penitent, Agnes, had not 
been long lain down, when. on the 
ſudden ſhe diſcovered a prodigious 
change in ſiſter Beſogne, by which 
however ſhe was no loſer. It would 
have proved in vain, had ſhe cried 
out, lamented, or ſtrove to awake the 
convent. Such imprudent conduct 
would only have cauſed a general 

- ſcandal among the fiſters, and about 
what moſt of them had already taſted: 
of. 

K 5 All 
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All that Agnes could do, for de- 
-cency's ſake, was to reſign herſelf to 
the decrees of fate, hold her tongue, 
ſigh, and ſuffer with patience. Be- 
ſides, in ſuch alerts, not a moment 1s 
allowed for reflexion. 

As ſoon as ſiſter Beſogne had finiſh- 
ed a firſt career (the ſtrongeſt grow 
weary at laſt) and abated ſomewhat of 
the firſt violence of the attack; poor 
Agnes, with a contrite heart, made 
this reflexion to herſelf. 
Jam now convinced how fooliſh 

that fine project of mine has been, to 
become one day an honeſt woman. 

I ſee all female efforts to live chaſte 
are in vain, unleſs heaven will be of 
the party.“ 

The 
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„„ | ator a ef el l. 
The TWELFTH BOOK. 

The Engliſh raviſh the nuns. A bloody 
battle enſues between an D'Arc 
and ſome of; the Engliſh. 

EAD ER, I will inform you, 
A R % without any ſtudied circum- 

#24 locution, that the happy pair, 
| the ſuppoſed nun, and the 

ſuppoſed penitent, having wantoned: 
all the night in love's: fierceſt raptures, 
the cloaths fallen off, lay near each 
other in the morning, their beauteous 
limbs ſtretched in the balmy embraces 
of ſleep, that they might recover from 
their amorous intoxication. 

But on the ſudden an horrid noiſe: 
diſturbs their repcſe ; and their awak- 
ing eyes are ſcared on every ſide with 
the horrid glare of war's dire flambeau 
waved high in the air by ghaſtly death. 

The ground all around the convent 
was drenched with blood. Seven ſqua- 

| drons 
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drons of ferocious Engliſh had defeat- 
ed the ſame number of French. The 
latter ran for ſafety over the plain; 
the former purſued, knocking down, 
killing, and crying to them, quite out 
of breath, Die, recreants, this mo- 
ment, or return Agnes to us. But 
alas! not one of the flying French 
could give the Engliſh any intelli- 
gence of the fair maid, not knowing 
where ſhe was. 

Upon hearing their enquiry, old 
Colin, a ſhepherd of that neighbour- 
hood, ſpoke to them. © Gentlemen 
of England, as I yeſterday tended my 
flocks 1 I ſaw the very pa- 

| ragon e of Beauty retire to yonder con- 
vent. 
Thanks to you, father, replied 
the Engliſh warriors to the ſnepherd; 
and turning to each other, ſwore, 
By .G—4 it is Agnes ; let us ſtrait 
to the convent.” 
The word was ſcarcely uttered, 

when the impious Engliſh ſet about 
ſcaling the ſanctified walls. Deſolation 
is now in the holy place. Ravenons 
| wolves, 
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wolves, howling deſtruction, are in the 
midſt of innocent and bleating lambs. 
They ſcour through the galleries, 

break open the doors of every cell, 
ſearch the chapel, peep under the very 
altar, and dive down into the cellar, 
that no aſylum might be left for mo- 
deſty, whoſe deſtruction was vowed 
by thoſe declared enemies to the hand- 
maids of piety and heaven. The au- 
dacious libertines attack all they meet 
without any remorſe of conſcience, 
or ſcruple whatever. 

Ah poor ſiſter Agnes! ſiſter Mo- 
nica'! ſiſter Urſula! and ſiſter Clare ! 
whither doyou haſte, raiſing your hands 
to heaven, your chaſte boſoms a prey 
to grief, while ſomething worſe than 
death vibrates before your eyes. Alas! 
poor ſighing doves, whither can you 
fly for ſafety from thoſe libidinous 
vulturs ? 

In vain do your trembling hands 
take hold of the altar for protection. 
From all others but the profane Engliſh 
this refpectable aſylum might be a 
ſafeguard for your chaſtity. It is in 

vain 



( 206 ) 

vain that, in this imminent danger, 
you call aloud on your heavenly ſpouſe 
for his aſſiſtance. 

It is the pride of your ſacrilegious 
raviſhers to defile you on the altar be- 
fore his eyes. The greatneſs of the 
fin is a whet to their carnal. appetite. 
Ah me! poor ravaged flock of inno- 
cents !. you are brutally forced to tranſ- 
greſs the vows. of chaſtity you had 
made to your ſweet Saviour. 

I know very well that there are 
many looſe- minded readers, wags by 
profeſſion, who, devoid of modeſty, 
and declared enemies to nuns, would, 
in their frivolous mirth, treat the ra- 
viſhing of them as a mere jeſt. 

Peace to all = loin whe ! my dear 
ſiſters, I ſhudder when I think on 
your. cruel ſituation. Can any thing 
be more horrible, for young and ten- 

A der hearts,. harmleſs and timid virgins, 
than to be neceſſitated to ſtruggle in 
the embraces of homicides by trade; 

. to receive the offenſive kiſſes of mon- 
ſters recking with human blood? 

| Their 

* 
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Their eyes fiercely blazing with luſt, 
and blaſphemies vollying from their 
mouths, their pleaſure is rather horror. 
They make love with ſo much fe- 
rocity, that there is a deteſtable ſavage- 
neſs in their cloſe approaches. 

Their breath ſtrong and infectious, 
their rough beards, violent hands, 
ſtrong bodies, vigorous limbs, ſeem 
by the dire exertion to rather deal 
death about than love. In fine, ſo 
outrageous were their attacks, that 
they might eaſily be taken for demons. 
raviſhing angels. 

Already the wicked effrontery of 
the Engliſh had ſtripped the poor 
things, to contemplate their naked and: 
molt ſecret beauties. Siſter Rebondi, 
10 remarkable for her diſcretion and 
prudence, was fallen to the lot of Shi- 
punk. 

Siſter Amidon 1s beſieged by TY 
ble Barcklay, and by Wharton, who 
made a joke of rhe chriſtian ſyſtem, All 
the poor women can do, is to ſhed 
tears, and cry out, while their mer- 

cileſs 
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cileſs tyrants puſh forward, ſwear, and 
keep a driving as faſt as they can. 
In the midſt of this tumult fiſter 
Beſogne was ſeen, defending herſelf 
from the attacksof Harding and Curton, 
deaf to all her repreſentations. But 
having diſcovered the impoſture, the 
inviting figure they could not uſe as 
a woman, they uſed as a Ganymedes. 

In the general cauſe of affliction, 
lovely Agnes was not neglected: it 
was the hard fate of this charming 
woman to be always compelled to ſin 
againſt her inclination. She was ſeized 
upon by the bloody leader of thoſe 
ſacrilegious banditti. For, laying his 
claim to Agnes with a triumphant 
inſolence, the ſoldiery (in his pre- 
ſence curbing their rage) yielded her 
to him reſpectfully. 

_ . Heaven, juſt in the ultimate Age 
of things (however ſevere its preſent 
decrees may appear to human under- 
ſtanding) meant to put an end to the 
convent's miſery. For at the very 

time the Engliſh raviſhers were ſpread- 
ing their abominations in the chaſte 

circles 
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circles of holy Sion, the good Saint 
Denis, patron of France, and .ever a 
friend to innocence, refolved to elope 
from above, unperceived by the reſt- 
leſs fuſpicions of haughty George, the 
patron ſaint of England, and ſworn 
toe to France. 

Denis lid down poſt from Paradiſe, 
but not mounted as uſual on his ray 
of light, fearing leſt its luminous track 
ſhould diſcover him to royſtering 
George. He had applied to the god 
of myſtery, the moſt diſcreet and pru- 
dent of the celeſtials, who hates noiſe, 
and makes all his movements in the 
dark, 

It is true, that moſt bad actions are 
committed under his patronage; but 
nevertheleſs, the wiſe and virtuous 
often apply to him. He delights to 
be worſhipped in church and court. 
In days of yore all love affairs were 
under his guidance. 

The myſterious power ſeated Denis 
in the midſt of a cloud, and made him 
drop downwards in a by- way, remote 
from the common courſe, As foan 
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as alit upon earth, the beneſicent pa- 
tron of France met Joan D'Arc not 
far from Blois riding the mule-driver, 
and. praying God at the ſame time, 
that, by ſome lucky adventure, ſhe 
might get her armour again. | 

The kind faint immediately accoſt- 
ed her in the benigneſt manner, 
« O dearly beloved maid! O virgin, 

7 deſtined by heaven to be the pro- 
tectreſs of maidens, and of kiugs! 

haſte with thy aſſiſtance, and relieve 
madeſty Almoſt at the Jaſt gaſp. Haſte 
and 2 the farther 42 4-4 

tal inſolence. O haſte, that thy re- 
vengeful arm, which has FA the- 
injuries done to the lillies of France, 

may ſave a chaſte nunnery from total 
= deſtruction. 

of bru- 

Yon convent 1s the ſcene of preſent 
violation; there the 7y-flagranti demon 
trages. © haſte, and extirpate him 
from the holy precincts! Joan hies 
thither, obedient to the ſaint's com- 

mand, ſpurripg the mule- driver along. 
whoſe pace to accelerate, St. Denis 
ſtrikes him on the rump with his eroſier. 

Joan 
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x Joan is now amongſt the infamous 
reprobates, whoſe paſtime was to pol- 

lute venerable ladies. Joan being 
naked too, an impudent Engliſh fel- 
low, turning his eyes where ſhe was, 
conceived a ſudden paſſion for her, 
imagining that her naked appearance 
there was to come in for a ſhare of 
the feaſt, L100 

He runs to her without any cere= FR 
mony, and to her virgin nakedneſs | 1 
was going to apply his obſcene naſti- - 
neſs, when ſhe in return ſlit his noſe for 5 e 
him with her ſcimitar. The wretch 

falls on the ground, pronouncing that 
word which the polite French revere⸗ 
ſo much, for its peculiar energy, and 
being nme to pleaſure; but: 
which indeed the profane vulgar often 1 — 
let ſlip in their anger. 1 

Joan, trampling on the ſcoundrel 7 
as he bleeds, loudly addreſſes his wick- - 
ed countrymen, © Stop, cruel 'mon= 
ſters l ſtop, you impious crew! ceaſe 
your violations, fell raviſhers ! fear 
me een God; and God for his- 

2 juſtice 2 
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_ Her eech was in vain; for the 
270 wicked miſcreants, each niched on bis 
of nun, were deaf to ali remonſtrances, 

and ſolely intent on puſhing their 
main point. Thus young aſſes, that 
have broke into a garden, feed on the 

| ſpringing flowers, regardleſs of the 
cCiries of the owner, and of the ſer- 
WE vant maids, that want to drive them 

1 ; Joan obſerving with what obſtinate 
inſolence they per ſevered in their wick- 
«> 4 ed work, was filled with a Holy hor- 
cor. She invokes God, and being aſ- 
25 5 ſiſted by her patron Saint Denis, plies 
7 5 nimbly her ſword from nape to nape, 
from back to back, ſtrikipg ſome, and 

„Habping others with her divine blade. 
Here ſhie ſplits one who Was juſt 

"going to begin; there ſhe diſpatches 
another as he was in the criſis of his 
affair. In fine, each” raviſher was 
ſtabbed incumbent on his nun; and 
expiring in the midſt of forced plea- 

= ſure, went pl. !umb to the devil. 
8 . c A | Bold 
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Bold Wharton, who had been more 

expeditious in diſpatching his buſineſs 
than the others, was the only one 
who, diſengaging from his nun, ſprung 
upon his feet, took his armour, and 
preſented himſelf to affail Joan; but 
in a different attitude from that he 
had been lately in. : 
O thou great ſaint, protector of our 

ſtate, beneficent St. Denis, who waſt 8 iy 5 | 
witneſs to this combat, communicate 

to my faithful muſe the mighty ex- 5 ; 2: 
ploits which thou then ſaweſt Joan 
perform. 

Alarmed ſomewhat, nay amazed at 
the firſt appearance of the man, ſne 
cries out with a voice of admiration, 8 2 
e Say, holy Denis, my ever honour- 5s 
ed faint, do not I ſee upon that wick- | 
ed Briton my corſlet, my celeſtial 
armour ! The glorious preſent. thou © 

haſt made to me gliters provokingly Wh I 
to my eyes from yon miſcreant's back; BH 25 gh =P 

- Nay, he has my Ws: too, and every 
other article.“. 

Joan was quite in the right in what 
ſhe ſaid. For Agnes Sorel, who had 

trucked | 
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trucked her female geer for this ar- 
mour, in which ſhe dreſſed herſelf 
ſecretly; being afterwards ſtripped 
thereof by John Chandos, he gave it 
to his valiant ſquire, Iſaac Wharton, 
who then had it on his back. By a 

F 4 ſpecial decree of heaven, Joan fights 
Wharton for the recovery of her armour, 

Wharton's intrepidity, joined to his 
1 being covered with ſteel, could not 
= 2 8 55 being aſtoniſhed by the briſk at- 
Zi 27 
aeaeack of a young and mettleſome Bru- 
daette. It went ſore againſt his heart 
1 f uſt ffenſi = to think of uſing any oftenſive weapon 
but one, againſt a naked woman. 
* TEE His hand refuſed its office, and loth 
. E: 4 to wound a beauteous body, lets fall 
1 5 + 25 the ſcimitar. The enraptured hero 

retires two or three paces, to admire 
the various wonders then diſplayed 

oF 4, before him. 
* 
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