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TIIE HORRORS OF SENSIBILITY.

Havin propogod to mysolflhc task of lnymg b(.‘f()l'c
the worl§ a disclosuro of some few of those emotions,
which circumstances have produced 1n my heart—a
heart too cxquisitely framed for xhc.ordmm‘y course o_f
society I may be alfowed, by way of prelude to so deli-
cate n subject, 10 give a rough etching of myself in my
prescat condition ; for who would feel pleasure in lis-
tening to the gossiping voice of an egotist concealed be-
hind a eurtain, except, indeed, it were some sweet fos-
cinating femnale voice, to which imagination might at-
weh a form beautiful as Hebe s in which case, those of
us who have been well schooled in the lessons of the
heart, would wish the curtain to remain drawn tor ever,
and the voico (o continue as 1t began, lest the disclusure
should rob the “fancy’s sketeh” of halt—nay, perhaps
more than hall its lustre ; and what voice, however me-
lodious, would not lose its channy if instead of being
breathed, as we had fondly presumed, from the lipsof &
«ylph, 1t were ushered on the car, through the beard
am‘ feuthera cheeksof an Heeate !

As wy vuice, per se, can have no elaim tothe pow-
er of fascination, imagination would not ake itself bu-
sy 1 gavin-t mc a fonn unduly beautiful, weir1 to utter
wy scusations undera cautious disguise ; and therefore
1 hold it good to draw the tullowing picture of inyself,
that in the eves of my readers, it may stand as a fron-
nspicce and companion to what I may discluse, and
that they may shake hands and congratulate me as an
siold fapubar face,” when I shall have laid bare my
heart betore them.

1 am a bachelor “on the wrong sde of forty,” as the
phrase of the day hath 1t; the cause of whigh will in
due order be ex{:lmncd. 1 vegetate on a small patri-
mony amongst t

succession ; in short I am ihe 6fth of the name who
has died, (Isay ded, because the death of the heast,
which 1s mine, is the most kilhing death of all) on this
tpot, that has almost becomne sacred to our name, by
wur long chjoyment. )

My looking-glass and my memory must assist me
in speaking of 1y outward man, both of which agents
1 have duly consulted, and find that a series of years,
spent as I shall describe, have changed the open-fea-

tured, isgenuous, manly-fuced boy, who, instead of
walking on the earth, seems almost to \vafk in ity as if

to bury himself, after having followed to the grave a
lung famuly of hopes that smiled around him at the on-
set of his life.

The circumstances which have produced this mar-
vcllous change of budy, have in a great measure pro-
duced a certain eccentric temperament of the mind,
which lays me open to the pity of some, and to the
reorn of others, as “a thing that never was heard of,
half merry, and half mad.”” No wonder, therefore,
that my society i3 confined to my own house~—indeed,
to my own bosom. !have been told that my house-

keeper was, at the time of my burth, 2 chubby girl of

tificen, taken from a neighboring work-house by my
mother, so that she has been my nurse i the eatlier
part of my life, and has now, for many vears, been the
only living thing entering my dooss. I believe a word
has not been exchanged by either of us for these two
vears past; and on that occasion she spoke first, be-
cause, in a fit of absence, 1 was aboutto lay a valuable
far:ly bible on the fire, instead of a log of wood, which
she had placed ready for consumption; 2ad she knew
if the bible had been destroyed, she would have been
susrccled of purloining it.

Here I sit by days together at my fireside, 2nd when
the wilder wenther comnes, 1 con over my old choice
{rierd Izaak Walton, prepare ny flies and hooks, and
sometime cheered by the old man’s pradle, 1 while
away an hour by the streaw, chuetly wath the same sug-

e northern hills of this kingdom—a
patrimony which has descended 1 a regular course of
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cess | have experienced in some of my earlier fishings
in the deeper streams of the world. At other times,
when my strength admits of it, T climb some eminence
dear to the recollection of early days ; but heart-sick-
ness, and the pangs of the past fasten on me, and dnve
me {rom scenes and abjeets which were wont to awak-
cn up all my enthusiasm and joy ; and when I return
to my home 10 these moods I never fail to cross the
church-yard, and there I see flowers growing over the
graves of “‘others of my line,” and in the dearth of my
heart, almost eavy the silent tenants who hie lapped 1t
so sweet a slumber, coroneted by such wreaths as na-
ture has scattered over their heads ;—and nature 1s the
best herald—the crest she raises, and the escutchcons
she §mms, are not like those which the like great ones
purchase of the greater little ones of the earth.

Do I gpeak too unblushingly of myself, when I say
that an cxcess of that divine particie of our nature—
scnsitiveness or sensibitity—call it what yon wall, that
50 mauv covet, but so few can enjov, has wrougvi:t the
eflects which [ have described 7 Alas !—sensibility, over-
wrought seasibihity, has been the source of all my afflie-
tion, the traces of which I mnust bear as a badge for the
renxunder of my days,

Poets have strung sheirrhymes in praise of sensibili-
ty, in hope that, like distant acquaintance, or a courtier
on a gala-day, 1t wnight he won over by flattery, and
they have gone down to their graves without effecting
a nearer connection. I wish I could put my lips to.
their ears, and tell my story, and they would rise from
their repose, and unsing what they had so zealously
sung before.

The first instance I can remember of the iuroads
made on the current of my happiness, by the exquisite
weakness of my nature, occurred at a very carly period
of my life. 1 was on a visit to an aflectionate old aunt
wn the country. who had made my happuuess the hobby-
hurse, on which she galloped with an mcredible celert-
ty : all her fonduess was lavished on me, and 1 loved
her as sincerely. She used to 1ndulge me 1 every-
thing, anil 1 never lacked a constant supply of pocket
pence and toys for my childish gratdication ; and
amongst other indulgence, of which she was always
contriving a vast number, she used to tickle my palate
with all sorts of good things ; and thus she contrived to
ﬁ{l my mind with pleasure, and my belly with sugar-
paums.

On a certain birth-day of mine; which happened du-
ring my vistt, I heard my aunt order the cook 1o prepare
for my dinper one of the finest turkies she could find. |
had several times before tasted and relished a turkey,
without ever for a moment suspecting that my enjoy-
ment had been purchased by the life-blood of the crea-
ture, and not at all considering whether or no, it was
prepared with the same matenals as a custard pudding
would be, and certainly never conpecting a thought of
hfe or death withit, {n the course of the morning of
wmy birth-day, Istrayed into the kitchen, and there L
saw the cook struggling with, and 1ying together the
legs of a large birg, ann?prcsonll with a knife, which
the unfeeling wench bad been sharpening for the pur-
pose, she almost severed the poor creature’s head from.
us body. The blood and my tears both started forth
together, I screamed, and insisted on knowing why she
treated the poor hird so cruelly, to which she coolly re-
plied, she was killing and intended to roast the turkey
for my dinner, according to the orders of my aunt.
had never heard of killing but ence before, and that was
when my aunt's coachman, David. drove the carriage
wheel over her favounte spaniel, and I could not, there-
fore, comprehend the destruction et anotner creatute
for the gratification of my palate ; at least, 1 dJo not re-
member to have heard that poor Dash was served up at
1able, either for the gratification of me or any one else.
In vawy the unfeeling cuuk sought to pacify me, and



