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PREFACE.

—c—) L A —

My venerable friend, the Hermit of Gui-
ana, has not yet returned from the arctic
expedition in which he so rashly engaged,
nor have the English u[li&u:n!:wm?J ships thrown
any light upon the subject. It is a reason-
able conelusion, that e has succeeded in
reaching the entrance of an interior world,
at the North Pole, and been prevented, by
the reclosing of the passage. from return-
ing to that in which he was born.

In memory of him who may at this mo-
ment be in another world, without death or
decay, | have arranged a portion of exten-
sive notes taken at various periods, and of-
fer them to the public, under the title of
the Hermit in Philadelphia;—promising—
shonld the path thus marked out by my old
fricnd, be adorned with the flowers of be-
nevolence, and smoothened by the kind-
ness of encouragement,—to pursue it so
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vl PREFACE,

long as it may afford a moment of amuse-
ment, or a mite of instruction.

If it can cheat from the heart of sorrow
one pang of its misery, or beguile the hours
of sickness with one moment of forgetful-
ness,——but, above all, i it can point out
to youth, the follies and seductions of
fashion, it will afford a full recompense to
the labours of the author, and a soothing
reward to his heart.

PETER ATALL.
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CHAPTER 1

e b
COQUETTES.

! that deceil should dwell in such agorgeous palace!
Shalkrpears

Away,—away,—vyou're all the same;
A Hattering, smiling; jilting throng!
Oh! by my soul, I burn with shame
To think I've been you're slave so long!  JMoore.

gl —

'Tuere is not a being 10 society, liowever
destitute may be his condition, who does
not, at some period of his life, look forward,
with anticipated delight, to the enjoyments
of matrimony;—and | do not admire the
cold heart, that in its progress towards ma-
turity, has never felt tﬁe pangs and the en-
dearments of love. Bachelors are never
formed by nature: if we could penetrate the



o COQUETTES.

secret annals of those solitary men, and lay
open the various causes that have influen-
ced their destiny, a black catalogue of fe-
male heartlessness and depravity would
stand forth in their vindication. We are
indebted to the female sex alone, for the
areat body of bachelors, althongh individu-
al character, depressed circumstances, and
cold blooded temperament have all had a
similar effect, in a more limited degree.

When the young blood flows in our veins,
like the spring-tides from the mountains,
every drop is impregnated with the nectared
succulence of love:—woman is the fairy
form that delights and brightens the visions
of our youth;—we feel that

¢ The world was sad=—the ganlen was a wild,
And mign the hermit moarned U wosan smaled;?

we gaze upon her as upon a superior
being ;—swe honour her as the last, best gilt
of God’s creation—we love her as the guar-
dian of our childhood.—the {ountain of our
hopes,—the day-spring of our happiness,—
the solace of our mislortunes. She is the
aniding-star that brightens the gloomy vis-
ta of life: our hearts would sicken without
the balm of her affection, and our veins beat
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feebly without the impnlse of her love,
Without her, sickness would assume new
horrors, and sorrow clothe itself in new tor-
ments; happiness would live only m the
grave; and thefjuj's of this world be but the
anticipations of a better. We look towards
her as to a blessed asylum planted by heaven
in the wilderness of the world, to which we
mag Ree in the days of oor affliction.

such 1s woman adorned with the loveli-
ness of her purity;—such are our early as-
sociations, when the mind slunibers in con-
fidence, {ree from the canker of suspicion,
and resting i the bliss of its ignorance: too
noble to raise the veil that covers her de-
formity, the day-dreams of our happiness
are not shrouded by the horrors of its re-
ality.

Eui—i n an evil hour—that veil must be
withdrawn, and lo! Coquetry springs forth
clothed in a bright garment, glittering with
tinsel; honey hangs on her pouting lip,—
wotmwood and gall rankle inl]:'ln::l' heart: her
step is soft and light as that of I'lora wooing
Zephyr o'er the enamelled lawn; her eyes
are brightened with the seducing fires of
love, or clouded in languishing fondness;
the hrllltaucy of the rose spr cads its lempt-
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