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2 AUTO-BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH

With regard to any seeming irregularity of expres-
sion, which failing memory may allow to insinuate itself
into the texture of this brief sketch, I shall take no
notice of any criticisas on this head. Impudence will
ever exist in large communities of men ; and I hold it to
be a prostitution of attention to make further remark
upon the subject. Therefore, without announcement,
without preface of any kind, to this part of my under-
takings—

“ Nor drum, nor trampet piloting approach,
Nor gilded herald -—quiet ag the morn

Which leaves u peaceful bed for worlds of strife,
1 ¢ome—nor would [, for Goleonda’s sand,

No, nor for jewell'd Araby, my birth-right pawn
For gurfeits of ambition's eminence.'

My Father was a poor, but-a respected man—my Mo-
ther shared his sorrows and his digpity. I left my
Father's roof at an early age, in search of great truths in.
other lands. I did not find them ; and I returned to my
paternal dwelling. My Father—he was dead:-—my
Mother—sg was she :—and I went abroad again.

In thirty years of wandering: in visiting all the prin-
cipal libraries of the world: residing in forty different
monasteries in different countries: being member of most
of the Iiterary and philesophical societies of the world,—
all thoge of Europe: communicating with all the eminent
men of my time, by leiter and by conversation :—with a
mind ardent in proportion with the object of my re-

.






4 AUTO-BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH

the metal of which the separate conductors were com-
posed, beeause the queen had been discovered, in a freak
of temper at being differed with by his majesty, to have
suddenly counter-ordered some smoked goose, in prepa-
ration for his majesty’s supper.

The only objection advanced by the court against
my two folio volumes on sounds, was, an absurd sus-
picion of the king’s, that, in my chapter on * simple
relations,” I alluded purposely to a stupid nephew of his,
who rendered himself obnoxious to the head gardener of
Sans Souci, by eating a bag of rare crocus butbs, which
he had left to dry on his trowsers, in the sun.

Being still under a species of arrest, even after the dis-
graceful insult which had been inflicted upon me at
Potadam, it was with considerable difficulty and incon-
venience that I escaped {rom the clutches of my perse-
cutors : owing my liberty to the kindness of my land-
lady, and being exposed to two hours of the night breeze
of & northern climate, while I sat, with nothing to protect
me but my shirt, across the roof of my ledging-house, to
escape the scrutiny of the police.

Arriving, however, at Rostock, I embarked for Lon-
don ; and, in e few days, ascended the Thames, with a
favourable wind. .

It would be vain to attempt to describe the anxiety
which T constantly felt, to circumvent a fatality which
seems indigenous to English literature, namely, the
necesgity of the antecedent notoriety of an author, and of



