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CuarTEr L
Lady Betty's Folly.

IT iz a fad Thing when a Lady of Quality, who has
been a Toalt in her ¥outh, and has feen the white-
gloved Beaux, as Mr. Poge calls them, bowing to her
from the Pit, and kifiing the fcented Tips of their
Gloves to her in the Ring; who has flaunted at Faux-
Aadf, and thone in a Side-Box of the Opera-Houfe in
Lincoln's frn Fields; has run down Handed, and run
after Fomongini; has had her gay Water-Parties to
Senny's Wihim, attended by Vielins and Hautboys ;
and has brought, not ocly her own Company, but her
own Strawberries and Cherries to our Bun-houfe, as if
our own were not good enough ; it is mortifying, I fay,
when fuch a Lady of Quality falls into the fear and
yellow Autumn of Life, and finds herfelf a difregarded
Thing, with no refources but green Tea and Brag
And {uch is the Cale with poor Lady Betty Spadille.
How well I remember her, on the Occafion I have
fomewhat malicioufly alluded to, for it ficks in my
Throat, arriving at our Bun-Houfe in her peach-co-
loured Sacque, Mechlin Head, and red-heeled Shoess
B



] The Old Chelfea Bun-Houfe.

the Foreparts richly embroidered with Silver; loudly
talking and laughing, and turning her Head right and
left, now to this Beaw, now to t'other, who fluttered
round her with their clouded Canes and perfumed
Wigs ; now burfting into what the Frenck People call
des grands Eclafs de Rire, now fliting her Fam, or
rapping it on the Shoulder of one of the Ladies who
accompanied her. Having jult fet my Mark, a Sprig
of Rofemary, in the midit of one of good Bithop A#fer-
bury's Sermons, I thought within myfelf, “Is this a
Creature that is formed for Eternity?” Meanwhile,
two tall Lacqueys, with immenfe Shoulder-Knots,
bore between them a great Hamper of Fremck Wine ;
while a little black Page, in pale Blue, laced with Sil-
ver, tottered under the Fruit from Rogerss; and cer-
tainly it was very fine. I never faw fuch Strawberries
and Cherries before nor fince.

I did not think her a Belle of the firfl Order, fetting
her Rank and Style afide. Her Shape was fine; her
Hand and Foot delicately formed; but (he rolled her
Eyes too much, and had too high a Colour. 1 don't
believe the painted. Altogether, the feemed in the
very Fluth of Exiftence ; as if fhe had never met with
2 Reverle, nor ever expefted one. She.feemed to
think “Iet us Eat and Drink" without adding,
“To-morrow we die."

We had fet our oval Walnut-wood Table under the
umbragecous Shade of two large Elms, and had fpread
it with one of our beil Tablecloths. This was fuper-




Lady Baty's Folly, 3
ciliouflly removed by the two Footmen, who fpread
a Tablecloth and Napkins they had brought with
them. Our China Service and water Caraffes they con-
defcended to vfe. Meanwhile, the Boatmen brought
up a fecond Hamper, containing Ham, Tongue,
Chicken, Sallet, and cther Matters: but the Foot-
men, I thould mention, brought the Plate, including
not only filver Forks, but a filver Stew-Pan.

The gay Bevy having ftreamed hither and thither,
making their humourous and contemptuous Remarks,
which were continually interfperfed with, “Oh, my
“Lord!" and, “Oh, Sir Charfes!” at length fettled
down to their Repall. There were three Ladies and
four Gentlemen. Alo, there was a tall, flender Girl
in Black, whom I concluded my Lady's own Woman,
becaufe fhe flood the whole Time, a little behind
Lady HBettp, holding her Handkerchief and Scent-
Bottle, watching her Eye, and cbeying her Com-
mands, almoft before fpoken ; notwithflanding which,
my Lady's Lip was often put up, and fuch words as
“Thou'rt frangely flow . . . Canft not hear me,
Creature 1" were muttered by her rofy mouth.

And there was pale Mr. fenwick, fitting at his open
Cafement over the Bun-Shop, Book in Hand, hear-
ing, fecing, and filently noting all

One of the Gentlemen was my Lord Eariftoke, (to
whom the Town gave Lady Be#fy,} a weak-eyed, puny
Peer ; another, Sir Charfes Seffom, all Fafhion and
Froth ; a third, a handfome young Gentleman, whom
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they called Mr. Arfuthnst. the fourth, who had the
Wit and Sprightlinefs of all the Reft, (for whereas
they continually laughed, he continually gave them
Something worth laughing at} was a lank, ungraceful,
underfized Perfonage, of olivander Complexion, with
projecting ‘Teeth, quick, black Eyes, and a not an-
agreeable Phyliognomy, though his Figure was mean
and almoll Diftorted. His Name was Caryf, which [
learned not at firfl, they were fo given to addrefs him
by his baptifmal Name of Pawt

Then, for the Ladies, therewas Lady Mary, my Lord"s
Aunt, and the Duenna of the Party; and Lady Grace,
a fweet preity Creature, but empty and felf-fufficlent

It might have been thought, that two able-bodied
Men and a Foot-page were Servitors enow for a Party
of feven ; but on the contrary, they kept my youmger
Silter Prudence, who was then very pretty, continuaily
afoot, tripping to and from the Howle on one imper-
tinent Errand or another, while I attended to the ge-
neral Cultomers. At length, coming up to me with a
painful Bluth on her Cheek, “Fasty,” fays fhe, “do
oblige me by changing Places, will you? I can't
abide the ways of thefe Quality, and give no fatisfac-
tion, and only get fcoffed at”

“Perhaps 1 may pleafe them no better, Prue," faid
L “however, I'll oy." And as I proceeded to take
her Place, I heard Mr, Pa! {that's to fay, Mr. Caryd)

obferve to Sir Charles, v Humph | we've loft Rackel
and got Leah
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This was not over-civil; but I took no notice,

“Now then,” criea Lady Berty, in high Good-Hu-
mour, “I'll make you what we have called a Pefer-
“ fkam Chicken, ever fince Lady Carodines Frolick
“Here are feven of us, and here are feven Chickens,
“which mull, in the frft Place, be fnely minced; fo
“let each take one” And while every one was
laughing and mincing their Chicken, the pulls off ever
formany diamond Rings from her white Fingers, and
gives them to her Woman to hold.

“Don't trouble yourfelf, my Lord)” fays the, care-
leflly, as he ftoops to pick up one the had let fall
on the Grafs, “fraffy will find it Here, Child, take
“them all; and,” {afide with a Frown}, “be fure you
“don't lofe them. Now, Fompey/ the {pirit-Lamp;
“three pats of Butter, and a Flaggon of fpring Water.
“The ounly variation I make in Lady Carofinds
“cookery is to ftew my Chicken in a filver Stew-Pan,
“inflead of in a China Dhfk, which might crack over
“the Lamp, Prithee, Fompey, don't let the Grals
“grow under your Feet "

Methought, if her Ladythip had been odfiged to
cook her own Supper, the would have confidered her-
felf demeaned by it very much: however, there is no-
thing that Quality will not do for a Freak. By and by,
fhe gets tired of ftewing her Chicken over the Lamp,
and bids the young Pedon fhe calls Gafty to carry it
in-deors and drefs it over the Fire, “And be fure,
% Child, not to let it burn.”  As I did not feem wanted,
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I thewed Mrs. Gady the way to the Kitchen, and
fiood by while the Rirred the Stew-Fan over the Fire,
“I'm ready to drop 1" fays the, at length. “No wonder,"
faid I, taking the fLlver Spoon from her, and ufing it
myfelf, “you have never once fat down hnce you left
“the Boat, and 'tis the Dog-Days. Reit awhile, and
“Tll mind the Chicken” *“Thank you heartily,” fays
the, dropping into a Seat, and torning from Red to
White, and then Red again. “May I take a draught
“of this cold Water?” “Aye, and welcome,” faid I,
“fo that you're not afraid of drinking it while you're
“fo hot” “Oh, I'm pot afraid,” fays fhe, drinking
plentifully of it, and fetting down the Mug with a
Sigh of relief. “I'm better now, but there was fuch a
¥ glare upon the River.”

¢ Are you her Ladyfhip’s Woman 7 said I  With that,
the fetches a deep Sigh; and, fays the, “I"'m no bet-
“ter, now, and a hard Life to me it is, I am the
“Daughter of 2 poor Country Curate, who died and
“left a large Family pennilefs: but my Mptker, who
“married him for love, had high Connections; fo
“Lady Befty takes me for her Woman, partly, as the
“fays, out of Charity, and partly becaufe the prefers
“heihg ferved by a decayed Peron of Condition. 1
“have tweoty Pounds by the Year, and indeed, "tis
“hardly earned.” *“That I can well believe,” faid T
“But what can I doi" fays fhe. My Lady has en-
“paped to give me enough cafl-off Apparel, to keep
“me in Clothing ;*fo that T fhall be able to fend the



