
        
            
                
            
        

    

  

      The Female Husband: or, the Surprising History of Mrs. Mary, alias Mr. George Hamilton, who was Convicted of having Married a young Woman of Wells and Lived with her as her Husband (1746)

By Henry Field­ing


    Taken from her own Mouth since her Con­fine­ment.
 
[1] That Propense [SH84] In­clin­a­tion which is for very wise pur­poses im­planted in the one Sex for the other, is not only ne­ces­sary for the con­tinu­ance of the Hu­man Spe­cies; but is, at the same time, when gov­ern’d and dir­ec­ted by Vir­tue and Re­li­gion, pro­duct­ive not only of Cor­por­eal De­light, but of the most Ra­tional Fe­li­city.
 
[2] But if once our Car­nal Ap­pet­ites are let loose, without those prudent and se­cure Guides[RC74], there is no ex­cess and dis­order which they are not li­able to com­mit, even while they pur­sue their nat­ural sat­is­fac­tion; and, which may seem still more strange, there is noth­ing Mon­strous and Un­nat­ural, which they are not cap­able of in­vent­ing, noth­ing so bru­tal and shock­ing which they have not ac­tu­ally com­mit­ted. Of these Un­nat­ural Lusts, all ages and coun­tries have af­forded us too many in­stances; but none I think more sur­pris­ing than what will be found in the His­tory of Mrs. Mary, oth­er­wise Mr. George Hamilton.
 
[3] This Heroine in Iniquity [HG76] was born in the Isle of Man[RC75], on the 16th day of Au­gust, 1721. Her Father was formerly a Ser­jeant of Gren­adiers in the Foot–Guards, who hav­ing the good for­tune to marry a Widow of some Es­tate in that Is­land, pur­chased his Dis­charge from the Army, and re­tired thither with his wife.
 
[4] He has not been long ar­rived there be­fore he died, and left his wife with child of this Mary; but her mother, tho’ she had not two months to reckon, could not stay till she was de­livered, be­fore she took a third hus­band.
 
[5] As her mother, tho’ she had three hus­bands, never had any other child, she al­ways ex­press’d an ex­traordin­ary af­fec­tion for this daugh­ter, to whom she gave as good an Edu­ca­tion as the Is­land af­forded; and tho’ she used her with much ten­der­ness, yet was the girl brought up in the strict­est prin­ciples of Vir­tue and Re­li­gion; nor did she in her younger years dis­cover the least prone­ness to any kind of Vice, much less give cause of sus­pi­cion that she would one day dis­grace her Sex by the most ab­om­in­able and un­nat­ural pol­lu­tions. And in­deed she hath of­ten de­clared from her con­science, that no ir­reg­u­lar pas­sion ever had any place in her mind, till she was first se­duced by one Anne John­son, a neigh­bour of hers, with whom she had been ac­quain­ted from her child­hood; but not with such in­tim­acy as af­ter­wards grew between them.
 
[6] This Anne John­son go­ing on some busi­ness to Bris­tol, which de­tained her there near half a year, be­came ac­quain­ted with some of the people called Meth­od­ists, and was by them per­suaded to em­brace their feet.
[7] At her re­turn to the Isle of Man, she soon made an easy con­vert of Molly Hamilton, the warmth of whose dis­pos­i­tion rendered her sus­cept­ible enough of en­thu­si­asm, and ready to re­ceive all those im­pres­sions which her friend the Meth­od­ist en­deav­oured to make on her mind.
 
[8] These two young wo­men be­came now in­sep­ar­able com­pan­ions, and at length bed-fel­lows: for Molly Hamilton was pre­vail’d on to leave her mother’s house, and to reside en­tirely with Mrs. John­son, whose for­tune was not thought in­con­sid­er­able in that cheap coun­try.
 
[9] Young Mrs. Hamilton began to con­ceive a very great af­fec­tion for her friend, which per­haps was not re­turned with equal faith by the other. How­ever Mrs. Hamilton de­clares her love, or rather friend­ship, was totally in­no­cent, till the tempta­tions of John­son first led her astray. This lat­ter was, it seems, no novice in im­pur­ity, which, as she con­fess’d, she had learnt and of­ten prac­ticed at Bris­tol with her Meth­od­ist­ical sis­ters.
 
[10] As Molly Hamilton was ex­tremely warm in her in­clin­a­tions, and as those in­clin­a­tions were so vi­ol­ently at­tached to Mrs. John­son, it would not have been dif­fi­cult for a less art­ful wo­man, in the most private hours, to turn the ar­dour of en­thu­si­astic de­vo­tion into a dif­fer­ent kind of flame. Their con­ver­sa­tion, there­fore, soon be­came in the highest man­ner Crim­inal, and trans­ac­tions not fit to be men­tion’d past between them. They had not long car­ried on this wicked crime be­fore Mrs. John­son was again called by her af­fairs to visit Bris­tol, and her friend was pre­vail’d on to ac­com­pany her thither.
 
[11] Here when they ar­rived, they took up their lodgings to­gether, and lived in the same de­test­able man­ner as be­fore; till an end was put to their vile amours, by the means of one Ro­gers, a young fel­low, who by his ex­traordin­ary de­vo­tion (for he was a very zeal­ous Meth­od­ist) or by some other charms, (for he was very jolly and hand­some) gained the heart of Mrs. John­son, and mar­ried her.
 
[12] This amour, which was not of any long con­tinu­ance be­fore it was brought to a con­clu­sion, was kept an en­tire secret from Mrs. Hamilton; but she was no sooner in­formed of it, than she be­came al­most frantic, she tore her hair, beat her Breasts, and be­haved in as out­rageous a man­ner as the fond­est hus­band could, who had un­ex­pec­tedly dis­covered the In­fi­del­ity of a Be­loved wife.
 
[13] In the midst of these Ag­on­ies she re­ceived a let­ter from Mrs. John­son, in the fol­low­ing words, or as near them as she can pos­sibly re­mem­ber:
 
          Dear Molly,
 
          “I know you will Con­demn what I have now done; but I con­demn my­self much more for what I have done formerly: for I take the whole Shame and Guilt of what hath passed between us on my­self. I was in­deed the first Se­du­cer of your In­no­cence, for which I ask God’s par­don and yours. All the amends I can make you, is earn­estly to be­seech you, in the name of the Lord, to for­sake all such Evil courses, and to fol­low my Ex­ample now, as you be­fore did my tempta­tion, and enter as soon as you can into that Holy state into which I was yes­ter­day called. In which, tho’ I am yet but a Novice, be­lieve me, there are de­lights in­fin­itely sur­pass­ing the faint en­dear­ments we have ex­per­i­enc’d to­gether. I shall al­ways pray for you, and con­tinue your friend.”
 
This let­ter rather in­creased than abated her rage, and she re­solved to go im­me­di­ately and up­braid[RG76]her false friend; but while she was tak­ing this res­ol­u­tion, she was in­formed that Mr. Ro­gers and his bride were de­par­ted from Bris­tol by a mes­sen­ger, who brought her a second short Note, and a Bill for some money from Mrs. Ro­gers.
 
[14] As soon as the first vi­ol­ence of her Pas­sion sub­sided, she began to con­sult what course to take, when the strangest thought ima­gin­able sug­ges­ted it­self to her fancy. This was to dress her­self in mens cloaths, to em­barque for Ire­land, and com­mence Meth­od­ist teacher.
 
[15] Noth­ing re­mark­able happened to her dur­ing the rest of her stay at Bris­tol, which ad­verse winds oc­ca­sioned to be a whole week, after she had provided her­self with her dress; but at last hav­ing pro­cured a pas­sage, and the wind be­com­ing fa­vour­able, she set sail for Dub­lin.
 
[16] As she was a very pretty wo­man, she now ap­peared a most beau­ti­ful Youth. A cir­cum­stance which had its con­sequences aboard the ship, and had like to have dis­covered her, in the very be­gin­ning of her Ad­ven­tures.
 
[17] There happened to be in the same ves­sel with this Ad­ven­turer, a Meth­od­ist, who was bound to the same place, on the same design with her­self. These two be­ing alone in the cabin to­gether, and both at their de­vo­tions, the man in the Ex­tasy of his en­thu­si­asm, thrust one of his hands into the other’s Bosom. Upon which, in her sur­prize, she gave so ef­fem­in­ate a squawl, that it reached the Cap­tain’s ears, as he was smoak­ing his pipe upon deck. Hey day, says he, what have we a wo­man in the Ship! and im­me­di­ately des­cen­ded into the cabin, where he found the two Meth­od­ists on their knees.
 
[18] Pox on’t, says the Cap­tain, I thought you had had a wo­man with you here; I could have sworn I had heard one cry out as if she had been rav­ish­ing, and yet the Devil must have been in you, if you could con­vey her in here without my know­ledge. I defy the Devil and all his works, answered the Meth­od­ist. He has no Power but over the Wicked; and if he be in the ship, thy oaths must have brought him hither: for I have heard thee pro­nounce more than twenty since I came on board; and we should have been at the bot­tom be­fore this, had not my Pray­ers pre­ven­ted it.
 
[19] Don’t ab­use my ves­sel, cried the Cap­tain, she is as safe a ves­sel, and as good a sailer as every floated, and if you had been afraid of go­ing to the bot­tom, you might have stay’d on shore and been Damn’d.
 
[20] The Meth­od­ist made no an­swer, but fell a groan­ing, and that so loud, that the Cap­tain giv­ing him a hearty curse or two, quit­ted the cab­bin, and re­sumed his pipe.
 
[21] He was no sooner gone, than the Meth­od­ist gave farther tokens of Broth­erly love to his com­pan­ion, which soon be­came so im­por­tunate and trouble­some to her, that after hav­ing gently re­jec­ted his hands sev­eral times, she at last re­col­lec­ted the Sex she had as­sumed, and gave him so vi­ol­ent a blow in the nos­trils, that the blood is­sued from them with great im­petu­os­ity.
 
[22] Whether fight­ing be op­pos­ite to the ten­ets [MK81] of this Sect (for I have not the hon­our to be deeply read in their Doc­trines) or from what other motive it pro­ceeded, I will not de­term­ine; but the Methoidst made no other re­turn to this rough treat­ment, than by many groans, and prayed heart­ily to be de­livered soon from the con­ver­sa­tion of the Wicked; which pray­ers were at length so suc­cess­ful, that, to­gether with a very brisk gale, they brought the ves­sel into Dub­lin har­bour.
 
[23] Here our Ad­vert­urer took a lodging in a back­street near St. Stephen’s Green, at which place she in­ten­ded to Preach the next day; but had got a Cold in the voy­age, which oc­ca­sioned such a hoarse­ness that made it im­possible to put that design in prac­tice.
 
[24] There lodged in the same House with her, a brisk Widow of near 40 years of age, who had bur­ied two hus­bands, and seemed by her be­ha­viour to be far from hav­ing de­term­ined against a third ex­ped­i­tion to the Land of Mat­ri­mony.
 
[25] To this Widow our Ad­ven­turer began presently to make ad­dresses, and as he at present wanted tongue to ex­press the Ar­dency of his Flame, he was ob­liged to make use of Ac­tions of En­dear­ment, such as Squeez­ing, Kiss­ing, Toy­ing, etc.
 
[26] These were re­ceived in such a Man­ner by the Fair Widow, that her Lover thought he had suf­fi­cient en­cour­age­ment to pro­ceed to a formal De­clar­a­tion of his Pas­sion. And this she chose to do by let­ter, as her voice still con­tin­ued too hoarse for ut­ter­ing the soft Ac­cents of Love.
 
[27] A let­ter there­fore was penned ac­cord­ingly in the usual stile, which, to pre­vent any Mis­car­riages, Mrs. Hamilton thought proper to de­liver with her own hands; and im­me­di­ately re­tired to give the Ad­ored Lady an op­por­tun­ity of di­gest­ing the con­tents alone, little doubt­ing of an an­swer agree­able to her wishes, or at least such a one as the Coy­ness of the Sex gen­er­ally dic­tates in the be­gin­ning of an Amour, and which Lov­ers, by long ex­per­i­ence, know pretty well how to in­ter­pret.
 
[28] But what was the Gal­lant’s sur­prize, when in re­turn to an Amor­ous Epistle, she read the fol­low­ing Sar­casms, which it was im­possible for the most san­guine tem­per to mis­un­der­stand, or con­strue fa­vour­ably.
 
          “Sir,
 
          I was greatly as­ton­ished at what you put into my hands. In­deed I thought, when I took it, it might have been an Op­era Song, and which for cer­tain reas­ons I should think, when your Cold is gone, you might sing as well as Farinelli, from the great re­semb­lance there is between your per­sons. I know not what you mean by En­cour­age­ment to your Hopes; if I could have con­ceived my in­no­cent freedoms could have been so mis­rep­res­en­ted, I should have been more upon my guard: but you have taught me how to watch my Ac­tions for the fu­ture, and to pre­serve my­self even from any sus­pi­cion of for­feit­ing the re­gard I owe to the memory of the best of men, by any fu­ture choice. The re­mem­brance of that dear per­son makes me in­cap­able of pro­ceed­ing farther.”
 
and so Firm was this Res­ol­u­tion, that she would never af­ter­wards ad­mit of the least fa­mili­ar­ity with the des­pair­ing Mrs. Hamilton; but per­haps that des­tiny which is re­marked to in­ter­pose in all mat­ri­mo­nial things, had taken the Widow into her pro­tec­tion: for in a few days af­ter­wards, she was mar­ried to one Jack Strong, a Ca­det in an Ir­ish Re­gi­ment.
 
[29] Our Ad­vert­urer be­ing thus dis­ap­poin­ted in her love, and what is worse, her money draw­ing to­wards an end, began to have some thoughts of re­turn­ing home, when For­tune seemed in­clined to make her amends for the tricks she had hitherto played her, and ac­cord­ingly now threw an­other Mis­tress in her way, whose For­tune was much su­per­ior to the former Widow, and who re­ceived Mrs. Hamilton’s ad­dresses with all the com­plais­ance she could wish.
 
[30] This Lady, whose Name was Rush­ford, was the Widow of a rich Cheese–Mon­ger, who left her all he had, and only one great grand-child to take care of, whom, at her Death, he re­com­men­ded to be her heir; but wholly at her own Power and Dis­cre­tion.
 
[31] She was now in the Sixty Eighth year of her age, and had not, it seems, en­tirely aban­doned all thoughts of the Pleas­ures of this World: for she was no sooner ac­quain­ted with Mrs. Hamilton, but, tak­ing her for a Beau­ti­ful Lad of about Eight­een, she cast the eyes of af­fec­tion on her, and hav­ing pretty well out­lived the bash­ful­ness of her Youth, made little scruple of giv­ing hints of her Pas­sion of her own ac­cord.
 
[32] It has been ob­served that Wo­men know more of one an­other than the Wisest men (if ever such have been em­ployed in the Study) have with all their art been cap­able of dis­cov­er­ing. It is there­fore no won­der that these Hints were quickly per­ceived and un­der­stood by the Fe­male Gal­lant, who an­im­ad­vert­ing on the con­veni­ency which the old Gen­tle­wo­man’s for­tune would pro­duce in her present situ­ation, very gladly em­braced the op­por­tun­ity, and ad­van­cing with great warmth of Love to the at­tack, in which she was re­ceived al­most with open arms, by the Tot­ter­ing Cit­adel, which presently offered to throw open the Gates, and Sur­render at Dis­cre­tion. In her Amour with the former Widow, Mrs. Hamilton had never any other design than of gain­ing the Lady’s Af­fec­tion, and then dis­cov­er­ing her­self to her, hop­ing to have had the same suc­cess which Mrs. John­son had found with her: but with this old Lady, whose For­tune only she was de­sirous to pos­sess, such views would have af­forded very little grat­i­fic­a­tion. After some re­flec­tion, there­fore, a device entered into her head, as Strange and Sur­priz­ing, as it was Wicked and Vile; and this was ac­tu­ally to marry the old Wo­man, and to de­ceive her, by means which De­cency for­bids me even to men­tion. The Wed­ding was ac­cord­ingly Cel­eb­rated in the most Pub­lic Man­ner, and with all kind of Gaiety, the old Wo­man greatly tri­umph­ing in her Shame, and in­stead of hid­ing her own head for fear of In­famy, was ac­tu­ally proud of the Beauty of her new Hus­band, for whose sake she in­ten­ded to dis­in­herit her poor great-grand­son, tho’ she had de­rived her Riches from her Hus­band’s fam­ily, who had al­ways in­ten­ded this boy as his heir. Nay, what may seem very Re­mark­able, she in­sisted on the Par­son’s not omit­ting the Prayer in the Mat­ri­mo­nial Ser­vice for Fruit­ful­ness; drest her­self as airy as a Girl of Eight­een, con­cealed twenty years of her Age, and laughed and pro­moted all the Jokes which are usual at Wed­dings; but she was not so well pleased with a Re­partee of her great-grand­son, a pretty and a smart lad, who, when some­body jes­ted on the Bridgegroom be­cause he had no Beard, answered smartly: there should never be a beard on both sides: for in­deed the old Lady’s chin was pretty well stocked with Bristles.
 
[33] Nor was this Bride con­ten­ted with disply­ing her shame by a Pub­lic Wed­ding Din­ner, she would have the whole ce­re­mony com­pleated, and the Stock­ing was ac­cord­ingly thrown with the usual Sport and Mer­ri­ment.
 
[34] Dur­ing the three first days of the Mar­riage, the Bride ex­pressed her­self so well Sat­is­fied with her choice, that be­ing in com­pany with an­other old Lady, she ex­ul­ted so much in her Hap­pi­ness, that her friend began to envy her, and could not for­bear in­veigh­ing [SH85] against Ef­fem­in­acy in men; upon which a dis­course arose between the two Ladies, not proper to be re­peated, if I knew every par­tic­u­lar; but ended at the last, in the un­mar­ried Lady’s de­clar­ing to the Bride, that she thought her Hus­band looked more like a wo­man than a man. To which the other replied in tri­umph, he was the best man in Ire­land. This and the rest which Past, was faith­fully re­coun­ted to Mrs. Hamilton by her wife, at their next meet­ing, and oc­ca­sioned our young Bride­groom to blush, which the old Lady per­ceiv­ing and re­gard­ing as an ef­fect of Youth, fell upon her in a rage of Love like a ty­gress, and al­most murdered her with kisses.
 
[35] One of our Eng­lish Po­ets re­marks in the case of a more able Hus­band than Mrs. Hamilton was, when his Wife grew Amor­ous in an un­season­able time.
 
                    The Doc­tor un­der­stood the Call,
                    but had not al­ways Where­withal[RC76].
 
So it happened to our Poor Bride­groom, who hav­ing not at that time the Where­withal about her, was ob­liged to re­main meerly Pass­ive, un­der all this tor­rent of Kind­ness of his Wife; but this did not dis­cour­age her, who was an Ex­per­i­ence Wo­man, and thought she had a Cure for this Cold­ness in her Hus­band, the ef­fic­acy of which, she might per­haps have es­sayed formerly. Say­ing there­fore with a tender smile to her Hus­band, I be­lieve you are a wo­man, her hands began to move in such dir­ec­tion, that the dis­cov­ery would ab­so­lutely have been made, had not the ar­rival of Din­ner, at that very in­stant, pre­ven­ted it.
 
[36] How­ever, as there is but one way of lay­ing the Spirit of Curi­os­ity, when once raised in a Wo­man, viz. by sat­is­fy­ing it, so that dis­cov­ery, though delayed, could not now be long pre­ven­ted. And ac­cord­ingly the very next night, the Hus­band and Wife had not been long in bed to­gether, be­fore a Storm arose, as if drums, guns, wind and thun­der were all roar­ing to­gether. Vil­lain, Rogue, Whore, Beast, Cheat, all re­soun­ded at the same in­stant, and were fol­lowed by curses, im­prec­a­tions and threats, which soon waked the poor great-grand­son in the Gar­ret; who im­me­di­ately ran down stairs into his great-grand­mother’s room. He found her in the midst of it in her Shift, with a hand­ful of shirt in one hand, and a hand­ful of hair in the other, stamp­ing and cry­ing, I am Un­done, Cheated, Ab­used, Ruined, Robbed by a vile Jade, Im­postor, Whore. What is the mat­ter, dear Madam, answered the Youth; O child, replied she, Un­done! I am mar­ried to one who is no man. My Hus­band? a Wo­man, a Wo­man, a Wo­man. Ay, said the grand­son, where is she? — Run away, gone, said the great-grand­mother, and in­deed so she was: for no sooner was the Fatal Dis­cov­ery made, than the poor Fe­male Bride­groom, whipt on her breeches, in the pock­ets of which, she had stowed all the money she could, and slip­ping on her shoes, with her coat, waiste-coat and stock­ings in her hands, had made the best of her way into the street, leav­ing al­most one half of her shirt be­hind, which the en­raged Wife had tore from her back. As Mrs. Hamilton well knew that an Ad­ven­ture of that kind would soon fill all Dub­lin, and that it was im­possible for her to re­main there un­dis­covered, she hastened away to the Key, where by good for­tune, she met with a ship just bound to Dart­mouth, on board which she im­me­di­ately went, and sailed out of the har­bour, be­fore her pur­suers could find out or over­take her.
 
[37] She was a full Fort­night in her pas­sage, dur­ing which time, no Ad­ven­ture oc­curred worthy re­mem­brance. At length she landed at Dart­mouth, where she soon provided her­self with Linnen, and thence went to Tot­ness, where she as­sumed the title of a Doc­tor of Physic, and took lodgings in the house of one Mrs. Baytree.
 
[38] Here she soon be­came ac­quain­ted with a young girl, the daugh­ter of one Mr. Ivythorn, who had the Green Sick­ness; a dis­tem­per which the Doc­tor gave out he could cure by an in­fal­lible Nos­trum. The Doc­tor had not been long in­trus­ted with the care of this young Pa­tient be­fore he began to make Love to her: for though her com­plex­ion was some­what faded with her Dis­tem­per, she was oth­er­wise ex­treamly pretty.
 
[39] This girl be­came an easy Con­quest to the Doc­tor, and the day of their Mar­riage was ap­poin­ted, without the know­ledge, or even sus­pi­cion of her Father, or of an old Aunt who was very fond of her, and would neither of them have eas­ily given their Con­sent to the match, had the Doc­tor been as good a man as the Niece thought him.
 
[40] At the day ap­poin­ted, the Doc­tor and his Mis­tress found means to es­cape very early in the morn­ing from Tot­ness, and went to a town called Ash­bur­ton in Devon­shire, where they were Mar­ried by a reg­u­lar Li­cence which the Doc­tor had pre­vi­ously ob­tained. Here they staid two days at a Pub­lic House, dur­ing which time the Doc­tor so well Ac­ted his part, that his Bride had not the least sus­pi­cion of the leg­al­ity of her Mar­riage, or that she had not got a Hus­band for life. The third day they re­turned to Tot­ness, where they both threw them­selves at Mr. Ivythorn’s feet, who was highly Re­joic’d at find­ing his Daugh­ter restor’d to him, and that she was not de­bauched, as he had sus­pec­ted of her. And be­ing a very worthy good-natur’d man, and re­gard­ing the true in­terest and hap­pi­ness of his Daugh­ter more than the sat­is­fy­ing his own Pride, Am­bi­tion, or Ob­stin­acy, he was pre­vailed on to for­give her, and to re­ceive her and her Hus­band into his house, as his chil­dren, not­with­stand­ing the op­pos­i­tion of the old Aunt, who de­clared she would never for­give the wan­ton Slut, and im­me­di­ately quit­ted the house, as soon as the young couple were ad­mit­ted into it. The Doc­tor and his Wife lived to­gether above a fort­night, without the least doubt con­ceived either by the Wife, or by any other per­son of the Doc­tor’s be­ing what he ap­peared; till one even­ing the Doc­tor hav­ing drank a little too much Punch, slept some­what longer than usual, and when he waked, he found his Wife in tears, who asked her Hus­band, amidst many sobs, how he could be so Bar­bar­ous to have taken such ad­vant­age of her ig­nor­ance and in­no­cence, and to ruin her in such a man­ner? the Doc­tor be­ing sur­prized and scarce awake, asked her what he had done. Done, says she, have you not Mar­ried me a poor young girl, when you know, you have not — you have not — what you ought to have. I al­ways thought in­deed your shape was some­thing odd, and have of­ten won­dred that you had not the least bit of Beard; but I thought you had been a man for all that, or I am sure I would not have been so wicked to marry you for the world. The Doc­tor en­deav­oured to pa­cify her, by every kind of Prom­ise, and telling her she would have all the Ple­as­sures of Mar­riage without the in­con­veni­ences. No, no, said she, you shall not per­suade me to that, nor will I be guilty of so much Wicked­ness on any ac­count. I will tell my Papa of you as soon as I am up; for you are no Hus­band of mine, nor will I ever have any thing more to say to you. Which res­ol­u­tion the Doc­tor find­ing him­self un­able to al­ter, she put on her cloaths with all the haste she could, and tak­ing a horse, which she had bought a few days be­fore, hastened in­stantly out of the town, and made the best of her way, thro’ bye-roads and across the Coun­try, into Somer­set­shire, miss­ing Ex­eter, and every other great town which lay in the Road.
 
[41] And well it was for her, that she used both this haste and pre­cau­tion: for Mr. Ivythorn hav­ing heard his daugh­ter’s story, im­me­di­ately ob­tained a War­rant from a Justice of Peace, with which he presently dis­patch’d the Proper Of­ficers; and not only so, but set for­ward him­self to Ex­eter, in or­der to try if he could learn any news of his son-in­law, or ap­pre­hend her there; till after much search be­ing un­able to hear any Tid­ings of her, he was ob­liged to set down Con­ten­ted with his Mis­for­tune, as was his poor Daugh­ter to sub­mit to all the ill-natured sneers of her own Sex, who were of­ten witty at her ex­pence, and at the ex­pence of their own De­cency.
 
[42] The Doc­tor hav­ing es­caped, ar­rive safe at Wells in Somer­set­shire, where think­ing her­self at a safe dis­tance from her Pur­suers, she again sat her­self down in quest of new Ad­ven­tures.
She had not been long in this city, be­fore she be­came ac­quain­ted with one Mary Price, a girl of about Eight­een years of age, and of ex­traordin­ary Beauty. With this girl, hath this Wicked Wo­man since her Con­fine­ment de­clared, she was really as much in Love, as it was pos­sible for a man ever to be with one of her own Sex.
 
[43] The first op­por­tun­ity our Doc­tor ob­tain’d of con­vers­ing closely with this new Mis­tress, was at a Dan­cing among the in­ferior sort of people, in con­triv­ing which the Doc­tor had her­self the prin­cipal share. At that meet­ing the two Lov­ers had an oc­ca­sion of dan­cing all night to­gether; and the Doc­tor lost no op­por­tun­ity of shew­ing his Fond­ness, as well by his tongue as by his hands, whis­per­ing many soft things in her ears, and Squeez­ing as many soft things into her hands, which, to­gether with a good num­ber of Kisses, etc. so pleased and warmed this poor girl, who never be­fore had felt any of those Tender Sen­sa­tions which we call Love, that she re­tired from the Dan­cing in a flut­ter of spir­its, which her youth and ig­nor­ance could not well ac­count for; but which did not suf­fer her to close her eyes, either that morn­ing or the next night.
The day after that the Doc­tor sent her the fol­low­ing let­ter.
 
          “My Dearest Molly,
 
          Ex­cuse the fond­ness of that ex­pres­sion; for I as­sure you, my An­gel, all I write to you pro­ceeds only from my Heart, which you have so en­tirely Conquered, and made your own, that noth­ing else has any share in it; and, my An­gel, could you know what I feel when I am writ­ing to you, Nay even at every thought of my Molly, I know I should gain your Pity if not your Love; if I am so happy to have already suc­ceeded in rais­ing the former, do let me have once more an op­por­tun­ity of see­ing you, and that soon, that i may breathe forth my Soul at those dear feet, where I would will­ingly die, if I am not suf­fer’d to lie there and live. My Sweetest Creature, give me leave to sub­scribe my­self
 
          Your fond, doat­ing,
          Un­done Slave.”
 
This let­ter ad­ded much to the dis­quiet­ude which be­fore began to tor­ment poor Molly’s Breast. She read it over twenty times, and, at last, hav­ing care­fully sur­vey’d every part of the room, that no body was present, she kissed it eagerly. How­ever, as she was per­fectly Mod­est, and afraid of ap­pear­ing too for­ward, she re­solved not to an­swer this first let­ter; and if she met the Doc­tor, to be­have with great cold­ness to­wards him.
 
[44] Her Mother be­ing ill, pre­ven­ted her go­ing out that day; and the next morn­ing she re­ceived a second let­ter from the Doc­tor, in terms more warm and en­dear­ing than be­fore, and which made so ab­so­lute a con­quest over the un­ex­per­i­enc’d and tender heart of this poor Girl, that she suffered her­self to be pre­vailed on, by the in­treat­ies of her Lover, to write an An­swer, which nev­er­the­less she de­termin’d should be so dis­tant and cool, that the wo­man of the strict­est Vir­tue and Mod­estly in Eng­land might have no reason to be asham’d of hav­ing writ it; of which let­ter the reader hath here an Ex­act Copy:
 
          “sur,
 
          I has re­cevd boath your too lit­ters, and fur I ham much Sur­prise hat the Loafe you priten to haf for so pur a Garl as mee. I kan nut beleef you wul des­grace your­self by Mar­ring sutch a yf as mee, and sur I wool nut be thee Hore of the gratest man in the Kuntry. For thof mi Vartu his all I has, yit hit is a Po­tion I ham ris­solv to kare to mi Hous­band, soe noe moor at pres­ant, from your Umble Sav­ant to Cum­mand.”
 
The Doc­tor re­ceived this let­ter with all the ec­stas­ies any Lover could be in­spired with, and, as Mr. Con­greve says in his Old Batch­elor [RD75], thought there was more Elo­quence in the False Spellings, with which it aboun­ded, than in all Ar­is­totle. She now re­solved to be no longer con­ten­ted with this dis­tant kind of Con­ver­sa­tion, but to meet her Mis­tress face to face. Ac­cord­ingly that very af­ter­noon she went to her Mother’s house, and en­quired for her Poor Molly, who no sooner heard her Lover’s voice than she fell a trem­bling in the most Vi­ol­ent man­ner. Her sis­ter who opened the door in­formed the Doc­tor she was at home, and let the im­postor in; but Molly be­ing then in Disha­bille, would not see him till she had put on clean linnen, and was ar­rayed from head to foot in as neat, tho’ not in so Fine a man­ner, as the highest Court Lady in the King­dom could at­tire her­self in, to re­ceive her Em­broider’d Lover. Very tender and del­ic­ate was the in­ter­view of this pair, and if any corner of Molly’s heart re­main’d un­taken, it was now totally Sub­dued. She would will­ingly have Post­poned the Match some what longer, from her strict re­gard to De­cency; but the earn­est­ness and Ar­dour of her Lover would not suf­fer her, and she was at last ob­liged to Con­sent to be Mar­ried within two days.
 
[45] Her sis­ter, who was older than her­self, and had over-heard all that had Past, no sooner per­ceiv’d the Doc­tor gone, than she came to her, and wish­ing her Joy with a sneer, said much good may it do her with such a Hus­band; for that, for her own part, she would al­most as will­ingly be mar­ried to one of her own Sex, and made some re­marks not so Proper to be here in­ser­ted. This was re­sen­ted by the other with much Warmth. She said she had chosen for her­self only, and that if she was pleased, it did not be­come people to trouble their heads with what was none of their Busi­ness. She was in­deed so ex­tremely En­am­oured, that I ques­tion whether she would have ex­changed the Doc­tor for the greatest and richest match in the World.
 
[46] And had not her Af­fec­tions been fixed in this strong Man­ner, it is pos­sible that an Ac­ci­dent which happened the very next night might have altered her Mind: for be­ing at an­other Dan­cing with her Lover, a Quar­rel arose between the Doc­tor and a man there present, upon which the mother seiz­ing the former vi­ol­ently by the Col­lar, tore open her Waste­coat, and rent her shirt, so that all her Breast was dis­covered, which, tho’ bey­ond ex­pres­sion Beau­ti­ful in a Wo­man, were of so dif­fer­ent a kind from the Bosom of a man, that the mar­ried wo­men there set up a great tit­ter; and tho’ it did not bring the Doc­tor’s Sex into an ab­so­lute Sus­pi­cion, yet caused some whis­pers, which per­haps might have spoiled the Match with a less in­no­cent and less En­am­oured Vir­gin. It had how­ever no such ef­fect on poor Molly. As her fond heart was free from any De­ceit, so was it en­tirely free from Sus­pi­cion; and ac­cord­ingly, at the fixed time she met the Doc­tor, and their Nup­tials were Cel­eb­rated in the usual form.
 
[47] The Mother was ex­tremely pleased at this prefer­ment (as she thought it) of her Daugh­ter. The Joy of it did in­deed con­trib­ute to re­store her per­fectly to health, and noth­ing but Mirth and Hap­pi­ness ap­peared in the faces of the whole Fam­ily. The new mar­ried couple not only con­tin­ued, but greatly in­creased the fond­ness which they had con­ceived for each other, and poor Molly, from some stor­ies she told among her Ac­quaint­ance, the other young mar­ried Wo­men of the Town, was re­ceived as a great Fib­ber, and was at least uni­ver­sally laughed at as such among them all.
 
[48] Three months past in this man­ner, when the Doc­tor was sent for to Gla­ston­bury to a Pa­tient (for the Fame of our Ad­ven­turer’s know­ledge in Physic began now to spread) when a Per­son of Tot­ness be­ing ac­ci­dent­ally present, happened to see and know her, and hav­ing heard upon en­quiry, that the Doc­tor was mar­ried at Wells, as we have above men­tioned, re­lated the whole story of Mr. Ivythorn’s Daugh­ter, and the whole Ad­ven­ture at Tot­nes.
 
[49] News of this kind sel­dom wants wings; it reached Wells, and the ears of the Doc­tor’s mother be­fore her re­turn from Gla­ston­bury. Upon this the old Wo­man im­me­di­ately sent for her Daugh­ter, and very strictly ex­amined her, telling her the great sin she would be guilty of, if she con­cealed a fact of this kind, and the great Dis­grace she would bring on her own Fam­ily, and even on her whole Sex, by liv­ing quietly and con­ten­tedly with a Hus­band who was in any de­gree less a man than the rest of his Neigh­bours.
Molly as­sured her mother of the False­hood of this re­port; and as it is usual for Per­sons who are too eager in any cause, to prove too much, she as­ser­ted some things which staggered her Mother’s be­lief, and made her cry out, O child, there is no such thing in Hu­man Nature.
 
[50] Such was the pro­gress this story had made in Wells, that be­fore the Doc­tor ar­rived there, it was in every body’s mouth; and as the Doc­tor rode through the streets, the Mob, es­pe­cially the Wo­men, all paid their com­pli­ments of con­grat­u­la­tion. Some laughed at her, oth­ers threw dirt at her, and oth­ers made use of terms of re­proach not fit to be com­mem­or­ated. When she came to her own house, she found her wife in tears, and hav­ing asked her the cause, was in­formed of the Dia­logue which had past between her and her mother. Upon which the Doc­tor, tho’ he knew not yet by what means the Dis­cov­ery had been made, yet too well know­ing the Truth, began to think of us­ing the same method, which she had heard be­fore put in Prac­tice, of de­liv­er­ing her­self from any im­per­tin­ence; for as to Danger, she was not suf­fi­ciently versed in the Laws to ap­pre­hend any.
 
[51] In the mean time the mother, at the so­li­cit­a­tion of some of her re­la­tions, who, not­with­stand­ing the stout denial of the wife, had given credit to the story, had ap­plied her­self to a Ma­gis­trate, be­fore whom the Tot­ness man ap­peared, and gave evid­ence as is be­fore men­tioned. Upon this a War­rant was gran­ted to ap­pre­hend the Doc­tor, with which the Con­stable ar­rive at her house, just as she was med­it­at­ing her es­cape.
 
[52] The Hus­band was no sooner seized, but the wife threw her­self into the greatest ag­on­ies of Rage and Grief, vow­ing that he was in­jured, and that the in­form­a­tion was False and Ma­li­cious, and that she was re­solved to at­tend her hus­band wherever they con­veyed him.
 
[53] And now they all pro­ceeded be­fore the Justice, where a strict ex­am­in­a­tion be­ing made into the Af­fair, the whole happened to be true, to the great Shock and As­ton­ish­ment to every body; but more es­pe­cially to the poor Wife, who fell into Fits, out of which she was with great dif­fi­culty re­covered. The whole Truth hav­ing been dis­closed be­fore the Justice, and some­thing of too Vile, Wicked and Scan­dal­ous a Nature, which was found in the Doc­tor’s trunk, hav­ing been pro­duced in evid­ence against her, she was Com­mit­ted to Bridewell, and Mr. Gold, an Em­in­ent and Learned Coun­sel­lor at Law, who lives in those parts, was con­sul­ted with upon the oc­ca­sion, who gave his ad­vice that she should be Pro­sec­uted at the next Ses­sions, on the Clause in the Vag­rant act, for hav­ing by False and De­ceit­ful prac­tices en­deav­oured to im­pose on some of his Majesty’s Sub­jects.
 
[54] As the Doc­tor was con­veyed to Bridewell, she was at­ten­ded by many in­sults from the Mob; but what was more un­jus­ti­fi­able, was the Cruel Treat­ment which the poor in­no­cent wife re­ceived from her own Sex, upon the ex­traordin­ary ac­counts which she had formerly given of her Hus­band. Ac­cord­ingly at the en­su­ing Ses­sions of the Peace for the County of Somer­set, the Doc­tor was In­dicted for the above­men­tioned Diabol­ical fact, and after a fair trail con­victed, to the en­tire sat­is­fac­tion of the whole Court.
 
[55] At the Trial the said Mary Price the wife, was pro­duced as a Wit­ness, and be­ing asked by the Coun­cil, whether she had ever any Sus­pi­cion of the Doc­tor’s Sex dur­ing the whole time of the Court­ship she answered pos­it­ively in the Neg­at­ive. She was then asked how long they had been Mar­ried, to which she answered three Months; and whether they had Co­hab­ited the whole time to­gether? to which her reply was in the Af­firm­at­ive. Then the Coun­cil asked her, whether dur­ing the time of this Co­hab­it­a­tion, she ima­gined the Doc­tor had be­haved to her as a Hus­band ought to his Wife? her mod­esty Con­foun­ded her a little at this Ques­tion; but she at last answered she did ima­gine so. Lastly, she was asked when it was that she first har­boured any Sus­pi­cion of her be­ing im­posed upon? to which she answered, she had not the least Sus­pi­cion till her Hus­band was car­ried be­fore a Ma­gis­trate, and there dis­covered, as hath been said above.
 
[56] The Pris­oner hav­ing been Con­victed of this Base[RC77] and Scan­dal­ous Crime, was by the Court sen­tenced to be Pub­lickly and Severely whipt four sev­eral times, in four Mar­ket Towns within the County of Somer­set, to wit, once in each Mar­ket Town, and to be Im­prisoned, Etc.
 
[57] These Whip­pings she has ac­cord­ingly un­der­gone, and very Severely have they been in­flic­ted, in­somuch, that those Per­sons who have more re­gard to Beauty than to Justice, could not re­frain from ex­ert­ing some Pity to­ward her, when they saw so lovely a skin scar­i­fied[MK82]  with Rods, in such a man­ner that her back was al­most flead: yet so little ef­fect had the smart or Shame of this Pun­ish­ment on the Per­son who un­der­went it, that the very even­ing she had suffered the first Whip­ping, she offered the Goaler money, to Pro­cure her a young Girl to sat­isfy her most Mon­strous and Un­nat­ural De­sires.
 
[58] But it is to be hoped that this ex­ample will be Suf­fi­cient to de­ter all oth­ers from the Com­mis­sion of any such Foul and Un­nat­ural Crimes: for which, if they should es­cape the Shame and Ruin which they so well De­serve in this World, they will be most cer­tain of meet­ing with their full Pun­ish­ment in the next: for Un­nat­ural Af­fec­tions are equally Vi­cious and equally De­test­able in both Sexes, Nay, if Mod­esty be the Pe­cu­liar Char­ac­ter­i­st­ick of the Fair Sex, it is in them most Shock­ing and Odi­ous to Pros­ti­tute and De­base it.
 
[59] In or­der to cau­tion there­fore that Lovely Sex, which, while they Pre­serve their Nat­ural In­no­cence and Pur­ity, will still look most Lovely in the eyes of men, the above Pages have been writ­ten, which, that they might be Worthy of their per­usal, such strict re­gard hath been had to the Ut­most De­cency, that not­with­stand­ing the Sub­ject of this Nar­rat­ive be of a Nature so dif­fi­cult to be handled in­of­fens­ively, not a single word oc­curs through the whole, which might shock the most Del­ic­ate ear, or give Of­fence to the Purest Chastity.
 
Finis.
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    Footnotes


    [MK81] "Ten­ets," in para­graph 22, means a prin­ciple or be­lief, es­pe­cially one of the main prin­ciples of a re­li­gion or philo­sophy. 
[MK82] "Scar­i­fied," in para­graph 57, is to make shal­low in­cisions in (the skin) es­pe­cially as a med­ical pro­ced­ure or tra­di­tional cos­metic prac­tice.
[RG76] Up­braid- to find fault with someone or to speak in an angry way to­wards them; to scold
  [SH84] Propense - lean­ing or in­clin­ing to­ward : dis­posed.
[SH85] in­veigh­ing - speak or write some­thing with great hos­til­ity
​

    [RD75] Wil­liam Con­greve was an Eng­lish play­wright and poet. “The Old Bach­elor” was the first play that he ever wrote.
    ​[HG76] iniquity- im­moral or un­fair be­ha­vior
[RC74]Guides in this story refers to mor­al­ity of so­ci­ety.
[RC75]Isle of Man is an is­land between Eng­land and Ire­land.
[RC76]Where­withal refers to the skill needed to get or do some­thing.
[RC77]Base refers to someone without moral 
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