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- How dear to mc were thofe foft^ thofe

delicate attentions, which told me all you

felt for me, without communicating it to

others I

Do you remember that day, my Ri-

vers, when^ fitting in the little hawthorn

grove, near the borders of the river,

the reft of the company, of which Sir

George was one, ran tc look at a (hip

that was pafTing : I would have follow-

ed; you afked me to ftay, by a look

which it was impoflible to miftake*,

nothing could be more imprudent than

my ftay, yet I had not refolution to

refufe what I faw gave you pleafure

:

I ftaycd ; you preflcd my hand, you

regarded me with a look of unutter-

able love.

My Rivers, from that dear moment your

Emily vowed never to be another's : fhe

vowed not to facrifice all the Happinefs of

ksv life to a romantic parade of fidelity

to


