
J7S THE HISTORY OF
Emily was the lovelieft paifanne that

ever was beheld ; herdrefs, without lofins:

fight of the charadler, was infinitely be-

coming : her beauty never appeared to

fiach ;^dvantage.

There was a noble fimplieity in her air,,

which it is impoflible to defcribe.

The eafy turn of her fliape, the lovely

roundnefs of her arm, the natural ele-

gance of her whole form, the waving

ringlets of her beautiful dark hair, care-

iefsly faftened with a ribbon, the unaf-

fedled grace of her every motion, all to-

gether conveyed more ftrongly than ima-

gination can paint, the pleafing idea of a

wood-nymph, deigning to vifit fome fa-

vored mortal. >-
''.

Colonel Willmott gazed on her with

rapture ; and afked me, if the rural deities

had left their verdant abodes to vifit

Temple-houle. .^ :.
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