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man deftlned to be my Iiiifband ; I fancied he lov-

ed me, and that gratitude olMiged me to a return:

carried away by the ardor of my friends for this

marriage, 1 rather fuffcred than approved his ad-

dreflcs ; I had not courage to refift the torrent, I

therefore gave wav to it ; I loved no other, I fan-

cied my want of afFe£tion a native coldnefs of tem-

per. I felt a languid efteem, which I endeavoured

to flatter myfelf was love ; but the moment I faw

you, the delufion vanilhed.

Your eyes,^ my Rivers, in one moment convin-

ced me I had a heart; you ftaid fome weeks with

us in the country : with what tranfport do I recol-

le£t thofe pleafing moments! how did my heart

beat whenever you approached me I what charms
did I find in your converfation ! I heard you talk

with a delight of which I was not miftrefs. 1 fan-

cied every woman who faw you felt the fame emo-
tions : my tendernefs increafed imperceptibly with-

out my perceiving the confequences of my indulge

ing the dear pleafure of feeing you.

I found I loved, yet was doubtful of your fenti-

ments ; my heart, however, flattered me yours

was equally affeded ; my fituation prevented an

explanation ; but love has a thoufand ways of mak-
ing himfelf underftood.

yiow dear to me were thofe foft, thofe delicate

attentions, which told me all you felt for me, with-

out communicating it to others I

Do you remember that day, my Rivers, when,
fitting in the little hawthorn grove, near the bor-

ders of the river, the reft of the company, of which
Sir George wa's one, ran to look at a (hip that was

pafling : I would have followed ; you aflied me to

ilay, by a look which it was impoflible to miflake
;

jiothing could be more imprudent than my flay,

yet
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