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I wonder with what confidence you can com-
plain of my short letters that are so guilty your-
self in the same kind. I have not seen a letter
this month which has been above half a sheet.
Never trust me if I write more than yon that
live in a desolated country where you might
finish a romance of ten tomes before anybody in-
terrupted you—I that Uve in a house the most
filled of any since the Ark, and where, I can as-
sure [you], one has hardly time for the most nec-
essary occasions. Well, there was never any one
thing so much desired and apprehended at the
same time as your return is by me; it will cer-
tainly, I think, conclude me a very happy or a
most unfortunate person. Sometimes, methinks,
I would fain know my doom whatever it be ; and
at others, I dread it so extremely, that I am con-
fident the five Portngals and the three plotters
which were t'other day condemned by the High
Court of Justice had not half my fears upon
them. I leave you to judge the constraint I Uve
m, what alarms my thoughts give me, and yet
how unconcerned this company requires I should
be; they will have me at my part in a play
"The Lost Lady" it is, and I am she. Pray
God it be not an ill omen

!

I shall lose my eyes and you this letter if I
make it longer. Farewell.

I am, yours.


