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I own that emotion ; my confufion was

indeed coo great to be concealed : but

was he alone, my Rivers P can you forget

that he had with him the moft lovely of

mankind ?

Sir George was handfome ^ I have often

regarded his perfun with admiration, but

it wat the admiration we give to a ftatue.

I liftened coldly to his love, I felt tta

lemotipn ai; hi« lightv but when you ap-

peared,, my heart beat^ I biuiked,,! turned

pale by turhs^ my eyes afTumed a new foft-

neis^I trembled^and eyc^pulie confisfTed

the>nai£ei: ofmy ibul. ;,

D ».ji.

My friends ace come-: I am caUed

down. Adieu! Be aifured your Emily

never breathed a figh but for her Rivers I
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. Adieu 1 YQi|fs>
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Emjly Montague*
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