
EMILY MONTAGUE. 2,7

Emily reads in them the dear confefllon of
his tendernels, when that melodious voice
utters the fentiments of the noblcft mind
that ever animated a human form-My
deareft, the eloquence of angels cannot
paint my Rivers as he is.

I am almoft inclined not to go to tlie
governor's to-night; I am determined not
to dance till Rivers returns, and I know
there are too many who will be ready tomake obfervations on my refufal : I think
I will ftay at home, and write to him againlt
Monday's poft

: I have a thoufand thing,
to fay, and you know we are continually
interrupted atQuebec; I Ihall have this
-ening to myfdf, as all the world will be

- tne governor's.

Adieu! your faithful •

EuiiY Montague.
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