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flatter ipyfclf was love ; but the monwnt

I Taw you, the delufion vaniihed.

Your eyes, my Rivers, in one mo-

ment convinced me I had a heart •, you
'

ftaid fome weeks with iis in the coun-

try: with what tranfport do I recoiled

thofe pleafing moments ! how did my
heart beat whenever you approached

met what charms did I find in your

converfation ! I heard you talk with a

delight of which I was not miflrefs. I

fancied every wonian who faw you, felt

the fame emotions : my tcnderncfs in-

crcafed imperceptibly without ilny per-

ceiving the confequences of my indulg*

ing the dear pleafure of feeing you.

I found I loved, yet was doubtful of

I

your fentiments i my heart, however, flat-

I tered me yours was equally aflfe^d ;

imy fituation tpneveated an exp^iiation •,

but love has a thbu fand. ways of /making

[himfftjf uodcrflxKiri. / :
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