
TAe End of the Third Volume 887

Ftb upon't I shaU grow too good now, I am
taking care to know how your worship slept to-
night; better I hope than you did the last.
Send me word how you do, and don't put me off
with a bit of a note now

; you could write me a
fine long letter when I did not demrve it half so
well

Ton are mistaken if you think I am in debt
for both these days. Saturday I confess was
devoted to my Lady ; but yesterday, though I ris
with good intentions of going to church, my cold
would not suffer me, but kept me prisoner all the
day. I went to your lodging to tell you that
VMiting the sick was part of the work of the day,
but you were gone, and so I went to bed again,
where your letter found me this morning. But
now I will rise and despatch some visits that I
owe^ that to-morrow may be entirely yours.

I FIND my conscience a little troubled till I have
asked your pardon for my ill-humour last night.
Will you forgive it me; in earnest, I could not
help it, but I met with a cure for it ; my brother
kept me up to hear his learned lecture till after
two o'clock, and I q>ent aU my ill-humour upon
him, and yet we parted very quietly, and look'd
as if a little good fortune might make us good
friends; but your special friaid, my elder brother,


