
EMILY MONTAGUE.
ftronger than your tendernefs for

Rivers.
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I am hurt beyond all words at the
earneftnefs with which you prefs Mrs
Melmoth to di/Tuade me from ftaving in
this country

: you prefs with warmth my
return to England, though it would put an
eternal bar between us : you give reafons
which, though the underflanding may ap-
prove, the heart abhors : can ambition
come in competition with tendernefs ? you
fancy yourfelfgenerous, when you are only
indifferent. Infenfible girl ! you know no-
thing of love.

Write to me inftantly, and tell me every
emotion of your foul, for I tremble at the
idea that your affedion is lefs lively than
mine.
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Adieu
! I am wretched till I hear from

you. Is it poffible, my Emily, you can have

cealed
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