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and thefe are the mortal enemies of Beau-
ty. The inflant a lady turns politician,
farewell the fmiles, the dimples, the rofes;
the graces abandon her, and age fets his
feal on her front. We mever ind Hebe,
goddefs ever fair and ever young, chatter-
ing politics at the table of the gods ; and
though Nenus once interpofed in behalf of
her beloved Paris, the jpear of Diomede
taught her- “ to tremole at the mame of
arms.” And, have we not a terrible ex-
ample of recent, very recent, dat¢? I
mean that of the unfortunate Mary Wol-
ftoncraft. 1t s a well known fall, that,
when that political lady began The Rights
- of Wom;:n, y/.:/wb had as fine black hair as
ou woeuld wifh t, [ee, and that, before
%/Lc fecond fheet of _{cr work went t‘t;[ the
prefs, it was turned as white, and a
great deal whiter than her fkin. You
wmufl needs think, I have the ambition com-
mon to every author ; that is to fay, to be
read ; out I declare, that, fooner than
bleach one auburn ringlet, or even a fingle
hair ; fooner than rob the world of one
heavenly fmile, I would with pleafure fee
my pamphlet torn up to light the pipes of
a Democratic club, or burnt, like the Po-
litical Progrefs, by the hands of a Scotch
hangman, or even loaded with applaufes

by the Philadelphia Gazette. /
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