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LETTER CXXIV.

To Mifs Montague, at Quebec.

. Montreal, April 14.

S it poflible, my dear Emily, you can,

after all I have faid, perfift in endea-

voring to dijfTuade me from a defign on

which my whole happinefs depends, and

which I flattered myfeifwas equally elTential

to yours ? I forgave, I even admired, your

firft fcruple ; I thought it generofity : but I

have anfwered it ; and if you had loved as

I do, you would never again have named fo

unpleafing a fubjedt.

Does your own heart tell you mine will

call a fettjement here, with you, an exile ?

Examine yourfelf well, and tell me whether

your averfion to flaying in Canada is not

ftronger


