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felt the lead incliAation tor any other wo«
nan,Jiiice I married your lovely friendi

I now fee a circle of Beauties with the
fame indifference as abed of (howdrops:
no charms affeft mebut hcrsi the whole
creation to itie contains no other womati»

I find! her every day, every hour, mort
lovely > riieie is in my Lucy a mixture of
modefty,

,
delicacy, viykcity, innoceiicea

tad blu&ing fci^fibility, which add a
liioufandunfpeakablf graces to the moft
beautiful perfon tb^hand of aaturo cfcr
formed*
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There h no (Jticribing ti^iiehan^g
fmile, the fmileof miaffeaonirtlefi ten«^

derncfc^. How iball I patiirW you the
fweer involuntary g^w of plcafurc, the
kindfeg fire of hc!^.eye^ when I sq)«

proathf or thofe thou^ind little dear at-
tentipns of which lovcalone knows the
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