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LETTER 1L 5

happy for her, they are not I, fuirg cnough
to convert thenifelves into tenderer Sept;-
ments.

I expEAVOUR to bufy myfelf about
others, that [ may drive aw.y thofe Woes,
which bring me back 1o myfelf. Sometimes
I flatter myfiIf thar o .o.ger love 5 thar
what I fele at feeing my Lorg Offery was
more owing to Hutred, than to a fotter Paf-
fion. — T hate him, perhaps, —. Ap1 rbLy
thould I rot hate him ?—T hope at ieaft that
I hall become calm enough to fee him, to

{peak to him, to treat him with the moft .

mortifying Difdain, O, no— I wil| never
fpeak to him, will never {ee him.— Here is
Sir Harry, he teafes me, he will not wayr 5
this is one of hys Faults; not the leaft Pa-
tience. Adiey! love me, Iove me as yoy
know you are beloveq by me,
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