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chatacter so hateful In the eyes of aU civiUzed man-
kindi that I hold it one of a Britoii's mo8t sacred dil-
ties to loathe a Fpenchman ; and I cabnot reflect with-
out shame and horror, that any person so near and
dear to me as you are, by the ties of Wood, con-
nection and friendship, should be a willing partici-
pator of their dangers and depravity. Thb is strong
language; but you must bear with me. What se-
curity have you, my dear Inchiquin, that the mon-
sters, whocompose thepoUce, may not at any mo-
ment tear you froni your bed, and plunge^ you in a
dungeon, ^ transport you to some remote and de-
structive latitude^. Dejwnd upon it, a foreigner must
always be a mark of suspicion. I cannot at this dis-
tance think, without an involuntary shudder, of the
Temple, the Wood of Vincennes, and the many other
places appropriated to human immolation. How can
yo(i be certain that the next conscription, breaking
through any immunities in which you may imagme
younelf entrenched, may not drag you in chains
like a malefactor to the fit>ntier, and expose you to

.
an ignominious death? for such it certainly would
be to M in the cause of France. Theseare por-
tentous, and jrou may think idle bodings. But I
tirge the^ with the mo*e zeal, because, whUe you'
resided on the contment, I feared to expose you by
venturing an appeal, which, if discovered, (and the
French post-offices have no regard for the saiictity of -
a pnvate correspondence) might have not only de-
featedits own purpose, but betrayed you at once
into the power rf the poKce. Doesnotyour lateact
indeed allcAt die probability of the results I depre:
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