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^lents—Emily, that week of tender confi-

dence is all my life, the reft is not worth

numbering in my exiftencc.

My father to-night gives a ball to Lord
Melvin, with whom I am again unwillingly

obliged to dance. I wifli not to dance at

all ; to make this facrifice to the moft

beloved of men : why have I not courage

to avow my fentiments, to declare he

alone—This Lord Melvin too, I know
not why, but I never fee him without

horror.
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