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826 Zovt LetUn from Dorothy OOomt

oliok of a miU. Of aU the company thii place ia
tored with, then is bat two penons whoM oon-
vemtion ig at aU eaay ; one it my eldeit niece,
who, ture, wai sent into the world to ihow 'tia
poMible for a woman to be ailent; the other, a
jfentleman whoM miftrast died jut when they
should have married ; and though 'tis many yean
since, one may read it in his face stiU. His hu-
mour was very good, I believe, before that acci-
dent, for he will yet say things pleasant enough,
but tis so seldom that he spealcs at aU, and when
he does 'tis with so sober a look, that one may see
he IS not moved at aU himself when he diverts
the company most. You wiU not be jealous
though I say I like him very muoL If you were
not secure in me, you might be so in him. He
would expect his mistress should rise again to re-
proach his inconstancy if he made court to any-
thing but her memory. Methinks we three (that
is, my niece, and he and I) do become this house
the worst that can be, unless I should take into
the number my brother Peyton himself too; for
to say truth his, for another sort of melancholy,
is not less than ours. "W at can you imagine we
did this last week, when to our constant company
there was added a colonel and his lady, a son of
his and two daughters, a maid of honour to the
Queen of Bohemia, and another colonel or a nwr
jor, I know not which, besides all the tongue they


