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302 Love Letters from Dorothy Oshorne

Letter 60.

June IZth [1654].
You have satisfied me very much with this

la«t long letter, and made some amends for the
short one I received before. I am convinced,
too, happmess is much such a kind of thing as
you describe, or rather such a nothing. For
there is no one thing can properly be caUed so,
but every one is left to create it to themselves in
something which they either have or would have

;

and so far it's weU enough. But I do not like
that one's happiness should depend upon a per-
suasion that this is happiness, because nobody
knows how long they shall continue in a belief
built upon no grounds, only to bring it to what
you say, and to make it absolutely of the same
nature with faith. We must conclude that no-
body can either create or continue such a beliefm themselves

; but where it is there is happiness
And for my part at this present, I verily believe
I could find it in the long walk at Dublin.
You say nothing of your father's sickness, there-

fore I hope he is well again; for though I have
a quarrel to him, it does not extend so far as to
wish him ill. But he made no good return for
the counsel I gave you, to say that there might
come a time when my kindnecs might fail Do
not believe him, I charge you, unless you doubt
yourself that you may give me occasion to
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