
6 L E T T E R I.
Foot of the firff Beech ; the affied Graces
have not yet ratfed for me that beautiful
'omb in which he already faw me laid Tell
him that I do not repent: I can do Violence
to my Sentiments; I can fuffer; but I know
not how to repent. Adieu! my amiable
Henrietta ' When you have told his Lord-
lhip all this, tel] yourfelf, that no-body
loves you fo much as I do.

LETTER 11.

Wednefday, Sir JOH N ASToN's.

W E are going to leave a very dif-
agreeable Houfe, the Mafter of

which, is ifili more difagreeable. He is one
of thofe troublefome People, one is fo forry
to meet with ; the Species of whom, is,
however, too common; one of thofe Men

who


