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EMILY MONTAGUE. i%
i;. There is no faying how bcautifiil^

Lucy looked laft night; her drefs was

rich, elegantly fancied, and particu>

larly becoming to her graceful form,

which I never faw look fo graceful

before.

All who attempted to be fine figures^,

Ihrunk into nothing before her,

Lucy carries her head, you know,,

remarkably well ; which, with the ad-

vantage of her height, the pcrfeft .stand-

ard of women, her fine proportion, the

native dignity of hex air, the majcftic

flow of her robe, and the blaze of her

diamonds, gave her a look of infinite

fiiperiority •, a fuperiority which fomc

of the company fcemed to feel in a
manner, which rather, I will own, gave

me pain.
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In a place confecratcd^ to joy, I hate

to fee any thing like an urreafy fen«

fittion i yet, whilfi: human paflions are

what


