
A BACHELOR'S CONFRSSTn^Q
him not long since at Doncaster races. No
such thing. It was about a sentimental passion
that he once had for a most beautiful young
iady, who wrote poetry and played on the harpHe used to serenade her; and indeed he
described several tender and gallant scenes, in
which he was evidently picturing himself in
his mind s eye as some elegant hero of romance,
though, unfortunately for the tale, I only sawhim as he stood before me, a dapper little old
bachelor, with a face like an apple that has
dried with the bloom on it.

WTiat were the particulars of this tender
tale I have already forgotten

; indeed I listened
to it with a heart like a very pebble stone,
having hard work to repress a smile while
Master Simon was putting on the amorous
swain, uttering every now and then a sigh
and endeavouring to look sentimental and
melancholy.

AH that I recollect is, that the lady, according
to his account, was certainly a little touched
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