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yet I had not refolution to refufe what I faw ^<'iVQ

you pleafure : I ftaycd
; you prefled my hand, you

regarded me with a look of unutterable love.

My Rivers, from that dear moment your rmily
vowed never to be another's : (he vowed not to

facrifice all the happinefs of her life to a romantic

parade of fidelity to a man whom fhe had been be-

trayed into receiving as a lover ; flie refolved, if

neceflary, to own to him the tendernefs w ith which
you had infpired her, to entreat from his efleem,

from his compaflion, a releafe from engagements

which made her wretched.

My heart burns with the love of virtue, I am
tremblingly alive 10 fame : what biiternefs then mult

have been my portion had I firft feen you when
the v^ifc of another I

Such is tiie powerful fympathy that unites us,

that I fear, that virtue, that ftrong fenfe of h onor

and fame, fo powerful in minds mofl turned to

tendernefs, would only have ferved to make more
poignant the pangs of hopelefs, defpairing love.

How bled am I, that we met before my fitua-

tion made it a crime to love : I fhudder at the idea

how wretched I might have been, had I feen you
jifew months later.

I am juft returned from a vifit at a few miles

diftance, I ftnd a letter from my dear Bell that

fhe will be here to-morrow : how do I long to fee

her, to talk to her of my Rivers.

I am interrupted.

Adieu 1 Yours,

Emily Montague.
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