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LETTER 1. 5
my Head at parting! Into what a Srate -
did that Sight I — But, could you coscerve
that he has dared to cal] at my Door,— to
infift on fecing me,— to Write to me,— to
imagime [ would open his Letters? How
audacious 1s this Man ? But, are they not
all fo?

I av @il aftonifhed at the Step I have
taken. T tel] myfelf every Moment I have
acted rightly ; 1 tel] myfelf fo, but I do not
feel it fufficiently : I feek for Reafons to
applaud myfelf on the Part I have purfued;
I find them, but it 15 i my Prde only, |
€xperience, my Dear, that the Heart has no
Tafte for thofe weak Lenttives, 1 which
our Vanity finds fo much Confo]atxon.,

In fine, T am gone: Behold me, fifty
Miles from London, and yet not dead; affure
my Lord Caffle-Cary of this, In Spite of
his Prediions I did not faint away at the
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