
LETTE R I.
rny Head at parting' Into what a State
dd that Sîght ' -- But, could you coflCeive

that lie has dared to call at my Door,--- to
nfiff on1 fceing me,----to write to me,---to

imagme I would open has Letters ? Howaudacious is this Man ? But, are they not
ail fo ?

A lill àftonifihed at the Step I havetaken. I tell myfelf every Moment I haveaéted rightly; I tell myfelf fo, but I do notfeel it fufficiently: J feek for Reafons toapplaud myfeif on the Part I have purfued;
I fßnd them, but it is in my Pride only. 1
experience, my Dear, that the Heart has noTaffe for thofe weak Lenitives, n whicl
Our Vanity finds fo much Confolation.

IN fne, I am gone : Behold me, flftyMiles from London, and yet not dead; affure
nmy Lord Cai/e-Cary of this. In Spite ofhis Prediadions I did not faint away at the
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