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PR EFE ACE

THE following Letters may poffibly
be found to contain the fineft examples
of the language of Tentiment and
paffion ever prefented to the world.
They bear a firiking refemblance to
the celebrated romance of Werter,
though the incidents to which they re-
late are of a very different caft. Pro-
bably the readers to whom Werter
is incapable of affording pleafure, will
receive no delight from the prefent
publication. The editor apprehends

5 that,



PREFACE.

'that, in the judgment of thofe beft
qualified to decide upon the compari-
fon, thefe Letters will be admitted to *
have the fuperiority over the fiction of
Goethe. They are the offspring of a
glowing imagination, and a heart pene-
trated with the paffion it effays to de-
feribe.

To the feries of letters conftituting
the principal article in thefe two vo-
lumes, are added various pieces, none
of which, it is hoped, will be found
difcreditable to the talents of the au-
thor. The flight fragment of Letters on
the Management of Infants, may be
thought a trifle ; but it feems to have
fome value, as prefenting to us with
vividnefs the intention of the writer on

this




PREFACE.

‘this important fubjet. The publica-
tion of a few fele& Letters to Mr.
Johnfon, appeared to be at once a juft
monument to the fincerity of his friend-
thip, and a valuable and interefting
{pecimen of the mind of the writer.
The Letter on the Prefent Charaéter
of the French Nation, the Extra& of
the Cave of Fancy, a Tale, and the
Hints for the Second Part of the Rights
of Woman, may, I believe, fafely be
left to fpeak for themfelyes. The Effay
on Poetry and our Relifh for the Beau-
ties of Nature, appeared in the Month-
ly Magazine for April laft, and is the
enly piece in this colleétion which has
previoufly found its Wway to the prefs.
Vor. III. as
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EET T E-R S

§ £ old W 0 g L )

Two o’Clock.
MY dear love, after making my

arrangements for our fnug dinner to-
day, I’ have been taken by ftorm,
and obliged to' promife to dine, at
an early hour, with the Mifs 83
the only day they intend to pafs here.
I fhall however leave the key in the

door, and hope to find you at my
fire-fide when I return, about eight
o’clock. Will you not wait for poor
Joan? —whom you will find better, and

Vou. L B till




2 LETTERS.

till then  think very affe@ionately of
her.
Yours,, truly,
* oK W '*“

I am fitting down to dinner; fo do
not fend an anfwer.

LB DR R R D e U

Paft Twelve o’Clock, Monday night,
[Auguft.]

I oBry an emotion of my  heart,
which made me think of wifhing thee,
my love, gooed:night! before’ I go to
reft, with more tendernefs than I can
to-morrow, when writing ‘a hafty line
or two under Colonel ——’s eye, You
can fcarcely imagine with what plea-
{ure I anticipate the day, when we are
to




LETTERS. 3
‘o begin almoft to live together; and
you would {mile to hear how many
plans of employment I have in my head,
now that I am confident my heart has
found peace in your bofom.—Cherifh
me with that dignified tendernefs,
which I have only found in you; and
your own dear girl will try to keep un-
der a quicknefs of feeling, that has
fometimes given you pain—Yes, I will
be good, 1hat I'may deferve to be hap-
py 5 and, whilft you love

me, I c

ot

ain fall n\tr) ti‘c miferable ftate, which

ered life a burthen almoft too heavy

to be borne.

But; good-night!—God blefs you!
Sterne

ays, that is equal to a-kif
I would mthw give you the kifs mm
the ba

in, gl

Heaven, and afletiion to you.

the word n, becaufe i

t
B2 for
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fomething habitual ; and we are foon ta
meet, to try whether we have mind

enough to keep our hearts warm.
* oK ¥ %

I will be at the batrier a little affer
ten o'clock to-morrow*.—Y ours—

‘Wednefday Morning.

You haveoften called me; dear girl,
but you would now fay good, did you
know how very attentive I have been
to the ever fince I came to Paris:
1 am not however going to trouble

# The child is in a fubfequent letter called the
« barrier girl,” probably from a fuppofition that
fhe owed her exiftence to this interview.

EDITOR.

yOU_
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you with the account, becaufe I like to

fee your eyes praife me; and, Milton

infinuates, that, during fuch recitals,

there are interruptions, not ungrateful

to the heart, when the honey that drops

from the lips is not merely words.
1

Yet, I thall not (let me tel

v
fore thefe people enter, to force me to
‘huddle away my letter) be content witk

only a kifs of puTy—y

fee me—becau
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ory: refpeéting ' men, 1 fhould, inthe va-
nity of my heart, have imqgined that I

le fomething of his

could haye ma
it was compofed of fuch materials—

Huth! here they come—and love flies
away in the twinkling of an eye, leav-
ing a little brufh of his wing on my

y“u cheeks s
1 hope to fu‘ Di. —— this morning;
’s to meet him.

121:1.1 probabls

to —— to-morrow ; but it is no
ter, becaufe I muft take a carri
e fo many books, that I imr
ately want, to take with me. —On Fri-

I expeét you to dine

day then I ftha
with me—and, if you come a little be-
fore dinner, it is fo long fince I have

2 {een
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cen you, you will not be feolded by

yours affettionately
* ok *.

e —
U AP T By R RV

Friday Morning [September.}
A MAN, whom a letter from Mr, ——
pz'eviouﬂy announced, called here yel~
terday for the payment of a draft; and,

as he feemed difappointed at not find-

ing you at home, Ifent him toMr.——.

I have fince feen him, and he tells me

that he has fettled the bufine

So much .for bufinefs ! —May I ven-

ture to talk a little longer about lefs

?—How are

weighty affairs

# This and the thirteen following letters appear
to have been written during a feparation of feveral
maonths ; the date, Paris.

B4 have
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have been following you all along the
road this comfortlefs weather; for,
when [ am abfent from thofe I love, my
imagination is as lively, as if my fenfes
had never been gratified by their pre-
fence—I was going to'fay careffes—and
why fhould I not? I have found out
that I'have more mind than you, in one
refpeét ;- becaufe I can, without any
violent effort of reafon, find food .for
love in the fame objeét, muchlonger
than you can.—The way to my fenfes
is through my heart; but, forgive me!
I think there is fometimes a fhorter cut
to yours.

With ninety-nine men out of a hun-
dred, a very fufficient dath of folly is
neceflary to render a woman piguante, a
foft word for defirable; and, beyond
thefe cafual ebullitions of {ympathy,
few look for enjoyment by foftering a
paflion
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spaffion in their hearts. One reafon, in
thort, why I with my whole fex to be-
-come wifer, 'is, that ‘the foolith ones
may not, by their pretty folly, rob thofe
‘whofe: fenfibility keeps down their va-
nity, of the few rofes that afford them
fome folace in the thorny road ef life.

I do not know how [ fell/into thefe
‘refleétions, excepting one thought pro-
duced it—that thefe continual fepara-
tions were neceflary to warm your af-
feCtion.—Of late, we are

ways fepa-
rating. — Crack ! —crack!—and away
you go—This joke wears the fallow
caft of thought ; for, though I began to
write cheerfully, fome melancholy tears
have found their way into my eyes, that
linger there, whilft a glow of tendernefs
at my heart whifpers that you are one
of the beft. creatures in the world.—
Pardon then the vagaries of a mind,
that
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io

- that Has been almoft « crazed by care,’ |
as well as “ croffed in haplefs love,” |
and bear with me a/itt/e longer—When
we are fettled in the country together,
more duties will open before me, and
my heart, which now, trembling into
peace, is agitated by every emotion that J

he remembrance of old griefs, 1

awakens
will learn to-reft on yours, with that

dignity your charaéter, not to talk of
my own, demands.

e of yourfelf—and write

Take ¢
foon to-your oy girl (you may add

» fincerely loves

dear, if you pleafe) w

you, and will try to convince you of it,

by becoming happier.

LETTER
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LE T TER:V.
Sunday Night.
I mave juft reccived your letter, and
feel asif I could not go to bed tranquilly
without fayi

1

g a few word

in reply—

my mind is fe-

merely. to- tell you,-that X
rene, and my heart affcétionate:

Ever fince you laft faw me inclined
to faint, I have felt fome gentle twitches,
which make me begin to think, that
am nourifhing a creature who will foon

be fenfible of my cz
i P

tendernefs to you, but m

is thought

not only produced an overflowing of
le me very
attentive to calm my mind and take
exercife, left I thould deftroy an objeét,
in:whom we are to have a mutual in-
tereft, you know. - Yefterday—do not
fmile!—finding that I had hurt myfelf

by
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by lifting precipitately a large log of
wood, I fat down in an agony, till I felt
thofe faid twitches again.

Are you very bufy?

So you may reckon on its being finifhed
foon, though not before you come
home, unlefs you are detained longer
than I now allow myfelf to believe you
will.—

Be that-as it may, write to me, my
beft love, and bid me be patient—
kindly—and the expreffions of kindnefs
will again beguile the time, as fweetly
as they have done to-night.—Tell me
alfo  over and over again, that your
happinefs (and you deferve to be

happy!)
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happy!) is clofely conne@ted with
mine, and I will try to diffipate, as they
rife, the fumes of former difcontent,
thathave too often clouded the funthine,
which you have endeavoured to diffufe
through. my. mind: ~ God blefs you!
Take care of yourfelf, and remembex
with tendernefs. your affettionate

¥ ok ok %

I am going to reft very happy, and

you have made me fo.—This is the
kindeft good-night I can utter.

LETTER
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LETTER VL

Friday Morning,

I «v glad to find that other people
can be unreafonable, as well as' myfelf
—for be it known to thee, that I an*
fwered thy jiz/# letter, the very night it
reached me (Sunday), though thou
couldft not reccive it before Wednef-
day, becaufe it was not fent off till the
next day.—There is a full, true, and
particular account.—

Yet I am not angry with thee, my
love, for I think that it is a proof of
ftupidity, and likewife of a milk-and-
water affetion, which comes to the
fame thing, when the temper is govern-
ed by a fquare and compafs.—There is
nothing piCturefque in this firaight-

lined
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Jined e(iuali!y. ‘and the paffions always

give grace to the aétions.

Recolleétion now makes my heart
bound to thee; but, it is not to thy
money-getting face, though I cannot
be ferioufly difpleafed with the exer-
tion which increafes my efteem, or
rather is what I'fhould have expetted
from thy charafter.—Nos; - I have thy
Honeft countenance before me—Pop~—
relaxed by tendernefs ; a little—little
wounded by my whims ; and thy eyes

gliftening with fympathy.—Thy lips
then feel fofter than foft—and I reft my
cheek on th ng all the
world.—I have not left the hue of love
out of the pi€ture—the rofy glow; and

1€, ft;rgot‘.

fancy has fpread it over my own cheeks,
I believe, for I feel them burning,
whilft a delicious tear trembles in my
eye, that would be all your own, if a

grateful
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grateful emotiondire€ted to the Father

of nature, who has made me thus
alive to happinefs, did not give more
warmth to the fentiment it divides—
I muft paufe a moment:

Need I tell you that I am tranquil
after writing thus?>—I do not know
why, but I have more confidence in
your affeétion, when abfent, than pre-
fent; nay, I think that you muft love
me, for, in the. fincerity of my heart
let me fay it, I believe I deferve your

tendernefs, becaufe I am. true, and.

have a degree of fenfibility that you
can fee and relifh.

Yours fincerely
or oL s

EETTER

g ey w

!
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LETTER VI

Sunday Morning [December 29.]

You feem to have taken up your
abode at H. Pray fir! when do
you think of coming home? or, to
write very confiderately, when will
bufinefs permit you? I fhall expeck
(as the country people fay in England)
r of money to

that you will make a p

indemnify me for your abfence.

- e — _— —_—

Vor. 1IL & Well!
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Well! but, my love, to the old ftory—
am [ to fee you this week, or this
month?—I do not know what you are
about—for, as you did not tell me, I
would not afk Mr. ——, who is gene-
rally pretty communicative.

I long to fee Mrs. ———; not to
hear from you, fo do not give yourfelf
airs, but to get a letter from Mr, ——.
And I am hal
informing me whether {he had brought

angry with you for not

one h her or not.—On this fcore I
will cork'up fome of the kind things
that were ready to drop from my pen,

which has never been dipt in gall when

addrefling you ; or, will only fuffer an
S e 5
exclamation—¢ The creature!” or a

kind look, to efcape me, when I pafs

the flippers—which I could not remove
from my falle door, though they are
not the handfomeft of their kind.

2 Be

"
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Benot too anxious to get money |—
for'nothing worth having is to be pur-
chafed. God blefs you.

Yours affeétionately
* % K %

E BT R RV

Monday Night [December 30.]

My beft love, your letter to-night
was particularly grateful to my heart,
deprefled by the letters I received by
~-—w, for he brought me feveral, and
the parcel of books direted to Mr.
——— was for me. Mr. ———'s

letter was long and very affetionate ;
& Y 5

Coo
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affuirs, though he obvioufly makes the
beft of them, has vexed me.
A melancholy leiter from my fifter

has alfo harraffed my mind—
that from my brother would have given
me [incere pleafure; but for — =

There is a fpirit of independence i
his letter, that will pleafe you; and you
fhall fee it, when we are once more over
the fire together.—I think that you
would hail him as a brother, with one
of
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of your tender looks, when your heart
not only givcs a luftre to your eye, but
a dance of playfulnefs, that he would
meet with a glow half made up of bafh-
fulnefs, and a defire to pleafe the——
where fhall I find a word to exprefs
the relationfhip which fubfifts between
us ?—Shall I afk the little twitcher?—
But I have dropt half the fentence
that was to tell you how much he
would be inclined to'love the man lovec
by his fifter. I have been fancying my-
felf fitting between you, ever fin
be my heart has
at the thought !—You fee how I chat
to you.

an to write, an

I did not receive your letter till I
came home; and I did not expett it,
for the poft came in much la
ufual. It was a cordial to me
wanted one.

-—and

(c 2 Mr.
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Mr. —— tells me that he has written
again and again.—Love him a little |-—
It would be a kind of feparation, if you
did not love thofe I love.

There was fo much confiderate ten-
dernefs in your epiftle to-night, that, if
it has not made you dearer to me, it has
made me forcibly feel how very dear
you are to me, by charming away half
my cares.

Yours affectionately
* K * N

LoE T T E-R&TX,
Tuefday Moining [ December 31.]
Troven I'have juft fent a letter off,
yet, as captain offers to take one,
ing to let him go without
akind greeting, becaufe trifles of this
fort,

I am not wi
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fort, without having any effet on my
mind, damp my fpirits :—and you, with
all your firuggles to be manly, have
fome of this fame fenfibility.—Do not
bid it begone, for I love to fee it
friving to mafter your features; befides,
thefe kind of fympathie
affe@ion: and why, in cultivating our
underftandings, fhould we try to dry up
thefe fprings of pleafure, which gufh
out to give a freflnefs to days browned

re the life of

by care!

The books fent to me are fuch as
we may read together; {o I fhall not
look into them till you return; when
{t I mend my ftock-

vou fhall read, wh
ings.

Yours truly

o LETTER
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L ET THER X!

Wednefday Night [ January 1.]

As I have-been, you tell me, three
days without writing, I ought not to
complain of two: yet, as I expeéted to
receive a letter this afternoon, I am
hurt 5 and why fhould I, by concealing
it, affe€t the heroifm 1 do not feel ?

I hate commerce. How differently
muft ———’s head and heart be or-
ganized from mine! You will tell me,
that exertions are neceffary : I am
weary of them! The face of things,
public and private, vexes me. The
“ peace” and clemency which feemed

ta be dawninga few days ago, difappear
again. “ I am fallen,” as Milton faid,
“on evil days;” for I really believe

that
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that Furope will be in a flate of con-
vulfion, during half a century at leaft.
Life is but a labour of patience: it is
always rolling a great ftone up a hill;
for, before a perfon can find a refting-
place, imagining it is lodged, down it
comes again, and all the work is to be
done over anew !

Should I attempt to write any more;
I could not change the firain. My head
aches, and my heart is heavy. The
world appears an “ unwceded garden,”
where “ things rank and vile ” flourith
beft.

If you do not return foon—or, which
is no fuch mighty matter, talk of it—
I will throw your {lippers out at
window, and be off—nabody knows
where.

PR

Finding
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Finding that I was obferved, I told
the good women, the two Mrs. —
fimply that I was with child: and let
them ftare) and ———, and —==—

nay, all the world, may know it for
aught I care!—Yet I with to avoid
’s.coarfe jokes.

Confidering the care and anxiety a
8
woman muft have about a child be

it comes into the world, it {eems
me, by a natural
her. When
world, they fce

bt, to belong to

imerfed in the

n get

m to lofe all fenfations,
excepting thofe neceflary to continue or
produce life —Are thefe the privileges
of reafon? Amongft the feathered race,
whilft the hen keeps the young warm,
Ber mate ftays by to cheer her; but it
is fufficient for n

1 to condefeend to
get a child, in order to claim it—A
‘man is a tyrant!

You

O S AA L oY
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Youmay now tell me, that, if it were
not for me, you would be laughing
away with fome honeft fellows in L—n.
The cafual exer

ife of focial fympathy
would not be fufficient for me—I thould
not think fuch an heartlcs life worth
preferving.—It is neceffary to be in
good-humour with you, to be pleafed
with the world.

‘Thur{day Morning:

I was very low-fpirited laft night,
ready to quarrel with your cheerful
temper, which makes abfence eafy to
you.—And, why thould I mince the
the matter ? I was offended at your not
even mentioning it.—I do not want to
be loved like a goddefs ; but I with to
be neceflary to you. God blefs you!

* Some further letters, written during the re-
mainder of the week, in a fimilar firain to the
preceding, appear to have been deftroyed by the

Jperfon to whom they were addreffed.

LETTER
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L°E T T'E Ry.XL
Monday Night.

I mave juft received your kind and:
rational letter, and would fain hide my
face,. glowing with fhame for my folly.
—I would hide it in your bofom, if you
would again open it to me, and nefile
clofely till you bade my fluttering
heart be fiill, by faying that you for-
gave me. With eyes overflowing with
tears, and in the humbleft attitude, I
intreat you.—Do not turn from me, for
indeed I love you fondly, and have been
very wretched, fince the night I was {o
cruelly hurt by thinking that you had
no confidence in me:

It is time for me to grow more rea-
fonable, a few more of thefe caprices
of fenfibility would deftroy me. I have,

mn
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in fa€t, been very much indifpofed for
a few days paft, and the notion that I
was tormenting, or perhaps killing, a
poor little animal, about whom I am
grown anxious and tender, now I feel
it alive, made me worfe. My bowels
have been dreadfully difordered, and
every thing I ate or drank difagreed
with my flomach; ftill I feel intimations
of its exiftence, though they have been
fainter.

Do you think that the creature goes
regularly to fleep? I am ready to afk as
many queflions as Voltaire’s Man of
Forty Crowns. Ah! do not continue to
be angry with me! Youperceive that I
am already fmiling through my tears—
You have lightened my heart, and my
frozen fpirits are melting into pla
-fulnefs.

‘Write the moment you receive this.

I fhall
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I fhall count the minutes. But drop
not an angry word—I cannot now bear
it. Yet, if you think I deferve a fcold-
ing (it does not admit of a queftion, I
grant), wait till you come back—and
then, if you are angry one day, I thall
be fure of feeing you the next.
——— did not write to you, I fup-
pofe, becaufe he talked of going to
H——. Hearing that I was ill,he called
very kindly on me, not drcaming that
it was fome words that he incautioufly
let fall, which rendered me fo.
God blefs you, my love; do not fhut

your heart againft a return of tender-

nefs; and, as [ now in fancy cling to
you, be more than ever my fupport.—

Feel but as affe€tionate when you read

this letter, as I did writing it, and you
will make happy, your
* * ¥ *

LETTER
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1B T T ER-XIE
Wednefday Morning.
I wirz never, if I am not entirely
in to encou-

cured of quarrelling;

coming fancies,

»

rage ‘ quic when
we are feparated. Yefterday, my love,
I could not open your letter for fome
time; and, though it was not half as
fevere as I merited, it threw me into
fuch a fit of trembling, as ferioufly
alarmed me. I did not, as you may
fuppofe, care for a little pain on my
own account ; but all the fears which
I have had for a few days paft, returned
with freth force. This morning I am
better; will you not be glad to hear it?
You perceive that forrow has almoft
made a child of me, and that I want to

be foothed to peace.
One ‘thing you miftake in my cha-
rater,
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rafter, and imagine that to be coldnefs

which is juft the contrary. For, when

I am hurt by the perfon moft dear to

me, I muft let out a whole torrent of

emotions, in which tendernefs would

be uppermoft, or ftifle them altogethers;

and it appears to me almoft a duty to

! ftifle them, when I imagine that I am
treated with coldnefs.

Iam afraid that Ihave vexed you,

my own ——. I know the quicknefs

gs—and let me, in the

Camseiimicactn 2o

of your fe
fincerity of my heart, affure you, there
is nothing I would not fuffer to muke
you happy. My own happinefs wholly
depends on you—and, knowing you,
when my reafon is not clouded, I look
forward to arational profpect of as much
felicity as the earth affords—with a lit-
tle dath of rapture into the bargain, if
you will look at me, when we meet
again,
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again, as you have fometimes. greeted,

your humbled, yet moft affeétionate
* E X ¥

ECEYET B R XTI,

Thurfday Night,

{ mave been wifhing the time away,
my kind love, unable to reft till I knew
that my penitential letter had reached
your hand—and this afternoon, when
your tender epiftle of Tuefday gave
fuch exquifite pleafure to your poor
fick girl, her heart {mote her to think
that you were fiill to receive another
cold one.—Burn it alfo, my —; yet
do not forget that cven thofe letters
were full of love ; and T fhall ever re
colleét, that you did not wait to be
mollified by my penitence, before you
took me again to your heart.

Vou. III. D I have
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1 have been unwell, and would not,
now I am récovering, take a journey,
becaufe I have been ferioufly alarmed
and angry with myfelf, dreading conti-
nually the fatal confequence of my
folly.—But, fhould you think it right
to remain at H—, 1 fhall find fome op-

.portunity, in the courfe of a fortnight,
or Jefs perhaps, to come to you, and
before then I fhall be firong again.—Yet
do not be uncafy! Tam really better,
and never took fuch care of myfelf, as
I'have done fince you reftored my peace
of mind. The girl is come to warm
my bed—fo 1 will tenderly fay, good
night! and write a line or two in the
morning.

Morning.

I wisn you were here to walk
with me this fine morning! yet your
abfence fhall not prevent me. 1 have
ftayed at home too much; though,

when
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when I was fo dreadfully out of fpirits,
I'was carelefs of every thing.

I will now fally forth {you will go
with me in my heart) and try whether
this fine bracing air will not give the
vigour to the poor babe, it had, before
I fo inconfiderately gave way to the
grief that deranged my bowels, and
gave a turn to my whole fyftem.

Yours truly

t2 XK xFx ¥

D2 LETTER
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Saturday Morning,
Tux two or three letters, which I
have written to you lately, my love, will "
ferve as an anfwer to your explanatory
one. I cannot but refpeét your mo-
tives and conduét. I always refpeted
| them; and was only hurt, by what
feemed to me a want of confidence, and
confequently affe@ion.—I thought alfo,
that if you were obliged to ftay three
months at H—, . I might as well have
been with you—Well! well, what fig-
what I brooded over—Let us now
>nds!

be
I fhall probably receive a letter from
you t -day, fealing my pardon—and I
will be careful not to torment you with
j my
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my querulous humours, at leaft, till I
fee you again. A& as circumftances
diret, and I will not enquire when
they ‘will permit you to return, con=
vinced that you will haften to. your
** % », when you have attained - (or
loft fight of) the objett of your journey.
What a piéture-have you fketched of
our fire-fide! Yes, my love, my fancy
was inftantly at work, and I found my
head on your ' fhoulder, whilft my eyes
were fixed on the little creatures that
were clinging about your knees. I did
not abfolutely determine that there
fhould be fix—if you have not fet your
heart on’ this round number.
I am going to dine with Mrs. ——,
I have not been to vifit her fince the
firt day fhe came to Paris. I wifh
indeed to be out in the air as much as
Fcan; for the exerciferI have taken .
D3 thefe
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thefe two or‘three days paft, has been
of fuch fervice to me, that I hope
fhortly to tell you, that I am quite well.
L have fearcely flept before laft might,
and then not ‘much.—The two Mrs:
s shave been very anxious and

tender.
Yours truly
* K K

I need not defire you to give the
-colonel a good bottle of wine.

LETTER XV.
Sunday Morning.
I wroTE to you yefterday, my ——;
but, finding that the colonel is ftill de
tained (for his paffport was forgotten at
the office yeltosday) I am not willing to

let
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Jet fo-many days clapfe without your-
hearing ‘from’ me, after having talked-
of illnefs and apprehcnﬁons. i

1 cannot boaft of being quite reco-
vered, yet 1am (I muft ufe my York-~.
fhire phrafe; for, when my heart is
warm, pop come the cxprcﬂ]ons of
childhood into my head) fo lgktforte,
that 1 think it will not go badly with
me——And nothing fhall be wanting on
my part; I affure you; for [ am urged
on, not only by an enlivened affeétion
for you, but by a new-born tendernefs
that plays cheerly round " my - dilating
heart.

I was therefore, in defiance of cold
and dirt, out in the air the greater part
of yefterday; and, if I get over this
evening without a return of the fever
that has tormented me, 1 thall talk no
more of illnefs. 1 haveg promifed the

D4 little




40 LETTERS.

little, creature, that its mother, who |
ought to cherifh it, will not again
plague it; and begged it to pardon me ;
and, fince I could not hug either it or
you to my breaft, I have to my heart.—
I am afraid to read over this prattle—
but it is only for your eYes

I have been ferioufly vexed, to find,
that, whilft you were harraffed by im-
pediments in your undertakings, I was
giving you additional uneafinefs.—If
you can make any of your plans anfwer-
~—it is well, I do not think a /iztle money
inconvenient ; but, fhould they fail, we
will firuggle cheerfully together—
drawn clofer by the pinching blafts of
poverty.

Adieu, my love! Write often to
your poor girl, and write long letters ;
for Inot only like them for being longer,
but becaufe more heart fteals into them;

and
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and I am happy to catch your heart
whenever I can.
Yours fincerely -
T EY

LETLILER XV
Tuefday Morning.

I scize this opportunity to inform
you, that I am to fet out on Thurfday
with Mr. — , and hope to tell you
foon (on your lips) how glad I fhall be
to fee you. I have juft got my pafiport,
fo I do not forefee any impediment to
my reaching H——, to bid you good-
night next Friday in my newapartment
—where I am to meet you and love, in
fpite of care, to fmile me to fleep—

for I have not caught much reft fince
we parted.

You
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You have, by your tendernefs and
worth, twifted yourfelf more' artfully
round my heart, than I fuppofed pof-
fible.—Let me - indulge the thought,
that I have thrown out fome tendrils to
cling to the elm by which I wifh to be
fupported.—This is talking a new lan-
guage ‘for me !—But, knowing that I
am not a parafite-plant, I am willing to

receive the proofs of affeCtion, that
every pulfe replies to, when I think of
being once morein the fame houfe
with you.—God blefs you!
Yours. truly
* %k K

LETTER
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LETTER XVH:

Wednefday Morning:

1 owry fend this as an gvant-coureur,
witheutjack-boots, to tellyou, th atlam
again on the wing, and hope to be with
you a few hours after you receive it. 1
fhall find you well, and compofed, T
am fure ; or, more properly fpeaking,
cheerful.—~What is the reafon that my
fpirits are not as manageable as yours?
Yet, now I think of it, I will not al-
low that your temper is even, though
I have promifed myfelf, in order to
obtain my own forgivenefs, that I will
not ruffle it for along, long time—I am
afraid to fay never.

¥arewell for a moment !—Do not

: forget
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forget that I am driving towards you:
in perfon ! My mind, unfettered, has
flown to you long fince, or rather has
never left you.

Tam well, and have no apprehenfion
that I'fhall find the journey too fa-
tiguing, when I follow the lead:of my
heart.—With my face turned to H-—
my fpirits will not fink-—and my mind
has, always hitherto enabled my body
to do whatever I wifhed.

"Yours affetionately

* K%k
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LETTER "XV

H—, Thurfday Morning, March 12,

W are fuch creatures of habit, my
Tove, that, though I cannot fay I was
forry, childithly fo, for your going,
when I knew that you were to ftay fuch
a thort time, and I had a plan of em-
ployment; yet I :could not fleep.—I
turned to your fide of the bed, .and
tried to make the moft of the comfort
of the pillow, which you ufed to tell
me I was churlith about; butall would
not do.—1 took neverthelels my walk
before breakfafl, though the weather
was not very inviting—and here. I am,
wifhing you a finer day, and feeing you
‘peep over my fhoulder, as [ 'write, with
ene of your kindeft looks—when your

eyes
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eyes gliften, and a fuffufion creeps over
your relaxing features.

But I do not mean to dally with you
this morning—So God blefs you! Take
care of yourfelf—and fometimes fold to
your heart your affectionate
* kg

L iE R FiRi XX

DO not call me ftupid, for leaving
on the table the little bit of paper I was
to inclofe—This comes of being in
love at the fag-end of a letter of bufi-
nefs.—You know, you fay, they will
not chime together.—I had got you by
the fire-fide, with the gigor {moking on
the board, to lard your poor bare ribs
—and behold, I clofed my letter with~
out
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eut faking the paper up, that was di~
re€tly under my eyes-—What had I got
in them to render me:fo blind :-—1 give
you leave to anfwer the queftion, if you
will not fcold ; for I am

Y ours moft affe€tionately
X ® ¥y

A — e

LETTER XX
Sunday, Auguft 17.

I have promifed — to go with
him to his country-houfe, where he is
now permitted to dine—I, and the little
darling, to be fure*—whom I cannot

# The child fpoken of in fome preceding Tete
ters, had now been born a confiderable time.

4 help
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help kiffing with more fondnefs, fince
you left us. Tthink I fhall enjoy the
fine profped, and that it will rather
enliven; than fatiate my imagination.

I have called on Mrs. —. ~ She
has the manners of a gentlewoman,
with a dafh of the eafy French coquetry,
which renders her piguante.~But Mon-
Jieur her hufband, whom nature never
dreamed of cafting in either the mould
of a gentleman or lover, makes but an
aukward figure in' the foreground of
the picture.

The H——s are very ugly, without
doubt—and the houfe fmelt of com-
merce from top to toe—fo that his
abortive attempt to difplay tafte, only
proved it to be one of the things not to
be bought with gold. I'was in a room
amoment alone, and my attention was
attraéted by the pendule-— A nymph was

5 offering
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offering up her vows before a fmoking
altar, to a fat-bottomed Cupid (faving
your prefence), who was kicking his
heels in the air.—Ah' kick on, thought
I; for the demon of traffic will ever
fright away the loves and graces,

ftreak with the rofy beams of i

ife_whilft the

fancy the /'ﬂ imbre day of
xmdgm‘.hon, not mowmg us to fee

things as they are, enables us to catch
ah uu) d"aum't of the runmit 1g ftream

ft f

be given only to tantalize us.

for which fe

of delight, the th

But I am philofophizing ; nay, pers

haps you will call me fev
me let the fquare-headed money-getters

ere, and bid

alone.—Peace to thcn though none

of the focial fprites (and there ar

e not a
few of s, who {port
about the various mlcts to my heart

gave mea twitch to reftrain my pen.

Vou, IIL E 1 have
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I have been writing on, expeting
by poor =———— to come; for, when I
| began, I merely thought of bufinefs;
and, as this is the idea that moft natu-
rally affociates with your image, I won-
! der I ftumbled on any other.
Yet, as common life, in my opinion, 1
is fca
gigot every day, and a pudding added

thereunto, 1 will allow you to cultivate

cely worth having, even with a |

my judgment, if you will permit me to
keep alive the fentiments in your heart,
which may be termed romantic, be-
caufe, the offspring of the fenfes and
the imagination, they refemble the
[ mother more than the father*, when

they produce the fuffufion I admire.
In fpite of icy age, I hope ftill to fee it,

# She means, ¢ the latter more than the former.”
EDITOR.

if
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if you have not determined only to
eat and drink, and be ftupidly ufeful

to the ftupid—
Yours

* ok k %

LETTER XXI.

H—, Auguft 19, Tuefday.

I recEIvED both your letters to-day
1

—I had reckoned on hearing from you

ppointed,
to the

yefterday, therefore was dif
though I imputed your
right caufe. I intended anfwering
your Kind letter immediately, that you
might have felt the pleafure it gave
me ; but ————— came in, and fome

: E 2 other
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other things interrupted mey fo that
thc fine vapour has evaporated—yet,
ing a fweet fcent behind, I have:
7 to tell you, what is fufficiently
obvious, that the earneft defire I have
thown to keep my place, or gain more

ground in your heart, is a fure proof
how nece

ary your affe@ion is to my
ill I do not think it falfe
foolith pride, to wifh that

happinefs.-

delicacy, or
r attenti

on to my happinefs fhould

e as much from love, which is al-

ways rather a felfith paflion, as reafon—

that is, I want you to promote my
felicity, by feeking your own.—For,
whatever pleafure it may give me to
difcover your generofity of foul, I
would not be dependent for your af-
fe&tion on the very quality I moft ad-
mire. Noj there are qualities in your
heart, which demand my affeftion;

e but,
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but, unlefs the attachment appears to
‘me clearly mutual, T fhall labour only
to efteem your charafter, inficad of
cherifhing a tendernefs for your per-
fon.

I write in a hurry, becaufe the little
one, who has been fleeping a long time,
begins to call for me. Poor thing!
when I am fad, 1 lament that all my
affetions grow on me, till they become
too ftrong for my peace, though they
all afford me fnatches of exquifite en-

joyment—This for our little girl was at
firft very reafonable—more the- effeét
of reafon, a fenfe of duty, than feel-
ing—now, fhe has got into my heart

and imagination, and when I walk out
without her, her little figure is ever
dancing before me.

You too have fomehow clung round
my heart—I found I could not eat my

Es

dinner
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dinner in the great room—and, when
1 took up the large knife to carve for
myfelf, tears rufhed into my eyes.—Do
not however fuppofe that I am melan-
choly—for, when you are from me,
1 not only wonder how I can find fault
with you—but how I can doubt your
affeCtion.

I will not mix any comments on the
inclofed (it roufed my indignation)
with the effufion of tendernefs, with
which I affure you, that you are the
friend of my bofom, and the prop of my

heart.
* K ¥ x

LETTER
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Y BT T E R XX

H—, Auguft zo.

1 want to know what fteps you
have taken refpefting ——.  Knavery
always roufes my indignation—I fhould
be gratified to hear that the law had
chaftifed ——feverely ; but I do not
wifh you to fee him, becaufe the bufi-
nefs does not now admit of peaceful
difcuffion, and I do not exattly know
how you would exprefs your con-
tempt.

Pray afk fome queftions about Tal-
lien—I am flill pleafed with the dignity
of his conduét.—The other day, in the
caufe of humanity, he made ufe of a
degree of addrefs, which I a —

E 4 an
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and mean to point out to you, as one

; of the few inflances of addrefs which
;,‘J‘ do credit to the abilities of the man,
11 without taking away from that confi-

dence in his opgpnefs of heart, which

is the true bafis of both public and
private friendfhip.

Do not fuppofe that I mean to al-

1 \ lude to alittle referve of temper in you,

! of which I have fometimes com-

i plined! You have been ufed to a

! ‘ cunning woman, and you almoft look

for cunning—Nay, in managing my

happinefs, you now and then wounded

{ my fenfibility, concealing. yourfelf, till

honeft fympathy, giving you to me

without difguife, lets me look into a

| heart, which my half-broken one withes

) to creep -into,” to  be revived and

1 cherithed.——-You have franknefs of

heart, but not often exattly that over-

flowing
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flowing (épanchement de caur ), which
becoming almoft childifh, appears a
weaknefs only to the weal

But I have left poor Tallien. I
nted you to enquire likewife whe-

ther, as a member declared in the con-
vention, Robefpierre really maintained

¢r of miftreffes.—Should it prove
t they rather flattered
his vanity than his fenfes.

a i

{o, I fufpet

Here is a chatting, defultory epifile!
But do net fuppofe that I mean to
clofe it without mentioning the little

damfel~who has been almoft fpringing

out of my arm—fhe certainly looks

sery like yon—but I do not love her
the lefs for that, whether I am angry
or pleafed with you.—
X ours affeftionately

* ¥ K

LETTER
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' LT T 1R XXIIJ*

} September 22.

18 I mave juft written two letters, that
i are going by other conveyances, and
i l which I reckon on your receiving long
{ before this. [ therefore merely write,
becaufe I know I thould be difappoint-
| ‘w ed at feeing any one who had left you,
i if you did not fend a letter, were it ever
{o fhort, to tell me why you did not
write a longer—and you will want to
be told, over and over again, that our
little Hercules is quite recovered.

\ * This is the firft of a feries of letters written
| during a feparation of many months, to which no
! cordial ‘mecting ever fuccceded. They were fent

from Paric, and bear the addrefs of London.

Befides
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Befides looking at me,~ there are
three other things, wh

ch delight her—
to ride in a coach, to look at a fcarlet
waiftcoat, and hear loud mufic—yefter-
day, at the fée, fhe enjoyed the two
latter ; but, to honour J. J. Roufleau,
1 intend to give her a fafh, the firft the
has ever had round her—and why not?
—for I have always been half in love
with him.

Well, this you will fay is trifling—
fhall I talk about alum or foap ? There
is nothing picturefque in your prefent
purfuits ; my imagination then rather
chufes to ramble back to the barrier
with you, or to fee you coming to
meet me, and my bafket of grapes.—
With what pleafure do I recolleét your
looks and words, when I have been
fitting on the window, regarding the
waying corn!

Believe
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‘Believe me, fage fir, you have not
fufficient refpect for the imagination—
I could prove to you in a trice that it is
the mother of fentiment, the great
diftintion of our nature, the only puri-
fier of the paffions—animals hayve a
portion of reafon, ‘and equal, if not
more exquifite, fenfes ; but no trace of
imagination, or her offspring tafte, ap-
pears in any of their-aétions.  The im-
pulfe of the fenfes, paffions, if you will,
and the conclufions of reafon, draw
men together; but the dmagination is
the true fire, ftolen from heaven, to
animate this cold creature of clay, pro-
ducing all thofe fine fympathies that

lead to rapture, rendering men focial
by expanding their hearts, inftead of

ure to calculate how

smany comforts fociety affords.

If
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If you call thefe obfervations roman-
tic, a phrafe in this place which would
be tantamount to nonfenfical, I fhall
be apt to retort, that you are embruted

by trade, and the vulgar enjoyments of

life—Bring me then back barrier-

face, or you fhall has

10thing to fay

to my barrier-girl; and I fhall fly from
you, to cherifh the remembrances that
will ever be dear to me; for I am
yours truly

*» ¥ ¥ *,

LETTER
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Evening, Sept. 23.

I mave been playing and laughing
with the little girl fo long, that I can-
not take up my pen to addrefs you
without emotion. Prefling her to my
bofom, fhe looked fo like you (emtre
nous, your beft looks, for I do not ad-
mire your commercial face) every nerve
feemed to vibrate to the touch, and I
began to think that there was {fome-
thing in the affertion of man and wife
being one—for you feemed to pervade
my whole frame, quickening the beat
of my heart, and lending me the fym-
pathetic tears you excited.

Have I any thing e to fay to you?
No; not for the prefent—the reft is all
flown
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flown away ; and, indulging tendernefs
for you, I cannot now complain of
fome people here, who have ruffled my
temper for two or three days paft.

Morning.
Yesterpay B—— fent to me for
my packet of letters. He called on me
before ; and I like him better than I
did—that is, I have the fame ol,mmn

of his underftanding, but I think with

you, he has more tende

nefs and real

delicacy of feeling with refpett to wo-
men, thaa are commonly to be met with.
His manner too of fpeaking of his little
girl, about the age of x“i"': interefted
me. I.gave him a letter for my fifter,
and requefted him to fee ] her.
I have been interrupted. Mr. ——
I {uppofe will write about bu
Put
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Public affairs I do not defcant on, ex-
cept to tell you that they write now
with great freedom and truth; and this
liberty of the prefs will overthrow the
Jacobins, I plainly perceive:

I hope you take care of your health.
I have got a habit of reftlefliefs at
might, whicl' arifes, I believe, from
aivity of mind ; for, when I am alone,
that is, not near one to whom I can
open my heart, I fink into reveries and
trains of thinking, which agitate and
fatigue me.

This is my third letter; when am I
to hear from you? I need not tell you,
I fuppofe, that [ am now writing with
fomebody in the room with me, and
—— is waiting to carry this to Mr.
. D will then kifs the girl for
you, and bid you adieu.

1 defired you, in one of my other

letterss
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lefters, to bring back to me your bar-
or that you fhould not be
loved by my barrier-girl. Iknow that

rier-face-

you will love her more and more, for
fhe is a little affetionate, intelligent
creature, with as much vivacity, [
fhould think, as you could wifh for.

I was going to tell you of two or
three things which difpleafe me here;
but they are not of fufficient confe-
quence to interrupt pleafing fenfa-

tions. I have received a letter from

Mr. —. I want you to bring ——
with you. Madame S—— is by me,
reading a German tranflation of your
letters—fhe defires me to 'E.))i\'c her love
to you, on account of what you fay of
the negroes.

Yours moft affetionately:




L\
%; 66 LETTERS.

{ LETTER XXV,
Paris, Sept. 28,
! I vAVE written to you three or four
letterss but different caufes have pre-
1 ; vented my fending them by the perfons
who promifed to take or forward them.
i The inclofed is one I wrote to go by
D‘\ B
s 1 arrive, before Ihope, and believe, you
will have fet out on your return, I

; yet, finding that he will not

{ inclofe it to you, and fhall give it in

charge to , as Mr.—— is detained,
to whom I alfo gave a letter.

I cannot help being anxious to hear

you; but I fhall not harrafs you
I with accounts of inquietudes, or of
cares that arife from peculiar circum-
ftances,—I have had fo many little

- RS

T4

i
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plagues here, that I have almoft la-
mented that I left H—. ——, who
is at beft a moft helplefs creature, is
now, on account of her pregnancy,
more trouble than ufe to me, fo that I
ftill continue to be almoft a flave to the
child —She indeed rewards me, for
fhe is a {weet little creature ; for, fet-
ting afide a mother’s fondnefs (which,
by the bye, is growing on me, her little
intelligent {miles finking into my heart),
fhe has an aftonifhing degree of fenfibi-
lity and obfervation. The other day
by B—s child, a fine one, fhe looked
she is all life and

ite.—

h\ e a little {pr

motion, and her
of a fool—I will 1\::

I flept at St. C
room (if you h

in the very

¢ not Z}u';,l,ot) in which

refled me very tenderly to

your

you p:

beart.—I did not forget to fold my
F 2
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darling to mine, with fenfations that
are almoft too facred to be alluded to.

Adieu, my love ! Take care of your-
felf, if you with to be the proteétor of
your child, and the comfort of her
mother.

I have received, for you, letters from
~——————. Iwant to hear how that
affair finithes, though I do not know
whether I have moft contempt for his
folly or knavery.

Your own

LR
LETTER
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LETTER XXVL

O&ober 1.

17 is a heartlefs tafk to write letters,
“without knowing whether they will
ever reach you.—I have given two to
——, who has been a-going, a-going,
every day, for a week paft; and three
others, which were written in a low-
fpirited firain, a little querulous or fo,
1 have not been able to forward by the
opportunities that were mentioned to
me., Tant mienx! you will fay, and I
will not fay nay ; for I fhould be forry
that the contents of a letter, when you
are fo far away, fhould damp the plea-
fure that the fight of it would afford—
judging of your feclings by my own.
g I juft
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I juft now ftumbled on one of the kind
letters, which you wrote during your
laft abfence. You are then a dear
affeftionate creature, and I will not
plague. you. The letter which you
chance to receive, when the abfence is
fo long, ought ‘to bring only tears of
tendernefs, without any bitter  alloy,
into your eyes. i
After your return I hope:indeed,
that you will not be fo immerfed in
bufinefs, " as during the laft three or
four months paft—for even money, tak-
ing'into-the account all the future com-
forts it is to procure, may be gained at
too dear a rate, if painful impreflions
afe left on the mind.—Thefe impref~
fions were much more lively, foon after
you went away, than at prefent—for a
thoufand tender recollections efface the
melancholy traces they left on my mind
—and
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—and every emotion is on the fame fide
as my reafon, which always was on
yours.—Separated, it would be almoft
impious to dwell on real or imaginary
imperfetions of charafter.—I feel that
I love you; and, if I cannot be happy
with you, 1 will feek it no where elfe.

My little darling grows every day
more dear to me—and fhe often has a
kifs, when we are alone together,
which I give her for you, with all my
heart.

I have been interrupted—and muft
fend off my letter. The liberty of the
prefs will produce a great effect here—
the ¢y of blood will not be vainl—Some
more monfters will perith—and the
Jacobins are conquered.—Yet I almoft
fear the laft flap of the tail of the
beaft.

1 have had feveral trifling tea

¥4
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inconveniencies here, which 1 fhall not
now trouble you with a detail of—1
am fending

back ; her pregnancy
rendered her ufelefs. The gitl I have
got has more vivacity, which is better
for the child.

Ilong to hear from you.~Bring a
copy of and — with you.

—— is ftill here : heé is a loft man.—
He really loves his wife, and is anxious
about his children ; but his indifcrimi-
nate hofpitality and focial feelings have
given him an inveterate habit of drink-
ing, that deftroys his health; as well as
renders his perfon difgufting.—If his
wife had more fenfe; or delicacy, fhe

might reftrain him: as‘it is, nothing
will

2 him.

s moft truly and affeét onately
* HomF

LETTER
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YEETTER XXVIL

Odober 26,

My dear love, I began to with fo ear- |
neftly to hear from you, that the fight
of your letters occafioned fuch pleafur-
able emotions, I was obliged to throw
them afide till the little girl and I were
alone together ; and this faid little girl,

. our darling, is become a moft intelli-
gent little creature, and as gay as a lark,
and that in the morning too, which I
do not . find quite:fo convenient. =1
once told you, that the fenfations be-
fore fhe -w

s born, and when fhe is
ere pleafant; but they do
not deferve to be compared to the emo-
tions I feel, when fhe ftops to fmile

upon

PR .
fucking, v
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upon me, or laughs outright on meet-
ing me unexpeétedly in the ftreet, or
after a fhort abfence. She has now the
advantage of having two good nurfes,
and I am at prefent able to difcharge
my duty to her, without being the
flave of it.

Ihave therefore employed and amufed
myfelf fince I got rid of —, and am
making a progrefs in the language
amongft other things. I have alfo made
fome new acquaintance. I have almoft
tharmed a judge of the tribunal, R—,
who, though I fhould not have thought
it poffible, has humanity, if not beaucoup
def But let me tell you, if you do
not make hafte back, I fhall be half in
love with the author of the Marfiil-
laife, who is a handfome man, a little
too broad d or fo, and plays fweet-
Iy on the violin.

What
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What do you fay to this threat —
why, entre nous, I like to give way to
a fprightly vein, when writing te you,
that is, when I am pleafed with you.
« The devil,” you know, is proverbi-
ally faid to be * in a good humour, w hen
he is pleafed.” Will you not then be
e back quickly to

a good boy, and co
play with your girls? but I fhall not al-
low you to love the new-comer beft.

My heart longs for your return, my
love, and only looks for, and {feeks hap-
pinefs with you; yet do not imagine
that I childifhly wifh you to come back,
before you have arranged things in
fuch a manner, that it will not be ne-
ceffary for you to leave us foon again,

or
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or to make exertions which injure your
contftitution.
Yours moft truly and tenderly

* % %%

P.S."You would oblige me by deli-
vering the inclofed to Mr. ——, and
pray call for an-anfwer.—It is for a per-
{on uncomfortably fituated.

L\ E 4T 'TuE R . XXVIIL

’ Dec. 36,
‘T'mave been, my love, for fome days
tormented by fears, that’I would not
allow to afflume a form— Ihad been
expetling you daily—and I heard that
many veflels had been driven on fhore
~during the late gale.—Well, I now fee
2 )'Olll'
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your Jetter—and find that you are fafes
1 will not regret then that your exer-
tions have hitherto been fo unavailing.

Be that as it may, return to me when

you have arranged the otl matters,

which has been crowding on you.

I want to be fure that you are fafe—
and net feparated from me by a fea that
muft be paffed. For, feeling that Iam
happier than I ever was, do you won-
der at my fometimes dreading that fate
has not done perfecuting me? Come
to me, my deareft friend, hufband, fa-
ther of my child!—All thefe fond ties
glow at my heart at this moment, and
dim my eyes.—With you an indepen-
dence is defirable ;~and it is always
within our reach, if afluence efcapes

us
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us—without you the world again ap-
Ppears empty to me. But I am recur-
ring to fome of the melancholy thoughts
that have flitted acrofs my mind for
fome days paft, and haunted my
dreams.

My little darling is indeed a fweet
child ; and I am forry that you are not
here, to fee her little mind unfold itfelf,
You talk of « dalliance ;” but certainly
mo lover was ever more attached to his
miftrefs, than fhe is to me. Her eyes
follow me every where, and by affec-
tion I have the moft defpotic power
over her.  She is all vivacity or foft-
nefs — yes ; [ love her more than I
thought I fhould. When I have been

hurt at your ftay, I have embraced her
as my only comf

rt—when pleafed with
jyou, for I«:u'.\infg and laughing like
you; nay, I ca

ot, I find, long be an-

s
STy
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wry with you, whilft I am kifling her
for refembling you. But there would
Be no end to thefe details. Fold us
both to your heart; for [ am truly and
affeCtionately

Yours

X % % %

L'E TP ER XXXt

December 28.

I do, my love, indeed fincerely

{¢
fympathize with you all your difap-

point:mzm.\‘.-—Yu, knowing -that

are well, and think of me with
1 tion
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ments, becaufe I am f

rry “that you
fhould thus exert yourfelf in vain, and
that you are kept from me.

—> | know, urges you to* ftay,

and is continually branch

ing out into
new projeéts, becaufe he- has the idle
defite to:amafs a large: fortune, rather
an immenfe one, merely: to have the
credit of having ‘made it.  But we
who are. governed by other motives,
ought not to beled on by him. When
we meet, we.will difeufs this fubje€t—
You will liften to reafon, and it has
probably occurred to you, that" it will
be better, ‘in’ future;- to purfue fome
fober plan, which may demand more
time, and fill enable you to arrive at
the fame end. Itappears to me abfurd
to wafte life in preparing to live.
Would it not now be poflible to ar-
range

tion, T only Jament other difappoint-
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range your bufinefs in fuch a manner
as to avoid the inquietudes, of which
I have had my fhare fince your depar-
ture? Is it not poffible to enter into
bufinefs, as an employment neceflary
to keep the faculties awake, and (to
fink a little in the expreflions) the pot
boiling, without fuffering what muft
ever be confidered as a fecondary ob-
je&t, to engrofs the mind, and drive
fentiment and affetion out of the
heart?

[ am ina hurry to give this letter to
the perfon who has promifed to for-
ward it with — ’s. I wifh then to
counteraét, in fome meafure, what he
he has doubtlefs recommended moft
warmly.

Stay, my friend, whilft it is a2folutely
neceflary.—I will give you no tenderer
name, though it glows at my heart,

Vou. IIL G unlefs
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unlefs you come the moment the fet~
tling the prefent obje&s permiti—1I do sot
coifent to your taking any other jour-
ney—or the little woman and I will be
off, the Lord knows where. But, as I
had rather owe every thing to your af-
fe€tion, and, I may add, to your rea-

fon, (for this immoderate defire of

wealth, which makes ——— fo eager

to have

/ou remain, is contrary to your
;):’in(‘ip!c% of attion), I will not impor-
tune you.—I will only tell you, that I
long to fee you—and, being at peace
with you, I fhall be hurt, rather than
made ﬂnv'y, by de L1)9—ll~v‘n'* fuf-
fered fo much in life, do not be fus-
pnfxd if I fometimes, when left to

w gloomy, and fuppofe that
it was all a dream, and that my happi-
uels is not to laft. I fay happinefs,

becaufe
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becaufe remembrance retrenches all
the dark fhades of the pi€ture.

My little- one - begins to fhow her
tecth, and ufe her legs—She wants you
to bear your part in the nurfing bufi-
nefs, for I am fatigued with dancing
her, and yet fhe is not fatisfied—fhe
wants you to thank her mother for tak-
ing fuch care of her, as you only can,

Yours truly
* K K %

December 29.

Tuouven I {uppofe you have later
intell

NCe; ! yet, as = has juft
informed me that he has an opportuni-

Gz ty
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ty of fending immediately to you, F
take advantage of it to inclofe you

How I hate this crooked bufinefs!
‘This intercourfe with the world, which
gblices one to fee the worft fide of
homan nature!  Why cannot you be
content with the objeét you had firft in
view, when you entered into this weari

fome labyrinth?=I know very well
that you have imperceptibly been
drawn on; yet why does one projeét,
fuccefsful or abortive, only give place
to two others? Is it not fufficient to
avoid poverty >—I am contented to do
my part; and, even here, fufficient to
efcape from wretchednefs is not dif-
ficult to obtain. And, let me tell you,
I have my proje& alfo—and, if you do
not foon return, the little girl and I
will take care of ourfelves ; we will not
accept
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accept any of your cold kindnefs—your
diftant civilities—no; not we.

This is but half jefting, for I am
really tormented by the defire which
~- manifefts to have you remain
whete you are.—Yet why do I talk to
you?—Ifhe can perfuade you—let him!
—~for, if you are not happier with me,
and your own wifhes do not make you
throw alide thefe eternal projeéts, I am
above ufing any arguments, though
reafon as well as affeftion feems to of-
fer them—if our affe@tion be mutual,
they will oceur to you—and you will

att accordingl
Since my arrival here, I have found
the German lady, of whom you have
heard me fpeak. Her firt child died
in the month; but fhe has another,
about the age of my , a fine
little creature, - They are ftill but con-
G 3 triving
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triving to live——earning their daily
bread—yet, though they are but juft
above poverty, I envy them.—~She is a
tender, 1 affetionate mother—fatigued
even by her attention.—However fhe
has an affe€tionate hufband in her turn,
to render her care light, and to fhare
her pleafure.

I will own to you that, feeling ex-
for my little girl, T

treme tendern:

grow fad very often when I am play-

are not here, to

ing with her, thaty
obferve with me how her mind unfolds,
and her little heart becomes attached '—
Thefe appear to me to be true plea-
fures—and ftill you fuffer them to ef-

cape you, in fearch of what we may

never enjoy.—It is your own maxim to

¢ live in the prefent moment.”—If ycu

di—ftay, for God’s fake; but tcll me
the truth—if not, tell me when I may

expelt
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expeét to fee you, and let me not be
always vainly looking for you, till 1
grow fick at heart.

Adieu! I am a little hurt.—[ muft
take my darling to my bofom to com-

fort me.

LT T EReXXXL

four of

: T
QULD you receive three

. letters at once which I have writ

ten lately, do not think of Sir John
Brute, for I do not mean to wife you.

I only ta
that one out of

e advantage of every oc

of my

fion,
epiftles may reach your hands, and in-
G 4 form
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form you that I am not of s
opinion, who talks till he makes me
angry, of the neceflity of your ftaying
two or three months longer. I do not
like this life of continual inquietude—
and, entre nous, 1 am determined to try
to earn fome money here myfelf, in
ordér to convince you that, if you

chufe to run about the world to get a
fortune, it is for yourfelf—for the lit-
tle girl and I will live without your af-
fiftance, unlefs you are with us. I may
be termed proud—Be it fo—but I will

never abandon certain principles of

altion.

The common run of men have fuch
an ignoble way of thinking, that, if
they debauch their hearts, and profti-
tute their perfons, following perhaps a
guft of incbriation, they fuppofe the
wife, flave rather, whom they main-
tais,

{

\§
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tain, has mo right to complain, and
~ought to receive the fultan, whenever

he deigns to return, with open arms,
though his have been polluted by half
an hundred promifcuous amours during
his abfence.

1 confider fidelity and conftancy as
two diftinét things ; vet the former is
neceffary, to give ife to the other—
and fuch a degree of refpeét do I think
due to myfelf, that, if ~only probity,
which is a rrom thing in its place,
brings you bad\ never return !—for,
if a wandering of the heart, or even a
caprice of th imagination detains
you—there is an end of all my hopes of
happinefs—I could not forgive it, if I
would.

I have gotten into a mela incholy
mood, you erceive. You know my
opinion of men in general; you know

that
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that Ithink them fyftematic tyrants, and
that it is the rareft thing in the world,
to meet with a man with fufficient
delicacy of feeling to govern defire.
When Iam thus fad, Ilament that my
little darling, fondly as I doat on her,
isa girl.—I am forry to have a tie to a
world that for me is ever fown with

thorns.

You will call this an ill-humoured
letter, when. in fa&t, it is the ftvongeft
proof of affection I can give, to dread
to lofe you. ————— has taken fuch
pains to convince me that you muft
and ought to ftay, that it has incon~

vably deprefled my f{pirits—You

C

have always known my opinion—I have
ever declared, that two people, who
mean to live together, ought not to be
long feparated.—If certain things are
more neceflary to you than me—fearch
for
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for them—Say but one word, and you
fhall never hear of me more.—If not—
for God’s fake, let us ftruggle with
poverty—with any evil, but thefe con-
h
1 have been told were to laft but a few

tinual inquictudes of bufinefs, w

months, though every day the end ap-
pears more diftant! This is the firlt
Jetter in this ftrain that I have deter-
mined to forward to you s the reft lie
by, becaufe [ was unwilling to gi

ve yoil
pain, and I thould not now write, if I
did not think that there would be no

ufion to the fchemes, which de-

I am told, your prefence.
* R % R L
I

fon to whom the letters arc addrefled,

s time at Ramfgate, on his return,

as he profefled, to Paris, when he was recalled,

26 it fhould feem, to London, by the further pre(>

fure of bufinefs now accumula

d wpon him.

LETTER
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January q.

1 just now received onc of your
hafty. nozes ; for bufinefs fo en tirely oc
(nmos you, that you have not time.

€, or
it, to write
letters, Beware ! you feem to be got
into a whirl of projeéts and fchemes
which are drawing you
that, if it do not ao(orb your Imppmcr
will infallibly de eftroy mine.
Fatigued during

s

into a gulph,

my youth by the
moft arduous firuggles, not on ly to ob-
tain 1[1(1(’0("1denw but to rende
felf ufeful, not merely

T ﬂ‘)'-
pleafure, for
which I had the moft lively tafte, 1

5 mean




LETTTRS: 93

meanthe fimple pleafures that flow from
paflion and affeétion, efcaped me, but
the moft melancholy views of life were
impreffed by a difappointed heart on
my mind. Since I knew you, I have
been endeavouring to- go back to my
former nature, and have allowed fome
time to glide away, winged with the
delight which enly fpontaneous enjoy~
ment can give—Why have you fo
foon diffolved the charm?

I am really unable to bear the con~
tinual inquietude which your and

’s never-ending plans produce.
Fhis you may term want of firmnefs—
but you are miftaken—1 have fiill fuffi-
cient firmnefs to purfue my principle
of aftion.  The prefent mifery, I can-
not find a fofter word to do juftice to
my feclings, appears to me unnecef-

fary
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fary—and - therefore I have not firm-
nefs to fupport. it as you may think I
ought. I fhould have béen content,
and ftill with, to retire with you'to a
farm—My God! any thing, but thefe
continual  anxicties—any thing  but
commerce, which debafes the mind,
and roots out affeftion from the heart.

I do not mean to complain of fubor-
i

dinate inconveniences yet 1 ‘will

fimply obferve, that, led to expett
you every week, I did not make the

arrangements required by the prefent

circumftances, to’ procure the necef-
faries of life. In order to have them,
a fervant, for that purpofe only, is indif-
penfible—The want of wood, has made
me catch the moft violent cold I ever
had; and my head is fo difturbed by
continual conghing, that I am unable

1 to
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to write without ftopping frequently to
recolleét myfelf.—This however is one

of the common evils which muft be
borne with———Dbodily pain does not

touch the heart, though it fatigues the

termined, the moment the weather

‘hanges, to wean my child.—It is too
foon for her to begin to divide forrow!

And as one has well {

freeman,” we will go and feck our for-

, *¢ defpair

tune together.

s not a caprice of the moment

—for your ‘abfence’ has given new

‘ht to fome conclufions, that I was
very reluétantly forming' before you
left me.—I do not chufe to be a fe-

condary objeft—If your feclings were
mn unifon with mine, you would not

facr




96 LETTERS:

facrifice fo much to vifionary profpects:

} of future advantage,
{7 L

il ! L E TR HaR s XX 4
{ h Jan. 150
{ I was juft going to begin my letter

with the fag end of a fong, which would
]“ ‘ only have told you, what I may as well
: fay fimply, that it is pleafant to forgive
thofe we love. T have received your
14 two letters, dated the 26th and 28th
of December, and my anger died away..

' { You can fearcely conceive the cffe
fome of your letters have produced on.
me.  After longing to hear from you
during a tedious interval of fufpenfe,
I have feen a fuperfcription written by
you—
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you.—Promifing myfelf pleafure, and
feeling emotion, I have laid :it .by me,
till the perfon who brought it, left the
room—when, behold! on opening it,
I have found only half a dozen hafty

at have damped all the rifing

lines, t!
affection of my foul.
Well, now for bufinefs—

animal is well; I have not yet
sht bm o eat, but nature is doing
her a cruft to af-
{ her teeth; and now

{he, has two, ﬂw makes good ufe of
8

for fome time,. dart
H on
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on it with an aim as fure as a bird of
prey—nothing can equal her life and
{pirits. I fuffer from a cold; but it
does not affeét her. Adieu! do not
forget to love us—and come foon to
tell us that you do.

* %o n

LETTER XXXIV

From the purport of your laft let-
ters, 1 fhould fuppofe that this will
fcarcely reach you; and I have al-
ready written fo' many letters, that
have cither not received, or neg-

leéted to acknowledge, I do not find
it pleafant, or rather I have no incli-
nd

nation, to go over the fame grou

again.
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again, If you have received them, and
are ftill detained by new projeéts, it is
ufclefs for me to fay any more on the
fubject. I have done withit for ever;
yet Iought to remind you that your pe-
cuniary intereft fuffers by your ab-
{fence.

For my part, my head is turned gid-
dy, by only hearing of plans to make
money, and my contemptuous feelings
have fometimes burft out. I therefore
was glad that a violent cold gave me a
pretext to ftay at home, left I fhould
have uttered unfeafonable truths.

My child is well, and the
will perhaps reftore me ro myfelf.—

I have endured many inconveniences
Ha this
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this winter, which fhould T be athamed
o mention, if they had'becn unavoida-

ble. #'Thefecondary pleafures of life,”

you fay, “are very nec flary to my com-
fort 2 it 'may be fo; but I have ever
confidered ther

as fecondary. If there-
fore you accufe me of wanting the re-

folution neceffary to bear the o

evils of

;1 thould anfwer, that I

have not ed'my mind to fuftain

them, becaufe I would avoid them,
coft what it would——
Adieu! # K X 4

+ "This probably alludes to fome expfeffion of
the perfon to whom the letters are addrefled, in
which he treated as commion evils, things upon
which the letter writer was difpofed to beftow a
different appellation.

EDITOR.
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February g.

"Tre melancholy prefentiment has
its, that we

fome time hunir onmy fj

were parte for ever; and the letters I

received thix day, by Mr. —, con:
vince me that it was not without foun-
dation. You allude to fome other

lc't'rs, which 1 m:
ied 5 for moft of got, were
on]y a few y es, calculated to

wound the tender

I mean not however to compl

s are ftruggling for

yet fo many feelir

utterance, and dvlt umn a heart almoft
burfling with anguith, that I find it

TFs very
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very difficult to write with any degree
of coherence.

You left me indifpofed, though you
have taken no notice of it; and the
moft fatiguing journey I ever had, con-
tributed to continue it. However, I
recovered my health ; but a negleéted
cold, and continual inquietude during
the laft two months, have reduced me
I never before

10 a ftate of weakn
experienced. Thofe who did not know
that the canker-worm was at work at
the core, cautioned me about fuckling
my child too long.—God preferve this
poor child, and render her happier
than her mother!

But I am wandering from my fubjeét:
indeed my head turns giddy, when I
think that all the confidence I, have had
in the affeétion of others is come to this.
—1I did not expett this blow from you.
1 have
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I have done my duty fo you and my
child ; and if I am not to have any
return of affeétion to reward me, I
have the fad confolation of knowing
that I deferved a better fate. My
foul is weary—I am fick at heart; and,
but for this little darling, I would
ceafe to care about % life, which is now
ftripped of every charm.

You fee how ftupid I am, uttering
declamation, when I meant fimply to
tell you, that I confider your requefting

me to come to you, as merely dittated

/ honour.—Indeed, [ fcarcely under-
fland you.—You requeft me to come,

and then tell me, that you have not

given up all 1ghts of retu

ning ' to
this plac

When T determined to live with you,
I was only governed by affefiion.—1

would 7 with ycu, but I

o4 turn
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turn with affright from the fea of trou-

ble on which youare entering.—I have |
tain principles of a@ion: I know |

t I took for to found my happinefs
1

not money.—With you F

£ fo. proc the
Wit ¢omforts of it is, lefs will
‘ ‘? do. —= T can !rul myfelf  to
“;‘ obtain the neceffaties of life- for my
{ 1d fhe ‘o' t moré at

) r
Y prefent.—I have
“‘ ' 1 my head to earn our
e Roir R
| t fuppofe that, negleéted
| der obligati a
{ | n Noj; I would {
ﬁmnm to menial fervice.—I wanted the
! ! fupport of your affettion—tha e

all 1s over !—I did not think; when I

comy ned of —'s COH‘UHPUJ}" avi-

dity to accumulate money,




105

would have dragged you into his
fechemes.

I cannot write=—¥ inclofer a~ frag-
ment of a letter, written foon after your

départure, and another which tender-

nefs made me keep back when it w
written.—¥

S

st will fee then the fenti-
ments of a calmer, though not a more
determined, moment.—Do not infult

> by U1 ur bel he
me by faying, that © our being together

is paramount fo every other confidera-
tion!” Were it, you would not be
running after a bubble, at the expe

of my peace of mind.

Perhaps this is the laft letter you will
ever .‘i\"l\"? {K'OII] me.

* R *

LETTER
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LET'PER Xxtyy

Feb. ro.
You talk of ¢ permanent views and
future comfort”—not for me, for I am
dead to hope. The inquietudes of the
laft winter have finithed the bufinefs,
and my heart is not only broken, but
my conflitution defiroyed. I conceive
myfelf in a galloping confumption, and
the continual anxiety I feel at the
thought of leaving my child, feeds the
fever that nigl nly devours me. It is
on her account that I again write to
you, to c re-you, by all that you
hold { ALlCu, to leave her here with the

German lady you may have heard me
mention ! S!w has a child of the fame
age, and they may be brought up to-

gether,
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gether, as I wifh her to be brought up.
1 fhall write more fully on the {ubjeét.
To facilitate this; I fhall give up my
prefent lodgings, and go into the {fame
houfe. I can live much cheaper there,
which is now become an objeét. Ihave
had 30co livres from ——, and I fhall
take one more, to pay my {ervant’s
wages, &c. and then I fhall endeavour
to procure what I want by my own ex-
ertions. I fhall entirely give up the ac-

quaintance of the Amecricans.
and I have not been’ on good
-rday he very

terms a long time.
unmanlily exulted over me, on account

I had

of your determination to ft

provoked it, it is true, by f

rities againft. commerce which have

u.um)(u from me, when we'l have ar; ucd

ab()ut tllL l)l() rie L_\ UA \()Ur Ter A\dl“lﬂ"'
where you are ; and it is no matter,

5 ¥

b O

1ave
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have drunk too deep of the bitter cup
to care about trifies.
When you firft entered into thefe

plans, you bounded your views to the

ds. It was

gaining of a thoufand pou

m in

red a fe

fufficient to have pre

America, which would have been an

deperidence. You find now that you

did not know yourfelf, and thata cer

more mj’tcff‘u‘y

tain fituation in life

ined—more ne-

—For

n an uncorrupted hea

ceflary t

a year or two, you may procure your-

wfure ; eating,

felf what you call p

ing, and women ; but, in the foli-
tude of declining life, I fhall be re-
I was going to
ked my

membered with regret

7 with remorfe, but cl

j)l‘n.
As have never concealed the nature
of my connelion with you,"your repu-
g tation
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tation will not fuffer. I:fhall never have
2 confident : I am content with:the ap-
probation of my own mind ; and, if there
he a fea

‘her of hearts, mine will not
be defpifed. Reading what you have
en relative to the defertion of wo-

men, I have often wondered how theory
and praétice could be fo different, till
I ucollwui that the fentiments of
paffion, and the refolves of ‘reafon, -are
very diftin€t.  As to my fifters, as you
are {o continually hurried with bufi-
efs, you need not write to them—I

{hall, whcn my mind is calmer.. God
blefs you! A

ieu!
* K K %

"This has b
barity and mif

1 fuch a period of bar-
ry, I ought not to c

plain of having my thare. I wifh one
moment that [' had never heard of the

n-

cruelties
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crucltics that have been prattifed here,
and the next envy the mothers who
have been killed with their children.
Surely I had fuffered enough in life,
not to be curfed with a fondnefs, that

# burns up the vital fiream I am im-
1 parting. . You will think me mad: I

would I were fo, that I could forget
{ my mifery-

would be

(0 that my head or heart
till.—

| L'E'FTER XXXV
Feb. 1g:
, { Nuen I firft received your letter,

putting off your return to an. indefinite

time, I felt fo hurt, that I know not

what I wrate. I am now calmer,
though it was not the kind of wound

over
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over which time has the quickeft effeét;
on the contrary, the more I think, the
fadder I grow. Society fatigues me in-
expreflibly—So much {o, that finding
fault with evéry one, I have only rea-
fon enough, to difcover that the fault is
in myfelf. My child alone interefts
me, and, but for her, I fhould not take
any pains to recover my health.

As it is, I fhall wean her, and try if
by that ftep (to which I feel a repug-
nance, for it is my only folace) I can
get rid of my cough. Phyficians talk
much of the danger attending any com-
plaint on the lungs, after a woman has
fuckled for fome months. They lay a
firefs alfo on the neceflity of keeping
the mind tranquil—and, my Ged! how
has mine been harraffed ! But whilft

the caprices of other women are grati-
fied, ¢ the wind of heaven not {uffered
to
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to vifit them too rudely,” T have not
found :a_guardian angel, -in heaven or
on earth, to ward off forrow or care
from my bofom.

What facrifices have you not made
for.a woman you did not refpeét |—But
I will not go over this ground—I want
to tell you that I do,not underftan

7
xa

you. You fay that you have not given

up all thoughts of return ing here—
I know: that it will be neceflary )
is. I -cannot explain myfelf; but if you
h"l\L‘ net loft your memor ry, you will
eafily divine my meaning. What ! is
1ade up of fe-

our life then only to b('

Y- to return. to

7 1oft all

charms for ‘me, but for which I feel a
i

Pparations ? and am I onl
7

a country, that has not mere

amounts -to

hulrm', only to.be left there a prey to
it!

Why
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Why is it fo neceffary that I fhould
return ?—brought up here, my girl
would be freer. Indeed, expefting you
to join us, I had formed fome plans
of ufefulnefs that have now vanifh-
ed with my hopes of happinefs.

In the bitternefs of my heart, I could
complain with reafon, that I am left
here dependent on a man, whofe avi-
dity to acquire a fortune has rendered
him callous to every fentiment con-
netted with focial or affe@ionate emo-
tions—With a brutal infenfibility, he
cannot help difplaying the pleafure
your determination to ftay gives him,
in fpite of the effett it is vifible it has
had on me.

Till I can earn money, I fhall en-
deavour to borrow fome, for I want to
avoid afking him continually for the
fum neceflary to maintain me.—Do not

Vou. III. I miftake
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miftake me, I have never been refufed.
—Yet I have gone half a dozen times
to the houfe to afk for it, and come
away without fpeaking you muft
guefs why—Befides, 1 wifh to avoid’
hearing of the eternal projeéts to which.
you have facrificed my peace—not re~
membering—but I will be filent for
CVer.iid

LETTER XXXVIIL
April 7.

Hzsre I am at H—, on the wing
towards you, and I write now, only to
tell you, that you may expe&t me in
the courfe of three or four days; for

i I fhall
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I fhall not attempt to-give vent to the
different emotions which agitate my
heart—Y ou may term a feeling, which
appears to me to be a degree of deli- -
cacy that naturally arifes from fenfibi-
lity, pride—Still- I cannot indulge the
very affeCtionate tenderncfs which.
glows in my bofom, without trembling,
till I fee, by your eyes, that it is mu-
tual.

I fit, loft in thought, locking at the
fea—and tears rufh into my eyes, when.
I find that I am cherifhing any fond
expeations.—I have indeed been fo
unhappy this winter, 1 find it as dif-
ficult to acquire freth hopes, as to re-
gain tranquillity. —Enough of this—
lie ftill, foolith heart!—But for the lit-
tle girl, T could almoft wifh that it
fhould ceafe to beat, to be no more
alive to the anguith of difappointment.

I3 Sweet




Fa6 LETTERS.

Sweet little creature! T deprived my=
felf of my only pleafure, when I wean-
ed her, about ten days ago.—I am how-
ever glad I conquered my repugnance.
—It was neceffary it fhould be done
‘) foon, and I did not with to embitter {
L ? the renewal of your acquaintance with '
z her, by putting it off till we met.—It
i was a painful exertion to me, and I
| thought it beft to throw this inquietude »
"'“ ‘ \ with the reft, into the fack that I f
“ , would fain throw over my thoulder.—
] I withed to endure it alone, in fhort—
? Yet, after fending her to fleep-in the
; next room for three or four nights, you
‘ i cannot think with what joy I took her
) back again to {leep in my bofom !
{ I fuppofe I fhall find you, when I ar-
rive, for I do not fec any meceflity for
your coming to me.—Pray inform Mr.
,‘that I have his little friend
- with
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with me.—My withing to oblige hxm,
m"«de me put myfelf to fome incon-
delay my departure;
which was irkfome, to me, who have
not quite as much philofophy, I would
not for the world fay indifference, as
you. God blefs you!

Yours truly =
* ® K %

5B TUER XXXIX.
Brighthelmftone, Saturday, April 11+

Here we are, my love, and mean to
fet out early in the morning ; and, if I
can find you, I hope to dine with you
to-morrow.—1 fhall drive to ———'s
hotel, where —— tells me you have

T3 been—
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been—and, if you have left it,T hope you
will take care to be there to receive us.

I have brought with me Mr. s
little friend, ‘and a girl ' whom I like to
take care of ourlittle darling—not on the
way, for that fell to my fhare.—But why

is now eating away-at the white bread.

|
j {e do I write about trifies ?—or any thing?
), —Are we not te meet foon?—What
1( does your heart fay!
MH3 Yours truly
[ oKk k%
4‘ }
| ) 4 have weaned my , and fhe
|

LETTER




LPATERS bl 8

7. ETTER XL

1.ondon, Friday, May 22.

1 mave juft received your affeCtionate
letter, and am diftrefled to think that I
have added to your embarraffments at
_this troublefome jun&ure, when the
exertion of all the faculties of your mind
appears to be neceflary, to extricate
you out of your pecuniary difficultics.
I fuppofe ‘it was fomething relative to
the circumftance you have mentioned,
which made — réqueft to fee me
to-day, ‘to converfe about o matter of great
importance. Be that as it may, his let-

~ter (fuchis the flate of my {pirits) in-
conceivably alarmed me, and rendered
4 the
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the laft night as diftrefling, as the two
former had been.

Ihave laboured to calm my mind fince
you left me—Still 1 find that tranquil-
lity is not to be obtained by exertion ; it
is a feeling fo different from the refigna-
tion of defpair!—I am however no
longer angry with you—nor will I ever
utter another complaint—there” are
arguments which convince the reafon,
whillt they carry death to the heart.—
We have had too many cruel explana-
nations, that not only cloud every fu-
ture profpeét; but embitter the re-
membrances which alone give life to
affe€tion.—Let the fubje€t never be
revived !

It feems to me that I have not only
loft the hope, but the power of being
happy.—Every emotion is now fharp-
encd
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ened by anguifh—My foul has been
fhook, and my tone of feclings de-
ftroyed.—1 have gone out—and foughs
for diffipation, if not amufement, mere-
1y to fatigue fill more, 1 find, my irrit-

able nerves '

My friend—my dear friend—exa~
mine yourfelf well—I am out of the
queftion ; for, alas! I am nothing—
and difcover what you wiflr to do—
what will render you moft comfortable
—or, to be more cxplicit—whcthcr
you defire to live with me, or part for
ever? When you can once afcertain it,
tell me frankly, I conjure you \—for, be -
lieve me, I have very involuntarily in-
terrupted your peace.

I thall expeét you to dinner on Mon-
day, and will endeavour to afflume a
cheerful face to greet you—-at any

rate
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rate T will avoid converfations, which
only tend to harrafs your feelings, be-

caufe I am moft affe@ionately yours,
L

LETTER XLIL

“‘ ) Wednefday.
I I iwcrost you the letter, which you |
{ defired me to forward, 2nd I am tempt- &
f ed very laconically to wifh you a good
morning—not becaufe I am angry, or
‘ S have nothing to fay; but to keep down
{ a wounded fpinit.—1 fhall make every!
effort to calm my mind—yet a ftrong
conviftion feems to whirl round in the
i i wvery centre of my brain, which, like
‘ the
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fhe fiat of fate, emphatically affures
me, that grief has 2 firm hold of my
‘heart.

God blefs you'!

Yours fincerely
I

LETTER XLIL

—, Wednefday, Two o’Clock.

W arrived here about an hour ago.

1 am extremely fatigued with the child,
who would not reft quiet with any
body but me, during the night—and
now we are here in a conifortlefs,
damp room, in a fort of a tomb-like
houfe. This however I fhall quickly
remedy,
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remedy, for, when I have finithed this
letter, (which I muft do immediately,
becaufe the poft goes out early), I
fhall fally forth, and enquire about a
veflel and an inn.

I'will not diftrefs you by talking of

i the depreflion of my {pirits, or the
]’ ftruggle I had to keep alive my dying
!

heart.—It is even now too full to allow
me to write with compofure.—*##*#,

e —dear ***** __am I always to be
i“ ‘ toffed about  thus >—fhall I never find
: ] an afylum to reft contented in? How

ai can you love to fly abeut continually— «
{ ' dropping down, as it were, in a new
‘ world—cold and firange!-—every- other
’ K day? Why do you not attach thofe
{ tender emotions round the idea of home,

which even now dim my eyes *—This
alone is affeCtion—every thing elfe is

I enly humanity, ele€trified by fympathy.
‘ . Twill




|
|
|
|
|
|
‘
\
|

LETTERS. 12§

1 will write to you again to-morrow,
swhen I know how long I am to be de-
tained—and hope to geta letter quick=
ly from you, to cheer yours fincerely

-and affe€tionately

R R E

———is playing near me in high
{pirits. She was fo pleafed with the
noife of the mail-horn, fhe has been
continually imitating it.——Adicu!

L ETTER XLIL

Thurfday.

A 1apy has juft fent to offer to
—. I have then only

take me to
a moment to exclaim againft the vague
3 manser

o
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manner in which people give informa-

tion —_ — -— — —

! But why talk of inconveniences, which
’(1 are ‘in’ fact trifling, when compared
“z with the finking of the heart I have
{ felt! I did not intend to touch this
i painful firing—God blefs you!
{‘ ‘ ] Yours truly,

Xo%ox %

LETTER
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LETTER XLIV.
Friday, June 12

1 rave juft received yours dated the
oth, which I fuppofe wasa miftake, for
it could fcarcely have loitered fo long
on the road. The general obfervations
which apply to thie ftate of your own
mind, appear to me juft, as far as they
go; and I fhall always confider it as
one of the moft ferious: misfortunes of
my life, that I did not meet you, before
fatiety had rendered your fenfes fo faf-
tidious, as almoft to clofe up every ten-
der avenue of fentiment and affeétion
that leads to your fympathetic heart.
You have a heart, my friend, yet, hur-
ried away by the impetuofity of infe-
tior feelings, you have fought in vulgar

: exceflesy
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exceffes, for- that gratification which
only the heart can beftow.

The common run of men, T know,
with firong health and grofs appetites,
muft have variety to banifh emnui, be-
caufe the imagination never lends its
magic wand, to convert appetite into
love, cemented by according reafon.—
Ah! my fiiend, you know mnot the in-
effable delight, the exquifite pleafure,
which arifes from a unifon of affeétion
and defire, when the whole foul and
fenfes are abandoned to a lively imagi-
nation, that renders every emotion de-«
licate and rapturous. Yes; thefe are
emotions, over which fatiety has no
power, and the recollection of which,
even difappointment cannotdifenchant;
ift without felf-de-
nial. Thefe emotions, more or lefs
itrong, appear to me to be the diftinc-
tive

but they do not e
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tive charateriftic of genius, the foun-
dation of tafte, and of that exquifite
relith for the beauties of nature, of
which the common herd of eaters and
drinkers and child-begeters, certainly
have no idea. You will fmile at an
obfervation that has juft occurred to me:
—1I confider thofe minds as the moft
ftrong and original, whofe imagination
alts as the ftimulus to their fenfes.

Well! you will afk, what is the re-
fult of all this reafoning? Why I can-
not help thinking that it is poflible for
you, having great ftrength of mind,
to return to nature, and regain a fanity-
of conftitution, and purity of feeling—
which would open your heart to me.—
1 would fain reft there !

Yet, convinced more than ever of
the fincerity and tendernefs of my at-
tachment to you, the involuntary hopes,

Vor. IIL K which
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which a determination to live has re

vived, are not fufficiently ftrong to dif-

If fipate the cloud, that defpair has {pread

{ over futurity. 1 have looked “at the

| {ea, and at my child, hardly daring to |
i own to myfelf the fecret wifh, that it
{ might become our tomb; and that the
I heart, fiill fo .alive to anguith, might
there be quieted by death. At this
v moment ten thoufand complicated fen-
“‘ "} timents prefs for utterance, weigh on

my heart, and obfcure my fight.

Are we ever to meet again? and will
you endeavour to render that meeting
happier than the laft? Will you endea-
vour to reftrain your caprices, in order
to give vigour to affe€tion, and to give
play to the checked fentiments that
nature intended fhduld expand your
heart? I cannot indeed, without ago=

ny, think of your bofom’s being conti-

1 nually

=

=
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nually contaminated; and bitter are
the tears which exhauft my eyes, when
1 recolleét why my child and I are
forced to firay from the afylum, in
which, after fo many ftorms, I had
hoped to reft, fmiling at angry fate.
—Thefe are not common forrows ; nor
can you perhaps conceive, how much
attive fortitude it requires to labour
perpetually to blunt the fhafts of dif-
appointment.

Examine now yourfelf, and afcer-
tain whether you can live in fomething-
like a fettled ftile. Let our confidence
in future be unbounded ; confider whe-
ther you find it neceflary to facrifice
me to what you term “ the zeft of life;”
and, when you have once a clear view
of your own motives, of your own in-
centive to altion, do not deceive me!

The train of thoughts which the

K 2 writing




LETTERS.

132

writing of this epiftle awoke, makes
me fo wretched, that I muft take a
walk, to roufe and calm my mind.
But firt, let me tell you, that, if you
really with to promote my happ’mcfg,
you will endeavour to give meas much
as you can of yourfelf. You have great
mental energy; and your judgment
fcems to me fo juft, that it is only the
dupe of your inclination in difcufling
one fubjeét.

The poft does not go out to-day.
To-morrow I may write more tran-
quilly. I cannot yet fay when the vef-
fel will fail in which I have determined

to depart.

Saturday Morning.
Your fecond letter reached me about
an hour ago. You were certainly
wrong
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wrong, in fuppofing that [ did not men-
tion you with refpeét; though, without
my being confcious of it, fome fparks
of refentment may have animated the
gloom of defpair—Yes; with lefs affec-
tion, I fhould have been more refpe&t-
ful. However the regard which [
have for you, is fo unequivocal to my-
felf, T imagine that it muft be fuffici-
ently obvious to every body elfe. Be-
fides, the only letter [ intended for the
, and that I de-
firoyed from delicacy before you faw
them, becaufe it was only written (of
courfe warmly in your pr

public eye was to

vent any odium being thrown on you*.
I am harraffed by your embarrafs-
ments, and fhall certainly ufe all my

# 'This paflage refers to letters written undey-

a purpofe of fuicide, and not intended to be
opened till after the cataftrophe.

K3 efforts,.
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efforts, to make the bufinefs terminate
to your fatisfaction in which I am en-
gaged.

My friend—my deareft friend—1I feel
my fate united to yours by the moft fa-
cred principles of my foul, and the
yearns  of—yes, I will fay it—a true,
unfophifticated heart.

Yours moft truly
* % ® %

If the wind. be fair, the captain
talks of failing on Monday ; but I am
afraid I fhall be detained fome days
longer. At any rate, continue to write,
(I want this fupport) till you are fure
I am where I cannot expeél a letter;
and, if any fhould arrive after my de-
parture, a gentleman (not Mr. =
friend, I promife you) from whom I
have
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have received great civilities, will fend
them after me.

Do write by every occafion! I am 1
anxious to hear how your affairs goon;
and, ftill more, to be convinced that you
are not feparating yourfelf from us.

g For my little darling is calling papa,
and adding her parrot word—Come,
Come! And will you not come, and
let us exert ourfelves ?—I fhall recover
all my energy, when I am convinced
that my exertions will draw us more
clofely together. One more, adicu !

X LETTE
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]G S R S
Sunday, June 1.

IraTurr expeéted to hear from you
to-day—I wifh you would not fail to
write to me for a little time, becaufe I
am not quite well—Whether I have any
good fleep or not, I wake in the morn-
ing in violent fits of trembling—and,
in fpite of all my efforts, the child—
every thing—fatigues me, in which I
feck for folace or amufement.

Mr. —— forced on me a letter to a
phyfician of this place; it was fortunate,
for I fhould otherwife have had fome
difficulty to obtain the neceffary infor-

mation. His wife is a pretty woman
(I can admire, you know, a pretty wo-

man,
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man, when I am alone) and he an in-
telligent and rather interefting man.—
They have behaved to me with great
hofpitality ; and poor ——— was never
fo happy in her life, as amongft their
young brood.

They took me in their carriage to
———— and I ran over my favourite
walks, with a vivacity that would have
aftonifhed you.—-The town did not
pleafe me quite fo well as formerly—
It appeared fo diminutive ; and, when
I found that many of the inhabitarits
had lived in the fame houfes ever fince
I left it, T could not help wondering
how they could thus have vegetated,
whilft I was running over a world of
{orrow, ﬁmtching at pleafure, and
throwing off prejudices. The place
where I at prefent am, is much im-
proved; but & is aftonithing what

firides
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firides ariftocracy and fanaticifm havé
made, fince I refided in this country.
The wind does not appear inclined
to change, fo T'am ftill forced to linger.
—When do you think. that you fhall
be able to fet out for France? I do:
not entirely like the afpeét of your af-
fairs, and ftill lefs your conneétions on
cither fide of the water. Often do [
figh, when I think of your entangle-
ments in bufinefs, and your extreme
reftleffnefs of mind.—Even now I am
almoft afraid to afk you, whether the
pleafure of being free, does not over-
balance the pain' you felt at parting
with me? Sometimes I indulge the
hope that you will feel me neceffary to

you
but, the moment after, defpair damps
my rifing fpirits, aggravated by the
emotions

or why fhould we meet again ?—
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emotions of tendernefs, which ought

to foften the cares of life. God
blefs you !
Yours fincerely and affetionately
KKK
T e —— R ————
BT ER XLVE
June xs.

I want to know how you have
fettled with refpeét to In
fhort, be very particular in your ac-
count of all your affairs—let our con-
fidence, my dear, be unbounded.—
The laft time we were f{eparated, was
a f{eparation indeed on your part—
Now you have aéted more ingenuoulys

3 let
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let the moft affeétionate interchange of
fentiments fill up the aching void of
difappointment. I almoft dread that
your plans will prove abortive—yet
thould the moft unlucky turn fend
you home to us, convinced that a true
friend is a treafure, I fhould not much
mind having to firuggle with the'world
again. Accufe me not of pride—yet
fometimes, when nature has opened
my heart to its author, I have wondered
that you did not fet a higher value on
my heart.

Receive a kifs from ———, 1 was
going to add, if you will not take one
from me, and believe me yours
Sincerely

* w ok o

The wind ftill continues in the fame
quarter.

LETTER.
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LETTER XLVIL

Tuefday Morning.

Tre captain has juft fent to inform
me, that I muft be on board in the courfe
of a few hours.—I wifhed to have
frayed till to-morrow. It would have
been a comfort to me to have received
another letter from you-—Should one
arrive, it will be fent after me.

My fpirits are agitated, 1 fcarcely
know why——The quitting England
feems to be a frefh parting.—Surcly
you will not forget me.—A thoufand
weak forebodings affault my foul, and
the ftate of my health renders me fen-
fible to every thing. It is furprifing
that in London, in a continual con-

flick
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i€t of mind, I was ftill growing bet-
ter—whilft here, bowed down by the
it defpotic hand of fate, forced into re- |

| fignation by defpair, I feem to be fa- ‘
{ «ding away-—perifhing beneath a cruel

\ blight, that withers up all my faculties.

The child is perfeétly well. .My

} hand feems unwilling to add adieu! I
]

|
[ 1=

know not why this inexpreffible fad-

/ tiefs has taken pofleflion of me.—lIt is

“ [ ot a prefentiment of ill. Yet, having

‘ / been fo perpetually the fport of difap-

pointnmnt,—having a heart that has

i been as it were a mark for mifery, I

dread to meet wretchednefs in fome

new fhape.—Well, let it come—I care

not !'—what have I to dread, who have
fo little to hope for! God blefs you—

L} I am moft affe€tionately and fincerely

| yours

{ KK

LETTER
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LETTER XLVIL

‘Wednefday Morning.

1 was hurried on board yefterday

-about three o’clock, the wind having

changed. But before evening it veered
round to the old point; and here we
are, in the midft of mifts and water,
only taking advantage of the tide to ad-
wvance a few miles.

Y ou will fearcely fuppofe that T left
the town with reluttance

even fo—for 1 wifhed o receive an-
other letter from you, and 1 felt pain
at parting, for ever perhaps, from the
amiable family, who had {reated me with

fo much hofpitality and kindnefs. They
will probably fend me your letter, if it
.arrives
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arrives this morning ; for here we ate
likely to remain, I am afraid to think
how long,

The veflel is very commodious, and
the captain a civil, open-hearted kind
of man. There being no other paf-
fengers, I have the cabin to myfelf,
which is pleafant ; and I have brought
afew books with me to beguile weari-
nefs ; but I feem inclined, rather to
employ the dead moments of fufpence
in writing fome effufions, than in read-
ing.

What are you about? How are
your affairs going on? It may be a
long time before you anfwer thefe
queftions. My dear friend, my heart
finks within me '—Why am I forced
thus to firuggle continually with my
affections and feelings >—Ah! why are
thefe affe€ions and feclings the fource

2 of
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of fo much mifery, when they feem to
have been given to vivify my heart, and
extend my ufefulnefs! But I muft not
dwell on this fubjeét.—Will you not
endeavour to cherifh all the affetion
you can for me? What am I faying ?
— Rather forget me, if you can—if
other gratifications arc dearer toyou.——-
How is every remembrance of mine
embittered by difappointment? Whata
world is this I—They only feem happy,
who never look beyond fenfual or arti-
ficial enjoyments.—Adicu !

———— begins to play with the
cabin-boy, and is as gay as a lark.—I
will labour to be tranquil; and am in
every mood,

Y ours fincerely
*rwx

Vour, Il L LETTER
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‘L ET. T E R XLIX,
Thurfday.

Here I am ftill—and I have juft re-
ceived your letter of Monday by the
pilot, who promifed to bring it to me,
if we were detained, as he expeéted,
by the wind.—It is indeed wearifome
to be thus toffed about without go-
ing forward.—I have a violent head-
ache—yet I .am obliged to take care of
the child, who is a little tormented
by her teeth, becaufe ————— is un-
able to do any thing, fhe is rendered

fo fick by the motion of the fhip, as,

we ride at anchor.

Thefe are however trifling inconve-
niences, compared with anguifh of
mind—compared with the finking of 2

broken
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broken heart.—To tell you the truth,.I
never fuffered in my life fo much from
depreflion. of {pirits—from defpair.—I
do not fleep—or; if I.clofe my eyes, it
is to have the moft terrifying dreams, in
which Loften meet. you with different
cafts of countenance..
I will not, my dear
you by dwelling on my fufferings—and
will ufe all my efforts to calm my mind,
inftead of deadening.it—at prefent it is
moft’ painfully aétive,. I find I'am not
equal to thefe continual ftruggles—yet
your letter. this.morning, has afforded
me fome comfort—and 1 will try.to.re-
vivehope. One thing let'me tell you—-
when we meet again—furely we are to

—, torment

meet !—it muft be to partno more. I
mean not.to have feas between® us—it
is more than I can fupport.

1 The
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The pilot is hurrying me-—~God blefs

u.
In fpite of the cofamodioufnefs of
the veffel, every thing here would dif-
guft my fenfes, had I nothing elfe to
think of—¢« When the mind’s free, the
body’s delicate ;’=—mine has been too
much hirt to regard trifles.

Y ours moft truly
LA AR

L ETTER L.
Saturday.

Turs is the fifth dreary day I have
been imprifoned by the wind, with
every outward object fo difguft the ﬂ
fenfes, and unable to banifh the re- |
membrances that fadden my heart. '\
How
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How am I altered by difappoint-
ment '—When going to —, ten years
ago, the elaflicity of my mind was
fufficient to. ward off wearinefs—and
the imagination fill could dip her
brufh in the rainbow of fancy, and
. fketch futurity in fmiling colours. Now
I am going towards the North in
fearch of funbeams !|-—Will any ever
warm this defolated heart? All nature
feems to frown—or rather mourn with
me.—~Every thing is cold—cold as my
expeltations ! Before I left the fhore,
tormented, as I now am, by thefe
North-eaft chillers, 1 could not heI;p
exclaiming—Give me, gracious Hea-
ven! at leaft, genial weather, if I am
never to meet the genial affettion that
ftill warms this agitated bofom—com-
pelling life to linger theve.

I am now going on fhore with the

Eg captain,
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captain, though the weather be rough,
to feek for milk, &c. at a little village,

*and to take'awalk—after which I hope

to fleep—for, confined here, furround-

-ed by difagreeable fmells, ‘1 have loft

the little" appetite I “had; and 1 lie

‘awake, till thinking almoft drives me
“to the brink of ‘madnéfs—only to the

brink, for'I ‘never ‘forget, ‘even in the

“feverifh flumbers I fometimes fall into,

the mifery Iam labouring to blunt the

‘the fenfe- of, by every exertion-in my

power,
"Poor - ———— *ftill continues ‘fick,
and ————grows weary ‘when ' the

weather will not-allow her to remain
on deck.

1 hope this will be the laft fetterT (hall
write from ‘England  to- you—are you
not tired of- this lingering adieu?

Yours truly
*HTR e

ILETTER
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LlL e 0 B

Sunday Morning.

Tue captain laft night, after T had
written my letter to you intended to
be left at a little village, offered to go
to —— to pafs to-day. We had a
troublefome fail—and now I muft hurry
on board again, for the wind has
changed.

I half expe&ted to find a letter from
you here. Had you writen one hap-
hazard, it would have been kind and
confiderate—you might haye known,
had you thought, that the wind would
not permit me to depart. Thefe are
-attentions, more grateful to the heart

Ty than
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than offers of fervice—But why do ¥
foolifhly continue to look for them ?

Adieu! adieu! My friend—your
friendfhip is very cold—you fee I am
hurt.—God blefs you! I may perhaps
be, fome time of other, independent in
every fenfe of the word—Ah! there
is but one fenfe of it of confequence.
I will break or bend this weak heart—
yet even now it is full.

Yours fincerely
* Ok ok

The child is well; I did not leave
her on board.
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LETTER LI

June 27, Saturday,

I ARRIVED in ———— this after-.
noon, after vainly attempting to Jland
at — I have now but a moment,
before the poft goes out, to inform you
we have got here ; though not without
confiderable difficulty, for we were fet
afhore in a boat above twenty miles
below. .

What I fuffered in the veflel I will
not now defcant upon—nor mention
the pleafure I received from the fight
of the rocky coaft—This morning
however, walking to join the carriage
that was to tranfport us to this place,

I fell
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1 fell, ‘without any previous warning,
fenfelefs on the rocks—and how [
-efcaped with life I can fearcely guefs.
I was in a ftupour for a quarter of an
hour ; the fuffufion of blood at laft re-
i ftored me to my fenfes—the contufion
‘? is great, and my brain confufed. The
i

child is well.

“Twenty miles ride in the rain, after
my accident, has fufficiently deranged

i me—and here I could not get a fire to
“ ‘,‘ ! warm me, or any thing warm to cat;
i the inns-are mere ftables—I muft never- !
thelefs go to bed.  For God’s fake, let "
(1] S me hear from you immediately, my i
“friend! T am not well, and yet you
ee I.cannot die.
Yours fincerely

* N ¥

LETTER
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S ETTER L

June 29,

‘T wroTE to you by thelaft poft, to
“inform you of my arrival ; and I believe .
:I alluded to the extreme fatigue I en-
-dured on fhip-board, owing to J

s
«illnefs, and the roughnefs of the wea-
ther—I likewife mentioned to :you my
«fall, the effets of which I ftill feel,
-though I do not think it will have any
ferious confequences.
will go with me, 'if I find ‘it
neceffary to go to The ‘inns
there are fo'bad, I-was'foreed to accept
of an apartment .in his houfe. I am
«woverwhelmed with.civilities on all fides,
and
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and fatigued with the endeavours to
amufe me, from which I cannot efcape.

My friend—my friend, T am not
well—a deadly weight of forrow lies
heavily on my heart. I am again toffed
on the troubled billows of life; and
obliged to cope with difficulties, with-
out being buoyed up by the hopes that
alone render them bearable. « How flat,
dull, and unptofitable,” appears to me
all the buftle into which I fee people
here fo eagerly enter! I long every
night to go to bed, to hide ‘my melan-
choly face in my pillow ; but there is
a canker-worm in my bofom that never
fleeps.

E R R B

LETTER
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: 1L.E T T ER LIV

July v

1 £ ABOUR in vain to caloy my mind—
sy foul has been overwhelmed by for-
xow and difappointment.. Every thing
fatigues me—thisis a life that cannot
laft long. Tt is you who muft deter-
wine with vefpe&t to futurity—and,
when you have, f will aét accordingly—
1 mean, we muft either refolve to live
together, or part for ever, I cannot
bear thefe continual firuggles—But I
wifh you to-examine carefully your own

heart and mind 3 and, if you perceive
the leaft chance of being happier with-
-sut me than with me, or if your incli-

nation
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nation leans eapricioufly to that' fide;,
do not diffemble ; but tell me: frankly
that you:will never fee me more. [
will then adopt the plan T mentioned!
to you—for we mufi either live together,,
or I will be entirely independent.

My heart is fo opprefled, I cannot:
write with precifion—You know how-
ever that what I fo imperfetly exprefs,
are not: the crude fentiments of the:
moment—Y ou: canionly contribute to
my comfort (it is the confolation I am:
in need of:) by being with me—and, .if
the tendereft friendfhip is of any value,
why will you: not look to me for a de«
gree of fatisfaétion that heartlefs affecs
tions cannot beftow ?

Tell me then, will you determine to
meet me at Bafle >—1I fhall, I fhould
imagine, be at ——— before the clofe
of Auguft; and,  after you. fettle yous
affairs
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affairs at Paris, could. we net meet
there ?
God-blefs you!
Yours truly

K XK
Poor ——— has fuffered during the
journey. with her teeth.
=B ETRER LY.
July 3.

TrERE was a gloominefs diffufed
through your laft letter, the impreflion
of which flill refts on my mind—though,
recollefting how quickly you throw off
the forcible feelings of the moment; I

4 flatter
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‘fatter myfelf it has long fince given
Pplace to your ufual cheerfulnefs.

Believe me (and my eyes fill with
tears of tendernefs as I affure you)
there is nothing I would not endure in
the way of privation, rather ‘than dif-
turb your tranquillity.—If I am fated
to be unhappy, I will labour to hide
my forrows in my own bofom ; and you
fhall always find me a faithful, affec-
tionate friend,

I grow more and more attached to
my little. girl—and I cherifh this affec-
tion without fear, becaufe it muft be
a long time before it can become bit-
ternefs of  foul—She is an interefting
creature.~On fhip-board, how often
as I gazed at the fea, have I longed to
bury my troubled bofom in the lefs
troubled deep ; afferting with Brutus,
“ that the virtue I had followed too

3 far,
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far, was ‘merely an empty name !” and
nothing but the fight of her—her playful
fimiles, which feemed to -cling and
twine round my heart—could have
ftopped me.

‘What peculiar mifery hasfallen to
my fhare! To aét'up to'my princi-
ples, I have laid the ftriéeft reftraint
on my very thoughts—yes; mnot to
fully the delicacy-of my feelings, I-have
reined in my imagination; and ftart-
ed with affright from -every fenfation,
(I allude to ——) that -ftealing with
balmy fweetnefs into my foul, led me
to fcent from afar the fragrance-of re-
viving nature.

My friend, I have dearly paid for
one conviétion.—Love, in fome minds,
is an affair of fentiment, arifing from
the fame delicacy of  percéption (or
tefte) as .renders them ‘alive to the

Vor. IIL M beauties
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beauties of nature, poetry, &c, alive
to the charms of thofe evanefcent graces
that are, as it were, impalpable—they
muft be felt, they cannot be defcribed.

Loveis @ want of my heart. Ihave
examined myfelf lately with more care
than formerly, and find, that to deaden
is not to calm the mind—Aiming at
tranquillity, I have almoft deftroyed all
the energy of my foul—almoft rooted
out what renders it eftimable—Yes, 1
have damped that enthufiafm of cha-

" raéter, which converts the groffeft

materials into a fuel, that impercep-
tibly feeds hopes, which afpire above
common enjoyment.  Defpair, fince
the birth of my child, has rendered me
tupid—foul and body feemed to be
fading away before the withering touch
of difappointment.

Tam
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T am now endeavouring to recover
myfelf—and fuch is the elafticity of my
conftitution, and the purity of the at-
mofphere here, that health unfought
for, begins to reanimate my counte-
nance.

I'have the fincereft eficem and affec-
tion for you—but the defire of regain-
ing peace, (do you underftand me?)
has made me forget the refpeét due to
my own emetions—-facred emotions,
that are the fure harbingers of the de-
lights T was formed to enjoy—and
fhall enjoy, for nothing can extinguith
the heavenly fpark.

Still, when we meet again, I will
not ‘torment you, I promife you. I
blufh when I recolle&t my former con-
duét—and will not in.future confound
myfelf with the beings whom I fecl to

M*2 be
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be my inferiors.—I will liften to.deli-
cacy, or pride.

L-E:T:T-ERTVL
July 4.

AERR

‘ “‘ 1 mork to hear from you by to-mor-

row’s mail. My deareft friend! 1 can-

ot tear my affeftions from you—and,

though every remembrance ftings me

{ to the foul, I think of you, till I make

A allowance . for the very.defeéts of cha-
ra€ter, that have given fuch a cruel ftab
to my peace.

; Still however I am more alive, than

| you have feen me for.a long, long time.

I have
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Tihave a degree-of vivacity, even in my
grief, which is preferable to the be-
numbing ftupour that, for the:laft yeary
has frozen up all my faculties.—Per-
haps this change is more owing to re-
turning health, than to the vigour of
my reafon—for, in fpite of fadnefs (and
furely I have had my fhare), the purity
of this air, and the being continually
out in it, for [ {leepin the country eye-
ry night, has made:an alteration in-my
appearance that really furprifes me.—
The rofy fingers of health already fireak
myicheeks—and [ have feen a phyfical
life in my eyes, after I have been climb-
ing the.rocks, that refembled the fond,
ceredulous hopes of youth.

With what a cruel figh have I recol-
Jeéted that [ had forgotten to hopel—
Reafon, or rather experience, does not
thus cruelly damp poor —’s plea-

M 3 fures ;
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fures; ‘fhe plays all day in the garden
with- ————"s children, and makes
friends for herfelf.

Do not tell me; that you are happier
without us—Will you not come to us in
Switzerland? ~ Ah, why do not you
Jove us with more fentiment?—why
are you a creature of fuch fympathy,
that the warmth of your feclings, or
rather quicknefs of your fenfes, har-
dens your heart? Tt s my misfortune,
that my imagination is perpetually
fhading your defeéts, and lending you
charms, whilft the grofnefs of your
fenfes makes you (call me not vain)
overlook graces in me, that only dig-
nity of mind, and the fenfibility of an
expended heart can give. —bod blefs
you! Adieu.

LETTER
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I ETTER LVIL

Julyye |

I courp not help feeling extremely
mortified laft poft, at not receiving
aletter from you. My being at ———+
was but a chance, and you might have
hazarded it; and would a year ago.

I fhall. not however complain—
There are misfortunes fo great, as to
filence the ufual expreflions of forrow—
Believe me, thereis fuch a thing as a
broken heart! There are charaters
whofe very energy preys upon them
and who, ever inclined to cherifh by
refle@tion fome paffion, cannot reft fa-
tisfied with the cemmon comforts of

M 4 life
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life. I have endeavoured to fly from:
myfelf; and launched into all the diffi-
pation poffible here, only to feel keener
anguifh, when alone with. my child.

Still, could any thing pleafe me—
had not difappointment cut me off
from life, this romantic country, thefe
fine evenings,” would intereft me.—My
God! can any thing? and am I ever
to feel “alive only to. painful fenfa-
tions >—But it cannot—it fhall not laf
long.

The poft is again arrived; I have
fent to feek. for' letters, only to ' be
wounded to the foul by a negative.—
My brain feems on fire. ~ 1 muft go into

the air.
Wk
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B E TR RCTEVIH,

July 142

1 am now on my journey to —
I felt more at leaving my child, thanI
thought I fhould—and, whilft at night
1 imagined every inftant that I heard
the half-formed founds of her voice,—
I atked myfelf how L could think of
parting. with her for ever, of leaving
her thus helplefs? :

Poor lamb! It may run very well
in 4 tale, that. ©“ God will temper the
winds to the fhorn lamb!” but how
can I expect that fhe will be fhielded,
when my naked bofom has had to
brave continually the pitilefs florm?

Yes'
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e

Yes; Icould add, with poor Lear—
‘What is the war of elements to the
pangs of difappointed affetion, and
the horror arifing from a difcovery of
a breach of confidence, that fnaps every
focial tie!

All is not right fomewhere!—When
you firft knew me, I was not thus loft.
I could ftill confide—for I opened my
heart to you—of this only comfort you
have deprived me, whilft my happi-
nefs, you tell me, was your firft objeét.
Strange want of judgment !

I will not complain; but, from the
foundnefs of your underftanding, I am
convinced, if you give yourfelf leave to
reflet, you will alfo feel, that your
condutt to me;, fo far from being gene-
an not

rous, has not been juft.—I n
to allude to fatitious principles of
morality ; but to the fimple bafis of all
reétitude.
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re&titude—However I did not intend
to ‘argue—Your not writing is cruel
—and my reafon is perhaps difturbed
by conftant wretchednefs.

Poor ——— would fain have ac-
companied me, out of tendernefs; for
my fainting, or rather convulfion,
when 1 landed, and my fudden changes
of countenance fince, have alarmed
hér fo much, that fhe is perpetually
afraid of fome accident—But it would
have injured the child this warm fea-
fon, as the is cutting her teeth.

I hear not of your having written to
me at Very well! A&t as you
pleafe—there is nothing I fear or care
for! When I fee whether I can, or
cannot obtain the money I am come
here about, I will not trouble you
with letters to which you do not reply.

LETTER
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LETTER. LIX

July 18.

1" am here in- —, feparated '
from my child—and here' I muft remain
a month at leaft, or I might as well

never have come. — — —

—— which will,

I'have begun
I hope, difcharge: all my. obligations
of a pecuniany kind.—I am lowered in
my own eyes, on account of imy:not
having done it fooner.

I fhall make no further comments cn
yourfilence. © God blefs you!

ok kK

LETTER:
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6 BT 'E'R "LX.

July 30.
1 mAvVE juftcreceived two. of your
Jetters, dated the 26th and 3oth of June;
and you muft have “received feveral
from me, informing you of my deten-
tion,” and ‘how much+I was hurt by
your filence.

Write to me then, ‘my: friend, -and
write explicitly. I have fuffered, God
knows, fince I left you. Ah! you have
never:felt this kind of ficknefs of heart!
—My mind however is at prefent
painfully aive, and. the fympathy I
3 ok feel
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feel almoft rifes to agony. But this ie
not a fubjet of complaint, it has af-
forded me pleafure,—-and refle€ted
pleafure is all I have to hope for—if a
{park of hope be yet alive in my for-
lorn bofom.

Lwill try to write with a degree of
compofure: I wifh for us to live toge-
ther, becaufe I want you to acquire an
habitual tendernefs for my poor girl,
I cannot bear to think of leaving her
alone in the world, or that fhe fhould
only be proteéted by your fenfeof duty.
Next to preferving her, my moft earneft
wifh is not to difturb your peace. I
bave nothing to expect, and little to
fear, in life—There are wounds that
can never be healed—but they may be
allowed to fefter in filence without
wincing.

When we meet again, you thall be
convinced
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convinced that T have more refolution
than you give me credit for. 1 will not
forment you. If I am deftined always
to be difappointed and unhappy, 1 will
conceal the anguith I cannot diffipate 5
and the tightened cord of life or rea-
fon will at laft fnap, and fet me free.
Yes; 1 fhall be happy—This heart is
worthy of the blifs its feelings antici-
pate—and 1 cannot even perfuade my-
felf. wretched as they have made me,
that  my-principles and {entiments are
not founded in nature and truth. But
to have done with thefe fubjets.
1 have been ferioufly employed in this
way fince I came to ——; yet I never
was fo much in the air—I walk, T ride
on horfeback—row, bathe, and even

3 fleep
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fleep in‘the fields ; my health is confe-
quently improved.: ‘The child,
informs me, is well. I fong to be with
her.

Write'to me “immediately—weré ‘I
only to think ' of myfelf, I could wifh
you to return to me, poor; with the fim-
plicity of chara€ter, part of which you
feem 1lately to haveloft, *that firft at-
tached to you.

Yours moft affectionately

KKK KK Mew KK

I have been fubferibing other letters
—fo 1 mechanically did the fame to
yours.

LETTER
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LETTER LXL

Auguft 5.

Emproyment and exercife have
been of great fervice to me 3 and [ have
entirely recovered the firength and ac-
tivity I loft during the time of my nurf-
ing. I have feldom been in better
health ; and my mind, though trem-
bling to the touch of anguith, is calmer
—yet ftill the fame.—1 have, itis true,
enjoyed fome tranquillity, and more hap-
pinefs here, than for a long—long
time paft.—(I fay happinefs, for I can
give no other appellation to the exqui-
fite delight this wild country and fine
fummer have afforded me.)—Still, on ex-
amining my heart, I find that it is fo

Vou. ITI. N conftituted,
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conftituted, I cannot live without fome
particular affe€tion—I am afraid" not
without a paffion—and I feel the want
of it more in fociety, than in folitude—

Writing to you, whenever an affec-
tionate epithet occurs—my eyes fill
with tears, and my trembling hand
ftops—you may then depend on my re-
folution, when with you. If I am
doomed to be unhappy, I will confine
my anguifh in my own bofori—tender-
nefs, rather than paffion, has made me
fometimes overlook delicacy—the fame
tendernefs will in future reftrain me.
God blefs you!

LETTER
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EET TER LXII

Auguft 7.
A1r, exercife, and bathing, have
reftored me to health, braced my muf-
cles, and covered my ribs, even whilft
I have recovered my former aétivity.—
I cannot tell you that my mind is calm,
though I have fnatched fome moments
of exquifite delight, wandering.through

the woods, and refting on the rocks.
This ftate of fufpenfe, my friend, is
intolerable; we muft determine on
fomething—and foon ;—we muft meet
thortly, or part for ever. I am fen-
fible that T aéted foolifhly—but I was
wretched—when we were together—
Expetting too much, I let the pleafure
Nz 1 mighg
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I might have -caught, flip from me. I
cannot live with you—I ought not—if
you form another attachment. But I
promife you, mine fhall not be intruded
on you. Little reafon have I to expect
a fhadow of happinefs, after the cruel
difappointments . that have rent my
heart ; but that of my child feems to
depend on our being together. Still I
do not wifh you to facrifice a chance of
enjoyment for an uncertain good. I
feel a conviétion, that I can provide
for her, and it fhall be my objeét—if
we are indeed to part to meet no more.
Her affeftion muft not be divided. She
muft be a comfort to me—if I am to
have no other—and only know me as
her fupport. I feel thatI cannot en-
dure the anguifh of correfponding
with you—if we are only to corre-
fpond.—No; if you feck for happi-

nefs




—
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nefs elfewhere, my letters fhall not in=
terrupt your repofe. I will be dead to
you. I cannot exprefs to you what
pain it gives me to write about an eter-
nal feparation.—Y ou muft determine—
examine yourfelf—But, for God’s fake!
fpare me the anxiety of uncertainty !—
I may fink under the trial; but I will
not complain.

Adieu! If I had any thing more to
fay to you, it is all flown, and abforbed
by the moft tormenting apprehenfions ;
yet I fcarcely know what new form of
mifery I have to dread.

1 ought to beg your pardon for hav-
ing fometimes written peevifhly; but
you will impute it to affection, if you
wnderftand any thing of the heart of

Yours truly

* % % w

N3 LETTER
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LETTER ¢ LXIN,

Auguft g.

Five of your letters have been fent
after me from ——.* One, dated the
14th of July, was written in a fiyle
which I may have merited, but did
not expeét from you. However this
is not a time to reply to it, except to
atfure you that you fhall not be tor-
mented with any more complaints. I
am difgufted with myfelf for having fo
long importuned you with my affec-
tion.

My child is very well.” We fhall foon
meet, to part no more, I hope—1I mean,
1 and my girl.—1I fhall wait with fome
degree
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degree of anxiety till I am informed
how your affairs terminate.
Yours fincerely
* % % E®

LETTER LXIV.

Auguft 26,

I axr1vED here laft night, and with
the moft exquifite delight, once more
prefled my babe t¥ my heart. We
fhall part no more. You perhaps can-
not conceive the pleafure it gave me, to
fee her run about, and play alone. Her
increafing intelligence attaches me more
andmoreto her. Thave promifedherthat
1 will fulfil my duty to her ; and nothing

N 4 in
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in future fhall make me forget it. I
will alfo exert myfelf to obtain an in-
dependence for her; but I will not be
too anxious on this head.

I have already told you, that I have
recovered my health. Vigour, and
even vivacity of mind, have returned
with a renovated conftitution. As for
peace, we will nottalk of it. I was
not made, perhaps, to enjoy the calm
contentment fo termed.—

You tell me that my letters tor-
ture you; I will not defcribe the ef-
fe€t yours have on me. 1 received
three this morning, the laft dated the
7th of this month. T mean not to give
vent to the emotions they produced.—
Certainly




g-,
§
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Certainly you are right ; our minds are
not congenial. I'have lived in an ideal
world, and foftered fentiments that you:
do ot comprehend—or you would not
treat me thus. I am not, I will not
be, merely an objet of compaflion—a
clog, however light, to teize you. - For-
get that Texift: 1 will never remind
you. Something emphatical whifpers
me to put an end to thefe fruggles.
Be free—I will not torment, when I
cannot pleafe. I can take care of my
child ; you need not continually tell me
that our fortune is infcparablc, that ycu
will try to cherifh tenderngfs for me. Do
no violence to yourfelf! When we are
feparated, our intereft, fince you give
fo much weight to pecuniary confider-
ations, will be entirely divided. I want
not prote€tion without affe€tion ; and
fupport I need not, whilft my faculties
% are
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are undifturbed. Ihad a diflike to liv-
ing in England; but painful feelings
muft give way to fuperior confidera-
tions. ‘I may not be able to acquire
the fum neceffary to maintain my child
and felf elfewhere. It is too late to go to
Switzerland. [ fhall not remain at .,
Tiving expenfively. But be not alarmed!
I fhall not force myfelf on you any
more.

Adieu! T am agitated—my whole
frame is convulfed—my lips tremble,
as if thook by cold, though fire feems to
be circulating in my veins. <

fof i God blefs you,

LETTER
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LETTER XV,

September 6,

I recervep juft now your letter of the
zoth. I had written you a letter laft
night, into which imperceptibly flipt
fome of my bitternefs of foul. I will
copy the part relative to bufinefs. I
am not fufficiently vain to imagine that
I can, for more than a moment, cloud
your enjoytment, of life—-to prevent
even that, you had better never hear
from me—and repofe on the idea that
{ am happy.

Gracious God! Itis impoflible for
me to ftifle fomething like refentment,
when I reccive frefh proofs of your in-

ifference.
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difference.  What I have fuffered this
laft year, is not to be forgotten! ‘I
have not that happy fubftitute for wifc
dom, infenfibility—and the lively fym-
pathies which bind me to my fellow-
ereatures, are all of a painful kindi—
They are the agonies of a broken heart
—pleafure and I have' thaken hands.

I fee here nothing but heaps of ruins,
and only converfe with people im-
merfed in trade and fenfuality.

Iam weary of travelling—yet feem

to have no home—no. refting-place to- |
look to.—Iam ftrangely caft off.—How (e
often, pafling through the rocks, I have
thought, ¢« But for this child, I would
lay my head on one of them, and never
open my eyes again!” With a heart
feelingly alive to all the affe€tions of
my nature—I have never met with one,
fofter than the ftone that I would fain
take

3
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take for my laft pillow. I once thought
1had, but it wasall adelufion. I meet
with families -continually, who are
bound together by affeétion or princi-
ple—and, when I am -confcious that I
have fulfilled the duties of my ftation,
almoft to a forgetfulnefs of myfelf, I
am ready to demand, in a murmuring
tohe, of Heaven, “ Why am I thus
abandoned ?”
You fay now — —_ -
T do not underftand ‘you. It ismecef-
{ary for you to write more explicitly-—-
and determine on fome mode of con-
duét.—I cannot endure ‘this Tufpenfe—
Decide—Do you fear te ftrike another
blow? We live together, or eternally
part =1 fhall not write to you again,
4ill I receive an anfwer to this. I muft
compofe
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compofe my tortured foul, before T
write on indifferent fubje@s. — —

I do not know whether I write intelli-
gibly, for my head is difturbed. —But this
you ought to pardon—-for it is with diffi-
culty frequently that I make out what
{ you mean to fay—Y ou write, 1 {u ppofe,
at Mr. —’s after dinner, when your

!
| ; head is not the cleareft—and as for your
‘ heart, if you have one, I fee nothing
like the diftates of affe€tion, unlefs a N
glimpfe when you mention the child—
Adieu!

LETTER
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LETTER LXVig

September 2.

I wave juft finithed a letter, to be
given in charge to captain — &
In that I complained of your filence,
and expreflfed my furprife that three
mails thould have arrived without
bringing a line for me. Since I
clofed it, I hear of another, and fill
no letter—I am labouring to write
calmly—this filence is a refinement on
cruelty. Had captain re~
mained a few days longer, I would have
returned with him to England. What
have I to do here? I have repeatedly

1 ! written
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written to you fully. Do you do the
fame—and quickly. Do not leave me
in fufpenfe: I have not deferved this

of you. I cannot write, my mind is |
do diftrefled. Adicu ! {

111e

END YOL.
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