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AMIENS.

HE words were fcarce out of

my mouth, when the Count
de L **%*’s poft-chaife,. with- his
Gifter in it, drove haftily by : fhe had
juft time to make me a bow of re-
cognition—and of that particular
kind of it, which told me fhe had
not yet done with me. She was as
good as* her look ;- for, before I had
quite finithed’ my fupper, her bro-
ther’s fervant came’ into theé- rochY
with a billet, in which fhe faid, fhe

had taken the-liberty to charge me

Lt

with a letter, which I was to prefen

o

2
myfelf to Madame R **% the fird
K3

morning,
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morning I had nothing to do at Paris.
There was only added, fhe was forry,
but from what penchant fhe had not
confidered, that fhe had been pre-
vented telling me her ftory—that fhe
till owed it me; and if myrout thould
ever lay through Bruflels, and I had
not by then forgot the name of Ma-

dame de L ***__that Madame de

her obligation.

would be glad to difcharge

Then Twill meetthee, faid I; fair
fpirit! at Bruflels—’tis only return-
ing: from Iraly- through Germany to
Holland, by :the rout of Flanders,
home—'"twill {carce be ten pofts out
of my way; but were it ten.thou-
fand " with what a moral delight will
it
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it/ crown my journey; in fhafing in
the fickening incidents of a tale of
mifery told to me by fuch a fufferer:?
to fee her weep ! and though 1 can-
not dry up the fountain of her tears,
what an exquifite {enfation is there
{till lefr, in wiping them away from

s of the firft and fairelt

by

off the check
of women, as I’m fitting with my
handkerchief in my hand in filence
the whole night befides her.

There was nothing wrong in the
fentiment 5 and yer I anftantly re-
proached my heart with it in the bit-
tereft and moft reprobate of expref-

fions.




It had ever, as I told the reader,.
been one of the fingular bleffings of
my life, to be almoft every hour of
it miferably in love with fome one
and my laft flame happening to be
blown out by a'whiff of jealoufy on
the fudden turn of a corner, I had
lighted it up afrefh at the pure taper
of Eliza but about three months be-
ib:'c-—f':.fc;‘..ring as I did it, that it
{hould Iaft me through the whole

journey-—W 'hy fhould I diffemble the
matter? T had fworn to her eternal
fidelity—ihe had a right to my whole
heart—-to divide my affeCtions was

to leflen them—to ex pofe them, was
to rifk ‘them: where there is rifk,
there ‘may be lofs—and what wilt

thou
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thouw have, Yorick! to anfwer to a
heart fo full of truft and confidence
—f{o good, fo gentle and unreproach-

ing ?

—I will not go toBrufiels, replied T,
interrupting myfelf—but my imagi-
nation went on—I recall’d her looks
at that crifis of our feparation when
neither of us had power to fay Adieuw!
I look’d, at the pi&ture fhe had tied
in a black ribband-about my neck—
and blufl’d as I lookdd at it—1 wouid
have given the world to have kifs’d it,
—but was athamed—And fhall this
tender flower, faid I, prefling 1t be-

tween my hands®-fthall it be fmitten
i

to its veryroeot—and fmitten, Yorick!

by

3
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by thee, who haft promifed to fhelter
it in thy breaft ? €

Eternal fountain of happinefs! faid
I, kneeling downl upon the ground—
be thou my witnefs—and every pure
{pirit which taftes it, be my Witnifs
alfo, That I would not travel to
Bruffels? unlefs Eliza went along
with me, did the road lead me to-
wards heaven.

In tranfporgs of this kind, the
heart, in fpite of the under@¥hding,

will always fay toe much.
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