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T HE. GLELOVES.
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F E- A HE beautiful Griffet rofe up
8 when I faid this, and going

behind the counter, reach’d down a
parcel and untied it : I advanced to
the fide over-againft her: they were
all too large. The beautiful Griffet
meafured them one by one acrofs my
hand—It would not alter the dimen-
fions—S8he begg’d I would try a fingle
leaft—

pair, which feemed to be the
She held it open—my hand {lipp’d
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into it at once—It will not doj {aid
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fhaking my head a little—No, faid

the, doing the {ame thing.

There are certain combined looks
of fimple fubtlety—where whim, and
fenfe, and ferioufnels, and nonfenfe,
are {o blended, that all the Ianguages
of Babel fet loofe together could not
exprefs them—they are communi-
cated and caught fo inftantaneoutly,
that you can fcarce fay which party
is the infecter. I leave it to your
men of words to fivell pages about it
—it'is enough in the prefent to fay
again, the gloves would not do; fo
folding our hands within our arms,
we both lol’d upen the counter—it
was narrow, and there was juft room
for the parcel to lay between us.
The
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The beautiful Griffet look’d fome-
times at the gloves, then fide-ways
to the window, then at the gloves—
and then at me. I was not difpofed
to break filence—I follow’d her ex-
ample: fo I look’d at the gloves,
then to the window, then at the
gloves, and then at her—and {o on
alternately.

I found I loft confiderably in every
attack—ithe had a quick black eye,
and fhot through two fuch long and
filken eye-lathes with fuch penetra-
tion, that fhe look’d into my very
heart and reins—It may feem ftrange,

but I could attually feel the did—
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—1It is no matter, faid I, taking
ap a couple of the pairs next me,

and putting them into my pocket.

1 was fenfible the lxautia’.’u,‘, Grifiet

le liv
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had not aflk’d above a fingl

above the price—I wifh’d

afl’d a livre more, and was |
my brains how to bring the matter
about—Do you

faid fhe, mift:

meng, that' I could afk a fous too
mtich of a firanger—and of a ftranger
whofe politenefs, more than his want
of gloves, has done me the honour
to lay himfelf at my mercy?—Ler
croyez capable?—Faith ! not I, faid I
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and if you were, you are wclcomcm-
Yor. I. N So
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So counting the money into her hand,

and with a lower bow than one gene-
rally makes to a thopkeeper’s wife, 1
went out, and her lad with his parcel
followed me.
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