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M A R Y.

LETTER: I

Lady Auberry to Mifs Mmfr;:gur.
Mﬂ} Iy Tipem

SYMPATHY, my-deareft, is the beft
friend of your old grand-mother; it {piritu.
ally unites me to thee, though our bodies

‘arc feparated by an awful diftance:—Did

not my jewel experience the influence of
this divine impulfe, whilft Lady Jane was
unfolding the wonderful myftery of our al-
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2 _ MEMO4 RS
tered condition ! Yes, {urely you muft bave
feit that my {oul hovered near its treafure :
with my mind’s eye I faw thy every emo-
tion, with my mind’s ear 1 heard thy
every complaint; thy foft white hands were
ardently clafped together, but not in felf-
comrmileration, not for our commen calamity.
~ «—The [mile that s like = glory upon thy
counténznce, was it not overcalt with fad-
© nefs?—thale dear eyes which have darted
love beams on my heart fince they firlt
opened upon the light of heaven, were
they not dimmed, fulfufed in tears? I can
- “bear it all, you cry, but what will become of
my poor grand-mamma ? Was 1 not with
thee ? SurelyI was with thee, Mary ; even
now my feul is talking to you.—Invention
or imagination has nothing to de with
the bufinefs.—My pen and ink feem al-
moft unneceffary, {o plainly does your
image ftand before me,

Lovely and beloved child, take comfort 5
let not ill founded fears for me eat out the
heart of thofe pleafures which are ftill with-
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OF MARY. 3

in thy reach. Engaping, difcreet, gentle,
modeft, and innocent—believe me, thefe
are noe (mall endowments ; the female who
poffefles them, cannot be called portion-

dels. '
Let us fay to eur misfortunes, You are
{fomewhat troublelome wowe, but we (hall
conquer you bereafter 1 this s giving them
a handfome defiznce, and treating with
proper contempt the enemies who would
crufl us. The horrors of an evil-confcience
belong to our plunderers; we who are plun-
dered have no right to think ourfelves un-
happy i—in fa&, the value of what we have
{oft is fuppofitious, what we retain is of real
eftimation.—Thefe relations of yours are
impoverifthed rather than eariched by their
booty ; for a little more dirr, a little more
trath than belonged-to them, they barter
- all that 1s their own, of conltience, honour,
and humanity: we will pity them, my
<hild, for the madnefs of their hafty pur-
«<hale, and we wil alfo pity the miferable
Be agents
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agents who have been made the iffbruments
of their wicked devices.

They have robbed us of lands, of houfes,
of money—nothing ;—they have left us
peace, reftitude, harmony—every thing:
it is only the flamp of magnificgnce that is
taken*from our coin of happinefs ; the bul-"
lion: is Rill-our own, and with lefs alloy per-
haps than-if 1t were of worldly currency.

Your grand-mother has a thouland ble(-
fings to balance againlt one difappeint-
ment.—It is no fmall figure in my fum of
benefits, thar at the age of fourfcore I
have none of thofe drawbacks to the ra-
tional enjoyments of life, which are common
to many, and from which few are exempted.
My intellefts are- preferved (God be praif-
ed!) to glorify the almighty giver and keeper
of them. My other fenfes are not yet fallen.
intodecay,~I am neither blind nor deaf,—
1 have the ufe of all my limbs,—1I" hive ne
bodily'ailments, I eatwell, [ fleep feundly,
and what would a reafonable -being defire -

more ?



OF MARY. 5

more }—Neiiher is it a little matter of tri-
umph, when 1 proudly fay to my hearry
The trials of thy Mary have been great, but
the fortitude of thy Mary s greater. . .

1 have hitherto thut my eyes to poffibi-
lities, keeping them. open. to things only
that were probable ; amongf{tthe formerwas
the lofs of your fortune, and-nothing could
be more apparently probable than the im-
poffibility of s being taken from you.—F
have been fo totally governed by thefe er-
rencous fuppofitions,. as-to-bew hollycare:
lefs for the futures whin I thought you
rich, 1 fhould have been ahamed of eco.
nomy;and keld it a vice to [pare {rom thof¢
who ftood in need of my aflilftance, to in-
creale your wealih. I now fee my fault, bui
hardly know how to be forry for ir, becaufe
it is betier 1n my opinion to be poor by ac-
cident, than guHty by defign. '

I fhall fet about rectifying my omiflion,
it.being now clearly my dyty to. fave that -
portion of my jointure, which, before this
exent happened, I thought it my duty to
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fpend : thefe favings, together with the few

- waluables I can call my own, will be enough

to fatisfy the moderate withes of my deareft,
and to give her independence, though
cannot reltore her to affluence.

Covetous fouls atk forenough and a linle
more ; we Wwill be fatisfied with enough,
view our profpects on all Gides, compure
our hopes, our fears, our difficuities and
our fuccefles, temporately wait for the ripe-
nefs of things, and patiently astend for bet-
ter fortune; frivolous plealires [hall not
come into our plan of happinefs,” but we
will purfue aftst rational enjoyments, and
hold op with conftancy until we overtake
them, Good night! I am going to bed,
and fhall certainly dream of my deareft. -

M. AUBERRY,

Awother Werd fram the Editor.

Lady Jane Petworth’s and Mifs Mon-
tague's anfwer to the foregoing letters are-

omifted.—An amiable reader will draw

them



