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HE enfuing epiftolary poems contain a defcription raiber

of pafiions than of incidents. They refulted from an idea
of it being poffible to unite the impaffioned fondnefs of Pore’s
ELOISA, with the chafter tendernels of Prior’s EMMA;
avoiding the voluptuoufnets of the firft, and the too conceding
foftnefs of the fecond. It is hoped the Reader will diftinguith
between the apprehended poffibility of exhibiting in verfe a more
faultlefs female Chara&ter than the ELOISA of Pore, or the
EMMA of Prior, and the rath and vain defign of equalling,
much lefs of farpafling the tranfcendent 'poctic il of either
of thofe Compofitions.

Tre LOUISA of the following pages has all that enthufiafm
which fprings from an heart warmly affe@ionate, joined to a glow-
ing and piGurefque imagination. Her fenfibilities, heightened, and
refined in the bofom of Retirement, know no bounds, except thofe
which the dignity of confcious Worth, and a firong fenfe of Religion,
prefcribe. It is feared the modern young Ladies will have little
fympathy with her, fince fhe is unfathionably enthufiaftic, and un-
fathionably tender.

Ax ingenious Friend, after reading the firft epiftle, remarked,
that LO‘U]SA might have defcribed with more intefefting par~
ticularity her Lover's declaration of his paffion, and the manner
in which fhe reccived that declaration ; but the Author thoughe
the prefent method of conveying that circumftance to the mind of
the Reader more poetic. Porr’s ELOISA is minute in her def
cription of the awful Scenery, formed by the rocks, the ftreams, and
mountains of Paraclete, but by no means minute concerning the
amorous eclairciffenent between herfelf and Abelard. LOUISA
difcriminates her Lover's earfy attentions to her, though fhe leaves the
manner of his declaring their fource very much to the Imagination.

Her
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Her application of the beautiful foenic objects, by which fhe was at
that interval furrounded, to her own, and to her Lover's fituation ;
and the paffing fuddenly to their prefent altered appearance, contrafts
the charms, and bloom of the firft, with the chill drearinefs of the
fecond. ‘There it was that the Author had in view that ftriking letter
in the 3d Vol. of the Nouvelle Héloife, which defcribes St. Preaux
accompanying Mrs. Wolmar to the rocks of Meillerie, then covered
with the richnefs of Summer-luxuriance ; and painting to her the
fituation of that very Scene, when he had vifited it alone, amidft the
horrors of Winter, and found thofe horrors congenial to the temper
of his Soul.

Turs Poem has little chance to be popular. A feeling Heart,
and a fondnefs for Verfe muft unite to render it interefting, A fecling
Heart without a glowing Imagination will be tired of the Landfcape~
painting, fomewhat luxuriantly interfperfed. An Imagination that
glows, while the Heart is frozen, has a propenfity to fancy every thing
profaic which is not imagery, and will probably yawn over the reafoning
of thefe Lovers, and ficken over their tendernefs.

Ir, however, this little Work has the honor to intercft and pleafe
the Few, in whom the kind and fweet affe@ions are blended with
poetic tafte, the end for which it is publifhed will be obtained.

Except fome {light alterations, which have been made fince the
two firft Editions, the hundred and fifty-fix lines, with which the poem.
opens, were written when the author was only nineteen. They had
been miflaid during a Jong interval. It is fixteen months fince they.
were accidentally recovered. Some few Friends, to whom the Frag-
ment was (hewn, thought it worth being extended into a regular
Work. The firft and third of thefe epiftles are defigned to be de-
feriptive, and fentimental ; the fecond, and laft, dramatic. '

Af
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HER FRIEND IN THE EAST-INDIES.

Ocroeer 21, 1719,

HEE, Euma, four flow-circling years have feen

Prefs, with thy penfive foot, Savannas green ;
Seen thee, with fond Affe@ion’s moiften’d gaze,
And the low-warbled fong of former days,
Wind round the thadowy Rock, and fhelving Glade,
‘Where broad Bananas firetch their grateful (hade ;
Bend o’er the Weft thy longing eyes, and chide
The tardy Breeze that fans th'unfreighted Tide.

Now, as with filial care thy light ftep roves,
Through India’s palmy plains, and fpicy groves,
B2 To
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To blefs thee, exil’d thus in Youth's gay prime,
May fprightly Health refift the torrid clime,
Temper the fickly blaft, the fever'd ray,
And Peace, and Pleafure, lead the fhining Day!

Yet, when thou know'ft for me, that- Sorrow {hrouds

Hope's cryflal mirror with impeﬂrilous clouds,

The fighs, and tears, that tendereft pity fpeak,
Shall {well thy breaft, and chill thy glowing cheek 3
Since one have been our pleafures,:one our cares,
From the firft dawn of thofe delicious years,

‘What time, infpir'd by joy’s enlivening powers,
We chas’d the gilded Infe through the bowers;
And oh! I fondly tell my anxious heart,

The deareft truth cxpcriexice can impart,

That yet, to quench this fympathy of foul,

Time, and the world of waters, vainly roll.

O'er this deep Glen, departing Autumn throws,
With kind reverted glance, a fhort repofe,
Ere yet fhe leaves her EncLanp’s fading fcene,
Where fickly yellow flains the vivid green,

And



