48 THE INVOLUNTARY INCONSTANT,

to the vain expedient of fanning her
with my hat ;1 and oblerving that there
was a little clear running water in a
ditch juft by, I laid her gently down,
and went and filled my hat with {ome
of 1t, with which I returned and
{prinkled her face. But finding this
to be equally ineffectual with all I had
done, and defpairing of any timely
affiftance, 1 fat down by her over-
whelmed with anxiety and grief, and
taking one of her hands, was bathing
it with my tears, when I was rouled by
+the clatter of horfes; I looked up,
and had the joy to find it was the fer-
vant returned with a furgeon. “ Kor
‘ heaven’s fake!” cried I, ftarting up
eagerly, ¢ lofe no time, if fhe 1s not
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