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RS. EMMITT is dead, and

i the poor woman perfifted in it
AR,
L. to the laft, that my coufin Felix died

by the accident fhe mentioned. Need
I tell you, my dear, what a train of | it _{‘___i
joyfulideas come pouring igupon me: F

Your melancholy account of poor Ige:

| Ol and your raonable concm
for him, keeps my joy within boﬂndS,

otherwife I don’t Lnow what effe& this
F 2 pleafing



