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Mrs. NorTon, To Mifs Howk.
Dear Madam, Saturday, May 173.

MY heart is almoft broken to be.obliged to let .

you know, that fuch is the {ituation of things
in the family of my ever-dear Mifs Harlowe, that
there can be at prefent no fuccefs expected from any
application in her favour. Her poor Mother is to be
pitied. Ihave a moft affecting Letter from her ; but
mudl ‘.ot communicate it to you ; and fhe forbids me
to let it be known that fhe writes upon the fubject ;
although fhe is compelled, as it were, to do it, for
the eafe of her own heart. I mention it therefore in
confidence. '

I hope in God that my beloved young Lady has
preferved her honour inviolate. I hope there is not
a man breathing, who could attempt a f{acrilege fo de-
teftable. I have no apprehenfion of a failure in a vir-
tue fo eftablithed. God for ever keep fo pure a heart,
out of the reach of furprizes andviolence! Eafe, dear
Madam, I befeech you, my over-anxious heart, by
one line, by the bearer, altho” but by o line, to ac-
quaint me (as furely you can) that her honour is un~
fullied,—If it be not, adieu to all the comtorts this lite
can give: Since none will it be able to afford

7o the poor JuDITH NORTON.
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Mifs Howe, To Mrs. JupiTa NorTox.

Dear good Woman,  Saturday Evening, May 13.
O U R Beloved’s honour is inviolate [—Au/? be
inviolate ! And w:/l be fo, in fpite of men and
devils, Could I have had hope of a Reconciliation,
all my view was, that fhe fhould not have had this
man,
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man.—All that can be faid now, is, She mufl run
the rifk of a bad hufband : She, of whom no man
living is worthy !

You pity her Mother—So do not 7/ T pity no Mo-
ther, that puts it out of her power to fhew maternal
Love, and Humanity, in order to patch up for her-
felf a precarious and forry quict, which every blaft of
wind fhall difturb.

I hate tyrants in every form and fhape : But pater-
nal and maternal tyrants are the worlt of all: For
they can have no bowels.

I repeat, that I pity none of them. Our beloved
friend only deferves pity. She had never been in the
hands of this man, but for them. She is quite blame-
lefs. You don’t know all her Story. Were I to tell
you that the had no intention to go off with this man,
it would avail her nothing. It would only ferve to
condemn, with thofe who drove her to extremities,
bim, who now muft be her refuge. Iam

Your fincere Friend and Servant,
Anna Howe.

EESE TUE R0
Mrs. HArRLowE, To Mrs. NoRTON,

[ Not communicated till the Letters came to be collected.
_ . Saturdays-May 13,
I Return an anfwer in writing, as I promifed, to
your communication. But take no notice either
to my Bella’s Betty (who I underftand fometimes
vifits you) or to the poor wretch herfelf, nor to any-
body, that I do write. I charge you don’t. My
heart is full : Writing may give fome vent to my
griefs, and perhaps I may write what lies moft upon
my* heart, without confining myfelf ftrictly to the
prefent fubject.
You know how dear this ingrateful creature ever
was




