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Before her reason could exert its power ;
To her all seem'd mysterious, all allied
To avarice, meanness, folly, craft, and pride;	270
Wearied with thought, she breathed the garden's air,
Then came the laughing lass, and join'd her there.
u My sweetest friend has dwelt with us a week,
" And does she love us ?   be sincere and speak;
" My aunt you cannot—Lord !   how I should hate
" To be like her, all misery and state ;
a Proud, and yet envious, she disgusted sees
"All who are happy, and who look at ease.
" Let friendship bind us, I will quickly show
" Some favourites near us you'll be bless'd to know;        280
" My aunt forbids it—but, can she expeft,
a To soothe her spleen, we shall ourselves negleft ?
"Jane and the widow were to watch and stay
a My free-born feet;  I watch'd as well as they;
" Lo !   what is this ?   this simple key explores
" The dark recess that holds the spinster's stores ;
a And led by her ill star, I chanced to see
" Where Issop keeps her stock of ratafie ;
" Used in the hours of anger and alarm,
a It makes her civil, and it keeps her warm ;	290
a Thus bless'd with secrets, both would choose to hide,
"Their fears now grant me what their scorn denied.
" My freedom thus by their assent secured,
"Bad as it is, the place may be endured;
"And bad it is, but her estates, you know,
" And her beloved hoards, she must bestow;
" So we can slyly our amusements take,
"And friends of daemons, if they help us, make."
" Strange creatures these," thought Jesse, half inclined
To smile at one malicious and yet kind ;	300
Frank and yet cunning, with a heart to love
And malice prompt—the serpent and the dove;
Here could she dwell ?  or could she yet depart ?
Could she be artful ?   could she bear with art ?—
This splendid mansion gave the cottage grace,
She thought a dungeon was a happier place j
And Colin pleading, when he pleaded best,

