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XXXIL—To Jaues Darevurie, Esg, ORANCEAIELD.
306k Ao 1786.]

an:d spake not a word
1 am nawsally of 3 superstitions cast, and as soon as

resumed its functisns, T cast about what this mania of yours
might portend. My foreboding ideas had the wide stretch
Wbil‘ny; and several events, greal in their magnitude,

impartant in their consequences, oocurred to my fancy.
I'he downfall of the conclave, or the erushing of the Cork
rumps ; o dueal coronet o Lord George Gordon, and the
pprotostant interest ; or St Peter's keys o « . . o4

You want to know how I come on, 1 am just in sfafy

g, of, not to insult a gentleman with my Latin, in “auld
use and wont,” The nohle Earl of Glencairn ook me by
the hand todday, and interested himsell in my concerns,
with a goodiess like that benevolent Being whose image he
so richly bears.  He is a stronger prool of the immortality
of the soul than any that philosophy ever produced. A
mind [ike his can never die.  Let the worshipful squire
H. L., or the roverenid AMass . AL go into their primitive
nothing. At best, they are bt il digested lumps of chaos,
ﬂ one of them strongly tinged with hituminous particles

sulphweons cfluvia.  Bot my noble patros, cternal as
the berose swell of maznanimity, and the gencrous throb of
benevolence, shall look on with princely eye at * the war of
clements, the wreck of matter, and the crash of worids.”
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