
TO THE COUNTESS GUILFORD 
 

Nov. 17th, 1821 
 
[…] 
‘Taciti, soli, e senza compagnia.’ 
We jogged on, though at a swifter pace than Dante and his guides, sympathising (one at least,) with 
autumn’s deciduous beauty, and whispering to every leaf the eye caught falling, Soon shall I follow 
thee! 
[…] 


