




[1761 Eliza Johnson; originally filed as 17xx Eliza Johnson; a sheet written in an 
exquisite hand, both front and back; somewhat the worse for wear.   Rev. Nathan 
Stone mentions in his diary for 1761 a Rev. Ebenezer Johnson.   For no other reason 
than this coincidence, this is re-dated 1761 and placed here.  This is a letter from a 
woman scorned!] 

Sir: 
  If my exhausted spirits will support my trembling hand while I write a 
few lines to ease a broken heart, it is the last office I require of them: then 
may they leave me, that I may find a safe retreat in the grave from the scorn 
of man.   I do not come arm’d with the awful name of virtue to accuse you of 
the bases ingratitude, but the scene is entirely chang’d   you have robb’d, 
cruelly robb’d me of the brightest gem in the female character – and I come 
as a humble suppliant.   Can this be possible, am I awake or do I dream? – 
Ah! poor deluded girl, think not what you were, but what you are: but how 
dan I desist from calling to mind those delightful days of my innocence, 
when with a serene countenance, and a pure heart.   I could look up to 
Heaven, and beg the God of purity to be my protection, “but how has my 
gold become dim, and my most fine gold chang’d”:  How does conscious guilt 
fill my soul, and blushes my face.   Sad reflections on my present state – 
hurries me to meditate on that which is to come, and the future world opens 
so many tremendous scenes to my view, that it strikes me back in doubtful 
remembrance of this.   I look for comfort and find none: I look up to Heaven 
and behold an offended God, and cast my eyes down, and behold a scorning 
world.   I call on my friends they turn a deaf ear   I then fly to my parents, 
who were once my delight, but they, bathed in tears cry out you have 
brought our grey hairs with sorrow to the grave    If to get one moment’s 
ease I wander into the fields each flower, and herb seems to say, touch me 
not for I am innocent.   Thus does all Nature seem arm’d against me.   And 
on whose account do I seem to be forsaken both by Heav’n, and eath?   Why 
his, who strove to gain my affections and became master of the: who 
triumphs over me, and beholds all my sorrows with indifference and 
inwardly smiles to think I was such an easy prey who once thought me 
worth the utmost pains to gain, but now thinks unworthy even to own.   Oh! 
hypocrisy, how couldst thou wear so winning a form?   Generosity, where 
hast thou fled?   Honor, host thou forsaken the human race?   Look upon 
my afflictions, and have mercy upon me   Oh! my God, for reproaches have 
already gone through my heart – Forgive me   Oh, my distress’d parents.  
May the cold grave receive me into it’s peaceful recesses, that my shame 
may be buried in eternal oblivion.   Now, sir if your heart be not as hard as 
the adamantine rock, if your conscience be not sear’d as with a red hot iron 
it must bring to your view past sins.   Although you disbelieve the Christian 
Religion you have always [over page] profess’d there is a God therefore 
remember that he has an arm of vengeance and will hear the cries of the 
wretched.   I now summon you to appear and confront me at his awful 
tribunal, where the enerring must sentence the convicted to the dark 



regions of distress.   Oh! nl, for I still find you are too near my heart, and for 
all your brutality my return is, may you in the hour of distress, and in the 
hour of death find that peace, and consolation from your God, and Judge 
which you have denied the wretched. 
              Eliza Johnson. 
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