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The beneficent Author of nature, who
gave us thefc afFcftions for the wifeft pur-

pofes

<c

" Cela eft bien dit, mon cher Rivers ;

mais il faut cultiver notre jardin.*'

You are right, my dear Bell, and I am a

prating coxcomb.

Lucy's poft-coach is juft fetting ofF, to

wait your commands.

I fend this by Temple's fervant. On
Thurfday I hope to fee our dear groupe of

friends re-united, and to have nothing to

wifh, but a continuance of our preftnt

happinefs.

Adieu ! Your faithful,

Ed. RivzRsf.

THE END.


