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( ( I have a thoufand ideas of little amufe-

mencs, to keep the mind awake.

None of our party are of that fleepy

order of beings, who want perpetual

events to make them feel their exiftence :

this is the defedb of the cold and inani-

mate, who have not fpirit and vivacity

enough to tafte the natural pkafures of

life. nt r^"fv^ ];.,:•

' Our adventures of one kind are at an

end *, but we (hall fee others, as enter-

taining, fpringing up every moment.'

I dare fay, our whole lives will hft Pitv-

daric : my only plan of life is to have

none at all, which, Z think, my little Bell

will approve.
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Pleafe to obferve, my fweet Bell, to

make life plcafant, we muft not only

have great pleafures but little ones, like

the fmaller auxiliary parts of a building;

we


