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Seat of the Muses. 

TO ROSALIND, 
Ah! would fair RosaLINDA deign 

In hemble state to dwell, 
The world despise, and with her swaig 

8id pageantry farewell. 

*Tis not the beauties of her face, 
Her form that I admire, 

No—"tis a lovely namelefs grace, 
That fed my fond desire. 

*Tis that which age can ne'er destroy; 
>Tis RosaLINDA’s mind, 

That sweet perfection ne’er can clay, 
Tis sense with sweetnefs join’d. 

‘Then come, my lovely RosarLiNDj; 

Superfluous wealth despise, 
With Ebwin be content to live, 

Who knows thy worth to prize. 

[From Lord StrRANGFORD’s Translation of the Poems of 
CaMOENS.] 

€¢ ADAMA QUE JURAVA PELOS SEUS OLHOS.”’ 

THE LADY WHO SWORE BY HER EYES. 

¢ Quando me quiz engancr 
€¢ A minba bella perjura.” Ec. 

WHEN the girl of my heart is on perjury bent, 
‘The {weeteft of oaths hides the falfeft intent, 

And fufpicion abafh’d, from her company flies, 
‘When fhe fmiles like an angel—and fwears byher eyes, 

For in them fuch magic, the knows is difplay’d, 
That a tear can convince, and a look can perfuade ; 
And fhe thinks that T dare not, or cannot refufe 
‘To believe on their credit whate’er fhe may chufe. 

But I've learn’d from the painful experience of youth, 
That vehement oaths never conflitute truth ; 
And I've ftudied thofe treacherous eyes, 2nd I find 

They are mutable figns of a mutable mind. 

~~
 

‘Then, dear one 1I’d rather, thrice rather believe 
Whate'er you aflert, even though to deceive, 
‘Than that you “by your eves” fhould fo wickedly fwzar, 
And fin againft heaven—for ficaven is theres 

Virtue Rewarded, 
A PASTCRAL TALE: 

[From ToE ERMAN oF GEsNER.] 

K€ 3ucera was beautiful and poor. Scarce had the num- 
bered fixteen fprings, when ‘the loft the mother who had brought 
her up. Reduced to fervitude, fhe kept the flocks of Lamon, 

who cultivated the lands of a rich citizen of Mitylene. 
One day, her eyes flowing with tears, fhe went to vifit her 

mother’s folitary tomb. She poured upon her grave a cup of 
pure water, and fufpended crowns of flowers to the branches of 
the buthes the had planted round it.—Seated beneath the mourn- 
ful fhade, and drying up her tears, fhe faid, ¢ O thou moft ten- 
der of mothers, how dear to my heart is the remembrance of thy 
virtues! If ever I forget the inftrutions thou gaveft me, with 
fuch a tranquil fmile, in that fatal moment, when inclining thy 
head upon my bofom, I faw thee expire; if ever I forget them! 
may the propitious God forfake me, and may thy facred fhade 
forever iy me! It is thou that halt juft preferved my innocence. 
I come to tell thy manes alle. Wietch that Tam! Is there 
any one on earth to whom I dare oper my heart ? 

¢ Nicias, the Lord of this country, came hither to enjoy the 
pleafures of the autumn. He faw me: he regarded me with a 
foft and gracious air. He praifed my flock, and the care I took 
of them : he often told me that I was genteel, and made mepre- 
fents. Gods! how was I deceived ! but in the country who 
miftrofts ? I faid to myfelf, how kind our matter is! may the 
Gods reward him ! all my vows fhall be for him ; “tis all that I 
can do; but I will forever do it. The rich are happy, ‘and are 
favoured by the immortals. When bountiful, like Nicias,' they 
deferve to be happy. I fai This to myfelf I faid, and let him rake 
my hand, and preis it in his.—The other dey I blufhed and da- 

“red not look up, when he put a gold ring upon my finger. See, 
he faid, what is engraved on this ftone? A winged child, who 
{miles like thee 5 and tis Ne that muft make thee happy. Ashe 
poke thefe words, he flroaked my cheeks, that were redder than 
lie fire. He loves me ; he has the tendernefs of a father for mej; 
how have I deferved fo much kidnefs from a Lord, and {o rich 
and powerful ? ©, my mother, that was all thy poor child 
hought. « Heavens! how was J deceived! this morning he 
found me inthe orchard ; he chuck’d me familiarly under the chin, 
Come, he faid bring me forae new-blown flowers to the myrtle 
bower, that I may enjoy their fweer perfumes. With hafte 1 
chofe the fineft flowers; and, full of joy, I ran to the bower, 
‘Thou art, he faid, more nimble than the Zephyrs, and more 
eantiful than the €oddefs of flowers. Then, immortal Gods ! 
yet tremble at the thought ; then be catch’d me in his arms, 
nd preffed me to bis boforn, and all that love can premife, all 

Bar ie foft and feducing flow’d from his lips. I wept; 1 trem- 

Biede, {noble to refift fuch arts, I bad been forever loft. No, 
thou Wedft no lorpcr have had a child; if thy remembrance 
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bad not watch'd over my heart. Ah! if thy worthy mother had 
even feen thee fuffer fuch difgraceful carefles ! that thought a- 
lene gave me power to force myfelf from the arms of the fedu- 
cer and fly. : 

¢ Nowl come; Oh what comfort is it that I fill dare! I 
come to weep over thy grave. Alas ! poor and unfartunate as I 
am, why did I loefe thee when fo young. I droop like a flower 
deprived of the fupport that fuftained its feeble ftalk., ‘This cup 
of pure water I pour to the honour of thy manes. Accept, this 
garland ! receive my tears | may they penetrate even to thy afhes ! 
Hear, O my mother hear; ’tis to thy dear remains, that re- 
pofe beneath thofe flowers, which my eyes have {6 often be- 
dewed : ’tis to thy facred fhade I here renew the vows of my 
heart. Virtue, innocence, and the fears of the Gods, fhall make 
the happinefs of my days. Therefore poverty fhall never difturb 
the ferenity of my mind. May I do nothing that thou wou’dft 
not have approv’d with a fmile of tendernefs, and I fhall furely 
be, as thou waft, kelov’d of God’s and men: For I fhall be gen- 
tle, modeft, and induftrious, O my mother, by living thus, I 

hope to do like thee, with fmiles and tears of joy.’ 
Glicera, on quitting the place felt all the powerful charms of 

virtue, The gentle warmth that was diffufed over her mind, 

fparkled in her eyes, fill wat with tears. She was beautiful as 
thofe days of fpring, when the fun fhines through a tranfient 
thower. 
With a mind quite tranquil, fhe was haftening back to her 

labour, when Nicias ran to meet her. ¢O Glicera!® he faid, 
and tears flowed down his cheeks, ¢ I have heard thee at thy 

mother’s tomb. Fear nothing, virtuous maid! I thank the 
immortal Gods! I thank that virtue, which hath preferved me 
from feducing thy innocence. Forgive me, chafte Glicera 

forgive, nor dread in me a freth offence. My virtue triumphs 
through thine. Be wife, be virtuous, and be ever happy. That 
meadow furrounded with trees, near to thy mother’s tomb, and 
half the Qock thou keepeft are thine. 

¢ May a man of equal virtue complete the happinefs of thy 
days | weep not, virtuous maid ! but accept the prefent F offer 
thee with a fincere heart, and fuffer me from henceforth to 
watch over thy happinefs. If thou refufeft me, a remorfe for 
offending thy virtue will be the torment of all my days. Forget, 
O vouchfafe to forget my crime, and I will revere thee as a 
propitious power that hath defended me againft myfelf,” 

MISCELLANECUS PARAGRAPHS, 

During the popedom of Boniface, a pilgrim was introdueéd to 
T him, being a remarkable refemablance both in face and figure. The 

Pope, locking at him, atked him ¢¢ If bis mother bad not been at 
Rome ; noy holy father, anfwered he, but my father has. 

A fervant, attending Lis fick mafler, took the opportunity in 
his affliction, of ftealing his handkerchief; the mafter caught 
him in the fa&—¢1I only took the handkerchief,” (faid he) 
““to dry up my tears I” 

A merry writer in one of the lateft periodical papers, who is 
difpofed to fneer at the ftuffing of thofe fathionable flocks, appro- 
priately called puddings, thus advertifes :— 

¢ NECK OR NOTHING. 

¢ The curious in Cravats are informed, that Nicholas Van 

Neck has prepared a new and unparalleled afortment of ftuffing, 
capable of containg twelve fhirts and two fuits of clothes. They 
are admirably contrived, as in cafe of long fea voyages to Canton, 
the coaft of Africa, or Botany-bay, to include a complete mat- 
trefs, bolfter, pillow, &c. Mr. Van Neck flatters nimfzlf that 
an objet so big with fo many conveniences, will neceffarily meet 
with due encouragement.” 

A periodical effayift, who is almoft a firanger to my readers, 
thus merrily concludes his initial paper: 

¢¢ I fhall conclude this paper with a friendly and difintereft- 
ed piece of advice to fuch of my fellow-fubjects as are defirous of 
information, inftruion, or entertainment. Secure my paper in 
time, for the demand will foon be too great to be complied with 
and thofe who take it in firft fhall, as in juftice they ought, have 
the preference afterwards. My printer affures me it is impofii- 
ble to print off above one hundred and ninety-three thoufand of 
thefe papers in a week ; a very fmall proportion to the numbe 
of thofe; who will be folicitous to read them. For reckoning 
the veople of this kingdom at eight millions, and deducting half 
that number for young children, blind people, and men of quali- 
ty, who either cannot, or do not chufe to read, there will remain 
four millions of reading fouls, of whom three millions eight hun- 

dred and feven thoufand cannot have the fatisfaCion of reading 
this paper at the firfl hand, but muft wait, with patience, for fu- 
ture editions. I do not fay this from any fordid views of inte- 
reft, which I am infinitely above, for I moft folemnly proteft, 
that 1 defire nothing for myfelf; and that the immenfe profits 
of this paper fhall be all diftributed among my friends, the prin- 
ter, the publifher, compofitory prefimen, and devils.”’ 

of AHi&icn, is ve- The power of Poely, to mitigate the ft 
ry prettily exprefied in tie enfiing couplets :— 

The tranquil red-breaft, both at night and morn, 
Sings on the brambles’ bough, nor heeds the thorn : 

So I, content amid the brakes of firife, 
Lofe; in the fweets of fong, the thorns of: life. 

An eccentrie Poet thus burlefques the hackneyed invocation 
of the Mufes 

¢¢ Aid me, ve Mufes, in this trying hour, 
Ye Mufes nine, with all your ninefold power: 
Were nine times nine your number, 1 could fill 
Find for each maid, a fubject and a quill.” 

I have often remarked, fays a facetious noveiift, that giddy 
thoughtlefs people, though they are forever in the fire, are never 
burnt ; while’your prudent well meaning folks, are conftantly 
getting into fomse curfed fcrape or other, 

1 Cato bi Drs Stole wee th 1d Garrick, Dr. Smollet exprefles the »
 

In a private letter to Dav 
foltewjng opinion, of which every man who looks an inf 
the puppet-thew of this world, will feel the truth :— 

I am old enough to have feen and obferved, that we are alk 
play-things of fortune, and that it depends upon fomething as 

infignificant and precarious as the tofling vp of a halfpenny, whe 

ther a man rifes to afBuence and honours, or continues to his dy=- 

ing day, ftruggling with'the difficulties and difgraces of life, 
mn mn. 

{ 
Such js the rage for new inventions and improvemen 

pair of fnufters is as complicated as a cotton mill, and a mh 

muft have a knowledge of mechanicks to puton his buckles. fA 

wag obferves, that the other. day in vifiting an acquaintance, he 

was obliged to ring the bell} to Inquire how to knock at the 

1 

ts, that a 

Dreams are confidered by the Indians as prognoftics ineriting 
ferious attention, and it is efteemed a compliment to with them 
happy nocturnal vifions. The following anecdote appears as hav- 
ving been related to Colonel Crawghan by Sir Wm. Johnfon :— 
One day (faid Sir William) an old Mohawk came to me, and 

faid, ¢¢ My father, I dreamt laft night that you had given me a 
fine gold laced fcarlet coat, and a laced hat,” “Do you fpea 
truth to me,” {aid I—=¢¢ Yes, on the word of a Sachem,” re- 
plied he—¢¢ Well then, you fhall not have dreamt in vain; I 
will give you both.” 
The next day having invited him to breakfaft, I faid to him, 

in my turn, ¢ Henry, I likewife dreamt laft night.” ¢¢ What 
have you dreamt, my father,” demanded he. ¢¢I dreamt, faid 
I, that you hadgiven me a little patch of land, called Acercuni, 
on the Tienaderbas  ¢¢ How many of thy acres is thislittle patch 
of land ?* ¢¢ Ten thoufand, anfwered I. After fome minutes 

confideration, he faid, - ¢ Well, like me, you {hail not have 
dreamt in vain, I give you this patch of land ; but do not dream 
again my father.™ And why not, Henry ? Are not dreams in= 
voluntary 2” ¢ Thou dreameft too hard for me,” {aid he, ¢ we 

fhould fhortly have no land left.” [ Travels in Upper Penn- 
fylvania, and in the State of New-York, by St. Jean de Creve. 
coeur. | 

Dean SwirT and Dr. SmorreTT, both lovers of humour, 
fanétioned by their pralice, the following opinion of a late wri- 
ter, who appears to know the world 1 == 

To fee men aét from the honeft dictates of nature, is, I think, 
always defirable. In polifhed focieties, we behold nothing of this ; 
ve fee there nothing of nature, “tis all form and deceit ; theres 
no friendfhip, no ingenuosufnefs, but the whole party feem met 

to dupe one another. Impofition is the order of the 
day, in al, word, and deed. In low life alone, muft we feek for 
genuine, unaffected charaller., 

thoethe together 

———— 

ANECDOTE~—A Clergyman was reading the burial fervice 
over an Irifh corpfe, and having forgot which fex it was, on com 
ing to that part of the ceremony that reads thus, ¢ our dear bro= 
ther or fifter,”” the Reverend Gentleman fapped, and feeing Pat 
ftand by, ftepped back, and whifpering to him faid, ¢¢Is it a 
brother or a filer ? Pat fays ’tis neither, tis only a relation.” 
A clergyman preaching in the neighbourhood of Wapping, 

(England,) obferving that moft part of his audience were in the 
fea-faring way very naturally embellifhed his difcourfe with feve- 
ral nautical tropes and figures. Among other things, he advi- 

them to be ever on the watch, so that upon whatever tack, the 

vil fhould bear dows upon them, be might ippled in the ac« ri pl 
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be ¢ be « 

¢¢ Aye, mafrer,” cried a jolly fon of Neptune, “but let 
ell you, that entirely depends upon your having the weather 

gage of him” 3 B 
SNUFF TAKING. 

Every profefled, inveterate and incurable fmuff taker, at = 
moderate calculation, takes one pinch in ten minutes. Every 
pinch with -the agrccable ceremony of blowing and wiping the 
nofe, and other incidental circemftances, confumes one minute 
and a half. One minute and a half out of every ten, allowing 
fixteen hours to {nuff taking a day, amount to two hours and 
twenty fous minutes out of every natural day, or one day out of 
every ten. One day out of every ten, amounts to thirty fix days 
end a half in a year. Hence we fuppofe the pralice to be per= 
fifted in forty years, two entire years of the fnuff ¥aker’s life will 
be dedicated to tickling the ncfe, and two more to blowing it. 
I'he expenfe of fnuff, fouff boxes, {nuff handkerchiefs, wathing, 

‘&c. cannot be reafonably rated to encroach lefs on his purfe than 
on his time, thus it will appear by a proper application of the 
time and money thus loft, a fund n.ight be conftituted for the 
difcharge of many debts. 

From a late London Paper. —A difcovery of confiderable ime 
portance has been announced, with regard to the prefervation of 
corn. To preferve tye, and fecure it from infe@s and rats, ne- 
thing is more neceflary than not to winnow it afterit is threfh= 
ed, and to flow it in the granaries mixed with the chaff, In this 
frate it has been kept for more than three years; without ex peri- 
encing the {mallchi alteration, and even without the neceflity of 
being turned, to prefeive: it from humidity and fermentations 
Rats and mice may be prevented from entering the barn, by put- 

s REE NACT Een ORT SER of . ting fome wild vine or hedge plants upon the heaps ; the fmell of 
BAUER aki: POEs y . : : - this w ood is fo oliznfive to thefe animals, that they will not ap- 

proach it. The experient has not yet been made with wheat and 
1 4 f 2a s . 3 other kind of grain, but they may probably be preferved in the 

chafl” with equal advantage. 
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