Seal of the Juses.

FROM THE BOSTON CENTINEL.

I.
' HE fun was departed, the mild zephyr blowing,
Bore over the plain the perfume of the flowers ;
In foft undulation the ftreamlet was flowing
And calm meditation led forward the hours :
¥ ftruck the full chord, but the ready tear ftarted,
J furg of an exile forlorn, broken hearted,
Like him from my bofom all joy is departed,
And forrow has ftol’n from the Iyre all its pow'rs.
1.
I paufed on the ftrain, when fond mem’ry tenacious,
Prefented the form I muft ever efteem ;
Retrac’'d feenes of plealure, alas, how fallacious,
Evanefcent all as the fhades of adream.
Yer ftill as they ruth’d thro® opprefs’d recolle&ion,
The filent tear fell, and the penfive refleétion
Immers’d my fad bofom in deeper dejection,
On which cheering hopes fcarcely glances a beam.
In vain into beauty all natare is fpringing,

In vain fmiling Spring does the bloffoms unfold 2
In vain round my cot the wing’d chorifters finging,
When gach foft affeftion is dermant and cold.

E’en fad as the merchant bereav’d of his treafure,
So flow beats my heart, and fo languid its meafure,
So dreary, fo lonely, a ftranger to pleafure,
Around it AffliCtion her mantle has roll’d.
1v.
But meek Refignation fupporting the fpirit,
Unveils a bright {cene to the uplifted eye
A fcene which the patient and pure fhall inherit,
Where hearts bleed no more, and the tear thall be dry.
There fouls which bn earth in each other delighted,
By f ienafhip, by honour, by virtue united,
Shall meer, and their pleafures no more fhall be blighted,
But perfet and pure as their love be their joy.

THE LADY’s MAN,

( Selefied for tbe Telegraph.)

HNot all the favors coguettes [howy
Ind [miles, the fop is beir to,
Could tempt me to become a beau,
And feel asbeanx appear t0.’
ik
No malice, no envy infpires
~ The bard, his advice to difclofe 3
The favour, a fopling acquires,
Will never difturb my repofe.

Though fad, he muft always feem gay,
Though reftlefs, appear at his eafe

Muft taik, when he's nothing to fay,

#nd laugh when there’s nothing to pleafco==

Muft never look thy, norafraid;
Approve of nonfenfical clattery
And fmile at whatever is faid,
Good, bad or indiff'rent no matter,

If Nancy fay ¢¢ Creefus was poor,™
"Tis his to fay, yes, and agree ;

©Or Chariotte, ¢ two threes are but four,”
Corve@l, Ma'am—juft four they muft bes

$hould Sufan remark, ¢¢ it is hot,”
~ His anfwer muft be ¢ it is 503"
I Mary obferve, ¢ it is not,”

To her he confents, and fays, no.

Would any difpenfe with his mind
Bow, wheedle, figh, whimper and pray,
And, hoodwink*d, be led by the blind,
To fuch, I have only to fay,

Quit Paley, and fludy to pleafe,
Read Chefterfield’s fy ftem of laws,
And then you may bafk at your eafe,
In the funfhine of female applaufe.
————— ) 3 o @ o —

Many of BowararTx’s admirers in Paris have carried their
adulation fo far as to affix his imperial vifage to their drinking vef-
fels, &c. 'The Parifian wits confequently augur that the ambiti-
eus Coifican is going to pot. {Loa. pap.]

A CURIOUS ANECDOTE.

ALPHONSO, king of Naples, had in his court, = fool, who
ufed to write down in 2 book all the follies of the great men in
his time that were at court.  The king baving a Moor in his
houfehold fent him to the Levant to buy horfes with ten thou-
fand ducats : this the fool marked in his hock as a pure piece of
folly. Some time after, the king called for the book, and found
at laft his own name, with the ftory of theten thoufand ducats.
*Phe king being fomewhat moved, afked the reaflon why his name
was there ? Becaufe, fays the jefter, yoa have committed a piece
of foliy, to give your money to one you are never likely to fee a-
gain,  But if he does come 2gain, fays the King, and brings me
the horfes, what folly is that in me ? Why, if ever hé doescome

Jgain, seplies tie fool, I'll blot cut your namze, and put in hise

FOR THE TELEGRAPH,

Me. Ep1Tor.

As RuTu and I together {at,
Indulging in a little chat—

Dick brought your TELEGRAPH 3
With an alternate {mile and frown,
Rutx look’d the columns up and down,

And foom began to laugh.

Says I.dear RuTHh, pray tell me trus,
What do you find that tickles you ?
¢ A Riddie "tis—my dear,
¢¢ And we mult turn our wits about,
€6 And firive to find the meaning out,
¢ To fail, we need not fear,”

B0 I began and try’d—and try’d,
And worry’d, till I almoft cry’d,~=
And then, I gave it up.
Says RuTu—you are a ftupid Elf,
And I'll be bound to do’t myfelf—
Before I fleep or fup.
Ee’er long, fhe ftarted from her featy
Aad with a countenance fo fweet—
Says the—¢¢ Here ends the Fufs :*
Then with a voice—~languid and fine—=
Putting her lips clofe up to mine,
She faide——*¢ It is A Bufs."
Dear Mr, Editor—Pray do (if you can) let us have 2 Rro-
pLrx in every Telegraph, and you will forever oblige
Your humble fervant,
SOLOMON.
Roofbagaunicbe, 14th Auguft, 1306,
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THE HISTORY OF MRS. MOURDANT.

[WRITTEN BY HERSELF.]

( Continued from our laft.)
S I mean to banith proxility from my narrative, I fhall not
mention the emotions this tale excited when pext we met.
1 could not help lamenting my utter inability to aid his diftrefs.
A glow of gratefol feelings brightened his countenance. He
caught my hand. Angelic fweetnefls, he cried—your face, how
true an index of your mind. o fhort, both ftrangers to diffi-
mulation, we foon perceived a paflion, ardent, fincere, and reci-
procal. We loved with all the romantic enthufiafm of youth,
forgetting the infuperable barrieis betwcen us.  We indulged our
tendernefs till it grew too great to be fubdued. Sitting together
one afterncon, planning furure days of blifs, my hand locked in
his, my foul beaming from my eyes, we fuddenly heard a ruft-
ling among fome trees behind us, and my father inftantly rufh-
ed out, rage flathing from every glance. Frantic, he tore me
from Harland, and bid him begone, as he durft not amfwer for
what he might be tempted to do. Harland hefitated. I {aw paf-
fion kindling in his eyes. Terrified at the confequences which
might enfue, I had juft power to articulate, obey him, oh obey
him. My father loaded me with every violent inve&ive rage
could fuggeft. To exculpate myfelf from the meannefs he accu-
fed me of, I divulged Harland’s hiftory, but he believed it not.
He {aid it was a vile, artful tale, calculated to deceive my unfuf-
pecting youth, and lead me into a conneétion which he would e-
ternally have curfed me for. Good heaven! how my foul fhud-
dered at thefe words. For three days I gave myfelf up to immo-
derate grief; the fourth, walking in an avenue cut through the
wood, I faw a little boy playing before me, I heeded him not,
till 1 perceived him drop'a piece of paper, give me a fignificant
fign, and run off. 1 flew forward haftily, fnatched it wp, and
retired to my chamber, where I read the following lines from my
unfortunate Harland :
¢¢ Oh, my Julia! whatacruel feparation! Thus torn from
thee, it filis me with anguith—my only comfort thy fociety, de-
prived of that too—mercilefs fortune! I am incoherent—1I hard-
ly know what I write. Julia, to quit this fpot, without bidding
you adieu, is more than I can fupport. Meet me if poflible I
befeech you at night, in the wood. One parting interview—to
meet perhaps ; ¥ can’t go on—Oh Julia! grant my laft requeft.”
I determined to comply, but could not without my maid’s af-
filtance. 1 entrufted her, and (he promifed to aflit me. When
the family were retired to reft, fhe condufted me down ftajrs,
and opening a little door which led into the wood, faid the would
there watch my return.

Gently the moon difpers’d her pleafing light
And filver'd o'er the trembling lucid wave,
Fair was the view, that hail’d the wand’ring fight,
And foft the pleafure midnight filence gave.

Harland was impatiently waiting for me ; at my approach
he fprung forward, oh my Julia, he cried, what goodnefs, what
condefcenfion, but you are all complying {weetnefs. He regret-
ted his feparation ; lamented his want of fortune; now bid me
forever forget him ; then affured me, without the cheering idea
of my love, life would be infupportable. I wept, aflured him it
was unalterable, that only with exiffence it would ceafe. The
moment arrived to feparate. He funk upon his knees, befought
eternal bleflings on m ;" head, tenderly embraced me, while his
voice was ftifled with the emotions of his foul, and tore himftelf
away. I tottered home, and leaning on my maid, retired to my
chamber, where I paft the remainder of the night in tears, and all
the pangs of hopelefs love. Shortly after this, a gentleman arri-
ved at the caftle who was fon to a deceafed friend of my father’s,
his birch and fortune noble, but his manners tainted with arro-
gance and ill-nature. He conceived a partiality for me.  Juft
powers, what has it not caufed me ! Sir George ftill dreading the
unfortunate Harland, encouraged it, He was alfo really de-
firous of having me advantageoufly married. He compelled me
to liften to Mordaunt; and in fherty not to dwell longer on this

painful fubje&, notwithRanding my prayers, my tears, my declaa
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ration of paifion for another, I was forced to thealtar. The hor.
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ror of that moment I can’t exprefs ; the image
-4 ]

continually before me; my broken \
love ; they almoft bereft me of :eafon. 1T
tal ceremony, fitting alone in my drelling 1
men were out, ! heard a carriage-drive b

imagined i e obtrufive vifi

unweicor

moliments, wien in ¢

] 1 antersd he {n
0OpeEn, 2 iriand ¢ntered, QL
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from the:

12 at my a2l

ied, Oh why this
yved my fufferings—Mr. T,
I am come to claim your hand.
> now, What blifs ! what happinc(s
:ar no more ; I broke from him, and
ing miifery, wrung my hands together.
We are ruined, exclaimed I, for ever wretched. Oh Harland !
forgive me. I am miferable, compulfive power bas vndone me.
1 am, oh deteft me not, alrea ly married, 1 might have gone on
for ever—his fenfes feemed annihilated, a deadly palenels ove
fpread his I was terrified 3 1 flew to bhim; 1 attempted to
tale his hand; my touch revived him. He ftarted from me ;
bafe, faithlefs woman ; his lips quivered, and in a phrenzy of
difappointed paifion he rufhed out of the He left me on
the verge of diftraltion, but when 2 little compofed, 1 revolved
my condutt: I confidered it improper; I was now married;
thofe tender fenfations for another man were criminal ; my vir-

diftrefs ? —heaven
has at laft domne ju
Sir George cannot
in ftore for us. I cou

in an agony of foul re:

Fare »
ace §

howsfe.
tue was ftrong, 1 determined to exert it; the leflons of my be-

ten faid, affi€ion was the
and lifted it to the infi-

loved mother recurred to me. She of
purifier of our paflions, it refined the foul,
nite Almighty power in whofe hands the balm was he!d for heal.

ing the wounds received on this fpot.
(To be Continued. )
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MISCELLANEOUS PARAGRAPHS.
SPARKS was a well known BoN vivanT, and devoted
to the purple deity. It was remarked, that when
quantum cof the juice of the g-ape, he entirely loft his

his evenin
he got hi
power of fpeech, though he retained the ufe of
Mr. Foote was his conftant companion in his noturnal revels,
who was as diminutive in ftature as the other was tall and robuft.
One night, from having been remarkably feftive, our Chief
Joker could not {peak ; and Foot not able to ffand, Sparks took
him up and placed him a=ftraddle on his neck and thoulders. In
this manner they quitted the tavern. During their walk homs
they were accofted by the watchman, demanding who they were.
Sparks pointed up to Foot, as much as to hint that he would in-
form him ; who on being afked replied, ¢¢ thathe was only feeing
the gentleman home.”

is limbs. A

1

A new married pair, in high life, when they take an airing,
for the firft three weeks order the Sociable, but at the end of
that period the Su/ky.

Perico d’Avary, the buffoon of the Marquis de Villena,
came to fee Don Francisy the buffoon of Charles the Fifth, when
he lay on his death bed. Perico feeing him in fo bad a way, faid
¢ Brother Don Francis, I requeft you by the great friendthip
which has alw: ys fubfifted between us, that when you go to Heaven
(which I believe muft be very foon, fince you haye always lived
fuch a pious life) you will befeech God to have mercy on my
foul.” ~ Francis an(wered—¢¢ Tie a thread on this finger, that ¥
may not forget it.""—Thefe were his laft words and he inftantly ex-
pired,

A very fond wife, who had the good of her fa-
mily greatly at heart, gave information againft her
hufband fora highway robbery, in order toobtain the
reward, As he was going to be hanged, fhe came
up and faid to him, * My dear Bob, I hope you
will forgive me, 1 did itall for the beft, as 1 knew
you muit be {cragged ones time or other, I thought
your wife and children might as well benefit by
vour misfortunesasa ftranger—Never {cem to mind
it, Bob—"tis well it’s no worfe,

A few nightsago the converfationat the Duchefs
of Gordon’s happening to turn upon the confes
quences of a {uccefsful invafion by the French, fe-
veral of the company mentioned the occupation
they would adopt when all property fhould be fei-
zed by the Gallic free-booters,  Afier various eme
ployments of a whimfical kind bad been ftarted by
the Company, the Marquis of Huntley obferved,
that he would turn ¢ garter-maker for the ladies.”
“ If that fhould be the cafe,” faid the Dutchefs,

““1 fancy you would be above your bufinefs.”
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