POETICAL ASTLUM.

Whether sensibility conduces to Happiness ?
THE heart can ne’er a tran{port know,
That never fclt a pain,
The point thus fettled long ago,
The prefent queftion’s vain.

Who'd wilh to travel life’s dell round,
Uonmov’d by pain or pleafure ?

*Ts reafon’s tafk to fet the bound,
Ard keep them both in meafures

The Stoic, who with falle pretence,
Each {oft emotion flifles;

Thinks want of feeling proves his {enfe,
Yet frets and fums at trifles.

And he who vainly boafts the heart,
Touched by each tale of woe,

Fortears to a@ the friendly part,
That tender heart to fhow.

Th’ unfeeling heart can mever know,
By cold indiff rence guarded,

The joy, the tranfport that will flow,
From Love and Truth'rewarded.

True Senfibility, we find,
Shaure's in another's grief,

And Pity yields the gen’rous mind,
From Sympathy, relief.

Yet there are ills the feeling hears
Can never, never bear —
Unable to fupport the fmart,
Tis driven to defpair.

The point difcuffed, we find this rule,
A rale both true and fad —

‘Who feels Too LITTLE, is a fool ;
Who feels Too mucs, runs mad.

w

FROM THE DESK OF PooR ROBERT THE
SCRI1BE.

A gill a day—the thing is clear—
Twenty three gallons make a year :
Why, this would bny a cow & keep her--

A fuit of cloths—=a {core of fheep, or
Twenty good things than brandy cheaper.,
OLD RUBERT, |
There is a plealant little
village which ftands on the
borders of a fmall lake in the
weltern parts of Connecdiicut.
A tavern, the only one in the
town, kept at the fign of the
Grey Goofe, entertained the
pathng flranger, and in the
winter evenings was tie place
where we held our
for old Robert ufed to dance
In his younger davs., | re-
member wellthe merry even-
ings | have cnjoyed there, and
methinks 1l could ¢ tire
down’ the puoy firiplings of
the prefent dav,
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dances— | :
- made his firt plea.

| the eldeft of my friends: hi

father was poor, buthe gav.
Ablalom a good common ed
ucation, and then bound him
apprentice, a a refpectable
waggon maker of the town.
When | faw Abfalom lait.
before my late vifit to Apple
berry, 1t was his birth, and
wedding night—juft 23 year:
oid. lle bhad married black
eyed Sufan, as we called her;
and fhe might as well have
been called red lip’d Sufan,
for  never faw cherries red-
der. He had taken a fhop
for himfelf, and having got a
journeyman from New York,
had added the making of chai-
fes to the old bufinefs.

Abfalom was induflrious —
Abfalom was frugal—above
all, Abfalom was temperate :
* Grog and I (he ufed to fay)
are {worn enemies.’ Not
but now and then Le would
take a glafs of wine ora mug
of flip with a friend; but he
drank fparingly. They dofay
thongh, that one 4th of July
hiseyes fparkled a little, and
he could not fay Shiboleth for
the foul c¢f him. But that’s
neither here nor there: he
was a feber man.

And what do you think was
the confequence ? Why when
I went to Appleberry latt
Odtober, who fhould | hear
’em talk of, but good fquire
Acltive—and deacon Active.
Why he has money to lend—
he owns two of the beft farms
on the fouth fide of the lake,
the pcor all blefs him. He
now rides in his coach, on
which is painted a Bee, an
Ant, & a Glals turned upfide
down, with this motto:—
‘lnduitry, Frogulity, Tempe-
rance~--by thele | ride.’

Edward Eafy, my other

 friend and companion, recei’

ved from his father a fortune
of five thouf{and pounds. At

the age of 19, he took his de-

‘grees at Yale, with fingular

honor. The profeflion ot the

law Lelt fuited his capacity’

and inclination he ftudied that
[cience under the it appeg

ved malters, ¢z at twenty two
‘he appeared

at the bar. |
never fhall forger the day he
All Ap
pleberry went down to hear
him, tor Edward was a favo-
rite of the people : and well
he might be, for there wan’t
a hngle one in all the village

' but could el of fome 200d

and kind thino he had done.

The caufe he plead was for
a poor widow woman— You
remember bher. [i

1

was ol
mrs. Rodgers, who {old gin

gerbread <o beer, juit above

the ftocks and whipping poft,
sorth of the mesting houfe.
-he Lbad an only daughter, a
iweet litcle rofe but juft 17,
who was the folace & delight
of her life. An unfeeling
landlord demanded the facra
fice of Mary, or threatened
ner ruin.

Well, the court was opened
the witnelles examined ; and
t came to Edward’s turn to
ipeak. Herofe— Oh! he was
a hand{ome man--but now his
cheek locked pale—his lips
trembled, and his white hand
thook. My heart trembled
for fear he would not go on
~by & by his voice rofe-~his
cheeks refumed their color—
he raifed bis hand moft grace-
fully—and hiseye fpaikled!

You might bave heard a!
pin fall—he one momeunt (tir
red up the feelings fo againtt
the bard hearted landlord that
every one was in a'rage —
And then he painted the fut-
ferings of the widow and or-
phan—in fpite of me, I cried
like a childe I never loved
him half as well in my lite.
CGur parfon I remember f{aid
that ‘the oil of eloquence was
on his tongue, and the honey
of perfuation dittilled from his
lips.?

I left bim ju(t on the eve of
being married to Eunice
Hearifree. She was worthy
of him, the danced delightfully
—f{ung fwectly--could fpin 50
knots a day, and the parfon’s
wite was heard to fay, that
‘lhe made the beft pudding
of any one in the village, ex
cept herfelf,’

Now until the 4th day of
laft Oétober, | had not been
to Appleberry for 18 years.
Jult as the old town clock
itruck 4, I entered the village.
My bheart fluttered—I looked
anxioufly around in hopes to
mecet the welcome of my
friend. A gloom andfolemn
tillnefs feemed to pervade the
village.  Prefendy the bell
tolled—a funeral pioceflion
approached. [ alighted at the
win and immediately inquired
who was dead. ** Alis the
day ?” exclaimed the old ta-
vern keeper (who did not
know me) “‘there goes the
remains of a man who 138
years ago was the molt pro-

—

miling youth in all the coun-
try.

him every thing. Bur the|
morning bitters—the noon
tide dram and the evening |
fling, have withered the fineft
dower in nature’s oarden—
poor Eafy ! God reit him.’

Fertune—cducation — | : . ~
: | = ducatin | trouble himfelf, as by Jafus
genios, all united to render ! '

Fdward had been intem-

iperate. Intemperance begat

idlenefs and negle&® of bufinefls
—poverty, and wretchedneis
followed—and he who mighe
have refle¢ted honor on his
country, poifoned by Grog,
died a beggar. But *menof
gentus tread lightly on his
ailies, for he was your kinf-
man,’ and if you would avoid
bis fate, declare with my
triend Active, that ¢ you and
Greg are fworn enemies.’

1 he Gleaner.

Some time ago, a fon of
Hibernia, an itinerant dealer
in drapery goods, put up at
the fign ot the Deolphin, in
Newcafile, under Lyme.—
Going out in the afternoon,
and conceiving the bulinefs
might detain him rather later
than vlual, he requefted the
landlord to wait for him until
eleven o’clock. This was
promifed, but Pat forgot the
hour, and did not return till
twelve, when ﬁnding the door
tattened, and the family all in
bed, he immediately croffed
the road, and ﬁeizing the
koocker of an oppofite door,
beganto knock mofl furioufly.
— I'he noife foon awoke the
geotleman of the houfe, who
in great furprile opened the
window & inquired the reafon
of the difturbance ; Pat re-
plied, ‘it is only I, your ho-
nor, I don’t mean to diturb
you; Llodge at the fign of
the big fifh, but the landlord
being in bed, and the door
made faft, I have only bora
rowed the loan of your knock -
er to wake him, that’s all P

A gentleman, not much
verfed in literary affairs, once
afked an Hibernian friend,
what was the meaning of
pofthumous works. *Zound ?
(exclaimed Terence) don’t
you konow that? Wiy they
are books which a man writes
after he is dead, to be fure!®

A gentleman of grenadier
growth having travelled in
the mail all night, obferved
to his fellow patfengers in the
moroing, *that he would julk
Zct us to ftretch his legs,’
when his oppofite friend, an
Irithman who had been great-
ly annoyed by them during
the night, obferved, “thac
tliere was n, occafion to

1

tiiey wer ‘rngn o
y e’e quite long caougi

already,
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