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irox ubi lacteolan 't dignas matre papillas
Vidit ANDR. NAUUERIUS.

ler miiky bosom heaves ivith love m'aternal.

Agnes arrive en une botellerie
Zie Jean Chandoy prend la culotte, et paabe
Les cuisses entre, et l'aiguillette lace. VoLTAitEf.

Sifelix a»nos regnes per mille; quid inde?
Si rotafortuna se tollit ad astra; quid inde
Tam cita, tamque citofugiunt ha', ut nihil inde.

INSCRIPTION AT BOLOGNA.

What iho' Imperial sway for eears was thine,
What tho' ambition and thy fortune raised,
Thy rnight Io 'front yon star-bespanjled sky;
Qnick alt is past,. and nought renains but dust.

A -Ain correspondent, awho has honoured me
with her commendation of the ballad inserted in
No. 8, in terms -too flattering-to -allow of my re-

.,peating them to the public, though highly grati-
fying to my self-love, adds, however, a. delicate,
but nota.pointless, censure uponrwvhat she con-
siders as too great a levity-in the-general tone of
other poetic trifles .that have appeared,oin. the
Scribbler; And, with.-gracéful: politeness, thank-.
ing me for- my apparent. devotion, to lier sex,
hopes L.will make theVirtues offt1ë female mind,
their mate-nal-ilial and Conjugal.excellencies,
as .much,f if not nore my thenìeiha i the atc


