
Seat of the Juuses. 

ABRAHAM'S MUSICAL NOTES. 
SUNG IN THE 

HARMONIC SOCIETY of WOLVERHAMPTON. 

Ye fidlers who Banti or Billington boaft, 
tMong knights of the cat-gut who fill rule the toaft ; 
‘To praife their {weet notes you may all agree, 
But the notes of the fam’d Abraham Newland for me. 

If to my advice you run counter, my friend, 
You may ftudy your brains out without any end ; 
You may pour over Handel or Hadyn fo {weet, 
‘Till you have little to bande and nothing to eat. 

Orpheus went into hell for his wife, filly elf, 
And play’d till he mov’d ¢’en the devil himfelf’; 
Sticks and ftones danc’d around to the tune of his clink, 
Sticks and ftones tho’ ne'er gave the poor fidler his drink. 

To the fweet notes of Abraham’s mufical airs, 
Stones will jump into houfes and trees into chairs } 
Without you may fcrape till your fiddle-ftrings crack, 

+ And fome things are fo mov'd that theyll move off your back. 

‘Then ye lovers of cat-gut, horn, hautboy, or fife, 
Let Abraham’s fweet notes form your tesor of life 
With thefe you may lead all the world in a dance, 
And buy all the fidlers in England and France. 

Ve fcrapers, whofe brains in full ecftafy fwim, 
If ye with to be fam’d, scrape acquaintance with him; 
‘The greateft of fidlers they'll title you foon 
Flay his notes, and you'll never be found our of tuue. 

YANKEE PHRASES, 

As found as a nut, o'er the plain, 
1 of late whifiled, chock full of glee 3 

A ftranger to forrow and pain, 
As happy as happy could be. 

As plump as a patridge 1 grew, 
My heart being lighter than cork; 

My flumbers were calmer than dew 
My body was fatter than porks 

Thus happy I hop’d I fhould pafs, 
Sleek as greafe down the current of time 3 

But pleafures are brittle as glafs, 
Although as a fiddle they're fines 

Jemima, the pride of the vale, 
Like a top nimbly danc'd o’er the plains, 

With envy the lafles were pale—~ 
With wonder ftood gaping the fwainse 

She fmil'd like a bafket of chips—s 
As tall as a bay pole her fize—e 

As [weet as molaffes her lips— 
As bright as a button her eyes. 

Admiring, 1 gaz’d on each charm, 

My peace that would trouble fo foom, 
And thought not of danger nor harm, 
Any more than a man in the moon. 

But now to my forrow 1 find, 
Her heart is as bard as a brick 5 

To my pafiion forever unkind, 
Though of love I'm as full as a ticks. 

I fought her affe@ion to win, 
In hopes of obtaining relief, 

Till I like a hatchet greav thin, 
And the like a baddock grew deaf. 

late was as fat as 2 doe, 
And playfome and fpry as a cat, 

But now I'm as dull as a hoe, 
And as lean and as weak as a rat. 

Unlefs the unpitying fates, 
With pafiion as ardent thall cram ber, 

As certain as death, or, as rates, 

I foon fhall lie dead as & bammar. 

[wriITTEN BY HERSELF.) 

{ Continued from cur laff.) 

Iv a ramble one evening with her and her parents through a 
beautiful valley, our admiration was excited by a cottage extreme- 
ly fmall, but exquifitely neat, which lay on the loping bank of 
a meandering river, fhaded by old luxuriant trees—a bridge com- 
pofed of planks formed a paffage from the vale to the cottage, we 
croft it in order to have a better opportunity of gratifying our 
curiofity, © ‘We now faw a venerable looking man who had be- 
fore efcaped our notice, fitting in a little funny glade, we ftopt 
for fear of intruding on his (olitude, but perceiving us, he in- 
#antlv approached, aud with a pleafing politenefs requefted we 
woyld enter his humble abode. Harley with emotion exclaim- 
ed—¢ Good God | furgly that voice is not vnkaown te me.” 

6X am certain,” faid the ftranger, I have feen you before, 
though where I cannot immediately recolle@.” ¢IfIam not 
miftaker,” cried Harley, *“ You are the worthy Hume who was 
chaplain ‘to the Regiment in which 1 ferved.” ¢¢ The fame, 
the fame, indeed,” replied he, returning his embrace—<¢"the 
fame unfortunate man, whofe fetting life has been attended with 
a train of the fevereft calamities.” The big tear ftood trembling 
on Harleys cheek—¢¢ Friend of my youth,” faid he—his volce 
favltered, but betrayed the fenfibility of his feelings. We ac- 
companied Mr. Hume into his cottage, Harley and he appeared 
delighted with this unexpected interview, both appeared anxious 
to learn the occurrences which had paft, during the long inter- 
val of a feparation. Harley's delicacy prevented his inquiring 
too minutely into thofe misfortunes Hume hinted at, which he, 
perceiving with a candour that feemed genuine to his nature, de- 
clared he would inform us of thofe events he had experienced, 
‘“ a tale,” faid he, ¢¢ adapted for youth—they will find the con- 
fequences of illicit paflions, and how eafily credulity can bé im- 
pofed on. 

¢ The events of my life are uncommonly calamitous, mif- 
fortune has purfued me with unremitting rigour, I have loft the 
fweeteft ties of life, I have feen the form of lovelinefs moulder- 
ing away, the fhroud of darknefs encompafling a mind replete 
with gentlenefs and pity, I have beheld the inexorable ruffian rob 
innocence of its boaft, and the bloflom of beauty withering be- 
neath the blaft of afflition. Oh Harley, I have endured all this, 
and yet I live—live to draw the tear of fympathy by the recital of 
my fate.” 

HISTORY OF HUME, 

¢¢ Hope, fweeteft child of fancy born, 
Tho’ tranfient as the dew of morn je 
Thou who canft charm with found and light, 
The deafen’d ear, and dark’n’d fight ; 
And in dry deferts glad the {wains, 
With bubbling rills and cultur’d plains, 
No more invent thy airy fchemes, 
Nor mock me with fantaftic dreamge= 
No more thy idle ftories tell, 
Deceitful prattler—Hope farewell 1” 

¢ The evening was uncommonly ferene when I wandered 
from my cottage to enjoy its balmy fweetnefs, the diftant hum of 
the bufy villagers retiring from their various occupations, juft. 
ftole upon my ear, and made me refle& on the happinefs of our 
Englith peafants, and shat a life of induftry was a life of peace, 
fince it kept the mind employed, and prevented the thoughts 
from wandering beyond the boundaries-of virtue. 

“¢ I raifed my eyes to the bright firmament where joys eter- 
nal are treafured for the righteous—I confidered that millions of 
celeftial beings might at that moment be hovering over my head, 
and joining in refponfive hallelujahs before the throne of the Al- 
mighty, Milton's beautiful lines occurred to me— 

¢¢ Then crown’d again their golden harps they touk, 
Harps ever tun’d that glitt’ring by their fide, 
Like quivers hung, and with preamble fweet, 
Of charming fymphony, they introduce 
The facred fong, and waken raptures high, 
No one exempt, no voice but well could join, 
Melodious part, fuch concord in heaven.” 

¢¢ I was roufed from my meditations by a piteons voice de- 
manding the aid of charity, I looked at the obje&, he was a worn 
out veteran, the remnant of a fhabby fcarlet coat hung over his 
feeble limbs, he carried a wallet, no great load indeed, a mouldy 
cruft of bread, too hard for decaying jaws of age. I felt for his 
mifery, I pitied the misfortunes of that man, whofe arm had 
affifted in defending my country from the rapacity of its ene- 
mies. He told me a tale of woe, and his cheek was moiftened 
in relating it. Alas! poor old man, cried I, you have not been 
exempt from the common lot; but cheer up my Soldier, the 
manly heart, while it trufts in heaven, fhould never be depreft, 
but the anguith of poverty has weakened courage. Come, cried 
I, taking him by the arm, we have both been veterans, though in 
different ways, labour fhould now ceafe, age requires a relaxation 
from toil, we are both fwiftly gliding down the vale of years, let 
us endeavour to make the paffage eafy, we will retire to my little 
cotttage, its doors have never yet refufed admittance to the firan- 
ger, feated by the humble fire-fide, we will recount our tales of 
old, and cheer our hearts with a draught of ale, adminiftered by 
the cherub hands of my Patty. We afcended the hill together 
which led to my lowly manfion, nature had {weetly decked it with 
the choiceft verdure. 
As I afcended the hill T wondered at not beholding my Patty; 

it was her cuftom, when prevented to attend my rambles, to 
watch my return, feated on the little green turf befide the door. 
As 1 entered I called her, but received no anfwer, my fuarprile 
increafed—I feated my humble gueft, and went in fearch of her, 
I tapt at her chamber door, fill all was filent—melancholy pre- 
fages ruthed upon me, I attempted to open the door, weak and 
trembling my hand fell by my fide, and my heart fmote againft 
my breaft, I recolleCted myfelf and wondered what had excited 
fuch fears in me—they now died away like the fhadow of the 
night, I entered the chamber, but my child was not there, a 
folded paper lay on her little drefling table, I hattily faatched it 
up and perufed it, a deep groan was wrung from me by agoni- 
zing pangs, and I fell fenfelels on the floor, my fall reached the ve- 
teran’s ears, he hurried to my afliftance, gratitude infpired his 
poor unfortunate bofom, and he endeavoured to aid me, he re- 
called me to life, ah ! miflaken kindnefs, the gloomy recefles of 
the grave were alone fit for me. I farted from his arms, 1 ra. 
ved aloud upon the name of Patty. Whither art thou gone my 
child! I cried. The paper lay before me, I imagined it all a 
dream, I ftrained my glimmering fight to read the words of hor- 
ror it contained :’ 

¢ Oh my father, I fly from you, incapable of witnefling 
the thame and forrow I have drawn upon you, I fty from you, a 
firanger to peace and bereft of innocence, the wiles of Mordaur t 
have undone me, I leave you forever I 

¢¢ Pecfidiows villain, to blalt my only comfort | with fome de- 

gree of refignation T could have confizned my child to deash, ths 
idea fhe was gone fpoticfs to the bolom of her Crigator, would 
have calmed the forrows of my foul, but to have her feduced by 
a monfter, her fair form, her virtue for ever blalted, oh ! "twas a 

gony infupport ible, the was configned to me by the wife on whom 

1 doated ; my Emily was an Angel before fhe left this word, pee 
pared for the mandaie which called ber hence, adorned with eves 

ry charm of beauty and goodnafs, with her lat figh, fhe grieved 
forth the united names of child and hufand, the cyprels which 
fhaded her grave was oftencer watered by my tears, than by the 
dews of Heaven; Patty was the darling of my eye, the 
refemblance of her departed mother, the was fincere, artlefs, a 
uafufpecting as credulity itfelf, fhe became acquainted wich her 
feducer, in our neighbourhood —he was affluent, young and ele 

gant, beneath the mafk of friendfhip and generofity he conceal 
ed a mind deceitful and vicious, he admired the beauty of my 
child, he gained her afie@ions, and rendered Ler forgetful of my 

early precepts, the fled, afraid to fee the perfon whofe hopes the 

had blafted, fled from the arms which would have fheltered het 
againft the centumely of the world. 

¢¢ I turned to the foldiery I beheld his tears of fympathy 3 

he had feen troops deftroyed, individuals fall beneath the ruthe 
lefs fword of an enemy, hut he had never beheld a lovely daugh= 

ter, tempted from the arms of an idolizing parent. 1 will go ia 
fearch of my child, I exclaimed, he offered his withered arm 
to fupport me, we defcended the hill together. . At the bottom I 
ftopt, my emotions were to be compared to thofe which our figfe 
parents felt when driven. from the garden of Eden. The cote 
tage on the hill was once the fcene of all my blifs with Emily, i 
was facred becaufe fhe refided in it5 4 have felt an enthufialm 
of pleafure in walking through thofe paths in which fhe had trod, 
I wept, oh earth! 1 cried, where are thy joys, thy comfort ® 
Alas! how fallible, how fleeting all thy bleffings ! I hurried oa, 
the foldier followed me, We wandered to warious cottages, ill 
the anfwer was repeated they had not feen fuch paffengers as we 
defcribed, travelling fhortly exhaufted our little flock of moneys 
in a few days fhelter was refufed us, we crept under a hedge, and 
the rain wet our grey locks. The foldier murmured his regret, 
it was hard, he faid, he had ferved bis country faithfully, yet ia 
ungrateful inhabitants barred their doors againft him. Be com 
forted, my companion, I cried, confider what the Saviour of man 
kind has faid, ¢¢ the {parrows have their nefts and the beats 
their dens, but the fon of man has not wherewithal to lay hia 
head ;” And {hall we after fo glorious an example, repine at ack 
receiving fhelter from a few mifarable wretches. 

(To be Concluded in oxr next.) 

Sy any 

MISCELLANEOUS PARAGRAPHS. 

Legal Refinement smmm-The Coroner's Jury having fet a few 
weeks ago, on the body of a young lady, who had hung herial 
in a ficof love phrenzy, brought in their verdiQ==Died by the wifi 
ration of Cupid. o> 

Diel,——A duel took place a few days ago between Mr. 
A=, a Brewer, and Mr. Lee, a Diftiller, in confequence of 
a quarrel at Epfom. The firlt, who was driving a high Pharon 
and four horfes of different colours, defired the other, who was 
in a humble Buggy, to go out of the way 5 but the humble Bugs 
gy had fpirit enough to refent the contemptuous language of the 
proud Phaeton, who was quite ready to brew a row. Words pai- 
fed ; cards were exchanged ; and a meeting took place, at which 
Mr. L. vowed to diffi/ the haughtinefs from Mr. A. who on his part was in fuch a ftate of fermentation, that he had not a grain of 
patiencelefe.—Gin then took his ground againft Poser, and deman~ 
ded an apology, but Porser, with the manlinefs of John Bull, fwore 
he would be fired at for a week before he would apologize. The 
Britifh Spirits at laft gave way, and the matter was fettled with 
out bloodfhed, Lon. pap.] 

Dr. Tem was called the other day to vifit a mercenary 
nervous old Lady, who faid, ¢¢ Do@or, 1 can’t tell what's the 
matter with me ; my head is fo bad, I feem to fee double.™ ¢ Then count your money; Madam,” faid the Doctor, it will 
comfort you.” ibid. 

An honeft Tar, fpeaking the other day, was heard to de- fcribe the drefs of his wife thus == Op my retarn from the 
Cape {he was fo bamboozled in all her rigging, that I hardly kneve 
her flem from her flern, and as to her midfbipsy that was lember= ed up in difguife with a vengeance! “Even her Pudding [ails 
were all a-peak ; her clue-garmets foul of her reef tackling, and her fore-fheet fo lubberly belaid to her catbead, that on putting 
her about, I foon found the miffed flays, and away fhe weat bump afhore on the rocks of Scilly ! 

The Female Eye mA modern Writer gives the following enumeration of the expreffion of a female eye: “the glare, the ftare, the leer, the fneer, the invitation, the defiance, the denial, the confent, the glance of love, the fiafh of rage, the fparkling of hope, the languithment of foftnefs, the fquint of fufpicion, the fire of jealoufy, and the luftre of pleafure.” 

Wanted, 
A YOUNG Lad about 14 years of age, as an Apprentice ta 

the Printing bufinefs. None need apply but fuch as are 
ofa reputable connexion and can bring with them an UNexcep« 
tionable charaer, Inquire at this Office. 

& 

FREDERICTON: 

PRINTED AND PUBLISHED BY 
MICHAEL RYAN, 

AT 118 Orricx, (near the Church) 1 FronT-S7RzeT, 
§ Where dduersisements, &c. are thankfully received, and 

where PRINTING in GENERAL, will be executed wit 
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