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Did he think his appearance that of a gentle, 
man upon that occasion, when he entered the 
room and danced several figures, in a long beard 
a black coat, and boots ?

This gentleman, I perceive, belongs to a squad 
called the Creamers, famed, I am told, for slang 
and abuse ; but, from the specimen which he ex- 
hibits of their politeness and breeding, I fear they 
will find few friends in this place. He has not 
been content with abusing the company, but has 
attacked even our aunt Pfcggy, who, in return, 
presents her compliments to him, and begs to as. 
sure him that if he will pay her the 13 j. 6 d. he 
has owed her the last three years, she will, at her 

furnish him with a pair of pumps 
the next time he intrudes himself into comranv 
unasked. I remain '

Yours,
ROBIN GOODFELLOW.

Fox the Scribbler.
A GRAVEYARD SCENE.

Oft in the gravc.yar<Fs sad and gloomy deli 
By night, my wakeful fancy loves to dwell •
And ’neath the shadows of her mournful gloom. 
Let fall a tear on my lost Mary’, tomb.
There late I roved, with pensive ihought, alonr
Ere yet the curfew rang the graves amour. g’
No sound *»,heard throughout the drej abode, 
For Death and Silence, hand in hand there strode • 
Yet soon did there my watchful eye, behold ' 
Two spectre-forms, in shape of human mould. 
Amazed I stood, with fear half petrified 
And saw the spectres pass me by my side

These must be demon., to myelf I .aid,
w .1”* P50fa“ ,he ”>*n.ion. of the dead •
Wret be. .bote ,ou|. nor Kn«, „or
£& -JSUr** lrolh I ”0» re.eal Vmen their .hape, and men they were indeed-


