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A MUSIC PARTY IN TIIE EVENING.
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A “MUSIC PARTY,” AFTER WATTEAVU.

Music, Gh, how fiint, how weak?
Language fades before thy spell!

Why should feeling ever spealk,

When thou can’st breathe her soul so well,
Friendship's balmy bonds may feign;
Love's are still more fulse than they;

Oh! tis only music’s strain

€an sweetly soothe 2ud not betray.



