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MUSES HQLIDATY

A Favouri1 Tk Sonc._

Written by Dr. Pircy.

Naacy, wilt thou go with me,

»  Nor figh toleave the flaunting tpwn ?
e ) Can filent glens have charms for thee,
- i The lowly cot and ruflet gown ?

No longer dreft in filken fheen,
No longer deck’'d with jewels rare,

Say, canft thou quit each courtly fcene,
Where thou wert faireft of the fair ?

O Nancy! when thou’rt far away,
Wilt thou not caft 2 with behind?
Say, canft thou face the parching ray, '
Nor fhrink before the wintry wind 2
O can that {oft and gentle mien
Extremes of hardfhip learn to bear,
Nor, (ad, regret each courtly fcene,
Where thou wert faireft of the fair ?

A 2




P SONGSTER..
OG Nancy! canlt thou love {o true,
T'hro’ perils keen with me to go;
Or when thy fwain mithap fkall ruey
"T'o fhare with him the pang of woe ?
Say, fhouid difeafe or pain befal, f‘
Wit thou affume the nurfe’s carey
Nor, wififul, thofe gay {cenes recal
- Where thou wert faireft of the fuair 2

And vhen at laft thy fove fhall die,

Wiit thou receive his partioz breath 2
V/ilt thou reprefs each firuzgling figh,

And chear with {miles the bed of death ?
And wilt thou o’er his breathlefs clay

otrew flowers, and drop the tender tear &

Nor then regret thofe fcenes fo gay,
Where thon wert fairelt of the fair 2
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VARIETY £¥ES CEHEARMIN G.

E:’M in love with twenty
I’m in love with twenty,
And could adore
As many more,

" For nothing’s like a plenty.
Variety is charming,
Variety 1s.charming,

And conftancy
ts not for me,
So Iadies you have warning.
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He that has but one love,

L.ooks as poor

As any boor,
Or like a2 man with one glove.
Variety, &ec.

Not the fine regalia
Of eaftern Kingrs,
The poet fings, .
But oh! the.fine {zraglio..
Variety, &c.

Girls grow old and ugly,
~ And can’t infpire
The fame defire,
As when they’re young and fmugly..
Variety, &c.

Why has Cupid pinions ;
If not to fly

Through all the tky,
. And {ee his favourlte (1NI0HS, -
Va'rlety, &c.

Love was born of beauty, .
~ And when fhe goes,

The urchin knows,:
To follow is his duty-.

Variety, &c.
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o
A Huxtinc Soxn g, o

Sune by Mr, Baansuaw at the GroTTa GARDENS-.
S Py

The words by Mr. Bovce. Set by Mr..BREws:sr_-;m

__E__ HI {prightly hornawakes the morn.
And bids the hunter rife s °

LThe op“ning‘ hound, recturns the found,
And eccho fills the {ities;
And eccho fills the tkizs,

See ruddy health, more dear than wealth,.
On yond’ blue mountain’s brow ;

The neighing ftezd, invakes our fpeed,
And reynard trembles now :

The neighing lteed, invokes our {peed,
And reynard tremblas now.

In ancient days, as ftory fays,
The woods cur fathers fought ;.
The rullic race ador’d-the chace,

And hunted as they fought.
Come Iet’s away, make no delay,

]_‘..II_]OY the forefi’s charms ;
Then o’er the bow!, expand the fﬂui .
And reft in Cloe’s armsa
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Bre Quiew.
Sung by Mr. SueTTt at the GroTTo GaRDENS..
Mufic by Mr. BrEwsTEr.

_J_%S to’ther day young Damon came,

. Where Cloe. fut demure,

He figh’d and gaz’d to own his flame,;
For love had itruck him fure.

His =ukward mein amaz’d the faic,
Which he, no doubt, {f2em?’d thy at,

And when he prais’d her {hape and air,.
She anfwer’d, {wain, be quiet, be quigt;,,
She anfwer’d; fvramn, be quiet.

My dear, he cry’d, O be not coy,.
Nor deem my meaning rude,
Lt love like mine thy miud employ,.
T'rue love can ne’er intrude.
Her hand he then affay’d to kifs,
Which, fiowning, fhe cry’d, fie at,.
And when he firuggled for the blifs,
*Fwas be a little quiet.

The {vain perceiv’d her alter’d tone,
And boldly grafp’d her hand,

The nrymaph was forc’d to own the flame;.
And ; join’d in Hymen’s band,

Alas ! how chamr’d each wedded pair!.

| The power of words they try at,
Now Dumon has not one to {pare, .

But pray, dear wife, be quiet.. g
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Sung by Mr DuxsTaLy, in Love in a Village;-

APlague of thofe wenches! they make {fuch a:
pother,
When once they have let a man have his will ;
They’re always a whining for fomething or other;,
And cry, he’s unkind in bis carriage.
What tho’t he {fpeak ’em ne’er fo fairly,
Still they keep teazing, teazing on,
You cannot perfuade ’em,
’Till promife you’ve made’em ;
And. after the’ve got it,
They’ll tell you ad rot it !
Their character’s blafted, they’re ruin’d, undones.
And then, to be fure, fir,

‘There 1s but one cure, fir,
And all their difcourfe ts of marriage.

S AHEPERD B ST EES TP ES G GBS G -

.ﬂ FAVOURITE S QNG.

MY Nancy quits the rural plain,
And kindly fezks her faithful {fwain,

Who, ’midft.the din of war’s alarms,
His much-lov’d country calls to arms. .

Of old, when heroes {ally’d forth,

'T'e refcue innocence and worth,

The fair one’s image in the heart,
Could vigour to their nerves impart : -
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‘Then what fuperior Iaurels, now,
Muft grace the happy foldier’s brow ;
~ Bleft with her prefence in the field,

Y0 whom alone his heart can yield !
2 T DD el e e e e T e e it S 1 e DI TS B, S b e N S e e LSS

T H E cCcCAaAaMP-MEDLZEY.

TI—I E lark-was up, the morring grey,
The drum hud beat a revelly,

And jolly foldiers on the ground,

In peacefal camp {lept fula ..lnd' found =
Ouly one poor {oldier, whﬂ,

Nought but love could e’er fuhdue,
Wander’d to.a n2ighb’rimg grove,

There to vent his plaints of lave.

For women are whimfical, changeable things,
Their fweets, like the bee’s, are mingled with Ringsx
T'hey’re not to be got without toil, care and colt,
They’re hard to be won and are eafily lof..

In feeking a fair-one, I found, to my {mart,

I know not the way, but I loft my own heart..

Ah! haplefs, haplefs day,
That e’er I {aw fair Biddy;
My heart fhe {tole away,
My head fhe turn’d quite giddy.. | -
The world may laugh and f#are,
>I'is truly krange to fee,
A lover {o {incere,
A fwain admir’d like rpe..
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She’s eraceful, tall and ﬂend;:r',
Shz’s brighter than the fun ;
Herv looks are {oft and tender,
But och! her heart’s of ftone -
Nor tears, nor fighs can move her ;
My bleeding heart {he fees,
She knows too well I love her,
In vain I firive to pleafe.
T'0o vainly once I thought

‘T'o gain the lovely charmer,
And every method foughe,

In hopes tn win and warm her ;.
But all my hopes are over !

What charms then can I try 2.
Buot, like a haplcfs lover,

L’ fet me down and die.

As on the ground he lay,
Minerva came that wavy,

In armour bright and gay,
And thus to himx did fay :

Rife, foldier, rife,
The drum has beat to arms..'
Hark to her loud alarms!
Hang her beaury, =
Mind your duty, .
Think not of her charms.

‘Rife, {oldier, rife,
P’ll take you by the hand,,
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And I’ll lead you thro’ the land ;
I’ll give you the command
Of a well chofen band.
Don’t be ftupid,
Drive away Cupid,
Yollow Minerva’s wife advice.

Soldier, go home, go home,

Nor mind your miitrefs’s fcorn ;
clight, {light her again ;
- For {lighted vows fhould flight return.

The foldier thus rouz’d from his amorous {loth,
Halted away to his duty ;

Swore to Minerva a terrible oath, -
Fe’d never more think of her beauty.

Batchelor bluff, batchelor bluff;
Heigh for a heart that.is rugged and tough.

Iie that is fingle can never wear horns;
He that is fingle is happy;
He that is married lies upon thorns,

And always’is ragged and {habby.
Batchelor bluff, &c.

.

Hethatis fingle, he fears not the rout,
Nothing can to him be fweeter ;

He has no wife that can wimper and pout,
Or cry, Can you leave me, dear creature.

Batchelor bluff, &c.

Ye belles and flirts, {fo {fmart and fair,
Say, are not foldiers form’d for love?

™
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Yor you fhall find them all fincere,

Would you but kind and conftant prove:
But if you flight their paflion {ill,

And tyrranife o’er hearts {o true,
Depend upon’t they’ll all rebel,

And will not care one fig for you.

Ah'! hold your foolifh tongue
A hittle laughing Cupid faid,
Fave you not heard it {ung,
That conflancy will win a maid ?
And what on earth would ever prove
Supertor to the joys of love !

Let wifdoma preach in {chools,
¥or what has fhe with love to do ;-
We go not by {uch rules:
Unbhounded pleafure .ce purfue;
On rofy wine our fancies fly ;
We ev’ry worldly care defy.

Liet Mars in council boalft,
Of refolution, firength, and art;
Love comes without a hoft,
_ And f{teals away the foldier’s heart:
Love breaks the bow, the {word and {pear,
And turas the angry face of war.

I’en mighty Jove above

Hath been by Cupid’s pow’r o’ercome ;
T'here’s none can conquer love,

Tho’ arm’d with fword and {pear, or gun.
Then ground your arms, ye fons of war;
None can refilt the Britith fair.
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A TOUCH ON THE TIMES.

Written by Jamzs Wozrpare, Efq.

CHOME liten, and laugh at the times,
Since folly was never {o ripe

For ev’ry man laughs at thofe rhimes
That gwe his own follies a wipe :

We live in a kind Of dlfgu:fle s
We flatter, we lye, and prote.’l
While each of us artfully tries

On others to faflten the jefi.

The virgin, when firlt fthe is woo’d,
Returns ey’ ry ﬁgh with difdain :

And while by her lover purfu’d,

- Can laugh at his folly and pain :

But when from her innocence won,
And doom’d for her virtue to mourn,

When fhe finds herfelf 1ot and undone,
Fle laughs (tho’ unjuft) in his turn.

The fools, who at law do contend,
Can laugh at each other s'diftrefs,
And while the dire fuit does depend,
Ne’er think how their fubftance grows lefs ;
R _
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Till hamper’d by tedious expence,

. Altho’ to compound they are loth,
They’ll ind, when reflog’d ro their {enfe, -

The lawyers fit laughing at-both.

But while we perceive it the fathion
For each fool to laugh at the other,
Let us ftrive, with a gen’rous compaflien,
To corre&, not contemn, one another.
We all have fome follies to hide,
Which, known, would difhonour the belt ;
And life, when ’tis thoroughly trjr’d
Like friendfhip, will feem but a jeft.

Written by Mr. SHENSTONE. .

| b g‘ HEN forc’d from dear Hebc to g0,

What anguifh I felt at my heart !
And I thought—but it might not be {o

- She was forry to fee me depart.
She caft fuch a languifhing view,

My path I could fcarcely difcern ;
And fo {weetly fhe bade me adieu,

I thought fhe had bade me return.

- - W T I T o = Ty

Methinks fhe m'igift like to rgtire
To the grove 1 had-labour’d to rear;
Tor whatever I heard her admire, 1

I hafted, and plantcd it there.
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Her voice fuch a pleafure conveys,
So much I her.accents adore,

Let her fpeak, and whatever {hie fays,
I’m {ure ftill to love hér the more.

And now, ere I hafle to the plain, |
Come, &cpherds, and tell of her ways;
I could lay down my life for the fwain

Who would fing me a fong in her praife.
While he fings, may the maids of the town

Come flocking, and liften the while ;
Nor on him let Hebe once frown,

Tho’ I cgmiot allow her to {mile.

To fee when my charmer goes by,
Some. hermit peeps out of his cell ;
How he t_liinks bf his youth with a figh ¥
How fondly he wifhes her well !
On him fhe may {mile, if the pleafe,
It will warm the cool bofom of age——-
Yet ceafe, gentle Hebe, O ceafe,
Such foftnefs will ruin the fage.

I’ve ftole from np flow’rets that grow,
To deck the dear charms I approve ;
for what can a bloflom beftow,
So fwcct, fo delightful aslove

Bz
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.1 fing in a rufical tway;

A fhepherd, and ohe of thé thmﬂg
Yet Hebe appioves of my liy :
Go, poets, and envy iy fong:

THE REFFORTS OF LOVE AND MUSIE®.

THE fndr‘mng op’d fmilinig, all nature was

gays
- And Flora had chequcr’d the grove ;

"The thrufh and the linnét weére heard 64 the f'pray',

Acttuning their voices to love,

Young Damon, well pieaé"d in a2 woodbine retreat,

To Phillis unbofom’d his mind ;
But his paffion in vain. did the ﬂlepherd repeat,

W:th coblnefs his fu;t fhe det:lm,’d.

In murmurs foft mufic dow glides thro’ the a:r-,
To harmony wakens the vales

‘The nymph caught the found, when her raptures
-, declare
Full hopes of fuccéfs to his tales

Exulting, thus Damon his wifhes exprefs’d=
Thofe notes breathing love’s gentle fire;, -

Speaking joy to Alexis, with Sylvia blels’d,
73ad logg all their virtues infpire s

e

VT

-y
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O ceale, then, my deareft, to treat with dlfdam
An heart fway'd by virtue and love, |

But hafte to yon fane at the top of the plain,
And Hymen’s mild influence proye.

-,

Thus mufic and love were too much for therfair 3
In vain fhe her wilhes would hide ;
&ler blufhes the ftate of her bofom declare,

And Damon could not be deny’d.
B PP I CICI I I I I C G I I G TG TS S I e G, .
THE CROSS-PURPOSES.

Sung at' Ransrach.

TO M loves Mary pafling well,
And Mary fhe loves Harry ;

But Harry figks for bonny Bell,
And finds his love mifcarry ;

¥For bonny Bell for Thomas buras,
Whillt Mary {flights his, paffion :

So firangely freakifh are the turns:
Of human inclinations |

Moll gave Hal a wreath of Sow’rs,.
Which he, in am’rous folly,
Confign’d to Bell, and in few hours
It came again to Molly :
aE B 2
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‘Thus all by turns are woo’d and woo,.
No turtles can be truer ;

Each loves the objeé they purfue,
Lut hates the kind purfuer.

Asmuch as Mary Thomas grieves;
Proud Hal defpifes Mary ; ,
And all the flouts which Bell receives: .-
From Tom, fhe vents on Harry.
If one of all the four has frown’d,
You ne’er faw people grummer ;
If one has fmil’d, it catches round,
And al are id 'géoé-huhi’bﬂr.

[ ]
B 'R

Then, lovers, hence this leffon learn,.
Throughout the Britifh nation ;
How much ’tis ev’ry one’s concern
To fmile at reformation. |
- -l g - 2 . : ]
Anad &ill, thro’ Iife, this rule purfue,.
Whatever obje&s firike you,
Be kind to them that fancv you,
That thofe you Iove may like you.
Sung-at FrEe-Masons Havrr.
A_ S SIS T me, ye fair tuneful nine,
" Euphrofyne grant me thy aid ;

Whilft the honours I fing of the trine,
Prefide o’er my numbers, blythe matd.
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Ceafle clamorous fa&ion, oh ceafe !
I'ly hence all ye cynical train;

Difturb not, difiurb not the Lodge’s {weet peace,.
VWhere filence and {ecrefy reign.

Religion untainted here dwells,

Here the morals of Athens are taugkt ; -
Great Hiram’s.tradition here tells

How the world out of chaes was brought.
With fervency, freedom, aud zeal,
Our malter’s commands we obey ;
No cowan, no cowan our fecrets can fteal,
No babler our myft’ries betray.

Here wifdom her {tandard difplays ;
Hlere nobly the [ciences fhine;

Here the temple’s vaft column we raife,
And finifh a work that’s divine.

{llum’d from the ealt with pure light,
Here the arts do their bleflings beltow,

And all perfedt, all perfeé unfold to the fight,.
What none but a mafon can know.

If on earth any praife ¢an be found,
Any virtue unnam’d in my fonpg,
Any grace in the ahiverfe round,

May-thefe to a mafon belong :



May each brother his paflions fubdue,\

Pradile charity, concord, and love,
And be hail’d, and be hail’d by thg¢ thrice happy
few

Who preﬁée in the grand Lodge above.

S PRI CPCIEL I ICICIC LD DU DEDICPEICIE IR FE I PCIC 4G

Sung in the Jusivres.

B E H O L D this fair goblet, *twas carv’d from
: the tree;
Which, oh ! my fweet Shakefpeare, was planted by
thee ; : *
As a relic I kifs ir, and bow at thy fhrine ;
What comes from thy hand mult be ever divine..
All thall yield to the mulberry-treé;
‘Bend to thee,
Blefs’d mulberry ;.
Matchlefs was he,
. That planted thee,

And thou, like him, immortal thalt be?

Ye trees of the foreft, fo rampant and high,
Who fpread round your branches, whofe heads
{weep the fky ;

¥Ye curious exotics whom tafte has brought here,

TO root out the natives at Priccs fO‘ dear :
J All fhal! Yiﬁld,\ &c.
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The oak is Keld foyal, is Britain’s great boa&, =
Preferv’d biicé our king; and will always our coaft 2
Of the fir we make fhips ; that thoufands that fight, *

But one, only one, like our Shakefpeare can write.
All fhall yield, &c.

Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle bow’rs, .

Pomona in fruit-trees, and Flora in flow’rs s

The garden of Shakefpeare all fancies will fhit,

With the fweeteft of flow’rs, and the faireft of
fruit, g

All fhal] yield, &ee

[

With Larmng and knovnedge the well-letter’d
birch
Supplies law and phyﬁc, and grace for the church,
But law and th= gofpel in Shakefpeare we find,
e gives the beft phyfic for body and mind.
All fhall yield, &c.

The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree;
From him and his meérits this takes its degree ;
Give Pheebus and Bacchus their laurel and vine,,
«'The tree of our Shakefpeare i s ftill more dwme.
All fhall yield, &ec.

As the genius of Shakefpeare outfhines the bright
daj",
More rapture than wine to the keart can convey;

k]
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So the tree which he planted, by making his own,
Has the laurel and bays, and the vine, all in one.
All {hall yield, &c.

'Then each take a relic of this hollow tree,
From folly and fafthion a charm let it be ;
L=t’>s fAill to the planter the cup to the brim,
To honour your countrv, do honour to him.

All fhall yield, &ec.

THE BROODM 07 COWDENEKNOWS.

HO W blithe was I each morn to fee

My {wain come o’er the hill!

He leap’d the brook, and flew tome :
I met him with good will.

I neither wanted ewe, nor lamb,

- While his fiocks near me lay :

He gather’d in my theep at night,
And chear’d me all the day.

Oh ! the broom, the bonny bonny broom,
Where lolt was my repofe ;

I with I was with my dear fwain,
With his pipe and my ewes.
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He tun’d his pipe and reed {e [weet,
The birds ftood lift’ning by :
The fleecy flock ftood fill and gaz’d,
Charm’d with his melody :

While thus we {pent cur time, by turns,
Betwixt our flocks and play,

I envy’d not the faireft dame,
Tho? e¢’er {o rich and gay.

QO the broom, &c.

He did oblige me ev’ry hour,
Could I but faithful be?

He ftole my heart ;. cou’d I réfule,
Whate’er he ask’d of me ?

Hard fate ! that I muft banifh’d be,
Gang heavily and mourn,

Becaufe I lov’d the kindeft {wain

‘That ever yet was born.
O the broom, &c.

dP DI PD@S PO %a’n«ﬂ»@'ﬂﬂff

BRLITHE COLIN,

Written by Mr. Hawkins.
Sung at RANELAGH.

BY the fide of the fweet river Tay,
Or clfe on the banks of the Tweed,
Young Colin he whiftles all day,
Or merrily pipes on his reed.
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His mind is a firanger tp care,

For he is blithe, bonny, and free;
At harveft, at wake, and at fair,

No fwain is fo chearful as he.

At eve, when we dance on the green,
" How {prightly he joins in the throags;
So pleafing his air and his miep,
So gaily he trips it along !
‘The lafles his manners adore,
And firive his affeéticas to gain ;
When abfent, for him they deplore,
All figh for the fmiles of the fwain.

But I am the girl to his mind,

He chofe me above all the reft,
And vows that to me he'll be kind,
With me he will ever be bleff.

" *T'he maidens all envy my blifs,
And tell me I’m fimple and vain;

et I’m not difpleafed at this, _
" Nor heed their contempt and difdain.
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- Cupin’?s RECRVITING SERGEANT.

A Cantata. Sung by Mr. Verion, at VAUXHALL.
Mufic by Mr. PorTER.

R et TATI!I V E.

FR O M Paphos ifle, {o fam’d of old, T come,
'To raife recruits with merry fife and drum ;

The queen of beauty here by me invites,

Each nymph and {wain to tafte of {weet delights 3
Obey the call, and {eck the happy land,

Where captain Cupid bears the fole ¢command.

A 1 r.
Ye nymphs and ye fwains whoareyouthful and gay,
Attend to the call and be bleft while you may ;
L.ads and lafles hither come,
To the found of the drum, -

I have treafure in ftore which you never have feen ;

Then hafte, let us rove,”
To the ifland of love,

Where Cupid is captain, and Venus is queen.

Each nymph of fixteen who would fain be a wife,
Shall foon have a partner to ble{s her for life ;
Then lafles hither come,
To the found of the drum,

T have {weethearts in ftore fuch as never were feen;
C
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Hafte, hafte let us rove,
To the ifland of love,
Where Cupid 1s captain, and Veaus 1s queen.

Would a fiwain but be bleft with a nymph to his
mind,
‘Let him enter my 1, and his wifth he fhall ﬁ[ld
I can blefs him for life,
With a kind loving wife,
More beautiful far, than was nymph ever {een :
Then halte let us roye
To the ifland of love,
Where Cupid is captain, and Venus is queen,

In Paphos, we know of no difcord nor firife,
‘Fach nymph and each fwain may be happy for lifes
In tran{port and joy,

We each moment employ,
And tafte fuch delights as were never yet {een;

Then halte, let us rove
To the iflund of love,
Where Cupid is captain, and Venus 1s queen.-
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A FAVOURITE SONG,.

Sung by Mrs. Smita, in the Delerter.

SO M E Bow my Spindle I miflaid,

And loft it underneuth the grafs ;
Damon advancing, bow’d his head,
And-faid, what feck you pretty lafs?

A little love when urg’d with care,
Oft leads a heart, and leads it far,

Oft leads a heair, &c.

*T'was paffing by yon {preading oak,
That I my {pindle loft jult now ;

His knife thea kindly Damon took,
And from the tree he cut a bough ;

A lictle love when urg’d with care,
Will lead a heart, and lead.at far,

A lictle love, &c.

Thus did the youth his time employ,
While me he tenderly beheld ;
He talk’d of love, I leapt for joy,
Tor ah, my heart did fondly vield :
A little love when urg’d with care;

Will lead a heart, and lead it far,.
A little love, &c.
C 2
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SWEET ROBIN.

\

A Y, little feolifh flutt’ring thing,
Whither, ah ! whither would you wing
| Your airy flight;

Stay here, and fing,

Your milirefs to delight.
No, no, no,
Sweet Robin, you fhall not go :
Where, you wanton, could you be,
Half fo happy as with me.
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A FAVOURITE §SONG.

O H'! how fhall I, in language weak,
My ardent Paﬁion tell, '

Or from my fault’ring tongue to fpeak,
That cruel word, farewel! ;

Farewell—but know, though thus we part,
My thoughts can never ftray :

Go where I will my conftant heart

" Mult with my chagmer {tay.
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DEIL TAK’THE WAR S.

D E'I L tak’ the wars that hurried Billy from

me,

Who to love me jult had {worn ;

They made him captain fure to undo me;
Woe’s me he’ll ne’er return.

A thoufand loons abroud will fiche him,
He from thoufands ne’er will run,

Day and ni.ght I did invite him,
To ftay at home from {word and gun.

I us’d alluring graces,

~ With muckle lind embraces,

‘Now fighing, then crying, tears dropping full ;.
And had he my {oft arms A
Preferr’d to wars alarms,

My love growing mad, all for my bénny lad,
I tear 1n my fit I had granted all.  _

f wafh’d and I patch’d, to mak’ me look provoke--
ing,
Snares that they told me would catch the men,.
And oz my head a huge commode fat poking,
Which made me fhew as tall again ;
For a new gown too I paid muckle money,
Which with golden flow’rs did fthine ;
My love wetl might think me gay and bonny,.
No Scots lafs was e’er {o fine,
C 3
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‘ My petticoat I {potted,
Fringe too with thread I knotted,

- Lace thoes, and filk hofe, garter full over knee ;.
But oh! the fatal thougit, ‘
To Dilly thefe are nonghe ;

-~ Who rode to tawns, and rifled with dragoons,

When he, ilily loon, might bave plunder’d me.
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BONNY LASS LYE IN A BARRACK,

0 Bonny lafs will youlye in a Barrack,.
And murry a foger, and carry his wallet 2 -
Yes, I will zo and think no more on it,
I’ll marry my Harry and carry his wallet:
I’I1 neither afk l=ave of my minnie or daddie,
But off and away with my f{oger laddie.

O bonny lafs will you go a campaigning,

Will you fuffer the hardfhips of battle and famine,

When fainting and bleeding, O cou’d you draw
near me,

And kindly {upport me, and tenderly chear me ?

O yes I will go, though thefe evils you mention,
And twenty times more if you had the invention s
Neither hunger, nor cold, nor danger alarms me,
While I have my foger, my deareft, to charm me.
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s W ELT WILLY, O

L)

Lt

E H I pride of all nature was {weet Willy O,,

The pride of all nature was {weet Willy O ;
‘Phe firft of all {wains,
Fe gladden’d the plains,

None ever. was like to the fweer Willy O.

He fung it {o rarely did {fweet Willy O,
He fung it, &c.
He melted each maid,
- So {kilful he play’d,
No fhepherd e’er pip’d like the fweet Willy Q.

All nature obey’d him the {weet Willy Q,
All nature, &c.

Where ever he came,

Whate’er had a2 name,

Whenever he fung follow’d fiveet Willy Qv

He would be a foldier the fweet Willy O,.
He would, &c.

When arm’d in the field
With fword and with fhield,
The laurel was won by the {weet Willy O.

He charm’d them while living the {weet Willy O,

Y charm’d, &c.
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And when Willy dy’d,
’I'was nature that figh’d,

To part with her all in the fweet Willy O
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A FAVOURITE SONG.

E H E lark’s (hrill notes awake the morn,

The breczes wave the ripen’d corn ;
The yellow Larveft, free {rom fpoil,
Rewards the happy farmer’s toil ;

The Howing bowl {ucceeds the flail,

O’er. which he tells the jocund tale.
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A FAVOULRITE SONG’

By Dr. ARxE.
HU.S H, ye birds, your am’rous tales!

~ Purling rills, in filence move !
Softly breathe, ye gentle gales !
Lelt ye wake my {lumb’ring love,

- © the joy beyond exprefiion,
That inchanung form to own!-
'Chen, to hear the {oft confeffion,

That her heart is-mine alone !
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AULD ROBIN G:rRZY-

E R‘ H E N the fheep are in the fauld, and the

ky at hame,
And a’ the warld to {leep are gane ;
The waes of my heart fa’s in thow’rs frae my ee,
When my gudeman lyes found by me.

Young Jemmy loo’d me well, and he fought me
fur his bride,
Butfaving a crown he had nathmg befide 3
To mak’ that crown a pund, my Jsammy gade to.

fea,
-And the crown and the pund were baith for me.

He had nae been awa’ -a week but enly twa,
When my mither fhe fell fick, and the: cow was
floun awa’ s
My father brak’ his arm, and my Jemmy at the fed,
And auld Robin Grey came a courting me.

My father coudna’ work, and my mither condna®>
{pin, |
1 toil’d day and night, but their bread I coudna
- win ;3
Auld Rob mamtmn’d them baith, and wi’ tears iR
his ee,
Said, Jenny for their fukes, O marry. me.
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My heart it faid nay, I look’d for jemmy backs
. But the wind it blew high, and the {hip it wasa
A wreck,
The fhip it was a wreck, why didna Jemmy die?
And why do I live to fay waes me?

Auld Robirrargued fair, tho’ my mither didna

fpeak,
She look’d in my face till my heart was like to
break, ~
* So they gi’ed him my kand, tho’ my heart was in
the fea,

And auld Robin Grey is gudeman to me.

1 hadna been a wife 2 week but only four,
When fitting fae mournfully at the door,
I faw my Jemmy’s wreath, for I coudna think it he,.
- 2Till he faid, 1’m come back for to marry thee.

O fair did we greet, and muckle did we fay ;.
We took but ae kifs, and we tore curfcls away 2.
I with I were dead ! but I’m no like to die,

And why do I live to fuy waes me !

I gang like a ghaift, and carena to {pin ;
T darena think on Jemmy, for that wou’d be a fin j;
But I’ll do my belt a gude wife to be,
¥or auld Robin Grey is kind. unto mes.
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THE RESOLYVE.
Sung by Mifs Dowson, at the Grotto Gardens.
Set to Mufic by Mr. BaTes.

E{Y father and mother for ever they chide,

Becaufe I young Colin approve :

Tho’ witty and manly, they him can’t abide,
But I’m alone guided by love.

My father, I warrant, when at Colin’s age,
No doubt but purfi’’d the fame plan ;

My mother, ’tis certain, took care to engage
At once to make {ure of her man.

And why fhould not I the fame maxim purfue;
I wonder the angry can be,
When I in my turn.the {fame thing but do,
As fhe has long done before me.
- But firlt when the fhepherd my favour addrefs’d, -

T.ike others I threw o’er a veil,

He’d figh, and he’d kifs, when {o clofely he prefs*d,
I cou’d not but hear his fond tale.

1 candidly own, whene’er the youth’s by,
I’ve all 1 can with in my view ;
Nor will I, like other coy maids, pifh and fie,
The deuce fhall take me’if 1 do.
Cool ftréams to the heart, nor flow’rs to the bee, -
Such pleafure they each cannot gain,
As Cplin’s lov’d prefence 1s always to me,
For fure he’s the pride of the plain.
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And tho’ he {hould how all the drts of his {ex,
Or faithlefs as others might prove,
It wou’d not my mind by half fo perplex,
But knowing none elfe worth my love.
That thoughe I will banifli, lay fifty to ten
- The licence he foon will procure ; |
Perhaps you will fay, well and prithee, what then,
I’ll wed iim, my dear,.to be {ure.

——
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A NEW 5 0NC.
Addrefs’d to Mifs S. Pe-tT-en. |
ByaYOUT H.

FAI R’s my Sally as the day,
Brighter than the blooming May;
Cupid revels in her eyes;

On her lips rich ne&ar lies,

When fthe moves, ’tis Juno walks ;
When fhe fpeaks, Minerva talks ;
When fhe {ings, th’ angelic train
Might aflwage the fierceft pain.

Clafp’d within her {fnowy arms,
Blefs’d with all her world of charms;
Let me, thus enthron’d, expire.
Gods ! ’tis all that I defire,
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Sung at VAU X HAL L.

BY the fide of a fircam,-at the foot of a hill,
I met with young Phebe wha lives at the mill,
My heart leapt with.joy at {o pleafing.a fight,

For Phebe, I vow, 1s my only delight.

I told her my love, and fat down by her fide,

And f{wore the next mornihig I’d make her my
bride,

In anger fhe faid, Get you out of my fight,

And go to your Fhiilis ; you ms=t her laft nizht.

Surpriz’d, I reply’d, Pray, explain what you mean,
I never, I vow, with‘young Phillis was feen,

Nor can I conceive what my Phebe is at, )

Oh ! can’t you, fhe ery’d, well I love you for that.

Say, did you not meet her laft night on this fpot ?
O Colin, © Colin, you can’t have forgot;

I heard the whole ftory this morning from Mat,
You {till may deny 1t, I love you for that.

Tis falfe, I reply’d, deareflt Phebe believe,

For Mat is a rover, and means to deceive;
You very well know he has ruin’d young Pat,
And furely my charmer muft hate him for that.

D
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Come, come then, fhe cry’d, if you mean to be
kind, '

I’ll own ’twas to know ghe true ftate of your mind;

‘Tranfported I kifs’d her, fhe gave me a pat,

I made her my wife, and fhe loves me for that.

PR N AR N R S AR N R S B S AN AN A Y R S

THE CHARMS OF THE BEOTTLE.

YE mortals whom trouble and {orrow attend,
Whofe life is a feries of pain withaut end,

for ever depriv’d of hope’s all-chearing ray,
Neer know what it is to be happy a day.
Obcy the glad fummons, the beil-bar Invites,
Drink deep, and I warrant it fets you to rights.

When poverty enters, an unwelcome g‘ueﬁ,
By hard-hearted duns too continually preft,
When brats begin crying and {qualling for bread,
And wife’s never filent tll faft in hcr bed,

Obey tke glad {ummons, &c.

Tid Neptune’s {alt element run with frefh wine,
"T'ho’ all Europe’s powers together combine,
. Our brave Britifh failors need ne’er care a jot,
Svrrcunded by plenty of fuch rare grape thot.
" Qbevy the glad fummons, &c. )

- -
.--"-
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Was each dull, pedantical, text-{pinning vicar

To leave off dry preaching, and ftick to his liquor,

O how would he wifh for that power divine,

To change, when he would, fimple water to wine!
Obey the glad fumimons, &c.

If wine, then, can miracles work, fuch as thefs,

And give to the troubled mind comfort and ea™,

Defpair not that blefling in Bacchus you’ll find,

Who thowers his gifts for the good of mankind.

Obey the ¢lad fummons, the bar-bell invites ;

Drink deep, and I warrant it fets you to rizhts.

S I S e Sy i Gosa ¢ty G (e S () (o QR =T (T IRy Tt ey P S

ACHILLES AND PATRGCCLUS.
A CANT AT A

RecIiTATIVE.

E/. i‘ E XN ftern Achilles left the Grectan band,

And orders gave to feek his native lund ;
Juft as the naval flect prepar’d to go,

Patroclus ftrove Achilles’s grief to know.

Whence comes that ligh——why heaves thy manly
brealt,

What fiend invidiousrobs my friend of reft :
- D =
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Divine Achilles, let Patroclus know,

For friends fhould always fhare in private woe?
¥nough, Achilles faid—molt noble youth,
From thee, alas ! who can conceal the truth?

A1 r,

Know then, my fricnd, ungratefu! Greece
This day demands my Brifeis fair ;
And I, alas! nomeore {hall ceafe
To be immers’d in endlels care.
Eut mark, ye gods, fhould XFellor carnage fpreads
Unmov’d Achilles will fmile o’er the dead.

RecrrtrarTsive.

Patroclus lreard, while tears half drewn’d his eves;
And could you fee your country bleed ¢ he cries;
Could you, relentlefs to the prayers of all,
See Fleétor triumph in the Grecian’s fall!
Behold ! they fly—to parly is difgrace ;
"Lend me your armour; I’ll the danger face :
FHector himfelf will be zlarm’d with fears,
When in the front thy blazing creft appears,.
Achilles like, I’ll fee my country freed,
- Qr bravely in the glorious combat bleed.

A 1R,

Omnipotent Jove,
And ye pow’rs above,
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From dangers great Achilles thieid, -
‘While 1 undifmay’d,
In his armour array’d,
Seek peril and death in the field.
Adieu then, my friend, °
1’1l irive to defend
Thofe princes Achilles did fhield 2
Oh ! may i, like you,
Great- He&or {fubdue,
Or breathlefs be firetch’d cn the feld.

ReEciTATI1VE.

Alternate griefs Achilles’ bofom rend, |

He fcarce can {ay, Farewell, adieu, m¥ friend.
Patroclus clad in godlike armour brighe,

Each Trojan trembles at the boding {ight.
The fight began ; but oh! the fates decreed
Patroclus for ungrateful Greece {hould bleed
He fell ——yét ere.an herald could difclofe
What caufe Achilles had for inward woes,

The godlike warrior the fad tidings guefs’d,
And thus the anguifh of bis foul éxprefs’ds

A 1 k.

My f{riend, I conceive by the afpe& you wear,
Your meflage my peace may deltroy ;
~ But Achilles is proof aghainft forrow and care,

And never again will know joy.
D3
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1f Pat:r'oclﬁs is dead, oh'! ye powers divine,.
The hand that depriv’d him of breath,

Let it feel, in return, the vengeance of mine,
And deach be aton’d for in death.

Once more in the field, cruel Heébtor {hall ind
Achilles his valour will try ;

Achilles will prove him, no fkulking-behind
Shall enable the traitor to fly.

Then grant, potent Jove, fince Patroclus is flain,
This arm may the wretch’s blood {pilil; |

When revenge is compleat; on yon hoflile plain,.
Do with 'me, great Jove, what you will
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THE BUSH ABOON TRAQUAIR.

H E A-R me, ye nymphs, and ev’ry {wain,
I’ll tell how Peggy grieves me,
Tho’ thus I languifh, thus complain,
Alas! the ne’er believes me.
My vows and fighs, like filent air,
Unheeded, never move her;
At the bonny bufh aboon Traquair,
>T'was there I firft did love her.

That day fhe fmil’d, and made me glad,
No maid feem’d ever kinder ;
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I-thought myfelf the luckieft lad,
So fweetly there to find her.

I try’d to footh my am’rous tame,
In words that I thought tender ;

1f more there pafs’d, I’m not to blame;
I mcant not to offend her.

Yet now {he {cornful flees the plain,.
The fields we then frequented ;.

If e’er we meet fhe fhews difdain,
She looks as ne’er acquainted.

The bonny bufh bloomd fair in May, .
It’s fweets I’ll ay remember ;

But now ker frowns make it decay,
It fades as in December.

Ye rural powers, who hear my ftrains, .
Why thus fhould Peggy grieve me ©

Oh! make her partner in my pains,
"Then let her fmiles relieve me.

1f not, my love will turn delpair, .
My paflion no more tender,

1’1l leave the bufh aboon. Traquair, .

To lonely wilds I’ll wander.
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BONNY C RIS TY.

e
L

H O W “fweetly fmells the fimmer green !
Sweet tafte the peach and cherry ;

Painting and order pleafe our een,
And claret makes us merry :

Baut finelt colours, fruits and flowers,
And wine, tho’ I be thirfty,

Lofs a’ their charms and weaker powers,
Compar’d with thofe of Chrifty.

L

When wand’riug o’er the flow’ry park,
_ No nat’ral beauty wanting,
How lightfome is’t to hear the lark.
- And birds in concert chanting ;
But if my Chrifty tunes her voice,
I’m rapt in admiration:
‘My thoughts with extafies rejoice,
And drap the hale creation.

g

Whene’er fhe fmiles a kindly glances
I take the bappy omen,

And aften mint to make advance,
Hoping fhe’ll prove a woman ;.

But dubious of my ain defert,
My fentiments I finother ; _

With fecret fighs I vex my heart, .
Yor fear fhe love apother.
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L'hus fang blate Edie by a burn, '
His Chrifty did o’er-hear him ;
ohe donghtna let her lover mourn,
But e’er he wilt drew near him.
Ohe fpake her favour with a ook
Which left nae room to doubt her;
He wifzly this white minute took,
Aund flang bhis arms about her. -

My Chrifly !—=witnefs, bonny (ream,
Sic joys {rae tearsarifing, A

Y wifli this may na be a dream ;
O love thie mailt {urprining !

Time was tco precious now for tauk;
T'his point of a’ his wifhes

He, wadna with {et fpeeches bauk,
But war’d i1t 2’ on kiffes.
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THE MAN TO HER MIXEI.

L E AVE party difputes, your attention I pray,
All you who to mirth are inclin’d,

And of thofe I diflike when you hear whatl {ay,
You may guefs at the man to my mind.

Ye felf.loving coxcombs, whofe fondnels is feen
¥rom the form your fal{e mirrors difplay,



When vou talk of a paflion, as 110tlnng you mean,

- Soall goes for nothing you fay.
T

No pretenfion I boaft to the aukward young hetr,
Tho’ born to a wealthy eftate,

Who paying no court vo the charms of the fair,
Buys a wife, like a calf, by her weight.

"The old batter’d rake fure no woman can love,
Whe has long recion’d marriage a curfe ;

Tho’ his greac condefcenfion he’s rcddv to prove,
Py taking his wife for a nurfe.

-

A fool for a hufband {cme females have chofe,
And repentance oft rues what is paft,
Tho’ he turns for a feafon which way the wind
blows, ‘
The weathercock’s rufty at lafle

" But the man that has fenfe, with a heart th:-
fincere,
Where paflion and reafon agree,

Whofe fortune’s {ufficient to combat with care
~—Can’t you guefs at the lover for me ¢
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A DERINEKING S ON G.

g O M E, my never-frowning elaf,
Always welcome to my lip ;

Here’s to Delia, lovely lafs,
Oh, how grateful is the fip.

This 1s pleafure to the {oul,
This will banifh care away;
e who hates the fmiling bowl,
What’s he fit for, topers {ay ?
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sung in the WeEpoIiNGeg Rixe:

-
_[1 H E trav’llers, that through defarts ride
By conduét of fome {riendly ftar;
When clouds obfcure their trufty guide,
Qut of their courfe mult wander {ar:

So I with penfive care and pain,
In abience {till mult firay ;

Till you, my ftar, fhine out again,
.And light me on my way.
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Sung in Lh&Q‘_UAnER

g E/ HIL E the Iads of the village fhall merri-
rily, ah !

Sound the tabors, I'l] hand thee along 5
And I {ay unto thee, that verily, ah!
Thou and I will be firlt in the throng.
While the:lads, &c.

Jult then, when the {wain who lat year won the
dow’r,
With his mates fhall the {ports have begzun,

When the gay voice cf gladnefs refounds from each
bow’r,
And thou long’fl in thy heart to make one.
‘While the lads, &c.

Thefe joys which are harmle{s, what mortal can
blame ?
*Tis a maxim, that youth fhould be free;
And to prove that my words and my deeds arc the

fame,
Believe me; thouw’lt prefently {ze.
While the lads, &oc.
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THE BANKS OOF THER DEE.

Y
TW A S Summer, and {oftly the breezes were
blowing,
And fweetly the nightingale fung from the tree,
At the foot of a rock, where the river was flowing,
I fat myfelf down on the banks of the Dee,
Flow on, lovely Dee, low on, thou {weet river ;
Thy banks’ purelt {ireams fhall be dear to me ever ;
For there 1 firft gain'd the affe&tion and favour
Of Jamie, the glory and pride of the Dee.

But now he’s gone from me and left me thus
mourning,
To quell the proud rebels, for valiant ts he:
And, ah ! there’s no hope of his {peedy returning,
To wander again on the banks of the Dee.
He’s gone, haplefs youth! o’er the rude roaring
billows
The kindeft and fweetelt of zall the gay fellows ;

And left me to {tray ’mong the once loved willows,
The lonelielt maid on the banks of the Dee.

But time and my pray’rs may perhaps vet reftore
him ;
- Bleft peace may reftore my dear fhepherd to me ;
A;nd when he returns with fuch care I’ll watch
o’er him

He never {hall leave tllzlle {weet banks of the Dee.
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The Dee then fhall flow, all its beauties dlfplaymg .
The lambs on its banks (hall again be feen playing ;

While I with my Jamie am careleﬂy (iraying,
And tafting again all the fweets of the Dee.

a3 S M NN YR o R e w il e iR N -
RURAL CONTENTMENT, .

Being the Sequel to the Bani:s of the D & .

Tune, O bonny lafs will you lie in a Barrack.

I S A T on a bank by the fide of a river,

I thought my dear Jamie had left me for ever,
‘PBut while I fat penfively fighing and mourning,
Ab! who fhould I fee, but my Jamie returning.

I ftraight ran to meet him, I threw my arms round
him,

Stilf charming, @ill kind, ®ill conflant I found him,

With ardor he pre{s’d me, ah! who-could oppofe |

him,
While thus I reveal’d the warm wifh of my bofom.

'« O ftay my dear Jamie, thy follies give over,

No more leave thefe plains, be no longer a rover,

No more feek for glory, where cannons loud rattle,
Nor leave my fond arms for the found of a battle.
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TFor peace in a cottage and paltoral pleafure,
Where love trips with joy,-in fome frolicfome mea-

fure, _ ~
Believe me, my Jamie, are far- more enticing,

Than war’s empty pomp, which you’ve always
been prizing.”’

My Jamie {mil’d {weetly, the linnets and thrufhes,
Who chanted their fongs from the jeffTamine buthes,
The groves and the plains were fo gay, fo inviting,
They made him forget his ambitien for fighting.

He faid, he would love me, and never would leave
me, '
- He gave me his hand, that he ne’er would deceive
me, T
He fwore he’d no more fhow his foes his refent-
ment, )
But live with his Annie in Rural Contentment.
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THE GREY COC K.

| O Saw ye my father, or faw ye my mother,
Or {aw ye my true-love John ?
I faw not your father, I faw not your mother,

But I faw your true love John.

- Its now ten at nigﬁt, and the ftars gi’e nae light,
And the bells they ring ding dong ;
E 2
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He’s met wi’ fome delay, that caufeth him to ftay,
But he will be here ere long,

The furly auld carl did naething but fnarl,
And Johny’s face it grew red ;

Yet tho’ he often figh’d, he ne’er a word reply’d,
Till all were afleep in bed.

Up Johny rofe, and to the door he goes,
And gently tirled the pin;

The latlie taking tent, unto the door {he went,
And {he open’d and let him in.

And are ye come at laft, and do i hold ye faft?
And 1s my Johny true !

I have nae time to tell, but fae lang’s I like myf{ell,
Sae lang fhall T love you.

Flee up, flee up, my bonny grey cock,
And craw when it is day ;
. Your neck fhail be like the bonny beaten gold,
And your wings of the filver grey.

The coék prov’d falfe, and vuntrue he was,
¥or he crew an hour o’er {foon ;
The laflie thought it day, when fhe fent her love
away,
And it was but a blink of the moen.
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BOWN THE BURN DAVIE, LOVE,

v 9 H E N trees did bud, and fields were green,
And broom bloom’d fair to {ee ;
When Mary was complete fifteen,
And love laugh’d in her ee’;
Blyth Davy’s blinks her heart did move
To fpeak her mind thus free:
¢ Gang down the burn Davie, love,
¢¢ Down the burn Davie, love,
¢ Down the burn Daviz, love,
¢¢ And {oon 1’ll follow thee ;
¢« Gang down the burn Davie, love,.
¢¢ Down the burn Davie, love,
¢¢ Down the burn Davie, love,

¢« Gang down the burn Davie, love;.
«« And I’ll foon follow thee.

Now Davie did each lad {furpafs
That dwelt on this burn-fide ;
And Mary was the bonnieft lafs,.

Juit meet to be a bride. ~
Blyth Davie’s blinks, &c.

Her cheeks were rofy red and white,
Her een were bonny blue,
Her looks were like Aurora bright,

Her lips like dropping dew.

Blyth Davie’s bliaks, &c.-
E-3
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As I'ate had dealt to him a routh,
Straight, to the kirk he led her,

“There plighted her his faith and troth..
And a benny bride he made her :

No more afham’d to own her love,
Or {peak her mind thus free;

¢ Gang down the burn Davie, love,
¢ Down the burn Darvie, love,

¢¢ Down the burn Davie, love,
‘¢ And I’ll foon follow thee;

¢¢ Gung down the burn Davie, love,
¢¢ Down the burn Davie, love,

¢ MNawn the burn Duavie, love,

| ¢“ Gang down the burn Davie, love,
¢¢ And I’ll foon follow thee.
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S OCJI1AL POW?’R s

C O M E pow all ye {ocial pow’rs,
Shed your influence o’er us ;

Crown with joy the prefeut hours,
Enliven thofe before us:

Bring the flafk, the mufic bring,
Joy thall quickly find us;

_ Drink and dance, and laugh and fing;

And cali dull care behind us.
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C HORV S.
Bring the flafk, the mufic bring,
Joy thall quickly find us;
Drink and dance, and laugh and ling,
And caft dull care behind us.

Friendfhip with thy pow’r divine,
Brighten all our features ;
W hat but friendfhip, love and wine,

Can make us happy creatures.
Bring the flafk, &c.

Love, thy godlread 1 adore;
Source of gen’rous pathons ;

But will ne’er bow down before
Thofe idols wealth and fafhions.

Bring the flafk, &c. - -

Why the plague fhould we be fad,
Whillt on earth we moulder ;
VWhether we’re merry, grave or mad,

We ev’ry day grow older. .
Bring the flalk, &ec.

Then fince time will (teal away,
Spite of all our {orrow ;.

Heighten ev’ry joy to day,
And never iaind to-morrow.
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Bring the flatk the mufic bring,
- Joy fhali quickly find us ; -
Drink and dance, and lzugh and fing,.
And leave dull care behind.-us.
€ HOR U-s.
Bring the flatk, the mufic bring;
Joy fhall quickly find us:
Drink and dance, and laugh and fing;
And leave dill care behind us.
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WILLIE OF THE DALE,.

' AS through the fields I chanc’d ftray,.

To hear the linnet’s fong,

I me: a fhepherd in my way,
The blitheft of the throng.

He ftopt and gave my cheek a pat,.
And told a tender tale ;.

Then ftole a kifsy———but what of that;
*Twas Willie of the.dale.

He prefs’d my hand, and talk’d of love
With extacy divine ;

Nay, fwore he’d ever faithful prove, .
And, if I pleas®d, be mine..
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To meet him thus, (no creature near,)

Soon made my cheeks look pale;
But he declar’d I need not fzar

Young Willy of the dale.

None {ure poff:fs fuch charms as he,
To win a maiden’s mind ;

He’s youthful, witty, gay and free,
And what’s {11l maore he’s kind

For now he meets me ev’ry nighe,
At which the [affes rail,

And vows [ am the fole delight
Of Willy of the dale.

ThRE CRHRESHIRECHEESE.,

Tune, Ye gods, you gave to me a wife.

A Chefhire-man fet fail for Spain,
To deal in merchandize ;
No fooner he arriv’d there, than

A. Spaniard he efpies,

Who faid, ¢¢ You Englith dog, look here,
What fruits and fpices fine
Our land produces twice a-year,

You’ve no fuch fruit in thine.”
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The Chefhire-man ran to his hold,

. And breught a Chefhire-cheefe,
Then faid, ¢ You Spanifh dog behold .

Ycu ve no {uch fruits as thefe.

#¢ Your land produces twice a year
R:ch fruit and {pice yon f1y :

But fiich as now mv hands do bear,
Our land gives twice a-day.
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JocxkE Y.

A_S Jockey was trudging the meadows fo gay,.
So blithe and fo bonny his air 3 1

~ He met a young lafs who was going his way,
Her fuce all {fo clouded with care ;

He ask’d her what made her fo moping and fld 7

. ?T'was pity if {he were in pain :
- She figh’d, ¢ I have loft the very beft lad,
And I never {hall fee him again !

Is he gone tothe wars{or full many a year,.

. Quoth Jockey, who troubles you fo?

Or elfe, where on earth he can never appear,

. Where you and I furely muft go? .

“ No, he’s fled ({hé reply’d) with anether fond fhe,.
"Tho’ to me he was plighted for aye,

O’er the mountains he’s gone with another from me,.

And therefore I cannot be gay.”
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If that’s all, quoth Jockey, your wailing give o’er,
He’s a loon, who 1s ot worth your pain;

IL.et him go fince he’s chang’d, be you wretched no

more,

Nor think of a falfe-hearted {fwain :

But take, 1f you will, for the lad of your heart,
Whom fortune has thrown in your way,

12l foothe all your grief, and I’ll banith your fmart,
Here I’m ready to do as I {ay.

- "T'hen he wip’d her bright eyes, and he fung her a

fong, -
Her face look’d no longer defpalr,

He whifper’d of love as they faunter’d along,
And f{he thought him a lad worth her care ¢

She fmil’d and grew pleas’d late a {tranger to joy,
And Jockey perceiving her kind,

More prefling was grown, and the lafs was lefs coy,
So he drove the falfe loon from her mind.

et S T N e e, Lt T eeaD, e et SR S S i e R T T S T T D T e, s T Sl g

“"WAUWXHALL BALLAD.

IN a fycamore fhade, as I {at t’other day,
As blithe as the birds in the grove ;

It bappen’d young Damon was walking that way,
Who often had hinted his love.

I ran to be gone, as I faw him appear,
When, kneeling, he beg’d I’d not fiy ;

So foft were his accents, they banifh’d my fcar, |
‘1 could not the fhepherd deny.

-



- §o S ONG.S8STEFR.

' He beg’d me to ftay, whillt his wifh he exprefs’d,

And {wore that he meant me no harm 3

My hand to his bofom he eagerly prefs’d,
Which, threbbing, confefs’d the alarm. -

My cheek he deaclar’d wore the blufh of the rofe,
My hand with the lily might vie ;

That my breath was much i{weeter then either of

thole ;

All this I was fore’d to deny.

He {i:*d he thould languifh, and die with defparr,
Unlefs 1 requited his love ;

And pray’d me to eud all his forrow and care,
For truer no {wain e’er could prove :

He begg’d that a day I would {peedily name,
And waited to hear my reply ;

My blufhes confefs’d that I felt all his flame,
Nor could I the fhepherd deny.

Next morn te the church with my Damoen [ went,
And gave hima my hand and my heart ;

E’er fince have my days been in happinefs {pent,
Which Hymen alone can impart.

Then hear me, ye nymphs, who are youthful and

gays

From the fhepherd you love never fly ;

The fpring of your lives will too foon glide away ;
Beware, [eff too oft you deny.
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SOMETHING NEW,

Sung at VAUXHALL.

IN all mankind’s promifcuous race,
"The fons of error urge their chace,
The wondrous to purfue ;

- And, both in country and in town,
‘The curious courtier, cit and clown,

Solicit fomething new.

" The poets ftill from mature take,
And what is ready made they makes
Hiltorians muft be true:
How therefore fhall we find a road,
Thro” differtauion, fong, or ode,
To give you fomething new ¢

They {fay virginity is fcarce ..

As any thing in profe or verle,
And {fo is honour too;

The papers of the day imply,

No more than that we live and die,
And pay for fomething new.

We fee alike the woeful dearth

In melancholy, or 1n mirth ;

What, then, fhall ladies do?
I

81
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- Seek virtue as the immortal prize;
In fine, be honeft, aud bz wile,
{'or that is fomething new.
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THE LADY'S CHOICE OF A HUSBAND.

Written by Vr. T. Apxev.

I’D have a man of fenf{e and air,

.. The pride of ev’ry witty fair ;

Genteel in make, in ftature tall,
Polite to me, and good to all.

No powder’d, filly, flatt’ring beamn,
Who of good {enfe doth hothing know :
A. man of {cience, fond of books,
Whofe temper’s equal to his looke.

No jealous fears I'd have annoy

The pleafing profpet of our Joy 3

That life a {cene of love may be

To the dear youth; the world and me.

1'd have this mild and gentle youth .-
.. Infpir’d with wifdom, grace, and truth;
- And as {or wealth, I’ll not repine,
1f he bas none,-I’ll give him mine.
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Ye gen’rous gods! [ afk no morey. Y
I fuch a man you’ve got in ftors, 3 -
And I'm deferving, fpeak your mind, - ot
I’ll be to him for ever join’d.

mmmmmmmmmmm.ﬁmmmmmnmmmmm

A MAN TO MY MIND.

f“

Writteg, by Mr. CunnincHaAM,

SINCE WEdIOC $ 1IN vGaGgue, dI’lf’l H:cllc' ")}Iﬂ "3
defpis’d,

T'o all batchelors greering, thefe lines are p crais’d s

’m 2 maid that would marry—ah! conld £/ bac

. - find

(I care not ior fortunc) a man to my mind ! S

Not the fair weather fop, fond of falliion and drafs
Not the ’{quire, who can relith no joys bu- LL&
chace =

Nor the free-thmnnn* rake, whom no morals can
bind : :

Neitht‘.t" t]lls—-tha,t-.—nor t:chEr’s thc man' to m?
_I:.nind; '

e -

&

Not the ruby-fac’d fot, who topes world without
end ;

Nor the drone, who can’t rchﬁr his. bortl= and
friend ;

T »
- e
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Nar the fool, that’s too fond 3 nor the churl that. s

, unkind : -
. Neither this——that—nor t’other’s the man to my

mmd.

i

Nor the wretch with full bags, without breeding or
merit 3

Nor the flafh, that’s al} fury -withoutr any {pirit ;

Nor the fine malter fribble, the {corn of mankind 3

Neither this——that—nor t’other’s the man to my

mind.

But the youth whom good-fenfe and goed-nature
infpire ;
Whom the brave muft efieem, and the fair ihoul:d

admire ;-

. In whofe heart love and truth are with honour con-
join’d ¢

Th.ts,l this, and no other’s the man to my mind.
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. - L 4
Sung in the WebpinG Rine.

OF woman to tell you my mind,
And I fpeak from th’ experience I’ve had,
Not two out of fifty you’ll find,
Be they daughters or wives,
But are plagues of their lives,
And enough to make any mian mad. ..

o
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*The‘wr‘ong and the rnight | C
Being fet in their fight,

They’re {ure to take hold of the wrong ;

‘They’ll cajole and they’ll whimper,
They’ll whine and ‘they’ll fnivel,

They’ll coax, and they’ll fimper— -
In fhort they’re the devil ; o L
And fo there’s an end to my'fong. '

4

.Sung in the GovLpen .Pippry.

L E 'L’ heroes delight in the toils of the war,.

In maims; blood, and bruifes and blows ; _
Not a fword, but a {fword-knot rejoices the fair ;
And what are rough foldiers to beaux ? |
Away then: with laurels ! come beauty and ldve ...;., _
And filence the trumpet and drum ; ‘
Let me with foft myrtle my brows bear i Inwove,
And tenderly combat at home.

I3
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X1TTY; ORy; THE FEMALE PHAETON.

Written by Mr. Priozr..

Sung at VauxHaLL.

FAIR Kitty, beautiful and young,
And wild as colt untam’d,

Befpoke the fuir from whence {he {prung,.
With little rage inflam’d ;

Inflam’d with rage at {ad reftraint,

- Which wile mamma.ordain’d,

And forely vex’d to.play the {faint,.

While wit and beauty reign’d..

Muft Lady Jenny fritk about,
And-vifit with her coufins?

At balls muft the make all the rout,.
And bring home hearts by dozens.;

What has f{he better, pray, than I,
What hidden.charms to boait ;

That all mankind for her fhould die,
While I am {carce a toaft? -

Pear, dear mamma, for -once let me,
Unchain’d, my fortune try;

111 have my earl as well as fhe,
Or know the reainn why b
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Fond love prevail’d, mamma gave way 5
‘Kitty, at heart’s defire,

Qbtain’d the chariot for a day,.
And fet the world on fire.
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Written by Amsrose Puirries, Efq.

BLEST as the immortal gads IS he,

The youth who fondly fits by thee,

And hears and {ees thee, all the while,

Softy fpeak, and fweetly fmile, !

*T'was this bereav’d my foul of reft,
And rais’d fuch tumults in my breaft ;
¥or while 1 gaz’d, in tranfport toft,

My breath was gone, my voice was loft !

My bofom glow’d ; the {ubtle flame
Ran quick thro’ all my vital frames;
Q’er my dim eyes a.darkuefs hung,.
My ears with hollow murmurs rung,

in dewy damps my limbs were chill’d,
My blood with gentle horrors thriil’d,
My feeble pulfe forgot to play,

L fainted, funk, and'dy®d away !
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A CANTAT A.

Sung at RANELAGH.

RECITATWE.

/ L S Della, bl= [l with ev’ry grace,.

Invok’d foft mufic’s needlefs ald
Compleatly conquer’d by her face,
Thus gentle Strephon fmiling faid.

A 1R,

Where partial nature may deny

The pow’r of beduty’s melting glance, .
Let tedious labour toil and try

To {well the fong, or form the dance =
But let your charms alone fuffice,
And trult the mufic of your eyes. ’

REciTtaTive.

Damon, who chanc’d to overhear,

Thus {poke, as he approach’d more near :-
He flatters, do not truft the fwain,

But liften to my honeft ftrain,.

o

AIRr.
Wonders are told of beauty’s paw’r,
Nor faintly warms the tuneful lay ;
Your voice and perfon ev’ry hour
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By dozens fteal our hearts away :

Then how trifling is the prize,
Since fops have ears, and fools have eyes ¥

Ah'! lovely nymph, indesd to blefs,
Selec. the worthielt fwain you won's

Who, prizing {found -and colour lefs,
Admires you for your {fenfe alone ;

'Then leave all lntle arts behind,

And ftudy to improve the mind.

Sl e SR el S il il e
Sung in Buxom: Yoan,

E HE thund’rmg drums did beat to battle,

And murm’ring cannons, too, did rattle :
The enemy fiercely afluil’d,
And death with its horrors prevail’d.

Heavy moans,
Dying groans,
Cou’d be heard *midft th= loudeft alarms !
I fought for your fake,
Made the enemy quake,

And with conqueft return to your armss
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Vritten by*Mr. LEmoIne,

5 i OW fair 1s my love,

As kind as the dove ;

Her temper both lively and ogay :
The lily, and rofe,

Upon her cheeks blows,
1o give her the {plendour of May,

Her {L:ape, and her mien,
Proclaim her the gueen

Of beauty, of virrue, and truth ;3
Fer eyes are like jec,
Her teeth neatly fer ;

Ye gods ! in the prime of her youth,

Her voics, like the thruth,
‘1Tzt fings on-the bufh,
When maadov' look blooming and gay :-
Yach nymph and each {wain,
That dance on the plain,
Are charm’d with my Phyllis®s lay.

She cries, don’t repine,
I foon {hall be thine,

And eafe thy fond bofom of f sife ;
In pleafure’s fweer bow’r
We’ll pafs ev’ry hour,

While pature fupplies us with life.
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Written by Mr. W-—rL—s.

HOEV hapoy was I,
When Delia was by 3 ¢
Her prefence rejoiced my heart;
No troubles I knew,
My cares were but few,
T'il] the time I from Delia did part.

Then how fad the reverfe !
With pain U rehearfe

The difquiets my mind undergoes ;
Time moves {lowly on,
Content I have none ;

Oh ! feel for, and pity my woes.

My fair will be julft,
I can’t her miftruft,

Her promife is binding I’m fure;
Then why {o lament ¢

TFor {hame, be conient
For the prefent, her abfence endure.

'The time fhertly will be,
When I Delia {hall fee,
And with her in wedlock be join’d ;

Then how happy my ftate,
I’ll not envy the great,

But enjoy, with mv fair, peace cf mind.
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. I covet not wealth,
But 2 good fhare of health,
For myfelf and the girl I adore:
We’ll live at our eafe,
And do as we pleafe ;

Ye gods ! what can mortals wifh more.

%@@%@&@*@@é@ﬁ%*@@@‘%@ﬁ

Sung at VAUXHALL.

ROU::E Britain’s warlike throng,

Sound the trumpet, firike the lyre,
Liet martial note and fong
Martial order re-infpire.

Peace, to Britain ever dear,

All her charms a while foregoes ;
Britons will no longer bear

Infults from difdainful foes.

Sound-the trumpets ! found again!
Britain claims the martial firain.

~ See bright honour rear its hedd,

And, while zlory leads the band,
Awful war, with folemn tread,

Stalks majeftic thro’ the land.
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HU'HBER.LE'SS KISSES,

Sung at VAUXHALL.

DEAR Chloe, come gi;sre me {weet kifl=s,

.For fweeter no girl ever gave ;
‘But why, in the midft of my bliffes,
Do you afk me how many 1I’d have ?
I’m not to be ftinted in pleafure,
Then, pr’ythee, dear Chloe, be kind ;
For fince I love thee beyond mediure,
To numbers I’ll ne’er be confin’d.

Count the bees that on Hybla are playing,
Count the flow’rs that enamel the fields,
‘Count the flocks that on T'empe are {traying,
Or the grain that rich Sicily yields;
Count how many ftars are in heav’n,
Go number the {ands on the fhore,
And when fo many kifles you’ve given,

I ftill-fhall be afking for more.

To a heart full of love let me hold thee,
A heart which, dear Chloe, is thine ;
In my arms I'd for ever enfold thee, <

And twift round thy neck like a vine.
G

73
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‘What . joy can be:.greater than this’is !
My life on thy lips fhall be {pent 3
But the wretch who can number his kifles,
Will always with few be.content.
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THE CONTENTED MILLERe.

I N a plain, pleafant cottagé, conveniently neat,
With 2 mill and fome meadows, a freehold eftate ;

A well-meaning miller by labour fupplies

Thofe bleflings that grandeur to great ones deniess
No paffions to plague him, no cares to torment,
His conftant companions are health and content ;

Their lordfhips in lace may take note if they will,
He’s honeft,-tho’ daub’d with the duft of his mill.

Ere the lark’s early carols falute the new day,
He {prings from his cottage as jocund as May,
He.chearfully whiltles, regardlefs of care,

_ Or fings the laft ballad he bought at the fair.
While courtiers are toil’d in the cobwebs of ﬂ:ate,

-Or bribing eleéions in hopes to be great,
No fraud of ambition his bofom does fill,
‘Contented he works, if there’s grift for his mill. -~

‘On Sunday, bedeck’d in his homefpun array,

At church he’s the loudeft to chaunt or to pray ;
Then fits to a dinner of plain Englifh food,

Tho’ fimple his pudding, his appetite’s good;
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At night when the pricft and excifeman-are goae,
He quaffs at the alehoufe with Roger and John,

“Tiizn reels to his pillow, and dreams of no ill 3
What aonarch {o blefs’d as the man of the mull..

i E G ' TG T P G T b > T BB T P> TP

THE HONEST FELL O We.

PHO ! pox o’ this nonfenfe; I pr’ythee, give
o’er, .

And talk of your Phillis and Chloe no more ;

Their face, and their air, and their mien ; what a
rout ! "

Here’s to-thee, my lad, pufh the bottle about.

Let finical fops play the fool and the ape,

They dare not confide in the juice of the grape; .-

But we honelt fellows ’{death ! who’d ever
think

Of puling for love, while he’s able to drink?

*T'is wine, only wine, that true pleafure beftows ;
Our joys it increafes, and lightens cur woes ;
Remember what topers of old us’d to fing,

The man that i1s drunk, is as great as a -king,

If Cuapid aflavlts you, there’s law for his tricks;

Anacreon’s cafes {ee, page twenty.fix :

The precedent’s glorious, and juft, by my foul,

tay hold on and drown the young dog in a bowl.
G.2

L
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What’s life but a.frolic, a fong, and a laugh?

My toaft {hall be this, whilft I’ve liquor te quaff;

¢« May mirth and good fellowﬂnp always abound "
Boys, fillup a bumper, and let it go round.. g

THE CHEARFUL SPRING.

-SHARP winter melts, and {preads her wmg ;
A pleafing change, a {miling {pring ;

The trees their vary’d bloﬂ'oms wear,

And op’ning flow’rs perfume the air ;

-Sweet Philomela tunes her {train,

And warbling charms the lilt’ning plain.

- The fun encreafes ev’ry round,

‘The fnow is vanifh’d from the ground,
With fongs the vocal forefts ring,

-All to adorn the chearful fpring ;

The meadows all around are feen

Cover’d o’er with lovely green.

‘The dufky clouds.fo {wiftly fly,
~ And leave behind the azure fky,

" 'The mountains {mile, the hills are gay,
And vallies boaflt the pride of May;
The ftreams that overHow’d the mounds,

Now gently clide within their bounds.
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Sung at VAuxHALL.

e " HEN Hobbmol entreated Doll,

Within the grove to enter,

She hung her head, and blufhing faid,

‘She was afraid to venture.

For there poor Nan put faith in man,
And forely does repent her,

Which makes me fear-no good is near;

And therefore -will not venture.

His fond requeft he eager preflt,
And {fwore no harm he meant her ;

By honour fway’d, be not.difmay’d, .
But kindly with me venture.

On wedlock bent was all he meant, .
Wou’d that, he faid, content her ;.
To prove me true yon fteeple view,

Say, will my Dolly venrture ?

Doubt il pofielt the damfel’s brealt,
Till virtue counfel leat her.

Hafte, naltey, he cry’d, be made a bride, .

And after you may venture.

Doll gave confent, to church they went, .

A .wife back Hymen fent her,
G.3.
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No more 2 maid, fhe’s not afraid
With him alone to venture.
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A PRISON SCNG.
' nr

5 Ef ELCOME, welcome, brother-debtory,
To this poor, but merry place ;

Where no bailiff, dun, nor fetter,
Dares to thew his frightful face:

But, kiad Sir, as you’re a firanger,
Down your garnilh you'muft lay,

‘Or your coat will be in danger ;
You muft either ftrip or pay.

Ne’er repine at your confinement,
From your children or your wife ;
Wifdom lives in true refignment,
Thro’ the various {cenes of lite.
Scorn to fhew the leaft.refentment,
Tho’ bgneath the frowns of fate; .
Knaves and beggars find contentment,
Fears and cares:-attend the great.

Tho’ our creditors are fpiteful,
And reftrain our bodies here,

Ufe will make a goal delighrful,
Since there’s nothing elfe to fear. )
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Bv’ry ifland’s but a prifon,
Strongly guarded by the fea ;-
Xings and princes, for that reafon,

Pris’ners are, as.well as we.

What made the great Alexander
Weep at his unfriendly fate ?
"T'was becaufe he could not wander

Beyond this world’s ftrong prifon-gate: -
For the world is al{o bounded

By the heavens and ftars above ;
- Why fhou’d we, then, be confounded,
Since there’s nothing free but Jove 2
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THE STRAWBERRY«~VYTALEXK.

Written by Mr. Nicuworis,

\

! ’OTHLER day, in the firawberry-vale, .

hen only my FPhillis was there,

I begg’d fhe’d attend to my tale,
I long’d to unbofom my care.

With {miles, fweet as Flora’s in May,
She bid me my pleafure impart.
I: faid, (in a faunltering way)
Your eyes have ta’en captive my heart.

-
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The dance and the tabor I fhun,
No relt on my pillow I find ;
Believe me, wherever 1 run,
Your.image till dwells in my mind.

O ! {ooth the keen anguifh I bear,
Soft pity I read in thine eye ;
Ah! quickly, dear charmer, declare,
1f the fhepherd who loves you muit die ?:

Q ! this was a moment of blifs ;-
I vow’d to be ever lincere :
Her hand {he prefented to kifs,
And brighten’d her bluth. with a tear,

And now, if my fheep are fecure,
T meet her at eve 1n the dals,

Where fhe withes that flame may endure,
She approv’d in the irawberry-vale.

O AL et e D S ST S M S SR N S S T, SN G D D S S S

Written by Sir WarTter Raveigh.

SHALL 1, likean hermit, dwell

On a rock, or in a cell,
Callinpy home the {malleft part
Thae is.mifling of my heart,
To beltow it where I may
Mcet a rival every day 2.



”

If the undervalues me,
What care I how fair fhe be ?

Were her treffes angel gold ;.
If a ftranger may be bold,
Unrebulied, unafraid,

To convert them to a braid,.
And, with a little more ado,
Work them into bracelets too0 3
1f the mine be growil o free,
What care I how rich it be?

Were her hands as rich a prize
As her hairs, or precious eyes 3
If fhe lay them out to take
Kiffes for cood-manners fake ;
And let every lover fkip

From her hand unto her lip ;
If fhe feem not chafte to me,
What care I how chafte fhe be?

No ; fhe muft be perfeét {now,

In effet, as well as thow,
Warmlng but as fnow-balls do,

. Not like fire, by burning too :

But when fhe by change hath got

To her heart a fecond lot
Then, if others fhare with me,
 Tarewel her, whate’er {he be.

- SONGSTE R.

81
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A FREE MASON'S s~ C.

E i’ HEN quite a young fpark,.
I was in the dark,
And wanted to alter my f{tation ;.
I went to a friend,
Who prov?’d, in the end,
A free and an accepted mafon.

At a door he then knock’d,
Which quickly unlock’d,
When he bid me to 'put a good face on,.
And not be afraid,
For I thould be made
A free and an accepted mafon.

My wifhss were crown’d,

And a mafter I found,
W ho ‘made a moft folemn oration ;
- "Then thew’d me the light,

And gave me the right
Sign, token, and word, of a mafon.

e

How great my amaze,
When I firt fasw. tlze blaze®
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And firuck with the myfic eccafion
Aftonifh’d ! I feund,

Tho’ free, I was bound
T'o z free and an accepted mafon.

When clothed in white,
I took great delight
In the work of this noble vocation:
" And knowledge I gain’d,
When the lodge he explain’d
Of a free and an accepted mafon.

I was bound, it appears,
For feven long years,
Which to me is of trifling duration:
With freedom I ferve,
And ftrain ev’ry nerve

To acquit mylelf like a good mafon.

A bumper then fill
With an hearty good will,
To our mafter pay due veneration ;
Who taught us the art
We ne’er will impart,
Ualefs to an accepted mafon.

Y
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A BUCK?’s sonN G

% %’ OULD you tafte the perfume of the morn,
While the dew-drops befpangle the thorn ;

Ilark, away, when the founds
Of the merry-mouth’d hounds
Keep time with the mellow-ton’d horn ;
Ere Phoebus with round ruddy face
The tops of the mountains fhall grace,
To the fports of -the day
Brother Bucks hafte away,
Purfue with new vigour the chace.

It was Nimrod, the jovial and gay,

Who fir(t taught us to hunt for the prey ;
And with full-flowing bowls

- T'o enliven our -{fouls,

- And joyoufly finifh the day;

Due homage then pay at his fhrine,

Pour mighty libations of wine ;
Fill up to the brink,
'T'o his ' mem’ry let’s drink,

. Proclaim our great founder, -divine.

)

i
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THEZ MARRIED NMAN.

E AM marry’d, and happy; with wonder hear
this,
Ye rovers, and rakes of the age,
Who laugh at the mention of conjugal blifs,

And who only loofe pleafures cnfrag...
You may Iaugh, but believe me you’re all in thﬂ

wrong
Witen you merrily marriage daride ;

For to marriage the permanent pleafures belong, ‘
And in them we can only confide.

"Phe joys which from lawlefs connedtions arile,
Are fugitive, never fincere ;

Ofc ftolen with hafte, or fnatch’d by furprize,
Interrupted by doubts and by fear:

But thofe which in legal attachment we find,
When the heart is with innocence pure,
Are from ev’ry imbitt’ring refle&ion refin’d, *
And to life’s lateft hour will endure. o

The love which ye boaft of, deferves not that namg, - |
True love is with fentiment join’d ; S
But yours is a pafliod, a feverifh flame,
Rais’d without the gonfent of the mind.
When, dreading confinement, ye miftrefles hire,

With this and with that ye are cloy’d ;
H
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Ye are led, and mifled, by a ﬁatt’rmg falfe ﬁrc,
And are ofbby that fire deftroy’d.

H

If you afk me from whence my felicity ﬂows, )
My anfwer is fhort—from a wife ;

-~ Who for chearfulnefs, fenﬁ:, and good-nature I

chofe,

| Which are beanties that :ch.n:'m us for ltfe.
T'6 make home the feat of perpetunal delight,
Ev’ry hour each ftudies to feize;
And we find ourfelves happy from moraing to
| mght,
By our mutual endeavours to pleale.

i
‘o

" Y EETETEEEE T Y
. Sung in the Rovar SuneruERb.

~V0,W-S of love ﬂmu_ld ever bind
Men who are to honour true ;

They mult have a favage mind,
Who refufe the fair their due.

Sg:,m a’d and hated may they be,
" Who from conftancy do fwerve,
So may ev’ry nymph agree
All fuch faithlefs.{wains to ferve. - N

P
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A sair.on._’s SO N G.

ON Old England®s bleft fhore:
We are landed once more,

Secure from the fforms of. the main
For great Gearge, and his caufe,
For our country and laws,

We have conquer’d, and.will do again.

-
P

.Where the fun’s orientTray
Firft opens the day,

On India’s extended.domain,,
The fivarthy. fac’d foes
Who dar’d to.oppofz,

We have conquer’d, and will do again..

Come, my brave hearts of oak,
Let us drink; fing; at.d joke,
While here on the iore we remain :
When our country .demands,
With hearts and with hand S,

We are ready to conquer-agais.

I ¢

1
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¥ PASTOZRZ AL

Supg at VauxyaLcz.

FAREWELL, ye green ficlds and fweat grDVél,
Where Phillis engag’d my fond heart ; o
Where nightingales warble their loves, |
Ard nature is drefs’d without art:
No pleafure ye now can afford,
Nor mufic can Iull me to reft ;
For Phillis proves falfe to her word,
And Strephon can never be blelt.

Oft-times, by the fide of a fpring,
Where rofes and lillies appear,
Gay Phillis of Strephon would fing,
For Strephon was all fhe held dearz:
But as {oon as ihe found, by my eyes, o
The paffion that glow’d in my breaft,
She then, to my grief and furprize,
Prov’d all the had faid was a jelt.

Too late, to my forrow, I find,
The beauties alone that will laft,

Are thofe that are fix’d in the mind,
Which envy or time cannot blaft:

Deware, then, beware how ye truft
Coquettes, who to love make pretence ;
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For Phillis to me had been juft,
If naturs had blefs'd -hier vwith fenfz.
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A FREE-“ASON SG‘IG-

4

H ATL, mafonry, thou craft divine I
Glory of earth from heav’n reveal’d ;

Which doft with jewels precicus fhine,
From all but mafons’ eyes conceal’d ;

The praifes due who can rehearfe,

| In nervous profe, or flowing verle !

As men from brutes diftinguifh’d are;
A mazilon other men-excels;

For what’s in knowledge choice and rare, -
But in his breaft fecurely dwelis !

His {lent breaft; and faithful heart, T
Preferve the fecrets of the art. S

|

-

| From fcorching heat and piercing cold,
From bealts whofe roar the foreft reads,
From the affaults of warriors bold,
 The mafon’s art mankind defends :

Be to this art due honour pald

From whlch mankind receives fuch axd.

| H 2
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Ye are led, and mifled, by a flatt’ring falfe fire,
And are oft by that fire defiroy’d.

If you afk me from whence my felicity ﬂoﬁs; |
My anfwer 1s {hort—1rom a wife ;
Who for chearfulnefs, fenle, and good-nature l

chofe,

- 'Which are beauties that charm us for life.
To make home the feat of perpetnal delight,
Ev’ry hour each Rtudies to feize;
And we find ourfelves happy from moraing to
night, |
Dy our mutual endeavours to pleale.

“o- 35 % 26 Sk 4 R 4 8 R % kR R F R ¥
- Sung in the Rovyatr SHEPHERND.

. —\/ O W S of love {hould ever bind

Men who are to.honour true ;
They mult have a favage mind,
Who refufe the fair their due.

Scorn’d and hated may they be,
Who from conftancy do {werve ;
So may ev’ry nymph agree
"~ All fuch faithlefs fwains to ferve. - §
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sta.iLoa’s 50 N C.

ON Old England’é bleft fhore

We are landed once more,
Secure from theaftorms of the main 3.

For great George, and his caufe,

For our country and.laws,
We have conquer’d, and. will do again.

Where the fun’s orientray -
Fir{t opens the day, .
On India’s extended domain,
The fwarthy.- fac’d foes.
Who dar’d to.oppofe, .
We have conquei’d, and will do again..

Come, my brave hearts of cak,
Y.et us drink; fing, ar.d joke,
While here on the thore we remain ;.
When our country demands,
With hearts and with hands,

We are ready to conquer agais.

H ¢

T
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Sung at VAYIHEAL L. .. ., . i, -

FAREWELL, ve green fiélds and fwest grOVEl,
~ Where Phillis engag’d miy fond bheart ; R
‘Where nightingales warble their loves, -
Arnd nature is drefs’d without art®
No pleafure ye now can afford,
Nor iufic can lull me to reft;
For Phillis proves falfe to her word,
And Strephon cah never be blelt.

Oft-times, by the fide of a fpring,
Where rofes and lillies appear,

Gay Phillis of Strephon would fing,
For Strephon was all the held dear:

But as foon as {he found, by my eyes,
The paffion that glow’d in my breaft,

She then, to my grief and furprize,
Prov’d all the had faid was a jeft.

Too late, to my forrow, I find,
The beauties alone that will lalt,

Are thofe that are fix’d in the mind,
Which envy or time cannot blaft:

Beware, then, beware how ye truft
Coquettes, who to love make pretence ;



SONGS TE R, - 3g
For Phillis to me had been juft,
If nature had blefs’d her with feaf:.
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A FREE-H&.SO‘I SONG..

H ATllL, mafonry, thou craft divine |
Glory of earth from heav’n reveal’d ;

Which dolt with jewels precicus fhine,
From all but mafons’ eyes conceal’d ;

The praifes due who can rehearfe,

In nervous profe, or flowing verfe !

As men from brutes diftingnifh’d are,
A malon other men-excels;

For what’s in knowledge choice and rare,
But in his breaft fecurely dwells !

His filent breaft; and faithful heart,
Preferve the fecrets of the art.

From fcorching heat and piercing cold,
From bealts whofe roar the forelt rends,
From the affaults of warriors bold,
The mafon’s art mankind defends :.
Be to this art due honour paid,
¥Frem which mankind receives fuch aid.

H 3
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Enfigns of ftate that feed our pride,
Diftinétions troublefonie and vain !
By mafons true are laid afide;-
" Arts free-born fons fuch toys difdains..
Ennobled by the name they bear,
Diltinguifh’d by the badge they wear..

Sweet fellowfhip, from envy free,
Friendly converfe of brotherhood;.

The lodge’s lafting cement be !

Which has for ages. firmly ftood..
A lodge thus built, for ages paft
Has lafted, and will ever laft..

Then in our fongs be juftice done,

To thofe who have errich’d the art;_
From Adam to great L.even down,

And let each brother bear a.part ;-
Let our grand-mafter’s health go rounds..
. His praife in ev’ry lodge refound.

e 35 e 352 T3 AN 20N B2k, 31K S0 IR SISO 10 B
THE FRIAR AND NUN3; A CANTAT A..

ReciTAaTIVE:

IN Paris city, they report fof truth,
There dwelt an adive prieft’in prime of youth;:
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And in-the convent,.as fome others fay, -
There liv’d 2 nun as blooming as the May:
'The rev’rend father figh’d for her in vain,
He dar’d not openly his love explain ;.
er beauty fann’d the embers.of.defire,
But looks.auftere guite damp’d the rifing fire,.
At length kind fortune did his wifhes blefs, .
For the fair nun came to him to confefs ;.

With great devotion fhe her.forehead fign’d,.
And thus.reveal’d the troubles.of her.mind:.

A 1 x.
Holy father, believe, for.my. forrows I grieve, .
And fincerely repent each trangreffion 3
One faulr, above all, my mind does enthral,
And torments me-furpafling expreflion.
"Tho’ to Heav’n I’m bound,. yet Cupid has found:
The method to lead me aftray ;

Alas! T am frail, for love would prevail,
Tho? confcience cry’d, ﬂ:ernly, Stay, ﬁzy.

ReciTATI%E

The jolly prieft; as near the fair he {toad, .

Feels genial warmth fiir up his youthful blood ;
Then fmiling on the lovely fuppliant fair, .

He chuck’d her chin, and bade her not defpair.
I know no harm there is in lové, he faid, -
Each fex, my.dear, was for the other made ;
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The church ordains it, and you da no fault,

If to the church vou.yield up what you ought .
But ’tis a fin4f any one fhould feaft
- Upon thoie charms-ualefs he is a prieft. .

AIRI

Confider how happy will be your condrtion,. .
If once you will form a refolution

To bed with a prelate—Yon need no contrition,.
Xor prelates can give abfolation ;-

Then yield to my arms thy ravifhing charms,
Permit me your beauties to rifle ;.

You know I can blefs you, as well as confefs you ;
Befides, it is only.a trifle. .

T P e S e I S I eI L AL D IV IR 0, D G L S S D UL IO O, D SO, <

Sang in THOMAS AND. SA1L1Ly.

% Zv E R E° T'as poor-as wretch can bey:.
As great as any monarch, he,
Ere on fuch terms 1*d mount bis throne, . .

T’d werk my fingers tothe bone.

Gra_nt' me, ‘y.e._ pow’rs, (I afk not wealth, } ;
Grant.me but innocence and health 3
Ah! ?&hat is grandeur link’d to vice ? . .
*T'is only virtue gives it price...
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Writteh by Mr. Cuwikciaz L.
A_ Jolly brik taf; but a little time fince,

As bold as a beggar, as drunk as a prince,

Fell foal of an ale-houfe, and thinking it fin

T'o pafs without calling, reel’d jovially in.-
Derry down; &c. |

Scarce feated was he, when the landlerd pafs’d
: b}f, *
With pudding and beet, whmh attra&ted Jack’s
eye ;
By the main-maft, a fall bays ! then hie leapt from.
his place,
"And grafping hlS bludgeon, gave l;:urdf.:rsr for
chace. . '
Derry down, &cs
Now it happen’d together fome Frenchmen were
met, ~ s
Refolmnw foup-meagre and frogs to forgct,
Conwnc’d of their error, commanded this feaft
To be dreft and ferv’d up in the old Bngl:ﬁm
tafte.
'Derry down, &c.

At the heels of the landlord the failor appcars, L
And makes the room ring with three Britifh.
- cheers 5
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Then he fits himfelf down. without f.:lpthtr de-
bate,

And claps an old quid in. his next neighbour’s
plate.
Derry down, &c.

Sure nothing could ‘equal the Frenchmen’s fir-
. prize, |
When they thrugg’d up their fhoulders, and turn’d.
up their eyes ; : ~
Trom one dropt a ha, and the other a bem,
All gap’d at the landlerd, the la,ndlg_rd at them..
Derry down, &c.’

=

One, more bold than the reft, by kis brethren’s.ads.
vice, ‘
Made 2 fneaking attempt to come in for a {lice s
Jack, cutting his hand, quickly gave him a check,.
Cry’d; Pown with your arms, or I’ll foon fweep
. thedeck.
Derry down, &c. ~

The landlord enrag’d, now approach’d from afar,
Axnd fneakisg beliind; {feiz’d the arms of-the tar ;.
T have him, fays he; but he conv’d {ay no more, - -
Ere he found bis‘dull pate where his heels flood be-
fore.

| Perry dawn,. &c.



The landlord thus {prawling, the Frenchmen u-
nite, _,

- Yach takes-up his knife and prepares for the fight;

Of quarters, cries Jack, I would not have you
think ;

Strike, ftrike, you frag-eaters, firike, lirike, or you
fink.

. Derry down, &c.

So faying, he handled his trully ocak ftick,

And pour’d in his broad-fide fo ﬁout and fo
thick ;
So well play’d his part, in 2 minute, that-four
Were decently laid with their hoft on the floor.
Derry down, &c.. -

The reft all difmayd at cheir countrymen’s fate,”
For fear that Jack’s flick fhould alight en ehe.{r
pate,
Acknowledg®d him viftor, and lord of the main,
Withal humbly intreating to bury their {lain.,
Derry down, &c. -

Three cheers then he gave, but igfifted ‘that
they,
IFor the beef, for ‘the pudding and porter {houid

pay s



They agreed ; fa the failor reel"d off with his

‘wench,

And fung as he reel’d, Down, down with the
French.’

Derry down, &c.
0N N N N NG SN S NN O N N N N N N Y

Written by SHaXxEsrE AR,

O R PHE US, with his lute, made trees,
And the mountain tops that freeze,

Bow themfelves, when he did fing ;
To his mufic, plants and flowers v
Ever {prung, asfun and fhowers

There had made a lafting {pring.

Evry thing that heard him play,
E’en the billows of the fea,
Hung their heads, and then lay by ;
- In fweet-muficis fuch art,
Rilling care, or grief of heurt,
" Fall afleep, or hearing die.
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) Sm:lg in the' Evzcrron.
‘/ E HILE hapﬁy In my native land,
I boalt my country’s charter ;

I’ll never bafely lend my hand,
’ Her liberties to barter.

§ Thenoble mind is not at 4]l |

: By poverty degraded ;

N’ Tis guilt alone can make us fall,

” And well I am perfuaded,

{ Each free-born Briton’s fong fhould be,
Or give me death or liberty.

8 Tho’ fmall the pow’r which fortune grants,
: And few the gifts fhe fends ys ;

¥The lordly hireling often wants

i That freedom that defends us.

8By law fecur’d from lawlefs [trife,

:"", Our houfe is our caftellum. |
¥Thus blefs’d with al} that’s dear in life,
For lucre, fhall we' fell em ?
o—ev’ry Briton’s fong fhould be,

2 Or give me death or liberty.

¥
»,
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WHAT 15 THAT TO YOU ; A SCOTCH S0NG.

Sung at VAU X HALL,

MY Jeany and I have toil’d

The live-long fummer’s day,
Till we were almoft fpoil’d,
At making of the hay.
Her kerchy was of holland clear,
Ty’d to her bonny brow ;
I whifper’d {omething in her ear; ..
But what is that to you?

Her {tockings were of kerfey green,
And tight asony filk ;
O, fic a leg was never feen !
Her {xin was white as milk.
Her Lair was black as ane could wifh,
Aid fveet, {weet was her mou !
Ah! Jeany daintily can kifs;
. But what is that to you?

. The rofe and iily baith combine
To make my Jeany fair :
There is nae benifon like mine,
I have amailt nae care. ’
But when another fwain, my fair,
. Shall fay yow’rc fair to view ;
Let Jeany whifper in his ear,
Fray what is that to you?
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Sung in the OrAcCLE.

v “ O UL D you with her you love be bleft;.

Ye lovers, thefe inftru&ions mind,
Conceal the paflion in your breaft,

Be dumb, infenfible, and blind :.
But when with gentlé looks you meet,

And fee the artlefs blufhes rife,
Be filent, loving, and difcreet;

The oracle no more implies.

When ence you prove the maid fincere,
Where virtue is with beauty join’d ;
Then boldly like yourfelves appear,
No more infenfible, or blind :
Pour forth the traniports of your heart,
And fpeak your foul without difguife ;
’Tis fondnefs, fondnefs muft impart ;.
‘The oracle no more implies.

Tho’ pleafing, fatal is the fnare,
That Qill entraps all womankind™
Y.adies, beware, be wife, take care, -
Be deaf, inferfible, and blind :
But fhould fome fond deferving youth.
Agree to join in Hymen’s ties,. -
Be tender, conftant, crown his truth ;,
. The oracle no more implies.

I 2.
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Written by Soams Jennrns, Efge

-' TO O plain, dear youth, thefe tell-tale eyes
My heart your own declare,
But for heav’n’s fake let it. fuffice
You reign triumphant there.

Forbear your utmoft pow’r to try,]
Nor farther urge your fway;

Prefs not for what I muft deny,.
For fear I [hould obey.

Could all your arts fuccefsful prove;
Would you a maid undo,

Whofe greateft failing is her love,
And that her love of you ?

Say, would you ufe that very pow’r
- You from her fondnefs claim,

- 'T'o ruin, i one fatal hour,
. Alife of fpotlefs fame 2
Ah ! ceafe, my dear, to do anill.
Becaufe perhaps you may ;
But rather try your utmoft fkill
To fave me, than betray.

Be you yourfelf my virtue’s guard,
Defend, and not purfue; -

»t¥y
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Since ’tis a tatk for me too hard,
To fight with love and you.
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Sung ir the Mafque of AL rrE D,

F thofe who live in fhepherd’s bow’r, . -
Prefs not the gay and ftately bed ;

The new-mown hay and breathing flow’r
A fofter couch beneath them {pread.

If thofe who fit at fhepherd’s board,’
Soothe not their tafte with wanton art;.

They take what nature’s gifts afford,
And take it with a chearful heart.

If thofe who drain the fhepherd’s bowl,
No high and fparkling wine can boaft ;
With wholefome cups they.chear the foul,

And crewn them with the village toaft.

If thofe who join in fhepherd’s {port,
Dancing on the daify’d ground,
Have not the fplendor of a court,
Yet love adorns the merry round. pu

X3
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a HU,NTING-. SONG.

H A RK! the huntﬁnan s began to found the.
| "~ fhrill horn,
Come quickly unkenne! the hounds :
*Tis a beautiful, glittering, golden-ey’d-morn,
We’ll chace the fox over the grounds.

See ! yonder fits reynard, {o crafty and ily ;
Come faddle your courfers apace:

The hounds have a fcent, and are all in full cry ;-
They long to be giving him chace. |

The horfemen are meuntcd, the Reeds 'feel the:

fpur,

"~ And fwiftly they {cour it along;

Rapid after the fox runs each mufical cur s
Follow, follow, my boys, is the {ong.

- Q’er mountains and vallies they {kim it away, .
Now reynird’s almoft out of fight 5
"But'fooner than lofe hlm, they’d fpend the whote.
- day 1
In hunung——for that"s their delight.

By eager purfuing they’ll have him at 1-:.& 3
| Hc’s fo tir’d, Poor regue, down he lies s -
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Now ﬂ:arts up afrefh—young Snap has him faﬁ = -
He trembles, kicks, ftruggles, and dies.
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A FA VYO URITE SONG&.

B E LIEVE my fighs, my tears, my dear, .
Believe the heart you’ve won ; |

Believe my-vows to you fincere, -
Or, Peggy, I’m undone:

You fay ’m fickle, apt to change .
At every.face that’s new ;

Of all the girls I ever faw,

I ne’er tov’d one like you. .

My heart was once a flake of ice, -
Till thaw’d by your bright eyes;
Then warm’d and kindled in a trice
A flame that never dies :

Then take and try me, and you’l} find
A heart that’s kind and true ;

Of all the girls I ever faw,
I ne’er lov’d one like you.
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_Written b'f Mie CONGRETYE.

PI O U S Selinda. goes to pray’rs,
If I but aflk the favour:
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And yet the tender fool’s in tears, |
When fhe believes 1l leave her. .

Wou’d I were free from this reftraint, .
Or elie had hopes to win-her ;

Woau’d. the could make of me a {aint,
Or I of her a finner.

i S S O S S e ST S S S e

A BACECEHANALLIAN S5S0ONGs

\f ‘/ E’LL drink, and we’ll never have done, boysy,

‘Put the glafs then around with the fun, boys ;.

Let Apollo’s example invite us,
For he’s drunk-ev’ry night,
That makes him {o brighrt,

"That he’s able next morning to light-us..

Drinking’s a Chriftian diverfion,

Unknown to the Turk and the Perfian 3
Let Mahometan fools .
Live by heathenifh rules,

And dream o’er their tea-pots and coffee ; .
While the brave Britons fing,

| And drink health to the king,
“And 3 fig for their fultan-and fopby..
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Written by Mr. Bupexrt.

U ‘ H Y will Florella, when I gaxze,.
My ravifh’d eyes reprove ?

And hide ’em from the only face
They can behold with love ?

T

To fhun her fcorn, and eafe ray-care,.
I feek » nymph more kind ;

And while T rove from fair to fair,
Still gentle ufage find.

But oh ! how faint is ev’ry joy,
Whers nature has no part ;

New beauties may my eyes employ,.
But you ¢ngage my heart..

So reftlefs exiles, doom’d to roani,

Meet pity ev’ry where; '- T
Yet languifh for their native home,

Tho’ death attends them there.

B R R R R R E L RN EEREXEXE N L

C UPID, god of pleafing anguiih,
Teach the enamour’d {fwain to languifh,

T'each him fierce defires to know.
Heroes would be loft in ftory,

Did not love infpire their glory,
l.ove daes all that’s great below. .
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A MARTIAL SONG.

Written by Mr. M a v or..

TO arms, to arms !" Britannta calls

- Awake, ye Tov’reigns of the main ;

Lo! treach’ry bids ehe faithlefs Gauls
Prefume upon your native reign.

Rule, Britannia ; Britannia, rule the waves ;-

PBritons never will be {laves.

Can free-born {pirit ink {o low,
To fhudder at a race of flaves ?
. Will Britifh prowefs tamely bow,
And quit the empire of the waves ?
Rule, Britannia, &c.

Tho’ folly’s bafe, inglorious fway,; .
Thy once unclouded annals ftain ;
If wi{dom pointed. out the way,
Thy fons their {plendor would regain..
Rule, Britannia, &c.

A Chatham, fir’d with honeft rage,
Would roufe the courage of this ifle;.
Blot palt difgrace from mem’ry’s page,
And make expiring commerce {mile..
Rule, Britannia, &¢. .
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Thrice bleft the man, ordain’d to fave
Thefe nations, in this dreary hour ;
To wake the flame that Heav’n firlt gave,

Difpel our fears, and raife our pow’r.
Rule, Britannia, &c.

Till heaving {urges ceafe to roar,

His praife fhall grace the roll of fames
When future ages feel no more

Our prefent weaknefs, and our thame.
Rule, Britannia ; Britannia, rule the waves ;
Britons never will be {laves.

B DD S T S i Dy I D ST 0 S D D S D e I S S o e S I ST S NG IS

A WELCH SO0 RG.

C O T {plutter o’nails,

Hur was come from North Wales,
To try hur.good fortune in Londen ;
But ch ! hur poor heart,

HMur fears, for hur part,
Alas ! hur for ever is-undone.

For as hur was coing,
With Shenkin and Owen,
To pray to goot Tavit hur {aint, Sir;
A young tamfel hur met,
Put hur all in a fweat, |
Goot lack hur was ready to faint, Sirs
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Se pright was bur cyes,
As the ftars in-the fkies, )
* Hur lips were like rupies fo fine, Sir;
Plur cheeks were o’eripread
With a {fweet white and 1ed,
She look’t like an angel divine, Sir.

When f{he fpoke, how hur voice
Made hur pofeme rejoice
So charming and prafe were hur Words, Sir ;
‘The wood-lark, or thrufh,
“That fing on a pufh, |
No accents fo {weet can afford, Sir.

Since that lucklefs hour,
So creat is love’s power,
" Hur croans and fays nothing put Heigh day!
Put her paflion, hur fear,
Hur can never declare,
For the lafs was as crand as a lady.

Yet true lovers all,
When you hear of hur fall;
O’er her crave fhed a tear out of pity;
For fo earnelt her crieves,
Hur fhall tie, hur believes,
And f{o there’s an end to hur ditty.

F
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Sung at-RaveracH.

TO eafe his heart, and own his flume,
Blithe Jockey to young Jenny came ;

' But, tho’ {he lik’d him pafling weel,

She carelefs turn’d her fpinning-wheel.

Her milk-white hand he did extol,

And prais’d her fingers long and {mall;
Ugnu{ual joy her heart did fzel,

But fill fhe turn’d her {pianing-wheel.

Then round about her flender waiit

e clalp’d his'arms, and her embrac’d.
To kifs her hand he down did kneel;

But yet fhe turn’d her fpinning-whael. .

W:th gentle voice {he bid him rife;
He ble{t her neck, her lips, and eyes:
Her fondmnefs fhe could fcarce conceal s
Yet {till fhe turn’d her fpinning-wheel.

Till, bolder grown, {o clofe hé prefs’d,
His wanton thought fhe quickly guels’d;
Then pufh’d him from her rock and recl,
And angry turn’d her fpinning-wheel.

At laft, when fhe began to chide,

He {wore he meant her for his bride :
‘ K
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*Twas then her love fhe did reveal,
Anrd flung away her {pinning-wheel.

e et e o T ST TN T T L) T T e I T I ) e e ey D S Bl DT IR el D e o

LABOUR IN VAIN.

IN purfuit of fome lambs from my focks that had
{tray’d,
Or . morning I rang’d o’er the plain ;
But: nlas ! after all my refearches were made,
I perceiv’d that my labour was vain.

At length growing hopelefs my lambs to reltore,
I refolv’d to return back again ;

It was ulelefs, I thought, to feek after them more,
-Since I found that my labour was vain.

L

On this my return, pretty Phebe I faw,
And to love her I could not refrain ;

To folicit a kifs, T approach’d her with awe,
But {he told me my labour was vain.

But, Phebe, (I cry’d,) to my fuit lend an ear,

And let me no longer complain.

She reply’d, with a frown, and an afpelt {evere,

Young Colin, your labour’s in vain.

h
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Then I eagerly clafp’d her quite clofe to my breaft,’
And kifs’d her, and kifs’d her again ;
O, Colin (fthe cry’d,) if you’re rude, I proteft
That your labour thall- iill be in vain.:

At lengtl], by entreaties, by kiffes, and vouws,
Compuzflien fhe took on my pain ;

She now has confented to make me her {poufe,
So no longer I labour in vain.
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. Written by Mr. WricHTEN.
Sung at VauxHaLL.

S OUND the fife—beat the dru'n
(tandard repatr,

All ye lads who will conquer or die ;
At requelt of my fex, as a captain I’m here,
The men’s courage and valour to try ;
*T1s your king and your country now call for your
aid,
And the ladies command you to go ;
By me they announce it, and you, who’re afraid,
Or refufe, our vengeance fhall know.

to my

Then firlt to the fingle—~ thefe things I declare,
S0 each maiden moft irmly decress,

NOtﬂ. Llfs '\Vlll be granut’:d, b}r blﬂ.CL er:vnl or
fair s

Not an ogle, a figh, or a fquecze.
K =
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" To the married—if they but look glum, or fay,
. no, |
Should the monfieur dare blulter or huff,
We’ve determined, nem. con. that their fore-heads
fhall {fhew

A werd to the wiie is_ enough.

Thefe punifthments we’ve in terrorem proclaim’d ;
But ftill, fhould your courage be lacking.
As our dernier refort, this refolve fhall be nam’d,
Which egad ! will foon fend you a packing,
We’ll the breeches affume ’son my honour ’tis
true !
So determine, matds, widows, and wives 3
Firft we’ll march beat the French—-—then
march back, and beat you
Aye, and wear ’em the reft of our lives.
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A TAVOURITE SONGe

NO n}'mph that trips the verdant plalns
With Sally can compare ;

She wins the hearts of all the fwains,
And rivals all the fair ;

‘The beams of Sol delight and chear,
While fummer {ealons roll ;

Lnt Sally’s fintles can all the year
GGive pleafure to rhe [oul,
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When from the eaft the morning ray

Illumes the world below,

Her prefence bids the god of day
With emulation glow =

Frefh beauties deck the painted ground,

Birds f{wecter notes prepare ;
The playful lambkins fkip around, .
And hail the fifter fair.

The lark but irains his.livid throat,
To bid the maid rejoice,

And mimicks, while he {wells his note,
The fweetnefs of her voice ;

The fanning zephyrs round her play, .
While Flora fhe’ll perfume,

And ev’ry flow’ret {eems to fay,
I but for Sally bioom.

™

The am’rous youths her charms proclaim,

From morn to eve their tale;
Her beauty and unfpotted fame

Make vocal ev'ry vale,
The fiream meandring thro’ the mecad,

Her echo’d name conveys ;
And ev’ry voice, and ev'ry reed,

Is tun’d ro Sally’s praife.

- - K 3

| 113y
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No more fhall biith{ome lafs or{watn
"To mirthful wake refore,

Nor ev’ry May-morn on the plain
Advance in rural fport ;

No more {hall guth the purling rill,
Nor mulic wake the grove,

wvor flocks look fnow-like on the hill,
When I forget to love.

D ) P > S 5 ) G & B S Y D S R SRS S B B

BRITANNIA; A CANTAT A«

¥

REeciTATIVE,

g; i/ H E N difcord ceas’d, and bloody broils no

- more ‘
[n war deftruétive fhook this happy fhore ; .
’When carnage ceaﬁ’d and death refus’d to ftain
With Britifl “blood the dreadful martial plain :
Britannia rofe, and with a grateful {mile,
In gentle accents, thus addrefs’d her ifle.

b

) AIR- |
Ye Britorns, what nation like England can fing,
In freedom we rife ev’ry day ;. .

.In freedom we {leep, and are bleft with a king .
>Tis a pleafure in all to obey ;
Then, my children, encreafe
Thae {weet bleflings of peace,



SONGSTER. | 115

Let trumpets in melody join ;-
While truth fhall proclaim
George’s virtues and fame,

Which on record for ever will (hine..

REeciTaTIive.

The {ound feraphic reach’d the royal ear,

And gazing crowds the heav’nly accents hear ;.
Reviving joy. returns in.ev’ry breait,

War difappear’d, and. peace the kingdom bleit ;; -
The happy ifle no greater blefling {eeks,.

The moaarch rifei, and thus nobly fpeaks :

.l.'q IR .

Britannia, be affur’d I pride to fee:
My{elf the monarch of a people free;
Happy to govern o’er this blifsful ifle,
Where bleflings on my.{ubjeéts ever fmile ;
As long as L.the royal {cepter bear,
My country’s good fhall be my greatelt care;
May peace continue, nor my people know
The. cafual griefs which from: Bellona flow ;
Firm to Britannia’s caufz my arms fhail {leep,
As long as England’s foes their treaties keep ;
But it my lion is indue’d ta-roar,

» Deliruttion hovers round the Gallic {hore. ~
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JESSY; ORy APRIL DAY.

Sung at VAUXHALL,

T
"/‘V HILE the bee flies from bloffom to bloflom, .
and fips,

And my Jelly locks buxom 2nd gay ;
L.et me hang on her neck, and tafte from her lips
All the {weets of an April day.

The fhepherd his flock, the ruftic his plough,
The farmer with joy views his hay,

And Jefly, my charmer, when milking her cow,
Sings the fweets of an April day.

Like fnow-drops with innocent {weetnefs array’d .
As blithfome and chearful as May,

My Jefly, the pride of.all the gay mead,
Sung the {weets of an April day.

Remember, dear Jefly, and ufe well your pow’r,
Your rofe-buds then pluck while you may :
And guiltlefs enjoy all the fweets of this hour,

For youth’s but an April day.
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A RECRUITING SONGC.

Sung at SADLER’s WELLs.

COM E, volunteers, come
"T'c the head of the drum,

And all you can mufter along with you bring ;

I.eave mafters and mothers,
And fathers, and brothers;
Nor think of a duty, but that to ycur king.

Thou’rt a&ive, young neighbour,
Then throw off thy labour,
And fwop thy bafe pillow for bed of renown 3
Dick, Harry, and Hugh,
Won’t you do fo too?
A guinea I’ll give you, d’y’le2, and 2 crown.

Good linen and cloaths,

With hats, thoes, and hofe,

For a gentleman foldier fit every thing ; |
T'o my quarters then come,
Beer, brandy, and rum,

Swig your bellies full—God fave the king,
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Sung at VAuxsaLL.

L an I
] IS a twelvemonth ago, nay perhaps they are
twain,,
Since Thyrfis negleéted the nymphs of the plain,
And would tempt me to walk the gay meadows
along, ‘
To hear a foft tale, or to fing him a fong.

What at firlt was but friendfhip, foon grew to a
flame,

In my heart it was love, in the youth’s ‘twas the
fame;

From each other we fought not our pafiion to hide,

But who fhould Iove moftswas our conteit and pride.

But prudence foon whifpar’d us, Lave not too well,
For envy has eyes, and a tongue that will tell ;
And a flame, without fortune’s rich gifts on its

f1de,
The grave ones will fcorn, and a mother muft

chide.

Afraid of rebuke, he his vifits forbore,
And we promis’d to think of each other no more,

But to tarry with patience a feafon more kind ;
So I put the dear thepherd quite out of my mind.
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But love breaks the fences I vainly kad made,

Grows deaf to all cenfure, and will be repaid ;
It we figh for each other, ah! quit not your care ;
Condénin the god Cupid, but blefs the fond pair.
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A FAVO URITE SON G.

A Wit and captain firove, Slr,

To gain a lady’s love, Sir;
And warm in competition,

To pleafe his miftrefs moft.
‘The bravo, like a warrior,
Thought he by ftorm fhou’d carry her,
And fwore he’d guard her perfon
¥rom danger and afperfion,

And fhe fhou’d be his toafi.

The poet foftly told her,
That tho’ he was no foldier,
He’d make her fame eternal,
In Magazine or Journal,
And fing away her cares.
The lady then refleéting
Whofe parts were moft affeting,
Thought fpark of tuneful merit
Cutweigh’d the blufi’ring fpiriz,
And thus her mind declares.
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My honour wants no Heétor
To be its flern proteétor ;

No Myrmidon to frighten,
But Phaon to delight in ;

S0, captain, march along,

>T1s gentle wit and breeding, °
Is worth a lady’s heeding ;

No hopes our hearts of galning,
Without firft entertaining ;
| So let me have a fong.

=

But julk then in the nick, Sir,
A {quire of filver quick, Sir,
With gold-knot on his rapier, v
Who well could cut a caper,

Now play’d before her eyes.
His air and drefs fo taking,
Without the paing of ipeaking,
“This moft engaging youngflter,
By far outfhone the fongfter,

And danc’d off with the prize.
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THE HUMOROUS LAS S,

Sung at VauyxHarL.

SMART Doll of the green, who lov’d mirth as
her life, |

By many a fwain was requefled to wife ;

Her figure was graceful, and comely her face,

Yet in her affe@ions no man had ta’en place;

T'he {quire of the vill took it into his head,

That he by great proffers could win her to bad ;

But all his fine artifice Dolly thro’ faw, '
AAnd baylk’d the poor fquire with a hearty ha ! ha!

Next Hodge of the vale all his flame did impart,

Who knew nothing more than a plough or a cart ;

With aukward addrefs he made a irange fufs, -

Turn’d his hat o’er his thumb, and begg’d for a

“bufs. |

The lout fetch’d a figh, and cry’d ’deed Doll ’tiy

| . true, - -

Ife love thee moft woundily, i’fatth, girl I do 5 -

But fhe flapp’d his fool’s chaps and bid him with-
- draw,

So {fent him away while fhe laugh’d ha ! ha'!

The next was a fellow fo fmart and fo fpruce,
Who caper’d and fung, ’mong the girls play’d the
deuce, | '

L
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And paor Doll thought to ferve as the reft,
Bur {he was tao lharp, and of him -made a jeft.
Quoth Doll, I’ll ne’er wed till I meet with a man !
Much lefs let a fop my aff. &tions trapan ; -

And faid, fuch a thing fhe before never faw,
-"But hop’d he’d ex:;:ufe it, and laugh’d out ha! ha!

YWith the ladies, T know, ’tis a2 primitive rule, |
- Much better ne pligu’d with a knave than a fool ;
. An 1 others, again, this opinien impart, S
Theu‘ eyes they will pleafe lf they torture their

heart.
From thefe T diffent, but approve of the plan

That Dolly laid down, till you meet with your

man ;
Then -your hands and your hearts may uml:e with-

out flaw,
And your.conjugal ftate be onc {cene of ha ! ] ha'

ﬂ?ﬂﬁﬁﬂﬂ@ @@@@@@ﬂﬂﬂ@ﬂﬂﬂ
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A GOOD«FELLOW?’S WILL.

S H O UL D I die by the force of good wine,
*T'is my will, when I fall, that a tun be my
ihripe ; -
And for the age to come,
-Engrave this ftory on my tomb: -
Here lies 2 body once {o brave, |
Who with drinking made his grave.

.
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Since thus to die will purchafe fame,
And raife an everlallmg name,

Drink, drink away, and dare to be nobly (-
terr’d :
Let mifers and flaves
Sneak into their graves,

And rot in a dirty church.yard.

DO A G T D, D D S L S S T B T I D 3 S D D SR L R L,
THE MILI'TIA MARECH,.

Sung at VAUXHALL,

H are: e 1oud drum

Hark the fhrill trumpet founds to arms ;
Come, Britons ! come : '
Prepar’d for war’s alarms,
Whillt in array we ftand, -
What Frenchman dares to land?
Sure in the attempt to meet his doom ;
A leaden death, or a wat’ry tomb.
The Britons brave, °
On land or wave,
Will invaders defy ;
Will repulfe them, or die,

And.fcorns to live a flave.
L.z
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Recal the days

-
When bravely your forefathers fought ;
When, crown’d with praife,
They martia} glory foughe. )
Bid their high deeds infpire !
Bid Magna Charta fire !
Greatly they labour’

All forms of tyranny withftood

Thefe we defy :

On our own (trength rely.
What Briton {o bafe, f
Would his country difgrace,

And from his colours ly ?

Now party fpite
No niore our meafures wi] oppofe 3
For all unite
"Guaint our infulting foes,
All then in chorus fing, " "
Long live our gracious king !
Fill to George the {parkling bow! ;
Hand it round, each loyal foul].
Rife patriot fame !
Thy glories proclzim:
¥Who his fword beldly draws
dn his country’s caufe,
Will win a deathlefs name.
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Wr;ttbn by Mr. Dawsre.

i Ik fongflters from ev’ ry tree,
And all that inhabit the grove,

Come, lilten a moment to me,
Whilft I {ing in the.praife of my love.
How blelt and how happy’s your ftate!
You can bafk in the beams of her eyes ;-

| But, alas ! fad to tell, cruel fate
To me the dear blefling denics.

" Ye lambkins-who play at her feet,

And enjoy her {weet fmiles all the day,
I.fhould think my blifs more than SOmplate
In her prefence one moment to ftay =
Thofe beauties are hid from your eyes,
As bleating around her you fraud ;

Ye feel no emotions arife

While contented ye.feed from her hand.

In her-all the graces do meet;
In her all the virtues combine,
With all that 1s lovely or {weet,
And all that is reckon’d divine. .
Oh! would {he but {mile on my lays, |
*Twauld more than compenfate my pain;
Ye poets contend for the bays,
ouch trifles as thefe I difdamn.

L3
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BLUE-EY’D NANCY.

Sung at VAUXHALL,

. | +
fl H E flew’r of females, beauty’s queen !
Who fzes thee fure muft prize thee;
Tho’ thou art dreft in robes but mean,
Yet thefe cannot difguife Ree :
Thy graceful air, and modeft look,
Strike ev’ry fhepherd’s fancy O ;
Thew’rt match for fquire, for lord
My lovely blue-ey’d Nancy O.

s OT dﬂke’.,

Oh! were I but fome fhepherd fwain,
To feed my flocks befide thee,
To tend my fheep upon the plain,
In milking to abide thee ;
I’d think myfelf a happier man,
With thee to pleale my fancy O ;
Than hethat hugs his thoufands ten,
Had I my blue-ey’d Nancy O.

Then I’d defpife th’ imperial throne,
. And Rtatefmen’s dang’rous ftations :

I’d be no king, I’d wear no crown,
And {mile at conqu’ring nations 3
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Might I.pofléfs, and fiill carefs,
"This lafs thac firikes my fancy O ¢
- For thefe are joys, and ftill look lefs,
- Compar’d with:blue-ey’d Nancy O.
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THE YICAR OF BRAY,

, IN good King Cbrles s golden days,
When loyalty had ‘no harm in’t,
A zealous high-church man I was,
And fo I got preferment :.
To teach my Houck 1.never mift,
Kings are by God appointed ; .
And thofe are damn’d that do refif;.
And touch the Lord’s anointed. .
And this is law, I will maintain :
Until my dying day, Sir;
1'hat whatfoever king thall reign, .
I wiil be vicar of Bray, Sir.

f'l.'-

When royal James obtain’d the throne,
Aud pop’ry came in fathion,

The penal laws I hooted down,
And read the declaration 3

The church of Rome I found would &2¢-.
Yull well my conftitution,

And had become a Jefuit,

But for the revolurion.
And this is law, &c.
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When William was our king declar’d,,
Lo ¢afe this nation’s grievance ;
- With this new wind abouc [ {teer’d; .
\ And fwore to him allegiance ».
+ Qld principles I did revoke,
- Set confcience at a-dittance, .
Paflive:obedience was z joke,

And pith-was non-refifiance.
And this is law, &c.

When gracious Anne afcends the throne,,
The church of England’s glory,
“Another face of things was feen, .
And I.became a Tory -
QOccafional conformitts bafe,
I.damn’d their medération, .
. And thought the church in ddnger wgs
By fuch prevarication. -
And this is law, &ec.-

When George in pudding-time came o’r;,
‘And moderate men look’d big, Sir,

I:turn®d a-catin pan once more,
And then became a whig, Sir ;

And fo perferment [ procur’d

- By our new faith’s defender j

And always every day abjur’d
The pope and the pretender,

And this is law, &z.
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The illuftrious houfe Haunover, "
And proteftant fucceffion,.
To thele I do allegiancc {wear,
While they can keep poflelfion g
For by my faith and loyalty
I never more will fyulter,
And George my lawful king fhali be,
Until the times fhall alter.
And - his ts law, I will maintain
Until my dying day. Sir;
‘That what{oever king fhall reign, -
1 wiil be vicar of Bray, Sir.
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Sung at RANI;LAG He

5 g’ HIL N firft my dear laddie gade to the green.
hill,

And I at ewe-milking ﬁr[} how’d my yourg fkill 3
To bear the milk bowie nae pam gave to me,

So at eve 1 was bleft with thy piping am.l thee:
For aye as I milk’d, and aye as I fang,

My yellow-hair’d laddie fhall be my good man.

When corn-riggs wav’d yellow, and blue hether-
- bells |

Bloom’d bonny on moreland, or fweet rifing fells;;-
Nae birns, briers, or brakens, gave trouble to me,,

So I eat the fweet berries when gather’d by thee :.
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. For aye as 1 walk’d, and aye as I fang, |
My yellow-hair’d laddie fhall be my good man.

When you ran, or wrefltled, or putted the ftane,
And came off the victor, mv heart was sye fain ;
Give me fill all thefe pleafures, my ftudy fhall be
T'o make myfelf better and {weeter for thee:

For aye as I wedded, and aye as I fang,

My yellow-hair’d laddie thall be my good man.
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A WELCH LOVXE~-SON &,

SOME fing Molly Mogg of the Rofe,
" And call her the Oakingham Pelle 3

- Whillt others do ferfés compofe

On peautifn] Molly Lepelle.

- Put of all the young firgins fo fair,
Which Pritain’s crete monarchy owns ;
In peauty there’s none to compare
With hur charming tear Gwinifrid Shones.-

Unenviet the {plentit contition

Of princes that fit' upon thrones :
The higheft of all hur ampition

1fs the lofe of fair Gwinifrid Shones..
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Pold mortals the clobe. will fearch ofer 8

For cold and for tiamond ftones ;
Put hur can more treafure tifcofer
In peautiful Gwinifrid Shones. .

Not the nightingale’s pitiful note
Can exprefs how poor Shenkin bemoans
His fate, when in places remote

Hur is abfent from Gwinifrid Shones.

Hur lofe ifs than honey far fweeter,
And hur is no Shenkin ap drones ;

Put hur would lapour in profe and in metre,
To praife hur tear Gwinifrid Shones.

As the harp of Saint Tavit furpafles

The pagpipes poor tweetles and crones ;

So Lepelle, Molly Mogg, and all lafles,
Are excell’d by hur Gwinitrid Shones.
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Sung imn Comus.

O N ev’ry hill, in ev’ry grove,

Along the margin of each {tream,
PDear conicious {cenes of former tove,

I mourn, and Damon is my theme.
The hills, the groves, the fireams remain,
But Damon there I feek in vain.
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- Now to the méfry cave 1 {ly,
Where to my fwain I oft have fung,
Well pleas’d the browzing goats to {py,
As o’er the airy feep they hung.
The mofiy cave, the goats remain,
But Damon there I feek in vain.

Now thro’ the trembling vale I pafs.

And figh to {ee the well-known {fhade,
I weep, and kifs the bended grafs,

Where love and Damon fondly play*d.
The vale, the (hade, the grafs remain,

But Damon there I feck in vain.

Irom hill, from dale, each charm is fled,
Groves, flocks, and fountains pleafe no meore,
Each flower in pity drops its head, |
All nature does my lofs deplore.
All, all reproach the faithlefs fwain,
Yet Damon fill I feek in vain.
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Sung in the Wives RevENGED.

MASTER Jenkins fmok’d his pipe,
And fwore he’d ne’er be married,

But ’gainft each hufband threw fome wips,
Or dry jeft drolly carried.

Mafter Jenkins thought a wife
- ‘The greateft mortal evil,

And {wore to lead a ﬁusband’s“lifc

Muft be the very devil.

Mafter Jenkins fmok’d his pipe
At home, content, and married,
Regardlefs of each fneer or wipe,
Or dry jeft drolly carried =
Mafter Jenkins fwore a wife
Was not {o great an evil ;
And any but a husband’s life
Was now the very devil.

Mafgter Jenkins fmok'd his pipe,
And had been fome months married ;
Severely now he felt each wipe,
‘For horans the poor man carried :
Mafter Jenkins-curs’d his wife,
. And fwore of fuch an evil
To get well quit he’d part with life,
Or {end her to the devil.
M
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. RODIN HOO D,

ZX S bhithe as the linnet-fings in the green wood,
So bLlithe we’ll wake the morn ;

Anag, tiiro’ the wide foreit of merry Sherwood,
We'll wind the bugle horn.
The {heriff attempts to take boid Robin Hood ;
Bcld Robin difdains to fiy ;
Leet bim come when he will, we’ll in merry Sher-
wood
Or vanguith, boys, or die.

QOur hearts they are.fiout, and our -bows they are
good,
As well their mafiers know ;
They’re cut in the foreft of merry Sherwood,
And ne’er will {pare a foe.

Qur arrows {hall drink of the fallow-deers blood ;
We’ll hunt them o’er the plain ; |
And thro’ the wide foreflt of merry Sherwocd

No fhatt fhall fly in vain.
Brave Scarlet and John, who were never fubdu’d,
Gave each his hand fobold; a
We’ll reign thro’ the forelt of merry Sherwood
What fay, my hearts of gold ! !
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CTHE VIRGIN MONITTOR:

Sung at VAUXHALL.

YE virgins of Dritain,”who wife'y attend
'The diétates of reafon, who value a frtend,
Come lift te my counfel, and mark what I {ay ;
Ye damlfels beware of the dangers of May.

Tho’ guarded by virtue’s all foltering hand ;
Tho’> modefiy lend you her magical wand ;
‘Tho’ innocence deck you with {potlefs array,
Ye damfiels beware of the dangers of May.

When firlt the gay beauties of nature appear,

And Phebus’ bright fmile chears the juvenile
year ;

When the birds chan: their amorous notes from
each {pray,

oY e damfels beware of the dangers of l\rIiYn

Should Flora propole you the vernal delight
Her delicate paintings exhibit to fight:

Inh her meadows and fields fhould you frolic and

play,
Beware, O beware of the dangers of May.

When the blood brifkly Hows, the all-eloquent eyes
Reveal eviry fecret the heart would difguile ;

J\
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The bofom quick-panting with force feems to fay,
>T1s hard to refift ‘all the dangers of May.

Should this amorous youth, this foft fcene to im-
prove,

- With ardour rmplore the reward of his love;
If Hymen attend you, his diétates obey,
For wedlock removes all the dangers of May.

%%%*}hﬂb%%%%%%%md{*r}* sD>nodp

T HE T E A Rs

Written by the late Queen of Dennark.

H OW prone the bofom is tofigh !

How prone to weep, the human eye !
As thro’ this painful life we fteer,

This valley of the fich and tear.

When by the heart with forrow griev’d,
A thoufuand bleflings are receiv’d,

With ev’ry comfort that can chear;

’T'1s then bright virtue’s grateful tear.

When ev’ry parting pang is o’er,
And friends long abfént meect once more,
Fraught with delight, and love fincere 3

*Tis then fweet friendfhip’s joyful teae.
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When two fond lovers doom’d to part,
Fcel deadly pangs mvade their heart,

Yorn from the obje&t each holds dear ;
’Tis then, O then ! the parting tear.

When wretches, on the earth reclin’d,
T'heir doom of condemnation fign’d,
{The end of earthly being near ;)
>Tis then {oft pity’s gentle tear,

If on fome lovely creature’s face,

. Rich in propertion, colour, grace,
A, pearly drop fhould once appear;
>Tis then the lovely, beauteous tear.

When mothers, (O ! the grateful fight)
‘Thetr children view with fond delight ;
Surrounded by a charge {o dear,

>Tis then the fond, maternal tear.

When lovers fee the-beauteous maid,
To whom their fond attention’s paid,

With confcious blufhing fobs draw near ;.

>Tis then the lovely, pleading tear.

When two dear {riends, of kindred mind,
By ev’ry gen’rous tie conjoin’d,
Behold their dreaded parting near,
*Tis then, O then ! the bitter tear-
_ M 3
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But when the wretch, with fins 0pprei's’d,

Strikes in an-agony ‘his breaft ;
When torn.with-guilt, remorfe, and fear ;

>Tis then the beft, the faving tear.

+
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TANNY OF THE DALE,

Written by Mr. Cunnincuav.

LET the declining damafk rofe
Wich envious grief logk pale;

The fummer bloom more freely glows.
In Fanny of.the dale.

Is there a fiveet that decks the field,

~ Or {cents the morning gale,

Can fuch a vernal fragrance yield,
As Fanny of the dale?

The painted belles, at court rever’d,
Look lifﬁlefS, COld, and lale :
How faint their beauties, when compar’d;

With Fanonysef the dale!

The willow binds Paltora’s brows,
Her fond advances fail :
For.Damon pours his warmefk vows.

To Fanny of the dale !
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Might honeft truth, at laft, fucqeed,;
And artlefs love prevail :

Thrice happy could he tune lns reed
With Fanny of the dale ! l )
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A FAVOURITE SONG.,

JQL-LYi'mortzaIs, fill your glafles 3
Noble deeds zre done by wine 3
Scorn the nymph and all her graces:
Who’d for love or beauty pine ?

Liook upon this bowl that’s flowing, .
And a thonfand charms yew’ll fiad,,

More than in Chlece when juit going .
In the moment to.be kind !

Alexander hated thinking ;
JDrank about at council board ; )

Made friends, and gain’d the world by drinking, .
#ore than by his conquering {word. .
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Sung at VAuxHALL.

AH_! Chloris, could T now but fit
- As unconcern’d as when
Your infant beauty could beget
INo happinefs nor pain! -~
When I this dawming did admire,
And pray’d the coming day,
I.little thought that rifing fire
Would take my reft away.

Your charms in harmlefs childhood lavy.
As metals.in a mine ;

Age from no face takes more away
Than youth conceal’d in thine ;.

But as your charms infen{ibly
T'o their perfe&ions preft,

So love, as unperceiv’d, did fly,
And center’d ir my breaft.

My paflion with her beauty grew, .

- 'While Cupid, at my heart,

Still as his mother favour’d.you,
Threw a new flaming dart :

Each glaried in their wanton. part ;
T'o make a beauty, fhe

Employ’d the utmoft of her art;
1o make a lover, he.
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Sung at VAUIKALL.

TE L I. me, lafles, have you {een,
Lately wand’ring o’er the green,.
Beauty’s fon, a little boy,
Full of frolic, mirth, and joy 2
If you know his fhelter, fay ;
He’s from Venus gone afiray »

Tell me=, laflzs, have you feen

Such a one trip o’er the green?

By thefe marks the god you’ll know,.
O’er his fhoulder hanes a bow,
And a quiver fraught with darts,
Poifon {fure to human hearts :
Tho? he’s naked, little, blind,
He can triumph o’er the mind,

Tell mes, lafles, &c.

Subtle as the lightning’s wound,
Is his piercing arrow found;
While the bofom’d heart it pains,
No external mark remains ;
Reafon’s thield itfelf 1s broke, .
By the unfufpeted (trokes

Tell me, lafles, &c.
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Of: the urchin’s feen to lie

Bafking in the funny eye:

Or his dellin’d prey he (eeks

On'thie maiden’s rofy cheeks :

Snowy breaflts, or curling hatr,.

Oft conceal his pleafing Tnare.
Tell me lafies, &c.

She thar the recefs reveals

Where'the cod himfelf conceals,

Shall a'kifs receive this night

From him who is her heart’s delight ;

f'o Venuslet her bring the boy,

ohe {hall tafte Jove’s fweetell joy.
Tell m e, Jaffes, have you {feen

Such a one trip o’er the green?
P S CII B e PTG B B G PG IR I T G Pl TG T e 2.

. A FATYTOURITE SON G

NOYV hear me, dear Nanny, nor treat with dif-.

dain
The voice of my paflion, the words of my pain;
Thou dear fource of all, ’tis to you L complain,
Then pri’ythee, now hear me, dear Nanny!

By all thofe bright charms .that appsarin your
face,

By thofe eyes far outthining bright Pheebus’s rayss -
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By thy bofom where dwells ev'ry virtue and grace,
I befeech thee to hear me, dear Nanny !

-

By thy fweet ruby lips, where true eloquence
dwells,
Whofe {weets all the {iveets of fam’d Tybla excels,
Vheife accents alone all my anguith expels,
I befeech thee to hear me, dear Nanny!

Py -thy deareft dear felf, fraught with c¢harms fo

compleat,
By all that is lovely, and all that is {weet,
By love, that now makes me to figh at your feet,
I befeech thee to hear me, dear Nanny !

By Hymen’s bright torch, ard by Cupid’s bright
flame,
By ali that you love, and by all I can name,
Bv your {potlefs honour, your virtue and famae,
I befeech chee to hear me, dear Nanny ! |
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Sung at VAUXHALL.

G AY Damon long (tudy’d my heart to obtain,
The prettielt young {hepherd thac plpes on the

plamn ; ; . '
- 1°d hear his {oft tale, then declare ‘twas amtﬁ,,

'‘And I’d often fay No, when I long’d to {fay Yes.
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Laft Valentine’s day to our cottage he came,

And brought me two , lambkins to wnncfs hls
Hame ; i

Oh'! take thefe (he cry’d) thou, more fair than
their fleece ! .

I could hardl} fay No, tho’ atham’d to fay Yes.

Soon after, ene morning, we fat in the grove,
He preifs’d my hand hard, and in fighs breath’d his

| love ;
"Then tenderly afk’d, if 1°d grant him'a kifs 2 .
I defi gn’d to’ve _faid No, but miflook, and faid Yes.

At this, with delight, lns heart danc’d-in his
, breaft ;

Ye gods (he cry’d) Chloe will now make me bleft s
Come, let’s to the church, and Yhare conjugal blifs;

To prevent being teiz’d, 1 was fore’d to fay Yes.

I ne’er was fo pleas’d with a word in my life;

I ne’er was fo happy as fince I’m a wife:

Then take, ye young damfels, my counfel in this;
You muf all die old maids, if you will not fay Yes.
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SOMETHING NEW.

HERE attend all ye {fwains,

" And ye nymphs of the plains,

Quit your flocks and your herds for a while;
Hither quickly repair,
In our mirth a part fhare,

And egch lafs her love meet with a fmile.

Hark, the drum Hymen beats !
Hark, how echo repeats

The fweet found, as it flies {wift away |
O’er hills, and o’er dales,
Ev’ry ear it aflails,

And mocks their long, tedious delay.

QO ! how happy is he,
That contented can be,

To enjoy the beit treafure of life;
All he’d with here to gain,
He’ll be fure to ohtain,

In a prudent and fenfible wife.

Should the rover pretend
That thefe joys will fogn end,
And that leve will expire with the moon ;
Mark how pain and difeafe-
The lewd libertine feize,
Ere hie reaches the height of life’s noon.

N
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But how wretched indeed,
He whom fate has decreed

From the arms of his fair-one to part
All endeavours are vain

To afiuage the fharp pain
‘Which is felt in a love-troubled heart.

Though life’s bufy fcene
May oft help to ferene
And difperfe the dark clouds of defpair;
Yet when night’s filent noon
Ielps to add to it’s gloom,
Who can fay what the mind fuffers there !
~ Hafe this day to employ,
Thus devoted to joy,
And with innocent mirth let’s abound ;3
Thus 1n chorus we?ll ﬁng, |
While the forelt fhall ring
Wiih the burthen of mufic’s foft found.

May all prefent attain
A life free from pain,

Ever ftrangers to difcord and frife ; 3
May the fingle foon find, |

~ In the maiden that’s I-:md

The joys of an amiable wife !



Written by. Dr. Bra o ».

MY time, O ye mufes! was happily {pent,
When Phebe went with me where-ever I went ;
Ten thoufand fott pleafures I felt in my breaft;
Sure never fond fhepherd like Calin was blelt !
But now fhe is gone, and has left me behind,
What a marvellous change on a fudden I find!
When things were as fine as could poffibly be ;

{ thought ’twas the {pring, but, alas ! it was fhe.

With {fuch a companion to tend a fzw fheep,

To rife up and play, or to lie down and fleep ;

I was fo good-humour’d, {o chearful and gay,

My heart was as light as a feather all day.

But now I {o crofs and fo peevifh am grown,

So firangely uneafy as never was known;

My fair-one is gone, and my joys are all drown’d,

And my heart, I am fure, weighs more than a
| pound.

The fountain that want to run {fwestly along,

And dance to foft murmurs the pebbles among,
Thou know’ft, little Cupid, if Phebe was there,

*T'was pleafure to look. at, ’twas. mufick. to hear:

N'z
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But now fhe is abfent, I walk by it’s fide,
And fill as 1t murmars, do nothing but chide ;
Mult yeu be fo chearful, while I go in pain?’

Peace there with your bubbling, and hedr me com-
plain!

When my lambkins around me would oftentimes
play, ' |

zxnd when Phebe and I were as joyful as they,

¥How pleafant their {porting, how happy the
time,

‘When {pring, love, and beauty, were all in their
prime !

But now in their frolicks when by me they pafs,

I fling at their fleeces an handful of grafs.

Be {till, then, Icry, for it makes me quite mad,

To fee you fo merry, while 1 am fo fad.

My dog I was ever well-pleafed to iee,

Come wagging his tail to my fair-one and me;
And Phebe was pleas’d too, and to iny dog faid,
Come hither, poor fellow ; and patted his head:
But now, when he’s fawning, 1 with a four look,
Cry Sirrah ! and give him a blow with my crook :

And I'll give him another; for why ifhould not
Tray

Be as dull as his malter, when Phebe’s away ?
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When walking with Phebe, what {izhts have 1
feen!i -

How fair was the flower, how frefth was the

green !
What a lovely appearance the trees and the

fhade, N
The corn-fields and hedges, and ev’ry thing

made !
But fince {he has Ieft: me, though all are ﬂ:ll

They none of them now fo delightful appear;

"Twas. nought but the magick, 1 ftind, of her

cyes,
Made fo many beautiful profpedts arrfe.

che,t mufick went with us both all the wood
thro?, S ‘
The lark, linnet, throﬂle, and nightingale too;
Winds over us whifper’d, flocks by us did bleat,
And chirp went the grathopper under our feet : °
But now fhe is abfent, tho’ ttill they ing on,
The woods are but lonely, the melody’s gone ;
I'Ier voice in the concert, as now I have found,

Gave ev’ry thing elfe if’s agreeable found.

Rofe, what is become of thy delicate hpe 2
And where is the violet’s beautifnl blye ¢

N 3
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Does aught’ of it’s {weetnefs thy blofToms be-

guile 2
‘That meadow, thofe danﬁes, why do thﬂy not:

- fmile 2 -
Ah'! rivals ! I fee what it was that you dreft

And made yourfelves fne for; a place in her

breaft:
You put on your colours to pleafure her eye,

To be pluck’d by her hand, on her bofom to dica

How flowly time creeps, till my_Phebe return,
While amidft the foft Zephyr’s cool brcezes E

burn ;
Methinks if I knew whereabout he would tread,

- F-could breathe on his wings, and “twould melt
down the lead. .

Fly {wifter, ye minutes, brmg h:ther my deary

Angd relt fo much longer for’t, when fhe is here.

Ah! Colin! old time is fo ful} of delay,

Nor will budge one foot falter, for all- thou canf

fay.

Will no pitying power. that.hears me complain,

Or.curs my difquiet, or foften my pain ?

To be cur’d, thou muit, Colia, thy paflion re»
move.s» .

But what fwain is fo filly to live without love 2

No. deity, bid the dear nymph to return,

For ae’er was-poor thepherd fo fadly forlorn.
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Ah ! what fhall I do ! .1 {hall chc with defpair.!
Trake hecd, all.ye fwains, how ye.love.one fo fair.

P -r-r-.--ﬁ--w-ﬁ--fz-%-ﬁ--&u_ﬁ-:@- i i i

Sungm tht: GorLD&N PirPrE N

IF I have fome-—l:tttle—-beaUty__
Can 1 help it >—no, net [—
Some good fuck, too—’tis my. duty-
Gifts fo precious to apply.
Nature—fortune—gave ’em freely,
‘And I’ll ufe-*em—quite genteelly..
If the fmarts of the fky
Cringe,.ogle, and figh,
Wherse’er I'pafs by ;
And CTry,
Look y’ there! ~
What an air!
Gods, how fair -
Pray, why
(To feed your ftarch’d pride}:
Muft I go and hide,
Till you’re made a bride -
Who, 17
No, no—If I'do, may I'die.
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Sung in the Conscious Lovers,

EF lave’s a fweet paflion, how can it torment !

If bitter, O tell me whence comes my content 2

Since I fuffer with pleafure, why thould 1 com-
plitn,

Or grieve at my fate, fince I know ’tis in vain ?

Yet fo pleafing the pain is, {o foft is the dart,

"That at once it both wounds me and tickles my

hearrt.

1 grafp her hand gently, lock languifhing down,

And by paflionate lilence I muke my love known s -

Dut, oh! how I’'m bLlelt when {fo kind fhe does.
prove,

By fome willing miftake to difcover her love ;

When, in ftriving to hide, fhe reveals all her

flame,
And our eyes tell cach other what neither dare -

namet!. : : .

How pleafing is beauty! how {weet are the-
charms ! o
How delightful embraces? how peaceful her.

arms !
Sure there’s nothing fo eafy as learning to love ;

*I'is taught us on carth, and by all things abeve:
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And to beauty’s bright ftandard all heroes muft
yreld, |
For ’tis beauty that conquers, and keeps the fair
field.
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A 8 COTCH BALUL A D,

YE cgales that gently wave the fza,
A ad pleafe the canny boat-man,.
Bear me frae hence, or bring to-me
My brave; my bonny Scot-man & -
In haly bands-
We join’d our hands,
Yet may not this difcovery
While parents rate
A large ellate B
Before a faithfu’ lover.

But I leor chufe in Highland glens-
To herd the kid and goat-man,.
Ere I cou’d for fic hittle ends
'Refufe my bonny Scot-man.
Wae worth the man
Wha firlt began
The bafe ungenerous fafhien,,
Frae greedy views.
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Lowve’s art to ufe,
. While ﬂ::angem to it’s paflion.

Frae foreign fields, my lovely youth,
| Halte to thy longing laffie,
Who pants to-prefs thy bawmy mouth,..
And in her bofom haufe thee.
Love gie’s the ward,.
Then hafte on board,
Fair winds and tenty boat-man,
Waft o’er, waft o’ar,
Frae yonder fhore, ,
My blyth, my bonny Seot-man.

]
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A FAVOURITE S0 N.Ge.

I N ftory we’re told, -

How our monarchs of old: ‘
O’er France {pread their royal domain ;

But no annals can fhow

‘Their pride laid fo low, |
As when brave George the Second did rclqn,, |

Brave boys..

Of Roman and Greek,
Let fame no more fpeak,.
Eow their arms.the old world. did fubdue



Thro® the nations around, .
Let our trumpets now found,

¥ow Britons have canqucr’d the new,
Brave boys." |

Eaft, Weft, North, and South,

Our cannon’s loud mouth
Shall-the rights of our monarch maintain ;
On America’s ftrand |
Amberft limits the land,
Bofcawen gives law on the main,
Brave boys. \

Each port and each town
We ftill make our own, | +
. Cape- Breton, Crown-Point, ngar -
Guadaloupe, Senegal,
‘Quebec’s mlghty fall,
Shall prove we’ve no equal in war,
Brave boys.

Tho’ Conflans did boaft
*'To conquer our coaft,
Our thunder foon made monfieur mute;
Brave Hawke wing’d his way,
Then bounc’d on his prey,
And gave him an Englifh {alute, v
Brave boys. o |
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At Mmden, you know,
How we conquer’d the foe,
While homeward their army now fteals;
Tho’ (they cry’d) Britith bands
Are too hard for our hands,
Begar we can beat them in heels,

Morblieu !

While our heroes from home

For laurels now roam,

Shou’d the flat-bottem boats but appear ;
Qur militia fhall fhow,
No & .oden-fhoe foe

Can with freemen in battle compare,
“Brave boys,

L

'QOur fortunes and hives,
"Qur children and wives,
To defend is the time now, or never ;
Then let each volunieer
To the drum-head repair ;
King George and Old England for ever, -
Brave boys.
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A FREE-MASON’S SO NG

‘ R‘ E have no idle prating,

Of either whig or tory ;
But each agrees
To live at eafe,
And fing or tell a ftory. .
Fill to him, L
T'o the brim, * B
Let it round the table roll:
The divine
Tells us wine
Chears the body and the foul.

We’re always men of pleafure,

Defpifing pride and party ;
While knaves and fools,
Prefcribe us rules, *

We are fincere and hearty. N
Till to him, &c.

If an aceepted Mafon
Should talk of high or low church;
We’ll fet him down
A fhallow crown, |
And underftand him no church.
Fill co him, &c.
| O

P
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. "Che world is all in darknefs : H
About us rhey conjecture,
Bat little think
- A fong and drink.
Succeed a Mafon’s lecture.
Flll to him, &ec.

Then landlord bring a hogfhcad ”
And in the corner place it 3
Till 1t rebound
With hollow fouand,
- Each Mafon here will face.it. '
Fill to him, ; ’
“L'o the brim, © *¢°
I.et it round the table roll;
"The divine
- Tells us wine
Chears the body and the foul.
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THE MILLER’S WEDDIKG.

LEAVE neighbours, your work, and-to fport
‘and to play,
Let the tabor firike up and the village be gay.
No day thro’ the year {hall more chearful be feen,
Tor Ralph of the.mill marries Sue of the green.

—
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I love-Sue, .and Sue loves ‘me,.
. [And while the wind blows,.
And while the mill goes,
Who’ll be {fo happy,.fo happy as we ?

Let lords and. fine folks,. who for wealth take z
bride,
Be married to-day, and to-morrow be cloy’d
My body is ftout, and my heart is as found,
Aad my love, like my courage, will never give
grouand.
1 love-Sue, &c.

F

-

. Eet ladies of fafhion the beft jointers ‘wed,
And prudently take the beft hidders to bed s
~ Such figning and feaiing’s, no part of our blifs,
We fettle our hearts, and we feal with a kifs.
I love Sue, &c¢.

Tho’ Ralph is not cotrtly, nor none of ybﬁr,:
beaus,
Nor bounces, nor flatters, nor weass your fine
cloaths ;
" In nothmg he’ll borrow from folks of high life,
Nor e’er tarn his back cn his-friend, or bis wifes
I love Sue, &c.

While thus I am able to work at my mill,
‘While thou art kind, and thy tongue but hes ftill ;
Q2
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Our joys fhall continue, and ever be new,
And none bz fo happy as Ralph and his Sue.
I love Sue, and Sue loves me,
And while the wind blows,
And while the mill goes,
Who’ll be fo happy, fo happy as we ?
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THE KING’S ANTHEDM.

L)

GOD fave great George our king!
L.ong live our noble king,

God fave the king !
Send him viétorious,
Happy and glorious,

Long to reign over us,

God fave the king.

O Lord, our God, arife,
Scatter his enemies,

And make them fall:
Confound their politicks,
Fruftrate their knavifli ericks ;

On him our hopes we fix;
God fave us ail.

Thy choicelt gifts in ftore, i
On George be pleas’d to pour; |
L.ong may he reign ; | S

f
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NMay he defend our laws,
And ever give us caufe,
To fing with heart and voice,

God fave the king.
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A FAVOURITE SONC..

LET a {et of fober affes
Rail againft the joys of drinking, .
While water, tea,
And milk agree,
To f{et cold braias a thinking ;
Power and wealth,
Beaury, health,
Wit and mirth in wine are crown’d : :
Joys abound,
Pleafure’s found .
Only where the glafs goes round..

The ancient {eéts on happinefs
- All differ’d in opinion;
But wifer rules , -
Of modern {chools, - -
in wine fix their dominion,
Power and wealth, &c.
* Wine gives the lover vigour, -
" Makes glow the cheeks of beauty,
' O 3

—
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Makes. poets write,
And foldiers fight,

And friendfhip doits duty.
Power and wealth, &c.

Wine was the only Helicon,
Whence poets are long-liv’d {o ;
*I’'was no other main
Than brifk champaign,
Whence Venus was deriv’d too..
Power and wealth, &c.

When heav’n in Pandora’s bex
All kinds of ill: had fent us,
. In a merry mood,
A bottle of good,

Was cork’d up, to content us..

All virtues wine is nurfe to,
Of ev’ry viee deftoyer,
Gives dullards wit,

Makes juft the cit,
Truth forces from the fawyer..
" Power and wealth, &c.

Wine fets our joys a flowing,

QOur care and forrow drowning..
Who rails at the bowl,

Is a Turk in’s {oul;
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And a chriftian ne’er fhould own him ;-
Power and wealth,

Beauty, health,
Wit and mirth in wine are crown’d :

Joys abound,
Pleafure’s found

Only where the glafs goes round.

S N B N S S S S e N N N et
A FAVOURITE SONG.

.COME, all ye jolly Bacchanals,
That love to tope good wine,
Let us offer up a hogthead
Unto our malter’s fhrine.
And a toping we will go, &ec.

‘Then let us drink, and never fhrink,
For P’ll give a reafon why;

>T'is a great fin to leave a houfe,
Till we’ve drank the cellar dry. .
- And a toping, &c.

In times of old I was a foeol,
1 drank the water clear ;
But Bacchus took me from that rule,
e thought ’twas too fevere.
And a toping, &c.

}
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. He fill’d a gablet to the brim,
And bade me take a {up;

But liad it been -a gallon pot,
By Jove 1’d tofs’d it up..

And a toping, ‘&c.

And ever fince that happy time.
Good wine has been my chear ;.
Now nothing puts me in a fwoon, .
But water or {mall beer.
And atoping, &c.

Then let us tope about, my boys,..
- And never flinch, nor fly ;
Bat fill our fkins brimful of wine, .

And drain the bottles dry.
And a toping we will go, &c. .
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Sung in the Mafque of ALFrED.

g. E’ H EN Britain firlt, at Heav’n’s command, .
Arofe from out the azure main ;
‘This was the charter of the land,

And guardian angels fung this firain :
Rule, Britannia, Britannia rule the waves ;

Britons never will be flaves.
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The nations not fo bleft as thee, '
Muf, in their turns, to tycants fall :
Whilft thou thalt flourifh great and free,.

The dread and envy of them all.
Rule, Britannia, &c.

Still more majeftic thalt thou rife,
More dreadful from each foreign ftroke ;
As the loud blaft that tears the fkies,

Serves but to raat thy native oak.
Rule, Britannia. &c.

Thee haughty tyrants ne’er fhall tame ;
All their attemps to bend thee down,
Will but aroufe thy gen’rous flame ;

But work their woes, and thy renown.
Rule, Britannia, &c.

To thee belongs the rural reign,
Thy cities fhall with commerce fhine ;
All thine thall be the fubjeé main,
And ev’ry fhore its.circles thine.
Rule, Britannia, &ec.

The mufes ftill with freedom found,
Shall to thy happy coaft repair:
Bleft ifle ¥ with matchlefs beauty crown’d,
And manly hearts to guard the fair.
Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the waves ;-
Britons never will'be flaves.
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THE IH;F‘-AL-LIBLE DOCT OR.

ADVISE your friend, grave man of art,.
I.find a ftrange, unufual fmart,

>Tis here—fierce fymptoms at my- heart.
- Difcover.

*Tis pleafure, pain, a mix’d degree,
My pulfe examine, here’s you fee ;

What think you caa my ficknefs b

A lover.
A lover 1—’tis my cafe, too fure!
O eafe my ftraight-——1’ll not endure;
Prefcribe, I’ll follow clofe the cure.
| Take hope..
ut if the {{pite of {peech or pen)
Prove coy, or falfe with other men, .
Ah, dotor !~—what expedient then
A rope.
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Sung in the JoviaLr crEw.

g

O woman her envy can fmother,
Though never {0 .vain of her-charms ;
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Ifa beanty fhe fpies in anorher,
‘The pride of her heart it alarms. ~

New conquefts the ftill mu(t be making,
Or fancies her power grows lefs ;.

Her poor little heart is Rill aching, —
At fight of another’s fuccefs.

By nature defign’d,in love to mankind,
That different beauties fhould move ;

Still pleas’d to ordain, none ever fhould reign
Sole monarch in empire of love. ,

' Then learn to be wife, new triumphs defpife,
And leave to your neighbours their due ;

If one cannot pleafe, you’ll find by degreess
You’ll not be contented with two 3
No, no, you’ll not be contented with two.
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A FAVOURITE SONG.

Sung at VAuxHALL.

' &' g/ © U’ D you gain the tender creature 3
Softly, gently, klncﬂy treat her :
Suff’ring is the lover’s Part :

Beauty by conftraiat poflfefling,
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You enjoy but half the blefling ;
Lifelefs charms, without the heart.
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Sung at Vauxrart.

V. Q RISLE fweet meflenger of morn,
With thy mild beam our fkies adorn -

For, long as fhepherds pipe and play,
This, this, fhall be a holy-day,
Holy-day, holy-day, holy-day,
"This, this, {hall be a holy-day.

See ! morn appears ; a rofy hue

Steals foft o’er yonder orient bluc s

Soon let us meet in trim aray, |
And frolick out this holy-day, ]
¥ioly-day, holy-day, holy-day, )
£\nd frolick out this holy-day.
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Apymirar KerrEl,

A new CaTcH by way of Sandwich,or bon Morceau,

The principal part not by Sir Hugh.

P ]
TWA S you Sir, ’twas you S8ir,

I tell you nothing new Sir, |

~ ’T'was you that kept from Keppel’s Wak.,

"T'was you Sir Hugh.

Who Sir ? ‘Sir Hugh Sir,

Vice adm’ral of the blue Sirs
Bold Windfor twice aloud did call
Yo deaf Sir Hugh..

>*T'was he Sir, ’twas he Sir,

*Twas he that cou’d not fee Sir, -

Who thought the day, the day was mghl:,
’T'was blind Sir HUgh T

Oh! Sir, Oh!.Oh! Sir, - = .
And was it, was it {fo dir, L.
Who lagg’d a-ftern te knot.and fphcc,

Do you know who? Lo
P ) . | T
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*T'was Pallifer, ’twas Puallifer,

VWith dilly, dally, dally, Sir,

What, fplicing,-knotting all the while,
Was it {o Sir Hugh’?

slere’s a fad dogz Sir,

Yo iphce his very log, Sir,

And then accufe brave Keppel, Sir,
But that he’ll rue.

And now, Sir, rejeice, Sir,

With hand and heart and voice, Sir,
Irom noble Keppel Frenchmen fly,
Without Sir Hugh.
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FOR THREE VOICE*S.
On SorHOCLEs, by SiMONIDES.

iﬂ? el el Lk
IND, gentle tv'ergreen, L

To form a fhade, around:the tomb -

Where Sophocles 1s laid ;

Sweet ivy wind thy boughs,

And intertwine, with blufhing rofes, —~ . . 1oy
And the cluft’ring vine ; -
Thus will thy lafting-leaves, e
With beauties hung, ' Y
Prove graceful emblems -

Of the lays he {ung.
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FOR THREE VOICZES.

]ACK, thou’rt a toper,

Jack, thou’rt a toper,

Liet’s have t’other quart,

Ring, ring, ring, ring;

Ring, ring, ring, ring, ring,

Ring, we’re fo {ober, {o {ober,

So icber, twere a {hame to part;,

None but 2 cuckold, a cuckold,

A cuckold, a cuckold,

Bully’d by his wife,

IFor coming, coming, coming,

Coming, coming, coming, coming, Coming,
Coming, coming, coming, coming late,
Fears a domelftick firife

I’m free, and I’m free, and fo are you,
So are you, to call, knock, knock boldly,
Knock boldly, knock boldly, boldy knock,

Tho’> watchmen cry paft two o’clock:
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FOR FOUR VOICES.

SOLDIE R, foldier, take off your wiﬁc,

And fhake your locks, and {hake your locks,
- P2
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As I fhake mine.
How can I my poor locks fhake,
. T'hat have but ten ? I have
But ten hairs on my pate, and one of them
Muft go for tithe, fo there remains,
So there remains but four and five,
Four and five, and that makes nine,
Then take off your drink,
Then take off your drink,
As I take mine.
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FOR THREE VOICES®&G.

FYE, nay, prithee John,

Do not quarrel, man,

Let’s be merry and drink about.

You’re a rogue, you cheated me,

1’ll prove before this company,

I caren’t a farthing, Sir, for all you are fo {tout.
Sir, vou he, I {corn your word,

Qr any man that wears a fword ;

¥or all your huff, who cares a t—d?

Or who cares for vou?
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I N D E X.

A

AS t’other day young Damon came Page 7
A plague of thofe wenches! they make fuch a po-

ther. ‘ 8
As through the fields I chanc’d to firay 58
A Chefhire-man fet {ail for Spain 577
As Jockey was trudging the meadows {fo gay 53
Afflit me, ye fair tuneful nine | 18
As Delia, blelt with ev’ry grace 68
A jolly brifk tar buta little time fince -, 03
A wit and captamn {irove, Sir f IIQ
As blithe as the finnet fings in the green wood 134
Ah'! Chloris, cou’d I now but {it 140
Advife your friend, grave man of art 165
Arife, fweet meflenger of morn - 168,

B

Believe my fighs, my tears, my dear 103

By the fide of a firedm, at the foot of a hill 37
P 3
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Behold this fair goblct, ’twas carv’d from the

‘tree 20
By the fide of the {weet river Tay 22
Bielt as the immortal godsis he 07
C
Cot fplutter o’nails Y0¥
Come now all ye focial powers - 54
Come hilten and laugh at the times 23
Come, volunteers, come 1382
Come all yve jolly Bacchanals 163
Come, my never-frowning glafs 47
Cupid, god of pleafing anguifh 205
D
De’il tak’ the wars that hurried Billy from me 29
Dear Chloe, come give me fweet kifles 73
F
I'mm Paphos ifie, fo famed. of old F come- 25
Fair’s my Szlly as the day 26
Farewell ve green fields, and fweet groves 83
Fair Kitty, beautiful and young | 66
- X'ye, nay, prithee, John . ) 172
, G | -
{>od fave great George our king - 160

Gay Damon long ftudy’d my heart to obtain 143

: H .
iufh ye birds your. am’rous tales... . 12
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¥ark the huntfman’s begun to found the ‘fhrill

horn. 102
Hear me, ye nymphs, and ev’ry {wain | 42
How {weetly {mells the fummer green 44
How blithe was I each morn to fee 22
Haii mafonry, thou craft divine . 3o
" How happy was I Vi
How fair is my love | 70
Here attend all ye {wains, 2nd ye nymphs of the
plain 145
Hark the loud drum 123
Yiow prone the bofom is to figh 136
I
I’m in love with twenty 4
I fat on a bank by the fide of a river . 50
In a {ycamore {bade as I {at t’other day 59
In a plain pleafant cottage, convenieatly neat 74
In all mankind’s promifcuous race 61
I’d have a man of fenfe and air 62
I’m marry’d, and happy, with wonder hear this 85
In Paris city, they report for truth a 9o
In purfuit of fome lambs, fromr my flocks that hag.
ftray’d. - TIo
If thofe who live in ﬂ]epherd’s bow’r 1 fo¥
If love’s a fweet paflion, how can it torment 152
If T have fome little beauty 131
In good king Charles’s golden days 127
Jolly mortals, fill your glafles 139
In ftory we’re told 164"

Jack, thou’rt a toper 171
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Leave party difputes, your attention I pray 45
Let heroes delight in the toils of the war 65
Let the declining damatk rofe 138
Leave, neighbours, your work, and to fport and to
play ' 158.
Let a fet of {fober affes 15%.
M
My Nancy quits the rural plain 8.
My father and mother, for ever they chide. 35
My Jenny and 1 have toiP’d 08 -
Malfter Jenkins fmok’d his pipe 132
My time, O ye mufes, was happily fpent 147,
N .
No nymph that trips-the verdant plains 12
No woman her envy can foiother 166
Now hear me, dear-Nanny, nor.treat with difdain,
‘ 142
O:
©:Nancy wilt thou go withme - I
Oh !. how fhall I, in language weak- 28
© bonny lafs, will ye lie in a Barrack 30
O faw ye my father, or faw ye my mother 5k
Of woman, to-tell you my mind- - 64
On old England’s bleft thore 87
Orpheus with his lute, made trees . 96
On ev’ry hilly on ev’ry grove. 131
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P

Pho! pox o’ this nonfenfe, I pr’ythee, give

o’er ' 75

Pious Selinda goes to prayers 103
, R

Roufe Britain’s warlike throng 72
S

oome how my fpindle ¥ miflaid 27

Say, little foolith futt’ring thing 28

Sharp winter melts, and {fpreads her wing, 76

Shall T like an hermit, d well 8>

Since wedlock’s in vogue, and ftale virgins defe

| pifed 63

Sound the fife—beat the drum—to my ftandard

repatr I5I

Smart Doll of the green, who lov’d mirth as her

life 1212

Should I die by the force of good wine 122

Some fing Molly Mogg of the rofe 130

Soldier, foldier, take off your wine 1
: T

The fprightly horn awakes the morn G

The lark was up, the morning grey 9

The pride of all nature was fweet Willy, O 35

The lark’s fhrill notes awake the morn 32

>Twas fummer, and foftly the breezes were blow-

ing 49

To arms, to arms! Britannia.calls 106

Too plain, dear youth, thofe tell-tale eyes 100.
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T’other day, in the firawherry vale _ "g
"Fhe morning op’d fmiling, all nature-was gay: 16
Tom loves Mary pafling well 17
The trav’llers that throngh defarts ride- 47
The thund’ring drums did beat to battle &l
To eafe his heart, and own his flame 109
’Tis a twelvemonth- ago, nay, perhiaps they are
twain 118
The flower of female bezauty’s queen 126
‘Tell me, laff=s, have you feen 14K
"Twas you, Sir, ’twas you, Sir 169.
C V
. Vows of love-fhould every bind.
W .
When the fheep were in the fauld, and the ky at
home 33
When trees did bud, and fields were green 55
Wou’d you with her you love be bleft o]
."When Hobinol -entreated Doll =%
Welcome, welcome, brother debtor 28
- We’ll drink and we’ll never have dene, boys 104
Why will Florella, when I gaze . 1ag
Wou’d you tafte the perfume of the morn 8¢
When quite a young {park ‘ 82
When fore’d from dear Hebe to go 14

When ftern Achilles left the Grecian band’ 329
When difcord: ceas’d, and bloody broils no
more ' 114
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I N DE X . 1)
When firk ‘my dear laddie gade to the green

hill 149
‘We have no idle prating 157
. Wou’d you gain the tender creature 167
When Britain firft at heav’n’s command 164
While the lads of the village fhall merrily, abh! 48
Were I as poor as wretch can be 9z
While happy in my native land 97 -
Wind, gentle evergreen 170
RS 4
Ye mortals whom trouble and forrew attend 38~
Ye {fongfters from ev’ry tree ¥25
Ye virgins of Britain who wifély attend 135
- Ye gales that gently wave-the {fea 153
Tue Exm | -’E%»



