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ADVERTISEMENT.

INHIS Projell being mew in the
Manner of its Execution, and
it Improvement upon all  Collettions
hitherto publifd, it is hoped it will
meet with a candid Reception from the
LoveERrRS oF MUSICK, for whofe
Sake it avas undevtaken and compil'd.
The Readers «will ﬁ%d i théfe Volumes
[feveral Songs emzrely new, and wma-
wy other felett Ones, z‘/mzt were Ye-
vey 53]‘?)?‘8 ﬁZ‘ {0 Mﬂf ck: And as to
fuuch as bacve been already publify’d fingle
dith the Tunes to them, Care has been
taken that both the Poetry and Mufict
fould be bere corvetied, in which Re-
fpetls They awere before extremely szzlzf}*.
It may not be improper to intimate here,
that all thofe Somgs <which have not the
Fruorte-Musick fubjoiwd at the
A4 End




ADVERTISEMENT..
End of Them, ave [et awithin the Com-
pafs of that Inflyiment.

The Publifber begs Leave to take Notice,
that as this -Mzﬁ*e[ldn)! has its Uﬁz’, foitis
calculated for the Advantage of the Buy-
evs : A Colletion of Choice Songs are here
bound up together, the only Method of
preferving them, and at (o eafic a
Rate, thar zbey will mot coft the Pur-
chafevs half the Money they wou'd come
to m loofe Half Sheets.

As the Publifper is in great Foraward-
nefs with Two move Volumes, if any
Gentlemen think fit to favour him with
New Songs, divelfed for the Priuter of
this Colletlion, Poftage-free, proper Care
foaii be tiken to have them inferted
corvettly, and adapted to Mufick by the
beft Maffers,

o N 5Pl o0 . B0

" p ‘1;,' . &y / ‘ ;«‘ 1
(L g1y : .

Al s ’ *\1‘ F: Hh"‘g’f "l t
. i



OF THE

S O N G S

A.

The Parting of DErL1A and DamMon.
Adier, ye pleafant Sports and Plays Page 14
Set by Mr. GALLI1IARD.

After the Pangs of a defperate Lover 10G
The Lucky MINUTE.

As Chloris full of Harinlefs Thonght 146

S UsaN’s Complaint. |
As down in the Meadows I chanced to pafs 02
Apvice to the LADIES.
As Swow 1n the Vallies lying 118

TirLinG Joun. Sung by Mr. Harper, in
the Provok’d Wife.

As ipling John was jogging on (¢
The



TABLE of the S O N G 8.

C.

The Words by Mr. BoorH. Set by Mr. TENOE.
Can then a Look create a Thonght Pag. 106
The ENTREATY. By Mr. LEVERIDGE.
Chloc, be wife, no more perplex me 20
CAastario’s Complaint.

Come, all ye Youths, whofe Hearts e'er bled $¢
From a French Author. Set by Mr. CAREY.
Come from the Grives, each Goddefs I
D.

Rosin’s Complaint. Set by Mr. GREENE.
D:d ever Swagn a Nymph adore. 165

The TIPPLING*PHILOSOPHERS.
Sct by Mr. LEVERIDGE,

Diogencs, furly and prord I i
09
Falfe Pniranper, Setby Mr. Gouge.
Farewcl, thor fulfe Philander 4.

| Chanfoiz @ Botre. Sctby Mr. LEVERIDGE.
From Good Liguor uc’cr flivink
Sung inthe Conscious Lovinrs.
From DPlace to Place forlorn I ga 19:

Siguit.



T ABLE of the SON G S.
G.

Signior GEMINIA NI's Minuet. The Words
by Mr. BRADLEY.

Gently tonch the warbling Lyre | Pag. 49
H.
The Scorcun Wedding.

Hearken, and I will tell you how 43
o ——
1.

I.ovE, or WINE.

If Phillis denies me Relief 108
A LovEe Song. By Mr. CONCANEN.

Az love rbe(.", by Heaveu ; I cannot fay move 3

| In Praife of CLARET.

In [pite of Love, at length I find 36
JockEy and JENNY. Set by Mr. GOUGE.
Jockey awd Jenny zogether were laid 02,
Ir1s’s Caution.

Ivis, o a Bank of Thyme, * 150
L.

The I'LrusioN.

Love’s a Dream of mighty Treafure 120

DamoxN and Croe. The Words by Mr. DAKER,
Set by Mr. BURGESS.

Love’s an idley ¢childifh Paffion 139
Bonuy



TABLE o the SO N G S.

Bonny J E & ~.

Lowe's Goddefs sz @ Myrtle Grove Pag. 113
.. M‘
Set by Mr. N. Haym.
Mufing on Cares of bumane Fate 10
Puese. Set by Mr. GoUgs.
My Time, 0b ye Mufes! was bappily [pent 8!
O.
Lucy and Corrin. By Mr. TicKELL.
Of Leintter, fam’d for Maidens fair :
by Mr. TueoBaLD. Set by Mr. GALLIARD.
Oft on the troubled Ocean’s Face 4
T'he Briss.
O%! my Treafure, crown my Pleafure 14
Bessy BELr and MARY GRraAvY.
O Befly Bell and Mary Gray. 1
CLIMENE,
0b Fate, muft I vzy Hopes refign 1"

By Mr. Tneosatn. Sct by Mr. GALLIARD.
Ow a Bank of Flow'rs, in a Summer’s Day ;

Rosarinp’s Complaint. By Mr. Baker.
(n the Bank of a River fo deep 1)
SCOTCH dSong.

O the Broom, the bonmy, bonny Broon: '.”
Lovt



TABLE of the S O NGS.

P.

: L.ovE’ Caprice.

Paor fighing 1amon courts i1z vain Pag. 56

Set by Mr. COLE.

Prythee, Celia, now no more L6

R.
Ceria’s Complaint.

Hemember, Damon, yox did tell 25

S.

The REPROACH.

Send back my long-firay’d Eyes to me &2
The FARMER’S SON.
Sweer Nelly, my Heart’s Delight £30
T
To a Jealous Husband. By Mr. Concanex.
Set by Mr. GALL&ARD
Te!! wre, Olleno, why yoz fill FE4é
The LoveER’S REQUEST.
Dell ey tell ine, charming Creature 140
| The RErPrROACH.
The Groves, the Plaius, 33
Peartie’s Mill.
Ahe Lafi of Peatie’s Mill o



TABLE of tk¢ SO N.G S.

The Apvice. By Mr. CoNCANEN.
Set by Mir. GALLIARD.

The Lafs, that wonld know bow to manage @ Man P. 1
The DEsraIirING SHEPHERD. By Mr. Gavy.

The Sun was [unk beucath the Hills $8
Jhe I'arTurur LOovER.

Tbe laft Time I came Jer the Moor 142
The Batu MEpLEY. By Tony AsTON.
T be Spring’s a coming 101
The DeEscripTION.

Dbo’ Beanty, like the Rofe 122

| Set by Mr. CAREY.
Tho® cruel you feem to ny Pain 120
Set by Mr. WeELDON.

Thyrfis, I wifb as well as yoz 38
HorerLEss LovEe. Set by Mr. GOUGE.
Dby vaiz Purfuit, fond Youth, give oer 8
The Dyineg Swaxn. Setby Mr. TENOE.
*Twas on a River's verdant Side 11C
U.

A LovER'SEXCUSE for DRINKING.
Sct by Mr. LEVERIDGE.

Upﬁmfd me nor, mpric*fam Farr 34

W.

The MipsumMMER Wisu. By the Author
of the I"arr Circassran. Written
when he was at Ezon School.

Waft me, fome [oft and cooling Breeze, ()



TABLE o #h SON G S.
- By Mr. BARER. Set by Mr. TENOE.
W/Mt is Glory, Wealthy or Pleafure 6%

‘The FINE Lapy’s Lire. Sung by Mrs. CiBBER,
'\ in the Provek’d Husbaud.

W/mz tho® they call me Conntry Lafs 102
Ceria in a Jeflamine Bower.
Wﬁeﬁ the bright God of Day 172
By the Lord LANSDOWN.
W hile Phillis is drinking 40

ZELINDA. By Mr. WELSTED. Oet
by Mr. GALLIARD.

W?ﬂde in the Bow'r, with Beauty bieft 18

Set by Mr. N. HayM.
Wbr{ﬁ others laboyr to be great 33
) A Barrap. DBy Mr. PRIOR.
Who bas 'er been at Paris 04

To Frora dret. By Mr. BARER.
Set by Mr. T ENOE.

@by art thon dreft, my lovely Maid 12
To a Lapy. |
W'hy hangs that Clond wpon thy Brow 133
FrorerLrA. Setby Mr. TENOE.
H’hy will Florella, when. I gaze 72

The CoQUET.
H'ilt thow cver, lovely Charmer 74

. The DECEIVER.
ffﬂ'/’-’ tupeful Pipe, and merry Glec 124



TABLE of the. SONG S.
The FArturvrL LoveRr.
ifor’d Fate to me Belinda give. )

By Mr. TorkineTON. Set by Mr. GoUGE.
Wonwd Heav'n indulge my Love-fick Mind. 6

Y.

The Soldier’s Glory. By Mr. ESTCOURT.
Xe beanteons Ladzes of this Land 4

Set by Mr. GREENE.
2 happy Swains, whofe Hearts are free 1

“The Liover’s MESSAGE. Set by Mr. GALLIARD
Ye listle Loves that hourly wass I

ScotcH Song.
Ye Shepherds, and Nymphs I
Set by Mr. TENOE. :
Yor I love, by all that’s trae.

In Praife of ANNIE.
Young Annic’s badding Graces

SO NG



e A D V 1 C E.

.
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The Girl that has Beauty, tho® fmall be her Wit,
May wheedle the Clown, or the Beau;

‘T'he Rake may repel, or may draw in the Cit,
By the Ufe of that pretty Word ---- No:
By the Ufe of that pretty Word --- No.

When the powder’d Toupées in Crowds round her chat,
Each ftriving his Paflion to thow ;

With --- Kifs me, and love me, my Dear, ---and all that,
Liet her Anfwer be {till, No, #o, no:
Liet her Anfwer be ftill, N, no, »o.

When a Dofe is contriv’d, to lay Virtue a-fleep,
- A Prefent, a Treat, or a Ball;
She {till muft refufe, if her Empire the’d keep,
And, No, be her Anfwer to all.
And, No, be her Anf{wer to all.

But when Mafter Dapperwit offers his Hand,
Her Partner in Wedlock to go;
A Houfe, and a Coach, and a Jointure in Land~«--
She’s an Ideot, if then fhe fuys No:
She’s an Idcot, if then fhe fays No.

Whene’er fhe’s attack’d by a Youth, full of Charms,
Whofe Courtfhip proclaims him a Man ;

When prefs’d to his Bofom, and clafp’d in his Arms,
Then let her fay No, if fhe can :

‘L'hen let her fay No, if (he can.
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LUCY and COLLIN.

By Mr. TICK EL.
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LIJ- -y was thc Grace,Nore er did Lg‘fy S
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Hue Her co--ral L1ps,and damask Checks,and
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Oh, have you feen a Lilly pale,
When beating Rains defcend ?

So droop’d the flow-confuming Maid,
Her Life now near its End.

By Lucy warn’d, of flatt’ring Swains
Take heed, ye cafy Fair:

Of Vengeance due to broken Vows,
Ye perjur’d Swains, beware.

Three times, all in the Dead of Night,
A DBell was heard to ring;

And fhricking at her Window thrice,
The Raven flap’d his Wing:

‘T'oo well the Love-lorn Maiden knew
‘T'he folemn boding Sound;

And thus, in dying Words, befpolke
The Virgins weeping round.

£¢ | hear a Voicc you cannot hear,
‘“ Which fays, I muft not fay;

- ¢t ] {fee a Hand you cannot fce,
““ Which beckons me away.

““ By a falfe Heart, and broken Vows,
“ Incarly Youth I dyc;

“ Was I to blame, becaufe his Bride
“ Was thrice as rich as 2

B3 “ Ah
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““ Ah, Collin! give not her thy Vows,
‘“ Vows due t0 me alone;
¢“ Nor thou, fond Maid, receive his Kifs,
¢ Nor think him all thy own.
¢“ To-morrow in the Church to wed,
¢ Impatient, Both prepare;
¢ Butknow, fond Maid ; and know, falfe Man,
“ That Lzcy will be there.

¢ Then bear my Coarfe, my Comerades, bear,
‘““ This Dridegroom blythe to meet; |
¢“ He in his Wedding-Trim fo gay,
“ I, in my Winding-Sheet.
She {poke, fhe dy’d; her Coarfe was born,
T he Bridegroom blythe to meet ;
He in his Wedding-Trim fo gay,
She in her Winding-Sheet.

I'hen what were perjur’d Collin’s Thoughts?
IFlow were thefe Nuptials kept?

T'he Bridefinen flock’d round Lzcy dead,
And all the Village wept.

Confufion, Shame, Remorfe, Defpair,
At once his Bofom {well;

The Damps of Death bedew’d his Brow,

He fhook, he groan’d, he fell.

[ro
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From the vain Bride (ah Dride no more!)
The varying Crimfon fled ;

When ftretch’d before her Rival’s Coarfe,
She faw her Husband dead.

Then to his Lzcy’s new-made Grave,
Convey’d by trembling Swains,

One Mold with her, beneath onc Sod,
For ever now reimains.

Oft at this Grave, the conftant Hind
And plighted Maid are {een;

With Garlands gay, and True-Liove Knots,
They deck the facred Green.

But, Swain forfworn, whoc’er thou art,
This hallow’d Spot forbear ;

Remember Collin’s dreadful [Fatc,
And fear to mect him there.

For the F . u T E.
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4 L OV E § O N G
The Words by Mr. CONCANEN.

_ /-
more; T'hen fetnotmy Pafliona  cool---ing;
' A

A WA A A

o’er; for I’ but a Novice at Fooling.
| Deeds,
What my Love wants in Wards, it fhall make up in
Then why fhou’d we wafte Time in Stuff, Child?
A Performance, you wot well, a Promife exceeds ;
And a Word to the Wilc is enough, Child.

I know how to love, and to make that Love known;
But 1 hate all Protefting and Arguing :
Had a Goddefs my Heart, fhe fhou’d €’en lie alone,

If e made many Words to a Bargain.
I'n
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[’m a Quaker in Love, and but barely affirm

Whate’er my fond Eyes have been faying ;
Pr’ythee be thou {0 too, feek for no better Term,
_ But e’en throw thy Zes, or thy Nay in.

e b

I-cannot bear Love, like a Chancery-Suit,
The Age of a Patriarch depending ;

Then pluck up a Spirit, no longer be mutc,

ffGive it, one way or other, an Ending.

Long Courtfhip’s the Vice of a Phlegmatick Fool;

* Like the Grace of Fanatical Siuners,
Where the Stomachs arc loft,and theVictuals grow cool,
 Before Men {it down to their Dinners.

For the F . v T E.
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The Way to be S AVED.
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Set by Mr. N. HA Y /M.
Cares of hu--mane Fate, In
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Nice Virtue preach’d Religion’s Laws,
Paths to eternal Reft;

To fight his King’s and Country’s Caufe,
Fame counfell’d him was beft.

But Love oppos’d their noify Tongues,
And thus their Votes out-brav’d;

“ (Get, get a Miltrefs, fair and young,

¢ Love fierccly, conftantly and long,
‘“ And then thou fhalt be fav’d.

Swift as a Thought, the amorous Swain
To Silvia’s Cottage flies ;
In foft Expreflions told her plain
The way to heav’nly Joys.
She, who with Piety was ftor’d,
Delays no longer crav’d,
Charm’d by the God whom they ador’d,
She fmil’d, and took him at his Word;
And thus they both were {av’d.
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To F L O R A dreft.
Words by Mr. BAKER. Sez by Mr. TENOE.

fold thy Hair? { hyShape wun-brac’d, thy

| e = - NN
S e e i st w17
l . 57— VAR

flowing Hair, More bcautcous arc withs

out thy Carc. Would’l



S 0O N G . I3
Wou’d’ft thou, indced, be finely dreft?
Put by this Robe which hides thy Breaft:
Unbind thy Hair, and bare thy Breaft,
Thoi art, my Charmer! finely dreft.
Remove thefe Veltments all away,

Which like dark Clouds obfcure the Dav:
O! let them not obfcure thy Day :

Remove them all, my Fair! away.

Then fhining forth adorn’d wich Charms,
Ah! let me fold thee in my Arms |
‘T'ranfported, fold thee in my ‘Arms!

And gaze and wonder at thy Charms.

For the 'L v T E.
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The Parting of DELIA and DAMoN.

was di- ver-ting; Lo

wel each Song that

mournful Lays,l in

tunes my Pipe to
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De--lia  and Damon’s Parting. lLiong had he
lov’d, and long con-ceal’d, The dear tor-
T
_

menting  plea--fing P..\fﬁon, Tl

Ml



':‘juﬂ as the Fair One feem’d to give
A patient Ear to his Love-Story,
- Damon muft his lov’d Delia leave,
To go in Queft of toilfome Glory.
Half-fpoken Words hung on his Tongue,
" Their Eyes refus’d their ufual Meeting ;
- And Sighs fupply’d their wonted Song,
- Thefe charming Sounds were chang’d toWeeping.

Dear Idol of my Soul, adien;
~ Ceafe to lament, but nc’er to love me:

While Damon lives, he lives for you,
No other Charms fhall ever move me.

Alas! who knows, when parted far
From Delia, but you may deccive her.

‘The Thought deftroys my Heart with Care,
Adieu, my Dear, 1 fear for ever,

If
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For the F L v T E.

§ O N G

If ever'l forget my Vows,
May then my Guardian Angel leave me:

And more to aggravate mny Woes,
Be you fo good as to forgive me.

X6
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ohe FAiTHFULL LOVER,

'~ mnor a  greater DBlifs de---~fire.

- My charming Nymph, if you can find,

Among(t the Race of Human-kind,

s A Man that loves you more than I,

Pll refign you, I’ll refign you,

11 refign you, tho’ I die.

Let my Belinda fill my Arms,

With all her Beauties, all her Charms,
With Scoria and Pity I'd look down

On the Glories, on the Glories,

On the Glories of a Cro'wi.

V.oL. L.

oJode
C

17
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The Hords by Mr. WELSTE D.
Set by Mr. GALLIARD.

lov’d A--mintor lies; While finking on -Ze-

linda’s Breaft, He fondly, fondly, kifs’d her

A waking Nightingale, who long

Had mourn’d within the Shade,
Sweetly renew’d her plaintive Song,

And warbled, warbled, thro’ the Glade;

And warbled, warbled, warbled, thro’ the Gl
N
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-~ Melodious Songftrefs, cry’d the Swain,
To Shades lefs happy go;
Or, if with us thou wilt remain,
Forbear, forbear thy tuneful Woe:
Forbear, forbear, forbear, thy tunéful Woe.

Whi'le in Zelinda’s Arms I lie,
To Soné I am not free;
"On her foft Bofom while I figh,
I Difcord, Difcord, find in thee.
I Difcord, Difcord, Difcord, find in thee.

Lelinda gives me perfe& Joys:
~ Then ceafe thy fond Intrufion.
Be filent ; Mufick now is Noife,

Variety, .Variety, Confufion; s
Varie—e———ty, Confufion.

-
bl
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7 ENTREATY.

By Mr. LEVERIDGE.

olightnot my Love at fuch a-— Rate;

Should I your Scorn retirn, ’twill vex you;
Love, much abus’d, will turn to Hate.

Howcanfo  lovely, fair-——-— a Creature,

MR
~H1=-I-“-ﬂ,w_“
=--m r N N & hll‘;__-ﬂ

Put on the Looks of cold Difdain?

-lm:) l
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Women were  firft de—f fign'd by Na-ture
N
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To give a Pleafure, not a Pain.

I¥
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Kindnels creates a [Flame that’s lalting,

When other Charms are fled away;
Think then the Time we now are wafling,

Throw off thofe Frowns, and Love obcy.

For the FLuTE.




Diflembler, go,
Too well 1 know
Your fatal, falfe, deluding Agt;
To ev’ry She, |
As well as Me,
You make an Oft’ring of your Flearts
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For the FrL v rEk.
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In Praife of A N N I E.
Tune, All in the Downs, &c.
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vented in her Praile. Tell us, ye gentle
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We Youth, be watchful of your Hearts,
. When fhe appears, take the Alarm:
Love on her Beauty points his Darts,
~ And wings an Arrow from each Charm.
;_ .:E_i_round her Eyes, and Smiles, the Graces fport 3
And to her fiowy Neck and Breafts refort.

But vain muft every Caution prove,
* When fuch inchanting Sweetnefs fhines :
The wounded Swain muft yield to Love,
- And wonder, tho’ he hopelefs pines.
* ‘jS;uch Flames the foppith Butter-fly thon’d thun;
The Eagle’s only fit to view the Sun.

She’s as the opening Lilly fair,

 Her lovely FFeatures are complete ;

Whilft Heav’n, indulgent, makes her fhare
~ With Angels all that’s wife and {weet,
‘Thefe Virtues, which divinely deck her Mind,
Exalt each Beauty of th’ inferior Kind.

‘Whether fhe love the rural Scenes,
| Or {parkle in the airy 1 own,
O happy He her Favour gains,
Unbhappy ! if She on him frown.
The Mufe unwilling quits the lovely Theme,
.'Adieu,'fhc (ings, and thrice repeats her Name.

oJode
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COMPLAINT.
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And heream

am undone,
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Ho and  bo

Ho bo rab s

Moan.
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now, a—-las ! I
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Amburab.
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To.doleful Shades 1 will remove,
Since ’'m defpis’d by him I love,
Where poor forfaken Nymphs are {een,

In lonely Walks of Willow-green.
Ho. ho rab, &c.

Upon my Dear’s deluding Tongue
Such foft perfuafive Lianguage hung,
" That when his Words had Silence broke,
You wou’d have thought an Angel {poke.
Ho bo rab, &c.

Too happy Nymph, whoe’er fhe be,
That now enjoys my charming Ele;
For oh! I fear it to my Colt,

Sh’as found the Heart that 1 have loft.
o bo rab, &c.

Beneath the fairelt Flower on karth
A Snake may hide, or take its Birth;
So his falfe Brealt, — conceal it did

His Heart, the Snake that there lay hid.
Ho ho rab, &c.

*T'is falfe, who fays we happy arc,
Since Men delight our Hearts ' enfnarc:

~

;2,7

In
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In Man no Woman can be bleft;

Their Vows are Wind, their Love’s a Jeft.
Ho bo vab, &c.

Ye Gods, in Pity to my Grief,
Send me my Damosn, or Relief :
Return that wild delicious Boy,

Whom once I thought my Spring of Joy,
o bo rab, &c.

But whillt I'm begging of this Blifs,
Methinks I hear you anfwer this;

Whonz Damon bas enjoy’d, be flies;
Who fees bim, loves; who loves bim, dies,
Ho ho rah, &. |

"There’s not a Bird that haunts this Grove,
But 1s 2 Witnefs of my Love;

¥cho repeats my plaintive Moans,
The Waters imitate my Groans;
The T'rees their bending Boughs recline,

And droop their Heads, as I do mine.
Ho ho rab, &c.

£
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The Words by Mr. THE O BA L D.
Y é_y My. GALLIARI:J.
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On a Bank of Flow’rsyin 2 Summer’s Day, Ine:

youthful Swain with ad---mi-ring Eyes Wifh'd he

m R v M
1v~mr..‘==-—
durft the fair Maid fur--prize;With a  Fa, lag

I, &c, = = - - = But fear'd approaching Spies.

a3
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As he gar’d, a gentle Preeze arofe,
That fann’d her Robes afide;
And the fleeping Nymph did the Charms difclofe,
Which, waking, She weou’d hide.
Then his Breath grew fhort, and his Pulfe beat high,
He long’d to touch what he chanc’d to 1py;
With a f2, la, la, &c. ’
But durft not £till draw nigh.

All amaz’d he ftood, with her Beauties fir'd,
And bleft the courteous Wind;
Then in Whifpers figh’d, and the Gods defir’d,
That Celiz might be kind.
When with Hope grown bold, he advanc’d amain;
But fhe laugh’d loud in a Dream, and, agau,
With a fz, la, lz, &c.
Repell’d the tim’rous Swain.

Yet when once Defire has inflam’d the Soul,

All modeft Doub : withdraw ;
And the God of L.ove does each Fear controul, °

That wou’d the Lover awe.
Shall a Prize like this, fays the vent’rous Boy,
‘Scape, and I not the Means employ,
With a fa, la, ls, &c.

To feize the proffer’d Joy?

IHers
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Here the glowing Youth, to relieve his Pain,
The flumb’ring Maid carefs’d ; . &
And with trembling Hands (O the fimple Swain'ty
Her glowing Bofom prefs’d :
When the Virgin walk’d, and affrighted flew,
Yet look’d, as wifhing he wou’d purfue,
With a fa, la, la, &c.
But Damon mifs’d his Cue.

Now, repenting that he had let her fly,
Himfelf he thus accus’d;
What a dull and f{tupid Thing was I,
That fuch a Chance abus’d?
To my Shame ’twill now on the Plains be faid;
Dainor a Virgin afleep betray’d,
With a fz, Iz, Iz, &c.
Yet let her go a Maid.

For the F L. urE.
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Riches and Titleé give clfewhere,

To thofe that think them wor

a
J

th their Care

Divide, hovie’er you pleafe, the Ball;

Give me bat Flore, I have all.

For the FL.u TE.
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CHANsSON ¢ BoiReE,.

Set by Mr. LEVER IDGE.
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From good Liquornc’er fhrink, In Friendfhip we'll
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Lietus husband To-day, For Time ﬂlgs {wift a-
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way,And no one’s al--fur’d , no, no one’s af-

[
V—{—

Ml l:I
RW.

‘?A
L

fur’d of To-morrow.
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Of all the grave Sages
That grac’d the paft Ages,
Dad Noab the meft did excel:
He firft planted the Vine,
Firft tafted the Wine,
And got nobly drunk, and got nobly drunk, as
they tell. | oay,
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5ay, why fhould hot We
(et as bosky as He,
Since here’s Liquor as well will infpire ?
Thus I fill up my Glafs,
I’11 fee that it pafs, |
T o the Manes, to the Manes, of that good o1
3ires
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In Praife of CL ARET.

Day fhe'll eafe me: No jealous Thoughts di-
W . . s
fturb my Mind, Tho’ fhe’s enjoy’d by

—t—r—tt Tt

all Mankind; Thén drink and ne---ver
~N D o

fpare it,"Tisa Bot--tle of good Claret.
Chorus,  Thew Drink, &6, . (f
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If you, thro’ all her naked Clarms,
Her little Mouth difcover,
“Then take her blufhing to your Arms,
And ufe her like a Liover;
Such Liquor fhe’ll diftill from thence,
As will tranfport your ravifh’d Senfe:
. Then kifs, and never fpare it,
*T'is a Bottle of good Claret.
Chor.,  Then kifs, &c.

But beft of all! fhe has no Tongue,
Submiflive the obeys me ;

She’s fully better old than young,
And ftill to Smiling {ways me;

Her Skin is fmooth, Complexion black,

And has a moft delicious Smack ;

Then kifs, and mever fpare it,

’T'is a Bottle of good Claret.

Chor.  Then kifs, &c.

If you her Excellence would tafte,
Be fure you ufe her kind, Sir,
Clap your Hand about her Watte,
And raife her up behind, Sir;
As for her Bottom ncver doubt,
Puth but home, and you’ll find it out;
Then drink, and never fpare it,
’T'is a Bottle of good Claret.
Chor.  Zhen Drink, &c, Wi D 3
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Set by Mr. WELDON
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Pay--ment I can makc. Friendfhip fo high, that
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And that which Ho---nour

"
brave]y to bear The Lofs of

____

Jli

does in me, Lt my Example work on thee.

well as you, de---ny:

hold moft dear;
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The Words by the Lord LAN § DO WV N,
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liance, With Forces u-ni--ted, bid re-fitle(s De-
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higher, Andher Eyes from her drinking re-

—- ble,redouble their Fire.

Her Checks glow the brighter, recruiting theirColour,
As Flowers by fprinkiing revive with frefh Odour,
His Dart dipt in Wing, Love wounds beyond curing,
And the Liquor, like Qil, makes the I'Ia me,

makes the Ilame more enduring.

4 | By

b
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By Cordials of Wine Love is kept from expiring ;
And our Mirth is enliven’d by Love and Defiring;
Relieving cach other, the Pleafure 1s lafting,
And we never are cloy’d, yet are e ver, are ever
a tafting.

Then, Ph:llis, begin; let our Raptures abound ;
And a Kifs and a Glafs be {tifl going round :
Our Joys are immortal, while thus we remove
From Love to the Bottle, from the Bot
Bottle, to Love.

tle, the
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Falfe
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Sct by Mr. GoUGE.

muft for e---ver
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Janguifh, 1 muﬂfor e--ver mourn: From Love[

"d, And fhall no more re--turn.

am bamifh

1NIOW

IFarewel, deceitful Traitor,

thou perjur

L.et never injur’d Creature

r

Swain

"d

3

Farewe!

Belicve your Vows again

The
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The Paffion you pretended,

Was only to obtain;
For now the Charm is ended,

o™

The Charmer you dif{dain,

For the FrL v T E,
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The Words by, Mr. THEOBA L D.
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Set by Mr. GALLIARD.

Oft on the troubled O---ceail’s Face Loud {t

urm’ring Srges {well a-
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Billows
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pace, And Clouds ob--fcure

Breezes {imooth

ceafe to

Tyrant

fo in fond and am’rous Souls ll'
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~ Ah, cruel God!our Peace re-ftore,or wound us
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God! our Peacereftore, Orwound us  with  thy
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It SoLpreRrR’S GLORY.

‘The Words by Mr. RICH. ESTCOURT.
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Ye beautcous ILa--dics of this Land,Who
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are {0 wond’rous charming fair, I'hat
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Fo-reign-ers do  un-der-ftand You fomething

. | - :l.
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S 1
more than Mortals are: I meannowto

'

Glory, Th'At-tack-ing, and Hacking, and
Backing,



this will a _Soldi’er do for f.ove.

A Beauteous Miftrefs is the Word,

That makes a Soldier draw his Sword;

The worft of Dangers he will prove,

To be endear’d with Nights of Love:

What did we our Blades unfheath for,

And fo often venture Death for,

In Brabant, at Bruges, at Braffels, at Ghent,
Offend, Ramilly, av Lifle, at Zonrnay, at Blenheim,
At Doway, Bethane, St. Vincent, and Asr;
And many more T'owns I want Breath for?
All this will a Soldier do for Love,

T'he valiant Soldier only dies,
When wounded by the Fair one’s Eyes;
In War he may his Safety boaft,

But there’s no Armour againft a T oaft,
When
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When fhot by fome dear Deceiver,
Falling down into a Fever,

His Heart, like a Drum, beats Come, come, come;
Come to my Arms, I’m murder’d by your.Charms,

All this will a Soldier do for Love.

But gloricus Hm:e, compleating all
‘T'he Baldnce of this mighty bBall,
Has doubly honour’d a Soldier’s Life;
By being a noble Soldier’s Wife .
Fair Ladies, it can’t be new t’ye,
"T'hat your Beauty {purs us to Duty.
Admiring, defiring, Love firingy
Infpiring the Brave too;
Makes us defie a Grave too:
For fuch a Reward has a Soldier’s Life.

For the ¥ L u T E.
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Signior GeEMiNiIANI’S MINUET.
The Words by Mr. BRADLEY.
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Jo---¢ {eems 1inclin’d to Reit;
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Soft--eft Notes will footh her Breaft :
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Let them all pro--pi--tious prove.

On the mofly Bank fhe lyes,
(Nature’s verdant Velvet Bed,)
Beautcons Flowers meet her Eyes,
Forming Pillows for her Head;
Zephyrs waft their Odours round,

And indulging Whifpers found.

Vor. I. <)< HGe E
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CASTALIO's COMPLAINT.

Y AN M.

on his Head,

But Hand in Hand around me move,
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Singing the faddeft

x L)

)

V.
Tales of Love:
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If all your Wrongs can cqual mine.

The
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The happielt Mortal once was I,
My Heart no Sorrows knews
Pity the Pain with which 1 dye,
But ask not whencc it grew.
Vet if a tempting [Fair you find,
That’s very lovely, very kind,
Though bright as Heaven, whofc Stamp fhe bears,
Think of my Fate, and thun her Snares.

gﬁf'ih i
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Send home my long- firay’d Eyes to me,
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‘Which no unworthy Thought cou’d ftain:

But 1f it has been taught by thine

g,

S O N G
Send home my harmle{s Heart again,

Its Word and Oath,
Keep it, for then 'tis none of mine.

‘"o forfeit both

Yet fend me back my Heart and Eyes,

For Pll know all thy Falfities;

T'hat I one Day may laugh, when thou

Shalt grieve and mourn;
I'or one will fcorn,

And prove as

as thou art now.

Falfe

F'rLure

For the
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A LoveERrR’s Excuse for DRINKING,

Set by M, LEVERIDGFE,
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Upbraid me not, capricious Fair, With Drinking

\Vme your Indiff’wnce lefs s Loveme, my Dear, and
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you fhall find, When this Excufe is gone, Tha

Blifs, when Clog’s kind, Is ﬁtt on her alone.
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The God of Wiiie the Victory to Beauty yiclds with Joy,
) The
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_______ Bacchys  only  drinks like

me, Bacchus only drinks  like  me,
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LOVEs CAPRICE.
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tells his Pain, His Carc to evry Grove.
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Whilflt tender Sylvia’s panting DBrealt Ior

be.

fcoruful Acron burns, Proud Acron flights her

fond Requeft, And all her Favours fcorns.



y O N G 4.

[Zo the Second Part cf the Twm.]

Let ev’ry Nymph, that flights her Swain,
Still meet with Sylvia’s Fate;

And, when fhe feels her Liover’s Pain,
Her own Example hate.

For the F L urTE,
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7he DESPAIRING SHEPHERD

N , v
/2 Y B PSRN A SR B - ISR DS
2 7SR - N I A O L B ol DN - Y
- = BNt D St A S I o O
NP L/ ZENI AN N SUDU Y R Ml TR B ‘-"".__-run—n-

The Sun was funk be--neath the Hills,

The Weflern Clouds were edg’d with Gold;

N ‘ N
The Sky was clear, the Winds were (till,
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When, from the Silencc of the Grove,
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Poor Dzzrﬂm thus dcfpair’d of Love;

T e e T

Poor Damon thus defpair’d of Love.

Whe
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Who feeks to pluck the fragrant Rofe
From the bare Rock, or oozy Beach;
Who, from each barren Weed that grows,

Expeélts the Grape, and bluthing Peach;
With equal Faith may hope to find
The Truth of Love in Womankind.
The Truth, &c.

I have no I'locks, nor fleecy Care,
No Fields that {hine with golden Grain,
Nor Meadows green, nor Gardens fair,
Of Virgins venal Hearts to gain;
Then all in vain my Sighs muft prove,
IFor I, alas! am nought but Love.
For 1, &c.

How wretched is the faithful Youth,
Since Women’s Hearts are bought and {old;
They ask not Vows of {acred Truth;
Whene’er they figh, they figh for Gold.
Gold can the Frowns of Scorn remnove;
But I, alas! am nought but Love.

Bur [, &ec.

To buy the Gewns of India’s Coalt,

What Wealth, what Riches can fuffice?
But all their Fire can never boaft

The living Lultre of her Eyes;
IFor there the Wotld too cheap would prove,
But I, alas! am nought but Love,

Bue 1, &c.

Oh,
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Oh, Sylvia, fince nor Gems, nor Oar,
Can with thy brighter Charms compare,

Confider, that I proffer more,
(More {eldom found) a Heart fincere.

Let Treafure meaner Beauties move;
Who pays thy Worth, muft pay with Love.
Hho pays, &c.

For the F L u g
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The Words by Mr. TORKINTON. Set by Mr. Gouge.

Wou’d Heav’n indulge my love-fick Mmd
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And make my Joys compleat; Let me my
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Myra’s Favour find, And Iay mc at her Ieet.
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If the dear N)mph but on me fmile, Then
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frate may do its worlt : While fhe is kind, I fear

]

Ilf

no Iil; I ne’er can be ac--- -curtt.

With her I couw’d for ever dwell,
There’s Heav’n within her Arms;

But, abfent from her, I'm in Hell;
Dire Grief my Soul alarms.

I rave, 1 burn, I pine, I dye,
Nought can my Hoeart relieve;

But at her Sight my Sorrows fly,
Her Prefence bids me live.

) e
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COMPLAINT.
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jamonds, or Stars in the Skies :
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Oh! there 1 beheld a young beautiful Lafs:

And She fung a Song for the L
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They [parkled like
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‘Why does my Love Billy prove falfe and unkind,
Ah! why does he change, like the wavering Wind,
From one that is LLoyal in ev’ry Degree?

Ah] why does he change to Another from Me?
Or does he take Pleafure to torture me {o ¢

Or does he delight in my fad Overthrow?
Safanzab will always prove true to her Truft,
’Tis Pity, lov’d Billy fhould be {0 unjuft.

In the Meadows as we were a making of Hay,
There did we pafs the foft Minutes away;
Then was I kifs’d, and {at down on his Knee;
No Man in the World was {o loving as he.
And as he went forth to Harrow and Plow,
I milk’d him {weet Sillabubs under my Cow:
O! then I was kifs’d, as I {at on his Knee;

No Man in the World was {o loving as he.

But now he has left me, and Fanny the Fair
Employs all his Wifhes, his ‘Thoughts, and his Care
He kiffes her Hand, and fets her on his Knee,

And fays all the {oft Things, he once faid to me:
But if fhe believe him, the fal{e-hearted Swain

Wil leave her, and then fhe with me may complain:
For nought is more certain, belicve filly Sue,

Who once has been Faithlefs, can never be True.

She finifh’d her Song, and ’rofe up to be gone,
When over the Meadow came jolly young Fobn ;
Who told her, that She was the Joy of his Life,
And, if fe’d confent, he wou’d make her his Wife::

She
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She could not refufe him, fo to Church they went;

64

Young B:lly’s forgot, and young S#fax’s content.

.
J

Moft Men are like B:lly, molt Women like Sze

If Men will be Falfe; why fhould Women be [rue?

For the FLu T E.
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The Words by [Mr. BAKER,  Sez by Mr. TENOE.

Thou, my Life! art all the T'reafure,

Joy, and
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I'm going home ; from Meeting come;
Ay, 1ays one, that’s the Cafe:
Some Meeting he has burnt, you fee,
The Flame’s ftill in his Face.
Y Fobn thought *twas time to purge the Crime,
And faid, ’twas his Intent
For to afluage his thirfty Rage;
That Meeting ’twas he meant.

Come, Friend, be plain, you trifle in vain,
Says one, pray let us know,

That we may find how you’re inclin'd,
Are you High Church, or Low ?

Fobu 1aid to That, D11 tell you What,
'T'o end Debates and Strife,

All I can fay, this is the way
I fteer my Courfe of Life:

I ne’er to Bow, nor Bargefs go,
‘T'o Steeple-Houfe nor Hali;

The brisk Bar-Bell beft fuits my Zeal,
With, Gentlemen, d’ ye call?

Now judge, am I Low Church, or High,
From Tavern or the Steeple,

Whete merry Toll exalts the Sou,
And makes us high-flown People.

The Guards came on, and lock’d at Foor
With Countenance moft pleafant ;

By Whifper round, they all foon found,
He was no dang’rous Peafant

F 2 30
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S0 while Fobn ftood, the beft he cow’d,
Expecting their Decifion,

Pox on’t! fays one, let him be gore,
He’s of our own Religion.

for the F LuTE.
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By the Author of the FAIR CIRCASSIAN.

School.

Written whew he was at Eton
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Old ooy Thames, that flows faft by,
Along the fmiling Valley plays;

His glaffy Surface chears the Eye,

And thro’ the flow’ry Meadow {trays.
His fertile Banks with Herbage green,

His Vales with golden Plenty {well ;
Where-e’er his purer Streams are feen,

The Gods of Health and Pleafure dwell.

1.et me thy clear, thy yielding Wave
With naked Arm once more divide ;
In thee my glowing Bofom lave,
And cut the gently-rolling Tide.
Lay me, with Damask-rofes crown’d,
Beneath fome Ofier’s dusky Shade;
Where Watter-Lillies deck the Ground,
Where bubbling Springs refreth the Glade.

Let dear Laciunda too be there,
With azure Mantle {lightly dreft:
‘Ye Nymphs, bind up her ﬂoWing Hair,
Ye Zephyrs, fan her panting Breatt.
O hafte away, fair Maid, and bring
The Mufe, the kindly Friend to Love;
To Thee alone the Mufe fhall fing,
And warble thro’ the vocal Grove.

Fov
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F£F L O R E L L A4
Set by Mr. TENOE.
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Fair, Still gen---tle U---fage find.

But oh! How faint is ev’ry Joy,
Where Nature has no Partre
New Beauties may my Eyes employ,

But You cngage my Heart. q
o



* -l.ilr__‘ﬁ-_: .

73

J.

S O N G

=

D

. B

m O
5 L
@

bt >
o 10D
o O ot
S 24
aw.m
Sﬂw....,..ﬂ
= > 5
W Vo
M 2o
w O, T~
§% 8
ﬁ”mﬁwa
). —
th
'® 5
D £

ds

Tho’ Death atten

them there.

For the F L U T E.




c-~~-=-ver flies?

Circled it a Crowd of Lovers,
Freely all you entertain; yoz, &c.
None a favourite Smile difcovers,
Yet we're pleas’d to live in Pain, zo live &c.

Thus, by Art your Sex exceeding,

You idulge each vain Pretence ; each vain &c.
Fops encourage by good Breeding,

But approve the Man of Senfe, the Man &c.

Long in Silence have I waited,
Trembling to difclofe my Liove, difclofe &e.
IFearful to be one you hated,

Hopelefs you'd iy I'lame approve, my &c.
But,
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But, believe me, charming Creature,
Heav’n defign’d you kind as fair, yoz &c.
Be then (for ’tis in your Nature)
Kind, like him whofe Form you wear, whofe &z.

F.wi tbe FLUTE,
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Scotch SONG, csil’d, © the Broom.

How blith ilk Morn was I to fee
The Swain come o’cr the Hill ?
He leap’d the Brook, and flew to me:

I met him with good Will.

He tun’d his Pipe and Reed fae {weet,
‘T'he Burds fat liltning by :

E’en the dull Cattle {tood and gaz’d,
Charm’d with his Melody.

I ncither wanted Ew nor Lamb,
While his Flock near me lay:
tle gather’d in my Sheep at Een,
And chear’d me a’ the Day. e
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He did oblige me ev’ry Hour,
Cou’d I but thankful be?

He ftaw my Heart, cou’d I refufe
Whate’er he ask’d of me?

While thus we fpent our Time by turns,
Betwixt our Flocks and Play;

I envy’d not the faireft Dame,
‘Tho’ nc’er fae rich and gay.

Hard Fate that I fhould banifh’d be,
(zang heavily and mourn,

Becaufe I lov’d the kindeft Swain
That ever yet was born.

Adieu, ye Cowdenknows, adieu,
Farewel 3’ Pleafures there;

Ye Gods, reftore to me my Swain,
Is a’ I crave or care.

For the FLUTE,
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SCOTCH WEDDING.
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On his gray Yad as he did ride,
With Durk and Piftol by his Side,
He prick’d her on wt’ meikle Pride,
Wi meikle Mirth and Glee:
Out o’er yon Mofs, out o’er yon Muge,
Till he came to her Dady’s Door.

With a fa, lal, &c.

Goodman, quoth he, be ye within,
I’m come your Doghter’s Love to win,
I care no for making meikle Din,
What Anfwer gi’ ye me?
Now, Woer, quoth he, wou’d ye light down,
I’le gie ye my Doghter’s Love to win,
With a fa, lal, &c.

Now, Woer, fince ye are lighted down,
Where do ye win, or in what Town:
I think my Doghter winna gloon
On fic a Lad as ye.
The Woer he {tept up to the Houle,
And wow but he was wond’rous croule,

With & fa, lal, &c.

¥ have three Owfen in a Plough,
Twa good ga'n Yads, and Gear enough,
The Place they ca’ it Cadenengh

i fcorm to tell a Lic:
Be-
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Befides, I had frat. thee great Laird,
A Peat-pat and a Lang-kail Yard,

With afa, lal, &c.

The Maid pat on her Kirtle brown,
She was the braweft in &’ the T'own;
I wat on him fhe did na gloon,

But blinkit bonntliec.
‘The Lover he ftended up in Halte,
And gript her hard abopt the Wattc,

With a fa, lal, &c.

To win your Love, Mad, I’'m come here,
I’m young, and hae enough o’ Gear,
And for my fell ye need na fear,

Troth, try me whan ye like.
He took aff his Bonnet and {pat in his Chew,

He dighted his Gab, and he pri’d her Mou’,
With a fa, lal, &c.

The Maiden blufht and bing’d fu’ law,

She had na Will to fay him na,
But to her Dady fhe left it a’,
As they twa coun’d agree.
The Lover ee ga’e her the tither Kufs,
Syne ran to her Dady and telld him this,

With a fa, lal, &c.
Your
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Your Doghter wad na fay me na,
But to your fell fhe has left it &,
As we cou’d gree between us twa,
Say what’ll yc gi’ me wi’ her?
Now, Woer, quo’ he, I ha’e nae meikle,
But fick’s 1 ha’e ye's get a Pickle,
With a fa, lal, &c.

A Kilnfu’ of Corn I’ll gi’e to thee,
T hree Soums of Sheep, twa good Milk Ky,
Ye's ha’e the Wadding Dinner free,
Trothy I dow do na mair.
Content, quoth he, a Bargain be’t,
I’m far frae hame, make hafte let’s do’t,
With a fa, lal, &c.

The Bridal Day it came to pafé,
Wi’ mony blythfome Lad and Lafs;
But ficken a Day there never was,
Sic Mirth was never fcen.
This winfom Couple ftraked Hands,
Mefs Fobn ty’d up the Martiage Baiids,
With a fa, lal, &e¢. |

And our Bride’s Maidens were na few,
Wi Tap-knots, Lug-knots a’ in blew,
Frae Tap to Tae they were braw new,
And blinked bonnilie.
Yor. L. ) Their



§.

Their Toys and Mutches were {ae clean,
They glanced in our Ladfes Een,

S O N G

W71 meikle Mirth and Glee.
And ay they bobit and ay they beckt,

Sick Hirdum, Dirdum, and fick Din,
And ay their Wames together met,

Wi’ he o'er her, and fhe o’cr him,

With a fa, lal, &c.
The Minflrels they did never blin,

For the FLuTE.

Hih a fa, lal, &c.
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HOPELESS L OV E.
Set by Mr. GO U G E.

14 NI NN N Y
TR 1SN B W PR AN LI /IR Ay W 3T P
i- 510 0 Al 0 O 0 0 s O Y D5

PP B ¥ A W M DR VN y A,
LA I

7 9 | L

J -

Supprefs thy Sighs, and weep no more;

Should Heaven and Earth with thee combine,
"I'were all in vain; fincc any Power,

To crown thy Love, muft alter mine:

*Twere all, &c.

But, if Revenge can eafe thy Pain,
I’ll footh thofe llls I cannot cure,

Tell thee I drag a hopelefs Chain,
And more than I infliét, endure.

Tell thee, &c.
0500 G 2 The
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Set by Mr. TENO E.

You I love, by all that’s true,

Mor than all things here below;

With a Paflion far more great,
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Creature loved yet:

< S
L.ove no morc, or love not here.

Bid the Mifer Teave his Ore ;
Bid thc Wretched figh no more;
Bid the Old be Young again;
Bid the Nun not think of Man:
Sf/'vf:f,
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Silvia, this when you can do,
Bid me then not think of you.

Love’s not a thing of Choice, but Fate:
What inakes Ve love, makes You to hate;
Silvia, then, do what you will,

Eafe or Cure, Torment or Kill;
Be Kind or Cruel, Falfe or Truc,
Love I muft, and none but You.

For the FLuUTE.
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Nor flatter his Pride with the Pain you endure;
e 5 B S w0 e s e v
] - : y -

o

Cleopatra



B )
--E-ll---l-i—- |
l--l‘?.l'--l_- y

' gt}




30 S O N G §.
PHEDBE. Set by M. GOUGE.

When Phebe went wuth me where-cver I wen
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I thought twas the Spring; but alas! it was ohe.
With
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With fuch a Companion, to tend a few Sheep,
To rife up and play, or to lye down and fleep,
[ was fo good-humour’d, {o chearful and gay,
My Heart was as light as a Feather all day.
Buat now I fo crofs and {o peevifh am grown,
So ftrangely uneafy as never was known;
My Fair one is gone, and my Joys are all drown’d,
And my Heart — I am {ure it weighs more thanakound.

The Fountain that wout to run {wectly along,
And dance to {oft Murmurs the Pebbles among,
Thou know’(t, little Cupid, if Phebe was there,
"Twas Plealure to look at, ’twas Mufick to hear:
But now fhe is abflent, 1 walk by its Side,

And, {lll as it murmurs, do nothing but chide;
Muft you be {fo chearful, while I go in Pain?
Peace there with your Bubbling, and hear me complain.

Whenmy Lambkins around me would oftentime play,
And when Phebe and I were as joyful as they,

How pleafant theic Sporting, how happy the Time,
When Spring, Loveand Beauty were allin their Prime?

But now in their Frolicks when by me they paf,
[ fling at their Fleeces an handful of Grafs ;
[3e {till then, I cry, for it makes me quite mad, |

1o fee you fo merry, while I am fo fad.

My Dog I was ever well pleafed to fee
Come wagging his Tail to my Fair One, and Me:;

And Phebe was pleas’d too, and to my Dog faid,
(wome hither, poor fellow; and patted his Head.

Bug

L3
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But now, when he’s fawning, I with a four Look
Cry, Sirrah; and give him a Blow with my Crook
And I’ll give him another ; for why fhould not Zray
Be as dull as his Malter, when Pbebe’s away?

When walking with Phebe, what Sights have I feen?
How fair was the Flower, how frefh was the Green?
What a lovely appearance the I'rees and the Shade,
The Corn-fields and Hedges, and ev’ry thing made?
But fince fhe has left me, tho’ all are ftill there,
They none of ’em now {o delightful appear:

*T'was nought but the Magick, I find, of her Eyes
Made {o many beautiful Profpelts arifec.

Sweet Mufick went with us Both all the Wood thro’,
The Lark, Linnet, Throftle, 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’ {till they fing on,
The Woods are but lonely, the Melody’s gone:
Her Voice in the Confort, as now I have found,

GGave every thing elfe its agreeable Sound.

Rofc, what is become of thy delicate Hue?
And where is the Violet’s beautiful blue?
Does ought of its Sweetnefs the Bloflom beguile?
That Meadow, thofe Daifies, whydo they not fmile:
Ah'! Rivals, I fee what it was that you dreft,
And made yourfelves fine for; a Place in her brealt:
You put on your Colours to pleafure her Eye,
‘T'o be pluck’d by her Hand, on her Bofom to die.

How
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How flowly Time creeps, till my Phebe return 2
While amid(t the foft Zephbyr’s cool Breezes 1 burn;
Methinks, if I knew where-about he would tread,
I could breathe on his Wings, and ’twould melt down -

the Liead.
Fly {wifter, ye Minutes, bring hither my Dear,
And reft {0 much longer for’t, when fhe is here.

Ah Colin! old Time is full of Delay,
Nor will budge one foot fafter for all thou canft fay,

Wili no pitying Power that hears me complain,
Or cure my Difquiet, or {foften my Pain?
To be cur’d, thou muft, Colin, thy Paflion remove
But what Swain is fo filly to live without Liove?
No, Deity, bid the dear Nymph to return,
IFor ne’er was poor Shepherd fo fadly forlorn.
Ah! what fhallI do? I fhall die with Defpair;
Take heed, all ye Swains, how you love one {o fair.
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FOCKEY and FENNTY.
Set by Mr. GoUGE.

Fockey and fenny togetner were laid;
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Wou’d Slgh to his Sigh and kind Language, return.

Thcrc s no Pair {0 happy, o much of one Mind,
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As FJockey to Femny, [0 Feuny's cnclm’d
Content
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 Content with each other in humble Retreat,

* They court not new Beauties, nor envy the Great;

He'll not quit his Nymph,nor the Nymph quit herSwain,
For Pleafures yet thought of, or Riches to gain.
Come, all you gay Courtiers, who Greatnefs sdmire,
And fhine in gilt Coaches, with pompous Attire,
Regard the true Pleafure this Couple enjoy,

For Pleafures with Jfockey and Fesny ne’er cloy.

While you quit your S:/via for Cloe’s bright Eyes,
Aminta purfue, you fair Gloe defpife,

When one Nymph’s undone, you another undoe,
And rambling, the Fair does the famc thing by you:
*Till Nature grows weary, decrepit, and poor;

Not aged, but quite has exhaufted her Store;

'Tis Fockey and Fenny enjoy the true Tafte :
Be conflant like them, and your Plealures will laft.

For the FLuTE.
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Do the Qld Tune of the Abbot of Canterbury.
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There Death breaks the Shackles, which Force had

put on;
And the Hlangman compleats, what the Judge but begun:
There
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There the*Squire of the Pad, and the Knight of the Poft,
Find their Pains no more balk’d, and their Hopes no
more crofs’d.
Derry down, &c.

[ known ;
Great Claims are there made, and great Secrets are

And the King, and the Law, and the Thief hashisown :
But my Hearers cry out; What a Duce doft thou ail
Put off thy Refle€tions; and give us thy Tale.

Derry down, &c.

*Twas there then, in civil Refpeét to harth Laws,
And for want of falfe Witnefs, to back abad Caufe,
A Norman, tho’ late, was oblig’d to appear :
And Who to afiift, but a grave Gordelier?

Derry down, &c.

The’Squire, whole good Grace was to open the Scene,

Seem’d not in great Hafte, that the Show fhou’d begin

Now fitted the H.!ter, now travers’d the Cart;

And often took L.eave ; but was loth to depart.
Derry dowi, &c.

What frightens You thus, my good Son? fays the Prieft :
You Murther'd, are Sorry, and have been Confeft.
O Father! My Sorrow will fcarce fave my Bacon:
For *twas not that I Murther’d, but that I was Taken.
Derry down, &c.
[ Fancies:
Pough! pr'ythee, ne’er trouble thy Head with fuch
Rely on the Aid you fhall have from Saiat Framcis :
[t the Money you promis’d be brought to the Cheft;
You have only to Dye: lct the Church do the reft.
Derry down, &c. And
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And what will Folks fay, if they fce you afraid »

It refie€ts upon Me, as I knew not my T'rade:

Courage, Friend; To-day is your Period of Sorrow;

And Things will go better, believe me, To-morrow.
Derry down, &c.

;To-morrow? our Hero reply’d in a Fright:
He that’s hang’d before Noon; ought to thifik of To.
night,
Tell your Beads, quoth the Prieft, and be fairly trufs’d up:
For you furely To-night fhall in Paradife {up.
Derry down, &c.

Alas! quoth the’Squire, howe’er fumptuous the Treat,
Parblew! 1 fhall have little Stomach to Eat:
I thould therefore efteem it great FFavour, and Grace;
Wou’d you be fo kind as to go in my Place.

Derry down, &c.

That I would, quoth the Father, and thank you to boot;

But our Actions, you know, with our Duty muft {uit.

The Feaft, I propes’d to You, I cannot tafte:

For this Night, by our Order, is mark’d for a Faft.
Derry down, &c.

Then turning about to the Hangman, he faid ;

Difpatch me, [ pr’ythee, this troublefome Blade:

For Thy Cord, and My Cord both equally tie;

And We live by the Gold, for which other Men Dye.
Derry down, &c.

<08 e
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Her Arms, white, round and {mooth,
Breafts rifing in their Dawn,

To Age it wou’d give Youth,
1o prefs ’em with his Hand.

‘Thro’ all my Spirits ran
An Ecftacy of Blifs,

When I fuch Sweetnefs fand
Wrrapt in a balmy Kifs.

Wi ithout the Help of Art,

Like Flow’rs which grace the Wild,
She did her Sweets impart,

Whene’er the {poke or fmil’d:
Her Looks they were fo mild,

Free from affeted Pride,

She me to Love beguil’d,
I wifh’d her for my Bride.

O had I all that Wealth
Haptoun’s high Mountains fill,
Infur’d long Life and Health,

And Pleafures at my Will;

I’d promife and fulfill,

‘T'hat none but bonny She,
The Lafs of Peatie’s Mill,

shou’d fhare the fame wi’ me.
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For the FL U TE.

H 1

99



YOO S O N G .

, Set by Mr. G/fLLIARD
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After the Pangs of a dcfperate Lover,
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In her Eyes Pity, who caufes my Pain !

When with Unkindne(s our Love at a Stand s,
And Both have punith’d our felves with the Pain,
Ah, what a Pleafure the Touch of her Hand is!
Ah, what a Pleafure to prefs it again!
Aby what & Pleafure, &c.

When
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When the Denial coines fainter and fainter,
And her Eyes give what her T'ongue does deny,
Ah, what a Trembling I feel when I venr el
Ah, what a Trembling does ufher my Joy!
Ab, what a Trem!ling, &c.

When, with a Sigh, fhe accords me the Bleffing,
And her Eyes twinkle twixt Pleafure and Fain;
Ah, what a Joy ’tis, beyond all exprefling !
Ab, whata Joy to hear, Shall we agan!
Aby what a Foy, Xc.

For the FL u TE.
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The Fine LADY's LIFE.

: Sung by Mrs. C1BBER, in the Provok’d Husband.
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of them all, With a Smﬂaf by---Clear the I$ay.
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Surrounded by a Crowd of Beaux,
With fmart Toupees, and powder’d Cloaths,
At Rivals I’l] turn up my Nofe;
Oh, “¢ou’d I fee the Day!
1’11 dart fuch Glances from thefe Eycs,
Shall make {eme Lord, or Duke, my Prizc;

And then, Oh! how I'll tyrannize,
With a Stand by --- Clear the b ay.

Oh! then for ev’ry new Delight,

For Equipage and Diamonds bright,

Quadrille, and Plays, and falls; all Night,
Oh, cou’d I fee the Day!

Of Love and Joy I'd take my IFill,

The tedious Hours of Life to kill,

In every thing 1’d have my Will,
With a Szawnd by --- Clear the U ay.

For the FLurTE.
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Sung in the Conscious Lovers,
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IFrom Place to Place for----lorn I go, '\th

Forbidden

a filent Shade;

downcaft Eyes,
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My inward Pang, my fecret Grief,

My loft confenting Liooks bcetray

2

He loves, but gives me no KRelief;
Why fpeaks not He who may?
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for the Fr.uv T e,
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ne’er fo undone, with fuch Blifs in his View.

Was ever a Nymph {o hard-hearted, as minc?
She knows me fincere, and fhe {ees how I pine;
She docs not difdain me, ner frown in her Wrath,
But calmly, and mildly, refigns me to Death.

She calls me her I'riend; but her Lover denies :
She fmiles when P chearful, but hears not my Sighs
A Bofom fo flinty, {o gentle an Alr,
tnfpires mic with Eope, and yet bids me defpair!
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I fal] at her Feet, and implore her with Tears;
Her Anfwer confounds, while her Manner endears s
When foftly fhe tells me to hope no Relief,

My trembling Lips blefs her in fpite of my Grief.

By Night while I {flumber, {till haunted with Care,
[ {tart up in Anguifh, and figh for the Fair:
The [Fair fleeps in Peace, may the ever do {o!
And, only when dreaming, imagine iny Woe.

Then gaze at a Diftance, nor farther afpire,
Nor think fhe fhould love, whom fhe cannot admire.
Huth all thy Complaining, and, dying her Slave,
Commend her to Heav’n, and thy f{elf to the Grave.

For the FLurTE.
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At my Mirth why fhould fhe repine!
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—.Y: my Milth ;why {hould the repine?

The fparkling Champaign fhall remove
All the Cares my dull Grief has in {tore:

My Reafon | loft when I lov’d,
And, by Drinking, what can I do more?

And by Dyinkiing, &c,
Wou'd
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wWoun'd Phzllis but pity my Pain,
Or my amorous Vow wou’d approve:
The Juice of the Grape 1'd difdain,
And be drunk with nothing but Love
And be drunk, &cC.

Ior the FLuTEk.
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DYING SWAN.

The

About the

"Twas on a River’s verdant Side,

ur

N

Or tun’d her

ne’er had ftran’d her Throat,

Stroke tor---bore.

Awhile the

Note,

Fare
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Farewel, fhe cry’d, ye Silver Streams ;
Ye purling Waves, adieu;

Where Phwbus us’d to dart his Beams,
And bleft both me and you.

Farewel, yetender whiftling Reeds,

Soft Scenes of happy Liove;
Farewel, ye bright enamell’d Meads,

Where I was wont to rove:

With you I muft no more converfe;

Look ! yonder {etting Sun
Waits, while I thefe laft Notes rehearfe,

And then 1 muft be gone.
Mourn not, my kind and conftant Mate,

We'll meet again below ;

It is the kind Decree of Fate,
And I with Pleafure go.

While thus fhe fung, upon a Tree
Within th’ adjacent Wood,

T'o hear her mournful Melody,
A Stork attentive ftood:

From whence, thus to the Swan fhe {poke;
What means this Song of Joy?

Is it, fond Fool, fo kind a Stroke,

That does thy Life deftroy ¢

Tuarn back, deluded Bird, and try
‘T'o keep thy fleeting Breath;

{t is a difmal thing to dic;
And Pleafure ends in Death.

Bafs
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Bafe Stork, the Swan reply’d, give O’er;
Thy Arguments are vain;

If after Death we are no more,
Yet we are free from Pain:

But there are foft Elyfian Shades,
And Bowers of kind Repofe,

W here never any Storm invades,
Nor Tempeft ever blows.

There in cool Streams, and thady Woods;
I’l1 {port the Time away;

Or, fwimming down the cryttal Floods,
Among young Halcyons play.

Then pt’ythee ceafe, or tell me why
I have fuch Caufe to grieve;
Since it’s a Happinefs to die,
And it’s a Pamn to live.

For the FLUTE.
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INo more the Nymph, with haughty Air,
Refufes #illie’s kind Addrefs ;
Her yielding Blufhes thew no Care,
But too much Fondnefs to {upprefs.
No more the Youth is fullen now,
But looks the gayelt on the Green, *
Whillt ev’ry Day he {pies fome new |
Surprizing Charms in bonny feaz. |

A thoufand Tranfports crowd his Brealt,
He moves as light as fleeting Wind ;

His former Sorrows feem a Jeft, i
Now when his Feawie is turn’d kind: {

Riches he looks on with Difdain,
The glorious Fields of War look mean ;
The chearful Hound and Horn give Pain,
If abfent from his bonny fean.

The Day he {pends in am’rous Gaze,
Which ¢’en in Summer fhorten’d feems;
When funk in Downs with glad Ainaze,
He wonders at her in his Dreams,
All Charms difclos’d, fhe looks more bright
Than old Zroy’s Prize, the Sparzan Queen;
With breaking Day he lifts his Sight,
And pants to be with bonny fear.

for
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7oz JEALOUS HUSBAN D,
By Mr. CoxcaNeEN. Set by Mr. GALLIARD.

il], Of your too vir----tuous Wife?

For, faith, 1 can’t fee to what End
You keep her up {o clofe;

Nor how you cou’d your fclf oflend,

‘That like a Snail, my gloomy Friend,
You never leave your Houfe.

Ah! Were fhe but advis’d by me,
Her many Taunts and Scorus

With Int’reft thou’d refunded be,

ohe’d make a perfeét Snail of thee,
BBy decking thee with Horns.
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ADVICE # the LADIES.

moft bewitching Faces, Atapproaching Age decay.

As a Tyrant, when degraded,

Is defpis’d, and s upbraided,

By the Slaves he once controul’d;
So the Nymph, if none con’d move her,

Is contemn’d by c¢v’ry Lover,
When her Charms are growing old.

Mo



S 0O N G 4.

nfelancholick Liooks, ana Whining,

Grieving, Quarrelling, and Pining,
Are th’ Effets your Kijouars move,

Soft Carefles, amorous (iances,

Melting Sighs, tranfporting Trances,
Are the bleft Effeés of Love.

Fair Ones, while your Beauty’s bloomtng,
Ufe your Time; left Age refuming
What your Youth profulely lends,
¥ou are robb’d of all your Glories,
And condemn’d to tell old Stories
To your unbelieving IFriends.

110
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caufe I am true; Yet, Phillis,you love a falle
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{fecm ; But,ah!you'rcan An---gel to me,

Thofe Lips which he touches in hafte,
To them I for ever cou’d grow;
Still clinging around that dear Walte,

Which he fpans as befides you he’ll go. -
I hat
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That Hand, like a Lilly fo white,

Which over his Shoulders you lay;
My Lips they cou’d prefs it all Day.

My Bofom cou’d warm it all Night,

and fly to the Plain,

To dwell in a Cottage with thee,

Were Graces my Subjels to be,
But if I muft feel your Difdain,

Were I like 2 Monarch to reign,

I’d leave them,

If Tears cannot Cruelty drown

Oh! let me not live in this Pain,
But give me my Death in a Frown.

For the FrLvuT e,
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e DESCRIPTION,
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likethe Sun on high, Gives Rays to ev’ry Grace.

S0 charming 1s her Alr,
So fmooth, {o caim her Mind,
T'hat to {ome Angel’s Care
Fach Moment feems aflign’d :
DPat vet fo careful, {prightly, gay,
The joyful Moments fly;
As il for Wings they tlole the Ray,
ohe darteth from her Eye.
Kind



123

S

S 0 N G

Kind am’rous Cupids, while

With tuneful Voice fhe fings,
Perfume her Breath, and {miile,

And wave their balmy Wings:

But as the tender Bluthes rife,

-
-
-,

Soft Innocence doth warm
The Soul in blifsful Ecftafies

Diffolveth in the Charm.

For the FLury.
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fothing Tale did foon prevail 1o gan my

full, and lcaves me full of Gricf,
Young
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Young femmy courts with artful Song,
But few regard his Moan ;

T'he Liafles about Feckey throng,
And Jemmy's 1cft alone.

In Aberdeen {ure ne’er was feen
A Loon that gave fuch Pain;
He daily woous, and (il purfucs,

”I'1l] he does all obtain.

But {oon as he hath gain’d we B,
Away the Loon does run,

And hardly will afford a Kifs
T'o {illy me undone.

Bonny Molly, Maggv, Dolly,
Avoid my roving Swain ;

His wily Tongue, befure, yon f(hun,
Lelt you like me complain.

For the FrLumre.
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ROSALIND’s COMPLAINT!
' By Mr. BA K E R. J

T, the Tnne of Grim King of the Ghofls.

= Y
Hé, Among all the Shepherds and Swains.

Down
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Down each Cheek ran her Tears in a Stream :

All his Vows are forgotten! fhe cries;
Regarded no more than a Dream,

Tho’ for Him his fond Shepherdefs dies:
He’s gone, the falfe Creature i3 gone,

To deceive fome freth Nymph o’ the Plain,
Whofe Fate will, like mine, be to moan

The Lofs of a perjured Swain.

Beware, you bright Maidens! beware,
If my treacherous Shepherd you meet;
For, alas! he’s bewitchingly fair;
When he {peaks, there’s no Mufick {o {weet:
As the Spring he is blooming and gay,
As the Summer delight{fome and kind;
But believe not one Word he can fay,
For he’s falfe as the wavering Wind.

Foolith Maid! whilft I thought he was true,
I fent up no Look to the Skies;
All the Sunfhine or Gloom that I knew,
Woas the Gloom or the Shine of his Eyes.
He alone was my Joy and my Care,
I with’d for no Heaven above:
No Sorrow, no Pain, could [ fcar;
No Hell, but the Lofs of his Love.

How fondly endearing was He,
>l I granted whatc’er he delir'd?

But, you Virgins! take Warning by me.
For his Flame from that Momncnt expir’d:

Now
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Now [ nc’er fhall embrace him again,

He, ungrateful, is lown from my Arms,
Far away O’er the flowery Plain,

And defpifes thefe (ullyed Charms.

Sure the Gods have fome Vengeance in Store,
For the Breach of thofe Vows which he made;
Tho’ by him they’re remember’d no more
Than the Wretch who by them was betray'q,
But forgive him, you Powers above!
Tho’ he’s falle, bring no Harm on his Head;
But crown him with Beauty and Love,
L.ong after poor Rofalind’s dead.

Thus fhe mourn’d: What a Scene all around!

The Birds flag their Wings at her Sighs,
The Valleys her Sorrows refound,

And the Stream fhews her blubbered Eyes:
All Nature takes Part in her Woe,

A black Cloud o’er the Heaven 1s {pread,
The Winds have forgotten to blow,

And the Willows bend over her Head.

For the F . v T E.
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And a gaudy Cloud embrace. |

Happy only is the Lover,
Whom his Miftrefs well deceives ;
Seeking nothing to difcover,
He contented lives at Eafe.
But the Wretch that would be knowing
What the Fair One would difguife,
Labours for his own Undoing;
Changing Happy, to be Wife.

Vor I, S K
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No: I am a Lady gay,

*Tis very well known, [ may

Have Men of Renown, in Country or Town :
So, Roger, wizhout delay,

Conrt Bridget, or Sue, Kate, Nancy, or Prue,
Their Loves will foor be won ;

But dow’t you dare to [peak me fair,

As if Lwere at my laft Prayer,
To marry a Farmer’s Som,

My Father has Riches Store,
Two Hundred a Year, and more;
Befide Sheepand Cows,Carts,Harrows and Plows;
His Age is above T'hree-{core:
And when he does die, then merrily I
Shall have what he has won ;
Both L.and, and Kine, all fhall be thine,
{f thou’lt incline, and wilt be mine,
And marry a Farmer’s Son.

A Fig for your Cattle, and Corn,
Your proffer’d Love I feorn;
*Tis known very well, my Name it is Nell,
And yow're but a Bumpkin born.
Well, fince it is fo, away I will go,
- And I hope no Harm is done;
Farewel ; adieu: 1 hope to wooe
As good as you, and win her too,
‘T'hough ’m but a Farmer’s Son.

Be not 1 fuch Haffe, quoth fhe,
Perbaps we may flill agree
K 2 For,
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For, Man, I proteft, I was but in Feft,
Come, priythee fit down by me,

For thon art the Man, that verily can
Perform what muft be done ;

Both flrast, and tall, genteel withal;

TLherefore I [oall be at your Call,

To marry a Farmer’s Son.

Dear Lady, believe me now,
I folemnly fwear, and vowr, .
Wo Lords in their Lives take Pleafure in Wives,
Like Fecllows that drive the Plow; '
For whate’er they gain, with Labour and Pain,
They don’t to Harlots run,
As Courtiers do. I never knew
A London Beau, that could outdo
A Country Farmer’s Son.

For the Fr.uTE.
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Dear Child, how can I wrong thy Name,
Since ’tis acknowledg’d at all Hands,
That could ill Tongues abufe thy Fame,
Thy Beauty can make large Amends?
Or if I durft prophanely try
Thy Beauty’s pow’rful Charms t’ upbraid;
Thy Virtue well might give the Lie,
Nor call thy Beauty to its Aid.

For Venus, ev’ry Heart £’ enfnare,

With all her Charms has deckt thy IFace;
And Pallas, with unufual Care,

Bids Wifdom heighten ev’ry Grace.
Who can the double Pain endure?

Or who muft not refign the Field
To thee, Celeftial Maid, {ecure

With Cupid’s Bow, and Pallas® Shield ?

If then to thee fuch Power is given,
Let not 2a Wretch in Torment live ;
But fmile, and learn to copy Heav’n,
Since we mulit fin, ere it forgive.
Yet pitying Heav’n not only does
Forgive th’ Offender and th’ Offence,
But e’en Itfelf appeas’d beftows
As the Reward of Penitence.
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The LLovER’S MESSAGE.

oy Nymph dif-----dains to love, Tell hera.
— B

Set by Mr. GAL L IAR D.

Yelittle Loves, that hour----ly wait,To bring from
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D AMOWN and C L O E
‘ords oy Mr. BAXER. Set by Mr. BURGESS

DA MON.

Girls and Boys;  Marriage is a curfed Fathion
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Women are but foolith Toys. Spight of all the

made to  reign.
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Why thefe Cares upon thy Brow?
Ask him, who’s the Monarch now.

Thou, who dar’lt my Pow’r defy;
Did the Rebel Pride deceive Thec?

Feel the Force of Liove and Besuty;
Tremble at my Feet, and die.
Wherefore does thy Colour leave Theer

Empty Boafter ! know thy Duty,
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7he LOVER’s REQUEST.

The Defire of Admiration,
Is the Plecafure you purfue;
Pr’ythee try a lalting Paflion ;
Such a L.ove as mine for you.

Tears and Sighing cou’d not move you;
For a Lover ought to dare:

When I plainly told I lov’d you,
Then you {aid I went too far.

Are fuch giddy Ways befeeming ?
Will my Dear be fickle ftill ?

Congucft is the Joy of Women;
Let their Slaves be what they will,

Y our
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Your Negle&t with Torment fills me,
And my defperate Thoughts increafe;

Pray confider, if you kill me,
You will have a Lover lefs.

If your wand’ring Heart is beating
For new Lovers, let it be:
But, when you have done Coquetting,

Name a Day, and fix on me.

For the P L. u T B.

AN
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Zhe FAITHFUL LOVER.
o g

ruddy .Mom dlfphy’d The beaming

treats for  Woo----ing. Be-
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Beneath the cooling Shade we lay,
Gazing, and chaltly {porting;
We kifs’d, and promis’d Time away,
»Till Night fpread her black Curtain.
[ pity’d all beneath the Skies,
Ev’n Kings, when fhe was nigh me:
In Raptures I bebeld her Eyes,
W hich could but ill deny me.

Shou'd I be call’d where Lannons roar,
Where mortal Steel may wound me;
Or caft upon fome foreign Shore,
Where Dangers may farround me:
Yet Hopes again to fee my Love,

To featt on glowing Kifles,
Shall make my Cares at Diftance mov?e,

In Profpet of fuch Blifles.

In all my Soul, there’s not one Place

To let a Rival enter;
Since fthe excels in ev’ry (race,
In her my Love fhall center.

Sooner the Seas fhall ceafe to flow,
Their Waves the Alps fhall cover,
On Greenland lce thall Rofes grows

Before I ceafe to love her.

The

1
) {
i



§.

The next Time [ go o’er the Moor,

§ O N G
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She fhall a Lover find me;
And that my Faith is firm and pure,

Tho’ I left her behind me
Then Hymen's facred Bonds thall chain

P

My Heart to her fair Bofom
There, while my Being does remain,

My Love more frefh fhall blofTom.

T
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Oh!my Treafure.,crown my Plaa--—fure,

.;. -1 - - /'“"-
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Let this be the hap----- yNwht bleﬁ oh!

i};ﬂ;— e ‘:..’.'.‘.‘.'33!: ""lill"i ‘E:

blefs me! Kmd---nly prcfs me, Let medie with

7 \ .
X _ _

7

dear ellght ; Wlth dear De--light.

Lieave this Trembling,
And Diflembling,

Lay afide all Female Art;
Love’s foft Pleafure,
Beyond meafure,

Will attone for all its Smart:

For all its Smart.

Vor. L L



A Chloris, full of harmlefs Thought, Be-
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She blufh’d to be encounter’d {0,
And chid the am’rous Swain;

But, as fhe firove to rife and go,
Hec pull’d her down agaill.

A fudden Paffion feiz’d her Heart,
In fpite of her Difdain;

She felt a Pulfe in ev'ry Part,
And Love in evry Vein.

I l

Slephcrd brought, To pafs.the Time away.

Onh Youth! faid fhe, what Charms arc thele,

That congquer and {urprize?

Oh! let me——for, unlefs you pleaic,

1 have no Pow’r to rife.

She
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She fainting fpoke, and trembling lay,
I'or fear he fhow’d comply;

Her lovely Eyes her Heart betray,
And gave her Tongue the Lie,

T'hus {he, who Princes had deny’d,
With all their Pomp and Traiu,

Was in the Iucky Minute try’d,
And yielded to the Swain.

For the FrLurTe.
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Sct by Mr. G R E E N E.

1
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Ye hap--py Swains whofe  Hearts are
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frce from Love’s Im----pe--rial Chain,

Take warning, and be taught by me, T’ ;

A ~

[ 5]

void th’in-chant--ing  Pain. IFa---tal te

Wolves 1o - trembling  Flocks, [Fierce

Windsto  Bioffoms prove; To care--lefs
N ) i
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W
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Scamen hidden Rocks, To human

e

uict, l.ove

Il
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Fly the fair SeX, if Blifs you prize;
The Snake’s beneath the Flower:
“Who ever gaz’d on beaute’ous Eyes,

That tafted Quiet more?
1low faithle(s is the Lovers Joy!

How conftant is their Care!
The Kind with Falfhood do deftroy,

The Cruel with Defpair.

149
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I RITSs CAUTION.

Let not Men your Heart {fur---prize,

ol N T
4N o5 o |1 U =
B

W

- e

Men are all com---pos’d of Lies.

Tho’ a thoufand Oaths they {wear,

And as many Vows repcat;

All they fwear, is common Atr,
All they promife, but Deccit;

Man was ncver conftant yet.

Wifcly
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Wilely then preferve your Heart

From the Tyranny of Fate;

For only They can a&t their Part,
When Love has its Return of Irate;
Then Repentance comes LOO [ate.

I'LuTE.

For the
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The Words from a French Author.
Set by Mr. CAREY.

1 &

[ |

Voice of Mufick, Make an har--mo--nious
2 v

Noifc: Sing her for  whom I Janguifh,

The charming  Song approve ; Sing on ’ti.l

55‘“ E o 2P I 2 | LS

~ o | of o R

' R
~Fovegrow jealous,Andenvy me my Love.

Llora,
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Flora, thou charming Goddefs,
In all thy Bloom appear ;
Put on again frefh Garlands,
Begin once more the Year.
Joyn thy felf to Powona,
With Flow’rs adorn the Ground
Lt Spring remain for ever,
With Youth and Beauty crown’d.

Let little Birds through Meadcows
All tune their warbling T'hroats,
While bubbling Waters echo
The Mufick of their Notes.
Sing Her, for whom 1 languih,
The charming Song approve;
Sing on, ’till Feve grow jealous,
And envy mec my Love.

For the FrLwvTE,.
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The TIPPLING PHILOSOPHERS,
Set by Mr. LEVERIDGE.

Mdcedm Youth, Delighted in Wine that was

o e n—-—m—ml
ﬁ—-ﬂ—“m—
{ ! _ Yol
W I —.._ '_delr--’.j
good, Becaule in good Wine there is Truth: Dut
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growing as poor as a job Andun-a--ble to
. \. = R C—
; _.-E:=l:-l ‘= 2
At o e e

purchafe a Ilask, He chofe for his Mantion a

. 4
4
IH“'.

Tub, And liv’d by the ocent of the Ca----

e — sk, And liv’d by the Scent of the Cask.
Ifc’i’rl-
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HERACLITUS woud never deny
A Bumper, to cherifh his Heart;
And when he was maudlin, wou’d cry,
Becaufe he had empty’d his Quart :
Tho’ fome were {0 foolifh to think,
He wept at Men’s I'olly and Vice;
When ’twas only his Cuftom to drink,
>T'ill the Liquor run out at bis Eyes:
The Li----quor, the Liquor run out at his Eyes.

DEMOCRITUS always was glad
To tipple and cherifh his Soul;

Wou’d laugh like a Man that was mad,
When over a jolly full Bowl:

While his Cellar with Wine was well {tor’d,
His Liquor wou’d merrily quaff;

And when he was drunk as a Liord,
At thofe that werc fobe~ he’d la---ugh :
At thofe that are {ober he’d laugh.

COPERNICUS too, like the reft,
Believ’d there was Wifdom in Wine;

And knew that a Cup of the beft
Made Reafon the brighter to fhine:

With
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With Wine he replenifh’d his Veins,

And made his Philofophy reel ;
Then fancy’d the World, as his Brains,
Turn’d round like a Chariot Wheel:

Turn’d rou----nd, turn’d round like a Chariot Whee!,

ARISTOTLE, that Mafter of Arts,
Had been but a Dunce without Wine;
For what we afcribe to his Parts,
Is due to the Juice of the Vine:
His Belly, fome Authors agree,
W as as big as a Watering-trough ;
He therefore leap’d into the Sea,
Becaufe he’d have Liquor enough:

He’d have Li---quor,becaufe he’d have Liquor enough.

When P YR R HO had taken a Glafs,
He faw that no Objeét appear’d
Exallly the fame as it was,
DBefore be had liquor’d his Beard;
For things running round in his Drink,
Which fober he motionlefs found,
Occafion’d the Sceptick to think
‘T'here was nothing of Truth to be fou---nd.

There was nothing of Truth to be found.
Old
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QAP L ATO was reckon’d divine,

Who wifely to Virtue was prone ;

But had it not been for good Wine,

His Merits had never been known

By Wine we arc genierous made,

>

[t furnifhes Fancy with Wings
Without 1t we ne’er thould have had

Philofophers, Pocts, or Kings.

We ne----er {lould have had Philo{fophers, Poets, or Kings.

I'vurte.

he

for ¢
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Bessy BerLL avd MaAarRYy Grav

s s’

O Bef- -ﬂ/ Bell and Ma-vy Gray, Thcy
f“

Bower on yon Burn-brae, And
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theell’d it o’cr W1’ Rathes. Far
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Befly Bell T loo’d Yeftreen, And
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thought I nc’er cou’d alter; But
4
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gar my Fan----cy falter.

Now Beffy’s Hair’s like a Lint-tap,
She fmiles like a May Morning,
When Phebas (tarts fro” Thezis’ Lap,
The Hills with Rays adorning :
White is her Neck, faft is her Hand,
Her Wafte and Feet’s fou genty,

With ilka Grace fhe can command,
Her Lips, O wow! they’rc dainty.

And Mary’s Locks are like a Craw,
Her Eyes like Diamonds glances,

She’s ay fae clean, redd-up and braw,
She kills whene’er fhe dances :

Blyth as a Kid, with Wit at Will,
She blooming, tight and tall is;

And guides her Airs fac gracefu’ (till,
O Fove! lie’s like thy Palls.

Daar
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Dear Befly Bell and Mary Gray;

s me! for baith I canna get,

1

T'o ane by Law we're {tented ;
T'hen I’ll draw Cauts, and take my Fate,

Yc are fic bonny Lafles
And be with ane contented.

W ae

Ye unco fair opprefs us
Our Fancies jee between you twa,

160
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For the F L uTE.
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g BATH MEDLEY.
By Toxy Aston.

Toysto be raffled for, who makes One?

Blifs pat Comparifons, at Mr. Harrifon's

Dice are ratt’ling, Beaus are pratt’ling,

Ladies walking, and wittily talking;
Madam, the Medley is juft begun.

Vor. . M Heke’s



iR
a1
e
s L. 32 ¢ ¢

Beafted, by Fericho, quite undone.

Bells are jangling, Chair-men rangling,
Cudgelling, Thumping, and Bathing, and Pumping:
The Toil of the Morning, is Drefling, Adorning;

‘L'hen hey for the Green, where the Laflcs run.

Pray
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[To the Firft Part of the Tune.)
Pray, Madam, befpeak, orthe Play-houfe muft break 3
We've had a bad Seafon, and hope, for that Reafon,
You won't fee Three, ’fore a whole Company,
Who can a&t you to Sleep, though you had the Gour.
We'll firut you Care, or Speeches of Flato .
Farce, Comedy, Paftoral, we can mafter all;
Like Sir Martin, we rattle each Part in,
And never leave 'till the Speeeh is out,
[ To the Second Part of the Tune,)
Pray let’s wheedle you; damn the Medley;
Would {omebody’d poifon him, we'll raife Lieson him,
Pit, Box, and Gallery s better than Raillery;
We're pretty Gentlemen, he’s a Lout,
Thus they teize you, and ne'er can pleafe you
With Actions improper, fo huff 1t in Copper,
Thefe Sons of the Garret, that prattle like Parror,
And fcatter their Calumny all about,

[To the Firft Part of the Tune.]

Here's Punch fhows at Five, and here’s Craw-fifh alive,
Some Eaftward,{fome Northward,walk backward and for.
Whilft others {o ftingy, Penny-pot it with Bingey, [ward
And Hey for the Race upon Clarten Down;
Or Lanfdown airing, and hear Footmen fwearing ;
Ingenioufly waiting, to {ee Badger-baiting ;
Dancing, Dangling, Prancing, Angling,
Each as the Maggot rakes his Crown,

M = Some
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{ To the Second Part of the Tune.|
Some are Bowling, or hear Eunuchs howling s
Some Subferibing, ov Briffol Milk bibing,
We've had many {it at my Son'’s Benefit,
And be pleas’d to put in for an Indian Gown.
W ho'll play at Billiards, as faiv as at Stillyards ?
Heve'stwo Effex Calves,Sir; come, Il go your HalvesSiy;
And then they hole "em, and pill, and poll ’em.
And thefe ave the Ways of the Bathing Town.
(To the Firft Part of the Tunc. ]
All forts of Conditions, Cits, Lawyers, Phyf{icians,

Both Good ones, and Bad ones, and Soberand Sad ones,

Some to {ee their old Friends, and for various Ends,
All oalloping hither twice a Year,

Here's King Edgar, and Coel 5 and Puppet-Show Poud,

Three Perfons {o great, are now quite out of Date.

Mark the Changes of Things, from Puppets to Kings.
And what may be one Day the Adedley’s Fare,

| To the Second Part of the Tune.|

Up, up to the Ball, and there you may call

A Dance by Authority, Parfon on Dorothy,

Kichmond-1pells, ov the Irifly Bells,
And frisk it about with the Ladies there,

Then to the Three Tuns, the Queen’s Head ox the Rummir ;

Adien ye Fair Ones, 'ull Tunlridze av Summer.

Pray, Mafters, away, for the Coach cannot ftay;

And you're welcome, Gentlemen, to the Bear,
For
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For the FLu TE.

%



X166 d O N @ §

The Words by Mr. BO O 7' /4.

Set by Mr. TENOE.
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Timecan ne’er re---move? Yes,foolith Heart,a~  §

Bluthes rife; And, fighing, fhuns her Slave.

Then
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fly--ing Charms pur--fue ; Love and Friendfhip
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The Words by Mr. B0 O T /1.

Set by Mr. TENOE.
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Timecan ne’er re---move ? Yes,foolith Heart,a-
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gain thou’rt caught, Again thou bleed’(t for Love.
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She {ees the Conquefl of her Eyes,Norhealsthe
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Wounds fhe gave; Shefmiles whene’er his
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Blufhes rife;And,ﬁghing, fhuns her Slave.

Then



ay for you.
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both implore her,Pleading Nightand
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RABINs COMPLAINT.
Set by Mr. G R E E N.
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Shephera’s Heart o {ore,-—~ Or ever broken

-

Heart fo true? My Checks are fwell’d with

Tears; but She  Has ncever wet a
; .ﬁ‘-h ———F '
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Check  for mec.

1
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If Nauny call’d, did €’er [ ftay?
Or linger, when fhe bid me run?
She only had the Word to fay,
And all She wifh’'d was quickly done.
I always think of her ; but She
Does ne’er beftow a Thought on me.

To let her Cows my Clover tafte,
Have I not rofe by Break of Day?
Did ever Nanny's Heifers faft,
It Kobiz 1n his Barn had Hay?
Tho’ to my I'ields they welcome were,
I ne’er was welcome yet to her.

If ever Nanny loft a Sheep,
I cheerfully did give her two;
And | her Lambs did {afely keep,
Within my Folds in Iroft and Snow:
. Have they not there from Cold been free?
But Nauzy (till is cold to me,

When Nawnny to the Well did come,
>T'was [ that did her Pitchers fill;

}ull as they were, I brought them home;
Her Corn 1 carry’d to the Mill:

My DBack did bear the Sack ; but She

Will never bear the Sight of me.
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To Nanny’s Poultry Oats I gave;
I'm fure, they always had the beft:
Within this Week her Pidgeons have
Eat up a Peck of Peale, at leaft.
Her little Pidgeons kifs ; but She
Will never take a Kifs from me.

Muft Robin always Nanny wooe,
And Nanny fill on Robin frown?

Alas, poor Wretch! what thall 1 do,
If Nannzy does not love me {oon ¢

If no Relief to me the’ll bring,

I’ll hang me in her Apron-{tring.

To the foregoing Tunc.

HY, lovely Charmer, tell me why,
So very kind, and yet fo fhy<
Why does that cold forbidding Air
Give Damps of Sorrow and Defpair 2
Or why that Smile my Soul {ubdue,
And kindle up my Flanies anew?

In vain you ftrive with all your Art,
By Turns to freeze, and fire, my Heark:
- When
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When I behold a Face fo fair,

So {weet a ook, {o foft an Afr,

My ravifth’d Soul is charm’d all o’cr;

I cannot love thec lefs, nor more.

FrLure.

For the
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CELTIA ina Feflamine BLower.

When the bright God of Day Drove to

é’-' : , A i7 ! == o "‘

Weftward his Ray, Andthe Evening was
/‘“\

S

|

charming and clear; The Swallows -

main  Nimblyskimo’er the  Plain, And ou

if——l‘}"‘%"* e
g e

o
Shadows like  Giants ap----pcar .

In a Jeffamine Bow’r,
(When the Bean was in I'low’r,
And Zephyrs breath’d Odours around})
Lov’d Celiz he {at,
With her Song, and Spinnct,
And fie chann'd all the Giove with herdound.

{2
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Rofy Bowers, fhe fung,
Whiltt the Harmony rung,
And the birds they all futt’ring arrive;
The induflriouns DBees,
From the I'lowers and Trecs,
(ently hbum with their Sweets to their Hive.

The gay God of Love,
As he flew o'er the Grove
By Zephyrs conduéted along,
As the touch’d ou the Strings,
He beat Time with his Wings,
Whillt Echo rcpeated the Song.

O ye Mortals, beware:
How ye venture too near;
Love doubly is armed to wound:
Your Fate you can’t fhua,
I'or you're {urely undone,
If you rafhly approach near the Sound.

For the FrLn v Tg.
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And will Cli=-me-ne  ne’cr bemine? Whydo he
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Charms my Soul fur---prize? Why does her

with-- fuch Lu----flre fhine!

In vain I ftrove her Charms to fhun,
[ found I lov’d, and was undone;
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I firove to fly, but all in vain

7

From thofe bright Eyes I ne’er can part

My Paflion drove me back again.
I wear her Image in my Heart.

For the F LU TE.

The End of the

LFirfl Volume.
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