242 CALLIOPE! OR THE

SONG CXXVIL

WHEN I WAS A YOUNG ONE.

WZ;en I was a young one, what gzrl was like me £ So

wanton, ﬁ} azry, and br _/k m a bee I mttl’d,
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ta be fure, I was there.

To all that came near I had fomethmg to fay.
*Twas this, Sir! and that, Sir ! but fcarce ever nay:

And Sundays dreft out in my filks and my lace:
I warrant I ftood by the beft in the place

At twenty I got me a hufband—poor man*
Well reft him—we all are as good as we can:
Yet he was fo peevith, he’d quarrel for ftraws,
And jealous—tho’ truly I gave him fome caufe.
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He fnub’d me and hufl’d me—but let me alone,

Egad I've a tongue—and I paid him his own :

Ye wives take the hint, and, when {poufe 1s untow’rd,
Gtand firm to our charter—and have the laft word.

But now I'm quite alter’d,- the more to my woe,

I’m not what 1 was forty fummers ago:

This Time’s a fore foe, there’s no thunning his dart 3
However, I keep up a pretty good heart.

Grown old, yet I hate to be fitting mum chance ;
1 ftill love a tune, tho’ unable to dance :

And, books of devotion laid by on the fhelf,

I teach that to others—I once did mylelf.

M h i}
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SONG CXXVIIL
WHEN WAR’s ALARMS.
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But I no longer, tho’ a maid forfaken, . -
Thus will mourn ke yonder dove:
For, *ere the lark to-morrow fhall awaken
I will feek my abient love.
The hoftile country over
I’ll fly to {eek my lover,
“Scorning ev’ry threat’ning fear;
Nor diftant fhore,
Nor cannon’s roar,

Shall longer keep me from my dear.
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SONG CXXIX.
THERE WAS A JOLLY MILLER.
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There was a jolly miller once li’d on the river Dee :
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I live by my mill, God blefs her! fhe’s kindred, child,
and wife ;

I would not change my ftation for any other in life,

No lawyer, furgeon, or doftor, e’er had a groat from me,

I care for nobody, no, not i, if nobody cares for me, .

When {pring begins its merry career, oh! how his heart
grows gay !

No fummer’s drouth alarms his fears, nor winter’s fad‘ :
decay ; . '

No forefight mars the miller S JO}’, who's wont to fing |
and fay, '

- Let others toil from year to year, I I_IVE from day to day.

Thus, like the m1ller, bold and free, let us rejoice and
fing :

The days of youth are made for glee, and time is on
the wing.

Thus fong fhall pafs from me to thee, along this jovial

ring :
Let heart ahd voice and all agree, to fay,-—long live the
King !
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SONG CXXX.
THE ECHOING HORN.,
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The echoing born calls the fportfinen abroad ; To borfe,

B

my brave boys, and away, The marmng is up, and the
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pleafure we feel in purfuing the fox! Q’er bill and o’er

e

valley e flies : Then follow, we'll foon overtake bim,
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huzza ! The traitor is feix’d on, and dies. He dies - - -

e

----------- The traitor is feiz’d on and dies.
Chorus.
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Then follow, we'll foon overtake bim, huzza! The trai-

tor is feix’d on, and dies.
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Triumphant returning at night with the fpoil,
- Like Bacchanals, fhouting and gay ;

How fweet with a bottle and lafs to refrefh,
And drown the fatigues of the day!

With fport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy ;
Dull wildom all happinels {ours,

Since life 1s no more than a paflage at beft,

Let’s firew the way over with flow’rs.
With flow’ss 3 lets ftrew, &c. .
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SONG CXXXL
A COBLER THERE WAS.
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A cobler there was, and be liv’d in a flall ; Which

FE==Ee sy

hﬂ---_-_ﬁ-_l_ —*' gl "y " et R ety W E— e B —
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his pocket, no care in his pate ; No wmbition had be, nor
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yet duns at bis gate, Derry down, down, down, derry down.,
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Contented he work’d ; and ke thought hlmfelf happy
If at night he could purchafe 2 cup of brown nappy :
He’d laugh, then, and whiftle, and {fing, too, moft [weet ;

Saying, juft to a ‘hair I’ve made both énds to meet.
Derry down, &c.

But love, the difturber of high 4nd of low,
That thoots at the peafant as well as the beau,
He fhot the poor cobler quite thorough the heart:

1 wifh it had hit fome more 1gn0b1e part.
Derry down; &c.

1t was from a cellar this archer did play,
Where a buxom young damfel contmually Iay
Her eyes fhone fo bright, when fhe rofe ev’ry day,

That fhe fhot the poor cobler quite over the way.
Derry down, &c.

He fung her love-fongs as he fat at his work ;
But {lie was a$ hard as a Jew or a Turk.
Whenever he fpoke the would flounce and would fleer ;

Which put the poor cobler quite into defpair.
Derry down, &c.

He took up his awy that he had in the world,

And to make away with himfelf was refolv’d -

He pierc’d thro’ his body inftead of the sorE;

50 the cobler he died, and the bell it d1d toll.
Derry down, &ec.

And now, in good-wiﬂ; I advifé as a friend:
All coblers take notice of this cobler’s END !

Keep your liearts out of love § for we find; by what’s
pait,

That love brings us all to an ExD af the LAsT,
Perry down, down, down, derry down.

Ii
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"SONG CXXXIL
THE DUSKY NIGHT.
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the morn ;3 The bounds all ; Join 17 Jo'vzal cry, The hounds
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all jorn in jovial cry ; The huntfinan winds bis horn,
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The bzmz:fman winds bis horn. And a bunting we will
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g0, A bunting we rwzll g0, A bzmtmg we wilf
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g9, A bunting we will go, And bunting we will
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S

§0 - - -, A bunting we will go,

The wife around her hufband throws |
Her arms to make him ftay :
My dear, it rains, it hails, it blows,
You cannot hunt to-day,
Yet a hunting, &c.

Sly Reynard now like light’ning flies,
And {weeps acrofs the vale ; |
But when the hounds too near he {pies
He drops his bufhy tail,
Lhen a hunting, &ec,

Fond echo feems to like the {port,
And join the jovial cry ; -
The woods and hills the tound retort,
And mufic fills the {ky,
When a hunting, &ec,

At laft his firength to faintnefs worn,
Poor Reynard ceafes flight

Then hungry homeward we return
To feaft away the night.

And a drinking, &e.

Ye jovial hunters in the morn
Prepare then for the chace s
Rife at the founding of the horn,
And health with fport embrace,
When a hunting, &e.

Iijj
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YE BELLES AND YE FLIRTS.
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Ye belles and ye flirts, and ye pert little things, Who
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trip in this frolicfome round ; Prithee tell me from

whence thiy wndecency [prings, The fexes at once to con-
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The girl who on beauty depends for fupport
May call ev'ry art to her aid s

The bofom difplay’d, and the petticoat fhort,
Are famples fhe gives of her trade:

But you on whom fortune indulgently fmiles,
And whom pride has preferv’d from the fnare,

Should flyly attack us with coynefs and wiles,
Not with open and infolent atrs,

Brave girls, not with, &c.

The Venus, swhofe ftatue delights all mankind,
Shrinks modeftly back from the view ;
And kindly fhou’d {feem by the artift defign’d

To ferve as a model for you.
Then learn, with her beauties, to copy her air,
Nor venture too much to reveal :

Our fancies will paint what you cover with care,
And double each charm you conceal,

Sweet girls, and double, &ec.

The blufhes of morn and the mildnefs of May
Are charms which no art can procure.

Oh! be but yourfelves and our homage we’ll pay,
And your empire 1s {olid and {ure.

But if, Amazon-like, you attack your gallants,
And put us in fear of our lives,

You may do very well for fifters and aunts;
But, believe me, you’ll never be wives,

Poor girls, believe me, &c,
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SONG CXXXIV.
ON A BANK OF FLOW'RS.

On a bank of flow’rs, in a fummer’s day, inviting
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and undref’d, In ber bloom of years bright Celia lay,
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 with love and fleep opprefi*d s Wien a youthful fwain,
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with admiring eyes, Wifb’d be durft the fair maid fur-
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prife, With a fa, la, la, Cc. - ~ - But fear'd approach-

As he gaz’d a gentle breeze arofe
That fann’d her robes afide ;

And the {fleeping nymph did charms difclofe
Which, waking, {he would hide ;
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-~ Yet, when once defire has mﬂam’d the foul
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Then his breath grew fhort, and his pulle beat high;
He long’d to touch what he chanc’d to {py,

Wlth a fa, la, la, &c.

But durit not yet draw nigh.
All amaz’d he ftood, with her beauties fir'd,

. And blefs’d the courteous wind ;

Then in whifpers figh’d, and the gods defir’d -

That Celia might be kind.
Then, with hope grown bold, he advanc’d amamn:

But fhe laugh’d aloud in a dream, and again,

With a fa, la, la, &ec.
Repcll’d thc tim’rous {wain.

- All modeft doubts withdraw;

- And the god of ‘love does each fear controul

That would the lover awe.

Shall a prize like this, fays the vent’rous boy,
Efcape, and I not the means employ,
With a fa, la, la, &ec.

To {eize the proffer’d joy?

Here the glowing youth, to relieve his pain,
The flumb’ring maid carefs’d,

And, with trembling hands, (oh! the fimple {wain!)
Her glowing bolom prefs’d

Then the virgin wak’d and affrighted flew,

Yet look’d as withing he would purlue,
With a fa, la, la, &ec.

bBut Damon mifs’d his cue.

Now, repenting that he had let her ﬂy,
Hlmfelf he thus accus’d :

What a dull and ftupid thing was I
‘That {uch a chance abus’d !

To my fhame *twill now on the plains be faid,
Damon a virgin afleep betray’d,
With a fa, Ia, la, &c,

Yet let her go a maid |
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~ SONG CXXXV.
YOU KNOW I'M YOUR. PRIEST.
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Y ou know I'm your P?‘iﬁﬂ and your confcience is mine;
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The banns being publifh’d, to chapel we go,
The bride and the bridegroom, in coats white as fnow ;
So modeft her air, and {o {heepifth your look,

You out with your ring, and I pull out my book.
Sing Ballinamona, &ec.

A good merry wedding for me.

I thumb out the place, and 1 then read away;
She bluthes at love, and (he whifpers obey ;
You take her dear hand to have and to hold ;
I fhut up my book, and 1 pocket your gold.
Sing Ballinamona, &c.
That fnug little guinea for me,

The neighbours with joy to the bridegroom and bride ;
The pipers before us, you march fide by fide

A plentiful dinner gives mirth to each face;

The piper plays up, and mylelf I fay grace,
Sing Ballinamona, &ec,

A good wedding-dinner for me,

The joke now goes round, and the ftocking is thrown

The curtains are drawn, and you’re both left alone 3

"Tis then, my dear boy, I believe you’re at home ; -

And hey for a chriftening at nine months to come.
Sing Ballinamona, &ec.

A good merry chriftening for me,
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SONG CXXXVI.
BALLINAMONA,
Zo the foregoing tune. |

Herever I'm going, and all the day long,
At home and abroad, or alone i a throng,
I find that my paffion’s fo lwely and ftrong,
That your name, when I’m filent, fill runs in my fong,
Sing Balhna'nona &ec.

A Llfs of your fweet lips for me.

Since the firft time I {aw you I take no repole ;

I fleep all the day to forget half my woes ;

So hot is the flame in my ftomach that glows,

By St Patrick ! I fear it will burn thro’ my clothes.
Sing Ballinamona, &ec.
Your pretty black hair for me.

In my confcience I fear I fhall die in my grave,

Unlefs you comply and poor Phelim will fave,

And grant the petition your lover does crave,

Who never was free till you made him your ﬂave
Sing Ballinamona, &c.

Your pretty black eyes for me.

On that happy day when I make you my bride,

- With a fwinging long {word, how I’ll ﬁruﬁmd 11 ftride!
With coach and {ix horfes with honey I’ll ride,

As before you I walk to the church by your hdeq

Sing Ballinamona, &ec.
Your lily-white fift for me;
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SONG CXXXVIL
GRAMACHREE, MOLLY;: . it -
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May, The little birds in blitheft netes Made vocal ev'ry

Molly Afbtore!

The daify pied, and all the fweets
‘The dawn of nature yields;
The primrofe pale,-the vi'let blue;
Lay f{catt’red o’er the fields :
Such fragrance in the bolom lies
Of her whom I adore; |
Ah Gramachreé, &e:
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I laid me down upon a bank,
Bewailing my fad fate,

That doom’d me thus the {lave of love
And cruel Molly’s hate :

How can fhe break the honeft heart
That wears her in its core ?

Ah Gramachree, &c.

You faid you lov’d me, Molly dear ;
Ah! why did I believe?

Yet, who could think fuch tender words
Were meant but to deceive ?

That love was all I afk’d on earth

Nay, heav’n could give no more.

Ah Gramachree, &c.

Oh had 1 all the flocks that graze
- On yonder yellow hill, |
Or low’d for me the num’rous herds
That yon green pafture fill ;
With her I love I'd gladly fhare
My kine and fleecy ftore.

Ah Gramachree, &c.

T'wo turtle doves above my head
vat courting on a bough ;

I envied not their happinefs,
T'o {ee them bill and coo: |

such fondnefs once for me fhe fhew’d ;
But now, alas! ’tis o’er.

- Ah Gramachree, &e.

Then fare thee well, my Molly dear,
Thy lofs I e’er thall mourn ;

Whilft life remains in" Strephon’s heart
“I'will beat for thee alone :

Tho’ thou art falfe, may heav’n on thee
Its choiceft bleflings pour !

Ah Gramachree, &c.
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SONG CXXXVIIL
THE MAID IN BEDLAM.

- To the foregoing tune.

NE morning very early, one morning in the {pring,

I heard a maid in Bedlam who mournfully did fing;

Her chains fhe rattled on her hands, while {weetly thus
fung fhe:

I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me,

b cruel were his parents, who {ent my love to {ea

And cruel, cruel was the fhip that bore my love from me :

Yet I love his parents, fince they’re his, altho’ they’ve
ruin’d me ; '

And I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me.

O fhould it pleale the pitying pow’rs to call me to the
iky,

I'd claim a guardian angel’s charge around my love tofly;

To guard him from all dangers how happy thould I be!

For I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me.

I’ll make a ﬁraﬁfy garland, I'll make it wond’rous hine ;
With roles, lilies, daifies, I'll mix the eglantine ;

And T’ll prefent it to my love when he returns from fea ;
For I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me.

O if T were a Jittle bird, to build uPo‘n his breaft!

Or if I were a nightingale, to fing my love to reft !
- To gaze upon his lovely eyes, all my reward fhou’d be;
Yor I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me.

O 1f I were an eagle, to foar into the ky!

I'd gaze around with piercing eycs, where I my love
~ might {py:

But ah ! unhappy maiden ! that love you ne’er thall fee;
Yet I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me.
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I laid me down upon a bank,
Bewailing my fad fate,

"That doom’d me thus the {lave of love
And cruel Molly’s hate :

How can {he break the honeft heart
That wears her in its core ?

Ah Gramachree, &ec.

You faid you lov’d me, Molly dear ;
Ah! why did I believe?

Yet, who could think fuch tender words
Were meant but to deceive ?

That love was all T afk’d on earthy

Nay, heav’n could give no more.
- Ah Gramachree, &c.

Oh had I all the flocks that graze

On yonder yellow hill, |
Or low’d for me the num’rous herds
That yon green pafture fill ;
With her I love I’d gladly fhare

My kine and fleecy {ftore.
Ah Gramachree, &c.

Two turtle doves above my head
Oat courting on a bough ;

I envied not their happinefs,
To {ee them bill and coo :

Such fondnefs once for me the thew’d ;
But now, alas! ’tis o’er.

- Ah Gramachree, &c.

Then fare thee well, my Molly dear,
‘Thy lofs I e’er fhall mourn ;

Whiltt life remains in"Strephon’s heart
“I'will beat for thee alone :

Tho’ thou art falfe, may heav’n on thee
Its choiceft bleflings pour!

Ah Gramachree, &c,
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SONG CXXXVIIL
THE MAID IN BEDLAM.

 To the foregoing tune.

NE morning very early, one morning in the fpring,
I heard a maid in Bedlam who mournfully did fing;

. Her chains fhe rattled on her hands, while {weetly thus

fung fhe:
I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me.

O cruel were his parents, who fent my love to fea;

- And cruel, cruel was the {hip that bore my love from me

Yet I love his parents, fince they’re his, altho’ they’ve
ruin’d me ; |

~ And I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me.

O fhould 1t pleafe the pitying pow’rs to call me to the
ky,

I’d claim a gudrdian angel’s charge around my love to fly; -

To guard him from all dangers how happy thould I be!

For 1 love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me.

I'll make a ftrawy garland, I’ll make it wond’rous fine ;
With rofes, lilies, daifies, I’ll mix the eglantine ;

And I'll prefent it to my love when he returns from fea;
For I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me.

O if I were a little bird, to build upon his breaft!
Or 1t 1 were a nightingale, to {ing my love to reft !

~ To gaze upon his lovely eyes, all my reward fhou’d be

For I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me.

O it I were an eagle, to {oar into the ky!

I'd gaze around with piercing eycs, where I my love
might {py: -

But ah ! unhappy maiden ! that love you ne’er fhall fee; |

Yet I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me.
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HARK AWAY.
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mettlefome fr iyk’d o’er the graundj' And now we’re all|
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Jfaddld, ﬂcet dappie and gw_y 5 Who feem’d longing |.
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bark a-way!

*T'was now, by the clock, about five iz the morn
t And we all gallop’d off to the {ound of the horn:

Tack Garter, Bill Babbler, and Dick at the goole,

‘Nhen all of a fudden, out ftarts Mrs Pufs:

iVien, horfes and dogs, not a moment would ftay,
fAnd ‘echo was heard to cr y, Hark, hark away !

IThe courfe was a fine one fhe took o’er the plain ;
Which {he doubl’d, and doubl’d, and doubl’d again
{lill at laft {he to cover return’d out of breath,
aWhere I and Will Whiftle were in at the death -
fThen, in triumph, for you I the hare did difplay;
And cry’d to'the horns, my boys, Hark, hark away !
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MY TRIM-BUILT WHERRY.

EE&EE _:_;:E:::_“%:-Ei

Then fnrewe’ll my mm-bmlt wherry, Oars and coat

' E‘_Egﬁ“‘%::::“ _-i

and badge, farewell ; Never more at Ghelfea fer ry

- SbaZZ your Thomas take a /}eZZ Tbm fm efweZZ mj

§________ﬁ_ “:ff":::iizg—ga:i E

-—_—.—/-- —————
trim-built wherry, Om s and coat and badge, fareweﬂ
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Never more at Chelfea fer - ry fball your Thomas

St

mi..e a fpell- -; Shall your Tho-mas take a fpell.
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But, to hope and peace a {tranger,
In the battle’s heat I g0 3

Where, expos’d to €v'ry danger,
vome friendly ball fhal] lay me low.

Then, mayhap, when homeward lteering,
With the news my meffmates come;
Even you, my ftory hearing,
With a figh may cry—poor Tom !

L1
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THE BONNY SAILOR.

G T

My bomz_y fmZoz won my mind ; My beart is now

giﬁé;__ﬁ E==REE=]

with Tim at fea ;s I hope the fummer’s weflern breeze

SSiaE e

awill bring him fafe - ly back to me: 1 wifb to hear

iR == E=Ziriried

awhat glorious toils, What dangers he has un-dergone!}

EE==rees

IWhat forts be's florm’d! How great the [poils from Frane §

S e ]

or Spain my failor’s won! My [ailor’s won, my fuilors '"
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awon s From France or Shain uy Jarlor’s <wou.
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A thoufand terrors chill’d my breaft
When fancy brought the foe in view ;

And day and night 've had no reft,
Left ev’ry. gale a tempeft blew,

Bring, gentle gales, my failor home :
His fhip at anchor may I fee !

Three years are, fure, énough to roam ;
Yoo long for one who loyes Jike me.

His face, by fultry climes, is wan

His eyes, by watching, fhine lefs bright ;

But ftill I'll own my charming man,
And run to meet him when in fight,
His honeft heart is what I prize

No weather can make that look old :
Tho’ alter’d were his face and eyes

£l Iove my jolly failor bold.

L1ijj
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HOW IMPERFECT IS EXPRESSION,

E‘E R e iR

How imperfect is erprgf on, Some ¢ - motions 1
—e ...

S e A e

im-part ! When we mean a f ft confe ] on, and yet feck

SR i)

to hude z‘be beart. When our bqfom.rj, all cam_pb*z;zg,
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ke, faZZ’z ing, dyzzzg, language would, but can-not,
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Deep confufion’s rofy terror,
Quite expreflive paints my cheek.
Afk no more—behold your error ;
Blufhes eloquently {peak.
What tho’ filent is my anguifh,
Ot breath’d only to the air?
Mark tny eyes; and, as they languifh,
Read what yours have written there.

O that you could once conceive me!
~ Once my heart’s ftrong feelings view !
Love has nought more fond, believe me;
Friendfhip nothing half {o true.
How imperfect is expreflion
Some emotions to impart !
When we mean a foft confeffion,

And yet feck to hide the heart,

200
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SAE MERRY ASWE TWA HAE BEEN.
Qlow

et R

A lafs that was laden with care fat bea-vi-ly unde

R

EEEEat: E

yon thorn, I Liffen’d a while for to bmr When thu

sl e =tes

fhe 53 -gan for to mourn.: I’V?Jezze er my dear _/bepbe:d

S B

Wwas berc’, rbe bzm’.r did melodioufly fing, And cold mp-

SREERnE e s .

pmg winter did wmr A jface z‘b{u‘ refembled Z/Je

ﬂ'h

= g
/]N ing. Sae merry as we twa hae been s éaﬁ merry as
SEES e

we twa lmc’sz:’en ; My beart it is like for to bredkp
3 o
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SR

- aphen I think on tbe days we bave feeyz

Our flocks feeding clofe by his fide,

He gently prefling my hand,
I view’d the wide world in 1ts pride,

And laugh’d at the pomp of command’
My dear, he wou’d oft to me fay,

What makes you hard-hearted to me?
Oh! why do you thus turn away

From him who 1s dying for thee! -

Sae merry, &c.

But now he 1s far from my {ight,
And perhaps a decetver may prove ;
Which makes me lament day and night,
That ever 1 granted my love.
At eve, when the reft of the folk
Are menlly feated to {pin,
I fet mylelf under an oak,
And heavily figh for hlm.t
Sae merry, &ec.
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YE LADS OF TRUE SPIRIT.

?ﬁﬁjﬁ' SEEEEEEE

Yelads of true fpirit, pay court/bip 1o claret, Releas']

fram the trouble of zbmkzzzg, A faal Zong ago Jaid w

EEESEEe et

mtbzﬂg could know ; The fellow knew nothing of drink|
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ing. 70 pore aver Plato, or practife with Cato, .D{f __

e e

faflionate dunces might make us ; Bui men, now ?rm’

EEE s e

aife, felf-demal dq/jf){/ﬁc’ And live by the leffons of
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Bacchus.
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?*Z Dig-wig'd, in fine coach, fee the dotor approach ;
”“ He foleqmiy up the ﬁau paces ;

8 Looks grave —fmells his Ccln‘“—--‘lp lies finger to vein,
And counts the repeats with grimaces.

AS he holds pen in hand, lm, ..111d death are at fland—
A A tofs up which party {hall take vs.

Av. ay with fuch cant—no preim Iption we want

But the nourifiing noitrum of Bacchus,

F o

‘
ll-'

A

{We jollily join 1n the practice of wine,
While mufers 'midit plenty are pining
W'hlle ladies ave {corning, and lovers 2 Mourning

)3
Ve laugh at wealith, wcnchmb, and whining.

Dum,., drink, now ’tis prime 5 tofs a bottle to Time.
2 He’ll not make fuch h‘li’ce to o’ertake us ;

Ailis threats we prevent, and his cracks we cement,
By the {typtical balfam of Bacchus.

t

_r
"‘#
e
'l'

_ \That work is there made, by the newipaper trade,

OF this man’s and Cother man’s ftation !
® 1 he 1ns are all bad, and the outs are all mad ;

B} In and out s the cr y of the nation.
4. he politic patter which both pdlties chatter,

" From bumpering fieely than’t fhake us ;

B\With halfpints in hand, independent we'll fiand
To defend Magua Charta ot Bacchus.

#8c vourmotions well-tim’d ; be all char o’d andall prim’d;
IT'we a care—right and left—and make cady,

gt hand to glafs jom—at your lips reft your wine ;
BC all in your exercile fteady,

i0ur levels we boaft when our won h_,n we teall ;
| \ny eracioully they undertake us!

No more we defire—io drink and oive e,

A volley to beauty and Bacchus'

v
e

M Iii
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LET’s BE JOVIAL.

GEECEEEEiEE ST

Let’s be ]awaf, fill our glafles, Madnefs *tis for us

—_#;—_““ — i e -'_'_"_"l-ﬂ-'
e —
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to think, How the 'woer 15 rul’d by qﬂé.r! And the .

St e = e
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wife are fway’d by clLink. Never let vain cares opprefs

& ﬁ%ﬁ%ﬁ Fa o] _EEE_E%%E@

us, Riches are io them a fnare ; We are all as #ich as

gé{@-ﬁ%ﬁi&é

- Lrafus, While our bottle dr owWns our care.

Wine will make us red as rofes,
And our forrows quite forget ;

Come let’s fuddle all our noles,
Drink ourfelves quite out of debt.

When grin Death comes looking for us
We are toping off our bowls ;
Bacchus jomning in the chorus,
Death begone ! here’s none but fouls.
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Godlike Bacchus thus commanding,
Trembling Death away fhall fly;

Ever after underftanding,
Prinking fouls can never die.

DRk kG € 1€ APy P paprype 31 P

SONG CXLVL
WITH AN HONEST OLD FRIEND.

& jgg " :;:;EE Eﬁ-_:gzg

I

With an honeft old Sriend and a merry old fong, And a

flafk of old port, let me jz‘t the mght long :  And laugh

[eieEEsmteate s

1. at Ibe malice of thofe who ?6’1127“5’ Lhat they muft fuwig

_q--—-*__—

e i EEi———

j.ro: ter while I can drink wiie.

M m 1
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I envy no mortal, though ever fo great,
Nor icorn I a wretch for his lowly eftate ;
But what I abhor, and efteem as a curle,
Is pooinels of Ipuit, not poornefs in purie.

Then dare to be generous, dauntlefs, and gay ;
Let’s merrily pafs life’s remainder AWay :

Upheld by cur friends, we our foes may delfpife
For the more we are envied the higher we rife.

wd o &l ol € ADD Y Y Y Ie ey Brys Pe P

SONG CXLVIL
THE TIONEST FELLOW,

] iyl car N a———— N e et e el S — o e— S Rt

i B o T S W O { :::f
& :*irrgzg_gg:g %z S===

of your Fhillis and Ghloe no more ; Zheir face, and
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Chorus.
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my lad, pufb the bottle about,  Here's to thee,
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lad, to tbee, ny Zad Here's to thee, my lad, pu/b

s
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zbc’ bon‘le abmzz‘.

d Tet finical fops play the fool and the ape;

! They dare not-confide in the juice of the grape:
I But we honelft fellows—"{death ! who’d ever think
| Of puling for love, while he’s able to drink ?

} °Tis wine, only wine, that true pleafure beftows ;

Our joys it increafes, and lightens our woes ;
Remember what topers of old us’d to fing,

- The man that 1s drunk 1s as great as a king.

If Cupid aflaults you, there’s law for his tricks ;
- Anacreon’s cales, {ee page twenty-fix

The precedent’s glouous and juft, by my {oul!
Lay hold on, and drown the young dog in a bowi.

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

My toaft fhall be this, whillt 1've liquor to quaft,
May mirth and good fellowﬂup always abound :
Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round.
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COME NOW, ALL YE SOCIAL POW RS. '

EEC o

Came, now, all ye focial pow’rs, Shed your influence

G E R

o’¢r usy Crown with joy the prefent hours, Enlivern L‘bcgfe

m%.—“ ey, S S o S el Sl Sl e -
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before us: Bring the flafk, the mufic bring, Foy fball

Gt e

quickly pind us ; Drink, and dance, and laugh, and fing,

Chorus.
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- And caft dull care bebind us.  Bring the flafk, the
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mufic bring, j‘o y fhall quickly find us, Drink, and donce,
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and lnugh, and fing, And caft dill caw behind us.
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Love, thy godhead I adore,
Source of generous paffion ;

But will pe’er bow down beforg
Thofe idols wealth or fathion.
Bring the flafk, &c.

Friendthip, with thy fmjle divine,
Erighten all our features ;
What but friendthip, love,
Can make us happy creatures ?
Bring the flafk, &c.

Why the deuce fhould we be fad
While on earth we mouldey ?
Grave, or gay, or wife, or mad,

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

Then fince time will fteal away,
Spite of all our forrow
Heighten ev’ry joy to-day,
Never mind to-morrow.
Bring the flafk, &c,

and wing

249
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SONG CXLIX,
C‘ATO’S ADVICE. |

s

W?Jm: Tato advifes maﬂ cer mm{y wife 15, Not . }

Sdesu=sumiT

ways to labour, but fometimes to play: 7o mz:zgie Swee
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health does deca Jz, Our fouls we efzifgb{cz our fancis
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we Lrighten, And pafs the long ¢v'nings in j)[m inte
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i away.
'All cheerful and hearty, we fet afide party, |
“With fome tender fair the bright bumper is crown’d ;
Thus Bacchus invites us, and Venus delights us,
While care in an ocean of claret is drown’d :
See, here’s our phyfician, we know no ambition,
But where there’s good wine and good company found ;
Thus happy together, in fpite of all weather,
*Tis funthine and fummer with us the year round..

N n
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 THE BROWN JUG.
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Dear Tom, t/)z.r brown jug, that now foanu with mzld
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IVas sice Toby Filpot, a thirfty old foul As &er cmcl’d |
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o bottle or fathom’ d a bowl. In boszing a - - bout B
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3t chanc’d as in dog-days he {at at his eafe,
 In his low’r-woven arbour, as gay as you pleafe,
' With a friend and a pipe pufling forrow away,
' And with honeft old ftingo was {oaking his clay,
“His breath-doors of life on a fudden were fhut,
And he dy’d full as big as a Dorchefter butt,

NS

His body when long in the ground it had lain,

And time into clay had refolv’d it again,

A potter found out in its covert {o fnug,

And with part of fat Toby he form’d this brown jug.
Now, facred to friendfhip, to mirth, and mild ale ;
i0 here’s to my lovely {weet Nan of the vale. |

Nnij
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THE VICAR OF BRAY.

In good King Charles’s golden days, When loyalty ng

3 g ﬁ _ -

barm meant, A zealous bigh-chuych-man I was, And fs |

i HEE]
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I got preferment. Lo teach my flock I never mifl,

#
.

Chorus.
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do #¢fift, or touch the Lord's arownted : And this
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law, I will maintain, Until my dy-ing day, Sir, 71
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wb_f_zz{/bng king fball reign, I "1l be the Vicar of Bray,
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- When Royal James obtain’d the crown,
And popery came in fafhion,
The penal laws I hooted down,
% And read the Declaration:
§  The church of Rome I found would fit
Full well my conftitution ;
2  And had become a Jefuit,
g But for the Revolution,
And this is law, &c.

When William was our king declar’d
To eafe the nation’s grievance,
With this new wind about I fteer’d
And {wore to him allegiance :
Old principles I did revoke,
Set conicience at a diftance ;
Paffive-obedience was a joke,
A jeft was non-refiftance.

And this 1s law, &c.

.

When gracious Anne became our quees,
The church of England’s elory,
Another face of things was {een,
And I became a tory :
Occafional conformifts bafe,
1 damn’d their moderatxon;
And thought the church in danger was
By fuch prevarication.

And this is law, &,
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When George, in pudding-time, came o’er,
And mod’rate men look’d big, Sir,
I turn’d a cat-in-pan once more, .
And o became a whig, Sir;
And thus preferment I procur’d
From our new faith’s defender ;
And almoft ev’ry day abjur’d
The Pope and the Pretender.
And this is law, &c.

Th’ illuftrious houfe of Hanover,
And Proteftant fucceffion ;

To thefe I do allegiance fwear—
While they can keep poffeffion

For in my faith and loyalty, |
I never more will falter,

And George my lawful king fhall be-w
Until the times do alter,

And this 1s law, &c.
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SONG CLIL -
THE WOMEN ALL TELL ME.
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g The women all tell me I'm falfe to my lafs ; Tfmt r
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quit my poor Chloe, and flick to my glafs : But to you,
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men of reajbfz my reafons Dl own ; And if you dow’t
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R like them, why, Jet zbem alom.?. |
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Although I have left her the truth I’ll declare ;
# 1 believe fhe was good, and I'm fure fhe was fair -
8 But goodneis and charms in a bumper I fee

g Chat make it as good and as charming as fhe.

§ My Chloe had dimples and imiles, I muft own ;
 But, though {he could fmile, yet in truth the could frown
Lut tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine,

§ Did you c’er fee a frown in a bumper of wine ?

 Her lilies and rofes were juft in their prime ;
b Let lilics and rofes are conquer’d by time :

| But, in wine, from its age fuch benefit flows,
That we like it the better the older 1t grows.

r;t
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They tell me my love would in time have been cloy’d.
And that beauty’s infipid when once ’tis enjoy’d ;
But in wine I both time and enjoyment dety,

For, the longer I drink the more thirfty am I.

Let murders, and battles, and hiftory, prove
The mifchiefs that wait upon rivals in love : J
But in drinking, thank heav’n, no rival contends ;

Tor, the more we love liquor the more we are friends,

She, too, might have poifon’d the joy of my life
With nurfes, and babies, and fqualling, and firife:
But my wine neither nurles nor babies can bring,
And a big-belly’d bottle’s a mighty good thing.

' '--'t_- T
_ .

We fhorten our days when with love we engage 3

It brings on difeafes, and haftens old age: -

But wine frem grim death can its votaries fave,

And keep out t’other leg when there’s one in the grave|

Perhaps, like her fex, ever falfe to their word,
She has left me—to get an eftate, or a lord ; 1
But my bumpers (regarding nor titles nor pelf) A
Will ftand by me when I can’t ftand by myleli.

Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain ;
ohe’s rid of her lover, and I of my pain:

For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I {py.
Should you doubt what I fav, take a bumper and try. §
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SONG CLIIIL.
THE GOSSIPS.
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*“ And I have another, perhaps
““ A piece of the very {ame fort;
““ Why {hould we {it thrumming of caps?
“ Come, drawer, and fill us a quart
“ And let it be liquor of life,
‘“ Canary, or fparkling wine:
‘“ For I am a buxom young wife,
‘““ And I love to go gallant and fine.”

The drawer, as blithe as a bird,
-~ Game fkipping with cap in his hand,
““ Dear ladies, I give you my word,
““ T'he beft {fhall be at your command.?’
A quart of canary he drew,
Joan fill'd up a glafs and begun,
‘“ Here, goflips, a bumper to you ;"
‘““ I'll pledge you, girl, were it a tun.”

‘* And pray, goflip, did’nt you hear
‘“ "T'he common report of the town,
““ A fquire of five hundred a year
““ Is married to Doll of -the Crown :
“ A draggle-tail’d flut, on my word,

‘“ Her clothes hanging ragged and foul ;
“¢ In troth he would fain have a bird

““ That would give a groat for an owl.

“ And fhe had, a fifter laft year,
* Whole name they call’d Galloping Peg,

* She’d take up a ftraw with her ear;

-“ 1 warrant her right as my leg !
“ A brewer he got her with child ;
“ But ¢’en let them brew as they bake ;
I knew fhe was wanton and wild ;
‘“ But I'll neither meddle nor make.”

4
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VOCAL ENCHANTRESS.

Nor I, goflip Joan, by my troth,

<« Though neverthelefs I’ve been told,
She ftole feven yards of broad cloth,

¢ A ring, and a locket of gold ;

A {mock and a new pair of fhoes ;

¢¢ A flourithing madam was f{he :—
But Margery told me the news ;

¢ And it ne’er fhall go further for me.

We were at a gofliping club,

‘“ Where we had a chirruping cup

Of good humming Liquor, ftrong bub!

¢ Your hufband’s name there it was up,
For bearing a powerful {way,

‘¢ All neighbours his vilour have feen ;

For he is a cuckold, they fay— |

¢ A conftable, goflip, 1 mean.

Dear goffip, a {lip of the tongue;

¢¢ No harm was intended 1n mind :
Chance words they will mingle among .
¢¢ Qur others we commonly find.

I hope you won’t take it amifs,”

¢ No, no, that were folly in us ;

And if we perhaps get a kifs,

* Pray, what are our liufbands the worfe ?*

Ooij
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SONG CLIV.
THE POWER OF MUSIC.
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When Orpheus went down to the regions befow, Which
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To find ont a punifhment due tq his fault,

| Old Pluto long puzzled his brain ;
put hell had not torments fufficient, he thought ;
50 he gave him his wife back again,
But pity fucceeding found place in his heart ;
. And, pleas’d with his playing fo well,
e took her again in reward of hie art ;
b Such merit had mufic in hel} !
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SONG CLV.
HOW HAPPY A STATE.

How bappy a fiate does the miller poffefs, Who woul
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Than a courtier Wwhe ﬁrzm 77 bz.r garter and far,

hou h his hands are fo daub’d they’re not fit to be feex,
iChe handa of his betters are not very clean ;
B palm more polite may as dirtily deal ;
old, in handling, will ftick to the ﬁngers like meal.
IVhat if, when a pudding for dinner he lacks,
He cribs, without {cruple, from other mens facks;
In this of right noble examples he brags,
IVho borrow as freely from other mens bags.

Dr fhould he endeavour to heap an eftate,
In this he would mimic the tools of the ftate;
hofe aim is alone their own cofters to fill,
\s all his concern’s to bring grift to his mill.
Je eats when he’s hungry, he drinks when he’s dry,
And down, when he's weary, contented does lie;
I'hen rifes up cheerful to work and to fing :
[f fo happy a miller, then who'd be a king?
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SONG CLVL
COME, COME, MY GOOD SHEPHERDS,
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Come, come my good fbepherds, our flocks we muf
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¥ We harbour no paffions, by luxury taught,

fWe practife no arts, with hypocrify fraught

fWhat we think in our heartseyou may read in out eyes:
i7or, knowing no falfehood, we ieed no difguile.

iBy mode and caprice are the city dames led

IBut we as the children of nature are bred:

By her hand alone we are painted and drefs’d ; |
IFor the roles will bloom when there’s peace in thé breaft,

That glant Ambition we never can dread
Our roofs are too low for {o lofty a head ;
Content and fweet Cheerfulnels open our door ;

They fmile with the fimple, and feed with the poor.

Vhen love has poflefs’d us, that love we reveal ;
ike the flocks that we feed are the paflions we feel :
So, harmlefs and fimple, we {port and we p_lay,,

!And leave to fine folks to-deéceive anid betray.

r
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SONG CLVIL 3
AS SURE AS A GUN. s

~ Says Go-lin to me, I’ve a thought in my bead ; 1

Bt i

fnow a young damﬁl I’'m dying to wed; I know «
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young damfel I'm dying to wed. So pleafe you, quoth ],
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and whene'er it 15 done, You'll quary el and you’ll part
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again, as fure as a gun! As ﬁzre as a4 gun .' As fure
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as a gun! You'll quarrel and you'll part again, as
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And {o when you’re married (poor amorous wight !)
You'll bill it and coo it from morning till night :
But truft me, good Colin, you’ll find it bad fun
{ Initead of which you’ll ﬁght and Icratch-—as furc as a
oun . *
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But fhou’d fhe prove fond of her own deareft love,
1 And you be as fupple and {oft as her glove

! Yet, be fhe a faint, and as chafte as a pun,
; You re faften’d to her apron-ftrings——as fure as a gun !

2 Suppofe 1t was you, then, faid he, with a leer;
2 You wou’d not ferve me fo I’m certain, my dear :
8 In troth, I replied, I will anfwer for none ;

% { But do as other women do—as fure as a gun

i‘-
.

ool 4oL g ATLPD PP P e PedayrPu

SONG CLVIII.
NO.GLORY I COVET.
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No glory I covet ; no riches 1 wani ; Ambition is

s

;; nozbmg to me: The one thing I beg cy” kind Heaven
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¥ Lo grant Is a mind independent and free.
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With paffions unruffled, untainted with pride,
By rcafon my life let me {quare ;
The wants of my nature are cheaply {upplied,

And the reft are but folly and care.

The bleflings which Providence freely has lent,
- I’ll juftly and gratefully prize

Whilft {weet meditation, and cheerful content,
Shall make me both healthful and wife.

In the pleafures the great man’s poffeflions difplay,
Unenvied I'll challenge my part ;

For ev'ry fair object my eyes can {urvey
Contributes to gladden my heart.

How vainly, through infinite trouble and frife,
The many their labours employ !

Since all that is truly delightful in life
Is what all, if they pleafe, may enjoy.
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SONG CLIX.
THOU SOFT FLOWING AVON.
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Thou f )ft ﬁawzng A"von by thy fitver ftream, Of
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things more thanmortal fweet Shakefpear would drean,
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would dream, would dream, thy Shakefpear would dreat
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Tbe fazrze.r by maonhg})t darzce ramzd /JZJ" green bed
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For ballow’d the turf 15 which pillow’d bis /de The
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fairies, by moonlight, dance round bis green bed ; For
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ballow’d the turf 15 which pil - low'd Dis head.
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The love-firicken maiden, the {oft-fighing fwain,
Here rove without danger, and figh without pain.
The fweet bud of beauty no bhight fhall here dread;’

For hallow’d the turf is Wthh pillow’d his head.

Here youth fhall be fam’d for their love and thetr truth,
And cheerful old age feel the {pirit of youth :

tor the raptures of fancy here poets thall tread ;

Yor hallow’d the turf 1s which pillow’d his head.

¥low on, filver Avon, in fong ever flow!

Be the {wans on thy borders ftill whiter than fnow !
<ver tull be thy ftream ; like his fame may it {pread !
And the turf ever hallow’d which pillow’d his head! .
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SONG CLX.
THE IRISH HUNT.

Hark. bm‘k : JoZ{y jjbau;f nen, a while to my tale ; To
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pay your attention I ’m fure it can’t fail: "Tis of lads
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and of horfes (md dogs that ne’er tire, Qer flone-
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walls and hedges, thro’ dale, bog, and briar : A pack

R, - Ay, gy W PR A P — S el

. S A e S

ol SN e St e mpl St el e Sl Sl il =Sefay

SRISEE= S =

of fuch bounds, and a fet of fuch men ; *Tis a_fhrewd
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fhook like an afpen for fear,

In feventeen hundred and forty and four,

The fifth of December, I think ’twas no more,
At five in the morning, by moft of the clocks,
We rode from Kilruddery 1n {fearch of a fox.

The Laughlinftown landlord, the old Owen Bray,
And fquire Adair, {ure, was with us that day ;
Joe Debbil, Hal Prefton, that hunt{man fo ftout,

- Dick Holmes, a few others, and {o we {et out.

We caft oft our hounds for an hour or more,
When Wanton {et up a moft tunable roar ;
Hark to Wanton ! cried Joe, and the reft were not flack;
For Wanton’s no trifler efteem’d in the pack:
! Old Bonny and Collier came readily im,
And ev’ry hound join’d in the mufical din
Had Diana been there fhe’d been pleas’d to the life,
And one of the lads got a goddels to wife.

|

Ten minutes paft nine was the time of the day

When Reynard broke cover, and this was his play :

As ftrong from Killegar as though he could fear none,
Away he brufh’d round by the houfe of Kilternan;

To Carrickmines thence, and to Cherrywood then,
dteep Shankhill he climb’d, and to Ballyman-glen
Bray-common he crofs’d, leap’d Lord Anglefey’s wall,
And feem’d to fay, Little I value you all. -

He ran Bufhes-grove up to Carberry-burns,

i Joe Debbil, Hal Prefton, kept leading by turns:

Lhe earth it was open ; bur he was fo ftout, |
Though he might have got in, yet he chofe to keep out:
To Malpas® high hills was the way then he flew ;

At Dalkeyftone-common we had bim in view;
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He drove on, by Bullock, through Shrubglanagery,
And {o on to Mountown, where Laury grew weary,

Through Rocheftown wood like an arrow he pafs’d,
And came to the fteep hills of Dalkey at laft ;

There gallantly plung’d him{elf into the {ea,

And faid in his heart, Sure none dare follow me:

But {oon, to his coft, he percetv’d that no bounds
Could ftop the purfuit of fuch ftaunch mettl’d hounds
His policy here did not {erve him a rufh,

Five couple of tartars were hard at his brufh.

To recover the fhore then again was his drift 5

But, ere he could reach to the top of the clift,

He found both of {peed and of cunning a lack;
Being waylaid and kill’d by the reft of the pack.

At his death there were prefent the lads I have {ung,
Save Laury, who, riding a garron, was flung.

Thus ended, at length, a moit delicate chale,

That held us five hours and ten minutes {pace.

We return’d to Kilruddery’s plentiful board,

Where dwells Hofpitality, Truth, and my Lord

We talk’d o’er the chale, and we toafted the health
Of the man that ne’er varied for places or wealth.
Owen Bray baulk’d a leap-; {ays Hal Prefton, "twas odd;
"I'was thameful, cries Jack, by the great living God !
Says Prefton; I halloo’d, Get on, though you fall ;

Or I’'ll Jeap over you, your blind gelding and all.

Each glafs was adapted to freedom and {port ;
For party affairs we confign’d to the court:
Thus we finifh’d the reft of the day and the night
In gay flowing bumpers and focial delight :
Then, till the next meeting, bid farewel each brother;
For fome they went one way and {ome went another.
- As Pheebus befriended our earlier roam,
90 Luna took care in conducting us home,
g ,
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SONG CLXI
WHAT MAN, IN HIS WITS.
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IWhat man, in bz.r wits, had not rather be poor, Than
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for lucre bis freedom to give ¢ Ever buj:y tbe means of
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his life to fe-cure, And fo ever ﬂegie&zrgg to live.
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And fo ever negleching to hve,

Inviron’d from morning to night in a croud,
' Not a moment unbent or alone

Conf’nram’d to be abje& though never {o proud,
And at ev’ry one’s call but his own.

Still repining and longmg for quiet each hour,

Yet ftudioufly flying it fiull ;

With the means of enjoying his wifh in his pow I,
But accurft with his wanting the will.

For a year muft be paft, or a day muft be come,
Before he has leifure to reft :
He muft add to his ftore this or that pretty fum,

' And then will have time to be bleft.
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But s qalns more bewitching the more they increafe,
Only iwell the defire of his eye:

Such a wretch let mine enemy Iwe, if he pleafe
Let not even mine enemy die.
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SONG CLXIL.
WOMEN AND WINE.
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» I - . ' '




VOCAL ENCHANTRESS: 307
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a _pa-ml—lel ; bej run in a pa-ral - Zc‘l.e.

Women are witches when they will,
So is wine, fo is wine
They make the ftatefman lofe his ﬂ{lll,
The foldier, lawyer, and divine
They put a gig in the graveft fkull
And fend their wits to gather wool :
' 'T is wine, wine, woinen and wine, they run in a parallel

What is’t that makes your vifage {o pale?
What is’t that makes your looks divine ?
What 1s’t that makes your courage to fail ?
Is it not women:? Is it not wine?
'Tis wine will make you fick when you’re well 3
"Tis women that make your forehead to {well ;
§ "Tis wme, wine, women and wiae; they xun ina parallels
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SONG CLXII.
THE, UNION.
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With worien and wine I defy ev’'ry care 5 For life, B
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'wztbout thefe, 15 a bubble of awr ; For I fe 'wztbout
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f.et grave {ober mortals my maxims condemn,

I never fhall alter my conduét for them

I care not how much they my meafures decline,

Let them have their own humour—and I will have mine.

Wine, prudently us’d, will our fenfes improve ;

’T1s the fprlng-tlde of life and the fuel of love;

And Venus ne’er look’d with a fmile fo divine |

As when Mars bound his head with a branch of the vine.

Then come, my dear charmer ! thou nymph half divine !

Firlt pledge me with Kifles—next pledge me with wine:
Then giving and taking, in mutual return,
The torch of our loves fhall eternally burn.

But fhould’ft thou my paffion for wine difapprove,
My bumper I’ll quit to be blefs’d with thy love ;
For, rather than forfeit the joys of my lafs,

My ‘bottle I'll break and demolith my glals.
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"SONG CLXI1V.
PHILLIDA AND CORYDON.
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In the merry month of May, In a morn, by break
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szllz-da and Go-ry-don,
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Much ado there was, God wot!
He would love, and fhe would not :
She faid, never man was true ®

&e {aid, none was falle to you. .

He faid, he had lov’d her long:

She faid, love {hould have no wrong.

Corydon would kifs her then
ohe faid, maids muft kifs no men
Till they did for good and all.
Then {he made the fhepherd call
All the heavens to witnefs truth :
Ne'er lov’d a truer youth.

Thus, with many a pretty oath,

Yea and nay, and faith and troth ¢

Such as filly fhepherds ufe

When they will not love abufe;

Love, which had been long deluded,

Was, with kifles fweet, concluded :
And Phillida, with garlands gay,
Was made the lady of the May.
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SONG CLXV.
THE COUNTRY WEDDING.
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Well met, preity n_ympb Jays a jolly young fwan, 7o
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i ﬁngbt to this ﬂmﬁzau rbe fzympb did wp{y, With a
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Smuile on her look, cmd a leer in ber eye, I am come

=HE=:

__-E

ﬂje_pberd, pray wby fwauld o /mo'w g

If I tell you the reafon of afking you this ;
I'would fee you fafe home, (the fwain was in love)
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| |

% ! hope, pretty maid, you won't take it arifs,
i OF fuch a companion if you would approve.
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v .
Your offer, kind fhepherd, is civil, I own,
But {ee no great danger in going alone ;
Nor yet can I hinder, the road being free,
Yor one as another, for you as for me.

etye

No danger in going alone, it is true,

But yet a companion is pleafanter too ;

And if you could like (now the {wain he took heart)
Such a {weetheart as me, we never would part.

O! that’s a long word, faid the fhepherdefs then ;
I’ve often heard {ay there’s no minding you men:
You’ll {ay and unfay, and you’ll flatter, ’tis true
Then leave a young maiden the firft thing you do.

O! judge not {o harfhly, the thepherd replied ;

7o prove what I fay, I will make you my bride
To-morrow the parfon (well faid, little {fwain)

Shall join both our hands, and make one of us twain -

‘Then what the nymph anfwered to this. 1s not faid ;
'The very next morn to be {ure they were wed.
Sing hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddie down
Now, when fhall we {ee {uch a wedding in town ? -

GGl Ao e (R I P P pPohm Py h

SONG CLXVL
MAY EVE: or, KATE OF ABERDEEN.
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{y tbroz{gb the night, o wa.rzton with the
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wind- ing ﬂream And kifs re - ﬂe&‘ “ed light, Ta

gt

beds of flate go, balm - y flech, (" Tis where you've

)
J
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_/Z*Mom been ), {Iay 5 Vi-gil wbzle the ﬂep-bw dy keep

T

With Kate of A-ber-deen, With Kate of A—ber-dem,

N .

pE e

With Kate of A - ber - deen.

Upon the green the virgins wait,
In rofy chaplets gay,

T1ll morn unbar her golden gate,
And give the promis’d May.
Methinks I hear the maids declare

The promis’d May, when {een,
Not half fo fragrant, half {o fair,
As Kate of Aberdeen.
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Strike up the tabor’s boldeft notes,
We'll roufe the nodding grove ;

The nefted birds fhall raife their throats, -
And hail the maid I love:

And fee—the matin lark miftakes,
He quits the tufted green:

Fond bird ! ’tis not the morning breaks,
Tis Kate of Aberdeen.

Now, lightfome o’er the level mead,
Where midnight fairies rove,

Like them, the jocund dance we'll lead,
Or tune the reed to love :

For, {ce, the rofy May draws mgh ;
She claims a virgin queen:

And, hark! the happy fhepherds cry,
113 Kate of Aberdcen.
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SONG CLXVIL
LUCY, THE FAIR QUEEN OF HEARTS.
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Farewell to the purk and the p[ay, Farewell the

SEEEE s

affembly and ball ; 1” e parties fo frolic and gay,

_— e _ e
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With fu’mf ie farewed! to you all,  No joys can !
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now find in wine, Sboz tbrozgrb with j{y Cupid’s keen

et

dorts s My Jreedom, well pleas’d, I refign To Lucy
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the fair queen of bearts, To Lucy the fair queen qf

a-_*i._n_:s:: o i . =
St
% bhearts. For Lucy I figh, for Lucy I dze, For Lzzcy

]
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§ I figh, for Lucy I die, For Lucy the fair queen of
%—*\E QEE: """':I E_::%: A ) IR

bearts, For Lucy the fair queen of bearts.

Though beauties are plenty, I own

Regardlefs I view their dull charms
Nor beauty cou’d conquer alone,

But beauty and merit difarns.
Infipid to me all their faces,

In vain they play off all their arts,
Compar’d to the numberlefs graces

Of Lucy the fair queen of hearts,
For Lucy I figh, &ec. -

R ij
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* She liftens to all that I fay,

She blufhes whenever we meet ;

Though with others fhe’s lively and 32y,
With me the is grave and difcreet. -

To church then I'll lead my fair bride,

And, {corning deceitful bafe arts,

otill lnppy whate’er may betide,
With Lucy the fair queen of hcarts.

~ For Lucy I figh, &c.
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SONG CLXVIIL
THE FRIEND AND THE LOVER.
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[’m told by the wife ones a maid 1 jZJaZ] dze Zhey
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too well bow time ﬁzcir along, That we live but fm
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years, and vet fmvei are :ymmg. But I barg to De
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/ny £ too mcc bm: tim charge I deny ; 1 know but B
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rowe for moments of joy s L ne - wer will wes ?rzii a
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Jozzzb I can f 1 Where the ﬁzmd’ and the lover are
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o Py
e-qual-ly join’d ; IWhere the friend and the lover, the
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friend and the lover, the friend and the lo - ver, are

1
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A
S

e-qual-ly 1 Joun’d.

{ No pedant, though learned, or foolifhly gay,

1 Or laughmg becaufe he has nothing to {ay,
i Lo ev’ry fair one obliging and free,
i But never be fond of any but me:
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In whofe tender bofom my {foul may confide,

Whofe kindnefs can foothe me, whole counfels can guide :
such a vouth I wou’d marry, if fuch I con’d find,
Where the friend and the lover are equally join’d.

From fuch a dear lover as here I defcribe

No danger fthou’d fright me, not millions fhou’d bribe;
But, "till this aftonifhing creature I knosw,

’m fingle and happy, and ftill will be fo.

You may laugh, and {uppole I am nicer than wife ;
But I'll fhun the vain fop, the dull coxcomb defpife;
Nor ever will wed till a youth I can find

Where the frend and the lover are equally join’d,

e okl L0 i€ (kTP PrhrPrdrge Prpprn

SONG CLXIX.
COM E IxISS ME, SAYS HE.

T oung Damon was fwlr ﬂlmg, bri ﬁc and gay, W. Zb
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mmziy, come from the fair, jzﬂ menz{y come from:
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the fair, ‘Fuft me:-u{y come from the fuir. He
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met pretty Sue in the way, He met prc’rz‘y Jue in
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zbe way. Come kzj} me, fays be ; I won't, fays fhe ;
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Come kifs me, fays be ; I won't, fays fbe, You're bold
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and I hate you, I do, I declare, ¥ou're bold and 1
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hate you, I do, I declare. Come kifs me, fayshey 1

e e

won't, fays fhe 5 Gome Rifs me, fays he ; I won’t, fays
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Jbe, Yow're bold and I hate you, I do, L dec[aze 5
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ou’re bold and 1 hate _y(m, I do, I declare.
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He oifer'd a ribbon her hair to bind ;
Dear Sufan come kifs, and in pity be kind,
Or I'll hang 1 a fit of defpair ;
Defpair, cry’d the maiden, 1s blind.
Then kits mc, lays he;
I won'’t, fays fhe;
You think that I love you, I don’t, 1 declare.

Shall we go to the paifon, he roguifhly faid ?
She curily’d, cry’d yes, bluft’d, and held down her §
head,

With a look that difpell’d all his care ;
Tor {he found that be wifh’d her to wed :

Well, kifs me, fays he;

I will, fays fhe;
'l kiis when we're wed, not till thei I declarc,
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SONG CLXX.
THO' BA_CCHUS MAY BOAST.
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Ihe’ Barcbm may boaft of bis care-kill-ing bowl,
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When fofter de - votions the fen - fos invite. To the ar-
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row of fate, or the canker of care, His potions ob-li-

vious a balm may beflow ; But to fancy that feeds on

the charms of the fair, The death of refleltion’s the

ir.
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care of all woe.

:

What foul, that’s poflefs'd of a dream fo divine,
With riot wou’d bid the fweet vifion begone ? .

For a tear that bedews Senfibility’s fhrine
Is a drop of mqre worth than all Bacchus’s tun,

S
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Each change and excels hath thro’ life been my dﬂom,
Axd. well'can'T fpeak of 1ts joy and its{trife 3~

The bottle affords us a glimpfe thro’ the gloom, T
But love'’s the true funﬂnne that gladdens our life,

'i.i'l.-li

LW

The niagic illufions that ravifle the-{foul!- -
.;‘-&vmke in my breaft the foft dream of dehght’ re e
And drop from thy myrtle one leaf in my bowl *-
Then deep will I'drink of the nectar divine, .
Nor ¢’er, jolly god, from thy banquet remove ;
But each tubc of my he*ut ever thir{ for the: wme ,,
That 3 1nellow’d by fuendﬂnp and. fweeten’d by“‘love.

Come, then, rofy VLHHS, and {pread o’cr my ﬁght

a wire =

142 Cud o edri ok kel 2T BoYePohe e Dedryndin

SONG CLXXL
WHEE‘ THE MEN A-COURTING: CAME_. ..

St

H”bm the men a-courting came, With their flatt’ring
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jwttZe p: aZL‘ZL’ Of their foolries I miade game, And
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Mliwd them with tittle tatile 5 Cooing to me, wooLlg
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cacl f Hy elf Game coving, moozzzg, boswing to e,

T he. dwme with looks demule,
Talk’d of tithes and eating plenty,
- Show’d the profits of his cure, )
And vow’d to treat me w 1fh each dainty ;
Cooing, &c,

'The learned fergeant of the law
Show’d his parchments, briefs, and papers ;-
In his deeds I found a flaw;
So difmifs’d him 1n the VaPOHI'S ;
- Coolng, &c.

Phyfic now difplay’d his wealth
- With his noftrums ; but the fact 1s,
I refo]lv’d to keep my health,
Nor die a martyr to his practice ;
Cooing, &c,

But, at laft, a {fwain bow’d low,
Candid, handfome, tall, and clever,
. Squeez’d my hand, I can’t tell how,
. "But he won my heart for ever;
Coolng, &c. .
I fent all other wooers from me.
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SONG CLXXIL
MY NAME's HONEST HARRY, O.
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.M_y name's honeft Harry, O: Mm;y 1 will marry, O
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