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DEDICATION. 

To ilka lovely British lafs, 
Frac Ladies Charlotte, Anne, and Jean, 

Down to ilk bonny finging Befs, 
IVba dances barefoot on the green. 

Dear Lasses, 

YOUR moft humble Have, 
Wha ne’er to fcrve you fhall decline. 

Kneeling, wad your acceptance crave. 
When he prelents this fma’ propine. 

Then take it kindly to your care, 
Revive it with your tunefu’ notes: 

Its beauties will look fweet and fair, 
Arifing faftly through your throats. 

The wanton wee thing will rejoice. 
When tented by a fparkling eye. 

The Ipinnet tinkling with her voice. 
It lying on her lovely knee. 

W hile kettles dringe on ingles dour, 
Or clalhes flay the lazy lafs,- 

Thir fangs may ward you frae the lour. 
And gaily vacant minutes pais. 

E’en while the tea’s fill’d reeking round, 
Rather than plot a tender tongue, 

Treat a’ the circling lugs wi’ found, 
Syne fafely Up when ye have fung. 

May happinefs had up your hearts, 
And warm you lang with loving fires : 

May pow’rs propitious play their parts, 
In matching you to your defires. 

Edinburgh, Jan. i. 
i 724. 

A. RAMSAY. 
A 2 



PREFACE. 

ALthough it be acknowledged, tiiat our Scots 
tunes have not lengthened variety of mufic, 

yet they have an agreeable gaiety and natural fweet- 
nefs, that make them acceptable where-ever they 
are known, not only among ourfelves, but in other 
countries. They are, for the mod pa.t fo chear- 
ful, that, on hearing them well played, or fung, 
we find a difficulty to keep ourfelves from dancing. 
What further adds to the efteem we have for them, 
is, their antiquity, and their being univerfally 
known. Mankind’s love for novelty would appear 
to contradiift this reafon ; but will not, when we 
confider, that for one that can tolerably entertain 
with vocal or indrumental mufic, there are fifty 
that content themfelves with the pleafure of hear- 
ing, and finging without the trouble of being 
taught. Now, fuch are not judges of the fine 
flourifhes of new mufic imported from Italy and 
elfewhere, yet will liden with pleafure to tunes 
that they know, and can join with in the chorus. 
Say that our way is only an harmonious fpeaking 
of merry, witty, or foft thoughts, after the poet 
has drelfed them in four or five (lanzas; yet un- 
doubtedly thefe mud reliffi bell with people, who 
have not bellowed much of their time in acquiring 
a talle for that downright perfedt mufic, which re- 
quires none, or very little of the poet’s allillance. 

My being well allured, how acceptable new words 
to known tunes would prove, engaged me to the 
making verfes for above fixty of them, in this and 
the fecond volume : above thirty more were done 
by fome ingenious young gentlemen, who were 
fo Well pleafed with my undertaking, that they ge? 
r.ero'jfly lent me their affillance; and to them the 
lovers of fenfe and mufic are obliged lor fome of 
the belt fongs in the colledtion. The rell are fuch 
eld verfes as have been done time out of mind, and 
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only wanted to be cleared from the drofs of blund- 
ering tranfcribers and printers ; fuch as, The Galer- 
lunzie man, Muirland Ibilly, &c. that claim their 
place in our colleAion, for their merry images of 
the low charafter. 

This fifteenth edition in a few years, and the 
general demand for the book by perfons of all ranks, 

| where-cver our language is underllood, is a fure e- 
1 vidence of its being acceptable. My worthy friend 

Dr. Banr.erman tells me from dtnerica. 

Nor only do your lays o'er Britain flow, 
Round all the globe your happy fonnetsgo ; 
Here thy foft verfe, made to a Scottilh air. 
Are often fung by our Virginian fair. 
Camilla’/ ’warbling notes are heard no more. 
But yield to Lad time I came o’er the moor ; 
Hydafpes and Rinaldo both give ivay 

Mary Scot, Tweedfide, and Mary Gray. 

From this and the following volume*, Mr. Thom* 
fon (who is allowed by all to be a good teacher and 
finger of 5c«//fongs) culled Iris Orpheus Caledonius* 
the rnufic for both the voice and liute, and the 
words of the fongs finely engraven in a folio book, 

! for the ufe of perfons of the higheft quality in Bri- 
tain, and dedicated to the late Queen. This, by 
the by, I thought proper to intimate, and do my- 
felf that juftice which the publifirer negle&ed ; fince 
he ought to have acquainted his illullrious lilt of 
fubferibers, that molt of the fongs were mine, the 
mufic abftraifted. 

In my compofitions and collections, 1 have kept 
out all fimut and ribaldry, that the modelt voice 
and ear of the fair finger might meet with no af- 
front ; the chief bent of all my Itudies being to gain 
their good graces; and it lhall always be my care 

* The reader will eafily perceive, by this Preface, that this 
Mifcellany was full publiihed in feparatc voluinej. 
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to ward off thofe frowns that would prove mortaJ 
to my mufe. 

Now, little books, go your ways; be affured of 
favourable reception where-ever the fun fhines on 
the free-born chearful Briton ; ffeal yourfelves in- 
to the ladies bofoms. Happy volumes ! you are to 
live too as long as the fong of Honidr in Greek apd 
Enghjh, and mix yotir allies only with the odes of 
Horace. Were it but my fate, when old and ruf- 
fled, like you to be again reprinted, what a curious 
figure would I appear on the utmofl limits of time, 
after a thoufand editions ? Happy volumes ! you 
are fecure ; but I muff yield, pleafe the ladies, and 
;ake care of my fame. 

In hopes of this, fearlefs of coming age, 
I’ll fmile thro’ life ; and when for rhyme renown’d, 

i’ll calmly q.uit the farce and giddy liage, 
Ajad fleep beneath afiow’ty turf full found- 
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Bonny Chri*ty. 

HOW fweetly fmells the fimmer green ! 
Sweet tafte the peach and cherry : 

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

But fined colours, fruits, and flowers. 
And wine, tho’ I be thirfty, 

Lofe a’ their charms, and weaker powers. 
Compar’d with thofe of Ckrijiy . 

When wand’ring o’er the flow’ry park. 
No nat’ral beauty wanting, 

How lightfome is’t to hear the lark, 
And birds in confort chanting ? 

But if my Ckrijiy tunes her voice, 
I’m rapt in admiration ; 

My thoughts with ecftafies rejoice. 
And drap the hail creation. 

Whene’er (he fnviles a kindly glance, 
I take the happy omen, 

And aften mint to make advance. 
Hoping {he’ll prove a woman ; 

But, dubious of my ain defert. 
My fentiments I fmother ; 

With fecret fighs I vex my heart. 
For fear (he love another. 

Thus- fang blate Edie by a burn. 
His ChriJIy did o’erhear him ; 

She doughtna let her lover mourn. 
But e’er he wilt drew near him. 

* 
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She fpake her favour with a look, 

Which left nae room to doubt her ; 
He wifely this white minute took. 

And Hang his arms about her. 

My Chrijiy! witnefs, bonny ftream. 
Sic joys frae tears arifing, 

I wifh this may na be a dream ; 
O love the maift furpriling ! 

Time was too precious now for tank ; 
This point of a' his wilhes 

He wadna with let ipeeches bauk. 
But war’d it a’ on kiiles. 

The Bujh aboon Traquair 
HEar me, ye nymphs, and every Twain. 

I’ll tell how Peggy grieves me. 
Tho’ thus I languid), thus complain, 

Alas ! die ne’er believes me. 
My vows and dghs, like filent air. 

Unheeded never move her ; 
At the bonny bufh aboon Traquair, 

’Twas there I firil did love her. 
That day (he Imil’d, and made me glad. 

No maid Teem’d ever kinder: 
I thought myfelf the luckielt lad. 

So Tweetly there to find her. 
I try’d to Tooth my am’rous flame. 

In words that I thought tender ; 
If more there pafs’d. I’m not to blame, 

I meant not to offend her. 
Yet now die fcornful flees the plain, 

The fields we then frequented 
If e’er we meet, (he (hews difdain. 

She looks as ne’er acquainted. 
The bonny bufli bloom’d fair in May, 

Its Tweets I’ll ay remember ; 
But now her frowns make it decay. 

It fades as in December. 
^e rural powers who hear my drains. 

Why thus (hould Peggy grieve me £ 
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Oh ! make her partner in my pains, 

Then let ker fmiles relieve me. 
If not, my love will turn defpair, 

* My palEon no more tender. 
I’ll leave the bufli aboon Traquair, 

To lonely wilds I’ll wander. C, 

An ODE, to the tune of, Polwarih on the Green. 

THO’ beauty, like the rofe, 
That fmiles on Polnnarth green. 

In various colours fliows, 
As ’tis by fancy feen : 

Yet all its different glories lie 
United in thy face ; 

And virtue, like the fun on high, 
Gives rays to ev’ry grace. 

So charming is her air, 
So fmooth, fo calm her mind. 

That to fome angel’s care 
Each motion feems affign’d : 

But yet fo chearful, fprightly, gay. 
The joyful moments fly, 

As if for wings they flole the ray 
She darteth from her eye. 

Kind am’rous Cupids while 
With tuneful voice fhe fings. 

Perfume her breath and fmile, 
And wave their balmy wings : 

But as the tender blufhes rife, 
Soft innocence doth warm. 

The foul in blifsful ecftafies 
Diffolveth in the charm. D. 

Tweed-side. 
WHat beauties does Flora difclofe ? 

How fweet are her fmiles upon Tweed? 
Yet Mary's ftill fweeter than thole; 

Both nature and fancy exceed. 
Nor daify, nor fweet-blulhing rofe, 

Not all the gay flowers of the field. 
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Not Tiueedgliding gentle through thofe. 

Such beauty and pleafure does yield. 
The warblers are heard in the grove. 

The linnet, the lark, and the thrufh, 
The blackbird, and fweet cooing dove, 

With mufic inchant ev’ry bulb. 
Come, let us go forth to the mead. 

Let us fee how the primrofes fpring, 
We’ll lodge in fome village on Tnveed, 

And love while the feather’d folks ling. 
How does my love pafs the long day ? 

Does Mary not tend a few Iheep ? 
Do they never carelefsly flray, 

While happily fhe lies afleep ? 
Tweed's murmurs fhould lull her to reft ; 

Kind nature indulging my blifs, 
To relieve the foft pains of my breaft, 

I’d fteal an ambrofial kifs. 

’Tis ftie does the virgins excel, 
No beauty with her may compare ; 

Love’s graces all round her do dwell, 
She’s faireft, where thoulands are fair. 

Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ftray ? 
Oh ! tell me at noon where they feed ; 

Shall I feek them on fweet winding Taj, 
Or the pleafanter banks of the Tweed ? 

SONG, to the tune of, Wo's my heart that we 
Jhould funder, 

TS Hamilla then my own ? 
O! the dear, the charming treafure : 

Fortune now in vain /hall frown ; 
All my future life is pleafure. 

See how rich with youthful grace. 
Beauty warms her ev’ry feature ; 

Smiling heaven is in her face, 
All is gay, and all is nature. 

See what mingling charms arife, 
Rofy fmiles, and kindling bluflies ; 
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Love fits laughing in her eyes. 

And betrays her fecret wiflies. 
Hade then from th’ Idalian grove, 

Infant imiles, and fports, and graces; 
Spread the downy couch for love, 

And lull us in your fweet embraces. 
Softeft raptures, pure from noife, 

This fair happy night furround us ; 
While a thoufand fprightly joys 

Silent flutter all around us. 
Thus unfour’d with care or ftrife, 

Heaven ftill guard this deareft blefling 
While we tread the path of life, 

Loving dill, and dill poflefling. 

SONG. 

LET’S be jovial, fill our glades, 
Madnefs ’tis for us to think, 

'How the world is rul’d by afles, 
And the wife are fway’d by chink. 

Fa, la, ra, &c. 
Then never let vain cares opprefs us, 

Riches are to them a fnai e. 
We’ re ev’ry one as rich as Craefus, 

While our bottle drowns our care. 
Fa, la, ra, &c. 

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

Come let us fuddle all our nofes, 
Drink ourfelves quite out of debt. 

Fa, !a, ra, &c. 
When grim death is looking for us, 
IWe are toping at our bowls, 

Bacchus ]d\n\ng in the chorus : 
Death, be gone, here’s none but fouls 

Fa, la, ra, &c. 
God-like Bacchus thus commanding, 

Trembling death away fhall fly, 
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Ever after underflancting. 

Drinking fouls can never die, 
Fa, la, ra, &c. 

Muirlavd Willie, 

HEarken and I will tell you how 
Young Muii land Willie came to woo, 

Tho’ he could neither lay nor do ; 
The truth I tell to you. 

But ay he cries, whate’er betide, 
Maggy, I’fe hae her to be my bride, 

With a fal, dal, See. 
On his gray yad as he did ride, 

With durk and pillol by his fide. 
He prick’d her on wf meikle pride, 

Wi’ meikle mirth and glee. 
Out o’er yon mofs, out o’er yon muir, 
Till he came to her dady’s door, 

With a fal, dal, &c. 
Goodman, quoth he, be ye within, 

Tm come your doughter’s love to win, 
I care na for making meikle din. 

What anfwer gie ye me ? 
Now, wooer, quoth he, wou’d ye light down, 
I’ll gi’e ye my doughter’s love to win, 

IVith a Jal, dal. See. 
Now, wooer, fin ye are lighted down. 

Where do ye win, or in what town ? 
I think my doughter winna gloom 

On fic a lad as ye. 
The wooer he llepp’d up the houfe. 
And w’ow but he was w'ondrous croufe, 

IVith a fal, dal, &c. 
I have three owfen in a plough, 

Twa good ga’en yads, and gear enough, 
The place they ca’ it Cadeneugh ; 

I fcorn to tell a lie : 
Befides, I had frae the great laird, 
A peat-pat, and a lang kail-yard, 

With a fal, dal. See. 
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The maid put on her kirtle brown. 

She was the braweft in a’ the town ; 
I wat on him {he did na gloom, 

But blinkit bonilie. 
The lover he {tended up in hafte. 

And gript her hard about the waift, 
With a fal, dal. See. 

To win your love, maid, I’m come here. 
I’m young, and hae enough of gear; 
And for myfell you need na fear, 

Troth try me whan ye lihe. 
He took aff his bonnet, and fpat in his chow. 
He dightedhis gab, and pri’d her mou’. 

With a fal, dal. See. 
The maiden blufh’d and bing’d fu law, 

She had na will to fay him na, 
But to her dady {he left it a’, 

As they twa cou’d agree. 
The lover he ga’e her the tither kifs, 
Syne ran to her dady, and tell’d him this, 

U'ith a fal, dal, &c. 
Your doughter, wad na fay me na, 

But to yourfell fie has left it a,’ 
As we cou’d gree between us twa; 

Say what’ll ye gie me wi’ her ? 
Now, wooer, quo’ he, I ha’e nae meikle, 

ut fic’s I ha’e, ye’s get a pickle. 
With a fal, dal. Sec. 

A kilnfu’ of corn I’ll gi'e to thee, 
hree foums of rtieep, twa good milk ky, 
e’s ha’e the wadding dinner free ; 

Troth I dow do na mair. 
Content, quo’ he, a bargain be’t. 
’m far frae hame, make hafte let’s do’t, 

With a fal, dal. Sec. 
The bridal-day it came to pafs, 
ith many a blythefome lad and lafs ; 

ut ficken a day there never was, 
Sick mirth was never feen. 

B 
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This winfome couple ftraked hands, 
Mefs John ty’d up the marriage-bands, 

With a fal, dal. See. 
And our bride’s maidens were na few, 

Wi’ tap-knots, lug-nots, a’ in blew, 
Frae tap to tae they were braw new, 

And blinkit bonilie. 
Their toys and mutches were fae clean. 
They glanced in our ladfes’ een. 

With a fal, dal. See. 
Sic hirdum, dirdum, and fie din, 

Wi’ he o’er her, and Ihe o’er him ; 
The minftrels they did never blin, 

Wi’ meikle mirth and glee. 
And ay they bobit, and ay they beckt. 
And ay their wames together met. 

With afal,dal. See. Z. 
The Promis’d Joy, to the tune of. Carle an 

the kina come. 

Wen rwe meet again, Phelv, 
’ ’ When nue meet again, Phely, 

Raptures will reward our pain. 
And lojs refult in gain, Phely, 

Long the fport of fortune driv’n. 
To delpairour thoughts were giv’n. 

Our odds will all be ev’n, Phely, 
When we meet again, Phely, <tc. 

Now in dreary diftant groves, 
Tho’ we moan like turtle doves, 
SufF’ring bell our virtue proves, 

And will enhance our loves, Phely, 
When we meet again, Phely, c'C. 

Joy will come in a furprife, 
Till its happy hour arife ; 
Temper well your love-fick fighs, 

For hope becomes the wife, Phely. 
When we meet again, Phely, 
When we meet again, Phely, 
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Raftures will reward our pain. 
And lofs refult in gain, Phely, M 

To Delia, on her drawing him to her Valentine, 
to the tune of, Black-ey'd Sufan. 

YE powers ! was Damon then fo blefs’d, 
To fall to charming Delia’s (hare ; 

Delia, the beauteous maid, poflefs’d 
Of all that’s foft, and all that’s fair? 

Hear ceafe thy bounty, O indulgent heav’n, 
J alk no more, for all my wifh is giv’n. 

I came, and Delia finding Ihow’d, 
She fmil’d, and Ihow’d the happy name } 

With rifing joy my heart o’erflow’d, 
I felt and blefs’d the newborn-flame. 

May fofteft pleafures carelefs round her move, 
May all her nights be joy, and days be love. 

She drew the treafure from her bread, 
That bread where love and graces play, 

O name beyond expreflion bled ! 
Thus lodg’d with all that’s fair and gay. 

To be fo lodg’d ! the thought is ecflafy, 
Who would not wifti in paradife to lie ? R. 

The Faithful Shepherd, to the tune of, 
Auld lang fyne. 

VlTHen flow’ry meadows deck the year, 
’ ’ And fporting lambkins play. 

When fpangl’d fields renew’d appear, 
And mufic wak’d the day ; 

Then did my Chloe leave her bow’r, 
To hear my am’rous lay, 

Warm’d by my love flue vow’d no pow’r 
Shou’d lead her heart adray. 

The warbling quires from ev’ry bough 
Surround our couch in throngs, 

And all their tuneful art bedow, 
To give us change of fongs : 

B 2 
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Scenes of delight my foul polfefs’d, 

I blefs’d, then hugg’d my maid ; 
I robb’d the kifles from her bread. 

Sweet as a noon-day’s fhade. 

Joy Iranfporting never fails 
I’o fly away as air, 

Another fwain with her prevails 
To be as falfe as fair. 

What can my fatal paflion cure ? 
I’ll never woo again ; 

All her difdain I mud endure, 
Adoring her in vain. 

What pity ’tis to hear the boy 
Thus fighing with his pain ! 

But time andfcorn may give him joy. 
To hear her flgh again. 

Ah ! fickle Chloe, be advis’d, 
Do not thyfelf beguile, 

A faithful lover fhould be pris’d, 
Then cure him with a fmile. O. 

To Mrs. S. H. on her taking fomething ill I fliid, 
to the tune of, Hallow ev'n. 

TTTHV hangs that cloud upon thy brow ? 
That beauteous beav’n ere while ferene ? 

Whence do thefe dorms and tempeds flow. 
Or what this gud of paflion mean ? 
And mud then mankind lofe that light, 
Which in thine eyes was wont to fhine. 
And lie obfcure in endlefs night. 
For each poor filly fpeech of mine ? 

Dear child, how can I wrong thy flame. 
Since ’tis acknowledg’d at all hands, 
That could ill tongues abufe thy fame, 
Thy beauty can make large amends : 
Or if l durd profanely try; 
Thy beauty’s pow’rful charms t’ upbraid. 
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Thy virtue well might give the lie, 
Nor call thy beauty to its aid. 

For Venus every heart t’ enfnare, 
With all her charms has deck’d thy face. 
And Pallas with unufual care, 
Bids wifdom heighten every grace, 
Who can the double pain endure; 
Or who muft not refign the field 
To thee, celellial maid, fecure 
With Cupid's, bow, and Pallas' fhield ; 

If then to thee fuch power is given, 
Let not a v/retch in torment live, 
But fmile, and learn to copy heaven, 
Since we muft fin ere it forgive. 
Yet pitying heaven not only does 
Forgive th’ offender and th’ offence, 
But even itfelf appeas’d bellows, 
As the rewaid of penitence. 

The Broom of Cowdenknows, 
HOw blyth ilk morn was I to fee 

The Twain come o’er th-e hill ! 
He Ikipt the burn, and flew to me : 

I met him with good-will. 
0 the broom, the bonny bonny broom, 

The broom of Cowdenknows ; 
1 rwijh 1 •were nuith my dearfwain, 

With his pipe and sny eoves. 
I neither wanted ewe nor lamb, 

While his flock near me lay: 
He gather’d in my fheep at night, 

And cheer’d me a’ the day. 
0 the broom. See. 

He tun’d his pipe, and reed fae fweet. 
The birds flood lifl’ning by : 

E’en the dull cattle flood and gaz’d, 
Charm’d with his melody. 

'O'dhe broom, &c, 
B 3 
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"While thus we fpent our time by turns, 
Betwixt our hocks and play y 

I envy’d not the faired dame, 
Tho’ ne’er fae rich and gay. 

0 the broom, &c. 
Hard fate that I fhou'd banilli’d be» 

Gang heavily and mourn, 
Becaufe I lov’d the kinded fwain 

That ever yetvfas born. 
0 the broom. See. 

He did oblige me every hour, 
Cou’d I but faithfu’ be ? 

lie daw my heart; cou’d I refufe 
Whate’er he afk’d of me ? 

0 the broom. Sec. 
My doggie, and my little kit 

That held my wee foup whey, 
My plaidy, broach, and crooked flick* 

May now lie ulelefs by. 
0 the broken, &c. 

Adieu, ye Convdenknovers, adieu,- 
f are well a’ pleafurcs there ; 

Ire gods, reftore me to my fwain* 
Is a’ 1 crave or care. 

0 the broom, the bonny bonny broom. 
The broom e/"Cowdcnknows ; 

1 %eijh I ewere •with my dear {•wain. 
With his pipe and my eives. 

To Ch l o to the tune of, I nvijh my love 
in a mire. 

O Lovely maid ! how dear’s thy pow r r 
At once I love, at once adore : 

With wonder are my thoughts poflefl,- 
While fofteft love infpires my breaft. 
This tender look, thefe eyes of mine, 
Confefs their am’rous mafter thine; 
Thefe eyes with Strephons paffion play, 
lird make me love, and then betr.T. 
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Yes, charming vi<5lor, I am thine 
Poor as it is, this heart of mine 
Was never in another’s pow’r. 
Was never pierc’d by love before. 
In thee I’ve treafur’d up my joy. 
Thou canft give bids, or bills dellroy r 
And thus I’ve bound irvyfclf to love. 
While bli/s or mifery can move. 

O ihould I ne’er poffefs thy charms, 
Ne’er meet my comfort in thy arms ; 
Were hopes of dear enjoyment gone. 
Still would I love, love thee alone. 
But, like feme difeontented {hade, 
That wanders where its body's laid. 
Mournful l‘d roam with hollow glare. 
For ever exil'd from my fair. 

Upon hearing his p'ufture was in Chloe's breaff, 
to the tune of. The fourtee?i of October. 

YE gods ! was Strephon's pidlure bleft 
With the fair heaven of Chloe's breah: ? 

Move fofter, thou fond flutt'ring heart, 
Oh gently throb,—too fierce thou art. 
Tell me thou brighteft of thy kind. 
For Strephon was the blifs defign'd ? 
For Strephon's fake, dear charming maid, 
Didrt thou prefer his wand'ring {hade ? 

And thou, blefs'd (hade,, that fweetly art 
Lodged fo near my Chloe's heart, 
For me the tender hour improve, 
And foftly tell how dear I love. 
Ungrateful thing ! it fcorns to hear 
Its wretched mailer's ardent pray’r, 
Ingro{fing all that beauteous heav’n. 
That Chloe, kvifli maid, has given. 

I cannot blame thee : Were I lord 
Of all die wealth thofe breads afford, 
J’d be a mifet to®, nor give 
An alms to keep a god alive. 



Oh fmile not thus, my lovely fair. 
On thefe cold looks, that lifelels are ; 
Prize him whole bofom glows with fire, 
With eager love and foft defire. 

’Tis true thy charms, O powerful maid. 
To life can bring the filent (hade : 
Thou can’ll furpafs the painter’s art, 
And real warmth and flames impart. 
But oh it ne’er can love like me, 
I’ve ever lov’d, and lov’d but thee : 
Then, charmer, grant my fond requell, 
Say thou canlt love, and make me blefs’d. 
Song lor a Serenade, tothetuneof, Tktlro»m 

of Cowdenknows. 
TEach me, Cbloe, how to prove 

My boalted flame fincere: 
’Tis hard to tell how dear I love, 

And hard to hide my care. 
Sleep in vain difplays her charms, 

T o bribe my foul to reft, 
Vainly fpreads her filken arms, 

And courts'me to her brealt. 
"Where can Strephon find repofe. 

If Cbloe is not there ; 
For ah ! no peace his bofom knows. 

When abfcnt from the fair. 
What tho’ Phoebus from on high 

With holds his chearful ray, 
Thine eyes can well his light fupply. 

And give me more than day. 
Love is the cauje of tny mourning. 

TT) Y a murmuring flream a fair Shepherdefs lay. 
Be fo kind, O ye nymphs, 1 oftimes heard her 

Tell Strephon I die, if he pafTes this way, [fay, 
Jhid that love is the canfe of my mourning. 
Falfe fliepherds, that tell me of beauty and charms. 
You deceive me, for Strcpbon s cold heart never 

warms; 
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Yet bring me this Strephon, let me die in his arms. 
Oh Strephon ? the caufe of my mourning. 

But fi- fl, laid fhe, let me go 
Down to the lhades below. 
Ere ye let Strephon know 
That I have lov’d him fo : 

Then on my pale cheek no bluflies will Ihow 
That love was the caufe of my mourning. 

Her eyes were fcarce clofed when Strephon came 
by, 

He thought Ihe’d been fleeping, and foftly drew 
nigh; 

But finding her breathlefs. Oh heavens! did he cry. 
Ah Chloris ! the caufe of my mourning. 
Reftore me my Chloris, ye nymphs, ufe your art. 
Then fighing, reply’d,’ Twas yourfelflhot the dart. 
That wounded the tender young ftiepherdefs’ heart. 
And kill’d the poor Chloris with mourning. 

Ah then is Chloris daad. 
Wounded by me he faid; 
I’ll follow thee, chafle maid 
Down to the filent fhade. 

Then on her cold fnowy breaft leaning his head. 
Expir'd the poor Strephon with mourning. X. 

To Mrs. A. H. on feeing her at a confort, to the 
tune of, The bonniejl lafs in a' the world., 

LOok where my dear Hamilla fmiles, 
Hamilla! heavenly charmer; 

See how with all their arts and wiles 
The Loves and Graces arm her. 

A blufh dwells glowing on her cheeks, 
Fair feats of youthful pleafures, 

There love in fmiling language fpeaks. 
There fpreadshis rofy treafures. 

O faireltmaid, I own thy pow’r, 
I gaze, I figh, and languifh. 
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Yet ever, ever, will adore, 

And triumph in my anguifh. 
But eafe, O charmer, eafe my care, 

And let my torments move thee ; 
As thou art faireft of the fair, 

So I the deareft love thee. 2. C. 

The Bonny Scot, to the tune of, The loatmar.. 
YE gales, that gently wave the fea, 

And pleafe the canny boatman. 
Bear me frae hence, orbring to me 

My brave, my bonny Scot—man : 
In haly bands 
We join’d our hands, 

Yet may not this difcover, 
While parents rate 
A large eftate 

Before a faithfu’ lover. 
But i ioor chuie In Highland glens 

To herd the kid andgoat — man. 
E’er I cou’d for lie little ends 

Refufe my bonny  man, 
Wae worth the man 
Wha firlt began 

The bafe ungenerous fafliion, 
Frae greedy views 
Love’s art to ufe, 

While Grangers to its paflion. 
Frae foreign fields my lovely youth, 

Hafte to thy longing laffie, 
Who pants to prefs thy bawmy mouth. 

And in her bofom hawfe thee. 
Love gie’s the word. 
Then hafte on board, 

Fair winds and tenty boatman. 
Waft o’er, waft o’er, 
Frae yonder flrore, 

My blyth, my bonny Scot—mail 
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Scornfu’ Nancy. 
£ " 
NAncy’s to the green wood gane. 

To hear chatt’ring. 
And Willie he has followed her. 

To gain her love by flatt’ring : 
But a’ that he cou’d fay or do, 

She geck’d and fcorned at him ; 
And ay when he began to woo. 

She bid him mind wha gat him. 

What ails ye at my dad, quoth he. 
My minny or my aunty ? 

With crowdy-mowdy they fed me, 
Lang kail and ranty-tanty : 

With bannocks of good barley-meal, 
Of thae there was right plenty. 

With chapped docks fou butter’d well; 
And was not that right dainty ? 

Altho’ my father was nae laird, 
’Tis daffin to be vaunty. 

He keeped ay a good kail-yard, 
A ha’ houfe and a pantry : 

A good blew bonnet on his head, 
An owrlay ’bout his craggy ; 

And ay until the day he dy d, 
He rade on good (hanks naggy. 

Now wae and wonder on your fnout, 
Wad ye ha’e bonny Nancy ? 

Wad ye compare ye’r fell to me, 
A docken till a tanfie ? 

I have a wooer of my ain, 
They ca’ him fouple Sandy, 

And well I wat his bonny mou’ 
Is fwcet like fugar-candy. 

Wow, Nancy, what needs a’ this din? 
Do not I ken this Sandy ? 

I’m fure the chief of a’ his kin 
Was Rab the beggar randy : 
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Hisminny Meg upo’ her back 

Bare baith him and his billy; 
Will ye compare a nafty pack 

To me your winfome Willy ? 
My gutcher left a good braid fword, 

Tho’ it be auld and ruity, 
Yet ye may tak it on my word. 

It is baith ftout and trufty ? 
And if I can but get it drawn. 

Which will be right uneafy, 
I ihall lay baith my lugs in pawn, 

That he lhail get a heezy. 

Then Nancy turn’d her round about, 
And faid, Did Sandy hear ye, 

Ye wadna mifs to get a clout, 
I ken he difna fear ye : 

Sae had ye’r tongue and fae nae mair. 
Set fomewhere elfe your fancy : 

For as lang’s Sandy's to the fore. 
Ye never Ihall get Nancy. 

Slighted Nancy, to the tune of, The kith •wad 
let me be. 

I"' IS I have feven braw new gowns, 
X And ither feven better to mak ; 

And yet for a’ my new gowns, 
My wooer has turn’d his back. 

B elides I hae feven milk-ky, 
And Sandy he has but three ; 

And yet for a’ my good ky, 
The laddie winna ha’e me. 

My dadie’s a delver of dikes. 
My mither can card and fpin. 

And I am a fine fodgel lafs, 
And the filler comes linking in, 

The filler comes linking in. 
And it is fou fair to fee, 

And fifty time'- wow ! O wow ! 
What ails the lads at me ? 



Whenever our Baty does bark.. 
Then Faft to the door I rin. 

To fee gin ony young fpark 
Will light and venture but in : 

But never a ane will come in, 
Tho’ mony a ane gaes by, 

Syne far ben the houie I rin ; 
And a weary wight am I. 

When I was at my firft prayers, 
I pray’d but anes i’ the year, 

I wilh’d for a handfome young lad. 
And a lad with muckle gear. 

When I was at my neifl prayers, 
I prayed but now and than, 

I falh’d na my head about gear, 
If I got a handfome young man. 

Now when I’m at my laft pray’rs, 
I pray on baith night and day, 

And O ! if a beggar wad come, 
With that fame beggar I’d gae. 

And O ! and what’ll come o’ me ! 
And O ! and what’ll I do ? 

iThat Cc a braw lallie as I 
, Shou’d die for a wooer I trow. 

ILucky Nancy, to the tune of. Dainty Davit 
WHile fops, in faft Italian verfe. 

Ilk fair ane's een and bread rehearfe. 
While fangs abound andfenfe is fcarce, 

Thefe lines I have indited: 
But neither darts nor arrows here, 
Vtnut nor Cupid fhall appear. 
And yet with thefe fine founds Ifwear, 

The maidens are delighted. 
1 •was ay telling you, 
Lucky Nancy, lucky Nancy, 
sduld fprings •wad ding the new, 
But ye •wad never tro’iv me. 

C 
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Nor fnaw with crimfon will I mix, 
Tofpread upon my laffie’s cheeks ; 
And fyne th’ unmeaning name prefix, 

Miranda, Chloe, or Phillis. 
I’ll fetch nae fimile frae Jove, 
My height of ecllacy to prove. 
Nor fighing—thus—prefent my love 

With rofes eke and lilies. 
I ’was ay telling you. See. 

But ftay,—I had amaill forgot 
My miltrefs and my fang to boot. 
And that’s an unco’ taut I wat ; 

But, Nancy, ’tis nae matter. 
Ye fee I clink my verfe vvi’ rhyme, 
And ken ye, that atones the crime ; 
Forby, how fweet my numbers chime. 

And Aide away like water. 
1 <was ay telling you. See. 

Now ken, my reverend fony fair. 
Thy runkled cheeks and lyart hair, 
Thy half-lhut een, and hodling air. 

Are a’ my pafiion’s fewel. 
Nae fltyring gowk, my dear, can fee, 
Or love, or grace, or heaven in thee ; 
Yet thou halt charms enow for me, 

Then fmile, and be na cruel." 
Leeze me on thy fnaowy po’w. 
Lucky, Nancy, lucky Nancy ; 
Driejl ivood •will eithejl low. 
And, Nancy, fae will ye now. 

Troth I have fung the fang to you. 
Which ne’er anither bard wad do; 
Hear then my charitable vow. 

Dear venerable Nancy. 
But if the warld my pallion wrang, 
And fay ye only live in fang, 
Ken I defpife a fland’ring tongue, 
And fing to pleafe my fancy. 

Leeze me on thy, See. Q^. 
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A SCOTS CANTATA. 
The tune after an Italian manner. 

Compofed by Signor Lorenzo Bocchi. 

Recitative. 

BLate Johnny faintly tald fair Jean his mind ; 
Jeany took pleafure to deny him lang ; 

He thought her fcorn came frae her heart unkind. 
Which gart him in defpair tune up his fang. 

Ai R. 
O bonny laflie, fince ’tis fae. 

That I’m defpis’d by thee, 
I hate to live, but O I’m wae. 

And unco fweer to die. 
Dear Jeany, think what dowy hours 

I thole by your difdain ; 
Ah ! fhould a bread fae faft as youfs 

Contain a heart of ftane ? 
Recitative. 

Thefe tender notes did a’ her pity move. 
With melting heart fhe lift’ned to the boy; 
O’ercome Ihe fold'd and promis’d him her love : 
He in return thus fang his rifingjoy. 

Air. 
Hence frae my bread, contentious care, 

Ye’ve tint the pow’r to pine ; 
My Jeany'% good, my Jeany’s fair, 

And a’ her fweets are mine. 
O fpread thine arms, and gi’e me fowth 

Of dear inchanting blifs, 
A, thoufand joys around thy mouth 

-Gi’e heaven with ilka a kifs. 

T'/ie Toast, to the tune of. Saw ye my Peggy 
COme let’s ha’e mair wine in, 

Bacchus hates repining, 
Venus loves nae dwining. 

Let’s be blyth and free, 
C 2 
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Away with dull, Here t’ye. Sir : 
Ye’er miflrefs Robie, gi’es her, 
"We’ll drink her health wi’ pleafure 

Wha’s belov’d by thee. 
Then let Peggywavm ye. 

That’s a lafs can charm ye,. 
And to joys alarm ye, 

Sweet is fhe to me. 
Some angel ye wad ca’ her, 
And never avilh ane brawer. 
If ye bare-headed faw her 

Kilted to the knee. 
Pe^gy a dainty lafs is, 

Come let’s join our glafles,. 
And refrelh our haufes 

With a health to thee. 
Let coofs their cafli be clinking,. 
Be datefinen tint in thinking. 
While we with love and drinking. 

Give our cares the lie. 

Maggie’s Tocher. 

THE meal was dear Ihort fyne. 
We buckl’d us a’"the gither; 

And Maggie was in her prime. 
When Wiliiemz&z cotlrtfhip till her; 
Twa piftals charg’d beguefs, 
To gi’e the courting fhot; 
And fyne came ben the lafs, 
Wi’ fwats drawn frae the butt. 
He firft fpeard at the guidman. 
And fyne at Cites the mithCr, 
An ye wad gi’s a bit land. 
We'd buckle us e'en the gither. 

My doughter ye fliall hae, 
1*11 gi’e you her by the hand; 
But I’ll part wi’ my wife by my fae, 
Or I part wi’ my land. 
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Your tocher it fall be good. 
There’s nane fall hae its maik. 
The lafs bound in her fnood, 
And Crummie wha kens her ftake : 
Wirh an auld bedden o’ claiths. 
Was left me by my mither. 
They’re jet black o’er wi’ flats, 
Ye may cuddle in them the gither. 

Ye fpeak right well, guidman, 
But ye maun mend your hand. 
And think o’ modefty, 
Gin ye’ll not quat your land: 
We are but young, ye ken, 
And now we’re gawn the gither, 
A houfe is butt and benn. 
And Crummie will want her fother. 
The bairns are comin? on. 
And they’ll cry, O their mither ! 
We have nouther pat nor pan. 
But four bare legs the gither. 

Your tocher’s be good enough. 
For that ye need na fear, 

Twa good Hilts to the pleugh. 
And ye your fell maun fleer; 
Ye fhall hae twa good pocks 
That anes were o’ the tweel. 
The t’ane to had the groats. 
The ither to had the meal : 
With an auld kill made of wands. 
And that fall be your coffer, 
Wi’ aiken woody bands, 
And that may had your tocher, 

Confider well, guidman. 
We hae but borrow’d gear. 
The horfe that I ride on 
Is Sandy Wilfon'% mare .* 
The faddle’s nane of my aln. 
An tlue’s but borrow’d boots, 

C J 
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And whan that I gae hame* 
I'niaun take to my coots; 
The clock is Geordy Watt’s, 
That gars me look fae croufe; 
Come fill us a cogue of Ayats* 
We’ll mak na mair toom roule.. 

I like you welL young lad. 
For telling me fae plain, 
L married when little I had,. 
O’ gear that was my ain. 
But fin that things are fae. 
The bride (he maun come furth,. 
Tho’ a’ the gear (he’ll hae, 
It’ll be but little worth, 
A bargain it maun be, 
Fy cry on Cilct tile mither: 
Content am I, quo’ (lie, * 
E’en gar the hiflie come hither. 

The bride (he gadc till her bed. 
The bridegroom he came till her; 
The fiddler ctag in at the fit, 
An they cuddl’d it a’ the gither., Z*. 

SONG, to the tune of. Blink over the burn Jnveet 
Brt-by. 

LEare kindred and friends, fweet Betty, 
Leave kindred and friends for me : 

Affur’d thy fervant is (teddy 
To love, to honour, and thee. 

The gifts of nature and fortune 
May fly by chance as they came ^ 

They’re grounds the dertinies fport on. 
But virtue is ever the fame. 

Altho’ my fancy were roving,. 
Thy charms fo heavenly appear. 

That other beauties difproving, 
1’d worfnip thine only, my dear„ 

And (hou’d life’s forrows embitter 
The pleafure we promis’d our loivexs, 
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To fliare them together is litter. 
Than moan afunder, like doves. 

Oh ! were I but once fo bleffed. 
To grafp my love in my arms! 

By thee to be grafp’d! and killed f 
And live on thy heaven of charms; 

I’d laugh at fortune’s caprices, 
Shou’d fortune capricious prove; 

Tho’ death Ihou’d tear me to pieces. 
I’d die a martyr to love. M- 

SONG, to the tune of. The bonnygrey-ey'dmorni?ig.. 

Eleftial mules, tune your lyres. 
Grace all my raptures with your lays, 

Charming, inchanting Kate inlpires, 
In lofty founds her beauties praife ; 
How undefigning fhe difplays 
Such fcenes as ravilh with delight; 
Tho’ brighter than meridian rays, 
They dazzle not, but pleafe the light.. 

Blind god, give this, this only dart, 
I neither will, nor can her harm ; 
I would but gently touch her heart. 
And try for once if that cou’d charm. 
Go, Venus, ufe your fav’rite wile. 
As Ihe is beauteous make her kind. 
Let all your graces round her fmile,. 
And 1’ooth her till I comfort find. 

When thus, by yielding, I'm o’erpaid, 
And all my anxious cares remov’d, 
In moving notes I’ll tell the maid. 
With what pure laltingflames I lov’d. 
Then lhall alternate life and death. 
My ravilh’d flutt’ring foul poilefs, 
The lofteft tend’reft things I’ll breathe, 
Betwixt each.am’rous fondcarefc, 
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SONG, to the rune of, The broom of Cowdtnknov: 

SUbje&ed to the power of love,. 
By Nell's refiitlefs charms. 

The fancy fix’d no more can rove. 
Or fly foft love's alarms. 

Gay Datnon had the Ikill to fhura 
All traps by Cupid laid, 

Until his freedom was undone 
By Nell the conquering maid. 

But who can (land the force ot love 
When (he refolves to kill ? 

Her fparkling eyes love’s arrows prove. 
And wound us with our Will. 

O happy Damon, happy fair. 
What Cupid has begun. 

May faithful Hymen take a care 
To fee it fairly done. G. 

SONG, to the tune ef, Logan 'water. 

Vitas hinnuleo me firnilis, Chloe. 

TE11 me, Harnilla, tell me why 
Thou doft from him that loves thee run 

Why from his foft embraces fly, 
And all his kind endearments fhun ? 

So flies the fawn, with fear opprefs’d. 
Seeking its mother ev’ry where, 

It ftarts at ev’ry empty blaft. 
And trembles when no danger’s near. 

And yet I keep thee but in view. 
To gaze the glories of thy face. 

Not with a hateful ftep purfue. 
As age to rifle every grace. 

Ceafer then, dear wiidneli, ceafe to toy, 
Sut hade all rivals to outihine. 
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And grown mature, and ripe for joy, 

Leave maivvia'% arms, and come to mine. W. 

A South-Sea Sang, to the tune of. For our lang 
billing here. 

WHen we came to London town, 
We dream’d of gowd in gowpens here. 

And rantingly ran up and down. 
In rifing docks to by a fkair: 
We daftly thought to row in rowth. 
But for our daffin pay’d right dear; 
The lave will fare the war in troath* 

For our lang biding here. 
But when we find our purfes toom, 

And dainty docks began to fa,’ 
We hang our lugs, and wi’ a gloom 
Girn’d at dockjobbing ane and a’. 
If ye gang near the South-fea houfe. 
The whilly wha’s will grip ye’r gear. 
Syne a’ the leave will fare the war. 

For our lang biding here. 

Flap me •withthy Petticoat. 
OBell, thy lookshavekill’dmyheart, 

I pafs the day ip pain. 
When night returns, I feel the fmart. 

And wilh for thee in Vain. 
I’mdarvingincold, while thou art warm. 

Have pity and incline. 
And grant me for a hap that charm-t 

ing petticoat of thine. 
My ravifh’d fancy in amaze 

Still wanders o’er thy charms, 
Delufive dreams ten thoufand ways 

Prefent thee to my arms. 
But waking think what I endure. 

While cruel you decline 
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Thofe pleafures, which can only cure 

This panting breaft of mine. 
I fainf, I fail, and wildly rove, 

Becaufe you (till deny 
The jult reward that’s due to love. 

And let true paffiondie. 
Oh! turn, and let compaffion feize 

That lovely bread of thine ; 
Thy petticoat could give me eafe. 

If thou and it were mine. 
Sure heaven has fitted for delight 

That beauteous form of thine, 
And thou’rt too good its law to flight. 

By hind’ring the defign. 
May all the pow’rs of love agree, 

At length to make thee mine. 
Or loofe my chains, and fet me free 

From ev’ry charm of thine. 

Love inviting Reason, to the tune of, Chanii 
via chattle, ne duce Jkar mi. 

WHen innocent paftime our pleafure did crown, 
Upon a green meadow, or under a tree. 

Ere Annie became a fine lady in town. 
How lovely, and loving, and bonny was fhe ? 

Roufe up thy reafon, my beautifu’ Annie, 
Let ne’er a new whim ding thy fancy ajee;  

O ! as thou art bonny, be faithfu’ and canny, 
-And favour thy Jamie wha dotes upon thee. 

Does the death of a lintwhite give Annie the fpleen ? 
Can lining of trifles be uneafy to thee ? 

Can lapdogs and monkeys draw tears from thefe een. 
That look with indifference on poor dying me; 

Roufe up thy reafon, my beautifu’ Annie, 
And dinna prefer a paroquet to me; 

Oh ! as thou art bonny, be prudent and canny. 
And think on thy Jamie wha dotes upon thee. 
Ah ! fhcu’d a new manto or Flanders lace head. 

Or yet a wee cottie, tho* never fae fine. 
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Gar thee grow forgetfu’ and let his heart bleed, 
That anes had fome hope of purchafing thine ? 

Rotife up thy reafon, my beautifu’ Annie% 

And dinna prefer ye’er fleegeries to me; 
O ! as thou art bonny, be folid and canny. 

And tent a true lover that dotes upon thee. 
Shall a Paris edition of new-fangle Saiuny, 

Tho’ gilt o’er wi’ laces and fringes he be. 
By adoring himfelf, he admir’d by fair Annie, 

And aim at thefe benifons promis’d to me i 
Roufe up thy reafon, my beautifu’ Annie, 

And never prefer a light dancer to me; 
O ! as thou art bonny, be conllant and canny, 

Love only thy Jamie wha dotes upon thee, 
: O ! think, my dear charmer, on ilka fweet hour. 

That flade away faftly between thee and me, 
Ere fquirrels, or beaus, or fopp’ry had power 

To rival my love, andimpofe upon thee. 
Roufe up thy reafon, my beautifu’ Annie, 

And let thy defires be a’ center’d in me ; 
O ! as thou art bonny, be faithfu’ and canny. 

And love him wha’s langing to center in thee. 

7“^eBoB e/"Dur.iBLANi 
LAflie, lend me your braw hemp heckle. 

And I’ll lend you my thripling kame; 
For fainnefs, deary. I’ll gar ye keckle. 

If ye’ll go dance the Bob of Dumblane, 
[Halle ye, gang to the ground of your trunkies. 

Bulk ye braw, and dinna think lhame ; 
Conlider in time, if leading of monkies 

Be better than dancing the Bob of Dumblatse. 
Be frank, my laflie, left I grow fickle. 

And take my word and offer again. 
Syne ye may chance to repent it meikle, 

Ye did na accept the Bob of Dumblane, 
The dinner, the piper, and prieft lhall be ready, 

And I’m grown dowy with lying my lane. 
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Away then, leave baith minny and dady. 

And try with me the Bob of Damblant. 

SONG, complaining of Absence, to the tune 
of, My apron, deary. 

AH Chloe! thou treafure, thou joy of my breaft. 
Since I parted from thee, Tmallrangerto reft; 

I fly to the grove there to languifh and mourn, 
There ligh for my charmer, and long to return ; 
The fields all around me are fmiling and gay. 
But they finile all in vain my Chloe's away; 
The field and the grove can afford me no eafe,— 
But bring me my Chloe, a defert will pleafe. 

No virgin I fee that my bofom alarms, 
I’m cold to the faireft, tho’ glowing with charms, 
In vain they attack me, and fparkle the eye ; 
Thefe are not the looks of my Cnloe, I cry. 
Thefe looks where bright love, like the fun, fits en- 

thron’d, 
And fmiling diffufes his influence round ; 
’Twas thus I firft view’d thee, my charmer, amaz’d. 
Thus, gaz’d thee with wonder, andlovd while I gazd. 

Then, then the dear fair one was ftill in my fight. 
It was pleafure all day, it was rapture all night; 
But now by hard fortune remov’d from my fair. 
In fecret I languifh, a prey to defpair; 
But abfence and torment abate not my flame. 
My Chloe'% ftill charming, my paflion the fame; 
O ! would fhe preferve me a place in her breaft. 
Then abfence would pleafe me, for I would be blefs’d. 

R. 
SONG to the tune of, I fix'd my fancy on her. 

BRight Cynthia's power divinely great. 
What heart is not obeying? 

A thoufand Cupids on her wait, * 
And in her eyes are playing. 
She feems the queen of love to reign; 
For flie alone difpenfes 
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Such fweets as beft can entertain 
The guft of all the fenfes. 

Her face a charming profpefl brings, 
Her breath gives balmy bliifes ; 
I hear an angel when Hie lings, 
And tafte of heaven in kilfes. 
Four fenfes thus Ihe fealls with joy. 
From nature’s richeft treafure : 
Let me the other fenfe employ. 
And I lhall die with pleafure. X. 

SONG, to the tune of, I loo'd a bonny lady, 

TE11 me, tell me, charming creature, 
Will you never eafe my pain ? 

Mull I die for ev’ry feature ? 
Mull I always love in vain ? 

The de fire of admiration 
Is the pleafure you purfue ; 

Pray thee try a lalling pallion. 
Such a love as mine for you. 

Tears and fighing could not move you : 
For a lover ought to dare : 

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

Are fuch giddy ways befeeming ? 
Will my dear be fickle Hill i 

Conquell is the joy of women, 
Let their Haves be what they will. 

Your negleift with torment fills me. 
And my defp’rate 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 afday, and fix on me. 

D 
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Tht Reply. 
IN vain, fond youth; thy tears give o’er; 

What more, alas! can Flavia do ? 
Thy truth I own, thy fate deplore: 

Ajl are not happy that are true. 
Supprefs thofe fighs, and weep no more ; 

Should heaven and earth with thee combine, 
’Twere all in vain, fince any power, 

To crown thy love, muft alter mine. 
But if revenge can eafe thy pain, 

I’ll footh the ills I cannot cure; 
Tell that I dtag a hopelefs chain. 

And all that I infhft endure. X. 

The Rose in Yarrow, to the tune of, Mary Scet, 
9 "T-'WAS fummer, and the day was fair, 

£ Refolv’d a while to fly from care, 
Beguiling thought, forgetting furrow, • 
I wander’d o’er the braes of Yarroii’ ; 
Till then defp'.fng beauty’s power, 
I kept my heart, my own fecure ; 
But Cupid’s art did there deceive me, 
And Mary's charms do now enflave me. 

Will cruel love no bribe receive ? 
No ranfom take for Mary’s Have ? 
Her frowns of relt and hope deprive me; 
Her lovely fmiles like light revive me. 
No bondage may with mine compare, 
Since firft I faw this charming fair : 
This beauteous flower, this rofe of Yarrow, 
In nature’s gardens has no marrow. 

Had I of heaven but one requefl, 
I’d afk to lie in Mary’s bread; 
There would 1 live or die with pleafure, 
Nor fpare this world one moment’s ledure; 
Defpiting kings and ail that’s great, 
I’dfmile at comts, and courtiers fate; 
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My joy complete on fuch a marrow, 
I’d dwell with her, and live on Yarrow. 

But tho’ fuch blifs I ne’er fhould gain, 
Contented dill I’ll wear my chain, 
In hopes my faithful heart may move her ; 
For leaving life I’ll always love her; 
What doubts didraft a lover’s mind ? 
That bread, all foftnefs, tnufl: prove kind; 
And fhe fhall yet become my marrow. 
The lovely beauteous rofe of Yarrow. C. 

The Fair Penitent. 
A Lovely lafs to a friar came 

To confefs in a morning early, 
In whaty viv dear, art thou to blame? 

Come own it allfincerely. 
I’ve done. Sir, what I dare not name, 

With a lad that loves me dearly. 

The greateft fault in myfclf I know. 
Is what I now difcover. 

Then you to Rome for that tnujl go. 
There difcipline to fuffer. 

Lake a day, Sir ! if it mud be fo. 
Pray with me fend my lover. 

No, no, my dear, you do but dream. 
We'll have no double dealing ; 

But if with me you'll repeat the fame, 
I'll pardon your paji failing, 

mud own, Sir, tho’ 1 blufh for fhame, 
That your penance is prevailing. X. 

The lajl time I came o'er theNLoo*. 
THE lad time I came o’er the moor, 

I left my love behind me. 
re powers ! what pain do I endure, 

When foft ideas mind me ! 
soon as the ruddy morn difplay’d 

The beaming day enfuing, 
D 2 
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I met betimes my lovely maid, 

In fit retreats for wooing. 
Beneath the cooling fhade we Jay, 

Gazing and chafily fporting ; 
We kifs’d and promis’d time away. 

Till night fpread her black curtain. 
I pitied all beneath the fkies, 

Ev’n kings when flie was nigh me ; 
In raptures T beheld her eyes. 

Which could but ill deny me. 
Shou’d 1 be call’ll where cannons roar. 

Where mortal fleel may wound me ; 
Or caft upon fome foreign (bore, 

Where dangers may furround me : 
Yet hopes again to fee my love. 

To feaft on glowing kiifes, 
Shall make my cares at diftance move, 

In prolpeft of fuch bliffes. 
In all my foul there’s not one place 

To let a rival enter : 
Since fhe excels in every grace, 

In her my love fhall center. 
Sooner the feas fhall ceafe to flow. 

Their waves the Alps fhall cover, 
On Greenland, ice fhall rofes grow, 

Before 1 ceafe to love her. 
The next time I go o’er the moor, 

She fhall a lover find me; 
And that my faith is firm and pure, 

Tho’ l left her behind me; 
Then Hymen's facred bonds fhall chain 

My heart to her fair bofom, 
There, while my being does remain, 

My love more frefh fhall blofl’om. 

The Lafs of Peaty’s Mill. 

''T*' HE lafs of Peaty's mill, 
| So bonny, blyth and gay, 
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in fpite of all my /kill. 
Hath ftole my heart away. 
When tedding of the hay, 
Bare-headed on the green, 
Love ’midft her locks did play, 
And wanton’d in her een. 

Her arms, white, round, and fmootb, 
Breads rifing in their dawn. 
To age it would give youth, 
To prefs ’em with his hand. 
Thro’ all my fpirits ran 
An ecdafy of bliis. 
When 1 fuch fweetnefs fand 
Wrapt in a balmy kifs. 

Without the help of art, 
Like flowers which grace the wild. 
She did her fweets impart, 
When e’er fhe fpoke or fmil’d. 
Her looks they were fo mild. 
Free from affefted pride. 
She me to love beguil’d, 
I wilh'd her for my bride. 

O had I all that wealth 
Hcpetouns high mountains fill 
Infur’d long life and health, 
And pleafures at my will; 
I’d promife and fulfil. 
That none but bonny fhe, 
The lafs of Peaty's mill, 
Shou’d lhare the fame wi’ me. 

Green sleeves. 
"X/ E watchful guardians of the fair, 

Who IkifF on wings of ambient air. 
Of my dear Delia take a care, 

And reprefent her lover. 
With all the gaiety of youth, 
With honour, judice, love and truth; 
Till I return, her paflions footh, 

For me in whifpers move her, 
D 3 
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Be careful no bafe fordid Have, 

With foul funk in a golden grave, 
Who knows no virtue but to fave, 

With glaring gold bewitch her. 
Tell her, for me Ihe was defign’d. 
For me, who knows how to be kind, 
And have mair plenty in my mind. 

Than one who’s ten times richer* 
Let all the world turn upfide down, 

And fools run an eternal round, 
In quell of what can ne’er be found. 

To pleafe their vain ambition. 
Let little minds great charms efpy. 
In ihadows which at dillance lie, 
Whofe hop’d for pleafure, when come nigh,. 

Prove nothing in fruition. 
But call into a mold divine. 

Fair Delia does with lullre (liine. 
Her virtuous foul’s an ample mine, 

Which yields a constant treafure. 
Let poets in fublimelt lays. 
Employ their Ikill her fame to raife; 
Let fons of mufic pafs whole days. 

With well-tun’d reeds to p'eafe her. 

The Yellow-Hair’d Laddie. 

IN April, when primrofes paint the fweet plain. 
And fommer approaching rejoiceth the fwain ; 

The Yellow-hair'd laddie would often times go 
To wilds and deep glens, where the hawthorn trees 

grow. 
There, under the (hade of an old facred thorn, 

With freedom he lung his loves ev’ning and morn : 
He fang with fo faft and inchanting a found. 
That Si Ivans and Fairies unfeen danc’d around. 

The fhepherd thusfung, Tho’young Maya be fair* 
Her beauty is dalh’d with a fcornfu’ proud air ; 
But Sayfe was handfome, and fweetly could ling, 
Her breath like the breezes perfum’d in the fpring* 
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That Madie in all the gay bloom of her youth. 
Like the moon was inconftant, and never fpoke truth: 
But .S'a/fi? was faithful good humour’d, and free, 
And fair as the goddefs who fprung from the fea. 

That mamma’s fine daughter with all her great 
dow’r. 

Was awkardly airy, and frequently four; 
Then, fighing, he wilhed, would parents agree, 
The witty fweet Sufie his miftrefs might be. 

Nanny—O. 

VlTHile fome for pleafure pawn their health, 
* ' ’Twixt Lais and the Bagnio, 

I’ll fave myfelf, and without Health, 
Kifs and carefs my Nanny—O. 
She bids more fair t’engage a Jove 
Than Leda did or Danae—O. 
Were I to paint the queen of love. 
None elfe fhould fit but Nanny—O. 

How joyfully my fpirits rife, 
When dancing fhe moves finely—O; 
I guefs what heaven is by her eyes. 
Which fpajkle fo divinely—O. 
Attend my vow, ye gods while I 
Breathe in the blefs’d Britannia, 
None’s happinefs I fhall envy, 
As long’s ye grant me Nanny—O. 

CHORUS. 
My bonny, bonny Nanny—O, 
My lovely charming Nanny—O. 
1 care not though the world know 
How dearly Hove Nanny — O. 

Bonny Jean. 

LOve’s goddefs in a myrtle grove. 
Said, Cupid, bend thy bow with fpeed 

Nor let the lhaft at random rove. 
For Jeany'% haughty heart mult bleed. 
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The fmiling boy, with divine art, 
From Paphos <hot an arrow keen. 
Which flew, unerring to the heart, 
And kill’d the pride of bonny Jean. 

No more the nymph, with haughty air, 
Refufes JVillie's kind addrefs; 
Her yielding blulhes Ihew no care, 
But too much fondnefs to fupprefs. 
No more the youth is fullen now. 
But looks the gayelt on the green, 
While ev’ry day he fpies fome new 
Surprifing charms in bonny Jean. 

A thoufand tranfports croud his breaft. 
He moves as light as fleeting wind. 
His former forrows feem a jell, 
Now when his Jeany is turn’d kind : 
Riches he looks on with diidain, 
The glorious fields of war look mean : 
The chearful hound and horn give pain, 
If abfent from his bonny Jean. 

The day he fpends in am’rous gaze, 
Which even in fummer fhorten’d feems; 
When funk in downs, with glad amaze. 
He wonders at her in his dreams. 
All charms difclos'd, fhe looks more bright 
Than ’Troy's prize, the Spartan queen. 
With breaking day, he lifts his fight, 
And pants to be with bonny Jean. 

Throw the IVood, Laddie. 

O Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly, to mourn; 
Thy prefence cou’d eafe me. 
When naething can pleafe me : 

Now dowie I figh on the bank of the burn, 
Or throw the wood, laddie, until thou return. 

. Tho’ woods now are bonny, and mornings are cleat, 
’ While lav'rocks are fingrng; 

And primrofes fpringing; 
Yet nane of them pleafes my eye or my ear, 
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When through the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear. 
That I am forfaken, fome fpare not to tell: 

I’m fafh’d wi’ their fcorning, 
Eaith ev’ning and morning ; 

Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wi’ a knell, 
When throw the wood, laddie, I wander myfell. 

Then flay, my dear Sandy, nae langer away, 
But quick as an arrow, 
Hafte here to thy marrow, 

Wha’s living in languor, till that happy day, 
When through the wood, laddie, we’ll dance, fmg, 

and play. 

Down the Burn, Davie. 
VITHen trees did bud, and fields were green, 
’ ’ And broom bloom’d fair to fee ; 

When Mary was complete fifteen. 
And love laugh’d in her eye; 

Blyth Davie's blinks her heart did move 
To fpeak her mind thus free, 

Gang down the burn, Davie, love. 
And 1Jhall follow thee. 

Now Davie did each lad furpafs. 
That dwelt on this burn-fide, 

And Mary was the bonnieft lafs, 
Juft meet to be a bride ; 

Her cheeks were rofy, red, and white, 
Her een were bonny blue ; 

Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew. 

As down the burn they took their way, 
• What tender tales they faid ! 
His cheeks to hers they aft did lay, 

And with her bofom play’d; 
Till baith at length impatient grown, 

To be more fully bleft. 
In yonder vale they lean’d them down ; 

Love only faw the reft. 
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What pafs’d, I guefs, was harmlefs play, 

And naething fure unmeet; 
For, ganging hame, I heard them fay. 

They lik’d a wauk fae fweet ; 
And that they aften fhou’d return 

Sic pleafure to renew. 
Quoth Mary, love, I like the burn, 

And ay lhall follow you. 

SONG, to the tune of. Gilder Roy. 
\ H ! Lhloris, cou'd I now but fit 

As unconcern’d, as when, 
Your infant beauty cou’d beget 

No happinefs nor pain. 
When I this dawning did admire, 

And prais’d the coming day, 
I little thought that riling lire 

Wou’d take my reft away. 
Your charms in harmlefs childhood lay, 

As metals in a mine. 
Age from no face takes more away, 

Than youth conceal’d in thine : 
But as your charms infenfibly 

To their perfeftion preft ; 
So love as unperceiv’d did fly. 

And center’d in my breaft. 
My paflion with your beauty grew, 

While Cupid at my heart, 
Still as his mother favour’d you, 

x Threw a new flaming dart; 
Each gloried in their wanton part; 

To make a lover, he 
Employ’d the utmoft ofhis art;— 

T'o make a beauty, Ihe. 

SON G, to the tune of, TheyellcM-hair J lad.die. 

YE Ihepherds and nymphs that adorn the gay 
plain, , . . 

Approach from your fports, and attend to my Itrain; 
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Araongft all your number a lover fo true, 
Was ne’er fo undone, with fuch blifs in his view. 
Was ever a nymph fo hard-hearted as mine ? 
She knows me finccre, and fhe fees how I pine ; 
She does not difdain me, nor frown in her wrath. 
But calmly and mildly reiigns me to death. 

She calls me her friend, but her lover denies : 
She fmiles when I’m chearful, buthearsnotmy fighs. 
A bofom fo flinty, fo gentle an air, 
Infpires me with hope, and yet bids me defpair ! 

I fall at her feet, and implore her with tears : 
Her anfwer confounds, while her manner endears ; 
When foftly fhe tells me to hope no relief. 
My trembling lips blefs her in fpite of my grief. 

j By night, while I {lumber, fill haunted with care, 
i I dart up in anguifh, and figh for the fair: 
!' The fair deeps in peace, may fhe ever do fo ! 
f And only when dreaming imagine my wo. 

Then gaze at a diftance, nor farther afpire, 
1 Nor think die fhou’dleve, whom fhe cannot admire ; 
fij Hufh all thy complaining, and dying her flave, 

Commend her to heaven, and thyfelf to the grave. 

if S O N G, to the tune of, When Jhe came len foe 
bobbed. 

COme, fill me a bumper, my jolly brave boys, 
Let’s have no more female impert’nence and 

noife; 
For I’ve try’d the endearments and pleafure oflovc, 
And I tind they’re but nonfenfe and whimfies, by 

Jove. 
When firfl of all Betty and I were acquaint, 

11 whin’d like a fool and fhe figh’d like a faint; 
IBut I found her religion, \\zxface, and her/civ, 
VWere hypocrify, paint, and felj -interefl, by Jove. 

Sweet Cecil came next with her languilhing air, 
Her outjide was orderly, modeft, and fair ; 
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But her foul was fophiflicate, fo was her love. 
For I found (he was only dJlrumpet, by Jove. 

Little double-gilt Jenny'sgQ\d.c\\a.rTn'A me at lad : 
(You know marriage and money together does bell.) 
But the baggage, forgetting her voivs and her love, 
Gave her gold to a fniv'ling dull coxcomb, by Jove. 

Come fill me a bumper then, jolly brave boys; 
Here’s a farewell to female impert’nence and nolle : 
I know few of the fex that are worthy my love ; 
And {ox Jlrumpets jilts, 1 abhor them by Jove. 

L. 
Dumbarton’s Drums. 

Dumbarton's drums beat bonny O,  
When they mind me of my dear Johnny O. 

How happy am (, 
When my foldier is by, 

While he kides and blilfes his Annie O 1 
’Tis a foldier alone can delight me—O 
For his graceful looks do invite me—O : 

While guarded in his arms. 
I’ll feat no war’s alarms, 

Neither danger nor death (hall e’er fright me—O. 

My love is a handfome laddie—O, 
Genteel, but ne’er foppifh nor gaudy—O : 

Tho’ commifions are dear, 
Yet I’ll buy him one this year : 

For he (hall ferve no longer a cadie—O. 
A foldier has honour and bravery—O. 
Unacquainted with rogues and their knavery—O. 

He minds no other thing 
But the ladies or king; 

For every other care is but (lavery—O. 
Then I’ll be the captain’s lady—O ; 

Farewell all my friends and my dady—•€>; 
I’ll wait no more at home, 
But I’ll follow with the drum, 

And whene’er that beats. I’ll be ready O. 
Dumbarton's drums found bonny—O, 
They are fprightly like my dear Johnny—0 : 
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How happy (hall I be, 
When on my foldier’s knee. 

And he kifles and bleffes his Annie O ! 

Auld lang fyne. 

SHould auld acquaintance be forgot, 
Tho’ they return v/ith fears \ 

Thefe are the noble hero’s lot, 
Obtain’d in glorious wars : 

Welcome, my Varo, to my breaft. 
Thy arms about me twine. 

And make me once again as bled. 
As I was lang fyne. 

Methinks around us on each bough, 
A thoufand Cupids play, 

Whilft thro” the groves I walk with you. 
Each objedt makes me gay: 

Since your return the fun and moon 
With brighter beams do fhine. 

Streams murmur foft notes while they run. 
As they did lang fyne. 

Defpife the court and din of (late ; 
Let that to their ihare fall. 

Who can efleem fuch flav’ry great,’ 
While bounded like a-ball: 

But funk in love, upon my arms 
Let your brave head recline, 

"We’ll pleafe ourfelves with mutual charms, 
As we did lang fyne. 

O’er moor and dale, with your gay friend. 
You may purfue the chace. 

And, after a blyth bottle, end 
All cares in my embrace : 

And in a vacant rainy day 
You (hall be wholly mine; 

We’ll make the hours run fmooth away. 
And laugh at lang fyne. 

E 



The hero pleas’d with the fweet air, 
And figns ol gen’rous love. 

Which had been utter’d by the fair, 
Bow’d to the powers above : 

Next day, with confent and glad hade, 
^ Th’ approach’d the facred fhrine ; 

Where the good pried the couple blefs’d, 
And put them out of pine. 

The Lass ^/"Livingston. 

PAin’d with her flighting Jamie's love, 
Bell dropt a tear Bell dropt a tear ; 

The gods decended from above, 
Well pleas’d to hear—well pleas’d to hear. 
They heard the praifes «f the youth 
From her own tongue—from her own tongue, 
Who now converted was to truth, 
And thus die fung—and thus die fung. 

Blefs’d days when cur ingenious fex. 
More frank and kind—more frank and kind, 
'Did not their lov’d adorers vex ; 
But fpoke their mind—but fpoke their mind. 
Repenting now, die promis’d fair, 
Wou-’d he return—wou’d he return, 
She ne’er again wou’d give him care. 
Or caufe him mourn—or caufe him mourn. 

Why lov’d I thee, deferring fwain, 
"Yet dill thought dianie—yet flill thought fliame. 
When he my yielding heart did gain, 
To own my flame—to own my flame ? 
Why took I pleafure to torment, 
And feem too coy—and feem too coy? 
Which makes me now, alas ! lament 
My flighted joy—my flighted joy. 

Ye fair, while beauty’s in its fpring, 
Own your defire— own your defire, 
While love’s young power, with his foft wing. 
Fans up the fire— fans up the fire, 
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Refufe to be a happy bride. 
But anfwer plain—but anfwer plain. 

Thus the fair mourner wail’d her crime, 
With flowing eyes—with flowing eyes. 
Glad Jamie heard her all the time, 
With 1'weet furprife—with fweet furprife. 
Some god had led him to the grove ; 
His mind unchang’d— his mind unchang’d, 
Flew to her arms, and cry’d. My love, 
I am reveng’d —I am reveng’d ! 

Piggy, Imuj} love thee. 
S from a rock pall all relief, 

The fhipwreck’d Colin fpying 
His native foil, o’ercome with grief. 

Half tank in waves, and dying; 
With the next morning-fun he fpies, 
A fhip, which gives unhop’d furprife ; 
New life fprings up, he lifts his eyes 

With joy, and waits her motion. 
So when by her whom long I lov’d, 

I fcorn’d was, and deferred, 
Low with defpair my fpirits mov’d. 

To be for ever parted: 
Thus droop’d I, till diviner grace 
I found in Peggy's mind and face ; 
Ingratitude appear’d then bafe. 

But virtue more engaging. 
Then now fince happily I’ve hit. 

I’ll have no more delaying; 
Let beauty yield to manly wit. 

We lofe ourfelves in flaying : 
I’ll hade dull courtfhip to a clofe. 
Since marriage can my fears oppofe : 
Why fhould we happy minutes lofe, 

O do not with a filly pride. 
Or low defign — or low defign, 

Since, Peggy I muft love thee. 
E 2 
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Men may be fooiifh, if they pleafe, 

And deem’t a lovers duty, 
Tofigh, and facrifice their eafe. 

Doting on a proud beauty : 
Such was my cafe for many a year. 
Still hope fucceeding to my fear ; 
Falfe Betty's charms now difappear, 

Since Peggy's far outihine them. 

Bessy Bell <7WMary Gray.. 

OBeJfy Be!l and Mary Cray, 
They are two bonny laffies, 

They bigg’d a bower on yon burn-brae, 
And theek’d it o.’er wi’ rafhes. 

Fair BcJJy Bell I loo’d yefireen. 
And thought I. ne’er could alter;. 

But Mary Grays twa pawky een. 
They gar my fancy falter. 

Now Beffy's hair’s like a lint-tap; 
She fmiles like a May morning. 

When Phoebus ffarts frae Thetis' lap, 
The hills with rays adorning: 

White is her neck, faft is her hand, 
Her wafte and feet’s fu’ genty; 

With ilka grace fhe can command; 
Her lips, wow ! they are dainty. 

And Mary's locks are like a craw, 
Her een like diamonds glances ; 

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

Blyth as a kid, with wit at will, 
She blooming, tight, and tall is ; 

And guides her airs fae gracefu’ dill, 
O Jove, file’s like thy Pallas. 

Dear Bejfy Bell and Mary Gray, 
Ye unco fair opprefs us ; 

Gur fancies jee between you twa, 
Ye are fic bonny lades : 



47 OF CHOICE SONGS. 
Wae’s me ! Tor baich I canna get, 

ro ane liy law we’re Rented ; 
Then I'll draw cuts, and take my fate, 

And be with ane contented. 

Til never leave thee. 
JOHNNY, 

THO’ for feven years and mair, honour fliou’d. 
reave me, 

To fields v/hcre cannons rair, thou need na grieve 
thee . 

For deep in my fpirits thy fweets are indented ; 
And love (hall preferve ay, what love has imprinted. 
Leave thee, leave thee. I’ll never leave thee. 
Gang the warldas itwill, deareft believe me. 

N E LIT. 
O Johnny, I’m jealous when’er ye difeover 

My fentiments yielding, ye’ll turn a loofe rover; 
And nought i’ the warld wad vex my heart lairer, 
if you prove unconftant, and fancy ane fairer. 
Grieve me, grieve me, oh, it wad grieve me ! 
A’ the lang night and day, if you deceive me. 

JO H N NY. 
My Nelly, let never fie fancies opprefs ye. 

For while my blood’s warm, I’ll kindly carefs ye : 
Your blooming faft beauties firll beeted love’s fire,’ 
Youf virtue and wit make it ay flame th0 higher. 
Leave thee, leave thee, I’ll never leate thee, 
Gang the warld as it will, deareft, believe me. 

NELLY, 
Then, Johnny, 1 frankly this minute allow ye 

To think me your miftrefs, for love gars me trow ye; 
And gin you prove faufe, to ye’rfell be it faid then. 
Ye’ll win but fma’ honour to wrong a kind maiden, 
Reave me, reave me, heavens ! it wad reave me 
Of my reft night and day, if ye deceive me, 

JO H NNT.. 
£ 3 
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Bid icerfiagles hammer red gauds on the ftuddy. 

And fair fimmer mornings nae mair app°ar ruddy. 
Bid Britons think ae gate, and when they obey ye, 
But never till that time, believe I’ll betray ye. 
Leave thee, leave thee. I’ll never leave thee; 
The darns (hall gang witherlhins ere I deceive thee. 

My Deary, if you die. 

LOve never more (hall give me pain. 
My fancy’s fix’d on thee ; 

Nor ever maid my heart (hall gain. 
My Peggy, if thou die. 

Thy beauties did fuch pleafure give. 
Thy love’s fo true to me : 

Without thee I dial 1 never live. 
My deary, if thou die. 

]f fate (hall tear thee from my bread. 
How (hall I lonely dray ? 

In dreary dreams the night I’ll wade. 
In fighs the (ilent day. 

I ne’er can fo much virtue find. 
Nor fuch perfection fee : 

Then I’ll renounce all woman-kind, 
My Peggy, after thee. 

No new-blown beauty fires my heart 
With Cupid's raving rage, 

But thine which can fuch (weets impart, 
Mud all the world engage. 

’Twas this that like the morning-fun 
Gave jov and life to me ; 

And when its dellin’d day is done. 
With Peggy let me die. 

Ye powers that fmile on virtuous love, 
And in fuch pleafure.(hare; 

You who its faithful flames approve. 
With pity view the fair. 

Reliorc my Peggy's wonted charms, 
Thofe charms fo dear to me > 
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Oh ! nerer rob them from thole arms: 

I’m loll if Peggy die. 

My Jo Janet. 

SWeet Sir, for your courtefie. 
When ye come by the Baft then. 

For the love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a keeking-glafs then. 

Keek into the draiv-ivell, 
Janet, Janet; 

And there ye'll fee ye'r bonny Jell, 
My jo Janet. 

Keeking in the draw-well clear. 
What if I (hou d fa’ in ? 

Syne a’ my kin will fay and fwear, 
I drown’d myfell for fin. 

Had the better be the brae, 
Janet, Janet; 

Had the better be the brae, 
My jo Janet. 

Good Sir, for your courtefie, 
Coming through Aberdeen then. 

For the love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a pair of fhoon then. 

Clout the auld, the new are dear, 
Janet, Janet; 

Ae pair may gain ye ha'f a year, 
My jo Janet. 

But what if dancing on the green, 
And Ikipping like a mawking, 

If they fhould fee my clouted Ihoon, 
Of me they will be tanking. 

Dance ay laigh, and "late at e'en. 
Janet, Janet, 

Syne a' their faults nxfill no be feen. 
My jo Janet. 

Kind Sir, for your courtefie. 
When ye gac to the crofs then, 



For the lore ye bear to me. 
Buy me a pacing hori'e then. 

P/jce upo' yourfpinning-nvheel, 
Janet, Janet; 

Pace upo'yourJpinnin^-iuheel, 
My jo Janet. 

My fpmning wheel is auld and ftiff. 
The rock o’t winna Hand, Sir, 

To keep the temper-pin in tiff, 
Does aft employ my.hand, Sir. 

Make the heji o't that ye can, 
Janet Janet; / 

But like it never <wale a man, 
My jo Janet. 

SONG, to the tune of, John Anderfon my Jo. 

WHat means this nicenefs now of late, 
Since time that truth does prove ; 

Such diftance may confift with date. 
But never will with love. 

’Tis either cunning or difdain 
That does fuch ways allow ; 

The firft is bafe, the lad is vain : 
May neither happen you.. 

For if it be to draw me on, 
You over-aft your part ; 

And if it be to have me gone, 
You need not ha’f that art: 

For if yoa chance a look to call. 
That teems to be a frown, 

I’ll give you all the love that’s pad, 
The red lhall be my own. 

Auld Rob Mqrr.i*. 

MITHER. 
AUld Rob Morris that wins in yon glen. 

He’s the king of good fellows, and wale of 
ftuld men, 
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Has fourfcore of black fheep, and fourlccrc too ; 
Auld Rob Morris is the man ye maun loo. 

DOUGHTER. 
Had your tongue, niither, and let that abee. 
For his eild and my eifd can never agree : 
They’ll never agree, and that will be feen ; 
For he is fourfcore, and I’m but fifteen. 

MITHER. 
Had your tongue, doughter, and lay by your pride. 
For he’s be the bridegroom, and ye’s be the bride : 
He (hall lie by your (ide, and kifs ye too ; 
Auld Rob Morris is the the man ye maun loo. 

DOUGHTER. 
Auld Rob Morris I ken him fou weel, 

1 His a— it (licks out like ony peat-creel, 
He’s outihin’d, inknee’d, and ringle-ey’d tooj 

1 Auld Rob Morris is the man I’ll ne’er loo. 
MITHER. 

Though auld Rob Morris be an elderly man. 
Yet his auld hrafs it will buy a new pan; 
Then, doughter, ye (hould na be fo ill to (hoo. 
For Auld Rob Morris is the man ye maun loo. 

DOUGHTER. 
But auld Rob Morris I never will hae. 
His back is fae (tiff, and his beard is grown gray: 
I had better die than live wi’ him a year; 
Sae mair o{ Rob Morris I never will hear. 

S O N G, to the tune of, Come kifs •with me, come 
clap •with me. See. 

PEGCr.. 
1% ^ Y Jocfy blyth, for what thou’ft done, 
JV* There is nae help nor mending; 
For thou haft jogg’d me out of tune, 

For a’ thy fair pretending. 
My mither fees a change on me, 

For my complexion dafhes, 
And this, alas ! has been with thee 

Sae late amang the raftres.. 
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JOCKY. 

My Pegg?> what I’ve faid I’ll do. 
To free thee frae her fcouling. 

Come then and let us buckle to, 
Nae lacger let’s be fooling; 

For her content I’ll inftant wed. 
Since thy complexion dallies; 

And then we’ll try a feather-bed, 
’Tis fafter than the rallies. 

PEGGY. 
Then, Joch, fince thy love’s fae true, 

Let mither fcoul. I’m eafy : 
Sae langs I live I ne’er lliall rue 

For what I’ve done to pleafe thee 
And there’s my hand I’s ne’er complain : 

Oh ! weel’s me on the rallies ; 
Whene’er thou likes I’ll do’t again, 

And a fig for a’ their clalhes. 

SONG, to the tune of, Rothes's lament: or Pin- 
ky houfe. 

AS Sylvia in a forell lay, 
to vent her woe alone ; 

Her fwain Sylvander came that way, 
And heard liar dying moan : 

Ah ! is my love (fhe faid) to you 
So worthlefs and fo vain ? 

Why is your wonted fondnefs now 
Converted to difdain ? 

Ifou vow’d the light Ihou’d darknefs turn. 
Ere you’d exchange your love ; 

In lhades now may creation mourn. 
Since you unfaithful prove. 

Was it for this I credit gave 
To ev’ry oath you fworc ? 

But ah ! it feems they mod deceive. 
Who moll our charms adore. 

’Tis plain your drift was all deceit, 
The pra&ice of mankind: 
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Alas ! I*fee it, but too late, 

My love had made me blind. 
For you, delighted I could die : 

But oh ! with grief I’m fill’d, 
To think that credulous condant I 

Shou’d by yourfelf be kill’d. 
This faid— all breathlefs, fick, and pale. 

Her head upon her hand, 
She found her vital fpirits fail, 

And fenfes at a (land. 
Sylvander then began to melt : 

But ere the word was given, 
The heavy hand of death (he felt. 

And figh’d her foul to heaven. M. 

Theyonng Laird and Edinburgh Katy. 

NOW wat ye wha I met yeftreen. 
Coming down the ftreet, my jo ? 

My miftrcfs in her tartan fcreCn, 
Fow bonny, braw, and fweet, my jo. 
My dear, quoth I, thanks to the night, 
That never wi(h’d a lover ill. 
Since ye’re out of your mither’s fight. 
Let’s take a wauk up to the hill. 

O Katyy wiltu’ gang wi’me, 
And leave the dinfome town a while ; 
The bloffom’s fprouting frae the tree. 
And a’ the fimmer’s gaw’n to fmile : 
The mavis, nightingale, and lark, 
The bleating lambs, and whillling hind, 
In ilka dale, green, (haw, and park. 
Will nourilh health, and glad ye’r mind. 

Soon as the clear goodman of day 
Bends his morning-draught of dew. 
We’ll gae to fome burnfide and play, 
And gather flow’rs to bufk ye’r brow; 
We’ll pou the dafies on the green, 
The luckan gowans frae the bog: 
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Between hands now and then we’ll lean, 
And fport upo’ the velvet fog. 

There’s up into a pleafant glen, 
A wie piece frae my father’s tow’r, 
A canny, faft, and flow’ry den, 
Which circling bilks have form’d a bow’r: 
When’er the fun grows high and warm. 
We’ll to the cauler fhade remove, 
There will I lock thee in mine arm. 
And love and kifs, and kifs and love. 

Katie’s anfwer. 

MY mither’s ay glowran o’er me, 
Tho’ (he did the fame before me -• 

I canna get leave 
To look to my loove. 

Or clfe (he’ll be like to devour me. 
Right fain wad I take ye’r offer. 
Sweet Sir, but I’ll tine my tocher; 

Then, Sandy, ye’ll fret. 
And wyte ye’r poor Kate, 

Whene’er ye keek in your toom coffer. 
For though my father has plenty 
Of filler and planilhing dainty. 

Yet he's unco fweer 
To twin wi’ his gear; 

And fae we had need to be tenty. 
Tutor my parents wi’ caution, 
Be wylie in ilka motion; 

Brag we’ll o’ ye’r land. 
And there’s my leal hand. 

Win them, I’ll be at your devotion. 

Mary Scot. 

HAppy’s the love which meets return. 
When in foft flames fouls equal burn 

But words are wanting to difeover 
The torments of a hepelels lover. 
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Ye regillers of heav’n, relate, 
If looking o’er the rolls of fate, 
Did you there fee me mark’d to marrow 
Mary Scot the flower of Yarrow ? 

Ah no ! her form’s too heav’nly fair, 
Her love the gods above muft (hare ; 
While mortals with defpair explore her, 
And at diltance due adore her. 
O lovely maid ! my doubts beguile, 
Revive and blefs me with a fmile : 

j Alas! if not, you’ll foon debar a 
Sighing ftvain the banks of Yarrow. 

Be hufh, ye fears, I’ll not defpair, 
I My Mary's tender as fire’s fair; 

Then I’ll go tell her all mine anguifh, 
|; She is too good to let me languifh : 

With fuccefscrown’d, I’ll not envy 
The folks who dwell above the fky ; 
When Mary Scot's become my marrow. 
We’ll make a paradife in Yarrow. 

O'er Bogie. 
I 
I Will aw a’ wF my love, 

I will awa' wi' her. 
Tho' a' my kin hadfworn and/aid. 
I'll o'er the Bogie wF her. 

If I can get but her confent 
I dinna care a flrae; 

Tho’ ilka ane be difcontent, 
Awa’ wi’ her I’ll gae. 

I will awa', &c. 
For now fhe’s miflrefs of my heart, 

And wordy of my hand, 
And well I wat we (hanna part 

For filler or for land. 
Let rakes delight to fwear and drink, 

And beaus admire fine lace, 
F, 



56 A COLLECTION 
But my chief pleafure is to blink 

On Betty's bonny face. 
1 •will awa'y See. 

There a’ the beauties do combine, 
Of colour, treats, and air, 

The faul that fparkles in her een 
Makes her a jewel rare : 

Her flowing wit gives (hining life 
To a’ her other charms ; 

How blefs’d I’ll be when fhe’s my wife, 
And lock’d up in my arms ! 

1 •will wwa'. See. 
There blythly will I rant and (jng, 

While o’er her fweets I range. 
I’ll cry, Your humble fervant, King, 

Shame fa’ them that wa’d change 
A kifs of Betty and a fmile, 

Abeit ye wad Jay down 
The right ye hae to Britain's \l\e, 

And offer me ye’r crown. 
1 •will awe;', Sec. 

O’er the moor to Maggy. 
AND I’ll o’er the moor to Maggy, 

Her wit and fweetnefs call me ; 
Then to my fair I’ll (how my mind, 

Whatever may befal me. 
If fhe love mirth. I’ll learn to ling ; 

Or likes the Nine to follow, 
Til lay my lugs in Pindus' fpring, 

And in vocate Apollo. 
If Ihe admire a martial mind. 

I’ll (heath my limbs in armour; 
If to the fofter dance inclin'd. 
With gayeft airs I’ll charm her; 
If Ihe love grandeur, day and night, 

I’ll plot my nation’s glory, 
Find favour in my prince’s fight, 

And Ihine in future ftoiy. 
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Beauty can wonders work with fafe, 

Where wit is correfponding; 
And bravefl: men know bed to pleafe. 

With complaifance abounding. 
My bonny Maggy's love can turn 

Me to what (hape fhe pleafes. 
If in her bread that flame fliould burn. 

Which in my bofom blazes. 

Polwart on the Green, 
\ T Polwart on the green 

If you'll meet me the morn. 
Where lajfes do convene 

To dance about the thorn, 
A kindly welcome you (hall meet 

Frae her wha likes to view 
A lover and a lad complete. 

The lad and lover you. 
Let dorty dames fay Na, 

As lang as e’er they pleafe. 
Seem caulder than the fna’ 
While inwardly they bleeze; 
But I will frankly lhaw my mind. 

And yield my heart to thee; 
Be ever to the captive kind. 

That langs na to be free. 
At Polouarth on the green, 

Amang the new-mawn hay. 
With fangs and dancing keen 
We’ll pafs the heartfome day. 
jit night, if beds be o'er thrang laid. 

And thou be tonin'd of thine. 
Thou Jhalt be welcome, my dear lad. 

To take a part of mine. 

John Hay's bonny Lajfie, 
BY fmooth winding Tay a fwain was reclining. 

Aft cry’d he, Oh hey! maun I dill live pining 
F 2 



5S A COLLECTION 
Myl'cU thus away, and darna difcover 
To my bonny Haf, that I am her lover ? 

Nae mair it will hide, the flame waxes Itranger ? 
If (he’s not my bride, my days are nae Linger : 
Then I’ll take a heart and try at a venture. 
May be, ere we part, my vows may content her. 

She’s frelh as the fpring, and fweet as Aurora, 
When birds mount and ling, bidding daya good mor- 
Thefwardof the mead, enamel’d with daifies, [row. 
Look wither’d and dead, when twin’d of her graces. 

But if flie appear where verdures invite her, 
The fountains run clear, and flowers fmell the 

fweeter : 
’Tis heaven to be by, when her wit is a-flowing, 
Her fmiles and bright eye fet my fpirits a-glowing. 

The mair that I gaze, the deeper I’m wounded ; 
Struck dumb with amaze, my mind is confounded: 
I’m all on a tire, dear maid, to carefs ye. 
For a’ my defire is Hay's bonny laffie. 

Katharine Ogie. 

AS walking forth to view the plain, 
Upon a morning early. 

While May's fweet fcent did chear my brain,. 
From flow’rs which grew fb rarely: 

1 chanc’d to meet a pretty maid, 
She ihin’d though it was foggy : 

I a (Ic’d her name: Sweet Sir, (he faid. 
My name is Katharine Ogie. 

I Hood a while, and did admire, 
To fee a nymph fo (lately; 

So bride an air there did appear 
In a country-maid fo neatly : 

Such natural fweetnefs (lie dil'play’d. 
Like a lilie in a boggie ; 

Diana's felf was ne’er array’d 
Like this fame Katharine Ogie. 

Thou flow’r of females, beauty’s queen, 
Who fees thee, fure mud prize thee ; 



OF CHOICE SONGS. 
Though thou art drefs’d in robes but mean. 

Yet thele cannot difguife thee; 
Thy handfome air, and graceful look. 

Far excels any clownilh rogie ; 
Thou’rt match for laird, or lord, or duke. 

My charming Katharine Ogie. 
O were I but fome Ihepherd fwain ! 

To feed my flock befide thee. 
At boughting-time to leave the plain. 

In milking to abide thee; 
I’d think myfelf a happier man. 

With Kate, my club, and dogie. 
Than he that hugs his thoufands ten. 

Had I but Katharine Ogie. 
Then I’d defpife th’ imperial throne. 

And ftatefmens dang’rous ftations : 
I’d be no king. I’d wear no crown. 

I’d fmile at conqu’ring nations : 
Might I carefs and (till poffefs 

This lafs of whom I’m vogie ; 
For thefe are toys, and Hill look left. 

Compar’d with Katharine Ogie, 
But I fear the gods have not decreed 

For me fo fine a creature, 
Whofe beauty rare makes her exceed 

All other works in nature. 
Clouds of defpair furround my love. 

That are both dark and foggy : 
Pity my cafe, ye powers above, 

Elfe I die for Katharine Ogie. 

' An thou ’were vty ain Thing? 
• 

OF race divine thou needs muft be, 
Since nothing earthly equals thee f 

For heaven’s fake, oh ! favour me, 
Who only lives to love thee. 
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An thou Hjoere my ain thing, 
1 ’would love thee, 1 •would love thee : 
An thou •were ?ny ain thing, 
Ho’w dearly •would I love thee ! 

The gods one thing peculiar have. 
To ruin none whom they can lave ; 
O ! for their lake lupport a Have, 

Who only lives to love thee. 
An thou •were, &c. 

To merit I no claim can make, 
But that I love, and for your fake,. 
What man can name I’ll undertake. 

So dearly do I love thee. 
An thou were, Sic. 

My paflion, conllant as the fun, 
Flames (honger Hill, will ne’er have done 
Till fates my thread of life hare fpun, 

Which breathing out I’ll love thee. 
An thou •were, Sec. X. 

************ 

Like bees that fuck the morning dew, 
Frae dowers offweeteft feent and hue, 
Sac wad I dwell upo’ thy moil, 

And gar the gods envy me. 
An thou were. See. 

Sae lang’s I had the ufe of light, 
I’d on thy beauties feafl my fight, 
Syne in faft whifpers through the night, 

I’d tell how much 1 loo’d thee. 
An thou were. See. 

How fair and ruddy is my Jean ? 
She moves a goddefs o’er the green 
Were I a king, thou flionld be queen, 

Nane but myfell aboon thee. 
An thou were. Sic. 

I’d grafp thee to this breaft of mine, 
Whilft thou, like ivy, or the vine. 

# *• 
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Around my ftionger limbs lliou’d twiner 

Form’d hardy to defend thee. 
An tkou nuere, See. 

Time’s on the wing, and will not ftay,, 
In Ikining youth let’s make our hay; 
Since love admits of nae delay, 

O let nae fcorn undo thee. 
An than •were. Sic. 

While love does at his altar Hand, 
Hae there’s my heart, gi’e me thy hand. 
And, with ilk fmile, thou lhalt command 

The will ofhimwha loves thee. 
An than •were, Sic. 

There's my Thumb I'll ne'er beguile thee. 

A/l Y fweetell May, let love incline thee, 
T’ accept a heart which he defigns thee; 

And, as your conllanf Have, regard it, 
■Syne for its faithfulnefs reward it. 
’ fis proof a-lhot to birth or money, 
But yields to what is fweet and bonny ; 
Receive it then with a kifs and a fmily. 
There’s my thumb it will ne’er beguile ye. 

How tempting fweet thefe lips of thine are. 
Thy bofom white, and legs fae fine are. 
That, when in pools, I fee thee clean ’em; 
They carry away my heart between ’em. 
I with, and l wilh, while it gaes duntin, 
O gin 1 had thee an a mountain, 
Though kith and kin and a’ Ihou’d revile thee,. 
There’s my thumb I’ll ne’er beguile thee. 

Alane through flow’ry hows I dander. 
Tenting my flocks left they Ihould wander. 
Gin thou’ll gae al'ang, I’ll dawt thee gaylie, 
And gi’e my. thumb I’ll ne’er beguile thee,. 
O my dear laflic, it is but daflin. 
To had thy wooer up ay niff naffin^ 

<5t 
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That na, na, na, I hate it mofl vilely, 
O fay, Yes, and I’ll ne’er beguile thee. 

For the Love of Jean. 

JOcky faid to Jeany, Jeany, wilt thou do’t ? 
Ne’er a fit, quo’ jeauy, for my tocher-good. 

For my tocher-good, I winna marry thee. 
E’ens ye like, quo’ Johnny, ye may let it be. 
I hae gowd and gear, I hae land enough, 
I hae feven good owlen ganging in a pleugh. 
Ganging in a pleugh, and linking o’er the lee. 
And gin ye winna take me, I can let ye be. 
I hae a good ha’ houfe, a barn and a byre, 
A Hack afore the door. I’ll make a rantin fire. 
I’ll make a rantin fire, am? merry lhall we be : 
And gin ye winna take me, I can let ye be. 
Jeany faid to Jocky, Gin ye winna tell, 
Ye lhall be the lad, I’ll be the lafs myfell. 
Ye’re a bonny lad, and I’m a laffie free. 
Ye’re welcomer to take me than to let me be. Z. 

SONG, to the tune of, Peggy, I muji love thee. 

• Eneath a beech’s grateful fhade, 
Young Colin lay complaining; 

He figh’d and feem’d to love a maid, 
Without hopes of obtaining: 

For thus the fwain indulg’d his grief,. 
Though pity cannot move thee. 

Though thy hard heart gives no relief. 
Yet, Peggy, I mull love thee. 

Say, Peggy, what has Colin done, 
That thus you cruelly ufe him ? 

If love's a fault, ’tis that alone 
For which you Ihouldexcuf nim ! 

JTwas thy dear felffirft rais’d this flame. 
This fire by which I ianguilh 
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Tis thou alone can quench the lame, 
And cool its Icorching anguilh. 

For thee I leave the fportive plain. 
Where ev’ry maid invites me ; 

For thee, foie caufe of all my pain. 
For thee that only flights me: 

This love that fires my faithful heart 
By all but thee’s commended ! 

Oh ! would thou aft fo good a part. 
My grief might foon be ended. 

That beauteous bread, fo foft to fee!,. 
Seem’d tendernefs all over, 

Yet it defends thy heart like Heel, 
’Gainlt thy defpairing lover. 

Alas ! tho’ Ihould it ne’er relent, 
Nor Colin's care e’er move thee* 

Yet till life’s latell breath is fpent. 
My Peggy, I mult love thee. 

Cenly Tibby, andfonfy Nelly, to the tune of, 
Tibby Fevjler in the glen. 

Tibby has a ftore o’ charms. 
Her genty lhape our fancy warms j 

How ftrangely can her fma’ white arms 
Fetter the lad who looks but at her ? 

Fra’er ancle to her flender waift, 
Thefe fweets conceal’d invite to dawt her j 

Her rofy cheek, and rifing bread. 
Gar ane’s mouth gulh bowt fu’ o’ water. 

Nelly's gawfy, fafe, and gay, 
Frefli as the lucken flowers in May ; 
ilk ane that fees her, cries, Ah hey 

She's bonny ! 0 I mender at her ! 
The dimples of her chin and cheek, 

And limbs fae plump invite to dawt her 
Her lips fae fweet, and fkin fae fleek, 

Gar mony mouth befldes mine water. 
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Now ftrike my finger in a bore. 
My wyfon with the maiden fhore, 
Gin I can tell whilk I am for. 

When thefe twa liars appear the gither. 
0 love ! why dofl thou gi’e thy fires 

Sae large, while we’re obliged to nither 
Our fpacious fauls immenfe defires. 

And ay be in a hankerin fwither. 
Tibby's fhape and airs are fine. 
And Nelly’s beauties are divine : 
But fince they canna baith be mine. 

Ye gods give ear to my petition; 
Provide a good lad for the tane, 

But let it be with this provifion, 
1 get the other to my lane, 

In profpeft plana and fruition. 

Up in the Air. 

NOW the fun’s gane out o’ fight, 
Beet the ingle, and fnuff thdlight} 

In glens the fairies fkip and dance, 
And witches wallop o’er to France. 

Up in the air 
On my bonny grey mare. 

And I fee her yet, and I fee her yet. 
Up in, &c. 

The wind’s drifting hail and fna’, 
O’er frozen hags, like a foot-ba’} 
Nae ftarns keek through the azure flit, 
’Tis cauld, and mirk as ony pit. 

The man i’ the moon 
Is caroufing aboon; 

D’ye fee, d’ye fee, d’ye fee him yet ? 
The man. See. 

Take your glafs to clear your een, 
*Tis the elixir heals the fpleen, 
Baith wit and mirth it will infpire. 
And gently puffs the lover’s fire. 
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Up in the air, 
It drives away care ? 

Ha’e wi’ ye, ha’e wi’ ye, and ha?e wi’ ye, lads yet. 
Up in. See. 

Steek the doors, keep out the froft ; 
Come, Willie, gie’s about ye’r toad ; 
Till’t lads, and lilt it out. 
And let us ha’e a blythfome bout. 

Up wi’t there, there, 
Dinna cheat, but drink fair: 

Huzza, huzza, and huzza, lads, yet. 
Up •wi't See. 

GIN ye meet a bonny laffie, 
Gi’e her a kifs, and let her gae ; 

But if ye meet a dirty huffy, 
Fy gar rub her o’er wi’ ftrae. 

Be lure ye dinna quit the grip 
Of ilka joy, when ye are young. 

Before auld age your vitals mp, 
And lay ye twafald o’er a rung* 

Sweet youth’s a blyth and heartfome time : 
Then, lads and lafles, while ’tis May, 

\ Gae pu’ the the gowan in its prime, 
Before it wither and decay. 

Watch the faft minutes of delyte, 
When Jenny fpeaks beneath her breath. 

And kiffes, laying a’ the wyte 
On you, if fire kepp ony Ikaith. 

Haith ye’re ill-bred, fhe’ll fmiling fay, 
Ye’ll worry me ye greedy rook : 

Syne frae your arms fhe’ll rin away, 
And hide herfelf in fome dark nook. 

Her laugh will lead you to the place, 
Where lies the happinefs ye want, 

And plainly tell you to your face, 
Nineteen na fays are ha’f a giant. 

Fy gar rub her o'er nui' Strae. 
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Now to her heaving bofom cling, 

And i’weetly toolie for a kifs : 
Frae her fair finger whoop a ring, 

As taiken of a future blifs. 
Thefe bepnifons. I’m very fure, 

Are of the gods indulgent grant: 
Then, furly carls, whifht, forbear 

To plague us with your whining cant. 

Patie and Peggy. 
P AT IE. 

BY the delicious warmnefs of thy mouth. 
And rowing eye, which fmiling tells the truth, 

I guefs, my lalfie, that as well as I 
You’re made for love, and why fliould ye deny ? 

PEGGY. 
But ken ye, lad, gin we confefs o’erfoon, 

Ye think us cheap, and fyne the wooing’s done : 
The maiden that o’er quickly tines her pow’r. 
Like unripe fruit, will talle but hard and four. 

P ATIE. 
But when they hing o’er lang upon the tree, 

Their fweetnefs they may tine, and fae may ye : 
Red-cheeked you completely ripe appear, 
And I have thol’d and woo’d a lang ha’f-year. 

PEGGY. 
Then dinna pu’ me ; gently thus I fa’ 

Into my Patie’s arms for good and a’: 
But dint your willies to this frank embrace, 
And mint nae farther till we’ve got the grace. 

PATIE. 
O charming armfu’! hence, ye cares, away, 

I’ll kifs my treafure a’ the live lang day : 
A’ night 1 11 dream my kilfes o’er again, 
Till that day come that ye‘11 be a‘ my ain. 

CHORUS. 
Sun, gallop down the nuejllin /kies, 

Gang foon to bed and quickly rife. 
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0 lajhyour Jleeds, pojl time away. 
And hajle about our bridal-day : 
And if ye're weary'd honejl light. 
Sleep gin ye like a week that night. 

The Mill, Mill O. 
BEneath a green fhade I fand a fair maid. 

Was fleeping found and (till O; 
A’ Iowan wi’ love, my fancy did rove 

Around her with good will O : 
Her bofom I prefs’d; but funk in her reft. 

She ftirr’d na my joy to fpill O 
While kindly fhe flept, clofe to her [ crept. 

And kifs’d, and kifs’d her my fill—O. 
Oblig’d by command in Flanders to land, 

T’ employ my courage and /kill—O, 
Frae her quietly I ftaw, hoift fails and awa’. 

For the wind blew fair on the bill—O. 
Twa years brought me hame, where ioud-fraifing 

Tald me with a voice right /hrill—O, [fame 
My lafs, like a fool, had mounted the ftool, 

• , Nor kend wha had done her the ill—O. 
Mair fond of her charms, with my fon in her arms, 

I ferlying /peer’d how fhe fell—O. 
Wi’ the tear in her eye, quoth fhe, Let me die. 

Sweet Sir, gin I can tell—O. 
; Love gave the command, I took her by the hand. 

And bade her a’ fears expel—O, 
And nae mair look wan, for I was the man 

Wha had done her deed myfell O. 
j My bonny fweet lafs, on the gowany grafs. 

Beneath the Shilling-bill—O, 
If I did offence, I’fe make ye amends 

Before I leave Peggy's Mill—O. 
0 the mill, mill—O, and the kill kill—O, 

And the coggin of the wheel—O : 
Tbefack and the fieve, a' that ye maun leave. 

And round with a fodger reel •—O. 
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Colin and Grisy parting, to the tune of. Woe's 
my heart that <we Jhould funder. 

With broken words, and downcaft eyes, 
Poor Colin fpoke his paflion tender: 

And, parting with his Grify, cries 
Ah ! wo’s my heart that we fliould funder. 

To others I am cold as fnow, 
But kindle with thine eyes like tinder; 

From thee with pain I’m forc’d to go: 
It breaks my heart that we Ihould funder. 

Chain’d to thy charms I cannot range. 
No beauty new my love (hall hinder, 

Nor time nor place (hall ever change 
My vows, though we’re oblig’d to funder. 

The image of thy graceful air, 
And beauties which invite our wonder. 

Thy lively wit and prudence rare, 
Shall dill be prefent, though we funder. 

Dear nymph, believe thy Twain in this. 
You’ll ne’er engage a heart that’s kinder; 

Then feal a promile with a kifs. 
Always to love me though we funder. 

Ye gods, take care of my dear lafs. 
That as I leave her may I find her. 

When that blefs’d time (hall come to pafs, 
We’ll meet again, and never funder. 

The Gaberlunzie Man. 

THE pawky auld carle came o’er the lee, 
Wi’ many good e’ens and days to me, 

Saying, Goodwife, for your courrefie, 
Will you lodge a filly poor man ? 

The night was caul, the carle was wat, 
And down ayont the ingle he fat; 
My daughter’s (houlders he ’gan to clap, 

And cadgily ranted and fang. 
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O wow! quo’ he, were I as free 
As firft when I faw this country, 
How blyth and merry wad I be ! 

And I wad never think lang. 
He grew canty, and fhe grew fain ; 
But little did her auld minny ken 
What thir flee twa togither were fay’ng, 

When wooing they were fae thrang. 
And O ! quo’ he, an ye were as black 
As e’er the crown of my daddy’s hat, 
’Tis I wad lay thee by my back, 

And awa’ wi’ me thou (hould gang. 
And O! quo’ Ihe, an I were as white 
As e’er the fnaw lay on the dike. 
I’d dead me braw and lady-like. 

And awa* with thee I wou’d gang. 

Between the twa was made a plot; 
They raife a wee before the cock. 
And wilily they fhot the lock, 

And faft to the bent are they gane. 
Up in the morn the auld wife raife, 
And at her leifure put on her claife ; 
Syne to the fervants bed Ihe gaes, 

To fpeer for the filly poor man. 
She gaed to the bed where the beggar lay. 
The ftray was cauld, he was away, 
She clapt her hands, cry’d, Waladay, 

For feme of our gear will be gane. 
Some ran to coffers, and fome to kills, 
But nought was llown that cou’d be mill; 
She danc’d her lane, cry’d, Praife be bleft, 

I have lodg’d a leal poor man. 
Since naething’s awa’, as we can learn, 
The kirn’s to kirn, and milk to earn, 
Gae but the houfe lafs, and waken my bairn. 

And bid her come quickly ben. 
G 2 
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The fervant gaed where the daughter lav. 
The (beets were cauld. (he was away, 
And faft to her good wife did fay, 

She’s aff with the Gaberlunzie-man: 

O fy gar ride, and fy gar rin. 
And hade ye find thefie traitors again ; 
Eor (he’s be burnt, and he’s be (lain. 

The wearifu’ Gaberlunzie-man. 
Some rade upo’ horfe, fbme ran-a fit. 
The wife was wood, and out o’ her wit * 
She coud’na gang, nor yet cou’d ihe fit. 

But ay (he curs’d and ay (he bann’d. 
Mean time far hind out o’er the lee, 
Fu’ fnug in a glen, where nane cou’d fee, 
The twa, with kindly fport and glee. 

Cut frae anew cheefe a whang : 

The priving was good, it pleas’d them baith,. 
To lo’e her for ay he gae her his aith. 
Quo’ (he, to leave thee I will be laith, 

Mywinfome Gaberlunzie-man. 

O kend my minny I were wi’ you, 
Ill-fatdly wad (he crook her mou’. 
Sic a poor man (he’d never trow. 

After the Gaberlunzie-man. 

My dear, quo’ he, ye’re yet o’er young. 
And hae na learn’d the beggar’s tongue, 
To follow me frae town to town, 

And carry the Gaberlunzie on. 

Wi’ cauk and keel I’ll win your bread. 
And fpindles and whorles for them wha need, 
Whilk is a gentle trade indeed, 

To carry the Gaberlunzie on. 

I’ll bow my leg, and crook my knee. 
And draw a black clout o’er my eye, 
A. cripple or blind they will ca me. 

While we (hall be merry and fing. L 
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The Cordial, to the tune of. Where Jhall 
goodman lie ? 

He. \T7’Here wad bonny Annie lie ? 
* » Alane nae mair ye maun lie j 

Wad ye a goodman try ? 
Is that the thing ye’re laking ? 

She. Can a lafs fae young as I 
Venture on the bridal-tie. 
Syne down with a goodman lie ? 

I’m flee’d he keep me wauking. 
He. Never judge until ye try, 

Mak me your goodman, I 
Shanna hinder you to lie. 

And deep till you be weary. 

Shi. What if I Ihou’d wauking lie. 
When the hoboys are gawn by> 
Will ye tent me when I cry. 

My dear, I’m faint and iry ? 
He. In my bofom thou (halt lie, 

When thou waukrife art, or dry,, 
Healthy cordial (landing by. 

Shall prefently revive thee. 
She. To your will I then comply, 

Join us, pried, and let me try 
How I’ll wi’ a goodman lie, 

Wha can a cordial give me. 

Ew-Bughts Marion. 
WILL ye go to the ew-bughts, Marietta 

And wear in the (Keep wi’ me ? 
The fun (hines fweet, my Marion, 

But nae half fae fweet as thee. 
O Marion's a bonny lafs. 

And the blyth blink’s in her eye; 
And fain wad I marry Marion,, 

Gin Marion wad marry me, 
G * 

7* 

our 

\ 
J 
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There’s gowd in your garters, Marion, 

And filk on your white haufs-bane 
}'u’ fain wad I kifs my Marion, 

At e’en when I come hame. 
There’s brawlads in Earnjla’w, Marion, 

Wha gape, and glowr with their eye, 
At kirk, when they fee my Marion ; 

But nane of themloes like me. 
I’ve nine milk-ewes, my Marion ; 

A cow and a brawny quey, 
I’ll gi’e them a’ to my Marion,, 

Juft on her bridal-day 
And ye’s get a gre'm fey apron, 

And wafttcoat of the London brown* 
And wow but ye will be vap’ring. 

Whene’er ye gang to the town. 
I’m young and ftout, my Marion; 

Nane dances like me on the green r 
And gin ye forfake me, Marion, 

I’ll e’en gae draw up wi' Jean •*" 
Sae put on your pearl ins, Marion, 

And kyrtle of the cramalie ; 
And foon as my chin has nae hair on, 

1 ihalloome weft, and fee ye. 

The blythfoim Bridal,. 
FY let us a’ to the bridal, 

For there will be lilting there; 
For Jocky'% to be married to Maggy, 

The lafs wi’ the gowden hair 
And there will be lang-kail and pottage,. 

And bannocks of barley-meal; 
And there will be good lawt herring,. 

To relilh a cog of good ale. 
Ty let us a’ to the bridal, oic. 

And there wiiT Be Sa'inny the futor, 
And Will wi’ the meiftle meu’; 

And there will be Tarn the blutter, 
With Andrew th* tinkler, I trow i 
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And there will be bow’d-legged Robbie, 

With thumblefs A'd’/j’s goodman; 
And there will be blue-cheeked Dowbie 

And 'Lawjrie the laird of the land. 
Fy let us, &c. 

And there will be fow-libber Patie, 
And plucky-fac’d IVat i’ the mill, 

Capper-nos’d Francie and Oibbie, 
That wins in the how of the hill; 

And there will be Alafter Sibbie, 
Wha in with black Befie did mool. 

With fniveling Lilly and Tibby, 
The lafs that Hands aft on> the ItooL 

Fy let us, &c. 
And Madge that was buckled to Steenier 

And coft him grey breeks to his arfe, 
Who after was hangit for Healing, 

Great mercy it happen’d na warfe : 
And there will be gleed Geordy fanners. 

And Kirjh, with the lilly-white leg, 
Whagade to the fouth for manners. 

And bang’d upherwamein/lf<5«r-?«ef. 
Fy let us, &c. 

And there will be Judan Machrwrie, 
And blinkin daft Barbara Macleg, 

Wi’ Hae-lugged lharney-fac’d Lawrie, 
And Ihangy-mou’d haluket Meg. 

And there will be liapper-ars’d Naney, 
And fairy-fac’d Flowrie by name. 

Muck Madie, and fat-hippit Grify, 
The lafs wi’ the gowden- wame. 

Fy let us. See. 
And there will be Girn-again-Gibbie, 

With his glaikit wife fenny Bell, 
And mifle fhinn’d Mungo Macapie, 

The lad that was fkipper himfel. 
There lads and lafles in pearlings 

Will feaft in the heart of the ha’. 
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On fybows, and rifarts, and catlings. 

That are baith fodden and raw. 
Fy kt us. See. 

And there will be fadges and brochan. 
With fewth of good gabbocksof Ikate, 

Powfowdy, and dram mock, andcrowdy. 
And cauler nowt-feet in a plate. 

And there will be partans and buckies. 
And whitens and fpeldings enew. 

With finged fheep-heads, and a haggies, 
And fcadlips to fup till ye fpew. 

Fy let us, See. 
And there will be lapper’d milk kebbocks, 

And fowens, and laris, and baps. 
With fwats, and well fcraped-paunches, 

And brandy in ftotips and in caps: 
And there will be meal-kail and cuftocks. 

With Ikink to fup till ye rive. 
And roafts to road on a brander, 

Of flowks that were taken alive. 
Fy let us. See. 

Scrapt haddocks, wilks, dulfe and tangle. 
And a mill of good fnilhing to prie ; 

When weary with eating and drinking, 
We’ll rife up and dance till we die. 

Then fy let us a' to the bridal, 
For there 'will be lilting there ; 

For Jocky’r to be married to Maggie, 
The lafs to;’ thegowden hair. 

The Highland Laddie. 

THE lawlandlads think they are fine; 
But O they’re vain and idly gaudy ! 

How much unlike that gracefu’ mein, 
And manly looks of my highland laddie? 

0 my bonny, bonny highland laddie, 
My handfome, charming highland laddie; 
May heaven JIM guard, and love reward 
Slur lawland lafs and her highland laddie 
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If I were free at will to chufe 

To "be the weahhieft lawlan-d lady. 
I’d take young Donald without trews. 

With bonnet blew, and belted plaidy. 
0 my bonny, &c. 

The braweli beau in borrows-town. 
In a’ his airs, which art made ready. 

Compar’d to him, he’s but a clown j. 
He’s finer far in’s tartan piaidy. 

0 my bonny, &c. 
O’er benty hill with him I’ll run. 

And leave my lawland kin and dady ; 
Frae winter’s cauld, and fummer’s fun, 

He’ll fcreen me with his highland piaidy. 
0 my bonny, 8cc. 

A painted room, and filken bed. 
May pleafe a lawland laird and lady : 

But I can kifs, and be as glad. 
Behind a bu(h in’s highland piaidy. 

0 my bonny, &c. 
Few compliments between us pafs, 

I ca’ him my dear highland laddie. 
And he ca’* me his lawland lafs. 

Syne rows me in beneath his piaidy. 
0 my bonny. See. 

Nae greater joy I’ll e’er pretend. 
Than that his love prove true and fteady. 

Like mine to him, which ne’er lhall end. 
While heaven preferves my highland laddie. 

0 my bonny, &c. 

Allan Water: Or, My Love Annie’s very 
bonny. 

VTTHat numbers fliall the mufe repeat ? 
What verfe be found to praife my Annie? 

On her ten thoufand graces wait, 
Each Twain admires, and owns (he’s bonny. 

Since firft (he trod the happy plain. 
She fet each youthful heart on fire j 
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Each nymph does to her Twain complain. 

That Annte kindles new delire. 
This lovely darling deareft care. 

This new delight, this charming Annie, 
Like fummer’s dawn, Ihe’s frelh and fair, 

When /Vortf’s fragrant breezes fan ye. 
All day the am’rous youths conveen. 

Joyous they fport and play before her j 
All night, when fhe no more is feen. 

In blifsful dreams they Hill adore her. 
Among the croud Amyntor came, 

He look’d, he lov'd, he bow’d to Annie; 
His riling lighs exprefs his flame. 

His words were few, his wilhes many. 
With fmiles the lovely maid reply’d, 

Kind fhepherd, why fliould I deceive ye ? 
Alas! your love muff be deny’d. 

This deflin’d bread can ne’er relieve ye. 
Young Damon came with Cupid'% art. 

His wiles, his fmiles, his charms beguiling. 
He dole away my virgin heart; 

Ceafe, poor Amyhtor, ceafe bewailing. 
Some brighter beauty you may find, 

On yonder plain the nymphs are many; 
Then chufe fome heart that’s unconfin’d, 

And leave to Datnon, his own Annie. 
\ 

The Collier'3 lonny LaJJie. 

THE collier has a daughter. 
And O Ihe’s wonder bonny; 

A laird he was that fought her, 
Rich baith in lands and money : 

The tutors watch’d the motion 
Of this young honed lover ; 

But love is like the ocean; 
Wha can its depth difcover I 

He had the art to pleafe ye. 
And was by a’ refpeitcd j 
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His airs fat round him cafy. 

Genteel, but unaffe&ed. 
The collier’s bonny laffie, 

Fair as the new-blown lilie, 
Ay fweet, and never faucy, 

Secur’d the heart of Willie. 
He lov’d beyond expreflion 

The charms that were about her, 
And panted for pofleflion, 

His life was dull without her. 
After mature refolving, 

Clofe to his breafl he held her, 
In fafteft flames diflblving, 

He tenderly thus tell’d her : 

My bonny collier’s daughter, 
Let naething difeompofe ye, 

’Tis no your fcanty tocher 
Shall ever gar me lofe ye : 

For I have gear in plenty. 
And love fays, ’tis my duty 

To ware what heaven has lent me, 
Upon your wit and beauty. 

Where Helen lies. To —in mourning. 

AH! why thofe tears in AW/y’s eyes ! 
To hear thy tender fighs and cries. 

The gods Hand lift’ning from the Ikies, 
Pleas’d with thy piety, 

T« mourn the dead, dear nymph, forbear, 
And of one dying take a care. 
Who views thee as an angel fair. 

Or fome divinity. 

O be lefs graceful, or more kind. 
And cool this fever of my mind, 
Caus’d by the boy fevere and blind; 

Wounded, I figh, for thee ; 
While hardly dare I hope to rife 
To fuch a height by Hymen's ties, 
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To lay me down where Helen lies, 

And with thy charms be free. 
Then muft I hide my love, and die, 
When fuch a fovereign cure is by ? 
No, Ihe can love, and I’ll go try, 

Whate'er my fate may be ; 
Which foon I’ll read in her bright eyes. 
With thofe dear agents I’ll advile. 
They tell the truth when tongues tell lies. 

The leaft believed by me. 

SONG, to the tune of, Gallo'wjhiels. 

AH ! the ftiepherd’s mournful fate. 
When doom’d to love, and doom’d to languifli, 

To bear the fcornful fair one’s hare. 
Nor daredifclofe his anguilh. 

Yet eager looks, and dying fighs, 
My fecret foul difcover, 

While rapture trembling through mine eyes, 
Reveals how much I love her. 

The tender glance, the redd’ning cheek, 
O’erfpread with rifing blufhes, 

A thoufand various ways they fpeak 
A thoufand various wi/hes. 

For oh ! that form fo heavenly fair, 
Thofe languid eyes fo fweetly finding, 

That artlefs blulh, and model! air. 
So fatally beguiling. 

Thy every look and every grace, 
So charm whene’er I view thee; 

Till death o’ertake me in the chace, 
Still will my hopes purfue thee. 

Then when my tedious hours are pall, 
Be this lafi blefling given, 

Low at thy feet to breath my laft, 
And die in fight of heaven. 
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Ti?L. M. M. to the tune of, Rantin roaringWilli?„ 
OMary! thy graces and glances, 

Thy fmiles fo inchantingly gay. 
And thoughts fo divinely harmonious, 

Clear wit and good humour difplay. 
But fay not thoul’t imitate angels. 

Ought fairer, though fcarcely, ah me ! 
Can be found equalizing thy merit, 

A match among mortals for thee. 
Thy many fair beauties fhed fires 

May warm up ten thoufand to love. 
Who defpairing, may fly to fome other, 

'While I may defpair, but ne’er rove. 
What a mixture of fighing and joys 

This diftant adoring of thee. 
Gives to a fond heart too afpiring, 

Who loves in fad fdence like me ? 
Thus looks the poor beggar on treafure 

And fhipwreck’d, on landfcapes on fliore : 
Be fill more divine and have pity ; 

I die foon as hope is no more. 
For, Mary, my foul is thy captive, 

Nor love, nor expedls to be free ; 
Thy beauties are fetters delightful. 

Thy flav’ry’s a pleafure to me. 

This is no mine ain Houfe. 
THis is no mine ain houfe, 

I ken by the rigging o’t; 
Since with my love I’ve changed vows, 

I dinna like the bigging o’t. 
For now that I’m young Robie'sbn&z, 
And millrefs of his fire-fide. 
Mine ain houfe I’ll like to guide, 

And pleafe me with the trigging o’t. 
Then farewell to my father’s houfe, 

1 gang where love invites me ; 
H 
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The ftrifleft duty this allows, 

When love with honour meets me. 
When Hymen moulds us into ane. 
My Robie's nearer than my kin. 
And to refufe him were a (in, 

Sae langshe kindly treats me. 
When I’m in mine ain houfe. 

True love (hall be at hand ay. 
To make me dill a prudent fpoufe. 

And let my man command ay ; 
Avoiding ilka caufe of rtrife. 
The common peft of married life, 
That makes ane wearied of his wife, 

And breaks tire kindly band ay. 

Ftnl a Crum of thee foe favos. 
REturnhameward. ray heart, again, 

And bide where thou was wont to be, 
Thou art a fool to fuffer pain 

For love of ane that loves not thee. 
My heart, let be (ic fantafie, 

Love only where thou hart good caufe ; 
Since fcorn and liking ne’er agree, 

The finta crum of thee fhe faWs. 
To what effeft fhould thou be thrall ? 

Be happy in thine ain free-will. 
My heart, be never bertial, 

But ken wha does thee good or ill: 
At hame with me then tarry ftill, 

And fee wha can bert play their paws, 
And let the (illy fling her fill, 

For iint a crum of thee (he faws. 
Though fhe be fair, I will not fenzie, 

She’s of a kind with mony mae ; 
.For why, they are a felon menzie. 

That feemeth good, and are not fae. 
My heart, take neither rturt nor wae 

For Meg, for Marjory, or Maufe, 
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But be thou blyth, and let her gae, 

For lint a crunr ol thee Hie faws. 
Remember, how that Mtdea 

Wild for a fight of Jafon yied. 
Remember, how young Crcfjida 

Left Troilus for Diomede; 
Remember Helenr as we read. 

Brought Troy from blifs unto ba^e ways r 
Then let her gae where fhe may fpeed 

For fint a crum of thee fhe faws. 
Becaufe fire faid I took it ill. 

For her depart my heart was fair, 
'But was beguil'd ; gae where (he will, 

Befhrew the heart that firft takes care: 
But be thou merry late and air, 

This is the final end and claufe, 
And let her feed and foully fare, 

For fint a crum of thee ihe faws. 
Ne’er dunt again within my bread, 

Ne’er let her flights thy courage fpilL 
Nor gie a fob, although fhe fneell, 

She’s faired paid that gets her will. 
She geeks as gif I mean’d her ill, 

When fhe glaiks paughty in her braws j 
Now let her fnirt and fyke her fill, 

For fint a crum of thee (he faws. 

To Mr. E. C. to the tune of, Sae tnerry as ivt 
have been. 

NO W Phoebus advances on high, 
Nae footdeps of winter are feen ; 

The birds carrol fweet in the fky, 
And lambkins dance reels on the green. 

Through plantings, and burnies fae clear, 
We wander for pleafure and health, 

Where buddings and bloifoms appear, 
Giving profpeds of joy and wealth. 

H 2 
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View ilka gay fcene all round. 

That are, and that promife to be ; 
Yet in them a’ naething is found 

Sae peifedt, Eliza, as thee. 
Thy een the clear fountains excel. 

Thy locks they out-rival the grove ; 
When zephyrs thus pleafing fwell. 

Ilk wave makes a captive to love. 
The rofes and lilies combin’d. 

And flowers of maid delicate hue. 
By thy cheek and dear breafts are outflnn’d. 

Their tinctures are naething fae true. 
What can we compare with thy voice, 

And what with thy humour fae 1’weet? 
Nae mufic can blifs with fic joys ; 

Sure angels are juft fae complete. 
Fair blo/Tom of ilka delight, 

Whofe beauties ten thoufand out/hine : 
Thy fweefs fhall be lafting and bright, 

Being mix’d with fae many divine. 
Ye powers, who have given fic charms 

To Eliza, your image below, 
O fave her frae all human harms ! 

And make her hours happily flow. 

My Daddy forbad, my Minny forbad. 

WHen I think on my lad, 
I figh and am fad. 

For now he is far frae me. 
My daddy was harfli. 
My minny was warfe, 

That gart him gae ’yont the fea, 
Without an eftate, 
That made him look blate : 

And yet a brave lad is he. 
Gin fafe he come hame. 
In fpite of my dame, 

He’ll ever be welcome to me. 
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Love fpeers nae advice 
Of parents o’er wife. 

That have but ae bairn like me. 
That looks upon cafli, 
As naething but tralh, 

That lhackles what Ihou’d be free. 
And though my dear lad 
Not ae penny had, 

Since qualities better has he $ 
A’beit I’m an heirefs, 
I think it but fair is, 

To love him, fince he loves me. 
Then, my dear Jeamit, 
To thy kind Jeanie, 

Hade, halle thee in o’er the fea, 
To her wha can find 
Nae eafe in her mind, 

Without a blyth fight of thee. 
Though my daddy forbad. 
And my minny forbad, 

Forbidden I will not be ; 
For fince thou alone 
My favour had won, 

Nanc elfe (hall e’er get it for me. 
Yet them I’ll not grieve. 
Or without their leave, 

Gi’e my hand as a wife to thee : 
Be content with a heart. 
That can never defert. 

Till they ceafe to oppofe or be. 
My parents may prove. 
Yet friends to our love. 

When our firm refolves they feej 
Then i with pleafure 
Will yield up my treafure, 

And a’ that love orders to thee. 

H 3 
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Steer her up, and had her gamin. 
O Steer her up, and had her gawn. 

Her mither’s at the mill, jo; 
But gin file winna tak a man. 

E’en let her tak her will,, jo. 
Pray thee, lad,, leave filly thinking, 

Call thy cares of love away; 
Let’s our fbrrows drown in drinking, 

’Tis daflin langer to delay. 
See that fhining glafs of claret. 

How invitingly it looks ; 
Take it aff, and. let’s hae mair o’t, 

Pox on fighting, trade, and books. 
Z^et’s have pleafure while we’re able,. 

Bring us in the nneikle bowl, 
Place’t on the middle of the table, 

And let her wind and weather gawd,. 
Call the drawer, let him fill it 

Fou, as ever it can hold : 
O tak tent ye dinna fpill it, 

’Tis mair precious, far than gold,. 
By you’ve drunk a dozen bumpers,, 

Bacchus will begin to prove, 
Spite of Venus and her Mumpers, 

Drinking better is than love. 

Clout the Caldron. 
HAve you any pots or pans. 

Or any broken chandlers,?, 
l am a tinkler to my trade, 

And newly come frae Flanders. 
leant of filler as of grace, 

Difbanded, we’ve a bad run ; 
■Car tell the lady of the place, 

I’m come to clout her caldron. 
Fa, adrhe, didle,. didle. See. 

Sladanr, if you, have, wank for me; 

L’JIda’t.to your contentment*. 

V 
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And dinna care a fingle flie. 
For ary man’s refentment; 

For, lady Fiir, though I appear 
To ev’ry ane a tinkler. 

Yet to yourfell I’m bauld to tell* 
1 am a gentle jinker. 

Fa adrie, didle, aidle, See. 
Love Jupiter into a iwan 

Turn’d for his.lovely Leda; 
He like a bull o’er meadows ran, 

To carry aft Europa. 
Then may not 1, a>! well as he, 

To cheat your Argos blinker, 
And win your love, like mighty Jove, 

Thus hide me in a tinkler? 
Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. 

Sir, ye appear a cunning man. 
But this fine plot you’ll fail hr, 

Forthere is neither pot nor pan 
Of mine you 11 drive a nail in. 

Then bind your budget on your back,. 
And nails up in your apron, 

For I’ve a tinkler under tack 
That’s us’d to clout my caldron. 

Fa adrie, didle, didle, Sec. 

The Malt-Man. 
HE malt-man comes on Munday, 

Cries, Dame, come gi'e me my filler} 

Or malt ye /all ne'er get mair. 
1 took him into the pantry, 

And gave him fome good cock-broe, 
Syne paid him upon a gantree, 

As hoftler-wives Ihouid do. 
'When malt-men come for filler^. 

And gaugers with wandi o’er foon,. 
Wives,, takthem a.’ down to the cellar, 

And' ckar. them, as i have. done,. 

He craves wonder fair 
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This bewith, when cunzie is fcanty, 

Will keep them frae making din; 
The knack I learn’d frae an auld aunty, 

The ihackeft of a’ my kin. 

The malt-man is right cunning, 
But I can be as flee, 

And he may crack of his winning. 
When he clears fcores with me: 

For come when he likes, I’m ready; 
But if frae hame I be, 

Let him wait on our kind lady. 
She’ll anfwer a bill for me. 

Bouny Bessy, to the tune of, BeJ/s Baggies, 

PEJv’s beauties Ihine fae bright 
Were her many virtues fewer. 

She wad ever give delight, 
And in tranfpoi t make me view her. 

Bonny BeJ), thee alane 
Love I, naething elfe about thee; 

With thy comelinels I’m tane,. 
And langer cannot live without thee. 

Jsejffy's bofom’s faft and warm. 
Milk-white fingers flill employ’d; 

He who takes her to his arm, 
Of her Iweets can ne’er be cloy’d. 

My dear BeJ/y, when the roles 
Leave thy cheek, as thou grows aulder. 

Virtue, which thy mind difdofes, 
Will keep love frae growing caulder. 

BeJ)y$ tocher is but fcanty. 
Yet her face and foul difcovers 

Theie inchanting fweets in plenty, 
Muft entice a thoufand lovers. 

’Tis not money, but a woman 
Of a temper kind and eafy, 

That gives happineis uncommon, 
Petted things can nought but tcaze ye. 

i 
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Omnia vincit Amor. 

AS I went forth to view the fpring. 
Which Flora, had adorned. 

In raiment fair; now every thing 
The rage of winter fcorned : 

I cad mine eye, and did efpy 
A youth who made great clamor; 

And drawing nigh, I heard him cry, 
Ah ! Omnia vincit amor. 

Upon his bread he lay along, 
Hard by a murm’ring river, 

And mournfully his doleful fong 
With fighs he did deliver ; 

Ah ! Jeany's face has comely grace. 
Her locks that fhine like lammer. 

With burning rays have cut my days ; 
For Omnia vir.cit amor. 

Her glancy een like comets Ihine, 
The morning-fun outlhining, 

Have caught my heart in Cupid’s net, 
And make me die with pining. 

Durft I complain, nature’s to blame. 
So curioudy to frame her, 

Whofe beauties rare make me with care. 
Cry, Omnia vincit amor. 

Ye crydal dreams that fmoothly glide. 
Be partners of my mourning, 

Ye fragrant fields and meadows wide. 
Condemn her for her fcorning : 

Let every tree a witnefs be, 
How judly I may blame her; 

Ye chanting birds, note thefe my words. 
Ah ! Omnia vincit amor. 

Had die been kind as die was fair. 
She long had been admired. 

And been ador’d for virtues rare, 
Wh’ of life now makes me tired. 
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Thus faid, his breath began to fail. 

He could not fpeak. but Hammer; 
He figlvd full fore, and faid no more, 

But Ovinia vincit amor. 
When I obferv’d him near to death, 

I run in halle to fave him, 
But quickly he refign’d his breath, 

So deep the wound love gave him. 
Now for her fake this vow I’ll make. 

My tongue /hall ay defame her, 
While on his herfe I’ll write this verfe* 

Ah ! Omnia vincit amor. 
Streight I confider’d in my mind 

Upon the matter rightly, 
And found, though Cupid he be blind. 

He proves in pith molt mighty. 
For warlike Mars, and thund’ring Jove* 

And Vulcan with his hammer, 
Did ever prove the flaves of love. 

For Omnia vincit amor. 
Hence we may fee th’ effects of love. 

Which gods and men keep under. 
That nothing can his bonds remove. 

Or torments break afundcr : 
Nor wife, nor fool, need go to fchool. 

To learn this from his grammar : 
His heart’s the book, where he’s to look. 

For Omnia vincit amor. 

The auld Wife hey on t the Fire, 
I. 

THere was a wife won’d in a glen, 
And ihe had dochters nine or ten. 

That fought the honfe baith but and ben. 
To find their mam a fnithing. 

The auld •wife bey on t the fre. 
The a h Id •wife aniejl the fire. 
The auld wife aboon the fire 
She died for lake offnijhing. 
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II. 

Her mill into fome hole had fawn : 
Whatrecks, quoth (lie, let it be gawn. 
For I maun hae a young goodnian 

Shall furnilh me with fnifhing. 
77;e auld wife, &c. 

III. 
Her eldeft dochter faid right bauld, 
Fy, mither, mind that now ye’re auld, 
And if ye with a younker wald, 

He’ll wafte away your fnilhing. 
The auld wife, See. 

IV. 
The youngefl dochter ga’e a {hour, 
O mither dear ! your teeth’s a’ out, 
Befides ha’f blind, you have the gout, 

Your mill can had nae fnilhing. 
77r auld wife, See. 

V. 
Ye lied ye limmers, cries auld mump. 
For I hae baith a tooth and Hump, 
And will nae langer live in dump, 

By wanting of my fnilhing. 
The auld wife. Sec. 

VI. 
Thole ye, fays Peg, that pauky Hut, 
Mother, if you can crack a nut, 
Then we will a’ confent to it, 

That you lhall have a fnilhing. 
The auld wife. Sec. 

VII. 
The auld ane did agree to that, 
And they a piflol-bullet gat; 
She powerfully began to crack, 

To win herfell a fnilhing. 
The auld wife. Sec. 

Note, Snijhing, inits literal meaning, is fuufl'viajle 
of tobacco; but, in this fong, it means fometimes 
contentment, a hujband, love, money. Sec. 
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VIII. 

Braw fport it was to fee her chow’t, 
And ’tween her gums fae fqueez and row’ty 
While frae her jaws the flaver flow’d. 

And ay Ihe curs’d poor Humpy. 
The auld 'wife. See, 

IX. 
At laft Ihe gae adefperate fqueez. 
Which brak the. lang tooth by the neez, 
And fyne poor Humpy was at eafe, 

But Ihe tint hopes of fnilhing. 
The auld 'wife. Sec. 

X. 
She of the talk began to tire, 
And frae her dochters did retire. 
Syne lean’d her down ayont the fire, 

And died for lake of fnilhing. 
The auld •wife, &c. 

XI. 
Ye auld wives, notice well this truth, 
Aifoon as ye’re pad mark of mouth. 
Ne’er do what’s only lit for youth, 

And leave aff thoughts of fnilhing : 
Elfe, like this 'wife beyont the fire, 
Te'r bairns againjl you 'will confpirex 
Nor 'willye get, unlefs ye hire, 
A young man 'with your fnijhing. Q^_ 

Til never love thee more. 

MY dear and only love, I pray, 
That little world of thee, 

Be govern’d by no other fway, 
But pureH monarchy: 

For if confulion have a part, 
Which virtuous fouls abhor, 

I’ll call a fynod in my heart. 
And never love thee more. 
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As Alexander I will jreign. 
And I will reign alone, 

My thoughts did evermore difdain 
A rival on my throne. 

He either fears his fate too much, 
Or his deferts are 1'mall, 

Who dares not put it to the touch, 
To gain or lofs it all. 

But I will reign and govern Hill', 
And always give the law. 

And have each fubjed at my will. 
And all to Hand in aw : 

But ’gainft my batt’ries if I find 
Thou llorm or vex me fore. 

As if thou fet me as a blind. 
I’ll never love thee more. 

And in the empire of thy heart. 
Where I Ihould folefy be, 

If others do pretend a part, 
Or dares to (hare with me: 

Or commitees if thou eretS, 
Or go on fuch a fcore, 

j I’ll fmiling mock at thy negleft. 
And never love thee more. 

But if no faithlefs a&ion (lain 
Thy love and conftant word, 

I’ll make thc*e famous by my pen. 
And glorious by my fword. 

I’ll ferve thee in fuch noble ways. 
As ne’er was known before ; 

I’ll deck and crown thy head with bays. 
And love thee more and more. 

The Blackbird. 

X TPon a fair morning for foft recreation, 
, vJ I heard a fair lady was making her moan, 

1 \ 

R 
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With fighing and fobbing, and fad lamentation, 

Saying, My blackbird molt royal is flown. 
My thoughts they deceive me, 
Refleiftions do grieve me, 

And am o’er burden’d with fad mifery; 
Yet, if death Ihould blind me, 
As true love inclines me, 

My blackbird I’ll feek out, where-ever he be. 
Once into fair England my blackbird did flourilh. 

He was the chief flower that in it did fpring; 
Prime ladies of honour his perfon did nourifli, 

Becaufe he was the true fon of a king : 
But fince that falfe fortune, 
Which Itill is uncertain, 

Has caufed this parting between him and me. 
His name I’ll advance 
In Spain and in France, 

And feek out my blackbird, where*ever he be. 
The birds of the foreft all met together, 

The turtle has chofen to dwell with the dove; 
And I am refolv’d in foul or fair weather, 

Once in the fpring to feek out my love. 
He’s all my heart’s treafure, 
My joy and my pleafure; 

And juftly (my love: my heart follows thee, 
Who are conllant and kind, 
And courageous of mind, 

All blifs on my blackbird, where-ever he be. 
In England my blackbird and I were together, 

Where he was ftill noble and gen’rous of heart; 
Ah! wo to the time thatfirft he went thither, 

Alas ! he was forc’d from thence to depart. 
In Scotland he's deem’d, 
And highly efteem’d, 

In England he feemeth a ftranger to be; 
Yet his fame fhall remain, 
In France and in Spain; 

All blifs to my blackbird, where-ever he be 
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What if the fowler my blackbirdh&s taken. 
Then fighing and fobbing will be all my tune ; 

But if he is fafe. I’ll not be forfaken, 
Andhope yet to fee him inor in June. 

For him through the fire. 
Through mud and through mire, 

I’ll go; for I love him to fuch a degree. 
Who is confiant and kind. 
And noble of mind, 

Defervingall bleflings where-ever he be. 

It is not the ocean can fright me with danger, 
Nor though, like a pilgrim, I wander forlorn, 

I may meet with friendfhip of one is a flranger. 
More than of one that in Britain is born. 

I pray heaven fo fpacious. 
To Britain be gracious, 

Tho’ feme there be odious to both him and me, 
Yet joy and renown. 
And laurels lhall crown 

My blackbird with honour, where-ever he be. 

7ak your auld cloak about you. 
IN winter when the rain rain’d cauld, 

And froft and fnaw on ilka hill. 
And Boreasy with his blafts fae bald. 

Was threat’ning a’ our ky to kill : 
Then Bell, my wife, wha loves na ftrife, 

She faid to me right haftily. 
Get up, goodman, fave Cromys life. 

And tak your auld cloak about ye. 
My Crosuie is an ufeful cow, 

And file is come of a good kine ; 
Aft has file wet the bairns mou. 

And I am laith that fire Ihou’d tyne; 
Get up, goodman, it is foil time. 

The fun fliines in the lift fae hie ; 
Sloth never made a gracious end, 

Gae tak your auld cloak about ye, 
I 2 



94 A COLLECTION 
My cloak was anes a good grey cloak. 

When it was fitting for my wear; 
But now ’tis fcantly worth a groat, 

For I have worn’t this thirty year; 
Let’s fpend the gear that we have won, 

We little ken the day we’ll die : 
Then I’ll be proud, fince I have fworn 

To have a new cloak about me. 
In days when our king Robert rang, 

His trews they coft but ha’f a crown. 
He faid, they were a groat o’er dear, 

And call’d the taylor thief and loun. 
He was the king that wore a crown, 

And thou’rt a man ®f laigh degree, 
'Tis pride puts a’ the country down, 

Sae tak thy auld cloak about thee. 
Every land has its ain laugh. 

Ilk kind of corn it has its hool; 
I think the warld is a’ run wrang, 

When ilka.wife her man wad rule. 
Do ye not fee Rob, Jock, and Hab, 

As they are girded gal'antly, 
While I fit hurklen in the afe ? 

I’ll have a new cloak about me. 
Goodman, I wat ’tis thirty years 

Since we did ane anither ken ; 
And we have had between us twa. 

Of lads and bonny lafles ten: 
Now they are women grown and men, 

I wifli and pray well may they be; 
And If you prove a good hufband, 

E’en tak your auld cloak about yr. 

Bell, my wife, {he loves na ftrife ; 
But ihe wad guide me, if fire can, 

And to maintain an eafy life, 
I aft maun yield, though I’m goodnmn 

Nought’s to be won at woman’s hand, • 
Vnlefs ye give her a’ the plea ; 
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Then I’ll leave aff where I began, 
And tak my auld cloak about me. 

The Quadruple Alliance, to the tune of, Jecky blyth 
and (jay. 

SIVift, Sandy, Young, and Gay, 
Are dill my heart’s delight, 

1 fing their fangs by day, 
And read their tales by night. 

If frae their books I be, 
’Tis dulnefs then with me ; 
But when thefe liars appear, 
Jokes, fmiles, and wit ihine clear, 

S^wt/t with uncommon llile, 
And wit that flows with eafe, 

Inllrndts us with afmile. 
And never fails to pleafe. 

Bright Sandy gladly lings 
Of heroes, gods, and kings : 
He well deferves the bays. 
And every Briton'% praife. 

While thus our Homer Ihines : 
Young with Horatian flame, 

Correfts thefe falfe defigns 
"We pulh in love of fame. 

Blyth Gay in pawky drains. 
Makes villains, clowns, and fwainn 
Reprove, with biting leer, 
Thofe in a higher fphere. 

S'iuijt, Sandy, Young, and Gay, 
Long may you give delight j 

Let all the dunces bray, 
You’re far above their fpite ; 

•« t Such, from a malice four. 
Write nonfenfe, lame and poor, 
Which never can fucceed, 
For who the traih will read ? 

I 3 
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To Clarinda. A SONG, to the tune of, I 
nviJJ} niy love 'were in a mire. 

BLefs'd as th' immortal gods is he. 
The youth 'who fondly Jits by thee, 

And hears and fees thee all the ’While 
Softly fpeak, aridfweetly fmile, &c. 
So fpoke and I'mil’d the eaftern maid; 
Like thine, feraphic were her charms. 
That in Circaflia's vineyards flray’d, 
And blefs’d the wifeft monarch’s arms. 

A thoufand fair of high defert, 
Strave to enchant the amorous king ; 
But the Circaffnin gain’d his heart, 
And taught the royal bard to fing. 
Clarinda thus our fang infpires, 
And claims the fmooth and highed lays. 
But while each charm our bofom fires, 
Words feem too f?w to found her praife. 

Her mind in ev’ry grace complete. 
To paint furpafles human /kill: 
Her majefty, mix’d with the fweet. 
Let feraphs fing her if they will. 
"Whillt wond’ring with a ravifh’d eye. 
We all that’s perlefl in her view. 
Viewing a fifler of the Iky, 
To whom an adoration’s due, 

SONG, to the tune of, Lochaler no snort. 
FArewel to Lochaber, and farewel my Jean, 

Where heartfome with thee I’ve mony day been, 
For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, 
We’ll may be return to Lochaber no more, 
Thefe tears that I fired, they are a’ for my dear, 
And no for the dangers attending on weir, 
Though bore on rough feas to a far bloody Ihore, 
May be to return to Lochaber no mote. 
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Though hurricanes rife, and rife ev’ry wind. 

They’ll ne’er make a tempell like that in my mind. 
Though loudell of thunder on louder waves roar. 
That’s naething like leaving my love on the fhore. 
To leave thee behind me, my heart is fair pain’d. 
By eafe that’s inglorious, no lame can be gain’d. 
And beauty and love’s the reward of the brave, 
And I mull deferve it before I can crave. 

Then glory, my Jeany, maun plead my excufe, 
Since honour commands me, how can I refufe ? 
Without it 1 ne’er can have merit for thee. 
And without thy favour I’d better not be. 
1 gae then, my lafs, to win honour and fame, 
•And if I fhould luck to come glorioufly hame, 
i’ll bring a heart to thee with love running o’er. 
And then I’ll leave thee and Lochaber no more. 

The auld Goodman. 

LAte in an evening forth I went, 
A little before the fun gae’d down. 

And there I chanc’d by accident, 
To light on a battle new begun: 

A man and his wife was fa’n in a llrife, 
I canna well tell you how it began; 

But ay Ihe wail’d her wretched life, 
And cry’d ever, Alake, my auld goodma*. 

He. Thy auld goodman that thou tells of, 
THe country kens were he was born. 

Was but a filly poor vagabond, 
And ilka ane leugh him to fcorn ; 

For he did fpend, and make an end 
Of gear that his forefathers wan. 

He gart the poor (land frae the door: 
Sae tell nae mair of thy auld goodman, 

StTE. My heart, alake ! is liken to break, 
\Vhen I think on my winforne John, 

His blinkin eye, and gate fae free, 
Was naething like thee, thou dofenM drone. 
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His rofie face, and flaxen hair. 
And a fkin as white as ony fwan. 

Was large and tall, and comely withal. 
And thoul’t never be like my auld goodman. 

H*. Why dolt thou pleen 1 thee maintain, 
For meal and ma.wt thou difna want; 

But thy wild bees 1 caunapleafe, 
Now when our gear ’gins to grow, fcant. 

Of houlhhold fluff thou halt enough, 
Thou wants for neither pot nor pan; 

Of ficlike ware he left thee bare, 
Sae tell nae mair of thy auld goodman. 

She. Yes 1 may tell, and fret myfel, 
To think on theic blytli days I had> 

When he and 1 together lay 
In arnls into a well-made bed ; 

But now 1 ligh and may be fad. 
Thy courage is cauld, thy colour wan. 

Thou falds thy feet, and fa’s afleep, 
And thou’lt ne’er be like my auld goodman. 

Then coming was the night fae dark, 
And gane was a’ the light o’day; 

The carie was fear’d to mils his mark. 
And therefore wad nae langerftay; 

Then up he gat, and he ran his way, 
I trow the wife the day fire wan, 

And ay the o’erword of the fray 
Was ever, Alake, my auld goodman. Z. 

SONG, to the tune of Valiant Joch. On a 
beautiful, but very young Lady. 

BEauty from fancy takes its arms. 
And ev’ry common face fome bread may move. 

Some in a look, a fliape, or air find charms, 
To jollify their choice, or boaft their love. 

But had the great jpelles feen that face, 
When he the Cyprian goddefs drew. 

He had neglected ail the female raca. 
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Thrown his firfl Venus by, and copied you. 
In that defign. 
Great nature would combine. 
To fix the ftandard of her facred coin; 
The charming figure had enhanc'd his fame. 
And fhrines been rais’d to Seraphina's name. 

II. 
But fince no painter e’er cou’d take 

That face which baffles all his curious art; 
And he that flrives the bold attempt to make. 

As well might paint the lecrets of the heart; 
O happy glafs. I’ll thee prefer. 

Content to be, like thee, inanimate. 
Since only to be gaz’d on thus by her, 

A better life and motion would create. 
Her eyes would infpire, 
And like Prometheus' fire, 
At once inform the piece and give defire. 
The charming phantom I would grafp, and fly 
O’er all the orb, though in that moment die. 

III. 
Let meaner beauties fear the day, 

Whofe charms are fading, and fubmit to time; 
The graces which from them it deals away, 

It vith a lavifh hand dill adds to thine. 
The god of love in ambuih lies. 

And with his arms furrounds, the fair. 
He points his conq’ring arrows in thefe eyes, 

Then hangs a lharpen’d dart at every hair, 
As with fatal file ill, 
Turn which way you will. 
Like Eden's flaming fword each way you kill^ 
So rip’ning years improve rich natures dore. 
And gives perfeAion to the golden ore. 

Lafs luith a hump of Land. 

IE me a lafs with a lump of land. 
And we for life (hall gang the gither. 
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Though daft or wife. I’ll never demand, 

Or black or fair, it makfna whether, 
I’m aff with wit, and beauty will fade, 

And bloom alane is na worth a (hilling ; 
But (he that’s rich, her market’s made, 

For ilka charm about her is killing. 
Gie me a lafs with a lump of land, 

And in my bofom I’ll hug my treafure; 
Gin I had anes her gear in my hand, 

Should love turn dowf, it will find pleafure, 
Laugh on wha likes, but there’s my hand, 

I hate with poortith, though bonny to meddle, 
Unlefs they bring ca(h, or a lump of land, 

Th^y’fe never get me to dance to their fiddle. 

There’s meikle good love in bands and bags, 
And filler and gowd’s a fweet complexion ; 

But beauty, and wit, and virtue in rags. 
Have tint the art of gaining afledlion ; 

Love tips his arrows with woods and parks, 
<\nd caltks, and riggs, and mui.rs, and meadows, 

And naething can catch our modern (parks. 
But well-t6ther’d laffes, or jointur’d widows. 

The Shepherd Adonis. 

I. 
THE (hepherd Adonis 

Being weary’d with fport, 
He, for a retirement. 

To the words did refort. 
He threw by his club. 

And he la d himfelf down ; 
He envy’d no monarch. 

Nor wiffi’d for a crown. 
II, 

He drank of the burn. 
And ay he ate frae the tree, 

Himfelf he enjoy’d, 
And frae trouble was free. 
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He wifli’d for no nymph. 
Though never fae fair, 

Had nae love nor ambition. 
And therefore no care. 

III. 
But as he lay thus 

In an ev’ning fae clear, 
A heavenly fweet voice 

Sounded faft in his ear ; 
Which came frae a fhady 

Green neighbouring grove, 
Where bonny Amynta 

Sat fmging of love. 
IV. 

He wander’d that way, 
And found wha was there, 

He was quite confounded 
To fee her fae fair : 

He flood like a flatue. 
Not a foot cou’d he move, 

Nor knew he what griev’d him ; 
But he fear’d it was love. 

V. 
The nymph (he beheld him 

With a kind modefl grace, 
Seeing fomething that pleas’d her 

Appear in his face, 
With blufhing a little 

She to him did fay. 
Oh Shepherd 1 what want ye, 

How came you this way ? 
VI. 

His fpiiits reviving, 
He to her reply’d, 

I was ne’er fae furpriz’d 
At the fight of a maid. 

Until I beheld thee 
From love I was free ; 
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But now I’m ta’en captive, 

My fairert, by thee. Z. 

The Complaint, to B. I. G. to the tune of. 
When abfent, See. ^ 

WHen abfent from the nymph I love, 
I’d fain (bake off the chains I wear ; 

But whilft I drive thefe to remove, 
More fetters I’m oblig’d to bear. 

My captiv’d fancy day and night 
Fairer and iairer reprefents 

Belinda form’d for dear delight, 
But cruel caufe of my complaints. 

All day I wander through the groves. 
And fighing hear from ev’ry tree 

The happy birds chirping their loves, 
Happy compar’d with lonely me. 

When gentle deep with balmy wings, 
To reft fans ev’ry weary’d wight, 

A thoufand fears my fancy bring', 
That keep me watching all the night.' 

Sleep flies, while like the goddefs fair, 
And all the graces in her train, 

With melting Imiles and killing air, 
Appears the caufe of all my pain. 

A while my mind delighted hies 
O’er all her fweets with thirling joy, 

Whilft want of worth makes doubts arife, 
That all my trembling hopes deltroy. 

Thus while my thoughts are fix’d on her. 
I’m all o’er tranfport and defire ; 

My pulfe beats high my cheeks appear 
All rofes, and mine eyes all fire. 

When to myfeif I turn my view, 
My veins grow chill, my cheeks look wan : 

Thus whilft my fears my pains renew, 
1 fcarcely look or love a man. 
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The young Lafs contra auld Man. 

''T""' HE carl he came o’er the craft. 
And his beard new fhav’n, 

He look’d at me, as he’d been daft, 
The carl trows that I wad hae him. 

Howt awa, I winna hae him ! 
Na, forfooth, I winna hae hina! 

For a’ his beard new (hav n, 
Ne’r a bit will I hae him. v 

A filler broach he gae me nieft. 
To fallen on my curchea nooked, 

I wor’t a wee upon my breall, 
But foon, alake ! the tongue o’t crooked ; 

And fae may his, I winna hae him. 
Na, forfooth, I winna hae him, 

Ane twice a bairn’s a lafs’s jell; 
Sae ony fool for me may hae him. 

The carle has-na fault but ane; 
For he has land and dollars plenty j 

But wae’s me for him ! Ikin and bane 
Is no for a plump lafs of twenty. 

Howt awa, I winna hae him, 
Na, forfooth, I winna hae him, 

What lignifies his dirty riggs, 
And cafh, without a man with them. 

But Ihou’d my cankard dady £ar 
Me tak him ’gaind my inclination, 

I warn the fumbler to beware, 
That antlers dinna claim their llation. 

Howt awa, I winna hae him ! 
Na, forlboth, I winna hae him ! 

I’m flee’d to crack the haly band, 
Sae lawty fays, 1 (hou’dnahae him. 

Virtue and V r T, the P refervatives of Love and 
Beauty, to the tune of, Killikranly. 

Hi. /"^'Onfefs thy love, fair blulhing maid. 
For lincc thine eye’s confcnting. 
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Thy fafter thoughts are a’ betray’d, 

And na-fays no worth tenting. 
Why aims thou to oppofe thy mind, 

With words thy wifh denying ? 
Since nature made thee to be kind, 

Reafon allows complying. 
Nature and reafon’s joint confent 

Make love a facred bleiling. 
Then happily that time is fpent, 

That’s war’d on kind careding. 
Come then, my Katie, to my arms. 

I’ll be nae mair a rover ; 
But find out heav’n in a’ thy charms, 

And prove a faithful lover. 

She. What you defign, by nature’s law, 
Is fleeting inclination, 

That Willy-Wifp be wilds us a’ 
By its infatuation. 

When that goes out, carefles tire. 
And love’s na mair in feafon, 

Syne weakly we blow up the fire, 
With all our boafted reafon. 

He. The beauties of inferior call 
May Hart this juft refleftion ; 

But charms, like thine, maun always laft, 
Where wit has the proteiflion. 

Virtue and wit, like ylfril rays, 
Make beauty rife the fweeter; 

The larger then on thee I gaze. 
My love will grow completer. 

SONG, to the tune of, 7he happy Cloi 
IT was the charming month of May, 

When all the flow’rs were freih and gay, 
One morning by the break of day, 

Sweet Chloe, chafte and fair, 
From peaceful flumber die arofe. 
Girt on her mantle and her hofe, 
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And o’er the ilow’ry mead /he goes, 
To breathe a purer air. 

Her looks fo fweet, ib gay her mien, 
Her handfome (hape, and drefs fo clean. 
She look’d all o’er like beauty’s queen, 

Dre/t in her be/1: array. 
The gentle winds andqmrling /tream, 
A/Fay’d to whifper Chios's name. 
The Favage beads, till then ne’er tame. 

Wild adoration pay. 
The feather’d people, one might fee, 
Perch’d all around her on a tree, 
With notes of fweeteft melody 

They ad a chearful part. 
The dull /laves on the toilfome plow, 
Their wearied necks and knees do bow, 
A glad fubjedion there they vow. 

To pay with all their heart. 

The bleating flocks that then came by. 
Soon as the charming nymph they fpy. 
They leave their hoarfe and rueful cry. 

And dance around the brooks. 
The woods are glad, the meadows fmile, 
And Forth that foam’d and roar’d ere while. 
Glides calmly down and fmooth as oil. 

Through all its charming crooks. 

The finny fquadrons are content 
To leave their wat’ry element, 
In glazie numbers down they bent, 

They flutter all ?\ong. 
The infeds, and each creeping thing, 
Join’d to make up the rural ring ; 
All fri/k and dance, if /he but fing. 

And make a jovial throng. 
Kind Phoebus now began to rife. 
And paint with red the eaftern Ikies* 

K 2 
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Strucft with the glory of her eyes, 

He (brinks behind a cloud. 
Her mantle on a bow flic lays, 
And all her glory (he difplays, 
She left all nature in amaze. 

And flopp'd into the wood. 

Lady Awne Bothwell’s Lament. 

BAlow, my boy, lie ftill and fleep, 
It grieves me fore to hear thee weep 

If ihou’Jt be lilent. I’ll be glad. 
Thy mourning makes my heart full fad, 
Balow, my boy, thy mother’s joy, 
Thy father bred me great annoy. 

Balo’uj, my bey, lie Jiill and deep. 
It grieves me fore to hear thee vjeep. 

Balow, my darling, fleep a while, 
And when thou wak’lt, then fweetly fmile : 
But fmile not as thy father did, 
To cozen maids, nay, God forbid; 
For in thine eye his look I fee, 
The tempting look that ruin’d me. 

Baloiv, my boy, &c. 
Whea he began to court my love. 
And with his fugar’d words to move, 
His tempting face, and flatt’ring chear. 
In time to me did not appear; 
But now I lee that cruel he 
Cares neither for his babe nor me. 

Balsav, my boy, 
Farewell, farewell, thou falfefl youth, 
That ever kifsd a woman’s mouth, 
Let never any after me 
Submit unto thy courtefy: 
For, if they do, O ! cruel thou 
Wilt her abui'e, and care not how. 

Bahai), my boy,, &c. 
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Fwas too cred’lousat the firft. 
To yield thee all a maiden durft, 
Thou fwore for ever to prove true, 
Thy faith unchang’d, unchang’d thy vow. 
But quick as thought the change is wrought. 
Thy love’s no more, thy promife nought. 

Baloiv, my boy, &c. 
T wilh I were a maid again, 
From young mens flattery I’d refrain. 
For now unto my grief I find, 
They all are perjur’d and unkind: 
Bewitching charms bred all my harms,. 
Witncfs my babe lies in my arms. 

Baloiv, my boy. See. 
I take my fate from bad to worfe, 
That I muft needs be now a nurfe, 
And lull my young fon on my lap, 
From me fweet orphan take the pap. 
Balow, my child, thy mother mild 
Shall wail as from all blifsexil’d. 

Balo’w, my boy, &c. 
Balow, my boy, weep not for me, 
Whofe greatell grid’s for wronging thee. 
Nor pity her deferved fmart. 
Who can blame none but her fond heart y. 
For too foon milling latelf finds. 
With faired tongue are falfed minds. 

Balonu, my boy, occ. 
Balow, my boy, thy father’s fled. 
When he the thriftlefs fon has play’d. 
Of vows and oaths, forgetful he, 
Preferr’d the wars to thee and me. 
But now, perhaps, thy curfe and mine 
Makes him eat acorns with the fwine. 

Balonr, my boy. See. 
But curfe not him ; perhaps now he,- 
Stung, with remerfe, is blefling thee ; 

K.j. 
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Perhaps at death ; for who can tell 
"Whether the judge of heaven or hell. 
By fome proud foe has flruck the blow. 
And laid the dear deceiver low. 

Balow, my boy. See. 
I wifli I were into the bounds 
Where he lies fmother’d in his wounds. 
Repeating as he pants for air, 
My name, whom once he call’d his fair. 
No woman’s yet fo fiercely let, 
But (he’ll forgive, though not forget. 

Ba/oiu, vty boy. See. 
If linen lacks, for my love’s fake, 
Then quickly to him would I make 
My fmcck once for his body meet. 
And wrap him in that winding-fheet. 
Ah me ! how happy had 1 been, 
If 1 had ne’er been wrapt therein. 

Balo'w, my boy, &c. 
Balow, my boy, I’ll weep for thee ; 
Too foon, alake, thou’lt weep for me : 
Thy griefs are growing to a fum, 
God grant thee patience when they come 
Born to fudain thy mother’s (liame, 
A haplefs fate, a baitard’s name. 

Balo’u:, my boy, lie Jlill and jleep. 
It grieves me fore to hear thee'wipe. 

■**. 
She raife and loot me in. 

THE night her filent fable wore. 
And gloomy were the dries; 

Of glitt’ring ftars appear’d no more 
Than thofe in Nelly's eyes. 

When at her father’s yate I knock d 
Where I had often been. 

She, fhrouded only with her fniock> 

Arofe and loot me in. 
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Fad lock’d within her clofe embrace. 
She trembling flood afham’d; 

Her dwelling bread, and glowing face. 
And ev’ry touch inflam’d. 

My eager paflion I obey’d, 
Refolv’d the fort to win ; 

And her fond heart was foon betray’d 
To yield and let me in. 

Then, then, beyond exprefling, 
Traniporting was the joy; 

1 knew no greater blefiing, 
So blefs’d a man was I. 

And fhe, all ravith’d with delight, 
Bid me oft come again ; 

And kindly vow'’d, that ev’ry night 
She’d rife and let me in. 

But ah ! at lad fhe prov’d with bairn-. 
And ftghing fat and dull, 

And I that was as much concern’d. 
Look’d e’en jufl like a fool. 

Her lovely eyes w-ith tears ran o’er, 
Repenting hei rafh fin : 

She figh’d, and curs’d the fatal hour. 
That e’er {he loot me in. 

But who cou’d cruelly deceive, 
* Or from fuch beauty part ? 

I lov’d het fo, I could not leave 
The charmer of my heart; 

But wedded, and conceal’d o.-r crime : 
Thus all was well again. 

And now fhe thanks the happy time 
That e’er {he loot me in. 

SONG, If love's a fweet paffion. 

IF love’s a fweet paflion, why does it torment ? 
if a bitter, O tell me whence comes my com- 
plaint ? 

Since I fuffer with pleafure, why fhould T complain. 
Or grieve at my fate, fncc I know ’t;s in vain ? 
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Yet fo pleafing the pain is, lb foft is the dart,. 
That at once it both wounds me, and tickles my 

heart. 

I grafp her hands gently, look languifhing down, 
And, by paffionate lilence, 1 make my love knowm 
But oh ! how i’m blefs’d when fo kind lire does 
By fome willing miftake to difcoverher love, (prove. 
When in flriv-ing to hide, fhe reveals all her flame. 
And our eyes tell each other whatneitherdare name. 
How plealing is beauty ? how fwect are thy charms? 
How delightful embraces ? how peaceful her arms ? 
Sure there’s nothing fo eafy as learning to love; 
!Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above : 
And to beauty’s bright (landard all heroes mull 

yield, 
For ’tis beauty that conquers, and wins the fair 

field. X_ 
J OH N OCHILTREK. 

HOnell man, John Ochittres; 
Mine ain auld John Ochiltree, 

"Wilt thou come o’er the moor to me. 
And dance as thou was wont to do. 

Alake, alake, ,1 •wont to do 1 
0hotly ohon ! I ’wont to do ! 

dhow •wont to do's a’Wjy fras me,. 
Frae filly aiild John Ochiltree, 

Honed man, John Ochiltree; 
Mine ain auld John Ochiltree; 

Come anes out o’er the moor to me. 
And do but what thou dow to do. 

Alake, alake! Ido™ to do! 
Walaviays ! I donv to do! 

To ‘ivhojl and hirple o'er my tree. 
My bonny moor-povjt, is a' I may do. 
Walaways ! John Ochiltree, 

For mony a time I teU’d to thee. 
Thou rade fae fad by fea and land; 

And wadna keep a bridle-haBd’; 
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Thou’d tine the heart, thy fell wad die, 

My filly auld John Ochiltree, 
Come to my arms, my bonny thing. 

And chear me up to hear thee Jing ; 
And tell me o'er a' nue hae done. 

For thoughts maun now my life fujlain* 
Gae thy ways*. John Ochiltree : 

Hae done ! it has nae fa’r wi’ me. 
I’ll fet the heart in throw the land, 

She’ll may be fa in abetter hand. 
Even fit thou there, and drink thy fill,. 

For I'll do as I wont to do ftill. Z. 

SONG, to the tune of, Jenny leguil'dthe wchfler. 

The auld chorus. 

Up fairs, down fairs. 
Timber fairs fear me. 

I'm laith to lie a' night my lane. 
And Johnny’/ bedfae near me, 

O Hither dear I ’gin to fear. 
Though I’m baith good and bonny, 

1 winna keep; for in my fleep, 
I rtart and dream of Johnny. 

When Johnny then comes down the glen* 
To woo me, dinna hinder; 

But with content gi’ your confent,. 
For we twa ne’er can finder. 

Better to marry, than mifcarry ; 
For fiiame and Ikaith’s the clink o’t. 

To thole the dool, to mount the rtool, 
I dovvna bide to think o’t ; 

Sae while ’tis time I’ll (hun the crime, 
That gars poor Epps gae whinging. 

With haunches fow, and een fae blew. 
To a’ the bedrals binging. 
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Had Eppy'i apron bidden down. 

The kirk had ne’er a kend it; 
But when the word’s gane through the town, 

Alake how can fire mend it; 
Now Taw, maun face the minifiei;, 

And fire maun mount the pillar : 
And that’s the way that they maun gae. 

For poor folk has nae filler. 
Now had ye'r tongue, my daughter young. 

Replied the kindly mither. 
Get Johnny'% hand in haly band, 

Syne wap your wealth togither. 
Tm o’ the mind, if he be kind, 

Ye’ll do your part difcreetly; 
And prove a wife will gar his life 

And barrel run right fweetly. 

SONG, to the tune of, Wat ye nufia I met 
yejlreen, &c. 

OF all the birds whofe tuneful throats 
Do welcome in the verdant fpring, 

I far prefer the Stirling's notes. 
And think fire does molt fweetly fing. 
Northruflr, nor linnet, nor the bird 
Brought from the far Canary coaft. 
Nor can the nightingale afford, 
Such melody as fire can boaft. 

When Phoebus fouthward darts his fires, 
And on our plains he looks afcance. 
The nightingale with him retires, 
My Stirling makes my blood to dance. 
In fpite of Hyews' nipping frofi, 
Whether the day be dark or clear. 
Shall I not to her health entoafi, 
Who makes it fummer all the year ? 

Then by thyfelf, my lovely bird. 
I’ll llroke thy back, and kifs thy breaft; 
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And if you’ll take my honelt word, 
As facred as before the prieft, 
I’ll bring thee where I will devife 
Such various ways to pleafure thee, 
The velvet fog thou wilt defpife, 
When or. the downy hills with me, T. R. 

SONG. 

IN January, laft. 
On Muoanday at morn, 

As through the fields I pall, 
To view the winter-corn, 

I looked me behind, 
And faw came o’er the know. 

And glancing in her apron. 
With a bonny brent brow. 

I faid, good-morrow, fair maid; 
And file right courteoully 

Return’d a beck, and kindly faid. 
Good-day, fnueet Sir, to you. 

I fpear’d, my dear, how far away 
Do ye intend to gae ? 

Quoth (lie, I mean a mile or twa 
Out o’er yon broomy brae. 

He. Fair maid, I’m thankfu’ to my fate. 
To have lie company ; 

For I’m ganging ftraight that gate, 
Where ye intend to be. 

When we had gane a mile or twain, 
I faid to her, Mydow, 

May we not lean us on this plain, 
And kifs your bonny mou’ ? 

She. Kind Sir, ye are a wee miftaen ; 
For I am nane of thefe, 

I hope ye fome mair breeding ken, 
1 htn to ruffle womens claife : 

For may be I have chofen arfe. 
And plighted him my vow, 



114 A COLLECTION 
Wha may do wi’ me what he likes, 

And kifs my bonny monk 
'He. Na, if ye are contra&ed, 

I hae nae mair to fay : 
Rather than be rejected, 

I will gie o’er the play ; 
And chufe anither will refpedt 

My love, and on me rew; 
And let me clafp her round the neck, 

And kifs her bonny mou.’ 

She. O Sir, ye are prouddiearted, 
And laith to be faid nay, 

Elfe ye wad ne’er a darted 
For ought that I did fay: 

For women in their modeity, 
At firll they winna bow; 

But if we like your company. 
We’ll prove as kind as you, 

SON G, to the tune of, I'll never leave thee. 
ONE day l heard Mary fay. 

How (hall I leave thee ? 
Stay, deareft Adonis, (lay, 

Why wilt thou grieve me ? 
Alas ! my fond heart will break, 

If thou fliould leave me. 
I’ll live and die for thy fake : 

Yet never leave thee. 
Say, lovely Adonis, fay, 

Has Alary deceiv’d thee ? 
Did e’er her young heart betray 

New love, that has griev’d thee ? 
My condant mind ne’er (hall dray, 

Thou may believe me. 
I’ll love thee, lad, night and day. 

And never leave thee. 
Adonis, my charming youth, 

What can relieve thee? 
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Can Mary thy anguifli footh ! 
This breaft fhall receive thee. 

My pailion can ne’er decay, 
Never deceive thee : 

Delight (hall drive pain away, 
Pleaiure revive thee. 

But leave thee, leave thee, lad, 
How fhall I +eave thee ? 

O ! that thought makes me fad. 
I’ll never leave thee. 

Where would my Adonis fly ? 
Why does he grieve me? 

Alas ! my poor heart will die. 
If 1 fhould leave thee. 

Sleepy Body, Dro'wjy Body. 
SOmnolente, qucefo, repents 

Vigila, vive, me tange. 
Somnolente, quvfo, repents 
Vigila, vive, me iange. 

Cum- me ambiebas, 
Videri folebas 

Amoris negotiis aptus; 
At fattus maritus. 
In Icllo fopitus, 

Somno es, baud amore, in captus. 

O fleepy body, 
And drowfy body, 

O wiltu na waken and turn thee : 
To drivel and draunt. 
While I figh and gaunt. 

Gives me good reafon to fcorn thee. 

When thou fhouldfl be kind, 
Thou turns fleepy and blind. 

And footers and fnores far frae me. 
Wae light on thy face, 
Thy drowfy embrace 

Is enough to gar me betray thee. 
L 
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General Lesly’s March to Longmarjlon Moor. 
MArch, march, 

Why the d do ye na march ? 
Stand to your arms my lads. 
Fight in good order. 
Front about, ye mulketeers all, 
Till ye come to the EngJiJIo border, 

Stand till’t, and light like men. 
True gofpel to maintain. 

The parliament blyth to fee us a* coming. 
When to the kirk we come, 
We’ll purge it ilka room, 

Frae Popijh relics and a’ fic innovations, 
That a’ the warld may fee. 
There’s nane i’ the right but we. 

Of the auld Scottijh nation. 
Jenny lhall wear the hood, 
Jocky the fark of God ; 

• And the kill fou of whittles, 
That make lie a cleiro, 

Our pipers braw. 
Shall hae them a‘, 
Whate’er come on it. 
Built up your plaids, my lads, 
Cock up your bonnets, 

March, March, &c. ^ 

SONG, to the tune of, I'll gar you be fain to 
follow me. 

HE. 
ADieu, for a while, my native green plains, 

Myneareft relations, and neighbouring fwains 
Dear JSIellt, frae thefe I’d ttart eaiily free. 
Were minutes not ages, while abfent irae thee. 

SHE. 
Then tell me the reafon thou does not obey 

The pleadings of love, but thus hurries away ; 
Alake, thou deceiver, o’er plainly I fee, 
A lover fae roving will never mind me. 
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HE. 
The reafon unhappy, is owing to fate 

That gave me a being without an eftate, 
Which lays a neceffity now upon me, 
To purchafe a fortune for pleafure to thee. 

SHE. 
Small fortune may ferve where love has the fway. 

Then, Johnny, be counfel’d nae langer to dray; 
For while thou proves conflant in kindnefs to me. 
Contented I’ll ay find a treafure in thee. 

HE. 
O ceafe my dear charmer, elfe foon I’ll betray 

A weaknefs unmanly, and quickly give way 
To fondnefs which may prove a ruin to thee, 
A pain to us baith, and dilhonour to me. 
Bear witnefs, ye flreams, and witnefs, ye flowers. 
Bear witnefs ye watchful invifible powers, 
if ever I heart be unfaithful to thee, 
May naithing propitious e’er fmile upon me. 

SONG. 

BU(k ye, hufkye, ?ny bonny bride ; 
Bujk \e, bulk ye, my bonny marrow; 

Bujkye, bujk ye, my bonny bride, 
Bujk and to the braes oj Yarrow; 

There will we fport and gather dew. 
Dancing while laverocks fing the morning r 

There learn frae turtles to prove true ; 
O Bell, ne’er vex me with thy fcorning. 

To weftlin breezes Flora yields. 
And when the beams are kindly warming, 

Blythnefs appears o’er all the fields, 
And nature looks mair frelh and charming. 

Learn frae the burns that trace the mead, 
Tho’ on their banks the rofes bloflbm, 

\ et haftily they flow to Tweed, 
And pour their fweetnefs in his bofom. 

L 2 
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Hade ye, hade ye, my bonny Bell, 

Hade to my arms, and there I’ll guard thee, 
With free confent my fears repel!. 

I’ll with my love and care reward thee. 
Thus fang I faftly to my fair, 

Who rais’d my hopes with kind relenting, 
O queen of fmiles, I alk na mair, 

Since now my bonny Bell's confenting. 
Corn-Rigs are bonny. 

Y Path is a lover gay. 
His mind is never muddy, 

His breath is iweeter than new hay, 
His face is fair and ruddy. 

His fhape is handfome, middle fize ; 
He’s datcly in his wauking; 

The fhining of his een furprize ; 
’ 1 iv heaven to hear him tawking. 

TV! 

I.aft night I met him on a bawk, 
V. ere yellow corn was growing. 

There mony a kindly word he fpake, 
That fet my heart a-glowing. 

He kifs’d and vow’d he wad be mine, 
And loo’d me bed of ony ; 

That gars me like to fing finfyne, 
0 corn-rigs are bonny. 

Let maidens of a filly mind 
Refufe what maid they’re wanting, 

Since we for yielding are defign’d, 
We chadely fhould he granting : 

Then I’H compiy, and marry Pate, 
And fyne my cockernony, 

lie’s free to touzle air or late. 
Where corn-tigs are bonny. 

Cromukt’s Lilt. 

Since all thy vows, Hite maid. 
At e blown t,o a;r, 

And mv poor heart betray’d 
To fad dcfpair. 
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Into fome wildernefs, 
My grief I will exprefs. 

And thy hard-heartednefs, 
O cruel air. 

Have I not graven our loves 
On every tree, 

In yonder fpreading groves, 
Tho’ falfe thou be ? 

Was not a folemn oath 
Plighted betwixt us both, 
Thou thy laith, I my troth, 

Conftant to be ? 
Some gloomy place I’ll find, 

Some doleful fhade. 
Where neither fun nor wind 

E’er entian.ce had: 
Into that hollow cave. 
There will I figh and rave, 
Becaufe thou doll behave 

So faithlefsly. 
Wild fruit lhall be my meat. 

I’ll drink the fpring. 
Cold earth fhall be my feat: 

For covering 
I’ll have the Harry Iky, 
My head to canopy. 
Until my foul on high 

Shall fpread its wing. 
I’ll have no funeral fire, 

Nor tears for me : 
No grave do I defire, 

Nor obfequies : 
The courteous Red-brea/t he 
With leaves will cover me. 
And fing my elegy 

With doleful voice. 
L 3 
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And when a ghoft I am, 
I’ll vi&t thee, 

O thou deceitful dame. 
Whole cruelty 

Has kill’d the kindeli-heart' 
That e’er felt Cupid's dart. 
And never can dei’ert 

From loving thee. 
0 

Well T /s Kelso go. 

AN’ HI away to bonny Tweed fide, 
And fee my deary come throw. 

And he fall be mine. 
Gif fae he. incl ine, 

For I hate to lead apes below. 
While young and fair 
I’ll make it my care, 

To fe cure myfelf in a jo ; 
I’m no fic a fool 
To let my blood cool. 

And fyne gae lead apes below. 
Few words bonny lad, 
Will eithly perluade, 

Tho’ bluffing, I daftly fay, no, 
Gae on with your drain,. 
And doubt not to gain, 

For I hate to lead apes below. 
Unty’d to a man, 
Do whate’er we can. 

We never can thrive or dow : 
Then I will do well,' 
Do better wha will, 

And let them lead apes below. 
Our time is-precious, 
And gods are gracious. 

That beauties upon- us beftow; 
>Tis not to be thought 
We got them for nought, 

Qr to be fet up for a fl'tOV». 
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’Tis carried by rotes. 
Come kilt up your coats, 

And let us to Edinburgh got, 
Where fhe that’s bonny 
May catch a Johnny, 

And never lead ape: below. 

William and Margaret. An old hallad. 

5 ■'"T''Was at the fearful midnight-hour, 
i When all were fad afieep, 

In glided Margaret's, grimly ghod, 
And dood at William's feet. 

Her face was pak like April morn; 
Clad in a wintry cloud; 

And clay-cold was her lily-hand 
That held her fable ftiroud. 

So (hall the faired face appear. 
When youth and years are flown ; 

Such is the robe that kings mud wear. 
When death has reft their crown. 

fjer bloom was like the fpringing flow’r, 
That fiptfthe filver dew ; 

The rofe was budded in her cheek ; 
jufl op’ning to the view. 

But love had, like the canker-worm, 
Confum’d her early prime : 

The rofe grew pale, and left her cheek; 
She dy’d betore her time. 

Awake!-—die cry'd, thy true-love calls, 
Come from her midnight-grave; 

Now let thy pity hear the maid 
Thy love refus’d to fave. 

This is the dumb and dreary hour, 
When injur'd ghofls complain, 

A nd aid the fesret fears of night-, 
To fright the. fa:thief* man.. 
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Bethink thee, William, of thy fault. 

Thy pledge and broken oath, 
And give me back my maiden-vow. 

And give me back my troth. 

How could you fay, my face was fair. 
And yet that face forfake ? 

How could you win that virgin-heart. 
Yet leave that heart to break ? 

Why did ye promife love to me. 
And not that promife keep ? 

Why faid you, that my eyes were bright, 
Yet left thefe eyes to weep ? 

How could you fwf ar, my lip was fweet. 
And made the fcarlet pa'e ? 

And why did I, young witlefs maid, 
Believe the flatt’ring tale ? 

That face, alas! no more is fair; 
Thefe lips no longer red ; 

Dark are my eyes, now clos’d in death. 
And every charm isded. 

The hungry worm my filer is; 
This winding iheet I wear : 

And cold and weary lads our night. 
Till that lall morn appear. 

But hirk!—the cock has warn’d me hence — 
A long and late adieu ! 

Come fee, falfe man, how low /he lies, 
That dy’d for love of you. 

The lark fung out, the morning fmil’d. 
And rais'd her glirl’ring head; 

Pale William quak’d in ev’ry limb; 
Then, raving, left his bed. 

He hy’d him to the fatal place 
Where Margaret's body lay, 

And llretch’d him o’er the green grafs turf 
That wrapt her breathlefs clay. 
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And thrice he call’d on Margaret's name, 

And thrice he wept full fore: 
Then laid his cheek on her cold grave, 

And word fpoke never more. D. M, 

The Complaint. 
THE fun was funk beneath the hill, 

The weftern cloud was lin’d with gold ; 
Clear was the Iky, the wind was (till, 

The flocks were penn’d within the fold; 
When in the fdence of the grove, 
Poor Damon thus defpair’d of love. 
Who feeks to pluck the fragrant role. 

From the hard rock or oozy beech ; 
Who from each weed that barren grows, 

Expefls the grape or downy peach ; 
With equal faith may 1 « pe to find 
The truth of love in womankind. 
No flocks have 1, or fleecy care, 

No fields that wave with golden grain ; 
No pafture green, or gardens fair, 

A woman’s venal heart to gain. 
Then all in vain my fighs mult prove, 
Whofe whole eftate, alas! is love. 
How wretched is the faithful youth. 

Since womens hearts are bought and fold! 
They alk no vows of facred truth ; 

Whene’er they ftgh, they figh to gold. 
Gold can the frowns of fcorn remove; — 
Thus 1 am fcotn’d.—who have but love. 
To buy the gems of India's coaft. 

What wealth, what riches wouldfuffice ? 
Yet India's Ihore fliould never boalt 

The lullre of thy rival eyes; 
For there the world too cheap mull prove ; 
Can I then buy ?— who have but love. 
Then, Mary, fince nor gems nor ore 

Can with thy brighter felf compare, 
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Be juft, as fair, and value more. 

Than gems or ore, a heart (incere : 
Let treafure meaner beauties prove; 
Who pays thy worth, mull pay in love. X. 

SONG, to the tune of, Montrefe's lines 

ITofs and tumble thro’ the night, 
And wilh th’approaching day. 

Thinking when darknefs yields to light. 
I’ll banilh care away : 

But when the glorious fun doth rife, 
And chear all nature round, 

All thoughts of pleafure in me dies ; 
My cares do ftill abound. 

My tortur’d and uneafy mind 
Bereaves me of my reft,; 

My thoughts are to all pleafure blind. 
With care 1 m ftill oppreft : 

But had I her within my breaft, 
Who gives me fo much pain. 

My raptur’d foul would be at reft. 
And fofteft joys regain. 

I’d not envy the god of war, 
Blefs’d with fair Venus' charms, 

Nor yet the thund’ring Jupiter, 
In fair Alcjnena's arms : 

Paris, with /fe/rw's beauty blefs'd, 
Wou’d be a jell to me ; 

If of her charms I were poifefs’d, 
Thrice happier wou’d I be. 

But lince the gods do not ordain 
Such happy fate for me, 

I dare not ’gainft their will repine. 
Who rule my deftiny. ' 

With fprightly wine I’ll drown my care, 
And cherilh up my foul; 

Whene’er I think on my loft fair, 
I’ll drown her in the bowl. I. H. Jamaica. 
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The Deceiver. 

With tuneful pipe and hearty glee. 
Young Watty wan my heart; 

A blyther lad ye cou’d na fee, 
All beauty without art. 

His whining tale 
Did foon prevail 

To gain my fond belief; 
But foon the fwain 
Gangs o’er the plain, 

And leaves me full, and leaves me full, 
And leaves me full of grief. 

Tho’ Colin courts with tuneful fang, 
Yet few regard his mane : 

The laifes a’ round IVatty thrang, 
While Colin's left alane : 

In Aberdeen 
Was never feen 

A lad that gave lie pain. 
He daily wooes. 
And Hill purfues, 

Till he does all, till he does all. 
Till he does alhobtain. 

But foon as he has gain’d the blifs. 
Away then does he run, 

And hardly will afford a kiis, 
To lilly me undone : 

Bonny Katy, 
Maggy? Betty, 

Avoid the roving fwain ; 
His wily tongue 
Be fure to Ihun, 

Or you like me, or you like me, 
Like me will be undone. 

Sweet Susan, to the tune of, Leader-haugh 
''T'HE morn was fair, faft was the air, 
X All nature’s fweets were fpringing; 
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The buds did bow with fil?er dew. 
Ten thoufand birds were hnging : 

When on the bent, with blyth content. 
Young Jamie fang his marrow, 

Nae bonnier lafs e’er trod the graft. 
On Leader-haught, and Yarm-w. 

II. 
How fweet her face, where ev’ry grace 

In heavenly beauty’s planted ; 
Her finding een, and comely mien 

That nae perfedion wanted. 
I’ll never fret, nor ban my fate. 

But bleft my bonny marrow ; 
If her dear finite my doubts beguile. 

My mind lhall ken nae forrow. 
III. 

Yet tho’ (he’s fair, and has full (hare 
Of every charm inchanting, 

Each good turns ill, and foon will kill 
Poor me, if love be wanting. 

O bonny lafs ! have but the grace 
To think, e’er ye gae furder,. 

Your joys maun (lit, if ye commit 
The crying fin of murder. 

IV. 
My wand’ring ghaift will ne’er get red. 

And night and day affright ye ; 
But if ye’er kind, with joyful mind. 

I’ll (ludy to delight ye. 
Our years around with love thus crown’d. 

From all things joy lhall borrow; 
Thus none (hall be more bleft’d than we 

On Leader-haughs, and Yarrow. 
V. 

O fweetefi Sue! ’tis only you 
Can make life worth my wiihes. 

If equal love your mind can move, 
To grant this belt of bliffes. 
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Thou art my fun, and thy leaft frown 
Would blalt me in the blolfom : 

But if thou (hine, and make me thine, 
I’ll flourilh in thy bofom. 

Cowdon-Knows. 
WHen fummet- comes, the fwains oil Tweed 

Sing their fuccefsful lores. 
Around the ewes and lambkins feed, 

And mufic fills the groves. 
But my lov’d fong is then the broom 

So fair on Gowden-knows ; 
For fure fo fweet, fo foft a bloom 

Elfewhere there never grows. 
There Colin turn’d his oaten reed, 

And won my yielding heart; 
Nolhepherd e’er that dwelt on Tweed 

Cou’d play with half fuch art. 
He fung of Tay, of Forth, and Clyde, 

The hills and dales all round, 
Of Leader-haughs, and Leader-fide 

Oh ! how I bleft the found. 

Yet more delightful is the broom 
So fair on Cowdon-knows ; 

For fure fo frelh, fo bright a bloom 
Elfewhere there never grows. 

Nor Teviot braes fo green and gay 
May with his broom compare. 

Not Yarrow banks in flow’ry May, 
Nor the bulh aboon Traquair. 

More pleafing far are Cbwdon-knows, 
My peaceful happy home, 

Where I was wont to milk my ewes 
At even among the broom. 

Ye powers that haunt the woods and plains 
Where Tweed with Teviot flows, 

• M 
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Convey me to the beft of fwains. 

And my lov’d Co'wdon-kno'ws. C. 

Sandy and Betty. 

SAndy in Edinburgh was born, 
As blyth a lad as e’er gade thence : 

Betty did Staffordjh'tre adorn 
With all that’s lovely to the fenfe. 

Had Sandy flill remain’d at hame, 
He had not blinkt on Betty’s fmile; 

For why, he caught the gentle flame 
On this fide Tweed full many a mile. 

She, like the fragrant violet, 
Still flourifh’d in her native mead : 

He, like the dream, improving yet 
The further from his fountain-head. 

The dream mud now no further dray; 
A fountain fix’d by Venus' power 

In his clear bofom, to difplay 
The beauties of his bord’ring flower. 

When gracious Anna did unite 
Two jarring nations into one, 

She bad them mutually unite, 
And make each other’s good their own. 

Henceforth let each returning year 
The rofe and thiJUe bear one dem 

The thiJUe be the rofe's fpear, 
The rofe the thijile's diadem. 

The queen of Britain's high decree. 
The queen of love is bound to keep; 

Anna the fovereign of the fea, 
Venus the daughter of the deep. W. B. 

ODE, to Mrs. A. R. to the tune of, Love'sgoddefs 
in a myrtle grove. 

NOW fpring begins her finding round, 
And lavdh paints th’ enamell’d ground; 
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The birds now lift their chearful voice, 
And gay on every bough rejoice: 
The lovely graces hand in hand 
Knit fall in love’s eternal band, 
With early ftep, at morning-dawn. 
Tread lightly o’er the dewy lawn. 
Where-e’er the youthfulfijiers move. 
They fire the foul to genial love : 
Now, by the river’s painted fide. 
The fwain delights his country-bride; 
While pleas’d, (he hears his artlefs vows. 
Each bird his feather’d confort wooes : 
Soon will the ripen’d lummer yield 
Her various gifts to every field. 
The fertile trees, a lovely Ihow I 
With ruby-tin&ur’d birth {hall glow^ 
Sweet fmells from beds of lilies born 
Perfume the breezes of the morn v 
The fmiling day and dewy night 
To rural fcenes my fair invite ; 
With fummer-fweets to feaft her eye. 
Yet foon, foon, will the fummer fly. 
Attend, my lovely maid, and know 
To profit by th’ inftruftive fltow. 
Now young and blooming thou appears,. 
All in the flourifh of thy years : 
The lovely bud {hall foon difclofe 
To every eye the blufliing rofe ; 
Now, now the tender flalk is feen 
With beauty freih, and evergreen. 
But when the fanny hours are part, 
Think not the coz’ning fcene will laftj; 
Let not the flatt’rer hope perfaade. 
Ah ! muft I fay, that it will fade ? 
For fee the fammer flies away. 
Sad emblem of our own decay ! 

M 2 
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Now winter from the frozen north 
Drives fwift his iron chariot forth. 
His grizly hands in icy chains 
Fair Tweda's filver dream conftrains, 
Cail up thy eyes, how bleak and bare 
He wanders on the tops of Tare ; 
Behold his footdeps dire are feen 
Confefs’d o’er ev’ry with’ring green; 
Griev’d at the fight, when thou (halt fee 
A fnowy wreath to clothe each tree. 
Frequenting now the dream no more, 
Thou Hies, difpleas’d, the frozen diore, 
When thou fhalt mifs the dowers that grew 
But late, to charm thy ravifh’d view ; 
Then dull a figh thy foul invade. 
And o’er thy pleafures cad a dude : 
Shall I, ah! horrid! wilt thou fay* 
Be like to this fome other day ; 
Yet when in Inow and dreary froft 
The pleafure of the fields is lod. 
To blazing hearths at home we run, 
And fires fupply the didant fun; 
In gay delights our hours employ. 
And do not lofe, but change our joy. 
Happy! abandon ev’ry care. 
To lead the dance, to conrt the fair. 

To turn the page of facred bards, 
To drain the bowl, and deal the cards. 
In cities thus with witty friends 
In fmiies the hoary feafon ends. 
But when the lovely, white and red 
From the pale afhy cheek is ded. 
Then wrinkles dire, and age fevere 
Make beauty fly, we know not where. 

The fair, whom fates unkind diiarm. 
Ah ! mud they never ceafe to charm i 
Or is their left fome pleafnig art 
To keep fe.cure a captive heart? 
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Unhappy love ! may lovers fay, 
Beauty, thy food, does fwift decay; 
When once that (hort-liv’d flock is fpent 
What is’t thy famine can prevent? 
Lay in good fenfe with timeous care, 
That love may live on wifdom’s fare : 
Though ecjiafy with beauty flies, 
EJieem is born when beauty dies. 
Happy the man whom fates decree 
Their richefl gift in giving thee ; 
Thy beauty (hall his youth engage. 
Thy wifdom fhall delight his age. 

Horace, Book I. Ode ir. 
To W. D. 

Tune of, Willy ’uias a wanton wag 
Willy, ne’er inquire what end 

The gods for thee or me intend ; 
How vain the fearch, that but beftows 
The knowledge of our future woes ! 
Happier the man that ne’er repines. 
Whatever lot his fate afligns, 
Than they that idly vex their lives 
With wizards and inchanting wives. 
Thy prefent years in mirth employ. 
And confecrate thy youth to joy ; 
Whether the fates to thy old fcore 
Shall bounteous add a winter more. 
Or this fhall lay thee cold in earth, 
That ranges o’er the Pent land firth, 
Uo more with Home the dance to lead 
Take my advice, ne’er vex thy head. 
With blyth intent the goblet pour. 
That’s facred to the genial hour, 
In flowing wine flill warm thy foul. 
And have no thoughts beyond the bowl. 

M 3 
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Behold, the flying hour is loll, 
For times rides ever on the pofi. 
Even while we fpeak, even while we think). 
And waits not for the {landing drink. 
Colleft thy joys each prefent day, 
And live in youth, while belt you may; 
Have all you,r pleafures at command. 
Nor trull one day in fortune’s hand. 
Then, Willy, be a wanton wag. 
If ye wad pleafe the lafles braw, 
At bridals then.ye’ll bear the brag. 
And carry ay the gree awa.’ 

The Widow. 

THE widow can bake, and the widow can brew. 
The widow can fhape, and the widow can few, 

And many braw things the widow can do ; 
Then have at the widow, my laddie. 

With courage attack her baith early and late, 
To kifs her and clap her you manna be blate. 
Speak well, and do better, for that’s the belt gate 

To win a young widow, my laddie., _ 
The widow flic’s youthfu’, and never ae hair 
The war of the wearing, and has a good fkair 
Of every thing lovely, ihe s witty and fair, 

And has a rich jointure, my laddie. 
What cou'd you wifh better your pleafure to crown, 
Than a widow, the bonnieft toall in the town, 
With naething, but draw in your llool and fit down,. 

And fpoit with the widow, my laddie ? 
Then till’er, andkill’er with couitefie dead, 
Tho’ Hark love and kindnefs be all ye can plead ; 
Be heartfome and airy, and hope to fucceed 

■With a bonnie gay widow, my laddie. 
Strike iron while ’tis het, if ye’d have it to ward. 
For fortune ay favours the adhive and bauld, 
But ruins the wooer that’s thowlefs and cauid,. 

Unfit for the widow, ray laddie. 
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The Highland Lassie. 
THE lawland maids gang trig and fine. 

But aft they’re four and unco fancy! 
Sae proud they never can be kind 

Like my good-humour’d highland laffie. 
0 my bonnv, bonny highland lajjie. 
My hearty fmiling highland lajfte. 
May never care make thee lefs fair. 

But bloom of youth fill blejs my la fie. 
Than cny lafs in borrows town, 

Wha mak their cheeks with patches mottie, 
I d tak my Katy but a gown, 

Bare-footed in her little coatie. 
0 my bonny, &c. 

Beneath the brier or brecken bulh, 
Whene’er I kifs and court my dautie ; 

Happy and blyth as ane wad wilh, 
My flighteren heart gangs pittie, pauie^. 

0 my bonny. See. 
O’er higheft heathery hills I’ll ftenm 

With cockit gun and ratches tenty. 
To drive the deer out of their den. 

To fead my lafa on dilhes dainty, 
0 my bonny. See. 

There’s nane (hall dare by dead or word 
’Gainft her to wag a tongue or finger, 

"While lean wield my trudy fword, 
Or frae my (ide.whilk out a whinger,. 

0 my bonny. See. 
The mountains clad with purple bloom, 

And berries ripe, invite my treafure 
To range with me ; let great fowk gloom, 

While wealth and pride confound their pfeafurs, 
0 niv bonny, bonny highland lafe. 
My lovely fmiling highland laffie. 
May never care make thee left fair, 

But. bloom ofyouth fill blefs my laffie c 
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Jocky blyth and gay.. 

E> Lyth Jocky young and gay, 
i ?s all my heart’s deJighf 

He’s all my talk by day, ' ’ 
And all my dreams by night. 

If from the lad I be, 
’Tis winter then with mev 
But when he tarries here, 
’ Fis fummer all the year. 

When I and Jocky met 
Firll on the flow’ry dale, 

Right fweetly me he tret. 
And love was all his tale. 

You are the lafs, laid he. 
That flaw my heart frae me; 
O eafe me of my pain. 
And never lhaw difdain. 

Well can my Jocky kyth 
His love and courtefie. 

He made my heart full blyth 
When he firll fpake to me. 

His fuit I ill deny’d,. 
He kifs’d, and I comply’d : 
Sae Jocky promis’d me. 
That he wad faithful be. 

I’m glad when Jocky comes. 
Sad when he gangs away; 

Tis night when Jocky glooms, 
But when he fmiles ’tis day. 

When our eyes meet I pant,. 
I colour, figh, and faint; 
What lafs that wad be kind. 
Can better tell her mind ? 

Had a<v.ay from me, Donald. 
OCome away, come away. 

Come away wi’ me, Jenny ^ 
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Sic frowns I canna bear frae ane 
Whafe fmiles anes ravifh’d me, Jenny ; 

If you’ll be kind, you’ll never find 
That ought fall alter me, Jenny; 

For you’re the miftrefs of my mind, 
Whate’er you think of me, Jenny. 

Firft when your fweets enflav’d my heart,. 
You fcem’d to favour me, Jenny ; 

But now, alas ! you a£t a part 
That fpeaks unconftancy, Jenny; 

Unconltancy is fic a vice, 
’ Tis not befitting thee, Jenny; 

It fuits not with your virtue nice 
To carry fae to me, Jenny, 

Her Anf<wer. 

OHad away, had away, 
Had away frae me Donald; 

Your heart is made our large for ane. 
It is not meet for me, Donald; 

Some fickle millrefs you may find 
Wilt jilt as fad as thee, Donald; 

To ilka Twain fite will prove kind, 
And nae lefs kind to thee, Donald,. 

But I’ve a heart that’s naething fuch, 
’Tis fill’d with honefly, Donald; 

I’ll ne’er love money, I’ll love much, 
I hate all levity, Donald. 

Therefore nae mair, with art, pretend 
Your heart is chain’d to mine, Donald 

For words offalfehood I’ll defend, 
A roving love like thine, Donald 

Firft when you courted, I mull own 
I fiankly favour’d you, Donald; 

Apparent worth and fair renown 
Made me believe you true, Donald. 

Ilk virtue then feem’d to adorn 
The man elleem’d by me, Dojiald; 
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But now, the mafk fallen aff, I fcorn 
To ware a thought on thee, Donald. 

And now, for ever, had away, 
Had away from me, Donald; 

Gae feek a heart that’s like your ain. 
And come nae mair to me, Donald; 

For I’ll referve myfell for ane, 
For ane that's liker me, Donald; 

If lie a ane I canna find. 
I’ll ne’er loo man, nor thee, Donald. 

DONALD. 
Then I’m thy man, and falfe report 

Has only tald a lie, Jen?iy; 
To try thy truth, and make us fport, 

The tale was rais’d by me, Jenny. 
JENNY. 

.When this ye prove, and ftill can love. 
Then come away to me, Donald; 

I’m well content, ne’er to repent 
That I have fmil’d on thee, Donald. 

Todten butt, and todlen ben; 
WHen I’ve a faxpence under my thumb. 

Then I’ll get credit in ilka town : 
But ay when I’m poor they bid me gang by, 
O ! poverty parts good company. 

Todlen hame, todlen ha>ne, 
Cou'dna my loove come todlen hame? 

Fair fa’ the goodwife, and fend her good fale 
She gi’es us white bannocks to drink her ale. 
Syne if that her tippony chance to be fma’. 
We’ll tak a good fcour o’t, and ca’t awa.' 

Todlen hame, todlen hame. 
As round as a neep come todlen hame. 

My kimmer and I lay down to deep, 
And twa pint-ftoups at our bed’s leet; 
And ay when we waken’d, we drank them dry: 
What think ye of my wee kimmer and 11 
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Todten butt, and todlen ben, 
Sae round as my loove comss todlen bame. 

Leez me on liquor, my todlen dow, 
Ye’re ay fae good-humour’d when weeting your roou; 
When fober, fae four, ye’ll fight with a flee, 
That :tis a blyth fight to the bairns and me, 

When todlen kame, todlen hame. 
When round as a neepye come todlen hame. Z. 

The Auld Man's bejl Argument, to the tune of, 
Wido’w, are ye waukin? 

OWha’s that at my chamber door ? 
Fair widow, are ye wauking ? 

Auld carl, your fuit give o’er, 
Your love lies a’ in tauking. 

Gi’e me a lad that’s young and tight. 
Sweet like an April meadow; 

’Tis fic as he can blefs the fight 
And bofom of a widow. 

“ O widow wilt thou let me in, 
“ I’m pauky, wife, and thrifty, 

tl And come of a right gentle kin, 
“ I’m little mair than fifty 

Daft carl, dit your mouth. 
What fignifies how pauky, 

Or gentle born ye be,—bot youth ? 
In love you’re but a gauky. 
Then widow, Jet thefe guineas fpeak, 
“ That powerfully plead clinkan, 

“ And if they fail, my mouth I’ll fteek, 
“ And nae mair love will think on.” 

Thefe court indeed, I maun confefs, 
I think they make you young, Sir, 

And ten times better can expreis 
Afieftion, than your tongue, Sir, 
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The peremptar Lover, to the tune of, John Ander- 
fon, my Jo. 

? “T-'Is not your beauty, nor your wit, 
X That can my heart obtain; 

For they cou’d never conquer yet, 
Either my bread or brain ; 

For if you’ll not prove kind to me, 
And true as heretofore. 

Henceforth I’ll fcorn your Have to be, 
Or doat upon you more. 

Think not my fancy to o’ercome, 
By proving thus unkind ; 

No fmoothed light, nor fmiling frown. 
Can fatisfy my mind. 

Pray let Platonics play fuch pranks, 
Such follies I deride ; 

For love, at lead, I will have thanks. 
And fomething elfe befide. 

Then open-hearted be with me. 
As I (hall be with you. 

And let our adions be as free, 
As virtue will allow. 

If you’ll prove loving, I’ll prove kind, 
if true, I’ll cunlfant be ; 

li fortune chance to change your mind. 
I’ll turn as foon as you. 

Since our affeflions well ye know. 
In equal terms do (land, 

’Tis in your power to love or no, 
Mine’s likewife in my hand. 

Difpenfe with your aullerity, 
Unconftancy abhor. 

Or, by great Cupid's deity, 
I’ll never love you more. 
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IVhat's that to you ? to the tune of, The glancing 
of her apron. 

MY Jeany and I have toil’d 
The live lang fimmer-day, 

Till we almoft were fpoil’d 
At making of the hay : 

Her kurchy was of holland clear, 
Ty’d on her bonny brow, 

I whifper’d fomethingin her ear ; 
But what’s that to .you ? 

Her dockings were of Kerfey green, 
As tight ^is ony filk : 

O fie a leg was never feen, 
Her (kin was white as milk : 

Her hair was black as ane could wiflt, 
And fweet, fweet was her mou’. 

Oh ! Jeany daintilie can kifs ; 
But what’s that to you? 

The rofe and lily baith combine. 
To make my Jeany fair, - 

There is nae bennifon like mine, 
I have amaift nae care; 

Only I fear my Jeany's face 
May caufe mae men to rue. 

And that may gar me fay, alas ! 
But what’s that to you ? 

Conceal thy beauties if thou can, 
Hide that fweet face of thine. 

That I may only be the man 
Enjoys thefe looks divine. 

O do not proftitute, my dear. 
Wonders to common view. 

And I with faithful heart (hall fwear, 
For ever to be true. 

King Solotnon had wives enow, 
And mohy a concubine; t 

N. 
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But I enjoy a blifs mair true, 

His joys were fhort of mine ; 
And Jeany’s happier than they. 

She feldom wants her due, 
All debts of love to her I pay, 

And what’s that to you i 

SONG, to the ahfent Florinda, to the tune ef, 
Queen of Sheba's march. 

COme, Florinda, lovely charmer. 
Come and fix this wav’ring heart; 

Let thofe eyes my foul rekindle, 
Ere I feel fome foreign dart. 

Come, and with thy fmiles fecure me, 
If this heart be worth thy care, 
Favour’d by my dear Florinda, 
I’ll be true, as (lie is fair. 

Thoufand beauties trip around me, 
And my yielding bread aflail; 
Come and take me to thy bofom, 
Ere my condant paffion fail. 

Come, and, like the radiant morning, 
On my foul ferenely Ihine, 
Then thofe glimmering dars (hall vanifh, 
Lod in fplendor more divine. 

Long this heart has been thy vidtim. 
Long has felt the pleafant pain, 
Come, and with an equal pallion 
Make it ever thine remain. 

Then, my charmer, I can promife.. 
If our fouls in love agree, 
None in all the upper dwellings 
Shall be happier than we. 

A Bacchanal Song, to thetune of, Auld Sir S}‘ 
mon the King. 

COme here’s to the nymph that I love ! 
Away, ye vain forrows away : 
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Far, far from me, forrows, begone, 
AH there fiiall be pleafont and gay. 

Far hence be the fad and the penfive^ 
Gome fill up-the glaffes around, 
We’ll drink till our faces be ruddy. 
And all our vain forrows are drown’d. 

’Tis done, and my fancy’s exulting 
With every gay blooming defire, 
My blood with briflt ardour is glowing,. 
Soft pleafures my bofom infpire. 

My foul now to love is dilfolving, 
Oh fate ! had I here my fair charmer, 
I’d clafp her. I’d clafp herfo eager. 
Of all her difdain I’d difarm her. 

But hold, what has love to do here 
With his troops of vain cares in array ? 
Avaunt, idle penfive intruder,— 
He triumphs, he will not away. 

I’ll drown him, come, give me a bumper > 
Young Cupid, here’s to thy conlufion.   
Now, now he’s departing, he’s vanquilh’d. 
Adieu to his anxious delufion. 

Come, jolly god Bacchus, here’s to thee; 
Huzza boys, huzza boys, huzza, 
Sing lo, fing lo to Bacchus— 
Hence all ye dull thinkers, withdraw. 

Come, what Ihould we do but be jovial ? 
Come tune up your voices and fing; 
What foul is lb dull to be heavy, 
When wine fets our fancies on wing ? 
Come, Ps^afus lies in this bottle, 
He’ll mount us, he’ll mount us on high,. 
Each of us a gallant young Perfeus, 
SubUme we’ll alcend to the Iky. 

N 2 
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Come mount, or adieu, I rife, 

In feas of wide tether I’m drown’d, 
The clouds far beneath me are failing, x 

I fee the fpheres whirling around. 
What darknefs, what rattling is this ? 

Thro’ Chaos'1 dark regions I’m hurl’d. 
And now,— oh my head it is knockt 
Upon fome confounded new world. 

Now, now thefe dark Ihades are retiring, 
See yonder bright blazes a ftar, 
Where am I ! —behold the Etnpyreum, 
With flaming light flrcaming from far. I. W. 

To Mrs. A. C. to the tune of, 411 in the downs. 
WHen beauty blazes heavenly bright, 

The mufe can no more ceafe to fing, 
Than can the lark, with rifing light, 

Her notes negled with drooping wing. 
The morning Ihines, harmonious birds mount high:: 
The dawny beauty fmiles ; and poets fly. 

Young Annie's budding graces claim 
Th’ infpired thought, and fofteft lays ; 

And kindle in the breaft a flame. 
Which mull be vented in her praife. 

Tell us, ye gentle fliepherds, have you feen 
E’er one fo like an angel tread the green ? 

Ye youth be watchful of your hearts; 
When (he appears, take the alarm : 

Love on her beauty points his darts. 
And wings an arrow from each charm. 

Around her eyes and fmiles the graces fport. 
And to her fnowy neck and breaft refort. 

But vain muft every caution prove : 
When fuch inchanting fweetnefs (bines. 

The wounded fwain muft yield to love. 
And wonder, tho’ he hopelefs pines. 

Such flames the foppiflt butterfly fhou’d (hun : 
The eagle’s only fit to view, the fun. 
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She’s as the op’ning lily fair ; 

Her lovely features are complete; 
Whilft heaven indulgent makes her fhare 

With angels all that’s wife and fweet. 
Thefe virtues which divinely deck her mind. 
Exalt each other of th’ inferior kind. 

Whether fhe love the rural fcenes. 
Or fparkle in the airy town, 

O ! happy he her favour gains, 
Unhappy! if fhe on him frown. 

The mufe unwilling quits the lovely theme, 
Adieu (he fings, and thrice repeats her name. 

A Pajloral Song, to the tune of, My apron, deary-. 

Jamie. YTUTHile our flocks are a-feeding 
And we’re void of care, 

Come, Sandy, let’s tune 
To praife of the fair : 

For, infpir’d by my Sufie, 
I’ll fing in fuch lays. 

That Pan, were he judge, 
Muft allow me the bays, 

Sandy. While under this hawthorn 
We lie at our eafe, 

By a mufical dream. 
And refrefh’d by the breeze 

Of a zephyr fo gentle, 
Yes, Jatnie, I’ll try 

For to match you and Sufie, 
Dear Katie and I. 

Jamie. O ! my Sufe fo lovely. 
She’s without compare. 

She’s fo comely, fo good. 
And fo charmingly fair: 

Sure, the gods were at pains 
To make fo complete 

N 3, 
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A nymph, that for love 

There was ne’er one fo meet. 

Sandy. Oh my Katie % fo bright. 
She’s fo witty and gay : 

Love, join’d with the graces, 
Around her looks play. 

In her mien flic’s fo graceful, 
In her humour fo free : 

Sure the gods never fram’d 
A maid fairer than Ihe. 

Jamie. Had my Sufie been there, 
When the fkepherd declar’d' 

For the lady of Lemnos, 
She had loll his regard: 

And o’ercome by a prefence 
More beauteoully bright, 

He had own’d her out-done. 
As the darknefs by light-. 

Sandy. Not fair Helen of Greece, 
Nor all the whole train, 

Either of real beauties. 
Or thofe poets feign, 

Cou’d be match’d with my Katie, 
Whofe every fweet charm. 

May conquer belt judges, 
And coldell hearts warm. 

Jamie. Neither riches nor honour, 
Or any thing great, 

Do I alk of the gods, 
But that this be my fate. 

That my Sufte to all 
My kind wilhes comply: 

For with her wou’d I live, 
And with her I wou’d die. 

Sandy. If the fates give me Katie,. 
And her I enjoy, 

I have alk my defires; 
Nought can me a-noy :r 
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For my charmer has every 

Delight in fuch (lore. 
She’ll make me more happy 

Than fwain e’er before. 

Love ‘will find out the •way 
OVer the mountains, 

And over the waves. 
Over the fountains. 

And under the graves : 
Over the floods that are deepelf. 

Which do Neftune obey: 
Over rocks that are lleepeft. 

Love will find out the way. 
Where there is no place 

For the glowworm to lie; 
Where there is no fpace 

For the receipt of a fly ; 
Where the midge dare not venture. 

Left herfelf fait flie lay : 
But if love come, he will enter, 

And foon find out his way. 
You may elteem him 

A child in his lorce; 
Or you may deem him 

A coward, which is worfe : 
But if ftie, whom love doth honour, 

Be conceal’d from the day, 
Set a thoufand guards upon her,. 

Love will find out the way. 
Some think to lofe him, 

Which is too unkind ; 
And fome do fuppofe him. 

Poor thing, to be blind ; 
But if ne’er fo clofe ye wall him,. 

Do the bell that ye may, 
Blind love, if fo ye call him,. 

He. will find out the way. 
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You may train the eagle 

To Hoop to your fill; 
Or you may inveigle 

The phoenix of the eaft; 
The lionefs, ye may move her 

To give o’er her prey : 
But you’ll never Hop a lover, 

He will find out his way. 

SONG, to the tune of, Throw the wood, laddie, 

AS early I walk’d on the firfl of fweet May, 
Beneath a fr eet mountain, 
Befide a clear fountain. 

Hieard a grave lute foft melody play, 
Whin the Echo refounded the dolorous lay. 
1 HHen’d, and look’d, and fpy’d a young fwain, 

With afpe«ft diHrefled, 
And fpirits oppreffed. 

Seem’d clearing afrelh, like the Iky after rain, 
And thus he difcovered how he flrave with his pain 
Tho’ Elifa be coy, why fhould l repine, 

That a maid much above me, 
Vouchfafes not to love me ^ 

In her high fphere of worth I never cou’d Ihine; 
Then whylhould I feek to debafe her to mine ? 

No : henceforth eHeem lhall govern my delire, 
And, in due fubjedlion. 
Retain warm affeftion; 

To Ihew that felf-love inflames not my fire, 
And that no other fwain can more humbly admire. 
When paflion lhall ceafe to rage in my breafi, 

Then quiet returning. 
Shall hulh my fad mourning ; 

And, lord of myfelf, in abfolute rell, 
I’ll hug the condition which heaven fliall think beH. 
Thus freindlhip unmix’d, and wholly refin’d. 

May Hill be refpetted. 
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Tho’ love is rejected : 

Elifa fhall own, tho’ to love not inclin’d, 
That flie ne’er had a friend like her lover refign’d. 
May the fortunate youth who hereafter lhall woo 

With profp’rous endeavour, 
And gain her dear favour. 

Know, as well as I, what x.'Elifa is due, 
Be much more deferving, but never lefs true. 

WhiM I, difengag’d from all amorous cares. 
Sweet liberty tailing, 
On calmed peace fealting, 

Employing my reafon to* dry up my tears, 
In hopes of heaven’s bliffes I’ll fpend my few years. 
Ye powers, that prefide o’er virtuous love. 

Come aid me with patience, 
To bear my vexations; 

With equal delires my fluttering heart move, 
With fentiments pureft my notions improve. 

If love in his fetters e’er catch me again. 
May courage protect me, 
And prudence diredt me ; 

Prepar’d for all fates, remembring the Twain, 
Who grew happily wife, after loving in vain. 

Rob’s Jock. -d very auld Ballat. 
ROb's Jock came to woo our Jenny, 

On ae feall-day when we were £bu 
She brankit fall and made her bonny, 

And faid, Jock, come ye here to woo ? 
She burnill her baith bread and brou, 

And made her clear as ony clock: 
Then fpake her dame, and faid, I troa 

Ye come to woo our Jenny, Jock, 
Jock faid, Forfuith, I yern fu’ fain 

To luk my head, and fit down by you: 
Then fpak her minny, and faid again, 

My bairn has todier enough to gi’e you. 
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Tehie ! (\uo' Jenny, kick, kick, I fee you : 

Minny, yon man makes but a mock. 
Deil hae the liers—fu lies me o’ you, 

I come to woo your Jenny, quo’ Jock.— 
My bairn has tocher of her awin : 

A gufe, a gryce, a cock and hen, 
A flirk, a ftaig, an acre fawin, 

A bakebread and a bannock-flane ;• 
A P‘g> a pot, and a kirn there-ben, 

A kame butt, a kaming-fiock ; 
With coags and luggies nine or ten : 

Come ye to woo our Jenny, Jock ? 
A wecht, a ppet-creel, and a cradle, 

A pair of clips, a graip, a flail,. 
An ark, an ambry, and a ladle, 

A milfie, and a fowen-pail, 
A roufly whittle to (hear the kail. 

And a timber mell the bear to knock, 
Twa flielfs made of an auld fir,dale; 

Come ye to woo our Jenny, Jock ? 

A form, a furlet, and a peck, 
A rock, a reel, and a wheel-band, 

A tub, a barrow, and a feck, 
A fpurtil-braid, and an elwand. 
Then Jock took Jenny be the hand. 

And cryed a feaft ! and flew a cock, 
and made a bridal upo’ land, 

Now I have got your Jenny, quo’ Jock. 
Now dame, I have your daughter marri’d. 

And though ye rnak it ne’er fae tougb,- 
I let you wit (he’s nae mifcarried. 

It’s well kend I hae gear enough : 
An auld gaw’d gloyd fell o’er a heugh, 

A fpade, a fpeet, a fpur, a fock; 
Without owfen I have a pleugh: 

May that no fer your Jenny ? quo Jock 
A treen truncher, a ram-horn fpoon, 

Twa buits of barkit blafint leather, 
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A graith that ganes to cobble (boon, 
And a thawcruik to twine a leather, 
Twa croks that moup amang the heather, 

A pair of branks, and a fetter-lock, 
A teugh purfe made of a Twine s blather, 

To had your tocher, Jenny, quo’ Jock. 
Good elding for our winter-fire, 

A cod of caff wad fill a cradle, 
A rake of iron to clat the bine, 

A deuk about the dubs to paddle, 
The pannel of an auld led faddle, 

And Rob my eem hecht me a (lock, 
Twa iufty lips to lick a laddie. - 

May thir no gane your Jenny ? quo Jock. 
A pair of hames andbrechom fine, 

And without bitts a bridle-renzie, 
A fark made of the linkome twine, 

A gay green clock that will not ftenzie^ 
Mair yet in (tore, I needna fenzie, 

Five hundred flaes, a fendy flock; 
And are not thae a wakrife menzie. 

To gae to bed with Jenny and Jock? 
Tak thir for my part of the fealt, 

It is well knawin I am well bodint 
Ye need not fay my part is lead, 

Were they as meikle as they’r lodin. 
The wife fpeer’d gin the kail were fodin. 

When we have done, tak hame the brok; 
The roft was teugh as raploch hodin, 

With which they feafted Jenny and Jock. Z. 

SONG, to the tune of, yf rock and a <wee pick/e tow. 
I Have a green purfe and a wee pickle gowd, 

A bonny piece land and planting on’t. 
It fattens my flocks, and my bairns it has flow’d; 

But the beft thing of a’s yet wanting on’t; 
To grace it, and trace it, 
And gie me delight; 
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To blefs me, and kifs me, 
And comfort my fight, 

With beauty by day, and kindnefs by night, 
And nae mair my lane gang faunt’ring on’t. 

My Chrifty (he’s channing and good as (he’s fair ; 
Her een and her mouth are inchanting fweet. 

She (miles me on fire, her frowns gie defpair : 
I love while my heart gaes panting wi’t. 

Thou faired, and deared. 
Delight of my mind. 
Whole gracious embraces 
By heav’n were delign’d 

For happied tranfports, and blelfes refin’d 
Nae langer delay thy granting fweet. 

For thee, bonny Cbrijiy^ my diepherds and hinds 
Shall carefully make the year’s dainties thine : 

Thus freed frae laigh care, whi le love tills our minds. 
Our days (hall with pleafure and plenty (hine. 

Then hear me, and cheat me 
With fmiling confent. 
Believe me, and give me 
No caufe to lament, 

Since I ne’er can be happy, till thou fay, Content, 
I'm pleas'd with my Jamie, and he Jhall be mine. 

SONG. 

ALtho’ I be but a country lafs. 
Yet a lofty mind I bear —O, 

And think myfell as good as thofe 
That rich apparel wear—O. 

Altho’ my gown be hame-fpun grey, 
My (kin it is as faft—O, 

As them that fatin weeds do wear, 
And carry their heads aloft—O. 

What tho’ I keep my father’s Iheep, 
The thing that mud be done—O. 

With garlands of the fined flowers, 
To (hade me frae the lun—O. 
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When they are feeding pleafantly, 
Where grai's and flowers do ipring—O, 

Then on a flowery bank at noon, 
1 fet me down andfing —O. 

My Paifly piggy, cork’d with fage. 
Contains my drink but thin,—O ; 

No wines do e’er my brains enrage, 
Or tempt my mind to fin—O. 

My country-curds, and wooden fpoon, 
1 think them unco fine O, 

And on a flowery bank at noon, 
I fet me down and dine — O. 

Mtho’ my parents cannot raife 
Great bags of fliining gold—O, 

Like them whafe daughters, now a-days. 
Like fwine are bought and fold—O; 

Yet my fair body it fliall keep 
An honed heart within—(3 ; 

And for twice fifty thoufand crowns, 
I value not a prin—O. 

I ufe nae gums upon my hair, 
Nor chains about my neck—O, 

Nor fhining rings upon mji, hands. 
My fingers draight to deck—O, 

But for that lad to me fliall fa’, 
And I have grace to wed—O, 

I’ll keep a jewel worth them a’, 
I mean my maidenhead—O. 

If canny fortune give to me 
The man I dearly love—O, 

Tho’ we want gear, I dinna care. 
My hands I can improve—O. 

Expecting for a blefling dill 
Defcending from above—O. 

Then we’ll embrace, and fweetly kifs. 
Repeating tales of love O. 

O 
z. 
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M'aly, nualy, gin Love be bonny. 

OWaly, waly up the bank, 
And waly, waly down the brae. 

And waly, waly, yon burn-fide. 
Where I and my love wont to gae. 

I le^n’d my back unto an aik, 
I thought it was a trufty tree. 

But firft it bow’d, and fyne it brak, 
Sae my true love did lightly me. 

O waly, waly, but love be bonny, 
A little time while it is new, 

But when ’tis auld, it waxeth cauld, 
And fades away like the morning dew. 

O wherefore ftiould I balk my head ? 
Or wherefore fhou’d I kame my hair \ 

For my true love has me torfook, 
And fays he’ll never love me mair. 

Now Arthur-Seat fliall be my bed, 
The fheets lhall ne’er be fyl’d by me; 

Saint Anton's well lhall be my drink, 
Since my true love has forfaken me. 

Martinmas wind, when wilt thou blow. 
And (hake the green leaves off the tree ? 

O gentle death, when wilt thou come ? 
For of my life I am weafy. 

’Tis not the froll that freezes fell, 
Nor blawing fnaw’s inclemency : 

’Tis not fic cauld that makes me cry, 
But my love’s heart grown cauld to me. 

When we came in by Glafgonu town. 
We were a comely light to lee ; 

My love was clad in the black velvet, 
And I myfell in cramafie. 

But had I will before I kifs'd. 
That love had been fae ill to win. 

I’d lock’d my heart in a cafe of gold. 
And pinn’d it with a filver pin. 
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Oh, Oh ! if my young babe were born. 
And fet upon the nurfe’s knee. 

And I myfell were dead and gane. 
For a maid again I’ll never be. 

The loving Lafs and Spinning-Wheel. 

AS I fat at my fpinning-wheell, 
A bonny lad was palling by : 

I view’d him round, and lik’d him weel; 
For trouth he had a glancing eye. 

My heart new panting ’gan to fed. 
But dill I turn’d my fpinning-wheel. 

With looks all kindnefs he drew near. 
And Hill mair lovely did appear; 
And round about my flender wafte 
He dafp’d his arms, and me embrac’d: 

To kifs my hand, fyne down did kneel. 
As I fat at my fpinning-wheel. 

My milk-white hands he did extol. 
And prais’d my fingers lang and fmall. 
And laid, there was nae lady fair 
That ever con’d with me compare. 

Thefe words into my heart did Heal, 
But Hill I turn’d my fpinning-wheel. 

Altho’ I feemingly did chide. 
Yet he wad never be deny’d, 
But Hill declar’d his love the mair, 
Until my heart was wounded fair: 

That I my love cou’d fcarce conceal. 
Yet Hill I turn’d my fpinning-wheei. 

My hanks of yarn, my rock and reel. 
My winnels and my fpinning-wheel; 
He bid me leave them all with fpeed. 
And gang with him to yonder mead. 

My yielding heait Hrange flames did feel, 
Yet Hill I turn’d my fpinning-wheel. 
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About my neck bis arm he laid. 
And whifpei’d, Rife, my bonny maid, 
And with me to yon hay-eock go, 
I’ii teach thee better wark to do. 

In trouth I loo’d the motion-wee!. 
And loot alane my fpinning-wheeJ. 

Amang the pleafant cocks of hay. 
Then with my bonny lad I lay; 
What laflie, young and faft as f, 
Cou’d (ic a fiandfome lad deny ? 

Thefe pleafures I cannot icvea!’, 
That far furpall the fpinning-wheel. 

On the Marriage of the R. H. LsrdC— and Lady 
K—C—■, to the tune of, The highland laddie. 

B RI G A N T I US. 
NOW all thy virgin-fweets are mine, 

And all thelbining charms that grace thee : 
My fair Melinda, come, recline 

Upon my breaft, while I embrace thee, 
And tell without diffembling ait, 

My happy raptures in thy bolbm 
Thus will I plant within thy heart, 

A love that fliall for ever blolfom. 
CHORUS. 

O the happy, happy, brave and bonny. 
Sure the gods well pleas’d behold ye; 
Their work admire, fo great, fofair. 
And will in all your joys uphold ye. 

M E L I N D A. 

No more I blufh, now that I’m thine, 
To own my love in tranfport tender, 

Since that fo brave a man is mine, 
To my Brigantine I furrender. 

By facred ties I’m now to move 
As thy exulted thoughts direA me ; 
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And while my fmiles engage thy love, 

Thy manly greatnefs lhall protefl me. 
CHORUS. 

O the happy, <bc. 
BRIGANTIUS. 

Soft fall thy words, like morning-dew. 
New life on blowing flowers bellowing; 

Thus kindly yielding makes me bow 
To heaven, with grateful fpirit glowing. 

My honour, courage, wealth, and wit, 
Thou dear delight, my chiefelt treafure, 

Shall be employ’d as thou thinks fit. 
As agents for our love and pleafure. 

CHORUS. 
O the happy, 6v. 

MELINDA. 
With my Brigantius I could live 

In lovely cotts, befide a mountain, 
And nature’s eafy wants relieve 

With Ihepherds fare, and quaff the fountain. 
What pleaies thee, the rural grove. 

Or congrefs of the fair and witty, 
Shall give me pleafure with thy love, 

In plains retir’d, or focial city. 
CHORUS. 

O the happy, <bc. 
B R1 G ANTJUS. 

How fweetly canff thou charm my foul, 
O lov ely fum of my delires ! 

Thy beauties all my cares controul, 
Thy virtue all that’s good infpires. 

Tunc every inltrument of found. 
Which all thy mind divinely raifes, 

Till every height and dale rebounds. 
Both loud and fwcet, my darling’s praifess 

CHORUS. 
O the happy, 

O 3 
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MELINDA. 

Tliy lo^e gives me the brighteft (bine. 
My happinefs is now compleated, 

Since all that’s generous, great, and fine,- 
In my Drigantius is united; 

For which I’ll lludy thy delight, 
With kindly tale the time beguiling,. 

And round the change of day and night, 
Fix throughout life a con-flant fnnling- 

CHORUS. 
O the happy, <&c. 

SONG to the tune of, JVoes my heart that nc* 
Jhould funder. 

A Dieu, ye pleafant fports and plays, 
/"\ Farewel each hong that was diverting; 

Love tunes my pipe to mournful lays, 
I fing of Delia and Damon's parting.. 

Long had he lov’d, and long conceal'd 
The dear, tormenting, pleafant paffieff. 

Till Delias' mildnefs had prevail’d 
On him to fh-ew his inclination. 

Juft as the fair-one ieenf’d to give 
A patient ear to his love-ftory, 

Damon mirft his Delia leave, 
To go in quell of toilfome glory. 

Half fpoken words hnngbn his tongue. 
Their eyes refus’d the ulual meeting ; 

And fighs fupply’d their wonted fong, 
Thefe charming fongs were chang’d to weeping. 

Bear idol of my foul, adieu : 
Ceafe to lament, but ne’er to love me; 

While Damon lives, he lives for you. 
No other charms ft'all ever move me. 

Alas ! who know's, when parted far 
From Delia, but you-anay deceive her* 
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The thought deftroys my heart with care, 

Adieu, my dear, l fear, for ever. 
If ever 1 forget my vows. 

May then my guardian angel leave me : 
And more to aggravate my woes,. 

Be you fo good as to forgive me. 

O'er the hills andfar anuay. 
JOcky met with Jenny fair, 

4ft be the dawning of the day, 
But Joc-ky now is In’ of care, 
Since Jenny flaw his heart away. 
Altlio’ fne promis’d to be true. 
She proven has, alake ! unkind; 
Which gars poor Jocky often rue,. 
'I hat he e’er loo’d a fickle mind. 

And its o'er the hills and Jar away. 
Its o'er the hilts and far away % 

Its o'er the hills and far away. 
The wind has blown my plaid away.’ 
Now Jccky was a bonny lad. 

As e’er was born in Scotland fair; 
But now, poor man, he’s e’en gane wood. 
Since Jenny has gart him defpair. 
i’oung Jocky was a piper’s fon,. 
And fell in love when he was young; 
But a’ the fpringa that he cou’d play, 
W as o'er the hills and far away. 

And its o'er the hills. See. 
He fl-ng when firfl my Jenny's face 

I faw, fhe feem’d fae fu’ of grace, 
With meikle joy my heart was fill’d 
That’s now, alas ? with forrow kill'd. 
Oh ! was fhe but as tiue as fair, 
’Twa’d put an end to my defpair, 
Inflead of that fiie is unkind, 
And wavers like the winter wind. 

And its o'er the hills, &c. 
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Ah ! cou’d fhe find the difmal wae, 

That for Her fake I undergae, 
She cou’d nae chufe but grant relief. 
And put an end to a’ my grief: 
But oh ! ftie is as faufe as fair. 
Which caufes a’ my fighs and care ; 
But fhe triumphs in proud difdain. 
And takes a pleafure in my pain. 

And it't o'er the hills. See. 

Hard was my hap to fa’ in love 
With ane that does fae faithlefs prove. 
Hard was my fate to court a maid, 
That has my conftant heart betray’d. 
A thousand times to me fhe fware. 
She wad be true for evermair ; 
But to my grief, alake, I fay, 
She flaw my heart and ran away. 

And it's o'er the hills, &c. 
Since that fhe will nae pity take, 

I maun gae wander for her fake, 
And. in Ik wood and gloomy grove,. 
I’ll i'ghing fing, Adieu to love; 
Since fhe is faufe whom I adore, 
I’ll never trufl a woman more; 
Pi at a’ their charms I’ll flee away, 
And on my pipe I'll fweetly play. 

O'er hills and dales and far away, 
Out o'er the hills and far away, 
Out o' er the hills and far away, 
The wind has blawu inyplaid away. 

Jenny Nett les. 

O AW ye Jenny Nettles 
Jenny Nettles, Jenny Nettles, 

Sa\. ye Jenny Nettles, 
Coming frae the market; 

Bag and baggage on her back. 
Her fee and beuntith in her lap; 



OF CHOICE SONGS. 159 

' Bag and baggage on her back, 
I And a babie in her oxter i 

I met ayont the kairny, 
Jenny Nettles, Jenny Nettles, 

Singing till her bairny, 
Robin Rattle's ballard; 

To flee the dool upo’ the llool, 
And ilka ane that mocks her. 

She round about feeks Robin our, 
To flap it in bis oxter. 

Fy, fy ! Robin Rattle, 
Robin Rattle, Robin Rattle; 

Fy, fy ! Robin Rattle, 
Ufe Jenny Nettles kindly: 

Score out the blame, and fliun the fhame, 
And without mair debate o’t, 

Tak hame your wean, make Jenny fain 
The led and leefome gate o’t. 

Jocky’j fou, and Jenny’/ fain. 
JOcky fou, Jenny fain, 

Jenny was nae ill to gain 
She was couthy, he was kind, 
And thus the wooer telPd his mind, 

Jenny, I’ll nae mair be nice, 
Gi’e me love at any price ; 
I winna prig for red or white. 
Love alane can gi’e delite: 

Others feek they kenna what,. 
In looks, in carriage, and a’ that ; 
Give me love, for her I court: 
Love in love makes a’ the fport. 

Colours mingl’d unco fine. 
Common motives lang linfyne, 
Never can engage my love. 
Until my fancy firft approve. 

It is na meat, but appetite 
That makes, our eating a delite 
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Beauty is at bell deceit; 
Fancy only kens nae cheat. 

Liader-h*ughs «WYar.row. 

WHen Phebus bright the azure fkies 
With golden rays enlight’neth, 

He makes all nature’s beauties rile. 
Herbs, trees, and flowers he quick’neth 

Amongll all thole he makes his choice. 
And with dt'ight goes thorow. 

With radiant beams and filver ftreams. 
Are Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 

When slries the day and night 
In equal length divideth, 

Auld li olly Saturn takes his flight, 
Nae langerhe abideth : 

Than Flora queen, with mantle green. 
Cads aff her former forrow, 

And vows to dwell with Ceres, fell 
In Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 

Pan playing on his aiten reed. 
And (hepherds him attending. 

Do here refort their flocks to feed. 
The hills and haughs commending; 

With cur and kent upon the bent. 
Sing to the fun, Good-morrow. 

And fwear nae fields mair pleafures yield. 
Than Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 

An houfe there Hands on Leader fide. 
Surmounting my defcriving, 

With rooms fae rare, and windows fair. 
Like Dedalus' contriving: 

Men palling by, do aiten cry. 
In footh it hath nae marrow; 

It Hands as fweet on Leader fide. 
As Newark does on Yarrow. 

A mile below, wha liHs to ride, 
They’ll heaf the mavis linging; 



OF CHOICE SONGS. 161 

Into St. Leonard's banks (he’ll bide, 
Sweet birks her head o’er-hinging : 

The lintwhite loud, and progne proud 
With tuneful throats and narrow. 

Into St. Leonard's banks they fing, 
As fweetly as in Yarrow. 

The lapwing lilteth o’er the lee, 
With nimble wing (lie fporteth. 

By vows (he’ll flee far frae the tree 
Where Philomel reforteth : 

By break of day, the lark can fay, 
I’ll bid you a good-morrow. 

I’ll (Ireek my wing, and mounting fing, 
O’er Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 

Park, IVanton-wawr, and IVooden-clough, 
The eaft and weftern Mainfes, 

The wood of Lauder's fair enough, 
The corns are good in Blainjhes, 

Where aits are fine, and fald be kind. 
That if ye fearch all thorow 

Mearns, Buchan, Mar, nane better arc 
Than Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 

In Burn Mill-hog and Whitjlade (haws, 
The fearful hare (he haunteth, 

Brig-haugh and Braidwoodjheil (he knaws. 
And Chapel wood frequenteth. 

Yet when (he irks, to Kaidjh birks 
She rins, and (ighs for forrow, 

That (he (hould leave fweet Leader-haughs, 
And cannot win to Yarrow. 

What fweeter mufic wad ye hear, 
Than hounds and beigles crying ? 

The darted hare rins hard with fear. 
Upon her fpeed relying. 

But yet her (Irength it fails at length, 
Nae beilding can (he borrow 

In Sorrel's field, Clerkman or Ha^fi, 
And fighs to be in Yarrow. + 
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For Rockiuocd, Ringmjood, Spotty, Shag, 

With fight and fcent purliie her. 
Till ah ! her pitch begins to flag, 

Nae cunning can refcue her. 
O’er dub and dyke, o’er feugli and fyke. 

She’ll run the fields all thorow, 
Till fail’d fhe fa’s in Leader-haughs, 

And bids farewell to Yarrow. 
Sing Erjlcnton and Cowdenknows, 

Where Hemes had anes commanding: 
And Drygranqe with thy milk white ews, 

’Twixt Tweed and Leader Handing : 
The bird that flies through Reedpath trees, 

And Gledfvoood banks ilk morrow, 
May chant and fing, Sweet Leader-haughs, 

And bonny howms of Yarrow. 
But minfirel Burn cannot aflwage 

H4 grief, while life endureth. 
To fee the changes of this age, 

That fleeting time procureth ; 
Fhr mony a place Hands in hard cafe, 

Where blyth fowk kend nae forrow. 
With Hornes that dwelt on Leader fide. 

And Scots that dwelt on Yarrow. 

For the fake of Somebody. 

XtOR the fake of fomebody, 
Jp For the fake of fomebody, 
I cou’d wake a winter-night. 

For the fake of fomebody: 
I am gawn to feek a wife, 

I am gawn to buy a plaidy ; 
I have three (lane of woo, 

Carling, is thy daughter ready ? 
For the fake of fomebody, &c. 

Betty, laflie, fay’t thy fell, 
Tho’ thy dame be ill to flioo, 

Firft we’ll buckle, then we’ll tell. 
Let her flyte and fyne come too : 
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What {ignifies a mither’s gloom. 

When love and ki/Tes come in play ? 
Shou’d me wither in our bloom, 

And in fimmer make nae hay ? 
For the fake, See. 

She. Bonny lad I catena by, 
Tho’ I try my luck with thee, 

Since ye are content to t_\e 
The ha’i'-mark bridal band wi’ me; 

I’ll flip hame, and waih my feet, 
And (leal on linens fair and clean. 

Syne at the tryfting-place we’ll meet. 
To do but what my dame has done. 

For the fake, &c. 
Hi. Now my lovely Betty gives 

Confent in fic a heartfome gate, 
It me frae a’ my care relieves, 

And doubts that gart me aft look blate ; 
Then let us gang and get the grace, 

For they that have an appetite 
Shou’d eatand lovers ftiou’d embrace; 

If thefe be faults, ’tis nature's wyte. 
For the fake, &c. 

Norland Jocky and Southland Jenny. 
A Southland Jenny, that was right bonny. 

Had for a fuitor a norland Johnny; 
But he was fican a bafhfu’ wooer. 
That he cou’d fcarcely fpeak unto her. 
Till blinks of her beauty, and hopes o’-her filler. 
Forc’d him at lafl: to tell his mind till her. 
My dear, quoth he, we’ll nae langer tarry, 
Gin ye can loo me, let’s o’er the moor and marry, 

SHE. 
Come, come away then, my norland laddie, 
Tho’ we gang neatly, iome are mair gaudy; 
And albeit I have neither gowd nor money, 
Come and I’ll ware my beauty on thee. 

P 
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HE. 

Ye lafies of the fouth, ye’re a’ for dreffing; 
Laffes of the north mind milking and threfhing : 
My minny wad be angry, and fae wad my daddy, 
Shou’d I marry ane as dink as a lady. 
For I maun hae a wife that will rife in the morning, 
Cruddle a’ the milk, andkeep the houfe a-fcaulding, 
Toolie with her nibours, and learn at my minny, 
A norland Jocfy mann hae a norland Jenny. 

SHE. 

My father’s only daughter and twenty thoufand 
pound, 

Shall never be bellow’d on fic a filly clown ; 
For a’ that I faid was to try what was in ye, 
Gae hame, ye norland Jock, and court your nor- 

land Jenny. Z. 

7he auld yellow-hair d Laddie. 
THE yellow-hair'd laddie fatdown on yon brae. 

Cries, Milk the ews, laffie, letnane of them 
And ay fne milked, and ay flie fang, [gae ; 

The yellow-hair'd laddie Jhall be my goodman. 
/i>id ay Jhc milked, See. 

The weather is canid, and my claithing is thin ; 
The ews are new clipped, they winna bught in : 
They winna bught in tho’ 1 fhou’d die, 
O yellow-hair’d laddie, be kind to me: 

They winna bught in, See. 
The goodwife cries but the houfe, Jenny, come ben, 
The cheefe istomak, and the butter’s to kirn. 
Tho’ butter, and cheefe, and a’ fhou’d four. 
I’ll crack and kifs wi’ my love ac ha’f hour ; 
It’s ae ha’f hour, and we’s e’en make it three, 
For the yellow-hair’d laddie my hufband fhall be. 

SONG, to the tune of, Booth’/ Minuet. 

FAir, fweet, and young, receive a prize, 
Referv’d for your viftorious eyes: 
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From crouds whom at your feet you fee, 
Oh! pity, and didinguifli me. 

No graces can your form improve; 
But all are loll unlefs you love : 
If that dear paffion you difdain, 
Your charms and beauty are in vain, X. 

Part of an Epilogue, fungafter the attitig of the 
Orphan and Gentle Shepherd in Taylors- 
hall, hy a fet of young gentlemen, January 22. 
1729. to the tune oi, Bejfy Bell. 

THus let us (ludy night and day. 
To fit us fior our ilation, 

That when we’re men, we parts may play 
Are ufeful to our nation. 

For now’s the time when we are young, 
To fix our views on merit. 

Water its buds, and make the tongue 
And a&ions fuit the fpirit. 

* 
This all the fair and wife approve. 

We know it by your fmiling. 
And while we gain refpett and love, 

Our (tudies are net toiling. » 
Such application gives delight. 

And in the end proves gainful, 
Tho’ mony a dark and lifelefs wight 

May think it hard and painful. 

Then never let us think our time, 
And care, when thus employ’d 

Are thrown away, but deem’t a crime. 
When youth’s by floth delhoy’d; 

’Tis only a&ive fouls can rife 
To fame and all that’s fplendid. 

And favour in thefe conquering eyes, 
’Gainft whom no heart’s defended. 

P 2 
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The generous Gentleman, to the tune of The bonny 
lajs of Brankfojne. 

AS I came in by Teviot-fde, 
And by the braes of Brankfome, 

There firft I faw my bonny bride. 
Young fmiling, fweet, and handfome ; 

Her fkin was lafter than the down, 
And white as alabafler; 

Her hair a ihining wavy brown ; 
In ilraightnefs nane furpafs’d her; 

Life glow’d upon her lip and cheek. 
Her clear een were furprifing. 

And beautifully turn’d her neck. 
Her little breads juft riling : 

Nae lilken hofe, with goofhets line. 
Or (boon with glancing laces. 

On her fair leg, forbade to ihine, 
Well lhapen native graces. 

Ae little coat, and bodice white, 
Was fum of a’ her claithing; 

Even thae’s o’er meikle : mair delite 
She’d given cled wi’naithing: 

She lean’d upon a flow’ry brae, 
By which a burnie trotted; 

On her I glowr’d my foul away. 
While on her fweets I doted. 

A thoufand beauties of defert 
Before had fcarce alarm’d me. 

Till this dear artlefs Hruck my heart. 
And, hot deligning, charm’d me. 

Hurry’d by love, dole to my brealt 
I gralp’d this fund of blid'es : 

Wha 1 mi I’d, and laid, without a prieft, 
> Sir, hope for nought but kilfes. 

I had nae heart to do her harm, 
And yet I cou’dna want her ; 

What Ihe demanded, ilka charm 
Offers pled, I Ihou’d grant her. 
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Since heaven had dealt to me a rowth, 

Straight to the kirk I led her, 
There plighted her my faith and trowth, 

And a young lady made her. 

The happy Clow?:, 

HOW happy is the rural clown, 
Who, far remov’d from noife of town* 

Contemns the glory of a crown, 
And in his fafe retreat, 

Is pleafed with his low degree. 
Is rich in decent poverty, 
From llrife, from care and bus’nefs free, 

At once baith good and great ? 
No drums didurb his morning deep. 
He fears no danger of the deep, 
Nor noify law, nor courts ne’er heap 

Vexation on his mind : 
No trumpets roufe him to the war, 
No hopes can bribe, no threats can dare j 
From date-intrigues he holds afar. 

And liveth unconfin’d. 
Like thofe in golden ages born, 
He labours gently to adorn 
His fmall paternal fields of corn, 

And on their produft feeds: 
Each feafon of the wheeling year, 
Induftrious he improves with care ; 
And dill fome ripen’d fruits appear, 

So well his toil fucceeds. 
Now by a filver dream he lies, 
And angles with his baits and flies, 
And next the fylvan fcene he tries. 

His fpirit to regale : 
Now from the rock or height he views 
His fleecy flock, or teeming cows, 

P 3 
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'I'hen tunes his reed, or tries his mufe,. 

That waits his honeftcail. 

Amidfr his harmiefs eafyjoys, 
No care his peace of mind deltroys, 
Nor does he pafs his time in toys. 

Beneath hisjud regard: 
He’s iond to feel the zephyr’s breeze. 
To plant and fned his tender trees : 
And for attending well hts bees, 

Enjoys the fv/eet reward. 
The flow’ry meads, and filent coves. 
The feenes of faithful rural loves, 
And warbling birds on blooming groves, 

Afford a wifh’d delight : 
But O ! how pleafant is this life ? 
Pdefs’d with- a chafte and virtuous wife. 
And children prattling, void of ftriie, 

Around his fiie at night. 

Willy nun a •wantan iva j 
Witty was a wanton wag. 

The blythefl lad that e’er I faw». 
At bridals Hill he bore the brag. 

And carry’d ay the gree awa : 
His doublet was of Zetland fhag. 

And wow ! but Willy he was braw,. 
And at his fhoulder hang a tag, 

That pleas'd the lalfes belt of a’. 

He was a man without a clag. 
His heart was frank without a flaw; 

And ay whatever Willy faid, 
It was lull hadden as a law. 

His boots they were made of the jag. 
When he went tothe weapon-fhaw. 

Upon the green nane durfl him brag, 
The fiend a ane afnang them a.’ 

And tvas not Willy well worth gowd ? 
fie wau the-love of-great and fnu’i 
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For after he the bride had kifs’d, 

He kii's’d the lades hale-fale a’. 
Sae merrily round the ring they row’d. 

When be the hand he led them a’. 
And fmack on Iraack on them bellow’d. 

By virtue of a Handing law. 
And was na IVilly a great lown. 

As flteer a iick as e’er was feen ? 
When he danc’d with the laifes round, 

The bridegroom fpeer’d where he had been. 
Quoth IVilly, i’ve been at the ring. 

With bobbing, faith, my. (hanks are fair; 
Gae ca’ your bride and maidens in, 

for IVilly he daw do nae mair. 
Then red ye, JVilly I’ll gae out, 

And for a wee fill up the ring. 
But, lhame light on his fouple Inoat, 

He wanted iVtlly's wanton fling. 
Then llraight he to the bride did fare. 

Says, Well's me on your bonny face, 
With bobbing IVilly's (hanks are fair, 

And I am come out to fill his place. 

Bridegroom, (he fays, you’ll fpoil the dance. 
And at the ring you’ll ay be lag, 

Unieis, like IVilly, ye advance; 
(O ! IVil/y has a wanton leg:) 

For wi’t he learns us a’ to lleer. 
And foremoll ay bears up the ring; 

We will find nae fic dancing here. 
If we want IVilly’s wanton fling. W. W. 

Cel i ah Rcfieftions on berfelffor flight ing Philan- 
m. itb Love, to the tune of. The gallant fhoer 
maker. 

YOting Philander woo’d me lang. 
But I was peevifh and forbad hira, 

I wadna tent his loving fang; 
But new I wiih, I wilh 1 had him; 
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Ilk morning when I view my glafs. 

Then I perceive my beauty going: 
And when the wrinkles feize the face. 

Then we may bid adieu to wooing. 
My beauty anes fo much admir’d, 

I find it fading fad, and Hying, 
My cheeks, which coral-like appear’d. 

Grow pale, the broken blood decaying. 
Ah ! we may fee onrfelves to be. 

Like fummer-fruit that is unlhaken ; 
"When ripe; they foon fall down and die. 

And by corruption quickly taken. 
Ufe then your time, ye virgins fair, 

Employ your day before ’tis evil; 
Fifteen is a feafon rare, 

But five and twenty is the devil. 
Juft when ripe, confent unto’t, 

Hug nae mair your lanely pillow; 
Women are like other fruit, 

They lofe their relifti, when too mellow 
If opportunity be loft, 

You’ll find it hard to be regained; 
Which now I may tell to my toft, 

Tho’ but myfell nane can be blamed : 
If then your fortune you refpedl, 

Take the occafion when it offers; 
Nor a true lover’s fuit neglect, 

Left you be fcoff’d for being fcoffers. 
I, by his fond exprefiions, thought. 

That in h s love he’d ne’er prove changing. 
But now, alas! ’tis turned to nought, 

\nd, pad my hope, he’s gane a ranging. 
Dear maidens, then take my advice, 

And let na coynefs prove your ruin; 
For if ye be o’er fjolilh nice, 

Your fuitors will give over wooing. 

Then maidens auld you nam’d will be. 
And in that fretu’ rank be number’d, 

\ 
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As lang as life; and when ye die, 
With leading apes be ever cumber’d : 

A punilhment and hated brand. 
With which nane of us are contented; 

Then be not wife behind the hand, 
That the miftake may be prevented. 

The young Ladies Thanks to the repenting Virgin, 
for her Jeafonahle Advice. 

O Virgin kind ! we canna tell 
How many thanks we owe you. 

For pointing out us to us fae well 
Thofe very rocks that did o’erthrow you ; 

And we your leffon fae fhall mind, 
That e’en tho’ a’ our kin had fwore it. 

Ere we lhall be an hour behind, 
We’ll take a year or twa before it. 

We’ll catch all winds blaw in our fails. 
And dill keep out our flag and pinnet; 

If young Philander anes aflails 
To ftorm love’s fort, then he {hall win it: 

We may indeed, for modefty, 
Prefent our forces for refillance; 

But we Aiall quickly lay them by, 
And contribute to his afliftance. 

The Stepdaughter's Relief, to the tune of. The kirk, 
•wad let me be. 

I Was anes a well-tocher’d lafs 
My mither left dollars to me; 

But now I’m brought to a poor phfs. 
My ftepdame has gart them flee. 

My father he’s aften frae hame. 
And fne plays the deil with his gear; 

She neither has lawtith nor {hame, 
And keeps the hale houfe in a fleer. 

She’s barmy-fac’d, thriftlefs, and bauld. 
And gars me aft fret and repine; 
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"While hungry, ha’f naked, and cauid, 

I fee her deftroy what’s mine : 
But foon I might hope a revenge. 

And ioon of my furrows be free. 
My poortith to plenty wad change; 

If fhe were bung up on a tree. 
Quoth Ringan, wha lang time had loo’d 

This bonny lafs tenderly. 
I’ll take thee, fweet May, in thy fnood, 

Gif thou wilt gae hame with me. 
Tis only yourfell that I want, 

Your kindefs is better to me, 
Than a’ that your llepmother, fcant 

Of grace, now has taken frae thee. 
I’m but a young farmer, ’tis true. 

And ye are the fprout of a laiid ; 
But I have milk-cattle enow, 

And rowth of good rucks in my yard; 
Ye fhall have naithing to falh ye. 

Sax fervants fhall jouk to thee : 
Then kilt up thy coats, my laffie, 

And gae thy ways hame with me. 
The maiden her reafon employ’d. 

Not thinking the offer amifs, 
Confented ;—while Ringan o’erjoy’d. 

Receiv’d her with mcny a kifs. 
And now fhe fits blythly fingan, 

And joking her drunken flepdame, 
Delighted with her dear Ringan, 

That makes her goodwife at hame. 

Jeany, mkere has thou been. 
OJeany, Jeany, where has thou been? 

Father and mother are feeking of thee 
Ye have been ranting, playing the wanton. 

Keeping of Jocky company. 
0 Betty, I've been to hear the mill clack. 

Getting jncal ground for the family; 
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^ls few as it gade I brang hame thefack. 

For the miller has taken nae mowter frae me. 
Ha ! Jeany, Jeany, there’s meal on your back, 

The miller’s a wanton billy and flee; 
Tho’vi&ual’s come hame again hale, whatreck, 

I fear he has taken his mowter afF thee. 
j4nd, Betty, ye fpreadyour linen to bleach. 

When that ‘was done ‘where cou’dye be? 
Ha ! lafs, I fa'w ye flip dovjn the hedge. 

And 'wanton Willy iwas follo'wing thee. 
Ay, Jeanv, Jeany, ye gade to the kirk ; 

But when it (kail’d, where cou’d thou be ? 
Ye came na hame till it was mirk, 

They fay the kifling clerk came wi’ ye. 
O filly laflie, what wilt thou do ? 

If thou grow great, they’ll heez thee hie, 
Look toyourflell, if Jock prove true : 

The clerk frae creepies 'will keep me free. Qe 
SONG, to the tune of, Lafl time I came o'er 

the moor. 
YE blytheft lads, and lafles gay. 

Hear what my fang difclofes. 
As I ae morning fleeping lay. 

Upon a bank of rofes, 
Young Jamie whilking o’er the mead. 

By good luck chanc’d to fpy me : 
He took his bonnet aff his head, 

And faftly fat down by me. 
Jamie tho’ I right meizle priz’d. 

Yet now I wadna ken him; 
But v/ith a frown my face difguis’d. 

And ftrave away to fend him : 
But fondly he fill nearer preft. 

And by my flde down lying, 
His beating heart thumped fae fall, 

I thought the lad was dying. 
But ftill refolving to deny, 

And angry paffion feigning, 



I aften roughly <hot him by, 
With words full of difdaining. 

Poor "Jamie hawk’d, nae favour w 
Went aff much difcontented ; 

But I in truth for a’ my fins 
Ne’er half fae fair repented. 

The Cask Laird. 

ACock laird fou cadgie, 
With Jenny did met, 

He haws’d her, he kifs’d her. 
And ca’d her his fweet. 

Wilt thou gae alang 
Wi’ me, Jenny, Jenny ? 

Thoufe be my ain lemman, 
Jo Jenny, quoth he. 

If I gae alang wi’ ye, 
Ye maunna fail, 

To feaft me with caddels 
And good hacket-kail. 

The deel’s in your nicety, 
Jenny, quoth he, 

Mayna bannocks of beer-meal, 
Be as good for thee ? 

And I maun hae pinners, 
With pearling let round, 

A fkirt of puddy. 
And a waftecoat of brown. 

Awa with lie vanities, 
Jenny, quoth he, 

For kurchis and kittles 
^re fitter for thee. 

My lairetlhip can yield me 
As meikle a-year, 

As had us in pottage 
And good knockit beer : 

But having nae tenants, 
O Jenny, Jenny, 
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To buy ought I ne’er have 

A penny, quoth he. 

The borrowftoun merchants 
Will fell ye on tick. 

For we man hae braw things, 
A beit they foud break. 

When broken, frae care 
The fools are fet free, 

When we make them lairds 
In the Abbey, quoth fhe. 

The Sogir Laddis. 

T\ Y foger laddie is over the fea, 
IV I. And he will bring gold and money to me ; 
And when he comes hame, he’ll make me a lady, 

My bleffing gang with my foger laddie. 

My doughty laddie is handfome and brave. 
And can as a foger and lover behave ; 

True to his country, to love he is fteady, 
There’s few to compare with my foger laddie. 

Shield him, ye angels, frae death in alarms. 
Return him with laurels to my langing arms ; 

Syne frae all my care he’ll pleafantly free me. 
When back to my willies my foger ye gie me. 

O foon may his honours bloom fair on his brow, 
As quickly they muff, if he get his due: 

For in noble actions his courage is ready, 
Which makes me delight in my foger laddie. 

The Archers March. 
SOund, found the mufic, found it. 

Let hills and dales rebound it: 
Let hills and dales rebound it. 

In praife of archery : 
Its origin divine is, 
The praflice brave and fine is, 

CL 
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Which generoufly inclines us 

To guard our liberty. 
Art by the gods employed. 
By which heroes enjoyed, 
By which heroes enjoyed 

The wreaths of vidtory. 
The deity of Parnajfus, 
The god of foft careffes, 
Chaite Cynthia and her lades. 

Delight in archery. 
See, fee yon bow extended! 
'Tis Jove himfelf that bends it, 
’Tis Jove himfelf that bends it, 

O’er clouds on high it glows. 
All nations, ‘Turks Ani Parthians, 
The Tartars and the Scythians, 
The Arabs, Moors, and Indians, 

With bravery draw their bows. 

Our own true records tell us, 
That none cou’d e’er excel us, 
That none cou’d e’er excel us 

In martial archery : 
With (hafts our fires engaging, 
Oppos’d the Romans raging, 
Defeat the fierce Norwegian, 

And fparcd few Danes to flee. 
Witnefs Largs and Loncartie, 
Dunkel and Aberlemny, 
Dunkel and Aberlemny, 

Rojlin and Bannockburn, 

Largs, where the Norwegians, headed by their valiant 
King Haco, were anno 1163, totally defeated by Alex- 
ander III. King of Scots; the heroic Alexander, 
great fteuaid of Scotland, commanded the right wing. 

Loncartic, near Perth, where King Ken n eth III. ob- 
tained the victory over the Danes, which was principally 
owing to the valour and refolution of the firft brave Hay, 
and his two fons. 
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The Cheviots all the border. 
Were bowmen in brave order, 
Told enemies, if furder 

They mov’d, they’d ne’er return, 
Sound, found the mufic, found it, 
Let hills and dales rebound it, 
Let hills and dales rebound it, 

In praife of archery. 
Us’d as a game it pleafes. 
The mind to joy it raifes, 
And throws off all difeafes 

Of lazy luxury. 
Now, now our care beguiling. 
When all the year looks fmiling. 
When all the year looks fmiling, 

With healthful harmony : 
The fun in glory glowing, 
With morning-dew bellowing, 
Sweet fragrance, life, and growing. 

To flowers on every tree. 
’Tis now the archers royal. 
An hearty band and loyal. 
An hearty band and loyal, 

That in juft thoughts agree. 

Dunkcl, here, and in Kyle, and on the banks of Tay, out 
great King Corbredus Galdus, in three battles over- 
threw 30,000 Romans in the reign of the emperor Domitian. 

Abcrlemny, four miles from Brechin, where KingMAL- 
COM II. obtained a glorious viflory over the united armies of 
Danes, Norwegians, and Cumbrians, &c. commanded by 
Sueno King of Denmark, and his warlike fon Prince 
Canute. 

Roflin, about five miles fouth of Edinburgh, where 10,000 
Scots, led by Sir John Cumin and Sir Simon Fraser, 
defeated in three battles in one day 30,000 of their enemies, 
anno 1303. 

The battles of Bannorlurn, and Cheviot, &C. are fo well 
known, that they require no notes. 
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Appear in ancient bravery, 
Deipifing all bale knavery, 
Which tends to bring in flavery 

Souls worthy to live free. 
Sound, found the mufic, found it, 
Fill up the glafs and round wi’t, 
Fill up the glafs and round wi’t, 

Health and profperity, 
T’our great Chief and Officers 
T’our Prefidcnt and Counjellors; 
To all, who, like their brave forbears, 

Delight in archery. 

The following Songs fang in their proper places, 
at afiing of the Gentle Shepherd. 

SAN G I. The wanking of the faulds. 

Sung by Pitie. 

My Pegzy is a young thing, 
Jult enter’d in her teens, 

Fair as the day, and fwee.t as May 
Fair as the day, and always gay. 

My Peggy is a young thing, 
And I’m not very auld, 

Yet well i like to meet her at 
The wauking of the fauld. 

My Peggy fpeaks fae fweetly. 
Whene’er we meet alane, 

I wilh nae mair, to lay my care, 
1 wilh nae mair of a that’s rare. 

My Peggy fpeaks fae fweetly, 
To a’ the lave I’m cauld; 

But the gars a’ my fpirits glow 
At wauking of the fauld. 

My Peggy Indies fae kindly. 
Whene’er I whifper lo e, 

That I look down dr; a’ the towm, 
That I look down upon a crowij. 
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My Peggy fmiles fae kindly. 

It makes me blyth and bauld, 
And naething gi’es me fie delight. 

As wauking of the fauld. 
My Peggy fings fae faftly. 

When on my pipe I play; 
By a’ the*reft it is confefs’d, 
By a’ the reft, that fhe fings beft. 

My Peggy fings fae faftly, 
And in her fangs are tald. 

With innocence, the wale offenfe. 
At wauking of the fauld. 

SANG II. Fy gar rub her o'er 'with Jlrae. 

Sung by Patie. 

DEar Roger, if your Jenny geek, 
And anfwer kindnefs with a flight. 

Seem unconcern’d at her negledt, 
For women in a man delight: 

But them defpife who’re foon defeat. 
And with a Ample face give way. 

To a repulfe ;—’then be not blate, 
Pulh bauldly on, and win the day. 

When maidens, innocently young, 
Say aften what they never mean. 

Ne'er mind their pretty lying tongue. 
But tent the language of their een. 

If thefe agree, and Ihe perlift 
To anfwer all your love with hate. 

Seek elfewhere to be better blefs’d. 
And let her figh when ’tis too late. 

SANG III, Polnuart on the Grltn. 

Sung by Peggy. 
THE dorty will repent. 

If lover’s fc^art grow cauld, 

' CL3 
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And nane her {miles will tent,- 

Soon as her iace looks auld. 
The dawted bairn thus takes the pet, 

Nor eats, tho’ hunger crave, 
Whimpers and tarrows at its meat, 

And’s laugh’d at by the lave ; 
They jell it till the dinner’s pad j 

Thus by itfell abus’d, 
The fool thing is oblig’d to 

Or eat what they’ve refus’d.. 

SANG IV. 0 dear Mother, what Jb all l dc * 
Sung by Jenny. 

ODear Peggy, love’s beguiling, 
We ought not to trull his fmiling; 

Better far to do as I do. 
Led a harder luck betide you. 

Lades, when their fancy’s carry’d. 
Think of nought but to be marry’d; 

Running to a life dellroys 
Heartfome, free, and youthfu’joys, 

SANG V. Hoi)} can l be fad on my wedding day? 
Sung by Peggy. 

HOW fir all I be fad when a liufband I hae, 
That has better fenfe than'any of thae 

Sour weak frily fellows, that dudy like fools 
To fink their am joy, and make their wives drools ? 
The man who is prudent ne’er lightlies his wife. 
Or with dull reproaches encourages drife ; 
He praifes her virtues, and ne’er will abufe 
Her for a finall failing, but find an excufe. 

SANG VI. Nancy’/ to the green wood gam. 
Sung by Jenny. 

1' Yield dear ladle, ye have won, 
  And there is nae denying. 
That fure as light flows frae the fun,. 

Frae lore proceeds complying^ 
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For a’ that we can do' or fay 

’Gainft love, nae thinker heeds us; 
They ken our bofoms lodge the fae 

That by the heart-firings leads us. 

SANG VII. CaulJ Kail in Aberdeen1. 
Sung by Gland or Symon, 

CAuld be the rebels call, 
Oppreffors bale and bloody> 

1 hope we’ll fee them at the laft 
Strung a’ up in a woody. 

Bled be he of worth and fenfe, 
And ever high his flation. 

That bravely Hands in the defence 
Of conference, king, and nation. 

SANG VIII. Mucking of G'Lot.'aAi Byre, 

Sung by Symon. 

THE laird who in riches and honour 
Wad thrive, flionld be kindly and free. 

Nor rack the poor tenants, who labour 
To rife aboon poverty : 

Elfe, kke the pack-horfe that’s unforther’d. 
And burden’d, will tumble down faint; 

Thus virtue by hardfhip is fmother’d, 
And rackets aft tine their rent. 

SANG IX. Carle and the King come. 
Sung by Maufe. 

PEggy, now the king’s come. 
Piggy, now the king’s come, 

Thou may dance, and I fhall ling, 
Peggy, fince the king’s come. 

Nae mair the hawkies thou fhalt milk. 
But change thy plaiding coat for filk. 
And be a lady of that ilk, 

Now, Peggy, fince the king’s come. 
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S A N G X. Winter'was cauld, and my clai thing iuas 
thin. 

Sung ly Peggy and Patie. 

PEGGY. 

WHen firft my dear laddie gade to the green hill, 
And 1 at ew-milking hrft fay’d my young Ikill, 

To bear the milk-bowie, nae pain was to me, 
When I at the bughting forgather’d with thee. 

P AT IE. 

When corn-riggs wav’d yellow, and blew hea- 
ther-bells 

Bloom’d bonny on moorland and fweet-rifingfells, 
Nae birns, brier, or breckens gave trouble to me. 
If I found the berries right ripen’d for thee. 

PEGGY. 

When thou ran, or wreftled, or putted the (lane, 
And came aff the vi&or, my heart was ay fain : 
Thy ilka fport manly gave pleafure to me, 
For nane can put, wreftle, or run fwift as thee. 

PATIE. 

Ofir "Jenny lings faftly the Cowden broom-knorwsi 

And Rojie lilts fweetly the milking the envj; 
There’s few Jenny Nettles like Nancy can ling, 
AtThnyvj the wood laddie, -Se/} gars our lugs ring 
But when my dear Peggy, lings with better Ikill, 
The Boat-man, Tweedjide, or the Lafs of the mill, 
'Tis many times fweeter and pleafing to me ; 
For tho’ they ling nicely, they cannot like thee. 

PEGGY. 

How eafy can lalTes trow what they delire ? 
And praifes fae kindly increafes love’s lire : 
Give me Hill this pleafure, my ftudy lhall be 
To make myfelf better and fweeter for thee. 
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S AN G XI. By the delicious nvarmnefs of thy mouth. 

Sung by Patie and Peggy. 
Printed in this Mijcellany, p. 66. 

SANG XII. Happy Clown. 
Sung by Sir William. 

HID from himfelf, now by the dawn 
He Harts as frelh as rofes blawn, 

And ranges o’er the heights and lawn, 
After his bleating flocks ; 

Plealthful, and innocently gay 
He chants, and whiftles out the day ; 
Untaught to fqaile, and then betray, 

Like courtly weathercocks. 
Life happy from ambition free, 

Envy and vile hypocrifie, 
Where truth and love with joys agree, 

Unfully’d with a crime : 
Unmov’d with what difturbs the great. 
In propping of their pride and Rate, 
He lives, and, unafraid of fate, 

Contented fpends his time. 

SANG XIII. Leith-wynd. 
Sung by Jenny and Roger. 

JENNY. 
WEre I affur’d you’ll conRant prove, 

I'ou fliou’d nae mair complain, 
T he eafy maid, befet with love. 

Few words will quickly gain : 
I or l muR own, now fince you’re free. 

This too fond heart of mine 
Laslang, a black-fole true to thee, 

Wifli’d to be pair’d with thine. 
I’m happy now, ah! let my head. 

Upon thy breafl recline;. 
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The pleafure flrikes me nearhand dead ! 

Is Jenny then fae kind ! — 
Olet nr. brifs thee to my heart! 

And round my arms entwine : 
Deliteful thought! we’ll never part : 

Come prefs thy mouth to mine. 

SANG XIV. O'er Bogie. 
Sung by Jenny. 

TlTEll, I agree, you’re fure of me; 
’ ’ Next to my father gae. 

Make him content to give confent, 
He’ll hardly fay you nay: 

For you have what he wad be at, 
And will commend you weel. 

Since parents auld think love grows cauld. 
Where bairns want milk and meal. 

Shou’d he deny, I catena by, 
He’d contradift in vain. 

Tho’ a my kin had faid and fworn, 
But thee I will have nane. 

Then never range, or learn to change. 
Like thole in high degree : 

And if you prove faithful in love. 
You’ll find nae fault in me. 

SANG XV. Wat ye <wha I met yejiresn. 
Sung by Sir William. 

NOW from ruflicity, and love, 
Whofe flames but over lowly burn. 

My gentle Shepherd mull be drove, 
His foul muft take another turn : 

As the rough diamond from the mine. 
In breaking only ftiews its light, 

Till polifliing has made it fliine ; 
Thus learning makes the genius bright. 
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SANG XVf. Kirk wad let vie be. 
Sung by Patie. 

DUty and part of reafon 
Plead ftrong on the parent’s fide, 

Which lovefuperior calls treafon; 
The ffrongefl mult be obey’d : 
For now tho’ I’m one of the gentry. 
My conltancy falfehood repels ; 
For change on my heart has no entry, 

Still there my dear Peggy excels. 

SANG XVII. Hroes my heart that nveJhouldfurider. 
Sung by Peggy. 

SPeak on, fpeak thus, and Hill my grief. 
Hold up a heart that's finking under 

Thefe fears, that foon will want relief, 
When Pate mufl from his Peggy funder. 

A gentle face, and filk attire, 
A lady rich in beauty’s bloffom, 

Alake poor me ! will now confpire 
To Ileal thee from thy Peggy's bofom. 

No more the fhepherd who excell’d 
The reft, whofe wit made them to wonder. 

Shall now his Peggy's praifes tell ; 
Ah ! I can die, but never funder. 

Ye meadows where we often ftray’d, 
Ye banks where we were wont to wander, 

Sweet-fcented rucks round which we play’d. 
You’ll lofe your fweets when we’re afunder. 

Again, ah ! fiiall I never creep 
Around the know with fiient duty, 

Kindly to watch thee while afleep, 
And wonder at thy manly beauty ? 

Hear, heaven, while folemnly I vow, 
Tho’ thou fhouldft prove a wand’ring lover, 

Through life to thee 1 fliall prove true, 
Nor be a wife to any other. 
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SANG XVIII. Tweed-/,de. 

Sung by Peggy. 

WHen hope was quite funk in defpair, 
My heart it was going to break ; 

My life appear’d worthlefs my care, 
But now I will fav’t for thy fake, 

Where-e’er my love travels by day, 
Where-ever he lodges by night. 

With me his dear image (hall (tay, 
And my foul keep him ever in fight. 

With patience I’ll wait the long year, 
And ftudy the gentleft charms ; 

Hope time away till thou appear. 
To lock thee for ay in thofe arms. 

Whilft thou a (hepherd, I waft priz’d 
No higher degree in this life ; 

But now I’ll endeavour to rife 
To a height that's becoming thy wife. 

For beauty that’s only (kin-deep, 
Muft fade like the gowans of May ; 

But inwardly rooted, will keep 
For ever, without a decay. 

Nor age, nor the changes of life, 
Can quench the fail fire of love, 

If virtue’s ingrain’d in the wife. 
And the hufband have fenfe to approve. 

SANG XIX. Bujh etboon Traquair. 
Sung by Peggy. 

AT fetting day and rifing morn. 
With foul that (till (hail love thee. 

I’ll a(k of heaven thy fafe return. 
With all that can improve thee. 

I’ll vifit aft the birken bulh, 
Where firft thou kindly told me 

Sweet tales of love, and hid my blufh, 
Whilft round thou didft infold me. 
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To all our haunts I will repair, 
By greenwood-lhaw or fountain ; 

Or where the fummer day I’d fhare 
With thee, upon yon mountain. 

There will I tell the trees and flowers. 
From thoughts unfeign’d and tender. 

By vows you’re mine, my love is yours 
A heart which cannot wander. 

SANG XX. Bonny grey'ey'd Morn. 
Sung by Sir William. 

THE bonny grey-ey’d morning begins to peep, 
And darknefs flies before the rifing ray. 

The hearty hynd ftarts from his lazy fleep. 
To follow healthful labours of the day; 

Without a guilty fling to wrinkle his brow. 
The lark and the linnet tend his levee, 

And he joins their concert, driving his plow, 
From toil of grimace, and pageantry free. 

While flufler’d with wine, or madden’d with loft 
Of half an eflate, the prey of a main. 

The drunkard and gamefter tumble and ifs, 
Wifhing for calmnefs and flumber in v; n. 

Be my portion health and quietnefs of min i. 
Plac’d at due diftance from parties and ftate. 

Where neither ambition, nor avarice blind. 
Reach him who has happinefs link’d to his fate. 

On our Ladies being drejfed /'» Scots manufaHory, 
at a public AJfenibly, to the tune of, O'er the hills 
and far awa'. 

LET meaner beauties ufe their art, 
And range both Indies for their drefs, 

Our fair can captivate the heart 
In native weeds, nor look the lefs. 

More bright unborrow’d beauties fhine. 
The artlefs fweetncfs of each face 

■ R 
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Sparkles with luftre more divine, 

When freed of every foreign grace. 
The tawny n^mph on fcorching plains, 

May ufe the aid of gems and paint, 
Deck, with brocade and Tyrian ftains 

Features of ruder form and taint. 
What Caledonian ladies wear, 

Or from the lint or woolen twine. 
Adorn’d by all their fweets, appear 

Whate’er we can imagine fine. 

Apparel neat becomes the fair. 
The dirty drefs may lovers cool; 

But clean, our maids need have no care, 
If clad in linen, (ilk or wool. 

T’ adore Myrtilla who can ceafe ? 
Her attive charms our praife demand, 

Clad in a mantua, from the fieece. 
Spun by her own delighted hand. 

Who can behold Calijla's eyes, 
Her bread, her cheek, and ihowy arms, 

And mind, what artift can devife. 
To rival more fuperior charms? 

Compar’d with thofe, the diamond’s dull, 
Lawns, fattins, and the velvet’s fade; 

The foul with her attractions full. 
Can never be by thefe betray’d. 

Saphira, all o’er native fweets. 
Not the falfe glare of drefs regards, 

Her wit, her character completes, 
Her fraile her lover’s fighs rewards. 

When fuch fird beauties lead the way, 
Th’ inferior rank will follow foon ; 

Then arts no longer fhall decay, 
But trade encourag’d be in tune. 

Millions of fleeces (hall be wove. 
And flax that on the valleys blooms, 

Shall make the naked nations love 
And blefs the labours of our looms t 
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We have enough, nor want from thcnr. 

But trifles hardly worth our care. 
Yet for thefe trifles let them claim 

What food and cloth we have to fparp. 

How happy’s Scotland in her fair ! 
Her amiable daughters fhall, 

By acting thus with virtuous care. 
Again the golden age recall: * 

Enjoying them, Edina ne’er 
Shall mifs a court; but foon advance 

In wealth, when thus the lov’d appear 
Around the fcenes, or in the dance. 

Barbarity (hall yield to fenfe, 
And lazy pride to ufeful arts. 

When fuch dear angels in defence 
Of virtue thus engage their hearts. 

Blefs’d guardians of our joys and wealth, 
True fountains of delight and love. 

Long bloom your charms, fix’d be your health. 
Till tir’d with earth ye mount above. 

Hardyknute, A Fragment of an old heroic Ballad. 

I. 
STately ftept h£ eaft the wa’, 

And {lately ftept he well. 
Full feventy years he now had feen. 

With fcarce feven years of reft. 
He liv’d when Britons breach of faith 

Wrought Scotland meikle wae : 
And ay his fword tauld to their cod* 

He was their deadly fae. 

n. 
Hie on a hill his caftle ftude, 

With halls and towers a hight. 
And guidly chambers fair to fee. 

Where he lodg’d mony a knight. 
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His dame fae pierlefs anes and fair, 

For chade and beauty deimt, 
Nae marrow had in all the land, 

Save Elinor the Queen. 
III. 

Full thirtfcen fons to him <he bare, 
AU men of valour flout: 

In bluidy fight, with fword in hand, 
' Myne loll their lives bot doubt; 
Four yet remain, lang may they live 

To Hand by liege and land: 
Hie was their fame, hie was their might. 

And hie was their command. 
IV. 

Great love they bare to Fairly fair. 
Their filler faft and deir, 

Her girdle fhawd her middle jimp. 
And gowden glifl her hair. 

What waefou wae her bewtie bred ? 
Waefou to young and auld. 

Waefou I trou to kyth and kin, 
As flory ever tauld. 

V. 
The king of Norfe in fummer-tide, 

Puft up with power and might. 
Landed in fair Scotland the ifle, 

With mony a hardy knight: 
The tidings to our gude Scots King 

Came as he fat at dyne, 
With noble chiefs in brave array, 

Drinking the blude-red wyne. 
VI. 

»< To horfe, to horfe my royal liege, 
“ Your faes Hand on the flrand, 

“ Full twenty thoufand glittering fpears 
“ The king of Norfe commands. 

Bring me my feed, Madge, dapple gray 
Our gude king taife and'ery’d; 
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A trujlier beaji in all the land 
Scots king never fey'd. 

VII. 
Co, little page, tell Hardyknute, 

That lives on hill fo hie. 
To draw his fword the dreid of faes, 

And hafte and follow me. 
The little page Sew fwift as dart 

Flung by his mailer’s arm. 
Come down, come down. Lord Hardyknute, 

And redd your kingfrae harm. 
. . VIII. 

Then reid, reid grew his dark-brown cheiks> 
Sae did his dark-brown brow ; 

His looks grew keen as they were wont 
In dangers great to do; 

He’s tane a horn as green as grafs, 
And gien five founds fae (brill, 

That trees in green-wood (hook thereat, 
Sae loud rang ilka hill. 

IX. 
His fons in manly fport and glie, 

Had pad the fummer’s morn, 
When lo ! down in a graffy dale, 

They heard their father’s horn. 
That horn, quoth they, Ne'er founds in fedti, 

We've other fport to byde ; 
And foon they hey’d them up the hill, 

And foon were at his fyde. 
X. 

Late, late yefreen 1 weind in peace, 
To end my lengthned life. 

My age might weil cxcufe my arm, 
Frae manly feats offtrife : 

But now that Norfe does proudly boaji 
Fair Scotland to enthrall, 

R 3 
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Its ne'er be fuici s/'Hardykn'Jte, 
He fear'd to fight or Jail. 

XI. 
Robin Roth fay, bend thy low, 

“Thy arrows foot fo let!. 
Many a comely countenance 

'They've turn'd to deidly pale : 
Erade Thomas, tak ye but t our lance, 

Ye neid nae weapons mair, 
tdifye fight well as ye did a ties 

'Cainji WeftmorlandV fierce heir. 

XTI. 
Malcortl, light of foot as flag 

I hat runs in joref nvyld. 
Get me my thoufands three of men 

Well bred to Jword and f ield: 
Bring me my korfe and harttijine, 

Ely blade of metal cleir; 
If faes kend but the hand it bare, 

They foon had fled for fear. 
XIII. 

fareweil, my dame, fae pier If good. 
And took her by the hand. 

Fairer to me in ageyoix feem, 
Than maids jor beauty fam'ds 

Myyoungeji fen fall here remain 
To guard thefe fately tanuirs, 

fndfut the fiver bolt that helps 
Sac faft your painted bowirs. 

XIV. 
/.rd firft flie wet her comely cheiks, 

And then her boddice green, 
}Iir filken cords of twirtle twill, 

Weil plett with fiiver Iheen; 
And apron jet with mony a dyes 

Of needle-wark fae rare, 
Wove by nae hand, as ye may g’.tefs* 

Save titat of fairly fair, 
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XV. 

And he has ridden owre muir and mofs, 
Owre hills and mony a glen, 

When he came to a wounded knight 
Making a heavy mane; 

Here maun I lye, here maun I dye. 
By treacherous falje Gyles ; 

W'ttlefs 1 'visas that e'er gave faith 
To ‘wicked 'woman's fmyles. 

XVI. 
Sir Knight, gin ye 'were in my bo'wir. 

To lean on filken feat, 
.My lady’s kindly care you’d prove, 

Wha neir kend deidly hate; 
Hirfelf <wald 'watch ye all the day. 

Her maids a deid of nicht ; 
And Fairly lair your heart rwald chcir. 

As fse funds in your fight. 
XVII. 

Arife, young knight, and mount your feid, 
Full lo’wr.s the Jhynand day, 

Chufe frae my men A e iishom ye pleafe 
To lead ye on the •way. 

With fmylels look and vifage wan. 
The wounded knight reply’d, 

Kind chiftain, your intent purjue. 
For heir I maun abyde. 

XVIII. 

To me nae after day nor night 
Can eir he fwest or fair. 

But foon beneath forne dropping trie. 
Canid death fall end my care. 

With him nae pleading might prevail,. 
Brave Hardyknute to gain. 

With fairell words and reafon ./{rang, 
Strave courteoully in vain. 

-v - 
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XIX. 

Syne he has gane far hynd attowre* 
Lord Chattan's land fae wyde. 

That lord a worthy wight was ay, 
When faes his courage fey’d : 

Of Pitttjh race by mother’s fyde. 
When Pitts rul’d Caledon, 

Lord Chattan claim’d the princely maidj 
When he fav’d Pittijh crown. 

XX. 
Now with his fierce and ilalwart train. 

He reach’d a rifing height, 
Whair braid encampit on the dale, 

Norfe army lay in fight; 
Tender, my valiant Jons and feirs, 

Our raging ravers nsiait. 
On the unconquer'd Scottiih fiuaird. 

To try with us their fate. 
XXI. 

Mak orifons to him that Jav'd 
Our fauls upon the rude, 

Syne bravely /haw your veins are fill'd 
With Caledonian blude. 

Then firft he drew his trudy glaive. 
While thoufands all around, 

Drawn frae their (heaths glanc’d in the fun. 
And loud the bougils found. 

XXII. 
To join his king adoun the hill 

In hade his march he made, 
Whyle, playand pibrochs mindralls meit. 

Afore him dately drade. 
Thry/e welcome valiant ftoup of weir. 

Thy nation's fioield and pryde ; 
Thy king nae reafon has tv feir 

When thou art by his fyde. 
XXIII. 

When bows were bent and darts were thrawn, 
For thrang fcarce could they fiie, 
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The darts clove arrows as they met. 
The arrows dart the trie. 

Lang did they range and fight full fierce. 
With little Ikaith to man, 

But bluddy, bluddy was the field, 
Or that lang day was done. 

XXIV. 
The king of Scots that findle bruik'd 

The war that look'd like play, 
Drew his braid fword, and brake his bow. 

Syne bows feimt but delay : 
Quoth noble Rotbfay, Mysie I'll keipt 

I wsate its bled a [core, 
Hajle up my merry men, cry'd the king. 

As he rade on before. 
XXV. 

The king of Norfe he fought to find. 
With him to menle the fight, 

But on his forehead there did light 
A Iharp unfonfie {haft; 

As he his hand put up to find 
The wound, an arrow keen, 

O waetou chance ! there pinn’d his hand 
Jn midfl: between his een. 

XXVI. 
Revenge, revenge, cry'd Rothfay’/ heirt 

Tour mail-coat fall nocht byde 
The frength and (harpnefs of my dart ; 

Then lent it through his fyde : 
Another arrow well he mark’d, 

It pierc’d his neck in twa, 
Bis hands then quat the {liver reins. 

He laigh as card did fa. 
XXVII. 

Sair blieds my liege, fair, fair he blieds. 
Again with might he drew 

And gefiure dreid his (turdy bow. 
Fall the braid arrow flew. 
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Wae to the knight he ettled at. 
Lament now, Qnttn Elgreid; 

Hie dames too wail your darling’s fall. 
His youth and comely meid. 

XXVIII. 
Take off, take aff his coJUy jupe ; 

(Of gold well was it twin’d, 
Knit lyke the fowler’s net, through which- 

His deilly harneis Ihyn’d;) 
Take, Norfe, that gift frae me, and hid 

Him venge the blude it heirs ; 
Say, if he face my bended bcm, 

He Jure nae "weapon fears. 
XXIX. 

Proud Norfe, with giant body tall, 
Braid (boulders and arms rtrong, 

Cry’d, Where is Hardyknute faefam'd 
And feir'd at Britain’/ throne ? 

The Britons tumble at his name 
1 foon fleall make him on ail. 

That eir my pwcrd mas ?nade Jae Jharp, 
Sae faft his coat of snail. 

XXX. 
That brag his flout heart cou’d na byde,- 

It lent him youthfou might: 
I'm Hardyknute this day, he cry’d, 

To Scotland’/ king I height. 
To lay thee lam as horfes hufe. 

My ovord / mien to keip ; 
Syne with the firlt drake eir he drake, 

He garr'd his body bleid. 
XXXI. 

Norfe ene lyke gray gofehawks dair’d wyld. 
He fight with (hame and fpyte; 

Hifgrac'd is noiv my far fam'd arm 
That left thee power 10 Jirike • 

^Then gave his head a blaw fae fell. 
It made him doun to doup, 
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As law as he to ladies us’d 
In courtly gyfe to lout. 

xxxrr. 
Full foon he rais’d his bent body, 

His bow he marvell’d fair, 
Sen blaws till then on him but darr’d 

As touch of Fairly fair; 
Norfe ferly’t too as fair as he 

To fee his (lately look, 
Sae foon as eir he (trake a tae, 

Sae foon his lyfe he took. 

XXXIII. 
Whair lyke a fyre to heather fet, 

Bauld Thomas did advance, 
A flurdy fae with look enrag’d 

Up towards him did prance; 
He fpurr’d his (leid throw thickeft rank, 

The hardy youth to quell, 
Wha flood unmov’d at his approach 
. His fury to repell. 

XXXIV. 
That Jhort brownJhaft fae meanly trimm'd 

Looks like poor ScotlandV geir. 
But dreidfulfeims the rujly poynt! 

And loud he leugh in jeir. 
FI ft Britons hlude has dimm'd its Jhyne, 

This poynt cut fhort their vaunt ; 9 

Syne pierc’d the boafler’s bairded cheik, 
Nae time he took to taunt. 

XXXV. 
Short while he in his faddle fwang. 

His flirrip was nae flay, 
Sae feible hang his unbent knee, 

Sure taken he was fey: 
Swith on the hardned clay he fell. 

Right far was heard the thud. 
But Thomas look’d not as he lay 

All walt’ring in his blude. 
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XXXVf. 

With cairlefs gefture, mynd unmov’d, 
On raid he north the plain, 

His feim in thrang of fierceft ftryfe, 
When winner ay the fame : 

Nor yet his heart had dames dipeik, 
Cou’d meife faft love to bruik. 

Till vengeful Ann return’d his fcorn. 
Then languid grew his look. 

XXXVII. 
In thrawis of death, with wallowit cheik, 

All panting on the plain, 
The fainting corpfe of warriors lay, 

Neir to aryfe again ; 
Neir to return to native land. 

Nae mair with blythfome founds. 
To boaft the glories of the day, 

And (haw their Ihyning wounds. 
XXXVIII. 

On Norway's coaft the widow’d dame 
May walh the rocks with tears. 

May Jang look owre the fliiples feis, 
Before hir mate appeirs. 

Ceife, Emma, ceife to hope in vain, 
Thy lord lyis in the clay, 

The valiant Scots nae ravers thole 
To carry life away. 

XXXIX. 
There on a lie whair Hands a crofs, 

Set up for monument, 
Thoafands full fierce that fummer’s day 

Fill’d keen waris black intent. 
Let Scots, while, Scots, praife Hardyknn1i.} 

Let Norfe the name ay dreid; 
Ay how he faught, aft how he fpair’d, 

Sal latell ages reid. 

XL. 
Loud and chil blew the weftlin wind, 

Sair beat the heavy fhowir, 
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Mirk grew the night eir Hardyknute 
Wan neir his ftately tower ; 

His tower that us’d with torches bleife. 
To Ihyne fae far at night, 

Seem’d now as black as mourning weid, 
Nae marvel far he feight. 

XL1. 
There's nae light in my lady's lowir. 

There's nae light in my hall ; 
Nae blink floynes round my Fairly fair 

Nor Warp Jlands on my’wall. 
What bodes it ? Robert, Thomas fay, 

Nae anfwer fits their dreid. 
Stand back, ?ny fans. I'll be your gide. 

But by they paft with fpeid. 

XLII. 
As fajl as I've fped oovre Scotland’/ faes. 

Their ceilt his brag of weir, 
Seir fliam’d to mynd ought but his dame. 

And maiden Fairly fair. 
Black fear he felt, but what to fear. 

He will not yet with dreid; 
Sair (hook his b^dy, fair his limbs. 

And all the warrior fled. 
*#**#**##### 

The Braes of Yarrow. 
BUlk ye, bulk ye, my bonny bonny bride, 

Bulk ye, bulk ye, my winlome marroWi 
Bulk ye, bulk ye, my bonny bonny bride, 
And let us leave the braes of Yarrow. 
Where got ye that bonny bonny bride. 
Where got ye that winfome marrow ? 
3 got her where I durlt not well be feen, 
Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow. 
Weep not, weep not my bonny bonny bride, 
Weep npt, weep net, my winlbme marrow* 
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Nor let thy heart lament to leave 
Puing the birks on the braes of Tarroiv. 
Why does (he weep, thy bonny bonny bride ? 
Why does fhe weep, thy winfome marrow ? 
And why dare ye nae mair well be feen 
Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow ? 
Lang mull: fhe weep, lang rnufl fhe, muft fhe weep, 
Lang muft fhe weep with dole and forrow. 
And lang mufl I nae mair well be feen, 
Puing the birks on the braes oi Yarrow. 

Tor fhe has tint her lover, lover dear, 
Her lover dear, the caufe of forrow; 
And I have flain the comeliefl fwain. 
Than ever pu’d birks on the braes of Lrrro'tu. 
Why runs thy flream, 0 Yarrow, Yarrow, reid 
Why on thy braes heard the voice of forrow, 
And why yon melancholious weeds, 
Hung on the bonny birks of Yarrow? 
What’s yonder floats on the rueful, rueful flood? 
What’s yonder floats ? O dole and forrow ! 
O ’tis the comely fwain I flew 
Upon the doleful braes of Yarrow. 
Wafh, O wafn his wounds, his wounds in tears. 
His wounds in tears of dole and forrow. 
And wrap his limbs in mourning weeds, 
And lay him on the braes of Yarrow. 

Then build, then build, ye lifters, fillers fad. 
Ye fillers fad, his tomb v/ith forrow. 
And weep around in woful wife. 
His helplefs fate on the braes ofYarrow 
Curfe ye, curfe ye, his ufelefs ufelefs fhield, 
My arm that wrought the dead of forrow, 
The fatal fpear that pierc’d his breall, 
His comely breall on the braes of Yarrow,. 
Did I not warn thee not to, not to love, 
And warn from fight ? but to my forrow, 
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Too raflily bold, a Wronger arm 
Thou men’ll, and fell on the braes oi Yarrow. 
Sweet fmells the birk, green grows green grows the 
Yellow on Yarrow's braes the gowan, (grafs. 
Fair hangs the apple frae the rock, 
Sweet the waves of Yarrow flowan. 
Flows Yarrowfwcct, as fweet, asfweet flows Tweed, 
As green its grafs, its gowan as yellow. 
As fweet fmells on its braes the birk, 
The apple from its rocks as mellow. 
Fair was thy love, fair, fair indeed thy love, 
In flow’ry bands thou did!! him fetter ; 
Tho’ he was fair, and well belov’d again. 
Than me he never lov’d thee better. 
Bulk ye, then bvnk, my bonny bonny bride, 
Bulk ye, then built, my winfome marrow, 
Bulk ye, and loe me on the banks of Tweed, 
And think nae mair on the braes of Yarrow. 
How can I bulk a bonny bonny bride, 
How can I built a winfome marrow, 
How loe him on the banks of Tweed 
That flew my love on the braes of Yarrow. 
O Yarrow fields, may never, never rain. 
No dew thy tender blolfoms cover, 
For there was vilely kill’d my love. 
My love as he had not been a lover. 
The boy put on his robes, his robes of green. 
His purple veil, ’twas my awn fe wing, 
Ah! wretchedme, I little, little knew, 
He was in thefe to meet his ruin. 
The boy took out his milk-white, milk-whitelteed» 
Unheedful of my dole and forrow, 
But ere the too'-fal of the night, 
He lay a corpfe on the braes of Yarrow. 
Much I rejoic’d that woful, woful day, 
I. lung, my voice the woods returning; 
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But lang ere night the fpear was ilown 
That flew my love, and left me mourning. 

'What can my barbarous, barbarous father do. 
But with his cruel rage purfue me ? 
My lover’s blood is on thy fpear; 
How canft thou, barbarous man, then woo me 

My happy fillers may be, may be proud, 
With cruel and ungentle fcoffing. 
May bid me feek on Varrow's braes 
My lover nailed in his coffin. 
My brother Douglas may upbraid. 
And Itrive with threat’ning words to move me; 
My lover’s blood is on thy fpear. 
How canfl thou ever bid me love thee ? 

Yes, yes, prepare the bed, the bed of love, 
With bridal Iheets my body cover, 
Unbar, ye bridal maids, the door, 
Let in the expedted hufband lover. 

But who the expedted hulband, hufband is ? 
His hands, methinks, are bath'd in daughter. 
Ah me ! what ghaflly fpedtre’s yon, 
Comes, in his pale Ihroud, bleeding after ? 

Pale as he is, here lay him, lay him down, 
O lay his cold head on my pillow; 
Take aff, take aff thefe bridal weeds, 
And crown my careful head with yellow. 

Pale^ho’ thou art, yet heft, yet beft belov’d, 
O could my warmth to life reftore thee ; 
Yet lie all night between my breads, 
No youth lay ever there before thee. 

Pale, pale indeed, O lovely lovely youth ! 
Forgive, forgive fo foul a flaughter, 
And lie all night between my breads, 
No youth lhall ever lie thereafter. 
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Return, return, O mournful, mournful bride, 
Return and dry thy ufelefs forrow, 
Thy lover heeds nought of thy fighs. 
He lies a corpfe in the braes of Yarrow. 

SONG I. 
A Nymph of the plain, 

By a jolly young fwain, i 
By a jolly 3'oung fwain, 
Was addrefs’d to be kind: 
But relentlefs I find 
To his prayers fhe appear’d 
Tho’himfelf he endear’d, 

Is a manner fo foft, fo engaging and fweet, 
As foon might perfuade her his paffion to meet, 

How much he ador’d her, 
How oft he implor’d her. 
How oft he implor’d her, 
I cannot exprefs; 
But he lov^cl to excefs, 
And fwore he would die. 
If fhe would not comply. 

In a manner fo foft, fo engaging and fweet, 
As foon might perfuade her his paflion to meet. 

While blufhes like rofes. 
Which nature compofes, 
Which nature compofes, 
"Vermilion’d her face, 
With an ardour and grace, 
Which her lever improv’d 
Wlren he found he had mov’d,- 

In a manner fo foft, fo engaging and fweet, 
As foon might perfuade her his paffion to meet. 

When wak’d from the joy, 
Which their fouls did employ. 
Which their fouls did employ, 
From her ruby warm lips, 
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Tlioufand odours he lips. 
At the fight of her eyes 
He faints and he dies. 

In a manner fo foft, fo engaging and fweet. 
As foon might perfuade her his pallian to meet. 

But how they fhall part, 
Now becomes all the fmar.t, 
Now becomes aJi the fmart. 
Till he vow’d to his fair. 
That to eafe his own carei 
He would meet her again. 
And till then be in pain, 

in a manner fo foft, fo engaging and fweet, 
As fooa might perfuade her his palEos to meet., 

S O N G II. 
SEnd home ray long llray’d eyes tp me, 

Which ah l too long have dwelt on thee ; 
But if from thee they've learn’d fuch ill, 

To fweetly fmile, 
And theti beguile, 

Keep the deceivers, keep them I!ill. 
Send heme my harmlefs heart again. 
Which no unworthy thought could llain-;- 
But it it has been taught by thine. 

To forfeit both 
* Its words arxl oath, 

Keep it, for then 'tis none of mine; 
Yet fend me Some my heart and eyes, 
That l may fee and know thy lies, 
And laugh one day perhaps when thou 

Shalt grieve for one 
Thy love will fcorn, 

And prove as falfe as thou art now, 

S O N G HI. 

W Hi Iff 1 fondly view the charmer,. 
Thus the go A of Love I 
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Gentle Cupid, pray difarm her, 

Cupid, if you love me, do : 
Of a thoufand fweets bereave her, 

Rob her neck, her lips, her eyes, 
The remainder (till will leave her 

Power enough to tyrannize. 

Shape and feature, flame and paflion. 
Still in every bread will move, 

More in fupererogation. 
Mere idolatry of love : 

You may drefs a world of Chloes 
In the beauties (lie can fpare ; 

Hear him, Cupid, who no foe is 
To your altars, or the fair. 

Foolifh mortal pray be eafy, 
Angry Lupid made reply, 

Do FlorelU'.s charms difpleafe you ? 
Die then, (bolilh mortal, die: 

Fancy not that I’ll deprive her 
Of the captivating (tore ; 

Shepherd, no. I’ll rather give her 
Twenty thoufand beauties more.. 

Were Florclia proud and four, 
Apt to mock.a lover’s care ; 

Juftly then you’d pray that power 
Shou’d be taken from the fair: 

But tho’ I fpread a blemifh o’er her, 
No relief in that you'll find; 

Still, fond (hepherd, you’ll adore her 
For the-beauties of her mind. 

S a N G IV. 
TEN years, like Troy, my Ilubborn heart, 

Withilood th’ aliaultof fond dcfire : 
But now, alas! I feel a fmart, 

. Poor I, like Tr^y, am fet on fire-. 
With care, we may a pile fecure, 

* And from all common fgarks defend : 
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But oh ! who can a houfe fecure. 

When the celeftial flames defcend ? 
Thus was I fafe, till from your eyes 

Deftrudlive^res are brightly given; 
Ah! who can fhun the warm furprize, 

When lo ! the lightning comes from heaven. 

SONG V. 

VlTHilft I gaze on Chloe trembling. 
Straight her eyes my fate declare; 

When (he fmiles I fear diflembling. 
When (he frowns I then defpair. 

Jealous of feme rival lover, 
If a wand’ring look (he give ; 

Fain I would refolve to leave her, 
But can fooner ceafe to Jive, 

Why (hofild I conceal my paffion. 
Or the torments I endure ? 

I will difclofe my inclination : 
Awful dillance yields no cure. 

Sure it is not in her nature, 
To be cruel to her (lave ; 

She is too divine a creature 
To dellroy what (he can fave. 

Happy’s he whofe inclination 
Warms but with a gentle heat: 

Never mounts to raging paflion, 
Love’s a torment if too great. 

When the dorm is once blown over. 
Soon the ocean quiet grows; 

But a condant faithful lover 
Seldom meets with true repofe. 

SONG VI. 

MY days have been fo wondrous free, 
The little biuds that fly, 

With carelefs eafe, from tree to tree. 
Were but as blefs’d as I. 
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Aik gliding waters, if a tear 
Of mine increas’d their dream : 

Or afk the flying gales, if e’er 
I lent a figh to them. 

But now my former days retire, 
And I’m by beauty caught: 

The tender chains of fweet defire 
Are fix’d upon my thought. 

An eager hope within my bread 
Does every doubt controul; 

And lovely Nancy Hands confefs’d 
The fav’rite of my foul. 

Ye nightinales, ye twifting pines. 
Ye fwains that haunt the grove, 

Ye gentle echoes, breezy winds. 
Ye elofe retreats of love ; 

With ail of nature, al! of art, 
Aflift the dear defign, 

O teach a young unpra&is’d heart,. 
To make her ever mine. 

The very thought of change I hate, 
As much as of defpair, 

And hardly covet to be great, 
Unlefsit be for her. 

’Tis true the paffion in my mind 
Is mix’d with foft diftrefs ; 

Yet while the fair I love is kind, 
I cannot wifti it lefs, 

SONG VII. 
ALL in the Downs the fleet was moor’d* 

The dreamers waving in the wind. 
When black-ey’d Sufan came on board ; 

Oh ! where Ihall I my true love find ? 
Tell me, ye jovial failors, tell me true. 
If my fweet William fails among the crew. 

William, who, high upon the yard, 
Rock’d with the billows to and fro; 



208 a c o l l e c t I o n 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 

He figh’d, and cart his eyes below: 
The cord Hides gently thro’ his glowing hands, 
And quick as lightning on the deck he Hands. 

So the fweet lark, high pois’d in air, 
Shuts clofs his pinions to his brea/t, 

(If chance his mate’s fhrill voice he hear,) 
And drops at once into her nelt: 

The noblell captain in the Britijh fleet 
Might envy William's lips thofe kifles fweet. 
O Safari, Sufan, lovely dear ! 

My vows ihall ever true remain. 
Let me kifs off that falling tear, 

We only part to meet again; 
Change as ye lift, ye winds, my heart fliall be 
The faithful compafs that ftili points at thee.- 

Believe not what the landmen fay, 
Who tempt thy doubts with conftant mind ; 

They’ll tell, the failors, when away. 
In ev’ry port a miftrefs find; 

Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee fo. 
For thou art prefent wherefoe’er I go': 

If to fair India's coif we fail. 
Thy eyes are feen in diamonds bright. 

Thy breath is Afric's fpicy gale, 
Thy flcin is ivory fo white ; 

Thus every beauteous objeft that I view, 
Wakes in my foul fome charms of lovely Sue. 

Tho’ battles call me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Sufan mourn, 

Tho’cannons roar, yet fafe from harms 
William fnall to his dear return. 

Love turns afide the balls that round me fly. 
Left precious tears fhould drop from Sufan'% eye. 

The boatfwain gave the dreadful word, 
The fails their fwelling bofiom fpread, 

No longer muft (he (lay aboard; 
They kifs’d; (lie figh’d ; he hung Ills head 
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Her leffening boat unwilling rows to land, 
Adieu, Hie dies; and wav’d her lily hand. 

SONG VIII. 
SWeet are the charms of her I love, 

More fragrant than the damalk rofe, 
Soft as the down of turtle-dove, 

Gentle as winds when zephyr blows : 
Refrelhing, as defcending rains 
To fun-burnt climes and thirfly plains. 

True as the needle to the pole. 
Or as the dial to the fun, 

Conllant as gliding waters roll, 
Whofe dwelling tides obey the moon; 

From every other charmer free, 
My life and love fliall follow thee. 

The lamb the flow’ry thyme devours, 
The dam the tender kid purfues. 

Sweet Philomel, in lhady bowers 
Of verdant fpring, her note renews; 

All follow what they mod admire. 
As I purfue my foul’s defire. 

Nature mud change her beauteous face. 
And vary as the feafons rife ; 

As winter to the ipring gives place, 
Summer th’ approach of autumn flies : 

No change on love the feafons bring, 
Love only knows perpetual fpring. 

Devouring time, with dealing pace, 
Makes lofty oaks and cedars bow; 

And marble towers and walls of brafs 
In his rude march he levels low; 

But time, dedroying far and wide, 
Love from the foul can ne’er divide. 

Death only, with his cruel dart, 
The gentle godhead can remove, 

And drive him from the bleeding heart 
To mingle with the'blefs’d above, 
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Where known to all his kindred train. 
He finds a lafting reft from pain. 

Love and his fifter fair the foul. 
Twin-born from heaven together came 

Love will the univerfe controul. 
When dying feafons lofe their name ; 

Divine abodes fiiall own his power. 
When time and death (hall-be no more. 

Where Thirjis long in vain 
Had fought the happy hour. 

At length, his hands advancing 
Upon her fnowy bread. 

He faid, O ! kifs me longer. 
Longer yet and longer. 

If you would make me bled. 

Iris. An eafy yielding maid 
By trufting is undone. 

Our fex is oft betray’d 
By granting love too foon j 

If you defire to gain me, 
Your iuffering to redreis. 

Prepare to love me longer. 
Longer yet and longer. 

Before you (hall poffefs. 
Thirsis. The little care you (how, 

Of all my forrows paft. 
Makes death appear too (low. 

And life too long to laft ; 
Oh-! Iris ! kifs me kindly, 

In pity of my fate. 
Fair Iris, kifs me kindly, 

Kindly dill and kindly, 
Before it be too late. 

SONG IX. 

Air Iris and her fwain 
Were in a (hady bower, 
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Iri*. You fondly court your blifs. 
And no advances make ; 

'Tis net for maids to kifs, 
But ’tis for men to take : 

So you may kifs me kindly. 
And I will not rebel, 

Thirfts may kifs me kindly. 
Kindly Util and kindly; 

But never kifs and tell. 
ALTERNATIV'E. 

And may I kifs you kindly ? 
Yet you may kifs me kindly. 

And kindly ftill and kindly; 
And kindly Jlill and kindly. 

And will you not rebel ? 
And 1 n.uill not rebel. 

Then, love, I’ll kifs thee kirfdly. 
Kindly ftill and kindly, 

But never kifs and tell. 

SONG X. 

AH! bright Belinda, hither fly, 
And fuch a light difeover. 

As may the abfent fun fupply. 
And cheat the drooping lover. 

Arife my day, with fpeed arife. 
And all my forrows banilh : 

Before the fun of thy bright eyes. 
All gloomy terrors vanilh. 

No longer’let me figh in vain, 
And curfe the hoarded treafure : 

Why Ihould you love to give us pain, 
When you were made for pleafure ? 

The petty powers of hell deftroy ; 
To fave’s the pride of heave*: 
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To you the firft if you prove coy; 

It kind, the lafl is given. 
The choice then fare’s not hard to make. 

Betwixt a good and evil: 
"Which title had you rather take, 

Mj goddtf' or, my devil ? 

SONG XL 

FIE ! Liza, fcorn the little arts 
Which meaner beauties ufe, 

Who think they ne’er fecure our hearts, 
Unlefs they Hill refufe : 

Are coy and fhy; will feem to frown, 
To raife our paffion higher ; 

But when the poor delight is known. 
It quickly palls defire. 

Come let’s not trifle time away, 
Or-ftop you know not why ! 

Your blulhes and your eyes betray 
What death you mean to die ! 

Let all your maiden fears be gone, 
And love no more be croft : 

Ah ! Liza, when the joys are known, 
You’ll-curfe the minutes paft. 

SONG XIL 

BE wary, my Celia', when Celadon fues, 
Thefe <iw7/ are the bane of your charms 

Beauty, play’d againft reafon, will certainly lofe, 
Warring naked with robbers in arms. 

Young Damon defpis’d for his plainncfs of parts. 
Has worth that a woman would prize ; 

He'll run the race out tho' he heavily ftarts, 
And dijlance the ftiort-winded ouife. 

Your fool is a faint in the temple of lore, 
And kneels all his life there to pray; 

Your ouit but looks in, and makes hafte to remove, 
>Tis a ftage he but take* in his way. 
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SONG XIII. 

STelia and Flavia, every hour,. 
Do various hearts furprize; 

In Stella's, foul lies all her power. 
And Flavians in her eyes. 

More boundlefs Flavia's conquefts are. 
And Stella's more confin’d : 

All can difeern a face that’s fair, 
But few a lovely mind. 

Stella, like Britain's monarch, reigns 
O’er cultivated lands: 

Like eaftern tyrants, Flavia, deigns 
To rule o’er barren fands. 

Then boaft, fair Flavia, boaft thy facer 

Thy beauty’s only ftore: 
Thy charms will every day decreafe. 

Each day gives Stella more. 
SONG XIV. 

OF all the girls that are fo fmart, 
There’s none like pretty Sally ; 

She is the darling of my heart, 
And (he lives in our alley. 

There is no lady in the land 
Is half fo.fweet as Sally; 

She is the darling of my heart. 
And fhe lives in our alley. 

Her father he makes cabbage nets, 
And through the llreets does cry ’em r 

Her mother fhe fells laces long. 
To fuch as pleafe to buy ’em : 

But fure fuch folks cou’d ne’er beget 
So fweet a girl as Sally, 

She is the darling of my heart, 
And fhe lives in our alley 

When flie is by, I leave my work, 
1 love her fo fincerely ; 

T 2 



14 acollection 
My matter comes like any Turk, 

'And bangs me moft ferere]« : 
But ]et him bang his belly full, 

I’ll bear it all for Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And ttie lives in our alky. 

O; all the days are in the week, 
I dearly love but one day. 

And that’s the day that comes betwixt 
The Saturday and Monday. 

For then I’m drett in all my beft, 
To walk abroad with Sally : 

She is the darling of my heart, 
And ttie lives in our alley. 

My matter carries me to church. 
And often am I blamed, 

Becaufe I leave him in the lurch, 
As foon as text is named: 

I leave the church in fermoo-time. 
And (link away with Sally; 

jhe is the darling of my heart, 
And (he lives in our alley. 

When Chrijlmas comes about again, 
O then I (hall have money; 

I’ll hoard it up and box it all. 
And give it to my honey: 

And wou’d it were ten thoufand pound,. 
I’d give it all to Sally s 

She is the darling of my heart. 
And (he lives in our alley. 

My matter, and the neighbours ail 
Make game of me and Sally ; 

And (but for her) I’d better be 
A (lave and row a galley; 

But when my feven long years are out, 
© ! then I’ll marry Sally; 

O ! then we’ll wed, and then we’ll bed, 
But ay notin our alley. 
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S 0 N G XV. 

WOuId you have a young virgin of fifteen 
years ? 

You muft tickle her fancy with fweetand dears. 
Ever toying and playing, and fweetly, fweetly 
Sing a love-fonnet, and charm her ears; 

Wittily, prettily talk her down, 
Chafe her, and praife her if fair or brown: 

Sooth her and fmooth her, 
And teafe her and pleafe her,- 

Atid touch but her fmicket, and all's your own. 
Do ye fancy a widow, well known in men ? 
With the front of affurance come boldly on : 
Be at her each moment, and brilldy, brifldy 
Put her in mind, how her time fteals on; 

Rattle and prattle altho’ fhe frown, 
Roufe her and toufe her from morn till noon. 

And drew her fome hour 
You are able to grapple, 

And get but her writings, and all’s your own. 
Do ye fancy a punk of a humour free. 
That’s kept by a fumbler of quality ? 
You muff rail at her keeper, and tell her, tell her; 
That pleafure’s bed charm is variety; 

Swear her much fairer than all the town. 
Try her and ply her when Cully's gone. 

Dog her and jog her. 
And meet her and treat her, 

And kifs with a guinea, and all’s your own. 

SONG XVI. 

Sbe /’"'\H love ! if a god thou wilt be. 
Do juffice in favour of me ; 

Eor yonder approaching I fee, 
A naan with a beard, » 

T3, < ' 
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Who, as I have heard, 
fjath often undone 
Poor maids that have none,. 
With fighing and toying, 
And crying- and lying, 

And fuch kind of foolery. 

Hi. Fair maid, by your leave. 
My, heart does receive 
Strange pleafure to meet you here,: 

Pray tremble not lb, 
Nor offer to go. 

I’ll do you no harm 1 fwear, 
I’ll do you no harm I fwear. 

SH*,.My mother is fplnning at home, 
My father works hard at the loom. 
And we are a-milking come ; 

Their dinner they want; 
'Then pray ye, Sir don’t 
Make more ado on’t, 
Naf give us affront; 
"We’re none of the town- 
Wil! lie down for a crown* 

Then away Sir, and give us room. 
He. By Phoebus and Jevs, 

By honour and love, 
I’ll do thee, dear fweet, no harm ; 

Ye’re as frefn as a rbfe, 
I want one of thofe ; 

Ah ! how fuch a' wife wcu’d ch.rffrn, 
All! how fuch a wife wou’d charm 1 

She. And can you then like, the old rule. 
Be conjugal, hcneft, and dull, 
And marry, and look-like a fooir 

For I muft be plain, 
All tricks are in vain; 
There’s nothing can gain 
What yen wou’d. obtain. 
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Like moving and provings 
Bywedcling, true loving. 

My lefi'on ! leatn’d atfchooll. 
He. I’ll do’t by this hand. 

I’ve houfes and land, 
Ellate to in good freehold ; 

My dear, let us join. 
It all lhall be thine, 

Befides a good purfe of gold, 
Beiides a.good purfe of gold. 

Shs. You make me to blufh now, I vow»- 
Ah me ! lhall 1 baulk my cow ? 
But fince the late oath you have fwore,. 

Your foul lhall not be 
In danger for me ; 
I’ll’rather agree 
Of two to make three : 
We’ll wed, and well bed, 
There’s no .more to be faidj 

And I’ll ne’er go a-milking more. 

SONG XVII. 
MAiden, frefiv as a rofe, 

Young, buxom, and full of jollity,, 
Take no fpoufe among beaux, 

Fond of their raking quality ; 
He wha wears a long bulh, 

All powder’d down from his pericrane,. 
And,w.ith nofe full of faufn. 

Snuffles out love in a merry vein. 

Who, to dames of high place,. 
I3oes prattle like any parrot too 

Yet with doxies a brace 
At night pigsin agarret.too;; 

Patrimony 0,ut>run,. 
To make a line (how to carry thee^; 

Plainly, fricnqv thou’rt undone^ 
If. feeh ?•. QCEUvire marry thee*. 
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Thes, for fear of a bribe. 
Of flattering noife and vanity. 

Yoke a lad of our tribe, 
He’ll fliew the beft humanity : 

Flafliy thou wilt find love. 
In civil as well as fecular; 

But when the fpirit doth move,. 
We have a gift particular. 

Tho’ our gravenefs is pride, 
That boobys the more may venerate, 

• He that gets a good bride, 
Can jump when he’s to generate ; 

Off then goes the difguife. 
To bed in his arm’s he’ll" carry thee j 

Then to be happy and wife. 
Take yea and nay to marry thee. 

AST Sunday at St. James's pray’rs, 

drefs'd in all my whalebone-air^, 
Sat in a clofet nigh. 

1 bo w’d my knees, 1 held-my book. 
Read all the anl'wers o’er; 

But was perverted by a look. 
Which pierc’d me from the door. 

High thoughts of heaven I came to ufe. 
With the devoutell care ; 

Which gay young Strepbon made me lofcj 
And all the raptures there. 

He wait to hand me to my chair. 
And bow’d with courtly grace; 

But whifper’d love into mine ear. 
Too warm for that grave place. 

Love, love, faid he, by all ador’d. 
My tender heart has won : 

But I grew peevifh at the word,,. 
Defn’ddie might be gone,, 

SONG xvm. 

The prince and princefs by ; 
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He went quite out of fight, v/hiJe I 

A kinder anfwer meant; 
Nor did I for my fins that day. 

By half lo much repent. 

SONG XIX. 
I Ore, thou art the beft of human joys, 

Our chiefeft happinefs below ; 
All other pleafures are but toys, 
Mufic without thee is but noife, 

Beauty but an empty Ihow. 

Heaven that knew befi: what men cou’d move. 
And raife his thoughts above the brute. 

Said, Let him be, and let him love, 
That only muft his foul improve. 

Howe’er philofophers difpute. 

SONG XX. 

DEfpairing befide a clear ftream, 
A fhepherd forfaken was laid5 

And while a falfe nymph was his theme, 
A willow fupported his head. 

The wind that blew over the plain, 
To his fighs with a figh did reply; 

And the brook, in return to his pain,. 
Ran mournfully murmuring by. 

Alas ! filly fwain that I was ; 
(Thus fadiy complaining he cry’d;) 

When firfl I beheld that •fiffr face, 
’Twere better by far I haddy'd': 

She talk’d, and I blefs’d her dear tongue; 
When fhe fmil’d, it was pleafure too great; 

I liften’d, and cry’d when fhe fung, 
Was nightingale ever fo fweet! 

How foolifir was I to believe, 
She could dote on fo lowly a clown, 

Or that her fond heart would not grieve, 
To forfake the fine folk of the town;. 
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To think that a beauty fo gay. 

So kind and To conflant would prove; 
Or go clad like our maidens in gray, 

Or live in a cottage on love ? 
What though I have Ikill to complain ; 

Tho’ the mufes my temples have crown’d. 
What tho’, when they hear my foft ftrains, 

The virgins fit weeping around ? 
Ah, Colin! thy hopes are in vain, 

Thy pipe and thy laurel refign. 
Thy fair one inclines to a Twain, - 

Whofe mufic is fweeter than thine. 

All you, my companions fo dear. 
Who forrow to fee me betray’d. 

Whatever I futfer, forbear, 
Forbear to accufe the falfe maid. 

Tho’ thro’ the wide world I Ihou’d range, 
’Tis in vain from my fortune to fly; 

’Twas hers to be falfe and to change, 
’Tis mine to be conftant and die. 

If while my. hard fate I fuftain, 
In her bread any pity is found. 

Let her come with the nymphs of the plain,. 
And fee me laid low in the ground : 

The lad humble boon that I crave, 
Is to (hade me with cyprefs and yew; 

And when die looks down on my grave, 
Let her own that her (hepherd was tiue. 

Then to her new love let her go, 
And deck her in golden array ; 

Be fined at every fine fhow, 
And frolic it all the long day : 

While Colin, forgotten and gone. 
No more diall be talk’d of or fieen, 

Un'efs when beneath the pale moon,, 
His ghod fhal! glide over the green. 
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S O N p XXL 

9 * f-^Was when the feas were roaring, 
I With hollow blafts of wind, 

A damfel lay deploring, 
All on a rock reclin’d. 

Wide o’er the roaring billows, 
She call a wifhful look ; 

Her head was crown’d with willows, 
That trembled o’er the brook. 

Twelve months were gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days; 

Why didfl thou, vent’rous lover, 
Why didft thou trull the feas ? 

Ceafe, ceafe then, cruel ocean 
And let my lover reft: 

Ah ! what’s that troubled motion, 
To that within my bread ? 

The merchant robb’d of treafure* 
Views tempefts in delpair; 

But what’s the lofs of treafure, 
To lofing of my dear! 

Shou’d you 1'ome coaft be laid on, 
Where gold and diamonds grow. 

You’d find a richer maiden. 
But none that loves you fo. 

How can you fay that nature 
Has nothing made in vain ; 

Why then beneath the water 
Do hideous rocks remain ? 

No eye thefe rocks difcover, 
Tha't lurk beneath the deep. 

To wreck the w'and’ring lover, 
And leave the maid to weep. 

All melancholy lying, 
Thus wail’d (he for her dear, 

Repay’d each blaft with fighing 
Each billow with a tear : 
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When o’er the white waves (looping. 

His floating corpfe (he fpy’d; 
Therf, like a lily drooping. 

She bow’d her head, and dy’d. 

SONG XXII. 

REmember, Damtn, you did tell. 
In chaftity you lov’d me well; 

But now, alas! I am undone, 
And here am left to make my moan : 
To doleful lhades I wilhremove. 
Since I’m defpis’d by him I love, 
Where poor forfaken nymphs are feen, 
yn lonely walks of willow green. 

Upon my dear's deluding tongue. 
Such foft perfuafive language hung, 
That when his words had filence broke. 
You wou’d have thought an angel fpoke. 
Too happy nymph, whoe’er fhe be, 
That now enjoys my charming he ; 
For oh ! I fear it to my cofl, 
She’s found the heart that ! have loft. 

Beneath the faireft flower on earth, 
A fnake may hide, or take its birth ; 
So his falfe breaft, conceal it did 
His heart, the fnake that there lay hid, 
’Tis falfe to fay, we happy are. 
Since men delight thus to enlhare; 
In man no woman can be blefs’d. 
Their vows are wind, their love a jeft, 

5fe gods, in pity to my grief, 
Send me my Damon, or relief; 
Return the wild delicious boy. 
Whom once 1 thought my fpring of joy : • 
But whilft I’m begging of this blifs, 
Methinks I hear you anfwer thus, 
When Damon has enjoy'd, he flies. 
Who fe'es him, loves ; <who loves him, dies 
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There’s not a bird that haunts the grove 
Hut is a witnefs of my love : 
Now all the bleaters on the plain 
Seem fympathifers in my pain ; 
Eckoes repeat my plaintive moans ; 
The waters imitate ray groans ; 
The trees their bending boughs recline. 
And drop their heads as I do mine. 

SONG XXIII. 

N a bank befide a willow. 
Heaven her covering, earth her illiJW, 

Sad Amynta, figh’d alone : 
From the chearlfefs dawn of morning. 
Till the dews of night returning, 

Singing, thus (he made her moan, 
Hope is banifh’d, 
Joys are vanifh’d, 

Damon my belov’d is gone. 
Time, I dare thee to difcover 
Such a youth and fuch a lover : 

Oh .! fo true, fo kind was he 1 
Damtn was the pride of nature, 
Charming in his every feature ^ 

Damon liv’d alone for me : 
Melting kifies, 
Murm’ring blifles, 

Who fo liv’d and lov’d as we £ 
Never fhall we curfe the morning. 
Never blifs the night returning, 

Sweet embraces to reftore ; 
Never {ball we both lie dying. 
Nature failing, love fupplying 

All the joys he drain’d before : 
To befriend me. 
Death, come, end me, 

Love and Daman are no more* 
U 
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SONG XXIV. 
A Lexis fliunn’d his fellow-fwains, 

Their rural fports andjocun’d drains, 
(Heaven guard us all from Cupid's bow;) 

He loll his crook, he left his flocks, 
And wand’ring through the lonely rocks, 

He nourifn’d endlefs wo. 
The nymphs and fliepherds round him came, 
His grief fome pity, others blame ; 

The fatal caufe all kindly feek : 
He mingled his concerns with theirs. 
He gave, them back their friendly tears. 

He figh’d; but could not fpeak. 

Clarinda came among the red, 
And Ihe too kind concern expred, 

And afk’d the reaion of his wo : 
She alk’d; but with an air and mien ; 
As made it eafily forfeen. 

She fear’d too much to know. 
The Ihepherd rais’d his mournful head, 
And will you pardon me, he laid. 

While 1 the cruel truth reveal; 
Which nothing from my bread fltould tear, 
Which never fliould offend your ear, 

But that you bid me tell ? 
’Tis thus I rove, ’tis thus complain. 
Since you appear’d upon the plain ; 

You are the caufe of all my care : 
Your eyes ten thoufand dangers dart; 
Ten thoufand torments vex my heart; 

1 love, and I defpair. 
Too much, Alexis, I have heard, 
’Tis what I thought, ’tis what 1 fear’d; 

And yet I pardon you, die cry’d : 
But you lhall promife, ne’er again 
To breathe your vows, or fpeak your pain. 

He bow’d, obey’d, and dy’d. 
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SONG XXV. 

Will, when looking well can’t move her. 
Looking ill prevail ? 
Prithee, why fo pale ? 

Why fo dull and mute, young finner ? 
Prithee, why fo mute ? 

Will, when fpeaking well can’t win her, 
Saying nothing do’t ? 
Prithee, why fo mute ? , 

Quit, quit for lhame : this will not move. 
This cannot take her ; 

If of herfelf Ihe will not love. 
Nothing can make her : 
The devil take her : 

22$ 

SONG XXVI. 
MY friend and I, 

We drank whole pils pots 
Full of fack up to the brim t 

I drank to my friend, 
And he drank his pot, 
So we put about the whim t 

Three bottles and a quart 
"We fwaliow’d down our throat, 

(But hang fuch a puny fips as thefe ;) 
I We laid us all albng, 

With our mouths unto the bung, 
And tipt whole hogfheads off with eafe, 

j I heard of a fop 
That drank whole tankards, 
Styl’d himfelf the prince of fots; 

E But I fay now. Hang 
Such (illy drnnkards, 

Melt their flagons, break their pots, 
' U 2 
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My friend and I did join 
For a cellar full of wine. 

And we drank the vintner out of door ; 
We drank it all up 
In a morning, at a fup„, 

And greedily rov’d about for more, 
My friend to me 

Did make this motion, 
Let us to the vintage flap; 

Then we embark’d 
Upon the ocean, 
Where we found a Spanilh Ihip. 

Deep laden with wine, 
Which was fuperfine, 

The failors fwore five hundred tun ; 
We drank it all at lea, 
Ere we came unto the key, 
And the merchant fwore he was quite undone.. 

My friend not having 
Quench’d his thirft, 
Said, Let’s to the vineyard hafte : 

Straight then we fail’d 
To the Canaries, 

** Which afforded jufi a tafie ; 
From thence unto the Rhine, 
Where we drank up all the wine, 

Till Bacchus cry’d, Hold ye fots, or you die*. 
And fwore he never found, 
Ip his upiverfal round. 

Such thirfly fouls as my friend and I. 
Out fie! cries one, 

What a beafi he makes him ! 
He can neither Jiand nor go : 

Out you beafi, you, 
You’re much miftaken, 
Whene’er knew you a beaft drink ioi 

’Tis when we drink the leaft. 
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But when we caroufe it fix in hand ; 
’Tis then, and only then, 
That we drink the moft like men. 

When we drink till we can neither go nor (land. 

S O N.G XXVII. 

LET foldiers fight for prey or praife. 
And money be the mifer’s wilh. 

Poor fcholars ftudy all their days. 
And gluttons glory in their diflr: 

'Tis ’wine, pure wine revives fadfouls ; 
Therefore fill us the chtaring bowls. 

Let minions marlhalf every hair. 
And in a lover’s lock delight. 

And artificial colours wear : 
Pure win? is native red and white : 

'Tis wine, 8cc. 
The backward fpirit it makes brave. 

That lively which before was dull; 
Opens the heart that loves to fave, 

And kindnefs flows from cups brim-full : 
‘Tis wine, &c. 

Some men want youth, and others health, 
Some want a wife, and fome a punk. 

Some men want wit, and others wealth ; 
But they want nothing that are drunk : 

'Tis wine, pure wine revives fad fouls } ■ 
Therefore give us the chearing bowls, 

SONG XXVIII; 

FAreweU, my bonny, bonny, witty* pretty Afog-.-- 
And a’ the rofy lalfes milking on the down: [gy ^ 

Adieu the ftow’ry meadows, aft fae dear to Jochy ( 

The fports and merry glee of Edinborow town ; 
Since French and Spanifh lowns Hand at bay, 
And valiant lads of Britain hold ’em play, 

' V 1 
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My reap-hook' i maun cart quite away, 

And fight too like a man. 
Among ’em lor our royal Queen Anne 

Each carle of Irijb mettle battles like a dragon : 
The Germans waddle and llraddle to the drum 

The Italian and tlie butter bowzy Hogan Megan 
Good.-i.\ilh\.b,zn,SccttiJhJ?cky mauna lie at hame 

For fince they are ganging to hunt renown. 
And iwear they’ll quickly di-ngauld Monjt ear down 
i;ll follow for a pluck at his crown, 

To-lhew that Scotland can 
Excel ’em for. our royal Queen Anne. 

Then welcome from f%e>, 
And cudgelling Don Diego, 
With (hutting rafca-llions, 
And plundering the galleons : 
Each bride valiant fellow 
Fought at Rvndondellow,,. 
And thole; tv ho did meet 
With the Newfoundland fleet; . 
When for late fuccefles,. 
Which Europe confefles, , ' 

At land by.our gallant commanders;- 
The Dutch in (hong beer, 
Shou’d.be drunk for a year. 

With their general s health Flanders, 

S- O N G XXIX. 

THE ordnance aboard,. 
Such jpys does afford, 

As no mortal,’ no mortal, no mortal; 
No mortal e’er more can defire : 

Each' member repairs 
Prom the tower to the (lairs, 

Aud by water whuff, and by wiazt nvhhjht> 

By. water they all-go to fire. 
Of each piece -thatVaflfore, 
They fearch.frOP) the.borecj; 
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And to proving, to proving, to proving, 

To proving they go in fair weather : 
Their glaffes are large, 
And whene’er they thlcharge, 

There’s a huzza, * b»o huzza, 3. boo huz?3! 
Guns and bumpers go off together. 

0\& Vulcan ior Mars, 
Fitted tools for his wars. 

To enable him, enable him, enable him,. 
Enable him to conquer the falter: 

Ithnx.' Mars, had he been 
Upon our IVoolossich green, 

To have heard boo huzza, boo huzza, Jau huzza,. 
He’d have own’d great Marlborough his mailer. 

S O . N G XXX. 

LEave off your foolifn pratting, 
Talk no more of IVhig and Tory, 

But drink your glafs, 
Round let it pals, 

The bottle (lands before ye, 
Fill it up to-the top. 

Let the night with mirth be crown’d 
Drink about, fee it out, 

Love and friendlhip Hill go round. 

If claret be a blehing, 
This night devote to pleafure; 

Let worldy cares, 
And Hate-affairs, 

Be thought on at more leifure ; • 
Fill it up to the top, 

Let the night, with jdy be cr own’d, 
Drink about, fee it out, 

Love and friendfhip Hill go round, 
if any is fo zealous, 
To be a party-minion,. 

Let him drink like me,, 
WslllJbon agree,, 
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And be of one opinion : 

Fill your glafs, name your lafs. 
See her health go fweetly round, 

Drink about, fee it out, 
Let the night with joy be crown’d. 

SONG xxxr. 

WE’ll drink, and we’ll never have done, boys, 
Put the glais then around with the fun, boys^ 

Let Apollo's example invite us, 
For he’s drunk every night, 
That makes him fo bright, 

That he’s able next morning to light us. 
Drinking's a ChrilHan diverlion, 
Unknown to 'Turk and the Perjian : 

Let Mahometan fools 
Live by heathenilh rules, 

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

And a fi-g for their Julian and fophy. 

SONG XXXII.. 

WHile the lover is thinking, 
With my friend I’ll be drinking. 

And with vigour purfue my delight; 
While the fool is defigning. 
His fatal confining. 

With Bacchus I’ll fpend the whole night.. 
With the god I’ll be jolly, 
Without madnefs and folly,- 

Fickle woman to marry implore % 
Leave my bottle and friend. 
For fo foolilh an end ! 

When I do, may I never drink more; 
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SONG XXXIII. 
CElia, let not pride undo you,. 

Love and life % fwifdy on 5 
Let not Damon ftill purfue you, 

Still in vain, till love is gone: 
See how fair the blooming rofe is. 

See by all how juftly priz’d; 
But when it its beauty lofes. 

See the wither’d thing defpis’d. 
■W' hen thofe charms that youth have lent you. 

Like the rofes are decay’d, 
Celia, you’ll too late repent you, 

And be forc’d to die a maid ! 
Die a maid ! die a maid! die a maid ! 

Celia, you’ll too late repent you, 
nd be forc’d tt> die a maid ! 

SONG XXXIV. 
I’LL range around the Ihady bowers, 

And gather all the fweeteft flowers ; 
I’ll ftrip the garden and the grove, 
To make a garland for my love. 
When in the fultry heat of day* 
My thirfty nymph does- panting lie, 
I’ll haften to the fountain’s brink, 
And drain the ftream that flie may drink. 
At night, when fhe (hall weary prove, 
A graffy bed I’llmiake my love, 
And with green boughs I’ll form a Ihade, 
That nothing may her, reft invade. 

And whilft diflblv’d in fleep (he lies, 
Myfelf lhall never dole thofe eyes; 
But gazing ftill with fond delight. 
I’ll watch my charmer all the night; 

And then, as foon as chearful day 
Difpels the gloomy lhades away, 
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Forth to the foreft I'll repair, 
And find provifion for my fair. 
Thus will I fpend the day and night,. 
Still mixing pleafure with delight: 
Regarding nothing I endure, 
So I can eafe for her procure. 
But if the maid whom thus I love, 
Shou’d e’er unkind and faithlefs prove, 
I’ll feek fbme difmal diftant Poore, 
And never think of woman more. 

SONG XXXV. 
THO’ cruel you feem to my pain, 

And hate me becaufe I am true; 
Yet, Phillis, you love a falfe fwain. 

Who has other nymphs in his view. 
Enjoyment’s a trifle to him. 

To me what a Leaven it would be ! 
To him but a woman you feem, 

But ah ! you’re an angel to me; 
Thofe lips which he touches in hafleK 

To them I for ever could grow, 
Still clinging around that dear waifl. 

Which he fpans as befide him you go ; 
That arm, like a lily fb white, 

Which over his fhoulders you lay, 
My bofom could warm it all night, 

My lips they would prefs it all day. 
Were I like a monarch to reign, 

Were graces my fubjefts to be, 
I’d leave them, and fly to the plain, 

To dwell in a cottage with thee. 
But if 1 muff feel thy difdain, 

If tears cannot cruelty drown. 
O ! let me not live in this pain, 

But give me my death in a frown. 
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SONG XXXV L 

FRom rofy bowers, where fleeps the god of love, 
Hither, ye little waiting Ca/ZdV, fly; 

Teach me, in foft melodious fong, to move 
With tender paffion my heait’s darling joy; 

Ah ! let the foul of mufic tune my voice. 
To win dear Strephon, who my foul enjoys. 
Or if more influencing 

Is, to be briflc and airy, 
• With a ftep and a bound. 
And a frifk from the ground. 

I’ll trip like any fairy : 
As once on Ida dancing. 

Were three celellial bodies. 
With an air and a face. 
And a fhape and a grace. 

Let me charm like beauty’s goddefs. 

Ah! ah! tisinvain, ’tisin vain, 
Death and defpair mull end the fatal pain ; 
Cold defpair, difguis’d like fnow and rain, 
Falls on my bread; black winds in temped blow: 
My veins all Ihiver, and my fingers glow ; 
My pulfe beats a dead march for lod repofe, 
And to afolid lump of ice my poor fond heart is froze. 
Or fay, ye powers, my peace to crown. 
Shall I thaw myfelf, or drown 

Amongd the foaming billows, 
Increafing all with tears I Hied ; 

On beds of ooze and crydal pillows 
Lay down my love-fick head ? 

No, no, I’ll draight run mad, 
That foon my heart will warm ; 

When once the fenfe is fled, 
Love has no power to -charm : 

Wild thro’ the woods I’ll fly, 
My robes and locks lhall thus be tore ; 
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A thoufand thoufand deaths I’ll die, 

Ere thus in vain! ere thus in vain adore, 

SONG XXXVII. 

OH ! lead me to Tome peaceful gloom, 
Where none but fighing loverscome. 

Where the fhrill trumpets never found. 
But one eternal hufh goes round. * 

There let me footh my pleafing pain. 
And never think of war again ; 
What glory can a lover have 
To conquer, yet be Hill a Have ? 

SONG XXXVIII. 

OH ! lead me to fome peaceful room. 
Where none but honeft fellows come. 

Where wives loud clappers never found. 
But an eternal laugh goes round. 

There let me drown in wine my pain. 
And never think of home again : 
What comfort can a hulband have. 
To rule the houfe where he’s a Have ? 

SONG XXXIX. 

Pous Belinda goes to prayers, 
if I but afk a favour; 

And yet the tender fool’s in tears. 
When (he believes I’ll leave her. 

Would I were free from this reftraint, 
Or elfe had hopes to win her; 

Would (he cou’d make of me a faint, 
Or 1 of her a finner. 

SONG XL. 

SEE, fee, (he wakes, Salina wakes, 
And now the fun begins to rife; 
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‘Lefs glorious is the morn that breaks 

Froiti his bright beams, than her fair eyes, 
"With light united, day they give. 

But different fates ere night fulfill: 
How many by his warmth will live ! 

How many will her coldnefs kill ! 

SONG XLI. 
YOung Corydon and Phillis 

Sat in a lovely grove, 
Contriving crowns of lilies, 

Repeating tales of love. 
And fomething elfe, hut what I dare not namd. 
But, as they were a-playing, 

She ogled fo the fwain, 
It lav’d her plainly faying, 

Let’s kifs to eafe our pain, &c. 
A thoufand times he kifs’d her 

Upon the flow’ry green : 
But as he further prefs’d her, 

A pretty leg was feen, fcc. 

So many beauties viewing, 
His ardour flill increas’d; 

And, greater joys purfuing, 
He wander’d o’er her breaft, 

A laft effort (he trying, 
His paffion to withftand, 

Cry’d, (but ’twas faintly crying,) 
Pray take away your hand, <&c. 

Young Corydon grown bolder, 
The minutes wou’d improve; 

This is the time, he told her, 
To fhew how much I love, <bc. 

The nymph feem’d almoff dying, 
Diffolv’d in am’rous heat; 

She kifs’d, and told him lighing, 
My dear, your love is great, isc. 

X 
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But Phillis did recover • 

Much fooner than the Twain; 
She blufhing, afk’d her lover, 

Shall we not kifs again ? &c. 

Thus love his revels keeping, 
Till nature at a ftand, 

Trom talk they fell to fleeping, 
Holding each other’s hand, <&c. 

SONG XLII. 

SEE, fee, my Seraphina comes. 
Adorn’d with every grace ; 

Look, gods, from your celeftial domes, 
And view her charming face. 

Then fearch, and fee, if you can find. 
In all your facred groves, 

A nymph or goddefs fo divine, 
As fhe whom Strephon loves. 

SONG XLILL 

S H E. 
PRay now, John, letprevail, 

Doff thy fword, and take a flail; 
Wounds and blows, and fcorching heat. 
Will abroad be all you’ll get. 

H E. 
Zounds ! you are mad, ye fimplejade, 
Begone, and don’t prate. 

SHE. 

How think ye I fhall do, 
With Hob and Sue. 

And all our brats when wanting you ? 
H E. 
HE. 

When I am rich with plunder. 
Thou my gain flialt {hare. 
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S H E. 

My fliare will be but fmall, I fear, 
When bold dragoons have been pickering there, 
And the flea-flints the Gerjnans^ ftrip ’em bare, 

H E. 
Mind your fpinning, 
Mend your linen, 
Look to your cheefe, you, 
Your pigs and your geefe too.- 

SHE. 

No, no, I’ll ramble out with you. 
HE. 

Blood and Are, if you tire 
Thus my patience, 

f With vexations and narrations, 
I Thumping, thumping, thumping, 

Is the fatal word, Joan,. 

SHE. 
I Do, do, I'm good at thumping too. 

HE. 
1 Morbleu ! that huff ihall never do. 

S HE. 
..'Come, come, John, let’s bufs and be friends. 
I Thus dill, thus love’s quarrel ends; 

I my tongue fometimes let run, 
S But, alas ! I foon have done. 

HE. 
’Tis well you’re quaff’d. 
You’d elfe been thrafli’d 
Sure as my name is John, 

SHE. 
Yet fain I’d know for what 

You’re all fo hot, 
To- go to fight v/here nothing’s got, 

X z 
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HE. 
Fortune will prove kind. 
And we ihall then grow great, 

S H E. 
Grow great! 

And want both drink and meat, 
And coin, unlefs the pamper’d French you beat:: 

Ah John! take care, John! 
And learn more wit. 
H E. 

Dare you prate Hill, 
At this rate ftill, 
And, like vermin, 
Grudge my preferment ? 

SHE. 
You’ll beg, or get a wooden leg. 

H E. 
Nay, if bawling, catterwawling, 
Tittle tattle, prittle prattle, 

Still muft rattle; 
j’ll be gone, and flraight aboard. 

SHE. 

Do, do, and fo lhall Hoi and Sue, 
Jug too, and all the ragged crew. 

SONG XLIV. 
H E. 

Since times are fo bad,I mull tell thee, fweet-heart, 
I’m thinking to leave off my plough and my cart,. 

And to the fair city a journey 1 11 go. 
To better my fortune as other folks do. 

Since fome have from ditches, 
And coarfe leather breeches, 

Been rais’d to be rulers, 
And wallow’d in richesT 
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Pray thee, come, come, come, come, fromthy wheel, 
For if the gipfies don’t lie, 

I lhall be a governour too ere I die. 
SHE. 

Ah ! Colin! by all thy late doings I find. 
With forry and trouble the pride of thy mind ; 
Our fheep now at random diforderly run, 
And now Sunday's jacket goes- every day on ; 
Ah! what doft thou, what doll thou, what doll 

thou mean ! 

HE. 
To make my fhoes clean, 

And foot it to court to the king and the queen, 
Where, Ihewing my parts, I preferment lhall win 

SHE. 
Fie ! ’tis better for us to plough and to fpin; 
For, as to the court, when thou happen’d to try, 
Thou’lt find nothing got there, unlefs thou canft 
For money, the devil and all’s to be found, [buy * , 
But no good parts minded without the good pound 

H E. 
Why, then I’ll take arms, and follow alarms. 
Hunt honour, that now-a-days plaguly charms. 

SHE. 
And fo lofe a limb by a Ihot or a blow. 
And curfe thyfelf after for leaving the plow.- . 

H E. 
Suppofe I turn gameder ? . 

SHE. 

So cheat andbe bang’d.; 
H E. 

What think’d thou of the road then .? 

SHE. 

higk way to be bang’d*-. 



240., A COLLECTION 

H £. 
Nice pimping howe’er yields profit for life ; 
I’ll help iome line lord to anotlier’s line wife. 

SHE. 
That’s dangerous too amongft the town-crew : 
lor fome ol them will do tfie fame thing by youj- 
And then I to cuckold ye may be drawn in ; 
Fgitli, Lolin, ’tis better 1 fit here and fpin. 

II E. 
Will nothing prefer me, what thinkft of the law ? 

SHE. 
Gh ! while you live, CoHih keep out of that paw, 

H E. 
I’ll cant and. I'll pray. 

SHE. 
Ah! there’s- nought got that way,; 

There’s no one minus now what thefe black cattlefay, 
Let all our whole care be.our.farming affair. 

H E. 

To make our corn grow, and our apple-trees bear, 
E O T H. 

Ambition’s a .trade np contentmeBt.can fiipw, 
S H E. 

So I’lhto my difiaff. 
HE. 

And I'll to my plough. 

BOTH AGAIN. 
Let -all our whole care, 

SONG XLV. 

r ^ere 0x111 

VV And apple-trees grow-.j; 
Where com. is fown, 
And grafs is mown ;; > 

Tutfi, g[ve me for life a place*.' 
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S^he, Where hay’s well cock’d, 
And udders are llrok’d ; 
W here duck and drake 
Cry, quack, quack, quack;. 
Where turkeys lay eggs,. 
And fwine.iuckle pigs ; 

Oh ! there would I pafs my days. 
He. On nought we will feed, 

But what we can "breed: 

She. And wear on xmr backs 
The wool of our flocks.; 
And though linen feel 
Rough, i'pun from the wheel,, 

’Tis cleanly thp’ coarfe it comes. 
He. Town follies and cullies, 

And Mollys and Dollys, 
For ever adieu, and for ever.- 

She. And beaux, that in boxes 
Lie fmuggling their doxies, . 

With wigs that hang down to their bum 

He. Goodb’ye to the mall, 
The park and canal, 
St. James’s ft^uare,. 
And flaupters there. 
The gaming-houfe too. 
Where high dice and low, 

Aie manag’d by all degrees. 
She. Adieu to the knight, 

Was bubbled lalt night. 
That keeps, a blowze, . 
And beats his fpoufe. 
And then in great hafle. 
To pay what he’as loft. 

Sends home to cut down his trees. 
He. And well fare the lad,; 

Improve’^ ev’ry clod, 
Who ne’er fets his hand: 

tQ.bosd-i, 
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She. Nor barters his flocks 
For wine or the pox, 

To choufe him of half liis days. 
He. But filhing and fowling, 

And hunting and bowling, 
His paltime is ever and ever. 

She. Whofe lips when ye bufs ’em, 
Smell like the bean-bioffom : 

Oh ! he ’tis (hall have my praife. 

He. To taverns, where goes 
Sour apples and floes, 
A long adieu ! 
AndLarewell too 
The houfe of the great, 
Whofe cook has no meat, . 

And butler can’t quench my thiifl; 
She. Farewell to the change. 

Where rantipoles range ; 
Farewell, cold tea, 
Ahd ratafie, 
Hide-park, where pride 
In coaches ride, 

Altho’ they be choak’d with dufl. 

FIe. Farewell the law-gown, _ 
The plague of the town, 
And foes of the crown, 
Ttrat fhou’d be run down : 

She. With city-jackdaws. 
That make flaple laws. 

To meafure by yards and ells. 
He. Stockjobbers and fwobbers, . 

And packers and lackers. 
For ever adieu, and for ever: 
We know what you’re doing 
And home we are going; 

Aoti fo you may ring your bells.. 
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SONG. XLVI. 
coniforts I mifcarried. 

When I play'd the fot and married: 
^Tis a trap there’s none need doubt on’t; 
Thofe that are in, woti’d fain get out on’t; 

She. Fie! my.dear, pray come to bed, 
That, napkin take, and bind your head, 
Too much drink your brains have dos’d, 
You’ll be quite alter’d when repos’d. 

He. ’Oons! ’tis all one if I’m up or lie down, 
For as foon as the cock crows, I’ll be gone.. 

She. ’Tis.to grieve, me, thus you leave me; 
Was I, was I made a wife to lie alone ? 

He. From your arms myfelf divorcing, 
I this morn muft ride a*courfing, 
A fport that far excels a madam, 
Or all the wives have been knzz Adam., 

She. I> when thus I’ve loll my due., 
Mull hug my-pillow wanting you ; 
And whilll you tope it all the day, 
Regale in cups of harmlefs tea. 

He. Pox, what care I! drink your flops till you die.;. 
Yonder’s brandy will keep me a month from 

home. 
She. )f thus parted, I’m broken hearted: 

When I, when I fend for you, my dear, pray 
come. 

He. Ere I be from rambling hind’red, 
I’ll renounce my fpoufe and kindred ; 
To be fober I’ve no leifure, 
What’s a man without his pleafuro? 

She. To my grief then I mull fee, 
Strong wine and Nantz my rivals be;- 
Whilll you caroufe it with your blades, 
P.oor I lit Hitching with my maids. 
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He. ’Zounds! you may gotoyourgoffips,youknG\v, 

And there, if you meet with afriend, pray do. 
She. Go, ye joker, go, provoker. 

Never, never ihafi I meet a man like you. 

SONG XLVII 
PRetry parrot, fay, when I was away, 

And in dull abfence pafs’d the day. 
What at home was doing ? 

With chat and ft a). 
He ’were gay, 
JSHght and day, 

Good chear and mirth rene-vjing; 
Singing, laughing all, like pretty pretty poll'. 

Was no fop fo rude, boldly to intrude, 
And like a faucy lover wou’d 

Court and teafe my lady ? 
yl thing you know, 
Made for floow. 
Call'd a beau. 

Near her was always ready. 
Ever at her call, like pretty pretty poll. 
Tell me with what air h'e approach’d the fair. 
And how Ihe cou’d with patience bear 

AJ1 he did and utter’d ? 
He JIM addrefs'd. 
Still carefs'd, 
Kifs'd andprefs'd, 

Sung, prattl'd, laugh'd, and flutter'd: 
Well receiv'd in all, like pfetty pretty poll. 
Did he go away, at the clofe of day. 
Or did he ever ufe to flay, 

In a corner dodging ? 
The want of light. 
When 'twas night. 
Spoil'd my fight; 

But 1 believe his lodging 
Was within her call, like pretty pretty pollt. 
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SONG XLVIIT. 

Sung ly Pinkanello, Merry Andre-ivto Leverigo tht 
Mountebank Dottor. 

Coach’d damfel and fquire. 
And 7nob'\n the mire. 
Tarpaullionr, Trugmallisns 
Lords, ladies, lows babies, 

nd loobiss in fcores ; 
Some bawling, fome bawling, 
Seine leering, fome fleering. 
Some loving, fome fhoving, 

’With legions of fsrbelow’d whores ; 
To the tavern fome go. 
And fome to a (how, 
See poppets for moppets, 
Jack puddens for cuddens. 
Rope-dancing, mares prancing, 

Boats flying, Quacks lying, 
Pick-pockets, pick-plackets. 

Beads, Butchers and Beaux, 
Fops, prattling, dice rattling. 
Rooks (hamming, Putts damning, 
Whores painted, Mafks tainted, 

In tally-man’s furbelow’d cloaths. 
The mob’s joys wou’d ye know, 
To yon mufic-houfe go. 
See tailors alnd failors. 
Whores oily and doily, 
Hear mulic makes you fick ; 
Some flopping, fome tripping. 
Some fmoking, fome joking, 

Like fpiggit and tap ; 
Short meafure, ftrange pleafure. 
Thus billing and fwilling, 
Some yearly get fairly 

For fairings, pig pork and a clap. 

Ere are people and fports, 
Of all fizes and forts, 
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The Second Part. 

SEE, Sirs, fee here ! a doftor rare, 
Who travels much at home ! 

Here take my bills, they cure all ills. 
Part, prefent, and to come; 

The cramp, the ditch, the fquirt, the itch, 
The gout, the done, the pox. 

The mulligrubs, the wanton fcrubs. 
And all Pandora's box : 

Thoufands I’ve didefted, 
Thoufands new erefted. 
And fuch cures effe&ed, 

As none e’er can tell 
Let the palfie drake ye-, 
Le| the colic rack ye. 
Let the crinkrums break ye, 
Let the murrain take ye. 

Take this, take this, and you are well: 
Thoufands, &c. 

Come, 'll’;/ fo keen, devour’d with fpleeft. 
And beaux who’ve fprain’d your backs, 

Great-belly’d maids, old founder’d jades, 
And pepper’d vizard cracks: 

I foon remove the pains of love. 
And cure the amorous maid, 

The hot, the cold, the young, the old, 
The living and the dead; 

1 clear the lafs with wainfcot-face. 
And from pim-ginets free 

Plump ladies red like Saracen's head 
With toping ratafee. 

This, with a jirk, will do your work, 
And fcour you o’er and o’er ; 

Read, judge, and try ; and if you die. 
Never believe me more. 
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SONG XLIX 

I 

OH ! the charming month of May, 
When the breezes 

Fan the trees, is 
Full of bloffoms frelh and gay : 

Oh! the charming month of May, 
Charming, charming tnonth <j/'May, 

Oh ! What joys our profpe&s yield, 
When in new Hvefy 
We fee every 

Bu(h and meadow, tree and field: 
Oh ! •what joy, &c. Charming joys. See. 

Oh ! how frelh the morning-air. 
When the zephyrs 
And the heifers 

Their odorif’rous breath compare : 
Oh ! ho’vs frtfh, &c. Charming frejh, &C, 

Oh ! how fweet at night to dream, 
On mofly pillows. 
By the trillows 

Of a gentle purling ftream. 
Oh! how fweet. See. Charming fweet, Sic, 

Oh! how kind the,country lafs, 
Who, her cow bilking, 
Leaves her milking 

For a green-gown on the grafs : 
Oh ! how kind. See. Charming kind, 

Oh ! how fweet is it to fpy. 
At the conclufion. 
Her deep confufion, 

Blulhing cheeks and down-call eye: 
Oh\ how fweet, See. Charming fweet,Sue. 

Oh ! the charming curds and cream. 
When all is over. 
She gives her lover, 

Who on the Hamming dilh carvesher name. 
Oh ! the charming curds and cream. 
Charming, charming. Sec. 

Y 
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SONG L. 
CUpid% .god ofpleafing angui/h. 

Teach th’esiamour’d Twain to languifh. 
Teach him fierce defires to know. 

Heroes would be loft in ftory. 
Hid not love infpire their glory. 

Love does all that’s great below. 

SONG LI. 
MY Chloe, why do ye flight me, 

■Since all you afk you have ? 
'No more with frowns affright me, 

Nor ufe me like a flave : 
Good-nature to difcover, 
Ufe well your faithful lover. 
I’ll be no more a rover. 

But conftant to my grave. 
Gould we but change conditions. 

My grief would all be 'flown ; 
Were I the kind phyfician. 

And you the patient grown : 
All own you’re wondrous pretty, 
Well (hap’d, and alfo witty, 
Enforc’d with generous pity. 

Then make my cafe your own. 

The filver fwan, when dying, 
Has moft melodious lays. 

Like him,* when life is flying. 
In fongs I’ll end my days: 

But know, thou cruel creature, 
My loul fhall mount the fleeter, 
And I fliall fing the Tweeter, 

By warbling forth thy praife. 
SONG LII. 

IN this grove my Strephon walk’d, 
Here he lov’d, and there he talk’d; 

Here he lov'd, &c. 
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Ih this place his lofs I prove, 
A fad remembrance of our love, 
Oh ! fad remembrance of our love. 
In this grove my Strepbcn ftray’d. 
Here he fmil'd, and there betray’d; 
Here he fmil'd, &c. 
Every whifpering breeze can tell, 
How I, poor I believing, fell; 
Ah ! by too foon believing, fell. 
By this ftream my Strephon mov’d, 
Here he fung, and there he lov’d; 
Here he fung. See. 
Every dream and every tree. 
Cries out, perfidious cruel he, 
And helplefs poor forfaken (he. 
On this bank my Strephon lean’d, 
A lovely foe, but faithlefs friend; 
A lovely foe. See. 
Ye verdant banks, each dream and grove;■ 
Once joyous feenes, now difmal prove, 
Since Strephon'% falfe to me and love. 

SONG Lllh 

TRanfported with pleafure, 
I gaze on my treafure, 

And ravidi my fight; 
While die gaily fmiling. 
My anguifir beguiling, i 

Augments my delight. 
How blefs’d is a lover, 
Whofe torments are over. 

His fears and his pain ; 
When beauty relenting, 
Repays with confenting, ' 

Her fcorn and difdain: 

Y 2 
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SONG LIV. 

A Choir of bright beauties 
In fpring did appear. 

To chufe a May-\a.Ay 
To govern the year; 

All the nymphs were in white. 
And the fhepherds in green. 

The garland was given. 
And Phillis was queen. 

But Phillis refus’d it. 
And fighing did fay, 

I’ll not wear a garland. 
While Pan is away. 

While Pan and fair Syrinx^ 
Are fled from the fhore, 

The graces are banilh’d, 
And love is no more : 

The foft god of pleafure 
That warm’d our defires. 

Has broken his bow. 
And extinguifli’d his fires; 

And vows that hipifelf 
And his mother will mourn, 

Till Pan and fair Syrinx 
In triumph return. 

Forbear your addrefles. 
And court us no more ; 

For we will perform 
What the deity fwore : 

But if you dare think 
Of deferving our charms, 

Ajvay with your Iheep-hooks,, 
And take to your arms : 

Then laurels and myrtles 
Your brows fhall adorn. 

When Pan and fair Syrinx 
In.triumph return. 

N. 
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Which furly *S7rf/G« hearing, faid, 

It was both iliame and fin. 
It was both fiiame and fin. 
It was loth, &c. 

To pity fuch a lazy jade, 
Wou’d neither kifs nor fpin. 

SONG LX. 
WHen Chloe we ply, 

We fwear we lhall die, 
Her eyes do our heart fo enthrall; 

But ’tis for her pelf,. 
And not for herfelf; 

Tis all artifice, artifice all. 
The maidens are coy. 
They’ll pilh ! and they’ll fie ! 

And fwear, if you’re rude, they will call1; 
But whifper fo low. 
By which you may know, 

>Tis all artifice, artifice all. 
My dear, the wives cry. 
If ever you die, 

To marry again I ne’er flrall; 
But lefs than a year. 
Will make it appear, 

’Tis all artifice, artifice all. 
In matters of ftate. 
And party-debate. 

For church and for juQice we bawl;. 
But if you’ll attend, 
You’ll find in the end, 

’Tis all artifice, artifice all. 

SONG LXI. 
The Parfon among the Peas. 

ONE long Whitfnn holyday, 
Holyday, holyday, it was a jolly day, 

Young Ralph, buxom Phillada, 
Phillada, a welladay ! 

Met in the peafe ; 
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They long had community, 
He lov’d her, fhe lov’d him, 
Joyful unity, nought but opportunity. 
Scanting was wanting, 

Their bofoms to eafe. 
But now fortune’s cruelty, cruelty, 
You will lee; for as they lie, 
In clofe hug. Sir Doming 
Gemini Gomini 

Chanc’d to come by, 
He read prayers i’ the family. 
No way now to frame a lie, 
They fear’d at old Homily, 
Homily, Homily, 

Both away fly. 
Home, foon as he faw the fight, 
Full of fpite, as a kit runs the recubite. 
Like a noify Hypocrite, 
Hypocrite, Hypocrite, 

Mifchief to fay; 
Save he wou’d fair Phiilida, 
Phillida, Phillida drefs’d that holiday 
But poor Ralph, ah welladay ! 
Welladay ! welladay! 

Turn’d was away. 
’Ads nigs, /tries Sir Domine 
Gemini Gomini, {hall a rogue flay, 
To baulk me, as commonly. 
Commonly, commonly, 

Has been this, way ? 
No, I ferve the family. 
They know nought to blame me by, 
I; read prayers and homily, 
Homily, homily, 

Three times a-day.. 
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SONG LXII. 

HOW happy are we, 
Who from thinking are free. 

That curbing difeafe ot the mind, 
Can indulge every tafte. 
Love where we like befl. 

Not by dull reputation confin’d ! 
When we’re young, fit to toy, 
Gay delights we enjoy, 

And have crouds of new lovers ftill wooing; 
When we’re old and decay’d. 
We procure for the trade, 

Still in every age we are doing. 
If a cully we meet. 
We fpend what we get 

Every day, for the next never think ; 
When we die, where we go 
We have no fenfe to know, 

For a bawd always dies in her drink. 

SONG LXIII. 

ONE y//>r//morn, when from the fea 
Phot.bus was jufl appearing, 

Damon and Celia young and gay, 
Long fettled love endearing, 

Met in a grove, to vent their fpleen 
On parents unrelenting:- 

He bred of Tory-race had been, 
She of the tribe diflenting. 

Celia, whofe eyes outfhone the god, 
Newly the hills adorning, 

Told him, mamma would be (lark mad. 
She miffing prayers that morning ; 

Damon, his arm about her waift. 
Swore that nought fhould them funder. 

Shou’d my rough dad know how I’m blefs’d, 
’Twou’d make him roar like thunder. 
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Great ones made by ambition blind. 

By faction Hill fupport it. 
Or where vile money taints the mind. 

They for convenience court it: 
But mighty Love, that fcorns to Ihew 

Party (hou’d raife his glory. 
Swears he’ll exalt a vaffal true. 

Let it be Whig or Tory, 

SONG LXIV. 

AMongft the willows on the grafs 
Where nymphs and Ihepherds lie. 

Young Willy courted bonny Befs ; 
And Nell Hood lift’ning by ; 

Says Will, we will not tarry, 
Two months before we marry. 
No, no, lie no, never, never tell me fo, 

For a maid I’ll live and die : 
Bays Nell, foJhall not 1. 
Says Nell, &c. 

Long time betwixt hope and defpair. 
And kiffes mix’d between, 

He with a fong did charm her ear. 
Thinking (he chang’d had been ; 

Says JVill, I want a blefling, 
Subllantialer than killing. 

No, no, fie no, never, never tell me fo. 
For 1 will never change my mind. 
Says Nell, Jhe'llprove more kind. 
Says Nell, &c. 

Smarting pain the virgin finds, 
Altho’ by nature taught, 

When (he firft to man inclines : 
Ghioth Nell, I'll venture that. 

Oh ! who wou’d lofe a treafure, 
For fuch a puny pleafure ! 
Not I, not I, no, a maid I’ll live and die, 

And to my vow be true. 
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Quoth Nell, t/y more fool you. 
Quoth Nell, &c. 

To my clofet I’ll repair, 
And read on godly books, 

Forget vain love and worldly care. 
Quoth Nell, that likely looks. 

You men arc all perfidious, 
But I will be religious, 

Tryall, flyall, and while I breath defy all. 
Your fex I now defpifie. 
Says Nell, by Jove Jhe lies. 
Says Nell, &c. 

SONG LXV. 
SElinda fure’s the brighteft thing 

That decks the earth,.or breathes our air 
Mild are her looks like opening fpring, 

And like the blooming fummer fair. 

But then her wit’s fo very fmall. 
That all her charms appear to ly. 

Like glaring colours on a wall. 
And (hike no further than the eye. 

Our eyes luxurioufly (he treats, 
Our ears are abfent from the feaft, 

One (enfe is furfeited with fweets, 
Starv’d and difigufted are the reft . 

So have I feen with afpeh bright. 
And taudry pride, a tulip fwell. 

Blooming and beauteous to the fight, 
Dull and infipid to the fmell. 

SONG LXVI. 

A Trifling fong ye (hall hear, 
Begun with a trifle and ended j 

All trifling people draw near, 
And I (hall be nobly attended. 

Z 
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Were it not for trifles a few, 
That lately came into the play 

The men would want fomething to da, 
The women want fomething to fay. 

What makes men trifle in dreffing ? 
Becaufe the ladies, they know, 

Admire by often carefling 
That eminent trifle, a beau. 

When the lover his moments has trifled, 
The trifle of trifles to gain, 

No fooner the virgin is rifled, 
But a trifle flrall part them again. 

What mortal wou’d ever be able, 
At Whyte's half a moment to fit ? 

Or who is’t cou’d bear a tea-table. 
Without talking trifles for wit ? 

The c_ourt is from trifles fecure. 
Gold keys are no trifles we fee; 

White rods are no trifles I’m fure. 
Whatever their bearers may be. 

But if you will go to the place, 
Where trifles abundantly breed ; 

The levee will fliew you, his Grace 
Make promifes trifles indeed ! 

A coach with fix footmen behind, 
I count neither trifle nor fin ; 

But, ye gods ! how oft do we find 
A fcandalous trifle within ? 

A flalk of Champaign people think it 
A trifle, or fomething as bad ; 

But if you’ll contrive how to drink it, 
You’ll find it no trifle, by Gad. 

A parfon’s a trifle at fea, 
^ widow’s a trifle in forrow, 

A peace is a trifle to-day, 
To break it a trifle to-morrow. 
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A black coat a trifle may cloak. 

Or to hide it the red may endeavour; 
But if once the army is broke. 

We fhail have more trifles than ever.. 
The ftage is a trifle, they fay, 

The reafon pray carry along; 
Becaufe that at every new play, 

The houfe they with trifles fo throng. 
But with people’s malice to trifle, 

And to fet us all on a foot: 
The author of this is a trifle. 

And his fong is a trifle to boot, 

SONG LXVII. 

* IT?Rot” grave leflbns and reftraint. 
I’m Hole out to refel here 

Yet I tremble and I faint, 
In the middle of the fair. 

Oh ! would fortune in my way 
Throw a lover kind and gay; 
Now’s the time he foon might move 
A young heart unus’d to love. 
Shall I venture ? No, no, no. 
Shall I from the danger go ? 
Oh ! no, no, no, no, no, 
I mud not try, I cannot fly, 
j mud not, durd not, cannot fly. 
Help me nature, help me, art: 
Why fhould I deny my part? 
If a lover will purfue ; 
Like the wifed let me do 
I'will fit him, if he’s true, 
U he’s falfe I’ll fit him too. 

SONG LXVII I. Women and Winfc.. 
SOme fay women are like feas. 

Some the waves, and fome the rocks, 
Z 2 
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Some the rofe that Toon decays. 

Some the weather, fome the cocks; 
Rut if you’]] give me leave to tell, 
There’S nothing can be compar’d fo well,. 
As wine, wine, women and wine, 

They run in a parallel. 
Women are witches when they will. 

So is wine, fo is wine, 
They make the flatefman lofe his Hdlli, 

The foldier, lawyer, and divine ; 
They put a gigg in the graved fcull. 
And fend their wits-to gather wool; 
’Tis wine, wine, women and wine, 

They run in a parallel. 
What is’t that makes your dice fo pale, 

What is’t that makes your looks divine,. 
What makes your courage rife and fall ? 

Is it not women, is it not wine ? 
Whence proceed th’indaming dofes. 
That fet fire to your nofes ? 
from wine, wine, women and wine, 

They run in a parallel. 

SONG LXIX, 

WOu’d you chufe a wife,. 
For a happy life ? 

Leave the court, and the country takes. 
Where Dolly and Sus, 
Young Afs//)' and Prue, 
Follow Roger and John, 
Whilff harveft goes on. 

And merrily, merrily rake. 
Leave the London dames 
(Be it fpoke to their fhames) 

To He in their beds till noon, 
Then get up and flretch. 
And paint too, and patch, 
Some Widgeon to catch, 
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Then look at their watch, 

And wonder they rofe up fo foon. 
Then coffee and tea. 
Both green and bohea. 

Are ferv’d to their tables in plate. 
Where tattles do run. 
As fwift as the fun, 
Of what they have won, 
And who is undone. 

By their gaming and fitting up late. 
The lafs give me here, 
Tho’ brown as my beer, 

That knows how to govern her houfe. 
That can milk her cow, 
Or farrow her fow, 
Make butter andcheefe. 
Or gather green peale. 

And values fine cloaths not a foufe. 
This is the girl 
Worth rubies and pearl; 

A wife that will make a man rich 5 
We gentlemen need 
No quality breed 
To iquander away 
What taxes wou’d pay; 

We care not in faith for fuch. 

SONG LXX. 
ES I could love, if I could find 

A miftrefs fitted to my mind, 
Whom neither gold nor pride could move, 
To change her virtue or her love : 

Loves to go neat, not to go fine, 
Loves for myfell, and not for mine 
Not city proud, nor nice and coy. 
But lull of love, and full of joy:- 
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Not cliildifli young, nor bedlams old,. 
Nor fiery hot, nor icy cold, 
Not gravely wife to rule the ftate, 
Not i'oolilh to be pointed at: 
Not worldly rich, nor bafely poor,. 
Nor chalte, nor a repined whore 
If fuch a one you can difcover, 
Pray, Sir, intitle me.her Jover,. 

Lefs’d as th’ immortal gods is he, 
The youth who fondly fits by thee 

.And hears apd fees thee, all the while,. 
Softly fpeak and fweetly fmile. 
’Twas this bereav’d my foul of reft, 
And rais’d fuch tumults in my breaft; • 

1 or while I gaz’d in tranfport toft, 
My breath was gone, my voice was loft.>. 
My bofcm glow’d ; the fubtile ilame 
Ran quick thio’ all my vital frame ; 
O’er my dim eyes a darknefs hung, ^ 
My ears with hollow muimurs rung. 
In dewy damps my limbs were chill’d, 
My blood with gentle horrors thril'i’d,' 
My feeble pulle forget to play, 
I faintcd, funk, and dy’d away. 

YOU may ceafe to complain, 
For your fuit is in vain ; 

All attempts you can make 
But augments her difdain ; 

She bids you give over 
While ’tis in your pow'er, 

For except her eileem 
She can grant you no more { ■ 

Tier heart has been long fmcc. 
Affauitcd.and won.,. 

SONG LXXI*. 

SONG LXXfI. 
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Her truth is as lafting 

And firm as the fun ; 
You’ll find it more eafy 

Your palfion to cure, 
Than for ever thofe fruitlefa- 

Endeavours endure. 
You may give this advice 

To the wretched and wife,. 
But a lover like me 

Will thofe precepts defpife 
I.fcorn to give over 

Were it in my power ; 
Tho’ efteem were deny’d me,, 

Yet her I’U adore, 

A heart that’s been touch’d 
Will fome fympathy bear, 

’ Twill lefien my fbrrows 
If Ihe takes a lhare ; 

I’ll count it more honour. 
In dying her Have, 

Than did her,affections.. 
The fteddinefs crave. 

You may tell her I’ll be 
Her true lover, tho’(he 

Should mankind defpife. 
Out of hatred to me ;. 

’Tis mean to give o’er, 
’Caufe we get no reward. 

She loft not her worth 
When I loft her regard; 

^My love on an altar 
More npble ft all burr,. 

I;ftill will love on 
Without hopes of return ;. 

I'll tell her fome other 
Has kindled the flame, 

And I’ll figh' for herfelf 
la another one’s name. ! 1 J 
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SONG LXXXIII. The tippling Philofephers 
Diogenes furly and proud. 

Who fnarl’d at the Macedon youth. 
Delighted in wine that was good, 

Becaufe in good wine there was truth; 
But growing as poor as a Job, 

Unable to purchafe aflalk. 
He chofe for his manfion a tub. 

And liv’d by the fcent of the calk. 
Heraclitus ne’er wou’d deny ^ 

A bumper, tocherilh his heart; 
And when he was maudlin wou’d cry, 

Becaufe he had empty’d his quart: 
Tho’ fome are fo foolilh to think, 

He wept at mens follies and vice, 
>Twas only his cullom to drink, 

Till the liquor flow’d out of his eyes. 
Democritus always was glad 

To tipple and cherilh his foul: 
Would laugh like a man that was mad,. 

When over a good flowing bowl; 
As long as his cellar was llor’d. 

The liquor he’d merrily quaff: 
Ancbwhen he was drunk as a lord. 

At them, that were fober he’d laugh. 
Wife Solon, who carefully gave 

Good laws unto Athens of old. 
And thought the rich Croefus a Have 

(Tho’ a king) to his coffers of gold; 
He delighted in plentiful bowls ; 

But drinking much talk would decline,. 
Becaufe ’twas the cuflom of fools, 

To prattle much over their wine. 
Old Socrates ne’er was content, 

Till a bottle had heighten’d his joys, 
Who in’s cups to the oracle went, 

Qr he. ne’er, had keen counted fo wifn.. 
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Late hours fie moft certainly lov’d. 
Made wine the delight of his life, 

Or Xantippe would never have prov’d 
Such a damnable fcold of a wife. 

Grave Seneca, fam’d for his parts, 
Who tutor’d the bully of Rome, 

Grew wife o’er his cups and his quarts, 
Which he drank like a mifer at home ; 

And, to Ihew he lov’d wine that was good,. 
To the laft (we may truly aver it,) 

He tin&ur’d his bath with his blood, 
So fancy’d he dy’d in his claret. 

Pythagoras did filence injoin, 
On his pupils who wifdom would feek 

Becaufe he tippled good wine, ^ 
Till himfelf was unable to fpeak ; 

And when he was whimfical grown. 
With fipping his plentiful bowls, 

By the ftrength of the juice in his crown, 
He conceiv’d tranfmigration of fouls. 

Copernicus top, like the reft, 
Believ’d there was wifdom in wine. 

And thought that a cup of the beft 
Made reafon the brighter to ftiine;; 

With wine he replenilh’d his veins. 
And made his philofophy reel; 

Then fancy’d the world, like his brains 
Turn’d round like a chariot-wheel. 

Arijlotli, that mailer of arts, 
Had been but a dunce without wine; 

And what we afcribe to his parts, 
Is due to thejuice of the vine : 

His belly, moft writers agree. 
Was big as watering-trough; 

He therefore leap’d into the lea, 
Becaufe he’d have liquor enough. 

Old Plato was reckon’d divine, 
He fondly to wifdom was prone;: 
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But had it not been for good wine, 

His merits had never been known. 
By wine we are generous made, 

It furnifhes fancy with wings. 
Without it we ne’er fhou’d. have had 

Philofophers, poets, er kings, 

SONG LXXIV. Doivk among the dead Men. 
HEre’s a health to the king and a lading peace; 

May faction be damn’d, and difcord ceafe ; 
Come, let us drink it while we have breath, 
For there’s no drinking after death; 
And he that won't with this comply,, 

D o-Mrt among the dead men, 
D saun among the dead men., 
Down, do'VJn, down, down,. 

Down among the dead men, let him lit. 
Now a health to the queen, and may Ihe long 
B’our firll fair toad to grace our fong; 
Off wi’ your hats, wi’ your knee on the ground^ 
Take off your bumpers all around; 
And he that will not drink his dryr 

Down among, &c. let him lie. 
Let charming beauty’s healtli go round, 
In whom celeftial joys are found; 
And may confufion Hill purfue 
The fenfelels woman-hating crew;- 
And he that will this health deny, 

Down among. See. let him lie. 
Here’s thriving to trade, and the common weal, 
And patriots to their country leal; 
But who for bribes gives Satan his foul. 
May he ne’er laugh o’er a flowing bowl; 
And all that with fuch rogues comply, 

Down among, See. let them lie. 
In fmiling Bacchus joys I’ll roll, 
Deny no pleafure to my foul; 
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Eet Bacchus' health round fwiftly move. 
For Bacchus is a triend to love ; 
And he that does this health deny, 

Down asnor.g. See. let him lie. 

SONG LXXV. 

HE that will not merry merry be, 
With a generous bowl and a toaft. 

May he in Bridewell be fliutup. 
And fall bound to a poll; 

Let him he merry merry there. 
And we'll he merry merry here ; 
For who can know where we fhall go., 
To he merry another year F 

He that will not merry merry be. 
And take his glals in courfe. 
May he b’oblig’d to drink fmall beer, 
Ne’er a penny into his purfee 

Let him be merry. See. 
He that will not merry merry be. 
With a comp’ny of jolly boys, 
May he be plagu’d with a fcolding wife. 
To confound him with her noife : 

Let him he merry, &c. 
He that will not merry merry be. 
With his miltrefs in his bed, 
Let him be bury’d in the church-yard. 
And me put in his Head : 

Let him he merry. See. 

SONG LXXVI. 

JOily mortals, fill your glalfes; 
Noble deeds are done by wine ; 

Scorn the nymph and all her graces : 
Who’d for love or beauty pine ? 

Look upon this bowl that’s flowing. 
And a thoufand charms you’ll find, 

More than in Chloe when juft going, 
In the moment to be kind. 
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Alexander hated thinking: 

Drank about at council-board ; 
Made friends, and gain’d the world by drinking, 

Merc than by his conquering fword. 

SONG LXXVII. 

Since we die by the help of good wine, 
I will that a tun be my Ihrine ; 

And engrave it on my tomb, 
Here lies a body once fo brave, 
Who with drinking made his grave, 

Who 'with, &c. 
Since thus to die will purchafe fame, 
And leave an everlafting name, 

Since thus to die, &c. 
Drink, drink away, drink, drink away. 
And let us be nobly interr’d. 

Drink, drink, &c. 
Let mifers and flaves 
Pop into their graves, 

And rot in a dirty church-yard. 
And rot in a dirty church-yard. 

Let ?nifers, &c. 

SONG LXXVIIL 

BAcchus is a power divine ; 
For he no fooner fills my head 

With mighty wine, 
But all my cares refign. 

And droop, and droop, and (ink down dead: 
Then, then the pleafing thoughts begin, 

And I in riches flov. 
At lead I fancy fo ; 

And without thought of want I ling, 
Stretch’d on the earth, my head all around. 
With flowers, weav’d into a garland, crown’d: 
Then, then I begin to live, 
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=Let the brave fools that fondly think 
Of honour and delight 
To make a noife, a noife and fight. 

Go feek out war whilll I feek peace, 
Whilft I feek peace, feek peace and drink, 
Whilfl I feek peace, feek peace and drink. 

Then fill my glafs, fill, fill it high ; 
Some perhaps think it fit to fall and die ; 
But when bottles are rang’d, 

Make war with me. 
The fighting fool fhall fee. 

When I am funk. 
The difference to lie dead, 

And lie dead drunk. 
The fighting fool. See. 

SONG LXXIX. 
YE virgin powers, defend my heart 

From amorous looks and fmiles ; 
From fancy love, or nicer art,. 

Which moft our fex beguiles. 
From fighs and vows, and awful fears, 

That do to pity move ; 
From fpeaking filence, and from tears. 

Thole fprings that water love. 
But if thro’paffion I grow blind, 

Let honour be my guide ; 
And when frail nature feems inclin’d. 

There place a guard of pride. 
An heart, whofe flames are feen, tho’ pure. 

Needs every virtue’s aid; 
And Ihe who thinks herfelf fecure, 

The fooneft is betray’d. 

SONG LXXX. 
WHY Ihou’d aloolifh marriage-vow. 

Which long ago was made, 
' A a 
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Oblige us to each other now, 

When paflion is decay’d ? 
We lov’d, and we lov’d 
As long as we cou’d. 

Till love was lov’d out of us both; 
But our marriage is dead 
When the pleafure is fled; 

’Twas pleafure firft made it an oath. 

If I have pleafures for a friend, 
And further love in (lore, 

What wrong has he whofe joys did end, 
And who cou’d give no more ? 

’Tis a madnefs that he 
Shou’d be jealous of me, 

Or that I (hou’d bar him of another; 
For all we can gain, 
Is to give ourfelves pain. 

When neither can hinder the other. 

SONG LXXXI. 

Y dear miftrefs has a heart, 
JV! Soft as thefe kind looks (he gave me 
When with love’s refifllefs art, 

And her eyes (he did enflave me; 
But her conflancy’s fo weak. 

She’s fo wild and apt to wander, 
That my jealous heart would break, 

Shou’d we live one day afunder. _ 
Melting joys about her move, 

Killing pleafures, wounding blifles; 
She can drefs her eyes in love, 

And her lips can arm with kifles; 
Angels liften when (he fpeaks ; 

She’s my delight, all mankind’s wonder; 
But my jealous heart would break, 

Should we live one day afunder. 
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SONG LXXXII. 

I’LL fail upon the dog-Jlar, 
And then purfue the morning; 

I’ll chafe the moon till it be nocn ; 
I’ll make her leave her horning. 

I’ll climb the frofty mountain, 
And there I’ll coin the weather; 

I’ll tear the rainbow from the Iky, 
And tie both ends together. 

The ftars pluck from their orbs too* 
And croud them in my budget; 

And whether I’m a roaring boy. 
Let Grejbam college judge it : 

While I mount yon blue celum. 
To fhun the tempting gipfies; • 

Play, at foot-ball with fun and moon) 
And fright ye with eclipfes. ^ 

SONG LXXXHI. 

James. T^Rithee, Sufan, what doft mufe on,- 
JL By this doleful fpring ? 
Ifou are, l fear, in love, my dear ;• 

Alas, poor thing! 
Susan. Truly, Jamie, I muft blame ye. 

You look fo pale and wan : 
I fear ’twill prove you are in love ; 

Alas, poor man ! 

James. Nay, my Sucy; now I view ye ; 
Well l know your fmart; 

When you’re alone, you figh and groan 
Alas, poor heart! 

Susan. Jamie, hold ; 1 dare be bold 
To fay, thy heart is Hole, 

And know that (he as well as thee j 
Alas, poor foul ! 

A- a a 

- ' 
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James. Then, my Sue, tell me who; 

I’ll give thee beads of pearl, 
And eafe thy heart of all this fmart; 

Alas, poor girl 1 
Susan. Jamie, no, if yon fhou’-d know, 

I fear ’twou’d make you fad, 
s And pine away both night and day ; 

. Alas, poor hid! 
James. Why then, my Sue, it is for you, 

That I burn in thefe flames; 
And when 1 die, l know yau’ll cry, 

Alas, poor James,! 

Susan. Say you fo, then, Jamie, know, 
If you (hou’d prove untrue, 

Then mult I Lkewife cry, 
Alas, poor Sue ! 

Quoth he, then join thy hand with mine, 
And we will wed to-day. 

I do agree,, here his, quoth fhe, 
Come, let’s, away. 

SONG LXXXIV. 

■y^Hen, lovely Phillis, thou art kind, 
Nought but raptures fills my mind : 

’Tis then I think thee fo divine, 
T’ excel the mighty power of wine : 

But when thou infult'it, and laugh’d at my pain,, 
I wa(h thee away with fparkling champaign ; 
So bravely contemn both the boy and his mother. 
And drive out one god by the power of another. 

When pity in thy looks I fee, 
1 freely quit my friends for thee ;■ 
Perfualive love fo charms me then, 
lyly freedom I’d not wilh again. 

But ’Ivhen thou art cruel, and heeds not my care, 
Then ftraight with a bumper 1 banifli delpair; 

> So bravely contemn both the boy and his mother, 
And drive out one god by the power of another. 
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SONG LXXXV, 
"’C? OU that love mirth, attend to my fong, 
jJ A moment you never can better employ; 

Sawny and Teague were trudging along, 
A bonny Scots lad, and an bijh dear-lhoy; 

They never before had leen a wind-mill, 
Nor had they heard ever of any fuch name \ 

As they were a-walking 
And merrily talking, £came. 

At laft, by mere chance, to a wind-mill they 
Haha! cries Sanvny, What do ye ca’ that ? 

To tell the right name o’t I am at a lofs, 
Teague very readily anfwer’d the Scot, 

Indeed 1 believe itlh Shaint Patrick's crols. 
Says Savjny, ye’ll find yourfell meikle miftaken. 

For it is Saint Andrew's crois, I can fvvear; 
For there is his bonnet. 
And tartans hang on it,. 

The plaid and the trews our apoftle did wear. 
Nay, o’ my flioul joy, thou tellfht ail lees, 

Kor that 1 will fhwear is Shaint Pa/r/Vi’s coat; 
I fhee’t him in Ireland buying the frieze, 

And that 1 am firure ilh the fhanae that he bought; 
And he ifir a flraint much better than ever 

Made either the covenantfh fholemn or league : 
For o’ my lhal'wafhion, 
He was my relafliion, 

And had a great kindne/hfor honeft poor TVtfgw', 

Wherefore, fays Teague, I will, by my fhoul, 
Lay down my napfhack, and take out my beads. 

And under this holy crofs feet I will fall. 
And fhay Pater Nojhter, and feme of our creeds. 

So Teague began with humble devotion, 
Tokneel down before St. Patrick's crofs; 

The wind fell a-blowing, 
And fet it a-going, 

And gtive our dear fhoy a terrible tofs, 
A-a. 3^ 
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Saintly tehce’d, to fee how poor Teague 
Lay fcratching his ears, and roll on the grafs, _ 

Swearing, it was furely the de’H’s whirlygig, 
And none (he roar’d out) of St. Patrick's crofs;- 

But i(h it indeed, cries he in a paflion. 
The. croft of our lhaint that has crolht me fo fore ? 

Upo’ my faiwaihion. 
This (hall be a cawfhion. 

To trull to it Patrick's kindnefs no moro. 
Samny to Teague then merrily cry’d, 

This patron of yours is a very fad loun, 
To hit you fic affair thump on the hide, 

For kneeling before him, and feeking a boon; 
Let me advife you to ferve our St. Andrew, 

He, by my fauJ, was a fpecial gude man : 
For Cnee your St. Patrick 
Has ferv’d you-fic a trick. 

I’d fee him hung up ere,I fervid him again. 

MAY the ambitious ever find 
• Succefs in crouds and noife, 

While gentle lov-e does fill my mind 
With filent real joys-. 

May knaves and fools grow rich and great,, 
And all the world think them wife, 

While I lie at my Nanny's feet, 
And all the world defpife. 

Let conquering kings new triumphs raife. 
And meit in court delights; 

Her eyes can give much brighter days, 
Her arms much tofter nights. 

SONG LXXXVI. 

S O N- G. LXXXVIL 

Elia, too late you wou’d repent; 
The offering all your llore,. 

Is now but like a pardon fent, 
T» one tbftt’s dggd.before, 
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While at the firlt you cruel prov’d. 
And grant the bills too late,. 

Ypu hind’redme oi one i lov’d. 
To give me one 1 hate. 

I thought you innocent as fair, 
When hrit my court l made : 

Eut when your lallehoods plain appear,. 
My love no'longer itay 'd. 

Your bounty ot thele tavours Ihown, 
Whole worth you liril deface. 

Is melting valu’d medals down. 
And giving us the brais. 

O ! fmce the thing we beg’s a toy, 
That’s priz’d by love alone. 

Why cannot women grant the joy. 
Before the love is gone ? 

SONG LXXXV1II. 

YES, all the world will fure agree, 
He who’s fecur’d of having thee,, 

Will be entirely bled ; 
But ’twere in me too great a wrong. 
To make one who, has been fo long 

My queen, my Jlave at laft. 
Nor ought thefe things to be confin’d 
That were for public good defign’d.: 

Cou’d we, in foolilh. pride. 
Make the fun always with us ftay, 
’Twou’d burn our corn and grafs away, 

To llarve the.world belide. 
Let not the thoughts of parting, fright, 
Two fouls whicn paflion oots unite ; 

For while our love does laft, 
Neither will ftrive tovgo away, 
Asd why the devil Ihould.we ftay) , 

Whea once that loy? is pall ? 

71 
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SONG LXXXIX. 

MY goddefs Lydia, heavenly fair. 
As lily fweet, as foft as air, 

Let loofe thy treffes, fpread thy charms. 
And to my love give frelh alarms. 
O ! let me gaze on thefe bright eyes, 
Tho’ facred lightning from them flies; 
Shew me that foft, that modeft grace. 
Which paints with charming red thy face. 
Give me ambrojia in a kifs. 
That 1 may rival Jove in blifs, 
That I may mix my foul with thine. 
And make the pleafure all divine. 

O ! hide thy bofom’skilling white, 
(The milky way is not fo bright;) 
Left you my ravifh’d foul opprefs. 
With beauty’s pomp, and fweet excels. 
Why draw’ll: thou from the purple flood 
Of my kind heart the vital blood? 
Thou art all over endlefs charms; 
O ! take me dying to thy arms. 

SONG XC. 

TWHY we love, and why we hate. 
Is not granted us to know; 

Random chance, or wilful fate, 
Guides the fliaft from Cupid’s bow. 

If on me Zelinda frown, 
’1 is madnefs all in me to grieve; 

Since1 her will is not her own, 
Why fhould 1 uneafy live ? 

If I for Zelitida die, 
Deaf to poor IVIifelia’s cries, 

Afk not me the reafon why. 
Seek the riddle in the Ikies. 
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SONG XCI. 

HArk how the trumpets founds to battle, 
Hark how the thund'ring cannons rattle > 

Cruel ambition now calls me away. 
While 1 have ten thoufand foft things to fay, 

While honour alarms me. 
Young difarms me. 
And Celia fo charms me.,. 

I cannot away. 
Hark again, honour calls me to arms. 
Hark how the trumpet fweetly charms ; 
Celia no more then muft be obey’d. 
Cannons are roaring and enfigns difplay’d. 

The thoughts of promotion 
Infpire fuch a notion 
Of Celia's devotion. 

I’m no more afraid. 
Guard her for me, celeftial powers. 
Ye gods, blefs the nymph with happy foft hours t 
O may fhe ever to love me incline, 
Such lovely perfections I cannot refign; 

Firm conflancy grant her, 
My true love fhall haunt her,, 

■s My foul cannot want her. 
Site’s all fo divine. 

SONG XCII. 
SHall I, wafting in defpair, 

Die becaufe a woman’s fair ? 
Shall my cheeks look pale with care,, 
’Caufe another’s rofy are ? 

'Be (he fairer than the day. 
Or the flow’ry meads in May ; 

Yet if fhe think not well of me. 
What care l how fair fhe be ? 

. Shall a woman’s goodnefs move 
Me to perifh for her love j 
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Or, her worthy merits known. 
Make me quite forget my own ? 
Be (he wirir-thargoodncfs bleft, 
As may merit name the befl; 

Yet if (he be not Inch to me. 
What care I how good fhe be ?; 

Be (he good, or kind, or fair* 
I will never more defpair ; 
If (he love me, this believe, 
I wiil die ere (he (hall grieve y 
If fhe (light me when I woo, 
I will (corn and let her go: 

So if (he be not (it for me, 
What.oare I for whom (he be ? 

SONG XCIII. 
A S the fncw in valleys lying, 

Phoebus his warm beams applying* 
Soon diffolves and runs away ; 

Soothe beauties, fo the graces. 
Of the mod bewitching faces. 

At approaching age decay. 

As a tyrant, when degraded. 
Is defpis’d, and is upbraided, 

By the (laves he once control’d; 
So the nymph if none cou’d move her, 
Is contemn’d by every lover. 

When her charms are growing old. 
Melancholic looks and whining, 
Grieving, quarrelling, and pining. 

Are th’ effects your rigours move : 
Soft carefles, am’rous glances. 
Melting fighs, tranfporting trances. 

Are the blefs’d effects of love. 
Fair ones! whHe your beauty’s blooming, 
Employ time, led age refuming 

What your youth-profufely lends ; 
Y-ou are robb’d of all your glories* 
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And condemn’d to tell old ftories 

To your unbelieving friends. 

SONG XCIV. 
FAir Aworet is gone aftray, 

Purfue, andfeekher, every lover ; 
I’ll tell the figns by which you may 

The wand’ring (hepherdefs dilcover. > 
Coquet and coy at once her air, 

Both ftudy’d, tho’ both feem negle&ed ; 
Carelefs (he is, with artful care, 

AfFecfling to feem unaffefted. 

With (kill her eyes dart ev’ry glance. 
Yet change fo foon you’d ne’er fufpeft them ; 

For (he’d perfuade they wound by chance, 
Tho’ certain aim and art dire<fi them. 

She likes herfeJf, yet others hates 
For that which in herfelf (he prizes; 

And while (he laughs at them, forgets 
She is the thing that (he defpifes. 

SONG XCV. 
D Anion, if you will believe me, 

’Tis not (ighing round the plain. 
Song nor fonnet can relieve ye ; 

Faint attempts in love are vain. 
Urge but home the fair occafion, 

And be mafter of the field : 
To a powerful kind invafion, 

’Twere a madnefs not to yield. 

Tho’ (he vows (he’ll ne’er permit ye, 
Cries you’re rude and much to blame, 

And with tears implores your pity ; 
Be not merciful for (hame. 

When the fierce aflault is over, 
Chloris time enough will find, 

This her cruel furious lover, 
Much more gentle, not fo kind. 
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SONG xcvr. 

TF <he be not kind as fair, 
But peevifh and unhandy. 

Leave her, fhe’s only worth the care 
Of ibme fpruce jack a-dandy. 

I would not have thee fuch an afs, 
Hadfl: thou ne’er fo much leifure. 

To figh and whine for fuch a lafs, 
Whofe pride’s above her pleafure. 

SONG XCVII. 

He; A Wake, thou faireft thing in nature, 
/~\ How can you fleep when day does break ? 

How can you fleep, my charming creature. 
When half a world for you al e awake ? 

She. What iwain is this that lings fo early. 
Under my window by the dawn ? 

He. ’Tis one, dear nymph, that loves you dearly. 
Therefore in pity eafe my pain. 

She. Softly, elfe you’ll wake my mother, 
No tales of love Ihe lets me hear ; 

Go tell your paflion to fome other, 
Or whifper’t foftly in my ear. 

He. How can you bid me love another. 
Or rob me of your beauteous charms ? 

’Tis time you were wean’d from your mother. 
You’re fitter for a loverls arms. 

SONG XCVIII. 

IN fpite of love at length I’ve found 
A miftrefs that can pleafe me. 

Her humour free and unconfin’d. 
Both night and day file’ll eafe me. 

No jealous thoughts difturb my mind, 
Tho’ Ihe’s enjoy’d by all mankind; 
Then drink and never fpare it, 

’Tis a botfli of good claret. 
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If yob, thro’ all her naked charms, 

Her little mouth difcover, 
Then take her blulhing to your arms, 

And ufe her like a lover ; 
Such liquor file’ll diflil from thence, 
As will tranfport your ravifh’d fenfe : 
Then kifs and never fpare it, 
’Tis a bottle of good claret. 
But heft of all ! fhe has no tongue, 

Submiffive fhe obeys me. 
She’s fully better old than young, 

And (till to fmiling fways me ; 
Herfkin is fmooth, complexion black. 
And has a moft delicious fmack ; 
Then kifs and never fpare it, 
5Tis a bottle of good claret. 
If you her excellence would tafle. 

Be lure you ufe her kind, Sir, 
Clap your hands about her waifl. 

And raife her up behind, Sir ; 
As for her bottom, never doubt, 
Pufh but home, and you’ll find it out 5 
Then drink and never fpare-it, 
’Tis a bottle of good claret. 

SONG XCIX. 

OSurprifing lovely fair* 
Who with Chloe can compare ? 

Sure fhe’s form’d for beauty’s queen. 
Her wit, her fliape, her grace, her mien. 
By far excells all nymphs I’ve feen; 

No mortal eye 
Can view her nigh. 

Too exquifite for human fight to fee : 
Tho’ fhe ne’er may be kind. 
Nor for me e’er defign’d, 

Yet I love, I love, I love, 
The charming fhe. 

B Is 
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SONG C. 

Hen bright Aurelia tript the plain, 

The looks of every jolly Twain, 
That llrove Aurelia's heart to gain, 

With gambols on the green ? 
Their fports were innocent and gay, 

Mix’d with a manly air 
They’d Ting and dance, and pipe and play. 
Each drove to pleafe, fome different way, 

This dear inchanting fair. 
Th’ ambitious llrife fhe did admire, 

And equally approve, 
Till Phaon's tuneful voice and lyre. 
With fufteft mufic did infpire 

Her foul to generous love. 
Their wonted fports the reft declin’d, 

Their arts prov’d all in vain ; 
Aurelia's conftant now they find, 

»* The more they languifh and repin’d. 
The more fhe loves the fwain. 

A Way, you rover. 
For ftiame give over, 

You play the lover 
So like an afs; 

You are for ftorming, 
You think you’re charming, 
Your faint performing, 

We read in your face. 

How chearful then were feen, 

SONG Cl. 

SONG CIL 

HE, who for ever 
Wou’d hope for favour, 

He muff endeavour 
To charm the fair: 
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He dances, he dances. 
He da--a—a—a--a- ances, 
He fighs, and glances, 
He niiikes advances, 
He Tings, and dances^ 

And mends his air. 

SONG cm.. 

GO, go, go, go,falfeJl of thyfex, begone, \_alone,l 
Leave, leave, ah leave me, leave me to myfelf 

Why would you drive by fond pretence. 
Thus to delhoy my innocence ? 
(Jo, go, See.— leave, leave, &c. 
Young Celia, you too late betray’d, 
Then thus youd;d the nymph upbraid. 

Love, like a dream ulher’d by night,. 
“ Fjies the approach ol moining-light.” 
Co, go, &c.—leave, leave, &c. 

She that believes man-when he fwears,, 
Or lead regards his oaths and prayers, 
May Are, lond die, be mod accurd : 
Nay more, be fubjeid to his lud. 
Go, go, &c.— leave, leave, See, 

SONG CIV. 
DElinda, with affe&ed mien, 

Tries all the power of art ; 
Yet finds her efforts-all in vain. 

To gain a fin'gie heart: 
Whdd Chioe, in a different way, J 

is but herlelf, to pleafe, 
And makes new conepueds every day, 

Without one borrow’d grace. 
Belinda's haughty air aedroys 

What native charms inlpire; 
While Chloe's artlels Alining eyes 

Set all the world on fire : 
£ b 2: 
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Belinda may our pity move ; 
But Chloe gives us pain. 

And while Ihe fmiles us into love, 
Her filter frowns in vain. 

SONG CV. 

ON a bank of flowers. 
In a fummer-day. 

Inviting and undrefs’d. 
In her bloom of youth, 
Fair Celia lay, 

With love and fleep opprefs’d \ 
When a youthful fwain, 
With‘admiring eyes, 

' Wilh’d that he durft, 
The fweet maid furprife ; 

With a fa, la, la, la, &c. 
But fear’d approaching fpies.. 

As he gaz’d on her face, 
A gentle zephyr arofe, 

That fann’d her robes afide : 
And the fleeping nymph 
Did the charms difclofe, 

Which, waking (he would hide : 
Then his breath grew fliort. 
And his pulfe beat high, 
He long’d to touch 
What he chanc’d to fpy ; 

With a fa, la, la, See. 
But durft not (till draw nigh. 

All amaz’d he flood. 
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 : 
When with hopes grown bold, 
He advanc’d amain; 
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But (he laugh’d loud 
In a dream, and again, 

W/t/> a fa, la, la, la, &c. 
Repell’d the timorous fwain. 

Yet the amorous youth. 
To relieve his foft pain, 

The flumbring maid carefs’d ; 
And with trembling hand 
(O fimple ppor fwain !) 

Her glowing bofom prels’d : 
When the virgin awak’d. 
And affrighted flew, 
Yet look’d as wifliing 
He wou’d purfue : ( 

With a fa, la, la, la, &c. 
But Damon mifs’d his cue. 

Now, now repenting, 
That he had let her fly, 

Himfelf he thus accus’d, 
What a dull and a llupid 
Blockhead was I, 

That fuch a chance abus’d? 
To my fhame ’twill now 
On the plains beffaid, 
Damon a virgin 
Afleep betray’d. 

With a fa, ha, la, la. See. 
And let her go a maid. 

SONG CVI. 
TIT'Hile filently I lov’d, nor dar’d 

To tell my crime aloud. 
The influence of your fmiles I fliar’d, 

In common \yith the croud. 
But when I once my flames expreft. 

In hopes to eafe my pain, 
You fingl’d me out from all the reft,; 

The mark of your difdain. 
B h 
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If thus, Corrinna, you (hall frown 

On all that you adore. 
Then all mankind mult be undone, 

Or you mult fmile no more. 

SONG CVIL 

OH ! happy, hippy grove, 
Witnefs of our tender love ;. 

Oh ! happy, happy (hade. 
Where lirlt our vows weie made : 
Blufhing, fighing, melting, dying. 

Looks would charm a Jove ; 
A-thoufand pretty things (lie faid, 

.'ind all—and all wa? love. 
But Corinna perjur’d proves, 
And forfakes the lhady groves ; ■ 

When I fpeak of mutual joys, 
She knows not what 1 mean ; 

Wanton glances, fopd cardies . 
Now no more are feen. 

Since the falfe deluding fair 
Has left the flowky green; 

Mourn, ye nymphs, that fportrng play’d,.. 
Where poor Strephon was betray’d; 
There the fecret wound (he gave,, 
When I was made her.Have. 

S O N G CVIIL 
THI£ fages of old. 

In prophecy told 
'1 he caufe of,a nation’s undoing ; 

But our new Englijh breed 
No prophecies need. 

For each one here feeks his own ruin. 
With grumbling and jars. 
We promote civil wars, • 

And preach up falfe tenets.to many j 



OF CHOICE SONGS. 

We fnarl and we bite. 
We rail and we fight 

For religion, yet no man has any. 
Then him let’s commend, 
rl hat's true to his friend, 

And the church and the lenate would fettle 
Wlro delights not in blood. 
But draws when he fhou’d. 

And bravely Hands brunt to the battle. 
Who rails not at kings, 
Nor politic things, 

Nor treafon will fpeak when lie’s mellow; 
But takes a full glafs, 
To his country’s luccefs : 

This, this is an honed brave fellow. 

SONG CIX. 

WE all to conquering beauty bow. 
Its pleafing power admire ; 

But I ne’er knew a face till now. 
That cou’d like yours infpire : 

Now I may fay I met with one 
Amazes all mankind ; 

And, like men gazing on the fun. 
With too much light am blind. 

Soft, as the tender moving fighs,, 
When longing lovers meet, 

Like the divining prophets, wife; 
Like new-biown roles, fweet; 

Modeft, yet gay; referv’d, yet free; 
Each happy night a bride ; 

A mien like awful majeffyv 
And yet no fpark of pride. 

The patriarch, to win. a wife, 
Chaite, beautiful, and young. 

Serv’d fourteen years a painful life, 
AmLae.ver thought it long; 
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Ah ! were you to reward fuch care. 

And life fo long would Hay, 
Not fourteen, but four hundred years. 

Would feem but as one day. 

SONG CX. 

PRithee, Billy, be’nt fo filly, 
Thus to walte thy days in grief; 

You fay, Betty will not let ye ; 
But can forrow bring relief? 

Leave repining, ceafe youV whining j 
Pox on torment, tears, and wo : 

If fhe’s tender, fire’ll furrender; 
if fire’s tough,—e’en let her go. 

SONG CXI: 

Kindly, kindly, thus my treafure. 
Ever love me, ever charm ;. 

Let the palfion know no meafure. 
Yet no jealous fear alarm. 

Why firou’d we, our blifs beguiling. 
By dull doubting fall at odds ? 

Meet my foft embraces fmiling. 
We’ll be happy as the gods. 

SONG CXII. 

AS our reformation 
Crawls out thro’ the nation, 

While dunderhead fages 
Who hope for good wages, 

Direft us the way. 
Ye fons of the mufes, 
Then cloak your abufes • 
Arid left you firou’d trample 
Qa pious example, , 

Obferve and obey,. 
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Time-frenzy curers, 
And ftubborn nonjurors, 
For want ofdiverfion. 

Now icourge the lewd times : 
They’ve hinted, they’ve printed. 
Our vein it profane is, 

And word of all crimes; 
The clod-pated railers, 
Smiths, coblers, and colliers, 

Have damn’d all our rhymes. 
Under the ndtion 
Of zeal for devotion, 
The humour has fir’d ’em, 
And malice infpir’d ’em 

To tutor the age : 
But if in feafon, 
Xou’d know the true reafon; 
The hopes of preferment, 
Is what makes the vermin 

Now rail at the ftage. 

Cuckolds and canters, 
With fcruples and banters, 
Old Olivers peal, 

Againft poetry ring: 
But let date-revolvers, 
And treafon-abfolvers, 

Excuie, if I fing, 
The rebel that chufes 
To cry down the mufes, 

Wou’d cry down the king, 

Ettrick Banks. 

I. 
ON Ettrick banks, in a fummet’s night, 

At glowmiag when the fheep drave hame, 
I met my laffie braw and tight. 

Came wading, barefoot, a’ her lane : 
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My heart grew light, [ ran, 1 flang . 
My arms about her lily neck, 

And kifs’d and clapp’d her. there fou lang; 
My words they were na mony feck. 

II. 
I faid, My laflie, will ye go 

To the highland hills, the Earfe to learn t 
I’ll baith gi’e thee a cow and ew, 

When ye come to the brigg of Ear?i.. 
At Leith auld meal comes in, ne’er falh. 

And herrings at the Brownie law ; 
Chear up your heart, my bonny lafs, 

1 here’s gear to win we never faw., 

HI, 
AH day when we have wrought enough,. 

When winter, frofl's, and fnaw begin, 
Soon as the fun gaes well the loch, 

At night when you fit down to fpin. 
I’ll fcrew my pipes and play a fpring: 

And thus the weary night will end. 
Till the tender kid and lambrtime bring 

Ourpleafant fummer back aga,in. 
IV. 

Syne when the trees are in their bloom, 
And gowans glent o’er ilka field, 

I’ll meet my lafs amang the broom, 
And lead you to my fummer fhield. 

Then far frae a’ their fcornfu’ din. 
That make the kindly hearts their fport, 

Wa’H laugh and kifs, and dance and ling, 
And gar the langelb day feem Ihort. 

The Birh of Invermay. 
THE {railing morn, the breathing fprisg^ 

Invite the tuneful birds to fing; 
And while they warble from the fpray, 
Love melts the univerfal lay. 
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Let us, Amanda, timely wife. 
Like them, improve the hour that flies ; 
And in foft raptures wade the day 
Among the birks of Invermay. 

If. 
For foon the winter of the year, 

And age, life’s winter, will appear. 
At this thy living bloom will fade. 
As that will Itrip the verdant lhade t 
Our tafle of pleafure then is o’er, 
The feather’d fongdeps are no more ; 
And when they droop, and we decay. 
Adieu, the birks of In-oermay, 

TH. 
The lav’rocks now and lintwhite ling. 

The rocks around with echoes ring; 
The mavis and the blackbird vie, 
In tuneful drains to glad the day; 
The woods now wear their fummer fuits ; 
To mirth all nature now invites : 
Let us be blythfome then and gay 
Among the birks of Invermay, 

IV. 
Behold the hills and vales around, 

With lowing herds and flocks abound; 
The wanton kids and frilking lambs 
Gambol and dance about their dams; 
'The bufy bees with humming noife, 
And all the reptile kind rejoice : 
Let us, like them, then ling and play 
About the birks of Invermay. 

V. 
Hark, how the waters as they fall, 

Loudly my love to gladnefs call; 
The wanton waves fport io the beams, 
And iifhes play throughout the dreams; 
T. he circling fun does now advance, 
And all the planets round him dance : 



294 A C 0 L I E C T10 M 
Let us as jovial be as they 
Among the birks of Invermaj. 

Hero and Leander. An old Ballad, 
LBander on the bay 

Of Hellefpont ali naked ftood> 
Impatient of delay, 

He leap’d into the fatal flood : 
The raging feas. 
Whom none can pleafe, 

’Gainft him their malice (how; 
The heavens lour’d, 
The rain down pour’d. 

And loud the winds did blow. 
II. 

Then carting round his eyes, 
Thus of his fate he did complain : 

Ye cruel rocks, and fldes ! 
Ye flormy winds, and angry main! 

What ’tis to mifs 
The lover’s blifs, 

Alas! ye do not know; 
Make me your wreck 
As I come back. 

But fpare me as I go. 
III. 

Lo ! yonder rtands the tower 
Where my beloved Hero lies. 

And this is the appointed hour 
WThich fets to watch her longing eyes. 

To his fond fuit 
The gods were mute ; 

The billows anfwer, No : 
Up to the Ikies 
The furges rife. 

But funk the youth as low. 
IV. 

Mean while the wifliing maid, 
Divided ’twixt her care and love, 
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Now does his flay upbraid ; 

Now dreads he fhou’d the paJTage prore: 
0 fate ! faid fhe, 
Nor heaven, nor thee, 

©ur vows (hall e’er divide. 
I’d leap this wall, 
Cou’d I but fall 

By my Leander's fide. 

V. 
At length the rifing fun 

Did to her fight reveal, too late. 
That Hero was undone; 

Not by Leander’s fault, but fate. 
Said (he. I’ll (he v. 
Though we are two. 

Our loves are ever one : 
This proof I’ll give* 
1 will not live. 

Nor (hall he die alone. 
VI. 

Down from the wall (he leapt 
Into the raging feas to him, 

Courting each wave (he met, 
To teach her weary’d arms to fwiffl j 

The fea-gods wept. 
Nor longer kept 

Her from her lover’s fide. 
When join’d at laft, 
She grafp’d him faft. 

Then figh’d, embrac’d, and died. 

Rare Willy drown'd in YAfckOVr, 

I. 
rare, and Willy'% fair. 

And Willy's wondrous bonny 5 
And Willy height to marry me, 

Gia e’er he married ony. 
C c 

a9$ 
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II. 

Yeftreen I made my bed fu’ braid. 
This night I’ll make it narrow ; 

For a’ the live lang winter night 
I lie twin’d of my marrow. 

' • III. 
O came you by yon water-fide, 

Pou’d you the rofe or lily ? 
Or came you by yon meadow green ? 

Or faw you my fweet Willy ? 
IV. 

She fought him eaft, Ihe fought him weft, 
She fought him braid and narrow; 

Syne in the cleaving of a craig 
She found him drown’d in Yarrow. 

The King and the Miller. 

I 
HOW happy a ftate does the miller poftefs! 

Who wou’d be no greater, nor fears to be 
On his mill and himfelf he depends for fupport, [left; 
. Which is better than fervilely cringing at court. 

What tho’he all dully and whiten’d does go ? 
The more he’sbepowder’d, the more like abeai*; 

A clown in his drefs may be honefter far. 
Than a courtierwho ftruts in his garter and Jlar. 

II. 
Tho’ his hands are fo daub’d, they’re not fit to be 

Thehandsofhis are not very clean ; [feen, 
A palm more polite may as dirtily deal, fmeal. 

Gold in handling will Hick to the fingers like 
What if, when a pudding for dinner he lacks, 

He cribs without fcruple from other mens facks; 
In this of right noble example he brags, 

Who borrow as freely from other mens bags. 
III. , 

Or Ihow’d he endeavour to heap an eftate, 
In this too he mimicks the tools of the ftate, 
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Whofe aim is alone their coffers to fill, 

And all his concern’s to bring grift to his mill; 
He eats when he’shimgry, anddi inks when he’s dry. 

And down when he’s weary contentedsdaes lie. 
Then rifes up chearful to work and to%5^: 

If fo happy a mill:r, then who’d be a king ? 

Tamo Tanto. \ 
I. 

SO much I love thee, O my treafure ? 
That my flame no bound does know.; 

Oh ! look upon your fwain with pleafure. 
For his pain fome pity fhow. 

II. 
Oh ! my charmer, thb’ I leave you. 

Yet my heart with you remains; 
Let not then my abfence grieve you, 

Since with pride 1 wear your chain 

The leautiful Singer. 
I. 

Singing charms the blefs’d above, 
Angels fing, and faints approve; 
All we below 
Of heaven can know, 

I* that they both fing and love. 

II. 
Anna with an angel’s air. 

Sweet her notes, her face as fair: 
Vaffals and kings 
Feel, when fhe fings, 

Charms of warbling beauty near. 
III. 

Savage nature conquer’d lies. 
All is wonder and furprife ; 

Souls expiring, 
Hearts a-firing, 

By her charming notes and eyes. 
C e a 
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IV. 

Let the violin and harp 
Hang and moulder till they warp ; 

Let the flute and lyre 
In dull: expire, 

Shatter’d by a vocal Jharp. 

Svitet William’/ Ghojl. 
I. 

THere eame a ghoft to Marjr’ret's door, 
With many a grievous groan, 

And ay he titl’d at the pin, 
But anfwer made flie none. 

II. 
Is that my father Philip* 

Or is’t my brother John? 
Or is’t my true love Willy 

From Scotland new come home ? 
III. 

'Tis not thy father Philip, 
Nor yet thy brother John t 

But ’tis thy true love Willy 
From Scotland new come home. 

IV. 
O fwect Marg'ret! O dear Marg'rti! 

I pray thee fpeak to me; 
Give me my faith and troth, Marg'ret-, 

As I gave it to thee. 
V. 

Thy faith and troth thou’s never get,. 
Nor yet will I thee lend. 

Till that thou come within my bower. 
And kifs my cheek and chin. 

VI. 
If I ihou’d come within thy bower, 

1 am no earthly man ; 
4nd fhou’d I kifs thy rofy lip* 

Thy days will not be Jang. 
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VII. 

O fweet Marg’ret! &c. as ^tb Jlanza. 
VIII. 

Thy faith and troth thou’s never get. 
Nor yet will I thee lend, 

Till you take me to yon kirk-yard. 
And wed me with a ring. 

Df. 
My bones are buried in yon kirk-yard 

Afar beyond the fea; 
And it is but my fpirit, Marg'ret, 

That’s now fpeaking to thee. 

X. 
She ftretch’d out her lily-white hand, 

And for to do her beft, 
Hae there’s your faith and troth, Willy,. 

God fend your foul good reft. 
XI. 

Now (lie has kilted her robes of green 
A piece below her knee, 

And a’ the live-lang winter-night 
, The dead corpfe follow’d ftie.. 

XII. 
I&there any room at your head, Willy ? 

Or any room at your feet ? 
Or any room at your fide, Willy, 

Wherein that I may creep ? 
XIII. 

There’s no room at my head, Marg'ret;■ 
There’s no room army feet; 

There’s no room at my fide, Marg'ret.. 
My coffin’s made fo meet: 

XIV. 
Then up and crew the red red cock. 

And up then crew the gray, 
’Tis time, ’tis time, my dear 

That you were going away.. 
G-C-i, 
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XV. 
No more the ghofl to Alarg'ret faid. 

But with a grievous groan, 
Evaniih’d in a cioud of milt. 

And left her all alone. 
XVI. 

O flay, my only true love, flay, 
The conllant Marg'ret cry’d ; 

Wan grew her cheeks, Ihe clos’d her een. 
Stretch’d her loll limbs, and dy*d. 

Great lamentation for the lofs offwett Senisinc*. 

I. 
AS muflng I rang’d in the meads all alone, 

A beautiful creature was making her moan; 
Oh ! the tears they did trickle full fad from her eyesr 
She pierc’d both the air and my heart with her cries. 
Qh! the tsars> &c. 

It. 
I gently requefted the caufe of her moan. 

She told me, her fweet Senifino was flown; 
And in that lad podure Ihe’d ever remain, 
Unlefs the dear charmer wou’d come back agaia. 
Jnd in, &c. 

HI. 
Why, who is this mortal fo cruel, faid I, 

That draws fuch a dream from fo lovely an eye ? 
To beauty lb blooming wha^ man can be blind I 
To paffion fo tender what moniler unkind ! 
To beauty, &.C. 

IV. 
’Tis neither for man, nor for woman, faid fhe. 

That thus, in lamenting, l water the lee. 
My warbler celeftial, fweet darling of fame. 
Is a Ihadow of fomething, a fe.\ without name. 
My ’warbler ceUfialx &c. 
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V. ' 

Perhaps, ’tis fome linnet, fome blackbird, faid I, 
Perhaps ’tis your lark that has foar’d to the Iky : 
Come dry up your tears, and abandon your grief. 
I’ll bring you another to give you relief. 
Come dry, &c. 

VI- 
No linnet, no blackbird, no fky-lark, faid fhe, 

But one much more tuneful by iar than all three j 
My fweet Senijino, for whom I now cry. 
Is fweeter than all the wing’d fongfters that fly. 
My frweet, &c. 

VII. 
Adieu, Farinelti, Cuzzioni likewife, 

Whom liars and whom garters extol to the Ikies j 
Adieu to the opera, adieu to the ball. 
My darling is gone, and a fig for them all. 
jidieu, &c. 

The Virgin's Prayer* 

I. 
CUpid, eafe a love-fick maid. 

Bring thy quiver to her aid^ 
With equal ardour wound the fwain: 
Beauty fhould never figh in vain. 

II. 
Let him feel the pleafing fmart. 

Drive thy arrows through his heart; 
When one you wound, you then deftroy j 
When both you kill, you kill with joy. 

Ungrateful Nanmy. 

I. 
DID ever fwain a nymph adore, j] 

As I ungrateful Nanny do ? 
Was ever Ihepherd’s heart fo fore. 

Or ever broken heart fo true i 
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My cheeks are fwell’d with tears, but fhe. 
Has never wet a cheek, for me. 

IJ. 
If Nanny call’d, did e’er I flay, 

Or linger when fhe bid me run ? 
She only had the word to fay, 

And all (he wilh’d was quickly done.. 
I, always think of her, but (lie 
Does ne’er beflow a thought on me. 

III. 
To let her cows my clover tafle, 

Have I not rofe by break of day ? j 
Did ever Nanny's heifers fall. 

If Robin in his barn had hay ? 
Tiro’ to my fields they welcome were.,. 
I ne’er was welcome yet to her. 

IV. 
If ever Nanny- loll a fheep, 

I chearfully did give her two ; 
And I her lambs did fafely keep 

Within my folds in frofl and fnow : 
Have they not there from cold been free V 
gut Nanny (till is cold to me. 

V. , 
When Nanny to the well did come, 

’Twas I that did her pitchers fill; 
Full as they were, I brought them homo 

Her corn I carried to the mill ; 
My back did bear the fack, but (he 
Will never bear a fight of me.. 

VI. 
To Nanny's poultry oats I gave, 

I’m fure they always had the beft; 
Within this week her pigeons have 

Eat up a peck of peafe at lead.. 
Her little pigeons kifs, but (he 
Will.never. take.a kifs from. me. 
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Muft Rib in always Nanny woo, 
And Nanny Hill on Robin frown ? 

Alas! poor-wretch ! what fhali I do,. 
If Nanny does not love me foon ! 

If no relief to me lhe’11 bring, 
I ’ll hang me in her apron-ftring. 

The Scullion's Complaint 
BY the fide of a great kitchen-fire, 

A fcullion fo hungry was laid, 
A pudding was all his defire ; 

A kettle fupported his head. 
The hogs that were fed by the houfe. 

To his fighs with a grunt did reply' 
And the gutter that car’d not a loufe., 

Ran mournfully muddily by. 
U. 

But when it was fet in a difh. 
Thus fadly complaining he cry’d, 

My mouth it does water, and wi(h, 
1 think it had better been fry’d. 

The butter around it was fpread, 
’Twas as great as a prince in his chair : 

Oh ! might I but eat it, he faid, 
The proof of the pudding lies there. 

III. 
How foolilh was I to believe, 

It was made for fo homely a clown ; 
Or that it would have a reprieve 

From the dainty fine folks of the town ?• 
Could I think that a pudding fo fine 

Would ever uneaten remove ? 
We labour that others may dine, 

And live in a kitchen on love. 

IV. 
What tho’ at the fire I have wrought 

Where puddings we broil and we fry, 
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Tlio’ part of it hither be brought. 
And none of it ever fet by ? 

Ah Colin ! thou muft not be firff, 
Thy knife and thy trencher refign; 

There’s Marg'ret will eat till Ihe burft, 
And her turn is fooner than mine. 

V. 
And you. my companions fo dear. 

Who forrow to lee me fo pale. 
Whatever I fuffer, forbear, 

Forbear at a pudding to rail. 
Tho’ I Ihou’d through all the rooms rove, 

’Tis in vain from my fortune to go; 
’Tis its fate lobe often above, 

’Tis mine Hill to want it below. 
VI. 

If while my hard fate I fuftain. 
In your breads any pity be found, 

Ye fervants that earlieit dine, 
Come fee how I lie on the ground: 

Then hang up a pan and a pot. 
And forrow to fee how I dwell; 

And fay, when you grieve at my lot, 
Poor Colin lov’d pudding too well. 

VII. 
Then back to your meat you may go. 

Which you fet in your difhes fo prim. 
Where fauce in the middle does flow, 

And flowers are ftrew’d round the brim t 
Whilfl Colin, forgotten and gone, 

By the hedges flrall difmally rove, 
Unlefs when he fees the round moon. 

He thinks on a pudding above.# 

* See the excellent original, above, p. 219 of 
which this is the burlefque* 
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The Hunter's Song. 

I. 
WHen betimes on the morn to the fields we 

repair, 
We range where the chace may be feated ; 
At the found of the horn all difturbance and care 
Flies away from the din as defeated. 

II. 
Then Jouler did roar, hearing Toiler before. 

Brave mufic makes Sweet-lips and Mally, 
At the found of the noife the hunters rejoice. 
And the fquat makes the ratches to rally. 

III. 
Then calling about, we find her anew. 

And we raife then a haloo to chear them; 
The echoes around from the mountains refound. 
Rejoicing all hearts that do hear them. 

IV. 
And when fire turns weak, and her life’s at the 

We take care to make her a feizure ; [Hake, 
And foon as we kill, we recover at will. 
And home we return at ourleifure. 

V. 
And when we come home, our kind loving dames 

With the bed of good chear can provide us ; 
Good liquors abound, and healths go around. 
Till nothing that’s bad can betide us. 

VI. 
Then we rife in a ring, we dance and we fing. 

Having enough of our town, none to borrow : 
Can the court of a king yield a pleafanter thing ? 
We’re the fame jull to-day as to morrow. 

The Jolly Bender. 
I. 

BHcchus mufl now his power refign, 
I am the only god of wine : 
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Is it fit that wretch (hou’d be 
In competition fet with me. 
Who can drink ten times more than he. 

II. 
Make a new world, ye powers divine. 

Stock it with nothing elfe but wine : 
Let wine the only produdt be 
Let wine be earth, be air and lea. 
And let that wine be all for me. 

III. 
Let wretched mortals vainly wear 

A tedious life in anxious care. 
Let the ambitious toil and think, 
Let dates and empires fwim or fink, 
My foul’s ambition is to drink. 

The Hay-viaker's Song. 
CQme, neighbours, now we’ve made our hay, 

The fun in hade 
Drives to the wed. 

With fpons, with fports conclude the day; 
Let every man chufe out his lafs. 
And then falute her on the grafs; 

And when you find 
She’s coming kind. 

Let mot that moment pafs; 
Then we’ll tofs off our bowls, 

To true love and honour, 
To all kind loving girls, 

And the lord of the manor. 
II. 

At night when ronud the hall we fit, 
With good brown bowls 
To chear our fouls, 

And raife, and raife a merry chat: 
When blood grows warm, and love runs 
And jokes around the table fly. 

Then we retreat. 
And that repeat 
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Which all would gladly try ; 
Then we’ll tofs off our bowls, 

To true love and honour. 
To all kind loving girls, 

And the lord of the manor. 
III. 

Let lazy great ones of the towa 
Drink night away, 
And deep all day, 

Till gouty, gouty they are grown} 
Our daily works fuch vigour give. 
That nightly fports we oft revive. 

And kifs our dames 
With llronger flames 

Than any prince alive : 
Then we’ll tofs off our bowls, 

To true love and honour. 
To all kind loving girls, 

And the lord of the manor. 

Watty Madge. In Imitation e/'William 
and Margaret. 

I. 
^Was at the fliining mid-day hour, 

I When all began to gaunt, 
That hunger rugg’d at Watty's breaft. 

And the poor lad grew faint. 
II. 

His face was like a bacon ham 
That lang in reek had hung, 

And horn-hard was his tawny hand 
That held his hazel-rung. 

1(1. 
So wad the fafteft face appear 

Of the maift drefly fpark, 
And fuch the hands that lords wad hae, 

Were they kept clofe at wark. 
D d 
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IV. 
His head was like a heathery bufh 

Beneath his bonnet blew. 
On his braid cheeks, frae lug to lug, 

His bairdy bridles grew. 
V. 

But hunger, like a gnawing worm., 
Gade rumbling thro’ his kyte, 

And nothing now but folid gear 
Cou’d give his heart delyte. 

VI. 
He to the kitchen ran withlpeed. 

To his lov’d Madge he ran, 
Sunk down into the chimney-nook 

With vifage four and wan. 
VII. 

Get up, he cries, my crifhy love* 
Support my finking faul 

With fomething that is fit to chew, 
Be’t either het or caul. 

VIII. 
This is the how and hungry hour, 

When the bedcures for grief. 
Are cogue-fous of the lythy kail. 

And a good junt of beef. 
IX. 

Oh Watty, Watty, Madge replies, 
I but o’er judly trow’d 

Your love was thowlefs, and that ye 
For cake and pudding woo’d. 

X. 
Bethink thee, Watty, on that night. 

When all were fad afieep. 
How ye kifs’d me frae cheek to cheek. 

Now leave thefe cheeks to dreep. 
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XI. 

How cou’d ye ca’ my hurdies fat. 
And comfort of your fight ? 

How cou’d you roofe my dimpled hand. 
Now all my dimples flight !' 

XII. 
Why did you promife me a fnood. 

To bind my locks fae brown ? 
Why did you me fine garters height, 

Yet let my hofe fa’ down ? 
XIII.. 

O faithlefs Watty, think how aft 
I ment your larks and hofe ! 

For you how mony bannocks flown, 
How mony cogues of brofe 1 

' XIV. 
But hark ! the kail-bell rings, and I 

Maun gae link aff the pot; 
Come, fee, yehalh, how fair I fweat, 

To ftegh your guts, ye fot. 
XV. 

The grace was-faid, the mafter ferv’d, 
Fat Madge return’d again, 

Blyth Watty raife and rax’d himfell. 
And fidg’d he was fae fain. 

XVI. 
He hy’d him to the favoury bench. 

Where a warm haggies flood, 
And gart his gully through the bag 

Let out its fat heart’s blood. 
XVII. 

And thrice he cry’d, . Come eat, dear Madge,, 
Of this delicious fare ; 

Syne claw’d it aff moft cleverly. 
Till he could eat nae mair. 

D d 2 
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Celia in a JeJfatnine Bower. 

WHen the bright god of day 
Drove weitard his ray. 

And the evening was charming and clear. 
The fwallows amain 
Nimbly Heim o’er the plain, 

And our lhadows like giants appear. 
II. 

In a Jeffamine bower. 
When the bean was in flower. 

And zephyrs breath’d odours around. 
Lov’d Celia ihe fat 
With her fong and Ipinnet, 

And (lie charm’d all the grove with her foundl 
III. 

Rofy bowers (he lung, 
Whilfl the harmony rung, 

And the birds they all flutt’ring arrive. 
The indulirious bees, 
From the flowers and trees. 

Gently hum with their fweets to their hive., 
IV.. 

The gay gpd of love, 
As.he flew o’er the grove. 

By zephyrs conduced along; 
As.he touch’d on the (trings,. 
He beat time with his wings,, * 

And echo repeated the fong. 
V. 

O ye mortals ! beware 
How ye venture too near, 

Love doubly is armed to wound; 
Kour fate you can’t (hun, 
For you’re furely undone, 

Ifyou raihiy approach near the found;. 
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Were not my Heart light, I wad die. 
I. 

THere was anes a May and fhe loo’d na men. 
She biggit her bonny bower down in yon glen. 

But now (lie crys dool! and a well-a-day! 
Come down the green gate, and come here away. 
But now Jloe crys dool! See. 

II. 
When bonny young Johnny came o’er the fea, 

He laid he law naething fae lovely as me; 
He heght me baith rings and mony braw things;. 
$nd were na my heart light, I wad die. 
He heght, See. 

ITT. 
He had a wee titty that loo’d na me, 

Becaufe 1 was twice as bonny as Ihe ; 
She rais’d luch a pother ’twixt him and his mother,. 
That were na my heart light, I wad die. 
She rais'd, Sec. 

IV. 
The day it was fet, and the bridal to be, 

The wife took a dwam, and lay down to die; 
She main’d and <he grain’d out of dolour and pain,, 
Till he vow’d he never wad fee me again.. 
She main'd. Sec. 

V. 
His Ikin was for ane of a higher degree, 

Said, V\ hat had he to do with the like of me ?• 
Albeit I was bonny, I was na for Johnny; 
And were na my heart light, I wad die. 
Albeit l was, Sec.. 

VI. 
They faid, I had neither cow nor ca’f. 

Nor driples of drink rins throw the draff,- 
Nor pickles ofmeal tins throw the mill-eye; 
And were na my heart light, i wad die,. 
Nor jrickles oJ\. Sec. ■ 

- 4 3. 



His titty fhe was baith wylie and flee,, 
She ipy’d me as I,came o’er the lee; 
And then die ran in and made a loud din; . 
Believe your ain een, an ye trow na me. 
And then Jhe, See. 

VIII. 
His bonnet Hood ay fou round on bis brow,, 

J-Jis au|d ape looks ay as well as dome’s new;- 
But now he let’s wear ony gate it will hing,. 
A?d cad himfell dowie upon the corn-bing.. 
/Jut now he, See. 

IX. 
And novvkhe gaes drooping about the dykes,. 

And a’ he.dow. do is to hunt the tykes : 
The live-lang night he ne’er decks his eye, . 
And were na my heart light, I wad die. 
’The live-lang. See. 

X. 
Were I young, for thee, as 1 hae been, 

WTe ihou’d hae been galloping down on yon greeny, 
And linking.it on the lily-white lee; 
And wow gin I were but young for thee. 
And linking, &c.. 

Kind R on i n Ice's me. 

Robin. YX/Hiid I alone your foul poflefs’d, 
* ’ And none more lov’d your bofom 

prefs’d, 
Ye gods, what king like me was blefs’d, 

•When kind Jeany lo’ed me ! 
Hey ho Jeany, quoth he. 
Kind Robin lo’es thee, 

Jsany. Whild you ador’d no other fair. 
Nor Kate with me your heart did Iharey, 
What queen-with Jeany cou’d compare,, 

When kind Robin- lo’ed .nttsJ-. 
Jiej he R<?hin» ^ '6y.. 
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Robin, Katy now commands my heart, 
Kate who lings with lo much art, 
Whole life to fave with mine I’d part.7- 

For kind Katy loves me. 
Hey k-o Jeany, Cri:. 

Jeany. Paty nowdejights mine eyes,. 
He with equal ardour dies. 
Whole lite to lave i’d perilh twice; 

For kind Paty lo’es me. 
'Hey bo Robin, 6r. 

Robin. What if l Wd/# for thee difdain,. 
And former love return again. 
To link us in the llrongeft" chain ? 

For kind Robin lo’es thee. 
Hey ho Jeany, fcc, 

Jeany. Tho’PitZ/s kind, as kind can be,, 
And th’ou more llormy than the fea. 
I’d chufe to iive and die with thee, 

If kind Robin lo’es me. 
Hey ho Robin, <bc. 

0 my heavy Heart ! to the tune of, The Broom ,j 
Cowdenknows, 

I. 
O My heart, my heavy, heavy heart, 

Swells as t’wou’d hurl! in twain ! 
No tongue can e’er deferibe its imart; 

Nor eye conceal its pain. 

Blow on, ye winds, defeend, foftrains,. 
To •fdoth my tender-grief : 

Your folemn mufic lulls my pain. 
And yields me fliort relief. 

O my.heart, &c., 

Ilf. 
1$ fome lone corner would I fit, 

Retir'd from human kind; 
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Since mirth, nor fhow nor fparkling wit,. 

Can eai'e my anxious mind. 
0 my heart. Sic. 

IV. 
The fun which makes all nature gay, 

Torments my weary eyes, 
And in dark Ihades I pafs the day,. 

Where echo fleeping lies. 
0 my heart, &c. 

V. 
The fparkling ftars which gaily Ihine, 

And glitt’ring deck the night. 
Are all fuch cruel foes of mine, 

I ficken at their fight. 
0 my heart. Sic. 

VI. 
The gods themfelves their creatures love. 

Who do their aid implore; 
O learn of them, and blefs the nymph 

Who only you adore. 
Q my heart, Sic. 

Vrr. 
The ftrongeft paflion of the mind. 

The greatefl blifs we know, 
Arifes from fuccefshil love, 

if not the greateft wo. 
Q. my heart. Sic, 

Bella fpelling. 

ALL you that would refine your bloodj 
As pure as fam’d Levelling, 

By water clear, come every year, 
nd drink at Bellafpelling. 

Tho’ pox or itch you-r (kin emich 
With rubies pad the telling, 

Twill clear your fkin ; ere you have been 
A.month at Ihllafpelling,. m 
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II. 

Tho ladies cheeks be green as leeks, 
Whfcn they come from their dwellings 

The kindling rofe within them blows 
While fhe’s at Bellafpelling. 

The futty brown juft come from town,. 
Grows here as frefti as Helen : 

Then back fhe goes to kill the beaux,, 
By dint of Bellafpelling.. 

III. 
Our ladies are as freih and fair 

As Rofs or bright Dunkeiling; 
And Mars might make a fair miftake>. 

Were he at Bellafpelling. 
We muft fubmit as the^ think fit, 

And there is no rebelling; 
The reafon’s plain, the ladies reign 

Our queens at Bellafpelling. 
IV. 

By matchlefs charms and conquering arms,. 
They have the way of quelling 

Such defperate foes as dare oppofe 
Their power at BeUafpelling. 

Cold water turns to fire, and bumsf 
I know’t becaufe I fell in 

The happy ftream where a fair dame 
Did bathe at Bellajpelling. 

V. 
Fine beaux advance, equipt for dance*., 

And bring there Anne and Nell in 
With fo much grace, I’m fure no place 

Can vie with Bellafpelling. 
No politics, or fubtile tricks, 

No man his country felling; 
We eat and drink, and never think 

Like rogues at Bellafpelling. 
V!. 

The pa"in’d in mind, the puff’d with wind, 
They all come here pell-mell in. 
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And they are fure to find a cure 

By drinking Bellafpellbig, 
Tho’ droply fill you to the gill, 

From chin to toe high fwefling, 
Pour in, pour out, you need not doubt 

A cure at BellaJpeHing. 
VII. 

Death throws no darts in thefe good parts. 
No fextons here are knelling ; 

Come judge and try, you’ll never die 
While yo're at Bellajpelling; 

Except you feel darts tipt with Heel,. 
Which here are very belle in, 

When from their eyes fweet ruin flies,- 
You die at Bcltafpelling,, 

VIII. 
Good cheer, good air, much joy, no care,. 

Your fight, your talle and fmelling, 
Your ears, your touch, tranfported much,. 

Each day at Bellafpetiing. 
Within this bound we all fieep found,- 

No noily dogs are yelling, r 

Except you walk tor Celia's fake 
All night at Bellafpetlir.g.. 

IX. 
Here all you fee, both he and tTiei 

No lady keeps her cell in ; 
But all partake the mirth we make, 

Who live B tllafpelii?/g. 
My rhyme is gone, I think I’ve done, 

Unlels I Ihou’d bring hell in ; 
But fince we’re here to heaven fo near, 

I can’t at BsllajpeUing. 

The wandering Beauty. 

I. 
THE graces and the wandering loves. 

Are fled todillant plains, 
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To chafe the fawns, or in the groves 
To wound admiring fwains : 

With their bright miftrejs there they ftray. 
Who turns their carelefs eyes 

From daily vift’ries; yet each day 
Behold new triumphs in her way. 

And conquers as fhe flies ; 
And conquers. See. 

II. 
But fee ! implor’d by moving prayers 

To change the lover’s pain ; 
Venus her harnefs’d doves prepares, 

And brings the fair again. 
Proud mortals who this maid purfue, 

Think you (hall e’er refign ? 
Ceafe, fools, your wifhes to renew. 
Till (he grows fle(h and blood like you, 

Or you like her divine ; 
Or you. See. 

The Sweet Temptation, 
I. 

SAW ye the nymph whom I adore ? 
Saw ye the goddefs of my heart ? 

And can you bid me love no more ? 
And can you think I feel no fmart ? 

II. 
So many charms around her (hine, 

Who can the fweet temptation fly ? 
Spite of her fcorn, (he’s fo divine. 

That I mult love her, tho’ I die. 

Bonny Barbara Allan. 

I. 
IT was in and about the Martinmas time, 

When the green leaves were a-falling. 
That Sir John Graham in the weft country 

Fell in love with Barbara Allan. 
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If. 

He fent his man down through the town. 
To the place where Ihe was dwelling, 

O hade and come to my malter dear. 
Gin ye be Barbara AUan. 

HI. 
O hooly, hooly rofe Ihe up, 

To the place where he was lying. 
And when (he drew the curtain by, 

Young man, I think you’re dying, 
IV. 

O its I’m fick, and very very lick, 
And ’tis a’ for Barbara Allan. 

O the better for me ye’s never be, 
Tho’ your heart’s blood were a-fpilling, 

V. 
O dinna yc mind, -young man, faid (he. 

When ye was in the tavern a-drinking, 
That ye made the healths gae round and round. 

And flighted Barbara Allan ? 
VI. 

He turn’d his face unto the wall. 
And death was with him dealing; 

Adieu, adieu, my dear friends all, 
And be kind to Barbara Allan. 

VTI. 
And flowly, flowly raife (he up, 

And flowly, flowly left him; 
And fighing, faid, (he cou’d not flay, 

Since death of life had reft him. • 
N VIII. 

She had not gane a mile but twa, 
When fhe heard the dead bell ringing, 

And every jow that the dead bell gied. 
It cry’d. Wo to Barbara Allan. 

IX. 
O mother, mother, make my bed, 

O make it faft and narrow. 
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■Since my love dy’dfor me to-day* 

I’ll die for him to-morrow. 

The Topper's Petition, 

I. 
O Grant me, kind Bacchus, 

The god of the vine, 
Not a pipe nor a tun, 

But an ocean of wine, 
With a fhip that’s well mann’d 

With fuch rare-hearted fellow*, 
Who ne’er left the tavern 

For a porterly alehoufe, 
H. 

Let the fhip fpring a leak, 
To let in the tipple, 

Without pump or longboat, 
To fave {hip or people : 

So that each jolly lad 
May always be bound, 

Or to drink, or to drink, 
Or to drink, or be drown’d. 

III. 
When death does prevail. 

It is my defign 
To be nobly entomb’d 

In a wave of good wine : 
So that li ving or dead. 

Both body and fpirit, 
May fldat round'the world 

In an ocean of claret. 

The Relief hy the Benvl. 
Since drinking has power to bring us relief. 

Come fill up the bowl, and the pox on all grief: 
II we find that won’t do, we’ll have fuch another; 
And fo we’ll proceed from one bowl to another; 

E e 
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Till, like fons of Apollo^ we’ll make our wit foac. 
Or, in homage to Bacchus, fall down on the floor. 

Apollo and Bacchus were both merry fouls, 
Each of them delighted to tofs off their bowls : 
Then let us, to fliew ourfelves mortals of merit, 
Be toafting thefe gods in a bowl of good claret, 
Andthenwefhalleachbe deferring of praife: [bays. 
But the man that drinks molt lhall go off with the 

^On Mafonry. 
I. 

BY Mafon'z art, the afpiring dome 
In various columns fhall arife ; 

All climates are their native home, 
Their godlike a&ions reach the Ikies. 

Heroes and kings revere their name. 
And poets fing their deathlefs fame. 

II. 
Great, gen’rous, noblej wife, and brave, 

Are titles they mod juflly claim ; 
Their deeds fhall live beyond the grave, 

Which babes unborn fhall loud proclaim; 
Time fhall their glorious a<fl:s inrofl, 
Whilft love and friendfhip charm the foul. 

The Coquet. 
I. 

FRom Whyte's and Will’s, 
To purling rills, 

The love-fick Strephon flies ; 
There full of wo, 
His numbers flow, 

And all in rhyme he dies. 
II. 

The fair coquet, 
With feign’d regret, 

Invites him back to town; 
But when in tears 
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The lad appears, 

She meets him with a frown; 
III. 

Full oft the maid 
This prank had play’d. 

Till angry Strephon fwore, 
And what is ft range, 
Tho’ loath to change. 

Would nev«r fee her more. 

Gently touchy &c. 
CN Ently touch the warbling lyre;. 

J Chloe feems inclin’d to reft. 
Fill her foul with fond delire, 

Softeft notes will footh her bread.. 
Pleafing dreams affift in love, 
Let them all propitious prove. 

II. 
On the mofiy bank lire lies, 

(Nature’s verdant velvet-bed,) 
Beauteous flowers meet her eyes. 

Forming pillows for her head. 
7.ephyrs wait their odours round, 
And indulging whifpers found. 

Imitated. 

I. 
GEntly ftir and blow the fire. 

Lay the mutton down to roafU- 
Get me, quick, ’tis my defire, 

In the dreeping-pan a toaft, 
That my hunger may remove ; 
Mutton is the meat I love. 

x II. 
On the drefter fee it lies: 

Oh.the charming white and redf 
Finer meat ne’er met my eyes, 

E e 2 
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On the fweeteft grafs it fed : 

Swiftly make the jack go round, 
Let me have it nicely brown’d. 

III. 
-On the table fpread the cloth, 

Let tbe knives be (harp and clean ; 
Pickles get of every fort. 

And a fallad crifp and green : 
Then with fmall beer and fparkling wine, 
^ ye gods! how I hi all dine. 

The happy Beggar*. 

Shieen of the Beggars. 
HOW blefs’d are beggar-lades. 

Who never toil for treafure h 
Who know no care, but how to (bare- 

Ea w day fucceffive pleafure ! 
Drink away, let’s be gay, 

Beggars ftill with bliis abound, 
Mirth and joy ne’er can cloy, 

Whillt the fparkling glafs goes round,. 
I Woman.h. fig for gaudy fahiions, 

No want of cl oaths opprehes ; 
We live at eafe with rags and fleas. 

We value not our drelfes. 
Drink away, See. 

% Weman.Vfz fcorn all ladies wahiei, 
With which rhey fpoil each feature.. 

No patch or paint our beauties want, 
We live in fimple nature. 

Drink away. Sec. 
i JVpman.flo cholic, fpleen, or vapours, 

At mom, or evening teafe us; 
We drink no tea, or ratafia ; 

When fick, a dram can eafe us.. 
Drink away, &c. 
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4 Woman.Th2it ladies aft in private, 
By nature’s foft compliance ; 

We think no crime, when in our prime, 
Tokifs without a licence. 

Drink away, See. 
5 Woman.VJe. know no Shame or fcandal. 

The beggars law befriends us; 
We all agree in liberty, 

And poverty defends us. 
Drink away, Sec. 

&■ Woman. Like jolly beggar wenches. 
Thus, thus we drown all forrow;- 

We live to-day, and ne’er delay 
Our pleafure till to-morrow. 

Drink away, &c. 

Lucy and Colin. 
I. 

OF Leijler, fam’d for maidens fair. 
Bright Lucy was the grace ; 

Nor e’er did Liffy's, limpid ftream 
Refleft fo fweet a face : 

Till lucklefs love and pining care 
Impair’d her rofy hue, 

Her coral lips and damalk cheeks. 
And eyes of gloffy blue. 

II. 
Oh ! have you feen a lily pale. 

When beating rains defeend ? 
So droop’d the flow-confuming maid, 

Her life was near an end. 
By Lucy warn’d, of flatt’ring fwains 

Take heed, ye eafy fair, 
Of vengeance due to broken vows. 

Ye perjur’d fwains, beware. 

III. 
Three times, all in die dead of niglk,' 

A -bell was heard to ring 
E e 3,; 
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And ihrieking at her window thrice. 
The raven flapp’d his wing : 

Too well the love-lorn maiden knew, 
The folemn boding found,. 

And thus in dying words befpoke. 
The vir,gins weeping round: 

IV. 
I hear a voice you cannot hear, 
“ Which fays I mull not Hay; • 

“ I fee a hand you cannot iee, 
“ Which beckons me away. 

•' By a falfe heart and broken vows, 
“ In early youth I die; 

»• Was I to blame, becaufe his brids 
Was thrice as rich as I ? 

V. 
«' Ah Colin ! give not her thy vows, , 

“ Vows due to me alone ; 
“ Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kifs, 

“ Nor think,him all thy own. 
* To-morrow in the church to wed, , 

“ Impatient bath prepare: 
“ But know, fond maid.and know, falfe man, 

“ That .will be there. 
VI. 

« Th en bear mycorfe, my comrades dear, 
1 “ This bridegroom blithe, to meet; 

He in his wedding-trim fo gay, 
“ I in my winding-lheet.” 

She fpoke, ihe dy’d : hercorfe was born. 
The bridegroom blithe to meet; 

He in his wedding-trim fo gay. 
She in her wijading-lhect. . 

VIL 
Then what were perjur'd CeAVs thoughts! 

How were thefe nuptials kept 1 
The bride’s men flock’d round Lucy dsadh, 

Ajsd .&lJ tbs Wage wept,. 
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Confufion, frame, remorfe, defpair, 

At once his bofom fwell; 
The damps of death bedew’d his brow. 

He ihook, he groan’d, he fell. 

Vlll. 
From the vain bride (ah! bride.no more) 

The varying crimfon fled, 
When flretch’d before her rival’s corfe. 

She faw her hulband dead. 
Then to his Lucy's new made grave. 

Convey’d by trembling fwains, 
One mold with her, beneath one fod. 

For ever now remains. 

IX. 
Oft at his grave, the .conflant hind, 

And plighted maids are feen, 
With garlands gay and true love-knot* 

They deck the facred green. 
But, fwain forefworn, whoe’er thou art. 

This hallow’d fpot forbear ; • 
Remember Colin's dreadful fate, 

And fear to meet him.here. 

Dermet’s Crtnocb. 
I. 

ONE Sunday after mafs, 
Dermet and his lafs 

To the Greenwood did pafs, 
All alone, all alone, 
All alone, all alone, all alone. 

If. 
He aik’d fora pogue. 

And (he call’d him a rogue, 
And (Iruck him with her brogiie. 

Ah on ! ahon! ahon.! 

III. 
Said he, my dear flioy. 

Why will you proy? coy l 

32; 
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Let us play, let us toy, 

All alone, all alone, 
All alone, all alone, all alone,. 

IV. 
If I were fo mild, 

You are fo very wild, 
You would get me a fliild. 

Ahon ! ahon ! ahon ! 
V. 

He brib’d her with fruits, 
And he brib’d her with nuts, 
Till a thorn prick’d her foots. 

Haloo ! haloo ! haloo! haloo ! 
VI. 

Shall I pull it dut! 
You will hurt me, I doubt. 
And make me to fliout, 

Haloo! haloo! haloo! 

4 2iev’s<w fi/Sf. Paul's Churchy Covcnrgardee, 

I. 
HAving fpent all my time 

Upon women and wine, 
went to the church out of fpite; 
But what the pried faid 
Is quite out of my head, 

I :refolv’d not to edify by’t. 
II. 

All the women I view’d. 
Both religious and lewd, 

prom the fable top-knot to the fcarletaj 
An even wager I’d lay. 
That at a foul play, 

The houfe ne’er fwarm’d fo with harlots, 

III. 
Madam Lovely I faw 
With her daughters-in-law, 
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Whom file offers to fale every Sunday ; 

In the midfl of her pray’rs 
She negotiates affairs. 

And figns aflignations for Monday. 
IV. 

Next a baron knight’s daughter, 
Whofe own mother taught her, 

By precept and pra&ical notions, 
To wear gaudy cloaths, 
And ogle the beaux, 

Was at church, to fhew figns of devotion^. 
V. 

Next, a lady of fame, 
Whom we fhall not name, 

She’ll give you no trouble in teaching: 
She has a very fine book. 
But ne’er on it does look, 

And regards neither praying nor preaching.. 
VI. 

Madam Fair there fhe fits, 
Almoft out of her wits, 

Betwixt vice and devotion debating ; 
She’s as vitious as fair, 
And has no bufmefs there, 

To hear Maher Tickle text-prating. 
VII. 

From the corner of the fquare 
Comes a hopeful young pair. 

As religious as they fee occafion ; 
But if patches or paint 
Be true figns of a faint, 

We ’ve no reafon to fear their damnation 
VIII. 

When thus he had done, 
He blefs’d every one, 

With his benediftion the people ; . 
So I run to the Crown, 
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Left the church ftiould fall down, 

And beat out my brains with the fteeple. 

- Susan’s Complaint and Re?nedy. 
I. 

AS down in the meadows I chanced to pafs. 
Oh ! there I beheld a young beautiful lafs, 

Her age, I am lure, it was fcarcely fifteen, 
And flie on her head wore a garland of green; 
Her lips were like rubies; and as for her eyes, 
They fparkled like diamonds, or ftars in the Ikies; 
And as for her voice, it was charming and clear. 
And fne lung a long for the lofs of her dear. 

n. 
Why does my love Willy prove falfe and unkind? 

Ah ■ why does he change like the wavering wind, 
From one that is loyal in every degree ? 
Ah ! why does he change to another from me ? 
Or does he take pleafure to tortu'-e me fo ? 
Or does he delight in my fad overthrow ? 
Sufanna will always prove true to hertruft, 
’Lis pity lov'd IVilly (hou'd prove fo unjuft. 

III. 
In the meadows as we were a-making of hay,,. 

There did we pafs the foft minutes away ; 
Then w'as I kifs’d, and fet down on his knee. 
No man in the world was fo loving as he. 
And as he went forth to harrow and plow, 
I milk’d him fweet.fillabubs under my cow: 
O then I was kifs’d as I fat on his knee ! 
£jlo man in the world w'as fo loving as he. 

IV. 
But now he has left me, and Fanny the fair 

Employs all his wilhes, his thoughts, and his care, 
He kilfes her lip as fire fits on his knee. 
And fays all the fweet things he once laid to me^ 
Rut if llae believe him the falfe-hearted-fwain 
Will leave her, and then fhe with me may complain. 
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'For nought is more certain, believe filly Sue, 
Who once has been faithlefs can never be true. 

V. 
She finilh’d her fong, and rofe up to be gone, 

When over the meadow came jolly young John, 
Who told her that (he was the joy of his life, 
And iffhe’d confent, he wou’d make her his wife : 
She cou’d not refufe him, io to church they went; 
Young IVill/s forgot, and young Sufans content. 
Mod men are like Willy, mod women like Sue; 
If men will be falle, why (hou’d women be true ? 

The Cobler. 

ACobler there was, and he liv’d in a dall. 
Which ferv’d him for parlour, for kitchen 

and^hall: 
No coin in his pocket, nor care in his pate. 
No ambition had he, nor no duns at his gate. 

Derry down, down, down, derry down. 
II. 

Contented he work’d, and he thought himfelf 
happy 

If at night he cou’d purchafe a cup of brotyn nappy; 
He’d laugh then and whidle, andfingtoo modfweet, 
Saying, Jud to a hair I’ve made both ends meet. 

Derry down. See. 
III. 

But love the didurber of high and of low. 
That (hoots at the peafant as well as the beau. 
He (hot the poor cobler quite thro’ the heart, 
J wi(h it had hit feme more ignoble part. 

Derry down. See. 
IV. 

It was from a cellar this archer did play. 
Where a buxom young darmel continually lay; 
Her eyes (heme fo bright when die rofe every day. 
That die (hot the poor cobler quite over the way. 

Derry down, See. 
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V. 

He lung her love fongs as he fat at his work, 
But Hie was as hard as a Jew or a Turk: [tear ; 
Whenever lie fpoke, Hie wou’d flounce, and wou’d 
Which put the poor cobler quite into defpair. 

Derry down, &c. 

He took up his awl, that he had in the world. 
And to make away with hinilelf was refolv’d, 
He pierc’d thro’ his body inftead of the foie : 
So the cobler he died, and the bell it did toll: 

Derry down. See. 

E Highlands, and ye Lawlands, 
Oh ! where have you been ; 

They have flain the Earl of Murray, 
And they’ve laid him on the green ! 

They have. See. 

Now wae be to thee, Huntly, 
And wherefore did you fae ? 

I bade you bring him wi’ you, 
But forbade you him to flay. 

1 lade. See. 

He was a braw gallant, 
And he rid at the ring; 

And the bonny Earl of Murray, 
Oh ! he might have been a king. 

dnd the, Sec. 

He was a braw gallant, 
And he play’d at the ba’: 

And the bonny Earl of Murray 
Was the flower amang them a’. 

s!nd the. Sec. 

The bonny Earl ^Murray, 

I. 

II. 

III. 

IV. 
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V. 
He was a braw gallant, 

And he played at the glove : 
And the bonny Earl of Murray, 

Oh ! he was the queen’s love. 
And the, &c. 

VI. 
Oh ! long will his lady 

Look o’er the caftle Dawn, 
Ere fhe fee the Earl of Murray 

Come founding thro’ the town. 
EreJhe, &c. 

If e'er I do well, 'tis a Wonder, 
I. 

WHen I was a young lad, 
My fortune was bad ; 

If e’er I do well, ’tis a wonder : 
I fpent all my means 
On whores, bawds, and queens: 

Then I got a commiflion to plunder. 
Fall all de rail, &c. 

II. 
The hat I have on. 
So greafy is grown, 

Remarkable ’tis for its Ihining : 
’Tis ditch’d all about, 
Without button or loop. 

And never a bit of a lining. 
Fall all de rail, &c. 

Ill, 
The coat I have on. 
So thread-bare is grown, 

So out at the armpits and elbows, 
That I look as abfuid 
As a failor on board, 

That has ly’n fifteen months in the bilbos. 
Fall all de rail, &c. 

F f 



IV. 
My (hirt it is tore 
Both behind and before, 

The colour is much like a cinder; 
’Tis fo thin and fo fine, 
That it is my defign 

To prefent it to the mufes for tinder. 
Pall all de rally &c. 

My blue fuflian breeches 
Is wore to the flitches, 

My legs you may fee what’s between them 
My pockets all four, 
I’m the fon of a whore. 

If there’s ever one farthing within them. 
Fall all de rail. See. 

VI. 
I’ve (lockings, ’tis true, 
But the devil a fhoe. 

I’m oblig’d,to wear boots in all weather; 
Be damn’d the boot-fole, 
Curfc on the fpur-roli, 

Confounded be the upper-leather. 
Fall all de rail, &c. 

VII. 
Had ye then but feen 
The fad plight I was in. 

ye'd not feen fuch a poet among twenty ; 
I have nothing that’s full. 
But my fhirt and my fcull, 

For my pockets and belly were empty. 
Fall all de rail. See. 

The Tumbler's Rant. 
I. 

Ome carls a’ offumblers ha’, , 

Since we have married wives that’s braw, 
And canna pleafe them when ’tis late ; 

V. 

And 1 will tell you of our fate. 
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A pint we’ll take, our hearts to cheer ; 

What faults we have our wives can tell: 
Gar bring us in baith ale and beer, 

The auldelt bairn we hae’s ourfelL 
n. 

Chrift’ning of weans we are rid of. 
The parilh-prielt ’tis he can tell, 

We aw him nought but a gray groat, 
The Oif'ring for the houfe we dwell. 

Our bairns’s tocher is a’ paid, 
We’re mailers of ih.e gear ourfeil; 

Let either well or wae betide, 
Here’s a health to a’ the wives that’s jell- 

HI. 
Our nibour’s auld fon and the lafs. 

Into the barn amang the Ilrae, 
He grips her in the dark beguefs, 

And alter that comes meikle wae. 
Repentance ay comes after hin’, 

It coil the carl baith corn and hay 
We’re quat of that with little din, 

Sic crofies haunt ne’er you nor I. 
IV- 

Now merry, merry may we be, 
When we think on our nibour Rohie, 

The way the carl does, we fee. 
Wi’ his auld fon and his daughter Maggys 

Boots he maun hae, piitols, why not • 
The huffy man hae corkit Ihoon: 

We 'are no fae; gar 1111 the pot, 
We’ll drink to a’ the hours at e’ea. 

V. 
Here’s a health to John Mackay well drink,, 

To Hughie, Andrew., Rob and Tam: 
We’ll lit and drink, we’ll nod and wink, 

It is o’er foon for us to gang. 
Foul fa’ the cock,, he’as fpilt the play„ 

And I do trow he’s but a fool, 
F f 2 
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We’ll fit a while, ’tis lang to day. 

For always they do rave at Tool. 

VI. 
Since we have met, we’ll merry be, 

The foremoft hame fhall bear the mell 
I’ll fet me down, left I be fee, 

For fear that I Ihou’d bear’t myfell. 
And I, quoth Rob, and down fat he. 

The gear fhall never me outride, 
But we’ll take a foup of the barley-bree. 

And drink to our yell firefide. 

The Matron’j Wijh. 
I. 

WHen my locks are grown hoary, 
And my vifage looks pale ; 

When my forehead has wrinkles, 
And my eye-fight does fail; 

Let my words and my aflions 
Be free from all harm, 

And may I have my old hufband 
To keep my back warm. 

CHORUS. 
The pleafures of youth 

Are fioouers but ofN[ay*,-t 

Our life's but a vapour. 
Our body's but clay: 

0 let me live ‘well, 
Tho' I live but a day, 

II. 
With a fermon on Sunday, 

And a Bible of good print; 
With a pot on the fire. 

And good viands '.n’t; 
With ale, beer, and brandy. 

Both winter and fummer, 
To drink to my goftip. 

And be pledg’d by my cummer, 
Tfe pleafures of, &c. 
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III. 

With pigs and with poultry. 
And fome money in (lore. 

To purchafe the needful. 
And to give to the poor : 

With a bottle of Canary 
To fip without fin. 

And to comfort my daughter 
Whene’er Ihe lies in. 

Thepleafures of, Stc, 
IV. 

With a bed foft and eafy 
To reft on at night, 

With a maid in the morning 
To rife with the light. 

To do her work neatly, 
And obey my defire. 

To make the houfe clean. 
And blow up the fire. 

The pleajures of, &c. 

V. 
With health and content. 

And a good eafy chair; 
With a thick hood and mantle. 

When I ride on my mare. 
Let me dwell near my cupboard, 

And far from my foes, 
With a pair of glafs eyes 

To clap on my nofe. 
The pleafures of. See, 

VI. 
And when I am dead. 

With a figh let them fay,- 
Our honeft old cummer’s 

Now laid in the clay : 
When young, fhc was chearful, 

No fcold, nor no whore; 
E f.3,, 
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bTie affifted her neighbours, 

And gave to tire poor. 
Tho' the flower of her youth 

In her age did decay, 
Tho' her life like a vapour 

Evanijlo'd away, 
She liv'd well and happy 

Unto her lajl'day. > 

The free Mafon's Song. 

I. 
C^Ome let us prepare, 

We £r«//Si7\r that are 
Aflembled, on merry oecalion : 

Let’s.drink, laugh, and fing, 
Our wine has a Ipring: 

Here’s a.health to an accepted maibn. 
U. 

Tire world is in pain . 
Our fecret to gain. 

And 1H11 let them wonder and gaze on z~ 
They ne’er can divine 
The word or the fign, 

Of a free and an accepted mafon. 
III. 

’Tis this and ’tis that, 
They cannot tell what. 

Why fo many great men of the nation 
Should aprons put on, 
To make themfelves one, 

With a free and an accepted mafon. 
IV.. 

Great Jtingj, dukes, and lords,. 
Have laid by their fwords, 

Our mydery to put,a.good grace on, 
And ne’er been afham’d 
To hear themfelves.nam’d 

W4th,a..fre.e.and.an accepted mafonf 
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V. 

Still firm to our trufl. 
In friendfhip we’re juft, 

Our aftions we guide by our reafou : 
By obferving this rule, 
The paffions move cool. 

Of a free and an accepted mafon. 
VI. 

All idle debate. 
About church or the ftate, 

The fprings of impiety and treafon ;, 
Thefe raifers of ftrife 
Ne’er ruffle the life 

Of a free and an accepted mafon. 
VII. 

Antiquity’s pride 
We have on our fide, 

Which adds high renown to our ftation:. 
There’s nought but what’s good 
To be underftood 

By a free and an accepted mafon. 
VIII. 

The clergy embrace, 
And all Aaroji sta.ce. 

Our fquare adtions their knowledge to place on J , 
And in each degree 
They’ll honoured be 

With a free and an accepted mafon.. 
IX. 

We’re true and fincere 
In our love to the fair. 

Who will truft us on every occafion: 
No mortal can mere 
The ladies adore 

Than a free and an accepted mafon.. 

X- 
Then join hand in hand,, ^ 
T’e&ch.other, firm ftand,. 
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Let’s be merry, and put a good face on-' 

What mortal canboaft 
So nuble a toalt 

As a free and an accepted mafon ? 

The Sailor’s Rant. 

I. 
HOW pleafant a failor’s life palfes, 

Who roams o’er the watery main 
No treafure he ever amalfes. 

But chearfully fpends all his gain. 
We’re Grangers to party and fadion, 

To honour and honelty true; 
And would not commit a bad adion. 

For power or profit in view. 

CHORUS. 
Then ’why Jhould we quarrel for riches. 

Or any fuch glittering toy ? 
A light heart and a thin pair of breeches 

Goes through the world, brave boy. 

n. 
The world is a beautiful garden. 

Enrich’d with the blellings of life, 
The toiler with plenty rewarding, 

Which plenty too often breeds ftrife. 
When terrible tempefls alfail us. 

And mountainous billows affright; 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us. 

But Ikilful indullry /leers right. 
Then why Jhould, See. *■ 

_ HI. 
Tne courtier’s more fubjed to dangers, 

Who rules at the helm of the /late, 
Then we, that to politics are /Irangers, 

Efcape the fnares laid for the great. 
The various bleffings of nature, 

10 various nations we try :: 
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No mortal than us can be greater,. 

Who merrily live till we die. 
Then nuhy Jhould, See. 

A Love-Song in the modern Tajie. By Dr. Swift> 
I. 

FLutt’ring fpread thy purple pinions, 
Gentle Cupid, o’er my heart; 

I, a Have in thy dominions, 
Nature muft give way to art. 

II. 
yiddi Arcadians, ever blooming, 

Nightly nodding o’er your flocks. 
See my weary days confuming 

All beneath yon flowery rocks. 

111. 
Thus the Cyprian goddefs weeping, 

Mourn’d Adonis, darling youth. 
Him the boar, in filence creeping. 

Gor’d with unrelenting tooth. 
IV. 

Cynthia, tune harmonious numbers, 
Fair Diferetion, firing the lyre, 

Sooth my ever waking numbers, 
Bright Apollo, lend thy choir. 

V. 
Gloomy Pluto, king of terrors. 

Arm’d in adamantine chains. 
Lead me to the cryllal mirrors 

Wat’ring foft Elyfian plains. 

VI. 
Mournful cyprefs, verdant willow, 

Gilding my Aurelia'% brows, 
Morpheus hov’ringo’er my pillow,. 

Hear me pay my dying vows. 

vn. 
Melancholy, fmooth Meander 

Swiftly purling in a round, 
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Cn thy margin lovers wander. 

With thy flow’ry chaplets crown’d* 
VIII. 

Thus when Philomela drooping. 
Softly feeks her fiient mate; 

See the birds of Juno hooping ; 
Melody refigns to fate. 

Sylvia and the Flajk. 

I Thank thee, my friend, 
That at length you declare, 

Why Sylvia's fo cay 
As to (hun me with care. 

I mus’d every night, 
And rack’d my poor foul* 

To find out the caufe 
Of a falfehood fo foul. 

If. 
But flie tells me Ihe cannot 

With claret agree, 
That Ihe thinks of a hogfhead 

Whene’er Ihe fees me t 
That I fmell like a bead:. 

And therefore that I 
Mud: refolve to forfake her, 

Or claret, good claret deny. 
III. 

Ye gods ? was ere it known 
That beads fmell’d of wine J 

They brutilhly abhor 
A liquor fo divine : 

’Tis when we are mod beads. 
When like them in common, 

We eagerly go a hunting 
For the next lewd woman. 

IV. 
Mud I leave my dear bottle, 

That has been ever my friend, 
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Which prolongs all my joys. 

To my grief puts an end i 
Which infpires me with wit. 

And makes me fo fublime. 
That there’s none are like us 

That drink the bed: wine i 
V. 

But Sylvia, whom nature 
So perfeft has made. 

Has no room left for wifhes. 
New beauties to add. 

Mud I leave her, I’m forty, 
It is too hard a talk; 

Yer die may go to the devil. 
Bring me the other flalk. 

Love, Drink, and Debt. 
I. 

I Have been in love, and in debt, and in drink, 
Thefe many and many a year ; 

And thefe are plagues enough l Ihou’d think 
For any poor mortal to bear. 

’Twas love made me fall into drink. 
And drink made me fall into debt; 

And tho’ 1 have draggled and drove, 
I cannot get out of them yet. 

IT. 
There’s nothing but money can cure me, , 

And rid me of all my pain : 
’ f will pay all my debts, 
And remove all my lets ; 

And my midrefs, that cannot endure me, 
Will love me, and love me again: [again. 

Then, then fliall I fall to my loving and drinking 

The Farmer's Son. 
I. 

SWeet Nelly, my heart’s delight. 
Be loving, and do not flight 
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The proffer I make, for modefty’s fake, 
I honour your beauty bright; 

For love I profefs, 1 can do no lets, 
Thou haft my favour won : 

And fince I fee your modefty, 
I pray agree and fancy me, 

Tho’ I’m but a farmer’s fon. 
II. 

No ; I am a lady gay, 
’Tis very well known I may 

Have men of renown in country and town. 
So Roger without delay, 

Court Bridget, or Sue, Kate, Nanny, or 
Their loves will foon be won : 

But don’t ye dare to fpeak me fair, 
As tho’ l were at my laft prayer, 

To marry a farmer’s fon. 
III. 

My father has riches in ftore, 
Two hundred a year and more, 

Befides fneep and cows, carts, harrows, and plows, 
His age is above threefcore : 

And when he gives way, then merrily I 
Shall have what he has won ; 

Both land and kine, and all (hall be thine. 
If thouftt incline, and wilt be mine, 

And marry a farmer’s fon. 
IV. 

A fig for your cattle and corn, 
Your proffer’d love I fcorn; 

>Tis known very well, my name is Nell, 
And you’re but a bumpkin born. 

Well, fince it is fo, away I will go. 
And I hope no harm is done : 

Farewell, adieu, I hope to woo 
As good as you, and win her too, 

Tho’ I’m but a farmer’s fon. 
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V. 

Be not in fuch hade, quoth ih&. 
Perhaps we may ftill agree : 

For, man, I proteft, I was butin jeft. 
Come prithee fit down by me ; 

For thou art the man that verily can 
Perform what muft be done, 

Both firaight and tall, genteel withal; 
Therefore I lhall be at your call 

To marry a farmer’s fon. 
VI- Dear Nelly, Ijelieve me now, 

I folemnly fwear and vow, 
No lords in their lives take pleafure in their wives 

Like fellows that drive the plow. 
For whatever they gain with labour and pain. 

They don’t to harlots run. 
As courtiers do; I never knew 
A London beau that cou’d outdo 

A country-farmer’s fon. 

The Angel Woman. 

I. 
TITHen thy beauty appears 

With its graces and airs, 
All bright as an angel 

New dropt from the Iky; 
At a diftance I gaze, 

And am aw’d by my fears ! 
So ftrangely you dazzle mine eye 1 

, n. 
But when without art 

Your thoughts you impart. 
When your love runs in blufhes 

Through every vein, 
When it darts from your eyes. 

When it pants from your heart, 
Then I know you are a woman again, 

G g 
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III. 
There’s a paflion and pride 

In our fex, <he reply’d. 
And thus (might I gratify both) 

I would do. 
Still an angel appear 

To each lover befide. 
But ftill be a woman to you. 

Roger'* Courtfkip.. 

YOung "Roger came tapping 
At Dolly's window, 
Tumpaty, Tumpaty, Tump. 

He begg’d for admittance, 
She anfwer’d him, No; 

Glumpaty, Glumpaty, Clump. 

My Dolly, my dear, 
Your true love is here, 

Durnpaty, Duvtpaty, Dump. 
No, no, Roger, no, 

As you came you may go, 
Slumpaty, Slumpaty, Slump; 

II. 
Oh what is the reafon, 

Dear Dolly? he cry’d: 
Mumpaty, &c. 

That thus I am call off. 
And unkindly deny’d? 

Trumpaty, &c. 

Some rival more dear 
I guefs has been here: 

Crunipaty, &c. 

Suppofe there’s been two, Sir, 
Pray what’s that to you, Sir ? 

Namp tty, See. 
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ill. 

Oh ! then with a fad look 
His farewell he took : 

Humpaty, &c. 
And all in defpair 

He leap’d into the brook r 
Plumpaty, See. 

His courage he cool’d, 
He found himfelf fooPd: 

Mumpaty, See. ^ 
He fwam to the Ihore, 

And faw Dolly no more'! 
Rumpaty, Sec. 

IV- 
Oh ! then Ihe recall’d, 

And recall’d him againii 
Humpaty, &c. 

"Whilft he like a madmam 
Ran over the plain : 

Slump a ty, &c. 
Determin’d to find 

A damfel more kind : 
Plumpaty, Sec. 

While Dolly afraid 
She muft die an old maid : 

Mumpaty, Sec. 

Jump at a CruJP,. 

I. 
AS I am a friend, 

Be willing to lend 
An ear to thefe lines. 

Which in pity I penn’d. 
\ ’Tis a cordial advice, 
\ Girls, be not too nice, 
j Young lovers are now 

G g a. 
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At another gate price 

Than they have been. 

II. 
I pray you refrain 
Your fcorn and difdain. 

If young men you flight. 
They’ll flight you again* 

They’ll make you run mad,. 
Sigh heavy and fad, 
There are not fo many 
Young men to be had 

As there have been,. 

III. 
Perhaps you fuppofe 
Fine furbelow’d cloaths 

Will ferve for a portion : 
But under the rofe, 

If truth may be fpoke, 
’Tis but a mere joke. 
For love without money 
Will vanifli like fmoke, 

Let me tell ye. 
IV. 

The country-clown. 
When he comes to town, 

He values not mil's 
With her butterfly-gown 

I tell you it won’t do, 
There muft be a few 
Bright glittering guineas, 
A thoufand or two. 

Or he’ll leave ye. 

V. 
Young men are grown wife, 
A portion they prize, 

They are done with the charms. 
Of your conquering eyes. 

A portion ! they cry. 
If love you would buy ; 
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In order to purchafe, 
You then muft bid high, 

Or live lingle. 
VI. 

Once batchelors, they 
Did figh, whine, and pray j. 

But ftill were put off 
With a fcornful delay. 

Down with your dull, 
A portion there mull; 
Poor girls wou’d be glad 
To jump at a cruft, 

Cou’d ye get it. 

Merry Beggars. 

j Beggar. T Once was a poet at London, 
X I kept my heart ftill full of glee; 
There’s no man can fay thatl’m undone, 

For begging’s no new trade to me. 
* Toll de roll, &c. 

2 Beggar. I once was an attorney at law. 
And after a knight of the poft ; 

Give me a brilkwench and clean ftraw, 
And I value not who rules the roaft. 

Toll de roll, See. 

3 Beggar' Make room for a. foldier in buff. 
Who valiantly ftrutted about, 

Till he fancy’d the peace breaking off. 
And then he moft wifely fold out. 

Toll de roll. Sec. 

4 B*ggar’ Here comes a courtier polite, Sir, 
Who flatter’d my Lord to his iacej' 

Now railing is all his delight. Sir, 
Becaufe he mils’d getting a place. 

Toll de roll. See. % 
5; Beggqr. I ftill am a merry gut-feraper. 

My heart never yet felt a (juaifli;- 
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Tho’ poor, I can frolic and vapour#:. 

And ling any tune but a pfalm., 
Toll de roll, See. 

4 Beggar. I was a fanatical preacher, 
1 turn’d up my eyes when I pray’d: 

Butmy heaa ershalf-ltarv’d their teacher, 
For they believ’d not one word that li 

Toll dc roll. See. [faid.. 
t .Beggar. Whoe’er would be merry and free. 

Let him lilt, and from us he may learn;; 

In palaces who (hall-you fee 
Half fo happy as we in a barn , 

Toll de roll. See.- 
Qrorus -of all. 

JVlae'er voou'd be merry. Sic. 

To Signora Cv z z on t, 
I. 

-r Ittle Syrer. of the llage, 
j j Charr.tcr of ;.n idle age, 

Empty warbler, breathing lyre,, 
Wanton gale of fond ddire; 

If. 
Bane of every manly art,, 

Sweet enfeebler of the heart; 
Oh too pleating is thy drain i ’ 
Hence to fouthern dimes again. 

III. 
Tunelul mifchjef, vocal fpeli,*^ 

To this ifland bid farewell: 
Leave us as we ought to be, 
Leave the Britons rough and free,’ 

Happiness, to the tune of, To all you ladies new 
at land.' 

IT. 
j ^T.dea-reft maid, fmee you defire,’ 

To know wUt i .wju’d wifhj , 
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What (tore of wealth 1 would require,. 

To gain truejiappineis; 
Tliis faithful inventary take 
Of all that life can ealy make. 

II. 
Here happy only are.the few, 

Who wilh to live at home, 
Who never dg. extend their view, 

Beyond their fmall income ; 
An income which fliould ever be* 
The fruit of honeft indultry, 

III. 
A foul ferene and fi;ee from fears,. 

With no contentions vex’d. 
Nor yet with. vain and anxious cares. 

To be at all perplex’d. 
A body that’s .with health endow’d. 
An open temper, yet not rude. 

IV. 
A heart that’s-always circumfpefl:, . 

Unknowing to deceive, 
Yet ever wifely can refled!. 

Not eafy to believe. 
As to my drefs, let it be plain, 
Yet always nqat without a (lain. 

V. 
A^leanly hearth and chearful fire 

To drive away the cold, 
A moderate glafs one would require 

When merry tales are told: 
The company of an eafy friend, 
My like in for tape and in mind. 

VI. 
Some fhelfs of books of the right kind, 

For knowledge and delight, ( 

Not intricate, nor interlin’d.. 
Wi’-h narrow party-fpite^ ; 
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A garden fair, to paint me clear 
Nature’s gradations through the year, 

VII. 
To give true relifh to delight, 

A chafte and chearful wife, 
With fweeteft humour to unite 

Our hearts as long as life : 
Sound fleep, whofe kind delufive tur« 
Shall join the evening to the morn. 

VIII. 
So would we live agreeably. 

And ever be content, 
ToP rovidence ay thankful be 

For all thofe bleffings lent. 
O fovereign Power ! but grant me this. 
No more I’llalk, no more I’ll wifh. 

S?>iirky Nan, to the tune of, Nan nit, 
I. 

AH! woes me, poor Willy cry'A, 
See how I’m waded to a fpan ? 

My heart I loft, when firft I fpy’d 
The charming lovely milk-maid Nan.. 

I’m grown fo weak, a gentle breeze 
Of dulky Reger's winnowing fan 

Would blow me o’er yon beechy trees. 
And all for thee, my fmirky Nan. 

IT. 
The alewife miffes me of late, 

I us’d to take a hearty can; 
But I can neither drink nor eat, 

Unlefs ’tis brew’d and bak’d by Nan. . 
The baker makes the beft of bread. 

The flour he takes and leaves the bran ; 
The bran is every other maid. 

Compar’d with thee, my fmirky Nan. 
II.. 

But Dick o’ the green, that nafty lown, 
Taft Sunday to mymiiirefs ran,, 
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He {hatch'd a kifs; I knock’d him down. 
Which hugely pleas’d my fmirky Nan. 

But hark! the roaring foger conies, 
And rattles Tantara Tzrran. 

She leaves her cows for noify drums. 
Woes me I’ve loft my fmirky Nan! 

Tarry Woo. 

I. 
TArry woo, tarry woo, 

Tarry woo is ill to fpin, 
Card it well, card it well. 
Card it well ere ye begin. 
When ’tis carded, row’d and fpun, 
Then the work is hailens done : 
But when woven, drefs’d, and clean, 
U may be cleading for a queeji.^ 

IT. 
Sing, my bonny harmlefs ftieep. 

That feed upon the mountains fteep, 
Bleating fweetly as ye go 
Through the winter’s froft and fnow 
Hart, and hynd, and fallow-deer. 
No be ha’f fo ufeful are; 
Fr^e kings to him that hads the ploWj, 
Are all oblig’d to tarry woo. 

nr. v. 
Up ye fliepherds, dance and lkip. 

O’er the hills and valleys trip. 
Sing up the praife of tarry woo. 
Sing the flocks that bear it too: 
Harmlefs creatures without blame. 
That dead the back and cram the wame,. 
Keep us warm and hearty fou ; 
Leefe me on the tarry woo. 

!V. 
How happy is a fhepherd’s life. 

Far frae courts and free of ftrife. 

3Si 
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While the gimmers bleat and bae. 
And the lambkins anfwer mae : 
No fuch mufic to his ear, 
Of thief or fox he has no fear 
Sturdy kent, and colly too,. 
Well defend the tarry woo. 

V. 
He lives content, and envies none ; 

Not even a monarch on his throne, 
Tho’ he the royal fcepter fways. 
Has not fweeter holydays. 
Who’d be a king, can only tell,. 
When a (hepherd fing? fae well; 
Sings fae well, and pays his due, 
With honefl: heart and tarry woo. 

GnHenrietta s Recsvtry, tune. My deary, if thou die, 
I. 

IF heaven, its bleflings to augment,, 
Call Henny to the fkies, 

Hence from the earth flies all content. 
The moment that fhe dies; 

For in this earth there is no fair, 
Can give fuch joy to me ; 

How great mull then be my defpair,. 
My Henry, an thou die ? 

II. 
But now pale ficknefs leaves her face, 

And now my charmer fmiles; 
New beauty heightens ev’ry grace, 

And all my fear beguiles : 
The bounteous powers have heard the pray’rs 

I daily made for thee, 
Like them be kind, and eafe my cares, 

Elfe I myfelf mull die. 

Hodge of the Mill and huxome Nell, 
YOung Roger of the mill. 

One morning very foon. 
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Put on his beft apparel. 
New hofe and clouted fhoon; 

And he a-wooing came 
To bonny buxome Nell, 

Dear lafs, cries he, coudlt fancy me* 
I like thee, wondrous well. 

II. 
My horfes I have drefs’d. 

And gi’en them corn and hay, 
Put on my beft apparel: 

And having come this way, 
Let’s fit and chat a while 

With thee, my bonny Nell. 
Dear lafs, cries he, cou?dft fancy me, 

I’fe like thy.perfon well. 
m. 

Young Reger, you’re miftaken. 
The damfel then reply’d, 

I’m not in fuch a hafte 
To be a ploughman’s bride; 

Know I then live in hopes 
To marry a farmer’s fon : 

If it be fo, fays Hodge, I’ll go; 
Sweet miftrefs, I have done. 

IV. 
Your horfes you have drefs’d, 

Good Hodge, I heard you fay, 
Put on your beft apparel ; 

And being come this way, 
Come fit and chat a while. 

0 no indeed, not I, 
Til neither •wait, nor Jit, nor prate, 

Tve other fijh to fry. 
V. 

Go take your farmer’s fon, 
With all my honeft heart: 

What tho’ my name be Roger, 
That goes at plough and cart P 

353 
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I need not tarry long, 

I foon may gain a wife; 
There’s buxome Joan, it is well known, 

She loves me as her life. 
VI. 

pray what of buxome Joan ? 
Can’t I pleafe you as well ? 

For Ihe has ne’er a penny, 
And I am buxome Nell; 

And I have fifty drillings. 
The money made him fmile : 

Oh then, my dear, I’ll draw a chair. 
And chat with thee a while. 

Vlt. 
Within the fpace of half an hour 

This couple n bargain ftruck. 
Hoping that with their money 

They both wou’d have good luck. 
To your fifty I’ve forty. 

With which a cow we’ll buy; 
We’ll join our hands in wedlock-bands. 

Then who but you and I ? 

Buttery Mav. 
I. 

IN yonder town there won,, a May, 
5nack and perfyte as can be ony. 

She is fae jimp, fae gamp, iae gay, 
Sae capernoytie, and fae bonny: 

She has been woo’d and loo’d by many. 
But fee was very ill to win; 

She wadna hae him except he were bonny, 
Tho’ he were ne’er fae noble a kin. 

II. 
Her bonnynefs has been forefeen 

In ilka town baith far and near 
And when fee kirns her minny’s kirn, 

Shejubs her face till it grows clears 
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But when her minny (he did perceive 

Sic great inlack amang the butter, 
Shame fa’ that filthy face of thine, 

’Tis crifii that gars your grunzie glittet. 
There's Dunkyfon, Davyfon, Robie Carniel, 
The lafs with the petticoat danceslrightwell, 
/S/'/z^Stirdum, Stouthrum, Suthrum, Stonny, 
An ye dance ony mair wefe tell Mefs Johnny. 
Sing, tec. 

The wife Penitent. Sung by Mr. Gay. 

Aphni’ flood penfive in the fhade ; 
With arms acrofs, and head reclin’d; 

Pale looks accus’d the crtiel maid, ’• 
And fighs reliev’d his love fick mind: 

His tuneful pipe all broken lay; 
Looks, fighs, and a&ions feem’d to fay. 

My Chloe is unkind. 

Why ring the woods with warbling throats 1 
Ye larks, ye linnets, ceafe your ftrains,; 

1 faintly hear in your foft notes 
My Chloe'% voice, that wakes my pains. 

But why fhould you your fongs forbear ? 
Your mates delight your fongs to hear. 

But Chloe mine difdains. 

As thus he melancholy flood 
Dejefted, as the lonely dove, 

Bweet found broke gently thro’ the wood. 
I feel a found my heart-firings move : 

’Twas not the nightingale that fung; 
No, No, ’tis C7>/0e’s fweeter tongue: 

Hark! hark! what fays my love ? 

How fimple is the nymph, fhe cries, 
Who trifles with her lover’s pain ? 

I 

II 

III. 

IV. 
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Nature (till fpeaks in womens eyes, 
Our artful lips are made to feign. 

Oh Daphnis! Daphnis! ’twas my pride, 
’Twas not my heart thy love deny’d: 

Come back, dear youth again. 

V. 
As t’other day my hand he feiz’d. 

My blood with trickling motion flew : 
Sudden I put on looks difpleas’d. 

And haffy from his hold withdrew: 
’Twas fear alone, thou Ample fwain : 
Then hadft thou prels’d my hand again, 

My heart had yielded too. 
VI. 

’Tis true, thy tuneful reed I blam’d. 
That fwell’d thy lip and rofy cheek; 

Think not thy fkill in fong defam’d. 
Thy lip fltould other pleafures feek. 

Much, much thy mufic I approve, 
Yet break thy pipe, for more I love, 

Much more to hear thee fpeak. 
VII. 

My heart forebodes that I’m betray’d; 
Daphnis, I fear, is ever gone ! 

Lad night with Delias dog he play’d; 
Love by fuch trifles lirfl: comes on. 

Now, now, dear (hepherd, come away, 
My tongue would now my heart betray, 

Ah Chios! thou art won. 
VIII. 

The youth dept forth with hady pace. 
And found where wilding Chios lay ; 

Shame ludden light’ned in her fkce, 
Confus’d (he knew not what to fay : 

At lad, in broken words (he cry’d. 
To morrow you in vain had try’d, 

But I am lod to-day. 
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Old Darby. An Advice to Chloe. 

. I. 
DEar Chloe, while thus beyond meafure 

You treat me with doubts anddifdain. 
You rob all your youtli of its pleafure, 

And hoard up an old age of pain ; 
Your maxim, that love is (till founded 

On charms that will quickly decay. 
You’ll find to be very ill grounded. 

When once you jts didates obey. 
Jl. 

The love that from beauty is drawn, 
By kindnefs, you ought to improve ; 

Soft looks and gay fmiles are the dawn, 
Fruition the fun-fhine of love. 

I And tho’ the bright beams of your eyes 
Should be clouded, that now are fo gay. 

And darknefs obfcure all the fkies, 
You ne’er can forget it was day. 

III. 
Old Darby, with Joan by his fide. 

You have often regarded with wqnder, 
He’s dropfical, fhe is dim-eye’d. 

Yet they’re ever uneafy afunder : 
Together they totter about, 

Or fit in the fun at the door; 
And at night when old Darby’s pot’s out, 

His Joan will not fmoke a whiff more. 

IV. 
No beauty nor wit they pofTefs, 

Their feveral failings to cover : 
Then, what are the charms, can you guefs. 

That make them fo fond of each other ? 
’Tis the pleafing remembrance of youth, 

The endearments that youth did beftow, 
H h 2 
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The thoughts of part pleafure and truths 
The bell of our blelfings below. 

V. 
Thofe traces for ever will lall, 

No ficknefs or time can remove ; 
For when youth and beauty are pall. 

And age brings the winter of love, 
A friendfhip infenfibly grows, 

Hy reviews of fuch raptures as thele ; 
The current of londnefs liill flows, 

Which decrepit old age cannot freeze., 

Tht modern Marriags-qucjlion. 
I. 

HAppy the world in that blefs’d age, 
When beauty wasnotbought and fold*. 

When the fair mind was uninflam’d 
With the mean third of baneful gold. 
With the meanthirji, &c. 

II. 
Then the kind Ihepherd when he figh’d, 

The Twain, whofe dog was all his wealth,. 
Was not by cruel parents lor c’d. 

To breathe the am’rous vow by Healths 
To breathe, See. 

III. 
Now the ftrd epaeftion fathers alk. 

When for their girls fond lovers fue, 
ISj What's the fettlementyou'll make ■ 

’ You're poor! he flings the door at you. 
Tots re poor, &c. 

The Country-make. 
ILL ling you a ditty, and warrant it true,. 

Give but attention unto me a while, 
Qf tranfaftions in court, and in country too, 

Toilfome pleafure, and pleanng toi . 
Accept it, I pray,as your help-mates youtake,. 
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To fome ’twill give joy. 
And fome others annoy: 

All’s fair at a country-wake.. 
All's fair. See. 

II. 
Many ladies at court are ftiPd unpolite, 

Becaufe truly virtuous and prone to no ill; 
Whilft others, who fparkle in diamonds bright. 

Are ftript of their pride at ballet or quadrille. 
Till their Ioffes at play do their lords credit lhakee: 

Then, their toys to recover. 
They’ll grant the lalt favour ; 

Strange news, at a country-wake. 
Strange nenvs, Sec.- 

.III.- 
Here moft of our gentlemen patriots are, 

Tho’ very bad ftatefmen, I freely confefs, 
They defign harm to none, but a fox or a hare. 

And are always found loyal in war and in peace,-. 
The farmer’s induflry does earth fertile make ; 

The hufbandman’s plowing, 
His planting and fowing. 

Gets healtfi and good cheer atacountry-wake.- 
Gff// health, &c, 

IV. 
Our maids bloomingfair, withoutwafhes and paints. 

From neighbouring villages hither refort. 
They kifs fweet as rofes, yet virtuous as faints ; . 

(Who can fay more for the ladies at court ?) 
No worldly cares vex them afleep or awake, 

But their time they improve 
In peace and true love, 

And innocent mirth at a country-wake. 
And innocent-, &c. 

V. 
Tire fch ernes of a courtier are full of intrigues: 

Herbal! Vfair and open, dark deeds they defpife,, 
H‘h j. 
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Set rural contentment’gaiijfl: courtly fatigue, 

Who chufes the former is happy and wife: 
Now Jet’s pray for the king, and, for Ar/Va/Vsfake, 

From all fatfions free, 
t May his fubjecls agree, 
As well at the court as the country-wake, 
y/r iVc'J/, See. 

Oaths in fafhion. 
CUJlom prevailing fo long ’mongfl: the great. 

Makes oaths eafy potions to lleep on; 
Which many (on gaining good places) repeat. 

Without e’er defigning to keep one. 
For an oath’s feldom kept, as a virgin’s fair fame, 

A lover’s fond vows, or a prelate’s good name; 
A lawyer to truth, or a datefman from blame. 

Or a patriot’s heart in a courtier. 

The terribli Law. 
terrible Jaw when it fallens its paw 

X On a poor man, it grips till he’s undone ; 
And what I am doing may prove to my ruin, 

Tho’ rich as the lord mayor of London. 

H- 
Therefore I’ll be wary what meflage I carry, 

LTnlefs we frit make a zure bargain ; 
I willLe dempnified, thoroughly fatisfied. 

Than cb’an fhan’t zufFer a varding. 

The Play of Love. 

i Act. * r 'HE play of love is now begun, 
Jl And thus the actions do go on; 

Strepbon, enamour’d conus the fair. 
She hears him with a carclefs air. 

And fmiles to find him in love’s fnare. 
2 Act. 'I’he ad tune play’d, they meet again, 

Here pity moves her for his pain. 
Which Ihe evades with fome pretence. 
And thinks fhe may with love difpenfe. 

But pants tohearamaa of fenfe. 
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3 Act. The third approach her lover makes. 

She colours up whene’er die fpeaks; - 
But with feign’d flights ihe puts him by. 
And faintly cries, flie can’t comply, 

, Itho’ Are gives her heart the lie. 
4 Act. Now the plot rifes, he leems fliy. 

As if iome other fair he’d try; 
At which Ihe fwells with fpleen and fear. 
Left fome mor'e wife his love Ihou’d lhare. 

Which yet no woman e’er can bear. 
5 Act. The laft aft is now wrought fo high, 

That thus it crowns the lover’s joy: 
She does no more his paflion ihun. 
He ftrait into her arms does run : 

The curtain falls, the play is done. 

Fanny fair. 

r-r->0 Ftf««yfair could I impart 
The caufe of all my wo ! 

That beauty which has won my heart. 
She fcarcely feems to know : 

Unfkill’d in th’ art of womankind, 
Without deflgn fhe charms ; 

How can thofe fparkling eyes be blind. 
Which every bofom warms ? 

II; 
She knows her power is all deceit. 

The confcious bluihes ihows, 
Thofe blulhes to the eye more fweet 

Than th’op’ning budding rofe ; 
Yet the delicious fragrant rofe, 

That charms the fenfe fo much,. 
Upon a thorny brier grows, 

And wounds with ev’ry touch. 
HI. 

At firft when I beheld the fair, 
With raptures I was bleft ; 

But as l would approach more near,. 
At once I loft my reft y 
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Th’inchanting fight, the fweetfurprife,. 

Prepare me for my doom ; 
One cruel look from thofe bright eyes 

Will lay me in my tomb. 

The Bottle preferr'd. 
1. 

PRoud woman, I fcorn you, 
Brilk wine’s my delight, 

111 drink all the day. 
And I’ll revel all night. 

II. 
As great as a monarch. 

The moments I pafs, 
The bottle’s my globe. 

And my fcepter’s the glafs. 

III. 
The table’s my throne, 

And the tavern’s my courts 
The drawei’s my fubjeft, 

And drinking’s my fport., 
IV. 

Here’s the chief of ail joy, 
Here’s a miftrels ne’er coy;. 

Bear cure of all forrows, 
And life of all blifs : 

Ilm a king when 1 hug you. 
But more wJien 1 kifs. 

Tippling Jon if. 

r. 
AS tippling John was jogging on,. 

Upon a riot-nightj 
With tottering pace, and fiery face,. 

Sufpicious-of high flight; 
The guards, who took him, by his-look,. 

for feme chieffieiy-biand, 
Alk’d, whence he came ? what was his name i* 

Who are yottf Stand,, friendj, Hand.. 
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II. 

tm going home, from meeting come: 
Ay fays one. that’s the cafe ; 

Some meeting he has burnt, you fee, 
The flame’s ftill in his face. 

John thought it time to purge his crime, 
And faid, My chief intent 

Was to affwage my thirfty rage, 
1’ th’ meeting that I meant. 

m. 
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 ? 
John faid to that, I’ll tell you what,. 

To end debates and ftrife, 
All I can fay, this is the way 

I fleer my courfe of life. 
IV. 

I ne’er to Bow, nor Btirgefs gO„ 
To fteeple-houfe nor hall, 

The brilk bar-bell beft fuits my zeaf 
With gentlemen, d’ye call-;-. 

Guefs then, am I low church or high,. 
From that tow’r, or no fteeple,. 

Whofe merry toll exalts the foul> 
And muft make high-flown people ? 

V. 
The guards came on, and look’d at Jphn 

With countenance moft pleafant. 
By whifpqr round they all foon found 

He was no damag’d peafant. 
Thus while flood the beft he cou’d, 

Fxpeding their decifion; 
Damn him, fays one, let him begone,-, 

He.’s of our own religion.. 
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Belinda. 
I. 

WOuld fate to me Belinda give, 
With her alone I’d chuie to live. 

Variety I’d ne’er require, 
Nor a greater, nor a greater, 
Nor a greater blifs defire. 

II. 
My charming nymph, if you can find 

Amongfl the race of human kind, 
A man that loves you more than I, 
I’ll refign you, j’ll refign you. 
I’ll refign you, tho' 1 die. 

III. 
Let my Belinda fill my arms, 

With all her beauty, all her charms; 
With fcorn and pity i’d look down 
On the glories, on the glories. 
On the glories of a crown. 

Beauty and Rigour. 
n i ' ,i 

J. 
/T"' HE nymph that undoes me is fair and unkind. 

No lefs than a wonder by nature defign’d ; 
She’s the grief of my heart, and the joy of my eye. 
And the caufe ofa flame that never can die. 

sbtd the caufe., &c. 
II. 

Her mouth, from whence wit ftill obligingly flows, 
Has the beautiful blufh, and the fmell of the rofe : 
Love and deftiny both attend on her will, 
She wounds with a look, with a frown fhe can kill. 

She ’wounds. See. 
III. 

The defperate lover can hope no redrefs, 
Where Beauty and Rigour are both in excefs; 
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In Sylvia they meet, fo unhappy am I, 
Who fees her muft love, who loves her mud die. 

Who fess her. See. 

The Rival. 
I. 

OF all the torment, all the care. 
By which our lives are curd. 

Of all the forrows that we bear, 
A rival is the word. 

By partners in another kind 
Affii&ions eafier grow, 

In love alone we hate to find' 
Companions in our wo. 

" II. 
Sylvia, for all the griefs you fee 

Arifing in my bread, 
I beg not that you’d pity me. 

Would you but flight the red. 
Howe’er fevere your rigours are, 

$.lone with them I’d cope, 
I can endure my own defpair, 

But not another’s hope. 
/ 

Hunting Song going out. 
r. 

HArk ! away, ’tis the merry tun’d horn 
Calls the hunters all up with the morn • 

To the hills and the woodlands they deer. 
To unharbour the out-lying deer. 

Chorus of Huntfmen. 
Hll the day long, 
This, this is our Jong, 
Still hallooing, 
And following : 

So frolic and free: 
Our joys know no hounds, 
While we're after the hounds, 

No mortals on earth art fo jolly as we. 
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II. 

Round the tvoods when we beat, how we glow-, 
While the hills they all echo hillo; 
With a bounce from his cover when he flies, 
Then our ftiouts they relbund to the Ikies. 

All the day, &c. 
III. 

When we fweep o’er the valleys, or climb 
Up the heath-breathing mountain ftiblime, 
What a joy from our labour we feel! 
Which alone they who talle can reveal. 

All the day, &c. 

- the 'Return from the Chace. 

THE fweet rofy morn peeps over the hills, 
With blufhes adorning the meadows and fields; 

The merry, merry, merry horn calk, Come, come 
away. 

Awake from your flumbers, and hail the new day.. 
the merry. See. 

II. 
The flag rous’d before us, away leems to fly. 

And pants to the chorus of hounds in full cry. 
Then follow, follow, follow the mufical chace. 
Where pleafure and vigorous health you embrace. 

Then follow. Sec. 
III. 

The day’s fport when over makes blood circle 
right, 

Andgives the briflcloverfrelh charms for the night; 
Then let us, let us now enjoy ail we can while we 

may [day. 
Let love crown the night, as our fports crown the 

Then let us. Sec. 

The Girl that's hlyth and gay, tune, Black Jock, 
OF all the girls in our town, 

Or black, or yellow, or fair, ojr brown, 
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With their foft eyes, -and faces fo bright; . 

Give me a girl that’s blitlie and gay, 
As warm as June, arid as fweet as May, 

With her heart free, and faithful as light. 
What lovely couple then cou’d be * 

So happy and fo blefs’d as we ! 
On whom the fweeteft joys wou’d fmile. 
And all the cares of life beguile, 

Entranc’d in blifs each rapt’rous night. 

. Cynthia’s Perplexity. 
I. 

CTnthia frowns when’er I woo her. 
Yet (he’s vex’d if I give over; 

Much (he fears I (hould undo her. 
But much more to lofe her lover; 

Thus in doubting (he reftiles, 
And not winning thus (he lofes, 

IT. 
Prithee, Cynthia, look behind you. 

Age and wrinkles will o’ertake you ; 
Then too late, dedre will find you 

When the power mufl: forfake you. . 
Think upon the fad condition 

To be pafs’d, yet widi fruition. 

Nought but Live. 1 

I. 
THE fun was funk beneath the hiH, 

The wederri clouds were lin’d with gold^ 
The (ky was clear, tie winds were dill, 

The flocks were pent within the fold 5 
When from the filence of the grove. 
Poor Damon thus defpair’d of love! 

II. 
Who feeks to pluck the fragrant rofe 

From the bare rock, or oozy beach ; 
i i 
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Who from each barren weed that grows 

Expefts the grape, or blufhing peach ; 
With equal faith may hope to find 
The truth of love in womankind. 

III. 
I have no herds, no fleecy care, 

No fields that wave with golden grain, 
No paflures green, nor gardens fair, 

A maiden’s venal heart to gain : 
Then all in vain my fighs mult prove, 
,For I, alas! have nought but love. 

IV. 
How wretched is the faithful youth, 

Since women’s hearts are bought and fold? 
They afk not vows of facred truth. 

Whene’er they figh, they figh for gold. 
Gold can the frowns of fcorn remove, 
But I, alas! have nought but love. 

V. 
To buy the gems of India's coaft. 

What wealth, what treafure can fuffice ? 
Not all their fliine can ever boaft 

The living lufh e of her eyes : 
For thefe the woild too cheap would prove; 
Eut I, alas ! have nought but love. 

VI. 
O Sylvia! finee no gems, nor ore, 

Can with your brighter gems compare, 
Conlider that t offer more, 

More feldom found, a foul fincere: 
Let riches meaner beauties move, 
Who pays thy worth, muft pay in love. 

Tell vie, my Heart. 
I. 

WHen Delia, on the plain appears, 
Aw’d by a thoufand tender fears, 

I would approach, but dare not move : 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 
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II. 

Whene’er (he fpeaks, my ravifli’d ear 
No other voice but hers' can hear, 
No other wit but hers approve : 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 

III. 
If flte fome other fwairi commend, 

Tho’ I was once his fondeft friend. 
That ihllant his enemy I prove : 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 

IV. 
AVhen fhe is abfent, I no more 

Delight in all that pleas’d before, " 
'iThe cleareft fpring, or lhady grpye ; 
| Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 

V. 
When arm’d with infolent difdain, . 

She feem’d to triumph in my pain ; 
I drove to hate, but vainly drove : 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 

Cupid viiftaken. 
AS after noon, one dimmer’s day, 

"Venus dood bathing in a river, 
Cupid a-lhooting went that way. 

New drung his bow, and fill’d his quiver : 
With fldll he chofe hisfharped dart. 

With all his might his b»w he drew, 
jSwift to his beauteous parent’s heart, 

The too well-guided arrow flew. 

If. 
I faint! I die ! the goddefs cry’d : 

O cruel ! cou’dfi thou find none other 
To wreak thy fpleen on ? parricide. 

Like Nero, thou had flain thy mother I 
Cupid, fobbing, fcarce cou’d fpeak; 

Indeed, mamma, I did not know ye : 
Alas! how eafy the midake, 

I took you for your likenefs Chloer 

I i 2 
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Sylvia to Alexis. 

\ Lexis, how artlefs a lover ! 
f~\ How bafhful and filly you grow ? 

In my eyes can you never difcover 
I mean Yes, when I often fay No ? 

I n ear., &c. 
ir. 

When you pine and you whine out your paflioo 
And only intreat for a kifs; 

To be coy and deny is the fafhion, 
Alexis fhould ravifli the bliis. 

. AlexisJhould, &c. 

III. 
In love, as in war, ’tis but reafoa 

To make fome defence for the town: 
To furrender without it, were treason, 

Before that the outworks were won, 
Before that, See, 

IV. 
If f frown, ’tis my blnlhes to cover, 
t ’Tis for honour and modefty’s fake ; 
He is but a pitiful lover 

Who is foil’d by a finglc attack. 
Who is, See. 

V. 
But when we by force are o’erpower’d, 

The befl: and the braved mnfl yield 
I am not to be won by a coward, 

Who hardly dares enter the field. 
Who hardly. See. 

The ferious Lover. 
BElieve my frghs, my tears, my dear. 

Believe the heart you’ve won, 
Belkrve my vows to you fincere, 

Or, Jinny, I’m undone. 
Ypu fay, I’m fickle, and apt to change, 

.At.eypry fagg.that’s new : 
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@f all the girls I ever faw, 

I ne’er lov’d one bnt you. 

II. 
My heart was like a lump of ice, 

Till warm’d by your bright eye; 
And then it kindled in a trice, 

A flame that ne’er can die. 
Then take and try me, you fliall find 

That I’ve a heart that’s true; 
Of all the girls I ever faw, 

I ne’er lov’d one like you. 

The grateful Admirer. 

FAlfe tho’ fire be to me and love. 
I’ll ne’er purfue revenge; 

For flill the charmer I approve, 
Tho’ I deplore her change. 

In hours ofblifs we oft have metj 
They could not always lad; 

But tho’ the prefent I regret, 
I’m grateful for the pad. 

I'm grateful, See. 

Celia and Sabina. 

THirfs, a young and am’rous fwain, 
Saw two, the beauties of the plain,'. 

Who both his heart fubdue : 
Gay Celia's eyes were dazzling lair; 
Sabina's eafy fliape and air, 

With fofter mufic drew. 
II. 

Hehauntsthedream, hehaunts the grove,. 
Lives in a fond romance of love, 

And feems for each to die ; 
Till each a little Ipiteful grown, 
Sabina Celia's fliape ran down,., 

Andihe eye. 

Li'21 
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Ilf. 

Their envy made the fhepherd find 
Thole eyes that love could only blind; 

bo fet the lover free. 
No more he haunts the grove or ftream, 
Or, with a true love-knot or name. 

Engraves a wounded tree. 
IV. 

A\\ Celia ! fly, Sabina cr'j'iy 
Tho’ neither love, we’re both deny’d,. 

Let either fix the dart. 
Boor girl ! fays Ceiia, fiiy no more; 
1 hat ipite which broke his chains before,.. 

Would breaL the other’s heart. 

77v fair Warning. 

/ Ceng virgini love pleafure, 
\ As 7ni:irs do treafure ; 

And both alike (huly 
To heighten the. meafure ; 

Tlreir hearts they will’rifle 
For ever y new trifle 
And when in their teens 
Fall in love for a fong ; 

But foon as they -marry,. 
And find things mifcarry;. 

Oh ! how they figh 
That they, were not more wary.. 

Inilead of Toft wooing,, ,, 
Tliey run to their ruin, 

And all their lives after 
Drag farrow along. 

Petticoat •wooing. 

DEar Colin, prevent my warm bluihes, 
How can I Speak without pain ? 

My eyes have told you their willies ; 
Why can’t you the meaning explain..?' 
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II. 

My paffion wou’d lofe by expreffion, 
And you too might cruelly blame ; 

Then pray don’t expert a confeffion 
Of what is too tender to name. 

III. 
Since yours is the province of fpeaking, 

How can you expert it from me ? 
Our wifhes Ihou’d be in our keeping, 

Till you tell us what they fhould be. 
IV. 

Then Tjuickly why don’t you difcover ? 
Did your heart feelfuch tortures as mine l 

I need not tell over and over 
What I in my bofom coniine. 

Colin’/ Reply. 

I. 
C'* Ood Madam, when ladies are willing, 

J \ man mud needs look like a fool ; 
For me, l would not give a (hilling 

For one that does love without rule. 
II. 

At lead ye fhou’d wait for our offers. 
Nor fnatch like, old maids in defpair; 

Had you liv’d tothele years without proffers. 
Your fighs were all fpent in the air. 

III. 
You fliou’d leave us to guefs by your bluffing, 

And not tell the matter fo plain ; 
’Tis ours to be wiiting and puffing,. 

And yours to affert a difdain. 
IV. 

• But you’re in a terrible taking, 
By all the ford oglings I fee; 

The fruit that can fall without ffakingy 
Indeed is. too, meilow lor me.,. 
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The Country-lafs's Amlition. 
Hat tho’ they call me country-lafs ? 

I read it plainly in my glafe, 
That for a dutcheis I might paL, 

Oh ! could I fee the day 1 
Wou’d fortune but attend my call, 
At park, at play, at ring, and hall. 
I’d brave the proudell of them all. 

With a lland-by, Clear the way. 

ir. 
Surrounded by a croud of beaux, 
With fmart toupees, and powder’d cloaths,. 
Ar rivals I’ll turn up my nofe; 

Oh ! could 1 fee the day ! 
I’ll dart fuch glances from thefe eyes. 
Shall make fome duke, or lord, my prize ; 
And then, oh ! how I’ll tyrannize, 

With a Hand by, Clear the way. 

III. 
Oh ! then for every new delight. 

For equipage, and diamonds bright. 
Quadrille, and balls, and plays, all night 

Oh ! could l fee the day ! 
Of love and joy I’d take my fill,' 
The tedious hours of life to kill. 
In every thing I’d have my will, 

With a lland-by, Clear the way. 

The following Song is faid to he made in honour of-' 
our Sovereign Lady Mary, £hscen of Scots. 

YOU meaner beauties of the night,. 
Who poorly fatisfy our eyes. 

More by your number than your light, . 
Ye are but officers of the Ikies ; 
What are you when the moon doth rife ? 

II. 
You violets that licit appear. 

By your line purple colour known',, 
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Taking poffefEon of the year, 
As if/the fpring were all your own ; 
What are ye when the rofe is blown ?' 

III. 
You charming birds, that in the woods 

Do warble forth your lively lays, 
Making your paffion underftood 

In fofteft notes; what is your praife. 
When Philomel her voice does raife ? 

IV. 
You glancing jewels of the eaft, 

Whofe eftimation fancies raife, 
Pearls, rubies, fapphires, and the reft 

Of glittering gems; what is your praife, 
When the bright diamond ftiews his rays. 

V. 
But, ah ! poor light, gem, voice, andfmell. 

What are ye if my Mary fhine ? 
Moon, diamond, flowers, and Philomel, 

Light, luftre, fcent, and mufic tine, 
And yield to merit more divine. 

VI. 
Thus when my miftrefsyou have feen 

In beauties of her face and mind, 
Firft, by defcent, ftie is-a Queen ; 

Judge then if fhe be not divine, 
And glory of all womankind. 

VII. 
The rofe and lily, the hale fpring, 

Unto her breath for fweetnefs fpeed; 
The diamond darkens in the ring ; 

When ftie appears, the moon lopks dead. 
As when Sol lifts his radiant head. 

There Cowans are gay. 

THere gowans arc gay, my joy. 
There gowans are gay; 
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They gar me wake wher. I ftiou'd fleep, 

The firft morning of May. 
II. 

About the fields as I did pafis, 
There gowans are gay; 

I chanc’d to meet a proper lafs. 
The firft morning of May. 

nr. 
Right bufy was that bonny maid. 

There gowans are.gay; 
I hafs’d her, f/ne to her I faid, 

The fird morning of May ; 

IV. 
0 lady fair what do you here ? 

There gowans are gay : 
Gathering the dew, what neid you fpeir ? 

The fird morning of May. 

V. 
The dew, quoth I, what can that mean ? 

There gowans are gay ; 
Quoth die, to wadi my miftrefs clean, 

The fird morning of May. 
VI. 

1 adted further at her fyne. 
There gowans are gay ; 

Gif to my will (he wad incline ? 
The fird morning of May. 

VII. 
She laid, her errand was not there. 

Where gowans are gay; 
Her maidenhead on me to ware, 

The fird morning of May, 
VIII. 

Then, like an arrow frae a bow. 
There gowans are gay ; 

She fitift away out o’er the know, 
The fird morning of May. 
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IX. 

And left me in the garth my lane. 
There gnwans are gay; 

And in my heart a twang of pain, 
The firft morning of May. 

X. 
The little birds they fang full fweet, 

There gowans are gay; 
Unto my comfort was right meet, 

The frit morning of May. 
XI. 

And thereabout I part my time, 
There gowan* are gay; 

Until it was the hour of prime, 
The frit morning of May. 

XII. 
And then returned hame bedeen, 

There gowans are gay; 
Penfand what maiden that hadbeen, 

The firil morning of May. 

Slighted Love fair to hide. 
I Had a heart, but now I heartlefs gae ; 

I had a mind, but daily was opprelf; 
1 had a friend that’s now become my fae ; 

1 had a will that now has freedom loil : 
What have 1 now ? 
Naething 1 trow, 

But grief where I had joy : 
What am I than ? 
A heartlefs man : 

Could love me thus deflroy ! 
I love, I ferve ane whom I much regard, 
Yet for my love difdain is my reward. 

II. 
Where frail I gang to hide my weary face ? 

Where frail I find a place for my defence ? 
Wheremy true love remains thefittef place, 

Of all the earth that is my confidence. 
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She is my heart 
Till I depart : 

Let her do what Ihe lift, 
I cannot mend. 
But (till depend, 

And daily to infill, 
To purchafe love, if love my love deferve ; 
If not for love, let love my body ftarve. 

III. 
O lady fair ! whom I do honour moft, 

Vour name and fame within mybreaft I have 
Let not my love and labour thus be loft, 

But Hill in mind I pray thee to engrave, 
That I am true, 
And fall not rue 

Ane word that I have faid : 
I am your man. 
Do what you can, 

When all thefe plays are plaid. 
Then fave your (hip unbroken on the fand, 
Since man and goods are all at your command. 

* The Invitation. 

COme, love, let’s walkby yonder fpringj 
Where we may hear the blackbird fing-, 

The robin-red-breaft, and the thrulh, 
And nightingale in thorny bmli, 
The mavis fweetly carrolling ; 
This to my love, this to my love, 

Content will bring. 
n- . 

See where the nymph with all her train. 
Comes flapping thro’ the park amain, 
And in this grove Ihe means to ftay, 
At bare^y-breaks to fport and play ; 
Whe re we may fit us down and fee 
Fair beauty mix’d, fair beauty mix’d 

With chaftity. 
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III. 

In yonder dale are fined: flowers, 
With mony pleafant fhady bowers, 
A purling brook, whole filver dreams 
Are beautified with Phoebus's beams; 
Which deal ont thro’ the trees lor fear, 
Becaufe Diana, becaufe Diana, 

Bathes her there. 

All her delight is as ye fee. 
This way to fport, and here to be, 
Delyting in this caler fpring, 
Only to bathe herfelf therein, 
Until Atteon her efpy’d ; 
Then to the thicket, then to the thicket 

Did die glyde. 

And there by magic art die wrought, 
And in her heart die thus bethought 
With fecret ipeed away to flee. 
And he a hart was turn’d to be; 
Becaufe he follow’d Dian’s train, 
His life he lofl, his life he lod. 

Her love to gain. 

Are, away gae thou frae me. 
For I am no fit match for thee, 

Thou bereaves me of my wits, 
Wherefore I hate thy frantic fits: 
Therefore 1 will care no moir. 
Since that in cares comes no redoir; 
Butt will fing, a hey down a dee. 
And cad doik care away frae me. 

II. 
if I want, I care to get, 

The more I have, the more 1 fret; 

IV. 

V. 

Caji away Care. 

K k 
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Love I much, I care for moir, 
The moir I have I think I’m poor: 
Thus grief and care my mind oppreis, 
Nor wealth or wae gives no redrefs; 
Therefore I’ll care no moir in vain. 
Since care has coll me meikle pain. 

III. 
Is not this warld a flidd’ry ball ? 

And thinks men ffrange to catch a fali ? 
Does not the fea baith ebb and flow ? 
And fortune’s but a painted fhow, 
Why fliou’d men then take care or grief. 
Since that by thefe comes no relief? 
Some careful faw, that carelefs reap, 
And waiters ware what niggards ferape. 

IV. 
Well then, ay learn to knaw thyfelf, 

And care not for this warldly pelf: 
Whether thy ’Hate be great orfmall, 
Give thanks to God whate’er befall; 
Sae fall thou then ay live a: eafe, 
No Hidden grief lhall thee difpkafe : 
Then may’ll thou fing, Hey down a dee, 
When thou haft call ilk care frae thee. 

The faireji of her Days. 
WHoe’er beholds my Helen's face. 

And fays not that good hap has he; 
Who hears her fpeak, and tents her grace, 

Shall thir. 4 nane ever fpake but Ihe. 
The Jfjort nuay to refound herpraife. 
She is the faireji oj her days. 

II. 
Who knows her wdt, and not admires, 

He maun be deem’d devoid of IkilU 
Her virtues kindle ftrong defires 

In them that think upon her Hill. 
The floort way, &c. 
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III. 
Her red is like unto the rofe 

Whale buds are up’ningto the fun, 
Her comely colours to dii'clofe 

Tire iirft degree of ripcnefs won. 
The fhort way, &c. 

IV. 
And with the red is mix'd the white. 

Like to the fun or lair moon-fhine, 
That does upon clear waters light, 

And makes the colour feem divine. 
The Jhort way to refound her praife, 
She is the Ja 'treji of her days. 

Lord Henry and Katharine, 
IN ancient times, in Britain’s ifie, 

Lord Henry well was known. 
Nor knight in all the land more fam’d. 

Or more deferv’d renown ; 
His thoughts on honour always run, 

He ne’er cou’d bow to love, 
No nymph in ail the land had charms 

His frozen heart to move. . 
II. 

Among!! the nymphs where Kath'rine came, 
The faired face Ihe fhows. 

She was as bright as morning fun, 
And fweeter than a rofe : 

Although !he was of mean degree, 
She daily conquefls gains; 

For ne’er a youth who her beheld, 
£fcap’d her powerful chains. 

m. 
But foon her eyes their luftre loft, 

Her cheeks grew pale and wan, 

iN. B. The fix foregoing fongs I took out of a very olil 
MSS. cnllefldon, wrote hy a gentleman in Aberdeen. 

K k i 
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A pining feiz’d her lovely form. 
And cures were all in vain : 

The licknefs was to ail unknown 
That did the fair one wafle, 

Her time in (ighs- and floods of tears,! 
And broken ilumbers pail. 

IV. 
Once in a dream (lie cry'd aloud. 

Oh Henry, I’m undone ! 
Oh cruel fate i oh wretched maid ! 

Thy love mud ne’er be known ! 
Such is the fate of- womankind, 

They mull the truth conceal, 
I’ll die ten thoufand thoufand deaths, 

£re I my love reveal. • 
V. 

A tender friend that watch’d the fair 
To Henry hy’d away. 

My Lord, fays die, we’ve found the caufe 
Of Kath'rine'% quick decay : 

She in a dream the fecret told, 
Till now no mortal knew : 

Alas ! fhe now expiring lies. 
And dies for love of you ! 

Vf. 
The gen’rous Henry's foul was touch’d, 

His heart began to flame, 
Ah ! poor unhappy maid ! he cry’d, 

Yet I am not to blame. 
Ah Kalh'rinel too, too model! maid. 

Thy love I never knew. 
I’ll eafe your pain : and fwifl as wind" 

To her bedfide he flew. 
VI. 

Awake ! awake ! he fondly cry’d. 
Awake! awake! my dear; 

if I had only guefs’d your love, 
You. ne’er had Ihed a tear :- 



OF CHOICE SONGS. 

'Tis Henry calls, complain no more, 
Renew thy wonted charms; 

I come to lave thee from defpair. 
And take thee to my arms. 

VIII. 
Thefe words reviv’d the dying fair, 

She rais'd her drooping head, 
And gazing on the long-lov’d youth. 

She darted from the bed. 
Around his neck her armsfhe flung, 

In ecftafy, and cried, 
Will you be kind? Will you indeed ? 

My love !— and fo fhe died. 

,v The Milking-pail. 

XTE nymphs andJilvan gods, 
That love green lields and woods, 

When ipring newly born herlelf does adorn 
With flowers and blooming buds : 

Come fingia the praife, while flocks do graze 
On yonder pleafant vale. 

Of thofe that ehufe to milk their ews. 
And in cold dews, with clouted Ihoes, 

To carry the milking-pail. 
II. 

You goddefs of the morn* 
W ith blufires you adorn. 

And take the freflt air, whillt linnets prepare 
A confort on each green thorn : 

The blackbird and thrufh, on every buflr, 
And the charming nightingale. 

In merry vein, their throats do drain. 
To entertain the jolly train 

Of thole ol the milking-p.aih 

IIT.- 
When cold bleak winds do roar,, 
And. flowers will fpting ho more,. 

K- k-5, 
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The fields that were 1'een fo pleaiant and green^. 

With winter’s all candied o’er. 
See how the town-lafs looks with her white face 

And her lips lb deadly pale ? 
But it is not fo with thofe that go 
Ihro’ froll and. fnow, with, cheeks that glow, 

And carry the milking-pad. 
IV. 

The mils of courtly mold, 
Adorn’d with pearl and gold, 

With walhes and paint her Ikin does lb taint,. 
She’s wither’d before Urn's old : 

"While Ihe of commode puts on a cart-load, 
Apd with culhions plumbs her tail. 

What joys are found in rulhy ground,. 
Young plump and round, nay, fweet and found,. 

01 thole of the milking-pail. 
V. 

You girls of l/fi««r,'game, 
That venture health and fame. 

In praftifing feats, with cold and heats, 
. . Make lovers grow blind and lame : 

If men were fo wife to value the prize 
Of wares moll fit for lale, 

What llore of beaux would daub their deaths. 
To fare a nofe, by following of thole 

Who carry the milking-pail ? 
VI. 

The country-lad is free 
Ffom fears and jealoufie, 

Whillt upon the green he is often.feen 
With his iafs upon lbs knee; 

With kiffes moll fweet he doth her fo treat,, f ’• 
And fwears Ihe’il never grow Hale :. 

But the Louden iafs, in every place, *T 
With brazen free defpifes the grace 

01 chafe, of the. milking;pail,. 
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Phillis, dcfpife not. 

PHillis, defpife not your faithful lover, 
Play not the tyrant, becaule you are fair; 

Jieauty will fade, my charming maid, 
Julias the lily, my beautiful P hilly ; 
Ceafe to prove coy, fmile on the boy, 

Grant him the bleffing he longs to enjoy. 
II. 

Crowns are but trifles, compar’d with my Philly; 
Who can behold her, and not to be enllav’d ? 

Angel divine ! wert thou but mine; 
Pity my {lory, 1 laugh at all glory, 
Here l protefl, on thy dear breaff, 

With thee in a cottage I’d think myfelf blefl. 

Drink nubile ye can. 

Lfit's drink, my friends, while here we live,. 
The fleeting moments as they pals 

This fiient admonition give, 
T’ improve our time, and pufti the glafs. 

!I. 
When once we’ve entered Charon's boat. 

Farewell to drinking,'joys divine. 
There’s not a drop to wet our throat, 

T he grave’s a cellar void of wine. 

Meddlers out of Seajon. 
COme, lads, ne’er plague your heads. 

With what is done in Spain, 
But leave to them * 
Who are fupreme. 

To fettle peace again: 
Debating, pratting, jumbling, grumbling, 

Pays no nation’s debt; 
’Tis time muft clear i^ 
Juft like claret, 

When it is on the fret. 
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If. 
Each one fhould mind his own, 

Not bafinefs of the date : 
This ail we get. 
By meddling yet. 

More troubles to create. 
Our wrangling, jangling, cfam’ring, hamm’ring;. 

But diltuib the town 
Such men of mettle, 
In a kettle, 

Make two holes for one, 

II'- 
If you the dangers knew 

Of th £e that wear a crown, 
i ju’J fcarce envy 
A fate fo high, 

But wifely ufe your own: 
Uniieady, giddy, bufy, dizzy,. 

With the dazzling lieight ; 
Yet daily hooping, 
Almoft drooping 

Underneath the weight. 
IV. 

Low fwains that range the plains, 
Their native freedom keep, 

Who yet command. 
With crook in hand, 

Their faithful dog and iheep: 
Their ieifure, pleafure, 1 porting, courting*. 

None but time deceive; 
Whilft Amaryllis, 
Jug and Phillis, 

f lbw’ry garlands weave. 
■>1 

Complaint on Scorn. 

TyHY will Tier Ala, when I gaze. 
My ravilh’d eyes-reprove, 

And chide them from the only face-,, 
Lean.behold with Jot ei. 
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To (bun your {corn, and safe my care, 

I feek a nymph more kind : 
And as I range from fair to fair. 

Still gentle ufage find. 
n. 

But O ! how faint is every joy. 
Where nature has no part ? 

New beauties may my eyes employ, 
But you engage my heart. 

So reftlefs exiles, as they roam. 
Meet pity ev’ry where ; 

Yet languifh from their native home,. 
1 ho’ death attends them there. 

Love or Wine. 

IF PbilUi, denies me relief, 
If {he’s angry. I’ll feek it in wine ; 

Tho’ {he laughs at my am’rous grief. 
At my mirth why {hou’d fhe repine ? 

Sit m? mirth, &c. 
II. 

The iparkling Champaign fha'l remove ■’ 
All the cares my dull grief has in {tore f 

My reafcn I loft when I lov’d, 
And by drinking w'hat can I do more ? 

sirul by drinking, &c. 
Ill, 

Wou’d Phillis but pity my pain. 
Or my am’rous vows wou’d approve. 

The juice of the grape I’d difdain. 
And be drunk with nothing but love. 

And be drunk. See. 

Twenty-one favourite Songs in the Beggar's Opera 

SONG.I. Tune, An oldWoman clothed in grey,Stc 

THrough all the employments of life, 
Each neighbour abufes his brother: 
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Whore and rogue they call hulbandand wife. 

All profeilions be rogu. one another j 
The prieft calls the lawyer a cheat, 

The lawyer be knaves the divine; 
And the ilatefman, becaufe he’s fo great, 

Thinks his trade as honed as mine. 

SO NG II. Tune, The bonnygrey'ey'd morn, See. 
5 y IS woman that feduces all mankind, 

A By her we fu ll were taught the wheedling 
Her very eyes can cheat, when mod ihe’s kind, [arts: 

She tricks us of our money with our hearts : 
For her, like wolves by night, we roam for prey. 

And pradife ev’ry fraud to bribe her charms; 
For fuits of love, like law are won by p«y. 

And beauty mud be fee’d into our arms. 

SONG III. Tune, fVby is your faithful fave dif' 
dain'd? &c. 

TF love the virgin’s heart invade, 
* How, like a moth, the fimple maid 

Still plays about the flame ! 
If foon (he be not made a wife. 
Her honour’s fing’d, and then for life 

She’s what I dare not name. 

SONG IV.Tune, 0/ all thifimple things •we do, 

A Maid is like a golden ore, 
Which hath guineas intrinfical in’t, 

Whofe worth is never known, before 
It is try’d, and imprefs’d in the mint. 

A wife’s like a guinea in gold, 
Stampt with the name of her fpoufe ; 

Nowhere, now there, is bought or fold; 
And is current in every houfe. 

SONG V. Tune, What foall I do tofoe<vo bovi 
much 1 love her, See. 

Virgins are like the fair flower in its luflre. 
Which in the garden enamels the ground; 



Near it the bees, in pfay, flutter and clufler, 
And gaudy butterflies frolic around; 
But when once pluck’d, ’tis no longer alluring, 
To Covent-Garden ’tis fent, (as yet fweet,) 
There fades, and fhrinks, and grow s pad all endur- 
Rots, dinks, and dies, and is trod under feet, £ing, 

SONG VI. Tune, Gh London is a fine town. 

OU R Polly is a fad flut! nor heeds what wt 
taught her, 

I wonder any man alive will ever rear a daughter ! 
For die mud have both hoods and gowns. 

And hoops to fwell her pride, 
With fcarfs and days, and gloves and lace; 

And die will have men befide; 
And when (he’s drefs’d with care and cod, 

All tempting fine and gay, 
As men diould ferve a cucumber. 

She flings herfelf away,' 
Our Polly is a fad fiut> See. 

SONG VII. Tune, Crivi king of the ghefls, See, 
AN love be controll’d by advice ! 

Will Cupid our mothers obey ? 
Though my heart were as frozen as ice, 

At his flame, ’twould have melted away. 
When he kifs’dmefo clofely he prefl., 

’Twasfo fweet that I mud have comply’d : 
So 1 thought it both fafed and bed, 

To marry for fear he fhou’d chide. 

SONG VIII. Tune, Soldier and a Sailor. 

A Fox may deal your hens, Sir, 
A whore your health and pence, Sir, 

Your daughter rob your ched, Sir, 
Your wife may deal your red, Sir, 

A thief your goods and plate. 
But this is all but picking, 
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"With reft, pence, cheft, and chicken : 
It ever was decreed, Sir, 
If lawyers hand is fee’d, Sir, 

He fteais your whole eftate. 

SONG IX. Tune, Over the Hills and far anv*?-' 

WEre I laid on Greenland's coaft. 
And in my arms embrac’d my lafs) 

Warm amidft eternal froft, 
Too foon the half-year’s night would pafs. 

Were I fold cn Indian foil, 
goon as the burning day was clos’d, 
I could mock the fuitty toil, 
When on my charmer’s bread repos’d. 
And I would Jove you all the day, ' 
Every night would kifs and play, 
jf with me you’d fondly ftray. 
Over the hills and far away. 

S O N G X. Tune, 0 the Broom, &c. 

THe mifer thus a fhdling fees, 
Which he’s oblig’d to pay. 

With fighs refigns it by degrees. 
And fears ’tis gone for ay. 

The boy, thus, when his fparrow’s flown, 
The bird in filence eyes; 

But foon as out of fight ’tis gone. 
Whines, whimpers, fobs, and cries. 

SONG XL Tune, Cotillon. 

"T ? Outh’s the fealon made for joys, 
Love is then our duty; 

She alone who that employs, 
Well deferves her beauty. 

Let’s be gay, 
While we may, 

Beauty’s a fLwer defpis’d in decay, 
Youth’s the feafon, <bt. 
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Let us drink and fport to-day. 
Ours is not to-morrow, 

Love with youth flies fwift to-day, 
Age is nought but forrow. 

Dance and fing, 
Time’s on the wing. 

Life never knows the return of fpring, 
Cbotus. Let us drink, <&c. 

SONG XII. When once I lay nvitb another Mali's 
Wife. 

THE gamefters and lawyers are jugglers alike, 
if they meddle, your all is in danger; 

Like gypfies, if once they can finger a foufe. 
Your pocketsthey pick, and they pilfer your houfe. 

And give your effate to a fhanger, 

SONGXIII. Tune,'CWr/fi?rj, Csa rtiers, think it no 
harm, &c. 

MAN may efcape from rope or gun, 
Nay, feme have outliv’d the dodtor’s pill; 

Who takes a woman muft be undone. 
That bafilifk is fure to kill. 

The fly that fips treacle is loft in the fweets. 
So he that tafles woman, woman, woman. 

He that taltes woman, ruin meets. 

SONG XIV. Tune, The Sun had loos'd his 
•weary Teams, &c. 

THE firft time at the looking-glafs 
The mother fets her daughter. 

The image ftrikes the fmiling lafs 
With felf-love ever after. 

Each time fhe looks, flie fonder grown, * 
Thinks ev’ry charm grows ftronger: 

But alas, vain maid, all eyes but your own, 
Can fee you are not younger. 

L i 
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SONG XV. Tune, How happy ate we, See, 
WHen you cenfure the age, 

Be cautious and fage. 
Left the courtiers offended (hould bei 

if you mention vice or bribe, 
’Tis put to all the tribe, 

Each cries—That was levell’d at me. 

SONG XVI. Tune, London Ladies. 

IF you at an office folicit your due. 
And would not have matters neglefted; 

You muft quicken the clerk with the perquisite too, 
To what his duty diredled. 

Or would you the frowns of a lady prevent. 
She too has this palpable failing. 

The perquifite foftens her into confent; 
That reafon with all is prevailing. 

S ON G XVII. Tune, Packington's Pound. 

THus gamefters united in friendffiip are found, 
Tho’they know that their induft ry all is a cheat. 

They flock to their prey at the dice-box ’s found. 
And join to promote one Another’s deceit; 

But if by miffiap, 
They fail of a chap, 

To keep in their hands, they each other entrap : 
1 ike pikes lank withhunger, whomifsoftheirends, 
They bite their companions,andprey on theirfriends.. 

SONG XVIII. Tune, Lillihullero, 

THE modes of the court fo common are grown*1 

That a true friend can hardly be met; 
Friendlhip lor intereft is but a loan, 

Which they let out for what they can get. 
’Tis true you find 
Some friends fo kind, £fend. 

Who will give you good counfel themfelves to dc* 
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In forrowful ditty. 
They promife, they pity, 

But fliift you for money, from friend to friend, 

SONG XIX. Tune,Down in theNorthCountry, Sec. 
WHat gudgeons are we men ! 

Every woman’s eafy prey, 
Though we have felt the hook, again 

We bite and they betray. 
The bird that hath been trapt, 

When he hears his calling mate. 
To her he flies, again he’s clapt 

Within the wiry grate. 

SONG XX. Tune, A Cobler there meat, Scci 

OUrfelves, like the great, to fecure a retreat. 
When matters require it, muff give up our 

And-good reaibn why, [gang ; 
Or inlfead of the fry, 
Ev’n Peachum and I 

Like poor petty rafeals, might hang, hang; 
Like poor petty rafeals, might hang. 

SONG XXI. Tune, Green Sleeves. 
Since laws were made for ev’ry degree, 

To curb vice in others, as well as me, 
I wonder we han’t better company, 

Upon Tyburn tree ! 
But gold from law can take out the ding, 
And if rich men like us were to fwing, 
’Twould thin the land, fuch numbers to firing. 

Upon Tyburn tree ! 

Andro and bis cutty Gun. 
BLyth, blyth, blyth was (he, 

Blyth was (he butt and ben; 
L. 1 2 
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And well fhe loo’d a Hawick gill. 
And leugh to fee a tappit hen. 

She took me in, and fet me down. 
And heght to keep me lawing-fVee : 

But, cunning catling that fhe was. 
She gart me bule my bawbie, 

IL 
We loo’d the liquor well enough; 

But waes my heart nvy cafh was done 
Before that 2 had quench’d my drowth, 

And laith I was to pawn my flioon. 
When we had three times toom’d our ftoup,. 

And the neift chappin new begun, 
In ftarted, to heeze up our hope,j 

young Andro with his cutty gqn. 
IIP. 

The catling brought her kebbuck ben, 
With girdle-cakes well toafled brown ;• 

Well does the canny kimmer ken, 
They gar the feuds gae glibber down.. 

We ca’d the bicker aft about, 
Till dawning we ne’er jee’d our bum, 

And ay the cleared drinker out. 
Was Andro with his cutty gun. 

IV. 
He did like ony mavis ling, 

And as I in his oxter fat, 
He ca’d me ay his bonny thing. 

And mony a fappy kifs I gat. 
I hae been eafl, I hae been weft,. 

I hae been far ayont the fun ; 
But the blythert lad that e’er I faw. 

Was Andro with his cutty gun. 

Sailors Song. 

HOW happy are we. 
Now the wind is abaft -; 
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And the Bottom he pipes. 
Haw! both your flieets aft. 

Steady, fteady,fays the matter. 
It olows a frefh gale ; 

We’ll foon reach our port, boys, 
]f the wind does not fail. 

Then djrink about, Tom, 
Altho’ the (hip roll: 

Then drink abotu, Tom, 
Altho’ the fhip roll: 

We’ll fave our rich liquor. 

By flinging our bowl. 

A hundred Years hence. 

ET us drink and be merry, dance, joke, and 

With claret, canary, theorboe, and voice; 
The changeable world to our joys is unjutt. 
And all pleafure’s ended when we are in dutt. 
In mirth let us fpend our fpare hours and our pence. 
For we {hall be paft it a hundred years hence. 

The butterfly-courtier, that pageant offlate. 
That mdufe-trap of honour, and may-game of fate ; 
For all his ambition, his freaks, and his tricks. 
He mutt die like a bumkin, and fall into Styx : 
His plot againfl death’s but a {lender pretence, 
Who’d take his placefromhim a hundredyears hence! 

The beautiful bride who with garlands iscrown’d, 
And kills with each glance as (he treads on the 

ground; 
Her glittering dVefs does cart fuch a fplendor. 
As if none were lit but the flars to attend her; 
Altho’ Ihe is pleafant and fweet to the feme, 
Sbe’ll be damnable mouldy a hundred years hence, 

We'll fave. See. 

rejoice, 

II. 

III. 
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IV. 

The right-hearted foldier, who’s aftrangertofear^ . 
Calls up all his ipjrits v.'hen danger is near; 
He labours and lights, great honour to gain, 
And hardily thinks it will ever remain ; 
JBut virtue and courage prove in vain a pretence, 
To flourifh his llandard a hundred years hence.- 

V. 
The merchant who ventures his all on the main. 

Not doubting to grafp what the Indies’ contain; 
He buzzes and bullies like a bee in the fpring, 
Yet knows not what harvelt the autumn will bring: 
Tho’ fortune’s great queen Ihould load him with 

pence, 
He’ll near reach the market a hundred years hence. . 

VL 
The rich bawling lawyer, who, by. fools y/rang- . 

ling llrife, 
Can Ipin out.a fuit to the end of a life; 
A fuit which the client does wear out in flavery, 
Whilll the pleader makes confcience a cloak for his e 

knavery; 
Tho’he boalts of his cunning, and brags of his fenfe, j 
lie’ll be non eft inventus a hundred years L.nte. 

VII. 
The plulh-coated qitack', who, his fees to enlarge, , 

Kills people by licence, and at their own charge. 
He builds up fair flruttures with ill-gotten wealth. | 
lly the dregs cl.apifs pot, and tlie ruins of health : 
By the treafures of health he pretends to difpenfe, ,1, 
Jie'll be turn’d into mummy a hundred years hence. . 

VIII. 
The meagre-chop’d ufurer, who in hundreds 

gets twenty, 
Bat flarves in his wealth, and pines in his plenty ; 
Lays up for a feafon he never will fee, 
Tbfc year of one thoufand eight hundred and three 
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He muft change all his houfes,his lands, andhis rents. 
Fora worm-eaten coffin a hundred years hence. 

IX. 
The learned divine, with all his pretenfions 

To knowledge fuperior, and heavenly manfions ^ 
Who lives by the tithe of other folks labour, 
Yet expedts that his bleffing be receiv’d as a favour, 
Tho’he talks of the fpirit, and bewilders ourfenfe. 
Knows not what will come of him a hundred years 

hence. 
X. 

The poet himfelf, who fo loftily fings, 
And fcorns any i'ubjedt but heroes or kings, 
Mull to the capricio of fortune fubmit ; 
Which will make a fool of him in fpite ot his wit: 
Thus health, wealth, and beauty, wit, learning, 

and fenie, 
Hurt all come to nothing a hundred years hence. 

XI. 
Why ffiould we turmoil then in cares and in fears. 
By converting our joys into bghs and to tears ? 
Since pleafures abound, let us ever be tailing, 
And to drive away forrow while vigour is Jailing, 
We !i kifs the brilk damfels, that we may from 

thence 
Have brats to fucceed us a hundred years hence. . 

XII. . 
The true-hearted mafon, who adls on the fqitare, , 
And lives within compals by rules that are fair; 
Whilll honour and conl’cience approve ail his dee.ds, 
As virtue and prudence dire&s he proceeds. 
With friendffiip and love, difcretion aud lenfe. 
Leaves a pattern for brothers ahundred years hence. 

Johnny Fa a, Gyp fie Laddie., 
THE gyplies came to our good lord's gate, 

And vow but they fang fweetly; 
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They fang fae fweet, and fae very complete.. 
That down came the fair lady. 

II. 
And fhe came tripping down the flair, 

And a' her maids before her; 
As' foon as they faw her well far’d face, 

They coll the glamer o’er her. 
III. 

Gae take frae me this gay mantile. 
And bring to me a plaidie, 

For if kith and kin, and a’ had fworn,. 
I’ll follow the gyphe laddie. 

IV. 
Yeftreen I lay in a well-made bed, 

And my good lord belide me : 
This night I’ll lie in a tenant’s barn,. 

Whatever (hall betide me. 
V. 

Come to your bed, fays Johnny Faa, 
Oh come to your bed, my deary ; 

For I vow and I fwear, by the hilt of my fword 
That your lord lhall nae mair come near ye. 

VI. 
I’ll go to bed to my John?!'/ Faa, 

I’ll go to bed to my deary; 
For I vow and fwear by what pafl yeflreen, 

That my Lord fnail nae mair come near me. 
VII. 

I’ll make a hap to my Johnny Faa, 
And I’ll make a hap to my deary. 

And he’s get a’ the coat gaes round, 
And my Lord lhall nae mair come near me. 

VIII. 
And when our Lord came hame at een. 

And fpeir’d ror his fair lady, 
The tane fhe cry’d, and the other reply’d, 

She’s away with the gyp he laddie. 
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IX. 

Gae laddie to me the black black deed, 
■ Gae faddle and make him ready; 
Before that I Either eat or deep, 

I'll gae.feek my fair lady. 
\r > -Ck.. 

And we were fifteen well-made men,. 
Altho’ we were na bonny ; 

And we were a’ put down for ane, 
A fair young wanton lady. 

X 

Old Chiron. 

s 
O’Ll) Chiron thus preach’d to his pupil Achilles, 

I’ll tell thee, young gentleman, what the fates- 
will is. 

You, my boy, mull go 
(The gods will have it fo) 
To the liege ot Troy ; 

Thence never to return to Greece again. 
But before thofe walls to be fiain. 

II. 
Let not your noble courage be call down, 
But all the while you lie before the town. 
Drink and drive care away, drink and be merry ; 
You’ll ne’er go the fooner to the Stygian ferry. 

Bottle and Friend. 

I. 
SUm up all the delights 

This world does produce,. 
The darling allurements 

Now chiefly in ufe, 
You’ll find it compar’d 

There’s none can contend 
With the folid enjoyments 

Of a bottle and.friend. 
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II. 

For honour, for wealth, 
For beauty may wafte ; 

Thefe joys often fader 

And rarely do lafl: 
They’re fo hard to attain, 

And io eafily loft, 
That the pleafure ne’er anfwers 

The trouble and coft. 
III. 

None but wine and true friendftiip 
Are lafting and lure. 

From jealouly free, 
And from envy fecure ; 

Then fill all the glaiTes 
Until they run o’er, 

A friend and good wine 
Are the charms we adore. 

Dur.t Junt,pit tic,pat tie.Tunz,Yellow-hair'dladdtfr 

I. 
ON Whitfunday morning 

] went to the fair, 
My yellow hair’d laddie 

Was felling his ware ; 
He gied me lick a blyth blink 

With his bonny black eye, 
And a dear blink and a fair blink 

It was unto me. 
II. 

I will not what ail’d me 
When my laddie came in. 

The little wee ftarnies 
Flew ay frae my een; 

And the fweat it drop: down 
Frae my very eye-brie. 

And my heart play’d ay 
Dunt, dunt, dunt, pittie^ pattie. 
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III. 

I \vift not what ail’d me. 
When I went to my bed, 

I toffed and tumbled. 
And lleep frae me fled. 

Now its lleeping and waking 
He is ay in my eye; 

And my heart play’d ay 
Dunt, dunt, dunt, pittie, pattie. 

Roger aW Dolly. 
AS Dolly was milking of the cows, 

Young Roger came tripping it over the plain. 
And made unto her moll: delicate bows. 
And then he went tripping it back again. 
My pretty fweet Roger, come back again, 
My pretty fweet Roger, come back again; 
For it is your company that I do lack, 
Or elfe my poor heart will burft in twain. 
I winna come back, nor I canna come back; 
I wonnot, I cannot; no, no, not I: 
And if ’tis my company that you do lack, 
Y^ou may lack it until the day you die. 
Oh ! do you not mind the curds and cream, 
And many a bottle of good March beer ? 
When you was going along with your team ? 
And then it was Dolly my own fweet dear. 
But I winna come back, nor I canna come back, 

The Invocation, 

YE powers that o’er mankind prefide. 
And pity human woes. 

My (leps to fome retirement guide, 
That no dillurbance knows. 

Te powers. See. 
II. 

There let my foul forget her pain, 
Reftor’d to blifsful peace again ; 
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Nor e’er re^gn the calm retreat. 
To feel the forrows of the great, 

To feel the farrows of the great. 

The Virgin's Choice. 
Virgins, if e’er at lail it prove 

My deftiny to be in love. 
Pray wifh me this good fate : 

May wit and prudence be my guide. 
And may a little decent pride 

My aftions regulate. 
II. 

if e’er l an amour commence. 
May it be with a man of fenfe. 

And learned education; 
May all courtlhip eaiy be, 
Neither too formal, nor too free, 

But wifely Ihew his paffion. 
m. 

May his eftate be like to mine, 
That nothing look like a delign 

To bring us into forrow. 
Grant me but this that I have faid, 
And willingly i’ll live a maid 

No longer than to-morrow. / 

Still he's the Man. 
TA/Hat woman could do, I have try’d to be free, 
” Yet do all I can, 

I find I love him, and tho’ he flies me, 
Still, ftill, he’s the man. 

They tell me at once, he to twenty will fwear : 
When vows ate fo Iweet, who the falfehood can fear. 

So when you have faid all you can, 
Still,—hill he’s the man, 

II. 
I caught him once making love to a maid, 

When to him I ran, 



OF CHOICE SON*GS. 403 
fie turn’d, and he kifs’d me,then who con’d upbraid 

So civil a man ? 
The next day I found to a third he was kind, 
I rated him foundly, he fwore I was blind ; 

So let me do what I can, 
Still,— dill he’s the man. 

III. 
All the world bids me beware of his art: 

1 do what I can ; 
But he has taken fuch hold of my heart, 

I doubt he’s the man ! 
So fweet are his kiffes, his looks are fo kind, 
He may have his faults, but if none I can find. 

Who can do more than they can, 
He,—dill is the man. 

An old Caleb. 

NOW God be wi’ old Symon, 
For be made cans to many a one. 

And a good old man was he ; 
And Jenkin wa» his journeyman, 
And he cou’d tipple off ev’ry can; 

And thus he faid to me: 
To whom drink you, Sir Knave ? 
Turn the timber like the lave; 
Ho ! jolly Jenkin, 
I fpy a knave in drinking: 

Come, troll the bowl to me. 
/ 

Jbe Cobler's Merits. Tune, Charming Sally. 
OF all the trades from ead to wed, 

The cobler’s pad contending, 
Is like in time to prove the bed 

Which every day is mending. 
How great his praife who can amend 

The foals of all his neighbours, 
Nor is unmindful of his end, 

But to his lad he labours ! 
M m 
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The Cobler's Happinefs. Tune, Cojne, let us prepare 

LET matters offtate 
Difquiet the great, 

The cobler has nought to perplex him; 
Has nought but his wife 
To ruffle his life, 

And her he can ftrap, it Ihe vex him. 
II. 

He’s out of the pow’r 
Of Fortune, that whore, 

Since low as can be ffle has thrull him: 
From duns he’s fecure, 
For being fo poor. 

There’s none to be found that will trull him. 

‘The Honourable Support. Tune, The milking-pail 
IHate the coward tribes, 

Who, by mean Ineaking bribes, 
By tricks and difguife. 
By flattery and lies, 

To power and grandeur rife. 
Like heroes of old, 
Be lti!l greatly bold ; 

Let the fword your caufe fupport; 
Never learn to fawn, 
And never be drawn 
Your truth to pawn 
Among the fpawn 

Whopra&ife the frauds of courts. 

Self, the prime Mover. Tune, Hunt the Squirrel* 
H E world is always jarring, 

■ p This is purfuing 
T’other man’s ruin; 

Friends with friends are warring 
In a falfe cowardly w'ay. 

Spurr’d on by emulations. 
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Tongues are engaging, 
Calumny raging, 

Murders reputations, 
Envy keeps up the fray. 

Thus, with burning heat, 
Each returning hate 

Wounds and robs his friends 
In civil life ; 
Even man and wife 

Squabble for felfifh ends. 

The fpotlefs Virgin. Tune, My deary, if thou die, 
PURE as the new-fallen fnow appears 

The fpotlefs virgin’s fame, 
Unfully’d white her bofom bears 

As fair her form and fame ; 
But when (he’s foil’d, her luftre greets 

The admiring eye no more ; 
She finks to mud, defiles \he flreets. 

And dwells the common fhore. 

The Worth of Wine. Tune, Let's he jovial. 
I. 

I jj-'-r^lS wine that clears the underftanding. 
Makes men learn’d withoutten books; 

i Xt fits the general for commanding. 
And gives fogers fiercer looks. 

With a fa, la, la, la, &c. 

’Tis wine that gives a life to lovers, 
Heightens beauties of the fair ; 

[' Truth from fallehood it difcovers, 
Quickens joys, and conquers care. 

With a fa, la, la, la. See. 
III. 

Wine will fet our fouls on fire, 
Fit us for all glorious things; 

Mm2 
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When rail’d by Bacchus we afpir? 

At flights, above the reach of kings 
With a Ja, la, la, la. Sic. 

IV. 
Bring in bonum magnums plenty, 

Be each a glafs a bumper crown’d ; 
None to flinch till they be empty. 

And full fifty toads gae round. 
With a fa, la, la, la. See. 

Woman compar'd to China. Tune, Pinks and Lilies 

A Woman’s ware, like china, 
Now cheap, now dear is bought; 

When whole, though worth a guinea. 
When broke’s not worth a groat; 

When broke, See. 
II. 

A woman at St. James'?,, 
With hundreds you obtain ; 

But day till lofl her fame is. 
She’ll be cheap in Drury-lane. 

She'll be cheap. See. 

Slow Men of London. 
THere were three lads in our town, 

Slow men of London ; 
They courted a widow wasbonny and brown,. 

Yet they left her undone. * 
II. 

They often faded the widow’s chear, 
Slow men of Loudon ; 

Yet the widow was never the near, 
For dill they left her undone. 

m. 
They went to work without their tools, 

Slow men of London : 
The widow (he fient them away like fools, 

Becaufe they left her undone. 
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IV. 

Blow, ye winds, and come down rain. 
Slow men of London ; 

They never (hall woo this widow again, 
Becaufe they left her undone. 

Follow your Leaders. To the foregoing tune. 

THE manners of the great affedt; 
Stint not your plealure ; 

If confcience had their genius checkt. 
How got they treafure ? 

The more in debt, run in debt the more, 
Carelefs who is undone ; 

j Morals and honelly leave-the poor. 
As they do at London. 

The Pimp and'Politician Parallels. Tune, ’Tinas 
'within a/hr/owg'c/-Edinburgh town. 

TN pimps and politicians 
|_ Tire genius is the fame : 

i Both raife their own conditions 
On others guilt and fhame : 

fi With a tongue well tipt with lies 
3| Each the want of parts fupplies; 
L And with a heart that’s all difguife, 
!| Keeps his fcjiemes unknown. • 
ifl Seducing as the devil, 

They play the tempter’s part. 
I And have, when moll: they’re civil, 

Mod mifchief in their heart. 
3 Each a fecret commerce drives, 
’ Firlt corrupts and then connives, 
il And by his neighbour’s vices thrives. 

For they are all his own. 

PhiLANDER and Amoret. 
mHen gay Pilander fell a prize 

Tsx Atnor-eta’s conquering eyes, „ 



«» 

4oS A COLLECTIO'M, 
He took his pipe, he fought the plain; 
llegardlefs of his growing pain : 
.And refolucely bent to wieit 
The bearded arrow from his braeft. 

II.. 
Come, gentle gales, the (hepherd cry’d,, 
Be Cupid and his bow defy’d ; 
But as gales obfequious flew, 
With flow’ry feents and fpicy dew. 
He did unknowingly repeat, 
‘The breath of A morel is fveet. 

in. 
His pipe again the fhepherd try’d«. 
And warbling nightingales reply’d;- 
Their founds in rival meafures move,. 
Andmieeting echoes charm the grove; 
His thoughts that rov’d again repeat,. 
The voice oj Amoret is fweet. 

Since every fair and lovely view 
The thoughts of Amoret renew, 
f rom flow’ry lawn and fhady green 
To profpeA gloomy change the feene: 
Sad change for him ! for lighing there, 
He thought of,lovers in defpair. 

V, 
Convinc’d the fad Philander cries,. 
Now, cruel god, atfert thy prize, 
for love its fatal empire gains ;• 
Yet grant, in pity to my pains, 
Thefe lines the nymph may oft repeat, 
And own Philanders lays are iweet. 

Ths Wit and. the Bsau; Tune, Bright Aurelia.. 

With every grace young Slrephon chafe. 
His perfon to adorn. 
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That by the beauties of his face 
In Sylvia’s love he might find place. 

And wonder’d at her fcorn. 
II. 

With bows and fmiles he did his part, 
But oh ! ’twas all in vain; 

A youthlefs fine, a youth of art. 
Had talk’d himl'elf into her heart. 

And would not out again. 
III. 

With change of habits Strephon prefs’d, 
And urg’d her to admire ; 

His love alone the other drefs’d. 
As verfe or prole became it belt. 

And mov’d her foft defire. 

TV. 
This found, his courtfliip Strephon ends-. 

Or makes it to his glafs ; 
There in himfelf now feeks amends. 
Convinc’d that where a ‘wit pretends, 

A beau is but an afs. 

The Nurfe’s Song. Tune, Yellow flocking. 

HEy ! my kitten, a kitten. 
Key! my kitten, a deary ? 

Such a fweet pet as this 
Is neither far nor neary ; 
Here we go up, up, up; 
Here we go down’, down, downy 
Here we go backwards and forwards. 
And here we go round, round, roundy. 

II. 
Chicky, cockow, my lily cock; 

See, fee, lie a downy; 
Gallop a trot, trot, trot. 
And hey for Dublin towny. 
This pig went to the market; 
Squeek moufe, moujfc, moufy ; 

40* 
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Shoe, fiioa-, fhoe the wild colt, 
.And hear thy own dol doufy. 

III. 
Where was a jewel and petty,. 

Where was a fugar and fpicy ; 
Hulh a babba in a cradle. 
And we’ll go abroad in a tricy. 
Did-a pappa torment it ? 
Did e vex his own baby ? did-e ? 
Hufh a babba in a bofie ; 
Take ous own fucky : did-e ? 

IV> 

Good-morrow, a pudding is broke ; 
Slavers a thread o’ cryllal, 
Now the fweet poffet comes up ; 
Who laid my child was pifs’d all ? 
Come water my chickens, come clock. 
Leave off, or he’ll crawl you, he’ll crawl you 
Come, gie me your hand, and I’ll beat him j 
Wha was it vexed my baby ? 

V. 
Where was a laugh and a craw; 

Where was a gighng honey ? 
Goody, good child (hall be fed, 
But naughty child (hall get nony. 
Get ye gone, raw head, and bloody bones, 
Here is 4 child that wont fear ye. 
Come, pilfy, pdfy. my jewel, 
Atid ik, ik ay, my deary. 

Tht Magpie; 

GOod people draw near, 
A dory ye’s hear, 

A (lory both pleafant and true; . 
Which happened of late, 
And’s not out of date ; 

I am going to tell it to you.. 
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II. 
It was an old cobier. 
Who foal’d Ihoes at Dubler, 

And lov’d to drink the Juice of goodbarleyj 
And then with his wife, 
As dear as his life. 

When drunk, he lov’d for to parley. 
• III. 

This cobler, they fay, 
Being drunk on a day, 

His.wife fhe did murmur and chat; 
1 his cooler, they fay, 
Did thralb her that day, 

And cry’d, What a pox wad ye be at? 
IV. 

He had a Magpie, 
That was very fly, 

And ufed for to murmur and chat; 
Who foon got the tone, 
Before it was long, 

Of, What a pox wad ye be at ? 
V. 

And this Magpie, 
Who was fo very fly, 

He into a meeting-houfe gat; 
And as the old parfon 
Was canting his leflbn, 

Cry’d, What a pox wad ye be at ? 
VI. 

The parfon furpris’d, 
Did lift up his eyes : 

Now help us, pray, Father, in need; 
For Satan, I fear, 
Does vifit u» here ; 

So help us, pray. Father, with fpeed. 
vn. 

The parfon again 
Began to explain 

4i1 
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To thofe around him that fat; 
But Magpie indeed 
Flew over his head, 

And cry’df What a pox wad ye be at ? 
VIII- 

Then the parfon did (kip, 
Five yards at a leap, 

From his pulpit quite down to the floor ; 
And left every faint, 
Quite ready to faint, 

Leaping out of the meeting-houfe door. 
IX. 

Then fome without hats, 
And fome without hoods, 

Then out of the meeting-houfe gat; 
And Magpie happ’d after. 
Which caufed much laughter, 

Crying, What a pox wad ye be at ? 

*• 
Then a fanflify’d foul, 
Who thought to controul, 

Look’d Magpie quite full in tke face, 
Said, Satan, how dare 
You thus appear 

In this our fanftify’d place ? 
XL 

But Magpie he pranc’d. 
He (kipp’d and he danc’d, 

And out of the meeting-houfe gat; 
And all the way long. 
He kept up his fong, 

Of, What a pox wad ye be at! 

A good Excufe for Drinking. 
UPbraid me not, capricious fair. 

With drinking to excefs ; 
Ifhouldnot want to,drown defpair. 

Were your indifference lefs. 



Love me, my dear, and you fliall find, 
When this excufe is gone, 

That all my bills, when Chloe'% kind. 
Is fix’d on her alone. 

The god of wine the vi&ory 
To beauty yields with joy; 

For Bacchus only drinks like me, 
When Ariadne'% coy. 

Maforis Song. Tune, Leave off yourfoolijh pratting. 

WE have no idle pratting. 
Of either Whig or Tory ; 
But each agrees 
To leave at eafe, 

And fing, or tell a ftory. 

Chorus. 
Fill to him to the brim; 

Let it round the table roll; 
The divine tells you, nvine 

Cheers the body and the foul. 

II. 
We will be men of pleafure, 
Defpifing pride or party; 

AVhilft knaves and fools 
Prefcribe us rules. 

We are fincere and hearty. 
Fill to him, See. 

m. 
If any are fo foolilh, 
To whine for courtiers favour. 

We’ll bind him o’er 
To drink no more 

Till he has a better favour. 
Fill to him. Sec. 

IV. 
If an accepted mafon, 
Should talk of high or low church, 
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We’ll fet him down 
A /hallow crown, 

And under/tanding no church. 
Fill to hi7/1, &c. 

V. 
The world is all in darknefs; 
About us they conjefture ; 

But little think 
A fong in drink 

Succeeds the mafon’s lefture. 
Fill to him. See. 

VT. 
Then, landlord, bring a hoglhead. 
And in the corner place it; 

Till it rebound 
With hollow found. 

Each mafon here lhall face it. 
Fill to him, See. 

The frugal Maid. 
I Am a poor maiden forfaken. 

Yet I bear a contented mind; 
I am a poor maiden forfaken. 

Yet I’ll find another more kind: 
For altho’ I be forfaken, 

Yet this I would have you to know, 
I ne’er was fo ill provided. 

But I’d two’r three firings to my bow. - 
II. 

I own that once I lov’d him, 
But his fcorn I cou’d never endure; 

Nor yet to that height of perfeftion. 
For his flights to love him the more. 

I own he was very engaging. 
Yet this. I would have you to know, 

I ne’er was fo ill provided, 
But I’d two’r three firings to my bow. 



OF CHOICE SONGS 41* 

III. 
Ye maidens who hear of my ditty, 

And are unto loving ip.clin’d, 
Mens minds they are fubjedl to changing, 

And wavering like to the wind ; 
Each objedt creates a new fancy : 

Then this I would have you to do ; 
Be eafy and free, and take pattern by me. 

And keep two'r three firings to your bow. 

Damon’/ Pifture of Celia. Tune, Down the 
Burn, Davie, 

ASfift your vot’ry, friendly Nine, 
Infpire becoming lays; 

Caufe Celia's matchiefs beauty fliine, 
Till heaven and earth lhall blaze. 

She’s pleafant as returning light, 
Sweet as the morning-ray. 

When Phoebus quells the fhades of night, 
And brings the chearful day. 

j n, 
:>Her graceful forehead’s wondrous fair. 

As pureft air ferene ; 
No gloomy paffion rifing there, 

j\ O’ercall the peaceful fcene : 
riHer fmall bright eye-brows finely bend, 
r| Tranfport darts froth her eyes ; 
i T he fparkling diamond they tranfcend. 

Or liars which gem the lleies. 
III. 

\ rifing bluflr of heavenly dye 
O’er her fair cheek Hill glows; 

ler Ihining locks in ringlets lie. 
We’ll (hap’d and fiz’d her nofe; 

ler fmiling lips are lovely red, 
Like rofes newly blown ; 
er iv’ry teeth (for moll part hid) 
You’d wilh forever ihown. _ T . * l •/* * 

N a _ - 



IV. 
Her fnowy neck and breads like glafs. 

Or polifli’d marble fmooth. 
That nymphs in beauty far furpafs, 

Who fir’d the Trojan youth; 
Her flender waift, white arm and hand. 

Juft fymmetry does grace ; 
What’s hid from thefe, (if you demand) 

Let lively fancy trace. 
V. 

A fptightly and angelic mind 
Reigns in this comely frame, 

Wkh decent eafe afts unconfin’d, 
Infpires the whole like flame : 

JMinerva or Diat.a's ftate, 
With Venus' foftly join’d. 

Proclaim her goddefs, meant by fate* 
Love’s rightful queen defign’d. 

VL 
Good gods ! what raptures fire my foul! 

How flutters my fond heart ! 
When tender glances art controul. 

And love fupprefs’d impart. 
Propitious pow’rs, make Celia mine. 

Complete my dawning blifs ; 
At monarch’s pomp I’ll not repine, 

Nor grudge their happinefs. 
The new Light. 

C^Elia, now my heart hath broke 
v The bond of your ungentle yoke, 

Diflblv’d the fetter of that chain 
By which I ftrove fo long in vain: 
May 1 be flighted if I e’er 
Am caught again withyi your fnare, 

slm caught. See. 
II. 

In vain you fpread your treach’rous net 
In vain your wily fnares are fet; 
The bird can now your arts efpy, 
And, arm’d with caution, from them fly: 
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Some heedlefs {wain your prey may be. 
But faith you’re too well known to me j 

But faith, &c. 
III. 

I with contempt can now defpife 
The treach’rous follies of your eyes. 
And with contempt can fit and hear 
You prattle nonfenfe half a year. 
And go away as little mov’d 
As you was lately when I lov’d, 

As you was. Sec. 
IV. 

I wonder what the plague it was 
That made me fuch a ftupid afs. 
To fancy fuch a noble grace 
In your language, mien, and face. 
Where now I nothing more can find: 

Than what I fee in all your kind, 
Than what, &c. 

V. 
Thus when the droufy god of fleep. 

Upon oar wearied fancies creep. 
Some headlefs piece of image rife. 
By fancies form’d delude our eyes : 
But foon as e’er the god of day 
Appears, they faint and die away. 

Appears, they, Sec. 

The Fickle fix'd. 

MY love was fickle once and changing. 
Nor e’er would fettle in my heart 

From beauty {fill to beauty ranging, 
In ev’ry place r found a dart. 

II. 
*Twas firft a charming fliape enflav'd me^. 

An eye that gave the fatal flroke. 
Till by her wit Cerinna far’d me, 

And all my former fetters broke.. 
N n 2 



4,8 A COLLECTION 
III. 

But now a long and lading anguifh 
For Belvidera I endure; 

Hourly I ligh, and hourly languifli : 
Nor hope to find the wonted cure, 

IV. 
For here the falfe unconftant lover. 

After a thnufand beauties (hown. 
Does new furprifing charms dilcover. 

And finds variety in one. 



Explanation of the Sco^s Word*, 

\all 
Abeit, albeit 

Aboon, above 
Ae, one 
Aff, off 
Aften, often 
Aik, oak 
Ain, own 
Aith, oath 
Air, early 
Ajee, aftd 
Alane, alone 
Amaift, almojl 
Ambry, cupboard 
Ane, one 
Anither, another 
Awa, away 
Auk], old 
Ayont, beyond 

B. 
BA’, ball 

Baith, both 
Bare, bone 
Bannocks, oat-bread 
Baps, roll-bread 
Bawm, balm 
Bank, baulk 
Bedrals, beadles 
Beet, to help or repair 
Bend, to drink 
Bennifon, bleffing 
Bent, the open fields 
Bewith, fomewhat in the 

mean time. 
Birks, birch 
Bigg, build 
Billy, brother 
Binging, becking, bending 
Elite, bajhfvd 

Blaw, blow ' 
Bleeze, blaze 
Blink, glance of the eye 
Blotter, blunder 
Bode, preditt 
Bodin, fared 
Bot or But, without 
Bougils, founding horns 
Bountith, a gratuity 
Bowt, bolt 
Brochen, a fort of broth 
Brae, r if tig ground 
Brankit, primm'd up 
Braid, broad 
Brander, a gridiron 
Braw, finely dreffed 
Broach, a buckle 
Brack, broken parts, or 

refufe 
Brow, the forehead 
Bruik, to love or enjoy 
BLight, Jheep-fold 
Burnift, polifhed 
Burn, a rivulet 
Bulk, to deck 
But and Ben, be out and 

be in 
Byer, a cow-houfe 

C. 
CA’, call 

Cadgie, chearful 
Calf, calf, id chaff 
Canna, cannot 
Cankei’d, angry 
Cannyj cautious, lucky 
Carlings, old women. Id.. 

boiled peafe 
Cauld, cold 
Cauler, coolrfrefa> 

£ln 2, 



EXPLAN 
Gawk} chalk ■ 
dag, failing or mper- 

feftitn 
Clat, a rake 
CJaiths, cl oaths 
Clalhes, tittle tattle 
Clock, a beetle 
Cockernony, the hair 

bound up 
Cod, a pillow 
Coft, bought 
Gogg, a wooden diflp 
Coot, a blockhead 
Coots, jtint of the ancle, 
Curchea or Curtchea, a 

handkerchief 
Crack., to boajl 
< reel, hajktt or hamper 
Crocks, lean Jbeep 
Croft, corn-lands 
crome, brijh, bold. 
Crowdy-mowdy, ajcrlof 

gnu el 
Crummy# a cow’j name 
Cunzie, coin 

D 
DAflih, folly, wan- 

tonnefs- 
Daft, mad, foolifb' 
Dawt, fotidle, catefs-. 
Dight, to wipe 
Dinna, do not 
Ding, beat 
Dool, trouble ■ 
Defend, frozen, cold. 
Dorty, haughty 
Dow, can. Id. dove 
Dowflfl, cannot 
Dowf, fpiritleft 
Doughtna, could net* 
Dojyy, wegry, Iqnely 

A TIO N Of 
Drant, tofpeak flow 
Dramock, cold gruel 
Drap, drop 
Dwining, decaying 
Dunting, beating 
Duke and tangle, feet' 

plants 
Durk, a dagger 

E. 
EArd, earth. 

Een, eyes 
Eild, age 
Eith, eafy 
Elding, feouel, 
Eem, coujin 
Ettle, aim 
Eydent, diligent 

F. 
FA’, fall 

Fadgej a coarfefori: 
»f roll-.bread, 

• Fae, foe 
Fand, Joujid 
Fangle, Ne\vfangIe,/oad. 

of what's new 
Farles, thin oat-.cakes 
Faih, trouble 
Faufe, falfe 
lain, fault,. 
Fee, wages 
Feirs, brothers 
f znfyaflive, in duflrims 
Fenzie, fain 
Ferley, wonder 
Tty,attended by afatality . 
Flee, fly 
Flouks, flounders 
Flyte, tofcold^ 
Fog, mofs 
Fore, to tbe fore}//z being- 

*r lofting^ 



THE 
youth, plenty 
Frae, from 
Frailing, balling •with a 

foolijh 'wonder 
F.ou, or fa', full 

G. 
GAb, the mouth 

Gabbocks, laige 
mouthfuls 

GtfatTfanz\t,arwalletthat 
hangs on the fide or loin 

Gae, gave fa. go 
Gane, gone 
Gar, make or caufe 
Gawfy, jolly, large. 
Gate, <way. 
Gawn, going 
Gaw’d, gall'd, fa.goad 
Gawky, empty, foolijh 
Gawnt, to yawn. 
Geek, to flout and j'eer 
Genty, fniall and neat 
Gin and gif, if. 
Glaive, a fword 
Glakit, idle and rompijh 
Glee, joy. 
G\t faff quin ting., 
CAcn,a hoiloivbefween hills’ 
GJoy’d, an oldflorfe 
Glowr, to flare 
Cpw.k, the cucksw. Id. a 

fool 
Gawping, handful 
Graip, to grope. Id. a tri- 

dent fork for dung 
Gtaith, accoutrements 
Grots, jkjnned oats 
Gutcher, grandfather. 

H.. 
H<AV ballf 

SCOTS WORDS. 

Haf, half 
Haggles,a boiled pudding' 

made of a Jheep's pluck 
minced, with fuet 

Haluket, light headed^ 
•whimfeal 

Hale, whole 
Haly, holy 
Harne, home 
Hames and brechoms, 

wore about the neck of- 
a cart-horfe 

Hawfe, embrace 
Heefe, to lift 
Hecht, prornifed 
Heugh, any fleep place' 
Hodle, to wadi: in walk:- 

ing 
Hoden, coarfe cloth 
Hows, hollows 
Howms, valleys on river? 

fldes 
.J. 

JEe, jee back and a-- 
t gain, the motion of. 
a balance 

111 fard, ill. favoured .or, 
ugly- 

Ilka, each:. 
Ilka, every 
Ingle, fire 
Jo, flweet.heart < 
Jouk, to bow 
Irk, i»eary or tired 
Irie, afraid of ghofist 

Ilbogles, icicles ■ 
Ife, I/ball 
Ither, other, 

K; 
KAim, or Cairn, heaps 

ojjuinumetitakflQneij 



EXPLANATION OF 
Kail, cole’worts. Id. broth 
Kaim, comb 
Kebbuck, a chcefe 
Keek, peep 
Ken, kno’w 
Kepp, to catch 
Kilted, tucked up 
Kirn, chirn 
Kimmer, a Jhe goftp 
Kittle, upper petticoat 
Kurchea, handkerchief 

L. 
LAg, to fall behind 

Laigh, Aw 
Lane, own felf 
Leith, loath 
Lappet’d, cradled 
Law, low 
Lawty, jufiice 
Lave, the reft 
Lee, fallow ground 
Leefome, lovely 
Leefe me, a phrafe ufed 

when one loves, or is 
pleafed with a perfoti 

Leil, exatt 
Leugh, laughed 
Lib, to geld 
Lilt a tune, 
L'.nkan, to move quickly 
Loot, rather 
Loos, loves 
Loan, a fy wencher 
Lout, to bow 
Lowan, faming 
Lown, calm 
Lucken, gathered toge- 

ther, or clofe join'd to 
one another 

Lprt, hoary or grey 

M. 
MAik, a snate 

Mair, mere 
Mailt, mojl 
Makfna, it matters not 
Main, moan f * 
March, limits or border 

ofgrounds 
Marrow, match 
Maun, mujl 
Mawkin, a hare 
Mavis, the Thrufh 
Meikle,c!r Muckle,ttzac£ 
Meife, move 
Mends, revenge 
Menfe, manners. Id. to 

decorate 
Menzie, a company or re- 

tinue 
Milfy, a fearch for milk 
Mint, attempt 
Minny, mtther 
Mirk, dark 
Mons-Meg,<7 very large i. 

ron cannon in the caftle 
<?/'Edinburgh, capable 
holding two people 

Mou, mouth 
Moup, to eat as wanting 

teeth 
Mouter, the miller s toll 
Muck, dung 
Mutches, linen queifs 

or hoods 
N. 

NAPyandNaenoyiont 
Lane, tione 

Nees, nofe 
Neilt, next 
Nither, farve or pinch 
Nawther* no.il/ietr 



THE SCOTS WORDS, 
O. S. 

E, grandchild 
Ony, any 

Owrly, a cravat 
Owfen, oxen 
Oxter, arm-pit 

P. 
PAntry, a buttery 

Partans, crab-f.Ih 
Pat, put 
Pawky, cunning 
Paunches, tripe 
Peat-pot, peat coal-pit 
Pibrogh, a highland tune 
Pickle, a fmallJhare 
Fig, earthen pot 
Pillar,of repentance 
Pine, pain 
Pith, Jlrength 
Pleat, to fold. Id, t’wijl 
Poortith, poverty 
Pou, or Pu, 'well 
VovitowAysamheadfoup 
Prig, haggle 
Prive, to prove or tajle 

R. 
RAir, roar 

Rafhes, rufhes 
Red up, put in order 
Renzie, rein 
Rever, robber 
Rifarts, radifhest 

Rife, plenty 
Riggs, ridges 
Row, roll 
Rowth, wealth 
Rude, <rrc/r 
Runkled, wrinkled 
Rung, a club 
Rufe, or roofe, to praife 

Sair, fore 
Sawt, fait 
Seim appearance 
Sell, felf 
Sey, try 
Shanna, Jhull not 
Shangy mouthed, or Ihe- 

vilgabit, the mouth 
much to OTte fide 

Sharn, cow-dung 
Shaw, Jhow. Id, a woody 

bank 
Shoo, a fhoe 
Shoon, Jhoes 
Shore, to threaten 
Shire, thin 
AShire Y\<±,afmartfellow 
Sic, or hcV, fuch 
Sican, fuch an one 
Sin, or fyne, fince 
Sindle, feldom 
Sinfyne, fince that tim* 
Skair, fhare- 
Skaith, harm, lofs 
Skink, frong foup 
Snack, fmart 
Sneift, tofnarle 
Snifhing, Jnuff 
Snood, a head land 
Snug, convenient, neat 
Sodden, boiled 
Sonfy, fortunate,jolly 
Sowens,# kind offowered 

gruel,boiled like pajle, 
Soum, of fheep 20 
Speer, to ajk 
Spelding, driedwhite-fif) 
Stane, Jlone 



EXPLANATION, etc. 
Starns, Jlars 
Steek, flout 
Stend, flalk haflily 
Stirk, a young bullock 
Stoup, a prop 
Strae, j^ratu 
Streek, flretch 
Stenzie, toflain 
Swats, fmall ale 
Sweer, univillinp, lazy 
Swither, in doubt 
Seybows, young onions 
Syne, then. 

T. 
^e, toe 

1 Tald, told 
Taiken, token 
Tane, taken. Id. the one 
Tap, top 
Thae, thofe 
Tent, notice 
Theyfe, they floall 
Thole, to fuffer 
Thowlefs, fpiritlefs 
Thud, noife oj a flroke 
Tine, lofe 
Titter, rather 
Tocher, dowry 
“Tooty, flght, contend 
ToA\cn, arollingjhortflep 
Touzle, to ruffle 
Trig, neat 

■Trow, believe 
Trifte, appointment 
Twin, to part fr om 

W. 
WAd, would 

Wae, wo 
Wale, to chufle, the choice 
Waen,, child 

THE 

W ado wit, faded or wi- 
Wan./w/Hd. JVon [ther'd 
Wallop, gallop 
Wame, womb, belly 
Ware, beflow 
War, worfe 
Wat, know 
Wny/s, walls 
Wawk, walk. Id. Wake 
Wakerife, not inclined 

to fleep 
Wear in, hem in 
Wee, little 
Weind, thought 
Weirs, wars 
Whang, a large cut 
Whatrecks, what mat— 
Whilk, "c hick \_iers it 
Whinging, whining 
Whilht, hold your peace 
Whilly wha,<t orbitt 
Wilks, periwinkles 
Win, or Won, dwell 
Winna, will not 
Winfome, bandfeme 
Wift, known 
Witherfhins, to move 

contrary 
Wood, mad 
Woody, a withy 
Wow! wonderfully, ah! 
Wylie, cunning 
Wyfon, the gullet 
Wyre, to blame 
Unco, very flrange 

y. 
YAd, a mare 

Yefe, ye fhall 
Yern, deflre 
Yeflreen, yeflemights 
END. 



D E X I N 

Beginning with the firft Line of every Song. 

The Songs marked C, D, H, L, M, O, 8cc are new 
words by different hands; X, the authors un- 
known;Z,old longs; Q^oid fongs with additions. 

AH, Cliloe thou treafure, thou joy, Szc. 
A lovely lafs to a friar came 

Ah, Chltrh, cou’d I now but fit 
As from a rock part all relief 
Auld Rob Morris that wins in yon g!e» 
As Sylvia in a foreft lay 
And I’ll o’er the moor to Maggy 
At Pohvart on the green 
As walking forth to view the plain 
Ah! why thofe tears in Nelly's eyes 
Ah! the (hepherds mournful fate 
As I went forth to view the fpring 
Adieu for a while, my native green plains 
An I’ll away to bonny Tweed fide 
As early I walk’d on the fil'd of fweet May 
Although I be but a country ials 
As I lat at my fpinning-whecl 
Adieu the pleafing fports and plays 
A fouthland fenny that was right bonny 
As I came in by Teviot fide 
A cock laird fn cadgie 
At felting day and rifing morn 
A nymph of the plain 
AH in the Downs the fleet was moor’d 
Ah ! bright Belinda, hither fly 

I -dlexis Ihunn’d his fellow fwains 
j A choir of bright beauties 
t As charming Clara walk’d alone 
1 Amongft the willows on the graft 
t A trifling fong ye (hall hear 
d As the fnow in valleys lying 
1] Awake, thou faired thing in nature 
t Away, you rover 

1 A four reformation 

111 ^.mufln£ 1 rang’d in a meadow alone 111 All you that would refine your blood 
As down in the meadows I chanced to pafs 
A c*bler there was, and he liv’d in a dall 

3® 
33 
4® 
45 
SO 
S* 
J« 
57 
58 
77 
78 
8? 

<5 
no 
145 
1 So 
^3 
15(5 
163 
166 
>74 
185 
103 
jo? 
in 
1x4 
*Jo 

*58 
160 
280 
a6» 
284 
290 
300 
314 
3X8 
3X9 



INDEX. 
As I am a friend 345 
All! woes me. poor Willy cry’d 3 5° 
As tippling John was jogging on 311* 
As after noon, one a fummer’s day 3«S> 
Alexis, how artlefs a lover 3 7° 
A maid is like the golden ore 388 

’ A fox may (deal your hens, Sir 389 
As Dolly was milking of the cows 
A woman’s ware like china 406 
Adift your vot’ry, friendly Nine 415 
BY a mur nuring dream a fair (hepherdefs lay 14 

Elate Jenny faintly teld fair Jean his mind at 
Bright Cynthia's power divinely great 30 
By fmooth winding Tay a fwain was reclining 57 
Beneath a beech’s grateful lhade 61 
By the delicious warmnels of thy mout'i 66 
Beneath a green (hade I found a fair maid 67 
BcJJy's beauties (hine fae bright 85 
Blels’d as th’immortal gods is he • p5 
Beauty from fancy takes its arms 9 8 
Balow, my boy, lie (fill and deep 10S 
Bulk ye, bulk ye, my bonny bride 11 7 
Blyth Jocty young and gay 13 4 
Bulk ye, bulk ye, my bonny bonny bride 199 
Be wary, my Celia, when Celadon foes in 
Blefs’d as th’immortal gods is he i®4' 
Bacchus is a power divine 17° 
Belinda, with affedted mien 18J 
By the fide of a great kitchen-fire 3°J 
Bacchus muft'now his power refign 305 
By mafon’s an the afpiring dome 31° 
Believe my fighs my tears, my dear 3 7° 
Blyth, blyth, blytn, was lire 393 
COme let’s hac mair wine in H 

Celeftial mufes, tune your lyre U 
Come fill me a bumper, my jolly brave boys 41 

Confefs thy love, fair biulhing maid 103 
Come, Florinda, lovely charmer >40 
Come here’s to the nymph that I love 14° 
Cauld be the rebel’s calf 181 
Celia, lei not pride undo you 131 
Cupid, god of plealing anguifh 148- 
Celia, too late you wou’d reptnt 176 
Cupid, cafe a love-fick maid k 301 
Come, neighbours, now we’ve made our hay 30S 
Come, carles a’ of fumbkrs ha,’ 331 
Come let us prepare 3 3 * 



INDEX. 
Cuftom prevailing fo long amongft the great 3 So 
Cynthia frowns whene’er I woo her 36^ 
Come, love, let’s walk by yonder ipring 3,8 
Care, away, gae thou frae me 379 
Come, lads, ne’er plague your heads 385 
Can love be con troll’d by advice 389 
Celia now my heart hath broke 41 7 
Dumbarton’s drums beat bonny- O 41 

Dear Soger, if your Jenny geek 179 
Duty and part of reafon 18 j 
Defpairing behde a clear dream 219 
Do not alk me, charming 254 
Diogenes- furly and proud 26<> 
Damon, if you will believe me ' 281 

Dd ever twain a nymph adore 301 
Daphnis Rood penhve in the lhade 35 j 
Dear Ckloc, while thus beyond meafur4' 357 
Dear Colin, prevent my warm bluflaes 371 
FY let us a’ to the bridal 72. 

Farewel to Lochaber, and fa ewt’, my Jean 96 
For the fake of fomebody i 
Fair, tweet, and young, icceive a prize 164 
Fair Iris and her fwain 210 
Fie! Liza, fcorn theJittle arts 214 
Farewel, my bonny, witty, pretty Maggy 117 
From rofy bowers, where deeps the god of love 113 
From grave leflbns and reftraint 261 
Fair yd/woret is gone affray 2B1 
F om IVkite’s and Will’s 320 
Fiutt’ring fpread thy purple pinions 3 3J) 
F .lfe tho’ (he be to me and love 371 
Gin ye meeta bonny laffie 

Gi’e me a lafs with a lump of land 99 
Go, go, go, go, falfeft of thy fex, begone 285 
Gently touch the warbling lyre 321 
Gently ffir and blew the fire 321 
Good Madam, when ladies are willing 373 
Good people, draw near 410 
TJOW fweetly fmells the fimmer green * 

*- Hear me, ye nfmphs, and every fwain x 
Hearken, and I will tell you how c 
How blyth ilk morn'was I to fee 11 
Happy’s the love which meets return 54 
Have you any pots orbans g4 
Honeft man John Ochiltree JIO 
How happy is the rur^l down 167 
Jlow (hall 1 be fad whpn a hnlband I hae 

Q o 

\ 



INDEX. 
Hid from himfelf now by the dawn i8j 
Here are people and fports 245 
How happy are we 257 
Here’s a health to the king, and a lading peae« 268 
He that will not merry merry be 269 
Hark, how the trumpet founds to battle 279 
He who for ever 284 
How happy a date does the miller pofiefs 296 
How blefs’d are beggar lades 322 
Having fpent all my time 326 
How pleafant a failor’s life pades 338 
Happy the world in that blefs’d age 3 j8 
Hark ! away, ’tis the merry ton’d horn 36s 
How happy are we 3 94 
Hey ! my kitten, a kitten 409 
IS Hamilla then my own 4 

In vain, fond youth, thy tears give o’er 31 

In April, when primrofes paint the fweet plain 3 5 

I will awa’ wi’ my love J S 
Jocky faid to Jeany, Jenny, wilt thou do’t 
In winter when the rain rain’d cauld 93 
It was the charming month of May 104 
If love’s a fweet padion, why does it torment 109 
In January lad 113 
I tofsand tumble thro’ the night 124 
I have a green purfe and a wee pickle gowd 149 
Jecky met with Jenny fair 1S 7 
Jocky fou, Jenny fain 1 S 9 
i was anes a well tocher’d lafs I71 

I yield, dear ladle, you have won *80 
I’ll range around the Ihady bowers 131 
In this grove my Strephon walk’d 24s 

Jolly mortals, fill your glades 2<59 
I’ll fail upon the dog-dar 273 
If (he be not kind as fair 282 
Jn fpit-e of love at length I’ve found 282 
It was in and about the Martinmas time 317 
I thank thee, my friend 340 
I have been in love, and in debt, and in drink 341 
I once was a poet at London 347 
If heaven, its bledings to augment 3S2 
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INDEX. 
I hale the coward tribes 4°4 
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Of all the girls that are fo fmait X15 
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Suift, Sunday, Young, and Gay 95 
Somnolent e irS 
Since all thy vows, falfe maid 113 
Sandy in Edinburgh was born 128 
Saw ye Jenny Nettles U® 
Sound, found the mufic, found it 1 7$ 
Speak on,-fpeak thus, and (till my grief j8S 
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Since we die by the help of good wine 2 7® 
Shall 1, wafting in defpair 279 
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The graces and thewand’ring loves 3*6 
Tarry woo, tarry woo 351 

T he terrible law, when it fallens its paw 3^° 
The play of love is now be, nn 3 6° 
To Fanny fair could I impart 3<Sl 
The nymph that undoes me is fair and unkind 364 
The fweet rofy morn peeps ove r the hills 3 <5<5 
The fun was funk beneath the hill 3<S7 
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When flow’ry meadows dock the year 
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When, lovely Pkilis, thou art kind 
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