Sung by Mr. Matthews 1u the AMail Coach
Adventures,

Tites pricter Toy and A7a-ble warchaufle
6 Great st, andrew Sgieot 7 Dials

"{ ‘M Simon bore just eome from College,
M My studies [‘ve pursned zo far,
'm called fer my surprizing knuwledge,
The walkiug Cyclopedia,
Tho' some peihaps may eall me quiz
Their jeers | value not a jot
In asis and shape and all rhat is,
1" tell you aye and-all t har's nst
So you must ail acknowledge, O,
Pve made good use ot College, ©
Whilst 1 wssthere completely bare
Istript th sieeof kuowledge O.
Fay is brought to town in ca:ts,
Ham sandwiches ar'nt made of tin,
3hey oan’t feed cows with apple tarts
Nor wear gilt spurs upon their chiag,
bullecks don’t wear QOpera bace,
Fiddles are ot made of cheese
Mo pigeon pies of water rate.
doil'd Salmon does rot grow on trees,
Puity is not geod to. eat,
Frying pans an‘t made of gauze,
Teuny rolls are made of wheat,
Straw bonnets teo are made of straw,
Horres don t wear Hessian boots,
The Thames is not mock Turtie Soup,
A child can’t eat a iron hoop,
Figs don'tplay the German flute
K tiens are butlittie cats,
Blousetraps arc not eounty jails,
Wila'esare full as large assprats g
They don‘t stuff peese with copper nails
A german waliz is not an hymn,
‘Tthe French are mosily born in France,
F sues a‘at afraid to swim,
Tuckies seldom learn to dance
Tweaty turmps make a score. ™
Dustwen rarely drink champaign
A cow's tail seldom grows before
vhey don’'t make wigs of bamboo cane 3
Dutchmen someiimes lie in bed ,
A cabbage cannot dance a jig,
G:a3s doew not grow on ladies head,
A budi dog dues not Weara wig,
[Tfex pounds of yellow soap, ;
Weighs more than twenty- five ef cheege,
n Oyster cannot chew arope,
Poor pe pic havea rghtio Sneeee,
Pigs con't read the Moining Post,
Watch chains are not Roast-ingj_, acks
Thcy donse make bocts ef buttar atpas
Red berrings don’t pay Powder s,
So you masiaf &c.

8

I, YES ?

' Lo T
I oft Remember thee,
Aniwer to th» Celebrated Song 2y
( We Ncve Menton Her, ks
O[I yes Joit jemember thee,
~ Amid the filent hour,
And leave the gay and fefiive hall,
Fos fome fequered bower,
For now the 1plendours of the feene,
Is Jiftlefs mood i view,
And tnink ot former happy days
When they were fhared with you,
Fond memey traces ocer and Ofer,
The paéa wh-re we have been,

‘And lingers on each fpot whers we,

May never meet again,

Still greenly flourith in my breaft,
The vallies where we‘ve mer,

Az when Leneat) the hawthorn tree,
You bade me ne‘er forget, :

When they who reek not gthers weal
Shall thus unkindly fay,
* Wby cling 2o her when fhe has caft,
All thought ot theejaway,*s
Ch beea tisear not. buc this believe,
( Throe every chang.tul lot)
While {ti)]l your reart remembyers me
You nc'es wile be forgot;
FOLLOW OVER. MOUNTAINS,
B‘ULLO W, tollow over miounca
Fallow follow o eriea
And Pl guide thee to Love's foantain
It youtil foliow follow me. -
With the waters of the founrain
Wili I eafe thy aching hzart
And tie rofes of the fountain
8irall to thee a balm impart
Follow follow &e.
FFor Womanss fove is deaz}y bought
It bought with peace of mind
But tatie the tount and nota thowohe
1 Loy ¢ s L ft benind. =
Ioiiow follow &e

4l fan thee ®ith the zephyrs wings

apd warch thee vight and day
I guide tuce to love’s healing fpring ™S
So tullew and away J£

= boliow &c
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