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A CHOICE

Collection of Songs.

SINGING charms the bleft above

;

Angels fing, and faints approve ;

All we below

Of heav'n can know,

Is that they both fing and love.

Anna hath an angel's air

;

As fweet her notes, her face as fair

:

Vaflals and kings

Feel, when (he fings,

Charms of warbling beauty near*

Savage nature conquer'd lyes,

All in wonder and furprize ;

Hearts a firing,

Souls expiring,

By her charming notes and eyes,

Let the viol and the harp

Hang and moulder till they warp

;

Let flute and lyre

In duft expire,

Shatter'd by a vocal (harp.

7he Happy Man,

I
Envy not Sir Courtly Nice,

Secure from pomp, and free from vice,

I pafs my days with eafe,

I pafs, <bc.
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The man who will not be a knave,

\nd fcorns to be a fawning flave,
,

Has but himfelf to pleafe,

Has, fee.

'he world and all its glittering toys

Jonfifts in hurry, (how and noife,

Whilft in a croud we live,

fhank' heaven, I (hare a better fate,

And bled enjoy, in humbler ftate,

The fweets that quiet give.

My book, my garden, field and fair,

Are all my pleafures, all my care,

Nor wifti I greater blifs.

Each day to me frefh beauties rife

From thefe and Ifabella
?

s eyes,

Still fweetned by a kifs.

Tune, How happy could I be with either,

ON courting I went to my lafs,

Who is fweeter than rofes in May,

"When before her I look'd like an afs,

The never a word I cou'd fay.

I walk'd with her into the garden,

There fully refolved to woo her,

But may I ne'er be worth a farthing,

If of love I laid any thing to her.

But I asked which way was the wind ?

For I thought on fome talk I mud enter.

Why, Sir, me made anfwer, and' grinn'd,

Have you iuft lent your wits on a venture ?

That
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That I look'd like a fool, you'll allow,

As often 1 have done before :

But, meaning my courage to (now,

I look'd like a fool once more.

I preil her hand clofe to my breaft,

Then my heart was as light as a feather j

Yet nothing I (aid, I proteft,

But, Madam, 'tis mighty fine weather.

To an arbour I did her attend,

She ask'd me to lit down by her;

But I crept to the furthermoft end,

For I was afraid to come nigh her.

That I was a blockhead, is plain,

For, wanting fomething to amufe me,

Inftead of revealing my pain,

I unluckiily humm'd out—-Excufe me,

Next, I follow'd her into the houfe,

There vow'd, I my fortune wou'd try :

But there was I mute as a moufe.

O what a dull booby was I

!

The Je tie fiat quoi.

YES, I'm in love, I feel it now,

And Celia has undone me ;

And yet, I fwear, I can't tell how,

The pleafing plague ftole on me.

'Tis not her face that love creates,

For there no graces revel

:

'Tis not her fhape, for there the fates

Have rather been uncivil.

'Tis not her air, for fure in that

There's nothing more than common ;

A 2 An^
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And all her fenfe is only chat,

Like any other woman.
Her voice, her touch might give th' alarm,

'Tis both, perhaps, or neither s

In fhort, *tis that bewitching charm
Of CfJk altogether*

The Shepherd's Wedding,

AMYNTOR,
PAftora*s come, with myrtle crown*d»

To blefs her fond Amyntor*s fide j

The fan m his extcnfive round

Ne'er law lb fweet, Co fair a bride.

PASTORA.
If to be true, is fweet and fair,

Paftora with Lucinda vies,

And fweeter fne, than is the air *

That Sects beneath Arabian skies,

AMYNTOR.
The fields, the groves, each hill and vale,

Have witnefs'd to my faithful vow j

Long had I figh'd my am'rous tale,

But ev'ry care's requited now.

PASTOR A.

Without a blufh, I here repeat

What to the Nymphs I told before $

For thee my tender heart does beat,

Pencil of thee I ask no more.

Thus
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AMYNTO R.

Thus with this wreath I crown thy brow,

And with this kifs my love I leal ;

And may I, when I break my vow,

The pangs of tortur'd lovers feel.

PASTORA.
Shou'd I, ungrateful to my fwain,

Afflict him with domeilic ilrife ;

May I be driven from the plain

By ev'ry virtuous maid and wife.

AT Upton on the hill,

There lives a happy pair

;

The fwain, his name is Will,

And Molly is the fair •

Ten years are gone and more,

Since Hymen join'd thefe two ;

Their hearts were one, before

Tiie facred rites they knew.

Since which aufpicious day,;

Sweet harmony does reijgri ;

Both love, and both obey i

Hear this each "Nymph and {wain.

If haply cares invade,

As who is free from care ?

Th' impreflioh's lighter made

By taking each a lhare.

Pleas'd with a calm retreat,

They've no ambitious view ;

In plenty live, not (late,

Nor envy thofe that do.

A 3 Sura
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gurc pomp is empty noi{e,

And cares increase with wealth ;

They aim at truer joys,

Tranquillity and health.

With fafety and with eafe

Their prefent life doth flow j.

They fear no raging leas,

Nor rocks that lurk below :

May (till a fteady gale

Their little bark attend,

And gently fill each fail,

"fill life itfelf (hall end.

Anfiaer to the Amazon.

WOu'd you paint the charming fair,

Form'd to foothe my rifing care

;

Let her perfon graceful be

;

She's the only girl for me.

Let her features all exprefs

Beauty, love and tendernefs ;

Let her face and mind agree :

She's the only girl for me.

She whole radiant eyes impart

Comfort to the captive heart

;

Where we pow'r and pity fee :

She's the only girl for me.

Silken fmiles, and dimpl'd fleek,

Tincture on her blooming cheek ;

Let ail art a Granger be :

She's the only girl for me.

In whofe lovely form we find

All that's courteous, all that's kind ;

"From affected vapours free:

She's the only girl for me.
|£
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If on earth a nymph there dwell

Who doth thus her fex excel,

W.ife and viruous, fair and free,

Brishteft Bella, thou art (he.

FOR the lack of gold (he's left me,

And of all that's dear bereft me :

She's me forfook for a, great duke,

And to endlefs woe fhe's left me.

A rtar and garter have more art,

Than youth, a true and faithful heart

;

For empty titles we muft part,

And for glittering (how (he's left me.

No cruel fair mail e'er more move
My injur'd heart again to love ;

Through diftant climates I mull: rove,

Since Jeany me has left me.

Ye pow'rs above, I to your care

Give up my charming lovely fair ;

Your choiceft blcffings be her fhare,

Tho' (he's for ever left me.

SUSANNA.
A SK if yon damask rofe be fweet,

J JL That fcents the ambient air ;

Then ask each lhepherd that you meet,

If dear Sufanna's fair.

Say, will the vulture leave his prey,

And warble through the grove ;

Bid wanton linnets quit their fpray,

Then doubt thy fhephcrd's Iqy*'

Th$
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The fpoils of war let heroes fhare,

Let pride in fplendor mine ;

Ye bards, unenvy'd laurels wear,

Be fair Sufanna mine.

MIR A.

^y^-iEN Mira arm'd with frowns her brow,
7 * In fpite of love, in reafbn's fpite,

Pride ftcel'd my heart, I fcorn'd to bow,

But now her fmiles unman me quite.

Give me again thofe cloudy skies,

That fcreen'd me from the piercing ray:

Veil, Mira, thofe bewitching eyes

That /teal my ibul and fenfe away.

SOFT invader ofmy foul,

Love, who can thy pow'r controul !

Ah that haunt earth, air and fea,

Own thy force, and bow to thee
j

All the, dear inchanting day,

. .. ..!: my heart away %

All the tedious lonely night,

Ceiia fwims before my i'\ ghv.

i y, happy were the h'vain,

mis
i,;

'' f-icii a irize obtain
;

Otl .-rjeys hk need not prove*,

Bicft enough in Cclia's love.

ten, gen'rous, free from art,

ras within her heart
j

,;d truth combin'd,

Suit her perfon to her mind.

AH
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All that temptingly beguiles,

Sparkling eyes, and dimpling fmiles j

Every charm, and every grace,

Shine in Celia's beauteous face*

Open, gen'rous, efr.

SPortive Zephyrs, gently blowing,

Spreading odours thro* the air j

Blooming life on groves bellowing,

To Vauxhall my Celia bear,

flora can't more fweetly blefs me,

When playing, ftrewing round her charms

}

Than when Celiacs fmiles addrefs mc,

Sighing, dying in her arms.

Sportive Zephyrs, &c.

WHAT lives are fb happy as thofe of the fair,

Who feldomone moment from pleafure can fpare

;

And leave to their husbands reflection and care ?

Such, fuch is the life ofa Belle.

All morning, white others are up and employ'd,

She's dreaming of pieafures laft night (he enjoy'd 5

While Betty tor orders attends by her fide.

Such, fuch, 6*.

She rifesat noon, andjuft flips on her gown,

Calls a chair to the door, and away round the town,

And juft about two in the park is fet down.

Such, fuch, &e.

Then trips up the mall, and loon joins %vith the reft*

Of each aukward creature me meets makes a jeft j

Kilts two or three beaux, and away to be dreft.

Such, fuch, &c.

He*
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Her dinner and drefling employ her till eve ;

Some troublefome tradefman to fee her begs leave ;

But the coach at the door fbon procures a reprice.

Such, fuch, <&c.

She feldom attends either high church or low,

But never is abfent where other Belles go j

Nor Temples to pray, if the falhioa be fo.

Such, fuch, fee.

All evening (he vifits, drinks tea, plays her fan,

Collects ail the news and chit chat that (he can;

And wonders her fex can be fond of a man.
Such, fuch, &c.

The plays, balls and operas, at night me attends,

And fometimes quadrille, -with a few female friends

;

And fometimes in fecret; but here my fbngends.

Such, fuch is the life of a Belle.

IN vain, Philander, at my feet

You urge your guilty flame ;

With well diflembled tears entreat,

New oaths and impious vows repeat,

And wrong love's facred name.

Ah ! ceafe to call that paffion love,

Whofe end is to betray :

Shou'd I comply, too foon you'd prove

"What fenfual views your ardour move,
And your affe&ions fway.

And when, to all my fondnefs blind,

You'd chace me from your breaft ;

Deluded wretch, where cou'd I find

That calm content, and peace of mind,

Which I before ported?

Tht
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The 4DIEU.

ADIEU, ye ftreams, that fmoothly flow;

Ye vernal airs, that foftly blow ;

Ye plains, by blooming fpring array'd
;

Ye birds, that warble thro' the glade,

Ye birds, <bc.

Unhurt from you, my foul could fly,

Nor drop one tearr, nor heave one figh

;

But, forc'd from Celia's fmiles to part,

All joy deferts my drooping heart,

All joy, <bc.

O! fairer than the rofy morn,

When flow'rs the dewy field adorn
;

Unfully'd as the genial ray,

That warms the gentle breeze of May,

That warms, <bc.

Thy charms divinely fweet appear,

And add new fplendor to the year ;

Improve the day with frefh delight,

And gild with joy the dreary night,

And gild, &c.

TO gain my gentle Jefly

What labour would feem. hard ?

Each toilfome task how eafy ?

Her love the fweet reward.

The bee, thus uncomplaining,

Elteems no toil fevere ;

The fweet reward obtaining

Of fyoney all the year.
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Polly Willis.

ATtend, ye ever tuneful fwains,

Who in perfuafive lulling (trains,

Of Ghloe fing or Phillis:

Tho' mean my skill, and rude my verfc,

Upbraid me nor, while I rehearfe

The charms of Polly Willis.

To beautify my artlefs thought,

No fimile (hall here be brought

From rofes, pinks or lilies j

Some common beauties they may hit,

But fure, no fimile can fit

The charms of Polly Willis.

A fimile to match her hair,

Her rifing forehead round and fair,

Above my greateft skill is.

How then, ye fwains, fhall be exprefl

The eye?, the lips, the heaving breaft

Of deareft Polly Willis?

She's not like Venus on the flood,

Or as (he once in Ida flood :

Nor mortal Amaryllis.

Frame all that's beautiful and fair,

Ofpleafmg form and lovly air,

And that is Polly Willis.

Tho' time (hould wear her charms away,

(All beauty mud in time decay)

Within her power there (till is

A charm more lafting to fecure,

I mean the virt'ous mind and pure

Of deareft Polly Willis.

TELL
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TELL me no more, ye fimple fvvains,

Of broken hearts and am'rous pains,

'Tis madnefs all and folJy

:

Your Claras, and your Chloes too,

Your Celias, and the Lord knows who,

Mud: all fubmit to Molly.

In lifelefs fong, and rugged verfe,

Shall ev'ry fop the nymph rehearfe,

To whom his heart's affecled.

Shall Ihop-houfe girls in numbers ihine,

And draw admiring fools to dine,

And Molly be neglected ?
**

No, trufl: me, while this head of mine,

Can furnifh out a fingle line
;

Or but a verfe indite
;

While any figns of life remain,

Or this right hand can guide a pen,

In Molly's praife I'll write.

I fcorn to fmg my Molly's praife,

In all the mean and vulgar lays,

Compos"d for other lafTes:

No fayings of the greatcft wit,

Nor fimilies the nymph can lit,

Who all the world furpaiTes ?

When Molly fits with graceful air,

Amidft the circles of the fair.;

She feems to my pleas'd fancy:

Like what ! like Molly, when between

The fair fhe fits with graceful mien

:

By heav'n, that's all you can fay.

Tune, Blow, blow, 8cc. in Imitation of Shakespear.

BLOW, blow, thou fummer's breeze,

Q ! gently fan the trees ;

That form yon fragrant bower
;

Vol. II. ® Wher
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Where Anna, lovelieii maid,

On nature's earpet laid,

Enjoys the ev'ning hour.

Hence, hence, ye objects foul,

The beetle, bat and owl,

The hagworm, newt and toad ;

But fairy elves unfeen

May gambol o'er the green,

And circle her abode.

Shed, (lied thy fweeteft beams,

In party colour'd ftreams,

Thou fount of heat and light :

No, no, withdraw thy ray,

Her eyes diffufe a day,

As kind, as warm, as bright.

Breathe, breathe thy incenfe, May,

Ye flowers your homage pay

To one more fair and fwect

:

Ye op'ning rofe buds made

With fragrance, twine her head ;

Ye lillies, kifs her feet.

Flow, flow, thou chryftal rill,

With tinkling gurgles fill

The mazes of the grove :

And fliou'd thy murm'ring ftream

Invite my love to dream,

O ! may me dream of love.

Sing, fing, ye feather'd choir,

And melt to fond defire

Her too obdurate breaft :

Then, in that tender hour,

I'll fteal into the bow'r

And teach her to be Weft. Tune
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Tune, Happy hours all hours sxcefhng*

WHEN Aurora gilds the morning

With a Tweet delightful ray,

Blooming flowers the fields adorning,

In the charming month of May :

Then how pleaiant and contented,

Lives the lowly country clown

In the valley, unfrequented,

By the knaves who crowd to town*

With the early lark awaking,

He enjoys the chearful day ;

Labour ev'ry hour partaking,

Whittling thought and care away.

Nature all his toil befriending,

Of her treafure he's polTefs'd ;

Health and peace his life attending,

Is the monarch, half fo bled;

Birds his lift'ning ear enchanting,

Verdant hills and dales his fight

;

Nothing to his fenie is wanting,

Which can give him true delight.

Love with innocence combining.

His unfettl'd heart alarms
;

Like the flowers in garlands twining,,

Sweetly various in its charms.

Happy clown, who thus poiTeiTes*

Pleafure unalloy
r
d with (trife t

Wifdom nothing more careiTes

Than the humble vale of life.

Knaves delight in riches gaining,

Grandeur is by fools admir'd ;

All that wife men wifh obtaining*

Is to live and die retir'tL Tuns-,.
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Tune, When Fanny bloomingfair.

WHAT though thy face may vie

With roles red and white,

And in thy fmiling eye

The little loves delight

:

Vain would thofe beauties prove,

Long to preferve my bean ;

How weak the chains of love

Which fancy may difpart.

To eye the blooming morn.

Sometimes we take delight,.

Sometimes her blufhes fcom,

And wifh the fable night.

Some brown girl I may view,

With looks of glofFy jet,

And thy fair rofy hue,

For her new charms, forget.

But where (hall ere I find

A gentle foul like thine t

An eafy ch earful mind,

Still fond i' enliven mine ?

No, while the bee (hall drink

The vi'lers balmy dew \

My conftant heart' can think

No nymph fo fweet as you.

On Mifs P—y F-

—

r's leaving the Country.

Tune, Old carl /ball ne'er danton me.

AH! Celia's gone, ah ! Celiacs gone,

Alas ! my charming CeliaVgone ;

The groves all over now appear

A lonely defart all the year. The
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The groves, once Eden for delighr
r

Can pleaie no more, no more invite,

Ah me ! the lovely nymph now gone,,

I figh, difconfoJate, alone ;

ShalJ worthless life my care employ*

In abfence of my only joy .
?

Ah, weary me ! what ihail I do,

When Celia-is no more in view?

Ye heav'nly powers, propitious Ininc

On Celia, like yourfelves divine.

Keltore her to my wonted arms,

With all her beauiies, all her charms i

Then Jailing gratitude mall raife

A thoufand altars to your praife,

MY roving heart has oft with piide

diflblv'd love's fiikea chain
>

1'he wanton deity defy'd,

And feorn'd his fharpert pain.

And feorn'd, &c-

But from Thee found, refifllefs ft ream.

Such charms, as muft controul,

In thee the faireft features beam,

The nobleft brighteft fouL

The nobielt, &c,

PleasM in thy converis all the day,

Life's farrd unheeded rnns ;

With thee I'll hail the rifmg ray,

And talk down Cummer's' funs

:

And talk, &c.

Our loves congenial, ftifl'the fame,

With equal force fnall fhine
;

No- cloyM delrres can damp the flam^j

Which ftiendfhip will refine*

Which- friendfhip^ &c. * IF
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IF you my wand'ring heart wou'd finely

That heart, you fay, is like the wind;

That varies here, that wanders there

;

To evry nymph that's kind and fair i

I fay, if then, this heart you'd find,

Turn to your own unfettl'd mind i

Ife're it wanders, 'tis to be

In wand'ring conftantly with thee.

How can it fettle, when you fly,

And fhun this faithful votary ?

It oft a nymph that's fair doth find,

But never yet the nymph that's kind.

If you wou'd fix this wand'ring heart,

Join it with yours, 'twill ne'er depart

But in the pangs of death will prove,

It wander'd but to fix your love.

The Protection.

HARSH command ! what, ceafe to love you-

1

Firft mall planets quit their fphere^

E're I value ought above thee,

Or think woman half fo dear.

Firft, the trees fhall ceafe to bloiTbm,

And the birds forget to fing ;

Death (hall tear thee from my bofom,

And with thee each earthly thing.

? rT1 lS not on Chloe's heav*n!y face,

jt My ever conftant love I place,

Hot on her fpaikling eyes

;

For
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For beauty, like the new blown fknvV

Lives but the glory of an hour.

And then for ever dies.

Far greater fweets then Flora 'yields

In May, to deck the flowVy fields,

In Chloe now appear.

Her wit and fenfe enchant mankind.

And all the graces of her mind

Are blooming through the year.

"When on her cheek the rofe will fade,,

Which now adorns the lovely maid,

And beauty's prime is o'er,

The fvvains fhall fee with ravifh'd eyes,

That Chloe wrinkling age defies,

And charms when youth's no more,

For envi'us time, who has the pow'r,

Her transient graces to devour,

Her mind's bright charms difplay,

And as the hours of life decline,

She like the fetting fun will ftiine,

With mild, yet fweeter ray.

Tune, 0h\ the charming Month of May,

OH ! how rapt'rous 'tis to dream

Near the gently purling ftream.

Oh ! how charms the whifp'ring breeze,

Waving through the leafy trees

:

How delights the milk white dove,

Fondly billing with her love.

Quite delicious 'tis to fee,

In the hive the honey-bee.

Oh!
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Ohf how lweet the flow'rs of May,,

And the breath of new'made hay,

Oh! how pleafant is the fpring,

"When the feather'd warblers fing.

Oh ! the bJifs, the fheep to view,

And the little lambkms too :

But fweeter ftill to tune my lays,

In divine FlorekVs praife.

Tune,. Black efd Sufcm

THE fun now length-'ned ev'ry (hadey

When Strephon to fair Celia came,.

Much much he lov'd the beauteous maid,

And (he too felt an equal flame

;

But fate, alas, the nuptial blifs deny'd,

He kifs'd her cheek, and thus with palfioa'cryMs:

How eafy do the numbers move,

That ling of thee, fupremely fair,

Thou haft tun'd all my foul to love,

And breath'd uncommon rapture there \

Oh, let me on thy breaft my head recline,

There Ugh, and wilh the lovely Celia mine^

Gay, blooming, as the fummer's role,

Frefti as the morn at early dawn.

Soft as the fo&eft down that grows

Beneath the pinion of the fwan.

Oh, let me, &c.

Mild as the fhow'rs that glad the fpring,

Pure as the dove, without a fault,

Sprightly, as linnets when they fing,

All innocent, as angels thought*

Oh, kt Koe, &c.

Tune*
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Tune, Happy Dick.

HOW comes it, neighbour Dick,

Juft when your age is winter,

You needs rauft try a trick,

And on a young one venture?

Silly Dick.

Do' ft think that youth can warm
That frozen trunk of thine, man,

Or thy gray hairs can charm

A virgin in her prime, man?
Silly Dick,

Or that you can prevent

With your cough-broken kifles,

The wrong'd and fuffering faint

To fend to heav'n her wifhes ? ,

Silly Dick.

Think e'er you turn a child,

If yet your head's not addle,

The nurfe you have beguil'd

To rock you in a craddie.

Silly Dick*

How will her maiden bloom,

Become fo odd an action ;

To wait you in your room,

And ferve you with decoction?

Silly Dick.

Or when the cough is clear'd,

To tend you with a towel v

And wipe the chops belmear'd

Of her old doating jewel.'

If you muft have an heir,

And for her fake had rather

Silly Dick,

That
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That Hie the lad fhould bear,

Then let her chufe the father.

Silly Dick,
For granting, you ikmkl do
A marvel when ye marry,

The wrinkles on your brow
WouM make your fpoufe mifcarry.

Silly Dick.
*Tis waggifti love betrays

To frolick thus and caper
;

So like the midnight maze,

Of a fepulchre vapour'.

Silly Dick.
* —- .... i

,

t .—^—

—

NOT Celia, that I'm more fincere,

Or am Iefs apt to rove i

Do I a heart fo faithful bear,

fo conflant in ,its love.

In faith, my Celia, like the reft,

From fair to fair I'd range i

But that 'tis more my intereft

Still to love one than change.

All charms, which others recommend1

,

In thee alone I find :

Beauty and temper kindly blend

The handfome and the kind.

Then why fhould I unconftant prove,

Why other nymphs purfue;

When here I have all I can love i

'Tis prudence to be true.

SWEET tyrant, love, oh ! hear me now,

And help to eafe a love-fick heart ;

Or rather aid my trembling vow,

And teach me to reveal my fmart, Teji
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Tell her whofe goodnefs is my bane,

Whofe looks have fmil'd my peace away;

Oh ! whifper how file gives me pain,

While undefigning frank and gay.

'Tis not for common charms I figb,

Nor what the vulgar beauty call

;

'Tis not her cheek, her lip, her eye,'

But 'tis the foul that lights them all.

For that I drop the tender tear,

For that I make the artlefs moan ;

Oh ! whifper love into her ear,

And make the bafhful lover known.

DTD Fanny ask me too, unkind,

What joy with her my heart could find ?

Ah ! am I then to thee unknown ?

•Or why with coy and cold dildain,

Thus cruel, thus infult my pain,

Who die for you alone ?

Time was, ah ! now, no longer mine,

When the gay friend, the joys of wine,

A mady grove, or rural fcene,

Could tune my youthful foul to fing,

And all my 'hours with pleafure wing :

Heav'ns ! what a change has been i

Since firft I faw thofe eyes of thine,

Nor the gay friend, -nor joys of wine,

Nor rural fcene, nor fliady grove,

Can bid my melancholy eeafe.

Tune me to ling, or fboth to peace,

For now, alas ! I love.
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I wander like the fmitten fawn,

Thee abfent, find of day no dawn ;

'Tis night around me, dark and deep •

Ah ! nymph, this heart is full of thee,

Witnefs, alas ! thefe eyes for me,
Thefe eyes you teach to weep.

Oh ! come and bring thy joys, along,

For thee, my love, I'll tune the fong,

Thou bind thy poet's brows with greeni

And fmile while ye my temples crown,

My mind grows darkn'd at your frown,

And at your fmile ferene.

Anfwer to Stella and F/avia.

S Telia and Flavia pleafe no more,

No more our hearts furprife ;

In Trelia's foul lyes Stella's pow'r,

And Flavia's in her eyes.

Now bounded Flavia's conqueds are

And Stella's more confin'd :

All muft admire a face lb fair,

And all fo fair a mind.

JJke eaftern fvvay was Flavia's reign,

Like George's, Stella's power :

But all commanding Jove muft deign,

This compound to adore.

Then ceafe fair Trelia, ceafe thy care

For beauty's fecond itore ;

The lefs thy charms of face appear,

Thy charms of mind the more.

'dnlivef



Another Anfiner to Stella and Flavin.

S Telia's bright foul may charm each hour,

And fo may Flavia's eyes ;

But how refiftlefs is her power

Who does with both furprife ?

Fair Emma's bright exprefTive eye?,

Her brighter foul declare ;

And whilft they fpeak her wond'rous wife.

We fee her wond'rous fair.

Whilft Flavia over barren lands,

Like Eaftern tyrant reigns ;

Like Britain's monarch Emma Hands,

The pride of lands and plains,

fleas'd, we behold a beauteous face ;

But far more joy we find,

When in each heav'nly look we trace

A far more heav'nly mind.

Upon a Candle, by two Gentlemen*

Tune, Lafs of Path's Mill

i* Gentleman.

I
ft vain my taper burns,

And lends its feeble ray j

Until my fair returns,

How tedious is delay ?

"When Stella is* away,

The fun's no longer bright i

Her prefence brings the day,

Her abfence leaves the night.

2. Gentleman.
When Phebus' beams are gone,

And Cynthia's face we view 5

Vol. II. C Each
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Each mortal eye Would mourn,
Were't not for help from you;

Yor, aided by thy glance,

I iMira's charms hill find;

Eat vvifli thee kick'd to France,

^"hene'er the fair feems kind.

F

RICHMOND.
Tune, To you fair Ladies now at Land.

ROM o'er the park and meadows fine,

Juft: as the fun does rife ;

To you, who, till the clock ftrikes nine,

Do ne'er unclofe your eyes :

Then over fnufT, and tea, and news,

Your fummer hours contented lofe.

Fa. la la la,, he.
.

- - - -

^Tis fweet to tafre the morning air,

"Where fawns around us play ;

And drops of dew, as di'monds fair,

Strew all the glitt'ring way :

To view the hill, the ftream, the trees,

"to hear the birds, and feel the breeze.

The crowded ftreet is your delight,

And rattling coach to hear ;

The watchman's folemn voice by night

Is mufick to your car :

You ask not when the vi'let blows,

Nor care you for the op'ning rofe.

Here I, fecure from ftrife and care,

geek, when the evening's »igh,

My



C 27 )

My little room that's clean and fqtfafej

And but one (lory high ;

Where envy cannot find a place,

Nor "malice (how her fallow face.

Let fordid minds, of wealth pofl'efs'd,

To Mammon altars raife ;

Ambition be with power blefs'd,

And vanity with praife :

But fortune is a fickle dame,

And double tongu'd, alas, is fame.

Give me hard penury to chaee

From haunting of my door ;

And let a chearful temper grace

My fmall, but honed ftore :

To this, and all my wiflies end,

The ufeful book, the faithful friend.

THE DESPAIRING LOVER.

Tune, Alka-hufe.

AS a clear filent ftream crept pen five along,

And the winds murmur'd, folemn, the willow*

among ;

On the green turf, complaining, a fwain lay reciin'd,

And wept to the river, and figh'd to the wind.

In vain, cry'd he, nature has waken'd the fpring,

In vain bloom the violets, the nightingales fing ;

To a heart full of forrows,. no beauties appear,

Each Zephyr's a {igh„ and each dew drop's a tea).

In vain, my Zelindahas graces to move
The faheft to envy, the wilHt to love.

C2 Her
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Her pre fence no longer gives joy to my eye ;

And without her to live, is more pain than to die.

O ! that number its pinions would over me fpread,

And paint but her image in dreams in her Head :

The beautiful vifion would foften my pain,

Butileep's a relief I fblicit in vain.

The wretch that, like me, is heart-wounded with care,

Is deluded with hope, and undone by defpair

;

His pangs, ever waking, deny him repofe

;

And the moments but vary, to vary his woes.

WHERE have you been, my lovely Tailor bokf,

Why will you leave me here for the fake of.

curfed gold
;

What tho' my father he is crofs, my mother Ihe is kind j

Therefore,my father's crofiheis, dear Jonny, never mind.

Alas ! my dearer! Nanny with joy T do receive,

But your father's croflhels indeed did make me grieve t

But Cmce your mother's kind, your father I don't fear,

So pray now go and fetch her, flie'll joy to fee me here.

You are the only girl, dear Nanny, I adore,

But long I cannot flay, I foon muft quit the more.

Thefe words, my deareft Jonny, do cut me to the heart,

To think that you are going, fo foon I cannot part.

Why will you fail the leas where ftormy winds do blow,

When you may ftay at home, love, in fafety you do know ?

Why will you fail the feas, where ftormy winds they be,

When you may ftay at home, in fafety, love, with me ?

He laid, I'm now a fervant unto the king, you know,

And, when that he commands me, I'm forced for to go ;

Tlierefore, my deareft Nanny, be not caft down or fad,

For, pf all other callings, a failor's the belt lad.

She
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She faid I love a failor, they have the befl: of hearts.

They keep us from our enemies, and fail to foreign parts j

They bring us wealth from India, for toincreafe our ftore^.

And were it not for failcrs, the knd would he but poor.

But yet, my deareft Jonny, fo foon I cannot part ;

To think that you are going, it cuts me to the heart s.

He faid, finee I muft go, chear up my Nanny dear,

Hi rifle aU the Indies, and bring you trcafure here.

With many pretty fancies for to enrich our (tore,.

Sufficient to maintain us together, love, on more t

Then killing ofher coral lips, youngJonny tool hre leave,

And left his dearefl Nanny his ab'ence for to grieve.

The Perfeftions of trite Love*

THERE liv'd, long ago, in a country place,,

A clever young lad who lov'd a young tafs;

She lov'd him again, and, oh! wonder to hear,

No offers could move her, fhe lov'd him fb dear*

No offers, &ci

The lord of the manour took it in his head,.

To tempt her to leave him, and come to his bed ^

He offer'd her jewels, and baubles, and rings ;

But fhe flighted his offers, refus'd his gay things*

He told her, he'd make her as fino as a queen,

Her gown fhould.be filk, and her cap colberteen ^

But fhe faid, iinfey-woolfey and bone-lace wou'd ferve,

And rather than pkafe him, fhe'd venture la ftarve*

He told her, he'd give her a pad to rid out,

Or a coach, if fhe lik'd it, to travel about ;.

She thank'd him, but faid, me cou'd very well walk",.

And fliou'd (he have, a coach,, how the neighbours. wou-M
talk, C 3 Ha
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He faid, for the neighbours, he'd make it his care,

That not even the parfon on Sundays mould dare

To cenfure her conduct, or offer to blame
Her manner of living, or blaft her good name.

She told him, in ftiort, he mud e'en be content,

For jewels or-gold fhou'd ne'er bribe her confent ;

Her heart was another's, and lb jfhou'd remain,

And ihe fcorn'd to be falfc for the lucre of gain.

The R IVALS, by John Philips,

Tune, Sweet are the charms of her I love.

THUS, while by you the Britifli arms

Triumph, and diftant fame purfue 3

The yielding fair refigns her charms,

And gives you leave to conquer too :

Her fnowy neck, her breaft, her eyes,

And all the nymph becomes your prize.

What comely grace, what beauty fmiles,

Upon her lips what fweetnefs dwells f

Not love himfelf fo oft beguiles,

Nor Venus' felf fo much excels :

What different fates our pafTions fhare3

While you enjoy and I defpair f

JVIaria's form as I furvey,

Her fmiles a thoufand wounds impart

;

Each feature fteals my foul away,

Each glance deprives me of my heart
3

And'chacing thence each other fair.

Leaves her own image only there.

Akho' my anxious breaft defpair,

And, fighing, hopes no kind return 5

Tet
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Yet for the lovM relentlefs fair,

By night I wake, by day I burn j

Nor can thy gifts Toft fleep fupply,

Or foothe my pain, or clofe my eye.

WELCOME fun and fouthern fhow'rs,

Harbingers of birds and flow'rs -,

Farewel balls and mafquerades,

Welcome grots and cooling (hades;

Blooming May approaches near,

The lowing of the herds we hear ;

The fat'ning lambs around us bleat,

While daifies fpring beneath our feet.

Birds are percht on every fpray,

Warbling notes to praife the day ;

A thoufand herbs their fragrance yield.

And cowflips cover all the field ;

Sure 'tis time that now we flee,

London, from thy fmoak and thee
;

Welcome joys more pure and true.

Drums and routs, adieu, adieu.

The Britifb Beauties, by Lord Middlefex.

Tune, To you fair Ladies now at Land*

TO toad the fair of Britain's ifle,

In verfe, I here intend ;

But, if thefe fair refufe to fmile,

My labour's at an end:

Tho' Bacchus and the mufes join

To help each thought,, inipire each line,

Fa la la la, &r. But
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But Shirley, fee, with matchlefs grace.,

Calls forth my willing mufe ;

And kindly fays, with fmiling face,

She'll not her aid refufe.

Drink then to her whofe charms infpire,

At once, with awe and foft deiire.

To Bedford next, refiftlefs fair,

We put the glafs about
";

Whofe charms fo bright and fatal are,

That future times will doubt,

Which of the two will cod raoft fighs,

Or Marlb'rough's fword, or Spencer's eyes-,

In this, we health to Darcy fend",

To Darcy young and gay ;

And fee what crouds her iteps attend,

Their homage due to pay

;

Swiftly the bees on eager wing,

Around, the prime of all the fpringv

Hafte, drink to Bertie's fparkling eye*
;

E'er to the bridegroom's arms

She yields herfelf a willing prize,

With all her hidden charms :

O were thefe charms but giv'n to me,

As happy as a prince I'd be !

Let Wyndham, next, our wine infpire.

And raife each ravifh'd fenfe ;

More bleft with beauty, than her fire

With manly eloquence :

For cou'd liis tongue charm like her eyes,,

Even Walpole's felf muft yield the prize,

So next at William's fhrine we bow,

By youthful beauty led

;

As wild as kids upon the brow

Of tkeir own mountains fed i

&i
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As wanton and as wild as they,

She too, like them, muft love obey*

Tho' you, O Manfel, laft we toaft,

Be not to us fevere ;

When flight, or dangers urge, the poftr

Of honour's in the rear

;

Think then what honour's giv'n to you,

When dreadful youths like us purfue.

An ODE, by Mr. Prior.

Tune, Black cfdSufan.

WHILE blooming youth, and gay delight,

Sit on thy rofy cheeks confeft

;

Thou haft, my dear, undoubted right

To triumph o'er this deftin'd breaft ?

My reafon bends.to what thy eyes ordain,

For I was born to love, and thou to reign.

But wou'd you meanly thus rely

On power, you know, I muft obey ;

Exert a legal tyranny,

And do an ill, becaufe you may ?

Still mult I thee, as Atheifts heav'n adore,

Not fee thy mercy, and but dread thy pow'r \

Take heed ray dear, youth flies apace,

As well as Cupid, time is blind ;

Soon muft thefe glories of thy face

The fate of vulgar beauty find.

The thoufand loves that arm thy potency,

Muft drop their quivers, flag their wings, and die. -

Then wilt thou figh, when in each frown
A hateful wrinkle more appears ;

And putting peevifh humours on,

Seems but the fad effecl of years.

Kind-
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Kindnefs itfelf too weak a charm will prove,
To raife the feeble fires of aged love.

Forc'd compliments, and formal bows,
Will (how thee juft above neglect;

The heat, with which thy lover glows,
Will fettle into cold refpecl

;

A talking dull Platonic I fliall turn,

Learn to be civil, when I ceafe to burn.

Then flnm the ill, and know, my deary
Kindnefs and conftancy will prove

The only pillars fit to bear

So vaft a weight, as that of love.

If thou canft wifli to make my flame endure,

Thine muft be very fierce, and very pure.

Hade, Celia, hafte, while youth invites,

Obey kind Cupid's prefent voice

;

Fili ev'ry fenfe with foft delights,

And give thy foul a loofe to joys :

Let millions of repeated bleffes prove,

That thou all kindnefs art, and I all love.

Be mine, and only mine, take care

Thy looks, thy thoughts, thy dreams to guide

To me alone, nor come fo far

As liking any youth befide

:

What men e'er, court thee, fly them, and believe

They're ferpents all, and thou the tempted Eve,

So fliall I court thy dearefl: truth,

When beauty ceafes to engage t

So thinking on thy charming youth,

I'll love it o'er again in age.

So time itfelf our raptures ihall improve,

While (till we wake to joy, and live to love.

*
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By Sir George Etheridge.

E happy fvvains, whofe hearts are free

From love's imperial chain,

Take warning, and be taught by me,

T'avoid th' enchanting pain :

Fatal the wolves to trembling flocks,

Fierce winds to bloiToms prove ;

To carelefs feamen, hidden rocks,

To human quiet, love.

Fly the fair fex, if blifs you prize,

The fnake's beneath the flow'r ;

Who ever gaz'd on beauteous eyes,

That tafted quiet more ?

How fhort-Iiv'd is the lover's joy,

How conftant is their care ;

The kind with falfhood to deflroy,

TJhe cruel with defpair ?

The broom of Cowdenknows.

HOW blythe, ilk morn, was I to fee

The fwain come o'er the hill !

He skipt the burn, and flew to me

:

I met him with good will.

the broom, the bonny bonny broom,
The broom of Cowdenknows

;

1 wifh I were with my dear fwain,

With his pipe and my ews.

I neither wanted ew nor lamb,
While his flock near me lay;

lie gather'd in my fheep at night,
And chear'd me a' the day.

O the broom, &c.
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He tun'd his pipe and feed fae fweer^

The birds flood lift'ning by

:

Ev'n the dull cattle flood and gaz'd,

Charm'd with his melody.

While thus we fpent our time, by turnsj

Betwixt our flocks and play :

I envy'd not the faireft dame,
Tho 5

ne'er fae rich and gay.

Hard fate, that I Ihou'd banifh'd be>
Gang heavily and mourn,

Becaufe I lov'd the .kindeft fwain
That ever yet was born.

He did oblige me ev'ry hour;
Cou'd I but faithful be ?

He fta' my heart ; cou'd I refufe

Whate'er he ask'd of me ?

My doggie, and "my little kit

That held my wee four whey,

My plaidy, broach, and < oked ftickj

May now ly ufelefs by.

Adieu, ye Gowdenknows, adieu,

Farewel a' pleafures there

;

Ye gods, reftore me to my fwain,

Is a'

A^ A N N r~~0.

WHILE fome for pleafure pawn their health,

'Twixt Lais and the Bagnio,

I'll fave myfel', and without Health,

Kifs and carefs my Nanny—O.

he bids mair fair t'engage a Jove,

n Leda did, or Danae—O.

to paint the queen of love,

"ou'd fit bat Nanny—O.
How
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How joyfully my fpirits rife,

When, dancing, (he moves finely—O,

J guefs what heav'n is by her eyes,

Which fparkle fo divinely—O.

Attend my vow, ye gods, while I

Breathe in the bleft Britannia,

None's happincfs I mall envy,

As long's ye grant me Nanny—O.

Chorus.
My bonny, bonny Nanny—O.

My lovely charming. Nanny— O.

I care not tho' the world know

How dearly I love Nanny—O.

By Mr. JVIL L IJM HAMILTON.

Tune, The yell- .
4 halr'd Laddie.

YE fhcpherds and nymphs, that adorn the gay plain,

Approach from your fports, and attend to my ftrainj

Amongft all your number, a lover fo true

Was ne'er fo undone, with fuch blifs in his view.

Was ever a nymph Co hard-hearted as mine ?

She knows me fincere, and flie fees how I pine

;

She does not difdain me, nor frown in her wrath,

But calmly and mildly refigns me to death.

She calls me her friend, but her lover denies :

She fmiles when I'm chearful
?
but hears not my fighs*

A bofom fo flinty; Co gentle an air;

Infpires me with hope; and yet bids me defpair ?

I-fali at her feet, and implore her with tear?

:

Her anfwer confounds, while her manner en

VtL. II. D
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When foftly fhe tells me to hope no relief,

My trembling lips Me'fs her, in fpite of my grief.

By night, while I (lumber, flill haunted with care,

I ftart up in anguifh, and figh for the fair :

The fair fleeps in peace, may (he ever do fo !

And only when dreaming imagine my woe.

Then gaze at a diftance, nor farther afpire,

Nor think (he fliou'd love, whom (he cannot admire ;

Hufh all thy complaining, and dying her Have,

Commend her to heav'n, and thyfelf to the grave.

DUMBARTON'S Drums.

DUMBARTON'S drums beat bonny—O,
When they mind me ofmy dear Jonny—O,
How happy am I

When my foldier is by,

While he kiffes and bleifcs his Annie---0 ?

'Tis a foldier alone can delight me—O,

For .liis graceful looks do invite me—O :

While guarded in his arms,

Til fear no wars alarms,

Neither danger no death fliall e'er fright me—O.

My love is a hand fbme laddie—O,
Genteel, but ne'er foppifti nor gaudy—O :

Tho' commiflions are dear,

Yet I'll buy him one this year,

For he fliall 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 the king'

btfoef eare is but flavery—O. .

Then
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Then I'll be the captain's lady--Q,

Farewell all my friends and my daddy— J

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-vO,

They are fprighty, like my dear Jonny—O :

How happy (hall I be,

When on my fbldier's knee,

And he kiflfes and bleflcs his Annie- ?

I'LL NEVER LEAVE THEE.

Jon NY.

TH O y
for feven years and mair, honour fnou'd

reave me,

To fields where cannons rair, thou needna grieve thee;'

For deep in my fpirits thy fweets are indented ;

And love fhall preferve ay what love has imprinted.

Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee,

Gang the warld as it will, deareft, believe me.

Nelly.

O Jonny, I'm jealous whene'er ye difcover

My fentiments yielding, ye'll turn a loofe rover;

And nought i' the warld wad vex my heart fairer,

If you prove unconilant, and fancy ane fairer.

Grieve me, grieve me, .oh it wad grieve me 1

A' the long night and day, if you deceive me.

J ON" NY.

My Nelly, let never fie fancies opprefs ye.

For, while my blood's warm, I'll kindly carefs ye z-

I D 2 Your
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Your blooming faft beauties firfl beeted love's fire^

Your virtue and wit make it ay flame the higher.

Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee,

Gang the warld as it will, deareft, believe me.

Nelly.
Then, Jonny, I frankly this minute allow ye,

To think me your miftrefs, for love gars me trow ye:

And gin you prove faufe, to ye'r fell be it laid then,

Ye'll win bat fma' honour to wrang a kind maiden.

Reave me, reave me, heavens ! it wad reave me
Of my reft, night and day, if ye deceive me.

Jonny.

Bid icefhogles hammer red gadds on the ftuddy>

And fair fimmer mornings nae mair appear ruddy,

Bid Brittons 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 ftams (hall gang witherfhins e'er I deceive thee.

MX DEARY IF YOU DIE.

LOVE never more Ihall give me pain,

My fancy's fix'd on thee

;

Xor ever maid my heart fliall gain,

My Peggy, if thou die.

Thy beauties did fuch pleafure give*

Thy love's lb true to me ;

Without thee I mall never live,

My deary, if thou die.

If fate mail tear thee from my breaft,

How (hall I lonely ftray ?

In dreary dreams, the night I'll wafte,

In fighs the fijent day. I ne'er
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I ne'er can fo much virtue find,

Nor fuch perfection fee ;

Then I'll renounce f&b woman-kind*

My Peggy, ..after thee.

!No> new blown beauty fires my heart

With Cupid's raving rage;

But thine, which can fuch fweets impair,.,

Muft ail the world engage.

'Twas this, that, like the Morning fan,,

Gave joy and life to me

;

And when its deftin'd day is done,

With Peggy let me die.

Ye pow'rs that fmile on virt'ous love,

And in fuch pleafure fhare

;

Ye who its faithful flames approve,

With pity view the fair.

Reftore my Peggy's wonted charms,

Thofe charms fo dear to me ;

Oh ! never rob them from thofe arms r

I'm loft, if Peggy die.

MY JO J JNET,-

SWEET Sir, for your courtefie,

When ye come by the Bafs then*

For the love ye bear to me,

Buy me a keeking glafs then.

Keek into the draw wall,

Janet Jo, Janet To,

Arjd there ye'll fee your bonny fell,

My Jo Janet.

J> 3 Xeek.
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Keeking In the draw-well clear,

What if I fhou'd fa' in,

Syne a' my kin will fay and fweafj

I drown'd my fell for fin.

Had the better be the brae,

Had the better be the brae.

Good fir, for your courtefie,

Coming through Aberdeen then,

For the love ye bear to me,

Buy me a pair of moon then.

Clout the auld, the new are dear,

Ae pair may gen ye hafFa year.

But what if dancing on the green,

And skipping like a mavvking;

If they fhou'd fee my clouted moon*
Of me they wou'd be tauking.

Dance ay laigh, and late at e'en,

Syne a' their fauts will not be feerj. <

Kind fir, for your courtefie,

When ye gae to the crofs then,

For the love ye bear to me,

Buy me a paceing horfe then.

Pace upo' your fpinning-wheel,

Pace upo' your fpinning-wheel.

My fpinning-wheel is auld and ftif£

The rock o't winna fland, Sh>

To keep the temper-pin in tiff,

Employs aft my hand, Sir.

Make the beft o't that ye can,

But like it never waie a man.

O'ER
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O'ER BOGIE.

I
Will awa' wi' my love,

I will awa' wi' her,

Tho* a' my kin had fworn and faid,

I'll o'er Bogie wi' her.

If I can get but her confent,

I dinna care a ftrae ;

TW ilka ane be difcontent,

Awa' wi' her I'll gae.

I will awa', &c.

For now (he's miftrifs ofmy heart,

And wordy of my hand,

And well I wat we ihanna part

For filler or for land.

Let rakes delyte to fwear and drkik,

And beaux admire fine lace,

But my chief pleafure is to blink

On Betty's bonny face.

There a' the beauties do combine,

Of colour, treats and air,

The fa-ul that fparkles in her een

Makes her a jewel rare :

Her flowing wit gives mining life

To a' her other charms ;

How bleft I'll be, when (he's my wife,

And lock't up in my arms !

A kifs of Betty, and a fmiie,

Albeit ye wad lay down
The right you-haeto Britain's iflc,

And offer rae your crewn \

Then blythly will I rant and fing,

While o'er her fweets I range,

I'll -cry, your humble fervant, King,

Shamefa' them that wa'd change. THE
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r HE MILL, MILL-.O.

ENEATH a green made I fand a fair maid,

Was fleeping found and ftill—-O ;

A' lowan wi' love, my fancy did rove

Around her with good will—O :

Her bofom I preft, but, funk in her reft,

9he ftir'dna my joy to fpill—O :

While kindly me flept, clofe to her I crept,

And kite'd, and kifs'd her myfill-O.

Oblig'd, by command, in Flanders to land,

T' employ my courage and skill—O,
Frae her quietly I flaw,, hoilt fails and awa\

For the wind blew fair on the bill—0/
Twa years brought me hame, where loud fraifing fame

Tald me, with voice right fhrill—-O,

My lafs, like a fool, had mounted the flool,

Nor kend wha" had done her the ill—Ot

Mair fond of har charms, with my fon in her arrhs^

I feilying, fpeer'd how (he fell— O.

With the tear in her eye, quoth (he, let me die,

Sweet Sir, gin I can tell—O.

Love gave the command, I took her by the hand,

And bad her all fears expel—O,
And nae mair look wan, for I was the man-

Who had done her the deed myfell—O.

My bonny fweet lafs, on the gowany grafs,

Beneath the fhilling-hilU-O,

If I did offence, I'fe make ye amends

Before I leave Peggy's mill—O.

O the mill, mill—O, and the kill, kill—O,
And the cogging of the wheel—O ;

The fack and the Ceve, a' that ye maun leave,

And round with » folger reel—©a
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By Mr. WILLIAM HAMILTON.
Tune, Gallowjhieh.

H ! the fheperd's mournful fate,

When doom'd to love, and doom'd to languilh,

To bear the fcornful fair one's hate,

Nor dare difclofe his anguifn.

Yet eager looks, and dying fighs,

My fecret foul difcover,

While rapture trembling thro' mine eyes,

Reveals haw much I love her.

The tender glance, the redning cheek,

O'erfpread with riling bluflies,

A thoufand various ways they fpeak

A thoufand various wifhes. -

For oh ! that form fo heavenly fair,

Thofe languid eyes fo fweetly fmiling»

That artlefs blufh, and modeft 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 paft,

Be this laft blefling given,

Low at thy feet to breath my laft.

And die in fight of heaven.

BO NNY BESST.
Tune, Beffie's Haggifi.

BESSY's beauties mine fae bright,

Were h&r many virtues fewer,

§he wad ever give delight,

And in traniport make me view her. Bonny
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Bonny BelTy, thee alane

Love I, naething elfe about thee j

"With thy comelinefs I'm tane,

And Janger cannot live without thee,

BefFy's bofom's faft and warm,

Milk white fingers itili employ 'd-,

He who takes her to his arm,

Of her fvveets can ne'er be cloy'd.

My dear Befly., when the rofes

Leave thy cheek, as thou grows aulder

Virtue, which thy mind difclofes,

Will keep love frae growing caulder.

Befly 's tocher is but (canty,,

Yet her face and foul difcovers

Thefe enchanting fwects in plenty

Muft entice a thoufand lovers.

'Tis not money, -but a woman,
Of a temper, kind and eafy,

That gives happinels uncommon,
Petted things can nought but teeze ye.

ADVICE to the LA DIE'S,

Sung by Mifs Stevciifin, at VauxhalL

FOrgive, ye fair, nor take it wrong,

If aught too much I do ;

Permit me, while I ling my fong,

To give a leflbn too.

Let modefty, that heav'n-born maid,

Your words and actions grace ;

'Tis this, and only this, can add

New iuftre to your face.

'Tis this, which paints the virgin cheeks,

Beyond the power of art, Anj
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And evry real blufh befpeaks

The goodnefs of the heart.

This index of the virtuous mind
Your lovers will adore;

*Tis this, will leave a charm behind,

When bloom can charm no more.

Jfiipir d by this, to idle men
With nice referve behave ;

And learn, by diftance, to maintain,

The power your beauty gave.

For this, when beauty muft decay,

Your empire will protect;

The wanton pleaies for a day,

But ne'er creates refpect.

With this, their filly jells reprove,

When coxcombs dare intrude,

Nor think the man is worth your love,

Who ventures to be rude.

Your charms, when cheap, will ever pall,

They fully with a touch,

And tho' you mean to grant not all,

You often grant too much.

But, patient, let each virtuous fair

Expect the genVous youth

Whom heav'n has doom'd her heart to mare,

And blefs'd with love and truth

:

For him alone, referve her hand,

And wait the happy day,

When he with juftice can command,
And fhc with joy obey.

In frnife of P L L Y.

^OLLY's charms are fo extendve,

That the ch earful, grave and penfivc,

Equally
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Equally their pow'r obey,

In a bed, or o'er a bottle,

Full of wit, and am'rous prattle,

Pretty Polly's always gay,

Pretty Polly's always gay.

The RETIREMENT.

FREE from the tumults and the noife,

Which haunt the bufy town,

Serene delights, and quiet joys,

Our fweet retirement crown.

Whilft other maids are rack'd with care,

Or clog'd with chains of love ;

Our thoughts are free, and clear as air,

That fans the neighb'ring grove.

We laugh at all the little arts

Of Venus and her boy,

Nor can that idle god of hearts

Our loft repofe deftroy,

Secure within our cage we lye,

4nd pafs the hours away,

While birds and maids, that loofely fly,

To men become a prey.

THE PRISONERS SONG.

A Starving life all day we lead,

Here no comfort's to be found,

At night, we make one common bed,

Upon the boarded ground.

Where
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Where fleas in troops, and bugs in fhoals,

Into our bofoms creep,

£nd death-watch fpiciers round the walls

Dilturb us in our fleep.

Were 'rates al'ive, and bound

., ifh us to lead his life,

'Twould move his patience far beyond

His crabbed fcolding wife.

Hard lodging, and much harder fare,

Would try the wifeft fage -;

Nay, e'en would make a parfon fwear,

And curie this finful age.

Thus, we infoivent debtors live j

Yet we may boldly fay,

Worfe villains often credit give,

Than thofe that never pay.

For wealthy knaves can with applaufe

Cheat on, and ne'er be try'd

:

But, in contempt of human laws,

In coaches fafely ride.

LOTHARIO.
VAinly now ye ftrive to charm me,

All ye ftveets of blooming May
;

How mould empty funftrine warm-me,
While Lotharia keeps away ?

How fhould empty funfhine warm me,
While Lotharia keeps away.

Go ye warbling birds, go leave me ;

Shade, ye clouds, the fmiiing sky;

Sweeter notes her voice can give me,
Softer fundiine fills her eye.

Sweeter notes, &c»

Vol. II. E BEAUTY
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BEAUTY and MV SICK.

YE fwains whom radiant beauty move3,
Or mufic's art, with founds divine,

Think how the rapt'rous charm improves.

When two fuch gifts celeftial join.

Where Cupid's bow, and Phebus' lyre,

In the fame pow'rful hand are found ;

"Where lov'ly eyes inflame defire,

While trembling notes are taught to wound*

Enquire not who's the matchlefs fair,

That can this double death beftow
;

ifyoung Harmonia's {trains you hear,
1 Or view her eyes, too well you'll know.

The M ILK MA ID' S SO NG.

WHEN my love the other day

Prais'd my charms, and, full of play,

In his words fuch mufick hung,

Paflions, grew the while he fung
;

Then he preft me,

How he bleft me,
Telling me a thoufand lies,

Of my lips, my breaft, and eyes,

Prompted by the fire of youth,

Thinking all he faid was truth
;

I poor eafy yielding maid,

3Sy the traitor was betray'd ;

He carefs'd me.

And poffeft me,

Blafting all my growing charms :'
• -

Maids beware, and dread fuch harms.

Tune,
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Tune, By Jove Til he free.

COme all ye young ladies, whofe bus'nefs and care

Is contriving new dreffes, and curling your

hair;

"Who flirt and coquet with each coxcomb who comes
To toy at your toilets, and ftrut in your rooms

;

While you're placing a patch, or adjulting pong pong,

Ye may liften and learn by the truth of my fong.

By the truth of my fong, &c.

To begin with a queftion, pray, what is't you mean
To intrude on the public by always being feen ?

The pleafanteft objects can give no delight,

"When they're prefs'd and repeated too oft on the

fight.

Till ye fly, ye can never expect a purfuit

;

In plentiful fummers few languifh for fruit.

Few languiih, &c.

Let recent examples of toafts that's decay'd, ,

Awake your attention, and humble your pride

;

See Delia and Cynthia now regarded no more
Than the beauties that liv'd in the ages before ;

They are now talk'd of, as what has once been,

The reafon is plain, for they always are feen.

For they, &c.

Pray, apply the concJufion, and believe 'tis well

meant,

Altho' it be borrow'd, there's not the lefs in't;

The triumph of wifdom is a timely retreat,

A fcience as hard to the fair, as the great
;

In fearch of true pleafures, how vainly ye roam,
If you'd find it for life, ye mufl feek it at home.

Ye muft feek it at home.
If you'd, &c.

E2 The
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The uritijh Apollo ; or, Britom flrlke hrxe,

TO arms, your enfigns ftraight difplay,

Now fet the battle in array ;

The oracle for war declares,

Succefs depends upon your hearts and fpears ; .->

Britons ftrike home, revenge your country's wrongs,

Fight and record yourfelves in Druids fongs.

Inrag'd, your banners now difplay,

Come let us dy or win the day ;

The honour of the: field we have,

With loud huzzas, come on, you bold and brave

;

Britons, maintain your rights with conquering blows,

Down with the pride of your infulting foes.

Let's roufe the Britim lion bold,

See how his heroick eyes are ro'l'd,

The filver trumpet founds, a charge front and rear,

Break through their ranks, and make them fly for

fear;

Let them be drove before your CrOnqu'ring arms,

And caufe them dread Great Britain's loud alarms.

Q

The WAND ERE R, by Mr.Rae.

Tune, The Maid thafs made for love and ?/ie»

Gentle Shepherds, faw ye pafs,

As -tripping o'er the fiow'ry grafs,

A beauteous maid as fair as fhow,
As nimble as the winds that blow. T

Whofe looks are fweet, and gay her mem,
All graceful as the Cyprian cjueen,

Black as the floes her fparklmg eyes, -

'Wiies-i little Cupid basking -lyes.

Wfeofe
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"Wliofe fprightly wit's beyond compare

Her graceful turns of thought declare
;

Whofe face and breaft (till more combine,

To tell mankind that fhe's divine.

The t'other morn the rogue furpris'd

My heart, of danger unadvis'd

;

Mow, confcious of my fate, me roves

In queft of other fportive loves.

In vain, ye fwains, ftialll purfue

The fair, if uninform'd by you ;

Then ye, whofe breafts companion move^
O tell me where to find my love.

And ye, bright Nymphs, too, lend your aid

To punim an inconftant maid
;

Ah ! feize the little wand'ring toy,

The fource of envy, fource of joy.

Tune, G'dderoy.

LONG, long I fcorn'd love's mighty fway,
And fmil'd at Cupid's pow'r

;

Unmov'd, infenfible and gay,

IndiiPrent and fecure.

The God, to punifli my difdain,

Prepar d th' acuteft dart

;

Pointed with rage, and wing'd with pain,

It reacht my deftin'd heart.

From Peggy's bright refiltlefs eyes

I caught the fubtle fire
;

My paflion gather'd new fupplies,

And rofe to pure defire.

But (lie, alas ! (like me before)

Is deaf, while I complain ;

And ev'ry favour 1 implore,

Meets nought but cold difdain. B»
E 3 WAN-
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WANTON Cupid, ceafe to hover
Thug around the fmiling fair,

You exclude a faithful lover

With your too officious care :

"tVhifp'ring breezes, hafte i begone !

To fome remoter lilent grove,

And leave Alexis here alone

To tell a thoufand tales of love.

How I'm charm'd with ev'ry feature

That adorns her lovely face ;

How (lie's ev'ry thing that nature

Can e'er give with ev'ry grace.

If (lie iiiten to my ilory,

And for me have equal iove
?

I'll not envy human glory,

But be bleft as thoie above.
*

—

;

COLIN- S RE CLUE ST.

HjELP me each harmonious grove,

Gently whlfper ail ye trees
j

Tune each warbling throat to \ov<?>

And cool each mead with fofteft -breezes

Bre'athe fweet odours every flower,

All your various paintings mow
;

pleating verdure grace each bow'r,

Around let every bleiTmg flow.

Glide ve limpid brooks along,

Phoebus, glance thy mild eft ray
;

Murm'ring floods, repeat my fong
?

And tell what Colin daje not fay ;

Celia comes, whofe charming air

Fires with love the rural fwains
;

T^ij, ah tell the blooming fair,

1'iiat Colin dies^ if Hie dh<iams, • Tme?
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Tune, / wjjk my Love.zuert in u Mire.

DEJECTED,- as true converts die,

But yet v/ith fervent thoughts inflam'd,

So, faireft, at your feet I ly,

Of all my fex's faults afham'd.

Too long, alas i I have abus'd

Love's innocent and facred flame ;

And that divined pow'r have us'd

To laugh at as an idle name.

But fince fo freely I confefs

A crime which may your .fcorn produce.

Allow me now to make it lefs

By any juft or fair excufe.

I then did vulgar joys purfue,

Variety was all my blifs ;

And, ignorant of love and you,

How cou'd I chufe but do amifs I

If ever now my wand'ring eyes

Seek out amufements as before
;

If e'er I look but to defpiie

Such charms, and value yours the more ;

May fad remorfe, and guilty fliame,.

Revenge your wrongs on faithlefs me j

And, what I tremble ev'n to name,

May I 3ofs all in lofing thee.

CU P I

D

1 S REFUGE.
Sung by Mr. Lowe at Vaux-halL

JOVE, when he faw my Fanny's face,

With wond'rous pafTion mov'd j

forgot the care of human race,

jied found at once he lov'd. , Tnsjji
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Then to the god of foft defire,

His fuit he thus addreft ;

I Fanny love, with mutual fire

touch her tender breait.

Your fuit is hopelefs, Cupid cries,

1 lov'd the maid before :

What ! rival me, the pow'r replies,

Whom gods and men adore.

He grafp'd the bolt, he fhook the fprings

Of his imperial throne,

While Cupid flap'd his rofy wings,

And in a breath was gone.

O'er earth and feas the god he flew,

But Hill no flielter found ;

For, as he fled, the dangers grew,

And light'ning fiauYd around ;

At laft his trembling fear impells

His flight to Fanny's eyes
;

Where happy, fafe, and pleas'd he dwells,

Nor minds his native skies.

_^
The NONPAREIL,

THO1 Chloe's out of fafhion,

Can blufti and be fincere ;

I'll toaftherina bumper,

Tho' all the Belles were here.

What tho' no diamonds fparkle
~ About her neck or waift ;

With every mining virtue

The lovely maid is grac'd.

With every, &c.

In modeft plain apparel,

Jfo patches, paint or airs.j
Tit
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In debt alone to nature,

An angel me appears !

From gay coquets, high finimt,

My Chloe takes no rules ;

Nor envys them their conqueft,

The hearts of all the fools.

Who wins her mud have merit,

Such merit as her own ;

The graces all potfefTing,

Yet knows not {he has one.

Then grant me, gracious heav'n,

The gifts you moft approve j

And Chloe, charming Chloe,

Will blefs me with her love.

Tune, The Banks, of Forth.

IN yonder fliade, where late was fhown
The cowflip exquifitely blown ;

Behold it now, O Peggy, view

Its withering leaves, its fading hue ;

Quick unrelenting time difarms

All beauties of their native charms ;

His cropping hand is ever near, -

Swift in deftruclion, as career.

Or view the tulip's rich array,

As fummer fair, as nature gay

;

In rapture ftand, its flispe admire,

Splendidly drefl in rich attire
;

With tranfport view each charm it gives,

But, Peggy, mark what drops-—the leaves ;

Thofe beauties fo compleat before,

¥'£££%> behold they pleafe no more.

The
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Trae pure carnation, fairly fpread,

With tow'ring (tern and lofty head ;

Expanded wide, view it appear,

A tie lalt bright beauty of the year

:

Gaze on its charms, while in their prime,

Divert the fwift beguiling time ;

See what the fragrant bloom difplays,

For fwiftly, Peggy, it decays.

Thus learn, my fair, that time devours

Alternately the fweetefl flow'rs ;

Nor thefe, alone, can quell his rage,

Bright beauty mud fubmit to age:

His fad approaches feeming flow,

Contribute to increafe the woe ;

When pungent forrow comes too late,

And beauty mourns to meet its fate. B.

The DRUKEN WIFE VGALLOWA.

DOWN In yon meadow a couple did tarie,

The goodwife fhe drank naithing but fack

canary

;

The goodmanhe compiain'd to her friends right airly,

O ! gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly.

Firit fhe drank Crommy, and fyne (he drank Garie,

And fyne me drank my bonny grey marie,

That carried me thro' a' the dubs and the lairie.

O ! gin, &c.

She drank her hofe, fhe drank her moon,
And fyne fhe drank her bonny new gown ;

She drank her fark that cover'd her rarely,

Wad fhe drink her ain things, I wad na care,

Eat fhe drinks my claiths I canna' weil.fpare,

When
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When l!m wi' my goffips, it angers me fairly,

O ! gin, &c.

My Sunday's coat me has laid it a wad,

The beft blue bonnet e'er was o' my head;

At kirk and at market I'm cover'd but barely.

OJ gin, &c.

My bonny white mittens I wore on my hands,

Wi'her neighbour's wife me has laid them in pawns J

My bane-headed ftaff that I loo'd fo dearly.

O ! gin, &c.

I never v/as for wrangling nor Itrife,

Nor did I deny her the comforts of life,

For when there's a war, I'm ay for a parley.

O ! gin, &c,
' When there's ony money, me maun keep the purfe £

If 1 feek but a bavvbie, lhe'll fcold and fhe'll curfe j

She lives like a queen, I fcrimped and fparely.

O ! gin, &c.

A pint wi' her cummers I Wad her allow,

But when me fits down, (he gets herfel fa',

And when me is fu' me is unco camftairie.

O ! gin, &c.

When (he comes to the ftreet, me roars and fhe rants.

Has no fear of her neighbours, nor minds the houfe
wants

;

But rants up fome foolfang, like,Up ye'r heart Charlie.

O! gin, &c. .

When (he comes hame, fhe lays on the lads,

The laires fhe ca's baith b—— s and j—

s

And ca's myfel' ay ane auld cuckold carlie,

O ! gin, &c...

THE TIP P L ING GOSSIPS.
TWO goffips were merrily met,

At nine of the clock before noon ;

^rfd they were refolv'd for a whet,
' To keep their fweet voices in tune. Away
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Away to the tavern they went

;

Quoth Nell, I do vow and proteft,

That I have a crown yet unfpent,

Come, let's have a cup of the beft.

And I have another perhaps,

Another piece of the fame fort

;

Why need we fit thrumming of caps ;

Come, drawer, and draw us a quart,

And let it be liquor of life
;

Canary, that generous wine ;

For I am a buxfom young wife,

And love to go gallant and line.

The drawer, as blyth as a bird,

Came skipping with cap in his hand,

Dear ladies, I'll give you my word,

The beft mall be at your command :

A quart of canary he drew,

Joan fill'd up her glafs and began ;

Come, goflip, a bumper to you ;

I'll pledge thee, girl, were it a tun.

But, neighbours, pray did ye not hear

The common report of the town ;

A man of five hundred a year,

Is married to Doll of the crown

;

A draggle-tail'd flut, o
1 my word,

Her cloaths they hang ragged and foul ;

And wou'd he not fain have a bird,

That wou'd give a groat for an owl.

And (he had a fifter Iaft year,

Her name it was gallowping Peg,

Could pick up a ftraw with her ear,

And (he was as tight as my leg.

A brewer he got her with child ;

But e'en let them brew as they bake ;

I know flie was wanton and wild,

But I will ne'er meddle nor make, Jfo,/



( * >

Kor T, gotfip Joan, o' my word,

Altho' I have often been told,

She ftole five yards of broad cloth,

A ring and a locket of gold

;

A fhirt and a new pair of (hoes ;

i And a flourifhing madam was (he.

?Twas Marjory told me the news,

But it ne'er mall go further for me,

THE DISAPPOINTMENT.
Tune, She rofi and let me in.

RANGING the plain one fummer's night,

To pafs a vacant hour,

I fortunately chanc'd to light

On lovely Phillis' bow'r ;

The nymph, adorn'd with thoufand charms,

In expectation fat,

To meet thofe joys in Strephon's arms
Which tongue cannot relate.

Upon her hand fhe lean'd her head,

Her bread did gently rife ;

That ev'ry lover might have read

Her willies in her eyes.

At ev'ry breath that mov*d the trees,

She fuddenly would (tart

;

A cold on all her body feiz'd,

A trembling on her heart. x

But he that knew how well me IovM,

Beyond his hour had ftaid,

And both with fear and anger mov'd
The melancholy maid.

Vol. II. F Yc
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Ye gods ! foe faid, how oft he fvvore

He woii'd be here by one ;

But now, alas ! 'tis fix and more,

And yet he is not come,

THE SOLDIER'S WISH.
Tune, To you fair Ladies.

IN country quarters ftill confin'd,

From Berwick I do write :

Why can't my body, like my mind,

To Silia take its flight ?

Oh, Silvia ! if a wilh could do,

My foul ibould quarter foon with you.';

Fa, la, la, la.

Whiift I ftay here, my love-fick heart,

With you is left behind
;

Alas ! why ihould our bodies part,

Since both our fouls are join'd !

My body to my prince is due,

My foul its orders takes from you.

My blooming hopes of feeing you,

Are wither'd in their prime ;

Confin'd to flay for a review ;

Oh ! why was this the time ?

Tor what's a dull review to me,

If Silvia is not there to fee.?

When heavy heat of dull tattoo

Commands the (bldier home,

The hopes I have to dream ofyou,

Gives mufick to the drum :

Kext morning, with the reveille,

I only wake to think o& thee,

WIN-



( ^ >

WINCHESTER WEDDING.
By Sir JOHN SUCKLING.

AT Winchefter there was a wedding,

The like of it never was feen,

'Twixt lufty Ralph of Reading,

i And bonny black Befs of the green v

The fidlers were crowding before,

Each lafs was as fine as a queen ;

There was a hundred and more,

For all the whole country came in ;

Brisk Robin led Rofe fo fair,

She look'd like a Iilly o' the vale,

And ruddy fac'd Hary led Miry,

And Roger led bouncing Nell.

With Tommy came milling Katy,

He help'd her over the ftyle,

And fwore there was none fo pretty,

In forty and forty long mile y
Kit gave a green gown to Betty,

And lent her his hand to rife ;

But Jenny was jeerM by Watty,

For looking blue under the eyes ;

Thus merrily chatting all,

They pafs to the bride-houle along,

With Jonny and pretty fac'd Nancy,

The faireft of all the throng.

The bridegroom came out to meet 'em,

Afraid the dinner was fpoii'd,

And ufher'd 'em in to treat 'em

With bak'd, and roafted, and boil'd.

The lads were fo frolick and jolly,

For each had his love by his nxie ;

But Willy wras melancholy,

For he had a-mind to the bride ;

F 2 Thea
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Then Philip begins her health,

And turns a beer-glafs on his thumbs

But Jenkin was reckon'd for drinking

The beft in Chriftendom.

And now they had din'd, advancing.

Into the midft of the hall,

The fiddlers ftruck up for dancing,

And Jeremy led up the ball

;

But Margaret kept a quarrel,

A lafs that was proud of her pelf,

'Caufe Arthur had ftoln her garter,

And fwore he would tie it himfelf :_

She ftruggl'd, and blufh'd, and frown'd,

And ready with anger to cry,

'Gaufe Arthur, in tying her garter,

Had flipped his hand too high.

And now, for throwing the (locking,

The bride away was led ;

The bridegroom got drunk, and was knocking

For candles to light 'em to bed :

But Robin finding him filly,

Mod: friendly took him afide,

The while that his wife with Willy

Was playing at hooper's-hide
;

And now the warm game begins,

The critical minute was come,

And chatting, and billing, and killing;,

Went merrily round the room.

Pert Strephon was kind to Betty,

And blithe as a bird in the fpring

;

And Tommy was fo to Katie,

And wedded her with a rufh-ring

:

Sukie, that dane'd with the cufiiion,

An hour from the room had been gone -

And
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And Barnaby knew, by her blufiiing,

That fome other dance had been done 3

And thus of fifty fair maids,

That came to the wedding with men,

Scarce five of the fifty were left ye,

That fo did return again.

THE WHEEL OF FORTUNE,
*"¥~*HE wheel of life h turning quickly round,

X. And nothing in this world of certainty is fbuncf;

The midwife wheels us in, and death wheels us out :

Good lack ! good lack ! how things are wheel'd about I

Some few aloft on fortune's wheel do go,

And as they mount up high, the others tumble low ;

In this we all agree, that fate at firft did will,

That this great wheel mould never once ftand ftill.

The courtier turns to gain his private endsy

'Till he's fo giddy grown, he quite forgets his friends
j

Profperity oftimes deceives the proud and vain,

And wheels fo faft, it turns them out again.

Some turn to this, to that, and ev'ry way, (day 2

And cheat, and fcrape for what can't purchafe one poor

But this is far beneath the generous hearted man,

Who lives, and makes the molt of life he can.

And thus we're wheel'd about in life's (hart farce,

'Till we at hft are wheel'd off in a rumbling hearfe,

The midwife wheels us in, and death wheels us out;

Good lack ! good lack ! how things are wheel'd about,

THE OLD MAN'S WISH.

IF I live to grow old, as I find I go down,

Let this bs my fate, in a country towQ,

T% May

-.
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May I have a Warm boufe, with a (tone at ray gate?

And a cleanly young girl to rub my bald pate.

May I govern my paffion with an abfolute fway,

And grow wifer and better as my ftrength wears away,

Without gout or ftone, by a gentle decay.

In a country town, by a murmuring brook,

"With the Sea at a diftance, on which I. may look ;

"With a fpacious plain, without hedge or ftyle,

And an eafy pad-nag to ride out a mile.

May I govern, &c.

With Horace and Plutarch, and one or two more,

Of the beft wits that liv'd in the ages before;

With a difn of roaft mutton, not venTon nor teal,

And clean tho' coarfe lircnen at ev'ry meal.

With a pudding on funday, and flout humming liquor?

And a remnant of Latin to puzzle the vicar ;.

With a hidden refervc of Burgundy wine,

To drink the king's health as oft as we dine.

With a courage undaunted may I face my lafl day j

And when I am dead, may the better fort fayr

In the morning when fober, in the ev'ning when mel-

low,

He is gone, and han't left behind him his fellow.

For he govem'd his paffion with an abfolute fway,

And grew wifer and better as his fi'rength wore away,

Without geut or (lone, by a gentle decay.

FOIl many unfuccefsful years

At Cynthia's feet I lay,

Bathing them often with my tears j

1 figh'd, but durfl not pray ;

No



( <*7 )

No proftate wretch, before the fhrinc

Of feme lov'd faint above,

E'er thought his goddefs more divine,

Or paid more awful' love*

Still the difdainful nymph look'd down„

With coy infulting pride,

Receiv'd my paflion. with a frown,

Or turn'd her head afide :

Then Cupid whifper'd in my car,

Ufe more prevailing charms ;

You modefl: whinning fool, draw near,.

And clafp her in your arms,

With eager klfles tempt the maid,,

From Cynthia's feet depart,

The lips he briskly muft invade

Who wou'd poflefs the heart :

With that, 1 fhook off all the Have,

My better fortunes t-ry'd,

When Cynthia- in a moment gave

What fhe for years deny'd.

THoughtlefs of all but love and you,

From place to place I range ;

But frill no happinefs I knew,

Nor pleafure by the change.

The murm'ring ftream, the fruitful lieldj.

The plain, the frrady grove,

Alike to me, no pleafure yield;

When abfent from my love.

Yet if my Delia but appears,

How chang'd is all the fcene>.

Nature a gayer livery wearSj

And I forget my paia-. The
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The murmuring ftream, the fruitful field.

The plain, the fhady grove,

Alike to me, all pleafure yield,

When bleft with her I love.

THE LOVE RS MEETING.
Tune, The night her filent fabk wore,

CAN any tranfports equal thofe

Which two fond lovers feel,

Who meet, that thought to meet no more,

And their pair, woes reveal ?

Their joys too great to be expreft,

So crowd the fault'ring tongue •,

Fain would they breathe their foul in words.

But paflion ftrikes them dumb.

Yet do their eyes, at the ble ft fight,

Enraptur'd glances dart j

3y thefe, and figbs, their wifhes paint,

Which flutter round the heart.

Like ftatues fix'd, amaz'd they Hand,

Survey their mutual charms

;

Then, when the extafy gives leave,

Fly to each others arms.

Tune, A Cobler there inasy Sec.

WHEN Strephen to Chloe made love, his pretence

'Twasallbut a mam,his chiefaim was her pence

:

For twelve thoufand pounds the fly gipfy did pafs ;

And he top'd as much with an impudent face.

Derry down, down, 8cc. And
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And thus, for a while, they lay both on the carcnv

Till at length they confulted, and (truck up the match

But foon, to their lofs, for all their deep wit;

He found himfelf trap'd, and (he found (he was bit.

Such wedlock's a banter, the wife make no doubt,

And thofe that get in would be glad to get out i

'Twas ever confeft, flnce the world firfl: began,.

Your fortunes are bites, fo bite as bite can.

Soldier and citizen, lawyer and (quire

;

Both fexes, for money, each other admire ;

All fpread out their fnares in hopes to trapan ;

The world's all a cheat, and fo cheat as cheat can*

ALLAN-WATER.

SAY, mule, what numbers will relate,

What verfe be found to praife my Annie?

On her ten thoufand graces wait

;

Each fwain admires, and own's (he's bonny.

Since firft (he trod the happy plain,

She fet each youthful heart on fire;

Each nymph does to her fwain complain,

That Annie kindles new defire.

This lovely darling, deareft care,

This new delight, this charming Annie,

Like furnmer's dawn, (he's frelh and fair,

When Flora's fragrant breezes fan ye.

All day the am'rous youths conveen

Joyous they fport and play before her ;

All night, when (lie no more is feen,

la bUfsful dreams they (till adore her.

Among
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Among the crowd Amyntor came,

He look'd, he lov'd, he bow'd to Annie ;

His rifing fighs exprcft his flame,

His words were few, his willies many.
With fmHes the lovely maid reply \J,

Kind (hepherd, why mould I deceive ye?
Alas ! your love muft be deny'd,

This deftin'd bread can ne'er relieve ye;

Young Damon came with Cupid's art,

His wiles, his (miles, his charms beguiling,

He ftole away my virgin heart

;

Ceafe, poor Amyntor, 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 Damon his own Annie.

By- Mr. GAT.

THE Sun was now withdrawn,

The (hepherds home were fpea\

The moon wide o'er the lawn,

Her filver mantle fpread,

When Damon (laid behind,

And faunter'd in the grove ;

Will ne'er a nymph be kind,

And give me Jove for love ?

Oh ! thofe were golden hours,

When love, devoid of cares,

In all Arcadia's bow'rs

Lodg'd nymphs and fwains by pairs
;

But now from wood and plain

Flies ev'ry fprightly lafs

;
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No joys for me remain,

In Ihades, or on the grafs.

The winged boy 'draws near,

And thus the fwain reproves y

While beauty revel'd here,

My game Jay in the groves:

At court I never fail

To fcatter round my arrows,

Men fall as thick as hail,

And maidens love like Jparrows.

Then, fwain, if me you need,

Strait lay your Iheep-hook down

Throw by your oaten reed,

And hafte away to town :

So well I'm known at court,

None ask where Cupid dwells,

But readily refort

To B—n's or L—IPs.

THE HONEST LOVER.

SINCE you will needs my heart pofTefs,

'Tis juft to you I firit confefs

The faults to which 'tis given :

It is to change much more inciin'd,

Than woman, or the fea, or wind,

Or aught that's under heaven.

Nor will I hide from you this truth,

It has been, from its very youth,

A moll: egregious ranger ;

And fince from me 't has often fled,

With whom it was both born and bred,

'Twill fcarce ftay with a ftranger.

The
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The black, the fair, the grey, the fad,

{Which often made me fear 'twas mad)

With one kind look cou'd win it 5

So nat'rally it loves to range,

That it has left fuccefs for change;

And, what's worfe, glories in it.

Oft, wberrl have been laid to reft,

*Twou1d make me acl like one poffcft,

For ftill 'twill keep a pother ;

And tho' you only I efteem,

Yet it will make me, in a dream.

Court and enjoy another.

And now, if you are not afraid,

After thefe truths that I have faid,

To take this arrant rover ;

Be not difpleas'd, if I proteft,

I think the heart within your breaft

Will prove jufl: fuch another.

T E A G U Ee

BY Chreefht and fliaint Patrick, going home late lafl

night,

About two in the morning, I was put in a fright ;

Comes a dog in a doublet, ftripp'd all to his fhirt,

And throws down poor Teague very clean in the dirt.

Then firing his pilhtol direct on my faifli,

Stand ftill, you damn'd dog, or your dead on the plaifli

;

De'el tauke him for me, for his favour and graifh,

For ne'er was dear joy in more forrowful caifli.

Confounded and fpeechlefs, bold as hero I cry'd,

Your rogueihip one day will at Tyburn be try'd :

If
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If Teague catch you again at fuch vile tricks as thefe,

He will fwear, joy, upon you his Majefty's peaih.

Thus threaten'd, he fhiviliy cry'd, my dear honey,

I'll not hurt thee at all, but prefent me thy money :

My money, dear joy, 'tis Teague' s foul-—he's undone^

Well, e'en take it all—-for by chretfht I have none.

THE PEDIGREE,

Tune, Our Polly is afadjlut,

A Beggar got a beadle,

A beadle got a yeoman
j

A yeoman got a prentice,

A prentice got a freeman ;

The freeman got a mailer,

The m after got a leafe
-,

The lcafe made him a gentleman,

And juftice of the peace.

The juftice being rich,

And gallant in defire,

He marry'd with a lady,

And fo he got a fquire :

The fquire got a knight

Of courage bold and ftout

;

The knight he got a lord,

And fo it came about.

The lord he got an earl
;

His country he forfook,

He travel I'd into Spain,

And there he got a duke ;

The duke he got a prince,

The prince a king of hope ;

Vol. II, G Th(.
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The king he got an emperor,

The emperor a pope.

Thus, as the ftory fays,

The pedigree did run :

The pope he got a friar,

The friar got a nun ;

The nun, by chance, did flumble,

And on her back (he funk,

The friar fell a-top of her,

And fo he got a monk.

The monk, he had a fbn,

With whom he did inhabit ;

But when the father died,

The fbn became lord abbot

:

Lord abbot had a maid,

And he catch'd her in the dark,

And fomething he did to her,

And Co begot a clerk.

The clerk he got a fexton,

The fexton got a digger;

The digger got a prebend,

The prebend got a vicar;

The vicar got an attorney,

The which he took in fnuffj

The attorney got a barrifter,

The barrifter a ruff.

The ruff did get good counfe!?

Good counfel got'a fee,

The fee did get good motion

That it might pleaded be:

The motion got a judgment,

And fo it came to pafs,

A beggar's brat, a fcolding kna.W,

A srafty kmcx was.

XORKSHIRg
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YORKSHIRE JOCKT.

I'S
tell you in London how I was zerv'd oflate,

A zorrowful ditty : I brought to this city ten oxen

great

;

InSmithfield I zold 'em, vor more than vourzcore pound,

And with the zame I merrily trug'dand crofs'd the round.

Whilft on my arm this mighty bag of muney lay,

I met with a creature of luve and good nature, both vair

and gay

;

Zhe readily catch t me by the hand, zo kind and vre?,

Odzuggers I wonder how zhe vancy'd me.

Vorzuch a lafs I vow, I never had zeen bevore,

Zhe call'd me her goulin, and gave me aduzen zaktes

and more;

Odfuggers I was never zo pleaz'd vor to hear her call

me kin,

Vor zure zhe did my luve and vavour win.

Zhe askt me to go with hur a little way,

It was to the tow'r, I had not the pow'r to zay her nay.

But call'd a coach, and there together we did ride,

Willi my great bag ofmuney by my zide.

Straight to a tavern then we went, to tipple wine,

My huney, my cruny, take care ofmy muney, my {li-

ver coin.

But all on a zudden, zuch men as I never bevore had zeen,

They told me I mud go for to zerve the king.

Ah how they lugg'd and pull'd bevore they parted us,

All burds of a veather agreeing together, I ioft my purze,

I call'd my goufin, but hull no goufm was to be vound-

Zo I loft my bag and vourzcore pound.

They had me by water into a wooden town,

To my beft difcern, it look'd like a barn turn'd up-fide

down:
C 2 A
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A thundering nbife and vire from her zides did blaize,

Zure I was never zo zcar'd before in all my days.

I was zo zcar'd I vow, I wrung my hands and cried.

My Jeanie, my Jeanie, my huney, my cruny, my buck-

fome bride j

My treafue is loir, and here in forrow I complain,

Vearing that I zhould never zee thee again.

They put me down into the 'old, which made me roar;

Atiaft I was'pitied, and vairly acquitted, and zent azhore

:

I being glad I had obtain'd my liberty,

Zo I vound my goufm had gouzen'd me.

Zo I'll return to Jeanie my wife in Taunton-dean.

To hear zuch a meeting, of zharping and cheating,

the Jike is not zeen :

Before that I come any more this road, a prank to play,

I'll go ten thoufand miles another way.

A VERT COLD LOVER.

D1MON ask'd me but once, and I gave him denial*

Intending to fnap him the very next trial
j

But, alas! he's determin'd to ask me no more,

And now makes his court to the fair Leonore.

But I'll have a good heart, fmce I'm full well alfur'i,

He ne'er would have taken a maid at her word,

If he had been worth keeping : for this I difcover,

He that takes the firft nay, is a very cold lover,

If deep were his wound, if fincere were his pain,

I know he'd have ask'd me again and again.

Then adieu, let him go ; for why fliouid I vex ?

Since if he'd been ferious, he'd ajlow'd for the fcx,
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A COUNTRY SEAT.
Tune, Bank of Floors.

I
AM wearied grown

Of the fmoaky town

;

And crowds and noife I hate,

And Balls and plays,

And coffee and teas.

And endlefs idle chat

:

Then a country life,

And the vital air,

Sun-fhine, and the lark's

Melodious voice;

With a Fa, la, la, la,

Would furely be my choice.

On a bank of fiow'rs,

I would build my houfe,

With windows finely fafh'd

;

Neat furniture I'd have,

Not fine, yet fit for ufe ;

The walls with woodbind grac'd,

Near a good green wood,

On a river fide :

There I would retire,

There I would abide,

With a fa la, &c,

And live to fame deny'd.

Centy TIB BY andfonfy NE L LY.

Tune, Tibby Fowler in the Glen.

TIBBY has a ftore o' charms,

Her genty fhape our fancy warms
j

Ifow ftrangely canker fma' white arms

G 3 Fetter
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Tetter the lad who looks bat at her 5

Frae 'er ankle to her flender wafte,

Thefe fweets conceal'd invite to dawt hers

Her rofy check, and riflng bread,

Gar ane's mouth gum bowt fu' o' water*

Nelly's gawfy, faft and gay,

Frefh as the lucken flowers in May j

Ilk ane that fees her, crys, ah hey,

She's bonny ! O I wonder at her.

The dimples of her chin and check,

And limbs fae plump, invite to dawt her $

Her lips fae fwcet, and skin fae fleek,

Gar mony mouths, befide mine, water *

Now ftrike my finger in a bore,

My wylbn with the maiden fhore,

Gin I can tell whilk I am for,

When thefe twa ftars appear the gather,

love i why dolt thou gie thy fires

Sae large, while we're obliged to neither 3

Our fpacious fauls immqnfe defircs,

And ay be in a hankerin fwithei:.

Tibby's fhape and airs are fine,

And Nelly's beauties are divine ;

Bur fmce they canna baith be mine-,'

Ye gods, give ear to my petition,

Provide a good lad for the lane,

But let it be with this provifion,.

1 get the other to my lane,

In profpeel pkm and fruition.

N" this grove my Strephon waikf,

Here he lov'd, and there he talkt>

&C£C he lov'd, &c,

In
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In this place his lofs I prove.

A fad remembrance of our love,

Oh ! fad remembrance of my love.

In this grove my Strephon ftray'd,

Here he fmil'd, and there betray' d ;

Here he fmil'd, &c.

Every whifpmng 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, &c.
Every dream and every tree,

Cries out, perfidious cruel h&;
And helplefs poor forfaken flie.

On this bank my Strephon lean'd,

A lovely foe, but faithlefs friend ;

A lovely foe, &c.
Ye erdant banks, each ftream and grove,

Once joyous fcenes, now difmal prove,

Since Strephon's falfe to me and love.

THE WHITE JOCK, lyJ.Dryden.

WHY fhou'd a foolifh marriage vow,
Which long ago was made,

Oblige us to each other now,
When paiTion is decay 'd ?

We lov'd and we lov'd

A s long as we cou'd,

Till love was lov'd out of us both

:

But our marriage is dead

When the pleafure is fied ;

"Twas pleafure firft made it an oath,
B

" If



( So )

If I have pkafures for a friend,

And further love in ftore,

What wrong has he whofe joys did end,

And who cou'd give no more j

'Tis amadnefs that he

Shou'd be jealous of me,

Or that I fhou'd bar him of another ;

For all we can gain,

Is to give ourfelves pain,

When neither can hinder the other.

CUPID, God of pleafing anguifh,

Teach th' enamour'd fwain to languifli,

Teach him fierce deiires to know,
Heroes wou'd be loft in fiory,

Did not love infpire their glory,

Love does all that's great below.

The auld Man's beji ARGUMENT
Tune, Widow, are you wakin.

OWha's that at my chamber door !

" Fair widow are you waking ?**

Auld carl, your fuit give o'er,

Your love lyes a
5

in tawking :

Gie me the lad that's young and tight,

Sweet like an April meadow
;

'Tis lie as he can blefs the fight,

And bofom ofa widow.

*< O widow, wilt thou let me in,

" I'm pawky, wife and thrifty,

* And come of a right gentle kin |

\ « I'm little mair than fifty."

Daft
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Daft carl, (lit your mouth,

What fignifies how pawky,

Or gentle born ye be, bot youth;

In love you're but a gawky,

" Then widow, let thefe guineas fpeak,

" That powerfully plead clinkin,

11 And if they fail, my mouth I'll fteek,

Ci 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 exprefs

AfFe&ion, than your tongue, Sir.

WHAT'S THAT TO YOU I

Tune, The glancing of her Apron.

MY Jeany and I have toiPd

The live lang fimraer day,

'Till we, amaift, were fpoiled**

At making of the hay :

Her curchy was of holland clear,

Ty'd on her bonny brow,
I whifper'd fomething in her ear ;

But what's that to you ?

Her ftockings were of k?rfy green,

As tight as ony filk :

O lie a leg was never feen,

Her skin was white as milk !

Her hair was black as ane cou'd wifh,

And fweet, fweet was her mou ;

Oh ! Jeany daintylie can kifs
;

But what's that to you ,
?

The rofe and lilly baith combine,

To make my Jeany fair,

There
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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 ihall fwear,

For ever to be true.

King Solomon had wives enew,
And mony a concubine ;

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 ?

JENNY NETTLES.
SAW ye Jenny Nettles,

Jenny Nettles, Jenny Nettles,

Saw ye Jenny Netties,

Coming frae the market

;

Bag and baggage on her back, \

Her fee and bountith in her lap ;

Bag and baggage on her back,

And a baby in her oxter.

I met ayont the cairny,

Jenny Nettles, Jenny Nettles,

Sing-
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Singing till her bairny,

Robin Rattle's baftard ;

To flee the dool upo' the flool,

And ilka ane that mocks her,

She round about feeks Robin out,

To flap it in his oxter.

Fy, fy ! Robin Rattle,

Robin Rattle, Robin Rattle
\

Fy, fy ! Robin Rattle,

Ufe Jenny Kettles kindly :

Score out the blame, and fliun the fhame,

And without mair debate o't,

Take name your wain, make Jenny fain,

The leel and leefome gate o't.

The yellow hair'd L A D I E.

'HE yellow hair'd laddie fat down on yon brae,

Cries, milk the ews, laflie, let nane of them gae

)

And ay (he milked, and ay fhe fang,

The yellow hair'd laddie fhall be my goodman.
And ay, &c.

The weather is cauld, and my claithing is thin,

The ews are new clipped, they winna bught in ;
They winna bught in, tho' I fliou'd die,

O yellow hair'd laddie, be kind to me.
They winna, &c.

The goodwife cries but the houfe, Jenny, come be%
The cheefe is to mak, and the butter's to kirn.

Tho' butter, and cheefe, and a' fliou'd four,

I'll crak and kifs wi' my love ae haff hour ;

It's ae haff hour, and we's e'en mak it three,

For the yellow hair'd laddie my husband fhall be.

Tune;
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Tune, dear Mother, what /hall 1 do ?

O Dear Peggy, love's beguiling,

We ought not to truft his fmiling,

Better far to do as I do,

Left a harder luck betide you.

JLaiTes when their fancy's carried,

Think of nought but to be married ;

Running to a life deflroys

Heartfome, free, and youthfu' joys.

NANNY blumes when I woo her,

And, with kindly chiding eyes,

Faintly fays, I (hall undo her,

Faintly, O forbear, (he cries ;

But her breafts when I am prefling,

When to hers my lips I join,

Warm'd, (he feems to tafte the blefling,

And her kiffes anfwer mine.

Tune, Mucking ofGeordy's byer.

THE laird, who in riches and honour

Wad thrive, mould be kindly and free,

Kor rack the poor tenants, who labour

To rife aboon poverty :

Elfe, like the pack horfe that's unfother'd

Ancfburden'd, will tumble down faint;

Thus virtue by hardfhip is fmother'd,

And rackers aft tine their rent.
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Tune, Leith-uyn.L

WERE I aflur'd you'll confhnt prove,

You fhould nae mair complain,

The eafy maid befet with love,

Few words will quickly gain
;

For I muft own, now fince you're free,

This too fond heart of mine

Has lang, a black-fole true to thee,

WHh'd to be pair'd with thine.

I'm happy now, ah ! let my head

Be on thy bread reclin'd
;

The pleafure ftrikes me near-hand dead !

Is Jenny then fae kind ?

O let me brifs thee to my heart

!

And round my arms entwine

:

Delytful thought ; we'll never part !

Come prefs thy mouth to mine.

Tune, Bonny grey-eyd mom,

THE bonny grey-eyed morning begins to peep>
And darknefs flies before the rifing ray,

The hearty hynd (tarts from his lazy fleep,

To follow healthful labours of the day,

Without a guilty fting 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 flufter'd with wine, or madden'd with lofs,

Of half an eftate, the prey of a main,

The drunkard and gamefter tumble and tofs,

Wifhing for calmnefs and flumber in vain :

Be my portion health, and quietnefs of mind,

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.

Vol. II. H THE
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THE BRAES OF YARROW.
By Mr. IV. HAM ILTO N.

A.TJUSK ye, busk ye, my bonny bonny bride,

J3 Busk ye, busk ye, my winfom marrow,
Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny bonny bride,

And think nae mair on the braes of Yarrow.'

B. Where gat ye that bonny bonny bride ?

Where gat ye that winfom marrow ?

A. I gat her where I durft nae weil be feen,

Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow.

Weep not, weep not, my bonny bonny bride,

Weep not, weep not, my winfom marrow,
Nor let thy heart lament to leive

Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow.

B. Why does (he weep, thy bonny bonny bride ?

Why does me weep, thy winfom marrow ?

And why dare ye nae mair weil be feen

Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow ?

A. Lang maun fhe weep, lang maun fhe, maun me
Lang maun flie weep with dule and forrow, (weep,

And lang maun I nae mair weil be feen

Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow.

For (lie has tint her luver, luver dear,

Her 1 nver dear, the caufe of forrow,

And I have-flain the comlieft fvvain

That e'er pu'd birks on the braes of Yarrow.

Why runs thy {beam, O Yarrow, Yarrow, red ?

Why on thy braes heard the voice of forrow I

And why yon melancholious weeds

Hung on the bonny birks of Yarrow ?

What yonder floats on the rueful, rueful flude ?

"What's yonder floats

.

? O dule and forrow i
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"Tis he, the comely fwain, I flew

Upon the duleful braes of Yarrow.

Wain, O warn his wounds, his wounds in tears,

His wounds with tears, with du!e and forrdw,

And wrap his limbs in mourning weeds,

And lay him on the braes of Yarrow.

Then build, then build, ye lifters, filters fad,

Ye filters fad, his tomb with forrow,

And weep around, in waeful wife,

His helplefs fate on the braes of Yarrow.

Curfe ye, curfe ye, his ufelefs, ufelefs fhield,

My arm that wrought the deed of forrow,

The fatal fpear that pierc'd his breait,

His comely breaft, on the braes of Yarrow.

Did I not warn thee not to, not to lue,

And warn from fight ? but to my forrow,

O'er ralhly bald, a ftronger arm
Thou met'ft, and fell on the braes of Yarrow.

Sweet fmells the birk, green grows, green grows the

Yellow on Yarrow's bank the gowan, (grafs,

Fair hangs the apple frae the rock,

Sweet the wave of Yarrow flowan.

Flows Yarrow fweet, as fweet, as fweet flows Tweed*
As green its grafs, its gowan yellow,

As fweet fmells on its braes the birk,

The apple frae its rocks as mellow.

Fair was thy luve, fair, fair, indeed, thy luve,

In flowry bands thou him didft fetter ;

Tho he was fair, and weil beluv'd again,

Than me, he never lu'd thee better.

Busk ye, then busk, my bonny bonny bride,

Busk ye, busk ye, my winfom marrow,
Busk ye, and lue me on the banks of Tweed,
And think nae mair on the braes of Yarrow.

H 2 How
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C. How can I busk a bonny bonny bride ?

How can I busk a winfom marrow ?

How lue him on the banks of Tweed,
That flew my luve on the braes of Yarrow ?

Yarrow fields, may never, never rain,

Jsor dew thy tender bloflbms cover,

For there was bafely (lain my luve,

My luve, as he had not been a lover.

The boy put on his robes, his robes of green,

His purple veil, 'twas my awn feuing,

x\h ! wretched me, I little, little kend
He- was in thefc to meet his ruin.

The boy took out his milk-white, milk-white deed,

Unheedful of my dule and forrow,

But e'er the toofal of the night,

He lay a corpfe on the braes of Yarrow.

Much I rejoic'd, that waeful, waeful day,

1 fang, my voice the woods returning,

But, lang e'er night, the fpear was flown

That flew my luve, and left me mourning.

What can my barb'rous, barb'rous father do,

But with his cruel rage purfue me ?

My luver's blood is on thy fpear ;

How can'ft thou, barb'rous man, then woo me ?

My happy lifters may be, may be proud,

With cruel and ungentle fcofnng,

May bid me feek, on Yarrow braes,

My luver nailed in his coffin.

My brother Douglas may upbraid,

And drive with threatning words to muve me.

My luver's blood is on thy fpear,

How canft thou ever bid me luve thee ?

Yes, yes, prepare the bed, the bed of luve,

With bridal fheets my body cover,

Unbar,
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Unbar, ye bridal maids, the door,

Let in the expected husband lover.

But who the expected husband, husband is ?

His hands, me thinks, are bath'd in (laughter.

Ah me ! what ghaftly fpeclre's yon

Come's in his pale fhroud, 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 willow.

Pale tho' thou art, yet beft, yet bed beluv'd,

O could my warmth to life reftore thee
;

Yet lye all night between my breifts ;

No youth lay ever there before thee.

Pale, pale, indeed, O lovely, lovely youth !

Forgive, forgive fo foul a Daughter,

And lye all night between my breifts ;

No youth ihali ever ly there, after.

A. Return, return, O mournful, mournful bride,

Return, and dry thyufelefs forrow,

Thy luver heeds nought ofthylighs,

He lyes a corpfe on the braes of Yarrow.

PRETTY parrot, fay, when I was away,

And in dull abfence palt the day,

What at home was doing ?

With chat and play

We were gay,

Night and day,

Good chear and mirth renewing;

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 ?

H 3
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A thing you know,
Made for (how,

CalPd a beau,

Near her was always ready,

Ever at her call, like pretty, pretty poll.

Tell me, with what air he approach'd the fair,

And how (lie could with patience bear

All he did and utter'd ?

He ftill addrefs'd,

Still carefs'd,

Kifs'd and prefi'd,

Sung, prattl'd, laugh'd and flutter'd

:

Well receiv'd in all, like pretty, pretty poll.

Did he go away, at the clofe of day,

Or did he ever ufe to ftay

In a corner dodging ?

The want of light,

When 'twas night,

Spoil'd my fight

;

But I believe his lodging

Was within her call, like pretty, pretty poll.

IF 'tis joy to wound a lover,

How much more to give him eafe ;

When his paffion we difcover,

Oh ! how pleafing 'tis to pleafe !

The blifs returns, and we receive

Tranfports greater than we give. -

SINCE Selinda is my foe,

To fome defart I will go

;

Some river

For ever

Shall echo my woe % The
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The trees fhall appear

More relenting than her,

In the morning

Adorning

Each leaf with a tear.

To the rocks, all alone,

When I make my fad moan,

From fome hollow

Shall follow

Some pitiful groan :

But with filent difain

She requites all my pain,

To my mourning

Returning

No anfwer again.

Ha ! Selinda, adieu \

When I ceafe to purfue,

You'll difcover

No lover

Was ever fb true :

Yet 'tis better to run

From fate we can't faun,

Than for ever

Endeavour

What cannot be won.

CAN love fincere, devoid of art,

Lefs joy or blifs beftow ;

Becaufe the hand goes with the hearty

Shou'd that create our woe ?

Tho' Hymen's torch burns often dim,
'Tis not poor Hymen's fault -, *

He ne'er defign'd his nymphs or fwainS

Should traffick, or be bought. But
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But Platus, foe to generous love,

Its rain, curfe and bane,

Refolv'd that gold fhould only gain

The youthful nymph and fwain*

Thus, riches join unequal pairs,

Neglecting care and rule ;

The ugly to the blooming fair,

The witty to the fool.

Let fenfe and merit fix your choice,

Good nature too ihou'd aid
;

Attend to truth's unerring voice,

And let not wealth perfuade :

A partner, thus, by reafon chofe,

Your tendernefs repays

;

No change, no fetters will impofe,

, But foothe your nights and days.

THE FORSAKEN NYMPH,
GUardian Angels, now protecl me,

Send to me the fwain I love ;

Cupid, "with thy bow direcl: me,

Aid me, all ye powers above.

Bear him, my fighs, ye gentle breezes,

Tell him I love, and I defpair ;

Tell him I grieve, fay, 'tis for him I live,

O may the fhepherd be fincere.

Through the fhady grove I'll wander,

Silent as the bird of night

;

Near the brink of yonder fountain,

Firft Leander bleir. my fight.

Wifcnefs, ye groves, and falls of water,

Echoes, repeat the vows he fwore, *f

Can
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Can he forget me,, will he neglecl me,

Shall I never fee him more .
?

Does he love, and yet forfake me,

To admire a nymph more fair I

If 'tis fo, I'll wear the willow,

And eiteem the happy pair.

Some lonely cave I'll make my dwelling,

Ne'er more the cares of life purfue

;

The lark and philomel (hall only hear me tell

What makes me bid the world adieu.

THE MAID'S HUSBAND.
GENTLE in perfbnage, conduct and equipage,

Noble by heretage, generous and free ;

Brave, not romantick, learn'd, not pedantick ;

Frolick, not frantick, this mud be he.

Honour maintaining, meannefs difdaining ;

Still entertaining, engaging and new ;

Neat, but not finical-, fage, but not cynical;

Never tyrannical, but ever true.

THE FORSAKEN MAID.
Tune, Tweed-fide.

FOND echo, forbear thy light {train,

And needfully hear a loft maid ;

Go, tell the falle ear of the fwain,

How deeply his vows have betrayMs

Go, tell him, what forrows I bear
\

See yet if his heart feek my woe ;

'Tis now he mull heal my defpair,

Or death will make pity too flow. WHEN
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\T7*HEN I furvey Clarinda's charms,

Folded within my circling arras;

What endlefs pleafures move along,

Nobly fofr, and fweetly flxong !

Every fmile envites to love,

Balmy killes,

Amorous bJifles,

Every riling charm improve.

Immortal blifs, that ne'er will cloy,

Always attends her Angel form ;

Softefl: repofe, and blooming joy,

In her confpire the foul to charm ;

All that can joy or love create,

Beauteous blefling,

Pah: exprefTing,

Round the tender fair one wait.

Love on her bread: lias fix'd his throng

And Cupid revels in her eyes

;

Who can the charmer's pow'r diibwn,

When in each glance an arrow flies i

Yet, when wounded, we feel no pain, s

No, 'tis pleafure

Above meafure,

Raptures flow in ev'ry vein.

THE D IFF IDE NT LOVER,

WHEN Chloe was by Damon Ceen f

What heart could be unmov'd ?

She Jook'd fo like the Cyprian queen,

He gaz'd, admir'd and lov'd

:

He
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He lov'd, alas ! but lov'd in vain,

And full of grief and care ;

He knew he never cou'd obtain

The lovely charming fair.

Chloe deferv'd a better fwain,

He not fo fair a bride ;

Yet Mill he hugg'd the fatal chain,

He lov'd, defpair'd and dy'd :

Take pity, then, thou charming maid,

For Chloe*s cafe is thine ;

I dare not ask, fo much I dread,

Lead Damon's fate be mine.

THE wanton god, that pierces hearts,

Dips in gall his pointed darts j

But the nymph difdains to pine,

Who bathes the wound with rofy wine.

Farewell lovers, when they're cloy'd,

If I'm fcorn'd becaufe enjoy'd-,

Sure the fqueamifh fops are free

To rid me of dull company..

They have charms, whilft mine can pleafe,

I love fhem much, but more my eafe ;

No jealous fears my love moleft,

Kor faithlefs vows (ball break my reft.

Why rtiou'd they ever give me pain,

Who to give me joy difdain f

All I hope of mortal man,

Is to love me—-whilft he can.

Tune,
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Tune, BarlerhVs Minuet,

THINK, when to pleafure the fports do invite you,

Time's on the wing, and is fleeting away ;

And, as the bright feafon of youth does excite you,

Crown the dear moments with mirth whilft you may.

As time approaches by kindly advances,

With truly graceful, and free open fancies,

Of fongs, and brisk dances, entreat him to flay
j

His golden treafure, then prudently meafure ;

Let innocent paftime and virtue delight you :

Virtue and Innocence always are gay.

Thofe who inherit fueh fweetnefs of fpirit,

Live and enjoy true delights ev'ry day.

M 1 R A.

SAY, Mira, Why is gentle love,

A (hanger to that mind,

That pity and efteem can move.

Which can be juft and kind ?

Is it, becaufe you fear to know
The ills which -love moleft,

The tender care, the anxious fear,

Which racks the am'rous breaft?

Alas ! by fome degrees of woe,

We ev'ry blifs obtain :

The heart can ne'er a tranfport know,
Which never felt a paia.

No
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NO more will I my paflion hide,

Tho' too presuming it appear

When long defpair, a heart has try'd,

What other torments can it fear ?

Unlov'd by her, I wou'd not live,

lS
T
or die till fhe the fentence give.

Why fhou'd the fair ofFended be,

If-virtue charms in beauty's drefs ?

If, where fo much divine I fee,

My open vows the faint confefs :•

Awak'd by wonders in her eyes,

My former idols I defpife.

NO, no, 'tis in vain in this turbulent town>

To expect either pleafure or reft;

To hurry and nonfenfe Rill tying us down,

*Tis an overgrown prifon at belt.

. >Tis an, Sec,

From hence, to the country efcape and away,

Leave the crowd and the buftle behind ;

And then you'll fee liberal nature difplay

A thousand delights to mankind.

The change of the feafons, the Iports of the fields,

The fweetly diverfify'd fcene ;

The groves and the gardens! and every thing yields

A chearfulnefs ever ferene.

Here, far from ambition and avarice free,

My days may I quietly fpend ;

Whilftr the cits and the courtiers, unenvy'd by me,

May gather up wealth without end.

Vol. II. 1 No,
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No, I thank 'em, I would not, to add to my flore,

My peace and my freedom refign *,

For who, for the fake of poffefllng the ore,

Would be fentenc'd to dig in the mine ?

HAPPY is a country life! happy is a country life*

Blefl with content, good health and eafe •,

Free from factious noife and fti ife,

We only plot ourfelves to pleafe :

Peace of mind our days delight,

And love our welcome dreams at night.

Peace of, &c.

Hail ! green fields and (hady woods*.

Hail ! cryftal dreams, that (till rui pure,

Nature's uncorrupte#ooi>d», I

Where virtue on 1y awef[s feeure :

Free from vice, and free~H^care,

Age has no pain, nor youth a fnare.

WHEN at my nymph's devoted feet,

Love bids me all my woes repeat,

Love bids, &c.

Obedient I the god obey,

I figh, I weep, complain and pray}

In vain I figh, in vain implore,

The tealing fair (till cries, encore.

O Paphian queen, propitious prove,

Incline her heart to me and love ;

Then, when incirled in her arms,

Panting I'd rifle all her charms ;

May fhe in melting founds implore,

And cry, dear Strephon , Oh ! encore*

m,
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By Mr. Blacklock.

Tune, The braes of Balantyne,

BEneath a green fhade, a lovely young fwain

One evening reclin'd to difcover his pain ;

So fad, yet Co fweetly he warbled his woe,

The wind ceas'd to breathe, and the fountains to flow ;

Rude winds, with compaflion, could hear him complain,

Yet Chloe, lefs gentle, was deaf to his drain.

How happy, he cry'd, my moments once flew,

E'er Chloe's bright charms firft flafh'd in my view ;

Thofe eyes then, with pieafure, the dawn could furvey,

ISor fmil'd the fair morning more ch earful than they ;

Now fcenes of diftrefs pleafe only my fight,

I'm tortur'd in pieafure, and languifh in light.

Through changes, in vain, relief I purfue,

All, all but confpire my griefs to renew ;

From fun-fhine to Zephyrs and fhades we repair,

To fun-fhine we fly from too piercing an air

:

But love's ardent fever burns always the fame
;.

No winter can cool it, no fummer inflame.

But fee the pale moon, all clouded, retires,

The breezes grow cool, not Strephon's defires :

I fly from the dangers of tern pert and wind,

Yet nourifh the madnefs that preys on my mind ;

Ah, wretch ! how can life be worthy thy care,

To lengthen its moments, but lengthens defpair ?

I
Seek not at once in a female to find

The form of a Venus, with Pallas's mind ;

Let the girl that I love have but prudence in view,

That, tho' flie deceive, I may fiilj think her true.

I 2 Be



( ioo )

# Be her perfon not beauteous, but p leafing and clean,

Let her temper be cloudiefs, and open her mein

;

By felly, ill nature, or vanity led,

Nor indebted to paint for white or for red.

Her tongue, that dread weapon of mod of her (ex,

Be employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex, ;

Let her not be too bold, nor frown at a jell,

For prudes I delpife, and coquets I deteft.

May her humour the tafte of the company hit,

Not affectedly wife, nor too pert with her wit

;

Go find out the girl that is form'd on my plan,

And 1*11 love her for ever,—*I mean, if I can.

WHEN firft by fond Damon, FlaviHa was feen,

He (lightly regarded her air and her mein;
The charms of her mind he alone did commend,
Not warm as a lover, but cool as a friend'

;

From friendfliip, not pafllon, his raptures did move,

And the fwain bragg'd his heart was a ftranger to love*

New charms he difcover'd, as more (he was known-,

Her face grew a wonder, her tafte was his owns
Her manners were gentle, her fenfe was refin'd,

And Oh ! what dear virtues beam'd forth m her mind i

But dill for the fanclioa of friendihip he ftrovej

Till a figh gave the omen, and fhew'd it was love.

Now proud to be conquered, he fighs for the fair ;

Crows dull to all pleafure, but being with her,.

He's mute, while his heart-firings are ready to break*

And fear of offending forbids him, to fpeak,

And wanders, a willing example to prove,

That friendfliip to woman is. filler to. love.

A
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A lover thus conquer'd can ne'er give offence,

Not a dupe to her fmiles, but a flave to her fenie ;

Ills pafllon nor wrinkles, nor age can allay,

Since founded on that which can never decay
;

And time, that will beauty's fhort empire remove,

Increaiing her reafon, incrcales his love.

LORD HENRY AND KATHARINE*

IN ancient times, in Briton's ifle,

Lord Henry well was known,

Nor knight in all the land more fam'd,

Or more defcrv'd renown :

His thoughts on honour always run,

He ne'er cou'd bow to love,

No nymph in all the land had charms

His frozen heart to move.

Amongft the nymphs where Katharine came,

The faireft face (he mows,

She was as bright as morning fun,

And fweeter than the roie :

Although fhe was of mean degree,

She daily conquefts gains ;

'For ne'er a youth who her beheld

Efcap'd her powerful cnains.

But foon her eyes their luftre loft,

Her cheek grew pale and wan,

A pining feiz'd her lovely form,

And cures were all in vain :

The ficknefs was to all unknown
That did the fair one wafte,

Her time in fighs and floods of tears.

And broken ftumbers pa ft.

* 3 Once

/I
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Once in a dream fhe cry'd aloud,

Oh Henry ! I'm undone,

Ob cruel fate I oh wretched maid !

Thy love mull ne'er be knowa 1

Such is the fate of womankind,

They muft the truth conceal,

I'll die ten thoufand, thoufand deaths*.

E're I my love reveal.

A tender fri end, that watch'd the fair,.

To Henry by'd away,

My lord, fays (he, we've found the caufe

OfKatharine's quick decay

;

She in a dream the fee ret told>

Till now no mortal knew :

Alas ! (he now expiring lyes,

And dies for love of you !

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 Katharine ! too, too modeft maid,.

Thy love I never knew ;

I'll eafe your pain : and fwift as wind

To her bed-fide he flew.

Awake! awake! he fondly cry'd,

Awake! awake ! my dear;

If I had only guefs'd your love;

You ne'er had ftied a teas ;

*Tjs Henry calls, complain no more,

Renew thy wonted charms;

I come to fave thee from defpair,

And take thee to my arms.

Thefe words reviv'd the dying fair,

She raisM her drooping head, And



( *oj >

And gazing on the long-lov'd youth*

She ilarted from the bed,

Around his neck her arms fhe flung,

In extafy, and cried,

Will you be kind I will you indeed ?

My love ! and fo (he died.

YE nymphs, and filvan gods,

That love green fields and woods,

When (pring, newly born, herfelf does adoia

With flowers and blooming buds

;

Come ling in the praife, while flocks do graze

On yonder pleafing vale,

Of thofe that chule to milk their ews.

And in cold dews, with clouted fhoes

To carry the milking-pail.

You gpddefs of the mom,
With blufhes you adorn,

And take the frefh air, whil'ft linnets prepare

A con fort on each green thorn :

The black-bird and thrufh on every bulli^.

And the charming nightingale,,

In merry vein their throats do ftrain,

To entertain the jolly train

Of thofe of the milking-paiL

When cold bleak winds do roar,

And flow'rs will fpring no more,

The fields that were feen fo pleafant and green,.

With winter's all candy'd o'er.

See how the town lafs looks with her white face,

&nd her lips fo deadly pale

:

But
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But it is not fo with thofe that go

Thro' froft and fnow, with cheeks that glow,

And carry the milking-pail.

The mifs of courtly mold,

Adorn'd with pearl and gold,

With wafhes and paint her skin does fb taint,

She's wither 'd before /he's old :

"While (he of commode puts on a cart-load,

And with cufhions plumps her tail,

What joys are found in ruihy ground,

Young, plump and round, nay, fweet and found,

Of thofe of the milking-pail.

You girls of Venus game,

That venture health and fame,

In pra&ifing feats, with cold and heats,

Make lovers grow blind and lame :

If men were fo wife to value the prize

Of the wares mod fit for the fale,

What ftore of beaux would dawb their cloatbs9

To fave a nofe, by following of thole

Who cany the milking-pail.

The country lad is free

From fears and jealoufie,

Whilfl: upon the green he is often feen

With his lafs upon his knee ;

With kiiTes mod fweet he doth her fo treat,

And fwears fhe'll never grow Hale ;

But the London lafs, in every place,

With brazen face, defpifes the grace

Of thofe of the milking-pail.

Tune,
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Tune, Leader-haughs,

THE morn was fair, faft was the air,

Ail nature's fweets were fpringing %

The buds did bow with (liver dew,

Ten thoufand birds were finging :

When on the bent, with blyth content,

Young Jamie fang his marrow,

Nae bonnier kfs e'er trod the grafs

On Leader-haughs and Yarrow.

How fweet her face, where every grace

In heavenly beauty's planted ;

Her fmiling een, and comely mein»

That nae perfection wanted j

I'll never fret, nor ban my fate,

But blefs my bonny marrow :

If her dear fmile my doubts beguile,

My mind (hall ken nae forrow.

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 further,

Your joys maun flit, if you commit
The crying fin of murder.

My wand'ring ghaift will ne'er get reft*

And night and day affright ye ;

But if ye're kind, with joyful mind,

I'll ftudy to delight ye

;

Our years around with love thus crown'c^

From all things joy (hall borrow i

Thus none fhall be more bJefl than we,

On Leader-haughs and Yarrow,

O
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O fweetefl: Sue! 'tis only you
Can make life worth my wifhes,

If equal love your mind can move
To grant this bed of blifles.

Thou art my fun, and thy lead frown

Would blaft: me in the bloflbm :

But if thou mine, and make me thine,

I'll flourifh in thy bo'ibm.

" —- .

-*•

CROMLET'S LILT.

SINCE all thy vows, falfe maid, are blown to air.

And my poor heart betray'd to fad defpair,

Into fome wildernefs, my grief I will exprefs,

And thy hard heartednefs, O cruel fair.

Have I not graven our loves on every tree,

In yonder fpreading groves, tho' falfe thou be ?

Was not a fblemn oath plighted betwixt us both,

Thou thy faith, I my troth, conftant to thee ?

Some gloomy place I'll find, fome doleful made,

Where neither fun nor wind e'er entrance had :

Into that hollow cave, there will I figh and rave,

Since thus thou doft behave, 'twill make me mad.

Wild fruit fhall be my meat, I'll drink the fprin&

Cold earth mail be my feat ; for covering

I'll have the {tarry sky, my head to canopy,

Until my foul on high fhall fpread its wing.

I'll have no funeral fire, no tears for me,
No grave do I defire, nor obfequies :

The courteous Red-bread he with leaves will cover me,

And fing my elegy with doleful voice.

And when a ghoft I am, I'll vifit thee,

O thou, deceitful dame, whofe cruelty

Kas kill'd the kindeft heart that e're felt Cupid's dart,

And never can defert from loving thee,

Tune,
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Tune, O'er the Mulr to Maggp

AND I'll o'er the Muir to Maggy,

Her wit and fvveetnefs call me ;

Then to my fair I'll fhow my mind,

Whatever may befall me.

If fhe love mirth, I'll learn to fing ;

Or likes the Nine to follow,

I'll lay my lugs in Pindus' fpring,

And invocate Apollo.

If (he admire a martial mind,

I'll fheathe my limbs in armour;

If to rhe foftcr dance inclin'd,

With gayelt airs I'll charm her :

If fhe love grandeur, day and night

I'll plot my nation's glory,

Find favour in my prince's fight,

And Ihine in future ftory.

Beauty can wonders work with cafe,

Where wit is correfponding
;

And braveft men know beft to pleafe,

With complaifance abounding;

My bonny Maggy's love can turn

Me to what fhape (he pleafes,

If in her breaft that flame mail burn,

Which in my bofom blazes.

OWaly, waly up the bank,

And waly waly down the brae,

And waly, waly yon burn-fide,

Where my love and I were wont to gac.
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I iean'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.

G waly, waly gin love be bonny,

A little while whan it is new,

But whan 'tis auld it waxeth cauld,

And fades awa like the morning dew*

O wherefore (hou'd I busk my head ?

O wherefore (hou'd I kame my hair r

For my true love has me forfbok,

And fays he'll never loe me mair.

Now Arthur-feat (hall be my bed,

The (heets (hall ne'er be fyPd by me,
Saint Anton's well (hall be my drink,

Since my true love has forfaken me.

Martinmas wind, when wilt thou blaw,

And (hake the green leaves affthe tree ?

O gentle deatU, when wilt thou come $

For of my life I am weary.

'Tis not the froft that freezes fell,

Nor blawing fnaw's inclemency ;

'Tis not Cc cauld that makes me cry,

But my love's heart grown cauld to me>

When we came in by Glafgow town,

We were a comely fight to (ee ;

My love was cled in black velvet*

And I my fell in cramafie.

But had I wift before I kifs't,

That love had been fae ill to win,

I'd lock't my heart in a cafe ofgold,

And pin'd it with a (liver pin.

Oh, oh ! if my young babe were born,

And fet upon the nurfe's knee,

And I my fell were dead and gane,

For a maid again I'll never be. Tune,
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_Tune, Valiant Jocky.

BEAUTY from fancy takes its arms,

And ev'ry common face fome breaft may move^.

Some in a look, a fhape, or air find charms,

To juftify their choice, or boaft their love.

But had the great Apelles feen that face,

When he the Cyprian goddefs drew,

He had negle&ed all the female race,

Thrown his firfl: Venus by, and copied you.

In that defign

Great nature,would combine,

To fix the flandard of her facred coin ;

The charming figure had enhanc'd his fame,

And (hrines been rais'd to Seraphina's name.

But fince no painter e'er could take

That face which baffles all his curious art ;

And he that drives the bold attempt to make,

As well might paint the fecrets 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 flic

O'er all the orb, though in that moment die.

Let meaner beauties fear the day,

. Whofe charms are fading, and fubmit to time
}

The graces which from them it deals away,
It with a lavifh hand ftill adds to thine.

The god of love in ainbufh lyes,

And with his arms furrounds the fair,

He points his conqu'ring arrows in thefe eyes,

Then hangs a fharpen'd dart at every hair.

Vol. II. K As



( no )

As with fatal skill,

Turn which way you will,

Like Eden's flaming fword, each way you kills.

So rip'ning years improve rich nature's (lore,

And gives perfection to the golden ore.

IF love's a fweet pafllon, why does it torment ?

If a bitter, O tell me whence comes my complaint ?

Since I fuffer with pleafure, why mould I complain,

Or grieve at my fate, fince I know 'tis in vain ?

Yet fo pleafing the pain is, fo fbft is the dart,

That at once it both wounds me, and tickles my heart.

I grafp her hands gently, look languishing down,
And by paflionate filence I make my love known ;

But oh ! how I'm blefs'd, when fo kind me does prove,

By fome willing miftake to difcover her love ;

\Vhen, in driving to hide, flie reveals all her flame,

And our eyes tell each other what neither dare name.

How pleafing is beauty ? how fweet are the charms ?

How delightful embraces ? how peaceful her arms ?

Sure there's nothing fo eafy as learning to love
;

9Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above

:

And to beauty's bright ftandard all heroes mull: yield-

For 'tis beauty that conquers, and keeps the fair field.

THE gypfies came to our good lord's gate,

And wow but they fang fweetly

;

They fang fae fweet, and fae very compleat,

That down came the fair lady.

And
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And ihe came tripping down the ftairy

And a' her maids before her ;

As foon as they faw her well-far'd face,

They cooft the glamer o'er her.

Gae tak frae me this gay mantile,

And bring to me a plaidie
;

For, if kith and kin and a' had fworn,

I'll follow the gipfie laddie.

Yeftreen I lay in a well-made bed,

And my good lord befide me ;

This night I'll ly in a tenant's barn,

Whatever fliail betide me.

Oh i come to your bed, fays Johny Faa,

Oh ! come to your bed, my deary ;

For I vow and fwear by the hilt of my fword,

That your lord mall nae mair come near yc.

I'll go to bed to my Johny Faa,

And I'll go to bed to my deary

;

For I vow and fwear by what paft yeftreen,

That my lord mail nae mair come near me,

I'll mak a hap to my Johny Faa,

And I'll mak a hap to my deary ;

And he's get a' the coat gaes round,

And my lord (hall nae mair come near me.

And when our lord came hame at e'en,

And fpeir'd for his fair lady,

The tane fhe cry'd, and the other reply'd,

She's away with the gypfie laddie.

Gae faddle to me the black, black fteed,

Gae faddle and make him ready ;

Before that I either eat or fleep,

I'll gae feek my fair lady.

K a An<|
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And we were fifteen well made men,
Altho' we were nae bonny ;

And we were a' put down but ane,

For a young wanton lady.

WHY fo pale and wan, fond lover ?

Prithee, why fo pale ?

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 fhame • this will not move,
This cannot take her ;

If of herfelf (lie will not love,

Nothing can make herr

The devil take her.

COME gentle god of foft repofe,

And lull my foul to reft

;

In thy embraces let me lofe

The pangs that rack my breafl

:

Arife, ye dear deceits, arife,

And, drefl in Damon's form,

My long expecling wifhing eyes

With his refemblance charm.

Thefe melting founds ftill let me hear,

That did his flame impart ;

That bleft with love my lifl'ning ear,

And pierc'd my yielding heart.

Why
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Why roam my thoughts on pleaftng eafe,

Which only dreams beftow
;

For, Oh ! whene'er the morn appears,

I wake to real woe.

Th' envious light, from my fad eyes,

Draws ev'ry joy away;
With night the lovely phantom flies^

And leaves me loft in day :

If waking then I am diftreft,

And pleafure's fled with him;

In (leeping could I ftill be bleft^

Let life be all a dream.

1"*00 late for redrefs, and too foon for my eafe,

I faw you, I lov'd, and I wilh'd I cou'd pleafe^

I fancy'd your eyes read the language of mine
;

And faw my love's image reflected on thine 5

The flatterer hope to my ruin led on,

And taught me to judge of your heart by my own ;

Self love, to my with, was at hand to perfuade,

That my love was return'd, and my friendfhip repaid*

But, wak'd from this dream, 'tis with anguifh I find,

Words and looks were but civil, which once I thought

kind
;

Its colour no longer falfe fancy will lend,

To form the fond lover, or image the friend.

Be ftill my poor heart, or beat thee to reft
;

I'll drive this tormentor, this love, from mybreaftj
I'll break the gay bauble my fancy has made,

And punilh the heart felf-love has betray'd.

K 3 THE
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THE CRITICAL MINUTE.

YOU fay you love, and twenty more
Have figh'd and faid the fame before •

\

But yet I fwear, I can't tell how,
I ne'er believ'd a man till now.

'Tis ftrange how I fhou'd credit give

To words, I know that words deceive,

And lay my better judgement by,

To trull: my partial ear and eye.

'Tis ten to one I had deny'd

Your fuit, had you to-morrow try'd ;

But-faith, unthinkingly, to-day,

My heedlcfs heart has gone altray.

To fetch it back wou'd give you pain,

Perhaps the ftruggle too were vain ;

I'm indolent, fo he that gains

My heart, may keep it for his pains.

Tune, Love's god\[efs In a myrtle grove.

\"[OW fpring begins her fmiling round,

.(3^ And lavifh paints th' enamel'd ground ;

The birds now lift their chearful voice,

And, gay, on every bough rejoice ;

The lovely graces hand in hand,

Knit faft in lovers eternal band,

"With "early (lep, at morning dawn,

Tread lightly o'er the dewy lawn.

Where'er the youthful fitters move,

They fire the foul xo genial love ;

"Now, by the river's painted Hoe,

The fwain delights his country bride i

While
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While pleasM, flie hears his artlefs vowsy
Each bird his feather'd confort woos ;

Soon will the ripen'd fummer yield

Her various gifts to every field.

The fertile trees, a lovely fhow !

With ruby-tinclur'd birth fhall glow j

Sweet fmells from beds of lilies born

Perfume the breezes of the morn :

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' inftructive fhow.

Now young and blooming thou appears

All in the flourifh of thy years

:

The lovely bud fhall foon difclofe

To every eye the blufhing rofe
;

Now, now the tender ftaik is feen

With beauty frefh, and ever green.

But when the funny hours are paft,

Think not the coz'ning icene will laft ;

Let not the fiattVer hope perfuade,

Ah ! muft I fay, that it will fade ?

For fee the fummer flies away,
Sad emblem of or,r own decay !

Now winter from the frozen north
Drives fwift his iron chariot forth ;

His grizly hands in icy chains,

Fair Tweda's filver ftream conftrains,

Cart up thy eyes, how bleak and bare
He wanders on the tops of Yare ;

Tkhold his footfteps dire are feen

Confeft o'er ev'ry with'ring green :

Griev'd at the fight, when thou malt fee

A fnowy wreath to clothe each tree. fie«
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Frequenting now the ftream no more,

Thou flies, difpleas'd, the frozen fhore,

When thou flialtmifs the flow'rs that grew
But late, to charm thy ravifh'd view ;

Then ftiall a figh thy foul invade,

And o'er thy pleafures call a made :

Shall I, ah horrid ! wilt thou fay,

Be like to this fome other day ?

Yet when in fnow and dreary froft

The pleafure of the fields is loft,

To blazing hearths at home we run,

And fires fupply the diftant fun

;

In gay delights our hours employ,

And do not lofe, but change our joy.

Happy ! abandon every care,

To lead the dance, to court the fair.

To turn the page of facred bards,

To drain the bowl, and deal the cards.

In cities thus with witty friends,

In fmiles the hoary feafon ends.

But when the lovely white and red

From the pale amy <£*$& l? fled,

Then wrinkles dire, and age fevere,

Make beauty fly we know not where.

The fair, whom fates unkind difarm,

Ah, mutt they ever ceafe to charm I

Or is there left fome pleafiug art

To keep fecure a captive heart?

Unhappy love ! may lovers fay,

Beauty, thy food, does fwift decay

;

When once that fhort-liv'd flock is fpenr3

What is't thy famine can prevent ?

Lay in good fenfe with timely care,

That love may live on wifdom's fare s

Tho' extafy with beauty flies,

£fteem is born when beauty dies,

Happy
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Happy the man whom fates decree

Their richeft gift in giving thee ;

Thy beauty (hall his youth engage,

Thy wifdom (hall delight his age.

Tune, Peggy, I muji love thee.

BENEATH a beech's grateful (hade.

Young Colin lay complaining;

He figh'd, and fcem'd to love a maid,

Without hopes of obtaining:

For thus the fwain indulg'd his grief,

Tho' pity cannot move thee,

Tho thy hard heart gives no relief,

Yet, Peggy, I mud 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 mould excufe him:

'Twas thy dear felf firft rais'd this flame,.

This lire by which I languifli

;

'Tis thou alone can quench the fame»

And cool its fcorching anguifh.

For thee I leave the fportive plain,

Where ev'ry maid invites me

;

For thee, fole 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 acl: fo good a part,

My grief would then be ended.

That beauteous breaft, fo foft to feel,

Seem'd tendernefs all over,

Yet
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Yet It defends thy heart like fteel,

'Gainft thy defpairing lover.

Alas ! tho' it fhould ne'er relent,

Nor Colin's care e'er move thee,

Yet, 'till life's lateft breath is fpent,

My Peggy, I muft love thee.

Tune, CowJen-hows.

WHEN fummer comes, the fvvains on Tweesl

Sing their fuccefsful loves,

Around the ews and lambkins feed,

And mufic fills the groves.

But my lov'd fong is then the broom

So fair on Cowden-knovvs ;

For fure, fo fweet, fo foft a bloom,

Elfewhere there never grows.

There Colin tun'd his oaten reed,

And won my yielding heart;

No fhepherd e'er that dwelt on Tweed,

Could 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 blefs'd the found.

Yet more delightful is the broom

So fair on Cowden-knows

;

For fure fo frefh, fo bright a bloom,

Elfewhere there never grows.

Not Tiviot braes, fo green and gay,

May with this broom compare,

Not Yarrow banks in "flow'ry May,

Nor th' bufh aboon Traquair. _.
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More pleafing far are Covvden-knows,

My peaceful happy home,

Where I was wont to milk my ews,

At e'en among the broom.

Ye powers, that haunt the woods and plains

Where Tweed and Tiviot flows,

Convey me to the belt, of fwains,

And my lov'd Cowden-knows.

Tune, Spinning-wheel.

AS I (at at my fpinning wheel,

A bonny lad was paffing by:

I view'd him round, and lik'd him wee!,

For trouth he had a glancing eye.

My heart, now panting, 'gan to fee\ t

But ftill I turn'd my fpinning wheel.

With looks all kindnefs he drew near,

And Mill mair lovely did appear;

And round about my (lender wade

He clasp'd his arms, and me embraced :

To kifs my hand, fyne down did kneel,

As I fat at my fpinning wheel.

My milk-white hands he did extol,

And praised my fingers lang and fmall.

And faid, there was nae lady fair

That ever cou'd with me compare.

Thefe words into my heart did (leal,

But ftill I turn'd my fpinning wheel.

Altho' I leemingly did chide,

Yet he wad never be deny'd,

But ftill declared his love the mair,

Until my heart was wounded fair: That.
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That I my love cou'd fcarce conceal,

Yet ftill I tum'd my fpinning wheel.

My hanks of yarn, my rock and reel,

My vvinnels and my fpinning wheel,

He bid me leave them all with fpeed,

And gang with him to yonder mead :

My yielding heart Grange flames did feel.

Yet itill I tum'd my fpinning wheel.

About my neck his arm he laid,

And whifper'd, rife, my bonny maid,

And with me to yon hay-cock go,

I'll teach thee better wark to do.

In trouth, I loo'd the motion weel,

And loot alane my fpinning wheel.

Amang the pleafant cocks of hay,

Then with my bonny lad I lay ;

What lalfie, young and faft as I,

Cou'd fie a handfome lad deny?

Thefe pleafures I cannot reveal,

That far furpaft the fpinning wheel.

Tune, Peggy, I muji love thee.

AS from a rock, paft all relief,

The ihipwrackt Colin fpying

His native foil, o'ercome with grief,

Half funk in waves, and dying :

With the next morning fun he fpies

A lhip, 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 deferted,

JLow with defpair my (pints mov'd,

To be for ever parted : Ths
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Thus droopt T, till diviner grace,

I found in Peggy's mind and face;

Ingratitude appcar'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 inftaying:

I'll hafte dull courtfhip to a clofe,

Since marriage can my fears oppofe :

Why mould we happy minutes lofe,

Since, Peggy, I mufl: love thee.

en may be foolifh, if they pleafe,

And deem't a lover's duty,

To figh, and facrifice their eafe,

Doating 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 outfhine them.

THE INVITATION.

COME, love, let's walk, by yonder fpring,

Where we may hear the blackbird fing,

The robin red-breafi: and the thrum,

And nightingale in thorny bufli,

The mavis fweetly carroling;

This to my love, this to my Jove, content will bring.

See where the nymph, with all her train,

Comes skipping through the park amain,

Vol. II. h And
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And in this grove (he means to (lay,

At barley-breaks to fport and play

;

Where we may fit us down, and fee

Fair beauty niixt, fair beauty mixt with chaftity.

In yonder dale are fined flow'rs,

"With mony pleafant fhady bow'rs,

A purling brook, whofe filver ftreams

Are beautified with Phoebus' beams

;

"Which (leal out thro' the trees for fear,

Becaule Diana, becaufe Diana bathes her there.

All her delight is, as you fee,

This way to fport and here to be,

Dclyting in this calor fpring,

Only to bathe herfclf therein,

Until Acleon her efpy'd ,

Then to the thicket, then to the thicket did (he glide*

And there by magick art (he wrought,

And in her heart (lie thus bethought,

With fecrct fpeed away to flee,

Ar)d he a hart was turn'd to be;

Becaufe he follow'd Diana's train,

His life he loll, his life he. loft, her love to gain.

I
Had a 'jolly hawk, and a tearfel of my own, Fal, &c.

Came from as good an airy as ever yet was known

;

Fal, &c. ^
He was but newly enter' d, when that it came to pa(s

He kll in Jove with a folen goofe and flew into the

£afs, Fal, %.
When
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When he arrived there, the goofc to him did fay,

I pray, good mailer tearfel, what brought you here

away ?

To which the tearfel anfwer'd, I'm come to get an egg

Willi you, Tweet miflrefs goofe„ if you'Jl pleafe to lift

your leg.

The jealous foJen gander put on an angry face,

I pray, good mafter tearfel, I redd you leave this place
;

If you don't do it quickly, your flay you fhall repent,,.-

Wou'd you fpoil our brood of folen geele, and vex. ih&

Prefident,

To which the tearfel anfwer'd, I dinna care a f---t,

Gin ye winna len me your wife, I'll had me wi' a

fcart •,

Ye may keep her to ye're fel, but ye needna look fae

ff fierce,

For I'll kifs and clap my fcart, and ye may kifg my
a-fe.

Ye're feamaws and tamle nones Into my bed I'll take,

Nor will I fpare a marrot, nor yet a kitty-weake,

Neither goofe nor fandy lavrock, nor whaup fhall e'er

gae free,

But ev'ry bird into the Bafs fhall lay an egg to me.

The folen goofe offended to hear him crack fae croufev

Says ye're a curled liar, fir, as I'm a folen goofe;

For if you do but touch a bird, be ihe either wife or

lafs,

Ye (hall hae caufe to rue the day that e'er ye aw the

Bafs.

Ofir, ye're but a flanchel, or elfe'S ring tail'd kite,

Then turning round his rumple, he in his face did fh--te

;

The hawk in doleful dolor, did wipe his fh--en eye,

And was content to take his wing and waft him o'or

the fea.

h 2 He
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He lighted on Tarn Tallen, and pearch'd upon a tow'r,

A pox confound the fblen goofe the husband of the

whore,

For he's blindit a' my eye, and he's claggit a' my wing,

And the d—- confound his rotten doup, his i(K—te it

ftinks o' ling.

Mean-while the dolefu' mailer was in a deep defpair,

A capias gae toNicoly, fee what's become o' Blair,

Gae fend out little Stev'nfon, and fee that he be fure

To call out Grova Nicoly to waft about the lure.

What ail'd the carelefs rafcal to hound him down the

wind,

I'll loofe my harvefl hawking unlefs my hawk I find ;

Quoth Haddington I'm fbrry, quoth Binny I cou'd greet;

Qodth Tarn, my Lord, 1 11 feek your hawk upon my
barefoot feet.

But in came William Bower, with pleafure in his face,

My Lord ye're hawk's come back, but he's in a fli-ten

cafe,

My Lord was all in rapture to hear the gladfome tale,

Tak that to buy ye brandy, and that to buy ye ale.

How fickle and uncertain are all our earthly joys,

When the iofing of a hawk all our harvefl hope de-

ftroys:

But we'll thraw about each hawk's neck, and hang each

yelling hound,

And tak ourfelves to tippeny where joys alone abound.

Tune, An thou inert my ah thing.

OWhat pain it is to part,

Can I leave thee, mult I leave thee
;"

O vvhat pain it is to part,

Can Axaba e'er leave thee ? To
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To wade m tears the live long day,

And flgh whole tedious hours away,

Which late with thee I fpent fo gay,

When my fond heart I gave thee.

The foul don't from the body parr,

With half the anguiih or the fmart,

As I now tear thee from that heart,

Which I fo lately gave thee.

The fea to flow ftiall looner ceale,

And ftars the fable night to graces

E'er I (hall change from what I was

When my fond heart I gave thee*

But fay, Belinda, prithee fay,

When I am gone fo far away,

Will you remember of that day

When my fond heart I gave thee f

In abfence 'twould give fo much joy,

To think that I your thoughts employ^

That time itfelf cou'd ne'er deftroy

That love I frankly gave thee*

Tune, Yellow- hair'ct Laddie.

POOR Strephon diftracled 'twixt hope and de/pau?

For Chloris, fo lovely, fo youthful and fair ;

fie kifs'd and embrac'd her, -and often did fay,

My deareft fvveet Chloris, pray here with me ftay.

In hafte fne reply'd, my dear Strephon, be gone>

For if we're efpied, I am quite undone ;

For my parents forbid all my paffion for you,

So generous Strephon for ever adieu.

Our parents may couple, but they can't make love,

My paifion is Wronger, it fprings from above j
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Tor tho' I had lov'd you at my parents defire,

It neither had added nor ta'en from the fire.

You love me ; I fly you, though I love you as much,

Bat dare not avow it, my fate it is fuch ;

But I'll live a Platonic as chaft as defire,

And Chloris' affection mail never expire.

I am quite rranfported to think that you love,

But the living without you thele comforts remove %

For I'm no Platonic, I foar not fo high,

I grafp at the fubftance, rauft have it or die.

Tune, Beffy Bell.

COME let us ftudy night and day,

To lit us for our /ration,

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 action fuit the fpirit.

This all the fair and wife approve,

We know it by your fmiiing

;

And while we gain refpecl and love s

Our ftudies are not toiling :

Such application gives delight,

Andln the end proves gainful •

Tho' mony a dark and lifeiefs wight

May think it hard and painful,

"Then never let us think our time

And care, when thus employed,

Are thrown away, but deem't a crime,

When youth's by floth deitroyed ;

'Ta
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'Tis only active fouls can rife

To fame and all that's fplendid,

And favour, in thefe conqu'ring eyes,

'Gainft whom no heart's defended.

WOULD you have a young virgin of fifteen years,

You mud tickle her fancy with Tweets and dears.

Ever toying and playing, and fweetly, fweetly,

Sing a love-fonnet, and charm her ears

;

Wittily prettily talk her down,
f Chafe her, and praife her if fair or brown

;

Soothe her and fmooth her,

And teaze her and pleafe her.

And touch but her fmicket, and all's your own.

Do ye fancy a widow, well kno

With the front of affurance cor mi ;

Be at her each moment, and briskly, hrltL^,

Put her in mind how her time fteals on :

Rattle and prattle altho' (he frown,

Roufe her and toufe her from morn to noon.

And Ihew her you're able

Some hour 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 beft charm is variety ;

Swear her much fairer than all the town,

Try her and ply her when Gully's gone,

Dog her and jog her,

And meet her and treat her,

_And kifs with a guinea, and all's your own,

?ROBf



( 128 )

FROM rofy bow'rs, where fleeps the god of love,

Hither, ye Jittle waiting Cupids, fly ;

Teach me, in foft melodious feng, to move
With tender paffion my heart's darling joy

:

Ah ! let the foul of mufick tune my voice,

To win dear Strephon, who my foul enjoys.

Or if more influencing

Is, to be brisk and airy,

With a (rep and a bound,

And a frisk from the ground,

I'll trip like any fairy

;

At once on Ida dancing,

Were three celefiial bodies,

With an air and a face,

And a fnape and a grace,

Let me charm like beauty's goddefs.

Ah ! ah ! 'tis in vain, 'tis all in vain,

Death and defpair muff, end the fatal pain ;

Cold defpair, difguis'd like fnow and rain,

Falls on my breaft ; "black winds in tempers blow i

My veins all fhiver, and my fingers glow j

My pulfe beats a dead march for loft repofe,

And to a.iblid lump of ice my poor fond heart is frozp*

Or fay, ye powers, my peace to crown,

Shall I thaw my felf, or drown

Amongft the foaming billows,

Increafing all with tears I flied ;

On beds of ooze and chryftal pillows

Lay down my love-fick head .
?

No, no, I'll flraight run mad,

That foon my heart will warm ;

Wher* once the fenfe is fled,

Love has no power to charm. -^^



( 129 )

Wild thro' the woods I'll fly,

My robes arid locks (hall thus be tore :

A thoufand, thoufand deaths I'll die,

E'er thus in vain ! e'er thus in vain, adore.

CUPID ! inftxucT: an am'rous fwain,

Some way to tell the nymph his pain,

To common youths unknown :

To talk of fighs, of flames, of darts,

Ofbleeding wounds, and burning hearts,

Are methods vulgar grown.

What need'ft thou tell ? (the god reply'd)

That love the mepherd cannot hide

The nymph will quickly find

:

When Phoebus does his beams difplay,

To tell men barely that 'tis day,

Is to fuppofe 'em blind.

She. T)RAY now, John, let Jug prevail,

JL Doffthy fword, and take a flail 5

Wounds and blows, and fcorching heat,

Will abroad be all you'll get.

He. 'Zounds! your are mad, ye fimple jade,

Begone, and don't prate.

She. How think ye I (hall do with Hob and SuG,

And all our brats, when wanting you ?

He. When I am rich with plunder,

Thou my gain mail {hare.

She. My mare will be but fmall, I fear,

When bold dragoons have been pickering there,

And the flea flints the Germans (trip 'em bare.

He.
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IIe. Mind your fpinning, mend your linnen,

Look to your cbeele you, your pigs and your geele t'0«>.

She. No, no, I'll ramble out with you.

He. Blood and nre, if you tire thus my patience, >|^
With vexations and narrations

;

Thumping, thumping, thumping

Is the fatal word, Joan,

She. Do, do, I'm good at thumping too*

He. Morbleu ? that hurfmall never do.

She. Gome, come, John, let's- bufs and be friends

Thus ftiji, thus love's quarrel ends :

I my tongue fometimes let run,

But alas ! I loon have done.

He. 'Tis well you're quafh'd, you'd elie been thrafh'tt

Sure as my name is John.

She. Yet fain I'd know for what you're ail fo hot,

To go to fight where nothing's got,

He. Fortune will prove kind,

And we mall then grow great.

She. 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.

He. Dare you prate ftill, at this rate (till,

And, like vermin, grudge mf preferment I

She. you'll beg, or get a wooden leg.

He. Nay, if bawling, caterwawling,

Tittle tattle, prittle prattle.-ftill muft rattle j

I'll be gone, and ftraight abroad.

She. Do, do, and fo (hall Hob and Sue>

Jug too, and all the ragged crew.

Tunc,
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Tune, My apron, dtary.

JAMIE.

WHILE our flocks arc t* feeding, and we're void

of care,

Come, Sandie, let's tune in praife of the fair:

For, infpir'd by my Sufie, I'll fing in fuch lays,

That Pan, were he judge, mult allow me the bays,

SANDY.
While under this hawthorn we ly at our eafe,

By a mufical dream, and refrefh'd by the breeze

Of a zephyr lb gentle, yes, Jamie, I'll try

For to match you and Sufie, dear Katie and I.

J A M I E.

-Oh 1 my Sufie fo lovely, fhe's without compare,

She's fo comely, fo good, and fo charmingly fair

:

Sure, the gods were at pains to make fo compieat

A nymph, .that for love there was ne'er one fo meet.

S A N D Y.

Oil ! my Katie's fo bright, (he's fo witty and gay-

Love, join'd with the graces, around her looks play;

In her mein fhe's Co graceful, in her humour fo free,

Sure the gods never fram'd fuch a beauty as fhe.

J A M I E.

Had my Sufie been there, when the fhe.phercT dedar'd

For the lady of Lemnos, fhe had loft his regard :

And, o'ercome by a prefence more beauteoufly bright,

He had own'd her outdone, as the darknefs by light.

SANDY.
Not fair Helen of Greece, nor all the whole train,

Either of real beauties, or thofe poets fcign,

CouM
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Cou'd be matchM with my Katie, whofc every fweet

charm

May conquer beft judges, and coldeft hearts warm.

JAMIE.
Neither riches nor honour, nor any thing great,

Do I ask of the gods ; but that this be my fate,

That my Sufie to all my kind wifhes comply :

For with her wou'd I live, and with her wou'd I die.

SANDY.
If the fates give me Katie, and her I enjoy,

I have all my defires, nought can me annoy :

For my ch armer has every delight in fuch ftore,

She'll make me more happy than e'er fwain before.

AMONGST the willows on the grafs,

Where nymphs and fhepherds ly,

Young Willy courted bonny Befs,

And Nell flood lift'ning by ;

Says Will, we will not tarry

Two months before we marry.

No, no, fy no, never, never tell me lb,

For a maid I'll live and die

;

Says Nell, fo (hall not I.

Says Nell, Sec.

Long time betwixt hope and defpair,

And kifTes mixt between ;

He with a fong did charm her ear,

Thinking fhe chang'd had been.;

Says Will, I want a blefling,

Siibftantialer than kifling.

No*,
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Ko, no, fy no, never, never tell me foy

For I will never change my mind :

Says Nell, flie'll prove more kind.

Smarting pain the virgin finds,

Altho' by nature taught,

When (he lirft to man inclines

;

Quoth 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 difj

And to my vow be true.

Quoth Nell, the more fool you.

To my clofet I'll repair,

And read on godly books,

Forget vain love and worldly care.

Quoth Nell, that likely looks !

You men are all perfidious ;

But I will be religious,

Try all, fly all, and, while I breathe, defy all,

Your fex I now defpife.

Says Nell, by Jove, me lies.

WOU'D you chufe a wife for a happy life,

Leave the court, and the country take,

Where Dolly and Sue, young Molly and Prue,

Follow Roger and John, whilft harveft goes on,

And merrily,' merrily rake.

Leave the London dames, (be it fpoke to their (names}
To Jy in their beds till noon ;

Then get up and ftretch, and paint too and patch,

Some widgeon to catch, then look on 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,

Vol. II. M Where
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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 and cheefe, or gather green peafe,

And values fine cloaths not a foufe.

This, this is the girl worth rubies and pearl,

A wife that will make a man rich :

We gentlemen need no quality breed,

To fquander away what taxes wou'd pay,

We care not, in faith, for fuch.

Queen.T TOW bleft are beggar-lafTes, -

Xi Who never toil for treafure I

We know no car -, but how to fhare

Each day fuccellive pleafure.

Drink away, let's be gay,

Beggars (till with blifs abound,

Mirth and joy ne'er can cloy,

Whilft the fparkling glafs goes round.

1. Woman. A fig for gaudy fafhions,

tfo want of cloaths oppreifes ;

We Hveateafe, with rags and fleas,

We value not our drefTes.

Prink away, &o.

2. Wom. We fcorn all ladies wafhes,

With which they fpoil each feature,

js
T
o patch or paint our beauties want,

We live in fimple nature.

3. Wom. No cholick, fpleen, or vapours,

At morn or ev'ning teaie us 5

We
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We drink not te&, or ratafT ;

When fick, a drain can eafe us.

4.W0M. What ladies act in private,

By nature's foft compliance,

We think no crime, when in our prime,

To kifs without a licence.

$. Wom. We know no fhame or fcandal,

The beggars law befriends us ;

We all agree in liberty,

And poverty defends us.

6. Wom. Like jolly beggar wenches,
Thus, thus we drown all forrow

;

We live to-day, and ne'er delay

Our pleafure till to-morrow.

PHILLIS defpife not your faithful lover,

Play not the tyrant, becaufe you are fair ;
Beauty will fade. My charming maid,

Juft as the lilly, my beautiful Philly,

Ceafe to prove coy, fmile on the boy,

Grant him the blefling he longs to enjoy.

Crowns are but trifles, compared with my Philly

Who can behold her, and not be enflav'd ?

Angel divine ! wert thou but mine :

Pity my ftory,. I laugh at all glory,

Here I proteit, on thy dear breaft,

With thee in a cottage I'd think myfelf bleft.

SYLVIA, on her arm reclining,

In a fhady grove's retreat,

Lay in dimabille defigning fal la, laj &c.

To avoid the fultry heat.

M 2 The*
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Tho* unveil'd, Hie thought no ftander-

by cou'd view the lonely fair

;

While young Zephyrs came and fann'd her

Beauteous face with fragrant air.

Thus the blooming nymph lay panting,

Sighing for her abfent fwain

;

All extended, (he lay wanting

Him to eafe her love-lick pain.

Soon the happy youth, who won her

To the kind retreat, drew near ;

And in tranfport ! gaz'd upon her

Charms repos'd in flumbers there,

Love perfuaded 'twas no fin to

Vent his flames without debate ;

So he boldly enter'd into

Tales of love with Sylvia fweet.

His mov'ing tale fo gain'd upon her,

That, in pity to his pain,

She gave broad hints he might once morfi

Tell it o'er to her again.

Tune, Welcome; welcome Brother Debtor*

C"t Harming Chloe, look with pity

j On your faithful love-fick fwain;

Hear, O hear, bis doleful ditty,

And relieve his mighty pain.

Find you mufick in his lighing ?

Can you fee him in diftrefs ?

"Wifliing, trembling, panting, dyingj

Yet afford no kind redrefs ?

Strephon mov'd by lawlefs paflion,

For no favours rudely fues ;

All his flame is out of fafhion,

Ancient honour for him woes ! Love
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Love for love's the fwain's ambitiort 5

But, if that is tfeem'd too great,

Pity, pity, his condition— ---

Say, at leaft, you do not hate.

Should you, fonder of a rover,

Praclis'd in the arts of guile.

Slight fo true and kind a lover,

Chloe. might not Strephon fmile?

Yes, well pleas'd at thy undoing,

Vulgar lovers might upbraid ;

Strephon, confcious of thy ruin,

Soon would be a lilent (hade.

AS near a fountain's fiow'ry fide,

The bright Selinda lay,

Her looks increas'd the fummer's pride,

Her eyes the blaze of day.

Therofes blufa'd with deeper red,

To fee themfelves out-done
;

The lillies fhrunk into their beds,
To find this fairer one.

Quick thro' the air to this retreat

A bee induftrious flew
;

Prepar'd to rifle ev'ry fweet,

And lip the balmy dew.

Drawn by the fragrance of her breathy

Her rofy lips he found
;.

Where he in tranfports met his death,

And drop'd upon the ground.

Enjoy, blefi: bee, enjoy thy fate,

Nor at thy fall repine
;

Since kings would quit their royal flat?

To mare a death like thine.

M 3 CHASTE
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CHASTE Lucretia, when you left met
You of all things dear bereft me ;

Tho' I fhow'd no difcontent,

Grief is ftrongeft, and the longeft,

When too great to find a vent*

How much fiercer is the anguifh,

When we mod in fecret languifh !

Silent Ilreams are deepefl: feund ;

Noify grieving is deceiving,

Empty velfels make mod: found.

Had I words that could reveal it,

Yet I wifely would conceal it

;

Tho the queftion be but fair ;

Grief and merits, love and fpirit?,

Always lofe by taking air.

Guardian angels ftill defend you,.

And celeftlaj joys attend you ;

Whilft I'm like the winter fun ;

Faintly fhining, and declining,

Till thy charming fpring return.

By Mr. Covgreve.

FAIR Amoret is gone aftray,

Puffue, and feek her, ev'ry lover %

I'll tell the figns by which you may
The wand'ring fhepherdefs difcover.

Coquet and coy at once her air,

Both ftudy'd, tho' both feem neglected ;

Cafeiefs Die is with artful care,

Affecting to feem unaffected.

With skill her eyes dart ev'ry glance,

yfetchange fo foonyou'd ne'er lufpect '0x15

Por
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for fhe'd perfuade they wound by chance,

Tho' certain aim and art direct them.

She likes herfelf, yet others hates

Tor that which in herfelf fhe prizes ;

And while fhe laughs at them, forgets

She is the thing that fhe defpifes.

By Mr. Waller.

FROM native ftalk the Provence rofc

I pluck't with green attire;

For, oh ! upon its graces hung

Afflatus to defire.

A vile, destroying, preying worm,
Who fheker'd in the leaf,

Had rob'd me of the priitme joy,

And prov'd the lucky thief.

So beauteous nymphs too oft are found

The vileft man to truft ;

While conftant lovers plead in vain,

And die for being juft.

By Sir Richard Steel

FROM place to place forlorn I go y

With downcaft eyes, a filent made.
Forbidden to declare my woe

;

To fpeak, 'till fpoken to, afraid.

My inward pang, my fecret grief,

My foft confenting looks betray
5

He loves, but gives me no relief;

Why fpeaks not he who may ?
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A Dsfcription of Spring-garden.

FLORA, goddefs fweetly blooming,
Ever airy, ever gay,

All her wonted charms refumingj

To Spring-garden calls away.
With this blifsful fpot delighted,

Here the queen of May retreats %

Belles and Beaux are all invited

To partake of vary'd fweets.

See a grand pavilion yonder,

Rifing near embow'ring iliades %

There a temple ftrikes with wonder,

In full view of colonades

:

Art and nature (kindly lavifh)

Here their mingled beauties yield 5

Equal here the pleafures ravifli

Of the court and of the field.

Hark ! what heav'nly notes defcending

Break upon the lift'ning ear,

Mulick all its graces lending;

O ! 'tis extafy to hear !

Nightingales the concert joining,

Breathe their plaints in melting drains |

VanquiHVd now, their groves' reiignifig,

Soon they fly to diftant plains.

Lo ! what fplendor round us darting,

Swift illume the charming fcene :

Chandeliers their lights imparting,

Pour frefh beauties o'er the green,

Glitt'ring lamps
9

in order planted,

Strike the eye with fweet furprize 1-

Adam fcarce was more inchanted,

"When he faw the fun firft rife.

Nowr the various bands are feated,

All difpos'd in bright array
j

Bus'nefs o'er, and cares retreated,

With gay mirth they clofe the day : This,
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Thus, of'old, the fons of pleafure

Pafs'd in rtiades their fav'rite hours ;

Nectar chearing their foft leifure,

Blefs'd by love, and crown'd withflow'rs.

By Mr. Waller.

GO, lovely rofe,

Tell her that waftes her time and me,

That now (lie knows,
"When I refemble her to thee,

How fweet and fair fhe feems to be.

Tell her, that's young,

And fhuns to have her graces fpy'd,

That hadft thou fprung

In defarts, where no men abide,

Thou muft have uncommended dy\L

Small is the worth

Of beauty from the light retirM :

Bid her come forth, "J*-*,

.

Suffer herfelf to be defir'd,

£nd not blufh fo to be admir'd.

—
By Mr. T. Otway.

Tune, Broom ofCowden-knowSt

I
Love, I doat, I rave with pain,

No quiet in my mind ;

Tho' ne'er could be a happier fwain,

Were Sylvia lefs unkind :

For when, as long her chain I've worn,
I ask relief from fmart,

She only gives me looks of fcorn,

Alas I 'twill break my heart. Mf
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My rivals, rich in wordly (tore,

May offer heaps of gold ;

But furely I a heav'n adore,

Too precious to be fold.

Can Sylvia fuch a coxcomb prize

for wealth, and not defert,

And my poor fighs and tears defpife ?

Alas ! 'twill break my heart.

When, like fome wanting, hov'ring dove5

I for my blifs contend,

And plead the caufe ofeager love,

She coldly calls me friend.

Ah ! Sylvia, thus in vain you drive

To act a healing part

;

•'Twill keep but ling'ring pain alive,

Alas ! and break my heart.

When on my lonely penfive bed
I lay me down to reft,

In hopes to calm my raging head,

And cool my burning bread j

Her cruelty all eafe denies.

With fome fad dream I ftart

;

All drown'd in tears I find my eyes,

And breaking feel my heart !

Then rifing, thro' the path I rove

That leads me where ihe dwells

;

Where to the fenfelefs waves my love

Its mournful (lory tells.

With fighs I dew and kifs the door,

Till morning bids depart

;

Then vent ten thoufand fighs and more ;

Alas ! 'twill break my heart.

But Sylvia, when this conqueft's won,

And I am gone, and cold,

Renounce the cruel deed you've done,

fcjpr glory when 'tis told t F«f
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For ev'ry lovely gen'rous maid
Will take my injur'd part,

And curfe thee, Sylva, I'm afraid,

For breaking my poor heart

!

I
Prithee fend me back my heart,

Since I can not have thine

;

For if with yours you ne'er will part,

Why then mould you keep mine f

Yet now I think on't, let it ly,

To fend it me were vain,

For thou'ft a thief in either eye,

Will fteal it back again.

IF love be a fault, and in me thought a crime,

How great my offence, bear ye witnefs, O time

!

The days and the nights, and the hours, as they roll'd,

You know may be felt, but are ne'er to be told.

One day pafs'd away, and faw nothing but love,

Another came on, and the fame thing did prove :

The fun it grew tir'd flill to look on the fame,

But I grew morepleas'd when the next moment came.

I faw you all day, and each night, with new guft,

And yet ev'ry day was to me as the firft ;

Thus fleeting time paffes, with down on its wings,
And whilft this remains, reft unenvy'd, ye kings.
If this be my crime, be my judges, ye fair,

And if I muft fuffer for what is So rare,

True lovers hereafter this wonder mall tell,

The caufe of my death is for loving too well.

Bv
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By. Mr. Waller.

LATELY on yonder fwelling bufhj

Big with many a coming rofe,

This early bud began to blufh,

And did but half itfelfdifclofe :

I piuck't it, tho' no better grown,

And now you fee how full 'tis blown.

Still as I did the leaves infpire,

With fuch a purple light they (hone ;

As if they had been made of fire,

And fpreading fo, would flame anon ;

All that was meant by air or fun,

To the young flow'r my breath has done.

If our loofe breath fo much can do,

What may the fame in forms of love,

Ofpurefl love and mufick too,

When Flavia itafpires to move?
When that which lifelefs buds perfuades

To wax more foft, her youth invades i

OBferve the fragrant blufhing rofe,

Tho' in the humble vale it fpring,

It fmells as fweet, as fair it blows,

As m the garden of a king
;

So calm content as oft is found compleat

In the Jowcott, as in the lofty feat.

ON the banks of a river, clofe under the fhade,

Young Cleon and Salvia one ev'ning were laid,

The youth pleaded ftrongly for proof of his love,

But honour had won her his flame to reprove.

She
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She cry' J, where's the Iuftre when clouds flied the fun?

Or what is rich Nectar, the fade being gone ?

'Mongft flowers on the flalk fweeteft odours do dwell,

But, if gather 'd, the rofe itfelflofes the fmell.

Thou deareft of nymphs, the brisk (hepherd reply'o.

If e'er thou wilt argue, begin on love's fide.

In matters of Hate let grave reafon be mown.

But love is a'pbw'r will be ruled by none.

ls
ror mould a coy beauty be counted fo rare,

For fcandal can blaft both the chafte and the fair;

Moll fierce are the joys love's alembic do fill,

And the roles are fweetcft when put to the ftill.

PHYLLIS, the faireft of love's foes,

Though fiercer than a dragon -,

Phyllis, that fcorn'd the powdered beaux,

What has fhe now to brag on?

"So long flie kept her Irgs fo clofe,

'Till they had fcarce a rag on.

Compell'd thro' want, this wretched maid
Did fad complaints begin

;

"Which furly Strephon hearing faid,

It was both fhame and fin,

To pity fuch a lazy jade,

Will neither kifs nor fpin.

By Mr. Otway.

PRinces that rule, and em-pi re fway,

How tranfitory is their ftate !

Sorrows their glories do allay,

And richeft crowns have greateft weight,

^Voi. n. i N The
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The mighty monarch treafon fears,

Ambitious thoughts within him rave j

His life all difcontent and cares ,

And he at beft is but a flave.

Vainly we think with fond delight'

To eafe the burden of our cares :

Each grief*a fecond does invite,

And forrows are each others heirs-

For me, my honour I'll maintain,

Be gallant, generous, and brave}

And when I quietude would gain,

At lail 1*11 find it in the grave.

AUvelia now one moment loft,

A thoufand fighs may after coft ;

Deiires may oft return in vain,

But youth will ne'er return again.

The fragrant fweets which do adorn

The glowing blufhes of the morn.

By noon are vanifh'd all away :

Then Let's, Aurelia, live to-day.

AS on a fun-ftiine fummer's day,

I to the green wood bent my way ;

That lonely path my fancy took

Was guided by a fiiver brook ;

And trufl: me, truft me, all I meant,

"Was to be pleas'd and innocent.

Upon its fiow'ry banks I fat,

&egardlefs or of love or hate,

So
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So took my pipe and 'gan to play

The joiy Shepherd's roundelay :

And truft me, &c.

All in the felf-fame fhady grove,

Youthful Silvia chanc'd to rove -j

And, by its echo led, drew near,

My rural oaten reed to hear.

But furely, furely, all ihe meant, &c^
I held her by the glowing hand,

She fomething feem'd to underfland
;

Her fvvelling fighs, her melting look,

That fomething too, too plainly fpoXe.

But trufi: me, &c.

REturn hameward, my heart, again,

And bide where thou was wont to be;

Thou art a fool to fufTer pain

For love of ane that loves not thee

;

My heart, let be fie fantafie,

Love only where thou haft good caule ;

Since fcorn and liking ne'er agree,

The fint a crum of thee ihe faws.

To what efFecl fhould thou be thrall ?

Be happy in thine ain free will
j

My heart be never beftial,

But ken wha does thee good or ill

;

At hame with me then tarry ftill;

And fee wha can beft play their pauks,

And let the filly fling her filf,

For fint a crum of thee flic faws.

Tho' (he be fair, I will not fenzFe,

She's of a kind with mony mae ;

For why, they are a felon menzie :

That feemeth good and are rae fae.

N 2 3Iy
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My heart, take neither Hurt nor was
For Meg, for Marjory, or Maufe,

But be thcu blythe, and let her gae,

For fint a crum of thee me faws.

Remember how that Medea
Wild for a fight of Jafon yied ;

Remember how young Creflida

Left Troilus for Diomede ;

Remember Helen, as we read,

Brought Troy from blifs unto bare waws ;

Then let her gae where me may fpced,

For fint a crum of thee fhe faws.

Becaafe (he faid I took it ill,

For her depart my heart was fair,

But was bcguil'd, gae where fhe will,

Befnrew the heart that firft takes care :

But be thou merry late and air,

This is the final end and clau-fe,

And let her feed and fboly fair,

For fint a crum of thee me' faws.

Ke'er dunt again within my breafr,

Ne'er let her flights thy courage fpill,

Kor gie a fob, altho' me Cneeik,

She's faireft paid that gets her will.

She geeks as gif I mean'd her ill,

When me glaicks paughty in her braws %

Now let her fnirt and fyke her fill,

For fint a crum of thee me faws.

REturn, return my lovely nymph,
For fummer's pleafures now will fade :

The trembling leaves begin to drop,

All nature feems as if decay'd. Th 4
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TV harmonious nightingale's retir'd,

Th' approach of wint'ry nights to mourn a

The lark forget's to mount the sky ;

Ah ! lovely Celia, quick return.

The blulfhing rofe's charms decay,

The lilly droops its lovely head ;

Sweet winding Thames begins to fweil.

And vifit th' unfrequented mead.

The fhepherd's pipe neglecled lyes,

The vallies now no more delight j

Soft pleafmg fcenes of country life

Have taken too their annual flight.

THE collier has a daughter,

And O {he's wond'rous bonny,

A laird he was that fought her,

Rich baith in lands and money i

The tutors watch'd the motion

Of this young honeft lover :.

But love is like the ocean ;

Wha can its depth difcover I

He had the art to pkafe ye,

And was by a' refpecled ;

His airs fat round him eafy,

Genteel, but unaffected.

The Collier's bonny laflie,

Fair as the new blown lillie.

Ay fweet, and never faucy,

Secur'd the heart of Willie.

He lov'd beyond expreflion,

The charms that were about her,.

>f 3 Awl
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And panted for polfeflion

;

His life was dull without her.

After mature refolving,

Clofe to his breaft he held her,

In fafteft flames diflblving,

He tenderly thus telFd her.

My bonny Collier's daughter,

Let naething difcompofe 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.

BUSK ye, busk ye, my bonny bride ;

Busk ye, busk ye, my winfom marrow •,

Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny bride,

Busk and go to the braes of Yarrow ;

There will we fport and gather dew,

Dancing while Lavrocks fing i' the morning j

There learn frae turtles to prove true ?

O Bell, ne'er vex me with thy fcorning.

To weftlin breezes Flora yields,

And while the beams are kindly warmingj

Blythnefs appears o'er all the fields,

av And nature looks mair frefli and charming.

JLearn frae the burns that trace the mead,

Tho' on their banks the rofes bloffom,

Yet haftilie they flow to Tweed,

And pour their fweetnefs in his'boibnt.

IMC



Hafte ye, hade ye, my bonny Bell,

Hafte 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 fweetly to my fair,
y Wha rais'd my hopes with kind relentjpg,

O queen of fmiles, I ask nae mair,

Since now my bonny Bell's confenting.

WITH tuneful pipe, and hearty glee,

Young Watty wan my heart
j

A blyther lad ye coud'na fee,

All beauty without art.

His winning tale did loon 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 grie£

Tho' Colin courts with tuneful fang.

Yet few regard his mane :

The lafles a' 'round Watty thrang,

While Colin's left alane

:

In Aberdeen was never feen

A lad that gave fie pain

;

He daily woes, and ftill purfues,

Till he does all, till he does all,

Till he does all obtain.

But foon as he has gain'dthe Mils,

Away then does he run ;

And hardly will afford a kifs

To fiijy me undone :

fconny
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Bonny Katty, Maggy, Betty,

Avoid the roving fwain
;

His wily tongue be fure to fhun,

Or you, like me, or you, like me,

Like me will be undone.

ROB's Jock came to woo our Jenny,

On ae feaft day when we were fou j

She brankit fait and made her bonny,

And faid, Jock, come ye here to woo?

She burnift her baith bread and brou,

And made her clear as ony clock :

Then fpak her dame, and faid, I trou

Yc come to woo our Jenny, Jock.

Jock faid, forfutb, I yearn fu' fain

To luk my head, and fit down by you :

Then fpak her minny, and faid again,

My bairn has tocher enough to gie you.

Tchie ! quo Jenny, kick, kick, I fee you ;

Minny, yon man makes but a mock.

i
Deil hae the liers—fu ieis me o' you,

I come to woo your Jenny, quo Jock.

My bairn has tocher of her awn ;

A goofe, a gryce, a cock and hen,

A ftirk, a ftaig, an acre fawin,

jt A bakebread and a bannock-ftane ;

U A pig, a pot, and a kirn there-ben,

A kame but and a kaming-ftoek •,

With coags and kggies nine or ten

;

Come ye to woo our Jenny, Jock ?

A wecht, a peet-creel and a cradle,

A pair of clips, a graip, a flail,

An
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An ark, an ambry and a ladle,

A millie, and a fowen-pale,

A roufty whittle to fheer the kail,

And a timber-mell the beer to knock,

Twa (helfs made of an auld iir-dale t

Come ye to woo our Jenny, Jock ?

A farm, 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 cry'd, a feaft ! and ilew a cock,

And made a bridal upo' hand.

Now I hae got your Jenny, quo Jock.

Now dame, I hae your dochter marry \J,

And tho' ye mak it ne'er lb tough,

I let you wit (lie's nae mifcarry'd,

'Tis well kend I have gear enough :

An auld gaw*d gloyd fell owr a heugh*

A fpade, a fpeet, a fpur, a ibek

;

Withouten owfen I have a pleugh

:

May that nae fer your Jenny, quo Jock*

A treen truncher, a ram-horn fpoon,

Twa bits of barkin blafint leather,

A graith that ganes to coble moon,
And a thrawcruik to twyne a tether,

Twa croks that moup amang the heather*

A pair of branks and a feater lock,

A teugh purfe made of a fwine'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 ciat the byre,
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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 ladle.

May thir nae gane your Jenny, quo Jock ?

A pair of hames and brechim fine,

And without bits a bridle renzie,

A fark made of the linkome twine,

A gay green cloke that will not ftenzic ;

Mair yet in ftore—I needna fenzie,

Five hundred rlaes, afendy flock ;

And are nae thae a wakrife menzie,

To gae to bed wi' Jenny and Jock ?

Tak thir for my part of the fealt,

It is well kend I am well bodin :

Ye need nae fay my part is lead:,

Wer they as meikle as they'r lodin.

The wife fpeer'd gin the kail was fodin,

When we hae done, tak hame the brok ;

The roft was teugh as raploch hodin,

"With which they feafled Jenny and Jock.

JOCKY met with Jenny fair,

Aft be the dawning of the day

But Jocky now is fu' of care,

Since Jenny flaw his heart away t

Altho' me prornis'd to be true,

She proven has, a>lake! unkind ;.

"Which gars poor Jocky aften rue,

That he e'er loo'd a fickle mind.

And
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And its o'er the hills and far away,

Its o'er the hills and far away,

Its o'er the hills and far away

The wind has blawn my plaid away.

Now Jocky was a bonny lad,

As e'er was born in Scotland fair j

But now, poor man, he's e'en gsne wood,

Since Jenny has gart him defpair.

Young Jocky was a piper's fbn,

And fell in love when he was young;

But a' the fprings that he cou'd play,

Was o'er the hills and far away.

And its, &c.

He fung—when fir ft my Jenny's face

I faw, The feem'd. fae fu' of grace,

With meikle joy my heart was fill'd,

That's now, alas ! with forrow kill'cUj

Oh ! was (he but as true as fair,

'Twad put an end to my defpair.

Inikad of that fhe is unkind,

And wavers like the winter-wind.

And its, &c.

Ah ! cou'd (he find the difmal wae,

That for her fake I undergae,

She cou'd nae chule but grant relief,

And put an end to a' my grief:

But oh ! (he is as faufeas fair,

Which caufes a' my fighs and care ;

But ine triumphs in proud difdain,

And takes a pleafure in my pain-

Hard was my hap to fa' in love

With ane that does fae iaithlefs prove.

Hara
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Hard was my fate to court a maid

That has my confhnt heart betray'd.

A thoufand times to me fhe fware,

She wad be true for evermair ;

But, to my grief, aJake, I fay,

She flaw my heart and ran away.

Since that, (he will nae pity take,

I maun gae wander for her fake,

And, in ilk wood and gloomy grove,

I'll fighing fing, adieu to love,

Since fhe is faufe whom I adore,

I'll never truft a woman more.

Teste a' their charms I'll flee away,

And on my pipe 111 fweetly play,

O'er hills and dales and faraway,

Out o'er the hills and far away.

Out o'er the hills and far away,

The wind has blawn my plaid away.

A Southland Jenny, that was right bonny,

Had for a fuitor a norland Johny ;

But he was ficken 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 laft 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 march, and marry.

She. Come, come away, then mynorthland laddie,

Tho' we gang neatly, fome are mair gaudy
;

And albeit I have neither gowd nor money,

Come, and f li ware my beauty on thee.

He.
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He. Ye laffe*bf the fouth, ye're a' for drefling ;

JLaftes of the north mind milking and threfhing ;

My minny wad be angry, and fae wad my dady,

Shou'd I marry ane as dink as a lady.

For I maun hae a wife that will rife in the morning,

Crudle a' the milk, and keep the houfe a fcaulding,

Toolie with her nibours, and learn at my minny,

A norland Jocky maun hae a norland Jenny.

She. My father's only daughter, and twenty thoufand

Shall never be beftow'd on fie a filly clown ; (pound,

For a' that I faid was to try what was in ye,

Gae hame, ye norland Jock, and court your norland

Jenny.

INHERE was anes a May, and (he loo'd na men..

-§he bigget her bonny bow'r down in yon glen,

But now (he cries dool I and a-well-a-day I

Come down the green gate, and come here away.

But now ihe cries, &c.

When bonny young Jonny came o'er the fea,

He faid heTaw naething fae lovely as me

;

He heght me baith rings and mony braw things,

And were na my heart light I wad die.

He had a wee titty that loo'd na me,
Becaufe I was twice as bonny as me ;

She rais'd fie a pother 'twixt him and his mother,
That were na my heart light I wad die.

The day it was fet, and the bridal to be,

The wife took a dwam, and lay down to die ;

She main'd and Ihe grain'd out of dolour and pain^

Till he vow'd he never wad fee me again.

His kin was for ane of a higher degree,

Said, what wad he do with the like of me ?

. Vox,. II. O Albeit
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Albeit I was bonny, I was nae for Jonny ;

And were na my heart light I wad die.

They faid, I had neither cow nor caff,

IS'or dribles of drink rins throw the draff,

"Hot pickles of meal rins throw the mill-eye ;

And were na my heart light I wad die.

His bonnet flood ay fou round on his brow,

His auld ane look'd ay as well as feme's new :

But now he lets't wear ony gate'it will hing,

And cafts himfelf dowie on the corn-bing.

And now he gaes drooping about the dykes,

And a' he dow do is to bund the tykes :

The live-lang night he ne'er fteeks his eye,

And were na my heart light I wad die.

Were I young for thee, as I hae been,

We fhou'd hae been galloping down on yon greeny

And linking it on the lilly-white lee
;

And wow gin I were but young for thee.

WHEN abfent from my foul's delight,

What cold fufpicions freeze my breaft.

Once more return'd to thy loyTd fig't,

Hope too returns, my fears have reft.

IT was about the Martinmas time,

When the green leaves were a falling,

That Sir John Graeme in the weft country
1?ell in love with Barbara Allan,

He fent his man down through the town,

To the place where (he was dwelling,
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O hade and come to my matter dear,

Gin ye be Barbara Allan.

O (lowly, (lowly rofe (he up,

To the place where he was lying,

And when (he drew the curtain by,

Young man, I think you're dying.

O I am (ick, and very (ick,

And its a for Barbara Allan.

,

O the better for me ye's never be,

Tho' your heart's blood were (pilling*

O dinna ye mind, young man, faidfhe,

When in the tavern drinking,

That ye made the healths gae round and round/

And flighted Barbara Allan.

He turn'd his face unto the wall,

And death was with him dealing ;

Adieu, adieu, my dear friends all,

Be kind to Barbara Allan.

And (lowly, (lowly raife (he up,

And (lowly, (lowly left him ;

And fighing, (aid, (he cou'd not (lay,

Since death of life had reft him.

She had not gane a mile but twa,

When (he heard the dead-bell ringing,

And every jow that the dead-bell geid.

It cry'd, woe to Barbara Allan.

O mother, mother, make my bed,

O make It faft and narrow
;

Since my love died for me to day>

I'll die for him the morrow.

G 2 THE



THE FUMBLERS. RANT,

COME carles a' of fumblers ha*,

And I will tell you of our fate,

Since we have married wives that's Draw,

And cannapleafe them -when 'tis late i

A pint we'll take, our hearts to chear
;

What fauts we hae, our wives can tell %

Gar bring us in baith ale and bear,

The auldeft bairn we hae's our fell.

Chrift'ning of weans we are ridd off,

The parifh prieit this he can tell,

We aw him nought but a grey groat,

Theoff'ring for the houfe we dwell.

Our bairns's tocher is a' paid,

We're mailers of the gear our fell
'
y

Let either well or wae betide,

Here's a health to a' the wives that's yelk

Our nibour's auld fon and the lafs,

Into the barn amang the lirae,

He gripp'd her in the dark beguefs,

And after that came meikle wae.

Repentance ay comes afterhin',

It coft the carle baith corn arid hay j

We're quat of that with little din,

Sic crolFes haunt ne'er you nor I.

Now merry, merry may we be,

When we think on our nibour Robie,

The way the carle does, we fee,

Wi' his auld fon and daughter Maggy j

Boots he maun hae, piitols, why not j

The huffy maun hae corkit moon:.

We are nae fae ; gar fill the pot,

We'll drink to a' the hours at e'en.
^

Here's a health to John Mackay we'll drink,

To Hugbie, Andrew,, Rob and Ta^n ; We'll
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We'll fit 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,

We'll fit a white, 'tis lang to day,

For a' the cocks they rave at yool.

Since we have met, we'll merry be,

The foremoft hame fiiall bear the mell z

I'll fet me down, left I be fee,

For fear that I fkou'd bear't my fell.

And I, quoth Rob, and down fat lie,

The gear (hall never me out-ride,

But we'll take a fowp of the barley-breej,

And drink to our yell lire-fide.

YOUNG Roger of the rnill^.

One morning very foon?

Put on his beft apparel,

New hofe and clouted moon ;

And he a wpoiag came
To bonny buxome Nell,

Dear lafs, cries he, cou'dft fancy me?.

I like thee wond'rous well.

My horfes I have dreft,

And gi'n them corn and hay?
Put on my belt apparel

:

And having come this way.,

Let's lit and chat a while

With thee, my bonny Nell,

Dear lafs, cries he, cou'dft fancy meP
.

I'fc like thy perfon well.

O 3 Tatmg.
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Young Roger, you're miftaken,.

The damfel then reply'd,

I'm not in iuch a hafte

To be a plowman's bride ;

No, I yet live in hopes

To marry a farmer's fon

:

If it be fo, fays Hodge, I'll go ;

Sweet miftrefs, I have done.

Your horfes you have dreft,

Good Hodge, I heard you fay,,

Put on your beft apparel

;

And being come this way

>

Gome fit and chat a while j

no indeed, not I,

I'll neither wait, nor fit, nor prat,

I've other fifh, to fry.

Go take your farmer's fon,

With all my honeft heart :

"What tho' my name be Roger^

That goes afc plow and' cart,

I need not tarry long,.

1 foon may gain a wife ;

There's buxome Joan, it is well knowi%,

She loves me as her life.

Pray what ofbuxome Joan ?

Can't I pleafe you as well?

For fhe has ne'er a penny,

And I am buxome Nell

;

And I have fifty millings :

The money made him fmfle ;

Oh then, my dear, I'll draw a chair.

And chat with thee awhile.

"Within the fpace of half an hour

Thefe two a bargain iiruck>

Hoping



K t<3-)

Hoping that with their money
They both wou'd have good luck*

To your fifty I have forty,

With which a eow we'll buy ;

We'll join our hands in wedlock bands,

Then who but you and I ?-

Tune, Tetlow~hair'
>d laddie.

ON Whitfunday morning I went to the fair,

My yellow- hairM laddie was felling his ware %

He gied me fie a blythe blink with his bonny black eye>

And a dear blink, and a fair blink it was unto me.

I wifl: not what ail'd me, when my laddie came in,

The little wee ftarnies flew ay frae my een;

And the flveat it drapt down frae my very eye-brie,

And my heart phy'd ay dunt, dunt, dunt, pittie pattiev

I wift not what ail'd me, when I went to my bed,

I toiled and tumbled, and fleep frae me fled,

Now its fleeping and waking, he is ay in my eye, '

And my heart plays ay dunt, dunt, dunt, pittie pattic*-

MV Patie is a lover gay,

His mind is never muddyv
His breath is fweeter than new hay,.

His face is fair and ruddy.

His fhape is handfbrae, middle fizej

He's (lately in his wawking
;

The fhining of his een furpriie,

'Tis heav'n to hear him tawking. ^

Laft night I met him on a bawk,

Where yellow com was growing, There



C **4 )

There mony a kindly word he /pake,

That fet my heart a glowing.

He kifs'd and vow'd he wad be mine,

And loo'd me beft of ony ;

That gars me like to fing finfyne,

O corn rigs are bonny.

Let maidens of a filly mind

Refufe what maift they're wanting,

Since we for yielding are defign'd,

We ehaftly mould be granting ;

Then I'll comply, and marry Pate,

And fyne my cockernony

He's free to touzle air ©r late?

Where corn rigs are bonny.

FOR the fake of (bmebody,

For the fake of fbmebody,

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, &c.

Betty, lady, fay't thy lei,

Tho' thy dame be ill to ffioo,

Firft we'll buckle/then we'll tell,

Let her flyte and fyne come too t

What fignifies a mither*s gloom,

When love and kilTes come in play

ShouM we wither in our bloom,

And in funnier make nae hay ?

She,
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She. Bonny lad, I care na by,

Tho' I try my luck with thee,

Since ye are content to tye

The harF-mark bridal band wi' me

;

Til flip hame and wafli my feet,

And ileal on linnings fair and clean,

Syne at the tryfting place we'll meet,

To do but what my dame has done

He. Now my lovely Betty gives

Confent in fie a heartfome gate,

It me frae a' my care relieves,

And doubts that gart me aft look Mate %

Then let us gang and get' the grace,

For they that have an appetite

Shou'd eat ; — and lovers fhou'd embrace
;

~ If thefe be faults, 'tis nature's v/yte.

Regit a ti v e.

BLATE Jonny faintly teld fair Jean his mind %

Jeany took "pleafure to deny him lang :

He thought her fcorn came frae a heart unkind j

Which gart him in defpair tune up this fang..

Air.

bonny faflie, iince 'tis fae,

That I'm defpis'd by thee,

1 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 breaft fae faft as yours

Contain a heart of (lane ?

Rect-
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Recitative.
Thefe tender notes did a' her pity move,
With melting heart fhe liflned to the boy ;

O'ercome fhe fmil'd, and promis'd him her love :

He in return thus fang his riling joy*

Air.
Hence frae my bread, contentious care,

YeVe tint the power to pine ;

My Jeany's good, my Jeany's fair,

And a' her fvveets are mine.

O fpread thine arms, and gi'e me fowth

Of dear enchanting blifs,

A thoufand joys around thy moutli

Gi'e heaven with ilka kifs.

MAG IE' S TOCHER,
THE meal was dear fhort fyne,

We buckl'd us a' the gither

;

/\nd Maggie was in her prime,

When Willie made courtfhip till her:

Twa piftols charg'd beguefs,

To gie the courting (hot

;

And fyne came ben the lafs,

Wi' fwats drawn frae the butt.

He firft fpeer'd at the guidman,

And fyne at Giles the mither,

An ye wad gi's a bit land,

We'd buckle us e'en the gither.

My daughter ye fhall hae,

I'll gi' you her by the hand :

But I'll part wi' my wife by my fae.

Or I part wi' my la.nd.

Your
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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 who kens her (lake :

With an auld bedden o' claims,

Was left me by my mither,

They're jet black o'er wi' flaes,

Ye may cuddle in them th' gither.

Ye fpeak right well, guidman,

Bat 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 ben,

And Crummie will want her fother.

The bairns are coming 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 you need nae fear,

Twa good ftilts to the pleugh,

And ye your fell maunfteer :

Ye mail hae twa good pocks

That anes were o' the tweel,

The t'ane to had the grots,

The ither to had the meal

;

With ane auld kift 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 borrowed gear,

Th«
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The horfe that I ride on

Is Robie Wilfon's mare

:

Thefadle's nane of my ain,

And thae's but borrow'd boots,

And whan that I gae liame,

I maun take to my koots

:

The cloak is Geordy Watt's,

That gars me look fae croufe ;

Come fill us a cogue of fwats,

We'll make na mair toom rufe,

I like you well, young lad,

For telling me fae plain,.

I married when little I had

G' gear that was my ain,

But fin that things are fae,

The bride (he maun come forth,

Tho' a' the gear fhe'll hae,

It'll be but little worth.

A bargain it maun be,

Fy cry on Giles the mither t

Content am I, quo' me,

E'en gar the hiflie come hither,

The bride fhe gade till her bed,

The bridegroom he came till her ;

The fidler crap in at the fit*

An they cuddl'd it a' the gither.

AT Pol wart on the green

If you'll meet me the morn,

Where lafTes do conveen

To dance about the thorn.

A kindly welcome you fhall meet

Frae her wha likes to view
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A lover and a lad compfeat,

The Jad and lover you.

Let dorty dames fay na,

As Jang as e'er they pleafie,

Seem caulder than the ma',

While inwardly they bleeze ;

But I will frankly (haw my mind,

And yield my heart to thee ;

Be ever to the captive kind,

That langs nae to be free.

At Polwart on the green,

Amang the new mawn hay,

"With fangs and dancing keen

We'll pafs the heartfome day,

At night, if beds be o'er thrang laid,

And thou be twin'd of thine,

Thou (hall be welcome, my dear lad,

To tak a part of mine.

V A TIE.

BY the delicious warmnefs of thy mouth,

And rowing eye, which fmiling tells the truth,

I guefs, my laflie, that, as well as I,

You're made for love, and why mould ye deny f

Peggy.
But ken ye, lad, gin we confefs o'er foon,

Ye think us cheap, and fyne the wooing's done

:

The maiden that o'er quickly tines her pow'r,

Like unripe fruit, will tafte but hard and fow'r.

P A T I E.

But when they hing o'er lang upon the tree,

Their fweetnefs they may tine, and fae may ye :

Vol. II, p Red-
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Reel -cheeked, you completely ripe appear,

And I have thol'd and woo'd a lang haff year,

Peggy.
Then dinna pu' me , gently thus I fa*

Into my Patie's arms for good and a' :

But flint your wifhes to this frank embrace,

And mint nae farther, till we've got the grace.

P A T I E.

O charming armfu' ! hence, ye cares, away,

I'll kifs my treafure a' the live lang day ;

A' night I'll dream my kiffes o'er again,

"Till that day come that ye'll be a' my ain.

Chorus.
Sun, gallop down the weftlin skies,

Gang foon to bed, and quickly rife ;

O lafh your deeds, poll time away,

And halte about our bridal day :

.Andifye're weary'd, honed light,

Sleep* gin ye like, a week that night.

AS down in the meadow I chanced to pafs,

Oh ! there I beheld a beautiful lafs ;

Her age, I am fure, 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 fparkl'd like diamonds, or ftars in the skies J

And as for her voice it was charming and clear,

And me fung a fongfor thelofs of her dear.

Why does my love Willy prove falfe and unkind ?

Ah ! why does he change like the wavering wind,

From one that is loyal in ev'ry degree ?

Aji I why does he change to another from me ?
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Or does he take pleafure to torture me fo ?

Or does he delight in my fad overthrow ?

Snfannah will always prove true to her, truft,

'Tis pity, lov'd Willy fliou'd prove fo unjuft.

In the meadows as we were a making of hay,

There did we pafs the fweet minutes away;
Then was 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 !

No man in the world was fo loving ashe.

But now he has left me ! and Fanny the fair

Employs all his wifhes, his thoughts and his care :

He kifTes her lip as (he fits on his knee,

And fays all the fweet things he once faid to me i

But if fhe believe him, the falfe-hearted fwain,

Will leave her, and then fhe with me may complain.

For nought is more certain, believe, lilly Sue,

Who once has been faithlefs can never be true.

She finiuYd herfong, and rofe up to-be gone.

When over the meadow came jolly young John,
Who told her that (lie was the joy of his life,

And if fhe'd confent he wou'd make her hi* wife 9

She cou'd not refufe him ; fo to church they went ;

Young Willy's forgot, and young Sufan's content*

Moft men are like Willy, molt women like Sue ;

If men will be faife, why fliou'd women be true ?

HOW pleafant a faitor's life paflTes,

Who roams o'er the watery main. I

No treafure he ever amalTes,

But chearfully fpends all his gain.

p a We're
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We're flrangers to party and faction,

To honour and honefty true ;

And would not commit a bad action,

For power or profit in view.

(Ihorus.
Then why mould we quarrel for riches,

Or any fuch glittering toys ?

A light heart, and thin pair of breeches,

Goes thorow the world, brave boys.

The world is a beautiful garden,

Enrich'd with the bleflings of life, .

The toiler^with plenty rewarding,

Which plenty too often breeds flrife.

When terrible tempefts affail us,

And mountainous billows affright 5

No grandeur or wealth can avail us,

But skilful induftry (leers right.

Then why mould, &c.

The courtier's more fubjecl to dangers,

Who rules at the helm of the ftate,

Than we, who to pol'ticks are ftrangers^

Efcape the fnares laid for the greafc

The various bleflings of nature

In various nations we try;

No mortal than we can be greater,

Who merrily live till we die.

YOUNG Roger came tapping at Dolly's window,
Thumpaty, thumpaty, thump.

He begg'd for admittance, fhe anfwer'd him, no,
Glumpaty, glumpaty, glump.

My Dolly, my dear, your true love is here,

Dumpaty, dumpaty, dump

:

No;
«o> Roger, no, as you came you may go,
Slumpaty, flumpaty, flump. Oh
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Oh what Is the reafon, dear Dolly, he cry'd,

Humpaty, &c.

That thus I'm ca(t off, and unkindly deny'd ?

Trumpaty, Sec.

Some rival more dear, I guefs has been here,

Crumpaty, &c.

Suppofe there's been two, fir, pray what's that to you,

Numpaty, &£* (fir,

Oh 1 then with a fad look his farewel he took,

Humpaty, &c.

And all in defpair he leap'd into the brook,

Plumpaty, Sec.

His caurage he cool'd, he found himfelf fool'd,

Mumpaty, &c*
He fwam to the more, and faw Dolly no more,..

Rumpaty, &c.

Oh ! then (he recali'd, and recalFd him again,

Humpaty, &c.

Whilft he like a madman ran over the plain,

Slumpaty, Sec.

Betermin'd to find a damfcl more kind,

Plumpaty, Sec.

While Dolly's afraid me mud die an old maidj.

Mumpaty, &c>

WHY has not love reflection's eyes ?

Why, but from forrow mull v/e kno.W
That folly is the feed of vice,

And vice the nurfery of woe.
Chloe, when thy charms invite,

A folly in enjoyment lyes ;

And wifdom bids us fhun delight %-

Wifdom is weak, and folly wife;

P 3 Fair
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Fair virtue lofes all her charms,

Iffrom thy bofom fhe deters :.

And vice inviting to thy arms,

In virtue's heavenly form appears,

Defiruclion tempting in thy eyes,

So lovely a difguife puts on,

We fee where our undoing lyes,

Yet cry, 'tis heaven to be undone.

By J. Dryden.

CALM was the even, and clear was the sky.

And the i.ew budding flowers didfpring,

"When all alone went Amynt3S and I,

To hear the fweet nightingales fing,

I fat, and he laid him down by me,

But fcarcely his breath he could draw ;

For when, with fear, he began to draw near,

He was dafh'd with a ha, ha, ha.

He blufh'd to himfelf, and lay ftill a while,

And his modefty curb'd his defire ;

But flreight I o'crcame all his fear with a fmile,

Which added new flames to his fire ;

Silvia, faid he, you are cruel,

To keep your poor lover in awe :

Then once more he preft his hand to my breaft,

]>ut was dafh'd with a ha, ha, ha.

1 knew 'twas his paflion that caus'd all his fear,

And therefore I pity'dhis cafe;

I whifper'd him foftly, there's nobody near>

And laid my cheek dole to his face.

But as he grew bolder and bolder,'

A (hepherd came by us and faw

;

Andjuft as our blifs we began with a kifs,

He laugh'd out with a ha, .ha, ha.

Ths
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Tht TUTOR.

COME my faireft, learn of me,

Learn to give and take the blifs y

Come, my love, here's none but we,

I'll inftrucl thee how to kifs

:

Why turn from me that dear face ?

Why that blulh and downcaft eye ?

Come, come, meet my fond embrace,.

And the mutual rapture try. .

Throw thy lovely twyning arms

Round my neck, or round my waiil*,

And whilft I devour thy charms,

Let me clofely be embrac'd ;

Then when foft ideas rife,

And your gay defires grow ftrong %
Let them fparkle in thine eyes,

Let them murmur from thy tongue..

To my breaft with rapture cling,

Look with tranlport on my face \

Kifs me, prefs me, every thing

To endear the fond embrace: -

Every tender name of love, -

In loft whifpers let me hear j.

And let {peaking nature prove

Every extafy fincere.

The SECRET KISS,

AT the filent ev'ning hour,

Two fond lovers, in a bowV,
Sought their mutual blifs

;

Tho' her heart was juft relenting,

Tho' her eyes feem'd juft confenting,

Yet, yet fhe fear'd to kifs.
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Since this fecret (hade, he cry'd,

Will thofe rofy blufhes hide,

Why, why will you refill ?

When no tell-tale fpy is near us,

Eye to fee, or ear to hear us,

Who, who wou'd not be kifs'd ?

Celi a hearing what he faid,

Blufhing, lifted up her head.

Her breaft foft wifhes fill;

Since, me cry'd, no fpy is near us,

Eye to fee, or ear to hear us,

Kifs, kifs, or what you will.

The BORROWED KI&S.

SEE I languifh, fee I faint,

I muft borrow, beg or (leal

;

Can you lee a foul in want,

And no kind companion feel ?

Give, or lend, or let me take

One fweet kifs, I ask no more %

One fweet kifs, for pity's fak«,

I'll repay it with a fcore.

Chloe heard, and with a finite*

Kind, companionate and fweet 3.

Colin, 'tis a fin to fteal,

And for me to give's not meet;

But I'll lend a kifs or twain

To poor Colin in diftrefs

;

Not that I'll be paid again,

Colin, I mean nothing lefs*

tte
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The RAPTURE.

WHILST on thy dear bofom lying,

Celia, who can fpeak my biifs\

Who the rapture I'm enjoying,

When thy balmy lips I kifs ;

Every look with love infpires me,

Every touch my bofom warms;

Every melting murmur fires me,

Every joy is in thy arms.

Thofe dear eyes how (oft they languifH,

Feel my heart with rapture beat

;

Pleafure turns aJmofl to anguifh,

When the tranfport is fo fweet :

Look not fo divinely on me,

Celia, I mail die with blifs ;

Yet, yet turn tbofe eyes upon me j

Who'd not die a death like this ?

The STOLEN KISS.

ON a mofTy bank reclin'd,

Beauteous Chloe lay repofing,

O'er her bread each am'rous wind

WT
anton play'd, its fweets difclofing s

Tempted with the fwelling charms,

Colin, happy Twain, drew nigh her,

Softly flole into her arms,

Laid his fcrip and flieep-hook by her.

O'er her downy panting breaft,

His delighted fingers roving,

To her lips his lips he preft

In the extafy of loving :
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Chloe wak'ned with his kifs,

Pleas'd, yet frowning to conceal It,

CryM, true lovers fhare the blifs,

Why then, Colin, wou'd you ileal it ?

The IMAGINARY KIS S.

WHEN Fanny I faw, as fhe trip'd o'er the green,

Fair, blooming, foft, artlefs and kind ;

Fond love in her eyes, wit and fenle in her mien.

And warmnefs with modefty join'd ;

Tranfported with fudden amazement, I flood

Faft rivetted down to the place :

Her delicate (hape, eafy motion, I view'd,

And wander'd o'er every grace.

Ye gods, what luxuriance of beauty, I cry,

What raptures muft dwell in her arms !

On her lips I could feaft, on her breaft I could die j

O Fanny, how fweet are thy charms 1

Whilft thus in idea my paflion I fed,

Soft tranfport my fenles invade,

Young Damon ftep'd up, with the fubftance he fledr

And left me to kifs but the (hade.

The FEAST.

POLLY, when your lips you join

Lovely pouting lips to mine ;

To the bee the flow'ry field

Such a banquet does not yield i

Not the dewy morning rofe,

fl much fweetnefs does difclofe t

Not
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Not the gods fuch Neclar fip,

As Colin from thy balmy lip.

Kifs me then, with rapture kite,

We'll furpafs the gods in blifs,

We'll furpafs, we'll furpafs,

We'll, &c.

The MEETING KISS.

LET me fly into thy arms,

Let me tafte again thy charms

;

Kifs me, prefs me to thy breaft

In raptures not to be expreft :

Let me clafp thy lovely waift,

Throw thy arms around my neck ;

Thus embracing, and embrac'd,

Nothing fhall our raptures check ;

Hearts with mutual pleafure glowing,

Lips with lips together growing,

Eyes with tears of gladnefs flowing,

Eyes and lips and hearts mail (how

The excefs of joy that meeting lovers know,

The excefs, &c.

The RECONCILING KISS.

YT7"HY that fadnefs on thy brow?
** Why that darting chryftal tear ?

Deareft Polly, let me know,

For thy grief I cannot bear.

Polly, with a figh, reply'd,

What needs I the caufe impart ? Did
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Did not you this moment chide ?

And you know it breaks my heart.

Colin, melting as fhe fpoke,

Caught the fair one in his arms j

O, my dear, that tender look

Every palHon quite difarms.

By this dear relenting kifs,

Td no anger in my thought

;

Come, my love, by this and this,

Let our quarrel be forgot.

As when fudden flormy rain

Every drouping flovvret fpoils ;

When the fun (bines out again,

All the face of nature fmiles.

ftolly fo reviv'd and chear'd,

By her Colin's kind embrace,

Her declining head up rear'd,

Sweetly fmiling in his face.

The MUTUAL KISS.

CEIJA, by thefe fmiling graces,

Which my panting bofom warm

;

By the heav'n of thy embraces,

By thy wond'rous pow'r to charm ;

By thefe foft bewitching glances

Which my inmoft: bofom move j

By thefe lips whofe kifs intrances,

Thee,#nd thee alone I love.

By thy godlike art of loving,

Celia with a blufli replies ;

J3y thy heav'nly power of moving

All my foul to iympathize
j

By
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By tliefe eager Toft carefles,

By thole arms around me thrown.

By that look which truth exprefles,

My fond heart is all thy own.

Thus, with glowing inclination,

They indulge the tender blifs:

And to bind the lading paflion,

Seal it with a mutual kifs :

Clofe in fond embraces lying,

They together feem to grow ;

Such fupreme delight enjoying,

As true lovers only know.

Jenny.

STERN winter has left us, the trees are in bloom,

And cowflips and vi'lets the meadows perfume j

While kids are difporting, and birds fill the fpray,

I wait for my jocky to hail the new May.

J o c k y.

Among the young lilies, my Jenny, I've flray'd,

Pinks, daizies and woodbines I bring to my maid

4

Here's thyme fweetly fmelling, and lave nder gay,

A pofy to form for my queen of the May.

J.E N N Y.

Ah ! Jocky, T fear you intend to beguile,

When feated with Molly laft night on a (life,

You fwore that you'd love her for ever and ay,

Forgetting poor Jenny your queen of the May.

Jocky.
Young Willy is handfome in fhepherds green drefr,

lie gave you thefe ribbons that hang at your breaft ;

Vol. II. <£ £*



Bcfi les three fweet kiiles upon the new hay,

Was that done like Jenny, my queen of the May ?

;

J E N N Y.

This garland of rofes no longer I prize,

Since Jocky, fa!(e hearted, his paffion denies :

Ye flowers fb blooming, this inftant decay,

For Jenny^s no longer the queen of the May.

j oc k Y.

Believe me, dear maiden, your lover yoa wrong,

Your name is forever the theme of my fong ;

From the dews of pale eve' to the dawning of day,

1 fing but of Jenny my queen of the May.

Jenny.
Again, balmy comfort with tranfport I view,

My fears are all vanidi'd, lince Jocky is true
;

Then to your blith (hepherds ihe news I'll convey,

That Jenny alone you've crownM queen of the May.

Jocky.
Of ev'ry degree ye young lovers draw near,

Avoid all fufpicion, what e"er may appear;

Believe not your eyes, -if your peace they'd betray,

Then come, my dear Jenny, and hail the new May*

Jenny.
At eve' when the fun feeks.repofe in the weft,

And May's tuneful choirifrs a!l skim to their reft ;

When I meet on the green the dear youth I love bed,

My heart is juft ready te burft from my bread.

But fee how the meadows are moiften'd with dew,

dome, come, my dear fhepherc^ I wait but for you j

We live for each other both eonftant and true,

.&ad tafte the foft raptures no monarch e'er knew.

TO
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TO Cclia thus fond Damon faid,

Here's a mofTy carpet laid
j

And then her hancf lie prefs'd,

Free from the world's intruding eye,

Here lurks, my dear, no buly fpy •,

He Jook'd, and fighM the reft.

She (tarted with a feign'd furprife,

While pleafure fparkrd in her eyes

;

Sure Damon does not mean

—

The fliepherd ftopp'd her with a ki£,
,

And claip'd her panting breaft to his -

r

My dear,, we are not leen.

Then by a thoufand kilTes more,

A thoufand tender oaths he fworc,

His love fliou'd never end.

She call'd on all the powers above,

None heard her but the god of love ;

And he was Damon's friend.

And is there then no help, fhe faicf,

By Damon thus to be betray'd ?

Then hung her head and blufhM.

O Damon, will you yet be good f

The fliepherd fmil'd, and faid he would ;

She flgh'd, and all was hulh'd.

The ROVER.

IN all the fex fome charms I find,

I love to try all women-kind,

The fair, the fmart, the witty ;

In Cupid's fetters moll fevere*

I languifli'd out the long, long year,

The flave of wanton Kitty.

a*
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At length, 1 broke the galling chain,

And fwore that love was endlefs pain,

One conftant fcene of folly.

I vow'u, no more to wear the yoke j

But foon I felt the fecond ftroke,

And figh'd for blue-ey'd Molly.

With trelTcs next, of flaxen hue,

Young Jenny did my foul fubduc,

That lives in yonder alley.

Then Cupid threw another mare,

And caught me in the curling hair

Of little tempting Sally.

Adorn'd with charms, iho' blith and young,

My roving heart from bondage fprung j

This heart of yielding metal.

And now it wanders here and there,

By turns the prize of brown and fair,

Mt never more will fettle.

Tune, To dcinton me.

WHEN firft I law thee, graceful, move,

Ah me ! what meant my Vnrobbing bread f

Say, foft confufion, art'thou lovt,

If love thou art, thdh farewel reft.

\Vith gentle fmiles affwage the pain

Thofe gentle fmiles did firft create 5

And though you cannot love again,

In pity, oh ! forbear to hate,

I'LL



( i«y )

I'LL fing to my lover all night and all day,

He's ever good natur'd and frolick and gay,

Mis voice is as fweet as the nightingale's lay,

And weil on his bagpipe my fhepherd can play 5

And a. bonny young lad is my Jocky.

He fays that he loves me, I'm witty and fair,

And praifes my eyes, my lips ano! my hair ;

Rofe, violet nor lily with me can compare,

If this be to flatter, 'tis pretty, I fwear.

He kneel'd at my feet, and with many a figli,

He cry'd, O-rny dear, will you never comply,

If you mean to deftroy me, why, fay it, I'll die ;

I trembled all over, and anfwered, not I.

Around the tall may-pole he dances fo neat,

And fonnets of love the dear boy can repeat j

He's conftant, he's valiant, he's wife and difcreet,

His looks are fo kind', and his khTes £0 fweet.

And a bonny young, &c.

The JUlTlCIOUS FAIR.

YOU tell me I'nrhandfome, I know not how truer
And eafy, and witty, and good humour'd tocw

That my lips are as red as the rofe-bud in June,

And my voice, like the nightingale's, fweetly in tunej.

Aril this has been told me by twenty before
;

But he that would win me muft flatter me more..

If beauty from virtue receives no ltipply,

Or prattle from prudence, how wanting am 1 1

$Ty eafe and good humour mort raptures will brings

And my voice, like the nightingale's, know but a fpring*

For charms £ich as thefe, then, your praifes give o'er,,

To iove me for life, you muft love me for. more.

<i 3 Tber*



( i8<5 )

Then talk to me not of a fhape or an air, \

For Chloe the wanton can rival me there.

'Tis virtue alone that makes beauty look gay,

And brightens good humour, as funfhine the day

;

For that, if you love me, your flame mud be true,

And I in my turn may be taught to love too.

By Mr. Otway.

COme, all ye youths, whofe hearts e'er bled

By cruel beauty's pride ;

Bring each a garland on his head,

Let none his forrows hide :

But hand in hand around me move,

Singing the faded: tales of love ;

And" fee, when your complaints ye joijf^

If all your wrongs can equal mine.

The happieft mortal once was I j

- My heart no forrows knew :

Pity the pain with which I die,^

B;s$ ask not whence it grew.

Yet if a tempting fair you find, t

That's very lovely, very kind,

Tho' bright as heaven, whofe ftamp fhe bears,

Think of my fate, and ihun her fnares.

WHENCE cornls it, neighbour Dick,

That you, with tafte uncommon,

Have play'd the girls this trick,

And wedded an old woman ?

Happy Dick.

Each Belle condemns the choice

Of a youth fo gay and fprightly
j But
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But we your friends rejoice,

That you have judg'd fo rightly.

Tho' odd to fome it founds,

That on threefcore you ventur'd %

Yet in ten thoufand pounds,

Ten thoufand charms are center'd.

Beauty, we know, will fade,

As doth the^fhort-liv'd fiow'r ;

Nor can the faireft maid

Infure her bioom an hour.

Then wifely you refign,

For fixty, charms fo tranfient,

As the curious value coin

The more, for being ancient.

With joy your fpoufe mall fee

The fading beauties round her,

And fheherfelfftill be

The fame that iirft you found her,

Oft is the married Mate

With jealoufles attended ;

And hence, thro' foul debate,

The nuptial joys fufpended ;

But you, with fuch a wife,

No jealous fears are under,

She's .yours afone for life,

Or much we all fhall wonder.

Her death wou'd grieve you fore,

But let not that torment you i

O'my life, fhe'll fee fourfcore,

If that will but content you.

On this you may rely,

For the pains you took to win her?

She'll ne'er in child-bed die,

Unlefs the d—l's in her,
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Some have the name of hell

To matrimony givca. -

T

How falfly, you can tell,

"Who find it fuch a heaven.

With you, each day and night

Is crown'd with joy and gladnefs j

While envious virgins bite

The hated meets for mad nets.

With fpoufe long mare the bills

Y'had mifs'd in any other ;

And when you've bury'd this,

May you have fuch another*

Obferving hence, from you,.

In marriage fuch deGorum,

Our wifer youth mall do

As you have done before 'em,

Happy Dick,

Sung by Diana, in Mr. Dryderfs fecular Mafaua

WITH horns and with hounds I waken the day,

And hy to my wood-land walks away ;

I tuck up my robe, and am buskin'd foon,

And tyc to my forehead a waxing moon
;,

I courfe the fleet itag, unkennel the fox,

And chace the wild goats o'er fummit3 of rocks %

With mooting and hooting- we pierce thro' the sky3

And echo turns hunter, and doubles the cry.

With (hooting, Sec.

wHY, cruel creature, why fo bent

To vex a tender heart I

To
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To gold and title you relent ;

Love throws in vain bis dart.

Let glittering fools in courts be great 3

For pay let armies move ;

Beauty (hou'd have no other bait

But gentle vows and love.

If on thofe cndlefs charms you lajr

The value that's their due,

Kings are themfelves too poor to pay,

Athoufand worlds too few.

But if a paffion without vice,

Without difguife or art,

Ah Celia ! if true love's your price ?

Behold it in my heart.

From Swift's Misselanies, Vol. IV*

OF all the girls that e'er were feen,

There's none fo fine as Nelly,

For charming face, and fliape, and mien,

And what's not lit to tell ye.

Oh ! the turn'd neck, and fmooth white skin

Of lovely, deareft Nelly !

For many a fwain it well had been,

Had ine ne'er pail by Calai

—

For when as Nelly came to France,

(Invited by her Coufins)

Acrofs the Tuilleries each glance

Kill'd frenchmen by whole dozens 5

The king, as he at dinner fat,

Did becken to his hufTar,

And bid him bring his tabby cat,

For charming Nell to bufs her. The
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The ladies were with rage provok'd,

To fee her (6 refpecled :

The men look'd arch, as Nel'y ftrok'd,

And pufs her tail erected

:

But not a man did look employ,

Except on pretty Nelly -

r

Then laid the dukede Villeroy,

Ah I quelle eft bien jolie !

But who's that grave philofopher

That carefully looks at 'er ?

By his concern it fliou'd appear,

The fair one is his daughter.

Ma foy ! (quoth then a courtier fly)

He on his child does leer too t

I wifh he has no mind to try

What fome papa's will here do.

The courtiers all with one accord

Broke out in Nelly's praifes,

AdmivM her ro/e, and lys fans farde-t
(Which are your terms Franco]fes)

Then might you fee a painted ring

Of dames that flood by Nellys

She like the pride of all the fpring,

And they like fieurs de palais.

In Marli gardens, and St. Clou,

I faw this charming Nelly,

Where fliamelefs nymphs, expos'd to viewy

Stand naked in each allee :

But Venus had a brazen face,

Both at Verfailles and Meudon,
Or elfe me had refign'd her place,.

And left the flone fhe ftood on.

Were Nelly's figure mounted there,
?Twould put down all th' Italian : Lore? [
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Lord ! how thefe foreigners would ftare,

But I fliould turn Pygmalion :

*

For fpite of lips, and eyes, and mein,

Me nothing can delight Co

As does that part that lyes between

Her ieft toe and her right toe.

By J. Dryden\

ON a bank befide a willow,

Heav'n her covering, earth her pillow,

Sad Amynta figh'd alone ;

From the chearlefs dawn of morning,

TTill the dews of night returning,

Singing thus me made her moan :

Hope is banifh'jd, joys are vantfh'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;

Damon was the pride of nature,

Charming in his ev'ry feature;

Damon liv'd alone for me

:

Melting kifTes, murm'rjng blifles !

Who fo liv'd and lov'd as we ?

Never (hall we curfe the morning,
Never blefs the night returning,

Sweet embraces to reftore
}

Never (hall we both ly dying,

Nature failing, love fupplying

All the joys he drain'd before.

To befriend me, death, come end me, *

rf
i-ove and Damon are no more.

By
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By Mr. Gay.

PHYLLIDA, that lov'd to dream

In the grove, or by the dream,

Sigh'd on velvet pillow :

What, alas ! Ihou'd fill her heaoV

But a fountain or a mead,

Water and a willow ?

Love in cities never dwells,

He delights in rural cells,

Which fweet Woodbine covers*

What are your afiemblies then f

There, 'tis true, we fee more men,

But much fewer lovers.

Oh, how chang'd the profpecl grows 1

Flocks and herds to fops~and beaux,

Coxcombs without number :

Moon and (tars, that (hone fo bright,

To the torch and waxen light,

And whole nights at Ombre.

Pleafant as it is to hear

Scandal tickling in our ear,

Ev'n of our own mothers

;

In the chit chat of the day,

To us is paid, when we're away,

What we lent to others.

Tho' the fav'rite toaft I reign,

Wrine, they fay, that prompts the vein,

Heightens defamation.

Muft I live 'twixt fpite and fear,

Ev'ry day grow hanJfbmer,

And lofe my reputation

,

?

Thus
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Thu£ the fair to fighs gave way,

Her empty purfe beiide her lay •

Nymph, ah ! ceafe thy forrow ;

Tho' curd fortune frown to night,

This odious town can give delight,

If you win to-morrow.

By Mr. Waller.

WHILST I liften to thy voice,

Chloris, I feel my life decay ;

That pow'rful noife

Calleth my fleeting foul away :

Oh ! fupprefs that magic found,

Which deftroys without a wound.

Peace, Chloris, peace ; or (Inging die,

That together you and 1

To heav'n may go :

For all we know
Ofwhat the bleiled do above

Is, that they fing, and that they love.

By Lord Lansdowne.

W"HY mould a heart fo tender break?

O Myra ! give its anguifh eafe ;

The ufe of beauty you miftake,

Not meant to vex, but pleafe.

Thofe lips for fmiling were defign'd,

Thatbofom to be preft.

Your eyes to languim, and look kind,

For am'rous arras your waift.

Vox.. II, K lacb
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Each thing "has its appointed right

Eftablifh'd by the pow'rs above ;

The fun and (tars give warmth and light,

The fair diftribute love-

By Sir R. Steel.

LET -not love on me bellow

Soft diltrefs andfilent woe;

I know none but fubflantial'blhTes,

Eager glances, folid kiffes;

I know not what the lovers feign

Of fmer pleafure mix'd with pain ;

Then pr'ythee give me, gentle boy,

Kone of thy grief, but all thy joy*

By Sir R. Steel.

YE minutes bring the happy hour,

And Chloe, blufhing, to the bow'r |

Then (hall all idle flames be o'er,

Not eyes or heart e'er wander more:
Both, ChJoe, fix'd for e'er on thee,

.for thou art all thy fex to me.

A guilty is a falfe embrace -

<Jorinna's love's a fairy chafe *,

Begone, thou meteor, fleeting fire,

And ail that can't furvive defirej

CMoe my reafon moves and awe,

Jcstd Cupid ihot me when he fa\v 8

*y
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By Sir R. Steel.

CYNDERAXA, kind and good,

Has all my heart and ftomach too,

She makes me love, not hate my food,

As other peevifh wenches do.

When Venus leaves her Vulcan's cell,

Which all but I, a Coal-hole call ;.

fly, fly, ye that above (lairs dwell,

Her face is wafh'd, then vanifli alh

And as fhe's fair, Cne can impart

1 hat beauty, to make all things fine 5;

Brightens the floor with wond'rous, art,

And at her touch the diih.es mine.

By Sir R. Steel.

ON yonder bed, fupinely laid,

Behold thy lov'd e ^ peeling maid,
In tremor, bluflies, half in tears,

Much, much flie wifhes, more (he fears &

Take, take her to thy faithful arms,

Hymen beftows thee all her charms*

Heav'n to thee bequeaths the fair,

To raife thy joy,, and Kill thy care %

Keav'n made grief, if mutual, ceale>

Bat joy divided to increafe t

To mourn with her exceeds delight,

Darknefs with her, the joys ©flight

Tune, The lafs that would know hvw to manage tr matt*

WHAT man, in his wits, had not rather be poor,
Than for lucre his freedom to give 1

K 2 Eves
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Ever bufy, the means of his life to fecure,

And fo ever neglecting to live.

Inviron'd from morning to night in a crowd,
Not a moment unbent or alone ;

Conftrain'd to be abjecly tho' never Co proud,
And at every one's call but his own.

Still repining, and longing for quiet each hour,

Yet ftudioufly Hying it {till

;

"With the means of enjoying his wiftj in his pow'r,

Butaccurft with his wanting the will.

For a year muft be part, or a day mud be come,
Before he has lcifnre to reft :

He muft add to his ftore this or that pretty furo,

And then will have time to be bleft.

But his gains, more bewitching the more they increafej

Only fwell the defire of his eye :

Such a wretch let mine enemy live, if he pleafe ;

Let not even mine enemy die. »

FORGIVE, fair creature, form'd to pleafe,

Forgive a wond'ring youth's defire ;

Thofe charms, thofe virtues when he fees^

How can he fee, and not admire ?

"While each the other dill improves-,

The faireft face, the faireft mind

;

Not, with the proverb, he that loves,

But he that loves you not, is blind.

By T. Carry.

NO more mall meads be deck'd with flow'rs,

Nor fweetnefs dwell in rofy bow'rs 5

Nor green eft buds on branches fpring,

Nor warbling birds delight to ling, Nor
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Nor April violet paint the grove,.

If I forfake my Celia's love*

The fifti mall in the ocean burn,

And fountains fweet fhall bitter turo^

The humble oak no flood (hall know,
When floods mall higheffc hills overflow z

Black Lethe mall oblivion leave,

If e'er my Celia I deceive.

Love mall his bow and (haft lay byy
And Venus^ doves want wmgs to fly,.

The fun refufe to fhew his light,

And day mall then be turn'd to nighty

And in that night no ftar appear,

If e'er I leave my Celia dear.

Love mail no more inhabit earth,

Nor lovers more (hall love for worthy

Nor joy above in heaven dwell,

Nor pain torment poor fouls in hell %

Grim death no more (hall horrid provc^

If e'er I leave bright Celia's- love..

JOCKY he came here to woo
On ae feaft-day when we were IV y

And Jenny pat on her beft array,

When me heard Jocky was come that wa^,

Jenny £he gaed up the ftair,

Sae privily to change her fmock

;

And ay fae loud as her mither did roarr,

Hey, Jenny, come down toJock.

Jenny me came down the flair,

And me came bobbing" and bakin'ben^.
Her ftays they were lac'd, and her waift it was jimp^
And a bra' new made manco gowix*, I
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Jocky took her be the hand,

O Jenny, can ye fancy me;
My father is dead, and has left me fbme land, .

And bra houfes twa or three.

And I will gie them a' to you,

A heath, quo' Jenny, I fear you mock:
"Then foul fa' me, gin I fcorn thee,

If ye'H be my Jenny, I'll be your Jock.

Jenny look't, and fyne me leugh,

Ye firft maun get my mither's confent ;

A weel, good-wife, and what fay ye ?

Quo' me, Jocky, I'm well content.

Jenny to her mither did fay,

mither, fetch usfome good meat,

A piece o' the butter was kirn'd the day,

That Jocky and I th' gither may eat,

Jocky unto Jenny did fay,

Jenny, my de.ar, I want nae meat

;

Jt was nae for meat that I came here,

But a' for the love of you, Jenny, my deajr,

Then Jock and Jenny were led to their bed,
- And jocky he lay neift the Hock,

And five or fix times e'er break o'day,

He ask'd at Jenny how me lik'd Jock.

.-Quoth Jenny, dear Jock, you gi'e me content^

1 blifs my mither for gi'ing confent ;

And on the next morning before the firft cock^

Our Jenny did cry, I dearly love Jock.

Jenny fhe gaed up the gate,
x Wi' a green gown as fide as her fmock ;

And ay fae loud as her mither did roar,

Vow &t& I has nae Jenny got Jock.
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Tune, Logan-water,

FROM fair Califta's cold difdahy

I fought for refuge on the plain ;

The trees, fann'd by the wanton air,

With tuneful whifpers footh'd my care.

From Cupid's pow'r at once I flew,

To love's foft voice I bid adieu ;

The nymphs pafs'd by, I kept unmov't^

Nor faw a fhape or face I lov'd.

But ah ! how weak is reafbns aid^

When love points out the killing maid ?

Salinda on the plain appear'd,

I felt the pangs which mod I fear'cL.

At her approach my blood ran cool,

A melting horror caught my foul

;

Her angel ftep feiz'd on my eyes,

My thoughts were loft in dread furprize*

In admiration long I gaz'd,

At all her radient charms amaz'd ;

Her awful mem, majeftic grace,

But words, muft not attempt her face.

The warbling linnet gently cag'd, t

With thoughts of hard reftraint enrag'd^

Flies to the fields to feek relief,

But there is (lire to find his death.

Ah ! lovely fair, let pity reign,

Nor more appear upon the plain |

If thonfands by your looks you kill,

You (hould, in mercy, thonfands heal*

Oh ! that my plaint your breaft might move^
For frnile or frown, I ftill muft love ;

The fportive lamb beneath the knife

Salutes the hand that takes its life,

PECKD
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DECK'D with flowers 'midft the bowers,
See my beauteous Chloe reclin'd j

Soft repofing, charms difclofing,

Ever fair, but never kind.

Sad in anguifti, while I languifh,

Linnets lend their liftning ear,

Me they pity in foft ditty,.

Or in concert fue the fair,.

Vallies founding, rocks rebounding

In compaflion fpeak my moan ;

Vocal mountains, chryftal fountains,.

All the plaintive notes return.

Faireft creature, form'd by nature,.

Kindly hear your love complain ;

To my fighing be complying;

For I die if you difdain.

Tune, Saw yen not my Peggy*

OHOW Peggy charms me ;

Ev'ry look ftill warms me \
Ev'ry thought afarms me,

Left I lofe the fair :

Sure, a finer creature

Ne'er was form'd by nature,

So compleat each feature,

So divine an air.

"When I hope to gain her ;

Fate feems to detain her |

Could I but obtain her,

Her alone I've chofe :

And fince love infpires me,

As her beauty fires me,.

And her abfence tires me,

To 'er tyreaft I'll vent my woes, Tune,
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Tune, Coivden-knowf*

I
NEITHER woo the facred niae>

N< r court a poet's praifc ;

Let love conduct the dear defign,

And flie approve my lays.

Can I but grieve, when Celra lye*

Dcpriv'd of peace and eafe ?

The fun may then forget to rife,

And beauty ceafe t© pleafe.

If fate fliall cut Hfe's ffeader twine,

And call my charmer hence ;

More fit to grace the chores divine,

Than live in fcenes of fenfe.

Like mourning widow turtle, I

Will feek the lonely fhade ;

And coo away the joylefs day

In praifes of the dead.

The parting winds, the purling ftreaaij

And poets of the grove,

In chorus join'd, (hall figh the name,,

And iing the nymph I love.

Grant her, ye powers, a kind reprieve^

Or call me to the sky ;

If Celia lives, I'll gladly lives.

If Celia dies, I'll dy.

Tune, Critical Minute.

AS once, reclining on the beech,.

The gentle Thirds flood,

He fetch'd a figh, and thus- addrefs'd

The deity of the fleedv -

the
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The briny furge tempeftuous May.*

With giddy horror, roll,

And, urg'd by Boreas' fierceft ragey

Roar on from pole to pole,

With philofopbic unconcern,
Thy threatning billows I

Can view, when rnoft they rage, nor dread

The fury of the sky.

In fome light skiff then let me prove

The dangers of the main ;

The mere'lefs feas me lefs can move,.

Than Chloe's cold difdain.

Oft tofs'd in love's tempeftuous tide, !

With various fortune, I

The am'rous ftorm have weather'd out,.

Yet now for Chloe ligh.

In vain I languifh, pant and burn,
My tender fult I move.

Can no fond vow, fincerely breath\f,

Make Chloe melt to love $

*Tis all in vain, what, no relief

But from the craggy fteep ?

The milder ocean I defy,

And found the gloomy deep.

Then, plunging in the flood, he cried

If on my Chloe's breaft

No blifs I feel, perhaps I may
In Thetis' bofom reft.

PRetty wanton, come away,

Lover's month is always Mayy
Long have I (too long to fay)

Su'd thee wanton thing to play

;

But,
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But, alas, and well-a-day !

When £ fue, you cry me nay.

To requite my lingering ftay,

Pay me now, or never pay
;

Nature fmiles, and all is gay,

All is deck'd in beft array ;

Pretty wanton, come away ;

Let us love the month of May*

Little wanton, let us rove

Through the fragrant myrtle grove,

There to hear the turtle dove
Cooing fonnets to its love.

Every turtle equals Jove,

Tho' the god for beauty (trove.

Let us then our time improve',

Sonnets may your fcorn remove,

Coynefs doth not thee behove,

Wear the wreath a fiiepherd wove ;

Little wanton, Ictus rove

Through the fragrant myrtle grove.

fr'ythce, wanton, come away,

Slight not love with cold delay

;

Ev'ry field is green and gay,

Ev'ry hawthorn's crown 'd with May;
Jocund birds on ev'ry fpray,

Warble out the live long day.

Ev'ry fwain in fhepherd's gray,

Tunes his fav'rite roundelay ;

Tender lambkins fportwe flay.,

Blofibm buds their fweets difplay
;

Come, my wanton, come away,
And love all the month of May,

OFT
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OFT has the power of love efTay'dt

To captivate my heart

;

But reafon ftill the fceptre fway'd,

And warded off the dart

:

But foon as lovely Peggy flione,

Along the verdant fields ;

My feeble reafon left the throne,

And I was forc'd to yield.

Whenihe perceived her empire

Eftablifh'd in my bread

;

With cruel art flie rann'd the fire,

And robb'd me ofmy reft :

Deareft, faid I, fince thus I burn,

And fink beneath your chain ;

Grant me, at leaft, fome kind return,

To mitigate my pain.

But Peggy's adamantine heart,

Noriighs nor tears could bend;

She triumph'd in my bitter fmart,

No pity would extend.

On other fwains who feign a name,

Her fmiles ferenely Ihine

;

The fight, the thought diflblves my frame.

While hopelefs I repine.

Reflecl, my charmer, and be wife,

Their tongues can utter love,

Whofe hearts are mafqued with difguife, t

But I won'd conftant prove

:

Diflemblers cry up every charm,

Your virtue to betray;

When of this gem they you difarm,

They'll laugh, and run away.

'R heavenly powers, who guard the fair,

Let Betty's charms employ your care ;

May
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May each fleet hour to her be bled,

And may no fears her mind invert ;

Direct her to receive that Jove

Which heav'n and fhe mud needs approve.

For at love's fhrine, 'twas there decreed,

For her my tender heart fhould bleed.

Check not, my fair, what heaven infpires,

That love which burns with chad deiires -,

Where joy with love alike prefide

O'er life's dull fcenes to be cur guide

:

Where honour, truth and virtue join'd,

At once improve and chear the mind.

There focial pleafures ever lad,

And mutal glide from bread to bread.

Then bade, my beauteous maid, to crown

My blifs, and make my joys your own.

Shun what obdrucls kind heav'n's defign

In making lovely Betty mine :

Let love your ridng fears controul,

Dived each care and fill your fbul

;

Then mutual blifs fhall fwell each breaft,

Till prefs'd with age, we link tc red.

€

WHEN moded Lilia's down-cad eyes,

Gives token that Are loves

;

Within my foul what raptures rife,

What joys my bofom proves !

My heaving heart o'ercome with blifs,

Beats quick within my bread ;

Whild in each warm and eager kifs,

My paflion is confefs'd.

Vol. II. S
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I melt, I pant with ftrong delight,

And languifhments unknown

;

Such ardours nothing could excite,

But Lilia's love alone. wlT '

Oh! fweeteft virgin, ever fliine,

With kind indulgent rays,

Upon a heart fo foft as mine,

That all thy truth repays.

My tender foul was form'd for love,

And owns thy fov 'reign fway ;

Oh ! let thy fmifesthe vows approve,

Which at thy feet I pay„

i

[
;

.

.

DIRE love, fhou'd be check'd by advice
j

And nymphs of difcernment agree,

Falfe Damonj that Molly's unwife.

In owning a fondnefs for thee :

Moll fage are the maids, who defpife

The joys thou all ur*ft them to tafte ;

Who doubt all thy oaths and thy fighs,

And fwift from thy blandifhments hafte.

JBrjght wifdom will lelTen their care?,

Feign'd love will deprefs ev'ry joy ;

Will bring them too foon to gray hairs ;

Too late make them wilh they'd been coy.

Then jVIdlly, be wife, nor give way,

To joys, that will make thy blood cold ;

Will fnatch all thy comforts away,

And foon make thee wrinkled and old.

wHAT charms attract my ravifh'd eyes,

Each fenfe, how caught with fweet furprife,

When



"When o'er the fair t;he.y rove ?

The lilies white, her breaft excess,

Upon her cheeks the rofe.bud dwells,

That paints the fiow'ry grove.

Clarmda cheanng as thelighV.
.

Which quite difpeH the dreary night,

And fooths the trav'lers pain ;

More charming than the ruddy morn*

"When Philomel on each green thorn,

Delights the lift'ning fwain.

There virtue mines with marpefl: wit*

There prudence and good nature fit,

She every grace, doth {hare :

No pride rules tyrant o'er her mind,

How free, genteel, and how refin'd !

Thefe cannot- but infnare.

With nature, unadorn'd with art,

She makes a victim ev'ry heart,

To her refiftlefs charms ;

Her looks array'd with pleafing fm'des,

Each tort'ring care and pain beguiles,

And ev'ry bofom warms,

.

"
!

:—

!

.

HOW noble was my Damon's air !

His drefs how rich ! how fmart his air !

His (hape was form'd to give delight.

His fpeech, how tenderly polite I

And yet this youth deelar'd his pain,

And breath'd his vows to me in vain :

For oh ! my ftar was turn'd my foe,

And I wasdoom'd to fay him no.

S 2 $Tot
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Not thus repuls'd, again he came,

And urg'd the brightnefs of his flame ;

Urg d it in odes, like him divine,

Without tfce lover's whine and pine j
*±-

Buteafy, graceful, and fansfrai.

He wrote what Cupid bid him fay

;

And had my ftar not been my foe,

My lips had fure not faid him no.

How happy, Myra, were thofe days,

When Bath re-echo'd with thypraife?

How did the envious Belles repine,

To think the youth was only thine ?
-

Yet thou repaidft his love with {com,

Ingratitude 1 how fharp thy thorn ?

Why, why was then my ftar rrty foe,

How could thefe lips then lay him no ?

Now drove from me by cold defpair,

He wooing feeks fbnie foreign fair ;

"While flie his love with love, returns,

And glories in the fire that burns..

Blow, blow, eall wind, blow out that fire,

With the fame blaft ; here land my flyer %

Then tho' each ftar in heaven's my foe,

Thcfe lips fhali never fay him no.

. u ., ; ,

•

..

THIRSIS, if you my voice obey,

And liften to a knowing fwain *

r

You'll never mind what women fay,

ftartet them talk and chide in vain,

O never in the leaft believe ;

Their blufh or frown, they'll ftill be kind

Eefeve thefr tongue does ftill deceive/

And womens looks ne'er tell their mindj If
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If uftlefs flill you fim( yckiarart,)

The magic of their tfinguj to hy
ft

\ :, .

j

O^inl^hey do not fpeak their heart;

Call fooliili modefiy away.

—k^M , ,; iii.ni ; m ^fii''--- rVvr ' -nil 7Hfifltl7f

N the dark and lonely bow'r
;
, ,, 3H

At the filent mid-night hour,

Let me, let me all alone,

Ruminate on pleafusres gone j

Ah! days ofblifs delightful day?,

'

Could I thele days o1 byls reltore,

When lick with love, and vain with prafe . .
. -p

2 fiehing heard whate'er he 'fwore.
fa & • ,f

Sadly folemnbe the {train

,

Suited to a heart in pain ;

Mirth and pleafure I forgo,
]

Welcome fbrrow, welcome woe
; , , €

Too long in folly's court I ftray'd, *g
A fond and witlefs maid I ween ;

:

' .W. *£
Ah ! faithlefs fwain, how oft he laid, j*™[
No nymph fo fair he e'er had feen/

r

Beauty fades, and youth retires;,

And mirth's airy train expires

Wiping tears from pity's eyes,

Waiting loves are hovering nign
;

Let virgin hands frefli flow'rs fupply, ~
To ftrew a haplefs virgin's bier ;

Ah! perjur'd fwain can you deny

To drop a fad relenting tear I

.

'

{ -X—
• ——— —

ft

Tune, Hapfy hours, all hours e&dlwg..
i

OTHERS, fame or wealth purfuing,

May defpife
:
a mean retreat 5 £o\ " - v ri]i
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I'll ne'er feek my own undoing^

Nor be wretched to be'Jgise&t, A
-'

Tinfel court, or dull exchange,

Poor the pleafures that they 'gives -taH

O Jet me the country raage,- v ; A g$f
There we breath, and iliefe we live..

Gay the verdent fides ofWniams,
Lambs in flow ry vallies bleat i

Blooming paftures, purling fbdWa)^ ! '
'

Echo's plaints of love repeal »*9

Birds in gladfome notes exprefs, l

1fiH * X<il *

Sweeteft mafic without art,
ro ***l 2lri ni ^

Nature's bounty, and there hfefs?
lJ

* j* fI Xm te S

With a joyful guiltlefs heart. ™> ^H

_ wm ,

I
v^o .,

ma toll

Cotin's Deftripth* (to his Wife) of Spring^ardpf*.

OMary, fcft in feature,. is o*vo toff

I've been in dear Vauxhali j
.'

JtoParadife is fweeter, b*gool &

Not that they Eden tail

:

M
At night fuch new vagaries,

Such gay and harmlefs fport j

Alllookt like fporting fairies,

And this their monarch's .court. ,\j%

Methought, when firfl I enter'oV - :- ih

Such fplendors round me {hone,

Into a world I ventur'd,

Where rofe another fun :

Whilftm.ficnev.r cloying,

Sic As sky iarks fweet, I hear 5

The founds I'm ftill enjoying,

,3 They li alwaystea my ear,
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Here paintings Tweetly glowing,

Where e'er our glances fall

;

sxteJaiw sd roH

Here colours life beftowing, JainiT

Bedeck this Greenwood-hati ; %J; loo*!

The king there dubs a farmer^ - » - : Ml

There John his doxy loves J .:..-, j r,v s73iiT'

But my delight's the charmer, *

Who deals a pair of gloves*.
- v ~ rfj Ycu

, , , /i .
: ' ; - ?-<SfTi&l

As, foil amaz d, I am ftraying moo|a
O'er this enchanted grove, . a

IfpyaHarperfpaying
All in his proud alcove :

I doft my hat, definng

He'd tune up buxom Jpaa;
But what was I admiring f

fc *•

Odzooks ! a.man offtone,
,

But now the table's fpreading,

They all fall too' with -glee ;
t'wVEto

Not ev'n at *Squires line wedding: ni fk>l ..yjrM /~\
Such dainties did .I'fee z, " tsib ni rsad sv'I Vj*

I long'd (poor ftar
v
'ting rovef) ,

-^ gj &&SBB*! oil

But none heed country elves t icH

Thele folk with lace daub'd over>

Love only dear themfe Ives. jZ

Thus, whilft "midft joys abounding

As grafshoppers they're gay ;
^«4

At diftance, crouds furrounding

The kdy of the May$ r : ^

* Alluding to three Pi&ures in the Pavilions, <vi%.
* The

King and the Miller of Mansfield, the Sailors in a tippling

Houfe in Wapping, and the )6irlwho i*ftealmgaKtf*Aom
the fleeping Gentleman. .,\ rp
4 Mr. Handel's Statue. ..^

j Her Royal Highnefs the Princefe of Wales ^tt^tkidear
ti« fplendid FavUionor Tent in Spring-Gardeas.



•( W )

The man i*th* moon tw.ee('d (lily, t

Soft twinkling thro' the trees,

"

As tho' 'twould pleafe him .highly -i w
To talle delights liks ;tirefe. '

> il'aW
•,:•-:.. '::...'..-

WOO'D and married and z\ wooM, &c.

Was (he nae very-weet-aC

"Was woo'd and married and a'.

The bride came out o' the byre,

And O as (he dighted her cheeks,

Sirs, I'm to be married tjte night, 1

And has neither blankets nor fheets % j b*B
Has neither blankets nor iheets, iliiid srfy^ lof

Nor fcarce a coverlet, too,-, b«A
The bride that has a' to borrow,. j

Has e'en right meikle ado.

Oat fpake the bride's father, .
i ; _ j

As he came in frae-the pJougli; t .

had ye're tongue, me doghter* -

And ye's get gear enough ;

The flirk that ftands I', th' tether, . . Z

And our bra' bafin'd yad,

"Will carry ye hame ye're corn, . 1

Whst wad ye be at, ye jade^.. .

Woo'd and married', &c.

Out fpake the bride's rnither,

What d— 1 needs a this pride a

1 had nae a plack i' me pouch

That night. I was a bride -

r ..:. :

2 t

My gown was linfy-woolfy,. I JJ;

And ne'er a fark ava ;;

Aid yeha'e ribbans and buskins, - Pji

Mae than ane or twa.

Whal'* -
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What's the matter, quo* Willie,

Tho* we be fcant o' claiths,

We'll creep the nearer th' gither^

And we'll fmore a* the fleas :

Simmer is coming on,

And we'll get teats of woo

;

And we'll get a lafs o* our ain,

And (hell fpin claiths a-new.

Out fpake the brides brither,

As he came in wi* the kie ;

Poor Willie had ne'er a ta'en ye,

Had he kent ye as weel as I

;

For ye're baith proud and fawcy,
:

And no for a poor man's wife

;

Gin I canna get a better,

I's never tak ane i' me life.

Out fpake the bride's filler,

As flie came in frae the byre ;

gin I were but married;
,

It's a' that I defire :

"But we poor fo'k maun live fingle,

And do the belt we can ;

1 dinna care what I fliou'd want,

If I cou'd get but a man.

MERRY BEGGARS.
i. Beggar."!" Once was a poet at London,

X I keep my heart flill full of glee $

There's no man can fay that I'm undone*

For begging's no new trade to me.
Toll deroil, &c.

2. Beg. I once was an attorney at hw,
And after a knight of the poll \ Cive
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Give me a brisk wench and clean ftrawv

And I value not Who rules the roart. *

x
"

3. Beg. Make room for a foldier in buff,

Who valiantly ftrutted about,

'Till he fancy'd the peace breaking off,

And then he moil wifely Told out.

4. Beg. Here comes a courtier polite, fir,

Who flatter d my lord to his face j

Now railing is all his delight, fir,

Becaufe he mifs'd getting a place,

c. Beg. I (till am a merry gut-icraper,

My heart never yet felt a qualm •,

Tho' poor, I can frolick and vapour*

And ling any tune but a pfalnu

6. Beg. I was- a fanatical- preacher,

I turn'd up my eyes when I pray'd ;

But my hearers half-flarved their teacher,

For they believ'd not a woi;d that I faid.

j. Beg. Whoe'er wouM be merry and free,

Let him lift, and from us he may learn »

In palaces who fhall you fee

Half fo happy as we, in a bam?

Chorus of alt.

Whoe'er would be merry, See. -

-—
:

—-~
31

-

T une , Black -e/d Sufan-

YE powers ! was Damon then fo bleft,

To fall to charming Delia's (hare 3,

Delia, the beauteous maid, poiTeft

Of all that's foft, and all that's fairi

Here
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"Hereceafe thy bounty, G indulgent heav'rs,

I ask no more, for all my wifh is given.

I came, and D^lia failing fhow'd

She fmil'd, and fhow'd the happy name j

With rifing joy my heart -o'erflow'd,

I felt and bleft the new-born-flame.

May lofteft pleafures ceafelefs round her move,

May all her days be joy, and nights be love.

She drew the treafure from her bread,

That breaft where love and graces play,

O name beyond exprefllon Weft

!

Thus lodg'd with all that's fair and gay.

To be fo lodg'd! the thought is extafy:

Who would not wifh in Paradife to ly ?

r^ v> o;
Tune,. Green sleeves. . -

YE watchful guardians.of the fair,

Who skirt on wings of ambient air,

Of my dear Delia take a care,

And rcprefent her lover

With all the gaiety of youth,

With honour, juftice, love and truth

;

'Till I return, her pafllons footh,

For me in Whifpers move her.

Be careful* no bafe fordid Have,

With foul funk in a golden grave,

Who knows no virtue but to fave,

With glit'fing gold bewitch her.

Tell her, for me fhe was dcfign'd,
,

For me, who, -know how to be kind,

And have more plenty in my mind,
J

Than one who's ten times richer,.

Let
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Let all the world turn upfidedown,

And fools run an eternal round,

In queft of what can ne'er be found,

To pleafe their vain ambition.

Iiet little minds great charms efpy

In fhadows which at diftance ly,

Whofe hop'd for pleafures, when come nigh,

Prove nothing in fruition.

But, call into a mould divine,

Fair Delia does with luftre mine,

Her virtuous foul's an ample mine,

Which yields a conftant treafure.

Let poets, in fublimeft lays,

Employ their skill her fame to raife ;

Let fons of mufick pafs whole days,

With well-tun'd reeds, to pleafe her.

Tune, 1 ivijh my love were fa a mire.

BLEST as the immortal gods is he,

The youth who fondly fits by thee,

And hears and fees thee all the while

Softly fpeak, and fweetly fmile, &c.

So fpoke and fmil'd the eaftern maid ;

Like thine, feraphic were her charms,

That in Gircaflia's vineyards ftray'd,

And bltft the wifeft monarch's arms.

A thoufand fair of highdefert,

Strove to enchant the am'rous king -

p

But the Circaflian gain'd his heart,

And taught the royal bard to ling ;

Clarinda thus our fong infpires,

And claims the fmooth and higheft lap,

Bat
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But while each charm our bofoni Hres,

Words feem too^ few.to,foujr3 iier puile-

Her mind, in ev'ry grace, compjqte,
:

To paint, furpafTes human skill:,: --., %

Her majefty, raix'd with the iwee t, ;
:-

Let feraphs^fing ,her if they will*

Whilfr. wond'ring with a raviili'd eye,

We all that's perfect in her view ;

Viewing a filter of the sky,

To whom an adoration's duel

Tune, Qvee/hof Sfaba's march

COME, Florinda, lovely charmer,

Come, and fix this wav'rirfg heart

:

Let thofe eyes my foul rekindle,

"'Ere Ifeelfome foreign dart.

Come, and. with, thy fmiles fecure |§e|

If this heart be worth thy care,

Favour'd by my dear Florinda,
!

I'll be true, as fhe is fair.

Thoufand beauties trip around rae,

And my yielding breaft affaii

;

Come, and take me to thy bofom,

'Ere my conftant paffion fail.

Come, and like the radient morning,

On my foul fer'enely fhine,

Then thofe glimmering flars fliall vanifh;

Loft in fplendor more divine.

Long this heart has been thy victim,

Long has felt the pleafing pain
^

Come, and with an equal paffion

Make it ever thine remain.

Vol. II. T Then;
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Then, my charmer, I can promife,

If our fouls in love agree,

Kone in all the upper dwellings

Shall be happier than we.

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 origine divine is,

The practice brave and fine is,

Which generoufly inclines us

To guard our liberty*

Art, by the gods employed,

By which heroes enjoyed,

By which heroes enjoyed

The wreaths of vidory.

The deity of ParnalTus,

The god of foft careiles,

Chafte 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 and Partisans,

The Tartars' and the Scythians,

The Arabs, Moors and Indians,

With brav'ry draw their bows*

Our own true records tell us,

That none cou'd e'er excel us,

That
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That none cou'd e'er excel us

In raartial archery :

"With fhafts our fires engaging,

Oppos'd the Romans raging,

Defeat the fierce Norwegian,

And fpar'd few Danes to flee.

Witnefs Largs(V) and Loncavtie(^),

Dunkel(V) and Aberlemny,(</)

Dunkel and Aberlemny,

RoflineO,) and Bannockburn(/)

The Cheviots all the border,

Were bowmen in brave order,

Told enemies, iffarder

They mov'd, they'd ne'er return.

Sound, found the mufick, found it.

Let hills and dales rebound it,

T 2 ket

(a) Largs, where the Norwegians, headed -by their vali-

ant King Haco, were, anno 1263, torally defeat by Alexan-

der 111. King of Scots; the heroic Alexander, great Steward

©f Scotland, commanded the right wing.

O) Loncartie, near ferth, where King Kenneth 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.

(c) Dunkel, here, and in Kyle, and on the banks of Taj',

our great King Corberdus Galdus, in three battles overthrew

30,000 Romans in the reign of the Emperor Domitian.

(X) Aberlemny, four miles from Brechin, where King
Malcolm II. obtained a glorious victory over the united ar-

mies of Danes, Norwegians, Cumbrians, &c. commanded
by Sueno King of Denmark, and his warlike (on Prince

Canute.
(e) Rofline, about five miles fouth of Edinburgh, where

10,000 Scots, led by Sir John Cumin and Sir Simon Frazer,

defeat in three battles, in one day, 30,000 of their enemies,
anno 1303.

(/) The battles of Bannockburn and Cheviot., he. are fo

Sell known, that they require no notes.
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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 due be/lowing,

Sweet fragrance, life, and growing.

To flowers and every tree.

'Tis now the archers royal,

An hearty band and loyal,

An hearty band and loyal,

That in juft thoughts agree,

Appear in ancient bravery,

Defpifing all bafe knavery,

Which tends to bring in flavery

Souls worthy to live free.

Sound, found the mufick, (bund it,

Fill up the glafs and round wi*t,

Fill up the glafs and round wi't,

Health and profperityi

T' our great chief and officers,

T' our prefident and counfellors :

To ail who, like their brave forbears,

Delight in archery.

AST funday, at faint James's prayers,

I
The prince and princefs by,
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J, drefs'd in all my whale-bone airs,

Sat in a clofet nigh.

I bow'd my knees, I held my book,

Read all the anfvvers o'er

;

But was perverted by a look,

Which pierc'd me from the door.

High thoughts of heaven I came to ule,

With the devouleft care ;

Which gay young Strephon made me l'ofe?

And all the raptures there.

He ftayM to hand me to my chair,

And bow'd with courtly grace ;

But whifpcr'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 peevifo at the word,

Defir'd he might be gone.

He went quite out of light, while I

A kinder anfwer meant ;

Nor did I for my fins, that day,

By half fo much repent.

THE QUACK DOCTOR,
HERE are people and' fports

Of all fizes and forts,.

Coach'd damfei and fqnirei

And mob in the mire,.

Tarpaulins, Trugmalions,

Lords, ladies, fows, babies,.

And loobies m fcores •,. •

T 3 Som;
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Some bawling, fome bawling,

Some leering, fome fleering,

Some loving, fome moving,

With legions offurbelow'd whores »

To the tavern fome go,

And fome to a (how,

See puppets for mopets,

Jack puddens for cuddens,

Rope dancing, mares prancing,

Boats flying, Quacks lying,

JPick pockets, pick plackets,

Beads, butchers and beaux.

Tops prattling, dice rattling,

Rooks maming, puts darning,

Whores painted, masks tainted

Jn taly-mans furbelow'd cloathes.

The mob's joys wou'd ye know,

To yon mufic-houfe go,

See taylors and failors,

Whores oily and doily,

Here mufic makes you lick j

Some skipping, fome tripping,,

Some fmoaking, fome joking,

Like ipigget and tap ;

Short meafure, ftrange pleafure,

Thus billing and fwilling,

Some yearly get fairly,

For fairings, pig pork and a clap.

The Second P ART,
EE, Sirs, fee here ! a doctor rare,

i Who travels much at home 1

Here
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Here take my bills, they cure all ills,

Paft, prelent and to come ;

The cramp, the ftitch, the fquirt, the itch,'

The gout, the ftone, the pox,

The mulligrubs, the wanton fcrubs,

And all Pandora's box :

Thoufands I've diflected,

Thoufands new erected;

And fuch cures effected,

As none e'er can tell

;

Let the palfie fhake ye,

Let the cholick rack ye,

Let the crinkrums break ye,

Let the murrain take ye,

Take this, take this, and you are well i

Thoufands, &c.

Come, wits fo keen, devour'd with fpleen-,

And beaux who've fpram'd your backs.

Great-belly 'd maids, old founder'd jades.

And pepper'd vizard cracks j

I fbon remove the pains of love,

And cure the am'rous maid,

The hot, the cold, the young, the old

The living and the dead ;

I clear the Iafs with wain-fcot face,

And from pim-ginets free

Plump ladies red like Sa'rcen's head,

With toping ratafee.

This, with a jivk, wiil do your work>

And fcour you o'er and o'er ;

Read, judge and try ; and if you die,

Never believe me more.-



The Par/on among the Peaje.

ONE long Whitfun holy-day,

Holy-day, holy-day, it was a jolly day,.

Young Ralph, buxom Phillida,

Phillida, a well-a-day !

Met in the peale ;

They long had community,

He lov'd her, file lov'd him,

joyful unity, nought but opportunity,.

Scanting was wanting,

Their bofbms to eafe.

But now, fortune's cruelty, cruelty.

You will fee •, for as they iy

In clofe hug, Sir Domhe
Gemini Comini

Chanc'd to come by •

He read prayers i' the family,

!No way now to frame a lie,

They fcar'd at old Homily,

Homily, Homily,

Both away fly

Home. Soon as he faw the fight,

Full of fpite, as a kite runs the recubite.

Like a noify hypocrite,

Hypocrite, Hypocrite,

Mifchief to fay;

Save he wou'd fair Phillida,

Phillida, Phillida dreft that holy-day
j.

But poor Ralph, a well-a-day !

Well-a-day ! well-a-day 3

Turn.M was away.

nigs, cries Sir Dmine
Gemini, fhail a rogue itay

. - -To
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To baulk me as commonly,

Commonly, commonly,

Has been his way ?

No, I ferve the family,

They know nought to blame me by;

I read prayers and homily,

Homily, homily,

Three times a day.

SELINDA*s fure the brighter* thing

That decks the earth, or breathes our air 5

Mild are her looks like op'ning fpring,

And like the blooming fummer fair*

But then her wit*s fo very {mall,

That all her charms appear to Iy

Like glaring colours on a wall,

And ftrike no further than the eye,

Our eyes luxurioufly (he treats,

Our ears are abfent from the feaft j

One fenfe is furfeited with fweets,

Starv'd or dilgufted are the reft.

So have I feen with afpe£t bright,

And taudry pride, a tulip fwell,

Blooming and beauteous to the fighr,

Dull and infipid to the fmell.

* *
I

^IS liberty, dear liberty, alone,

JL That gives frefh beauty to the fun,

That bids all nature look more gay,

And lovely life with pleafure ileal away,

And lovely, &c.

HAPPY
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HAPPY, while with fportive plcafurc,

We falute each riling day
;

Life itfelf's no more a trcafure,

When it ceaies to be gay.

Life itfelf's, &c.

By Mr. Thomson.

IF thofe who live in fhepherd's bow'r

Prefs not the rich and (lately bed,

The new mown hay, and breathing flow'r,

A fofter couch beneath them fpread,

If thofe who fit at flieph.crds board,

Sooth not their tafte by wanton art
;

They take what nature's gifts afford,

And take it with a chearful heart.

If thofe who drain the fhepherd's bowl,

No high and fparkling wines can bead,

With wholefome cups they chear the foul,

And crown them with the village toalt.

If thofe who join in fhepherds fport,

Gay-dancing on the daizy'd ground,

Have not the fplendor of a court,

• Yet love adorns the merry round'.

Tune, Pinkie-lmfe.

NOT for thy graceful air alone,

Or fnowy neck I figh %

Thy winning fmiles, or melting voice,

4>r love's perfuading eye.

6.ft
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Oft have I gaz'd, unhurt, on pride,

Lodg'd in a mould divine ;

Oft liften'd fafe, while folly flow'd

From lips To fwee.t as thine.

The foul, o'er all thy frame diffus'd,

Paints every feature fair
;

As angels tinge their forms at will,

When limn'd in lucid air :

Bright beaming thro' thy fhape appears,

The heav'nly guefl: enflirin'd
;

*Twere virtue lure to kifs the cafe

That holds fo fair a mind.

T

By H. Townsend.

Tune, Oh ! yts, oh \ yes, oh ! yes, I cry.

HOU fliepherd, whofe, intentive eye

O'er ev'ry lamb is fuch a fpie,

"No wily fox can make them lefs

;

Where may I find my fhepherdefs ?

A little paufing, then faid he,

How can that jewel ftray from thee?

In fummer's heat, in winter's cold,

I thought thy bread had been her fold.

That is indeed the eonftant place

Wherein my thoughts ftill fee her face,
'

And print her image in my heart
;

But yet my fond eyes crave a part.

"With that he {railing faid, I might

Of Ghloris partly have a fight

;

And fome of her perfections meet,

In ev'ry flower frefli and fweet.

The growing lillies bear her skin,

The vi'lets her blue veins within

:

The
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The bluming rofe new blown and fpread,

Her fweeter cheeks, her lips the red.

The winds that wanton with the fpring,

Such odours as her breathing bring :

But the refemblance ofher eyes

Was never found beneath the skies.

Her charming voice who ftrives to hit,

His object rauft be higher yet

:

For heav'n, and earth, and all we fee,

Difpers'd, collected, is but me.

Amaz'd at this difcourfe, methought,

Love and ambition in me wrought,

And made me covet to engrofs,

A wealth wou'd prove a publick lofs.

With that I figh'd, amam'dto fee

Such worth in her, fuch want in me ;

And, clofingboth mine eyes, forbid

The world my light, fince fhe was hid.

HOW fevere is forgetful old age,

To confine a poor lover fo?

That I almoft defpair,

To fee ev'n the air,

Much more my dear Damon—hey ho

!

Though I whifper my fighs out alone,

Yet I'm trac'd where ever I go j

For fome treach'rous tree

Hides this old man from me,
And there he counts ev'ry—hey ho !

Jfow (hall I this Argus blind,

And fo put an end to my woe ?

But while I beguile

All his frown with a fmile,

I betray niyfelf with a—hey ho ! My
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My -reftraint then, alas ! mufl endure,

So that, fince my fad doom I know,
I will pine for my love,

Like the turtle dove,

And breathe out my life in— -hey ho !

Tune, yl Cobler there togs, Sec.

WHEN firft my free heart was Infpir'd by defire>

So foft was the wound, and fo gentle the fire,

My fighs were fo fweet, and fo pleafant the fmart,

I pity'd the flave that had ne'er loft "his heart.

Derry down, down, &c.

He thinks himfelf happy and free, hut, alas I

He's far from that heaven which lovers poffefs ;

In nature was nothing that I could compare

With the beauty of Chloris, I thought her fo fair.

A wit fo divine all her fayings did fill,

A goddefs me feem'd, and I thought of her ftill

"With a zeal more inflam'd, and a paffion more true,

Than a martyr in flames for religion can fhew,

More virtues and graces I found in her mind,

Than the fchools can invent, or the gods e'er ddign'd,

•"She feem'd to be mine by each glance of her eye,

If mortals might aim at a bleiling fo high.

Each dayj with new favours, new hopes fhe did give,

'8ut, alas ! what is wim'd, we too feon do believe J

With awful refpect, ftiH I 4ov'd and admir'^d,

But fear 'd to attempt what fo much I ddir'd.

In a moment, my joys and my hopes were deftroy'd:

A fhepherd, more daring, fell on and enjoy'd
;

Yet in fpite of my fate, and the pains I endure,

In a fecond amour I will feek for my cure.

Vol, IL U THO
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ANSWER to

From fweet bewitching tricks of live.

THO' women, by proud men, are fcorn'd

For being oft too kind ;

Yet all well know that men, when fpurn'd,

Are to their wills confin'd,

With refllefs pain, one fmile to gain,

All ways they gladly try :

But, maids, beware, avoid the {hare,

All men deal cunningly :

There's not a man who in his heart

Does woman truly love. ->

They but delight t' impel the dart,

And all its pains approve
;

With looks ferene, (they're often feen)

They flatt'ring words apply

;

But, maids, &c.

They often drive, with artful tale,

Each fair one to deceive*

On our good nature to prevail,

Then laugh within their fteeve.

With felf conceit they think to cheat

The heart as well as eye

:

But maids, &c.

If then to rout the felfifh crew,,

You'd chufe a faithful guard,

Let virtue rule the heart, then few

Will i fe their jufl reward,

Mot all the tribe, her foul can bribe,

She will all art deiie.

Tfceo, maids, &c
THE
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^g-^HE gently budding rofe behold,

& Half op'ning to the vernal beams j

It's beauties cautious to unfold,

The lefs 'tis feen, the fairer feems ;

Ye flatter'd maids, befteg'd by fighing beaux,

Learn from my fong, the moral of the rofe.

Learn from, &c.

And as, tho' guarded round with thorns,

Time (trips the ufelefs up-pluck'd flower,

Which ne'er the lovers breaft adorns,

Or e'er bedecks the bridal bower ;

When maiden aunts their fage advice propofe,

Learn from my fong, the moral of the rofe.

LONG by an idle pafllon toft,

By love undone, my reafon loft J

How many fruitlefs tears it coft

To free me from the fmart ?

I rav'd, I figh'd,but all in vain,

Cou'd not my liberty regain,

Or break the little tyrant's chain ;

Alas ! how weak my art ?

At length, I flew to pride for aid,

But, equally by that betray'd,

To ev'ry pow'r, in vain, I pray'd,

But none wou'd pity fhow :

Till reafon to my breaft, once more,
Did all my former peace reftore

;

And brought content, not in the pow'r
Of Strepon to beftow.

U 2 CEASE,
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CF>ASE, gentle Twain, thy amorous fiiit forbear,,

Geafe, in foft founds, to break the trembling air.

Thy moving numbers all my foul infpire,

Each gentle fpirit fans the raging fire;

By fuch fweet harmony we're fbon betray'd;

To fhow the weaknefs of an yielding maid,

Mufick fuch melting joys impart,

It gains the fpeediefl parage to our heart.

WHAT can .aflwage the pain man feels,

When bufy cares difturb his breate,

"When modeft fenfe his want conceals,

With thoufand thoughts that bar his reft I

Can wine one gloomy thought remove ?

Can titles, wealth or pow'r give eafe ?

Can womens charms, or thoughts oflove,

Recall his foul or mind to peace ?

No, no, they'r trifling pleafures all,.

The rich enjoy them but a day ;

"Within their bread they deign to call^

Ne'er reft, but vanifh foon away.

Content alone can make us fing,

When wanton fortune is unkind,

That fets a wretch above a king,

And quiets ev'ry ruffled mind.

VAIN is ev'ry fond endeavour
y

To refift the tender dart

;

For examples move us never,

We mult feel to know the fmart.

Whea
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When the fhepherd fwears he's- dylsg^

And our beauties fets to view,

Vanity, her aid fupplying,

Bids us think 'tis all our due.

Softer than the vernal breezes,

Is the wild deceitful drain

:

Frowning truth our fex difpleafesy

Flatt'ry never fnes in vain.

Soon, too foon, the happy lover

Does our tend'reft hopes deceive %

Man was form'd to be a rover,

Foolilh woman to believe.

O Gentle god of pleafing- pain,

Thy pow'r con-fine, or force reftrala }
Difpell my doubts and eafe my minrf,

Make Sylvia, charming Sylvia, kind
j

£Jbr longer truit her youthful prime,

To be the wafte of blading time j

Approaching quick with wrinkly face,

Relentlefs robbing every grace.

Kind Cupid, make hes-ftubborn heart

A victim to thy piercing dart

;

O'ercome her harih difdainful air,

And make her yielding as fhe's fair t

May fweetnefs take the place of fcorn^

Compliance every charm adorn :

May every haughty thought expire,

And frigid cofdnefs turn to fire*

o"NE fummers eve*, as Strephon rov'cf,,

Wrapt up in Noughts profound %
'- ;

3 Sisr-
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Surpris'd, he faw his beft belov'd

Ly fleeping on the ground.

Awake, my pretty fleeper, 'wake,,

Awake to Strephon's call

;

Be careful, for thy lover's fake,

'Tis eve, the dew drops fall.

Then to her cheek his lips he laid,

And gently dole a kifs ;

She ftill flept on, he, not difmay'd,

Repeats the traniient birfs.

She wakes, and thus, in angry tone,,

Away, away file cries

;

Tbe% fault'ring, bid the fwain be gone,.

Then flgh'd, and clos'd her eyes.

Tho' cruel are thy words, fairmaidy
Can fighs proceed from hate ?

My doubts are gone, then down he laid^

Refolv'd to mare her fate.

Defended from the noxious air,

Within his arms Hie lay;

And tho' he often wak'd the £ilrx
She laid no more 'till day.

By T. C^RRir. *€**£*

ASK me why I fend you here,.

This firftling of the infant year. ?

Ask me, why I fend to you
This primrofe all bepearl'd" with dew ?

I muft whifper in your ears,

The fweets of love are wafh'd with tears;,

Ask me why this rofe doth mow
AU yeUow, gpeen and fokl'y too ?

Aslt
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Ask mewhy theftalk is weak,

And yielding each way, yet not break ?

I rnuft tell you ; thefe difcover

What doubts and fears are in a lover.

By Mr. Milton,

NOW the br>ght morning itar> day's harbinger

Comes dancing from the eaft, and leads with her

The flow'ry May, who from her green lap throws

The yellow cowflip, and the pale primrofe *

Hail, bounteous May, that doft inipire

Mirth and youth, and warm defire ;

Woods and groves are of thy dreffing,.

Hill and dale doth boaft thy blelfmg :

Thus we falute thee with our early fong?

And welcome thee, and wilh thee long.

By Mr. Milton.

SWEET echo, fweeteft nymph, that liv'ft unfeen

Within thy airy cell ;

By flow Meander's margent green,

And in the violet's embrcider'd vail,

Where the lovelorn nightingale

Nigh*iy to thee his fad fong mourneth well ?

Can'ft thou not tell me of a gentle pair4
That likeft thy Narciffus are ?

O, if thou have x

Hid them in fome flow'ry cave,

Tell but where,.

Sweet queen of Parley, daughter of the. fphere j
So mayeft thou be translated to the skies,

Aad give refounding grace to all heav'n's harmonies.

Tune,
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Tune, O'er the hills

:

ARISE, fweet melFenger of the morn,
With thy mild beams this ifle adorn

;

For long as fhepherds fport and play,

*Tis this (hall be a holyday.

Each nymph be like the bluming morn,
That gaily lightens o'er the lawrr

;

Each (hepherd like the fun be gay,

And frolick out this holyday.

The morn appears a rofy hew,
Peeps over yonder eaftern blue j

Come let us dance in trim aray,

And grateful keep this holyday.

Come all, ye honeft Britifh fouls,

Let love and honour crown your bowls ;

Rejoice, rejoice, and fport and play
?

This foiuce ofmany a holyday.

I
MUST have a wife, what fo e'er me be;

For if (he is woman, that's enongh for me*
Fal la la la, &c

If that ihe is handfome, fo much more delight %

And if (he in ugly, no matter in the night.

If that fiie is barren, fo much Jefs my care ;

And if me is fruitful, oh S what joys are there ?

If that (he is rich, her riches are to me

;

And if (he is poor, no poorer can I be.

If (he is good humour'd, then I am not curd %
If (he is a devil, damn her, do her word.

If that (he is young, fo much fweeter (he ;

And if (he is old, the fooner (he'll die.

I mud have a wife, &c
THERE
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THERE was a jolly beggar, and a begging he was

bound,

And he took up his quarters into a land'art town>

Fa la la, &c.

He wad neither ly in barn, nor yet wad he in byre,

But in a hint the ha' door, or elfe afore the fire.

The beggar's bed was made at e
ren wi' good clean ftraw

and hay,

And in a hint the ha' door, and there the beggar lay.

Up raife the goodman's dochter, and for to bar the

door,

And there flie faw the beggar ftandin' i' the floor.

lie took the lade in his arms, and to the bed he ran,

O hooiy ! hooly wi' me, fir, ye'll waken our goodma».

The beggar was a cunnin' loon, and ne'er a wosd he

fpake,

Until he got his turn done, fyne he began to crack.

Is there ony dogs into this town, maiden tell me true.

And what wad ye do wi' them,my hinny and my dow ?

They'll rive a* my meal pocks, and do me meikie

wrang,

dool for the -doin' o't ! are ye the poor man ?

Then flie took up the meal pocks, and flang them o'er

the wa', (a*.

The d--l gae wi' the meal pocks, my maidenhead aad

1 took ye for fome genfereman, at lead the laird of

Brodie,

O dool for the doin' o't ! are ye the poor bodie ?

He took the laflie in his arms, and gae her kifles three>

And four and twenty hunder merk to pay the nurice

fee.

He
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He took a hornfrae his fide, and blew baith loud and
fhrill,

And four and twenty belted knights came skipping

o'er the hill.

And betook out his little knife, loot aMiis dudies-fY,

And lie was the braweft gentleman that was amang
them a\

The beggar was a cliver loon, and he lap fhoulder height,

O ay, for licken quarters as I gat yefternight, fa la, &c.

_
By Mr. Rae.

Tune, The Nut-brown Maid*

W"HEN fair Zelinda came
To feize my wand 'ring heart,

Swift fpread the kindling flame,

Her fparkling eyes impart

:

Each look riew fuel lent

To the now raging fire ;

Each motion did augment
The paffionate defire.

Soon did my bofom feel

Sly Cupid's fubtile dart

:

While fiery fighs reveal

Its agonizing fmart.

Yet of my violent pain,

She did unconfcious prove ;

And law, with cold difdain,

The progrefs of my love.

Ah, nymph, why thus unkind!

Why unrelenting (till

To him whofe joys depend

Entirely on your will ?
•

Oh!
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Oh ! let your conduct be

As lovely as your frame;

And, if you pity me,

Confefs a mutual flame.

Be merciful as fair,

Sv/eet as the blufliing role,

In fmiles your love declare,

The rifing wifh difclofe :

Fly i tafte the heav'nly blifs,

And crown the warm defire

;

Feed on the balmy kifs,

And in love's joys expire.

LONG from the force of beauty 's charms,

Long have I wander'd free,

Endur'd no grief, felt no alarms,

Referv'd to fall by thee.

Thou, fair one, thou alone canft move
This paffion in my breaft ;

Thou, thou alone, canft teach me love,

O teach me to be bleft.

In fafety, thus from all alarms,

The roving turtle flies

;

Till fome unerring hand conveys

The fhaft by which he dies.

WOULD heaven indulge my love-fick mind,
And make my joys compleat;

Let me my Myra's favour find,

And lay me at her feet.

If the dear nymph but on me fmile,

T&eu fate may do its worn1 j

While



( 24 )

While fhe is kind, I fear no ill,

I ne'er can be accurft.

With her I could forever dwell,

There's Tieaven within her arm?.

But, abfent from her, I'm in hell,

Dire griefmy foul alarms.

I rave, I burn, I pine, I die,

Nought can my heart relieve ;

But at her fighs my forrows fly \

Her prefence bids me. live.

MUSICK, thou gentled power of art,

That charms the ear and melts the heart

;

Thy fofi perfuaflon can prevail,

When other fweeteft motives fail ;

Not eloquence itfelfcan move
So fure, or even more charming love.

Thy founds can calm the troubled breaft,

By jealoufy's fierce rage polfelt

;

That heeded not Luanda's figh-s,

Kind prayers, and filver dreaming eyes ;

In thee, the birds their joys exprefs,

Interpreter of happinefs !

In fpring, while ev'ry fhady grove

Is full of mufick and of love,

Thou art to earth, as heaven, dear,

For ev'ry voice is mufic there,

That fills with extafy the ear.

Hail J foerce of rapture and delight \

Which ev'ry forrow puts to flight

;

And cures the unhappy lover's wound,

Wliile pain itfelf 's fubdued -by found.

Tune,
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Tone, Sweet Betty.

THUS maidens belie their defires,

Yet languifh for what they refute;

And tho' their breafts glow with love's fires,

Seem cold to the joys they would chufe.

The tongue and the heart are two factions

Wefcarce reconcile, 'till made brides;

Like ftatefmen, our fpeeches and actions

Have commonly contrary fides.

He. A H 1
. why is my heart Co tender?

jt\. My honour invites me to arms*

To love, fliall I fame furrender ?

By laurels I'll merit thy charms.

She. How can you bear the reflection?

He. I balance, and honour gives way.

She. Reward my love by affection;

I ask you no more than I pay.

THE CONSTANT MAID.

SOONER than I'll my love forego,

Or lofe the man I prize,

I'll bravely combat every woe,

And fall a facrifice.

No bars, or bolts, mail me controu!3

I'll death and danger dare,

Reftraint but fires the active foul,

And urses fierce defpair.

X The
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The window then fliall be my gate,

I'll either fall or fly-,

Rather than live with the man I hate,

for jiim I love, I'll die.

THE BRUIKET LASSIE?
Heaven! what (hall I do,

To whom fliall I complain,

jVIy griefs how fliall I iliow,

Or where exprefs my pain?

No confident I have,

The cafe will not allow,

*Twere treafon in a flave,

O heaven ! what fliall I do ?

To the woods I make my moan,
But they refufe to hear?

The -echoes, when I groan,

The fame but backward bear*.

But what avail? fmce they

No eafe can bring to me,
ISIor my love, to her difclofe,

Who has power to fet me free,

The little birds that perch

Upon yon nodding bough,

Their tender thronts do ftretch,

A fympathy to (how.

The winds when I complain,

Aitho' they iigh like me,
They ne'er redrefs my pain ^

&VJl££e .(hall I pitied be.?

Heaven,
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Heaven, will you not contrive

Some way to eafe my care,

And make thofe fighs to thrive,

That they may reach her ear ?

If further than by thofe,

I may yet dare to try,

My love to her difclofe,

Since I'd for the favour die.

THE FORSAKEN MAID.
Tune, Tweed-fide.

FOND echo, forbear thy light ftrain,

And heedfully hear a loft maid,

Go tell the falfe ear of the fwain,

How deeply his vows have betray'd;

Go, tell him what forrows I bear,

See yet, if his heart feels my woe;
?
Tis now he mud heal my defpair,

Or death will make pity too flow,

THE POWER OF BEAUTY.
Tune, Strepboifs complaint.

WHEN beauty does her power purfue,

What can't a charming woman da?

All, all mud ftruggle and come to,

When beauty does her power purfue j

What can't a charming woman do?

She makes the foldier quit his rage,

She makes the fword quite lofe its age %

All, all rauft ftruggle, &c
X 2 She
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She makes the ftatefmen Jook like fools,

Sbe makes the fludents flight their fchoolsj

fche makes the greateft prince her flave,

The flout, the bold, the young, the brave.

By Mr. Wa, Walck.

CELIA, too late, you wou*d repent

:

The offering all your ftore,

Is now but like a pardon fent,

To one that's dead before.

While at the firft you cruel prov'd'j.

Now grant the blifs too late,

You hinder'd me ofone I Iov'd,

To give me one I hate.

I thought you innocent as fair,

When fir ft my court I made ;

But when your falfehoods plain appeared,

My love no longer ftaid.

Your bounty of thefe favours fhown>

Whofe worth you firft deface,

Is melting vaiu'd medals down,,

And giving us the brafs.

O 1 fince the thing we beg*s a toy,

That's priz'd by love alone,

Why cannot women grant the joy,

Before our love is gone ?

By Mr. Leveridge.

ACCEPT, Maria, of a heart,

Which, 'till this fatal hour,

Ne'er felt the (mart of beauty's daft,

Nor love's almighty power.

Tfels
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This virgin heart, which you a!cn«

Could by your charms furprife,

In right of conqueft is your own,

And at your mercy lyes.

Nor can I fear you will defpife*

Or triumph o'er th' oppreft,

Since pity glitters in your eyes,

And goodnefs rules your bread.

From HORACE.
THE appointed hour of promis'd blifs,

The pleafing whifper in the dark,

The half unwilling willing kifs,

The fmile that guides us to the mark ;

"When the fond nymph does (hynefs feign,

And hides but- to be found again,

Tiiefe, thefe are joys, the gods for youth ordain*

THE SLIGHTED LOVER,

HOW vain and falfe a woman is,

Is every day perceiv'd ;

Yet fuch the inchantments of the fair,

And men fuch filly ideots are,

They daily are believ'd,

Frequent examples fure might ierve,

To keep us in our fcnfe,

But hell, and they fuch trains have. laid,.

That we can ne'er be wifer made,

But at our own expenfe,

I wifh unhappinefs on all,

Who whiningly perplex

Themfelves hereafter on that (corer

And may each man be damn'd, that's more3

That ever trulls the fex, WHAT
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WHAT pain, Corinna, he endures,

Who would thy pow'r withstand ?'

Thy voice inchants, thy wit allures^.

And fparkling eyes command..

A\\ facred ties, all former loves,

Thy conquering^air repells,

As fome prevalent charm remove*

The force of weaker fpells.

The nymphs, now unregarded, grieve

To find they tempt in vaia

;

And curfe thofe beauties which bereave

The heart of every fwain.

#fo longer then difpute the prize,

Your time and trouble fpare

;

"Who hears that voice, ami fees thofe eyes,

Js fixt for ever here,

FAIR ones, while your beauty's blooming,

Ufe your time, leaft age refuming,

What your youth profufety lends,

You're depriv'd of all your glories-,

And condemn'd to tell old ftories

To your unbelieving friends.

D E on the Longitude, fit RE MuJJc by Dean Swift*

Re e it at iv a.

'TpHE longitude mift on,

J| By wicked Will Whiftoa,

And not better hit on

By good Mr. Dittoa,
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RlTORNELLO.
So Ditton and Whifton may both be bep-ft on,

And Whifton and Ditton may both be befh—t on,

Sing Whifton be p-ft on,

And Ditton be fil-t on,

Sing Ditton and Whifton, and Whifton and Ditton,

Be fti~t on, be p-ft on, be p-ft on and be lh-t on.

Da Capo*

HOW welcome, my fheperd, how welcome to me,
Is every occafion of meeting with thee 5

But when thou art abfent, how joylefs am I,

Me thinks I contented, could fit down and die :

The oftner I fee you, the more I approve

The choice I have made, and: am fix'd in my love >

For merit, like yours, ftill brighter is fhown,

And more mult be valued, the more it is known.

To live in a cottage with thee I would chafe,

And crowns, for thy fake, I would gladly refufej

.l^ot all the vaft treafure of wealthy Peru,

To me would feem precious, if balanc'd with you j

For all my ambition to thee is een£n'd,

And nothing would pleafe, ifthou were unkind j,

Then faithfully love me, and happier I'll be,

Than plac'd on a throne, to reign without thee,

Venus to Marr, in Mr. Dryderf"s fecular maf^ue

CALMS appear when ftorms are paft,

Love will have his hour at iaft ;

Nature is my kindly care,

Mars deftroys, and I repair,

Take
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Take me, take me, while you may,

Venus comes not every day,

Take me, &c.

Momus to Mars, in Mr. Dryden's fecular mafque*

THY fvvord within the fcabbard keep,

And let mankind agree ;

Better the world were faft afleep,

Than kept awake by thee.

The fools are only thinner, with all our coft and care,

Bat neither fide a winner, for things are as they were

The fools, &c.

NEAR Thames green banks, a love-lorn nymph re-

clin'd, .

Thus taxM her Thyrfis, various as the wind ;

Halt thou, perfidious youth, thy oath forgoti
1

And muft the mournful widow be my lot ?

And muft, &c,

Since thou (contemning gods) thy vows haft broke,

Thus play'd with love, and made my fame thy joke.,.

A dire revenge on thee I now have ehofe,

For foon thofe waves thall end my life and woes.

Thus faid, (he hafted to th-e founding flood,

And, fhudd'ring, o'er its fiow'ry margin Hood,

The tear ofanguifh ftarting in her eye,

Refolv'd to plunge, fhe vents a difmal iigh.

But, in his terrors, whilft grim death appears,

She cries, (her wav'ring mind o'erfpread with fears,)

'Tis madnefs all, 'tis madnefs all, I'll fly back to the

plains ;

J've but one life, and there's a choice of fwains.

There
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THERE was a wife won'd in a glen,

And fhe had dochters nine or ten,

That fought the houfe baith but and ben

To find their mam a fnifhing.

The auld wife beyont the fire,

The auld wife anieft the fire,

The auld wife aboon the fire,

She died for lack of fnifhing..

Her mill into fome hole had fawn,

"Whatraeks, quo' (he, let it be gawn.

For I maun hae a young goodman

Shall furnifh me with fnilhing.

Her eldeft dochter faid right bauld,

Fy, mother, mind that now ye're auld,

And if you with a yonker wald,

He'll wafte away your fnifhing*

The youngeft dochter ga'e a {hour-,

O mother dear ! your teeth's a' out^

Befides, barf blind, ye hae the gout,

Your mill can had nae fniihingv

Ye lied, ye limmers, cries auld mump,
For I hae baith a tooth and ftump,

And* will nae langer live in dump,

By wanting of my fnifhing.

Thole ye, fays Peg, that pauky flut,

Mother, ifyou can crack a nut,

Then we will a' confent to it,

That you (hall have a fnifhing.

The auld ane did agree to that,

And they a piflol-bullet gat ;

She

Note. Snifhing, in its literal meaning, is (huffmade of to-
bacco ; but in this fong it means fometimas con-
tentrxieat, a husband, love, money, &c.
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She powerfully began to crack,

To won herfel a fhilhing.

Bra' fport it was to fee her chow't,

And 'tween her gums fae fqueez and row't,

While frae her jaws the (laver flow'd,

And ay (he curd poor ftumpy.

At lad (he gae a defperate fqueez,

Which brak the lang tooth by the neez

;

And fyne poor ftumpy was at eafe,

But (he tint hopes of fnifliing.

She of the task began to tire,

And frae her dochters did retire,

Syne lean'd her down ayont the fire

And dyed for Jack of fnifliing.

Ye auld wives, notice well this truth,

Aflbon as ye're pad: mark of mouth,

Ne'er do what's only fit for youth,

And leave arT thoughts of fnifliing t

Elfe J ike this wife beyont the fireK

Yo'r bairns againft you will confpirc j

Nor will ye get, unlefs ye hire,

A young man with your fnifliing,

Tune, Jocky Myth andgay,

SWIFT, Sandy, Young and Gay,

Are ftill my heart's delight,

I fing their fangs by day,

And read their tales at night.

If frae their books I be,

'Tis dulnefs then with me :

But, when thefe frars appear,

Jokes, fmiles, and wit (bine clear. Swift
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Swift with uncommon ftile,

And wit that flows with eafe,

Initru&s us with a {"mile,

And never fails to pleafe.

Bright Sandy greatly fings

Of heroes, gods, and kings :

He we'll deferves the bays,

And ev'ry Briton's praife.

While thus our Homer (nines

;

Young, with Horatian flame,

Corrects thefe falfe defigns

We pufh in love of fame.

Blyth Gay, in pawky (trains,

Makes villains, clowns and fwains

Reprove, with biting leer,

Thofe in a higher fphere.

Swift, Sandy, Young and Gay,

Long may you give delight

;

Let all the dunces bray,

You're far above their fpite :

Such, from a malice four,

Write nonfenfe, lame and poor,

Which never can fucceed,

For, who the trafti will read ?

FAREWELL to Lochaber, and farewell, my Jean,

Where heartfome with thee I have many day been :

For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more,

We'll may be return to Lochaber no more.

Thefe tears that I fried, they are a' for my dear,

And no for the dangers attending on wair ;

Tho' bore on rough fcas to a far bloody fhore,

May be to return to Lochaber no more.

Tho'
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Tho' hurricanes rife, and raife ev'ry wind,

They'll ne'er make a tempeft like that in my mind,

Tho' loudeft of thunder on louder waves roar,

That's naething like leaving my love on the more.

To leave thee behind me, my heart is lair pain'd.

By eafe that's inglorious, no fame 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 refule ?

Without it I ne'«r can have merit for thee,

And without thy favour I'd better not be-

I gae then, my lafs, to win honour and fame,

And if I fliould lack to come glorioufly harne,

I'll bring a heart to thee with love running o'er,

And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more.

LATE in an evening forth I went,

A little before the fun gade down,

And there I chanc'd, by accident,

To light on a battle new begun.

A man and his wife was fawn in a ftrife,

I canna weel tell ye how it began :

But ay fhe wail'd her wretched life,

And cry'd ever,Alake my auld goodman.

He. Thy auld goodman that thou tells o£

The country kens where he was born,

Was but a filly poor vagabond,

And ilka ane leugh him to fcorn;

For he did fpend, and make an end

Ofgear that his forefathers wan,

He gart the poor Hand frae the door;

Sae tell nae me of thy auld goodman. She.



< m >

Sh£. Myneart, alake, is like to break,

When I think on ray winfome John,

His blinkan eye, and gait fae free,

Was naithing like thee, thou dofend drone,

His rofy face, and ilaxen hair,

And a skin as white as ony fwan,

Was large and tall, and comely withal,

And thou'lt ne'er be like ray auld goodman.

He. Why doft thou pleen ? I thee maintain,

For meal and mawt thou difna want

;

But thy wild bees I canna pleafe,

Now when our gear 'gins to grow fcant

;

Of houfhold-ftuffthou haft enough,

Thou wants for neither potior pan ;

Of ficklike ware he left thee bare,

Sae tell nae mair of thy auidgoodiran.

She. Yes I may tell, and fret ray fell,

To think on thefe blythdays I had,

When he and I together lay

In arms into a well-made bed :

But now I figh 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 of day

:

The carle was fear'd to mifs his mark,
And therefore wad nae lahger flay

;

Then up he gat, and ran away,
I trow the wife the day me wan,

And ay the o'erturn of the fray

Was ever, alake my auld goodman.

Vol. II. ¥ #; -
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By Mr. Cheek.

Tune, 1fix'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 5

For me alone difpenfes

Such fweets as bed can entertain

The guft of all the fenfes.

Her face a charming profpect brings,

Her breath gives balmy bliiTes,

I hear an angel when (he lings,
,

And tafte of heaven in kilfes :

Four fenfes thus (he feaft> with joy*

From nature's richeft treafure ;

Let me the other (e.n.^e employ,

And I fiiall die with pleafure.

By Mr. W. Walcjt.

YES, ail the world will fure agree,

He who's fecur'd ofhaving thee,

Will be entirely bleft;

But 'twere in me too great a wrong,

To make one, who has been fo long

My queen, my flave at hft.

Nor ought thefe things to be confin'd,

That were for publick good deugn'd

:

Cou'd we, in foolilh pride,

Make the fun always with us flay,

*Twou'd burn our corn and grafs away,
'< And ftarve the world belide.
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Let not the thoughts of parting fright

Two fouls which pafFupn does unite \

• For while our love does laft,

Neither will ftrive to go away,

And why the devil fliould we ftay,

When once that love is pail \

By Mr, Thfosau>.

ON a bank of flowers, in a fumraer day,

Inviting and undreft,

In her bloom of youth, fair Celia lay,

With love and fleep oppreft ;

When a youthful fwaln, with admiring eyes,.

WoVd that he cfurft the fair maid furprifc ;

With a fa, la, la, la, la, la, la.

But fear'd approaching fpies.

As he gazM, a gentle breeze arofe,

That fann'd her robes afide ;

And the fleeping nymph did thole charms difclbfS?,.

Which waking fhe would hide

;

Then his breath grew ihort, and his pulfe beat high*

He longM to touch what he chane'd to fpy -

t

With a fa, la, &c.

But durfl: not ftill draw nigfr.

All amaz'd, he flood, with her beauties fir'dr

And bleft: the courteous wind ;

Then in whifpers figh'd, and the gods defir'd.

That Celia might be kind :'

When, with hope grown bold, he advanc'd amain j

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

With a fa, la, &c.

RepelTd the timerous fwainv

Ya . Yet



( *J« >

Yet the am'rous youth, to relieve his pain,

The flumb'ring maid carefs'd -,

And with trembling hand, (O the fimple fwain IJ

Her glowing bofbm prefs'd :

When the virgin wak'd, and affrighted flew,

Yet look'd as wifhing he wou'd purfue i

With a fa, la, &c.

But Damon mifsM his cue.

Now repenting that he had let her fly,

Himfelf he thus accus'd,

What a dull and a flupid fool was I,

That fuch a chance abus'd?

To my ftiame 'twill now on the plain be faicK

Damon a virgin a-fleer/ betray'd,

With a fa, la, &c.

Vet let her go a maid..

By Mr. Leveridge.

t. Act. * 1 "*H'E play of love is now begun,

JL And thus the actions do go on |

Strephon, enamour'd, courts the fair,

She hears- him with a carelefs air,

And fmiles to find him in love's mare.

2. The act tune play'd, they met again>

Here pity moves her for his pain,

Which (he evades with fome pretence^

And thinks (lie may with love difpenle,

But pants to hear a man of fenfe.

3. The third approach her lover makes,.

She colours up whene'er he fpeaks ;

,-But with feign 'd flights flie puts him by,

And faintly cries, flie can't comply,

Altho' Hie gives her heart the- lie. 4. Now
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4. Now the plot riles, he feems fhy,

As ifCome other fair he'd try :

At which fhe fwelis with fpleen and fear,.

Left, fome more wife his love fhou'd jhsre*.

Which yet no woman e'er cou'd bear.

5r< The laft act now is wrought fo high,.

That thus it crowns the lover's joy -

r

She does no more his paffion fhun,

He ftrait into her arms does run r

The curtain falls, the play is done.

By J. Dryden.

A Quire of bright beauties in fpringdid appear,.

To chufe a May-lady to govern the year

;

All the nymphs were in white, and the fftepherdsingreea^

The garland was given, and Philiis was queen &

But Philiis refus'd it, and fighing did fay,

I'll not wear a garland while Pan is away.

While Pan and fair Syrinx are fed from the ftrore*

The graces are banifli'd, and love is no more :

The foft god of pleafure, that warm'd our deflres,.

Has broken his bow, and extinguiftyd his fires ;

And vows that himfelf and his mother will mourn,,

Till Pan and fair Syrinx in triumph returnv

Forbear your addreffes, and court us no more j.

For we will perform what the deity fwore r

But if you dare think of deferving our charms,-

Away with your fheep-hcoks,.and take to your arms ;•

Then laurels and myrtles- your brows (ball adorn,.

When Pan.and fab Syrinx ia triumph return,.

1 % pSw
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MAY the. ambitious ever find

Succefs in crowds and noife,

While gentle love 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 ly at my Nanny's feet,.

And all the world defpife.

Let conquering kings new triumphs raHe,

And melt in court delights

:

Her eyes can give much brighter days,

Her arms much fofter nights*

d

LASSIE, lend me your braw kemp heckle,

And I'll lend you my thripling kame,
i'or fainnefs, deary, I'll gar ye keckle,-

If ye'll go dance the Bob of Dumblane.

Hafte ye, gang to the ground ofye'r trunkies.

Busk ye braw, and dinna think (name

;

Confider in time, if leading of monkies

Be better than dancing the Bob of Dumblane.

Be frank, my laflle, left I grow fickle,.

And take my word and offer again,

Syne ye may chance to repent k mickle,

Ye did nae accept of the Btobof Dumblane^

The dinner, the piper and prieft mall be ready>

For I'm grown dowy wi' lying my lane,

Away then leave baith minn-y and dady,

And try with metjie Bob of Dumblane.

Turn,
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TURN, Sophia, turn away

Thofe charming killing eye?,.

They lead my wandering heart a(tray>

And all my fenfe furprife.

Upon that lovely angei face

Who can. gaze, and not admire,

Who, that face, that air, that grace,

Can once behold, and not deiire?

ON thy banks, gentle Stour, when I breathed the.

foft il.ute,

To Chloe's fweet accents, attention fat mute,

To her voice^. with what tranfport, I fweli'd the How
ftrain,

Or return'd dying meafures in echoes again

;

Xittle Cupid beat time, and the graces around,

Taught with even divisions to vary the found,

Taught with, &q.

From my Chloe remov'd, when I bid it complain*

And warble fmooth numbers to footh love's fick painj,

How much alter'd it feeras, as the rifmg notes flow,,.

And the fbft falling (trains how infipidly flow :

I will play then no more, for 'tis her voice alone

Mull enrapture my foul to- enliven its tone.

LONG with undiftinguim'd flame,

I lov\l each fair, each witty darner

My heart the belle affembly gain'ct

And all an equal fway maintain'd.

But, when you came, you Hood confeft,

Sole fttkana of my breaft

:

For
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For you eclips'd (fupremely fair,)

All the vail feraglio there.

In this, her mein, in that, her grace,

In a third, I lovM a face;

But you, in ev'ry feature, fhine

Univerfally divine.

"What can thofe mow-white breads excel,

Bo they fink, or do they fwell

;

While thofe lovely wanton eyes,

Sparkling meet them as they rife.

"When to fweet founds, your Heps you full.

And wave the minuet to the lute,

Heaven ! how me glides ! her neck, her cheft,.

Does fhe move, or does ihe reft I

As thofe Roguiih eyes advance,

Let me catch their fide long glance

Soon, or they'll elude my fight,

Quick as light'ning, and as bright,

Thus the bamful Pleiad peeps,

Charms a moment, and retreats;

Then peeps again, then fculks unfee%

Veil'd behind the azure fcreen*

X/ike the ever toying dove*

Smile immenfity of love,

Be Venus in each outward part,

And wear the veftal in your heart.

When I ask,a kifs or fo,

©rant it with a begging no,

Xet each rofe that decks your face"

Slufh aflenvto my embrace.

CPLIIf
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COLIN to AMARYLL,
THEE, I love, fweet Amaryll,

More than goat the funny-hill*

More than doe its tender fawn,

More than lambkin does the lawn,

More than turtle does the wood,

More than hen its chilly brood.,

More than fwallow loves to fly,

More than cuckow does to cry,

More than daify does the mead.
More than Colin's flock to feed,

More than whitefoot does to barft*

More than tow'ring does the lark,.

More than rofes love their red,

More than banks a vi'Jet bed,.

More than lilly loves its white,

More than whoot-owl does the night,

More than reynard loves- my geefe>

More than wolf my flock to fleece;

More than ant its winter (lore-,

More than fwain e're lov'd before.

More than fquirrel loves the hill,

More than fhepherd's tongue can tell*

Or mind can think, or eye can fee,

E'en more than all things I love thee.

Tune, Blow, blow, thou Winter Wind*

GO, go, falfe woman, go,

Thou to thy coft (halt know
How vain is all thy piide:

Soon, like the flowers of May,

Thy charms (hall droop away,

And I thy power deride-.

Quit
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Quit, quit thy arts, for mame,
On honour build thy fame,

Nor truth m love difdain;

For know, proud haughty maid,

Such triumphs are repaid,

With piercing grief and pain.

Anfwered by a young LADT»

GO cruel falfe one, go,

Thy fighs and tears ftiall (how,

How vain are ail thy arts,

Serv'd juftly, and in kind,

No mercy (halt thou End,.

For tricking female heart?.

Thy practices give o'er,

And play the knave no more,
But follow native truth,

*Tis this alone has charms*

*Tis truth fecures from harms,

And befl adorns our youth.

Tune, Tweed-Side.

^TTHAT's the fpring, breathing violet or role,

* * What's the fummer, with alt its gay train,

Or the plenty of autumn to thofe,

Who have barter'd their freedom for gain I

Then let love of our king's legal right,

To the love of our country fucceed,

And let friendfhip and honour unite,

Andflouriih on both fides of Tweed.
No
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No fweetnefs the fenles can ch ear,

That corruption and bribery bind ;

No brightnefs the gloom ever clear,

For honour's the fun ofthe mind.

Let virtue diftinguifh the brave,

Place riches in lower degree ;

Think him pooreft who dares be a (lave,

And him richer! who dares to be free.

Let us think how our anceftors rofe,

Let us think how our anceftors fell,

9Tis the rights they defended, 'tis thofe

They bought with their blood, that we fell.

Then let, &c.

By Mr. Prior.

AS after noon, one fummer's day,

Venus flood bathing in a river,

Cupid a mooting went that way,

New ftrung his bow, andfili'd his quiver:

With skill he chofe his-fharpeit dart,

With all his might his bow he drew,

Swift to his beauteous parent's heart

The too well guided arrow flew.

I faint ! I die ! the goddefs cry'd ;

cruel ! cou'dfl thou find none other

To wreck thy fplcen on ? parricide,

Like Nero, thou haft flain thy mother !

Poor Cupid, fobbing, fcarce cou'd fpeak ;

Indeed, mamma, I did not know ye ;

Alas S how eafy the miftake,

1 took you for your likenefs Chloe.

THE
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THE DESPAIRING LOVER.
OLOVE ! what cruel pangs are thefe,

The cold efFe& of warm defires;

Whole agonizing tortures freeze,

Tho' fprung from your prevailing eyes;

Her abfence gave exceeding pain,

But, when from that I hop'd relief*

You ftill refolv'd I mould complain,

And jealoufy augments my grief.

Too bitter is the lover's part,

When fever'd from his fair one's eyes ;

But if lie's .baniih'd from her heart,

:Stabb'd with defpair, at once he dies*

From DO N QJJIXOt.

I
DIE your victim, cruel fair,

And die without reprive .;

If you can think your ilave can bear

Your cruelty and live.

Since all my hopes of eafe are vain,

To die I now fubmit;

And, that you may not think I feign,

It muft be at your feet.

Yet when my bleeding heart you view,

Bright nymph, forbear to grieve ;

For I had rather die for you,

Than for another iive.

Jn death and dark dbfivioifs grave,

Oh 1 let me ly forlorn ;

for my poor ghoft wou'd pine and rave,

Shott'd you relent and mourn. THT*.
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Tune, The man that is drunk, &c.

THE man that's contented is void of all care^

And tow'rs far above the flav'ry of fear,

A mind that's ferene, and a body in health,

Gives him all the pleafures and grandeur of wealth.

Laft day I went out with a heart full of joy,
Which nothing but vice or (harp pain cou'd annoy

;

The firft that I met was a mifer, whofe gloom
Show'd a foul that was muddy, and flraitned in room.

In Britain's fair ifland there's none to be feen,

Of more fallen, felfifh and fordid a mien ;

Regardlefs of honour, a flaye to his gold,

Defpis'd of the young, and contemn 'd of the old.

The next that I met was a profligate afs,

Whofe brains were of cork, and his forehead of brafs ;

By game, he was galloping thro' his eftate,

And mif 'ry attended his fad finking ftate.

O place me, kind heav'n ! in what ftation you pleale*

So my body be in health, and my foul be at eafe ;

By command of my felf, independent and free,

Contentment fhall {till be a pleafure'to me.

O rather in a cottage may I be fed

With roots the mod common, and coarfeft brown
Than to riot with luxury, fopp'ry and vice ; (bread

They're .the lofs of contentment, too precious a price.

Let rakes ramble after their harlots and wine,

'Till with poxes andp>alfies their carcafes dwine ;

Grow old while they're young, and wafted their (tore,

While the vot'ries of virtue are blyth at fourfcore.

The thunder may roar, and hurricanes make
The ocean to boil, and the forrefts to (hake

;

The lightning may flafli, &nd the rocks may be rent,

But nothing can 4Tu£le the mind that's content.

Vol.. II. Z Thi*
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This world's well freighted with wonders in &oxe9
And I Tent into it to think and explore

;

And when the due furnmons fhall call me away,

No more's to be faidj but contented obey,

, BL

By Mr. BoycE.

ON his face the vernal rofe,

Blended with the lilly, glows ;

His looks are, as the raven's, black,

In ringlets waving down his back

:

His eyes with milder beauties beam,

Than billing doves befide the ftream :

His youthful cheeks are beds of flow'rsj

Enripen'd by refreshing fhow'rs :

His lips are of the rofe's hue,

Dropping with a fragrant dew ;

Tall as the cedar he appears,

And erecl his form he bears j

Tail as, &c.

He.T ET rakes for pleafures range the town>

I A Or mifers doat on golden guineas
;

Let plenty fmile, or fortune frown,

The fweets of love are mine and Jenny's.

She. Let wanton maids indulge delire,

How foon the fleeting pleafure gone is,

The joys of virtue never tire,

And fuch mail {till be mine and Johnny's,

He. Together let us fport and play.

She. And live in pleafure where no fin is ;

He. The prieft (hail tie the knot to day,

She. And wedlock bands make Johnny Jenny's,

Both. Together let us, &c. He,
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He. Let roving fwalns young hearts invade,

The pleafure ends in mame andfolly
j

So Willy woo'd, and then betray'd

The poor believing fimple Molly.

She. So Lucy lov'd, and lightly toy'd,

And laugh'd at harmlefs maids who marry %
But now fhe finds her fhepherd cioy'd,

And fhuns, too late, her faithlefs Harry.

He. By cooling ftreams our flocks we'll feed,

And leave deceit to fools and ninnies

;

Or fondly flray where love mall lead,

And every joy be mine and Jenny's.

She. Let guilt the faithlefs bofom fright,

The conftant heart is always bonny ;

Content and peace, and fweet delight.

And love (hall live with me and Johnny,
He. Together then we'll fport, &c.

FLY no more, cruel fair, but be kind and relenting,

Enough has been ihovvn of contempt and difdain ;

Tafte at length the fiiperior delight of confenting,

For 'tis more noble joy to give pleafure than pain •

Wou'd you charm men of fenfe, and engage their ad-

My Ghloe, of pride,as of painting beware ; (drefles.

For beauty confifts more in minds than in faces,

And the maid's almoft ugly, that only is fair.

By Mr. Pattison.

UNDERNEATH a mofly mountain,

Clofe befide a falling fountain,

Chan&ing Arnwet was laid
;

Z 2 Wan-
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Wanton Zephyrs whifper'd kifTeS,

Toying with her flowing treffes,

When the fighing virgin faid :

Muft 1 then for ever langufth,

With this foft confuming anguilh 1
O the fadly pleaflng pain I

Cuftom forbids me to reveal it,

Shame commands me to conceal ife

From my lovely fhepherd fwauu

O thou fweetly vocal water,

Ceafe a harmlefs maid to flatter,

And convey thefe dying fighs s-

Thro' this flow'r enanaeli'd valley^.

To yon fair enchanting alley,

Where a-fleep my lover lyes*.

Florimello fweetly dreaming,

Araoret confenting, feeming,

Wak'd, and curft the jilting fhades

Swift as light'ning thro' the bufhes,

Much enrag'd, the fhepherd rufhes,

. Finds, and clafps the real- maid;

Sung hy Mr. Lowr and Mrs* Steven/on^ in VauxbalL

He. XT ASTE, hafte, Phyllis, hafife, Its the firft of
1"1 fweet May,

Hark ! the goldfpinks ling, to the woods let's away ;

We'll pluck the pale primrofe, and ftart not, my dear,

I've fome thing to whifper alone in your ear.

She. Excufe me, fond {wain, it has often beenfaid,

The wood is unfafe for a maiden to tread ;

And a wither'd oldgipfy, one day I efpy'd,

Bid me fhun the thick wood, and faidfomethingbefide.

He.
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He. *Tis all a mere fable, there's nothing to fright^

There's mufickall day, and no fpeclres at night
j

No creature but Cupid, believe me, is there,

And Cupid's an urchin you furely can't fear.

She. For all I cou'd fay, when arriv'd at the woody
Who knows your deftgn

.

? you might dare to be rude %

So I bid yon farewell ; and confefs I'm afraid,.

Left Cupid and you be too hard for a maid.

He. His di&ates you wifely, at once, fhou'd approve *

For, pray, what is life ? 'tis a pain, without love ;

Think h >w youth, like therofe, tho' ungather'd, will

fade ;

Then quickly comply, lead you die an old maid.

She. By language as artful, poor Daphne was won j
Thus courted, fhe yielded, was trick'd and undone *

And rather than truft the fine things you have faid,

Let my beauty decay, and I die an old maid..

He. Believe not I'm faithlefs, and falfe as the v/ind^

I'll be true as the turtle, as fond and as kind ;

"Will lead you to pleafures untafted before,

Jk And make you1 my bride. Can a mortal do more I

She. Then at once I comply, for I cannot lay no £
To-morrow to church with my mepherd I'll go ;

To the wood next, tho' Cupid, Co talk'd of, be there^

"With joy I'll away, and adieu to all fear.

She. Ye nymphs, to the wood never venture t&go-,

Till the prieft join your hands, you muft (Hllanfwer nov
He. Ye fwains, mould your fair ones be deaf to yon

ftill,

You muft wear the foft chain, then they'll go whes*
you will,

Z $ %
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By Mr. Nat. Lee.

k
H! the time that is pad,

When me held me fo faft,

And declar'd that her honour no longer cou'd lade %
l^o light, but her knguiihmg eyes did appear^

To prevent all excufcs of blufliing and fear.

How file flgh'dj, and unlac'd,

With luch trembling and hafte,

As if me had long'd to be clofer embraced '?

My lips the fweet pleafure of kiifes enjoy'd,

While my hands were in fearch of hid treafure eta^

ploy'd.

W7 ith my heart al! on fire^

In the names of defire^

When I boldly purfu'd what me feem'dto require ;-

She cry'd, oh ! for pity's fake, change your ill mind ^
?ray, Amyntas, be eml, or I'll be unkind.

All your blifs you deftroy,

Like a naked young boy,.

Who fears the kind river he came to enjoy 5

Let's in, m}' dear Chloris-, I'll fave thee from harm^
And make the cold element pleafant and warm.

Dear Amyntas ! (he cries,

Then (he caft down her eyes,

And with kifTes confeft what fhe faintly denies £
Too fure of my conqueft, I purpos'd to flay
s
Till her freer confent did more fweeten the prey*

But too late I begun,.

For her paffion was done ;

!Kow Amyntas, Ihe cry'd, I will neyer be won?:

Thy tears and thy courtfhipno pity can move,

1 hou haft flighted the critical minute of love;

KEEP
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KEEP ye weel frae Sir John Malcolm, Tgo-and ago*

If he's a wife man, I miftak' him, Iram coram dago^

Keep ye weel frae Sandie Don, Igo and ago,

He's ten times dafter than Sir John, Iram coram dago.

To hear them of their travels talk,.

To gae to London's but a walk:.

I hae been at Amfterdam,

Where I favv mony a braa madam*-

To fee the wonders of the deep,

"Wad gar a man bafth wail and weep $

To fee the Leviathans skip,

And wi their tail ding o'er a mip»

Was' ye e'er in Crail town?

Bid. ye fee Clark Difliingtoun. 2'

His wig was like a drouket hen,

And the tail o't hang down,

like a rneikle maan lang draket goofe-peru

But for to make ye mair enamour'd*,

He has a glafs in his beft chamber-,

But farth he ilept unto the door,

For he took pills the night before.

Tune, Auld Sir Simon the Khig^

SOME fays killing's a fin,

But, I fay, that winna Hand \,

It is a molt innocent thing,

And allow'd by the laws of the land*

If it were a tranigreffion,

snifters it would reprove^,

\ their elders and- feflion,

> it as well as the leaver

Xts
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Its !an£ fince it came in fafhion,

I'm fure, it will never be done,

As lang as there's in the nation

A lad, kfs, wife, or a lown.

What can I fay more to commend k ?

Tho' I fhould fpeak all my fife,

Yet this will I fay in the end o't,

Let every man kifs his ain wife-

Let him kifs her, clap her, and dawt her5.

And gie her benevolence due,

And that will a t hrifty wife make her.

And fae I'll bid farewel to you.

' By Mr. GarrtcKo

IF truth can fix thy wav'ring mind,

Let Damon urge his claim;

He feels the pafTion void of art,

A pure and conftant flame.

The fighing fwains their torments- telJj

Their fenfual love contemn,

They only prize the beauteous ihellj

But flight the inward gem.

PofTefllon cures the wounded heart,

Deftroys the tranflent fire

;

But, when the mind receives the dart,

Enjoyment whets defire.

Your charms each flaviOi fenfe ccntrou)*

A tyrant's fliort-liv'd reign

;

But milder reafon charms the foul,

Jfor time can break the chain.
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By age your beauties will decay,

Your mind improves with years,

As when the bloffoms lade away,

The rip'ning fruit appears.

May heav'n and Silvia grant my fuit,

And blcfs eacn future hour,

That Damon, who can tafte the fruit,

May gather ev'ry ffow'r.

By Mr. Howard.

FAREWEL, ye green fields, and gay groves,

Where Strephon engag'd my poor hearty

Where nightingales warble their loves,

And nature is dreft without art.

No pleafures ye now can afford,

No mulick can foothe me to reft %.

For Strephon proves falfe to his word,

And Phyllis can never -be blefs'd..

"When the dove by his cooing has {how**!

The fbftnefs, the joy, of his mind,

Falfe Strephon has fworn, and has vow'd>

Like him, he'd be-.coniknt and kind.

The birds, as if pleas'd with his truth*

With harmony filJM all the grove,

Whilft he, with the raptures of youth*

Entic'd me, and preft me to love.

Oft times by the fide of a fprin-g,

Where rofes and Ullies appear,

Gay Strephon of Phyllis would fing,

For Phyllis was all he held dear*

But no fooner he found, by my eyes,

The paffion that glow'd in my breaft,

When he, to my grief and lurprile,

Prov'd ail he had faid was in jeft. Tho?
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Tho* love In his tender alarms,

Brings pleafure with every new day,

Like rofes and lillies, our charms
Are doom'd to a ipeedy decay.

Thelilly, the rofe, and the maid,
• Their various beauties difpenfe,

But, foon as they're blafted, they fade,

Grow ugly, and lothibme to fenie.

Too late, to my forrow I find

The beauties alone that will lafte,

Are thofe, which are fix'd in the mind,

Which envy nor time cannot blaft.

Beware then, each maid, how you truft
t

.

The fool, who to love makes pretence %

For Strephon to love had been juft,

if heaven had bleft him with fenie.

YOU bid me, fair, conceal my love,

Oh! think how hard the task*

Think of the mighty pain I prove,

Then think of what you ask-

Go, bid the feverim wretch forbear

MVIidft burnings to complain,

Go, bid the ilaves, that fetterM are,

Forget the galling chain.

Should they obey, yet greater far

The torments which I feel :

Love's fixes than fevers fiercer are ;

Love pierces more than fteel.

Pain, but the body can controul,

The thoughts no cord can bind,

JLove is a fever in the foul,

A chain which holds the mind *

LOST
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LOST to the joys of life is he,

O deep ! who yields his hours to thee.

If ever I invoke thy aid,

Let Bacchus firft my fenfe invade;

Then o'er my loul be fhort thy reign,

For I'm in hafte to live again :

But fhould fbme fweetly foothing dream
Difplay the idol of my flame,

With heaving breaft, and yielding flghs,

O fleep ! forever leal my eyes.

Delufion in a (late like this,

Is real and fubftantial blifs.

WHILE fome fing of beauty and merit,

Affift me, ye Nine, to unfold,

With noble poetical fpirit,

The virtues of radiant gold.

Of all metals reflecting pure light,

That ever was caft in a mould,

There is none lb attractively bright,

So tempting as beautiful gold.

Thws the mighty imperial Jove,

As antient hiftorians have told,

To fair Danae came down from above,

And conquered her virtue with gold.

View the mifer wrapt up in amaze,

Its luftre's (6 bright to behold,

Aftonifht, he redoubles each gaze,

Repelling each thought, but of gold.

In poetic addrelTes we find,

The richeft are always extol I'd;

Tho' imperfect their body and mind, -

Pray, what is imperfect in gold .
?

In
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In other poetical pieces,

You may read it, 'twixt every fold,

How wretched the compiler's cafe is,

How needful he is of fome gold.

What is it makes foldiers fo brave,

Undaunted, heroic and bold?

For their country, 'tis true, they behave^

They alio have payment in gold.

By this, many neighbouring nations

Have not been conquer'd, but fold,

And ftatefmen have loft reputations,

In hopes of augmenting their gold..

What is it makes Silvia fo (hy,

So very indifferent and cold,

To one lover fo feemingly coy?
,

The one has, -— the other wants gold.

Ev'n the antiquated matron or maid,

Tho' upwards of three fcore years old,

Tho' mifhapen, deform'd and decay'd.

Has beauty ahd youth, if (he 's gold.

How great is its influence on fome,

Ev'n reaching the tongue of a fcold?

No arguments {kikes her (b dumb, /

As charming her filent with gold.

The lawyer, his feifines and charters.

In orderly parchments enroll'd,

With his client judicioufly barters,

For what's more intrinfick, -— his gold.

Ev'n the clergy themfelves we may fee,

By money are greatly controul'd,

Tho' they feldom or never agree,,

They powerfully join for more gold. . B*

the
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The Two BABES in the WO D.

NOW ponder well, you parents dear,

The words which I fnall write ;

A doleful ftory you (hall hear,

In time brought forth to light.

A gentleman of good account,

In Norfolk dwelt of late.

Whofe wealth and riches did furmount
Molt men of his eftate.

Sore fick he was, and like to die^

No help then could he have
;

His wife with him as fick did ly,

And both polled one grave:

No love between thefe two was loft,

Each was to other kind ;

In love they liv'd, in love they dy'd,

And left two babes behind.

The one a fine and pretty boy,

Not pafTing three years old j

Th' other a girl more young than he,

And made in "beauty's mould :

Tht father left his little fon,

As plainly doth appear,

"When he to perfe<5l age mould come,
Three hundred pounds a year.

And to his little daughter, Jean,
Two hundred pounds of gold,

To be paid down on marriage day,

Which might not be controul'd.

But if the children chance to die,

E'er they to age mould come,
Their uncle fliould pojGTefs their wealth.

For lb the will did run.

Now, brother, faid the dying man,
Look to my children dear,

Vol. II. A a Be
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Be good unto my boy and girl,

No friends elfe have I here :

To God and you I do commend
My children night and day ;

A little while 'tis but we have

Within this world to ftay.

You muft be father and mother both,

And uncle all in one;

God knows what will become of them
When I am dead and gone.

With that then fpake their mother dear,

O brother kind, quoth me,
Thou art the man muft bring my babes

To wealth or mifery.

If ye do keep them carefully,

Then God will you reward,

If other ways you feem to deal,

God will your deeds regard.

With lips as cold as any ftone,

She kill thefe children fmall

;

God blefs you both, my children dear,

With that the tears did fall.

Thefe fpeeches then the brother fpake,

To the lick couple there,

The keeping of your children dear,

Sweet filter, do not fear.

God never profper me nor mine,

Or ought elfe that I have,

If I do wrong your children dear,

When you're laid in your grave.

Their parents being dead and gone,
The children home he takes,

And brings them home into his houle,

And much of them he makes.

He had not kept thefe pretty babes

A twelvemonth and a day,

But;
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But, for their wealth, he did devife

To put them both away.

He bargain'd with two ruffians rude,

Which were of furious mood,
That they fhould take the children young,

And flay them in the wood
;

And told his wife, and all he had,

He did the children fend

To be brought up in fair London, •

With one that was a friend.

Away then went thefe pretty babes,

Rejoicing at the tide
;

Rejoicing with a rnerfy mind
They mould on horfeback ride :

They prate and prattle pleafantly,

As they rode on the way,

To thofe that fhould their butchers be,

And work their lives decay.

So that the pretty fpeech they had

Made the murth'rers heart relent j

And they that took the deed to do
Full fore they did repent

:

Yet one of them, more hard in heart,

Did vow to do his charge,

Becaufe the wretch that hired him
Had paid him very large.

Th' other would not agree thereto ;

So there they fell to ftrife;

With one another they did fight

About the childrens life ;

And he that was of mildeft mood
Did flay the other there,

Within an unfrequented wood,
Where the babes did quake for fear.

He took the children by the hand,
While tears flood in their eye,

A a 2 And
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And bade them come along with him,

And look they did not cry

:

.And two long miles he led them thus,

While they for bread complain
;

Stay here, quoth he, 1*11 bring you breach

When I do come agai 1.

The pretty babes, with hand in hand,

Went wand'ring up and down,,

But never more they law the man
Approaching from the town.

Their pretty lips with black berries,

Were all befmear'd and dy'd ;

And when they fay the cfarkfome nighr>

They fat them down and cry'd.

Thus wand'red thefe two pretty babes^

Till death did end their grief ;

In one another's arms they dy'd,

As babes wanting relief

No burial thefe two pretty babes-

Of any man receives,

T ill Robinredbreaft painfully

Did cover them with leaves-.

And now the heavy wrath of God
Upon their uncle fell

;

Yea, fearful fiends did haunt his houfe,

His confeience felt an hell

:

His barns v/ere fir'd, his goods confum*d>

His lands were barren made ;

His cattle dy*d within the houfe>

And nothing with him ftay'd.

And in a voyage to Portugal,

Two of his fons did die

:

And, to conclude,, himfelf was brought

Unto much mifery :

*He pawn'd and mortgag'd all his land^

E'er fevec years came about y And



And now, at length, this wicked a<ft

By this means did come out.

The fellow that did take in hand
Thefe children for to kill,

Was for a robber judg'd to die,

As was God's blefTed will;

Who did confefs the very truth,

The which is here expreft

;

Their uncle dy'd, while he for debt

Did long in prifon reft.

All that executors are made,
And overfeers eke,

Of children that be fatherlefs,

And infants mild and meek,
Take ye example by this thing,

And yield to each his right

;

Left God with fuch like miferies>

Your wicked minds requite.

FAIR and foft, and gay and young,

All charms fhe play'd, me danc'd, (he fang,

There was no way t'fcape the dart,

No cure cou'd guard a lover's heart

;

Ah ! why ? cry'd I, and dropt a tear :

Adoring yet, defpairing e'er,

To have her to myfelf alone,

Was fo much fweetnefs made for one ?

But, growing bolder, ]m her ear

I in foft numbers told my care,

She heard, and rais'd me from her feet,

And feem'd to glow with equal heat

:

Like heavens ! too mighty to exprefs,

My joys cou'd be but known by guefs

:

Aa3 Ah
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Ah fool ! faid I, what have I done,

To wifli her made for more than one I

But long I had not been in view,

Before her eyes their beams withdrew %
E'er I had reckon'd half her charms,

She funk into another's arms :

But (he, that once could faithlefs be,

Will favour him no more than me j

He too will find himfelf undone,

And that fhe was not made for one..

OW is it poflible, how can I forbear ?

So many charms aH around you wear

:

-fi. .SL *-"" j —--~ j *"* »»»-*»».

.

Thy ev'ry part hath fuch power to move,
Who fees, admires, aad who-knows you, doth love-;

In vain you do command away,

Methmks to thee I'd ever grow
%_

While you remain, then muft I ftay ;

When ^you depart, then I mult go*

Tune, Lillibullero.

**T"*HE modes of the court fo common are grow%
|_ That a true friend can hardly be met •.

Friendship for interefb is but a loan,

Which they let out for what they can get.

'Tis true, you find

Some friends fo kind,

Who will give you good counfel themfelves to defend.

In forrcwful ditty,

They promrfe, they pity,

Butlhiftyott formoney from friend to friend.

COMB
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COME here, my fmirkmg fmiling lafs,

And let us play and toy together,

And take fome pleafure on the grafs,

All in this charming fummer weather.

No, no, kind Sir, I cannot flay,

Therefore, I hope you will excufe mej
For, if I make the leaft delay,

My daddy furely will abufe me :•

For, I'm o'er young, I'm o'er young.

I'm o'er young to marry yet,

I'm o'er young, it is a fin,

To take me frae my minny yet.

.My little dove, you're prone to love,

For in your eyes there's pretty babies*-

And I'm the boy can yield you joy,

So never more regard your daddy.

fy forfhame! you are to blame,

Therefore, young man-, I pray be civil,

1 vow and fwear, my gown you'll tear.

Leave off, you tricky coaxing devil.

My dear, don't frown, ne'er mind yourgoWii)

For, if I tear't, I'll buy another
;

I'll lay you down on the green ground,

And quickly air your fear will Another*

O fy ! O fy ! I cry, I'll die 1

My maidenhead is now in danger,

But fince 'tis fo, e'en let it go,

You are more welcome than a {hanger*

He gently took her up again,

They lovingly embrac'd each other.

My dear, faid lie, this pretty game,

Was always pleafmg to your mother i

My lovely fwain, I believe the fame,

I vow and fwear I love it dearly 5.

Comt
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Come when you vail, you're welcome (till,

For I will meet you late or early.

Now I am fitting for a man,

And I can do't as well as any,

And your the one I pitch upon,

My dear, to take me from my minny.
Tho' I'm o'er young, I'm o'er young,

I'm o'er young to marry yet,

Tho' I'm o'er young, it is no fin,

To dance the jigg my minny did.

All you young men, who wants to wia

A maid, be neither flow nor ftupid,

But with good heart Hill play your part,

And never be a Have to Cupid

;

But where you find one to your mind,

I pray, don't fpend much time in courting,

In a green field you'll make them yield,

A pleafant place for maids to fport in.

Sung by Mr.Conyers, in the new Concert Hall, Edinburgh.

YE medley of mortals, who make up this throng,

Spare your wit for a moment, and lid to my fong,

"What you would not expecft here ; my wit mail be new,

And what is more nrange, every word (hall be true.

Sing tantara-rara, truth all, truth all.

Kot a toy in the fhop you'll buy cheaper than mine ;

Send your laffes to me, and you'll fpare all your coin

:

The ladies alone will pay dear for my skill,

For if they will hear me, their tongues mud lye ftilJ.

Sinj^tantara-rara, mute all, Sec.

-10' revels are fcorn'd by the grave and the wife,

Yet they praclife all day what they feem to defpife.

Tho

Exa.
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Examine mankind from the great to the Imall,

Each mortal's difguis'd, and the world is a ball.

Sing tantara-rara, masks ail, Sec.

The parfbn brim full of October and grace,

"With a long taper pipe, and round ruddy face,

"Will rail at our doings ; but when it is dark

The parfbn's difgu-is'd, and led home by the clerk.

The fierce roaring blade, with long fword and cock'd hat,

"With bk)od he'll do this, and zounds he'll do that;

"When he comes to his trial, he fails in his part,

And fliows that -his lcpks are but masks to his heart*

The beau acts the rake, and will talk of amours,

Shows letters from wives, and appointments from whores,

But a creature 10 modeft avoids all difgrace ;

For how would be-blufh, mould he come face to face ?

The courtier and patriot,, 'mongft other fine things,

Will talk of their country and love to their kings ;

But the mask will drop off, if you (hake but the pelf,

And mow king and country all centerM in felf.

With an out-fide of virtue, Mifs Squeamifh the prude,.

If you touch her, me faints, if you fpeak you are rude l

Thus (he's prim, and {he's coy, tho' virtue me 's none.

And perhaps fhe's carrefs'd by the coachman, or John.

With a grave mask of wifdom fay phyfick and law,

In your cafe there's no fear, in your caufe there's no flaw •

'Till death and the judge have decreed, they look big,

And you find you have trufted a full bottom'd wig*

Thus, life is no more than a round of deceit,

Each neighbour will find that his next is a cheatj

But if, O ye mortals, thefe tricks ye purfue,

You firft cheat your felves, then the devil cheats you,

Sing tantara-rara, that's all, &e»

Tane,
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Tune, Hemp Drcflcrs.

I
Am a brisk young lively lafs,

A little more than twenty,

And by my comely air and mien,

I can have fweet-hearts plenty ;

But I'll beware of wedlock's fhare,

Tho' dying fwains adore me.
The men I'll teaze, myfelf to pleafe,

My mother did fo before me.

In rich brocades and diamonds bright,

Like gayeft fprings delighting,

My parts and humour (hall unite,

To make me more inviting.

For I'll advance and learn to dance,

To pleafe mall be my glory ;

I'll learn to trace each ftep with grace,

My mother, &c.

I'll drefs as fine, as fine can be,

My pride (hall be my pleafure,

And tho' the neighbours envy me,

To mind them I've no leifure.

I'll take delight both day and night

To be talk'd ofin ftory,

I'll have it faid, there (nines a maid,

My mother, &c.

To park and play I'll often go,

To fpend each leifure hour,

I'll walk and talk with ev'ry beau,

And make them feel my power.

But if a dartfhould pierce my heart,

From one that does adore me,

We'll wed and kifs, what harm's in this ?

My mother, &c.

Then will I manage, when I wed,

My husband to perfection, For
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For, as good wives have often faid,

Keep husbands in fubjection.

Mo fnarling fool (hall o'er me rule,

Or e'er eclipfe my glory

;

I'll let him fee I'll miftrifs be,

My mother, &c.

Tune, Alka Houfe.

HOW jovial was I when my Sufan did fmile,

And with mirth and good humour the moments
beguile \

When chatting together, how kind would fhe be ?

No fhepherd on earth was fo happy as me

!

Put now flie is gone, what a change there appears,

The days all, methinks, feem like fo many years :

Thofe hours, which feem'd minutes when Sufan was by,

Ah ! now how they linger, how ilowly they fly !

With fuch a companion, how pleafant to walk?

How fprightly our hearts were, how fond was our talk ?

No rude interruption our rapture e'er prov'd,

But mutually gazing, we mutually lov'd

:

But now fhe has left me, how alter'd am I?

How gloomy my afpecl, how languid my eye?

The fhepherds, who law me lb merry before,

Cry, fure 'tis notStrephon, and know me no more.

To the park, or the walks, or wherever we ftray'd,

How gay the delights were, how cooling the {hade

!

Wherever we enter'd, the fun Itreight retir'd,

For her eyes had more luftre than Phoebus defir'd.

But now let him fbine out, his rival is flown,

His envy may ceafe, now my Sufan is gone,

Far hence, very far, all my treafure is fled,

And leaves me no comfort, but fighs in her ftead ?

Vaux-
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Vaux-hall and its beauties enchant me no more,
J
Tis my Sufan alone all its fvveets can reftore.

When our boat o'er -the Thames's rough furface did

glide,

Tho' the winds blew a ftorrn,! was biefsM by her fide :

But now that fhe's abfent, the gardens how dull?

And my breaft with foreboding and terrors how full ?

Tho' fuch pleafures reign round me, tho' thoufands are

there,

To me 'tis a defart, till Sufan appear.

When the charmer was with me, -how gay would I fit?

Tho' the wine was fo bad, I ne'er fretted a bit ;

Tho' the cheefe-cakes were mufty, I valu'd no harms*

Sufficiently feaftcd with viewing her charms.

But now fiie is gone, how my fenfes are teaz'd,

How crofs am I grown, and how hard to be pleas'd ?

I rail at the waiters, and ev'ry thing round,

Not love, nor the mufick, my forrow scan drown.

In the bright open walks, or the dark private grove,

When Sufan was there, 'twas all pleafure and love,

How pleafant this wood walk ! tranlported, I'd cry,

Thofe well difpos'd lights, how they gladden the eye !

But now, as I wander, what torments I prove :

When I fee the dear place, where I walked with my lov^

Tho' the place ftill remains, all the pleafure is flown,

For thofe it deriv'd from my Sufan alone.

As the fymphony founded, the notes how divine]!

When my fair Sufan
1
s ears were as ravifli'd as mine,

The foft thrilling founds all our paflions did move,

And melted each fenfe into rapture and love !

But now, (he 'is abfent, regardlefs I ftand,

Or penfive fir, leaning my head on my hand ;

And tho' angels, ihftead of muficians were there,

They might play till they tii'd, but I never could heart

In
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fn Cooper's' gay groves what delights have I feen,

How cool were the zephyrs ! the skies how ferene 1

The mufick, the fire-works, and all was fo grand,

Forever, me thought, I admiring could (land.

But now, Sufan's abfent, I cannot forbear,

But cry, — " What ridiculous trifles are here.

•' Alas! all thofe rockets fent up to the skies,

"Are nought to the fire that's play'd ofFfrom her eyes;

In vain bloom the vilet, the Iiily, the role,

When my Sufan was with me, they fweets could difclofe;

*Twas mufick to hear then, and incenfe to fmeil,

The birds in the grove, and the flow'rs in the vale

:

But now, tho' the flow'rs grow jufl where they did,

And the birds fing the lame, yet their charms are all fled,

Their muflc founds harfli, and the flow'rs,tho
,

they bloom,

Since Sufan has left me,, lofe all their perfume.

Oh! Cupid, how hard is the fate of thy laws,

That fuch pain mould proceed from fo lovely acaufc,

Take pity upon me, and yield me relief,

Or, I (wear by her charms, I mall perifh with grief.

Behold, what fharp anguilh, what pangs I endure,

Behold, little Cupid, and grant me their cure j

Reflore me my Sufan, — Oh fpeedily fly ;

For I live by her fmiles, and without them I die.

Tune, Lochaber*

FAREWEL to my Gracey, my Gracey fo fweet,

Tho' parting is painful, how pleafant to meet;

Thy Jocky will languifli and long for the day,

That thall kifs all the tears of his Gracey away.

Tho' honour in groves of tall laurels mould grow^

And fortune in tides mould eternally flow ;

Mot honour, nor fortune jfball Jocky detain,

But he'll come to his deareit, his Gracey again.

Vol. II. B b Asaifl
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Again at our door, in the mornings of fpring,

To fee the fun rife, and to hear the birds ling ;

To roufe our companions and queen of the May,

In copfes to gambol, on meadows to play ;

At queftions, and forfeits, all ring'd on the grafs,

To gather frefh chaplets, each lad for his lafs -,

To whoop and to hide, and play tigg on the plain,

Thy Jocky'll return to his Graccy again.

Or alone in his Gracey's fweet company bleis'd,

To feed the young robins that chirp in the nefr,

To help at her med'cines, and herbs for the poor,

And welcome the ftranger that fits by the door ;

At night o'er our fire, and a cup of clear ale,

To hear the town news, and the travelers tale ;

To fmile away life, till the Welling is o'er,

And part from my dearefl, my Gracey, no more.

Tune, My apron, Deary,

5
U H^WAS early in a morning, a morning of May,

JL A foldier and a laffie was walking aitray
;

Clofe down in yon meadow, yon meadow brow,

I heard the lals cry, my apron now,

My apron, deary, my apron now,

My belly bears up my apron now.

But I being a young thing, was eafy to woo,

Which makes me cry out, my apron now.

O had I ta'n counfel of father or mother,

Or had I advifed with fifter or brother,

But I being a young thing, and eafy to woo,
-

„It makes me cry out, my apron now,

$tfy apron, deary, &c.

YOUI:
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Your apron, deary, I muft confefs,

Seems fomething the fhorter tho' naething the Iefs •,

Then had your tongue, deary, and I will prove true^

And nae mair cry out, your apron now",

Your apron, deary, &c. Your belly, &c.

Then had your tongue, Sec.

MERRY may the maid be

That, marries the miller,

For foul day and fair day

He's ay bringing till her ;

Has ay a penny in her purfe

For dinner and for fupper ;

And gin (he pleafe, a good fat checfir,

And lumps of yellow butter.

When Jamie firii did woo me,

I fpeir'd what was his calling ;

Fair maid, fays he, O come and fee,

Ye're welcome to my dwelling :

Tho' I was ftiy, yet I cou'd fpy

The truth of what he told me ;

And that his houfe was warm and couth*

And room in it to hold me.

Behind the door a bagg of meal,

And in the kid was plenty

Of good hard cakes, his mither bakes,

And bannocks were na* fcanty
;

A good fat {bw, a fleeky cow

Was (landing in the byre ;

Whilfl: lazy poufs with mealy moulc
Was playing at the fire.

S k z Good
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Good figns are thefe, my mitherfays,.

And bids me tack the miller j

For foul day and fair day

He's ay bringing till her ;

For meal and malt (he does nae want,

Nor ony thing that's dainty

;

And now and then a keckling hen

To lay her eggs in plenty.

By H. Carey.

CURST be the wretch that's bought and foW,

And barters liberty for gold j

For when election is not free.

In vain we boaft of liberty,

And he who fells his fingle right,.

Would fell his country, if he might.

When liberty is put to faFe

For wine, for money, or for ale.

The fellers muft be abjedr. Haves,

The buyers vile defigning knaves \

And 't has a proverb been of old,

The devil's bought but to be fold.

This maxim in the ftatefman's fchool

Is always taught, divide and rule;

All parties are to him a joke,

While zealots foam, he fits the yoke %

When men their reafon once refume,

'Tis then the ftatefinens turn to fume.

Learn, learn, ye Britons, to unite ;

Leave off the old exploded bite ;

Henceforth let Whig and Tory ceafe,

And turn all party rage to peace ;

Then lhall we fee a glorious fcene,

And fo God favc the king and queen.

SONGS
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SONGS for the BOTTLE.

JVor Jhun, my Joull thegenial bowl,

Where mirth, good nature, [pint flow ;

Ingredients the/e, above to pleafe

the laughing gods, the wife below.

Young.

Tune, A Cobler there was, Sec.

THE women all tell me, I'm falie to my lafa,

That I quit my poor Chloe, and ftick to ray

glafs;

But to you, men of reafbn, my reafbns I'll own.

And if you don't like them, why, let them alone.

Derry down, down, &c.

Altho' I have left her, the truth Til declare,

I believe (he was good, and I'm fure me was fair j

But goodnefs and charms in a bumper I lee,

That makes it as good and as charming as me.

My Chloe had dimples and fmiles, I mull: own,

But tho' fhe could (mile, yet in truth (be could frown 9

But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine,

Did you e'er fee a frown, in a bumper of wine?

Her liLlies and roles werejull in their prime,.

Yet HI lies and roles are conquerM by time :

But in wine, from its age, fuch a benefit flowsv

That we like it the better, the older k grows-

They tell me, my love would in time have been cloy^o*,

And that beauty's infipid when once 'tis enjoy'd
;
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Eat in wine, I both time and enjoyment defy,.

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

Let murders, and battles, and hiftory prove

The mifchiefs that wait upon rivals in love ;

But in drinking, thank heaven, no rival contends,

For the more we love liquor, the more we are friends*

She too might have poifon'd the joy of my life,

"With nurfes, and babies,, and fquailing, and ft rife j

But my wine neither nurfes nor babies can bring,

And a big bellied bottle's a mighty good thing

*

We fhorten our days when with love we engage,

It brings on.difeaies and haftens old age:

But wine from grim death can its votaries lave,

And keep otit t'other leg when there's one in the grave*

Perhaps, like her lex, ever falfe to their word,

She had left me— to get an eftate, or a ford.,

But my bumper, regarding nor title norpel£

Will ftand by me, while I-can ftand by my.fel£

Then let my dear Chioe no longer complain.

She's rid of her lover, and I ofmy pain ;

.For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I fpy,

Shou'd you doubt what I fay,— take a bumper and try*

THE gods and godefles lately did feaft,

Where Ambrofia with exquifite fauces were drelV
Their eatables did with their deities fuit,

But what they fhould drink did occafion difpute.
yT was' time that old Nectar were grown out of fafhiorr.

Iking what they did drink long before the creation
;

When the sky-colour'd cloth was mov'd from the board,

For making the bowl, great Jove gave the word.

The
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The bowl.it- was large of a heavenly feize,

"Wherein they did ufe infant gods to baptize, (earth,

Quoth Jove, I'm inform'd they drink punch upon

Whereby mortal wits far exceed us in mirth ;

Therefore our wife godheads together lets lay,

And endeavour to make it much ftronger than they.

'Twas fpoke like a god j fill the bowl to the top,

He's cafhier'd from the heav'ns that leaves the leaft

Then Apollo fent away two of his lalTes (drop.

With pitchers to fill at the well ofParnafTus

;

To poets new born this liquor is brought,

And they fuck it in for their morning's firft, draught.

Juno for limons ftept into her clofet,

Which, when /he is fick, ftie infufes in poflet.

For goddefles may be as fqueamilh as gypfies :

The fun and the moon, you know, have their edipfes.

Thefe limons were call'd the Heiperian .fruit,

Where a vigilant dragon was faid to look to't.

Twelve dozen of thefe were well fqueez'd in the water,

The reft of ingredients in order came after ;

Venus, admirer of all things that's fweet,

(Without her infufion there had been no treat)

Commanded her fugar loaves, white as her doves,

To be brought to the table by a pair of young loves ;

So wonderful curious thofe deities were,

The fugar was ftrain'd thro' a piece of fine air.

Jolly Bacchus gave notice by dangling his bunch,

That, without his affiftance, could be no good punch/
What he meant by the fequel, is very well known,
They threw in ten gallons of trufly Langoon.

Mars, tho' a blunt god, and chief of the biskers,

Was fet at a table a curling his whiskers.

Quoth he, fellow gods, and celeftbl gallants,

I would not gave a fig for the punch without Nantz,

There-
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Therefore, my Ganymede, I do command ye

To throw in ten gallons ofthe beft Nantz brandy,

Saturn, of all the gods there, was the oldeft,

And we may imagine his ftomach was coldeft ;

He out of his pouch did fome nutmegs produce,

Which, being well grated, were put in the juice ;

Neptune this ocean of good liquor did crown,

With a fea bifcuit baked hard in the fun.

The bowl being finifh'd, a health then began
;

Quoth Jove, let it be to that creature call'd man,

*Tis to him alone this great pleafure we owe,

For heaven it was never true heaven till now.

The gods being pleas'd, the health went about,

'Till gorrell-beliy'd Bacchus' great guts nigh burft oo&
The other gods did oceans of punch fwallow;

A&eon with hounds and with huntlman did hollow ;

The punch was delightful, they plenty did bring,

And all the world over the fame o't did ring.

SEE, fee, the full bowl,

'Tis the world to my foul j

The punch is the ocean,

The bowl is the coaft ;

And the (hip's the brown toafl,

We'll drink it all round,

Till the bottom is found.

And the (hip's run a ground-

How happy are we
Who can drink a full lea ?

Let a new deluge flow,

And we'll driak it a&o*.

AS
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AS fwift as time, put round the glafs,

And husband well life's little fpace

;

Perhaps your fun, that mines fo bright,

May fet in everlafting night.

Or, if the fun again fhould rife,

Death, e're the morn, may clofe your eyes

Then, drink" before it be too late,

And fnatch the prefent hour from fate.

Come, fill a bumper, fill it round,

Let mirth, and wit, and wine abound;

In thefe alone true vvifdom lyes

;

For to be merry's' to be wife.

Tune, Dumbarton Drums.

WHEN I think on this warld's pelf,

And how little 1 ha'e o't my felf

;

I figh when I look on my thread-bare coat,

And fliame fa' the gear and the bagrie o't.

Jonny was the lad that held the plough,

But now he has goud and gear enough ;

I weel mind the day when he wasjia' wrOrth a groat,

And fhame fa', &c.

Jenny was the lafs that mucked the byre,

But now (he goes in her filken attire :

And flic was a lafs who wore a plaiding coat.

And fhame fa', &c.

Yet a' this fhall never danton me,

Sae lang's I keep my fancy free ;

While I've but a penny to pay t'other pot,

May the d—1 take the gear and the bagrie o't.

WE'RE
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WE'RE gayly yet, and we're gayly yet,

And we're no very fou, but we're gayly yeJ,

Then (It ye a while and tipple a bit,

For we're no very fou, but we're gayly yet.

There was a lad, and they ca'd hkn Dicky,

He gae me a kifs, and I bit his lippy ;

Then under my apron he fhew'd me a trick 5

And we're no very fou, but we're gayly yet.

And we're gayly yet, &c.

There were three lads, and they were clad,

There were three laflfes and them they had,

Three trees in the orchyard are newly fprung,

And we's a get gear enough, we're but young.

Then up wi't Ailly, Ailly, up wi't Ailly now.
Then up wi't Ailly, quo' cummer, we's a' get roaring fou :

And one was kill in the barn, another was kid on the

And t'other behind the peafe ftack, (green*

Till the mow flew up to her een.

Then up wi't Ailly, &c.

Now, fy, John Thomfon run,

Gin ever ye ran in your life

;

De'il get you, but hey, my dear Jack,

There's a man got a bed with your wife?

Then up went, &c.

Then away John Thomfon ran,

And I trow he ran with fpeed ;

But before he had run his length,

The falfe loon had done the deed.

We're gayly yet, &c.

AS I went rambling up the {treet,

The brewer's dofe my brains did heat;

My
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My head grew heavy, and heels grew light,

And this likes my humour well, brave boys.

As I came hy a cobler's Hall,

The (tones with my nofe a lighting did fall,

We kill: and made friends, and that was all,

And this likes, &c.

The cenftabie heard me curfe and damn,
He bid me ftand, if I was a man ;

I told him he bid me do more than I can.

And when I came hame, my wife (he did fcold 5

The more Hie did fcold I told her to hold,

For I faid, an be damn'd, I wont be controul'd.

My landlady tells me to pay my fcore ;

She calls me drunk, I call her a whore ;

Then I kick my landlady out of the door.

My landlady's cellar fhall be my bed,

And on a butt I'll lay my head :

The world goes round, and the devil is dead.

WHEN I've a fixpence under my thumb,
Then I get credit in ilka town :

But ay, when I'm poor, they bid me gang by j

O 1 poverty parts good company.
Todlin hame, todlin hame,
Cou'd nae my love come todlin 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 tak a good fcour o't, and ca't awa\

Todlin hame, todlin hame,
As round as a neep, we come todlin hame.

My
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My kimmer and I lay down to deep,

Wi' twa pint-ftoups at our bed feet -,
! .

And ay when we waken'd, we drank them dry

:

What think ye of my wee kimmer and I ?

Todlin butt, and todlin ben,

Sae round as my loove comes todlin hame,

Leez me on liquor, my todlin dovv,

Ye're ay fae good humour'd when weeting your mou
When fbber, fae four, ye'll fight wi' a flee, %
That 'tis a blyth fight to the bairns and me,

When todlin hame, todlin hame,

When round as neep ye come todlin hame.

JOLLY mortals, fill your glafles

;

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 fini.

More than Chloe when juft going,

In the moment to be kind.

Alexander hated thinking,

Drank about at council-board,

Made friends, and gain'd the world by drinking

More than by his conquering fword.

LET us drink and be merry, dance, joke and rejoice

With claret, canary, theorbo and voice

;

The changeable world to our joys are unjuft,

And all pleafure's ended when we are in duft.

In mirth let us fpend our fpare hours and our pence,

For we (hall be pall it an hundred years hence.

The
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The butterfly courtier, that pageant of irate,

The moufe-trap of honour, and May-game of fate ;

For all his ambition, his freaks and his tricks,

He mud die like a bimpkin, and fall into Styx :

His plot againft death s but a (lender pretence.

Who'll take his pMfcefrom him an hundred years hence!

The beautiful brWe, who with garlands is crown'd,

And kills with each glance as me treads on the ground ;

Her glittering drefs does caft fuch a fplendor,

As if none were fit but the ftars to attend her ;

Altbo' fhe is pleafant, and fweet to the fenfe
;

She'll be damnable mouldy an hundred years hence.

The right-hearted foldier, who's a ftranger to fear,

Calls up all his fpirits when danger is near ;

He labours and fights, great honour to gain,

And certainly thinks it will ever remain
;

But virtue-and courage prove in vain a pretence,

To flourifh his ftandard an hundred years hence.

The merchant wh© ventures -his all on the main,

jStot doubting to grafp what the Indies contain,

He buzzes and buftles like a bee in the fpring,

Yet knows not what harveft the autumn will bring ;

Tho' fortune's great queen fhculd load him with pence,

He'll ne'er reach the market an hundred years hence.

The rich bawling lawyer, who, by- fools wrangling

Can fpin out a fuit to the end of a life ; (Itrife,

A fuit which the client does wear out in flav'ry,

"Whilft the pleader makes confci'nce a cloak for his

knav'ry

;

Tho' he boafts of his cunning, and brags of his fenfe,

He'll be non eft inventus an hundred years hence.

The plum-coated quack, who, his fees to enlarge,

Kills people by licence, and at their own charge
;

He builds up fair ftructures with ill-gotten wealth,

By the dregs of a pifs-pot, and ruins of health :

Vol. II. C c By
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By the treafures of health he pretends to difpenie,

He'll be turn'd into mummy an hundred years hence.

The meagre-chop'd uf'rer, who on hundreds gets

twenty,

But ftarves in his wealth, and pines in his plenty,

Lays up for a feafon he never will fee,

The year of one thoufand eight hundred and three :

He muft change all his houfes, his lands and his rents,

For a worm-eaten coffin an hundred years hence.

The learned divine, with all his pretenfions

To knowledge fuperior, and heavenly manfions ;

Who lives by the tithe of other folks labour,

Yet expects that his blefTmg, be receiv'd as a favour ;

1 ho' he talks of the fpirit, and bewilders our fenfe,

Knows not what will come of him an hundred years

The poet himfelf, who fo loftily lings, (hence.

And fcorns any fubject but heroes or kings,

Muft to the capricio of fortune fubmit,

Which will make a fool of him, in fpite of his wit ;

Thus health, wealth and beauty, wit, learning and
fenfe,

Muft ail come to nothing an hundred years hence.

Why fhould we turmoil then in cares and in fears,

By converting our joys into fighs and to tears ?

Since pleafures abound, let us ever be tailing,

And drive away forrow, while vigour is lafting,

We'll kifs the brisk damfels, that we may from thence

Have brats to fucceed us an hundred years hence.

The true-hearted mafon, who acts on the fquare,

And lives within compafs, by rules that are fair

;

Whilft honour, and confeience, approve all his deeds.

As virtue, and prudence directs, he proceeds,

With friendfhip, and love, difcretion, and fenfe,

Leaves a pattern for brothers, an hundred years hence.

NOW



< 3°3 5

NOW the fun's gane out o' fight,

Beet the ingle, and fnufF the light

;

In glens the fairies skip 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' ;

Kae ftarns keek thro' the azure (lit,

'Tis cauld, and mirk as ony pit.

The man i' the moon
Is caroufing aboon ;

T¥ ye fee, d' ye fee, d' ye fee him yet,

The man, &c.

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.

Up in the air,

It drives away care i

Ha'e wi'ye, ha'e wi' ye, and ha'e wF ye, lads, yet.

Up in, &c.

Steek the doors, keep out the froft

;

Come, Willie, gie's about ye'r toft

;

Til't, lads, and lilt it out,

And let us hae a blythfomc bout.

Up wi't there, there,

Dinna cheat, but drink fair %

Huzza, huzza, and huzza, lads, yet*

Up wi't, &c.

CC2 <
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OST1R her up and had her ga'en>

Her mither's at the mill, ja;

But gin (he vvinna tak a man,

E'en let her tak her will, jo.

Pray thee, lad, leave filly thinking,

Caft thy cares oflove away

;

Let's our forrows drown in drinking,

'Tis daffin langer to delay.

See that mining glafs of claret^

How invitingly it looka %

Take it aff, and let's have mair o%
Pox on fighting, trade, and books,

Let's have pleafure while we're able,;

Bring us in the meikle bowl,

Plac't on the middle of the table,

And let wind and weather gowL

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.

I'LL fail upon the dog-ftar,

..And then purfue the morning ?.

I'll chace the moon till it be noon,

I'll make her leave her horning,.

I'll climb the frofty mountain,

And there I'll coin the weather j

I'll tear the rainbow from the skyP

. And ty both ends together;
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The flars pluck from the orbs too>

And crowd them in my budget ;,

And whether I'm a roaring boy,

Let Grefham college judge it.

While I mount yon blue ccelum,

To fhun the tempting gypfies,

Play at foot ball with fun and moon>
And fright ye with eclipfes.

OLD Chiron^ thus preach'd $o his pupil Achilles,

I'll tell thee, young gentleman, what the fatet

You, my boy, muft go (will is 5

(The gods will have it fo)

To the liege of Troy

;

Thence neverto return to Greece again,

But before thofe walls to be fiain.

Let not your noble courage be call down,
But all the while you ly before the town,

Drink and drive care away, drink and be merry %

You'll ne'er go the fooner to the Stygian ferry.

SUM up all the delights this world does produce-,,

The darling allurements now chiefly in ufe

;

You'll find, if compar'd, there's none can contend

"With the folid enjoyments of a bottle and friend.

For honour, and wealth, and beauty may waite %

Thefe joys often fade, and rarely do kft %.

They're fo hard to attain, and feeafily loft.

That the pleafure ne'er anfwers the trouble and coflr.

None but wine,and true friendship,are lading and fure»

From jealoufy free, and from envy fecure ;

Then fill all the glafles, until they run o'er,

A friend, and good wine, are the charms we adose. I

C«3 IP
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IF Phillis denies me relief,

If (he's angry, I'll fe'ek it in wine %

Tho' fiie laughs at my am'rous grief,

At my mirth why fhou'd me repine ?

At my mirth, &c.

The fparkling Champaign mail remove"

All the cares my dull grief has in ftore £

My reafon I loft when I lov'd,

And by drinking what can I do more ?

And by, &c.

Wou'd Phillis but pity my pa-iii,

Or my amorous vows wou'd approve,

The juice of the grape I'd difdain,

And be drunk with nothing but love,

WOU'D you know how we meet o'er our jolly

full bowls ?

As we mingle our liquors, we mingle our fouls.

1 he (harp melts the fweet, the kind fooths the ftrong^

And nothing but friendship grows all the night longs

We drink, laugh, and celebrate ev'ry defire j,

Love only remains our unquenchable fire.

NOW Phebus finketh in the weft,

Welcome fong, and welcome j eft,

Midnight fliout and revelry,

Tipfy dance, and jollity ;

Braid your locks with rofie twine,

Dropping odours, dropping wine
Jligotir now is gone to bed,

And advice with fcrup'lous head y
Strift age, and fowre feverity, . ql

With their grave faws, In Cumber lye. HOtV^J
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HOW happy are we, when the wind is abaft,

And the boatfwain he pipes, hawl both our fheets

aft?

Steady, fteady, lays the mafter, it blows a frefh gale ;

We'llfoon reach our port, boys, ifthe wind does not fail.

Then drink about Tom, altho' the fhip roll;

We'll fave our rich liquor by flinging our bowl.

LIFE is checquer'd--- toil and pleafure

Fill up all the various meafure.

See the crew in flannel jerkins ;

Prinking, toping flip by firkins ;,

And as they raife the tip

To their happy lip,

On the deck is heard no other found,

But prithee, Jack, prithee, Dick,

Prithee, Sam, prithee, Tom,
Let the cann go round.

Chorus.
Then hark to the boatfwain's whittle, whiftfe,

Then hark to the boatfwain's whittle, whittle,

Buttle, buttle, buttle, brave boys,

Let us ftir, let us toil,

But let's drink all the while,

For labour's the prize of our joy^
For labour^'S£e^^.

Life is chequered—toil-anjj^J^re:
Fill up all the varipus meafure ; \

Hark, the crew with fun-burnt $l<!!^_

Chanting black-ey'd Sufari*s graces ;

And as they raife their notes,

Thro' their rutty throats,
~

On the deck, &e,

Life is chequer'd—toil and pleafure

Fill up all the various mca&re; fhrky
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Hark, the crew their cares difcarding.

With hufsle-cap, or with chuck-farthing

Still in a merry pin,

Whether they lofe or win.

On the deck, &c.

By Mr. Congreve.

WE'LL drink, and we'll never have done, boys.

Put the glafs 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 chriftian diverfion,

Unknown to Turk and the Perfian :

Let Mahometan fools s

Live by heathenish rules,

And dream o'er their tea-pots and coffee ;

While the brave Britons fing,

And drink healths to their king,

And a fig for their Sultan and Sophy.

WHILST the town's brimful of folly,

And runs gadding after Polly,

Let us take a chearful glafs ;

Tell me, Damon, where's the pleafure

Of bellowing time and treafure,

For to make one's felf an afs ?

I'm for joys are lefs expenfive,

Where the pleafure's more extenfive,

And from dull attention free ;

Where my Celia, o'er a bottle,

Can, when tir'd with am'rous prattle,

Sing old longs as well as ihe. TOBTf
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By H. Carey,

TOBY Swill

Has ne'er his fill,

Tho' he drinks from night to day ;

But loon as e'er

The reck'ning's call'd,

Then Toby fneaks away.

Toby laughs,

And puns and quaffs,,

Until a bill is call'd ;

That ftrikes him dumb,

He's then hum-drum,

And all his mirth is paU'd^

Pay but his (hot,.

'Tis all forgot,

And he again is gay ;

He'll ftand the rub

Of a Whole club,

To drink, and not to. pay.

BACCHUS, one day gaily ftriding

On his never-failing tun,

Sneaking empty pots deriding,

Thus addreft each toping Ion j

Praife the joys that never vary,

And adore the liquid flirine j

AH things noble, gay and airy,

Are perform'd by gen'rous wine.

Ancient heroes, crown'd with glory,

Owe their noble rife to me ;

The poet wrote the flaming ftoryfc

Fir'd by my divinity :

Ifmy influence is wanting,

p Mufic's charms but (lowly move"; Beauty
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Beauty too in vain lyes panting,

'Till I fill the (Vain with love.

If you'd know a lading pleafure,

Mortals this way bend your eyes

;

From my ever-flowing treafure,

Charming fcenes of blefs ari(e.

Here's the foothing balmy bleffing,

Sole difpelier of your pain ;

Gloomy fouls from care releafing ;

He who drinks not, lives in vain.

OLD Saturn, that drone of a god,

And father of all the divine ;

Still govern'd the world with a nod,

Yet fancy'd brisk women and wine ;

And when he was whimfical grown,

By fipping his plentiful bowl,

Then frankly the truth he would own,

That a wench was the joy of his foul.

Great Jupiter, like his old dad,

To love and a bottle inclin'd ;

When mellow, was conftantly glad

To find a plump girl to his mind ;

And then, as the ftory is told,

He'd conjure himfelf in her arms

;

As once in a mower of gold

He rifled fair Danae's charms.

Stern Mars, the great god of the field,

All day tho' delighting in bloocl,

At night his fierce godlhip would yield

To beauty and wine that was good ;

With Nectar he'd cherifh his heart,

/And raife up his wanton delires ;

Then
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Then to Venus, bis darling, impart

The warmth of his amorous fires.

Apollo, the patron of bays,

Full gobblets would merrily drain,

And fing forth poetical lays,

When the fumes had got into his brain:

But ftill as he whimfical grew,

By toping the juice of the vine,

To Parnaflus daily he flew,

To kifs all the mufical nine.

Sly Mercury too, like the reft,

Made wenching and wine his delight,

And thought himfelf perfectly bleft

With a bottle and miftrefs at night

:

No wonder debauches he lov'd,

And cheating his pleafure he made ;

For the gods have ev'ry one prov'd

That pimping was always his trade.

Plump Bacchus, that tun-belly'd lot,

His thirft could but feldom allay,

TiJl aftride o'er a hogfhead he got,

And drunk all the liquor away ;

As long as upright he could lit,

He'd ftrenuoufly bellow for more ;

When drank, then the veflel would quit,

And reel to fome Bacchanal whore.

By Mr. Cowley.

BUSY, curious, thirfty fly,

Drink with me, and drink as I,

Freely welcome to my cup,

Couldil: thou lip, and fip it up ;

Make the molt of life you may,

Life is fhort, and wears away,

Life is, &c. Both
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Both alike are mine and thine,

Hafl'ning quick to their decline ;

Thine's a fummer, mine no more,

Tho' repeated to threefcore ;

Threefcore fummers when they're gone,

"Will appear as fhort as one,

Will appear, &c.

WHEN, lovely Phillis, thou art kind,

Nought but raptures fill my mind;

'Tis then I think thee Co divine,

T" excel the mighty pow'r of wine :

But when thou infuit'ft, and laugh'ft at my pain,

I walh thee away with fparkling champaign ;

So bravely contemn both the boy and his mother,

And drive out one god by -the pow'r of another.

When pity in thy looks I fee,

I freely quit my friends for thee ;

Perfualive love fo charms me then,

My freedom I'd not wifh again :

But when thou art cruel, and heed'ft not my care,

Then ftreight with a bumper I banifh defpair

;

So bravely, &c

FROM good liquor ne'er ftinnJc,

In friend (hip we'll drink,

And drown all grim care and pale forrow s

Let us husband to-day,

For time flies fwift away,

And no one's aflhr'd of to-morrow.

Of all the gay fages

That grae'd the paft ages,

Dad
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Dad Noah the moft did excel

;

He firft planted the vine,

Firft tafted the wine,

And got nobly drunk, as they tell,

Say, why mould not we
Get as bosky as he,

Since here's liquor as well will infpire ?

Then fill up my glaft,

I'll fee that it pafs .

To the manes 01 that good old fire.

SOME liken man to brittle glafs,

Some to a burning taper,

To garden flow'rs, or meadow grafs,

Or to a riling vapour.

But doubtlefs beer in barrel tunn'd,

Or clofe in bottle pent,

Does human life thro' all its round

Moft clearly reprefent.

The infant drink will drivTmg dofe,

And cry like child in cradle

;

You muft let neither lie too loofe^

Nor yet too clofely fwaddle.

New ale, you know, is full of wind,

Wanting due time to ftale it;

The dregs, not yet by age refin'd^

Are naufeous to the palate.

Frefh hops fometimes our art employs,

To rectify the liquor ;

And who believes, but that the boy's

Correction is a bitter 2

At length, improv'd by rip'ning age,

Both man and beer grow bright

;

Vol. II. Del To
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To converfation they engage,

And ev'ry friend delight.

But if the cork be naught in one,

And weak the head in t'other,

:

"The liquor's flat, and dunce the man,
And neither can recover.

PHILLTS, as her wine (he Cp'd in,

Gaily talking with her fwain,

Into lier hand he flily flip'd in,

Tol, lol, lol, lol,

A full glafs of brisk champaign.

Why fo coy, faid he, and fickle i

Muft I always figh in vain ? .
.

v .-
.

Muft I never hope to tickle,

Tol, lol, &c
Your ear with a merry (train ?

Long have I been tofs'd and fretting.

Like a failor on the main ;

Sure, at length, 'tis time to get in, -
. . ,

Tol, lol, &c.
To the port I hope to gain.

Hearts you take delight in ftealing,

Of new conquefts (till are vain

;

Torture others, w'hilft I'm feeling,

To!, lol, Sec.

Pleafure that is void of pain.

Won at length, (lie liften'd kindly,

And from love could not refrain

;

So in the nick the nymph was finely,

Tol, lol, Sec.

Htted for her cold difdain.'

Time.
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COME to my arms, my treifare,

Thou fpring of all my joy

;

Without thy aid all pleafure

Muft languifh, fade and die.

In vain is ail refinance,

When arm'd with thy afTiftance,

What fair one can deny ?

Then fill around the glaffes,

And thus we'll drink and chant.,.

May all the dear kind laifes

Have all they wifh or want. Da Capo,

HERD'S to thee, my Damon, let's drink and be

merry,
.

- -

And drown all our cares In full bumpers of merry ;

Commit ev'ry care to the guardians above,

And we'll live, like immortals, in pleafure and love.

Here's Phillis's health ; lo ! the liquor flows higher ;

'Tis Phillis's name that awakens that fire :

Since the liquor is clear, let our eloquence mine,

And fancy be brisk, as- the fparkling wine.

Ye nymphs, and ye graces, ye cuprds, ye fwains,

Go pluck the fweet rofes, the pride of the plains :

Pluck only fuch rofes as worthy the fair,

And weave her a chaplet with diligent care.

While to yon cool poplar's kind fhade we retire,

To melt in embraces, and mingle our fire ;

In languishing blifles we'll live and we'll die,

She'll melt in the flames that I catch at her eye.

oFT I'm by the women told,

Poor Anacreon, thou grow'ft old ;

D d 2 See
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See bow thy hairs are falling all

!

see, poor Anacreon, how they fall 1

Whether I grow old or no,

By th' effects I do not know.
This I know, without being told,

'Tis time to live, if I grow old ;

'Tis time, fhort pleafure now to take
;

Of little life the bed to make,

And manage wifely the laft (lake.

From Anacrem, by Mr. Cowley.

Tune, Nanny-O.

THE thirfty earth drinks up the rain,

And drinks, and gapes for drink again.

The plants fuck in the earth, and are

With conftant drinking frelh and fair.

The fea itfelf, which one would think

Should have but little need of drink,

Drinks ten thoufand rivers up,

So fill'd, that they o'erfiow the cup.

The bufy fun (and one mould guefs,

By's drunken fiery face, no lefs)

Drinks up the fea ; and when he's done,

The moon and ftars drink up the fun

;

They drink and dance by their own light*

They drink and revel all the night

;

Nothing in nature's fober found,

But an eternal health goes round.

Fill up the bowl then, fill it high,

Fill all the glaffes there ; for why
Shou'd ev'ry creature drink but I,

Ye men of morals, tell me why ?

AS tippling John was jogging on.
Upon a riot night, With
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With tottering pace, and fiery face,

Sufpicious of high flight

;

The guards, who took him by his look

For fome chief fiery-brand,

Ask'd , whence he came ? what was his name?
Who are you ? ftand, friend, (land.

I'm 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 chiefintent

Was to affwagemy thirfty rage,

I' the meeting that I meant.

Come, friend, be plain, you trifle in vain y
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 fteer my courfe of life.

I ne'er to Bow, nor Burgefs go9

To fteeple, houfe, nor hall,

The brisk bar-bell beft fuits my zeal?
With, gentlemen, d' ye call

j

Guefs then, am I low church or high $
From tavern or the fteeple,

Whofe merry toll exalts the foul,

And mull make high flown people.'

The guards came on, and look'dat Johi>

With countenance raoft pleafant,

By whifper round, they all foon found
He was no damag'd peafant*

D d 3 Thus



C 31S. >

Thus while John flood, the beft he cou*d,

Expe&ing their decifion

;

Damn him, lays one, let him be gone,

He's ofour own religion.

Tune, If love's a fweet pajfion, &c.

SAY, good mafter Bacchus aftride on your but,

Since our champagne's all gone, and our claret's

run out;

"Which of all the brisk wines in your empire that grow,

Will ferve to delight your poor drunkards below .
?

Refblve us, great fir, and foon fend it over,

Left we die, left wc die of the fin of being fober.

1 —.— >
COME lads, ne'er plague your heads

With what is done m Spain,

But leave to them, who are fuprerae,

To fettle peace again :

Pebating, prating, jumbling, grumbling,

Pays no nation's debt

:

3Tis time muft clear it, juft like claret,

When 'tis on the fret.

Each one mould mind his own,
Kot bulinels ofthe ftate :

3Tis all we get,- by meddling, yet,

More troubles to create.

Our wrangling, jangling, clam'ring, hammering*

But diflurb the town ;

-Such men of mettle, in a kettle

Make two holes for one.

If you the.dangers knew
Of thofe that wear a 'crown,

You'd fcarce envy a ftate fo high,

But wifely ufe your own.
Unfteady, giddy, bufy, dizzy,

With the dazling "height

;

Yet
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Yet daily (looping, almoft drooping

Underneath the weight.

Low fwains that range the plains,

Their native freedom keep,

Who yet command, with crook in hand,

Their faithful dog and fheep :

Their leifure, pleafure, fporting courting,

None but time deceive

;

Whilft: Amaryllis, jug and Phillis,

Flow'ry garlands weave.

LET'S drink, my friends, while here we live.

The fleeting moments, as they pafs,

This filent admonition give,

T' improve our time, and pufh the glafs.

When once we've enter 'd Charon's boat,

Farewell to drinking, joys divine,

There's not a drop to weet our throat,

The grave's a cellar void of wine.

SINCE drinking has power to bring us relief,

Come fill up a bowl, and a pox on all grief

;

If we find that won't do, we'll have fuch an other,

And fo we'll proceed from one bowl to another j

Till, like ions of Apollo, we'll make our wit fbar,

Or, in homage to Bacchus, fall down on the floor,

Apollo and Bacchus were both merry fouls,

Each of them delighted to t©fs off their bowls ;

Then let us fhew ourfelves mortals of merit,

By toafting thefe gods in a bowl of good claret ;

And then we fhall each be deferving of praife j

13 at the man that drinks rnoft ftiall go off with the bays.

WHILE
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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 foolifh an end

!

When I do, may I never drink more.

By Mr. Cowley.

FILL the bowl with rofie wine,

Around our temples roles twine j

And let us chearfully a while

Like the wine and rofes fmiie ;

Crown'd with rofes, we contemn

r

Gyges wealthy diadem.

To-day is ours, what do we fear ?

To-day is ours, we have it here s

Let's treat it kindly, that it may
Wifh, at leaft, with us to flay :

Let's banifh bus'nefs, banifh forr©W,

To the gods belongs to-morrow.

By Mr. Cowley.

UNDERNEATH this myrtle fhade,

On flow'ry beds fupinely laid ;

With od'rous oils my head o'erflowing,

And around it rofes growing •, What
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What fhou'd I do, but drink away

The heat and troubles of the day t

In this more than kingly flate,

Love himfelf mall on me wait.

Fill to me, love, nay, fill it up,

And mingled call into the cup

Wit and mirth, and noble fires,

Vigorous health, and gay defires.

The wheel of life no lefs will flay,

In a fmooth than ragged way

;

Since it equally doth fly,

Let the motion pleafant be.

Why do we precious ointments fliow'r ?

Noble wines, why do we pour ?

Beauteous flowers, why do we fpread

Upon the mon'ments of the dead ?

Nothing they but duft can mow,

Or bones that haften to be fo.

Crown me with rofes whilft I live,

Now your wiaes and ointments give ;

After death I nothing crave,

Let me, alive, my pleafures have ;

All are ftoicks in the grave.

OF all the occupations

A toper is the beft

;

For, when the world's affairs run croft,

Good liquor gives him reft.

And a toping we will go, &c.

Here's to thee, honeft toping Jack,

Here's wine will chearthy heart

j

And if the bottle's almoft out,

We'll have the other quart.

And a toping, Sec. What
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Call jolly topers fwine ;

Becauie they wallow in the dirt,

And we do fwim in wine i

The mufic that delights us moft,

Is when the bar-bell rings ;.

For when the wine's got in our heads,

We fancy that we're kings.

Good liquor drives away all cares,

Which Co preplex mens lives

;

For when we've drank our courage up,

We fear no fcolding wives.

We'll drink at morn, at noon and night,

The glafs (till going round-,

And when we cannot lit upright,

We'll drink upon the ground.

See how the fhining fparkles rife,

Then fill your giaffes high ;

Tho' gouty pains attack your limbs,

We'll drink until we die.

The lover lives on CeliVs fmiles,

And if (he frowns, he dies ;

But what are female fmiles or frowns,

To jolly drinking boys ?

Let mifers heap up (lore of gold,

To pleafe their greedy fouls ;

The greateft blifs we topers find,

Is in full flowing bowls.

Let Whigs and Tories plague their heads,

To fettle (late affairs ;

We'll drink, and all our time caroufe,

If we live a thoufand years.

And a toping, &c.

Tune,
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Tune, Hark, away, &c.

JOLLY fouls that* are generous and free,

And true vot'ries to Bacchus will be,

To great Bacchus' fhrine lets repair,

And a bottle or two offer there.

Chorus. Exempt from excife, our joys higher rife,

Still drinking, ne'er thinking of what is to pay -

x

Our bottle at night, gives us joy and delight,

And drowns all the drowfy fatigues of the day>

Let the gripping old ufurer pine,

Let the lover call Philjis divine,

Let each man what he fancies commend ;
-

My delight's in my bottle and friend.

Exempt from, &c.

O what joy from the bottle there fprings

!

It can make us greater than kings', .

'

If our fpirits by grief are opprcfs'd, -

Wine alone can procure us.fome celt.r

Great influence has wine over lore, .

And the coy 'twill make kinder to prove
-j

Tho' the nymph very fivyJy denies,

It difcovers the truth in her eyes.

It can make us all heroes, in brie£

And the wretched forget all his grief;

It infpires the gallant and brave,

And freedom can give to the flave.

BY the beer as brown as berry,

By the cyder and the perry,

Which lb oft has made us merry;
With a hey down, ho down derry,

Maxilinda's I'll remain,

rue blue will never ftain. h
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By H. Carey.

COME, all ye jolly Bacchanals,

That love to fopegood wine,.

Let us offer up a hogfliead

Unto our matters fhrine.

And a toping we will go, &e,
.

Then let us drink, and never ihrink,

For I'll give a reafon why ;

*Tis a great fin to leave a houfe,

Till we've drunk the cellar dry.

In time ofold, I was a foo!,

I drank the water clear^

But Bacchus took me from that rule,

He thought 'twas too fevere.

He fill'd a goblet to the brim,

And bade me take a fup •,

But had it been a gallon-pot,

Byjove, I'd toft it up.

And ever fince that happy time,

Good wine has been my chear ;

Now nothing puts me in a fwoon,

But water or fmall bear.

Then let us tope about, my boys,

And never flinch, nor fly;

But fill our skins brim-full of wine, .

.

And drain the bottles dry.

SOME 4*ay women are. like the fea,

Some the waves, and fbme the rocks,

Some the rofe that foon decays,

Some the weather, fome the cocks

:

Bit
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But if you'll 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 ftatefman lofe his skill,

The foldier, lawyer and divine ;

They put a gigg in the graved skull,

And fend their whs to gather wool

;

*Tis wine, wine, women and wine,

They run in a parallel.

What is't that makes your face fb 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' inflaming dofes,

That fet fire to your nofes ?

From wine, wine, women and wine,

They run in a parallel*

LET foldiers fight for pay or praile,

And money be the mifer's wiih,

Poor fcholars ftudy all their days,

And gluttons glory in their difti:

*Tis wine, pure wine, revives fad fouls 5

Therefore fill us the chearmg bowls.

Let minions marfhal every hair,

And in a lover's lock delight,

And artificial colours wear,

Pure wine is native red and white :

1Tis wine, &c»

"Vol. 11. E e The
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The backward fpirit it makes brave,

That lively which before was dull

;

Opens the heart that loves to fave,

And kindnefs flow from cups brim full,

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.

O GRANT me, kind Bacchus, the god of the vine,

Not a pipe nor a tun, but an ocean of wine,

With a ihip that's well man'd with fuch rare hearty

fellows,

Who ne'er left the tavern for a porterly ale-houfe.

Let the (hip fpring a leak, to let in the tipple,

Without pump or long-boat, to fave fhip or people :

So that each jolly lad may always be bound,

Or to drink, or to drink, or to drink, or be drown'd.

When death does prevail, it is my defign

To be nobly intomb'd in a wave ofgood wine :

So that living or dead, both body and fpirit

May float round the world in an ocean of claret.

—
Tune, Come let us prepare, Sec*

THE fages of old,

In prophecy told

The caule of a nation's undoing ;

But our new Englifh breed

No prophecies need,

For each one here feeks his own ruin*

With grumbling and jars,

We promote civil wars, And
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.

And preach up falfe tenets to many :

"We fnarl and we bite,

We rail and we fight

For religion, yet no man has any.

Then him let's commend,

That's true to his friend,

And the church and the fenate would fettle

"Who delights not in blood.

But draws when he fliouM

And bravely (lands brunt o' the battle.

Who rails not at kings,

Nor politick things,

Nor treafon will (peak when he's mellow j

But takes a full glafs,

To his country's fuccels,

This, this is an honeft brave fellow.

LINGO found Damon lying

In tears upon the plain
;

And laughing at his crying,

Increas'd poor Damon's pain..

Cries Damon, mortal, fly me,
Or by the pow'rs divine,

Cries Linco, don't defy me,
And mews a flask of wine.

This—fool i(h pining lover

Will teach thee how to ilormv

Thy gaiety recover,

And make the maid grow warm j

Come prithee, Damon, try it,

*Tis fov'reign, prithee do ;

Damon cou'd not deny it,

He drank full bumpers too.

Ee % Soon



( 3^8 )

Soon Damon felt the liquor.

His cheeks grew rofy red ;

Then Linco fiU'd out quicker,

'Twas out, they went to Bed.

Kext morning Damon ftraying,

To breath the fragrant air,

He heard poor Delia praying

A lad and fervent pray'r.

Yes, yes, I muft implore hifn,

Damon the kind, the true.

Ye gods, fhe cry'd, reftore him*

Elfe love and life adieu.

On Linco's humour thinking,

He fprung into her arms ;

And fir'd with lafl night's drinking,.

Wou'd revel in her charms.

The maid, like crimfbn blulhing,

Rech'nM her head, and fighM ;

"Whiift eager Damon, flufhing.

Love's ftrongeft efforts try'd :-.

Ah ! whither am I flying !

Her fault'ring tongue expreft •

Then clafping, panting, fighing,

They murmur'd all the reft.

THE ordnance board

Such joy does afford,.

That no mortal, no mortal,

No mortal more can defire 5

Each member repairs,

From the tower to the flair?,

And by water, whufli, and by water, whufB,

And by water we go to- fire*

Each
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Each piece that's on more,

They fearch from the bore ;

And to proving, to proving,

To proving they go in -fair weather j

Oar glafles are large,

And whene'er we diicharge,

With a boom, huzza boom, huzza.

Guns and bumpers go orT together*

Old Vulcan for Mars

Made tools for his wars,

To enable him, enable him,

Enable him to conquer the fatter s

But Mars, had he been

On our Woolwich green,

To hear boom, huzza boom, huzza,

He'd have own'd great Marlbr-o' his matter*

YOU'VE heard, no doubt, how alt the globe

Was foak'd of old with Noah's flood s,

See ! here's a globe that holds a fea L

A fea ofliquor twice as good I

Tol lol de rol.

Had Noah's been a flood like this,.

And Anak's fons fuch fouls as T,.

They'd drank the deluge as it rofe,

And left the ark, like Noah, dry*

BY the gaily circling glafs

We can fee how minutes pafs j

By the hollow cask we're told

How the waining night grows old*
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Soon, too fbon, the bufy day

Drives us from our {ports away-

What have we with day to do I

Sons of care ! 'twas made for you.

BY dimpled brook, and fountain brim,

The wood nymphs deek'd with dailies trim,

Their merry wakes and paftimes keep :-.

What has night to do with, fleep I

Might lias better fweets to prove

;

Venus wakes, and wakens love*.

Come, let us our rites begin ;

'Tis only day-light that makes fin.

YOUNG Cupid I find

To fubdue me inclin'd,

Jkit at lengths I've a ftratagem found>

That will rid me ofhim,

For I'll drink to the brim*

And unlefs he can fwim,

He, like other puppies, will drown.

YOUNG Bacchus, when merry beftrkiing his tun>

Proclaim'd a neighbourly feaft ;

TheM that appear'd was a man of the gown,,

A jolly parochial prieft

;

He fill'd up his bowl, drank a health to the churcV
Preferring it to the.king,

Altho
>
be long ftnce had left both in the larch,

Yet he canted like any thing.

Tfce
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The next was a talkative blade, (whom we call

A doctor of the civil law)

He guzzl'd and drank up the devil and all,

As fall as the drawer could draw ;

But a health to all nobles he ftiffiy deny'd,

Tho' luftily he could fwill,

Becaufe, dill the fafter the quality dy\l,

It brought the more grift to his mill.

The next a phyfician to ladies and lords,

Who eafes all ficknefs and pain,

And conjures diftempers away with hard word's,

Which he knows is the head of his gain

;

He ftep'd from his coach, fill'd his cup to the brink*

And quaffing, did freely agree,

That Bacchus, who gave us fuch cordial to drink*

Was a better phyfician than he*

The next was a juftice who never read law,

With twenty informers behind

;

On free-coft he tippl'd, and ftiil bid them draw,

'Till his worfhip had drunk himfelf blind >

Then reeling away, they rambl'd in quell:

Of drunkards and jilts of the town,

That they might be punifh'd, to frighten the reflij.

Except they would drop him a crown.

The fifth was a tricking attorney at law,

By tallymen chiefly empioy'd,

Who lengthened his bills with co hy and mawdraw,

.

And a thoufand fuch items befide

;

The healths, that he drank, were to Wefrminfter-hallj

And to all the grave dons of the gown ;

Re-pemhm in Petro, cfurendum in Paul,

Such Latin fure never was known.

The lafl: that appear'd was a foldier in red,

With his hair doublM under his hat,

Who
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Who was by his trade a fine gentleman made,

Tho* as hungry and poor as a rat

;

He fwore by his God, tho' he liv'd by his king,

Or the help of fome impudent punk,

That he wou'd not depart, till he made the butt fing,

And himfelf moft confoundedly drunk.

TWO gods of great honour, Bacchus and Apollo,

The one fam'd in mufick, the other ia wine,

In heaven were raving, difputing and braving,

Whofe theme was the nobleft, and trade moft divine-

Your mufick, fays Bacchus, would ftun us and rack us.

Did claret not foften the difcord you make:

Songs are not inviting, nor verles delighting,

'Till poets of my great influence partake.

I'm young, plump and jolly, free from melancholy,

Who e'er grew fat by the found of a firing ?

Rogues doom'd to a gibbet, do often contribute

To purchafe a bottle before they do fwlng.

la love I am noted, by old and young courted',

A girl, when infpired by me, is foon won;

So great are the motions of one of my potions,

The mules, tho* maids, I could whore ev*ry one

When mortals are fretted, perplex'd or indebted,

To me, as a father, for fuccour they cry

;

In their fad condition, I hear their petition;

A bottle relieves the opprefs'd votary.

Then leave off your tooting, your fidling and fluting,

Afide lay your harp, and bow down to the flask ;

My joys they are riper than fongs from a piper,

What mufick is tweeter than founding a cask?

Say?
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Says Phoebus, this fellow is drunk, fure, or mellow,

To prize mufick lels than wine and October,

Since thole who love drinking are void of all thinking,

And want lb much fenfe as to keep themfelves fober.

^Inis while they were wrangling, difputing and jangling,

Came buxom bright Venus to end the difpute :

Says fhe, now to eafe ye, Mars belt, of all pleas'd me,

When arm'd with a bottle, and charm'd with a flute.

Your mufic has charm'd me, your wme hasalarm'd me,

When I have feem'd coy and hard to be ivon -,

When both have been moving, I could not help loving,

And wine has completed what mufic begun.

The gods, ftruct with wonder, declar'd,byJove's thunder,

They'd mutually join in fupplying love's feme ;

So each, in their function, mov'd on in conjunction-,

To melt with foft pieafure the amorous dame.

Tune, Leave offyour foolljh pratting.

LET a fet of fober afles

Rail againft the joys of drinking,

While water, tea>

And milk agree,

To fet cold brains a thinking t

Power and wealth,

Beauty, health,

Wit and mirth in wine are erown'd %

Joys abound,

Pleafure's found,

Only where the glafs goes round.

The ancient feels on happineis

.

All dirTer'd in opinion,

But wifer rules

Ofmodern fchools,

In wine fix their dominion %

Power and wealth, &c. Wiae
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Wine gives the lover vigour,

Makes glow the cheeks of beauty,

Makes poets write,

And foldiers fight,

And friendftiip do its duty.

Wine was the only Helicon^

Whence poets are long liv'd foj

'Twas no other main,

Than brisk Champaign,

Whence Venus was deriv'd too.

When heav'n in Pandora's box

All kind ofill had fent us,

In a merry mood,

A bottle of good

Was cork'd up, to content us.

All virtues wine is nurfe to,

Of ev'ry vice deftroyer,

Gives dullards wit,

Makes juft the cit,

Truth forces from the lawyer.

Wine fets our joys a flowing,

Our care and forrow drowning.

Who rails at the bowl,

Is a Turk in's foul,

And a Chriftian ne'er fhou'd own hinv

:

Power and wealth, &c.

ONCE in our lives,

Let us drink to our wives,

Though their numbers be but fmall j

Heaven take the beft,

And the devil take the reft,

And fo we (hall get rid of them all. To
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To this hearty wiib,

Let each man take his dim,

And drink, drink till he fall.

WHAT Cato advifes raoft certainly wife is,

Not always to labour, but fometimes to play ;

To mingle fweet pleafure with fearch after treafure,

Indulging at night for the toils of the day.

And while the dull mifer efteems himfelf wifer,

His bags to increafe, he his health makes decay
;

Our fouls we enlighten, our fancies we brighten
^

And pafs the long evenings in pleafure away.

All chearful and hearty, we fet alide party,

"With fome tender fair each bright bumper is crown'd

;

Thus Bacchus invites us, thus Venus delights
v
us,

"While care in an ocean of claret is drown'd.

See here's our phyfician, we know no ambition,

For where there's good wine and good company found^

Thus happy together, in fpight of all weather,

'Tis funfiiine and fummerwith us the year round.

On a Man with a-ivry Ncfe.

PETER White that never goes right,

Would yon know the reafon why t

Would you, Sec.

He follows his nofe where ever he goes,

And that ftands all a-wry, a-wry,

And that, &c.

By Mr. Oldham.

FILL me a bowl, a mighty bowl,

Large as my capacious foul;

Vaft as my third is, let it have

Depth enounh to be my grave

;

X meart
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I mean the grave of all my care,

For I defign to bury 't there

:

Let it of filver fafhion'd be,

Worthy of wine, worthy ofme

;

Worthy to adorn the fpheres,

As that bright cup amongft the ftars.

By Mr. Cowley.

HERE'S to thee, Dick ; this whining love defpife

;

Pledge me, my friend, and drink till thou be'ft

It fparkles brighter far than me ; (wife
'Tis pure and right without deceit

5

And fuch no woman e'er will be

:

No, they are all fophifticate.

With all thy fervile pains, what canft thou win^

But an ill-favour'd, and uncleanly fin?

A thing fo vile, and fo fhort-liv'd,

That Venus' joys, as well as fhe,

With reafon may be faid to be*

From the neglected foam deriv'd.

Whom would that painted toy, a beauty, move ?

Whom would it e'er perfwade to court and love ?

Could he a woman's heart have feen,

(But, oh ! no light does thither come)
And view'd her perfectly within, . .

When he lay fhut up in her womb ?

Follies they have fo nuraberlefs in ftore,

That online who loves them can have more.

Neither their fighs nor tears are true ;

• Thofeidly blow, thefe idly fall,

Nothing like to ours at alL

But fighs and tears have fexes too.

Here's to thee again.; thy fenflefs forrow's drown'*};

i,et the glafs walk, till all things too go round ;

Again,
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Again, till thefe two lights be four

;

No error here can dangerous prove :

Thy pa/lion, man, deceiv'd thee more :

None double fee like men in love.

By Mr. Cowley.

CHEAR up, my mates, the wind does fairly blow,
Clap on more fail and never fpare ;

Farewel all lands, for now we are

In the wide fea of drink, and merrily we go.
Blefs me, 'tis hot ! another bowl of wine,

And we mall cut the burning line :

Hey boys ! fhe feuds away, and by her head I know,
We round the world are failing now.

What dull men are thofe that tarry it home,
When abroad they might wantonly roam,
And gain fuch experience, and fpy too

Such countries and wonders, as I do ?

But prithee, good pilot, take heed what you do,,

And fail not to touch at Peru ;

With gold there the velfel we'll (lore,

And never, and never be poor,

No, never be poorjany more.

Tune, To you fair Ladies, &c.

WHEN firfl: to Cambridge we do come.,

Tol lol deral, &c.

From mamma's dear beloved home,

ToJ lol deral, &c.

Firfl, Ave muft have a cap and a gown,

And next, theprettieft girl in town,

Tol lol deral, &c.

Vol. II. F f The



Tl:en next a tutor we mufthave,

'Tis ten to one he proves a knave,

Who minds not what we do all day,

So wecome home at night to pray.

Thenftreight he buys us Ariftotle,

Which we pawn often for a bottle ;

And Euclid's Elements mud pack,

For a better element, good fack.

Then he writes home unto our friends,

For money to ferve his own ends,

Which he keeps fafe lock'd up in trunk,

Whilft we abroad are getting drunk.

There's item for Homer, that blind poet

;

Be fure your tutor does not know it.

We'll fmoak and drink, and merry be,

Until we are as blind as he.

Then hang all ftudying to no end,

Enjoy your bottle and your friend ;

Wr
e'll drink and fmoak, and take our fill

:

We may be parfons when we will.

FLY fwiftly, ye "minutes, till Comus receive

The namelefs foft tranfports that beauty can give

;

The bowl's frolick joys, let him teach her to prove,

And me, in return, yield the raptures of love.

Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain,

Power and grandeur infipid, and riches a pain j

The mod fplendid palace grows dark as the grave ;

Love and wine give, ye gods, or take back what you
gave*

FY!
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FY ! nay ! prithee John !

Do not quarrel man !

Let's be merry and drink about

:

You're a rogue, you've cheated me,

I'll prove before this company :

Icaren'tafarthing,fir,forallyou are fo (lout.

Sir, you lie, I fcorn your word,

Or any man that wears a fword ;

For all you huff, who cares a t

Or who cares for you.

AARON thus propos'd to Mofes,

Come let us fuddle, fuddle our nofes :

Mofes reply'd again to Aaron,
'Twill do us more harm than you're aware on ;

Wine has a caeleftial charm in't,

Therefore there can be no harm in't

;

If you wou'd be Aaron's brother,

Then whip off this bottle, and call for another.

HARK! the bonny Chrift-church bells,

One, two, three, four, five, fix,

They found fo woundy great,

So wond'rous fweet,

And they troul fo merrily, merrily.

Hark ! the firft and fecond bell,

That every day, at four and ten,

Cries, come, come, come, come to pray'rs,

And theVerger troops before the Dean.
Tingle, tingle, ting, goes the fmall bell at nine,

To call the bearers home ;

But the ne'er a man will leave his cann,

Till he hears the mighty torn.

F f 2 JACK
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JACK, thou'rt a toper,

Jaclc thou'rt a toper,

Let's have t'other quart

;

King, ring, ring, ring, ring, ring,

ring, ring, ring, ring.

We're fo fober, 10 fober, Co fober,

'Twere a lhame to part.

None but a cuckold, a cuckold,
A cuckold, a cuckold,

.Bully'd by his wife for coming, coming,
Coming, coming, coming, coming, coming,

Coming, coming, coming late,

Fears a domeftick ftrife.

'I'm free, I'm free, and fo are you,

So are you, fo are you too,

Cal) and knock, knock boldly, knock boldly^

Knock boldly, knock boldly,
'] ho' watchmen cry, paii two o'clock.

PR'YTHEE, fill me the glafs,

'Till it laughs in my face,

With ale that is potent and mellow :

He that whines for a lafs

Is an ignorant afs,

For a bumper has not its fellow.

HA D Hie not care enough, care enough,

Had (lie not care enough of the old man ?

She wed him, (he fed him, and to the bed fhe led him,

For feven long winters fhe lifted him on.

But oh ! how me nigl'd him, nigl'd him, nigl'd him,

Oh ! how flie nigl'd him, all the night long.

UNDER
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UNDER this (lone lyes Gabriel John,
In the year ofour Lord One thoufand and one ;

Cover his head with turffor ftone, 'tis all one,

'Tis all one, with turff or ftone, 'tis all one ;

Pray for the foul of Gabriel John,
If you pleafe you may, or let it alone, 'tis all one.

AHogfhead was offer'd to Bacchus his fhrine,

The god was offended becaufe 'twas white wine;

Then curft in a paflion, damn't, rot it and mar it,,

Didfl ever know Bacchus drink other than claret?

So the jolly red god having empty'd the white wine,.

Retum'd the poor vot'ry the hogfhead to fhite in.

WHILE the town agrees that Polly

Bed diverts our melancholy,

Let us toaft the fprightly lafs,

Letustoaft, &c.
Heedlefs of the time and treafure

Spent on her who gives fuch pleafure,

Drink and put about the glafs,

Drink and put, &c.

Polly's charms are fo extenfive,

That the chearful, grave, and penfive,

Equally her power obey.

In a bed, or o'er a bottle,

Full of wit and am'rous prattle,

Pretty Polly's always gay.

Ffs AH
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AN ape, a lion, a fox and an afs,

Do (hew forth man's life as it were in a glafs J

For apifli we are till twenty and one,

And after that lions, till forty be gone ;

Then wilie as foxes till threefcore and ten ;

But after that alfes, and fo no more men.

A dove, a fparrow, a parrot, a crow,

As plainly lets forth how you women may know %

llarmlefs they are till thirteen be gone,

Then wanton as fparrows till forty draw on ;

Then prating as parrots till threefcore be o'er;

Then birds of ill omen, and women no more.

Tone, Let ambition fire thy mini.

W r HAT is love, fantaflic boy ?

Does he give a blifs lincere ?

Short and transient is the joy
Simple mortals hold fo dear.

Bacchus yields but gay deceit,

That our fenfes (teals away ;

Who unhurt did e'er retreat,

That enjoy 'd him one whole day ?

Join but friendship then to love,

And obferve what joys appear ;

Ouce unite 'em, and you'll prove

Earth can give a biifs fincere.

>li ngle friendmip in the glafs,

And fub!imer joys (hall flow ;

"Wing'd with peace the hours (haJl pafs,

Time his frowns of age forego.

Friendmip, thee I'll ever fmg,

Beft and pureft gift of Jove,
'j-hou malt found on every firing,

Source of joy
;
and fum of love. On
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On the BATTLE ofAUDENARDE.

YE commons and peers, pray lend me your ears

;

I'll ling you a fong, if I can,

How Louis le Grand was put to a (land

By the arms of our gracious queen Anne.

How his army, fo great, had a total defeat,

Not far from the river of Dender :

Where his grandchildren twain, for fear ofbeing flam*

Gallop'd off with the popifh Pretender.

To a fteeple on high, the battle to fpy,

Up mounted thefe clever young men ;

But when from the fpire they faw fo much lire,

They cleverly came down again.

Then on horfeback they got, upon the fame fpot,

By advice of their coufin Vendome :

O Lord! cry'd out he, unto young Burgundy,

Would your brother and you were at home.

While thus he did fay, without more delay,

Away the young gentry fled,

Whofe heels, for that work, were much lighter than

Tho' their hearts were as heavy as lead. (cork,

Not fo did behave the young Hanover brave,

In this bloody field, Iaifureye;

When his war-horfe was (hot, he valu'd it not,

But charg'd ftill on foot, like a fury.

While death flew about, aloud he cry'd out,

Ho, you chevalier of St. George,

If you'll neither (land, by fea nor by land,

Pretender, that title you forge.

Thus boldly he ftood, as became that high blood*

Which runs in his veins fo blue:

This gallant young man, being kin to queen Anne,
Fought as, were (he a man, (he would do.

What
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"What a racket was here, (I think 'twas laft year,)

For a little ill fortune in Spain !

For, by letting 'em win, we have drawn the puts in,

To lofe all they are worth this campaign.

Tho' Bruges and Ghent to Monfieur we lent,

With intereft he foon fhall repay 'em ;

While Paris may fing, with her forrowful king,

De profundi'$ inftead of Te Deum.

For their dreams of fuccefs, they'll awaken, we guefs?

At the found of brave Marlborough's drums :

They may think, if they will, of Almanza (till,

But 'tis Blenheim wherever he comes.

O Lewis, perplex'd, what general's next ?

Thou haft hitherto chang'd 'em in vain :

He has beat 'em all round, ifno new ones are found,

He (hall beat the old over again.

We'll let Tallard out, if he'll take t'other bout,

And much he's improv'd, let me tell ye ;

With Nottingham ale, at every meal,

And good pudding and beef in his belly.

But, as lofers at play their dice throw away,

While the winners do flill win on

:

Let who will command, thou hadft better disband j

For, old bully, thy doctors are gone.— * ~"—— ~

On the Italian Singers.

MUSICK fure has charms to move;
With my fong I'll charm my love ;

This good. land, where money grows.

Well the price of mufick knows :

Hither all the Warblers throng,

Taking money, milk and honey,

Taking money for a fong,

Taking money, &c. Had
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HAD I but the wings of a dove,

Enraptur'd I'd haften away,

And quickly repair to my love,

"Whofe beauties enliven the day.

Bring foon from the hamlets again,

Ye gods, her I ask for my wife :

Without her, I'm ever in pain,

And relifh no pleafure in life.

Ah ! cruel decree of hard fate,

To keep me fo long from my fair

:

Come, pity my defolate ftate,

And banifh all thoughts of defpair.

With her, O ! what fcenes I enjoy

Of mirth and good humour all day,

Such bleflings as never will cloy,

Nor ceafe till our fouls leave the clay.

THE chafe is o'er, and on the plain

The hounds the lufty ftag have {lain I
Let the horn, with fprightly tone,

All our iportive pleafures crown.

Of Britons thus the antient race

With nervous toil purfu
r
d the chace ;

By no ungenerous thought controul'd,

Their hearts were honeft, free and bold.

Like them again, no Haves to courts,

Let Britons (till purfue their fports ;

Like them again, fhall Britons be

As brave, as honeft, and as free.

ALADIE and a laflie

Dwelt in the fouth countrie,

And they ha'e cafTen their claiths the gither,

And married they wad be. The
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The bridal day was fet,

On Tifeday for to be
;

Then hey play up the runawa* bride,

For me has tane the gie.

She had nae run a mile or twa,

When {he began to confider,

The ang'ring of her father dear,

The difpieafing o' her mither

;

The flighting of the filly bridegroom,
The weel warft of the three

;

Then hey, &c.

Her father and her mither

Ran after her wi' fpeed,

And ay they ran until they came
Unto the water of Tweed

;

And when they came to Kelfo town,

They gart the clap gae thro',

Sa' ye a lafs wi' a hood and a mantle,

The face o't lin'd up wi' blue ;

The face o't lin'd up wi' blue,

And the tail lin'd up wi' green,

Sa' ye a lafs wi' a hood and a mantle

Was married on Tifeday 'teen ?

How wally fu' fa' the filly bridegroom,

He was as faft as butter

;

For had (he play'd the like to me,
1 had nae fae eafily quit her

;

I'd gi'n her a tune o' my hoboy,

And fet my fancy free,

And fyne play'd up our runawa' bride,

And lutten her tak' the gie.

LONG had I born of love the pain,

And long in filence dragg'd his chain,

With refolution ne'er to tell

The love I bore to Ifabel,

The love, &c. I CHANC'D
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ICHANC'D to meet an airy blade,

A new made pulpiteer, ladie,

With cock'd up hat, and powder'd wig,

Black coat and cuffs fu' clean, ladie

;

A long gravat at him did wag,

And buckles at the knee, ladie

;

Says he, my heart, by Cupid's dart,

Is captivate to thee, laflie.

I'll rather chufe to thole grim death
;

So ceafe, and let me be, ladie :

For what, fays he ? good truth, fay I,

No dominies for me, ladie.

Minifters {Upends are uncertain rents

For ladies conjunct-fee, ladie:

When books and gowns are all cry'd down,
No dominies for me, ladie.

But, for your fake, I'll fleece the flock,

Grow rich as I grow auld, laflie ;

If I be fpar'd I'll be a laird,

And thou's be madam call'd, laflie.

But what if ye fhou'd chance to die,

Leave bairns, ane or twa, ladie ?

Naething wad be referv'd for them,

But hair-mould books to gnaw, ladie.

At this he angry was, I wat,

He gloom'd and look't fu' high, ladie ;

When I perceived this, in hafte

I left my dominie, ladie.

Fare ye well, my charming maid,
This leffon learn of me, laflie ;

At the next offer hold him faft,

That firft makes love to thee, laflie.

Then I returned hame again,

And coming down the town, ladie,

By
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T>y my good luck, I chanc'd to meet

A gentleman dragoon, ladie

;

And he took me by baith the hands,

'Twas help in time of need, ladie.

Fools on ceremonies ftand,

At twa words we agreed, ladie.

He led me to his quarter-houfe,

Where we exchang'd a word, ladie.

We had nae ufe for black gowns there,

We married o'er the fword, ladie.

Martial drums is mufic fine,

ComparM wi' tinkling bells, ladie j

Gold, red and blue, is more divine

Than black, the hue of hell , ladie.

Kings, queens and princes, crave the aid

Of my brave flout dragoon, ladie;

While dominies are much employ'd

'Bout whores and fackloth gowns, ladie.

Away wi' thefe whining lowns ;

They look like Lat me be, ladie :

J've mair delight in roaring guns ;

No dominies for me, ladie.

Tune, John Anderfon my jo.

YE virgin powers, defend my heart,

From amorous looks and fmiles 5

From faucy love, or nicer art,

Which moft our fix beguiles.

From fighs and vows, and awful fears,

That do to pity move

;

From fpeaking filence, and from tears,

Thofe fprings that water love.

But if thro' paffipn I grow blind,

Let honour be my guide
j

And
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And where frail nature feems inclin'd,

There place a guard of pride.

An heart, whofe flames are feen y tho' pure,

Needs every virtue's aid ;

And fhe who thinks herfelf fecure,

The foonefl is betray'd.

Tune, Ki Hi'cranky.

•"X^HE Chevalier, being void of fear,

JL Did march up Birlle brae, man ;

And thro' Tranent e'er he did ftent,

As faft as he could gae, man :

While General Cope did taunt and mock,

Wi' mony a loud huzza, man
;

But e'er next morn proclaim'd the cock,

We heard another craw, man.

The brave Lochiel, as I heard tell,

Led Camerons on in clouds, man :

The morning fair and clear the air,

They loos'd with dev'iifh thuds, man :

Down guns they threw, and fwords they drew,

And foon did chace them afF, man ;

On Seaton crafts they buft their chafts,

And gart them run like daft, man.

The bluff dragoons fwore blood and 'oons,

They'd make the rebels run, man ;

And yet they flee, when them they fee,

And winna fire a gun, man.

They turn'd their back, the foot they brake,

Such terror feiz'd them a', man ;

Some wet their cheeks, fome fyl'd their breeks
?

And fome for fear did fa. man.

Vol. II. G g The
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The volunteers prick'd up their ears,

And vow gin they were croufe, man ;

But when the bairns faw't turn to earns',

They were not worth a loufe, man ;

Maid: feck gade hame, O fy for fhame !

They'd better {raid away, man ;

Than wi' cockade to make parade,

And do nae good at a', man.

(tf) M h the great, when her fell (hit,

Un'wares did ding him o'er, man ;

Yet wad nae ftand to bear a hand,

But afiffou fall did fcour, man ;

O'er Soutra hill, e'er he flood ftill, -

Before he tailed meat, man :

Troth he may brag of his fwift nag,

That bare him arT fae fleet, man.

And (b) S -n keen to clear the een,

Of rebels far in wrang, man ;

Did never ftrive wi' piftols five,

But gallop'd wi' thethrang, man :

He turn'd his back, and in a crack,

Was cleanly out o' fight, man,

And thought it belt, it was nae jeft,

Wi' highlariders to fight, man.
5Mangfl a' the gang, nane bade the bang,

. But twa, and ane was tane, man ;

For

(a) M h, minifter of Longformacus, a volunteer, happen.
««!, the night before the battle, to come upona highlander earing

nature at P<efton, threw him over, took his gun away, and car-

lied it as a trophy to Copers camp.
(h) Mr. S n minifter of Falla, a volunteer, who bragg'd

that he would convince the rebels of their error by the force of
Ins -arms having for that purpofe five piftols, viz. two in his

foctets, two in hulfter-cafes, and one on his belt.
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For (a) Campbell rade, but (£) Myrie Pak%
And fair he paid the kain, man ;

Fell skelps he got was war than (hot,

Frae the (harp edg'd claymore, man -
7

Frae many a fpout came running out

His reeking'red, het gore, man.

But Gardner brave did dill behave,

Like to a hero bright, man;

His courage true, like him were few

That /till defpifed flight, man;
For king and laws, and country's cauie,

In honour's bed he lay, man ;

His life, but not his courage, fled,

While he had breath to draw, man.

And major Bowie, that worthy foul,

Was brought down to the ground, man.
His horfe being fliot, it was his Jot,

For to get mony a wound, man ;

Lieutenant S—h, of Irilh birth,

Frae whom he ca'd for aid, man,
Being full of dread, lap o'er his head,.

And wadna be gainfaid, man.

He made fie hafte, fae fpur'd his beaff/,

'Twas little there he faw, man t

To Berwick rade, and falfly faid

The Scots were rebels a\ man •

But let that end, for well 'tis kend,

His ufe and wont to. lie, man
;

The Teague is naught, he never fought,

When he had room to flee, man*
Cg2 Bat

(a) George Campbell, a wright in Edinburgh.
'- {h) Mir. Myrie, a ftudent of phyfick from Jamaica, wh 8,y.\-*
eiiferably mangled with the broad fwords.
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Bat gallant "Roger, like a foger,

Stood and bravely fought, man ;

I'm waetotell, at laft he fell,

But mae down wi' him brought, man.

At point of death, with his'lalt breaft,

(Some (landing round in ring, man,)

On's back lying flat, he wav'd his hat,

And cried, God fave the king— , mam

Some highland rogues, like hungry dogs,

Neglecting to purfue, man,

About they fac'd, and in great hafie,

Upon the booty flew, man
;

And they as gain, for ail thei r pain,

Are deck'd wi' fpoiis of war, man ;

Fow bald can tell, how her nam -felt

Was ne'er fo pra before, man.

At the thorn tree, which you may fee

Be-weft the meadow-mill, man,

There mony flain lay on the plain j

The clans purflung ftill, man.

Sic unko' hacks, and deadly whaks,

I never faw the like, man,

Loft hands and heads, coft them their deads,

That fell near prefton dike, man.

That afternoon, when a* was done,

I gade to fee the fray, man,

Bat had I wift what after pair,

I'd better ft-aid away, man,.

On Seaton fends, wi' nimble hands,

They pick'd my pockets bare, man

;

Bat I wiin ne'er to drie fie fear,

For a' the fum and mair, man.

Tune,
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Tune, Down the burn Davm
ONG time I ftruggled, till at length

The nymph had wearied grown ;

Panting for want of breath and ftrcngjhy

I gently laid her down.

I heartily did put her to't,

"Will you refufe me irill

?

She anfwer'd no, but you may db%
Altho' againft my will.

f flew like lightning to her arms

;

She fmall refiftance made ;

She fcarce had tailed of love's cliarm3^

Till me feem'd almofl dead.

I kifs'd her lips as cold as lead,

For her blood was funk below %

lask'dat her if fhe was dead,1

She fmiling anfwer'd, no.

When riling, (he return'd a kiis>.

And fmiling feem'd to fay,

If dying were fo great a bliis>

Oft cou'd I die each day.

If dying, I conld ftill remain.

Along with ftrength and breath*

And you the battle to mantain

;

Oh ! then how fweet is- death?-'

Tune, Low's a gentle generous paflom.

LOVE'S a fooKfli idle paffion.

Source of all the plagues of lifer;
'

Soon the fated inclination

Changes to a fcene of ftrife,.

& g- 3
: Beauty
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Beauty, which at firft bewitches,

Sure will make us foon repent j

But the girl that brings us riches

Brings the means of true content,

Conftant paflion brings vexation,

He beft copies thofe above,

"Who, with boundlefs inclination,

Courts as many nymphs as Jove,

By Mr. Congreve.

TELL me no more I am deceiv'd,

That Chloe's falfe and common ;

By heav'n, I all along believ'd

She was a very woman. ::

As fuch I lik'd, as fuch carrefs'd*

She (till was conftant when*poiTeil,

She cou'd do more for no man.

But, oh ! her thoughts on others ran ;

And that you think a hard thing j

Perhaps ihe fancyM you the man ;

Why, what care I one farthing ?

You think (he's falfe, I'm fure (he's kind,

I'll take her body, you her mind ;

Who has the better bargain I

A CANTATA.
WHILE Strephon on fair Chloe hung,

And gently woo'd, and fweetly fung 5

The nymph, in a difdainful air,

Thus fmiling, mock'd the JlhepherdVcare.

Swain, I know, that you difcover

In my form a thoufand charms

;

Can
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Can you point me out a lover

Worthy my encirling arms ?

Boy, no more approach my beauty,

Till you equal merit boaft

;

To adore me is a duty,

Thoufands witnefs to their coft.

Stung to the heart, the red'ning fwain

On the vain maid retorts again.

Foolifh creature, did each feature

Bloom beyond the pride of nature ;

Artful feigning, coy difdaining,

Vain- coquet, deftroys them all j

Co o'er-bearing, proud enfnaring;

Lay a thoufand fops defpairing ;

Then complying, fighing, dying,

To fome fool a viclim fall.

Nymphs, like you, whilft they're deceiving.

Angels all in front appear ^

Butthefot, their arts believing,

Finds the devil in the rear.

THURSDAY in the morn the ninteenth of May3

Recorded for ever the famous ninety-two,

Brave RufTel did difcern, by dawn of day,

The lofty fails of France advancing now :

All hands aloft, aloft, let Englifh valour mine,

Let fly a culverin, the fignal for the line;

Let every hand fupply his gun,.

Follow me, and you'll fee

That the battle will be foon begun.

Tourville on the main triumphant rowPd,

To, meet the gallant RufTel in combat ©» the itep;
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He led a noble train of heroes bold,

To fink the Englifh Admiral at his ket
Now every valiant mind to victory doth afpire,

The bloody fight's begun, the fea is ail on fire ;

And mighty fate flood looking on,

Whilft a flood all of blood

Fill'd the fcuppers of the rifing fun.

Sulphur, fmoak and fire, diflurbing the air,

With thunder and wonder affright the Gallick fhore;

Their regulated bands flood trembling near,

To fee the lofty dreamers now no more :

At fix o'clock, the red the fmiling victors led,

To give a fecond blow, the fatal overthrow ;

Now death and horror equal reign,.

Now they cry, run or die,

Britifh colours ride the vanquifh'd main.

See they fly amaz'd thro' rocks and fands.

One danger they grafp at to fhun the greater fate j

In vain they cry for aid to weeping lands,

The nymphs and fea-gods mourn their loft eftate
5

For evermore adieu, thou dazling rifing fun,

From thy untimely end thy mafler's fate begun 1

Enough thou mighty god of war

!

Now.we ling, blefs the king,

Let us drink to every Englifh tar.

THE lawland lads think they are fine

;

But O they're vain and idly gawdy I

How much unlike the gracefu' mein,

And manly looks of my highland ladie I

my bonny, bonny highland ladie,

My handfoaie charming highland ladie \

Wf
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May heaven (till guard, and love reward

Our lawland Jais and her highland ladie.

If I were free at will to chufe

To be the wealthieft lawland lady,

I'd take young Donald without trews,

With bonnet blue and belted plaidy,

O my bonny, Sec.

The braweft beau in Borrows-town,

In all his airs, with art made ready,

Compar'd to him, he's but a clown-,

He's finer far in his tartan plaidy.

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 plaidy*

A painted room, and filken bed,

May pleafe a lawland laird and lady

;

But I can kifs, and be as glad,

Behind a bufh in's highland plaidy,

Few compliments between us pafs,

I ca' him my dear highland ladie,

And he ca's me his lawland lafs,

Syne rows me in his tartan plaidy.

Kae greater joy I'll e'er pretend,

Than that his love prove true and Heady,

Like mine to him, which ne'er (hall end,

While heaven preferves'my highland fadie.

THE lawland maids gang trig and fine,

But aft they're four, and unco faucy,

Sae proud, they never can be kind,

•Like my good-humour'd highland laflle.

O my
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O my bonny, bonny highland lafRe,

My lovely, fmiling highland laffie •,

May never care make thee lefs fair,

But bloom of youth ftill blefs my laffie.

Than ony Iafs in borrows-town,

Who make their cheeks with patches mottle,

I'd take my Katie, bot a gown,

And barefoot in her little cottie.

O my bonny, &c.

Beneath the brier or birken bufft,

Whene'er I kifs and court my datie ;

Happy and blythe as ane wad wifh,

My flighteren heart gangs pittie pattie.

O'er highefl heathery hills I'll ften,

With cockit gun, and ratches tenty ;

To drive the deer out of their den.

To feaft my Iafs on difhes dainty.

There's nane (hall dare, by deed or word,

'Gainft her to wag a tongue or ringer,

While I can wield my trufty fword,

Or frae my fide whisk out a whinger.

The mountains clad wi' purple bloom,

And berries ripe invite my treafure,

To range with me ; let great folk gloom,

While wealth and pride confound their pleafure ?

ALEXIS, how artlefs a lover,

How bafliful and filly you grow !

In my eyes can you never difcover,

I mean yes, when I often fay no.

Whea
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When you pine, and you whine out yourpaffio

And only entreat for a kifs

;

To be coy and deny is the fafhion,

Alexis fhou'd ravifli the blife.

In love, as in war, 'tis but reafbn

To make fome defence for the town :

To furrender without it were treafon,

Before that the out-worts were won.

If I frown, 'tis my blufhes to cover,

*Tis for honour and modefty's fake ;

He is but a pitiful lover,

Who is foil'd by a fingle attack.

But when we by force are o'erpower'd,

The belt and the bravefl muft yield j

I am not to be won by a coward,

Who hardly dares enter the field.

By Mr. Congreve.

A Soldier and a failor, a tinker and a taylor,

Had once a doubtful ftrife, fir,

To make a maid a wife, fir,

Whofe name was buxome Joan ;

Whofe name, &c.

For now the time was ended,

When me no more intended

To lick her lips at man, fir,

Nor gnaw the fheets in vain,

And lie all night alone.

The foldier fwore like thunder,

He lov'd her more than plunder ;

And (hew'd her many a fear, fir,

Which he had brought from far, fir.

In fighting for hetjake. The
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The taylor thought to pleafe her,

By offering her his meafure ;

The tinker too, with metal,

Said he wou'd mend her kettle,

And flop up ev*ry leak.

But while thefe three were pratting,

The failor flily waiting,

Thought, if it came about, fir,

That they fhould all fall out, fir,

He then might play his part

:

And juft e'en as he meant, fir,

To loggerheads they went, fir,

And then he let fly at her

A (hot 'twixt wind and water,

Which won this fair maid's heart.

By Lord Buckhurst.

AT noon on fultry fummer's day,

The brighteft lady of the May,

Young Chloris, innocent and gay,

Sat knotting in a fhade.

Each flender finger plaid its part,

With fuch activity and art,

-As would inflame a youthful heart,

And warm the mofl decay'd.

Her fav'rite fwain by chance came by,

He faw no anger in her eye ;

Yet when the baftiful boy drew nigh,

She would have feem'd afraid.

She let her ivory needle fall,

And hurPd away the twifted ball :

But ftrait gave Strephon fuch a call,

As would have rais'd the <3ead. Dear
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Dear, gentle youth, there's none but thee,

With innocence I dare be free,

By fo much truth and model!y
No nymph was e'er betray'd.

Come, lean thy head upon my lap,

While thy fmooth cheeks I (troke and clap,

Thou may'ft fecurely take a nap :

Which he, poor fool ! obey'd.

She (aw him yawn, and heard him fiiore,

And found him fail afleep all o'er :

She figh'd, and could endure no more,

But Parting up, (he faid,

Such virtue mall rewarded be;

For this thy dull fidelity,.

I'll trufl: thee with my flocks, not me :

PurEie thy grazing trade.

Co, milk thy goats, and fheer thy flieep,

And watch all night thy flocks to keep;

Thou (halt no more be lull'd afleep

By me, miftaken maid.

AWFUL hero, Marlhro', rife !

Sleepy charms I come to break :

Hither turn thy languid eyes ;

Lo! thy genius calls, awake!

Well furvey this faithful plan,

Which records thy life's great ftoryj

'Tis a fhort, but crowded fpan,

Full of triumphs, fall of glory.

One by one thy deeds review

;

Sieges, battles thick appear

;

Vol. II. H h
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Former winders loft in new,'

Greatly fill each pompous year.

This is Blenheim's crimfon field,

Wet with gore, with (laughter flaui'd i

Here retiring fquadrons yield,

And a fyloodlefs wreath is gain'd.

Ponder in thy god-like mind

All the wonders thou haft wrought

;

Tyrants, from their pride declin'd,

Be the fubject of thy thought

!

Reft thee here, while life may laft

:

Th' utmofl: blifs to man allow'd,

Is to trace his actions paft,

And to find 'em great and good.

Bat 'tis gone-— O mortal born !

Swift tfie fading fcenes remove-'— *

Let 'em pafs with noble {corn

:

Thine are worlds which roll above.

Poets, prophets, heroes, kings,

Pleas'd, thy ripe approach forefee ;

.Men who acted wond'rous things,

Tho' they yield in fame to thee.

Foremoft in the patriot band,

Shining with diftinguilh'd day,

See thy friend Godolphin ftand 1

See ! he beckons thee away.

Yonder feats, and fields of light,

Let thy ravifn'd thought explore :

Wilhing, panting for thy flight

!

Ifatf an angel, man no more.

H

ARM



( 3*3 )

ARM, arm, the gen'rous Britons cry

Let us live free, or let us die j

Trumpets founding, banners flying,

Braving tyrants, chains defying: -

Arm, arm, the gen'rous Britons cry,

Let us live free, or let us die
;

Liberty! liberty! liberty! liberty!

Tune, Yellow Stockings,

HEY ! my kitten, a kitten,

Hey ! my kitten, a deary y
Such a fvveet pett 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.

Chicky, cockow, my lilly cock ;

See, fee, fie -a downy ;

Gallop a trot, trot, trot,

And hey for Dublin towny.

This pig went to the market,

Squeek moufe, moufe, moufe, moufy j

Shoe, ftioe, fhoe, the wild colt,

And hear thy own dol doufy.

Where was a jewel and petty,

Where was a fugar and fpicy

;

Hufh a baba in a cradle,

And we'll go abroad in a tricy.

Did a papa torment it ?

Did-e vex his own baby, did-e ?

Hufh a baba in a bofie ;

Take ous own fucky : did-e ?

Hba
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Good-morrow, a pudding is broke j

Slavers a thread o' chryftal.

Kow the fweet pofTet comes up

;

Who faid my child was pifs'd ail ?

Come water my chickens, come clock.

Leave of£or he'll crawl you, he'll crawl you.

Come, gie me your hand, and 1*11 beat him i

"Wha was it that vexed my baby ?

Where was a laugh and a craw ?

Where was, was, was a gigling honey ?

Goody, good child (hall be fed,

But naughty child (hall get nony.

Get ye gone, raw-head and bloody bones*

Here is a child that won't fear ye*

Come, pifly, pifly, my jewel,

And ik , ik -ay, my deary.

By Mr. Gay.

Tune, Grim King ofthe Ghojls, &c.

CAN love be controul'd by advice ?

Will Cupid our mothers obey t

Though my heart were as frozen as ice,

At his flame 'twould have melted away j

When he kid me fo clofely he preft,

'Twas Co fweet that I muft have comply^
So I thought it both fafeft and beft,

To marry for fear you ihou'd chide.

THE malt-man comes on munday,

And he craves wond'rous fair,

Cries, Dame, come gi'eme my filler,

Or malt ye fall ne'er get mahv

J took him into the pantry,

And gave him fome good cock-biw,

Syne
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Syne paid him upon a gantree,

As hoftJer wives flioiild do.

"When malt-men come for filler,

And gaugers wi' wands o'er loon,

Wives, tak them a' down to the cellar.

And clear them as I have done.

This bewith, when cunzie is fcanty,

Will keep them frae making din,

The knack I leam'd frae an auld aunty^

The fnackeft 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 j

For, come when he likes, I'm ready j.

But if fraehame I be,

Let him wait on our kind lady,

She'll anfwer a bill for me.

Tune, fy gar rub her o'er wP ftr>:^

DEAR $oger, if your Jenny geek.

And anfwer kindnefs with a flight,

Seem unconcerned at her neglecl,

For women in a man delight

:

But them defpile who're fbon defeaf,

And with a fim pie face give way

To a repulfe-- -then-be not blate,

Pufli baldly on, and win the day.

When maidens, innocently young,-
*

Say aften what they never mean,

Ne'er mind their pretty lying tongwe^

But tent- the language of their eeiu

HI13 2f
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If thefe agree, and me perfift

To anfwer all your love with hate,

Seek ellewhere to be better bleft,

And let her figh when 'tis too late.

'

Tune, How can Ihefad on my wedding diay

HOW (Hall I be fad when a husband I hae,

That has better ien(e than ony of tbae

Sour weak filly fellow?, that ftudy like fools,

To fink their ain joy, and make their wives moots r

The man who is prudent ne'er lightlies his wife,

Or with dull reproaches encourages ftrife ;

He praifes her virtues, and ne'er will abufe

IJer for a fmall failing, but find an excufe.

Tune, Yellow haired Ladle,

i.

A
Peggy.

WIIEN firft my dear ladie gade to the green hill*

And I at ew-milking firft fey'd my young skill

^

To bear the milk-bowie nae pain was to me,

Gin I at the boughting forgather'd wi' thee,

Patie.

"When corn-riggs wav*d yellow, and blue heather-bells

Bloom'd bonny on moorland and fweet rifing fells,

"Nae birns, brier, or brekens gave trouble to me,.

If I found the berries right ripen'd for thee.

PEGGY.

When thou ran, or wreftled, or putted the frane,

And came aff the viclor, my heart was right fain :

H Thy
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Thy ilka fport manly gave pleafure to me %

For nane can put, wreitl-e, or rin fwift as thee*

Pa tie.

Our Jenny fings faftly the Cowden-broom-knowj;

And Rofie lilts fweetly the milking the ews,

There's few Jenny Nettles like Narify can flng,

At thro' the wood-kdie Befs gars our lugs ring ;

But whan my dear Peggy fings wi' better skill,

The Boatman, Tweedfide, or the Lafs o' the Mu7>
*Tis mony times fweeter and pleating, to- me ;

For tho-' tliey ling nicely, they canna' like thee*

Peg gy.

How eafy can fafles trow what they defire ?

And praifes fae kindly increafes love's fire.

Gi'e me ftill this pleafure, my ftudy fhall be

To make myfell better and fweeter for thee.

AH ! bright Belinda, hither fly,

And fuch a light difcover,

As may the ablent fun fupply,

And chear the drooping loveiv

Arile, my day, with fpeed arife,.

And all my fbrrows baniln :

Before the fun of thy bright eyes*

Ail gloomy terrors vaniflu

No longer let me figh in vain^

And curfe the hoarded treafurer

Why Ihould you love to give us pain,

When you were made for pleafure I

The petty powers of hell deflroy ;

To fave's the pride ofheaven :

To you the firfr, if you prove coy,

If kind, the lafl is given. The
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The choice then fure's not hard to make.

Betwixt a good and. evil :

Which title had you rather take,

My goddefs, or, my devil ?

REMEMBER, Damon, you did tell,

In chaftity you lov'd me well j

But now, alas ! I am undone,

And here am left to make my moan :

Ho, ho, rah, in Amburah, I

Ho, and ho, derry, hi, and hi, derry,

Ho, — derry, derry, derry, derry, Amburah,

To doleful fliades I will remove,

Since I'm deipis'd by him I love,

Where poor forfaken nymphs are feea

In lonely walks of willow green,

Ho, ho, &c.

Upon my dear's deluding tongue

Such foft perfwafive language hung,

That, when his words had filence broke,

You would 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 coft,

She's found the heart that I 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 enfnare ;

In man no woman can be Weft,

Their vows are wind, their love's a jeft. < Ye
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Ye gods, in pity to my grief,

Send me my Damon, or relief

;

Return the wild delicious boy,

Whom once I thought my fpring ofjoy*

But, whilft I'm begging of this blifs,

Mcthinks, I hear you anfwer this :

Whom Damon has enjoy'd, he flies,

Who fees him, loves ; who loves him, dies.

There's not a bird that haunts the grove,

But is a witnefs of my love :

Now all the bleerers on the plain

Seem fympathizers in my pain ;

Echoes repeat my plantive moans

:

The waters imitate my groans :

The trees their bendmg boughs recline,

And droop their heads as I (to mine-

Tune, Courtiers, courtiers, think it no harm. Sec.

MAN may efcape from rope or gun,

Nay, fome have out-liv'd the do&ors's pill 3

Who takes a woman muft be undone,

That bafilisk is fure to kill.

The fly that fips treacle is loft in the fweets,

So he that taftes woman, woman, woman,
He that taftes woman, ruin meets.

Tune, An oldWoman clothed in grey, &c.

THROUGH all the employments of life,

Each neighbour abufes his brother:

Wbore and rogue they call husband and wife,

All profefllons berogue one another ;

The prieft calls the lawyer a cheat,

The lawyer beknaves the divine j

And the ftatelman, becaufe he's fo great,

Thinks his trade as honed as mine. BE-
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BELIEVE my fighs, my tears, my dear,

Relieve the heart you've won,
Believe my vows to you fincere,

.
Or, Jenny, I'm undone.

You fay, I'm fickle, and apt to change
At every face that's new :

Of all the girls I ever faw,
I ne'er lov'd one but you.

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 fnall find

That I've a heart that's true j

Of ail the girls I ever faw,

I ne'er lov'd one bat you.

Tune, The hroia of the hill.

THAT beauteous creature, for whom I'm a Iover>

I cannot, I will not, I muft notdifcover ;

Yet mark well my fong, and ibme token I'll give,

For (he that both kills my heart, and makes it live,

Is either cal I'd Bella, or Mary, or Ann,

Now guefs ifyou can ? now guefs if you can ?

Her ftature is tall, and her body is (lender ;

Her eyes are moft lovely, her cheeks pale and tender

;

Fine pearls are her teeth, and her lips cherry red ;

Her fmiles would revive a man though he were dead ;

She'd make one in love, were he never before :

But I fay no more, but I fay no more.

FINIS.
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Come let us /ludy night and day, -

1 2 <5

Come, love, let 's walk byyonder firing, - 121

Come, my faire'jl learn of me, - 175:

Come to my arms, my treafure, - - 315-

Cupid, god ofpleafing angui/h, - - 8o
Cupid inflrutt an am'rous fwain, - - 129
Curft be the wretch that's bought andfeld, 292
Cynderaxa, kind andgood, - • 195-

T\AMON ask'd me but once,

*~* Dear Roger, ifyour Jenny geek,

Deck'd with fiow'rs 'midft the bow'rs,

Dejeffed, as true converts die,

Did Fanny ask me too unkind'? .

Dire love fhou'd be checked by advice,

Down in yon meadow a couple did tarry,

Dumbarton's drums beat bonny-O
t

TuAlR Amoret isgone aflray, -

•*• Fair andfoft, andgay andyoung,

Farewel to Lochaber, andfarewel my Jean,

Farewel to my Gracey, my Gracey fofweet,

Farewel\ ye green fields and gay groves
,

Ii



INDEX.
Fill me a bowl, a mighty bowl, - Page 335:
fill the bowl with rofie wine, • - 320
Flora, goddefs, fweetly blooming, .

-
1 40

Fly no more, cruel fair, but be kind and relenting, 267
Fly fwiftly, ye minutes, till Comus receive, 338
Fond echo, forbear thy light firain, - - 243
Forgive, fair creature, formed to pleafe, - 196
For lake ofgold /he left me, - - 7

For many unfuccefsful years, 66
For the fake offomebody, - - 1 64
Forgive, ye fair, nor take it wrong, » 46
From fair Califtd's cold difdain, ^~ I 9 9

Free from the tumults and the noife/ - 48
From good liquor ne'er (brink, / 312
From native flalk, the province rofe, - 139

From o'er the park and meadows fine,
- 26

From rofy bowers, where fieeps the god of love, 1 28

From place to place forlorn I go, - - 139

Fy\ nay\ prithee John\ - - 339

GENTLE in perfonage, conduct and eauipage, 9

3

Go, cruel falfe one, go, - - - 262

(7s>, go, falfe woman, go, -
. . 261

6>, lovely rofe, - - - 14 l

Guardian angels now proteft me, - £2

TT.1D I but the wings of a dove, - 345"

•£ J? Had flic not care enough, care enough, 340

Happy is a country life,
' - - 98

Happy, while withjportive pleafure^ - 226

Hark ! //;<? bonny Cbrijl-church bells, - 339

Harjh command I what ceafe to love you ! - 18

Hafle, hajh, Phillis, hafte, - - 2 63

Here are people and /ports, - 221

Help me, each harmonious grove, - 54



INDEX.
Hey my kitten, a kitten, - - Page 3

6"
3

Here's to the Dick, this whining love defpife 336
Here's to thee, my Damon, lets drink and be merry, 3 ij

How blefl are beggar lajfes, - - 134
How blythe, ilk morn, was 1 to fee - 35-

How comes it, nighbour Dick, - 21
Haw happy are we when the wind is abaft, 307
How is it pofible, how can I forbear, - 2 8 2

How jovial was I, when my Sitfan didfmile, 287
How noble was my Damon''s air, - 207
How pleafant a failor's life paffes, - 171
How fall I be fad when a husband I hae, -

3 66
How fevere is forgetful old age, ; 2 2 S

How vain and falfe a woman is, - 245-

How welcome my fhepherd, how welcome to me, 247

/AM a briskyoung lively lafi'; - - 286
I am wearied grown - - - 77

Ichanced to meet an airy blade, - - 347
I die your viftim, cruel fair, - - 264
/ envy not Sir Courtly Nice, - - 1

/ had ajolly hawk, and tearfel of my own, 1 2 2

1 love, I doat9 I rave with pain - 141

/ mufl have a wife , what fo e'er fie be ; - 236
I neither woo the facred nine, - - 201

I once wo? a poet at London, - - 213
Iprithee, fend me back my heart, - 143
Ifeek not at once in a female tofind, - 99
1HIfing to my lover all night and all day, - 185

I'llfail upon the dog flar, - - 304
J's tellyou in London how 1 was zerv'd of late, 7 >

/ will awd1

wi' my love, -
. - - 43

If Hive togrow old, as Ifind Igo down, * t j

Ifits joy to wound a lover, - 90
I i 2



INDEX.
If hve's a fiveet pajfion, why does it torment ?

Jflove he a fault, and in me thought a crime,

Jf Phillis denies me relief

Jfthofe who live in jhepherd's bow'r

If truth can fix thy wavering mind,

Ifyou my wandering heart wou'dfind,

In all the fex jome charms Ifind,

In antient times in Britain's iJJey

In country quarters flill confined,

In the dark and lonely bower,

In tins grove my Strephon walkt,

In vain my taper burns,

In vain, Philander, at my feet,

In yonder fhade, where late was fhown,

It was about the Martinmas time,

Jack, thou'rt a toper,

Jocky he came here to woo

Jocky met with Jenny fair,

Jolly mortals, fillyour glafies,

Joltyfouls, that are generous andfree,

Jove, when he fait) my Fanny's face,

Page no
143

22 <5

27 2

l8

183

IO I

62

209
78

10

SI
158

34°
197
iJ4

300

3 2 3

5S

VEEP ye wellfrae Sir John Makoln

LATE, in an evening forth I went7
-

Lately on yonder fuelling bufb,

hafie lend me your bra' hemp heckle,

haft Sunday at St. James's prayers,

Let a fet offiber afies,

Lei's drink and be merry, dance, joke and rejoice,

Let's drink, my friends, while here we live,

Let -not love on me beflow

Let me fly into thy arms, - «

Let rakes, far pleafiure, range the town,

271

25*2

H4m
220

300
3*9
194
179
266



I N D E X.

Let foldiers figM for pray or praife, - Page 32?
Life is chequer'i, toil and pleafiire, - 307
Linco found Damon lying - - 327
Long by an idle pajfion to/}, - -. 2 3 I

Longfrom the force of beauty's charms, - 239
Long had 1 borne oflove the pain, - 3 4 6

Long, long Jfcorn'd love's mighty fivay t
- S3

Long time Jftruggl'd, till at length, , 393
Long with undijlinguifh'd flame, - 259

Loft to the joys of life is he, - 275
Love's a foolijh idle pajfion, >» - 353
Love never wore fiallgive me painy - 40

Jl/fAN may ejcape from rope orgmr - 369
***J~ May the ambitious everfind - 258
Merry may the maid be • - 291

Mufick fire has charms to move, - 344
Mufick, thou gentleftpower of art, - 240
My Patie is a loder gay, - - 163

My roving heart has oft with pride - 1

7

My Jenny and 1 have toil'd - 81

T\7<4NNT blujhes when I woe her, - £4
«* Near Thames green banks, - 248
Nq more fhall meads be deck'd with flowers-, 196
JVa more will I my pajfion hide, • 97
No, no, 'tis in vain in this turbulent town, 97
Not, Celia, that Vm more fineere, - 22
Not for thy graceful air alone, - - 226
Nowfpring begins her fmilling round, - 114
Now Phebus finketh in the weft, - go6
Now ponder well, you parents dear, - 277
Now the bright morning ftar, day's harbinger, 235
Now the fun's gam out 0' fight,. - 3© 2

ti 3



INDEX.
fXB'ferve thefragrant blujhing rofe, ~ Page 144
*"^ dear Peggy\ love's beguiling, » 84
Of'all the girls that e'er were feen, » 189

Of all the occupations, - • 321

Oft am I by the women told, * « 3 15*

Oft has thepower of love effaf'//, - 204
O gentle god ofpleafingpain, * - 233
# gentle fhepherd, fawye pa/st

- 52
grant me, kind Bacchus, - * 326

O how Peggy charms me, - - 200
O keavenl what fhall I do, - * 242
tf^ ! fow rapt'rous 'tis to dream, * 19

£^ ! /fo time that ispafl, =

- - 270
Old Chiron thus preach d to his pupil dchilles, 305:

Old Saturn, that drone of a god, « 3 10

Q love I what cruel pangs are thefe, m 264
Mary, foft in feature, - » 210

On a hank hefide a willow, * • 1 9 I

On a bank, offlowers in a fummer day, - 25" 5*

Onamoffybankreclirid, -
.
- 1 77

On courting I went to my lafs, - 2

Once in our lives, - - - 334
On his face t}se vernal rofe, - - 266
One long wh&fin holy-day, - - 224
On thy banks, gentle Stour, - 259
On the banks of a rivsr, clofe under the fiade, 144
Onefummer'% even as Strephon rov'd, - 233
On whitfunday morning, - - 1 63
Onyonder bedfupinely laid, - - 195"

jlir her up% and had her ga'en, - 304
Others fame or wealth purfuing, - 209

what pain it is to part, - - 124

tu^/'j /^tf/- 0/ wy chamber door, - 80
V wally, watly, up the bank> * * ' 107



I N D E X.

PASTORA's come with myrtle crown'd, Page 4
Peter White that never goes right, 335*

Phillis, as her wine Jhe fip'd in, - 314
Phillis, defpife not your faithful lover, - 135"

Phillida, that lovd to dream, - 192
Phillis, the faireft of love's foes, -

145;
Polly, when your lips you join, - - 178
Poor Strephon diftraficd 'twixf hope and defpair 1 2 5;

Pray now, John, let Jug prevail, - . 129
Pretty Parrot, fay, when I was away, - 89
Pretty wanton, come away, - - 202
Princes that rule, and empire fway, » 145
Prfthee, fillme the glafs, * » 340

TWANGING the plain one fummer
y
s night, 6

1

«** Return hameward my heart again, 147
Return, return, my lovely nymph, - 148
Remember, Damon, you did tell, * "§68

Rob's Jock came to woo our Jenny \ 152

[CfAWye Jenny Nettles, - - 82
*J Say, good mafter Bacchus, aflride on your hut, 318
Say Myra, why is gentle love - 96
Say, mufe, what numbers will relate, 69
See, I languifh,fee Ifaint, - - 176
Belinda's Jure the brighteft thing, - 225*

See, firs ! fee here a doctor rare, - 222
See, fee the full bowl, - - 296
Since all thy voivs,falfe maid, are blown to air, 106
Since drinking has power /<? bring us relief, 319

. Singing charms the bleft~ above, - I

Since Selinda is my foe, - 90
Sinceyou will needs my heart poffefs, - 7 *

Soft invader of my fiul, - • 8

Some liken man to brittle gafs, » 313



INDEX.
Some fay kiting's a fin,

- . Page 271
Some fay "women are like thefea, - 324
Sooner than Til my love forgoe, - 241
Sound, found the mufick, found it, - 218
Sportive Zephyrs, fondly blowing, - 9
Stella and Flavia pleafe no more, - 2 4
Stella's bright foul may charm each hour, 25
Stern -winter has left us, the trees are in bloom, 1 8

1

Sum up all the delights, - . 3 of
Sweet echoyfweetejl nymph, tbatliv'ft unfeen 235
Sweet fir, foryour courtefie, - 41
Sweet tyrant, love, oh ! hear me now, 22

Swift, Sandy, Young, and Gay
;,

- - 250
Sylvia, on her arm reclining, -

1 3 j

*TELL me no mere I am deceived, •
35*4

•/ Tell me fio more,ye fimple'/wains - 13

That beauteous creature, for "whom Vm a lover, 37b

The appointed hour ofpromised blifs, - 24 >

The bonny grey efd morning begins to peep, 85"

The chafe is o'er, and on the plain, - 345
The Chevalier being void offear* - 349
The collier has a daughter, -

1 49

The gently budding rofe behold, - 231

The gods, and the godejfes lately didfeaftr 294
The gypfos came to our good lord's gate, 1 1 o

Thee I love, fweet Amoril, - - 261

The laird who in riches and honour would thrive, 84

The lawland lads think they are fine, - 356
The lawland maids gang trig and fine, $0%
Tfe longitude fnifton, - - 246
The malt-man comes on munday, - 364
The man that's contented is voidof all care, 2 65:

The meal was dear Jhort Jyne, - 10'6

The modes ofthe ccurtfo common art grown, 282



IN D E X,

The morn was fair, joft was the air, - Page 105
The ordnance board, - - 328
The flay oflove is now begun, - 256
Thefages ofold in prophecy told, - 326
The fun now lengthen d ev'ry /hade, - 20
The fun was now withdrawn, - 70
The thirfly earth drinks up the rain, - 316
The wanton god, that pierces hearts, • 95
The wheel oflife is turning quickly round, 6s
The women all tell me I'm falfe to my lafs, 293
The yellow-hair''d ladie fat down on yon brae, 83
There liv*d, long ago, in a country place, 29
There was anes a May, and [he loo'd na men, 157
There was a wife wtrfdin a glen, - 249
There was a jolly beggar, and a begging, &c. 237
Think when to pieajure the /ports do invite you, 96*

Th'irfis, ifyou my voice obey ,
- 208

Tho
>

Chile's out offajhion, » - $6
Tho* forfeven years and more - 39
Tho' women by proud men are fcorn

y

J, - 230
Thoughtlefs of all but love andyou, - 6j

Thou jhepherd, whofe intentive eye - 227
Through all the employments ofIfe, - 369
Thurfday in the morn the nintecnth of May, 355
Thus maidens bely their defires, - 241
Thus, while by you the Britijh arms - go

Thy fword within thefcabbard keep , - 248
Tibfry has a /lore of charms, - 77
'Tis liberty, dear\ liberty, alone, - « 225"

'Tis not on Chloe's heavenly face - 18

To arms, your enjign jlraight difplays, - $2
Toby Swill, - . . $°9
To Cella thus fond Damon faid, * • 183

To gain my gentle Jejjy t
- * I

J



INDEX.
Too laU for redrefs, and toofoonfor my eafe, Page i r 3,

To toaft thefair of Britain's ifle, - 31
Turn, Sophia, turn away, - - 259
9
Twos early in a morning, a morning of May, 190
Two gods ofgreat honour, Bacchus andApolk, 332
Twogojfips were merrily met, - 5-9

UNderneaih a mojfy mountain, . i6"j

20.Underneath this myrtle (hade,

Under this ftone lies Gabriel John, 3 4 1

Vain is every fond endeavour, • 232
Vainly now ye Jlrivs to charm me, - 49

JWANTON Cupid ceafe to hover, . 54
** Welcome fun andfuthern [bowers, 3 1

We'll drink and we'll never have done boys t 308-

We're gayly yet, and we're gayly yet, - 298
Were I affur'dyou'll conflant prove, - 85
What Cat advifes, - ' - - 335
What can ajfwage the pain man feels, . 232
What charms atrack my r'tivijh"d eyes, - 206
What is love, fantaftick boy, - - 342
What's the firing breathing violets and rofe, 262
What lives areJo happy , asthofeofthefair, 9
What man in his wits fSad not rather be poor, \y$
What pain, Corrina, he indures, . 246
What tho' thy face may vie, - - 1 6

When abfent from my foul's delight, - 158

When at my nymph's devoted feetT - - 9 S

When Aurora gilds the morning • - 1 5*

When beauty does her power purfie, - 243
IVhen Chloe was by Damon feen, - 94
Whenfair Zelinda came, - - 238
When Fanny Ifaw, as /he tr'ifdder the greeh, 178

Whenfirft byfond Damon Flavilla was feen, 1 00



INDEX. /-
When firft IJaw thee, graceful

r

, move, - s~ Page 1 84
When firft my dear ladie gadc to the preen hill, 366
When firft my free heart was infpir

y

(f'by defire, 229
When firft to Cambridge we do Come

>
- 337

When 1furvey Clarinda's charms, - 94.

When I think on this warId's pelf, - 297
When Vve a fixpence wider my thumb, - 299
When lovely Phillis thou art kind, - 312
When moJefl Lilians downcaft eyes - 205*

When my love the other day, - 50
When Myra arm'd with frowns her brow, 8
When Strephon to Chloe made love his pretence, 68
When fummer comes, thefwains on Tweed, 118
Whence comes it neighbour Dick, - 186
While blooming youth, and. gay delight, 3 3
While our flocks are a feeding, - - 131
While fome for pleafure patvn their health, 3 6
While fiome fing of beauty and merit, - 275*

While Strephon on fair Chloe hung, - 354
While the lover is thinking, • 320
While the town agrees, that Polly - 341
Whilfl I liften to thy voice, - 193
Whllft on thy dear bofom lying, - - 177
Whi'lft the town's brimful of folly, - 308
Why, cruel creature, why fo bent, - 188
Why has not love reflection's eyes ? - 173
Why fo pale and wane, fond lover, - 112
Why Jhould a foolijh marriage vow, - 79
Why flmCd a heart fo tender break, - 193
Why that fadnefs on thy brow, - 1 79
Where haveyou been, my lovely failor bold, 28
With horns, and with hounds I waken the day, 188
With tuneful pipe and hearty glee, - 15-1

JVbo'd and married dnd a\ - - 212
Would heaven indulge my love fick mind, - 239
Wouldyou chufe a wife for a happy life, 1 3 3



INDEX.
Would you have a young virgin offifteenyears, Page 127
WotCd you know how we meet o'er, &c. 306
Wouldyou paint the charming fair, - 6

rE commons and peers, pray lend meyour ears

,

343
Ye happy Jwains, whofe hearts are free, 3 J

Ye heavenly powers who guard the fair, — 204
Te medley of mortals, who make up this throng, 284
Te minutes, bring the happy hour, - - 194
Te nymphs and filvian gods, - 103
Te powers, was Damon then fo blefl, •-

'

214
Te (hepherds and nymphs that adorn the gay plain, 3 7

Tes, all the world muft fure agree, - 254
Tes, Pm in love, Ifeel it now, -

3
Te /wains, whom radient beauty moves, - S°
Te virgin powers, dejend my heart - 348
Te watchful guardians of the fair, - 215*

You bid me, fair, conceal my love, - - 274
Xvii fay, you love, and twenty more, - 114

Toit tell me Pm handfome, Iknow not how true, 185

You've heard, no doubt, how all the globe 329
Young Bacchus, when merry bejlriding bis butt, 330
Toung Cupid, Ifind, - - - 330
Young Roger came tapping at Dolly 1 window, 172

Toung Roger of the mill, - - 161

N. B. The two verfes which fhould have been print-

ed in page 185-, being the end of Jocky, will be

found at the tail of Jenny, page 182.














