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PREFACE
T& /fUSIC appears to have been one of

JlVA t^le mo^ ancient arts ; and, of all

others, vocal mufic muft undoubtedly
have been the firft kind, Plutarch

afcribes the firfl invention of mufic to

the god Apollo. It has always been
in great efleem among all nations, not
only for the innocent entertainment it

affords, but for the powerful effects and
agreeable influences it has over the

mind ; it raifes a variety of fublime
pleafures ; it pacifies wrath, calms the

paflions, and fills the mind with a love

of virtuous actions. The favourable
reception of the firfl edition of this

book, and the frequent demands for it,

fince it became fcarce, encouraged the
Editors to offer the prefent Collection,

greatly enlarged, and adapted to every
ipecies of fingers. The Editors have
had recourfe to mod of the fong- books
publiUied in the three kingdoms. Such
of the old fongs as have firmly flood
the teft of approbation are retained,
while thofe that would rank better in

a



ii PREFACE.
a collection of poems are entirely ex-
panged. Befides a vaO: number of mo-
dern fongs of real merit, inferred in this

Collection, will be found -the new fongs
fung at the Public Gardens fince the

fir ft publication ; likewife a few favour-
ite cantatas, catches and glees; to which
is added a number of original toaftsand

fentiments not to be met with in any
other book. As there have been fre-

quent complaints, that publications

of this kind often abound with ri-

baldry and indecency, the greateft care

has been paid in felecting, totally to

exclude every thing that would have

the final left tendency to corrupt the

morals or offend the ear of the moft
delicate reader.

How far the Editors' endeavours have

been fuccefsful, in rendering this Col-

lection an agreeable companion to the

focial mind, they muft leave to the de-

termination of the Public.



I N D E X.

A Page

AS Damon and Phillis were feeding their fheep, i O

Afk you who is fmging here, 40
All hail to the day that merits more praife, 4?

At the brow of the hill a fair ihepherdefs dwelt, 48
As how my bloom comes on apace, 70
Attend all ye fhepherds and nymphs to my lay, 72
As thro' the green meadow I chanced to pafs, 74
Awake my love with genial ray, 8

1

A dawn of hope my foul revives, 95
Adieu ye ftreams that fmoothly glide, 100

Alas ! when charming Sylvia's gone, III

At noon-tide as Colin and Sylvia lay, 1 14
Amidfl a rofy bank of flowers, 1 15
As bringing home the other day -122

A term full as long as the fiege of old Troy, 129
As Jamie gay gang'd blithe his way, 135
A friend of mine came here yeftretn, 137
Afk if yon damafk rofe be fweet, 141
As thro' the grove the other day, 149
Away to the field, fee the morning looks gray, J 5 [

Alas, my fon, you little know, 174
As Hebe was 'tending her fheep t'other day, 1 80
Alexis fhun'd his fellow fvvains, 187
As on the banks of Tweed I lay reclin'd, 204
As Patie came up frae the glen, 2 1

1

As down on the cowfiip dale I ilray'd, 228
Ah ! fure a pair was never feen, 239
At Totterdown hill there dwelt an old pair, 253
As I was ganging o'er the lee, 258
As down on Banna's banks I ilray'd, 259
A Parfon who had a remarkable foible, 269
A plague of thofe rnufty eld lubbers, 276

B
Bufy humble bee am I, 22
By the fide of a flream at the loot of a hill, 46
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Page

Blithe young Befs to Jean did fay, 49
Beneath a green fhade a lovely young fwain, 73
Britons, loyal and bold, 77
Bright Sol is return'd, the winter is o'er, 98
By Pinky houfe oft let me walk, 106
By the gayly circling glafs, I i£
Behold this fair goblet, 'twas carv'd from the tree, 145
Behold from many a hoftile more, 160
But are you fure the news is true, 167
Braw, braw lads of Galla water, 178
By fmooth winding Tay a fwain was reclining, 216
Beneath a beech's grateful fhade, 239
Behold from far what tidings are brought, 256
Blitheit lads and laffes gay, 268

C.

Come live with me, and be my love, 5
Come hear me, my boy, haft a mind to live long, 26
Contented all day I will fit by your fide, 27
Come, gie's a fang the lady cries, 42
Come hafte to the wedding ye friends and ye neighbours, 47
Come cheer up my lads, 'tis to glory we fteer, 60
Ceafe, rude Boreas, bluft'ring railer, 66
Coming home with my milk the young 'fquire I met, 74
Come all ye young lovers who wan with defpair, 79
Come, jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 82
Come, come my good fnepherds, 88
Come Colin, pride of rural fwains, 96
Come, Amanda, charming ci-eature, 157
Come gentle god of foft repofe, 201

Cupid god of ebon bow, 257
Come ye lads who wifh. to mine, 267

D.
Down by yon fhady grove, 83
De'il tak' the wars that hurried Billy from me, 134
Dear Chloe come give me fweet kilTes, 138

Do you hear, brother fportfman, 146
Down top gallant fails, Hand by your lee braces, V 154
Donald's a fiientlemaa, an' evermore Ihall, 175
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Page

Down the burn and thro* the mead, 195
Dear Tom, this brown jug that now foams with

mild ale, 216

E.

Ere Phoebus fhall peep on the frefh-budding flow'r, 1
1

3

Encompafs'd in an angel's frame, 240

F,

Fill me a bowl, a mighty bowl, 20

From Roflin Cartle's echoing walls, 57
For ever, Fortune, wilt thou prove, 105
For the lack of gold me has left me, ib.

From fweet bewitching tricks of love, 127

G.
Guardian angels hov'ring near me, 36
Gay Damon long iludy'd my heart to obtain, 141
Guardian angels now protect me, 158
Gin I had a wee houfe, and a canty wee fire, 175
Go patter to lubbers, and fwabs d'ye fee, 277

H.
How hard is the fortune of all womenkind, 55
How happy a lover's life paffes, 65
How happy were my days till now, 68
How dare you, bold Strephon, prefume thus to prate, 80
How bleil has my time been, 125
How happy is he, whoe'er he be, 130
How little do the landfmen know, 139
Hopelefs ftill, in filent anguim, 159
Herfell pe Highland fhentleman, 171
How pleafing glides our morn of youth, 183
How imperfeft is expreffion, 203
How fweet is' the woodland with fleet hound and

horn, 204
Flere each morn and every eve, 206
Hark, hark the joy infpiring horn, 2c3
Happy's the love that m-eets return, 214
Her fneep had in cluilers crept clofe fcQ the grove, 220

a 3



VI INDEX.

Hark the trumpet founds to arms,

Page

229

27

39
ib.

45
51

77

I.

I fat on a bank by the fide of a river,

If that the world and love were young,^
In fpring, my dear fhepherds, your rlow'rets are gay,

John Anderfon my jo, cum in as ze gae by,
If ever, O Hymen, I add to thy tribe,

I've been courting at a lafs,

I am a brifk and lively lafs,

In the drefs of free mafons, fit garments for Jove,

I gently touch'd her hand, (lie gave,

In the dead of the night, when with labour oppreft, 78
In city, town, and village, my fancy oft hath rov'd, 84
I've feen the fmiling of fortune beguiling, 100
In fpite of love at length I've found, 109
If love's a fweet pafiion, how can it torment, 124
If wine be a cordial, why dees it torment, 125
I'm forry, dear breth'ren, I'm forc'd to comply, 129
Jn the garb of old Gaul, with the fire of old Rome, 133
I had a horfe, I had nae mair, 1 66
I 11 fing of my lover all night and all day, 177
111 fing of my Jenny all day and all night, 178
In ancient times, as fongs rehearfe, 181

In wine there is all in life you can name, 184
I ha'e laid a herring in fa't, 199
In April when primrofes paint the fweet plain, 219
I winna marry ony man but Sandy o'er the lee, 234
In the morn as I walk'd thro' the mead, 246
In rip'mag age the female breaft, 247
If you can tell, ye mufes, fay, 265
In airy dreams foft fancy flies, 273

K.
Keep ye weel frae Sir John Malcom, 1 ic

Love and Folly were at play,

Love's a tempeft, life's the ocean,

Love's, a gentle, generous paffion,

4
25
ib.
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Page

Love, like the wind, is often changing, 26

Leave, neighbours, your work,and to fport and to play, 44
Let the grave and the gay enjoy life how they may, 75

Let the tempeil of war be heard from afar, 95
"Lord, what care I for mam or dad ! t 152

Lovely nymph afTuage my anguifh, 154
Lovely Damon, when thou'rt near me, 155
Let an empty fluttering fpirit, 202

Let me live remov'd from noife, 223

Let others Damon's praife rehearfe, 225

Laft Midfummer eve, as I pafs'd thro' the grove, 242

Lafl Valentine's day, when bright Phoebus fhone

clear, 243
Love's the tyrant of the heart, 275

M.
My laddie is gone far away o'er the plain, 1

1

My dog and my miitrefs are both of a kind, 38
My name is Argyle, you may think it ftrange, 58
Merry may the maid be 63
Maidens let your lovers languifh, 69
My fheep I negleded, I loft my (heep hook, 89
My love was once a bonny lad, 101

My banks they are furnim'd with bees, 189
My Jeanie and I have toiled 193
My Colin leaves fair London town, 196
My Sandy is the fweeteil fwain, 233
My bonny failor's won my mind, 241
My laiTes, do you Jockey ken, the pride of Aber-

deen, 252
My fweet pretty Mog, you're as foft as a bog, 263
My pride is to hold all mankind in my chain, 27c

N.
No glory I covet, no riches I want, 18
No more my fong mall be, ye fwains 54
Now pleafure unbounded refounds o'er the plains, 109
No longer let whimiical fongfters compare, 142
No flower that blows is like the rofe, 204
Now's the time for mirth and glee, 230
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Page
One midfummer morning when nature look'd gay, 9
One morning very early, one morning in the fpring, 19
O ! the valiant Jockey, 23
On Tay's fair banks you've often faid, 3

1

O'er all the wide ocean the billows were rolling 32
Oh, how could I venture to love one like thee, 61

O Nelly, no longer thy Sandy now mourn, 76
Once more I'll tune the vocal fhell, 9^
O'er Scotia's parched land the Naiads flew, 1 1

6

One night as poor Colin lay mufing in bed, 176
O were I able to rehearfe 191
One kind kifs before we part, 198
Our cares are all banifh'd, our fears are all o'er, ib

O, bonny lafs, will you lie in a barrack, 217
On Etrick banks, in a fummer's night, 221
On Teefe' fweet banks I fat with my Molly, 235
On a bank's flow'ry verge, befide a clear brook, 237
O I hae loft my filken fnood, 273

R.

Rail no more ye learned afles, 92

S.

Shepherds, I have loft my love, 8

Says Plato, why mould man be vain, 50
Stern winter has left us, the trees are in bloom, 52
Since honour has attended upon the marry'd date, 85
Shepherds would ye hope to pleafe us, 96
See the conquering hero comes, 97
Since wedlock's in vogue, 108

Sure a lafs in her bloom at the age of nineteen, 123
Sophia is bright as the morn, 182

Since artifts who fue for the trophies of fame, 222

Soft pleaiing pains, unknown before, 250
Since they trae'd me alone with a fwain to the grove, 254
Since glory calls, I muft away, 274

T.
5Twas fummer, and foftly the breezes were blowing, I
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Page

The world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 4
The bird that hears her neftlings ciy, 1

3

To fly, like a bird, from grove to grove, 1

4

The wanton god who pierces hearts, ib

The dufky night rides down the fky, 1

7

Thou rifmg fun, whofe gladfome rays, 2

1

Tell me lovely ihepherd where, 2 6

'Twas at midfummer's tide, no matter the day, 28

The lily and the blufhing rofe, 29
To eafe his heart and own his flame, 33
To ling of the nymph and her cot, 34
The fun from the eafl tips the mountains with gold, 37
'Twas in that feafon of the year, 56
'Tis a maxim I hold, while I live to purfue, ib.

The fpn'ng time returns and clothes the green plains, 60
There was a jolly beggar, 86
The laft time I went to the fair, 89
The illver moon's enamour'd beams, 93
Tho' my drefs and my manners, 97
There lives a (hepherd in the vale, 103
The women all tell me I'm falfe to my lafs, 120
'Twixt pleafmg hope and painful fear 126
Tho' women by proud men are fcorn'd, 128
The fun was fleeping in the main, 131
JTis nae very lang fmfyne, 136
That jenny's my friend, my delight, and my pride, 140
The nypmh that I lov'd, 143
The pride of all nature was fweet Willy O, 147
To fing you a fong, firs, it is my intention, 148
The echoing horn calls the fportfman abroad, 155
Tho' winter may fright us and chill us with cold, 156
The topfail fnivers in the wind, 160
There liv'd a wife in our gate end, 161
The ploughman he's a bonny lad, 163
The taylor came to clout the claife, 1 64
'Tis wine that chears the underftanding, 182
The morning's frefhnefs calls me forth 186
The fmiling morn the breathing fpring, 1 88
The fun juft glancing thro' the trees, 196
The tither morn, 207
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There was a jolly miller once, 209
To eafe my heart, I own'd my flame, 213
'Twas fummer, and the day was fair, 2

1

5

The laft time I came o'er the muir, 218
The fhepherd Adonis being weary'd with fport 223
To Handel's pleaftng notes as Chloe fung, 229
The wandering failor plows the main, 232
The lafs of Patie's mill, 236
There was a wife win'd in the glen^ 244
The fummer it v/as fmiling, all nature round was gay 248
Three lads contended for my heart, 250
To be merry and wife is a proverb of old, 251
Truil not man, for he'll deceive you, 262
There was a clever country girl, 272
The tuneful lav'rocks cheer the grove, v 255 -

V.
Vainly now ye ftrive to pleafe me, 202

W.
When bick'ring's hot, 5
When the trees were all bare, not a leaf to be feen 7
When the fheep are in the fauld, and the ky at hame, 1

6

With my holiday gown, and my new famion'd hat, 20
When Maggy firft perch'd wi' love, 2

1

When firft I beheld thee, 1 vow and proteft, 24
Who has e'er been at Baldock muft needs know the

mill, 30
Would you know how we meet o'er our jolly full

bowls, 34
Weep not, ye flreams of filver Tay, 35
Wert thou but mine ain thing, 64
Why heaves my fond bofom, 90
With the man that I love, 94
When Jockey was blefs'd with your love and your

truth, 102

When Delia on the plain appears, 104
When trees did bud, and fields were green, 107
Woo'd and married and a', 1 1

2

With tuneful pipe and merry glee, 123
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Page
When Jeffy fmll'd, her lovely look, 126
When I was of a tender age 15©
When daifies py'd, and violets blew, 152
When once the gods like us below, 153
Wine, wine we allow the brifk fountain of mirth, 156
While penfive on the lonely plain, 172
When Britons firft, at HeavVs command, 179
Waft, O Cupid ! to Leander, 1 84
Wine, wine in the morning, 190
When war's alarms entic'd my Willy from me, 1 94
What care I for your herrin' in fa't, 200
When firft by fond Damon Flavilla was feen, 205
With a chearful old friend and a merry old fong, 209
Wherever I'm going, and all the day long, 210
What beauties does Flora difclofe, 224
When Sol from the eaft has illumin'd the fphere, 226
When innocent paftimes our pleafures did crown, 227
When the heart is at eafe, how chearful each fcene, 252
While the bee flies from blofTom to bloflbm, and fips, 258
When milking my cow in a fine colour'd vale, 262
When fummer comes, the fwains on Tweed, 264
When firfl the eaft began to dawn, 265
When the trees all their beautiful verdure renew, 266
When fairies dance late in the grove, 271

Y.
Young Jockey is the blitheft lad, 12
Young Colin protefts I'm his joy and delight, 15
Ye nymphs and ye fhepherds that join in the throng, 30
Ye mufes niHe, O lend your aid, 54
Young Strephon I own is the joy of my heart, 62
Ye mortals whom fancies and troubles perplex, 69
Ye fair who mine thro' Britain's ifle, 7

1

Ye Sylvan powers that rule the plain, 91
Ye mortals whom forrow and trouble attend, 94
Ye fhepherds who bleft in your love, 132
Ye belles and ye flirts, and ye pert little things, 144
You fing of your goodman frae hame, 1 68
Ye fpcrtfmen draw near, 201
Ye fwains, when radiant beauty moves, 227
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Page

Young Jockey he courted fweet Maggy fo fair, 231
Ye dull thinking fouls who by troubles are preft, 233
Ye watchful guardians of the fair, 238
Young Jockey blithe at early dawn, 249
Ye gentle winds that foftly blow, 266
Young Damon long had lov'd, and long had woo'd, 274

I NDEX to the Catches and Glees.

Aaron thus propos'd to Mofes, 282
Amidft the myrtles as I walk, 283
Arm, arm the generous Britons cry, ib.

Come friends and companions let's take a full glafs, 280
Come, my boys, let's joyful be, 384
Give the toaft, my good fellow 282
Had fhe not care enough, 281
How merrily looks the man that hath gold, ib.

I love buftle, crouds, and rattle, 279
If you truft before you try, 283
Phillis, my faireft, how can you deny me, 28

1

Quoth Jack on a time to Tom, I'll declare it, 2$o
Since my Phillis hath fallen to my {hare, 279
See, my boys, the fuming bowl, ib.

The French are come, and Spaniards too, 280
To fhecp-fhear my boys, pipe and labour ftrike up, 283
The wife men were but feven, 284
When next (hall we meet to be merry and gay, 281

When frrft I faw thee graceful move, 282

Which is the road to a place of good cheer, ib.

Where the murmuring river flows, 284
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NEW COLLECTION
O F

CHOICE SONGS.

SONG I.

The BANKS of tlie DEE. Tune, Langolee.

With additions by a Lady.

5 r | ^WAS Summer, and foftly the breezes were blow-

X ' ing,

And fweetly the nightingale fung from the tree,

At the foot of a rock, where the river was flowing,

I fat myfelf down on the Banks of the Dee.
Flow on, lovely Dee, flow on, thou fweet river ;

Thy banks' pureft ftreams (hall be dear to me ever j

For there I firft gain'd the affection and favour

Of Jamie, the glory and pride of the Dee.

But now he's gone from me, and left me thus mourn-
Ing>

To quell the proud rebels, for valiant is he ;

And ah I there's no hopes of his fpeedy returning,

To wander again on the banks of the Dee.
A
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He's gone, helplefs youth ! o'er the rude roaring billows ;

The kindeft and fweeteft of all the gay fellows
;

And left me to ftray 'mong'ft the once loved willows,

The lonelieft maid on the Banks of the Dee.

But time, and my prayers, may perhaps yet reftore him

;

Bleft peace may reftore my dear fhepherd to me
;

And when he returns, with fuch care I'll watch o'er him,
He never mall leave the fweet Banks of the Dee.
The Dee then fhall flow, all its beauties difplaying ;

The lambs on its banks fhall again be feen playing ;

While I, with my Jamie, am carelefsly ftraying,

And tailing again all the fweets of the Dee.

Thus lung the fair maid on the banks of the river,

And fweetly re-echo'd each neighbouring tree
;

But now all thefe hopes mull evanifh for ever,

Since Jamie fhall ne'er fee the Banks of the Dee.
On a foreign fhore the fweet youth lay dying,

In a foreign grave his body's now lying
;

While friends and acquaintance in Scotland are crying

For Jamie the glory and pride of the Dee.

Mifhap on the hand by which he was wounded ;

Mifhap on the wars that call'd him away
From a circle of friends by which he was furrounded,

Who mourn for dear Jamie the tedious day.

Oh ! poor haplefs maid, who mourns difcontented

The lofs of a lover fo juflly lamented
;

By time, only time, can her grief be contented,

And all her dull hours become chearful and gay.

'Twas honour and bravery made him leave her mourn-

From unjufl rebellion his country to free

;

He left her, in hopes of his fpeedy returning

To wander again on the Banks of the Dee.

For this he defpifed all dangers and perils ;

'fwas thus he efpoufed Britannia's quarrels,

That when he came home he might crown her with

laurels,

The happiefl maid on the Banks of the Dee.
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But fate had determin'd his fall to be glorious,

Though dreadful the thought mull be unto me ;

He fell, like brave Wolfe, where the troops were victorious*

Sure each tender heart muft bewail the decree :

Yet, though he is gone, the once faithful lover,

And all our fine fchemes of true happinefs over,

No doubt he implored his pity and favour

For me he had left on the Banks of the Dee.

^^^^^^^^^^^•^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

SONG II.

RURAL CONTENTMENT.

Tune, bonny lafs willyou tie in a Barrack P

SAT on a bank by the fide of a river,

_ I thought my dear Jamie had left me for ever
%

But while I fat peniively %hing and mourning,

Ah ! who mould I fee, but my Jamie returning.

I ftraight ran to meet him, I threw my arms round him$

Still charming, Hill kind, ftill conftant I found him,

With ardor he prefs'd me, all ! who could oppofe him ?

While thus I reveal'd the warm wifh of my bofom.

O Hay, my dear Jamie, thy follies give over,

No more leave thefe plains, be no longer a rover,

No more feek for glory where cannons lcud rattle,

Nor leave my fond arms for the found of a battle.

For peace in a cottage, and paftoral pleafure,

Where love trips with joy, in fome frolicfome meafures

Believe me, my Jamie, are far more enticing

Than war's empty pomp which you've always been prizing*

My Jamie fmil'd fweetly, the linnets and thrufhes,

Who chanted their fongs from the jefTamjne bufhes,

The groves and the plains were fo gay, fo invitingj

They made him forget his ambition for fighting*

A z
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He faid he would love me, and never would leave me,

He gave me his hand that he ne'er would deceive me-

;

He fwore he'd no more mow his foes his refentment,

But live with his Annie in Rural Contentment.

SONG III.

FRIENDSHIP. By Mr Pope.

THE world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit,

And friendfnip's a jewel we feldom can meet

;

How ftrange does it feem, that in fearching around,

This fource of content is fo rare to be found

!

O friendfiiip ! thou halm, and rich fvveet'ner of life,

Kind parent of eafe, and compofer of ftrife ;

Without thee, alas ! what are riches and power
But empty delufion, the joys of an hour.

How much to be priz'd and efteem'd is a friend,

On whom we may always with fafety depend ?

Our joys, when extended, will always increafe,

And griefs, when divided, are hufn'd into peace.

When fortune is fmiling, what crouds will appear,

Their kindnefs to offer, and friendfhip fmcere
;

Yet change but the profpe£t, and point out diftrefs,

No longer to court you they'll eagerly prefs.

SONG IV.

LOVE and Folly were at play,

Both too wanton to be wife,

They fell out, and in the fray,

Folly put out Cupid's eyes. v.

Straight the criminal was tried,

And had his punifhment affign'd,

Folly mould to Love be tied,

And condemn'd to lead the blind.
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SONG V.

Pufh about the J O R U M. Sung by Mifs Catley*

WHEN bick'rings hot,

To high words got,

Break out at gameorum ;

The flame to cool,

My golden rule

Is puih about the Jorum.

With fift on jugg,

Coifs who can lug ?

Or fhew me that glib fpeaker9
Who her red rag

In gibe can wag,
With her mouth full of liquor,

SONG VL

The nvords from Shakefpeare, Sung by M'fs Catley»

COME live with me, and be my love,

And we will all the pleafures prove,

That hills and vallies, dale and field,

And all the craggy mountains yield,

There will we fit upon the rocks,

And fee the mepherds feed their flocks^

By mallow rivers, to whofe fall,

Melodious birds fmg madrigal.

There will I make beds of rofes,

With a thoul^pd fragrant pofies,

A cap of flowers, and a lurtle,

Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle 5

A gown made of the fin eft wool
Which from our pretty lambs we puHj
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Slippers Kn'd choicely for the cold,

With buckles of the pureft gold
;

A belt of ftraw, and ivy buds,

With coral clafps, and amber ftuds :

And if thefe pleafures may thee move,

Then live with me, and be my love.

The mepherd fwains mail dance and fing,

For thy delight each May morning :

If thefe delights thy mind may move,

Then live with me, and be my love.

SONG VII.

THE NYMPH'S REPLY. Sung by Mifs Cathy*

F that the world and love were young,

And truth in every fhepherd's tongue,

Thefe pretty pleafures might me move,

To live with thee, and be thy love.

But time drives flocks from field to fold,

When rivers rage, and rocks grow cold,

And Philomel becometh dumb,
And all complain of cares to come.

The flowers do fade, and wanton fields

To wayward winter reckoning yields :

A honey tongue, and heart of gall,

Is fancy's fpring, but forrow's fall.

Thy gowns, thy (hoes, thy beds of rofes,

Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy poiies,

Soon break, foon wither, foon forgotten,

In folly ripe, in reafon rotten.

Thy belt of ftraw and ivy buds,
J

Thy coral clafps, and amber ftuds
;'
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All thofe in me no means can move

To come to thee, and be thy love.

But could youth laft, and love ftill breed,

Had joys no date, nor age no need

;

Then thefe delights my mind might move

To live with thee, and be thy love.

SONG VIII.

THE WISH.

WHEN the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be feen,

And the meadows their beauty have loft,

When Nature's difrob'd of her mantle of green,

And the waters bound up by the froft,

When the heavy dull peafant is ftviv'ring with cold,

As the bleak northern winds they do blow,

And the innocent flocks too, we likewife behold,

With their fleeces all cover'd with fnow

;

In the yard when the cattle are fodder'd with ftraw,

And fend forth their breath like a fteam
;

And the neat looking dairy-maid fees fhe mull thaw
Flakes of ice that fhe finds in the cream

;

When the pretty young lafs, frefh and red as a rofe,

As fiie trips it along often Hides,

While the nifties laugh loud, if by falling, fhe mows,
Ail the charms that her modeily hides

;

When the birds to the barn-door hover for food,

As with filence they reft on the fpray

;

And the poor timid hare in vain feeks the wood,
Left her footfteps her path mould betray

;

When the lads and the laffes ibgether are got,

And all clofe round the embers are fet,

Talk of fairies, church-yards, and of ghoils, and what
not,

Till the laifes are all in a fweat j
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When the children, where puddles are froze, make their

Aides,

And exercife there till they glow,

And when black heavy clouds much foul weather betides,

Drooping birds hop around in the fnow

;

When the bleak ftormy winds drive the fnow and the

fleet,

And no fowl's to be feen on the wing,

While I gaze may I doat on her charms, and there meet
With the bloom and the fweetnefs of fpring.

Heaven grant in that feafon it may be my lot,

That with her I fo love and admire,

While the icicles hang on the eves of our cot,

To be warm I may thither retire.

Where in neatnefs and quiet, and free from furprife
?

May we live and no hardfhips endure,

Nor feel any turbulent paffions arife,

But that which each other may cure.

SONG IX.

ANNA, a favourite. Irim fong,

Sung by Mifs Cathy.

SHEPHERDS, I have loft my love,

Have you feen my Anna,
Pride of every fhady grove,

Upon the banks of Banna.

I for her my home forfook,

Near yon miily mountain,

.Left my flock, my pipe, my crook,

Greenwood {hade, and fountain.

Never (hall I fee them more,

Until her returning,

All the joys of life are o'er,

From gladnefs chang'd to mourning*,
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Whither is my charmer flown,

Shepherds tell me whither,

Ah ! woes me, perhaps fhe's gone

For ever and for ever.

SONG X.

Sung at Ranelagb.

ONE midfummer morning when nature look'd gay,

The birds full of frolick, the lambs full of play,

When earth feem'd to anfwer her fmiles from above,

A nd all things proclaim'd it the feafon for love
;

My mother cried, Nancy go haile to the mill,

If the corn is not ground you may fcold if you will.

The freedom to ufe my tongue pleas'd me no doubt,

For a woman, alas ! would be nothing without

;

I went toward the mill without any delay,

And conn'd o'er the words I intended to fay ;

But when I came near her, I found her ftock ftill,

Blefs my liars ! now cried I, huff him rarely I will.

The miller to market that inftant was gone,

And the work was all left to the care of his fon ;

And though I could fcold as well as any woman can,

Yet I thought it would be wrong for to fcold the young
man.

I faid I'm furpris'd you can ufe me fo ill,

Sir, I mull have my corn ground, I mull and I will.

Sweet maid, cried the youth, the negleft is not mine,

There's no corn in the town I'd grind fooner than thine j

There's no one more willing to pleafure the fair,

The mill mail go merrily round I declare :

But hark how the birds ling, and hear how they bill,

Now I mull have a kifs lirft, I mult and I will.

My corn being ground, I to home bent my way

;

He whifper'd he'd fomething of moment to fay,
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Infilled to hand me along the green mead,
And there fwore he lov'd me indeed and indeed

;

And that he'd be conftant and true to me ftill,

So fince that time I've lov'd him, and love him I will.

I often fay, Mother, the miller I'll huff,

She laughs and cries, Go, girl,- 1 plague him enough

;

But fcarce a day paifes, but by her defire,

I ileal a fly kifs from the youth I admire.

If wedlock he wifhes, his wifh I'll fulfil,

And I'll anfwer, O yes, with a hearty good will.

SONG XI.

AS Damon and Phillis were feeding their fheep,

The fwain on a cock of new hay fell aflecp ;

The nymph for a frolic flept behind a green oak,

To hear what her Damon woul(| fay when he 'woke.

Not long fhe'd been there when the fwain op'd his

eyes,

And miffing his Phillis was ftruck with furprife ;

He fnatch'd up his crook, and ran wild o'er the plain,

And thus he inquir'd of each nymph and each fwain :

Have you e'er feen a fliepherdefs palling this way,

As blyth as the morn, and as bright as the day ?

In ruffet apparel, yet grand in her mein,

Refembling in beauty the fair Cyprefs queen.

Two lambkins milk white unto you I will give,

Let me but fome tidings of Phillis receive ;

And if you will be but fo gen'rous, ye fwains,

As return me my Phillis, take a kifs for your pains.

Thus he fpoke, but no tidings of Phillis could hear,

Then back to his flocks he return'd in defpair

;

The nymph, when fhe faw him, ftep'd out and cry'd, Bo,

And, laughing at his care, cried> Go, Damon, Go.
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Both joy and furprife at once ftruck the poor fwain,

With raptures he gaz'd on his Phillis again ;

He chided a little, (he bluuYd at his care,
^

And each gave a kifs and made up the affair.

SONG XII.

The S E A S O N for L O V E.

By Mr. Cunningham.

IN Spring, my dear Shepherds, your flowrets are gay,

They breathe all their fweets in the funfhine of May ;

But hang down their heads when December draws near,

The Winter of life is like that of the year.

The larks and the linnets that chant o'er the plains,

All, all are in love while the Summer remains ;

Their fweet hearts in Autumn no longer are dear,

" The Winter of life is like that of the year."

The feafon for love is when youth's in its prime

;

Ye lads and ye laffes make ufe of your time

;

The froft of old age will too quickly appear,

The Winter of life is like that of the year.

SONG XIII.

NEW JOCKEY.

MY laddie is gone far away o'er the plain,

While in forrow behind I am forc'd to remain
;

Though blue bells and vi'lets the hedges adorn,

Tho' trees are in blofTotn, and fweet blows the thorn

;

No pleafure they give me, in vain they look gay,

There's nothing can pleafe now, my Jockey's away

;

Forlorn I fit finging, and this is my ilrain,

Halte, hafle, my dear Jockey, to me back again*
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When lads and their lafTes are on the green met,

They dance and they fing, they laugh and they chat.

Contented and happy, with hearts full of glee,

I can't without envy their merriment fee ;

Thofe paitimes offend me, my fhepherd's not there,

No pleafure I relifh that Jockey don't fhare,

It makes me to figh, I from tears fcarce refrain,

I wifh my dear Jockey return'd back again.

But hope fhall fuftain me, nor will I defpair,

He promis'd he would in a fortnight be here

;

On fond expectation my wifhes I'll feaft,

For love my dear Jockey to Jenny will hafte,

Then farewel each care, and adieu each vain figh,

Who'll then be fo bleft and fo happy as I,

I'll fing on the meadows, and alter my (train,

When Jockey returns to my arms back again.

WAbSWAVA^fJk^T&V^Vjik'V 4feW&SSP

SONG XIV.

YOUNG JOCKEY,

YOUNG Jockey is the blytheft lad

That ever maiden woo'd,

When he appears my heart is glad,

For he is kind and good :

He talks of love where'er we meet,

His words in rapture flow,

Then tunes his pipes, and lings fo fweet,

I have no power to go.

All other lafTes he forfakes,

And flies to me alone
;

At every fair, and all our wakes

To me he makes his moan :

He buys me toys and fweetmeats too,

And ribbons for my hair,

No fwain was ever half fo good,

Nor half fo kind and fair,
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Where'er I go I nothing fear

If Jockey is but by ;

For I alone am all his care,

When ever danger's nigh.

He vows to wed next Whitfunday,
And make me bleft for life,

Can I refufe, ye maidens fay,

To be young Jockey's wife.

"$•*"••<$>>• ••«$ >-<%>:<%>•:.<% >«..«^•|^>-.<vj(>...^^, )..... < ,ifi,..,. <^ > .... < ^ > ....< ^1.

SONG XV.

THE BIRD.

THE bird that hears her neftlings cry?

And flies abroad for food,

Returns impatient thro' the iky,

To nurfe the callow brood :

The tender mother knows no joy,

But bodes a thoufand harms :

And iickens for the darling boy,
When abfent from her arms.

Such fondnefs with impatience join'd
My faithful bofom fires ;

.
'

Now forc'd to leave my fair behind,
The queen of my defires :

The pow'rs of verfe too languid prove,
All fimiles are vain,

To mew how ardently I love,

Or to relieve my pain.

The faint with fervent zeal infpir'd,

For heav'n and joy divine ;

*

The faint is not with raptur'd flr'd,

More pure, more warm than mine :

I tale' what liberty Ldare,
.

'Twere impious to fay more
;

Convey my longings to the fair,

. The goddefs I adore.

B
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SONG XVI.

All I aik o£ M O R T A L MAN.

THE wanton god who pierces hearts

Dips in gall his pointed darts,

But the nymph difdains to pine,

Who bathes the wound with rofy wine.

Rofy wine, rofy wine,

Who bathes the wound with rofy wiae.

Farewel, lovers., when they're cloy'd ;

If I am fcorn'd becaufe enjoy'd,

Sure the fqueamifh fops are free

To rid me of dull company.
Sure they're free, fure they're free,

To rid me of dull company.

They have their charms while mine can pleafe,

I love them much, but more my eafe ;

Jealous fears me ne'er moleft,

Nor faithlefs vows fhall break my reft.

Break my reft, break my reft,

Nor faithlefs vows mall break my reft.

Why mould they ever give me pain,

Who to give me joy difdain ?

All I hope of mortal man,

Is to love me while he can.

While he can, while he can,

Is to love me while he can.

s&tJKtjKtJKtmvmmmuts&ts

SONG XVII.

TO fly, like a Tpird, from grove to grove,

To wander like the bee ;

To fip of fweets, and tafte of love,

Is not enough for me :

£8k
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No fluttering paffions wake my breaft,

I wifh the place to find

Where fate may give me peace and reft,

One mepherd to my mind.

To every youth I'll not be gay,

Nor try on all my power

;

Nor future pleafures throw away
In toyings for an hour :

I would not reign the general toaft,

Be prais'd by all the town ;

A thoufand tongues on me are loft,

I'll hear but only one.

For which of all the flattering train

Who fwarm at beauty's ihrine,

When youth's gay charms are in the wane,

Will court their fure decline ?

Then fops, and wits, and beaux forbear,

Your arts will never do ;

For fome fond youth fliall be my care,

Life's chequer'd feafon through.

My little heart {hall have a home,
A warm and fhelter'd neft ;

No giddy flights fhall make me roam
From where I am moft bleft

:

With love and only that dear fwain,

What tranquil joys I fee !

Farewel, ye falfe, inconftant train,

For one is all to me.
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SONG XVIII.

YOUNG Colin protefts I'm his joy and delight,

He's ever unhappy when I'm from his fight

;

He wants to be with me wherever I go,

The deuce fure is in him for plaguing me fo.

B 2
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His pleafure all day is to fit by my fide,

He pipes and he fings, tho' I frown and I chide ;

I bid him depart, but he, fmiling, fays No,
The deuce fure is in him for plaguing me fo.

He often requefts me his flame to relieve,

I aik him what favour he hopes to receive ?

His anfwer's a figh ! when in blufhes I glow

;

What mortal befide him would plague £ maid fo ?

This breaft-knot he yefterday brought from the wake,
And foftly intreated I'd wear't for his fake ;

Such trifles 'tis eafy enough to beftow

;

I fure deferve more for his plaguing me fo.

He hands me each eve from the cot to the plain,

And meets me each morn to conduct me again j

But what's his intention I wifh I could know,
For I'd rather be married than plagu'd with him fo,

SONG XIX.

AULD ROBIN GRAY.

WHEN the meep are inthefauld,and the kyat hame,
And a' the warld to lleep are gane,

The waes of my heart fa's in mowers frae my ee%
When my goodman lies found by me.

Young Jamie loo'd me well, and he fought me for

his bride,

But faving a crown he had naething befide
;

To make that crown a pound my Jamie went to fea,

And the crown and the pound were baith for me.

He hadna' been awa' a week but only twa,

When my mither fhe fell ill, and the cow was flow's*

My father brake his arm, and my Jamie went to fea,

And auld Robin Gray came a courting me.
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My father cou'dna' work, and my mither cou'dna' fpin,

I toil'd night and day, but their bread I cou'dna' win
;

Auld Rob niaintain'd them baith, and, wi' tears in his ee%

Said, Jenny, for their fakes, O marry me.

My heart it faid nay, I look'd for Jamie back,

But the wind it blew high, and the fhip it was a wreck

;

The fhip it was a wreck, why didna' Jenny die,

And why do I live to cry, Waes me.

Auld Robin argu'd fair, tho' my mither didna' fpeak,

She look'd in my face till my heart was like to break,,

So they gied him my hand, tho' my heart was in the fea,

And Auld Robin Gray is guidman to me.

I hadna been a wife a week but only four,

When, fitting fae mournfully at the door,

I faw my Jamie's wreath, but I didna' think it he,

Till he faid, I'm come back for to marry thee.

fair did we greet, and muckle did we fay,

We took but ae kifs, and we tore ourfelves away

;

I wifh I were dead, but I'm no like to die,

And why do I live to fay, Waes me.

1 gang like a ghaift, and carena' to fpin,

I darena' think on Jamie, for that wou'd be a fin

;

But I'll do my belt a guidwife to be,

For auld Robin Gray is kind to me.

SSgoooooooS 5 1° SSEooooo

SONG XX.

A favourite HUNTING SONG, By Dr Arm,

THE dulky night rides down the Hey,

And ufhers in the morn ;

The hounds all join in jovial cry,

The huntfman winds his horn.

Chorus. And a hunting we will go, &c.

» 3
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The wife around her hufband throws

Her arms to make him {lay

;

My dear, it rains, it hails, it fnows,

You cannot hunt to day.

Char, Yet a hunting; we will go, &c.

Away they fly to 'fcape the rout,

Their fteeds they foundry fwitch ;

Some are thrown in, fome are thrown out,

And fome thrown in the ditch.

Chor. Yet a hunting we will go, &c.

At laft from ftrength to faintnefs worn,

Poor Reynard ceafes flight

;

Then, weary, homeward we return,

And drink away the night.

Chor. And a drinking we will go, &c.

SONG XXI.

NO glory I covet, no riches I want,

Ambition is nothing to me ;

The one thing I beg of kind Heav'n to grant,

Is a mind independent and free.

With paflions unruffled, untainted with pride,

By reafon my life let me fquare :

The wants of my nature are cheaply fupply'd,

And the reft are but folly and care.

The bleffing which Providence freely has lent,

I'll juilly and gratefully prize ;

While fweet meditation, and chearful content,

Shall make me both healthy and wife.

In the pleafure the great man's profeffions difplay,

Unenvy'd I'll challenge my part,

For ev'ry fair object my eyes can furvey,

Contributes to gladden my heart.
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How vainly, through infinite trouble and ftrife,

The many their labouis employ !

Since all that is truly delightful in life,

Is what all, if they will, may enjoy.

zrdrjr-Afjp mFatatjrat atatatafavav*r it^p

S O N G XXII.

THE MAID IN BEDLAM.

NE morning, very early; one morning, in the fpring,

I heard a maid in' bedlam, who mournfully did ling;

Her chains (he rattled in her hand, while fweetly thus

fung (he,

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

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

And cruel cruel was the fhip, that bore my love from me,
Yet I love his parents, fince they're his, altho' they've

ruin'd me
;

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

U mould it pleafethe pitying pow'rs to call me to the Iky,

I'd claim a guardian angel's charge around my love to fly,

To guard him from all dangers, how happy mould I be ?

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

I'll make a ilrawy garland, I'll make it wondrous fine.

With rofes, lilies, dailies, I'll mix the eglantine
;

And I'll prefent it to my love, when he returns from, fea,

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

Oh, if I were a little bird to build upon his bread !

Or if I were a nightingale, to fing my love to reft !

To gaze upon his lovely eyes, all my reward mould be

;

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

Oh, if I were an eagle to foar into the iky ! (fyjf
I'd gaze around with piercing eyes where I my love might
But ah ! unhappy maiden ! that love you ne'er (hall fee ;

Yet I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me.
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SONG XXIII.

WITH my holiday gown, and my new famion'd hat,

Laft Monday I went to the fair

;

I held up my head, and I'll tell you for what,

Young Roger I thought would be there.

He wooes me to marry, whene'er we do meet,

Sure honey does dwell on his tongue

;

And indeed he's fo handfome, fo mild and difcreet,

ThatI w— w— wou'd, that I w— w— wou'd, that I'd

marry if I were not too young.

He whifpers fuch foft pretty things in mine ear,

He vows, and he fighs, and implores
;

Such ribbons he bought me, fuch trinkets and ware,

Till, truft me, my pockets ran o'er :

A fong too he bought me, the beft he could find,

With which I was mightily flung

;

And indeed, &c.

The fun being declin'd, it was time to retire,

My cottage lay diftant a mile,

I rofe from my chair, Roger bow'd like a fquire,

And he handed me over the ftile :

His arms he threw round me, love play'd in his looks,

While we walked the meadows along
j

And indeed, &c.

SONG XXIV.

TL^E MIGHTY BOWL,

FILL me a bowl, a mighty bowl,

Large as my capacious foul

;

Vail as my thirft is, let it have

Depth enough to be my grave :

I mean the grave of all my care
?

For I dcfign to bury't there.
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Let it of filver fafhion'd be,

Worthy of wine, worthy of me ;

Worthy to adorn the fpheres,

As that bright cup amongft the ftars.

Fill me a bowl, &c.

w. 1 ya 1 3$ 1 )& 1 y& i $ $$ f ^ § $s t
'^ i ^ i ^

SONG XXV.

TWEEDSIDE. By a Lady.

WHEN Maggy firft pearched wi' love,

I carry'd my noddle fu' hi'

;

Nae goudfpink in a' the gay glade,

Or mavis fo happy as I.

I pip'd, and I danc'd, and Ifang;
I woo'd, but I came nae good fpeed

;

Therefore into England I'll gang,

And lay my banes over the Tweed.

To Maggy my love I did tell,

Sa't tears did my paffion exprefs
;

Woe's me, for I loo'd her o'er well,

And woman loves nae fie man lefs.

SONG XXVI.

A LAPLAND LOVE SONG,

THOU riling fun ! whofe gladfome ray

Invites my fair to rural play,

Difpel the mill, and clear the Ikies,

And bring my Orra to my eyes.

Oh ! were I fure my dear to view,

I'd climb the pine-tree's topmoft bough s

Aloft in air that quivering plays,

And round and round for ever gaze.
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My Orra Moor, where art thou laid ?

What woods conceal my fleeping maid ?

Up by the roots, enrag'd, I'll tear

The trees that hide my promis'd fair.

could I ride on clouds and fides.

Or on the raven's pinions rife !

Ye ftorks, ye fwans, a moment flay,

And waft a lover on his way.

My blifs too long my bride denies,

Apace the wafting fummer flies ;

Nor yet the wint'ry blafts I fear,

Not ftormsor nights ihall keep me here.

What may for ftrength with fteel compare ?

Oh ! love has flronger fetters far !

By bolts of fteel are limbs confin'd,

But cruel love enchains the mind.

No longer then perplex the breaft

;

When thoughts perplex, the firft are beft :

'Tis mad to go, 'tis death to flay

;

Away to Orra, hafte away.

SONG- XXVII.

THE BEE.

BUSY humble bee am I,

That range the garden funny

;

From flow'r to flow'r I changing fly,

And ev'ry flower's my honey,

Bright Chloe, with her golden hair,

A while my rich jonquile is,

Till, cloy'd with fipping ne£tar there,

1 fhift to rofy Phillis. I fhift, &fr.

But Phillis's fweet opening breaft

Remains not long my flation,
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For Kitty rauft be now addrefs'd,

My fpicy breath'd carnation.

Yet Kitty's fragrant bed I leave,

To other flow'rs I'm' rover
;

And all in turns my love receives,

The gay wide garden over. The gay, &c*

Variety that knows no bound

My roving fancy edges,

And oft with Flora I am found,

In dalliance under hedges :

For as I am an arrant bee

Who range each bank that's funny,

Both fields and gardens are my fee,

And ev'ry flower's my honey. And every, &c,

SONG XXVIII.

o ! The valiant Jockey
Leaves his lovely Peggy,

On loud calls, To arms, he rauft away ;

Fill your flowing glaffes,

Farewel, bonny laffes,

For no longer with you I can Hay. For no longer, &c.

Peggy.

O, Jockey, do not leave me ! '

O, how much you grieve me !

Stay at home in your own native land !

Let them go my honey,

That want friends and money,
Jockey, you have both at your command. Jockey, &c.

Jockey.
Pe£gy> leave off pleading,

That's a wrong proceeding ;

I love you, but, alas ! 'tis all in vain
;

I mull prefer before you
Fame, honour and glory,

Which caufes me to crofs the raging main. Which, &c»
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Peggy-

When Jockey's on the billows,

Peggy's on the willows,

Venting out her bitter grief and moan ;

When Jockey lies a-fleeping,

Peggy lies a-weeping,

Always wifhing for his fafe return.

AJways wifhing, &c.

3^—33£—*:^*—
SONG XXIX.

PROGRESS OF LOVE.

WHEN firft I beheld thee, I vow and proteft,

I felt a ftrong fomething flrike into my bread

;

It fmarted and tickled, fo pleaiing the pain,

I wifh'd for it gone, then wifh'd for it again :

My heart pitta-patted, I cannot tell how,

Feel, Chloe ! it flutter'd juft as it does now.

When I rofe with the lark to pipe forth a fond lay,

And chided the time till you brighten'd the day,

That moment gay nature fmil'd on my fweet maid,

I long'd to falute thee, but Hill was afraid :

My heart pitta-patted, I cannot tell how, (brow.

Methought when I prefs'd you, frown hung in your

When chofe queen of May, and the fwains all around,

Stood with wonder to fee fo much beauty abound,

Young Damon approach'd you with languifhing look,

And, low bowing, prefented his new-carven crook :

My heart pitta-patted, I cannot tell how,

At his languifhing look and his courtly low bow.

'Twas one fummer's eve (oft it comes to my mind,

When Colin grew bleft, as his Chloe grew kind),

When fhepherds to fold drove their day weary'd train,

And oxen from labour low'd over the plain :

My heart pitta-patted, I cannot tell how,

As we fat and frp'd fyllabub under the cow.
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When abfent from thee, I grew reftlefs to all,

And dreaded the dangers that might thee befal

;

But truft me, my fair one ! when you did appear,

Ah, little you think what your Colin felt here !

My heart pitta-patted, juft as it does now ;

And I'm happy fmce Chloe accepts of my vow.

«$• *^> $•&* $> •»*•# *h»iv >"*>"•" •$••» ftj
•**%***$^>4$*

SONG XXX.

LOVE A TEMPEST.

LOVE'S a tempeft, life's the ocean,

Paffions crofs'd the deep deform

;

Rude and raging tho' the motion,

Virtue fearlefs braves the ftorm.

Storms and tempefts may blow over,

And fubfide to gentle gales ;

So the poor defpairing lover,

When leaft hoping, oft prevails.

SONG XXXI.

LOVE'S a gentle gen'rous paffion,

Source of all fublime delight

;

When with mutual inclination,

Two fond hearts in one unite.

What are titles, pompt or riches,

If compar'd with true content ?

That falfe joy which now bewitches,

When obtain'd we may repent,

Lawlefs paffion brings vexation,

But a chafte and conftant love,

Is a glorious emulation

Of the blifsful Hate above.

C
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SONG XXXII.

THE CONSTANT TAR.

LOVE, like the wine}, is often changing,
Like the fea it ebbs and flows

;

Let the youth whofe heart is ranging,

Fear the nymph whom moll he knows.

But give me, Fate, one faithful pilot,

To direel: and guide my foul

:

Changing lovers then I'll fmile at,

She's my magnet, {lie's my pole.

SONG XXXIII,

TO ATTAIN A LONG LIFE.

COME hear me, my boy, haft a. mind to live long,

Take a dofe of brifk elaret, and part of a fong

;

A gen'rous heat good wine does impart,

And time to good mufic is beat by the heart

:

Let each be content with his own proper itore,

And keep ourfelves honed, though the world keeps us

poor.

^3^^>&&>tS-&^4*y« ^ %i^ M'&-#.&^i&'M ;$'

S O N G XXXIV.

TELL me, lovely fhepherd, where

Thou feed'll at noon thy fleecy care
;

Direct me to the fweet retreat

That guards thee from the mid-day heat

;

Left by thy flocks I lonely ftray,

Without a guide, -and lofe my way :

Where reft at noon thy bleating care,

Gentle fhepherd, tell me where.
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SONG XXXV.

Woman.

JOHN Anderfon my jo, cum in as ze gae by,

And ze fall get a fheep's held weei baken in a pie,

Weel baken in a pie, and the haggis in a pat

:

John Anderfon my jo, cum in, and ze's get that.

Man.
And how do ze, cummer ? and how do ze thrive ?

And how many bairns .hae ze ?~*-Wom.-~Cummer, I hae

five;

Man.*~-~Are they to sour ain guidman I—Worn.—No,
Cummer, no

;

For four o* them were gotten quhan Willie was awa'.

SONG XXXVI.

Sung in the Chaplet by Mr Vernon and Mrs Scott.

Damon.

CONTENTED all day I will fit by your fide,

Where poplars far ftretching o'er-arch the cool tide j

And while the clear river runs purling along,

The thrum and the linnet contend in their fong.

I,aura.

Whilft you are but by me no danger I fear

;

Ye lambs reft in fafety, my Damon is near

;

Bound on, ye blithe kids, now your gambols may pleafe*

For my fhepherd is kind, and my heart is at eafe.

For my mepherd, &c

Damon.
Ye virgins of Britain, bright rivals of day,

The wifh of each heart, and the theme of each lay
j

Ne'er yield to the fwain till he make you a wife,

For he who loves truly will take you for life.

C 2 For he who, &cv
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Laura.

Ye youths, who fear nought but the frowns of the fair,

'Tis yours to relieve, not to add to their care

;

Then fcorn to their ruin affiftance to lend,

Nor betray the fweet creatures you're born to defend.

Nor betray, &c.

Damon.
For their honour and faith be our virgins renown'd,

;

Nor falfe to his vows one young fhepherd be found

:

Be their moments all guided by virtue and truth,

To preferve in their age what they gain'd in their

youth.

To preferve, &c.

SONG XXXVII.

THE RAMBLE.
JHpWAS at Midfummer's tide, no matter the day,

I The lambkins were merry, and the birds grac'd

the fpray,

I rambled with Patty unto the green grove,

Attended by no one but mufic and love.

The murmuring brooks in fweet harmony flow'd,

And the foft breathing zephyrs fo wantonly blow'd ;

We rambled, we tattl'd, all in the green grove,

Attended by no one but mufic and love.

Flow on, foft meanders, in mirth ever flow,

To warn away forrow and heart aching woe j

Let no troubles moleft us while in the green grove,

Attended by no one but mufic and love.

May Fortune, e'er fmiling, blefs Patty and I,

Our bofoms be ftrangers to care, fear, or figh ;

O then in fweet raptures we'll trace the green grove !

Attended by no one but mufic and love.
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SONG XXXVIII.

IN PRAISE OF WOMEN,

THE lily and the blufhing rofe

To many give delight

;

But not a flow'r on earth that grows

Is half fo bright a fight,

As lovely women,
Charming women,
Pleaiing, teafing,

Heavenly women.

Pray what makes cowards brave and bold ?

Or what gives poets birth ?

Or what makes people fond of gold ?

Or pleafure dwell on earth ? But lovely women, &Gr

Or what's the pageantry of kings ?

Or pleafures of the bowl ?

But vain, prefumptuous, gaudy things,

Deftroyers of the foul, Unlefs fweet women, tke*

When men are fore opprefs'd with grief,

and roam in fearch of peace,

There's nought can give fuch fure relief,

And make their torments ceafe,

Such pow'r has women,
Virtuous women, &c.

Then, fince the fair give fuch delight,

Aloud refound their praife
;

For who can view the glorious fight

And not their voices raife ? To lovely women, &c-

The rich, the poor, the bold, the brave,

The lord, the clown, and king,

The peafant, courtier, prieft, and knave,
In diff'rent ftrains will fmg
To praife fweet women, &c.

c 3
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SONG XXXIX.

ADVICE TO THE LADIES.

YE nymphs, and ye fhepherds, that join in the throng,

Pray tarry a while and attend to my fong

;

The ftory, tho' fimple, is true that I tell,

I hope it will pleafe you all wonderful well.

I went t'other day to a walk on the green,

And met with a lafs fair as beauty's gay queen ;

I afk'd for a kifs, but the damfel faid No,
And Ilruggl'd and frown'd, and cry'd Pray let me go.

I tenderly cried, Phillis don't be a prude ;

But Hill Ihe return'd, I'll cry out if you're rude :

The more that I prefs'd her, the more me cried No,
And Ilruggl'd and frown'd, and cry'd Pray let me go.

I found no intreaties would make her comply,

Whenever I touch'd her 'twas, Fye, Colin, fye

;

So I fent for a parfon, and made her my wife,

And now I am welcome to kifs her for life.

Ye virgins that hear, learn example from this,

Take care how too freely you part with a, kifs j

Conceal for a time all the favours you can,

For that's the bell way to make fure of your man.

SONG XL.

Sung by Mr Beard.

HO has e'er been at Baldock mull needs know the

mill,

At the fign of the horfe, at the foot of the hill,

Where the grave and the gay, the clown and the beau,

Without all diftinclion promifcuoully go.

Where the grave, &c.
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This man of the mill has a daughter fo fair,

With fo pleating a fhape and fo winning an air,

That once on the river's green bank as I Hood,

I'd fwore (lie was Venus juft fprung from the flood.

That once, &c.

But, looking again, I perceiv'd my miflake,

For Venus, tho' fair, has the looks of a rake,

While nothing but virtue and modefty fill

The more beautiful looks of the lafs of the mill.

While nothing, &c.

Prometheus Hole fire, as the poets all fay,

To enliven that mafs which he modell'd of clay

:

Had Polly been with him, the beams of her eyes

Had fav'd him the trouble of robbing the fkies.

Had Polly, &c.

Since firfl I beheld the dear lafs of the mill,

I can never be quiet, but, do what I will,

All day and all night I figh, and think ftill

I (hall die if I have not the lafs of the mill.

I (hall die, &c.

Hold, hold, fays my neighbour, here flop thy career,

Prithee finifh thy fong, and let's drink to the fair

:

Pray where ftands the bottle ? full brimmers we'll fill,

Let's all drink the health of the lafs of the mill.

Pray where, &c.

SONG XLI.

ON Tay's fair banks you've often faid,

You wifh'd that I wou'd try to love ye,

And you'd do all to pleafe your maid,
But fear'd my lot was far above ye.

I heed not dad, nor mother's fcorn ;

Love gives to me my lad fae bonny,
"VVe for each other fure are born,

Then take me to your arms my Johnny !
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My birth they fay was high, and fo,

For greater blifs they did deiign me,
They'd have me fly from one fo low,

But love and fate to you incline me.

I heed not dad, &c. As above.

But fince I fpeak my honefl mind,

And fwear that you're the fwain to pleafe me,

Will you be tender, fond, and kind,

And never wifh to leave or teaze me ?

I heed not dad, &c,

I know your heart is good and true

As any laird's, fo let's not tarry,

To Tay's fam'd ftream we'll bid adieu,

For folks in love 'tis beft to marry.

&c.

SONG XLII.

THE WAIL OF SUSAN.

O'ER all the wide ocean the billows were rolling,

'Mid torrents of hail the dread thunder did roar

;

And loud from the mountains the tempeft was'howling,

When Sue fat to welcome her lover on more.
" On me, ye rude winds ! (faid (he) vent all your fury,

" Why o'er the deep ocean fo boifl'roufly roar ye ?

" Oh ! fpare in your ire my dear Jack, I implore ye !

" And fend him fafe back to the arms of his Sue !"

Now full in her view, o'er the foaming waves driven,

Difmafted and matter'd, the veifel appears

;

Defpairing and wild, fhe addrefs'd her to Heaven,

And tore her foft treffes, 'mid torrents of tears.

" Avaunt, ye rude billows ! ceafe farther to move here!

" Ye hurricanes dreadful ! your bluffring give over,

" Nor cruelly twin a fond maid of her love* !

Xi Ah! what, if Jack's drown'd, will become of his,

" Sue?
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Alas, haplefs nymph ! how prophetic thy doubts are !

How fruitlefs thy ftay ! well-a-day ! and how vain !

In view o'er the waves, fee ! your Jack lifelefs floats

there,

A victim, ah me ! to the rage of the main !

Now frantic, now fpeechlefs, (he fledfaftly views him,

" Yet bear him, kind billows! (me cries) to my bo-

" fom !

" Within my fond arms I'll for ever inclofe him,

" Nor fhall cruel death fep'rate Jack from his Sue !"

To burft with deep fighs her fair bofom was ready,

As frantic her Ufa1
el's poor failor fhe ey'd,

When, all on a fudden, a fwift wheeling eddy,

Inurn'd him, poor youth ! in the deep roaring tide.

Yet ftill in her fancy the fond virgin fees him,

And eager fhe plung'd in the main to embrace him,

And funk with her love to the made of Elyiium

Allotted for lovers like Jack and his Sue. A. E.

SONG XLIII.

THE SPINNING WHEEL. Set by Dr Arm.

TO eafe his heart, and own his flame,

Blithe Jockey to young- Jenny came,

But, tho' fhe lik'd hinv paffing weel,

She carelefs turn'd her fpinning wheel.

Her milk-white hand he did extol,

And prais'd her fingers long and fmall

:

Unufual joy her heart did feel,

But ftill fhe turn'd her fpinning wheel.

Then round about her flender waift

He clafp'd his arms, and her embrac'd

;

To kifs her hand he down did kneel,

But yet fhe turn'd her fpinning wheel.
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With gentle voice fhe bid him rife,

He blefs'd her neck, her lips, and eyes :

Her fondnefs fhe could fcarce conceal,

Yet flill fhe turn'd her fpinning wheel.

Till, bolder grown, fo clofe he prefs'd,

His wanton thoughts fhe quickly guefs'd
;

Then pufh'd him from the rock and reel,

And angry turn'd her fpinning wheel.

At laft when fhe began to chide,

He fwore he meant her for his bride
;

'Twas then her love fhe did reveal,

And flung away her fpinning wheel.

SONG XLIV.

MINGLING OF SOULS.

WOU'D you know how we meet o'er pur jolly

full bowls ?

As we mingle our liquors, we mingle our fouls
;

The fweet melts the fharp, the kind foothes the ftrong,

And nothing but friendfhip grows all the night long

:

We drink, laugh, and celebrate every defire,

Love only remains our unquenchable fire.

#

SONG XLV.

JESSAMOND MILL.

TO fmg of the nymph and her cot,

Each bard will oft flourifh his quilh

I'm glad it has fallen to my lot

To celebrate Jeflamond mill.

When Spring hither winds her career.

Our trees and our hedges to fill

;
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Vaft oceans of verdure appear

;

To charm you at Jeflamond mill.

To plant every rural delight,

Here nature has lavifh'd her fkill

;

Here fragrant breezes unite,

And wanton round Jeflamond mill

;

When filence each ev'ning here dwells^

The birds in coverts all Hill,

No mufic in fweetnefs excels

The clacking of Jeflamond mill.

Reclin'd by the verge of the fcream,

Or ftretch'd on the fide of the hill,

I'm never in want of a theme,

While leering at JelTamond mill.

Sure Venus fame plot has defign'd,

Or why is my heart never flill,

Whenever it pops in my mind
To wander near Jeflamond mill.

My obje6t, ye fwains, you will guefs,

If ever in love you had fkill

;

A.nd, faith, I will frankly confefs,

'Tis Jenny at Jeflamond mill.

>....<>" ••<>• ••<>—< ....<>....<. ~4>....«>....<>....<>.. ..<>....<>....<>.. -<>.....o. ..<>•.•<••<••<>-•<>••• *

SONG XLVI.

WROTE for a LADY.

WEEP not, ye ftreams of filver Tay

;

Nor mourn, ye flow'ry banks fae bonny !

Tho' wars have call'd my love away,
Heav'n will protect my faithful Johnny.

Twas Fame that urg'd him to the Held,

'Twas Fame infpir'd him thus to leave me ;

Pleas'd, I furvey'd the glitt'ring fhield,

But ah ! how much our parting grieves me !
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Let dad and fretful mother fcold,

And for fome richer laird defign me

;

Yet neither pow'r, nor pomp, nor gold,

From youthful Johnny fhall incline me.
'Twas Fame, &c. As above.

What's wealth compar'd to him I love ?

To him for ever fond to pleafe me ?

The live long day beneath the grove
To kifs, to clap, to blefs and fqueeze me !

'Twas Fame, &c.

Weep not, ye ftreams of filver Tay

!

Nor mourn, ye flow'ry banks fae bonny

!

Tho' arms allur'd my love away
Heav'n will return unhurt, my Johnny.

'Twas Fame, &c.

SONG XLVII. ;

A DUET. Tune, Guardian Angels.

GUARDIAN angels ! hov'ring near me,
Save a lover lick with care !

Nor from faireft Myra tear me,

Oh ! 'twill heighten my defpair !

May I with her fpend the day,

In raptures pafs my years away

;

And mould I from thefe (hades remove,

Deign to waft along my love.

Myra.
Venus queen of love and beauty,

Parent of foft am'rous pain,

Little Cupid ! do thy duty,

Bind me to my tender fwain.

Reafon I to love mull yield,

Love victorious wins the field :

Hence, ye fons of wealth away !

I'll my fhepherd lad obey.
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Damon.

Come, ye Cupids ! twine the myrtle,

Bring along the fweets of May,
Wreathe a flow'r enamel'd kirtle,

For my Myra's wedding day.

Both.

Innocence, and. meek-ey'd Love,

Peace,—inhabitant above,

Joys harmonious defcend,

All our moments to attend. D. C.

SONG XLVII I.

THE fun from the eaft tips the mountains with gold,

And the meadows all fpangl'd with dew-drops be-

hold ;

The lark's early matin proclaims the new day,

And the horn's chearful fummons rebukes our delay.

With the fports of the field there's no pleafure can vie,

While jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow,

Follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow,

Follow, follow, follow the hounds in full cry.

Let the drudge of the town make riches his fport,
..

And the flave of the ftate hunt the fmiles of the court,

No care nor ambition our pleafures annoy,

But innocence ftill gives a zell to our joy.

With the fports of the field, &c.

Mankind are all hunters in various degree
;

The prieft hunts a living, the lawyer a fee;

The doctor a patient, the courtier a place
;

Tho* often, like us, they're flung out with difgrace.

With the fports of the field, &c.

The cit hunts a plum, the foldier hunts fame
;

The poet a dinner, the patriot a name
j

D



3* A COLLECTION
And the artful coquette, tho' fhe feems to refufe,

Yet in fpite of her airs, fhe her lover purfues.
With the fports of the field, &c.

Let the bold and the bufy hunt glory and wealth,
All the bleffings we afk is the bleffing of health

;

With hounds and with horns thro' the woodlands t&
roam,

And when tir'd abroad find contentment at home.
With the fports of the field, &c.

SONG XLIX.

MY dog and my miftrefs are both of a kind,

As fickle as fancy, inconftant as wind

;

My dog follows ev'ry ftrange heel in the ftreets,

And my miftrefs is fond of each fellow fhe meets,
Yet in fpite of her arts I'll not make the leaft flrife,

But be cheary, and merry, and happy through life.

Go Mifs where fhe will, and whenever flie pleafe,

Her conduct fhall ne'er my philofophy teafe j

Her freedom fhall never embitter my glee,

One woman's the fame as another to me

;

So, in fpite of her airs, I'll not make the leaft ftrife,

But be cheary, and merry, and happy thro' life.

I laugh at the wretches who ftupidly pine,

For falfe-hearted gipfies, they title divine ;

At worft of my love fits no phyfic I afk,

But that which is found in the bowl or the flafk ;

For go things how they will, I'll not make the leaft ftrife,

But be cheary, and merry, and happy thro' life.

The girl that behaves with good humour and fenfe,

Shall ftill to my heart have the warmeft pretence ;

And for thofe that would jilt me, deceive, and betray,

In honefter bumpers I'll warn them away.

'Tis my final refolve, not to make the leaft ftrife,

But be cheary, and merry, and happy thro' life.
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SONG L.

THE WISH. By a Lady,

F ever, O Hymen, I add to thy tribe,

Let fuch be my partner the mufe mall defcribe,

Not in party, or ftature, too high nor too low,

Not the leaft of a clown, nor too much of the beau ;

No fribble, who's tafte in my drefs mull be fhewn,

Nor coxcomb, too flavifhly fond of his own ;

No pedant in fenfe, nor conceited young fmart,

For wifdom and conduct mull conquer my heart,

Be manly his prefence, engaging his air,

His temper Hill yielding, and mind as fincere ;

No dupe to his paffions, 'gainft'reafon to move,

But kind to the fweeteft, the paffion of love.

Let honour, commendable pride of the fex,

His actions direct, and his principles fix ;

Then groundlefsfufpicions he'll never furmife, i* ?

Nor with jealoufy read ev'ry glance of my eye*.

When fuch a biell youth mall approve my fmall charrasj

And no thoughts of interefl his bofom alarms,

In wedlock I'll join with a mutual deflre,

And prudence mall cherifh the wavering lire.

Thus life will glide on unperceiv'd in decay,

Each night (hall be blifsful, and happy each day.

Such a partner, grant heaven ! with my prayers comply

;

Or a maid let me live, and a maid let me die.

SONG LI.

I'VE BEEN COURTING.

1
'VE been courting at a Iafs

Thefe twenty days and mair

;

D 2
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Her father winna gie me her,

She has lie a gleib of gear.

But gin I had her where I wou'd
Amang the hether here,

I'd ftrive to win her kindnefs,

For a' her father's care.

For fhe's a bonny fonfie lafs,

An armsfu' I fwear ;

I wou'd marry her without a coat,

Or e'er a plack o* gear.

For, trull me, when I faw her firft,

She gae me lie a wound,
That a' the doctors i' the earth

Can never mak' me found.

For when fhe's abfent frae my fight,

I think upon her ftill

;

And when I fleep, or when I wake,

She does my fenfes fill.

May Heav'ns guard the bonny lafs

That fweetens a' my life ;

And Ihame fa' me gin e'er I feek

Anither for my wife.

SONG LII.

VARIETY.
SK you who is finging here,

Who fo blithe can thus appear ?

I'm the child of joy and glee,

And my name's Variety.

Ne'er have I a clouded face,

Swift I change from place to place?

Ever wand'ring, ever free.

Such am I, Variety.
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Like a bird that fkims the air,

Here and there and ev'ry where,

Sip my pleafures like a bee,

Nothing's like Variety.

Love's fweet paffion warms my breaft,

Roving love but breaks my reft ;

One good heart's enough for me,

Tho' my name's Variety.

Crouded fcenes and lonely grove,

All by turns I can improve ;

Follow, follow, follow me,

Friend of life, Variety.

SONG LIII.

ALL hail to the day that merits more praife

Than all other days in the year

;

And blefs'd be the night that giveth delight

To the poor man as well as the peer.

May good fortune attend every honeft man's friend,

That does the beft that he may

;

Forgetting all wrong in a cup and a fong,

We'll drive the cold winter away.

Let mifery pack, and a whip at her back,

Down down the Tartarian flood

;

And let envy be drown'd in a river profound,

He that envies another man's good.

May forrow's expence come a thoufand years hence,

In payments of a long delay,

For we'll fpend the whole night in an honeft delight,

Juft to drive the cold winter away.

The courtiers of ftate fet open their gate,

And bid a free welcome to moft,

The city likewife, tho' fomething precife,

Does not fail for to bring forth a roaft.

D3
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But by all report, both of city and court,

In the country we bear the fway,

Our money is fpent with a better intent

When to drive the cold winter away.

Now let each individual make hands with a grace

;

May friendship's firm ties ever bind

The honeft man's hand, and the honeft man's heart

;

May his temples with olives be twin'd.

From henceforth let knaves be chain 'd to deep graves,

For an honeft man will bear the fway,

His money is fpent with a noble intent

When to drown the fatigues of the day,

And to drive the cold winter away.

SONG LIV.

TULLOCHGORUM.
Written by a Clergyman at Aberdeen.

Fiddlers, your pins in temper fix,

And rofct iveel your fiddle fiich,
m

But banijb vile Italian tricks

Frae out your quorum,

Nor fortes tvi pianos mix,

Git's 1 ullochgorum. R. F£rgussom =

COME gie's a fang, the lady cry'd,

And lay your difputes all afide,

What iignifies't for folks to chide

For what's been done before them ?

.Let Whig and Tory all agree,

Whig and Tory, Whig and Tory,
Let Whig and Tory all agree,

To drop their whipmegmorum.
Let Whig and Tory all agree,

To fpend this night with mirth and glee,

And chearfu' fing alang wi' me - *

The reel of Tullochgorum,
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Tullocbgorurn's my delight,

It gars us a' in ane unite,

And ony fumph that keeps up fpite,

In confcience 1 abhor him.

Blithe and merry we's be a',

Blithe and merry, blithe and merry,

Blithe and merry we's be a',

To mak' a chearfu' quorum.

Blithe and merry we's be a',

As lang as we hae breath to draw,

And dance, till we be like to fa',

The reel of Tullochgorum.

There needs na' be fae great a phrafe

Wi' dringing dull Italian lays,

I wadna' gi'e our ain Strathfpeys *

For half a hundred fcore o'em.

They're douff and dowie at the befl,

DoufF and dowie, douff and dowie,

They're douft and dowie at the belt,

Wi' a' their variorum.

They're douff and dowie at the beft,

Their allegro's, and a' the reft,

They cannot pleafe a Flighland tafle,

Compar'd wi' Tullochgorum.

Let warldly minds themfelves opprefs,

Wi' fear of want, and double cefs,

And filly fauls themfelves diftrefs

Wi' keeping up decorum.

Shall we fae four and fulky fit,

Sour and fulky, four and fulky,

Shall we fae four and fulky fit,

Like auld Philofophorum ?

Shall we fae four and fulky fit,

Wi 5 neither fenfe, nor mirth, nor wit,

And canna' rife to make a fit

At the reel of Tullochgorum.

May choicer! bleffings ftill attend

Each honefl hearted open friend,
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And calm and quiet be his end,

Be a' that's good before him !

May peace and plenty be his lot,

Peace and plenty, peace and plenty,

May peace and plenty be his lot,

And dainties a great ilore o' 'em !

May peace and plenty be his lot,

Unftain'd by any vicious blot

!

And may he never want a groat

That's fond of Tullochgorum.

But for the difcontented fool,

Who wants to be opprefiion's tool,

May envy gnaw his rotten foul,

And blackeft fiends devour him

!

May dole and forrow be his chance,

Dole and forrow, dole and forrow,

May dole and forrow be his chance,

And honeft fouls abhor him 1

May dole and forrow be his chance,

And a' the ills that come frae France,

Who'er he be that winna dance,

The reel of Tullochgorum !

SONG LV.

THE MILLER'S WEDDING.

LEAVE, neighbours, your work, and to fport and

to play

;

Let the tabour ftrike up, and the village be gay :

Let the tabour, &c.

No day thro' the year fhall more chearful be feen,

For Ralph of the mill marries Sue of the green.

For Ralphs &c.

Chor, I love Sue, and Sue loves me,
And while the wind blows,

And while the mill goes,

Who'll be fo happy, fo happy as we.
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Let lords and fine folks, who for wealth take a bride,

Be married to day, and to-morrow be cloy'd ;

My body is ftout, and my heart is as found,

And my love, like my courage, will never give ground.

I love Sue, &c.

Let ladies of fafhion the bell jointures wed,

And prudently take the beft bidders to bed ;

Such figning and fealing's no part of our blifs,

We fettle our hearts, and we feal with a kifs.

I love Sue, &c.

Tho' Ralph is not courtly, nor one of your beaus,

Nor bounces, nor flutters, nor wears your fine clothes,

In nothing he'll follow from folks of high life,

Nor e'er turn his back on his friend or his wife.

I love Sue, &c.

While thus I am able to work at my mill,

While thus thou art kind, and thy tongue but lies fUll,

Our joys (hall continue, and ever be new,

And none be fo happy as Ralph and his Sue.

I love Sue, &c.

SONG LVI.

MY MOTHER DID SO BEFORE ME.

I
AM a brifk young lively lafs,

A little more than twenty,
And, by my comely air and drefs,

I can have fweet-hearts plenty
;

But I'll beware of wedlock's fnare,

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,
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My parts and humour fhall 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 did fo before me.

I'll drefs as fine as fine can be,

My pride fhall 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 of in ftory

;

I'll have it faid, There mines a maid !

My mother did fo before me.

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 pow'r.

But if a dart mould pierce my heart,

From one that does adore me,
We'll wed and kifs, what harm in this ?

My mother did fo before me.

Then will I manage, when I wed,
My hufband to perfection ;

For, as good wives have often faid,

" Keep hufbands in fubjedtion."

No fnarling fool mall o'er me rule,

Or e'er eclipfe my glory ;

I'll let him fee I'll miftrefs be,

My mother did fo before me.
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SONG LVII.

BY the fide of a ftream, at the foot of a hill,

I met with young Phebe who lives at the mill

;

My heart leap'd with joy, at fo pleafing a fight,

For Phebe, I vow, is my only delight.
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I told her my love and fat down by her fide,

And fwore the next morning I'd make her my bride j

f[n anger me faid, Get out of my fight,

And go to your Phillis you met here laft night.

Surpriz'd, I replyM, Pray explain what you mean,

I never, I vow, with young Phillis was feen ;

Nor can I conceive what my Phebe is at.

O ! can't you ? fhe cry'd : well, I love you for that.

Say, did not you meet her laft night on this fpot

,

?

Colin ! O Colin ! you can't have forgot

;

1 heard the whole ftory this morning from Mat

;

You ftill may deny it, I love you for that.

Tis falfe, I reply'd, dear Phebe believe,

For Mat is a rover, and means to deceive :

You very well know he has ruin'd young Pat,

And fure my dear charmer muft hate him for that.

Come, come then, fhe cry'd, if you mean to be kind,

I'll own 'twas to know the true ftate of your mind.

Tranfported, I kifs'd her, fhe gave me a pat

;

I made her my wife, and fhe loves me for that.
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SONG LVIII.

THE COUNTRY WEDDING.

COME hsflfe to the wedding, ye friends and ye
neighbours,

The lovers their blifs can no longer delay

:

Forget all your forrows, your cares, and your labours,
And let ev'ry heart beat with rapture to-day.
Ye votaries all attend to my call,

Come revel in pleafures that never can cloy

;

Come fee rural felicity,

Which Love and Innocence ever enjoy.

Come fee, &c.
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Let envy, let pride, let hate and ambition,

Still crowd to, and beat at the breaft of the great

;

To fuch wretched paflions we give no admiffion,

But leave them alone to the wife ones of Hate.

We boaft of no wealth but contentment and health,

In mirth and in friendfhip our moments employ,

Come fee, &c.

With reafon we tafte of each heart-ftirring pleafure

;

With reafon we drink of the full-flowing bowl,

Are jocund and gay, but all within meafure,

For fatal excefs will enflave the free foul.

Then come at our bidding to this happy wedding,

No care fhall obtrude here our blifs to annoy,

Come fee, &c.

SONG LIX.

The LASS at the BROW of the HILL.

AT the brow of a hill a fair fhepherdefs dwelt,

Who the pangs of ambition or love ne'er had felt,

,

A few fober maxims ftill ran in her head,

'Twas better to earn e'er fhe ate her brown bread ;

That to rife with the lark was conducive to health
;

And to folk in a cottage contentment was wealth.

Young Roger that liv'd in the valley below,

Who at church and at market was reckon'd a beau,

Wou'd oftentimes try o'er her heart to prevail,

And would reft on his pitchfork to tell her his tale ;

With his winning behaviour he fo wrought on her heart,

That, quite artlefs heifeif, (lie fufpe&ed no art.

He fiatter'd, proteiled, he kneel'd and implor'd ;

And would lie with the grandeur and air of a lord,

Her eyes he commended, with language well dreft,

And enlarg'd on the tortures he felt in his breaft

;

With his fighs and his tears he fo foften'd her mind,

That, in downright companion, to love fhe inclin'd.
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- But as foon as he'd melted the ice of her breafl,

The heat of his paffion in a moment decreas'd

;

And now he goes flaunting all ever the vale,

And boafts of his conquefts to Sufan and Nell

:

Tho' he fees her but feldom he's always in hafte,

And whenever he mentions her, makes her his jell.

Take heed, ye young maidens of Britain's gay ifle,

How ye venture your hearts for a look or a -finite
;

For young Cupid is artful, and virgins are frail,

And you'll find a falfe Roger in every vale,

Who to court you, and tempt you, will try all their fidil,

But remember the lafs at the brow of the hill.

SONG LX,

THE G A W K I E.

BLITH young Befs to Jean did fay,

Will ye gang to yon funny brae,

Where flocks do feed, and herds do flray,

And fport a while wi' Jamie ?

Ah na, lafs, I'll no gang there,

Nor about Jamie tak' nae care,

Nor about Jamie tak ? nae care,

For he's ta'en up wi' Maggy.

For hark, and I will tell you, lafs,

Did I not fee your Jamie pafs,

Wi' muckle gladnefs in his face,

Out o'er the muir to Maggy.
I wat he gae her mony a kifs,

And Maggy took them ne'er amifs :

'Tween ilka fnaack pleas'd her wi' this,

That Befs was. but a gawkie.

For when e'er a civil kifs I feek,

She turns her head, and thraws her cheek,

E
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And for an hour fhe'll fcarcely fpeak

5

"Who'd not call her a gawkie ?

But fure my Maggy has mair fenfe,

She'll gi'e a fcore without offence
;

Now gi'e me ane unto the menfe,
And ye mall be my dawtie.

O Jamie, ye ha'e mony ta'en,

But I will never Hand for ane,

Or twa, when we do meet again,

Sae ne'er think me a gawkie.
Ah na, lafs, that ne'er can be,

Sic thoughts as thefe are far frae me.
Or ony thy fweet face that fee,

E'er to think thee a gavvkie.

But, whifht, nae mair of this we'll fpeak,

For yonder Jamie does us meet

;

Inftead of Meg he kifs'd fae fweet,

I trow he likes the gawkie.

dear Befs, I hardly knew,
When I came by, your gown's fae new,
1 think you've got it wet wi' dew,
Quoth flie, that's like a gawkie.

It's wat wi' dew, and 'twill get rain,

And I'll get gowns when it is gane,

Sae ye may gang the gate you came,

And tell it to your dawtie.

The guilt appear'd in Jamie's cheek,

He cried, O cruel maid ! but-fweet,

If I mould gang another gate,

I ne'er cou'd meet my dawtie.

SONG LXI.

PLATO'S ADVICE.
£1 AYS Plato, Why mould man be vain ?

O Since bounteous Heav'n hath made him great ?
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Why look with infolent diidain

On thofe undeck'd with wealth or flate ?

Can coftly robes, or beds of down,

Or all the gems that deck the fair

;

Can all the glories of a crown

Give health, or eafe the brow of Care ?

The fcepter'd king, the burden'd flave,

The humble and the haughty die ;

The rich, the poor, the bafe, the brave,

In duft, without difb'n&ion lie.

Go fearch the tombs where monarchs reft,

Who once the greateil titles wore,

Of wealth and glory they're bereft,

And all their honours are no more.

So flies the meteor thro' the fkies,

And fpreads along a gilded train ;

When (hot
—

'tis gone ; its beauty dies,

Diffolves to common air again.

So 'tis with us, my jovial fouls,

—

Let friendfhip reign, while here we ftay :

Let's crown our joy with flowing bowls

;

When Jove commands we mull obey.

SONG LXII.

A M A S.O N SONG.
By a BrotkefQf the Lodge of St Luke7 Edinburgh.

Tune,

—

In the garb of old Gaul.

IN the drefs of Free Mafons, fit garments for Jove,

With the flrongeft attachment, true brotherly love*

We now are aflembl'd, all jovial and free,

For who are fo wife, and fo happy as we \

E 2.
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And fince we're bound by fecrecy to unity and love,

Let U3, like brethren, faithful to ev'ry brother prove :

Thus, hand in hand, let's firmly Hand,

All Mafons in a ring,

Protectors of our native land,

The Craft, and the King.

Tho' fome, with ambition, for glory contend,

And when they've attain'd it, defpife each poor friend,

Yet a Mafon, tho' noble, his fame to infure,

Counts each Mafon his brother tho' ever fo poor.

And fince we're bound, &c.

But not to our brethren alone we confine

That brotherly love, that affeciion divine
;

For our kind-hearted fillers in that bear a mare,

And, as we admire, we're belov'd by the fair.

And fince we're bound by fecrecy to unity and love,

Let us, like brethren, faithful ftill to ev'ry filler

prove, &c.

With jufiice, with candour, our bofoms are warm'd,
Our tongues are with truth and fincerity arm'd

;

We're loyal, we're trufty, we're faithful to thofe,

Who treat us as friends, and we fmile at our foes.

And fince we're bound, &c.

We bend to the King, to our Mailer we bend ;

For thefe are the rulers we're bound to defend

:

And when fuch a King, fuch a Mailer arife,

As Britons, as Mafons, we've caufe to rejoice.

And fince we're bound, &c.
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SONG LXIII.

The QJJEEN of the MAY.

Jenny. QTERN winter has left us, the trees are ir

C3 bloom,

And cowllips and vi'lets the meadows perfume

;
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While kids are difporting, and birds fill the fpray,

I wait but for jockey to hail the new May.

Jockey. Among the young lilies, my Jenny, I've ftray'd*

Pinks, dailies, and woodbines I bring to my maid ;

Here's thyme fweetly fmelling, and lavender gay,

A pofy to form for my Queen of the May.

Jenny. Ah ! Jockey, I fear you intend to beguile,

When feated with Molly laft night on the ftile,

You fwore that you'd love her for ever and ay,

Forgetting poor Jenny, your Queen of the May.

Jockey. Young Willy is handfome, in fhepherd's green

dreft,

He gave you thefe ribbons that hang at your breafl,

Befides three fweet kiffes upon the new hay
;

Was that done like Jenny, the Queen of the May I

Jenny. This garland of rofes no longer I prize,

Since Jockey, falfe-hearted, his paffion denies :

Ye flowers, fo blooming, this inftant decay,

For Jenny's no longer the Queen of the May.

Jockey. " Believe me, dear maiden, your lover jom
wrong,

Your name is for ever the theme of myJong ;

From the dews of pale eve' to the dawning of day*

I {mg but of Jenny, my Queen of the May.

fenny. Again, balmy comfort with tranfport I view, :

My fears are all vanifn'd fince Jockey is true :

Then to our blithe fhepherds the news I'll convey,

That Jenny alone you've crown'<l Queen of the May.,

Jockey. Come all you young lovers, I pray you draw near*

Avoid all fufpicion, whate'er may appear

;

Believe not your eyes, left your peace they betray

:

Then come, my dear Jenny, and hail the new May-
Come all young lovers, &c.

E 3.
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SONG LXIV.

HIGHLAND Q_U E E N.

NO more my fong mall be, ye fwains,

Of purling; llreams, or flow'ry plains ;

More pleafmg beauties me infpire,

And Phoebus tunes the warbling lyre :

Divinely aided, thus I mean
To celebrate my Highland Queen.

In her, fweet innocence you'll find,

With freedom, truth, and beauty join'd

;

From pride and affectation free,

Alike flie fmiles on you and me.

The brigbteft nymph that trips the green,

I do pronounce my Highland Queen.

No fordid wifh, or trifling joy,

Her fettled calm of mind deftroy ;

Strict honour fills her fpotlefs foul,

And adds a luftre to the whole
;

A matchiefs fliape, a graceful mein,

All centre in my Highland Queen.

How blefl that youth, whom gentle Fate

Has deftin'd for fo fair a mate ;

Has all thefe wond'rous gifts in ftore,

And each returning day brings more :

No youth fo happy can be feen,

PoiTeffing thee, my Highland Queen.

SONG LXV.

HIGHLAND KING,

YE mufes nine, O lend your aid,

Infpire a tender baftiful maid 3
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That's lately yielded up her heart

A conqueft to Love's pow'rful dart,

And now would fain attempt to Ting

The praifes of my Highland King.

Jamie, the pride of all the green,

Is juft my age, e'en gay fifteen ;

When firft I faw him, 'twas the day

That ufhers in the fprightly May,

When firft I felt Love's pow'rful fting,

And figh'd for my dear Highland King.

With him, for beauty, mape, and air,

No other ihepherd can compare ;

Good-nature, honefty, and truth,

Adorn the dear, the matchlefs youth,

And graces, more than I can fing,

Bedeck my charming Highland King.

Would once the deareft boy but fay,

'Tis you I love ; come, come away,

Unto the kirk, my love, let's hie ;

Ye gods ! in rapture I'd comply ;

And I mould then have caufe to fing

The praifes of my Highland King.

SONG LXVI.

For t<wo Voices.

Ow hard is the fortune of all woman -kind ?

For ever fubjeclied ; for ever confin'd.

Our parents controul us until we are wives,

And our hufbands enflave us the reft of our lives.

If only we love, yet we dare not reveal,

But fecretly languifh, compel'd to conceal

:

Deny'd ev'ry pleafure of life to enjoy,

We're fham'd if we're kind, and we're blam'd if we're

coy.
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SONG LXVII.

MAKE HAY WHILE THE £UN SHINES.

9 r I "" IS a maxim I hold, while I live to purfue,

JL Not a thing to defer which to-day I can do

:

This piece of good counfel attend to, I pray,

For while the fun mines is the time to make hay.

Attend the dear nymph to an arbour or grove,

To her ear gently pour the fweet poifon of love :

With kifTes and preffes your rapture convey,

For while the fun fhines is the time to make hay.

If Chloe is kind, and gives ear to your 'plaint,

Declare your whole fentiments, free from reftraint*

Enforce your petition, and make no delay,

For while the fun mines is the time to make hay.

But, mould you the prefent occaiion let pafs,

The world may, with juftice, proclaim you an afs :

Then brifkly attack her—if longer you flay,

The fun may not fhine, and you cannot make hay.

SONG LXVIII.

RO.SLIN CASTLE.
JT^WAS in that feafon of the year,

I When all things gay and fweet appear,

That Colin with the morning ray,

Arofe, and fung his rural lay
;

Of Nanny's charms the fhepherd fung,

The hills and dales with Nanny rung,

While Roflin caftle heard the fwain,

And echo'd back the cheerful {train.

Awake, fweet mufe, the breathing fpring,

With rapture warms, awake and fmg ;
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Awake, and join the vocal throng,

And hail the morning with a fong

:

To Nanny raife the chearful lay,

O bid her hafte and come away

;

In fweeteft fmiles berfelf adorn,

And add new graces to the morn.

O hark, my love, on ev'ry fpray

Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay ;

'Tis beauty fires the ravifh'd throng,

And love infpires the melting fong :

Then let my ravifh'd notes arife,

For beauty darts from Nanny's eyes,

And love my rifing bofom warms,

And fills my foul with fweet alarms.

O come, my love, thy Colin's lay,

With rapture calls, O come away ;

Come, while the mufe this wreath fhall twine

Around that modeft brow of thine.

hither hafte, and with thee bring

That beauty, blooming like the fpring,

Thofe graces that divinely mine,

And charm this ravifh'd heart of mine.

SONG LXIX.

Same Tune.

FROM Roflin caftle's echoing walls

Refounds my fhepherd's ai-dent calls,

My Colin bids me come away,
-And love demands I mould obey.
His melting ftrain and tuneful lay

So much the charms of love difplay,

1 yield—nor longer can refrain

To own my love, and blefs my fwain.

No longer can my heart conceal

The painful pleafing flame I feel,
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My foul retorts the am'rous flrain,

And echoes back in love again.

Where lurks my fongfter ? from what grove

Does Colin pour his notes of love ?

O bring me to the happy bower,

Where mutual love may blifs fecure.

. Ye vocal hills that catch the fong,

Repeating, as it flies along,

To Colin's ear my flrain convey,

And fay, I hafte to come away.

Ye zephyrs foft that fan the gale,

Waft to my love the foothing tale ;

In whifpers all my foul exprefs,

And tell, I hafte his arms to blefs.

SONG LXX.

BANNOCKS OF BARLEY MEAL.

MY name is Argyle : you may think it ftrange

To live at the court, and never to change,

All falfehood and flattery I do difdain,

In my fecret thoughts no deceit fhall remain i

In fiege or in battle I ne'er was difgrac'd

;

I always my king and my country have fac'd

;

I'll do any thing for my country's weal,

I'd live upo' bannocks o' barley-meal.

Adieu to the courtiers of London town,

For to my ain country I will gang down ;

At the fight of Kirkcaldy ance again,

I'll cock up my bonnet and march amain.

O the muckle de'il tak' a' your noife and ftrife,

I'm fully refolv'd for a countiy life,

Where a' the braw laffes, wha ken me weel,

Will feed me wi' bannocks o' barley-meal.

I'll quickly lay down my fword and my gun,

And I'll put my plaid and my bonnet on,
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Wi' my platding ftockings, and leather-heel'd moon,

They'll mak' me appear a fine fprightly loon.

And when I am drefs'd thus frae tap to tae,

Hame to my Maggy I think for to gae,

Wi' my claymore hinging down to my heel,

To whang at the bannocks o' barley-meal.

I'll buy a fine prefent to bring to my dear,

A pair of fine garters for Maggy to wear,

And fome pretty things elfe, I do declare,

When (he gangs wi' me to Paifley fair.

And whan we are married, we'll keep a cow,

My Maggy fall milk her, and I will plow :

We'll live a' the winter on beef and lang kail,

And whang at the bannocks o' barley-meal.

If my Maggy fhou'd chance to bring me a fon,

He's fight for his king, as his daddy has done ;

I'll fend him to Flanders fome breeding to learn,

Syne hame into Scotland, and keep a farm.

And thus we'll live and induilrious be,

And wha'll be fae great as my Maggy and me ?

We'll foon grow as fat as a Norway feal,

Wi' feeding on bannocks o' barley-meal.

Adieu to you citizens every ane,

Wha jolt in your coaches to Drury-lane

;

You bites of Bear-garden, who fight for gains,

And you fops wha have got more wigs than brains :

You cullies and bullies, I'll bid you adieu,

For whoring and fwearing I'll leave it to you

;

Your woodcock and pheafant, your duck and your teal,

I'll leave them for bannocks o' barley-meal.

I'll leave off killing a citizen's wife,

I'm fully refolv'd for a country life
;

Killing and toying, I'll fpend the lang day,
Wi' bonny young laffes on cocks of hay ;

Where each clever lad gives his bonny lafs

A kifs and a tumble upon the green grafs :

I'll awa' to the Highlands as fall's I can reel,

And whang at the bannocks o' barley-meal.
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SONG LXXI.

HEARTS OF OAK.

COME, cheer up, my lads, 'tis to glory we fteer,

To add fomething new to the wonderful year
;

To honour we call you, don't prefs you like ilaves,

For who are fo free as the fons of the waves ?

Hearts of oak are our fhip, hearts of oak are our men,
We always are ready,

Steady, boys, Heady

:

We'll fight, and we'll conquer again and again.

We ne'er meet our foes but we wifli them to ftay j

They never meet us, but they wifh us away

:

If they run, then we follow, and run them a-fhore,

And if they won't fight us, we cannot do more.

They fwear they'll invade us, thefe terrible foes,

They frighten our women, our children and beaux :

But mould their fiat bottoms in darknefs get o'er,

Still Britons they'll find to receive them on more.

We'll ftill make them run, and we'll Hill make them fweat, .

In fpite of the devil, and Bruflels gazette :

Then chear up, my lads, with one voice let us fing,

Our foldiers, our failors, our Itatefmen, and king.
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SONG LXXII.

ALLOA HOUSE.

THE fpring time returns and clothes the green plains,

And Alloa mines more chearful and gay

;

The lark tunes his throat, and the neighbouring fwains

Sing merrily round me wherever I ftray

:

But Sandy no more returns to my view

;

No fpring-time me chears, no mufic can charm

;

He's gone ! and, I fear me, for ever : adieu !

Adieu ev'rv pleafure this bofom can warm!
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O Alloa-houfe ! how much art thou chang'd ?

" How filent, how dull, to me is each grove !

Alone I here Wander where once we both rang'd,

Alas ! where to pleafe me my Sandy once ftrove !

Here, Sandy, I heard the tales that you told,

Here lift'ned too fond whenever you fung

;

Am I grown lefs fair then, that you are turn'd cold ?

Or foolifh, believ'd a falfe flattering tongue !

So fpoke the fair maid, when forrow's keen pain,

And fhame, her laft fault'ring accents fupprefs'd

;

For Fate, at that moment, brought back her dear fwain.

Who heard, and, with rapture, his Nelly addrefs'd :

My Nelly ! my fair, I come ; O my love !

No pow'r fhall thee tear again from my arms,

And, Nelly ! no more thy fond fhepherd reprove,

Who knows thy fair worth, and adores all thy charms.

She heard ; and new joy (hot thro' her foft frame,

And will you, my love ! be true ? fhe replied :

And live I to meet my fond fhepherd the fame ?

Or dream I that Sandy will make me his bride ?

O Nelly ! I live to find thee flill kind
;

Still true to thy fwain, and lovely as true :

Then, adieu to all forrow ; what foul is fo blind,

As not to live happy for ever with you ?

S O N G LXXIII.

Same Tune.

OH ! how could I venture to love one like thee,

And you not defpife a poor conqueft like me I

On lords, thy admirers, could look with difdain,

And knew I was nothing, yet pity'd my pain ?

You faid, while they teaz'd you with nonfenfe and drefs,

When real the paffion, the vanity's lefs
;

You faw through that filence which others defpife,

And, while beaux were a-talking, read love in my eyes.

F
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O ! how mall I fold thee, and kifs all thy charms,

'Till, fainting with pleafure, I die in your arms -

3

Thro' all the wild tranfports of ecftacy toft,

'Till, finking together, together we're loft !

Oh ! where is the maid that, like thee, ne'er can cloy,

Whofe wit does enliven each dull paufe of joy ;

And when the fhort raptures are all at an end,

From beautiful rriiftrefs turns fenfible friend.

In vain do I praife thee, or ftrive to reveal,

Too nice for exprefiion, which only we feel.

In all that you do, in each look, and each mien,

The graces in waiting adorn you unfeen.

When I fee you, I love you ; when hearing adore ;

I wonder, and think you a woman no more

;

Till, mad with admiring, I cannot contain,

And kiffing your lips, you turn woman again.

With thee in my bofom, how can I defpair ?

I'll gaze on thy beauties, and look away care
;

I'll afk thy advice when with troubles oppreft,

Which never difpleafes, but always is bell.

In all that I write I'll thy judgement require ;

Thy wit (hall correct what thy love did infpire.

I'll kifs thee, and prefs thee, till youth is ail o'er,

And then live in friendihip, when pafiion's no more.

SONG LXXIV.

A FAVOURITE NEW SONG.

YOUNG Strephon, I own is the joy of my heart j

I love the dear youth, he's fo lively and fmart

:

His converfe is pleating, he's manly and gay,

And his breath is as.fweet as the flowers in May.
When he tings his love ftrains, all the fwains in a throng,

In raptures are feen with my fhepherd's foft fong,

While the nymphs all around me with envy furvey,

Jkcaufe Strephon hails me the (^ueen of the May,
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But love without jealoufy reigns on my part,

For, as well as the May, I'm the queen of his heart

;

Such joy and delight does his conftancy bring,

Without envy I'd look on the ftate of a king.

T'other day for my head he a chaplet entwin'd,

Of rofes and myrtles, and jonquils combin'd ;

I gave him a kifs for the favour, 'tis true,

And how could I help it— I only afk you ?

You'll fay I was forward, and greatly to blame,

What girl for fuch favour would not do the fame ?

For 'twill not be long before Strephon and I,

Shall join hands and hearts in one facred tie.

Then fure when the church has performed its rites,

And we firmly fixed in Hymen's delights,

For his faith and his troth, to bind all our blifs,

You'll furely allow
—

'tis my duty to kifs.

SONG LXXV.

- MERRY MAY THE MAID BE.

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 his purfe

For dinner and for fupper
;

And, gin fhe pleafe, a good fat cheefe,

And lumps of yellow butter.

When Jamie firfl did woo me,

I fpeer'd what was his calling
;

Fair maid, faid he, O come and fee,

You're welcome to my dwelling :

Though I was fhy, 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.

F 2
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Behind the door a bag of meal,

And in the kifl was plenty

Of good hard cakes his mither bakes,

And bannocks were na fcanty
;

A good fat fow, a fleeky cow
Was ftanding in the byre ;

Whilft lazy pufs, with mealy moufe?

Was playing at the fire.

Good -ligns are thefe, my mither fays,

And bids me tak' the miller j

For foul day, and fair day, '

He's ay bringing till her ;

For meal and malt {he does na want,

Nor ony thing that's dainty ;

And now and then a keckling hen,

To lay her eggs in plenty.

In winter when the win' and rain

Bla's o'er the barn and byre ;

The miller on a good hearth-ftane,

Before a rantin fire

He fits, and cracks, and tells his tale,

O'er ale that is right nappy ;

Who'd be a Queen, that -gaudy thing,

When a miller's wife's fae happy.
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SONG LXXVI.

WERT THOU BUT MINE AIN THING,
TI7ERT thcru but mine ain thing,

VV I would love thee, I would love thee,

Wert thou but mine ain thing,

How dearly would I love thee.

As round the elm th' enamour'd vine

Delights with wanton arms to twine,

So I'd encircle thee in mine,

And fliow how much I love thee. Wert thou but, &c»

This earth my paradife mould be,

I'd grafp a heav'n of joys in thee,
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For thou art all thy fex to me,

So fondly do I love thee. Wert thou but, &c.

Should thunder roar its loud alarms,

Amidft the clafh of hoftile arms,

I'd foftly fink among thy charms,

And only live to love thee. Wert thou but, &c„

Xet Fortune drive me far away,

Or make me fall to foes a prey,

My flame for thee (hall ne'er decay,

And dying I would love thee. Wert thou but, &c.

Tho' I were number'd with the dead,

My foul mould hover round thy head :

I may be turn'd a filent ihade,

But cannot ceafe to love thee. Wert thou but, &c»

THE LOVER.

HOW happy a lover's life paffes,

When beauty returns figh for figh S

He looks upon all men as afles,

Who have not fome -girl in their eye.

With heart full as light as a feather,

He trips to the terrace or parks

;

Where fwains crowd impatient together,

And maidens look out for their fparks.

What fweet palpitation arifes

When Chloe appears full in view I

Her fmiles at more value he prizes

Than mifers the mines of Peru.

Tho' fwift-winged Time, as they're walking,

Soon parts them, alas ! by his flight

;

F 3



66 A COLLECTION
By reflection he ftill hears her talking,

And abfent he keeps her in light.

Whenever abroad he regales him,

And Bacchus calls out for his lafs,

His love for his Chloe ne'er fails him,

Her name gives a zeil to his glafs.

No other amufements he prizes,

Than thofe that from Chloe arife

;

She's firft in his thoughts when he rifes,

And laft, when he clofes his eyes.

Then let no ambition diftrefs us,

Or fortune's fantafticaT chaee ;

Love only with Chloe can blefs us,

And give all we want to embrace.

SONG LXXVIII. •-

The STORM, or DANGERS of the SfiA

CEASE, rude Boreas, bluft'ring railer,

Lift' ye landmen all to me
;

Mefsmates, hear a brother failor

Sing the dangers of the fea.

From bounding billows, firft in motion,

When the diftant whirlwinds rife,

To the tempell-troubled ocean,

Where the feas contend with ikies.

Hark ! the boatfwain hoarfely bawling,

By top-fail meets and haulyards fland ;

Down top-gallants, quick, be hawling,

Down your ftay-fails, hand, boys, hand.

Now it frefhens, fet the braces,

The lee top-fail meets let go

;

Luff, boys, luff, don't make wry faces,.

Up your top -fails nimbly clew.
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Now all you on down beds fporting,

Fondly lock'd 'twixt beauty's arms,

Frem enjoyment, wanton courting,

Safe from all but love's alarms.

Around us roars the tempeit louder ;

Think what fears our minds enthral

:

Harder yet, it yet blows harder,

Now again the boatfwain's call.

The top-fail yards point to the wind, boys,

See all clear to reef each courfe
;

Let the fore-meet go, don't mind, boys,

Tho' the weather mould be worfe.

Fore and aft the fpritfail-yard get,

Reef the mizen, fee all clear

;

Hands up, each preventer brace fet,

Man the fore-yard ; cheer, lads, cheer,

Now the dreadful thunder's roaring !

Peals on peals contending clafli

!

On our heads fierce rain falls pouring.

In cur eyes blue lightnings flam.

O wide water all around us,

All above but one black fky !

Diff'rent deaths at once furround us,

Hark ! what means yon dreadful cry ?

The fore-mall's gone, cries ev'ry tongue out,,,

O'er the lee, twelve feet 'bove deck !

A leak beneath the cheftree's fpnmg out,

Call all hands to clear the wreck.

Quick, the lanyards cut to pieces,

Come, my hearts, be flout and bold ;

Plumb the well, the leak increafes,

Four feet water's in the hold

!

While o'er the fhip the wild waves beating,

We for wives and children mourn

:

Alas ! from hence there's no retreating,

Alas ! to them there's no return !

Still the leak is gaining on us,

Both chain pumps are choak'd below 5



68 A COLLECTION
Heav'n have mercy here upon us

!

Only He can fave us now.

On the lee-beam is the land, boys,

Let the guns o'er board be ihrown ;

To the pumps come ev'ry hand, boys,

See ! her mizen-maft is gone.

The leak we've found, it cannot pour fad,

WVve lightened her a foot or more ;

Then up and rig a jury fore-mail,

She's tight, me's tight, boys, wear off ihore.

Now, once more, on joys we're thinking,

Since kind Fortune fav'd our lives ;

Come, the cann, boys, let's be drinking

To our fweethearts and our wives.

Fill it up, about fliip wheel it,

Clofe to lips the brimmer join.

Where's the tempefl now ? who feels it ?

None ;—our danger's drown'd in wine.

SONG LXXIX.

Tune,

—

the broom, &c.

HOW happy were my days till now ?

I ne'er did forrow feel

;

I rofe with joy to milk my cow,

Or take my fpinning-wheel.

My heart was lighter than a fly,

Like any bird I fung

Till he pretended love, and I

Believ'd his flattering tongue.

Oh ! the fool, the filly, filly fool,

Who trulls what man may be I

I wifh I was a maid again,

And in my own country.

«$JS£
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SONG LXXX.

Sung in Lethe,

YE mortals, whom fancies and troubles perplex,

Whom folly mifguides, and infirmities vex ;

Whofe lives hardly know what it is to be bleft,

Who rife without joy, and lie down without reft.

Obey the glad fummons, to Lethe repair,

Drink deep of the itream, and forget all your care,

Old maids (hall forget what they wim for in vain.

And young ones the rover they cannot regain
;

The rake mall forget how laft night he was cloy'd,

And Chloe again be with paffion enjoy'd.

Obey then the fummons ? to Lethe repair,

And drink an oblivion to trouble and care.

The wife, at one draught may forget all her wants,

Or drench her fond fool to forget her gallants

;

The troubled in mind fhall go chearful away,

And yeflerday's wretch be quite happy to-day.

Obey then the fummons, to Lethe repair,

Drink deep of the flream, and forget all your care.
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SONG LXXXI.

A favourite Song, by Mifs H*

MAIDENS, let your lovers languim,
If you'd have them conftant prove ;

Doubts, and fears, and fighs, and anguifh
Are the chains that fatten love.

Jockey woo'd, and I confented,

Soon as e'er I heard his tale ;

He, with conqueft quite contented,
Boafling, rov'd around the vale.

Maidens, let your lovers, &c»
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Now he doats on fcornful Molly,

Who reje&s him with difdain ;

Love's a ftrange bewitching folly,

Never pleas'd without fome pain.

Maidens, let your lovers, &c.
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SONG LXXXII.

By a Lady.

AS now my bloom comes on apace,

The fwains begin to teaze me ;

But two, who claim the foremoft place,

Try difPrent ways to pleafe me.

To judge aright, and chufe the beft,

Is not fo foon decided
;

When both their merits are expreft

I may be lcfs divided.

Palemon's flocks unnumber'd ftray,

He's rich beyond all meafure ;

Wou'd I but fmile, be kind and gay,

He'd give me all his treafure :

But then, our years fo difagree

—

So much, as I remember,

It is but May, I'm Cure,, with me,
With him it is December.

Can I, who fcarcely am in bloom,

Let froft and fnow be filing ?

'Twould fpoil each rip'ning joy to come,

Bring every charm to ruin.

For drefs and fhow, to touch my pride,

My little heart is panting ;

But then, there's fomething elfe befide,

I foon mould find was wanting.

Then Colin thou my heart fhalt gain,

For thou wilt near deceive me ;
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And grey-hair'd wealth fhall plead in vain,

For thou haft molt to give me.

My fancy paints thee full of charms,

Thou looks fo young and tender,

Love beats his new and fond alarms,

To thee I now furrender.
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SONG LXXXIII.

THE WAY TO KEEP HIM.

YE fair, who mine thro' Britain's ifle,

And triumph o'er the heart,

For once, attentive be a while

To what I fhall impart.

Would you obtain the. youth you love,

The precepts of a friend approve,

And learn the way to keep him.

As foon as Nature has decreed

The bloom of eighteen years,

And Ilabel from fchool is freed,

Then beauty's force appears ;

The youthful blood begins to flow,

She hopes for man, and longs to know,
The fureft way to keep him.

When firft the plealing pain is felt

Within the lover's breaft,

And you, by ftrange perfuafion melt,

Each wifhing to be bleft,

Be not too bold, nor yet too coy,

With prudence lure the happy boy,

And that's the way to keep him.-

At court, at ball, at park, or play,

A.flume a modeft pride ;

And, left your tongue your mind betray,

In fewer words confide :
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The maid, who thinks to gain a mate
By giddy chat, will find too late,

That's not the way to keep him.

In dreffing never the hours kill,

That bane to all the fex ;

Nor let the arts of dear Spadille

Your innocence perplex.

Be always decent as a bride,

By virtuous rules your reafon guide,

For that's the way to keep him.

And when the nuptial knot is fall,

And both its bleffings fhare,

To make thefe joys for ever lad,

Of jealoufy beware.

His love with kind compliance meet,

Let conftancy the work complete,

And you'll be fure to keep him.

SONG LXXXIV.

THE MAID OF THE MILL.

ATTEND all ye fhepherds and nymphs to my lay,

And learn from my tale to go wifer away.

A damfel once dwelt at the foot of a hill,

Well known by the name of The Maid of the Mill.

The lord of the village beheld the fvveet maid

;

Each art to fubdue her was prefently laid

;

With gold he endeavour'd to tempt her to ill,

But nought could prevail with the maid of the mill.

Young Johnny addrefs'd her with hope, and with

fear

;

His heart was rig;ht honeft, his love was fmcere :

With rapture* each moment, his bofom would thrill,

When'er he beheld the dear maid of the mill.
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His paflion was founded in honour and truth ;

The nymph read his heart, and, of courfe, lov'd the youth.

At church little Jenny foon anfwer'd— I will.

His Lordihip was baulk'd of the maid of the mill.

What happinefs waits on the chafte nuptial pair

!

Content, they are ftrangers to forrow and care :
^

The flame they firft rais'd in each other burns Hill,

And Johnny is bleft with the maid of the mill.

SONG LXXXV.

BRAES OF BALLENDEN.

A favourite Scots Song. Simg by Mrs Hudfon.

BENEATH a green made, a lovely young fwain

One ev'ning reclin'd to difcover his pain ;

So fad, yet fo fweetly, he warbl'd his woe,

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

;

Rude winds, with companion, could hear him complain,,

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

How happy, he cried, my moments once flew,

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

;

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

Nor fmil'd the fair morning more chearful than they :

Now fcenes of diflrefs pleafe only my fight,

I'm tortur'd in pleafure, and languiih in light.

Thro' changes, in vain, relief I purfue,

All, all but confpire my griefs to renew

;

From funfnine to zephyrs and (hades we repair,

To funfhine 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 ;

G
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I fly from the dangers of temped 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.

SONG LXXXVI.

THE G I P S E Y.

AS thro' the green meadow I chanced to pafs,

A gipfey fat under a made,
Who told me fhe faw by the lines of my face,

That my doom was to die an old maid.

Her prophecy fill'd me with grief and difmay,

And pierc'd my poor heart to the quick,

Becaufe I'd oft heard my grandmother fay,

That gipfies do deal with Old Nick.

For farther advice to the curate I went,

And told him my cafe in a fright
;

Says he, pretty maid, be content for a while,

And I'll alter the cafe before night.

then he began with fuch force and fuch fire,

And with arguments fo very ftrong,

That, believe me, ye maids, the devil is a liar ;

And fo, there's an end of my fong.

SONG LXXXVIL

THE MILK -MAID.

COMING home with my milk the young 'fquire I

met,

Says, Polly, love, fet down your pails,

1 have long been a kifs or two, child, in your debt,

* If I pay you, you muft not tell tales.
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To oblige him, and 'caufc that I would not be crofs,

I prefently quitted my pails ;

He pull'd me down gently on a bed of green mofs

And kifs'd me—I ihould not tell tales.

I ftrove to get up, but he ftill kept me down ;

I begg'd to go home with my pails :

He vow'd, to fuch pitch his fond paffion was grown,

He'd wed—but I mull not tell tales.

So gently he woo'd, and fo warmly he preft,

That I little more thought of my pails,

Till beyond all efcaping, I found him poffeil

Of my heart—but I mull not tell tales.

He folemnly fwore that he'd make me his wife,

And eafe me of carrying pails

;

If he don't, why, as fure as a mufcle has life.

If I'm filent, there is one will tell tales.

SONG LXXXVIII.

FRIENDSHIP AND WINE. By Mr. Gil/on.

LET the grave and the gay enjoy life how they may,
My pleafures their pleafures furpafs j

Go the world well or ill, 'tis the fame with me ftill,

If I have but my friend and my glafs.

The lover may figh, the courtier may lie,

And Crqefus his treafure amafs
;

All the joys are but vain that are blended with pain
$

So I'll fland by my friend and my glafs.

New life wine infpires, and creates new deilres,

And oft wins the lover his lafs,

Or his courage prepares to difdain the nymph's airs |

So I'll Hand by my friend and mv glafs.

G 2
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The earth fucks the rain, the fun draws the main,
With the earth we are all in a clafs

;

Then enliven the clay, let us live while we may,
And I'll Hand by my friend and my glafs.

sTis friendihip and wine only life can refine :

We care not whate'er comes to pafs

With courtiers or great men, there's none of us ftatefmen

:

Come—Here's to our friend and our glafs.

S O N. G
. LXXXIX.

THROUGH THE WOOD LASSIE.

Nelly ! no longer thy Sandy now mourn,
Let mufic and pleafure abound without meafure,

Let mufic and pleafure, &c.
O'er hillocks, or mountains, or low in the burn,

Or, thro' the wood, laffie, until thou return.

Thro' the wood, laffie, thro' the wood, laffie,

Thro' the wood, thro' the wood,
Thro' the wood, laffie

;

O'er hillocks, o'er mountains, &c.

Since I have been abfent from thee, my dear Nell,

No content, no delight have I known day or night

;

The murmuring ilream, and the hill's echo, tell

How thro' the wood, laffie, I breath'd my fad knell.

Thro' the wood, Sec.

And now to all forrow I'll bid full adieu,

And., with joy, like a dove, I'll return to my love :

The maxim of loving in truth let us know,
Then thro' the wood, laffie, we'll bonnily go. Thro' &c.

Come lads, and come laffes, be blithfome and gay,

Let your hearts merry be, and both full of glee

:

The Highlands fhall reign with the joy of the day,

When thro' the wood, happy, we'll dance, fing, and play.

Thro' the wood, &c.
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SONG XC.

Tune,

—

Highland Queen.

I
Gently touch'd her hand, fhe gave

A look that did my foul enflave ;

I prefs'd her rebel lips in vain,

They rofe up to be prefs'd again :

Thus happy I no further meant,

Than to be pleas'd and innocent.

On her foft breafts my hand I laid>

And a quick light impreffion made ;

They with a kindly warmth did glow,

And fwell'd, and feem'd to overflow :

Yet, truft me, I no further meant,

Than to be pleas'd and innocent.

On her eyes my eyes did prey,

O'er her fmooth limbs my hand did ftray

;

Each fenfe was ravifh'd with delight,

And my foul Hood prepar'd for flight

:

Blame me not, if at laft I meant,

More to be pleas'd than innocent.

LAMENT FOR GENERAL WOLFE.

RITONS, loyal and bold, .

Who would never be controul'd

By the French. See the braveft of his fex,

Britifh Wolfe, flout and good,

Made the rivers run with blood,

At the glorious eonquelt of Quebec.

Brave Wolfe was our commander,
Montcalm was their defender,

Their numbers did us forely difmay

:

G 3
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But brave Wolfe, flout and bold,

He would never be controul'd,

Arid his lafl dying word was,—Huzza !

Contented I die,

Since we've gain'd the victory,

As you tell me the battle is our own

;

Let my foul depart in peace,

And the wars for ever ceafe,

Since my life for fair Britain is gone.

The Highlanders, in hot blood,

And failors, ftout and rude,

Like madmen did clafh them away :

When the French began to run,

We advanced on their ground ;

But our grief was for Wolfe—Oh that day !

Then the city it furrender'd,

The gates ltraight we enter'd ;

Our mips in the harbour lay thick.

We thanked the Moft High
For this fignal victory,

At the glorious conqueft of Quebec.

SONG XCII.

N the dead of the night, when with labour opprefs'd.

All mortals enjoy the calm bleffings of reft,

"

Cupid knock'd at my door, I awoke with the noife,

And who is it, I call'd, that my fleep thus deftroys ?

You need not be frighten 'd, he anfwerM fo mild,

Let me in ; I'm a little unfortunate child
j

'Tis a dark rainy night ; and I'm wet to the fkin ;

And my way I have loft, and do, pray, let me in.

I was mov'd with compaffion ; and, ftriking a light 3

I open'd the door, when a boy flood in %ht ?
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Who had wings on his fhoulders ; the rain from him
dropp'd,

With a bow and arrows too he was equipp'd.

I flirr'd up my fire, and clofe by its fide,

I fet him down by me, with napkins I dry'd,

I chaff 'd him all over, kept out the cold air,

And I wrung, with my hands, the wet out of his hair.

He from wet and from cold was no fooner at eafe,

But taking up his bow, he faid, If you pleafe

We will try it ; I wou'd by experiment know
If the wet hath not damag'd the firing of my bow.

Forthwith from his quiver an arrow he drew,

To the firing he apply'd it, and twang went the yew
j

The arrow was gone : in my bofom it center'd,

No fling of a hornet more fliarp ever enter'd.

Away fldpp'd the urchin, as brifk as a bee,

And laughing, I wifh you much joy, friend, quoth he ;

My bow is undamag'd, for true went the dart

;

But you will have trouble enough with your heart.

SONG XCIII.

THE HAPPY FREEDOM.

COME all you young lovers, who, wan with defpairs

Compofe idle fonnets, and figh for the fair,

Who puff up their pride by enhancing their charms,

And tell them, 'tis heav'n to lie in their arms

;

Be wife, by example take pattern from me,

For let what will happen, by Jove I'll be free.

For let what will happen, &c.

Young Daphne I faw, in the net I was caught,

I ly'd and I flatter'd, as cuftom had taught

:

I prefs'd her to blefs, which me granted full foon
;

But the date of my paifion expir'd with the moon 5
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She vow'd fhe was ruin'd : I faid it might be :

I'm forry, my dear, but by Jove I'll be free, &c.

The next was young Phillis, as bright as the morn ;

The love that I proffer'd me treated with fcorn.

I laugh'd at her folly, and told her my mind,

That none can be handfome, but fuch as are kind j

Her pride and ill-nature were loft upon me ;

For in fpite of fair faces, by Jove I'll be free, &c.

Let others call marriage the harbour of joys,

Calm peace I delight in, and fly from all noife ;

Some chufe to be hamper'd, 'tis fure a ftrange rage,

Like birds they fing beft when put in a cage.

Confinement's the devil, 'twas ne'er made for me,

Let who will be bound flaves, by Jove I'll be free, &c.

Then let each brifk bumper run over the glafs,

In a toaft to the young and the beautiful lafs,

Whofe yielding and eafe prefcribes no dull rule,

Nor thinks it a wonder a lover mould cool

:

Let us bill like the fparrow, and rove like the bee,

For, in fpite of grave leffons, by Jove I'll be free, &c.
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SONG XCIV.

THE ANSWER.

HOW dare you, bold Strephon, prefume thus to prat,

And lam the fair fex at this monftrous rate,

To boaft of your freedom, fince not long ago
That you were a flave to fair Chloe you know

!

When the next arrow comes, I wim't be from me,
Then I'd give you that anfwer, By Jove I'll be free.

You fay that young Daphne you brought to difgrace

;

I thank my kind ftars, that is none of my cafe
;

I'll take fpecial care, Sir, of yielding too foon,

Nor will I defpair at the change of the moon j
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It was ne'er in your pow'r yet to ruin me,

So I tell you with courage, By Jove I'll be free.

The next was young Phillis, whom beauties adorn ;

She ferv'd you but right, Sir, to treat you with fcorn ;

When the fox could not get the fweet grapes in his

pow'r,

He gave them a curfe, and he faid they were four

:

So thofe nymphs that are wife, Sir, and won't ruin'd be,

With fpleen you defpair of, yet cry, I'll be free.

Although you make fport, Sir, of the marriage-ftate,

Remember proud Strephon, it may be your fate ;

In the heat of your fever your pains to alfuage,

When there's no other way, you'll be glad of a cage.

When mirth, wine, and mufic no cordials can be,

May the fair one then anfwer, By jove I'll be free.

I wifh that all women would follow my rule ;

Then foon, haughty Strephon, you'd look like a fool i

When Cupid has mot with a well-pointed dart,

And made an imprefllon upon your vain heart,

When trembling and pale, you approach the fair fhe,

May fhe anfwer you coldly, By Jove 111 be free.

But give me the man that can love without feint,

(For natural beauty is far before paint,)

Who thinks it a blefiing to fettle for life,

And knows how to value a virtuous wife :

With patience I'll wait till I find the kind he,

And then I'll no longer defire to be free.

SONG XCV.

BANKS OF FORTH,
AWAKE, my Love, with genial ray,

The fun returning gilds the day j
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Awake, the balmy zephyr blows,

The hawthorn blooms, the daifie glows,

The trees regain their verdant pride,

The turtle wooes his tender bride,

To love, each warbler tunes the fong,

And Forth, in dimples, glides along.

O more than blooming dailies fair

!

More fragrant than the vernal air

!

More gentle than the turtle dove,

Or ftreams that murmur through the grove !

Bethink thee all is on the wing,

Thefe pleafures wait on wafting fpring

;

Then come, the tranfient blifs enjoy ;

Nor fear what fleets fo fail will cloy.

SONG XCVL

Tune,

—

Charles of Sweden.

COME, jolly Bacchus, god of wine,

Crown this night with pleafure :

Let none at cares of life repine,

To deftroy our pleafure :

Fill up the mighty fparkling bowl,

That ev'ry true and loyal foul

May drink and fing without controul,

To fupport our pleafure.

Thus, mighty Bacchus, thou (halt be

Guardian to our treafure,

That under thy protection we
May enjoy new pleafure. •

And as the hours glide away,

We'll in thy name invoke their ftay,

And fing thy praifes that we may
Live and die with pleafure.
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S ON G XCVII.

HIGHLAND LAD.

DOwn by yon fhady grove, one day I chanc'd to rove.

To pafs the dull hours away

:

Beneath a myrtle made I fpy'd a lovely maid,

On her fpinnet (he fweetly did play.

To yield me more delight, this charming lady bright,

In concert fhe fung very fad,

Unhappy maid am I, that fure of love mull die,

For my bonny bonny Highland lad.

I drew a little near, the better for to hear,

And this charming creature fung on,

My love has crofs'd the fea, alas ! he's gone from me,
This charming comely young man

;

His lovely air and mien may well deferve a queen,

Although that his fortune is bad

;

But yet I hope to fee my love before I die,

Oh ! my bonny bonny Highland lad.

Ye fates that rule above, preferve the man I love,

And keep him fecure from all harms

;

Guardian angels too attend, my love for to defend.

And return him fafe to my arms.

?3tf in battle he is flain, all pieafure I'll difdain,

I'll rove quite diftracled and mad

;

There's none to eafe my care, the lofs I cannot bear
Of my bonny bonny Highland lad.

Firfl when my love I'd feen one day in Aberdeen,
My fenfes were ravilhed quite

;

He was proper, ftraight and tall, the comliell of them
all,

He's my only joy and delight

;

I near unto him drew, his bonnet it was blue,

He was drefs'd in his tartans and plaid

;

A captive I became, and think it is no mame.
For my bonny bonny Highland lad.
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Oh ! if I knew but where to find my deareft dear,)

I would range the wide world all o'er

;

To fea I would repair, drefs'd in man's attire,

To find out the youth I adore.

Thro' lonely woods I'll ftray, and flow'ry meadows gay,
I will leave my mammy and dad,

And never will return, but always figh and mourn
For my bonny bonny Highland lad.

S O N G XCVIII.

THE CHOICE OF A WIFE.

IN city, town, and village, my fancy oft hath rov'd,

A Phillis and a" Chloe I ev'ry where have lov'd

;

But, tired with variety, to marriage I'm ihclin'd,

Would fortune only grant me a partner to my mind.
Then I'd go no more a roving,

But, conftant as the dove,

My time I'd pafs, with fuch a lafs,

In harmony and love.

Then I'd go no more a roving.

I care not for complexion, be fhe black, brown or fair,

If fhe has but discretion, and meaning in her air ;

Her fiiape I would have graceful, to pride and folly blind,

To mind the one thing needful, to cultivate her mind.

Then I'd go no more a roving, &c.

An animated form, where fenfe and fweetnefs move,

And innocence, refining the tendernefs of love ;

Fromfcolding, andfromfcandal, I'dhavehertonguebefree,

And always neat and clean keep herfelf and family.

Then I'd go more a roving, &c.

I'd have a juil decorum in all her actions lhine,

With a temper condefcending to fuit herfelf and mine;

Of a chearful difpolition, with humour free and gay,

And fometimes with a fong for to pafs an hour away.

Then I'd go no more a roving, &c.
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It (hall not be my ftudy to court a leaden purfe,

Altho' with that ingredient fhe will not be the worfe

;

Let modefty referve be her property and choice,

Not over fond to cloy, and yet not over nice.

Then I'd go no more a roving, &c.

To heighten my affection and double all my joy,

A profpeft I would have of a lovely girl or boy

;

And out of what I have, for 'tis what I would allow,

I would charitable have her, and hofpitable too.

Then I'd go no more a roving, &c.

This granted, I would freely my liberty refign,

She mould give me her heart and hand, and I would

give her mine

;

A monarch on his throne then unenvy'd mould be,

For home would be a paradife with fuch a girl as fhe.

Then I'd go no more a roving, &c.
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SONG XCIX.

THE CHOICE OF A HUSBAND.

Same Tune,

SINCE honour has attended upon the marry'd flate,

And from the torch of Hymen our happinefs we
date

;

If e'er the fates ordain it, that I mould be a wife,

The picture I will draw of the partner of my life.

Then I'd live no longer fingle,

Could but my influence

A conqueft gain o'er fuch a fwain,

Endu'd with manly fenfe

Then I'd live no longer iingle.

The fop, the beau, the fribble, could ne'er my fancy take,

Nor yet would I admire the rattle headed rake ;

H
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But, to guard himfelf from infult, I'd have him bold and

brave,

To wink at little foibles that I may chance to have.
Then I'd live no longer fmgle, &c.

His perfon in proportion, more robuft than fine,

A fort of eafy carelefsnefs, deportment to incline :

And affably, and candidly, mare all my joys and cares,

And give me my prerogative in family affairs.

Then I'd live no longer fingle, Sec.

His converfation fraught with endearing fentiments,

Free from the pedant ftiffnefs, or rude impertinence
;

In all his lawful dealings let honour ftill prefide,

Frugal in oeconomy, let prudence be his guide.

Then I'd live no longer fingle, &c.

His principles untainted, his morals juft and found,

And one in whom the dictates of honefty is found

;

I value not the glaring of wealth and pageantry,

But plac'd above neceffity is juft enough for me.
Then I'd live no longer fingle, &c.

Could you but recommend me to fuch a fwain as this,

I'd think myfelf arriv'd at the fummit of all blifs

;

And for his health and welfare for ever I would pray,

And think myfelf in duty bound to love and to obey.

Then I'd live no longer fingle, &c.

SONG C.

THE JOLLY BEGGAR.
THERE was a jolly beggar, and a begging he was

bound,

And he took up his quarters into a land'art town.

And we'll go no more a roving, a roving in the night,

We'll go no more a roving, boys, let the moon mine

ne'er fo bright

;

And we'll go no more a roving.
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He wad neither lye in barn, nor yet wad he in byre,

But in ahint the ha' door, or elfe afore the fire.

And we'll go no more a roving, &c.

The beggar's bed was made at e'en wi' good clean ftraw

and hay,

And in ahint the ha' door, and there the beggar lay.

And we'll go no more a roving, &c.

Up raife the goodman's dochter, and for to bar the door,

And there me faw the beggar ftandin' i' the floor.

And we'll go no more a roving, kc.

He took the laffie in his arms, and to the bed he ran,

O hooly ! hooly wi' me, Sir, ye'll waken our goodman.
And we'll go no more a roving, Sec.

The beggar was a cunnin' loon, and ne'er a word he fpak%
Until he got his turn done, fyne he began to crack.

And we'll go no more a roving, &c.

Is there ony dogs into this town ? maiden, tell me true.

And what wad ye do wi' them, my hinny and my dow?
And we'll go no more a roving, &c.

They'll rive a' my meal-pocks, and do me meikle wrang.
dool for the doing o't ! are ye the poor man ?

And we'll go no more a roving, &c.

Then fhe took up the meal-pocks, and ftang them o'er

the wa',

The de'il gae wi' the meal-pocks, my maiden-head and a\
And we'll go no more a roving, &c.

1 took you for fome gentleman, at leaft the laird of Brodie

;

O dool for the doing o't ! are ye the poor bodie ?

And we'll go no more a roving, &c.

He took the laffie in his arms, and gae her kifTes three,

And four-and-twenty hunder mark to pay the nourice-fee.

And we'll go no more a roving, &c.
H 2
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He took a horn frae his fide, and blew baith loud and

fhrill,

And four-and-twenty belted knights came flapping o'er

the hill.

And we'll go no more a roving, &c.

And he took out his little knife, loot a' his duddies fa%

And he was the brawefl gentleman that was amang
them a\

And we'll go no more a roving, &c.

The beggar was a clever loon, and he lap moulder
height,

O ay for ficken quarters as I gat yefternight.

And we'll go no more a roving, &c.

SONG CI.

Sung hy Mrs Cibber in the Winter's Tale.

COME, come, my good fhepherds, our flocks we muft
fhear,

In your holiday fuits with your laffes appear

:

The happiefl of folks are the guiltlefs and free

;

And who are fo guiltlefs, fo happy as we !

We harbour no paffions by luxury taught,

We praitife no arts with hypocrify fraught :

What we think in our hearts you may read in our eyes,

For, knowing no falfehood, we need no difguife.

By mode and caprice are the city dames led

;

But we all the children of Nature are bred ;

By her hands alone we are painted and drefs'd ;

For the rofes will bloom when there's peace in the breaft.

The giant, ambition, we never can dread
;

Our roofs are too low for fo lofty a head
;

Content and fweet chearfulnefs open our door j

They fmile with the fimple, and feed with the poor.
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When love has poffefs'd us, that love we reveal

;

Like the flocks that we feed are the paffions we feel

;

So harmlefs and fimple we fport and we play,

And leave to fine folk to deceive and betray.

SONG CII.

Tune,

—

Apron Deary,

MY fheep I neglected, I loft my fheep-hook,

And all the gay haunts of my youth I forfook

;

No more for Amynta frefh garlands I wove,

For ambition, I faid, would foon cure me of love.

O what had my youth with ambition to do ?

Why left I Amynta ; why broke I my vow ?

O give me my fheep, and my fheep hook reftore,

I'll wander from love and Amynta no more.

Through regions remote in vain do I rove,

And bid the wide ocean fecure me from love :

O fool ! to imagine that ought can fubdue

A love fo well founded, a paffion fo true.

O what had my youth, &c.

Alas ! 'tis too late at thy fate to repine,

Poor fhepherd ! Amynta no more can be thine,

Thy tears are all fruitlefs, thy wi fries- are vain :

The moments neglected return not again.

O what had my youth, &c.

SONG cm.

Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr Potter,

THE laft time I went to the fair,

I met my faithful Sandy there
;

H 3
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He left his mates and flew to me,
And kifs'd my hand with merry glee :

Then led me forth beneath the vale,

(And gave me fweetmeats, cakes, and ale)

Where all the village gaily fpent

The live-long night in merriment.

Not all the lads I daily fee,

With Sandy can compared be ;

He is the moll accomplifti'd youth,

For virtue, innocence, and truth ;

His locks are as the raven black,

In flowing ringlets, down his back ;

With rofy cheeks and face fo neat,

And coral lips that kifs fo fweet.

His cot is feated by a mill,

Adjoining to a chryilal rill

;

Upon whofe verdant margin creep

(So fweet to view) his flock of meep.

Next Eafter day, lefs ill betide,

He's promis'd I mall be his bride :

Among the fwains, alas ! how few,

Like Sandy, are fo kind and true !

SONG CIV.

Set by Mr Howard.

WHY heaves my fond bofom ? ah ! what can it

mean?
Why flutters my heart that was once fo ferene ?

Why this lighing and trembling when Daphne is near ?

Or why, when file's abfent, this forrow and fear ?

Methinks I for ever with wonder could trace

The thoufand foft charms that embellifh thy face :

Each moment I view thee, new beauties I find !

With thy face I am charm'd, but enflav'd by thy mind.
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Untainted with folly, unfully'd with pride,

There native good-humour and virtue refide

;

Pray heaven that virtue thy foul may fupply,

With compaffion for him, who without thee mull die.

song cv.

Tune,

—

Banks of Forth.

YE fylvan pow'rs that rule the plain,

Where fweetly winding Fortha glides,

Conduct me to thefe banks again,

Since there my charming Molly bides.

Thefe banks that breathe their vernal fweets,

Where ev'ry fmiling beauty meets

;

Where Molly's charms adorn the plain,

And chear the heart of ev'ry fwain.

Thrice happy were the golden days,

W'hen I, amidil the rural throng,

On Fortha's meadows breath'd my lays,

And Molly's charms were all my fong.

While me was prefent all were gay,

No forrow did our mirth allay

;

We fung of pleafure, fung of love,

And mufic breath'd in every grove.

then was I the happieft fwain !

No adverfe fortune marr'd my joy

;

The fhepherds figh'd for her in vain,

On me me fmil'd, to them was coy.

O'er Fortha's mazy banks we ftray'd :

1 woo'd, I lov'd the beauteous maid

;

The beauteous maid my love return'd,

And both with equal ardour burn'd.

Once on the graffy bank reclin'd,

Where Forth ran by in murmurs deep,

It was my happy chance to find

The charming Molly lull'd afleep :



9 2 A COLLECTION
My heart then leapt with inward blifs,

I foftly ftoop'd, and ftole a kifs
;

She wak'd, fhe bluuVd, and faintly blam'd,

Why, Damon, are ye not afham'd ?

Oft in the thick embow'ring groves,

Where birds their mufic chirp'd aloud,

Alternately we fung our loves,

And Fortha's fair meanders view'd.

The meadows wore a gen'ral fmile,

Love was our banquet all the while ;

The lovely profpecl: charm'd the eye,

To where the ocean met the iky.

Ye fylvan pow'rs, ye rural gods,

To whom we fwains our cares impart,

Reflore me to thefe bleft abodes,

And eafe, oh eafe ! my lovefick heart

;

Thefe happy days again reflore,

When Moll and I fhall part no more

;

When fhe fhall fill thefe longing arms,

And crown my blifs with all her charms.

atatawata*&atatat a* atataw *r *vatat #*f

SONG CVL

Set by Mr Boycc.

RAIL no more, ye learned affes,

'Gainft the joys the bowl fupplies
;

Sound its depth, and fill your glaffes,

Wifdom at the bottom lies

:

Fill them higher ftill, and higher,

Shallow draughts perplex the brain
;

Sipping quenches all our fire,

Bumpers light it up again.

Draw the fcene foi wit and pleafure,

Enter jc Hity nn3
joy :

We for -thinking hi 10 leifure,

Manly mirth ia ovti employ :
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Since in life there's nothing certain,

We'll the prefent hour engage ;

And when death fhall drop the curtain,

With applaufe we'll quit the flage.

SONG CVII.

MAY-EVE: OR, KATE OF ABERDEEN

THE filver moon's enamour'd beams
Steals foftly through the night,

To wanton with the winding ftreams,

And kifs reflected light

:

To courts begone ! heart-foothing fleep,

Where you've fo feldom been,

Whilft I May's wakeful vigil keep

With Kate of Aberdeen.

The nymphs and fwains expectant wait,

In primrofe chaplets gay,

Till morn unbars her golden gate,

And gives the promis'd May.
The nymphs and fwains mail all declare

The promis'd May, when feen,

Not half fo fragrant, half fo fair,

As Kate of Aberdeen.

I'll tune my pipe to playful notes,

And roufe your nodding grove,

Till new-wak'd birds diftrain their throat*..

And hail the maid I love.

At her approach the lark miilakes,

And quits the new-drefs'd green :

Fond birds, 'tis not the morning breaks,

'Tis Kate of Aberdeen.

Now blithfome o'er the dewy mead,

Where elves difportive play,

The feftal dance young fhepherds lead,

Or ling their love-tun'd lay,
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Till May, in morning-robe, draws nigh,

And claims a virgin-queen :

The nymps and fwains exulting cry,

" Here's Kate of Aberdeen." :
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SONG CVIII.

THE CHARMS OF A BOTTLE.

YE mortals, whom forrow and trouble attend,

Whofe life is a feries of pain without end,

For ever depriv'd of hope's all chearing ray,

Nor know what it is to be happy a day.

Obey then the fummons, the bottle invites,

Drink deep, and I'll warrant it fets you to rights.

Did Neptune's fait element run with frefh wine,

Tho' all Europe's powers together combine,

Our brave Britifh failors need ne'er care a jot,

Surrounded with plenty of fuch rare grape-mot.

Obey then the fummons, &c.

Was each dull pedantical text fpinning vicar

To leave off dry preaching and ftick to his liquor,

O how would he wilh for that power divine,

To change, when he would, ample water to wine.

Obey then the fummons, &c.

If wine then can miracles work fuch as thefe,

And give to the troubl'd mind comfort and eafe,

Defpair not, that bleffing in Bacchus you'll find,

Who mowers his gifts for the good of mankind.

Obey then the fummons, &c.

SONG CIX.

W ITH the man that I love was I deftin'd to dwell

On a mountain, a moor, in a cot, in a cell

;
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Retreats the moll barren, moll defart, would be

More pleafmg than courts, or a palace, to me.

Let the vain, and the venal, in wedlock afpire

To what folly efteems, and the vulgar admire ;

I yield them the blifs, where their wilhes are plac'd,

Infenlible creatures ! 'tis all they can tafte.

SONG CX.

A FAVOURITE NEW SONG.

LET the tempell of war be heard from afar,

With trumpets' and cannons' alarms ;

Let the brave, if they will, by their valour or fkill,

Seek honour and conquell in arms.

To live fafe, and retire, is what I delire,

Of my flocks and my Chloe polTell

;

For in them I obtain true peace, without pain 5

And the lailing enjoyment of reft.

In fome cottage or cell, like a fhepherd, to dwell,

From all interruption at eafe ;

In a peaceable life, to be blell with a wife,

Who will lludy her hufband to pleafe.
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SONG CXI.

D A W N O F HOPE.

A Dawn of hope my foul revives,

And banilhes defpair

;

If yet my dearell Damon lives,

Make him, ye gods, your care.

Difpel thefe gloomy fhades of night,

My tender grief remove ;
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Oh ! fend fome cheating ray of light,

And guide me to my love.

Thus, in a fecret friendly fhade,

The penfive Celia mourn 'd,

While courteous Echo lent her aid,

And iigh for figh return 'd.

When fudden, Damon's well-known face

Each rifmg fear difarms ;

He, eager, fprings to her embrace,

She finks into his arms.
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SONG CXII.

ADVICE. By a young Lady.

SHEPHERDS, would ye hope to pleafe us,

You mull ev'ry humour try ;

Sometimes flatter, fometimes teaze us,

Sometimes laugh, and fometimes cry.

Soft denials are but trials

Of the heart we wifli to gain ;

Tho' we're my, and feem to fly,

If you jpurfue we fly in vain.

SONG CXIII.

THE INVITATION.

COME Colin, pride of rural fwains,

O come, and blefs thy native plains :

The daifies fpring, the beeches bud,

The fongfliers warble in the wood.

Come Colin, hafte, O come away,

Your fmiles will make the village gay :
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When you return, the vernal breeze

Will wake the buds, and fan the trees.

Oh ! come and fee the vi'lets fpring,

The meadows laugh, the linnets fing :

Your eyes our joylefs hearts can cheer,

O hafte ! and make us happy here.

SONG CXIV.

A FAV'RITE DUET AND CHORUS.

SEE the conquering hero comes,

Sound the trumpets, beat the drums.

Sports prepare, the laurel bring,

Songs of triumph to him fmg.

See the god-like youth advance,

Breathe the flutes, and lead the dance,

Myrtle wreaths and rofes twine,

To deck the hero's brow divine.

SONG CXV.

A FAVOURITE SONG.

THO' my drefs and my manners are fimple and plain.

A rafeal I 'hate, and a knave I difdain
;

My dealings are juil, and my conference is clear,

And I'm richer than thofe who have thoufands a year.

Tho' bent down with age, and for fporting uncouth;

I feel no remorfe for the follies of youth
;

I ftill tell my tale, and rejoice in my fong,

And, my boys, think my age not a moment too hang.

I
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Let the courtiers, thofe dealers in grin and grimace,

Creep under, dance over, fcr title or place
;

Above all the titles that flow from a throne,
That of honefl I prize—and that title's my own.

4^a^pac^$3c^ac^®s^s^^a^4
SONG CXVI.

THE SEASON OF LOVE.

BRIGHT Sol is return'd, the winter is o'er,

He's all-chearing beams do nature reftore
;

The cowflip and daily, the vilet and rofe,

£ach garden, each orchard, does fragrance difclofe :

The birds' chearful notes are heard in each grove,

All nature confeffes the feafon of love.

The nymphs and the fhepherds come tripping amain,
All haften to join in the fports of the plain

;

Our rural diversions are free from all guile,

The face that is honefl fecurely can fmile :

The heart that's fincere in afFeftion may prove

All nature's force in the feafon of love.

O come then, Philander, with Sylvia away,

Our friends, that expect us, accufe our delay ;

Let's haile to the village, the fports to begin ;

I'll drive for my fhepherd the garland to win.

But fee his approach whom my heart does approve,

Who makes ev'ry moment the feafon of love.

SONG CXVIL

CHARMS OF LOVELY PEGGY

NCE more I'll tune the vocal fhell,

To hills and dales my paffion tell,

A flame which time can never quell,

But burn 6 for thee> my Peggy,
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You greater bards your lyre ftfbuld hit

;

For fay, what fubjeft is more fit,

Than to record the fparkling wit,

And bloom of lovely Peggy ?

The fun firft rifing in the morn,

That paints the dew-befpangled thorn,

Does not fo much the day adorn

As does my lovely Peggy.

And when in Thetis' lap to reft,

He ftreaks with gold the ruddy weft,

He's not fo beauteous as, undreft,

Appears my lovely Peggy.

Was fhe array'd in ruftic weed,

With her the bleating ilocks I'd feed.

And pipe upon the oaten reed,

To pleafe my lovely Peggy.
With her a cottage would delight,

All's happy when fhe's in my light

;

But when fhe's gone, 'tis endlefs nightj

All's dark without my Peggy.

When Zephyr on the violet blows,

Or breathes upon the damafk rofe,

They do not half the fweets diiclofe,

As does my lovely Peggy.
I ftole a kifs the other day,

And (truft me) nought but truth I fay,

The fragrance of the blooming May,
Was not fo fweet as Peggy.

"While bees from flow'r to flow'r do rove,

And linnets warble thro' the grove,

Or ftately fwans the waters love,

So long (hall I love Peggy.
And when death lifts his pointed dart

To, ftrike the blow that rends my heart,

My words (hall be, when I depart,

Adieu ! my lovely Peggy.

I 2
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SONG CXVIII.

FLOWERS OF THE FOREST.

VE feen the fmiling of Fortune beguiling,

I've felt all its favours, and found its decay ;

Sweet was its bleffing, kind its careffing,

But now 'tis fled,—fled far away.

I've feen the foreft adorned the foremoft,

With flowers of the faireft, mod pleafant and gay ;

Sae bonny was their blooming, their fcent the air per-

fuming,

But now they are wither'd and weeded away.

I've feen the morning with gold the hills adorning,

And loud tempeft ftorming before the mid day.

I've feen Tweed's filver fcreams fivining in funny beams,

Grow drumly and dark as he roll'd on his way.

O fickle Fortune ! why this cruel fporting ?

O why ft ill perplex us, poor fons of a day ?

Nae mair your fmiles can chear me, nae mair your
frowns can fear me,

For the flowers of the foreft are withered away.

SONG CXIX.

Tune,

—

Flowers of Edinburgh.

AiDIEU, ye ftreams that fmoothly glide

Thro' mazy windings o'er the plain,

I'll in feme lonely cave reiide,

And ever mourn my faithful fwain.

Flower of the forefl was my love,

Soft as the fighing fummer's gale,

Gentle and conilant as the dove,

Blooming; as rofes in the vale.
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Alas ! by Tweed my love did ftray,

For me he fearch'd the banks around;

But, ah ! the fad and fatal day,

My love, the pride of fwains, was drown'd.

Now droops the willow o'er the ftream,

Pale ftalks his ghoft on yonder grove,

Dire fancy paints him in my dream,

Awake, I mourn my hopelefs love.

k0«00»JO*0O00*

SONG CXX.

THE FLOWERS OF EDINBURGH.

MY love was once a bonny lad,

He was the flower of all his kin

;

The abfence of his bonny face

Has rent my tender heart in twain.

I day nor night find no delight,

In filent tears I ftill complain ;

•And exclaim 'gainft thofe my rival foes,

That ha'e ta'en from me my darling fwain,

Defpair and ajnguim fill my bread,

Since I have loft my blooming rofe ;

I figh and moan while others reft,

His abfence yields me no repofe.

To feek my love I'll rangeand rove,

Thro' ev'ry grove and diftant plain
;

Thus I'll ne'er ceafe, but fpend my days,

T' hear tidings from my darling fwain.

There's nothing ftrange in nature^s change,,

Since parents fhew fuch cruelty ;

They've caus'd my love from me to range,

And knows not to what deftiny.

The pretty kids and tender lambs

May ceafe to fport upon the plain

;

But I'll mourn and lament, in deep difcontentj

For the abfence of my darling fwain.

I 3

1
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Kind Neptune, let me thee intreat,

To fend a fair and pleafant gale

;

Ye dolphins fweet, upon me wait,

And convey me upon your tail.

Heav'ns blefs my voyage with fuccefs,

While eroding of the raging main,

And fend me fafe o'er to that diftant ihore,,

To meet my lovely darling fwain.

All joy and mirth at our return

Shall then abound from Tweed to Tay ;

The bells lhall ring, and fweet birds dug,

To grace and crown our nuptial day.

Thus blefs'd with charms in my love's arms,

My heart once more I will regain ;

Then I'll range no more to a diftant fhore,

But in love will enjoy my darling fwain.

SONG CXXL

JOCKY AND JENNY.
'Jocky. I17HEN Jocky was blefs 'd with your love

V V and your truth,

Not on Tweed's pleafant banks dwelt fo blithfome

a youth,

With Jenny I fported it all the day long,

And her name was the burden and joy of my fong,

And her name was the burden and joy of my fong.

J«
T -e jocky had ceas'd all his kindnefs to me,

in a vale not fo happy a me,

es with Jocky his Jenny had known,
I :ofn'd in a cot the line folks of the town.

jfocky. Ah ! Jocky, what fear now poffefTes thy mind,

at Jenny, fo conftant, to Willy's been kind!

ring fo gay with the nymphs on the plain,

ded her hand and her heart to the fwain,
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Jenny. You falfely upbraid—but remember the day
With Lucy you toy'd it beneath the new hay ;

When alone with your Lucy, the fhepherds have faid,

You forgot all the vows that to Jenny you made.

Jocky. Believe not, fvveet Jenny, my heart ftray'd from
thee.

For Lucy the wanton's a maid flill for me :

From a lafs that's fo true your fond Jocky ne'er rov'd,

Nor once could forfake the kind Jenny he lov'd.

Jenny. My heart for young Willy ne'er panted nor

%h'd,
For you of that heart was the joy and the pride.

While Tweed's waters glide, fhall your Jenny be true.,

Nor love, my dear Jocky, a fhepherd like you.

Jochy. No fhepherd e'er met with fo faithful a fair,

For kindnefs no youth can with Jocky compare.
We'll love then, and live from fierce jealoufy free,

And none on the plain fhall be happy as we.

SONG CXXII.

THE BASHFUL LOVER,

Set by Mr HuJfon.

THERE lives a fhepherd in the vale,

Tender, conilant, and fincere,

Who dares not tell his tender tale,

Left he offend his charmer's ear :

I cannot, dare not tell his name
;

But fay, would you his paffion blame ?

His heart enfhrines the cruel fair,

Of all his thoughts the conilant theme

;

Her lov'd idea triumphs there,

His daily mufe, his nightly dream.
I cannot, dare not, &c.
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When in her prefence he appears,

He veils the fecret of his eyes ;

More deep refpect his paffion wears,

Than ev'n his charmer can furmife,

I cannot, &c

Ah ! mould his love itfelf betray,

And her auilerity offend !

Her cruelty would drive away
At once the lover and the friend.

I cannot, &c.

SONG CXXIII.

STREPHON'S COMPLAINT.

WHEN Delia on the plain appears,

Aw'd by a thoufand tender fears,

I would approach, but dare not move ;

Tell me, my heart, if this be love ?

Whene'er me fpeaks, my ravifh'd ear

No other voice than hers can hear
j

No other wit but hers approve ;

Tell me, my heart, if this be love ?

If fhe fome other fwain commend,
Tho' I was once his ftrongeft friend,

His inftant enemy I prove,

Tell me, my heart, if this be love?

When fhe is abfent, I no more

Delight in all that pleas'd before,

The cleared fpring, the fhadieft grove
;

Tell me, my heart, if this be love ?

When fond of pow'r, of beauty vain,

Her nets fhe fpread for ev'ry fwain,

I ftrove to hate, but vainly ftrove ;

Tell me, my heart, if this be love |
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SONG CXXIV.

L O G A N - W A T E R.

Pj*
OR ever, Fortune, wilt thou prove

An unrelenting foe to love
;

And when we meet a mutual heart,

Come in between, and bid us part

;

Bid us figh on from day to day,

And wifh, and wifh the foul away,

Till youth and genial years are flown,

And all the life of life is gone !

But bufy, bufy ft ill art thou

To bind the lovelefs, joylefs vow,
The heart from pleafure to delude,

And join the gentle to the rude.

For once, O Fortune, hear my pray'r,

And I abfolve thy future care :

All other wifhes I refign,

Make but the dear Amanda mine.
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SONG CXXV.

LACK OF GOLD.

FOR the lack of gold (he's left me,
And of all that's dear bereft me,

She me forfook for a great duke,

And to endlefs woes fhe's left me,

A ftar and garter have more art

Than youth, a true and faithful heart;

For empty titles we mull part,

And for glittering (how (lie's left me,

No cruel fair mall ever move
My injur'd heart again to love

;
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Through diftant climates I mull rove,

Since Jeany (he has left me.

Ye pow'rs above, I to your care

Give . up my charming lovely fair ;

Your choiceft bleffings be her mare,

Tho' fhe's for ever left me.

SONG CXXVI.

PINKY HOUSE.

BY Pinky-houfe oft let me walk,

While circled in my arms,

I hear my Nelly fweetly talk,

And gaze o'er all her charms*

O let me ever fond behold

Thofe graces void of art

!

Thofe chearful fmiles that fweetly hold

In willing chains my heart.

O come, my love ! and bring anew,

That gentle turn of mind
;

That gracefulnefs of air, in you,

By nature's hand defign'd :

That beauty, like the blufhing rofe,

Firft lighted up this flame ;

Which, like the fun, for ever glows

Within my breaft the fame !

Ye light coquets ! ye airy things 1

How vain is all your art

!

How feldom it a lover brings !

How rarely keeps a heart

!

O ! gather from my Nelly's charms,

That fweet, that graceful eafe ;

That blufhing modefty that warms j

That native art to pleafe,
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Come then, my love ! O come along !

and feed me with thy charms ;

Come, fair infpirer of my fong,

O fill my longing ai-ms !

A flame like mine can never die,

While charms, fo bright as thine,

So heav'nly fair, both pleafe the eye,

and fill the foul divine !

SONG CXXVIL

Set by Dr Arne.

HEN trees did bud, and fields were green.

And broom bloom'd fair to fee

;

When Mary was complete fifteen,

And love laugh'd in her eye ;

Blithe Davy's blinks her heart did move
To fpeak her mind thus free

;

" Gang down the burn, Davy love,

" iVnd I will follow thee."

Now Davy did each lad furpafs

That dwelt on this burn -fide ;

s

And Mary was the bonniefl lafs,

Jail meet to be a bride.

Blithe Davy's blinks, &c.

Her cheeks were rofy, red and white,

Her een were bonny blue,

Her looks were like Aurora bright,

Her lips like dropping dew.

Blithe Davy's blinks., &c.

What pais'd, I guefs, was harmlefs play,

- And nothing, fure, unmeet !

For, ganging hame, I heard them fay„

They lik'd a walk fo fweet

;

Blithe Davy's blinks, &c.



iog A COLLECTION
His cheek to hers he fondly laid

;

She ery'd, " Sweet love be true
;

" And when a wife, as now a maid,
" To death I'll follow you."

Blithe Davy's blinks, &c.

As fate had dealt with him in routh,

Strait to the kirk he led her

;

There plighted her his faith and truth,

And a bonny bride he made her.

No more afham'd to own her love,

Or fpeak her mind thus free ;

" Gang down the burn, Davy love,

" And I will follow thee."

SONG CXXVIIL

A MAN TO MY MIND.

SINCE wedlock's in vogue, and ftale virgins defpis'd,

To all batchelors, greeting, thefe lines are premis'd ;

I'm a maid that would marry—oh ! could I but find,

I care not for fortune—a man to my mind.

A man to my mind,

A. man to my mind,

I care not for fortune—a man to my mind.

Not the fair feather'd fop, fond of fafhion and drefs ?

Nor the 'fquire, that can relifh no joys but the chace
;

Not the free thinking rake, whom no mortals can bind

;

Neither this, that, nor t'other's the man to my mind.

Not the ruddy-fac'd fot, who tops world without end ;

Not the drone, that can't relifh his bottle and friend
;

Not the fool, that's too fond ; nor the churl, that's un-

kind
;

Neither this, &c.

Not the rich with full bags, without breeding or merit

;

Not the flufh, that's all fury, without any fpirit

;
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Not the fine Mr Fribble, the fcorn of mankind

;

Neither this, &c.

But the youth, whom good fenfe and good nature infpire,

Whom the brave mult efteem, and the fair mould admire :

In whofe heart love and truth are with honour con-

join'd,

This, this, and no other's the man to my mind.

^>-.<^>....< 1|
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SONG CXXIX.

THE JOYS OF HARVEST.

NOW pleafure unbounded refounds o'er the plains,

And brightens the-fmiles of the damfels and fwains,

As they follow the laft team of harveft along,

And end all their toils with a dance and a fong

:

Poffefs'd of the plenty that bleffes the year,

Bleak winter's approach they behold without fear,

And when tempefts rattle and hurricanes roar,

Enjoy what they have, and ne'er languifh for more.

Dear Chloe, from them let us learn to be wife,

And ufe every moment of life as it flies
;

Gay youth is the fpring-time which all rauft improve,

For fummer to ripen an harveft of love
;

Our hearts then a provident care mould engage,

To lay friendfnip in ftore for the winter of age,

Whofe frowns (hall difarm ev'n Chloe's bright eye,

Damp the flame in my bofom, and pall ev'ry joy.

«$.XxXKXXXXXXXXXX ;'i|
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SONG CXXX.

IN PRAISE OF CLARET.

INfA
fpite of love, at length I've found

Miflrefs that "an pleafe me,
K
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Her humour free and unconfin'd,

Both night and day me '11 eafe me.
No jealous thoughts diflurb my mind,
Tho' (he's enjoy'd by all mankind

;

Then drink and never fpare it,
?Tis a bottle of good claret.

If you through all her naked charms,
Her little mouth difcover,

Then take her blufhing to your arms,

And ufe her like a lover
;

Such liquor fhe'U diflil from thence,

As will tranfport your ravifh'd fenfe
j

Then kifs and never fpare it,

5Tis a bottle of good claret.

But bell of all, me has no tongue,

Submiflive fhe obeys me,
She's fully better old than young,
And Hill to fmiling fways me ;

Her fkin is fmooth, complexion black,

And has a moil delicious fmack

;

Then kifs and never fpare it,

'Tis a bottle of good claret.

If you her excellence would tafle,

Be fure you ufe her kind, fir,

Clafp your hands about her waift,

A nd raife her up behind, fir j

As for her bottom, never doubt,

Pufh but home, and you'll find it out

;

Then drink and never fpare it,

'Tis a bottle of good claret.

SONG CXXXI.

SIR JOHN MALCOM.

KEEP ye weel frae Sir John Malcom, Igo and ago,

If he's a wife man, I miftak him, iram coram dago,
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Keep ye weel frae Sandy 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 have been at Amfterdam,
Where I faw mony a braw madam.

To fee the wonders of the deep,

Wad gar a man baith wail and weep
;

To fee the Leviathans flap,

And wi' their tail ding o'er a fhip.

Was ye e'er in Crail town ?

Did ye fee Clark Difhingtown ?

His wig was like a drouket hen,

And the tail o't did hang down
Like a meikle maun lang draket goofe pen.

But for to mak' ye mair enamour'd,

He has a glafs in his beft chamber
j

But forth he ftept unto the door,

For he took pills the night before.

SONG CXXXII.

A FAVOURITE SONG.

ALAS ! when charming Sylvia's gone,

I figh, and think myfelf undone
;

But when the lovely nymph is here,

I'm pleas'd, yet grieve ; and hope, yet fear.

Thoughtlefs all but her, I rove,

Ah ! tell me, is not this call'd love ?

Ah me ! what pow'r can move me fo ?

I die with grief when (lie mull go,

But I revive at her return ;

I fmiie, I freeze, I pant, I bm-n :

K 2
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Tranfports fo ilrong, fo fweet, fo new,

Say, can they be to friendfhip due ?

Ah no ! 'tis love, 'tis now too plain,

I feel, I feel the pleafmg pain ;

For who e'er faw bright Sylvia's eyes,

But wifh'd, and long'd, and was her prize !

Gods, if the trueft muft be blefs'd,

O let her be by me poffefs'd.

SONG CXXXIII.

WOO'D AND MARRIED AND A'.

WOO'D and married and a',

Woo'd and married and a',

"Was me nae very weel aff,

Was woo'd and married and a' ?

The bride came out of the byre,

And O-as (he dighted her cheeks,

Sirs, I'm to be married the night,

And has neither blankets nor meets,

Has neither blankets nor meets,

Nor fcarce a coverlet too ;

The bride that has a' to borrow,

Has e'en right meikle ado. Woo'd, &c.

Out fpake the bride's father,

As he came in frae the plough

;

had your tongue my dochter,

And ye's get gear enough ;

The ftirk that flands i' th' tether,

And our bra' bafin'd yade,

Will carry ye hame your corn,

What wad ye be at ye jade ? Woo'd, &c.

Out fpake the bride's mither,

What d—1 needs a' this pride ?

1 had nae a plack in my pouch

That night I was a bride
j
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My gown was linfy-woolfy,

And ne'er a fark ava ;

And ye hae ribbons and buikins,

Mae than ane or twa. Woo'd and married &c.

What's the matter, quo' Willie,

Tho' we be fcant o' claiths ?

We'll creep the nearer the 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 ihe'11 fpin claiths anew, Woo'd, &c.

Out fpake the bride's brither,

As he came in wi' the kye,

Poor Willie had ne'er a ta'en ye,

Had he kent ye as weel as I

;

For you're baith proud and faucy,

And no for a poor man's wife ;

Gin I canna get a better,

I'fe never tak' ane i' my life. Woo'd, &c.

Out fpake the bride's filler,

As fhe came in frae the byre,

gin I were but married,

It's a' that I defire
;

But we poor fo'k maun live fingleP

And do the beft we can ;

1 dinna care what I fhou'd want,

If I cou'd get but a man. Woo'd and married, &w.

SONG CXXXIV.

I*
RE Phoebus mail peep on the frefh budding flow'r,

a Or blue bells are robb'd of their dew
;

Sleep on my Maria while I deck the bow'r.
To make it more worthy of you.

5 3 1
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There rofes and jefs'mine each other fhall greet,

And mingle to copy thy hue
;

The lily, to match with thy bofom fo fweet

—

How faint its refemblance of you ?

With fweets of thy breath the hedge vi'let fhall vie,

But weakly, and pay it its due ;

The thorn fhall be robb'd of the floe for thine eye,

Yet nature paints nothing like you.

The leaves of the fenfitive plant mufl declare

The truth of my well belov'd fhe,

Whofe hand, if to touch it bold fhepherds fhould dare,

Would fhrink from all others but me.

************************************

SONG CXXXV.

THE SIMILE.
By Mr R. Fergujfotn

AT noon tide, as Colin and Sylvia lay-

Within a cool jeffamine bower,

A butterfly, wak'd by the heat of the day,

Was fipping the juice of each flower.

Near the made of this covert a young fhepherd boy,

The gaudy brifk flutterer fpies,

Who held it as paftime to feek and deflroy

Each beautiful infect that flies.

From the lily he hunted this fly to the rofe,

From the rofe to the lily again
;

Till, weary with tracing its motions, he chofe

To leave the purfuit with difdain.

Then Colin to Sylvia fmilingly faid,

Amyntor has follow'd you long
;

From him, like the butterfly flill have you fled,

Tho' woo'd by his mufical tongue.
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Beware, in perfifting, to Hart from his arms,

But with his fond wifhes comply

:

Come, take my advice ; or he's pall'd with your charms.
Like the youth and the beautiful fly.

Says Sylvia, Colin, thy fimhVs juft,

But Hill to Amyntor I'm coy

;

For I vow fhe's a iimpleton blind that would trufl

a fwain, when he courts to deflroy.

SONG CXXXVI.

SONS OF CARE.

BY the gayly circling glafs

We can fee how minutes pafs

;

By the hollow cafk are told,

How the waning night grows old.

Soon, too foon, the bufy day,

Drives us from our fports away

;

What have we with day to do ?

Sons of care, 'twas made for you.

Sons of care, 'twas made for you.

Come, then, fill the chearful glafs,

Truth is only found in wine :

Tales of love are all a farce,

But true friendship is divine. But true fricndfhip, &c.

cxxxvi r.

By Mr R. Ferguflbn.

AMIDST a rofy bank of flowers,

Young Damon mourn'd his forlorn fate

;

In fighs he fpent his languid hours,

And breath'd his woes in lonely Hate.
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Gay1 joy no more mall cheer his mind,

No wanton fports can foothe his care,

Since fweet Amanda prov'd unkind,

And left him full of bleak defpair.

His looks, that were as frefh as morn,

Can now no longer fmiles impart

;

His penftve foul, on fadnefs born,

Is rack'd and torn by Cupid's dart.

Turn, fair Amanda ! cheer your fwain,

Unfhroud him from his veil of woe ;

Range ev'ry charm to eafe the pain

That in his tortur'd breaft doth grow.

SONG CXXXVIII.

THE RIVERS OF SCOTLAND. AN ODE.

Set to Mufic hy Mr CoI/etL

O'ER Scotia's parched land the Naiads flew,

From towering hills explor'd her fhelter'd vales,

Caus'd Forth in wild meanders pleafe the view,

And lift her waters to the zephyrs gales

Where the glad fwain furveys his fertile ilclds,

And reaps the plenty which his harveft yields.

Here did thofe lovely nymphs unfeen,

Oft wander by the river's fide,

And oft unbind their trtrffes green,

To bathe them in the fluid tide.

Then to the (hady grottos would retire,

And fweetly echo to the war! ling choir

;

Or to the rufhirig waters tune their {hells,

To call up echo from the wood,

Or from the rocks or chyrital floods,

Or from furrounding banks, or hills or dales.

Chorus. Or to the rufhing waters, &c.
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When the cool fountains firft their fprings forfook,

Murmuring fmoothly to the azure main,

Exulting Neptune then his trident fhook,

And wav'd his waters gently to the plain.

The friendly tritons on his chariot borne,

With cheeks dilated blew the hollow-founding horn.

Now Lothian and Fifan mores,

Refounding to the mermaid's fong,

Gladly emit their limped ftores,

And bid them fmoothly fail along

To Neptune's empire, and with him to roll

Round the involving fphere from pole to pole ;

To guard Britannia from envious foes,

To view her angry vengeance hurl'd

In awful thunder round the world,

And trembling nations bending to her blows.

Chorus. To guard Britannia, &c.

High tow'ring on the zephyrs' breezy wing,

Swift fly the Naiads from Fortha's mores,

And to the fouthern airy mountains bring

Their fweet enchantment, and their magic powers.

Each nymph her favourite willow takes,

The earth with fev'rous tremor fhakes,

The ftagnant lakes obey their call,

Streams o'er the graffy paftures fall.

Tweed fpreads her waters to the lucid ray,

Upon the dimpled furf the fun-beams play :

On her green banks the tuneful fhepherd lies,

Charm'd with the mufic of his reed,

Amidfl the wavings of the Tweed :

From fky reflecting ftreams the river nymphs arife.

Chorus. On her green banks, &c.

The lift'njng mufes heard the fhepherd play,

Fame with her brazen trump proclaim'd his name ;

And, to attend the eafy graceful lay,

Pan from Arcadia to Tweeda came.

Fond of the change, along the banks he ftray'd,

And fung, unmindful of th' Arcadian fhade,
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A I Rt—Tweedfide.

Attend every fanciful fwain,

Whofe notes foftly flow from the reed

;

With harmony guide the fweet ftrain,

To fing of the beauties of Tweed.

Where the mufic of woods, and of ftreams

In foothing fweet melody join,

To enliven your paftoral themes,

And make human numbers divine.

Chor. Ye warblers from the vocal grove,

The tender woodland flrain approve,

While Tweed in fmoother cadence glides,

O'er flow'ry vales in gentle tides

;

And as (he rolls her filver waves along,

Murmurs and fighs to quit the rural fong.

Scotia's great Genius in ruflet clad,

From the cool fedgy bank exalts her head,

In joyful rapture (he the change efpies,

Sees living ftreams defcend, and groves arife.

A I R,—GiMeroy.

As fable clouds, at early day,

Oft dim the mining (kies,

So gloomy thoughts create difmay,

And luftre leaves her eyes.

" Ye powers ! are Scotia's ample fields

" With fo much beauty grac'd,

" To have thofe fweets your bounty yields

" By foreign foes defac'd ?

" O Jove ! at whofe fupreme command
" The limpid fountains play,

" O'er Caledonia's northern land
" Let reftlefs waters ftray.
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" Since from the void creation rofe,

" Thou'ft made a facred vow,
" That Caledon to foreign foes

" Should ne'er be known to bow."

The Mighty Thund'rer on his fapphire throne,

In mercy's robes attir'd, heard the fweet voice

Of female woe—foft as the morning fong

Of Philomela 'midft the evening {hades ;

And thus rcturn'd an anfwer to her pray'rs :

" Where birks at Nature's call arife ;

" Where fragrance hails the vaulted ikies

;

(l Where my own oak its umbrage fpreads,
" Delightful 'midft the woody (hades :

" Where ivy mould'ring rocks entwines
;

" Where breezes bend the lofty pines

:

" There (hall the laughing Naiads ftray,

" 'Midft the fweet banks of winding Tay."

From the dark womb of earth Tay's waters fpring,

Ordain'd by Jove's unalterable voice :

The founding lyre celeftial mufes ftring,

The choiring fongfters in the groves rejoice.

Each fount its chryftal fluid pours,

Which from Surrounding mountains flow :

The river bathes its verdant mores,

Cool o'er the furf the breezes blow.

Let England's fons extol their gardens fair,

Scotland may freely boaft her gen'rous ftreams,

Their foil more fertile, and their milder air,

Her fifties fporting in the folar beams.

Thames, Humber, Severn, all muft yield the bay
To the pure ftreams of Forth, of Tweed, and Tay,

Chorus. Thames, Humber, &c.

O Scotia ! when fuch beauty claims

A manlion near thy flowing ftreams,

Ne'er fhall ftern Mars, in iron car,

Drive his proud courfers to the war :
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But fairy forms mall ftrew around
Their olives on the peaceful ground

;

And turtles join the warbling throng,

To ufher in the morning fong.

Or fhout in chorus all the live-long day,

From the green banks of Forth, of Tweed, and Tay.

When gentle Phebe's friendly light

In filver radience clothes the night,

Still Mufic's ever varying flrains

Shall tell the lovers, Cynthia reigns.

And wooe them to her midnight bowers,

Among the fragrant dew-clad flowers,

Where ev'ry rock, and hill, and dale,

With echoes greet the nightingale,

Whofe pleafing, foft, pathetic tongue,

To kind condolence turns the fong ;

And often wins the love-fick fwain to ftray,

To hear the tender variegated lay,

Thro' the dark woods of Forth, of Tweed, and Tay.

Hail, native ftreams, and native groves !

Oozy caverns, green alcoves !

Retreats for Cytherea's reign,

With all the graces in her train.

Hail, Fancy, thou, whofe ray fo bright

Difpels the glimm'ring taper's light

!

Come in aerial vefture blue,

Ever pleafing, ever new,

In thefe recefTes deign to dwell,

With me in yonder mofs-clad cell

:

Then (hall my reed, fuccefsful, tune the lay,

In numbers, wildly warbling, as they ftray

Thro' the glad banks of Fortha, Tweed, and Tay.

R. Fergusson.

SONG CXXXIX.

T HE women all tell me, I'm falfe to my lafs,

That I quit my poor Chloe, and Hick to my glafs;
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But to yon, men of reafon, my reafons I'll own,

And if you don't like them, why—let them alone.

Altho' I have left her, the truth I'll declare,

I believe fhe was good, and I'm fure fhe was fair

;

But goodnefs and charms in a bumper I fee,

That make it as good and as charming as fhe.

My Chloe had dimples and fmiles I mult own,

And tho' fhe could fmile, yet in truth fhe could frown
;

But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine,

Did you e'er fee a frown in a bumper of wine ?

Her lilies and rofes were juft in their prime,

Yet lilies and rofes are conquer'd by time ;

But in wine, from its age, fuch a benefit flows,

That we like it the better the older it grows*

They tell me, my love would in time have been cloy'd,

And that beauty's infipid when once 'tis enjoy'd

;

But in wine I both time and enjoyment defy,

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

Let murders, and battles, and hiftory, prove

The mifchiefs that wait upon rivals in love
;

But in drinking, thank Heav'n, no rival contends;

The more we love liquor, the more we are friends.

She too might have poifon'd the joys of my life,

With nurfes, and babies, and fqualling, and flrife
;

But my wine neither nurfes nor babies can brin^

And a big-belly'd bottle's a mighty good thing,

We fhorten our days when with love we engage,

It brings on difeafes, and haflens old age
;

But wine from grim death can its votaries fave,

And keep out t'other leg when there's one in the grave,

Perhaps, like her fex, ever falfe to their word,
She has left me, to get an eflate, or a lord

f

JLi

6>
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But my bumper (regarding not title or pelf)
Will ftand by me when I can't ftand by myfelf.

Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain,
She's rid of her lover, and I of my pain :

For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I fpy

;

Should you doubt what I fay, take a bumper and try.

SONG CXL.

THE LINNETS.

AS bringing home, the other day,

Two linnets I had ta'en,

The little warblers feem'd to pray
For liberty again.

Unheedful of their plaintive notes,

I fung acrofs the mead :

In vain they fwell'd their downy throats,

and flutter'd to be free'd.

As patting thro' the tufted grove

Near which my cottage flood,

I thought I faw the queen of love,

When Chloe's charms I view'd.

I gaz'd, I lov'd, I prefs'd her Hay,

To hear my tender tale ;

But all in vain, (he fled away,

Nor could my iighs prevail.

Soon, thro' the wound which love had made.

Came pity to my breaft,

And thus I (as companion bade)

The feather'd pair addrefs'd :

Ye little warblers ! chearful be,

Remember not ye flew ;

For I, who thought myfelf fo free s

Am far more caught than you.
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SONG CXLI.

WILLY'S RARE AND WILLY'S FAIR.

A favourite Scots Song, Jung by Mrs Wrighten at Vaut<-

hall. Jet to Mufic by Mr Hook.

^HTTTTITH tuneful pipe, and merry glee,

VV Young Willy won my heart

;

A blither fwain you cou'dna fee,

All beauty without art.

Willy's rare, and Willy's fair,

And Willy's wond'rous bonny 5

And Willy fays he'll marry me,

Gin e'er he marries ony.

O carne you by yon water-fide ?

Pull'd you the rofe or lily 5

Or came you by yon meadow green ?

Or faw you my fweet Willy ?

Willy's rare, and Willy's fair, &c.

Sin' now the trees are in their bloom,

And flowers fpread o'er ilk field,

I'll meet my lad among the broom,

And lead him to my fummer's fliield.

Willy's rare, and "Willy's fair, &c.

SONG CXLII.

T HE N U N.

SURE a lafs in her bloom, at the age of nineteen,

Was ne'er fo diilreft as of late I have been
;

I know not, I vow, any harm I have done,

But my mother oft tells me fhe'll have me a Nun.
L 2



i24 A COLLECTION
Don't you think it a pity a girl fuch as I,

Should be fentenc'd to pray, and to faft, and to cry ;

With ways fo devout I'm not like to be won,
And my heart it loves frolick too well for a Nun.

To hear the men flatter, and promife, and fwear,

Is a thoufand times better to me, I declare

;

I can keep myfelf chafte, nor by wiles be undone,

Nay, befides, I'm too handfome, I think, for a Nun.

Not to love, or be lov'd, oh ! I never can bear,

Nor yield to be fent to, I cannot tell where ;

To live, or to die, in this cafe, were all One,

Nay, I fooner would die than be reckon'd a Nun.

Perhaps, but to teaze me fhe threatens me fo ;

I'm fure, was fhe me, fhe would gladly fay, No ;

But, if (lie's in earneft, I from her will rim,

And be marry'd in fpite, that I mayn't be a Nun.

SONG CXLIII.

A FAVOURITE SONG.
Sung by Mrs Scott in the Confcious Lovers.

IF love's a fweet pafiion, how can it torment ?

If bitter, O tell me, whence comes my content ?

Since I fuffer with pleafure, why mould I complain,

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

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

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

I grafp her hand gently, look languifhing down*
And, by paflionate filence, I make my love known :

But oh ! how I'm bleft, when fo kind fhe does prove,

By fome willing miflake, to difcover her love ;

When, in ftriving to hide, fhe reveals all her flame,

And our eyes tell each other what neither dare name !
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How pleafing is beauty ! how fweet are her charms !

Her embraces how joyful ! how peaceful her arms !

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

'Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above :

And to Beauty's bright ftandard all heroes muft yield

;

For 'tis Beauty that conquers and keeps the fair field.

SONG CXLIV.

Same Tunc.

IF wine be a cordial, why does it torment ?

If poifon, O tell me, whence comes my content ?

•Since I drink it with pleafure, why mould I complain,

Or repent ev'ry morn, when I know 'tis in vain ?

Yet fo charming the glafs is, fo deep is the quart,

That, at once, it both drowns, and enlivens my heart.

I take it off brifkly, and, when it is down,

By my jolly complexion I make my joy known :

But, oh ! how I'm bleft, when fo ftrong it does prove?

By its fov'reign heat, to expel that of love
;

When in quenching the old I create a new flame,

And am wrapt in fuch pleafures as ft ill want a name,

drjr'JFWAt atavawjwA* £?£?ATaV±WAWJF&Jf

SONG CXLV.

THE HAPPY PAIR.

HOW bleft has my time been ? what joys have I known,
Since wedlock's foft bondage made jeffy my own I

So joyful my heart is, fo eafy my chain,

That freedom is taftelefs, and roving a pain.

That freedom is taftelefs, &c.

Thro' walks grown with woodbines, as often we ftray>

Around us our boys and girls frolic and play

:

L 3
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How pleafing their fport is ! the wanton ones fee,

And borrow their looks from my Jeffy and me.

To try her fweet temper, oft times am I feen,

In revels all day with the nymphs on the green :

Tho' painful my abfence, my doubts fhe beguiles,

And meets me at night with complacence and fmiles.

What tho' on her cheeks the rofe lofes its hue,

Her wit and good-humour blooms all the year thro'

.

Time Hill, as he flies, adds increafe to her truth,

And gives to her mind what he fteals from her youth.

Ye fhepherds fo gay, who make love to enfnare,

And cheat, Avith falfe vows, the too credulous fair

;

In fearch of true pleafure, how vainly you roam,

To hold it for life, you muft find it at home.

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^•^•^^^^•^-^^
SONG CXLVI.

WHEN Jeffy fmil'd, her lovely look

My wand'ring heart a pris'ner took.

And bound it with fo ftrong a chain,

I ne'er expect it back again.

Then, Jeffy, treat a captive true

When gentle ufage*
—

'tis its due ;

It pants for thee alone.

Then take it kindly to thy breaft,

And give the weary wand'rer reft,

And keep it near thy own.

•$4« «K-« «*4*<4*<4*<4««4»*4*<4* •&»*^>*>*•» *>*••&>*!^>*$**y,

SONG CXLVII.

THE ADDRESS.
5" | ^WIXT pleafing hope and painful fear,

JL True love divided lies,
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With artlefs look, and foul fincere,

Above all mean difguife.

For Celia thus my heart has mov'd,

Accept it, lovely fair

;

I've lik'd before, but never lov'd,

Then let me not defpair.

My fate before your feet I lay,

Sentence your willing Have :

Remember that tho' tyrants flay,

Yet heav'nly powers fave.

To blefs is heav'n's peculiar grace,

Let me a bleffing find :

And fince you wear an angel's face,

O fhew an angel's mind.

SONG CXLVIII.

FROM fweet bewitching tricks of love,

Young men your hearts fecure,

Left in the paths of fenfe you rove,

In dotage premature.

Look at each lafs thro' wifdom's glafs,

Nor trull the naked eye.

Gallants, beware, look fharp, take care,

The blind eat many a fly.

There's ne'er a fpinfter in the realm

But knows mankind to cheat,

Down to the cottage from the helm,

The learn'd, the brave, and great

:

With lovely looks, and golden hooks,

T' entangle us they try.

Gallants beware, &c.

Not only on their hands and necks

The borrow'd white you'll find,

Some belles, when intereft directs,

Can even paint the mind :
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Joy in diftrefs can they exprefs,

Their very tears can lie.

Gallants beware, &c.

Could we with ink the ocean fill,

Was earth of parchment made,

Was ev'ry fingle ftick a quill,

Each man a fcribe by trade,

To write the tricks of half the fex,

Would fuck that ocean dry.

Gallants beware, &c.

I

SONG CXLIX.

THE ANSWER.

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 connVd ;

With reftlefs pain, one fmile to gain 9

All ways they gladly try :

But, maids, beware, avoid the fnare 5

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've often feen,

They flatt'ring words apply.

But, maids, beware, &c.

They often ftrive, with artful tale,

Each fair one to deceive,

On our good nature to prevail,

Then laugh within their fleeve ;

With felf conceit they think to cheat

The heart as well as eye.

But, maidsj, beware, &c.
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If, then, to rout the felfifh crew,

You'd chufe a faithful guard,

Let Virtue rule the heart, then few
Will lofe their juft reward :

Not all the tribe her foul can bribe,

She will all art defy.

Then, maids, beware, &c.

SONG CL.

THE APOLOGY.

I'M forry, dear brethren, I'm forc'd to comply,

To ling, you might as well bid me to fly

;

'Tis true, I've a voice, fo has the town crier,

If I fay mine's a better, I'm fure I'm a liar.

However, to pleafe you, altho' I be hoarfe,

If you'll take it, like marriage, for better for worfe.

Now you've heard—nay, you've heard the belt I can

do,

And I'm fure you're convinc'd what I told you was
true.

M k4 k A k^ tk4 k.4 kJ k dkA*. A±Ah*A±A±4%.A±!d

SONG CLI.

TIME ENOUGH YET.

A Term full as long as the fiege of old Troy,

To win a fweet girl I my time did employ
j

Oft urg'd her the day of our marriage to fet,

As often flie anfwer'd, 'tis time enough yet.

Time enough yet, 'tis time enough yet,

As often me anfwer'd, 'tis time enough yet.
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I told her, at laft, that her paffions were wrong,

And more, that I fcorn'd to be fool'd with fo long

:

She burft out a laughing at feeing me fret,

And humming a tune, cry'd, 'tis time enough yet,

Time enough yet, &c.

Determin'd by her to be laugh'd at no more,

I flew from her prefence, and bounc'd out of door,

Refolved of her better ufage to get,

Or on her my eyes again never to fet,

Never to fet, &c.

To me the next morning her maid came in hafte,

And begg'd, for God's fake, I'd forget what was paft,

Declar'd her young lady did nothing but fret

;

I told her, I'd think on't, 'twas time enough yet,

Time enough yet, &c.

She next, in a letter as long as my arm,

Declar'd from her foul me intended no harm,

And begg'd I the day of our marriage would fet

;

I wrote her for anfwer, 'tis time enough yet,

Time enough yet, &c.

But that was fcarce gone when a meflage I fent,

To fhew in my heart I began to relent

:

I begg'd I might fee her ; together we m.et

;

We kifs'd and were friends again, fo are we yet,

So are we yet, &c.

SONG CLII.

'Tune,^—Good-night and Joy be <w? you a'.

HOW happy is he, whoe'er he be,

That in his lifetime meets one true friend,

Who cordially does fympathize

In words, in action, heart, and mind

:
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My kind refpe&s do not negle£t,

Altho' my wealth or ftate be fmall

;

With a melting heart, and a mournful eye,

I beg the Lord be wi' you all.

My loving Friends, I kifs your hands^

For time invites me now to move ;

On your poor fervant lay commands,

Who is ambitious of your love.

He—whofe pow'r and might, both day and night,

Governs the depths, makes rain to fall,

To fun and moon gives courfe of light,

Direct, protect, defend you all.

I do protefl, within my breaft,

Your memory I'll not neglect

;

On that record I'll lay arreft,

No change (hall ever alter it.

All I defire of earthly blifs,

Ts to be freed from guilt or thrall

;

I hope my God will grant me this

:

Good night, and God be wi' you all.

SONG CLIII.

SOMETHING ELSE TO DO.

r
I

^ HE fun was fleeping in the main,

!_ Bright Cynthia filver'd all the plain,

When Colin turn'd his team to reft,

And fought the lafs he lov'd the beft.

As tow'rd her cot he jogg'd along,

Her name was frequent in his fong ;

But when his errand Dolly knew,
She vow'd (he'd fomething elfe to do.

' He fwore he did efteem her more
Than any maid he'd feen before,

In tender iighs proteiling, he

Would conitant as the turtle be

;
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Talk'd much of death, fliou'd me refufe,

And us'd fuch arts as lovers ufe :

'Tis fine, fays Doll, if 'tis but true,

But now, I've fomething elfe to do.

Her pride then Colin thus addreft,

Forgive me, Doll, I did but jell
;

To her that's kind I'll conftant prove
;

But, truft me, I'll ne'er die for love.

Tho' firft fhe did his court fhip fcorn,

Now Doll began to court in turn ;

Dear Colin, I was jefting too,

Step in, I've nothing elfe to do.

S O N G CLIV.

SHEPHERD'S COMPLAINT.

YE fhepherds, who, bleft in your loves,

Live ftrangers to forrow and care,

O ! pity a brother, that proves

The heart-breaking pangs of defpair.

What boots it my heifers and ewes

All thriving and pregnant I find ?

Poor blefiings, poor comforts are thefe,

Since Peggy is falfe and unkind.

Bear witnefs, each fountain and vale,

Bear witnefs, each garden and grove,

How oft fhe has heard nry fond tale,

And fmil'd on the fuit of my love.

But, oh cruel change that I find,

The gentle is now grown fevere,

More cold than the north's chilling wind,

That blafts the young buds of the year.

Range wildly, my flocks and my herds

;

Begone from your mailer, poor Tray ;

My pipe fhall no more wake the birds,

I'll break it and fling it away*



OF CHOICE SONGS. 133

Some defart all barren and blake,

Shall fhield me from every eye ;

There, Peggy, I'll weep for thy fake,

I'll weep, cruel maid, and Fll die.

SONG CLV.

HIGHLAND MARCH.

IN the garb of old Gaul, \vi' the fire of old Rome,
From the heath-cover'd mountains of Scotia we come,

Where the Romans endeavour'd our country to gain,

But our anceftors fought, and they fought not in vain.

Such our love of liberty, our country, and our laws,

That, like our old anceftors, -we Hand by Freedom's

caufe ;

We'll bravely fight, like heroes bold, for honour and
applaufe,

And defy the French, with all their art, to alter our
laws.

No effeminate cuftoms our finews unbrace,

No luxurious tables enervate our race ;

Our loud-founding pipe bears the true martial iirain,

So do we the old Scottifh valour retain.

Such our love, &c.

We're tall as the oak on the mount of the vale,

Are fwift as the roe which the hind doth affail :

As the full moon in autumn our mields do appear,

Minerva would dread to encounter our fpear.

Such our love, &c.

As a ilorm in the ocean when Boreas blows,

So are we enrag'd when we rufli on our 'foes

;

We fons of the mountains, tremendous as rocks,

Dam the force of our foes with our thundering 'ftrqkes.

Such our love, &c.

M
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Quebec and Cape Breton, the pride of old France,
In their troops fondly boafted till we did advance

;

But when our claymores they faw us procLi ;

Their courage did fail, and they fu'd for a truce.

Such our love, &c.

In our realm may the fuiy of faction long ceafe,

May our councils be wife, and our commerce increafe,

And in Scotia's cold climate may each of us find,

That our friends Hill prove true, and our beauties prove
kind,

Then we'll defend our liberty, our country, and our
laws,

And teach our late pofterity to fight in Freedom's caufe,

That they, like our anceftors bold, for honour and ap-

plaufe,

May defy the French and Spaniards to alter our laws.

SONG CLVI.

DE'IL TAK THE WARS.

DETL tak the wars that hurried Billy from me,

Who to love me juft had fworn
;

They made him captain fure to undo me

;

Woe's me ! he'll ne'er return.

A thoufand loons abroad will fight him,

He from thoufands ne'er will run :

Day and night I did invite him,

To flay at home from fword and gun.

I us'd alluring graces,

With muckle kind embraces,

Now fighing, then crying, tears dropping fall

;

And had he mv foft arms

Preferr'd to war's alarms,

By love grown mad, without the man of God,

f fear in my fit I had granted all*



OF CHOICE SONGS. 135

I wafii'd, and patch'd, to make me look provoking
;

Snares that they told me would catch the men,
And on my head a huge commode fat poking,

Which made me (hew as tall again ;

For a new gown too I paid muckle money,
Which with golden flow'rs did mine

;

My love well might think me gay and bonny,

No Scots lafs was e'er fo fine.

My petticoat I fpotted,

Fringe too with thread I knotted,

Lace-fhoes, and filk-hofe garter'd full o'er knee ;

But, oh ! the fatal thought,

To Billy thefe are nought

;

Who rode to towns, and rifled with dragoons,

When he, filly loon, might have plunder'd me.

•$»X .'XXXKXxXXXXXX ,^XXXXXXXXX'<XXXX"^»

SONG CLVII.

JAMIE GAY.

AS Jamie gay gang'd blithe his way
Along the river Tweed.

A bonny lafs, as e'er was feen,

Came tripping o'er the mead.

The hearty fwain, untaught to feign,

The buxom nymph furvey'd,

And, full of glee as lad could be,

Befpoke the pretty maid.

Dear laffie tell, why by thine fell

Thou haft'ly wand'refl here.

My ewes, (he cry'd, are ftraying wide,

Canft tell me, laddie, where ?

To town I hy, he made reply,

Some meikle fport to fee
;

But thou'rt fo fweet, fo trim, and neat,

I'll feek the ewes with thee.

M 2
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She gave her hand, nor made a Hand,
But lik'd the youth's intent

;

O'er hill and dale, o'er plain and vale

Right merrily they went.

The birds fang meet, the pair to greet,

And flow'rs bloom'd all around
;

And as they walk'd, of love they talk'd,

And joys which lovers crown'd.

And now the fun had rofe to noon,

The zenith of his power,

When to a (hade their Heps they made,
To pafs the mid-day hour.

The bonny lad row'd in his plaid

The lafs, who fcorn'd to frown ;

She foon forgot the ewes me fought,

And he to gang to town.

pfoji a^Ra±^s:AjKi.±j^ji±j^\j: sJKslaAt&ffi.*i^yi&^iii^^i^E^

SONG CLVIII.

MY HEART'S MY AIN.

9 r I ^ IS riae very lang finfyne,

JL That I had a lad o' my am,
But now he's awa' to anither,

And left me a' my lane.

The lafs he's courting has filler,

And I hae nane at a'

;

And it's nought but the love of the tocher

That's ta'en my lad awa'.

But I'm blithe that my heart's my ain,

And I'll keep it a' my life,

Until that I meet wi' a lad

Who has fenfe to wail a good wife.

For though I fay't myfelf,

That fhou'd na fay't, 'tis true,

The lad that gets me for a wife,

He'll ne'er hae occafion to rue.
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I gang ay fou clean and fou tofh,

As* a' the neighbours can tell,

Tho' I've feldom a gown on my back

But fie as I fpin myfell.

And when I'm clad in my curtfy,

I think myfell as braw

-As Sufie, wi' a her pearling,

That's ta'en my lad awa'.

But I wifh they were buckl'd together,

And may they live happy for life
;

Tho' Willy does flight me, and's left me,

The chield he deferves a good wife.

But, O ! I'm blithe that I've mifs'd him,

As blithe as I weel can be ;

For ane that's fae keen o' the filler

Will ne'er agree wi' me.

But, as the truth is, I'm hearty,

I hate to be fcrimpit and fcant

;

The wee thing I ha'e I'll mak' ufe o't,

And nae ane about me mall want.

For I'm a good guide o' the warld,

I ken when to had and to gi'e
;

For whinging and cringing for filler

Will ne'er agree wi' me.

Contentment is better than riches,

An' he wha has that has enough

;

The mailer is feldom fae happy
As Robin that drives the plough.

But if a young lad wou'd caft up
To make me his partner for life,

If the chield has the fenfe to be happy,

He'll fa' on his feet for a wife.

..<..<>...<>..<>•••.<>••»<>••<>...<....<>•...<—•<>...<>....<>....<>....<>....<>• ..<>•..< •<•<>»..<..>..

SONG CLIX,

AFrien
And

d of mine came here yeilreen,

he wou'd ha'e me down
M 3
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To drink a bottle of ale wi' him

In the neift borrows-town.

But, O ! indeed it was, Sir,

Sae far the war for me,

For Jang or e'er that I came hame
My wife had ta'en the gee.

We fat fae late, and drank fae flout,

The truth I tell to you,

That lang or e'er midnight came,

"We were a' roaring foil.

My wife fits at the fire-fide,

And the tear blinds ay her e'e,

The ne'er a bed will me gae to,

But fit and tak the gee.

In the morning foon, when I came down,
The ne'er a word me fpake

;

But mony a fad and four look,

and ay her head me'd make.

My dear, quoth I, what aileth thee

To look fae four on me ?

I'll never do the like again,

If you'll ne'er tak' the gee.

When that me heard, me ran, me fiang

Her arms about my neck
;

And twenty kiffes in a crack,

And, poor wee thing, me grat.

If you'll ne'er do the like again,

But bide at hame wi' me,

I'll lay my life I'fe be the wife

That's never tak' the gee.

SONG CLX.

GHJLOE'S KISSES.

EAR Chloe, come give me fweet kiffes,

For fweeter no girl ever gave ;
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But why, in the mfdft of my bliffes,

Do you aflv me how many I'd have ?

I am not to be Hinted in pleafure,

Then prithee, dear Chloe, be kind !

For fince I love thee beyond meafure,

To numbers I'll ne'er be confin'd.

Count the bees that on Hybla are playing,

Count the flow'rs that enamel the fields,

Count the flocks that on Tempe are flraying,

Or the grain that rich Sicily yields :

Count how many ftars are in heaven,

Go number the fands on the more,

And when fo many kiiTes you've give-fi,

I flill {hall be afking for more.

To a heart full of love let me hold thee,

A heart which, dear Chloe, is thine
;

In my arms I'd for ever enfold thee,

And twift round thy neck like a vine.

What joy can be greater than this is ?

My life on thy lips mall be fpent

:

But the wretch who can number his kiiTes,

Will always with few be content.

S O N G CLXI.

I
h, <j vv little Cto tne lanclimen know

£L Of why: v/eiYIorsfee^
When waves do mount, and winds do blow !

but we have h^rts of fceel.

No danger can affright us,

No enemy {hall flout

;

We'll make the moniktirs %kt us,

So tofs the cann about.

Stick flout to orders, rnefimates,

We'll plunder, burn, and fink
;

Then France have at your firft-rates,

For Britons never fhrink,
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We'll rummage all we fancy,

We'll bring them in by fcores,

And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy,

Shall roll in Louis-d'ores.

While here at Deal we're lying,

With oar noble commodore,
We'll fpend our wages freely, boys,

And then to fea for more.

In peace we'll drink and ling, boys,

In war we'll never fly :

Here's a health to George our King, boys,

And the Royal Family.

SONG CLXII.

A FAVOURITE SONG.

THAT Jenny's my friend, my delight and my pride,

I always have boafted and feek not to hide
;

I dwell on her praifes wherever I go :

They fay, I'm in love, but I anfwer, No, no.

At ev'ning oft times, with what pleafure I fee

A note from her hand—" I'll be with you at tea

My heart how it bounds when I hear her below,

But fay not 'tis love, for I anfwer, No, no.

She fings me a fong, and I echo its ftrain,

Again I cry Jenny, fweet Jenny again ;

I kifs her fweet lips as if there I would grow,

But fay not 'tis love, for I anfwer, No, no.

She tells me her faults, as me fits on my knee,

I chide her, and fwear file's an angel to me :

My moulder fhe taps, and Hill bids me think fo :

Who knows but fhe loves, tho' fhe anfwers, No, no.

From beauty, from wit, and good humour, how I,

Shou'd prudence advife, and compel me to fly ;

>>
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Thy bounty, O Fortune ! make hafte to bellow,

And let me deferve her, or ftill I'll fay No.

SONG CLXIIL

FAIR SUSANNAH.

ASK if yon daraalk rofe be fw-eet

That fcents.the ambient air;

Then afk each fhepherd that you meet

If dear Sufannah's fair.

Say, will the vulture leave his prey,

And warble thro' the grove ?

Bid wanton linnets quit the fpray,

Then doubt thy mepherd's love.

The fpoils of war let heroes fhare j

Let pride in fplendor mine j

Ye bards, unenvy'd laurels wear,

Be fair Sufannah mine.

SONG CLXXV.

Sung hy Mifs Steven/on, at VauahalL

GAY Damon long ftudy'd my heart to obtain,

The prettieft young (hepherd that pipes on the plain j

I'd hear his foft tale, then declare 'twas amifs,

And I'd often fay No, often fay No, when Ilong'dto fay Yes,

Laft Valentine's day to our cottage he came,

And brought me two lambkins to witnefs his flame :

Oh ! take thefe, he cry'd, thou, more fair than their fleece

;

I could hardly fay No, tho' amam'd to fay Yes.

Soon after, one morning, we fat in the grove ;

He prefs'd my hand hard, and in %hs breath'd his love ;
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Then tenderly afk'd, if I'd grant him a kifs ?

I defign'd to've faid No, but miftook, and faid Yes.

At this, with delight, his heart danc'd in his bread

;

Ye gods, he cry'd, Chloe will now make me bleft

;

Come, let's to the church, and fhare conjugal blifs

:

To prevent being teaz'd, I was forc'd to fay Yes.

I ne'er was fo pleas'd with a word in my life ;

I ne'er was fo happy as fince I'm a wife :

Then take, ye young damfels, my counfel in this,

You mull all die old maids, if you will not fay Yes ;

You muft all die old maids, all die old maids, if you will

not fay Yes.

SONG CLXV.

WOMAN. A BALLAD.
Sung by Mr Lowe, at Vauxhall.

Set by Mr Worgan.

NO longer let whimfical fongfters compare
The merits of wine with the charms of the fair j

I appeal to the men to determine between
A tun-belly'd Bacchus and beauty's fair queen.

The pleafures of drinking henceforth I refign
;

For tho' there is mirth, yet there's madnefs in wine ;

Then let not falfe fparkles our fenfes beguile

;

'Tis the mention of Chloe that makes the glafs fmile.

Her beauties with rapture my fenfes infpire,

And, the more I behold her, the more. I admire !

But the charms of her temper and mind I adore ;

Thefe virtues fhall blefs me when beauty's no more.

How happy our days when with love we engage !

?Tis the tranfports of youth, 'tis the comfort of age :
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But what are the joys of the bottle, or bowl ?

Wine tickles the tafte, love enraptures the foul

!

A fot, as he riots in liquor, will cry,

The longer I drink, the more thirfly am I.

From this fair confeffion, 'tis plain, my good friend,

You're a toper eternal, and drink to no end.

Your big-belly'd bottle may ravifh your eye,

But how foolifh you look when your bottle is dry

!

From woman, dear woman, fweet pleafure mull fpring

Nay, the Stoics muft own it—fhe is the belt thing.

Yet fome praifes to wine we may juftly afford

;

For a time it will make one as great as a lord

:

But woman, for ever, gives tranfport to man,

And I'll love the dear fex—aye, as long as I can.

SONG CLXVI.

THE NON-PAREILLE. Set by Br Boyct.

THE nymph that I lov'd was as chearful as day,

And as fweet as the bloffoming hawthorn in May;
Her temper was fmooth as the down on the dove

;

And her face was as fair as the mother of love :

Tho' mild as the pleafanteft zephyr that fheds

And receives gentle odours from flowery beds ;

Yet warm in affection as Phoebus at noon,

And as chafte as the filver-white beams of the moon.

Her mind was unfully'd as new-fall*n fnow,

And as lively as tints from young Iris his bow ;

As clear as the ftreams, and as deep as the flood

;

She, tho' witty, was wife, and tho' beautiful, good :

The fweets that each virtue, or grace, had in ftore,

She cull'd as the bee does the bloom of each flow'r,

"Which, treafur'd for me, Oh ! how happy was I !

For tho' her's to colled, it was mine to enjoy !
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SONG CLXVII.

AN ADDRESS. TO THE LADIES

6ung at lianelagb.

"\TE belles and ye flirts, and ye pert little tilings,

JL Who trip in this frolicfome round.

Pray tell me from whence this indecency fprings,

The fcxes at once to confound ?

What means the cock'd hat, and the mafculine air,

With each motion defsgn'd to perplex ?

Bright eyes were intended to languiih, not fcare,

And foftnefs the tell of your iex—dear girls,

And foftnefs the teft of your fex.

The girl who on beauty depends for fupport

iy call ev'iy art to her aid ; '

The bofom difplay'd, and the petticoat fhort.

Are famples ftie gives of her trade :

But you on whom fortune indulgently frailer,

And whom pride has preferv'd from the fnare,

Shou'd ilily attack us with coynefs and wiles,

Not with open and infolent air,—brave girls,

Not with, &c*

The Venus, wliofe ftatae delights all mankind,

And kindly woa'd feem, by the artift defied,
To fevvc as a model for 3 011.

Then learn, with her beauties, to copy her air;

Nor venture too much to reveal

:

Our fancies will paint what you cover with care,

And double^ each charm you conceal—fweet girls,

And double, &c.

The bluflies of morn, and the mildnefs of May,
Are charms which no art can procure ;

Oh ! be but yourfelves, and our homage we'll pay,

And your empire is folid, and fure •:
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But if, Amazon-like, you attack your gallants,

And put us in fear of our lives,

You may do very well for fillers and aunts

;

But believe me, you'll never be wives—poor girls,

But believe me, you'll never be wives.

#&&$$$$$$&$$& $&$$&&&$&$&$$;

SONG CLXVIII.

THE MULBERRY TREE.

BEHOLD this fair goblet 'twas carv'd from the tree ;

Which, oh ! my dear Shakefpeare, was planted by
thee;

As a relic I kifs it, and bow at thy fhrine,

What comes from thy hand muft be ever divine.

All mail yield to the mulberry tree ;

v

-

Bend to thee,

Blefs'd mulberry
; ,

Matchlefs was he

That planted thee,

And thou like him, immortal fhall be.

Ye trees of the foreft, fo rampant and high,

Who fpreadround yourbranches, whofe headsfweep the fky

;

Ye curious exotics, whom tafte has brought here,

To root out the natives at prices fo dear

:

All mail yield, &c.

The Oak is held royal, is Briton's great boaft,

Preferv'd once our king, and will always our coaft

;

Of the fir we make mips ; there are thoufands that fight.

But one, only one, like our Shakefpeare can write.

All fhall yield, &c.

Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle bowers,

Pomona in fruit trees, and Flora in.flowers

;

The garden of Shakefpeare all fancies will fuit,

With the fweeteft of flowers, and the faireft of fruit.

Ail mall yield, &c.
N



-•

146 A COLLECTION
With learning and knowledge the well -let';er'd birch

Supplies law and phytic, and ^r#ce For i c church ;

But law and the gofpel in Shakefpeafe we find,

He gives the beft phyfic for body and mind.

All (kail yield, &c.

The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree
;

From him and his merits this takes its degree

;

Give Phoebus and Bacchus their laurel and vine,

The tree of our Shakefpeare is {till more divine.

h 8 mall yield, Sec.

As the genius of Shakefpear? Vight day

More rapture than wine to the heart can t -..

b

vey
;

So the tree which he planted, by making nis own,

Has the laurel and bays, and the vine all in one.

All mail yield, Sec.

Then each take a relic of this hollow tree,

From folly and famion a charm let it be ;

Let's fill, to the Planter, the cup to the brim,

To honour your country, do honour to him.

All {hall yield to the mulberry tree ;

Bend to thee,

Blefs'd mulberry
;

Matchlefs was he,

That planted thee,

And thou, like him, immortal mall be.

SONG CLXIX.

A HUNTING SONG.

DO you hear, brother fportfmen,the found of the horn,

And yet the fweet pleafure decline ?

For fhame, rouze your fenfes, and, ere it is morn,

With me the fweet melody join.

Thro' the wood and the valley the traitor we'll rally,

Nor quit him till panting he lies j
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While hounds, in full cry, thro' hedges mall fly,

And chafe the fwift hare till me dies.

Then faddle your fteed, to the meadows and fields

Both willing and joyous repair

;

Sfo paftime in life greater happinefs yields

Than chacing the fox or the hare.

For fuch comforts, my friend, on the fportfman attend,

No pleafure like hunting is found,

For when it is o'er, as brifk as before,

Next morning we fpurn up the ground.
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SONG CLXX.

S W. E E T WILLY 0.

rTHHE pride of all nature was fweet Willy O,

JL The pride of all nature was fweet Willy j

The firft of all fwains,

He gladden'd the plains.

None ever was like to the fweet Willy Q.

He fung it fo rarely did fweet Willy O,
He fung it, &c.

He melted each maid,

So fkilful he play'd,

No fhepherd e'er pip'd like the fweet Willy 0,

All nature obey'd him the fweet Willy O,
All nature, &c.

Wherever he came,

Whatever had name,

Whenever he fung, follow'd fweet Willy O.

He would be a foldier the fweet Willy 0,
He would, &c.

When arm'd in the field

With fword and with fhield,

The laurel was won by the fweet Willy Q.
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He charm'd them while living the fweet Willy O s

He charm'd, &c.

And when Willy dy'd,
" 'Twas nature that figh'd,

To part with her all in her fweet. Willy O.

SONG CLXXI.

NOBODY.
Tune,

—

Ge-ho Dobbin.

TO fmg you a fong fir6 it is my intention,

Some folks I might laugh at, yet, Nobody mentio« r

Nobody you fay fare that mull be fluff,

At fmging I'm Nobody that's the firft proof.

CHORUS.
No Nobody, No Nobody, Nobody, Nobody, Nobody N0.1

'Tis Nobody, Nobody fees the pranks play'd,

When Nobody's by, betwixt Mailer and Maid,

When (he cries out be quiet, Somebody will hear us,

He foftly replies, child, Nobody is near us.

No Nobody, &e.

But big with child proving, fhe's quickly di(carded,

When favours are granted Nobody's rewarded,

When examined, me cries, ye mortals forbid it,

If I'm got with child 'twas Nobody did it.

No Nobody, &c.

When by Health the gallant the wanton wife leaves,

His footfleps are heard, and her fpoufe cries 'tis thieves.

He Harts in a fright, and cries loudly, Whofe there ?

His wife pats his cheek, and fays, Nobody dear.

No Nobody, &c.

Nobody's a name every body will own,

When fomething they mould be afham'd of is done,



OF CHOICE SONGS. 149

'Tis a name very fit for old Maids and young Beauxs,

For what they were made for, Nobody knows.

No Nobody, &c.

Of Nobody now enough has been fung,

If Nobody's angry, then Nobody's wrong,

I hope for free fpeaking I fhall not be blam'd,

For who can be angry when Nobody's nam'd.

No Nobody, &c.

SONG CLXXII.

I AM NOT TWENTY.

AS thro' the grove the other day,

I gang'd fo blythe and bonny,

Who mould I meet upon the way
But my true lover Johnny ;

With eager haite he clafp'd my waift,

And kilTes gave me plenty,

Tho' I deny'd, and thus reply'd,

Dear lad., I am not twenty.

What's that to me, the fhepherd cry'd,

You're old enough to marry,

Then come, fweet lafs, and be my brid^,

No longer let us tarry
;

But let's begone, o'.er yonder lawn,

Where lads and laffes plenty,

Are fill'd with joy, and kifs and toy,

Altho' they are not twenty.

I liften'd to his foothing tale,

And gang'd with him fo rarely,

With fong and pipe he did prevail,

He won my wifhes fairly
;

O ! he's the lad, that makes me glad,

With kiffes fweet and plenty,

N 3
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So I declare, by all that's fair,

I'll wed tho' not quite twenty.

SONG CLXXIII.

MIND, HUSSY, WHAT YOU DO!

HEN I was of a tender age,

And in ray youthful prime,

My mother oft wou'd in a rage,

Cry, girl, take care in time ;

For you are now fo forward grown,
The men will you purfue,

And all the day this was her tone,

Mind, huffy, what you do !

Regardlefs of her fond advice,

I haften'd o'er the plain,

Where I was courted in a trice,

By each young Sylvan fwain
;

Yet, by the bye, I muff declare^

I virtue had in view,

Altho' my mother cry'd beware.,

Mind, huffy, what you do !

To Damon, gayeft of the green,

I gave my youthful hand,

His blooming face, and comely mien,

I cou'd not well withftand

;

But ftraight to church we tript away,

With hearts both firm and true,

Ah ! then my mother ceas'd to fay,

Mind, huffy, what you do !

Ye laffes all attend to me,
And hence this leffon learn, 101

When to your mind a man you fee, ' mc
Ne'er look morofe or flern ;

But take him with a free good will,

Should he have love for you,

':>,'
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Altho' your mother's crying ftill,

Mind, huffy, what you do !

151
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SONG CLXXIV.

THE JOVIAL HUNTSMAN.

AWAY to the field, fee the morning looks grey,

And, fweetly bedappled forebodes a line day :

The hounds are all eager the fport to embrace,

And carol aloud to be led to the chace.CHORUS.
Then hark, in the morn, to the call of the horn,

And join with the jovial crew,

While the feafon invites, with all its delights,

The health giving chace to purfue.

How charming the fight, when Aurora firft dawns,

To fee the bright beagles fpread over the lawns,

To welcome the fun now returning from reft,

Their mattins they chant as they merrily quell.

Then hark, &c,

But oh ! how each bofoni with tranfport it fills,

To ftart, juft as Phoebus peeps over the hills

;

While joyous, from valley to valley refounds

The incuts of the hunters, and cry of the hounds.

Then hark, &c.

See how the brave hunters, with courage elate,

Fly hedges or ditches, or top the barr'd gate :

Borne by their bold courfers, no dangers they fear,

And give to the winds all vexation and care.

Then hark, &c.

Ye cits,
r the chace quit the joys of the town,

And fcr the dull pleafure of fleeping on down,
L'ncerta... your toil, or for honour or wealth ;

Ours ftill is repaid with contentment and health.

Then hark, &c.
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SONG CLXXV.

THE CUCKOO.

WHEN dailies py'd, and vi'lets blue,

And Cuckoo-buds of yellow hue,

And lady-fmccks of filver white,

Do paint the meadows with delight

;

CHORUS.
The cuckoo, then, on ev'ry tree,

Mocks married men, for thus fings he,

Cuckoo ! cuckoo ! O word of fear,

Unpleafing to a married ear.

When fhepherds pipe on oaten ftraws

And merry larks are plowmen's clocks

:

When turtles tread, and rooks and daws,

And maidens bleach their fummer fmocks

;

The Cuckoo, &c.

SONG CLXXVI.

CHARMING FELLOW.

LORD, What care I for mam or dad !

Why let them roar and bellow,

For while T live, I'll love my lad,

He's fuch a charming felloW.

At laft fair-day upon the green,

The lad he danc'd fo well O ;

So fpruce a fwain there was not feen,

As my fweet charming fellow.

The fair was over, night was come,
The lad was fomething mellow,

My dear, fays he, I'll fee you home 5

I thank'd the charming fellow.
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We trudg'd along, the moon (hone bright,

Says he, if you'll not tell O,
Til kifs you now by this good light,

O ! what a charming fellow !

You rogue fay6 I, you Hop my breath,

Ye bells figh out my knell O ;

Again I'd die fo fweet a death,

With fuch a charming fellow.

SONG CLXXVIL

FLOWING BOWL.

WHEN once the gods, like us below,

To keep it up defign'd,

Their goblets with frefh ne&ar flow,

Which made it more divine.

Since drinking it refines the foul,

Let's pufh about the flowing bowl.

The glittring liar and ribbon blue,

That deck the Courtier's bread,

May hide a heart of blacken: hue,

Tho' by his King carefs'd.

Let him in pride and fplendor rah%

We're happier o'er a flowing bowl.

Let Mansfield Lord Chief Juftice be,

And Cornwall Speaker {till,

At home let Sandwich rule the fea,

And Pitt the treafury fill.

No place I want among the whole,

But one that's near a flowing bowl.

Let Patriots for liberty rage,

And curfe the courtly crew,

Becaufe like them they want to havej

The loaves and fifhes too.
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I care not who divides the coal,

So I can have a flowing bowl.

The Son wants fquare toes at old nick,

And Mifs wants to be wed,

The Doctor wants us to be fick,

The Undertaker dead.

All have their wants from pole to pole,
^

And I want an ever flowing bowl.

SONG CLXXVIII.

ANCHOR, HO, YEA.

DOWN top gallant fails, ftand by your lee braces.

For now we have weather'd the fea,

Would you, lads, fee the girls' pretty faces,

Safe moor'd at an anchor, Yeo, Yea.

We fail'd in the good fhip the Kitty,

With a frefh blowing breeze and rough fea;

There's your Nancy, whom they call fo pretty,

Safe moor'd at an anchor, Yeo, Yea.

She utter'd foft words when flic parted,

I'd have you be conflant, faid fhe ;

Said I, my dear, don't be down-hearted,

Then up went our anchor, Yeo, Yea.

From that time no worfe nor no better,

For nothing was thought of but Ihe

;

Could grog or gin make me forget her,

She's my cable and anchor, Yeo, Yea.
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SONG CLXXIX.

OVELY nymph, affuage my aaguifh j

At your feet, a tender fwaia
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Prays you will not let him languifh ;

One kind look would eafe his pain.

Did you know the lad that courts you,

He not long need Cue in vain
;

Prince of fong, of dance, and fports,

You fcarce will meet his like again.

SONG CLXXX.

Same Tune.

LOVELY Damon, when thou'rt near me,

Straight my vital fpirits fly

;

Nothing but thy fmiles can chear me,

Turn, O turn thy killing eye :

Hide, O hide thofe blooming graces

That thy lovely face adorn :

Who could (hun thy fweet embraces

When thou'rt blufhing like the morn.

Lovely Damon, do not teaze me
With a fight I cannot bear

;

Deareft Damon, if you'd eafe me,
Never on the plain appear :

Defift, dear youth, nor ftrive to gain

A heart, which is not mine to give ;

Ceafe, O ceafe to give fuch pain ;

Shun my fight, and let me live. S.

SONG CLXXXI.

THE ECHOING HORN.

THE echoing horn calls the fpcrtfman sbroad,

To horfe, my brave boys, and aw-ay ;

The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds

Upbraids our too tedious delay.
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What pleafure we feel in purfuing the fox !

O'er hill, and o'er valley he flies :

Then follow, we'll foon overtake him, Huzza !

The traitor is feiz'd on, and dies.

Triumphant returning at night with the fpoil,

Like Bacchanals, fhouting and gay !

How fweet with a bottle and lafs to refrefli

!

And lofe the fatigues of the day.

With fport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy

;

Dull wifdom all happinefs fours ;

Since life is no more than a paffage, at beft,

Let's ftrew the way over with flow'rs.

SONG CLXXXII.

WOMAN FOR MAN.
INE, wine we allow the brifk fountain of mirth,

It frights away care, and gives jollity birth ;

Yet, while we thus freely great Bacchus approve,

Let's pay the glad tribute to Venus and Love ;

For do what you will, nay, or fay what you can,

Who loves not a woman, the wretch is no man.

To the charms of that fex, let us chearful refign

Our youth, and our vigour, they're better than wine :

There's merit, I own, in a gay fparkling glafs,

But, can it compare with a lovely kind lafs ?

No, it cannot compare, you may fay what you can,

Who prefers not a woman, the wretch is no man.

The enchantments of Beauty what force can repel ?

The eye's pow'rful magic, the bofom's foft fvvell,

The look fo endearing, the kind melting kifs,

The enjoyments of love, are all raptu/e and blifs.

Then who woman refuies rejects Nature's plan,

He may fay what he will, but the wretch is no man.
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May fcandal, misfortune, and direful difgrace,

Be the portion of all th' effeminate race

;

Like Britain, what nation on earth can they find,

Whofe nymphs are fo fair, fo inviting, and kind ?

Then, who woman refufes, reje&s Nature's plan,

May they fuffer like brutes, nor be pity'd by man.

From a ftriking example, my moralihall fpring

;

Who'd act like a man, let him copy his King :

Like George in his youth, the gay fpring-tide of life,

Let every good fellow now take him a wife.

When by Hymen you're blefs'd, reft fecurely, for then

You'll have nothing to do, but to prove yourfelves men.

MfMi MiMj;Mt:M )S:i MiMfMfM

SONG CLXXXIII.

THE QUEEN OF THE MEADOWS.

COME, Amanda, charming creature !

Hear the woodland warblers fing,

While each forward Nymph of Nature

Now is pregnant with the fpring.

Hafte to view the dawning blufhes,

On dame Flora's infants feen,

All beneath the blooming bufhes,

Swaddled in their mantles green.

Rife, fair damfel, with Aurora,

Rife and fee their early pride ;

Vifit Flora's offspring—Flora

Will repay you when a bride ;

Will return it, by pourtraying

On your children's faces fair,

Such foft tinges, fweet difplaying

Ev'ry rofe and lily there.

Let us lofe the day in {porting

O'er the verdant carpets gay,

o
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Till the nightingale fits courting

Midnight lift'ners to his lay :

Homeward then, our Heps befriending,

Our kind liars will lend each ray,

With the moon, or elfe attending

Glow worms light the hedge-row way.

Ev'ry rural charm is wafted

;

Dull is ev'ry landfcape round ;

Spring itfelf remains untafted,

Till the Meadow's Queen is crown'd.

Ev'ry grace attends about you ;

All things fweet compofe thy train :

All is anarchy without you

—

Hafte, and blefs us with thy reign. T. S.
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SONG CLXXXIV.

GUARDIAN angels, now prated me
Send me to the youth I love !

Cupid, with thy bow, direft me ;

Help me, all ye powers above.

Bear him my iighs, ye gentle breezes !

Tell him I love and I defpair

;

Tell him, for him I grieve,

Say 'tis for him I live,

O ! may the fhepherd be fincere !

Thro' the fhady groves I'll wander,

Silent as the bird of night

;

Near the brink of yonder fountain,

Where he oft has bleft my light

;

Witnefs, ye groves, and falls of water,

Echoes repeat the vows he fwore :

Can he forget me ?

Will he neglect me ?

Shall I never fee him more ?

Does he love, and yet forfake me
To admire a nymph more fair ?
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If 'tis fo I'll wear the willow,

And efteem the happy pair.

Some lonely cave I'll make my dwelling.

Nor more the cares of life purfue,

The lark and philomel

Only fhall hear me tell

What makes me bid the world adieu.

SONG CLXXXV.

THE LANGUISHING LOVER.

HOPELESS ftill, in filent anguifli,

Far from her whom I adore ;

Mull I ever love and languifh,

Doom'd to view her face no more ?

Muft I fly to fcenes of wo ?

Mull I ev'ry blifs forego ?

Why mould Fate fo cruel prove ?

Alas ! that ever I did love !

Vain my purpofe to forget her,

Fancy gives her to my eyes-
See ! ten thoufand charms befet her !

See her dear idea rife !

See, fair maid, my dying bloom !

See a tender youth confume !

Sad, for ever let me ftray,

To mourn and ligh my life away.

Far from human crouds retiring,

Stranger to the voice of Fame,
In fome lonefome vale expiring,

Of a conftant—haplefs flame
;

There, when worthlefs life is o'er,

And the cares of love no more,

Weeping nymphs my grave fhall fee,

And palling lovers pity me. W. M.
O 2
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SONG CLXXXVI.

THE SAILOR'S FAREW EL.

Written by Captain Thomfon, and fei by Mr Fifh-er,

THE topfail fhivers in the wind,

The (hip (he cafts to fea

:

But yet my foul, my heart, my mind,

Are, Mary, moor'd with thee :

For, tho' thy failor's bound afar,

Still love (hall be his leading fhar.

Should landmen flatter, when we're fail'd,

O doubt their artful tales
;

No gallant failor ever fail'd

If Cupid flll'd his fails :

Thou art the compafs of my foul,

Which fleers my heart from pole to pole.

Syrens in ev'ry port we meet,

More fell than rocks and waves
;

But failors of the Britifh fleet

Are lovers, and not (laves :

No foes our courage (hall fubdue,

Altho' we've left our hearts with you.

Thefe are our cares ; but if you're kind,

We'll fcorn the darning main,

The rocks, the billows, and the wind,

The pow'rs of France and Spain.

Now Britain's glory reds with you,

Our fails are full—fweet girls, adieu !

SONG CLXXXVII.

THE SAILOR'S RETURN.

BEHOLD, from ma# a hoflile fliore,

And all the dangers of the main^
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Where billows mount, and tempefts roar,

Your faithful Tom returns again ;

Returns, and with him brings a heart

That ne'er from Sally fhall depart.

After long toils and troubles paft,

How fweet to tread our native foil,

With conquefl to return at laft,

And deck our fweethearts with the fpoil I

No one to beauty fhould pretend,

But fuch as dare its rights defend.

SONG CLXXXVIIL

DRAP OF CAPPI E—O.

THERE liv'd a wife in our gate-end,

She lo'ed a drap of cappie—O,
And a' the gear that e'er fhe gat,

She flipt it in her gabbie—O.

Upon a frolly winter's night,

The wife had got a drappie—O,
And fhe had pifs'd her coats fae weel,

She could not find the pattie—O.

But fhe awa' to her goodman,
They ca'd him Tammie Lammie—O,

Gae ben and fetch the cave to me,
That I may get a drammie—O.

Tamie was an honeft man,-

Himfel he took a drappie—O,
It was nae weel out o'er his craig,

Till fhe was on his tappie—O.

She paid him weel, baith back and fide s

And fair fhe creinVd his backie-—O,
O 3
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And made his (kin baith blue and black,

And gar'd his fhou'ders crackie—O.

Then he's awa' to the malt barn,

And he has ta'en a pockie—O,
He put her in, baith head and tail,

And can1 her o'er his backie—O.

The carling fpurn'd wi' head and feet,

The carle he was fae aukie—O,
To ilka wa' that he came by
He gar'd her head play knackie—O.

Goodman I think you'll murder me,

My brains you out will knockie—O :

He gi'ed her ay the other hitch,

Lie ftill, you devil's buckie—O.

Goodman, I'm like to make my burn,

O let me out, good Tammie—O ;

Then he fet her upon a ftane,

And bade her pirn a dammie—-O.

Then Tammie took her aff the ftane,

And put her in the pockie—O,
And when me did begin to fpurn,

He lent her ay a knockie—O.

Away he went to the mill-dam,

And there ga'e her a duckie—O,
And ilka chield that had a ftick

play'd thump upon her backie—O.

And when he took her hame again,

He did hlng up the pockie—

O

At her bed-fide, as I heard fay,

Upon a little knaggie—O.

And ilka day that fhe up rofe,

In naethlng but her fmockie—O,
Sae foon as ftse look'd o'er the bed,

She might behold the pockie—O.
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Now all ye men, baith far and near,

That have a drunken tutie—O,
Duck ye your wives in time of year,

And I'll lend you the pockie—O.

The wife did live for nineteen years,

And was fu' frank and couthie—O,
And ever fince (he got the duck

She never had the drouthie—O.

At laft, the carlin chanc'd to die,

And Tammie did her bury—O,
And, for the public benefit,

He has gar'd print the curie—O.

And this he did her motto make
;

" Here lies an honeft lucky—O,
I Who never left the drinking trade

" Until fhe got a duckie—O."

SONG CLXXXIX.

THE PLOUGHMAN.
THE ploughman he's a bonny lad,

And a' his wark's at leifure,

And when that he comes hame at e'en,

He kifTes me. wi' pleafure.

Up wi't now, my ploughman lad,

Up wi't now, my ploughman
;

Of a' the lads that I do fee,

Commend me to the ploughman.

Now the blooming fpring's come on,

He takes his yoaking early,

And whittling o'er the furrow'd land,

He goes to fallow chearly.

Up wi't now, &c.



i64 A COLLECTION
When my ploughman comes hame at e'en,

He's often wet and weary ;

Caft aff the wet, put on the dry,

And gae to bed my deary.

Up wi't now, &c.

I will wafh my ploughman's hofe,

And I will wafh his'o'erlay,

And I will make my ploughman's bed,

And chear him late and early.

Merry butt, and merry ben,

Merry is my ploughman ;

Of a' the trades that I do ken,

Commend me to the ploughman.

Plough yon hill, and plough yon dale,

Plough yon faugh and fallow,

Who winna drink the ploughman's health,

Is but a dirty fellow.

Merry butt, &c.

SONG CXC.

THE TAILOR.

THE tailor came to clout the claife,

Sic a braw fellow !

He fill'd the houfe a' fu' o' fleas,

Daffin down, and daffin down,
He fill'd the houfe a' fu' o' flaes,

Daffin down and dilly.

The laflie flept ayont the fire,

Sic a braw hifley !

Oh ! fhe was a' his heart's defire,

Daffin down, and daffin down,
Oh ! fhe was, &c.

The laffie fhe fell fail afleep,

Sic a braw hiffey !
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The tailor clofe to her did creep,

Daffin down, and daffin down,

The tailor, &c.

The laffie waken 'd in a fright,

Sic a braw hiffey !

Her maiden-head had ta'en the flighty

Daffin down, and daffin down,

Her maidenhead, &c.

She fought it butt, me fought it ben ?

Sic a braw hiffey !

And in beneath the clocking hen,

Daffin down, and daffin down,

And in beneath, &c.

She fought it in the owfen-flaw,

Sic a braw hiffey !

Na, faith, quo' me, it's quite awa'

;

Daffin down, and daffin down,

Na, faith, &c.

She fought it 'yont the knocking-ftane,

Sic a braw hiffey !

Some day, quo' fhe, 'twill gang its lane,

Daffin down, and daffin down,
Some day, quo' fhe, &c.

She-ca'd the tailor to the court,

Sic a braw hiffey !

And a' the young men round about,

Daffin down, and daffin down,
And a' the young men, &c.

She gar'd the tailor pay a fine,

Sic a braw hiffey !

Gi'e me my maiden-head again,

Daffin down, and daffin down,
Gi'e me my maiden-head, &c.

O what way wad ye hae't again !

Sic a braw hiffey S
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Oh ! juft the way that it was ta'en,

Daffin down, and daffin down,
Oh ! juft the way that it was ta'en,

Daffin down, and dilly.

SONG CXCI.

THE SURPRIZE.

I
Had a horfe, I had nae mair,

I gat him frae my daddy
;

My purfe was light, and my heart was fair,

But my wit it was fu' ready.

And fae I thought upon a wile,

Outwittens of my daddy,

To fee myfell to a lowland laird,

Who had a bonny lady.

I wrote a letter, ^nd thus began,

Madam, be not offended,

I'm o'er the lugs in love wi' you,

And care nae tho' ye kend it.

For I get little frae the laird,

And far lefs frae my daddy,

And I would blithly be the man
Would ftrive to pleafe my lady.

She read my letter and fhe leugh,

Ye needna been fae blate, man ;

You might ha'e come to me yourfell,

And tald me o' your ftate, man :

You might ha'e come to me yourfell,

Outwittens o' your daddy,

And made John Goukfton o' the laird,

And kifs'd his bonny lady.

Then me pat filler in my purfe,

We drank wine in a cogie ;

She fee'd a man to rub my horfe,

And wow but I was vogie :
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But I gat ne'er fae fair a fleg

Since I came frae my daddy,

The laird came rap rap to the yate,

When I was wi' his lady.

Then fiie pat me below a chair,

And hap'd me wi' a plaidie ;

But I was like to fwarf wi' fear,

And wifh'd me wi' my daddy.

The laird went out, he faw na me,

I went when I was ready

:

I promis'd, but I ne'er gae'd back,

To fee his bonny lady.

SONG CXCII.

THE MARINER'S WIFE.

BUT are you fure the news is true ?

And are you fure he's weel ?

Is this a time to think o' wark ?

Ye jades, fling by your wheel.

There's nae luck about the houfe,

There's nae luck at a' ;

There's nae luck about the houfe,

When our goodman's awa'.

Is this a time to think of wark
When Colin 's at the door ?

Rax me my cloak, I'll down the quay,

And fee him come afhore. .

Rife up, and make a clean fire-fide,

Put on the muckle pat
;

Gi'e little Kate her cotton gown,
And Jock his Sunday's coat.

Mak' their fhoon as black as flaes,

Their {lockings white ao fnaw j
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'Tis a' to pleafure our goodman,
He likes to fee them braw.

There are twa hens into the crib,

Have fed this month and mair,

Mak' hafte, and thraw their necks about,

That Colin weel may fare.

Bring down to me my bigonet,

My Biftiop-fattin gown,
And then gae tell the Bailie's wife

That Colin's come to town.

My Turkey flippers I'll put on,

My flockings pearl blue,

And a' to pleafure our goodman,
For he's baith leal and true.

Sae fweet his voice, fae fmooth his tongue,

His breath's like cauler air,

His very tread has mufic in't,

As he comes up the flair.

And will I fee his face again ?

And will I hear him fpeak ?,

I'm downright dizzy with the joy,

In troth I'm like to greet.

There's nae luck, &c.
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SONG- CXCIII.

Nae Luck about the Houfe when our Goodwife's awa'

YOU ling of your goodman frae hame,
But whiles they're beft awa',

And tho' the goodwife ftay at hame,

John does not toil for a'.

There's nae luck about the houfe,

There's nae luck at a',

There's nae luck about the houfe

When our goodwife's awa'.
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For there was nae luck about my houfe,

And little formy warne,

There was nae luck about my houfe

When Maggy gae'd frae name.

There's nae luck, &c.

For firft the bairns raife frae their bed,

And for a piece did ca',

Then how could I attend my work,

Who had to anfwer a' ?

There's nae luck, &c.

Their hands and faces were to warn,

And coaties to put on,

When every dud lay here and there,

Which vexed honeft John.

There's nae luck, &c.

He made the pottage wanting fait,

The kail iing'd in the pot,

The cutties lay under his feet,

And cogs they feem'd to rot.

There's nae luck, &c.

The hen and birds went to the fields,

The glede (he whipt up twa,

The cow, wanting her chaff and ftraw,

Stood routing thro' the wa'.

There's nae luck, &c.

The bairns fought upon the floor,

And on the fire did fa'

;

Which vex'd the heart of honefl John,
When Maggy was awa'.

There's nae luck, &c.

With bitten fingers and cutted thumbs,

And fcreichs which pierc'd the fkies,

Which drove his patience to an end,

Wifh'd death to clofe their eyes.

There's nae luck, &c.

P
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Then went to pleafe them with a fcone,

And fo he burnt it black,

Ran to the well with twa new canns,

But none of them came back.

There's nae luck, &c.

The hens went to their neighbour's houfe,

And there they laid their eggs,

When fimple John reprov'd them for't,

He broke poor chuckies legs.

There's nae luck, &c.

He little thought of Maggy's toil,

As me was by the fire,

But when he got a trial o't,

He foon began to tire.

There's nae luck, &c.

Firfl when he got the tafk in hand,

He thought all would go right,

But O he little wages had,

On Saturday at night.

There's nae luck, &c.

He had no gain from wheel or reel,

Nor yarn had he to fell,

He wifh'd for Maggy hame again,

Being out of money and meal.

There's nae luck, &c.

The de'il gaed o'er Jock Wabfter,

His lofs he could not tell,

But when he wanted Maggy's help,

He did nae good himfeL

There's nae luck, &c.

Another want I do not name,

All night he got no eafe,

But tumbl'd grumbl'd in his bed,

A fighting wi' the flaes.

There's nae luck, &c.
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Wishing for Maggy's muckle hips,

Whereon the flaes might feaft,

And for to be goodwife again,

He fwore it was nae jeft. There's nae luck, &e.

SONG CXCIV.

THE TURNIMSPIKE.
HERSELL pe Highland fhentleman,

Pe auld as Pothwel prig, man
;

An' mony alterations feen

Amang te Lawland Whig, man.
Fallal, &c.

Firft when her to the Lawlands came,

Nainfell was driving cows, man :

There was nae laws about him's nerfe,

about the preeks* or trews, man.

Nainfell did wear the philabeg,

The plaid prick't on her fhoulder

;

The guid claymore hung pe her pelt,

The piftol fharg'd wi' pouder.

But for whereas thefe curfed preeks,

Wherewith her nerfe be lockit,

O hon ! that e'er (he faw the day

!

For a' her houghs be prokit.

Every t'ing in the Highlands now
Pe turn't to alteration

;

The foger dwall at our door meek,

And tat's te great vexation.

Scotland be turn't a Ningland now,

An' laws pring on te cadger

:

Nainfell wad durk him for her deeds,

But oh me fears te foger.

P 2
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Anither law came after that,

Me never faw te like, man
;

They mak' a lang road on te crund,

And ca' him Turnimfpike, man.

An' wow (he pe a ponny road,

Like Louden corn riggs, man ;

Where two carts may gang on her,

An' no preak ithers legs, man.

They Charge a penny for ilka horfe,

In troth fhe'll no pe fheaper,

For nought but ga'en upo' the grund,

And they gi'e me a paper.

They tak' te horfe t'en py te head,

And t'ere they mak' him fland, man :

I tell'd them that I feen te day

He had nae fie command, man.

Nae doubts Nainfell maun tra' her purfe,

And pay him what hims like, man :

I'll fee a fhugement on his toor,

T'at filthy Turnimfpike, man.

But I'll awa' to te Highland hills,

Where te'il a ane dare turn her,

And no come near her Turnimfpike,

Unlefs it pe to purn her.

SONG CXCV.

WHILE penfive on the lonely plain,

Far from the fight of her I love,

To the clear flream I tell my pain,

And figh my paflion to the grove.

Echo, fweet Goddefs of the wood,
From all thy cells refound my care

;

And Forth, along thy filver flood,

Convey my murmurs to the fair.

ft
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Tell her, O tell the charming maid,

In vain the feather'd warblers fing

;

In vain the trees expand their made,
Or blooming Flora paints the fpring t

When abfent from her dearer charms,

Not all thefe beauties can invite ;

But did me blefs her Jamie's arms,

E'en barren defarts would delight.

SONG CXCVI.

T H E U S QJJ EBiE.

DONALD'S a fhentleman, an' evermore mail,

For fhe's porn i' the Highlands, the pack o' Dunkel,

But the King and his cadgers ha'e made me her prey,

An' ta'en paith her pot, and her tear Ufquebse.

Nainfell now has naething of auld Highland hue,

Put her turk, her claymore, and her ponnet o' blue ;

Her plait and her kilt, ohon ! mair wae !

She's reaved of them, and her tear Ufquebse.

I was not a ribel, tho' I faught for my chief,

Nor am I a rogue, who was never a thief

:

Nainfell was a foger, and got te King's pay,

An' yet I'm depriv'd of her tear Ufquebse.

On te morning our Shanet he wad gi'e me a tram,

Then I'd fight like a Turk, and work like a man ;

If you fee te King, tell her its no te right way,

To tak' frae poor Donald his tear Ufqueboe.

When our Shanet was fick, and pearing te pain?,,

A trink of good whifky it cherifh'd his prain :

It made him to ling, and the houdie to pray

;

This was the fruits o' her goot Ufquebee,

P3
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The whifky's te life o' te Highland be fure,

Now te King's ain tear fogers may die in te muir

:

When her feets will be fair, in a caul winter day,

She'll mifs Donald's kebbucks an' goot Ufquebae.

My curfe on te cadger t'at e'er he was born

;

Poor Highlandman now maun pe Lallandman's fcorn :

Nainfell tho' pe hopes to fee petter day,

And te te'il get the cadger, and her Ufquebae.

SONG CXCVII.

WAYWARD WIFE.

ALAS ! my fon, you little know
The forrows that from wedlock flow,

Farewel to every day of eafe,

When you have got a wife to pleafe.
"

Sae bide you yet, and bide you yet,
• Ye little ken what's to betide you yet

;

The half of that will gain ye yet,

If a wayward wife obtain ye yet.

You're experience is but fmall,

As yet you've met with little thrall

:

The black cow on your feet ne'er trod.

Which gars you ling along the road.

Sae bide you yet, &c.

Sometimes the rock, fometimes the reel,

Or fome piece of the fpinning wheel,

She will drive at you with good will,

And then fhe'll fend you to the de'ii.

Sae bide you yet, &c.

When I, like you was young and free,

I valu'd not the proudeft me ;

Like you I vainly boafted then,

That men alone were born to reign.

But bide you yet, &c.
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Great Hercules and Sampfon too,

Were flronger men than I or you,

Yet they were baffled by their dears,

And felt the diftaff and the fheers.

Sae bide ye yet, &c.

Stout gates of brafs, and well-built walls,

Are proof 'gainll fwords and cannon-balls,

But nought is found by fea or land,

That can a wayward wife withftand.

Sae bide you yet, and bide you yet,

Ye little ken what's to betide you yet

;

The half of that will gain ye yet,

If a wayward wife obtain ye yet.

SONG CXCVIII.

BIDE YE YET.

GIN I had a wee houfe, and a canty wee fire,

A bonny wee wifie, to praife and admire,

A bonny wee yardie afide a wee burn,

Farewel to the bodies that yammer and mourn.
And bide ye yet, and bide ye yet,

Ye little ken what may betide ye yet

;

Some bonny wee body may be my lot,

And I'll ay be canty wi' thinking o't.

When I gang afield, and come hame at e'en,

I'll get my wee wife fou neat and fou clean,

And a bonny wee bairnie upon her knee,

That will cry papa or daddy to me.
And bide ye yet, &Ci

And if there fhould happen ever to be

A difF'rence a'tween my wee wifie and me,
In hearty good humour, altho' (he be teaz'd,

I'll kifs her, and clap her, until fhe be pleas'dr

And bide ye yet, &c.
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SONG CXCIX.

THE WEDDING DAY.

ONE night, as poor Colin lay muling on bed,

With a heart full of love, and a vaporous head,

To wing the dull hours, and his forrows allay,

How fweetly he fung of his wedding day.

O what would I give for a wedding day

!

O what would I give for a wedding day

!

Wealth and ambition I'd lofe you away,

With all you can boaft for a wedding day.

Should the Heavens bid me afk, and with freedom inv

plore,

One blifs for the anguifh I fuffer'd before,

For Jelly, dear Jefly, alone would I pray,

And grafp my whole wifh on my wedding day.

Blefl be the approach of my wedding day

!

I'll hail my dear nymph on my wedding day

;

Earth fmiles more charming, and heaven more gay,

And happinefs dawns on my wedding day.

But Luna, who equally fov'reign prefides,

O'er hearts of the ladies, and flow of the tides,

Unhappily changes—has changed her mind !

O Fate ! cou'd a wife prove e'er conftant or kind ?

Why was I born to a wedding day.

Curft, ever curft be my wedding day.

Colin, poor Colin, has changed his lay,

And dates all his plagues from his wedding day.

Batchelors, be warn'd by the fhepherd's diftrefs,

Be taught by your freedom to meafure your blifs ',

Nor fall to the witchcraft of beauty a prey,

And blaft all your hopes on a wedding day.

Horns is the gift of a wedding day !

Want and a fcold crowns a wedding day !

Happy's the gallant has a wife while he mayf

And prefers a iliff rope to a wedding day.

1
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SONG CC.

THE BONNY LAD.

I'LL flng of my lover all night and all day,

He's ever good-natur'd, and frolic, and gay j

Fis
voice is as fweet as the nightingale's lay,

nd well on his bagpipe my (hepherd can play.

And a bonny young lad is my Jocky,
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, and my hair

;

Rofe, violet, nor lily, with me can't compare

:

If this be to flatter, 'tis pretty, I fwear.

And a bonny, &c.

He kneels at my feet, and with many a figh,

He cry'd, O my dear, will you never comply

;

If you mean to deflroy me, why do it, I'll die*

I trembled all over, and anfwer'd, Not L
And a bonny, &c.

Around the tall May pole he dances fo neat,

And fonnets of love the dear boy can repeat

:

He's conftant, he's valiant, he's wife, and difcreet,

His looks are fo kind, ind his kiffes fo fweet.

And a bonny, &c.

At eve', when the fun finks repos'd in the weft,

And May's tuneful chorifts all fkim to their neft,

When I meet on the green the man I love belt,

My heart is juft ready to burft in my breaft.

And a bonny, &c.

But fee how the meadows are moiften'd with dew,

Then come, my dear (hepherd, I wait but for you

;

Let us live for each other, both conftant and true,

And tafte the fweet raptures no monarch e'er knew.
And a bonny young lad is my Jocky,

And a bonny young lad is my Jocky.
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SONG CCI.

THE BEAUTIFUL GIRL,

I'LL fmg of my Jenny all day and all night,

She's always good natur'd, and full of delight

;

Her looks are fo pleafant, her eyes are fo bright,

That I always am happy when (he's in my fight.

And a beautiful girl is my Jenny, &c.

To me Jenny's love is oft-times expreft,

Of all her young gallants me loves me the beft ;

Her lips I have kifs'd, and her bofom I've preft,

She's fweeter than rofes in June, I proteft.

And a beautiful girl, &c.

Of all the gay laffes that dance on the green,

'Tis Jenny excels with an air and a mien
;

She lings like a fyren, fhe looks like a queen,

She's the fweeteft young beauty my eyes e'er have feen,

And a beautiful girl, &c.

Come hither, fweet Jenny, no longer delay,

Join hands with your Jocky, to church let's away

;

Don't truft till to morrow, be happy to day,

And gladly the fummons of Cupid obey,

Then love (hall blefs Jenny and Jocky,
Then love {hall blefs Jenny and Jocky.
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SONG CCII.

GALLA-WATER.
BRAW, braw lads of Galla-water,

O braw lads of Galla-water,

I'll kilt my coats aboon my knee,

And follow my love thro' the water.

Sae fair her hair, fae brent her brow,

Sae bonny blue her een', my deary,
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Sae white her teeth, fae fweet her mou%
I aften kifs her till I'm weary.

O'er yon bank, and o'er yon brae,

O'er yon mofs amang the hether,

I'll kilt my coats aboon my knee,

And follow my love thro' the water.

Down amang the broom, the broom,

Down amang the broom, my deary

;

The laffie loft her filken fnood,

That gar'd her greet till fhe was weary.
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SONG CCIII.

Sung in the Mafh of Alfred.

"TXTHEN Britain firft, at Heaven's command,

VV Arofe from out the azure main,

This was the charter, the charter of the land,

And guardian angels fung the ftrain ;

Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the waves

;

For Britons never will be (laves.

The nations, not fo bleft as thee,

Muft in their turn to tyrants fall

;

Whilft thou malt flourish, (halt flourifh great and free,

The dread and envy of them all.

Rule Britannia, &c«

Still more majeftic malt thou rife,

More dreadful from each foreign ftroke,

As the loud blaft that tears the fides,

Serves but to root thy native oak.

Rule Britannia, &c.

Thee haughty tyrants ne'er mall tame,

All their attempts to bend thee down }

Will but aroufe, but aroufe thy gen'rous flame,

And work their woe and thy renown.

Rule Britannia, &c.
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To thee belongs the rural reign,

Thy cities (hall with commerce mine,

All thine (hall be, mail be the fubjedl main,

And every more it circles thine.

Rule Britannia, &c.

The mufes, ftill with freedom found,

Shall to thy happy coaft repair

:

Bleft ifle ! with beauties, with matchlefs beauties crown'd..

And manly hearts to guard the Fair.

Rule Britannia, &c.

«^xhxxxxxxxxxxxx^xxxxxxxxxxxxxx**!

SONG CCIV.

RALPH OF THE MILL.

A Pajloral Ballad. By Mr Hawkins.

AS Hebe was tending her (heep t'other day,

Where the warblers whittle and ilng,

A rural young fwain came tripping that way,
As brifk and as blithe as a king.

The youth was a ftranger to trouble and care,

Contentment e'er guided his will

;

Yet ever regarded the fmiles of the fair,

Tho' always bred up in a mill.

Love Hole in his bread at the fight of the maid,

For he could not her charms but adore,

" And if thou art cruel, dear Hebe," he faid,

" I furely (hall love you the more."

Such tendernefs mdted her into furprife

(For Hebe was never unkind),

And all of a fudden love glow'd in her eyes,

Which fpoke the dictates of her mind.

They fat themfelves down at the foot of a hill,

And chatted together fo
r
ree,

Till Ralph, the young fwain, made figns to the mill,

WhiHt clafping the nymph on his knee j
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And this in a tranfport the miller replied,

" Thy charms, deareft girl, are divine
;"

Then prefs'd her fweet lips, and with rapture he cry'd,

" O Hebe ! confent to be mine !"

She liflen'd attentive to all his requeft,

And freely comply'd to his will

;

And now, to her folace, file's married and blell

With honeft young Ralph of the mill.

Peace follows their footfteps wherever they go,

In blifs all their hours they are fpent

:

But, leaders of fafhion, I'd have you to know
Their " happinefs flows from content."

SONG CCV.

THE FLOWER OF YARROW.

IN ancient times, as fongs rehearfe,

One charming nymph employ'd each verfe,

She reign'd alone, without a marrow,

Mary Scott the flower of Yarrow.

Our fathers, with fuch beauty fir'd,

This matchlefs fair in crouds admir'd ;

Tho' matchlefs then, yet here's her marrow,

Mary Scott's the flower of Yarrow.

Whofe beauty, unadorn'd by art,

With virtue join'd, attracts each heart

;

Her negligence itfelf would charm you,

She fcarcely knows her pow'r to warm you.

For ever ceafe Italian noife ;

: Let every firing and every voice,

Sing Maiy Scott, without a marrow,
Mary Scott the flower of Yarrow.
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SONG CCVI.

A PASTORAL SONG.

SOPHIA is bright as the morn,
And fweet as the fragrance of May,

When flow'rets the meadows adorn,

And nature is ev'ry where gay.

But not the delightful perfume,

Exhal'd from the breath of the fair,

Nor her beautiful cheeks' rofy bloom,

With the charms of her mind can compare.

Whene'er fhe appears on the plain,

Enraptur'd we gaze and admire ;

New tranfports enliven each fwain,

And fill ev'ry heart with defire.

When fhe gracefully fwims in the dance,

O beware ! ye fond youths ! or ye die !

How melting ! how keen is the glance

Of her modeft, her heavenly eye !

The fongfters that range thro' the trees,

Harmonioufly fmg as they rove ;

Her voice is more tuneful than thefe,

And excels the fweet notes of the grove.

Ye fwains do not envy my blifs,

Nor repine at my thrice happy lot

;

Our contract is feal'd with a kifs,

Sophia will dwell in my cot. Phil©.

SONG CCVIL

>"fTT?IS wine that clears the understanding,

JL Makes men learned without books

;



OF CHOICE SONGS. 183

It fits the general for commanding,

And gives foldiers fiercer looks.

'Tis wine that gives a life to lovers.

Heightens beauties of the fair

;

Truth from falfehood it difcovers,

Quickens joys, and conquers care.

Wine will fet our fouls on fire,

Fit us for all glorious things,

When rais'd by Bacchus we afpire

At flights above the reach of Kings.

Bring in bona magnums plenty,

Be each glafs a bumper crown'd

;

None to flinch till they be empty,

And full fifty toafts gone round.
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SONG CCVIII.

THE POWER OF BEAUTY. A New Song.

HOW pleafing glides our morn of youth.
E'er beauty ftrikes the breaft

;

A parent's tender hufh can footh

The flutt'ring foul to reft :

But love's fweet paflion, riper grown,
Exerts a tyrant part

;

And painful blifs, before unknown,
Surrounds the guardlefs heart.

The vermil lip, love darting eye,

Fair cheek of rofy hue
;

The virgin breaft, by gentle figh,

That parting fwells to view,

May bid the heart with rapture glow,

To love attune the mind,

But ah ! fad change ! what forrows flow,

If Stella proves unkind !
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Then to the unfrequented grove,

Or by the languid ftream,

The peniive fwain will fighing rove,

And breathe his plaintive theme :

The tender notes along the vale

In gentle murmurs die,

And Echo, from her fecret cell,

Returns him figh for figh.

SONG CCIX.

A FAVOURITE RONDEAU.

Sung by Mrs Welchfell at VauxhalL

The words by Mr Hawkins, Set to Mufic by Mr Hook,

WAFT, O Cupid ! to Leander,

Sighs that rend my tender breaft ;

Whilft I ftray in groves meander,

Bid him fly to make me bleft.

Purling rills be gently flowing,

Op'ning glades your fweets diftil

:

Soothe a heart's inceflant glowing,

With content my fancy fill.

Hafte, ah ! hafte my lover to me !

Fear not now my cold difdain ;

While, fweet fhepherd, you purfue me,

To keep my heart I ftrive in vain.

SONG CCX.

IN wine there is all in life you can name,

It ftrengthens our friendmip, and love aids the fame
;

Since life, my dear boy, is at moft but a fpan,

Let's live all our days, and let this be the plan :
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CHORUS.
To drink, my brave boys,

And drive away forrow ;

If the cam but hold out,

We'll ne'er afk to borrow.

If the cafh, &c.

Tho' poor rogues to-day,

We'll be rich rogues to-morrow.

May we live in a village, not far from a town,

With a bed for a friend whene'er he comes down
;

With a pack of good hounds in the morn when we wake,

To mount the briik courfer, and take the next brake.

Then drink, &c.

May our victuals be good, not nice of their fort,

And our cellars well ltor'd with old claret and port

;

With a few bumper glaffes to toaft to old glories,

As our fathers and grandfires have oft done before us.

Then drink, &c.

With an honeft buck chaplain to grace the round table,

Who will drink what he can, and no longer than able
;

Who will drink till his face, like the claret, is red,

Or, like old Arch the parfon, God reft him, he's dead.

Then drink, &c.

Every lad have his lafs, that conftant will prove,

Quite true to his bed, and fincere in her love :

For marriage I hate, and defpife common whores,

Coquettes I deteft, but I like your amours.

Then drink, &c.

And as we have liv'd let's clofe the lafl fcene,

Quite free from all hardihips, and free from all pain

;

That the old ones may wonder, the young ones may
flare,

And amazedly cry, O what friendfhip was there !

Then drink, &c.

0.3
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SONG ccxr.

The SHEPHERD and SHEPHERDESS. A Cantata

Shepherd. Recitative.

THE morning's frefhnefs calls me forth,

To view creation crown the earth.

Air.
Come, my Lucy, come away,

Share with me this fun-mine day,

Sweets of May make nature gay,

Come, my Lucy, come away.

Shepherdefs. Recitative.
Ah ! help me, fhepherd, do but fee,

I'm flung this moment by a bee.

Shepherd. Air.
If you from a wound that's fo fmall feel a pain,

Then think what you give to a true loving fwain,

When fcornful you fly from his pray'rs

:

A bee's fmgle fling but a little while fmarts,

But wounds for years fefter in fond fhepherds' hearts,

When laffes will give themfelves airs.

Shepherdefs.

Ah ! fhepherd, ah ! fhepherd, mankind, like the bee,

J'ly buzzing about ev'ry beauty they fee,

And when the believing fool'd maid,

O'ercome by their arts, feels the force of love's fting,

At once like the bee, the fhepherd takes wing,

And laughing he leaves her betray'd.

Shepherd. Recitative.
Then fix me at once for the reft of my life,

And from fhepherd and lafs, let us be man and wife,

Shepherdefs. Air.
Maids well fhould beware ere to that they confent,

Thofe in hafte to be marry'd, at leifure repent j
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We mould look ere we leap, 'tis a lottery for life,

Where the blanks are all drawn by a man and his wife.

Shepherd.

IThofewhowed for mere wealth fuch misfortunesmayprove,
But we buy wedlock's tickets with true love for love,

And lince friendfhip's the prize in the lott'ry for life,

We fhall Hand thebeftchancewhen we'remademan and wife.

Shepherdefs.

Shall I liberty leave, and fubmit to be rtil'd

;

To my children a flave, by my hufband be fool'd

;

The day fpent in trouble, the night wafte in ftrife !

This is often the change from a maid to a wife.

Shepherd.

We a wife take, 'tis faid, e'er for better or worfe %

Marriage, therefore, is either a bkffing or curfe
;

Let us fhew, by example, the bleffings of life

Can only be found in a man and his wife.

Shepherdefs.

But fee the fun fetting the clouds fkirt with gold,

And the lambs nibbling rifing, repair to their fold
5

Let us homeward repair

Both.
And end us the ftrife ;

And to-morrow, my dear, we'll be made man and wife8

SONG CCXII.

THE SHEPHERD'S COMPLAINT,

ALEXIS fhun'd his fellow fwains, ,

Their rural fports and jocund ftrains
5

Heaven fliield us all from Cupid's bow !

He loft his crook, he left his flocks,

And wand'ring thro' the lonely rocks*

He nourifh'd endlefs woe.
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The nymphs and fhepherds round him came,
His grief fome pity, others blame,

The fatal caufe all kindly feek
;

He mingled his concerns with theirs,

He gave them back their friendly tears,

He figh'd, but could not fpeak.

Clarinda came among the reft,

And (he too kind concern expreft,

And afk'd the reafon of his woe ;

She afk'd, but with an air and mien

That made it eafily forefeen

She fear'd too much to know.

The fhepherd rais'd his mournful head,

And will you pardon me, he faid,

While I the cruel truth reveal ?

Which nothing from my breafl mould tear,

Which never mould offend your ear$

But that you bid me tell.

'Tis thus I rove, 'tis thus complain,

Since you appear'd upon the plain,

You are the caufe of all my care ;

Your eyes ten thoufand dangers dart,

Ten thoufand torments vex my heart,

I love, and I defpair.

Too much Alexis have I heard,
JTis what I thought, 'tis what I fear'd,

And yet I pardon you, fhe cried ;

But you fhall promife ne'er again

To breath your vows, or fpeak your pain;

He bow'd, obey'd, and died.

h£>»..«^>...<^>....<^>-.<^>-.< <$•>»..<^•f^>....<4*>.-.<4>-»<^>"..<^>...<^>.. ..<$

SONG CCXIII.

THE BIRKS OF INVERMAY.

THE fmiling morn, the breathing fpring,

Invites the tuneful birds to fmg
j
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A.nd while they warble on each fpray,

Love melts the univerfal lay ;

Let us, Amanda, timely wife,

Like them, improve the hour that flies,

And in foft raptures wafte the day

jAmong the birks of Invermay.

For foon the winter of the year,

And age, life's winter, will appear

;

At this thy lively bloom will fade,

As that will ftrip the verdant (hade :

Our tafte of pleafure then is o'er,

[The feather'd fongfters pleafe no more

;

And when they droop, and we decay,

Adieu ! the birks of Invermay.

Behold, the hills and vales around

With lowing herds and flocks abound ;

The wanton kids and frifking lambs

Gambol and dance about their dams

;

The bufy bee with humming noife,

And all the reptile kind rejoice :

Let us, like them, then fing and play

About the birks of Invermay.

SONG CCXIV.

HOPE. A Pajtorcd. Set by Mr Arm.

MY banks they are furnifh'd with bees,

Whofe murmur invites one to fleep ;

My grottos are fhaded with trees,

And my hills are white over with fheep :

I feldom have met with a lofs,

Such health do my fountains beflow

;

My fountains all border'd with mofs,

Where the hare-bells and violets grow,

Where the hare-bells and violets grow.
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I have found out a gift for my fair,

I have found where the wood pigeons breed

;

But let me that plunder forbear

;

She'll fay 'twas a barbarous deed

;

For he ne'er could be true, fhe averr'd,

Who could rob a poor bird of its young

:

I lov'd her the more when I heard

Such tendernefs fall from her tongue,

Such tendernefs fall from her tongue.

But where does my Phillida flray ?

And where are her grots and her bow'rs ?

Are the groves and the valleys as gay,

Aad the mepherds as gentle as ours ?

The groves may perhaps be as fair,

And the face of the valleys as fine

;

The fwains may in manners compare,

But their love is not equal to mine,

But their love is not equal to mine. i

SONG CCXV.

WINE, wine in the morning,

Makes us frolic and gay,

That like eagles we foar

In the pride of the day

;

Gouty fots of the night

Only find a decay.

'Tis the fun ripes the grape,

And to drinking gives light

;

So we imitate him
When by noon we're at height

;

They Ileal wine who take it

When he's out of fight.

Boy, fill all the glafies,

Fill them up now he mines ;

The higher he rifes

The more he refines.
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For wine and wit fall

As their maker declines.

SONG CCXVI.

THE EWI EWFTHE CROOKED HORN.

DWere I able to rehearfe

My ewie's praife in proper verfe,

['d found it out as loud and fierce

As ever piper's drone cou'd blaw.

The ewie wi' the crooked horn,

Well deferv'd baith garfe and corn,

Sic a ewie ne'er was born,

Hereabout or far awa\

[ neither needed tar nor keel

, To mark her upo' hip or heel,

Her crooked horn it did as weel,

To ken her by amo' them a'.

The ewie, &c.

She never threaten'd fcab nor rot,

But keeped ay her ain jog trot,

Baith to the fauld and to the cot,

Was never fweer to lead or ca\

The ewie, &c:

Nae cauld nor hunger e'er her dang,

Nor win' nor rain cou'd e'er her wrang,

For anes (lie lay a hale week lang

Aneath a dreary wreath of fnaw.

The ewie, &c.

When other ewes they lap the dyke,

And ate the kail for a' the tyke,

My ewie never play'd the like,

But tees'd about the barn-yard wa\
The ewie, &c.
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A better nor a thriftier bead

Nae honeft man cou'd weel ha' wift,

For, bonny thing, fhe never mill

To hae ilk year a lamb or twa\
The ewie, &c.

The firft fhe had I ga'e to Jock,

To be to him a kind o' ftock,

And now the laddie has a flock

Of mair nor thirty head to ca\

The ewie, &c.

The neift I ga'e to Jean, and now,

The bairn's fae bra', her fauld fae fu',

That lads fae thick come here to wooe,

They're fain to fleep on hay or ftraw.

The ewie, &c.

I looked ay at e'en for her,

For fear the fumart might devour her,

Or fome mifhanter had come o'er her

If the beaftie bade awa\
The ewie, &c.

Yet Monday laft, for a* my keeping,

I canna fpeak it without greeting,

A villain came when I was fleeping

And ftaw my ewie, horn and a'.

The ewie, &c.

I fought her fair upon the morn,

And down beneath a bufs of thorn

I got my ewie's crooked horn,

But, ah ! my ewie was-awa\

The ewie, &c.

But an' I had the lown that did it,

I've fworn and bann'd, as well as faid it,

Tho' a' the warld fhou'd forbid it,

I fhou'd gi'e his neck a thraw.

The ewie, Sec,
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I never met wi' fie a turn

As this, fince ever I was born,

My ewie wi' the crooked horn,

Peur filly ewie, flown awa'.

The ewie, &c.

O had fhe died of crook or cauld,

As ewies die when they grow auld,

It wadnae been, by mony fauld,

Sae fair a heart to ane o's a'.

The ewie, &c.

For a* the claith that we ha'e worn,

Frae her and hers fae aften morn,

The lofs of her we cou'd ha'e born

Had fair ftrae death ta'en her awa\
The ewie, &c.

But this poor thing to lofe her life

Aneath a greedy villain's knife,

I'm really fear'd that our goodwifc

Will never win aboon't ava\

The ewie, &c.

all ye bards aneath Kinghorn,
Call up your mufes, let them mourn,
Our ewie wi' the crooked horn

Is ftown frae us, and fell'd and a'.

The ewie, &c.

SONG CCXVII.

WHAT'S THAT TO YOU

MY Jeany and I have toil'd

The live long fummer's day,

Till we were almoft fpoil'd

At making of the hay.

R
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Her kerchy was of Holland clear,

Ty'd on her bonny brow,

I whifpef'd fomething in her ear,

But what is that to you.

Her flockings were of kerfy green,

As tight as ony filk,

O fie a leg was never feen,

Her fkin was white as milk
;

Her hair was black as ane cou'd wilh,

And fweet fweet was her mou',
Oh Jeany daintily can kifs,

But what is that to you ?

The rofe and lily baith combine
To make my Jeany fair,

There is nae bennifon like mine,

I have amaiil nae care

;

But when another fwain, my dear,

Shall fay you're fair to view,

Let Jeany whifper in his ear,

Pray, what is that to you ?

]

SONG CCXVIII.

WARS ALARMS ENTIC'D MY WILLY.

WHEN wars alarms entie'd my Willy from me,

My poor heart with grief did figh,

Each foft remembrance brought frefh forrow on me,

I 'woke ere yet the morn was nigh.

No other could delight him,

Ah ! why did I e'er ffight him ?

Coldly aufwering his fond tale,

Which drove him far

Amid the rage -of war,

And left ally me thus to bewail.,

But I no longer, tho' a maid forfaken,

Thus will mourn like voider dove,
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For, 'ere the lark to-morrow mail awaken,

I will feek my abfent love
;

The hoftile country over

I'll fly to feek my lover,

Scorning ev'ry threat'ning fear
;

No diftant more,

Nor cannon's roar,

Shall longer keep me from my dear.

SONG CCXIX.

JOHNNY AND MARY.
Sung by Mlfs Cathy.

DOWN the burn and thro' the mead,

His golden locks wav'd o'er his brow,

Johnny lilting tun'd his reed,

And Mary wip'd her bonny mou\
Dear fhe lo'ed the well known fong,

While her Johnny, blithe and bonny,
* Sung her praife the whole day long.

Down the burn and thro' the mead,

His golden locks wav'd o'er his brow,

Johnny lilting tun'd his reed,

And Mary wip'd her bonny mou',

Coftly claiths fhe had but few
;

Of rings and jewels nae great {lore,

Her face was fair, her love was true,

And Johnny wifely wifh'd nae mair

:

Love's the pearl the fhefmerds prize,

O'er the mountain, near the fountain,

Love delights the fhepherds eyes.

Down the burn, &c.

Gold and titles give not health,

And Johnny cou'd nae thefe impart

;

R 2
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Youthfu' Mary's greateft wealth

Was frill her faithfu' Johnny's heart;

Sweet the joys the lovers find,

Great the treafure, fweet the pleafure,

Where the heart is always kind,

Down the burn, &c.

SONG CCXX.

THE BRAES OF YARROW.

THE fun juft glancing thro' the trees

Gave light and joy to ilka grove,*

And pleafure in each fouthern breeze

Awaken'd hope and flumbring love
j

When Jeany fung with hearty glee,

To charm her winfome marrow,

My bonny laddie gang wi' me,

We'll o'er the braes of Yarrovfr.

Young Sandy was the blytheft Twain

That ever pip'd on broomy brae

;

No lafs cou'd ken him free frae pain,

So graceful, kind, fo fair and gay.

And Jeany fung, &c.

He kifs'd and lov'd the bonny maid,

Her fparkling e'en had won his heart,

No lafs the youth had e'er betray'd,

No fears had me, the lad no aft.

And ftill me fung, &c.

^X^><X><X><X><XX>C<X:%K><X>C>CK><X><><X>C»<><«$»

SONG CCXXL

A FAVOURITE SONG. Sung at Ranelagh.

mmY Colin leaves fair London town,

s pomp and pride and noife,
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With eager hafte he hies him down
To taile of rural joys.

Soon as my blithefome fwain's in fight,

My heart is mad with glee,

I never know fuch true delight

As when he comes to me.

How fweet with him all day to rove,

And range the meadows wide
;

Nor yet lefs fweet the moon light grove,

All by the river's fide :

The gaudy feafons pafs away,

How fwift when Colin's by !

How quickly glides the flow'ry May !

How fall the fummers fly !

When Colin comes to grace the plains

An humble crook he bears,

He tends the flock like other fwains,

A fhepherd quite appears.

All in the verdant month of May,
A ruftic rake his pride,

He helps to make the new-mown hay
With Maggy by his fide.

'Gainft yellow autumn's milder reign

His fickle he prepares,

He reaps the harveft on the plain,

All pleas'd with rural cares :

With jocund dance the night is crown'd,

When all the toil is o'er,

With him I trip it on the ground,

With bonny fwains a fcore.

When winter's gloomy months prevail,

If Colin is but here,

His jovial laugh and merry tale

For me are muckle cheer.

The folks who chufe in towns to dwell

Are from my envy free,

R *
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For Maggy loves the plains too well,

And Colin's all to me.

SONG CCXXII.

THE PART I N G K I S S.

ONE kind kifs before we part,

Drop a tear and bid adieu,

Tho' we fevere, my fond heart,

Till we meet, fhall pant for yon.

Yet, yet weep not fo my love,

Let me kifs that falling tear,

Tho' my body muft remove,

All my foul fhall ftill be here.

All my foul and all my heart,

Ev'ry wiih fhall pant for you,

One kind kifs, then, e'er we part,

Drop a tear and bid adieu.

SONG CCXXIII.

GIVE THE DEVIL HIS DUE.

OUR cares are all vanifh'd, our fears are all o'er,

The Devil and Fauftus fhall plague us no more,

Thus freed from his magic, our paftimes renew,

And ever, as now, give the Devil his due.

Our labours fhall profper and add to ourftores,

Since Fauftus is gone to pay off his old feores
;

Who deals with the Devil fuch dealings muft rue,

And (Dodlor or Duke) give- the Devil his due.

Now Ralph and his dame ev'ry vow fhall fulfil,

His mill fhall go round, and her clack fhall lie ftill,
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Each lafs to her lad mall be loving and true,

Remembering ilill—?give the Devil his due.

The heart once corrupted can2oiow.no delight,

For goodnefs and chearfulnefs ever unite

;

Whilft mifchief, once rooted, will mifchieF purfue.,

And muft in the end-^give the Devil his due.

S O N G CCXXIV.

LASS GIN YE LO'E ME TELL ME NOW.

IHa'e laid a herring in fa^t,

Lafs gin ye lo'e me, tell me now,

I ha'e brew'd a forpet o' ma't,

An* I canna come ilka day to woo.

I ha'e a ca'f will foon be a cow,

Lafs gin ye lo'e me, tell me now,

I ha*e a pig will foon be a fow,

An' I canna come ilka day to woo.

I've a houfe on yonder murr,

Lafs gin ye lo'e mc, tell me now,

Three fparrows may dance upon the floor,

And I canna come ilka day to woo.

I ha'e a butt, and I ha'e a ben,

Lafs gin ye lo'e me, tell me now,

I ha'e three chickens and a fat hen,

An' I canna come ony mair to woo.

! I've a hen wi' a happity leg,

Lafs gin ye lo'e me, tak' me now,

Which ilka day lays me an egg,

And I canna come ilka day to woo.

I ha'e a kebbuck upon my fhelf,

Lafs gin ye lo'e me, tak' me now,

I downa eat it a
5
myfelf,

And I winna come ony mair to woo.
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SONG CCXXV.

ANSWER TO THE FOREGOING SONG.;

WHAT care I for your herring in fa't,

Laddie, I like to tell what's true ;

I carena a fig for your forpet o' ma't,

Sae ye needna come here that way to woo.

As little care I for your houfe i' the muir,

E'en that, my lad, winna bribe me now

;

Tho' fifty fouk cou'd dance i' the floor,

Foul fa' me gin that wad bring me to.

Sae brag nae mair o' your butts and your bens,

Laddie, that's no the gate to woo ;

Tho' ye had a hundred cocks and hens,

They never wad gar me tak' ye now :

As for your hen wi' the happity leg,

Laddie, ye're furely daft or fu' !

D'ye think that I can dine on ae egg ?

'Deed, friend, ye're makin' game o' me now.

Ye fay, ye've a pig that will foon be a fow,

Laddie, I like the truth to tell,

When ye brag o' your ca'f that will foon be a cow,

I'm fley'd that ye're but a ca'f yourfell

:

An' as for your kebbuck up i' the fhelf,

Lad, gin I thought you in earneft now,

I wou'd tak' you to be but a greedy guts'd elf,

That wou'd come wi' fie offers a lafs to woo.

But, lad, gin ye want my heart to move,

Hark, and I'll learn you how to do ;

Ye maun tauk o' naething but love for love,

For that's the gate a young lafs to woo :

For gin I cou'd think ye liket me weel,

Laddie, I tell you truly now,

J wou'd leave my daddy an' minny, atweel,

An' blythly, this night, gang aff wi' you.
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SONG CCXXVI.

TALLYHO.

YE fportfmen draw near, and ye fportfwomen too,

Who delight in the joys of the field,

Mankind, tho* they blame, are all eager as you,

And no one the conteft will yield

;

His Lordfhip, his Worfhip, his Honour, his Grace,

A hunting continually go,

All ranks and degrees are engag'd in the chace,

With hark forward, huzza, tallyho.

The lawyer will rife with the fiitft of the mom
To hunt for a mortgage or deed

;

The huntfmen gets up at the found of the -horn,

And rides to the commons full ipeed.

The patriot is thrown in purfuit of his game,
The poet too often lies low,

Who, mounted on Pegafus, flies after fame,

With hark forward, huzza, tallyho.

While fearlefs o'er hitts and o%r woodlands we tfweep,

Tho' prudes on our paftime may frown,

How oft do they decency's bounds overleap,

And the fences of virtue "break down.
Thus public, or private, for penfion, for place,

For amufement, for paffion, for fhow,

All ranks and degrees are engag'd in the chace,

With hark forward, huzza, tallyho.

SONG CCXXVII.

COME GENTLE GOD OF SOFT REPOSE.

COME gentle God of foft repOfe

And lull my tortur'd foul to reft,

In thy embraces me inclofe,

And let me once again be bleft.
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Come gentle {lumbers, yet be kind,

Nor let me ever figh in vain,

Relieve my care, and eafe my mind,

Reftore my health, and banifh pain.

For thee each night in vain I figh,

And daily I thy lofs deplore,

Thy friendly aid no more deny,

Nor let me mourn thy abfence more.

•«»»MMO«aooeoocoo9ooo«oeooocoae«o«ooi* VJ, o04*ojoaooocoooe«oooocoiOMOe«*ae»30c*MOM4i

SONG CCXXVIII.

LOTHARIO. By Mr Arne.

VAINLY now ye ftrive to charm me,
All ye fweets of blooming May,

How mould empty funmine warm me
While Lothario keeps away.

Go, ye warbling birds, go leave me,
Shade, ye clouds, the fmiling fky,

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

r ^ r ^ w ^ r 1* w^ rv r vr ^r ^ rvn r^ r^ r^ r^ ri

SONG CCXXIX.

ADVlCfe TO THE LADIES.

LET an empty flattering fpirit

Eafy foolifh heart6 beguile,

Know, judicious fair, that merit

Only can deferve your fmile.

Scorn the wretch, whate'er his ftation,

Who, with wealth or titles bold,

Dead to each foft inclination,

Hopes to win your heart with gold.
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With the youth each worth poffefimg,

Deign the nuptial joys to prove,

Ne'er defpife fo great a bleffing,

But repay him love for love.

SONG CCXXX.

HOW IMPERFECT IS EXPRESSION.

HOW imperfeft is expreffion

Some emotions to impart,

When we mean a foft confeflion,

And yet feek to hide the heart.

When our bofoms, all complying,

With delicious tumults fwell,

And beat—what broken, fault'ring, dying,

Language wou'd, but cannot tell.

Deep confufion's rofy terror

Quite expreffive paints my cheek ;

Afk no more, behold your error,

Blufhes eloquently fpeak :

What tho' filent is my anguifh !

Or breath'd only to the air

;

Mark my eyes, and as they languish,

Read what yours have written there.

O that you could once conceive me,
Once my foul's ftrong feelings view

;

Love has nought more fond, believe me,
Friendfhip nothing half fo true.

From you, I am wild, defpairing,

With you fpeechkfs as I touch,

This is all that bears declaring,

And perhaps declares too much.
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S O N G CCXXXL

HOW fweet is the woodland with fleet hound and

horn,

To waken fhrill echo and tafte the frefh morn ;

But hard is the chace my fond heart muft purfue,

For Daphne, fair Daphne, is loft to my view.

Aflift me, chafte Diana, the nymph to regain,

More wild than the roebuck, and wing'd with difdain,

In pity o'ertake her who wounds as {he flies,

Tho' Daphne's purfu'd, 'tis Myrtilla that dies.

SONG CCXXXII.

THE ROSE.

NO flow'r that blows is like this rofe,

Or fcatters fuch perfume,

Upon my breaft, oh ! gently reft,

And ever, ever bloom.

Dear pledge to prove a parent's love,

A pleafing gift thou art,

Come fweeteft flow'r, and, from this hour,

Live henceforth in my heart.

SONG CCXXXIII. 7,

THE BANKS OF THE TWEED.

Recitative.

AS on the banks of Tweed I lay reclin'd

Beneath a verdant fhade,

I heard a found more fweet than pipe or flute,

Sure more enchanting was not Orpheus' lute
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While lift'ning and amaz'd, I turn'd my eyes,

The more I heard the greater my furprife,

I rofe and follow'd, guided by my ear,

and
I
And in a thick fet grove I faw my dear

;

Unfeen, unheard, fhe thought, thus fling the maid

:

Air.
To the foft murm'ring llream I will fing of my love,

Delighted am I when abroad I can rove,

To indulge a fond paflion for Jockey my dear,

When he's abfent I figh, but how blithe when he's near,

'Tis thefe rural amufements delight my fad heart,

Come away to my arms love and never depart,

To his pipe I could fing, for he's bonny and gay,

Did he know how I lov'd him no longer he'd flay.

Neither linnet nor nightingale fing half fo fweet,

And the foft melting flrain did kind echo repeat,

It fo ravifh'd my heart and delighted my ear,

Swift as light'ning I flew to the arms of my dear

;

She, furpris'd and detected, fome moments did fland,

Like the rofe was her cheek, and the lily her hand,

Which fhe plac'd on her breaft, and faid, Jocky, I fear

I have been too imprudent, pray, how came you here I

For to vifit my ewes, and to fee my lambs play,

By the banks of the Tweed, and the groves, I did ftray,

But my Jeany, dear Jeany, how oft have I figh'd,

And have vow'd endlefs love if you would be my bride,

To the altar of Hymen, my fair one, repair,

Where the knot of affection mall tie the fond pair

;

To the pipe's fprightly notes the gay dance we will lead

And will blefs the dear grove by the banks of the Tweed.

w
SONG

HEN firft by fond Damon Flavilla was feen,

He flightly regarded her air and her mien,

S
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The charms of her mind he alone did commend,
Not warm'd as a lover, but cool as a friend

;

From friendfhip, not paffion, his raptures did move,
And the fwain bragg'd his heart was a flranger to love*.

New charms he difcover'd, as more he was known,
Her face grew a wonder, her tafte was his own

;

l4er manners were gentle, her fenfe was refin'd,

And oh ! what dear virtues beam'd forth in her mind

;

Yet {till for the fan£tion of friendfhip he ftrove,

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

Now proud to be conquer'd, he %hs for the fair,

Grows dull to all pleafure but being with her,

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

For the fear of offending forbids him to fpeak,

And wanders a willing example to prove,

That friendfhip with women is filler to love.

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

Not" a dupe to her fmiles, but a llave to her fenfe

;

His pailion, nor wrinkles, nor age can allay,

Since founded on that which can never decay
;

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

Jncreafing her reafon, increafes his love.

SONG CCXXXV.

A FAVOURITE SONG.

Tune,

—

Shepherds I have lojl my love.

"I*
ERE each morn and ev'ry eve,

1 In dewy ray returning,

Shall fhare the forrows that I breathe,

Shall witnefs to my mourning.

Echo catch the plaintive lay,

To her heart difcover,
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How for her forlorn I ftray,

How well, how true I love her.

If forbidden to renew

The vows which once we plighted,

My Lydia's fate I will purfue,

In death, at leait, united.

The lateft breath that warms this clay,

At parting mall difcover

How I figh my foul away,

How dear, how well I love her.

SONG CCXXXVI.

THE SURPRIZE. By a Scots Gentleman.

THE tither mom,
When I forlorn,

Aneath an aik fat moaning,

I did na trow

I'd fee my jo

Befide me 'gain the glowming ;
'

Bet he, fu' trig, ...
Lap o'er the rig,

And dawtingly did chear me,
"When I, whatreck,

Did leaft expert

To fee my laddie near me.

His bonnet he

A thought ajee

Cock'd fprufli when firft he clafp'd me,

And I, I wat,

Wi' fainnefs grat

While in his grips he prefs'd me.

De'il tak' the war
I late and air . .

Ha'e wifh'd fince Jock departed,

S 2
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But now as glad

I'm wi' my lad

As fnortfyne broken hearted.

Fu' aft at e'en,

Wi' dancing keen,

When a' were blithe and merry,

I car'dna by,

Sae fad was I,

In abfence o' my deary

;

But praife be bleft,

My mind's at reft,

I'm happy wi* my Johnny,
At kirk and fair,

I'fe ay be there,

And be as canty's ony.

SONG CCXXXVII.

HARK THE JOY INSPIRING HORN.

Sung by Mtfs Cathy.

ARK, hark the joy infpiring horn
Salutes the rofy riling morn,

And echoes thro* the dale ;

With clam'rous peals the hills refound,

The hounds quick fcented fcour the ground,
And fnufF the fragrant gale.

Nor gates nor hedges can impede
The brifk, high-mettled, flatting fteed,

The jovial pack purfue ;

Like light'ning darting o'er the plains,

The diftant hills with fpeed he gains,

And fees the game in view.

Her path the timid hare forfakes,

And to the copfe for fhelter makes,

There pants a while for breath ;
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When now the noife alarms her ear,

Her haunt's defcry'd, her fate is near,

She fees approaching death.

Directed by the well known breeze,

The hounds their trembling victim feize,

She faints, fhe falls, me dies ;

The diftant courfers now come in,

And join the loud triumphant din,

Till echoes rend the fkies.
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SONG CCXXXVIII.

WITH a chearful old friend, and a merry old fong,

And a tankard of porter, I could fit the night

long,

And laugh at the follies of thofe that repine,

Tho' I mult drink porter, while they can drink wine.

I envy no mortal, be he ever fo great, -

Nor fcorn I the wretch for his lowly eftate ;

But what I abhor, and deem as a curfe,

Is meannefs, of fpirit, not poornefs of purfe.

Then let us, companions, be chearful and gay,

And chearfully fpend life's remainder away ;

Upheld by a friend, our foes we'll defpife,

For the more we are envy'd the higher we rife.

SONG CCXXXIX.

THERE was a jolly miller once liv'd on the river

Dee,

I

He danc'd and he fang from morn to night, no lark fo

blithe as he,

And thus the burthen of his fong for ever us'd to be,

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

S 3
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I live by my mill, God blefs her ! fhe*s kindred, child,

and wife,

I would not change my ftation for any other in life

No lawyer, furgeon, or doctor, e'er had a groat from

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

When fpring begins its merry career, oh ! how his

heart grows gay,

No fummer's drought alarms his fears, nor winter's cold

decay

;

No forefight mars the miller's joy, who's wont to ling

and fay,

Let others toil from year to year, I live from day to

day.

Thus, like the miller, bold and free, let us rejoice

and ling,

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

wing;
This fong mail pafs from me to thee, along the jovial

ring,

Let heart and voice and all agree, to fay, long live the

Kinor.
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SONG CCXL.

HEREVER I'm going, and all the day long,

At home and abroad, or alone in a throng,

I find that my paffion's fo lively and ftrong,

That your name, when I'm filent, full runs in my fong..

Sing balin a mone ora, &c.

A kifs of your fweet lips for me.

Since the nrfl time I faw you I take no repofe,

I fleep all the day to forget half my woes,

So hot is the flame in my ftomach that glows,

By St. Patrick I fear it will burn thro' my cloaths«

Sing balin a mone ora, &c.

Your pretty black hair for me.

*,
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In my conference I fear I mall die in my grave,

Unlefs you comply, and poor Phelim will fave,

And grant the petition your lover does crave,

Who never was free till you made him your flave.

Sing balin a mone ora, &c.

Your pretty black eyes for me.

On that happy day when I make you my bride,

With a fwinging long fword how I'll unit and I'll ftride>

With a coach and fix horfes with honey I'll ride,

As before you I walk to the church by your fide.

Sing balin a mone ora, &c.

Your lily white fill for me.

SONG CCXLI.

PATIE'S WEDDING.

AS Patie came up frae the*gleri,

Drivin' his wedders before him,

He met bonny Meg ganging hame,

Her beauty was like for to fmore him.

dinna you ken, bonny Meg,
That you and Fs ga'en to be marry'd ?

1 rather had broken my leg

Before fie a bargain mifcarry'd.

Na Patie—O wha's tell'd you that ?

I think that of news they've been fcanty,

That I mould be married fae foon,

Or yet mould ha'e been fae flantly

:

I winna be married the year,

Suppofe I were courted by twenty

;

Sae Patie, ye need nae mair fpear,

For weel a wat I dinna want ye.

Now Maggie, what maks ye fae fweer ?

Is't 'caufe that I hinna a maillin ?

The lad that has plenty o' gear

Need ne'ef want a half or a hail ane :
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My dad has a good gray marc,
And yours has twa cows and a filly,

And that will be plenty o' gear,

Sae Maggie be no fae ill-willy.

Indeed Patie, I dinna ken,

But firlt ye maun fpeir at my daddy,
You're as weel born as Ben,
And I canna fay but I'm ready.

There's plenty o' yarn in clues,

To make me a coat and a jimpy,

And plaiden enough to be trews,

Gif ye get it I manna fcrimp ye.

Now fair fa' ye, my bonny Meg,
I'fe let a wee fmacky fa' on you,

May my neck be as lang as my leg

If I be an ill hufband unto you.

Sae gang your way hame enow,

Make ready 'gain this day fifteen days,

And tell your father the news,

That I'll be his fon in great kindnefs.

It was na lang after that,

Wha' cam' to our bigging but Patie ?

Weel dreft in a braw new coat,

And wow but he thought himfelf pretty.

His bonnet was little frae new,

In it was a loop and a flitty,

To tie in a ribbon fae blue,

To bab at the neck of his coaty.

Then Patie cam* in wi* a fiend,

Said, peace be here to the bigging,

You're welcome, quo' William, come ben,

Or I wifh it may rive to the rigging.

Now draw in your feat and fit down,
And tell's a your news in a hurry,

And hafte ye Meg, and be down,

And hing on the pan wi' the berry.
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Quoth Patie, my news is nae thrang

;

Yeftreen I was wi' his honour

;

I've ta'en three rigs of braw land,

And ha'e bound myfell under a honour

:

And now my errand to you
Is for Meggy to help me to labour,

I think you maun gie's the bell cow,
Becaufe that our haddin's but fober.

Well, now for to help you through,

I'll be at the colt of the bridal,

I'fe cut the eraig of the ewe
That had amaift died of the fide ill,

And that'll be plenty o' bree,

Sae lang as our well is nae reifted,

To all our good neighbours and we,

And I think we'll no be ill feafted.

Quoth Patie, O that'll do weei,

And I'll gi'e you brofe in the morning,

O' kail that was made yeflreen,

For I like them beft in the forenoon.

Sae Tarn the piper did play,

And ilka ane danc'd that was willing,

And a' the lave they ranked through,

And they held the ftoupy ay filling.

The auld wives fat and they chew'd,

And when that the carles grew nappy,

They danc'd as weel as they dow'd,

Wi' a crack o' their thumbs and a kappie.

The lad that wore the white band,

I think they ca'd Jamie Mather,

And he took the bride by the hand,

And cry'd to play up Maggy Lauder.

SONG CCXLIL

TO eafe my heart I own'd my flame,

And much I fear I was to blame 5
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For tho' love's force we're doom'd to feel,

\\

The heart its weaknefs fhould conceal. \

The blufh that fpeaks the foften'd breaft,
\\

The figh that will not be fupprefs'd,

The tear which down the cheek will Heal,

With cautious art we fhou'd conceal.

And yet, if honour guides the youth,

And welcome Love is led by Truth,

With joy at Hymen's porch we kneel,

Nor ftrive our weaknefs to conceal.

SONG CCXLIII.

MARY SCOTT.

HAPPY'S the love which meets return,

When in foft flames fouls equal burn ;

But words are wanting to difcover

The torments of a hopelefs lover.

Ye regifters of Heaven relate,

If, looking o'er the rolls of Fate,

Did you there fee me mark'd to marrow
Mary Scott, the flower of Yarrow ?

Ah no ! her form's too heav'nly fair,

Her love the Gods above mull fhare ;

While mortals with defpair explore her,

And, at diftance due, adore her.

O lovely maid ! my doubts beguile,

Revive and blefs me with a fmile

;

Alas ! if not, you'll foon debar a

Sighing fwain the banks of Yarrow.

Be hufh, ye fears, I'll not defpair,

My Mary's tender as (lie's fair

;

Then I'll go tell her all my anguifh,

She is too good to let me languifh :
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With fuccefs crown'd, I'll not envy
The folks who dwell above the fky

;

When Mary Scott's become my marrow,
We'll make a paradife in Yarrow.

SONG CCXLIV.

Same Tune.

9 r I 1WAS fummer and the day was fair,

1 Refolv'd a while to fly from care,

Beguiling thought, forgetting forrow,

I wander o'er the braes of Yarrow
j

Till then defpifing beauty's power,

I kept my heart my own fecure,

But Cupid's art did there deceive me,
And Mary's charms do now enflave me.

Will cruel love no bribe receive ?

No ranfom take for Mary's flave ?

Her frowns of reft and hope deprive me,
Her lovely fmiles like light revive me.

No bondage may with mine compare

Since m-ft I faw this charming fair,

This beauteous flower, this rofe of Yarrow
In nature's garden has no marrow.

Had I of Heaven but one requefl,

I'd afk to lie in Mary's breaft

;

There would I live or die with pleafure,

Nor fpare this world one moment's leifure :

Defpifing Kings and all that's great,

I'd fmile at courts and courtiers fate ;

My joy complete on fuch a marrow,

I'd dwell with her, and live on Yarrow.

But tho' fuch blifs I ne'er mould gain,

Contented ftill I'll wear my chain,

In hopes my faithful heart may move her,

For, leaving life, I'll always love her.
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What doubts diftra& a lover's mind ?

That breaft, all foftnefs, mull prove kind j

And fhe mall yet become my marrow,

The lovely beauteous rofe of Yarrow.
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SONG CCXLV.

DEAR Tom, this brown jug that now foams with

mild ale,

In which I will drink to fweet Nan of the vale,

Was once Toby Fillpot, a thirfty old foul

As e'er drank a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl

;

In bouzing about 'twas his praife to excel,

And among jolly topers he bore ofF the bell.

It chanc'd that in dog-days he fat at his eafe,

In his flower-woven arbour, as gay as you pleafe,

With a friend and a pipe puffing forrow away,

And with honefl old ltingo was foaking his clay,

His breath-doors of life on a fudden were fhut,

And he died full as big as a Dorchefter butt.

His body, when long in the ground it had lain,

And time into clay had refolv'd it again,

A potter found out in its covert fo fnug,

And with part of fat Toby he form'd this brown jug,

Now facred to friendfhip, to mirth, and mild ale,

So here's to my lovely fweet Nan of the vale.
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SONG CCXLVI.

HAY'S BONNY LASSIE.
Y fmooth winding Tay a fwain was reclining,

Aft cry'd he, oh hey ! maun I flill live pining

Myfell thus awa', and darena difcover

To my bonny Hay that I am her lover

,

?
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Nae mair it will hide, the flame waxes ftronger
5.

If (he's not my bride, my days are no longer

;

Then I'll take a heart, and try at a venture,

May be, 'ere we part, my vows may content her.

She's frefh as the fpring, and fweet as Aurora,

When birds mount and fmg, bidding day a good morrow ;

The fwaird of the mead, enamell'd with dailies,

Looks withered and dead when twin'd of her graces.

But if me appears where verdure invites her,

The fountains run clear, and flowers fmell the fweeter

;

'Tis heaven to be by when her wit is a flowing,

Her fmiles and fweet eye fet my fpirits a glowing.

The mair that I gaze, the deeper I'm wounded,

Struck dumb with amaze, my mind is confounded,

I'm all in a fire, dear maid, to carefs ye,

For a' my defire is Hay's bonny laffie.

SONG CCXLVII.

BONNY LASS I*IE IN A BARRACK.

O Bonny lafs will you lie in a barrack,

And marry a foger and carry his wallet ?

Yes I will go, and think no more on it,

I'll marry my Harry and carry his wallet

;

I'll neither afk leave of my minnie nor daddie,

But off and away with my foger laddie.

O bonny lafs will you go a campaigning ?

Will you fuffer the hardfhips of battle and famine ?

When fainting and bleeding, O cou'd you draw near me
And kindly fupport me, and tenderly chear me ?

O yes I will go, tho' thefe evils you mention,
And twenty times more if you had the invention j

T
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Neither hunger, nor cold, nor dangers alarm me,
While I have my foldier, ray deareft, to charm me.

SONG CCXLVIII.

LAST TIME I CAME O'ER THE MUIR.

THE lad time I came o'er the muir,

I left my love behind me :

Ye powei-s ! what pain do I endure,

When foft ideas mind me ?

Soon as the ruddy morn difplay'd

The beaming day enfuing,

I met betimes my lovely maid,

In fit retreats for wooing.

Beneath the cooling made we lay,

Gazing and chaftelv fporting :

We kifs'd and promis'd time away,

Till night fpread her black curtails.

I pitied all beneath the fkies,

Even Kings, when fhe was nigh me ;
/

In raptures 1 beheld her eyes,

Which cou'd but ill deny me.

Shou'd' I be call'd where cannons roar,

Where mortal iteel may wound me ;

Or call upon fome foreign more,

Where dangers may funround me;
Yet hopes again to fee my love,

To feaft on glowing kiffes,

Shall make my care at diftance move,

In profpca of fuch bliiles.

In all my foul there's not one place

To let a rival enter ;

Since fhe excels in every grace,

In her my love (hall center.

Sooner the feas (hall ceafe to flow,

Their waves the Alps (hall cover;
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On Greenland-ice mall rofes grow,

Before I ceafe to love her.

The next time I gang o'er the muir,

She fhall a lover find me
;

And that my faith is firm and pure,

Tho' I left her behind me :

Then Hymen's facred bonda fhall chain

My heart to her fair bofom ;

There, while my being" does remain,

My love more frefh fhall bloilom.

SONG CCXLIX.

THE YELLOW-HAIR'D LADDIE.

IN April when primrofes paint the fweet plain,

And fummer approaching rejoiceth the fvvain

;

The yellow-hair'd laddie would often times go
To wilds and deep glens where* the hawthorn trees grow.

There, under the fnade of an old facred thorn,

With freedom he fung his love ev'ning and morn
;

He fang with fo faft and enchanting a found,

That fylvans and fairies unfeen dane'd around.

The fhepherd thus fung, Tho' young Maya be fair,

Her beauty is dafh'd with a fcornfa' proud air

;

But Sufie was handfome, and fweetly cou'd fing ;

Her breath like the breezes perfum'd in the fpring.

That Madie in all the gay bloom of her youth,

Like the moon was inconllant, and never fpoke truth

;

But Sufie was faithful, good-humour'd and free,

And fair as the goddefs that fprung from the fea.

That mamma's fine daughter, with all her great dow'r,

Was aukwardly airv, and frequently fowr
;

' T 2
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Then, fighing, he wifh'd, wou'd parents agree,

The witty fweet Sufie his miftrefs might be,

SONG CCL.

THE AGREEABLE SURPRIZE.

HER fheep had in clutters kept clofe to a grove,

To hide from the rigours of day

;

And Phiilis herfelf, in a woodbine alcove,

Among the fweet violets lay

:

A youngling, it feems, had been ftole from its dam,
'Twixt Cupid and Hymen a plot,

That Corydon might, as he fearch'd for his lamb,

Arrive at the critical fpot.

As thro' the gay hedge for his lambkin he peeps,

He law the fweet maid with furprife
;

" Ye gods ! if fo killing," he cry'd, " when me ileeps,

" I'm loft when (lie opens her eyes

!

" To tarry much longer would hazard my heart,

" I'll onwards my lambkin to trace :"

In vain honeft Corydon ftrove to depart,

For love held him nail'd to the place.

" Hufli, hufh'd be thefe birds, what a bawling they keep
" (He cry'd) you're too loud on the fpray

;

*< Don't you fee, foolifh lark, that the charmer's afleep !

" You'll awake her as fure as 'tis day :

" How dare that fond butterfly touch the fweet maid

!

" Her cheek he miftakes for a rofe
;

'•' I'd put him to death, if I was not afraid

" My bolclnefs would break her repofe."

Young Phiilis look'd up with a languifning fmile :

" Kind fnepherd," fhe faid, *' you rniftake
;

*' I laid myfelf down juft to reft me a while ;

" But truft me I've flill been awake."

The fnepherd took courage, adyane'd with a bow,

He plac'd himfeif clofe by her fide ;
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And manag'd the matter I cannot tell how,

But yeflerday made her his bride.

SONG CCLI.

ETRICK BANKS.

ON Etrick Banks, in a fummer's night,

At glowman when the flieep drive hame,

I met my laffie braw and tight,

Come wading barefoot a' her lane :

My heart grew light, I ran, I flang

My arms about her lily neck,

And kifs'd and clapp'd there fu' lang,

My words they were na mony feck.

I faid, my laffie, will you go,

To the Highland hills the Earfe to learn ?

Ill baith gi'e thee a cow and ewe,

When ye come to the brig of Earn.

At Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er faili,

And herrings at the Broomie law ;

Chear up your heart, my bonny lafs,

There's gear to win we never faw.

All day when we have wrought enough,

When winter frofts and fnaw begin,

Soon as the fun gets weft the loch,

At night when you fit down to fpin,

I'll fcrew my pipes, and play a fpring
;

And thus the weary night we'll end.

Till the tender kid and lamb-time bring

Our pleafant fummer back again.

Syne when the trees are in their bloom,

And gowans glent o'er ilka field,

I'll meet my laffie arnang the broom,

And lead you to my fummer fhield.



jj22 A COLLECTION
Then far frae a' their fcornfu' din,

That make the kindly hearts their fport,

We'll laugh, and kifs, and dance, and ling,

And gar the langeft day feem ihort.

SONG CCLII.

THE PADLOCK TO KEEP A WIFE TRUE.

SINCE artiils, who fue for the trophies of fame,

Their wit, and their tafte, and their genius proclaim,

Attend to my fong, where you'll certainly find

A fecret difclos'd For the good of mankind ;

And deny it who can, fure the laurel's my due

—

I've found out a padlock to keep a wife true.

Should the amorous goddefs prefide o'er i^our dame,

With the ardours of youth all her paiTicns inflame

;

Should her beauty lead captive each fofter defire,

And languishing lovers ilill figh and admire ;

Yet fearlefs you'd tiuft her, tho' thoufands may fue,

When I tell you my padlock to keep a wife true.

Tho' the hufhand may think that he wifely retrains

With his bars and his bolts, his confinement and chains

;

How artfully weak mull his artifice prove !

Can fetters of Heel bind like fetters of love ?

Throw jealoufy hence, bid fufpicion adieu ;

Reilraint's not the padlock to keep a wife true.

Should her fancy invite to the pai"k or the play,

All-complying and kind you rauft give her her way ;

While her tafte and her judgement you fondly approve,

•'Tis reafon fecures you the treafures of love :

And, believe me, no coxcomb admiffion can find,

For the fair one is fafe, if you padlock her mind.

Tho' her virtues with foibles mould frequently blend,

.Let the huibaad be loft; in the lover and friend

;
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Let doubts and furmifes no longer perplex,

'Tis the charms of indulgence that bind the foft fex ;

They ne'er can prove falfe while this maxim's in view

;

Good-humour's the padlock to keep a wife true.

SONG CCLIIL

THE CONTENTED MAID.

ET me live remov'd from noife,

Kemov'd from fcenes of pride and flrife,

And only taile thefe tranquil joys

Which Heaven bellows on rural life !

Innocence mall guide my youth,

Whilft nature's path I ft ill purfue^

Each Hep I take be mark'd with truth.,

And virtue ever be my view.

Adieu, ye gay, adieu ye great,

I fee you all without a figh

;

Contented with my happier fate,

In filenee let me live and die !

Sweet peace I'll court to follow me,

And woo the graces to my cell,

For all the graces love to be

Where innocence and virtue dwell.

SONG CCLIV.

SHEPHERD ADONIS.

THE Shepherd Adonis being weary'd with fport,

He for a retirement to the woods did refort,

Ke threw by his club, and he laid himfelf down
;

He envy'd no monarch, nor wifh'd for a crown.

He drank of the burn, and he ate frae the tree

;

Himfelf he enjby'd, and frae trouble was free.
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He wifh'd for no nymph, though never fae fair,

Had nae love or ambition, and therefore nae care*

But as he lay thus, in an ev'ning fae clear,

A heav'nly fweet voice founded faft in his ear,

Which came frae a fhady green neighbouring grove,

Where bonny Amynta fat iinging of love.

The nymph me beheld him with a kind modeft grace,

Seeing fomething that pleas'd her appear in his face
;

With blufhing a little fhe unto him did fay,

fhepherd ! what want ye ? how came you this way.

His fpirits reviving, he to her reply'd,

1 was ne'er fae furpris'd at the fight of a maid.

Until I beheld thee, from love I was free ;

But now I'm ta'en captive, my faireft, by thee.

^vj-. jJKl.^j^g £-^VfcjlAa&Jk&t^Jk±X\Si.j^KJ JlAj; jt -ftj- j
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SONG CCLV.

TWEED SIDE.

WHAT beauties does Flora difclofe ?

How fweet are her fmiles upon Tweed ?

Yet Mary's ftill fweeter than thofe ;

Both nature and fancy exceed.

Nor daify, nor fweet blufhing rofe,

Nor all the gay flowers of the tield,

Nor Tweed gliding gently through thofe,

Such beauty, fuch pleafure doth yield.

The warblers are heard in the grove,

The linnet, the lark, and the thrufh,

The blackbird and fweet cooing dove,

With mufic enchant every bum.
Come, let us go forth to the mead,

Let us fee how the primrofes fpring
;

We'll lodge in fome village on Tweed,
And love while the feather'd folks ling.

I

:
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How does my love pafs the lang day I

Does Mary not tend a few fheep ?

Do they never carelefly flray,

While happily me lies afleep ?

Tweed's murmurs mould lull her to reft ;

Kind nature indulging my blifs,

To relieve the faft pains of my breaft,

I'd Heal an ambroiial kifs.

'Tis me does the virgins excel,

No beauty with her may compare ;

Love's graces around her do dwell

;

She's faireft where thoufands are fair.

Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ftray,

Oh ! tell me at noon where they feed
;

Shall I feek them on fweet winding Tay,

Or the pleafanter banks of the Tweed.

SONG CCLVI.

YOUNG STREP HON.

LET others Damon's praife rehearfe,

Or Colin's at their will

;

I mean to ling in rullic verfe,

Young Strephon of the hill.

As once I fat beneath a fhade,

B elide a purling rill,

Who mould my folitude invade

But Strephon of the hill.

He tapp'd my moulder, fnatch'd a kifs,

I could not take it ill

;

For nothing fure is done amifs

By Strephon of the hill.

Obferve the doves on yonder fprays

See how they fit and bill

;
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So fweet your time mall pafs away
With Strephon of the hill.

We went to church with hearty glee,

O love, propitious Hill

!

May every nymph be bleft like me
With Strephon of the hill.

ooco seoo -<oo ceo9

SONG CCLVII.

A HUNTING SONG.
iTTHEN Sol from the eaft has illumin'd the fphere,

V V And gilded the lawns and the riv'lets fo clear,

I rofe from my tent, and, like Richard, I call'd

For my horfe and my hounds too loudly I bawl'd.

Hark, forward, my boys ! Billy Meadows he cry'd,

No fooner he fpoke but old Reynard he fpy'd

;

Over-joy'd at the light we began for to ikip,

Ton-ta-ron went the horn, and crack went the whip.

Tom Bramble fcour'd forth, when almoft to the chin,

O'er-leaping a ditch—by the Lord, he leap'd in \

When juft as it hap'd, but the fly mailer ren*

Was fneakingly haft'ning to make to his den ;

Then away we purfu'd, broke covert and wood,
Not a quickfet nor thickfet our pleafures withllood

:

So ho ! mailer Reynard, Jack Rivers he cry'd,

Old ren' you lhali die, Daddie Hawthorn reply'd.

All gay as the lark the green woodlands we trae'd,

While the merry ton'd horn infpir'd as we chae'd ;

No longer poor Reynard his ftrength could he boaft,

To the hounds he knock'd under, and gave up the ghoft.

The fports of the field when concluded and o'er,

We found the horn back again over the moor

:

At night take the glafs, and moll chearfully ling

The fox-hunters round, not forgetting the King.
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SONG CCLVIII.

JEMMY AND NANNY.
Sung by Mrs Arne at Ranelagb. Set by Dr Artie.

WHEN innocent paltimes our pleafures did crown,

Upon a green meadow or under a tree,

E'er Nanny became a fine lady in town,

How lovely, and loving, and bonny was fhe ?

Roufe up thy reafon, my beautiful Nanny,

Let no new whim take thy fancy from me ;

Oh ! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any,
• Favour thy Jemmy, -who doats upon thee.

Can the death of a linnet give Nanny the fpleen ?

Can lofing of trifles a heart-aching be ?

Can lap-dogs or monkies draw tears from thofe een,

That look with difdain on unfortunate me ?

Roufe up thy reafon, my beautiful Nanny,

Scorn to prefer a vile parrot to me :

Oh ! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any,

Think on thy Jemmy, who doats upon thee.

O think, my dear charmer, on ev'ry fweet hour,

That Aides away faftly between thee and me ;

E'er fquirrels and beaux and their fopp'ry had pow'r.

To rival my love and impofe upon thee.

Roufe up thy reafon, my beautiful Nanny,

Let thy defires be all center'd in me :

Oh ! as thou art bonny, be prudent as any,

Love thy own Jemmy, who doats upon thee.

SONG CCLTX.

BEAUTY AND MUSIC.

YE fwains, when radiant beauty moves,

Or mufic's art with power divine,
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Think how the rap'trous charm improves,

Where two fuch gifts celeilial join.

Where Cupid's bow and Phoebus' lyre,

In the fame powerful hand are found

;

Where lovely eyes inflame defire,

Where trembling notes are taught to wound.

Inquire not who's the matchlefs fair

That can this double death bellow

;

If young Harmonia's {trains you hear,

Or view her eyes, too foon you'll know.

•%+XxXXXXXXXXXXXXJ|XXXX>OOOCO<XXXX"

SONG CCLX.

MY HEART WENT TO THE FAIR.

Sung at Vauxhall. Written by Mr Berwick.

S down the cowflip dale I ftray 'd,

One morning with the dawn,

Young Damon for the fair array'd,

Came tripping o'er the lawn.

His auburn locks with manly grace,

In flowing ringlets hung
;

The bloom of health glow'd in his face,

And blythe the mepherd fung.

Then onward drew, and, as he pafs'd,

He firming bade good day :

Entranc'd I gaz'd, till, oh ! at laft,

I gaz'd my heart away.

That moment all to love reiign'd,

Each fenfe feem'd to declare
;

Tho' haplefs I was left behind,

My heart went to the fair.

In vain my anguifh to remove,

To once-lov'd fcenes I fly
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The rofe-deck'd bow'r, the pine-topp'd grove,

Seem fading to my eye.

Thou gentle youth, by nature kind,

A maiden's blufhes fpare ;

Perceive, tho' (he was left behind,

My heart went to the fair.

SONG CCLXI.

THE LOVERS PARTING.
She.

HARK ! the trumpet founds to arms ;

O fatal noife !

Hark ! the trumpet founds to arms ;

Adieu my joys !

Ah ! the thoufand fears I prove,

For thy life, and for thy love.

He.
Ceafe thy plaints, and dry thy tears,

My charming maid !

Ceafe thy plaints, and dry thy tears,

Nor fate upbraid.

Heaven, that makes mankind its care,

Guards the brave, to ferve the fair.

SONG CCLXI r.

THE GOLDFINCH TO CHLOE.

Recitative.

TO Handel's pleafing notes as Chloe fung

The charms of heav'nly liberty,

A gentle bird, till then with bondage pleas'd,

With ardour panted to be free
j

U
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His prifon broke, he feeks the diftant pbin

;

Yet e'er he flies, tunes forth this parting ftrain.

Air.
Whilft to the diftant vale I wing,

Nor wait the flow return of fpring,

Rather in leafiefs groves to dwell,

Than in my Chloe's warmer cell.

Forgive me, miftrefs, fmce by thee

I firit was taught fweet liberty.

Soon as the welcome fpring mail chear

With genial warmth the drooping year,

I'll tell upon the topmoft fpray,

Thy fvveeter notes improv'd my lay,

And in my prifon learn'd from thee

To warble forth fweet liberty.

Wafte not on me an ufelefs care,

That kind concern let Strephon fhare j

Slight are my forrows, flight my ills,

To thofe which he poor captive feels,

Who kept in hopelefs bonds by thee,

Yet flrives not for his liberty.

SONG CCLXIII.

CUPID TRIUMPHANT.
"OW'S the time for mirth and glee,

Sing and love, and laugh with me ;

Cupid is my theme of ftory,
?Tis his godmip's praife and glory,

How all yield into his law.

Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha.

O'er the grave, and o'er the gay,

Cupi takes his fhare of play

:
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He makes heroes quit their glory,

He's the god moft fam'd in ilory

;

Bending them into his law.

Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha.

Sly the urchin deals his darts,

Without pity piercing hearts :

Cupid triumphs over pailions,

Not regarding modes or fafhions,

Firmly fix'd is Cupid's law.

Ha, b?.j 1ia, ha, ha, ha.

You may doubt thefe things are true
j

But they're fafts 'twixt me and you :

Then ye men and maids be wary
How ye meet before you marry.

Cupid's will is folely law.

Ha, ha, ha, h«, ha ? ha.

SONG CCLXIV.

LOVE IN LOW LIFE.

OUNG Jockey he courted fweet Maggy fo fair

;

The lafs ihe was lovely, the fwain debonair

:

They hugg'd, and they cuddled, and talk'd with their eyes,

And look'd, as all lovers do, wonderful wife.

A fortnight was fpent 'ere dear Maggy came too

;

For maidens a decency keep when they woo :

At length fne confented, and made him a vow,

And Jockey he gave, for her jointure, his cow.

!Shey pannell'd their dobbins, and rode to the fair,

1- "flmg and fondling until they came there :

Thev C2$5{pn the Parfon, and by him were wed,

J&M&\* *y Jfa| took her dear Jockey to bed.

U 2
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They (laid there a week, as the neighbours all fay |

And none was fo happy and gamefome as they :

Then home they return'd, but return'd moil unkind j

For Jockey rode on, and left Maggy behind.

Surpris'd at this treatment, (he cry'd, Gaffer Jock,

Pray what is the reafon that Maggy you mock'd

;

Quoth he, Goofe, come on ! why you now are my bride j

And when volk are wed, they fet fooling afide.

He took home his Maggy good conduct to learn,

Who brufh'd up the houfe, while he thatch'd the old barn

They laid in a ftock for the cares that enfue,

And now live as man and wife ufually do.

SONG CCLXV.

THE WANDERING SAILOR.

THE wand'ring failor plows the main,

A competence in life to gain,

Undaunted braves the ftormy feas,

To find at laft content and eafe.

In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er,

To anchor on his native more.

In hopes, &c.

When winds blow hard, and mountains roll,

And thunder makes from pole to pole,

When dreadful waves furrounding foam,

Still fiatt'ring fancy wafts him home j

In hopes, when toil, &c.

When round the bowl the jovial crew,

The early fcenes of youth renew,

Tho' each his fav'rite fair will boafl,

This is their univerfal toaft :

May we, when toil and danger's o'er

Call anchor on our native more.

May we, &c.
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SONG CCLXVI.

SPARKLING CHAMPAIGNE.

Sung by Mrs Lowe at Marybone Gardens.

YE dull thinking fouls, who by troubles are preft,

That are itrangers alike both to joy and to reft,

Adhere to my maxims, I'll teach you the way
To be ever contented, good-humour'd, and gay ;

No remedy's furer to drive away pain,

Than a bumper of claret, or fparkling champaigne
;

Or fparkling champaigne
;

Than a bumper of claret, or fparkling, &c.

Ye lovers, who live by the fmiles of the fair,

Whom a frown from your miftrefs can drive to defpair,

Should fhe chance to prove peevifh, ill natur'd, or fhy,

Why, leave her alone, and ne'er flatter or iigh
;

Defpife all her arts, and forget her difdain

In a bumper of claret, or fparkling champaigne ;

Or fparkling champaigne,

In a bumper of claret, &c.

When the hufband is jealous, or dull, or unkind,

Let his fpoufe give him this, and (he'll fpeedily find,

His mind 'twill enliven, his care 'twill remove,

And awake in his bofom the tranfports of love
;

At a change fo inviting, what wife can repine ?

From bleffings, the virtue of fparkling champaigne
;

Of fparkling champaigne,

From bleffings, the virtue, &c.

SONG CCLXVIL

BLITHE SANDY. B^MrHa^ 1

.,

Y Sandy is the fweeteil fvvain

That ever pip'cl on Tay

;

v 3
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He tends his fheep on verdant plain,

And chears me all the day :

For, oh ! he is fo blithe a lad,

A blither canna be,

Whene'er he's nigh, my heart is glad,

For dearly he loves me.

As on a mofly bank we fat,

Beneath a fragrant made,
The youth he charm'd me with his chat,

And on his bagpipes play'd :

For, oh ! he is fo blithe, &c.

He calls me his dear life and care,

And his own Maggy too
;

He vows, by all that's good and fair,

To me he will prove true :

'>•• For, oh ! he is fo blithe, &c.

Then I will prize my loving fwain,

And yield to be his wife ;

Then bid adieu to care and pain,

And fo be blefl for life :

For, oh ! he-is fo blithe, &c.
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SONG CCLXVIII.

SANDY O'ER THE LEE.

Sung by Mrs IVrighien at VauxhalL

IWinna marry ony man but Sandy o'er the lee ;

I winna marry ony man but Sandy o'er the lee

;

I winna ha'e the dominie, for geud he canna be ;

But I will ha'e my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the lee

;

For he's aye a killing, killing, kiffing, aye a killing me,

He's aye a kiffing, kiffing, kiffing, aye a kiffing me.

I winna ha'e the minifter, for a
5
his godly looks,

Nor yet will I the lawyer ha'e, for a' his wily crooks j
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I winna ha'e the plowman lad, nor yet will I the miller,

But I will ha'e my Sandy lad, without a penny filler.

For he's aye a killing, &c.

I winna ha'e the fodger lad, for he gangs to the war,

I winna ha'e the failor lad, becaufe he fmells o' tar

;

I winna ha'e the I^ord nor Laird, for a' their meikle

gear, > ;

But I will ha'e my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the meir 5

For he's aye a killing, &e.

SONG CCLXIX.

By Mr Richard/on. Tune,—Banks of the Dee,

N Teefe' fweet banks I fat with my Molly,

So chearful, fo charming, fo frolic and free

;

Away, gloomy care, faid I, hence melancholy,

Nor think of attending on Molly and me.

The fun to old ocean was flowly defending,

The fnepherd his flocks on the wild heath attending,

The plowman, fweet whifliing, his way homeward bend-
ing*

And carelefsly gazing on Molly and me.

The innocent milk maid was tripping fo neatly,

And calling her kine o'er the fweet-fcented lee
;

The thrufh and the black-bird were linging full fweetly,

And chanting their carrols to Molly and me.

The daify, the pink, and the vi'let fweet blooming,

The hawthorn and woodbine the thicket perfuming,

Sweet Philomel fadly her wild notes refuming,

Bleft fcene of retirement for Molly and me.

Poffeft of my Molly, falfe fortune defying,

From forrow, from care, and anxiety free
;

The darts of old Time o'er our heads widely flying,

What pair are fo happy as Molly and me ?
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Dear fcenes of contentment, for ever inviting,

New pleafures, new beauties, for ever delighting,

With mutual affection each other requiting,

Say, who are fo happy as Molly and me ?

SONG CCLXX.

PATIE'S MILL.

THE lafs of Patie's mill,

So bonny, blithe, and gay,

In fpite of all my fkill,

Hath Hole my heart away.

When tedding of the hay,

Bare headed on the green,

Love 'midft her locks did play,

And wanton'd in her een.

Her arms white, round, and fmooth,

Breafts riling in their dawn,

To age it would give youth

To prefs 'em with his hand

:

Through all my fpirits ran

An extacy of blifs,

When I fuch fweetnefs fand

Wrapt in a balmy kifs.

Without the help of art, % .

Like flowers which grace the wild,

She did her fweets impart,

Whene'er (he fpoke or fmil'd

:

., \
Her looks they were fo mild,

Free from affe&ed pride,

She me to love beguij'd,

I wifh'd her for my bride.

O had I all the wealth

Hopeton's high mountains fill,

Infur'd long life and health,

. And pleafures at my will.
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I'd promifc and fulfil,

That none but honny fliC|

The lafs of Patie's mill,

Shou'd fhare the fame with me.

SONG CCLXXI.

THE DESPAIRING SHEPHERDESS.

Tune,

—

If Love's a fevect paJfton y £sV.

ON a bank's flow'ry verge, beiide a clear brook,

A fair fhepherdefs fat, in her hand was a crook,

Her dog, by her fide, lay at eafe on the ground,

And her flocks overfpread the green paftures around

;

But the tears from her eyes in pure riv'lets they flow'd,

While her breafl with thefe accents rapt'roufly glow'd :

O ! why, cruel fate, from my arms did you tear

My faithful young fhepherd, ever conftant and dear ?

And force him away to a diftance fo far,

'Midft the direful alarms of outrageous war !

There he'll bafely be mangl'd, or inhumanly ilain,

And my fhepherd, dear fhepherd ! I'll ne'er fee again.

Ye woods, and ye groves, where often we've flray'd,

Whilft .our lambs frifk'd their gambols, and fportively

play'd,

Where firft my young fwain made to me known his loves

And ^. ore ever conitant and true he would prove

:

Now in vain your trees bud, they all flourifh in vain,

Since my fhepherd, dear fhepherd ! I'll ne'er fee again.

Ye ^ol fhady bow'rs* and fweet fcented alcoves,

And ye fongilers, who chant your gay notes in the grovess

Ye high water falls, and fmooth ferpentine ftreams,

Rural fubjecls for lovers, for them pleafing themes :

All your beauties difpleafe me, your mufic gives pain,

Since my fhepherd, dear fhepherd ! I'll ne'er fee again*
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No more will my fwain gladden yon lonely vale,

Nor no more will his rnufic dance on the frefh gale ;

His pipe was fo pleafing, and foft in the grots,

That linnets, to liften, oft dropt their fweet notes ;

But I'm left with the turtle to mourn and complain,

For my fhepherd, dear fhepherd ! I'll ne'er fee again.

SONG CCLXXII.

DELIA,

YE watchful guardians of the fair,

Who fkiff on wings of ambient air,

Of my Delia take a care,

And reprefent a lover,

With all the gaiety of youth,

With honour, juftice, love, and truth $

Till I return, her paliions foothe,

For me in whifpers move her.

Be careful no bafe fordid flave,

With foul funk in a golden grave,

Who knows no virtue but to fave,

With glaring gold bewitch her

:

Tell her, for me me was deiign'd,

For me, who knows how to be kind,

And have more plenty in my mind
Than one who's ten times richer.

Let all the world turn upfide down,

And fools run an eternal round,

In quell: of what ne'er can be found),

To pleafe their vain ambition :

Let little minds great charms efpy

In fhadows which at diitance lie,

Whofe hop'd-for pleafures, when come nigh.

Prove nothing in fruition.

But caft into a mould divine,

Fair Delia does with luftre fhine,



OF CHOICE SONGS. 239

Her virtuous foul's an ample mine,

Which yields a conftant treafure :

\
Let poets, in fublimefl lays,

I

Employ their fkill her fame to raife,

Let fons of mufic pafs whole days,

With well tun'd reeds to pleafe her.

SONG CCLXXIV.

THE NEW WAY of the HIGHLAND LADDIE.

AH ! fure a pair was never feen,

So juflly form'd to meet by nature,

The youth excelling fo in mien,

The maid in ev'ry graceful feature.

CHORUS.
O how happy are fuch lovers

!

When kindred beauties each difcovers,

For furely fhe was made for thee,

And thou to blefs this charming creature.

So mild your looks, your children thence

Will early learn the talk of duty :

The boys with all their father's fenfe,

The girls with all their mother's beauty.

CHORUS.
O how charming to inherit

At once fuch graces and fuch fpirit

!

Thus, while you live, may fortune give
' Each bleffing equal to your merit.

^»....<^>.,..< ^, > ,...<^ > ....<v|( j>
....<l^)„,..<^|-^ > ....<^> ....<^ > ....< ^>..,.<^ >,..,.< ^. ),..„<^

SONG CCLXXV.

BENEATH a beech's grateful made

Young Colin lay complaining j
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He figh'd, and feem'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 muft 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 fhou'd excufe him :

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

This fire by which I languifh

;

'Tis thou alone can quench the fame,

And cool its fcorching anguifh.

For thee I leave the fportive plain,

Where every maid invites me,
For thee, fole caufe of all my pain,

For thee that only flights me ;

This love that fires my faithful heart, i

By all but thee's commended,
Oh ! would'ft thou a& fo good a part,

My grief might foon be ended.

That beauteous breaft, fo foft to feel,
]

Seem'd tendernefs all over

;

Yet it defends thy heart like fteel
1

'Gainfl thy defpairing lover.

Alas ! tho' it fhou'd ne'er relent,
y

Nor Colin 's care e'er move thee,

Yet, till life's lateft breath is fpent,

My Peggy I muft love thee.

SONG CCLXXVI.

ANNA'S URN.

E Ncompafs'd in an angel's frame,

An angel's virtues lay
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Too foon did heav'n affert its claim,

And call'd its own away.

My Anna's worth, my Anna's charms,

Can never more return :

What then fhall fill thefe widow'd arms,

Ah me ! my Anna's urn.

Can I forget that blifs refm'd,

Which, blefl with her I knew ?

Our hearts in facred bonds entwin'd

Were bound by love too true.

That rural train which once was us'd

In feftive dance to turn,

So pleas'd, when Anna they amus'd,

Now weeping deck her urn.

The foul efcaping from its chain,

She clafp'd me to her breaft,

To part with thee is all my pain,

She cried, then funk to reft.

While mem'ry fhall her feat retain,

From beauteous Anna torn,

My heart mall breath its ceafelefs ilrain

Of forrow o'er her urn.

There with the earlieft dawn, a dove

Laments her murder'd mate
;

There Philomela, loll to love,

Tells the pale moon her fate.

With yew and ivy round me fpread,

My Anna there I'll mourn
;

For all my foul, now (he is dead,

Concentres in her urn.

>....<>....<>,....<>..,.<>....<>....<>. ..<>»;.<>....<>....<>.=. <>....<>.. .<>•• .<••<>.>-<>••»<>. ,.<>....< .< <

SONG CCLXXVIT.

THE BONNY SAILOR,
Y bonny failor's won my mind,

My heart is now with him at fea

;

X



242 A COLLECTION
I hope the fummer's weftern breeze

Will bring him fafely back to me :

I wifh to hear what glorious toils,

What dangers he has undergone,

What forts he's ftorm'd, how great the fpoils

From France and Spain my failor's won.

A thoufand terrors chill'd my breaft,

When fancy brought the foe in view,

And day and night I've had no reft,

Left ev'ry gale a tempeft blew.

Bring, gentle gales, my failor home ;

His fhip at anchor may I fee :

Three years are fure enough to roam,

Too long for one that loves like me.

His face by fultry climes is wan,
His eyes by watching mine lefs bright

;

But ftill I'll own my charming man,
And run to meet him when in fight

:

His honeft heart is what I prize,

No weather can make that look old

;

Tho' alter'd were his face and eyes,

I'll love my jolly failor bold.

«^x>*xxxxxxxxxx><xJj|xxx><xxxxxxxxxx-$»

SONG CCLXXVIII.

UNDER THE ROSE.

Sung hy Mr Vernon at Vauxhall.

LAST Midfummer eve, as I pafs'd thro' the grove,

I met with young Phillis, the goddefs of love j .

My heart was tranfported, you well may fuppofe,

I gave her a kifs—but 'twas under the rofe.

She ftarted and blufh'd, and reply'd, with a frown,

" Don't fancy, young fwain, I'll be kifs'd by a clown,

" I'm courtedrby Strephon—fee yonder he goes,"

Still I gave her a kifs—but 'twas under the rofe.
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" Come, come, deareft charmer," I tenderly cry'd,
" I care not for Strephon ; I'll not be deny'd,

I " He's falfe to young Phillis ; he very well knows,
" My heart is right honeft, tho' under the rofe."

" If Strephon be falfe, what has Phillis to do ?"

(She anfwer'd in anguifh) " No men fure are true,"
" O yes, my dear girl, (I reply'd) don't fuppofe
" But Damon is conflant, tho' under the rofe."

" If you love me (ihe cry'd) here then freely I give
" My heart and afFec"tion as long as I live."

I led her to church, and Ihe does not fuppofe

But Damon is conflant,^—tho' under the rofe.

SONG CCLXXIX.

A FAVOURITE HUNTING SONG.

LAST Valentine's day, when bright Phosbus fnone

clear,

I had not been hunting for more than a year,

Taleo, taleo, &c.

I mounted black Sloven, o'er the road made him bound,

For I heard hounds challenge, and horns fweetly found,

Taleo, taleo, &c.

Hallo into covert, Old Anthony cries,

No fooner he fpoke but the fox, Sir, he fpies,

Taleo, &c.

This being the fignal, he then crack'd his whip,

Taleo was the word, and away he did leap,

Taleo, &c.

Then lip rides Dick Dawfon, who car'd not a pin,

He fprung at the drain, but his horfe tumbled in,

Taleo, &c.

X 2
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And as he crept out, why he fpy'd the old ren,

With his tongue hanging out Healing home to his den.

Taleo, &c.

Our hounds and our horfes were always as good
As ever broke covert, or dafh'd thro' the wood,

Taleo, &c.

Old Reynard runs hard, but muft certainly die,

Have at you, old Tony, Dick Dawfon did cry,

Taleo, &c.

The hounds they had run twenty miles now or more,

Old Anthony fretted, he curs'd too, and fwore,

Taleo, Sec.

But Reynard being fpent, foon muil give up the ghoft,

Which will heighten our joys when we come to each toaft,

Taleo, &c.

The day's fport being over, the horns we will found,

To the jolly fox-hunters let echo refound,

Taleo, &c.

So fill up your glaiTes, and chearfully drink

To the honeft true fportfman who never will fhrink.

Taleo, &c.

SONG CCLXXX.

AULD WIFE BEYONT THE FIRE,

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 framing.

The auld wife beyont the fire,

The auld wife aneiH the fire,

The auld wife aboon the fire,

v She died for lack of fnifhing *.

* Sniflhing, in its literal meaning, is fnuffmade of tobacco;
but in this long it means fometimes contentment, a huiband,

love, money, 8cc.



OF CHOICE SONGS. 245

Her mill into fome hole had fa'n,

Whatrecks, quoth fhe, let it be ga'en,

For I maun ha'e a young goodman,
Shall furnifh me with fnifhing.

Her eldeft dochter faid right bauld,

Fy, mother, mind that now ye're auld,

And if ye with a younker wald,

He'll wafte away your fnifhing.

The youngeft dochter ga'e a fhout,

O mother dear ! you're teeths a' out,

Befides half blind, you ha'e the gout,

Your mill can ha'd nae fnifhing.

Ye lied, ye limmers, cries all mump,
For I ha'e baith a tooth and flump,

And will nae langer live in dump,
By wanting o' my- fnifhing.

Thole ye, fays Peg, that pauky flut,

Mother, if ye can crack a nut,

Then we will a' confent to it,

That ye fhali have a fnifhing.

The auld wife did agree to that,

And they a piflol bullet gat,

She pow'rfully began to crack,

To win herfelf a fnifhing.

Braw fport it was to fee her chow't,

And 'tween her gums fae fqueeze and row't,

While frae her jaws the flaver flow't,

And ay fhe curs'd poor flumpy.

At laft fhe ga'e a defperate fqueeze,

Which brake the auld tooth by the neeze,

And fyne poor flumpy was at eafe,

But fhe tint hopes o' fnifhing.

She of the tafk began to tire,

And frae her dochters did retire,

X 3
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Syne lean'd her down ayont the fire,

And died for lack of fnifhing.

Ye auld wives notice well this truth,

As foon as ye're pail mark of mouth,
Ne'er do what's only fit for youth,

And leave aff thoughts of fnifhing ;

Elfe, like this wife beyont the fire,

Your bairns againft you will confpire,

Nor will ye get, unlefs ye hire,

A young man with your fnifhing.

SONG CCLXXXI.

RURAL FELICITY.
A Favourite New Song.

IN the morn as I walk'd thro' the mead,
And trode on the carpet of green,

I view'd the fweet flocks as they feed

;

What equals the beautiful fcene !

Thro' the groves as they pafs'd with delight,

In view of yon ever green pine
;

What fenfation I feel at the fight

Of a proipecl fo rural and fine.

Hark the birds, as they perch in the bough,
With melody pleafmg the ear

:

See the hind from afar with his plough,

Denoting the time of the year.

As I flray'd thro' the neighbouring vale,

Encompafs'd by mountains fo high,

O what charms do I find in the day, '

,

By the ftream that funs bubbling by.

At the foot of yon fycamore tree

Sits the fuepherd a tuning his reed
;

"While his lambs frolic round him with glee
f

His flxeep along fide of him feed.
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O'er yon beautiful lawn do I fee

The hare with timidity fly :

How delightful's the mufic to me
Of the echo of dogs in full cry !

But what harmony's that which I hear,

'Tis the bells from yon neighbouring- vill :

how pleafing's the found to my ear,

By the fide of this murmuring rill.

There's no pleafure to me fo fweet

As that which the country gives :

1 am happy, thank God, at my feat,

Where rural felicity lives.

SONG CCLXXXII.

THE PROGRESS OF LOVE.

Addrejfed to every Young Lady.

N rip'ning age, the female breaft

To love's fort influence prone ;

Forfakes its ufual wonted reft,

And all its joys are flown
;

Ah ! haplefs, more than haplefs Hate !

When fome unworthy youth

Stern Providence decrees to mate
With innocence and truth.

Reverfe the fcene, what raptures reign,

Where worth with beauty join'd,

Complete a union void of pain
;

Bleft union of the mind !

Extatic blifs ! (beyond the height

Of fortune's fordid fway)

Then crowns each peaceful blifsful flight,

And hails each coming day.

Such, Myra, fuch the youth mail prove,

Whom fate ordains with thee,
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To taftc the fweets of mutual love,

From care, from dffcord free :

Grown old in love, as well as age,

You'll gently meet decay,

And, envy'd, grace the future page

Of fome immortal lay.

SONG CCLXXXIII.

The Death of Auld Robin Gray, and Jamie's Return.

A Favourite Scotch Ballad. Sung by Mrs. Kennedy at

Vauxhall Gardens.

THE fummer it was fmiling, all nature round was gay,

When Jenny was attending on Auld Robin Grayj
For he was fick at heart, and had nae friend befide,

But only me poor Jenny, who newly was his bride.

Ah! Jenny, 1 mail die, he cry'd, as fure as I had birth;

Then fee my poor old bones, I pray, laid into the earth

:

And be a widow for my fake a twelvemonth and a day,

And I will leave whate'er belongs to Auld Robin Gray.

I laid poor Robin in the earth as decent as I cou'd,

And fhed a tear upon his grave, for he was very good

;

I took my rock into my hand, and in my cot I figh'd,

Oh wae is me, what fhall I do, fince poor Auld Robin
died.

Search ev'ry part throughout the land, there's none like

me forlorn,

I'm ready e'en to ban the day that ever I was born ;

For Jamie, all I lov'd on earth, ah ! he is gone away,

My father's dead, my mother's dead, and eke Auld Ro-
bin-JGray.

I rofe up with the morning fun;, and fpun till fetting day,

And one whole year of widowhood I mourn'd for Robin
Gray :

P did the duty of a wife, both kind and conftant too
;

Let every one example take, and Jenny's plan purfue.
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I thought that Jamie noMas dead, or he was to me loft,

And all my fond and yJfithful love entirely was croft

:

I try'd to ling, I try'd^ laugh, and pafs the time away.

For I had ne'er a friend alive fince dy'd Auld Robin Gray.

At length the merry bells rung round, I cou'dna guefs

the caufe ;
(applaufe,

But Rodney was the man, they faid, who gain'd fo much
I doubted if the tale was true, till Jamie came to me,

And fhew'd a purfe of golden ore, and faid It is for thee,

Auld Robin Gray I find is dead, and ilill thy heart is true,

Then take me, Jenny, to thy arms, and I will be fo too,

Mefs John fhall join us at the kirk, and we'll be blithe

and gay,

I blufh'd, confented, and reply'd Adieu to Robin Gray.

SONG CCLXXXIV.

YOUNG JOCKEV BLITHE.

YOUNG Jockey blithe at early dawn,

Starts frefh and fair as rofes blawn ;

Then o'er the dewy lawn he roves,

And greets the lafs he dearly loves.

Sweet fmells the birk, green grows the grafs.

Dear Jug, will naething move thee,

Be kind, be true, my bonny lafs,

I only live to love thee.

To merit I no claim can make,

But that I'd die for your dear fake

;

From every other bus'nefs free,

My life and love mall follow thee.

Sweet fmells the birk, &c.

Time's on the wing, and will not ftay,

In mining fun let's make our hay.

While love does at his altar Hand,

Give me your heart, O give your hand. ,

Sweet fmells the birk, &c.
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SONG CCLXXXV.

DELIA. Set by Dr. Arne.

SOFT pleafing pains unknown before,

My beating bofom feels,

When I beheld the peaceful bow'r
Where deareft Delia dwells.

There daily do I drive my flock,

Ah happy, happy vale,

There figh and look, and while I look,

My fighs encreafe the gale.

Sometimes at midnight do I ftray,

Beneath th' inclement Ikies,

And there my true devotion pay
To Delia's ileep-feal'd eyes ;

So pious pilgrims nightly rove,

With tedious travel faint,

To kifs alone the clay cold tomb
Of fome lov'd favourite faint.

Oh tell, ye (hades that hold my fair,

And all my blifs contain,

Ah, why fhou'd ye thofe bleffings fhare

For which I figh in vain :

But let me not at fate repine,

Or thus my griefs impart,

She's not your tenant, (he is mine,

Her manfion is my heart.

SONG CCLXXXVI.

BRITAIN'S SILVER TRUMPET.

THREE lads contended for my heart,

Each boafted diff'rent charms and grace j

Young Hall cou'd fing with tafle and art j

Beau Jemmy fported frogs and lace j
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Blithe Willy was a foldier brave,

Who fear'd not fears, or death, or wounds,

His country or his love to fave,

When Britain's filver trumpet founds.

Now fear is rous'd by war's alarms,

And threat'ning foes each hour arife ;

I fcorn young Harry's vocal charms,

And Mailer Jemmy I defpife :

I love my Willy bold and brave,

He heeds not fears, or death, or wounds,

His country or his love to fave,

When Britain's filver Trumpet founds.

In piping times of peace, a beau,

Dear girls, may idle thoughts employ ;

But now, while threat'ned by each foe,

Be wife, and throw away the toy.

Take my advice, love him that's brave,

Who fears not fears, or death, or wounds ;

So may your fmiles your country fave,

Whilft Britain's filver trumpet founds.

SONG CCLXXXVII.

BE MERRY AND WISE.

TO be merry and wife is a proverb of old,

But a maxim fo good can't too often be told ;

Then attend to my fong, nor my counfel defpife,

For I mean to be merry,—but merry and wife.

Ye bucks, who then toping fuch rapture exprefs,

And yet find the next day difmal proofs of excefs,

Avoid all extremes, and mark well my advice,

'Tis to drink and be merry,—but merry and wife.

In women, all lovely, is center'd each blifs,

But let prudence give fanclion, 'twill fweeten the kil
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Tf not beauty or folly your fenfes furprife,

You may kifs and be merry,—but merry and wife.

Then ye topers and rakes, who would lead happy lives,

All excefs avoid, and chufe modefl wives ;

While prudence prefides, it is thus I advife,

Love and drink, and be merry,—but merry and wife.

SONG CCLXXXVIII.

WHEN THE HEART IS AT EASE.

WHEN the heart is at eafe, how chearful each fcene,

How pleafing the toils or the fports of the green,

Now fhunning their paflimes, with tears I deplore,

That Jockey is abfent, and joy is no more.

When he pip'd on the green the laffes wou'd throng,

And ftill he chofe me for the theme of his fong ;

But now he has left me in grief to deplore,

That Jockey is abfent, and joy is no more.

O come, my dear Qiepherd, once more chear the plain,

O come and relieve my fad heart of its pain

;

No longer in forrow thus let me deplore,

That Jockey is abfent, and joy is no more.

SONG CCLXXXIX.

I WINN A GANG WF THEE.

1\ /l"^" ^a ês 5 ^° you Jockey ken, the pride of Aberdeen,

xVjL His golden locks hang o'er his brow, love wantons

in his een.

His teeth with fnow-drops may compare, his breath with

new mown hay
;

He's bonnieft where the bonny come, and baith can fing

and fay,



OF CHOICE SONGS. 253

Gang down the burn, my Meg, he cry'd,

Gang down the burn wi' me,

I ken'd what he'd be at, and faid, I winna gang wi' thee.

If to the wimpling burnie I, 'ith morn to warn my
claiths,

The bonny lad his winfome flute tunes o'er the neigh-

bouring braes

;

At e'en, as hame I do return frae milking mither's ky,

He'll lack my leglen o'er the bent, and lilt fae blith-

fomely,

Gang down the burn, my Meg, he cry'd,

Gang down the burn wi' me.

I ken'd what he'd be at, and faid, I winna gang wi' thee.

If ewes fhou'd ftray, he'll hound his dog, and fetch

them frae the glen
;

He'll tent the weathers to the trowe, and bring my
lambkins ben ;

He'll buy me ribbon knots fae fine, and prin them to my
breaft ;

He'll kifs fae fweet, and fighing vow, I'm bonnier than

the reft.

Gang down the burn, my Meg, he cry'd,

Gang down the burn wi' me.

Hout lad, gang firft afore the Prieft, and then I'fe gang
wi' thee.

SONG CCXC.

TOTTERDOWN HILL.
T Totterdown hill there dwelt an old pair,

And it may be, they dwell there Hill

;

Much riches indeed didn't fall to their fhare,

They kept a fmall farm and a mill :

But fully content with what they did get,

They knew not of guile or of arts.

Y
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One daughter they had, and her name it was Bet,
And (lie was- the pride of their hearts.

Nut-brown were her locks, her fhape it was ftraight,

Her eyes were as black as a floe,

Milk-white were her teeth, full fmart was her gait,

And fleek was her Ikin as a doe :

All thick were the clouds, and the rain it did pour,
No bit of true blue could be fpy'd,

A child wet and cold came and knock'd at the door.

Its mamma it had loft, and it cry'd.

Young Bet was as mild as a morning in May,
The babe me hugg'd clofe to her breaft,

She chaf 'd him all o'er, and he fmil'd as he lay,

She kifs'd him and lull'd him to reft

:

But who do you think fhe had got for her prize ?

Why, Love the fly matter of arts :

No fooner he wak'd but he drop'd his difguife,

And fhew'd her his wings and his darts :

Quoth he, I am Love, but oh, be not afraid,

Tho' all I make (hake at my will,

So good and fo kind you've been my fair maid,

No harm fhall you feel from my flail

;

My mother ne'er dealt with fuch fondnefs by me,

A friend you fhall find in me ft ill

:

Take my quiver and fhoot, be greater than fhe,

The Venus of Totterdown Hill.

S O N G CCXCI.

COLIN AND NELL.

SINCE they trac'd me alone with a fwain to the i

grove,

Each tongue iri the village proclaims I'm in love,

With a laugh they point at us as paffiog along,

And Colin and Nell are their jell and their fong.
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Sufpicion long whifper'd it over the green,

But fcandal now tells what fhe never has feen ;

Wherever we wander yet fafler fhe flies,

What we do, or what we fay, fhe reflects with her lies.

How we trip, ,all by moon light, to love haunted

bow'rs,

How we toy and we kifs at the fweet gilded hours

:

All this, and yet more, if me will, me may name,

For we meet without crime ? and we part without fliame.

I own that I love him, he's fo to ray mind,

And waits with impatience till fortune's more kind

;

I ftill will love on till our fate's to be bled,

And the talk may be louder, it fhan't break our reft.

Let malice her tongue and her eyes ail employ,

And envy do all to embitter our joy

;

The time that is coming fhall foften the paft,

And crown the gay nymph with her Colin at lafl.

SONG ccxcir.

JEM OF ABERDEEN.
r |" "* HE tuneful lav'rocks cheer the grove,

JL And fweetly frnells the iimmer green,

Now o'er the grove I love to rove,

Wi' bonny Jem of Aberdeen.
Whene'er we fit beneath the broom,
Or wander o'er the lee,

He's always wooing, wooing, wooing,
Always wooing me.

He's frefh and fair as flowr's in May,
The blitheft lad of a' the green,

How fweet the time will pafs away,

Wi' bonny Jem of Aberdeen.

Whene'er we fit, &c.

Y 2
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Wi' joy I leave my father's cot,

Wi' ilka fport of glen and green,

Well pleas'd to mare the humble lot,

Of bonny Jem of Aberdeen.
Whene'er we fit, &c.

SONG CCXCIII.

BRITANNIA.
A Song in honour of the gallant Rodney.

Tune,—" AllfiallyielHiolhe Mulberry Tree."

BEHOLD from far what glad tidings are brought,

What glorious exploits in the Indies are wrought
j

The darling of Neptune, of Britain the pride,

Strikes terror to France, and her fchemes have annoy'd.
j

CHORUS.
All (hall yield to thy maritime fway,

Blefl Britannia homage pay,

Gallia's proud fons fhall trembling own
The glorious deeds by Britons done.

Of RufTel's atchievements tradition may boaft,

And tell, at La Hogue, how his fleet fwept the coaH :

But the conqueft which Rodney fo nobly has won,

All the deeds of the fam'd ninety-two has outdone.

All fhall yield, &c.

The late glorious war noble conquefls were made,

And Saunders and Hawke Britifh valour difplay'd,

They fought and they conquer'd, true glory to mare,

But the glory of Rodney is pall all compare.

All fhall yield, &c.

The fun never witnefs'd, till this rifing year,

A contefl fo lafting, fo clofe, and fevere ;
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The ilouteft of vefTels the world e'er beheld,

To ftrike to the brave Britifh flag were compell'd.

All (hall yield, &c.

Unpitied, her folly fhall Gallia mourn,
Her fav'rite is captur'd, her lilies are torn,

Her hopes are defeated, her fchemes have been croft,

Her grand naval city for ever is loft.

CHORUS.
All fhall yield to thy fovereignty,

JBleft Britannia, bend to thee
;

Matchlefs and free thou ftill (halt be,

And miftrefs reign of every fea.

SONG CCXCIV,

THE RURAL LASS.

CUPID, god of ebon bow,
Lay thy fatal arrows by,

Molly kills with farer throw

By the beamings of her eye.

Let not then thy childifh hate

Will me to be ftill unbleft,

For her lips decree my fate,

My tribunal is her breaft.

Go, and to thy mother bear

Tidings that will ftamp thee curft,

Say, the Queen of Love lives here,

Gentler, fairer than the firft.

Then returning, fmiling fay,

Molly, Venus thou malt be,

I o'er love and beauty fway

But to draw all hearts to thee.
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SONG CCXCV,

A FAVOURITE SCOTS SONG.

AS I was ganging o'er the lee,

I chanc'd to look behind,

And what right glancing fhould I fee

But woodland Joe the hind.

When we had gang'd the braes a while.

He faid to me, my dow,

May I not fit upon this ftile

And kifs your bonny mou'.

Kind Sir, ye are a wee mifta'en,

For I am nane of thefe,

I hope ye fome mair breeding ken

Than ruffle lades' claiths.

The lad was check'd, and vow'd to feek

Young Jane wi' blythfome brow,

She'd let him clafp about her neck,

And kifs her bonny mou'.

I ca'd him then proud-hearted fwain,

And laith to be faid nay,

A fonfy thought he ftarted then,

And nam'd the wedding day.

He's braw and blithe, I lik'd him weel,

Nor frown upon him now,

Tho' bolder grown, his vows to feal,

He kifs'd my bonny mou'.

SONG CCXCVI.

JESSY; OR APRIL DAY.

Surig at Vaaxhall.

WHILE the bee fliesfrom bloffomtobloflbm andfrps,

And my Jeffy looks buxome and gay,

/
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Let me hang on her neck, and tafte from her lips,

All the fweets of an April day.

The fhepherd his flock, the ruftic his plow,

The farmer with joy his hay,

And Jeffey, my charmer, when milking her cow,
Sings the fweets of an April day.

Like fnow-drops with innocent fweetnefs array'd,

As blithfome and cheerful as May,
My Jeffy, the pride of all the gay mead,

Sung the fweets of an April day.

Remember, dear Jeffey, and ufe well your pow'rs

Your rofe-buds then pluck when you may,
And guiltlefs enjoy all the fweets of this hour,

For youth's but an April day.

SONG CCXCVII.

GRAMACHREE MOLLY. An Iri/b Air.

AS down on Banna's banks I ftray'd one evening in

May,
The little birds, in blithfome notes, made vocal ev'ry

fpray

:

They fung their little tales of love, they fung them o'er

and o'er,

Ah ! gramachree, my cholleenouge, ma Molly afhtore.

The daify py'd, and all the fweets the dawn of nature

yields,

The primrofe pale, and vi'let blue, lay fcatter'd o'er the

fields
;

Such fragrance in the bofom lies of her whom I adore,

Ah ! gramachree, &c

I laid me down upon a bank, bewailing my fad fate,

That doom'd me thus the flave of love, and cruel Mol-
ly's hate ;
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How can fhe break the honeft heart that wears her in its

core ?

Ah ! gramachree, Sec.

You faid you lov'd me, Molly dear, ah ! why did I be-

lieve ?

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

That love was all I afk'd on earth, nay, Heaven could

give no more,

Ah ! gramachree, &c.

Oh ! had I all the flocks that graze on yonder yellow hill,

Or low'd for me the num'reus herds that yon green pas-

tures fill,

With her I love I'd gladly fhare my kine and fleeey flore,

Ah! gramachree, Sec.

Two turtle doves, above my head, fat courting on a

' bough,

I envy'd them their happinefs to fee them bill and coo
;

Such fondnefs once for me fhe fhew'd, but now, alas

!

'tis o'er,

Ah ! gramachree, &c.

««oe oooe oooo oooo o»os eooo oooo oooo oeo» oooo oooo oooooooo oooc oooe oooo c coo oooo oooo oooo oo»a

SONG CCXCVIII.

The ANSWER to GRAMACHREE MOLLY.

"\/*E gentle winds, that foftly blow

JL Along the verdant plain,

Go whifper to my Strephon's ear

His love's return'd again :

In fweetefl language tell the youth
His forrows to give o'er

;

Ah gramachree I my love mall be

As happy as before.

The daify py'd, and all the fweets

Of Nature's flow'ry bed,
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Shall join to make a garland, meet
For my dear Strephon's head ;

The primrofe pale, and vi'let blue,

I'll add unto the flore ;

Ah gramachree ! and we fhall be

As happy as before.

Full many a fcene of mourning

Thy Molly late has known ;

Becaufe my heart its fondnefs kept,

For thee, my love, alone
;

My parents hid me from thy fight,

And fpurn'd thee from their door

;

Ah gramachree ! but now we'll be

As happy as before.

I laid me down upon my bed,

Bewailing my fad fate ;

And, like a faithful turtle dove,

I mourn 'd my abfent mate :

And, as the ling'ring moments pafs'd,

I told them o'er and o'er ;

Ah gramachree ! but now I'll be,

As happy as before.

You faid you lov'd your Molly dear,

Thy vows I did believe ;

For well I knew my Strephon's heart

Would ne'er my faith deceive :

Thy love was all I wiih'd on earth,

For heav'n could give no more ;

Ah gramachree ! and now we'll be

As happy as before.

Our flocks together now we'll tend,

Upon the yellow hill
j

And gaze, enraptur'd, on the fweets

Which yon fair profpefts fill

;

While heav'n upon our mutual love

Shall all its bleffings pour ;

Ah Gramachree ! we then fhall be

As happy as btfore.
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SONG CCXCIX.

TRUST NOT MAN, &c.

Allegretto.

TRUST not man, for he'll deceive you,

Treach'ry is his fole intent

;

Firfl he'll court you, then he'll leave you,

Poor deluded ! to lament.

Liflen to a kind advifer ;

Men purfue but to perplex :

Would you happy be, grow wifer,

And avoid the faithlefs fex.

Form'd by nature to undo us

They efcape our utmoft head,

Ah ! how humble while they woo us !

But how vain if they fucceed !

So the bird, whene'er deluded

By the artful fowler's fnare,

Mourns out lite, in cage fecluded,

Fair ones, while you're young, beware !
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SONG CCC.

WHILE MILKING MY COW,'&c.

H1LE milking my cow in a fine colour'd palle,

Young Damon came to me and told a fweet tale !

Such flattering words he fo artfully us'd,

That reafon inform'd me that truth was abus'd.

Such flattering words he fo artfully us'd,

That reafon inform'd me that truth was abus'd.

Yet praifes are pleaiing to moft of the fair,

And I was attentive to hear him declare,

The milk in my pail, and the ev'ning's rich ikies,

Were emblems but faint of my neck, cheeks, and eyes.
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Such afeonifhing fimiles made me amaz'd,

But wonder abfconded when on him I gaz'd.

The beauties he fpoke of in him you will find,

And thofe are but trifles, compar'd to his mind.
With foothing intreaties he won my fond heart ;

Three Sundays expir'd, and he vow'd ne'er to part :

We tafte every pleafure that nature affords,

And live quite as happy as Kings, Dukes, or Lords.
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SONG CCCI,

MY SWEET PRETTY MOG.

Sung in the Regijler Office.

MY fweet pretty Mog, you're as foft as a bog,
And as wild as a kitten, as wild as a kitten ;

Thofe eyes in your face, (O pity my cafe !)

Poor Paddy have fmitten, poor Paddy have fmitten,

Far fofter than filk, and as fair as new milk,

Your lily white hand is, your lily white hand is ;

Your mape's like a pail, from your head to your tail,

You're ftraight as a wand is, you're ftraight as a wand is.

Your lips red as cherries, and your curling hair, is

As black as the devil, as black as the devil

;

Your breath is as fweet too as any potatoe,

Or orange from Seville, or orange from Seville.

When drefs'd in your boddice, you trip like a goddefs,

So nimble, fo frifky, To nimble, fo frifky
;

A kifs on your cheek ('tis fo foft and fo fleek)

Wouldwarm-me likewhiiky, wouldwarmme like whifky.

I grunt, and I pine, and I fob like a-fwine,

becaufe. you're fo cruel, becaufe you're fo cruel

;

No reft I can take, and, afleep or awake,
I dream of my jewel, I dream of my jewel.
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Your hate, then, give over, nor Paddy your lover

So cruelly handle, fo cruelly handle
;

Or Paddy mull die, like a pig in a fly,

Or fnuff of a candle, or fnuff of a candle.

SONG CCCII.

WHEN SUMMER COMES, &c.

WHEN fummer comes, the fwains on Tweed,
Sing their fuccefsful loves ;

Around the ewes and lambkins feed,

And mufic fills the groves :

But my lov'd fong is then the broom,
So fair on Coudenknows.

For, fure, fo foft, fo fweet a bloom,

Elfewhere there never grows.

O the broom, the bonny, bonny broom,

The broom on Coudenknows^
For, fure, fo foft, fo fweet a bld.om,

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 fang of Tay, of Forth, and Clyde,

The hills and dales all round,

Of Leader's haughs and Leader's fide,

O how I blefs'd the found !

O the broom, &c.

Not Tiviot's braes, fo green and gay,

May with this broom compare
;

Not Yarrow's banks in flow'ry May,
Nor the bum aboon Traquair :

More pleafing far are Coudenknows,

My peaceful happy home,

Where I was wont to milk my ewes

At eve among the broom. O the broom, &c.
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SONG CCCIII.

Tune,

—

In Infancy, &c.

Written at the requejl of a Lady.

IF you can tell, ye mufes, fay,

Where dwells the lovely maid
That bloffom'd in the pride of May

Near yonder myrtle made ?

Direct me where the fair to find,

Ye bright celeftial powers !

Oh bring me where, with peace refign'd,

She blooms amid the flowers.

In vain I fearch the groves around,

And every fylvan fcene ;

Among the woods me is not found,

Nor wanders o'er the green.

O come then, fair one, to my breafc,

And every pain remove ;

Within thefe arms be ever bleft

With conftancy and love.
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SONG CCCIV.

A FAVOURITE SCOTS SONG

HEN firft the eafl begins to dawn,
And nature's beauties rife,

The lark refumes her mattins fweet,

And feeks the yielding fides :

The rofy light that glads her mufe,

Dear to her breaft muft be :

But not fo dear, my fiiepherd knows,
As Damon is to me.

In yonder tree two turtles bill,

Whofe fweet alternate notes,

Z



266 , A COLLECTION
In pretty fongs of love prolong

The mufic in their throats :

Dear to the lover's fiatt'ring breaft

The fair one's note muft be ;

But not fo dear, the thoufandth part,

As Damon is to me.

A mourning bird, in plaintive mood,
Robb'd of her callow young,

In yonder grove obferv'd her nefl,

And flill her woes me fung :

No feather'd warbler of the wood
More forrowful cou'd be,

But I far greater woes mull fhare

Were Damon torn from me.

SONG CCCV.

SUMMER.
WHEN the trees all their beautiful verdure renew,

And the meadows look charmingly gay,

When fmiling creation looks blooming to viewj

Replete with the beauties of May ;

When the light-hearted fhepherd chants mufical {trains,

As he pipes to his flocks on the hill,

And the lambkins delighted fkip blyth o'er the plains,

Or frifk by the murmuring rill

;

When the cows round the country a gadding repair,

Or beneath the cool made fhun the heat

;

When the crimfon-cheek'd milk-maid does kindly prepare

For her fweet-heart a fyllabub treat

;

When the country girls wantonly fport in the dtevij

So cautious that all mull be hum,
Yet oft the fly ruftic procures a full peep,

From the fide of foir.e hillock or bufh

;
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At eve when the lads and the lafTes do meet

In a circle to dance on the green,

With native firaplicity, void of deceit,

And modefty ftamp'd on their mein ;

When the birds feem'd infpir'd by the fmiling ferene,

In mufical melody vie j

And the hares 'midfl the corn fields fafely remain,

Or fecure in the green meadows lie :

In a fnug rural cottage {unrounded with trees,

Where murmuring rivulets glide,

My attendants be, plenty, contentment and eafe,

In folitude let me reiide.

SONG CCCVI.

SEE TOUR COUNTRY RIGHTED.

COME ye lads who wifh to mine

Bright in future ftory,

Haile to arms, and form the line

That leads to martial glory,

Charge the mufquet, point the lance,

Brave the woril of dangers,

Tell the bluftering fons of France,

That we to fear are Grangers.

Britain, when the lion's rous'd?

And her flag is rearing,

Always finds her fons dil'pos'd

To drub the foe that's daring.

Charge the mufquet, 6cc.

Hearts of oak with fpeed advance,

Pour your naval thunder

On the trembling (hores of France,

And ftrike the world with wonder.

Charge the mufquet, &c«

Z 2
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Honour for the brave to fhare,

Is the noblefi booty ;

Guard your coafls, protect the fair*

For that's a Briton's duty.

Charge the mufquet, &c

What if Spain to take their parts,

Form a bafe alliance,

All unite, and Englifh hearts

May bid the world defiance.

Charge the mufquet, &c.

Beat the drum, the trumpet found,

Manly and united ;

Danger face, maintain your ground,

And fee your country righted.

Charge the mufquet, &c.

ellC+ *i**T^S%Wk $*%!%$^T IST^%T^tSS i *HC

SONG CCCVII.

YOUNG JAMIE.

BLITHEST lads and laffes gay,

Hear what my fong difclofes ;

As I one morning fleeping lay

Upon a bank of rofes,

Young Jamie whifking o'er the mead,

By good luck chanc'd to fpy me ;

He touch'd his bonnet off his head,

And foftly fat down by me.

Jamie, tho' I right meikle priz'd,

Yet now I wadna ken him,

But with a frown my face difguis'd,

And ftrove away to fend him.

But fondly he Hill nearer preft,

And by my fide down lying,

His beating heart did thump fo fafi%

I thought the lad was dying.
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But ftHI refolving to deny,

And angry pafficns feigning,

I often roughly (hot him by,

With words full of difdaining.

Poor Jamie baulk'd, no favour wins,

Went off much difcontented,

But I in truth for all my fins

Ne'er half fo much repented.

SONG CCCVIII.

THE PARSON.
\

AParfon who had a remarkable foible,

Of minding the Bottle, much more than the Bible,

Was deem'd by his neighbours to be lefs perplex'd

In handling a tankard than handling a text.

Deny down, &c.

Perch'd up in his pulpit, one Sunday, he cry'd,

Make patience my dearly beloved, your guide ;

And in your diftreffes, your troubles and croiTes,

Remember the patience of Job in his loffe

Derry down, &c.

ies.

The Parfon had got a ftout cafk of ftrong beer,

By way of a prefent—no matter from where

—

Suffice it to know, it was toothfome and good,

And he lov'd it as well as he did his own blood.

Derry dotvn, &c.

While he the church-fervice in hafte rambl'd o'er,

The hogs found a way thro' his old cellar-door,

And by the ftrong fcent to his beer-barrel led,

Had knock'd out the fpigot, or cock, from its head.

Derry down, &c.

Out fpouted the liquor abroad on the ground,

The unbidden guefts quafPd it merrily round j

z 3
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Nor from their, diversion and merriment ceas'd,

Till ev'ry hog there was as drunk as a beaft.

Derry down, &c.

And now the grave lecture and pray'rs at an end,

He brings along with him a neighbouring friend,

To be a partaker of Sunday's good cheer,

And tafte his delightful O&ober brew'd beer.

Derry down, &c.

The dinner was ready, the things were laid mug.
Here, wife, fays the Parfon, go fetch up a mug ;

But a mug of what, he had fcarce time to tell her,

When, yonder, faid me, are the hogs in the cellar

!

Derry down, &c.

To be fure they've got in when we were at pray'rs

;

To be fure you're a fool, faid he, get you down flairs,

And bring what I bid you, or fee what's the matter,

For now I rnyfelf hear a grunting and clatter.

Derry down, &c.

She went ; and returning, with forrowful face,

In fuitable phrafes related the cafe :

Ke rav'd like a madman about in the room,

And then beat his wife and the hogs with the broom

:

Derry down, &c.

Lord ! hufband, faid me, what a coil you keep here,

About a poor beggarly barrel of beer ;

You mould " in your troubles, mifchances and croffes,

Remember th* patience of Job in his loffes."

Derry down, &c.

A p—x upon job ! cry'd the Prieft in a rage,

That beer, I dare fay, was near ten years of age.

But you're a poor ignorant jade, like his wife,

For Job never had fuch a cafk in his life.

Deny down, &c.

Now, neighbour, while at the poor vicar you grin,

Your cafe, let me tell you's not better a pin ;
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With goodnefs and wifdora your theory back'd is,

But you're, ten to one, knave and fool in your practice.

Deny down, Sec.

Whoever you are, I'll be fworn you're no faint

:

Wouldyou mend—then yourfelfwithyourfailings acquaint;

Thefe conquer, and then give advice, if you chufe,

For who'd give you thanks for a thing you can't ufe.

Deny down, &c.
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SONG CCCIX.

LIGHT OF THE MOON.
H E N fairies dance late in the grove,

And revel in night's awful doom,
Say, will you meet me fweet love

Alone by the light of the moon.

But fay, will you never deceive

The lafs you have conquer'd fo foon,

Nor leave poor Flavilla to grieve

Alone by the light of the moon.

That planet fli all ftart from its fphere

Or I prove fo faithlefs a loon ;

Dear laffie, I'll banifh thy fears,

I fwear by the light of the moon.

Sweet, fweet is the jeffamine grove,

And fweet is the rofes in June ;

B Lit fweeter the language of love

Breath'd forth by the light of the r

Slow rolls the channels of day
Unwilling to grant me my boon j

Away, dearefl funmine, away,

Give place to the light of the moon.
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The nightingale warbles her lay,

Enlivens the gloom with her fong,

And glad at the abfence of day,

Invites the pale light of the moon.

SONG CCCX.

THE OYSTER GIRL.

THERE was a clever comely girl,

Juft come to town from Glo'fter,

And fhe did get her livelihood

By crying Milton oyfters.

And me did get her livelihood, &c.

She carried a bafket under her arm,

In the genteeleft pofture,

And ev'ry day and ev'ry night

Cry'd, Buy my Milton oyfteis.

It happened on a certain day,

As going thro' the cloyfters,

She met a Lord fo fine and gay
Would buy her Milton oyfters.

He faid, youg damfel go with me,

Indeed Pm no impoftor,

But fhe kept crying in his ear,

Come buy my Milton oyfters.

At length me refolv'd with him to go,

Whatever it might coft her,

And be no more oblig'd to cry,

Come buy my Milton oyfters.

And now fhe is a lady gay,

For Billingfgate has loft her,

She goes to Mafquerade and play,

No more cries Milton oyfters.

She goes to mafquerade, &c.
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SONG CCCXI.

TWINE WEEL THE PLAIDEN,

A Favourite Scots Song.

OI ha'e loll my filken fnood,

That tied my hair fae yellow

;

I've gi'en my heart to a lad I loo'd,

He was a gallant fellow.

And twine it weel, my bonny dow,
And twine it weel the plaidea ;

The laffie loll her filken fnood,

In pu'ing of the bracken.

He prais'd my een, fae bonny blue,

Sae lily white my fkin, O ;

And fyne he pried my benny mou',

And fwore it was nae fin, O.
And twine it weel, &e.

But he has left the lafs he loo'd,

His ain true love forfaken,

Which gars me fair to greet the fnood

I loft among the bracken.

And twine it weel, &c.

^XxXXXXXxXXXXXX^XXXXXXXXXXXXXX-^

SONG CCCXII.

IN AIRY DREAMS.

IN airy dreams foft fancy flies,

My abfent love to fee ;

' And with the early dawn I rife,

Dear youth, to think on thee.

How fwiftly flew the rofy hours,

While love and hope were new 5

Sweet as the breath of op'ning flow'rs,,

But ah ! as tranfient too.
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SONG CCCXIII.

THE PARTING LOVERS.
SINCE glory calls, I muft away,

Dear Nancy, why thefe tears ?

Thy William's duty is to fway
His fword, and fcorn all fears.

With gallant Rodney on the main,

We'll dare each hoftile foe ;

And firmly brave the worft of pain,

Nor fear no fatal blow.

What if a ball mould end my cares,

Let not my love repine
;

Believe the heart which fcorn'd all fears,

Till death was only thine.

SONG CCCXIV.

CANTATA BY Mrs. WEISCHELL.

Recitative.

YOUNG Damon long had lov'd, and long had woo'd,

The nymph he lov'd, lov'd him, but was a prude

;

At length, refolv'd no longer to endure

Thofe cruel frowns, thofe frowns that werk'd his cure ;

He left the maid, and fought a kinder fair :

Now Daphne mourns her folly in defpair.

Ye nymphs, be warn'd, and make your lovers fure
;

The heart your fmiles can wound, your frowns will cure*

Air.
Nymphs be kind, and you mall find

Your graces will improve
;

Gentle fmiles, foft pleafing wiles,

Are all the arms of love !
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Scorn to teaze the heart you've won,

Quick take the favour'd fwain ;

NorTrown on thofe by love undone,

When fmiles might footh their pain. Da Capo.

SONG CCCXV.

LOVE'S THE TYRANT OF THE HEART.

A favourite Cantata,

LO V E ' S the tyrant of the heart,

Full of Mifchief, full of woe,

All his joys are full of fmart,

Thorns beneath his rofes grow.

Recitative.
Thus fung a poor forfaken maid,

By folly, not by love betray'd ;

Ye fair, while virtue fteels your breaft,

Fond love can ne'er diilurb your reft.

Air.
How fweet is love, when virtue's guide,

How tranquil is the mind,

As fmooth as fummer's peaceful tide,

As grateful and as kind.

The morning breaks fereneiy clear,

To welcome in the day,

The ev'ning comes without a fear,

And love our toils repay.
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SONG CCCXVI.

WOMEN AS ARTFUL AS MEN.

/ITY pride is to hold ail mankind in my chain,

JL The conqueft I prize, tho' the flaves I difdain.
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I'll teaze them and vex them,
I'll plague and perplex them,

Since men try all arts our weak fex to betray,

I'll (how them a woman as artful as they.

Young Damon purfu'd me, and Strephon, vain youth,
They meant to deceive, yet they boafted of truth ;

They kneel'd and they trembl'd,

I fmil'd and diffembl'd ; -

I faw all their arts were but meant to betray,

And prov'd there were women as artful as they.

Then hear me, ye nymphs, and my counfel believe,

Refill all their wiles, the deceivers deceive ;

Their chanting and whining,

Their fighing and pining,

Are all meant as baits our weak fex to betray ;

Then prove there are women as artful as they.

SONG CCCXVII.

NOTHING LIKE GROG.
A favourite Sea Song.

AP L A G U E of thofe mufty old lubbers,

Who tell us to fall and to think,

And patient fall in with life's rubbers,

With nothing but water to drink :

A cann of good ftufF had they twigg'd it,

Would have fet them for pleafure a-gog.

And fpite of the rules,

And fpite of the rules of the fchools,

The old fools would have all of them fwigg'd it, v

And fwore there was nothing like grog.

My father, when lafc I from Guinea
Return'd with abundance of wealth,

Cry'd—Jack, never be fuch a ninny

To drink—Says I—father, your health.
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So I pafs'd round the fluff— foon he twigg'd it,

And it fet the old codger a-gog,

And he fwigg'd, and mother,

And filler, and brother,

And I fwigg'd, and all of us fwigg'd it,

And fwore there was nothing like grog.

One day, when the Chaplain was preaching.

Behind him I curioufly flunk,

And, while he our duty was teaching,

As how we mould never get drunk,

I'tipt him the Huff, and he twigg'd it,

Which foon fet his rev'rence a-gog.

And he fwigg'd, and Nick fwigg'd,

And Ben fwigg'd, and;Dtck fwigg'd>
.'•

And I fwigg'd, and all of us fwigg'd it, t \

And fwore there was nothing like grog.

Then truft me there's nothing as dr'mkwg, •;:'

So pleafant on this fide the grave ; r •..• -

It keeps the unhappy from thinking,

And makes e'en more valiant the brave.

For me, from the moment I twigg'd it,

The good fluff has fo fet me a-gog,

Sick or well, late or early, § ~ •_.

Wind foully or fairly/

I've coiiilantly fwigg'd it, J
And dam'me there's, nothing like grog.

* ******** ********* * *****f$**$*Mj£ffV

SO N G CCCXVIIL,

POOR J A\C K.

GO patter to lubbers- and iwabs, d'ye, fee,

'-Bout danger, , and fear, -and the like-; -

water-tight boat, and gppd fea-room give me,
'" And it ajent to .a little I'll flrike : (finite,

fho' the tempefl top-gallant-mafls fmack ., fraooth mould
And.fhiver, each fplinter of wood,

Clearthe wreck, flow the yarda,.a,nd howfe ev'rything ti'rh<%
And, under reef'd forefail, we'll feud :

"A a
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Avail—nor don't think me a milk-fop fo foft,

To be taken for tiifles a--back,

For they fay there's a Providence fits up aloft,

To keep watch— for the life of Poor Jack.

Why I heard the good Chaplain palaver one day
About fouls, heaven, mercy, and fuch ;

And, my timbers—what lingo !—he'd coil and belay,

Why 'twas juft all one as High Dutch.
But he faid how a fparrow can't founder, d'ye fee,

Without orders that comes down below,

And many fine things, that prov'd clearly to me,
That Providence takes us in tow.

For, fays he, do you mind me, let ftorms e'er fo oft

Take the top-fails of failors a-back,

There's a fweet little Cherub fits perch'd up aloft,

To keep watch for the life of Poor Jack.

I faid to our Poll, for you fee fhe would cry,

When lalt we weighed anchor for fea,

What argufies fniv'ling and piping your eye ?

Why what a damn'd fool you rnuil be !

Can't you fee the world's wide and there's room for us all,

Both for feamen and lubbers amore ;

And if to old Davy I mould go my dear Poll,

Why you never will hear of me more.

What then ?—all's a hazard, come don't be fo foft,

Perhaps I may laughing come back,

For, d'ye fee, there's a Cherub fits fmiling aloft,

To keep watch for the life of Poor Jack.

D'ye mind me, a failor mould be every inch

All one as a piece of his /hip,

And with her brave the world, without offering to flinch,

From the moment the anchor's a-trip:

As for me, in all weathers, all times, fides, and ends,

Nau.rht's a trouble from duty that fprings,

My heart is my Poll's, and my rhino my friend^,

And as for my life 'tis the King's.

E'en when my time comes, ne'er believe me fo iuft,

As with crier to be taken a-back,

That fame little Cherub that lies up afcltj

Will look out—a good birtl
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CATCHES and GLEES,

CATCH.
EVERY MAN IN HIS HUMOUR.

I
Love buftle, crouds, and rattle,

Sound of trumpets, coaches, battle.

I hate noife, roar, and riot

;

Storms and tempefts break my quiet.—

—

Snug, yet active, be my ftation :

I'm in love with moderation.

CATCH. For three Voices.

SINCE my Phillis has fallen to my fhare,

In a bumper I'll drink, I'll drink to the fair

;

And the man here who envies me moft.

Let him bid me fay more, fay more, fay more, to the toaft.

For a larger I'll foon, foon change my cup :

To the brim full, to the brim full, fill the conftabie,

To the brim fill the conftabie,

To the brim fill the conftabie up.

•§«$••$••$•$••#••$ #-*Mm£ **&h$»-$•*$•& ^4*§ $*•$•

CATC H. For four Voices,

INTRODUCTION OF THE BOWL.

SE E my boys, the fuming bowl,

Let Jolly bumpers take their round,

Rapture feize on every foul,

Till loud each chearful voice refound,

Power and wealth, beauty, health,

Wit and mirth in wine arc crown'd,

Joys abound, pleafure's found,

Only when the glafs goes round.

A a 2
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CATC H.

UOTH Jack, on a time to Tom, I'll declare it,

Pv£ a mind we mould fuddle our nofesrvvith claret

;

Says Tom, it will do you more harm than you think,
Fie on you, fays Jack, who can live without drink ?

I'll ne'er baulk my wine, here's to thy difpofe.

Tom pretends not to drink, pray look at his nofe.

£&$&$&$$&&&&& $ &&$&&&&&&£&&
CATCH FO R THE TIMES.
H E French are come, and Spaniards too j

You lie, you lie, you lie ;

Whene'er they come, the joke they'll rue

Much more than you or I.

The foe is gone to come again ;

You lie, you lie, you lie ;

To-morrow brings us news from Spain,

Believe it you—Not I.

So ring the changes round and round,

You lie, you lie, you lie
;

No truth on land or fea is found,

You fwear it—-fo do I.

CATCH. For three Voices.

COME, friends and companions, let's take a full glafs,

And each drink a health to his favourite lafs,

And each drink a health,

And each drink a health,

And each drink a health to his favourite lafs,

And each drink a health, &c.

With wine and with love let the evening be crown'd,

Let no envy or difcord among us be found,

With hearts free from trouble we chearfully fmg,

Huzza for our country ! huzza for our King !

Huzza for our country, &c.
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CATCH. For three Voices.

HAD (lie not care enough, care enough, care enough,

Had me not care enough of the old man ?

She wed him, fhe fed him, and to the bed fhe led him,

For feven long winters fhe helped him on ;

But oh ! how fhe nigl'd him, nigl'd him, nigl'd him !

Oh ! how fhe nigl'd him all the night long.

CATCH.
WHEN next fhall we meet, to be merry and gay?

With love,wine,and mufic we've made out the day;

Adjourn then, adjourn, for to-morrow's decreed

A new day for pleafure ; fay, are we agreed ?

No, no, I'll not flir from a cann of fuch cheer,

Come, come when you will, you fhall find I am here.

CATCH. For three Voices.

OW merrily looks the man that hath gold ?

He feemeth but twenty, tho' threefcore years old.

How nimble the bee that flieth about,

And gathereth honey within and without !

But men without money,
And bees without honey,

Are nothing better than drones.

%Jj» OOOO «£% SOOO <&& OOOO «&» iOOO tSJj OOOO it% OOOO &% OOOO C>% OOOO «r ,"> 3C0O C&. 3COO <&»

CATCH. For three Voices.

PH I L L I S, my faireft, how can you deny me ?

So conftant a lover fure never came nigh thee ;

Conflant in love, ever faithful in duty,

Bewitch'd by thy charms, and enflav'd by thy beauty

:

Nay, fuch is thy power, I vow and declare.

That I'm rais'd up to heav'n, cr plung'd down to defpair.

A a 3
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CATCH. For three Voices,

WHEN firfl I faw thee graceful move.

Ah me ! what meant my throbbing breait ?

Say, foft confufion, art thou love ?

If love thou art, then farewel reft,

With gentle fmiles affuage the pain

Thefe gentle fmiles did firil create ;

And tho' you cannot love again,

In pity, ah ! forbear to hate !

••£>•'..< £>....<+£>•. ..< i£>....<^>....<<£ >»..<.£ l+J, >....<$ >....<<$,>....< £>.....<,;$!»•• •<<$»>• < |f

CATC H. For three Voices,

T PI E TOAST. Written by Mr Cunningham.

IVE the toaft, my good fellow, be jovial and gay,

J[ And let the brifk moments pafs jocund away

;

Here'sthe King—take yourbumpers,my brave Britifh fouls,

Who guards your freedom mould crown your full bowls,

Let him live—long and happy-—fee Lewis brought down,

And taile all the comforts—no cares of a crown.

o«ooeooo oooo ©ouo 0009 oooo couooooa oooaoo^o oojd o»>o© ocoo oc»o qoq5 acoo eoao oeoc oooo ©ooe *sk»o

CATC H.

HICH, which is the road to a place ofgood cheer ?

For hunger and thirft want a houfe that is near.

To the right, then the left, 'tis as ftraight as a line
;

Then this fide, then that fide, look fharp for the fign !

When you come to the guide-poll, you'll fee the green man,

To dinner, to dinner, as faft as you can !

\F^W'A^Tj^^J^^ rA^rA^W'A^y'*^7A^F

C A T C H.

AA R O N 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 j

Wine has a celeftial charm in't,

Therefore there can be no harm in't.

If you would be Aaron's brother,

Then whip up this bottle, and call for another.
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GLEE. For two Voices*

AM I D S T the myrtles as I walk,

Love and myfelf thus enter talk

;

Tell me, faid I in deep diftrefs,

Where I may find my fhepherdefs.

GLEE. For three Voices.

IF you trufl before you try

You may repent before you die,

You may repent before you die.

GLEE.
THE SHEEP SHEARING FEAST.

TO fheep-fhear my boys ! pipe and tabour ftrike up,

Let's not lofe a moment, but put round the cup

!

Our wool is all hous'd, and our toil now is o'er,

Our barn is well ftock'd, and we'll dance on the floor.

Come, neighbours ! with hearts and with voices in tune,

No times like our feilival fheep-fhear in June ;

For only with day-light our frolic (hall ceafe :

Here's liquor and mirth ! and fuccefs to the fleece !

GLEE. For three Voices.

AR M, arm, the generous Britons cry,

Let us live, or let us die ;

Trumpets founding, banners flying,

Braving tyrants, chains defying.

Arm, arm, the generous Britons cry,

Let us live free, or let us die.

Liberty ! Liberty ! Liberty ! liberty !
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SUMMER, A GLEE.

WHERE the murmuring river flows,

Where the trembling willows play,

We enjoy a cool repofe, '

From the bufy glare of day :

Summer's heat difturbs the breaft,

Every paffion mould be ftill,

Every thought is lull'd to reft

By the fweetly tinkling rill.

GLEE. For four Voices.

COME, my boys, let's jovial be,

While we all are full of glee,

To be fad it is a fin.,

And old Care, we'll banifh him :

But Anacreon, the fage,

Shall rule us this prefent age.

Come, then, let us in chorus join

To Bacchus, god of mirth and wine.

GLEE. For three Voices.

TH E wife men were but feven,

Ne'er more mail be for me ;

The mufes were but nine ;

The worthies three times three :

And three merry boys, and three merry boys,

And three merry boys are we.

The virtues they were feven,

And three the greater be ;

The Caefar's they were twelve,

And the fatal fillers three ;

And three merry girls, and three merry girls,

And three merry girls are we.
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TOASTS and SENTIMENTS.
AY every civil diilin&ion among men be founded

on utility.

May he who wants friendfhip alfo want friends.

May we draw upon content for the deficiencies of

fortune.

May we never fpeak to offend, nor hear to betray.

May we learn to be frugal before we are obliged to be fo.

May the feeling heart pofiefs the fortune which the mifer

abufes.

May power be influenced only by juftice.

May authority be amiable without debating its dignity.

May the defires of our heart be virtuous, and thofe de-

fires be gratified.

Love in a cottage, and envy to none.

The circle of our female acquaintance.

May virtue be our armour when wickednefs is our af-

failant.

May we fly from the temptations which we cannot reiift.

May virtue always prove victorious.

To the honeft fellow that loves his bottle at night and

his bufmefs in the morning.

May we be happy when alone, and chearful when in

company.
Perpetual difappointments to the enemies of their coun-

try.

May we never get into a bad caufe, and never fly from

a good one.

May we never defre what we cannct obtain.

May we always forget when we forgive an injury.

The fweets of fenfibility without the bitters.

Every thing of fortune but her inilability.

May our diftinguifhing mark be merit rather than money.

The man who dares be honeft in the worft of times.

May fortune be always attendant on virtue.

May genius and merit never want a friend.

May the evening's diverfion bear the morning's reflection.

May we never want a friend and a bottle to give him.

Riches without pride, or poverty without meannefs.

May hope be the phyfician when calamity is the difeafe*
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Riches to the generous, and power to the merciful.

Senfe to win a heart, and merit to keep it.

May providence unite the hearts that love.

May the honeft heart never feel diftrefs.

Succefs to our hopes, and enjoyment to our wifhes.

Delicate pleafure to fufceptible minds.

Health, joy, and mutual love.

Conftancy in love, and fincerity in friendship.

Friendfhip without intereft, and love without deceit.

May no coward wear a red coat, nor a hypocrite a

black one.

May the armies of Great Britain always be fuccefsful in

a good caufe, and never be employed in a bad one.

To the true patriot " who dies with pleafure for his

" country's good."
Perdition to the man that owes his gi*eatnefs to his coun-

try's ruin.

Vigour and unanimity to the friends of the conftitution.

May the people of Britain always oppafe a bad mini-

ftry, and give vigour to a good one.

May the. King form a government of unanimity, and.

from that bails fhske the world around.

The hearts that fympatuy unite,, ir^y Hymen join.

May we form good wifiies, and enjoy them all.

Plenty of pleafure, and the picafures of plenty.

May real merit be rewarded in the arms of virtue.

Succefs to our hopes, and disappointment to our fears.

May the wretched this moment be happy the next.

May the joys of imagination be realized.

Our friends and favourites and our favourite friends^.

May Pallas' fhield protect wham Mars crowns.

May the laurels wither on the warrior's brow when he

betrays innocence.

Sincerity in friendihip, and conftancy in love.

A conftant fupply to the purfe of the ch earful giver.

Beauty without affectation, ar.4 virtue without parade.

Sincerity before marriage, and fidelity afterwards,-.

May our joys multiply, and our cares decreafe.

Every honeft man bis right, and every rogue a halter.

May hemp bind him whom honour can't.

A head to earn, and a heart to fpend.

Chearfulnefs, content, and competency*
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May the brow of the brave never want a wreath of laurel.

Health in freedom, and content in bondage.

May the friends of good-humour never have the vapours.

The heart that feels, and the hand that gives.

Provifion to the unprovided.

Wit without bitternefs, and mirth without noife.

Judgement in the choice, and moderation in our enjoy-

ments.

Inclination to confer, and gratitude to remember favours.

May we be as unwilling to give as to receive an injury.

The four H's Happy are we met,

Happy have we been,

Happy may we part, and
Happy meet again.

The EDINBURGH BUCK: An Epilogue.—Written by

R. Fergus son, and fpoken by Mr. Wllfofij in the

Theatre-Royal.

YE who oft finifh care in Lethe's cup,

Who love to fwea-r, and roar, and—keep it up
y

Lilt' to a brother's voice, whofe fole delight

Is Jleep all day, and riot all the night.

Lafl night, when potent " draughts of mellow wine
Did fober fe?fon into wit fMtte :

When hnly Bacchus had contriv'd to drain

The fallen vapours from our mallow brain,

We fally'd forth, (for valour's dazzling fu»

Up to his bright mendian had run :)

L&nd, like renowned Quixote and his 'Squire,

Spoils and adventures were our fble defrre.

• Firft we approach'd a feeming fober dame,
Preceded by a lanthorn's palKd flame,

Borne by a livery'd puppy's fervile tand,
Fhe Have obfequioufc of her ftern command.
r Curfe on thefe cits," faid I, " who dare difgracc

Oar ftreets at midnight with a fober face
;

Let never tallow-chandler give them light,

To guide them thro' the dangers of the night."—

1
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The valet's cane we fnatch'd, and, dem'me ! I

Made the frail lanthorn on the pavement He.

The guard, ftill watchful of the lieges' harm,
With fiow-pac'd motion ftalk'd at the alarm.
" Guard, feize the rogues !"-—the angry madam cry'd,
And all the Guard with—Ceafe la rogue—reply'd.

As in a war there's nothing judg'd fo right,

As a concerted and prudential flight,

So we, from Guard and fcandal to be freed,

Left them the field, and burial of their dead.

Next we approach'd the bounds of C irge's fquare j

Bleft place ! No watch, no conftabler jcftme there.

Now had they borrow'd Argus' eyes who faw us,

All was made dark and defolate as chaos :

Lamps tumbl'd after lamps, and loft their luftre*,

Like Doomfday, when the flars mall fall in clufters.

Let fancy paint what dazzling glory grew
From chryftal gems, when Phoebus came in view :

Each fhatter'd orb ten thoufand fragments ftrews,

And a new fun in ev'ry fragment fhews.

Hear then, my bucks ! how drunken fate decreed us

For a nocturnal vifit to the Meadows

;

And how we,, val'rous champions ! durfl: engage

—

O deed unequall'd !—both the Bridge and cage,

The rage of perilous winters which had Hood,

This 'gainft the wind, and that againft the flood
;

But what nor rain, nor flood, nor heav'n could bend e'ei

We tumbl'd down, my Bucks, and made furrender.

What are your, far fam'd warriors to us !

'Bout whom hiftorians make fuch mighty fuzz :

Pofterity may think it was uncommon,
That Troy mould be e'er pillag'd for a woman

;

But ours your ten years' fieges will excel,

And juftly be efteem'd the nonpareil.

Oar caufe is (lighter than a dame's betrothing,

For all thefe mighty feats h.ave fprung. ivovo?r-tiptbwg*
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