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CHARMS OF MELODY,
G R

SIREN MEDLEY.
The Plan of the Publidier is -to embody in one Gran.l Folio Volume, lU the Songs, ancieut-and modern, in the En'glifh'La'n^a^e

'}

formi-ig a Univerl'al Magazine ot' Lave, Seuiiniental, War,, Hunting, Bacchanalian, Sea, ^nd tolitical'SoDgs ; as well as Old EnfU&
IriiTi asid Scotch Ballad?, Legendaries, &c. &c. To which will be added,.a corliplete Index.

o
>

Within a Mile of Edinboro* Town.

'rj~^WAS within a mile of Edinboro' town,

X In the rofy time of tlie year.

Sweet flow,S;s did bloom, and the grafs was down,

And each (hepherd woo'd his dear-
Bonny Jockey, blitlie and gay,

KilVd his Jenny making hay,

The laflie blulh'd, arid frowning cry'd, no, no, it will not do;

I cannot, cannot, ma.' noti ma' not, wo' not buckle to.

Jockey was x waf,who never would wed I

Tho' long hq.had foUow'd the lafs;

Contented flie eiirn'd and ate her brown bread,

And merrily turn'd up the grafs.

Bonny Jockey, blithe and free,

Won her heart right merrily. The laffie blulh'd, ® c

But when he vow'd he would make her his bride,

Tho' his flocks and herds were not few.

She gave him her hand and a kils befide,

And vow'd flie'd for ever be true.

Bonny Jockey, blithe and free,

Won her heart right merrily,

No more at church (he frowning cry'd, No, No, & c.

Kalty Flannigan.

AT the dead of the night, by whiflcey infpif'd.

And pretty Katty Flannigan my fenies liad fir'd,

I tapp'd at her window, and thus fhe began,

! what the devil are you at, begone you naughty man.

1 gave her A look, oh ! as (ly as a thief.

Or when hungry I'd view a fine firloin of beef ;

Tho' my heart is red hof, , faid I, yet cold is my (kin.

So pretty Mrs. Ttiinn'igart, ah ! won't you let me in.

She open'd the door, I fat down by the fire.

And loon was reliev'd from the wet, cold, and mire;

Ipleas'd her To mightily, that e'er it was day,

1 ftolepoor Katty's tender heart, and then I tripp'd away.

Flow'r of the Foreft.

SEVERE the pangs of (liglnted love,

Each hill aiid dale my plaint fhallring;

And as the woouliind wilds I rove,'

Sweet Philomel flull hear mefin^,
Flow'r of the fored is my dear,

Sweet as the violet of the vale.

Her vows of love as iwctt to hear.

Yet tramicnt as the palling gale.

lieneath a willow o'er the brook,

I tilent fii with folded areris.

And on the heedltfs ftceam 1 look,

While Heav'n remiaJ, me of her ciiarm',

Fluw'r of the forelV, Sec.

The Medley of Rogues.

THRO' all the employments of life,

Each neighbour nbufes his brother
;

Rog-.ie and Whore tbcy call huil>and and wife-
Each profeflion beragues one another :

Tho Priert calls t'ne Lawyer a cheat—
The Lawyer be-knaves tfie Divine;

And the Satefman becaufe he's lb great,

Thinks his trade as hone1l-as mine.

.

' -Beggar's Optra.

Banks of Banna,

SHEPHERDS, r have loft my Love,
Have you leen my Anna •'

Pride of ev'ry iTiady grovfe.

On the banks of Banna.

'I for her my home forfook,

Near yon mifty mountain ;

Left my flock, my pipe, my crook,
Green-wood, (hade, and fountain.

,

Never (hall Ifee them more.
Till with her returning

;

Ev'ry joy of life is o'er.

Mirth is chang'd to mourning.

Whither is'my charmer flown !

Shfpherds, muft we fever!

Woo is me 1 I fear (he's gone,
Alas ! from me for ever.

Parody on the Banks of Banna.

SHEPHERDS, I have lo(l my waift,

Have you feen my body ?

Saerilic'd to modern tafte,

I'm quite a hoddy doddy.

Never (I'.all I fee it more.
Till common I'enfc returning;

My body to mv legs reftore.

Then I (hall ceafe from mourning.

For fafliion I that part forfook.

Where fages place the belly,

*Tis loft, and I have not a nook
For cheefe-cakes, tarts, or jellies. Never fliall I, &c

Bonny Jem of Aberdeen.

THE tuneful lavrocks cheer the grove.

And Iweetlyimellsthe fummer green;
Now o'er the mead I love to rove,

Wi' bonny Jern of Aberdeen.

Whene'er we fit beneath the broom.
Or wander o'er the lea.

He's always wooing, wooing, wooin j
Afilways wooing me.

He's frc(h and gay as flow'rs in May,
The blitheft tad that's on the green,

How fweet the time will pafs away,
Wi' bonny Jem of Aberdeen.

Wi' joy I leave my fii:ner's cot,

Wi' ilka fport of glen or green.

Well pleas'd to (liare the humble lot,

Of bonny Jem of Aberdeen.

Whene'er we fit, 8:c.

Whene'er we fit, ice.

The Advice.

NEVER be one of thofe fad filly fellows.

Who always are lhappilh,.fufpicijDii3 and jealous,

Who live but to doubt,

To pine and to pout.

To take one to tafk,

--.„ , ,
,"~ --5^araine and a(k,

lvi'«Ha''Fii&ijj(E^ejolsqueftions to find fomething ott.

Sti'"''
••" O never liej (kc.

PUBLISHED at W FQED-ROTV, Dublin



THE CHARMS OF MELODY.

Smalilou.

THERE was an Iridi lad.

Who lov'd a cloifter'd nun ;

And it made him very fad,

For what was to be done ;

He thought it war. a big fhame, a mod confounded fin,

That (he could not get out at all, oi he could not get' in

;

Vet he went ev'ry day, he could do nothing more ;

Yet he wenf ev'ry day unto the convent door,

And he fung Iweetly Smalilou, Smalilou, Smalilou,

And he fung fweetly Smalilou, Gramachree and Paddy Whack.

To catch a glimpTe of her,

He play'd a thoul'and tricks

;

The bolts he try'd to ftir.

And tlie wall he gave fome kicks;

He (lamp'd, and rav'd, and figh'dj and pray'd, and many iimes

he fwore.

The Devil burn the iron boto, the Devil take th« door.

Yet he went ev'ry day, and he made it a rule

;

Yet he went ev'ry day, and look'd fo like a fool,

'Tlio' he fung fweetly Smalilou, &c.

One morn fhe ?eft her bed,

Bccaufe fhe could not Heep,

And to the window fped.

To take a llKle peep
;

And what did fhe do then > I am fure you'll think it right

;

She bade the honeft lad good day, fhe bade the nuns good nightj

Tenderly fhe liflen'd to all he had to fay.

Then jump'd iato his arms, and fo they ran away.

And they fung fweetly Smalilou, &c.

Henry's Cottage Maid.

AH ! where can fly my foul's true iove ?

Sad I wander this lone grove ;

Sighs and tears for him I fhed,

Henry is from Laura fled :

Thy love to me thou didft impart.

Thy love loon wju my virgin heart;

}3ut dcareft Henry, thoa'fl bctray'd

Thy love with thy dear Cottage Maid.

Thro' the vale my grief appears,

Sighing i'ad with pearly tears ;

Oft thy image is my theme.

As 1 wander "on the green ;

See, from my cheeks, the. colour flief.

And Love's fond hope within me dies;

For ah ! dear Henry, thou'lf betray'd

Thy love with thy dear Cottage Maid.

Hufli, ev'ry Breeze.

HUSH, ev'ry breeze, let nothing move.
My Delia iings, and fmgs of love;

Around the winning Graces wait,

And calm contentment guards the feat.

In the fweet fhade, my'Delia, (lay,

You'll fcorch thofe charms, more fweet than M4y;
The Sun now rages in his noon,
'Tis pity fure to part fo foon.

O hear me, Delia, hear me now.
Incline propitious to my vow ;

So may thy charms no changes prove,
But bloom for ever like my love.

Young I am, &;c.

YOUNG I am, and fore afraid

:

Wou'd you hurt a harmlefs maid ?

{ ,ead an innocent aftray ?

Tempt me not, kind fir, I pray.

. Men too often we believe ;

And (liou'd you my faith deceive.

Ruin tirii, and then f'orl'ake.

Sure rtiy tender heart wou'd. break.

The way-worn Traveller.

FAINT and warily the way-worn traveller

Plods uncheerily, afraid to (Vcp;

Wand'ring drearily, the fad unravellcr

Of the mazes tow'rd the mountain top.

Doubting and fearing, while his courfe he is fteering-

Cottages appearing, as he is nigh to drop ;

£)h I how bri'fkly, then, the way-worn trii\e!ler

Clinibsithe mazes tow'rd the mountain top.

Tho' fo melancholy the day ha? pafl by,'

'Twould be a folly to think of it more ;

Now, blitlte and jollv, he the can holds fall by.

As he is fitting by the goat-herd's door.

Eating and (juaffing, at paft labours laughing

—

Better far by halt in fpirits than befoi'e;

Oil I 'how merry, then, the way-worn traveller

Seems, while fitting at the goat-herd's door.

H^

llov'd when I lik'd.

row happy am 1,

The fair lex can defy.

And can ev'ry day fay, my heart is my own,
For I never !aw yet.

That beauty or wrt.

But I lov'd if I pleas'i, or could let it alone.

I thought that my flame
Wou'd aill be the fame

For beautiful Celia, while Celia was true;

But Love v/as fo blind

When Celia was kind,

I chang'd her for Mopfy, for Mopfy was new.

The Bud of the Rofe.

HER mouth, with a fmile, devoid of all guile.

Half open to view,is the bud of the rofe.

Is the bud of the role, in the morning that blows,
Impearl'd with the ^ew, impearl'd with the dew ;

Is the bud of the role, impearl'd with the- dew.

More fragrant her breath, than the flower-fcented heath.

Than the Hower-fcenled heath, at the dawning of day ;

The hawthorn in bloom, the lily's perfume,
The lily's perfume, or the bloffoms of May.

Her mouth with a fmile, ©'f.

Rofina^

Youth's the Seafon made for Joy.

YOUTH'S the feafon made for joys,

Love is then our duty,

She alone wiio that employs.

Well deferves her beauty.

Let'? be gay.

While we may,
Beauty's a flow 'r defpis'd in decay.

Youth's the feafon, &c.

Let us drink and fport to-day,

Our's is not to-morrow

;

Love with youth flies fwiftaway,

Agejs nought but forrow,;

Dance and fmg.

Time's on the wing
Life never knows a return of fpring.

Beggar^s Opera,

Let us drink. Sec

X«w in a Filiate,

Jolly Mortals, fill your Glaffes.

JOLLY mortals, fill your glafles.

Noble deeds are done by wine
;

Scorn the nymph and all her graces.

Who'd for love or beauty pine ?

Look within the bowl that's flowing.

And a thoufand charms you'll find,

More than in- Phillls when juft going

In the moment to be kind,

Alexander hated thinking.

Drank about at council board :

He fubdu'd the world by drinking

More than by his conq'ring fword.



THE CHARMS OV MELODY.

Somehow my Spindle I miflaid.

SOMEHOW my fpindle I miflaid.

And loll it andci-neath the grals,

iCamon, advancing, bow'd his head,

And faid, " what leek you, pretty lafs ?"

fl

A little love, but urg'd with care,

I Oft leads a hea rt, and leads, it far.

Twas pafllng by yon fpreading oak

1 That I my fpindle loll juft now ;

'

Hij knife then, kindly, Damon took.

And from the tree he cut a bougli.

Thus did the youth his time employ,

While me he tenderly beheld ;

He talk'd of love, I leapM for joy.

For ah 1 my heart did fondly yield.

A little love, Gfc.

A little love, &f.

jP'>

The Meadows look cheerful.

THE meadows look chearful, the birds fweetly fing,

So gaily they carrol the praifes of fpring ;

Tho^ Nature rejoices, poor Norah fliall mourn,

Until her dear Patrick again (hall return.

Ye lafles of Dublin, ah, hide your gay charms,

N6r lure my dear Patrick, from Norah's fond arms;

Tho' fattins, and ribbons, and laces are fine.

They hide not a heart with fuch feelings as mine.

Poor Soldier,

How happy were my Days, &c.

HOW happy were my days till now '.

I ne'er did forrow feel

;

With joy 1 rofe to milk my cow,

Or turn my fpinning wheel.

My heart was lighter than a fly,

Like any bird I f;ing,

Till he pretended love, and I

Beliey'd his flatt'ring tongue.

O ! the fool ! the filly, filly fool,

Who trurts what man may fay !

I wifti I was a maid again,

And in my owu country.

Xrvc in a Filhge.

Care, thou Canker, &c.

CARE, thou canker of our joys,

Now thy tyrant reign is o'er.

Fill the myftic bowl, my boys,

Join in bacchanalian roar.

Seize the villain, plunge him in.

See the hated mifcreant di&s.

Mirth, and all thy train come in.

Shut out Sorrow's tears and fighs.

O'er the merry midnight bowls,
j

Gods how happy fh;ill we be ! 1

Day was made for thinking fouls,

Kight, my boys, for you and me.

Bibo's Retreat.

WHEN Eibo thought fit from this world to retreat.

As full of Champaign as an egg's full of meat,
He wak'd in the boat, and to Charon he faid,

He v/ou'd be rov^'d back, for he v/as not yet dead,—
" Trim the boat, and fit quiet !" ftcrn Charon reply'd ;

" You may have forgot—you were drunk when you dy'd."

Lira, lirala.

LITTLE thinks the town's-man's wife,

WhiUl at home (he tarries,

What muft be the I'afs'.s life,

Who a I'oldier marries :

Now with weary marching fpent.

Dancing now before the tent,

Lira, lira, la, lira, lira, la.

With her jolly foldier.

In the camp at night fhe lies.

Wind and weather (corning.

Only griev'd her love murt rile.

And quit her in the morning :

But the doubtful (kirmifh dcae.

Blithe (he fings at let of I'un,

Should the captain of her dear,

Ufe his kind endeavour,

Whifp'ring nonfenfe in her ear.

Two fond hearts to (ever;

At his paffion (Tie will feoff,

Laughing thus fhe'll put him off.

• Lira, lira, la, Sff,

Lira, lira, la, &c.

I lock'd up all my Treafure.

ILOCK'D up all my treafure.

And journey'd many a mile;
And by my grief did mealure.
The pafling time the while.

My bus'nefs done and over,

I haft'ned back amain.
Like an expecting lover,

,

To view it once again.

But this delight was Rifled,

As it began to dawn

—

I found the Ca(ket rifled.

And all my treafure gone.

The.^ahr.

And by my grief, Sec.

Llkean expeftin^, &r.

I found the Caiket, Sec.

When William at Eve, &c.

WHEN William at eve meets me down at the ftyle,

How fweet is the nightingale's long ;

Of the day I forget all the labour and toil.

While the moon plays yon branches among.

By her beams, without blufhing, I hear him complain,
And believe ev'ry word of his fong :

You know not how fweet 'tis to love the dear fwain.
While the raoon plays yon branches among.

Rofma,

Cupid, God of foft Perfuafion.

CUPID, god of foft perfuafion.

Take the helplefs lover's part:
Seize, oh I'eize, fome kind occafion
To reward a faithful heart. Cupid, god, Sec.

Juftly thofe we tyrants call,

Who the body would enthral !

Tyrants of more cruel kind,

Thofe who would enflave the mind. Cupid, god, Sec.

What is grandeur ? foe to reft;

Childilh mummery at beft.

Happy I in humble Rate!

Catch, ye fools, the glittering bait. Cupid, god. Sec.

To eafe my Heart, &c.

TO cafe my heart I own'd my flame.

And much I fear I was to blame.
For tho' love's force we're doom'd to feel.

The heart its weaknefs fliould conceal.

The blufli that fpeaks the foften'd mind.
The figh that notes the wifli behind;

The tear which down the cheek will (teal.

With cautious art we fhould conceal.

And yet if honour guides the youth.
And welcome love is led by truth.

With joy at Hymen's porch we kneel,

Nor ftiive our weakaefs to conceal.
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How fw«et in. the Woodlands.

How fweet in the woodland!.

With fleet hovind and horn.

To awake the fweet echo.

And tafle the frefh morn \

But hard is the chace

My fond heart muft purfue.

Since Daphne, dear Daphne,

Is lofl to my view,

^flirt me, chafte Dian,

The nyn?.ph to recain,

-More wild than the roebuck.

And wing'd with difdain ;

\a pity o'ertaiic her,

Who wounds as fne fiie.«.

Though Daphne purfues,

'Tit MyrliUo that dies.

The Birks of Indermay.

THE fmiling niorn, the breatliingfpring,

Invite the tuneful birds to fing ;

And "while they waAle on each fpray,

"Love tunes the univerlal lay :

I,et us, Amanda, •timely wife, i

1 Like them employ the hour that flies

;

And in foft raptures pafs the day,

Amidd the Birks of Indermay,

Soon wears-tie fummer of the year,

And age like winter will appear ;

Like this thy lovely bloom will fade.

As that doth ftrip the verdant fliade :

Our tafte, our plcafure then is o'er.

The feather'd fongfters charm no morg.
And as they droop, fo we decay :

Adieu,,jye Birks of Indermay,

Afk if yon Damafk Rofe be fweet.

ASK if yon damait;- rofe be fweet,

That fcents the ambient air ;

Then afk each fliepherd that you meet.

If dear Sufanua's fair.

vSay, will the vultuje leave his prey.

And warble thro' the gro^e !

Bid wanton linnets quit the fpray ;

Then doubt thy fliepherd's love.

The fpoils of war let heroes (hare3

Let pride in iplendor fliinc ;

Ye bards, uncnvy'd laurels wear -

Be fair Sulanna mine.

A Dawn of Hope.

ADAWN of hope my foul revive;:.

And banilTics defpair :

It my deareft Damon lives,

, Make him, ye Gods, your care.

Dlfpel thefc 2;loomy fhades of night,

My tender grief remove
;

Oh I fend fome cheering ray of light.

And guide me to my love.

Thus in a fecret, friendly (liade.

The penfive Sylvia mouru'd.
While courteous Echo lent- her aid.

And figh for figh return 'd.

When, fudden, Damon's wtll-knawa het
Each riling fear difarm;,

i-He cagerTpring! to her enibracc,

. She finks into It 3 arms.

Kow oft, liOiilTa.
*

HO.W.:o.ft Louifa, haft thou faid,

(Nor wilt thou the fond boaft difown)
Thou would'ft not lofe Antonio's love

To reign the partner of a throne.

And by tliofe lips that fpoke fo kind,

Ard by that hand I preft to mine
To gain a fubjeft nation's love,

I fwear I would not part with thine.

Then how, my foul, can we be poor.

Who own what kingdoms cannot buy?
Of this irue heart thou (halt bequecn.
And ferving thee a monarch L

Thus uncontroul'd in mutual blifs.

And rich in love's exhauftlefs rnine.

Do thou fnatch treafures from my lips.

And I'll take-kingdoms back from thine.

Duenm.,

Homeward Bound.

LOOSE ev'ry fall to the breeze.

The courfe of my velfel improve :,

I've done with the toils of the feas.

Ye failors, I'm bound to my love.

Since Emma is true as fhe's fair.

My griefs I Ring all to the wind}
^Tisa pleafing return for my care.

My miflrefs is conftant and Vtpd.

My fa\ls are all (ill'dto my dear.

What tropic-bird iwifter can move ?

Who, cruel 1 fliall hold his career.

That returns«to the neft of his love.

Hold ev'ry fail to the breeze.

Come, (liip-mates, and join in the fong;
Let's drink, while the fliip cuts the feas.

To the gale that may drive her along.

A Rofe Tree in full bearing.

-y\ ROSE-TREE,in full bearing,

xTL ^'^^ fweet flowers fair to fee;

One rofe beyond comparing,

For beauty attracted me
;

Tho' eager once to v/in it,

Lovely, blooming, fr*{h, and gay,

I Iind a canker in it.

And now throv/ it far away.

How fine this morning early.

Tile fun Ihining clear and bright *,

So late I lov'd you dearly,

Tho' loll now each fond delight

:

The clouds feem big with fhowcrs.

Sunny beams no more are fcen

—

Farewell, ye happy hours,

Y'our fallehood has chang'd the fcene.

Fur SMif.i

The Duflcy Night.
;

THE duiliy night rides down the flcy,

And ufliers in the morn ,

The hounds all join in jovial cry.

The huntfraan winds his horn.

And a hunting .ve v/ill go, S?i-

The wife around her hufband throws

Her arms to make him flay;

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

•You cannot hunt to-day.

Yet a hunling we will go, &c.

Away they fly to 'fcapc the rout.

Their fleeds they foundly twitch ;

Some are thrown in, fome are thrown out.

And fome thrown in the ditch.

Yet a hunun^-we will go, (^c

At lafl; from ftrength to fslntnefs v;orn.

Poor Reynard ceafes flight;

Thfeti, weary homeward, wc r&lurn,

And drink. awaj.4he night.

. And a drinking v.-j vJlU go, ©"f
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THE WEDDING DAY.

WHAT virgin, or fliepherd, of valley or grove.

Will envy my innocent Inys

;

The fong of the heart, and ihe offspring of love,

When lung in my Corydon's praile ;

O'er brook and o'er bra'ie, as he hies to the bower.

How lightfome my fhep..-'-id can trip •,

And lure.when of love he deicribes the foft power.

The honey dew drops from his lip.

How fweet is the primrofe, the vi'let how fweet,

And fweet is the eglantine breeze ;

But Corydon's tifs, when by moon-light we meet,

To me is far fweeler than thefe
;

I blufh at his raptures, I hear all his vows,

I ligh when I offer to fpeak :

And, oh I what delight my fond bofom o'erflows,

When I f«el the >fcft touch of his cheek.

Refponfive and fhrill be the notes on each fpray

—

Let the pipe thro' the village refound ;

Be fmiles on each face, oh, ye fhepherds to-day,

And ring the bells merrily round :

Your favours prepare, my companions, with fpeed,

Afiift me my blulhes to hide ;

A twelvemonth ago, on this day, I agreed,

T ^ be mv love Corydon's bride.

o
O LOGIE OF BUCHAN.

LOGIE, of Buchan I OTogie, the laird !

They ha'e taen away Jamie, that delv'd in the yard,

'W"ha pky'd on the pipe, and the viol fae fma'

;

They ha'e taen away Jamie, the flower 6' them a'.

He/aid, think na lang, lajfie, tho' Jgang aiva.

He/aid, ih'nk na lang, lajie, tho' Jg^ing a-wa.

For thefitTnmer is coming, cold -winter's awci.,

And ni come andfee thee, in fpite o' them a.'

Sandy has oufen, has gear, and has kye,

A houfe, and a hadJen, and filler forby •,

But I'd tak mine ain lad wi' his fla'i' in his hand.

Before I'd hae him wi' his houfes and land.

He/aid, think na lang, laffie, fc^c.

My daddy looks fulky, my minny looks four.

They frown upon Jamie, becaufe he is poor;

ThoM loe them as weel as a daughter fliould do,

They are no halffea dear to me, Jamie, as you.

:Hefaid, think na lang hjjie, i^C

I fit St my creepie, and fpin at my wheel,

And think on the laddie that loed me fae weel

;

He had but a fixpeuce, he brak it in twa,

And he^ied me the ha'f o't when he gaed away.

Then ha/le ye hack, Jamie, and hide na awa,

Tho-n hajh ye lack, 'Jamie, andlidc r,a a-wa,

Ihefiimmer is coining, cold winter's axvay,

And I'll come andfee shce infpite o' them a .

VOURNEEN DHEELTSH.

/'A ! The moment was fad, when my love and I
^^ parted— F'oitrveen dheelijh Eileen ague ;

As I kifs'd off her tears I was quite broken hearted,

Foitrneen dh»elijh Eileen ague

:

Wan was her cheek, which hung on my fhoulder

—

Damp was her hand, andno marljle was colder
;

I thought, in my heart, that I ne'er more Ihould
behold her— F'ourneeti dheelijh Eileen ogoue.

When the word of command put our troops all in
motion

—

Fourneen dheelifi Eileen ague.

I clafp'd on my knapfack, to crofs the wide ocean :

Fourneen dheelijl> Eileen ogue.

Brifk were our troops, ail roaring like thunder—.
Pleas'd with their voyage, impatient for plunder-—
Whilft my poor heart, with grief, was almoft torn

afunder

—

Fourneen dheelifli Eileen ogue.

I fought for my country, far, far from my true love,

Fourneen dheelijh Eileen ogue.

My pay, and my booty, I hoarded for you, love

—

Fourneeirdheelijh Eileen ogue.

Peace was proclaim'd—I efcap'd from the flaughter
Landed at home, my fweet girl I fought her—
But forrow, alafs I to her cold grave had brought
her— Fourneen dheeliJJi Ellesn ogue.

XASH'D TO THE HELM.

IN ftorms, when clouds obfcure the fky.

And thunders roll, and lightniogs fly-«:

In midft of allthefe dire alarms,

I think, my Sally, on thy charms,

—

The troubled main.

The wind and rain,

M.y ardent pajjion prove ;

.Lajh'd to the helm.

Shouldfeas o'erwhelm,

I'd think on thee, my loiii.

'When rocks appear on ev'ry fide, > .

And art is vain the fhip to guide

—

In various fhapes when Death appears,

The thoughts of thee my bolom cheers.

The troubled main., Uc-

But fhould the gracious pow'rs prove kind—
Difpel the gloom, and fiill the wind

—

And waft mo to thy arms once more.

Safe to my long loft native fliore—

^

JVb more the maini
I'd tempt again.

But tender foys imprcvc;

Then I, w'th thee.

Would happy be, .
•-,

And think oj nought but love.
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THE CHARMS OF MELODY.

STERNE'S MARIA.

''"T^WAS near a tliicket's calm retreat,

L Beneath a poplar tree,

Maiia chofe ner wietched feat.

To mourn her forrows free.

Her loiely form was Iweet to view.

As dawn at op'ning day

—

But, ah I ftie mourned htr love not true.

And wept her cares aw ay.

The brook flow'd gently at her feet.

In murmur Imooth along ;

Her pipe, which once flie tuu'd fo fweet.

Had now forgot its long :

No more to charm the vale (he tries,

For grief had fill'd her breaft-r.

Fled are the joys fhe us'd to prize,

For love had rob'd her reft.

Poor haplefs maid ! who can behold

Thy forrows, fo fevere—

Or hear thy love-lorn Ilory told,

' Without a falling tear ?

Maria, lucklefs maid 1 adieu !

Thy forrows foon muit ceafe !

Sure Heav'n will take a maid fo true,

To everlafling peace I 'Moulds.

NAN OF HAMPTON GREEN.

WITH care I fearch'd the village round,

And many hamlets try'd ;

At length a fair I happ'ly found.

Devoid of art and pride :

In neat-built cot.

It is her lot,

A ruftic life to lead

;

With tender care

Her lajnbkins rear,

And vatch her e'^ves to, feed.

Where Thames in lilver current fiow?.

To beautify the fcene,

Tiere blooms this fair, a blufhing rofe,

Sweet Nan,6rHannpton-green.

Her eyes befpeak a foul for love

—

I-fcr manner form'd to pieafe ;

In mildnefs equal to the dove,

With innocence and eale.

To paint her face,

J-ler form and graoc.

All words are weak and vaLii— '

lEnough to tell

She does excell

The daughter-of the main.
WhsreThamesy&c.

When firft this charjner.I fui'vey'd.

With doubx my mind w as fraught-

Fancy the beauteous maid pourtray'd

A goddefs to. my thought :

In am'rous blils

I feiz'd a kifs, ,

Which banifh'd all alarms ;

'J hen joyful found

My wifhes crown'd

—

A mortal in my;ar-ms.
,

Where Thames, Ifc.

o
THE DXJTCPI FISHMONGER.

F all who llrive to live and thrive.

LULLABY.

PEACEFUL flumb'ringon the ocean,

Seamen fear no danger nigh ;

Wind and waves, in gentle motion,

Sooth them with their Lullaby.

I,ullaby, Lullaby, Lullaby, Lullaby,—

Sooth them with t-heir.Lullaby.

Tho' the wind tempeftuous blowing,

Still no danger they delcry

—

The guililefs heart its boon bellowing,

Sooths them with its L'.ilhby.

Luilaby, t^c

By cunning to o'er-reach mans-
Wether trade be dead, or trade be alive,

The beft of all trades is a Dutchman's.
With fome 'tisiifh what they can get,

But all is fifh in the Uutchman's-iiet :

]V^t a hie van landerick, dobefslandericlc.

Snick fnack landerick, O licho.

We trade met the Yankee, and deal met the Scot :

Wc cheat all the Taen and the Tender ;

We cheat de jev/— ar.d better as dat.

We cheat aw ain and onder :

And at Amflerd^m, if he comes dere.

Will cheat dex Duyvil—and all that's all fair-:

Met a hie, &c.

Myn-heer can txink—wlien trink by chance,

Myn-heer by chance can caper ;

.But Ick will not let" him's vrow go dance,

'Till fomebody pay de piper ;

/in'd if ein koopman holts min hand,

A breaks myn pipe, Ick can niet vorftond :

Met a hie, Ci c. ..

D-e-ftrange mans comes vor the fifh dat is nice.

And he looks fharp i>s donder,

Ick praife myn goods, and tak myn price-^

And fell him altinking vlounder :

He call me tief—but. Ick cry yaw, yaw,
And keeps myn hand on de gelt—come fa : '

Met 11 hie, i^c.

CORN RIGGS.

MY Patie is a lover gay.

His mind is never muddy, O.;

His breath is fweeter than new hay

—

His face is fair and ruddy, O.

His fhape is hardlome, middle fize

—

He's flately in his walking, O ;

The fhining of his een furprize

—

'Tis Jieav'n to hear him talking, O.

Laft night I met him on a bawk.

Where yellow corn was growing, O.:

There many a kindly word he ipohe.

That fet my heart a glowing, O.

He kifs'd, and vow'd he would be mine—
And loo'd me beft of ony, O ;

Which gars me like to fing finfyne,

:0,Corn Riggs are bonny, G.

Let maidens 6' a filly mind

Refufe what maift their wanting, O

—

Since we for yielding were defign'd,

Wechaftly fbould be granting, O :

Then I'll comply, and marry Pate

—

And fyne my cockernony,0 ;

lie's free to touzcl ear' or late,

Where Corn Riggs are bonny, O.

BLOW, BLOW, THOU WINTER'S WIND:

LOW, blow, thou winter's wind

—

Thou art not fo unkind

As man's ingratitude.

Thy tooth is not fa:keen,

Lecaufe thou art not feen,

Altho' thy breath be rude.

Heigh, ho ! fing, heigh, ho ! unto the green holiy,

mS. friendfliip is feigning, moft loving mere folly;

Then,heigh, ho"! the holly

—

This life, is moll jolly.

'Freeze, freeze, thou bitter fky

—

Thou doft not bite fo nigh,

As benefits forgot

:

Though thou the waters warp.

Thy fling is not lb fharp,

.As friends remember'd.BOt.
H-Jgh, ko I ?<'/
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NONE CAN' LOVE LIKE AN IRISHMAN.

THE turban'd Turk, who fcoj-ns the worW,
May ftrut about, with his whiflcers curl'd—

Keep a hundred -wives under lock and key.

For no body elfe but himfelf to fee :

Yet'lon;; may he pray with his Alcoran,

Before he can love like an Irifhman.

Before he can love like an Irifiiman—

Like an Irifhman ;

Before he can love like and Irifhman.

The gay Monfieur, a flave no more

—

The folemn Don, the foft Signior ;

The Dutch Mynheer, fo full of pride—
The Ruffian, Pruflian, Swede, befide ;

They all may do whate'er they can

—

But they'll never love like an Irifhman.

Like an Irijkman, ^c.

The London folks themfelves beguile,

And think they pleafe in a capital ftile ;

Yet let them afk, as they crofs the ftreet,

Of any young virgin they happen to meet-;

And I'm fure fhe'll fa-/, from behind her fan—
" O! there's none can love like an Irifhman!"

Like an Irijhman, &c.

FKOM NIGHT 'TILL MORN-

FROM night 'till morn I take my glafs,

In hopes to foj-get my Chloe;
From night, &c.

But as I take the pleafing draught.

She's ne'er the lefs before me :

Ah I no, no—wine cannot cure
The pain I endure for my Chloe.

To -wine I fte-w, to eafe the pain
Her beauteous ch'arms created.;

To -wine, &c.
But wine more firmly bound the chain.
And love -would not be cheated.

Ah .' no, no, ^s.

THE STREAMLET THAT FLOW'D.
^""'HE flreamlet that fiow'd round her cot,
J- All the charms of my Emily knew

;

iHow oft has its courfe been forgot.

While it paus'd her dear image to woo !

Believe me, the fond filver tide

Knew from vibence it deriv'd the fair prize.;
For, filenrly fwelling with pride.

It refledled her back to the Ikies

MA CHERE 'AMIE.

MA chere araie, my. charming fair,

Whoie fmiles cart banifh ev'ry care ;

In kind compaflion fjjiile on me,
Whofe only care is love of thee- Ma chere, fc.

Under fvveet friendfliip's facred name,
My bofomc.iught the tender flame :

May friendlhip in thy bofom be
Converted into love for me. Ma chere, L\c.

Together rear'd, tog'CtlMr grown

—

let us now unite in one :

Let pity foften thy decree—
1 droop, dear maid

—

J die'for thee. M^ chere, is'c.

SWEET BIRD.

OTILL let thy plaintive numbers flow,
*^ Sweet bird of folitude and night

;

And I will join the fong of wo2,
LTntil the morn's returning light.

With thee I Iliun the v.-orld.'s relief

Woo for row only to my breaft I

And prefs, for luxury of grief.

The thorn that will not let it refl-i

JANE OF GRISIPOLY—^zV, ' MoggyLawtherJ-

r\ HAD I Allan Ramfay's art,

^^ To fing my paffion tender.

In ev'ry line flie'd read my heart,

Such foothing ftrains I'd fend her :

Nor his, nor gentle Rizzio's aid.

To fhew, is all a folly,

Ho-w m-ach I love the charming maid.
Sweet Jane of Grifipoly.

She makes me know what all defire,

So lovely are her glances

—

Hcrmodcll air then chetks my fire.

And damps my bold advances :

Tho' fprightly as the bounding fawn,
"i^et by her conquer'd wholly—

For modefl; as the blufhing dawn
Is Jane of Grifipoly.

My fenfes fhe's bevrilder'd quite
I leem an am'rous ninny :

A letter to a friend I write—
For Sandy I fign Jenny !

Laft -Sunday, when from church -I came,
With looks demure and holy,

I figh'd, when afk'd the text to name,
" Sweet Jane of Grifipoly !"

My Jenny is no fortune great,

And lam poor and lowly—
A fig for pow'r and grand eftate.

Her perlbn I love Iblely :

From ev'ry fordid, felfifh view,
So free my heart is wholly ;

And fhe is kind as I am true

—

Sv.edt Jane of Grifipoly.

THE TRJ UMFH OF VENUS.
^Ho' Bacchus may boaft of his care-killing bowl.
And Folly in thought-drowning revels delight,

Such worfliip, alas ! hath no charms for my foul,
When fofter devotions the fenfes invite.

To the arrow of Fate, or the canker of Care,
His potions oblivious a balm may beftow

;

lint to fancy, that feeds on the charms of the fair,

The death of refledlion's the birth of all woe.

What foul that's poffefs'd of a dream fo divine,
\Vitl« riot would bid the fvveet vifion begone?

:For the tear that bedews "Senfibility's fhrine

Is -a drop of more worth than all Kacchus's tun.
The tender excefs that enamours the heart
To few is imparted—to millions deny'd :

"Tis the brain of the viftim that tempers the dart
;

And fools jeft at that, for which fages have dy 'd.

Each change and excefs hath thro'lifebeen my doom,
And well can I fptak of its joy and its ftrife ;

The bottle affords us a glimpfe thro* the gloom
But love's the true funfhine that gladdens our life.

Come, then, roiy Venus, and fpread o'er my fi^ht

Thofe magic illufions-that ravifh the foul

Awake in my breaft the foft dream of deli£;ht.

And drop from thy myrtle otie leaf in my bowl.

WHEN BIDDEN to the WAKE or FAIR.
WHEN bidden to the wake or fair.

The joy of each true hearted fwain.
When Phoebe promis'd to be there,

I loiter'd laft of all the train.

If chanc'd fome fairing caught her eye.

The ribbon gay, or filken glove,

With eager hafle I ran to buy

—

For what is gold compar'd to love ?

My pofey on her bofom plac'd

—

Could Henry fweete"- fcents exhale r

Her auburn locks my ribbon grac'd.

And flutter'd in the wanton gale.

With fcorn fhe hears me now complain—
Nor can thofe ruflic prefents move

;

Ker heart prefers a richer fwain-^

For gold, alas ! has banifh'd lovfi!
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THE TWINS OF LATONA.

THE Twins of Latona, fo kind to my boon,

Arife to paitate of the chace ;

And Sol lends a ray to chafte Dian's fair moon.

And a fmile to the fmile on her tace.

The fport I delight in—the bright queen of love

With myrtles my brow fliall adorn ;

While Pan breaks k'ta chaunter, and fculks thro'

the grove,

Excell'd by the found of the horn.

^The hounds are uncoKpUd—hozvfweet is their cry !

Tetfarfiveeter the notes of/wed Echo's reply—
Sweet Echo 1—Jweet Echo, reply .'_

Hark,forzvard ! my honics—the game is in -view ;

But love is the game 1 would -wijh to purfiie—
J would wijl-} io purfue—
1 would tvijh to purfue.

The flag from his chamber of wood'bine peeps out.

His fentence he hears in the gale ;

He ilies— till, entangl'd in fear and in doubt.

His courage and conflancy fail

:

Surrounded by foes, he prepar€s for the fray—
(Defpair taking place of his fear)

With antlers ere^ed, a while ftands at.bay-
Then furrenders his life with a tear !

The hou-nds fire uncoupled, ^(f

EUSY FLY.

BUSY, curious, thirfty fly.

Drink with me, and drink asl;

Freely welcome to my cup-
Could thou fip, and fip it up.

Make the molt of life you may-
Life is fhort and wears. away.

Both alike are mine and thine—
Hall'ning quick to their decline :

Thine's a fummer—mine no more.

Though repeated to three fcore

;

Three liore fummers, when they're gone.

Will appear as lliort as one.

WHEN ISICLES HANG :UPON the WALL
WHEN ificles hang upon the wall.

And Dick, thefliepherd, blows hjs nail,

And Tom bears logs into the hall.

And milk comes frozen home in pail

;

When blood be nipt, and ways be ioul,

Then nightly ;flngs the flaring owl.

—

Tu tfhit, tu wha—•a.fcur''.:y note !

While greafy ''Joan doth keel the pot.

When fliarp and loud the wind doth blow.

And coughing drowns the parfon's faw—
And birds fit brooding in the Ir.ov,

,

And Marian's nofc looks red and raw ;

When roafted crabs hlfs in the bov/1,

Then nightly iings the flaring ov.l

—

Tu-zuhit, iu-whu, ^c.

THE POWER OF MUSIC.

WHEN Orpheus went down to the regions be-

low,

Which men are forbidden to fee,

He tun'd up his lyre, as old hiflories fhew,

To fet his Eurydice free.

All hell was aftonifli'd a perfon fo wif?,

Should rafhly endanger his life.

And venture fo far—but how vafl fheir fur]

_ When they heard that he came for his wi

To find out a punifliment due to his fault,

Old Pluto long puzzled his brain ; ^ ^

Eut hell had not torments fufRcient he thought

So^—he gave him his wife back again !

But pity fucceeding, found place in his heart.

And (pleas'd with his playing fo well)

He took. her again, in reward ol his art—

-

Such Jjower had mulic in hell

!

rue,

THE HEAVING OF THE LEAD.

FOR England when, with fav'ring gale.

Our gallant fliip up channel fleer'd—

And fcudding under ealy fail.

The higlx blue weftern land appeared

:

To heave the lead the feaman fprung,

And to tlie pilot chearly fung—
By the deep—nine!

By the deep—nine !

To 'heave the lead, ice.

And bearing up to gain the port.

Some well-known objeft kept in view—
An abbey-tow 'r, an harbour-fort.

Or beacon to the vefTel true

;

While oft the lead the feaman flung.

And to the pilot chearly fung—
By the mark—feven!

And as tlie much-lov^d fhore we near.

With rapture we behold the roof

W here dwelt a friend, or partner dear,

Of taith and love a matchlefs proof :

The lead once more the leaman flung.

And to the watchful pilot fung

—

Qu.-irier— lefs—five ! •

Now to her birth the fhip draws nigh ;

We take in fail—^flie feels the tide :

" Stand clear the cable" is the cry

—

•" The anchor's gone, we fafely ride."

The watch is fet, .and thro' the night,

We hear the feaman, with delight,

Proclaim—'" all!s well!"

DONALD, OF DUNDEE.

YOUNG Donald is tTieWitheft lad

That e'er made love to me ;

Whene'er he's by my heart is glad,

He feems fo gay and free :

Then on his pipe he plays fo fweet,

And in his plaid he looks fo neat,

It cheers my foul at eve to meet
Young Donald of Dundee.

Whene'er I gang to yonder grove,

Young Sandy follows me ;

And fain he wants to be my love—
But, ah ! it canno' be ;

Tho' mither frets both foon and late,

For me to wed this youth I hate,

There's none need hope to gain young'Kate,

But Donald of Dundee.

•When laft: we rang'd the banks of Tay,

The ring he fhew'd to me ;

And bade me name the bridal day-
Then happy would he be ;

I ken the youth will aye prove kind

;

Na mair my mither will I mind

—

Mefs John to me fhall quickly bind,

Young Donald of Dundee.

THE ALL OF LIFE IS LOVE.

''HEN firft this humble roof I knew,
With various cares I ftrove,

My grain was fcarce, my.fheep were few,

My all of life was love.

By mutual toil our board was drefs'd.

The fprlng our drink beftow'd ;

But when her lip the brim had prefs'd.

The cup with nedtar flow'd.

Content and peace, the dwelling Ihar'd,

No other guelt came *iigh.

In them was giv'n (tho' gold was fpar'dj

What gold could never buy.

No value has a fplendid lot,

But has the means to prove,

That frum the caftle to the cot,

The All of Life is Lovie.
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Green grow the Rallies—O.

There's nought but care on ev'ry hand,

In ev'ry hour that paffes—O,
What fignifies the life of man,

If t'were not for the lafles—O.

Green grow the rafhes—O,
Green grow the raphes—O,
The blytheft hours I ever fpenc.

Were fpent among, the lafles- O.

The worldly wife will riches prize,

And riches ftill may fly them—O,
And if at laft they grafp them faft,

Their hearts cannot enjoy them— O. Chorus,

Give me a happy hour at e'en,

My arms about my deary—O,
And wardly cares and warldly men,
May all gang tapfey tiney—O. Chorus.

All ye fo wife that fneer at this,

Ye're nought but fenfelefs afles—O.
The wifeft man the warld e'er faw,

He dearly lov'd the lafTes—O. Chorus.

Auld nature fwears the lonely dears,

Her nobleft work fhe claffes— O,
Her 'prentic'd hand fhe try'd on man,
And then ihe made the lafles—O. Chorus.

Bums,

Poor Tom Bowling.

HERE, a (heer hulk lies poorTom Bowling,
The darling of our crew ;

No more he'll hear the tempefl; howling,
For Denth has broach'd him too ;

His form was ot the manliefl: beauty—
His heart was kind and foft

;

Faithful below he di:i his duty,

And now he's gone aloft.

Tom nev«r from his word departed
;

His virtues were fo rare.

His friends were many, and true hearted—
His Poll was kind and fair

;

And then he'd fing ib blithe and jolly.

Ah ! many's the time and oft

;

But mirth is turn'd to melancholy

—

For Tom is gone aloft.

Yet flnall poor Tom find pleafant weather.
When HE who all commands

Shall- give, to call life's crew together.

The wor-d—to pipe, all hands !

Thus Death, whq kings and tars difpatch^s.

In vain poor Tom has doff 'd ;

For tho' his body's under hatches,

His foul is gone aloft. Dihdin.

The Tar for all Weathers.

ISAIL'D from the Downs in the Nancy ;

My jib ! how it fmack'd thro' the breeze!
She's a vefl"el as tight to my fancy.

As ever iail'dihro' the fait feas :

Then adieu to the white cliffs of Britain,

Our girls, and our dear native fhore;

For if fome hard rock we Ihould fplit on.

We fliall never fee them any more :

But failors were born for all weathers.
Great guns let it blow high, blow low;

Our duty keeps us to our tethers.

And where the gale drives we muft go>

When we enter'd the Gut of Gibraltar,

I verily though fhe'd have funk
;

For the v.'ind then began to fo alter.

She yaw'd juft as tho'f fhe'd been drunk :

The i'quall tore the main-fail to ihivers

—

Helm a-weather, the hoarfe boatfwain cries

;

Bi'ace thefore-fail athwart— fee, fhe quivers,

As rhro' the rough tempeft fhe flies.

Bn-t faihrs, Ss'f.

The florm came on thicker and fafter.

As black juft as pitch was the fky ;

When truly a doleful difafter

Befell three poor failors and I

:

Ben Bluntline, Sam Shroud, and Dick Handfail,
By a blaft that came furious and hard.

Thus while we were furling the main-fail.

Were ev'ry foul fwept fr&m the yard :

But failors, &Ci

Poor Ben, Sam and Dick, crp'd pecavi,—
As for I, at the rifk of my neck,

While they funk down in peace to Old Davy,
Caught a rope, and fo landed on deck ;

Well, what would you have? we were ftranded

—

And out ot a fine jolly crew,
Of three hundred that fail'd, never landed,

But I, and (I think) twenty-two !

'Butfailors, iSc

After thus we at fea had mifcarry'd.
Another guefs way fat the wind

;

For to England I came and got marry 'd

To a lafs that was comely and kind :

But whether for joy or vexation.
We know not for what we are born ;

Perhaps I may find a kind Ration —
Perhaps 1 may touch at Cape Horn.

Sailors, fJ'c

Bibdin..
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• IVhile the Lads of the Village.

WHILE the lads of ihe village fliaU merrily, all!

Sound the tabors, I'll hand thee along.

And I fay unto thee, that verrily, ah !

Thou and' I will be firft in the throng.

'Juft then when the fwain who lift year won the

. dovv'r,

With hi-s mate' fh all the fports h^ve beirun,

"When the fay voice of gladnels refounds irom each

bow'r,

And thou long'ft in thy heart to make one.

While the lads, &c.

'

Thofe joys that are haTmlefs, what mortal can

blame .'

'Tis my maxim that youth fhould be free ;

And to prove that my words and my deeds are the

fame.

Believe me thou fiialt prefentlv fee.

- Quaker. ' WhUe th hds, &'i:-

Let's be jovial.

T* ET's be iovial, fill our crlafTes,

J—/ Madnefs"'tis for us to thint

How the world's rul'd'by affes,

And the wife are fway'd by chink. Fa, la, ra.

Then never let vain cares opprefs us,

Riches are to them a fnare ;

We'er ev'ry one as rich as Craefus,

While our bottle drowns our care. Fj, la, ra.

Wine will mate us red as rofes.

And our forrows quite forget

;

Come, let's fuddle all our nofes.

Drink ourfelvcs quite out of debt. Va, la, ra.

When grim Death is looking for us,

We are toping at our bowls,

Bacchus joining in the chorus,

Death, be gone, here's none but fouls. Fa,la,ra.

Godlike Bacchus thus commanding.
Trembling Death away fhall fly

;

Ever after underftanding

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

In fultry Climes.

N fultry climes long doom'd to roam,

My Edward dares the raging fea,

And leaves, with troubled heart, a home,
Solac'd by tendeinefs and me-—

Tho' torn by ruthlofs fate away.

Yet ftiU within my throbbing breaft,

He lives unrivall'd all the day,

Nor quits my pillow when I reft.

Be thou, fond youth, as conftant too,

And in a tender bofom wear
The image that will prove thee true,

A.nd mindful of Olivia's care :

The abfcence then we both deplore.

Our prefent forrow fhall requite;

!Nor you can never doubt me more.

Nor I-miftruft the love you plight.

Now Phcebus finketh in the Weft.

NOW Phoebus finketh in the wefl,

Welcome fong, and welcome jeft;

Midnight Ihouis and revelry,

Tipfy dance and jollity :

Braid your locks with rofy twine,

Dropping odours, dropping wine.

Braid your locks with rofy twine,

Dropping odours, dropping wine.

Rigour now is gone to bed.

And Advice with fcrup'lous head ;

Strift Age, and four Severity,

With their grave faws in-flumbers lie.

With their, ^e.

Black Ey'd Sufaa.

\ T-L in the Downs the fleet was moor'd,
^*- The flreamers waving in (he wind,

\S hen black ey'd Sufan came on board ;

Oh! where fhall i my true love find?

Tell me, ye jovial failors, tell me (rue,

If my Iweet William fails among your crew !

William, who high upon the yard,

Rock'd by the billows to and fro,

Soon as her well-known voice he heard,

He figh'd and call his eyes belo'.v ;

The cords glide fwiftly thro' his glowing hand«^

And quick as lightning on the deck he Hands.

So the fweet lark, high poisM in air,

Shuts clofe his pipions to his breaft,

11 chance hi& mate's fhriil c-all he hear.

And drops ai e-nce into her neft.

The nobleft captain in the Britifh fleet

"flight envy William's lips thofe kiffes fweet.

-" O, Sufan, Sufan, lovely dear,

" My vows Ihall ever true remain;
" Let me kils off that falling lear^

" \'Ve only j-)art to meet again.

" C'fiange a« ye lift, ye winds, my heart fhall "be

" ihe lai(hful compafs that ftill points to thee.

" Believe not what tlie landmen fay,

" Who tempt with doubts (hy conftant mind;
" They'll tell thee, failors when away

" At ev'ry port a miftrefs find :

" Yes, yes, believe them when they tel! thee fo—
" For thou artprefent vchereloe'er I go.

" If to fair India's coaft we fail,

" Thy eyes are feen in diamond's bright ;

" Thy breaih is Afric's Ipicy gale

—

' Thy Ikin is ivory fo white :

' Thus ev'ry be.^uteous objeifl that I view
" Brings to my mind fome charm 'of lovely Sue.

" Tho' battle calls me from thy arms,

" Let not my pretty Sufan mourn
;

" Tho' cannons roar, yet free fromiiarms
" William fhall to his dear return :

" Love turns afide the balls that round me fly,

" Left precious trars fhould drop from Sufan'seye."

The boatfwain gave the dreadful word—
The fails their fvi^elling bofom fpread

;,

No longer muft fine flay on board :

They kifs'd—flie figh'd—he hung his head.

Her lefs'ning boat unwillinc; rows to land ,

" Adieu !" fhe cry'd-~and wav'd her lily hand.

Gay.

Oh! howfhalM
|H 1 how fhall I in language weak,

My ardent paffion tell ;

Or form my fali'ring tongue to fpeak

That cruel word farewell !

Farewell—but know, tho' thus we part.

My thoughts can never ftray ;

Go where I will, my conftant heart

Muft with my charmer ftay.

The Defart of Wildnefs.

''"P'lS in vain for fuccour calling—
J- Hope no more my bofom chears !

Cruel fate that blifs appalling,

With her fcroU of joylefs years.

Come, defpair and diftradlion confound me !

Add ftill to my life's wretched load ;

And while your mix'd horrors furround me,

Jhis Defart of Wildiief* fball be my-abodel
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The Ploughmao.

I
That once was a Floughman a lailcr am now :

No lark, that aloft in the fky,

Ever flutter'd his wings to give Ipee : to the plough.

Was io gay and fo careleis as I :

But my friend was a carfindo aboard a king's fliipi

And he ax'd me to go juft to fea for a trip
;

'

And he talk'd of fuch things

As if failors were were kings
;

And fo teazing did keep,

And io teazing did keep,

Till I left my poor plough to go ploughing the deep
No longer the horn

Call'd me up in the morn—
No longer the horn
Call'd me up in themorn

;

I trufled to the carfindo and the incoiiftant wind,
Thai made me lor to go and leave my dear behind.

I did not much like for to be aboard a ftiip,

When in danger there's no door to creep out

;

I lik'd the jolly lars, I lik'd boinbo and flip,

But I did not like rocking about :

Bye and bye came a hurricane— 1 did not like that;

Next a battle, that many a failor lay'd flat :

Ah! cry'd I, who would roam,
That, like me, had a home !

Where I'd fow and I'd reap

—

Where I'd fow and I'd reap ;

Eve I left my poor plough to go plough in the

deep ;

When fo fweetly the horn
Call'd me up in the morn—
When fo fvjeetly the horn
Call'd me up in the morn ;

Ere I trutted to the carfindo and the inconftant

wind.

That made me for to ^o and leave my dear behind.

At laft fafe I landed, and in a whole flcin—

Nor did I make any Ion? ftay.

Ere I found out my friend,who I ax'd for my kin

—

" Father's dead, and your wife ran away :"

Ah ! who but thyfelf, faid 1, haft thou to blame

—

Wives lofing their hufbands, oft lole their good
name :

,

Ah ! why did I roam ?

When, fo happy at home,
I could fow and could reap.—

I could fow and could reap

—

Ere I left my poor plough to go plough in the

deep ;

When fo fweetly the horn
Call'd me up in the morn ;

When fo fweetly the horn
Call'd me up in the morn ;

Curfe light upon the carfindo and the inconftant

wind.

That made' me for to go and leave my dear behind.

Why if that be the cafe, faid this very fame friend,

And you ben't no more minded to roam,

Gif's a fhake 61 the fift—^all your care's at an end,

Dad's alive, and your wife's fafe at home :

Stark flaring with joy, I leapt out of my fkin—
Bufs'd my wife, mother, lifter, and all of my kin :

Now, cry'd I, let them roam,
Who want a good home :

I am well— fo I'll keep
;

I am well— fo I 11 keep ;

Nor again leave my plough to go plough in the

deep :

Once more fhall the horn

Call me up in the morn—
Once more fhall the horn

Call rae up in the morn ;

Nor fhall any damn'd carfindo, nor the inconftant

wind.

Ere tempt me for to go and leave my. dear behind.

Women, War, and Wine.
T> ATTLE firft my foul employs,
•'-' Next comes love with all its tofs,
And liquor crowns my daily joys.
Next comes love with all i-ts toys.

Give me, then, ye powers divine.

Give me women, v/ar, and wine,
Give me women, charming women,
Give me women, war, and wine.

Battle makes me madly vain,

Love pops in and cools the flame,
But liquor makes me mad again,
Love pops in and cools the flame.

Give me, then, &e.

Let me fight and never fly,

Let me love and never figh,

Let me drink until [ die.

Let me love unci! I die.

Give me, (ken, &c.

Nannv—O.

'HILE fome for pleafure pawn their health,
'Twixt Lais and the Bagnio,

I'll fave mylelt, and without 'fteahh,

Kifs and carefs my Nanny—O.
She bids tnore fair t'engage a Jove
Then Leda did or Danae—O :

Were I to parnt the queen of lov e

None elfe fhould fit but Nanny

—

How joyfully my fpirits rife.

When dancing fhe moves finely—Q,
I guels what heaven is by her eyes,

Which fparkle io divinely O.
Attend my vow, ye God.«, M'hile I

Breathe in the bleft Britantiia,

None's happinefs I fhall envy.

As long's ye grant me Nanny—O.

CHORUS.
My bonny, bonny Nanny— O,
My lovely charrning Nanny— O.
I care not tho' the world fhould know
How dearly I love Nanny—O.

Wheii I was a young one.

TX7"HEN I was a young one, what girl was like

' * me !

So wanton, fo airy, and brifk as a bee ?

I tattled, I rambled, I laugh'd, and when e'er

A fiddle was hcartl— to be lure I was tliere.

To all that came near I had fomething to fay ;

'Tw-as this, fir, and that fir, but fcarce ever nay ;

And Sundays, drefs'd out in my filk and my lace,

i warrant I flood by the beft in the place.

At twenty I got me a hufljand, poor man !

Well, reft him—we all are as good as we can I

Yet he was fo peevifli, he'd quarrel for ftraws.

And jealous—tho' truly I gave him lome caufe.

He fcubbM me, and huff 'd me ; but, let me alone,

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

Ye wive.'., take the hint, and when fpoufe is iin-

tow'rd,

Stand firm to your charter, and have the lail word.

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

I'm not what I was twenty fummers ago :

This Time's afore foe; there's no fhunning his

dart

;

However I keep up a pretty good, heart.

Grown old, yet I hate to be fitting mum cHance ;

I ftill love a tune, tho' unable to dance ;

And, books of devotion laid by on th-^ fhelf.

I teach that to others I once did myfelf-
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The Piper.

A PIPER. Ap th^ meadows ftraying,

Met a fi-inple.maid a maying ,

''-''aight he won her heart by playing,

Fal de ral de ral de ral lal la la la.

Wadded, foon each note grew teazing,

,Fal de ral de ral de ral lal la la la.

His pipe had loft the pow'r of pleafing.

Fal de ral de., &c.

'Wed'.oclc's lav.'s are hard and griping

—

Women fretful arts are ripe in :

Twas his wife that fpoil'd his piping;,

Fal de ral de, &c.

Her flirill notes mar'd ev'ry fonnet,

Fal de ral de, &c.

And cruih'd his pipe, depend upon ii,

_Fal de ral de, 'Sic.

Silly wives too Inte difcover

When the honey moon is over—
Hufh grows ev'ry piping lover,

Fal de ral de. &c.
" Zounds, why tea^c morn, noon, and ni^ht now ?

Fal de ral de, &c.
" Your pipe, my dear, is ou,t of tune now.'"

Tal de ral de, &c.

The happy Fellow.

WITH my jug in one hand, and my pipe in the

other,

I'll drink to my neighbour and friend ;

My cares in a whiff of tobacco I'll i'mother,

Since life I know fhortly muft end :

'While Ceres moii kindly refills my brown jug
With good ale, I v.'ill make myfelf mellow ;

In my old wicker chair I will leat mylelf fnug,

Like a jolly and true hearted fellow.

1 ne'er trouble my head with the cares ot the nation,

I've enough of my own for to mind ;

For the cares of this life are but grief and vexation,

To death we muft all be confign'd :

Then 'I laugh, drink and fmoke, and.leave nothing

to pay,

But drop, like a. pear that-is mellow ;

And when cold in my cofEn, I'll leave them to fay,

He's gone—w'hat a hearty good fellow '

Sweet Poll of Plymouth.

SWEET Poll of Plymouth was my dear,i

When forc'd from her to go,

Adown her cheeks rain'd many a tear,;

My heart was fraught with woe.
Our anchor weigh'd, for 'fea we flood,

The land we left behind
;

My tears then fwell'd the briny flood,

My fighs increas'd the wind.

We pilough'd the deep; and now between
Us lay the ocean wide :

^For five long years I had not feen

My fweet, my bonny bride

That time I fail'd the world around,

All for my true love's fake ;

But prefs'd as we were homeward bound—
J. thought my heart would break.

The prels-gang bold I afk'd in vain.

To let me go on fliore;

I long'd to fee my Poll again,

But faw my Poll no more.
" And have they torn my love away?

'• And is he gone ?" ftie cry'd :

My Polly, Iweeteft flow'r of May

—

tjhe languifti'd—droop'd—aud dy'd. J

Com6, come my jolly Lads.
Sung in the Pantomime of ^ RfbinfonCriifts.'

COME, come my jolly lads

The wind's abaft,

Erifk gales our fails (hall crovjd ;

Bome b'lftle, buftle, buftle, boys,

Haul the boat

;

The boatfwain pipes aloud.:

The (hip's unmoor'd.
All hands on board

;

The rifing gale

Fills ev'ry fail;

The fhip's well man'd and ftor'd.

Then (ling the flowing bowl—

.

P'ond hopes arile

—

The girls we prize

Shall blefs each jovial foul :

The can, boys, bring

—

We'll drink and fing.

While foaming billows roll.

Tho' to the Spanifh coaft 5

We're bound to fteer,

We'll ftill our rights maintain ;

Then boar a hand, be fteady, boys.

Soon w e'U i'ee

Old England once a^ain :

F'rom fhore to fhore,

While cannons i-oar.

Our tars (hall fhew
The haughty foe,

Britannia rules the main.

Thejijling fhe flo-cving vorul, b~&

Whilft with Village Maids.

WHILST with village maids I ftray.

Sweetly wears the joyous day,

Whilft with village maids Iltray,

Sv;eetly wears the joyous day,

Chtarful glows my artlefs breaft.

Mild content the conftant gueft

;

Chearful glows my artlefs breaft.

Mild content the conftant gueft ;

Sweetly, fweetly wears the joyous day,

Whilft with village maids I ftray.

Rijina- Sweetly
, fweetly , feV.

Ah ! feek to know.

AH' feek to know what place detains

The objeft of my care,

IT yet his breaft unchsng'd remain,

- And I his objeft fliare.

Tell me if e'er he gently fighs,

At mention of my name —
If e'er his tender paffions rife;

His lips the truth proclaim.

Donald.

"TTTTIEN firft you courted me,

VV I own I fondly favour'd you ;

Appareiit worth and high renown.

Made me believe you true, Donald :

Each virtue then-feem'd to adorn

The man efteem'd by me ;

But now the mafk is thrown off,

I fcorn to wafle one thought on thee, Donald.

then for ever hafte away !

Away from love and me !

Go feek a heart that's like your own.

And come no more to me, Donald

:

For I'll referve myfelf alone,

For one that's more like me
;

If fuch a one I cannot find,

1 flj from love and thee, Donald-
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When rae fancy-ftirring Bowl.

TT^HEN the fancy-ftirring bowl
» • Wakes its world of pleafure.

Glowing vifions gild mj foul.

And life's an-endlefs treafure:

Mem'ry decks my wafted heart
Frefti with gaydefires;

Rays divine my fenfes dart.

And kindling hope infpires.

Then vuho'd be grave,
fpken rvi-ne canfave

The heaviefifoulfromJinking %

And magic grapes

Give angelJhapes

To ev'ry girl we're drinking.

Here fweet benignity and love

Shed their influence round me ;

Gather'd ills ot life remove,
And leave me as they found me;

Tho' my head may fwim, yet true

Still to Nature's feeling,

•Peace and beauty fwim there too,

And rock me as I'm reeling.

Then who'd he grave, IS^.

On youths foft pillow, tender truth

Her penfive leffon taught me ;

Age foon moct'd the dream of youth.

And wifdom wak'd and caught me ;

A bargain, then, with love I knock'tl,

To hold the pleafant gipfy ;

When wife, to keep my bofom lock'd

—

But turn the key when tipfey.

Ihen who'd he grave, i^c-

When time affuagVi my heated heart,

The grey-beard, blind and fiinple,

Forgot to cool one little part,

lull flufh'd by Lucy's dimple :

That part's enough of beauty's type,

To warm an honeft fellow ;

And though it touch me not when ripe,

It melts me flill when mellow.
Then who'd he grave, IS-c.

Life's a voyage we all declare,

With fcarce a port 'to hide in;

It may be lb to pride or care

—

That's not a fca to ride in :

Here floats my foul, till fancy's eye

Her realms of bliis difcover —
Bright worlds that fair in profpcdt lie

To.him that's half-fe^s over.

Ihcn zvho'd he grave, Ifc.

Capt- Morris-

Aiiacreon.

'T'O Anacreon in heaven,where he fat In full glee,

A few fons of harmony fent a petition,

That he their infpirer and patron would be-
When this aufwer arriv'd from the jolly oldGre-

Voice, fiddle, and flute, [cian :

No longer be mute

—

I'll lend you my name, and infpire ye to boot

;

And, befides, I'll inftruft you, like me, to entwine
The myrtle of Venus withBacchus's vine.

The news thro' Olympus immediately flew,

When oldThunder pretended to give himfelfairi.
If thefe mortals are fuffer'd theirlcheme to purfue.
The devil a goddefs will ftay above flairs :

Hark—already they cry.

In tranfport ofjoy,
" Away to the fons ofAnacreon we'll fly ;

•' And there with goodfellows we'll learn to entwine
" The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine."

The yellow-hair'd god and his nine fufty maids
From Hellicon's banks will incontinent flee

;

Idalia will boaft but of tenantlefs fliades,

And the biforked hill a mere delert will be.

My thunder, no fear on't,

Shall foon do its errand.

And d—n me.rilfwinge the ring-leadersl warrant;
I'll trim the young dogs for daring to twine
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine.

Apollo rofe up —and faid prythee ne'er quarrell.

Good king of the gods, with my vot'ries below :

Your thunder is ufelefs. Then ftiewing his laurel,

Cried_^i; evitahilefulmen, you know !

"Then over each head
The laurel. I'll fpread— [dread ;

So my fons from your crackers no mifchief fliall

Whilft fnug in their club-room they jovially twine
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine.

Next Momus got up, with his rifible.phiz.

And fwore with Apollo he'd cheerfully join :

7'he full tide ot harmony ftill fliall^je his—
But the fong, and the catch, and the laugh fhall

Then Jove be not jealous [be mine.
Of thefe hearty fellows,

Cry'd Jove—" we relent, fince the truth you now
tell us

;

And fwear by oldStyx.that they long {hall entwine
'1 he myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine."

Ye fons of Anacreon, then, join hand in hand—
Preferve unanimity, friendfliip and love :

Tis yours to fupport what's fo happily plan'd

;

You've the faniflion ol gods and the fiat of Jove.
Whilethus we agree.

Our toaft let it be

—

" May our club flourifli happy, unitejd aad free ;"

And long may the fons of Anacreon entwine
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine.

R- Tomlinftiii, E/a.
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Bachelor's Hall.

TO Bachelor's Hall ue good tellows invite,

To partake of ihe chace that makes up our

delight :

We have fpirits like fire, and of health fuch a flock,

That our puH'e flrikes the feconds as true as a clock.

Did you fee us, you'd fv\ear, as we mount with a

grace,

That'Di.ana had duLb'd fomc new pnds of the chace.

JIark atuay I hark arvny !—all Nature looks gay ;

And Aurora -cAth fm'ilcs tiJJicrs in ihc bright day-

Dick Thickiet came mounted upon a.fine black,

A better fleet gelding ne'ei hunter did back ;

Tom Trig rode a bay full of mettle and bone ;

And gayly Bob Buxem rode proud on a roan ;

But the horfe of all horfes, that rival'd the day.

Was the Squire's Neck-or-nothing, and that was a

grey.

Hark a-jjay ! hark away ! while ourfpirits an gay.

Let's drink to thejoys of the next CQming day.

Then for hounds— there was Nimble, fo well that

climbs rocks
;

And Cock-nofe, a good one at fcentjng a fox ;

Little Plunge, like. a mole, v. ho will ferret and
and fe4rch ;

And beetle-brow'dHawk's eye, fo dead at a lurch ;

Young Sly-locks, that fcents the ftrong breeze from
the fouth,

And mufical Echo-well, with his deep mouth.

Hark away, &c-

Our horfes thus all of the very beft blood,

"Tis not likely you'll eafily find fuch a flud ;

And for hounds, our opinions with thoufands we'll

back,

That all Ireland throughout can't produce fuck a
pack.

Thus having defcrib'd our dogs, horfes and crew,

Away we.fet off, for the fox is in view.

Hark away, &C'

Sly Reynard's brought homejWhil'e the horns found
a call,

And now you'r all welcome to Bachelor's-Hall

;

The fav'ry lirloin grateful fmokes on the board.

And Bacchus pours wine from his favourite hoard.

Come on, then, do honour to this jovial place,

And enjoy the fweet pleafures that fpringfrom the

chafe. Hark away, &c.
Dihdin-

The Banks of Tweed.
ALL on the pleafant Banks of Tweed,

Young Jockey won my heart,

He tun'd fo fweet his oaien reed,

None lung with half fuch art.

His fkilful tale

Did foon prevail

To make me fondly love him, . /
But now he hies,

Nor heeds my cries—

I wifli I ne'er had feen him.

When firft me met., the bonny fwain

Of nought but love could fay,

"Oh! give" he cry 'd, " that heart jgain
'" Which you have ftole away

;

" Or eile incline

" To give me thine

" And I'll together join them ;

" My faithful heart,

.

" Will never part,"

Ah ! why did I believe him ?

Then all ye maidens fly the fwain,

His wily ftories fhun,

Elfe you, like me, may foon com.plainj

Like me will be undone.

But peace, tny breaft,

Nor break my reft,

I'll try quite to forget hin;,

For I m-ay fee

As good as he

—

And wifli I ne'er had feen him.

Poor JacV.

GO patter to lubbers and fwabs, do you fet^

'Bout danger and fear, and the like
;

A tight water boat and good fea room give me,
. And it en't to a little I'll flrike : [fhould fmite,

Tho' the tem].eft top-gallant-niaft fmack-fmooih
And (hi.er each Ipiinter of wood, [thing tight,

Clear the wreck, flow the yards, and bowie every

And under reef 'd forefail v.e'U feud.

Avaft I nor don't tiling me a milk-fop fo foft.

To be taken for trifles a-back
;

For they fay there's a Providence fits up aloft.

To keep watch for the lite of Poor Jack.

Why, I heard our good chaplain palaver one day,

'Bout fouls—heaven—mercy—and fuch ;

And, my timbers ! what lingo he'd coil and belay !

Why, 'twas juft all as one as hieh Dutch !

But he laid, how a fparrow can't • lunder d'ye fee,

Without oders that come dov\n below ;

Anri many fuch things—which prov'dclearl/ tome
That Providence takes us in tow ;

For, fays he, do ye mind me, let ftorms e'er fo oft

Take the top lifts of failors aback,

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 laft we weigh'd anchor for fea)

What argufies fniv'ling, and piping your eye?
Why, what a damn'd fool you muft be :

Don't you fee the world's wide, and there's room
for us all—

•

Both for feamen arid lubbers afliore
;

Arid if to old Davy I 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 fhould be, ev'ry inch,

All as one as a piece of the fhip—
With her brave the world v ithout oft'ringto flinch

From the moment the anchor's a trip.

As to me, in all weathers, all times, tides and end^.

Nought's a trouble, from duty that fprings;

My heart is r.-iy Poll's, and my rhino my friend'*—
And as for my life - 'tis my king's !

E'en when my time's come, ne'er believe me fofoft,

As with grief to be taken a- back ;—
That fame little cheiub that fits up aloft

Will look out a good birth for Poor Jack.

Dildin-

He that v;ill not merry, merry be.

TTE that will not merry, merry be,
-••-- With a gen'rous bowl and a toaft,

May he in bridewell be Ihut up,

And fait bound to a poll :

Let him le merry merry iJiere,

And we II le merry here .

Por who can kiow -where zvejliall ge.

To be merry another year ?

He tha^ will not merry, merry be.

And take his glafs in courfe,

May he be 'blig'd to drink fmall-beer.

Ne'er ajsenny in his puife.

Ltt-him, he merry, £^c.

He that will.not merry, merry be.

With a comp'ny of jolly boys.

May he be plagu'd with a fcolding wife.

To confound him with her noife.

Lei Jiim he merry, &«•

He that will not merry, merry be.

With his miitrefs in his bed.

Let him be lay'd in yon church-yard,

And I put in his Head.

Ztt kirn k mrrj, ©'*•



THE CHARMS OF MELODY. i^

The Mulberry Tree.

BEHOLD this fair goblet
—

'twas carv'd from
the tree,

W hich, oh ! my fweet Shakefpear, was planted by

thee :

As a relic I kifs it, and bow at thy flirine ;

What comes from ih/ hand muft be e^el• divine.

AllJhattyield to the Malterry Tree ;

' Bend to thee,

Blejs d Nhdbcvy I

M-atchlefi was he

M'^io plar.te.i the—
And thou^ like Jihfi, immortal JJxill be

Ye trees of the toreft, fo rampant and high,

Who fjiread round your branches, whofe heads

fweep the (ky

;

Ye curious exotics, whom tafte has brought here

To root out the natives, at prices fo dear.

; AllJmII yield, &c.

The oak is held royal— is Britain's great boaft—
Preferv'd once our king, and will always ourcoaft:

Of ,the fir we make fhips ; there are thoulands that

/ fight

—

Biit one, only one, lik cmr Shakefj>ear can write.

AllJ^all yield, &c.

Let Venus delight in iier gay myrtle bow'rs—
Pomona in fruit trees—and Flora in flow'rs;

The garden of Shakefpear all fancies will fuit,

Witk.the fweeteft of flow'rs, and the faireft of

fruit. AllJhall yield, &c-

With learning and knowledge the well letter'd

birch

Supplies law and phyfic, and grace for the church-,

But law and tfie gofpel in Shakefpear we find-

He gives the beft phjfic for body and mind.

AllJmU 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 Shakefpear is Hill more divine.

AllJhallyield, ^c^

As the genius of Shakefpear outfliines the bright

day,

More rapture than whie to the heart can eonvey ;

So the tree which he planted, by making his own,
Has the laurel and bays, and the vine all in one.

' AllJhall yield, &c.

Then each take a relic of this hollow tree.^

From folly and faftiion a charm let it be.

Let's fill to the Planter the cup to the brim-
To honour your country^ do honour to him.

AllJhall yield, Sfc

Let Fame found her Trumpet.

LET Fame found her trumpet, and cry to the
"war ;

Let glory, let glory re-echo the ftrain :

• The full tide of honour may flow from the fear.
And heroes may fmile, may fmile at their pain

;

The treafures of autumn let Bacchus difplay.
And ftagger about with his bowl ;

-

On Science l«t Sol beam the luftreof dav,

And Wifdom give life to the foul.

Let India unfold her rich gems to my view,
Each virtue, each virtue, each joy to improve-

But, give me the friend that I know to be true
And the fair that I tenderly, tenderly love.

What's glory but pride ? a vain bubble is fame,
And riot's tlie pleafure of wine :

What's riches but trouble ? and title's a name,
Eut Friendflilp and Love are divine.

The Stay Maker.

GAD-a-inercy

—

devil's in me—
411 the danifels wift to win me ;

All the darafels, all the damfe'.s vvifli to win me;
Like a may-pole round me clulter,

Hanging -garland, fufs and flufter,

Lilting, CHj)'ririg, gri lining, fniiiking,

Pouting, bobliint^, w inkiti^, jfrkirig',

Cocking bills up, chins u[) perking;

Kates anil i.ettics.

Polls and Lillys—
All Mere doaiing, genilo creatures,

On thefe fcaiilrcs.

To their aprons all would pin me.
Gad-a mercy—devil's in me

—

All the ladies u ifli to win me.

Pretty damfeh— ugly dam-feU— Hack hair'd damjch
red hair'd damfcL—Jix fwt damfcis -^^ three Jwt

damfeh—pals fac'd dumftU—pUm:]) facd d.,mfels~~

fmalllcgd da?nfch— thick leg d darnjih—dainty dam •

fd;—'dczudy damfeh—pretty, ugly, ilaek hair d, Jix-

foot, three foot, poJe-fac'd, plump fac'd, Jmall leg'd,

thick-lcg'd. dowdy ;duinty-^all run, all run, after tne-,

Jir :

For whenpretty feUo7vs we,

Pretty maids arefrank andfret;
Arefravk andfree.

Gad-a-mercy—devil's in me
All the ladies wifh to wifli me ;

All the ladies, all the ladies wife to win me ;

For their flays taking meafure

—

Taking meafure, oh \ the pUalure ;

Taking meafure, taking meafave.
Oh I the pleafure.

Oh ! fuch ten'pting looks they give me,
W^ifhing of ray heart to nim me

—

Pat and cry^" you devil. Jemmy."
Pretty Indies—ugly ladies, C'c.

A Sailor's Life at Sea.

WHEN the anchor's weigh'd, and the Hiip's

unmoord.
And landlmen lai< behind, fir;

The failor joyful fkips aboard.

And, Iwearing, prays for a wind, fir -.

Tozving here—y^hoing there—
Steadily readily, cheerily, merrily ;

Stillfrom care and thinkingJhe—
Is afailpr's lij'e atfea.

When we fail with a frefh'ning breeze.
And landimen all grow fick, fir.

The failor lolls with his mind at eafe.

And the fong and the can go quick, fir :

Laughing here—quaffing there—Jhadily, &c.

When the wind at night whiftles o'er the deep,
And fings to laridfmen dreary,

The iailor fearlefs goes to fleep,

Or takes his watch moft cheery:

Boozing here —fnoozing there—ftadily
, &c.

When the fky grows black, and the wind blows
hard,

And landfmen fcullt be!ow, fir,

Jack mounts up to the topftil ya.-d,

And turns his quid as he goes, fir :

Haw.'ir.g here— iawlitig there, &c-

When the foaming waves run mountains hish.
And landlmen cry, " all's gcr^s," fir,

And the failor hangs 'twist lea and iky,

And jokes with Davy Tones, fir ;

Dajhing here— cUfnir.g there—feadi'Ly, Qfc

When the fhip (d'ye fee) becomes a wreck,
And landfmen hoift the boat, fir.

The failor fcorns to quit the deck, Pj
W hile a fingle plank's a-float, fir :

Swearing here- teavir.g thert—Jmd'Jy, &«'
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Bright Phoebus.

BRIGHT riioebus lias mounted her chariot of

And the horns and the hounds call each fportfman

away,

Thro' woods and thro' meadows with fpeed now
they bound,

While health, vofy health, is in exercife found.

Hark atvay. hark arvay,hark away is the word to the

found o_f the horn.

And echo, llithc echo—whUJi echo, llith echo makes

jovial the tnorH'

Each hill and each valley isi lovely to view,

While pufs fl-ies the covert, and dogs quick purfue;

Behold where fhe flies o'er the wide fp reading plaii.,

While the loud op'ning packjiuvfue her amain.

'/Hark away, &C'

At length pufs is caught, and lies panting for breath,

And thefhoutof thehuntl'man's iheiignal of death;

.No joys can delight lite the fports of the field,

To nuntin^ all paftimes and pleasures jnuft yield.

^JHark a-iiay, (3c-

When on Board our trim Veflel.

WHEN on board our trim' veffel we joyoufly

fail'd.

While the glafs circled round with full glee.

King and country to give, my old friend never fail'd

And the toaft was foon tofs'd off by me :

.Billows might dafli.

Lightnings might flafh,

'Twas the fame to us both when at fca.

If a too pow'rful foe in our tract did but, pafs,

We refolv'd both to live and die free :

C^ick we number'd her guns and for each took a
glafs,

Then a broadfide we gave her with three :

Cannons might roar,

Echo'd from fhore,

'Twas the, fame to us both when at fca.

O dear, what can the matter be.

O'
)jH ! dear, what can the matter be?

Oh I what can the matter be ?

Dear ! what can the matter' be ? .

Johnny's fo long at the fair:

He promis'd he'd buy me a fairing fliould pleafeme,

And then for a kifs, oh! he Tow'd he would teaze

me ;

He promis'd he'd bring me a bunch of new ribbons,

To tie up my bonny brown hair.

Oh ! dear, what eon ike matter It?

He promis'd he'd bring me a bsflcet of pofies,

A garland of lilies, a garland of rofes,

A little ftraw hat, to fet of the new ribbons

That tie up my bonny brown hair.

Oh 1 dear, what can ike matter h?

He promis'dhe'd buy me a pair of new ftockings,

A pair of new garters- fhould coft himbut two-
' pence,

A little ftraw hat, to fet off thenev/ ribbons.

That tie up my bonny brown hair.

Oh ! dear, what can the mailer he ?

The Greenwich Penfioner.
•npWAS in the eood (hip Rover

J- r fail'd the world around.
And' for three years and over

I ne'er touch 'd KriiiQi ground ;

At length in England landed,
I'leh the roaring piain

;

Found alJ. relation's flranded.

And went to fea again.

That time bound ftraight to Portugal,
Right fore and aft we bore.

And when we made Cape Ortugal,
A gale blew off the fhore :

She lay, fo it. did (hock her,

A log upon the main.
Till fav'd from Davy's locker.

We. put to fea again.

Next in a frigate failing.

Upon a fqually night

—

Thunder and lightning hailing

The horrors of the fight ;

My precious limb was lopp'd ofF—
I, when they eas'd my pain,

Thank'd God I was not popp'd off,

A.nd went^to fea again.

Yet ftiU I am enabled
To bring up in life's rere,

Altho' I'm quite difabled.

And lie in Greenwich tiert

The king, God blefs his royalty,

Wha fav'd me from the main,
I'll piaife with love and loyalty.

But ne'er to fea agaia. Dibdin.

The jolly gay Pedlar.

I
AM a jolly gay pedlar.

Come here to fell my ware

;

Yet tho' in all things I'm a medler,

I meddle the moft with the fair :

When I (hew my ribbons to milTes,

Tho* copper and filver I gain ;

Yet better I'm pleas'd with the bliffes,

That I cannot now well explain.

Iam a jelly gay Pedlar, &c-

Fools fay that this life is but forrow,

And feem difinciin'd to be gay
;

But why (hould we tkink ot to-morrow,
NA-'hen we may be happy to-day :

I rov'd round the world tor xny pleafure,

Refolv'd to take nothing amifs;

And think iny exil^ence atreafure,

VYhen bleit with Ae cup andthekifs.

I am a jolly gay Pedlar, &s.

They furely are thick-headed afies.

Who think that youth's gone in a crack,

Yet will not enjoy, as it palTes,

-The feafon that ne^e^ comes back;

Let time jog on flouer, or quicker,

Or wheiher we'er (illy or wife ;

We ftiall not be the worfe for good liquor,

Or the fmile« of a girl with black tyes.

J am a jolly gay Pedlar, &c>

H
1 he Bumper Toaft.

ERE's a health to all good lafles

—

Pledge u;
Merrily fill your glafles,

Let a bumper toaft go round.

Here's a round —
May they merrily fill our glaffes.

Let a lumper toafi go roimd, &c-

All good, live -for in them true joys are found-
May they live a 1» fe of pleafure,

Without mixture, without nieafure;

For in them true joys are found, &c.

Jjci a humper toaji go round, iSt
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Old Towler.

BRIGHT Chanticleer proclaims the davzn,

And fpangles deck tlie thorn ;

The lowing herds now quit the lawn,

The lark fprings from the corn
;

Dogs, huntfmen, round the windows tKroBg
Fleet Towler leads the cry,

Arife! the burden of their long.

This day a flag muft die.

With a hey, ho chivy,

Hark forward, hark forward, tantivy.

With a hey, ho chivy.

Hark forward", hark forward, tantivy.

Arife, &c.

The cordial takes its merry round,

The laugh and joke prevail.

The huntfman blows a jovial found,

The dogs fnuff up the gale :

The upland winds they fweep along.

O'er fields, thro' brakes they fly ;

The game is rouz'd, too true the long.

This day a ftag must die.

With a hey, ho, &c.

Poor ftag! the dogs thy haunches gore.

The tears run down thy face;

The huntfman'spleafure is no more,

His joys were in the chace.

Alike the fportfmen of the town.
The virgin game in view.

Are full content to run them down.
Then they in turn purfue.

With their hey, ho, &c.

Sweet Lilies of the Valley.

Ij'ER barren hills and flow'ry dales,

O'er feas and dillant ihores
;

With merry fong and jocund tales,

I've pafs'd fome pleafant hours.

Tho' wand'ring thus I ne'er couldfind
A girl like blithfome Sally,

Who picks and culls and cries aloud,
" Sweet lilies of the valley."

From whiftling o'er the harrow'd turf.

From nefling of each tree,

I chofe a foldier's life to wed.
So focial, gay and free.

Yet tho' the laffes love as well,

And often try to rally,

Ivione pleafes me like her who cries
" Sweet lilies of the valley

'*

I'm now return'd of late difcharg'd,

To ufe my native toil,

From fighting in my country's caufe.

To plough my country's foil :

I care not which, with either pleas'd.

So I pofTefs my Sally,

That little merry nymph that cries

" Sweet lilies of the valley."

I figh while I tug at the Oar,

/^H
! think on my fate, once I freedom enjoy'd,

^^ Was as happy as happy could be ;

But pleafure is fled, even Jiope is deftroy'd.

A captive, alas ! on the fea :

I was ta'en by the foe— 'twas the fiat of fate.

To tear me from her I adore !

When thought bring* to mind my once happy ftate,

I figh—while I tug at the oar.

Hard—hard is my fare! oh, how galling my cliaia

!

My life's fteer'd by mifery's chart
;

And though 'gainft my tyrants I fcorn to complain.
Tears gufli forth to eafe my full heart

:

I difdain e'en to flirink, tho' I feel the fharp lafh.

Yet my hreaft bleeds for her I adore I

While around me the unfeeling billows will dafii,

I figh—and Hill tug at the oar.

How fortune deceives! I had pleafure in tow.
The port where fhe dwelt wee'd in view ;

But the wifh'd nuptial morn was o'er clouded with
woe.

And, dear Anne, I was hurried from you :

Our fhallop was boarded, and I borne away.
To hehold my dear Anna no more :

But defpair wafts my fpirits, my form feel decay,

He figh'd—and expir'd at the oar.

I

Spanking Jack.

SPANKING Jack was fo comely, fo brifk, and
fo jolly,

Tho' winds blaw great guns ftill he'd whiftle and
fing^;

Jack lov'd his friend, and was true to his Molly,
And, if honour gave greatncfs, was great as a king.
One night as we drove with two reefs in our fore-

fail.

The feud came on low'ring from off a lee fiiore.

Jack went up aloft, to hand ihe top-mainfail,
A Ipray wafti'd him offand we ne'er faw him more.

But grieving's afolly,fo let us bejolly,

Jjwe'-ve troubles atfia, boys, we'vepkafuris
onjhor^.

Whiffling Tom ftill of mifchief and fun in the
middle,

Thro' life in all weathers at random would jog.

He'd laugh, and he'd fing, and he'dplay on ihe'fiddie.

And faig, with an air, his allowance of-grog ;

Long fide of a Don in the Terrible Frigate,
As yard-arm and yard-arm we lay off the fliore,

In and out whiffling Tom did fo caper and jig ii.

That his head v,as fiiot off, and we ne'er faw hiin
more.

But grieviitg's a folly. .w^

FVBLISHED at N°-IO, BEDFORD-ROW. Dublin;
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Bonny Ben was to each jolly meffmate a brother,

He was brave, open-hearted, good-naiur'd and iree,.

And if ever one tar was more true than another.

To his friend and his duty that failor was he :

One day with theDavid, to heave the cadge-anchor,

Ben went in a boat on a bold craggy {bore.

He over-board tripp'd, w hen a fhark or a Ipanker

iioon nipp'dhim in two, and wc ne'er law him more.

But grieving's a folly, ^c.

Comethenjollyniefrinateslet'snot be down hearted

Becaufe that mayhap we now take otir laft fup,

Life's cable muft one day or other be parted,

And death in fall moorings muil bring us all up;

But 'lis always the cafe, and you'll fcarce find a. bro-

ther,

Sound as pitch, honeft-hearted and true to the core.

But by battle or fea, or fome dam'd thing or other,

They' re popp'd off the hooks and we ne'er fee them
mor«.

Bihdin' But grieving s a folly , ^^c-

The Wanton God.

THE wanton "God, who pierces hearts.

Dips in gall his pointed darts
;

'But the nympli difdalns to pine.

Who bathes the wound with rofy wine;
JRofy wine, rofy wine,

Who bathes the wound with rofy winel

•Farewell lovers when they're cloy'd,

If I'm Icorn'd becaufe enjoy'd,

5ure the fqueamifh fops are free

To rid me of dull company ;

Sure they're free, fare they're Tree,

To rid me of dull company.

They have charms, whilft mine can pleafe.;

I love tliem much, but more my eafe
;

No jealous fears my love moleft.

Nor faithlels vows fhall bresk my reft
;

Break my reft, break my reft.

Nor faithlefs vows fhall break my reil.

Why ftiould they e'er giv^ me pain,

.Who to give me joy difdain ?

All I hope of mortal man
Is to love me while he can ;

V\'hile he can, while he can.

Is to love me while he can. Miltmu

Jolly Dick the Lanip-liglitero

'M jolly Dick the lamp-lighter.

They fay the lun's my dad,

And truly I'believe it, fir,

For I'm a pretty lad :

Father and I the v.orld delight,

And make it look lo gay,

The diff'rence is I lights by night.

And father lights by day.

But father's not the likes of I,

For knowing life and' fun ;

For I ftrange tricks and fancies fpy,

Folks never fhew the fun :

Rogues, owls and bats can't bear the light,

I've heard your wife ones fay,

And fo, d'ye mind, I fees at night

Things never feen by day.

At night men lay afide all art,

As i]uite a ufeleis tafk,

And many a face, and many a heart

Will then pull of the mafk
;

Each formal prude, and holy wiglit,

Will throw difguife away.

And fin it openly at night,

V*. ho fainted all the day.

His darling hoard the mifur views,
Miffes from friends decamp.

And many a ftatefman mifchief brews
To his country o'er his lamp

;

So father, and I, d'ye lake me right,

Are juft on the fame lay,

I bare-fac'd finners light by night.
And he falfe faitits by day.

Blow high, blow low.

BLOW high, blow low, let tempefts tear
The main-maft by the board,

My heart with thoughts of thee, my dear.

And love well ftored,

Shall brave all dangers, fcorn all -fear.

The roaring winds, the raging fea,

In hopes on fhore to be once more
Safe moor'd with thee.

Aloft while mountains high we go,

The -w/hillling winds that feud along,

And the furge roaring from below,
Shall myfignal be to think on thee,

And this fliall be my -fong

BUw high, Ihw low, ^c

And on that night when all the crew
The mem'ry of their former lives,

O'er flowing cans of flip renew.
And drink their fweet-hearts and their wives,

I'll heave a figh, and think on thee,

And as the fhip rolls thro' the fea,

The burden of my fotiff fhall be,

Blow high, blow low, Sft:.

Down the rugged Mouatain's Steep.

"TVOWN the rugged mountain's fleep,.

•*-^ Hark! the plunging waters leap,

Kufhing with refiftlefs force.

To the Derwent's gentler courfe,

Soon its fury will fubfide.

Then we'll truft ihe fafer tide.

Danger now awaits the wave.

Which the rafh alone vvould brave:

Hark ! the plunging waters leap

Down the rugged mountain's fleep :

Soon its fury wi-il fubfide,

1 hen we'll truft the fafer tide.

I

I can't for my Life.

Sungin the " Se/crter-"

Can't for my life guefs the caufe of this fuf^.

Why there's pipers& fidlersv while Robin& Harry
And Clodpole and Roger, and ten more of us

Have puU'd as-much fruit as we're able to caryy.

I.IARGA.RET.

Wliy numfcull, that'snoihing;.Jierladyfhip's wine
All oyer the village runs juft like a four.tain;

And I heard thefolksfay, ev'Tj- difh when they dine

W ill be'fwimmingin tlaret, madeira&mountain

JENNY.
Then ior poultry, and fuch like— good lord, what

a ftore 1
/

I faw Goodman Gander fix. bafkets f«ll cramming
Then fuch comfits and jellies ! why one fuch feaft

more
Would certainly breed in the village a famine.

CHOKUS
AA'iiat the m. aning can be

We fhall prefenily fee,

For yonder's old KufTet, vi'ho certainly knows ;

But be what it will.

Our wifh fhall be ftill,

Joy and health to the Dutchefa v,herf\eT fhe goes!

£iy7n.
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The Flower Girl.

IN poverty's garb tho' tis true I'm array'd.

Yet jocund with me pafs the hours;

Contentment is mine, tho' apoor ruftic inaitl,

I cheerfull cry—who'll buy fweet flow'rs?

Thefe rofes fhall give girls a warning,

That thofe beauties, thofe dimples they prize.

Which they take fo much pains in adorning,

Soon, like the role, withers, and dies :

Then ye on whom fortune her affluence pours,

Come purchafe.I pray ye, a wreath of fweet flow'r*.

When fpi-ing doth 0e face of all nature infpire.

And gladdens the earth with its fhow'rs;

VVhen cold hoary f lofls irom the meadows retire.

Then i cearfuU cry who'll buy fwcetflow'rs ;

Then, ladies, I pray take a warning,

'Tis not beauty alone you fl-.ould prife
-,

For, tho' frefh and blooming this morning,
Alas! on the morrow it withers and dies:

Then ye on whom -forfune her affluence pours,

"(Mnepurchaie, I pray ye, a w reath of fweet flow'rs.

Sweet Lavender.

[TOV/ Iiappy was of late each morn,
Ll I uak'd from foft repofe,

Ind carelefs trip the verdant lawn
Where frefh the hawthorn blows,

'ill lo\e that caus'd the tear to fmart, ^
And ftoic contentment's fweet,

low's left me with an aching heart,

To cry thro' Loudon (Ireets,

Four bunches a penny f\veet lavender, four
bunches a penny,

Four bunches a penny fweet lavender, four
bunch js a penny.

liattho' rtiy cot was humbly poor.
Calm peace her bleflings lent ;

nd fmil'd upon my threfhold door,
With innocent content

;

"ill William came, the pride of fwains.

And ftcle away its fweets ;

^hich made, me leave my native plains.

To cry thro' London ftreets

Four bunches a^enny, &C'

ut glory fill'd his manly breaft, *
.

He fled to wars alarms; '

nd left me with a heart oppreft,
Difrob'd of love's foft charms

:

3 follow him in humble guife,

I hade adieu to fweets
village fports, with flreaming eyes,

To cry thro' London llreets.

Four hunches a pinny, &c.

len lovely maidens come and buy,
ilhey'll fcatt-er fweet perfume

;

jr nought with nature's flore can vie,

[Or ftied fo foft a bloom
;

fhall my grateful bofora blefs

The hand that bounty greets,
id aids poor Sue with fond redrefs,

Thai cries thro' London fireets

Four bunches a ptnny, &c-

lie Nymph who in my bofoni reigns.

HE nymph who in my bofom reigns,

I

With luch full force my heart enchains;
t nothing ever can impair
empire ihe polTefTes there.

;3 digs for ilones of radiant ray,
ils bdler matter in his way

;

wortlilefs load he may contemn,
piizfcsllill and fjeks the gem.

LdL..

The Traveller benighted.
*

' I 'HE travell-er benighted,
• And led thro' weary ways,
The lam-p of day new lighted.

With joy the dawn furveys.

The fifing profpefts viewing.

Each look is forward catl

;

He fmiles, his courfe purfuing.

Nor thinks of what is paft. . iow in a FillagC'

The Trim-built Wherry.
'T'HEN farewell my trim-built wherry,
-* Oars, and coat, and badge farewell

;

Never more at Chelfea ferry.

Shall your Thomas take a fpelL

But to hope atid peace a llranger,

In the battle's he"at I go ;

Where expos'd to ev'ry danger, '

Some friendly ball Ihall lay me low.

Then may-hap when homeward fleering.

With the news my mefs-matescome,
Even you my flory hearing,

With a figh may cry—poor Tom !

IJie Watermarh

How ftands the Glafs around.

H<Low flands the glafs around,
For fhawie, you fake no care, my boys.

How flands the glafs around,
Let mirth and wine abound

;

The trumpets found,

The colours they are flying, boys.

To fight, kill or wound ;

May we ftiil be found,

Content with our hard fate, my boys.
On the cold ground.

Why, foldiers, why,
Should we be melancholy, boys.

Why, foldiers, why,
Whofe bufinefs 'tis to die :

What !—fighing, fie !

Hang fear, drink on, be jolly, boys;
'Tis he, you, or I

!

Cold, hot, wet, or dry,

We're alw ays bound to follow, boys.

And fcorn to fly.

'Tis but in vain,

I mean not to upbraid ye, boys

;

'Tis but in vain

For foldiers to complain
Should next campaign

Send us to him who made us, boys-

We're free from pain ;

But if we remain,

A bottle and kind landlady

Cure all again. Gen Wolfe-

Had I Heart for falihood fram'd.
Air,—' Molly A/lore.'

TT AD la heart for falfhood fram'd,
-*•- I ne'er could inju.e you:
For tho' your tongue no promile claira'd.

Your charms would make me true.

To you no foul fliall bear deceit.

No ilranger offer w-rong :

for friends in all the ag'd you'll meet.
And lovers in the young.

But when they learn that you have, bleft
Another with your heart.

They'll bid afpiring pafTion refl.

And aft a brother's part :

Then, lady, dread not here deceit,

Nor fear 10 fuffer wrong ;

For fi-i;nds in all the ag'd you'll meet,
And bro'.hers in the young. Skiridan.
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The Death of Allen,

THE bells they ran^j all in the morn.

And Allen he role full fooTi,

Sad tydings were heard for Allen to hear.

That Mary would wed t'er noon.

Then Allen he call'd on Thomas's name.

And Thomas came at his call
,

"Mike r^ady a coffin and winding fhroud,

"For Mary Ihall fee me fall.

" When laft we parted with brimful eye,

" Right-lovitjg fhe made a vow ;

*' Jbut Richard has twice as many flieep,

•' And Mary forgets me now.

" Then bear me to the green-grafs bant,
" Where we did kifs and play,

" And tell her, the rain, that made it fo green,

" Has waih'd my kiffes away."

The bridegroom led the bride fo fair.

The priell he came anon ;

But Thomas he brought his dear friend's corfe,

Before the wedding was done.

He laid him on the green-grafs banTr,

Where they did kifs and play,

And told her, the rain, that made it fo green.

Had wa&'d his kiffes away.

When fhe beheld poor Allen's dead corfe.

Her maiden blufh was loft,

She faded, as tho' on April morn
A primrofe nipt by a froft.

Then all beneath one fatal ftone

Together they buried were.

Falfe maidens, who break your plighted vow.
Take heed ye come not. there '.

The Diftrefs of Marian.

ONE April ev'ning, when the fun

Had journey 'd down the fky.

Sad Marian, with looks of woe,

Walk'd forth full heavily.

Tears trickled down her faded cheek,

Soft fighs her bolbm heav'd ;

Soft fighs reveal'd h^r inward woe ;

Alas I fiie'd been deceiv'd.

•' Oh ! what a wretch am I become,
" A lucklefslafs,",faidlhe,

" The cowflip, and tne violet blue,

" Have now no charms for me.

" The golden fun that daily fiiines,

" And glitt'ring decks the fky,

" Brings no relief to my diftrefs,

" Or pleafure to my eye.

" This little river, when I drefs'd,

" Has ferv'd me for a glafs ;

" But now it only fhews how love

" Has ruin'd this poor face.

" What charms could happy Lucy boaft,

" To fix the wav'ring mind ?

" What charms in Lucy more than me,
" Ungrateful, couldft thou find.

" Haft thou forgot the tender vows
" Which at my feet were made ?

" Yet I'll not fpend my dying hour
" Thy falfehood to upbraid.

" Cut what remaining breath I have
" Shall intercede with beav'n ;

•' That all thofe broken vows to me,
" A.t laft may be forgiv'n.

" Yet one poor boon, before I die,

" I would of thee require ;

" And do not thou vel'ufe to grant

" A wretch's laft defire !

" When you with Lucy fliall affix
" The happy marriage day,

" Oh ! do not o'er my green grafs-grave
" Inhuman take thy way."

The Spaaifh Lady's Love.

TT7ILL you hear of a Spanjfli lady,
* '' How fhe woo'd an Englifh man ?

Garments gay as rich as may be
Deck'd with jev/els fhe had on.

As his prifoner there he kept her,

In his hands her life did lie

;

Cupid s bands did tie them fafter

By the liking of an eye.

But at laft there came commandment
For to fet the ladies free,

With their jewels ftill adorned,

None to do them injury.

" Gallant captain fhew fome pity
" To a lady in diftrefs;

"Leave me not within thiscity, >

" For to die in heavinefs :"

" How fhould'ft thou, fair lady, love me,
" Whom thou know'ft thy country's foe ?

" Thy fair words make me fulpedt thee :

" Serpents lurk where flowers grow."

'' BlefTed be the time and feafon,
'• That you came on Spanifh ground

;

" If you may our foes be termed,
" Gentle foes we have you found."

« Reft you ftill, moft gallant lady

;

" Reft you ftill, and weep no more;
" Of fair lovers there are plenty,

" Spain doth yield you wond'rous ftore.'^ '

" Leave me not unto a Spaniard,
" Thou alor>e enjoy '11 my heart;

" I am lovely, young and tender,

" Love is likewife my defert
:"

" It would be a fhame, fair lady,

" For to bear a woman hence;
" Englifh ioldiers never carry

" Any fuch without offence."

" I have neither gold nor filver

" To maintain thee in this cafe,

" And to travel is great charges,

" As you know in ev'ry place."

" On the feas are many dangers,

" Many ftorms do there arife,

" Which will be to ladies dreadful,

" And force tears from wat'ry eyes.

•«' Courteous lady, leave this fancy,

" Here comes all that breeds the ftrife;

" I, in England, have already

" A fweet woman to my wife."

" O, how happy is chat woman
"

I hat enjoys fo true a friend I

" Many happy days God fend her ;

" Of my fuit I make an end :

" Commend.me to thy lovely lady,

" Bear, to her this chain of gold ;

" And thefe bracelets for a token :

" Grieviiigthat I was fo bold.

" I will fpend my days in prayer,

" Love and all his laws defy ;

" In a nun'ry v ill I ihroud me,

" Far from any company.

"Thus farewell, moft gallant captain I

" Farewell to my heart's content !

" Count not Spanifh ladies wanton,
" Though to thee wy love was bent.
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The Mid Watch.

' VV HEN 'tis night and the mid-warch is come,
And chilling mifts hang o'er the darkcn'd main,

Then failors think of their far diftant home.
And of thofe friends they may ne'er fee again ,•

But when the fight's begun.

Each fcrving at his gtin.

Should any thougtst of them come o'er our mind,
We think that fhould the day be won.

How 'tiiill cheer

Their hearts to hear.

That their old companion he was one.

Or my lad, if you a miftrefs kind

Have left on fhore fume pretty girl and true.

Who many a night doth liften to the wind ;

And fighs to think how it may fare with you:
O when the fight's begun,

Each ferving at his gun.

Should any thought of her come o'er your mind.
Think only fhould the day be won,

riow 'twill cheer

Her heart to hear,

Thar her own true failor he was one.

William of the Ferry.

OFT' as on Thames's banks I ftray.

Where nymphs and fwains appear.
From all their fports I turn away.

If William be not there :

The nymphs all laugli.

The Avains all quaff
Their cider, ale, and perry,

They nod and wink.
While health they drink,

To William of the ferry.

When on the ftream the you'ths attend
Their manly (kill to fhew,

\yith rival force the oar they bend,
And o'er the furface row :

But none, I'm fure,

E'er ply the oar.

Or fteer fo well the wherry,
As he who won
The prize alone.

Young William of the ferry.

Such blip's to me his fmiles impart,
Whene'er he talks of love.

That now I find my yielding heart
Does all his hopes approve:

So Hymen's bands
Shall join our hands:

Then I'll be blithe and merry.
And fing thro' life.

The happy wife
To William of the ferry.

When fcarce a Handfpilce high™

WHEN fcarce a handfpike high.
Death with old dad made free ;

So what does I do, but I

Pikes me off to fea

:

Says [ to fweetheart Poll,
If ever [ come back,

We'll laugh and fing tol lol de rol.

If not, remember Jack.

I'd fortune fmooth and rough,
The wind would chop and veer :

Till hard knocks I'd nap'd enough,
On board a privateer :

Propt with a wooden peg'.

Poll I thought would bid me pack,
So was forc'd d'ye fee, to beg,
And 'twas, pray remember Jack.

I ax't, as folks hove by,
And fhew'd my wooden pin ;

Young girls wou'd fometimes figh.
And gaping lubbers grin :

In vain I'd often bawl.
My hopes were ta'en a-back.

And my fhare of coppers fmall,
So pray remember Jack.

One day, my lockers bare.
And togs all tatter'd grown,

I twigg'd a pinnace fair.

Well rigg'd. a bearing down :

'Twas Poll—fhe look'd fo fpruce.
What, th\is, faid fhe, come back »

My tongue forgot its ufe.

And, pray remember Jack.

What matters much to prate,
She'd fhiners fav'd a few

;

Soon 1 became her mate,
Wa'n't Poll a fweetheart true i

Then a friend I'd ferv'd before,
From A long voyage trips back,

Shar'd with 1 his gold galore.
For he well remember'd Jack.

So what tho' I loft my leg,

It feem'd my fortune to mend,
And was forc'd, d'ye fee, to beg,

1 gain'd a wife and friend :

Here's the King, Old England, Poll,

My fhipmate juft come back :

Then laugh and fing tol lol de rol,

And pray remember Jack.
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Beauty blooms on every Thorn.

BEAUTY blooms on every thorn.

Lovely fiiew the fields to view,

Fair the blufh of rifing morn,

Fairer you.

Sweet the flow'rs in rich array.

Pearled o'er with morning dew,

Sweet the breath of infant iVIay,

Sweeter you.

Mild the breeze that fans the grove.

Mild the feather'd nation too,

Wild the voice of happy love.

Milder you.

Sally in our Alley.

f?)! Mr. Henry Cany.

OF all the girls that arefo fmart.

There's none like pretty Sally;

She is the darling of my heart.

And Ihe lives in our alley :

There's ne'er a lady in the land,

That's half fo fweet as Sally ;

She is the darling of my heart,

And fhe lives in our alley.

Her father he makes cabbage nets.

And thro' the ftreets does cry 'em ;

Her mother (he fells laces long.

To fuch as choofe to buy 'em ;

But fure fuch folks cou'd ne'er beget

So fweet a girl as Sally ;

She is the darling of my heart.

And (he lives in our alley.

When {he is by, I leave my work,

I love her fo fincerely ;

My mafter comes like any Turk,

And bangs me moft f^verely ;

But let him bang his belly full,

I'll bear it all for Sally

;

She is the darling of my heart.

And (he lives in our alley.

Of all the days that's in the week,

I dearly love but one day ;

And that's the day that comes betwixt,

A Saturday and Monday ;

For then I'm dreft all in my beft.

To walk abroad with Sally
;

She is the darling of my heart.

And fhe lives in our alley.

My mafler carries me to church,

And often am I blamed ;

Becaufe I leave him in the lurch.

Soon as the text is named ;

I leave the church in (ermon time.

And llink away to Sally ;

She is the darling of my heart.

And (he lives in our alley.

When Chriftmas comes about again.

Oh ! then I (hall have money } -

I'll hoard it up and box it all,

And give it to my honey ;

I wi(h it were ten thoufand pounds,

I'd give it all to Sally ;

She is the darling of my heart.

And (he lives in our alley.

My matter and the neighbours all,

Make game of me and Sally j

And, but for her, I'd better be

A flave and row a galley ;

But when my fev'n long years are out.

Oh! then I'll marry Sally ;

Oh ! then we'll wed, and then we'll bed.

But not in our alley.

The Swelling Canvafs.

THE fwelling, canvafs caught the breeze.

The (hip flew thro' the fea,

But nought, Louifa', could avail.

To take my thoughts from thee :

Ah ! no—from love, my xharming maid, •

I'd every pain endure ;

And you alone the wound have made.
That you alone can cure.

When loud contending billows fweep.
And filver'd waves arife.

The fhip now plunges in the deep.

And now aflails the fkies :

But greater are the ftorms by far

That in my bofom roll.

Love's ev'ry conflidt ftruggles there.

And agitates my foul.

Thy form, my mind, my padion holds,

No one e'er lov'd more true;

Tho' parted diftant as the poles.

My heart is ftill with you j

In pity then return my love,
'

Nor from my wifhes fly.

For if you fmile 'twill heaven prove,'

But if you frown 1 die.

A.
The Cottager's -Daughter.

.H ! tell meyefwains have you feen my Paflora,

O fay have you met the fweet maid in your way,
Tranfcendant as Venus, and blithe as Aurora,
From Neptune's bed rifing to hail the new day.
Forlorn do I wander, and long time have fought her.
The faireft, the rarefl, f-)r ever my theme :

A goddefs in form, tho' a cottager's daughter.
That dwells on the borders of Aln's winding ftream.

Of Alns iviniiing Jheam, &ff.

Tho' lordlings fo gay and young fquires have fought
her,

To link her fair hand in the conjugal chain.

Devoid of ambition, the cottager's daughter,
Convinc'd them that flatt'ry and offers were vain:
When firft I beheld her, 1 fondly befought her.
My heart did her homage, and love was my theme.
She vow'd to be mine, the faeet cottager's daughter.
That dwells on the borders of Aln's winding (fream.

Then why thus alone does (he leave me to languifh,
Paftora to fplendour cou'd ne'er yield her hand.
Ah ! no, (he returns to remove my fond anguifii.
O'er her heart love and truth (^ill retain their com-

mand.
The wealth of Golconda cou'd never have bought her.
For love, truth and conftancy ftill is her theme

;

Then give me, kind Hymen, the cottager's daughter.
That dwells on the borders of Aln's winding ftream.

The Woodman.

STAY, trnv'ller, t;irry here to-night.

The rain yet beats, the wind is loud.
The moon has too withdrawn her light,

And gone to fleep behind a cloud.

'Tis feven long miles acrofs the moor.
And fliould you chance to go aftray.

You'll meet, 1 fear, no friendly door.
Nor foul to tell the ready way.

Come, deareft Kate, our meal prepare.
This ftranger (hall partake our beft ;

A cake and rafher be his fare,

With ale that makes the weary bleft.

Approach the hearth, the:etakea place,
And 'till the hour of reft draws nigh.

Of Robin Hood and Chevy Chace
We'll fing,—thento our pallets hie.
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Then fay my fweet Girl.

DEAR Nancy I've faii'd the world all around,

And feven long years been a rover

;

To make for my charmer each (hilling a pound ;

But now my hard perils are over.

Tve favM from my toils many hundreds in gold,

The comforts of life (o beget ;

Have borne in each climate the heat and the cold ;

And all for my pretty Brunette ;

7/ien fay, my fiueet girl, can you love me,

Then juy, my fiueet girl, tan you loz/e me,

Thehfoy, iSf<.

Tho' others may boaft of more riches than mine,

And rate my attraclions e'en fewer;

At their jeers and ill nature I'll fcorn to repine,

Can they boaft of a heart that is truer ?

^Or, will they for thee plough the hazardous main,

Brave the feafons both ftormy and wet,

;If nor, why I'll do it again and again,

And all for my pretty Brunette,-

T/ien fay, myfvJMt girJ, ^c.

-When order'd afar in purfuit of the foe,

I figh'd at the bodings of fancy,

"Which fain would perfuade me I might be laid low,

And ah ! never more fee my Nancy ;

! iBut hope like an angel foon banifh'd the thought.

And bade me fuch notions forger :

.1 took the advice and undauntedly fought.

And all for my pretty Brunette ;

TAen fay, my fiueel girl, ifc.

The Rake at large.

LOOK'E, dear Ma'am, I'm quite the thing,

Natibus hey ! tippity ho.

In my flioe I wear a (tring ;

Tied in a black bow, fo :

Cards and dice, I've monft'rous luck,

I'm no drake yet keep a duck,

Tho' not married, yet I'm a buck,

Lantherum fwalh, keevi.

I've a purfe well ftock'd with brafs,

Chinkety hey ! tinkityho!
I've good eyes but cock my glafs,

Stare about, fquintom ho !

In two boots I boldly walk,
Piftol, fword, 1 never balk.

Meet my man and bravely talk,

Pippity pop, coiipee,
,

Sometimes I mount a fmart cockade,

Puppydum hey, firuttiedum hoi
From High Park to the parade.
Cock my carey kes ;

; As I pafs a centry box,

Soldiers reft their bright firelocks.

Each about his muflcet knocks
Rattledum flap, to me.

In the Mall, Ma'am gives her card,

Cafhedy me, kiflady ilie .'

Sit before the ftable yard,

Leg-oriim lounge a row;
Pretty things I foftly fay

' 'When I'm alk'd our chairs to pay.
Yes, fays I, and walkaway,
Pennybus tartu.'ii, ho!

)

'At Bolougne I liv'd a week, ,.

Fricafee hey ! trick a fee ho?
There fine French I iearn'd to fqueak,

Grinnibiis fkiptum, ho!
Slap French cUick about, hateur,

Kwvettp, chef dcevre, hon donceur,
En lion <>o nt, quel tout man r^ur,

Fiddiedee lull, hee hee !

Rotten-row my Sunday ride,

Trottledum hey, tumble of^ -ho?

Pony, eighteen-pence a fide,

Windgall, glanderum ho!
Cricket, I fam'd Lumpey niok.

Daddies, fmouch Mendoza lick.

Up to, ah ! I'm juft the kick,

Alamande cap'rum toe. O'Xeefe

Were I laid on Greenland's Coaft.

WERE I laid on Greenland's coaft,

And in my arms embrac'd my lafs ;

Warm amidft eternal firoft.

Too foon the half year's night would pafs.

Were I fold on Indian foil,

Soon as the burning day was clos'd,

I could mock the fultry toil.

When on my charmer's breaft repos'd.

jinj I •would loije y$u all the day,

Ev'ry night 'we\l kifs and play.

If ivith me you'd fondly Jiray,
O'uer the kills ana. Jar a<wa^.

"Beggar's 'Opera.

Somebody.

WERE I obliged to beg my bread,
And had no place to lay my head^

I'd creep where yonder herds are fed.

And fteal a look at Somebody;
My own dear Somebody,
My conftant Somebody,
I'd creep were yonder herds are fed.

And fleal a look at Somebody.

Oh ! had I eagle's wings to f!y,

And take my flight acrofs the Iky,
I'd feaft my longing tearful eye.
And fteal a look at Somebody.
I'd fesft my longing tearful eye.
And fteal a look at Somebody.

When I'm laid low, and am at reft.

And may be number'd with the bleft.

Oh; may the artlefs feeling breaft.

Throb with regard for Somebody.
Ah ! will you drop one pitying tear.

And Cgh for the loft Somebody.

But Ihould I ever live to fee

That form fo much ador'd by me.
Then thou'lt reward my conftancy.
I'll be bleft with Somebody.
Then fhall my tears be dry'd by thee,
And I'll be bleft with Somebody.

I like the Fox {hall grieve,

I
LIKE the fox fhall grieve,

Whofe mate has left her fide ^
Whom hounds, from morn to eve,

Chace o'er the country wide.
Where can my lover hide ?

Where cheat the weary pack ?

If love be not Iws guide.

He never will come back. Beggar s Opera.

My Love to War is going.

MY love to war is going.

And I am left to mourn ;

For him my tears are flowing.

Ah ! when will he return ?

O war, thou fource of forrow,
By thee what thoufands mourn,

Perhaps before to-morrow.
He'll fill the fatal urn. R.Tivifi..



24 OLD BALLADS.
Julia.

TO tlie graves, where fleep the dead,

Haplefs Julia took her way j

Sighs to heave and tears to Ihed,

O'er I he fpot where Damon lay.

Many a blooming flow'r fhe bore,

O'er the green grafs turf to throw j

And while faft her tears did pour,

Thus fhe fang to footh her woe :

" Soft and fafe the' lowly grave,
" Faft o'er thee mjc^ tears fhall flow j

" Only hope the haplefs have,
" Only refuge left for woe.

" Conftant love and grief fincere

" Shall thy hallow'd turf pervade ;

" And many a heartfelt figh and tear,

" Haplefs youth, fhall footh thy fliade,

" Lighted by the moon's pale fhine,
" See me, to thy mem'ry true,

" Lowly bending at hy fhrine,

" Many a votive flow'r to firew.

" But how little do thefe flow'rs
" Prove my love and conflancy f

" Ye; a few fad fleering hours,
" And, dear youth, I'll follow thee.

" Rofe replete with fcent and hue,
" Sweetefl flow'r that nature blows,

'• Damon flourifh'd once like you ;

" Now o'er him the green grafs grows.
" Rofe, go deck his hallow'd grave,

" Lily, o'er the green turf twine;
" Honour meet chat turf fhould have,

" Beauty's bed and virtue's fhrine.

" Primrofe pale, and violet blue,
" Jefs'min fw^et, and eglantina,

" Nightly here thy fweets I flrew,
" Proud to deck my true-love's fhrine.

" Like you, my Damon blooip'd a day,
" He did die, and fo muft you

—

" But fuch charms can you difplay,
" Half fo virtuous, half fo true ?

" No, fweet flow'rets, no fuch charms^
" No fuch virtues can you boaft;

" Yet he's torn from my fond arms,
" Yet my faithful love is croft.

" But a radient morn fhall rife,

" (Loit'ring moments, fafter flow)
•• When with him I'll tread the Ikies,

" Smile at death, and laugh at woe,*'

Thus (he fung, and ftrew'd the flow'r.

Beat her breaft, and wept, and figh'd

;

And, when toll'd the midnight hour,
On the green turf grave fhe dy'd.

Many a nightingale forlorn

Sung her knell, while breezes figh'd ;

Haughty grandeur heard with fcorn
How fo poor a maiden dy'd.

The Dovvy Den.

OSee you not yon bonny fteed.

That eats beneath the tree?
O tarry not, my little boy,

But bring hirn faft to me.

The boy ran nimbly to the place,
Where fed the milk-white fteed.

And brought him to the lady fair,

Who mounted him with fpeed.

The whip fhe ply'd—the courfer flew.
The duft in clouds did rife.

And foon fhe fpy'd the *dowy den
Where her true lover lies.

* Dowy fignifies difma!.

But now the panting fteed fhe ftop'd.

And on the ground fhe fprung,

Then hied her to the fatal place,

With trees and bufhes hung.

A dreary place, I ween, it was,
And mournful to behold ;

Above—the winds did doleful blow ;

Below—dark waters roU'd.

All cold and pale the youth was laid
Fafl by the rueful flood;

A breathlefs corfe, outflretch'd he lay,

And all befmear'd with blood.

" O fight of woe !" fhe cry'd, and ran
To where her lover lay ;

Then, like an afpin, quiv'ring flood.

And gaz'd on the cold clay.

That breaft where oft thou, love-fick maid I

Haft laid thy languid head,
Doth now prefent the ghaflly wound
Made by the deathfifl blade.

Thofe yellow locks, that oft with joy
Thy lily hand hath bound,

Tofs'd by the wind, now loofely flow
Neglet<led on the ground.

How cold and wan at noon that cheek,
Where glow'd at morn the rofe !

Thofe beauteous eyes the fleep of death
Doth now for ever clofe.

In filent angaifli fix'd fhe ftood.
And o'er the body hung.

Then ftooping, grafp'd :ind kifs'd the hand,
And lighing, thas begun:

Nor wealth nor grandeur pow'r could have
My fluthful heart to fhake

;

For thee it beat, O much lov'd boy .'

For thee it now doth break.

Why did thy wrathful rival think
His fword could us disjoin .?

Did he not know that love had made
My life but one with thine }

Then haughty baron, know it now,
Nor hope I'll be thy bride

;

With this dear youth I joy to die.
Contemn thy pomp and pride.

And thou, my father, come and fee
How low thy daughter lies

;

From crofTing vijtuoiis love, behold
What dire misfortunes rife,

O haplefs youth—But ah 1 no more
Her fault'ring tongue could fay

;

Then foftly funk upon his breaft,

And breath'd her foul away.

Under the Greenwood Tree.

UNDER the greenwood tree.

Who loves to lie with me,
And tune his merry note
Unto the fweet birds throat.

Come hither, come hither, come hither;
Here fhall he fee

No enemy.
But winter and rough weather.

Who doth ambition fhun.
And loves to live i' the. fun.
Seeking the food he eats,

And pleasd with what he gets.

Come hither, come hither, com? hither,
Here fliall he fee

No enemy.
But winter and rough weather.

Shaiefpeare,
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Drink to me only, &c,

DRINK to mc only with thine eyes.

And! will pledge with mine
;

Or leave a l-.ils but in the cup,

And I'll look not for wice :

The ihirft that from my foul doth rife.

Doth ailc a drink divine
;

Eut might I of Jove's netftar fip,

I would not change for thine.

I fent thee late a roiy v.-reathe.

Not fo miich hon'ring thee.

As <;iving it in hope that there

It would not wither'd be :

B-ut thou thereon didfc only breathe,

And fent it back to me ;

Since when it grows and fmsUs, I fwear,

jMot of itfelf, but thee.

When Gen'rous Wine.

"HEN gen'rous v.-ine expands the foul,

How pleafure hovers round the bowl

:

Avaunt, avaunt ye cares of fancy's crew,

And give the guilty wretch his due, (Sa-

Avaunl ye cares offancy's crew^

And giz'e the guilty -wretch his dii:,

And give the guilty zvretch, &c.

-But let the juice of fparkljng wine,

My groffer fenfe to love refine,

As Jove his neclar drinks above,

I'll quaff vihole goblets full of love,

]'ll iiziaff whole goblets,-.caff-

Then why fhould I at life rtpine ?

liring me Venus, bring me wme,
Fill the ever flowing bowl.

In circles gay and plsafurcs roil,

III circles gay,

Ever open, ever free.

Hail thou friend to joUity,

My brows with Bacchus' chaplets crown'd,

I live to Icw'ejtBJX cares are drown 'd,

1 live to love

Sleep on.

Q LEEP on, fleep on, my Kathleen dear,

*^ May peace poITefs thy breall

;

^"et doft thou dream thy true-love's here,.

Depriv'd of peace and reit.

The birds fmgfweel, the morning breaks,

Thoie joys are none to me :

Tho' ileep is ikd, poor Derniot wakeS

T,j noac bu: lu\e and ihc.

'iitt^i't. V

£5'c.

l^c.

Ye Sportfmen draw near.

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 lordfliip, his worfhip, his honour, his grace,

A hunting continually go
;

All ranks and degrees are engaged in the cliafe,

With, hark -forward I huzza J tally ho !

The lavifyer will rife v/ith the firft of the morn, "

To hunt for a mortgage or deed
;

The.hufoand gets up at the found of the horn,
And rides to the commons full fpeed

;

The patriot is thrown in purfuit of his game.
The poet too often lies low

;

Who mounted on Pegafus ilies after fame,
With, hark forward ! huzza ! tally ho !

While fearlefs o'er hills and o'er woodlands we fweep
Tho' prudes on our pafli.Tie may frown ;

How oft' do they decency's bounds overleap.

And the fences of virtue break down?
Thus public, or private, for penfion or place,

For amufement, for pafiiion, for fhow,
All ranks and degrees are engaged in the chace,

With, hark forward ! huzza! tally ho !

In Airy Dreams.

TN airy dreams foft fancy flies

-^ My abfent love to fee.

And with the early dawn I rile.

Dear youth, to think on thee.

How fwiftly flew the rofy hours,

When love and hope were new
;

Sweet v/as the tirtie as opening flowers,

But ah I as tranfient too.

The moments how m.ove-flowly on,

Until thy wifh'd return,

To count them off as all alone

In penfive fliades I mourn ;

Return, return, my love, and charm
Each am'rous care to refl,

Thy fmiies can every doubt difarra,

And footh my foul to reft.

Soldier Tii

THE foldier, tir'd of v/ar's alarmf,

Foifvvcars the clang of iioflils arms,

And fcorns the fpear and fliield
;

Bt;i if the braiea trumpet fotind,

l;e burns with conqueit to he crown'd,



THE CHARMS OF MELODY.

The flowing Can.

A Sailor's life's a life of woe,
^ »- He v.'oi-1-s now late DOW early,

New up, now down, now to and fro,

What tlien? he talces it cheerl/ ;

.Elefs'd with a fmiling can of grog,

If duty call,

Stand, rife, or fall,

To fate's laft verge he'll jogg ;

The cadge to weigh,

The flieeis belay,

He does it with a wifii

;

To heave the lead,

Or to cat-head

The pond'rous anchor fifh ;

Tor while the grog goes round.

Ail fenfe of danger's drown'd,

,

V e defpife it to a man :

We fing a little, and laugh a little,

Ar;d v'ork a little, and fwcar a little.

And fidd.e a little,, and foot it a little,

We iing a little, and laugh a little,

And work a little, and fwear a little.

And fiddle a little, and foot it a little.

And fwig the the flowing can.

'If howling winds and roaring feas

Cive proof of coming danger.

We view the ftorm, our hearts at eafe,

_ror Jack's to fear a ftranger.

.LlelVd -with the fmiling grog we fly,

v.: here now below,

We headlong go,

>Jow rife on mountains high ;

Spite of the gale

We hand the fail.

Or take the needful reef;

Or man the deck,

To clear fome wreck.

To give (he fliip relief

;

Though perils threaten 'round.

All fenfe of danger's drown'd,

We defpife it to a m?.u.

tVeft,:g a little, ^c.

Eut yet think not our cafe is hard,

Though llorms at fea do treat us;

For coming home (a fweet reward !)

With fmiles our fvveet-hcarts greet us.

Now to the friendly grog v.'e quaff.

Our am'rous toaft.

Her we love mcfl.

And gaily fing and laugh ;

"the fails we furl.

Then for each girl,

The petticoat difi)lay :

The deck we clear.

Then three times cheer,

As we their charms furvey -,

And then the grog goes' round,

AH fenfe of danger's drown'd.

We defpife it to a man.
IVefing a little, ^c.

Celebrated Fairy Song.

LITTLE fairy, fuccour lend,

You e'er now have been a friend,

\'V''hen you're fipping like a bee,

'ihink, I pray you, think on me; v

You for aid I call upon,

Spoufe of Mab, Iweet Oberon I

You.for aid, ^c.

Hear me call and cure love's fmart,

Sooth the torment ot my heart;

Cool my bofom's amorous fire,

Or extinguifti all defire :

i'eace and joy wi.h Damon's gone.

Come then, gentle Oberon I

Pejc: andjoy, &c.

So jnay acorns full of dew.

Every night t e Jet lor you
;

ho may the glow-worm lift its headj

To light where e'er you wifh to tread ;

By your art were Damon wen,

"V\'hat your praife, fweet Oberon !

By your art, ^C.

Tbe Vvefteru Sky.

TEE weflern fl.-y was purpled o'er

Wiih ev'ry pleafing ray.

And, flocks reviving, felt no more
The fultry heat of day :

When from an hazel's artlefs bow'r.

Soft warbled Strephon's tongue,
^

He biefl. the fcene, he bleft the bow'r,

While Nancy's praife he fung.

Let fops with fickle falfliood range

The paths of wanton love,

Whilft weeping maidi lament their change,

And faJden every grove-:

But endlefs blefllngs crown the day,

I faw fair Elham's dale,

And ev'ry bleiling finds its way
To Nancy of the Vale.

Struck with her charms and gentle truth,.

I clafp'd the conilant fair.

To her alone I gave my youth,

And V ow my future care :

And when this ^ow flrall faithlefs prove,

Or I thofe charms forego.

The flream that faw our tender love.

That flream fl.all ccafe to flow.

Mary's Dream.

THE moon had climb'd the highefi: hill

Which riles o'er the iource of Dee,

And from the eaflern funitnit fhed

Ker iilver light on tow'r and tree
;

When Alary laid her down to fleep.

Her thoughts on Sandy far at fea ;

"^I hen foft and lowf a voice was heard

Say, " Mary weep no more for me."

She from hir pillow gently rais'd

her head, to afk who there might be,

She faw young Sandy Ihiv'ring ftand,

With pallid cheek and hollow eye ;

" O Mary dear, cold is my clay.

It lies beneath the flormy fea;

Far, far from thee I fleep in death

;

So, Mary weep no more for me.

Three flormy nights and flormy days

'We tofs'd upon the raging main.

And long we lirove our bark to fave—
tut all our ftriving was in vain.

E'en then when horror chiU'd my blood,

My heart was fill'd with love of thee :

The ftorm is paft, and I'm at reft

—

So, Mary weep no more for me.

O maiden dear, thyfelf prepare

;

We foon fliall meet upon that fhore.

Where love is free from doubt and care.

And thou and I fhall part no more."

—

Loud crow'd the cock, the fhadow fled;

No more of Sandy could ftie fee ;

But foft the paffmg fpirit laid,

" Sweet Mary, weep no more for me."

The laie Repeniance.

COULD grief recall the moments paft.

Or weeping loothe the brealt ol p-m,

"ihele fruicleis tcais that flow lo faft

Would loon my iiiUocence regain.

But Jooner fhail the price ot Ipring,

December's geiid bow adorn.

Or youth that flies t n fiier.t wing

To warm the breali of age i-cii.rn. Tirac
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The Chimney Sweeper.
'X'MO' late and early I do pad,

^ A bawling fwecp-foot-ho I

^"^t iliUam I asbliihe a lad,

As e'ev you'd wifh to L-nov,'

:

And when the ladies fine I hear
Cry " take care of the fu eep I"

*' Ladies" fay I " you need not fear,"

But I'm for them too deep :

For I gives 'em a tniut

Of my bag full of foot.

They cry " curfe you, mind how you go,"
" Dear me, ma'am," fays I, '

•" I was juft brufliing by,"

And I'm off with my fvveep-foot-ho !

And when difguis'd I meet the devil,

I love to have fome fun
;

.A lawyer I mean—the greateft evil

That thrives beneath the fun :

For fure we both, beyond aUdoubt,
Are to the devil a kin :

The diff 'rence is, I'm black without.

The lawyer's black within^
I gives him a fmut
Of my bag full of foot,

He cries " daiume, mind how you go !"

" Sir" lays I " pray,
" Do keep out or the way,"

And I'm off with my fweep-foot-ho !

Your flaihy folks dreft fine and gay,

As thro' the'ftreets I go,

All in an inflant clear the way,

At found of Iweep-foot ho :

And thus I gammons all the folks, '

I care not great or fmall,

I laughs, I fings, I cracks my jokes.

And fomething fays to all

;

Vor I gives 'em a-lmut

Of my bag full of foot,

They cry " prithee mind how you go,"
" O dear, fir," fays I,

" I was juft brulhing by,"

And I'm off with my fweep-foot-ho !

Death or Liberty.

WHILST happy in my native land,

I boaft my country's charter ;

I'll never bafely lend my hand

Her liberties to barter :

The noble mind is not at all

By poverty degraded ;

"Tis guilt alone can make us fall

;

And well I am perluaded.

Each free-born Briton s fong fliall be,

Give me d:ath or liberty !

Gixe me death, Si.

Tho* fmall the pow'r which fortune grants.

And few the gifts fhe fends us :

The lordly hireling of en wants

That freedom which defends us :

By law fecur'd from lawlefs flrife.

Our houfe is our cafiellum :

Thus blefs'd with all that's dear in life^

For lucre ITaall we fell them ?

No, ev'ry Briton's fong fhall be.

Give me death or liberty !

Give me deaih, 'Sc.

The Triumph of Ceres,

OR HARVEST HOME.

TTrHAT chearful founds falute our ears,

* ' And echo o'er the lawn !

Behold 1 the loaded car appears,

In joyful triumph drawn ;

The nymphs and fvains, a jovial band,

Still ftijutiag as they come,

Wi;h ruftic inftTunients in hai.d,

Proclaim the harvtfl-home.

1 he golden flieaves, pil'd up onhigh.
Within the barn art ftor'd

;

The careful hind, with fecret joy
Exulting, \iewshis hoard.

His labours paft, he counts his gains ;

And, freed from anxiou* care.

His calks are broach'd ; the fun-burnt.fwains
His rural plenty fhare.

In dance and fong the night is fpent4
All ply the fpicy bowl :

And jefts and harmlefs merriment
Expand the artlefs foul.

Young Colin whifpers Rofalind,
Who ftill reap'd by his fide;

And plights his troth, if fhe prove kind,
To take her for his bride.

For joys like theft, through circling years.
Their toilfome tafk they tend :

The hind fucceffive labour bears,

In profpeft of the end :

In fpring, or winter, fows his feed,

Manures or tills the foil

;

In fummer various cares fucceed
;

tut harvell crowns his toil.

Thomas and Sally.

"P ^IR Sally lov'd a bonny feaman,
-*- With tears fhe fent him out to roam,
Young Thomas lov'd no other woman,

But left his heart with her at home
;

She view'd the fea from off the hill,

And, as fhe turn'd her fpinning-wheel,

Sung of her bonny faUor.

The wind grew loud, and fhe grew paler

To i'ee the weathercock turn round.

When, lo I ftie fpied her boimy failor

Come {inging o'er the fallow ground
;

With nimble hafte he leap'd the ilile.

Fair Sally met him with a fmile,

And hugg'd her bonny failor.

Faft round the walft he took his Sally,

But firfl around his mouth wip'd he :

Like home-bred fpark he could not dally.

But prefs'd and kifs'd her with a glee ;

" Through winds and waves anddafhing ralti,

Said he, thy Tom's return 'd again

To bring a heart for Sally."

' Welcome! cried fhe,' my conftant Thomas,
Though out of fight, ne'er out of mind ;

Though feas our hearts have parted from us.

Yet flill my thoughts were left behind :

So much my thoughts took Tommy's part, .

That time nor ablence from my heart

Could drive my conflant 1 homas.'

" This knife, the gift of lovely Sally,

Which fliil I've kept for her dear fake,

A thoufand times in amorous folly

Her name has carv'd upon the deck !

Again this happy pledge returns.

To fhew how truly Thomas burns,

How truly burns for Sally."

' This thimble, thou didft give to Sally,

Whene'er I fee I think on you ;

Then wTiy fhould Tom ftand fhjlly-fhally.

When yonder lleeple is in view ?'

Tom, never to occafion blind,

Now took her in the coming mind,

And went to church v.'ith Sallv.
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The Baaiiff's Dauijnter of inington.

THSRE vVasayouth-, and a well-beloved youtli,

Arffl he \Vas a fquire's fon":

He lov'd a bailiff's daugliter dsav,

'lliat liv'd in-Illington.-

She v/as coy, and {he would not believe

That h6 did love her I'o, .* -*- -

No nor at any time fhc would

Any count'nance to hipi flio*"'-'
'

But u-hen his friends did underftand

Jrlis fond and fooiifh,mind,

They ient him up to fair London,

And apprentice for to bind.

. Away he had been fevcn long years,

Nor could he his love e'e iee : :

" Many a tear have I ihed for her fate.

When ftie little thought of me."

All the maids of Illington,

V/ent forth to fport and play,

All but the bailiff's daughter dear,

She fecretly Hole away.

She put off her gown of grey,
' And put on her pooreft attire,

She's up to fair London gone,

Her true love to require.

As fhe went along the road.

The weather being hot and dry.

There was fhe aware of her true love,

At length came riding by.

She ftepp'd to him as red as a rofe.

Catching hold of his bridle-ring :

" Pray you, hind fir, give me one penny,

To eafe my weary-limb,"

" I prithee fweet-heart, can'ft thou tell me,

Where that thou waft born."

At Iflington, kind fir, faid fhe,

Where.I have had many a fcoi;n.

'' I prithee, fweet-heart, pa{i'^ thou tell me,

Whether thou doft hndw '

The bailiff's daughter of Illington."

" She's dead, fir, long ago."

" Then will I fell my goodly fleed.

My fuddle and my bo'.v ; " •
.

I wip into fome far country,

Where no man doth mi- know."

" O Hay, O flay, thou goodly youth,

She's alive, Ihe is not dead ;

Ker^ihe ftandeih by thy fide,

AnKis ready to bs thy bride."

" O farewell grief, and welcome joy.

Ten thoufand times and more •,

Por nov/ I have feen mine own true love.

That I thought I flaould have feen no morel"

Lord -Thomas and Fair Eleanor.

LORD Thomas he was a boldforeiler,

And a chafer of the- king's d-er ;

Fair Eleanor was a fine woman,

i\nd Lord Thomas he lov'd her d;ar.

Come riddle my riddle, dear mother he laid,

And riddle u: both as one ;

'\ .'iicilicr i ib^U' niarr^.wiih fjir-Eleapo",

The brown' girl flie has -got hov.fcs and kind:,

Fair Eleanor fhe.h"s got none,

Therefore I charge thee, on my blefling.

To bring me the brow n girl home.

And as it befell on a higli holiday,

As many disl.irlore befide,

Lord Thomas' he v.'ent to fair EleaSor,

That fhouid have been his bride.-

But when, he came to fair Eleanor's bov.e.',

Ke knocked there at the ring,

But.who was fo ready as fair Eleanor

To let lord Thomas foine in.

What newSi'what'he\»s, lord Thomas? fne f^i.l.

What nevi's hafl thou brought unto me ?

I am come to bid thee to my wedding,

And tliat is bad news for thee.

O God forbid, lord Ti?oma?, fhe faid,

That iach a thing fhouid be .done •,

'I thought to have been thy bride my ovri i{'}';

And you to ha'^e been'the bridegrocn-..

Come riddle my riddle, dear mother, fhe faid,

And riddle it all in one :

Whether I fhallgo to lord Thomas's wedding.

Or whether 1 fhall tarry at home?

There's many that are your f.-icnds, da'.'.ghtcr.

And many that are your foe,

Therefore I charge you, on ray bh-jfling,'

To lord Thomas's wedding don't go-
/'

There's many Aat are my friends, mother, .

If a thoufand mere v.ere my foe,

Betide my life, or betide my death,

. To lord Thomas's wedd;ng I'll go.

She clothed hcrfelf in gallant attire,

A^nd her inerry men ail in green.

And as they rid through every town,

They took her to have been' a queen.

But when 'fhe cams to 'lord Thomas'? ^i^,

She knocked there at -the ring, -

But who was I'o ready' as lord Thomas,

To let fair Eleanor in.

Is this your bride ? fair Ellen fhe faid,

Methinks flie looks wonderous brovv'n

;

You might have had as fair a Vi'oman,

As ever trod on the ground.

Defpife her not, fair Ellen, he faid,

Defpife her not unto me ;

For better I love thy little finger,

Than all her Vihole body.

This brown bride had a little penknif;,

That was both long and fharp, '

And betv.'ixt the fhort ribs and the long,

She prick'd fair Eleanor to the heart.

Oh ! Chrift now fave thee, Lord Thornas, he laid,

Methinks thou look'il wonderous wan ;

Thou -vyafl us'd for to look with as f relh a colour

As ever the fun fhiii'd oj;.

Oh ! art thou blind. Lord Thomas? fhe laid,

Or can'ft thou not very we'.l fee?

Oh ! doft thou not fee nty own heart's blood

Runs trickling down my knee .''

Lord Thomas he had a Avord by his fidj
,

As he walk'd about ths, hail,

He cut off his bride's head from her ino'jklgis,.

And he ihre'.v i: againft the wall.

Ue fetth.e hilt againft the ground; -

And the point a='airift his heart;

—

1 here was never ih!*ec loi.-i-s li'.^t '.'.
; :

Thit iCORtr ih:in thsy ;;; 1 .'.;.:,- :.
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The wandering Lamb.

AN anxious mother fearched in vain,

To find her darling, infant lamb,
Which playful ftray'd from off the plain,

So loft its way, fo loft its dam .

The "bleating mother's rending cries,

Soon reached the palling trav'ller's ear.

Each bleating found v/as fiU'd with fighs,

AiFeftion dropt fvveet nature's tear.

Hard, cruel fate ! moft fad to tell.

The fnow fell faftj the cold fevere.

When, near a difmal, dreary dell.

The little wand'ver peiifti'd there !

There, on a bank of feather'd fnow,
.
The haplefs viftim funk to reft

;

Death kindly gave a gentle blow,
And fill'd with care the mother's breaft.

.
. The Convent Bell

WHEN waken'd by the Convent Bell,

'At midnight's dark and dreary hour,
I rofe my mournfal beads to teil.

And think of life and love no more,
In vain I wept, I bludi to ovfn",

'

I dropt a tear for him alone.

At fober eve, or twilight grey.

The fwelling organ's awful found,
Wou'd warn the veftals when to pray,

M- hile holy tears bedew 'd the ground ;

In vain I wept, I blufti to own,
I dropt a tear for him alone,

As Amoret and Phillis fat.

AS Amoret and "rhillis fat

One ev'ning on '.he plain.

And faw the charming !;trephon wait.
To tell the nymph his pain ;•

The threal'nincr cl. ngcr to remove,
Ke -w hiiper'd in her ear,

A.h I Phillis, if you would not love

The ftiepherd, do not hear.

JNone ever had fo ftrange an art,

His paffion to convey

jinto a lift'ning virgin's heart.

And fteal her foul away !

jFly, fly, betimes, for fear you eive
Occafion for your fate,

jln'vain, faid fhe, in vain I ftriv-e,

Alas ! 'tis now' too late.

What a charming thing's a Battle.

WHAT a charming thing's a battle,

Trumpets founding, drums a beating;

^rack, crack, crack, the cannons rattle.

Every heart with joy elating.

With what^ileafure are we fpying,

From the front, and from the rear.

Round us in the fmoaky air,

Heads and limbs and bullets flying!

Then the groans ot foldiers dying ;

,Juft like fparrow's as it were,

'At each pop.

Hundreds drop.

While the muflcets, prittle, prattle :

Kill'd and wounded,
Lie confounded.

What a charming thing's a battle !

But the pleafant joke of all.

Is when to clofe attack we fall

;

Like mad bulls each other butting,

Shooting, ftabbing, maiming, cutting;

Horfe and foot,

All go to't.

Kill's, the word, both men and cattle :

Then to plunder.

Blood and thunder.

What a charming thing's a battle !

On Tay's fweet Banks.

ON Tay's fweet banks the lint-white lings f^

cheerily,

Sweetly blooms the viol^et and gowan in the Tore,
The lambs on the meads they fport and play fo

merrily.

And each lhepherdhere,ate'en,isfain to meet his love:

'Twas here my Sandy firft I knew,
'Twas here into his arms I flew.

The youth was comely, kind and true.

Ah me ! one lucklefs day.

The l^refs-gang forc'd my love to go.

To fight againft my country's foe,

And left me here quite funk in woe,
For Sandy far away.

On Tay's fweet banks they tore my laddie from me,
O fair did I weep when Sandy cry'd adieu •,

In vain the fhepherds try to heap their favors on me.
In lain the laffes feeh fweet flow'rs to bulk my

bonnie brow.
But Ihould the youth return again,

'Twould eafe my aching heart frae pain,

Then pleas'd I'd liften to his ftrain

A' the live long day :

My bleffing aye attend my love,

,

Make him your care, ye pow'rs above,
• For well I ken he'll conilant prove,

My Sandy far away.

. -<^-
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Soft Flowing Avon.

THOU fcft flowingAvon.by whofefilverftream,

Of things more than mortal thy Shake/pear

v.ould dream,

The fairies by moon-light dance roundhis screen bed,

lor hallovv'd the turf is which piUow'd his head.

The love ftricken maiden, and the fighing fwain,

Kfife rove without danger, and figh without pain.

The fweet bud of beauty no blight fhall e'er dread,

For hallow'd the, turf is which pillow 'd his head.

Here youth fliall be fr.m'dfor their love and their

truth,

And cheerful old age 'feel the fpirit of youth.

For the raptures ot fancy, here poets fhall tread,

For hallow'd the turf is which pillow 'd his head.

Flow' on filver Avon, in fong ever flow,-

Ee the fvvans on thy bolom Hill whiter than fnpw,

Flow on,- ever flow, like his fame may you fpread,

For hallow'd the turf is which pillow'd his head.

For we fhall both grow older.

THEY tell me I'm too young to wed.

But fure 'tis all a fancy

;

A fmiling girl runs in my head,

. 'lis pretty litile Nancy :

My mother fays it muft not be,

Tho' this Fve often told her.

That Nancy is as young as me,

And we fhall both grow older.

Her eyes arel)lue, uitfi flaxen hair,

Her fmile juft hit my fancy;

No girl 10 mild, fo foft, fo fair.

As pretty little Nancy :

fhen why not wed as w ell as love ?

And fo I've often told her, ^

If nowr too young, we Ih.-.U improve,

For we fhall both "grow older.

When year on year rolls o'er her head,

She ftill will pleafe my fancy.

As when to church Ifondly ltd

My pretty little Nancy :

_

Then let us wed as love \n\ ites,

, For this I've often told her,

'Xis love alone can give delights.

When we are both grown older.

Mad Tom.

I'M old mad Tom, behold me.

My w-its are quite unf rnmed ;

I'm mad I'm fure, and paft all cure,

And in hopes of being proclaimed.

I'll mount the frofty mountains.

And then I'll ftill the weather •,

I'll pluck the rainbow from the fky.

And I'll fplice both ends together.

I'll mount the pride of marble,

And there I'll frijjht the gypfies-.

And I'll play at bowls with lun and moon,

Atd v. in them with eclipfes.

I 'prentice was to Vulcan,

And ferv'd nriy matter faithful.

In making tools for jovial fuoLs

;

Bui, ye gods ! ye prav'd ungrateful.

The ftars pluck'd from their orbs too.

And put then) in my budjet •,

And if I am not a roaring boy,

Then let all the nation* judge it.

When thou are abfent, &c.

WHEN thou are abfent, charming maid,

In vain the flcy-larks fing;

Or woodbines weave the vernal ihade,

Or Flora paints the fpring :

.But when you range -the daify'd field.

Or in the- garden rove, - .

Increas'd perfume the bloffoms yield,

.And leetr. to court your love. ,

Sharp are the pangs of wan iefpair,

By which my breaft is torn,

While robb'd of thee, my lovely fair,

More fweet than "May-day morn :

Then ha lie, dear tenant of my heart,

Nor let my foul repine
;

fly to heal thy lover's Imart,

Dear charming valentine.

The Jew Pedlar.

T AM a Jew of Dul-e's-Place fame •,

*- Old cloaths and fkins I deals in
;

To cheat the chriftians is my aim.

For cheating is not ftealing :

7hro' ev'ry ftreet about the town.

My voice is known full well,

•For I each day walk up and down.
And cry—old clohs to fell.

H.I 'Ico, Smoii.ch—Who calls

?

—What wi'l you ghve

fir th:fe nerv fattin breeches, and t-zuo hamf/hme
coats ? Let's look : zvky all the -wool's off, ami I
C2n fcs yoiifio'e them, fo IJhall tell your m.aHer,

unle/s you let me ha-ve them chrap. Well, zL'hat

aiill you givejor them, you ra-fcal ? A"o, not a
rafcal ; I -will give you fijejhillingsfir them.

'Tis thus I trick each roguifh wag.
For it is right you know.

To make a penny of a rag,

By crying— :lo fejl, clo.

1 buys the moricy counterfeit,

Gives two-pence for a fhilling,

Qiiickfilver ioon makes twelve of it,

Juft rubb'd around the milling.

At night when all bad faces pafs,

No diff'rence you can tell,

I then gets rid ot all my brafs,

And cries—old cloaths to fell

:

Any ha-lJhilling, hare-Jkins, rdblit -Jk'ins , any pluuJs

or broken Ji:nt glaji—A nice ftcond-hand cloak,

ma'am,'very cheup only fifteenJhillings. 0,'tis

too much, I luill Only give Jix-Jhillings. Well, take

it then, ma'am.

I always afks a good high price,

Tho' I abate, or fo,

I gets my cent, per cent, fo nice,

By crying— clo fell, clo.

Little BingQ,

TrIE farmer's dog leapt oyer the ftyle.

His name was little I-iingo.

The farmer's dog leapt over the ftile,

Kis name was little t ingo.

Jj with an i—I v.ith an N,
N with a G—G w-ith an 0;

His name was little BingO
'

B—I—N-G—O!
Biis name was little Bingo.

The farmer lov d a cup of good ale,

He call'd it rare good llingo.

The farmer lov'd, iSc.

S—Ttvi/h an J, ISc.

And is not this a fweet little fong,

I think it is by Jingo.

And is not this, ii'c.
'

7 -witk /, ^-S'c

lii1l)>iiiiiiiiM ' '
I
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May is the Mother of Love.

THE virgin, when foften'd by May,
Attends to the villager's vows,

The birds fondly bill on the fpray.

And the poplars embrace with their boughs

:

• •On Ida bright Venus may rei^n,

Ador'd tor her beauty above
;

We ftepherds that dwell on the plain.

Hail May, as the mother of love.

From the weft as it wantonly blows
Fond Zephyr carefTes the vine

;

The bee fteals a kifs from the rofe,

And willows and woodbines entwine !

"The pints by the rivulet's fide,

1 hat border the vernal alcove,

Bernd downwards and kifs the foft tide,

P'or May is the mother of love.

May tinges the butterfly's wing.

He flutters in bridal array
;

,If the larks and the linnets now fing.

Their mufic is taught them by May;
The flock dove, reclufe with her mate,

. Conceals her fond blifs in the grove,

And murmuring feeros to repeat,

That May is the mother oi love.

The goddefs will vifit ye foon,

Ye virgins, be fportive and gay ;

Get your pipes, O I ye Ihepherds, in tune,

For mufic muft w elcome the May :

Would J)amon have Fhillis prove kind,

And all his kten snguifh remove,

•Let him lell her foft tales, and he'il find.

That May is the mother of love.

-Auld Pvobin Grey.

YOTJNG Jamie loo'd me weel, and afk'd me for

his bride,

-But faving a crov^n, he had nothing elfe befide.

To make the crown a pound, my Jamie went to fea.

And the crown and the pound were baiih for me.
He had nea been gane a year and a day.

When -my father brake his arm, and our cow was
Hole away ;

I^Ty mither fhe fell fick, and Jamie at the fea.

And auld Robin Grey came a courting to me.

!My faither covld nae wark, sp-d my mither could

nae fpin,

I toiled day^and night, but their bread I could nae

Win,
Auld Robin fed 'em baith, and wi' tears in his eye.

Said, Jenny for their fake, O pray i-riivrry me :

My'heart it faidnea, and I look'd for Jamie back,

But the wind it blew hard,and hisfhip it was a wreck,
His flnip was a wreck; w hy did nea Jeany dee,

Jind why was fhe fpar'd to cry wae is me.

"My father urg'd me fair, but my mither did nea

fpeak,

But fhe look'd in my face till my heart was like to

brea's,

Sa they gied him my liand, tho' my heart was at the

fea,

And auld Rol in Grey was a gude man to me :

I had nae bten a wife, but weeks only four,

\^ hen fitting fo mournfully at my aln door,

I faw my Jamie's Wrath, I could nae think it he,

'Till he laid " love I'm corned h'ame to marry ihee"

Sair, fair did we gree', and muc- le did we fay, ,

We took but ane kils, and we tore ourfelves away,

I wifh I were dead, but I am nae like to dee,

why was I born to fay wa'es me ?

1 gang lik a ghaift, and I canna like to fpin,

I dare nae think o' ]amie, for that v ould be a fin,

But I'll do my befl, a gude wife !>. be.

For aultl Robin Grey is very kind to me.

Hot Mutton Pies.

OLord what a place is a camp !

What wonicrful doings are here!

liow the people are all on the fcamp : -

Now to me it looks devilifh queer
;

There's ladies a fwigging of gin.

And crop'd macaronies likewife ;

There's I with my who'll up •and win ?

Come here with your hot mutton pies.

Tol, hi, de, rol, hi, &c.

There's horfes, and affes, and chaife,

And waggons, and carts out of number;
Here's racketing nights and by days.

And inns full of dead and live lumber ;

Now there is a beau in a gig,

And there is a lady in clover;

And there lies an alderman's wig.

With Billy the tailor done over.

Tol, lot, 'So.

There's galloping this way and that,

With—madam Hand out of the way.^
There's— fie, fir, v/hat would you be at !

—

Come, none of your impudence pray

—

There's halt, to the right about face.

There's laughing, and fcreanning and cries,

There's trrilliners, men out of place

—

And I with my hot mutton pies.

Tol, lol, L^c.

There's the heath, all the world like a fair,

There's butlers, futlevs, and cooks,

There's popping away in the air.

And captains with terrible looks ;

There's — how d ye do ?—pretty well.

Oh I the duft has half blinded my eyes,

There's what have you now got to fell ?

Why, here is my hot mutton pies.

Tol, lol, £?#.

*There's horfe-jockies, tailors and quacks.

There's parf'ons,.and lawyers, and thieves,

There's pedlars with fhops on their backs,

And miffes with nicepucker'd fleeves

;

There's ladies with Plunket-flreet fmocks.

And they painted up to the eyes,

There's quiz capes and modern docks.

And there's—me with my hot mutton pies.

To', loli &c.

* ThisVerfe is the Prodiiaion of a Gentleman, to whole afe-

ful Hints for this Publication thcPubliilicr is much indebted.

My Friend and Pitcher.

TliF, wealthy fool.with gold in flore.

Will ffill d^fire to grow richer
;

Give me but thefe, I afk no more,

My charming girl, my friend and pitcher.

Mv friend fo rare, my girlfofrxir

,

With fuch mhut mortal can be rii.her.

Give me but thefe, a Jigfir care.

With my fxvset girl,my friend andpitcher.

From morjiing fun I'd never grieve

To toil, a hedger or a ditcher,

If that when I come home at eve,

1 might enjoy my friend and pitcher.

My frritndfo rare, Ifc.

Tho' fortune ever fhuns my door,

I know' not what 'tis can bewitch her 5

With all my heart, can I be poor.

With my fweet girl, my friend and pitcher ?

My friendfc r:re, ^S'c-
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Fair Margaret and Sweet William.

AS it fell out upon a day,

Two lovers they fat on a hill

;

They fat together a long fummer day.

And could not talk their fill.

I fee no harm by you, Margaret,

And you fee none by me :

Before to-r.iorrow at eight o'clock

A rich wedding you fliall fee.

Jair 'Margaret fate in her bower-window,

A combing of her hair ;

There fhe efpied fweet William and his bride,

As they a were riding near.

Down fhe laid her ivory comb ,

And up fhe bound her hair ;

She went away firft from the bower,

But never more came there.

When day was gone, and night was come.

And all was faft afleep,

Then came the fplrit ot fair Margaret,

And flood at William's bed feet.

God give you joy, you true lovera.

In bride-bed fall afleep ;

Lo! I am going to my grafs-gieen grave,

And I am in my winding fheet.

Vi hen day was come, and night was gone,

And all men wal;'d from fleep,

Sweet William to his lady faid,

My (har, I've caufe to weep.

I dream'd a dream, my dear lady.

Such dreams are never good :

I dream'd my bower was full of red fvvine,

And my bride-bed full of blood.

Such dreams, fuch dreams, my honour'd fir,

They never do prove good
;

To dream thy bower was full of fwine,

And thy bride-bed full of blood.

He called his merry men all,

" By one, by two, and by three ;

Saying, " I'll away to fair Margaret's bower,
" By the leave of- my lady."

And when he came to fair Margaret's bower.
He knocked at the ring •,

So ready were her feven brethren

To let fweet William in.

Then he turn'd up the covering fheet

—

" Pray let me fee the dead
; ,

" Methinks fhe looks both pale and wan,
" She has loft her cherry red.

" I'll do more for thee, Margaret,
" Than any of thy kin

;

" For I will kifs thy pale wan lips,

" Though a fmile I cannot win."

With that befpoke the feven brethren.

Making moft piteous moan,
" You may go kils your jolly brown dame,

" And let our fifter alone."

" If I do kifs my jolly brown dame,
" I do but what is right

;

" For I made no vow to your fifter dear,

" By day, nor yet by night.

" Pray tell me then, how much you'll deal,

" Of white bread and your wine :

" So much as is dealt at her lun'ral to-day,

" To-morrow fhall be dealt at mine."

Fair Margaret died to-day, to day.

Sweet William he died the morrow;
Fair Margaret died for pure true love,

Sv.'cet V/illiam he died for forro'ft'.

Margaret was buried in the lower chancel,

And William in the higher
;

Cut of her brcaft there fprang a rofe.

And cut of his a briar.

They grew as high as the church-top.

Till they could grow no higher ;

And there they grew in a true-lover's-knot.

Which made all the people admire.

Then came the clerk of the parifh,

As you this truth fhall hear,

And by misfortune cut them down.
Or they had now been there.

Old Tom of Bedlam.

FORTH from my dark and difmal cell.

And from the deep ab3''fs of hell.

Mad Tom is come to view the world again,

And fee if he can cure his diliempei'd brain.

Fears and cares opprefs my foul

:

Hark, how the angry furies howl

!

Pluto laughs, and Proferpine is glad.

To fee poor naked Tom of Bedlam mad.

Through the world I wander night and dav

To feek my flraggling fenfes,

In an angry mood I met old Time,
With his pentatuch of tenfes

;

When me he fpied,

Away he hied,

For time will flay for no man :

In vain with cries

I rend thfe fkies.

For pity is not common.

Cold and comforlefs I lie :

Help, oh help I or elfe I die !

Kark ! I hear Apollo's team.e,

The carman 'gins to whiftle;

Chafte Diana bends her bow.

The bear begins to briftle.

Come, Vulcan, with tools and with tackles.

To knock off my troublefom fhackles •,

Bid Charles make ready his Waine'
To fetch- me my fenfes again.

Laft night I heard the dog-ftar bark ; .

Mars met with Venus in the dark;

Limping Vulcan heat an iron bar.

And furioufly made at the god of war :

Mars with his weapon laid about,

But Vulcan's temples had the gout,

For his broad horns hang fo much in his light,

He could not fee to aim his blov.-s aright

:

Mercury the nimble poft of heaven,

Stood ftill to fee the quarrell •,

Gorrel-bellied Bacchus, giant-like,

Beftrid a ftrong-beer barrel.

To me he drank, '

I did him thank.

But I could get no cyder ;

He drank whole butts

Till he burft his guts.

But mine were ne'er the wider.

Poor Tom is very dry :

A little drink for charity!

Hark, I hear Afleon's horn !

The huntfman whoop and hallow :

Ringwood, Royfter, Bowman, Jov.ler,

All in_the chafe to follow.

The man in the moon drinks claret.

Eats powder'd beef, turnip, and carret.

But a cup of old l\;alaga fack

Will fire the bufh at his back.
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The Muleteers.

YE high born Spanifli noblemen.
Ye dons and cavaliers

;

Ah ! little do you think upon
The lowly muleteers

;

To earn an honeft livelihood,

What toils, .what care we know,
Small our gain, great our pain.

O'er the hill, o'er the plain,

Parch'd with heat, drench'd with rain ;

Still the muieteers muft go.

When darknefs overtakes us,

Our mules to droop begin ;

Fatigu'd and fpent, what joy w€ fee-1.

To reach the wifh'd-for inn.

We drain the wine cag jollily.

We tofs it to and fro.

While to fleejj, as we creep,

Maritornes may weep,

That when day-light does peep,

"

Then the muleteers muft go.

The Caledonian Laddy O,

"TJLTTHE Sandy is a bonny boy,
-*-' And always is a wooing,
Nor is he e'er too bold or coy,

Altho' he is fo looing.»

Laft night he prefs'd me to-hrsbreaft,

And vow'd he'd afk my daddy O,
O dear ! to wed me he confefs'd,

'J he Caledonian Laddy O.

The maidens try both far and near,,

To gain young Sandy over
;

£ut all their arts I dinr.a fear,

He winna prove a ro\ ev !

For fure he told me frank and free,

Unknown to mam or dac'dy-'O
;

He'd marry none, ah none but-jne.

The Caledonian 'L-.(dd/ O.

The other day from Dundee Fiir,

He brought me home a bonnet,

A cap and ribbons lor my hair,

But mark wliat ioon came on it

;

As late from kirk we fome-how Hood,
In fpite of mam or daddy O,

He marry 'd me, do all I coii'd.

The Caledonian Laddy O.

Arife.fweet MeiTenaer.
55-

A RISE fweet meflenger of morr),
'^^*- With thy mild beams.our {l:ies.adorn ;

For iong'as-fliepherds pipe and play,
Tiiis, this fhah be a holiday.

See! morn appears ; a rofy hue
Steals fott o'er yonder orient bhse

;

Soon ietus meet in trim array.

And frolic out this holidav.

A Sup of Good Whiikey.

A SUP of good whilkey will make you glad,
-ti Toomuchiof fhecreaturewillmake you mad,
If you take it in reafon 'twill make you wife,
If you drink to excefs 'twill clofe up your eyes.

Yef'father and mother,
And fifler and brother,

1 hey all take a fup in their turn.

Some preacher« will tell you to drink is bad,
I think fo lob—il there's none to be had:
The fwadler will bid you drink none at all,

But while I can get it a fig for them all

;

Both laymen and brother,

In fpite of this pothtr.

Will all take a fup in their turn.

Some dotftors will tell ye 'twill hurt your health,
And juftice will fay 'twill reduce your wealth,
Phyficians and lawyers will all agree.

When your money's all gone they can get no fee.

'

Yet furgeon and doftor.

And lawyer and protflor.

Will all take a fup in their turn.

If a foldier is drunk feen on duty found.
He foon to the ihree-legg'd horfe is bouiid;
In the lace of the regiment obliged to ftrip,

A naggin will foften the drumm-er's whip.
For ferjeant and drummer,
And likewife his honor,

V.''ill ail take a fup in their turn.

The Turks v.ho arrived from the Porte fublime,
'{ hey tuld us tha' drinking was held a great crime

;

Yet aher their dinner away they flunk,
And tippled their wine, 'till they got quite drunk.

The Sultan and Crommet,
And even Mahomet,

They ail take a fup in their turn.

The Quakers will bid you from drink abftain,
By yea and by nay, 'tis a fault in the vein.
Yet feme of the broadbrims will get to the fluff,

And tipple away 'till they've tippled enough.
For ftiff rump and fiead/,

And Solomon's lady.

Would all take a fup in their turn.

"The Germane will fay, they can drink the moft.
The French and Italians will aifo boaft;
Hibernia's the country, for all their noife,

.SFor generous drinkino; and hearty toys,
'J here each jovial fellow.

Will drink 'till he's mellow.
And take oifhis srlafs in his turn.

How happy could I be, &c.

XTOW happy could I be with either,
J- -*• Were t'other dear charm-er away

;

But while you thus teize me together,'
To neither a word will I fay

;

Jk^ut tol de rol, iSc. Ecg. 0(.
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Go, Pvofe.

Go, i-ofe, my Chloe's bofom grace;

. How happy fhould I piore,

Mis^'u I fupply ihat envy'd place

Wiih Tie\ er-fa jing love I

There, phanix like, beneath her eye,

InvoU'd in fragrance, .burn -and die;

Invoiv'd.in, iTc.

'

*

Kmnv, haplefs flovv'r, that thou iLalt find

More fragrant rofcs there,

I fee thy with'ring head rtLlin'd

With envy and def^'.jir
;

One common fate we both mull prove

;

You die with envy, I wilh love.

You dis, f c. Ga

When I. awake, &?«,

WIIETSI I awake, with painful brow,
Ere the cock begins to crow ;

Toffing, tumbling in my bed,

Aching heart, and aching-head
;

Fond'ring over human ills, (3

Cruel bailiffs, tailors' bills
;

Flufh and Pam thrown up at Loo:
Wlien thefe forrows Ilrike my view.

i fry

And, to flop the gufliing tear.

Wipe It,with the pillow-bier.

15ut when fportive ev'nlng comes.

Routs, ridoitos, balls, aiad drums

;

Cafinos here, i'eftincs there,

Mirih and paftime ev'ry where ;

Seated by a fprightly Infs,

Smiling with the Imiling glafs ;

When ihefe pleafures are my lot.

Tailors, bailiffs, all forgot,

I laugh —
Carelefs, then, what may befal.

Thus I iliake my fides at all.

Then, again, -when I periife

O'er my tea, the morning news
;

Difmal l-^les of plundsr'd houlls,

\\'anton wives, and cuckold Ipoufes

;

When I read of money lent.

At fixteen and a half per cent.

I cry—— —
Tut if, ere the mufEii's gone,

Siirii'ring enters honefl John ;

" Sir, Mifs liUcy's at the door,

" Waiting in a chaife and four ;"

Inftant vanifh all mj caves.

Swift I fcamper down the flairs,

And laugh i

So may this indulgent throng,

Who now, fmiling, grace my fong,

!Never more cry. Oh ! oh ! oh !

Hut Join with me in, Ha J ha I ha !

Let Gay Ones and Great.

1 E^' gay ones, and great,

I ^- Make the moft of tlrelr fate,

From pleafure to pleafure they run

;

Well, who carts a jot ?

I envy them not.

While I have my dog and my gun.

For exercife, air.

To the fields i repair,

Wiih fpiri'-s unclouded and light ;

'J he bliffes I find.

No flings leave behind,

.Bui hi.-iUh and dii-erfion iinue.

If you at an OiTice foliclt.

IF yoti at an office folicit your due,

And would not Jiave matters negleffed,

You m.Lift q'lJcken the clerk w:th ihe perqulfite too.

To do what his duty dire(fied ;

Or would you the frowns of a lady prevent.

She, too, has this palpable failing,

The fjtrquifite fokens her into confent ;

That r-jafon with all is prevailing. Beg. Op.

To thee, O gentle Sleep.

TO thee, O gentle fleep, alone.

Is ow-ing all our peace;

Ey thee our joys are hcighten'd fliewn,

• By thee our forrows ceafe.

The nymph, whofe hand by fraud or force

Some tyrant has poffefs'd,

Ly thee obtaining a divorce.

In her own choice is blefs'd.

Oh ! flay, Arp::fia bids thee flay

;

The fadiy weeping fair

Conjures thee not to lofe, in day.

The objeff of Iter care.

To grafp whofe.plcafing form fhe fought

;

That motion chas'd her fleep :

Thus by ourfelves are oftenefi wrought

1 he griefs for which we v.'eep.

The flate of a Lover.

HOW happy a lover's life jiafTes,

Vv'^hen beauty returns figh for figh !

He looks upon all men as' affes.

Who have not fome girl in their eye.

. With heart full as light as a feather,

Jie trips to the terras or parks, -
'

Where fvvains croud impatient together.

And maidens look out for their Iparks.

What fweet palpitation arifes.

When Chloe appe.'.rs full in view !

Iler fmiles at more value he prizes.

Than mifeis the mines of i'eru.

T\\i>' Avift-winged time, as the're walking,

Soon parts ihem, alas ! by his flight

;

By refleftion he flill hears her talking.

And abfent he keeps her in fight.

Whenever abroad he regales him.

And Bacchus calls out for his lafs

;

His love for his Chloe ne'er fails him,

Her name gjves a zeft to his glafs.

No other amufement he prizes,

- Than thofe that from Chloe arife ;

She's firft in his thoughts when he riles,

And laft when he clofes his eyes.

Then let not ambition diftrefs lis.

Or fortune's fantafiical chace ;

Love only with Chloe can blefs us,

And give all we want to embrace.

L»ve in a P^il-

In Love ftiould there meet, ^c.

IN love fliould there meet a fond fair,

Untutor'd by fafhion or art,

Whofe -wifhes ate warm and fincere,

Whofe words are th' excefs of the heart.

If aught of fubfi-mial delight.

On this fide the flars can be found ;

'Tif, fure, when that coi'ple unite,
_

And Cupid by Hymen is crown'd. Lovn in a Fi,.
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The Wine Vault.

CONTENTED I am, and contented I'll be;
For v.-hii can this v/orld more afford,

Than a girl that V. i!l fociably fit on my knee,
And a cellar that's plentcoufly flor'd ?

Sec- ! my vault door is open, defcend ev'ry guefl.

Tap tliat raik, for the wine we will try
;

'Tis as f\A cet as the lips of your love, to your talle.

And as bright as her cheeks to your eye.

In a piece of flit-hoop I my candle have ftuck,

'Twill lig;ht us each bottle to hand
;

'1 he foot of my glals I have purpofely broke,
For I hate that a bumber fliould Hand.

.'Sound ih.1t pipe
—

'tis in tune, and the binns are well
fill'd,

View that heap of Chamya'^rne in the rere
;

Thole bottles are Burgundy, fee how they're pii'd,

Like artillery, tier over tier

My cellar's my camp, and my foldiers my flafks.

All glorioufly lang'd in review
;

'When I caft my^eyes round, I confider my caflvs

As kingdoms I've got to fubdue.

. 'Tis my will, when I die, not a tear fhall be filed,

No hie jucet be grav'd on my Hone
;

But pour on my cofEn a bottle of red,

And fay, that my drinking is done.

G. A. Stevens.

The Fan.

FOR various purpofe ferves the fan
;

As thus—a decent blind,

.Between the flicks to p^eep at man,
Nor yet betray your mind.

Each adlion has a meaning plain,

I'efentment's in the fnap
;

A flirt e::prelTcs ftrong difdain,

Confent a gentle tap.

All palfions will the far. difclofe,

Afl modes of female art

;

And to advantage (weedy fhewS
The hand, if not the heart.

Tis folly's fceptre, firil defign'd

liy love's capricious boy.

Who knons how lightly all mankind
Are govern d by a toy.

Where fhall Celia fly, &c.

WHERE Ihall Cclia fly for fl.dter ?

In what fecret grove or cave?

'Sighs and fonnets fent to melt her,

From the young, the gay, the brave.

Tho' with prudifli airs fhe ftarch her,

Still flie longs, and ftiil flie burns :

'Cupid flioots like Hymen's archer,

Wherefoe'er the damfel turns.

Virtue, youth, good-fenfe and beauty,

(!f dilcretion guide us not)

Sometimes are the ruffian's booty,

Sometimes are the booby's lot;

Now they'ie purchas'd by the trader,

Now commanded by the peer
;

Now fome fubtle, mean invader.

Wins the heart, 'or gains the ear.

O difcretion ! thou'rt a jewel,

Or our grand-mamas miftake.

Stinting flame by bating fewel,

Always careful and awake.
Would you keep your ))earls from tramplcrs.,

Weigh the licence, weigh the banns
;

Mark my fong upon your famplers.

Wear it on your knots and fans.

Blithe Jockey.

TJLI "HE Jockey, young and gay,
*"* It all my heart's delight

;

He's all my talk by day.
And all my dreams by night.

If from the lad I be,

'Tis v.'inter then with me
;

But when he tarries here,

'Tis fumraer all the year.

When I and Jockey met
Firfl: on the flow'ry dale,

Right fweetly me he tret.

And love was all his tale.

You are the lafs, fays he.
That flaw my heart frae me;
O eafe mc of my pain,

And never fliew difdain.

I'm glad when Jockey comes.
Sad v.'hen he gangs away

;

'Tis night when Jockey glooms.
But when he Imiles 'tis d.iy.

His fuit I ill deny'd.

He kifs'd and I comply 'd
;

Sae Jockey promis'd me.
That he would faithful be.

Well can my Jockey kyth
His love and courtefie

;

He made my heart quite blithe,

When he firft fpohe to me.

V, hen our eyes meet I pant,
I colour, figh, and faint

;

What lafs that would be kind,
Can better fpeak her mind ?

Say, little foolilh, fluttering thing.

O AY, little foolilh, fluttering thing,
'<-' Vy'hither, ah ! M-hither would you wing

Your airy flight ?

Stay here ar;', ling.

Your mlftrefs to delight.

No, no, no, .

Sweet Robin, you fhall not go !

Where, lifle wanton, could you be.

Half fo hsppy as v/ith me ? Padlock..

The Waterman.

AND did you not hear of a jolly young waterman,
Who at Black- Friars Bridge us'd far to ply ?

He feather'd his oars with fuch flcill and dexterity,

Winning each heart, and delighting each eye :

Fe look'd fo neat, and row'd fo fteadily.

The maidens all flock'rl to his boat fo readily

;

And theyey'd die young rogue with fo charming an
air.

That this waterman ne'er was in want of a fare.

Vv''hat fights of fine folks he oft row'd in his wherry,
'Twas clean'd out fo nice and fo painted withal!

He was always iivft oars, when the fine city ladies

In a party to Ranelagh went, or Vauxhall.
And oftentimes would they be giggling and leering,

But 'twas all one to Tom, their gibing and jeering ;

F'or loving, or liking, he little did care,

For this waterman ne'er was in -want of a fare.

And yet, but to fee how- ftrangely things happen
;

As he row'd along, thinking of nothing at all,

He was ply'd by a damfel fo lovely and charming.
That flie fmil'd, and lb ilraightv>'a:y in love he did

fall.
?.

And would thib young damfel but banifh his forrow.
He'd wed her lo-night, before it was morrow :

Then how fliould this watevman ever know cave,

VV hen he's raan;y'd, and never in want of a farei
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King Zaydc and Zelindaxa.
FROM THE SPANISH.

From itmojig other romances cf the mofifamous feqfis
and tournaments of the Moors, the Jbllomiiig ont

has bectifeUcled, the Orivintil of whkh miijl have
been -very ancient, as ij.relates the catajirophe of a
Mo'^rr/h knight hi the court of one of the kings of
Toledo, rvhich city tt'as re-conquercd by the Chrif-
tians in the year 1085.

N troops of' eight, and troops of ten,

Thi; Alitavian race,

Vv'ith many a Saracinian r;hief,

Toledo's circus grace :

To tfirow the cane, and prove their Arength,

With theAzarques bold,

With 'dalife's comely riien,

Ths tournament to hold.

Thefe royal fports the king proclaims

For peace then lately made
Between Granada s prince Atarfe

And Belchite's king Zayde.

But fame reports, th-e Monarch's love

For a fair Moorifti dame
Was the true caufe of all ihefe feafts:—

.

Zelindaxa her name.

Firft to the field, on fiery Heeds,

The Saracini flew—

.

Their cloaks and jackets richly ilione

Of green \and orange hue.

Sharp fcymeters, emboft with gold.

Each fiiining target fhows -,

.And letters which defiance bor-e ,

'

Againft their country's foes.

Swiftly the Alitares next

Enter the lifted field
;

A goodly fight their fcarkt coats

With fnow-white flow'rcts yield.

Their targets, for device the fky.

By Atlas propt, did lhoT.v,

.And a motto fair, which faid,

" Until fatigued I grow."

Next Dalife's gallant knights

G'er the field flately ride,

W^ith coats of red and yellow clad,

A veil f to.each aim tied.

A double knot was their device.

By a wild man undone,

On whofe enormous club was writ,

" This through our valour won."

Thelaft, but braveft troop, tire Moor
Azarque moft portly. leads •.

Their veils were purple mixt with blue,

And plumes adorn their heads.

"On their green fhields, ^ with azure ground,

Twojoined hands are feen.

And the letters thare inscribed,

" Surrounded by the green."

'T"he furious king this emblem read.

And, jealous, could not bear

That Zelindaxa's heart with him
Another man fhould fhare-

To Selim, his Alcayde, he faid,

" This Sun, which fliines fo bright,

" And dares, in my defpite, to blaze,

" Shall quenched be this night."

i* Alraayzal i: the Arabic name of a ftriptd filken veil, nr

head-drelX, worn by the Moorith women. It was the ufual fa-

vour, in the daj's of knight-errantry, for '.he ladies to gi^'e them
to-their knights, v,ho lied them asa fignal on their arms, as bci:ig

the moft confpicuoup plaee.

fj Green wa^the peculiar colour affct^ed by Mahomet, hi^def-

;cerdanir., and the princes of the Mahometan faith : this device

Aey/s, that Zeliudaxa was t/f royal blood.

With m.5tchlefs art, refiftlefs force,

Azarque now throws his cane,

§ And as his courfer meafures back
With- fpeed the ditlly plain.

The 'dmiring croud tumultuou.s fhout,
" Alha thee fave !" they cry :

The ladies, from the royal feats-,

/Applaud him .palling by.

Tranfported Zelindaxa throws

t Perfumes upon her knight.

The king, with bitter grief and rage,

At this heart-breaking fight,

Calls to the cavaliers to caft

Their flender canes 'away,

And the prefumptuous Azarque
To feize without delay.

'^"wo of the four quad rills, with hafte,

Take lances in their hands ;

For who fliall venture to refift

An angry king^s commands ?

The other tv.-o would fain have fought,

Their utmoft aid to lend
;

jBut Azarque cries, ''In vain you try
'' To fave,your wretched friend.

" Put down ybur lancfis ; let them come
" And firifce thf deadly biow^

"
:. hail, a lover fue, expire,
•" This fatal day llinll ibciv."

Azarque, at length, o'ercome and feiz'd.

With grief the people fee,

-And take up ?rms to give him help,

So well belov'd was he,

:From her balcony Zelindaxa

Exclaims, with all her might,
" Save him, ye moors, O fave him now,

.Preferve rny faithful knight."

'Then Tieadlong down Ihe ftrives to throT'
' HerfeH in fell defpair;

Her mother holds her in her arras,

And foothcs her frantic care.

" Dofl: thou not fee, my daughter dear,

" That nothing can withftand
" What a ilern, royal lover's rage

" Shall cruelly command ?"

A meffage from the monarch came.

Enjoining her to choofe

In fome relation's fecret houfe.

Her liberty to lofe.

Tair Zelindaxa to the king

Made llraightway this reply.":

" The memory of Azarque- fhall lie

" My prifon till I die.

" And thou ftiall fee that I will dare

" Refift with conifancy,

" Whate'er a lavage, bloody king,
" May impioufly decree."

§ The chief art in the Juego de Canas is, 'to ride full-fpecd,

throw the cane at a ceitain marks, and (hen fuddenly turn the

horfe back with equaj fwiftne!«. -It was furely invented to traia

their horfesto the Arabian n-uinoer of riding up to their cneiijy,

and, after calling javelins, retreating with expedition before the

adverfary could returti their. ftroke. This cuHora, Isold as the

Parthian empire in the ealit, is, to this day, pradlifed in Arabia.

His prefent Catholic majefly revived this fport, on the mar-

riage of the prince of Allurias, at Madrid, where the quadriUef

were compofed of the npbkll: youth in the kingdom, headed each

by a prince of the blood.

f The Spanidi ladies have retained from the Moors their

pallant way of tlirowing rofe-water, perfumes, flowers, &c. on

their lovers and favourites, as they pafs under their balconies

during the carnival ; a liberty allowed at no other fcafon. Many
a Irdy wait~ (he rei^urn of the carnival, to make 'his tacit- de-

clarr.lion of her fentir^jcnts.
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Songs ; as well as Old Englifti, Irifh, and Scotch Ballads, Legendaries, &c. &e. To which will be added, a complete Index.

The Blufh of Aurora.

J. HE blufh of Aurora now tinges the morn,

And dew-drops befpangle the fvveet-icented thorn;

Then found, brother fportfman, found, found the

gay horn.

Till Phoebus awakens the day,

And fee, now he riles in fplandor how bright

!

lO Paean for Phoebus, the god of delight

;

All glorious in beauty, now banifh the night,

Then mount, boys to horfe, and aw'ay.

What rapture* can equal the joys of the chace ?

Health,bloom and contentment appear in each face,

A.nd in. our fwift couvfers what beauty and grace,

Vi'hile we the fleet ftag do purfue ?

At the deep and harmonious cry of the hounds,

Struck by terror, he burfts from the lorefl's wide

bounds.

And the' like the lightning he darts o'er the grounds

Yet flill boys we have him in view.

When chac'd till quite fpent, he his life docs refign.

Our viftim we'll ofl'er at Bacchus's fhrine.

And rcvel in honour of Nimvod divine.

That hunter Jo mighty oi fame ;

Our glaffes then charge to our country and king;

Love and beauty we'll ch;irge to, and jovially fmg,

Wifliing health and fuccefs'till wc make the houle

rirg",

To all fportfmen and fons of the game !

O lay fimple Maid.

.INCi.IU

SAY, fimple maid, have you form'd any

notion.

Of all the rude dangers in croffing the ocean?

When winds whiftle fhrilly, ah! won't theyTemind

70".

To figh with regret for the grot left behind you ?

YARICO.
Ah I no, I could follow, and fail the world over,

Nor think of my grot, when I look at my lover !

The winds which blow round us, your arms for my
pillow.

Will lull us to ileep, while we're rock'd by each

billow.

INCLE.
Then fay, lovely lafs, what if haply efpying

A rich gallant veffel with gay colours flying ?

YARICO. _

I'll journey with thee, love, to where the land

narrows.

And fling all my cares at my back with my arrows.

BOTH.
O fay then, my true love, we never will funder,

J>ior (hrir.k from the ten'jpeit, nor dread the big

thunder

;

Whilit conilant, we'll laugh at all changes of

weather,

And journey all over the world both together.

You know I'm your Prieft.

YOU know I'm your prieft and your confcience
is mine,

Eut if you grow wicked, 'tis not a good fign.

So leave off your rakeing and marry a wife.

And then, my dear Darby, you're lettl'd for life.

Sing Ballynamono Oro,
A good merry wedding for me.

The bans being publifh'd, to chapel we go.

The bride and the bridegroom in eoats white as

fnow,

So model! her air, and fo fheeplfh your look.

You out with your ring, and I pull out my book.
Sing Ballynomono, &c.

I thumb out the place., and I then read away.
He blufhes at love, and Ihe whifpei-s obey.

You take her dear hand to have and to hold,-

I fhut up my book, and I pocket your gold.

bing Ballynamono, &c.

That fnug little guinea for me.

The neighbours wifh joy to the bridegroom anJ
bride.

The pipers before us march on fide by fide ;

A plentiful dinner gives joy to each face;

The piper plays up, myfelf I fay grace.

Sing r<allynamono, &c.

A good wedding dinner for me.

The joke now goes round' and the fliockir.g is

thrown
;

The curtains are drawn, and you're both left alone;
' lis then, my dear boy, I believe you at home.
And hie for a chriil'ning in nine months to come.

Sing Ballynamono, &.c.

A good merry chrift'ning for me.

On Green Sedgy Banks.

VN the green fedgy banks of the fweet winding
' Tay,

As blithe as the woodlark that carols in May,
I pafs'd the gay mofnents with joy and delight.

For peace cheer'd the morn, and content crown'd
the night ;

Till love taught young hope my youth to deceive.

What we wifh to be true—love bids us believe.

V^ henever I wander, thro* hill, dale or E;rove,

Young Sandy would follow with foft tales of love;

Enraptur'd he prefs'd me, then vow'd with a figh.

If Jenny was cruel— alas ! he muft die ;

A youth fo engaging, with eafe might deceive

—

What v.e wilh to be true—'love bids us believe.

He flole my fond heart, then he left me to mourn.
For peace and content, that ne'er tan return ;

From the clown to the beau the fex are all arr.

They complain oi the wound, but we feel the iniiart:

We join in the fraud, and curfelves we deceive

—

What we w iih to be iru*.—.lo^'e bids us believe;
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The origin o£ Englid-^Sfbevcy.

^NCE thegodsoffheGreets.aTSnambrofial feaft

Large bov.ls o'-ricn neftar were quaffing:

Mer'-y Mjmus among them was fat as a gueft,

(Hon-:ev favs the celeftials lov'd laughin.g :)

On each in the fyncci she huTiiOurifl. droU'd,

So none couid his jote: dilspprove;

He fung, repartee'd, and ibmA fmart ttories toid,

And at laft thus began upon Jove.

" Sire I Atlas, v/ho long has the univerfe bore,
" Grows gi'iei-oufly tir'd of late ;

" He fays that manl:ind are much'.vorfe than before,
" So he begs to be eas'J of their v. eight."

Jove, inowing the earth on poor Atlas wrs hurl'd,

From bis fhoulders commanded the ball;

Gav: his daug!;.ter, Attratflion, the charge of the

world,

And.fhe hung it up high in his hall.

Mifs, pleas'd v.'itTi the prefent, review'd the globe

round.

To fee what each climate was worth
;_

Like a diamond, the whole with an atmofphere
bound,

•And ftie varioiifly planted the ear'ih :

With filver, gold, jewels, fhe India endow'd ;

France and'Sjjain fhe taught vineyards to rear ;

\^''hat failed each clime, on each clime flie bellow 'd,

And freedom, fhe found flourifli'd here.

Four cardinal virtues fhe left in this ifle,

. As guardians to cherifh the root
;

The bloffoms of liberty 'gan then to fmile,

And Englifhmen fed on the fruit.

Thus fed, and thus bred, from a bounty fo rare,

preferve it as free as 'twas giv'n I

" We will, v/hile we've breath ; nay, we'll grafplt

in deJiih,

"'' Then return it untainted to Keav'n 1"

G..A. Sl:ve!'.4,

The Comparifan

PARTING to death we will compare;
For, fure, to thofe who love fincere,

So dreadful is the pain.

Such doubts, fuch horrors, rend the mind !

But, oh ' when adverie fate grows hind.

How fweet to tneet again !

To thofe tri'd hearts, and throfe alone,-

Vv'^ho have the pangs of abfence known,
•The blifsful change is given;

And who—oh ! who would not endure

The pangs of death, if they were fure

To reap the joys of heaven ?

Now or never.'

TO make the moft of fleeting time,

Shoa'd be our great endeavour ;

For love we both are in our prime.

The time is now or never.

A thoufand charms around you play ;

No girl more bright or clever
;

Then let vs both agree to-day,

To-morrow will be never.

I ne'er fhall be a better man,

1 burn with love's high fever ;

Pray now be kind, I know you can,

You muft not anfwer, never.

Whilft you, thus, Chloe, turn afide,

You fruflrate my endeavour ;

'

That face will fade, come down that piide,

Your time is now ot never.

Ere for yourfelf or me too late
;

Say now, you're mine for ever
;

,1 may be fnatch'd by care or fate.

My time is now or never.

Fufh r.bout the brifk Bowl.

USH al\out the brifk bowl, 'tv\ill enliven the
heart,

Vfhile thus we fit round on the grafs

:

The lover, who talks of his fufF'rings and fmart,
Deferves to be reckon'd an afs, an afs,

Deferves to be, &c.

The wretch, who' fits watching his Hl-gotten pelf.

And wifhes to add to the mafs,

\^h3te'er the curmudgeon may think of himfelf,

Defervesrto he, iSc.

The beau, who fo fmart, with his well-powder'd
hair,

An angel beholds in his glafs.

And thinks with grimace to fubdue all the fair,

Deferves to be reckon'd, tsfc.

The merchant from climate to climate will roam,
Of Croefus the wealth to furpafs

;

.'ind oft, while he's wand'ring, my lady at home
Claps the horns of an ox on the als, the afs,

'Claps tbeborhs, iic.

The lawyer fo gra\'e, when he puts in his plea.

With forehead well cover'd with brafs,

Tho' he talks to no purpofe, he pocket: your fee.

There you, my good friend, are the als, the ais.

There y-ou, &c.

The formal phyfician, w-ho knows ev'ry ill,

Shall laft be produc'd in this clafs

;

The (ick man awhile may confide in his fkill.

But death proves tlie doflor an als, an ats ;

But death, C5V.

Then let us, companions, be jovial and gay.

By turns take our bottle and lals;

For he who his pleafure puts off for a day,

Deferves to be recko-n'd an afj, an afs,

Deferves to be reckon'd, &c.

O what joy does Conqueft yield.

OWHAT joy does ccnqucff yield.

When returning from the field
;

Shining in his glitt'ring arms.

How the god-like warrior charms I

Laurel-wreaths his head furroundmg,

Banners w-aving in the wind ;

Fame her golden trum.pet founding,

Ev'ry voice in concert join'd. Congre-V(.

"Were I a Shepherd's Maid.

WERE I fliepherd's maid, to keep

On yonder plains a flock of fbecp
;

Well pleas'd I'd watch, the live-long day.

My ew;es at feed, my lambs at play :

Or, w-ould fome bird that pity brings,

i'ut for a moment lend it's wings

;

My ]>arents they might rave and fcold.

My guardian ftrive my will to hold ;

Their w'ords are harfli, his walls are high.

But, fpite of all, away I'd fly. Pa dicek.

O greedy Midas.

O Greedy Midas, I've been told.

That what you touch you turn to gold
;

Oh I had I but a power like thine,

I'd turn whate'er I touch to wine.

Each purling flream fhould feel my force.

Each fifh my fatal pow'r fhould mourn,

And wond'ring at the mighty change.

Should in their native regions burn.

Nor fhould there any dare approach

Unto my mantling, fpaihling vine.

But firfl fhould pay their rights to m?;

And ftile me only god of wine.
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Corydon aud Phillis.

[ER flieep had in clufters crept clofe to a grove,
To hide from ihs haat of the day ;

|pi.nd Phiilis herfslf in a woodbine alcove,

Amohcr the f refh violets lay ;

lambtin, it feenis, had been ftole from it's dam,
('Twixt Cupid and Hymen a plot)

|That Corydon might, as he learch'd for his lamb.
Arrive at the critical fpot.

&As thro' the green kedge for his lambkin he peeps,

Ke favv the fair nymph with furprize;

Ye gods, it fo killing, he cry'd, while {he fleeps,

I'm loft if fh? opens her eyes

;

tSTo tarry mucl; longer v.-ould hazard my heart,

I'll homeward my lambkin to trace.

Jut in vain honeil Corydon fl'Ove to depart,

(For -love held him faft to the .place.

eafe, eSafe, pretty birds,wKat a chirping you keep,

I think you too loud on the fpray ;

Don't you fee,foolifh lark, that the charmer's afleep.

You'll wake her as fure as 'tis day.

(Kow dare that fond butterfly touch the fweet maid

!

Her cheeks he miftakes for the rofe ;

.I'd put him to death, if I was not afraid

My boldnefs would break her repofe."

vThen Phiilis look'd up v.fith a languifliing fmile,
* " Kind fliepherd" laid ilie, " you miftake

;

I laid myfeli down hereto reft me awhile,

ijut truft me I was not afleep."

The fnepherd took courage, advanc'd with a bow,
Mc plac d himfelf down by her fide ;

And managd the matter, I cannot tell how.
But yefterday made her his bride. Cunningham.

The Nod, Wink and Smile.

LET fufty old grey-beards of apathy boaft,

And Venus and Bacchus revile
;

In fpite of their books, they are flaves to forae toaft,

The dupes of a nod, wink, or finile.

Some fnug fober citizens-here may repair,

Without arj idea of guile
;

But what with the mufic, and what with the fair.

They follow tlie nod, wink, and fmile.

Let men boaft of titles, of honours, renown
;

The females of this happy ifle

Can vanquilh the viftors, nay kill with a frown.

Or iave, by a nod, wink, or fmile.

Thefe gardens of pleafure the beauties approve.

Who the duUeft ot moments beguile ;

Here Cupid unfurls the white ftandard of love,

And commands with a nod, wink, or fmile.

In infancy our Hopes and Fears.

TN infancy our hopes and fears
** Were to each other known

;

And friendfhip in our riper years.

Has twin'd our hearts in one ;

Oh ! clear him, then, from this offence;

Thy love, thy duty prove
;

JReftorc him Vi'ith that innocence

Which firft inlpir'd my love.

.^
^ -^

To heal the Smart a Bee had made.

TO heal the fmart a bee had made
Upon my Chloe's face.

Honey upon her che«k (he laid,

And bade m.e kifs the place.

rieas'd, I obey'd, and from the wound
Imbib'd both fweet and fmart,;

'I he honey on my lips I found.

The fling within my h;art.

Not on Beauty's tranfient Pleafure,

NOT on beauty's tranfient pleafurcs,
Which no real joys impart

;

Nor on heaps of fordid trealures.

Did I fix my youthful heart.

Twas not Chloe's perfeft feature
Did the fickle wand'rer bind

;

Not her form, the boaft of nature,

'Twas alone her fpotlefs mind.

Not On leauty's, l$t.

Take, ye fwains, the real blefiTmg,

That will joys for life infure ;

The virtuous mind alone poflelRng,
U'ill your lafting blifs fee u re.

Not on heauty's, IS^c,

Poor Mungo.
Tr\EAR heart ! what a terrible life am I led ?

JL-'
_
A dog has a better, that's fhelter'd and fed,;

Night and day 'tis the fame.
My pain is dere game

;

Me wifh to de Loid me was dead.

Whate'er's to be done,
Poor black muft run

;

Mungo here, Pvlungo dere,

Mungo every where.
Above, or below.
Sirrah, come, firrah, go •,

Do fo, and do fo.

Oh I Ohl
Me wilh to de Lord me was dead. Padloeh

Thy fatal Shafts, ^c.

THY fatal ihafts unerring move
;

I bow before thine altar, love!

I feel thy foft, refiftlefs flame.

Glide fwift thro' all my vital frame.

For while-I gaze my bofom glows,

My blood, in tides impetuous flows

;

Hope, fear, and joy, alternate roll.

And floods of tranfports whelm my foul.

My fault'ring tougue attempts, in vain,

In foothing murmurs to complain;
My tongue fome fecret magic ties,

My murmurs fink in broken fighs.

Condemn'd to nurfe eternal care.

And ever drop the filent tear ;

Unheard I mourn, unknown I figh.

Unfriended live, unpity'd die! Dr. Smollett

w.
The Sons of Neptune.

HAT cheer, brother tars! our toils are all o'er,

The high foaming billows difturb us no more
;

Rude Boreas now rufHes the ocean in vain,

We are clear of the danger attending the main,

Nov.- each honeft heart take his bottle and lafs,

For life is a moment that quickly will pafs.

Since life's but a moment, how fenfelefs are they

Who loiter and trifle that fhort fpace away ?

We will, my braVe boys, our time nobly employ,

For in women and wine are the charms drat ne'e rclof

Our hours, then, in freedom and pleafure we'll pafs,

.And our cares will be loft betwixt loveand our glafs

Can the politic ftatefman, tho' ever fo great,

Be free from the cares and the turmoils ot ftate ?

Or can they, like feamen, enjoy while they live,

The pleafures that honour and honefty give '.

'Tis out of their fphere, confcience will interlone,

But liquor and love are otir anchor and hoj:)?.



OLD BALLADS.

Earl Walter.
<*

The exquijitr. ani}f:mpU Features oftlxh TaTe affords

a ptrjcci Model of the ancient EngUJl:> Ballad
We -tvill not attempt to lejfen its Merit by ourfeeble

Fraife— its numerous affeBiiig Beauties mvji prove

its hefi Recommundation-

IT"
AFvL Walter ftroked his milk-uhite fteed,

^ -Kis heart v/ith courage beat

;

When lo ! a damfel—match lels fair !

Fell proitrate at his feet.

'• Behold" file cried, " a ruin'd maid,

The viflim of thy love.

And let thy Ellen's once-prais'd form,

Thy tender pity move.

" 1 he dresdful time draws on apace,

That muft reveal my feame,

And can earl Walter then confent

To murder Ellen's fame ?

" Ah ! wretched infant, doom'd to woe,^

I'efoie thy na-tal hour,

Difgrace raufl be thy portion hei-e,

VVrong'd Ellen's only dower."

The gallwit youth was inly mov'd, •

But coldly thus repli'd,

" '1 he cure that love perhaps difdaims.

My juilice ihall provide.

" From north to fouth extended wide,

With fields and paftures fair,

Thofe plains to thee I freely give
;

Bellow them on thy heir."

" By me," fhe cri'd, " more highly priz'd,

One liifs of that dear mouth,
ThaH all thy rich and fertile plains.

Extending north and fouth.

" One glance of thofe deluding eyes

More rapture can beftow,

Than fhould our monarch quit his throne,

And that to me forego."

" No more," fair Ellen, " cries tlic earl,

I can no longer flay ;

For northward muft I bend my courfe,

There lies my deilin'd way,"

" With thee, earl Walter, let me go,

Thy hand2'naid will I be ;

All perils I with joy can brave.

That much lov'd face to fee."

" Rafh Fllen ! dofl: thou know the terms,

On which alone thou goeft ?

To drop eachfoft alluring grace.

Thy lex's pride and boaft,

" Thofe auburn locks to cut away,

To caft thy woman's weed ;

All day to follow as my page, i

All night to 'tend my fteed."

Her auburn locks Gie cut away.

She caft her woman's weed

—

All day fhe follow 'd as his page.

Each night fhe fed his fteed.

At length a rapid ftream they find
;

Which when Earl Walter view'd,

" Thou canft not, Ellen, follow here"

—

He fpoke, and paffed the flood.

But love, than danger ftronger far.

Her timid heart upbore
;

She Tufh'd at once amid the waves,

And reach'd the farther fhore.

But ftill the earl his purpofe kept,

No pity he confeft,

Tho' ftronn; fatigue and anxious care

The damfel fore oppreft.

" Thy languid eyelids, Ellen, raife.

And view yon princely bow'r ; ,

There pleafure holds his revel reign.

And marks each palling hour.

" There dwells a maid more fair than morn,
Than fumraer funs more bright

;

That maiden is my plighted love,

My joy and fole delight."

Sad Ellen mildly anfwer'd thus—
" May every blifs betide,

And ftill encreafing rapture wait
Earl Walter and his bride I"

The princely bower they enter foon.

And hail the glitteringtrain ;

Earl Walter courts each lovely nympk,
Nor heeds his Ellen's pain.

His lifter with fuperior grace

Shone far above the reft,

Who, when fhe Ellen's form furvey'd,

Her wonder thus expreft ;

" Ah ! whence, my brother, is thy page
How heavenly fair his face I

What pity that his fize uncouth
Such beauty fhould difgrace.

" But let the boy on me attend.

In my apartment wait ;

My care fliall foot'i his gentle mind,

And mend his prefent fiaic."

" Too great for him that honor v/erc,

A youth of low degree.

Enough diftinguifh'd as my page.

On fool to follovf me."

Now midnight, clofing every eye,

Left Ellen free to weep.

But with the morn the Ear! arofe,

And broke the bands of fleep.

" Awake ! awake ! thou floihful page,

Tis dawn of breaking day

—

Bring forth in hafte my mttk-white fteed,

I nuift Irom hence away."

But ere her lord could be obey'd,

Uncall'd Lucina came.

And to fad Ellen's other woes,

She adds a mother's name.

Now burft their way the heart-felt groans,

Now falls the trickling tear,

'Till thro' the high refounding dome.

They reach earl Walter's ear.

With eager fteps he fought the place.

Then made a fearful paufe.

While broken accents breath'd in fighs.

Reveal the fatal caufe.

" Lie ftill, tjiou pledge of haplefs love,

Lie ftill, my infant dear;

I would thy father were a king.

Thy mother on a bier!"

Enough had now the lover heard.

He clafps her in his arms,
" Look up my miftiefs, friend, and wife,

ICevive thy drooping charms."

" Thy trial now is fairly paft,

Ihoufirftof womankind:
Thy form, tho' caft in beauty's mould,

Enfhrines a hero's mind."

" And doft thou know at length my heart?

Then have I well been tri'd;

I only livd to prove my faith :"

—

She grafp'd his hand, and d'ed
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While up the Shrouds.

WHILE jp the flirouds the failor goes,

Or ventures on the yard, ,

The landman, who no better tnows,

Believes Ins lot is hard.

Bold Jack with fmiles each danger meets,

Cafts anchor, heaves the log.

Trims all the fails, belays the fheet?

Aud drinks his CaiLof grog.

When mountains high the waves that fwell,

The vcfiel ru lely bear,

?*^o\v finhing in a hollow dtll,

jMov.' quiv'ring in the air, BclJ Jack-, &c.

"When w.aves'^gain'ft rocks and quickfands roar,

You ne'er hear him repine,

iFreozing near Greenland's icy fliore,

Or burning near the line.

Bold Jack, ^"c.

If to engage they give the v.-ord,

1 o quarters all repair.

While fplinter'd mafts go by the board,

And Ihot fing thro' the air, Bold Jack, &c.
Dihdin.

^ The flowiug Bowl..

'HEN once the Gods, like us below.

To keep it up defign.

Their goblets with frefh neftar flow
;

Which makes them more divine;

Since drinking deifies the foul,

Let's puih about the flov/ing bowl, '5'6-.

'The glitt'ring ftar and ribbon blue.

That decks the courtier's breaft,

May hiile a heart of blackeft hue,

Tho' by his king'carefs'd
;

Let him in pride and fplendor roll,

We'er hap])ier o'er a flowing bowl, Ifc.

For liberty let patriots rave,

"And damn the courtly crew,

Eecaufe like them they want to have,

The loaves and fifties too ;

I care not who divides the cole.

So I can fhare a flowing bowl, ^c.

Let Kenyon lord chief juftice be,

Addington fpeaker ftill,

At home let Spencer rule the fea,

And Pitt the treafury fill

;

No place I want, throughout the w'hole.

But one,—that's near a flowing bowl, t5'f.

The fon wants fqtrare-toes at old Nick,

And mifs is mad to w'ed,

The doifror wants us to be fick,

The undertaker, dead-,

K'A have their want? from pole to pole,

1 '.vane an ever flowing bowl, ^Ss'c.

Bonny Bet.

NO more I'll court the town-bred fair,

Who fliines in artificial beauty,

For native charms, without compare.
Claim all my love, refpeft, and duty.

CHORUS.
O my bonny, bonny Bet, fweet bloffom,
Was I a king fo proud to wear thee.

From off the verdant couch I'd bear thee.

To grace thy faithful lover's bofom,' i

O my bonny, bonny Bet, &c.

Yet, aflc me where thofe beauties lie,

I cannot lay in fmile or dimple.
In blooming cheeks or radiant eye,

'Tis happy nature wild and firaple.

my honny, honny Bet, ©c.

Let dainty beaux for ladies pine.

And figh in numbers trite and common.
Ye gods ! one darling wifti be mine,
And all I afk is lovely woman.

}n,y bonny, honny Bet, be-

come deareft girl, the rofy bowl.
Like thy bright eye with pleafure dancing,

My heaven art thou, fo take my foul,

With raptures every fenfe entrancing.

my lonny, honny Bet, &c.

How oft thro' this refponfive Grove.

HOW oft thro' this refponfive grove.

Has fofteft echo told my tale !

When e'er fire caught my notes of love,

She bore them gently down the vale.

The fcene renew 'd, my wakeful breaft

Now joyful beats to love's alarms ;

Ye powers who pity the diftreft,

Tvanfport me to Narcififa's arms.

Thoiigh Leixlipis proud.

THO' Leixlip is proud of its clofe fhady

bowers,

Its clear falling waters and murmuring cafcades,

its groves of fine myrtles, its beds of fweet flowers,

Its lads fo well drefs'd, and its neat pretty maids

;

As each his own village muft ftill make the moft of,

In praife of dear Carton, I hope I'm not wrong :

DearCarton! containing what kingdoms may boaft of!

'TisNorah! dearNorah I the theme ofmy fong.

Be gentlemen fine,with theirfpursandnice boots on,

Their horfes to ftavt on the Curragh of Kildare ;

Or dance at a ball m itli their Sunday's new fuits on,

Lac'd waiftcoat, white gloves, and their nice

powder'd hair ;

Poor Pat,while fo bleft in his mean humble ftation.

For gold and for acres he never iliall long;
One Rveet Imile cangivehim thewealth of a nation.

From Norah, dear Norah ! the theme of my long.
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Poll aud my Partner Joe.

T WAS, d'ye fee, a waterman,
*- As ti^ht and fpruce as any,

'Tvi ixt Richmond town
And Horfly down,

I earn'd an honeft penny;

.None could of fortune's favours brag

More than could lucty I,

My cot was fnug, well fiU'd my cag,

JVL/ grunter in the fty.

With Viherry tight

And bofom ligKt

I cheerfully did row,

And, to complete this princely life,

Sure never man had friend and wife

Like my Poll and my partner Joe.

I roU'd in joys like thefe awhile.

Folks far and near carefs'd me,

Till, woe is me,
J'o lubberly

The prefs-gang came and prefs'd me ;

How could I all thef;.' pleafures leave i

How with my wherry part ?

I never fo took on to grieve,

II wrung my very heart.

- But when on board

They gave the Word
To foreign parts to go,

I rued the moment I was born,

That ever I fhould thus be torn

From my Poll and jny partner Joe.

I did my.duty -maTifully,

-Vyhile on the billows rolling.

And night and day

Could find my way
Blindfold to the main- top bowling.

Thus all the dangers of the main,

Quicfefaiids, and gales ol vi in-d,

I brav'd, in hopes to tafle again

The joys I left behind :

In climes afar.

The hotteft war,

Pour'd broadfides on the foe.

In hopes thefe perils to relate,

As by my fide attentive fat,

My Poll and my partner Joe.

At laft it pleas'd his majefty

To give peace to the nation,

And honeft hearts,

From foreign parts.

Came home for confolaiion :

Like light'ning—for I felt new life,

Now fafe from all alarms

—

I rufh'd, and found my friend and wife

—

Lock'd in each other's arms I

Yet fancy not

I bore my lot

Tame, like a lubber,— no.

For feeing I was finely trick 'd.

Plump to the devil T fairly kick'd

My Poll and my partner Joe. Dibdi,

The Circling Glafs.

BY the gaily circling glals

We can fee how minutes pafs,—

By the hollow flafk we're told

How the waining 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 tor you.

come then fill the cheerful glafs,

fruth is only found !'i wine :

T'ales of love are all a id roe,

i5ut true frieudiliijj is d.ivinc Milton.

With tuneful Pipe.

WITH tuneful pipe and merry glee^

Young Willy won my heart,

A blither fwain you cou'd na lee,

All beauty without art.

Willy is rare, and Willy is fair.

And Wiily is wond'rous bonny;

And Willy fays he'll marry me
Gin e'er he'll marry ony.

O came you .by yon water-fide,

Pull'd you the rofe or lily,

Or came you by yon meadow green.

Or favv you my fweet Willy.

Willy is rare, and IFilly is fair, ^S'c-

Syne now the trees are in their bloom,

And llovi/'rs fj-read o'er ilka field,

I'll meet my lad among the broom.

And lead him to my fummer's fi:iield.

IVilly is rare, and Willy isfair, Ifc.

The Cobler of Calllebury.

''T^WAS in a village near Cafllebury,

J- A cobler and his wife did dwell.

And for a time no two fo merry.

Their happinefs no tongue can tell

;

But to this couple, the neighbours tell us.

Something did happen th.it caus'd much ftrife,

For going to a neigh bring ale-houfe,

The man got drunk and beat his wife.

But though he treated her fo vilely.

What did this wile, good creature do ?

Kept Inug, and touiid a method flily,

To wring his heart quite through and through ;

For Dick, the tapiier, and his mailer,

I'y the report that then was rite,

Were both in hopes by this diiafter,

lo gain the cobler's pretty wile.

While things went on to rack and ruin.

And all their lurnituve was fold.

She feem'd to approve what each was doing,

And got trom each a puri'e ot gold.

So when the cobler's cares were over,

He iwore to lead an alter'd life.

To m.ind his work, ne'er be a rover,

And love no other but his wife.

Artful Chloe.

AS once on Chloe's knee, in chat,

,The little playful Cupid fat
;

His arrows tipp'd with fmiles he found,

And fhot the random fhafts around.

Young Strephon frail'd the God to fee
;

And cry'd, blind archer flioot at me
;

Full oft the wanton, touch'd vi'ith pride,

Took aim, but Strephon ftep'd afide.

Defigning Chloe cry'd, forbear
;

And vow'd their conteft now untair,

As Cupid's blind, young fwain, laid flrie,

Unjuft it is that you fhould fee.

The daring tbepherd ftraight reply'd.

And blindfold now the god defy'tl
;

While Chloe level'd right his dart,

And ftruck out-witted Strephon's heart.

Lotharia.

VAINLY now you ftrive to charm me,

All ye fweets of blooming May

;

How fhould empty funfiiine warm me.

While Lotharia keeps avva) ?

Go, ye w-aibling birds, go, lea e me ;

shade, ye clouds, the Imiiing fl;y ;

Sweeter notes her voice can give uie,

softer u;iiihii:e fills her eye.
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The Moment Aurora.

THE moment Aurora pecp'd into my room,
I put on my clothes and I call'd to my ^room

;

And, my head heavy flill, troiii the fumes of lalt

night,

Took a bumper of brandy to fet all things right
;

And nov/we're well iaddled, fleet Dapple and Giey,
Who feem'd lonsfiiisr to hear the sflad found—harh

away.

Hark a,xfo y ,ls c

.

Will Whiftle by this had uncoupl'd the hounds,

Whole exilacy nothing could keep within bounds;
Firft forward came jovilerj then Scentweli, then

Snare,

Three better Haunch harriers ne'er ftarted a hare.

Then Sweetlips, then Dri\er, then titaunch, and
then Tray,

AH ready to open at—hark, hark away.

Hark away, y^c.

'Twas now by the clock about five in the morn.
And v.e all gallop'd off to the found of the horn ;

JackrGater, Eill fabler, and Dick at the gun,

•And' by this time the merry Tom Fairplay made one
lA'ho, while we uere jogging on blilhfome and gay,

Lung a U'Jig, and ihc'chorus was—hark, hark away.
iLirk atvay, tTc.

And now jcain.y Lurcher, had. every bufh beat.

And no fjgns ot madam, nor trace of her feet ;

^, ay, vvejiift had begun our fad fomints to curfe,

\^ hen all of afuddi.n out flans Mrs. Fufs;

Men, horfes and dogs, ail the glad-call obey,

A::d echo was heard to cry—harlr, hark away.

H^irk away, Is'c.

The chace was a fine one, flie took o'er the plain.

Which fli£ doubled,and doubled, and doubled again;

Till at at lafl flie to cover return'd out of breath.

Where I av.d \AM11 Whillle were in at the death ;

Then in triumph for you I the hare did djfplay.

And cvy'd to the horns, my boys—hark, hark dway.
Hark atvay, ii'c.

How bleft ihe Maid.

HOW blefl the «naid whofe bofo;ii

No headftrong paflion knows,
Ter days in joy fhe pafies,

Ker nights in calm repofe

;

Where e'er her fancy leads her,

No pain, no fear invades her,

Lut pleafure without meafure,

From ev'ry objeft flows.

~^o pain, no fear, where e'er ilie goes,

How blefl; the maid whofe bofom
No headflrong paffion knovi s,

I'er days in joy fhe paffes,

Ker night in calm repofe
;

Where e'er her fancy leads,

No pains no fear invades.

No fear invades, no fear invades. hickcrfiaff.

Take, Oh ! take thcfe Lips away.

'T'^AKE, Oh ! take thofe lips away,
-^ That fo fweetly were forfworn

;

And thofe eyes, the break of day,

,
Lights that do miflcad the morn.

Put my kifTes. give again,

"Seals of love, tho' fcal'd in vain.

Hide, Oh I hide' thofe hills of fnow,

Which thy frozen bofom bears

;

On.»whofe tops ibe pinks that grow,

A'e like thofe that April wears.

Put from my tentler bleeding heart,

Withdraw the arrov/, eafe the fman
;

Offend no more great angry Jc-e,
But pity, fince you car.r.ci !o'. ; ! v/r,-/.

The Tobacco Box,

T THOMAS.
HO' the f^ite of battle on to-morrow 'waif.

Let's not lofe our prattle now my charging Kate,
Till the hour of glory love fhould now take place.
Nor damp the joys befoie you with a future cafe.

KATE.
Oh my Thomas ftill be conftant, ftil be true.
Be but to your Kate, as Kate is Itill to you
Glory will attend you flill, will make usbleff.
With my firmefl love my dear you're ftill poffefr.

THOMAS.
No new beauties tailed, I'm their arts above,
Three campaigns are wafted, but not fo my love.
Anxious ftill about thee, thou art all I prize.

Never Kate, without thee, will I bung thefe eyes.

I^ATE.

Conftant to my Thcmas I will ftill remain.
Nor think I wilMeave thy fide the whole campaign,
Eut I'll cherifh thee and ftrive to make thee bold"
May'tt thou fhare the \idl'ry, may 'ft thou fhare the

gold.

THOMAS.
If by Ibme bold aftion I the halbert bear,
7 hinh w hat fatisfadion when my rank you fhare,
Drefl like any lady fair from top to toe,

Tine lac'J caps and ruffles then will be your due.

KATE.
If a ferjeant's lady I fhould chance to prove.
Linen fhall be ready always for my love ;

Never more will Kate the captain's laundrefs be,
I'm too pretty, 1 homas love, for all but thee.

THOMAS.
I^ere, Kate, take my 'bacco box, a foldier's all.

If by Frenchmen's talows yourTom isdoom'd to fall

When my life is ended,,thou may 'ft boaft and prove,
Thoud'fl my firft, my laft, my only pledge of love.

KATE.
Fere take back thy 'bacco box, thou'rt all to me.
Nor think but I will be near thee. Love ! to fee.

In the hour of danger let me always fhare,

I'll be kept no ftranger to my foldier's fare.

THOMAS.
Check that rifing figh, Kiate, ftop that falling tear,
Come, my pretty comrade, entertain no fear

;

Bat may heav'n befriend us; hark ! the drums com-
mand.

Now I will attend you. Love, I kifs your hand.

I can't ftop thefe tears, though crying I difdain.

But muft own 'tis trying hard the point to gain
;

May good heav'ns defend thee,conqueft on thee wait.
One kifs more, and then I give thee up to fate.

Both repeat the laft I Conqueft on me wait,
verfe, onlyThomas fays ]" And yield myfelf to fate.

When Molly fmiles.

''HEN Molly fmiles beneath her cow,
I feel my heart I can't tell how

;

When Molly is on Suncay dreft,

On Sunday I can take no r.'ft.

VV hat can I do on working days?
I leave my work on her to raKe.

What fiiall I f<iy ? At fermons I

Forget the text, v. hen Aioily's by.

Good mafier curate, teach me how
To nnnd your preaching and my plougli :

And if for this you r.iife a fpeil,

A good fat gocfe IImU thank you well.
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William and Margaret.

"KEN all was wrapt in dark midnight,

And all .were faft alkep,

In glided Margaret's grimly ghoft,

And ftcrod at William's feet.

Her face was like an April morn,

Clad in a wintry cloud,

And clay-cold was her lily hand

That held her fable fhroud.

• So fhall the faireft face appear,

Wheii youth and years are flown,

Such is the robe that kings muft wear _

When death has reft their crown.

Her bloom was lite the fpringing flow'r

That lips the filver dew ;•

The rofe was budded in her cheek,

Juft opening to the view.

But love had, like the canker worm, '

Confum'd her early prime ;

The rofe grew pale and left her cheek,

£he died before her time.

" Awake, Ihe cried, thy true-love calls.

Come from her midnight grave ;

Now let thy pity hear the maid

'Ihy love refufed to fave.

" This is the dumb and dreary hour

When injured ghofts complain ;

And filent graves give up their dead

To hauiit thcfaithlefs fvvain

" Bethink thee, William, of ihy fault,

Thy pledge and broken oath ;

And give me back my -maiden vow,

And give me back my troth. •

.

" How could you fa/ ray face was fair,

And yet that face forfake ?

Hov7 could you v/in my virgin heart,

Yet leave that heart to break ?

" How could you promife love to me.

And not that promife keep ?

Why did you f'A-ear mine eyes were bright,

Yet leave thofe eyes to weep ?

" How could you fay my lip= were fweet,

And made the fcarlet pale ?_

And why did I, young witlefs maid.

Believe the flatt'ring tale ?

" That face, alas ! no more is fair,

Thofe lips no longer red
;_

Dark are mine eyes now doled in death.

And ev'ry charm is fled.

" The hungry worm my fiiler is,

This winding Iheet I wear,

And cold and weary lafts our night

'Till the next morn appear.

" But hark ! the cock has warn'd me hence,

A long and lail adieu I

Come fee, falfe man, hovv' low flie lies

Who died for love of you."

The birds fungout, the morning fmil'd

And rais'd its glift'ring head;

Pale William fliook in every limb,

And raving left his bed.

He hied hiffi to the fatal place

Where Marg'ret's body lay,

And ftretch'd him on the green grafs turt

That wrapp'd hor brcaihlefs clay.

And thrice he call'J on Marg'ret's name,

And thrice hi wept ftiil lore ;

• -i hen laid his cheek to iha cold earth.

Hatilda.

OHTRAQEOUS did the loud wind blow,

Acrofs the founding main !

The veffel tolling to and fro,

Cou'd fcarce the ftorm fullain.

Matilda to her fearful breall

Held clofe her infant dear
;

His prefence all her fears encreas'd.

And wak'd the tender tear.

Now nearer to the grateful fhore,

The fliatter'd vefiel drew :

The daring waves now ceafe to roar,

Now Ihout th' exulting crew.

Matilda with a mother's joy.

Gave thanks to heaven's pow'r :

How fervent fhe embrac'd her boy !

How bleft the faving hour I

Oh much deceiv'd and haplefs fair!

Tho' ceas'd the waves to roar.

Thou from that fatal moment ne'er.

Did'fl tafte of pleafure more.

For ftepping forth from off the deck.

To reach the welcome ground
;

The babe unclafping from her neck,

Plung'd in the gulph profound.

Amazement-chain'd ! her haggard eye

Gave not a tear to flow ;

Her bofom heav'd no confcious figh
;

,She flood a fculptur'd wee.
*

To fnatch the child from inftant death,

S.ome brav'd the ihreat'ning main ;

And to recal his fleeting breath,

Try'd ev'ry art in vain.

But when the corfe firfc met her viev.-,

^Stretch'd on the pebbly ftrand :

Awak'ning from her trance f!ie flew.

And pierc'd th' oppofing band,

With treffes difcompos'd and rude.

Fell proftrate oc the ground ;

To th' infant's lips her lips ffie glued.

And forrow burft its bound.

TJprifing now with frantic air,

To the wide-circling crowd.

Who, pity ftruck, partook her care.

She thus difcours'd aloud :

" Heard ye the helplefs infant weep !

" Saw ye the m.other bold!
" How as fhe flung him in the deep,

" The billows o'er him roU'd.

" May beak'd remorfe her bofom tear,

" Defpair her mind up-p;ough I

" Its angry arm let juftice rear,

" To dafh her impious brov/.

" But foft, awhile—fee there he lief,

" Em'balm'd iti infant fleep :

" Why fall the dew-drops from your eyes,

" What caufe is here to weep '.

" Yes, yes ! his little life is fled,

" His heavelefs breafl is cold ;

" What tears will not thy mother fhecl,

" When thy fad taie is told I

" Ah me ! that check of livid hue,

" If much I do not err !

" Thofe lips where late the roles blc.v,

" All, all, my fon declare.

" Strange horrors chill my ev'ry rein,

" A voice confus'd and wild,

" Whifpersto this'diftrafted bV;::n,

" Matilda flew her child !"

She added nct-^-but funk oppreis'd—

Beaih on her eye-lids floLc :

Wkile from her much afflifled bteail.
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The Shout is gone forth.

THE fhout is gone forth, hark the deep finging

hound,

Sc-e the fport-loving high-mettled fteed fpurns the

ground,

View him bend his proud neck as he hears the loud

horn.

And fnort the {harp air of the froft breathing mom.
In an inflnnt all nature is rouz'd from her trance.

And the hills leeip to fly and the trees feem to dance,

Thefe woodlands approach, and thofe forefts retire ;

With frantic delight ev'ry bofom's on fire.

On a brow the wrapt peafantcan trace the wild train.

Pour down the flop'd mountain and cover the plain

;

Up the fteep, in the ftream, or amidft the fcar'd

flocks.

Who now regards perils, or rivers, or rocks?

We plunge in the lake, o'er the precipice fly,'

^^ ith the game in full vievi- and the pack in full cry;

What fportfman lacks courage, what courfer lack

breath ?

Or, who 'feels fatigue when we're in at the death ?

Nor here ends the pleafure, nor here ends the chafe,

Ev'ry double we note, ev'ry dan.'jer retrace.

Recount in returning each peril we dar'd,

And point to each fpot where the glory was fliar'd.

We view the raft fragment, the whirlpool profound,

And gloAV with remembrance of afts fo renown 'd.

Then to Bacchus and Venus our prowefs rehearfe,

And deck ev'ry deed in the magic of verfe.

'A Soldier's Life.

THIS, this my lad's a foldier's life,

He marches to the fprightly fife.

And in each town to fome new wife

Swears he'll be ever true ;

He's here, he's there, where is he not ?

Variety's his envy'd lot ;

He eats, drinks, fleeps, and pays no fhot.

And follows the loud tattoo.

Call'd out to face his country's foes,

The tears of fond, domeftic woes

He kilTes off, and boldly goes

To earn of fame his due.

Religion, liberty, and laws.

Both his are, and his country's caufe.

For thefe thro' danger, without paufe.

He follows the loud tattoo.

And if at laft in honour's wars,

He earns hi; fhare of danger's I'cars,

—

Still he feels bold, and thanks his ftars

He's no worfe fa tc to rue.

At Chelfea, free from toil and pain.

He wields his crutch, points out the flain.

And, in fond fancy, once again

Follows- th« lo«d tattoo

Tally Ho.

WITH hounds and horn, each rofy morn.

Let Bucks a hunting go ;

While all my fancy dwells with Nancy,

And hfr fweet Tally Hoi

Were fhe my wife, how fweet the life.

In ftation high or low ;

'Midft wars alarms, her mufic charms.

So fweet her Tally Ho.

Each heath or warren, tho' e'er fo barren,

With her 'twould fruitful grow ;

Make vi'lets fpring, all verdut^e briag,

When fhe fingsTally Ho.

H,
How happy the Soldier.

^OW happy 's the foldier who lives on his pay,'

And fpends halt-a-crown out of fix-pence a-day ;

Yet fears neither julfices, warrants, nor bums,

But pays all his debts with the roll of his drum.
ffiih a rozu-de-dow, Sffiu

He cares not a marvedy how the world goes,

His king finds him quarters, and money and clothes 4

He laughs at all forrow whenever it comes,

And rattles away with the roll of the drum.

fFitk a row-de-dew, ^C-

The drum is his glory, his joy, and delight.

It leads him to pleafure, as well as to fight

;

No girl when fhe hears it, tho' ever fo glum.

But packs up her tatters and follows the drum.

O'Keeffc. iVith a row-de-dotu, fe'r.

The Mind of a Woman.

THE mind of a woman can pever be inown.
You never can guefs it aright :

I'll tell you the reafon, fhe knows not her ovPn,

She changes fo often e're night.

'Twould puzzle Apollo her whimfies to follow.

His oracle would be a jeft
;

She'll frown when ftie's kincl.

She'll change with the wind
;

And often abufes the man that fhe choofes.

And him fhe retufes likes beft

To keep them in temper I'll tell you tlie way,
I'd have you give ear to my plan ;

Be merry and cheerful, good-humour'd, and gay.

And kil's ih;m as olt as you can :

For while you do thefe, the ladies you'll pleafe,

Their aifedtions you're certain to gain ;

Then be of their mind,
And quickly you'll find,

Tisbetter than wrangling, contending.andjangling.

For they'll love you, and kifs you again.
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Come, rouze Brother Sportfmea,

COME.rouze broiher fpoi-tfmen.the hunters all cry

We've got a ftrong fcent, and a favoring fky.

Tliehoi'n'srpvighLly notes and the lark's early fong,

Will chide the dull fportfraen for Heaping fo long.

Bright Phoebus has fliewn us the glimpfe of his face,

J'eep'd in at our windows, and call'd to the ch?.ce
;

He loon will be up, for his dawn wears away.
And makes the fields blufh with the beams of his ray

Sweet Molly mny teize you, perhaps, to lie down
;

And if you retufe her, perhaps {he may frown :

But tell her, that love muft to huntinggive place ;

For as well as her charms, there are charms in the
chace.

Look yonder, look yonder, old Reynard I fpy, .

At his brufh nimbly follow bfifk Chanter and Fly
;

They feize on their prey, fee his eye-balls they roll

;

We're in.at the death;—now let's home to the bowl.

There we'll fill up our glafles.-and toaft to the king;
From a bumper frelh loyalty ever will fpring

;

To George, peace and glory may heaven diipenfe,
And fox-huntei-s flourifh athoufand years hence.

I figh for her all the Day long. '

TTZHILE autumn weighs down the late yea'*,

»* And harvt-ft. is thick on the grO'Und
;

The grapes in thick clufters appear,"-

The village with plenty is crown'd.

-I tell to the lone w^oods my grief.

For Laura fo fair fled away

;

Nor mufic can yield me relief,

I figh for her all the long day.

I rov'd e'er the once happy plain,

The w-oodlands and vales in defpair
;

The nightingale echo'd my flrain.

But Laura, alas I was not there.

I turn'd from the dew-weeping grove,
I law her refplendent in charms

:

'Twas fhe, or the goddef'ioF love ;

Twas Laura rciurn'd to my arms!

No longer my fair-one will ftray,

Tho' winter approaches I fee,

I baft: on the bofom of Mav,
'Twill always be fummer with me.

Mary Scott.

TTAPPY the love that meets return,
-•-*- When in foft flames fouls equal burn;
.But words are wanting to difcover
The torments of a hoptlefs lover.

Ye regiflers of heav'n relate.

If looking o'er the rcl]s of fate

Did ye there fee me msrk'd to marrow,
Mary Scott the flow'r of Yarrow ?

Ah, no '. her form's too heav'nly fair

—

Her love the gods above muft fhare, -

While- mortals with defpair implore her
And at a diftance due, adore he:;

—

O, lovely maid I my doubts beguile,
Return and blefs me with a fmile

;

-Alas ! if not, you foon bebar a
Sighing fwain the banks of Yarrow.

Be hufh. ye fears—I'll not defpair.

My Mary's tender as fhe's fair;

Then I'll go tell her all my anguifli.

She is too good to let me languifh.

Wiih fuccefs crown'd, I'll not envy
The folks who dwell above the fty ;

Vhen Mary Scott's become my marrow,
n'e'll make a paradife a Yarrow.

A!kn Ramfey.

The Maid that tends the Goats.

UP an:iO!ig yon cliffy recks,

Swec-tly rings the rifing echo.

To the maid that tends the goats
Lilting o'er her native notes.

Kark, fhe fings, " young Sandy's kind,
" An' he^s promis'd ay to lo'e me,
" Here's a brotch I ne'er (hall tine,

" Till ht's fairly marri'd to me ;

" I "'rive away, ye droney time,
" An' bring about our bridal day.

" Sandy herds a flock o' fheep,
" -'f 'ten does he blaw the whiftle,

,

" In a ftrain fae faftly fweet,
" Lam'mies lifl'ning dare nae bleat;
" He's as fleet's the mountain roe,

" Hardy as the Highland heather,
" Wading thro' the winter fnow,
" Keeping ay his flock together :

" But a plaid, wi' bare houghs,
" He braves the bleakell norlin blafl.

" Erawly he can dance and fing
" Canty glee, or Highland cronach

;

" Nane can ever match his fling

" At a reel, or round a ring
;

" Wightly can he wdeld a rung,
" In a brawl he's ay the bangfter,
" A' his praife can ne'er be fung,
" I'y the langefl: winded fangfler
" Sangs that fings o' Sandy,
"Come Ihort, tho' they wete je'er fae lang.

The jolly Fifherman.

T AM a jolly fifherman,
*- I catch what I can get,

otill going on my better's plan

All's fifh that comes to net :

Fifli, juft like men, I've often caught.

Crabs, gudgeons, poor John, codfilh,

And many a time to market brought,

A dev'iifh fight of odd fifh.

Thus all are fifhernien through life.

With weary pains and labour.

This baits with gold, tliat with a wife,

And all to catch his neighbour :

1 hen praife the jolly fifherman,

XA'ho takes what he can get.

Still going on his better's plan,

All's fifh that comes to net.

The pike, to catch the little fry.

Extends his greedy jaw.

For all the world, as you and I,

Have feen your man of law :

He who to lazinefs devotes

His time is fure a numb fifh

;

And members who give filent votes

May fairly be called dumb fifh,

Falfe friends to eels we may compare,

The roach refembles true ones

;

Like gold-fifh we find old ones rare,

Plenty as herrings new ones.

^htn praife, (3c.

Like fifh then mortals are a trade.

And trap'd, and fold, and bought,

The old wife and the tender maid.

Are both-v.'ith tickling caught

;

Indeetj the fair are caught, 'tis faid.

If you but throw the line in.

With maggots, flies, or fomething red.

Or any thing that's fhining :

With fmall fifh you muft lie in wait

For thofe of high condition.

But 'tis alone a golden bait

Can catch a learn'd phyfician.

Then praifei^-c
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The Hounds are all out.

'T'he hounds are all out, and ilie morning does peep,
\\ hy, how now, you iluggardly fot

!

How can you, how can you lie I'noring aileep.

While we all on horfeback are got,

Aly brave hoys ? i^c.

I cannot get up, for my over-night's cup
.'o terribly lies in my head ;

Eefidcs, my wife cries, my dear do not rife,

But cuddle me longer in bed,

h'!y dear hoy, &c.

Come, on wiih your boots, and faddleyour mare,
Nor tire us w ith longer delay ;

The cry of the hounds, and the fight of the hare,
Vrili chace all dull vapours away,

My hrai'e hoys, &c.

I'd rather be excus'd.

p ETURNING from the fair one eve,
'^ Acrofs yon verdant plain,

Young Harry faid he'd Tee me home ;

A tight, a comely fwain.

He begg'd I would a fairing take,

And would not be refus'd;

Then aflv-'d a kifs, I blufli'd and cry'd,

I'd rather be excus'd.

You're coy, faid he, my pretty maid,

I mean no harm i fwear
;

Long time I have in fecret figh'd

For you, my charming fair :

Eut if my tendernefs offend.

And it my love's refus'd,

I'll leave you—what, alone ? cry'd I,

I'd-rather be excus'd.

He prefs'd my hand, and on w-e walk'd.

He warmly urg'd his fuit
;

But ftill to all he faid I was
Moft. obftinately mute;

At length, got home, he angry cry'd,

My fondnefs is abus'd ;

Then die a maid—indeed, faid I,

I'd rather be exci:s'd.

Billy O'Rourke.

COME run after the buck and dee,
^ Some a fox will fet galloping,

Some will chafe a poor puffey fo.

Chevy, their horfes fides vvallopincr.

entlemen guzzle up claret wine.
Ale in my throat will run ripple down.

Ladies tea-talk like a parrot fine,

O I my goat's milk is the tipple down, '

Step out belt leg and cry come body.
When I look fmartgive me joy for it

;

Genteels fhall find that I'm fomebody,
Billy O'Rourke is the boy for it.

My goat is fond of ftepping high,

Dance he ftiall at the Hay-marketj
My kid fings fo top tipping, why,
Not ma, ma, as they lark it.

Ditches a good nag brings us over,

Logs thro' all troubles will follow man
;

[f long.beards make a phllofopher.
Then is my goat a wife Solomon.

SleJ) out heft kg, is'-c.

Ruffles fliall over my knuckles dab,

_^

Blue filk waiilcoat I'll drefs in too,

Jullivan's \Thite powder'd wig I'll nab.
And take a compliment leffon too :

step out beft leg, and cry come body,
When I look fmart, give me joy for it

;

ienteeh fliall find that I'm fomebody,
Billy O'Rouike is tjis bpy for it.

. S/eJ> out hefi kg, &c.

The negleded Tar.

T SING theBritiflifeaman'spraife,
J- A theme renown 'd in florv
It well defer; es more polifh'd lays •

Oh ! 'tis your boalt and glory.
When mad-brain'd war fpreads death around.
By them you are proteded

;

But when in peace the nation's found,
Thefe bulwarks are negleiTled.

Then, O ! proteft the hardy tar.
Be mindful of his merit

;

And when again your plung'd in war.
He'll fhew his daring fpirit.

When thickeft darknefs covers all,

Far on the track lefs ocean
;

When lightnings dart, when thunders roll.
And all is wild commotion :

When o'erthe bark the white- topp'd wave«,
With boift'rous fweep are rolling,

Yet coolly flill, ihe whole he braves,
Untam'd amidfl; the howling.

When deep iramers'd in fulph'rous fmoak.
He feels a glowing pleafure;

He loads his gun, he cracks his joke,
Elated beyond meafure.

Though fore and aft the blood-flain'd deck
Should lifelefs trunks appear;

Or fhould the veffel float a wreck.
The failor knows no fear.

,„, , , ,
^^«*. ! protea, l^c.

When long becalm'd, on fouthern brine.
Where fcorching beams affail him

;

When all the canvafs hangs fupine.
And food and water fait him

;

Then oft he dreams of Britain's fliore,

VV here plenty ftill is reigning
;

They call the watch, his rapture's o'er,

He fighs, but fcorns complaining.

.

Then^O ! froteB, £sfc
Or burning on that noxious coaft.

Where death fo oft befriends him
;

Or pinch'd by hoary Greenland's froft,

Triie courage ftill attends him :

No clime can this eradicate.

He glories in annoyance;
He fearlefs braves the ftorms of fate,
And bids grim death defiance.

Then, ! protcS, ^c
Why Ihould the man who knows no fear,

In peace be then neglefted ?

Behold him move along the pier.
Pale, meagre, and dejedled

!

Behold him begging for employ I

Behold him difregarded !

Then, view the anguifh in his eye,
And lay, are tars rewarded ?

Then, ! protea, l^c.
To them your deareft rights you owe.

In peace then would you ftarve them ?

What fay ye, Britain's ions!—Oh I no,

Proteft them, and preferve them.
Shield them from poverty and pain,

Tis policy to do it

;

Or, when grim war fhall come again.
Oh, Britons, ye may rue it I

Then, 0'. protea, ^c.

The Charger.

S burns the charger, when he hears
The trumpet's martial found,

Eagar to fcour the field he rears.

And fpurns th' indented ground :

He fnuif's the air, ereifis his flowing mane,
He Icents the big war, and fweeps along the plai-si.

Impatient thus my ardent foul.

Bounds forth on v/ings of wind.
And fpurns the moments as they re U
With lagging pace behind.

A^



^2 OLD BALLADS,

The Maid of Aghivore.

J. Y THE REV, MR. Ball.

'Mltli the lajl v.vfucccfful aciion, near Rathmhies, fe-
rijhedthe hopes of Charles ui Ireland. This event

iuasJ!:>ortly followed by the arrival ofCrom~'jfII,

during zvhqfe lieutenancy the tragiral event, rc-

eorded in thefollawing hallad~isjuppofed to haws
happened'

ONCE I was a lively lad.

As the fpringing feafon glad

Ere beheld in its domain,

Or fair Summer in her train,

Or rich Autumn in his year
;

Sing I could, as Mavis clear; v

Ere, alas, the 'grief to tell 1

Into chains of love I fell !

But now filent I muft be :

Pity me, fvvains, pity me !

?ity me, lince fhe's no more,

Beauteous maid of Aghavore !

'Then I knew not this world's ftate.

Nor regarded turns of fate,

Kow rebellious Erin role.

Treating Albion's fons as foes ;

Or how fons of Albion led

O'er the plains difmay and dread,

Ridding terror to prevail

J^U around the Englifli pale ;

Bict now Jiletit Kc.

'Ere to pow'r dark Cromwell grew,

Only peaceful days I knew
;

Then it was my conftant care

JEv'ry rural toil to fhare ;

To the powr's that guard the plough

Then alone I paid my vow •,

Love as then I had not prov'd,

Or the raptijr^ to be lov'd
;

But nozv filent'lSc.

-O what change* fhepherds feel I

I was doom'd to carry fteel.

-O what troubles had I mils'd,

Among rebels, royalift,

If I could my peace have priz'd,

And, as others, temporiz'd 1

But as yet no pains I try'd •,

Yet I had not feen a bride
;

- Novj all filent ^c.

To our valley foon therecams,

As it chanc'd, a beauteous dame.

Looks fhe had, that far outvy'd

All our fragrant valley's pride :

Then, fo gentle was her loul,

As if hearts fhe ne'er had ftole !

Sprung from a Cromwellian chief

—

But let Sorrow's fong be brief 1

Now all Jileiit Ifc.

O how happy had I been.

Had I fuch a bride ne'er feen i

. All fo beauteous, as I ne'er .

Can find matter to compare I

Curls Ihe had, out-Jhir.ing jet

!

In her eyes the fun was fet

!

Por her fhape , it was a pine,

"Wreath'd with fragrant eglantine !

But nozf Jfknt'l^c.

WhenI law the fair, Iburn'd.

She my paffion foon return'd;

But when he, her father proud,
,

Heard her faith to aliens vow'd,

Rifing in his anger fierce,

Soon he did her Ijofom pierce

With that rude unrighteous fword

WherewitK loyal breafts he gor'd.
_

JNow ail mournful, o c

Woods, that wave on mountain-tops,

O'er whofe mofs the titmoufe h-ops,

Tell my tale to ruftling gales!

Fountains, weep it through the vales

!

And, with her own forrovv faint,

Let fad Echo join my plaint !

Since I've loft the brighteft fair

E'er that breath'd x>ur vallev's air.

ISiow all tnournfvl, Ifci

The Field of Battle.

'BY MR. PENROSE.

FAINTLY bray'd the battle's roar

Diftant dovv n the hollow wind
;

Panting terror fled betore.

Wounds and death were left behind.

The War-fiend curs'd the funken day.

That chec'd his fierce purfait too foon ;

While, fcarcely lighting to the prey.

Low liung, and lour'd the bloody moon.

The field, fo late the hero's pride,

Was now with various carnage fpread ;

And floated with a crimfon tide,

That drench'd the dying and the dead.

O'er the fad fcene of dreariell \\e.\\-,

Abandon'd all to horrors wild.

With frantic llep Maria flew,

Maria, Sorrow's early child ;

.By duty led, for every vein

Was warm'd by Hymen's pureft flame ;

With Edgar o'er the wintry main

She, lovely, faithful, wanderer, came.

"For well fhe thought, a friend fo dear

In darkeft hours might joy impart

;

Her warrior, faint with toil, might chear.

Or foothe her bleeding warrior's fmart.

Tho' look'd for long-—in chill affright,

(The torrent burliing from her eye)

She heard the fignal for the fight-—
While her foul trembled in a figh—

She heard, and clafp'd him to her breaft.

Yet fcarce could urge th' inglorious flay;

His manly heart the charm confefl—

Then broke the charm,—and rufti'd away.

Too foon in few—but deadly words.

Some flying ftraggler breath'd to tell,

That in the foremoil llrife of fwords

The young, the gallant Edgar fell.

She prefl: to hear—fhe caught the tale—

At ev'ry found her blood congeal'd ;

—

With terror bold—with terror pale.

She fprung to fearch the fatal field- .

O'er the fad fcene in dire amaze

She went— -with courage not her own-
On many a corpfe fhe call her gaze—

And turn'd her ear to many a groan.

Drear anguifh urged her to prcis

Full many a hand, ns wild fhe mourn d ;—

Of comfort glad, the drear carefs

The damp, chill, dying hand return d.

Her ghaflly hope was well nigh fled--

When late pale Edgar's form fhe found,

Half-bury d with the hoflile dead.

And bor'd with .7iany a grifly wound.

She knew—flie funk-thenighl-'biTdfcream'd,

The moon withdrew her troubled light.

And left the fair,- tho' fail'n fhe feem'd—

To worfe than death-*and deepeft lughv.
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When Sleep has clos'd.

WHEN Sleep has clos'd the Travller's eyes,
By long fatigue opprefs'd,

While flumb'ring foft, ferene he lies,

And finis in downy reft
;

By the glimpfes of the moon,
Springs the Arab on his prey

;

Or beneath the fcorching noon.
Bears the loaded wealth away.

But tho' in hours of fweet repofe
His fpoils the rover feeks,

Yet oft, concern for human woes
Impearls his glowing cheeks :

When the captive fair one pleads,

Beauty, born to be ador'd,

While refiftance round him bleeds,

Beauty triumphs o'er his fword.

Opera of Mahmoud.

I can't for I'm in hafre.

ACROSS the fields the other morn,
I tripp'd fo blithe and gay.

The fquire himfelf, with dog and gun.
Perchance came by that way :

" Whither fo_^ faft, fweet maid !" he cry'd,

And caught me round the waifl;
;" Pray, flop a while"—" dear fir, (faid I )

" I can't, for I'm in hafte."

" You miift not go as yet, (cry'd he )
" For I have much to fay ;

'- Come, fit you down, and let us chat
" Upon this new mown hay :

" I've lov'd ydu long, and oft have wifh'd
" Thofe ruby lips to tafte

;

" I'll have a kifs !"—" well then (faid I )
" Be quick, for I'm in hafte."

Juft as I fpoke, I faw young Hodge
Come thro' a neighb'ring gate

;

He caught my hand, and cry'd " dear girl,

" I fear I've made you wait
;

" But here's the ring, come, let's to church,
" 'I he joys of love to tafte."

I left the fquire, and laughing, cry'd,

" You fee, fir, I'm in hafte."

Corporal .Cafey.

VV HEN I was at home, I was merry and frilky,

.My dad kept a pig, and my mother fold whifkey
;

My uncle was rich, but would never be eafy.

'Till I was enlifted by Corporal Cafey.
Och !—rub a dub, row de dow, Coi-poral Cafey,
Rub a dub, rov/ de dow. Corporal Cafey,

My dear little Sheelah I thought w otdd run crazy.

Oh ! when I trudg'd away with tough Corporal Ca-
fey.

I march'd from Kilkenny, and as I was thinking
On Sheelah, my heart in my bofom v.-as finking

;

But foon I was forc'd to look frefli as a daify.

For fear of a drubbing from Corporal Cafey.
Rub a dub, &c.

The Devil go with him, I ne'er could be eafy,

He ftuck in my fijirts fo—Old Corporal Cafey.

Wev.'ent into battle, I took the blov.s fairly

That fell on my pate, but they bother'd me rarely.

And who fiiould the firft be that dropt, why an't

pleaie you.

It was my good friend—honefl: Corporal Cafey,
Rub a dub, (Sec.

Thinks I, you are quiet, and I fliall be eafy,

t)o eight years I fought v.ithout Corporal Cafey.

The TrefTes of Morning.

THE treffes of morning fo fair.

Poor fhepherds with rapture behold;
But brighter the treffes we wear,

That fparkle with diamonds and gold.

Tears ftill are the gems of the morn.

Which blofforas unfolding difplay,

But gold with more charms can adorn,

. And with fmiles ever graces the day.

They fing of the bright beaming fun,

Whofe radiance gilds o'er the dawn ;

His courfe with the evening is run.

His fplendors in night are withdrawn :

To one half of earth if he fliine.

The other in darknefs is found.
While fplendors, deriv'd from the mine,

At once li?ht the world all round.

ibid.

Fond Echo.

'OND Echo, forbear thy light ftrain.

And heedfuHy Lear a loftmaicl !

Go tell the falfe ear of the fwain,

How deeply his vows have betray'd :

Go tell him what forrowsl bear ;

See yet if his heart feel my woe ;

'Tis now he mufi heal my defpair,

Or death will make pity too flow.
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Kate of Aberdeen.

•T^HE filver inooii's enaniour'd beam
i Steals foftly through the night.

To wanton with the winding ftreani,

And fcifs reilefled IJglil ;

To cQUTts be gone, hean-foothi'ig fleepj

'Where you've fo feldom been,

While I May's wakeful vigil keep

With Kate of Aberdeen.

The nymphs and fwains expeftant wait.

In primrofe chaplets gay,

Tilf morn unbars her golden gate,

^ And gives the promis'd May ;

The nymplis and fwains {hall all declare

The promis'd May, when feen.

Not halflo fragrant, half fo' fair,

As Kate of Aberdeen.

I'll tune my pipe to playful notes,

And roufe yon nodding grove.

Till new-wak'd birds dillend their throats.

And hail the maid I love :

At her approach the lark niiftakes,

And quits th; new drtfs'd green :

Fond bird, 'tis not the morning breaks,

'Tis Kate of Aberdeen.

Now blithfome o'er the dewy mead.

Where elves dilportive play.

The feftal dance young fhepherds lead.

Or fing their love-tun'd lay.

Till May in morning-robe draws. nigh.

And claims a virgin queen -,

The nymhs and fwains exulting cry,

" Here's Kate of Aberdeen."

Sound Argument.

WE bipeds made up of trail clay

Alas 1 are the children offorrow,
.

And though brifk and merry to day,

We all, may be wretched. to morrow :

jFor funfhinc's fucceeded by rain,

Then fearful of life's ftormy weather.

Left pjeafure ihould only bring pain,

Let us all be unhappy together.

caoRcs.

Let us all be unhappy together

Let us all be unhappy together

For funfliine's fucceeded by rain,

Then f(iarful of life's ftormy v/eather.

Left pleafure fhould only bring pain.

Let us all be unhappy together

I grant the bpft bleffing we knov.r

Is a friend, for true friendfhip's a treafuro

^nd yet, left your friend prove a foe

Oh tafte not the dangerous pleafure.

Thus friendftiip's a flimfy affair,

Thus riches and health are a bubble

Thus there's nothing delightful but care,

Nor any thing pleafing but trouble,

Nor any thing, l^c.

Jf a mortal would point out that life

That on earth could be neareft to heaven.

Let him, thanking his ftars, chufe a wife

To whom truth and honour are given.

But honour and .truth are fo rare.,

And horns, when they're cutting, fo tingle

That, with all my refpeftto the fair,

I'd advife him to figh and live fingle.

I'd ad-vife him, ^c.

Jt appears from thefe premifcs plain

That wifdom is nothing but folly,

That pleafure's a term that means pain

And that joy is your true melancholy :

That all thofe who laugh ought to cry,
_

That 'tis fine friflc and fun to be grieving

And that fince we muft all of us die,_

We fhould talle no enjoyment while living.

Pildin, WeJhoM tajie, ^c,

The Waggoner.

WHEN I comes to town with a load of hay,

Mean and lowly tho' I feem,

I knows pretty well how they figures away,
While I whlftles and drives my team

;

.Your natty fparks and flafliy dames,

How I do love to queer,

I runs my rigs.

And patters and gigs, [near:;

And plays a hundred comical gamesto all that Icomes
Then in a pet,

T o hear them fret,

A mobbing av«ay they go :

The fcoundrel deferves to be'horfewhipt

!

Who me, ma'am ?

Wo, Ball, wo !

So to mind them I ne'er feem,

.JBut whilftles and drives my team.

So I feems thinking of nothing at all.

And driving as faft as I can ;

,1 pins a queer codger againft the wall,

Half a monkey and half a man :

The mob come round him to put up his blood,

While he's tren-i'iing from toj) to toe
;

My whip : roes fpank
;

I tipsEall •)!. the ilank
;

Ball plunges and paints him ever with mud,
Queers hi'; (*ocV:i'A'^s i'.vi Ipoils the beau.

Thi-r? .TC^ry dear,

Ah ' ' ':- !:far ;

" Odd cui ;

,
. ii know, you infernal

Lo.d "') iacp. T would not hurt your
fj_.i,] .1- Ih^nks for all the world."

• o, i'-ail, wo !

So to mind ihem I ne'er feem,

Bnt whittles and drives my team.

And fo I s'ets the fineft fun

And friik that e^er you faw,

Of all I meets I can queer ev'ry one,

But your gemmen of the law
;

Tho' they can fcarcely put me down !

Says I) to their courts when Lm led.

Where their tails of a pig :

They hide with a wig ;

How many ways in London towo

They dreffes a calf's head ?

Then ev'ry dunce

To hear open at once.

Like mill clacks their clappers go ;

Oh I that's the fellowl faw grinning thro' the horfc

collar in the country."

" I fancyyou're the fellow I faw grinning thro' the

pillory in London."

Wo, Ball, wo!
So to mind them I ne'er feem,

But whiiUes and drives my team.

The Vifion of Sorrow.

OTHOU, whofe form, amid the deepeft gloom.

That fhrouds the fearful folitude of night.

Beams, in wan vifions, on my penfive fight,

Awak'd, from the cold flumbers of the tomb,

Fairfplrit, fay, if with th«ir wonted pow^r.

Thy pure affeftions glow beyond the grave,

Doft thou a melancholy joy receive,

When mem'ry gives to thee my lonely hour ?

Doft thou look dovtn, with pity, on thy love,

My guardian ftill, as when my partner dear,

Thy cliarming counfels footh'dmy willing ear.

And rais'd my foul, the bufy world above.

Ah I—no—faftburi'd in eternal fleep,

The dead behold not zuhsn the living weep.



Willy was a wanton Wag,
"^^riLLY was a ivanton V/asr,

* ' The blytheft lad that e'er I faw.
At brjdils flili he here the brag,

/^nd carry 'd aw the geer awa';
His doublet was of Zetland fliag,

And wow 1 but Willy he was braw ;

And at his flioulder hang a tag,

1 hat pleas'd the laffes beft of a'.

He was a man without a clag,

His heart was frank without a flaw
;

And ay whatever Willy faid,

It was ilill hadden as a law
;

His boots they wei-e made of the jag,

When he went to the weapon-fhaw.
Upon the green nane durft him brag,

'ihe feind a ane amang them a'.

And was not Willy well worth gowd ?

_ He wan the love of great and fma';

f;
For after he the bride had Icifs'd,

He kifs'd the laffes hale fale a';

Sae merrily round the ring they row'd.

When by the hand he led them a';

And fmack on fmack on them beftow'd,

iiy virtue of a flanding law.

And wasna Willy a great lown,
As fhyre a lick as e'er was feen ?

Vv''hen he danc'd with the laffes round,
The bridegroom fpeer'd v,-here heh^dlseen^

Quoth \^''ilh', Tve been at the ring,

With bobbing, faith my fhanks are fair.;

Gae ca'-your bride and maidens in,

For Willy he now do nae mair.

Then reft you Vi^illy, I'll gae out.

And for a v.ee fill up the ring
;

But, fhame light on his fouple fnout.

He wanted Willy's wanton flin?.:

Then flraight he to the bride did Vare,

Says, v.eell's me on your bonny face.;

With bobbing Willy's IhanJcs are fair,

And I am come to ^Uhjs place.

Bridegroom, ihe fays, you'll fpoil the dance,
And at the ring you'll ay be lag

;

Unlefs like Willy ye advance,

(O ; Willy lia-s a w.intOTi Jeg)
For we"'t he learns us a' to fleer,

And loremaft ay bears up the ring-;

We will find nae fie dancing here.

If we want Willy's wanton fling.

I beg'd lo be lov'd, not ador'd.

"HEN courted by Strephon, what pains then

he took.

Each day on my charms to refine ;

So much of an angel he faw in my loolc,

That he fwore I was fomethin g divine.

Like Venus in beauty, like Juno in gait,

Like Pallas moft wonderful wife
;

And thus of three deities fairly in prate.

He purloin'd, (to pleafe me,) the fkie*.

But when I was marry 'd, more trouble he found,

To make me a v.oman again -,

My notions celeflia! fo much did abound.

That a goddef;; I Hill would remain.

But finding that his adoration would.ceafe.

My fenfes at laft were reflor'd ;

From fublimily gently defcending to peace,

I begg'd to be lov'd, not ador'd.

Be cautious, ye youths, with the nymp'h that you

prize,

Nor too much her beau'y commend :

When once you haverais'd the fair maid to the ficier,

To the earth flie'il not ealy dcfcend.
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The High Mettled Racer.

k

SEE the courfe throng'd with gazers, the fport*
are begun,'

The confufion but hear I " I'll bet you, fir—done;
Ten thouland Itrange murmurs refound far and near,
Lord*, hawkers, and jockies, affail the tir'd ear,

While, with neck like a rain-bow, ereftinghis crefl

;

Pamper'd, prancing, and pleas'd, his head touching
his breait.

Scarcely fnuffiing the air, he's fo proud and elate.
The high mettled racer firlt Harts for the plate.

Now Reynard's.turn'd out, and o'er hedge and ditch.

rufti,
^

Hounds, horfes and huntfmen, all hard at his brufli;
They run him at length, and they have him at bay,
And by fcent and by vjew cheat a long tedious way ;

While, alikebornforfportsof thefieldorthecour'fe,
Always fure to come through, a Aaunch and fleet

horf'e
;

Whenfairly run down, the fo:c yields up his breath.
The high mettled racer is in at his death.

Grown aged, uf'd up, and turn'd out of the ftud,

Lame, fpavin'd, and wind-gall'd, but yet with fome
blood

;

While knowing poftillions his pedigree trace,
Tell his dam won this fweepflake, his fire gain'd

that race
;

And what matches he won to the oftler count o'er
As they loiter their time at fome hedge ale-houfe

door.

While the harnefs Sore galls, and the fpur his fides

goad,

The high mettled racer's a hack on the road.

Till at laft, havinglabour'd, drudg'd early and late,

Bow'd down by degrees, he bends on to his fate ;

Blind, old, lean and feeble, he tugs round a mill.

Or draws fand, till the fand of his hour-glafs ftands

ftill :

And now cold and lifelefs expos'd to the view,
In the very fame cart which he yefterday drew.
While -a. pitying crow d his lad relicks furrounds,
The high mettled racer is food for the hounds.

Diidint

Love in low Life.

YOUNG Jockey he courted fweetMoggy fofair,

The lafs fhe was lovely, the fwain debonair :

They hugg'd, and they cuddl'd, and talk'd with
their eyes,

And look'd, as all lovers do, wonderful wife.

A fortnight was fpent, ere dear Moggy came too ;

(For maidens a decency keep when they woo)
At length fhe confented, and made him a vow :

And Jockey he gave for her jointure his cow.

They pannel'd their dobbins, and rode to the fair
;

Still kiffing and fondling until they came there.

They call'd on the parfon, and by him were wed.
And Moggy flie took her dear Jockey to bed.

They ftaid there a Vi^eek, as the neighbours all fay

And none were fo happy arid gamefome as they :

Then home they return'd, but return'd moft un-
kind,

For Jockey rede on, and left Moggy behind.

Surpris'd at this treatment, Ihe cry'd Gaffer Jock,
Pray v.-hat is the reafon that Moggy you mock ?

Quoth he, gooie, come on, why you now are my
bride

;

And when volk are wed, they fet fooling afide.

He took home his Moggy, good condudl to leam,
Who brufli'd up the houfe, while he thatch 'd theold

barn
;

They laid in a ftock fur the cares that enfue,,

And now live as man and wife ufttally dc>.



5^ OLB BALLADS,
Jcmir.y rawfon.

BY WM. SKINSTOXE, ESq^

Captain JuKics Dati,fcn, the amialds and ut:fcrt:irate

ftihjcci ofthcfc heauttfulJtar.zas, tuai one of the

eight officers, belonging to the Alanchcjier rrgimtiitof

•vobxntecrs in the fervice of the I'owiig Chc-valicr,

-who zvere hanged, drawn, and quartered, en Ken-

r.ingion-CoKi'iKCJiintheyear 1746. And thisBallad,

xuriitc'iiahoiit the timcwasJownded on a remarkalle

circtimjiance which actually happened at his exe-

cution. . ''Uifi before his death, he wrote a Jong on

) i CZL'72 mi^J'ort tines, -which isfufpofed to be fiill ex-

tant, though the Pnblijher, after much enquiry,

never had the happincj's to meet with it ;

—

and
, would think himfef much obliged by bcinpjiirnijh-

ed with a copy of it.

'

C^OME liften to my mournful tale,

,
^ Y& tender he'arts, and lovers dear,

Hor will you fcorn to heave a iigh,

Nor will you blwfh to fhed a tear.

And thou, dear Kitty, peerlefs maid.

Do thou a penfivc ear incline ;

For thou canft weep at every woe.
And pity every plaint, but mine.

Young Dawfon was a gallant youth,

A brighter, never trod the plain ;

And well-Ye lov'd one charming maid.

And dearly was he lov'd again.

One tender maid fhe lov'd him dear.

Of gentle blood the damfel came.
And faultlels was her beauteous form.

And fpotlels was her virgin fame.

But curfc on party's hateful ftrife.

That led the favour'd youth aftray;

The day the rebel clans appear'd :

O had he never feen that day !

Their colours and their fafh he v,-ore,

And in the fatal drefs was found
;

And now he muft that death endure,

Which gives the brave the keeneft wound,

Hovy.pale was then his true-love's chcelc.

When Jemmy's fentence reach'dher ear ?

For never yet did Alpine inov. s

So pale, nor yet fo chillappeav.

^^ ith fault'ring voice fhe v.'eepin^ faid,

". Oh Dawfon, monarch of my heart,

Think not thy death fhall end our loves,

For thou and I will never part."

" Yet might fweet mercy find a place,

. And bring relief to Jerrim.y's v.oes,

O Gr.0B.GK, without. a' prayer for thee

My orifons fhould never ciofe."

" The gracious prince that gives him life

Would crown a nev«r-dying flame.

And every tender babe I bore

Should learn to lifp the giver's name."

" But though, dear yoi;th, thou fhouldft be dragg'd

To yonder ignominious tree,

Thou flialt not want a faithful Iriend

To Ihare thy bitter fate with thee."

O then her mourning coach was call'd,

The fledge mov'd flowiy on before ;

Tho' borne in a triumphal car,

She had not lov'd her favourite more.

She followed him, prepar'd to view
The terrible beliells of law :

And the laft fcene of Jeninny's woes
^\'ilh c.'.lm andlledi'afl eye Ihe-fav/.

DiJlorted was thai blooming face, -

Which fl-,e had fondly lov'd fo long :

'

-Andftlfled v^'as that tuneful breaili,

Which in hcrjraife had fwectly lung :

A nd .(ever'd was cTiaif'bsHEteous neck.
Round v.hich her arms had fondly clcs'd

:

And mangled was that beauteous brcift.

On which her loveffick head repos'a
;

And ravifli'd was that conRant he.i.rt.

She did to tvtrj heart prefer
;

For tho' it could its king forge.,

'Tv.as true and loyal Itili to her.

An.id ihofe unrelenting flames

She bore (his cenftant heart to fee ;

Tut v/hen 'twas moulder'd into duil,
" Now, now" fhe cried, " I follow thcc,"

" My death, my death alone can fliow
The pure and lafting loVe I bore :

Accept, O heaven, of woes like ours.

And let us, let us v.'eep no more.'^

The dilmal jcene vi'as o'er and pafl,

The lover's mournful hearfe retir'd ;

1 he malil drew back her languid head.
And fighing forth his name, expir'd.

Tho' juftice ever mult prevail,

The tear my Kitty feeds is due
;

For ieldom fiiall fne hear a tale

£0 fiid, fo tender, and fo true.

Damon and Sylvia.

FROM forth the church, all-blithfome, gay,
The youthful Damon came,

Handing his bride in trim array,

A fair and v.'ealthy dame •,

Whilft poor forfaken Sylvia flood.

Pier lily d cheekdevoid of blood.

" Oh, Damon, Damon, perjur'd youthr
But for a moment flay,

Are ail your vows and boafled truth

Like gofraore blown. away ?

Give, give me back my heart again ;

.

You cannot—for 'tis oroide in twain."

" Did not you fwear for me alone,

Each vow to heav'n did rife ?

Did you not fv.'ear a monarch's throne

Without me, you'd defpiie ?

I, witiefs, thought you true as dove.

And by my ovra weigh'd Da men's lore."

" But wealth, that bane of conftancy,

Lur'd Damon's heart away,

On fwallow-wings ialfe riches fly

—

True love can ne'er decay :

Had I the world to give—you know.
That world on Damon Fd beflow.."

" Was there a pain touch'd Damon's breaft,

But Sylvia doubly knew ?

Was there a joy to make me bleft,

But took its rife from you ;

Was there a wifh—(Why heaves this iigli ?)—
Of Damon's that T cou'd deny ?"

" Behold the face you-oncefo prais'd.

With grief how pale, how wan I

Thofe eyes, on which you oft have gaz'd.

How dim, hov/ woo-begone I

Cou'd you my inmoftbofom bare.

You'd Damon fee—and black defpair;"

"But hold—I came not to upbraid,

I hither came to die ;

Beneath the turf when Sylvia's laid.

Give but onfe tender figh
;

'Tis all T afic, 'tis all I want,

Happy if this fmall boon you grant,'

She faid ; and ftraight a flagger aim'd,

It quaff'd her bofom's gore ;

That boiom which, with love inflam'd,

Defpair had pierc'd bexore ;

Incoaftant Damon felt -the blov.-,

.•ind all his future days were woe.
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Patrick's Day.

YE lads and ye lafTes {'o buxom and elever,

Who come fromHibernia of famous renown,

J'lit on your beft bibs and be coming together,

So neatly youri'elves all adorning.

The mtific fhall be fueetly playing.

Each fhall be dancing and fkipping around :

(Jreen fhamroclcs fhall fliine, fir,

Xo make us all fine, fir ;

Salt fifh and potatoes

Shall Imoak, my dear creatures.

And nothing be wanting that there can be kiund -,

Full bumpers of whifkey,

, Will make us all frifky

On Patrick's day in the morning.

St. Patrick he was of vaft eftimation,

Ana li\ 'd a great while, fir, before he was dead
;

He frighted the bug-a-boos out of the nation.

So none of your fneen'ng and fcaffing ;

For many things he did nioft truly,

All as clever as clever could be ;

He ba-n'fli'd, the bugs, fir.

From blankets and rugs, fir,

Ah ! hub a boo, boo, fir.

What more could he do, fir ?

Whatever he faid, fir, the bl'nd could not fee :

With heart like fiiillllah,

Then let us be gaily

On Patrick's day in the morning.

There's Phclim O'Fagan and n;.lJy-fac'd P.sddy,

With many tall fellows takwp up the wake;

Mifs Blarney will dance with her mammy and daddy

And play till the evening's returning :

With niinh and mufic, dance and caper.

We flap the wet brogue to.each frolickfome flie,

While each pretty nnifs, fir,

We'll fmuggle and kifs, fir.

And p till 'em and haul 'em,

And tenderly maul 'era,

Arrih, v.ho in •.h-s woild are fo merry as ve ?

All this to begin, fir.

We think it no fin, fir,

On Patrick's d.i;/ in the morning.

I

111 this Shady Bleft Retre?;.

N !his fnady bleft 'sircat

I've been wifliiing for my dear
;

Ha>-k ! I he.ar his welcome feet

Tell the lovely charmer's .near. ,

'Tis the fvveet bewitching fwain,

True to love's appointed hour
;

Toy and peace now fmiles again :

Love! 1 own thy mighty po\vcr.

Could you to Battle march away.

.jLiidelon.f^OVl^T> you to battle march away,
*^ And leave me here complaining?
I'm fure 'twould break my heart to ftay,

Wiicn you Were gone campaigning.
Ah ; non, non, non, Pauvre Madelon

Will never quit her rover.

Ah ! non, non, jion, Pauvre Madelon
Wotild go with you all the world over.

Soldier. Cheer, cheer my love, you fhall not grieve,

A foldier true you'll find me ;

I could not have the heart to leave

My little girl behind me.

Ah I non, non, non, Pauvre Madelon
Shall never quit her rover ;

Ah! non, non, non, Pauvre Madelon
Shall go with me all the world over.

Ula./elon —And can you to the battle go.

To women's' fears a ftranger ?

No fears my breaft fhall ever know,'

But when my love's in danger.

Ah ! non, non, non, Pauvre Madelon
Will never quit her rover :

Ah ! non, non, non, Pauvre Madelon
Will go with you all the world over.

D-rs!. Then let the world jog as it will,

Let hollow friends forfake us ;

V. e both fhall be as happy ftill

As love and war can make us.

Ah .' ncnt, ^c.

Ton, ton founds the Horn,

WHEN over the mountain's brow peeps the

young morn.

The pack ihedewdalhing, ton, ton founds the horn.

The fox fcar'd from keiinel v.here cunning he lay,

Bruflies off to the tally ho, v/e burft away.

Up hill and down valley we rattle along.

No dog is at fault, for the fcent it lies ftrong.

No hedge or ditch (top us, v,-e circle the woods,

Hi-'h over the fwinging bar, dafti thro' the, floods.

The v.iew hollow givrn the wild welkin rinirs.

Hark, hark th«y re-echo, 'tis niufic for kinss :

Men, horfes and hounds, in loud harmony flriare;

The chorus of nature can nature forbear.

When down he went doJging a double he tries.

O'er banks and hedge brulhing to cover he ilies,

Vrhat man cat: be tame or he tempted to ftay,

Or think.upon i'afety, M-ho hears hark away.
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Litile Bea.

RESPLENDENT gleam'd the ample mooji,

Ueiieeted on the glitt'rir.g Lee,

'i he bell procbim'd niglu's avvtul noon,

And Icarce a ripple ihook the lea.

'iViidllfaiiors, lei: to nature's care,

Of education oft dctny'd

Yet Hill with fenle, a bounteous fiiare,

iiy obfervatioii well fupply'd,

While they in bold, uiiUudy'd guile

Unloos'd each honelt tongue.

Drawing from wildom comtort's drop.

In truth and fair reflexions wife.

Right chearfuUy fung,

Piltle Ben. that keeps tis watch in the main top,

Why fhould the hardy tar complain ?

'Tis certain true he w-eathers more

From danger on the roaring main,

Ths-n la/y lubbers do afhore.^

Ne'er let the noble mind defpair,

Tho' roaring fer.s run mountains high.

All things are built with equal care,

firft-rate or wherry, man or tiy,

If there's a pow'r that never errs.

And certainly 'tis fo,

For honeil hearts what comforts drop ;

As well as idngs and emperors.

Why not take in tow

Little Ben that keeps his watch in the main-top i

What tho' to diftant climes to roam.

Far from my darling Nancy's charms,

The fweeter is my welcome home.

To bhlsful moorings in her arms.

Perhaps Ihe on that iober muon
A lover's oblervation takes.

And longs that little ten may foon

Relieve that heart, which forely aches.

Ne'er fear, that power that never errs,

That guards ail things below.

For honelt hearts what comforts drop ;

As well as kings and emperors,

Will furely take in tow

Little iJen that keeps his watch in lae main top.

Let's feek the Bower.

LET 's feek the bower of Robinhood,

This is his bridal day,

And cheartuily in blythfe bherv/ood

liridemaids and bridefmen play.

Then follow, follow, me, my bbui.y bonny lads,

And we'll the paltime fee
;

For the minFirels ling,

And the fweet belis ring.

And they fealt right merniy, merrily
;

.-ind they t^all right merniy, merniy.

The humming beer Hows round in pails,

With mead that's llout and old,

Andam'ruus virgins tell love-tales,

io thaw the heart that's cold.

Then follow me, my bonny lads,

Andwe'li the pailimes lee ;

For the minttrels iing.

And the fweet belis ring,,
^

•
•

And they ft aft., £sV,

There dancing fprightly on th,e green.

Each lighiloot lad and lafs ;

Sly ftealing kiffes when unieen,

Andjingling giafs with gla1s.

'.fhen follow n,e, my bonny lads.

And we'.\l the paliime^ lee
;

For ihe minftrels fine;,

Ani tiie fweet bells nng,

An 7 theyfail, 3(.',

The rofy dimpled God..

THE rofy dimpled god we'll crown ;

This fparkling, cheerful, flowing glafs

Each anxious thought of care Qiall drown.

No rapture can my joy furpafs.

IVe'll arive our forrozufar azvay.

Since Vife is but a.holiday-

Ko fa(Eiion Ihall difturb ray peace.

Nor Fortune, tho' fhe fmiles too late ;

Let thofe whole labours ne'er Ihall ceafe,

Still combat with the hand of fate.

In fpite ^ffate we tuill he gay,

Sinpe life is but a holiday.

How well that fmile becomes thy face,

('1 he fource from which thy mule doth fpring)

Whilft friendftiip brightens ev'ry grace

And makes my cheerful heart to fing.

Let tnirth andfriendfinp met decay.

Since life 2S but a holiday-

Then let thy toaft my bumper crpw-n.

Or fentiment my mufe infpire';

Tho' fate and fortune ftill may frown.

Thy fmile ftiall wake my fleeping lyre.

No rancour Jhall our minds difp'ay.

To vex the jovial holiday-

The African.

WHILE over the tremulous fea,

The moon fpread her mantle of light,

And the gale gentle dying away,

Breath'd foft on the bofom ot night.

On the forecaftle Maratan flood,

And pour'd fonh his forrowful tale :

His tears fell unfeen in the flood,

His fighs pafs'd unheard on the gale.

" Ah, wretch I in wild anguifh-," he cry'd,

" From country and liberty torn !

Ah, Maratan, would thou hadft died.

E'er over the waves thou wey borne."

'' Through the groves of ."ngola I ftray'd, •

Love and hope made my bolom their home.

There I talk'd with my favourite maid.

Nor dreamt of the iorro.v to come."

" From the thicket the man-hunter fprung.

My cries echo'd loud through the air

There was fury and v/rath on his tongue.

He was deaf to the voice ot defpair."

" Accurs'd be the mercilefs band.

That his lovexould from Maratan tear
;

And blafted this impotent hand,

That was fever'd from all I .h<;ld dear."

" Flow ye tears.—down my cheeks ever flow—

-

Si ill let fieep from my eyelids depart.

And flill may the arrows of woe
Drink deep of the ilream of my heart."

" But hark ! o'er the filence of night

My Adlla's accents I hear,

And mournful, beneath the wan light,

I fee her lov'd image appear."

" ilow o'er the Imooth ocean fhe glides.

As the mifl: that hangs light on the wa\e
Anrl fondly lier lover ihe chides.

Who lingers fo long trom his grave."

" 0\\, Maratan ! hafte thee, fhe cries.

Here the reign of oppreffion is o'er :

The tyrant is robb'd of his prize.

And Adila forrows no more."

" Now finking amidft the dim ray,

Her form feems to fade on my view ;

Q ! flay thee—my Adila, flay !

—

She beckons, and I mufl purfue."

" To-morrow the white man in vain,

. Shall proudly account nie his Have ;

My fltackles I plunge in the main.

And vu 111 to the realms of the brave."
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TuUoghgorum.

COME gie's a fang, the lady cried,

An' lay your difputes a' afide,

What fignifies for folk t' chide,

For what's been done before them.

Blythe an' merry we's be a'

Blythe an' merry,

Blythe an' merry, -

^lytlie an' merry we's be a'

'I'o form a chearfu' chorum ;

Blythe an' merry we's be a'

As lang as we hae breath to draw,

An' dance till we be like to fa',

The reel of TuUoghgorum.

''T'jUoghgorum's my delight,

It gars us a' in ane unite,

An' ony fumph that Iceeps up fpite.

In confcience I abhor him.

Let whig and tory a' agree,

W hig an' tory,

Whig an' tory.

Let whig an' tory a' agree,

To quit their whipmagorum
;

Let whig an' tory a' agree.

To J^cnd this night in mirth an' glee.

An' chearfu' fing alang wi' me,
1 he reel o' TuUoghgorum.

•There need m be fae trrc^t aphrafe
"])Out drirgling duU Italian lays,

i wad na gie our ain flrathfpeys

:For half a hundred fcore o' them.

They're doufFand doway at the beft,

DoufFan' doway,

DoufFan' doway.
They're doufF an' doway at the befl,

Wi* a' their variorum
;

They're doufF an' doway at the beft,

Their allegro's an' a' the reft,

Theycanna'p'eafeanMighland tafte,

Compar'd wi' TuUoghgorum.

Let wardlv minds ihemfels diftrefs,

Wi' fear o' want an' double cefs,

An' filly fsuls themfels opprefs

yVi' keeping up decorum ;

Shall we fae four an' fulky fit.

Sour an' fulky.

Sour an' fulky,

Shall we fae four an' fulky fit,

Like auld philofophorum ?

Shall v/e fae four an' fulky fir,

Wi' neither fenfe, nor mirth,nor wit.

An' dare na rife t' ftiake a fit,

T'the reel o' TuUoghgorum ?

May choiceft bleffings ilill attend

Each honeft hearted open friend.

An' calm an' quiet be his end,

Be a' that's good before him.

May peace an' plenty be his lot,

Peace an' plenty,

Peace an' plenty.

May peace an' plenty be his lot.

An' dainties a gre.it ft ore o' them.

May peace an' plenty be his lot,

Unftained by ony vicious plot.

An' may he never w;int a groat,

Thai's fond o' TuUoghgorum.

'But for the difconttnted fool.

That fain wa'd be oppreflion's tool,

May envy gnaw his rotten foul.

An' blackefl fi,ends devour him ;

May dole an' forrow be his chance,

Dole an 'forrow.

Dole an' forrow.

May dole an' forrow be his chance.

An' honeft fauls abhor him,

May dole an' forrow be his chance,

An' a' the ills that come frae France,

'Whae'er he be, that winna dance

The,reel o' TuUoghgorum-

w.
When I was a Younker.

. / *HEN I was a younker, and liv'd with my dad
T he neighbours all thought me afmart little lad •

My mammy fiie call'd me her white-headed boy •

'

Becaufe with the girls I liked to toy.
'

There was CH's, Prifs, Letty and Betty and DoU
With Aleg, Pce;, Jenny and Winny and Moll ;

'

I flatter their chatter fo fprightly and gay,
I rumple 'em, tumble 'em -,— that's my way.

One fine frofty morning a-going to fchool.
Young Moggy I met, and flie call'd me a fool.
Her mouth was my primmer, a leflbn I took.
1 fwore it was pretty, and kifs'd the book.
But fchool, fool, primmer, and trimmerandbirch
And boys for the girls I've,le.^t in the lurch.

Jjiatter l^c.

"Tis very well known I can dance a good jig
;And at cudgel, from Robin I won a tat pig.'

I wreftle a fail, and a bar I can fling.
And, when o'er the flaggon, can fweetly fing.
But pig, lig, wicket, and cricket, and baU,
I'd give up to wreftle with Moggy of all.

IJlatter, ©c.

Cuckow, Cuckow.

TTTHEN dazies py'd, and vi'lels blue,
»» And ladies fmocks ail filver white,

'And cuckow-buds of yellow, hue,
Do paint the meadows with deUght

;

The cuckow then, on every tree,

Mocks married men, for thus fings he
Cuckow, cuckow ; O ! word of fear,

Unpleafing to a married ear.

When ihepherds pipe on oaten ftraws.
And merry larks are ploughmens' clocks.

When turtles tread, and rooks and daws,
And maidens bleach their fummer fmocks

;

The cuckow then, on every tree.

Mucks married men, for thus fings he
Cuckov/, cuckow, OI word of fear,

Unpleafing to a married ear. Shdkfpeare.

The Watery Grave.

'\T7"0L''LD you hear a fad ftory of woe,
» » That tears from a ftone miaht provoke ;

'Tis concerning a Tar you niuft know,
As honeft as e'er bifcuit broke

;

His name was Ben Block, of all men
The moft g-entle, moft kind, the moft brave.

But hardi-treated by fortune, for Beri,

In his prime found a watery grave.

His truth, no one ever knew more.
His heart was all kindnefs and love.

Though on duty an eagle he'd foar,

His nature had moft of the dove.

He loved a fair maiden named Kate.

His father, to inter'ft a Have,

Sent him far from his love, where hard fate

Plung'd him deep in a watery srave, '

A curfe or all flsnderous tonguis,

A lalle friend his mild nature abufed,

And fweet Kate of the vilcft of -.vrongs.

To poifon Jien's pleafure accus'd,

That flae never had truly been kind,

That falfe were the tokens flie gave,

That {he fcorned him and wifhed he might tinti

In the Ocean, a watery grave.

Too fure from this cankerous elf

The venom accompliflied its end,

Ben, all truth and honor himlelf,

Sulpefted no fraud in hisfri,end.

Aloft, while fufpendedin air,

A loole to his forrows he gave,
" Take i'ly wifh," he cried," falfe, cruel fain

And plung'd in a watery grave.
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ThcVv^antleiing Prince of Troy.

WHEN Troy town, for ten years wars,

Withilood the Greeks in manful wife,

Then did their foes encreaie fo fait,

That to refift none could fuffice :

Wafte lie thofe walls that were fo good,

rind corn now grows where 'i roy town flood.

yfneas, wandering prince of Troy,

VVhei\ he for land long lime had fought,

At length, his navy, with great joy,

To mighty Carthage walls was brought

;

''''here I)ido queen, with fumptur.us feall^

Dil entertain this wandering gaefl.

And, as in hall at meat they fat.

The queen, defirous news to hear,

" Of thy unhappy ten years wars.

Declare to me, thou Trojan dear ;

'f he heavy hap, and chance fo bad,

Which thou, poor wand'ring prince, haft had."

And then, anon, this comely knight.

With words demure, as he could well,

Of his unhappy ten years wars

So true a tale began to tell,

With words fo fweet, and fighs fo deep,

'1 hat oft he made them all to weep.

And then a thoufand fighs he fetch'd,

And every figh brought tears amain;

That where he fate the place was wet.

As he had feen thofe wars again •,

So that the queen, with ruth therefore.

Said, " -worthy prince, enough, no more."

The dartfome night apace grew on.

And twinkling ftars in fl;ies were fpread ;

And he his doleful tale h<<A told.

And every one was laid in bed ;

Where they full fweetly took their veil.

Save only Dido's boiling breafl.

'J his filly woman never flept.

But in her chamber, all alone,

As one unhappy, always wept.

And to the walls flie made her moan ;

That fhe fhould ftill defire in vSin

The thing that fhe could not obtain.

And thus in griefdie fjjcnt the night,

Till twinkling Hars from llcy were fled,

And Phoebus, wiih his glittering beams,

Through mifty clouds appeared red;

Then tidings came to her anon,

That all the Trojan iliips were gone.

And then the queen, with bloody knife.

Did arm her heart as hard as flonc,

Yet,fomewhat loath to lofe her life.

In woeful wife flie made her moan

;

And, rolling on her careful bed,

Wi^ fighs and fobs, thefe words flie faid

:

" O wretched Dido queen !" quoth fli;,

I fee thy end approaching near ;

For he is gone away from thee.

Whom thou did'fllove, and held fo dear

Is he then gone, and paffed by ?

heart, prepare ihyfelf to die."

1 houch reafon would thou fliould ft forbear.

And ftay ihy hand from bloody ftroke ;

Yet fancy fays thou fliould'ft not fear,

V\'ho felter'd thee in Cupid's yoke.

Come Heath, quoih flie, relolve my fniart :" -

A/id,v.iih llieft wurds, fl/c pierc'd her hea.i.

When Death had pierc'd the tender heart,

Of Dido, Carthaginian queen
;

And bloody knife did end the fmart.

Which flie fuflain'd in woeful teen :

^neas being fliipp'd and gone,

Whofe flattery caufed all her moan;

Her funeral moft coftly made.

And all things furnifh'd mournfully;

Her body fine in mold was laid,

Where it confumed fpeedily :

Her fifter's tears her tomb beftrew'd ;

Her fubjefts grief their kindnefs fliew'J.

Then was .S^neas in an ille,

In Grecia, where he liv'd long fpace,

Whereas her fifter, in fhort while,

VV rit to him, to his vile difgrace

;

In phrafe of letters to her mind,

She told him plain he was unkind.

" Falfe-hearted wretcli," quoth fhe " thou art-

And cruelly thou Jiaft betray'd

Unto thy lure a gentle heart.

Which unto thee fuch welcome made ;

My fifter dear, and Carthage joy,

W.h.ofj fol'.y wrought her dire annoy."

" Yet, on her death-bed when Hv:: \?.y.

She pray'd for thy profperity,

Befeeching Hea\en, that ev'ry day

Might breed thy great felicity

;

Thus, by thy means I loft a friend ;

Heav'n fend thee fuch untimely end."

When he thele lines, full fraught with gall,

Perufed had, and weigh'd them right,

Hislofiy courage then did fall ;
—

And ftraight appeared in his fight

0,.uee,n Dido's ghoft, both grim and pale ;

Which made this gallant foldier quail.

" iFLneas,'" quoih this grifly ghoft,

" My whole delight w hile I did live,

Thee of all men I loved moft
;

My fancy and my will did give :

For entertainment I ihee gave,

Unthankfully thou dig'ft my grave.

"' T hercfcre prepare thy ftccting foul

To wander with me in the air ;

Where deadly grief fhall make It hov, I,

Becaufe of me thou took'ft no care ;

Delay no time, thy giafs is run.

Thy day is pafs'd, ihy death is come."

" O ftay, a while, thou lovely fprile ;

Be notfo hafty to convey

My foul into eterpal night,

Where it fliall ne'er behold bright day.

O do not frown,—thy angry look

Already haih my reaion fliook."

" But, woe to me I it is in vain,

And boctlels is my di final cry ;

Time will not be recall'd again,

Nor thou relent before I die :

let me live, to make amends

Unto feme of thy dearefl friends."

" But, feeing thou obdurate art,

,-. nd wilt no pity to me fhoWj

Becaufe from ihee I did depart,

/ nd left unpaid what I did owe,

1 muft content myfelf to take

What lot thou wilt with me partake."

And like one being in a trance,

A multi'.uile of ugly fiends

About this woeful prince did dance ;

I-'o heljj he had of any friends^

I-is body then they took av.'a/,i

And no .man knew his dying ^-.O'-

.
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Good Morrow to your Night Cap.

DEAR Kathleen you, no doubr.

Find ileep how very fweet 'tis,

Dogs bark and cocts have crow'd out,

You ?iever dream how laie 'tis.

This morning gay, I pofl away,

To have with you a bit of play,

On two legs ri'H, along to bid

—

Good morrow to your night cap.

Laft night a little bowfy
With whifkey, ale, and cider,

I aflc'd young Betty Bloufy,

To let me iit befide her.

Her anger rofe, and four as floes,

The little gipfy cock'd her nofe }

Yet here I've rid, along to bid

—

Good morrow to youv night wp.
O'Kecfe.

The Waxen Doll.

WHEN firft I flip'd my leading-firings,

To pleafe herlittle Poll,

'My mother bought me at the fair

A pretty waxen doll.;

Such floe-black eyes and cherry cheeks

The fmlling dear poffefs'd,

How could I kifs it oft enough,

Or hug it to my breaft?

No fooner I could prattle it,

As forward miffes do.

Then how I long'd and figh'd to hear

My Dolly prattle do
;

I curi'd her hair in ringlets neat,

And drefs'd her very gay.

And yet the fulky huffy not

A fyllable would fay.

Provok'd that to my quellions kind

I could no anfwer get,

I fhook the little huffy well,

And whip'd her in a pet ;

My mother cry'd. " Oh ! fie upon';,

" Pray let your doll alone,

" If e'er you wilh to have a pretty

" Baby of your own."

My head on this I bridled up.

And threw the play-thing by,

Aliho' my Mer fnub'd me for't,

I knew the reafon why:
I fancy flie would Vy'ifli to keep

'1 he lv\eet-hearts all her own,

Eut that flie flian't, depend ijpon't.

When I'm a woman growti-

Jack Ratlin.

JACK Ratlin was the ableft feaman.

None like him could hand, reef, or fteer

;

No dang'rous toil, but he'd encounter

With fkill, and in contempt of fear.

In fight a lion—the battle ended.

Meek as the bleating lamb he'd prove ;

Thus Jack had manners, courage, merit,

Yet did he figh—and all for love.

The fong, the jeft, the flowing liquor,
,

Not none of thefe had Jack's regard ;

He, while his meffmates were caroufing,

High fitting on the pending yard.

Would think upon his fair one's beauties,

Swear never from fuch charms to rove:

That truly he'd adore them living,

And, dying, figh— to end his love.

The fame exprefs the crew commanded
Once more to view their native land,

Amongft the reft brought Jack fome tidings

Would it had been his love's fair hand !

Oh ! Fate ! her death defac'd the letter—

Inftant his pulfe forgot to move !

With quiv'ring lips, and eyes uplifted.

He heav'd a figh 1—and dy'd for love.

When the Rofe is in Bud.

H^N the rofe is in bud, and blue violets blow,

And the birds fing us love fougs from every bough
;

When cowflips and daifies, and daffodils fpread,

Adorning, perfuming, the flower/ mead ;

Our cleanly milk-pail

Is fiU'd vnth brown ale ;

Our table, our table's the grafs;

7 here we fit and we fing,

And we dance in a ring.

And every lad has his lafs.

When without the plough the fat cxen do low.

The lads and the laffes a fheep-fheering go

;

Our fhepherd (hears his jolly, jolly fleece,

How much richer than that which they fay was ia

Greece I

'Tis our cloth, and our food.

And our politic blood ;

'Tis the feat which our nobles all fit on ;

'
! is a mine above ground,

'Where our treafure's all found
;

'TIs the ffold and the filver of Britain.

FUELISHED at N° 10, BEDFORD-ROW, Dublin,

Where comylete Sets, or fingle Numbers, can be had.
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A Cotmtry to Marry in.

^H ! what "a ccmntry^for people to marry in.'^

Love and its comforts they never milcairy in,

Mifs wants a huiband and mailer a v.'ife,^

Parents coni'ent, and they're happy for life;

If one bed won't do, they put up with two,

The good wife loves to roam, the good man flays

at home ;

At night they retire from their merry-go-roun'ds,

He's got a few bottles, fhe's loft a few pounds.

If Hymen's fond bands fuch loft raptures befpeat.

Say who would live fingle a week ?

Happy pair ! Say zvho, ifc.

fortune perhaps the dear couple may fmile upon,

i^ield for the fair, to fhew ofF their grand liile u^on,

A coach and fix horfes, a fervice of plate,

A beau for foft fervice, a dozen for flate,

Should pocket be-low, to trainc they go^

A great rout is declar'd, a rich Pharo' prepar'd,

The guefis return lighter perhaps than they went.

The fupper's difcharg'd, and the hofl is content.

If wedlock fuch permanent joys can difplay,

Pray who would live fingle a day ?

Charming fcene ! Fray -who, \^c.

Lucky in thefe, they have other refourccs too,

Sweet feparations, and tender divorces too.

If your wife in a friend too much confidence puts.

We thruft a ftiletto ftraight into his guts ;

'

They only look big, by a counfelior's wig ;

And the weapons they draw, to a limb of the law.

Both parties for damage good natur'dly fue.

And their wrongs are fet right, by a nabob o-r jew,

If hufbands fuch lecompencc have in their pow'r,

Then who would live fingle an hour ?

Pleafant rogues 1 Then -who, He.

The Union of Bacchus and Venus.

'T'M a vot'ry of Bacchus, his godfliip adore,

J- And love at his fhrine gay libations to pour.

And Venus, blefl. Venus, my bofom infpires ;

Far fhe lights in our fouls the moft facred of fires :

Yet to neither, I fwear fole allegiance to hold.

My bottle and lafs, I by turns muft enfold;

Tor the fweetefi of unions that mortals can proTe,

Is ofBacchus, gay God, and the Goddel^ of love :

When fiU'd to the fair, the brifk bumper I hold,

Can the mifer furvey vi'ith fuch pleafure his gold?

The ambrofia of gods no fuch relifh can boaft,

If good port.fillyourglafs, and fair Kitty's the toaft.

And the charms of your girl more angelic will be,

If her fopha's encircled with wreaths irom his tree.

For thefweetefi of. unions, &c

All partial diftinflions I hate from my foul,

O give me my fair one, and give me my bowl

;

Blifs, refltfled from either, will fend to my heart

Ten thoufandfweet joys which they can't haveapart;

Go try it, ye fmiling and gay looking throng.

And your heart fliall in unifon beat to my fong.

That thefweetefi of unions, i^c.

My true love is gone to Sea.

[Y former time, how 'oriflc and gay.

So blithe was I, as blithe couid be.;

Eut now I'm fad, ah ! well-a-day,

For my true love is gone to fea.

The lads purfue—I Itrive to fhun,

Their wheedling arts are loft on me ;

!For I to death fhall love but one,

And hg, alas ! is gone to fea.

As droop the fiow'rs till light return,

As mourns the dove its abfent flie ;

So will I droop, fo will I raou;jn,

Tili rcy true lov.e ifeturns from fea,.

Rollin Caftle.

''IpWAS in that feafon of the year,

JL 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 Koflin Caftle heard the fwain.

And echo'd back the cheerful ftrain.

Awake, fweet mufe, the breathing fpring

Widi rapture warms, awake and fing;

Awake, and join the vocal throng.

And hail the morning with a fong
;

To Nanny raifo the cheerful lay,

O bid her hafte and come away
;

In fweeteft fmiles hevfelf adorn.

And add new graces to the morn.

O hark, my love, on every fpray

Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay
;

'TIS beauty fi.res the ravifliM 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 bofora 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 modefc brow of thine :,

O hither hafte, and with thee bring

That beauty, blooming like the fpring,

Thofe graces that divinely fhine.

And charm this ravilh'd heart of mine.

The Topfails fhivev in the Wind.

THE top-fails fhiver in the wind,

The fhip file 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 fhall be his leading ftar.

Should landmen flatter when we're fail'd,

O doubt their artful tales ;

No gallant faiior ever fail'd,

If love breath'd conftant gales ;

Thou art the compafs of my foul.

Which fteers my heart from pole to pole.

Sirens in every port we meet.

More fell than rocks and waves

;

Eut fuch as grace the Britifh fleet.

Are lovers and not flaves

;

No foes our courage fhall fubdue,

Altho' we've left our hearts with you.

Thefe are our cares—but if you're kind,

We'll fcorn the dafl:iing main.

The rocks, the billows, and the wind,

The power of France and Spain :

Now England's glory refl^ with you,

Our fails are full—fweet girls, adieu!

TheRofe.

NO flower that blows is like this rofe,

Or fcatters fuch perfume ;

Upon my breaft, ah ; gently reft,

And ever, evsr bloom !

Dear pledge to prove a parent's love,

A pleafmg gift thou art;

Come, fweeteft flower, and from this Jwat

live henceforth in mj heart

!
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The Tartan Plaid.

}^ Y moonlight on the green,
J* Where lads and laffes ftray,

How fweet the blofibm'd bean,

How Iweet the new-made hay ?

But not to me fae fweet
The bloffom of the thorn.

As when my lad I meet
More frefh than May-day morn. i

Give me the lad fo blithe and gay,

Give me the tartan plaiddie
;

For fpite of all the world can fay,

I'll wed my Highland laddie.

Kis fkin is white as fnow.
His een are bonny blme

;

Like rofe-bud fweet his moul
When wet with morning dev/.

Young Will is rich and great,

And fain wou'd ca'roe his
;

But what is pride or ftate

Without love's fmiling blifs.

Give me the lad, ^c.

Vv''hen firft he talk'd of love.

He look'd fo blithe and gay,
His flame I did approve,
And could nae fay him nay.

Then to the kirk I'll hafte.

There prove my love and truth;
Reward a love fo chafte,

And wed the conftant youth.

Give me the lad, l^c.

Rofma.

TT' RE bright Rofina met my eyes,
-^-^ How peaceful paft the joyous day

!

In rural fports I gain'd the prize.

Each virgin liften'd to my lay.

But now no more I touch the lyre.,

No more the ruftic fports can pleafe
;

I live the flave of fond defire.

Loft to myfelf, to mirth, and eafe.

The tree that, in a happier hour.
Its boughs extended o'er the plain.

When blafted by the lighting's pow'r.
Nor charms the eye, nor fhades the fwain.

The honeil Sailor,

THAT girl who fain would chufe a mates
In fondnefs ne'er to fail her

;

May thank her lucky ftars, if Fate
Should fplice her to a lailor.

He braves the ftorm, the battle's heat.

The yellow boys to nail her
;

Diamonds, if diamonds fhe could eat,

Would feek her honeft failor.

If fhe be true, fure of his heart.

She never need bewail her ;

For tho' a thoufand leagues apart.

Still conftant is her failor.

Tho' flie be falfe, ftill he is kind.

And comes with fmiles to hail her

;

He trufting, as he trufls the wind.

Still faithlefsto her failor.

A butcher can procure her prog

;

Three threads to drink, a tailor :

What's that to bifcuit and to grog,

Procur'd her by her failor ?

She who woul3 fuch a mate refuf?,

The devil fure muft ail her :

Search round, and if you're wifei yoU'll chufe

To wed an honeft failor.

Molly Aftore.
BY THK RT. HON. GEORGE OGLE.

AS down on Banna's banks I ftray'd

One ev'ning in May,
The little birds with blitheft notes

Made vocal ev'ry fpray;

They fung their little tales of love.

They fung them o'er and o'er.

Ah ! gra ma chree, ma colleen oge,

My Molly aftore.

The daifies py'd, and allthe 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 ! gra ma chree, &c.

I laid me down upon a bank
Bewailing my fad fate.

That doom'd me thus a flave to love

And cruel Molly's hate ;

How can fhe break the honeft heart

That wears her in its core ?

Ah ! gra ma chree, &c»

You faid you lov'd me, Molly dear.

Ah ! why did I believe ?

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

That love was all I afk'd on earth,

Nay, Heav'n could give no more.

Ah .' gra ma chree, ^c-

Oh ! had I all the flocks that feed

On yonder yellow hill.

Or loo'd for me the num'rous herds

That yon green pafture fill

;

With her I love I'd gladly fhare

My kine and fleecy ftore.

Ah ! gra ma chree, ^c„

Two turtle doves above my head

Sat courting on a bough,

I envy'd them their happinefs

To fee them bill and coo ;

Such fondnefs once for me was fhewn.

But now, alas ! 'tis o'er.

Ah ! gra ma chree, VSc-

Then fare thee well, my Molly dear,

Thy lofs I e'er Ihall mourn,
Whilft life remains in Strephon's heart,

For thee 'twill fondly burn ;

Tho' thou art falfe, may Heav'n on thee

Its choiceft bleffings pour, '

Ah I gra ma chree, Ufe.

Lovely Woman.

WHEN lovely woman ftoops to folly.

And finds, too late, that men betray

;

What charm can footh her .melancholy ?

What art can wafh her guilt away ?

The only art her guilt to cov€r,

To hide her fhame from every eye,

To give repentance to her lover.

And wring his bofom is, to die

!

Goldfmith

St-auzas on Man.
ly JOHN BRENAN, ES<^

WHEN foolifh man contents to marry,

And finds, too late, his wife's a fhrew ;

When fhe her point in all muft carry,

"Tis hard to fay what's beft to do.

Alas ! the Breeches to recover,,

To 'fcape her tongue and light'ning tyt.

And be as free as when her lover,

His only method is— to flyj
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Alonzo tbe Brave and the Fair Imogine.

Thejh'loyviftg heatitijul t.i!c has nt"jer hesn puhUJhed,

before^ in any colkHion offongs or haliads—/; is cx-

traiisdjrom the cdsbratcd romance of^"- theMonk"
\hy O. M. Lewis, efq. M. B. P. The eafi oj ihz

•vfrjijication, the tvild and forcible colouring ivith

ivhioh it is ivrought up, its numerous fjis paffagcs,

and the high degree of iuterc/i which it excites in

the hrsaft of the reader, jujlly entitle it tn a forc-

mojl rank amonr^ the b.f ^roduilions of this kind in

the EngliJI^ language.

A WARRIOR fo bold and a virgin fo bright,

Convers'd as they fat on the green ;

They gaz'd on each oiher with tender delight :

Alonzo the Brave was the name of the knight,

The maid's was the Fair Imogine.

" And, oh !" faid the youth " fince to-mowow I go
" To fight in a far diftant land,

" Your tears for my abfence ioon leaving to flow,
" Some other will court you, and you will beftow

" On a v/ealthier fuitor your hand."

" Oh ! hufli thefe fufpicions^' fair Imogine faid,

" Offenfive to love and to me !

" For, if you be living, or if you be dead,
" I fwear by the Virgin that none in your Head

" Shall hufband of Imogine be.

" If ere I, by paffion or wealth led'alide,

" Forget my Alonzo the Brave,
'' God grant, that to punifh my falfehood and pride,

"Your ghoft at the marriage may fit by my fide,

" JVTay tax me with perjury, claim me as bride,

" And bear me away to the grave !"
.

To Palefiine haflen'd the hero fo bold
;

His love, fhe lamented him fore :

But fcarce had a twelvemonth elaps'd,when behold,

A baron all cover'd with jewels and gold

Arriv'd at Fair Imogine's door.

His treafurc, his prtfents, his fpacious domain
Soon mr;de her untrue to her vows :

He dazzl'd her eyes, he bewilder'd her brain

;

He caught.her affeftions fo light and fo vain,

And carry'd her home as his fpoufe.

And now had the marriage been blefl by the prieft
;

The revelry now was begun :

The tables they groan'd with the weight of thefeaft;

Kor yet had the laughter and merriment ceas'd.

When the bell at the caftle toU'd—" one !"

Then firfl with amazement Fair Imogine found
That a ftranger was plac'd by her fide :

His air was terrific ; he utter'd no found
He fpokenot, he mov'd not, he look'd not around,

Eut eameflly gaz'd on the bride.

His vizor was closed, and gigantic his height

;

His armour was fable to view :

And plealure and laughter were hufli'd at his fight
;

The dogs, as they ey'd him, drew back in a fright

;

The lights in the chamber burn'd blue !

His prefenceall bofoms appear'd to difmay;

The guefls fat in filence and fear.

At length Ipeak the bride,while file trembled "I pray

Sir Knight, that your helmet afide you may lay.

And deign tq partake of our ch,£er."

The lady is filent : the ftranger complies,

His vizor he flov^ly unclos'd :

Oh! God! what a fight met fair Imoglne'e eyes

!

How faded her colour— aghaft with furprife,

\\ hen a fteleton's head was expos'd

!

All prefent then utter'd a terrify 'd fliout

;

With horror all turn'd from the fcene.

The worms they crept in, and the worms they crept

out,

Where his eyes once were, and his temples about,

While the fpeiflre addrefs'd Imo^iue.

'' Beholdme; thou falfe one ! beliold me !" he cry'd;

" Remember Alonzo the brave I ,

" God grants, that to punifh thy falfehood and pride,

" My ghoft at thy marriage fliould fit by thy fide,

" Should tax thee with perjury, claim thee as bride,

" And bear thee away to the grave 1"

Thus faying, his arms round the lady he v/ound,

Nor heeded the fhrieks of his prey,

Thenfankwith herlwiit through the wide-yawnir,g

ground :

Nor ever again was fair Imogine found.

Nor the fpeftre who bore her away.

Not long liv'd the Baron ; and none fince that time

To inhabit the caftle prefume
;

For chronicles tell that, by order fublime,

There Imogine fufFers the pain of her crime,

And mourns her deplorable doom.

At midnight fourtimesineachyeardoesherfpright,

When mortals in flumbers are bound,

Array 'd in her bridal apparel of white.

Appear in the hall with the Skeleton-Knight,

And fhriek as he whirls her around.

While they drink out of fkulls newly torn from the

grave,

Trancing round them the fpef^res are feen :

Their liquor is blood, and this horrible ftave

They howl—" To the health of Alonzo the Brave

And his confort the Fair Imogine I"

Fancy and Defire.

BY THE EAKL OF OXPOE.D.

Edward Vere, earl of Oxford, -was in highfame for
his poetical talents in the reign nfElizabeth : per-

haps it is no i'njury to his reputatio-n thatfew ofhis

compofiiions are prefervedfor the infpeclion of im-

partial pojlerity. To gratify cnriofily, zve have

inferted a fonnet of his, which is quoted with great

encomiumsfor its " excellency and wit,"

COME hither fhepherdfwain;
" Sir, what do you defire ?

I pray thee, fhew to me thy name.
" My name is fond Defire."

When wert thou born, Defire ?

" In pomp and prime of May."
By whom, fweet boy, wert thou begot ?

" By fond Conceit men fay."

Tell me, who was thy nurfe ?

" Frefh Youth in fugred joy."

What was thy meat and daily food ?

" Sad fighs with great annoy."

What haft thou then to drink ?

" Unfavoury lovers tears."

What cradle wert thou rocked in ?

" In hope devoid of fears."

What lull'd thee then afleep ?

" Sweet fpeech, which likes me beft."

Tell me, where is thy dwelling place ?

" In gentle hearts I reft."

What thing doth pleafe thee moft ?

" To gaze on beauty ftill."

\'\'hom doft thou think to be thy foe:
" Difdain ot my good will."

-Doth company dlfpleafe ?

" Yea, lurely, many one."

Where doth Dtfire delight to live
'

" He loves to live alone."

Doth either time or age

iiring him unto decay ?

" No, no, D^^'fire both lives and dies

Ten thoufand times a day."

Then, fond Defire farevt-ell.

Thou art no mate tor me ;

I fiiould be loth, methinhs, to dwell

With fuch a one as thee.
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Sandy o'er the Lee.

A FAVOURITE SCOTCH SONG.

XWINNA marry ony men
JBut Sandy o'er the Lee,

I winna marry ony raon

But Sandy o'er the Lee,

I winna ha' the dominee.

For geud he canna be,

£ui I will ha* my Sandy lad.

My Sandy o'er the Lee ;

For he's aye a kiffing, tiffing,

Aye a' kiffing me,

He's aye a' kiffing, kiffing,

Aye a' kiffing me.

I winna ha' the minifter,

For a' his godly looks ;

Nor yet will I the lawyer ha' '

For a' his wily crooks ;

I winna ha' the ploughman lad.

Nor yet will I the miller,

But I will ha' my Sandy lad,

Without one penny iil'ler :

For he's aye a ktj/ing, fefc.

I winna ha' the foldier lad,

For he gangs to the war ;

1 winna ha' the failor lad,

Becaufe he fmells o' tar ;

I winna ha' the lord nor laird,

For a' their micfele gear;

But I will ha' my Sandy ladi

My Sandy o'er the meir

;

For he's aye a' kiffing, iSfc.

O bonny Lafs.

^|^\ BONNY lafs will you lye in a barrack ?

^-^ And O bonny lafs will you lye in a barrack ?

And O bonny lafs will you lye in a barrack,

And marry a foldier and carry his wallet ?

Yes, I will go and think no more on it,

J'U marry my Harry and carry his wallet

;

I'll neither afk leave of my minnie or daddie

But off and away with my foldier laddie.

O bonny lafs will you go a campaigning?
Will you fuffer the hardiliips of haule and famine ?

When bleeding and fainting, O would you draw
near me.

And kindly fupport me, and tenderly chear me ?

O yes I will go tho' thefe evils you m.ention.

And twenty times times more, if you had the intention
.Neither hunger, nor cold, nor danger alarm me
WJiile I have my foldier, my deareft, to charm me.

Come, rouze from your Trances.

COME, rouze from your trances.

Sly morning advances,

To catch fluggiffi mortals in bed

;

Let the horn's jocund note
In the wind fweetly float,

While the fox from the brake lifts his head.;
Now creeping,

Now peeping,

The fox from the brake lifts-his head..

Each away to his fteed.

Your goddefs fhall lead.

Come, follow, my worfhippers, follow
;

For the chace all prepare,

S?e, the hounds fnuff the air.

Hark ! hark, to the huntfmeri's fweet hollow!

Hark, Jowler, hark Rover,
See, Reynard breaks cover,

The hunters fly over the ground ;

Now they dart down the lane,

Now they ikim o'er the plain.

And the hills, woods, and vallies refound

;

With dafhing

And fplafhing.

The hills, woods, and vallies refound.

Then away with full fpeed.

Your goddefs fliall lead.

Come, follow, my worfhippers, follow

;

O'er hedge, ditch, and gate,

If you fl:op you're too late ;

Eark, hark, to the huntfman's fweet hollow.

The Je ne Scai Quoi.

"^L^ES, I'm in love, I feel it now,
-* And Celia has undone me ;

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

The pleafing pain ftole on me.

'Tis not her face that love creates.

For there no graces revel

;

'Tis not her fhape, for there the Fate*
Have rather been uncivil.

'Tis not her air, for fure in that

There's nothing more than common ;

And all her fenfe is only chat.

Like any other woman.

Her voice, her touch, might give the 'larih,

'Twas both, perhap.s, or neither;

In fhort, 'twas that provoking charm
Of Celia all together.

fF. Whiiehead,

P UBL ISHED afi^°-lO, BEDFORD-ROW, DuMn,
Where complete Sets, or fingle Numbers, may be had.



THE CHARMS OF MELODY.

Corae, lifteii, ye Fair.

CO.ME, liften, ye fair,

And the reafon declare,

('Tis a point irmcli your anfwer behoving)
Why the words of a fcold.

As we often are told,

Are fo very pathetic and moving ?

Why the reafon's foon Qiewn ;

VVas there ever man known,
In his fenfes, would tarry to hear her?

Then there needs little proving

Her words muft be moving,

Since none who can move will flay near her.

HeyivotiI<,

The Negro's Complaint.

FORC'D from home, and all its pleafures,

Afric's coaft I left forlorn,

Toincreafea ftranger's treafures,

Oe'r the raging billows borne,

Men from England bought and fold me,
Paid my price in paltry gold

;

But tho' theirs they have enroU'd me,

Minds are never to be fold.

Still in thought as free as ever.

What are England's rights I afk.

Me from my delights to lever,

Me to torture,. me to taflc.

Fleecy locks, and black complexion,
Cannot forfeit nature's claim :

Skins may differ, but affeftion

Dwells in black and white the fame.

Why did all creating nature.

Make the plant for which we toil?

Sighs muft fan it, tears muft water,

Sweat of cur's muft drefs the foil.

Think ye mailers iron hearted ;

Lolling at your jovial boards.

Think how many backs have fmarted

For the fweets your cane affords.

Is there, as you fometimes tell us,

Is there one who reigns on high ?

Has he bid you buy and fell us,

Speaking from his throna, the (ky ?

Afk him, if your knotted fcourges.

Fetters, blood extorting fcrews.

Are the means v/hich duty urges

Agents of his will to ufe ?

Hark ! he anfwers—wild tornadoes

Strewing yonder fea with wrecks;

Wafting towns, plantations, meadows.
Are the voice with -which he fpeaks :

He, forefeeing what vexations

Afric's fons fhould undergo,

Fix'd their tyrant's habitations

Where his whirlw^inds anfwer No.

By our blood in Afric wafled.

Ere our necks received the chain.

By the mis'rics which we tailed

Crofling in your barks, the main ;

Ey our fuffering fince you brought us

To the man degrading mart,

All fuftain'd with patience, taught.vs

Only "by a broken heart.

Deem our nation brutes no longer,

'Till fome reafon ye fhall find
,

Worthier -of regard, and ftronge^

Than the colour of our kind.

Slaves of gold 1 whofe fordid dealings

Tarnilh all your boafted pow'rs,

Prove that you have human feelings,

Z're jou proudly quefiion our's

!

Indian Death Song.

X HE fun fets in night and the flars Aun the day,
Eutglory remains when their lights fade away

;
i

Begin ye tormentors, your threats are in vain, i

For the fon of Alknomook ihall never complain.
^

J? emember the arrows he fliot from his bow ; -

Hemember yonr chiefs by his hatchet laid low :

V/hy fo flow ? do you wait 'till I fhrink from my
pain ?

No—the fon of Alknomook fhall never complain.

Remember the wood—where in ambufh we lay,

A nd the fcalps which wfe bore from-your nation away;
Now the flame riles faft ! you exult in my pain -, i

But the fon of Alknomook Ihall never complain.

I go to the land where my father is gone ;

Fis ghoft ihall rejoice in the fame of his fon :

Death comes like a friend—he reiievs me from pain
And the fun ofAlknoKioolihas fcorn'd to complain •

Mrs. Hunter. -
;

From the Man whom I love.

FROM the man whom I love, the' my heart I

difguife,

I will freely defcribe the poor wretch I defpife
;

And if he has fenfe but to balance a firaw.

He will fure take a hint from the pifture I draw,

A wit without fenfe, without fancy a beau.

Like a parrot he chatters, and flruts like a crow ;

A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon ;

In courage a hind, in conceit a Gafcoon.

As a vulture rapacious, in falfehood a fox,

Inconflant as waves, and unfeeling as rocks;

As a tyger ferocious, perverfe as a hog.

In mifchief an ape, and in fawning a dog.

In a word, to fum up all his talents together,

His heart is of lead, and his brains are of feather •:

Yet if he has but fenfe to balance a ftraw.

He will fure take a hint from the piiflure I draw.

The bonny bold Soldier.

I'VE plenty of lovers that fue me in vain,

My heart is with Willy far over the plain,

For handfome and witty, and brave is the fwain,

The bonny bold foldier young Willy's for me ;

For handfome and witty and brave is the fwain.

The bonny bold foldier young Willy's for me.

In the trumpet's fhrill found my foldier delighfs,

For honor, his king, and his country he fights, •

He figh ts, figh ts.

For honor, his l<ing, and his country he fights,

For honor, his king, and his country he fights.

I fliare with his drefs in the heart of a beau.

The doftor my pulfe feels and ne'er takes a fee.

The one is pedantic, the other all fliow ;

The one is pedantic, t5°c.

The bonny bold foldier young Willy's for me.

The b.onny bold foldier, tfc.

The trumpet's Jkrill founds Ifc

The lawyer fo crafty I fly from in fear.

The dangling poor poet I fhun when I fee.

Once more, O ye powers, reflore me my dear,

Once more, O ye powers, Wc.

The bonny bold foldier yoitng Willy's for me.

The bonny bold foldier, :"(:.

Th( trtiMpit'sJhriV.found, &f.
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Heigho
! that I for Hunger fhould die,!

A VOYAGE overfeasliadnot etiter'd my head,
^^ Had I known on which fide to have butter'd

my bread.

Heigho ! fure I~for hunger mufl die !

1 V fail'd like a booby, come here in a fquall.
Where alas .' there's no bread to be butter'd 'at all

!

Oho ! I'm a terrible booby
;

Oh, what a loll mutton am I

!

In London, what gay chop-houfe figns in the ftreet!
But only the fign here is of nothing to eat.

Heigho ! that I—for hunger Ihould die !My mutton's all loft, I'm a poor llarving elf,
Aiid for all the world like a loft mutton mylelf.

Oho ! I fliall die a loit mutton !

Oh, what a loll mutton am I !

For a neat ilice of beef, I could roar like a bull,
And my llomach's fo empty,.my heart is quite full.

Heigho ! that I—for hunger Diould die !

Lut grave without meat.I muft here meet my grave,
For my bacon, I fancy, I never Ihall fave.

Oho
!^
I fliall ne'er fave my bacon !

I can't fave my bacon, not I !

The Village Steeple.

"'X'HE village fteeple tells
-• Each deed of England's fame :

In roundelay its ruftic bells ;

The hearty joy proclaim.—

—

Ding—dong—bell
The merry peal refounding
Ding—dong— bell-

How oft the ancient tower
Has rock'd with merry glee,

-And echo'd many a fprightly hour
To ihouts of vidlory.

—

Ding—dang—bell, ^c.

The golden days of old ^- •

Their frequent triumph knew ; ^And as the tale was proudly told, .

The chimes exulted too.

Bing—dong—lell, &c.
For many a conqueft more
The chearful notes fhall ring,

And oft' the table's honeft roar
It's heartfelt concert bring- -

J^iiig—dong—hell, ISc.

Britain's Wine.

Why fwells my wavy burnifh'd grain,
When autumn pours her ray benign ?

When in my laughing goblet flows
The foaming juice of Britain's wine ?

iFrom that, beneath my humble flied

The ftranger may a welcome know
;

And as the humble board I fpread
The finking heart with joy may glow.

Young Virgins love Pleafure.

YOUNG virgins love pleafure,

As mifers do treafure,

.And both alike ftudy to heighten the meafure
;

Their hearts they will rifle,

Fo);,ev'ry new trifle,

And when in their teens fall in love for a fong.

But fo'on aes they marry,
And find things mifcarry.

Oh ! how they figh, that they were not more wary

;

Inftead of foft wooing.
They run to their ruin,

And all theic lives after drag fcrrow along;

Vv'ell met, jolly Fellows.

TT/'ELL met, jolly fellov/s, well met

;

* ' Ey this bowl you're all welcome, I fvvear :

See where on the table 'tis fet,

And defign'd for the grave of our care.

Fro.ii this focial convention,
'Twill drive aW contention.

Save only who longelt can drink
;

Then fill up your glaffd.s.

And drink to your lalTes,

The head-ach take him that lliall ilirink.

Dobutlookat th'isglafsl here,boys,handitarou)nd

;

Why, It fparkles like Phillls's eye; '

But 'tis better, by far, boys; for when her eyes wxjund
This, balm to the wound will fupply :

Then a fig for all thinking ;

'

Fill, fill, and be drinking;
Let us drown all our cares and our forrow :

Come, the toaft, boys, the toall

!

There's no time to be loft.

For our cares will return with to-morrow.

Jov fparkles in the roving Eye.

TOY fparkles in the roving eye,
J That feeks for treafure o'er the deep.
No billow then can beat too hiah.
No reftlefs gale too boldly fweep !

But what lorn maid, alas ! will boafi:.

The fpreading fail, or willing wind,
That wafts her from her native coaft
To leave her fondeft hopes behind!

Wit, Women, and Wine.

WHEN Jove was refolv'd to create the round
earth.

He fubpcenad the virtues divine-
Young Bacchus he fat Prefidentum of mirth,
And the toaft was, " wit, women, and wine."

The fentiment tickl'd the ear of each god
Apollo he wink'd at the Nine ;

And Venus gave Mars, too, a fly wanton nod.
When flie drank to, '' wit, women, and wine."

Old Jove fliook his fides, and the cup put around.
While Juno, for once, look'd divine

;

Thefe bleflTings, fays he, fliall on earth now abound.
And the toaft is, " wit, women, and wine."

Thefe are joys, worthy gods, which to mortalt are
given,

Says Momus, who will not repine ?

For what's worth our notice, pray tell me, in heav'n,
If men have, " wii, women, and wine ?"

This joke you'll repent, I'll lay fifty to feven,
Such attraflion no pow'r can decline ;

Oldjove, byyourfelf you will keep houfe in heav'n.
For we'll follow " wit, women and wine."

Thou'rt right, fays old Jove, let us hence to the earth,
Men and gods think variety fine ;

Who'd flay in the clouds, when good nature and
mirth

Are below with, " wit, women, and wine."

G. A, Sfevent^

Duet.

TIME has not thinn'd my flowing hair,-

Nor bent me with his iron hand :

Ah 1 why fo foon the bloffom tear,

E're afftumn yet the fruit demand.

Let me enjoy the cheerful day,

'Till many a year has o'er me roll'd;

Pleas'd, let me trifle life away,
And fing of love e're I crow old.
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The Water King.

A BANISH BALLAD,
Fi-om the cehlrated Romance of " The Monk."

"ITH frentle miirmur flow'd the tide,

While by the fragrant flow'ry fide

The lovely maid, with carols gay,

T6 Mary's church puriu'd her way.

I'he water-fiend's malignant eye

Along the banks beheld her hie

;

Straight to his mother-witch he fped,

And in luppliant accents iaid :

"Oh! motherl mother! -now advife,

" How I m.ay yonder maid furpriie:

"Oh! mother! mother! now explain,

" How I may yonder maid obtain."

The witch flie gave him armour white;

She form'd him like a gallant knight

;

Of water clear next made her hand

A fleed, whofe Jioufings were of fand.

The water-king tjhen fwift he went

;

To Mary's chiirch his fteps he bent

:

He bound his courier to the door,

And pac'd the church-yard three times four.

His courfer to the door bound he.

And pac'd the church-yard four times three

;

Then halten'd up the ifle, where all

The people flock'd, both great and fmall.

The prjeft faid, as the knight drew near,

" And wherefore comes the white chief here ?"

The lovely maid, flie fmil'd afide

;

" Oh 1 would I were the white chief's tride
!"

He ftepp'd o'er benches one and tv/o ;

" Oh ! lovely maid, I die for you !"

He ftepp'd o'er benches two and three ;

" Oh ! lovely maiden, go with me 1"

Then fweet ftie fmil'd, the lovely maid.;

And while fhe gave her hand, £he faid,

" Betide my joy, betide my v.oe,

" O'er hill, o'er dale, with thee I go."

The prieft their hands together joins :

They dance while clear the moon-beam fhines;

And little thinks the maiden bright,

Her partner is the water-fpright.

Oh ! had fome fplrit deigii'd to fing,

" Your partner is the water-king
!"

The maid had fear and hate confefs'd,

And curs'd the hand which then ihe prefs'd.

But nothing giving caufe to think

How near llie fcray'd to danger's brink.

Still on fhe went, and hand in hand

The lovers reach'd the yellow fand.

•" Afcend this fleed with me, my dear !

-' We needs muft crofs the ftreamlet here :

" Ride boldly in ; it is not deep •,

" The winds are hufh'd, the billows fleep."

Thus fpote the water-king. The maid

Her traitor bride-groom's wifh obey'd:

And fopn fte faw the courfer lave

"Delighted with his parent wave.

«' Stop ! flop ! my love I the water's blue

" E'en now my Ihrinking foot bedew."
" Oh ! lay afide your fears, fv,'eet heart

!

" We now have reach'd the deepeft part."

" Stop ! flop ! my love I for now I fee

" The waters rife above my knee."

" Oh ! lay afide your fears, fweet heart

!

" We now have reach'd the deepeft part."

" Stop ! flop ! for God's fake, flop ! for, oh I

" The waters o'er my bofom flow !"

Scarce was the word pronounc'd, when knignt

And courfer vaniih'd from her fight.

She fhrieks, but fhrieks in vain ; for high
The wild winds rifing, dull thacry

;

The fiend exults; the billows dalh.

And o'er the haplefs vixftim wafli.

Three times, while flruggling with the ftream.

The lovely maid was heard to fcream ;

But when the tempeft's rage was o'er.

The lovely maid was feen no more.

Warn'd by this tale, ye damfels fair.

To whom you give your love beware !

Believe not ev'ry handfome knight.

And dancc not with the water fpright

!

The Princefs Elizabeth.

A hallad alluding to a fiory recorded ofher zukenjhe

xuas prifoner at Woodjiock, 1554.

WRITTEN BV SHENSTONE.

WILL you hear how once repining.

Great Eliza captive lay ?

Each ambitious thought refigning.

Foe to riches, pomp and fway ?

While the nymphs and fwains delighted

7 ript around in all their pride ;

Envy ng joys by others flighted.

Thus the royal maiden cry'd :

" Bred on plains, or born in vallies,

" Who would bid thofe fcenes adieu ?

" Stranger to the arts of malice,

" Who would ever courts purfue?

" Malice never taught to treafure,

" Cenfure never taught to bear :

" Love is all the fhepherd's pleafure;,

" Love is all .the damfel's care.

" How can they of humble ftation

" Vainly blame the pow'rs above ?

" Or accufe the difpenlation

" Which allows them all to love ?

" Love like air is widely given ;

" Pow'r por chance can thefe reftrain.;.

« Trueft, nobieft gifts of heaven !

" Only pureft on the plain !

" Peers can no fuch charms difcover,

" All in ftars and garters dreft,

"" As, on Sundays, does the lover

" With his nofegay on his breaft.

" Pinks and rofes in profufion,

" Seem to fade when Chloe's near

;

« Fops may ufe the fame allufion

;

" But the fhepherd is iincere.

" Hark to yonder milk-maid finging

" Chearly o'er the brimming pail

;

" Cowflips all around her fpringing,

" Sweetly paint the golden vale ;

" Never yet did courtly maiden
;

" Mov« fo fprightly, look fo fair

;

" Never breaft with jewels laden

" Four a fong fo void of care-

" Would indulgent lieav'n had granted

" Me fome rural damfel's part

!

" All the empire I had warned
" Then had been tny fliephtid's heart.

" Then, with him, o'er hills and mountains,

«' Free from fetters, mighi I rove ;

" Fearlefs tafte the Ju-yftal fountains ;

" Peaceful fleep beneath the grove.

«' Ruftics had been more forgl\ Ing ;

" Partial to my virgin blocni

;

< None-had en> y'd n^t when living ;

"' None had triuu.ph'd o'er my tomb."
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How oft' when cooling Zephyrs play.

HOW oft' -when cooling zephyrs play,

On Lodden's fertile fide,

I with my love have pafs'd the day.

He aflc'd me for his bride :

O, the tongue, the babbling tongue.

That did my heart betray—
He prefs, I blufli'd, he wept, I figh'd,

And look'd my heart away.

But men our eafy love difdain.

And real blefllngs mifs,

^o longer pleas'd but while we feign.

To check the offer'd kifs

:

O, the. pang, the killing pang.

When flighted maids complain :

Should Edmund fpurn his Jane and blifs,

'T^vould Tend my heart in twain.

'On by the Spur of Valour.

ON by the fpur of valour goaded,

Piftols prim'd and carbines loaded,

Courage, ftrike, my hearts of fteel

;

While each fpark thro', the dark gloom of night,

Lends a clear and cheering light,

Who a fear, or doubt can feel ?

Like ferpents now thro* thickets creeping.

Then on our prey like lions leaping;

Calvette tcrthe onfet lead us.

Let the weary tvav'ller dread us

;

Struck with terror and amaze,

While our fwords with lightning blaze.

Thunder to our carbines roaring,

Burfting clouds in torrents pouring

;

With the fanguine dagger's blade.

Ours a free and roving trade

;

To the onfet let's away,

"Valour calls and we obey.

Our Wives at Home.

OUR wives at home, your htifbaiid gone.

To them leave care and thinking ;

While gaily we the hours pafs t>n

In laughing and in drinkiflg.

The real joys of love are fhar'd

By thofe who are difcreeteil;

And here's his health who firil deelar'd,

Stol'n pleafur.es are the fweeteft.

Spiiling Nan.

TTTHAT fliould failor's do on fliore,
»" Kifs the girls and tofs the cann,
When the cannons ceafe to roar

Sweet's the voice of fmiling Nan.
Bring me firft a fpacious bowl.

Deeper than the plummet's found

;

Bring me next a gen'rous foul,

That in loving knows no bound.
Ever flowing let it be,

While the waves good liquor prove

;

Then, my hearts, we'll keep to fea.

Sailing with the girls we love.

Nancy be my true love's name,
And to compliment my dear ;

Bonny ihip fecure thy fame,
Thou the darling title bear.

To guard arid blefs my native realm,
Smiling thus old Neptune fpoke

;

I place my William at the helm.
Royal Will is heart of oak.

Whether moo'r'd, or on a cruife,

itailors be at peace or war

;

Prize the linftock, brim the boofe,
£ing, long live a Royal Tar.

Little Sally.

COME buy poor Sally's wooden ware,
Who all for money barters,

'My pins, my toys, my fhoe-knots rare.

My bodkins, lace, and garters :

Full cheap my various goods f fell,

Thro' village, ftreet, and alley,

In London where I'm known full well,

TJiey caJl me little Sally.

Now thus' from town -to town I ftray,

Light-hearted free from forrow,
And when I eat my meal to-day,

I care not for to-morrow :

So ne'ei: again I'll London fee,

But range each hill and valley,

Come buy a trifle, fir, from me.
And think of Ijctle "iAly.

FUB L ISHE D at N° JO, jB EDFORD-RO W, Dublin,

Wijere complete Sets, or fingle ISl umbers,. can be had.
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Ah ! well-a-day, poor Anna.

FAIR Anna lov'd a ruftic boy.

And William was the ihepherd's name :

In him was center'd all her joy.

For her he glow'd with equal flame :

His cruel father knew he lov'd.

And forc'd him o'er the feas away -,

Alone and fad poor Anna rov'd,

And thus fung out — ah ! well-a-day ;

Ah! well-a-day, well-a-day, well-a-day,ah ! well-

a-day.

Sigh, fond heart, figh, fond heart, figh, fond heart,

but do not break,
X)eep in love, deep in love, deep in love, but dare

not fpeak.

A wealthy neighbour woo'd the maid.

His gold the fordid motJier w on :

The gentle Anna thus betray 'd,

Was forc'd to church and was undone

;

-Returning back Ihe met her love,

" Ah I William, dear !" fhe fondly cry'd,

" May you a happier fortune -prove t"

She prefs'd his hand—flie figh'd, and dy'd.

Ah! well-a-day, well-a-day, well-a day, ah ! well-

a-day.

Gentle hearts, gentle hearts,_ gentle hearts too foon

Vfill break.
Deep in love, deep in love, deep in love, but dare

not fpeak.

The Areihufa.

COME allyejoUy failors bold,

Whofe hearts are call in honour's mold,

While Englifh glory I unfold.

Huzza to the Arethufe.

She is a frigate tight and brave,

As ever ftem'd the dalhing wave ;

Her men are Haunch,

To their fav'rite launch.

And when the "foes fhall meet our fire,

Sooner than ftrike we'll all expire,

On board. the Arethulk.

'Twas with the fpring fleet we fail'd out,

The Englifti channel! to cruife about,

When four French fail, in fhew fo ftout,

Bore down on the Arethufa.

The fam'd Belle Poule llraight a head did lie,

The Arethufa feem'd to fly,

Not a Iheet, or a tack

"Or a brace did fhe flacTr,

Tho' the Frenchmen laugh'd and thought it ftufF,

-But they knew not the handfulrof men how tough,

On board of the Arethufa.

On deck five hundred men did dance.

The ftouteft they could find in France, ,

We with two hundred did advance.

On board of the Arethufa.

Out captain hail'd the Frenchmen, " ho I"

The Frenchmen then cry'd out,, " hallo I"

" Bear down, d'ye-fee,

" To our admiral's lee,"

" No, no," fays tht Frenchman " that can't be ;"

" 1 hen I muft lug you along with me,"

Says the fancy Arethufa.

The fight was off the Frenchman's land,

We forc'd them back upon the lirand,

5"or we fouirht till not a flick would flandj

Of the gallani Arethufa.

And now we've driven the foe afhore,

Never to fight -with Briton: rr.o.-e,

Let each fili a glah,

To his favorite lafs,

A health to our captain, and officers true,

And ail that bebng to the jovi-l crew,

On board cf the Arethuia.

Mary Fair.

Set to the beautiful Irilh Tune of Onagh.

TN early youth I firft beheld
*- The fair one I'm fo bold to name,
And fince that time, I vow, 'tis true,

My heart I never could regain
;

She charms liie,

Alarms me,

The Loves and graces on her wait.

Her bright eyes

With furprize

And pleafure every heart elate -,

For who with feelings foft poflefs'd,

Can view her fweet enchanting air.

But muft with tender fighs confefs.

The dazzling charms of Mary Fair.

As once from angling home I came,
And laid my fifhing-tackle down

;

An envious hook that near her hung.
By chance had taften'd in her gown^

Like one entranc'd

I then advanc'd.

The charming maid to difengage

;

When in my hear.t

She fix'd a dart,

Whofe torture nothing can affuage :

Then at Cupid'« flirine I bow.
For what on earth can I compare ?

Not all the gems the Eaft can boaft,

With th^ fplendid charms of Mary Fair..

So like old Ocean's Icing, -when ftruck.

The harpoon's in his vitals home
Straight to the bottom of the deep

In agonies he fliuns his doom,;

The means he'll try,

His pains to fly.

The greater ftill his torments are;

'Till loft in breath.

He finds in death

That eafe which is deny'd him here :

His cafe with mine feems to combine,

Gf this I fee I've much to fear
;

But while I live all praife I'll give

To the anatchlefs charms of Mary EAii"-

Still let France and England boaft,

Their beauteous daughters fine and gay
;

Thofe fam'd belles are not my toaft,

Tho' blooming as the flow'rs in May :

Their limbs neat

They think a treat,

lerne's fons but feldom view,

They fhew them high

When we are nigh,

In vain they think fuch fights are new;
What jealoufy extreme muft feize

Them, when they have furvey'd with care,

The looks, the fhape, the mein and gait

-Of the young Hibernian Mary Fair !

What raptures then muft he exprefs.

On whom fhe places her regard ?

Who from her fweet enliv'ning Imiles

And heav'nly voice is not debarr'd :

Tranfports great

Muft him await.

If like me, her worth he own-s;

Of her polTefs'd,

He will be blefs'd.

Nor value then dame Fortune's frowns;

Ifdeftin'd to fuch joys I am.

It e'sr fhall be my chieteil care,

To blefs the day -v.'hcn firft. I favv

The ch-sraiing, lovely, Mary hair.
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Anna's XJrn.

ENCOMPASS'D in an angel's frame,
An angel'j "virtue lay,

Too foon did heav'n afiert its claim,

And call its own away.

My Anna's worth, my Anna's charms.
Mull never more return,

I
What now fhall fill thefe widow'd arms ?

Ah, me I my Anna's Urn.

Each rural fcene my Anna lov'd,

Around our peaceful cot,

Contentment's beams for ever i(hone,

So happy was her lot

!

But Anna's gone, and fweet content.

Will never more return,

I You ne'er Ihall find it, flutt'ring heart,

But in my Anna's Urn.

Tleafures which led each rural fcene,

Are now for ever flown.

The fweets of each returning year.

Are fled now Anna's gone !

Thither her village friends fhall hafte.

Around the fpot to mourn !

The fleecy charge ihall ceafe to graze,

And bleat roimd Anna's Urn.

>i round its bafe to deck the fpot,

I'll rifle from my bower,
The woodbine, jefs'mine, myrtle, rofe..

And ev'ry fragrant flower.

At eve, when Phoebus quits the plain,

And at its firft return.

You'll find me watering with my tears.

The flirubs round Anna's Urn.

The valiant Tar.

SCARCELY had the blufliing morning,
Woo'd the waves with tender light,

When, the azure plain adorning,

A diftant veflel rofein fight.

Aloft, the crowding "failors viewing,

Her mifty iails with ftraining eye :

In fancy now the foe fubduing,

[
A prize ! a prize ! exulting cry.

The boatfwains whiflle loud and flirilling.

Shames the tardy fleeping wind,

We fire cur guns, but all unwillirig,

'She crov/ds her fails—we're left behind.

At length the breeze afi^ords affiftance.

Right afore the wind's our courfe.;

We clear our decks—file threats refiftance.

And proudly boafts fuperior forcc-

Amid her thunder boldly fleering,

Our batter'd Ihip almoft a wreck :

With fleady courage perlevering.

They boaid«—they florm her gory deck.

Iier wounded captain— life difdahiing.

Yet mourning o'er his gallant crew.,

Cafls a laft look on thole remaining,
'Ihen ftrikes to fave the valiant crew.

Ye Gods ! ye gave to me a Wife.

'VT'E gods! ye gave to me a wife,
" Out of your grace and, favour,
To be the comfort of my life.

And I was .glad to have her :

But if your providence di\ine
For grealerblifs defign her ;

To, obey your will, at ajiy lime,

1 m ready to refign her. The .DcvU tc pay.

Money is your Friend.

OF friendfliip I have heard much tali.

But you'll find in the end.

That if diftrefs'd at any rate.

Then money is your friend.

Tes money, Gfc.

If you are ficfe, and like to die,

And for the doftor fend.

To him you muft advance a fee

;

Then money is your friend.

JTes, money, &iV.

If you fliouldTiave a fuit at law,
On which you much depend.

You mufl; pay the lawyer for his brief

;

Then money is your friend

Tes, money, £sV.

Then let me have but ftore of gold

From ills it will defend.

In ev'ry exigence of life ;

Dear money is your friend.

Tes, Money, '&c.

The Token.

THE breeze was frefh, the (hip in ftays,

Each breaker hufli'd, the fliore ahaze,
When Jack no more on duty call'd.

His true love's tokens overhaul d.

The broken gold, the braided hair.

The tender motto writ fo fair.

Upon his 'bacco box he views.
Upon his 'bacco box he views,
Nancy the poet, love the mufe.
If you loves I, as I love you.
No pair fo happy as us two.

The ftonn that like a fliapelefs wreck.
Had ftrew'd with rigging all the deck.
The tars for fliarks had given a feaft.

And left the ftiip a hulk, had ceas'd:

When Jack, as with his meflinates dear.
He fhar'd the grog their hearts to cheer.
Took from his 'bacco box a quid.
And fpell'd for comfort, o'er the lid.

Jfyou loves I, ifc.

The battle thafwith horror grim.
Had madly ravag'd life and limb.
Had fcupper's drench'd with human gore.
And widow'd many a wife—was o'er

:

When Jack to his companions dear,
Firft paid the tribute of a tear.

Then as his 'bacco box he held,

Jleftor'd his comfort as he fpell'd,

Jfyou. loves 'I, ifc.

The voyage had been long and hard.
But, that had yielded full reward.
That brought each fail(?r to his friend,
Happy and rich wp at an end

:

When Jack his toils ^d perils o'er.

Beheld his Nancy on the ftiore.

He then the 'bacco box difplay'd
And cry'd, and feiz'd the yielding maid,

Ifyou loves 1, l^c.

When I think on your "Truth.

WHEN I think on your truth I can doubt you
no more,

I blame all the fears I gave way to before
;

I Say to my heart, be at reft, and believe,

Whom once flie has eholen fhe never will leave.

But ah
! when I thinl on each'ravifhing grace.

The be::ir,s, and the fmileS of that heavenly face;
I tremble ag-=in, and again aj-pix-Hir.d

Some fortunate rival ineverv friend.



OLD BALLADS.

Alcanzor andJEaida.

A MOOKISH TALK.
IMITATXS JKOV tHt: srANISN>

BY PSRCTf.

SOF.TLY blow the evening breezes,

Softly fall the dews of night

;

Yonder waits the Moor Alcanzor,
Shunning ever/ glare of light.

In yon pallace lives fair Zafda,

Whom he loves with flame fo pure;
Lovelieft flie pf Moorifh ladies,

He a young and noble Moor.

.Waitingfor the appointed minute^
Oft he paces to and fro ;

Stopping now, now moving forwards,

Sometinies quick, and fometimes flovr.

Hope and fear ilternate teize him.

Oft he fighs with ihearffelt care.—»-

See, fond youth, to yonder window
Softly, fteps the timorous fair.

Lovely Teems the moon's fair I'dftre

To the loft benighted fwain,

When all filvery bright fhe rifes.

Gilding mountain, grove, and plain.

Lovely feems the fun's full glory

To the fainting feaman's eyes,

When fome horrid ftorm fuppreffing.

O'er the wav«» iis radiance flies.

But a thotiland times more lovely

To her longing lover's fight

Steals half-feen the beauteous maiden

Thro' die glimmerings of the- night.

'Tip-toe ftands tlie anxious lover,

Whifpering forth a gentle figh ;

" Alia § keep tkee, lovely lady !

" Tell me, ajn I dooai'd to die ?

•" Is it true, the dreadful ftory,

" Which thy damfel tells my pag?,
"' That feduc'd by fordid riches,

•' Thou wilt fell thy youth to age ?

«' An old lord from.Antiquera
" Thy ftern father brings along

:

" But canft thou, incoaftant Zaida,

" Thus confent my love lo wrong ?
,

" If 'tis true, now plainly tell me,
" Nor thus trifle with my woes

:

" Hide not then from me the fecret,

" Which the world fo clearly know«."

Deeply figh'd the confcious maidan.

While the pearly tears defcend :

" Ah ! my my lord, too true the ftory!

" Here our tender loves muft end.

" Our fond friendftiip is difcover'd,

" Well are known our mutual vows;
" All my friends are full of fury,

"Stor»is of.paflion (hake.the.hou'fe.

" Threats, reproaches, fears furround me;
" My ftern father breaks my heart

;

« Alia knows how dear it colls me,
" Generous youth, from thee to part.

" Ancient wound* of hoftile fury

" Lone; have rent our houle and thine
;

" Why then did thy ihining merit

" Win this lender heart of mine ?

§ Alia is the Mohomttiia Jfiwe of C<4.

" Well thou know'ft how dear I love thee,

" Spite of all their hateful pride,

" Tho' I fear'd my haughty father
" Ne'er would let me be thy bride.

" Well thou know'ft what cruel eludings,
" Oft I've from my mother borne,

" What I've fuffer'd here to meet thee
" Still at eve and early morn.

" I no longer may refift them ;

" All, to force my hand combine ;

" And to-morrow to thy rival

" This weak frame I muft refign.

" Yet think not thy faithfal Zaida
" Can furvive fb great a wrong ;

" Well my breaking heart afTures me
" TJiatmy woes will not be long.

" Fatewel then, my dear Alcanxor

!

"Farewel too my life with thee I

' " Take this fcarfe, a parting token ;

" When thou wear'ft it, think on me.

" Soon, lov'd youth, fome worthier maiden
" Shall reward thy generous truth ;}

" Sometimes tell her how thy Zaida
" Dy'd for thee in prime of youth."

—^To him all amaz'd, confounded.
Thus fhe did her woes impart :

Deep he figh'd, then cry'd " O Zaida !

" Do not, do not break my heart.

" Canft thou think I thus will lofe thee ?

" Canft thou hold my love fo fmall?
" No ! a thoufand times I'll periih !

—

" My curft rival too fhall fall.

" Canft thou, wilt thou, yield thus to them ?

" O break forth, and fly to me

!

" This fond heart fhall bleed to fave thee,

" X^efe fond arms fhall ihelter thee."—

" 'Tis in vain, in vain, Alcanzor,
" Spies furround me, bars fecure :

" Scarce I fteal this laft dear moment,
" While my damfel keeps the door.

•" Hark ! I hear my father ftormingi
" Hark, I hear my mother chide !

" I muft go : farewel for ever !

" Gracious Alia be thy guide !**

Themad Maid's Song.

GOOD-morrow to the day fo fair,

Good-morrow, fir, to you

;

Good^morrow to my own torn hair,

Bedabbl'd with the dew.

Good-morrow to this primrofe too ;

Good-morrow to each maid.

That will with flow'rs the tomb beftrevv

Where my love is laid.

I'll feek him there ! I know, ere this,

The cold, cold earth doth fhake him

;

But I will go, or fend a kifs

By you, fir, to awake him.

Pray, hurt him not ; though he be dead,

He knowsWell who do love him ;

And who with green turfs rear his hea4,

And who do rudely move him.

.He's folr ;iird tender— piay, take heed—

•

Wiih liauds of cowflips bind hiai
;

And bring him home—but 'tis decreed

'i.hai I flidli uever find him.
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Ballinamona Ora.'

PIEREVER 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,

1 hat your name v.hen rmiilent runs Itill in my fong.

Sing Balinamona Gra,

P>aIjiidjnona Ora,

A klfs uf your fv.'ect lip; for me.

Since the iirll time I law you T tal;e no repofe,
' I Ikep all the day to forget half my woef,

^

So hot is the flame in my boiuin v/nich glows,

By Si. Patrick I fear it will burn luro' try cloatlis.

Sin^ Balinamona orn, i^c.

Your pretty blact eyes for :r.e.

In mv confcicnce I fear I ihall die in the sjravs,

Unicfs you comply and poor I helim will ihave,

And grant the petition your lover does crave,

Who never waa free till you made lum your fiave.

Sing Balinamona ora, t'i^c.

Your pretty black eyes Jor me.

On that happy day when I make you my bride,

Vv^ith a fvvingicg long fu urd how I'll Urutt and I'll

llride.

In a coach and ft:: horfes my honey I'll ride

On u pillion before you, clofe by your left ilde.

Sing Balinamona ora, fe'c.

Your lily Vihiie iill for mc.

la '.he dead of ihe Night.

the dead of the nlcht, when with latjour opprefl,

All mortals. c-njcyd the caln) bU llings ot eaft,

Cupid kiioch'd at my v;indo'.v difiurbingmy relt.

" W'hc'i ihcr^ i" I demanded, " begone ifyou pleal'e"

, He anfwer'd lo meekly, fo niodell ai:d n:ild,

!
'*> Dear ma'am it is I, an unfortunate child

;

'"" Tis a cold rainy night, I am wctuo the fkin,

' " Andlhive loll my way, ma'am, fo pray let niein"

No fooner fio'ii cold and from wet he got eafe,

Than taking his bow, he faid " ma'am, if you picafe,

.
*' If you picafe, ma'am" faid he, " from experience

I know,
" The rain has net damaged tlie ilrlngs of my bow."

'Away tripp'd the urchin, as brifk as a bee,

AJad laughing, "I v/ifn you much joy, ma'am" laid

".My bow is not damaged, nor yet is my aart,

•" iiut vou;\,iliLa.'e trouble in bt-aiingihe imtirt."

The Sailor Boy.

POLL.' dang it how d'ye do ?

Nan, vi-on't you g'us a bufs ?
'

Why, what's to do with you?
Why here's a pretty fufs !

Why, what's to do with you ?

Why here's a pretty fufs!

Say, flian't we kifs and toy ?

I goes to fea no more
;

Oh I I'm the failor boy
For capering afliore.

Oh 1 I'm the failor boy,

For capering afliore.

Father he 'prentic'd ma
A.ll to a coa'ling (hip,

I b'ing refolv'd d'ye fee

To give 'em all the flip,

I got to Yarmouth fair,

\v'here I had been before.

So father round me there,

A capering afliore. Oh .' I'mthifuilor boy>

Next out to India,

I went a Guinea pig.

We got to Table Hay,

Hut mind a pretty rig, <

The fliip driving out to fea,

Left me and many more.
Among the Hottenpots,

A capexing afhore. Oh ! I'm ihe failor hoy,

I love a bit of hop.

Life's ne'er the worfer for't.

It in my wake Ihould drop,

A iiddle, " that's your fort,";

'i hrice tumble up a hoy
Once get the labour o'er,

Then fee the failor boy,

A capering afhore. Oh ! I'm tlsfuiJor loy.

<Se,

ISc.

Water, parted from the Sea.

WATER, parted from the fea.

May increaJc the river's tide.

To the bubbling fount may flee,

Or thro' fertile vallits glide :

Though, in fearch of lofl repofe,

Thro''the'land 'tis free to roam.
Still it murmurs as it flows,

Pan;ing for it's naiii'e home. Aita:<crKc:

VVBLISLIED at

Wh'jre co:r.

10, BEDFORDrROJV, Dublin,

ets, cr iln^le Nuiiabcrs, can be had.
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Date Obolum Belifaiio ! "1

f\lU Fortune, how faangclyihy gifts are award-

.

llow mucK to thy fhame, thy caprice is recorded !

As ihe wife, great arid good of thy frowns feLdom

'Itape aiiy,

Witnefs brave Belifarius, who begg'd for in hilf-

penriy 1

Date obolum, date obolum,

Date .obolum, Belifario.

He whofe fame from his valour and viil'ries arofe,

fir,
, , ,

Of his country thefliidd, and the fcourgeof her

foes, fir,

By his poor faithfurdog,bliiid and aged wa.s led, fir,

Wiihlone foot in the grave, thus to beg for his

l.br«3d,; fir. Datt obolum, ^^c.

When a young "Roman knight in the ftreet pafEiig

by, fii\

The vet'ran furvey'd.with a heartTending figh, fir,

And a purfe in his helinet he drop'd with a tear, fir,

While the foldier's fad tale thus attrafled his ear,

£r. Date oMutn, i^C.

•' I have fought,! have bled, I have conquer'd for

Rome, fir,

" I have crown'd her with- laui'els which for ages

will bloom, fir,

"I've enrich'd her with wealth, fwell'd her pride

and her power, fir,

•' I efpous'd her for life, and difgrace is my dow'r,

fir. :,I>ate ohilum, tfc.

*' Yet blood I ne'er wantonly wafted at random ;

" Lofing thoufands their lives with a i.ill defperan-

dum

;

• r
" By each conqueft I gain'd I made frieni and foe

know,
" That my foul's only aim was pro pMico bono.

Date obolum, (^c.

»' I no coloniep loft by attempt to enfiave them,
«' I ot Komans free rights never ftrove to bereave

them ;

«' Nor bow down their necks to the yoke for my
pleafure,

" Nor the empire difmejnber'd, nor fquander'd its

trcafurco . Date obolum, l^c

" Nor yet for my fri.ends.for my kindred, or felf , fir,

" Hat my glory been ftain'd by the bafe Ivjew of

pelf, fir,

•* For fuch fordid defigns I've fo far from been fewr-

" Old and "blind I've no choice but of begging or

ftar-ving. - Dateobolumi^c.

" Now if foldier, or ftatefman, of what age or

nation,
" He hereafier may be, {hould hear this relation

;

" And of eye-fight bereft, ihould like me grope his

way, fir,

«' The bright fun-teams of virtue will turn right

to day, fir. Date obolum, ^c

;" So I to diftrefs and to darknefs inur'd, fir,

" In this vile cruft of clay when no longer immur'd,

fir,

« At death's welcome ftroks my bright courfe fhall

begin, fii%

'" And eujoy endlefs days from the fun fhine within,

jfir. Date obolum, t?'e.

Time,

CAPRICIOUS foe to human joy, ,

Still varying with the fleeting day; •

With thee the pureft raptures cloy,

The fairell profpefts fade aviay;

Nor v/orth, nor pow'r, thy wings can bind,

All earthly pleafures fly wi(h thee-.

Inconftant as the waving wind.

That plays upon the lummer fea.

I court ihee not, ungentle gueft,

For I hrive e'er been doom'd to find,

Life's gayeft hour but idly dreft,

U ith Iwects that jjall the fick'nlng mind.

When fmiiing Hope with placid mien,

Around my couch didfondly play,

Full oft tliy airy form I've feen,

On dov.ny j^inions glide away.

If fuch thy gifts, O, Time ! for thee

My fated heart {hall ne'er repine,

.1 bow content to Fate's decree,-

And with thy thorns thy rofes twine.

Yet, e'er thy fickle reign fhall end,

The balmy fweets of friendfhip's hour,

I'll with my cup of forrow blend,

And fmile regardlels of thy pow'r.

' One Summer Eve.

ONE fummer eve, as Nancy fair,

Sat fpinning in the Ihade,

While foaring (ky-larks Ihook the air

In warbling o'er her head ;

In tender cooes the pigeons woo'd,

(Love's impulfe all mufl feel)

She fung. but Hill her work purfu'd,

And tunx'd her fpinniflg wheel.

While thus I work with rock and reel,

So life by time is fpun ;

And as runs round my fpinning wheel,

The world turns up end down.

Some rich to-day, to-morrow low.

While I no changes feel.

But get my bread by fweat of brow.

And turn my fpinning wheel.

:From me let man and woman too

This home-fpun leflon learn,

Not mind what other people do.

But eat the bread they earn :

If none were fed, were that to he.

But what deferv'd a meal.

Some ladies, then, as well as me,

Muft turn their fpinning wheels

The rural toaft, with fweeteft tonC;

Thus fung her witlefs ft rain.

When o'er the lawn limp'd gammer Joan,

And brought home Nancy's fwain :

" Come" cries the dame " N ance„ here's, thy fpoufe';

Away throw rock and reel,"

Blythe Nancy, with the bonny news,

O'erfet her fpinning wheel.

"With early Horn.

'"ITH early horn falute the morn
That gilds this charming place;

With chearful cries bid echo rife,

And join the jovial chafe.

The vocal hills around,

The waving woods,

The chryftal floods,

AH, all return th' eniiv'ning found.
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My Temples with Clufter's.

MY temples with cltifter-s of grapes I'll entwine,
! And barter all joys for a goblet of wine,

;
In fearch of a Venus no longer I'll ruE,

iBut flop and forget her at Bacchus's tun.

Yet why thus refolve to relinquiui the fair ?

'Tis a folly with fpirits like mine to defpair
;

For what mighty charms can be found in a glafs,

• Ifnot liU'd to the health of fome favourite lat's?

'Tis woman wkofe charms can each rapture impart,

And lend a new fpring to the pulfe of the heart

;

The mifer himfelf (fo fupreme is her fway)
Grows a convert to love and refigns her his Ley.

At the found of her voice, Sorrow liftsup hi? head,

Ar'd Poverty liftensw-ell pleas'd from his fhed ;

' While Age, iii an ecftaey, hobbling alohg,

Beats time with his crutch to the tune of her.fong.

Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard.

The largelt and deepeft that ftands on the board
;

.I'll fill up a brimmer and drink to the fair
;

'Tis the toaft of a lover, and pledge it who dare

Mr.JV.mtv

When I drain the rofy Bowl.

WHEN I drain the rofy bowl,

Joy exhtlirates my foul

;

j
To the Nine I raife my long,

Kver t lir, and ever young.

When full cups my cares difpel, '

'Sober counfel then farewei ;

I
Let the winds, that murmur, fweep

j
All my forrows to the deep.

I When I drink dull time away,

;. Jolly Bacchus, ever gay,

j

Leads me to delightful bow'rs,

\ Full of fragrance,. full of flow'rs,

;' While I quaff the fparkling wine,

\
And my locks with rofes twine,

;
Then I praife life's rural fcene,

l.vSweet, fequefter'd and ferene.

When I drink the bowl profound.

Ficheft fragrance flowing round,

And fome lovely nymph detain,

Venus ther. infpires the ftrain

;

When from goblets deep anol wide,

I exhauft the gen'rous tide,

All my foul unbends—I play,

' Gamefoiae with the young and gay-

Believe my Sighs.

BELIEVE my fighs, my tears, my dearj

fSelieve the heart you've won ;

Believe my vows to you fincere.

Or, Peggy,. I'm undone :

You fay I'm fickle, apt to change
At every face that's new ;

Of all the girls I ever favv,

I ne'er lov'd one like you.

My heart was once a flake of ice,

'Till thaw'd by your bright eves-,

Then warm'd it kindled, in a trice,

A flame that never dies :

Then take and try me, and you'll find

A heart that's kind and true
;

Cf all the girls I ever faw,

I ne'er lov'.i one like you.

Hey Down Deny.
»~pHRO' France, thro* all the German reglonc,
J- I've rang'd rare objefts to difcover;
Seen pretty women ii) fuch legions,

I thought my felf return 'd to Dover;
Brifk mufic made me gay.
And lively all the way.

For no tune's dull that once was merry.
With him that loves the hey down derry.

The Spanifh Belle I've ferenaded.
And many a night with the fweet guitar,

Eeneath the lettice grate paraded,
Now tinkle, tinkle, then gara lara :

'Twas mufic made me gay,
And lively all the way ;

For no tune's dull that once was merry, .

To him that love's the hey down derry.

The Fair of Italy to capture,

A different llyle the men invent-o ;

To her the canzonet gives rapture,

Nel cor piu non mi fento ;

Such mufic has its day,

l>ut is not in my way

;

Yet no tune's dull that once was merry,
With him that loves the hey down derry.

Round would the girls of Ruffia chatter.

And view me o'er with looks of pleafure

;

Their cymbals founded clitter clatter,

And they tript in the fprightly meafure;
Such mufic has its day.

But is not in my way';
Yet no tunes dull that once was merry,
'J o him that loves the hey down derry.

Round would the girls of Ruflla chatter.

Key I only eye him, v;hat a wonder !

The cinibals fi unded clitter clatter.

And the big drum rumbled thunder ;

Such mufic has its day,

But is not in my way ;

Yet no tune's dull that once was merry.
To him that loves the hey down derry.

Love is the caufe of Mourningo

Y a murmuring ftream a fair (hepherdefs lay,

"Be fo kind, O ye nymphs," I oft-times heard her
fay,

" Tell Strephon I die, if he pafies this way,
" And that love is the caufe of my mourning.
" Falfe fhepherds'that tell me of beauty and charms;
" You deceive me, for Strephon's cold ^leart never

warms ;

" Yet bringmc this Strephon, let me dye in his arms,
" Oh! Strephon the caufe of my mourning.

" But firft," faid fhe " let me go
" Down to the fhades below,
" E'er ye let Strephon know
" That I have lov'd him fo';

" Then on my pale cheek no blufhes will fliow

" That love waj the caufe of mj mourning."

Her eyes were fcarce clos'd whenStrephon csme by.

He thought fhe'd been fleepingand foftly drew nigh;

liut finding her breathlefs, "oh heavens!" did he

cry.

" Ah ChloTis ! the caufe of my mouminfr.
" Reftore me my Chloris, ye nymphs ufe your art"

They fighing, reply'd " 'twas yourfelf fhot the dart
" 1 hat wounded the tender young fhepherdefs' heart
" And kill'd the poc^ Chloris with mourning."

" Ah then is Chloris dead,

" Wounded by me ?" he faid,

" I'll follow thee, chaiie maid,
" Down to the filent fhade." •

~

Then on her cold fnowy breaft leaning his hetfd,

Expir'd poor Strephon with mourning.
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i-a i'irc;nc.

JT-::CD1AN SAL7.AD.

i

]7yundcJ on a rial faS tkrt happened in the If.and of
St. Chrl'hjpher's.

E nonh-erul wind did brirtriy bio-.",

'I'he ftiip v;;!! f.ifelr moor'd,

yoi!nj^,]>ryan tkouglit the boat s crew flow,

An4 l"o It^pt over-board.

rc;-esr.c, the pride of Indian dames,

jfis heart loBj; held in thrall,

And v.-hcro his impatienac blamer,

I v.ot ne'er lov'd at all.

A lonf, long year, a moTith and d^y,

He -dwelt on Englilli L^nd,

Nor once "in thoii<^hi or deed v.-ould firay,

'J ho" ladies fought his hand.

Per Eryan he v:uz till r.nd flrong,

ili^ht bly.hfome roll'd his een,

Sweet wss bis voice v^hen'er he fung.

He leant had twenty leen.

}3ut who the cciintlefs charir.s can drav;.

That grac'd his miftrefs true ?

Such charms the old world feldoin law,

Nor oft I ween ihs new.

Her raven hair play'd round her neck,

Like tendrils ot the vine ;

Her cheek red dcwy rofe-buds dect,

Her eyes like uiamonds fiiine.

Soon as his well-krown H.-ip flie f]iied,

She cafl her weeds away,

And to the palmy fhore £lie hi'd,

All in her beft arr.iy.

In fea- preen filk fo neatly clad,

She there impatient Hood ;

The crew with wonder law the lad

ilepel the foaming flood.

Her hands a handkerchief difplay'd,

Which he at parting gave ;

Well pleas'd the token he I'urvey'd,

And nianlier beat the wave.

Her fair companions one and all

itejoiclng crowd the ftrand ;

Jor now heriover fwam in call.

And almoll toudi'd the land.

'I'hiri through the white furf did fine halte,

To cialp her lovely fw?,in •,

When, ah ! a fhark bit through his waiil :

ills heart's blood dy'd the nr.ain.l

He fluiek'd ! his half fprang from the wave.

Streaming with purple gore,

And loon it found a living grave,

And ah I was leen no more.

'' Now hafle. nov/ halle ye maids, I piay,

" I'etch water from the fpring :"

She fails, Ihe fwoons, fhe dies av.ay,

And foun her knell ihey ring.

How each may-morn around-her tomb,

Ye fair, irelii Howreis ftrew ;

Zo ntay your luvers 'fcape his doom,

;!cr haplefi fat? "k-m-i ;".u .'

Colla and Nancy.

F'OH daring featj cf ruftic fport,

And carolling his .im'rcus ftrams.

In Aram's vale was Coiin fam'd

The biy theft ftepherd of the plains,

Full cfi' has Lune reftrain'd his rage,

.And fiowly roli'd his flood along,

As Vlfl'tiing to the tunef'jl fwain,

To catch the cadence of his fong.

Ah. ruthlefs Itrcam of femblance falfel

Tny waters murmur'd to betray.

Hyenas thu';, by nature fill.

Seem Tjlaintive to allure their prey.

What time the flockj were fafely penn'd.

And mild the day's laft luflrc grev/,

To join the playful village youth,

Acrol's the jjlain you;!g Colin flew.

Thrice from a wych-elm's wither'd bough

A raven gave a boding croak •,

And thrice in anuver, fcreech'd an owl.

From the deep hollow of an oak.

Yet all in vain! the ill-omef-'d youth

On the cliil's fummit" naked ftood,

The fwains attention proudly cliim'd,

Tlien headlong plurigM into the i'o.^d.

Wee^-; every Naiad of ihe ftream !

D«ih'd on a rock, he groaning dy'd,

And with a Uicklefs lover's blood

Polluted is your lilver tiie '.

Th.p. villagers foon heard 'the tale,

Fall to" the river's fide they fled

—

"Alas! alas, the day" they cry 'd.

And many a piteous tear ihey.lhed.

Young Nancy, Doran's daughter fair,

Whofe bloom the blufn of mora outvits

Vv^hofefong e>:cels the linnet's lay,

She fwiftell flew with weeping eyes

When her pale lover fhe beheld I

—

Pierfelf as pale 1—in deep defpair.

And filent v,-oe, her hands fhe wrung,

And wildly rent her lovely hair.

" And mull v.-e thus" fiie, frantic faiJ,

" Til us muit we folemnize our vowsl

" Yet Ihall not death my hopes bereave,

" For, ev'n in death, I thee efpoufc I

Then oahis clay-cold corfe flie fei!.

And clalp'd it to her breaking heart,

And dying, figh'd, " I no v am thine'

" My Colin ! never more to iiarti

Like two young rofes on a ftem,

Lopt by the pruner's hooli away,

lire half their luftre was difclcs'd,

Li with'nng blocm the levers lay.

One crave receiv'd iKem ; where is found

The primrofe and the vl'bt pale :

And long ih^r haplels fate was wc-pt

'

I'v ev'rv eye iv. Arjwi's vale.

/



Numb.22
THE

CHARMS OF MELODY.
O R

SIREN MEDLEY.

Saturday Night will come again.

TIS faid of vent'rous failors, when we leave the
ihore.

Our friends fhould mourn,
Left we return,

To bleft their fight no more;
But this is all a notion

Bold Jack can't underftand.

Some die upon the ocean,

And fonie upon the land.

Then fince 'tis clear,

Howe'er we fleer,

No man's life's under his command.
Let tempefts howl.

And billows roll,

And danger prefs ;

Of thofe, in fpight, there are fome joys
Us jolly tars to blefs,

For Saturday night will come, my boys.

To drink to Poll and Beis.

One feaman hands the fail, another heaves the log,

The purfer fwops
Our pay for flops,

The landlord fells us grog.

Then each man to his ftatlon,

To keep life's fhip in trim.

What argufies noration ?

The reft is all a whim.
Cheerly my hearts,

Then play your parts,

Boldly refolve to fink or fwim ?

The mighty furge

May ruin urge,

And danger prefs

;

Ofihqfe, in fpight, Is'c.

For all theworld'sjuft like the ropes about the fhip,

Each man's rigg'd out,

A veffel ftout.

To take for life a trip.

The fhrouds, and ftays, and braces.

Are joys, and hopes, and fears.

The hawlyards, fheets, and traces,

Still, as each paffion veers.

And whim prevails,

Direft the fails.

As on the fea of life he fleers.

Then let the ftorm,

Heav'ns face deform,
And danger prefs

;

'Ofthofc in/pigJit, ^c-

There's Something in Kifllng,

THERE'S a fomething in kiffing

—

I cannot tell why.

Makes my heart in a tumult

Tump more than breaft high

;

For nine times in ten,

So teazing

And pleafing.

We find thofe rude creatures,

The dear kiffing men,
That we wifli it repeated again, and again.

Though a kifs fl;ops my breath,

Oh ! how little care I,

Since a woman at fome time

Or other muft die !

For nine times in ten.

So teazing,
' And pleafing.

We find thofe dear creatures.

The dear kiffing men.
That we wifli it repeated again, ztid again.

At Dawn I rofe.

AT dawn I rofe with jocund glee.
For joyful was the day.

That could this bleffing give to me.
Now joy is fled away. Jenny.

Nor flocks, nor herds, nor flores of gold.
Nor houfe, nor home have I

;

If beauty muft be bought and fold,

Alas ] I cannot buy. Jenny*

Yet I am rich if thou art kind,
So priz'd a fmile from thee

;

True love alone our hearts can bind,
Thour't all the world to me. Jenny.

Sweet gentle maid, tho' patient, meek.
My lilly drops a tear

;

Ah ! raife thy drooping head, and feek,
Soft peace and comfort here. Jenny,

The jealous Lover.

rr^HE jealous lover's pangs are poignant,
•• When fufpicion haunts his breaft;
Not one gleam of hope benignant,

Lulls his foul, when robb'd of reft.

To ev'ry joy his heart's a ftranger.

When his rival he defcries ;

Fiil'd with rage he meets the danger.
Torn with horror., fires, and dies.
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The Stage of Human Life.

/^UR immortal Shakefpear's page,^^ Tells us all the world's a ftage,

And tliat-men with all their airs.

Are nothing more than play'rs,

Each ufijig flrill and art,

In his turn to play his pan.
All to fill up this farcical fcene, O :

Enter here.

Exit there,

Stand in view,

Mind your cue.

Heigh down, ho down,
,

Derry, derry, down,
All to fill up this farcical fcene, O.

Eirft the Infant in: the lap.

Muling, puling with his pap,

Xike the chicken that we trufs.

Is fwaddl'd by his nurfe,

Who to pleafe the puppet tries.

As he giggles and he cries,

All to fill up this farcical fcene, O :

Hufhaby,
Wipe an eye,

Kifiee pretty,

^ Suckee titty,

Heigh dmun, ho down, ^c.

Then the pretty babe of grace,

With hisfhining morning face.

And his fatchel on his back.

To fchool, alas ! muft pack

;

But like a fnail he creeps,

And for bloody Monday weeps,

All to fill up this farcical fcene, O !

Book miflaid,

Truant play'd,

•Rod in pickle.

Bum to tickle.

Heigh down, ho down, €s!c.

Then the Lover n«xt appears,

Sous'd over head and ears,

Like the lobfter on the fire.

Sighing, ready to expire ;

And a deep hole in his heart,

You may thro' it drive a cart.

All to fill up this farcical fcene, O I

Beauty fpurns him,

PafRon burns him ;

Like a wizard,

Cuts and gizzard.

Heigh down, ho down, l^C°

Then tKe Soldier ripe for plunder.

Breathing (laughter, blood and thunder ;

Lord ! at what a rate he runs,

About drums, and fwords, and guns
;

And talks of ftreaming veins,

Shatter'd limbs and fcatter'd brains.

All to fill up this farcical fcene, O !

What foes he thrafh'd,

And cut and flalh'd,

And here he pop'd *em.

There he drop'd 'em ;

Heigh down, ho down, Kc»

Then the Juftice in his chair,

With his broad and vacant ftare

;

His wig of formal cut,

And belly like a butt,

Well lin'd with turtle hafli,

Callipee and callipafh,

All to fill up this farcical fcene, O

!

Bawd and trull,

Pimp and cull,

At his nod
Go to quod ; , ,

Hiigh iveun, ho down, XS <:«

Then the flipper'd Pantaloon,

In life's dull afternoon,

Shrunk fhank in youthful hofe,

And fpeftacles on nofe ;

His voice, once big and round,

Now whiftling in the found.

All to fill up this farcical fcene, O !

Vigour fpent,

Body bent ;

.Shaking noddle,

Widdle, waddle;
Heigh down, ho down, l^i-

Then, at lafl, to end the play,

-Second childhood leads the way,
When, like fheep that take the rot.

All our fenfes go to pot

;

And then death among*!! us fwoops,

And fo -down the curtain drops,

All to fill up this farcical fcene, O !

Then the coffin

We move off in •,

While the bell

Rings the knell,

Of high and low down,

Into the cold ground,

All to fill up this farcical fcene, O !

Down the Burn.

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 lov'd the well-known fong,

While her Johnny, blithe and bonny,

Sung her praife the whole day long,

Down the lam, ^c

Coftly claithes Ihe had but few,

Of rings and jewels nae great ftore,

Her face was fair, her love was true,

And Johnny wifely wifh'd no more ;

Love's the pearl, the fhepherd's prize.

O'er the mountain, near the fountain,

Love delights the fhepherd's eyes.

.Down the burn, ^c

Gold and title gives not health,
^

And Johnny could nae thefe impart;

Youthful Mary's greatefl wealth,

Was her faithful Johnny's heart

;

Sweet the joys the lovers find !

Great the treafure, fweet the pleafure

Where the heart is always kind.

Hmun the lurn, ^c.

Diana.

WHEN chearful day begap to dawn.

While Cupid ftill his pillow prefs'd ;

Diana rous'd by hounds and horn,

Her gentle virgins thus addrefs'd :

Hark away, hark away to the merry ton'd horn^

While the hounds chearful cry awakens the morn,

Diana, herfelf rules the fports of the day.

And joins in the chorus of hark, hark away.

With cautieus fteps avoid the bow'r,

Where wily Cupid fleeping lies,

fond nymptis you'll rue the fatal hour,

Should love your fpotlefs train furprize.

Love willpromife and deceive,

Leading youthful hearts aftray,

;But the joys our paftimes yield,

Are jocund, innocent, and gay.
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The Chclfea Penfioner.

WHEN firft I was enlifted,

I was both young and gay.

Each lafs I met, I kifs'd her,

And tippl'd time away ;

I learn'd my exercife, fir,

And then was fent to fight,

I'm now a little wifer,

The' in this haplefs plight.

I went into the battle.

Where thund'ring cannons roar;

Oh 1 Inch a horrid rattle,

I never heard before ;

One bullet took a peeper,

Thank God that one was left

;

And yet I do not weep, fir,

Tho' of one leg bereft.

At Chelfea now the penfion

Gives comfort to my life
;

And round the quart I mention

My former deadly ftrife
;

Brown Befs I often flioulder,-

Forget my former pain,

And fight, to each beholder,

My battle o'er again.

I fpend my money freely,

With pleafure drink and fing
;

Whatever fate may deal m«,
God blefs the Queen and King;

If foes again afiail, then

To garrifon I'll go,

Brown Befs will never fail, 'when

Attacking of the foe.

Conftant Kate.

OTJR crew the pond'rous anchor hove.
The fwelling canvas caught the breeze,

And many a failor left his love.

And murraur'd curfes on the feas :

Hopelefs, and heedlefs of my fate,

Nor glad, nor griev'd, I view'd the main,
Nor heav'd one figh, nor caft t'wards fliore.

One ling'ring look as off we wore

;

Tho all before «ie feem'd forlorn.

Behind I'd nothing left to mourn,
Kate once made fortune frown in vain,

But death has floleii my conflant Kate.'

When on the midnight watch I Hood,
The thoughts of her the hours beguil'd.

Then o'er my forrows would I brood.
And griev'd that fortune ever fmil'd ;

And when the tempeft big with fate.

With horror fiU'd the crowded deck,

In filence, carelefs, undifmay'd

The boatfwain's fummons I obey'd
;

Tho' all before me feem'd forlorn.

Behind I'd nothing left to mourn,
Kate once made fortune frown in vain.

But death has ftolen my conftant Kate.

But when the furious fight began.

And honour call'd me to my poft,

The patriot govern'd all the men,
And Kate no more my thoughts engrofs'd.;

But when with vidlory elate,

All pulh'd the can, and roll'd the glee.

Again would Kate my mind employ,
I could not join the general joy

;

For all before me feem'd forlorn,

Behind I'd nothing kft to mourn.
No more has pleafure charms for me.

Since death has flolen my conftant.Kate.

_

The wandering Sailor.

THE wandering failor ploughs 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 fhore.

When winds blow hard, and mountains roll.
And thunders fhake from pole to pole

;

Tho' dreadful waves furrounding foam,
Still flatt'ring fancy wafts him home :

In hopes when toil and danger's o'er
To anchor on his native fhore.

When rouml the bowl, the jovial crew.
The early icenes of life renew;
Tho' each his fav'rite fair will boaft,
This is the univerfal toaft

—

May we, when toil and danger's o'er,

Caft anchor on our native ihoie.

I fail'd iu the good Ship the Kitty.

T SAIL'D in the good fliip the Kitty,
-• With a ftiff blowing gale and rough fea,
Left Polly, the lads call fo pretty,

Safe here at an anchor, yo yea,
Yo yea, yo yea.

Left Polly, the lads call fo pretty.

Safe here at an anchor, yo yea.

She blubber'd fait tears when we parted.
And cry'd " now be conftant to me;"

I told her not to be down-hearted.
So up went the anchor, yo yea,

. Toyea,&e]
When the wind whiftl'd larboard and ftarboard,
And the ftorm came on weather and lee

The hope I with her fhould be harbour'd,
'

Was my cable and anchor, yoyea,

3^0 yea, &C'

And yet, my boys, would you believe me,
I return'd with no rhino from fea ;My Polly would never receive me,
So again I weigh'd anchor, yo yea,

Tojea, CsV,

No Topfails.

NO topfails fliiver in the wind.
Our fhip's fafe moor'd in port

;

In Mary's arms my heart's reclin'd.

No more of waves the fport -

And now to her return 'd from far.

Alone file prov'd my leading ftar.

Tho' landmen flatter'd when I fail'd,

And artful tales renew'd
;

They never o'er my love prevail'd

My Mary ftill I view'd :

Thro' trying gales, and bloody war.
She ftill has prov'd my leading ftar.

Tho' Sirens ftrove to win my heart,

(From port to port the fame)
My thoughts from Mary never part,

But dwell upon her name :

No founds have charms but her dear voice

Her conftant failor's lovely choice.

-But now return'd and Mary kind,
To care we'll bid adieu

!

And thou, my dear, fhalt fteer my mindj
All's joy, wlien blefs'd with you !

Dear idol of thy failor's heart
Let wedlock join us ne'er to part.
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Fair Nancy pin'd in Sorrow*

FAIR Nancy pin'd in forrow,

1 er languid clieek grew pale,

She was the fweeteft maiden
That bloom'don Cheviot dale;

It was not wealLh fhe wilh'd for,

Since fhe was fortune's care :

No env.y rack'd her bofom,

For fha was kind as fair.

Yet ft ill flic piri'd in forrow,

In vain was all relief;

In vain each fond endeavour,

To trace the fource of grief:

She found a^fecret pleafure,

To check the glancing eye,

To feel without complaining.

To love without a iigh.

Oft' would flie fmile, as feeming

The big-fwoln tear to fhroud,

Smile as the May-day fun-beam,

That glitters thro' a cloud :

But, worn with months in anguifh,

Her pulfe throbb'd weak and flow,

Her fmiles forgot to m:intle,

And e'en her tears to flow.

But once, when all was filent,

^ And darknefs footh'd defpair,

"'She breath'd thefe mournful accents,

Adown the midnight air :

" Ah I Edmund, fhall your Nancy
" Sink hopelefs in the grave;

" No lover's heart to pity ?

" No lover's hand to fave '."

" And are you lofl to feeling,

" Unconfcious of my fate ?

" You will efteem—ah ! torture,

" That's colder e'en than hate :

" ,Fain would -my fpirit linger

" To bid one fond adieu :

" Ah ! no, 'twould rend your bofdm,
" To think J die for jou"

Her watchful .fifter liften'd.

And caught the fecret tale ;

And flew in hafte to Edmund,
Quite over Cheviot dale

;

She blufti'd, yet thought 'twas pity

Such love fhould be conceal'd ;

She wept, and ev'ry accent.

And ev'ry .figh.reveal'd.

Slow are the lightning's flafhes,

Which from the tempeft dart.

To the new blaze of paffion

Tha^ burft upon his heart

:

" For me" he cry'd, " for Edmund,
" For me, O haplefs maid ?

" O let me fly to fave her,

" Or in one grave b.e laid."

He came—-her cheek averted,

For whitenefs mock'd the fnow

;

He ftarted, nor could greet her.

His whole frame trembled fo :

She turn'd, and flirunk with terror.

As from.his glance fhe ftole ;

And fuch a look fhe gave him,

That harrow'd up the foul.

But fl;retch'd her "hand, fo day cold.

As if to fay, forgive :

Since you are kind and tender,

I now could wifli to live :

Then rifing from her pillov/,

With anxious fcndnefs cry'd,

" And do you love your Nancy ?

" Indeed !"—She fmil'd and dy'i.

Barbara Allen.

IN Scarlet-town v/here I was born.

There was a fair maid dwelling.

Made every youth cry, well-aday !

Her name was Jiarbara Allen.

All in the merry month of May,
When green buds they were fwelling.

Young Jemmy Grove on his death-bed lay,

For love of Barbara Allen.

He fent his man- unto lier then.

To the town where flie was dwelling;
" You muft come to my mailer dear,

" If your name be Barbara Allen; -

" For death is printed on his face,

" And o'er his heart is ftealing

;

" Then hafte away to comfort him,
" O lovely Barbara Allen."

" Though death be printed on his face,

" And o'er his heart is ftealing,

" Yet little belter fliall he be
" For bonny Barbara Allen."

So flowly, flowly, fhe came up.

And flowly flie came nigh him ;

And all flie faid, when there flie came,
" Young man, I think you're dying."

He turn'd his face unto her ftrait.

With deadly forrow fighing;
" O lovely maid come pity me,

" I'm on my death-bed lying."

" If on your death-bed you do lye,

" What needs the tale you're telling

;

«' I cannot keep you from your death
;

" Farewell," faid Barbara Alien.

He turn'd his face unto the wall,

As deadly pangs he fell in
;

" Adieu I adieu ! unto you all,

" Adieu to Barbara Alien."

As fhe w^as walking o'er tlxe fields.

She heard the bells a knelling ;

And ev'ry ftroke did leem to fay-
Unworthy Barbara Allen.

She turn'd her body round about.

And fpy'd his corpfe a coming

;

" Lay down, lay down the corpfe" flie faid,

" That I may look upon him'."

With fcornful eye fhe looked down.
Her cheek with laughter fvi'elling ;

Whilft all her friends cry'd out amain,
" Unworthy Barbara Allen.*'

When he was dead, and laid in grave.

Her heart was ftruck with forrow
;

" O, mother, mother, make my bed,
" For I ftiall die to-morrow.

" Hard-hearted creature, him to flight,

" Who loved me fo dearly ;

" O that I was more kind to him,
" When he was alive and near me !"

She, on her death-bed as flie lay,

Begg'd to be bury'd by him

;

And fore repented of the day

That flie did er'e deny him.

" Farewell" flie faid " ye virgins all,

" And fhun the fault I fell in ;

" Henceforth take warding by the fall

" Of cruel Barbara Allen."
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Murphy Delany.

IT was Murphy Delany fj funny and friflty,

Popp'd into afiiebeen ftop to get his flcin full.

And reel'd out again pretty well lin'd with whifkey,

So frefli as a fhamrock, as blind as a bull.

But a tiiiiing accident happen'd our rorer.

Who took the quay fide for the floor of his fhed.

And the keel of a coal barge he juft tumbled over.

And thought all the time he was going to bed.

AniiJ}}igJillaloo,hiibbu.hoo, zuhack! botheration,

Ev'ry >nan in his h.u>w)ur as Kats htfs'd t^ pig.

Some folks palling by drew him out of the river,

AT)d got a horle doflor his ficknefs to mend,
Who fwore that poor Fat was no longer a liver.

Hut dead as the Devil, and there was an end.

So they fent for the coroner's jury to try him,
ajut Pat no{ half liking the comical ftrife,

Fell to twifling and turning,the while iheyfat byhim
And came, when he found it convenient, to life.

Andfingfillaloo, &c.

;
SaysPat to thejury "your Worfliips an't pleafe you,

"I don't think I'm Head,fo what is it you'd do?"
" Not dead" laid the foreman " you fpalpeen be eafy

" Do you think don't the doflor know better than

you."

So then they went on in the bufinefs lome further,

Exan)in'd'the doiftor about his belief.

Then brought poor Delany in guilty of " murder"
And fwore that they'd harg him in fpite of his

teeth. Aiidjingfillaloo^l^c.

Eut Paddy clinch 'd hold of a clunvfy fhiialy, '

And laid on the doftor, who ftiff as a poft,

Still fvvore that it couldn't be Murphy Delany,

But was fomething alive, and io mull be his ghoft.

The iury began then with fear to, furvey him,

While he like a dc\il about him did lay.

So they font out of hand for the clergy to lay him.

But Pat laid the clergy, and then ran away.

Andjing fillaloQ, ^c-

If the Heart of a Man is deprefs'd.

TF the heart of a man is depi-efs'd with cares,

-* The jiiift is diipeU'd when a woman appears

;

Like the notes of a fiddle, Ihe iWeetly, f\;-eetly,

Raife* his i'pirits, and charms his ears

;

. Rofes and lilies her cheeks difclofe,

Bui her ripe lips are more fweet than thofe,

Prels her,

Carefs her.

With bliffes.

Her Kiffes,

"Diffolve us in pleafure, and foft repofe. Gay

Ground Ivy,

^TEAR yonder hamlet, in the vale,
-1-^ In peace- my father's bones are laid,
Ah ! liflen to my artlefs tale.

For I am poor and need your aid.

Misfortune's lorn and helplefs child,
I early to yon meadows fly,

And there I gather bowpots wild,
And thro' the ftre'ets of London cry^

Ground Ivy, ground ivy.

Come buy my ground ivy.

Ground ivy, ground ivy.

Come buy my ground ivy.

On yonder bank fweet flowers grew.
There cowflips and primrofes fprerd ;

Thefe now I cull with violets blue.

And bowpots fell to buy me bread

;

My dailies and primrofes gay,
I tempt each pafTenger to buy

;

And oft' when weary pn my way,
I mourn my fate, and weeping cry,

Ground iv^, (^u

Tho' friends and parents all are dead.
Yet he who gives the neftlings food.

Will feed my v.'ants, will give me bread.
And keep me in the path of good :

Tho' forae Vv'ith art my beauty praife,

And ftrive my innocence to buy

;

I'll keep me ilill in virtue's ways,
And Hill to ev'ry call reply.

Ground Ivy, ^c-

Come, jolly Bacchus.

^"'OME, jolly I'acchus, god of wine,
^^ Crown this night with pleafuxe

;

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, flialt thou be
Guardian to our pleafure,

That, under thy protedion, we
May enjoy new pleafure :

And as the hours glide away.
We'll in thy name invoke their fiay.

And fing thy praifes, that we may
Live and die with pleafure.
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Good Queen Befs.

TO my mufe give attention,

And deem'it not a myftery.

If we jumble together mufic,

Poetry and hiftory,

The times to difplay

; In the reign of Queen Befs, fir,

"Whofe name and whofe memory

Pofterity may blefs, fir.

the golden days ofgood Q^een:Bcfs.

R'hrry be t'm nsmory rfgood Queen B^(fs.

Then we laugli'd at the bugbears

Of Dons and Armadas,

With their gun-powder puffs,

And their biuftering bravadoes

;

For we knov.' how to manage

The muTicet and the bow, fir,

"And could bring duwn a Spaniiird

Juft as eafy as a crow, fir.

Othegchhn day-, -Kc

.

Then our ftreets were unpav'd.

Arid our heufes were thatch'd, ^U",

Our windows were lattic'd.

Our doors only latch'd, fir-,

Yet fo few were the folks

1 hat would plunder, or roli, fir,

That the hangman was ftarving

For want of.a job, fir.

0 the "olden dev-, >^^-
o

Then our ladies -with large ruffs

Ti'd round about their necTj faft; .,

Would gobble upapountl
Of beef-ftakes for their breakfaft ,.

While adofe quilted coif

Their nodidles juft; did fit, fir.

And they trufs'd up as tight

As a rabbit for the fplt, fir.

O the golden day?, f/:.

Then jerkins, and doublets,

And yellow worfted hofe, fir.

With a pair of lar^e whifKers,

Was the drefs of our beaus, fir ;

Strong beer they preierr'd

To ilaret or to hock, fir,

And no poultry they pilz'd

Like the v.;Jng of an ox, fir.

the 'goUen days, l^c

Good neighbourhood was then

As plenty too as beejf, fir.

And the poor from the rich

Never wanted relief, fir.

While merry went the mill-clack,

The fhuttlg and the plough, fir,

And honeft men could live by
The fweat of their brow,. fir.

the golden days, l£c.

Then the folks every Sunday
Went twice at leaft to church, fir,

And never left the parfon

Or the fermon in the lurch, fir.

For they judg'd that the fabbath was
For people to do good in.

And they thought it iabbath-breaking

If they din'd without a pudding.

the golden days, &c.

Then our great men were good.

And our good men were great, fi'',

And the props of the nation

Were the pillars of the ftate, fir^

For the fbv'reign and the fubjeft

One intereft lupported,

And our powerful alliance

3y all powers then was courted.

O the golden chys, U'c,

Thus renown'd as they llv'd «

All the days of their lives, fir,

Bright examples of glory

To thofe who lurvive, fir ;

.T.lay Vi'e their defcendants

Purfue the fame ways, fir.

That King George, like Qi.ieen Befs,

May ha\e his golden days, fir,

And may a Longer reign ej gk-y andfucacjs.

Make hisna?ns echpje thefame ofgood Queen Bfs.

CoLLitr

.r f

Lochaber.

AREWELL toLochaber, and farewell myjeati,

Where heartlome with thee 1 ha' mony a dav been;

To Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more,

May be to return to Lochaber no more.

Thefe tears that I fhed they are a' for rny dear,

And not for the dangers attending on war;
Tho' borne on rough feas to a tar bloody fhore.

May be to return to Lochaber ;io more.

Tho' hurricanes rife, and rife ev'ry wind,

'^I'hey'U ne'er make 1 tempeft like that in my mind;
Thb" loudeH or thunder on louder '.va\ es roar.

That's naething to leaving my love on the fiiore.

To leave thse behind me, my heart is fair pain'd

;

By eaie that's inglorious no fame can be gain'd
;

Andhonourandlove's the rev.ardcf the brave.

And I maun deferve it befoie I can crave.

Then glojj', my Jeany, maun plead mj ercufe.

Since honour commands me, how can I refufc?

Without it I ne'er can have merit i'or tliee,

And without thy favouri'd better not be

I gae then, my lafs, to win honour and fame,

And if r ihould luck to come glorloully hame.
I'll bri.ig a heart:to thee with love running o'er.

And then I'll leave-thee and 'Lochaber no more.

Tell me, Laffes.

TELL me, lafTes, have you feen.

Lately wand'ring o'er the gresn,

Beauty's Ion, a little boy.

Full of frolic, niinh and joy ?

If you know his firielter fay.

He's from Venus gone aftray ;
—

Tell me, laflfes, have you feen

.Such a one trip o'er the green r

"By his marks the god yoii'll know
,

O'er his fiioulder hangs a bow.
And a quiver fraught wiih darts,

Poifon fure to human hearts;

Tho' he's naked, little, blind,

Ke can triumph o'er the mind.

-^dl me, 1.7 fjh, fc-"c.

Subtle as the lightnir.g's wound
Is "his piercing arrow tound.

While the bofom d heart it pains.

No external mark remains
;

Reafon's fnleld itfelf is broke

By the unfuf]>e(fted ftrokc.

Tell me, lajfcs, l^c.

Oft the urchin's feen to lie

Bafsing in the funny eye.

Or his deftin'd prey he feeks ,

On the maiden's rofy cheeks :

Snowy breafts, or curling liair,

.Oftrconceal his pleafing fnare-

Tell me, lajfcs, l^c.

She that the recefs reveals

Where the god himfelf conceals,

Shall a kifs receive this night

From him who is her heart's delight

;

To Venus let her bring the boy,

5he fhall talle love's f.veeteft jov.

Tclline,laffes,^S-c.
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As now my Bloom.

AS now my bloom comes on a-pace.

The fwajns begin to teize me,

But two, who claim the foremoft place,

Try different ways to pleafe me ;

To judge aright, and choole the beft.

Is not fo foon decided,

When both their merits are esprefs'd,

I may be lefs divided.

Palsemon's flocks unnumber'd ftray,

He'-s rich beyond all meafure,

Wou'd I but I'mile, look hind and gay,

He'd give me all his treafurc

;

But then our years fo difagree.

So much as I remember,

It is but JMay I'm lure vi-iih me,
VViih him it is December.

Can I, who fcarcely am in bloom,

Let froft and fnow be fuing,

•Twould fpoii each rip'ning joy to come,
Bring ev'ry charm to ruin.

For drefs and {hew to touch my pride,

My little heart is panting.

But then there's fomething elfe hefide,

I foon fliould find was -wanting.

Then, Colin, thou my choice flialt gain,

For thou wilt ne'er deceive me.
And grey-hair'd wealth fhall plead in vain,

For thou haft more to give me :

My fancy paints thee full of charms.

Thy looks fa young and tender":

Lave beats his new and iond alarms,

To th;s I now furrcuder.

As you mean to fet Sail,

Colin ftolc my Heart away.

THE fields were green, the hills v/ere gay.

And birds were finging on each fpray.

When Colin met me in a grove,

And told me tender lales of love :

Was ever iwaln fo Llithe as he.

So kind, fo faithful, and fo free ;

A a fpite of all my friends could fay,

Young Colin ftolemy heart away.

Whene'er he trips the nieads along,

He fvveeily joins the v.oodlavk's fang
;

/,nd viihen he dances on the green.

There's none fo blithe as Colin i'een.;

] f hc-s but by .1 noihing fear,

lor I alone am all his care ;

'i'hen fpite of all my friends can fay.

He's flole my tender heart away.

My mother chides whene'er I roam.

And feems furpriz'd I quit ray home;
But fhe'd not wonder that I rove,

Did fhe but feel how much I love :'

I'uU well I know the gen'rous fwain

Will never give my bolom pain;

Then fpite of all my friends can fay,

lie's flolc my tender heart away.

Well, be a good Girl.

Y fome I am told.

That I'm wrinkl'd and old,

But [ will not believe what they fay,

I feel my blood mounting.

Like ftreams in a fountain.

That merrily fparkle and play.

For love I have will,

And ability ftiil

;

Odlbobs I can fcarcely refrain,

My diamond, my pearl, *

Well, be a good girl,

Untill I come 10 viu agdn.

A S you mean to fet fail
'^*- For the land of delight,
And in wedlock's foft hammock
To fwing every night

;

If you hope that your voyage
Succelsful fliould prove,

Fill your fails with afteaion.
Your cabin with love- Fillyourfails, tifc.

Let your heart like the main-maft
Be ever upright.

And the union you boaff,

Like your tackle be tight

;

Of the Ihoals of indiff 'rence
Be fure you'keep clear.

And tte quick-fands ofjealoufy
Never come near.,

Mndthe qttiek-fands,lie.
it hulbands e er hope to

Live peaceable lives,

They muft reckon themfelves.
Give the helm to their wives;

For the ev'ner we go, boys,

The better w^e fail.

And on (hip-board the head
Is ftiU.rul'd by the tail.

And onjhip-hoard, &?<:.

Then lift to your pilot,

My boys, and be wife,

If my precepts you Icorn,

Andmy maxims defpife;
A brace of proud antlers

Your brows may adorn.
And a hundred to one

But you'll double Cape Horn.

And a hundrid, t?c.

The echoing Horn.

THE echoing horn calls the fportfman abroad,
To horle, my brave boys, and away ;

The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds
Upbraids our too tedious delay.

What pleafure we find in purfuing the fox.

O'er hill, dale and 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 fliouting and gay,

How fweet with a bottle and lafs to refrefh,

And lofe the fatigues ofthe day :

With Iport, love, end wine, fickle fortune defy.

Dull wifdom, allhappinefs fours :

Since life is no more than a paflage at beft,

Let's ftrew the way over with fiow'rs.

Gentle Maid.
^ENTLE maid, ah! whyfufpeame?
vJ Let me ferve thee, then rejedt mq,

Gentle maid, &c.

Canft thou trufl and I deceive thee.

Art thou fad and fhall I grieve thee.

Canft thou, &c.

OLD BALLAD.

The Lady and the Palmer.

"' I *HE view cf manors flretch'd afar

J- " Will not footh forrow's pow'r :"

So fang a lady, rich and fair,

As fhe fat in her bow'r.
" Tho" foul befall me for my meed,

" And foul be thought the word;
" Would heav'n me fpeed, alive or dead>

" To fee my abfcnt lord I"



gi OLD BALLADS,
^Twas 'bout tlie time of curfeu bell.

When, all in black array, '

With crofs to pray, and bearls to tell;

A Palmer came that way.
" Go, page, and call thy lady fair •,"

Aloud he did command ;

"' Tell her a Palmer's waiting here,

" Come from the holy land."

The Palmer faw the foot- page run,

(As he ran at the ring)
,

The Palmer look'd till the bow'r he won, ,

And heard the lady fing :

" Tho' foul befall me for my meed,
" And foul be thought the word,

" Would heav'n me fpeed ! alive or dead,
" To fee my abfent lord

!

«' Now welcome, holy Palmer, tell

" Thy tidings unto me."
*' Oh, lady, 'ti> not many a day,

" Since I thy lord did fee."
•' Oh, when will he have done with the wars ?

" Sweet Palmer tell to me."
" Oh, lady, he's now done with the wars,
" In truth I tell to thee."

" Alas ! what wounds hath he got i'th' field ?

" Dear Palmer, tell lo me."
" Oh, he has had wounds, but now they are heal'd,

" In truth I tell to thee."
* Eut is there no token he hath fent,

" No token of love to me ?

" No relique o' the rood, or pearl orient,
" Or gaud of the eail country ?"

" Oh, I've no relique, or eaftern gaud,
" Fair lady, to bring to thee ;

" But I come to tell, that thy haplefs lord
" Is dying in the eajl country."

O then the lady's groans and cries

Re-echoed piteoufly ; . ,

The tears that fell from her brilliant eyes

Ran like the fountain free.

" Oh, Palmer, ill befall to thee,

" For what thou fellefl me !

" But now will I wend to the eafl country,
" My dying lord to fee.

'" And tho' foul befall me for my meed,
" And foul be, thought the word,

" Good heav'n me fpeed ! for alive or dead,
" I'll fee my deareft lord.

" And now, my foot-page, run, I pray,
" On thy lady's laft boon ;

'
.

" Get a pilgrim's gown of black or grey,
" With fcrip and fandal fhoon :

" And take thefe fiiken gaudes with thee,

And take the kirtle o' green
;

" For 'tis not befitting of widov.'s like me,
" In fuch garb to be feen.

" And cut thefe wanton locks, I pray, '

" And take my gold rings three
;

" For in pilgrim's garb I'll take my way,
" To my lord in the eaft country.

" And now tho' foul befall my meed,
" And foul be thought the word,

" Good heav'n me fpeed ! for, alive or de:id,

" I'll fee my dearell lord."

Then up arofe the Palmer man,
Amaz'd fuch love to fee ;

For the lady already foine pa^es had ran,

In her way to the eaft country.
«' Stay, lady, for from the holy land,

" Thy lord's laft v/ords I bring

;

" And, lo I to my care, from off his haad,
" He pledg'd thy golden ring."

The lady iprang, and leiz'd the ring.

And a Ihow'r of tears fhe Ihed

;

*

" Now I know by this pledge, that thou doft bring,
" That my dear lord is dead.

" Yet ftill, the' foVil befall my meed,
" And foul be thought my word,

" Would heav'n me fpeed ! tho* he be dead,
" I'd fee my dear-lov'd.lord."

" Oh, weep not, lady, weep not fo,

" Nor 'gainft thy fad fate ftrive ;

" For fhouldft thou fee him, thoii well doft know,
" \ hou could'ft not make him live.

" But calm thy mind, oh, lady fair !

" But calm thy mind, I pray

;

" Nor let the curfed fiend, defpair,
" Thus 'whelm thee with difmay."

" Oh, cruel Palmer ! fay not fo,
" Nor think to comfort me

;

" And tho' it would but increafe my woe,
" My dead lord I would fee."

'

"Alas! alas! thou lady fair !—
" But if it fo muft be,

" I can by learn'd lore declare,
" How thou thy lord may "ft fee."

" Oh, fay 'ft thou fo, thou Palmer dear?
" Thou ihalt have gold and fee

;

" Then tell me. Palmer, tell me where
" A'ly dear lord I may fee ?"

Then quick thai wily Palmer led
The lady to a bow'r.

And in a book full long he read,

V\hile faft her tears did pour.

" I know well by this difmal book
,

" That he'll appear this night

;

" But white and ghaftly he will look,
" And will thee much affright."

" Oh, I care not," the lady faid
;

" Tho' foul be thought the 'vord,
" Would heav'n me Ipeed ! tho' he be dcad^

" I'd fee my deareft lord."

" On yon kirk green, at dark midnight,
" Thy dead lord will appear :

" Far off you'll fee his haplefs fprite —
" But lady go not near.

" So now go chaunt full many a prayer
" Devout upon thy knee

;

" To the kirlc-green at night repair,
" Thy dead lord for to fee."

Now rofe the moon with folenin pride,

Sw-eet night's enchanting queen,-

And o'er the lonely kirk-yard wide
Was fhed her fiiver flieen ;

And then came forth the lady fair.

And to the kirk-green went

—

Cold blew the blaft —and her fweet hair,

Was all with dew befprent.

And now the hours had gone their rounds.

And dreary was the green,

And nought w-as heard fave the lone found
Of blafts that blew fo keen.

'

ye.t ftill ftie figh'd, " tho' foul my meed,
"And foul be thought the word,

" Would heav'n me fpeed I tho' he be dead;
" I'd fee my dear luv'd lord."

Scarce had fhe fpoke, when from the eaft

A ghofily form did glide—
She ftarted wild—flie fmote her breaft

—

And on the kirk-green dy'd.

The Palmer threv.- afide the fheet.

And frantic rav'd and cry'd
;

Then curs'd his av'rice indifcr«et.

And by the lady d^j'd.—
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The Wicklow Sand Man.

YE chiWren of pity, ye great folks and fmall,

With fympathy hear age and poverty's call;

Of all comforts bereft, not a friend in the land,

I linger out life, crying-^fine Wicklow fand.

Ah ! ftrctch out yourhand, at pity's commard,
To th' old man who thro' Dublin cries fine

Wicklow fand,

Ah ! ftretch out your hand, at pity's command,
To th' old man who thro* Dublin cries fine

Wicklow fand,

Fine Wicklow fand—fine Wicklow fand,

• Ah I ftretch out your hand, at pity's command.
To th' old man who thro' Dublin cries fine

Wicklow Sand.

From my wants and my forrows withdraw not your
eye,

As feebly, in tatters, I flowly pafs by

;

I've no hope of reliet, fave from charity's hand,

Whilfl bending with age I cry line Wicklow find.

An > Jiretch forth, '^c.

Life's lamp it is likely can't much loriE;er burn.

When extinguilh'd, thank Heav'n, no more fliall I

mourn,
Kind death can alike all the forrows dilband,

Of the monarch, or him who cries fineWit^low fand

Ah '. Jlretchforth, ^c.

Lafs of Richmond HilL

ON Richmond Hill there lives a lafs

More bright than May-day morn,

hofe charms all other maids furpafs -,

A rofe without a thorn.

This lafs fo neat, with fmiles fo fwcet.

Has won my right good will :

I'd crowns refign, to call her mine,

The lafs of Richmond-Hill.

Ye zephyrs gay that fan the air,

And wanton thro' the grove ;

O whifper to my charming fair,

I die for her, and love.

This lafsfo neat, l£c.

How happy muil that fhepherd be,

Who calls this nymph his own ; ,

Oh 1 -may her choice be fix'd on me ;

Mine's fix'd on her alone.

IThis lajsfo neat, ^c.

Dear Chloe come give me fweet Kifles.

DEAR Chloe, come giv-e me fweet kiffes.

For fweeter no girl ever gave

;

But why in the midft of my blififes.

Do you aflc me how many I'd have ?

I'm not to be ftinted in pleafure.

Then pr'ythee, dear Chloe, be kind,

For fince I love thee out of meafure.
To numbers I'll not 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 ftraying,

Or the grain that rich Sicily yields;

Count how many ftars are in heaven.

Go number the fands on the fhore

;

And when fo many kiffes you've given,

I Hill fhall be aflcing for more.

To a heart full of love let me hold thee,

A heart which, dear Chloe, is thine;

In my arms I would ever enfold thee,

And circle thee round like a vine.

Vv hat joy can be greater than this is?

My life on thy lips fhall be fpent

:

But the wretch who can number his kiffes.

Will always with few be content.

I could never Luftre fee.

I
COULD never luftre fee

In eyes that would not.loot on me ;

I ne'er faw neftar on a lip,

But where my own did hope to fip.

Has the maid who feeks my heart.

Cheeks of rofe untouch'd by art;

I will own the colour true.

When yielding blulhes add their hue.

Is her hand fo foft and pure,

I mull prefs it, to be fure

;

Nor can I be certain then,

'Till it grateful prefs again.

Muft I with attentive eye

Watch her heaving bofom figh ;

I will do fo—when I fee

That heaving bofom figh for me.
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Aileen a Roon.
7 he filicrotng -very elegant paraphrafe on the Cilc-

hrattdJong ofAilee7i a Roon, by the late Rt. Hon.
']6hi Hely Hutchinfon, Provoft of Trinity College,

Dublin, andfirjlSecretary of'State,isnouipuhliJhed,

for the frfi time,from the original manufcript,

VJH! welcome, my Aileen ; the moment Isbleft

That tjiings thee to foothe ev'ry care of my Breaft

;

-Thefe eyes that behold thee,

Thefe arms that enfold thee ;

This faithful heart beating,

In joy of our meeting.

Welcome, a thouland times, Aileen a Roon.

My faithful companion* who walk'd by my fide,

Flew away like the wind when myAiken he fpy'd

;

With mufic he greets thee,

In raptures he meets thee,

Now to thy fide clinging
;

Now up thy lap fpringing,

He welcomes, a thoufand ways, Aileen a Roon.

My flocks ga^e and bleat as my Aileen draws nigh,

And my little ftream flows more melodioufly by ;

At her feet the flow'rs fpringing,

The birds round her finging;

In her prefence delighting,

All nature uniting.

Proclaims a glad welcome to Aileen a Roon.

Thy prefence my garden rejoices to hail,

And gives thee her welcome perfum'd in the gale,

Amid' thy charms ftraying,

Fond zephyrs are playing,

Now on thy cheek lying,

Soft breathing and fighing.

With whifpers they welcome thee, Aileen a Roon.

The bloffoms are cluft'ring, more verdant the grove,

And myfieldsfmile with gladnefstowelcomemy love,

To thee all is owing,
In thee pleafure fliowing

;

All objefts appearing \

More foft and endearing.

What wonder we welcome thee, Aileen a Roon.

In their gayeft apparel the fhepherds appear,

And are thronging to fee and to welcome thee here
;

Thy dear name refounding,

From hill to hill bounding
;

Fond echo conveying,

And joyfully faying

Welcome, a thoufand times, Aileen a Roon.

It to welcome thee all things In nature unite.

In what ftrainslhall thy Donald exprefs his delight?

At fight of his treafure,

Tranfported with pleafure

;

Thus gazing and preifing

To his bofom his bleffing

—

He has fcarce breath to welcome thee, AileenaRoon

* A favourite Spaniel.

Still in Hopes.

STILL in hopes to get the better

Of my ftubborn flame I try;

Sv/ear this moment to forget her,

And the next my oath deny.

Now prepar'd with fcorn to treat her,

Ev'ry charm in thought I brave
;

Then relapfing, fly to meet her,

And <;onfefs myfelf her flave.

Love in a Fit.

What wakes this new Pain.

'HAT. wakes this new pain in my breaft.
This fenfe that lay dormant before?

Ue flill, bufy flutl'rer, and reft;

The peace of \ny bofom reflore.

Why trickles in filence the tear ?

This fighing, ah! what does it mean?
This mixture of hope and of fear,

Where, once, all was mild and ferene.

Some pleaCngly anxious alarm
Now warms, and then freezes my heart;

Some foft, irrefiflible charm.
By turns gives me pleafure and fmart.

Ye fair married Dames.

YE fair married dames, who fo often deplore

That a lover once blefs'd is a lover no more, ,'

Attend to my counfel, nor blufn to be taught.

That prudence mufi cherifli what beauty has caught

The bloom of your cheek and the glance of your eye.

Your roies and lilies, may make the men figh.;

But rofes, and lilies, and fighs pafs away,
And paflion will die as your beauties decay.

Ufe the man that you wed like your fav'rite guitar

Though mufic in both, they are both apt to jar

;

Now tuneful and foft from a delicate touch,

Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too much.

The fparrow and linnet will feed from your hand,

Grow tame by your kindnefj, and come at command,
Exert with your huiband the fame happy flrill.

For hearts, likeyour birds.may be tam'd to your will

Be gay and good humour'd, complying and kind.

Turn the chief of your care from your face to you-
mind

;

'Tis there that a wife may her conquefts Improve,

And Hymen fhall rivet the fetters of love.

Cirrick,

The happy Miller.

HOW happy a ftate does the miller pofiefs,

Who would be no greater, nor fears to be !eff.

On his mill and himfelf be depends for fupport,'

Which is better than fervilely cringing at court,

Which is better than fervilely cringing at court.

What tho' he all dufty and pov;der'd does go.

The more he is powder'd the more like a beau;
A clown in his drefs may be honeller far

Than a courtier who iltuts in his garter and flat.

Than a courtier, fee.

Tho' his hands are fo daub'd they're not fit to be feen

The hands of his betters are not very clean
;

A palm more polite may as dirtily deal

;

Gold in handling may flick to the fingers like meal.

Gold in handling, ISc.

What if, when a pudding for dinner he lacks.

He cribs, without fcruple, from other mens' facks ;

In this a right noble example he brags.

Who borrows as freely from other mens' bags.

Who borrows, (Sc.

Or fhould he endeavour to heap an ellate.

In this too he'd mimic the tools of the ftate,

Whofe aim is alone their own coffers to fill,

And all his concern's to bring grift to his mill.

And all his concerns, ^i^

He eats wheii he's hungry, he drinks when he's dry,

And down when he's weary contented does lie ;

Then raif£;s up cheerful to work and to fing.

If fo happy a miller, then who'd bea king?
If fo happy a miller, then who'd be a king?

R. Dodf.ey.
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My Lodging is on the cold Ground.

MY lodging is on the cold ground,

And very hard is my fare ;

But that which troubles me moll is

The unkindnefs of my dear.

Yet ftiil I mull cry, oh turn love,

And I pvay thee love turn to me.
For thou art" the man that I figh for,

And alack what remedy.

I'll crown thee with a garland of ilraw then.

And I'll marry thee with a rufli ring;

My frozen hopes fhall thaw then.

And merrily we will ling :

Oh turn to me, my dear love,

And I pray thee love turn to me.
For thou art the man that alone can'It

Procure my liberty.

But if thoa wilt harden thy heart flill,

And be deaf to my pitiful moan.
Then I rnuft. endure the fmart ftill

;

And tumble in flraw all alone;

Yet ftill I cry, oh, turn my love,

And I pray thee love turn to me.

For thou art the man that alone art

The caufe of my mifery.

For Lack of Gold.*

FOR lack of gold flie left me, oh.

And of all that's dear bereft me
;

She me forfook, for a great duke,

And to endlels care has left me, oh.

A ftar and garter has more art

Than youth, a true and faithful heart;

For empty trifles we mull part,

And lor glitt'ring fhow fhe k.'t me, oh.

No cruel fair fhall ever move
My injur'd heart again to love ;

Through diftant climates I muft rove.

Since Jenny, fhe has left me, oh
;

Ye pow'rs above, I to your care

Commit my lovely, charming 1-air ;

Your choiceft bleffings with her Ihare,

Tho' (he's for ever leit me, oh.

* Written by the late Dr. .\\i(lin, oi Edinburgh, upon a lady's

marriage with one of die dukes of Scotland, after fhe had gii-ea

him much encouragement in his addreffes to her.

The Bee.

A BUSY humble bee am I,

-^*- That range the garden funny;
From flow'r to llov/r I changing fly.

And every flow'r's my honey.
Eright Chloe, with her golden hair.

Awhile my rich jonquil is,

, Till, cloy'd with fipping nedar there,

r- I iliift to rofy Phillis. IJhift,&e.

' But Phillis's fweet op'ning bread.

Remains not long my ftation ;

For Kitty muft be now addrefs'd.

My fpicy breath'd carnation.

Yet Kitty's fragrant bed I leave,

No flow'r can bind a rover;

And all in turns my love receive

The gay wide garden over. The gay, Uc

Variety, that knows no bound,
My roving fancy edges.

And ott witli 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 flov/'r's my honey.

And c'j'ry, ^Sc.

The Lafs of Bedlam.

/^NE morning very early, one morning in tha
^-^ fpring,

I heard a maid in bedlam, who mournfAiUy did iing.

Her chains fhe rattled on her hands, while fweetly^
thus fung fhe

;

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 v/as the fliip that bore my love a-

- way,
"iet I love hiSi'parents,fince they're his, altho' they've

Tuin'd me ;

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

O fhould it pleafe the pitying powers, to call me to
the ilry,

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

To guard him from all dangers, how happy fhould
I be.

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

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

With rofes, lilies, daifies, I'll mix the eglantine.
And I'll prefent it to my love, when he'returns from

fea.

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

Oh
I

if I were a little bird, to build upon his breaft.
Or if I were a nightingale, to fing my love to reft.

To gaze upon his lovely eyes, all my reward fhould
be.

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

Oh ! if I were an eagle, to foar into the Iky,
I'd gaze around with piercing eyes, where I my love

might fpy
;

But ah! unhappy maiden, that love you ne'er fliall

fee.

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

Blue Ey'd Nan.

TU"HEN the rough North forgets to howl,
' ' And ocean's billows ceafe to roll

;

When Lybian fands are bound in froft.

And cold to Nova-Zembla's loft
;

When heav'nly bodies ceafe to move,
My blue ey'd Ann I'll ceafe to love.

No more fhali flow'rs the meads adorn,
Nor fweetnefs deck the rofy thorn

;

Nor fwelling buds proclaim the fpring

;

Nor parching heats the dog-ftar bring.

Nor laughing lilies paint the grove

;

When blue ey'd Ann I ceafe to love.

No more fhall joy in hope be found ;

Nor pleafures dance their frolic round
j

Nor love's light god inhabit earth ;

Nor beauty give the paflion birth ;

Nor heat to fummer funlhine cleave,

When blue ey'd Nanny I deceive.

When rolling feafons ceafe to change,
Inconftancy forgets ;o range ;

When laviih May no more fhall bloom
;

Nor gardens yield a rich perfume

;

When nature from her fphere fhall ftart,

ril tear my Nanny from my heart.
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Dorothy.

N"OW many a long and wakeful night,

And many a painful day,

Sad Dorothy, confuming faft,

In hopelefs illnefs lay.

Each morn prepar'd to die e're night,

Each night before the morn,

At length flie fav/ the fatal day

The Wicklovv hills adorn.

Thefeather'd fongfters made the woods

With melody refound :

The earth rejoicing look'd abroad.

With heav'ns effulgence crown'd.

Before her chamber, glitt'ring, ToU'd

The liffey's filv'ry tide •,

The fields were green ; the bloflbm'd groves

Put forth their fylvan pride.

Full on the chearltfs bed of death

The genial luftre play'd -,

Yet not the morning's golden light

Could glad the difmal fhade..

Por fpring to her no joy could give,

Nor fummer eafe her pain,

Nor autumn e'er renew her ftrength,

Or fmiling health again.

Though all around was light and life.

The glory of the year.

To h?r, thewinter of the grave

She law approaching near.

Dark, dark and difmal was the wild

Tremendous fteep difplay'd ;

She backward caft a tearful look.

Then wrung her hands and faid—

" Thou fun, whofe beams, once more, I vie'W';,

" But ne'er fhall view again,

" Thou bufy, faithlefs world, farewell

'

" No more to give me jjain !

" Thou deareft Partner of my lieart

!

" O fit by me awhile,

" For ev'n the bitternefs of death,

" Thy prefence can beguile

!

«' I feel my ftrength decaying faft ;

" My final hour is near :,

" And cruel, cruel is the ftroke

" That parts me from my dear.!

" Thus in the prime of youth and love,

" To be compell'd to part

!

" In fpite of all my fortitude,

" It wrings my very heart.

" Yet all the tears that I could fhed,

" Have not the pow'r to fave ;

" Nor can the pangs of kindred woe
" Redeem me from the grave.

" Already, mingling with the duft,

" Thy voice I fcarcely hear ;

•' That voice that wont to glad ray foal

" With extacies fo dear!

" How chill and weary are my limbs,

" And feeble is my frame ;

" Expiring faft within my breaft,

" I feel the vital flame.

" I fcarcely breathe—my words are loft

" In painful hollow fighs
;

" And dim appears thy weeping form,,

" Before my darkfome eyes.

" O, bring my beauteous baby, love !

" O bring my babe to me!
" While I his angel face ofjoy

" Have yet the pow'r to fee.

" Alas ! that angel-face no more
" With blooming freflinefs glows ;

" Upon his cheek the lily pale,

" Has triumph'd o'er the rofe.

" Of all the pledges of my love—
" And babies I've had three—

" Of all the wifhes of my foul,

" This babe is dear to me.

«' I prided in a mother's throes,

" When I beheld his face,

*' Where now the clay-cold hand of death

" Haswither'd ev'ry grace.

" I hop'd to rear my lovely boy,
'

" J3ut Heav'n that hope deny'd I

" I hop'd to fee him flourifh tair,

" His father's honeft pride !

" I faw his early dawn of fenfe,

" With faireft promife bright

;

" And hop'd a thoufand tender dreams,

" That fiU'd me with delight.

" Though on the dreary verge of life,

" My beauty faded lies

;

" Though clouded are the funny ftars

" That fparkl'd in his eyes :

" Though, like a fainted fhade, he feemr

" In air to melt away;
" Since he muft lofe a mother's care,

" I prid'e in his decay.

" Plow can a widow'd father e'er

" His tender babe proteft,

" From an unfeeling ftranger's hand,

" Or nurfe's cold negledl ?

" The happieft of herfex isflie,

" Who, in this hour, refign'd,

" Has not the mifery to leave

"Her little ones behind.

" Farewell !—a long—and laft farev.-ell!

—

" My love, be not difmay'd,

" But, in tny grave, upon my breaft,

" Let my fweet boy be laid.

" For dear my Willy loves the breaft

" That nourifli'd him with life :

" And ihink—but not with fruitlefs grief

" Qn her who was your v^-ife."

She ceas'd—fweet 'William rais'd his head,

And look'd on her awhile ;

But foon his angel fpirit fled.

In an expiring fmile

.

He funk within his father's arms

;

Who caught his lateft breath ;

And mourn'd the ruin of his hopes.

Yet beautiful in death.

His mother kifs'd his lifelefs lips :

His fuff'ring father gave

The precious darling of his foul

With forrow to the grave.

His fainted partner follow'd foon :

Lock'd in her cold embrace.

Upon that breaft where virtue glow'd

Sweet William fleeps in peace. Terac
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To the Greenwood gang wi' me.
'O fpeer my love with glances fair.

The woodland laddie came.
He vow'd he would be aw lincere.

And- thus he fpolie his flame :

The morn is blithe, May blooming fair,

As fair as fair can be,

To the greenwood gang, my laffie dear,

To the greenwood gang wi' me.

Gang wi' me, i^c^

The lad I love is fa opprefs'd,

I could na fay him nay.

He tifs'd my lips, my hand he prefs'd.

As tripping o'er the bray :

Dear lad I cry'd, fa trig and fair,

As fair as fair can be,

To the greenwood gan^, my laddie dear,

To the greenwood ^ang wi' me.

Gang -wi' me, ^c.

The bridal day is come to pafs.

Sic joy was never feen.

And now I'm call'd the woodland lafs,

The woodland laddie's queen ;
- '

: I blefs the morn fo blithe and fair,

I fpeak my mind fa free.

To the greenwood gang, my laddie dear.

To the greenv;ood gang wi' me.

Women and Wine.

WITH women and wine, T defy ev'ry care,

.For life without thcfe is a bubble of air ;

With one and the other, in pleafure I roll,

And a full flow of fpirits enlivens my foul.

Let grave, fober mortals my miycims condemn,

I never fhall alter my conduft for them :

I care not how much they my maxims decline ;

Let them have their humour and I will have mine.

Wine prudently us'd 'Wiilour fenfes improve,

'Tis the fpring-tide of lite, 'tis the fuel of love
;

And "\ enus ne'er look'd with afmile fo divine,

As when Mars bound his head with a branch from

the vine.

Then come, a\j dear charmer, thou nymph half

divine,

Firft pledge me with kiffes, aext jiledge me witli

wine ;

Then sjiving and taking in mutual return.

The torch of our loves fhall eternally burn.

But fliould'H thou my pa'flion for wine difapprove,

My bumper I'll q»it to be bleit.with my love;

For rather than forfeit the joys of my lafs,

. My bottle I'll break, and demolifh my glafs.

G. A. Stevens.

Sweet Paflipn of'Lpye.

i HIS cold flinty heartitisyouthathayewarm'dt
You've waken'd my pafllons, my fenfes have charm'd
In vain againft merit and Cymon I ftrove.

What's life without pafiion, fweet paflion of love ?

The froft nips the bud, and the rofe cannot blow»
From youth that is froft-nipt no rapture can flow,
Elyfium to him but a defert will proVe.

What's life withou t paflion, fweet paflion of Ipvp ?

The fpring fhould be warm, the feafon be gay,

The birds and the flow'rets.jnake blithfome fweet

May,
Love ble/Tes the cottage, and fings thro' the grove.

What's life without paflion, fweet pafRon of love ?

Garrick.

The merry Sailor.

HOW pleafant a failor's life paffes.

Who roams o'er the watery main

;

No treafure he ever amalTes,

But cheerfully fpends ail his gain ;

We're ftrangers to party and faftion,

To honour and honefty true,

And would not commit a bafe adlion,

For power or profit in view.

Then why fkould we quarrel for riches,

Or any fuch glittering toys ?

A light heart.and a thin pair of breeches

Goes thorough the world my boys.

The world is a beautiful garden

Enrich'd with the bleflings of life;

The toiler with plenty rewarding.

Which plenty too often breeds flrife.

When terrible t^mpefts affail us,

And mountainous billows affright

;

No grandeur or wealth can avail us.

But fkilful induftry fleers right.

ThentoliyJhould'We-, l^c-

The courtier's more fubjefl: to dangers,

Who rules at the helm of the ftate,

Thar, we, who to politics ftrangers,

Efcape the fnares laid for the great.

,The various bleflings of nature

In various nations we try;

No mortals than us can be greateri

•AVho merrily live till we die.

Then why Jhouldwe, &c.
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Paddy Bull's Expedmon.

WHEN I took my departure from Dublin's

fweet town,
, , j. t j-j

And for England's ownfelf through the feas I did

plough

;

.

For four long days T was tofs'd up ana down,

Like a quid of chew'd hay in ;the throat ot a cow,

While afiaid of th« deck in the ocean totfljp, fir,

I clurif like a cat a fall hold for to keep, fir,

Round about the big poll that grows out of the flup,

fir-
/> 1 1

' O, I never thought..more to fing langolee.

I Handing Hock ftill,all fhe while I was moving

Till Irelandls dear coaft I faw clear ot fight,

Myfelf the next day, a true Irilhman proving,

W hen leaving the fhip on the Ihore lor to light,

As the board ihey put out was too narrow for quar-

ter,

The firft Hep I toot' I was in fuch a totter,

Thatl ju/iip'd upon land, to my neck up in water,

O that was »o time to fing langolee.

But as Iharp cold andhunger I never Itnew more.

And my llomach arid bowels did grumble and growl,

1 thought the bell way to get each in good humour.

Was to take out the wrinkles of Jboth, by my foul

;

So I went to a houfe where roafl meat; they provide

fir.

With awhirligig.whichupthe chimney I fpy d, fir.

And which grinds all their fmoke into powder be-

fides, fir,

'Tis as true as I'm now finging langolee.

Then I went to the landlord of all, the ftage coaches

That let fail for London each night in the week,

To whom! obnoxioully made my approaches.

As a birth aboard one I was come for to fcek ;

But as for the infide I'd no calh in my calket,

' Says I, with your leave, I make bold for to alk it,
.

When the coach is gone off, pray what time goes

the balkct ?

Tor there I can ride and fing langolee.

When making his mouth up—" the balket'T ays

he, fir,

•' Goes alter the coach full an. hour or two,"

Very well, fir, fays I, that's the thing then for me,

fir,

}3ut the devil.a word thai he told me was true ;

For th' one went before, and the other behind, fir.

They fct off cheek by joleat the very fame time, fir.

So the fame day, at night, I let out by moon-ifhine,

fir,

All alone by myfelf finging langolee.

O long life to the moon, for a brave noble creature,
.

That fervcs us with lamp-light each night in the

While the fun only fhines in the day, which by
nature.

Wants no light at all-f-as you all may remark
;

.But as for the .moon, by my foul 1 11 be bound, fir.

It would fave the whole nation a great rnany

pounds, fir,

To fubfcribe for to light him up all the year round,

iir.

Or I'll never fing more about langolee.

Collin?.

By Shady Woods.

BY fhady woods, and purling ftreams,

I pafs my hours in pleafing dreams,

And would not for the world be brought

To change my falfe delightful thought-;

For who, alas! can happy be,

Jhat does the truth of all things fee.

E
The Dogs and the Gun.

V'RY mortal fomefai-.ourite pleafure purfues,

Some to Daly's for play,'fome toLaikin's for news j

To Munden'f. droll pliiz others thunder applaufe,

And fome iriflers delight to hear Billington's nolle

;

But filch idle aniulenierits I'll carefully, fiiun.

And my pleafures confineto my dogs and my gun.

Soon as rhoebitshas finilh'd his fumroer's career.

And his maturing aid bkfl the hufbandman's care,

When Roger and Nell have enjoy'd harvcft home.
And tl)iir labours heing o'er aie at leifure to roam;
From the noife of the town and its follies I'll run,

And range o'er the fields with my dogs and my gun.

When nv: pointers around meall'fteadily Hand,

A nd none dares to ftir but the dog I command.
When the covey he fprings, and I bring down my

bird,

I've a.plcafure no pafiime befidecan afFor'd :

No pallime nor pleafure that's under the fun.

Can be equal to mine with my dogs and my gun.

When the covey I've thin'd, to the woods I repair.

And I brufh ihro' the thickets devoid of all fear;

1 here I exercife freely my levelling fKill,

And with pheafants and woodcocks my bag ot'ten fill;

For death, when 1 find them, they feldom can Ihun,

My dogs are fo fure, and. fo fatal my gun.

My' fpaniels ne'er bab.hle, they're under command •,

Some rage at a dillance, and foine hunt at hand ;

If a woodcock they flufh, or a pheafant they fpring,

With heart cheating notes how they make the woods
Ting ! '

Then for mu'fic let fribbles to Ranelagh run ;

^Ay concert's a chorus of dogs and a gun.

When at night we chat over the fporl of (he day.

And ipread o'er the table my conquer'd fpoils lay ;

Then I think ol my triends, and to each give a part,

For my friends to oblige is the pride of my heart.

Thus the vicf s ot town, and its follies I fiiun.

And my pleafures confine to.my dogs and my gun.

Bright dawns the Day.

BRIGHT dawn.s the day with rofy face,

That calls the hunters to the chace.

With mufical horn.

Salute the gay morji,

Thefe jolly co" panions to cheery _,

With enliv'ning founds,

Encourage the hounds.

To rival the fpeed of the deer.

If you find out his lair,

To the wo^tilanids repair,

Hark ! hark I he's unharbour'd, they er/,;

Then fleet o'er the plain,

We gallop amain.

All, all is:a,triunipKof joy.

O'er heaths, hills, and woods.

Thro' forefts and floods.

The Hag flies as fvvift as the wind ;

The welkin relounds

W ith the cry of the hounds,

Who chant in a concert behind.

Adieu to all care.

Pale grief and defpair.

We ride in oblivion of fear,j

Vexation and pain
'

We leave to the train,

Sad- wretches that lag in the reyt.

Lo I the flag Hands at bay,

The pack's at a Hay,

They eagerly feizc on their prize :

The welkin refounds

With ths chorvis of hounds,

Shrill horn with his knell, aud he dias.
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i; Shannon's Flow'ry Banks.

IfN fummer when the leaves were -green .

f* And bloflbms deck'd each tree,

lYoung Teddy then declar'd his love,

Q His artlefj love to me.

flOn Shannon's flow'ry banks we fat,

t And there he told his tale,

Oh ! Patty, faired of thy fex,

" O let fond love prevail."

' Ah I well-a-day, you fee me pine
" In I'oryow and defpair,"

'• Yet heed me not, then let me die,

" And end my grief and care"

—

l^h ! no, dear youth, I foftly faid,
'

Such love demands my thanks.

And here I vow eternal truth,

'On Shannon's flow'ry bants;

And here we- vow 'd eternal truth.

On Shannon's flow'ry b'anks,
'

And then we gather'd fweeteft flow'rs,

And. play'd fuch artlefs pranks;

But woe is me ! the prefs-gang came
And forc'd my love away,

Tuft when we nam'd next morning fair

To be our wedding day.

" My love," he cry'd, " they force me hence,
" But ftill my heart is thine;

—

•' All peace be your's, my gentle Pat,
" While war and toil is mine;

' With riches I'll return to thee,"—
I fohb'd out words of thanks ;

—

And then he vow'd eternal truth.

On Shannon's flow'ry banks.

And then he vow'd eternal truth,

Oa Shannon's flow'ry banks.

And then I fawhim fail away
I And join the hollile ranks;

From morn to eve, for twelve dull month's,

His ablence fad I mourn'd
;

The peace was made, the fhip^:ame back,

But Teddy ne'er returA'd

!

His beauteous face, his manly form,

Has won a nobler fair;

Teddy is falfe ; and I forlorn,

Muft die in fad dcfpair.

"Ye E;entlp maidens, fee me laid,

While you ftand round in ranks,

.And plant a v.iilow o er my head.

On Shannon's floTX'*ry banks.

Angelic Fair.

ANGE.LIC fair, beneath yon pine,

On graflTy verdure let's recline.

And like the morn be gay.

And like the morn be gay.

"See how Aurora fmiles on fpring,

.See ho'.v the larks arife and ling.

To hail the infant day.

To hail- the infant day.

Mufic fliall wake the morn, 'he day

^hall roll unheeded as we play.

In v/iles impell'd by love,

In wiles impell'd by love.

When weary we will deign to reft

Alternate on each other's breaft.

While Cupid guards lae grove.

While Cupid guards the grove.

'

What princes can boaft more happineft

Than I, polTeffing thee, poffefs,

AH care is banifh'd hence,

A.11 care is banifli'd hence.

Say, mortals, who our deeds defpife,

;in what fuperior pleafure lies.

Than love and innocence?

Than love and innocence ?

Banks of the Dee.

IT was fummer, fo foftly the breezes were blowing
And fweetly the nightingale fung from a tree.

At the foot of a rock, when the river was flowing,
I fat myfelf down on the banks of the Dee.

Flow on, lovely Dee, flow on thou fweet fiver,

Thy banks pureft ftreams fliall be dear tome ever,

When'firftI gain'd the attention and favour
Of Jemmy, the glory and pride of the Dee.

But BOW he's gone from meiand left me thus mourn-
ing.

To quell the proud rebels, fo valiant islie

;

And yet there's no hope of his fpeedy returning, .

To wander again on the banks of the Dee.
He's gone, haplefs youth, o'er the loud roaring

billows,

The fweeteft, and kindeft of all his gay fellows.

And has left me to mourn amongft thefe green wil-
lows.

The lonefomeft maid on the banks of the Dee.

But tima and my pray'rs. may perhaps yet reftore

him,

Bleft peace may reftore the dear fhepherd to me.
And when he comes home.with fuch care I'll watch

o'er him.

He ne'er fliall again quit the banks of the Dee.
The Dee then ihall flow, all its beauties difplaying.

The lambs on its banks fliall again be feen playing,
Whilft I with my Jemmy am carelefsly ftraybg,
And tafting again all the fweets of the Dee.

The Sea-worn Tar.

THE fea-worn tar, who in the war,
No danger e'er cou'd move,

True to his gun, all hazards.run,

Yet thought upon his love
;

But home again forgets his pain,

And feeks his faithful lafs;

"Lock'd in her arms, enjoys her charms,
And fills the fparkling glafs.

The fliip fafe moor'd, v/ith gold well ftor'd,

All dangers now are o'er.

His timbers tight, his rigging light,

He feuds along the fliore,

To feek the place where ev'ry grace
Adorns his charming lafs ;

Then in her arms, enjoys her charms.
And fills the fparkling glafs.

In war renown'd with honour crown'd,

He laughs and fings away :

Of fore and aft, above, abaft.

He talks from night to day ;

Of red hot balls, and batter'd walls,

To entertain his lafs

;

Lock'd in her arms, enjoys her charms.

And fills the fparkling glafs.

How pleased within my native Bow'rs,

TTOW pleas'd within my native bow'rs,
•1-'- Ere while I pafs'd the day ;

Was ever fcene fo deck'd with flow'ry,

Were ever flow'rs fo gay ?

-How fweetly fmil'd the hill, the vale,

And all the landfcape round ;

The rivers gliding down the dale.

The hill with beeches crown'd

!

But now, when urg'd by tender woes,
I fpeed to meet my dear ;

That hill and ftream my zeal oppofe,

And ftop my fond career.

No more, fince Daphne was my theme,

Their wonted charms I fee ;

That verdant hill, and filver ftream.

Divide my love and me.
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Love and Grief,

OR THE DEATH OF TMS SVTHESIAWSS'.

^htfalkimng halhi irfwriiei cnfa€l, atiJ^timtai»s tie very a/-,

feeing ftcry of fVilliom Earl nf SutkerlanJ, and hi! Ciuntfjs ;

win /-ailing loft an mly San, iteyendlamur^d to dijpsl their grief

by a journfy to Bath. 7hey had been there {miy a fern noeekt,

•when the Earl -was taken ill of a violentfe'iier, during -which time'

the Coan.'eft devoted ierfelf fo entirely to the care of her Lcrd^

thatfie a/tended himfor t-wenty-one days and nighti •without ever

having him or going to bed; and tie apfrehenfun oj his danger fo

affeSed her fpirits and appetite, that her flomnch rejitjed all fuf-

tenance, andfie died perfeilly 'worn out -j-'ithfatigue andtualch-

ing, the hegillDing of July I 766, and hit- Lordfiip afew dayl

after.—This moj} amiable pair voefe an honour to nobility \ their

conjugal love tvas even proverhiaC.—It appeared, from the in^

fcriptions m-tbeir coffins, that tie Earl was only 3», the Ctun-

tefs i.6.

FROM Caledonia's diftant bounds,

Eeyond the Murray firth,

Where Scottifh men, with warlike founds,

Join dance, and fong, and mirth.

There came the lord of Sutherland,

A youth tall, fair, and free ;

' His race was aye a gallant band,

.A gallant youth was he.

He lov'd his tiag, his countryiov'd

;

A trufty blade he bore

To fmite their foes; by fear unmov'd ;

,Their foes him dreaded fore.

Yet gentle was he, too, and kind,

As kindeft friend might be ;

For ftill in braveft fouls, we find.

Dwells fweet humanity.

A youth fo brave, a yoilth lo mild.

What lady would not love ?

Where'er he came, whene'er he fmil'd,

la vain the fair ones ftrove,

To quench the foft, but dang'rous flame

That in their bofoms giow'd ;

The kindling blufh that went and caine,

The fecret flame, ftill Ihow'd.

Amid the reft a lovely maid, „
Maria hight was feen;

, Lovely her looks, her manners f;aid,

But moft her mind, I ween,

Did tate who faw, meek was that mind

As meekeft infant's fmiles ;

And wife as age, nor yet inclin'd

To cunning that beguiles.

Nor art nor cunning needed ihe.

Her foul was fill'd with grace

;

Sincerely good, and nobly free.

Her foul beam'd imiiher face.

In deftin'd hour young Sutherland

Beheld the beauteous maid ;

Her beauty, could his youth withftand,

Such beauty fo array'd ?

Ah, no t her charms, by viTtue dreft,

Did feize the hero's heart;

He lov'd, he courted, he was bleft

—

Death only could tKera part;—

Nor that long time !—-Lift to my tale,

A tale of love and woe

;

If pity in your fireaft prevail,

Lift, and a tear.beftow,

*Midft all that wotth and -wealth combln'd,

Which friends and fame confer,

Of pleafure on the feeling mind,

Did live this-happy fair.

Their happinefs to crown, kind Heav'n
Two pretty babes did lend

;

Lent was the blefling, not fo giy'n,

liut for it Heav'n might fend.

And fend Heav'n did, erelong, for part.

The ekleft wss recall'd;

Both parents forely ru'd the fmart;
The fmart them both appall'd.

Now firft a-ppaird, our warrior brave
Sunk down in deep difmay ;

And oft he view'd his darling's grave.

His darling torn away.

Till heavy thoughts revolv'd too oft,

Opprefs'd the fprings of life ;

His ftrength decay'd, his foul was foft.

Tt bow'd beneath the ftrife.

His friends, to flee the fcene of grief,

Their prudent counfel gave;

(From objects ncv/ we meet relief)

All fought the youth to fave.

Bath's balmy waters gently ftream'd.

Their genial aid to give;

Each joy-infpiring naiad feeiii'd
^

-'To bid the warrior live ;

Nathlefs the lurking ficknefs gains

Faft on his weaken'd frame
;

Till grown, more bold, encreaiing pains

Reveal'd the fever's flame.

' Full thirtj'- days and thirty nights

Maria 'tends his bed.

To her what are the world's delights,

While there her lord is laid ?

To lull his anguifli, calm his mind,

And hand the healing dofe,

Was all her care : for this flie pin'd; ,

For this Ihe loft repofe.

At length her pious care prevail'd

To quell the fierce difeafe-r-

Might he but live, whate'er elie fail'd,

She reck'd not ;
pain would pleafe.—

" Ah ! me 1 what tidings do I hear ?

" She lickens, faints, and dies

;

" Outvi^orn with watching, grief, and, fear,

" She falls a fuorifice."

- Hufh ! -hide the woeful chance, look gay.

And clofeft filence keep ;

Or fmiling, fpite of forrow, fay,

" The lady is afleep-"

Say fo next day, try e\'*ry art—
But ev'ry art is vain :

Prblong'd fufpence, the wifhing hesrt

Refufeth to fuftain.

-" Where is Maria dear," he cries,

" My charmer, wiereis file,

" Whofe looks were -wont to cheerttyr ,6.782^

" Why doth fiie flyfromme ?

" Go bring her ; fay, poor Sutherland,

" Bereav'd of her, niuft die :

" Make hafte—why do you fpeechlefs ftand
'<

" What means that fudd^n figh ?

" Alas 1 alasl Maria's gone.;

" I will not here abide ;

" We cannot part ; we ftill are one"— .

He faid—then gvoan'd, and died.
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How imperfe<ft is Expreffion.

HOW imperfeifl is expreffion.

Some emotions to impart.

When we mean a fort eonfellion,

And yet fcek to hide the heart.

When our bofoms, all complying.

With delicious tumults fwell.

And what broken, fault'ring, dying.

Language would, but cannot tell.

Deep confufion's rofy terror,

Quite expreffive paints my cheei,

Afl: no more—behold your error,

Elufhes eloquently fpeak ;

What tho' filent is my angtiiih,

Or breath'd only to the air;

Mark my eyes, and as they languifK',

Read what your's have written there.

O that you could once conceive me,

Once my foul's llrong feelings view ;

Love lias nought more fond, believe me,

Friendfhip nothing half fo true.

From you, I am wild, defpairing.

With you, fpeechlefs as I touch.

This is all that bears declaring.

And perhaps, declares too much.

My Name's honeft Harry, O.

[Y name's honeft Harry, O,

Mary I wdll marry, O,

In fpite of Nell

Or Ifabel,

I'll follow my own vagary, O

;

With my rigdum, jigdiim, airy, O,

I love little Mary, O,

In fpite of Nell

Or Ifabel,

I'll follow my own vagary, O.

Straight fhe is> and botiny, O,

Sweet as iugai-candy^ O,

Frefh and gay

As llow'rs in May,
And I'm her Jack-a-dandy, O.

JFith my rigdum,jigdum, ^c.

Soon to the church I'll bring her, O,

Where we'll wed together, O,

And that done.

Then we'll have fun.

In fpite of wind or weather, O-

.With my rigdum,jigdum, &c.

The obftinate Daughtero

IF a daughter you have,

She's the plague of yourlife,

IJo peace you fliall know.
The' you've bury'd your wife J

At twenty flie mocks
At the duty you taught her.

Oh ! what a plague is an obftinate daughter.
Sighing and whining

!

Dying and pining !

Oh ! what a plague is an obftinate daughter.

When fcarce in their teens,

They have wit to perplex us.

With letters and lovers

For ever they vex us.

While each fiill rejefts

The fair fuitor you've brought her,

Oh ! what a plague is an obftinate daughter.
Wrangling and jangling

!

Flouting and pouting !

Oh ! whr.t a plague is an obftinate daughter.

The Irifh Giant.

T'HE Irifh giant you fliall find,
JL Tho' dwarf in form, of ample mind.
And ever to your wifh inclin'd,

With a fee, faw, fura.

Tho' not a friend to mean intrigue.

With truth and honour do but league,

I'll ever ilick by honeft Teague,
With a fee, faw, fum.

Then wave your fword, t'wards Highgate fleer,

And let the Englifh nothing fear,

Tho' you come an Irifh volunteer.

With a fee, faw, fum.

In London fport and beauty reign.

There Cupid holds -a warm campaigHj
And Teague fhall join to fill the traioj

With a fee, faw, fum.

There quacks and fliowmen boaft their art. _

There fops affail the fair-one's heart,
•

But Teague ihall better play his part,

With a fee, faw, fum.

Then wave your fword, t'wards Highgate fteer,

And let the Englifli nothing fear, -

Tho' you coma an Irifh volunteer.

With a fee, faw, fum.
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The Amazon.

SWAINS T fcorn, who nice and, fair,.

Shiver at the. morning air :

Rough and hardy, bold and free,

Be the man that's made for me.

Slaves to fafliion. Haves to drefs.

Fops themfelves alone carefs ;

Lei them without rival be,

They are not the men for me.

He whofe nervous arm can dart

The jav'ling to the tyger's heart,
^

Prom all fenfe of danger free,

He's the man that's made 'for meo

While his fpeed out-ftrips the wind,
lioofely wave his locks behind :

Prom fantaftic fopp'ry free,

.He's the man that's made, for; me.

No fimp'ring fmile, nor dimpled fleet

Spoils his manly fun-burrjt cheek,;

Uy weather let him painted be,

He's the man that's inade for me.

If falfe he proves, my jav'lin can
Hevenge the perjury of man

;

And foon another brave as he

Shall be found the man for me.

Like my dear Swain.

LIKE my dear fvvain no youth you'd fee

So blithe, fo gay, fo full of glee,

In all our village who but he,

Could foot it upfo featly.

His lute to hear, from far and near,

Each female came, both girl and dame,
And all the boon, for ev'ry tune.

To kifs them rouiid fo fweetly.

While round him, in the jocund ring

I've nimbly danc'd, he'd play or fing.

Of May the youth was chofen king,

He caught our ears fo neatly
;

Such mufic rare, in his guittar,

iiut touch his flute, the crowd was-mute.
His only boon for ev'ry tune.

To kifs them rouiid foiweetly.

Cajile ofAndalujia-

My bonny Sailor. .

MY bonny failor won my mind,
ftiy heaft is nov/ with him at fea *,

I hope the funn,mer's weflern breeze

Will-bring Ijim fafely back to me.

I wlfh to hear what glorious toils,

What dangers he has undergone,

What forts he's'ftorm'd, how great the fpoils

Prom France or Spain my failor's won.

A thoufand terrors chill'd my breaft.

When faocy brought the foe in view,

And day and night I've had no reft,

Left ev'ry gale, a tempeR 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 who loves like mci

His face by fultry climes is wan.

His eyes by watching fhine lefs bright ',

But ftili 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'Jl,Iove my jolly faiiorbold.

A'

Woman.
SK me not, how calmly I,

Ail the cares of life defy ;

How I baffle human woes

;

Woman, woman, v. oman knows.

Tou-may live, and laugh as I

;

.You like me, ma/ cares defy

;

All the pangs the heart endures,

Woman, wor;:3n, woman cures.

Aflc me not of empty toys.

Feats of arms, and drunken joys ;

I have pleafure more divine,

WoBiari, woman, woman's mine.

Raptures more than folly knows.
More than Fortune can beftow ;

Flowing bowls, and conquer'd fields,

Woman, woman, woman yields.

Tell me not of woman's arts.

Broken vows and faithlefs hearts,

Tell the wretch, who pines and grieve*.

Woman, woman, woman lives.

All delights the heart can know.
More than folly can beftow ;

Wealth of worlds, and crowns of kings,

Woman, woman, woman brings.

A
The Anfvver.

SK thou filly doating Man,
Whence our ruin firft began ;

How our grief, and deadly woe,

Did from woman, woman flow.

V/e might live, and'happy be,

Cou'd we fliun this enemy ;

AH the pangs the heart e'er knew.
From* vain woman, woman grew.

Afk what calm felicity,

Man was deftin'd to fupply
;

Nought could his repofe invade,

Till falfe woman ihe was made.

Soon as fhe receiv'd her breath,

Man was fubjeft unto death ;

-- Other evils, to their Ihame,

From deceitful woman came.

A(k what ills befell old Troy,

Which falfe Kellen did deftroy.

Or the tender bridegrooms, vJho

Woman woman, woman flew.

How the brave Mark Anthony

Loft the world by faithlefs fhe,

Ruin'd ftates, loft crowns and kings,

From vain woman, woman fprings.

Wanton Cupid.

WANTON Cupid, ceafe to hover

Thus around the fmiling fair.

You exclude a faithful lover

With your too officious care.

Whifp'ring breezes, hafte, begone

To fome remoter filent grove,

And leave Ale::is here alone.

To tell a thouftnd talcs of love.

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

That adorns her lovely face ! .

How {he's ev'ry thing that nature

-Can e'er give with ev'ry grace.

.If fhe lifiens to my ftory.

And tor me hath equal love ;

I'll not envy human glory.

But be bieft as thofe above.
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The Seven Ages ofWomaa.
" AIR

—

All amcng the Leaiiesfo green, 0,'

SINCE we find upon life's ilage,

Women now ot cv'ry age,

Who like men their parts muft dp,

Buiy aftrefles all through I

And who frequently difplay

Seven ages well as ihey,

Which feven ages we know—

>

With your leave,

Let us give,

An abftradl

Of each aft,

So flrange", fo ftrange,

Ev'ry, ev'ry change,

You'll laugh at each comical icene, O.

Firft a puppet mifs appears,

Ever ready with her tears ;

While the goflips pouring in,

Mark the dimple and the chin,

rlow the pretty features ftrike.

Father, mother, they're fo like,

Liker never yet has been, O-
"J'hjs one ihews

Mother's nofe,

That one fpies

Mother's eyes.

All iifs, all kifs

Pretty;, pretty mifs,

"So finifh this farcical fcene, O.

Now a few years after this.

In a boarding-fchool is mifs,

Quite accomplifh'd, how fhe grow*.

Holds her head up, turns out toes ;

Able too in French to chat,

Plays and dances, and all that,

A little Cyprian queen, O !

Courtfey makes
For fome cakes.

Gives them all

To her doll

;

Oh how, oh' how
Simple, fimple now,

They call this an innocent Icene, O.

Mifs now fees a handfome lafs

In her tell-tale looking-glafs.

And begins a fwain to choofe,

Then to read fine billet-doux
;

Novels bid her always hope.

Live on love, snd then elope.

So its hey for Gretna-Green, O !

OfF they fkip.

Crack goes whip,

Dad alarm'd,

Mifs quite charm'd

!

Oh hov/, oh how
Bufy, bufy now, .

Sure the third is a buftling fcene, O.

Tiladam now is fix'd for life,

And becomes a modern wife ;

Hoping fins may be forgiv'n,

Fain would fend her fpoufe to hesv'n ;

He, poor man, nov,' goes, on thorns.

Thumps his head to keep down horns.

And coughs loud to choak chagrin, O!
J'albng out.

What a rout !

Killing then,

Friends again I

Oh how, oh how
Fickle, fickle now,

&\xtt th- fourth is a pantomime fcene, O.

Now -what hopes and fears abound,
All is filence moil profound ;

News is brought—then hence defpair !

We have' got a fon and heir !

Quite elate the hulband's grown,
Being fure he's all his own

—

The truth of that doth fiie know
;

All folks met,

What a fet,

Wifhing joy,

Chriften boy ;

See here, fee here,

Mother's, mother's dear.
Sure the fiftli is a pretty fweet fcene, O.

Beauty like the rofe muft fade.
Madam finds her charms decay'd;
Greylocks fain fhe'd lay afide.

And with paint her wrinkles hide ;

But in vain her art fhe tries,

.Paint and patches won't difguife.

And this oft brings on the fpleen, O;
How fhe groans-
Pains in bones—

.

Full of cares

—

Says her prayers—
Dear me ! dear me !

Muft it, muft it be ?

Sure the fixth is a tragical fcene, O.

The laft aft doth now appear,
The cataftrophe draws near ;

Death ftalks in, who vifits all.

Then for ftage tricks—ftart and fall

!

Doftors fage exert their Ikill,

To prevent the threat'ning ill.

And their heroine to fcreen, O-
Vanifh hopes.

Trap-door opes

!

Down fhe pops.

Curtain drops

!

Good-bye, food-bye.
There, oh there, you lie,

And its exit poor lady this fcene, O.

The thrifty Wife.

T AM a cheerful fellow, altho' a married man,
•*• And in this age of folly purfue a faving plan.

Though wives are thought expenfive, yet who can
live alone ?

Then fince they are dear creatures, 'tis beft to have
but one.

My choice difcovers early my prudence andmytaft«;
I've a very little wife with a very little waift.

Marriage is a draught we take for better or for
worfe.

And wife he is who can prevent the draft upon his

purfe.

But evils ere much klTen'd wlien wives are well in-
clined

;

For, if they come acrofs us, they fhape them to our
mind.

When matters are well manag'd,no need to be ftrait

lac'd
;

You may with little danger increafe the little waift.

Though fpoufy *s fo difcreet, ftlll each fsfhion fhe'U
difplay

:

' '

Her bolom (heaven blefs her!) is as open as the
day

;

Her garment (may I venture a nmile to beg)
Hangs loolely from her flnoulder, like a gown upon

a pes'; '

Yet, fearlul of expenfes, fhe fhortens them, though
fraall.

And, if flie j^oes on fliort'ning, there'll be no waiil

at all i
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The Death of Morven.-

WHERE craggy cliffs o'erhang the main.

Unhappy Morven flood

;

^Fore-doom'd to love a maid in vain,)

And wildly viewed the flood.

With broken heart his reafon loft, •

Twelve moons the youth had mourn 'd';

Her fordid Sire his hopes had croft,

Fair Ann his love return'd.

To move Ms heart the youth had tried,

In vain he fought to move :

In vain the trembling maiden figh'd,

And Vfeeping own'd her love.

With large domains by fortiine bleft.

Elate in wealthy pride -,

The Sire, with fierce unfeeling breaft.

In threats their fuit denied.

" And if, fond girl, you dare to vv^d,

" Or more that beggar vievv ;

" My curfe Ihall blail thy guilty head."—

>

The trembling maid withdrew.

Now, clofe confin'd from Morven 's fight.

No friend to footh her woe :

Amidft the lonely gloom of night.

Her tears in filence flow.

.Alarming dreams difturb her mind,

With fad portending fears:

She hem-s—or thinks in every wind,

Hij dying groan Ihe hears*

She fancies cj^t his tuneful reed

Lr\ments in plaintive ftrains ;

Nov/ galh'd with wounds fhe fees him bleed.

Along the dreary plains.

Ah ! haplefs maid, thy foul no mcire.

His fond regard Ihall pleafe !

/ilon'5 on Wickiow's rocky fhore,

The youth defpairing ftrajs.

V/hile-o'er the wave in tears he hung, 3

Fate louring in his eye :

This frantic dirge he fadly fung,

With many a heavy figh :

" I'll feek my fhroud and winding-fheetj
" Beneath the wintry wave ;

" And deep beneath my Anna's feet,

'"I'll dig my peaceful grave.

"' Amidft the dreary midnight ftorms,

" My fhade fnall dimly glide ;

" With bleeding heart, a mournful form.,

" To claim my lovely bride.

" The grave fhall be my bridal bed,
" V/an fpedlres dancing round ;" All who like me in love have-bled !

" All who like me have drown'd 1"

He ceas'd, and plung'd adown the fteep,
'1 he murm'ring waves divide ;

And thrice emerging Irom the deep.

Adieu, fair Ann! he <:ried.

His cprfe the waves caft on the ftrand.

The throng around him fate ;

The Ihepherds fighing preft his hand,

The maidens wept his fate.

Yon aged oak preferves his name,

Beneath its fhade he lies :

And oft at eve, a glimm'ring flame

Is feen from thence to rife.

And pilgrims tell, they treipblingheai

A fad dcfponding found,

Thatnight of each revolvins: year,

On which the vouth was drown'd- 3 <'',sc.

Margaret and Willy.

AN OLD SCOTCH BALLAD. t

THERE came a ghoft to Marg'ret'j door.
With many a grievous groan,

And ay he twirled at the pin.

But anfwer made fhe none.

" Is that my father Philip?
" Or is't my brother John ?

"Or is't my true love Willy,
" From Scotland new come homei"

" 'Tis not thy father Philip,
" Nor yet thy brother John ;

" Eut 'tis thy true love Willy,
" From Scotland new come home;

'• O fvveet Marg'ret ! O dear Marg'ret!
" I pray thee fpeak to me

;

" Give me my faith and troth, Marg'ret,
" As I gave it to thee."

" Thy faith and troth thou's never get,
" Nor yet will I thee lend,

" Till that thou come within my bow'r^
" And kifs my cheek and chin."

" If I fhould come within thy bow'r,
" I am no earthly man

;

" And fhou'd I kifs thy rofy lips,

" Thy days will not be lang.

" O fvveet Marg'ret ! O dear Marg'ret

!

" I pray thee fpeak to me;
" Give me my faith and troth, Marg'ret,

" As I gave it to thee."

" Thy faith and troth thou's never get,
" Nor yet will I thee lend.

" Till-you take me to yon kirk-yard,
" And wed me with a ring."

" My bones are buried in yon tirk-yard,
" A far beyond the fea

;

" And it is but my ipirit, Marg'ret,
" That's now-fpeaking to thee."

She ftretch'd out her lily-white hand.
And for to do her beft,

" Hae there's your faith and troth, Willy,
" God fend your foul good reft.'*

Now fhe has kilted her robes of green
A piece below her knee.

And -aw the live-lang winter night

The dead corpfe follow'd Hie.

" Is there room at your'head, W^illy ?

" Or any room at your feet?

«' Or any room at your fide, Willy,
" Wherein that I may creep ?"

" There's no room at my head, Marg'ret

;

" There's no room at my feet;

" There'« no room at my fide, Marg'ret.
" My coffin's made fo meet."

Then up arid crew the red, red cock,

Aiid up then crew the grey
;

" 'Tis time, 'tis time, ray dear Marg'ret;
" That you were going away."

No more the ghoft to Tvlarg'ret faid.

But, with a grievous groan,

He vanifh'J in a cloud of mift,

And leff her all alone.

" O fiay, my only true love, ftay,"

The conftant Marg'ret cry'd ;

W^an grew her cheeks, Ihe clos'd her een,

S'-retch'd her foft linibf, and dy'd.
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Saturday Night at Sea.

''T*WAS Saturday night, the fwink'ling ftars

X Shone on the rippling fea,

No duty cali'd the jovial tars.

The helm was lafh'd a-lee :

The ampl« can adorn'd the board,

Prepar'd to fee it out.

Each gave the lafs that he ador'd

;

And pufli'd the grog about.

Cry'd honeft Tom, " my Peg I'll toaft,

" A frigate neat and trim,

" All jolly Portfmouth's favourite boaft :

" I'd venture life and limb,
" Sail fev'n long years, and ne'er fee land,

" With dauvitlefs heart and flout,

" So ftout a vetTel to command ;

" Then pitfii the grog about."

" I'll give" cry'd. little Jack " my Poll,

" Sailing in comely ftate,

' Top ga'ntfails let, ftie is fo tall,

" She looks like a firft-rate :

" Ah ! would fhe take her Jack in tow,
" A voyage for life throughout,

" No better birth I'd wifti toknow ;

" Then pufh the grog about."

" I'll give" cry'd I, " my charming Nan,
" Trim, handfome, neat, and tight,

" What joy fo fine a fhip to man ?

" She is my heart's delight

:

" So well fhe bears the ftorros of life,

" I'd fail the world throughout,
" Brave ev'ry toil for fuch a wife

;

" Then pufh the grog about."

Thus to defcribe Poll, Veg, or Natu
Each his beft manner tried ;

"Till, fummon'd by the empty can,

They to their hammocks hied :

Yet flill they did their vigils keep.

Though the huge can was out,

Tor, in foft vifions gentle fleep.

Still pufh'd the grog about.

The hardy Sailor.

THE hardy failor braves the ocean,

Fearlefs of the roaring wind,

Yet his heart, with foft emotion,

Throbs to leave his love behind.

To dread of foreign foes a ftranger,

Tho' the youth can dauntlefs rOam,

Alarming fears paint every danger

Tn a rival left at home.

The Green Willow.

An admired Song, fwig hy Signora Sterace, in tlis

" Iron Cheft," •written by Colman,j'un.

JL/OWN by the river theregrows a green willow,
Sing all for my true love I my true love, O !

I'llweep out the night there,the bank for my pillow.
And all for my true love, my true love, O !

When bleak blows the wind, and tempefts are beat-
ing.

I'll count all the clouds, as I mark them retreating.
For true lovers' joys, well-a-day ! are as fleeting.

Sing, O for my true love, fe'c.

Maids come, in pity, when I am departed;
Sing all for my true love ! i^c.

When dead, on the bank, lam found broken hearted.
And all for my true love, Wc.

Make me a grave, all while the wind's blowing,
tlofe tothe llream,where my tears once were flowing,

And over my corfe keep the green willow growing,
'Tis all for my true love, i£c.

With the Sun I rife at Morn.

WITH the fun I rife at morn,
Hafte the flocks into the mead;

By the fields of yellow corn,

There my gentle lambkins feed
;

Ever fportive, ever gay.

While the merry pipe I play.

Lovely Mira joins the ftrain.

Calls the wand'rer to its mate
;

Her fweet voice can footh each pain.

And make the troubled heart elate ;

Ever cheerful, ever gay.

While the merry pipe I play.

When from winter's rugged arms
Zephyrs fleeting leave the grove,

Mira cheers me with her charms.
For her fong is tuft'd to love :

Ever happy, ever gay,

On the merry pipe I play.

Tho' 010 fplendor decks my cot,

With my fair I live content

;

May it be my happy lot.

Still to Joye and ne'er repent:

While at dawn, and fetting day,

On the merry pipe I play.
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Adieu to the Village Delights.

ADIEU to the village delights,

Which lately my fancy enjoy'd ;

No longer the country invites,

To me all its pleafures are void

;

Adieu, thou fweet health-breathing hill!

Thou canft not my comfort reftore ;

JFor ever adieu mydearvill,

My Lucy alas ! is no more.

She, fhe was the cure of my pain,

My bleffing, my honor, my pride ;

She ne'er gave me caufe to complain,

.'Till that fatal day when fhe died

:

Her eyes, that fo beautiful fhone,

Are clofed for ever in fleep

;

And mine, fince my Lucy is gone.

Have nothing to do but to weep.

Could my tears the bright angel reftore,

Lite a fountain, they never fliould ceafe ;

But Lucy, alas ! is no more.

And I am a ftranger to peace :

Xet me copy, with fervor devout.

The virtues that glow'd in her heart

;

Then foon, when life's fand is run out.

We ihall meet again, never to part.

Deborah and Jonathan.

JONATHAN a wooing went.

He was fach a bonny man

!

And matrimony was the bent

Of little, jolly Jonathan ;

Deborah, the damfel's name,

Baxom was and frifky-o!

And fure as ever funday came.

He drove her in his -w'hiiky-o i

Oh the whiflcy

!

Fine and friflcy I

What a happy maid and man,

Deborah and Jonathan

!

Jonathan, afquabby elf.

Very fhort though ftrong enough,

Pound his wooing, like himlelf.

Not half a quarter long enough :

Cries he
—

'twill be a lucky hit,

With wealthy Deb. to tether-o!

So dug for Deb. the marriage pit,

And in they fell together-o!

O the tumble,

Jolt andjumble.

What a frifky wife and man,,

Deborah and Jonathan.

Deborah had money got,

Jonathan diminifh'dif.

Drank about, nor left his pot,

'Till fifty times he finifti'd it

;

When tipfey he, then Deb. will pout-
When fober, fcratch and quarrel-ol

He bangs the door, damns, flounces out,

And foaks again his barrel-o!

O the croaking.

Scratching, foaking

—

What a happy wife and man,

Deborah and Jonathan.

• Come fmg round my favourite Txee.

COME fing round my favourite tree,

Ye fongfters that vifit the grove ;

'Twas the haunt of my ihepherd and me :

And the bark is a record of love.

.Reclin'd on the turf by my fide.

He tenderly pleaded his caufe
;

I only with blufhes reply 'd,

And the nightingale fiU'd up thepaufe.

Fal de ral tit.

»rj-(WAS I learn'd a pretty fong in France,
J- And I brought in o'er the fea by chance^

And when in \'. apping I did dance,

OhI the like was never feen :

For I made the tnufic loud to play.

All for to pafs the dull hours away.

And when I'd nothing left for to fay.

Then I fung fal de ral tit, ^^c.

As I was walking down Thames-itreet,

A fliip-mate of mine I chanc'd for to meet.

And I was refolv'd him for to treat.

With a can of grog gillio I

A can of grog they brought us ftraight.

All for to pleafure my fhip-mate,

And fatisfa<5tion gave him ftraight.

Then I fung fal de ral tit, tfc.

The maccaronies next came in.

All drefs'd fo neat, and look'd fo trim.

Thinking to ftrike me dumb :

Some was fliort, and fome was tall.

But 'tis very well known I bang'd them all.

For I dous'd their heads againft the wall.

Then I fung fal de ral tit, i£c.

The landlord then aloud did fay.

As how he wifh'd I'd go away.

And if I attempted for to ftay.

As how he'd take the law

:

" O, d—m me" fays I " you may do your worfl,
" For I have fcarcely quench'd my thirft",

All this I faid, and nothing worfe.

Then I fung fal de'ral tit.tS'c.

It's when I've crofi'd the raging main.

And be come back to old England again.

Of grog I'll drink galore :

With a pretty girl to fit by my fide,

A.nd for her coftly robes I'll provide,

So that {he fliall be fatisfy'd.

Then I'll fing fal de ral tit, tjfc.

The Rofy Fair.

ARISE, my rofy nymph of May,
And with your Colin early ftr,ay,

To lafte the new-m.orn air.

The lark his tuneful notes hath rung,

To hail you with a bridal fong ;

Then rife my Rofj Fair.

Twelve moons are paft this May-day morn,

Since you, beneath the white blown thorn,

Avow'd to me, I fwear.

That this fame hour you'd kindly yield ;

By ev'ry flow'r that deck the field,

You vow'd my Rofy Fair.

No longer then fuch blifs deny.

But with your Colin's fuit comply.

That he may ever wear

That gentle, kind, and wifh'd-for chain,

Which is to bind your Colin fwain,

My charming Rofy Fair.

The nymj)h fhe haften'd to her love,
,

With joy he led her to the grove.

And fragrant was the air •,

The linnets tuneful perch'd the fpray,

And v.-arbled forth their dulcet lay.

To hail the Rofy Fair.

Then foon they join'd the rural train,

In fponive dance they tripp'd the plai»\

To Hymen's temple, where

The golden chain, connubial ban4.

To Colin bound the lily hand

Of his fweet Rofv Fair.
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Come let us Dance and Sing.

!t.HE rAVOURITE FINALE IN INKLE AND YARICO.

IN CLE.

COME let US dance and fing,

While all Barbadoes bells fliall ring.

Love fcrapes the fiddle firing.

And Venus plays the lute.

Hymen gay,

Foots away,

I

Happy at our wedding day,

(
Cocks his chin

And figures in

I
To tabor, fife and flute.

I Come let us, ^-c.

NARCISSA.

(since thus each anxious care.

Is vanifh'd into empty air ;

Ah, how can I forbear

To join the jocund dance ?

To and fro.

Couples go,

On the light fantaftic toe ;

While with glee,

Merrily,

The rofy hours advance.-

Come let us, &c,

TRUDGE.
'Sbobs now I'm fix'd for life,

My fortune's fair, tho' black's my wife ;

Who fears domeftic ftrife,

Who cares now a fouce-?

Merry cheer,

My dingy dear.

Shall find with her faftotum here,

Night and day,

I'll frilk and play,

About the lioufe with Wows.
Come let us, ISct

YAKICO.

When nrft the fwelling fea,

iHither brought my love to me;

What then my fate would be.

Little did I think

:

Doom'd to know.
Care and woe,

Happy ftill is Yarico ;

Since her love

Will conftant prove.

And nobly fcorns to flirink,

Co7ne let us, l^c.

Tatty.
Xet Patty fay a word,

A chamber-maid may fare be heard ;

Sure men are grown abfurd,

Thus taking black for white

,

To hug and kifs

A dingy mifs,

Will hardly fuit an age like this,

Unlefshere

Some friends appear.

Who like this wedding night.

Come let us, fe'c.

The Sea Fight.—^A Catch.

BOATSWAIN 1 pipe up, all hands, hoy !

Turn out, ev'ry man and boy !

Make fail, give chace,

Then fplice main brace I

A gallant fhip I my boys, fhe's French !

In grog and flip here's to each wench.

Loof, boys, higher
;

Stand by—fire !

Sh? ftrikes ! -fhe ftrikes ! our's is the day.

-A glorious jiriae—b-elay, belay !

Capt. Thompfon.

Plato's Advice.*

SAYS Pla<o, why fli'ould man be vam,
Since bounteous heav'n hath made him gr«at I-

Why look with infolent difdain

On thofe undeck'd with wealth or ftate ?

Can coftly robes, or beds of down.
Or fplendid 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 burthen'd flave,

The humble, and the haughty die
;

The rich, the poor, the bafe, the brave,
In duft, without diftintftion, lie.

Go fearch the tombs v/here monarchs reft,

Who once the greateft titles bore ;

The wealth and glory they poffefs'd.

And all their honours, are no more.

So glides the meteor thro' the flcy.

And fpreads along a gilded train ;

"

But, when its fhort-liv'd beauties die,

Diflblves to common air again.

So 'tis with us, my jovial fouls;

—

Let friendfhip reign while here we flay
;

Let's crown our joys with flowing bowls :—
When Jove us calls we muft obey.

* An alteration of a Poem, written by the Rev. Mr. Mathev?
(Hufband to the celebrated Letitia) Pilkington—beginning,

" Wly Lyci<Ia!,Jbcald man be vain ?"

A Soldier for me.

A SOLDIER, a foldier, a foldier for me.
His arms are fo bright,

And he looks fo upright.

So gallant and gay,

When he trips it away.

Who is fo nice and well powder'd as he ?

Sing rub a dub, rub a dub, rub a dub, a dub a dub
dub a dub,

Thunder and plunder,

A foldier, a foldier, a foldier for me.

Each morn when we fee him upon the parade,
He cuts fuch a flafii.

With his gorget and fafh,

And makes fuch ado.

With his gaiters and queue.

Sleeping or waking, who need be afraid.

Sing rub a dub, tsV.

Or elfe when he's mounted fo trim and fo tall,

With broad fword in hand.

The whole town command.
Such capers, fuch pranceS,

Such ogling, fuch glances,

Our hearts gallop ofF, and are left at Whitehall.
Sing taran, tantaran, tantaran, tantaran, tantaran,

taran.

Trumpet and thump it,

A foldier, a foldier, a foldier for me.

The thund'ring Drums.

THE thund'ring drums did beat to battle,

And murrn'rins; cannons, too, did rattle ;

The enemy fiercely affall'd.

And death with it's horrors prex^ail'd.

Hiavy moans,

Dying groans.

Could be heard 'm-dft the ioudeft alarms !

I fought for your fake.

Made the enemy quake,

And with conqueft return to your arms.
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Lautrecio aiidlfaura;

TRA^SLATSD IROM THE FRENCH OF FLORIAN^

By Mr. HOOLE-

IN fam'd Thouloufe a virgin dwelt,

Ifaura was the fair^one's name,

V/hofe charms the young Lautrecio feltj

And Ihe return'd his conftant flanae -,

Eut deaf to pray'rs, their parents ftern

The ties of mutual love oppofe :

Ah ! thus muft hearts unpitied burn,

And love but fpring to nourifh woes?

Alphonfo, fairlfaura-s fire.

For her another Ipoufe decrees;

Eut true to love's firft blamelefs fire,

She falls and clafps her patents' inees.

" Still, Hill thy angry threats purfue,

" Till both withlife and grief I part

:

" To thee a daughter's life is due

—

" Eut ah ! Lautrecio claims my heart."

Her aged fire, whofe ruthlefs mini

Not love but vengeful paffion fway'd,

With galling chains the maid confin'd.

And to a dungeon's gloom convey 'd.

Lautrecio, menac'd by his rage,

Before her prilbn breathes his grontis,

:

So, near his partner's wiry cage.

The feather'd fongfter gently moans.

It chanc'd, one night Ifaura fair

Her lover's plaintive forrow hears :

Swift to the grate flie flies, and there

Befpealis him thus with llreaming tears :

" Mv heart's der-.r clioice ! affuage thy pains,

" Still for my truth dlfmifs thy care :

" And know I lightlyfeel thefe chains,

" Since 'tis for thee thefe chains I wear.

" Submit me now to fortune's rage,

" And thou to Philip's court remove ;

" There let thy val'rous deeds engage

" The prince to aid our faithful love.

" .But ere thou goefi, my hand beftows

" This only pledge my truth to bind :

•• Memorial fweet ! the falreft rofe,

" The hyacinth and vi'let join'd.

" The wild role is the flow'rl prize,

" My favourite hue the vi'let fliews;

" And well the hyacinth fupplies

" An emblem of my bofom's woes.

•' Thefe flow'rs, to which my lips I feal,

" Shall moiften'd with my tears remain,

<• And thefe for ever fhall reveal
_ _ ^^

" Our loves, alas ! exchang'dinvain.

She faid, and through the grated frame

The token to her lover threw.

When fudden lo f Alphonfo came,

Andfnatch'd her trembling frojn his view.

To France Lautrecio fpeeds his way.

But meditates a fwift return,-.

While confcious {hades his grief betray,

As €chaes round:Ifaura mourn.

full foon he hears that wafting-war

On eyery fide for valour calls,

That England's hero (fam'd afar)!

Had clofe befieg'd his native walls.

Lautrecio-Bow returns in hafte.

And foon his feet the fortrefs gain ;

He fees the brave Thouloufatis chac'd

In heaps before the hottile trail).

One warrior fole, with noble fire

Refills, nor fhrinlcs from death difmay d,

-Tvvas fair Ifaiira's ancient fire -,

_

T ^.inecio flies to yield him aid.

He whirls hij fword,.he-fliouts, he faves- <

Himfelf the warrior's bulwark ftands;

Though wounded fore, the foe he braves.

And fcatters Edward's routed bands.

,^But death, alas 1 his wound purfuej,

In honour's field Lautrecio lies^

Alphonfo, turning thence, he views.
And calls him thus with feeble cries :

" Relentlefs fireof her I love,

" In me thy pride a fon difdain'd •,

" And thus reveng'd, I joy to prove
" That fate which has thy fafety gain'd.

" 'Yet grant at leafl; the pray'r I make ;

" Ifaura's future griefs difpel

—

" O! tell her, that I bade thee take
" And bear to her my laft farewell

!

" Give her thefe flow'rs, bedew'd with gore^,

" Dear pledges of Lautrecio's blifs ;

'" But let my dying lips once more
" Imprint on thefe an ardent kifs.'

Such words he fpcke and breath'd his laft ;

Alphonfo mouvn'd his heavy fate;

The l|ov/'rs he took, and fighing pafs'd

The dreadful tidings to relate.

Afew fhort days fuffic'd to wafte

The fad Ifaura's fleeting breath ;

But firft with trembling hand fhe trac'd

This mournful teftament in death :

•On every year the maid decreed.

In mem'ry of her forn>ST woes,

Each flow'r fhould prove the poet's meed
\\ hofe rival ftrain moft fweetly flows.

Her little v/ealth fhe left to frame

The myftick flow'rs in fhinlng gold ;

And ftill, obfervant of the dame,

Her country's fons this cuftom hold.

The Earl of Murray.
In December 1591, Francis Ste'Ufart earl of Bothivillr^wi^c an at^

tar.pt to feize on the psrjon of ^ames VI. but^ being Mjcppointei^
\

had retired tomjardt the north. The king gave a comniijficn t9\

George- Gordon earl of Huntley., to purfue Both-^jjell andhis foi'\

loivers Jmth fire and j<word. Huntley^ to revenge a private quar-

rel he had againfl fatnes Stenvart earl of 'Murray., a relation of

Both'iiiell\',in the night of Fib. i$9i, befet Miirray''s houje, burnt

it to the ground., andjle^w Murray hitnfelf.

77'e prefent lord Murray hath novi in his poffejfion a picture of his

cncefior naked and covered 'with ti'Ounds, <vjhich had been carrud

about, according Ho the cuflom of that age., in order to inflame tht

populace to revenge hit death. '-It ii a-tradition in thefavtily, that

Gordon.cf Bucky gave him a <wound in theface : Murray halfex-,

firing Jaid, " I'ou haefpllt a better face thr.nyour avtiin." Upon

thii Bucky pointing his dagger- at'Huntley' s breajl^j^vorc, '* ? :i

Jball be as deef as I ^\a>idforced him topierce thfar dejsiMc't'y

body.

YE Hielands and ye Lawlands

O whar hse ye been?

They have flain the earl of Murray
,|

And laid him on the green 1

Now wae'lie to you Huntley !

O wharfore did ye fae ?

I bad you bring him wi you ;

But forbad you him to flay.*

He was a bra galant,
_

And he rid at the ring

;

The bonnie earl of Murray

He micht ha been a kingr

He was a bva galant.

And he playd at the ba -,

The bonnie earl of Murray

Was the flower amang them a.

He was a bra galant.

And he playd at the gluve ;

The bonnie earl of Murray '

He was the queen's luve.

O lang will his lady

Look owr the caftle downe.

Ert {he fee the- earl of Murray

jCum founding throuch the to-Ju :
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The Requeft.

T'ELL me, babbling Echo, why
-L You return me figh for figh ?

When I of flighted love complain,

You delight to mock my pain.

Bold intruder, night and day,

Bufy tell-tale hence away !

Me and my cares in filence kave.

Come not near me whilft I grieve.

But if my Iwain, with all his chaisns,

Returns to blefs my longing arms,

I'll call thee from thy dark retreat,

The joyful tidings to repeat.

Repeat, repeat, repeat thy drain :

Tell it o'er and o'er again.

From morn to night prolong the tale

:

Let it ring from vale to vale.

The Girl of my Heart.
6USO IN THE WOODMAN.

TN the world's crooked p«th where I've beea,
^ There to fhare of life's gloom my poor part.
The bright fun-fhine that foften'd the fcene,

Was, a fmile from the girl of my heart.

"Not a fwain, when the lark quits her neft,

But to labour with glee will depart,

If at eve he expefts to be bleft.

With, a fmile from the girl of his heart.

Come then, crofles and cares, as they may.
Let my mind ftill this maxim impart,

That the comfort of man's fleeting day,

Is, a fmile from the giil of his heart.

Bales Dudley,

I am not Twenty.

A S thro' the grove, the other day,

-is- I gang'd fo blithe and bonny.

Who fliould I meet upon the way,

But my true lover, Jonny :

With eager hafte

He clafp'd my waift,

And gave me kifles plenty;

Tho' I deny'd.

And thus reply'd,

" Dear lad, I am not twenty."

" What's that tome" the fhepherd cry'd,

" You're old enough to marry ;

" Then come, fweet girl, and be my bride,

" No longer let us tarry :

" But let's be gone,

"O'er yonder lawn,
-" Where lads and lafl^es plenty,

" Are fiU'd with joy,

" And kifs and toy,

" Altho' they are not twenty."

I lift,en'd to his foothing tale,

A.nd gang'd wi' him fo rarely.

With fongand pipe he did prevail.

He won my wiflies fairly :

Oh! he's the kd
That makes me glad, .

With kiffes fweet in plenty;

So I declare.

By all that's fair,

I'll wed, tho' not -cjuite twenty.

Zephyr and the Rofe.

"\TTHEN zephyr,who fighs for the lover's foft blifsW Salutes by furprife the coy rofe ;

Averting her head fhe declines his fond kifi,

Her beautiful lips ftrives to clofe :

Though all mildnefs the vouth of fuch fragrance
poffefs'd,

Tranfported he feeds on her breath ;

Nor,thoughtlefs, reflefts.while he feels himfelf bleft

To her who thus bleffes 'tis death.

Mor, tkoughtkfs, ^c.

Now clofer he prefles ! unable to fpeak.

What muft the dear innocent feel ?

Alarm him,ye dew-drops, that roll down each cheek,

Her anguilh entreat him to heal

:

Ah I bid him beware, left a moment ofjoy,
Ofjoy, fpite of honor obtain'd.

The peace of two minds in a moment deftroy.

That peace which can ne'er be regain'd.

The peace, ifi'ct

The rogue hears Tageprtjdence* not feeming^ to hear,
And feels, tho' not feeming to feel

!

His lips check the courfe of each delicate tear,

Then labour her anguiih to heal:
The breath juft exhaufted by one ftolen feife,

A thoufand chafte kifles reftore ;

Andcrimfon'd with bluflaes, her beauty andblifs
Grow perfeS and leffen no more.

Aitd cr'vmfond, ©"«
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'Twas near a Purling River Side.

''~T~'V/AS near a purling river ^de,-'

L V. here bending •vvillows kifs the tid?j

VouKg Chloe fat, with head reclin'd,

On flow'r/ bank, opptefs'd in mind.

Her bofom heav'd with throbting fighs,

The tears ran- trickling from hereye*;

Her face rellt'ited with delpair.

And lev'ry groan re-echo'd care.

Till grief at laft gave fuch a ftroke,

Her eye-lids clos'd, her heart-ftrings broke.

Yel, ere Ihe dy'd, in folenjn tone

She fpoke thefe words -ftijtliout a groan ;

" Farewell, ye meads—farewell, ye bow'rs;
" Trarjfiucid flreains, and fragrant tlow'rs ;

"Colin, and earthly joys, adieu
;

" No longer! can ftay -with you.

This Day is our own.

RAY don't ileep or think.

But give us lome drink,

F;Or 'faiih I'm moft plaguily dry
;

, Wine cheers up the foul,

Then fill up the bowl,

For ere long, you all know we mufl die.

Yeilerday's gone.

This day is our own,

To-morrow we never may fee.;

Thought caufes us fmart,

And eats up ihe heart

;

Then let us be jovial and frtje.

The world is a cheat,

With a face counterfeit,

Afii freedom -and mirth difcomniends ;

But here we will quaff.

Speak our. thoughts, fing, and laugh;

For all here are mafons and friends.

Friendfhip and Wine._

LET the grave, and the gay,

Enjoy life how they ">'4y,

\M[y pleafures their pleafures furpafs;

Go the world well or ill,

'Tis the fanne with me ftill,

IfJ have but my friend and my glaif.

The lover may figh,

The couriier.may lie.

And Crcefirs his treafure amafs;

All the joys are but vain,

That are blended with pain ;

So I'll ftand by my friend and my^Iafi.

New life wine infpires,

And creates new defires,

And oft wins the lover his lafs,

"Or his courage prepares

To difdainthe nymph's airs

;

56"T'H ftand by my friend and my glafs.

The earth fucks tlie rain.

The fun diaws the main,

Witl^ the earth we are all in a clafs ;

Then enlivert the clay,

,liet us live v;hile we may.

And I'll Hand by my friend and my glafs.

' ' 'Tis friendfhip and wine
Only, life can refine :

We care not vvihate'cr comes to pafs

Wiih-«ourtiers, -or great men.

There's none of us llatelmen

;

£;ojne, here's to eur friend and our g'afs.

The iN'ight ^vas ftill.

THE' night was ftill, the air ferene,

Fann'd by a louthern breeze
;

The glimm'ring moon might juft be feen,

Reflefting thro' the trees.

The bubbling water's conftant courfe,

From tJfF th' adjacent hill,

Was mournful Echo's laft refource,

All nature was fo ftill. .

The conftant fhepherd fought this Ihade,

By forrow fore opprefs'd ;

Clofc by a fountain's marein laid, ' '

His pain he thus exprefs'd :—

" Ah, wretched youth ! why didft thou love,

" Or hope to meet fuccefs

;

" Or think the fair v/ould conftant prove',

" Thy blooming hopes to blefs ?

'" Find me the rofe on barren fands;
" The lily 'midft the rocks;

" The grape in wild deferted, lands;
" A wolf to guard the flocki,

" Thofe you, alas! will fooner gain,

" And will more eafy find,

*' Than meet with aught but cold difdain
" In faithlefs womankind.

" Riches alone now win the fair,

" Merit they quite defpife
;

" The conftant lover, thro' defpair,

"Becaufe not wealthy, dies."

The Rofe-Bud.

SWEET bud ! to Laura's bofom go,

And live beneath her eye ;

There, in the fun of beauty blow.

Or tafte of heav'n and die.

Sweet earneft of the blooming year!"
Whole dawning beauties fpeak

The budding blufh of fummer near,

1 he fummer on her cheek !

Beft emblem of the nymph I love,

Refembling beauty's morn,
To Laura's bofom hafte, and prove

One rofe without a thorn.

The Linnet.

AS paffing by a fhady grov-e,

I heard a linnet fing,

Whofe fwectly plaintive voice of love

Proclaims the cheerful fpring.

His pretty accents feem'd to flow

As if he knew no pain
;

His downy throat he tun'd fo fv.eet,

It echo'd o'er the plain.

Ah 1 happy warbler, Ireply'dj

Contented thus to be ;

'Tis only harmony and love

Can be compar'd to thee.

Thus perch'd upon the fpray, you ftand

The monarch of the fhade
;

And even fip ambrofial fweels,

That flow from ev'ry glade.

Did man poffefs b«t half thy blifs,

Kow joyful might he be !

But man was never form'd for this,

' 1 is only joy for thee.

Then farewell, pretty bird, I faid,

~ Purfue thy plaintive tale,

j^nd let thy ^tuneful accents fpread.

All o'er the frisgrant » aljs.
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Songs of Shepherds.

SONGS of ftiepherds in ruftical roundelays,

Form'cl on fancy, and whiftled on reeds,

[
Sung to folace young nymphs upon holidays,

Are too unworthy for wonderful deeds

:

Sottifh Silenus, to Phoebus the eenius,

- Was lent by dame Venus, a fong to prepare,

In phrafe nicely coin'd, and verfe quite refin'd,

I

How the States Divine hunted the hare.

Stars, qiiite tired with paftimes Olympical,

Stars and planets, that beautiful flione,

Could no longer endure tliat men only fliould

Kevel in pleafures, and. they but look on
;

Round about horned I,ucina they fwarm'd.

And quickly infovm'd her how minded they were;

Each god and goddefs, to take human bodies,

J.

As lords and ladies, to follow the hare.

Chafte Diana applauded the motion,

And pale Proferpine fat down in her place,

To guide the welkin, and govern l1ie ocean.

While Dian cor.duSled Jier nephews in chace.

By her example, their father to trample.

The earth old and ample, they foon leave the air:

Neptune the water, and wine Liber pater,

And Mars the llaughter, to follow the hare.

Young god, Cupid, was mounted on Pegafus,

Borrow'd o' the Mufes, with kilTes and prayers;
Stern Alcides, upon cloudy Caucafus,

Mounted a Centaur, that proudly him bears.

The poftillion of the iky, mimble-heel'd Mercury,
Made his fwift courfer fly fleet as the air

;

While tuneful Apollo the pailime did follow.

To whoop and to hollow, boys, after the hare.

Drowned NarciiTus, from his metamorpholis,
Rousd by Echo, new manhood did take,;

Snoring Somnus upftarted from Cim'ries,

Before, for a thoufand years he didn't awake
;

There was lame club-footecf Mulciber booted,

And Pan too promoted on Corydon's mare ;

Eolus flouted ; and with mirthMomus ftiouted,

While wife Pallas pouted, yet foUow'd the hare.

Grave Hymen ufhers the Lady Aftrea,

The humour took hold of.Latona the cold,

Ceres the brov.'n too with bright Cytherea,
And Thetis the wanton, Bellona the bold,

Shame-tac'd Aurora, with witty Pandora,
And Maya with Flora did company bear;

But Juno was ftated too highto be mated,
Altho,' fir, fhe hated not hunting the hare.

Three brov/n bowls of Olympical neflar.

The Troy-born boy^now prefents on his knee

;

Jove to Phoebus caroufes in nedar,
And Phoebus to Hermes, and Hermes to me ;

Wherewith infufed, I piped and mufed.
In language unufed, their fports to declare,

Till the vaft houfe of Jove, like the bright fpheres
did move.

Health to all thofe who love huntin g the hare.

Bacchus, Jove's delightful Boy.

BACCHUS, Jove's delightful boy,

Gen'rous god of-wine and joy,

Hill exhilarates my foul

kVith the rapcur^s of the bowl.

Phen wi(h feather'd feet I bound,
Dancing in a feitive round ;

rhen I feel in fparkling v/ine,

jPraiifports delicate, divine.

Then the fprightly mufic warms.;
long delights, and beauty charmsi
debonair, aid light, and gay,~

Thus I dance the hours away.

Lingo's Wedding.
AIR—" Pujh about the Jorum."

/^NCE more, good friends, Lingo appears,
^^ His heart with joy elate, fir,

In fpite of all rude Cudden's fneers,

I ne'er repine at fate, fir
;

For Cowflip is my wedded wife,
I am a happy komtis.

And live a multious tonus life,

In Domino Felix's domus !

We tripp'd to church, fo blithe and gay.
Our hearts were void of care, fir,

Farmer Stump he led the way,
And Cudden too, was there, fir,

Cowflip fhe was dreft fo neat.

White mittens on her manus.
The bcUa mulier look'd fo fweet
And lovely as a canus.

The ceremony foon was o'er,

And then magnus and fmall, fir,

With joy and glee ftraight did repair.

To Dcmine Felix'% hall, fir,

A honus dinner was prepar'd,

Which foon was let before e'm

;

The rufiic fwains ne'er better far'd,

And I fung rorutii coram.

Farmer Stump cry'd out " encore,"

(Clafping his jug of fiingo)
" Such finging ne'er was heard before

;

" Braveffimo ! good Lingo!"
Then, by delire, I fung " bow, bow;"
The farmer rofe to fpeak, fir.

And in a paffion faid, as how
He wafn't fond of Greek, fir.

Each ^owKs in mj praife did ring,

We all were lomewhat mellow;
I aflr'd my Cowflip for to fing.

She gave " the, charming fellow. i.

A latin epitaph I fung,

Expreflive of my joys, fir,

With acclamations the hall rung.

In giving me applaufe, fir.

The ev'ning now was far advanc'd.

We bid the fwains good night, fir,

Away they all together danc'd,

Each heart beat with delight, fir.

If you acquit me with applaufe,

'Twill cheer me with my ftingo

;

I hope you all will back my caufe,

And wifh fuccefs to Lingo.

The Precious Goblet.
,

SEE! the jolly god appears I

In his hand the bowl he rears I

Quaffing, let me drown my care,

And all thy noble fpirit fhare.

Precious goblet ! cup divine i

Let me quaff thy rofy wine.

Let my hoary honours grow,

Wrinkles trefpafs on my brow.
Let them come, prepar'd I ftand,

,,

And grafp my goblet in my hand.

Precious goblet, t5"c

Cupid, in my youthful hour,

Led me captive of his pow'r ;

Now, with branches from the vine,

I guard me from his dart diviner

Prectoas gohht, tSor

Bacchus! jolly gnd, appear!

None but choiceft friends are here;

pierce thy oldeft, deepefV cafk.

And let us drain the^ frequent flafl.'-

Precious gohlet, i^c
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KatheriEe«

F ancient times in Britain's Ifle,

Lord Henry well was known,

No knight in all his days more fam'di,

Nor more deferv'd renown

;

'His thoughts on honour always xm.
He never bow'd to love ;

JIo lady in the land had charms

His frozen heart to move.

^Midft all the nymphs where Katherine went.

The faireft face fhe fliov/s,

She was as bright as morning fuij,

And fweet as any rofe ;

•Altho' fliewas of low degree,

She daily conquefts gain'd,

rFor fcarce a youth who her beheld,

Efcaf'd her pow'rful chain.

But foon her eyes their luftre loft,

Her cheeks grew pale and wan,

JFor pining feiz'd her beauteous form.

And cares were all in vain ;

This ficknefs was to all unknown,
Thus did the fair one wafte,

Her time in iighs and floods of tears.

Or broken flumbers paft.

Once in a-dream {he call'd aloud,

" O Henry, I'm undone -,

"' O cruel fate 5 O helplefs maid,

" My love can ne'er be known.
•" But 'tis the fate of womankind,

" The truth we muft conceal,

" I'll die ten thoufand thoiifand deaths^

" E're I my love reveal."

A tender friend who watch'd the fair,

To Henry hy'd away ;

" My IffrtT'ihe-cries " we've found the,caufe
" Of Katherine's quick decay

;

*• SKe in a dream the fecret told,

'/ Till now no mortal knew :

" Alas! |flie now expiring lies,

" And dies, for love of you.

\

The generous Henry's foul-was ftruci,

His heart began to. flame,

•" O poor unhappy maid" he cried,

" Vet I am not to blame
;

• *• O Katherine loq, too modeft nymph,
*' Thy love I never knew,

•*' I'll eafe thy pain"~as fwift as wind;

To her bed-fide ]he flew.

«' Awake 1" he cried, V thou lovely maid,
" Awake, awake -my dear,

"If I had only gueft thy love,

*' Thou ne'er hadft dropt a tear.

• " 'Tis Henry calls, defpair no more,

"Renew thy woBted charms,
«• I'm come to call the« back from death,

" And take thee to jny arms."

That word reviv'd the lifelefs maid,

She rais'd her drooping head ;

And fmiling on her'long lov'd youth,

She ftarted from the bed ;

Her arms about his neck flie flung,

In extafie file cried.:

•*• Will you be kind, will you indeed !

" Oh ! love !" and then Ihe died.

Edward -,

AN SLEGIAC BALLAD.

V/R.ITTEN BY KR.. HEYWOOD.

NOW lilies and rofes were feen,

And fragrance perfumed the air ;

Now the birds carrol'd fweet on the gieen.

And their mufic delighted the ear :

Now the meadows with verdure bedight

Did their charms and their graces difplay
;

Now the fhepherds in cc^certs unite,

They ling, and all nature looks gay

:

All fave Edward, unhappy young fwain,

So brifk and fo blithfome before ;

With him nature's fmiles are in vain,

For Eliza, his love, is no more.

Full oft, where yon flow-gliding brook
Runs fweetly, fmooth tinkling by.

The fliepherd, reclin'd on his crook.

All fad and deipairing wou'd lie.

And oft to yon fad, folemn grove,

Unweeting the fwain wou'd repair.

To weep the fad fate of his love,

And utter the plaint of defpair.

There, beneath the green canopy'd glade,

Wou'd he walk, and his forrows bewail

;

And ftill as he mourn'd the fair maid,

Eond echo wou'd mimic the tale.

" Will nothing my anguifh remove ?

" Ah, never thefe eyes will be dry !"

Ah, never ! ah, never i remurmur'd the grove;

Ah, never ! the brook wou'd reply.

When night had refum'd her fad fway.

And Phebeillumin'd the gloom
;

To Eliza's -green gtave wou'd he ftray.

And fit and, lament on her tomb ;

There, hopelefs, his fate wou'd bewail.

And breathe out his plaint to the air ;

Still filling each paufe in his tale.

With a heart-rending figh or a tear.

Then all the night long he has lain,

Unpity'd, unheard, and alone -,

Delighting (alas, gentle fwain !)

To drain his fad eyes on her llone.

But heav'n had mark'd the fad fwain,

(Had mark'd him, and pity'd his woes)

And foon fent relief to his pain
;

For death brought. his bolom repofe.

All on her green grave as he lay.

And with anguifh opprefs'd, his fad hear:

To his fighs could no longer give way ;

He felt the keen eafe-giving dart.

His death fadden'd all the gay train,

So blithe and fo joyous ere while ;

No piping wa« heard on the plain.

No face was bedeck'd with a fmile.

All pleafure was banifh'd their looks.

And their drefs was of jmournfulleft hue.;

While the fhepherds entwined their crooks

With garlands of xofena'ry and yew.

And ftill as the day of his'doom

Comes round with the flow-rolling year.

The ruftics repair to his tomb.

And ecibalia-.bis remaiiis .with a treaj.
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The Primrofe Girl.

COME, buy of poor Kate, primrofes I fell

;

Tiiro' London's fair city I'm known very well.

Tlio' my heart is quite funk, yet I conftantly cry,

' Come, who'll buy primrofes, who'll buy primrofes,

Who'll buy primrofes, who'll buy, who'll buy.

My friends are all dead, I'm look'd on with fcorn ;

( Ah I better for me I had never been born :

Thcj'I'm poor I am honeft, and oft heave the figh,

While crying primrofes, who'll buy primrofes, &c.

I To virtue when thus with forrow allied,

' The tear- of compaffion will not be denied
;

• Then pity poor Kate, who plaintively cries,

Come, who'll buy primrofes, who'll buy, i^c.

Coming thro' the Craigs o' Kyle.

COMING thro' the Craigs o' Kyle,

Amang the bonny blooming heather,

There I met a bonny laflie.

Keeping a' her ewes together.

O'er the moor amang the heather,

O'er^he moor amang the heather.

There I met a bonny laffie,

Keeping a' her ewes together.'

Says I, my dear, where is thy liame,

: In mooi or dale, pray tell me whether,

She fays, " I tent the fleecy flocks

" That feed amang the blooming heather.

" O'er the moor, &c.
" O'er the moor, &c.

She fays, " I tent the fleecy flocks,

" That feed amang the blooming heather."

We fat us down upon a bank,

Sae warm and funny was the weather,
" .She left her flocks at large to rove

Amang the bonny blooming heather.

O'er the moor, C5f.

O'er the moor, tfc.

She left her flocks at large to rove,

Amang the bonny blooming heather.

She charm'd my heart and ay finfyne

I can na think on any ither,

' Jjj fea and ftcy fhe fhall be mine,

The bonny lafs amang the heather.

IK; O'er the moor, &c.
Bf'- O'er the moor, &(;•

' 'By fea and fky fhe fliail be mine.

The bonny lafs amang the heather.

Gin a Body meet a Body,

GIN a body meet a body, coming thro' the rye;

Gin a body feifs a body need a body cry ?

Ilka body has a body, ne'er a ane ha'e I,

Jiut a' the lads they loo me weel, and what the deuce
care I

?

Gin a body meet a body coming thro* the broom,
Gin a body kifs a body need a body gloom?
Ilka Jenny has her Jockey, ne'er a ane ha'e I,

But a' the lads they loo we weel,and what the deuce
care I

?

The Unfortunate Beauty.

SAY, lovely maid, with downcaft eye.

And cheek with filent forrow pale.

What gives thy heart the length'ned figh,

. That heaving tells a mournful tale ?

Thy tears, that thus each other chafe,

Befpeak a breaft o'erwhelm'd with woe |

Thy fighs a ftorm that wrecks my peace,

Which fouls like mine fliould never know-

Oh ! tell me, does fome favour'd youth,

Too often bleft, thy beauties flight.

And leave thofe thrones of love and truth.

That lip and bofom of delight ?

What tho' to other nymphs he flies,

And feigns the fond impaflion'd tear

;

Breathes all the eloquence of fighs.

That treach'rous won thy artlefs ear.

Let not thofe nymphs thy anguifli move.

For whom his heart may feem to pine;

That heart can ne'er be bleft with love.

Whofe guilt could force a pang from thine.

Peter Pindar'

W'
Ariel's Song in the Temped.

^HERE the bee fucks, there lurk I;

In a cowflip's bed I lie;

There I couch when owls do cry.

On the bat's back do I fly

After f'jn-fet, merrily,

Merrily, merrily fiiall I live now.

Under the blofibm that ha:ngs on the bough.

Shakeffear~
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The Sheep-Shearers.
SUNG IN THE WINTER'S TALE.

COME, come, my good fcepherds, our flocts we
muft fliear

;

In your holiday fuits with your laffes appear;

The happieft of folks are the guiltlefs and free;

And who are fo guiltlefs, fo happy as we ?

We harbour no paflions by luxury taught.;

We praftife no arts with hypocrify fraught

;

What we think in our hearts, you may read in our

eyes ?

For, knowing no falfhood, we need no difguife.

By mode and caprice are the city dames led.

But v.e 3^ the c hildrec of nature are bred—
By her hand alone we are painted and drefl

;

1^'or the rofes will bloom,when there's peace in the

brtaft.

That giant, ambition, we never can dread.

Our roofs are too low for fo lofty a head;

Content and fweet cheerfulnefs open our door.

They fmile with thefimple, and feed with the poor.

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 folks to deceive and betray.

Down the Burn, Da\y, Love.

WHEN trees did bud, and fields were green,

And flow'rs were fair to fee

;

When Mary was complete fifteen,

And love laugh 'd in her e'ee ;

Blithe Davy's looks her heart did move
To fpeak her mind thus free ;

" Gang down the burn, Davy love,

" And I will follow thee.^'

Now Davy did each lad furpafs

That dwelt on this burn fide;

And Mary was a bonny lafs,

Juft meet to be a bride :

Her cheeks were rofy red, and white,

Her eyes were azure blue, ,

Her looks were like Aurora bright.

Her lips like dropping dew.

What pafs'd, I guefs, was harmlefs play.

And nothing, fure, unmeet

!

For, ganging home, I heard them fay,

They iik'd a walk fo fweet

:

His cheek to her's he fondly laid;

She cry'd, " fweet love be true

;

" And when a wife, as now a maid,

" To death I'll follow you."

When Peace here was reigning.

WHEN peace here was reigning,

And love without v;aining,

Or care or oomplaing,

.Bafe pafiions difdaining

;

This, this was my way,

With my pipe and my tabor

I laugh'd down the day,

Nor envy'd thejoys of my neig^hbour.

Now fad transformation

Runs thro' the v/hole nation ;

Teace, love, recreation,

All chang'd to vexation;

This, this is my way.

With my pipe and my tabor

i laugh down the day.

And pity the cares of my neighbour.

While all are defigning,

Their friends undermining,

Reviling, repining.

To mifchief inclining ;

This, this is my way,

With my pipe and my tabor,

1 laugh down the day,

And pity the cares of my neighbour.

The laft time I carae o'er tlie Muir.

THE laft time I came o'er the muir,

I left my love behind me ;

"Ye pow'rs ! what pain do I endure,

When foft ideas mind me ?

Soon as the ruddy morn dilplay'd

1 he beaming day enfuing,

I met betimes my lovely maid,

In fit retreats for wooing.

Beneath the cooling fhadewelay.
Gazing and chaftly fporting;

We kifs'd and promis'd time away,

Till night Ipread her black curtain.

I pitied all beneath.the. flcies,

Ev'n kings, when fhe was nigh me;
In raptures I beheld her eyes.

Which could but ill deny me.

Should I be call'd where cannons roar,

Where mortal Heel may wound me ;

Or cait upon fome foreign fhore.

Where dangers may furround me :

Yet hopes again to fee my love.

To feaft on glowing kiffes,

Shall make my cares at diftance move.

In profpeifl of fuch bliffes.

In all my foul there's not one place

To let a rival enter :

Since fhe excels in ev'ry grace.

In Irer my love fhall centre.

Sooner the feas fhall ceafe to flow.

Their waves the Alps to cover ;

On Greenland's ice fhall rofes grow.

Before I ceii'e to love her.

The next time I go o'er the.muir,

She fl:iall a lover find Bie ;

And that my faith is firm and pure,

Tho' I left her behind me :

Then Hymen's facred bonds fhall chain

My heart to her fair bofom ;

There, while my being does remain.

My love more fielli fliall bloflTom.

Etrick Banks.

ON Ecrick banks, in a fummer's night.

At glowing \»'hen the Iheep drave hame,

I met my laffy, braw and tight.

Came wading, barefoot, a'her lane :

My heart grew light, I ran, I flang

My arms about her lily neck,

And kifs'd and clap'd her there fou lang;

My words they were na mony feck.

I faid, my laffy, wD-l ye go

'I'o the highland hills, the Earfe to learn ;

I'll baith gl'e thee a cow and ewe.

When ye come to the brig of Earn.

At Leith auW meal comes in, ne'er fafb,

And herrings at thfe Broomy 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 fnav/ begin
;

Soon as the fun gaes weft thfe loch,

At night when you fi-t down to fpin,

I'll fcrew my pipes, and play a fpring :

And thus the weary night we'll end, ,

Till the tender kid the lamb-time bring

Our pleafant fummer back again.-

Syne when the trees are in their bloom,

And govvans slent o'er ilka field, >

I'll meet my lafs amang the broom.

And lead you to my fummer fhield.

Then far frae a' their fcornfu' din,_

That make the kindly hearts their fport

;

We'll laugh and kifs, and dance and fing,

And gar the laiigeft day feem fhort.
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The Birth of May.

WHEN rural lads and laffes gay,

Proclaim'd the birth of rofy May,
When round the may-pole, on the green.

The rullic dancers all are feen
;

'Twas there young Jockey met my view.

His like before 1 never knew ;

He pip'd fo fweet, and danc'd fo gay,

Alas I he danc'd my heart away.

At eve, when cakes and ale went round,

He plac'd him next me on the grotind.

With harmlefs mirth, and pleafing jeft,

He fhone more bright than all the reft;

He talk'd of love, and prefs'd my hand.

Ah I who could fuch a youth withftand?

Well pleas'd I heard what he could fay ,;

Alas 1 he Hole my heart away.

He often heav'd a tender figh,

While rapture fparkled In his eye
;

So winning was his grace and air.

He might the coldeft heart enfnare :

But when he aflr'd me for his bride,

I promis'd foon, and foon comply'd :

What nymph on earth could fay hinrnay ?

Alas! he ftole my heart away.

A^

Amo, Amas.

MO, amas,

I love a lafs,

As a cedar tall and (lender.

Sweet cowflips grace

Is her nominati've cafe.

And fhe's ot theJimim/ie gender,

Rorum corum,

Sunt divorum,

Harum fcarum divo :

Tag, rag, merry derry', perriwig and hat-band,

His, hoc, h:rum, gaiitivo.

Can I decline,

A nymph devine ?

..Her voice as a.iiute is dukit.

Her occtilus bright,

Her mantis white,

And foft, when I taffo her pxilfe is.

Rorum corum, &c.

O how belU,

My paella :

I'll kifs h.er ficu'afecahrum :

If I've luck, fir,

She's my uxor,

dies henediilonim.

O'Kecfe.

Rorum coram, isfc.

Bleft as th' immortal Gods is he.

BLEST as th' immortal gods is he,

The youth who fondly fits by thee.

And hears and fees thee, all the while,

Softly fpeak, and fweetly fraile.

'Twas this deprlv'd my foul of reft.

And rals'd fuch tumults in my breaft ; .

For while I gaz'd, in tranfport toft.

My breath was gone, my voice was loft.

My bofom glow'd, a fubtle flame

Ran quick thro' all my vital frame ;

O'er my dim eyes a darknefs hung.

My ears with hollow murmurs rung.

In dewy damps my limbs were chill'd.

My blood with gentle horror thriU'd,

My feeble pulfe forgot to play
;

I fainted, funk, and dy'd away.

<0

o

Sir James the Rofs.

AN OLD BArLAD.

F all the Scottifli Northern chiefs.

Of his high warlike name.
The braveft was Sir James the Rofs,
A knight of meikle fame.

His growth was as the tufted fir

That crowns the mountain's brow.
And waving o'er his Ihoulders broad.

His locks of yellow flew.

The chieftain of the brave clan Rofs,
A firm undaunted band;

Five hundred warriors drew the fword
Beneath his high command.

In bloody fight thrice had he flood
Againft the Englifh keen,

Ere two-and-twenty op'ning fprings

This blooming youth had feen.

The fair Matilda dear Tie lov'd,

A maid of beauty rair,

Even Marg'ret on the Scottifii throne

Was never half fo fair,

Lang had he woo'd, lang flie refus'd.

With feeming fcorn and pride ;

Yet aft her eyes confefs'd the love

Her fearful words deny'd.

At laft {he blefs'd his well-try'd faith.

Allow 'd his tender claim
;

She vow'd to him her virgin heart, •

And own'd an equal flame.

Her father, Buchan's cruel lord.

Their paflion difapprov'd,

And bade her wed Sir John the Graham^
And leave the youth {he lov'd.

At night they metas they were wont.

Deep in a fliady wood.
Where on the bank befide the burn,

A blooming faugh- tree ftood.

Conceai'd among the underwood
The crafty Donald lay.

The brother of Sir John the Graham,
To hear what they would fay.

When thus the maid began :—" My fire

" Your paflTion difapproves,

" And bids me wed SirJohn the Graham,
" So here muft end our loves

!

" My father's will muft be obey'd,

" Nought boots me to withftand ;

" Some fairer maid in beauty's blooRi

" Shall blefs thee with her hand.

" Matilda foon fliall be forgot,

" And from thy mind defac'd

;

" Eut may that happinefs be thine ••

" Which I can never tafte".

" What do I hear ? Is this thy vow ?"

Sir James the Pofs reply'd,

" And will Matilda wed the Graham,
" Tho' fworn to be my bride ?

" His fword fhall fooner pierce my heart
" Than reave me of thy charms I"

Then clafp'd her to his beating breaft,

Faft lock'd within her arms.

" I fpeak to try thy love," fhe faid,

" I'll ne'er wed man but thee ;

" The grave fhall be my bridal bed,

" Ere Graham my huftaand be.

" Take then, dear youth, this faithful tifs,'

" In witnefs of my troth,

" And every plague become my lot,

" That day I break my oath."

The
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They, parted thus: the fun was fet,

Up haft'ly Donald flies,

•' And turn thee, turn thee, beardlefs youth,"

He loud' infulting cries.

Soon turn'd about the fearlefs chief,

And foon his fword he drew,

For Donald's blade before his breaft

Had pierc'd his tartans through.

" This for my brother's flighted love,

" His wrongs fit on my arm:"
Three paces back the youth retir'd.

And fav'd himfelf frae harm.

Returing fwift his hand he rear'd

Frae Donald's head above,

And thro' the brains and craftiing bones
His fharp edg'd weapon drove.

He fl;agg'ring reel'd, then tumbled down,
A lump of brea'thlefs clay

;

" So fall my foes \" quoth valiant Rofs,

And ftatelyilrode away.

Thro' the green wood he quickly hy'd.

Unto lord tuchan's hall,

And at Matilda's window flood,

And thus began to call

:

" Art thou afleep, Matilda dear I

" Awake, my love, awake
;

" Thy lucklefs lover calls on thee,
" A long farewell to ta^e.

" For I have flain fierce Donald GrahanZj
" His blood is on my fword

;

" And diftant are my faithful men,
" Nor can afllift their lord.

" To Skye I'll now direfl my way,
" Where my two brothers bide,

*' And raii'e the valiant of the ifles

" To combat on my fide."

" O, do not ^o !" the maid replies,

" W ith me till morning flay,

" For dark and dreary is the night,

"And dangerous is the wa\'

:

" All night I'll watch you in the park-;
" My faithful page I'll fend,

" To run and raife the Rofs's clan,
" Their mafter to defend."

Beneath a bufli he laid him down.
And wrapt him in his plaid

;

While trembling for her lover's fate.

At diftance flood the maid.

Swift ran the page O'er hill and dale,

Till in a lowly glen

He met the furious fir John Graham,
With twenty of his men.

" Where go'ft thou, little page ?" he faid
" So late who did thee fend ?"

" I go to raife the Rofs's clan,

" Their mafter to defend
;

" For he has flain fierce Donald Graham,
" His blood is on his fword,

" And far, far diftant are his men,
" Thatfliouldaifift iheir.lord."

« And has he flain mybrother dear ?'*

The furious Graham replies,

" Diflionourblaft my name ! but he
" Ry me, ere morning, dies.

" Tell me, where is fir James the Rofs"?

" I will thee well reward ;"

" He fleeps within lord Buchan's park ;

" Matilda is his guard."

They fpurr'd their fl.eeds in furious mood,
And fcour'd along the lea •,

They reach'd lord Buchan's lofty towVs

By dawning of the d^y.

Matilda flood without the gate.

To whom thus Graham did fay

;

•' Saw ye Sir James the Rofs, laH night,

"Or did he pafs this way ?"

" Laft day at noon," Matildi faid,

" Sir James the Rofs pafs'd by,
" He furious prick'd his fweaty fteed,

" And onward faft did hy.

" By this he is sf Edinburgh crofs,

" If horfe and man hold good"—
" Your page then ly'd, who faid he was

" Now fleeping in the wood,"

She wrung her hands and tore her hair,
" Brave Rofs ! thou art betray 'd,

" And ruin'd by thofe very means
" From v;hence I hop'd thine aid."

By this the valiant knight awak'd,
The virgin's fhriek he heard

;

And up he rofe, and drew his f^'ord.

When the fierce band appear'd.

" Your fword laft night my brother flew,
" His blood yet dims its fl:ilne

;

" But ere the fetting of the fun,
" Your blood fhall reek on mine."

' " You word it well," the chief return'd,
" But deeds approve the man,

" Set by your men, and hand to hand
" We'll try what valour can.

" Of boafting hides a coward's heart,
" My weighty fword you fear,

I" Which flione in front of Flodden field,

" When you kept in the rear."

With dauntlefs ftep he fe:ward ftrode,

'

And dar'd him to the fight

;

But Graham gave back, ai\^ fear'd his arm,
For well he knew its might.

Four of his men, the braveftfour,

Sunk down beneath bis fword;
JBut ftill he fcorn'd the poor revenge,

And fought their haughty lord.

Behind him bafely Graham came,
And pierc'd him in the fide.

Out fpouling came the purple tide.

And all his tartans died.

But yet his fword quit not the grip.

Nor dropt he to the ground,

'Till thro' his en'my's heart, his fteel

Had forc'd a mortal wound.

Graham like a tree with wind 6'erthrown,
Fell breathlefs on the clay.

And down befide him funk the Rofs,

And faint and dying lay.

The fad Matilda law him fall,

" O fpare his life !" fhe cried,

" Lord Buchan's daughter begs his life,

" Let her not be deny'd.

Her well known voice the hero heard,

He raisd' his half-clos'deyes.

And fix'd them on the weeping maid.

And weakly thus replies :

" In vain Matilda begs the life

" By Death's arreft deny'd
;

" My race is run 1—A.dieu, my love!"

Then clos'd his eyes and dy'd.

The fword, yet warm, from his left fide

With frantic hand flie drew;
" I come. Sir Jsmes the Rofs," flie cried,

" I come to follow you.

She lean'd the hilt againft the ground,
A.nd bar'd her fnowy breaft.

Then fell upon her lover's face,

And funk to endiefs reft.
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The Roundelay.
5CIIG IN THE CARNIVAL OF VENICE.

IN myj)le?.fant native plains,

Wing'd with bliis each moment flew ;

Nature there infpir'd the ftrair.f,

Simple as the joys I knev/ :

Jocund morn and ev'ning gay,

Claim'd the merry Roundelay.

fields and flocks and fragrant flow 'rs.

All that health and eafe impart,

CaU'd for artlefs mufic's power.

Faithful echoes to the heart.

Happy hours for ever gay,

Claim'd the merry Roundelay.

But the breath of -jjenial fpring,

Wak'J the warblers of the grove.

Who, fweet birds, have heard you fing,

Would not join the fong of lo\ e ?

Your fweet notes and chauntings gay

Claim'd the merry Roundelay.

Bonny Charley.

DEARLY do I love to rove

Among the fields of barley,

'Tvcas thsre that Charley told his love.

The blithe the winfome Charley ;

Then he fo fu'd.and he fo woo'd,

And marriage was the parley,

V/hat could I do b.ut buckle too.

With bonny, bonny Charley.

O my bonny, bonny boy,

My bonny, bonny Charley ;

O. my bonny, bonny boy,

My bonny, bonny Charley.

'T ten the laifes rue the day

I fought the field of barley ;

And ftrive to win from me av/ay,

'I he heart of winfome Charley ;

But, ah 1 how vain, they canna gain

His love, by all their parley ;

And now they fee he woos but me,

My bonny, bonny Charley.
rr.y lonny,.&c.

ilka bleffing on the laird

That owns the fields of barley ;

And ken I him alone regard,

]'"or he is winfome Charley :

The gentle youth, with purell truth,

So v/oos me late and early :

1 can't withfiand to give my hand

To bo!:r;y, bonny Charley.
my bonny, -5'c.

William and Caroline.

TWAS at the break of day we fpy'd
The fignal to unmoor.

Which fleeplefs Caroline defcry'd.

Sweet maid, from Gofport fhore :

The frefli'ning gale at length arofe,

Her heart began to fwell,

Nor could cold fear the thought oppofe.
Of bidding me farewell.

In open boat, the mine of worth.
Soon reach'd our veffel's fide.

Soon too file found her William's birth.

But fought me not to chide :

" Go" file exclaim'd " for Fame's a caufe
" A female fliould approve

;

"For, who that's true to honour's laws
" Is ever falfe to. love.

" My heart is loyal, fcorns to fear,

" Nor will it ever fail,

" Tho' war's unequal wild career
" Should Williaci's life affail.

" Tho', death 'gainft thee exert his fway,
" Oh ! truft me, but the dart

" That wounded thee will find its way
" To Caroline's true-heart.

" Should conqueft, in fair form- array 'd,

" Thy. loyal efforts crdwn,
" In Gofport -will be found a maid

" That lives for thee alone

:

"May girls, with hearts fo firm and true
" To love and glory's caufe,

" Meet the reward they have in view,
" The meed of free Tjpplaufe."

'Beneath this Green Willow.

BENEATH this green willow.

My Phoibe's retreat.

The fott turf her feat.

My bofom her pillow,

What tranfports I knew!
How blell the hours flew !

Ah ; willow^

!

Beneath this green willow.

But longtempeft-toft.

Now Phccbe is loft

' On life's ftormy biiiow,

1 fit all alone

And make my fad moan,
Ah ! willow 1

Beneath this green willow.
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The Village Maiden.

^STTHEN fir-ft I faw the village rna-iden,

^VV Lil:e Cymon, motionlefs t ftood,

Twas Iphigenia's feli' appearing,
So lovely, beautiful and good :

Her cheeks outblufh'd the rip'ning rofe,

Her fijii'les would banifh mortal's v)oes,

So fvveet the village maiden.

Clariila's eyes all eyes attrafting,

Her breatli Arabian fpices feign,

For her, like ore, would av'rice wander,
And venture all the prize to gain :

I told my love with many fears.

Which file return'd with fpeaking tears^

Then fighed the village maiden.

She iigh'd bccaufe fhe had no richesj

To mate her lady-like and gay :

Tho' virtue was her only portion;

I dar'd to narhe the wedding day :

The care of wealth let knaves endure,
I fhall be rich and envied fure,

To gain the- village maiden.

Vive la Bagatelle.

TN vain the grave and wife,

The thoughtful and the fage.

Would teach us to defpife

The joys that luit our age :

Youth's the leafon to be gay.

Then fmile fach beau and belle.

To joy we'll give the day.

Ahl- -vivela Bagatelle.

The laughing hours invite

To iport while young and gay,

With love and loft delight

Our minutes .pafs away ;

Old age and care they, fay

O'ertake each beau. and belle ;

Who'd meet iuch foes half way ?

Ah I—vive la. Bagatelle.

Je Penfea Votis.

JE penfe a vous—where'er I ftray,

While forrov7 marks my lonely n^ay
;

The fports of fpring unmov'd I view,
Alone I figh and think of you.

'Je pefife a "Jous.

.Ah! why in abfence do I mourn,
M hy vainly wifli for your return

;

V\'"hile tranfient pleafures you purfue,
Alone I iigh and think of you.

"Je pevfea voits.

-Come then to chear our native plain,

Return to blefs our conftant fwain
;

With love reward a love lb true.

O think of him who thinka on you. -

JspeAfe a vous.

t-Patty Clover.

'i^TT'HILE. little on the village green,
* » We play'd, I learn'd to love her :

She feem'd to me feme fairy queen,
So light tripp'd Patty Clover.

With ev'ry fimple childifh art

I try each day to move her ;

The cherry pluck'd, the bleeding heart,

To give to Patty Clover.

The faireft flow'rs to deck her breaft

I chofc—an infant lover ;

'I ftole the goldfinch from its neft,

To giv« to Patty Clover.

A'

The Fo'x Chafe.

T the found of the horn,

We rife in the morn.

And waken the woods as we thunder along ;

Yoix, yoix, tally-o,
'

After Reynard v;e go.

While echo pn echo redoubles the fong.

Hot the fteeds of the fun,

Our brave couriers outrun.

O'er the mound, horfe and hound, fee us bound in

full cry

;

Like Phcebus we rife,

To the height of the fkies.

And, carelefs of danger, five bars we defy.

fVe waken the woods, &c.

At eve, fir, we rufh,

And are clofe at his brufh.

Already he dies—fee him panting for breath :

Each feat and defeat.

We renew and repeat,

Regardlefs of life fo we're in at the death.

Wc waken the woods, EfV.

With a bottle at night.

We prolong the delight,

-Much Trimbulh we praife, and the detds that were
. done :

And yoix tally-o,

The next morning we go.

With Phcebus to end, as we mount with the fun.

-We waken the woods, tsfc.

Lovely Anna.

WEEN lovely Anna firft I view'd.
Amid' the num'rous throng :

Fearful my heart fhould be fubdu'd,

I thus addrefs'd my fong

—

Sweet Son of beauty now forbear
Thy bow to bend in vain;

Not once enchain'd to all that's dear.

My freedom I'll maintain.

With fcornful look the youth reply'd :

Can nought thofe charms infpire ?

To fuch the gods would be ally'd,

Perfeflion all admire :

He ftraight let fly an arrow keen,
A chafm wide was op'd

;

Soft pleafure flow'd, I view.'d her mein,
To gain her all I hop'd.

Guardian Angrels.o
GUARDIAN angels, now proteft me,

Send, ah ! fend the youth I love •

Deign, O Cupid, to direft me.
Lead me through the myrtle grove.

Bear my fighs, foft-floating air,

•5ay I love him -to delpair.

Tell him, 'tis for him I grieve.

For him alone I wifh to live.

'Mid fecluded dells I wander,
Silent as the fliades of night;

Near fome bubbling rill's meander,
Where he erft has bleft my fight i

There to weep the night away,
There to walle in fighs the day.

Think, fond youth, what vows you fworCj
And jnuft I never fee thee more ?

Then rcclufe fhall be my dwelling,
Deep in fo.me fequefter'd vale

;

,T!;ere with mournful cadence fwelling,
Oft repeat my love-fick tale ;

And the lark and Philomel
Oft fnall hear a virgin tell

V>"hat the pain to bid adieu

To joy, to happineCs, and yoa.
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Lenora.

A GERMAN BALLAD^
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FROM frightful Axtsav-s Lenora rofe

Before the da-.vnof day.

—

" Has inUiam broke his plighted vows?
" Why this unkind delay ?

*

•" King Frederick'^ battles he had fought.,

," And in the field o'i Prague had fought,
" And had not told his faithful bride
'" If good or ill did him betide."

1^0 more. the hoftile pow'rs engage.

Nor llain with blood the field
;

To peace is hufti'd their mighty rage;

Now reft the fword andfliield.

The warlike drum, the martial fife

No more awake the direful firife,

JBut now with peaceful laurels crown'd
The hero beats the feftive ground.

Now ev'ry way and ev'ry ftreet

Teems with the mingl'd throng

—

Eager the coming hoft to greet

AH as they pafs along. '

" Thank heaven [" cry'd many a happy bride :

" Thank heaven !" each happy fpoufe reply'd.

Lenora, haplefs and forlorn,

Was left alone to weep, to mourn.

TJrg'd by alternate hope and fear,

She join'd the virgin train :

She fought, fhe call'd her Williatn dear;

But fought or call'd in vain.

And nov/ in madnefs of defpair

Wildly Ihe tears her raven hair,

And flings herlelf upon the ground ;

Her plaints the rocks and woods refound.

Her mother hafteri's to her aid

—

" Heaven guard tis froin alarms

!

•"My deareft child,why thus difmay'd ?"

And lock'd her in her arms.
*' O motlier I loft I for ever loft !

" Farewell vain W'orld and all ye boaftj
" Will heav'n itfelf no pity take}
" On me, poor me, its vengeance wreak!

" All gracious God .' thy children fare !

" To him, Lenora bend

!

*" With humble gratitude receive

" Whatever he doth fend."
" O mother ! all my prayers are vain
*' Heav'n is unkind, I will complain :

" The bittefeft forrows are my fhare,

" What, what avails my flighted prayer ?"

*', Who knows the FatJier,' knows him bent

,
" His children dear to aid :

'

" The ever holy facranient

" Will calm the mind difmay'd."
" No, mother ! to this aching heart
" No facrament can peace impart

;

" No facrament can life reftore
" To tira, ah ine ! wLo isno more."

" But what If'J'PiV/iir'w, faithlefs noW;,

" In difTantZ7/j^(r)-/<2;;a', *

" forgets to you his plighted vow
" And eke his promis'd hand?

'* The Wannc cf Uintgary.

" Let him forget—perfidious man I

" Shew who you are and what you can^
" One day, may hap, himfelf may prove
" The pangs that wait on injur'd love."

" O mother ! what can bring relief?

" From me he's ever torn !

" Death, death alone, can end my grief!
" O, had I ne'er been born I

" Shine not to me, ye hated light

—

" Welcome ye dreary fliades of night

!

" Will heav'n itfelf no pity take ?

" On me, poor me, its vengeance wreak."—

" All gracious heav'n in pity look
" On ray poor haplefs child !

" Her fins accord not in thy book I

" Heal her diforder—wild !

" O child ! forget thine earthly love,

" And think on God and blifs above :

" Thy only portion he can be
" Through ages of eternity."

"O mother, what is blifs above ?

" Or what is hell below ?

" Without my all, my deareft love,

" Not Heaven can blifs beftow-
" Shine not to me, ye hated light

!

" Welcome ye dreary fhades of night!
" Will heav'n itfelf no pity take ?

" On me, poor me, its vengeance wreak."

Thus mad'ning rage, and wild defpair

Boil'd in her throbbing veins.

01 God's all providential care.

No reverence flie maintains.

She tears her hair, and beats her breaft,

Till weary finks the fun to reft,

Until the ftar-be-fpangled fky

Hangs out the filver lamps on high.

When fudden, hark !—trip ! trap I trip ! trap1

It feem'd a horfe's tread.

A rider lights,—rip ! rap ! rip ! rap !

In fhining fteel y' clad.

And hark ! anon the gateway ring

So foft and gently, kling! ling! ling!

But when to open none appear'd,

All through the grate thefe words v/ere heard

:

" Hola I hola ! arife my love ;

" Afleep I or art thou waking ?

" To me ftill faithful doft thou prop's !

" Art grief or joy partaking?"
" k\i.WiUiatri ! thou ! fo late by night ?

" Sle?plefs I wait the morning light !

" Whence com'ft thou—at fo late an houf ?

" Ah ! didft thou know what I endure."

" Midnight's the hour ; I left but late

" Belicmia'i. diftant land,

" For you I come; I cannot wait

;

" Up ! reach to me your hand."
" Ah ! William, flay ! 'tis cold ; come in ;

" The hawthorn whittles to the wind !

" Come, deareft, to my longing arms,
" And guard me henceforth from alarms."

" The fliorn may whiftle to the wind,
" And bleak the night may blow,

" I can't, my deareft, can't come in,
'• But with me you muft go.

" Hatte ! up ! and i't yourfelf behind,
" The' cold the niglu and bleak the wind

;

" A hundred miles we muft be fped
" Before we reach the bridal bed."

Ah! diftant
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" AK I diftant far the bridal bed;
" This night a hundred miles!

" Hark !—ten,—eleven,— the night's far fled,

" Or me the hour beguiles.''

" Come, dcartft, come ' the moon (hines bright

:

«' We and the dead ,fly fwift as light !

" This night I promife thee to wed,
" And bring thee to the bridal bed."

" Whsre is your chamber :" " Far from hence."
" And where your marriage bed ?"

" Cold, dark, and lonefome I far fror/i hence,

" Yet there we muft be wed !"

" There's room for me?— For thee and me
;

"Art ready? foon ihyfelf fhalt lee ;

" The marriage guells already wait,

" And open flands the narrow gate."

Now in her bride's apparel drefi.

She mounted up behind.

And round her loverfs faithful waift,

Her lily arms fhe twin'd.

And now they fpeed it—hop I hop ! hop !

And now they flyat great gallop !

Hurra! the rider !—fnort, the horfe !

The fparfeling caufeway marks their courfe.

As on they pafs on either hand.

Flies village, field, and hedge :

.Swift they traverfe the open land.

And crofs the thund'ring bridge.
" Afraid, my love?—The moon fhincs bright';
" We and the dead fly fwift as light !

" Afraid, my deareft, of the dead ?"

• An, no ["-—" but why ?"—:" Let rtft thedead.

" But hark ! methinks I hear a fong :

" The ravens croaking fit,

" The bell, too, tingles—ding! ding! dong 1"

" Dull to the duft commit !"

And nov/ the train approach more near,

They bear a coffin on a bier ;

A.nd fiowly as they move along.

Wailing they laife tiisir plaintive fon_g.

•' Duft to duft yeu may commit
" After the midnight hour

;

" My time will no delay admit;
" We hafte to bridal bower.

" Come with me, Chorus, come along,
" Come, fing to me the bridal fong

;

" Come, holy prirrft, and- fay the pray'r,
" Ere we lor bridal bed prepare."

.Ding! dong! fing! fong! down finks the bier,

Obedient to his call ;

And brattling after runs the choir,

The holy prieft withal.

Still on they fpeed it—hop! hop! hop!
A-nd now they fly at great gallop !

Hurra! the rider !—fnort, the horfe!

The fparkling caufeway marks their courfe.

All as they pafs, csi left and right.

How flies hedge, tree, and mead !

-Kow flies the village I fwift as light '.

So wond'rous fall they fpeed.
" Afraid, my love ? The moon fliiiies bright,
" We and the dead fly fwift as light

!

" Afraid, my deareft, of the dead r"
«' Ah. no! my d?nr, let reft the dead

"

" See there ! fee there ! an airy band
" Dance round the bloody wheel!*

" Half vifiblei aloof they Hand,
" And now again they reel."

" Come, airy elves—come, hafte! agree'!

" Come quickly—come, and follow me !

" Come dance to me the wedding ring!
" The chorus follows on to ling."

Faft, fafl; they follow—hufli ! hufli ! hufh '.

The horfe's heels behind,

Like ruftling leaves on hazel bulk.

When (book by winter's v.'ind.

Still on they fpeed it— hop I hop ! hop !

And now they fly at great gallop !

Kurra ! the rider !—fnort, the horfe !

The fparkling caufeway marks their courfe.

How flew all underneath the moon !

How v.'oods and mountains flew !

Rocks, woods, and mountains—diftant foon,
As they their courfe purfue.

" Afraid, in; l^ve ?-~The moon fhines bright ^
" We and the dead fly fwifi as light

;

" Afraid, my deareft, of the dead ?"

"Hufh! hufli! njy love ; let reft: the dead."

"Ha! ha! here comes the morning air;
" I fmell it in the wind ;

" And yonder calls friend chanticleer,
" Off! get thee from behind !

" Well fped our jounney—love, well fped
" See, ready ftands the marriage bed

—

" How fwiftwe fly !—how vafl the fpace !

—

" Here is, my lov.e, here is the place i"

And now an iron gate oppos'd
;

Rap! rap! upon the ground-
Wide up it flew, the path difcloi'd.

Sudden with cracking found.

•Breaking the folding doors up flew.;

Onward o'er grafs-grown graves they drew
;

While glimm'ring in the moon's pale light.

The whit'ned grave-ftones rife. to fight.

But what new wonder now took place?
How horrible to tell I

The rider's habit,. piece by piece.

In mould'rjng tatters fell!

Death's ghaftly form, no more conceal'd.

In all its terrors flood reveal'd
;

A threat'ning fcythe his right hand fill'd,

The fatal fand the other held.

Now wildly rears tlie fnorting fteed,

And ftrikes the pp'ning ground :

His noftrils flafti ; he bounds with fpeed

Into the gulf profound.

The air is fiil'd with difmal founds
;

With hollow groans the earth refounds;

Lenora pale and trembling. flood
;

Dire horror chill'd her freezing blood.

Pale fiione the moon—the ghofts arifc,

And dance their mazy round
;

Yelling they raife their hideous cries;

The mofs-grown vaults refound :—
" With patience bear thy lot fevere j

" God's providence, all wife, revere ;

'• Iiiftant prepare, death is thy doom."
And down fao finks into the tomb.

•* On which Crimiaalc are placed ty the Highivsy.
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The Gondolier,

SOON as tlie bui/ day is o'er,

And evening comes withpleafant fhade,

We gondoliers from ihore to iliore,

Merrily ply OL'.r jovial trade.

And while the' moon' fbines on the ftream,

And as foft mufic breathes around,

The feathering oar returns the gleam,

And dips in concert to the found.

Down by fome convent's mould'ring walls

. Oft' we hear the enamour'd youth—
Softly the watchful fair he calls.

Who whifpers vows of love and truth.

A/id while the moon, Ifc.

And oft' where the Rialto fwells.

With happier pairs we circle round, -

V', hole fecret fighs fond echo tells,

Whofe murmur'd tows fhe bids refound.

And while the moon, &c.

Then joys the youth, that love conceal'd,

That fearful love muft own its fighs;

Then fniiles the maid to hear reveal'd,

How more than ever fhe complies.

A)id while the moon, l^c.

The Village Maid.

CHARMING village maid,

If thou wilt be mine,

In gold and pearls array'd.

All my wealth is thine.

,'If not enjoy'd with thee,

E'en nature's beauties fade :

"Sweeteft, do but love me

—

Charming village maid.

Had I yon fhephcrd's care,

Your lambs to feed and fold.

The dog ftar's he?,t I'd bear.

And winter's pie-cing cold ;

Weil pleas'd I'd toil for thee.

At harrow, flail or I'pade.:

Sweeteft, do but love me

—

Charming village maid.

This morn at early dawn,

I had a hedge-rofe wild.

Its fweets perfum'd the lawn,

'Twas fpprtive nature's child,

"My lovely fair, for thee

I Tranfplanted from the glade.

Sweeteft, do. but love me

—

Charmi-r. village maid.

Ceafe awhile, ye Winds, to blow.

CEASE awhile, ye winds, to blow,
Ceafe ye roaring ftreams to flow

;

Hufli'd be ev'ry other noife,

I want to hear my lover's voice.

Here's the brook, the root, the tree.

Hark ! a found ! I think 'tis he !

'Tis not he, yet night comes on,

Where's my lovely wand'rer gone.

Loud I'll fpeak to make him hear,

'Tis I who calls my true love dear;
The time is come, why this delay?
Alas ! my wand'rer's loft his way.

Ceafe, &e

Ceafe, ^'c

Ceafe, fcffr.

Tho' late I was plump, round and jolly.

THO' late I was plump, round and jolly,

I now am as thin as a rod
;

Oh ! love is the <;aufe of my folly,

And foon I'll lie under the clod.

Dootherum, doodle-adgity, nagety, tragedy rum,
GoofetrU.m,foodle idgity, fidgety, nidgity mun.

Dear Kathleen, then why did you flout me,
A lad that's fo faithful and warm ;

lOh
! ev'ry thing's handfome about me,
My cabin and fnug little farm.

Dootherum, &c.

What tho' I have fcrap'd up no money.
No duns at my chamber attend

;

On Sunday I ride on my poney,
And ftill have a bit for a friend.

Dootherum, &c.

The cock courts his hens all around me,
The fparrow, the pidgeon, and dove

;

Oh ! how all this courting confounds me,
When I look and think of my love.

Dootherum, &c^

The Kifs repaid.

CHLOE, by that borrow'd kifs,

I, alas, am quite undone ;

'Twas fo fweet, fo fraught with blifs,

Thoufands will not pay that one.

Left the debt fhould break your heart,

Roguifh Chloe imiling, cries,

Come, a thoufand then in part,

For the prefent &all I'uflice.

VUBLISHED at N"- 10, BEDFORD-ROW, Dublin,.
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Omnia Vincit Amor.

AiR(—" Gatharint Ogie."

AS I went forth to view the fpring.

Which Flora had adorned,

In raiment fair ; now ev'ry thing

The rage of winter fcorned :

I caft mine eye, and did efpy

A youth who made great clamour.
And drawing nigh, I heard him cry.

Ah ! omnia vincit amor.

Upon his breaft he lay along.

Hard by a murm'xing river.

And mournfully his doleful fong,

With fighs he did deliver.

Ah ! Jenny'sface and comely grace.

Her looks thatfliiri'ri Hire lammer,
With burning rays have cutmy days ;

For, omnia vincit amor.

'Her glancy een like comets flieen.

The morning fun out-fliining.

Have caught my heart in Cupid's net,

And make me die with piniBg.

Durft I complail), Nature's to biame,

So curioufly to frame her,

Whofe beauties rare, make me with care

Grjr, omnia vincit amot.

Ye chryftal ftreams that fwiftly glide.

Be partners of my itiourning !

Ye fragrant fields, and meadows wide.

Condemn her for her fcorning :

Lete'ery tree a witnefs be,

How juftly I may blame her :

Ye chanting birds, note thefe ray words,
Ah ! omnia vincit amor.

Had fhe been tind as fiie was fair.

She long had been admir'd.

And been ador'd for virtues rare,

Wh' of life now makes me tir'd.

Thus faid, his breath began to fail,

He cou'd not fpeak, but Hammer ;

He figh'd full fore, and faid no more,
But, omnia vincit aitior.

Whenl obferv'd him near to death,

I ran in hafte to fave him.

But quickly he refign'd his breath

;

So deep the wound love gave him.
Now for his fake, this vow I'll make,
My tongue fliall ay defame her:

While- on his hearfe I'll write this verfe,

Ah! omnia vmcit amor.

Straight I confider'd in my mind
Upon the matter rightly.

And found tho' Cupid he be blind,

He proves in pith moft mighty.

For warlike Mars and thund'ring Tove,

And Vulcan with his hammer,
X)id ever prove the flaves of love,

For, omnia vincit amor.

Hence we may feeth' efFe'fts of love,

Which gods and men keep under.

That nothing can his bonds remove.

Or torments break afundcr :

Nor wife, nor fool, need go to fchooi,

To learn this from his grammar
;

His heart'5 the book where he's to. loot

For omnia vincit amor.

As Jamie .gay, gang'd blithe his way.

AS Jamie gay, gang'd blithe his way.
Along the banks of Tweed,

A bonny lafs, as ever v/as.

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,

Befpeak the pretty maid.

"Dear laffie tell, why by tTiine fel

" Thou haft'ly wand'reft here?"
" My ewes" fhe cry'd " are flraying wide

;

" Can'ft tell me, laddie, where .'"'

" To town ife hie" h« made reply,
" Some muckle fport to fee

;

" But thou'rt fo fweet, fo trim and neat,
" Ife feek the ewes with thee."

She gin her hand, nor made a ftand.

But lik'd the youth's intent;

O'er hill and dale, o'er plain and vale.

Right merrily they went

:

The birds fang fvceet, the pair to greet.

And flowers bloom'd 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 pow'r)
When to a fhade, their fleps they made.
To pafs the mid-day hour :

The bonny lad raw'd in his plaid

The lafs, who fcorn'd to frov;n ;

She foon forgot the ewes fhe faught.

And he to gang to town.

As the Snow in Vallies lying.

AS the fnow in vallies lying,

Phoebus his warm beams applying,

Soon diffolves and runs away

;

So the beauties, fo the graces,

Of the > moft bewitching faces.

At approaching age decay.

As a tyrant, when degraded,

Is defpis'd, and is ui^braided

By the flaves he once controul'd

;

So the nymph, if none could move her.

Is contemn'd by ev'ry lover.

When her charitis are growing old.

Melancholy looks, and whining.

Grieving, quarrelling and pining.

Are th' effedts your rigours move ;

Soft carefTes, am'rous glances,

Melting fighs, tranfporting trances
;

Are the bleft effefts of love.

Fair-ones, while your beauty's bloomingi
Ufe your time, left age refuming

What your youth profufely lends.

You are robb'd of all your glories,

And condemn'd to tell old ftories,

To your unbelieving friends.

The honeft Tar.

TIS for landmen to prata,

Such triiiing I hate.

To wheedle and cajole is their plan :

For a licence let's hafte,

We have no time to wafte

;

'Tis aftions that beft fpeak the man.

I'm a rough, honeft tar,

Juft landed from far;

My heart cannot change like the^veatTier
;

As the needle 'tif true,

And points only to you ;

Let the.parfon, then, fplice us -fog-ether.
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The Lad is pretty.

IN fummer time when aw is gay.

And looks wi' iic a grace,

I gladly ken the lambkins play,

I As round the mead I trace :

Then Jockey tunes his pipe wi' glee,

And lings fo blithe a ditty,

I ane he's pleafing unto me,
' For troth the lad is pretty.

His face is ruddy as the morn.

And gowden is his hair;

Good nature does his mind adorn.

And canty is his air ;

I loo him weel I need muft ane,

I He is fae blithe and witty

;

;|But yet I mun a tell him fane.

Although he is fae pretty.

For when lads ken we lalTes like.

They'll try an artful tale,

To gain their ends is awe belike.

If once they can prevail :

To leave us then is their delight,

Without one grain of pity ;

Sae I mun keep my mind outright.

Although the lad is pretty.

Wa mickle he's of worldly gear,

He did to me confefs ;

If he is true 1 dinna care,

. Indeed if it were left :

To kirk if he will gang wi' me,
I then will fhew him pity ;

And happy I with him ihall be.

For troth the lad is pretty.

Harry is the Lad for me-

HARRY is a charming lad,

Ne'er too modeft or too bold;

•Sure the girls are for him mad.
But his heart fecurel hold :

Let me wander where I will,

Ever near he'« fure to be ;

Tho' I chide I love him ftill;

Harry is the lad for me.

If we chance to meet alone.

How he fighs and how he fpeaks
;

Love pervades each magic tone.

Guides his tongue and glows his cheeks ;

JEv'ry fenfe partakes of blifs.

All is joy and extafy

;

Then he does fo fweetly kifs ;

Harry is the lad for me.

!Ere we parted yefter eve,

What d'ye think the creature faid ?

Nought but this, if you'll believe,

Would I, would I, would I, wed ?

Uo, faid I, I won't indeed,

" But you fhall, indeed" fays he :

Well, it furely is decreed ;

Harry is the lad for me.

My Plaint in no one Pity moves.

MY plaint in no one pity moves,

Save Eciio, who in plaints replies

:

Like me, depriv'd of him fhe loves.

With fympal'hy fiie counts my fighs.

Pleas'd with the drain, the haplefs maid.
Repeals the unavailing moan :

And while fhe lends her loothing aid,

Laments mv forrows and her own.

The charming Fellow.
Jl I R,—" Corn Riggs are bonny-"

AH I what care I for mam or dad ?

Why let them fcold and bellow
;

For while I live I'll love my lad,

He's fuch a charming fellow.

The laft fair day on yonder green.

The youth, he danc'd fo well, oh !

So fpruce a lad was never feen.

As my fweet charming fellow.

The fair was over, night was come.
The lad was fomew4iat mellow.

Says he " my dear, I'll fee you home,"
I thank'd the charming fellow.

We trudg'd along, the moon fhone bright,
Says he " my fweeteft Nell-o,

" I'll kifs you here by this good light,"

Ah ! what a charming feUow.

" You rogue," fays I, " you've flop'd my breath,
Ye bells ring out my knell-o;

Again I'd die fo fweet a death.

With fuch a charming fellow." 'O'Keeffe.

The Sailor's Return.

THE bufy crew their fails unbending,
The fliip in harbour fafe arriv'd

;

Jack Oakum, all his perils ending.

Had made the port where Kitty liv'd.

His rigging—no one dare attack it.

Tight fore and aft, above, below,
Long-quarter'd Ihoes, check fhirt, blue jackef,

And trowfers like the driven fnow.

His honeft heart with pleafure glowing.
He flew like light'ning to the fide ;

Scarce had they been a boat's length rowing,

Before his Kitty he efpy'd.

A flowing pendant gaily flutter'd

From her neat made hat of ftraw ; .

Red was her cheek when firft fhe uttefM
It was her failor that fhe faw.

And now the gazing crew furround lier,

While, fecure from all alarms.

Swift as a ball from a nine pounder
They dart into each others arms.

Galloping Dreary Dun.

AMASTER I have, and I am his man,
Galloping dreary dun,

A matter I have, and I am his man.
And he'll get a wife as faft as he can.

With his haily, gaily, gambo rally,

Giggling, niggling, galloping, galloway,

Draggle tail dreary dun.

T faddled his fleed, fo fine and fo gay,

Galloping dreary dun,

I mounted my mule, and we both rode away.

With our haily, gaily, tfc-

We canter'd along until it grew dark.

Galloping rearydun.

The nightingale fung inftead of the lark,

ifitk its haily, gaily, Uc.

We met with a friar, and afk'd him our way.
Galloping dreary dun.

'By the law,' fays the friar 'you're both gone aflray,

" fFith your haily, gaily-l' tfc.

Our journey, I fear, will do us no good.

Galloping dreary dun,

We wander alone like the babes in the wood,
Witii our haily, gaily, ^c.

My mafler is fighting, and I'll take a peep,

Galloping dreary dun.
But nov>' I think of it, I'd belter go fleep,

With my haily, gaily, l^c.
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Lady Ann Bothwel's Lament.

'"D ALOW, my boy, lye ftill and fleep,

-*-' Itgrieves me fore to hear thee weep ;

" If thoul't be ijlent, I'll be glad,

" Thy mourning mates me heart full fad.

'.' J'alow, my boy, thy mother's joy,
" 1'hy father bred me great annoy.

" Balow, my boy, lye ftill and fleep,

" It grieves me lore to hear thee weep.

" Balow, my darling, fleep a while,
" And when thou wak'ft then fweetly fmile ;

" But fmile not as thy father did,

" To cozen maids, nay God forbid ;

" For in thine eye, his look I fee,

" The tempting look that ruin'd me.
" Balow, my hoy, i£c.

" When he began to court my love,

" And with his lugar'd words to move,
" Kis tempting face and ilatt'ring cheap,

" In time to me did not appear ;

*' But now I fee that cruel he,
" Cares neither for his babe nor me.

" Balozu, my. hoy ^ ^c,

" Farewell, farewell, tholi falfeft youth,
" That ever kift a woman's mouth,
"' Let never any after me
" Sulniit unto thy courte fy:

" For if they do, O! cruel thou
" Wilt her abufe, and care not how.

" Balow, my hoy, isc.

" I was too cred'lous at the firft,

" To yield thee all a maiden durft,

" Thou fwore for ever true to prove,

" Thy faith unchang'd, unchang'd thy love ;

" But quick as thought the change is wrought,
" Thy love's no more, thy promife nought.

" Balozv, my hoy, ISc.

' I wifh I were amiaid again,

" From young men's flatt'ry I'd refjaln,

" For now unto my grief I find

" They all are perjured and unkind :

" Bewitching charms bred all my harms,
' Wimefs my babe lies in my arsns.

" Balozv, my boy, iS'c.

" I take my fate from bad -to worfe,
" That I muft needs be now a nurfe,

" And lull my young fon on my lap
;

" From me, fweet orphan take the pap.

" Balow, my child, thy mother mild
" Shall wail as from all blifs ei-il'd.

" Balozu,. my loy, IS c.

" Balow, my boy, weep not for ine,

•' Whofe greateft grief's for wronging thee,

" Nor pity her deferved fmart,
" Who can blame none but lier fond heart

;

" For, too foon trtiilirig lateft finds

" Withfairell tonguesare falfeft minds.

" Balo-u.', my hc-y, i^c. .

" Balow, my boy,, l-hy father's fled,

• When he the thrifilefs fdn has play'd,

' Of vjvvs and oaths, foroeifiil he,

' Prefer'd the wars to thee and m?
" But now perhaps thy curfe and mine
" M;Jce him eat acorns with the fuine.

" Balczi:,my hoy, iSfc.

" But curfe not him, pcrliaps now he,

" Stung with renvoi fe, is blcffing thee >

" Perhaps at death; For who can tell

" Whether the judge of heuv'n and heil,

" By fome proud |oe has {Iruc-- the Ll<.>.v,

•' And laid the dear decciv'tr !o '.

.

' I w'ifh I were into the bounds,
' Where he lies fmother'd in his wounds,
' Repealing as he pants for air,

' My name, whom once he call'd his fair.

' No woman's yet fo fiercely fet,

' But Ihe'll forgive, iho' not forget-
" Balozv, my hoy, t5c.

' if linen lacks, for my love's fake,
' Then quickly to him would I make
' My fmock once for his body meet,
' And VvTap him in that winding-flieet.
Ah me I how happy had I been,
If he had ne'er been warpt therein.
" Balozu, my hov, ISc-

Balow, my boy, I'll weep for thee !

Too foon, alake, thou'lt weep for me:
Thy griefs are growing to a fum ;

God grant thee patience when they come;
Born to fuftain thy mother's fhame :

A haplefs {ate, a baftard's name.
" Balozu, my boy, iSc."

The Cruel Knight.

THE knight ftands in the ftable door
As lie was bownd to ride

;

Whan out thaii- comes his fair iady,

And him defires to bide.

" How can I bide, how-dare I bide,
" How can I bide wi thee?

•" H.ive I not kill'd thy ae brother ?

" Thou hadft nae mair but he."

" If thou haft kill'd my ae brother,
" Alas and wae is me !

" But if I fave thee from the paine,
" My luve's the mair to thee."

She has taen him to her fecret bower,
Steik'd wi a filler-pin ;

And fhe's up to the higheft tow'er.

To watch that nane come in.

She had nae well gane up the ftair,

And entered in the tower.

When tour and twenty armed knights

Came riding to the door.

" Now God you fave, my fair lady,

" Declare to me, I pray,

" Did you not fee a vvounded knight
" Come, riding by this way ?

" Yes, bloody bloody was his fword,
" And bloody were bis hands

;

" But, if the fteed he rides be good,
" He's paft fair Scotland's ftrands."

Then Ihe's gane to her darkfome bower,

Her hufband dear to meet;

He deem'd he heard his angry faes,

And wounded her -fou deep.

-•' What harm my lord provokes thine ire,

" To wreak itfelf on me?
" Have I not fav'd thy life frae faes,

" And iav'd for lie a fee !"

" Now live, no^ live, my fair lady,

" O live but half an hour

;

•' There's neer a leech in all Scotland
" But {hall be at thy bower."

•' How can I live, how fhall I live,

' How can 1 live for thee?

" While running fall o'er a the floor,

" Idy heart's blood thou tnay'll fee I"'
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The Silver Moon.

I
TTOW fwcet when- the filver moon is blinking,

P.^ i A Thro' meads to wander flow and mute,
And of fonie abfent lover thinking,

Liften to the tender lute ;

Or at the jocund dawn of day,

When feather'd choirs are finging, O

!

And fprightly found the fportive lay,

And village bells are ringing, O :

To the merry, merry llrain to dance and play,

And over the greenfward trip away.

While the love-lorn maid is fondly fighing,

Let mulic faft her ears affail

;

In plaintive murmurs, breeses dying,

Liften to the tender tale.

Or at thejocund. We.

The Scold.

SOME women take delight in drefs,

And fome in cards take pleafure
;

Whilft others place their happinefs

In heaping hoards of treafure :

In private fome delight to kifj.

Their hidden charms unfolding,

•But all miltake their fov'reign blifs,

'J here's no fuch joy as fcolding.

The inftant that I ope «iy eyes,

Adieu all day to filence,

Before my neighbours they can rife,

They hear my tongue a mile hence
;

When at the board I take my feat,

- 'Tis one continued riot,

I eat and fcold, and fcold and eat.

My clack is never quiet.

Too fat, too lean, too hot, too cold,

I ever am complaining ;

Too raw, too roaft, too young, too oldj

Each guefh at table paining :

Let it be fowl, or flefh, or fifh.

Though of my own providing,

I Hill find fault with ev'ry difh,

Still ev'ry fervsnt chiding.

But when to bed I go at night,

I furely fall a weeping.

For then I lofe my great delight.

How can I fcold when fleeping'?

Eut this my pain doth mitigate,

And foon difperfes forrow,

Altho' to night it be too late,

I'll pay it off to-morrow.

B
The Ballad Singers.

E it known to all thofe whofoe'er it regards,
That we fingers of ballads were always cali'd bards;
And from Ida to Grub-llreet theMufes who follow
Are, each mother's fon the true fpawn of Apollo:
Thus rtcording great men, or a flea, or a ftar.

Or the ipheres, or a jew's-harp, we're all on a par;
Nor in this do I tell you a word of a lie,

Por Homer fung ballads, and fo do<J.

Don't you know what the ancients were ?—gr59t
things they talk'd.

How they rode upon Pegafus—that is to faywalk'd

;

That near kindred gods they drovePhoebus's chariot
The Englifli of which is—they liv'd in a garret

:

And thus they went forward, Diogenes quaff 'd,

Heraclitus cried, and Democritus laugh'd,

Menander made multitudes both laugh and cry,

•But Homer fung ballads, and fo do I.

Thus did they ftrange wliimfical notions purfue,

Some argued on one leg, and fome upon two

:

To which lail my pretenfions are not hypothetic,

For 'tis certainly clear I'm a parapatetic :

Lycurgus and Solon 'boat'laws made a pother.

Which went in atone ear, and then out at t'other,

Old fongs fuch as mine are will nobody buy ?

Come, Homer fung ballads, and fo do I.

Hlftoric was Pliny, and Plato divine,

Ovid wrote about love, and Anacreon wine :

Great Cicero argued to ev'ry man's palate.

And when he was out
—

'twas a hole in tiieballad;

Thus to great men of olti, who 'hare made fuch £

rout,

My claim to call coufin I've fairly^made out;

And if any hereafter my right fhould deny,

Tell 'em Homer fung ballads, and fo do I.

The Silver Raia.

THE filver rain, the pearly dew,

The gale that fweeps along the meadi,

The foften'd rocks once forrow knew.
And marbles have found tears to fhed;

The fighing trees in ev'ry grove

Have pity, if theyliave not love.

Shall things inanimate be iind.

And ev'ry foft fenlation know;
The weeping rain, the fighing wind.

All, all but you fome mercy fhew s

Let pity, then, your bofom move,

Have pity the' you have not love.
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The Brown Jug.
Im'itaudfi om tie Latin 5/ HU^vnyiiius ^-l.::aUl:uSj

BY THE REV. MR. Y\\\7.S.^.

DEAR Tom, this bro'AD jug, that iio-,v foams w ilk

mild ale,

(In whicli I wiil diinlc to fa-eet Nan of the vale)

Was onee Toby Fillpor, a thirity old foiil
-

As. e'er drank a^bottle, or fatiiom'd a bovl

;

'In boozing about 'tw as his praife 10 excel,

And among jolly icpeis .he bore off the bell.

It chanc'd, as in dog Jays he fat at his eafe,

In a flow'r-woren arbcLUt.as gay as.ycu pLeafe, .

With a friend and a pipe, pufSng forrovs ^'away,'

And with honell old ilingo was foalung Lis clay,

- His breath doors, of life on a. fuclden v. ere fhut,

•Ar.dQie' died full as bi* as a.Dorchefler butt. 1

His body when long in the ground it had Iain,

"And time into clay had diffolv'd it again,

A potter found out in. its covert fo I'nug,

And vi ithpartof fat Toby he iorm'J tliis broun^ae;
Now facred tofriendflaip, to mirth and mild ale,

; Here's a health to ray.lovely Iwer t Nan-cf the valo.

'"Sequel to the Brown Jug.

MY true hearted fellows, w'ho fmoke vdih fuch

glee, •j..;:,

To beg your.attentioii for.once I'll make free ;

And fing of our pipes, while thus merry and fnug,

..We lighten our care.as .we lighten our jug :

'The jug, which from Toby its origin boafts,

, Old Toby, whofe memory enlivens our; toaft.

Toby's fame, like hisfize, fpread fo great by. his. ale,

That for Agnes no room coilld be found in the tale;

Honeft Agnes, the focial fupport of his life.

Both for quaffing and fize was well pair'd as his wife:

Therefore finging her praife,we withjoy will regale,

Whilfl our pipes and our jug give a zeft to bur ale.

The potter who fhrewdly, found Toby's rernainv<i,

Thought to vifit again there might snfwer his pains;

Where in brief he found Agnes, whofe death, as her

life.

Made her qualified duly to lie as his wife :

Her fair fame all the village inceffantly quote,

Whole vicar the following epitaph wrote.

<' Agnes Fill pot, the wife of old Toby, renown'J,
•«' Who liv'J while on.earth, now lies dead in this

ground ;

" Old care of her grieving for .Toby to bilk,

". 'She foften'd her forrows with brandy and milk ;

-"..Swolh quite filky fhe thriv'd, till her fkin gave a

crack,

«' When death popping in, laidher here on her back"

At the^e lines ourfhrew'd potter a happy thought

flatted,

^.hat Toby and Agnes fliould never be parted ;

So he took of her clay, which was white as her milk
-And lemper'd with brandy till fofter than filk,

'

And forming thefe pipes, he advis'd lly and fnug,

ThatSve'kifs her fair clay, and fliake hands v/ith his

j» g-
.

'

The Toaft.

THIS, this is the liquor of life,

I vow 'tis the beft ot all cures.

For pailion, or iicknefs, or ftrite

—

So here is your health, fir, andyour's.

Who leave fuch good liquor behind,

Are furely a parcel of boors
;

-Eut I am more gaily inclin'd—
So here is your health, fir, and your's.

Such fellov.-s, by all that is good,

Deferve to be tum'd out of doors:.

-"Cut I am an honefter lad,

.So here is your health, iii\ nnd ycu^'i.

Jockey is a pretty Lad,

T'OTHER day, 'twas in the mead,

Young Jockey came to me,

Between us there it was agreed

That I his bride fliould be;

Sweetly me he did carelV,

And-faid I was his bride ;

Pieas'd f was, yet muil conielJ,

I thought I fhould have died.

Jockey is a pretty lad.

There's none fo bhthe as he :

When-he is near my heait is glad.;

Oh ! he's the lad for me.

Next day Jockey faid to me,

"Dear Jenny (hall we wed '."

Oh, dear, faid I, I am afraid

—

Poor youth, he hung his head :

And all his with \^ as to be wed.

He would not be denied,

Jle?.s'd was I, yet muil contefs

I -thought I fhould have died.

"Jockey is a Iritly I^J, &f.

Yefterday to church we went.

And there we join'd our hands-:

We neither fhall, I hope, repent,

Tho' fall in Hymen's bands

:

Had ycu fcen us go to church.

He laughing while I cry'd :
'

Had he left me in the lurch,

I'm lure I •ihould'ha\'e. died.

j'.ckey -laes a'pretty laJ, ^dc.

'' The Coquet.

IN vain I feek the lonely grove.

Or melancholy Ihade :

Opprefs'd, alas ! with hopelefs love,

!• or one deluding maid :

She heard, my vows, I thought her.kind,

So iweet fte on me Imil'd—
But flie deceiv'd jny artlefs mind,

And all my hopes beguil'd.

With Colin now Ihe trips the plair.,

Nor heeds my ten<lerfighs;

Laughs at my love, my tears and pain.

And from my prefence flies

:

Fair queen of loi'e, relieve my finart.

And make the maid relent.

Or ftrike with death my aching heart.

And I Ihall be content.

The kind honeft Heart of a Tar.

YET, though I've no fortune to offer,

I've fomething to put on a par.;

Come then, and accept of my offer,

'Tis the kind honeft heart of a tar.

Ne'er let fuch a trifle as this i-«,

Girls, be to your pleafurea bar.

You'll be rich, iho' 'tis only in kiffes,

With the kind honeft heart of a tar.

Befides, I am none of your ninnies ;

The next time I come from alar,

I'll give you a lap. full of guineas, \

With .the kind honeft heart of a tar.

Your lords with their fine baby faces,

That ftrut in a garter and ftar.

Have they, under tlwir tambour and laces,

The kind honeft heart of a tar.

I've this here to fay, now, and mind it,

If love, that no hazard canjnar.

You are feeking, you'll certainly fiad.it

In the kind'honeil he.i.rt-of ;i tar.



TilE CHARMS OF MELOTiY.

The faint Denial.

"

eOW miftaJken is the lover,

Who on words builds Lopes cf bliu-,

And fondly thinks we love difcover*

If perchance we anfwer yes.

Prompted often by dilcretion,

Js the feeming kind expreffion,

'\\ hen the tongue the heart belyir.t,

'Daies not venture on denyinr,

'But in fpite of difcontenr.

Gi\e5 the I'emblage of confent.

Ah ! how vain is art's profeffion,

1 Tho' the fault'ring tongue comp!/,

What avails t^e cold corjfeffion,

If th' averted eyes deny ?

Happier far th' experienc'd fwair:,

Knows he triumphs mult attain.

When in vain fucoelsful trial,

Lan^ua.^e gi'^es the faint denial ,

While the eyes betray the fictio;!,

Jn delightful contradiclon,

And the ch«!el:s with bluflics glow,

iiAnd the tor ?'^'e Hill faulteis nc
tLzu m'-Jt .iKiii ,

-

I

iOr

SltRpliciiy.

F tho;j whom love and fancy lead

To wander near this voodland Kill,

n ever mufic footh'd thy quill,

pity wak'd thy gentle reed.

Repole bener.th my humble tree,

If thou court limpliciiy.

Stranger, if thy lot has laid,

in toilfome fcenes of bufy lif<?,

Full forcly m.ayjl thou rue the llrife

f w eaiy pafllons ill repaid ;

1:1 a garden live with me.

If thou lov'it fimpliclty.

Flow'is have fprung -for many a year

O'er the village maiden's grave.

That, one memorir.l fpring to fave

i-OBefore it from a lifter's bier.

And homeward walking wept o'er me
The true tears of fimpliclty.

And foon, her cottaee wipdow near

With cari my llender ftem fhs plac'd,

And fondly thus her grief embrac'd ;

And cherilli'd fad remembrance dear.

For love fincere and friendfhip free,

Are children of fimpliclty.

At fettiug Day.

AT letting day and riling morn.
With foul that ftill fliall love thee,

I'll afk of heav'n thy fafe return.

With all that can improve thee :

I'll vifit oft the birken bufli,

Where firft you kindly told me
"Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluflT,

Whilil.round thou didft enfold me.

To all our haunts thou didft repair,

By green-wood, fhaw, or fountain
;

Or where the fummer's day I'd fhare

With you upon yon mountain :

There 'vill I tell tha trees and tlow'rs,

With thoughts unfeign'd and tender;

By Aows you're mine, my love is youi;,

'My heart, tvhich cannot ward&r.

Mad Mar)^
TTARD beats the rain, and bleak blowrths wind,
-« -»• Cold is my heart, oppreft by defpair ;

Yet for each blaft I'v a figh you fliall find,

And ev'ry drop I'll lepay with a tear.

Henry has banifli'd content from aij breaft,
Pitylefs leaves me to wander alone :

Ah ! cruel fliepherd, how can"'ft thou molefl
1 he peace of a maiden wbofeheart was thy or^im

Once on a time when l6i e was unknown.
Where was the damfel fo happy as I ?

Eut Henry deceiv'd, and contentment is flown,
Sighs fill my bofom and anguifli my eye.

I had twifted a garland and fent to my love,
Fair were the flowers and dropping with dew;-;

Mark well the iffue,' ye maids of the grove,
Th' flow'rs ftill werafreih when the fwainprov'd

untrue.

WreathM round my brow appears the fad willow.
One fprig of cyprefs I wear at my breaft;

Some friendly turf-I will leek for my pillow.
There lay m-j forrow s for ever to reft.

Allen Brooke, of Wyndermereo
CAY, have you in the villsge feen^ A lovely youth of penfive mien,
Iffuch a one hath pafl"ed by.
With melancholy in his eye;
\V here is he gone, ah ! tell me where,
Tis Allen Brooke, of Wyndermere.

Laft night he fighing took his leave.
Which caus'd my tender heart' to grieve;
And many maids I know there be
\A ho try to wean my love from me :

But heaven knows my heart's fincere,
To Allen Brooke, of Wyndermere.

My throbbing heart is full of woe.
To think that he fliould leave me fo;
But if my love fliould anger'd be.
And try to hide himfelf from me—
Then death fliall bear me on a bier.
To Ali'.n Brooke, of Wyndermere.

Rural Happinefs.
TyHEN fummer gay begins to fliine,

T»V V
^^^ ^"^"''^ and flow'rs together twine,

We, happy ftiepherds, tend our flocks,
On yalHes low, or fteepy rocks

;

In diftant folds our lalTes flray,

With looks tl^at fay, come, hafte away.

When winter with her chilling hand,
Spreads her black train around our land,W e, happy fliepherds, foes to ftrife.

In humble oottage Ipend our life :

When the blaft blows and night prevails,
We talk of love and ghoflly tales.

W^

We be de merry Savoyard.
SUNG IH THE PICTDRE Of FARIS.

/"E be de merry Savoyard,
Born on the alpy mountain head,

Eut as v/e found the living hard.
We come to de France to get de bread

;

De long, de dance be our reward.
We be de merry Savoyard.

We be de merry Savoy child.

By the want and de hunger led ;

'Born in the alpy mountain wild.

Come to de France to get de bread ;

'De fong, the dance be our reward.
We be de raerry Savoyard.



^5^4 BALLADS, ANCIENT an.d modern, legendaries, &r.

'La% Ifabella's Tragedy;
OR THE 5TIP-M0T«J£a's CRUELTY,

THERE was a lord of 'S-onhy fame.
Ap4 ? iiunting }je woyl4 ride,

Attended By a noble train

Of ^mry by his iide.

Awdi i^kile he did in chsce rwnaio,
To fee both fport and piay ;

His lady went as fhe did feign,

Unto the church to pray.

This lord he had a daughter fair,

Whofe beauty Ihone fo bright,
She was beloved, both far and neat,
Of mitj a lord and knight.

Jair Ifabell? was fhe call'd,

A creature fair wasihe
;

She was her father's only joy,

As you'ftali after fae :

Therefore her cruel flep-motfeer

Did env^ her fo much ;

That day by day flie fought her life,

Her malice it was. fuciu

She bargain'd with the njafler-cook

To take her life away :

And, taking of her daughter's book,
She thus to her did. fay :

" Go' home, Aveet daughter, I thee pray,
" Go, haften prefently ;

" And tell unto the mafter-cook,
" Thefe words that I tell thep.

" And bid him drifs to dinner ftraighr,

" That fair and milk-white doe;
" That in the park doth fliine fo bright,

" There's nonefo fair to fliow."

This lady fearing 6f no 'harin,

Obey'd her i»«ther'« will : .

And prefently fhe halted home,
Her pltafure to fulfill.

She ftraight into the kitch-en went,
Her meffage for to tell

;

And there fhe fpied the mafter-coo^k.

Who did with malice fvvell.

" Now, mailer-cook, it niuft be fo,

" Do that whieh I thee tell

:

" You needs 'mu'ftare'fs .the milk-white do€,
" Which you do know full well."

Then ftraight hascbiKl bloody -hands.

He on the lady lai<J

;

Who, quivering and fiiaking flands.

While thus to her he fai^ :

-" Thou art the doe, that I mail di<e!rs
;

" See here, behold my knife

;

" For it is pointed prefe'nrly

" To ridth€« ef -thy ii¥e.

O then, cried out the I'cullron-ijoy,

As loud as loud might be :

«' O fave her life, good mafler-cook,
" And make yoiif Jiies of ihe !

" For pity's fake do not deftroy
" My Lidy with your knife

;

« You know fhe is her father's joy,
•' For Chrift's fake fave her life."

" I will not fave her life," he fsid,
*' Nor make my pies of thee ;

"Yet if thou doft this deed betray,
" Thy butcher.I will be."

Now when tliis lord he "did ?ome hoitr
For to fit down and eat

;

H" called for his daughter dear,

T" come and rarvs his .meit-

" Now fit you down," his lady faid,

" O fit you down to meat :

" Into fome nunnery Ihe is gone ;

" Your daughter dear forget."

Then folemnly he made a vow,
Eeiore the company :

That he would neither eat nor drink,

Until he did her fee.

O then befpake the fcullion-boy.

With a loud voice fo high :

" If now, you will your daughter fee,

" My lord, cut up that pie
;

*• Wherein her flefh is minced fmall,
" And parched with the fire;

" All cauiedby her ftep-mother,
" Who did her death defire.

" A.nd curfed be the mafter-cook,
-" O curfed may he be !

*' I proffer'd him my own heart's'blood,
" From death to fet her free."

Then all in black this lord did mourn ;

And for his daughter's fake,

He judg'd her cruel ftep-mother

To be burnt at a ftake.

Likewife he judg'd the mafter cook
In boiling lead to ftand ;

And made the fimple fcullion-boy

The heir of all his land.

Tbe Gipfies.

THE gipfies came to our good lord's gate.;

And wow but they fang fweetly

!

Our lady came down the jnufic to hear.

They fang fae very completely.

And fbe came trippin-g dov/n the ftair,

And a her maids before her
;

As foon as they faw her weii-fared face.

They cooft the glamer our her.

" Gae take frae me this gay mantile,

" And bring to me a plaidie ;

*' For, if kith and kin and a had fworn,
" I'll follow the gypte laddie.

".YeftreenI lay in av/eel-madebedj
" And my good lord befide me ;" This night I'll iy in a tenant's bara,
" Whatever fhall betide me."

" Oh come to your bed," fays Johnie JFa,

" Oh come to your bed my dearie;
" For I vow and fwear by the hiit of ray fword,

" Your lord fhall nae mair cpme near ye."

" I'll go to bed to my Joh-nieFa,
" I'll go to bed to my dearie

;

" For I vow and fwear ty what.pafl; yeftreen,

" My lord fhall nae mair comcnearme."

And when our lord came hame at een

And fpeird for his fair lady.

The tane fue cry'd, and the ither reply'd.

She's avfa wi the gipfie laddie.

" Gae faddle to me the black black fteed,

" Gae faddle and mak him ready;
*' Before th.it I either eat or fieep,

" I'll gae and feek my fair lady."

And v/e were fifteen well-made men,
Of courage ftout and fie.idy;

And we were a put down, but ane,

For a lair young wanton lady.
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At Evening when my Work is done.

AT evening, when my work i< done.

And the breeze at fetting fun
Scarcely breathes upon the tide.

Then alone I love to glide,

Unheard, unfeen, my filent oar.

Steals along the fhaded fhore :

All is daTk, and all is mute,
Save the moon, and lover's lute -.

Tang, ting, tang, it feems to fay,'

Lovers dread return of day.

Toward the abbey-wall I fteer.

There the coral hymn I hear;

While the organ's lengtliened note,

Seems in diftant woods to float

:

Returning then, my iilent oar

Steals along the fiiaded ftiore : All is dark, i^c.

New Roundelay.

DRIFTED fnow no more is feen,

liluft'ring Winter paffes by ;

Merry Spring comes, clad in green,

While wood-larks pour their melody ;

I hear him—hark !

The merry lark,

Calls us to the new-mown hay.

Piping to our roundelay.

When the golden fun appears

On the mountains furly brow,
^Hien his jolly beams he rears.

Darting joy~behold them now :

Then, then—Oh ! hark,

The merry lark,

Calls us to the new-mown hay.

Piping to our roundelay.

When the village boy to field.

Tramps it with the buxom lafs,

'Jain file would not feem to yield.

Yet gets tumbled on the grafs :

Then, then—Oh 1 hark.

The merry lark.

While they tumble in the- hay.

Pipes, alone, his roundelay.

W^hat are honors, what's a court?

Calni content is worth them all

;

'Our honor lies in cudgel fport,

Our brighteft court a greenfword ball

:

But then—Oh ! hark,

The merry lark.

Call us to the new-mown hay.

Piping to our roundelay.

The parting Kifs.

/^NE kirtd kifs before we part,
^-^ Drop a tear and then adieu;
Tho' we fever, my fond heart

'Till we meet fhall pant for you«

Yet, yet weep not fo, my love,

Let me kifs that falling tear;
Tho' my body-muft remove,
• All my foul will ftill be here.

All my foul and all my heart,

Ev'ry wifh Ihall pant for you

;

One kind kifs then e'er we part,

Drop a tear and bid adieu.

I can't tell what to think on't.

BRA Jockey calls me his delight,

And vows he loo's me dearly.

He fays my ee'n like ftars are bright.
And woos me late and early :

But when he beckons to the glen.

As I Hand on the brink on't.

My heart it beats, and truly then,

I can't tell what to think on't.

Then he is na afilly'loon.

But bonny, gay and viritty.

Yet he may change as does the mooa,
And that would be a pity :

For I muft own I loo him well.

If falfe I fure muft fink on't

:

The truth, ye lafies, I muft tell,

I don't know what to think on't.

I met wi' Willy t'other day.

Who look'd fo fnug and neatly,

And foon began his pipe to play.l

Then' fang to me moft fweetly :

Young Jockey chanced to pafs by.
And gloomy feem'd to blink on't s

I ken he had a jealous eye,

He knew not what to think on't.

Yet I'll na more torment the lad,

If honour is his meaning,
I'll foon confent to make him glad,

And. to his wifli be leaning

:

To kirk if he fiiould afk to go,

I'furely kind will blink on't r

For then I certainly fliall know.
Right truly what to think on't.
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The Frolicks of Queen Mab
;

SU^JG 3Y MR. COLLINS,

In lih cclelrated Et'.tertainment ofthe ' Brufli.'

WHEN fancy roves in a rambling dream,

With the poor and rich it is all the fame,

When fancy roves in a rambling dream,

And we feem to fleep lite tops, fir ;

C^een Mab ihe plays us a pleal'ant game,

Of the' fairy tribe the imperial dame,

C^ueen Mab fhe plays us a pleafant game,

As into our pates' fhe pops.Jir :

.Por there fhe drives her gig, asShatefpear tells the

tale, fir,

.With tricks and prants, a thoufand ways, our Hum-

bert to regale, fir.

Jfo iize as fmall as an agate-flone.

Or the feed i'lhe foil when 'tis newly fown,

'Iff iize as fmall as an agate-flone,

On a mifer's little finger ;

With a whip made out of a cricket's bone.

For fhe never drives like a lazy drone,

With a whip made out of a cricket's bone.

That her ponies may not linger :

In a chariot by a fquirrel fcdop'd, out of a nut

brown fhell, fir.

And a primrofe pipp'd for a riding hood, or elfe a

cowflip's bell, fir.

And in this ftate fhe's night by night,

jLike a little wicked wanton fpright,

And in this flate fhe nieht by night

Trots over lovers brains, fir ;

Who fancy, if the fleas but bite,

As they tumble and tofs in a piteous plight,

Who fancy, if the fleas but bite.

That Cupid gives the pain, fir :

Acd if by chance fhe tatesa fcampero'eraeourtier's

knee, fir,

. In fleep he fcrapes and bows aslow as at my lord's

levee, iir.

Then driving over a lady's lips,

, As a pifmire over a mole-hill fkips,

Then driving over a lady's lips.

She flraight on kifTes dreams, fir :

Or a lawyer's nofe, if acrofs fhe fkip^,

With his fhiftin'g, fhuiRing, quirks and quips,

' Or a lawyer's nofe, if acrofs fhe trips,

In what a plight he feems, fir

!

'With fnout upturn 'd, like rooting fwine, he fnuffs

and fnor'ts to boot, fir,

.ii'or.O! whaticentis fo diving, asfmelling out a

; fuit, fir.

Nay, the parfon too, when he takes- a nap,

: As ftranger things ev'ry day may hap,

Nay, the parfon too, when he takes a nap,

After dinner, pipe and ale, fir

;

She will fometimes give a tickling tap,

On the rofy cheek of the ret^rend chap.

She will fometimes give a tickling tap.

With a little tythe pig's tail, fir ;

Then fleeves of lawn, the fairy fpright, prefents the

pulpit fmiter,

'And, io I Jiis night-cap in a thrice is turn'd into a
^ mitre.

Then acrafsthe neck of a blade fhe trots,

Who hoflilei plans like Csefar plots,

Then acrofs the neck of a blade flie trots.

Who dreams of war's alarms, 'fir

;

Of cutting Frenchmen and Spaniards throats,

Of red-hot balls, and of batt'ring boats,

Of cutting Frenchmen and Spaniards throats.

And quartering legs and arms, fir :

And when at laft in both his ears, the drum fhe

founds amain, fir,

' He ftarts, and wakes, and prays, ..gnd fwears, _and

th«^ to fleep again,: fir.

Thus afleep or awaka, by night or day,

Kowe'er we labour, cr v.'atch, or pray.

Thus afleep or awrike, by night or day,

The ruling pafnon fways us : ^
And a Will-o'-ihe-v.'ifp nov/ leads the way.

By which like llieep we are lur'd aflray,

And a Will-o'-the-wifp now leads the way,
Or a bugbear now clifmays us •

Yet, though by turns we are highly pleas'd, or in a

,
piteous taking.

At leafl may all our pleafing dreams be realiz'd

when waking.

Smiling Grog.

SMILING grog is the failor's beil hope, his fheet

anchor.

His compafs, his cable, his log,

That gives him a heart which life's cares cannot

canker,

Tho* dangers around him
Unite to confound him,

He braves them and tips off his grog

:

'Tis grog:, only grog,

Is his rudder, his compafs, his cable, his log -,

The failor's flieet aiichpr is gr-og.

'

What though he to a friend, in^rufi,

, His prize money convey.

Who to his bond of faith unjuft.

Cheats him and runs away ;

What's to be done ? he vents a curfe

'Gainfl all falfe hearts afhore,

Of the remainder clears his purfe.

And then to fea for more.

There-fmUir.g grog , ISc^

What thoiigh his girl, who- often fwore
To know no other charms.

He finds, when he returns afhore,

Clafp'd in a rival's arms

:

What's to be done ? He vents a curfe,

And feeks a kinder fhe,

Dances, gets groggy, clears his purfe.

And goes again to fea.

To croflfes born—flill trufting there,

The waves lefs faithlefs that the fair ;

There into toils to rufh again.

And ftormy pearls brave—what then ?

Smiling grog, &fc.

Tbe Soldier's Grave.

OF all fenfations pity brings,

To. proudly fwell the ample heart.

From which the willing forrow fprings,

In others grief that bears a part :

.-Of all fad fympathy's delights.

The manly dignity of grief,

A joy in mourning that excites.

And gives the anxious mind relief--

Of thefe would you the feeling know,
Moft gcn'rous, noble, greatly brave,

That ever taught a heart to glow,

'Tis the tear that bedews a foldier's grave.

For hard and painful is his iot.

Let dangers come, he braves them;all : .

Valiant perhaps to be forgot.

Or undiflinguifh'ddoom'd to fall;

Yet wrapt in confcious worth fecure.

The world, that now forgets his toil.

He views from a retreat obfcure,

And quits it with a willing fmile :

Then trav'ler one kind drop beflow,

'Twere graceful pity, nobly^brave ;

Nought ever taught the heart to glow.

Like the tear that bedews, the foldier's grave.
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Mary of the Dale.

'T'WAS at the cool and fragrnnt hour,
- J. When evening fteals upon the iky,

Wlien lovers feelc the filent bow'r,
Young William taught the grove to iigh :

His heav'nly form and beauteous air,

Were like the flow'ry vale
;

Yet did he figh, and all for love

Of Mary of the dale.

When o'er the mountain peep'd the day,

Opprefs'd v.-ith grief he'd often flray,

O'er rifing hill and fertile lawn,

To Iigh and weep his cares away :

Tho' he had charms to win each- fair

That dwells within the vale,

Tet did he figh, and all for love

OfMary of thedale.

The merry dance, the cjiearful fong,

.
Could now no more a charm impart;

iJo more his hours glide fmooth along.

For grief lay heavy at his heart :

His cheek, where health with beauty glow'd.
Was like the primrofe pale.

Sighing he dy'd, and all for love

Of Mary of the dale.

The Fields were gay.

THE fields were gay, and fweet the hay.
The gypfies fat upon the grafs

;

Both lad and lafs by you were fed,
'

'Twas all to cheat your filly lafs.

When'er we met, with kiffes fweet.
The fpeeches foft you did impart •

The hawthorn bufliihould make you blitfti,

"Twas there you did betray my heart.

Maid cf the Mill.

Jack's Revenge.

WHEN laft from the Straits we had fairly call
anchor,

I went, bonny Kitty to hail,

With quintables ftor'd, for our voyage was a fpanker,
And bran-new v;as every fail.

But I knew well enough how, with words fweet as

'honey,

They trick us poor tars of our gold.

And when the fly gypfies have finger'd the money,
The bag they give poor Jack to hold.

So I chas'd her, d'ye' fee, my lads, under falfe colours,

Swore my Viiflies were all at an end.

That I fported away all my good looking dollars.

And borrow'd my togs of a friend :

Oh! then had you feen her, no longer my honey,
'Twas varlet, audacious, and bold.

Begone from^y fight, now yoii've fpent all your
money.

For Kitty the bag you-may hold.

With that I took out double handfuls of fhiners.

And fcornfully bid her good bye,

'Twould have done your heart good had you then
feen her fine airs,

Howifhe'd leer, and (he'd fob, and flie'd figh :

Bat I ftoodwell the broadfide—while jewel and
honey

She call'd mc— I put up the gold.

And bearing-away, as I lack'd all the money.
Left the bag for Ma'am Kitty tohoid.

What argufies Pride ahd Ambition.

WHAT argufies pride and ambition?
Soon or late Death muft take us in totf s

Each bullet has got its commiflion,
And when our time's come we muft go :

Then drink and fing, hang pain and fprrow,
The halter was made for the neck.

He that's now 'live and lufty—to-morrow
Perhaps may be ftretch'd on the deck.

There was little Tom Linftock, of Dover,
Got kiil'd, and left Polly in pain.

Poll cry'd, but her grief was foon over.

And then flie got married again.

Then drink, &Ca

Jack Junk was ill us'd by Bet Crocker,'
And fo took to guzzling the llufF,

'Till he tumbl'd in old Davy's locker.

And there he got liquor enough.

Then drink, &fe.

For our prize money then to the proftor.
Take ofjoy while 'tis going our freak

;

For what argufies calling the doftor,
When the anchor of life is apeak.

TJiett drink, ^e.

The Chace.

TT7"HEN faintly gleams the doubtful day,
^ ^ Ere yet the dew drops on the thorn
Bbrrow^ a hiftre-from the ray.

That tips wii^h gold the dancing corn,
Health bids awake and homage pay.
To him vs-ho gave another morn.

:

And, well with llrengfh his nerves to brace,
Urges the fportfman to the chace.

Do we.purfue the timid hare.

As trembling o'er the lawn fhe bounds?
Still of her fafety have we care.

While feeming death her fteps furroundj,

We the defencelefs creature fpare,

Andinftant flop the well taught faoiuds*

For cruelty Ihould ne'er difgrace

The wcll-earh'd pleafure of the chace.

Do we purfue the fubtle fox.

Still let him brakes and rivers try.

Through marfhes wade, ot climb the rocks.

The deep mouth'd hounds ihall following-fly;

And while he ev'ry danger moeks,
Unpitied let the culprit die.

To quell his cruel artful race.

Is labour worthy of the chace.

Return'd with fhaggy fpolls well ftor'd.

To our convivialjoys at night.

We toaft, and firft our country's lord.

Anxious who moft fliill do him right

;

The fair next crowns the focial board

;

Britons fliould love as well as fight.

For he who flights the tender race,

Is held unworthy of the chace.

The Oak,

THE fapling oak loft in the dell.

Where tangled brakes its beauties fpoii,

And ev'ry infant ftioot repel,

Droops hopelefs o'er the 'xhaufted foil:

At length the woodman clears around
Where e'er the noxious thickets fpread ;

And high from the reviving ground.
The foreft's monarch lifts his head.
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The wanton Wife of Bath.

Mr> AddiftM hat fronounc'd this an excellct Ballad.

See the Spectator, No. 247.

IN Bath a wanton wife did dwell.

As Chaucer he did write ;

Who did in pleafure fpend her tlays,

Andwianj a fond delight.

Upon a time fore lick flie was

And at the length did die ;

And then her foul at'heaven's gate,

Did knock moft mightily.

Jjrft Adam came unto the gate ;

" Who knocketh there ?" quoth he.

" I am the Wife of Bath," ftie faid,

" And fain would come to thee.'"

»' Thou art a Cnner," Adam faid,

"Aud-here no place fliah have;"

" And fo art thou, I trowe," quoth flie,

" Now go you rioating knave.

" I will ccme in, infpight,"fhe faid,

" Of all iuch churls as thee ;

" Tiiou wert thecaufer of our woe,
'•' Our pain and roifery :

«' And firft broke God's commandlments,
" In pleafure of thy wife." "

When Adam ieard her, tell this tale,

He ran away for life . .

Then down came Jacob at the gate,

And bide her pack to hell,

" TJiou faife deceiving knave,' 'quoth (he,

•' Thouft may'ft be there as well-

" For thou deceiv'dft thy father dear,

" And thine own brother, too."

Away flunk Jacob prefently,

And fl^aile no, more ado.

She knocks again withamight and main.

And,Lot he chides herftraight.

" How now," quoth fhe, " thou drunken afs,

•' Who bade thee here to prate ?

-" With thy two daughters thou didft lye.

" On them two baftards trot."

And thus moft tauntingly flie cafl;

Againft poor fiily Lot.

" Who calleth there," quoth Jiiditli then,

With fuch fhiill founding notes ;

"This fine minx, furely came not here,"

Quoth file, " for, cutting ihroats."

Good Lord, how Judith blulh'd for fliame,

When' flie heard her fay fo,

!

.King David hearing of the fame,

He to the- gate would go,

Quoth David " whokhcclis there fo loud,
" And maketh all this llrife ?"

" You we'remore kind, good fir," ftie faid,

" Unto Uriah's wife.

' And when thy fervant thou didft caufe
" In battle t6 be flain ; • . ,

' . '

'

" Thou caufedft far more ftrife than I, '

' " Who would come here fo fain."

•' The woman's mad," quoth Solomon,
" That thus doth taunt a king."

" Not half fo mad as you," fhe faid,

"I trow, in many a thing.

" Thou.Jiadft fev'n hundred wives at once,
" For whom thou didft provide

;

" And yet, god wot, three hundred whorer
" Thoti muft maintain befide :

" And they made thee forfake thy God,
" And worftiip Hocks and ftones;

" Eefides the charge thfy put thee to

" Inbreeding of young bones.

" Hadft thou not been befide thy wits,

" Thou wouldll not thus have ventur'd;
" And therefore I do- marvel much,

" Hov/ thou this place haft enter'd."

" I never heard," quoth Jonas, then,
*' So vile a'fcold as this."

" Thou whore-fon run-away, quoe, fhe,

" Thou didcft more amifs."

" They fay," quoth Thomas " womens' tongues
" Of ai|K:n-leaves are made."

" Thou unbelieving wretch," quoth file,

" All is not true that's faid;"

When Mary Magdalen h^ard her then,

She csme unto the gate.

Quoth file, " good woman, yoii muft think
" Upon your former ftate.

" No finner enters in this place"

Qiioth Mary Magd'ien. " Then
" 'Twere ill for you, fair miftrels anine,

" She anfwer'd her again :

" Yoafor your honefty," quoth ftie,

" Had once bcen'fton'd to death
;

" Had not our Saviour Ghrift came by,

" And written on the earth.

" It was not by your occupation,
- "You are- become- divine :

-

" I hope niy foul in Chrift his paff.on,

" Shall be as fafe as thine."

Up rofe the good apoftle Paul,

And ro this -wife he cry'd,

" Except thou fhilse thy fins away,
" Thou here {h.^U be denied."

-"Remember Paul, what thou haft done,
" All through a lewd drfa-e :

«' How thou didft perfecute God's church,
" With wrath as hot as fire."

Then up ftarxs Peter at the laft,

And to the gate he hies

:

." Fond fool," quoth he, "knock not fo-faft, -

" Thou wearieftChrift with cries'."

" Peter," faid flie, " content thyfelf,

" For imtrcy may be won; •

" I never did deny my Chrift,

" As thou thylelf haft done."

When as our Saviour Chrift heard this,

With heavenly angels bright,

i-ie came unto this finful foul,

Who trembled at his fight.

Of him for mercy file did crave.

Ojjoth he, " thou haft refus'd

" My pvofi^er'd grace, and mercy both,

, ',',And much my name abus'd."

«' Sore have r finned. Lord, " ihe faid,

" And fpent my time in vain,

" But bring me like a wand'riiig flieeji

"Into thy flock again.

" O Lord, my Go<3, I will amend
'My lormer wicked vice :

" The thief for one poor filly word, ,

" Paft into Paradife."

" My laws and my commandlments,"
S'aith Chrift, " were known to thee

;

" But of the fame in any wife,

" Not yet one word did ye."

*',I grant the fame, O Lord," quotli flie :

' " Moft lewdly did I live :

" But yet the loving father did
" His prod'gal fon forgive."

" So I forgive thy foul," he faid,

" Through thy repenting cry ;

*' Come enter then into my joy,

•' I will not lace den/."
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Sweet Love, I'll marry theco

WHEN Donald firft came wooing tne,

"Twas on Cromarty Green ;

The loon had long been loving me.

The' I was but nineteen.

He lung of that, and tallc'd of this,

And many things laid he
;

Ax. length ho cry'd, and took a kifs,

" Sweet love, I'll marry thee ;

" My bonny, blithfome, winlbme lafs,

" Sweet love, I'll marry thee."

-I told him plain; it munna be,

For why I was too young

;

And was for tripping o'er the lea,

In fpite of all he lung:
" Stop, laflie, flop awhile," he cry'd,

And pull'd me on his fenee
;

" I tell thee thou flialt be a bride,

" Sweet love, I'll marry thee.

My bmny, ^'c

" I winna, canna, marry you,"
Said I, " fo let me go ;"

He kifs 'd, he prels'd, what could I do,

While he kept teaming fo ;

" And wilt thou e'er prove falfe," faid I,
,

" O try me, love," faid he
;

" Why then,", fays I, " I think we'll wed,
" Sv\eet love, I'll marry thee."

My lomty, i^c.

There's cauld Kale in Aberdecno

'T^HERE's cauld kale in Aberdeen,
-*• And caftocks in Strabogie,

^AV'here ilka lad maun hae his lafs,

But I maun hae my cogie.

For I maun hae my cogie, firs,

-I can nae want ray cogie,

I would na gi'e my three -girth cogg,
• For a' the queans in' Bogie.

There's Johnny Smith has got a wife,

Wha grudges him his cogie ?

JBut were llie mine, upon ray life,

I'd duck her in a bogie.

For Imauti-kae, tfc

No here's to ilka jovial foul,
'

Who'll drink wi' me a cogie;
•And may he never want a bowl.

Who'll dance the reel o' Bogie.

Pi/r I maun hae, Ifc.

Tack and Half-tack.

THE Yarmouth roads are right a-heaS,
The crew with ardour burning,

Jack lings out. as he heaves the-lead.

On tack and half-tack turning,

By the dip—eleven!

Laft'd in (he chains, the line he coi'Ij,

Then round his head 'tis fwinging.

And thus to make the land he toil«j*^

In numbers quaintly finging,

By the mark^feven !

And now, left we run bump afliore,

He heaves the lead, and fings once Enore^

•Quarter lefs—^four!

About fliip, lads I tumble up there; can't you feet
Stand by well, hark, hark, helm's alee !

Here Ihe comes ; up tacks and ftieets; haul jnainfaili,

haul

;

Haul of all:

And as the long loft ftiore they view,
Exulting fliout the happy crew;
Each finging as the fails he furls,

Hey for the fidlers and the girls!

The next tack we run out to fea,

Old England fcarce appearing ;

Again we tack ; and Jack, with glee,

Sings out, as land we're nearing,

And a half—eleven !

And as they name feme beauty near^

To tars, of blifs the fummit

;

Jack joins the jeft, the gibe, the jeer;

And' heaves the. pond'rout, plummet ;•

By the mark—-feven !

And now, while dang'rous breaiers roar.

Jack cries, " left we run bump aftiore,

" Quarter lefs—four

!

AboutJhlp, i^C
Thus tars at fea, like fwabs at hpi;ne,

By tack and tack are bias'd :

The furtheft way about we roam.
To bring us home the nigheft :

By the dip—^eleven

!

For one tack more, and 'fore the wind.
Shall we, in a few glalTes,,

Now make the land, both true and kind,

To find our friends and laffes.

By the mark—feven 1

Then heave the lead, my lad, once more,
Soon fhalt we gaily tread the Ihore :

And a half—four !

Aloutjhip, i^c
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WhenVapours o'er the Meadows die.

SDUG IN TH£ CAP RIC I0Us\l,0VEIt3.

'HEN vapours o'er the meadows die,

And morning ftreaks the purpleflry,

I wake to love with jocund glee,

To think on him who doats on me.

When eve embrowns the verdant grove,

And Philomel laments her lov.e,

Eadi figh'I breat~1ie my lovfe reveils,

And tells the pangs my bofom feeis.

With'fecret pleafure 1 furvey

The frolic birds in am'rous play,

While fondeft cares my heart employ.

Which flutters, leaps, and beats for joy.

The bonny Scots-man.

"!L7!E gales that gently wave the fea,

-*- And pleafe the canny boat-man,

Bear me fraehonce,. or bring to me
My brave,-iny" bonny Scot-man :

'In haly bands

Wejoin'd our hands.

Yet may not this difcover,

While parents rate

A large eftate

Before a faithful lover.

But I loor chufe in highland glens

To herd the kid and goat-man,
Ere I could for fie little ends

Refufe my bonny Scot -man,

Wae worth the man
Wha firft began

The bafe ungen'rous fafliion,

Fraeigreedy views

Love's art to ufe,

While ftrangers to it's paffion.

Frae foreign fields, my lovely youth,

Hafte to thy longing laffie,

"Wha pants to prefs thy bawmy mouth,
And in her:bofom hawfe thee.

Love gi'ei the word,
Then hi^fte on board,

Fair -winds and tenty boat-maii,

Waft o'er, waft o'er,

Frae yonder fiiore,

"My blithe, my bonny Scot -man.

The Spinning Wheel.

TO eafe his heart, and own his flame.

Blithe Jockey to young Jenny came ;

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

Shc'carelefstuTri'd her fpinning wheel.

Her milk-white hand he did extol.

And prais'd her fingers long and fmall

:

XJnufual joyher heart did feel

;

But ftjU Ihe turn'd her fpinning-wheel.

Then round about her flender waift.

He clafp'd his arms, and her embraced

;

To kifs her hand he down did kneel

;

But yet, file turn'd her fpinning-wheel.

With gentle voice Ihe bid him rife
;

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

Her fondnefs Ihe could fcarce conceal

;

Yet ftill flte 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 her rock and reel,

And angry turn'd her fpinning-wheel.

And lail, 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

'T.was up the Wind.

''T'WAS up the wind, three leagues and more,
JL We fpy'd a lofty fail

;

" Set your top-gallant fails, my boys,
" And clofely hug the gale."

Nine knots the nimble Milford ran;
Thus, thus the mafter cry'd

—

•'.Haul up!" She rais'd the chafe in view.

And foo« was fide by fide.

" Dowfe your Dutch enfigii ! up St. George !

" To quarters now, all hands :"

With lighted match, befide his gun,

Each iiritifh warrior ftands.

" Give fire !" our gallant captain cries;

'Tis done—the cannons roar :

•" Stand clear, monfieurs! digeft thefe pills,

" And then we'll fend you more."

"Your French jack fhivers in the wind;
" Its lilies all' look. pale :

^' Down it muft come—it niuft come down;
" For Britons will prevail.

Rak'd 'fore and aft, her fhatter'd hull

Lets in the briny flood ;

Her decks are carnag'd with the flain ;

Her fcuppers ftream with blood.

" Our chain-fhot whiftles in the wind

;

" Our grape defcends like hail?

" Huzza, my fouls ! three cheering Clouts !

" French -hearts .bejt'm to fsil.

" And fee, 'tis done—^fce iliik,es, fije-^jfields,;

" Down, haughty flag of France 1

" Now board her, boys ' .and on her fl?.(f,

" The Englilh crofs advance.

" There let it ever fly, my hea.''t;,

" To awe thefe Gallic llaves;
" So freely tofs the can about

;

*' For Britons rule the waves."

Then let it everjly, £^£

Camherland.

The Lafs of Peaty's Mill.

THElafsofPeaty'smill,
So bonny, blithe, and gay,

In fpight of all my fkill

Hath ftole my heart away.

When tedding of the hay.

Bare-headed on the green.

Love "midft her locks did play,

And wanton'd in her een.

Her arms, white, round, and fmooth,
Breafts rifing in their dawn

;

To age it would give youth, >

To prefs 'em with his hand :

Thro' all my fpirits ran.
*"

An extaiy of blifs,

When I fuch fweetnefs fan'd

Wrapt in a balmy kifs.

Without the help of art,

Like flow'rs which grace the WtUd,

She did her fweets impart.

Whene'er fhe fpote or fmii'd.

Her looks they were fo mild.

Free from affeifted pride, '

She me to love beguil'd,

I wifh'd her for my biidc.

O had I all that wealth -

Hoptoun's high mountains fill,
.

Infur'd long life and health,
*'

And pleafures at my will;

I'd promife and fulfil.

That none but bonny fue,

(The lafs of Peaty's mill)

Should {hare the faane with mc.

1
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TUNi—" Ballina mona."

SINCE Larry O'Shaughneffy firft came to town,
On foot, coach, aifd horfe-back he walk'd up

> and down ; ,

To fee what was fightlj he ne'er grudg'd his crown,

j
And his obfervatioDs in words he'll fet down.

\ Ball; na mona Ora,
'Och! a 'fine fight fof'Tne.

T u KE—" Gee ho ! Dobbin"

'.The firfl; place Itravell'd to was Stephen s-green,

'Where fine folks parade it, ro fee and-be feen,

Therelfavv fuch high-hesds that theladtcs do wear
:Made of uocl enough to fluff a faddle,! I'wear ;

With plumes nodding,

Lappets bobbing,
,

'••

Nodding and bobbing wherever they-go. '

TUNE—" Tiifalderal."

JDown Dams-Jireet as I was walking,

'J'here girls of ev'ry degree.

Some fcolding, fome fwearing, fome talking.

On every Jlep did. I fee,

- With their tit fai de ral.

TUNE—" Shcelii'Tia Gnirah."

'Next to the Four-Courts I went to behoW.'Ifir

!

Lawyers contending for jtiflice—and gold, fir I

Laying down law for plaintiff and defendant,

Och ! both will be plaintiff ere they've made an end
on't.

Clever attoriiles to make Black Teem white

;

WitnelTes felling their confciences quite
;

Juries impartial, and mofl upright judges,

Yet the court full of fpleen, rancour and
grudges.

TUNE

—

"Murdoch O'Blaney."

Then to the Tholfd I went in a hurry,

Where I faw ihe grave aldermen and the. lord
mayor

;

In the Court of Confcience folks in a great flurry
;

And in the Crown- Office men going to fwear.
Whilft catch-poles and beadles.

With eyes fiiaip as needles.

Stood eager as grey-hounds to follow a hare ;

Up flairs then I wenc to the place

Where the cornmon-council-men fat.

Where they fpecch'd it with fpirit and grace,

Tho' I could not tell what they'd be at.

TUNE—' Do£lijr Mack''

To St. Patrick's Church I went,

And heard the organs playing;

And when there, was fully bent

To keep my eyes from ftraying
;

But fuch pretty girls I faw,

They fpoil'd all my devotion ;

For tho' I kept my tongue in awe.

They gave my heart a motion.

TUNE—" Moll-Roe."

To a houfe I went next—like a blockhead,

Where they rattled the dice- to and fro,

'i'ill they rattled the. cafli irom my pocket,

And made my poor puifc lank and low.

Then with pidgeons and iharpers furrounded,

Whiie curJei and oaths iill'd the room,

My ears with iheir din was confounded,

So I left, them and went my way home.

OF MELODY.
S

TUNE—" Patrick's Day in the Morning."

The very next morning.I went to the College,

And the ftudents I faw with their caps and their
gowns

;

Who'r'e equally deep in learning and knowledge,
With the fcholars of all other nations.

For there the arts and fciences flourifii,

As well as in any place upon earth :

Tho' the lads fometimes rattle,

And fometimes give battle,

Yet when that is over,

'They.ever difcovcT,
That honor and virtue in their hearts take biith.

For they are in truth, fir

!

But fallies'of youth, fir .'

And after, thty.ftine in their ftation.

TUNE—" Shaun-hiioy."

The very fame night I heard a flrange fight,

Aa Uproar was furig by fhrill voices,
.But raon-a-mon-dyowl,
I fwear by my foul,

My ears was ne'er made for fuch noifes;
They faid, 'twas Italian,

But I'm a rafcallion

If compar'd to Irijh it can be ;

What's f?i/« /'ar^fi

ToJweet Gramachne,
Oi.Non Duiitare to Shaun-huoy ?

TUN t.—-Moreen-na Gibherlattn"

I toi z Mafquerade went.

Where folks in frightful fhapes I faw,
'My heart did thump and fide»pant;
To fee them fkip like a jack daw :

Whilft friars, nuns, and devils.

Kings and blackmen made a rout;
And bright eyes fpread ftrange evils.

As thro' the mafks they popped out.

TUNE—" TheWaterman."

At length to this Theatre chanee it has brought me
W here I fo much beauty and candour now fee.

And theAuthor of this night-piece has befought me,
To entreat you tofavour'his new Comedy.

" For indeed" faid he "if you fpeak for me, LarryJ
" I am pretty fure that it will not mifcarry."
Then hear my petition, and let the play live.

And his and my thanks we'll unitedly give.

The Braes, of Yarrow.

BUSK ye, bufkye,my bonie, bonie bride,

And dry your eyes wi' anguilh ftreaming
j

For our approach, i\\ eyes on Clyde
Are nov/ wi' expeftation beaming;

There we'll enjoy the merry day

—

(But here your days are dimm'd wi' forrow:>
There pafs in love the night away,
And think nae mair en gloomy Yarrow.

How can I bulk a bonie, bonie bride,

Or how can I reftrain frae weeping—
When he is tofs'd on ocean wide,

Who has my waefu' heart in keeping!

Ah ! lang,Jang, maun I view, wi' pain.

The ftream made bitter wi' my forrow J

And, for his coming, iang in vain,

Look frae the flow'ry banks of YarroWo

Yet leave me ftilL a weeping maid,

By Yarrow's lonely waves to languifli;

For, fooner than confent to wed,
The grave (hall bury a' my anguifh

:

Thro' apprehenfion's fhado.vs gloom
Dark o'er the night of deep'ning forrow.

Yet, true to love, I'll prefs the tomb.
And him that won my heart e«: Yarrow.
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William and Fanny.

By y.-Hoherf/oti.

ERIGHT was the morn, the l^ndfcap.e.-gay.

Onward young William rode
;

Joyful the village to behold.

His Fanny's lovM ^bode.

"Unlite his former felf he came,
In lure difguife array'd

;

With unlook'd joy,,hoping to blefc

His dear, his conftant maid.

In -wafblings fwfjst from evgry fpray,

The ieather'd choir combine
;

While love and hope in William's breafl.

The happy conceit join.

No magpye, no h<irfli raven's ijote,

Sinitter boding found,

But thro' the air, mnfic and love,

Bleft omens ! float around.

"The village opening to his view,
His flutt'ring pulfe beat high,

Whrlft tears, from Joy's rich fountain dra^wn,

Beam'd fparkling in his eye.

" Soon ftiall thefe eyes again, thank heaven,
" Her angel-form behold •,

"' ^"^ -^' ''

'" Soon fliali thefe wifhing arms again,
My lovely maid enfold,"

He faid ; when loj in fable guife.

From forth the church-yard way,
A filent train with down-caft eyes.

Death's banners wide diiplay.

The llow-tongu'd bell, with feleran toll,

A fad adieu expreit

;

On ev'ry face a genuine grief

Full deeply was impreft.

JFierceas the eagle William dafd,
When pride its creft uprear'd ;

Yet in eking, William, as the dove,

,
Whene'er diftrefs appear'd.

"To what kind fqul are thefe lad rites,

" With mourriiul rev'rence paid ?"

A grey-hair'd peafant rais'd his eyes,

And, iighing, thus he faid ;

" If e'er you've known love's wondrous pow*r,
" The pityipg tear prepare ;

" Yon grave contains the fweeteft flow'r
" E'er nipt by cold defpair.

" Not Iportive lambkin on the4own
" More lively was than fhe

;

" Not lambkin ever wopt the green,
" From guileful thoughts more free.

" Not apple-bloflbms in the fpring,
" Cou'd with her beauties vie

;

" More graceful than the doe her fhape

;

" Senl'e fparkled in her eye.

" Soft tho* her bofom yet untoueh'd
" By love's all-pow'rful flame,

<' 1 ill a young fwain of peerlefs worth,
" From yon blue Uplands came.

" The pride of fwainj fweet William wns>
" Thus fheplierds all agree ;

•" A youth lb manly, ge.Tile, brave,
" I ne'er again ihall fee.

" Each nymph beheld him with delight,
' Each Iwain v.'ith envious eyes

;

• " Ev'n envy's felf might Hand excus'd,
" When Fanny was the prize.

" They faw, they lov'd ; fo fweet a parr
" Ne'er giac'd our wond'ring plain

;

" He feem'd by heav'n for her defign'd;

" S.he for her UpUnd fwain.

" Their parents, friends, with glad accord
" Did on their pnffion fmile ;

"But fate with cruelty high rais'd

" Their hopes- but to beguile.

" Ah, what is happinefs !——a fly

" With tinfel'd wings fo gay :

" 'Sure of the prize, we llrttch our hands;
" 'Tis gone ; 'tis loft for aye.

" Heading thcTjeedy Highland clans,

" Cinward in threat'ning mood,
" Giant Rebellion came to drench

'" Our peaceful fields in blood.

" To fave their country, Freedom's fons
. i

" Vv ith gen'rous ardour flew •,

«' Never again, oh, may thefe eyes
" Such Icenes of horror view.

" Yo""g William's lord, to whoiij bothlove
" And gratitude were botmd,

" With William, foremoft in his train,

" In Freedom's ranks were found.

" Gonqui:ft with laurels Vs^'illiam crow ns,
" His worth ev'n foes a|, prove ;

"But ah !—tho' conqueft (.ro«ns his arms,
" Defpair awaits his iuve.

" A 'fquire, for large polTefEonsfam'd,
" Sav i' anny, and ado.r'd ;

" For charms like her's might captivate
" The heart——ev'n af a lord.

" He faw, and vows of ardent love
" Impatiently he preft ;

" Poor F^pny had no heart to give
;

" 'Twaf lodg'd in WiU'^m's breaft.

*' But curfed av'rice, age's bane,
" Had froze her father's mind ;

" She wept, fhe pray'd ; nor pray'rs nor tears
'• Alas I could pity find.

" To feeling deaf, by riches lur'd,

" He laid his ftriil commend;
" He dragg'd her to the church ; he forc'd

" Her cold, her heartlefs hand.

" Wealth ! what is wealth, of peace depriv'd-?
" A glitt'ring pois'nous toy

;

" The night-fhades jetty fliining fruit

" Allures but to deftroy.

" Scarce feven days gone, finceFanny wore
" The hated marriage-ch?in;

" And but yeft'reen a broken heart
" Freed Fanny from her pain.

" But, ftranger, fure tfaofe looks of your's
" Unufual feelings fpeak

;

" The bridle quits your trembling hands,
" The blood forfaies your cheek."

Down dropt poor William, IFke a corfe,

Upon the green-fward laid
;

By pitying peafants known, he's flraight

To friendly roof convey'd.

Reviy'd, heart-rending fighs and groans,

A fix'd defpair confels ;

But Madnefs, fad relief [.—arrives

To lighten his diftrefs.

When midnight came, from bed efcap'd.

To Fanny's grave he flew ;

There ftrecch'd,—he Fanny call'd—and fooE
To niis'ry bade adieu.

Cold as the lovely fair within.

Next morn W'as William found ,

Weeping, the village faw 'em laid

In tlie lame hallo'vy'd ground.

There nymphs and fliepherds often meet,

^lo plight th^ir vows fo true,

And from a fyaipathy of foul,

.Their grave with tears b?de.w>
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On the light fportive Wing.
SUNG IN THE TARCE OF " IIY GRANDMOTHER."

ON the light fportive wing.

At pleafure's call we fly :

Hark ! they dance, they play, they fing.

In merry, merry revelry.

Hark ! the tabors lively beat,

Hark ! the flutes in numbers fweet.

Fill the night

With delight.

At the mafquerade,

Beneath this raafk what tender woes
We foftly hear reveal'd.

Secure, that, while the bofom glows.

Or blufh-es lie conceal'd.

Let grave ones warn us as they may,

Of ev'ry harmlefs joy afraid.

While we're young and we're gay,

- Let us frolic and play,

At the mafquerade.

Hither trips along a beau fo fniart—dear heart

;

Pretty lafs, this way—foft, foft, flay here—my dear!

'Tis a favour, fir, I mud deny,—Oh fie !

Can I truft myfelf alone with you ?—adieu !

Then amid the croud we mix again,

And join the motley train.

Xet grave ones, &c.

Ever happy, ever gay.

NOW to pant on Thetis' breaft,

Phoebus blufhes down the weft.

And in rapture. feems to fay.

Mortals end like me the day.

Join ye merry rural throng.

Mirth and mufic, dance and fong ;

Ever happy, ever gay.

Life is here a holiday.

. Nature's freebbm fubjefts reign

Blooming tenants of the plain.

Sunny vale and ftiady grove

Echo to the voice of love;

"\Vliile the changeful year fuppUes

Pleafure to the heart and eyes -. ,

E-uer happy, <Sc.

Far from noife, from pomp or ftate,

Toys and troubles of the great,

Sheker'd by contentment's wings.

Here the bird of rapture fings;

While the goJof foft delight

Glads the noon and cheers the night.

E-vcr happy, t5c.

Ihe Lawland Lads.

THE Lawland lads think they are fine

;

But O they're vain and idly gaudy ;

How much unlike the graceful mein

And manly looks of my Highland laddy !

O my bonny, bonny Highland laddy.

My handfome, fmiling Highland laddy ;

May heav'n ftill guard, and love reward,

The Lawland lafs and her Highland laddy.

If I were free at will to choofe

To be the wealthieft Lawland lady,

I'd take young Donald without trews.

With bonnet blue and belted plaidy.

my bonny, ^c.

The braweft beau in Burrowftown,

In a' his airs with art made ready,

Compar'd to him is but a clown v

He's finer far in's tartan plaidy.

my bonny, &e^

O'er Benty Hill wi' him I'll run,

And leave my Lawland kin and daddy ;

Frae winter's cauld and fummer's fun

He'll fcreen me wi' his Highland plaidy.

my bonny, i^Ct

A painted room and filken bed.

May pleafe a Lawland laird and lady,

But I can kifs, and be as glad.

Behind a bufh in's Highland plaidy.

my bonny, tSfc.

Few compliments between us pafs : -;;,-,/£ jbp""

I ca' him my dear Highland laddy ; :

And he ca's me his Lawland lafs.

Sine rows cie in beneath his plaidy.

my bonny, £s'c.

Nae greater joy I'll e'erpretepd,

Than that his love prove-true and Heady,
^

Like mine to him, w;hich ne'er'fhall end

While heav'n preferves niy Highland laddy.
•'!'-' Omybo7my,&c.

My Love ftie's but a Laffie yet.

MY love {he's but a laffie yet.

We'll let her Hand a year or twa,

She'll not be half fae faucy y£t. :

I rue the day I fought her O,

I rue the day I fought her, O.

Wha gets her need na fay he'sv/oo d.

But he may fay he's bought her O.
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7rin3%a^y i] ^g^$ .t:^

THE foes of old Englarrd-(1'' ranee, HoItaBd and

Spain) -

Made bold by indulgence, infulted the main
;

The flag of defiance together unfurl'd.

And at England, old England, their vengeance the/

hurl'd:,, ..." .,

WS£:^-!^I||ilt^e atol%.frora his watery throne,

Jn ajora^lia fuic he moil beautiful ftioiie-,
_

Ee caTl'd forhis Trrtons, and Fade them, repair

To the court of great George, for young William

v.'as there :

-«' He's royal, he's Boble,-b^'s ctpfen^ me.^_ ._
•" This Ifle to protedl aijd^teign'SrinQdof ^4, fea.- '.

O'evjoy'd at the meffage, ihe youth rear'd his head,

" Ill'tght like 4 p.^iftce" were the words tka-th^
-

S^id.; :,, ., . ,0. 1'-.i.

" The caufe q£ my cotnirtry rW Wlidlj! efpoufo,

" To the £ea I am Wedded, and give her'my vows : "

" With Rodney, with Digby, with Kofs 1 will go,

•' And die, but I'ilconquer each infolent foe ;"

The Tritons reported thg.words that he f«id,
_

And Spainheard the'plaijdits by Neptun,e then paid:

" He's royal, he's nobl?, and chofen by _me,

" Britoni's Iflq to proieS, and reign prince qf the

The Dons they haVe felt the^effe^s of"Kw Mge,

I-To more with blood royal they'll dare to engage ;

Porhefibodon-thedeckwith'hisnatedd'rawBlAVOird

And by the bold Digby he paffed the wond:,^.., r 'it

Humanity tou«:h'd him, ihp' not with bale fear,

W^hen one noble fl>ip was blowa qp in the air

;

His courage gave rapturq to, eachjolly tar,^-., _.y

W ho loali"onPrii(iceWiUiam their bulwark in wari

He's royal, he noble, he'« chofen to be
^^^

The guard of this ifle.'aWd'lkeprihce of the fea.

'_ '!;:!' f'l:- '.

'

Briag me'Flpw'rs.

BRING me flow'rs and bring me wine,

Boy, attend thy naafter'scall^; (..;,..

Round my brows let myrtles. t^yi^ije,.^, .j,„..3j ^„;,^

At my feet let rofes fall : .,,. ; ', ., .,'-;fj .;.•. y.-,,''

Ercathe in fofteft notes the flute,

Poison the fopg and found the lute.

Let thy gentle accents flo\v,_

As the whifper^ng zephyrs blow.

Sorrow would annoy rny hear!;,

But I hare ic5 baneful ftlpg;

Joys ftiall cha-ce the rapiri dart.

For I will laugh and I will fing :

What avails the dowh-caft eye ?

What avails the tear, the figh ?

Why fhould gri^ef obftruil our way,

Wken we Hvebiit for a day?

Henry.

MY heairt fioro, my Wfem would fly,
j

And wander, o]\'. \vand,er afar,

Refiedlion bedews my fad eye,

for Henry .is gone to the ivar.

' Xyh ! ye winds to my Henry bear

One diro.p, let it fall on his breail--,

The tear, as a pearl he will wear.

And I in remembrance be bleft.

In vain fmiles the gVittering fcene,

In vain blooms the rofeat tiow'r :

The funfoine of April's not feen,
'

I have only to do with the ihow'r.

Oh ' ye~;(tiy,}4fh ^^'

Ye winds that have bcrne him away,

Reftore ray dear youth to. my arms

;

Reftore me to funfliine and day

—

'Ti» night 'till my Henry returns.

Oh ! V.J zvinds, Uc

The Cottage in the Grove.

NOW. w-anton-galei perfume the glade.

Beneath the woodbine's fragrant fliade

Each ILepherd breathes his love;
From all that's freih, from all that's fair,

I've cuU'd each fweet to deck with care.

My cottage in the gtove.

O- come, EIi«a, liivsly maid.
To fhare the fvveets of rural fliade,

O come, and be my love :

Here mufic charms with magic found.
While lore- and plcafure reign around

My ootuge i-R th* grere.

_.Here rofes red and rofes white.
With rival fweets my fair invite,
• Thefe rural joys- to prove:
Hereharmony delights to dwell.
Content is found within my cell,

My cottage .in the grove. •
' .

Selim's Camplaint.
"KJIGHT o'er the world her curtain hung,
•^^ The vale was fileHt"; late -fo gn.y ;

•""

The bird of eve melodious funt^-

Her anthem at the finifh'd day :

When Selim, on a bank reclin'd,
Beneath a fpreading w.'illow tree,

Thus fpoke the feelings of his mind
" Oh ! Lucy, fted-a'tear foj-me.

" Yes, had I all that heav'n eouMgivc,
" Were my poffeffions rich and great,

" Then for my Lucy would I live,'
" Then at her feet a fuppliant wait :

.

" But fince hard poverty's my lot,' ' . .

•' No hope remains to wed with-tbee ;

" Thy beauties ne'er can grace tny co(
" Oh .' Lucy, flied a tear for me.

" Depr-iy'd of all that life could blefs,
" The torment, life, no more I orave

;

" The hour that oifers happjnefs, . : ..;

" Is that w hich marks my haplefe grave-:
" Be each foml witft .enjoy d of thine,

" May heav'n proteift and com.fart the.e !

" .The turf muft prefs this head of mine—
-"-Oh ! Lucy, flied a tear for me."

o
The Bowl.

H ! come thou rofy God of wine.
Chafe all lorrowfrom my hear

'Tis time enough fure to repine,

V\''hen the bp-.vi and I fliall part
;

For whilft in that fuch charms Ifind,-
Care— I give thee to the wind;.:

When with hopefeisfo't'6o];ipiiefs'ai'-.

To thy fhrine I oft repair

;

There is found both peace and-'reft,

There I banifli gloomy care :

Around my temples then entwine
The fweet enchanting hi^av'nl-y vine. -

When duns and bailiffs teize my foul
With odious debts and odious jail

;

Then I fondly clafp the bowl.
And in the bottom look for, bail •„

Nor look in vain— whilft there If^niJ,"
Jovial fgirits—free and kind.

, ,-
'
" "

¥oT when elated liy their pow'rj
No jail I fear, nor debts ««paid

;

Jovial paffes ev'ry hour,

^^ 'Till their magic fpells are laid :

'Tis then, alas I—.freed from the fndre»

J lofe my bowl—and find mj care.
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w
The Sorrows of Werter.

HEN Werter fair Charlotte beheld,

A.S fhe danc'd with the nymphs on the green,

He thought ev'ry maid fbe excell'd,

i
And prais'd the foft grace of her mein.

'

But all her accomplifhments known,

I

Gentle Werter began to adore

;

3Je fighs for a heart not her own,
And the joys of poor Werter are o'er.

(Tho vows the fair ^Charlotte engag'd,

As zJnsnJ gentle '>^ erter was dear
;

ijler Imilcs oft his forrow affuag'd.

While pity ha?dropt a foFt tear. '
- ^

TJrg'd by love, he prew bold, and fiie''tr)i''d:j'
''

Werter, leave me, and fge rr.e no ippre j-"

He figh'd—he obey 'd^—and he dy'd! '

Then the fgrrpws of Werter deplore.

Ye nymphs, let not Cupid decei-ve.

Under Piiy's foft garb hide his dart;

W^ertei's lorrows are laid in the grave.

While pity ftill wrings Charlotte's heart.

And oft o'er his grave has fhe cry'd.

While with fiow'rels fhe deck'd it all o'er,

'Hefawme—he lov'd— and he dy'd ! .

" Then the forrows of Werter deplore." '

Tho Force of Love.
(SEQJ;II, TO THE SORROWS Or WERTKR.)

tlTHEN firfl the fatal news arriv'd,

V » That Werter was no more ;

charlotte of reafon was depriv'd—
Fell fenielefs on the floor.

Vhen fhe reviv'd,,her eyes fhe rais'd,

And ciy'd with wild defpair.

His faithful heart he ever prais'd,

" For love and truth dwelt there."

'he wretched Charlotte, at his tomb
Oft paid the tribute dtie

;

Vept o'er his grave, and mourn'd his doom
;

And figh'd for love fo true,

lis lofs flie could itot long furvive,

For life was at a ffand.

ler colour fled, her cheeks grew pale—
^ he droop'd hev lily hand.

Then gently rais'd her eyes to heav'n.

With feeble voice fhe cry'd,-

Ekft youth, be all thy faults forgiv'n"—
She heav'd a figh^^ and dy'd"

Libert he mourn'd his wife and friend,

And fhed the tender tear
;

'he village wept their mournful end,

And naught was left to cheer.

' II .:• ;iX{Ci->t,Hi. '.i i

Sons of Bacchus let'^ be gay..

JONS of Bacchtis let's be gay, '

' Kinibly move the cheer^uL glafs,

ife is fhort, and glides away,
Let it then in pleafure pafs

;

habus now may hide his light.

Silver Cinthia ceafe to fhine,

acchus' rays are far more bright,

pavkling from the generous wine,
parkling from the.generous wine.

»nen the nymph is coy and cold,

And puts on a fcornful air,

acchus makes the lover bold ;

Courage ever gains the fair,

labile the fool wno wafles his time,

Trifling o'er infipid tea,

le er can aim at things fublime,
rill he freely drinks like me,
rill he freely drinks like me.

ki

Sandy of the Green.

Now fprin^ her fweets difclofts/

And flowerets deck the grove ;

I'll make with fweetefl rofes^

A garland for my love :

The flow'rs that fcent the air

Are not fa blooming feen,-

Are not fa fvveet and fair

As Sandy of the green.

Na lad can blink fa blithe and gay,
Na lad fhat e'er was ieen,

Sa fweetly pn. the pipe can play.

As Sandy of the gwen.

As o'er the burn a maying,
I lately bent my way,

I met young Sandy flraying,

V\' i' lads and laffes gay ;

I felt delight and pleafure.

To view his grace and mein';

Sure then my only treafure

Is Sandy of the green.

Na Ud can lltnk, ^et

My Sandy vows he will be mine.
The kirk fhall make us one

;

And other laffes he'll refign,

And live for me alone :

There's fa much joy in flpi'e fO'r me,
I envy not the queen :

While I am bleft wi' love and thee,

Dear Sandy of the green.

Naiad. can. bUi(k,^:e.'

Variety in One.

IN one thou would'fl variety,

Cry'd Dick, would'ft thou oijwedlock fix

t

I rather fhould exped, cry'd I, ''^ "-'• ^^ -'^'^

Variety in five or fix :
,

' .' "

But never was thy counfel. light

;

I'll do't, my friend !—fo faid—fo done.

I'm noos'd for life, and D'ck was right,

I find variety in one I

Her tongue has more variety ~

Than muiic's fyflem can, embrace
; f/i.

She modulates through every key, .,\| ../r

Squakes treble, and growls double-bafs

;

Divifions, runs, and thrills, andfliakeS,

Enough the noify fpheres to ftun :

Thus, as harfh difcord mufic makes,

I find variety in one.

Her drefs boafts fuch varigty,
'"

Such forms, materials, fafhions, hues

;

Each animal muft plunder'd be.

From Ruffian bears, to cockatoos :

Now 'tis a feather, now a zose ;

Now fhe's a g'pfy, now a nun ;

To change, like the.cameleon p.rone—

~

En't this variety in one-

In wedlock's wide variety,' .-,

Thought, word and deed, its both coacurj ,'.

If fhe's a thunder-itorm to rne,

So I'm an April day to her :

Devil and angel, black and white,

Thus PS we Hymen's gantlet run.

And kifs and fcold, and love and fight.

Each finds variety in one.

Then cherifh love's variety.

In fpite of every fneering elf;

We're Nature's children, and en't fhe

In change, variety itfelf ?

Her clouds and florms are wiU'd by fate,

More bright to fhew her radiant fun :

Hail then, bk-ft wedlock ! in whole ftate

. Men find variety in one. DihdMd



;i44 BALLADS ancient and: modern, LIEGENDARIES, &c.

The Spanifli Virgin,

OR THE ETFE-CTS OF ' JEAEOUlSTi

.

The Suhjea ofthis Ballad is takenfrom a CoUeSlion

cf Tragical Stories (j,Mifiiedin 1642) entitled,

'""' The Theatre of God's Judgment," by Dr. Beard

and Dr. Taylor Every Stanza is accompanied

with thefollowing Dijiich, by uicf.y ofBurden :

," Oh jealoujy ! thou art nurfs'd in Hell

:

' '" Departfrom hence, a7id therein dzi/ell."

ALL tender hearts, that ach to hear

Of thofe that fnffer wrong;

All you that never fhed a tear,

Give heed unto my fong.

Fair Ifabella's tragedy
• IVly tale doth far exceed :

Alas ! that fo much cruelty

In female hearts ihould breed !

In Spain a lady liv'd of late,

Who was of high degree ;

Whofeweyward temper did create

Much v/oe and mifcry.

Strange jealoufies fo fill'd her head
With many a vain I'urmife,

She thought her lord had wrong'd her bed.

And did her love defpife.

A gentlewoman paffihg fair

Did on this lady wait

;

WJfli traveft dames fhe might compare ;

Her beauty was comjjlete.

Her lady caft a jealous eye

Upon this genile maid;

And taxt her with difloyalty;

And did her ofi upbraid.

In filence ftill this maiden meek
Her bitter taunts would bear

;

While ofe adown her lovely cheek

Would Heal- .the falling tear.

In vain in humble fort fhe flrove

Her fury to difarm
;

As well the mEeknefs of the dove

The bloodjf hawk might charm.

Ker lord, of humour light and gay^

And innocent the while.

As oft as fhe came in, his way,

Would on the damfel fmile ;

And oft before his lady's face.

As thinking h-er her friend,

He would the maiden''s modeft grace

And comelinefs commend.

All which incens'd his lady fo,

She burnt with wrath extreme;

At length the fire that long did glow,

Burft forth into a flame

;

For on a day it fo befell,

When he was gone from home.

The lady all with rage did fwell,

And to the damfel come.

And charging her with great offence,

And many a grievous fault

;

She bade her fervants drag her thence..

Into a difmal vault.

There lay beneath the common fhore,

A dungeon dark and deep :

Where they were wont in days of yore.,

Offenders great to keep.

There never light of ch earful day

Difpers'd the hideous gloom ;

But dank and noifome vapours plav

Around the wretched room.

And adders, fnakes, and toads therein,

As afterwards was known,

Xong in this loathfome vault had bin,

And were to monfters grown.

Into this foul and fearful place,

The fair one, innocent.

Was caft, betore her lady's face
;

Her malice to content.

This maid no fooner enter'd is.

But flrait, alas I fhe he»rs

The toads to croak, and Inakes to hifs;

Then ^rievoiifly fhe fears. :

Soon from their holes the vipers creep.

And fiercely her afTail :

Which makes the damfel forely weep,

And her fad fate bevi'ail.

With her fair hands ihe ftrives in vain

Her body to defend :

With fhrieks, and cries fhe doth complain.

But all is to no end.

A fervant lifting near the door.

Struck with her doleful noife,

Strait ran, his lady to implore;

But ftie'll not hear his voice.

With bleeding heart he goes again,

To mark the maiden's groans ;

And plainly hears, within the den.

How file herfelf bemoans.

Again he to his lady hies

With all the hafie he may :

She into furious paflion flies.

And orders him away.

Still back again does 'he return

To hear her tender cries
;

The virgin now had ceas'd to mourn ;

Which fiU'd him v/itli furprize.

In grief, and horror, and affright,

He liftens at the walls
;

But finding all was filent quite,

He to his lady calls :

" Too fare, O lady, now quoth he,

" Your cruelty hath fped

;

" Make hafte, for fhame, and come and fee

;

" I fear the virgin's dead."

She ftarts to hear her fudden fate,

And doth with torches run :

But all her hafte was now too late,

For Death his woril had done.

The door being «pen'd, ftrait they found

The virgin ftretch'd along :

Two dreadful fnakes had wrapt her round,

Which her to death Jiad ftung.

One round her legs, her thighs, her waift.

Had twin'd his fatal wreath :

The other clofe her neck embrac'd,

A.nd ftopt her gentle breath.

The fnakes being from her body thruft,

Their bellies were fo fiil'd, ,

That with excsfs of blood they burft.

Thus with their prey were kill'd.

The wicked lady at this fight,

With horror ftrait ran mad ;

So saving dy'd, as was moft right,

'Caufe fhe no pity had.

Let nie advife you, ladies all,

OFjealoufy beware :

It caufss many a one to fall.

And is the Devil'sfnare.

li
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/ The Highland Laffie.

THE fjawland maids gang trig and fine,

But aft they're four, aiid itnco faucy,

Sae proud; tiley never can be "kind,

Like my good humour'd Highland laflie.

O, my bonny, bonny Highland laflie,

My lovely fmiling Highland laflie.

May never care ' -

Ma.ke thee lefs fair, •

But bloom of youth ftill blefs my laflie.

Than ony lafs in Burrough's town,
V\ ha make their cheeks with patches motie

;

I'd tak my Katie wi' a gown.
Bare footed in her little cotie.

my honny,- EsVi

O'er higheft heathery hills I'll ftenn,

Wl' cockit gun, ajid ratches tenty,

To drive the deer out of their den.

To teaft my lafs on diihes. dainty.

0' my bonny, l^c.

The'-e's nane.fhall dare, by deed or word,
'Gainft her to wag a tongue or finger,

While I can wield my trHftyfvi'Drd,

Or frae my fide whifk out a whinger.

O my bonny, &c.

The mountains clad wi' purple bloom,
And berries ripe invite my treafuie

To range wi'.me; let great fowk gloom.

While wealth and pride confound their pleafure.

my bonny, i<e.

Ycilerday.

SAY, ye ftudious grave and old,

Tell me, all ye fair and gay.

Tell me wherel may behold
The fleeting forms of yefterday.

Where's autnmnal plenty fped.

Winter, where's thy loilt'rous fvvay
;

'Where's the vernal flow'ret fled,

Summer, where's thy Yefterday,

Jocund fprites* of fecial joy.

Round our fmiling goblet play -,

Flit, ye pow/'rs of rude annoy, .

Like the ghoft of yefterday.

Brim the bowl, and.pafsit round.

Lightly tune the fportive lay
;

Let the feftal hour be cro-A'n'd,

. E'er 'tis loft, like yefterday.

Golden Skies.

THE night when fpent in golden fkles,

If whilen'd cliffs the failor fpies,

The'failor fpies completely bleft,

The fight each tender thought infpires

His love on fliore, and fancy fires

And fancy fires his faithful breafl:.

.The dancing waves falute his oar.

He pulls and fings " my love's on fliore,"

He pulls and fings " my love's on fhore."

He waves his hat, arid cries " adieu,

" Farewell good (hip and loving crew,

"'Farewell good-fliip ; for love Ifteer."

And a« around he turns-his face,

To v'iewthe happy well-known place.

The happy place that.holds his dea,r.

The dancing waves falute his oar.

He pulls and^fmgs, ^e.

' "Rdy's Wife x)f Aldivalloch.

n OY's wife of Aldivalloch,
-'^ *- Soy's wife of Aldiyalloch,

Wat ye howfhe cheated me,

As-IiCSfHoe o'er the Braes of Balloch ?

Roy's ruifc, £s?tf.

She vowM', ftie fwfore fhe -would be mine ;

She faid {he loo'd me beft of ony,

But ah, the faufe, the fickle quean,
" She's ta'en the Carle "and left her Jonnie.

f ; Roy'svjife,l3c.

Her hair fas fair, her een-fae clear.

Her wee bit mou's fae fweet and bonny.

To jne fhe ever vvill be dear,

Thb' file's for.eyer left her Jo,Wie..„
o ''

' 'Roy's ziitj'e,'^c.

. But O, file was the canty-quean,

And weel col^ld dance the Highland- walloch ;

How happy I, had fhe been mitiB,

. Or I'd been Roy of Aldivallock !

., Roysze,'i/e,Uc.

Why. is LoveTo paft defining.

•" TTTHY is love fo paft defijiing ?

/V « Xell me, reafon," C.hloe cry'd:

Cupid, oil 'bis'bow reclining,''-''
''"''^' ''„"•''

.

Heard the nymph, and thus rejilj'd :
' ''.

'"

" 'Tis not reafon can info-vir^ thee;

"Learn from me"—and ftibt a dart

!

" Does not fqcrcr palEon :M'arm .thee?"

"Yes," file cry,'d,.'':i';tisiin<.my-heart.

FUBL-ISHED irt N°-IO, BEDFORDmOW, Diiblin;

Where the preceding Numbers may be had.
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The Big Belly'd Bottle.

X HE women all tell me I'm falfe to my lafs,

That I quit my p.por.Ciiloe andftick to my glals;

But to you, men of reafon, my reafor.s I'll own.
And if you do'nt lite them, why let them aloae.

Altho'I have left her, the truth I'll declare,

1 believe Ihe was good, and I'm fure ihe was fair;

B.ut gopdnefs and charms in a bumper I fee.

That makes it as good and as charrning as Ihe.

My Chloe had dimples and fmiles, I muft owi^,

Euttho'&e could fmile, yet in truthflie could frown;
'Eut tell me, ye lovers uf liquor divine,

'"Did you e'er fee a frowu.io..a l^Ujaiperpf wifle ?

Her lilies arid rofes were jnfc in their, prime,
'

Yet lilies and rofes are conquer'd by time
;

But'in wine, from its age fuch a benefit flows,

That -vve lite it the better the older it grows.

They tell me my love would in time have been
cloy'd,

.

_
r-h' -

"

And that beauty's infipid -when once 'tis enjoy'd;
But in wine I both time ancl enjoyment defy,

For the longer I drink the more thi.rlly am I.

Let murders,- aiid- battles, and hiftory prove
The mifchiefs that wait upon rivals in love ;

But in drinking, thank heaven, -no rival contends,
.-Tor thejmore we love liquor, the more wekfe-ftfends

She too might have poifon'd the joy ofxny life,

With nurles, and babies, and fqualling and flrife
;

But my wine neither nurfes nor babies can bring,
And a b(g-bellied bottle's a mighty good thing.

We fhorten our day when with love we engage,
It bririgs on difeafej and haftens old age

;

But wine from grim death can its votaries fave.

And keep out t'other leg when there's one in tlie
' grave.

Perhaps, like her fex, ever falfe to their i^^ord.

She had left me to get an eftate or a lord
;

But my bumper (regarding nor title nor pelf)
.Will ftand by me when I can't ftand by myfelf.

*rhen let my dear Chloe no longer complain :

She's fid of her lover, and I of ray pain
;

For in wine, mighty wjjje. many comforts I fpy ;

Should you doubt jvhat I i|y,U^e a bumper and
try.

. _
'

'^ ,.,.-.'

mm
Fill your Glafles.

FILL your glaffes, toaft your lalTes,

Now enliv'ning joys abound
;

Wine delights us, love unites us,

I^t the fparkling wine go rouiid.

Strife andforrow, both good morrow:.
With our liquor are ye drown'd

!

Banifh thinking .' Ipirits finking !

Let the fparkling vyine go round.

Every fellow, docflors tell you,
~ Fall like flowers to the ground

;

This 'twill noiifilh, make them flourifh,

Then long life to all around.

B.oom here !' room here 1 fons of hiunotir

!

I muft give a toaft I've found

;

Then be ready, true and fieady,

Let the fentiment- go round-

May fincere ones, with their fair ones.

And their wifhes too, be crown d

;

.Pleafure giving, joy receiving.

Laughing while the world goes round.

YiMing Lubia.

YOUNG Lubin was a fhepherd boy,
Fair Rofalie a ruftic maid

;

They met, they lov'd,—each other's joy.

Together o'er the hills they ftray'd.

Their parents faw, and blefs'd their love.

Nor would their happinefs delay

;

To-morrow's dawn their blifs fhould prove,
To-morrow be their wedding day.

When as at eve, befide the brook.
Where ftray'd their flocks, they fat and fmil'd.

One lucklefs lamb the current took ;

'Twas Rofalie's—flie ftarted wild.

" Run, Lubin, run, my fav'rite fave ;**

Too fatally the youth obey'd :

He ran, he plung'd into the wave.
To give the little wand'rer aid.

But fcarce he guides him to the fliore.

When, faint and funk, poor Lubin dies

:

Ah! Rofalie, for evermore,
In this cold grave thy lover lies.

On that lone bank, oh ! ftill be feen,

Faithful to grief, thou haplefs maid;
And with fad wreaths of cyprefs green.

For erver footh thy Lubin's fhade.

Sequel to Young Lubin.

ON that lone bank where Lubin dy'd.

Fair Rofalie, a v/retched maid.

Sat weeping o'er the cruel tide.

Faithful to jier Lubin's fhade.

" Oh ! may fome kind, fome gentle v/ave,

" Waft him to this mournful fliore :

" Thefe tender hands fhould make his grave,
" And deck his grave with, flow'rs o'er.

" I'd ever watch his mould'ring clay,

" And pray for his eternal reft
;

" When time his form has worn away,
" His duft I'd place within my breaft."

While thus Ihe moan'd her Lubin loft.

And Echo to her grief reply 'd :

Lo ! at her feet his corpfe was toft.

She fhriek'd, fhe clafp'd him, and fhe dy'd.

Hark ! the joy infpiring Horn.

HARK! hark! the joy infpiring horn
Salutes the rofy, rifing morn,

And echoes thro' the dale ;

With clam'rous peals the hills refound.

The hounds quick fcented fcow'r the ground^
And fnufF the fragrant gale.

Nor gates nor hedges can impede
The brifk high-mrttl'd ftarting fteed.

The jovial pack purfue ;

Like lightning darting o'er the plains,

-The diftant hills with fpeed he gains.

And lees the game in view.

Her path the timid hare forfakes,

And to the copfe for fhelter makes.
There pants, awhile for breath;

When now the noife alarms her ear.

Her haunt's defcried, her fate is near,

She fees approaching death.

Direfted by the well-known breer.e,

The hounds their trembling viftim feize.

She faints, (he falls, flie dies

:

The diltant courfers now come in.

And join the loud triumphant din,

Till echo rends the fkies.

I
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Row, dow, dow.

''

I 'HO' I am now a very little lad,

X If fighting men cannot be had,

For want of better I may do.

To follow the boys with a rat tat too
;

1 may feem tender, yet I'm toygh,

And tho' not too much of me, right good ftuff;

Of this I'll boafl—fay more who can,

I never was afham'd to face my man.

I'm a cliick-a-Biddy, fee,

Take me now, now, n,ow,

A merry little hfe

For your row, dow, dow ;

Brown Befs I knock about, oh there's my joy.

With my knapfack at my back like a roving boy.

In my tartan plaid a young foldier view.

My fillebeg and dirk, and bonnet blue,

Give the word and I'll march where you command.

Noble fcrjeant with a (hilling then Ilrike my hand

;

My captain when' he takes his glafs,

May like to toy with a pretty lafs.

For fuch a one I've a roguifh eye.

He'll ne'er want a girl when I am by.

I'm a ckick-a-Biddy, ^C

Tho' a barber never yet had mow'd his chin.

With my great broad-fword I long to begin,

Cut, flafti, ram, dam, oh ! glorious fun.

For a gun, pip pop, change my little pop-gun :

The foes (hall fly, like geefe in flocks,

E'n Turks I'd drive like ' Turkey-cocks

;

Wherever quarter'd I fliall be.

Oh ! zounds how I'll kifs my landlady.

I'm a chick-a-Biidy, &c.

Blow, Boreas, blow.

BLOW, Boreas, blow, and let the furly winds

Make the billows foam and roar
;

Thou can'fl no terrors breed in valiant minds.

But fpight of thee we'll live and find the fhore.

Then cheer my hearts, and be not aw'd.

But keep the gun-room clear;

TJio' hell's broke loofe, and daemons roar abroad,

Whiiit we have fea room here, boys, never fear.

Hey I how (he toffes up, how far !

The mounting top-maft touch'd a ftar :

The meteors blaz'd,as thro' the cloudswecame.

And, falamander like, we liv'd in flame.

But now we fink I now we go down
To the deepeft fhades below :

Alas ! where are we now ! who, who can tell ?

Sure 'tis the deepeft room in hell.

Or where the fea-gods dwell

:

With them we'll live, we'll live and reign.

With them we'll laugh, and fing and drink amain;

But fee I we mount I fee, fee, we rife again.

Tho' fiaflies of lightning, and tempefts of rain.

Do fiercely contend v.'hich fhall conquer the main;

The' the captain does fwear inftead of a pray'r.

And the fea is all fir'd by the dsemons of th' air.

We'll drink and defy

The mad fpirits that fly

From the deep to the fky.

And ling whilft the thunder does bellow.:

For Fate ftill will have

A kind chance for the brave,

And ne'er make his grave

Of a falt-water wave.

To drown, no never to drown a good fellow.

R.. Bradley.

The affefiionate Soldier.

'*T^WAS in the evening of a wint'ry day,

J- When fafe returning from a long campaign,

'

Allen o'ertoil'd and weary with the way.
Came home to fee his Sally on<e again.

His batter'd arms he carelefsly threw down,
And view'd his Sally with enraptur'd eyes

;

But Ihe receiv'd him with a modeft frown-
She knew not Allen in his rough ^lifguife.

His hair was knotted and his beard unfiiorn,

His tatter'd 'coutrements about him hung;
A tear of pleafure did his cheeks adorn.

And bleffings fell in torrents from his tongue.

" Am I fo alter'd by this cruel trade,

" That you your faithful Allen have forgot

;

" Or has your heart to fome other ftray'd ?

" Ah ! why did I.efcapethe murd'ring fiiot."

When this he fpake, her wonted colour fled,

'She ran and funk upon her Allen's breaft ;

All pale awhile, fhe look'd like one that's dead ;

He kifs'd, Ihe breath'd, and all her love confefs'ct'

" Yes, my delight, tho' alter'd as thou art,

" Reduc'd by honeft courage to this ftrait ;;' -^

" Thou art the golden treafure of my heart,

"My long loft hulband, and my wifh'd for mate.

; ,-.f l

"'">
'

O lovely Maid.

O LOVELY maid, beftow one fmiie

On him who fighs for thee

;

And you fcall find him conftant prove.

When he returns from fea.

Remembrance of a kind adieu,

From you, my charming fair.

Shall weather me through every ftorraf

And keep me from defpair.

And tho' the waves around me foam,
And death appears at hand ;

The hope of feeing thee again,

Shall be to me as land.

And if I fhould be fpar'd once more,
My deftin'd port to make,

I'll there feleft whate'er is fcarce.

And keep them for your fake.

And when my bark is laidendeep,

And fails loos'd to the wind
;

Then homeward bound my courfe I'll ileer.

You, only you to find.

And if I find you then prove true,

My conftant care fhall be

To live and love but only you,

And bid adieu to fea. -£&• Cwtfi.

BALLAD.

The Lady's Fall.

MARKE well my heavy doleful talf.

You loyal lovers all.

And heedfuUy bear in your breaft,

A gallant lady's fall.

Long was Ihe woo'd, e'er fhe was won,
To lead a wedded life.

But folly wrought her overthrew,

£efore Ihe was a wife.



laS. BALLADS ancient and modern, LEGENDARIES, &c.

Too foon alas ! ftie gave confent

And yielded to his will,

Thouf;h he protefted to be true,

And faithful to her ftill.

She felt her body alter'd quite.

Her bright hue waxed pale.

Her lovtly cheets chang'd colour whitCp

Her ftrength began to fail.

: So thatyith liiany a -forrowful- figh,

This beauteous lady mild,

With grieved heart, perceivM herfelf

:To.have conceived with-child.

She kept it from her parent's fight

As ciofe as clofe could be.

And fo put on tier fillcen gown
None niight Jier fwelling lee.

' Unto her lover fecretiy

Her grief (he did bewray.

And walking with him hand in hand,

Thefe -words to him did iay :

« Behold," quoth fhe, " a maid's diftreCi,

" By love brought to thy bow,
"! Behold I go with-child by thee,

" But none thereof doth know.

"" The little bafbe fprings in my womb
" To hear its father's voice,

" let it not -be a baftard call'd,
.

" Since I made thee my choice :

" Come, come, my love, perform thy vo\?^'

" And wed me-out of hand; J-

« O leave me not in this extreme,
" In grief always to ftand.

" Think on thy former promifes,

" Thy oaths and vows each ofie ;

*' Remember wiih what bitter tears

" To me thou mad'll thy moan.
" Convey me to fome fecret place^

" And marry we with fpeed ;

.-«• Or with thy rapier end my life,

" Ere turther Ihame proceed."

* Alack ! my Beareft love," quoth he,

"My greateft joy on earth,

• " Which way can I convey thee hence,
" Without a fudden death ?

• " Thy friends are ^11 of high degree,

" And I of mean eftate ;

" Full hard it is to get thee forth
" Out of thy father's_gate."

" Dread not thy life tojTave thy fame,
" For if thou taken be,

-" Myfelf will ftep between iTie iwor4s,
" And take the harm on me :

"' So fliall I'fcape di&onor quite;
" And if Iftiould be flain,

•" What could they fay, but that true loye
" Had wrought a lady's bane.

"''Ai\d fear not any other harm ;

" Myfelf will fo advife,

"uThat; I will ride away with thee

" Unknown to mortal eyes

;

-«• Difguifed like fome pretty page,

" I'll meet thee in the dark,

'•^' And all alone I'll come to thee,

" Hard by thy father's park."

" And there,'" quoth he, " I'll meet my dear,

" If God fo lend me life,

" On this day month.without all fail

" I will make thee my w ife."

Then with a fweet and loving kifs,

Thty parted prefently,

,
And at their parting, brinifti tears

. Stood in each oihc-s eye.

.7/0.)

At length the wifiied day was come.

On which this beauteous maid,

With longing eyes, and ftrange attire.

For her true lover ftay'd :

When any perfon fhe efpy'd

Come riding o'er the plain,

Shehop'd it was her own true lover

But all her hopes were vain.

Then did fhe w=eep iiid fore be,w.ail

Her moft unhappy fate ;

Then did fhe fpeak thefe woefull words,

As fuccourlefslhe fate :

" O falfe, forfworn, and faithlefs man,
" Difloyal in thy love,

"Haft thou forgot thy promife paft,

" And wilt :ihoii;perjur'd prove?
i

".And haft thou now forfaken me
' In this my great diftrefs,

" To end ray d.-'ys in open ftiame,

" Which thou might'ft well redrefs?

" Woe worth the time I e'er believ'd

"That flattering tongue of thine;

" Would. God that P had never feen

" The tears of thy falfe een."

And thus with many forrowful fighs.

Homewards {be went again ;

No reft came to her watery eyes,

She felt, fuch privy pain.

In travail ftrong fhe fell that nighf,

With many a bitter throw ;

What woeful pangs fhe then did fe^i.

Doth each good woman know.

She called up her waiting maid,

" That lay at her bed's feet,

W ho, mufingat her miftrefs' woe,

Began full faft to vveep,

" Weep not;" faid fhe, " but fhut the dooi£,

" And windows round abou',

" Let none bewray my wretched ftate,

• " But keep all perfons out."

" O miftrefs call thy mother dear,

•" Cf women you have need,

" And of fome fkiltul widwife's help,

" That better you may fpeed."

" Call not my mother, for thy life.

" Nor fetch no women here,

" 1 he midwife's, help comes all too late,

" My death I donot fear."

With that the babe fprang from her womb.
No creature being.nigh.

And with one figh, which broke her heart,

This gallant dame did die.

The lovely little infant young,
T hejnocher being dead,

Refign'd its new received breath

To him, that had it made.

Next morning.came her ovn true love.

Affrighted at the news,

And he for forrow flew himfelf.

Whom each one did accule. >

The mother with her new-born babe.

Were both laid in one- grave,

.Their parents overcame with woe.

No joy henceforth could have.

Take heed,;ye dainty damfels all.

Of flattering words beware,

And of the honour of your name
Have an efpecial care.

"Too true, alas! this ftory Is,

As many one can tell.

By others harms learn to be wife.

And ycu fliall do full well.
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O Love, what the deuce.

i:f^ LOVE, what the deuce do you want in- my
v-/ bofom,
Get out of my fight and my heart let alone,

For had I a fcore I fliould certainly lofe 'em,

As that I pdffefs is no longer my own ;

What means all this thumping, this flutt'ring and

beating,
' O good mafter Cupid pray be eafy now,
I long ev'ry morn for the next village meeting,

Tho' it adds to my pain, but I cannot tell how.
Sing lira la, lira la, lira la, lira la, lira la, lira

la, lira la la,

I can't for the life of me .make put the reafon,

Why love is the only thing ne'er out of feafon.

'- Och ! when on the green we were all 6i us dancing,

'Twas there I firft caught the effedl of her eye?,

Each moment fhe'd feize to be privately glancing

Fond looks at a heart file had caught bylurprife;
' She fliot thro' and thro' like a loud clap of thunder.

My heart a large hole in ray bofom did burn,

. And fled to her arms,then pray whereis the wonder,
' That her own, the dear creature, fiiould fend in re-

turn ? Sing lira la, iSc.

' O Cupid you're furely of Iri(b extratftion,

Oh help your poor countryman now at a pinclji.

If you'll Hand my friend in the heat of the a(51ip9,
' May I ne'er fee Kilkenny again if I flinch!

I'm not one of ihofe that are given to lying;

I proniife no more than I'm able to give,

I hate all your nonfenfe, your kneeling and dying,

]But I'll love her as long as fhe chufes to live.

Si?!g lira la, f^c.

Ofcar'sGh&ft.

O! fee that form that faintly gleams!
'

I is Oipar come to chear jny dreams ;-

On wings of wind he flies away ;

O ftay, my lonely Ofcar, ftay !

Wake, Ofllan 1 laft^ of FingaVs line,

And mix thy tears and fighs with ijiine

;

Awake the-ha^p to doleful lays.

And footh ray loul with Ofcar's praife.

The fliell is ceas'd in Ofcar's hall.

Since gloomy Cairbar wrought his fall;

The roe on Morven lightly bounds,
." Nor -hears the cry of Ofcar's hounds.

London Ladies.

ONDON ladies walk the ftreets

In gaudy filks and fattins,

The country girl has no fuch fweets,

She clacks along in pattens ;

But what care I? my rtillet gpyirn

V/ill bring me lovers plenty,

I've-fuB enough, tho' out of town,
And not yet turn'd of twenty.

When at Chriftmas in the hall,

The men and maids are hopping.

If by chance I hear 'em bawl,

Amongft 'em quick I pop in.

When all the men, ]em, John, and Joe,

Cry, " what good luck has fent ye J"

And kifs beneath the mifletoe.

The girl not turn'd of twenty.

One winter's night, at blindman's buflr^

A game that's moft bewitching.

As Jack (and Jack was blind enough)
Was poking round the kitchen,

A fpat I gave him on the back.

Says I, " will that content you?"

He fnatch'd, and catch'd Rie—" ah,'' cries Jadk,
" My -girl not turn'd of twenty !'*''

As in the dance I trip along,

Like nie no female ikipper.

No game can ever happen wrong,

Hot cockles, hunt the flipper.'

Can ye, town ladies, tho' fo fair,

And coxcom-bs. complinient ye,

•For joy and fport with me compare.

The girl not turn'd of twenty ?

Jarriiej come try mp.

JAMIE, come try me,

Jamie, come ay me.

If thou wouldfl win my lc«'e

Jamie come try- me.

If thou ftiouldfl afl: my love,

Could I deny thee?

If thou wptildft ?win ,-my-lo>'e,

Jamie, come try i»e

If ihou ftiould'fl: krfi me, Ic^ve,

'\*. ho -could efpy thee?

If thou wilt be my loye,

Jamie, come try jne.

Jame, fom?, ^c.

I uijjj ^iiiri'ij f
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One Bottle moiei

ASSIST Ricyelads.whohaveJieartsvoic! of guile,

To fiDR ill the prail'es of old Ireland's ifle,

Where true hofjjitality opens the door,

And frieiidfliip detains us for one bottle more.

One bottle more, arrah, one bottle more.

And Iriendfhip detains u* for one bottle anore.

Old England, your taunts on our country forbear ;

With our bulls, and our brogues, we are true and

fmcere.

For if but one bottle remain'd in our ftore.

We have generous hearts.to give that bottle more.

At Candy's, in Qreek-ftreet, I'll fmg of a fet,

Of fix Irifh blades v, ho together had met .

Four bottles a piece made us call for our fcore,

And nothing remained but one bottle more.

Our bill being paid, w'e were loth to depart.

For friendfhip had grappl'd each man by the heart;

Where the leaft touch you tnow makes an Irifhman

roar,

And the whack of fliilella brought fix bottles more.

Slow Phoebus had ftione thro' our window fo

bright,

Quite happy to view his beiT: children of light.

So we parted, with hearts neither forry nor fore,

JRefolvin^ next night to drink twelve botttles more.

Second Thoughts are beft.

YOUNG Colin was as blithe a lad,

As ever trod the daify'd plain.

Each blooming virgin's heart was glad,

\'- hene'er he tun'd his fylvan ftrain :

«' Ah I when," he cry'd, " mUI Kate comply,

" And make her lover truly bleft?

" You've promis'.d long"—O, yes fays T,

'Tis true^—but fecond thoughts are beft-

Now Lubin was a fightly Twain,

Well form'd to win a maiden's mind.

And all the laffes of the plain,

Did vie to make the fliepherd kind:

But, vain of conqueft, female pride

Looks lightly on the prize poffeft ;

So, when he w:oo'd, I ftill reply 'd.

No, Lubin, fecond thoughts are beft.

J found my vain coquetifh art

EcUps'd the hope of future joy

;

For, O I it ftung me to the heart.

To fee him with my rivals toy :

I therefore, blullaing, fmil'd confent.

And yielding to his fond requeft,

Well pleas'd, to church with Lubin went,

Couvinc'd that—fecond thoughts are beft.

Donald, the young Highland Lad.

XKEN that Will's a bonny youth.

And often driven .the laffies mad ;

But canna woo with muckle truth.

Like Donald, the young Highland lad.

Then Donald is a foldier too.

And looks fae brawin tartan plaid ;

O ne'er a laddy e'er can woo, - -

Like Donald, the .young Highland lad.

And e'er wi' fie a lover part,

I'll gang to war—like Donald clad,

..And kill,the i,iian that aims a dart, ,

At bdH^aldythe young Highland lad.

IdTnnaca-r* W-liat^owis tnay fay,

I'il hafte to kirk -vi' fpirif glad,

Then o'er the giT.-ff/ mountains ftray,

W'i' Donaldi'ihs young Highland lad.

The Soldier's Joy.

WHEN dread Bellona founds to arms.

And fills the world with loud alarms,

Pleas'd to the field the foldier hies,

While terror flafhes from his eyes;

The foes in glittering ranks appear.

The trumpets found, the battle's near;

Then glory does each mind employ.

For glory is the foldier's joy.

But let the rage of battle ceafe.

And the fhrill trumpet found for peace
;

Then tir'd, beneath the fp reading (hade

The foldier andhis arms are laid;

No foe finds place within his mind,

To all alike he now is kind ;

ti-e is a friend where none annoy,

For friendfhip is a foldier's joy.

When crown'd with laurels home, he comes.

The trumpet mule, and mute the drums :

When virgins touch the trembling lyre.

And fongs of tendernels infpire;

When Venus leads her blooming train.

And love and beauty grace the plain.

No thoughts of war his mind employ,

For b.eauty is a foldier's joy.

When Bacchus crowns the rofybowl.

And mirth makes happy every foul

;

The fponive tale, the fong, the jeft,

Alternate vibrate in his breaft-;

]e joins with Bacchus, Momus too,

The bowl or bottle •to purfue ;

What can his happinefs deftroy.

Since drinking is the foldier's joy ?

Medley of Lovers.

WHEN the men a courting came,

Flatt'ring with their prittle prattle.

Of their fool'ries I .made game.

Rallied with my tittle tattle :

"

Cooing to me^

Wooing to me,

Teazing of me,

pleafing of me.

Offering pelf.

Each filly elf.

Came cooing, wooing, and bQwin.^ t.puoe.

The divine, with looks demure,

Talk'd of tythes and eating plenty^,

Shew'd the profits, of his cure,

And vow'd to treat me with each dainty.

Cooing to me.

The learned ferjeant of the law,

Shew'd his parchments, briefs, and papers;

In his deeds, I found a flaw.

So difmifs'd him in the vapours.

Cooing to me,

Piyfic now difplays his wealth.

With his noftrumE—but the faft is,

I refolved to keep my health,

Nor die a inartyr to his praftice.

: Cooing to ,tnc.

But at laft a fwain bow'd \o\y,

Candid, handfome, tall and clever,

Squeez'd my hand—T can't tell how,

But he won my heart for ever.

Cooing to me.

Wooing to me,

Teazing of me,

Pleafing of me.

Offering peif.

Each filly elf;

I fent all other wooers from me.

L-V.

£?<;.

^c.
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Qievy Chafe.

I'hefne heroicfong o/'Chevy Chafe Ikzs ever l>een,ad'

I txired by competent judges. Thofc genuine firokes

I
ofnature and artlefs pajjion, 'which haiie endeared

it to the mojiJimple readers, have recommended it to

\
the moji refined : and it has equally leen the arnufe-

tnsnt of our childhood, and the favourite of our

riper years.

^ OD profper long our noble king,

J Our lives and faieties all;

L voef ul hunting once there did

In Chev^y Chafe befal.

Co lirive the deer with hound and horn,

Earl Percy toot his way ;

The child may rue that is unborn

The hunting of that day.

rhe ftout earl of Northumberland

A vow to God did make,

His pleafure in the Scotiifh woods

Three furamers days to take
;

The chiefeft harts in Chevy Chafe

To kill and bear away ;

rhefe tidings to earl Dougla-s came,

In Scotland, where he lay;.

Who fent earl Percy prefent word,

He would prevent his fport :

The Englifli earl, not fearing this.

Did to the woods refort.

With fifteen hundred bow men bold ;

All chofen men of might,

Who knew full well in time of need.

To aim their ihafts aright.

The gallant grey-hounds fwiftly ran.

To chafe the fallow deet ;

On Monday 'they began to hunt,

When day-light did appear.

And long before high-noon they had

An hundred fat bucks flain : .

Then having din'd, the drovers went .

To rouze them up again.

The bowmen mufter'd on the hills.

Well able to endure ;

Their back-fides all with fpecial care,

' That day were guarded fure.

The hounds ran fwiftly through the wood?.

The nimble deer to take.

And with their cries the hills and dales

An echo {brill did make. ' ';'
''.'

Lord Percy to the quarry went.

To view the flaughiev'd deer :

C^oth he, earl Douglas promifed

This day 10 meet me here

;

But if I thought he would not come,

No longer would I itay ;

With that a brave young gentleman

Thus to the earl did fay':

« Lo 1 yonder doth earl Douglas come
" His men in armour bright,

.

" Full twenty hundred Scottifh fpears,

" All marching in our fight.

" All men.of pleaf^nt Tividale,

" Faft by the rivftr Tweed."
" Then ceafe your fport," earl Percy faid,

" And take your .bows with fpecd :

" And now with me, my countrymen,

" Your courage forth advance ;

" Por never was th^re champion yet

" In Scotland or in France^

" That ever did on horfeback come,
" But if my hap it were,

" I durft encounter man for man,
" With him to break a fpear."

Earl Douglas on a milk-white Heed,

Mcft like a baron bold.

Rode foremoft of the company,
Whofe armour ftione like gold.

" Show me," faid he, " whofe men you
'

" That hunt fo boldly here,

" That, without my confentdo chafe,

" And kill my fallow deer."

The man that firft did anfwer maie.
Was noble Percy, he ;

Who faid. " we lift not to declare,

" Nor fhew whofe men we be :

" Yet we will fpend our deareft blood,
" The chiefeft harts to flay

"

Then Douglas fwore a folemn oath.

And thus in rage did fay :

" E'er thus I will out-braved be,

" One of us two fhall die :

•' I know thee well, an earl thou art,

" Lord Piercy, fo am I.

" But truft me, Piercy, pity 'twere,
" And great offence to kill

" Any of thefe, our harmlefs men,
" For they have done no ill

;

" Let thou and I the battle try,

" And fet our men afide :"

" Accurft be he," lord Percy faid,

" By whom it is denied."

Then ftept a gallant fquire forth,

W^hitherington was his name.

Who faid, I would not have it told

To Henry our king, for Ihame ;

" That e'er my captain fought on foot,

" And I flood looking on :

" You be two earls," faid Witherington,
" And I a fquire alone :

" I'll do the beft that do I may,
" While I have ftrength to ftand

;

" While I have pow'r to wield my fword
" I'll fight with heart and hand."

Our Englifb archers bent their bow-s

Their hearts were good and true ;

At the firft flight of arrows fent.

Full three-fcore Scots they flew.

To drive the deer with hound and hora

Earl Douglas had the bent

;

A captain mov'd with mickle pride,

The fpears to ftiiv£rs fent.

They clos'd full faft on ev'ry fide.

No flacknefs there was found.

And many a gallant gentleman

Lay gafping on the ground.

C.Chrift ! it was great grief to fee,

And likewife for to hear,

The cries of men lying in their gore.

And fcatter'd heie and there.

At laft thefe two ftout earls did meet,

Like captains of great might

;

Like lions mov'd, they laid, on load,

And made a cruel fight.

They fought until they both did fvveat,

With iwords of temper'd fteel.

Until their blood, like drops of rain,

They, tiickliBg down, did feel.
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"Yield thee, lord Percy," Douglas fnid,

" In faith I will thee bring,

' " Where thou fhalt Jiigh advanced be,
" By James our Scottifh king.

" Thy ranfom I will freely give,

" And thus report of thee
;

" Thou art the moft courageous tnightj
" That ever I did fee."

" No, Douglas," quoth earl Percy then,
" Thy proffer I do fcorn ;

*Vl will not yield to any Scot
** That ever yet was born."

With that; there came an arrow k€en
'Out of an Englifti bow,

' Which llruck earl Douglas to the heart

A deep and deadly blow-

'Who never fpoke more words than thefe,

" Fight on, my merry men all

;

" For why, my life is at an end
;

" Lord Percy fe^& me falL''

Then leaving life, earl Percy toot
Ihe dead man by the hand.

And faid, " earl Douglas, for thy life

" Would I had loft my land.

' " O Chrift ! my y«ry heart d<rth bleed
" With forrow for thy fake ;

" For fare, a more renowned knight
" Such mifchance ne'er did take."

A knight among .the Scots there was,

Which faw earl Douglas die,

And in his wrath did vow revenge

Upon the earl Pejcy.

Sir Hugh Montgomery was he caH'*!l»

Who, with a fpear moft bright,

Well mounted on a gallant fteed.

Ran fierciely through the fight;

And paft the Engljfh archers all,

Without all dread or fear.

And through earl Percy's body then

He thruft.hij hateful fpear;

With fuch Vehement force andmight
He did his body gore,

The fpear went through the othtT fi^e

A large cloth-yard and more.

So thus did both thefe nobles die,

Whofe courage aone £0uld ftainj

An Englifh archer then perceiv'd

The noble earl was flaln :

He had a bow bent in his hand.

Made of a trufty tree ;

, An arrow of a cloth yard long

. TJ p to the head drew he :

Againft Sir Hugh Montgomery
So right the ftiaft he fet.

The grey-goofe wing tliat was thereon

In his heart-blood was wet.

Thi« fight did laft from break of day,

'Till fetting of the fun
;

iTor when they rung the evening "bell,

The battle fcarce was done.

With the earl Percy there was flaip,

Sir John of Ogeiion,

Sir Koben RatcUff, and Sir John,

Sir James that bold baron.

And with Sir George and good Sir James,
i>oth knights of good account,

Good Sir Ralph Raby there vsras flain,

Whofe prowefs did furmount.

For Whiiherington needs muft I wail.
As one in doleful dumps :

For when, his legs were fmitten off.

He fought upon his flumps.

And with earl Douglas there was flain.

Sir Hugh Montgomery,
Sir Charles Currel, that from the field

One foot would never fly.

Sir Charles Murrel, of RatclifFe, too,

His fitter's fon was he ;

Sir David Lamb, fo well efteem'd.

Yet faved could not be.

And the lord Maxwell, in likewife

Die with earl Douglas die :

Of twenty hundredScoitifh fpears,

Scarce fifty-five did fly.

Of fifteen hundred Englifli men,
Went home but fifty three :

The reft were flain in Chevy Chafe
Under the green-wood tree.

Next day. did many widows come.
Their hufbands to bewail;

They wafii'd their wounds in brinifli tear'.

But all would no t prevail.

Their bodies bath'd in purple blood.
They bore with them away ;

They kiis'd them dead a thoufand times,

When they were clad in clay.

This news was brought to Edinburgh,
Where Scotland's king did reign.

That brave earl Douglas fuddenly
Was with an arrow ilain.

" O heavy news," king James did fay,
" Scotland can wiinefs be,

" I have not -any captain more
" Of fuch account as he."

Like tidings to kit)g Henry came.
Within as fliort a fpace,

That Percy, of Norlhumberland,
Waa flain in Chevy Chafe.

" Now God be with him," fajd our king,
" Sith 'twill no better be,

-"'I truft I have wiihinmy realm
" Five hundred good ash*.

" Yet fiiall not Scot nor Scotland fay,
" But I will vengeance take,

" And be revenged on them all,

" For brave lord Percy's fake."

"This vow full well the kjag perfom^d
After, on Hutnbledown

;

; In one day; fifty knights were flain,

M' iih lords of .tigh renown.

And of the reft, of fmall account
Did many hundreds die :

Thus ended the hunting ofChevy Ck^e,
Made by the earl Percy.

God fave the king, and bleft the land
In plenty; joy, and peace;

,iAnd grant, henceforth, that foul debate

'Twixt nobknaen may ceafe.
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The Knife Grinder.

KNIVES, penknives to grind, my goodmafter;
Sweet miftrefles, fci'ffors to grind

;

* See, fafler, and fafter, and fafler,

Whurr, vvhurr, fpins the wheel

;

Fitz, iitz, fparkles the fteel

;

And I fet them to your mind.

Alaids, pretty maids, come to the grinder,

Say, who to the girls can be kinder
' han he, who can grind, and can ling ?

Your carving, and mincing, and chopping knives

bring.

Secyfdjier, l^c:

Come, bring carpenters hatchets, for chipping ;

! fet tailors' fhears for nice fnipping

;

' Likewife, Ihoemakcrs heels, cutlers knives.

As fiiarp and as keen as ike tonguesoi their wives.

See,fajier, l^c^

Pretty Poll and houefi: Jack.

"TTTHEN whirling winds are heard to blow,
*' In tempefis o'er the ea;th.

The feaman's oft dafh'd to and fro.

Yet cheaily takes his birth ;

And as he feai-lefs mounts the Qirouds :

Awhile the vefiel fwincrs
;

Tho' (kies are mantled o'er with clouds,

The gallant failor lings

;

'Tis pretty Poll and honeft Jack,
My girl and friend on ftiore,

Vv'^ill hail me at returning back.

So let the billows roar.

Now bending o'er the rocking yard,

Whjle feas in mountains rife,

He takes a Ipell, however hard.

And danger e'er defies

:

The ftor.Ti once o'er, the gallant tar,

Lets fancy freely roam,

And though from many a friend afar.

Thus fings of friends at -home ;

'Tis pretty Poll, ^c.

On burning coafls, or frozen feas.

Alike in each extreme.

The gallant failor 's e'er at eafe,

And floats with fortune's ftream :

To love aid friendfliip ever true,

He fteers life's courfe along;

•And wherefoever failin? to,

I

Fond hope elatts his fong.

'Tis pretty Toll, l^c.

We Soldiers Drink.

WE foldiers- drink, we foldiers Cnf,
We fight our foes, we love our ting,

Are ever brifk andiolly;
We know no care in peace or war.
We alk no wealth but fame and health,

A knapfack and a Dolly.

When mirth invites, we feldom think.
When honor calls, we never {brink,

But fcorning melancholy,
Alert and gay, we march av.'ay,

To foreign parts, with cheerful hearts—
A knapfack and a Doily.

If doom'd to fall, the good and brave
Will dew with tears the foldier's grave ;

Thus ladnefs is a folly
;

His dauntlefs fword, fame will record ;

His comrade dear, will prize and cheer.

His knapfack and his Dolly.

Then come, my noble heroes, come,
With fprightly fife, and echoing drum;

With minds elate and jolly
;

Let's take the field, nor ever yield

To fortune's frowns, till conqueft crowns,
Our knapfack and our Dolly.

Hark ! the hollow Woods.
ARK ! the hollow woods refounding.

Echo to the bugle horn ;

Swift the buck with vigour bounding
Leaps the brake and clears the thorn.

Ev'ry art he now is trying,

Shafrs await his eager flight.

High he leaps, the hounds full crying,

Now he's vaniflied itsffix Our fight.

Hark, the leafy woods refounding,

Echo to the bugle hom,
Svvifi the buck with vigour bounding.

Leaps the brake and clears the thorn.

Twanging bows with death purfuing.

See, he rears, he turns his head.

Bays the dogs, but nought from ruin,

Nought can fave, he falls, he's dead-

Sound the horn, huzza, in chorus.

We are free from care, my boys,

Rural pleafures lie before us,

Health gives length and ftrength to joys.

F UB L ISHE D at N°' 10, BEDFORD-RO W, Dublin,

Where the preceding Numbers can be had.
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A IsTew Hunting Song. ,

HARK, hark to the found of the fweet winding
horn,

It invites to the chace, and av/atens the morn

;

Hark, hark, is c.

Diana leads forward o'er mountain and plain,

While Echo enraptur'd, repeats the blithe ftrain.

-< \, Diana leadi j'artvard, 13c.

While Bacciitts depriveswsof reafon and wealth,
"The fports of the field give both pleafure and health

;

Such innocent pallimes enlure us all joys.

Where no balenels difturbs, no maiice dsftroys-

Diana leadsJwvjard, &c.

Poor Nan of Wapping.

A '^'^•^^^» y^ thoughtlefs, young and gd.j,
•**- Nor fcorn my tale of forrow

;

The woes which others feel to day,

May be your own to-morrow :

Then fpare the fame of hsr I name,
Seduc'd by falfe perfuafion

;

Perhaps you might have done the fame,
Had you the fame temptation.

Poor Nan of Wapping long was fam'd
For fv eetnefs and for beauty

;

Her parents love Ihe juiUy claimV,
Her foul was fraught with Awiy.^

Her gentle mind to fraud was blind,

By eaiy faith excited
;

„She thought to find in all mankind
The heart and tongue united.

"Twas hard her unfufpeif. ing heart,

A prey to guile fhould leave her
;

liut ev'ry fraud and fpecious art

Were pradlis'd to deceive her:

With folcmn oaths a peijiir'd youth.

To his embraces won her ;

.Andjudging by her own, his truth,

She loft her peace ap,4;tcnor.

For fome fhort period fhe enjoy'd

All luxury could render :

No fingle check to curb her pride.

She (hone in guiity fplendor :

Surrounded by the vain and gay,

-No lerious friend appearing,

'Till confcience came in dread array.

And claim'd an, awful hearing!

''Tv.'as then the helplefafair bewail'd

The breach of moral duties;

She faw her lover 'shqart afTail'd,

By more fuccefsful beauties :

At length appal'd, he fpoke her fate,

And inftant claim'd liibmifRon
;

Then left poor Nan to mourn, too late,

Her haplefs loft condition.

' Thus fpurn'd by him, whofe faithlefs heart
r rom virtue had feduc'd her ;

And who, to crown the villain's part,

To begg'ry now reduc'd her.

_ Her former friends their aid deny'd.

To footh her bofom's throbbino-

j

,
E'en pity view'd with tearlefs eve.

The woes ,qf Nan of Wapping.

;Her parents next ilie fought for aid,

l>ut .the\ had long departed;

For with ihfcir child their comforts. fled^»-

Thcydy'd, both broken Jieaned :

Tran-fix'd fhe flood, bewail'd her birth,

Her feeble arms extended
;

She heav'd a figh, then funk to th' earth,

Where ,-. tlher woes were ecded.

The Faithful Tar.

THE fails unfurl'd, the ihip unmoor'd.
Her courfe to fteer—all hands on board.

Propitious ev'ry gale
;

Fair Betfey on the beacli deplores

Her failor bound to diilant fhores.

But nought her tears avail.

" O ! cruel fate-»—ye pow'rs above,
" Why thus bereft of him I love I

" Who on the relUefs deep,
" The boift'rous tide muft ceafeleis brave,
" And meet, perchance, a wat'ry grave,

" Whilft I but live to weep."

Twelve months elaps'd, when he return'd,.

Her conftant heart with rapture burn'd,

'Tv;as ireed from ev'ry care :

And Henry's love, his heart, his foul,

Were true, as needle to the pole,

V\ hen abfent from his fair.

In wedded blifs. they tafte delight.

No winds difturb, nor florms affright

The lovely. Betfey 's breaft.

For now he makes a firm decree.

No more to truft the raging lea

—

With her completely blell.

Charming Sally.

NO nymph that trips the verdant plain,

With Sally can compare
;

She wins the hearts of all the fwains,

And rivals ail the fair.

The beams of Sol delight and cheer.

While fummer feafons roll

;

But Sally's fmiles can, all the year,

Give pleafure to the foul.

When from the'Eaft, the morning ray

Illumes the world below.

Her prefence bids the god of day.

With emulation glow :

Frefh beauties deck the painted grounds
And birds iWeet notes prepare;

The playful lambkins fkip around,

•And hail their filler fair.

T"he lark but flrains his liquid throat,

To bid the maid rejoice,

And mimicks, while he fweils his note,

The fweetnefs of her voice :

Tiie fanning lephyrs round her play,

While Flora fheds perfume.

And ev'ry flov/'ret feems to fay,

.1 bud for Sally's bloom.

The am'rous youths her charms proclaim,

From morn to eve their tale
;

Her beauty and unfpQued fame,

Make vocal ev'ry vale ;

The ftream meandring thro' the mea(5.

Her echo'd name conveys

;

'

And ev'ry voice, and tx'ry reed,

Is tun'd to Sally's praife.

No more fhall blithfome lafs or fwain
To mirthful wake refort.

Nor ever May-morn on the plain

Advance in rural fport

;

No more fhall gufh the purling rill.

Nor muficwake the grove,

Nor flocks look fnovif-like on the hill,

Wiien I forget :o love.
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Tom Clueline.

THE wind was liufh'd, the fleecy wave.

Scarcely the veffel's fides could lave,

When in the mizen-top, his fland,

ITom Clueline taking, fpied the land :

Oh I what reward for all his toil !

Once more he views his native foil

;

Once more he thanl;s indulgent fate,

That brings him to his bonny Kate.

Soft as the fighs of zephyr flow.

Tender and plaintive as her woe,

Serene was the attentive eve.

That heard Tom's bonny Kitty grieve -.

"Oh! what avails" cried fhe "my pain,
" He's fvvallov'd in the greedy main ;

'

" Ah ! never fhall I welcome home,
" With tender joy, my honell Tom."

Now high upon the faithful fiiroud,

The land awhile that fecm'd a cloud,

While objects from the mift arife,

A ieaft prcfents Tom's longing eyes •.

A ribbon near his heart which lay,

Now fee him on his hat dilplay

The given fign, to flievv that fate

Had brought him to his bonny Kate.

Near to a clifl^ whofe heights command
A profpedt of the ihelly ftrand,

While Kitty fate and-fortune blamed.

Sudden with rapture fhe exclaimed^
" But fee, Oh I heaven, a fhip in view,.

" Aly Tom appears among the crew ;

" The pledge he fwore to bring fafe home,
" Streams on his hat

—
'tis honeft Tom."

What now remains were eafy told,

Tom comes—his pockets lin'd with gold ;

Now rich enough no more to roam,

To ferve his king—he flays at home :

Kecounts each toil, and fhews each fear.

While Kitty and her conftant tar

With rev'rence teach, to blefs their fates.

Young honefl Toms and bonny Kates.

New Friend and Pitcher.

IN fortune's arms this rich are poor,

Uneaiy, fl:riving ftill to hitch her;

XJive me but health, I aflc no more,

With my Iweet girl, my friend and pitcher.

A friend fo rare—a girl fo fair.

With fuch, what mortal can be richer ?

Give me but thefe, a fig for care,

With my fweet girl, my friend and pitcher.

Let fortune's infefts fly my door.

And in her fun-fl:iine i'portive nitch her;

May thofe be rich who think mc poor,

i' With my fweet girl, a fiitud and pitcher.

,Afriendfo rare.,^c.

The Heart which Love has wounded.

THE heart which love has wounded,

By fear and death confounded,

One only thought alarms;
It mocks the raging ocesn,

The ftormy wind's commotion,
Or din of hoftile arms. '

It's wonted cares are banifh'd,

It's early terrors vanifh'd,

It pants with fear unknown;
Throbs with too fierce pulfaiion,

To warm the dull vibration,

That trembles with it! own.

Love and Defpair.

NO more the feftive train I'll join,

Adieu, ye rural fports, adieu !

For what, alas ! have griefs like mine.

With paftimes or delights to do ?

Let hearts at eafe fuch pleafures prove ;

But I am all defpair and love.

Ah; well-a-day I how chatig'd am I

!

When late I feiz'd the rural reed.

So foft my ftrains, the herds hard by.

Stood gazing, and forgot to feed:

• But now my flrains no longer move,
They're difcord all, defpair and love.

Behold around my Ilraggling flieep.

The faireft once upon the lea ;

No fwain to guide, no dog to keep,

Unihorn they ftray, nor mark'd by me :

The ihepherds mourn to fee them rove.

They afi; the caufe, I anfwer love.

Neglefted love firft taught my eyes

With tears of anguifh to o'erflow ;

'Tis that which fiU'd my breaft with fighs,

And tun'd my pipe to notes of woe :

Love has occafion'd all my fmart,

-Difpers'd my flock, and broke ray heart. . ,, „, ^, .

-. . —— .—l-r^

Sympathy.

FOR tendernefs faihlon'd in life's early day,

A parent's foft forrows to mine led the way;

The leflon of pity was caught from her eye,

And e'er words were my own, I fpoke in a figh.

The nightingale plunder'd the mate-wldow'd dove,'

The warbled complaint of the fuffering grove,

To youth as it ripen'd gave fentim.ent new.

The objefl Hill changing, the fympathy true.

Soft embers of palfion ftill refl in a glow—

•

A warmth of more pain may this breaft never know:
Or, if too indulgent the bleffing I claim,

Let the fparkdrop from reafon that wakens the flame

The Shepherd's Wifli

LET others praife the lofty maid,

Or paint the titled fair ;

Give me, ye gods ! the rural lafs.

Who tends her fleecy care ;

Whofe auburn treffes fweetly flow

Around her lovely waift ;

Whofe cheeks, like blufltiiiig rofe-buds glow,

In fome lone defan plac'd;

Whofe lips, untaught in falfehood's wiles,

Difdain not to impart.

With artlefs modefty and truth,

The language of the heart;

Whofe native plains her wiflies bound ;

Whofe flock is all her ftore:

Give me, ye gods ! a nymph like this—

My foul defires no more.

How fweet to Love.

HOW fweet a torment 'tis to love !

And ah ! how pleafant is the pain !

I would not, if I could, remove,

Anil now put off the am'rous chain.

Tho' Chloris' eyes do give me laws.

And me of liberty beguile,_

I, like a martyr, love my caufe,

And on u;v fait tormca'.or iinile !
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The Fairies TarewelL

FAREWELL revi'ards arid fairies !

Good houfewives now may fay;

.For now foul fluis in dairies.

Do fare as v/ell as they :

And tliouf'h ihey fwc-ep their hearths no iefa

Than, m.iids were v/ont to do,

Yet \A'ho of late for cleanlinefs t

Finds fix-pence in her flioe ?

Lament, lament old abbies,

The fairies laft command;
They did but change priefts babies,

Eut fome have chang'd your land :

And all your children ftol'n from thence,

Are now grown Puritans,

Who live. as changlings ever iince,

For love.-of your domains.

At morning and at evening both,

You merry were and glad,

So little care of fleep and llolh,

Thefe pretty ladies had.

When Tom came home from labour.

Or Cifs to milking 'rofe.

Then merrily '-vent their tabour,

And nimbly v/ent their toes.

Witnefs thofe rings and roundelays
Of theirs, which yet remain

;

We footed in queen Mary's days
On many a grafly plain.

Eut fince of late Elizabeth
And later James came in.

They never danc'd on any heath,

As when the time hath bin.

Ey v/hich we note the fairies

Were of the old profeffion :

Th<;ir fongs were A-ve-Maries,

Their dances wereproceffion.
But now, alas ! they all are dead.
Or gone beyond the feas,

Or further for religion fled,

Or elfe they take their eafe.

A tell-tale in their company
They never couUi endure :

And whofo kept net fecretly

Their mirth, was punifti'd fure:

It was a juft and-chriftian deed

To pinch fuch black and blue

:

-O how the common-wealih doth need
ijuch juflices, as you!

"Now they'have left our quarters

;

A regifter they have,

Who can preferve their charters
;

A man both wife and grave.

An hundred of their merry pranks •

By one that! could name
Are kept in ftore, con twenty tliants

To William for the lame.

To William Churne, of Staffordfliire

Give laud and praifes due.

Who every moal can mend your cheer

With taliis both old and true :

To William all give audience.

And pray you for his noddle :

For all thefairiesTvidence

Were loft, if it were addle^

Gentle River.

TRANSLATED FROM THE SPANISH.

BY DR PERCY.

GENTLE river, gentle river,

Lo, thy ftreams are ftain'd with gore,

Many a brave and noble captain

Floats along'thy willow'd fliore.

All befide thy limpid waters,

All befide thy fands fo bright,

IVIoorifh chiefs and chriftian warriors
;

Join'd in fierce and mortal fight.

Lords and dukes, and noble princes

On thy fatal banks were fiain :

Fatal banks, that gave to flaughter

All the pride and flower of fpain/

There the hero, brave Alonzo
t uU of wounds and glory dy'd ;

There the fearles Urdiales

Fell a vidiim by his fide.

Lo ! where yonder Don Saavedra

Thro' the Iquadrons flow retires

;

Proud Seville, his native city,

Proud Seville his vvorih admiresi

Clofe behind, a renegado

Loudly fhouts with taunting cry ;

" Yield thee, yield thee, Don Saavedrc.

" Doeft thou from the battle fly ?"

" Well I know thee, haughty chriftian,

" F-ong I liv'd beneath thy roof
;

" Oft I've in the lifts of glory
" Seen thee win the prize of proof.

" Well I know thy aged parents,

" Well thy blooming bride I know:,
" Seven years I was thy captive, '• '

" Seven years of pain and woe.

" May our prophet grant my wifhes,
" Haughty chief, thou fiialt be mine -.

" Thou flialt drink that cup of forrow,
" Which I drank when I was thine."

Like a lion turns the warrior,

Back he fent's an angry glare :

Whizzing came the Moo rilli javelin.

Vainly whizzing thro' tie air.

Back the hero full of fury

Sent a deep and mortal wound

:

Inftant funk the Renegado,
Mute and lifelefs on the ground.

With a' thoufand Moors furrounded,

Brave Saavedra ftands at bay :

Wearied out, but never daunted,

Cold at length the warrior lay.

Near him fighting great Alonzo
Stout refifts the Paynim bands;

From his flaughter'd Heed difmounted,

Firm intrench'd behind him itands.

Furious prefs thehoftile fquadron,

Furious he repels their rage ;

Lofs oi blood at length infeebles :

Who can war with thoufands wage!

Where yon rock the plain o'erfliadow^,

Clofe beneath it's foot retir'dj

Fainting funk the bleeding hero,

And without a groan expir'd.



Price, Numb.40] One Penny.

T H E

CHARMS OF MELODY,
O R

SIREN ME B LEY.
The Plan of the Publiftier is to embody in one Grand Folio Volume, all the Sojigs, ancient aBd-modcm, in the Englifti Langnage,

worth prefcrving—forming an Univcrfal Magazine of Love, Sentimental, War, Hunting, Bacchanalian, Hnmourous, Sea, and Political
Songs ; as well as Old "S^i&i, Irifh, and Scotch Ballads, Legendaries, &c. &c.——To whlchwill be added, a complete Index.

Brown Befs.

'T'HEN farewell thofe days of glory,

-* At my grief you well mayguefs
\

Oft have I declar'd my ftory.

How I lov'd my poor BrowaBefs.

Thirty-eight long years in clover.

My fond arms ihe uj'd to blefs;

Ten long years and more are over.

Since I've hugg'd my poor Brown Befs.

Her fi:in, tho' not fo foft and fair, as

Some nice dames, I muft conteis.

Yet as much good time and care, has

Been employ'd on poor Brown Beli.

Faithful ftill to ev'ry duty.

For parade whene'er I'd dfefs,

Neat and clean, a polifli'd beauty.

Ever came my poor Brown Befs.

But, alas ! thofe times axe pafi, now
Age and wounds my frame poffels

;

Death I find approaching fail now.

So farewell, mj poor Brown Befs.

In one requeft, ah ! don't oppofe me,

Ere the turf my corps fhall prefs;

Ere the coffin quite enclofe me.

By my fide, place poor Brown Befs.

The Seaman's Home.

OYO u , whofe lives on land are pafs'd.

And keep from dang'rous ieas aloof;

Who carelefs liften to the blaft.

Or beating rains upon the roof;

You little heed how feamen fare—
Condemn'd the angry florm to bear.

Sometimes, while breakers vex the tide.

He takes his Aation on the deck ;

And now lafh'd o'er the veffel's lide,

He clears away the cumb'ring wreck
;

'Yet, while the billows o'er him foam,

The ocean is his only home.

Still frefher blows the midnight gale,

" All hands, reef top-fail|j" are the cries-;

And, w'hile the clouds the Heav'ns conceal.

Aloft, to reef the fail, he flies !

In ftorms fo rending, doom'il to roam.
The ocean is the ieaman's home.

You Shan't, Sir.

JOHNNY met me t'other day.

Blithe. young foldier Johnny ;

" Whither going," he did fay,
" Pretty lafs, fo bonny?

" Stop a while, and let us talk," .

« No," fays I, " I can't, fir,
''• Then," fays he, " with you I'll walk—

>

" No," fays I, " you flian't, fir."

Johnny dropp'd his hand with fpeed.

And he kifs'd me fweetly
;

Yes, he truly did, indeed,

Oh, he did it neatly t

—

StJll he cry'd—" come, let us woo,"—
" No," fays I, " I can't, fir,"

" Then," fays he, " I'll gang with you"

—

" No," faysl," you flian't, fir/'

" Come, my dear, be kind," fays he,
" Soothe a lover's forrow

;

" And to church repair with me,
" Bonny lafs, to-morrow;

" Say you will, and eafe my woe"

—

"No," fays I, "I can't, fir,"

" Then," fays he, « to war I'll go,"—
" No," fays I, •< you flian't, fir."

Within this Breaft.

WITTHIN this breaft the record lies.

Of all the vows, the'.vows he made.
His lips, but more, his tell-tale eyes,

His inmoft foul betray'd ;

How could I fhun the pleaCng pain,

When all my doubts were flown ?

Eefides, my bluflies told the fwain.

My heart was not nay o\vn.

The Recruiting Party.

'ITH mingled founds of drum and fife,

We follow the recruiting life ;

And as we march through every fair.

Make girls admire, and bumpkin* flare.

W ith bumpers full we ply Sir Clown,
Or elfe produce the well-tira'd crown;
And lifting firft the flurdy elves.

We gain their fvveet-hcarts lor ourfelves.

PUBLISHED f,t N°-IO, BEDFORD-ROW, Dublin,

Where the preceding Numbers can be had.
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AiK—''. Ont Botfii^tnore-"

ivAisE your hearts and your voices, aflift me tofing;

While Whlfltey's the word, let the elements ring !

The fooiher of forrow, the folace of care,

Is Whificey, for what can with Whifl;ey compare?

Hov.ev£r diiUnguifh'd, ftUl Whifkey for ir>e,

i'eit Native, Staulririky, Raw-chaw, or Sweet-pea.

The GotiVwarming fyrilp.'tihe Liquor ofX-iie,

Or Creter, to ccmfcri man, maiden or wiie.

Adieu to French brandy , French treaties, and France,

May their threaten'd invafion be a-la>-diflance.

May they Hill wonder whj' when in fight we're fo

fir'd!

Nor tafle of the fpirit with which we're infpir'd.

HoIlaRd's gin.like'itsmak'eTSj'of rff/?f is devoid,

Infrjiid asbig-breech'd, irjyriheer Jan^van-Zloy'd. .

Britifh beer makes me blithe, French liqueurs-make

ine fick,

I'm devoted to Whifke/jjdWhifkey I'll ftick.

To ladies, to coxcombs, and creacuresat^coiar^', •

I refign Calcavella, Madeira, an-d Port,

O give me butWhifk^y,.contented I'll iing,

Hiberniafor ever, axiA Godfame the .Kin^ii

Hail ! Malt, thou great mother of v. hiftey and ale.

Without th-ee, how '41111, and how poor each regale;

Have I nought in my houfe, fave potatoes and felt.

And a gob-warming draught, O I'll ne'er te at fault

For punch and potatcies'TMhaPiland can compare
WithHibernia? or where, find ye maidens more fair?

What land where you'veiatingandllieeiingfo rare:

How are you, JackBrull, can yourfelf beatus there?

Then join me, convivials!, Sir Bacchus refign.

Your poft tifprjme Prince over pipes of Port wine:

Henceforth let the grape to the barley-corn bow
;

Here's fucccf? to the farmer and fpeed to the plough

!

Come, Volunteers, come.

COME, volunteers, come
To the head of the drum.

And all you can muller along with you bring;
^Leave mailers and mothers,

/ind fathers and brothers
;

Nor think of a duty, but that to your king.

Thou'rt aftive, yDung neighbour,

Then throw off thy labour.

And fwop thy bafe -pillow -for bed of renown
;

Dick, Harry, and Hugh,
Won't you do fo too ?

Ten guineas I'll give you, d'y fee, aad a crown.

Good linen, and cloaths,
^

With hats, fhoss, and hofe.

For a gentleman foldier fit everything;

To my (juarters then come,
Beer, brandy, and rum,

,

Swig your bellies full, and ling God fave the king.

The happy Shepherdefs.

_ WHY fhould we forrow, who never knew fin!

Let i miles ot content fliew our rapture within :

This love has fo rais'd me, I now tread in air !

He's fure feat from Heav'n to lighten my care !

Each fhepherdefs views me with fcorn and difdain I

Each fliepherd purfues me, but all is in.vain :

INo more will 1 forrow, no longer defpair
;

TJs's fure fent from lltz.\'a to lighten my cnre!

Caftlc Manor.

PARTNERS of my toils and pleafures,

To this happy fpot repair.

See how juftly Fortune meafures

Favours to the true and fair.

With choruffes gay,

Proclaim holiday,

In praife of the lord of the manor

;

And happy the long
*

if it trains old and young,

In the lefiTons of Caftle Manor.

And happy the fong,

It it trains old and young,

In (he lefTons of Gallle Manor.
And happy the fong.

If it trains old and young.

In the lefTons of Callle Alanor.

j' .1 ..••:vii. \ ". " ."'^1' SOPHIA.

M*hen a"-muluaT inc'l in a't ion

,

Once a glowing fpark betrays,

Try with tender eniUlation,

Which fhall fiiCt excite the bia?.e.

I plighted my truth

To a gcnei^ous youth,

1 found him at Callle Manor

;

To one only behind.
And l?ave fafliion behind,

'Tis the lelTon of Caftle Manor.

rlGGY.

Brifk and free, but true to duty.

Sure I've play'd an honeft part.

Would you purchafe love and besutv.
Be the price a faithful heart.

Should a knave full of gold,

Think Peg'^ to h^ fold,

Let him meet me at Caftle Manor
;

A bed in the mire.

To cool his defire,

Is the leffon of^CalUe Manor.

TRDEMORI.

Gallants learn frdm Truemore's flory.

To affociate in the breafl.

Truth and honour, love and glory,

And to fortune leave the reft.

My ambition was fame,

From beauty it came.
From beauty at Caftle Manor

;

'Tis an honour to arms,

To be led by its charms,

Like the foldier of Caftle Manor.

ANNETTS.

If I trip in my expreffion.

Critics lend a patient ear.

If coqueting be tranlgrcffion,

Sifterhood be not fevere.

To love wJiile we live.

And all faults to forgive,

Is the lefTon of Caftle Manor
;

As friends to our caufe

Beftow your applaufe,

And welcome to Caftle Manor.

The Lark's ihrill Note.

THE lavk's fhrill note awakes the morn,
The breezes wave the ripen'd corn

\,

The yellow harveft free from fpoil,

Rewards the happy farmer's toil

;

The flowing bowl fucceeds the flail,

O'er which, he teiis the jocund tale-
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Lovely Nan.

^WEET is the fliip that under fail

3 Spreads her v.'liite bofoin to the gale ;

jweet, oh fweet's the flowing can
;

Jweet to poife the lab'ring oar

That tugs us to our native fhore,

A^hen ihe i'oatfvvain pipes—the barge to man .

iwcet failing with a fav'ring breeze
;

Sut oh, much fwectcr than all thefe,

[s Jack's delight—his lovely Nan !

The needle, faithful to the nonh,

ifo fhew of conftancy the worth,

.^ cuiious lefTon' leaches.man, •

The needle, time may ruft, a fquali

Capfize the binacle and all,

Let feamanlliip do all it can :

—

My love, in wort'h, fhall higher rifo,

Nor time fhall ruft, nor fqualls capfi:e

My .faith and truth to lovely Nan.

VVhen in the bilboas I was.penn'd,

For ferving of a v/orthlefs friend.

And ev'ry creature from me ran :

No Ihip performing quarantine,

Was ever lo deferted feen :

None hail'd me, v/oman, child, nor man :

But thoughfalfe friendfliip's fails we're fuil'd.

Though cut adrift by all the world,

I'd all the world in'lovely Nan.

I love my duty, love my friend,

Love truth and merit to defend,

To moan their lofs, who hazarci laP k :

I love to take an hcneft part, '•"•

Love beauty, and a fpotlefs heart,

By manners love to fhevv the man :

To fail through life, by honour's breezij

'1\vas all along of loving thefe, '

$'nl\. made me dote on lovely Nan.
DibJ:n,

Edward and Emma.
Frem l'J:ctnp[on*s Celajm and j^melia.

THE dreadful ftorm was over
;

The moon led on the night

;

And on each tree and tow'r, , • .!- ,

Pour'd wide her filver light

:

I faw a mourner ftand.

With fix'd and weeping eye
;

He prefs'd my trembling hand.

And heav'd a heartfelt figh—

" Oh, ftranger we lov'd true,—
• " But all thofe-days are o'er ;

" The forked lightning flew

;

' My true love is no more—
" To yon fequeftef'd glade,

" Ah ! turn thy melting eye!

" See there; my lovely maid,

" My Emma, breathlefs lie !

" I lov'd my Emma dear,

" Nor did I plead in vain!

" She lieard my vows fincere,

'' And deign'd to love again—
" To-morrow file Irad nam'd,

" To eafe me ot my pain -.

" Each foft delay I iblara'd :

" Ah ! wretched, wretched fwain .

" Eternal powers above,
" Accept a lover true !

" Great God, that kill'dft my love,

" Oh! kill her Edwin too!"

No more, airs ! he fpohe :

No more he made his moan -.

His tender heart was broke :

I heard his laft fad eroan.—

-

The Boy and the Mantle.

TN Carlifle dwelt king Arthur,
*• A prince of pafling might

;

And there maintain'd his table round,

Befet with many a knight.

And there he kept his Chriftmas
With mirth and princely chear.

When, lo ! a ftrange and cunning boy
Betore him did appear.

A kirtle, and a mantle
This boy had him upon.

With broaches, rings, owches
Full daintily bedone.

He had a farke of filk

7\.bout his middle meet

;

And thus with feemly courtefy.

He did king Arthur greet

:

" God fpeed thee, brave king Arthur,
" Thus feafting in thy bower,

" And Guenever, thy goodly queen,
" That fair and peerlefs flower.

" Ye gallant lords, and lordlings,

" I wifti you all take heed,
-' Left, what you deem a blooming rofe,.

*' Should prove a canker'd weed."

Then ftraitway from his bofom
A little wand he drew

;

And with it eke a mantle

Of wondrous fhape and hue.

" Now have thou here, king Arthur,
" Now have thou here of me,

" And give unto thy comely queen,
" All ihapen as you fee.

" No wife it fhall become,
" That once has been to blame."

Then every knight in Arthur's court

Sly glanced at his dame.

And firft came lady Guenever,

The mantle fhe muft try.

This dame, fhe was new fangled,

And of a roving eye.

M'hen fhe had ta'en the mantle,

And all was with it clad.

From top to toe it fhiver'd down,

As tho' with fheers befhred.

One while it was too long.

Another while too fltort,

And wTinkled on her fhoulders

In moft unfeemly fort.

Now ffreen, now red, it feemed.

Then all of fable hue.

" Befhrew me," quolh king Arthur,

" I think thou beeft not true."

Down fhe threw the .mantle.

No longer would ilie flay ;

But florming like a fury.

To her chamber flew away.

She curs'd the v.'hore-fon weaver,

That had the mantle wrought :

And doubly curs'd the froward imp,

Who thither had it brought.

" I had rather live in defarts

" Beneath the green-wood tree :

" Than here, bafe king, among thy gvoonK

" The fport of them and thee."

Sir Kay call'd forth his lady,

And bade her to come near :

" Yet dame, if ihou be guilty,

" I pray tlice now forbear
"

, .
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This lady, pertly gigling.

With forward flep came on,

And'boldly to the little bof
With fearleis face is gonei

When file had ta'en the mastl-e,

With purpofe for to wear,

It fhrunk up to her imoulder.

And left behind her bare.

Then every merry Irnight,

That was in Arthur's court,

Gib'd, and laugh'd, and flouted.

To fee that pleafant fport.

'Down fhe threw the mantle,

No longer bold or gay.

But with a face all pale and wan,.

To her chamber iluni away.

Then forward catne an old knight,

A pattering o'er his creed ;

And proffer'd to the littie boy

Five nobles to his meed :

'' And all the time of Chriil.-nas

" Plum-porridge Ihall be thine,"

" If thou will kt my lady fair

" Within the mantle Ihine."

A faint this lady feemed.

With ftep demure, and ilov.',

And gravely to the mantle

With mincing pace-do'es go.

When fhe the fa^iie had taken.

That was fo fine and thin.

It fhrivell'd all aboijt hei",.

And Ihew'd her dainty feia.

Ah ! little did her mincing,

Or his long prayers beftead;

She had no more hung,on her,

Than a taflel and.a threadi

Down fhe threw themantlef

With terror and difraay*

And, with a face of fbarlet,

To her chamber hied away.

Sir Cradoct call'd his lady,

And bade her to come ilear ;

" Come, win this m-antle, lady,

" And do me credit herte.

" Come, -win this mantle, lady,

" For now it fhall be thine,

" If thou haft neverdone aniifs,

•'Since firft I made thee mine."

The lady gently "bidding.

With modeft grace came oti,

And now to try the wond'fous chafta,

Courageoufly is gone.

When fhe had ta'en the mantle.

And put it on her back.

About the hem it feemed

To wrinkle and to crack.

« Lye fWl," fhe cry'd, " O mantis

!

" And fhame ine not for nought,

" I'll freely own V;hate"er arnifs,

" Or blameful, I have wrought.

" Once I kifs'd fir Cradock,
" Beneath the green-wood tree :

-" Once I kifs'd fir Cradock's mouth,

" Before he married me."

When thus fhe had her fhriven,

And her worft fault had told,

The mantle ibon became her,

Right comely as it flaould.

Moil rich and fair of colour.

Like gold it glittering fhone :

And much the knights of Arthur's court

Admir'd her, every one.

Then towards king Arthur's table

The boy he tuin'd his- eye :

Where Hood a boar's head garni.fhed

With bayes.and rdfemary.

When thrice hi oe'r the boat's head
His little vi and had drawn,

Qiioth he, " there's ne'er a cuckold's knife>
" Can carve this head of brawn."

Thfen fome their whittles rubbed
On whetllone, and on hone :

Some threw; them under the table.

And fwore that they had none.

Sir Cradock had a little knife

Of fteel and iron made
;

And in an inftant thro' the flcull

He thruft the fhining blade.

Ke thruft the fhining blade.

Full eafily and fait

:

And ev'ry knignt in Arthur's court

A morfel had te>- tafte.

The boy brought forth a horn,
All goldenwas the rim :

Said' he, " no cuckold ever can
" Set mouth unto the brim;

" No cuckold can this little'hbfa '

" Lift fairly to his head : , '
'

,

" But or on this, or that fide,

" .tie fhall the liquor ihed."

Some fhed it on their fhoulder,

Some fhed it on their thigh ;

And he that could not hit his mouth.
Was fure to hit his eye.

Thus he that was a cuckold,

Wa! known of eveiy man :

But Cradock lifted eafily,

And won the golden can.

Thus boar's head, horn, and mantle
Were this fair couple'is meed :

And all fuch conftant lovers,

God fend them well to fpeed.

Then dov/n in rage came Guen€ver,
And thus did fpightful fav,

" Sir Cradock's wifemofl wrongfully
" Hath borne the'pnzs away.

" See yonder fhamelefs woman,
" That makes herfelf fo clean;

" Yet from her pillow taken
" Thrice five gallants have been.

" Priefls, clerks, and weddedmien
" Have her lewd pillov/ prefs'd ;

" Yet fhe the wond'rous prize for'footh

" Mufl bear from all the reft."

Then befpeak the little boy,

Who had the fame in hold :

" Chaftize thy wife, king Arthur,
" Of fpeech fhe is too bold

:

" Of fpeech fhe is too bold,
" Ot carriage all too free;

" Sir king, Ihe hath within thy h-;ll

" A cuckold,m^de.of thee.

" All frolic, light and wanton,
" She liaih her carriage 'borae ;

" And giv.sn thee for a kingly crown
" To wear a cuckold's horn."
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The Jolly Toper.

I'M a hearty good fellow, a ruby nos'd fot,

Who never yet thought of a treafon or plot

;

A bottle that's mallow's the chief of my cares,

And I guzzle -each night, 'till I'm carried up flairs.

On the tombs of the brave ones, the wealthy, and
"vvife.

We are only informed, that " under he lies ;*'

'Tis a hint l!hat I like not, a trumpery tale,

Sol naw drown the thoughts on't in flaggons of ale.

it They may name me for, blockhead, or e'en what
they will

;

But if wealth, nor if riches, nor wifdom, nor (kill,

Can their owners prelerve from a church-yard, or

prieft,

f Why, I'll live as I like it—^for,method's a jell.

On the leflbn oi "Nature it is that I think,

For file taught me to love, and fhe taught me to

drink •,

To my pleafures full power fhe taught me to give ;

And I'll flick to her maxims as long as I live.

I've money, good ftore on't, and fpend it I mufl ;

Be roaring and merry, but honeft and jufl.

That, cold in my coffin, my landlord may fay,

He's gone, and he's welcome—there's nothing to pay.

Poor Orra think of Yanko dear.

Sang hy P/[rs. Kennedy, in " the IsLANDEtLS.""

POOR Orra think of Ymko dear.

Do he, be gone for ever ;

Tor he no dead, he ftill live here,

And he from here go never :

Xikeon a fand me mark him face.

The wave come roll him over;

Pe mark he go, but ftill de place

Tis eafy to difcover.

I fee forenow de tree, de flow'r.

He droop like Orra, furely ;

And den by'm bye dere come a ftiow'xj

He hold him head up purely :
_

And fo fome time me think me die,

My heart fo fick, he grieve me ;

But in a lillie time me cry

Good deal, and dat relieve me.

The God of Love.

HOW fweet the rofy bluQi of morn.

How charming is the fpring !

When dews befpangle ev'ry thorn.

And ft-y-Iarks fweetly fing :

Come, then, Florella, let us hafte.

Each happy hour to prove -,

The fragrance of the morn to tafte,

And hail the god of love.

The lambs are fporting on the plain.

The kids their gambols try :

And ev'ry nymph, and ev'ry fwain,

With mirth old care defy :

With chaplets crown'd they dance along.

Each moment to improve ;

And raife the foft enchanting fong.

To pleafure and to love.

Ah ! let not fear thy "breaft invade.

That feat of downy peace ;

Tor all I wifh, my charming maid.

Thy joy is to increafe :

The pow'rs above my vows fliall hear.

Which time cannot remove ;

That I will conftant be, my dear.

To honour and to love.

When War's Alarms.

Sung by Mrs. Crouch, in. " the Camp."

WHEN war's alarms entic'd my Willy from me,

My poor heart with grief did figh ;

Each fond remembrance brought frelh forrowonme,

'Woke e'r yet the morn was nigh :

No other could delight him ;

Ah ! why did I e'er flight him ;

Coldly anfw'ring his fond tale ;

Which drove Kim fat, amid the rage of war,

And left filly me, thus to bewail.

But I no longer, tho' a maid forfaken,

Thus will mourn like yonder dove,

For e're the lark to-morrow fhall awaken,

I will feek my abfent love ;

The hoftile country over
^

I'll fly to feek my lover,

Scorning every threat'ning fear ; , _ ^
Nor diftant fhore,

Nor cannon roar,

Shall longer keep me from my dear.

FUBLISHED at N°- lO. BEDFORD-ROW, Dublm^

Where the preceding Numbers can be had.
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The old Woman of Seventy-two.

WHEN I was young, tho' now am- old.

The men were tind and true ;

Jiiit now tliey're grown fo falfe and bold.

What can a woman do ?

JNow what can a woman do ?

for men _are, truly,

So unruly,

I tremble at feventy-two ?

"When I was fair^tho' now fo fo.

No hearts were giv'n lo rove,

Our pulfes beat nor faft, nor flov.'.

But all was faith and love;

Now what can a woman do?

For men are, truly.

So unruly,

I tremble at,feventy-two.

The Silver Ton'd Trumpet.

WHEN Tous'd by the trumpet's loud clangor to

arms,

Reluftant I quitted Eliza's bright charms ;

Tho' honour cc*nmanded, yet love fill'd my mind ;

For how could I leave the dear creature behind?

Yet the rage of the battle with courage I try'd,

Survived, while the heroes fell faft by my fide;

Lov-e flood my proteflor in all the alarms,

W hile the filver-ton'd trumpet iliil founded to arms.

Now olive'rob*d peace kind advances again,

And her bleffings difpenfes wide over the plain
;

Return'd to Eliza, we joitj^d in the throng,

"Where is heard the foft pipe, or the heart-lifting

fong ;

TEach rural amufemenf with rapture we try.

While the beams of contentment are form'd In the

eye:
Lovtfiood my protedor, (Jfc.

'What moTtallike me fo tranfcendently bleft,

Whenclafp'd by thecharmer with joyto her breaft?

The laurel of conqueft I give to the wind—
'TIS nought without true love and honor combin'd;

.But when tlius united, how noble the name !

What envy jmuft wait on fo happy a fame ?

Loi>efiood my proteSor, l^c.

Ever Welcome.

COME, ye party jangling fwains,

Leave your flocks, and quit the plains

;

Triends to country, friends to court,

Nothing herefhall fpoil our fport.

Ever welcome to our feaft,

Welcome ev'ry friendly gueft.

Little gaudy fluttering miffes.

Smiling hopes of future bliffes 5

Laughing dames, and virgins gay.

Sprightly widows, come away !

E'ver wdtome, S?c.

All that lip'ning fun can bring,

jBeauteous fummer, beauteous fpring;

In one varying fcene we fhow,

The green, the ripe, the bud, the blow.

M-iJer welcome, CSV.

Comus jefting, mufic charming.

Mirth infpiring, beauty warming;
3\age and party malice flies.

Peace leturas and difcord dies.

jEntF welcome, '^c-

Gaffer Grey.

Ho ! why doft thou fhiver and fhake, Gaffet|
Grey,

And why doft thou nofe look fo blue ?

" 'Tis the weather is cold,

" And I'm very old,

" And my doublet is not very new, well-a-day 1"

Then line thy worn doublet with ale, Gaffer Greyll
And v/arm thy old heai-t v.ith a glafs ;

"'Nay, but money I've none,
" And my credit's all gone,

"Then fay how may that come to pafs? well-a-day!"

Hie away to the houfe on the brow. Gaffer Grey,

And knock at the jolly priefl's door,
" He has often fupplied me,
" And never denied me,

»• But—I dare not go there -any more, weU-a-dayl'"

'The lawyer lives under the hill. Gaffer Grey,

^For candour and juftice rever'd ;

" He will faften his locks,

"•And hint that the flocks

''For vagrants and rogues are prepar'd, well-a-day!*'

The fqu ire has fat beeves and brown ale, Gafferl

Grey,

And the feafon will open his ftore;

" His fat beeves and his beer,

" And his merry new year,

" Are all for the honefl, tho' poor, well-a-day I"

The wicked and idle in youth. Gaffer Grey !

Muft expeft to be poor when they're old;
" Alas, the h"ard fate,

" To {eel when too late,

" The truth I have ever been <old, well-a-day 1"

Jockey of Aberdeen.

TTriTH tuneful pipe, and merry glee,
* * Young Jockey won my heart;

A bonnier lad you ne'er could fee.

All beauty without art.

In Aberdeen there -ne'er was leen,

A lad fo blithe and gay;

His glancing eyn, and comely meiij.

Has ftole my heart away.

Young Jemmy courts with artful fong.

But vain is a' his love
;

My Jockey blithe has lov'd me long.

To him I'll conftant prove.

In Aberdeen, ^c.

No more fliall I of fotrow know.
Nor ever more complain,

Nor fear my mammy's threats, I trow,

Now Jockey- is mine ain.

In Aberdeen, Is'c

Ceafe a while ye Winds to blow.

CEASE awhile ye wintis to blow,

Ceafe ye roaring ftreams to flow

;

Hufh'd be every other noife,

1 want to hear my lover's voice.

Here's the brook, the rock, the tree,

Hark .' a found! I think 'tis he !

'Tis not he, yet night comes on,

Where's my lovely wand'rer gone.

Loud I'll fpeak to make him hear,

'Tis I who calls my true love dear

;

The time is come, why this delay?

Alasi lay wand'rer.'i loft his way.

Ceafe, &c.

Ceafe, &c.

•Ceafe, 5?*.
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;. "vVe'll drink, and we'll never have done. Boys.

VV E'LL drink, and we'll never have done, boys.

Put the glafs then around with the fun, boys.

Xet Apollo's example invite us,

For he's drunk ev'ry niglit.

That makes him fo bright,

That he's able next morning to light us.

l~)rinking's a chriftian's diverfion,

L^nknown both to Turk and to Perfian,

Let Mahometan fools

Live by heatbeniib rules.

And dream o'er their tea-poti and coffee,

While the brave Britons fing.

And drink health to their king.

And a fig for their Suhan and Sophy-

The dying Thrufh.

A DYING thrufh youTig Edwy found,

As flutt'ring in a field of fnow;
Its little -ttings with ice evere bound,

A while its heart forgot to glow :

In eager hafte he homeward ran,

The quiv'ring charge to me refign'd—

«

" Oh ! fave it, Celia, if you can,
" Proteft it from the wintry wind."

"My bofom preft the trembling thing,

And bade its little pris'ner live ;

But, ah ! that bofom felt a fling,

The panting warbler ne'er could give:

TVith fweet concern, young Edwy cry'd,

" Can Celia fave the dying thrufh ?"

f Perhaps" I faid—and fondly figh'd,

i Which ihame tranfported to a blufli.

be cry'd, " my Celia, v/hy that figh ?

' " And why that blufti, the bird is free ?

*" But pity beams in Celia's eyes,

" Ah ! kt it, fair one, beam on me :"

My heart approv'd his pleafing claim,

Tho' fain to hide the rebel ftrove ;

Jor pity bore a dearer name,
'Twas now converted into love.

Young Phillis.

*V'OUNG Phillis was the brighteft lafs,

^ Ah ! who fo fprightly fair as flie ?

3>Jone tripp'd fo light the verdant grafs

;

None caroll'd with fo fweet a glee.

But mark the dire reverfe of fate,

Each rural nymph and fhepherd gay,

Tfoung Colin came, a youth complete.

Like April fmiling, frefh as May.

.His cheek diffus'd the peach's bloom,

His lip the ripen'd ftrawb'rries 'glow;

And when his ruftic voice he'd tune.

Like wood-lark's, liquid notes would ftow.

Now Phillis feels a lambent flarae

Encreafe with every ardent gaze

;

^he lighs, fhe .breathes, young CoHn's name.

And fans her paffion to a blaze.

And now fuU heavy droops lier head
;

How. chang'd, how pale ; ah, well-a-day,

'How ev'ry youthful charm isfled,

And like the fpring allpafs'd away.

In tears Ihe-left tbe fportlve plain,

With grief fhe left the willow grove,

^IVhere friendly death foon eas'd her paie,

Aad dying {be confefs'd her love.

Edwin and EUa,

SEE, beneath yon bower of rofes.

Sweetly fleeps the heav'nly maid,

'Tis my gentle love repofes.

Softly tread the facred Ihade.

Mark the loves that play around her,

Mark my Ella's graceful mien,

See the wood-nymphs all around her.

Hailing Ella, beauty's queen.

Flutt'ring Cupids round defending.

Soft expand their filken wings ;

From the zephyr's breath defcending,

Ev'ry fweet that round her fpring*.

Swift obedient to thy duty.

Fancy from thy airy throne,

W hifper to the fleeping beauty,

Edwin lives for her alone.

"The Lafs of fair Wone.

A BALLAD.
ri.O»r TKX GERMAN OP SVKGXK.

BESIDE the parfon's bower of yew
Why ftrays a troubled fpright,

That peaks and pines, and dimly fhines

Thro' curtains of the night ?

Why fteals along the pond of toads

A gliding fire fo blue.

That lights a fpot where grows no grals^

Where falls no rain nor dew ?

The parfon's daughter once was good.

And gentle as the dove,

And young and fair, and many came
To win the damfel's love.

High o'er the ha.mlet. from the Tiill,

Beyond the winding flream.

The windows of a ftately houfe

In fheen of evening gleam,

There dwelt, in riot, rout, and roar,

A lord fo frank and free ;

That oft, with inward joy of heart.

The maid beheld his glee.

Whether he met the dawning day.

In hunting trim fo fine ?

Or tapers, fparkling from his halJ,

Beflione the midnight wine.

He fent the maid his pifture, girt

With diamond, pearl, and gold;
And filken-paper, fweet with mufk.

This gentle meflage told :

" Let go thy fweethearts, one and allj

Shalt thou be bafely woo'd,

That worthy art to gain the hearts

Of youths of noble blood ?

The tale I would to thee bewray,

In fecret muft be faid :

At midnight hour I'll feek thy bower j

Fair lafs, be not afraid.

And when the am'rous nightingale

Sings fweetly to his mate,

I'll pipe my quail-call from the field i;

Be kind, nor make me wait."

In cap and mantle clad he came.

At night, with lonely tread ;

Xlnfeen, and lllent as a mift.

And hulh'd the dogs with bread.

And when the am'rous nightingale

Sung fweetly to his mate.

She heard his quail-call in the field.

And, ah ! ne'er made him wait.

The words he whifpef'd were fo foft.

They won her ear and heart :

How foon will fhe, who loves, believe I

How deep a lover's art I
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No lure, Tio foothing guife, ha fpar'd,

To banlfli virtuous fhame ;

He call'd on holy God above,

As witnefs to his flame.

3Ie clafp'd herto his breaft, and fwore

To be for ever true :

" O yield thee to my wifhful arms.

Thy choice thou fhalt not rue."

And while fhe ftrove, he drew 'her on.

And led her to the bowV
So lliil, lo drm—and -round about

Sweet fmelt the .beans in flow'r.

There beat her heart, and heav'd her brea-ft

And pier ded every fenfe ;

And there the glowing breath of luft

J)id .bla'It her innocence.

But when the fragrant beans began

Their fallow blooms to fhed,

Her fparkling eyes their.luilre loft

;

Her cheek, its roles fled :

And when ftie faw the pods increafe.

The ruddi'r cherries ftain,

She felt her filken robe grow tight.

Her waifl new weight fuftain.

And when the mowers went afield.

The yellow corn to ted.

She felt her burden flir within.

And fhook with tender dread.

And when the winds of autumn hift

Along the ftubble field;

Then could the damfel's piteous plight

No longer be conceal'd.

Her fire, a harfli and angry man,

With furious voice revil'd :

" Hence from my fi^ht I I'll none of thee-r^

I harbour not thy child."

And fall, amid'her flutt'rlng hair,

With clenched fift he gripes,

And feiz'd a leathern thong,.and lafh'd

Her fide with founding ftripes.

Her lily fWin, fo foft and white,

He ribb'd w-ith bloody whales ;

And thruft her out, tho' black the night,

Tho'ileet and ftorm affails.

Up the harfli rock, on flinty paths.

The damfel had to roam ;

On tott'ring feet Ihe groped her way.

And fought lier lover's home.

<' A mother thou haft made of me,

Before thou mad'ft a wife :

for this, upon my tender breaft,

Thefe iivid ftrjpes are rife.:

35ehold."—And then, with bitter fobs.

She. fank -upon the floor

—

" Make good the evil thou haft wrought

;

My injiir'd name reftore."

•' Poor foul ; I'll have thee hous'd and nurs'd^

Thy terrors I lament.

Stay here ; we'll have fome further talk—

The old one fliall repent—"
" I have no time to reft and wait ;

That faves not my good name :

If thou with hojieft foul haft fworsa,

O leave me not to fliame;

But at the holy altar be

Our union fanAified ;

Before the people and the prieft

K-eceivc me for thy bridg."

" Unequal matches muft not blot

The honours of my line :

Art thou of wealth or rank .for me, -

To harbour thee as mine ?

What's fit and fair I'll do for thee ;

i^halt yet retain my love

—

Shalt wed my huntfman—and we'll then
Our former tranfports prove."

" Thy wicked foul, hard hearted man,
May pangs in hell await !

Sure, if not fuited for thy bride—
I was nqt for thy mate.

Go, feet a fpoufe of nobler blood,

Nor God?s juft judgments dread,—
So fliall, e're long, fome bafe-born wretch v

.Defile thy marriage-bed

Then, traitor, feel how wretched they

In hopelels fnameimmerft ;

Then fmite thy forehead on the wall,

While horrid curfes burft.

Roll thy dry eyes in- wild defpair

—

Unfooih'd thy grinning woe :

Thro' thy pale temples fire the ball.

And fink to fiends below."

Colledled then, flie ftaned tip.

And, thro' the hiffing fleet,

Thro' thorn and bri'r, thro* flood and mire.

She fled with bleeding feet.

" Where now," flie cry'd, " my gracious Godi
What refuge havelleh ?"

And reach'd the garden of her home.
Of hope in man bereft.

On hand and foot ftie feebly crawl'd

Beneath the bow'r unbleft
;

Where with'ring leaves and gath'ring fnoVvi;,

Prepar'd her only reft.

There rend'ring pains and darting throas

Afl^ail'dher ftiudd'ring frame ;

And from her womb, a lovely boy
With wail and weeping came. '

iForth from her hair ifilver pin

With hafty hand fhe drew.

And pr eft againft its tender heart.

And the fweet babe flie flew.

Soon as the aft of blood w:as done,

Her foul its guilt abhorr'd :

" My Jefus ! what has been my deed ?

Have mercy on me. Lord "."

With bloody nails, befide the pond.

Its fli allow grave ihe tore :

" There reft in God ; there fhame and want

Thou cac'ft not fuffer more :

Me vengeance waits. My murder'd child,

Thy wound fhall bleed afrefli, .

When ravens from the gallow's tear

Thy mother's mould'ring flefh-"—

Hard by the bow'r her gibbet ftands

:

Her'flcuU is ftill to fliow ;

It feems to eye the barren grave,

Three fpansin length below.

That is the fpot where grows no grafs i

Where falls no rain nor dew :

Whence fteals along the pond of toads

A hov'ring iire fo blue.

And nightly, when the ravens come,

He r ghoft i.6 feen to glide ;

Purfue and try to quench the flame,

Andjsine the pool befideo
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'

'Twas neither Shape nor Feature.

Sung by Mr. Johndon in the Opera of ".77-e- Flilc/jcfBaccn."

'^I^TO, 'twas neither iliape nor feattire,

J^ Made me own your ibv'reign Iway,:

Even thefe proudeft gifts of Nature,

Could have triumph'd but a day I

Could have triumph'd but a day !

Beauty's graces, tho' inviting,

Scarce the ravifn'd fenfe will bind ;

r.But, with virtue, charms uniting

Steal love's fetters o'er the mind.

Steal love's fetters o'er the mind.

Sequel to " No, 'twas neither Shape nor Fea-
ture."

YE S, 'twas friendfhip did unite us ;

'Twas that facred bond of peace ;

Heav'n decreed fhould fiill delight us,

When love's paflion did decreafe.

When love's paffion did decreafe.

vXove delights, when youth is blooming
;

But when age has drawn the veil :

Then 'tis friendlhip, power affuming

Gives a charm can never fail.

Gives a charm can never fail.

Julia Wefiray^

Lovely Virgins.

LOVELY virgins, in your prime,

Mark the filent flight of time
;

Fortune's gifts fliould flis difclofe,

Quickly chule what ftie beftows :

' Youth and beauty foon decay,
"• Love and youth fl)* fwift away.

it^Let not age thy bloom enfnare,

You can- find no pleafure there ;

Fleeting joys you'll feek in vain, ^

joys that ne'er "return again ;

Tranfient joys you'll feek in vain,

-Joys that ne'er return again.

Ev'ry minute thus improve.

Fleeting thofe of joy and love ;

Wifely think the young and gay,

,
But the tenants of a day ;

1 Wifely think the young and gay,

.3ut the tenants of a day.

'Midft Silent Shades.

MIDST filent ihades and purling ftreams.
The god of love fupinely dreams

In rofy and fantaftic chains,

He leads deluded nymphs and fwains ;

But if the trumpet's loud alarms.
Excite to deeds of manly arms ;

As the tremendous founds arife.

The coward boy in terror flies ;

On filken wings he cuts the air,

Scar'd at the thunder of the war.

Dear Mary, adieu.

FAREWELL to Old England, thy white cliffs

adieu !

Can the gale be aufpicious that bears me from you ?

Tho' oceans divide me as wide as the pole.

No diftance can change the true love of my foul

!

As well might my meffmates determine to bale

All the waters that fill up old Neptune's great pail.

As divert my firm mind from its fond thought o£
you -,

Farewell to Old England, dear Mary, adieu !

Farewell^ l^c.

Dear Mary, adieu ! can that love go to wreck.

Where ev'ry plank bears your fweet name on the

deck?
Nay, many love knots on the tops I have made.

While guilelels my fhipmates at chequers have

play'd :

Their fports are no paflime, but forrow to me,

My mind is more happy in fighing to thee
;

More happy, by far, when I'm thinking of you
;

For the hope of return takes the Hing from adieu !

For the hope, &c.

Yes, the hope of return's all the joy of a tar ;

'Tis his compafs, his helm ; 'tis his guide and his

ftar ;

'Tis imprefs'd on his bofom the moment he fails ;

It fhortens long nights, and it quickens light gales:

The dull midnight watch it fends limping away.

And dawns a new hope on his mind with the day j

With rapture it makes his affeftions to burn.

And changes adieu ! into—welcome return.

And changes, &c.

FUBUSHED at N°-IO, BEDFORD-ROW, Dublin,

Where the preceding Numbers can be had.
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The Roaft Beef of Old Englaad.

RKCITATIVE.

''T~'WAS at the gate of Calais.Hogartli tells,

A Where fad defpair with famine ever dwells,

A meagre Frenchman, Madame Grandfire's cook.

As home he lleer'd his carcaTs, that way took :

Bending beneath the weight of fam'd Sir-loin,

On whom he often wifh'd, in vain, to dine ;

Good father Dominick by chance came by.

With rofy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye.

Who, when he firft beheld the greafy load,

His benediiflion on it he beftow'd ;

And as the folid fat his fingers prefs'd,

He lick'd his chaps, and thui the tnight addrefs'd.

A I R—" A lowly Lafs to a Friar came-"

Oh rare roaft beef! lov'd by mankind,

If I was doom'd to have thee,

When drefs'd and garnifh'd to my mind,

And fwimming in thy gravy,

Not all thy country's force combin'd

Should from my fury fave thee.

Renown'd Sir-loin, oft times decreed

The theme of Englifli ballad ;

On thee ev'n kings have deign 'd to feed,

Unknown to Fjenchmens' palates:

Then how much doth thy tsfte exceed

,Soup-maigre, frogs, and fallad !

RECITATIVE.

A half-ftarv'd foldier, fhirtlefs, pale and lean,

Who fuch a fight before had never feen,

Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping flood,

And gaz'd with wonder on the Britilh food ;

His morning's mefs forfook the friendly bowl.

And ill fmall ftreams along the pavement ftole.

He heav'd a figh, which gave his heart relief.

And then, in plaintive tones, declar'd his gnef.

AIR—" Toote's Minuet."

Ah, facre Dieu, vat do I fee yonder,

-Dat look fo tempting red and vite ;

Begar, it is de roaft beef from Londre ;

Oh ! granta me von letel bite.

But to my guts if you give no heeding,

-And cruel fate dis boon denies •,

Jn kind compaffion unto my pleading.

Return and let jne feaft my eyes.

RECITATIVE.

His fellow guard, of true Hibernian clay,

Whofe brazen front his country did betray,

From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled,

By honeft means to gain his daily bread.

Soon as the well-known profpedl he defcry'd.

In blubb'ring, accents dolefully he cry'd :

AIR'

—

" ElL-n-a-Roo7i."

Sweet beef, that, now caufes my ftomach to rife,

Sweet beef, that now caufes my ftomach to rife.

So taking thy fight is,

My joy, that lb light is.

To view thee, by pailfuls runs out at my eyes.

While here I remain, my life's not worth a farthing.

Ah, hard-hearted Louis,

Why did I come to you ?

The gallows, more kind, would have kept :nie from

ftarving.
•^ RECITATIVE.

rUpon the ground, hard by, poor Sawney fate,

M^ho fed his nole, and fcr^lched his ruddy pate;

But when old England's bulwark heefpyVI,

His dear lov'd mull, alas ! was thrown afide ;

With-lifted hand he blefb'd his native place.

Then fcrubb'd himfelT and. thus bcvvail'd hit cafe;

AIR

—

"The Broom ofGovjdenknotus"

How hard, oh 1 Sawney is thy lot.

Who was fo blithe of late,

To fee fuch. meat as can't be got.

When hunger is fo great !

O the beef.' the bonny, bonny beef.

When roafted nice and brown
;

. I wifh I had a llice of thee,

How fweet it would gangidawn !

Ah ! Charley had ft thou not been fetn,

This ne'er had happ'd to me ;

I would the de'el had pick'd thine ey'n

Ere I had gang'd wi' thee.

Ihc leef, &c.

RECITATIVE.

JBut, fee ! my Mufe, to England takes her flight.

Where health and plenty focially unite;

Where fmilingtreedom guards grcatGeorge's throne

And whips, and chains, and loviures are not known.
Tho' Britain's fame in lofti'ft llrains Ihould ring,

In ruftic-fable give me leave to fiiig.

AiR_" The Roaft Beefof Old.England"

As once on a time, a young frog pert and vain.

Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain,

He boafted the fize he could quickly attain.

O the roaft:beef of Old England,

And O the Old Englifh roaft beef.

Theneagerly ftretching his weak little frame,

Mamma, who ftood by, like a knowing old dame,

Cry'd, " fon to attempt it you're furely to blame."

O' the roaft heef'dc.

But deaf to advice, and for glory a thirft,

Ati effort he ventur'd more ftrong than the fifft,

"i'illfwellingandftraining too hard, made him burft

the roa/i hcej^ ^c.

Then Britons, be valiant, the ifnorai is clear.

The Ox is Old England, the Frog is Monfieur ;

Who's puffs and bravadoes we need never fear.

the roa/i beef ISc.

For while by our commerce and arts we are able

To fee the Sir-loin fmoaking hot on our table,

TheFrench may e'en burft.like the frog in the fafele-

the roaft lef. It':

The Bacchanalian.

BACCHUS, jolly god of glaffes.

Having goblets, bumpers, bowls,

By whom the night fo joyous paffes.

With true Bacch.*nalian fouls;

Grant me all the ardent wifties,

That true Bacchanals e'er crave,

Whilft alive to drink like fifties.

And when dead a winy grave.

Bind my brows with juicy bunches.

In each hanti ordain a flafk.

Free from dull infipid dunces,

Let me only love my cafk
;

From Cupid's fecret pow^'r defend me.

Let no foppifh arts be mine.

With good fellows but defend me.

And a calk of mellow wine.

With a belly like a barrel

Blefs me, and a ruby nofe,

Make me ne'er to fwear or quarrel.

But prefcrve myfelf from blows

;

Let me fwim my days in fberry.

Ever free from care or gain.

And v;hen dead, avj carcafs bury

In a river of chjinpaign.
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The bonny Lafs in yon Town.
WAT ye wha's in yon town.

Ye fee the e'ening fun upon ?

rhe deareft maid's in yon town

rhat e'ening fun is fhining on.

^ow haply down yon gay green fliaw,

he wanders by yon fpreading tree ;

[low bleft ye flovv'rs that round her blaw,

ife catch the glances o' her ee ;

Ijow bleft ye birds that near her fing,

knd welcome in the blooming year ;

;ind -doubly welcome be the fpring,

,'rhe feafon to my Jamie dear.

rhe fun blinks blythe on yon town,

^mang the broomy "braes iae greeny

3ut my delight in yon town,

\nd reareft pleafure is my Jean :

A^iihout my lair not a' the charms,
)' Paradile could yield me joy ;

3ut gie me Jeanie in my arms,

Ind welcome Lapland's dreary fljy ;

yiy ca\e wad be a lover's bow'r,

rho' raging winter rent the air;

\nd fhe a lovely little flovv'r,

That I wad tent and ftieltcr there.

O fweet is fne in yon town.

The finging fun's gane down upon ;

A tairer th.in's in yon town,

His fetting beam near ihone upon.

Topers' Leffons.

BACCI'US one day gaily flriding

On his never failing tun.

Sneaking empty pots deriding.

Thus addrels'd each toping fon,:

Praife the joys that never vary,

And adore the liquid fhrine ;

All things noble, gay, anS airy.

Are perform'd by gen'rous wine^

&nc!ent heroes, crown'd with glory,

Owe their noble rife to me
;

Poets write the flaming.flory,

Fir'd by my divinity.

If my influence is wanting,

Mufjc's charms but flowiy move
;

Beauty too, in vain is panting,

Till I fill the fwains with love.

If you crave a lafling pleafure,

Mortals this way bend your eyes

;

Trom my ever flowing treafure,

•Charming fcenes of bills arife,

Here's the foothine balmy bleffing,

Sole diipeller of your pain ;

Gloomy iouls from care releafing.

He who drinks not, lives in vain.

Ah fure a Pair.

AH fure a pair was never feen

So juftly form'd to meet by nature !

-The youth excelling fo in mien.

The maid in every graceful feature.

O how happy are^luch lovers,

When kindred beauties each difcovers

!

For furely fhe v^-as made for thee,

And thou to blefs this charming creature.

So mild your look-s, your children thence

V/ill early learn the taflc of duty.

The bjys with all t'heir father's fenfe.

The girls with all their mother's beauty.

O how- charming to inherit

At once i'uch graces and fuch merit-!

I'hus while you live, may fortune give

Each blelBiig equal to your irxrit

!

Shsrid'i'i.

hazy Jonny.

WHY, my fwain, fo blithe and clever.

Do you leave me all in forrow ?

Three whole days are gone for ever,

Since you faid you'd come to-morrow.
If you lov'd but half as I do.

You'd been here with looks fo bonny.
Love has flying wings, I well know,
Not for ling'rjng lazy Jonny.

What can he be now a doing ?

Is he with the lafTes maying?
He had better here be wooing.
Than with others fondly playing.

Tell me truely where he's roving,

That I may ,no longer forrow
;

If he's weary grown of loving,

Let him tell me fo to-morrow.

Does fome fav'rite rival hide thee ?

Let her be the happy creature ;

I'll not plague myfelf to chide thee;

Nor difpute with her a feature.

But I can no longer tarry.

Nor will kill myfelf with forrow;
I may lofe the time to marry.

If I flay beyond to-morrow.

Think not, fhepherd, thus to brave me,
If I'm yours, away no longer.

If you won't, fome one will have me,
I may cool, but not grow fonder.

If your lovers, girls, forfake you,

V^'hine not to defpair and forrow;
Bleft another lad may make ye,

Stay for none beyond to-morrow.

O, I hae feen the Rofes blaw.

! I hae feen the rofes blaw.

The heather bloom, the broom and a',

The lily fpring as white as fnaw.

With a' their native fplendor :

Yet Mary's fweeter on the green.

As frefh an' fair as Flora queen,

Mair ftaitly than the branching bean»

And like the ivy Gender.

In nature like a fummer day,

Tranfcendent as a funny ray.

Her fhape and air is frank and gay,

Wi' a' that's fweet an' tender.

While lavrocfes fing their chearfu' lays,

An' fhepherds brufh the dewy breas.

To meet wi' Mary's bonny face,

A.mang the fhades I wander.

My captive breaft, (by fancy led)

Adores the fweet, the lovely maid,

W'e ilka fniile and charm array'd,

To make a heart furrender.

I love'her mnir than bees do flow'rs.

Or birds the fpreading leafy bow'rs

;

Her prefence yields me what the fliow'rs

To hills and vallies render.

Cou'd I obtain my charmer's love,

Mair ftable than a rock I'd prove;

Wi' a' the meeknefs of a dove.

To ilka pleafure hand her :

If file wad like a fhepherd lad,

I'd change my cane for crook an' plaid,

Upon the hill tunc up the reed.

An' wi' a fang conimendher.

For her I'd live a lite remote^

Wi' her I'd love a r-uIUc cott,

There blefs kind fortune for my lot.

And ilka comfort lend her.
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CuDid's Revencre.

Supposed to be written upon the marriage
of king henry vi.

AKING once reign'd beyond the feas.

As we in ancient ftories find.

Whom no fair face could everpleafe
;

He cared not for womankind :

He defpis'd the fweeteft beauty,

And the greateft fortune too ;

At length he i^arried to a beggar ;

See what Cupid's dart can do I

The blinded boy that fhoots fo trim,

Did to his clofet-window fteal
;

And drew a dart, and fhot at him,

And made him foou his pow'r to feel.

He that never cared for women.
But did females ever hate.

At length was fmitten, wounded, fvvooned,

for a beggar at his gate.

For mark what happen'd on a day ;

As he look'd from his window high.

He fpy'd a beggar all in grey.

With two more in her company :

She his fancy foon enflamed.

And his heart was grieved fore ;

What ! muft I have her, court her, crave her?

I, that never lov'd before ?

This noble prince of high renown.

Did to his chamber ilrait repair.

And on his couch he laid him down,

Opprefs'd v.'ith love-fick grief and care.

Ne'er v.'as a monarch fo furpriz'd
;

Here I lye her captive flave !

But I'll to her, court her, woo her ; ,

She muft heal the wound fhegave.

Then to his palace-gate he goes ;

The beggars crave his charity ;

A purfe of gold to them he throws ;

With thankful hearts away they hie-

But the king he call'd her to him,

Tho' fhe was but poor and mean :

His hand did hold her, while he told her,

Shefhould be his flately i^ueen.

At thisflrie bluflied fcarlet red.

And on this mighty king did gaze !

Then ilrait again as pale as lead •,

Alas,.lhe was in fiich amaze !

Hand in hand they walk'd together ;

And the king did kindly fay.

That he'd refpesfl her : Ilrait they deck'd h&r

In moft fumptuous rich array.

He did appoint the wedding-day
;

And like wife then commanded ftrait

The noble lo-rjs and ladies gay

Upon his gracious quten to wait.

She appear'd a fplendid beauty.

All the court did her adore ;

And in a marriage, with a carriage,

As if flie'd been a queen before.

Her fame thro' all the realms did ring,

Altho' file came of parents poor :

She, by her fov'reign lord .-Hi king.

Did bear one fon, and eke no more.

All the nobles were well pleated,

And the ladles. frank and tree,

For her behaviour alvvavs gave her

Title to he- dJ?nii^-.

At length the king and queen were laid

Together in a filent tomb ; .

Their royal fon their fceptre fvvay'd,

Who govern'd in his father's room.

Long in glory did he flourifh.

Wealth and honour to increafe;

Still poffeffing fuch a bleffing.

That he liv'd and reign'd in peace.

Gentle Herdfmaa.

GENTLE herdfman, tell to me,

Of courtefy I thee pray.

Unto the tov.'n of Walfingham
Which is the right and ready way.

" Unto the town of Walfingham
" The way is hard for to be gone

;

" And very crooked are thofe paths
" for you to find out all alone."

Were the miles doubled thrice.

And the way never ib ill,

'Twere not enough for. mine offence;

It is fo grievous and fo ill.

," Thy years are youngjlhy face is fair,

" Thy wits are weak, thy thoughts are green :

" Time hath not given thee leave, as yet,

" For to commit fo great a fin."

Yes, herdlman, yes, fo wouldft thou fay,

If thou kneweft fo much as 1,

My wits, and thoughts, and all the reft,

Have well deferved for to die.

I am not what I feem to-be,

My clothes and fex do differ far,

I am a woman, woe is me !

Born to grief and irklome care

For my belov'd, and well-belov'd.

My wayward cruelty could kill :

And though my tears will nought avail,

Moft dearly I bewail him ftill.

He was the flower of noble knights.

None ever more fincere could be

Of comely mien and fliape he was,

And tenderly he loved me.

When thus I faw he lov'd me well,

I grew fo proud his pain to fee.

That I, who did not knov/ myfelf,

Thought fcorn of fuch a youth as he.

And grew fo coy and nice to pleafe.

As women's looks are otteh fo,

He might not kifs my hand forlboth,

Unlefs I willed him i'o to do.

Thus being wearied with tlelays.

To fee i pitied not his grief,

He got him to a fecrer place.

And there he dyed without relief.

And for his fakethefe weeds I wear,

And facrifice my tender age :

And every day I'll begmy brjad.

To undergo this pilgrimage.

Thus every dfly I faft and pray,

And ever will do till I die ;

And get me to fome fecret place,

for fo did he, and fo will I-

Now, gentle herdfman, afk no more.

But keep my fecrets I thee pray j

Unto the town of Walfingham
i>how nie the right and ready way.

" Now so thy w.ays, and God before !

" For he muft ever guide thee ftill :

" Turn down ih:!t dale, the right hand path,

" And fo, fair riigri::!, fare thee v.cli;"
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THYRSIS, when we parted, fwore

Ere the fpring he would returiij

Ah ! what means yoa vi'let flow'r.

And the buds that dect the thorn ?

Twas the lark that upward fprung,

'Twas the nightingale that fung.

Idle notes! untimely green!

Why this unavailing hafte ?

Weftern gales and (kies ferene '

Speak not always winter paft.

Ceal'e, my doubts, my fears to move ;

5pare the honour of my love.

Whither, my Love.

WHITHE-R,mylove, ah! whitherart thou gone?

Let not thy abfence cloud this happy dawn?
"Sa/, by thy heart can falfehood e'er be known.

Ah ! no, I judge it by my own.

The heart he gave with fo much care.

Which trealur'd in my breaft I wearj

"Still for its mafter beats alone,

I'm fure the feliifh thing's his own.

When Yanko, Dear.

WHEN Yanko, dear, fight far away.

Some token kind me fend
;

One branch of olive, for dat fay,

Me wifh the battle end :

De poplar tremble while him go,

Say of dy life take care ;

Me fend no laurel, for me know
Of dat he find hira fhare.

De ivy fay my heart be true,

Me droop, fay willow tree ;

•De torn, he fay, me fick for you,

De fun flow'r tink of me :

'Till lad me go weep widde pine,

For fear poor Yanko dead ;

He come, and I de myrtle twine,

In.chaplet for hiin head.

The Jew's Defcription.

GIVE Ifaac thenymph who no beauty can boaft.

But health and good humour, to make her his

toaft.

If ftiait, I don't mind whether Sender or fat,

Or fixfeet or four, we'll ne'er quarrel for that.

We'll ne'er, Wc"

Whate'er her complexion I vow I don't care,

Jf brown it is lafting, more pleafing if fair ;

And tho' in her cheeks I no dimples fliou'd fee,

Let her fmile, and each dell is a dimple to me.

let her, £s'c»

Let her locks be the reddeft that ever were feen,

And her ey^s may be—faith any colour but green ;

For in eyes,- tho' fo various the luftre and hue,

I fwear I'veiio choice, only let her have two.

Only let, IS.cf

'Tis true I'd difpenfe -with a throne on her back.

And white teeth, I own, ars genteeler than black ;

A little round chin too's a beauty I've heard.

But I only defite— file mayn't have a beard.

Shi mayn't, Gfc*

Sheridan'

A Tar's Sympathy.

I'VE known what 'tis to face a foe,

Where Death has laid his hundreds low,

What 'tis fatigues to undergo.

That might appall our nature ;

Yet never was a truth more clear.

That man's in danger, leaft in fear,

\\ hofe heart can fhed a generous tear,

T'relieve a fellow creature.

I've feen ftout hearts of whom one wave

Has in a moment made a grave,

Whofe lives not all the world could fave ;

Thefe things affedt our nature,

But not fo much as when the heart,

Some ray of comfort to impart,

.S^'ells up a generous tear to ftart,

T'relieve a fellow creature.
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Beauty's Votary.

TO beauty born, a willing Have,

A merry happy man ;

I flight the nymph I cannot have.

And doat on thofe I can.

This conftant maxim ftill I hojd.

To baffle all defpair ;

The frov/ard ugly are arid old,

The kind are young and fair.

The women wou'd no more perplex,

Were men refolv'd and free/,

Soft fmiles become the charming fax.

No pouting Mifs for me.

This conjiant maxm,'^e.

In -wjedlocTi's bands if e'er I join,

Good humour be my guide ;

Let dimple fmiles and love be mine,

I laugh at female jride.

Thh cenftaitt maxim, v^c.

To-day and To-morrow.

LET thofe who woi/ld wifli to hear reafon.

Attend to the leffon I give,

Since To-day is for pleafure tjie feafon,

O feize the dear moment and live
",

'Tis a maxim vi e all mult remember,
While the fun fliines, be fure to mate hay

;

Which reminds us from June to December,
We ought to make much of To-day.

Away then with care and with forrow.

And all which may burden the mind ;

He who pleafure puts ofF till To morrow,,

Lofes that which he wifhc-s to find.

The prefent for mirth is the hour,

The prefent the time to be gay :

With hafte let us take then the flower,

Which can only be gather'd To-day.

Our condition as quickly may vary,

As the wind, or the tide, or the moon.
Our fchemes and our projeAs mifcarry.

Nay e'en Death may overtake us as foon.

Then fince, life is no more than a bubble.

Enjoy all its gifts whilft you may.
To-morrow may enter v.ith trouble.

Then at leaft be fecure of To-day.

The Tobacco Pipe.

PRETTY tube of mighty power,

Charmer of an idle hour ;

Objeft of my hot defire,

Lip of wax, and eye of fire-;

And thy fnowy taper waift.

With my finger gently brac'd;

And thy lovely fwelling creft.

With my bended flopper preft ;

And the fweeteft bljfs of bliffes,

breathing from thy balmy.kifles:

Happy ihfice, and thrice again—)'

Happieil he,of happy men !

Who, when again the night returns,

V/hen again the taper burns

;

When again the cricket* gay,

(Little crickets full of play)

Can afford his tube to feed

With the fragrant Indian weed;
Pleafure for a rofe divine,

Incenfe of the god of wine !

Happy thrice, and thrice again—>i

HariiiiiH he of happy men I

The defpairing Damfel.

RECITATIVE.

"''T'WAS when the feas were roaring

X With hollow blafts of wind,

A damfel lay deploring.

All on E roik reclin'd I

Wide o'er the foaming billows

She cafl a wifhful look ;

Her head was crown'd with willows

That trembl'd o'er the brook.

" Twelve months are gone »nd over,
" And nine long tedious days

;

" Why didft thou, vent'rous lover,

" Why didft thou truft the feas ?

" Ceafe, ceafe thou troubled ocean,
" And let my lov^r reft

;

" Ah I what's thy troubled motion
" To that within my breaft ?

" The merchant robb'd of treafure,

" Views tempefts with defpair

;

" But what's the lofs of treafure
" To lofing of my dear ?

" Should you fome coa'ft be laid on,
" Where gold and di'monds grow,

" You'd find a richer maiden,
" But none that lov'd you fo.

" How can they fay that Nature
" Has nothing made in vain

;

" Why, then, beneath the water,
" Do hideous rocks remain ?

" No eyes thofe rocks difcover,

" That lurk'beneath the deep,
" To wreck the wand'ring lover,

" And leave the maid to weep."

All melancholy lying,

Thus wail'd fhe for her dear.

Repaid each blafl with fiphing,

Each billow with a tear

:

When o'er the white waves ftooping.

His floating corfe flie fpy'd
;

1 hen, like a willow drooping,

t>he bow'd her head^—and dy'd.

Gay.

The happy Return.

TWELVE months are pafs'd, fince on ihisftrand.

In fad diftrefs we parted.

And as the boat forfiok the land,

The oar -my hand deferied,

My eyes on yours were fondly bent.

And feem'd their tears to borrow,

And fure from you a look was fent.

That well repaid my forrov/.

To bear me quickly from the (hore.

The crew our grief furveyingi

With lengthen'd ftroke ftill kept the oar.

In v.ell-tim'd meafure playing;

'Till diftance and approaching night,

Your lovely image fliaded,

Yet ever in ideal fight.

Your beauty rofe unfaded.

Oft when the midnight watch I've kept.

And feas were round usfwellmg;

1 fear'd alone the ftorm that fwept

Too rudely o'er your dwelling.

But nov/, my love, no more your breali ^
Shall Ijeat with fad emotion,

I'll ftrive to make each moment bleft,

NoJT tempt again the ocean.
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Nappy Ale.

rTTHILST fome in epic ftrains delight,

VV Whilft others paftorals invite,

/s tafte or -whim prevail
;

l.ffi(l me, all ye tuneful Nine !

lupport me in the great defign.

To fing of nappy ale.

lome folks of cyder mate a rout,

itd cyder's well enough, no doubt,

When better liquors fail

;

Jut wine, that's richer, better ftill—

E'en wine itfelf (deny't who will)

Muft yield to nappy ale.

^um, brandy, gin with choiceft fmacb

From Holland brought, Batavia 'rack,—
All thele will nought avail

;

To cheer a fuly Britifh heart,

\,nd lively fpirits to impart.

Like humming, nappy ale.

3h ! whether thee I clofely hug
n honeft can, or nut-brov/n jug.

Or in the tankard—hail 1

[n barrel or in bottle pent,

[give the gen'rous Ipirit vent,

—

Still may I feait on ale.

But chief when to the chearful glafs,

from vefTel pure thy ftreamlets pais,

Then mofl thy charms prevail;

Then, then I'll bel, and take the odds

That neftar, drink of heathen gods.

Was poor, conipar'd to ale.

Give me a bumper— fill it up,

See how it fparkles in the cup

—

Oh ! how fhall 1 regale ;

Can 3ny tafle this drink divine

And then compare rum, brandy, wine.

Or aught, to nappy ak.

Infpir'd by thee the warrior fightf.

The lover wooes, the poet writes.

And pens the pleafing tale ;

And ftill in Britain's ifle confelt,

Nought animates the patriot's breafl;

Like gen'rous nappy aie.

Infpir'd by tlree, fhall Crifpin fing.

Or talk of freedom, church, and king.

And balance Europe's fcale ;

While his rich landlord lays out fchemes

Of wealth, in golden South-fea dreamy
Th' efFefts of nappy ale.

O bleft potation! ftill by thee.

And thy companion, Liberty,

Do health and mirth prevail

;

Then let us crown the can, the glafs,

And fportive bid the minutes pafs,

—

In quaffing nappy ale.

Julia.

SOFT mufic ! let my humble lay

Thy fweeteft accents move.

While in delufive hope I ftray,

To Julia and to love.

That when to court the willing ftrain.

She tunes her graceful art.

Each trembling tone may breathe again,

The figh that rends my heart»

And fhould thy plaintive murmurs fteal

A f)impathetic tear,

III Jond emotion then reveal,

Antonio feni thee hcxe.

Phyficians may talk.

PHYSICIANS may talk of our ills,

And parfons look wonderous grave

;

I hate all their fermons and pills,

Defign'd for the fool and the knave.

Then each take his glafs,

Fill'd up to the brim

;

And toaft his dear lafs

Intended for him.

For never did Bacchus of old
Repent of his quaffing good wine

;

Nor Momus (for fo we are told)

At mirth or good humour repine.

TJteti each take, &f<r.

Dull fouls the beft liquor decline.

And think they're undone if they tafte;

While we, my boys, live on good wines
And think we're undone if we wafte.

Then each take, &e.

BALLAD.

Alifia.

TO yon dark grove Alifia flew,

Juft at th' appointed hour.

To meet the youth whofe bofom true

Confefs'd her beauty's pow'r.

All that fair virtue cou'd beftow.

Or fairer virtue give.

Did on his face unrival'd glow,

And in his bofom live.

But not the charm of beauty's flow'r.

Or virtue's fairer charm,
Could in her father's foul the pow'r
Of avarice difarm. i

He bade the youth his manfion fly.

And fcorn'd his ardent vow :

And when the tears flowed from his eye,

He bade them fafter flow.

Alifia with a bleeding mind
Beheld the injur'd youth;

And vow'd in holy wedlock join'd.

To crown at length his truth-

As (he forfook her native feat,

" Farewell, ye fields fo fair ;

" May bleflings ftill my father meet !'*

She faid—and dropt a tear.

Th' oppreffion of a parent's hand,

A parent dead to {hame.

In her meek breaft by virtue fann'd.

Ne'er quench'd the filial flame.

Now fafe {he reach'd th' appointed groundt.

Tho' love was all her guide ;

But abfent when the youth £he found.

She look'd around and figh'd.

Each breeze that ruftled o'er the tree,

Sooth'd for a fpace her fmart

;

She fondly cried - " Oh, that is he !"

While quickly beat her heart.

The pleafing images of hope
Night's terrors now deform ;

While on her mind drear fcen'ries ope.

And raife the mental ftorm.

On fome rude ftone ftie bow'd her head.

All helpleis and foviorn ;

Novi' flarting from her rugged bed,

She wifh'd the ling'ring i;riorn.
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With heavy heart I now unfold
Whatth' abfent youth befell ;

Who fierce befet, by ruflSans bold,
Opprefs'd with numbers, fell

:

At length the morn difclos'd its ray,

And calm'd Alifia's fear
;

She reftlefs took her various way,
Thro' wilds unknowing where.

Thus as fhe wander'd, wretched maid,
To mis'ry doom'd I ihe found

A naked corfe along the ihade,

And gafii'd with many a wound.

Struck to the foul at this dread fcengj

All motionlefs fee ftood !

To view the raven, bird obfcene !

Drink up theclotting blood.

What horrors did her breaft invade,

M'hen as {he nearer drew ?

The features that the raven fed,

Her lover gave to view.

With fiirieks Ihe rent th' affrighted air;

To tears had fond recourfe ;

With franiic hand now tore her hair,

N0w.funk.4pan the corfe.

Then throwing round a troubled glance,

With madnefs' ray inflam'd ;

Beheld fome travellers advance,

To whom fhe thus exclaim'd :

*' Ye bafe,: inhuman train, away !

" What urg'd you' to this deed ?

" You've turn'd my gentle love to clay,

" And bade me ferrow wed."

«' Hark ! hark I the raven flaps her wings

—

" She drinks his blood again

—

"" Ah ! now (he feeds on my heart-ftrings,"—
" Oh Jefu ! foothe my pain."

This fcene of woe what cou'd create

The travellers admir'd ;

While Ihrinking at the blow of fate,

She with a groan expir'd.

Richard and Eliza.

IN Britain's happy ifle, there liv'd,

Near Avon's iilver ilream,

A paragon of conftancy.

And Richard was his name.

His manly form, his well-turri'd limbs,

His heart v/ithout difguife,

His graceful mien, his fun-brown'd cheeks.

Gave luftre to his eyes.

No gorget glitter'd on his breaft.

No plume adorti'd hie head,

'The TulTet brown was all his drefs
;

With toil he earn'U his bread.

Near to his cot, a widow dwelt.

Contentment blefs'd each meal,

fortune had. plac'd her lower than
'

The hero of my tale.

This youth with care, at morn and eve,

Her little garden till'd.

He fet, he fow'd, traafplanted, pruii'd.

And ev'ry fpot he fili'd.

A child Ihe had whofe op'ning charms,

Jull leeming to unfold,

A beauteous maid, her perlon form'd

In nature's choicelt mould.

Young Richard's care, at firft, was nought
But iweet humanuy ;

Eliza's charms at Icngih difclos'd,

ir..:s r-sart no -oneer free.

Nature and'Fortune often jar,

And feldom they concur
To blefs one maid ; it now appear'd

Exemplified in her.

Fortune was envious to this maid.
And ftrove to keep her poor

;

But Nature gave with lib'ral hand,
A part of all her ftore.

Such beauteous bloom as crownsthe day,
When vernal mornings break,

SufFufing fpeads its orient blufh.

So bloom'd her damaflc cheek.

Young Richard's worth, his anxious wifh
Obeying her command,

His care to lerve a parent dear,

Her heart could not wilhftand.

At length the happy day was fix'd,

Thcfe lovers to unite ;

In church their names were duly call'd,

Their hands and hearts to plight.

When lo ! fad news to Richard's heart,

Too true alas! 'twas faid.

That beauty's foe had feiz'd upon
The fair and lovely maid.

Ahho' this noxious dire difeafe

Had never touch'd his form,

No reafoiis urg'd could him perfuade

To leave the maid forlorn.

Dread, fatal fymptoms foon appear'd,

Then fpoke the dying maid,
" O.Richard," as fhe gralp'd his hand,

" Live for my mother's aid."

" She fhall beniinel" the youth replied,

" A tender fon I'll be,
•" I'll Itrive to mitigate her woes,

" But foon muit follow thee."

Each morn and eve was Kichard found

Near his Eliza's grave,

.plis cheeks grew wan, his afp eft pale, •

'Till lile he wifti'd to leave.

'A god-like, true philanthropift,

\\'hoie gentle, gen'rous mind
Would realon down his Iruiilefs griefs.

And make him more refign'd.

He call'd religion to his aid,

Eliza's laft reqtielt.

His thoughts, his wilh,.his future hopes

Of happinefs and reil.

" You much miftake," the youth reply'd,

" This world I will not leave,

" Till I perform my facved vow
" To her in yonder grave."

" That done, no earthly charm Ihall footh

" My aching, broken heart,

" My ipritefliall join Eliza's, where
" We meet, no more to pan."

Time's lenient hand could not avail,

Nor ev'n this friendly guide.

He foar'd unto that llaie where flood

His love beatified.

The very day ke was of age.

To the next town he goes.

And in due form bequeath'd his all,

To eafe her mother's woes.

He hied then to Eliza's grave,

" I come, my love," he cry'd ;

A few ihort days he linger'd there,

Then pining, droop'd, and dy 'd. 'J-
B-

Belfaji,
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The Lafs of low Degree.

HOW flow the ling'rlng moments wear !

Ye hours, in pity fpeed your flight,

Till Cheviot's hills, I'o frefli and fair.

Again fliall meet my longing fight

!

Oh ! then what rapture 'twill afford

Once more thofe fcenes belov'd to fee.

Where Percy's heart firfl; told its lord.

He lov'd the lafs of low degree !

No "founding titles grac'd my name,

No bounteous kinfman fvveli'd my dowel

;

But Percy fought no high-born dame.

But Percy fought not wealth or power.

He lought a fond, a faithful heart,

He found the heart he fouglrt, in me ;

He faw her pure and free from art,

And Jov'd the lafs of low degree.

Thou dear Seducer of ray Heart,

From the Irifh of " T^ourneen Deelijh Valma Chrte."

THOU dear feducer of my heart.

Fond caufe of ev'ry ftruggling figh I

No more can I conceal Love's fmart,

No more reftrain the ardent eye.

What though this tongue did never move

To tell thee all its mafter's pain,

My eyes, my looks, have fpoke my love
;

My charmer, fhall they fpeak in vain ?

My fond imagination warm,

Prefents thee at the noon-tide beam ;

And fleep gives back thy angel form,

To clafp thee in the midnight dream ;

Elvina, tho' no fplendid ftore

I boafl a venal heart to move';

Yet, charmer, I am far from poor, _^

For I am more than rich in love.

Pulf§ of my beating heart,* fiiall all

My hopes of thee and peace be fled

!

Unheeded wilt thou hear my fall ?

Unpity'd wilt thou fee me dead?

I'll make a cradle of my breaft.

Thy image all its child fliall be,

My throbbing heart fliall rock to refl:

Thofe cares which wafte thy life and me.

* This is a literal Trannation of CuJbJa ma Chree. It conveys

a tendernefs fcarccly to be found in any modern Language.

Love's a gentle, gen'rous Paflion.

Love's a gentle, gen'rous paflion.

Source of all fublime delight.

When with mutual inclination,

Two fond hearts in one unite,

Twofond hearts, i!fc.

What are titles, pomp and riches.

If compar'd with true content

!

That falfe joy which now bewitches,
When obtain'd we may repent.

fFhen obtain'dy ^c-

Lawlefs paflion brings vexation,

But a chafte and conftant love

Is a glorious emulation

Of the blifsful ftate above.

Ofthe blifful, £5fj.

No Conftancy in Man.
The following Song was written by Henry Lawes, the Friend of

Milton, and the Compofer of the original Mufic of Comus.

BEGONE, begone thou perjur'd man,
And never more return.

For know that thy inconfl;ancy

Has chang'd my love to fcorn
;

Thou has awak'd me, and I can
See clearly—there's no truth in man.

My love to thee was chafls and pure.
As is the morning dew.

And 'twas alone like to endure
Had'ft thou not prov'd untrue

;

But I'm awak'd, and now I can
See clearly— there's no truth in man.

Thou may'fi; perhaps prevail upon
Some other to believe t}»ee.

And fince thou can'ft love more than one.
Ne'er think that it fliall grieve me

;

For th'haft awak'd me, and I can
See clearly—there's no truth in man.

By thy apoftacy I find

That love is plac'd amifs.

And can t continue in the mind
Where virtue wanting is :

I'm now refolv'd, and know there can

No conftant thought remain in man.

PUBLISHED at N°- 10, BEDFORD-ROW, Dublin,

Where the preceding Numbers can be had.



174 THE CHARMS OF MELODY.

The Marine Medley.

As originally written hyG.A- Stevens.

AIR—" Come, and lijien to my ditty."

NOW fafe moor'd, with bowl before us,

Meffmaies heave a hand with me.
Lend a brother failor chorus.

While he fings our lives at fea-:

O'er the wide wave-fwelling ocean,

Tofs'd aloft, or tumbled low.

As to tear, 'lis all a notion,

When our time's come, we muil go.

AIR—" Lrfcis cluqucrcd."

Hari ! tht boatfvvain hoarfely bawling,
By top-fail fheets and haul-yards fland,

Down top-gallants, down be hauling,

Down your ftay-fails, hand, boys, hand

;

Now let the braces,

-DoTi't make wry faces,

But the lee top-lail fheets let go,

-Starboard here,

Larboard there.

Turn your quid,

1 ate a iwear,

Yo ! yo I yo !

riRST AIR AGAIN.

Oh, ye landmen, idly lying

All along fide beauty's charms.

Safe in loft beds, feas defying,

Free from all but love's alarms.

While on billows, billows rolling,

Death appears in every form,

On no ladies laps we're loUnig,

No kind kifs can calm the Itoim.

But loud peals on peals are clafhinjr,

Through rift i-ccks the fhrill wind fhriek^.;

In our eyes fierce lightnings flafhing.

Scorch the fails, and ftench the decks.

Eurfting clouds upon us pouring,

Black o'erfpread the lace of day, '

Burying fsas in whirlpools ro.aring,

Fiery, flies the fparkling Jpray.

High the tofRng tempeft heaves us,

Tow'rds the Pole aloft we "o.

While the clouds feem to receive us, .

Dreadful yawns the gulph below.
In that dark deep, down, down, down, down,
Down we fink from fight of (ky.

By the fvvell as inftant up thrown,

—

Hark ! what means yon difmal cry I

The fore-thaft's gone, yells fome fad tongue out.

O'er the lee, twelve feet 'bove deck

, A leak beneath the che£-tree's fprung out-i—

Call all hands to clear the wreck.
Quick the laniards cut in pieces.

Come, my hearts, be ftout and bold

;

Tlumb the well, the leak increnfes

—

Four feet water's in the hold.

Worfe and worfe, the wild winds tearing,

Warring waves around us foam,

Tor the worft, while we're preparing,

Nature finks, and fighs for home.
There, our babes, perhaps are faying.

In their little lifping ftrain.

As round mothers' knees they're playing,

" Daddy foon will Qome again."

A I R—" Early one moruing a jolly young tar." .

If we muft die, why die we muft,

'Tis a birth in w hich all muft belay mun,
When our debt's due, for Death won't truft,

'l hen all hands be ready to pay mun.
As to life's llriking its flag, never fear.

Our cruize is out, that's all my brother.

In this world we've luff^'d it.up, thus, and no neai:,

So let's Ihip ourfelves now for another.

riRST AIR AGAIN.

Overboard the guns be throwing.

To the puin])3 come ev'ry hand,

See, her mizen-mafl is going,

On the lee beam lies the land.

Rifiiig rocks appear before us,

Hopelefs, yet for help we call,

Ev'ry lea breaks fatal o'er us,

To the ftorm's fell povv'r we fall..

Now difmay, with afpcft horrid,

Swells each flecplefs eye with tears :

And defpair, with briiily forehead,

On each bloodlefs face appears.

Sadly ffill we wait the w ave, boys I

—

O'ervvhelming feas roil mountains high ;

The fwell comes a:, our wat'ry grave, boys

—

Hark ! w hat means yon dolelul ciy !

.The leak we've found, it ca.nnot poui^ fall,

We've lightened her a foot or more ;

Up and rig a jury fore-maft,

She rights, ihe rights, bnvs, vveir off fhore.

•Now, my hearts, we're fafe trom iinkiiig,

V\ e'll again lead failors llvts ;

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

To our Ivveethearts and our wives.

Eaftora.

AIR—" Tweed Side."

''*
i 'WAS in that gay time of the year,

-"- When flowers enamel the green
;

And bi'ds with fweet notes glad the ear,

And flocks in gay pafiures are feen.

Where Flora's fair favourite fprung,

A fiiepherd refponding reclin'd,

.
And while of his love thus he fung,

A myrtle lultain'd him behind.

" Paftora ! oh! where art thou'fled?
" Paftora I thou beauteous maid.

I

" Thy face was with graces o'erfpread.
" Thy looks w^ere in fweetnefs array 'd.

" Go mourn all ye woods, groves, and bow'rs,
" Ye riv'kts and fou-niains lament!

" Forfake the fad green, O y« flow 'rs,

^ " Or, at leaft, for a-time lofe your fcentl

" Ye fliepherds to forrow' incline !

" Ye fweet teather'd iorgfters don't fing

;

" Let Phoebus forget now to fliJne,

'And winter with fadnels fwift bring.

" Ye nymphs that adorn the gay plain,

" With fadnefs your faces o'erfpread,
" Let nothing but fadnefs remain,

" For, oh I—my Paftora is—dead 1

" Sure Nature her aim wrong did take,
" An. angel flie fure was defign'd

;

" And Fate, to coirefi: the miftake,
" 1 o form her immortal, inclin'd.

" O ! let me once more fpeak her -name

;

" Paftora ! accept my laft figh !

" To blels me in this world you came;
" And blefs'd by your favour, I—die.
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Here awa Willie.

HEPE a-va, there awa, here awa, Willie!

iiere awa, thereawa, here awa hame.

Lang have I fought thee, dear have I bought thee,

Now I ha'e gotten my Willie again.

Thro' the lang muir I have toUow'd my Willie,

Thro' the lang muir I have follow'd him hame ;

Whate'er betide us; nought fhall devide us.

Love now rewards all my forrows and pain.

Here awa, there awa, here ar.-a, Willie !

Here awa, there awa, here away hame^
Come, love, believe me, naething can grieve me.

Ilia thing pleafes when Willie's at hame.

Bow the Head, ihou Lily Fair.

BOW the head, thou lily fair.

Bow the head in mournful guife,
.

Sicldy turn thy fhining whiie.

Bend thy Halk and never rife.

Shed thy leaves thou lovely rofe.

Shed thy leaves, lb fweet and gay
;

Strow them wide on the cold earth.

Quickly let them fade away.

'For, alas I the gentle hnot

So foftly that did bind'

'My Emma, and her fwain,

Cruel Death has now untwiri'd.

Jler head with halt-clos'd eyes

Bends upon her breaft of Inow ;

Cold and faded aie thofe cheeks

That wont with red to glow.

Mute is that harmonious voice.

That breath'd the founds of'love;

{And lifeleis are thofe. limbs.

That with fuch grace did move;
And I of blifs bereft,

Lone and fad mufl ever moan ;

T)ead to all the woild can give,

Alive to grief alone.

Tink'rlng Toni.

AS tink'ring Tom thro' ftreets his trade did cry,

He faw his lovely Sylvia paffing by
;

In dull cart high advanc'd, the nymph was plac'd.

With the rich cinders round her lovely waift :

Tom, with uplifted hand, th' occafion bleft.

And thus, in foothing ftrains, the maid addrell.

" O Sylvia, -while you drive your cart,

" To pick up duft, you fteal our heart

:

" You take up dufl, and fteal our heart

;

" That mine is gone, alas !- is true,

" And dwells among the duft with you,
'" And dwe.ls among the duft with you.

" Ah ! lovely. Sylvia, eafe my pain ;

" Give me my heart, you flole, again ;

" Give me my heart, out of your cart;

" Give me my heart, you ftole, again.'*

Sylvia, advanc'd above the rabble rout.

Exulting roU'd her fparkling eyes about;

She hcav'd her fwcUing breaft, as black as floe,

And look'd diidain on little folks below :

To Tom fhe nodded, as the can drew on ;

And then refolv'd to fpeak, fliecr.y'4 ",ftop, John!"

" Shall I who ride above the reft,

" Be by a paltry croud oppreft ?

" Ambition now my loul does fire;

" The youthi fliall languifh and admire,

" And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart,

" Shall long to ride in my duft cart,

" And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart,

•' Shall long to rick iti my duft cart
"

A.

Away to the Field.

tWAY to the field, fee the morning looks-gay,

And fweetly bedappled, forbodes a fine day
;

The hounds are all eager the fport to embrace.
And carol aloud to be tied to the chafe.

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 chafe 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 matins they chaunt as they merrily queft.

T/ien hark, &c.

But oh ! how each bofom v,'ith tranfport it fills.

To flart juft as Phoebus peeps over the hills;

While joyous from valley to valley relounds

The (hout of the hunters and cry of the hounds.

Then hark, fSc.

See how the brave hunters, with courage elate,

Fly hedges or ditches, or top the barr'd gate
;

I'orne by their fwift courfers no danger they fear.

And gives to the winds all vexation and care-

Then hark, &c.

Ye cits, for the chafe, quits the joys of the town,
And icorc the dull pleafure of fleeping.in down;
Uncertain their toil, or for honour or wealth.

Ours ftill is repaid with contentment and health.

Then hark, '^c.

OLD BALLADS.

Edwin and Ethelinde.

",/^NE parting kifs, my Ethelinde,"
^-' Young Edwin fault'ring cried,

" I hear thy father's hafty tread,

" Nor longer muft I 'bide.

" To-morrow's eve, in yonder wood,
" Beneath the well-known tree,

-" Say, wilt thou meet thine own true love,

" Whofe heart's delight's in thee."

She clafp'd rhe dear beloved youth.

And figh'd, and dropt a tear,

" Whate'er betide, my only love,

" I'll furely meet thee there."

They kifs, they part, a lift'ning page,

To malice ever bent,

O'erheard their talk, and to his lord

Reveal'd their fond intent.

The baron's brow grew pale with frowns,

.

And rage diftain'd his cheek,
-" Heavens ! fhall a vaffal ihepherd dare

" My daughter's love to feek.

" But know, rafh boy, thy bold attempt
" Full forely flinlt thou rue :

" Nor e'er again, ignoble maid,
'' Shait thou thy lover view."

The dews of evening faft did fall,

And darknefs fpread apace,

V/hen Ef.helinde, w ith weeping breaft.

Flew to th' appointed place.

With eager eye ftie look around.

No Edwin there v.'as feen ;

" He was not won't to break his faith ;

" What can his abfence mean ?"
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Her heart beat tliict at ev'ry noife.

Each ruftling thro' the wood,

And now, fte tvavers'd quick the ground,

And now ftie liftning flood.

Enlivening hope and chilling fear.

By turns her bofoni iliare,

And now, flie calls upon his name,

Now, weeps in fad defpair.

Mean time the day's laft glimm'ring fled.

And black'ning all the flcy,

A hideous tempeft dreadful rofe.

And thunders roU'd on high.

Poor Ethelinde, aghaft, difmay'd.

Beholds with dread affright

The threat'ning fWy, the lonely wood.

And horrors of the night.

" Where art thou now, my Edwin dear ?

" Thy friendly aid I want;
" Ah me ! my boding heart foretells

" That aid thou canft not grant."

Thus rack'd 'vnith pangs, and beat with itorms,

Confus'd and loft Ihe roves.

Now looks to heav'n with eager pray'r.

Now calls on him fhe Saves.

At length, a diftant taper's ray

Struck beaming on her fight.

Thro' brakes flie guides her fainting fteps

Towards the welcome light.

An aged hermit peaceful dwelt

In this fequefter'd wild ;

Calm goodnefs fat upon his brow,

His words were loft and mild.

He op'd his hofpitable door.

And much admiring view'd

The tender virgin's graceful form,

Dafh'd by the tempeft rude.

" Welcome, fair maid, whoe'er thou art,

" To this warm fhelter'd cell

;

" Here reft fecure thy wearied feet

;

" Here peace and fafety dwell."

He faw the heart-wrung ftarting tear,

And gently fought to know.
With kindeft pity's foothing looks,

The flory of her woe.

Scarce had fhe told her mournful tale,

When ftruck with dread they hear
Voices confus'd, with dying groans.

The call approaching near.

" Help, father, help," they loudly cry,

" A wretch here bleeds to death ;

•' Some cordial balfam quickly give,

" To ftay his parting breath."

All deadly pale they lay him down,
And gafli'd with many a wound.

When, woeful fight, 'twa s Edwin's felf

Lay bleeding on the ground.

With frantic grief, poor Ethelinde

Befide his body falls:

" Lift up thy eyes, my Edwin dear,

" 'Tis Ethelinde that calls."

That much-lov'd found recalls his life,

He lifts his clofing eyes.

And feebly murm'ring out her name,
He galps, he faints, he dies.

Stupid awhile, in dumb defpair.

She gaz'd on Edwin dead

;

JDim grew her eyes, her lips turn'd pale,

And life's warm fpirit fled.

Eafy John, the contented Cuckoldj

OR THE tANCASHlKE WITCHES.

AS I was fearching the records

Of ancient nobles, dukes and lords,

A pleafant jeft came to my fight,

The which I am refolv'd to write.

When queen Elizabeth did reign.

Her loving fubjefts did complain.

That witches had fo much encreas'd,

As did much harm to man and beaft ;

Efpecially in Lancafhire ;

—

Which when our gracious queen did hear,

She fent herjudges forth with fpeed

To try them for each wicked deed.

Old women with their lantern jaws,

Altho' they had no other caufe.

Were all arraign'd for witches them,

.For being threefcore years and ten.

In Lancafliire there liv'd a man,
Whom all folks called Eafy John ;

He had a little teat"* or two,

W hich underneath his arm-pit grew :

So, fearing that he was a wiich,

His loving wife he did befeech,

That (lie'd be plea^'d to let him go,

To lee if he was a witch o: no.

She gave confent ; he went his way,

And travell'dhard both night and day,

O'er hill and dale he weary pall.

Until he came to court at laft.

They made hirn room ; for why, they thought

He had fome information brought

;

" Speak up, good man,, and do not fear ;

" What you delire we will hear :"

" Full fourfcore miles and more I came,
" Until my feet are almoft.lame

;

"So pray tell me, before I go,
" If you think I'm a witch, or no."

The judges laughed heartily,

A^nd th' crier made him this reply,

" You are," faid he, and kick'd his breech,
" More like an old cuckold than a witch,"

- "I thank you all" the old man cry'd,

" Henceforth I Ihall reft fatisfy'd,

" Since I am no v.itch at all,

" But an old cuckold, and that is all.

" I'll home to honeft Joan, my wife,
" The joy and comfort of my life ;"

She met him with a merry cheer.

Crying, " your welcome home, my dedr :

" Pray what did thofe learn'd judges fay

;

" Are you a witch or no, I pray ?"

" As foon as e'er they faw my facQ,

" The told me in a little fpace,

" That I was no witch at all,

" But an old cuckold, and that was all."

" Sure, hufband, thefe learn'd judges are

" As bad as any witches here
; ,

" Or how could they fo cunning be,
" To know that I had cuckol'd thee?"
" Ah, wife, they may fay what they pleafe,

" Henceforth I'll fet my mind at eafe ;

" So bring me a jug of good ale, for why,
" I am no witch, and fo what care I ?"

* A Teat under the Arm was called a fVitch-fiap, and wai

held as a fure Mark that the Wearer was a Witch,
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A
Whack, tny dear Whack.

RRAH Paddy's my name, and as comely a lad

As ever fiing Whack at the end of a ibng,

Then give me a bufs, it will make my heart glad,

And I'll love and fing Whack, honey, all the day

long.

Yes, Wliack, my dear. Whack, Whack,my dear,

Whack,
Whack, my dear. Whack, my dear, all the day

long.

Love and Whack is the fame in an Irifhman's

fong.

Botheration be eafy I'm dying for love- of ye,

I can't fleep tor gruwVling out the old iong,

I've a pain in heart, yet that pain it fo pleales me,

I love, dream, and cry Whack, my dear, all the

night long.

Tes, Wliack, my dear, l^S.

in the land of Kilkenny the laffes ran after me,

Plaguing and pulling me all the day long,

And the good wives and widows were always a teaz-

ing me.

To play the laft ftave of my good Irifh fong.

That is,-tVhack, my dear, i^c.

Bleft were the Hours.

BLEST were the hours in which I ftray'd,

When evening gales refrefti'd the grove,

Beneath a poplar's pleafing fhade,

I liften'd to his vows of love :

But when the moon reveal'd her beams,

I figh'd to bid my love adieu
;

I faw his image in my dreams,

It told me, all his vows were true.

Ye pleafing vifions, fweet and fair,

Ah happy dreams, where are -you now?
All vaniih'd and diffolv'd in air,

Juft like the faithlefs fhepherd's vow.

The rofy morn, the evening pale,

I heed not now, thefe hours are paft,

And the once pleafing fammer's gale

Is cheerlefs as the wintry blaft.

Dear Mary, to thee.

THO' the Mufes ne'er fmile by the light of the

fun.

Yet they vifit my cot when my labour is done,

And whilft on my pillow of ftraw 1 recline,

A wreath of fweet flow 'rets they fportively twine;

But in vain the fair damfels weave ctaplets forme.

Since my heart is devoted, dear Mary, to thee.

Dear Mary, Gfc

Full oft I refleft on my indigent ftate,

But refleftion and reafon are ever too late;

They tell me I figh for too beauteous a fair.

And fill my fad bofom with doubt and defpair,

Then Hope kindly fmiling averts their decree,

For my heart is devoted, dear Mary, to thee.

Dear Mary, ^c>

When the flirill pipe and tabor proclaim the light

dance,

With tranfport I fee my dear Mary advance,

Then fuch grace fhe difplays, while fhe trips 'mid
the throng.

That each, fhepherd, with rapture, to her tunes his

fong,

But by none flie's belov'd with fuch truth as by me.
For my heart is devoted, dear Mary, to thee.

Dear Mary, &c.

Hark! 'tis I.

SUNG IN "the MAID'OS THE MILL.'

HARK ! 'tis J, your own true lover.

After walking three long miles.;

One kind look, at lealV, difcover,

Come, and fpeak a word to Giles.

You alone my heart I fix on.

Ah ! you little cunning vixen !

T can fee your roguifli fmiles.

Add Aids ! my mind is fo pofTeft,

'Till we're fped I fhan't have reft :

Only fay the thing's a bargain,

Here, an you like it,

Ready to ftrike it.

There's at once an end of arguing :

I am her's, fhe is mine ;

Thus we feal, and thus we fing.

PUBLISHED at 1S1°- 10, BEDFORD-ROW, Dublin,
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The County of Limericlc Buck Hunt.

BY your leave, Larry Grogan,
Enough h;is been fpoken,

It's time to give over your fonnet, your fonnet

;

Come liften to mine, fir,

Much truer than thine, fir,

FoT thefe very eyes were upon it, upon it.

Jt is of a buck flain

ThiS very campaign,

To let him live longer, 'twere pity, 'twere pity,;

For head and for branches.

For fat and tor haunches,

Exceeded the mayor oi a city, a city.

A counfel affembled,

(Who'd think but he trembled)

•Cf lads of good fpirit,-well mounted, well mounted.
Each his whip and cap op,

And fpurs made at Rippon,*
The number full twenty.well counted,well counted.

But in legs he confiding,

All efforts deriding
;

He thought himfelf fafe as in bed, fir, in bed,Jii:,

With a bounce off he goes,

And tofs'd up his nofe ;

EutRingwood cry'd " lord help your head, fir, your
: head, fir."

Off fcores we went bounding.
Sweet horns were founding,

.E<ich youth fiU'd the air with a whoop and .a

halloo ;

Dubourg, were he there.

Such fweet mufic to hear,

Would leave his Cremonaf and follow, and follow,

Knockdarky, Knockainy,
And hills twice as many ;

We fcamper'd o'er flone walls, o'er hedges, o'er

ditches

;

He fkimm'd o'er the grounds.
But to baffle our hounds,

V/asne'eryet iaany buck's breeches,buck's breeches

Four hours he held out,

Molt furprifingly ftout,

'Till at length to his fate hefubmitted, fubmjtted
;

His throat being cut up.

The poor culprit put up, '

To the place whence he came was remitted, remitted

A place moft enchanting,

Where nothing was wanting,

That poor hungry huntfmen could wifli for, could
wifii for.

Of delicate fare,

(Tho' numbers were there)

.Yet for ev'ry man was a difh for, a difli for.

We fellto with fury,

Like a long famifh'd jury,

Nor ftaid we for grace to our dinner, our dinner,
The butler a fweating,

The knives all a whetting.
The edge of each ftomach was keener, was keener.
The bumpers went round.

With a beautiful found,

Clink, clink, like fweet bells, went the glaflfes, the
glalTes,

We difpatch'd Queen and King,
And each other fine thing,

To bumper the beautiful laffes, fweet laffes.

* A Town famous formaking Spurs.

f A Place in Italy where the beft Fiddles are made^here put
^pr.the Fiddle .of the celebrated Mr. Dubourg.

There was fweet Sally Curry,
And Singleton Cherry,

Mifs Croker, Mifs liligh, and Mifs Pritty, Mifs
Plitty,

With lovely Mifs Pierce,

That fubjeft of verfe.

Who (hall ne'er be forgot in my ditty, my ditty
;

With numberlefs more,
From fifteen to a fcor^,-^

© had you but feen them' together, together.

Such charms you'd difcover.

You'd pity the Louvre
J:

And look on St. James' as a feather, a feather.

The man of the houfe,

And his beautiful fpoufe,

May they live to give claret and venifon, yenifon.

And may honeft Ned,
There's no more to be faid,

Ne'er want the beggar's old benifon, benifon.

Long profper that county.

The ftore-houfe of plenty,

Where thus we indulge and make merry, m.ake merry
For jovial as we are i

We puff away all care,

To poor bufy Robin and Fleury, and Fleury;*[

§ Alluding to the Age of t-he Ladies.

X The Beauties at the Court of France' and.England.

^ Sir Robert Walpole and Cardinal Fleury,—^one the Prime
Miriifterofthe Court of England, the other of that of .France,

»t the time this Ballad. was wrote.

w.
DUET.

HEN Phoebus the tops of the hills does adorn.

How fweet is the found of the echoing horn I

When the antling flag is rouz'd by the found,

Eredling his ears, ninribly fweeps o'er the ground.

And thinks he has left us behind on the plain :

But flill we purfue—and now come in view
Of the glorious game.

O, fee ! how again he rears up his head.

And, vi-inged with fear, he redoubles his fpeed :

But, oh ! 'tis in vain, 'tis in vain that he flies—
That his eyes lofe the huntfmen, his ears lofe the

cries,

For now his ffrength fails him, he heavily flies,

And he pants, till, with well-fcented hounds
furrounded, he dies.

Tontaron, founds the Horn.

HARK, hark, how the foreft refounds with the

chace.

The mufical hounds and the merry ton'd horn.

Health, Tofy health, blooms afrefh in each face,

And Aurora's bright beams the gay meadows adorn.

What mufic abounding,

While echo refounding,

Tontaron, tontaron, tontaron, founds the horn.

For ages long paft has the chace been renown'd.

By the wifeft, the noblefl:, the greatefl rever'd,

And thofe who've in battle with conqueft been
crown'd,

At firfl in the chace have with honour appear 'd.

With mufic. abounding.

While echo refounding,

Tontaron, tontaron, tontaron, founds the horn.

Then boys, let's away, when the feafon invites.

And brufh by the dews of the ruddy fac'd morn,
To fhare in thefe noble and healthful delights.

Which the hunters with vigour and glory adorn.

Sweet mufic abounding.
While echo refounding,

Tontaron, tontaron, tontaron, founds the hoiru
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The World, my dear Myra.

J HE world, my dear Myra, if full of deceit,

I And friendfhip's a jewel we feldom can meet

;

I How ftrange does it feem, that in fearching around,

' This fource of content is fo rare to be found ?

i.Oh,Friendfhip! thou balm, and rich fweetner of life,

1 Kind parent of eafe, and compofer of ftrife;

Without thee, alas ! what are riches and powei,

But empty delufion, the joys of an hour?

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

: On whom we may always with falety depend ?

'Our joys, when extended, will always increafc ;

And griefs, when divided, are hufh'd into peace;

When fortune is fmiling what crouds will appear

Their kindnefs-to offer, and friendfhip fincere ;

Yet change but the profpeft, and point out diflrefs;

No longer to. court you they eagerly prefs.

lanthe, the lovely.

IANTHE, the lovely, the joy of the fwain.

By Iphis was lov'd, and lov'd Iphis again,

,'6he liv'd in the youth, and the youth in the fair,
.

Their pleafure was equal and equal their care.

No time nor enjoyment, their fondnefs withdrew,

tut the longer they liv'd, ftill fonder they grew.

A paffion fo happy alarm 'd all the plain.

Some envy'd t-he nymph, but more envy'd the fwain.

Some fwore 'twere a pity their loves to invade,

That the lovers alone for each other was made.

But all have confented, that none ever knew
.A nymph.yet fo tind, or a Ihepherd fo true.

Jjove faw them with pleafure, and vow'd to take care

•Of the faithful, the, tender, the innocent pair,

What either did want, he bid either to move.

But they wanted nothing, but ever to love,

;Said 'twqs all that to blefs them, his god-head could

do.

That they'ftill. might be kind, and ftill might ,be

i true-

1 am a,poor Shepherd undone.

TAM a poor fhepherd undone.

And cannot be cured by an ;

Tor a nymph as bright as the fun.

Has ftole away my heart;

A.nd how to get it again

There's none but Ihe can tell.

To cure me of my pain,

By faying (he loves me well.

And, alas, poor fhepherd I alack and a well-a-day,

Before I was.in love, Oh 1 every month was May.

If to love fhe fhould not incline,

I told' her I'd die in an hour.

To die, fays Ihe, 'tis in thine,

But to love 'tis not in my power ;

I aflc'd her the reafon why
She could not of me approve ;

.'She faid 'twas a talk too hard

To give any reafon for love.

^Tid alas, ^c.

She afk'd me of my eftate,

I told her a flock of fheep,

The grafs whereon they graze.

Where. fhe and I might fleep ;

JBefides a good ten pounds.

In old King Harry's groats,

'With hooks and crooks abound.

And birds of fundry notes.

The Scold.

THE plague of one's life

Is furely a wife ;

Who ftill is fomenting of evil

:

From morning to night,

All is wrong, nothing right,

A fcold is fure worfe than the devil.

When I firft gave a kifs,

I thought that each blifs

Was center'd in fweet pretty Mary ;

But now I am wed,
O ! I wifli I was dead

;

Her temper I find the contrary.

Let me fay what I will.

Her tongue won't lay ftill.

Like the clack of a mill it is going;

If I flop up my ears,

In a rage fhe appears.

And more hot then her paffion is glowing.

If I go, or I ftay.

At home, or away.

Each ferves her alike for a riot;

Tho' a foe to all ftrife,

Such a devil's my wife.

She never will let. me be quiet.

MA L L A D.

/4nd.alas, Ifc.

The Bridal Bed.

IT was a -maid of low degree

Sat on her true love's grave,

And with her tears moft piteoufly

The green turf ftie did lave

;

She ftrew'd the flow'r, Ihe plucfe'd the wee4,
And fhow'rs of tears fhe fhed :

" Sweet turf," fhe cry'd, " by fate decreed
" To be my bridal bed !

" I've fet thee, flow'r, for that the flow'r

" Of manhood lyeth here
;

" And water'd thee with plenteous fliow'f

" Of many a briny tear."

And ftill fhe cry'd, " O ftay, my love,

" My true love, ftay for me ;

-" Stay till I've deck'd my bridal bed,

" And I will follow thea.

" I pluck'd thee, we^d, for that no weed
" Did in his bofom grow ;

' But fweeteft flow'rs, from virtue's feed,

" Did there fpontaneous blow :

" But ah ! their beauteous tints, no more
" Their balmy fragrance fhed,

" And I muft ftrew this. meaner flow'r,

" To deck.my bridal bed.

" Sweet turf, thy green more green appears,

" Tears make thy verdure grow ;

" Then ftill I'll water thee with tears,

" That thus profufely flow.

" Oh ftay for me, departed youth,
" My true-love, ftay for me ;

" Stay till I've deck'd my bridal bed,

" And I will follow thee.

'" This is the flovv'ry wreath he wove,
" To deck his bride, dear youth I

" And this th.e ring with which my lov£

" To me did plight his troth ;

. " And this dear ring I was to keep,

" And with it to be wed '

,

•' But here, alas ! I figh and weep-
" To deck my bridal bed."
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A blithfome kniglit came riding by.

And as ihe bright moon fhone,

He faw her on the green turf lie.

And heard her piteous moan ;

For loud fhe cry'd, " Oh ftay my love,

" My true-love, ftay for me
;

" Stay till I've deck'd my bridal bed,
" And I will follow thee."

" Oh fay," he cry'd, " fair maiden, fay,

" What caufe doth work thy woe,
" That on a cold grave thou dofl lay,

" And faft thy tears o'erflow."
*' Oh I I have caufe to weep for woe,

" For my true-love is dead
;

'

" And thus, while faft my tears o'erfloW,
" I deck my bridal bed."

" Be calm, fair maid," the 'knight reply'd,
" Thou art too young to di,e

;

" But go with me, and be my bride,
" And leave the old to figh"

—

But ftill fhe cry'd, " Oh ftay, my love,
" My true-love ftay for me

;

" Stay till I'v deckt my bridal bed,
" And I will follow thee."

« Oh leave," he cry'd, " this grief fo cold,
" And leave this dread defpair,

" And thou fhalt flaunt :in robes of gold,
" A lady rich and fair

:

" Thou Ihalt have halls and caftles fair

;

" And when, fweet maid, we wed,
"Oh thou flialt have much coftly gear,

" To deck thy bridaLbed."

" Oh hold thy peace, thou cruel knight,
" Nor urge me to defpair

;

"' With thee my troth I will not plight,
" For all thy proffers fair :

" But I will die with my true-love—
"My true-love ftay for me ;

" Stay till I've deck'd. my bridal bed,

" And I will follow thee.

" Thy halls and caftles I defpife,

" This turf is all I crave;
" For all my hopes, and all my joys,

" Lie buried in this grave :

" I want not gold, nor coftly gear;
" Now my true-love is dead ;

" The fading flow'r and fcalding tear
" Shall deck my bridal bed."

" Ph ! be my bride, thou weeping fair,

" Oh ! be my bride, I pray ;

*' And I will'build a tomb raoft rare,

" Where thy true-love fhall lay :"

But ftill with tears, fhq cry'd, " my love,
" My true-love, ftay for me;

" Stay till I've deck'd my bridal bed,
" And I will follovv thee.

" My love needs not a tomb fo rare,
" In a green grave we'll lie

;

•" Our carved works—thefe flow'rets fair
" Our canopy—the fky.

" Now go, fir knight,, ivow go thy ways—

-

" Full foon I fhall be dead'

—

•" And then return, in fome few days,
" And deck my bridal bed.

" And ftrew the flow'r, and pluck the thorn.
" And cleanfe the turf, I pray;

" So may fome hand thy turf adorn,
" When thou in grave fhalt lay.

" But ftay, oh thou whom dear I love.
" My true-love, flay for me ;

"Stay till I've de.clc'd my bridal beci, -

" And I will follow thee."

"No, maid, I will not go my way*,
" Nor leave thee here alone ;

" Nor while defpair upon thee preys,
" Neglecft thy woeful moan :

' " But I will ftay and ihare thy woe,
" My tears with thine I'll flied;

" And help to pluck the flow'r, and ftrew
" O'er thy fad bridal bed."

Now from the church came forth the prieft.

His midnight chaunt was done.
And much the haplefs maid he preft

To ceafe her piteous moan :

For ftill fhe cry'd, " Oh ftay my love,
" My true-love, ftay for me ;

"' Stay till I've deck'd mj bridal bed,
" And I will follow thee."

" Oh ! kneel with me," he cry'd, " dear maid,
" Oh ! kneel in holy prayer;

" Haply, kind heaven may fend thee aid,

" And Iboth thy dread defpair."
" I blame not heav'n," the maid reply'd,

" But mourn my true-love dead ;

'• And on his green grave I will 'bide,

" For 'lis my bridal bed." '

The haplefs maid knelt down, forfear
That holy prieft fhould blame ;

But ftill with every hallow 'd prayer.

She figh'd her true-love's name;
And foftly cry'd, " Oh ftay, my love,

"i4ly true-love, flay for me ;

" Stay till I've deck'd my bridal bed,
" And I will follow thee."

" Enough, enough, thou foreTtry'd dear I"

The weeping knight exclaim'd
;

" Enough I've try'd thee, maichlefs fair,

" And be the tryal blam'd :

" I am thy love, thy own true-love,
" And I am come to v/ed

;

" Nor fhall this turf thy green grave prove,
" Nor be thy bridal bed.

" I am a knight of noble name,
" And thou of low degree

;

" So like a (hepherd poor I came,
" To prove thy conftancy."

But fhe, wiih woe forlorn, ftill cry'd,

" My true-love, ftay for me ;

" Stay till I've deck'd m.y bridal bed,
" And I will follow thee."

Again, " enough, thou fove-try'd maid I"

The knight in tears exclaim'd ;

" See at thy feet thy true-love laid,

" Of all his guile afl^am'd.

" Forgive me, maid—my love now prove

—

" And let us inftant wed
;

" And thou with tears ol joy, mjr love,

"Shalt deck thy'tridal bed."

" And art- thou him r" exclaim'd the maid,
" And doft thou live ?" fhe cry'd :

" Too cruel love !"— fine faintly fay'd—

-

Then wrung his hand— and dy'd

—

" Stay," cry'd the knight, all woe-begone,
" Now ftay, my love, for me ;

- " Stay till I've deck'd our bridal bed,

" And I will follow thee."

In vain the prieft, with holy lore,

By turns did footh and chide ;

The knight, diftraiffed, wept full fore,

And on the green turf dy'd

—

And underneath (mny heav'n them fave \^

The lovers both v\ere laid ;

- And thus, in truth, the green- Uift graia;

Became their bridal %cd.

'
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Johnny with his Shoulder-Knot.

JOHN tript up tlie ftairs by night.

Heigh-ho! to Betty got

;

John tript up the ftairs by night,

Slyly without candle light

;

Cries Bet, " who's there ?"

" 'Tis I, my dear,

" Johnny with his fhoulder knot ?"

What did foolifh Betty do ?

Heigh-ho I fhe knew not what
;

What did fbolifli Betty do i

Lifts the latch, and in he flew ;

When he kifs'd,

Could fhe refift

Johnny and his flioulder knot ?

Madam Maudlin foon found out,

Heigh-ho ! poor Betty's lot
;

Madam Maudlin foon found out,

" What's this." fays fhe, " you've been alDpiit ?"

Betty cries.

And wipes her eyes,

ii The deuce was in his fhoulder knot
!"

I Megan-oh ! oh ! Megan-Ee !

Z Sung in Tk CaJlk-SjieJSrt.

SLEEP you, or wake you, lady bright,

Sing Megan-oh ! Oh ! Megan-Ee !

Now is the fitteft time for flight.

Sing Megan-oh ! Oh ! Megan-Ee I

Know, from your tyrant father's power,

Beneath the window of your tower,

A boat now waits to fet you free :

Sing Megan-oh ! Oh! Megan-Ee!
Sing Megan-oh! Oh! Megan-Ee!

Tho' deep the ftream, tho' high the wall,

Sing Megan-oh ! Oh I Megan-Ee!
The danger, truft me, love, is Imall

:

Sing Megan-oh ! Oh! Megan-Ee!
To fpring below then never dread :

My arms to catch you fhall be fpread;

And far from hence you foon fhall be.

Sing Megan-oh, If^,

Pair Emma hufh'd her heart's alarms :

Sing Megan-oh ! Oh }~Megan-Ee !

She fprang into her lover's arms
;

Sing Megan oh! Oh I Megan-Ee!
Unhurt fhe fell ; then fwift its way
The boat purfu'd without delay.

With Emma plac'd on Edgar's knee.

Sing Megan-oh ! ^€.

Ben Bowfprit, of Wapping.

BEN Bowfprit I am, and a true bonny boy:
Pull away ! pull away ! fo funny

j

And was always the firft for to pipe, hands a-hoy,
When the fignal was out to be funny.

I can weather all feas, like a good jolly dog.
With the beft he that ever went hopping

;

But the ocean for me, is the ocean of grog,
Pull away ! pull away I pull away !

Pull—I fay.

What d'ye think of Ben Bowfprit, of Wappinu?

My grand-father bulg'd with a freighting of flip,

Pull away ! pull away ! fo frifky !

Old Davy contriv'd my dad's cable to flip.

One day when o'erladen with whifl^ey.

My wife's chriftian name it was Brandy-fac'dNan,
The Native, to Nick fent her hopping;

So the family caufe I'll fupport while I can.

Pull away, ISc^

Avaft, don't fuppofe I have launch'd out a lie,

Pull away! pull away ! fo groggy !

Don't you fee in the fervice I've bung'd up one eye.
And t'other I own is rather foggy

;

Then to ftand on I've fcarcely a leg left, d'ye mind,
Andfhould Death t'other day-light be flopping.

The worft you can fay is, I've drunk till I'm blind,

. ,

Pull away, f^c.
Dibdin,jiin.

Ever remember me.
Compofed'by Storace, for his Opera of ^ Ths Pirates.''

WHEN you fliall hear the found ofjoy.
Beating the floor with ruftic dance,

Silent the lift'ning ear employ,
But do not yet too quick advance ;

Slowly, foftly, fbftly creep,

Untill yon light you fee,

And while the anxious watch you keep.
Still ever remember me.

Careful the winding path explore,
Left in the tangled break you ftray.

Then think of her whom you adore.
To chear the dark and weary way

;

And foftly, flowly, foftly creep.
Until yon light y^u fee,

And while the anxious watch you keep.
Still ever remember me.
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Colln's Complaint.

ly NICHOLAS ROWE, ESl^'*

AIR.—" Grim King ef the Ghfls"

DESPAIRING ^)efide a clear ftream,

A fhepherd forfaken was laid,

And -whllft a talfe nymph was his theme,

A willow fupponed his head ;

The wind that blew over the plain

To his fighs with a figh did reply,

And the brook, in return to his pain,

jRan moiirnfuUy murmuring by.

" Alas ! filly fwain that I was,"

Thus fadly complaining he cry'd ;

" When firft I beheld that fair face,

" 'Twere belter by far I had dy'd;
" She talk'd, and I blefs'd the dear tongue,

" When fhe fmil'd, 'twas a pleafure too great

;

" I liften'd, and cry'd, when fhe fung,
" Was nightingak ever fo fvvect ?

" How foolifli was I to believe
" She could doat on fo lowly a clown;

" Or that her fond heart would not grieve
" To forfake the fine folks of the town 1

" To think that a beauly fo gay,

" So kind and fo conftant would prove

;

" To go clad like our maidens in gray,
" And live in a cottage on love !

" What tho' I have fkill to complain,
" Tho' the mufes my temples have crown'dl

" What tho', when they hear my foft flrain,

" The virgins lit weeping around?
" Ah ! Colin, thy hopes are in vain,

'' Thy pipe and thy laurel refign
;

" Thy fair one inclines to a fwain,
" Whofe mufic is fweeter than thine.

" And you my companions fo dear,

" Who lorrow to fee me betray'd,

" Whatever I fuffer, forbear,

" Forbear to accufe the falie maid ;

" The' thro'-the wide world I fhould range,
" 'Tis in vain from my fortune to fly ;

" 'Twas her's to be falfe and to change,
" 'Twas mine to be conftant and die.

" If while my hard fate I fuftain,

•' In her breaft any pity be found,
" Let her come with the nymphs of the plain,

" And fee me laid low in the ground.
"The laft humble boon that I crave,

" Is to fhade me with cyprefs and yew

;

" And when fhe looks down on my grave,
" Let her own that her ihepherd was true.

" Then to her new love let her go,
" And deck her in golden array,

" Be fineft at every fine fhow,
" And frolic it all the long day

;

" While Colin, forgotten and gone,
" No more fhall be heard of, or feeq,

" Unlefs, when beneath the pale moon,
" His ghoft fhall glide over the green.'''

* The Author, in this beautiful and pathetic Ballad, alludes
to- his own fituation with the C'ountefi Dowager ot fVar-viiik
«nd to his fuccelitul rival, Mr. 4(id:j'in.

'

Anfwcr to Colin's Complaint.

YE winds, to v/hom Colin complains
In ditties fo fad and fo fweet,

B.elieve me, the fhephevd but feigns

He's wretched, to fhew he has wit

:

No charmer like Colin can move.
And this is fome. pretty new art

;

Ah ! Colin's a juggler in love.

And likes to play tricks with.my heart.

When he will, he can figh and look pale.

Seem doleful and alter his face;

Can tremble arid alter his tale ;

But Colin is ever at peace

—

The willow my rover prefers

To the breaft where. he once begg"d to lie,

And the ftreams that he fwells with his tears,

Are rivals belov'd more than I.

His head my fond bofom would bear.

And my heart would foon beat him to reft,

Let the Ivvain that is flighted defpair;

But Colin is only in jeft.

No death the deceiver defigns

;

Let the mai.d that is ruin'd defpair
;

For Colin but dies in his lines.

And gives himfelf that modifh air.

Can fheplierds bred far from the court.

So wittily tall: of their flame .'

But Colin makes paffion his fport

;

Beware of fo fatal a game :

My voice of no mufic caj> boaft,

Nor my perfon of ought that is fine-.

But,Colin may find, to his coft,

A face that is fairer than mine.

Ah I then I will break my lov'd crook,
i

To thee I'll bequeath all my fheep
;

And die in the much favour'd brook.
Where thou but pretendeft to weep :

Then mourn the fad fate that you gave.
In fonnets fo fmooth and divine -,

Perhaps I may rife from my grave,

To hear fuch foft mufic as thins.

Of the violet, daify and rofe.

The heans-eafe, the lily, and pink,

Let thy fingers a garland compofe.

And crown'd by the rivulet's brinks
How oft, my dear fwain, did I fwear.

How much my fond foul did admire
Thy verfes, thy fhape, and thy air,

Tho' deck'd in thy rural attire.

Your Iheep-hook you rul'd with fuch art.

That all your fmali fubjedls obey'd ;

And ftill you reign'd king of this heart,

Whofe paffion you falfely upbraid :

How often, my fwain, have I laid.

That thy arms were a palace to me ?

Aj>d how well I could live in a Ihade,

Tho' adorn'd with nothing but thee?

Oh ! what are the fparks of the town,
Tho' never fo fine and fo gay ;

I freely would leave beds of down.
For thy breaft and a bed of new hay :

Then, Colin, return once again.

Again make me happy in love;

Let me find thee a faithful true fwain.

And as conftant a nymph I will prove>
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Anacreon's Advice.

i'^UAFF with me the purple wine,

of With me, in fecial pleafures join,

;}rown with me thy flowing hair,

!,ove with me the blooming fair,

And dance off heavy care ;

i^ine infpires the patriot foul.

Makes the rigid fair one figh,

'reedom lies within the bowl,

Love and Friendfhip's focial tie.

Then let us laugh, be gay and free,

Hence with, dull fobriety.

Mufic is the Voice of Love.

rjOFTLY fweet the minutes glide,

J With tuneful .Damon by my fide;

lis fongs delight the liftening grove,

"or mufic is the voice ot love.

Vlien moon-beams glitter o'er the ftreara,

low fweet his fong when love's the theme :

lis plaintivejiotes the nymphs approve,

i'or mufic is the voice of love.

f other maids admire his lays,

H''hile foft and fweet he fings my praile

;

The tender tale I muft approve,

or mufic is the voice ot love.

Adieu to Bacchus,

k DIETJ ! ye jovial youths, who join
•* To plunge old Care in floods of wine;

Ind, as your dazzled eye-balls roll,

)ifcern him ftruggling in the bowl.

{or yet is hope fo wholly flown,

lor yet is thought fo tedious growi),

lut limpid ftream and fhady tree

letain, as yet, fome fweets for me.

Ind fee, thro' yonder filent grove,

ee, yonder does my Daphne rove :

^ ith pride her footfteps I purfue,

Ind bid your frantic joys adieu ?

Che fole confufion I admire,

s that my Daphne's eyes infpire :

fcorn the madnefs you approve,

ind value reafon next to love.

Mary's Death at Sandy's Tomb.

LOUD toU'd the ftern bell-man of night,

When Mary, dejcfled and fad,

To the turf had direfted her flight,

Wherein her coW lover lay clad.

1' How long, my lov'd Sandy," fl\e cry'd,

" Muft my heart in lone anguifh complain ?

' How long till in death we're ally'd,

" And fate cannot part us again?

' Hart ! hark ! 'tis a voice from the tomb,

" Come, Mary, it cries, come away ;

' To partake of thy lover's fad doom,
" And reft fhee befide his cold clay.

' I hear the iund call, and I come,
" Ye friends and companions, adieu:!

M hafte to my Sandy's dark tomb.

To die on his bofom fo true.

I hear the kind call, and obey

;

" Ah ! Sandy, receive me," fhe cry'd ;

rlien breathing a figh o'er his clay,

She hung on his toiab-llone—and f^y'd.

An Apology for not Tinging.

,'\7'E afk for a fong, and, indeed, I'm quite forry

^ I cannot oblige the good company here.

For fhould I begin, you would find, in a hurry

The guefts would depart, and the coaft would be
clear.

They could notfitftiLl,for to have their ears pefter'd

With fuch horrid notes, but away they would run,

To fome lonely defert, or valley fequefter'd,

And give that the preference, fifty to one.

Yet fince you are all fo defirous to hear me,
I now will comply, and endeavour my belt.

But I fure Ihall be laugh'd at by thofe who fit neai

me,

And thofe afar off will but make me their jeft.

" AJheplierd attended Ms Jlochs on the mountain,"

O dear ! that's too high for my voice by a tone.
" A Jhepherdefsfat hy thejide ofa fountain,'''

And this is too low, I ihall never get down.

But (with your permlfiiion) I'll try at another,
" When Echo's Jhrill •voice jnude the -woodlands to

ring:'
_

Oh ! this is (if pofiible) worfe than the other;

So I beg you'll excufe me, for faith I can't fing.

BALLAD.

The Fair Maniac.

THE night was dark, the blaft blew cold.

And loud the tempeft roar'd
;

Blue lightnings flafh'd from pole fo pok)
The ftormy torrent pour'd ;

Mankind, both high and low, in bed,

Were flaelter'd fafe and warm

;

Save one diftradled maid, who fled

'Mong all the thickefl: ftorm.

And ever and anon flie fped

Where moft the tempeft pour'd.

And where the thunders overhead

With loudeft terror warr'd :

Thro' lonefome dell, or dreary glade.

Or kirk-yard graves among,

She wander'd wild, and thus, poor maid.

With mad-like glee fhe fung :

' Beat, beat ye winds ;
ye torrents pour ;

" Fight, warring clouds above ;

" Flafh, lightings, flafti ; loud thunders roar.;

" But hurt not my true love :

« For him I feek both night and day,

'' For him bewilder'd rove

;

Ye lightnings, light me on my way,
" In fearch of my true love.

'' For him I bear the fummer's burn,

" And brave the wintry wind ;

" And day and night for him I mourn,
" Tor he has prov'd unkind ;

" Ye torrents rufh, ye thunders roar,

" Flafl:i, flafli, thou angry fky ;

•'For I fliall fee my love no more,

" And I for him will die.

«' The cold, cold night is dark and drear,

" And I can't find my love ;

" Ah me !—I've fearch'd both far and near

;

" Where, wanderer, canft thou rove \

" But I'll purfue and flop thy fpeed—

'

" And, tor thy fcorn to me,
" I'll make thy heart like mine to bleed,

« And then I'll die with thee."



J 84 BALLADS ANCIENT and modern, LEGENDARIES, &c.

A valiant knight was riding Tjy,

All in the flormy rain ;

He heard the haplefs damfel figh,

And bitterly complain.

She frantic o'er the wild heath fprung,

And frantic cry'd aloud ;

Then fiop'd the knight, and thus ftie fung,

While he all wond'ring flood :

" Oh turn, fir knight, thy milk-white fleed,

" And hear my mournful fong
;

" And then in valiant knightly deed
" P.eturn and right my wrong :

" I lov'd a knight, and lov'd him true,

" And conftant love he fwore
;

" But he's prov'd falfe, and I mufl rue—
" And I muft ftill deplore

•" He lives at yonder glitt'ring tow'r,
" He lives nor thinks of me ;

" Oh knight, I'd blefs thy valour's pow'r,
" Could I the traitor fee :

'^' Then turn, fir knight, thy milk-white fteed,
" The way it is not long ;

" And may thy beft love be thy meed.
" If thou wilt right my wrong !"

" Yes, I will right thy wrong, fair maid,"
The gentle knight reply'd ;

" But I can fee no tow'r difplay'd,

" The darkfome night doth hide."
" Oh yes, on yonder hill," fhe cry'd,

" That faithlefs knight doth dwell
;

•' 'Twas'thro' the lightnings gleam I fpy'd
" The glitt'ring tow'r fuU well."

" If on my ileed, poor maid^ thou'lt ride^

" My Heed fhall carry thee."
" Yes, knight, I'll go," the maid reply 'd,

" The combat for to fee."

And now they rode with hafty fpeed
And foon they reach'd the hill.

And foon they reach'd the tow'r decreed,

Their purpo£e to fulfill.

«.' Arouze ! arouzel thou faithlefs knight,
" Arouze thou ftony breaft."

" Who dares," he cry'd, " in this dread nigit,
" Who dares difturb ftiy reft ?"

" It's thy true love, whom thou didft flight,

" That calls thee from thy bed :

' Arouze ! arouze ! thou faitKlefs knight,
" Arouze,to fight or wed!"

The knight arofe and op 'd the gate,

And faw his love ftand there

—

Her face, that was fo fair of late.

Was ftain'd with many a tear :

Her lips, once red as autumn friiif.

Were pallid now and coarfe
;

iri^x voice, once fweet as filver lute,

Was now as raven's hoarfe.

A faded wreath was on her brow,
Her gown all rude and rent .

Her hair, that once fo bright did flow,

Was all with dew befprent.

" I am thy own true love, dear knight,
" And 1 am come to wed,

'• In bridal garments all bedight, s

" My garland on my head.

-" To holy kirk, love, we'll repair,

" .As bride and bridegroom gay ;

" The lightnings that around us glare,

" Shall chear us on the way :

." Of green, green grafs, fo foft with dew,
" We'll make our bridal bed ;

" Of hemlock fair, and night-lhaae blue,

" A pillow for our head.

" The thunders, that fo loudly roar,
" Shall be our mufic, love

;

" And we will fing while rain doth pour,
" So merr'ly we will rove :

" And wlien I'm dead, with bridal ring
" Let me be laid lull low ;

" And o'er the green turt dance and fing,

" My heart IhaH leave its woe !"

The knight he trembled fad and fore.

Seeing his true love ftand ;

She fprang and kift him o'er and o'er.

But he pufti'd back her hand.
" Oh fight," fhe cry'd, " my ftranger knight,

" Oh fight, for thou art ftrong.;

" Lo ! he returns my love with fpight,

" Revenge a maiden's wrong."

" Go, get," he cry'd, " thy fword and fiiield,

" And get thy helm and fpear
;

" For I will make thy proud heart, yield,

" To 'venge this damfel dear."
" Yes, I will get my fword and fhield

;

" And I will get my fpear,

" For there's no knight to whom I'll yield,

" No knight whom I will fear."

Then fought tliofe knights all in the fields,

'1 hey fought for many an hour ;

They broke their fpears, they cleav'd their fhieJc

Their blood in ftreams did pour.

And thrice they ftop'd, with toil o'erfpent.

To wipe their bleeding brow ;

And thrice they drank with one confent,

Wher€ purling ftream did flow.

And while they fought with hardy wroth,

The mad maid fat and fung,

" F"ight on, fight on, my champions botii.,

" 'The woodland hills among :

" And he that lives fhall have my troth,
" I'll twine our hearts in one ;

" Fight on, fight on, my champions both,
" Till the bloody vifiory's won.

" I'll weave a fhroud for him that's flain,

" And faft my tears fhall flow ;

" Fight on, my knights, to footh my pain,
" For my heart's fick wit.^i woe :

•" I'll fing and pray for him that's flain,

" And mourn both day and night

;

" 'Tis my heart's blood your Ihields doth flain,

" My woes— -for which you fight."

Full long they fought, until overcome.

The faithlefs knight did fall :

" Wrong'dmaid," he cry'd, " thy caufe hath woi
" Come hear my dyivg call."

Then up ihe fprang in frantic mood.
And kifs'd his pale, pale cheek ;

And, frantic, drank the fmoaking blood

That from his wounds did reek.

" Oh thisflows from that heart," fhe cry'd,

" That lov'd me once fo dear

;

" Now, in a rufhing crimfon tide,

" It pays me tear for tear."

Then from the gaping wounded fide

His quiv'ring heart fhe tore.

And to the knight, with frantic pride.

The bloody prize fhe bore.

" This is the ftony heart," ihe cry'd,

" That csd'.s'd my tears to flow,
" And made me roam the land fo wide,

" In all the pangs of woe :"

Then to the dead knight did fhe hie,

And laid her by his fide ;

"'

She kifs'd the heart, and with a figh—
The haplefs mad maid dy'd.



Price, [Numb.4^ One Penny.

THE

CHARMS OF MELODY,
O R

SIREN MEDLEY.
The Plan of the PablilTier is to embody in ore Grand Folio "Volume, all the Songs, ancient and modern, in the Englifli Language,

worth preferving-^forming s Univerfal Maga2ine of Love, Sentimental,War, Hunting, Bacchanalian, Humourous, Sea, and Politiclii

Songs ; as well as Old Englilh, Irirti, and Scotch Ballads, Legendaries, &c. &c.——To which will be added, a tomplete Index.

The poor little Gipfey.

A POOR little Gipfey—-I wander forlorn ;

My fortune was told long before I waj born,

So fortunes I tell, as forfaken 1 ftray.

And in fearch of my love I am loft on my way :

Spare an halfpenny, fpare an halfpenny.

Spare a poor little Gipfey an halfpenny.

I fear from this line you have been a fad man.

And to harm us poor girls have form'd many a plan;

JJewere, left repentance too late caufe you pain,

And attend to theleffon I give in my flrain.

Spare an halfpenny, fs'c.

Thro' wilds and thro' forefts as wearied I roam.

Long abfent from friends, from parents, and home,
Tho" fad is my heart, and tho' fore are my feet,

Yet I ling on my way thus to all that I meet,

Spare an halfpenny, Ctf«.

'Pufh about the jorum.

WHEN bicfe'rings hot,

'To high words got,

Break out at gamiorum ,

The flame to cool.

My golden rule.

Is—pufti about the jorum.

'With fift on jug.

Coifs, who can lug?

Or fhew me that glib fpealier,

Who her red rag

In gibes can wag,
Y'JiCn. her mouth full of liquor. O'Hara.

Since I'm born a mortal Man.

SINCE I'm born a mortal' man,

And my being's but a fpan,

'Tis a march that I rauft make,

'Tis a journey I muft take :

What is paft I know full well.

What is future, who can tell ?

Teaz-inc; Care then fet me free,

What hate I to do \viih thee ?

All my Ihort liv'd hours fhall ihine,

Thus replete with mirth and wine.

We be Soldiers three.

'TTT'E be foldiers three ;

"» Pardonnez moi, Je vous en prie.;

Lately come forth of the low country.
With never a penny of money.

Here, good fellow, I drink to thee;
Pardonnez, ^c

To all good fellows, where'er they be ;
With never, &c.

And he that will not pledge me in this,

Pardonnez, Wc.
Pay for the fhot, whatever it is.

With never, &c.

Charge it again, boys, charge it again,

Pardonnez, ISc,

As long as there is any ink in my pen,

With never, &c.

In the dark and lonely Bow'r.

IN the dark and lonely bow'r.
At the filent midnight hour,

Let me, let me, all alone.

Ruminate on pleafures gone.

Ah ! days of blifs, delightful days,

Cotild I thofe days of blifs reftore,

When fick with love, and vain with praifej

I, fighing, heard whate'er he fwore.

Sadly folemn be the ftrain.

Suited to a heart in pain ;

Mirth and pleafure I forego.

Welcome forrow, welcome woe :

Too long in folly's court I ftray 'd,

A fond and witlefs maid I ween -,

Ah, faithlefs fwain I how oft he faid.

No nymph fo fair he e'er had feen.

Beauty fades, and youth expires.

And mirth's airy train retires,

Wiping tears from pity's eye,

Waiting loves are hovering nigh :

Let virgin-hands frelh flow'rs fupply,
To ftrew a haplefs virgin's bier ;

Ah, perjur'd fwain, can you. deny
To drop a fad relenting tear !
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The Garreteer.

HAPPY the man whofe life's dull cares

To low ambition gives :

And mounting up five pair q^ ftairs,

In lofty garret lives.

While tumults vex our earthly bail,

Our ftreets, while noify cries,

The Garreteer efcapes them all,

Commercing with the fkies.

No wrangling mob, thus heard from far,

Difturb his tranquil foul ;

The rattling coach, and rumbling car,

Like dillant thunders roll.

Proud as a lultan on his throne.

His vaffals at his feet

:

Above the world, the bard looks down,
On all that man thints great.

Whilft duft or fmoke beneath him rolls.

He fnuffs ih' setherial breeze

;

And broils his ftake upon the coals.

Or calmly toafts his cheefe.

The fpider In the bard's blefl dome,
His web with fafety hides

;

Where mops or brooms dare never come,
" That come to all" befides.

The wheezing dun, one flight of Hairs,

Who mounts to feize his prey,

To ftorm his citadel defpairs.

And growling turns away.

The Cambrian thus on Penmanmaur,
Or Snov. den's lofcy fide,

Amidft his craggy rocks fecure,

The Pvoman power defy'd.

Kate.

''
B 'WAS near a fea-beat rock reclin'd,

-^ The beauteous love-lorn Kate
;

She had no friend to footh her mind,

Lut mourn'd her haplefs late.

Her only love was cut at fea.

Far from his native fhore ;

In tears fli= wept her forrows free,

Left he return no more.

Thus v.ould fhe figh the live-long day,

For dangers he may prove ;

While forrow mar'd her lonely way.
With firm unfhaken love.

Tho' Hope oft' bade her cares to ceafe.

And check'd the falling tear
;

Yet, ah! in vain, the hour of peace
Appear no longer near.

So droops the primrofe in the vale.

So fades the new-blown rofe.

When tempefts and rude winds affail,

Their fweets no more dilclofe.

Then farewel, Kate, let pity cheer^

And footh thee with addrefs

;

So may each future day appear

Ote fcene of happiaefs.

While I quaff the Rofy Wine.

WHILE I quaff the rofy wine,

With enliven'd wit I fliine,

With enliven'd wit I fliine.

Singing then the mufes' praife.

Double fire inipires my lays,

L'ouble fire infpires my lays.

While I quaff the rofy wine,

I feel, I feel the pow'r divine

Free me from all Sorrow's fway,

I puff, like winds, my care away.

While I quaff the rofy wine.

All my faculties refine :

My remper grows ferene and fair,

And like the fummer ev'ning's air.

W hile I quaff the rofy wine,

Crowns of od'rous flow'rs I twine
;

Singing to the echoing grove.

The plealures of that life I love.

While I quaff the rofy wine.

To foft paflions I incline
;

My miftrefs then my fong employs,

And all love's pleafing, painful joys.

While I quaff the rofy wine.

Every paft delight is mine.

Youth does again my veins infpire,

I lead the dance, and join the choir.

While I quaff the rofy wine,

I its force to reafon join,

And fteel my breaft againft that fall,

'1 be common fate that waits us all.

Come here, fellow Servants.

COME here, fellow fervants, and lillen to me,
I'll fliew you ho'.v thole of fuperior degree

Are only dependants, no better than we.

.Are only dependants, no better than we.

Eoih high and low in this do agree,

'Tis here fellow fervant, and there fellow fervant

;

and all In a livery,

'Tis here, feilov/ fervant, and there fellow fervant

;

and all, all in a liveiy.

See yonder fine fpark in embroidery dreft,

Who bows to the great, and if they fmile, isbleft;

What is he ? i'faiih, but a fervant at beft.

Bpith high and low, ^c:

Nature made all alike, no diftiniftions flie craves,

,So we laugh at the great world, its fools and its

knaves

;

For we ail fervants, but they are all Haves.

Bo/h high and low, ifc.

The fat fiiining glutton looks up to his flieif.

The wrinkled lean mifer looks down to his pelf.

And the curl-pated beau is a flave to himfelf.

Bcih high and lozu, &c\

Thegayfparkling belle,who the whole town alarms,

'And with eyes, lips, and neck, fets the fraarts all in

arms.

Is a vaffal herfelf, a mere drudge to her charms.

Both high and lozu, &c.

Then we'll driiik, like oar betters, and laugh, fing,

and love ; ^

And when fick of one place, to another we'll move,

For with liiile and great, the belt joy is to rove.

Botfi high and lozo', &c-

Garrick.
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The Country Club.

ffrlltl" ij IiihJin,fiir his Enter taimuent called ' The Srhiox.'

NOW we're all met here together,

In fpite of wind or weather,

To moiften well our clay :

Uefore we think of jogging,

Let's take a cliearful nogging ;

Where's the waiter,—ring away;
Where's the glees and the catches.

The tobacco pipes and matches ?

And plenty of brown flout ?

And plenty of brown ftout ?

Yet the glaffes e'er we ftart 'em.

Let's •ptQCitd fecundum artem.

Let the clerk all the names read out.

[Thefollowing is to lefpoken.'^

Gentlemen of the Quizical Society, pleafe to

anlAcr your name*.—Farmer Scroggins ! Why
I be. here.—Dodor Horfcleech ! Here -Parfon
Paunch 1 Here—TaylorTit. Here. (So he goes

on for about twenty) at laft you hear—are you all

affembled? Ail, all, all, all.

So, here's to you Mr. Wiggins,

Kere s to you Mr. Figgins,

So put the beer about.

Put the beer about, put the beer about.

Come, tell us what the news is,

Who wins, and who lofes ;

Of the times w hat people do fay ?

Hard, hard the landlord racks us ;

Then we've luch a load of taxes.

Indeed I well, and how goes hay ?

Why now there's malier Wifeman,
Ho told the Escifemau,

That the caule of this pother and rout

;

— Order, ordei, and iobiicty !

The rules of the focieiy ?

Let the fecretary re<id 'em out.

Every member of this-fociety that fpills his liqitor

in his neighbour's pocket, flrall forfeit two-penfe.

Every member of this iociety that linges his neigh-

bour's wig with his pipe, fhall forfeit two-pence.

Every member of this Iociety that refufes to laugh

at a good joke, fhall forfeit two-pence. Every
member of this Iociety who reproaches his neigh-

hour with coming to diftrefs by unavoidable mis-

fortunes, fhall forfeit two-pence.—Mr. Prefident,

I move that this forfeit be a fhilling—and I fecond
the motion. Are you all agreed ? I am—unani-
moufly. A noble refolution. D'ye think fo ?

Why, then, here's to you-Mr. Higgins,

Here's to you, Mr. Wiggins,
So put the beer about.

Ar.d, now, the potent liquor

Not even fpares the vicar.

But in all their noddles mount.*.;

While, among tliis fet of queerers.

All lalker-, and no hearers :

Each his favourite tale recounts.

The foldier talks of battle.

The gra/.ier fells his cattle,

Converfationto provoke :

[Till the juice of the barrel

Begets lome curious quarrel,

And the company's lofi. in fmoke.

U]>on my foul, neighbour, I had no hand in the
leath ofyour wife,' it was all in the way of bufinefs.

Nay, but doiflor, 'twere a curfed unneighbourly
hing of you ; (not that the woman Wfere any iiich

;reat thing) but to put a body to fitch an expence—
Why you don't tell me fo ! Killed fifteen with
'Our own hand ! Y ifteen, by my laurels ! D'ye he.-^t

hat butcher ? Hear it ? yes ; but I'll lay un w hat

he dares, he has not killed fo maty as I have by
hundreds. Powder friy whiflcers ! Come, come,

gentlemen, fays the bellows-maker, no breezes!

Let me exhort you to temperance, fays the parfon.

Amen, fays the clerk. That's right, faid the un-

dertaker, let us hiiry all animofity. Now that's

what I like, faid the fidler, I like to fee harmony
reftored. D'ye though ? you like to fee harmony
leftored ? Why then,

Here's to you, Mr. Higgins,

Here's to you, Mr. Wiggins,

So put the beer about.

Tibby Fowler.

TIBBY Fowler, o' the glen.

There's o'er mony wooing at her.

Filthy elf, 'tis for her pelf,

That a' the lads are wooing at her.

Wooing at her, puing at her,

Courting her, and canna get her.

Ten cam' eaft and ten cam' weff.

Ten cam' rowing o'er the water;

Twa cam' down the lang dyke £de,

There's twa and thirty wooing at her.

(Vooing at Tier, i^e^

There's feven but, and feven ben,

Seven in the pantry wi' her

;

Twenty heed about the door.

There's ane and forty wooing at her.

IVooiiig at htr, ^e.

She's got pandles in her lugs,

Cockel'd fhells wad fet her better ;

High heel'd fhoon and filler tags.

And a' the lads are wooing at her.

Wooing at her, Iffc,

Be a laffie e'er fae black,

And fhe hae the dam« o' filler ;

Set her upo' Tintock-tap, '

The wind v/ill blaw a man till her.

Wooing at her, ^e-

Be a laffie e'er fae fair,

An fhe want the penny filler
;

A fije may fell her in the air,

JJefore a jnan be even'd till her.

iVooing ai her^ il'e.

Fickle Strephon.
Siin^ in ' The Shepherd's Lottery."

TO dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long
Declar'd his fix'd pairion,and dy'd for—info'ng,

He went, one May morning, to meet in the grove,
Ly her own dear appoinment, this goddefs of love.

Mean tim.e in his mind all her charms he ran o'er.

And doated on each—can a lover do more ?

He waited, and waited, then changing his llrain,

'Twas fury, and rage, and defpair, and difdain ! •

The fun was commanded to hide his dull light.

And the whole courfe of nature was alter'd down-
right,

Twas his haplefs fortune to love and adore.

But never to change—can a lover do more ?

Cleora, it hap'd, came by accident there.

No rofe-bud fo tempting, no lily fo fair ;

J-!o prefs'd her v- hite hand, next lier lips he effay'd:

1\ or -\ ould Ihe d'-ny him, fo civil the maid !

Htr Jsindly compliancshis pear; nid v-ft re.

And deur Amaryllis.was—thought of no more.
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Nathos and Darthula.

lY J. TAIT.

The hint ofthis poem ( attempted in the lalladjIHe)

is takenfrom one ofthe lejfer poems of Offian.

/^N Morven's hills, where ralour rofe
^-^ The prudenc* of the foil,

The youthful Nathos, dread of foes,

Enjoy'd the martial toil.

Great in the field, his fiery fpear

Commanded pi-ompt regard

;

In days of peace the fprightly cheats

With fecial foul he Ihar'd.
,

Impartial heroes prais'd his truth,

Approved his growing fame,

The artlefs virgins lov'd the youth.

And nurs'd the am'rous flame.

But chief for fair Darthula's charnaa

His feeling bofom beat
;

For her he bore the toil of arms.

And mock'd the battle's heat.

With ev'ry grace the virgin fhone

Unrival'd on the plain—
What wonder if the youth was v/oijj,

And hugg'd the pleafing chain !

In calm content they pafs'd the day.

When war had ceas'd to rage,

Now told the laughing ftory gay,

Now heard the tale of age.

But Cairbar, Erin's bloody ting.

Beheld with envious eye ;

He bad the hoftile clangour ring,

And num'rous armies rife.

The gallant Nathos heard the fouiM
That threaten'd dreadful woe ;

He call'd his warlike chiefsarouJld,

And, pointing to the foe,

"Behold;": he cried, " the hoftile crew
" That come to try our might,

" In endlefs lines they rife to view,

- .-l-Et^i-^? 1*1- .b;irden'd fight

;

'"" But fliall their numbers damp our fire ?

" .Shall Morven's heroes yield ?

" Shall we forego each great defire,

" And tamely quit the field ?

*' No—Like our fathers, let us rife,

" Like them, ruih furious on ;

" Hafle, let us fnatch the glorious prize
" Of conqueft fairly won."

His words inflam'd each warrior's foul.

Their breafts with tranfport glow'd,

,A loud applaufe run thro' the whole,

By dauntlefs hearts beftow'd.

Darthula faw the morning fcene,
' Her griefs were mix'd with joy.

She could not leave the beft of menj

Nor warlike fchemes annoy.

For well ihe knew the clafli of fwords -

Was grateful to his ear;

Yet love's delufive parting words

Might touch his heart too near.

In penfive pofture long fhe flood.

Revolving in her mind,

Whether to join the godlike crowdj

Or lonely pine behind.

At laft fhe burft the martial ranks,
Array'd in warlike pride ;

Swift as a ftream that fcorns its banks.
They parted on each fide.

Low at her Nathos' feet fhe fell,

" And muft we part ?" fhe faid ;

" Muft you the hoftile crew expel,
" Andkave your helplefs maid ?

" But glory calls, and valour fues,
" Hafte then, the call obey

;

" Tho' fond regard my heart fubdues.
" I ne'er fhall afk your ftay.

" But can I live when you are goD€,
" On Morven's lonely plain ?

" Shalll pofTefs the halls alone,
" And fing the mournful ftrain?

" No—like a youth of mighty force
" I'll follow where you fro

;

" With willing heart purkie your-courfe,
" Nor heed the num'rou: foe.

" If prayers or tears the Fates can. move,
" Succefs fhall fmile around

;

".If Nathos fail, Darthula's love
" Shall watch the fatal wound."

With mute attention Nathos heard
Darthula's fond requeft -,

Her love the dreadful profpe^ cheaj'd
And warm'id the hero's breaft.

" Yes, you fhall go, my faithful ! ../,

" To horror's fav'rit?e fceni;

" If you are near, I'll mock deipur.
" And fcorn the might of s-nen."

With -rapid hafle die field the;. ; ^aght
Where Erin's monarch lay;

With fatal force the armies fought.
And J4athos' fell a prey.

The fad Darthula's care v/as vain,
In vain was ev'ry art :

No earthly pow'r could eafe his pain,
Or heal his bleeding heart.

As o'er his wounds Darthula wept,
And bath'd them with a tear.

The breaft-plate from her bofom leapt.

She tofs'd away the fpear.

'Grim Erin's monarch felx'd the fpoil,

With triumph's cruel joy;
He view'd the nymph with fcornful fmile.

Ambitious to deflroy.

With haughty words he fought her love.

So oft refus'd before ;

With threaten'd woe he try'd to mov?,
But flie difdainful bore.

" Since Nathos falls, with him I'll di?,

" No other boon I crave ;

" Since life can nought of blifs fupply,
" I'll court his filent grave.

" There fhall the conftant lovers meet,
" And all their pafSon tell,

«' Shall ftrew with OiTubs and flow'rets fweqf
" His tomb, who lov'd fo well.

"But fee ! his fhade delays its flight,

" And chid'=s my tedious ftay ;

" 1 come, my love—my fole delight!"

ijhe, fpoke— and dy'd away.
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I caano' like ye.

Sung in the Opera if ' Marian.*

I
CANNO' like ye, gentle fir,

Altho'' a laird ye be

;

I like a bonny Scotifh lad,

Wha brought me fra' Dundee.

Haud away I haud away !

Wi' Jamie o'er the lea

I gang'd along wi' free gude will.

He's a' the world to me 1

rfe gang'd wi' Jamie fra' Dundee,

To cheer the lonefome way ;

His cheeks are ruddy o'er wi' halth,

He's frolir as the May.
Hated axvay ! l^c.

The lavrocT: mounts to hail the morn,

The lintwhite fwells her throaty

But neither are fa fweet, fa clear,

As Jamie'i tunefu' note.

Haud away ! ^a.

By the Oziers fo dank.

Sang in tie Ofera ef ' Marian.'

BY the oziers fo dank.

As we fat on the bank.

And look'd at the fwell of the billow.

This balket he wove,

As a token of love ;

Alas ! 'twas the branch of the willow.

Now fad all the day.

Thro' the meadows I ftray,

And reft flies at night from my pillow
'

The garland I wore,

From my ringlets I tore,

Alas ! muft I wear the green willow ?

The bleak Wind.
Sung in ' The Highland Reel.'

THE bleak wind whifiles o'er the main^

The feaman trolls his jovial long.

He'll fee his faithful maid again.

And biyth his tall Ihip roils along.

From the maft-head the cliff he fpies,

His joys in pleafing thoughts expand ;

The tempeft roars, the billows rife ;

In vain he tacks to make the land :

Relentlefs breakers guard the coaft.

His hope, his (hip, himfelf, is loft !

The Plough-Boy.
Sung in the Opera of ' The Farmer.'

AFLAXEN-headed cow-boy,
As fimple as may be,

And next a merry plough-boy,

I whiftl'd o'er the lea ;

But now a faucy footman,

I ftrut in worfted lace.

And foon I'll be a butler,

and wag my jolly face.

Whenileward I'm promoted,

I'll fnip a tradefman's bill,

My mafter's coffers empty.

My pockets for to fill

;

When lolling in my chariot.

So great a man I'll be.

You'll forget the little plough-boj

That whiftle'd o'er the lea.

I'll buy votes at eleftions.

But when I've made the pelf,

I'll ftand poll for the parliament.

And then vote in myfelf :

Whatever's good for me, fir,

I never will oppofe ;

When all my ayes are fold off.

Why then I'll lell my noes.

I'll bawl, harangue, and paragraph.

With fpeeches charm the ear,

And when I'm tir'd on my legs.

Then I'll fit down a peer,

In court and city honours.

So great a man I'll be.

You'll forget the little plough-boy

That wiiiftl'd o'er the lea.

Sighing never gains a Maid.

Sung in the ' The Doftor and the Apolhecary.'

SIGHING never gains a maid,

I'll tell you what is better far :—
Call good humour to your aid,

And play the lafs a tune upon the fweet guittat.

If a heart has Nature dealt her,

Mufic's charms will furely melt her;

But ftiould the gipfey anfwer no,

Sing, tol, de, rol, and let her go.

PUBLISHED at N°- lO. B ED F U kD -ROV/, Dublin,

Where the preceding Numbers can be had.
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A^

The Viqar and Mofes.

T the fign of the horfe,

Where old Spin-text of courfe,

Each night took his pipe and his pot.

O'er a jorum of nappy,
Quite pleafant and happy.

Was plac'd this canonical lot.

Tol, hi, de rol, l^c.

The evening was dart,

When in came the cleric.

With reverence due and fubmiflion
;

Firft ftrok'd his cravat.

Then twirl'd round his hat,

And bowing, pieferr'd his petition :

" I'm come, fir," fay he,
" To beg, look, d'ye fee,

" Of your reverence's wotfhip and glory,
" To inter a poor baby,
" With as much fpeed as may be,

" And I'll walk with the lantern before you."

" The body we'll bury,
" But pray what's the hurry ?"

" Why, lord, fir, the eorpfe it does ilay
•"

" You fool, hold your peace,
" Since miracles ceafe,

" A. eorpfe, Mofes, can't run away."

Then Mofes he fmil'd,

Saying, " fir, a fmall child,

" Cannot long delay your intentions ;"

" Why that's true, by Saint Paul,
" A child that is fmall,

" Can never enlarge its dimenfions.

" Bring Mofes fome beer,
" And me fome, d'ye hear,

" I hate to be call'd from my: liquor
;

" Come, Mofes, the kingi—
" It's a fcandalous thing,

" Such a fubjeft fhould be buta vicar."

Then Mofes he 'fp6ke,

" Sir, 'twas twelve the clock ftruck,
" Befides there's a terrible fhower ;"

" Why Mofes, you elf,

" Since, the clock has ftruck twelve,
" I'm fure it can never Itrike more.

" Befides, my tiear friend,

" This lefl"on attend,
" Which to fay and to fwear I'll be bold,

" That a eorpfe, fnow or rain,
" Can't endanger, that's plain,

•" But perhaps you or I may take cold."

Then mofes went on,
" Sir, the clock has ftruck one,

" Pray, mafter, look up at the hand :

" Why it ne'er can Itrike lei's,

",'Tis a folly to prefs

" A man for to go that can't ftand."

At length hat and cloak,

Old Orthodox cook.

But firft cramm'd his jaw with a quid
;

Each tipt off a gill,

For fear they fiiould chill.

Then ftagger'd away fide by fide.

When come to the grave,

The clerk hum'd a ftave,

Whilft the furplice was wrap"d round the prieft
;

So droll was the figure

Of Mofes and Vicar,

'iThe parifti ftiU talk of the jeft.

'" Good people, let's pray,

—

*

" Put the eorpfe t'other way,
" Or perchance I (hall over it ftumble

;

" 'Tis beft to take care,

" Tho' the lages declare,
" A mortuum caput can't tumble.

" Woman of man born,

—

" That's wrong, the leaf's torn,

" 'Tis man that is born of woman,
" Can't continue an hour,
' But's cut doivn like a flower;

*' You fee, Moles, Death fpareth no man.

"Here, Mo'fes, pray look,
" What a confounded book,

" Sure the letters are turn'd upfide down,
" Such a fcandalous print,

" Sure the devil is in't,

" That a blockhead Ihould print for the crown.

" Prithee, Mofes, you read,
*' For I cannot proceed,

" And bury the eorpfe in my ftead.

\_Anun, Amen.'\
" Why,' Mofes, you're wrong,
"You fool, hold your tongue,

" You've taken the tail for the head.

" O where's thy fting. Death !

" Put the eorpfe in the earth,
" For believe me, 'tis terrible weather;"

So the eorpfe was interr'd.

Without praying a word.
And away they both ftagger'd together.

The feduced Fair.

SHE came from the hills of the weft,

A Imile of contentment Ihe wore;
Her heart was a garden of reft.

But, ah ! the fweet feafon is o'er.

How oft by the ftrearas in the wood.
Delighted Ihe'd ramble and rbve

;

And while fhe ftood marking the flood,

Would tune u,p a ftanza of love.

Her drefs was a garment of green,

Set off with a border of white;
And all the day long might be feen

Like a bird that is always in plight.

In rural diverfion and play

The fummers glid fmoothly along
;

And her winters pafs'd brifkly away,
Cheer'd up with a tale, or a fong.

At length a deftroyer came by,

A youth of more perfon tJian parts,

Well fkili'd in the arts of" the eye.

The conqueft and havock of hearts.

He led her by fountains and ftreams.

He woo'd her with fonnets and books
;

He told her his tales and his dreams,
And mark 'd their effed in her looks.

He taught her by midnight to roam.
Where fpirits and fpeftres aiTright ;

For paffions inereafe with the gloom.
And caution expires with the light.

At length, like a rofe from the Ipray,

Like a lily juft pluck'd from theftem.
She droop'd, and llie faded away,
Thrown by and neglefted like them.
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Henry and Sally.

A

1

R—" Mary's Dream."

THE nymphs were met upon the green,
Each 'tended by her favourite youth,

Who, by their miftrefs, Beauty, charmed,

y^'^here uhifpering vowi of love and truth.

The queen of night, bright Luna, flione,

And call her rays of filver light,

The fprightly dance hadjuft begun,..

And all was pleafure and delight.

When fad mifhap—how chang'd the fcenc.

The Iprightly dance no more can charm.
The clouded iky, the veiled orb.

Foretold the dangers of a ftorm.

The thunder roll'd, the lightning flafh'd.

The nymphs and fwains were fiil'd with fear.

To think their joys fo ibon were dafb'd,

By difappointment fo fevere.

With eager fteps they homeward fled.

Each one protected by her fwain.

The tempeft now more fiercely blew.

They wifti'd 'twould ceafe, but wifh'd in vain.

Young Henry, among the reft,

With Sally, his intended bride,

Who every female charm pofTeft,

Strove to efcape the furious tide.

But oh ! what horror rent his heart.

To fee his Sally, lovely maid.

Torn by the lightning's forked dart.

And lifelefs ftruck upon the glade.

" And is fhe gone," the youth exclaim'd,
" My fvi^eeteft girl, my lovely bride."

Then funk upon her lifelefs corfe,

Heav'd a fad iigh, and drooping dy'd.

Winter,

ADIEU, ye groves, adieu, ye plains,

All Nature mourning lies :

See gloomy clouds and thick'ning rains,

Obfcure the lab'ring-Ikies.

See, fee, from 'far, th' impending ftorm,

With fuUen hafte appear.

See Winter comes, a dreary form,

To rule the falling year.

No more the lambs, with gamefome bound,

Rejoice the gladden'd fight

;

No more the gay enamell'd ground.

Or Silvan fcenes delight.

Thus lovely Nancy, much lov'd maid ;

Thy early charms muft fail,

The rofe muft droop, the lily fade,

And Winter foon prevail.

Again the lark, fweet bird of day.

May rife on aftive wing.

Again the fportive herds may play.

And hail reviving Spring.

But youth, my fair, fees no return.

The pleafing bubble's o'er ;

In vain its fleeting joys you mourn ;

They fall to bloom no more.

Hafte then, dear girl, the time improve,

Which art can ne'er regain.

In blifsful fcenes of mutual love,
_

I
With fome diftinguifh'd fwain.

So Oiall life's fpring, like jocund May,

Pafs fmiling and ferene.

Summer and Autumn glide away.

And Winter clofe the fceAe.

A Parody on
" Oh, whata Plague is aji olfiinate Daughter"

I
F a young wife you have,

She's the plague of your foul,

No peace can you have,
Tho' you let her controul.

Not one look in ten can be counted to ehear ye,
Oh ; what a plague is an obftinate deary

;

Frifking and flaunting.

Singing and jaunting.
Oh ! what a plague is an obftinate deary.

If her mate, like me's ancient.

She does nought but fcorn him.
And he's devilifh well off,

If flie don't chance to horn him^.
They plague and they'll teize him quite out of hi»

life, fir,

Oh ! what a plague is an obftinate wife, fir ;

Gadding about, fir.

To park, plays, and routs, fir.

Oh I what a plague is an obftinate wife, fir.

Take me, feme of you.

YOUNG I am, and yet unfkiU'd,

How to make a lover yield ;

How to keep, and how to gain.

When to love, and when to feign :

Tate me, fome of you.

While I yet am young and true.

Stay not till I learn the way
How to fib, and how betray

;

E'er I can my thoughts difguife,

Force a blufh, or roll my eyes

;

Could I find a blooming youth.

Full of love, and full of truth :

Of honeft mind, and noble mien,

1 fliould long to be fixteen ;

^ake me, ^c

Take me, lSc>

BALLAD.

Adam O'Gordon,

A SCOTISH BALLAD.

IT chanc'd about the Martinmafs,

When north winds froze the lake.

Said Adam 0'Gordon to his men,
" We muft fome caftle take."

" And what brave caftle fiaall we take,

" My merry men and me ?"

" We will go ftrait to Towie Houfe,
" And fee that fair lady."

The lady from her caftle wall

Look'd o'er both dale and down,

When fhe beheld a troop of men,

Faft riding to the town.

" O fee ye not, my merry men, all,

" See ye not what I fee ?

« Methinks I fee a troop of men

;

" I wonder who they be."
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She thought it was her loving lord.

Who homeward riding came
;

It was the traitor, At/um, fhe faw,

Who fear'd nor fin nor Ihame.

She had no fooner dect;''d herfelf

In filken fcarf and gown.
Than Adam O'Gordon, and his men.

Had clofe befet the town.

The lad/ flew to her tow'r fp high.

She flew in deep dilmay,

To fee if by fair fpeech fhe could

The traitor's pui^pofe flay.

•But when he faw the lady fafe,

The gates and windows faft.

He fell into a deadly rage

And ftorm'd at her aghaft

:

" Come down to me, thou lady gay,
" Come down, come down to me ;

" This night thou fhall be in my arm«,
" To-morrow my bride Ihalt beS'

" I will not come, thou falfe Gwi/o^,
" I'll not come down to thee

;

" I will not forfake my own dear lord}

" Tho' he is far from me."

—

" Give up thy houfe, thou lady fair,

" Give up thy houfe to me;
" Or I fhall burn thyfelf therein,

" With thy dear babies three;'.'—

^

" I will not give up, thou iaXk'Gordon,
' " Thy threatnings I defy.

" If thou doft burn my babes and me,
" Thou, by my lord, Ihalt die."

" But reach my piflol, Glaud, tny.man,
" And charge with fpeed my gun,

" For I muft pierce that favage dog,
" Or we fhall be undone."

She from the battlements took aim
As true as fhe could fee ;

Two bullets miis'dthe traitor's heart,

One only graz'd his knee.

" No-sff fire the houfe," cry'd faKeGordcfn,
Entiam'd with vengeful ire ;

" Falfelady thou llialt rue this deed,
" When fhrieking in the fire."

—

" Woe on thee, woe upon thee, Jock,
" I paid thee well thy fee ;

" Why then pull out the ground wall, ftone
" That lets in fmoke to me ?

" Woe even on thee, ''cck, my man,
" I paid thee well thy hire

;

" Why then puil out the ground wall ftone.

Toburn me m the'fir

" That thou didft pay my fee and hire
" Full well, I cant d', ny

;

" Yet now i-'m iiiam O'Gordon's man,
" I muft obey or dit."^-

O then befpoke her little fon,

Upon the nuife's knee,
" O mother, dear, give up this houfe,

" The fmoke it fmothers me."

" I would give all my gold, my child,

" So uould I all my fee

—

" For one blaft of the weftern wind.
" To, blow the fmoke from thee."

O then tefpoke her daughter dear,

So flender, fair, and fmall,

" O roll rtit in a pair of fheets,
" And throw me o'er the wall."

They voll'd her in a pair of fheets,

And threw her o'er the wall.

But, on the point of Gordon's fpear

She got a deadly fall.

O lovely, lovely was her mouth ;

Her cheeks were like the rofe ;

And clear, clear was her yellow hair.

Whereon the red blood flows.

Then with his fpear he turn'd her o'er;

O how her face v.fas wan !

Quoth he, " thou art the firft that e'er
" I wifh'd alive again"

He turn'd her o'er and o'er again,
O how her fkin was white !

" Imight have fpar'd that lovely face
" To be fome man's delight.

—

" Prepare, prepare, my merry men, all,

" 111 tidings I do guefs :

" I cannot fee that lovely face
" All pale upon the grafs."

•" Who looks for griefs, my matter, dear,
" Griefs flill will follow them :

" Shall it be faid

—

theGordo/z bold
"Was daunted by a dame ?"

—

But when the lady faw the fire

Come flaming o'er her head,

She wept, and kifs'd her children dear:;
'-' My babes will foon be dead."-—

The Gordoft tlien his bugle blew,
And faid, " away, away!

" Since Towie Houfe is all in flames,
" We muft no longer ftay."

O then look'd up her own dear lord,

As he came o'er the lea.

He faw his caftle in a blaze

As far as he could fee.

Then fore, ah fore, his mind mifgave.

And all his heart was woe ;

"Put on, put on, my trufty men,
" As faft as ye can go.

" For life and death, my trufty men.
Put on, put on, amain 1

" For he that doth the hindmoft lag
" Shall ne'er my favouE gain.

Then fome they rode, and fome they ran,

Not fwifier flew the wind

;

For each cry'd, " woe upon the head
" Of him who lags behind."—

But e er the foremoft could come up.

The flames had fpread fo v/ide.

The tender babes were burnt alive
j

Their mother with them dy'd.

Jler lord, he wildly rent his hair ;

A nd wept in woeful mood,
>' Ah, traitors, for this cruel deed

".Yefhall weep teais of blood."—

<

Full faft the Gordon he purfu'd
With many a bitter tear.

—

And in his cowardly heart's blood
Keveng'd.his lady deai.
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Hope, treach'rous Meteor.

Sung in the Comic Opera of ' Th PrcphiC.

HOPE, treacherous meteor, lucid vapour 1

Ever flying,

Still belying

The village taper—
Wand'ring pilgrims

—
'lone, benighted.

Thy blue falfehood, pleas'd delcry
;

See, the cheerful faggot lighted,

Think the fecial cottage nigh.

—

Lambent fire, deceive, but harm not

;

Pallid gleam, relume, but warm not-
Light no error in my breaft.

Sooth my weary foul, but charm not

;

Unrelenting,

Unconfenting,

Swearing never to be blefs'd.

Night, to Lovers Joys a Friend.

NIGHT, to lovers joys a friend.

Swiftly thy afiiftance lend
;

Lock up envious, feeing day,

Bring the willing youth away.

Halle and fpeed the tedious hour,

To the fecret happy bow'r.

Then, my heart, for blifs prepare,

Thyrfis, furely v/ill be there.

See, the hateful day is gone,

Welcome ev'ning now comes on ;

Soon to meet my dear I fly.

None but love Ihall then be by ;

None fliall dare to venture near.

To tell the plighted vows they hear ;

Parting thence will be the pain,

Eut we'll part to meet again.

Farewell loltring idle day !

To my fwain I hie away,

On the wings of love I go.

He the ready way will fliew.

Peace, my breaft, nor danger fear,

Love and Thyrfis both are near

;

'Tis the youth! I'm fure 'tis he!

Night, how much I owe to,thee !

The Army and Navy of Britain, for ever.

Air,—" A Health to the Dutchefs."

LET failors and foldiers tmite in this caufe.

Bound together by honour and loyalty's band.

Both fight for Old England, and cherifh the caufe,

And give to the king each his heart and his hand.

In this phalanx unite.

Like lions we'll fight.

While no private feuds, our interefts difiever,

But this be our boaft.

And our ultimate toaft.

Here's the Army and Navy of Britain, for ever.

The failor, v;ho ploughs on the watery main,

To war, and to danger, and fhipwreck.a brother.

And the foldier, who firmly Hands out the cam-
paign.

Do they fight for two men who make war on
each other ?

Oh ! no, 'tis well knowiv,

The fame loyal throne

Fires their bofom wit^h ardour and noble endeavour,

And that each with his lafs.

As he drinks a full glafs,

Toalls, the Navy and .Army of Britain, for ever.

That their caufe is but one, and they both can unite,

Needs no other example than this to be feen.

Who is bolder in danger, experter in fight,

Than that maritime foldier, the honeft marine?
He pulls, and he hauls.

He fights till he falls,

And from fore-tack or mufket, he never will waver,

But when the fray's o'er,

With his Dolly, on fliore,

Drinks, the Army and Navy of Britain, for ever.

What matters It who braves the glebe or the furge.

Yet if there's a conteft about either ftation.

Let that ftimulusj'/ory and loyalty urge.

Who will ftand the moft firm to the king and the

nation :

While thus we dgree,

• Let's fight, and be free.

Shall Britons 'gainft Britons draw daggers ? oh

!

never ;

Make the Sans Culottes fly.

And let Fame rend the Iky,
,

With the Navy and Army of Britain, for ever.

FUBLISHED^at N°- 10, BED,FORD-ROW, Dublin,

Where the preceding Numbers can be had.
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Courage only wins the Fair.

Sung in the Comic Opera of ' Incle and Tarics.''

[ARS would oft his conqueft over

To the Cyprian goddefs yield ;

Venus gloried in a lover,

Who, like hiiii, could brave the iield.

In ihe cauff of battles hearty,

Still the god woifld Urive to tirove,

He who fac'd an adverfe party,

Fitted w as to meet his love-

Hear then, captains, ye who bliriler.

Hear the god of war declare,

Cowards never can pafs mufter.

Courage only wins, the fair.

Chloe.

WHEN Chloe try'd her virgin fires,

And firft her fliafts let fly ;

Site fiU'd my breaft with vague defires—
L thought it was her eye.

When melting ftrains fell from her mouth,
Which gods- might wilh to fip ;

When all was harmony and truth

—

I thought it was her lip.

But when fhe dano'd ! fuch cir, fuchgrace,

What mortal could efcape ?

Ilook'd no longer on her face

—

1 fwore it was her fhape.

When feen by chance, her breaft befpoke

The purity within ;

Her fnowy arm—her iv'ry neck-—
'Twas thien her lovely (kin.

Nov eye, nor fhape, nor neck, nor face,

My bofom did enthral!—

"Tvjaifcnfe, I found, the happy grace,

That gave a chariji to all.

.2)n HoaJly,

Good Wine.

Sutig in the Farce of " The Doftor and tlie Apothecary."

GOOD wine can, as they fay.

Make e'en the graveft gay,

And gaiety is liie's chief boait.

T'he oldeft, as molt grave,

A double dofe ihould have.

Old folks, like me, fhould drink the moft.

'Tis true, I think I'm high in luck.

Whene'er I hear the bot'lecluck :

Yet tho' I love the pritious fluff,

I always know when I've enough.

Sometimes indeed I'm told,

Thar, when with dvinkirig bold,

I'm apt to ftaggei- as I walk :

- .But I'll believe my eyes,

Before fuch filly lies.

We know cenloiioU'5 folks will talk.

'Tis inte,, 7 think, ^c.

The Scullion's Complaint.
' A PARODY ON COtlNl's COMPLAINT.

For -which fee No. 4(f.

BY the fide of a great kitchen fire,

A fcullion fo hungry was laid,

A pudding was all his defire;

A kettle fupported his head.

The hogs, that were fed by the houfe,

To his fighs with a grunt did reply ;

And the gutter, that car'd not a loufe,

Ran mournfully muddily by.

But V, hen it was fet in a difh.

Thus fadly complaining he cry'd,

" My mouth it does water and wifh,
" I think it had better been fry'd."

The butter around it was fpread,

'Twas as great as a prince in his chair

;

" Oh ! might I but eat it," he faid;

" The proof of the pudding lies there.

" How foolilh was I to believe,
" It was made for fo lowly a clown

;

" Or that it would have a reprieve
" From the dainty fine folks of the town

;

" Could -1 think that a pudding fo fine
" Would ever uneaten remove ?

" We labour that others may dine,

" And live in a kitchsn on love.

" What tho' at the fire I've wrought
" Where puddings we broil and do fry,

" Tho' part of it hither be brought,
" And none of it ever fet by ?

" Ah, Colin, thou muft not be firft,

" Thy knife and thy trencher refign ;

" There's 'Marg'ret will eat till fhe burft,

" And her turn is fooiier than thine.

" And you, my companions fo dear,
" Whoforrow to fee me fo pale,

^' Whatever I fuffer, forbear,
" Forbear at a pudding to rail

;

" Tho' I fhould through all the rooms rove,
" 'Tis vain from my fortune to go ;

" 'Tis its fate to be often above ;

" 'Ti.« mine for to want it below.

" If while my hard fate I fuflaln,

" In your breaft any pity be found,
" Ye fervants that earlier dine,

" Come fee how^ I lie on the ground :

" Then hang up, a pan and a pot,

" And iorrow to lee how I dwell :

" And fay, w^hen you grieve at my lot,

" Poor Colin lov'd pudding too well.

'• Then back to your meat you may go,
" Which you fet in your dilhes fo prim,

" Where fauce in the middle does flow,

" And flowers are ftrew'd round the brim :

" Whilft Colin forgotten and gone,
" By the hedges fliall difmally rove,

" Unlefs when he fees the round moon,
" He thinks on a puading above."

When o'er theWorld the heedlefs Lamb
Sung in ' The CMoric Fathers:

'TTT'HEN o'er the world the heedlefs lamb
** Hath, 'till the dulky twilight, ftray'd.

His fimple plaints cry'd " here I am,
" Of night and folitude afraid."

But if far off his dam he hears,

Echoing ott the moui'nful ble.it.

He runs and flops, and hopes, and fears,

And bownds with pleafure wh6n they meet.
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The Spenthrift.

YE froliclrfome lad« oi che game,

Ye mifers both wretched and old.

Come liften to Billy by name,

Who once had his hatful of gold,

With feven fcore acres of land,

And corn and cattle great ftore ;

The' now I have none at command,

. Yet flill I'm as gay as before.

Then why fhould we quarrel for riches,

Or any fuch glittering toys ?

A light heart and a thin pair of breeches

Go thorough the world, brave boys

!

My father was cloathed in leather,

My mother in flieep's rulTet grey
;

They labour'd in all ibfts of weather^

That I might go gallant and gay;

With my rapier, hat mounted with feather,

A heart too as .light as a cork
;

What th'old folks had rak'd up together,

I fcatte r'd abrosd with a fork.

Then why, ^c.

The merchant who trades on the feas

For riches, you very well know
His mind can be never at eafe

When bluftering tempeils do blow^

His happinels i« very fmall.

For fear of fome terrible news;

But he that has nothing at all.

Why he can have nothing to lofe.

Then why, ^c.

Should they make me a juftice of peace,

An alderman, fh'riff, or lord may'r,

IVith riches my cares would increafe,

And drive me quite into defpair.

[ love to be jovial and free,

I'll ne'er be concern 'd in the flate-.

My mind is a kingdom to me.

And there's danger in being too great.

Then why^ ^c
My money is pretty well fpent.

My houfes, my cattle, and corn,

A.nd yet I'm as full of content

As e'er I was fince I vras born :

[will not be plagued widi wealth.

My pockets are drain'd pretty dry :

[ can walk where I pleaie for my health,

For—I never fear robbers—not I.

Then why, ^C-

They tell me, that care 'killM a cat.

It ftarv'd her, and caus'd her to die;

But I will be wifer than that.

For the devil a care will have I,

But to tofs off a full flowing bowl.

And caft away forrow and ftrife,

A''iih an health to the jolly, brifk foul

Who never took care in his life.

Then why, l^c.

Ye Silver Brooks.
Sung in the Opera of ' T/e Farmer.^

^T'E filver brooks wander
-« Will pleafe each meander ;

our verdant bounds keeping.

We trace from the fource :

But into ftreams glidings

You're lofl by diving;

e Fond willow weeping.

Ye die in your courfe.

Wy joys, thou flialt ftiare them,^

Thy griefs, let me bear them,

I'll calm the wild tumults that rife in thy breaft :

Kind Love his torch lighting.

Our hearts re-uniting,

wife's pure affeftion fhall footh thee to rel^.

rh

Child Maurice.

This is undonbtedly the true title of this incomparatle Ballad
though corrupted into Gil Mcrriit by the nurfes ard old
women, from whofe mcuths it was originally publidied. .

Child feems to have been applicable to a young nobleman
when abnut the a^-e of fifteen. It occurs in Shahffear's Lear,
in the following: line, probably borrowed from fome old ro-
mance or ballad,

" Child Roland to the dark tower came."
Aa HI—Scene VII.

CHILD Maurice was an earl's fon,

His name it waxed wide ;

It was not for his riches great,

Nor yet his mickle pride,

But it was for his mother gay
Who liv'd on Carron fide.

"Where fhall I get a bonny boy
" That will win hofe and ihoen,

" That will go to Lord Bernard's hall,
" And bid his lady come ?

" Arul ye may run^errand, Willie,

" And ye may run with fpeed ;

" When other boys go on their feet

" Ye fhall have prancing fteed."

" Oh, no ! oh, no ! my mafler dear

!

" I dare not for my life

;

" I'll not go to the bold baron's,
" For t'entice forth his wife."

" My bird Willie, my boy Willie,

" My dear, Willie", he faid,

" How can you flrive againft the flream ?

" For I muil be obeyed."

" But, oh, my matter dear," he cry'd,

" In Greenwood ye're your lane

;

" Give o'er fuch thoughts I wad ye rid,

" For fear ye fhould be ta'en."

" Hafte. hafte, I fay, go to the hall,

" Bid her come here with fpeed;
" If ye refufe my high command,

" I'll make your body bleed.

" Go, bid her take this gay mantel,
" 'Tis a' gowd but the hein :

" Bid her come to the good Greenwood,
" E'en by herfelf alane :

" And there it is, a filken fcarfe,

" Her own hand few'd the fleeve

;

" And bid her come to Child Maurice-^
" Afk no bold baron's leave."

" Yes, I will go your black errand,

" Though it be to your coft

;

" Since ye will not be warn'd by me,
" In it ye will find froft.

" The baron he's a man of might,
" He ne'er could 'bide to taunt ;

" And ye will fee before 'tis night,

" Small caufe you have to vaunt.

" And fine I may your errand run,

" So fore againft my will,

" I'll make a vow, and keep it too,

" It Ihall be done for ill."

When he came to tlie broken bridge.

He bent his bow and Iwam ;

And when he came to grafs growing.

Set down his feet and ran.

And when he canne to Bernard's gate.

Would neither rap nor call.

But fet his bent bow to his breaft,

And lighty leap'd the wall.

He would not tell the man his errand

Though he ftood at the gate

;

But ftraight into the hall he came,

Where they were fet at meat.
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" Hail ! hail ! my gentle fire, and dame !

" My ineiTage will not wait,
" Dame, you maun to the Greenwood gOj

" Before it be too late.

" You're bid to take this gay mantel,
" 'TJs a' gowd but the hem :

" ,You maun hafte to the good Green woo'd,
'" E'en by yourfeif alans.

" And there it is, a filten fcarfe,

" Your own hand few'd the fleeve ;

"" You maun go fpeak lo Child .Maurice

;

" Alk no bold baron's leave."

The lady ftamped with her foot,

And winked with her eye
;

Eut all that fhe could fay or do,

JForbid he would not be.

" It's Airely to my bower-woman,
" It ne'er could be to me/'

" I brought it to lord Bernard 'i lady
;

" I thought that you be fhe."

Then up and fpeak the wily nurfg,

(The bairn upan her knee)
•' If it be come from Child Maurice,

" It's dear welcome to me."

-.« Ye lie, ye lie, thou filthy nurfe,

" So loud as I heir you lief

" I brought it to lord Bernard's lady,

*' I'm fure you are not fhe."

Then up and fpeak the bold baron,

All angry man was he ;

He's tane the table with his foot.

So has he with his knee,

Till chryftal cup and azar difh

In flinders he made flie.

"' Go bring a robe of your eliding,

" With all the hafte you can,

" And I'll go to the good Greenwood,
" And fpeak with your iemman."

" Oh, bide at home now lord Bernard 1

" I warn you bide at home ;

" Ne'er wyte a man for violence,

" Who ne'er wyte you. with none."

' Cliild Maurice fat in the Greenwood,
He whittled and he fung ;

" Oh, what means all the folk coming ;

" My mother tarries long."

The baron to the Greenwood came.

With mickle dule and care ;

And there he firft fpy'd Child Mauri-.e,

Combing his yellow hair.

" No wonder, no wonder, Child Ma-ur.ci^
" My lady loves thee weel :

" The faireft part of my body
" Is blacker than thy heil.

«' Yet ne'er the lefs now, Child Maurice,
" For all thy great beauty,

•" You'll rue the day you ere was born
;

" That head fhall go with me."

' Now he has drawn his trufty brand,

And flaided owr the ftrae

;

And through Child Maurice' fair body .

He gar'd the cold iron gae.

And then he took Child Maurice heads

And fet it on a fpear

;

The meaneft man in all his train,

Has gotten tkat head to beat.

And he-has- tane C^z'W Maurice up,
I,aid him acrofs his fteed ;

And brought him to his painted bower.
And laid him on a bed.

The lady on the caftle wall.

Beheld both dale and down ;

And there fhe law Child Maurice' head
Come trailing to the town.

"Better I love that bloody head,
" Botand that yellow hair,

" T]\3.Vl.\o'cA Bernard and all his lands,

" As they lie here and there."

And fhe has tane Child Maurice' head,

And kils'd both cheek and chin
;

-^' I was once fond of Child Maurice,
" As the hip is of the ftane.

" I got you in my father's houfe
" With mickle fin and fhame

;

" I brought ye up in the Greenwood,
"Known to myfelf alane :

" Oft have I by thy cradle fat,

" And fondly feen thee fleep ;

" But now I may go 'bout thy grave

" A mother's tears to -\lveep."

Again fhe kifs'd his bloody cheek,

Again his bloody chin ;

-" Better I iov'd my fon Maurice,
" Than all my kiff and kin 1"

" Away, away, ye ill woman,
" An ill death may you die !

-" If I had known he was your fon,

"He'd ne'er been flain by me."
«

" Upbraid me not, my lord Bernard!
" Upbraid me not for fhame I

" With chat fame fpear, oh, pierce my heart.

" And fave me from tny pain!

" Since nothing but Child Maurice' head
" Tliy jealous rage could quell,

" Let that fame hand now take her life,

" That ne'er to thee done ill.

" To me no after days nor nights
" Will ere be fafe or kind :

" I'll fill the air with heavy fighs,

" And greet till I be blind."

" Enough of blood by me's been fpilt,

" Seet not your death from me ;

" I'd rather it had been myfelf,

" Than either him or thee.

' " With hopelefs woe I hear your plaint,

" Sore, fore I rue the deed

—

" That ere thiscurfed hand of mine
" Should make his body bleed !

*' Dry up your tears, my winfome dame,
" They ne'er can hail the wound ;

\' You fee his head Upon the fpear,

" His heart's blood on the ground.

" I curfe the hand that did the deed,

" The heart that thought the ill,

" The feet that bore me v/ith fuch fpeed,

" The comely youth to kill.

" I'll e're lament for Child Maurice
" As if he were my ane ;

" I'll i.e'er fortjet the dreary day
" On which the youth, was llain."
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Gluggity, glug, went the Bottle.

Sung in the Entertainment of ' Fsujal Times.'

A JOLLY fa* friar lovM liquor, good ftore,

And he had dranfe ftoutly at fupper;

He mounted his horfe, in the night, at the door,

And fat with his face to the crupper

—

" Some rogue," quoth the friar, " quite dead to

remorfe,
" Some thief, whom a halter -will throttle

—

" Some fcoundrel has cut off the head of my horfe.,

" Whilft I was engag'dwith the bottle;
" Which went gluggity, gluggity, glug."

The tail of his Heed poi-nted fouth, on the dale,

'Twas the friar's road home, ftrait and level;

But, when fpur'd, a horfe follows his nofe, not his

tail.

So he fcamper'd due north, like a devil.—
" This new mode of docking" the fat friar faid,

" I perceive doefn't make a horfe trot ill^
"And 'tis cheap—for he never can est v^ithout head,

" While I am engag'd with the bottle ;

" M hich goes gl^^ggrty, &c."

The fteed made a flop—in the pond he had got

;

He was rither for drinking than grazing.;

Quoth the friar " 'tis ttrange headlels horfes fhould

trot !

" But to drink with t'heir tails is amazing !"

Turning round to find whence this phenomenon
rofe,

In the pondfell this fon of a pottle ;

Quoth he " the head's found, for I'm under his nofe,

" I wifh I were over the bottle !

" Wliich goes gluggity, &c

Tho' Prudence may prefs me.
Sung in '' The DeJertEf].

THO' prudence may prefs me,

And duty d 1ft re Is me,

Againft inclination, ah ! what can ihey do ?

No longer a rover,

fjis follies are over.

My heart, my fond heart, fays tqy Henry is tntc.

The bee thus as changing.

From fweet to fueet ranging,

A rofe fhould he light on, ne'er wifhes to llray,

With raptures poffeffing,

In one ev^ry blefllng,

'Till torn from her bofom he flies far away.

The Maid of the Wold.
'Sung in the Entertainment of ' Feudal Times.''

OH, the maid of theWold, how Ihe travers'd the
land.

To court the rude touches of winter's chill hand.
The wind on her bofom of lilies blew bleak.
And the fnow fell, in flakes, onthe rofe of -her cheek.

Drear, drear, v/as the profpeft; all clouded the flcy;

But the funfhine of Liberty beam'd in her eye:
She cry 'd, while the wetfromherringletsfheprefs'd,
" I am free.as the blaft that blow* over my breafi!"

Sweet maid of the wold! as unftieher'd you ftray,

In that blifs of the poor— all the world for your
way !

—

If one penfive moment fliould flit o'er your mind.
Drop a tear for a captive, in fplendour confin'd.

The Fa>v'rite of the Fair.

Written by Mr. Wesson.

.A I B.
—

' Thus, thus, my boys, our anchor's weigh'd.''

THUS, thus, my boys,, you fee once more,
We're landed fafe on Britain's fhoxe.

In fpite of every foe,

Let's circulate the chearful glafs.

Then each return unto his lafs,

On her his gains beftovv.

Let Venus quit her flow'ry car.

That fails above the air,

To hail tite free-born Britifh tar.

The fav'rite- of the fair.

Enough of war we've had, my friends.

But now on peace my hope depends.
Oh, may each hope prove true,

And may kind lieav'n aufpicious prove.
Each fair reward her failor's love.

Content will then enfue.

Let J^enus quit, t^c.

To keep my gentle JelTe.

Sung ill ' The Merchant of fenice.'

TO keep my gentle Jefle,

What labour would ie&m
Each toilfome taflc how eafy !

Her love the fweet reward.

The--bee thus, uncomplaining,

Efleems no toil fevere
;

The' fweet reward obtaining.

Of honey all the year.

hard ?
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Neptune's Neglefl.

FAD Neptune, when firft he took charge of ihe

fea, »

Been as -wife, or at leaft been as merry as we,

llc'd have thought belter on't, and inftead of its

brine,

Would have fiU'd the vafl ocean with gen'rous wine

M'hattraffickingrhen would have been on the main.

For the fai-e of f;0Gd liquor, a^ well as for gain !

No tear then of lempcft, or dan'<er of finking ;

The fifhes ne'er drown that are always a-diinking-

The hot thinly Sun then would drive with more
hafte.

Secure in the evening of fuch a re pa ft ;

And when he'd get tipfey, have taken his nap
With double the pleafure in Thetls's lap.

By the force of his rays, and thus heated with wine,

Confider how glorioufiy Phcebus would fhine
;

What vaft exhalations he'd draw up on high.

To relieve the poor earth as it wanted fupply.

How happy us mortals, when bleft with fuch rain,

To fill all our velTels, and fill them again!

Nay, even the beggar that has ne'er a difh,

Might jump in the river and drink like a fifh.

What health and contentment on every brow,

Hob as great as a prince, dancing after the plough

!

The birds in the air,.as they play on the wing,

Altho' they but ftp, would eternally flng.

The liars, who I think don't to drinking incline,

Would irifk and rejoice at the tume of the wine ;

And merrily twinkling, would foon let us know
That they were as happy as mortals below.

Had this been the cafe, what had we enjoy 'd ?

Our fpirits ftill riling, our fancy ne'er cloy'd :

A pox then on Neptune, when 'twas in his power,

To flip like a fool, fuch a fortunate hour.

When the rofy Morn appearing.

Sung in the Opera of ' Roj'ma.^

"HEN the rofy morn appearing,

Paints with gold the verdant l.iwn,

Bees, on banks of thyme difporting.

Sip the fweets, and hail the dawn.

Warbling birds the day proclaiming,

Carol fweet the lively Ifrain,

They forfake their leafy dwelling,

To fecure tlie golden grain.

See Content, the humble gleaner,

Take the fcatter'd ears that fall

!

Nature, all her children viewing,

Kindly bounteous, cares for all.

Ah \ think on this, and love me ftill.

Sling in the Comic Opera of ' hde and Tartco.^

kUR grotto was the fweeteft place !

' The bending boughs,with fragrance blowing.

Would check the "brook's impetuous pace,

Which murmur'd to be ftopt from flowing,

'Tis there we met, and gaz'd our fill

;

Ah I think on this, and love me ftill.

'Tvvas then my bofom firft knew fear,

bear to an Indian maid a ft ranger ;

The war-fong, arrows, hatchet, Ipear,

All warn'd me of my lover's danger.

Por him did cares my boiom fill;

Ah I iVu\k on this, and love me ftill.

Anfwer to Ma Chere Ami.
For which fee No. z.

MON cher ami I let not defpair

Your bolom fill w-ith anxious care,
VVhofe heart's fo open, mind fo free

—

I'll think of him W'ho thinks of me.

Mon cher ami., l^'i.

Charge not« tender virgin's flame)

With rudenef"!, to confefs the fame
;

Oh I pardon all the faults you fee.

And think of her who thinks of thee.

Mon cher ami, tfc.

Then let us to the church incline,

And Hymen waits our hands to join ;

For ever after happy be,

I bleis'd v.ith you, and you with me.

Mo7i cher ami, l^c.

If the treafur'd Gold could oive.o

F the treafur'd gold could give,

Man a longer term to live,

I'd employ my uimoft care,

Still to kee]5 and Itill to fpare ;

And when Death approach'd, would fay,

" Take thy fee, and walk away."

But fince riches cannot fave

Mortals from the gloomy grave.

Why fhould I myfelf deceive.

Vainly figh, and vainly grieve?

Death will furely be my lot,

Whether 1 am rich or not.

Give me freely while I live,

Gen'rous wines, in plenty give.

Soothing joys, my life, to cheer.

Beauty kind, and friends fincere
;

Happy, could I ever find »

Friends fincere, and beauty kind.

'Corydon and Daphne.

THE hawthorn is fweetly in bloom,

And daifies bedeck the gay mead.

The rofe Iheds its richeft perfume.

And each love-tale of youth muft fucceed :

Ah ! why, in this feafon of joy,

Ah ! why is my (hepherd away ?

While abfent the fealons but cloy,

And vain is the fragrance of May.

When forc'd from our plains to depart,

The fwain was fo gentle and kind,

His fighs fpoke the pangs of his heart,

To leave his poor Daphne behind :

Yet why in this feafon ofjoy,

Ah ! why docs my Corydon ftay ?

While abfent all feafons muft cloy.

And loft are the pleafures of May.

•In vain I've collefted each flower.

With v/oodbine entwin'd ev'ry tree; ,

In vain have bedeck'd the gay bower,

Unlefs it be deck'd thus for thee :

Then come, my dear Corydon, come.

The fields and the meadows are gay ;

No joys can you find while you roam-.

Like our plains when tnliven'd by May.
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To be fure I would.
Sung in the Farce of ' 7l.e Agrteable Surfrizc^

OF all the pretty flowers,

A cowflip's my delight :

'With that I'd pafs my hours,

Both morning, noon, and night.

To be /lire I •would., &c.

Tins cowflip fmell'd to fweetly,

And look'd lo trefh and gay,

Says I1 you're drefs'd fo neatly,

We'll have a little play.

To hefurc we zuill, &c.

One evening in the dairy,

'Twas lying on the fhelf

;

I tilVd the pretty fairy.

And then lay down myfelf.

To befure I did, l^r.

This flow'r one morning early.

Upon a bed did reft;

I lov'd to pull it dearly,

And Hick it in my breafl.
' To befure I ccuJd, Ifc.

Blow, ye bleak Winds.

BLOW, ye bleak winds, around my head,

And footh my heart's corrdding care
;

Flafh round my brows, ye lightnings red.

And blafl; the laurels planted there.;

But may the maid where'er £he be,

Think not of my diflrefs, nor me.

May all the traces of our love,

Be ever blotted from her mind
;

May from her breaft my vows remove.

And no remembrance leave behind ;

But ?nqy the'niaid, i^c.

3! may I ne'er behold her more ;

For fhe has robb'd my loal ot reft :

K'ildom's affiftance is too poor

To calm the tempeil in my bre?.fl

;

Biit 71!ay the maid, (s'c.

Come, Death, O I come thou iriendly fleep.

And with my forrows lay me low -.

k.nd fliould the gentle virgin weep,

Nor fharp nor lafting be her woe ;

But may the maid, ISc.

Let him tell his meaning.

AMONG the fwains that trip the plains,

My Johnny is moft Imart

;

He iings fo fweet, and looks fo neat,

I fear he's won my lieart

:

Beneath a fliade, I once was laid.

And he was over leaning.

He heav'd a figh, T can't tell why,
I wilh I knew his meaning.

My tender lambs and bleating dams,
When o'er thd lawn I trace

;

N'v}a. pleafing air he flill is near.

And gazes on my face :

A''hen hounds and liorn awake the morn.
He finds me then a gleaning,

riien tells a tale v. hich might prevail,

It once I knew his meaning.

f once inclin'd.to tell his mind,.

If wedlock is his plan ;

Then' void of ftrife I'll prove a wife,

And do the beft I can ;

ne'er will vex, nor him perplex.

Or wicked things be feen in,

."or he fhall prove how much I love

—

But let him. tell liis m.eaning.

BALLAD.

The Child of Ellc.

/^N yonder hill a caftle Hands,
^"^ With walls and towers bedight

;

And yonder lives the Child of Elle,

A young and comely knight.

The Child of Elle to his garden went, '

And flood at his garden pale.

When, lo I he beheld fair Emmeline's page
Come tripping down the dale.

The Child of Elle he hied him thence,

Y-wis he flood not flill.

And foon he met fair Emmeliiie's page.
Come climbing up the hill.

" Now Chrift thee fave, thou little foot page,
" Now Chrift thee fave, and fee,

" Oh, tell me how does thy lady gay,
" And W'hat may thy tidings be ?"

" My lady flie is all woe-begone,
" And the tears they fall from her eyne

;

" And, ah, fhe laments the deadly feude
" Between her houfe and thiue.

" And here fhe fends thee a filken fcarf,

" Bedewed with many a tear

;

" And bids thee fometimes think on her,
" Who loved thee fo dear.

" And here fhe fends thee a ring of gold,
" The laft boon thou may 'ft have ;

" And bids thee wear it for her fake
" When fhe is laid in grave.

,

" For, ah, her gentle heart is broke,
" And in grave foon muft fhe be,

" Sith her father hath chofe her a new love,
" And forbid her to think of thee.

" Her father hath brought her a carlifh knight,
" Sir John, of the North Country,

" And within three days fhe muft him wed,
" Or, he vows he will her flay."

" Now hie thee back, thou little foot page,
" And greet thy lady from me,

" And tell Tier that I, her own true-love,
" Will die or let her free.

" Now hie thee backj thou little foot page,
" And let thy fair lady know,

" This night will I be at her bower window,
" Betide me weal or woe."

The boy he tripp'd, the boy he ran,

He neither {tint nor ftaid,

-Untill he came to fair Emmeline's bower,
When'kneeling down he faid :

•" O, lady, I've been with thy ow'n true-love,

" And he greets thee well by me ;

" This night will he be at thy bower window,,
" To die or fet thee free."

Now day was gone, and night was come,

And all were faft aileep ;

All fave the lady Emmeline,

. Who fat in her bower to w-eep.

And foon fhe heard her true-love's voice,

Low wliifpering at che wall

;

" Awake, awake, my dear lady,

" Tis I, thy true-love, call.
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" Awake, Kwalce, my lady dear,

" Come, mount this fair palfry ;

" This ladder of ropes will let thee down,
" 1*11 carry thee hence away."

" Now nay, nov/ nay, thou gentle knight,
" Now nay, this may not -be.;

" For, ah, I fhould ftain my maiden fame;,

" If alone I fliould wend with thee."

," O lady, thou with a knight fo true,

" Mayfl fafely wend alone,

" To my lady mother I will thee bring,

" where marriage fiiall make us one."

" My father'he is a baron bold,

" Of lyneage proud and high,
" And vvihat would he lay if his daughter

" Away with a knight ftiould tiy?

•" Ah, well I'know he never would reft,

" Nor his meat fhould do him good,
" Till he had flain thee, Child of^Elle,

" And feen thy dear heart's blood."

•' O, lady, were thou in thy faddle fet,

" And a little fpace him fro,

" I would not for thy father care,

" Not the v/orft that he could do.

'^' O, lady, were thou in thy faddle fet,

" And once within this wall,

(" I would not for thy father care,

" Or worft that might befall."

Fair EmmeUne figh'd, fair Emmeline wept.
And, ah, her heart was woe,

At length he feiz'd her lily-white hand.
And down the ladder drew.

And thrice he clafp'd her to his breaft.

And kijs'd her tenderly ;

The tears that fell from her fair ^yes

Ran like the fountain tree.

He mounted then hisfteed fo tall,

And her on a fair palfry,

.And flung his bugle about his neck.

And brifkly rode away.

All this beheard her own damfel,

In her bed, where fhe' lay.

Quoth fhe, " my lord fhall know of this,

" And I'll get gold anVi fee.

" Awake, awake, thou baron bold !

" Awake, my noble dame !

" Your daughter is fled with the Child of Elk,
" To do the deed of fhame."

The baron awoke, the baron, arofe.

And called his merry men all •,

«' And come thou forth. Sir John, the knight,
" Thy lady is carry'd to thrall."

Fair Emmeline fcarce had ridden a mile,

A mile forth of the town.

When fhe was aware of her father's men,

Come galloping o'er the down.

And foremoft came the carlifh knight,

(^zV 'John, of the North Country)

H Now flop, now flop, thou falfe traitor,

" Nor carry that lady away :

'" For fhe is come of high lyneage,

" And was of a lady born ;

" And ill it befeems thee, a falfe churl's fon,

" To carry her hence to fcorn."

" Now loijd thou lielt, Sir Johi, the knight,
" Now thou do'ft lye of me;

" A knight me got, and a lady me bore,
" So ne'er did aoi>e by thee.

" But light now down, my dear lady;
" Light down, and hold my horfe,

" While I, and jhls diicourteoi^s knight
" Do try our valour's force."

Fair Emmeline figh'd, inir Emindine VJe^t,
And, ah, h-er heart was woe

;

While 'twixt her love and the carlifh knight,
Paft many a baleful blow.

The Child of EUe he fought fo well.

As his weapon he wav'd amain.
That foon he had flain the carlifh knight,
And laid him on the plain.

And now the baron, and all his men,
Full faff approached nigh.

Ah, what may lady Emmeline do !

"Twere now no time to fly.

Her lover he put his horn to his mouth,
And blew both loud and fhrill.

And foon he faw his own merry men
Come riding o'er the hill.

"Now hold thy haad, thou baron boltjj

" I pray thee hold thy hand,;
" Nor ruthlefs rend two gentle hearts,

" Faft:knit in true-love's band.

" Thy daughter I have dearly lov'd,
" Full long and many a day,

-" But with fuch love, as holy kirk
"Hath freely faid we may.

" O give confent flie may be, mine,
" And blcfs a faithful pair

;

"My lands and livings are not fmall,
" My houfe and.lyneagefair.

" My mother file was an earl's daughter.

And a noble knight my fire"

The baron he frown'd, and turn'd away.
With mickle dole and ire.

Fair Emmeline figh'd, fair Emmeline wept,
, Anddid all trembling ftand

;

At length Ihc fprang upon her knee.

And held his lifted hand.

" Pardon, my lord and father dear,

" This fair young knight and me,
" Triifl.me, but for the carlifh knight,

"I ne'er had fled from thee.

" Oft have you eall'd your Emmeline,
" Your darling, and your joy;

" O let not then your harfh refolves _
" Yoar.E,mmcline deftroy."

The baron he flrok'd his dark brown cheekj

And turn'd his head afide,

.To wipe away the iianing tear

He proudly ftrove to hide.

Jn deep revolving thought he flood,

And mus'd a. little fpace
;

Then rais'd fair Emmeline from the ground,

With many a fond embrace.

".Here, take her. Child of Elle," he faid,

And ga^'e her lily hand
;

" Here take my dear and only child,

- " And with her half my land.

" Thy father once mine honoiiV wrong'd,
" In days of youthful pride,

" Do thou the injury repair,

" In fondnefs for thy bride.

" And as thou love and hold her dear,

" Heaven profper thee ^nd thine ;

-" And now mj bleffing v/end wi' that,

" My lovely E-mmdine.
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Flow, thou regal Purple Stream.

Sung in the ComicOpcra of ' Tte Caflh of AaJaluJia.''

FLOW, thou regal purple ftream,

Tinftiir'd by (he lolar beam,

In my goblet fparkling rile,

Cheer my heart, and glad my eyes.

My brain afcend on Fancy's wing,

'Noint me, wine, a jovial king.

W hile I live, I'll lave my clay,

When I'm dead, and gone away.

Let my thirfty fubjefts fay,

A month he reign'd, but that was May.

Suns

O talk not tome.
in the Opera of ^Lionel ami ClariJJ'.i.'*

ô
•-^ H, talk not to nie, of the wealth fhe poffefTes,

My hopes and my views to herfelf I confins;

The fplendor of riches but flightly imprelTes

A heart that is fraught with a pallion like mine.

Ey love, only love, Ihould our fouls be cemented

;

No int'reft, no motive but that would I own;

With her in a cottage be bleft and contented,

And wretched without her, tho' plac'd on a throne

Love, gay Illufion.

Sung in the Comic Opera of ' The Caflh of Ania'ufa^

LOVE! gay ilhiCon,

Pleafing delufion,

With fweet intrufion,~

Poffeffes the mind.

Love, with love meeting,

Paflion is fleeting ;

Vows in repeating

We truft to the wind.

Faith to faith plighted,

Love may be blighted ;

Hearts often flighted

Will ceafe to be kind.

Kifs the cold Winter away.
Sang in the Comic Opera of •'

The Cajllt of Aitdalujla*

'T'HEN hey for a lafs, and a bottle to cheer,
* And a thumping bantling every year I

With (kin as white as fnow,

And hair as brown as a berry;
With eyes as black as a floe,

And lips as red as a cherry
;

Sing rory, tory.

Dancing, prancing,

Xaugh and lie down is the play.

We'll fondle together.

In fpite of the weather,

And kifs the cold winter away.

Laugh while you liVe,

For as life is a jefl.

Who laughs the mofl:,

Is fure to live beft.

When I was not fo old

I frolicfe'd among the miffes

;

And when they thought me too bold,

I fliopp'd their mouths with kiffes.

Sing rory, tOry, &c.

Oh, come, my Soldier.

Sung in the Comic Opera of ' Patrick in Frujjia.^

OH, come, my foldier, meet my figljkt,

Full far I've come to thee ;

No foe now dares you to the fight.

But gentle love and me.

My foldier doats on fierce alarms,

Where foes in battle join ; ,

But when the trumpet founds to arms.

Oh ! let him fly to mine.

In cartp how rough by Mars array'd,

There fate attends his will
;

At home you hear each tender maid,

Ah I was he form'd to kill ?

In charms fecure the fair advance.

And ere an arrow flies,

He looks around, and at each glance,

A wounded maiden dies

V He looks around, ^c.
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THE lark was up, tlie morning grey,

The drums had beat a revalley,

And jolly foldiers on the ground,

In peaceful camps ilept fafe and found:

Only one poor foldier, v.ho,

Kought but love could e'er fubdue,

Wander'd to a neiglib'ring grove,

Tkere to vent his plaintive love.

«' Oh, woinen-are deKcate, dangerous things,

" Their fweets, like the bee's, are mingled with

" flings,

" They sre not to be gained without care and coft,

" They are hard to be won, and are eafily loft ;

" In feeking a fair one I found to, my fmart,

" I know not the way, but"! loft my poor heart."

As on the ground he lay,

Minerva came that way,

In armour bright and gay.

And unto him did lay :

" Rife, foldier, rife :

" Hark ! the drums have beat to arms,

" Hark !. to the fond alarms,

" Hang her beauty, mind your duty,

" Tiihk.not of her charms.

" Rife, foldier, rife,

" I'll take you by ,the hand,

" And I'll lead you through the land,

" And I'll give you the commarid
" Of a chofen band.

" Rife, foldier, rife,

" Dont be ftupid,

" Drive away Cupid,

"•Follow Minerva^ wife advice.

" Soldier, go home, go horoe,

" Ne'er mind your miitreis's fcorn,

" Slight, flight her again, flight, flight her again,

" For flighted love fliould (light return,"

The foldier, thus rous'd from his amorous love,

Hafted away to his duty,

And fwore to. Minerva a terrible oath,

He'd never think, more of her beauty.

Bachelors bluff, bachelors bluff,

Heigh for a heart as tough as a buff.

Thofe who are lingle never wear horns,

Thofe w'iX>,are Angle live happy;

Thofe who are married lye upon thotsis,

.
And always look ragged and fliabby.

Cuckolds, come dig, cuckolds, come dij;,

Round about, cuckolds, come dance to myjigg.

Thofe who live Angle fear not a rout,

Nothin? to them can be fiveeter,

They have no wife to whimper or pout,

Saying " how can you leave me, dear creature/'

Bachelors bluff, bachelors bluff.

Heigh for a heart as tough as a buff.

Ye belles and beaus fo fmart and fair.

Say, were not foldiers form'd for love?

I'm lure you'll find them all lincere,

.If you but kind and conftant prove

;

But if you flight iheir pafiion ftill,

And lyrant'ize o'er hearts fo true,

Depend upon it they'll rebel,

And wiil not care a fig for yau.

Oh, hold your foolifli tongue,

A little laughing Cupid laid,

Have you not heard it fung.

That conftancy will win a maid ;

Then what on earth or hcav'n above

Is equal to the joys of love ?

Let wifdom preach in schools.

What has flie with love to do ?

Vv'^e go not by her rulec,

Unbounded pleafures we purfue :

On rofy.wing our fancy flies.

And ev'ry worldly care defies.

Let Mars in council boaft.

Of refoluuon, ftrength and art,

Love cornes withjuta hoft,

And fteals away the foldier's heart

:

Love breaks the bow, the f.vord, the fpear,

And turns the angry face of war.

The greateft men alive,

Ey Cupid's bow have been o'ercome,

'Tis vain with love to ftrive,

Though arm'd with fpear, or. fword or gun ;

Then ground your arms, fons of wars.

There's no quarrelling with the lair.

- Norah.

Sung in ihe Comic Opern of ' Fatrkl in Frujfia^

AWAY, ye giddy fmiling throng

Of tempting beauties, fair and young,

My heart is true, altho' my tongue

Should fing of lovely Flora ;

Or fhould I gaze with fond defire.

Should breath of roles fan the fire ;

And tho' I on a touch expire.

My foul is thine, fweet Norah.

The bonds of Hymen o'er my mind,

My conftant foul muft ever bind,

To that dear woman left behind,

My kind, my tender Norah ;

But, oh I I fear each mortal part,

Nay, e'en this true, this faithful heart,

Refiftlefs to the urchin's dart,

Shot by the eyes ot Flora.

Illufive vapour, tranfient blaze.

Oh I vanifh while I vvand'ring gaze,

.But fhine like Dian's'filver rays.

My paffion chafte for Norah ;

Yet Hymen winks, and Venus fmiles,

And paffion ev'ry fcnfe beguiles.

And Cupid with his thoufand wiles,

AflTift my charming Flora.

Ah, Solitude, take my Diftrefs.

Sung in the Comic Opei-a of ' Ths CaJ}le of Andalufia^

AH, Solitude, take my diftrefs,

My griefs I'll unbofom to thee,

Each figh thou can'ft gently reprefs,

Thy fiience is mufic to me.

Yet peace from my fonnet may fpring.

For peace let nie fly the gay throng,

To foften my forrows I fingj

Yet forrow's the theme of my fong.
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All fierce and military.

Sung in the Comic Opera of ' Patrick in Prujfia^

ALL fierce and military, '

Crofs bufF-beit and regimental new,

With high cap rough and hairy,

At our grand review,:

With fpur and boor,^

Adorn the foot,

To grace the field, while pateraroes ftioot.

Fire and Imoke,

All a joke.

Bullets whiz,

Bully Quiz
EreiS as a fturd/ oafe.

On my charger prancing,

Kat, tat, tat, his hoofs fhall beat the ground
;

Great glove, and broad fword glancing.

Salute the ladies round :

In the grand pas rear.

Up the pavement tear,

Lite a noble col'nel, at my men I fwear.

Hey, they fight.

To the right.

Keep the rank.

Guard the flank.

Zounds, I'll foon be a brigadier.

The Boys of the Blade.

Sung in ibc Comic Opera of ' Patrick in PruJ/!a.'

SO chearful and happy, we boys of the blade,

Prepare all to meet on the ihining parade;

Then rub,
~

Then fcrub,

Your muflretSjyour belts, and your bayonets bright.

We'll rub.

We'll fcrub.

Our mufkets, out 'belts, and our bayonets bright.

[n fpatterdafti white, as he throws up his leg,

Each rank and file marches a bold Scanderbeg;

The ladies admiring.

Our charging and firing,

'Gur Handing and kneeling.

To right and left wheeling.

A fmile from a woman's a foldier's delight,

They love as we love 'em, and for 'em we fight;

We'll jovially fing.

Drink a health to our king,

And make the camp rii>g, ^c.

I have a I-over of my own.
Sung in the Comic Opera of ' The Cajlk cf ylnJaluJia.'

I
HAVE a lover of my own.

So kind and true is he ;

A.S true, I love but him alone,

And he loves itone bat me.

I boaft not of his velvet down,

Ori cheeks of roiy hue,

His fpicy breath, his ringlets brown-;

I prize the heart that's true.

So to all elfe I muft fay nay ;

They only fret and teaze :

?ear youth, 'tis you alone that may

Come court jne when you pleafe.

[ play'd my love a thoufand tricks.

In feeming coy and fliy ;

Twas only, ere my heart I'd fix,

I thought his love to try.

I

I am, cry'd Apollo.

AM," cry'd Apollo, when Daphne he woo'd.
And panting for breath the coy virgin purfu'd.
When his wifdom in manner moft ample expreft,
The long lift of graces his godfliip poffeft.

" I'm the god ofTweet fong, and infpirer of lays."
Nor for lays, nor fweet fong, the fair fugitive ftays.
"I'm the god of the harp—ftop.niy faireft" in vain-.

Nor ths harp, nor the harper, could bring her again.

BALLAD,

The Children in the Wood,

Mr- Addifon, in fpeaking of this incomparable Ballad, amoneft
odier things in its praife, fays, " Tho' the Language i, mean„

the thoughts are natural, and therefore cannot fall to pleafe
thofe who are not judges of Languar;e, or thofe who,not-
withftandmg ll,=y are judges of Language, have a true

- and unprejudiced tafte of Nature. The condition, fpeech
and behaviour ot the dying Parents, with the age, inno-

" cence and oiftrels of iheChildren, are fet forth in fuch ten-
;
" der circumflances, that iti. Impcffible for a Reader of com-

' " mon humanity not to be affefted with them. As for the
" circumaance of the RMn-rcJ-ErcaJ}, it U indeed a litUe
" poetical ornament; and to (hew the genius of the Author
" amida all his fimpllclty, isjull the' fame kind of fiftion
•' which one of the greateft Latin Poets (Horace! has mad<.
",ufe of upon a parallel occafion.'

cts (Horace) has made

.S/if(5a/sr—No. 85.

NOW ponderwell, you parents dear,

The words wh'ch I fhall write
;A doleful flory you fhall hear.

In time brought forth to light.

A gentleman of good account
In Norfolk liv'd of late,

Whofe wealth and riches did furmount
Moft men of his eftate.

Sore fick he was, and like to die.

No help that he could have;

His wife by him as fick did lie,

And both pofTefs'd one grave.*

No love between thefe two was loft.

Each was to th'other kind;

In love they liv'd, in love they dy'd.

And left two babes behind.

The one a fine and pretty boy.

Not paffing three years old
;

Th' other a girl, more young than he,

And made in Beauty's mold.

The father left his little fon.

As plainly doth -appear.

When he to perfect age fiaould come,
. Three hundred pounds a year

;

And to his little' daughter Jans
Five hundred pounds in gold.

To be paid down on marriage day,

Which might not be controul'd:

But if the children chance to die.

Ere they to age llnould come.

Their uncle ftiould poffes their wealth.;

For fo the will did run.
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" Now brother," faid the dying man,
" Look to my children dear

;

" Ee good unto my boy and girl,

" No friends elle have I ?iere :

" To God and you I do commend
" My children night and day;

" JBut little while, be lure, we have
" Within this world to flay.

" You muft be father and mother both,
" And uncle, all in one ;

" God knows what will become of them,
"When I am dead and gone."

With that befpake their mother dear,

"O brother kind,"' quoth fhe,

" You are the man muft bring our babes
" To wealth or mifery.

" But if you keep them carefully,
" Then God will you reward;

" If otherwife you feem to deal,

" God will your deeds regard."

.With lips as cold as any ftone,

She kiis'd her children fmall

;

" God blefs yuu both, my children dear,"

With that the tears did fall.

Thefe fpeeches then their brother fpoke,

To this fick couple here :

" The keeping of your children dear,
" Dear lifter, do not fear ;

" God never prolper me nor mine,
" Nor ought elfe that I have,

" If I do wrong your children dear,

" When you are laid in grave."

Their parents being dead and gone.

The children hoiiie he takes.

And brings them home unto his houfe.

And much of them he makes.

He had not kept thefe pretty babes

A twelvemonth and a day,

But, for their wealth, he did devife

To niake them both away.

He bargain'd with two ruffians rude,

Which were of furious mood,
That they ihould take the children young,.

And flay them in a wood.
He told his wife, •and all he had,

He did the children fend

To be brought up in fair London,
With one that was his friend.

Away then went thefe pretty babes,

Rejoicing at the tide,

Rejoicing with a merry mind,

They Ihould on cock-horfe ride.

They prate and prattle pleafantly,

As they rode on the way.
To thofe that would their butchers bcj
To work their lives away.

So that the pretty fpeech they had.
Made murderers' hearts relent

;

And they that undertook the deed
Full fore they did repent.

Yet one of them, more hard of heart,

Did vow to do his charge,
Secaufc the wrtich thai hired him
Had paid him very lart^e.

The other would not agree thereto,

So here the^ fell to ftrife
;

With one another they did fight.

About the childrens' life :

And he that was of mildeft mood.
Did flay the other there.

Within an unfrequented wood;
While babes did quake for fear.

He took the children by the hand,

When tears flood in theii- eye,

And bade them come and go with him,

And look they did not cry :

And two long miles he led them on,

While they for food complain ;

" Stay here," quoth he, " I'll bring you bread,
" When I do come again."

Thefe pretty babes, with hand in hand,

Went wandering up and dov.'n ;

But never more they f:iw the man,

Approaching from the town:
Their pretty lips, with black-berries,

Were iiU beimear'd and dy'd.

And, when they faw the darkfome night,

They late them down and ciy'd.

Thus wander'd thefe two pretty babes.

Till death did end their grief;

In one anothers' arms they dy'd,

Jjike babes wanting relief:

No burial thefe pretty babes
Gi any man receives.

Till Robin-red-breaft, carefully,

Did cover them with leaves.

I

And now the heavy wrath of God
Upon their uncle fell

;

Yea, fearful' fiends did haunt his houfe,

His confcience felt an hell

:

His barns were fii-'d, his goods confum'4,

. His lands were barren made,

His cattle dy'd within the field,

"And nothing with him ftay'd.

And, in the voyage of Portugal,

Two ot his fons did die ;

And, to conclude, himfelf was brought
To extreme mifery :

He pawn'd and mortgag'd all his land,

Ere feven years came about :

And now, at length, this wicked a£i,

-Did by this means come out

:

"The fellow that did take in hand

Thel'e children for to kill,

Was for a robb'ry judg'd to die.

As was God's bleffed will

;

Who did confefs the very truth.

The which is here exprels'd ;

Their uncle dy'd, while he for debt,

In prifon long did rell.

All you that be exec'tors made.

And overfeers eke,

Of children that be fatherlefs.

And infants mild and meek.

Take you example by this thing,

And yield to each his right,

Left God, with fuch like mifery,

Your wicked minds requite.
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All amongft the Leaves fo green, O.

Sung in the Comic Opera of ' The Caftle of Atidalufia.''

r[N the foreft here hard by,

A bold robber late was I,

Sword and blunderbufs in hand,

When I bid a trav'ler ftand ;

Zounds deliver up your cafh,

Or ftraight I'll pop and flafll.

All among the leaves fo green, O ;

Damme, fir,

If you ftir,

Sluice your veins,

Blow your brains,

Hey down.
Ho down,

Derry, derry down.

All amongft the leaves fo .green, O.

Soon I'll quit the roving trade.

When a gentleman I'm made ;

Then fo fpruce and debonnaire,

'Gad, I'll court a lady fair ;

How I'll prattle, tattle, chat.

How I'll kifs her, and all that,

All among the leaves fo green, O !

How d'ye do ?

How are you ?

Why fo coy ?

Let us toy,

Key down.
Ho down,

Derry, derry down,

All amongft the leaves fo green, O-

But ere old and grey my pate,

I'll fcrape up a inug eftate ;

With my nimblenefs of thumbs,

I'll foon butter all my crumbs.

When I'm juftice of the peace.

Then I'll matter many a leafe,

All amongft the leaves fo green, O.

Wig profound,

•Belly round.

Sit at eafe,

Snatch the fees,

Hey down.
Ho down,

Derry, derry down.

All amongft the leaves fo green, O.

You the Poiut may carry.

Sung in the Farce of * The Fosr SMier.^

YOU the point may carry.

If a while you (arry ;—
But for you,

I tell you true,

No, you I'll never marry.

Tou. the point, ^c.

Care, our fouls difowning.

Punch, our lorrows drowning,

Laugh and love.

And ever prove,

'Joys our wiflies crowning.

Care, ourfouls, Esftf.

To the 'church I'll hand her
;

Then thro' the world I'll wander

;

I'll fob and figh

Until I die,

A poor forfaken gander.

To the church, lSc<.

Each pious prieft, fince Mofes,

One mighty truth difclofes ;

You're never vex't,

If this the text.

Go fuddle all your nofes. .

Each pious pr'ieji,, ^c,
'

A Soldier I am for a Lady.

Sung in the Comic Opera of ' TU Caftle of Anialupa^

A SOLDIER I am for a lady,

What beau was e'er arra'd completer ?

When face to face.

Her chamber the place,

I'm able and willing to meet her.

Gad's curfc, my dear laffes, I'm ready,

To give you all fatisfaftion ;

I am the man.

For the crack of your fan,

Tho' I die at your feet in the aftion.

Your bibbins may beat up a row-de-dow.

Your lap dog may out with his bow, woW, wow:.

The challenge is love,

I take up the glove,

Tho' I die at your feet in the adion.
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The Devil and the Diililler.

YE fober good people, and dram-drinlcing foYl<,

Attend to my ditty, I'll fing you a joke,

Hov.' a diftiller once, to his Crony uncivil,

Broke faith with Old Nick, and made Stal'' of the

Devil.

Derry down, detvn-, dozun dcrry do-cvn.

Near St. Michans', in Publin, (a place noted well

To hawkers and pedlars) this caitiff did dwell

;

A rafcal, fo crafty, no knave could him trick.

And he needs mvift be I'uch, who could cozen Old

Nick. Dcrry duvn, tS c.

Vs'iih poii'ons, call'd fpirits, of worft garbage made.

And cheating excifemen, he long drove the traiJ.e;

Thr^t Droves, daily kill'd uith the trafh he did fell,

To the devil \iient headlong, and oveiHoch'd hell.

Dcrry dozen, l^C.

Old Satan was pleas'd fuch deftvuflion to fee,

And fwore, that on earth he'd no agent like he:

So upwards he pofted, refolv'd with his {kill

To aid in the work of fo friendly a flill.

Derry dcrcvn, l^c.

His coming, at firfti-did the anift difmay,

Por his errand, he thought, was to take him away :

But his bufinels once told, all fufpicion foon ends,

And 'of nevv-made acquaintance they ioon became
friends. Dirry dozun, ISc.

Quoth the Devil " friend Killman, your works I've

iurvey'd,

And pleas'd uith your fervice, now bring you my
aid

;

Your murders I'll help, and for all thst I flay,

!No wages I'll aflc let their fouls be my pay "

D:rry dozijn, l^c.

The diftiiler charm'd at the gains he fhould reap

From a partner fo {kill'd, and a workman fo cheap.

Cries " fnap o'th' inftant, my heart^glves conlent."

So clofmg the bargain, to work ihaight t^ey went.

f .Dcrry dczun, l5c.

Whatever ingredients hell's regionscontajn,
' To torment the bowels, or kindle the brain,

Thefe Satan brought with him, and in ihq fiill

threw,

And made fuch a pickle as hell could but brew.

|!
Derry dozun, tSc.

"' Tliere was arfenic and fulphur (two things that in-

flame)

jji With abundance of filth, too indecent to name,
Ijf All thefe the arch-devil ftirr'd up wiih his hoof,

ThtTiJlale'd fome ten barrels to bring it to prouf.

Derry doz<.n, <^c.

The people now mad with the ftreng'.h it imparts,

ii Defpiie puny naggins, and call but for quarts;
.;'

' A trade fo enormous, the rogue did enrich,

Ai;d-foon Iwell'd his gains to an alderman's pitch.

Derry dozvn, &c.

But av'rice, a crime, of all mifchiefs the root,

'that icldom' leaves growing where once it does

{hoot.

So fway'd with this fellow, his gains to increafe,

He plotted a fcheme, you fliall hear in due place.

Derry dozji'n, o'r.

* A cant term for a fort of fpirit« (Whiftej ) much drank bv
Ijj the lower yeople.

At the flill, as one day they both lovingly wrought,

A crotchet invadeshim.and thus the rogue thought.

If fuch virtue diftills from the brine of this elf.

How llrong mull the Slal be that taftes of himfelf ?

Derry dozun, t5 c.

So watching his time, when occafion did lack

The Devil's affiftance to cook a frelh Back,t

As the Fury vvithinfide his work did begin.

He claps to the ft;ll-head, and chains him fad in.

Derry dcmm, iSc.

Now to work went the fire, this liquor to fcald.

And as the heat reach'd him, the Devil he bawld;
Ten bulls forely beaten by rabble and boys.

Ne'er made, in their anger, fo dreadtul a nolle.

Derry dozun, iSc.

To the joy of all mortals, and int'reft befide,

Now muft this poor devil (I'ans mercy) have dy'd
;

But juft as the tteam did his Devil-lhip choak.

He buriled the ftill-head, and flew off in fmoke.

D^rry dozun, t^c.

Efcap'd now to hell, he relates to his crew,

The trick he was ferv'd, and the pains he pafs'd

thro'

And fwore by his maker, (to ufe no -vorfe names)

'Tvvas a torment excell'd all his brimftone and

flames. Derry dozjun, C5"c.

" O, Killman ! (hou rafcal! is this your bell thanks?
" Youflove to yourCrony,to play him fuch pranks?
" Now thrive as you may, to your forrow I tell,

" You have loftonegood friend of the Devil in hell"

Derry dozun, ?5'6'.

And now, my good people, you've heird this fitd

ftory,

Xct the example of Satan be always before ye ;

Take care who you deal with, nor give your good
pelf

For drams that might flifle the devil himTelf.

Derry dozvn, Ejfc,

f A Back i? a, term ufed by diftillers to fignify that quantity

of fpirit drawn oirby them at one dilcillation.

The tuneful Birds, how fweet they fing.

Sung in tlie Comic Opera of ' Patrick in Frujfia.^

THE tuneful birds, how fweet they fing,

Jlow gay the dainty flov/rets fpring;,

How light the milkmaid's brimming pail,

As chaunting in the ilow'ry dale; -

' ris love that wafts her blithe along.

That paints the flowers, and tunes her fong.

Open the Door, to me, oh

!

IT's open the door, fome pity to fhew,

It's open the door, to me, oh 1

Tho' you have been fajfe, I'll always prove true,

So open the door, to me, oh !

Cold is the blaft upon my pale cheek,

But colder your love unto me, oh !

Tho' you. have heenfalfe, &c.

She open'd the door, fhe open'd it wide,

She fees his pale corpfe on the ground, oh !

Tho' you have beenJ'aljs,l^c,

" My true love," fhe cry'd, then fell by his fide,

" Never, never to ihut it again, oh !

" Tho' you hu-vs heenjalfe, ^c.
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Since you mean to hire for Service.

SINCE you mean to hire for fervice,

Come, with me, you jolly dog.

You can help to bring home harveft.

You can help to bring home harveft,

"Tend the fheep, and feed the hog.

Fed, dc, ral, de, Tal, i^c.

With three crowns, your ftanding wages,

You fhall daintily be fed
;

Bacon, beans, fat beef, and cabbage,

Butter, milk, and oaten-bread.

Fal, de, ral, ffc.

Come, ftrike hands, you'll live in clover,

When we get you once at home ;

And when daily labour's over,

We'll all dance to your flrum, ftrum.

Fal, de, ral, H'c.

Done— ftrike hands, I take your offer
;

Farther on I may fare worfe ;.

Zooks ! I can no longer fuffer.

Hungry gut, and empty purfe.

MtJ.ii Fal, de, ral, &c.

When my Wife'is laid in Ground.

OWHAT pleafures vvill abound.

When my wife is laid in ground!

Let earth cover her.

We'll dance over her.

When my wife is laid in ground.

Oh, how happy fhould I be.

Would little Nyia pig with me !

How I'd mumble her,

Touze and tumble her.

Would little Nyia pig with me ! Midas.

Catilina.

Sung in the Comic Opera of ' Tfx Cajlk of Jnialufui^

IN autumn ev'ry fruit I lee.

Brings Catilina to my mind ;

I carve her name on ev'ry tree.

And ling love-fonnets in the wind.

Her forehead as the neiSrine fleek.

And brown as hazle-nut her hair is;

Ihe downy peach, her blufhing cheek.

Her pouting lips—two May-Duke cherries.

A bird's by faireft fruits allur'd.

And I'm fv/eet Gatilina's bird ;

I peck, hop, flutter, on my fpray.

And chirp and carol all the day.

As homeward from the Neighb'ring Fair.

Sung in the Comic Opera of ' TU C.:J}le of Andahfia.'

AS homeward from the neighb'ring fair

His grain well fold, dilpell'd his care.

With jocund hafte the thrifty IV.ain

Trips o'er the mead and fkims the plain.

He Hops I he views— oh, dire amaze !

His flock, his cottage, all a blaze !

But hafl'ning on he looks around.

The heath's on fire—to clear his ground.

His jovial friends to meet him come,

And chaunt the chearful welcome home
;

With heart felt joy each<voice he hears,

And laughs away his former fears.

BAL LAB.

The Wild Huntfman. *

FROM THE GERMAN OF BURGER.

Author of ' Lenora' and the Lafs of ' Fair Wane.''

For which fee No. 31 and No. 41.

XT.ALLOO ! On horfe, on foot, away \"

Shrill founds the haughty Wild-grave's § horn,
High rears his Heed, brooks no delay.

And pawing fnufFs the gales of morni
They're off, thehoundsloud-op'ningclullerround;
With voices, whips, and horns, the hills reibunt).

Gilt by the Sunday's morning ray,

His caftle's flately tow'rs appcar'd ; , >

The chimes and bells announce the day
Of pray'r and reft : and diftant heard

Are founds of holy fong, and pious lays.

Of grateful mortals to their Alaker's praife.

Straight through the churchyard's facred fliade,

Th' impetuous Earl, ne'er heeding wrono-,
Daihing o'er graves but newly made.
With whoop and hallow mars their fong :

When fudden on his left, a blood-red Knight

;

Another clad in filver took his rifht.

Say, who thefe knights ? What doth them bring?
The deep defign the mufe may guefs :

Blooming the one, and mild as fprins,
His looks internal peace confefs

:

The other dark and of deportment proud,
His eyes flalh'd lightning as from thunder-cloud.

" Welcome I Well met .'—No other place,
" Not heav'n itfelf affords fuch joys ;"

(The Wild-grave cried) " The noble chace :

'; Surpaffes all.—Hark forwards, boys !

" Away 1"—"ifing he fvvang his cap around :

With voice and hand then cheer'd each fav'rite

hound.

" 111 fuits thy horn with holy lay :"

Ihe fair Knight i'pake, with manner mild,
" Return :—No good you'll reap tiis day ;

" Your Angel warns." With looks moft wild,
The other tternly cried, " Hunt on, my Lord,
" Aft like a Prince; heed not that fniv'ller's woid."

" Well faid ! my neighbour on the left,

" Thou art a hero to my mind,
" Let tihofe of gcn'rous foul bereft,

" With chanting Monks remain behind :

" Yes, pious Sir, although it fhould not pleafe,
" Happen what may, this day I'll hunt at eafe."

Field in and out, hill up and down.
Still rufhing forward, on they fly;

O'er verdant lawns, o'er moors fo brown,
The rival Knights ftill follow nigh.

See! from yon brake a milk-white Han they roufe,

Mark well his fize,obferve his branching brows.

And louder ftill his horn he blew.

And fpeedier ftill both horfe and hound
V/ith wild uproar purfuing Hew :

Some headlong fell, dafh'd to the ground.
" Go ! hurl to Hell ! Why fhould it me annoy ?

" Enow remain,—my pleafure I'll enjoy."

* This Ballad is founded on a fuperftitious Legend, credited

in Germany.

§ Wild-jrave.—Warden of the chace. Grand Veneur ; for-

merly one of the great Officer's of the Emperor's court ; from
the German words Tas -rt-.'/fl, game, animals ferae naturae,
and graff. Earl, Comes, Warden : thus Margrave means War-
den of the Marches ; Landgrave, Governor of an inland

Country ; Rheip.grave, Commander on the P>l»ine, &c. &c.
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N.ow proflrate in the rip'ning corn,

The panlir.g flag his torm conceals
;

But vain his wiles, his hopes forlorn.

The fteamy fcent his haunt reveals^

The farmer kneels—" Have mercy, fir ! you'll fare

" Not harm the dear-bought earnings of the poor."

The geptle Knight now forward bears,
^ And offers council n;ild and good

;

But the left man derides his fears,

• And l1 res !iim on to deeds of blood.

With fcorn the gen'rous diiflates he declines,

And in the left man's toils himfelf entwines.

" Eegone" (he foat'd), " thou curfed clown I"

(At him his fiery fteed he rears
; )

" I fwear my hounds fhall hunt thee down,
" If; Hill thy clamours din my ears.

" My words to prove; ho! comrades, come along!
" Sound well your whips, and let him feel the

thong."

He fald -, 'twas done—-With defp'rate bound,

O'er fence he flies, and clofe behind,

With aftion eager, Horfe and Hound
Streaming purfue. Like wintry wind,

The fuiie and pack difperfing quickly fpread

Wide wafle. Alas '. the Farmer's hopes are fled.

Now by the approaching din al.irm'd, .

O'er rocks and walls, o'er hill and dale, >

Arous'd, dole run, but yet unharm'J,

The flag attains a fiow'ry vale ;

And minglins; vi ith the peaceful herds he tries

To fhun the pack, and loie -iis.raurd'rous cries.

The ftaunch hounds r^ifh thro' flfx^gm and flood.

Away they fweep through wood and brake,

True to the fcenr, and breathing blood,

Nor. e'er the fteaniing track forf'ake ; .

Suppliant the trembling Hind the Earl addrefs'd,

And urg'd, with lowly fuit, his juft requeft.

" Mercy, dread Lord! Tome pity fhew !

" R«fleft that in this paflure feed

" .TheOrphan's flock, the widow's cow
;

" Await ! the Deer I'll drive wiih fpcfd :

" Spare to the Poor their all, their only trull ;

" In pity flay ! be merciful and juft."

Again the good Knight forward bears,

And offers counfel mild and good :

But the left man derides his fears,

And fires him on to deeds of blood.

With fcorn the gen'rous dicfaies he-declines.

And in the bad Knight's toils himfelf entwines.

" Villain, to dare my fports delay !

" Holla, brave Dogs I have at them, ho I"

And ev'ry Hound, in furious way,
AfTail'd the flock, and laid it low.

" Vengeance and blood !" tlie mangled Herdfman
cries

;

" Vengeance and blood !" re-echoes to the ikies.

De'il'd with gore, all wet with foam.

The Hart fcarce clears the field of blood :

With nerves unftrung, weak, faint, and blown,
He linking reach'd the diltant wood :

Into the inmolt foreJf fhade he breaks.

And in an Hermit's Cell a refuge takes.

" Give o'er !' (the Holy Hermit pray'd )
-" Nor God's afylum dare profane :

" To Heav'ii his creatures cry for aid,

" And think not, Earl, they cry in vain.

" Once -more be warn'd by me, a\'ert thy fate :

" Perdition waits :—Repent, ere yet too late."

Once more the good Knightforward bears.

And offers counfel mild and good :

Still the left man derides his fears.

And fires him on to deeds of blood.

Alas ! the gen'rous diftates he declines,

Arid in the badKnight's toils himfelf entwines.

" Perdition here, perdition there I

" Avaunt !" he cried with threat'ning tone
;

" And if my game in Heaven were,
" Thou doating fool ! I'd hunt it down.

" Not thou, not God, nor aught fhall me annoy
;

" Spite of you all, my pleafure I'll enjoy.

" Forward, halloo : pufh on my friends
!"

He fwings his whip, his horn he founds,

When, lo ! the Hermit's cell defcends,

Behind him fink both men and hounds.
In lieu of all the clamour of the chace,

A dreadful iilence, ftill as death, took place.

Appall'd the Wild-grave looks around,

His whip he fwings, it makes no noife,

He tries his horn, it yields no found ;

He calls, but cannot hear his voice -,

His fteed he ftrikes and fpurs ; in vain.he ftrove
;

Fix'd to the earth, it could no lor^ger move.

Gloomy and dark the air appear'd.

And darker yet, ftill like the grave :

Whilft difmal founds from far are heard,

Like diftant fea and dafhing wave :

O'er head, a blaze of light burft through theglooni,

, And, thunder-lik,e, a voice proclaim'd his doom.

" Thou tyrant fell ! of hellilh mind,
" Who thus th' Almighty's pow>'r defies ;.

" Foe to the brute and human kind I

" Their wrongs and woes in judgment rife;

" And dreadful fummon thee to Nature's Lord,
" Where high th' Avenger wields his flaming

. fword.

" Fly, monfter, fly I and from this day .

" Be chas'd by Hell, till time is o'er

,

" That thy example may dilniay

" Princes and Kings, for ever more,
" Who in their cruel fports for nothing care.

" And neither Creature nor Creator fpare."

Aghaft, the wretch pale fhudd'ring flood.

Slow beats his heart, fcarce heaves his breaft ;

Ar^d icy horrors freeze his blood.

. Blue vapours all the grove inveft ;

Before him roar bleak blafts of chilling wind,

Whilft driving fleet invades him from behind.

Around him fparks and flafhes glow.

With red and green and blueifh flame ;

Againft him fiery billows flo*-.

Within which Daemons darkling gleam.

Lo ! from the gulf a thoufand Hell-hounds rife.

With howl and yell, urg'd on by difmal cries.

By fear impell'd he breaks away,

And tlirough the world loud-fcreaming flies :

The howling Fiends purlue their prey :

And in dire difcord blend their cries.

By day, they chafe the Tyrant under ground,

At night, in air you hear the hateful found.

Such the Wild huntfmairs nightly chace,

That l^fts till judgment's awful day.

Which oft on high through airy fpace,

Affrights the irav'ller from his way.
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My fair One, like the blufhing Rofe.

Sung in the Comic Opera of ' Ths Caflle of jindulufm.^

MY fair one, lil-e the blufhing rofe.

Can fvveets to every fenfe difclofe :

Thofe fweets I'd gather, but her fcorn

Then wounds me like the fharpeft thorn.

With fighs each grace and charm I fee

Thus doom'd to wither on the tree,

Till age fhall chide the thoiightlefs maid.

When Sll thofe blooming beauties fade.

O, the Days, when I was young.
Sung in the Opera of ' 77v Dueima.'

OTHE' days when I was young !

When! laugh'd in I^'ortutie's fpight,

Talk'd of love, the w hole day long.

And with iieftar crow n'd the night.

Then it was old Father Care,

Little reck'd I of thy frown.

Half thy malice youth could bear.

And theTeft a. bumper drown. *

ikt days, l^c.

Truth, they fay, lies in a well,

Why, I Vow, I ne'er could fee ;

Let the w'ater-dririkers tell,

There it always lay for me :

For when fparkling wine went round,

Never faw I Falfehood's mafk',

But ftill honeft truth I found

In the bottom of each flalk.

the days, iSfe.

True, at length, my vigour's flown,

I have years to bring decay,

Fev; the locks that now I own,

And the few I have are grey :

Yet, old Jerome, thou may'il boaft,

While thy fpirits do not tire.

Still beneath thy age's froft.

Glows a fpark of youthiul fire.

0 the days, <^Co

His Prefence gives birth.

Song in the Pantomime of ' Harlequin Tcague."

H'riS prefence gives birth

To good humour and mirth,
"No pleafure on earth fuch delight can impart

:

He's fo janty, fo neat,

His looks are fo fweet.

To the eyes he's a treat, arid a feaft "to the heart.

What Bard, O Time.
Sung in the Opera of • The Duenna.'

What; Bard, O Time, difcover,

With v.'ings firft made thee move ?

Ah ! fure he was fome lover,

Who. ne'er had left his love :

For who that once did prove

The pangs which abfence brings,;

Tho' but one day.

He were away.

Could pifture thee with wings.

If I my Heart furrender.

Sung in the Comic Opera of ' The Cajlli of Aniahfia?

TF I my heart furrender,
,

'* Be ever fond and tender,

And fweet connubial joys fhall crown
Each foft rofy hour,

In pure delight each heart Ihall own
Love's triumphant pow'r.

See brilliant belles admiring,

See fpla'idid beaux defiring.

All for a fmile expiring.

Where'er Lorenza moves.

To balls and routs reforting.

Oh, blifs fupreme, tranfporting !

Yet ogling, flirting, courting,

'Tis you alone that loves.

IfI -my hart, ^c.

^PIFBLISHED at N°'iO, BEDFORD^ROW, Dab/in,

Where tlve preceding K umbers can be hatt.
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Orramoor.-

QTIINE oiit, refplendent god of day,^ On my fair OiTarr.oor
;

Her charms thy mofl propitious ray.

And kir/deft looks allure

In mountain, vale, or gloomy grove,

I'd climb the talleft tree.

Could I from thence my abfent love.

My charming rover fee.

I'd venture on a rifing cloud,

Aloft in yielding -air,

From that exalted ftation, proud
To view the fmiling fair.

Should ftielri fome fequefter'd bow'r.
Among the branches hide,

I'd tear off ev'ry leaf and flow'r.

Till flie was there defcry'd.

From ev'ry bird I'd fleal a wingj
To Orramoor to fly

;

And urg'd by love, would fwiftly fpring

Along the lightfome fh-y.

Return and blefs me v^ith thy charmS;
While yet the fun diiplays

His faireft beams, and kindly warms
Us with his vital rays.

Return before that light be gone,

In which thou fhouldll appear

;

Unwelcome night is haft'ning on
To darken half the year.

In vain, relentlefs maid, in vain

• Thou deft a youth forfake,

Whofe love fhall quickly o'er th« plain.

Thy favage flight o'ertake.

Should bars of fteel my paffage flay,

They could not thee fecure

;

I'd thro' enchantment find a way
To feize my Orramoor.

The Milk-maid.

RECITATIVE.

Love and War.

TTARK ! how the trumpet founds to battle !AA Hark! Jiow the thund'ring cannons rattle.!

Cruel ambition nov^', c^Us me away.
While I have ten thoufand foft things to fay.

While honour alarms me.
Young Cupid difarms me.
And Celia fo charms me.

I cannot away.

Hark ! again, honour calls ^ne to arms,
Hark ! how the trumpet fweetly charms

;

Celia no more then muft be obey'd.

Cannons are roaring, and enfigns difplay'd;

The thoughts of promotion
Infpire fuch a notion.

Of Celia's devotion,

I'm no mare afraid.

Guard her, for me, celeftial pow'ers,

Ye gods, blefs the nymph with happy foft hours:;
O may fhe ever to love mp incline,

Such lovely perftftions I cannot refign
;

Firm conftancy grant her
My true Icvp ihall haunt her,

My foul cannot want her,

She's all fo dirine.

As Kate, one morn, with milk-pail on her head,
Was trudging homeward thro' the verdant mead-
Her mind revolving on ten thoufand ways,
To fix a lover 3nd her fortune raife

;

Bright hope at once besraM on her flutt'ring breaft.
And as fhe went ftie thus herfelf addrefs'd :

" C UPPOSE my milk fold, Tomi; eggs I will biiy,
*^ " And chickens to raife direftly I'll try, .

'

" My poultry, when rear'd, will fetch a good price,
" And two little lambkins I'll get in a thrice :

" My flock will incrcafe, if Fortune but fmile,
" Farewell then,.iarewell then, to labour and toil

" Nov.' lovers around me will byz like a bee,
" No girl in our village fo courted as me

;

'' But ruftics! adieu, no luch conquefts I'll prize,
" The hearts I once fought for I now can defpife :

" A lord, or fome fquire, my riches may win,
" And titles and coaches are furely no fin."

'

RECITATIVE.

Struclc with the fancy'd.blifs, Kate leapt for joy,
Ah ! fickle Fortune ! why her hopes deft toy ?

Down came the pail, and in the mighty fall,

-Eggs,chickenr.,lambs,lordt,iquires,arcvani(}i'dall;

Fair ladies, who my tale attend,

Forgive this moral from a friend;
•Like ruin'd Kate, ])ray be not catcht,
Nor count your chicks before they're hatch t.

From the Eaft breaks the Morn.
r

FROM the eaft breaks the morn.
See the funs-beams adorn

The wild heath and the mountains fb hi^h.
Shrilly opes the rtaunch hound,
The fleed neighs to the found.

And the -floods and the vallies reply.

Our forefathers, fo good,
Prov'd their greatnefs of blood,

.By encount'ring the pard and the boar;
Ruddy health bioom'd the face.

Age and youth urg'd the chace,
And taught woodlands and forefls to roaE.

Hence of noble defcent,

Kills and wilds we frequent.

Where the bofom of nature's reveal'd;

Tho' in life's bufy dsy,

Man of man make a prey.

Still let ours be the prey of the field.

With the chace iii full fight,

Gods! how great the delight!
How our mutual fenfations refine !

Where is care ? where is fear?

Like our winds in the rear,

And the man's loft in fomething divine.

Now to horfe, my brave boys

:

Lo ! each pants for the joys
That anon fhall enliven the whole :

Then at eve we'll difmount.
Toils and pleafures recount.

And renevt' the chace over the bowL
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Os
Thro' the Wood, Laddie.

SANDY why leaveft thou thy Nelly to mourn?

y Thy prefence could eafe me,
I, When jieathing can pleafe me :

f I Now dowie I figh on the bank of the buri^,

! Or thro' the wood, laddie, until thy return.

Tho' woods now are bonny, and mornings are cleax.

While lav'rocks are finging.

And prim rofes fpringing ;

[

Yet nane of them pleafes my eye or my ear,

' When thro' the v/ood, laddie, ye dinna appear.

That I am forfaken, fome fpare not to tell :

I I'm fafh'd wi' their icovning,
! Baith ev'ning and morning ;

Their jeering aft goes to my heart wi' a knell,

When thro' the weed, laddie, I wander 'd myfelL

'Then ^ay, my dear Sandy, nae longer away,
But quick as an prrow,

Hafle here to thy marrow,
Wha's living in languor, till that happy day.

When thro' the wood, laddie, v^e'll dance, fing and
play.

Rail no more, ye leani'd Affes,

T> AIL no more, ye learn'd affes,

^^ 'Gainft the joys (he bowl fii])plies;

Sound its depth, and fill your glalTes,

Wifdom at the bo:iom lies;

Fill it higher Aill, and hi ;her,

Shallow draughts perplex the brain.

Sipping quenches all our fire,

Bumpers light it up again.

'Draw the fcene for wit and pleafure, .

Enter jollity and joy ;

We for thinking have no leifure,

Manly mirth is our employ
;

Since in life there's nothing certain,

We'll the prefent hour engage;

And when death fhall drop the. curtain,

With applaui'e we'll quit the ftsge. .

.And -when death, &c.

Where is Pleafure.

WHERE is pleafure ? tell me where.

What can touch my breaft with joy?
All around the fpacious fpheres.

Let my mufe her fearch employ.

Wealth, thy fhining ftores produce,

Heap'd in golden mountains rife,

iThere let fordid mifers chufe,

1 Thou can'ft ne'er allure my eyes.

Honour, let thy chariot roll,

Deck'd with titles, pageants, arms,

Thou can'ft charm th' ambitious foul.

But for me thou haft no charms.

Only Delia, gentle fair,

Can the precious boon beftow ;

I

Give, ye pow'rs ! O, give me her i

She's the all I a(k below.

BALLAD.

.; Hengift and Mey.

BV WHLIAM JULIUS MICELE,

Author c/'Sir Martyn, 'an excellent imitatton of
Spevfcr—a iranjlation afthe 'Lufiadof Camoens'
-~aiidj'ei\ra.l outer ptnes; tho merit of-which an:
too Well known to require any eidogiiim.

IN ancient days, w'hen Arthur reign'd,
Sir Elmer \^?iA no peer !

And no young knight in all the land
The ladies lov'd fo dear.

His fifter, Mey., the faireft maid
Of all the virgin train.

Won ev'ry heart in Arthur % court;
But all their love was vain.

In vain they lov'd, in vain they vow'd,
Her heart they could not move •,

Yet at the evening hour of prayer,
Her mind was loft in love.

The abbefs faw, the abbefs knew,
And urg'd. her to explain

;

" O name the gentle youth to me,
" And his conient I'll gain."

Long urg'd, long tir'd, fair Mey reply'd,
" His name how can I fay?

•" An angel from the fields above,
"'Has rapt my heart away.

•"' But once, alas, and never more,
" His lovely form I fpy'd,

•" One evening by the founding fhore,
" All by the greenwood fide :

" His eyes to mine the love confeft,
" Ihat glow'd with mildeft grace:

" His comely mein, and purple veft,

" liefpoke his princelyrace.

" But when he heard my brother's horn
" Faft to his fliips he fled :

'" Yet while I fleep his graceful form
" Still hovers round my bed.

" Sometimes all clad in armour bright,
" He Ibakes a warlike lance ;

" And now in courtly garments dight,
" He leads the fprightly dance.

" His hair is black as raven's wing,
" His'fkin as Chriftmas fnow,

" His cheeks outvie the blufh of morn,
" I-Jis lips like role-buds glow.

" His limbs, his arms, his ftature, fhap'd
" By nature's fineft hand;

" His fpaikling eyes declare him born
" To love and to command."

The live-long year fair Mey bemoan'd
Her haplefs pining love :

But when the balmy fpxing return'd,

And fummer cloath'd the grove;

All round by pleafant Humbet fide

The Saxon banners flew,

And to Sir Rimer's cafile gates

The fpear-men came in view.
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Fair blufh'd the morn when Mcy loot'd o'er

The caftle wall \o fheen ;

And, lol the warlike Saxon youth

Were fporting on the green.

There Herg;ii,_Ofa'i elJcft foi),

Lenn'd on his burniiii'd lance,

And all the arined youth around

Obey'd his manly glance.

His locks as blaclt as raven's wing

Adown his (houldeis flow'd.

His chee'is outvy'd the blufti of morii;

His lips like rofe-buds glow'd.

And foon the lovely form oi Mcy
Has caught his piercing eyes :

He gives tiie iign, the band retire,

Willie big with love he fighs:

" Oh, thou, for wkom I dar'd the feas,

" And came with peace or war;
" Oh, by that crofs that veils thy breaft.,

" Relieve thy lover's care!

" For thee I'll quit my father's throne,

" With thee the wilds explore;

" Or with thee Ihare the Britifh crown,
" With thee the crofs adore."

Beneath the tim'rous virgin blufti.

With lo\-e's foft warmth fhe glows;

So blufliing thro' the dew of morn
Appears the opening rofe.

'Twas now the hour of m'orning prayer.

When men their fins bewail,

And Eimer hea-d king Arthur's horn

Shrill founding thro' the dale.

"The pearly tears from Mey's bright eyes

Like April dew-drops fell.

When with a parting dear eulbrace

Her brother, bade farewell.

The cix)fs, wilhfparkling diamonds brigiit,

That veil'd her fnowy breaft.

With prayers to Heaven, her lily-hands

Have &x.'d. on Elmer's veil.

'Now, with five hundred bowmen true,

"He march 'd acrofs the plain,

"Till with his gallant yeomandrie,

He join'diing Arthur's train.

Full forty thoufand Saxcn fpears,

Came glittering down the hill,

And" with their fliouts and clang of arms

The diftant vallies fill.

Old Ofa, dreft in Odin's garb,

Affum'd the hoary god ;

And Hengtji, like the warlike Ihor,

Before the horfemen rode.

With dreadful rage the combat bums,

The capuins fhout amain
;

And Ehner's tall viftorious fpear,

Far glances o'er the plain.

To flop its courfe jovi\i% Hengiji &t\v.

Like lightning o'er the field ;

And foon his eyes the well-known crofs

On Ehner's veil beheld.

- The flighted lover fwell'd his bread..

His eyes fhot li\ing fire ;

A'ld all his martial heat before

To this was mild deiice.

On his imagin'd rival's front,

With whirlwind fpeed he preil.

And glancing to the lun, his Iwurd
Relounds on Elmer's creft.

The foe gave way, the princely youth
With heedlefs rage purfued,

'Till tremblinj in his cloven helm
Sir £/?;ztr's javelin ilood.

He bo7/'d his head, flow dropt his ipear,

I'he reins fell through his hand,

And ftain'd with blood, his ilately corfe

h?.y breathlefs on the ftrand.

" O bear me off," Sir E'ir.e'r cry'd,
" Before my painful light

" The combat I'u ims—yet Hivgiji's veil
" I claim, as vi<ilor's right,"

Brave Hengift's fall the Saxons faw,

And all in terror fled.

The bowmen, to the caille gales,

.The bold Sir Edzvurd led.

" Oh, waih my wounds, my ilfter dear,
" O pull this Saxon dart,

" That whizzing from young Hcngyi's arm
" Has aimolt pierc'd my heart.

" Yet in my hall this veil ihali hang,
" And Britons yet unborn,

" Shall with the trophies of to-day,
" Ihsir folem.i feails adorn."

All trembling. May, beheld the- veil;
'• Oh, Mirlin .'" loud (he cry'd,

" Thy words are true— nny flaughter'd love
" Shall ha\e a breaihleis bride I

" Oil, Elmer, Elmer, boa ft no more,
" That low my Hevgiji lies 1

" Oh, Hengifl, cruel was ihy arm ;

" ^y brother bleeds, and dies !"

She fpake—the rofes left her cheek,

And life's warm fpirits. fled :

So nipt by winter's lingering blafts,

The fnow-drop bov-fs the head.

Yet parting life one ftruggle gave,

She lifts her languid eyes;
" Return, my Hengi/i, oh,, return,

" My flaughter'd love 1" .flie cries.

" Oh— ftill he lives—-he finiles again,
*' With aU his grace he moves:

" I come— I come, where bow nor fpear

" Shall more difturb our loves."

—

She fpake—Ihe dy 'd. The Saxon dart

W as drawn -from -Sl-mers Side ;

.And thrice he call'd his iiller Mey,

And thrice lie.groan'di—and dy'd.

Where in the dale a mofs-grown crofs

O'erfhades an aged thorn.

Sir Elmer's and young Hengift's corfe

.Were by the fpearmen borne
;

And there all clad in robes of white,

With many a figh and tear.

The \illage maids, to Hengift's grave,

.Did Mey's fair body bear.

And there at dawn, and fall of day.

All from the neighbouring groves.

The turtles wail in wiuow'd notes,

And fing their haplefs loves.
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Let not Rage thy Bofom firing.

Air—" Hcrv imperfeSl it Exf^reJJiin^'

T ET not rage thy boibm firing,

-L-« Pity's fofier claim remove i

Spare a heart that's jull expiring,

Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love.

Each ungentle thought fufpending:.

Judge of mine by thy faft breaft
;

Nor with rancour never ending,

Heap frefh Ibrrows on th' oppi-eft.

Let 7iot Tage, &c.

Jleav'n that ev'ry joy has crofs'd.

Ne'er my wretched ftate can mend ;

I, alas I jfonce have loft,

father, brothtr, lover, friend !

let not rage, ^c.

The charming Fellow.
Sung iti ' TJf ^grieahU Surprize.'^

T ORD, what care I for mam or dad,
-L* Why let them fcold and bellow !

For while I live I'll love my lad,

-He's fuch a charming fellow.

The laft fair- day on yonder green,

The youth he danc'd fo w«ll, oh i

So fpruce a lad was never feen,

As my fwcet charming fellow.

The fair was over, night was come.
The lad was fomewhat mellow;

Says he " my dear, I'll fee you home;"
I thank'd the charming fellow.

We trudg'd along, the moon fhone bright,

Says he " my fweetelt Nell-o,
" I'll kifs you here by this good light,"

If Love's a fvi^eet Paffioa.

TF love's a fweet paflion, how can ititorment?

i- If bitter, O tell me whence conies^my content?

Since I fuffer with pleafure,why fhouldl complain?

Lord, what a charming fellow.

You vogue, fays I, you've ftop'd my breath,

Ye bells ring out my tnell-o.

Again I'd die fo fweet a death,

With fuch a charming -fellow.

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

Yet lb pleafing the pain is, fo foft is the dart,

That at once it both woundsjnegnd tickles my heart.

I grafp her hand gently, look languishing down.
And by paffionate filerce I make my love known :

But, oh 1 how I'm blefl when fo kind Ihe does prove,

Uy foiiie willing miftake to difcover her love;

When in ftriving to hide, flie reveals all her flame,

And our eyes teU each other what neither dare name.

How pleafing isbeauty! 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 mull yield,

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

The' caufe for Sufpicion appears.
Sung in tlie Comic Opera of ' TheDuenna:

* 1 'HO' caufe for fufpicion appears,
J- Yet proofs of her love too are ftrong

;

I'm a wretch if I'm right in my fears,

And unworthy of blifs if I'pi wrong.
What heart breaking torments from jealoufy flow.

Ah; none but the jealous, thejealous can know.

When bleft with the fmiles of my fair,

I know not how much I adore:
Thofe fmiles let another then fhare,

And I wonder I priz'd them no more.
Then whence can I hope a relief from my woe ?

When the faifer fhe feems.llill the fonder I grow!
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Come, follow, follow me.

COME, follow, follow me,

Ye fairy elves ihat be,

Come, follow me, your queen.
And trip it o'er tlie green ;

Hand in hand we'll dance arounrl,

Becaui'e (his place is fairy ground-

When moitajs nre at red,

j\nd fnorlug in their neft.

Unheard and unefpy'd,

Through key-holes we do glide.

Over tables, ilools, and /helves,

V/e trip it with our fairy elves.

But if the honfe be foul,

"With platler<riifh, or bowl,
Up fl-airs we lightly creep.

And find the fl«ts aflcep,

Ihcie we pi;:ch their arms and thighs,

!Non« us hears, nor none efpies.

But if the houfe be fwept,
And Irom uncleannels Icept,

\Ye praii'e the houlehokl maid.

And iurely flie is paid ;

For each morn before we go,

We drop a fixpence in her £hoe.

Upon a mufliroom's head
Our table-cloiK is fpread,

A grain of rye or wheat
Is diet that we eat

;

Pearly drops of dew we drink .

In acorn cups up to the brink.

Butif our diet fails,

The lul'cious fat of fnails,

Between two nut-fhells fiew'd,

Makes meat that's eafy chew'd;
Brains of worms and marrow of mie^,

Make a difla that's wond'rous nice.

The grafs-hopper, gnat, and fly,

Serve for our miuftrelly ;

Grace faid, we dance awhile,

.And fo our time beguile.

And vvhen the moon does hide her head|,

The glow-worm lights us home to bed.

O'er tops of dewy grafs

So lightly we do pafs.

That the young and tender flalk

Ne'er bends where we do walk
;

Yet in the morning ma/be feen,

Where .we the night before have been.

Whilft ou thy dear Bofom lying.

WHILST on thy dear bofom lying,

Celia,who can fpeak my blifs.

Who, the rapture I'm enjoying.

When thy balmy lips I kifs

:

Ev'ry look with love infpiring,

Ev'ry touch my bofom warms.;

Ev'ry melting murmur fires me,
Ev'ry joy is in thy arms.

Thofe dear eyes how foft they languiih,
Feel my heart with rapture beat,

Pleafure turns almoft to anguifh,

When the tranfpon is fo Iweet:
liOok not lo divinely on me,

Celia, I fhall die wiih blifs,

yet, yet turn thofe eyes upon me,
Wb»*d not die,a death like this.-?

-Let Ambidon fire thy Mind.

T ET ambition fire thy mind,
'*-^ Thou wert born o'er man to reign,

Not to follow flocks delign'd,

Scorn thy crook, and leave the plain.

Crowns I'll throw beneath thy feet.

Thou on necks of kings fhall tread ;

Joys in ciTcling joys fhr'.lLmeet,

Whickv.-ay e er thy fancies lead.

Let not toils of empire fright:

Toils of empire pleafures arei;

Thou fhalt only know delight

;

All the joy, but not the care.

Shepherd,-if thou'lt yield the prize

For the bleffings I bftftow,

Joyful I'll afcend the fl.-ies;

Happy thou fhalt reign below.

Sweet Willy, O,

HE pride of all Nature .was fweet Will/, O,

The pride .of all Nature was fweet Willy, O,

The firft of all fwains.

He gladden'd the, plains,

None ever was like to the fweet Willy, O,

None ever was like to the fweet Willy, O.

Kefung it fo rarely, did fvvfiet Willy, O,

He lung it fo rarely, &c.

He melted each maid.

So fkilful he play'd,

No'fhepherd e'er pip'd like the fweet Willy, G>

All Nature obey'd'him, the fweet Willy, O,

All Nature obey.'d him, &c.

Wherever he came,

Whate'er had a name.

Whenever he fung followed fweet Willy, O.
I

He would be a foldier, the fweet Willy, O,

He would be a-foldier, &c.

When arm'd in the field.

With fword and with fhield.

The laurel was won by the fweet Willy, O.

He charmed, when living, did fweet Willy, O,

He charm'd, when living, (Sec.

And when Willy dy'd,

'Twas Nature that figh'd,

To part with her all in her fweet Willy, O.

Garrich,

The merry Dance I dearly love.

THE merry dance I dearly love.

For then CoUette thy hand I feize,

And prefs it too whene'er I pleafe,

And none can fee, and none reprove :

Then on thy cheek quick blufhes glow,

And then we whifper fott and low.

Oh I how I grieve ! you ne'er her charms can know.

She's fweet fifteen, I'm one year more,
Yet ftill we are too young, they fay.

But we know better, fure, than they.

Youth (hould not lillen to threefcore ;

And I'm refolv'd I'll tell her fo.

When next we whifper foft and low.

Oh ! how I grieve l.you ne'er her charms can know.
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The Honey Moon.

WOULD you know, my good friends, what the
honey-moon is,

How long in duration, how perfeft in bllfs,

A proof may be found, and a fample be feen,

In fome boarding-fchool couple juft left Gretna-
green

:

My deareft, my duct,
My fweeteft, my chucfe

;

Mifs Kitty's an angel, her Billy a god ;

Whips crack, glaffes jingle.

While fighs intermingle.

And Cupid affents, and goes niddity nod,
Niddity nod, niddity nod.

O'er Kitty, the angel, and Billy, the god.

Pappa's and mama''s furly tempers once paft,

Bright Bloomibury-fquare has this couple atlaft !

In three weeks polTeffion, how pleafures will cloy,

Negleft hurts the lady, and time cools the boy.

So impatieAt to roam.
Ma'am, your never at home,

A path fo vexatious no -wife ever trod
;

My torment— ray curfe;

You are bad—you are worfe :

While Cupid flies off from a quarrel fo odd,

Niddity nod, niddity nod.

And Mifs is no angel, and Billy no god;

To routs hies the lady, to gambling; goes matter,

To part from each other ne'er couple went fnitcr.

While raking at night, and diftracftion at noon,
Soon clofe all the joys of the fweet honey-moon.

Bleeding hearts, aching heads, '

Sep'rate tables and bed:,

Render wedlock's fweet countenance dull as a clod.

Then hey for a fummons
From grave Doftors Commons..

While proiflors-and parchments go niddity nod,,

Niddity nod, niddity nod,

O'er Kitty, the angel, and Billy, the god.

The Cottage Boy.

ORN fhakes her locks, the budding rofe

Smiles at the parting twilight grey.

In renovated beauty blows.

And fheds her perfume on the day ;

When Lubin, Nature's ruftic child.

Tries calm contentment to enjoy.

And fweetly in, his wood-notes wild,

Thus chearful fings the Cottage Boys

" How bleft my days, fince Sylvia's kind

!

" No other joy I wifh to know,
" For in her fmiles foft blifs I find,

In all her gentle virtues glow ;

" The flaves of fortirne let me fhun.

My humble cottage to enjoy."

When toil and labour's o'er and done,

Thus chearful lings the Cottage Boy.

" Returning at mild ev'ning's hour,
" Perhaps my Sylvia I may meet,

" For her I'll pull the choiceft flow'r,

" And flrew it at my fair one's feet.

" Then as it drooping dies 'twill prove
" That time e'en beauty will deftroy,

" How tranfient then is youthful love!"

Thus chearful fung the Cottage Boy..

ye in Youth and Beauty's Pride.

OYE in youth and beauty's pride,

,
Who lightly dance along,

While laughter frolicks at your fide.

And rapture tunes your fong.
Vi' hat tho' each grace around you play,

Each beauty bloom for you.
Warm as the blufh of rifing day.

And fparkling as the dew.

The blufh that glows fo gaily now,
But glows to difappear.

And quiv'ring from the bending bough.
Soon breaks the pearly tear!

So pafs the beauties of your prime,

'i hat e'en in blooming die ;

So fhrinking at the blaft of time,

The treach'rous graces fly.

With charms that win beyond the fight,

And hold the willing heart,

O learn then to await their flight.

Nor figh when they depart •,

Thefe graces fliall remain behind,

1 hefe beauties ftill controul.

The graces of the polifh'd mind,
The beauties of the foul.

Have Confcience, my Dear.

Sung in the Entf^rtainment of ' I'he ChapUt.''

YOU fay, at your feet that I wept in defpair.

And vow'd that no angel was ever fo fair:

How could you believe all the nonfenfe I fpoke ?

What know we of angels?—I meant it in joke.

I next ftand indiSed for fwearing to love.

And nothing but death fhould my paffion removes
I havelik'd you a twelvemonth, a calendar year;

And not yet contented !—Have confcience, my dear.

Dumbarton's Drums.

DUMBARTON'S drums beat bonny, O,
When they mind me of my dear Jonny, O,

How happy am I,

When my foldier is by,

While he kiffes and blefles his Annie, O.
'Tis a foldier alone can delight me, O,

For his graceful looks do invite me, O :

Whilft guarded in his arms,

I'll fear no war s alarms.

Neither danger, nor death, fliall e'er fright me, 0«

My love is a handfome laddie, O,
Genteel, but not foppifh nor gaudy, O :

Tho' commiffions they are dear,

Yet I'll buy him one this year.

He no longer ihall ferve as a Cadie, O.

A foldier has honour and bravery, O,
Unacquainted with rogues, and their knavery, O ;

He minds no other thing.

But the ladies, or his king
;

For every other care is but fiavery, O.

Then I'll be the captain'ji lady, O,
Farewell, all my friends, and my daddy, O ;

I'll wait no more at home.
But I'll follow with the drum.

And whenever that beats I'll be ready, O.
Dumbarton's drums found bonny, O,
They are fprightly, like my dear Jonny, O.

How Happy fhall I be

When on my foldier's knee.

And he kiffes, and blefles, his Annie, O-

Allan Ramfy.
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Maria, or the Mother's Dirge.

OLAY thy head, my Baby, love,

y O, lay it down, my dear,

Upon thy own beloved breaft,

Now bath'd with many a tear.

That breaft, my Bsbe, with life fupply'd.

When firft the light fhe faw ;

Alas! that pow'r is now deny'd

Support from thence to draw.

That breaft, which, giving life to thee.

New life and joy receiv'd,

When of my angel's love depriv'd

Will be of all bereav'd.

O, could rny heart's moft precious blood

A mofl'.tr's pray'r obtain,

Kow fooii I'd gladly fhed each drop,

My darling's life to gain.

But, aih, not all thy mother's pray'rs,

Not all thy mother's grief

Can flop the cruel hand of.Death,

Or bring my child relief.

Not all the wealth of Indian mines

One hour of health can buy;

No human fkill nor art can lave

Whom Godrordains to die.

Thine eyes, through w-hich I fondly thought

The morning fun -arofe,

Thofe eyes which lit the world to me,

Mull foon, for ever, clofe !

Thy lips have loft their ruby hue.

Thy cheeks their vermiel pride,

Pale is that bloom, for ever pale I

That once the rofe ouivy'd.

The luftre.of that angel-face,

Where fweet affe^ion beams,

Thy neck like poliiih'd iv'ry white,

The grave already claims.

• That glowing elegance of form,
So rich in ev'ry grace •,

Thofe limbs of beauteous fymmetry,

Muft fmk in Death's embrace.

That lovely mouth no more fhall fmile.;

The charms that round it play

No longer fhall my foul beguile,

No more my cares repay.

That mulic of my foul is mute.
For ever mute, that tongue,

On which with all a mother's pride,

My foul, delighted hung.

A mother's name—-a mother's blifs--

The pureft blifs on earth,

'yiy jirfl, my faireft pledge of love,

Rejoic'd me at thy birth-

O had I loft thee at thy birth

I might fuTvive the blovi'^;

Or had I never view'd thy face.

Thy lofs I ne'er, could know.

But now fix happy years—the joy

And treafure of my heart.

At home—abroad—-one hour from th?e

I could not bear to part.

All day, my Pratler round me clung,

Or play'd within my fight,

And fondly pillow 'd on my breaft—

=

I watch'd her lleep at night.

And ftill whene'er misfortunes prefs'd.

Or threaten'd to befall,

T look'd upon my Bright-one's face,

And foon forgot them all.

I hop'd to fee thee growing up
Affeftionate and kind.

With ev'ry lovelinefs of form,

And tv'ty charm of mind.

A friend— a dear companion, ftill,

I thought to find in thee.

And hop'd while young and gay myfelf,

Thy wedding-day to fee.

But all thefe tender vifions fly.

Like clouds before the wind ;

They fly—and leave, within my breaft,

.A fearful void behind.

Pale, pale, and cold !—ah, woeful fight.

She dies! my Precious dies

!

Yet, yet look up ! and fpeak again—
Maria—ope thine eyes.

.Look up—look up! thy mother calls!

'Tis ihe !—thy mother dear

—

Oh, fpeak again—that voice belov'd.

Thy mother dies to hear.

But, hark ! oh, hark ! her mother's voice

Recalls her fleeting breath.

And lee again, Ihe opes her eyes

Amid' the fhades of death!

She fpeaks, flie fpealis ! Ihe calls my name ;.

Her deadly, palcnels flies;

A fudden bloom o'erfpveads her check,

And fmiles of joy arife.

My hand fhe prelTes to her breaft

With wonted tendernefs

;

Her eager lips my kiis invite.

With -many a fond carefs.

Bring wine, reviving cordials bring,

O grant a mother's, pray'r

!

While life remains we yet may hope
That Heav'n may deign to Ipare.

—She eats, (he drinks ! and ftill her eyes

Not once from mine remove;

They fpeak what language cannot fpeak.

My angel-beauty's love.

She eats—4he drinks again 1—and ftill

Her eyes are fix'd on mine.

As April funs, in changeful flcies,

With brighter flafhes Ihine.

Once more fhe eats—fhe drinks—and while

The weary night defcends,

With looks that pierce my \&Ty foul.

Her eyes on me ihe bends.

—0,<fieeting'hope—her eye-lids clofe
;

Her bloom like lightning flies
>

And deep within her ftruggling breaft

The founds of death arife.

My pride—my precious jewel's gone!

My Lily ihoops her head I

Her lip is pale—her lovely brows
The damps of Death o'erfpread.

O grief! O agony of heart,

tjhe mover—fhe breathes no more !

In that foft figh her fpirit fled,

And life and hope are o'er.

Ttra
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Take me, Jenny.

SWEETEST of pretty maids.

Let Cupid incline thee,

To accept a faithful heart.

Which now 1 refign thee;
Scorning all felfifh ends,

i':egardlefs of money,
It yields only to the girl

That's generous and bonny.

Take me, Jenny,
Let me vjin you,

While I'm in the,humour ;

I implore you,

I adore you,

V/hat can mortal do more ?

Kifs upon't, liifs upori't, turn not fo fhyly,

There's my heart, there's my hand, 'twill never

beguile thee.

Bright are..thy'lovely eyes,

Thy.fweet lips delighting.

Well poiifh'd thy iv'ry neck.

Thy round arms inviting ;

Oft at the milk-white churn

With raptures I've feen them.

But, oh ! how I figh'd and wilhed.

My own arms between them.

Take me, Jenny, &i:.

1 have ftore of flieep, my love,

And goats on the mountain,

And water to- brew good ale.

From yon chryftal fountain,^

I've, too, a pretty cot,

With garden and land to't,

But nil will be doubly bleft

When you put a haud to't.

Take me, Jenny, &c.

This Bottle's the Sun of our Table,

Sung in the Comic Opera of ' Til Duenna.'

THIS bottle's -the fun of our table,

Whofe beams are rofy wine;

We, planets, that are not able

Without his help to fliine.

Put it round.

Let mirth and glee abound.

De'el take the Wars.

^E'EL take the wars, that hurry'd Willy fra me,
Who, to love me, juft had fworn,

They made him captain, furely to undo oie.

Woe is me, he'll ne'er return.

I us'd alluring graces,

With muckle kind embraces,

Now lighing.

Then crying,

Tears dropping fall.

And had he my foft arms
Preferr'd to war's alarms,

My love was growing fad.

All for my bonny lad,

1 fear in my fit I had granted all.

A thoufand loons abroad may fight himj
He from thoufands ne'er will run.

Oft in my arms I did invite him.

To itay at home fra' fword and gun ;

I us'd alluring graces.

With muckle kind embraces,

Now fighing.

Then crying.

Tears dropping fall.

And had he my foft arms
Preferr'd to war's alarms.

My love was growing fad.

All for my bonny lad,

I fear in my fit I had granted all.

For a new gown too I gave muckle money.
Which with flowers of gold did fliine-,

Well might my love think me blithe and bonny.
No Scotch lafs was e'er fo fine,

My petticoat I fpotted,

Fringe too of thread I knotted,

Lace-fhoes,

And filken-hofe,

Garter'd o'er the knee.

But, oh! the fatal thought.

To Willy they are nought.

He rides through towns.

And revels with dragoons.

While he the filly loon might have plunder'd jne.
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A Lafs itere lives upon the Greeiu

A LASS there lives upon the green,

-Ti. Could I her pi(fture draw ;

A',brighter nymph v.as never feen,

'i hat looks End reigns a little queen,

And keeps the fv.iins in a-At.

Her eyes are Cupid's darts and v.ings,

Her eye-brows are his bov/

;

Her filken hair, the filver firings.

Which fure and fwift defkuAioa brjngs,

To all the vale Lelov,-.

If Paftorella's dawning light

Can warm, and wound us too ;

Her noon will fhine lo piercing bright,

Each glancing beam will kill outrighi,

And ev'rv fvvain fubdue.

Sappho's Hymn toVeuus.

OVENL'S, beauty of the Ikies,

To whom a thoufand tcmplss rife;

Gaily fall'e in gentle fmiles,

l''ull of love-perplexing wiles,

O Goddtfs, fronx my heart remove

'IJie walling tares and pains of love.

If ever thou haft kindly heaid

A fong in fofi diflrels preterr'd
;

Propitious to ray tunetul vow,

gentle goddels hear me now.

Dcfcend, thou bright, immortal gueft,

In ail thy radiani charms confefl.

Thou once did'ft leave almighiy Jove,

And all the golden rools above ;

Thy car the wanton fparrows drew,

Hov'ring in air they lightly flew.

As to my bower they wing'd their way,

1 faw their quiv'ring pinions play.

The birds difmift, while you remain.

Lore back their empty car again :

Then you, with looks divinely mild.

In ev'ry heav'nly feature Imil'd,

And afk'd, what new complaints I made,

And why 1 caird you to my aid ;

What frenzy in my bofom rag'd.

And by what cure to be affuag'd.

What gentle youth I would allure,

Whom in my artful toils fecure ;

" Who does thy tender heart fubdue,

" Tell me, my Sappho, tell me, who ?"

" Tho' now he fljuns thy longing arms,

" He foon fiiall court thy flighted charms

;

" Tho' now thy off 'rings he'll defpife,

*' He foon to thee fliall lacrifice ;

" Tho' now he freezes, foon he'll burn,

" And be thy vidim la his turn."

Celeftial vifitant, once more

Thy jieedful pretence I implore !

til pity come and edfe my grief,

,

I'.riug niy diltemper'd loul relief;

i avour ihy fuppliam's hidden fires,

And give me a'.i my hciri dcfira?.

Come, let's be merry.-

COME, let's be merry.

Let's be airy,

'Tis a folly to be fad.

For iince the world's grown mad,
Why fhould we alone be wife.

And like dull fools, gaze on other men's joys.

Let not to-morrow
Bring you forrow.

While the ftream of time flows on,

But when the blifsful day is gone.

Still endeavour that the next

Be full as gay, and as little perplex'd.

If you have leifure.

Follow pleafure

;

Let not an hour of blifs pafs by;

For as the fleeting moments fly,

Time it will your youth decay ;

Then ftrive to live, and be blcft. whilft you may.

It you have plenty.

Nought will torment you.

But yet yourfl:l^es, yourfelves may annoy ;

Hearty and tree's the poor man's joy,
Gladly yielding the minutes pals,

And when old Time ihakts him, takes off his glifs.

Tarry here with me and Love.

STRAY not to thofe diftant fcenes,

From thy comfort do not rove;

Tarry in thofe peaceful glens

—

Tread'the quid paths ot love.

Is not this fequellec'd ihade

Richer than the proud a^ove C

Tsrry in this peacciul flia^e —
Tarry here v.'iih me and love.

Llften to the wood-lark's note—

*

Liften to the cooiDgdove;

Hark! the ihrufli's mellow note.

All uniting carol love.

See the limpid brooks around,

Winding thro' the vari'd grove ;

This is pafiion's fairy ground —
Tarry here with me and love.

Alien Brooke, of Wyndermeare.

SA.Y, have you in the village feen

A lovely youth, of penfive men :

If fuch a one hath pafTed by.

With melancholy in his eye?

Where is he gone? ah! tell me where ;

'Tis Allen Brooke, of VVyndermeere.

Laft night, he fighing took his leave,

Which caus'd my tender heart to grieve;

And maay maids I know there be,

Who try to wean his love from me :

Jiut heav'n knows my heart's fincere

To Allen Brooke, of Wyndermeeie:

My throbbing heart is full of v;oe.

To think that he fhould leave me fo
;

But if my love fhould anger'd be.

And try to hide himfelf from me

—

Then death fhall bear me on a bier^

1'q AlIv;n.lrooks, of V/vadermccre.
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Love, unfetter'd, is a Eleffing.

Sung in ' The Rhat CanJiJaUf''

LOVE unfetter'd is a bleffing

Nature's cotnmoneis enjoy;

Source of raptures, paft expreffing,

Which no tyrant laws deftroy.

Gome, ye fongfters ! fing around me,

Tell me all ye know of love :

Watchful of your young you've found me ;—
—Hark 1 ihey carol thro' the grove.

The Toper.
Air.—* Shaunbuy,'*

YE lads of true fpirit.

Pay counfliip to claret,

J^cleas'd from the trouble of thinking,

A fool, lonj; ago,

Said, we nothing could know,—

•

The fellow knew nothing of drinking.

To pore over Plato,

Or pradife with Cato,

'Dipaflionaie diinces might make us ;

liut men, now more wile,

Self-denif.l defpife.

And live by the kflons of Bacchus.

J Eig-wigg'd, in fine coach,

[T See the dot'lor approach ;

'IJe folemiii; up the flairs puces;

Looks gra\t—fmells his cane

—

Appliei finger to vein.

And counts the repeat with grimaces.

As he holds pen in hand.

Life and death are at ftand—

lA tols up which party Ihall take us
;

Away with luch cant

—

No prefcripiion we want,

But the nourifijiiig noftrum of Bacchus.'

We joliJly join

In the ])racTice of wine,

'Mhile milers 'nudil plenty are pining;

While ladies are fcorniiig-.

And lovers are mourning.

We laugh at wealth, wenching, and whining.

Drink, drink, now 'tis prime,

Tofs a bottle to Time,

He'll not make fuch halle to o'ertake us ;

His threats we prevent.

And his cracks we cement.

By the llypticai baliam of Bacchus.

What work is there made.

By the newfj^aper trade.

Of this man's, and t'other inan's ftation !

'J he Ins are all bad,

And the Outs are all mad ;

In and Out is the cry of the nation.

The politic palter

Which both parties chatter,

l'"rom bumpering freely fhan't lliake uS-;

With half-pints in hand,

Independent we Hand,

To defend Magna Charu of Bacchus.

Be your motion well tim'd ;

Be all charg'd and all prim'd ;

Have a care—'ri,t;ht and left—and make ready.

Right hand to glafs join—

At your lijjs reft your wine ;

Be all in your exercife fleady.

Our levels we boaft

When our w omen we toafl

;

May graciouQy they undertake usl

No more we defire

—

So drink, and give fire,

A vollev x^ Bcauf and Bacchus.
G. A. Stevciis.

When Fanny, blooming fairo

Air.—' ne Lafi ef Peatfi Mill:

WHEN Fanny, blooming fair,

Firft met my ravifli'd fight,

Caught with her fhape and air,

I felt a flrange delight

:

Whilft eagerly I gaz'd,

Admiring ev'iy part.

And ev'ry feature prais'd.

She Hole into my heart.

In her bewitdiing eyes

Young fmiling Loves appear,
There Cupid balking lies,

His fhafts are hoarded there :

Her blooming cheeks are dy'd

With colour all their own,
Excelling far the pride

Of rofes newly blown.

Her well-turn'd limbs ^onfefs

The lucky hand of Jove,
Her features all exprefs

Ths beauteous queen of love

:

What flames my nerves invadei

When I behold the breaft

Of that too lovely maid.

Rife, fuing to be piell!

Venus, 'round Fanny's waift

Hath her own Ceftus bouni3,

With guardian Cupids grac'd.

Who fport the circle round:

Hovif happy will he be.

Who Ihall her zone unloofe.

That blifs, to all, but me
May heav'n and ilie refufe.

Lord Chtfierfigld.

The Yellow-haif'd Laddie.

IN April, when primrofes paint the fweet plain.

And lummer approaching rejoiceth the fwain,

The yallow-hair'd laddie would oftentimes go

To wilds and deep glens, where the hawthorn trees

grow.

There under the fliade of an old facred tliorn.

With freedom he fung his love evening and morn;
He lung with fo foft and enchanting a found,

Xhatfylvans, and fairies, unfeen, danc'd around.

The fliepherd thiis'fung " tho' young Maya be fair,

" Her beauty is daih'd with a proud, fcornful air

;

" But Sufy is handfome, and fweetiy can iing,

'' Her breath, like the bree2es,perfura'd in the Iprlng

" That Tehny,in all the gay bloom of heryouth,

"Like the moon is inconflanit,and never fpeaks truth;

" But Siify is faithful, good-humour 'd and free,

" And fair as the goddefs that fprung from the fea.

"My lady's fine daughter, with all her great dow'i,
" Is awkwardly airy, and hequently four :"

Then fighing, he wifli'd that, would parents agree,

The witty, fweet Sufy, his mlfcrefs nught be.

Tell me, my Lute.

Sung in the Comic Opera of ' Ihc Dacrnin.'

TELL me, my lute, can thy, fond Atain

So gently fpeak thy mailer's pain.

So fwe-iily fiiig, fo iKonbiy figh.

That tho' my fl^eping love fhall know
Who fine's, w/io fifihs below,

Her rofy fluiiibevs fliali not I'y ?

Thus niay iome vifion whilper ijioi--

Tiidii ever I dn.''J J jfcaK beloi'j.
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The Fair Penitent.

YE mountains fo dreary and dread.

To whom I fo often repair,

In pity fall down on my head,

And fnatch me at once from defpair.

In mercy, ye fkies, to my woes.

Let your thunders avengingly roll.

And death kindly hufli to repofe

, The Mtxis. that burfts on my foul.

Twelve moons have I fcarcely been wed,
And honour'd with Beverley's name:

Yet how has the conjugal bed

Been fleep'd in pollution and ihame !

To the fondeft and worthieft youih,

All fpotted and perjur'd I fland;

And this ring, which once fvvore to my truth.

Now deadens, thro' guilt, on my hand.

Perdition quick fall on the hour.

That firft I faw Clerimont's face,

And fatally gave him a power
To plunge Hie in rcnillefs difgrace.

From Time's fwiftly filvering wing.

This inftant, O let it be torn ;

•

And pluck from remembrance a iling

Too bitter, by far, to be borne.

Occe white as the moon's pureft ray.

This boforn could confcioufly heave,

Defpife ev'ry thought to betray,

And deteft ev'ry wifh to deceive.

Once crown'd with contentment and reft,

My days held the happieft race ;

And the night faw me equally bieft

In Beverley's honell embrace :

But now, one continued difgiiife,

I'm hackney'd in falfehood and art.

And teach ev'ry glance of my eyes

To conceal ev'ry wifh of my heart.

To meet with poor Beverley's kifs,

What tranfport appears in my. air'!

Tho' this breafl, once the pillow of blifs,

Swells only with death and delpair.

If a loot is by accident caught,

I'm fill'd with a thoufand alarms
;

And Clerimont fires ev'ry thought,

When I melt in fond JBeverley's arms.

Great Ruler of,all things above.

Whom Father of mercies we deem,
Let duty direifl me to love.

Where reafon compels my efteem.

Yet how to thy throne fhall, I run ;

For pardon, how can I exc'aim.?

When I feel that each rife of the fun,

Beholds a renewal of fhame !

Nay, now while the guilt, I deteft,

My confcience fo dreadfully wrings;

ThisClerimont grows on my breaft.

And infcnfibly tvvifts roua4 tJie fcrings.

Diftra(flion, this inftant repair,

And feize the leaft atom of brain;

For nature no longer can bear

This incredibie fulnefs of pain !

Let mercy employ its own time,

I dare not look upwards that way;
For unlefs I defift from my crime,

'Tis blafphemy furely to pray.

The Fatal Meeting.

'^J'lNE ling'ring moons had pafs'd away
-'-

' Since Henry left his Nancy dear.

To flow-confuming grief a prey
;

Each hour ftie number'd with a tear.

Her fancy wander'd ftlll afar.

Still leem/d to hear the battle's roar,

W'here 'midft the crimfon ranks of war,

Young Henry fought on Freedom's Ihore.

At length the fatal news returns ;

The foes have met-r-the ftrife is o'et

;

Now widow'd beauty vainly mourns;
Alas ! no tears can life reilore.

W"hile all the tale of woe relate.

And mourn around each hero's bier
;

Qf gallant Henry's doubtuil fate,

No tidings reach'd fair Nancy's car.

D; drafted by her riling fears.

Her virgin robes flie lays afide,

And now a beauteous youth appears,.

The faireft proof of Nature's pride.

.By night the fwelling fails are fpread ;

Her parents, friends, and home Ihe leaves

;

'To brave, by ftrong affeftion led.

The tempeft^, rocks, and wint'ry waves.

The billows rag'd; the ftorra was high v

The crew all pale, with terror fhook ;

Yet Nancy view'd the low'ring (ky

V\'^ich— lad—but firm, unalter'd look.

When darknefs clos'd the fearful view.

Oft on the deck, for hours Gie figh'd,

While fancy grac'd each fcene anew,

Where Henry woo'd her for his bride.

At length the wi(h'J-for land's in light.

And on the hoftile fliore flie ftands :

Then flies to feek her foul's delight.

Amid' the Britifii martial bands.

Too foon flie reach'd the fatal field

;

With ftreaming gore 'twas newly dy'd

—

" Ye pow'rs, my dearelt Henry Ihield I"

The virgin, wild with terror, cry'd.

A feeble murmur caught her ear.

From 'midit the ghaiUy forms of 'death;

" Adieu," it cry'd, " my Nancy, dear !

" O take thy Henry '3 parting breath !"

He died.—She gaz'd She lifelefs fell,

Beyond the pow'r of art to fave.

Ni^h where Pototumack's billows fwell.

Fair Nancy fleeps in Henry's grave.

Tern
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A Bumper of good Liquor.

Sung in the Comic Opera of ' Ths Duenna.'

A BUMPER, a bumper,
A bumper of good liquor,

Will end a conteft quicker

Than juftice, judge, or vicar.

So, fill each chearful glal's.

But if more deep the quarrel.

Why fooiier drain the barrel.

Than be that hateful fellow.

That's crabbed when he's mellow.

Can Love be controul'd by Advice.

By . Berkley, Eliq.

CAN love be controul'd by advice?

Can madnefs and reafon agree ?

O, Molly! v.'ho'd ever be wife

If madnefs is loving of thee ?

Let fages pretend to defpife

The joys they want fpirits to tafie;

Let me feize old Time as he flies,

Ar,d the blefEngs of life v/'hile they laft.

Dull Wifdom but adds to our cares;

Briik Love will improve ev'ry joy,

Too foon we may meet with grey hairs;

Too late may repent being coy

:

Then, Molly, for what fliould we ftay,

'Till our bell blood begins to run cold?

Our youth Vi'e can have but to-day ;

We may always find time to grow old.

.It has beta !aiu ihisSong was written for the once well-known

Lady Fane.
'

•c

Could I each Fault remember.

Sung in the Comic Opera of ' The Duenna."

OULD I each fault renaember,

'^-^ Forgetting ev'ry charm.

Soon would impartial reafon

The tyrant. Love, difarm.

But when enrag'd, I number

The failings of her mind,

Love Hill fuggefts her beauty,^

And fees, while Reafon's blind.

The Joys of Love are Joys alone.
Sung in ' Comui.''

"^^TOVLD you tafte the noon-tide air,

To yon fragrant bow'r repair,
Where, svoven with the poplar bough,
The mantling vine will ihelter you.

Down each fide a fountain flows,
Tingling, muim'ring as it goes
Lightly o'er the moffy ground,
Sultry Phoebus fcorching round.

Round the languid herds, and fheep,
Stretch-'d o'er funny hillocts, fleep,

While on the hyacinth and roie
The fair does all alone repofe :

All alone—yet in her arms
Your bveaft fhall beat to love's alarms,

'Till blefs'd, and bleffing, you fhall own
The joys of love are joys alone.

~ Adieu, thou dreary Pile.

Sung in the Comic Opera of ' The Duenna,''

ADIEU, thou dreary pile.

Where fadnefs never dies,

Where echo flill repeats

The mourner's plaintive fighs

!

' For happier fcenes I fly,
i

I fly this hateful grove.

To ev'ry joy a foe,

A grave to haplefs love.

Soft Fancy, thou Truant to me.
Sung in ' Tie Rival CanJiJatet.'

SOFT Fancy, thou truant to me,
My fummons, oh, quietly obey!

Neglefted by Byron and thee.

How heavily pafTes the day !

Thy charms I've miftaken for love,

So artfully doft thou beguile.

Thy magic enlivens the grove.

When he has forgotten to fmile !

PUBLISHED at N° lO, BEDFORD-ROW, Dub/in.

Where the preceding Numbers can be had.
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Turn thee round, I pray thee.

Sung in the Comic Opera of ' Ik Duenna.''

TURN thee Tound, I pray thee.

Calm awhile thy rage,

I muft help to ftay thee,

And ihy wrath affuage.

Could'ft thou not difcover

One fo near to thee ?

Could'ft thou be a lover.

And yet fly from me.?

My Jo, Janet.

SWEET fir, for your courtfye,

When you come by the Bafs, then.

For the love ye bear to me.

Buy me a keeking glafs, then ;

" Keek into the drav;-well,

" Janet, Janet,
" And there ye'll fee your bonny fell,

" My Jo, Janet."

Keeking into the draw-well clear,

What if I fhould fa' in, fir?

Then a' my kin will fay and fwear,

I drown'd myfell for fin, fi.r.

" Had the better by the brae,

" Janet, Janet ;

" Had the better by the brae,
" My Jo, Janet."

Good fir, for your courtefy.

Coming thro' Aberdeen, then,

For the love ye bear to me,

Buy me a pair of fheen, then.
" Clout the auld, the new ar« dear,

" Janet, Janet,
" Ae pair .may gain ye half a year,

" My Jo, Janet."

But what if dancing on the green.

And flcipping like a maukin.
Folk fhould fee my clouted fheen,

Of me they will be talking ;

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

" Janet, Janet,
" Syne a' their faut's will no be feen,

" My Jo, Janet."

Kind fir, for your courtefiy.

When ye gae to the Cro's, then.

For ths love ye bear to me.
Buy me a pacing horfe, then.

" Pace upo* your fpinning wheel,
" Janet, Janet;

" Pace upo' your fpinning wheel,
" My Jo, Janet."

My fpinning wheel is auld and ftiff:.

The rock o't winna ftand, fir.

To keep the temper-pin in tiff.

Employs oft' my hand, fir.

" Alake the beft o't that you can^

,_ "Janet, Janet

;

" But like it ne'er wale a man,
" My Jo, Janet,"

Cantata.

RICITATIVE.

TWAS rofy morn, when chafte Diana bright.

From balmy flumbers fpringing light, I

Wak'd all her nymphs from pleafing reft.

And thus her fylvan train addrefs'd

:

AIR.

From this high mount with me defcend.

And now to the joys of the chace,

—

O'er hills and dales our flight we bend,

And match the fleet flag in our pace.

My filver bow is ready ftrung.

My golden quiver graceful hung :

Away, my nymphs, away,

—

Let fhouts to the welkin refound ;

And fhe who ftrikes the deftin'd prey.

Shall queen of the foreft be crown'd.

What care I how fair fhe be.

SHALL I, wafting in defpair.

Die becaufe a woman's lair ?

Shall my cheeks Look pale with care,

'Caufe another's rofy are ?

Be fhe fairer than the day,

Or ihe flow'ry meads in May ;

Yet if fhe think not well of me.

What care I how fair fhe be.

Shall a woman's goodnefs move
Me to perifh for her love ?

Or her worthy merits known.
Make me quite forget my own ?

Be file with that goodnefs bleft.;

As may merit name the beft ;

Yet if fhe be not fuch to me.

What care I how good fhe be.

Be fhe good, or kind, or fair,

I will never more defpair ;

If fhe love me, this believe,

I will die e'er fhe fhall grieve ;

_ If fhe flight me when I woo,

I will fcorn and let her go :

So if fhe be not fit for me,

What care I for who fhe be.

How happy art thou and L

row happy art thou and I,

L That never knew how to love \

There's no fuch blefling here beneath,

Whate'er there be above,

As liberty, fweet liberty !

Which every wife man loves.

Then merrily let us drink,

And merrily let us fing.

There's no fuch bleflTing here beneatli,

Whate'er there be above,
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Tweed Side.

WHAT beauties does Flora difclofe ?

^ I

How fweet are her fmiles upon Tweed?
ik! [Yet Mary's ftill fvveeter than thofe;

!; Both nature and fancy exceed.

iNor daifie, nor fweet bliifhing rofe,

I
Nor all the gay flow'rs of the field,

jNor Tweed gliding, gently thro' thofe,

I Such beauty and pleafure does yield.

The warblers are heard in the grove,

The linnet, the lark, and the thrufh.

The black-bird, and fweet cooing dove,

With mufic enchant ev'ry bufh.

Come, let us go forth to the mead,
Let us fee how the primrofes fpring,

We'll lodge in fome village on Tv^'eed,

And love while the feather'd folks fing.

How does my love pafs the long day?
Does Mary not 'tend a few flieep ?

Do they never carelefsly flray.

While happily fhe lies afleep ?

, Tweed's murmurs fhould lull her to reft';

Kind Nature indulging my blifs,

To relieve the foft pains of my breaft,

I'd Heal an ambrofial kil's.

*Tis flie does the virgins excel,

No beauty with her may compare^
The graces ot love round her dwell.

She's faireft where thoufands are fair.

Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ftray;

Oh I tell me, at noon where tliey feed
;

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

Oft does Hymen fmile to hear.

Sung in ihe Comic Cpera of ' The Dmma.'

FT does Hymen fmile to hear

Words and vows of feign'd regard

;

Well he knows when they're lincere,

Never flow to give reward.

For li,is glory is to prove

Kind to thofe who wed for love.

O had my Love ne"'er faiil'd on me.
Sung in the Comic Opera of ' 7he Duema.''

/*\ HAD my love ne'er fmil'd on me,
^^ I ne'er had known fuch anguifli ;

But think how falfe, how cruel Ihe,

To bid me ceafe to languifli.

To bid me hope her hand to gain,

Breathe on a flame half perifli'd,

And then with cold and fix'd difdain.

To kill the hope fhe cherilh'd.

Not worfe his fate who on a wreck,
That drove as wind did blow it,

Silent had left the fhatter'd deck,

To find a grave below it.

When land was cry'd, no more refign'd,

He glow'd with joy to hear it

;

Not worfe his fate, his woe to find

The wreck muft fink ere near itt

Friendfliip is the Bond of Rcafon.
Sang in Ihe Comic Opera of ' The Dutma?

FRIENDSHIP is the bond of reafon.
But if beauty difapprove,

Heav'n abfolves all other treafon
In the heart that's true to love.

The faith which to my friend I fwore,
As a civil oath I view

;

But to the charms which I adore,
'Tis religion to be true.

Then if to one I falfe muft be,
Can I doubt which to prefer,

.

A breach_ of focial faith to thee,
Of facrilege to love and her ?

I lov'd him for himfelf alone.
SiiDg in the Comic Opera of ' The Duenna.''

THOU canft not boaft of Fortune's ftore,

My love, while me they wealthy call ;
But I was glad to find thee poor.

For with my heart I'll give thee all.

And then the grateful youth will own
I lov'd him for himfelf alone.

But when this worth my hand fhall gain.

No look or word of mine fhall fhew
That I the fmallefl; thought retain

Of what my bounty did beftow

:

Yet ftill his grateful heart fhall own
I lov'd him for himfelf alone.

Ah ! cruel Maid.
Sung in the Comic Opera of ' The Diieana.'

A H ! cruel maid, how haft thou chang'd
•^^ The temper of my mind I

My heart, by thee from mirth eftrang'd,

Becomes, like thee, unkind.

By fortune favour'd, clear in fame,
I once ambitious was

;

And friends I had, that fann'd the flame.

And gave my youth applaufe.

But now my weaknefs all abufe.

Yet vain their taunts on me,
Friends, fortune, fame iifelf I'd lofc

To gain one fmile of thee.

Yet only thou fhould'ft not defpife

My folly or my woe ;

If I am mad in others eyes,

*Tis thou haft made me fo.

But days like thefe^ v;ith doubting ourft;

I will not long endure :

Am I defpis'd ? I know the worft.

And alfo know my cure.

If falfe, her vows fhe dare renounce.

She inttant ends my pain ;

For, oh I that heart mult break at once,

Which cannot hate again.
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Johnny Armftxong. •"

The hero of thefollowing lallad's habitation, was at no great dijiancefrom the r'l-ucr Ewfc; there he had a firong

body rfmen under his command, and all his neighlours, even the nearejl EngliJl:i,J}ood in awe cfhim, and paid ..

him tribute. -When .James V. rtigaed in Scotland, and Henry III. in England, theformer, willing tofupprtfi |i

allr-Mers, levied a fmall army, ?narchcd out againfi the banditti, and pitched his tents hard by the rimer Ewfe.

At this Johnny Armftrong becameJenjible ofhis danger-, and would willingly have made his peace. Some ofthe

kiiw's officers findirKT him in this dijl'ofition.ficrctlyperfuadedhimtomakehisfubjniffion; adding, that they durfi

cffure him he would be kindly rccei'iied. K-^m^xong followed their counfd, and with fixty horfemen unarmed,

haftcned to the liing, but imprudently forgot to provide himfelf with pajfes, and a fafe conduct. Thofe who had

given him this advice, fenflb'e of ids error, lay in ambujh for,furprized and took him, with his Jixty men, and

carried them all to the kiiig, pretending that they had taken him prtfoner. JMor wiis he accufed of robbing only,

hut ofhaving alfoformed a dejign ofdelivering up that part oj the country to the Englijh ; and being condemned,

.he, zvlth fiftyfour of his companions, was hanged; the otherfx were referved as hojiages, to deter their fellovjs

from being guilty of the like crime. Our poet poffibiy thought, that the gallozus was too low a deathjor his hero,

and therefore rather choje to let him die bravely fighting. Jnjiead of three, he gives him a retinue of eightfeare

men, and lays thefcene in Edinburgh.

S tliere ever a man in all Scotland,

From the higheR ftate, to the lowell degree.

That can ftiew himfelf before our king,

Scotland's fo full of treachery ?

Yes, there is a man in Weftmoreland,

And ]ohnny Armjirong they dohim call;

He has no lands, or rents coming in,

Yet keeps eighlfcore men within his hall-

He has horfes and harnefs for them all,

And goodly fteeds that be milk-white,

With their goodly belts about their necks,

With hats aijd feathers all alike.-

The king he writes aloving letter.

And v;ith his ownhand, ib tenderly,

And hath fent it unto 'Johnny'Armjirong,

To come and fpeak with him fpeedily.

When fohn he look'd this letter upon.

He look'd as blithe as a bird in a tree,

" I was never before a kin,? in my life,

" My father, my grandfather, none of us three.

" But feeing we muft go before the king,

" Lord, we will go mofl. gallantly,

«' Ye fhall ev'ry one have a fcarlet coat,

",Laid down with golden laces three.

•" And ev'ry one fhall have a fcarlet cloak,

" Laid down -with filver laces five,

" With your golden belts about your wsllls,

" Hats and feathers all alike."

But when Johnny went from Gihnork-hall,

The wind it blew hard, and fail it did rain,

" Now, fare thee well, thou Giltnock-hall,

" I fear I'll ne'er fee thee again."

!Nov7 fohnny is to Edenborough gone,

With his eighlfcore men fo gallantly.

And ev'ry one of them on a milk-white fteed.

With bucklers and fwords hanging to their knee^

But when lohn came before the king,

With his eighlfcore men fo gallant to lee,

The king he mov'd his bonnet to him.

He thought he'd been a king as well as he.

" O, pardon, pardon, my fovereign leigh,

" Pardon my eightfcore men and me •.

" For my name it is Johnny Armftrong,

" A fubjeft of your"'s, my leigh," Jaid he.

" K.yfi3Ly with thee, thou falfe traitor,

" No pardon will I grant to thee,

" But to-morrow morn, by eight of the clock,

" I'll han<^ thv eightfcore men and thee."

Then Johnny looks o'er his left fhoulder,'

And to his merry men thus fa;d he,

" I've afk'd grace of a gracelefs face,

" No ps.rdon there's for you and me."

Then John pull'd out his good broad fword.

That was made of the mettle fo free;

Had the king not mov'd hi.s foot as he did,

John had taken his head from his body.

" Come, follow me, my merry men all,

" We will fcorn one foot lo fly,

" It (hall ne'er be laid, we were hang'd like dogs;

" W«'ll fight it out uioft manfully."

Then they fought on like champions bold.

For their hearts were fiurdy, flout ai ,' -ee,

Till they had kill'd all the king's guard ;

None left alive but two or three.

But then rofe up all Edenborough,
They rofe up by thoulands three,

A cowardly Scot came iohn behind,

And run him thro' the fair body.

Said 7'?/"?, "fight on, my merry all,

",I am' a little wounded, but am not flain,

"I'll lay me down, and bleed avvhile,
•" Then I'll rife and fight with you again."

Then they fought like madmen all,

Till many lay dead upon the plain,

For they refolv'd before they'd yield,

1 hat ev'ry man would there be flain.

So-there they fought courageoufly.

Till moft of them lay dead, and flain.

But little Mufgrave, that was his foot page,

With his bonny Grijfel got 'way unta'en.

But when he came to Giltnock-hall,

The lady fpy'd him prefently,

" VI hat news, what news, thou little foot page,

" From thy mafter and his company ?"

" My news is bad, lady," he faid,

" Which I do bring, as you may fee;
•' My mafter, lohn Armjirong, is flain,

" And all his gallant company."

" Yet thou art welcome, my bonny Grijffl,
^

" Oft thou'ft been fed with corn and hay, '

" Thou fhall be fed with Ijread and wine,

" Thy fides fhall ne'er be fpur'd, I fay."

O then befpoke his little fon.

As he fat on his nurfe's knee,

«' If e'er I live to be a man,
" My father's death leveng'd fhall be. 'i
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The Cottage on the Moor.
Sung in the Pantomime of ' Nioie.'

MY mam is no more, and my dad in his grave,

Little orphans are fifter and I, fadly poor

;

Induftry otir wealth, and no dwelling v:e have,

Bui yon neat little cottage, that ftgnds on the moor

The lark's early fong does to labour invite,

Contented we juft fceep the wolf from the door

;

And, Fhoebus retiring, trip home viith delight,

To our neat littlecottage, thatflandson the moor.

Our meals are but homely, mirth fweeter.s the cheer,

Affection's our inmate, tlie gueft we adore.

And heart-eafe, and health, make a palace appear,

Of our neat little cottage, thatflandson the.moor.

G
Come, chear up, my Lads.

OME, chear up, my lads, 'tis to glory v/e fleer,

To add lom.ething nev.' to this wonderful year ;

To lionour we call you, not ,prefs you like flaves;

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

Heart of oak are our lliips.

Heart of oak are our men
;

We always are ready.

Steady, boys, ileady
;

'vVe'll Sght, and we'll conquer, again, and again.

Ve ne'er fee our foes, but w-e wifli them to Hay;
They never fee us, but they wiih us away;
If they, run, why v/e follow, and run them afhore;

For if they won't fight us, what can we do more.

Heart of oak, Is'c.

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

They frighten cur women, our children and beaux;

Butfhould their iiat bottoms in darknels get o'er.

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

Heart ofoak, iSc.

We'll ftill make them run, and we'll fllll make them
fret,

In fpite of the devil, or Ih-ufTel's gazette :

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

Our foldiers, our failors, our llateimen, and king.

Heart of oak, iS'c.

SONG.
A H ! tell me no more, my dear girl, with a figh,
^*- That a coldnefs will creep o'er mj heart

;

That a fullen indifF'rcnce will dwell on my eye.
When thy beauty begins to depart.

Shall thy graces, O, Cynthia, that gladden my day,
And brighten the gloom of the night.

Till life be extinguifti'd, from memory Ilray,

V\ hich it ought to revive with delight?

Upbraiding, fhall Gratitude fay with a tear,
" That no longer I think of thofe charms

" Which gave to my bofom fuch rapture fincere,
" And faded at length in my arms?"

V/hy, yes! it may happen, thou aamfel divine-
To be honeft— I freely declare.

That e'en norv to thy con-jerje fo much I incline,

I've alreadyforgot thou zrtfair.

Dr. Walcot.

The conftant Lafs.

OUR Molly has never been fal.fe, fhe declares,
Since laft time we parted atWapping old Hairs;
When I fwore that I flili v/ould continue the fame,
And gave you the 'bacco-box—mark'd with my name

; When I pafs'd a whole fortnight between decks with
you

,

Did I e'er give a bufs, Tom, to one of the crew ?

To be ufeful and kind to my Thomas I ftaid,

For his trowfers I walh'd, and his bumbo i matie.

Though you threaten'd laft Sunday to walk in the
• mall

With Sufan, from Depford, and BiUingfgate Sail,

In lilence I flood, your unkindnefs to hear.
And only upbraided my Tom with' a tear.

Still faithful and fond from thefiift of my life,

Tho" I boaft rot the name, I've the truth of a wife.

For fallehood in wedlock too often is priz'd—
And the heart that isconllantfhouidnoi be tlc-fpis'd.

Arky.

PUBLISHED at tr-lO, BEDFORD-ROW, Dublin,
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In pralfe of Wine.

BANISH forrow, let's drink and be merry, boyj,

Time flies fwifily, to-morrow brings care;

If you believe it,

Drinking deceives it,

Wine will relieve it,

And drown defpair.

The fweets of wine are found in poffeilint;

'Tis juice divine, mankind's chiefeft bleffing;

The glafs is thine, drink, there's no excefs in

A bumper or two with a chearful friend.

'Tis wine gives fkrength when nature's exhaufted,

Heals the fick man, and frees the Have ;

Makes the iiiff ftumble.

And the proud humble.

Exalts the niggard,

Makes cowards brave.

Tor thefweets, &c.

"Tis wine that prompts the timorous lover
;

Be briilc with your miftrefs, denials defpife ;

She'll cry, you'll undo her,

But be a brifk wooer.

Attack her, purfue her,

.You'll gain the prize-

Fdr tJteJiuecii,.&.c.

'Tis wine that baniflies worldly forrow,

'J hen who would omit the pleafing taflc?

Since wine's fweet fociety

Eafes anxiety,

Hang dull fobriety.;

Bring t'other flafk.

For thefzucets, &c.

The Beggars.

Sung in the Comic Opera of ' The Jivia! Crc-.:-.''

THAT all men are beggars, we plainly may fee,

For beggars there are of ev'ry degree,

The' none are fo blefs'd or fo happy as we.

Which nobody can deny, deny
;

Which nobody can deny.

The tradefman he begs that his wares you would
buy.

Then begs you'd believe him the price is not high;

And fwears 'tis his trade, when he tells you a lie.

.tVkick nolody can deny, tS'c.

The lawyer he begs that you'd give him a fee,

Tho' he reads not your brief, or regards not your

plea.

But advifcs your foe how to get a decree.

Which Tioloily can deny, &c.

The courtier, he begs for a penfion, a place,

A ribbon, a title, a finile from his grace,

"Tis due to his merit, 'tis writ in his face.

Which nobody Jhould deny, &c.

But if, by mifhap, he fliould chance to get none.

He begs you'd believe that the nation's undone;
There's but one honeft man, and himfelfis that one,

IVhich nobody dares deny, feV.

The fair one fhe labours whole mornings at home,
IVew charms to create, and much paint to confume,
Yet begs you'd believe 'tis her natural bloom.

Ji'Tiich nobodyJhould deny, 'Se.

The lover he begs the dear nymph to comply

:

She begs he'd begone; yet with langiiiihinf; eye.

Still begs he would flay, for a maid fhe can't die.

.Which none but a /bol v'ould deny , &c

The Merits of Printing.

By J. S. DoDC.

ADDRESSED TO PRINTERS.

Wnc ALONE CAW FULLY COMPREHEND 'IHEM.

Tune—' Tk Rtafl BcifefOld EngUnd:

WHEN learning and fcience were both funk in

night,

AndGenius and Freedom werebanilh'd outright.

The invention of Printing foon broughtall to lipht..

Then carol the praifes of Printing,

And ling in that noble art's praiie.

Then all who profefs this great heaven-taught art,

And have liberty, virtue, and knov/ledge at heart.

Come join in thele verles, andnow bear a part,

Then carol, iSc

Tho' ev'ry Compofer a Galley muft have,

"Yet judge not trom that a Compoler's a Have,

For Printing hatholten dugTyranr.y's grave,

7'heii carol, fc c.

I^ Correction he needs, all mankind does the fame,

When heQuadrates his Matter, he is not to blame,

JFor to jujtijication he lays a Ilrong claim.

5"A;» carol, <Zc.

Tho' he daily Impofes, 'tis not to do wt'ong;

Like Nimrod he folloM's the Chace all day long.

And always to him a good Slice docs belong.

Then cato', C c.

Tho' friendly (o peace, yet Frejrch Cavo^i he l.eies,

Expert in his Great arALotig Primer he f^rcves.

And with flcill and addrels all h.\%Fur?iiturc moves,

7 hen carol, C t.

Tho' no antiquarian, he deals much in. Coins,

And freedom with loyalty clolely combines,

And to aid the Republic—of Letter?—he joins.

Then carol, ^£c

Extremes he avoids, and a Medium invites,

Tho' noElockhead, he often \nFoch-cap delights,

And handles hXs Shooting-Jiick, tho' he ne'er fights,

Thin carol, iSc.

But the art to complete, the ftout Prefs-ir.en mult

come.

And make ufe of their J)^?//s, their Frijiet cLnAI^rufK,

And to ftrike i^&lmpreffion t he Flatten pull home. .

Then carol, isc.

But as the old proverb declares very clear,

" We're the farthell from God when the Church we
" are near,"

.So, in all Printing tta/ii/i do devils appear.

Then carol, &c.

On therrefs,Truth, Religion, and Learning depend,

Whlift that remains free, Slav'ry ne'er gains its end,

Then my Bodkin in him who is not Printing's friend.

And carol, Jf'f

.
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A pretty Week's Work.

'N Monday, young Colin, wlio liv'd in the dale,

Catne to me when milking, and carry'd my pail;

He faid, that he well had examin'd his mind,

He'd wed me onWednefday, if I was inclin'd

;

And vow'd, when we came to the willow deck'd

brook,

If I doubled his truth, he'd fwear on the book.

To know if my lover would keep to his vow,

j
On Tuefday, the while he was bufy at plough,

I I ran to the cot of old Dorcas below.

And begg'd fne would tell me the thing I would

know ;

I sjave her a fixpenc-a I'd fav'd from my youth,

And promis'd another to come at the truth.

Her fpeflacles quickly fhe took from her fide,

Examin'd my hand, aft'd me queftions befide;

Then told me fhe faw, by a fpark in my eye.

If Colin was willing, 'twas beft to comply

:

Then laid, ^' child do this, left your wifhes are

crols'd,

'•" For in matters of love, no time's to be loft.

On Wednefday he came dizen'd out in his beft.

He gave me a poly to ftick in my breaft

;

Then fweetly he kifs'd me, and told rae the time,

And faid "let us hafte ere the village bells chime."

But I, filly I/fure the woril of my kind!

E.eply'd with a fneer, fir, I've alter'd my mind.

At this, withrefentmejit becoming the fwain,

Ke turn'd from a fool, and went ofF with diidain

;

As foon as he left me, I thought on my fate,

And the words of old Dorcas, but, ah! twas too

late

!

I ran to the toIc, fearch'd the hamlet^ roi;nd,

Tu find out my fwain, but no Colin I found.

On Thurfday, fo foon as the lark ftruck my ear,

I iravers'd the meads in purfuit of my dear;

Siiig on, pretty lark, (to the warbler I cry'd)

1 hou'rt happy, becaufe thou art true to thy bride

:

But, alas ! ail endeavours were idle and vain !

Islot one on the meadows knew ought of my fwain.

When Friday was come I grew fick of my lot ;•

I ran to the vale, and enquir'd at each cot

;

But fuccefslefs, alas! were all efforts to me,

No tidings I heard, nor no Colin could fee;

'Twas .Saturday, now, and the fearch I renew'd.

As lucklei's a5 ever, the fearch I purfu'd. ^

On Sunday I wandered diftradled till noon.

When tiic bells 'gan a peal, delightful in tune;

I ftopt the firft perfon I met in my way, .

And afked the caufe of their being fo gay
;

Who told me, this morning, young Colin had been

Wedded to beautiful Doll of the green.

That inftanti ran to the green willow'd brook,

Where Colin had fv\ore to be true, on a book;

My garters I bound to the llurdielt boiigh.

And had afted, ye virgins, I cannot tell how!
If reafon had not interpos'd with her aid,

And bade me defift, for a filly young maid.

Ye maidens v.'ho hear nie, ne'er aiff fuch a part,

Nor rejeft the true fwain who'd yield you his heart;

Comply when he's ttind, for I've known to my coft,

In matters of love there's no time to be loft.

Do this, and no eaule in your bofom fhall lurk,

To make you repent of a pretty week's work.

Cupid's Complaint.

ONCE, a bee, unfeen while Sleeping,

Touch'd, by love from rofe-buds creeping.

Stung the boy, who blood efpying

On his finger, fell a crying
;

Then both feet, and pinions ftraining,

Flew to Venus, thus complaining :

" Oh ! mamma, mamma, I am dying,
" Me, a little dragon fpying,
" Which the ploughman- tribe fo ftupid,
" Call a bee, has bit your Cupid."

'

" Ah !" quoth Venus, fmiling fhrewdly,
" If a bee can wound fo rudely,
" Cupid, think how fharp the Ibrrows
" Caus'd by thy envenom'd arrqws.

^

Song to Delia.

Br Dr. Walcot.

HOW long fhall haplefs Colin mourn,
The cold regard of Delia's eye?

The heart whole only crime is love,

Can Delia's foftnefs doom to die?

Sweet is thy name to Colin's ear;

Thy beauties, O divinely bright!

In one fhort hour by Delia's fide

I' tafte whole ages of delights

Yet though I lov'd thee more than life,

My tongue forbore its tondeft tale,

Not to difpleafe a cruel maid.

And figh'd amid'ft the diftant vale.

What happier fliepherd wins tliy fmiles,

A blifs tor which I hourly pine?

Some fwain, perhaps, whoi'e fertile vales,

And fleecy flocks are more than thine!

Few are the vales that Colin boafts,

And few the flocks thofe vales that rove!

With wealth I court not Delia's heart

—

A nobler bribe I offer— Love!

Yet fhould the virgin yield her hand,

And thoughtlefs wed for wealth alone

;

The ad: may make my bofom bleed,

But furely cannot blefs her own.

A Glafs is good.

AGIA^SS is good, and a lafs is good.

And a pipe is good in coW weather ;

The world is good, and the people are good.

And we're all good fellows together :

A bottle it is a very good thing.

With a good deal of good wine in it,

A fong is good when a body can fing.

And to finifh we muft begin it.

^ glafs is good, ^c,

A friend. is good when you're out of good luck.

For that is the time to try him ;

For a juftice, good the haunch of a buck.

With fuch a good prelent you buy him :

A fine old woman is good when (he's dead,

A rogue very good for jood hanging ;

A fool is good by the nofe to be led ;

My good fong delerves a good banging.

A glafs is good, Isfc^
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Monkifh Verfes.

BY WAY OT PARODY OH THE VEK8ES IHTITlJlB

.—** Alonzo the Brave and the FairJ^mogine'"-

tVUICH APPEARED IM urMB. IJ.

A BULL-DOG fo fierce, and a.fpaniel fo rceelc,

Convers'd as they lay on the mow ;

They ftar'd, and they bark'd—and then utter'd a.

fqueak

!

For the name of the dog we will Czfar befpcak,

And the bitch was the fair little i^yo.

" And, oh, then,'' faid Ca/ar, " a bull-baiting, dear,

" To-morrov/ takes jjlace at the fair:

" I thither am lent ; while I very much fear

" Some dogs, to your eyes thai more jileafing appear,

" Your aifeftioDs from me will enlnare!"

*' Nay, check thefefufpicions," faidF/ora,diftrefs*d,

" Nor injure your true-love fo far:

" For no other dog, you affured may rcfl,

" But Cfsfar alone, with my heart fhall be blefl

—

" For Cis/ar alone ruleth there.

" If e'er on my charms noify Pincher or Jack
" " Kepofe, while they call me their wife,

" I wifti" [here fhe lent forth a falfe oath alack
!]

" That your ghoft may appeal witliout tail to its

" back,
" Afcend froni below with a terrible crack

—

" And frighten me out of my life '."

ToSmithfield then haften'd this bull-dog fo fierce,

Little Flora gave vent to her woe;

Scarce three day elaps'fi (how I grieve lorehcarA'l)

When a grey-hound befpangl'dwiih fpols—what a

curfe!

—

Arriv'd at the kennel of Flo.

His collar, his perfon, his flattering vows,

Soon made her untrue to her fvvain—

He won her attachment by graces and bows;

At leiigtli fhe confented to call him her fpoufe

—

And ne'er, think of Cafar again

!

And now they were joined in 'Hymeri*s fbft ties,

And now they for fcalling prepar'd;

With pails fjill of tripe they regaled their eyes;

But how great was their wonder, difmay ,and furprife

When they heard the bell ring in the yard!

Then firft, much aflonifh'd, did Flcr0 behold " 5

Some other dog plac'd at her fide,

VV'ho bark'd not at all, tho' he look'd very bold,

While round to the fair one his eye-balls he roll'd—

And open'd his mouth very -wide !

His vifage v/as grufF, and gigantic his paw,
J-Jis collar was fable to view

;

From the guefls on a fudden did pleafure withdraw}

The dogs all fliriek'd out at the fight of his claw,

And the cats all in concert cry'd—" mew."

So great was the fear and difmay that he fpread;

So much had he frighten'd each dog.

None I'poke, till pcor Flora toik courage, and faid,

'" I pray that your gruffiiefs aliuo may be laid,

" While you deign to partake of our prog."

This faid, her requefl with attention he grants,

And he promis'd to alter his mein
;

He began like a donky to kick and to prance ;

His flefti from his bones fell, as 'twere in romance;.

And a (kelcton dog there was feen!

Thrn' the party this feni forth amazement, no doubt;

This flruclc with a jjanic the row!— '

The maggots crept in, and the maggots crept out

;

They llraggled, they jump'd, and they fcampeW
about,

V/hJle the fpedlre addrefs'd little Flo.

Thefe words (o falfe F/ora the fkeleton fpake,

While boldly he claim'd her as wife

—

" Eehold, I am come '.vithout tail lo my back,
" To bear you to torture, to painr., and to rack

;

" And.foj)utan end to your Ufa !"

He fpoke—and his clav/s round the Fair One he

threw;

Poor Flora redoubled her moan;
Then off with his priz^ to the X)evil he flew,

(Sad fate for poor Flora'.)—but nobody knt.w

Which way to Oxd Nick they were gone.

Not long liv'd the greyhound; .Tnd none fince ih^r

hour
To inhabit the kennel prefume :

There chronicles tell, forc'd by feme iTiighty pow'r.

She fuffers repentant, as i.\'ell as her wooer—
Ant! mourns her deplorable doom!

At midnigii t twelve li mes in the year does her fprite,

When mortals are all i'noring out,

Appear in the yard, on a moonfhiny night

.(Ye dogs, what a dreadful and horrible fight!)—

And fcreams as he twirls her about

!

With tubs full of brimflone, and water and mud,

'Midft dog-goblins they utter their woe;
A toaft they put round that would freeze one'j

heart's blood

—

<' Let us all drink a health to Co-fur the proud,
" And his confbrt, the falfe little F/o.'"
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Oh, take this Wreath.

OH, take this wreath my hand has wove,

The pledge and emblem of my love,

Thefe flow'rs will keep their brightcft hue,

While yuti are conftant, kind and true ;

'But fliould you; falfe to love and me,
Widi from my fonrfnefs to be free,

Foreboding that my fate is nigh,

Each grateful flow'r will droop arid die.

Come, ye Ladswho wifn to fhine.

/^'OME, ye lads who wifti to fhine

*- liiight in, future fiory,

Hade to arms and form the line,

That leads to future glory.

Charge the muflcet, point the lance,

Brave the worft of dangers,

Tell the biufl'ring fens of France,

That we to fear are flrangeis.

Britain, when thp lion's rous'd.

And her Hag k rearing.

Always finds her Ions difpos'd

To drub the foe that's daring.

Churls the mvjkei, £sfc.

Hearts of oak, with fpeed advance.

Pour your naval thunder

On the trembling fliores of France,

And flrike the world with wonder.

Charg^the mvjket, ifc-

: Honour for the brave to (hare,

Is the nobleft booty,

Guard your coaft.s protcft the fair.

For that's a Bri'-on's duty.

Charge the tnufiet, ^c.

Tho' Spain and Holland take their parts,

Bound in bafe alliance.

Let's all unite, and Britifh hearts

May bid the world defiance.

Beat the drum—the trumpet found.

Manly and ujiited.

Dangers face, maintain your ground,

And fee your country righted.

Dicky Goffip.

TTTHEN I was a younker, I firft was apprentict
' • Unto a gajf barber fo dapper and airy

;

I next was a carpenter, then turn'd dentift;

Then taylor, good lord ! then an apothecary.
But for this trade or that.

Why they all come as pat,

They all come as pat as they can,

For fliaving and tooth drawing.
Bleeding, cabbaging and fawing,

Dicky Goffip, Dicky Goffip is the man.

Tho' taylor and dentift but aukw^ardly tether,

In bot^i the vocations I ftill have wiy favinfs;
And two of my trades couple rarely together,

For barber and carpenter both deal in ftiavingJ',

So, for this trade or that.

Why they all come as pat,

2^key all come, ^c.

But blanders will Tiappen in callings fo various,
I fancy they happen to fome that are prouder;

I once gave a patient, whofe health was precarious^
A terrible dofe of my beft fhaving powder.

But no matter for that.

Why my trades come as pat,

S'key all come, Ife,

As wrapt in Sleep I lay.

A S wrapt in fleep I lay,

-'^ Fancy affumed her fway,

A voice that fpoke defpair.

Cried, " mourn thy lover banifh'd;
*' Cold, cold beneath the main,
" Lies he in battle flain,

" Mourn, motjrn thou wretched fair,

" All hopes from thee' are vaniih'd"

Upon the rock I Hood;
Forth from the foaming flood

Arofe the lovely form
Ot him who now is banifii'd^

Loofe flow'd his auburn hair,

Gor'd was his bofom bare ;

Sinking amid the norm,
HeCi^'h'd, " adieu," aniivfinifli'd.

FUB-LISHED at N" lO, BED FO RD -ROW, Dublin.

Where, the preceding Numbers can be had.
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Drunken Song.

OH, what a misfortune befel me to-day,

As riook'd for a pretty young girl.

They tumbled me into a butt of ftrong beer,

I thought to be drowned therein :

Be drowned therein, be drowned thereinj

I thought to be drowned therein.

But what is the reafon I reel thus about,

I'm afraid the beer's got in my head ;

I reel to and fro' lik(S a ihip in a ftorm,
• Oh, I viiih. I was fafe in tay bed.

Safe in my hed, VSc.

Oh, what a misfortune tefel me to-night.

As I fwam in a river of beer ;

I div'd to the bottom, and then'up again.

And now behold you all fee me here :

You. allfee me here, ^e.

But what is the reafon you will not Hand flill,

I find you muft all be drank up ;

I'll put it in my pocket and give it my wife.

And then fhe will fleep very well.

Willfieef -very xvell, ISc.

o,
OurTop Sail's a-trip.

UR. top fail's a-trlp, and our anchor's a-weigh.
To far diftant climes from my Fanny I Itray

;

Tho' borne by falfe winds, ftill thy failor is true,
Tho' wand'xing, he's conftant ro love and to you.

The rock-dafhing billows that loudly do roar,
The furge that rebounds from yon leflerilng ibore.
Seem toiwell with my tears, and the boiflei »us wind,
To increafe with my fighs, asl leave thee behind.

When perils furround me I'll think of myiove.
The foothing idea all fears will remove :

With fafety I'll plough thro' the dangerous main.
With grief now we partto meet happy again.

The l^eaih of Hebe.

FAIR Kebc, lovely Kebe gone,
A clay-cold viiftim lies ;

The rofe-buds from her cheeks are 'flown,
Pale death has clos'd her eyes :

In awful knell the folemn toll

Increas'd poor Colin's grief;
Affliflion's load weigh'd down his foul,

His mind knew no relief.

Oppreft with anguifh and defpair.
With downcaft eyes he mov'd.

And tending clofe the iable bier,
Bewail'd the maid he lov'd :

But when thefacred rights were paid.
And earth to heav'n was giv'n.

In forrow's voice he trembling faid,
" This is the will of heav'n."

Each coming day, at blufh of morn,
O'er Hebe's grave he Hands,

Where waving fhrubs the fpot adorn,
Rais'd by the mourner's hands

:

Hope's cheering rays afford no gleam,
To eale the fhepherd's fighs-;

The hallow'd turf feems ever green.
Bedew'd from Colin's eyes.

The Heltefs ftole away,

YOU who hunt after fortune attend.

And you who make beauty your game,
To me your attention pray lend,

I'm an heirefs of fortune and fame :

' " An heirefs! hark, forward," they cry,

Purfu'd by the young and the old
;

Over hedges and ditches they fly,

To come within view of the gold :

While I, like the poor timid hare,

When fhe firft hears the horn's diftant 'lay,'

Start, double, and run vi'iihout care,

"Stole away!" they all cry " ftole away !'

An Irifh young hunter gave chace,

O dear—but he'd make me his wife
;

Or 'twould be, when dead, my fad cafe,

To lead little apes' all my life :

" An heirefs ! hark, forward !
' his cry,

No danger his love fliould difmay,
Aflsr breaking his neck, he would try

To hunt me to deaih his own way :

IVken I, l^c.

But I've a young man in my eye.

Not you, fir ; no, no, fir, nor you ;

On him I may fafely rely.

He keeps me at all times in view :

"An heirefs ! hark, forward !" they cry,

Yet that had not power to charm
;

'Twas love, I'll not ftrive to deny,

A love that was gen'rous and warm :

I'll with him, like the poor timid hare,

When {he firft hears the horn's diftant lay,

Start, double, and run vs'itheut fear

"Stole away!" they all cry, " ftole away."

The Row.

TO be fure I don't love in my heart now,
What fonie people call a goqd duft.;

And with life was I fure for to part now,
As fome time or other I m.uft :

When I fee a lady in danger,

I up to her march with a bow.
And from her ne'er fhrink as a ftranger,

.But inftantly kick up"a row :

For I pelt away, whelt a -jay, whack away.
Lather awsy all that 1 can.

Well pleas'd I'm to lofe my life ftill.

For woman, that bleiling to man :

Give me but a fprig of fhilaly,

And may be I'll not fliew you how,
Be a puppy's coat ever fo mealy.

To duit, when I kick up a row.

•One night as I walk 'J down the flrand, I.

Saw ladies by ruffians abus'd.

So, fays I, to be fure I can't ftand by.

And fee the fweet creatures mifusM ;

So that which Ma'am Juftice fhould fettle,

Hed fhe been awake, you'll allow,
I, being of true Irifh mettle.

Compounded, by making a row.

For- 1 pelt away,, 'Wi:.

As for fighting, I don't fay I love it.

For fomelimes it proVes a bad job

—

And what, pray now, more would you have on't
I^ot a Inug gafh on my nob :

Em where I fee ladies ill treating.

My country I'll ftrait difavow.
If 1 don't give the thieves fuch a bating.
And always I'll keep up the row.

For Ipelt away, ^c
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•Oh ! I am come to the Low Country.

OH ! I am ^ome to the low country,

Ochon, ochon, ochrie.

Without a penny in my purfe,

To buy a meal to me.

It was nae fae in the Highland-hills,

Ochon, ochon, ochrie,

Nae woman in the country wide,

Sae happy was as me.

For then I had a fcore o' kye,

Ochon, ochon, ochrie,

Feeding on yon hill lo high,

And giving niilk to me.

And there I had three fcore o' ewes,

Ochon, ochon, ochrie,

Siipping on yon bonie knowes,

And calling woo to me.

I was the happieft of a' the clan,

Sair, fair may I repine.

For Donald was the braweft man.

And Donald he was mine.

'Ochon, oh, Donald, oh !

Ochon, ochon, ochrie .

Nae woman in the world fo vide,

Sae wretched now as me.

Summer's a pleafant Time,

SUMME.'I's a pleafant time,

blowers of ev'ry colour.

The water rurs o'er the heusrh.

And I long for my true lover.

Ay, waukin, O,

Waukin flill and weary,

Sleep I can eet nane,

t or thinking on my dearie.

A\'hen I fleep I dream.

When I wauk I'm irie,

Reft I can get nane,

For thinking on my dearie.

Jy Waukin, ^c.

Lanely night comes on,

A' the lave are lleeping,

1 think on my bonny lad.

And I bleer my een wi' .greeting.

Aj waickin, ?5V.

Tbe jolly Tar.

COME, come, jolly boys, that failors be.

Who oft' have plough'd the dang'rous feaj

And when you hear the whiftling wind,

Still think of her you left behind :

Still let her bleffed image near,

Prcferve your faithful heart from fear,

And to your breaft the tablet keep,

Thro' all the dangers of the deep.

Come, come, jolly boys, who failors be,

Who are fo happy and fo free ?
_

The lucklefs lar.dfmen's quiet mind.

By home, or wife, is oft' confin'd :

Whillt Vi-e, tho' dreaded thunders roll,

That know no pow'r to fhake our foul„

O'er diftant fcenes in triumph hurl'd,

Still ftel no limits but the world.

Whilft a Captive to your Charms.

WHILST a captive to your charms

I enfold you in my arms.

When I figh and fwear I'm true,

Think I love no girl but you.

When I fay your face is fair.

And all of you beyond compare,-

Praife your mind, and temper too,

Love but him who loves but you.

While I doat upon you more
Than fhepherd did on nymph before,

Can you bid the world adieu.

Can you love as Idove you ?

O'er lands and waves with you I'll fly^

With you I'll live, with you I'll die ;

Whate'er you'd have of me, I'll do.

Then think I none can love but you.

Whilft I breathe my ardent flame, ,

Has your bofom caught the fame ?

Let me have, dear girl, my due,

Love then him who loves but you.

Sweet your look and fond your figh.

To my wifhes now comply ;

Hymen claims to-day his due;

Love then me as I love you.

Young Damon of the Vale.

XT'OUNG Damon of the vale is dead,
A Ye lowland hamlets moan,

A dewy turf lies o'er his head.

And at his feet a ilone.

His fhroud, which Death's cold damps deftroy,

Of fnow-white threads was made
;

All mourn'd to fee fo fweet a boy
In earth for ever laid.

Pale panfies o'er his corpfe were plac'd.

Which, pluckt before their time,

Beftrew'd the boy, like him to wafte.

And wither in their prime.

But will he ne'er return, whofe tongue

Could tune the rural lay?

Ah, no ! his bell of peace is rung.

His lips are cold as clay.

They bore him out at tvpilight hour.

The youth who lov'd fo well

—

Ah, me ! how many a true love ihow'i"

Of kind remembrance fell!

Each maid was woe—but Lucy chief.

Her grief o'er all was tried.

• Within his grave fhe dropt in grief,

And o'er her lov'd one died.

SONG.
Sung in ' Ledcifia.'

YE ftreams that round my prifon creep,

If cm your mofiy banks you fee

My gallant lover ftand and v.eep, ,

Oh, murmur this com.ir.and trom me—
-" Thy millrefs bids thee hafle away,
" And fhun the broad-ey'd watchful day."

Ye gales that love to hear me figh,

If in your breezy flight you fee

My dear Florefki ling'ring nigh,

Oh, whifper this command irom me—
" Thy miflrefs bids thee hafte away,
" And fhun the broad-ey'd watchful day."
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The Triumphs of Owen.'*

A FRAGMENT.

BY MR. GRAY.

^WEN's praife demands my fong,

Owen fwift, and Ozuen ftrong

;

Faireft flower oi Roderic's, ftem,_

§ Gwyneth'sihield, and Britain's gem.

He nor heaps his brooded ftores, '

Nor on all profufely pours,

lord of every regal art,

Lib'ral hand, ftnd open heart.

Big with hoSs of mighty name,

Squadrons three againft him came
;

This the force of Eirin hiding.

Side by fide as proudly riding.

On her Ihadow long and gay

jl
Lochlin ploughs the wat'ry way -,

There the Norman fails afar,

Catch the winds, and join the war;

Black and huge along they fweep,

Burdens of the angry deep.

Dauntlefs on the native fands

"f The dragoh-fon of Mona ftands;

In glitt'ring arms and glory dreft.

High he rears his ruby creft.

There the thund'ring firokes beginv

There the prefs, and there the din
;

Talymalfra's roclcy ftiore

'Echoing to the battle's roar.

J Check'd by the torrent-tids of blood

Backward Meinai rolls his flood
;

While heap'd his mafter's feet around,

Proftrate warriors gnaw the ground.

Where his glowing eye-balls turn,

Thoufand banners round- him burn.

Where he points his purple fpear,

Hafty, hafty rout is there.

Marking witK indignant eye

Fear to flop, an.d fhame to fly.

There Confufion, Terror's child,

' Conflift fierce, and Ruin wildj

Agony, that pants for breath,

Defpair and honourable death.******* -^ *

* From Mr. Evans's fpccimen of the Welch poetry, London,
l^6^. QiKivto. Owen fucttcuen his falher, Griffin, in'.the prin-
cipality t>r North Wales, A. D. 1 1 io. This battle was fought
near 40 years afterwards.

!|
Denmark.

§ North Wales,

f The Red Dragon is the Device of Cadivallader,v,-hich a!! his
Dcicendants bore on their Uanaers.

t This and the three following Lines are not in the former
Eoi'tonsbttarenow addedfrom the Author's MSiS.

The Caroufal of Odin.

BY MR. FENROSE.

TT'ILL the honey'd bev'rage high,
-*

Fill the fculls, 'tis OJinVciy -.

Heard you not the powerful call,

Thund'ring thro' the vaulted hall ?

" Fill the meath, and fpread the board,

" Vaffals of the grifly lord."

The portal hinges grate,— they come

—

The din of voices rocks the dome.
,

In ftalk the various forms, and dreft
|

In various armour) various veft,

With helm and morion, targe and fhield, y

Some ;quivering launces couch, fome bitiog macesl

wield :

All march with haughty ftep, allproudly fhake llie

creft.

The feaft begins, the fcuU goes round,

Laughter fhout-E—the fhouts refound 1

The guft of war fubfides -e'en now
.The grim chief curls his cheek, ^nd fraooths his

. rugged brow.

" Shame to your pilacid front, ye men ofdeath!"

• Cries Hilda, with diforder'd breath.

' Hell echoes back her fcofF of ihame

To the inaftive rev'ling champion's Same.
" Call forth the fong," ihe fcream'd,—the mhSirek

came—
The theme was glorious war, the'dsar deliijht

.-Of fhining beft- in field, and daring nioft in fight.

' " Joy to the foiil," the harpers -fung,

" Vv'hen embattl'd- ranks among,

" The fteel-clad knight, in vigour's bloom,

(Banners waving o'er his plume)

"•Foremoft rides, the flower and boaft

" Of the bold deterinin'd hoft '."

With greedy ears the guefts each note devour'd.

. Each ilriick his beaver down, and grafp'd his faith-

ful.fword.
I

The fury mark'd th' aufpiciou.' deed,

And bad the Scalds procetd.

' Joy to the foul I a joy divine !

" V\ hen confiicHing armies join
;

" Vi hen trumpets clang, and bugles found

;

" When ftrokes of death are dealt around;

" W hen the fword feafls, yet craves fortnorej

" And every gaunlet drips with gore."

—

T;ie charm jjrevaii'd, up rufh'd the madden'd throng

Panting for carnage, as ihey foam'd along,

Fierce Odin's felf led forth the frantic band.

To fcatter havock wide o'er many a guilty iand.
;
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Hope told a flatt'rlng Tale.

TTOPE told a flatt'ring tale,

*•- That joy woulJ foon return.

Ah., nought my fi^hs avail.

For love is doom'd to mourn.

Ah,'wJieTc's the flatterer gone?
From me for ever flown.

The happv- dream of love is o'er.

Life, alas I can charm no more.

How fweefs the Love that meets return.

WHEN firft I tjenn'd joting Sandy's face.

He fung and look'd « i' fie a graced

He ftole my heart, but did na care,

The lad he lov'd a lafs more fair.

And oft' I lung o'er brae and bura.

How Iweet's the love that meets return.

He loo'd a lafs wi' fickle mind.

Was fometimes caul and fometimes kind.

Which made the love-fiok laddie rue,

For file was caul w^hen he was true :

He mourn'd and fung o'er brae and burn.

How fweet's the love that meets return.

One day a pretty wreath he twin'd.

Where cowflips and fweet lav'" rocks join'd,

To make a garland for her hair

—

But fhe refus'd a gift fae fair :

" This fcorn" he cry'd " can ne'er be borne;
" But fweet's the love that meets return."

Juft then he met my tell-tale een,

(And trueft love is fooneft leen)

" Dear lafs" faid he " my heart is thine,

" For thy foft wiiflies are like mine :"

Now Jenny in her turn may mourn.

For fweet's the love that meets return.

My anfwer v.as bold, frank, and kind,

1 lov'd the lad and told my mind ;

To kirk we went vci' hearty glee,

And w.ha fae blcfl as he and rae ?

Now blithe we iing o'er brae and burn.

How fweet's the love that meets return.

If o'er the cruel Tyrant, Love.

IF o'er the cruel tyrant. Love,
A conqueft 1 believ'd,

The flatt'ring error ceafe to prove,

O let me be deceiv'd.

Forbear to fan the gentle flame

Which love did firft create,

What was my pride is now my fhame,
And muft be turn'd to hate.

Then call not to my wav'ring mmd
The weaknefs of my heart.

Which, ah ! I feel too much inclin'd

To take the traitor's part. Artaxexesi

Indeed, young Man, I mufl deny.

WHEN firfl young Harry told his tale,

I fmil'd and turn'd the deafen'd ear;
Or if he -met me in the vale,

I laugh 'd his doleful figh to hear:
I danc'd and fung as if for life,

JJor thought he meant me for his wife;
And when he woo'd, I us'd to cry.

Indeed, young man, I muft deny:

Indeed, young man, I muft deny;

I muft deny, I muft deny, I muft deny,

Indeed, young man, I muft deny.

One day, upon the village green,

'to dance, the lads and lafTes met

;

In ev'ry face gay mirth was feen,

Yet Harry feem'd to pine and fret;

He look'd and figh'd, yet fear'd to fpcak.

As if his heart was like to break.

He afk'd a kifs, I cry'd, oh, fie.

Indeed, young man, I muft deny.

Indeed, young man, &a>

He pull'd my fleeve, I turn'd my head.

As if I was inclin'd to ftay.

While blufhes on my cheeks were fpread.

Which he obferving kifs'd aviay :

" To yonder church, let's go," he cry'd,

" And there be mado riychainiing bride;"

I thought 'twas folly to be fhy.

And own'd I could no muis deny.

And ownd I could^ iSc.
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TheCobler.

APSALM or a fong-finging cobler be I,

Who cares not a fnap for the proudeft;

I jokes in my ftall with the girls paffing by,

And hammers away with the loudefl

;

My foul's made of right honeft well-weaving ftufF,

And my upper-leathers can't be furpals'd;

As thevery beii tann'd hide my merry heart's tough,

Firil of cobieis', I ftick to my kll

:

"' With hammer, awl, and fliarp'ningh,one,

Max and ftrap, pegs and paring knife,

Briilles, thread, and lap-flone,
'

The cobler leads a jolly life;

Singing Inudly all. the while.

To make his work go merry,

. Tol de rol, lol lol iul de rol lol,

. And heigh down derry.

When a bachelor fpnice, all the young giggifli titt,

With their eyes a love ftory would tell.

Says I. that won't do, girl, .that fhoe never fits,

'I'ill at laft I got tack'd to my NtLl :

What tho'f now and ihen doftorStrap gives advict;

Our quarrels are unmix'd with gall

;

A kifs and a I'mile. makes it up in a thrice,

I'm Nell's, and my Nell, is my all.

- M^ith hammer, i^c.

I was ax'd by a mafterto dine at his-'fr.op,

V' ho'd a deuce of a quartelfome wife.

Who made the houie fcake, aye irom bottom totop,

A vixen fhe was to the lite :

In hertantTums,her fpoufe fwore he'd kick her (he

was vex'd)

, Out of doors, if no ftranger was nigh ,

I feeing the gemman and his lady io pcrplex'd,

Cry'd, don't make a ftranger ot I.

/; i/h /uimmcr, ^S'c.

' Kate of Dover.

[ED FLINT was lov'd by all the ftip,

Was tender-hearted, bold and true,

He'd work his v.ay, or drink his flip.

With e'er a feaman in the crew :

Tho'''^;ed had fac'd his country's foe.

And twirfe had fail'd the world all over,

Had feen his mefTmates oil* laid low.

Yet would hs figh for Ivate of Dover.

Fair was the •Enorn when on the fhore,

Ned flew to *ake oi Kate his leave
;

Says he " my love, youivgrief give o'er,

" For Ned can n'er hisKate deceive :

" Let Fortune Imile, or let her Irown,
" To you I ne'er will prove a rover;

" All cares in gen'rous flip I'll drovi n,

" And ilill be true to Kate of Dover."

The tow'ring cliffs they bade adieu.

To 'tirave all dangers on the main,
' When, lo ! a fail appear'd in view.

And Ned with many a tar was llain :

Thus Death, who lays each hero low,

Robb'd Kitty of her faithful lover ;

"The tars oft tell the tale ot woe,

, And heave a figh for Kate of Doyer.

How welcome, my Shepherd.

TTOW welcome, my fhepherd, how welcome to me
Is ev'ry occafion of meeting with thee ;

But when thou art abfent, how joylefs am I,

Contented, methinks, I could fit down and die.

The oft'ner I fee you, the more I approve
The choice I have made, and am fix'd in my love

;

For merit, like your's., ftill brighter is fhewn,
Aaid more' to be valued thevmore it is known.

To live in a cottage with ihee, I would chufe.
And crowns for thy fake I would gladly refufe;
Not all the vaft treafureof wealthy Peru
To me would leem precious, if balanc'd with you.

Forcall my -ambition to thee is confin'd.

And nothing could pleafe me if thou wert unkind
;

'I hen faithfully love me, and happier I'll be.

Than plac'd on a throne if to reis-n without thee.

Liibin of the tnil.

i'V
'^"^^'^ Loweftoff waves its yellow corn.
Young Lubin does reiiue,

Ot humbk' ftatc, and, lowly born,
Devoid of fame or pride :

The fhepherd's boJom free from guile

_
Knows nought of art or ill,

'^ et v\ ho can love and fweetly fmile
Like Lubin of, the hill.

Tho' riches fcorn to deck his cot,

Content around him dwells;
And tho' but few the fheep he's got,

His ileete all flocks extells :

Rear'd by his care they friflj and play,
And rove about at will.

Like \irhen I gave my heart away
'J'o Lubin of'the hill.

But Hymen fo"n fhall join our hands,
Young Lubin has confefs'd,'

And lure, when love cements the bands,
V\ e mu-ft be truly blefl. :

My handand heart has long been thine.

And fiiall, my fhepherd. full
,

For who that's m..arry'd, can repine.

With "Lubin of the hill.

t

Where braving-angry Winter's StdrraSo

WHERE braving an'gry winter's ftorms,

The lofty ochels rife,

Fai- in the fhade my Peggy's charms
Firft bleft my wondering eyes.

As one who by fome fa'."age flream,

A lonely gem furveys,

Aflonifti'd doubly makes it beam,
With art's moft polifh'd blaze.

Bleft be the wild fequefter'd fhade,

And bleftthe day and hour,

Wh^re Peggy's charms I firft furvey'd,

When firft ! felt their pow'r.

The tyrant, death, with grim controul,

May ieize my fleeting breath.

But tearing Peggy iiom my Ibul,

Muft be a fironcrer death.
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' The Infant Spring.

THE infant fpTing returns again,

The wild birds plume their wings

;

To cheer the artlefs nymph and fwain,

Hark, how the woodland rings

:

Now let me hail the breezy morn,
While niufic- fills the vale,

And liflen to the huntfman's horn.

Which echoes thro' the dale.

--Befide the brook, or up the hill,

Or o'er the flow'ry lawn,

.The lab'riyg peafant trudges ftill,

~
., At early peep of dawn :

A'ozu lei me hail, l^c,

.'.Let me enjoy the rural fhade.

Where nature fmiles around
;

;And ev'ry fwain, and ev'ry maid.

With innocence is crown'd.

JVoTO let ntc hall, ^c.

"Tantivy, njy Boys, Tantivy.

\7"E dull fleeping mortnls of ev'ry degree,

-*- Awake at the found of my long;

Ye fiuggards arife, and to hunting with me.
Tantivy, I'll le;id you along,

MD'er mounts ins and vallics.o'er woodlands and dales,

And forefts impervious to. fight,

rj'll lead, if my argujnent with you prevails,

I'll lead you, brave boy.'i, to delight.

:'Ta'ntiz<y, hraiie loys, ^c.

'Hygea Tm caird by the faijes of old,

The.goddefs prefiding o'er health ;

Then vanture, like heroes, with ine, and be bold,

Tantivy, you'll add to your i^'ealth :

^Tor riches, bei'.eve me's, a bubble at beft,

If health fhould forget to attend ;

Then hnfte, my brav e boys, in purfuit cf the guefl,

And ihe will your wifbes hetriend.

Tantivy, tny boys, isfc,

.'In. courts or in cities its not to be found,

Where folly has fix'd her retreat,

But hallen with me o'er the green mantled ground,

Tantivy, tantivy, repeat:

The ruddy comj^lexion that criinfons the face,

The elegaEt glovv on the cheek,

rFar fweeter than riches, are found by the chace,

. And thefe are the pleafures we feek.

Tanti-jy, my lays, Cs'r.

Let^s range the Fields.

PRIMROSES deck'd the bank's green fide,

Cowilips enrich'd the valley.

The black-bird woos his deflin'd bride.

Let's range the fields, my Sally.

The devious path our fteps fliall bring

To yonder happy grove,

Where nightingales delighted fing,

'And zephyrs whifper love.

With fweeteft flow'rs a wreath I'll twine,

To twine that modeft brow of thine ;

My love Giall banilb ev'ry fear.

And crown thee goddefs of the year.
^

BALLAD,

The .Cruel Black.

-A lamentable ballad of the tragical end of a gallant lord and
virtuous lady ; together with the untimely death of (heir two
children; wickedly performed by a beathenifli and blood-
thirty bkck-a-moor : the like of which cruelty and murder
was never heatd bftefore.

N Rome a nobleman did wed
A virgin of great fame

;

A fairer creature never did
Dame Nature ever frame :

By whom he had two children fair,

Whofe beauty did excel •,

They were their parents only joy,
They lov'd therri both fo well.

The lord he lov'd (6 hunt the hnck.
The tyger, and the boar ;

And dill for fwiftnefs always took
With him a black-a-moor

;

Which black-a-moor, within the wood.
His lord he did offend.

For which he did him then correft,
In hopes he would amend.

The day it grew unto an end, * '

Then homeward he did hafte,

Where with his lady he did reft.

Until th<^ night was paft.

Then in the morning he did rife.

And did his fervants call,

A hunting he provides to go,
'

Straight they were ready all.

To caufe the toil the lady did

Intreat him not to go :

" Alas, good lady," then quoth he,
" Why art thou grieved fo ?

" Content thyfelf, I will return
" With fpeed to thee again."

" Good father," quoth the little babeSr
" With us here ftill remain."

" Farewell, dear children, I will go
" A fine thing for to buy ,"

But they, therewith nothing contentj

Aloud began to cry.

The mother took them by the hand,

Saying, " cofiie go with me
" Unto the highelt tower, where

" Your father you fhall fee."

The black-a-raoor, perceiving no^w,

(Who then did ftay behind,)

Kis lord to be a hunting gone.

Began to call to mind :

" My matter he did me correcfl,

" My fault not being great

;

" Now of his wife I'll be reveng'd,

" She fliall not me intreat."

The place was "moated round about,

The bridge heup did draw;

The gates he bolted very fjift,

Of none he flood in awe.

"He up into the tower went.

The lady being there,

Who, when ftie faw his count'nance grim,

.She ftraight began to fear.

But now mytrembling heart does quake

To think what I muft write ;

My fenfes all begi^n to tail.

My foul it doth affright : i

Yet muft i make an end of this,

'-. hich here I have begun.

Which will make fad the hardeft heart,

Before that I have done. '
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This wretcli unto the ladj went.
And her -with fpeed did will.

His luft forthwith to fatisfy,

His mind for to fulfiL

The lady ihe amazed was,

To hear the villain fpeat

;

•" Alas !" quoth fte, " what ihall T do ?

" With grief my heart will br^ak."

With that he tooT^ her in his arms ;

She flraight for help did cry : . "
" Content yourfelf, lady," he faid,

" Your hufband is not nigh :

" The bridge is drawn, the gates are fhut,

" Therefore come lie with me,
*' Or elfe, I do proteft and vow,

« Thy butcher I will be."

The chryftal tears ran down her face.

Her children cry'd amain.
And fought to help their mother dear.

But all it was in vain ;

For that egregious filthy rogue
Her hands beJiind her bound.

And then perforce with all his might,
He threw her on the ground.

With that fhe fhrielc'd, her children cry'd.

And fuch a noife did make,
That towns-folks, hearing her laraents,

Did feek their parts to take :

Eut all in vain, no waj was found
To help the lady's need.

Who cry^d to th^m moil piteoufly,
" O help ! O help ! with fpeed !"

Some run into the foreft wide.
Her lord home for to call

;

And i\tj that Hood ftHl did lament
This gallant lady's fall.

With fpeed her lord came .poiling home.
He could not enter in ;

His ladies cries did pierce his heart

;

To call he did begin :

r
" O hold thy hand, thou favage moor,

" To hurl her do forbear,
•" Or elfe, be fare, if I do live,

" Wild horfes fhall thee tear."

With that the rogue ran to the wall.

He having had bis will,

And brought one child under his arm.
Its deareft blood to fpill,

The child, feeing his father there.

To him for help did call

:

" Oh, father help my mother dear,
" We fhall be killed all."

Then fell the lord upon his knee.

And did the moor intreat.

To fave the life of this poor child,

Whofe fear was then lo great.

But this vile wretch, the little «hild

By both the heels did take.

And dafh'd its brains againfl the wall,

Whilft parents hearts did ake :

That being done, he ftrai^htway ran
Tlie other child lo fetch,

And pluck'd it from the mother's brcaft,

Moft like a cruel wretch.

Within one hand a knife he trottght.

The child within the other ;

And holding it over the wall.

Saying, " thus fhall die thy motljer."j

With that he cut the throat of it •,

Then to the father call,

To look how he the head did cut,

With that the head did fail.

This done, he threw it down the wall
Into the moat fo deep ;

Which made the father wring his hands,
And grievoufly to weep.

Then to the lady vent this rogue,

Who was Bear dead with fear,

Yet this vile wretch moft cruelly

Did drag her by the hair ;

And drew her to the very wall.

Which when her lord did fee,

Then prefently he cried out.

And fell upon his knee-:

Quoth he, " if thou will fave her life,

" Whom I do love fo dear,

" I will forgive thee all that's paft,

" Tho' they concern me near.

" O fave her life, I thee befeech ;

" O fave her I thee pray,
" And I will grant thee what thou wilt

" Demand of me this day."
" Well," quoth the moor, " I do regard

" The jiioan that thou doft make:
" If thou wilt grant me what I alk,

^' I'll fav-e her for thy fake."

" O fave her life, and then demand
" Of me what thing thou wilt."

" Cut off thy nofe, and not one drop
" Of her blood Ihall be fpilt."

With that the lord prefently took
A knif^ within his hand.

And then his nofe he quite cut off,

In place where he did Hand.

" Now I have bought my lady's life,"

He to the moor did call :

" Then take her," quoth this wicked rogue,
And down he let her fall.

Which when her gallant lord did fee.

His fenfes ail did fail

;

Yet many fought to lave his life,

£ut nothing could prevaiL

When as the moor did fee him dead.

Then did he laugh amain
At them who for their gallant lord

And lady did complain ;

Quoth he, " I know you'll torture me,
" If that you can me get,

*' But all your threats I do not fear,

" Nor yet regard one whit.

" Wild horfes fhall my body tear,

" I know it to be true,

" But I'll prevent you of that pain ;'*

And down hinifelf he threw.
Too good a death for fuch a wretch,
A villain, void of fear !

And thus doth er^d as fad a tale,

As ever man did hear.
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Deareft Kitty,

DEAREST Kitty, kind and fair.

Tell me when, and tell me where,

Tell thy fond and faithful fwain,

When we thus fliall meet again?

When fhall Strephon fondly fee

Beauties only found in thee ?

Kifs thee, prefs thee, ling and play,

AH the happy live long day.

Deare^ Kitty, Gfc

All (he happy day, 'tis true,

Ulefs'd but only when with you,

Is' ightly Sirephon -fighs alone.

Sighs till Hymen mates us one

;

Tell me then and eale my pain.

Tell thy loud a-nd faithful lij-ain,

Vi hen the prieft fhall kindly join

Kitty's trembling hai>d with mine.

Dearefi Kitty, Wc.

"When firft upon your tender Cheek.

WHEN firft upon your tender cheek

I favv the morn of beauty break.

With mild and chearing beam,

I bow'd before your infant fhrine,

The earlieft fighs you had -xert mine.

And you my darling theme.

I faw you in that op'ning morn,

Tor beauties boundlefs empire born,

And firit confefs'd your fway,

And e're your thoughts devoid of art.

Could learn the value of a heart,

I gave my heart away.

I watch'd the dawn of ev'ry grace,

And gaz'd upon that angel face,

While yet 'twas fafe to gaze ;

And fondly blefs'd each rifiiig charm,

Nlt thought fuch innocence- could harm,

The pea e of luture days—
But np.v defpotic o'er the plains.

The awful noon of beauty reigns,

And kneeling crxsuds adore :

Ttiefe chai-mf arife too fiercely bright,

Danger and death attend the fight,

And I muft hope no more.

When Mirth an Infant fleeping lay.

WHEN Mirth an infant fleeping lay.

To fliield him from the fcorching day ;

A vine-branch o'er his face was flung,

With many a rip'ning clufter hung,
Rich with the neftar bright

:

The neftar, which the heav'ns diftill,

Inftead of dew—the grape to fill,

And give the heart delight.

The emerald fruit, from fummer beam,
Soon caught the ruby's brilliant gleam

:

Some bunches fell near Mirth's full lip,

1 hefe—thefe he prefs d—and learn'd to fip—
To fip the neiftar bright

;

The ne£iar, (fc<,

From year to year he quaff'd the tide.

And tho' of ftrength the woods to ftride.

He to his vine-bough arbour clung.

And fwore he'd be forever young :

To drink the ne^ar bright

:

The neBar, Ifa.

Tell me, Delia, charming Fair,.

TELL me, Delia, charming fair.

Why I hope, or why defpaitf

Why I'm bleft when thou art by,

Or when abfent fleals the figh?

Eafe my breaft, my doubts remove,

Is it friendfhip ? is it love ?

Friendfhip's privilege I claim.

But 1 fear the lover's name.

Age and fortune both confpire

To fupprefs each fond defire :

Reafon too (but reafon's vain)

Bids me be myfelf again.

Srill I ftruggle, flill purfue,

Reftlefs cares, and all for you.

Then tell me, Delia, lovely fair ?

Why I hope, or why defpair ?

Thou canft each fond doubt remove;
Is it freedom ? is it lave ?
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Ye Warblers, Avhile Strephon I moan.

YE warblers, while Strephon I moan.

To cheer me your harmony bring,

-Unlefs fince my fliepherd is gone

You choofe like poor Phillis to ling.

Each flower declines its fweet head,

Nor odours around me will throw,

WhUe ev'ry fot't lamb on the measl,

beains kindly to pity my woe.

Jack at the Windlafs.

COME, all hands, ahoy,,to the anchor.

From friends and relations to go ;

Poll blubbers and cries—devil thank her

—

She'll foon take another in tow :_

This breeze like the old one will kick us

About on the boifterous main,

And one day, if Death does not trick us,

Perhaps we may come back again :

With a -will-ho.then, pulUway,jolly boys,

At the mercy of fortune we go,

We're in for it, then what a folly, bays.

For to be down hearted, yo-ho.

Ourboatfwain takes care of the rigging,

More efpecially when he gets drunk;

The bob-llays iupply him with fwigging.

He the cable cuts up for old junk :

,The ftudding-fail ferves for a hammock.

With the clue-lines he bought him his call.

While enfigns and jacks, in a manrunoc,

He fold, to buy trinkets for Poll.

JVith a zvill-ho, '^c.

Of the purfer, this here is the maxim.

Slops, grog, and provifions, he facks

;

Sow he'd look, if you was but to ax him,

With the captain's clerk who 'tis goes fnacks?

Oh ! he'd find it another-guefs llory,

That would bring his bare back to the cat.

If his majefty's honor and glory

Was only jull told about that.

IVith a will-ho, l^c.

The chaplain's both holy and godly,

And fets up for heaven agog :

Yet, to my mind, he looks rather oddly,

When he's fwearing and drinking ot grog :

When he took on his knee Betty Bowfer,

And talk'd of her beauty and charms,

Cry'd I, which is the way to, heav'n now, fir ?

"Why, you dog" cry 'd'the chaplain "her arms I"

With a will-ho, Uc.

The gunner's the devil of a lubber.

The carfindo can't fifli a maft ;

The furgeon's a lazy land-lubber.

The mafter can't fteer if he's aft

:

The lieutenants conceit are all wrapt in,

The.mates hardly merit their flip •,

Nor is there a fwab, but the captain.

Knows the ftem from the Item of the fiiip.

With a •will-ho y ISc^

Now 'fore and aft' having abus'd them,

Juft but for my fancy and gig,

Could I find any one that ill-us'd them,

D—n me but I'd tickle his wig :

Tack never was known for a railer,

' Twas fun ev'ry word that I fpoke ;

•And the fign of a true-hearted failor.

Is to give and to take a .good joke.

^With afwlllzkq, &>.

Liften to the Voice of Love*

CAST, mj love, thine eyes aio'^nd.

See the fportive lambkins play.

Nature gaily decks the ground,

All in honour of the May.
Xike the fparrovv and the dove,

Liften to the voice of love.

Let us loveand let us live

Like the cheerful fcafon gay

;

Banilh care, and let us give

Tribute to the fragrant May,
Like the fparrow and the dove

, Liften to the voice of love.

We fhall be married To-morrow.

YOUNG Will of the green is the lad to my mind,
' For tho' he is apt to be teazing.

Not a fwain in the village, tho' gentle and kind,

Talks of love in a m^',n.ner fo pleafing :

Laft night as I rov'd on the banks of the Dee,
To be fure. my fond lever rr.uft follow

—

He forc'd a fend kifs, and a promife from me, '

That we fhould be married to-morrow.

I fain would have, anfwer'd, indeed 'tis too foon,

But the lad was lo for.d and endearing,

I could not refufe him fo fimple a boon.

When ,all that he crav'd was ahearinp' :

Mj hand he fo prefs'd, that 1 could not fay no,

Or give the fond youth any.forrow,

I heard him with patience determine it fo,

And we ftiall be-married to-morrow.

. In the morning the bells v ill merrily ring.

My heart with tie thought isdeliehted
;

Nor e'er will I «nvy a queen or a king.

When I and my love are united ;

Our lives .Ihali be fpent without murmur or ill,

Nor e'er know of trouble or iorrosv,

And then he (hall kifs me as oft' as. he will,

For we fhall be.married torjuorrow.

1

Englifh Ale.

D'YE^mind-me ? I once was a failor.

And in different countries I've been,

If I lie, may I go for a tayior

—

But a thoufand fine fights I have feen :

I've been cramm'd with good things like a wallet,

And I've guzzled. more drir.k than a whale.

But the very belt fluff to my palate.

Is a glafs of your Englifli good Ale.

Your doftors may boaft of their lotions,

And ladies may talk of their tea •,

But I envy them none of their potions,

A glafs of good ftingo for me-

The doflor may fr.eer if he plcafes.

But my receipt never will fail,

For the phyfic that cures all difeafes.

Is a bumper of Englifh good Ale.

When my trade was upon th.e fait ocean,

Why thereT had plenty of grog.

And I lik'd it, becaui'e I'd a notion

It fets one's good Ipirits agog :

But fince upon land I've been fleering,

Experience has alter'd my tale,

.Tor nothing on earth is fo cheering

As a bumper of Englifli good Ale.
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Rule Britannia.

WHEN Britain fifft at heav'n's command,
Arofe from out the azure main,

This was the charier, the charter of the land,

And guardian angels fung the flraih ;

Eiile Britannia,

Britannia rule i-^ie waves,

Brkains never w ill be Haves.

The nations, not fo Weft as thee,

Muft in their turns to tyrants fall,

"While thou flialt flourifli great and free,

The dread and envy of thcni all.

'-Rule Britannia, &c.

'Still more majcfiic flialt thoii rife,

More dreadlul from each foreign llroke ;

As the loud blaft that rends the fkies,

Serves b'ut to rdot thy native oak.

Rule Britannia, &c.

Thee, haughty tyrants ne'cr-fhall tame,

Ail their attempts to bend thee down.
Will but arouae thy gen'rous flame,

But work their v«oe and thy renown.

Ruh Britannia, Wc.

To thee belongs the rural reign,

Thy cities fiiall with commerce 'Ihine,

All thine fhall be the fubjeft main.

And ev'ry fliore in circles thine.

Rule Britannia, ^c
The mufes fl'ill with freedom found',

Shall to thy happy coafts repair,

Bleft ifle ! with raatchlefs beauty crown'd.

And manly hearis to guard the fair.

. Ruh Britannia, i^c.

•The gentle Swan.

THE gentle fwan, with graceful pride,

Her glofly plumage laves,

And failing down tlie filvgr tide,

Divides the whilpering waves :

The fuver tide that wandering' flows,

.Sweet to the bird mult be,

.i'Eut not fo fweet blithe Cupid knows
As' Delia is to me-

A parent bird in plaintive mood
On yonder fruit-tree fung,

: > And itill the pendant nefl fhe view'd.

That held her feather'd young;
Tho' dear to her maternal heart

The genial brood muft be :

.'They're not fo dear, the thoufandth part,

As Delia is to me.

The rofes that my 'orows lurround,

Vere natives of the dale,

''Scarce pluck'd and in a garland bound.
Before the hue grew pale :

' My vital blood would thus be froze.

If lucklefs torn from thee
;

For whac the root is to the rofe,

' My Delia is to me.

Two doves I found, like new-fall'n fnow.
So white the beauteous pair;

The b-iids to Delia I'll bellow,

They're like her bolom fair :

Msfy they, oi t. r connubial love,

A happy omen be
;

Then fuch fond blifs as turtles prove,

Shi'li Delia 'ftinre with me.

With Delia could I ever flay.

WITH Delia could I ever flay.

Admire, adore her all the day.

In the fame' field our flocks we'll feed.

To the fame ftream our heifers lead,

What joy when peace and love combine,
To make our days unclouded Ihine.

Teach me, ye Mufes, ev''ry art,

More deeply to engage her heart,

I ftrive not to refift my flame,

I glory in>a captive's name,
Nor would I, if 1 could, be frees

ijut boaft my lofs of liberty.

BALLADS.

Colin and Lucv. '

SY THOMAS TICKEL, ES<^.

OF Leinfler, fam'd for maidens fair,

Bright Lucy was the grace ;

!Nor e'er did Liffey's limpid ftream
Refleft fo fair a face.

Till lucklefs love, and pining care

Impair'd her rofy hue,

Her coral lip, and damalk cheek,

. And eyes -of gloffy blue.

Gh, have you feen a lily pale.

When beating rains defcend ?

So droop'd the flow-confuming maid;
Her life now near its end.

Three times, all in the dead of night,

A bell was heard to ring

;

And at her window, fhrieking thrice^

The raven flapp'd his wing.

Too well the love-lorn maiden knew
The folemn boding found ;

And thus, in -dying words, befpoke.

The virgins weeping- round :
'

" I hear a voice, you cannot hear,

" Which fays, I mufl; not ilay : ;

" I fee a hand, you cannot fee,

" Which beckons me away.

" By a falfe heart, and broken vowsp
" In early youth I die.

" Am I to blame, becaufe his bride
" Is twice as rich as I ?

" Ah, Colin ! give not her thy vows
;

*' Vows due to me alone ;

" Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kifs,

" Nor think him all thy own.

" To-morrow in the church to wed,
" Impatient, both prepare ;

" But know, fond maid, and know falle mas,
" That Lucy will be there.

" Then bear my covpfe, ye comrades, dear,
" The bridegroom blithe to meet i

" He in his wedding trim fo gay,

" I in my winding- flieet
"

She fpoke—Ihe dy'd—Her corfe ^i'as borne,

The bridegroom blithe to meet

;

He in his wedding trim fo gay,

She in her winding-Cieet.
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Then what were perjur'd Colin's thoughts ?

How were thofe nuptials kept ?

The bride-men flock'd round Lucy dead,

And all the village wept.

Confufion, fhame, remorfe, defpair,

At once his bofbm fwell

:

The damps of death bedew'd his brow.

He fhook, he groan'd, he tell.

From the'ivain bride (ah, bride no more)

The varying crimfon fled.

When, ftretch'd before her rival's corpfe,

She faw her hulband dead.

Then to his Lucy's new-made grave.

Convey'd by trembling fwains,

One mould with her, beneath one fod

For ever now remains.

Oft at their- grave the conftant hind

And plighted maid are feen ;

With garlands gay, and true-love knots

They deck the facred green.

'3ut, fwain forfworn, whoe'er thou are,.

This hallow'd fpot forbear ;

Remember Colin's dreadful fate,

And fear to meet him there.

Queen Eleanor.

Slfancr, the daughter and heircfs of WilUamDuh ofGniennt, and

Karl of ¥oi£tou^ had been married fixteen years to horns Vll.

liing of France, and hadjstitndcd hin) in a croifadc, in which

that monarch commanded againftihe infidels; bul having

. loll the affeflions of herhufband, and even fallen under forac

fufpicions of galiantry,with a handfome Saracen, iou/j, more
delicate than polite,, procured a divorce from her, and re-

ftored her thofe rich provir.ces, which by her marriage (he

had annexed to the crown of France. The young count of

Anjou, afterwards Henry U. king of England, though at that

time but in his nineteenth year, neuher difcouraged by ihe

difparity of age, nor by the reports of £/f(2Mr's gallantry,

made fuch fuccefsCul courtthip to that princefs, that he mar-
ried her fix weeks after her divorce, and got pofTeflicn of all

her dominions ps a dowry. A marriage thus founded upon
intereft was not likely to be very happy : it happened accord-

ingly, Etcamr, who had difguflcd her firft hulband by her .

gallantries, was no iefs ofFmfive to her fccond by her jealc»ury ;

thus carrying to extremity, in the different parts of her life,

every circumftance of female wcaknefs. She had feveral fons

by Henry, whom (lie fpirited up to rebel againft him ; and
endeavouring to efcape to them in men's apparel in 1

1 73, (he

was difcovered and thrown into a confinement, which fccms

to have continued till the death of her hufband in 1 189. She
however furvived him many years; dying in 1104, in the

Cxth year of the reign of her fon Jchn.

It is needlefs to oblerve, that the following ballad is altogether

fabulous; whatever gallantries Eleanor encouraged in the

time of her firft hiift)and,-nQne are imputed to her in thatcf
Jier fccond.

QUEEN Eleanor was a fick woman,
^ And afraid that {he would die

;

Then flie lent for two friars of France
To fpeak with her fpeedily.

The king call'd down his nobler all.

By one, by two, by three ;

" Earl Marfhall, I'll go (hrive the queen,
" And thou ftiall vyend with me."

" A boon, a boon," quoth Earl MarQiall,"

And fell on his bended knee ;

" That vihatfoever' queen Eleanor fsys,

" No harm thereof fhaLl be."

«' I'll pawn my lands," the king then cry'd,

" IVJy fcepter, cro.vn, and all,

" That whatlbever queen Eleanor fays,

" No harm thereof fliall fall.

"Do thou put on a friar's coat,

" And I'll put on another

;

" And we will to queen Eleanor go,

" Like friar and his brother.**

Thus both attired, then they go :

When they came unto White-hall,

The bells did rine, and the quirifter fing,

And the torches did light them all.

When that they came before the queen
'1 hey fell on their bended knee ;

" A boon, a boon, our gracious queen,
" That you fent fo haftily."

•«' Are you two friars of France," fhe faid,

" As I fuppofe you be ?

" But if yoii are two Englifti friars

" You (hall hang on the gallows tree."

" We are two friars of France," they faid,

" As you fuppofe we be,

" We have not been at any mafs,
" Since we came from the lea."

" The firft thing that e'er I did,

"I will to you unfold;

""Earl Marlhall had my maidenhead,

"'Beneath this cloth of gold."

" That's vile fin," then faid the king,
" May God forgive it thee

'"

" Amen, amen," quoth Earl Marfhall,

With a heavy heart fpoke he.

" The vileft thing that e'er I did,
" To you I'll not deny

;

" I made a box ot poifon ftrong,

" To poifon K-ing^ Henry."

'" That's vile fin," then faid the king,
" May God forgive it thee !"

" Amen, amen," quoth Earl Marlhal!,
" And I wiih it fo^nay be."

" The next-vile thine that e'er I did,

" To you I v.ill diicover ;

" I poifcriied fair Koiamond,
" All in fair VV oodftock bow er."

" That's vile fin," then faid tlie king,
" May God forgive it thee !"

" Amen, amen," quoth Earl MarfhaJ,
" And I wiflb it fo may be."

"Do you fee yonder litiieTjoy,

" A tolling of the ball ?

" That io Earl Marfaali's eldeft foa,

'• And I love him the bell of all.

" Do you fee yonder little boy,
" A catching of the ball ?

" That is King Henry's youngefl fon,

" And I love him the worll of all.

" His head is fafhion'd like a bull,

" His nofe is like a boar."
" No matter for that," King Henry cry'd,

" I love him the better therefore."

The king puU'd off his friax's coat,

,
An i appeared all in red

;

She fhriek'd, and cry'd, and wrung her hands,

And faid fhe was betray 'd.

The king look'd o'er his left fhoulder,

And a gr n look looked he,
<- Eatl mailhall," he faid, " but for my oatlh

" Now hanged thou fliouldft be."
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Smalliliou.

N Dublin city lives a youth,

Beyond all others charming,
And when he pledg'd his love and truih,

I vow it was alarming ;

For Patrick acls a foldier's part.

His country's brave defender,

And when the lad befieg'd my heart.

He forc'd it to furrender.

With his fmalliliou, fmalliliou,

Och he fings fo fweetly.

With his fmalliliou, fmalliliou,

Och he fmgs fo fweetly, fweetly.

Ye Dublin laffes ceafe to mourn.

Nor dim the eye of beauty,

The gentle youth to me has fworn

Eternal love and duty ;

The manly, graceful volunteer,

Young i'at, of Dublin city,

Is always whifp'ring in my ear,

His tender love-fick ditty.

fFith hhfmallilioK, &C'

Saint Patrick blefj the Irifh^oy,

That bears his name in Dublin,

And fill his breafl with ev'ry jqy,

Where grief fhould ne'er be troubling.

And when the prieft fhall join our hands,

And nought can e'er us fever,

By Hymen dear, and holy bands.

He'll pleafe me then for ever.

Iflth his fmalliliou, l^c.

My Native Land.

MY" native land I bade adieu,

And calmly friendihip's joys refign'd;

But, ah ! how keen my forrows grew.

When my true love I left behind.

Yet (hould her truth feel no decay,

Should abfence prove my rharmer kind,

1 hen fhall not I lament the day,

When my true love I left behind.

Reft, beauteous Flow'r.

REST, beauteous flow'r and bloom aneWj,

To court my paffing love.

Glow in his eye with brighter hue,

And all thy form improve.
And while thy balmy odours fteal

To Kjeet his equal breath.

Let thy foft blufh for mine reveal,

Th' imprinted kifs beneath.

w.
"Why heaves my fond Bofom.

HY heaves my fond bofom, ah,what can it meanB
Vihy flutters my heart which was once foferene ?

Why this.fighingand tremblingwhen Daphne is near?

Or why when flie's abfent this forrow and fear ?

For ever methinks I with wonder could trace

The thoufand foft charms that embellifh thy face,

Each moment I view thee, new beauties L find,

With thy face I am charm'd, but enflav'd by thy mind

Untainted with folly, unfuUy'd by pride,

1 here native good humour and virtue refide.

Pray heaven , that virtue thy foul may fupply

With compaflion for him, who without thee mull die

No Flow'r that blows,

[O flow'^r that blows
Is like this rofe,

<Or I'catters fuch perfume,

Upon my breall.

Ah'! gently reft.

And ever, ever bloom.

Dear pledge to prove

A parent*! ) ive,

A pleafing gift thou -t,

Come, fweeteil fi.ow'r,

Anu from ih's hour.

Live henceforth in my heart.
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Patrick O'Neal.

YJL E fons of Hibernia, who, fnug on dry land,

Round your fmoaking turf firesand whifkey in hand

Drink Caid-mella-faltaruh, and ne'er think of the

boys
Who are fighting your battles thro' tempeft and

iioife, *

Attend to my ditty—'tis true, I declare.

Such fwimming and finking would make you all

ftare,

rarftorms, fquibsand crackers h«ve fing'd at my tail

Since the prefs-gang laid hold on poor Patrick

O'Neal.

"Twas the firft day of April, I fet off, like a fool,

From Kilkenny to Dublin to fee Laurence Tool,

My mother's third coufin,who oft had wrote down.

And begg'di'd come fee how he flourifti'din town ;

But I fcarce had fet foot in this terrible place,

Mire I met with a fharper who fwore to iny face;

He beckon'd a prefs-gang, who came without fail,

And neck and heels dragg'd off poor PatrickO'Neal

Then they fcamper'daway,as they faid,with a prize,

(For they thought me a failor, run off in difguife)

But a terrible blunder they made with their ftrife,

For I'd ne'er feen a fliip or the fea in my life :

Away to a tender they told me to fleer,

But of tendernefs, devil a morfel was there ;

! I roar'd and I curs'd, tho* it did not avail

;

They down in the cellar cramm'd Pavrick O'Neal.

We fet fail from Dublin thf: very next day,

1 was half ftarv'd nnd fei-fick the reft of the way ;

Not a mile-ftone I law, nor a houfe, nor a bed,

"Twas all water and fky till we came to Spithead.

-Then they call'd up all hands— hands and feet foon

obcy'd,

O, I wiih'd myfelf home cutting turf v.-ith a fpade;

For the firft thing I faw made my courage to fail,

'Twas a great floating caftle for Patrick O'Neal.

This huge wooden W'Orld roU'd aboilt on the tide,

And a large row of teeth ftuck taft in each fide
;

They put out a boat, and they to!d me to keep

Faft hold with my trotters, for fear I fliould Hip
;

I let go my hands to ftick faft by my toes,

The fhip gave a roll and away my head goes,

1 plung'd in the water, and dafii'd like a whale,

'Till with boat-hooks they fifli'd up poor Patrick

O'Neal.

'Midft ftiouts, jells and laughter, they hoiiled me in

To this hugfe wooden world full of riot and din ;

Such ropes and fuch pullies,fuch fights met my eye,

And fo large were the iliects that they hung up to

dry :

I thought itNoah's ark, fiuii'd full of queer guefts.

Hogs, pedlars, geefe, failors, and all other bealis;

Some drank bladders of gin, fome drank, pitchers of

ale.

And they fung, curs'd and laugh'd at poor Patrick

O'Neal.

' All confounded with bother I began ic look-queer.

When the boatfwain's flirill pipe made all hands to

appear,

Fp the ropes like to monkies, they running did

fwear.

Then like gibbets and -rope dancers fwung in the air:

They clapt fticks in a capftern, as I afterwards found,

The'chap fit and fif 'd as they turned him round.

The iliip run her anchor, fpread her wings and fet

fail

With a freight oflive lumber, andPatrick'O'Neal.

Then to go down below I expreft a great -wifli,

Where they live under water likefo many fifh;

I was put in a mefs with fome more of the crew,
And it being banyan-day they gave me burgue :

For a bed they'd a fack, hung as high as my chin,

They call'd it a hammock, and bade me get in,

I laid hold, took a leap, but my foot being frail,

•It fwang me clean over!—poor Patrick O'Neal.

V/ith fome help I got in, wherej rocked all night,

The day broke my reft with a terrible fright

;

" Up hammocks, down chefts" was cry'd from all

parts,

" There'e a French fhip in fight!"—up and down
went my heart !

To a gun I was ftation'd, they cry'd with an oath.

To pull off his breeches, unmuzzle his mouth,
They took oif the apron' .that cover'd his tail,

And the leading-firings gave to poorPatvick O'Neal.

Our thick window (butters we pull'd up with fpeed,

And we run out our bull -dogs of true Englifh breed;
Tiie captain cry'd " England and Ireland, my boys,"
When he mention'd Old Ireland, my heart made a

noife !

Our fweet little guns did the Frenchmen defy.

We c-lapt fire on his back and bid him let fly;

Kis voice made me leap, tho' I'd hold of his tail,

The beafi then flew back and threw Patrick O'Neal

Then we kther'd away, by my fhoul, hob and nob,
'Till (he Frenchmen gave up Vv^hat they thought a

bad job ;

Then to tie him behind, a long cord they did bring,
And we led him along like a pig in a firing!

So home to' Old England we led the French bov;
the fight of the land made me fea-fick with joy;

1 hey made a new peacew hen the war v:as too ftale.

And fet all hands adrift, and, poor Patrick O'Neal.

Now fafe on dry land a caroufing I'll fteer,

Nor cat-head, nor cat-bloc'j:, nor boatfwain's-cat

fear ;

While there's fhot in the locker I'll fing. and be
bound

That Saturday night (hall laft all the year round:
Butfiiouid peace grow too fleepy, and v/ar come

again.

By the piper of Leinfter I'll venture again ;

Pjturning I'll bring you, good folks, a frefh tale.

That you'll cry till you laugh at poor Patrii.k

O'Neal.

Hymn to Eve.

T TOW chearful along the gay mead,
-*--•- The daiiy and cov.-flip appear,

The flocks as they carelefsiy teed,

Rejoice in the fpring of the year.

The myrtles that (hade ihegay bow'rs.

The herbage that fprings from the fod.

Trees, plants, cooling fruits, and fweet fiow'rs

All raife to the praife o;f my God.

Shall man, the great mafter of all.

The only infenfible prove ?

Forbid it, fair gratitude's call,

Forbid it, devotion and love!

Thee, Lord, who fuch wonders couidft raife,

And ftill can deftroy with a nod.

My lips (hall iiicefl'antly praife.

My foul Ihali be wrapt in my God.
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Alloa Houfe.

X HE fpring time returns, and cloaths the green

plains,

And Alloa fhinss more chearful and gay,

•The lark tunes his throat and the neighbouring

fwains

Sing merrily round me wherever I ftray.

But Sandy no move returns to my view,

No Ipring time me chears, no mufic can charm,

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

Adieu ev'ry pleafure this bofom can warm.

O Alloa Houfe! how much art thou chang'd!

How filent, how dull to me is each grove !

\lone I here wander where once v.-e both rang'd !

Alas! where to pleafe me my Sandy once ftrove!

Here Sandy I heard the tales that you told;

Here liftened, too fond, whenever you fung ;

Am I grown lets fair, then, that you are turnM cold,

Or foolifli believ'd I a falfe flatt'ring tongue ?

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

And Ihame, her laft fault'ring accents fuppreft ;

J"or fate at that moment brought back her dear

fwain,

Who heard, and with rapture, his Nelly addreft.

" Mv Nelly, my fair, I come, oh, my love,

" No pow'rlhall e'er tear thee again from my arms

"And, Nelly ! no more thy fond Ihepherd reprove,

" Who knows thy fair v/orth, and adores all thy

charms."

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

" And will you, my love ! be true," Ihe reply 'd,

' And live Iv^to meet my fond Ihepherd the fame !

" O'.'dream '. thalSandy will make me his bride?"
-" Oh, Nelly I I live to find thee ftill hind

;

" 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 ev^^r with you 1"

l^o Harm in that.

WHEN nights were cold, and rain, and Heet,

Full hard againft the window beat;

Then many a long and w-eary mile.

My lover travell'd to behold me.

His toil repaid to lee me fmile.

And fweeily in his arms enfold me ;

And thio' the night we'd fit and chat;

Aias ! there was no harm in that.

How fweet Ills words whene'er he fpoke,

liut, oh ! when he his paffion broke,

U|'on his lips the fait'ring tale

More grace receiv'd from his confufion.

And now by turns his cheek look'd pale,

: Or crimfon'd o'er with mild fufFufion,

Our beating hearts went pit-a-pat;

AlasJ there was no harm in that-.

Another now the hlifs muft prove.

The' we fo oft have fworn to love;

Oh I cruelty—my heart wuU b-eak,

I'll hie m,e to fome fhade forfaken,

And only of my love I'll fpeak.

And prove my faith and truth unfhaksn :

I'll wander where u e oft have iat
;

Sure there will be no harm in that.

The Bird

THf bird that hears hei; neftlings cry.

And flies abroad for food.

Returns impatient through the flcy,

To nurfe her callow brood :

The tender mother knows no joy,

t ut bodes a thoufand harms

;

And fickens 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 fimilies are vain,

"To fhew how ardently I love,

Or to relieve my pain.

The faint w^ith fervent zeal infpir'd,

For heav'n and joy divine ;

The faint is not with rapture fir'd.

More pure, more warm than mine ;

I take what liberty I dare,

'Twere impious to fay more ;

Convey my longings to the fair,

The goddefs I adore.

Emma's Plaint.

SWEET zephyr, tho' 'midft rofe-buds playing,

Or o'er the fragrant meadows ftraying,

Waft tidings of my abfent fwain
;

Whether in woodlands wild a rover.

Or to fome village maid a lover.

Soon, foon relieve lad Emma's pain:

But, oh ! if death has fnatch'd his breath.

Ah, whifper.

Where lies his grave in vale or plain.

How oft' my Henry, all endearing,

•Has charm'd my ear, all fondly hearing?

While on he view'd the inconftant mainj

He bade adieu, he faw my forrow.

And cry'd, " I'll haften back to-morrow,"

Yet he, alas ! came not again.

Bitt.sh ! ifdealli, Uc

But Emma there—no mortal knowing.

With filent Hep and eye o'erfiov/ing.

At eve will Iteal to vent her pain :

Till from her grief each nerve eshaufting,

Till her poor tender heart-ftrings burfling.

She dies to join her clay-cold Iwain :

Then, oh ! ifdeath, &C^

rnrrt^nwrgDnmrr-'^'f' "^i^' '

''-"^'^ ^j^ '.».

BALLAD.

The Lady tura'd Serving-man,

YOU beauteous ladies, great and fmail,

I write unto you one and all,

Whereby that you may unde' 't jid

What I have fuffer'd in this laud.

I was by birth a lady fair,

An ancient V> u'cn's only heir.

And when my :;ood old n ther dy'd,

1 hen I became a joung knight's bride-.
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And then my love built me a bower,
Bedeck'd with many a fragi-ant flower;

A braver bower you ne'er did fee

Than my true-love did build for me.

And there I Hv'd a lady gay,

Till fortune wrought our love's decay
5

!For there cr.me foes, fo fierce a band,

Thar foon they over-ran the land.

They came upon us in the night,

And burnt my bower, and flew my knight 5

And trembling hid in man°s array,

I fcarce with life efcap'd away.

In midft of this extremitv.

My fervants all did from me flee ;

Thus was I left myielf alone.

With heart more cold than any.ilone.

Yet tho' my heart was full of care,

Heav'n would not leave me to defpair,

"Wherefore in hafte I changd my name
JFrom fair: Elife, to fweet William :

And therewithall I cut my hair,

Refolv'd my man's attire to wear;
And in my beaver, hole, and band,

I traveil'd far thro' many a land.

At length all weary 'd with my toil,

I fate me down to reft awhile ;

My heart Lt was io fiU'd with woe,

.That down my cheeks the tears did floWo

It chanc'd the king of that fame place.

With all his lords a hunting was.

And feeing me weep, upon the fame

Afk'd who I was, aud whence I camei

Then to his grace I did reply,

I am a poor ar.d friendlefs boy,

Tho' nobly born, now forc'd to be

A ferving man of low degree.

" Stand up, fair youth," the king reply'd,

" For thee a fervice I'll provide ;

" Eut tell me firft what thou canft do,
" Thou fhalt be fitted thereunto.

"' Wilt thou be uflier of my hall,

" To wait upon my nobles all ?

" Or be the tapfter of my wine,
" To 'tend on me when I fhall dine ?

" Or wilt thou be my chamberlain,
" About my perfon to remain ?

" Or wilt thou be one of my guard,
" And I will give thee great reward ?

" Chufe, gentle youth," he faid, " thy place."

Then I reply'd, if 't pleafe your grace.

To ihew fuch tavour unto me,

Your chamberlain I lain would be.

The king then fmiling gave confent.

And ftraight-way to his court I went;
W^here I behav'd fo faithfully.

That he great favour fhevv'd to me.

Now mark what fortune did provide ;

The king he would a hunting .riue

With all his lords and noble train,

Sweet Williani mufc at home remain.

Thus being left alone behind,

My former ftate came to my jaiudj

I wept to fee my m; n's array,

l^Q longer nQW.aiadj gaj'.

And meeting with a lady's veft,

Within the fame myfelf I dreft.

With filken robes, and jewels rare,

I deckt me as a lady fair.

And taking up a lute; ftraightway

Upon the fame I ftrove to play,

And fweetly to the fame did ftng,

As made both hall and chamber ring r

" My father was as brave a lord,

" As ever Europe did afford
;

" My mother was a lady bright,
" My hufband was a valiant knight

;

" And I myfelf E lady gay,
" Bedeckt with gorgeous rich array

;

" The happieft lady in the land,

" Had not more pleafure at command.

" I had my mufic ev'ry day
" Har^monious leiTons for to play

;

" 1 had my virgins fair and free,

" Continu'ily to wait on me.

" But nt)w, alas! my hufband's dead,
" And all my friends are from me fled,

" My former days are paft and gone,
" And I am now a ferving^man."

And heaving many a tender figh,

As thinking no one then was nigh.

In penfive mood I laid me lov/.

My heart was lull, the tears did flov/.

The king, who had a haniing gone,,

Grew w-eary of his fpart anon.

And leaving all his gallant train,

Turrj'd on the fudden home again :

And when he reach'd his ftately tower.

Hearing one fing v.ithin his bower,
He ftopt to liften, and to fee

Who fung there fo melodioufly.

Thus heard he ev'ry word' I faid.

And hw the pearly tears I fhed,

And found to his amazement there.

Sweet William was a lady fair.

Then ftepping in, " fair lady, rife,

" And dry," faid he " thofe lovely eyes,

" For I have heard thy mournful tale,

" The which fhall turn to thy avail."

A crimfon dye my face o'erfpread,

I blufh'd for fliame, and hung my head,

To find my fex and iiory known,
W^hen as I thought [ was alone.

Buti to be brief, his royal grace

Grew fo enamour'd of my face,

The richeft gilts he proffer'd me,
It that his raillrefs I would be.

Ah ! no, my liege, I firmly faid,

I'd rather in my grave be laid,

And tho' your grace hath won my hearty

'

I ne'er will aft fo bafe a part.

" Fair lady, p?.rdon me," faid he,

" Thy virtos (hall rewarded be,

" And fince it is fo fairly try'd,

" Thou fhall become my royal bride."

Then ftraight to end his am'rous ftrife,

He took Iweet William to his wife;

The like bef-M" was never i'een,

A ferviii^-inau- become a cjueea.
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The Card invites.

THE card invites, in crouds we fly,

To join the jovial routfuU cry.

What joy from cares and plagues all day.

To hye to the midnight hark away.

Nor want, nor pain, nor grief, nor care.

Nor dron'fh hufbands enter there,

The brifk, the bold, the young, the gay.

All hye to the midnight hark away.

Uncounted ftrikes the morning clock,

And drowly watchmen idly knock ;

Till day-light peeps we fport and play.

And roar to the jolly hark away.

When tir'd with fport to bed we creep,

And kill the tedious day with fleep.

To-morrow's welcome call obey,

And again to the midniglit hark away.
Garrkh.

The Dundee Laffie.

T CANNA like ye, gentle fir,

•*• Altho' a laird ye be,

I like a bonny Scottifh lad

Wha brought me from Dundee.

Had awa' wi' Jamie,

Awa' wi' Jamie o'er the lea,

I gae'd alang wi' free gude will.

He's a' the world to me.

rie gang wi' Jamie frae Dundee,

To chear the loneixime way,

His cheeks are ruddy o'er wi' health,

He's frolic as the May.
Had atoa.', ^6.

The lav'rock mounts to hail the morn,

.- The lint-white fwells her throat.

But neither are fae fweet, fae clear.

As Jamie's tunefu' note.

Had atva', &c.

Gently touch the warbling Lyre.

GENTLY touch the warbling lyre,

Chloe feems inclin'd to reft.

Fill her foul with fond defire,

Softeft notes will fooih her breaft,

Pleafing dreams affefl in love.

Let them all propitious prove.

On the mofly bank fhe lies.

Nature's verdant velvet bed.

Beauteous ftowrets meet her eyes.

Forming pillows for her head,

, Zephyrs waft their odours round.
And indulging whifpers found.

Parody on the above.

GENTLY ftir and blow the fire.

Lay the mutton down to roaft

;

Get me, quick, 'tis my defire.

In the dripping-pan a toaft.

That my hunger may remove

;

Mutton is the meat I love.

On the dreffer fee it lies.;

O the charming white and red !

Finer meat ne'er met my eyes.

On the fweeteft grafs it fed

:

Swiftly make the jack go round.

Let me have it nicely brown'd.

On the table fpread the cloth.

Let the knives be fharp and clean

;

Pickles get of ev'ry fort.

And a fallad crifp and green :

With fmall-beer, and fparkling wine,
O, ye gods! how I (hall dine !

Love's the Tyrant of the Heart.
Sung in ' King Henry the Eighth.'

LOVE's the tyrant cf the heart,

Full of mifchief, full of woe ;

All his joys are mix'd with fmart.

Thorns beneath his rofes grow;
Andj ferpent like, he flings the breaft

Where he's harbour'd and carefs'd.
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Daddy Neptune.

DADDY Neptune, one day,

To Freedom did fay,

" If ever I live upon di-y land,

" The fpot I fhould hit on,
" Would be little Britain,"

Says Freedom, " why that's my own ifland.

" 'Tis a jnice little ifland,

" 'TJs a tight little, right little ifland.

Julius Caefar, the Roman,
Who yielded to no man.

Came by water, he could not come by land,

And Dane, Picl, and Saxon,

Their homes turn'd their backs on,

And all for the fake of the ifland.

Oh! it's a nice little ifland,

"Tis a right little, tight little ifland.

Then, another great war-man,
Call'd Billy, the Norman,

Cry'd, " ha^g it, I don't much like my land,

" It would fare be more handy
" To leave this Normandy,

" And go to this beautiful ifland.

" Shan't we go and vifit this ifland ?

" The right little, tight little ifland."

Then, fays Harold the ting.

As hiftories fing,

" While I live, it fhall never be thy land;"

So he dy'd I w-ell wot,

Becaufe he was fliot

In bravely defending the ifland.

Poor Harold, the king of the ifland,

like a Briton he dj'd for his ifland.

Yet 'twas partly deceit

H-elp'd the Normans to beat,

Of traitors they manag'd to buy land;

By Dane, Saxon, or Pift

We had never been lick'd.

Had we Iluck to the king of the ifland.

Then let us ftand firm to the ifland,

The right little, tight little ifland-

The Spanifh Armadas'
Set out to invade us.

And fwore that if e'er they came nigh land,

They could not do lefs

Than hang poor X^een Befs,

And kick up a duft in the ifland.

Oh ! the poor Queen of the ifland.

The Dons would have plunder'd the ifland.

Thofe proud, pufC'd up rakes.

Thought to make ducks and drakes

Of our wealth, but before they could fpy land,

Our Drake had the luck

To make their pride duck,

And ftoop to the boys of the ifland.

Huzza, for the tars of the ifland,

Of the right little, light little ifland.

Now I don't wonder much.

That the French and the Dutch,

Have oft fince been tempted to try land,

And I wonder much lels

They have met no fuccefs,

For why fhould we give 'em the ifland;

Pray an't it our own little ifland.'

A nice little, tight little ifland.

Then as Freedom and Neptune,
Ha\e hitherto kept tune,

In each finging, " this fliall be my land"
Let the Army of England,
Or all they can bring, land.

We'll fliew 'em fome play for the ifland.

Oh, how we v.-ill fight for the ifland,

The right little, tight little ifland!

The moi^ftrous Great Nation,
With great botheration.

Would vapour o'er lowland and highland,

May our Nelfon be bleft.

Who has lower'd their creft.

And taught them refpevFt for the ifland.

Oh ! 'tis a nice I'ittle ifland,

A tight little, right little ifland.

Now they all have the hip,

And at fea fcarce a fliip.

Let 'em go and build more upon dry land.

While our conquefts increafe,

Till the bleffings of peace

Shall glad ev'ry heart in the ifland.

Oh 1 it's a nice little Lfland,

A right little, tight little ifland.

Were I to choofe the greateft Blifs.

"ERE I to choofe the greateft blifs,

That e'er in love wa« known,
'Twould be the higheft of my wifli

T'enjoy your heart alone.

Kings might polTefs their kingdoms free,

And crowns unenvy'd wear.

They fhould no rival have of me.

Might I reign monarch there.

The Man who with a gentle Heart.

In imitation of iJoraff. Lib. i. Ode ii.

THE m.an who with a gentle heart.

In life ferene fieals thro' his part,

Needs not the villain's bufy art.

To pile his gold on gold

;

Which, tho' fecur'd in iron cheft.

Still burns within his tortur'd breaft,

By day and night exiling reft

From him whofe mind is fold.

If he can boaft a quiet mind,

Domeftic bleffings he fhall find.

Below the roof that keeps out wind.

And all the weather's harm.

The fpear that glows in honour's field.

The fword that fkilful warriors wield.

Nor yet Achilles' high wrought fhield.

Need he with fuch to arm.

Place me far diftant from thofe plains,

Where ftands no cot, where pipe no fwalns,

Where blow bleak winds, where fall the rains.

And breathes a dangerous air;

Place me, oh, Bacchus, near fome caflc,

For ever forc'd to fill my flaflc.

With pleafure I'll renew my taflc,

And blefs iny daily care.
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I

The Tankard of Ale.

NOT drunk, nor yet fober, but brother to bath,

I met a young man upon Aylefbury vale,

';; I faw by his face

.&: That he was in good cafe,

'fo.'come aad take fhare of a tankard of ale.

:V'The hedger who works in the ditches all day.

And labours fo very hard at the plough-tail,

He'll talk o{ great things,

About princes and kings,

When once he fhakes hands with a tankard of ale.

The beggar whofe portion is always his prayers.

Not having a tatter to hang on his tail,

Is as rich in his rags

As the churl in his bags,

When once he fhakes hands with a tankard of ale.

The widow that bury'd her hufband of late.

She's fcarcely forgotten to weep or to wail.

But thinks ev'ry day ten

Till fhe's marry'd again,

When once flie ftiakes hands with a tankard of ale.

The old parifli vicar, when he's in his liquor.

Will merrily at his paiifliioners rail,

" Come, pay all your tithes,

" Or I'll kifs ail your wives,"

When once he ftiakes hands with a tankard of ale.

The old parifti clerk, with his eyes in the dark.

And letters fo fmall that he fcarcely can tell.

He'll read ev'ry letter,

And fing the pifalm better,

When once he fhakes hands vith a tankard of ale.

If wrangling or jangling, or any fuch ftrife.

Or any things elfe that may happen to fail,

From words turn to blows.

And a fharp bloody nofe,

We're friends again over a tankard of ale.

Kiffes make Men loth to cro.
o

MY love bound me with a kifs.

That I ftiould no longer ftay,

V/hen I fell fo iVeet a blifs,

I had lels pow'r to part away.

Alas ! that women do not know,
Kiffes nriake men loth to go.

Yet flie knows it, wot I well ;

For I heard when Venus' dove

In her ear did foftly tell.

That kiffes were the feals of love
;

Oh ! mufe not then tho' it be fo,

That kiffes make men loth to go.

Wherefore thus did fire inflame

My defires, and heat my blood,

So {kantilie to quench the fame.

And ftarve whom fhe had given food ?

Alas ! for common fence can fhev/,

Kiffes make men loth to go.

Had (he bad me go at firft.

It would not have griev'd my heart,

Hope delay 'd had been the worft.

But, ah ! to kifs and then to part

!

How deep it itruck, fpeak gods, you know,
Kiffes make men loth, to

f^).

While frequent on Tweed.

WHILE frequent on Tweed and on Tay,
Their harps all the mules have ftrung,

Should a river more limpid than they,

1 he wood-fringed Efk flow unfung;

While Nelly and Nancy infpire

The poet with paftoral ilrains.

Why filent the voice of the lyre,

On Mary, the pride of the plains ?

Oh ! Nature's moft bountiful bloom.

May flourifh unfeen and unknown.
And the fhadows of folitude gloom,

A form that might fhine on a throne.

Through the wildernefs bloffoms the rofe

In fweetnefs, retir'd from the fight.

And Philomel warbles her woes,

Alone to the ear of the night.

How often the beauty is hid,

Amid fliades that her triumph deny.

How often the hero forbid.

From the path that conducfls to the fky !

A Helen has pin'd in the grove,

A Homer has wanted his name,
Unfeen in the circle of love.

Unknown to the temple of fame.

Yet let us walk forth to the flream.

Where poet ne'er wander'd before,

Enamour'd of Mary's fweet name,
How the echoes will fpread to the fhore

!

If the voice of the mule be divine,

Thy beauties fhall live in my lay.

While reilefting the foreft fo fine.

Sweet Efk o'er the vallies fhall ftray.

Wind, gentle Evergreen.

WIND, gentle Evergreen, to form a fhade

Around the tomb where Sophocles is laid.

Sweet Ivy wind thy boughs and intertwine

NV ith blufhing roles and the clull'ring vine.

Thus will thy lafling leaves, with beauties hung,

Prove grateful emblems of the lays he lung.

BALLAD.

The London 'Prentice.

The following ballad relates to a Doble piece of chivalry per-

formed in queen Eliz,abetk'x daya, and therefore claims a place

, here; though it mud be acltnowledged we have nol been abh*

to difcover who the hero was, nor auy account of the fafls oa
which the ballad is founded.

OF a worthy London 'prentice

My purpofe is to fpeak,

And tell his brave adventures

Done for his country's fake ;

Seek all the world about

And you fhall hardly find

A man in valour to exceed

This gallant 'prentice mind.

He was bom in Chefhire,

The chief of men was he,

From thence brought up to London,

A 'prentice for to be ;

A merchant on the bridge

Did like his fervice fo.

That for tliree years his fadlor,

To Turkey he fhould go.
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And in that famous country
One year he had not been, '

Ere he by tilt maintained
The honour of his queen,

Elizabeth, his princefs,

He nobly did make known,
To be the phoenix of the world,

And none but her alone-

In armour richly gilded,

Well mounted on a fteed,

A fcore of knights moft hardy
One day he made to bleed ;

And brought them all unto the ground,
Who proudly did deny

Bilizaleth to be the pearl

Of princely majefty.

The king of that fame country
Thereat began to frown,

And will'd his fon, there prefent,

To pull this youngfter down
;

Who at his father's words
Thefe boafting fpeeches faid,

" Thou art a traytor, Englifh boy,
" Andhalt the traytor play'd."

'' I am no boy, nor traytor,

" Thy fpeeches I defy,

" For "which I'll be revenged '

" UjJon thee by and by

;

" A London 'prentice ftill

" Shall prove as good a man,
" As any of your Turkifh knights,

" Do all the beft you can."

And therewithal he gave him
A box upon the ear.

Which broke his neck afunder,

As plainly doth appear.

" Now, know, proud Turk," quoth he,
" I am ni) Englilh boy,

" That can with one fmall box o'th' ear
" The prince of Turks deftroy."

When as the king perceived

His fon fo ftrangely llain.

His foul was lore afflifted

With more than mortal pain :

And in revenge thereof,

He fwore that he fhould die

The cruel'ft death that ever man
Beheld with mortal eye.

Two lions were prepared

This 'prentice to devour.

Near famifh'd up with hunger.

Ten days within the tower.

To make them far more fierce,

And eager for their prey.

To glut themfelves with human gore.

Upon this dreadful day.

The appointed time of torment,

At length grew nigh at'hand.

When all the noble ladies

And barons of the land.

Attended en the king.

To fee this 'prentice fiain,

And bury'd in the hungry maws
Of ihofe fierce lions twain.

Then in his fhirt of cambrick,
V>- ith fiiks moft richly wrought.

This worthy London 'prentice
Was from the prifon brought,

And to the lions given

To ftanch their hunger great.
Which had eat in ten days.ipace
Not one fmall bit of meat.

But God that knows all fecrets.

The matter fo contriv'd,

That by this youag man's valour
They were of life depriv'd

;

For being faint for food.

They fcarcely could withftand
The noble force and fortitude.

And courage of his hand :

For when the hungry lions

Had cafl on him their eyes.

The elements did thunder
With echo of their cries;

And running all amain
His body to devour.

Into their throats he thruff his arms,"
With all his might and power

:

From thence by manly valour,

I'heir hearts he tore ib funder,

And at the king he threw them,
To all the people's wonder.

" This I have done," quoth he,
^' For lovely England's fake,

" And jor my country's maiden queen
" Much more will undertake."

But when the king perceived

His wrathful lion's hearts,

AfRifled with gr^at terror.

His rigour foon perverts.

And turned all his hate

Into remorfe and love.

And faid, " it is fome angel
" Sent down from heav'n above.'

" No, no, I am no angel,"

The courteous young man faid,

" But born in famous England,
Where God's word is obey'd;

AfRfted by the heavens,

\A'^ho did me thus befriend.

Or elfe they had moll cruelly

Brought here my life to end.

The king, in heart amazed.

Lift up his «yes to heaven,

And for his foul offences

Did crave to be forgiven ;

Believing that no land

Like England may be feen,

No people better govern'd.

By virtue of a queen-

So taking up this young man,
He pardon'd him his life,

And gave his daughter to him,
To be his wedded wife :

Where then they did remain.
And live in quiet peace,

In ipending of their happy days

In joy and love's increafe.



Price, One Pennj^

T H E

CHARMS OF^ MELODY,
O R

SIREN MEDLEY.
The Plan of the Publifner i^ to embody m one Grand Folio Volume, all the Songs, ancient and modern, in the Englidi Language,

worth preferving—forming; a Univerfal Magazine of Love, Sentimental, War, Hunting, Bacchanalian, Humorous, Sea, and Political

Songs; as well as Old Engli.Ti, IriOi, and Scotch Ballads, Legendaries, &c. &c. To whkh will be added, a complete Index.

The Lily of the Vale.

THE fragrant iily of ihe vale.

So elegantly fair,

Whofe fweeti perfume the fanning gal'e.

To Chlce I compare
;

VvHiat tho' on earth it lowly grows,

And ftrives its head to hide,

Its fvveetnefs far outvies the rofe.

That flaunts with fo much pride.

The coftly tulip owes its hue

To many a gaudy ftain.

In this we view the virgin white

Of innocence remain :

See, how the curious florifl's hand

Uproars its humble head.

And to preferve the charming flow'r,

Tranlplants it to his bed.

There while it Iheds its fweets around.

Row fhines each modeft grace,

Enraptur'd how its owner Hands,

To view its lovely face !

But pray my, Chloe, now obferve

The inf'rence of my tale:

May I the Florift be, and thou

The Lily oi the Vale.

Oh, how fleeting.

A Duet.

Oli, how fleeting are the joys

Wretched mortals fondly boaft,

Kv'ry pleaiure Care annoys.

Scarcely tailed e'er 'tis loft.

Still betray 'd by Fortune's wiles,

Tho' we know her infincere;

By experience taught fne fmiles,

But to frown the more fevere.

Truftir.g to his faithlefs guide,

Reafon's ever led ailray

;

Thus life's precious moments glide,

Fool'd by hope from day to day.

Behold the mighty Bowl.

THERE, there behold th« mighty bowl.

Now I'll quench my thirfty foul,

Richeft fragrance flows around.

All our cares fhall here be drown'd.

Hail, great Bacchus, pow'r divine,

Thefe and fuch like gifts are thine,

Of thy praife our fong fhall be.

While we thus are bleft by thee.

By the Stream fo cool.

BY the flream fo cool and clear,

And thro' the caves where breezes languijfli,

Soothing ftill my tender anguifh,

Hoping ftill to find my lover,

I have wander'd far and near.

Oh, where Ihall I the youth difcover ?

Sleeps he in your breezy fhade,

Ye rocks, with mofs and ivy waving.

On lome bank where wild vvaves laving'.

Murmur thro' the twifted willow
;

On the bank, oh, were I laid,

How foft fhould be ray lover's pillow !

My foad Shepherds.

MY fond ftiepherds of late were fo bleft.

Their fair nymphs were fo happy and gay,
That each night they went fafely to reft,

And they merrily lung thro' the day.
But, ah ! what a fcene muft appear,

Muft the f'.veet rural paftimes be o'er?
Shall the tabor no more ftrike the ear ?

Shall the dance on the green be no more ?

Muft the flocks from their paftures be led,

Muft the herds go wild ftraying abroad?
Shall the loom.s be all ftopt in each flied,

And the ftiips be all moor'd in the road?
Muft the arts be all fcatter'd around,
And all commerce grow fick of her tide?

Muft religion expire on the ground ?

And Ihall virtue fink down by her fide ?

Mallef,
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Wine does Wonderx.

WINE does wontlers ev'ry dsy,

Alfll:es the h^avy light aiid gay-,

Throws off all their melancholy :

Makes the w il'efi: go aftray,

And the bufy toy and play.

And the poor and needy, jolly.

Wine makes trembling cowards bold.

Men in years forget they're old;

Women leave their coy difdainincr,

Who, till then, were fhy and cold ',

Makes a niggard flight his gold,

And the foppifli entertaining.

Wine's a Miftrefs_gay and eafy.

TTTINE's a miftrefs gay and eafy,W Ever free to give delight

;

Let what may perplex and teaze ye,
'Tis the bottle fets all right.

Who would leave a lalling treafure,

To embrace a childifh pleafure,

Which loon as tailed takes its flight?

Pierce the cafk of gen'rous claret,

Rouze your hearts, e'er 'tis too late
;

Fill the goblet, never fpare it,

That's your armour 'gainft all fate.

A
Apollo's Decifion.

NYMPH and a fwain to Apollo once pray'd,
Thefwain had been jilted, the nymph b-.en betray 'd;
Their intest was to try if his oracle knew
E'eranymphthatwaschatte.orafwain that was true

Apollo was mute, and had lite tVve beer, pos'd

;

P>ut fagely, at length, he this I'ecret difclcs'd

:

He alone won't betray in whom none will confide
And the nymph may be chalte that has never been

try'd.

The Whims of Folks.

THE whims of folks in love to know,
I believe would fairly pofe Old Nick

This moment faft—next moment flow;
How confenting,

Now repenting,

Nor at this, nor that will flick
;

3ut chancrinw fliil

Iney won t—they will
When they mean yes, they'll'anfwer no

And fume and fret,

This liour to get

What they diflik'd an hocr a^o.

If you expeft to find them here.
To t'other fide they quickly veer;

The wind and tide.

In the fame mode will longer bid;:
Like two fond turtles, fide by fide,

•This hour they v.oq,

And bill and coo!
Then, by and by,

. No reafon why,
They .make the devil and all to do-

How gentle was my Damon's air,

TTOW gentle v/as my Damon's air.

Like funny beams his golden hair.
His voice was like the nightingale's,
More fweet his breath ihan'fiow'ry vales.

How hardfuch beauties to refi^n,

And yet that cruel tafk is mine.

On ev'ry hill. In ev'ry grove,
Along the margin of each ftream,

Dear confcious fcenes of farmer love,
I mourn, and Damon is my theme.

The hills, the groves, the ftreams remain.
But Damon there I feek in vain.

From hill, from dale, each charm is fled.

Groves, flocks, and fountains pieafe no more,
Each flow'r in pity droops its head,

Al! nature does my lofs deplure,
All, all reproach the faithlefs fwain,
Yet Damon Hill I feek in vain. Mihon.

I am young, and I am friendlefs.
Sun? in tbf. Comic. Opera of 'The MaiJ of ike Mil'.:

AM young, and I am friendlefs,

And poor, alas! withal;
Sure my forrows will be endlefs.

In vain for help I call.

Have fome pity .in your nature,
'To relieve a wretched creature,
Tho' the gift be ne'er fo Imall.

May you poffefiing,

llv'ry blefilflg,

Still inherit, fir.

All you merit, fir,

And never knowf what it is to want ;

Sweet heav'n your worfiiip all happinefs grant.

Soft Invader of my Soul.

COFT invader of my foul,^ Love
! who can thy povv'r controul ?

All that haunt earth, air, and fea,
Own thy force and bend to thee.

All the dear enchanting day,
Celia ileals my hearts awav.
All the tedious live-long night,
Celia Iwims before my fight.

Happy, h.Tppy were the fwain
Who might fuch a prize obtain.
Other joys he need not prove,
Bieft enough in Celia's lovs.

Ati that temptingly beguiles.

Sparkling eyes and dimpling fmiies,
Ev'ry charm and ev'ry grace,
Dwell on Celia's beauteous face.

Open, gen'rous, free from art,

Virtue lives within her heart,

Modelty and truth combin'd,
Suit her perfon to her mind.

Vain is Beauty's gaudy Flow'r,

JT^AIN is beauty's gaudy flow'r,
* -Pageant of an idle hour.

Born juft to bioom and fade
;

Nor lels weak, iefs vain than i'.t,

Is the pride of human wit,

The Ihadow of a jQiade.
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Saint George and'the Dragon.

\¥ Heiior's, deeds did Homer iiri'g;

And of the ia,k of ftaiely Troy,
What gric-fs did fair Helena bring,

Which was fir Iarts' only joy :

And by my pen I will recite

St-George'i deeds, an Englifti knight.

Againft the Saracens fo rude

Fought he full long and many a day

;

Where many giants he fubdu'd,

In honour ot the chriflian way:
And after many adventures paft

' To Egypt land he came at laft.

Now, as the ftory plain doth tell,

Within that country there did reft

A dreadful dragon fierce and fell.

Whereby they were full fore opprefl :

Who by his poifonous breath tiach day.

Did many of the city flay.

The grief whereof did grow- fo great

Throughout the limits of the land.

That they their wifemen did entreat

To fhew their cunning out of hand ;

M'hat way they might this fiend deflroy,

That did the country thus annoy.

The wifemen all before the king
This anfwer fram'd incontinent

:

"' The dragon none to death could bring
" By any means they could invent :

•' His flcin more hard than brafs v.-?.s found,
" That fvvord nor ipear could pierce nor wound."

When this the people underftood.

They cried aloud moil piteoufly,

" The dragon's breath infedls their blood,
" That every day in heaps they die :

" Among them fuch a plaaue it brtd,
'' Tiiey fcarcely could inter the dead.''

No means there v.-ere, as they could hear,

For to appeafe the dragon's rage,

ijut to preient fome virgin clear,

VVhofe blood his fury might affwage ;

Each day he v.'ouid a maiden eat.

I'or to allay his hunger great.

This thing by art the wifemen found,

Which truly mufl obfsrved be
;

Wherefore throughout the city round
A virgin pure of good degree

Was by the king's commiflion flill

Ta'en up to ferve the dragon's will.

Thus did the dragon every day
Untimely crop fome virgin flow'r,

Till ail the maids ware worn away,
And none were left him to devour:

SnMDg the king's fair daughter bright,

Her linhelr's only heart's delight.

Then officers came to the king

That heavy meffage to declare,

Which did his heart with Ibrrovv fling
;

" She is,'' quoih he, " my kingdom's heir
;

" O, let us all be poifon'd hc--e,

" E'er the fhould die, who is my dear."

Then rofe the people prefently,

And to the king in rage they went

;

They laid his daugitter dear fhould die,

The dragon's iury to prevent :

" Our daughters are all dead,'' quoth they,
" AikI have been made the dragon's prey ;

" And by tlieir blood we refcu'd were,
" And thou hall fav'd thy life thereby;

'' And now, in footh, it i» but fair,

" For us thy daughter Ho fhould die."
" Oh, lave my daughter," faid the king;
" A.nd let MIC feel the dragon's fling."

Then fell fair Sabra on her knee,
And to her father dear did fay,

" Oh, father ftrive not thus for me,
" But let me be the dragon's prey;

" It may be for my lake alone
" This plague upon the land was thrown.

' 'Tis better I Ihould die," Ihe faid,

" Than all your fubje<fls perifh quite

;

" Perhaps the dragon here Mas laid,
' For my offence, to work his fpite :

" And after he hath fuck'd my gore,
" Your land Ihall feel the grief no more."

" V\ hat hail thou done, my daughter dear,
" For to deferve this heavy fcourge ?

" It is my fault, as may appear,
" Which makes the gods our flate to purge ;

" Then ought I die, to flint the firife,

" And to preferve thy happy life?"

Like madmen all the people cry'd,

" Thy death to us can do no good
;

" Our fafety only doth abide
" In making her the dragon's food."

" Lo ! here I am, I come," quoth fhe,

" Therefore do what you will with me."

" Nay, flay, dear daughter," quoth the queen,
" And as thou art a virgin bright,

" That hall for virtue famous been,
" So let me cloath thee all in white

;

" And crown thy head with flowers fweet ;

" An ornament for virgins meet."

And when fhe was attir'd fo.

According to her mother's mind,
Unto the ftake then fhe did go

;

To which her tender limbs they bind ;

And being bound to ftake a thrall

She. bade farewell unto them all.

" Farewell, my father dear," quoth (he,
" And my fweet mother, meek and mild;

" Take you no thought nor weep for me,
" For you may have another child :

" Since for my country's good I die,

" Death I receive moll willingly."

The king and queen, and all their train

With weeping eyes then went their way.
And let their daughter the-re remain.
To be the hungry dragon's prey :

But as file did there weeping lie.

Behold

—

St. George came riding by;

And feeing there a lady bright
So rudely ty'd unto a ftake,

A.s well became a valiant knight.
He ftraight to her his way did take :

" Tell me, fweet maiden," then, quoth he,
" What caitiff thus abufcth thee ?

" And lo ! by this crofs here I vow,
" Which here is figur'd on my brcaft,

" I will revenge it on his brow,
" And break my lance upon his chefl ;''

And fpeaking thus whereas he ftood,

'i he dragon iHu'd from the v.ood.
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The lady that did firft efpy

The drtadtul dragon coming {o.

Unto St. George aloud did cry.

And willed him away to po

;

•' Here comes that curled fiend," quoth flie,

" That loon v;ill make an end of me."

j>. George then looking round about,

The fiery drajon loon efpy'd,

And like a tnight of courage ftout,

Againft him did moll fiercely ride
;

And with luch blows he did him greet,

lie feil beneath Jhii horfe's feet.

Tor •with his lance, which was fo Urong,

As he came gaping in his face,

In at his mouth he thruft along.

For he could pierce no other place':

And thus within the lady's view
This mighty dragon ftraight he flew.

The favour of liispoifon'd breath

Could do this holy knight no harm.
Thus he the lady fav'd from death, '

And home he led her by the arm ;

Which when king Ptolemy did fee,

Theie was great mirth and melody.

When as this valiant chamjiion there

Had flain the dragon in the field.

To court he brought the lady fair.

Which to their hearts much joy did yield.

He in the court of Egypt llaid

Till he moil falfely was betray'd.

That lady dearly lov'd the knight,

He courted her his only joy ;

But when their love was brought to llgh.t

It turn'd unto their great annoy:

Th' Morocco king was in the court.

Who to the' orchard did lefort

_,
Daily to t^ke the pleafant air,

For pleafure fake he us'd to walk.

Under a wall he oft did hear

St. George with.Zaa'j' Sshra talk : . ,

Their love he fhewM unto the king.

Which to-5». George great woe did iK'ing.

Thofe kings together did devife

To make the chrillian knight away.

With letters him in courteous wife

They llrafghtway lent to Perfia :

Jjut wrote to th' Sophy him to kill,

And treach'roufly his blood to fpill.

Thus they for good did him reward

With evil, and moft fubtily

By much vile means they had regard

To work his death moft cruelly;

Who, as through Perfia land he rode,

With zeal deftroy'd each idol goti.

For which offence he ftraight was thrown

Into a dun?eon dark and deep;

Where, when he thought his wrongs ujjton,

He bitterly did wail and weep :

Yet like a knight, of courage llout.

At length his way he digged out.

Three grooms of the king of Perfia

Bv night this valia^nt champion flew,

Tho' he had failed many a day ; -

And then away from thence he flew

Dn the bell fteed the Sophy had ;

Which when he kne-v he was full mad.

To'ards Chriftendom he made his flight

but met a giant on the way.
With whom in combat he did fighc

Moft valiantly a fummer'sday ;

Who yet, for all his bats of fteel.

Was forc'd the fting of death to feel.

Back o'er the feas with many bands
Of warlike loldiers loon he paft.

Vowing upon thofe heathen lands

To work revenge ; which at the laft.

Ere thrice three years were gone and fpent,

tie wrought unto his heart's content.

Save only Egypt land he fpar'd
' For Sahra, bright her only fake,

And ere for her he had regard.

He meant a tryal kind to make :

Meanwhile the king o'ercome in field

Unto St. George did quickly yield.

Then ftraight Morocco's king he flew.

And took fair Sabra to his wife.

But meant to try if fhe were true

Ere with her he would lead his life:

And, tho' he had her in his train,

She did a virgin pure remain.

Toward England then, that lovely dame
The brave St. George conduced ftraight;

An eunuch alfo with them came.

Who did upon the lady wait;

Thefe tiiree from Egypt went alone.

Now mark St. George's valour fhown.

When as they in a foreft were,

The lady did defire to reft.

Mean while St George, to kill a deer

For their repaft did think it beft;

Leaving her with the eunuch there,

Whilft he did go to kill the deer.

But lo! all in his abfence came
Two hungry lions, fierce and fell.

And tore the eunuch on the fame

In pieces fmall, the truth to tell^

Down by the lady then they laid.

Whereby they fhew'd flie was a maid.

But when he came from huntingjback,

And did behold this heavy chance,

Then for his lovely virgin's fake

His courage ftraight he did advance, ,

And came into the lion's fight.

Who ran at him with all their might.

Their rage did him no whit difmay

Who, like a ftout and valiant knight,

Did both the hungry lions flay

W^ithin the LavTy SaLru's flght

:

Who all this while, fad and demure

There flood, moft like a virgin pure^

Now when St. George did furely know
This lady was a'virgin true.

His heart was glad, that erft was woe,

And all his love did foon renew :

He let her on a palfrey Heed, -

Aud Lov\ards England came with fpeed.

Where being in fhort fpace arriv'd

Unto his native dwelling place
;

Therein wiih his dear love he liv'd

And fortune did his nuptials grace :

They many years of joy did fee.

And led their lives at Co\ entry.
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When Fairies dance round-
Air—' By tie fiale tight ifthe Mo m'

WHEN fairies dance round on the grafs.

And frolic to night's awful noon;
Each elf, with his tight little lafs.

Trips to the pale light of the moon.

If 't chance that the grey dawn of day

Breaks in on their revels loo fuon,

Difturb'd they all ikuttle away,

And follow the glimpfe of the moon.

Fairer than the op'ning Lilies.

FAIRER than the op'ning lilies,
**

Frefher than the morning iK^e,

Are the blooming charraf of Philiis;

Richer Iweets does ihe difclole.

Long fecure from Cupid's power.

Soft repofe had luil'd my breaft,

Till in ow; fliort fatal hour

She depriv'd my foul ot reft.

Child of pleafure and vexation,

Fly my verfe, and paint my flame ;

Whifper foft that tender paflion,

Which I muft not, cannot name!

Lovely fair, remove my anguifh.

Give my foul her wonted eafe,

Since you've tauglit me how to languifli.

Teach, oh! teach me how to pleafe.

With the Man that I love.

^^ ITH the man that I love, were I dcftiri'dno dwell.

On a mountain, a moor, in a cot, or a cell;

Retreats the moil b?.rrcn, moft defert, would be

More pleafing than courts, or a palace to me.

Let the vain and the venal in wediocl- afpirf.

To what folly tfteems, and the vuigar admire;

I yield tliem the blifs where their wifhes are plac'd
;

Inl'enfiblc creatures! 'tis all they can tafte.

Fine Ladies may tell us.

Sung in * The Rival CandiJatet.'

FINE ladies may tell us

They hate pretty fellows,

Defpife little Cupid—his quiver and dart,

But when Love's only by.

Not a prude will deny
That man, iho' a tyrant's the lord of her hearto

So bewitching a creature !

So noble each feature !

My bofom commands me to take his tiear pajj

;

Then how can I conceal

What my eyes will reveal ?

—

That he muft, and he will be—the lord ofmy heart.

From the Court to the Cotta^.

•ROM the court to the cottage convey me away.
For I'm weary of grandeur and what they call gay ;

Where pride withcu' meafure,
And pomp without ple-lur^e,

Mates life, in a circle of hurry, decay.

Far remote and retir'd from the noife of the tow*.
I'll exchange my brocade for a plain ruffet gowni

My friends Ihall be few.

But well chofen and true.

And fweet recreation our ev'ning Ihall crown.

With a rural repaft, a rich banquet to me,
On a mofly green turf, near feme fhady old tree,

T"he river's clear brink

Shall afford me my drlr.k.

And Temp'ranee my friendly phyfician fliall be.

E'er calm and ferene, with contentment ftill blefl^

Not too giddy with joy, nor with forrow deprefiv

I'll neither invoke,

Nor repine at Death's ftroke.

But retire from the world as I wo'uld to my reft.
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Since robb'd of all, !^c.

^INCE Tobb'd of all tliatchnrms my viev.-,

Oi all ray foul e'er fancy'd fair,

Ye I'niling native fcenes adieu,

With each delightful objeft there !

Oh, when my heart revolves the joys
Which in your fweet recefs I knew.

The kit dread ihocL- which lifedeftroys,

Is heaven compar'd to lofmgyou I

Ye vales which to the raptur'd eye
Difclos'd the flow'ry pride of May,

Ye circling hill's, whole lummits high
Blufh'd with the morning's earlieft ray.

Where, heedlefs oft how far I ilray'd,

And pleas'd my ruin to purfue,

I lung, my dear, my cruel maid,
Adieu ! for ever, ah, adieu '.

Ye dear alTociates of my breaft,

Whole hearts with fpeechlefs forrow fw-ell.

And thou, -with hoary age oppreft,

Dear author o£my life, farew^ell I

For me, alas I thy fruiilefs tears,

Far, far remote from friends and home.
Shall blall thy venerable years.

And bend thee "pining to the tomb.

Sharp are tlie pangs by nature felt

For dear relations torn away.
Yet fharper pangs my vitals melt,

To hopelel's love a deftin'd prey ;

While file, an angry hav'n and main.
Deaf to the helplefs lailor's pray'r,

Enjoys my foul's confuming pain.

And wantons with my deep deipair.

From curfed gold what ills arife,

What horrors lite's fair profpedl ftain !

Friends bialt their friends with angry eyes.

And brothers bleed by brothers Jlain i

From curled gold I trace my woes

;

Could I this fplendid milchief boaft,

Nor would Diy tears unpitied flow,

Nor would my fighs in air be lofL

Ah ! -when a mother's cruel care

Nurs'd me an infant on the breaft,

Had early fate furpriz'd me there,

And wrapt ine in eternal reft
;

Th^pU had this breaft ne'er learn 'd to beat,
Andtremble with unpitied pain,

?L"iIu>r had a maid's relentlefs hate

lieen, ev'n in death, deplor'd in vain.

Oh, in the pleaf.ng toils of love,

With ev'ry winning art I try'd

To catch the coyly fluttering dove.

With killing eyes and plumy pride;
But far, on nimble pinions borne.
From love's warm gales and flow'ry plains^

She lought ^he noriliern climes of fcorn.
Where ever fieezing winter reigns.

Ah, me ! had heaven and flie prov'd kind,
1 hen full of age, and free from care,

How bleft had I my life refign'd,

W^here firft I breath'd ihis viial air.

But lince no fatt'ring hope remains,
Let me my wretched lot purfue,

Adieu, dear friends, and native plainSj

To all b,wt griet and lo'.e, adieu '.

Braw, brawLads of Gala-waten

BRAW, braw, lads of Gala-water,
O, braw lads of Gala-water,

I'll Jvilt 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 dearie,

Sae white-her teeth, fae i^^xet her mou,
The mair I kifs fhe's a' my dearie.

O'er yon bank and o'er yon brae,
'

O'er yon niofs among the heather,
I'll kilt my coats aboon my knee,
And bilow my love thro' ihe tvater>

Down among the broom, the broom,
Down among the broom, my dearie

The laffie loft her filken fnood,

That coft her many a blirt and bleary.

Shepherd Youths and Village Maids.

RECITATIVE.

Shepherd youths and village maids,
Liften lo a Ihcpherd's ftrain •

Learn, when love your heart invades,
How its truth to afcertain.

AIR.

T F in abfence 'lone you grieve,

^ Pine and ccun the penfive hour.
If no plealurcs can relieve,

I hen doih Love your peace devour.
If that grief you ilrive to>hide.

Feigning mirth and forcin';; chear.
If a fmile would feera to chide.

Yet in chiding fwells the tear;
Starting drops unerring prove.
Then, and only then, you love.

When no more the fong_ invites

Pipe or ilance upon the green,
Dead to ail the gay delights.

Wont to charm the maid ferene ;

If in thole yo'i tike no part,

Clos'd the ear, and fix'd the eye,
If in crowds the vacant heart

Heaves th' involuntary figh

;

Carelefs forrows fadly prove,
Then, and only then, you love.

When the favour'd objeft's near,
II your joy, beyond controul,

Elds the glad, the'glift'ning tear,

More than fpeak the raptur'd foul,

If the chance, tho' welcome touch
I'hrills through ev'ry panting vein.

If you cannot gaze too much,
Wifh, yet dread to gaze again,

Stolen glances fondly prove,
'ihen, and only then, you love.

When again the village fports

Wnh redoubl'd Iwtetncls charm,.
J>/ighter all the known rel'orts,

! 'enrer all the folt alarm
;

When the momenis gliding by,

Ne.v enjoyments daily rife,

W hen each joy is exiafy,

Shar'd with ihofe you fondly prize.

Happy hours, tho' tranfient prove,

Then you live, for then you lov.e.
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In defence cf her Sex,

IN defence of her fex fure a woman may fpealc,

Pray what is it now that you men wouW be at ?

X)oyou think that we mind each occafion you feek.

To laugh at our drefs, little waifts, and all that ?

No, don't, firs, believe it, fuch nonfenfe mull fall,

Corivinc'd,when we look but a moment about us,

That whether we're all waift, or no waift at all,

You can't, for the life of you, men, do without us

'Tis filly to fport with our fancies and drefs,

As we can fubdue you whenever we pleafe :

For fince we've the power, you all muft confefs,

To mate you aflc pardon for that on your knees

;

Then prithee, dear firs, leave our £hon waitts alone,

'Tis the whim of the day, and we'll have it, don't

doubt us :

£0 give o'er your jefline, and candidly own,
You can't, for the life of you, men, do without us

That women have tongues I believe you well know,
ijut pray do not force us to put th*m in ufe,

For fure if you give them but freedom to go,

You'll find it a hard thing to flop their abufe;

Befidcs, look at home—on the: drefs of yourfelves.

With your fpencers and pantaloons flockii.g about

us :

But I tell you again, oh, ye confident el\ es,

You can't, for the foul ot yuu, men, dv without us

The Willow Tree.

tJOW now, fiiepherd, what means that ?

J- Why wears thou willow in thy hat?
Are thy fkarfs of Vt-d and yeliow,

Turn'd to branches of green willow ?

" She is changed, lo am I,

" Sorrow lives when juys do die ;

" It is I'hillis, only fhe,

'' That makes me wear t^e willow tree."

Is't the lafs that lov'd thee long ?

Is it fhe has done thee wrong?
She that lov'd thee long and beft.

Is her love now turn'd tojeft ?

" She who lov'd me long and befi,

" Bids me fet my mu.d at reft ;

" She loves a new love, loves not me—

-

" 1 hat makes me wear the willow tree."'

Come, thfn. fiiepherd, let us join,

Since thy love is like to mine ;

For file I ever thought mo'ft true,

Has alfo chang'd me for a new-
" Herdfman, it thy hap- be fo,

" i hou art partner of my woe ;

" Thine ill hap doth mine appeafe,
" For company doth lorrow eafe."

Courage, man, and do not mourn,
lor her who holds thy love in fcorn,

Kefpetl not ihem who love not thee.

But c^ft away thy willow tree.

" For her lake I live in pine,

" Hhlllis oiice was true love mine,
" Which forgotten ne'er fhall be,

" Altho' I wear the willow tree."

Shepherd, if ihou'U be rul'd by me,

Call awd/ thy willow trte.

For thy grief doth her content.

She is pleas'd it thou lament.
" Herdfman, I'll be rul'd by the?,

" Here lies grief and wiilow tree.

Henceforth I will be as they
' i hat iove a iiew love ev'ry day."

BALLAD.

The Birth of St. George.

LISTEN, lords, in bower and hall,

I fing the wonderous birth

Of brave St. George, who's val'rous arm
Rid monfters from the earth :

Diftrefled ladies to relieve

He travell'd many a day,
In honour of the chriftian faith.

Which ftiall endure for aye.

In Coventry fometime did dwell
A knight of worthy fame.

High fteward of this noble realm
;

Lord Albret was his name.

He had to wife a princely damcT
Whofe beauty did excel

;

This virtuous lady being with child,

In fudden fadnefs fell :

For thirty nights no fooner lleep

Had clos'd her wakeful eyes ;

But, lo ! a foul and fearful dream
Her fancy did fupiize.

She dreamt, a dragon fierce and fell

Conceiv'd within her womb;
Whofe mortal fangs her body rent

Ere he to life could come.

All woe-begone and fad was flie

;

She nourifh'd conftant woe:
Yet flrove to hide it from her lord,

Left he fliould forrow know.

In vain fhe ftrove ; her tender lord.

Who watch'd her flighteft look,

Difcover'd foon her fecret pain,

And foon that pain partook.

And when to }iim the fearful caufe

She weeping did impart.

With kindefl fpeech he ftrove to heal

The anguifh of her heart.

" Be comforted, my lady dear,

" Thoff pearly drops refrain ;'

" Betide me weal, betide me woe,
" I'll try to eafe thy pain.

" And for this foul and fearful dream,
" Tha-t caufeth all thy woe,

" Truft me Til travel far away,
" But I'll th,e meaning know."

Then giving myny a fond embraci,

And fhtfdding many a tear.

To the weird lady of the woods

He purpos'd to repair.

To the weird lady of the woods,

Full long and many a day,

Thro' lonely fhades and thickets rough
He winds his weary way.

At length he reach'd a dreary dell

With difmal yews o'erhung ;

Where cyprefs fpread its mournful boughs,

A pois'nous nightfhade fprung.

No cheaiful gleams here pierc'd the gloom.

He hears no chearful found
;

But ihriil night-ravens yelling fcream,

And ferpents hifs around.

The fhriek o.f fiends and damned ghofls

Rin howling th/c' his ear :

A chilling horror fioze his heart,

'1 ho' all unus'd 10 fear.
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I'hres times he ftriv-ss to win his way,

And pierce thofe ficlily deA'S;

Three times to bear his trembliy.g rorfe

His knocking knees refule.

At length upon his beating bre sft

He figns the holy crofs ;

And, Toufing up his v/onted might.

He treads th' unhaliow'd mofs.

Beneath a pendant craggy cliff.

All vaulted like a grave.

And op'ning in the folid rock.

He found th' inchantedeave.

An iron grate clos'd up the mouth,

All hideous and forlorn ;

And, faften'd by a filver chain.

Near hung a brazen horn.

Then offering up a milt-white lamb.

Three times he blows amain ;

Three times a deep and hollow found
Did anfwer him again.

" Sir knight, thy lady bears a fon,

" Who like a dragon bright,

" Shall prove right dreadful to his foes,

*' And terrible in fight.

" His name advanc'd in future times
" On banners fhall be worn

;

" But, lo ! thy lady's life muft pafs
" JBefore he can be born."

All fore opprefl with fear and doubt

Long time lord Albret flood;

At length he winds his doubtful way.
Back thro' the dreary wood.

Eager to clafp his lovely dame
Then faft he travels back ;

But when, he reach'd his caltle gate,

His gate was hung with black.

In every court and hall he found

A fullen filence reign ;

Save where, amid the lonely towers,

He heard her maidens 'piain •,

And bitterly lament and weep.
With many a grievous g.roan :

Tbea fore his bleeding hecin: mifgave.
His lady's life was gone.

With faultering fiep he enters in.

Yet half afraid to go
;

With, trembling voice afks why they griev€.

Yet fears the caufe to know.

'• Three times the fun hath rofe and fet;"

They faid, then ftopt to weep :

'* Since heaven hath laid thy lady dear
" In death's eternal fieep.

"For, ah! in travail fore itefell,
" So fore that fhe muft die;

" TJnlefs fome fhrewd and cunning leech
" Could eafe her prefently.

" Eut when a cunning leech was fet,

" Too foon declared he,

" She, or her babe muft lofe its life,

" Both faved couid not be."

" Now tak« my life," the lady faid,

" l^y little infant fave :

". And, oh, commend me to ray lord,
" When I am laid in grave.

"' O tell him how that precious babe
" Coft him a terider wife :

'' Arid teach sny fon to lifp her name,
•' Who dy'd to fare hi? lii'e."

«' Then calling ftill upon thy name,
" And praying ftill for thee ;

" Without repining or complaint,
" Her gentle foul did flee."

What tongue can paint lord Albrtt'i woe»
The bitter tears he fhed.

The bitter pangs that wrung his heart,

To find his lady dead ?

He beat his breaft, he tore his hair

;

And fhedding many a tear.

At length he alk'd to fee his fon
;

The fon that coft fo dear.

New forrow feix'd the damfels all ;

At length they fault'ring fay,
*' Alas I my lord, how fliall we tell?

" Thy fon Is ftole away I

—

" Fair as the fweeteft flower of fpring,
" Such was his infant mein :

" And on his little body ftampt
" Three wond'rous marks were feen :

" A blood-red crofs was on his arm ;

" A dragon on his breaft :

" A little garter all of gold
" Was round his leg expreft.

" Three careful nurfes we provide
" Our little lord to keep :

" One gave him fuck, one gave him food,
•*' And one did lull to fleep.

" Eut. lo! all In the dead of night,
" We heard a fearful found:

" Loud thunder clapt ; the callle Ihook :,

" And lightning flalht around.

" Dead with affright at fii-ft we lay;
" But roufing up anon,

" We ran to fee our little lord :

" Our little lord was gone !

" But how or where we could not tell

:

" For lying on the groxincL,

" In deep and magi<: flumbers laid,

" The nurfes there we found."

" Oh, grief on grief!" lord Allret faid;

No more his tongue couM fay,

When tailing in a deadly fwoon,

Long time he lifelefs lay.

At length reftnr'd to life and fenfe

He nourilh'd endleii woe.
No future joy his heart could tafte.

No future comfort know.

So withers on the mountain top
A fair and ftately oak.

Whole vig'rous arms are torn away

^Y fome rude thunder-firoke.

At length .his caftle irkfome grew.

He loathes his wonted home

;

His native country he forfakes

In foreign lands to roam.

Thers up and down he wander'd far.

Clad in a palmer's gown
;

Till his brown locks grew white as wool,

His beard as thiftle down.

At length, all weary'd, down in death

He laid his reverend head.

Meanwhile araid the lonely wilds

His little Ion was bred.

There the weird lady cf the woods
Had borne him far away.

And ivain'd him up in feats of arms,

And ev'ry ma/tial pia/.
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The Beaus of the Year Ninety-nine.

Sung by Mrs, Momtam, with great applaufe, at Vauxliall-

Gardens.

MY mother oft talk'd of the beaus of the town,

Wlio by Iword, knot or bag, had gain'd

great renown,

With powder, pomatum, and other perfumes.

You might fmell out a beau, tho' in different

rooms.

Well, to London I'm come, to fee thefe fine elves,

But I find them fo alter'd, they don't know
tliemfilvss;

Our beaus, for I find they retain fiill the name.

Take a different road to thetemple of farag.

Pantaloons and fhort flick,

Half boots and half coat,

A neat coiijur'd handkerchief

Tied round the throat,

A fcrubbing brufli head,

Willi check collar fo fine,

Mark the beaus and the fmarts of the year 99.

In the days when my mother was airy and young.

Smart fellows, fhe tells me, danc'd, ogled and fung,

They drefs'd too fojaunting, our hearts to trepan,

On tiptoe to pleal'e us were ft ill to a man ;

Now lounging and carelefs, it plainly appears

That the fafhion's much aker'd within a few
years.

The fafhior*. of wlfhing to pleafe is gone by;

Not to pleafe is the plan they fuccefsfully try.

Pant&loons, l^c.

Now Faftiion with no bright allurements betray,

Our belles quite dilgufted her vot'ries furvey.

When the boforaot beauty own love's pleafing pain,

'Tis for one of ihofe men, who fuch faftiion

dildai]'.

Take the hint, O ye men, to find grace in thofeeyes.

Throw off this difgraceful poilillion dilguife;

Appear like your fathers, like gentlemen move.

And, like them, be' rewarded with beauty and

love.

Pantaloons, fcfc.

Ring the Bell, and fill the BowL

niNG the bell, and fill the bowl,
-*-^ Wine infpires the jovial fong ;

Care fhall never dare controul.

While liquor can our mirth prolong.

Come, ye youths, who figh and pine
For fome filly, fickle fair;

Come, and drown in fparkling wine,
All your folly, all your care.

Ye wretches on whom Fortune frowns.
Whom duns and creditors befet.

Good ilore of wine will troubles drown,
Come, drink yourfelves quite out of debt-

Ye hufbands who, have fcolding wives,
Come here, and leave the fhrews at home;

With Comus lead more happy lives;

Come, hafte away, O I pr'ythee, come.

Beauty and Mufic charm the Soul.

BEAUTY and mufic charm the foul,

Tho* fep'rate in the fair

;

What mortal can their pow'r controul,

When Heav'n has join'd them there ?

What needed, then, my Celia's art,

To fing or touch the lyre r

Your charms before had won my heart

;

'Twas adding flame to fire.

Love.

HOW fweet a torment 'tis to love

!

And ah ! how pleafant is the pain!
I would not, if I could, remove.
And now put off the am'rous chain.

Tho* Chloris' eyes do give me laws.
And me of litjerty beguile,

I, like a martyr, love my caufe.

And on my fair tormentor fmile !

PUBLISHED at N°- lO, BEDFORD-ROW, Dublin;

Where the preceding Numbers ca;-) be had.
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The Maid to my Mind.

I
HAVE ferjoufly weitrli'd It,

And find it but'juft.

That a wife makes a man
Either bleffed or curft ;

I declare I will marry,

Ah ! can I but find,

Mark me well, ye young laffes,

The maid to my mind.

Xot the pert little mifs,

Who advice will defpiie.

Nor the girl who's fo foolifti

To think herfelf wife,

Nor {he who to all men
Alike would prove kind

;

Not one of thefe three

Is the maid to my mind.

Not the prude who in public

Will never be free.

Yet in private a toying

For ever will be.

Nor coquette that's too forward.

Nor jilt that's unkind;

Not one of thefe three

Is the maid to my mind.

Nor fhe who for pleafure

Her hufband will flight.

Nor the pofitive dame,

Who thinks always fhe's right,

Nor file \* ho a dupe

To the fafliion's inclin'd ;

Not one of (h.efe three

Is the maid to my mind.

But the fair with good-nature

And carriage genteel,

Who her hulband can love

And no fecrets reveal.

In v.hofe breaft I may virtue

And modefty find
;

This, this, and this only's

The maid to my mind.

When Vapours o'er the Meadow die.

Sung in ' The Capricious Lovers.'*

WHEN vapours o'er the meadow die,

And morning ftreaks the purple fky,

I wake to love with jocund glee.

To think on him who doats on me.

When eve embrowns the verdant grove.

And Philomel laments her love.

Each i:gh I breathe my love reveals,

And tells the pangs my bofom feels.

With fecret pleafure I furvey

The frolic birds in am'rous play.

While fondeft cares my heart employ,

Which flutters, leaps and beats for joy.

With your Wife, Sir, ne'er difpute.

Sung in ' Tie Golden Pippin.'

WITH your wife, Sir, ne'er difpute.

Lady of the manor flie
;

Due to her the choiceft fruit.

Due to her the brar.ch and tree:

And you know {he'll have her right;

Tes, Sir, mornii.g, noon, and night.

A Man to my Mind.

S And flale virgins defpis'd,

To all bachelors greeting,

Thefe lines are premis'd;

I'm a maid that would marry

—

Ah ! could I but find,

(I care not for fortune)

A man to my mind 1

Not the fair-weather fop.

Fond of fafhion and drefs;

Not the 'Iquire, who can relifh

No joys but the chace
;

Nor the free-thinking rake,

Whom no morals can bind :

Neiiher this—that—nor t'other's

The man to my mind.

Not the ruby-fac'd fot.

Who topes world without end ;

Nor the drone, who can't relifh

His bottle and friend ;

Nor the fool, that's too fond ;

Nor the churl that's unkind ;

Neither this—that—nor 'toiher's

The man to my mind.

Not the wretch with full bags,

Without breeding or merit ;

Nor the flafh, that's all fury

Without any Ipirit;

Nor the fine mailer fribble,

The Icorn of mankind I

Neither this—ihat—nor t'other's

1'he man to my mind.

But the youth whom good-fenfe

And good-natxire infpire ;

Whom the brave muff ^efteem,

And the fair fhould admire ;

In whofe heart love and truth

Are with honour conjoin'd

;

This, this, and no other's

The man to ray mind. Cunningham.

Pry'thee, Fool, be quiet.

YOUNG Jockey fought my heart to wip,

And woo'd as lovers w'oo
;

I, vers'd in all our fex's art,

Did juft as maidens do :

Whate'er he'd figh, wliste'er he'd vow,

I'd fludy to be fhy at

;

.

And when he prefs'd his fate to know,
'Twas, pr'ythee, fool, be quiet.

Month after month, of am'rous pain

He made a mighty fufs ;

Why if, you know, one loves a fv<iain,

'Tis wrong to fay one does

:

He told me pafTion could not live

Without more pleafing diet;

And pr^iy what ar.fwer could I give,

But, pr'ythee, fool, be quiet.

At length he made a bold efTay,

And like a man he cry'd,

Thy hand, my dear, this very day

Shall Celia be my hi-ide :

.Convinc'd he would have leiz'd me ftill,

I could not well deny it:

And no<^s believe me, when I will,

1 make the fool be quiet.
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A Laughing Song.
\

! /^ OOD peo])le cf every condition,

i^—
' Adend to a inerry new long ;

Know, that Laiightet's tlieonly phyfician

To make you live hapjsy and long.

' And fure 'tis a folly to grieve.

Let tlie bottle go briflcly about;
' The hypocrite laughs i;. his fleeve,

\\ hilll the honett man dares to laugh out.

The merchant indulges his mirth

I

When his veffel's fate moor'd at the quay:

I

She's inlur'd tor near double her worth,

I And he laughs if (he founders at lea.
(

The broker enjoys his commiflion

I

\^'hen he buvs, for his principal, well;
', And, when flock's in a fickly condition

He's merry, becaufe he muH Icll,

1 The felon will laugh at the jailor,

When the bill of indictment is wrong ;

I
The poet will laugh at his tailor,

I

Who trufls him a fuit for a fong.

I The girl who has cheated her keepers,

;

Laughs to think that old men are fo mad
;

The heir, in his hat-band and weepers.

Will laugh o'er the grave of his dad.

Ph'/ficians ftill laugh at the lick,

Who oonient to be blifler'd and bled ;

j

Philofophers laugh at the quick.

And the fexton will laugh at the dead.

Then, my friends, let's renounce all our errors

;

By virtue we'll ftand or we'll tall :

He laughsat the monarch of terrors.

Who one day will laugh at us all.

A Lover of Mirih'

BALLAD.

Fair Eleanor.

OR THE KNIGKT OF THE BLACK CASTIrE.

FAST o'er the hills the evening grey.

Her duftcy mantle fpread ;

And weftward far the ling'ring day,

A glimm'ring/twilight fhed.

When from his cell, a holy wight

Went forth with air fedate ;

Beneath the fhelter of the night,

Unfeen, to contemplate.

A flender v/and he careful bore,

His tottering fleps to guide;

The crofs, and beads his order wore.

Hung graceful by his fide.

His hoary locks, and wviukl'd brow
A length cf yc.;rs contefs'd ;

His head, that age begsn to bow,
Reclin'd upon his breaft.

A niodeil: air his face o'erfpread.

And courteous was his Imile';

His hfart, thit fcience long had fed^

The world could not defile.

Eefide an abby's mould'ring walls,

lie flood a while to reft.

:

And flraight to meditation falls,

And Imote his aged breafl.

Now in the eaft the lamp of^night.

In awtul grandeur rofe :

And beaming with the new born light,

The rich horizon glows.

The ambient furface of the deep.

With orient furges roU'd ;

The craggy fhore o'er hanging fteep,

Seem'd lafh'd with liquid gold!

The heirmit view'd the fcene around,
With holy, calm delight.

And O ! he cry'd, who fhall be found
Worthy thy glorious fight.

Thou, who can'ft fhed the liquid day.

And poife the Harry fpheVe :

Can'ff bid the tranquil zephyrs play.

And furious tempefl tear.

Thus while the pious foul he fpoke,
And contemplating flood,

^A diftant found his rapture broke.

Far ifluing from the flood.

And foon a ftately barque appear'd,

With canvas floating wide.

And to the fhore flraight onward fteer'd,

Faft bounding o'er the tide.

'Twas filence all, fave from the flrand.

The breakers lowly figh'd :

The veffel now approach'd the land.

And dafh'd their furf afide.

And now a voice attrafts his ears,

That utter'd plaintive woe;
And all aflonifli'd now he hears

A folemn dirge and flow,

Soft ftealing on the floating breeze,

The mingled anthem rofe;

Now low, then fwelling by degrees.

And now it fainter grows.

He heard, and wond'ring flood the while,

The mourning train drew nigh;

While from behind the hollow pile,

Re-echo'd every figh.

A fadd'ning fcene, the hermit wept.

And flraight with pious care,

To meet the troop in filence flep'd.

And utter'd filent pray'r.

And then the chief he thus addrefs'd.

With court'ous words and kind;
" Still prompt to fuccour the diftreft"

" In me a brother find.

'' Say whence, right valiant knigh.t, and where,
'' your journey fad, I pray ?

" Before you lies a mountain drear,

" And per'lous is the way.

" Kind father," then the knight reply 'd,

" My journey here muft ceafe;

" I come to lay a hapl 'fs bride

" In yonder holy place,

" From Spain I came, and this my care,

" The Ir^.dy of a Ki,i?:ht

;

'"
Evft called Z"/^ -;;- '< fu"

"0;be-
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"Her hufband, late of Britifli land,
" The holy crofier wore :

" And 'gainft ihe Moor a high command
" For Spain he gallant bore.

" What boots it to the valiant dead,
" The tear, let fall in vain -.

" Pierc'd by a Moorifh fpear he bled,
" On Murcia's bloody plain.

" Fair Eleanor with grief opprefs'd,

" Soon left this world of pain;
" And to fulfill her laft requeft,

" I've crofs'd the heaving main.

" The ftory of this haplefs maid,
" Would melt the coldeft heart

;

" Which while this laft fad ad's delay'd,
,

" I wi 11 recount in part.

—

The yielding fod was laid afide,

The laft retreat of man :

The mattock rang, the hermit figh'd.

And thus the knight began.

" In Cornwall there once lived a knight^

" Of high and matchlefs fame :

" And to commence my tale aright,

" Fitz Maurice wa-s his name.

" In war a deathlefs name he bore,

" His greareft joy an.i pride :

" The fword his mighty grandlire wore,
' Still grac'd his lordly fide.

" And many a trufty knight and fquire,

" In coftly mail array'd,

" Stood ready all at his defire,

" To draw the temper'd blade.

" High on a rock his caftle flood,

" That long o'er look'd the tide :

" And o'er the rude affailing flood,

" Still frovvn'd in gothic pride.

" And flank'd with ftrong and flately tow'rs,

" With battlements on high :

" Whereon th' approacli of hoftile pow'rs,

" With eafe he might defcry.

" With regal cheer his table flow'd,

" Where flrangers well might feed
;

«' For bountifully he beftow'd

" On all who flood in need.

" His heart was of that princely mood.
" That knew no lordid view:

" And many a virtue now untold,

" His manly bofom knew.

" One only daughter fair had he,

" As fair as might be found ;

" Nay, one fo wond'rous fair as fhe,

'' Dwelt not on Englifli ground.

' And many a lord from foreign land,

" The maiden's love befought

:

'• But fhe to all refas'd her hand,

" That was not to be bought.

" But thus flie faid, who gains my heart,

" Shall have my hand beflde ;

«' For by this hand, my better part

" Shall never be bely'd.

" Her loving father wond'ring flood,

" To hear his daughter fpeak :

"While tears of joy, a tender flood,

" Ran down his a'ed cheek.

" And O I my child, he fondly cry'd,

" A father's bltfling take-,

" Thy withes ne'er fhall be deny'd,

" All tor thy virtue's lake.

" Which made him to repeiit full- fore,

" That he this promiie gave ;

" This promife that in forrow bore
" His grey hairs to the grave.

" For wand'ring from his lineal pride,

" She lov'd a fhepherd fw ain :

" For whom in filence long Ihe figh'a,

" And long conceal'd her pain.

" One day, as from^ his turrets high,
" He vievv'd his wide domcins

;

" Where wood-crown'd hilis were feen in vieY.'_

" With flow'r enamell'd plains,

" His daughter with the fhepherd fwain,
" In converfe he efpy'd •,

" Ben eaih the fhrubs that fkirt the plain,

" Faft by the greenwood fide.

'•Then ftraight up rofe his anger red,

" Fierce glar'd his martial eye :

" And O ! he cry'd, fhall it be faid

" My honour thus fhall die."

Thus far the knight did fo relate.

When, fadly by his fide.

The hermit falling from his feat,

All breaUilefs he efpy'd.

Then careful did he ftrive to rife

The old man from the ground;

And ply afTiftance various ,vays,

But all in vain he found.

At length, fufpende'd life began

Its feeble courfe t.bear:

And down his cheeks fucccffive ran

The dew drops of defpair.

" I am," he cry'd, " O hold, my heart

" Thus burftsto find relief;

« That father, who with piercing fmart,

" Now feels a father's grief.

" O lead me to my long left child,

" She who W3S once fo dear ;

" 'Tis fhe," he cry'd, with accent wild,

And funk upon the bier.

" O Eleanor" he cry'd, " arife,

" Thy poor old father fee

:

" Look up, and blefs thefe longing eyts,

" That long have wept for thee."

And then he rent his fnow white locks,

And tore his fiiver beard ;

And figh'd fo piteous that the rocks

To ifigh again were heard.

« And have I been, O ! heaven," he cry'd,

" A father for this end?

" Let not your mercy be deny'd,

" But here my forrows end."

And then her cold and lifelefs head

lie to his bofom preis'd ;

In one deep figh his forrows fled,

And clos'd his eyes in reft.

Now in the eaft the matin fair

Declar'd thi 'proaching' day;

The knight interr'd the haplefs pair,
'^

And mournful fought the fea.
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Wine, Wine in the Morning.

INE, wine in the morning
Makes us frolick and gay,

hat, like eaoles, we foar

In the pride of the day ;

Efouty fots of the night
' ~ Only find a decay.

t*"Tis fhe fun ripes the grape,

V A.nd to drinking gives light

;

ifWe imitate him
When by noon we're at height

;

|f They Heal wine, who take it

"" V/hen he's out of fight.

;Boy, fill all the glaffes,

^"Fill them up, now he ftiines;

'The higher he rifes,

The more he refines

:

For wine and wit fall

As their maker declines.

O'er the Bowl we'll laugh and ling.

O'ER the bowl we'll laugh and fing;

Melancholy hence away 1

Ring, ring, the bowl is empty,

Fill it, landlord, let's be gay.

Roufe, ye genial fons of mirth !

Now's tire time to baffle care;

Tho' we're mortal now on earth,

Let us fancy heaven here.

Happlnefs alone purfue

;

Where is more than dwells in wine?

Each full bumper gives a new
Pleafure to the theme divine.

Why Ihould man, with forr-ow pining,

Lofe a life ofjoy and eale ?

When his blifs is ilill refining

. In fublime delights like thefe.

When Calliope and Clio to Britain's

rude Ifle.

.fTTHEN Calliope and Clio to Britain's rude

Perchance on a vifiting came,

All then was confufion, till they deigned to fmile.

And hoift here the ftandard of fame.

In procefs of time, by the mufes grand aid,

Our ifland extended her fway

O'er empires and kingdoms; no land ever made
Of commerce and arts luch difplay.

At length, full determin'd to fix their abode

In England, the mufes Agreed

;

For the foil here was good, and whenever they
fow'd

It was certain to propagate feed.

Thus favour'd, we'll fpurn at the fcroyls of the

And their impotent boaftingsdefpife;

For envy, and rancour, what ills they prefage.

On themfelves are moft certain to rife.

A Glafs of good Punch.

Sung in ' Ptor Vulcan.^

THESE mortals fay right, in their jovial
abodes,

That a glafs of good punch is the drink of the
gods

;

Take only a fmack of

The neftar we crack of,

You'll find it is punch and no more :

The ingredients they mingle,

Are contraries, fingle

;

So are ours, they're the elements four.

Then, Bacchus, for thou art the drunkard's pro-
teftor,

IlTue inftant a fiat.

And let who dare deny it.

That nedtar's good punch, and that good punch is

neftar.
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The Blind Sailor.

/"OME, never feem to mind it,

^-^ Nor count your fate a curfe;

However fad you find it,

Yet fome-body is worfe ;

In danger fnme niuft come ofF fiiort.

Yet why fhould v.'e defpair

;

For if bold tars are Fortune's Iport,

Still are ihfey Fortune's care.

Why, when our veffel blew up,

A fighting that there Don,

Like fquibs and crackers flew up

The crew, each nnother's fon ;

They funk, fome rigging ftopt me ftiort.

While twirling in the air ;

And thus if tars are Fortune's fport,

Still are they Fortune's care. •

Young Peg of Portsmouth's common.

Had like to 'ave been my wife ;

Long fide of fuch a woman,
I'd led a pretty life

;

A landfman, one Jem Devenport,

She convoy'd to Horn Fair;

And thus though tars are Fortune's fport.

They ftill are Fortune's care.

A f^linter knocked my nofe off.

My bow fprit's gone, I cries,

Yet well it kept their blows off,

Thank God 'twas not my eyes ;

Chance if again their fun's that lort.

Let's hope I've had my fhare ;

Thus if bold tars are Fortune's fport.

They ftill are Fortune's care.

Scarce with thefe -words I'd omed.

Glad for my eyes and limbs.

When d cartridge burft anddouted

Both my two precious glims

:

Well, then they're gone, cried I in fhort.

Yet fate my life did fpare ;

And thus though tars are Fortune's fport.

They ftill are Fortune's care.

I'm blind, arid I*m a cripple.

Yet chearful would I fing

Were my difafters triple,

'Caufe why 'twas for my king;

Eefides, each chriftian I exhort,

Pleas'd will fome pittance fpare ;

And thus tliough tars are Fortune's fport.

They ftill are Fortune's care.

Bihdint

Ten years, like Troy, my ftubborn Heart.

TEN years, like Troy, my ftubborn heart

Withftood th' alTault of fond defire

.

But now, alas 1 I tell a imart,

Poor I, like Troy, am let on fire.

With care we may a pile fccure.

And from all common fparks defend ;

But oh ! who can a horffe iecure.

When the celeftial llames defcend I

Thus was I fafe, till froin your eyes

Deftruflive fires are brightly given;

Ah! who can lliun the waim furpriie.

When, lo 1 the light t,!ng co-mes from heav'xi. '

The Drummer.

DAPPER Ted Tattoo is my natty name.
For a roll or a revally.

Among the girls loud founds my fame,
^^ hen I my quarters rally

;

For, with fife and drum,
I fmirking come;
Leer, cock my hat,

Svi'ear, and all that,

Nor ever dread

A broken head,

Where the caufe of ftrife's n doxy :

But as for wars.

And wounds and fcar^,

And fighting foes.

And thumps and blows,
I'd rafher fight by proxy.

When chiefs and privates mingled lie.

And gafp without affiftance.

In baggage waggon perch'd up, I

Stand umpire at a diftance

;

And with fife and drum,
I fmirking come,

'Mongft foldiers wives.

Who lead merry lives.

Nor ever dread

A broken head,

Where the caufe of ftrife's a doxy :

Let their huft)ands go.

And 'gainft the foe.

Gain glory's fears,

In honor's wars,

I'd rather fight by proxy.

Yet think I am not renowned,'

In Foreign wars and civil.

Why, fir, when fafe at home and found,

Zounds I I could fight the devil

!

And with fife and drum,
Can fmirking come.

And cock my hat,

Leer, and all that,

Nor ever dread

A broken head.

Where the caufe of ftrife's a doxy t

Let others go.

And 'gainft the foe,

Gain glory's fears.

In honor's wars,

I'd rather fight by proxy.

Thus ihro' the world I make a noife,

Where'er I'm a fojourner.

The mighty wonder and furprize

Of ev'ry chimney corner

Where with fife and drum,

I fmirking come.

And rap out zounds.

And talk of wounds.
Nor ever dread

A broken head.

Where the caufe of ftrife's a doxy l

They're fools who go,

And 'gainft the foe,

In glory's wars.

Gain honor's fears

;

I'm wife and fi.ght by proxy.
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As tippling John was jogging on.

Sung in ' Th Pmvok'J fTifc'

A S tippling John 'was jogging on,
-^*- Upon a riot night;
•U'ilh tott'ring pace, and fiery face,

Sufpicious of high fliglit :

The guards, v\ ho took him by his look,
For fome chief fire-brand,

Afk'd, whence he came; what was his name :

Who are you ? Hand, friend, ftand.

I

I'm going home ; from meeting come.
Ay, fays one, that's the cafe :

Some meeting he has burnt, you fee

The flame's ftill in his face. •

John thought 'twas time to purge the crime;
And iaid, 'twas his intent,

For to affwage his thirfty rage ;

That meeting 'twas he meant.

Come, friend, be plain, you trifle in vain,

Says one
;

pray, let us know.
That we may find how you're inclin'd,

Are you high-church, or low ?

John faid to that, I'll tell you what.

To end debates and ftrife ;

All I can fay, this is the way
I lleer my courfe of lite.

I ne'er 10 Bow nor Burgefs go.

To fteeple-houfe, nor hall

;

The brilk bar-bell befts fuits niy zeal,

-With, gentlemen, d'ye call ?

Now judge, am I low-church, or high ?

From tavern or the fteeple,

Whole merry toll exalts the foul.

And makes us high-flown people.

The guards came on, and look'd at John,

With countenance moft pleafant:

By whifper round, they all foon found,

He was no dang'rous peafant :

•So while John flood the belt he cou'd,

Expelling their decifion ;

Pox o'n't, fays one, let him be gone,

He's of our own religion.

Make Hay whilft the Sun fhines.

''T'lS a maxim I hold, whilft I live to purfue,

'»• hoi a thing to defer, which to day I can do :

This piece of good counfel attend to, I pray.

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

Attend the dear nymph to an arbour or grove,

In her ear gently pour the loft poilon of love:

With kifles and pveffes your rapture convey,

For while the fun Amines 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 fliines is the'time to make hay.

But fhould you the prefent occaiion let pafs.

The world may with jaillce pioclaim you an afs

:

Then brifkly aiiack her, if lousier ynix Pay,

The fun may not fliine, and ycu cannot inake hay.

Donnybrook Fair.

Written by
J. S. DODD, M. D.

Tune—" Dear Catholic Brother.'

A TTEND my dear honeys, and I will declare,
-i^ The fun that I had at laft Donnybrook fair;
^fy Juggy a"d I. we went there in a noddy,

Alone, by ourfelves, with but one other body.

And that other body was Terence O'Fegan,
A gofllp to me, and my dear Juggy Fagan :

With both our (hilalas we ftoutly fet out,
Och

!
we ftuck to the fluff, and we made a fine

rcut.

My Juggy and I to preferve our charader.
Were dreft top from toe in our own manufafture;

For the devil a morfel of Manchefter cotton.
To hurt our own weavers, would Ihe ever put on.

And Terry and I both fo fightly were feen.
With our coats and our fmall cloaths of Carrick

ratteen;

For never no purchafe fliould ever be made
From thofe who petition'd againft our free trade.

When we got to the fair, Och ! we tippl'd the
Wjhiflv-ey,

'Till Terry, and Juggy, and I, were both friflcy

;

Then we danc'd like a lipperchon, fung with our
voice,

'Till the devil's own mother ne'er faw fuch a
noife-

Quite hungry we grew, with aur fqualling and
dancing.

And we took a fpoleen for to fettle our prancing;
But a fair is worth nothing without a good fight,'
So we kick'd up a duft^ and we battled outright!

'Twould do your hearts good to behold all the
thumps,

The kicks, cuff and knocks, and the bloody nofe
dumps.

We whack'd, and we thwack'd 'till we bled at both
ends.

Then we kifs'd and we drank, to fliew we were
all friends.

To crown all our frolicts, as homeward we came
The driver fell off; and the horfe it grew lame.

Poor juggy was fick, and did hic-cup and flare.
And thefe were the pleafures of Donnybrook.

fair.
•

When Molly fmiles beneath her Cow.

TT^HEN Molly fmiles beneath her cow,
I feel my heart I can't tell how ;

When Molly is on Sunday dreft.

On Sundays I can take no reit.

What can I do ? On working daj«s

I leave my work on her to gaze.

What ftiall I lay? at fei mens I
Foget the text, when Molly's by.

Good maft^- curator teach me how
To mind your preaching and my plough;
And if for this you'll raife a fpell,

A good iat goofs will thank you well.
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The Cottagers,

FAR from the buftle of the Town,
In Hymen's pl'.';fing yoke,

Contented drew a harmlefs pair,

Whom Vice could ne'er provoke.

An humble Farm their wants fupply'd.

They kne* one only care—
^nna, the beauty of the •^ale,

Surpaffing all the fair.

The damafk rofe bloom'd in her cheek ;

Her hair had learn'd to flow

In artlefs ringlets round her neck,

White as the new-fall'n fnow.

In crowds the fons of wealth repair'd

This lovely nymph to view ;

Nor left untried the num'rous arts

Which wanton minds purfue.

But giddy fplendor fued in vain ;

For Anna's placid breaft

Nature h^d taught to fpurn the thought

Which was not ftriftly chaile.

But William, ftranger to all guile,

Indulg'd a latent flame,

And felt a paflion fire his loul

He knew not how to name ;

Eager he flew to ev'ry fport

Where Anna lent her aid;

Divinely happy, if a fmile

Fell from the heav'nly maid.

His flame the nymph could not refift ;

Her tender bofom heav'd

With mutual fondnefs for the fwain ;

His ev'ry vow believ'd.

The guileful proffers of the gay
She calmly heard unmov'd;

To IViUiams truth flie gave her hand.

For him flie truly lov'd.

Edwin and Anna.

SINKING in the weftern iky,

Phoebus iheds a glowing light

;

O'er the wide and barren heath

Slowly falls the gloom ef night.

Wandering, fad, with weary fteps,

Anna quits her once-lov'd home.
Driven by keen and bitter forrow
Through the weary wafte to roam.

0;ice file lov'd the gentle Edwin,
Heedlefe of his humble lot ;

Nor even now, though banifti'd from him,

Is his love and faith forgot.

Ev'ry hour, once pafs'd fo gaily.

To remembrance ftill is dear.

And her truth relifts temptation,

Though her Edwin is not near.

Allen, rich and high in favourj,

Seek* fair Anna for his bride.

And her friends, by av'rice guided,

Claims obedience on her tide.

Driven by force and fiiarp reproaches,
In defpair fhe feeks the fnore.

Where ihe faw her love departing :

Him fhe fears to fee no morel

Now the black'ning tempeft Tifing,

High the furge with fury roars.

Vivid lightning glares around her.

And the rain unceafing pours.

Carelefs of the ftormy weather,
Anna ftrains her frantic eyes,

And beholds the wrecking veffel,

In the gloomy profpeft rife.

Vainly buffeting the billows.

Seamen every effort try
;

Soon fhe Iplits upon the breakers—
Hark !—how difmal is the cry.

Anna views with fpeechlefs horror

This fad fcene,— a wreck ihe fpies,

And the name of Ifadora

Stikes at once her wond'ring eyes.

'Twas the bark In which young Edzvin,
When he bid her laft adieu,

Ventur'd to a diftant climate.

Wealth and honour to accrue.

" Though in life," fhe cry'd, " we're parted,
," Still in death we meet again :

" Edwin!—now I die with pleafure,

" Since we fhare an equal pain 1"

As fhe fprung into the ocean.

One poor failor gain'd the fteep,

Who v,'ith looks of terror viev/'d her
Wildly plunge into the deep.

Silly maiden ! thus prefuming

To arraign the power of Fate!

While you madly leek deftruftion

Heav'n may fend relief too late.

Prompted by a fecret impulfe,

C^ick he dives into the main,

And with tranfport grafp'd her garments,

Trufting once more land to gain.

Providence his hopes befriending,

Throws them on the friendly Ihore,

W^here with looks of fondeft rapture,

Edwin fees his love onc^moie.

" Anna !—^deareft of all m.aidens I

" Hear thy faithful Edzuini voice !

'' Now reftor'd with hard fav'd treafure.

" Come to bid thy heart rejoice."

Soon reviv'd by his endearments,

Anna heard the joyful tale,

And with heartfelt tranfport led him
To the cottage in the vale.

There, atoning by contrition.

For her impious rafh attempt.

Soon fhe gain'd her father's pardon,

As on gain his foul was bent.

Now rich Allen is difcarded ;

Edwin claims her for his own ;

Thus was conftancy rewarded

—

Thus be true love ever known !

Never may the virtuous fuffer

With the prefTure of defpair;

But rely—-that heav'nly goodnefs

Will at length remove their care.
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Young Pat.

N tlie Innd of Hibernia youngPat drew his breath.

And fure ever fince he has teaz'd me to death;

For fofweetly he fings, and makes love with fuch art,

By the faith of St. Patrick he's fhot thro' my, heart.

With his gramachree, Molly,

Och, what can I do ?

He rows, if I'll enter the conjugal life.

He'll—oh, to be fure—only make me his wife !

Then fo tender he looks when we lovingly chat,

That I long to be married—but won't tell him that.

fFith his gramachree, i^c.

Laft Sunday at church he muft fain fell the prieft.

In a week or two more, we'd be wedded, at leaft;

And fure fince he faid it, my confcience does fay.

If he don't lead me there, I will fhew him the way
/^7M his gramachree, ^c.

Autumn's plenteous Crops appear.

Autumn's plenteous crops appear,
(Glorious feafon of the year)

See, the happy nymphs and iwains,

(Source of all the paft'ral ftrains)

O'er their arms are ficMes hung,
And the ruftic ballad's fung,

As they trip acrofs the plains,

Happy nymphs andhappy fvvains.

Yellow Items bow down their heads,

Homage to the rural maids
;

Jocund whilft at work they're found,

And the villagp news goes round :

Each fwain near the k.fs he loves,

And the day in iriendfiiip moves;
To the joys of harveft field,

Ev'ry pleafure elfe muft yield.

See them now, with ftornachs good.

Round a difh of folid food,

Sitting in a Giady feat,

Shelter'd from meridian heat :

And by harmiefs chat and jokes, l ,

Shew how bleft are country folks >
^

Happy, happy, happy they

Chearful jjafs the time away.

The "\^eftry Dinner.

CHURCH Warden I've been, let me fee, very
often.

You know 'tis a place of much trlill :

And its nionll'rousfatigues and its hardftiips to foftea

We eat, aye and drink, till we burft :

We meets and we talks about how and confarning.

As ipokefman, I'm always beginner.

But never fo pleas'd as to give out this v/arning :

Next Monday's a veftry dinner :

And none but an ill, foul-mouth'd fellow'd abufe,

A fnug little dinner, and plenty of booze.

At job parifii meetings, how oft* I've attended.
And talk'd till I chatter'd iry fill ;

As how things were fo bad that they ought to be
mended.

But firft we all fwallow'd our jill

:

For why? talk's fatiguing, and moifture is wanting
By all fpeakers, or elfe I'm no finner !

And to make us more thrifty.to hear we're all pant-
ing,

Kext Tuefday's a veftry dinner.

/ind none, Es'c.

When talking of paupers, it fo hurts one's feelings.

(Indeed I'm not dealing a flam)

So preys on the narvous, you'll oft' fee us reeling
Tho' nothing we've touch'd but a dram :

But e'er we have fettled about the.reltevinT

Each familli'd and half-ftarv'd poor finner
I cries in the midfl: of our forrow and grievin?
Next We'n'fday's a veftry dinner.

AdJ none, lSc>

Feafts on Thurfdays and Fridays, and Saturdays
follow.

On bus'Defs 'tis ?lw3ys we dine :

Well- fed argument, folks fay, your ftarv'd-talk beats
hollow,

When moiften'd with tongue-oiling wine !

Then who'd not be warden, who breathes in his
fenfes.

Fine picking he'll fid on the bone !

Ev'ry wfcek-di;y I'll feaft upon parifh eypenfes.
And on Sunday ftarve on my own.

And none, ts'c.
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The Fox Chafe.

Written by Mr. ^'IozEE:T.

Air, < Shla NeCuirj.''

Lark, hark,jollyfportrmeii,av.'liileto my tnle,

Wh.ich£o pay your mtention, I'm lure cannot fnil,

'Tis of lads, and ot horles, and dogs that ne'er lire,

O'erftonevvallspnd hedges, thro' dale, bog and briar.

A packofl'uch hounds and a fet of fuch men,
'Tis a ftirewd chance it ever you meet \\iih again;

Had Nimrod, the mighti'ft of hunters, been there,

't oregad he had fliook like an^ afpin for fear.

In feventeen hundred, and forty and four,

The fifth of December, I think 'twas no more.

At five in the morning, by nioft of the clocks,

We rode from Kilruddery in fcarch of a fox.

The Laughlinftown landlord, the bold Owen Bray,

And Johnny Adair, too, was with us that day ;

Joe DebiU, Hall Prefton, that huntfman fo ftout,

Dick Holmes, a few others, and fo we fet out.

We caft off our hounds for an hour or more,

When Wanton fet up a moft tuneable roar;
" Hark," to Wanton, cry'dJoc,?.nd the reft were ii,ot

flack,

For Wanton's no trifle, efteem'd in the pack.

Old Bonny and Collier came readily in,

And ev'ry hound join'd in the mufical din ;

Had Diana been there, fhe'd been pieas'd to the life,

And one of the lads got a goddefs to wife.

Then minutes paft nine was the time of the day.

When Reynard broke cover, and this was his way;
AsltrongfromKilleager, as tho'he could fear none,

Away he brufn'd round by the houl'e of Killternan.

To Carrick-mines thence, and to Cherry-wood, then

Steep Shank-hill he climb'd, and to Ballyman-glen,

Bray Common he crofs'd, leap'd lordAnglefey's wall.

And feem'd to fay " little I value you ail."

He ran Bufti's grove, up to Carbury Byrn's,

Joe DebiU, Hall Prefton, kept leading by turns;

The earth it was open, yet he was fo ftout,

Tho' he might have got in, yet he chofe to keep out;

To Malpas high hills was the w-ay then he ilevv,

At Dalkey'ftone-common we had him in view

;

He drove on by Bullock, thro' fhrub Glanagery,

And fo on to Moirntown, where Laury grew weary.

Thro' Roche's-town wood like an arrow he pafs'd,

And came to the flisep hills of Dalkey at laft:

There gallantly plung'd himfelf into the fea,

And faid in kis heart " fure n~ne dare follow mc."
But foon to his aaft, he perceiv'd that r.o bounds
Could ftop thep'urfuit of theftaunch niettl'd hounds;

His policy here did not ferve him a rufh.

Five couple of tarters were hard at his brufii.

To recover- the fliore, then agjin was his drift,

But e'er he could reach to th£ Dop of the clift.

He found bcth of fpeed and of ctinning alack.

Being way-i.iid, and kill'd by the reft of the pack.

A t hisdeath there w ere prefent the lads tha tl've fung,

five Laury, who, riding a garron, was flung:

hus ended, at length, a moft delicate chace.

That heid iw five hours and ten minutes fpace.

We return'd to Killruddery's plentiful board.

Where dwells hofpitality, truth, and my Lord;

We talk'd o'er the chafe, and we toafted the health

Of the man that ii'^'er vary'd for places or wealth.
" Owen Uray baulk'd a leap" lays Hall Prefton,

' 'twas odd,"
" 'Tw^as thameful" cry'd Jack " by the great liv-

" ing "*'

Said Prefton, " I holloo'd, get on, tho' you fall,

" Or I'll leap ove: you, your blind gelding and all."

Eacli glafs was adapted tO freedom and fport,

For party affairs were confign'd to the court;

1 hus we finifh'd the reft of the day and the night,

In gay flowing bumpers, and Iccial deligrht.

T hen till the next meeting bid farewell each brother,

Sofome they went one w ay, and feme v. ent another
;

As Phoebus befriended our earlier roam.

So Luna took care in condufling us home.

How bkft has my Time been.

HOSV bleft has my time been, what joys have I
known.

Since wedlock's foft bondage made Jefl'^y my own,
So jcyful my heart is, fo eafy my chain,

That freedom is taftelefs, and roving a pain.

Thro' walks grown with woodbines as often we flray

Around us our boys and girls frolic and play,

How pleafing their fport is, the wanton ones fee.

Who borrow their looks from my JefTy and me.

To try her fweet temper, fome times am I feen

In revels all day with the nymp"hs on the green,

Tho' painful my abfence, my doubts Ihe beguiles,

And meets me at night with compliance and fmiks.

What tho' on her cheek the rofc lofes its hue.
Her wit and good humour blooin all the year thro'

;

Time ftill, as he flies, adds increafe to her truth,

And gives to her mind what hefteals from her youth.

Ye fhepherds fo gay who make love to enfnare,

And cheat with falle 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.

Sylvia,

YE verdant woods and chryftal ftreams,

By whofe piiamel'd fide

I fliar'd the fun's refrefhing beams,

While Colin was my guide.

No more your fiiades or murmurs pleafe

Poor Sylvia's love-fick mind;

No rural fcenes can give her eafe,

Since Colin proves unkind.

Come, gloomy eve, and veil the fky

With clouds of dark eft hue.

Wither, ye plants—ye flow'rets die,

Uncheer'd with balmy dew ;

Ye fweetly warbling birds, no more
Your fongs can cheer my mind,

My hours of joy, alas i are o'er,

Since Colin proves unkind.

I'll hie me to fome dreary grove,

For fighing forrow made.

Where nought but plaintive ftrains of love,

Refound thro' ev'ry fliade ;

Where the fad turtle's melting griefi

With Philomela's join'd.

Alone fliall yield my heart relief,

Since Colin proves unkind.

Be warn'd by Sylvia's fate, ye maids i

And fhun the foft deceit,

Tho' love's own eloquence perfuades,

'Ti* all a dangerous cheat.

Fly, quickly fly the faithlefs fwain,

His treach'rous arts defpife.

So fiiall you live exempt from jjain,

While haplefs Sylvia dies
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The Cottage of Content.

IN a cottage I live, and the cot of Content,
Tho' its roof 's neither lofty nor low,

May boaft that 'tis bleft like a patriarch's tent,

With all the kind gods can beftow :

'Tis a ftation that yields me a fpring of delight.

Which lordlings may envy to fee

;

And a king might behold it, and fay, does this wight
A blefEng potTefs more than me f

My tenement flands on the brow of a hill.

Where on mammon and pride T look down ;

While the cuckoo's note join'd with the clack of the

mill

I prefer to the clack of the town :

Of my houfe I'm the fov'reign, my wife is my queen,
And fhe rules ^vh'}\e fhe feeks to obey ;

Thus the autumn of life like the fpring-tide ferene,

Makes November as cheerful as May.

I lie down with the lamb, and I rife with the lark,

Health, fpirits, and vigour to fhare.

For I feel on my pillow no thorns in the dark.

Which the deeds of the day planted there :

And tho' bigois each night, to elude heav'n's wrath.
To their faints and their wooden gods pray ;

Superflition I court not for daggers of lath,

In my fleep to drive demons away.

Yet let not the egotift boail of his blifs.

Nor to felf be life's comforts confin'd.

As he certainly merits all blefiings 10 mifs,

W ho has no focial impulfe of mind ;

For my friend I've a board, a botde and bed,

And more welcome that friend if he's poor;
Nor fhall he who looks^up for a flice of my bread,

Tho' a ftrangef, be fliut from my door.

No fervant I Hint, nor put key on my cock,

To fave a poor horn of fmall-beer
;

Nor butt'ry, nor pantry difgrac'd with a lock.

All proclaim that old Gripe-all ftarves here :

For the miler on bolts and on bars may depend,

To keep thieves and- robbers at bay :

But domefiic attachment my houfe fhall defend.

From free-booters by night and by day.

Woman as cunning as Man.

Sung in the Comic Opera of ' Thi Shepherd'': Lottery:

M,•Y pride is to hold all mankind in my chain;

The conqueft I prize, tho' the (laves I difdain

;

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 (hew them a woman's as cunning as they.

Young Damon ador'd me, and Lycon the vain.

By turns I encourag'd each amorous fwain

;

They knelt, and they trembled,

I fmil'd and di(rembled, 1

Since men try all arts our weak fex to betray,

I'll (hew them a woman's as cunning as they.

Then hear me, ye nymphs, and my counfel believe,

Refill al! their wiles, the deceivers deceive :

Their canting and whining.

Their fighing and pining,

Are all meant as bails our weak fex to betray :

Then prove there are women as cunning as they.

O'

Evelya.

kH, my dear Evelyn, why would yotl flight me,
One that had fuch a gragh for you ?

Don't you remember when /ou would invite me.
To take one pog nor two with you ?

Oh, my dear Shawn, I was but i fhoking.

When ihat I told you that fame (kale

;

Hi, ho, you may be a packing.

You ne'er Iball pog my (heek nor beal.

Whic, whac, Ifc.

Oh, my dear Evelyn, that's a fad (lory.

For one that loves you from his cree ;

I thought you were the bell of women's,
Ah, why would you prove falfe to me ?

When your father and your mother
They would be a crying,

W^hy would not you marry your own dear Shawn?
Hi, ho, gi manadiute tatoo malta der maldd.

IVhic, whac, tfc

I have got bonny cows and gowins.
That will give you bonny milk and curds.

And ev'ry thing that's fitting for the women's;
Na critan too mifha, afk the hurds,

With a pa-vfder in braw and a filver crofs,

The like in yc^ur life you never faw'.

Hi, ho, armanda dona, the fuggart will blefs

Your pawder in braw.

ff^ic, zuhac, iStc.

Oh, my dear Shawn, then fend for the fuggart,

That I may be maw raw likin with you
;

I wear no brog or borrogh coat,'

But a llawkie glofs, and a higli-heel (hoe :

Oh, yes, and by my faith and better you fhall wear.
When that is ell coUoping glofs.

Hi, ho, armadanda dona, what fport will be there.

When we come upon the mafs.

Whic, whac, ifc.

Phillis.

Sung hi the Comic Opera of 'Tie ShefberJ't Ltlterj.*

WHAT beauties does my nymph difclofe ?

Lefs fair the filver lily blows ;

Such blufhes glow not on the rofe.

As on the cheeks of Phillis.

The other day, upon the green,

I faw a nymph of heav'nly mien

;

I ran to greet the Cyprian queen.
But found it was my Kiillis.

By moffy grot with ivy bound.
Where fragrant woodbines curl roundj
And daifies dapple o'er the ground,

I fit and murmur Phillis.

And when the lark with dewy wings,

To hail the mOrn exulting fprings,

I rife and tune the trembling firings,

To praift m/ deareft, Phillis.

W^hen firfl I faw the bloomin^g maid,

I g,^z'd, envajrlur'd and difmay'd
;

My falt'ring tongue was quite afraid

T J 'e!l a. j' pangs to Phillis.

Then Cupiri eiir.'d his (Larpefl dart;

At once I fslt the plc.ifing Anart,

That very hour I l>jft my h=ar*-

;

And now it dwells with Phillis.
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Sir Lancelot du Lal:e.

''HEN Arthur firft in court began,

And was approved kiiig,^

By force of arm? great vift'ries w'ahy.

And conqueft home did bring : >

Then into England ftraight he came

With fifty good and able

Knights, that reforted imto him,

And were of his round table :

And many jults and turnaments,

Whereto were many preft ;

Wherein fome knights did then excel,

And far furmount the reft.

But one Sir Lancelot du Lake,

Who was approved well,

He, for his deeds and feats of arms,

All others did excel.

When he had refted him awhile,

In play, and game, and fpon.

He faid he v,-ould go prove himfelf

In fome advent'rous fport.

He armed rode in foreft wide,

And niet a damfel fair.

Who told him of adventures great.

Whereto he gave good ear.

" Such would I find," quoth Lancelot

;

" For that caufe came I hither,'"

" Thou feem'ft," quoth fhe, " a knight full good,

" And I will bring thee thither.

" Whereas a mighty knight doth dwell,

" That now is of great fame ;

" Therefore tell me what wight thou art,

" And what may be thy name."

" My name is Lancelot du Lake."

Quoth flie, " it likes me then ;

" Here dwells a knight who never was
" Yet match'd with ajiy man

;

" Who has in prifon three fcore knights

" And four, that he did wound :

" Knights of king Arthur's court they be,

*' And of his table round."

She brought him to a river fide,

And alfo to a tree ;

Whereon a copper bafon hung.

And many Ihlelds to fee.

He'ftruck fo hard, the bafon broke.

And Tarquln foon he fpy'd :

Who drove a horfe before him faft,

\v'hereon a knight lay ty'd.

". Sir knight," then faid Sir Lancelot,

" Bring me that horfe-Ioad hither :

" And lay him down, and let him reft •,

" We'll try our force together :

" For, as I underftand, thou haft,

" So far as thou art able,

" Done great defpite and Ihame unto

" The knights of the round table."

" If thou be of the table round.

Quoth Tarquin, fpeeJily,

" Both thee and all thy fellowCiip

" I utterly defy."

" That's over much," quoth Lancelot;
" Defend thee by and by."

They fet their fpears utito their fteeds.

And each at other fly.

They couch 'd. their fpears, (iheir horfes ran

As though there liad been thunder)

And ftriick them each amidft their ihields.

Wherewith they broke in funder.

Their horfes backs break under them,

The knights were both aftound :

To 'void their horfes they made hafte.

And light upon the ground. v

They took them to their ftields full fafl.

Their fwords they drew out then,

With mighty ftrokes moft eagerly

Each at tire other ran.

They wounded were, and bled full fore,

For breath they both did ftand ;

And leaning on their fwords awhile.

Quoth Tarquin, " hold thy hand,

" And tell to me what I fhall afk."
^ " Say on," quoth Lanc'lot, " tho',"

" Thou art," quoth Tarquin, " the beft knight

" That ever I did know.

" And like a knight, that I did hate ;

" So that thou be not he,

" I will.deliver all the reft,

" And eke accord with th,ee."

" That is well faid," quoth Lancelot;
" But fince it muft be fo,

" What knight is that thou hateli thus

;

" I pray thee to me fhew ?"

" His name is Lancelot du Lake,
" He flew my brother dear

;

" Him I fufped of all the reft:;

" I would I had him here !"

" Thy virilh thou haft, but yet unknown,
" I'm Lancelot du Lake,

" Now knight of Arthur's table round,

'• King Haud's fon of Schuwake;

" And I defire thee do thy worft."

" Ho, ho," quoth Tarquin, " tho',

" One of us two {hall end our lives

" Before that we do go.

" If thou be Lancelot du Lake,
" Then welcome fhalt thou be ; «

" Wherefore fee thou thyfelf defend,

" For now defy I thee."

They buckled then together fo.

Like unto wild boars ruftiing,

And with their I'words and Ihields they ran

At one another flaftiing :

The ground befprinkied was with blood ;

Tarquin began to yield ;

For he gave back for wearinefs.

And low did bear his fhield.

This foon Sir Laiicelot efpy'd.

He leapt upon him then, ^

He puU'd him down upon his knee.

And rufhing off his heim,

Forthwith he ftruck his neck in two ;

And, when he had fo done.

From prifon threelcore knights and four

Deliver'd ev'ry one.
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The Irilh Wedding.
Sung by Mr. Callan, in '77r hijhmanin Lundm," with great

applaufe.

SURE v/ont you hear, what roaring cheer,

\V as fpread at Paddy's wedding, oh !

And how fo gay, they Ipent the day
From churching to the bedding, oh !

Firft book in hand, came father C^iiipes,

M'iih the Bride's dadda, the Baily O,
While the chaunter, with tlie merry pipes,

Struck up a lilt fo gaily O,
Tiddery, tiddery, &c.

Now there was Mat, and fturdy Pat,

And merry Morgan Alurphy O
And Murdock Mags, and Tirloch Skags,

M'Laughlin and Dick Durfey O
;

And then the girls, rigg'd out in wipes,

Led on by dad O'Reilly O, While, &c.

When Pat was aflc'd, if his love would laft,

The chanfcel echo'd wid laughter O,

By ray foul, fays Pat, you may iay that

To the end of the world and after O ;

When tenderly her hand he gripes.

And kiffes her genteely O, While, Ac-

Then a roaring fet, at dinner was met.

So frolickfome and lb frifky O,
Potatoes galore, a (kirrag or more.
With a flowing madder of whifky O;
Then round, to be fure, didn't go the fwipes.

At the Bride'sexpence fo gaily O, While, &c.

And then at night, O what delight,

To fee them cap'ririg and prancing O,
An opera's ball were nothing at all,

Compar'd to the ttile of their dancing Oj
And,then to fee old father Quipes,

Beating time with his ftiillela O, While, &c.

And now the knot fo fucky are got,

They'll go to fleep without rocking O,

While the Bride maids fair, fo gravely prepare

For throwing of the flocking O

;

' Decadorus we'll have, i ys fajier Otiipes,

Then the bride was kifs'd round genteely O,

While to wifti them good fun the merry pipes

Struck up a lilt io gaily O.
Tiddery, tiddery, &c.

Johannot's Grinder.

Sung by him at the Theatre-Riyal, Crs-w-flreet, with great

applaufe,

SEARCH all the world high and low.
Many a freak you'll be finding,

What do you think's all the go ?

^j de hoky it's nothing but grindijig;

Terry Io ! Io !

Scandal the devil can't bind her.

The world is all " how came ye lb ?"

And every profeffion's turn'd grinder.

Law's a ftate mill, and thofe elves

The lawyers, like terrible giants,

Grind all the grift for themfelves.

And leave all the chaff for their clients,

Terry Io 1 Io ! &c.

Doftors grind you for fees fo pelf mell
That they kill you for mere prefervation

;

For they know if they let you grow well
You'd die foon enough of ftarvation,

Terry Io ! Io ! &c.

The gamefter he grinds by the card,

O, fure he's the devil's own coufin,

The taylor he grinds by the yard,

And the baker he grinds by the dozen.

Terry Io ! Io ! &c.

The miller grinds norfh, eaft, weft, fouth,

The barber at grinding's a crammer;
The church-warden's got a wide mouth,
And his grinders are like a fledge hammer^

Terry Io! Io! &c.

Like cobiers to make both ends meet.
Thus at grinding all ftick to their tether;

But old nick, who all grinders can beat.

Will grind the whole boiling together.

Terry Io! Io! &c.

Britain's grinders are found wooden walls,

The Cambrian and Scot a'n't behind her,

And, tor aid, when Ilibernia calls.

Sure Paddy's the devil's ov/n grinder.

Terry Io ! Io I &e.

If ever eras'd from this Lreaft,

Are your generous favo:;rs fo binding,
May the devil grind me wiili the reft,

Juft to properly finifh his grinding.

Terry Io ! Io! &c.
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The Rural Ball.

i HE gay 'Hadclle Diddle had new ftrung Ms
•i fiddle,

And hobbled away to the RoTe,

Where he met with Tom Trot, 7/ho with pipe

and v.iib pot.

Sat, jovially painting his nofe.

There was Gregory too, and Nelly and Sue,

And Peg that match'd Billy the tinker •,

There were Maudlin and Jerry, and Martin the

Merry,

And he with one peep, Ben the blinier.

There were Judy his joy, for fhe lov'd the blind

boy,

(A fvveet cooing couple they were)

And Martin the merry fung hey down, down
derry,

'Caufe Fanny, his fair-one, was there.

There was bandy-legg'd Joe, almoft how-came

ye fo,
_

. _

And Hannah thattwifts like a lizard
;

With hunch-backed Nan, and her timber toed Jan,

Who the juftice once took for a wizard.

Firft a chirruping cup, and old catgut ftrucfe up,

And flourlfli'd a tune of his own ;

But Peg baul'd aloud, fhe wou'd batter his crown,

Unleis he wou'd play Bobbing Joan.

Then how they did jump, huftle, buftle and flump,

And jig it, and jog it, and trip it.

Till they fweat, flunk and ftar'd, as if they'd been

fcar'd,

And about, in and out they did whip it.

Now tir'd with da/icing, id eft with their prancing,

They fat foot to foot, and did fwill -,

Till Peg, with a hic-cup, a duft try'd lo kick up,

'Caufe Nan was too tree with her Will-

But Will, with a frown, fwore he'dftraight knock

her down.
If fhe did not fit ftill, andte quiet

;

Por that no faucy punk, becaufe mad and drunk,

Shou'd break up the ball with a riot.

That's right, laid Tom Trot ; and feizing the pot.

Here's a health to the ftrength of the nation.

They pledg'd him around, all but Peg, who, they

found,

Was ready to fplit with vexation.

Mild Maudlin, quite mellow, kifs'd Jerry, dear

fellow !

Love's paffion had fcorch'd 'em to tinder ;

dinning Greg, with fweet Sue, would have made
much ado.

But the tell-tales about them did hinder.

Martin friik'd with fair Fanny ; fays Ihe, lor' how
can ye ?

Pooh I fee hovi/ my handkerchief's torn,

Ben leer'd at his Judey, as in a brown fludy,

But Hannah was left all forlorn.

NeUy's bibo, Tom Trot, was fo fond of his pot,

Neglefted.poor girl, fli? might lie;

Not regarding her fcorn, or threats of the horfl,

He fwore he would drink 'till he'd die.

Now they all being muzzy, each Hob »nd his

huzzy.

Some lung, others laugh'd, and fome cry'd;

But old Tap-tub then come^ and foon bundled them

home.

Where we'll leave 'em till next merry tide.

The Married Man,

AM marry 'd and happy ; with wonder hear xh\:,

Ye rovers and rakes of the age,

Who laugh at the mention of conjugal bliis,

Aud who only loofe pleafures engage ;

You may laugh, but believe me you're all in the

wrong
When you merrily marriage deride

;

For, to marriage the permament pleafures belong.

And in them we can only confide.

The joys which from lawlefs connexions ariie.

Ate fugitive, never fincere ;

Oft flolen with hafte, or i'natch'd by furprize.

Interrupted by doubts and by fear:

But thofe which in legal attachments we find.

When the heart is with innocence pure.

Are from ev'ry imbitt'ring reflection refin'd,

And to life's lateft hour will endure.

The love which ye boaft of, deferves not the name,
True love is with fentiment join'd;

But yours is a paffion, a feverifh fiame,

Rais'd without the content of the mind.

When, dreading confinement, ye miftreffes hire,

With this and with that ye a'-e cloy'd ;

Ye are led, and milled, by a flatt ring falfe fire.

And are oft by that fire deltroy'd.

If you aflc me from whence my felicity flows,

My anfvver is fhort—from a wile;

Who for cheertulnefs, lenie, and good-nature, I

chofe,

Whicli are beauties that charm us for life.

To make home the feat ot perpetual delight,

Ev'ry hour each ftudies to feize -,

And we find ourfelves happy, from morning to

night,

hy our muti^al endeavours to pleale.

Matter Jenkins.

Sung in ' The fVivei Revenged.'

MASTER Jenkins fmok'd his pipe,

And fwore he'd ne'er be married,

But 'gainft each hufband threw fome wipe,

Ordryjeft droUy carried :

Matter Jenkins thought a wife

The greateft mortal evil,

And fwore, to Lead a hulband's life

Muft be the very d«vil.

Matter Jenkins fmok'd his pipe.

At home, content, and married,.

Regardleis ot each tneer or wipe,

Or dry jell drolly carried :

Mafter Jenkins fwore a wite

Was not lo great an evil

;

And any but a hulband's life

Was now the very devil.

Mafter Jenkins fmok'd his pipe,

And had bsen fome months married i

Severely now he felt each wipe.

For horns the poor man carried .

Mafter Jenkins curs'd his wite.

And fwore of lifth an evil.

To get well quit he'd parr with life,

Or fend her to the devil.
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A jolly brllk Tar.

A Jolly brifk- tar, but a little time fince,

As bold as a beggar, as drunk as .i prince,

! Fell foul of an ale-hoiife, and thinking it fin

J.
To pafs without calling, reei'djovially in.

I

Derry dowi),&c.

;
Scarce feated was he, when the landlord pafs'd by,

;
With pudding and beef, vvhich attraded Jack's eye;

( By the main-maft, a fail, boys ! then leapt from
his place,

1 And grafping his bludgeon, gave orders for chace.

)

Derry down, &c.

I Now it happen'd together fome Frenchmen were
met,

. Refolving foup-meagre and frogs to forget,

I

Convinc'd of their error, commanded this feaft,

' To be dreft and ferved up in the old Englifli tafle.

Derry down, &c.

i At the heels of the landlord the failor appears,

I

And makes the room ring witli three Britifh cheers;

Then he fits himfelf down without further debate,
I And claps an old quid in his next neighbour's plate.

Derry down, &c.

I

Sure nothing could equal the Frenchmen's furprize,

( When they flirugg'd up tlteir fhoulders, and turn'd

I
up their eyes;

From one dropt a ha, and the other a hem ;

All gap'd at the landlord, the landlord at them..

Derry down, &c.

One, more bold than the reft, by his brethren's

advice,

Made a fneaking attempt to come in for a flice;

Jack, cutting his hand, quickly gave him a check,

Cry'd, " down with your arms, or I'll loon fweep
the deck."

Derry down, &c.

The landlord enrag'd, now approach'd from afar,

And fneaking behind, feiz'd the arms of the tar
;

" 1 have him,"'- fays he, but he cou'd iij no more,

Ere he found his dull pate where his heels ftood

before.

Derry down, &c.

Frenchmenfprawling, the

knife, and prepar£s for the

The landlord thus

unite,

Each takes up his

fight ; .

" Of quarters," cries Jack, " I would not liave you
think;

" Strike, ftrike, you frog-eaters, flrike, ftrike, or

you fink."

Derry down, &c.

So faying, he handled his trufty oak ftick,

And pour'd in his broadfides fo ftout and fo thick;

So well play'd his part, in a minute, that four

Were decently laid with their hoft on the floor.

Derry down, &c.

The reft all difmay'd at their countrymen's fate.

For fear that Jack's ftick ftiouid alight on their pate,

• Acknow-ledg'd him vieftor and lord oi' the j.iain,

Withall humbly entreating to bury their ilain.

Derry dowi;, &c.

Three cheers then he gave, but infifted that tluy

For the beef, for the pudding an, I porter fhouM pay :

They agreed ; fo the iailor retl'd off with his

wench,
And fung as he reel'd, " Down, down, down with

" the French."
Churchill. Derry down, &c.

The Broom of Cowdenknows.

How blitlfewas [ each morn to fee

Aly fwain come o'er the hill

!

He leap'd the brook, and flew to me :

I met him with good will.

I neither wanted ewe, nor lamb.
While hisflo(.ks near me lay :

He gather'd in my flieep at night,

And chear'd me ail the day.

Oh! the broom, the bonny bonny broom,
Where loft was my repofe

;

I wifh I was with my d.ear fwain,

With his pipe and xay ewes.

He tun'd his pipe and reed fo fweet,
The birds ftood lift'ning by :

The fleecy flock ftood ftill and gaz'd,

Charm'd with his melody :

While thus we fpent our time, by turns.

Betwixt our flocks and play,

I envy'd not the faireft dame,
Tho' e'er lo rich and gay.

O ! the broom, &c.

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

He ftole my heart, cou'd I refufe

Whate'er he aflc'd of me ?

Hard fate ! that I muft banifh'd be,

Gang heavily and mourn.
Becaufe I lov'd the kindeft fwain

That ever yet was born.

O! the broom, &c.

Oh! fie Shepherd, fie.

A S t'other day o'er the green meadow I paft,
^*- A fwain overtook me, and held my hand faft ;

Then cry'd " my dear Lucy, thou caufe of my care,
" How long muft thy faithful young Thyrfis de-

fpair ?

" To crown my foft wiflies, no longer be dy '."
.

But frowning, I anfwered," Oh! fie, fhepherd.fie."

He toH me his paffion, like time ftiould endure,
Th at beauty, which kindled his flame, would fecure

;

That all my fweet charms were for pleafure de-
fign'd.

And youth was the feafon to love, and-be kind.
Lord what cou'd I fay ! I could hardly deny.
And faintly I utter'd, Oh! fie, ihepherd, fie.

He fwore with a kifs that he could not refrain,

I told him 'twas rude, but he kifs'd n.e again ;

My conduft, ye fair-ones, in queftion ne'er call,

fvlor think I did wrong, I did nothing at all :

I'efolv'd to refift, yet inclin'd to coni_}y.
Now guefs, if I ftill faid. Oh ! fie, fhepherd, fie.

The Queen of Love.

WOU'D you the charming queen of love
Invite with you to dwell,

No w.mt your poverty fliou'd prove,
No ftate youi riches tell

:

Both her and happinefs to hold,

A middle ftate muft pleafe

;

They fcun the houfe that ftiines with gold.

And that- which Qiines with greafe.



BALLADS ANCIENT anb modern, legendaries, &c.

The wandering Jew.

This ballad i'; founded on a Itgend that his long been credited

in moll p:irt';ot"ChriItcndoiii,and is, perhaps, a^ well grounded

on uuinlernipted tradition as many of tiic llanding miraelcs

now believed. The origin of.the l^ory is particulary dct'cibed

here—and there have been fonit books Wiitt^n on the I'ubject.

WHEN as in fair Jerufalem
Our Savrour Chrifl did live.

Ant) for the fins of all the world
His own dear life did give;

The wicted Jews with feoffs and fcorns

Did daily him moleft.

That never, till he left this life,

Our Saviour could not reft.

When they had crown'd his head with thorns.

And fcourg'd him to difgrace,

In fcornful fort they led him forth,

Unto his dying place

;

Where many thoufands in the ftreet

Beheld him pafs along,

Yet not one gentle heart was there.

That pitied this his wrong.

Both old and young reviled Lim,
As in the ftreet he went.

And nought he found but churlifli taunts.

By every one's confent

:

His painful crofs he bore himfelf,

A burden far too great.

Which made him in the ftreet to faint.

With blood and water fweat.

Being weary thus, he fought for reft,

To eafe his burthen'd foul,

"Upon a ftone; the which a wretch

Did churlifhly coiitroul;

And faid, " away, thou king of Jews,
" Thou flialt not reft thee here :

" Pafs on ; thy execution place
" Thou fee'ft now draw near.''

And thereupon he thruft him thence ;

At which our Saviour faid,

" I fure will reft, but thou Ihalt walk,
" And have no journey ftay'd."

With that this curfed flioe-maker.

For offering Chrift this wrong,

Left wife and children, houfe and all,

And went from thence along.

Where after he had feen the blood

Of Jefus Chrift thus fhed,

And to the crofs his body nail'd.

Away with fpeed he fled

Without returning back again

Unto hia dwelling-place,

And wandered up and down the world,

A runnagate moft bafe.

Islo refting could he find at all.

No eale, nor heart's content ;

No houfe, nor home, nor biding-place ;

But wand'ring forth he went

From town to town in foreign lands.

With grieved confcience Itill,

Repenting for the heinous guilt

Of his fore-palTed ill.

Thus after fome few ages paft

In wandering up and do-vvn ;

He much again defired ;o fee

Jerufalem's renown •_

But finding it ?11 quite deftroy'd.

He wandcr'd thence with wo-e,

Our Saviour's words, which he had fpoke.

To verify and fhow.

" rU reft," faid he, " but thou flialt walk,"

So doth this wandering Jew
From place to place, but cannot reft

t- or leeing countries new;
Declaringflill the power of him,

Where're he comes and goes.

And of all things done in the eaft.

Since Chrift his death, he fliows.

The world he oft hath compafs'd round
And feen ihoie nations ftrange.

That hearing of the name of Chrift,

Their idol gods do change :

To whom he hath told wondrous things

Of time forepaft, and gone.

And to the princes of the world
Declares his caufe of moan,

Defiring ftill to be diffolv'd.

And yield his mortal breath ;

But, if the Lord hath thus decreed.

He ftiall not yet fee death.

For neither looks he old nor young.

But as he did thofe times,

When Chrift did fuffer on the crofs.

For mortal finners crimes.

He hath paft through many a foreign place,

Arabia, Egypt, Africa,

Grecia, Syria, and g.e?t Thrace,

And throughout all Kungaria:
Where Paul and Peter preached Chrift.

Thofe bleft Apoftles dear
;

,

There heha'.h told our Saviour's words,

In countries far and near.

And lately in Bohemia,
With many a German town;

And now in Flanders, as 'tis thought.

He wandereth up and down :

Where learned men with him confer

Of thofe, his lingering days,

And wonder much to hear him tell

His journies, and his ways.

If people give this Jew an alms.

The moft that he will take

Is not above a groat a time :

Which he, for Jefus' fake.

Will kindly give unto the poor.

And thereof make no fpare.

Affirming ftill that Jefus Chrift

Of him hath daily care.

He ne'er was feen to laugh nor fmile,

But weep and make great moan,

Lamenting ftill his mifenes.

And days forepaft and gone :

If he hear any pne blafpheme,

Or take God's name in vain,

He telli them that they crucify

Tlieir Saviour Chrift again.

" If you had fjen his death," faid he,

" As thefe mine eyes have done,

" Ten thoufaiul thoufand times would ye

" Hi« torments think upon :

" And luffer for his fnke all pain

" OF torments and all uoe."_

Thefe are r.is words and eke his hie,

V, here' re he comes or goes.



Price, Numb. QQ One Penny.

THE

CHARMS OF MELODY,
O R

SIREN MEDLEY.
The Plan of the Publilhcr is to embody in one Grand Folio Volume, all the Songs, ancient and modern, worth prefeiving, In the

.nglifh Language ; forming an Univerfal Magazine of Love, Sentimental,War, Hunting, Drinking, Sea, and Political Songs; as well
s Old EngliOi, Irilh and Scotch Ballads, Legendaries, Sec. Stc. To which will be added, a complete Index.

Banifii Sorrow.
Written bjr the Rt. Hon George Ogle,

T? ANIS.H forrow, grief's a folly,

-*^ Thought, unbend thy wrinkl'd brow.
Hence, dull Care and Melancholy,

Mirth and wine invite us novif.

Bacchus empties all his treafure,

Comus gives us mirth and fong,
"

FoUovif, follow, follow, iollovv,

\ Follow, follow pleafure,

Let us join the jovial throng.

Youth foon flies, 'tis but a feafon ;

Time is ever on the wing ;

f let's the prefent moment feize on,

Who knows what the Le:cr may bring.

All our days by mirth we meafure

;

Other wifdom we defpile,

Follow, follow, follow, follow,

Follow, follow pleafure,

To be happy's to be wife.

Why fhould therefore Care perplex us?

Why fhould we not merry be ?

While we're here there's nought to vex us,

Drinking fets from cares all free ;

Let's have drinking without meafure,

Let's have mirth while time we have ;

Follow, follow, follow, follow.

Follow, follow ple.tVure,

There's no drinking in the grave.

My Daddy is gone to his Grave.

Sung in the Comic Opera of ' Tie Jovial Criw,

MY daddy is gone to his grave

;

My mother lies under a ftone

;

And never a penny I have,

Alas ! I am quite undone.

My lodging is in the cold air,

And hunger is fharp, and bites

;

A little, fir, good fir, Ipare,

To keep me warm o'nights.

1 Tbe Rofe.

Air,—' Tk Lafs of Falie's Mill.'

YE S, ev'ry flower that blows
I pafs'd unheeded by,

'Till this enchanting rofe

Had iix'd my wand'ring eye ;

It fcented ev'ry breeze

That wanton'd o'er the ftream.

Or trembled thro' the trees,

To meet the morning beam.

To deck the beauteous maid.
Its fragrance can't excel,

From fome celeftial fliade

The damaflc charmer fell ;

And as her balmy fweets

On Chloe's breaft fhe pours,

The queen of beauty greets

The gentle queen of flowers. CunningJictM.

Whilft on my dear Pudding feafting.

A Burlefque on ' Whilfl m ihy Jtar Bojom lying, for whicft

fee No. 54.

"TTT HILST on my dear pudding feafting,

' ' Tommy, who can fpeak my joy I

Oh ! what raptures am I tailing.

When I eat what will not cloy :

Ev'ry look with tranfport kills me;
Ev'ry fmell excites a wifh

;

Ev'ry melting mouthful fills me;
Ev'ry joy is in my dilh.

Tho' 'tis fweet as e'er I can wiila.

One bit more I cannot touch ;

Pleafure turns almoft to anguifh.

When a pei-ipn eats too much.
Take, ah 1 take this pudding from me ;

Tommy, I am fure i'U fplit •,

Turn, yet turn ard leave it. Tommy;
Who'd not die by eating it?

PUBLISHED at N°- lO;.^ BEDFORD-ROW, Dublin

;

Where the preceding Numbers can be had.
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Colin's Complaint Burlefqued.

See No. 46.

BY the fide of a glimm'iing fire,

Melint^a Jat penfively down.
Impatient of rural efquire ;

And \'ex'd to be abfent from town :

The cricket from under the grate.

With a chirp to her fiehs did reply:

And the kitten, as grave as a car,

Sat mournfully purring hard by.

" Alas ! filly maid that I was,"

Thus fadly complaining {he cry'd,

" When firft I forfook that dear place,

" 'Twas better by far I had dy'd :

" How gaily I pafs'd the long day,

" In a round of continu'd delight ?

" Park, vifits, affemblies, and play,

" And quad'rille to enliven the night

" How fimple was I to believe

" Delufive poetical dreams,
*' The Itattering landfcapts they give

" Of groves, meads, and murmuring dreams;
" jjleak mountains, and wild flaring rocks,

" Are the wretched refuk of my pains

;

" The fwains greater brutes than their flocks,

" And nymphs as polite as the fwains.

" What though I have fkill to enfnare,
" Where fmarts in bright circles abound 3

" What though at St. James's at prayers,
" Eeaus ogle devoutly around ?

" Fond virgin, thy power Is loft

" On a race of rude Hottentot brutes?
" What glory in being the toaft

" Of noify dull fquires in boots ?

** And thou, my companion fo dear,

" My all that is left of relief,

" Whatever I fufFer, forbear,
*' Forbear to difTuade me from grief:

" ''Tis in vain then, you'll fay, to repine,

" At ills which cannot be reJreft
;

" But in forrow lo pungent as mine,
" To be patient, alas ! is a jell.

" If farther, to footh my diftrefs,

" Thy tender compaffion is led,

"jCall Jenny to help to undrefs,

" And decently pui. me to bed.

"The laft humble folace I v. ait,

" Would heaven indulge me the boon,
" Some dream lefs unkind than my fate,

" In a vificn tranfport roe town.

" ClaiifTa mean time weds a beau,
" Who decks her in goldan array,

" The fineft at ev'ry fine fhow,
" And flaunts it at park and at play;

" Whillt here we are left in the lurch,

" Forgot and fecluded from view,

" Unlefs v/hen fome bumpkin at church,
" Stares willfully over a pew."

Why beats my Hear'.?

Sung in the Opera of ' Alfred.''

WHY beats my heart with fuch devotion?

Why fwira my eyes, when you are near?

'Tis love that gives the bufy motiur
;

'Tis joy that drops the Jailing tear.

The Weft-country Bumpkin.

JOHN BULL was a bumpkin born and bred
At a clodhopping villajje in Gloucefterfhire;

And as for this world, or the v^orld that's to come,
For to puzzle his noddle 'tv^ as never the near:

For he never was known to fet foot in a church, i

Till the day he took Dorothy there for a wife; '

And fays John " by my dad, I was never bifore
" In a place like a church, all tie days of my life.

" For there I look'd up and zeen nine or ten fellows \'

" A zinging as loud as their lungs could clink; J

" So thinking that I was got into an ale-houfe, 1

" I look'd up aiitl ax'd if they'd nothing to d-ink-..

" When up came a man and he puU'd off my hat,
" And he told me no drink v. .is allou''d4n the place,

" I thought that for zartain hemuft be the landlord;
" Or elfe I 'd have fetch'c! him a punch in the face.

" Howfomdever I fancied 'twas never the near
" For to kick up a dud and to frighten the bride,-

" So I went further in for to look at the place,
" And, Lard, what a comical zight I efpy'd :

" There are men folks and women folks penn'd up
" together,

" Like fo many wethers and ewes at a fair ;

" Befides a long booby-hutch, built up for holding,
" The whole corporation, juft-affes and mare.

" Then up got a little man into a tub,
" And he look'd juft as tho'f he'd been roU'd in

the dirt,

" For you could not fuppofe he could be very clean,

"When he'd got nothing on but a lone; black fliirt ;

" Excepting a little white flobbering bid,
" Tuck'd under his chin and flit in two :

" Tobeperch'dinatub, and towearablack Ihirt,

" I was puzzled to think what a plague he could do.

" For while he did turn up the whites of his eyeci,

" And for marcy upon us did heartily pray,
" Another below that fat in a cheft,

" Was mocking of every word he did fay :

" And when he had fairly tired him out,
" To the very laft word—to do nothing by halves,

"I verily thought he v;as going to fight him,
" For he flood up and call'd for a couple offtayes

!

" But the little man tho'f he had a black fliirt on,
" Whipp'd over another as white as a clout,

" And then in a twink, with a twift of his fift,

" He fet open the tub and he let himfelf out

;

" Upon which he took hold of a poor little babe,
" And as tho'f he had got neither fhame nor grace,

" And dipping his fingers in a trough,
" And fpla&'d the cold .'ater all over his face.

" To be fure I thought 'twas a fhameful thing,
" To ferve a poor baby fuch a woundy trick,

" For tho'f he did fqueak like a pig that is ftuck,

" They did mind him no more than a goofemun-
chick !

"Ods bobs, and I thought if the maggot fhould bite,
" And they wanted to make but a child of a man,

" Who could tell but in turn fuch a baby as I,

" May be fous'd in the trough like a fop in the pan

" So I took to my heels, and I fcamper'd away,
" Like a lufty fellow for fure and fure,

" And fwore in my guts if they ever catch'd I,

" O' the in-a-door-fide of a church any more ;

"They Ihould plump raeup to theearsinrhehog-tro*
" Julf like a toaft in a tankard then,

" And foufe me and fop me, and fop me and foufe
" me,

" A hundred times over and over a^ain."
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Nancy Dawfon.

OF all the givls in our town,
The blr.ck, the fair, the red, the brown,

'jhat dance, and prance it, up and down.
There's none ;;l;c Nancy Dawioii.

Her eafy mien, her fhape i'o neat,

:
She foots, flie trips, flie looks lo fweet.

Her ev'ry motion is complete
;

I die for Ti .ncy Dawfon-

See how ftie ci.mea to give iurprize,

Wilh joy and pieafure in her eyes

;

To give delight flie always rries,

So means my Nancy ""-'iv.'fon.

Was '.iiere no tafk t'obftrv.d: the way,
No Shuitr bold, nor houie fo gay,

lA bet of fifty pounds I'll lay,

'I hat I gain'd N-*P.cy Dawfon.

She how the opera t.:ki.'.-. a. run,

Exceeding tiamlet, Lear, and Lun,
'1 hough in it there would be no fun,

VVas't not for Nancy Dawfon.
Tho' Beard ar.d Brent charm'd ev'ry night.

And female Peachum'sjuftly right,

And Filch and Locfeit pleafe the fight,

'I'is crown'd by Nancy Dawfon.

isee little Davy ftrut and puff,

Plague on the opera, and fuch fluff.

My houfe is never full enough,

A curfe on Nancy Dawion.
rho' Garrick he has had his day,

A.r;d forc'd the town his laws t'obey.

Now Johny Rich is come in play.

With help of Nancy Dawfon.

Gf all the Plagues of Human Life.

Sung in the Comic Opera of ' The Devil ta fay.'

Air,—' UnJer the GritfwicJ Tret '

OF all the plagues of human life,

A fhrew is fure the worft ;

Jc3''ce one in ten that takes a wife,

l?ut with a fhrew is curft.

^''; then the plague in marriage lies,

I'Vho'd rufh upon his fate ?

/Vhen Lt; for freedom, bondage buys,

And iLill repents too late.

Fill up the mighty fparkling Bowl.
Sung in the Comic Opera of ' The Devil ta Paj.'

Air,— ' Charles of Snaeien^

^OME, jolly Bacchus, god of wine,
k-^ Crown this night with pieafure :

»et none at cares of life repine.

To deflroy our pieafure :

Fill up the mighty fparkling bowl,
That ev'ry true and loyal foul

May drink and ling without controul,

To fupport our pieafure.

Thus, mighty Bacchus, ftialt thou be
Guardian to our pieafure,

That under thy. protedtion we
May enjoy new pieafure

;

And as the hours glide avray,
,

Vi e'il in thy name invoke their ftay.

And ling ihfir praifes, that we may
Live and die with pleaiure.

Anne Page.
See Shakripeiir's Merry Wivesof Windfcr.

ENEATTH a church-yard yew,
Decay'd and vvt.rn with age.

At dufk of eve methotight I fpy'd.
Poor Slendcr's gholl that whimp'ring cry'd,

" Oh, fweet, oh, fwect Anne Page.~^

" Ye gentle birds give ea^,
" Who talk of am'rous rage,

"^ Who fpoil the lily, rob the rofe,
" Come learn of me to weep your woes-.

" Oh, fweet, oh, fweet An^e Page.

" Why fliould fuch labour'd ftrains
" Your formal mufe engage ?

" I never dreamt of flame or dart
" That fir'd my breaft or pierc'd my heart,

" But figh'd, oh, fweet Anne Page.

" And you, whofe love-fick minds
" No med'cine can affwage !

" Accufe the leecher's heart no more,
" But learn of Slender to deplore

;

" Oh, fweet, oh, fweet Anne Page.

" And ye whofe fouls are held,
" Like linnets in a cage !

" Who talk of fetters, li'nks and chain*
" Attend and imitate my ftrains :

" Oh, fweet, oh, fweet Anne Page.

" A.nd you who boaft or grieve,
" What horrid wars we wage

:

" Of wounds receiv'd from many an tjt,
" Ye; mean as I do when I figh,

" Oh, fv/eet, oh, fweet Anne Page.

" Hence ev'ry vain conceit

_^"
Of fliepherd or of fage

;

" 'Tis Slender's voice, 'tis Slender's way,
" Expreffes all you have to fay,

" Oh, fweet, oh, fweet Anne Pagel"

Marriage.
Sung in the Comic Opera of • The Devilti Faj.*

kF all ftates in life fo various,

Marriage fure 13 moft precarious;
'Tis a maze fo ft.anj,ly windii:g.
Still we are nev7 mazes finding;
'Tis an aftion fo fevere,

That naught but death can fet us clear;
Happy's the man, from M'edlock free,

Who knows how to prize his liberty :

Were men wary
How they marry,

We fhould not be by half fo full of mifery.

BALLAD.

William ai£J' :SuCin.

•'X'WAS in his vefTel fail ng,
- * When gentle breezes blew,
Sv^eet William lay bewailing
The fate of lovely Sue :

All on his bed extended
The faithful failpr lay.

His grief was never ei-^ed.

He mourn'd her ni?ht and dav.
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Jufl. at the midnight hour

A gentle voice he hears,

Ar.dat his cabin-door

The black-eye'd maid appears -.

All pale file look'd, though fmiling.

And drefs'd in fpotlefs white,

Like fome bright cloud as failing

When Cynthia fmiles at night.

" Why mourns my faithful lover ?"

The damfel vifion faid ;

" Who hath the fea crofs'd over
" To tell thee I was dead ?

" What tongue the fatal fiory

" Unto thine ear convey'd ?

" And why art thou fo forry
" To lofe a filly maid ?"

" None brought the haplefsmeffage,"

The weeping lover faid ;

" None came the tedious paffage

" To tell me thou wert dead:
" But fancy ever teeming,

" The fatal ilory told ;

" At midnight I was dreaming
" I faw thee dead and cold.

" Then from my fleep I ftarted,

" And thus in anguifli cry'd,

" Why were we ever parted?

" Ah ! why has Sufan dy'd ?

" Since then my wretched bofom
" No peace or comfort knew,

" And now, like a full bloffom,

« I'll drop and die with you."

The Witch of Wokey.

The following contain!; fome variations from the original

copy, which it is hoped the author will pardon, when he is in-

formed, they came from the elegant pen of the late Mr.

Shenftone,

Wokey-Hole is a noted cavern in Somerfetlhire, which has given

birth to aa many wild fanciful (lories as the Sybils cave ia

Italy. Through a very narrow entrance, it opens into a

large vault, the roof whereof, either on accouiH-of its height,

or the thicknefs of the gloom, cannot be difcovered by the

light of torches. It goes winding a great way under ground,

is croll by a ftreara of very cold water, and is all horrid with

broken pieces of rov-k : many of thefe are evident petrifa£lions,

which on account of their fingular forms, have given rift to

site fables alluded to in this poem.

N ancient days tradition fliews,

A bafe and wicked elt arofe.

The witch of Wokey hight

:

Oft have I heard the fearful tale,

From Sue and Uoger, of the vale.

On fome long winter's night.

Deep in the'dreary, difmal cell,

Which feem'd, and was, jcleped Hell,

This blear-eyed hag dii^hide :

Nine wicked elves, as legends fayne,

She chofe to form her guardian train.

And kennel near her fide.

Here fcreechlng owls oft made their neft,

While wolves its craggy fides poffeft,

Night-hoviling thro' the rock :

No wholefome herb could here be found

;

She blafted ev'ry plant around,

And blifter'd ev'ry flock.

Her haggard face was foul to fee ;

Her mouth unmeet a mouth to be.

Her eye of deadly leer ;

She nought devis'd, but neighbour's ill

;

She wreak'd on all her wayward will.

And marr'd all goodly chear.

All in her prime, have poets fung.

No gaudy youth, gallant and young.

E'er bleft her longing arms :

And hence arofe her fpight to vex.

And blaft the youth of either fex,

By dint of hellifli charms.

From Glafton came a learned wight.

Full bent to ma'rr her fell defpight.

And well he did, I ween :

Such mifchief never had been known,
And, fince his mickle learning ftiown,

Such mifchief ne'er has been.

He chaunted out his godly book.

He croft the water, ;lefl; the brook.

Then'—pater ncfter done ;

The ghaftly hag he fprinkled o'er ;

When, lo ! where flood a hag before.

Now flood a ghaftly ftone.

Full w^ell 'tis inown adown the dale

:

Tho' paffing ftrange indeed the tale.

And doubtful may appear,

I'm bold to, fay, there's ne'er a one.

That has not feen the witch in ftone,

With all her houlhold gear-

But tho' this learned clerk did well ;

With grieved heart, alas I I tell,

She left this curfe behind :

That Wokey nymphs forfaken quite,

Tho' fenfe and beauty both unite,

Should find no leman kind.

For, lo! even, as the fiend did fay.

The fex have found it to this day,

That men are wond'rous fcant

:

Here's beauty, wit, and fenfe combin'd,

With all that's good and virtuous join'd,

Yet hardly one gallant.

Shall then fuch maids unpitied moan B

They might as well, like her, be ftone,

As thus foriaken dwell.

Since Glafton now can boaft no clerks;

Come down from Oxenford, ye fparks,

And, oh ! revoke the fpell.

Yet ftay—nor thus defpond, ye fair ;

Virtue!s the gods' peculiar care •,

I hear the gracious voice ;

Your fex fba'U foon be bleft again,

We only wait to find fuch men,

As beft deferve your choice.
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The Libertine repulfed.

HENCE, Belmour, perfidious! thisinftant retire,

N o farther entreaties employ
;

Nor meanly pretend any more to admire

What bafely you w i& to deftroy.

Say, youth, muft I madly rufti on upon (hame.

If a traitor but artfully fighs !

And eternally part with my honour and fame

For a compliment paid to my eyes?

If a flame, all diftioneft be vilely profeftj

Thro' tendernefs mull I incline.

And feek to indulge the repofe of a breaft

That -would plant endlefs tortures in minei

No, Eelmour—a paffion I can't bat defpife.

Shall never find way to my ears
;

Nor the man meet a glance of regard from my
thefe eyes.

That would drench them for ever in tears.

Can the lover who thinks, nay, who v^ifiies mebafe,

Expeft that I e'er ftiould be kindi

Or atone with a paltry addrefs to my face,

For the injury done to my mind ?

Hence, Belmour, this inftant, and ceafe every dream,

\A'hich your hope faw fo fooliflily born

;

Nor vainly imagine to gain my efteem.

By deferving ray hate and my fcorn.

In vain you bid your Captive live.

Sung in " T/:c Padlocks

IN vain you bid your captive live,

While you the means of life deny

:

Give me your fmiles, your wifties give.

To him who muft. without you die.

Shrunk from the fun's enliv'ning beam,

hid flow'rs retain their fcent and hue:

It's lource dry'd up, bid flow rhe llream.

Or me exift depriv'd ot you.

Hang me if I marry.

pvECLARE, my pretty maid,
'•-' Muft my fond luit mifcarry ?

With you I'll toy, I'll kifs and play;
But hang me if I marry.

Then fpeak your mind at once.

Nor let me longer tarry ;

With you I'll toy, I'll kils and play;
But hang me if I marry.

Tho' charms and wit aflail,

The llroke I well can parry :

I love to kifs, to toy and play ;

But do not choofe to marry.

Young Moll;^ of the dale

Maks a meSr flave ot Harry
;

Becaufe, when they had toy'd and kifg'et^

The foolilh fwain would marry.

Thefe fix'd refolves, my dear,

I to the grave will carry ;

With you I'll toy, I'll kifs and pl»y»

But hang me if I marry.

Simple Strephon, ceafe complaining-,

SIMPLE Sirephoi), ceafe complaining.

Talk ;tl more of foolifti love ;

Think not my jjoor heart to reign ia,

Think not all you fay can move.

Did I take delight to fetter

Thrice ten thoufand flaves a i3ay j

TJirice ten thoufand times your betters

Gladly would my rule obey.

Simple Strephon, ^'"'

Seek not herwhoftill forbids you,
To iome other tell your moan

;

Chufe where'er your fancy leads you,

Let Clorinda but alone.

Simple Strephon, ^tf.
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The tippling Deities.

iLD Saturn, tJiat drone of a god.

And father of all the divine,

Still govern 'd the world v 1th a nod.

Yet fancy 'd brifk women and wine;

And v.'heu he was whimfical grown
oy fippi ng his plentiiul bowl.

Then frankiy the-truth he would own,

That a v^^nchwas the joy ot his loul.

Great Tiipiter, Hkb his old dad,

To love and a bottle inclin'd.

When mellow was conftantly glad

To find a plump girl to his mind

;

And then, as the ftory is told.

He'd conjure himfelf in her arms,

As once in a ftiower of gold

He rifled fair Danae's charms.

Stern Mars, the great god of the field,

All day tho' delighting in blood.

At night his fierce godihip would yield

To beauty, and wine that was good :

With neiftar he cherifti'd his heart;

And rais'd up his wanton defires

;

Tlien to Venus, his darling, impart

The warmth of his amorous fires.

Apollo, the patron of bay«.

Full goblets would merrily drain,

And fing forth poetical lays

When the fumes had got into his brain -,

hm ftill as he whimfical grew.

By toping the juice of the vine.

To Parnaffus daily he flew.

To kifs all the raufical nine.

Sly Mercury too, lite the reft.

Made wenching and wine his deliglu,

And thought himfelf perfeflly blefL

With a bottle and miflrels at night ;

No wonder debauches he lov'd.

And cheating his pleaiure he made,

For the gods have ev'ry one prov'd,

That pimping was always his trade.

Plump Bacchus, that tun-belly'd fut.

His thirft could but feldom allay,

'Till aftride o'er a hogfhead he got,

And drank all the liquor away :

As long as upright he could fit.

He'd bawl for the finiftiing glafs

;

When drunk, then the veffel would quit,

And leel to his favourite lafj.

The Sweet Negle£l.

From E»W Jouscs't ' S:Uit I'Pcman-'' A£k I. Scene I. Fijit.

- Afled in 1609.

STILL to be neat, ftill to bs dreft.

As you were going to a feall;

Still to be powder'd, ftill pertum'd;

Lady, it is to be prefum'd,

Thoiigh art's hitkicaules are not found,

All is not fvceet, bH is not found.

Give me a look, give me a face,

That makes fimplicily a grace ;

Robe Loofely flov^ing, hair as Iree :

Such fweet neglect more takefh me,

Than all th' adulteries ot art :

They llrikc jiiifle eyes, but not my htar!;.

The charms of the Bottle.

V/'E mortals whom trouble and forrow attend,A Whole life is a feries of pain without end,'
For ever depriv'd of hope's all cheering ray,
Ne'er know what it is '.o be happy a day

;

Obey the glad funimons, the bar-bell invites,

Drink deep, and I warrant it fets you to rights.

When poverty enters, an unwelcome gueft,

By hard hearted duns too continually preft.

When brats begin crying and fqualling for br^ad,
And wile's never filent till faft in her bed;

Obey the gladjummons, l^e.

Did Neptune's fait element run with frefti wine,
Tho' all Europe's powers together combine.
Our brave Britifh I'ailors need ne'er care a jot
Surrounded by plenty of fuch rare grape-iliot.

Ol/ey the gladjummons^ fcV.

Wai each dull, pedaniical, text-fpinning vicar.
To leave off dry preaching, and flick to his liquor,
O how would he wifh for that power divine.
To change, when he would, fimple water to wine!

Obey the gladfummons, ii c.

H wine, then, can miracles work, fuch as ihefe,
And give to ihe trcubl'd mind comtort and eafe,
Deipair not, that blefiTing in Bacchus you'll find,

Whoflioweri his gifts for the good of mankind.
Obey the gladJ\irnm<im, &c.

'Tis not my PaUy's fparkling Eyes.

'HPIS not my Patty's fparkling tyti,

Her air, her eafy grace.

Her thrilling accent's, that I prize,

Or yet her blooming lace.

Such charms as ihefe in others fliine,

Whofe beauty's all they boaft •.

But uhe.n that beauty does decline,

Their greateft power is loft.

But loveiy Patty's wit ref'n'J,

Her lenfe, good-nature, eale,

Di\ine peiteflions of tlie mind,

And firm defire to pleale :

"Tis ihefe that raife the maiden's fame,

That prompt defire and love,

And kindle in my breait a flame

Thai time can ne'er remove.

The Choice.

A Man that's neither high nor low,

In party nor in ftaiure ;

No noify rake, nor fickle beau,

That's us'd to cringe and flatter.

And let him be no learn'd fool

That nods o'er mufty books;

That eais and drinks, and lives by rule,

And weighs my vi ords and looks.

Let him be eafy, frank, and gay,

Of da.icing never tii'd ;

Alv-ays have lonielhing fmart to fsy,

Bui filtnt, if rcquii'd.
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Patty dt the Mill.

FAR fweeter than the hawthorn bloom,

Wliofe fragrance fheds a rich perfume,

And all the meadows fill;

'Much fairer than the lily blows,

More lovely than the blufhing rofe.

Is Patty of the mill.

The neiffhb'ring fwains her beauty fir'd,

With wonder flrucfe they all ad.-nir'd,

And prais'd her from the hill

;

Each ftrove with all his ruftic art,

To foothe and charm the honeft heart

Of Patty of the mill.

But vain were all attempts to move

A fixed heart, more true to love

Than turtles when they bill;

A chearful foul, a pleafing grace.

And fweet content, fmiks in the face

Of Patty of the mill.

The good ? friend in fortune find,

Exalt the honeft, virtuous mind,

And 3;uards it from all ill:

Ye fair, for ever conftant prove;

Be ever kind, be true to love,

Like Patty of the mill.

The Lafs with the delicate air.

YOUNG Molly, who lives at the foot of the hill,

Whofe fame every virgin with envy does fill,

Of beauty is blefs'd with fo ample a fhare.

That men call her the lafs with the delicate air.

One evening l?.ft Mny as I traversM the grove,

In thoughtlefs retirement, not thinking of love,

I chanc'd to efpy the gay nymph, I declare,

And really fne'd got a moft delicate air. <

By a murmuring brook, on a green moITy bed,

A chaplet compofing, the tair-oiie was laid ;

Suvpriz'd and tranfported, I could not forbear.

With rapture to gaze on her delicate air.

From that moment young cupid felefted a dart.

And pierc'd, without pity, my innocent heart :

And from thence how to gain the dear maid was my
care,

For a captive I fell to her delicate air.

When fhe faw me, fhe blufh'd and complain'd I was

rude.

And begg'd of all thiugf. that I would not intrude.

I anfwer'd, " I could not tell how I came there,"

But laid all the blame on her delicate air;

Said, her heart was the prize which I fought to

obtain.

And hop'd that fhe'd grant it to eafe my fond pain.

She neither lejedeH, nor granted my pray'r.

But fir'd all my foul with h«r delicate air.

A thoufand times fince I've repeated my fair.

But ftill the tormentor affefts to be mute;

Then tell me, ye fwains, who have conquer 'd the

fair.

How to win the dear lafs with the delicate air.

Piity Patty.

THE morning young Jockey
Would make me his bride.

He fiole to my chamber,
And fat by my fide

;

When he open'd the curtains,

Such joy 'twas to me.
That my heart play'd a tune

That v.'ent pitty patty.

But feigning to lleep, (Oh,
How great was my blifs I)

So gently, fo kind,

He gave me a kifs .'

Then my hcfd to his bofom
He prel's'd with fuch glee.

That my heart play'd a tune
That went pitty patty.

Grown bold with fuccefs.

He ventur'd to take
A fecond falute—

Then 'twas time to awate.
« Arife, love," he faid.

" To the kirk let us flee,

" As our hearts play a tune
" That goes pitty patty.

BALLAD.
The Jew's Daughter.

Th's ballad is founded upon the fiippofcd praftice of the' Jews
in crucifying or otherwife murdering the Chrillian children'
out of hatred to the religion of their parents: a praaice|
which iiath been always alledged in excnfe for the cruellies
exercifeJ upon that wretched people, but which probably
never happen'd in a fingle inftance. For if we confider, on
the one hand, theignorance and fuperftition of the times when
fuch ftcrics took their life, the virulent prejudices of ths
monks who record them, and the eagernefs with which they
would be catch'd up by the barbarous populace as a pretence
for plunder; on the other hand, the great danger incurr'd
by the perpetrators, and the inadequate motives they couW
could have to excite them to a crime of fo much horror we
may reafonably conclude the whole charge to be groun'dlefs
and malicious. The following ballad is probably built upon
fome Italian legend, and bears a great refemblance to the
Prioreffc's tale in Chaucer- the poet feems alfo to have had
an eye to the known ftory of Hugh of Lincoln, a child faid to
have been there murdcr'd by the Jews in the reign of Henry
III. The conclufion of this ballad appears to be wanting :

what it probably contained may be feen in Chaucer.

THE rain rins doun through Mirry-land toune,
Sae dois it doune the Pa :

Sae dois the lads ot Mirry-land toune,

Q^han they play at the ba'.

Than out and cam the Jewls doclKer,

Saitl, will ye cum in and dine ?

I winnae cum in, I cannae cum in,

Without my play-feres nine.

Scho powd an apple reid and white
To intice the zong thing in :

Scho powd an apple white and reid.

And that the fweit bairne did win.

And fcho has taine out a little pen-knifci

And low down by her rair,

Scho has twin'd the zong thing and his life
;

A word he nevir fpak mair. '

And out and cam the thick thick bluid,

And out and cam the thin ;

And out and cam the bonny hert's bluid;,

Thair was nae life left in.

Scho laid him on a drefling borde.

And dreft him like a fwlne,

And laughing faid.gqe nou and pley

With zour fweit play-feres rir,:.
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ScTio rowd hlra in a czke of lead.

Bade him lie ftil and fleip -,

Scho call him in a deip draw-well.
Was iifty fadom deip.

Quhan balls wer rung, and mafs was fung,
And every lady went hame :

Than illca lady had h«r zong fonne,

Jiot kdy Helen had nane.

Scho rowd hir mantil hir about,

And fair, fair gan fhe weip :

And fhe ran into the Jev/is caftel,

Quhan they wer all a fleip.

My bonny fir Hew, my pretty fir Hew,
I pray thee to me fpeik :

' O lady rinn to the deip draw-well
' Gin ze zour fonne wad feik.'

Lady Helen ran to the deip draw-well,
And knelt upon htr kne :

My bonny fir Hew, an ze he here,

I pray thee fpeik to me.

The lead is -wond'rous heavy, mither.

The well is wond'rous deip,

A keen pen-knife ftick« in my hert,

A word I dounae fpeik.

Gae hame, gae hame, my mither deir.

Fetch memy windling fneet,

Ami at the back o' Mirry-land loune,

its ihair we twa iall meet.

I' * ' * •* * »

Gilderoy

Was a famous robber, who lived about the middle of the I:i(l

rentury, if we credit ihe hiftories.and ftory books ot highway-
men, which relate many improbable feats of him, as his
robbing Cardinal Richliea, Oliver Cromwell, -&c. bat tliei'e

(lories have probably no other authoritv ihun that of Giub-
ftreet.

GILDEROY was a bonnie boy.
Had rofes tuU his fhoone,

His ftockings were of filken foy
Wi' garters hanging doune :

It was, I weene, a comelie fight.

To fee lae trim a boy

;

He "was my jo and heart's delight,

My handfome Gilderoy.

Oh ! ficke twa charming eenlie had, .

A breathe as fweet as rofe,

He never ware a Highland plaid.,

But collly filken clothes
;

He gain'd the luve of ladies gay,

Nane eir lull him was coy.

Ah ! wae is mee ! I mourn the day.

For my dear Gilderoy.

My Gilderoy and! were born,

Bauh in one toun together.

We fcant were feven years beforn
We gan to luve each other ;

Out dadies and pur mammies thay
Were fiU'd with mickle joy.

To think upon the bridal day
Twixt me and Gilderoy.

For Gilderoy, that luve of mine,

Gude faith, I freely bought
A V edding fark of lioliand fine

Wi' filken flowers wrought ;

And he gied me a wedding ring,

Which I receiv'd wi' joy,

NaeJad nor laiue eir could'fing

Like me and Gilderoy.

Wi' mickle joy Vi'e fpent CKir prime, «

Till w« were baith fifteen.

And aft we paft the langlome time

Among the leaves fae green ;

Aft on the banks we'd fit us ihair,

To fweetly uils and toy,

Wi' garlands gay wad deck my hair,,

My handlome Gilderoy.

Oil I thai he flil! had beeij content
Wi' me to lead hl^ life ! ,

But, ah I his inanfu' heart was bent
To ftir in feats of ftrife !

And he in many a vent'rous deed

His courage bald would try.

And now this gars mine heart to bleed
For my dear Gilderoy.

And when of me his leave lie tuik.

The tears they wat mine ee,

I gave tull him a parting luik,

" My benifon gang wi' thee

!

" God fpeed thee weil, mine ain dear heaTt,
" For gane is all my joy ;

" My heart is rent fith we maun part,

My handfome Gilderoy I"

My Gilderoy baith far and near^

Was fear'd in every toun.

And baiildly bare away the gear

Of many a lawland loun ;

Nane eir durfl meet him man to man,
He was fae brave a boy.

At length wi' nu.mbers he was tane,

My winfome Gilderoy.

Wae worth the loun that made the laws.

To hang a man for gear.

To 'reave of life for ox or afs.

For flaeep, or horfe, or mare ;

Had not their laws been made fae ftrick,

I nelr had loft iny joy,

Wi' forrow neir had wat my cheek.

For .my dear Gilderoy.

Giff Gilderoy had done amiiTe,

He mought hae banifnt been.

Ah ! what fair cruelty is this,

To hang fike handfome men :

To hang the.-flower o'Scotiifli land,

Sae fweet and fair a boy ;

Nae lady had fae white a hand,

As tJiee, my Gilderoy.

OfGilderoy fae fraid they were.
They bound him mickle llron«(,

Tull Edenburrow they led him thair.

And on a gallows hun^ :

They hung him high aboon the reft,

He was fae trim a boy,

T hair dyed the youth whom I lued bei^

My handfome Gilderoy.

Thus having yielded up his breath,

I bare his corpfe away,
Wi' tears that trickled for his death,

I wafht his comelye clay ;

Andfiker in a grave fae deep,

I laid the dear-lue^l boy.

And now tor evir maun I weep,

,My wiiifouic Gilderoy.
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The fond defpairing Maid.

HOPE, thou fource ofev'ry bleffing.

Parent of eacK joy divine;-

Ev'ry balmy fvveet poffeffing,

Ev'ry promis'd blifs be thine.

Softeft friend to heart-felt anguifh.

Lend, oh! lend thy pow'iful aid
;

Bid the lover ceafe to languifli.

Cheer the fond defpairing maid.

Soothe, fweet Hope, the maiden's fighing.

For with love her heart's oppreft

:

Ever to her forrows flying.

Thou canft give her joy and re «>i

Soflcfl friend., &c

A glafs of good Wine.

Y merry companions, fo jovial and free,

- You know I'm a poet, then liften to me,

Infpite my niufe, jolly Bacchus divine,

I'll chaunt in the praifeof'a glafs of good wine.

The female whofe flattering looking-glafs tells

How much all the reft of her fei flie excels,

'In vain fix/m its aid may attempt to outlhine ;

More chaims flie'd receive from a glafs of good

wine.

The fhort-fighted fpark with perfpeflive apply'd,

In putting the fair to the blufh takes a pride

;

Give o'er, bold intruder, your cruel defign,

G'reatev beauties you'll find in a glais of good

wine.

Old bald-pated Time, who good company fpoils.

When pleafure is reigning and good-humour fmiles,

With us round the bowl would moft chearfully

join, r ^ c
Was his hour-glafs chang'd to a glafs of good

wine.

If, then, fuch perfeftions the grape does produce,

Ye Powers above, fend enough for our life •,

_

Your bounty to prove drain the fea of it's brine,

And let it again ebb and flow with good wine.

Ralph of the Mill.

Written by Mr. Havikins.

AS Hebe was tending her fiieep, t'other day,
Where the warblers whiftle and fing,

" A rural young fwain came tripping that way.
As briflc and as blithe as a king.

The youth was a fliranger to trouble and care.

Contentment e'er guided his will,

Yet ever regarded the fmiles of the fair.

Though always bred up in a mill.

Love fl;ole in his breaft 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 fliall love you the more,*

Such tendernefs melted her into furprize,

(For Hebe was never unkind)
And all of a fudden love glow'd in her eyes,

Which fpoke the di<ftates of her mind.

Tbey fat themfelves down at Ihe foot of a hill.

And chatted together fo free.

Till Ralph, the young fwain, made figns to the mill,
Whilft clafping the nymph on his knee;

And thus, in a tranfport, the miller reply'd—
' Thy charms, dear girl, are divine !'

Then prefs'd her fvveet lips, and with rapture he
cry'd

—

' O Hebe ! confent to be mine.'

She liften'd attentive to all his requeft,

And freely comply'd to hisAvill.

And novvT, to her folace, fhe's marry'd and blefl;

With honeft; young Ralph of the mill.

Peace follows their fteps wherever they go,
In blifs all their hours are fpert

;

But, leaders of fafliion, I'd have you to know,
Their ' happinefs flows from content.'

Gentle Youth, ah ! tell me why„
Sung in ^ Live in a yiUagc.'

GENTLE youth, ah ! tell me why.
Still you force me thus to fly,

Ceafe, oh! ceafe to perfevere ;

Speak not what I mufl; not hear:

To my heart it's eafe reftore
;

Go, and never fee me more.

PUBLISHED at N°-IO, BEDFORD-ROW, Dublin,
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Change for a Guinea.

Written by Mr. Dibdin, for his entertainment called
* King and ^ffn.'

JACK Binacle met with an old Shipmate,
That lail'd with him on board of the Thunder,

And they talk'dof their pranlcs at a pretty round rate,

And made ail the hearkeners wonder ;

For the' brave at Jea, when you get him afliore,

A tar often turns out a ninny,

For now he mutt iof

,

His leave's out with his grog
Here.houfe, what's to pay ? come fport us the fcore -,

Hand us over the change for a Guinea.
For a Tailor's life is a roaring life.

He laughs while the winds and the waves are at

ilrife,

So fafe on fliore,

He can pay his fcole.

And fport the fplendid Guinea.

The Landlord's fweet daugtter now comes in iis
view,

Up to tars when tjiey get into harbour

;

Her fhoes are Morocco, her petticoat's blue,
Ker wig's juft come from the barber.

Jack flares in her face with a whimfical phiz,

Reviews her and loois like a ninny;
For each chalk on his fcore,

She counts two or more.
He fix'd on her eyes while Ihe penetrates his.

And cheats him while changing his Guinea.
For a failor's life is a.carelefs life,

He fings while the wavesand the winds are at

ilrife

:

To be cheated on iliore.

While, to pay his fcore,

He fports the fplendid Guinea.

Here's two eighteen penn'orths, that five and a tick,
Three penn'onh of 'bacco, a Giilling;

For a lix-penny 'bacco box, quite fpan and fpick,
Half a crown, and a tizzy the filling.

Jack hears not a word, cTiucks her under the chin,
iiord how can you be fuch a ninny ?

Let me reckon your fcore,

For two fix-penn'onhs more,
Two hogs and three fimons for what's to rome in.

So there's three fhillings out of a Guinea.
For a failor's life is a roaring life.

He whiftles while billows and winds are at
ilrife :

From the landlord's long Ihore,

For a five fhiTling fcoie.

To get three fhillings out of a, Guinea.

Well, well, cries out Jack, you know figures and
fuch,

I dare fay, you're right, miftrefs Moggy ;

All my wonderment is, we fhould tip off fo mucii
In the time, and yet never get groggy;

But no failor at tofs-pot e'er yet piay'd amifs
Then he's cunning and never a ninnv.

Come, put round the grog,

For away we mufl jog.

So now my dear gii'l if you'll give me a kifs, .

You may pocket your change for a 'Guiiiea.

For a failor's life isa carelefs life,

He minds neither billows nor winds at ilrife,

JBut pays his fcore

With fpirit on fliore,

Ar.d that's ail the ufe of a Guinea.

Dennis Delaay.

TN fweet Tipperary, the pride of the throng,
*• I have danc'd a good jig, and have fung a good

On the green whereliaper'dl fcarcebent thegrafs
To my bottle a friend, and no foe to a lafs

:

At hurling my fellow could never be found.

For whoever I jollied foon came to the ground.
And the girls all fwore that they never met any
Could tickle their fancy like Dennis Delay. ' j

With my whack about, fee it out,

Dennis, my jewel.

Ah ! why would you leave us.

How could you be cruel?

Paddy Whack may go trudge it, with Murtagh
^O'Blaney,

We'll part with them all for you, Dennis Delanyr

Yoimg Sheela O'Shannon was fo fond of me.
That whenever we met we could never agree.

Says I, my dear Sheela, we'll foon end the fray,

For no longer in Iweet Tipperary I'll flay. ' '

When the girls all found I was going to leave them.

They fwore that from death father John could not

fave them

:

They would part with relations, tho' ever fo many.
If I'd let them go with me, fweet Dennis Delany.

With my -whack about, ^cA

To the road then I went, and I trudg'd it along.

And by way of being filent, I lilted a fong,

Hey for Dublin, lays I, where I'll lee lome fine

lafles,

Get married and drunk, nor ne'er mind how time

paffes.

But when I arriv'd, and found every lady

Short waifted—thinksl, they are married already :

By my foul, now, fays I, marriage here is thefafhion.

To get young recruits'for the good of the nation.

With my zuhack about, iSc.

To the grand Panorama* that ev'ry one talks of,

Away then I goes, and iminediately walks off;

But where I aftonifh'das muchase'er man was.

To fee a fea fight on an ocean of canvas.

But fome were a weeping, and fome were awaiting, I

Where London onceltoodf tofeeihipsnow afailing;

But what in my miird made it ftillfeem theftranger,

Tho' I flood in the midlt, I was Ililt out of danger.

With my zvhiick about, tsc.

As I came back again, then quite fober and fleady,

I meet three or four buckeens attacking a lady,

With my Hip of Ihiilelagh I made them forbear,

For an Irifhman always will fight for the fair.

But tlie Folice they call 'd, who came great and fmall.

Devil burn me, fays I, but I'll lather you all.

And tho' I was fighting them, this I will Jay,

Tliey were tight aftive fellows at—running away."

With my whack about, iSc.

Then 10 fee a fine play which I ne'er faw before,

To Crow-ftreet I went, v ith three or four more,

And up flairs I walk'd to fee things the better,

Ihe play-bill I bought tho' I knew not a letter:

But thecrowd wasfogr^at and the players lo funny
I laugh'd more I'm fure, than the worth of my

money,
Ahho' w ith their noife, they fet me quite mad.

When the boys above flairs call'd for Moll in the

Wad.
With my -whack about, &c.

* A grand Exiiibition (painted on Canvas) of the glorious

Sea Fight on (he ift. ot June, 1794. between the Enijlilhand

French 8eet5.

-f Alluding to an Fxhibitlon prior lo the above, which gave

.a comfIctc ^'^tw of the Cities of London and WellniinRer.
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Hofier's GhofV.

Tune,

—

'Ccme anJ liften to myDitly.'

was wr'tun by the ingenious author of Leonidas, on the

taking of Porto-Ecllo from the Spaniards, by admiral Vernon,
Nov. sid. 1739——The, cafe of Heller, which is here fo

pathetically reprefcnted, was briefiy this. In April, lyifJ,

that commander was fent with a firong fleet into the Spanilh

Weft-Indies, to block up the galleons in the ports of that

country, or, (hould they prcfume to come out, to lirize and
carry them into England: he accordingly arrived at the

Ba-(timentos near Porto-Bello, but being rellrifled by his

orders from obeying the di£\ates of his courage, lay ina£tiveon

that llation until he became the jel^ of the Spaniards: he
afterwards removed to Carlhagcra, and Continued cruizing

in thcfe leas, till far the greater part of his men perifhcd

deplorably by the difcafcs of that unhealthy climate. This
brave man, I'ecing his beft ot^cers and men thus daily fwept

away, his fliips e>:pofcd to inevitable dctlruiStion, and himlirlf

made the fportof the enemy,i6faid to have died of a broken
heart. SeeSmolkt'shift. #*

AS near Porto-Eello lying

On the gently I'welling flood.

At midnight with ftreamers flying,

Our triumphant navy rode ;

There, while Vernon fate all-glorious.

From the Spaniards late defeat.

And his crews, with fliouts viftorious,

Drank fuccefs to England's fleet.

On a fudden, fhrilly founding,

Hideous yells and fhrieks were heard

;

Then, each heart, with fear confounding,

A fad troop of ghofts appear'd ;

AU in dreary hammocks £hrouded.

Which for winding-fheets they wore.

And, with looks by iorrow clouded.

Frowning on that hoflile Ihore.

On them gleam'd the moon's wan luflre,

When the Ihadeof Hofier brave.

His pale bands were feen to mufter,

Rifmg from their wat'ry grave :

O'er the glimmering wave he hied him,

Where the Buvford * rear'd her iail.

With three thoufand ghofts behind him.

And in groans did Vernon hail.

Heed, oh ! heed our fatal flory •,

I am Hofier's injur'd ghoft;

You who now have purchas'd glory

At this place where I was loft,

Though in Porto-Bello's ruin
,

You now triumph, free from fears.

When you iliink on my undoing,

You will mix your joys with tears.

See thefe mournful fpeftres, fweeping

Ghaftly o'er this hated wave,

Whofe wan cheeks are ftain'd with weeping:

Thefe were Englifh captains brave :

Mark thofe numbers, pale and horrid,

Who were once my failors bold;

Lo I each hangs his drooping forehead,

While his difnial tale is told.

I, by twenty fail attended.

Did this Spanifla town affright. 1

Nothing then its wealth defended.

But my orders not to fight :

Oh! that in this rolling ocean

I had caft them with difdain.

And obey 'd my heart's warm motion

To have quell'd the pride of Spain.

* The admiral's fliip.

For refiftance I could fear none,

But with twenty ihips had done
What thou, brave and happy Vernon,

Haft atchiev'd with fix alone.

Then the Baftimentus never

Had our foul difhonour feen,

Nor the fea the fad receiver

Of this gallant train had been.

Thus, like thee, proud Spain difmaying.

And her galleons leading home.
Though condemn'd for difobeying,

I had met a traitor's doom

;

To have fall'n, my country crying.

He has play'd an Englifit part,

Had been better far than dying

Of a griev'd and broken heart.

Unrepining at thy glory.

Thy fuccefsful arms we hail;

But remember our fad ftory.

And let Hofier's wrongs prevail ;

Sent in this foul clime to languifh.

Think what thoufands fell in vain,

Wafted with difeafe and anguifli,

Not in glorious battle flain.

Hence with all my train attending

From their oozy tombs below.

Through the hoary foam afcending.

Here I feed my conftant woe :

Here the Baftimentos viewing.

We recall our fhameful doom.
And, our plaintive cries renewing.

Wander through the midnight gloom.

O'er thefe waves, for ever mourning.
Shall we roam, depriv'd of reft.

If, to Britain's fiiores returning.

You negltft my juft requeft :

After this proud foe fubduing,

When your patriot friends you fee.

Think on vengeance for my ruin.

And for England—fham'd in me.

Anacreontic.

AS wanton cupid faw, one day,

A linnet warbling on a fpray.

He long'd to make the bird his prey.—

Soe, here, the fl:ring that ties my bow;
Says he, I warrant that will do,

Forfuch an artlefs bird as you.

Then round the flutterer's neck he caft

The filken cord, and ty'd it fafl;

—

I've got you fafe, ^he cri,es) at laft.

In vain with out-ftretch'd wings and beak
He tries the urchin's ftring to break;

No more allow'd his flight to take.

No more he rifes from the ground,

But hops and hovers round and round.

Within his fetters, narrow bound.

So cupid, with enfnaring arts,

Lets fly abroad his poifon'd darts,

.And feizes wretched lovers liearts ;

Torments them with his wanton play^

Makes them his tyrant pow'r obey,

Y'et feems to rule with gentle fway j

But fooii miftaken mortals find

Hov/ faft a filken cord can bind;

The lover, not the boy, is blind.
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Conftant Penelope.

A looking-glafs for ladies, or a mirrour for married v/ome

Tnnt,—Qneen Dido, or Troy Town.

TT^HEN Greeks and Trojans fell at ftrife,

" • And lords in armour bright were 1-een •

Where many a gallant loft his life

About fair Hellen, beauty's queen;
Ulyffes, general fo free.

Did leave his dear Penelope.

When fhe this woeful news did hear.
That he would to the wars of Troy;

For grief fhe Ihed full many a tear,

At parting from her only joy
;

Her ladies all about her came.
To comfort up this Grecian dame.

Ulyffes, with a heavy heart.

Unto her then did mildly fay,

" The time is come that we muft part,
" My honour calls me hence away j

" Yet in my abfence, deareft, be
" My conftant wife, Penelope.

" Let me no longer live, Iheiay'd,
" Than to my lord I true remain;

" My honour ftiall not be betray'd
" Until I fee my love again :

" For ever I will conftant prove,
*' As 15 the loyal turtle dove."

Thus did they part v/ith heavy cheer.

And to the fhips his way he took

;

Her tender eyes dropt many a tear,

Still cafting many a longing look:
She faw him on the furges glide.

And unto Neptune thus fhe cry'd :

" Thou God, whofe power is in the deep,
" And ruleft in the ocean main,

" My loving lord in fafety keep
" Till he return to me again:

" That I his perfon may behold,
" To me more precious far than gold."

Then ttraight the Ihips with nimble fails

Were ail convey *d out of her fight

:

Her cruel tate fhe then bewails,

Since ftie had loft her heart's delight :

" Now ftiall my praftice be," quoth Ihe,

" TlTie virtue and humility."

" My patience I will put in ure,

" My charity I will extend;
" Since tor my woe there is no cure,

" The helplefs now I will befriend;
" The widow and the fatherlefs,

" I will relieve, when in diftrefs."

Thus file continued year by year

In doing good to every one;

Her fame was noiled every where,
To young and old the lame was known

;

No company that ,(he v»ouid mind,

Who were to vanity inclin'd.

Mean while Ulyffes fought for fame,

,
'Mong Troj.ms hazarding his life :

Yonng gallants, hearing of her name.
Came flocking for to tempt his wife

;

For Ihe was lovely, young, and fair.

No lady might with her compare.

With coftly gifts and jewels fine^

They did endeavour her to win ;

With banquets, and the choiceft wine.
For to allure her unto fin

:

Moft perfons were of high degree.

Who courted fair Penelojie.

With modefty and comely grace

Their wanton fuits fhe did deny;
No tempting charms could e'er deface

Her deareft hufband's memory
;

But conftant (he would ftill remain,

Hoping to fee him once again.

Her book her daily comfort was.
And that ftie often did perufe;

She feidom looked in her glafs
;

Powder and paint fhe ne'er would ufe ;

I wifh all ladies were as free

From pride as was Penelope.

She in her needle took delight,

And likewife in her fpinning-wheel

;

Her maids about hec every night
Did ui'e the diftaft, and the reel :

The fpiders, that on rafters twine.

Scarce fpun a thread more foft and fine.

Sometimes fhe would bewail the lofs

And abfence of her deareft Ipve

:

Sometimes flie thought the leas to crofs,

Her fortune on the waves to prove;
" I fear my lord is flain," quoth (he,
" He flays fo from Penelope."

At length the ten years liege of Troy
Did end ; in flames the city burn'd

;

And to the Grecians was great joy.

To fee the towers to afhes turn'd :

Then came Ulyffes home to fee

His conftant, dear Penelope.

O blame her not if fhe was glad,

When fhe her lord again had feen.

" Thrice-welcome home, my dear," fhe fay'^d,

" A long time ablent thou haft been ;

" The wars fhall never more deprive

"Me of my lordwhilft I'm alive."

Fair ladies all, example take

;

And hence a worthy leffon learn,

All youthful follies to forfake, ^

And vice trom virtue to dilccrii:

And let all women ftrive to be
As £onftant as Penelope.
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Svvaims, awake !

Tune—' ShifherJs, I have bfl my leii!.''

SWAINS ! we've flept and loft our love,

Freedom fair as Anna,
Fav'rite wifh of all who rove

Within the ideof Granu.

We for her our forks would wield,

. Armour of the meadows ;

Bare our breaft, and ftand the fliield

Of orphans and of widows.

Never will fhe venture home
While her friends are jarring;

All her advocates are firm—

-

Againfl her foes they're warring.

Swains, awake ! and freedom's ftores.

Like the ftreams of Banna,
Shall refrefh the thirfty fhores

Around the ifle of Granu.

The Village Maid.

SILENT I tread this lonely wood,
Silent I flied the piteous tear,

No hope to cheer my drooping foul.

Bereft of him I hold molt dear.

Still do I feek thefe dreary fliades,

A love-lorn maid the village fcorn.

Since Henry won my plighted faith.

Then left me here to figh forlorn.

Yon mofly bank oft time recalls

The image of the blooming youth;

'Twas there he Hole my eafy heart,

With vows of conftancy and truth.

Faint from her lips her accents flew,

And faintly beam'd her eyes fo bright.

She funk upon the moffy bank.

She funk to everlafting night.

As Strephon on the Mountain Brow.

AS Strephon on the mountain brow.
Has won my right good will.

With him alone I'd keep my vow.
With him I'd climb the hiU.

But if that vow fhould'broken be,
And I thofe charms forego,

That ftream that's in my plighted faith,

That llream fhall ceafe to flow.

Struck with her charms, and gen'fous truth,

I view the conftant fair.

To her alone I pledge my troth.

And own ifty conftant care.

But ifthat vow, £sftf.

Phebe.

YOU fay flie's fair : 'tis no fuch matter,
'Tis not her glafs, but you that flatter,

And few that beauty e'er can fpy,

Which ftrike the partial lover's eye.

Phebe, my council pray approve ;

Thank heav'n for a good man's love :

All markets will not pay your price.

So ftrike a bargain in a trice.

This Defert of Wildnefs.

''

I
'IS in vain for fuccour calling,

J- Hope no more my bofom cheers I

Cruel fate that blifs appalling.

With her fcroU of joylefs years.

Come defpair and diftradlion confound me,
Add ftill to my life's wretched load.

And while your mix'd horrors furround me.
This defert of wildnefs fliall be my abode.

PUBLISHED at N°- lO, BEDFORD-ROW, Dublin,

Where the preceding Numbers can be had.
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Patrick's Day; prthe Saint of Shilkla.

Air,—' Shaunbuoy,''

j^rELL met, my good friends.

To the] audible ends,

Of focfptv, mirth and good humour;
No r:a'-an on earth,

(Thanlr the foil gave us birth)
Lnited in love more than we are:

The focial graces

I i'ee in your faces.

Then each fill a glafs to regale—a

;

For this is ine day.

As old hiftories fay.

That gave us the faint of Shillela.

His memory rare,

Let us ever revere,

So up vvith your bumpers to cjov/n it;

JS-ut Hay—in his wine.

Let each lad fteep a vine

Of the Shamrockfhiie plant, 'till he drown iti

The emblem is good.

For it means when of food

You have taken a plentiful meal—a;
You fhould it dilute,

And -without all difpute,

It was done by the faint of Shillela.

Great George, let fome brag on,

W'ho conquer'd the dragon.

And bury'd liisfpeai- in his belly
;

Of St. Andrew too,

And his bonnet fo blue.

There's many fine Ilories will tell ye;

Of Taffy's big Lett,

Then there's others will fpeak
In raptures a fabulous tale—a,

iiut Paddy's white Wand,
On true record'doth f^^nd.

To prove him the faint of Shillela-

Toad, ferpent and fnake.

From edch bramble and brate,

JHe foon by his power colledled
;

No plague thro' the land,

But repair'd to his Wand,
As by Heaven's kind order directed;

When fwarnied together,

Like birds of a feather,

He fent them the ocean to fail—

a

And fince, there's no vermin

Can do the leafl harm in

The purify'd land of Shillela.

From hence, too, we find

Many ills of the mind

Were banifli'd from our happy dwelling;

Each foul is the feat

Of what's noble and great,

Tho' vain my own praife to be telling:

While our neighbours around

With thefe reptiles abound,

Thro' envy they fuffer and rail— a ;

But flill let them curfe,

With their own venom burft,

At the happier fate of Shillela.

We are open and free,

To the heart you may fee,

For candour no people before. us;

PcJite and fincere,

As witnefs the fair

In every country adore us.

Maids, widows and wives.

For our offices flrive.

And after u« run to prevail— a :

For in love and war
There is none can compare

With the brave honeft funs of Shillela-

The fervice in war,

Why, let Britons declare.

That by landvand by fea we have done them;
v. iih truth they may fing,

T hat for country and king.

No heroes more honour have won them;
With fortune and blood

We have firmly flood.

And never, like fome, turn'd tail—

a

And we're ready again.

On hill, ocean, or plain.

To prove we're the fons of Shillela.

Then wh)^ lhi.s diftindf ion

'gainfl iuch a brave nation?

Why all this abufe and reiieftion?

One king, and one caufe.

Our religion and laws.

Should twine us in mutual affeifiion :

But let rancour ftill bite.

We'll together unite,

And in brotherly love never fail—

a

And thus, with good cheer.

May live many a year, ^

To remember the faint of Shillela.

The Girl I left behind me.

T'M lonefome fince I crofs'd the hiils,

*- And o'er the moor that's fedgy;

With heavy thoughts my mind is fiU'J,

Since I parted with Naggy

:

When e'er I return to viev/ the place.

The tears doth fall and blind me
;

When I think on the charming grace

Of the girl I left behind me.

The hours I remember well.

When next to fee doth move me

;

The burning flames my heart doth tell,

Since firfl flie own'd fhe lov'd me :

In fearch of fome one fair and gay.

Several doth remind me

;

I know niy darling loves me well,

Tho' I left her behind me.

The bees fliall lavifh, make no llore,

And the dove become a r..nger;

The falling water ceaf^ to roar.

Before I'll ever change her :

Each mutual promife faithful made,

By her whole tears doth blind me ;

And blefs the hours I pafs away,

With the girl I left behind me.

My mind her image flill retains.

Whether afleepor waking ;

I hope to fee my dear again.

For her my henrt is breaking:

But if e'er I chance to go that way,

And tharihii has not refign'd me;
I'll reconcile my mind and ftay

With the girl I leti behind me.
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Fa lal la.

The favourite Welch ^ir, in ' The Chcnkce.''

A SHEPHERD vvander'd,\ve are told,

t^ Fal lal la, L"c
'i o leek a flraggler of the fold,

Fal lal la, 'Sc.

When pafling o'er a fragrant glade,

Difcri'd a young and blooming maid,
And thus to her his vows he paid,

Fal lal la, iSc.

,Ah 1 beauteous maid, if you'll be mine,

Fal lal la, ific.

Your brows with cow flips I'll entwine,

Fal lal la,- tSc'.

To you the fiow'rets, as they fpring.

In rufhey bafkcts I will bring,

And Iweetly by your fide I'll fing,

Fal lal la, ^c
The maiden quickly rais'd her head,

Fal lal la, Is'c. '

Her eyes tJieir wonted beauties flied.

Fal lal la, fSc.

This facred fpot, ah ! fliepherd, dear.

Approach not as my frowns you iear,

I horn the fun beams Iheller here,

Fal lal la, ^6-.

With vows of truth he maid he plies,

Fal lal la, tS'c.

To languifli now began her eyes,

Fal lal la, &c.

And as along the glade they went,

His foul on nought but love intent,

I'he yieldiijg fair one bluih'd confent,

Fal lal la, Ofc.

Our Bottle and Friend.

^OME, fill all your glaffcs in circular motion,

\A e'U drink to the bottom tho' deep as the ocean ;

V.'ith freedom and pleafure cur money we'll fuend.

For the fake of enjoying our bottle and friend.

I hate thfe vile plagues of feuds and diffeniions,

- y.ay with difpuiing, with jars, and contentions;

S '.eet hope from our bofoms they furely will fend,

And mar the delights of our bottle and friend.

While oppofite flatefmen are leading their faSioris,

And fliewiiig their prowels by words more than

aiRions
;

To this or that party our minds we'll ne'er bend,

Nor omit the enjoyment of bottle and- friend.

\^'^-lile Lewis andGeorgey for kingdoms are wrang-

And Foxites and Pittics for power are jangling;

iach jolly companion alfiilance fliall lend,

To heighten the fweeis of our bottle aiid friend.

With abumper, my lads, then replenjfhyourglaffes,

C nfuiion, let's drink, to all chattering affes

;

\\'ho on poli^iic matters their lungs tear and rend,

And find no enjoyment in bottle and triend.

IV thofe who deceive us by outward profeffions,

: .'. halter atone for all their tranlgreffions
;

-1 this be my toaft, now my fong's at an end,

,:-[ii .nay none of us want either bottle and triend.

The Chapter of Kings.
An admired hiftorical I'nng, ^^'r:tlen bv Mr. Collins, author of

'Tf:£ E'vening Brujh,*

THE Romans in England they once did fway.
And the Saxons they after them led the way,

And they tugg'd with the Danes 'till an overthrow.
They both of them got by the Norman bow :

Yet barring all pother.

The one and the other,

Were all of them kings in their turn.

Little Willy the Conqueror long did reign,

But Billy his fon by an arrow was flain ;

And Harry the Firft was a fcholar bright,

But Stephy was forc'd for his crown to figh

'JTet barrin^

Second Harry, Plantagenet's name did bear,

And Coeur de Lion was his fon and heir;

But Magna Charta we gain'd by John,
Which Harry the Third put his feal upon.

Tet barrhig, l^c.

There v/as Teddy the Firft, like a tyger bold,

But the Second by Kebels was bought and fold
;

And Teddy the 1 hird was his iubjefts pride,

Tho' his grandfon Dicky was popp'd afide.

Tct tarring, i^c.

There was Ha-rry the Fourth, a warlike wight,

And Harry the Fifth like a cock would fight

;

Tho' Kenny "his Ion like a chick did pout

When Teddy his coufin had kick'd him out.

l^et barring, l^c^

Poor Teddy the Fifth he was kill'd in bed.

By butchering Dick who was knock'd in head;
'Ihen Harry the Seventh in fame grew big.

And -Harry the Eighth was as fat as a pig.

let barring, ^o>

With Teddy the Sixth we had tranquil days,

Tho' Mary m'ade fire and faggot blaxe ;

But good queen Bels was a glorious dame.
And bony king Jamy from Scotland came,

Tet barring, iSfC'

Poor Charley the Firft was a martyr made.
But Charley his Ion was a comical blade ;

And Jemmy the Secoad, v/hen hotly fpurr'd.

Ran av/ay, do you fee, from Willy the Third.
21:t ta/ri/ig, £^c-

Queen Atlne was viiflorious by land and fea,

And Georgey the Firft did with glory fway;
And as Georgey the Second has long been dead.

Long life to the Georgey we have in his fte:(d.

And may his fons' fons

To the end of the chapter.

All come to be kings in their turn.

BALLAD.

/ Robin Good-Fellow.

alIa*PucKE, alias Hobgoblin, in the creed of aacient

fuperltition, wa&a kind of merry Ij-ii'.e, whofc charafler and
atchievements are recorded in this ballad, and in ihi/fe well-

known lines of MiLToK^a Tallei^'ro, which the antiijuajii'ait

PzcE luppofe?; to be o-svingto it;

" Tells how the drudging GouLiw iVeat
" To earn his cream-bowl duly fet

;

" When in one night, ere glimpfc of niorn,
" Hisfhadowy flail hath thi-efh'd the corn
" That tc-n day-hbourers could r.ot end;
" Then lies him down the lul her fiend,

" And llrctth'd oat all the chimney's ieOotb,
" Balks at the fire his hairy (Ircngth,

" And crop-full out of doors he flings,

" Ere the iicfl coclt hiU matiiii.1 riu^i."

TiiC
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TTie reader will obferve that our Cmrlc anceSorshad reduced all

thel'e whimfici to a kind of fyftem, as re5iilar, and perhaps

more confident, than many parts ot" c'affic mythology: a

proof of the eirtenfive 'm6i:cnce and vaft antiquity of thefe

fupcrflilions. Mankind, nnd efpeciallv the common people,

could not every where have been fo unanimouHy agreed con-

cerning thefe arbitrary notionK, if they had not prevailed among
them for many ages. Indeed a learned friend in Wales,

atfurcs the editor, that the exiflence of faries and goblins is

alludedtoby the mo(t ancient Britifh bards, who mention them

Upder various names, one of the mofi; common of which

fignifies, " The fpirits of the mountains."

This fong (which Pecic attributes to Ben Jonson, the' it is not

found among his v/orks) is given from an ancient black-letter

copy in the Britifh Mufeum. It feems to have been originally

intended for fome maiijue.

FROM Oberon, in fairy land.

The king of ghofts and fliadows there.

Mad Robin I, at his command.
Am fent to view the night-fportE here.

What revel rout

/ Is kept about.

In every corner where I go,

I will o'er fee

And merry be.

And make good fport, with ho, ho, ho!

More fwift than light'ning can I fly

About this airy welkin foon.

And, in a minute's fpace, defcry

Each thing that's done below the moon.
There's not a hag
Or ghoft ftiall wag.

Or cry war Goblins ! where I go;

JJut Robin I

Theft- feats will Ipy,

And fend them home, with ho, ho, ho I

Whene'er fuch wanderers I meet.

As from their night-fports they trudge home;
With counterfeiting voice I greet.

And call them on, with me to roam.
Thro' woods, thro' lakes,

Thro' bogs, thro' brakes

;

Or tlfe, unieen, with them I go,
All in the nick.

To play fome trick.

And frolick it, with ho, ho, ho

!

Sometimes I meet them like a man
;

Sometimes an ox; fometimes a hound;
And to a horfe I turn me can;

To trip and trot about them round;
But if, to ride.

My back they Jlride,

More fwift than wind away I go,

O'er hedge and lands.

Thro' pools and ponds,

I whirry, laughing, ho, ho, ho '

When lads and laffes merry be,

With poffets and with juncates fine
;

TJnfeen ot all the company,

I eat their cakes and fip their wine
;

And, to make fport,

I fneeze and I'nort
;

And out the candles I do blow,
The maids I kifs;

They flirieke—Vs''ho's this ?

I anfwer nouglic, but ho, ho, ho I

Yet now and then, the maids to pleafe.

At midnight [ card up their wool;
And while they fleep, and take their eafe.

With wheel to threads their flax I pull,
I grind at mill

Their malt up fiill;

I drefs their hemp, I fpin their tow.
It any 'wake.

And would me take,

I \vei)d me, laughing, ho, ho, ho !

When houfe or hearth doth fluttifh lye,

I pinch the maidens black aud blue
;

The bed-clothes trom the bed pull I,

And leave them naked all to view :

'Twixt fleep and wake,
I do them take.

And on the key-cold floor them throw.
If out they cry.

Then forth I fly.

And loudly iaugh out, ho, ho, ho !

When any need to borrow ougiit

;

We lend them what they do require :

And for the ufe demand we nought

;

Our ov.n is all we dodeflre.

If to repay.

They do delay.

Abroad amongll them then I go.

And night by night,

I them affright

With pinchings, dreams, and ho, ho, ho i

When lazy queans have nought to do,

But lludy how to cog and lye
;

To make debate and milchief too,

'Tv»'i:xt one another fecretly :

I mark their gloze,

And it dilclole

To them whom they 'have wronged fo :

When I have done,

I get me gone,

And leave ihem fcolding, ho, ho, ho,
I

When men do traps and engines fet

In loop-holes, where the vermin creep,

Who from their folds and houfes, get

Their ducks and geefe, and lambs afleep :

I fpy the gin.

And enter in.

And feem a vermin taken fo.

But when they there

Approach me near,

I leap out laughing, ho, ho, ho !

By wells and rills, in meadows green.

We nightly dance our hey-day guife
;

And to our fairy king, and queen,

We chaunt our moon-light harmonies;

When larks 'gin fing,

Away we fling;

And babes new-born fleal as we go.

An elfe in bed

We leave in ftead.

And wend us laughing, ho, ho, ho I

From hag-bred Merlin's time have I

Thus nightly revell'd to and tro;

And for my pranks men call me by

Xlie name of Robin Good-tellovr.

Fiends, gholls and Iprites,

Who haunt the nights,

The hngs and gobiins do me know ;

And beldames old

My ieats have told.

So' Fall:, I'ale; ho, ho, ho !
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The Grinder.

Sung by Mr. Johnstone in the new Opera of ' Samah Dr:i>^,'

WHEN I vas a mighty fmall boy.

Young Margery came to our town, fir.

How I was bother'd with joy.

Like a lutten I friilc'd up and down, iir,

Calling her my fweet Pearl,

Follov^ing always behind her,

For her black eyes no girl

Could match my iweet Margery Grinder.

My rriothe-r in vain bade me work,

Nor wo'k, nor eat, could poor Earney,

So flie V7ent to old father O'Rourke,

Told he" lie 7, and after fome blarney,

" Give me advice," fays fhe,

" No friend than you can be kinder,

FatKer O'Rourke a flieep's eye

Had himfelf call on Margery Grinder.

" What Devil has got in the place,

" The folks are all mad," cries my mother,

There's captain Dermot M'Shean,

And th-it deaf lawyer, Patrick his brother,

Thedy the pur-blind beau,

Ai d old 0'Dono\an blinder,

They're dancing a hobbling, all

After pert little Margery Grinder.

This, father O'Rourke gravely heard.

For grave was the father, tho' frifky,

" Mrs. Lilfey," fays he, " take my word,"

But he firft took a noggin of whiflcey,

Barney will have the girl,

Caleb her where'er he can find her.

So by his advice I was married

Next day to fweet Margery Grinder.

On a Scolding Wife.

MY Wife has a tongue as good as e'er twang'd,

At every word Ihe bid me be hang'd,

She's ugly, fbe's old, and a curfed fcold,

With a damnable Nunquamfatis,

For her tongue and her rail, if ever they fail,

Then the dee'I Iball have her gratis.

My bonny Scot-man.

YE gales that gently wave tlie fea.

And pleafe the canny boat-man.
Bear me frae hence, or bring to me
My brave, my bonny Scot-man ;

In haly bands

We join'd our hands.

Yet may not this difcover,

While parents rate

A large eftate

Before a faithfu' lover.

But I loor chufe in Highland glens
To herd the kid and goat-man.

Ere I could for fie little ends

Refufe my bonny Scot-man.
Wae worth the man
Wha firft began

The bale ungen'rous fafliionj

Frae jreedy views
Love's art to ufe,

While Itrangers to it's pafilon.

Frae foreign fields, my lovely youth,

Hafte to thy longing laflie,

Who pants to prefs thy bawmy mouth,
And in her bofom hawfe thee.

Love gi'es the word,
Then hafte on board,

Fair winds and tenty boat-man.
Waft o'er, waft o'er,

Frae yonder ihore,

Myblyth, my bonny Scot-man.

A Catch.

tTTHEN V and I together meet,
w V Wg make up// at in houfe or ftreet.

Yet I and V may meet once more,
And then we two can make buty5f/r.

But when that V from I am gone,

Alas I Door I can make but one.

JPUBLISHEB at N°- lO, BEDFORD-ROJV, Dublin,

^
Where the preceding Numbers can be had.
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, The Prophets.

IN tlie firft book of Job, which I now mean to

quote.

At the fitth and £x verfes yo'i'U find it thus wrote :

" So Mofcs invited fome prophets to dine,

" And drink a few bottles of goofeberry wine."

Derry down^ &€

Then Mofes was plac'd in a chair in a thrice,

And Aaron, his crony, deputed his vice,

When theglafs moving quick, and the wine being
ftrong,

Mofes fwore they fhou'dn't ilir till they'd each fung

a long.

, .
Derry dotun, &c.

Some look'd afkew, Sir, at firft JMofes faw,

(But whate'er Mofes laid, why you know, Sir, was
law ;)

Nay lie frankly declar'd, that fhould any decline.

He would fine them a bumper of goofeberry wine.

Derry down, &a.

Little David, it feems, fir, firft was the choice,
For they very well knew he'd an excellent voice ;

But he vow'd he cou'dn't fiiig, they fwore 'twas a
thumper,

And poor little David was fin'd in a bumper,
Derry down, £^c.

Rear admiral Noah, who much has been faid of,

And his jaunt on the water, which we have all

read of,

Not liking thin goofeberry, call'd for a dram.
And then gave them tke fong, which he lung to

young Ham.
Derry down, &c.

Noah's Sm^—Air, Heaving ofthe Lead.

And bearing up to gain the port,

Some well-known objedt had in view;
An abbey tow'r, or harbour fort.

Which o'er the flood old Noah knew,
While oft the lead the feamen flung :

And to the watchful pilot fung,

Uy the mark—Seven.

Ezekiel rofe next, fir, a very great fmoaker,
Eut in lighting his pipe,- burnt his nofe with the

poter
;

Being (liilful in mufic, and proud of hi? voice.
With exquifite fancy, this long was his choice.

Derry down, &c.

Eztkiel's Song.— Air, Knihb's Pound.

Why Mofes, why Aaron, my boys,
I am glad I have met with you here :

For Zcky, as all of you knows.
He is fond of a drop of good beer

If you mean for to pafs all the night.
Why fay fuch are your purpofe and ends,

And truft me vce'll have a good 'bout.
For I love a good pot with my friends.

Then ^olomon rofe nest, fir, all in his glory,
And faid he had much rattier tell them a ftory

;

But the cry againft that was a great deal too ftrong
For they would have nothing but ' Solomon's fong.*

Derry down, t?c.
Solomon's Son^,o

I've I'ifs'd and I've prattled with fifty fair maids.
And chang'd them as oft do you fee

;

But of all the fair damfels that dance on the green
Dear Sheba's the queen for me.

'

Next Habakbuk rofe, for they took them in courfe.

But Habakkuk's cold had made Habakkuk
hoarfe ;

He declar'd he cou'dn't fing any more than the moon,
But if Mofes pleasM he would whiftle a turie

—

Lillabullero.

Jeremiah's Song.—Air, C^ueen Mary's Lamentation,

I figh and lament me in vain,

Thefe walls can but echo my moan

:

Alas I it encreafes my pain,
'

When I think of the days that are gone.

Through the grates of my window I fee

The boys as at mnrbles they play
;

I cry, and exclaim out, ah, me !

I once could play better than they.

Then up rofe little Jonah, who look'd like a jelly,

For he wasjuft come, fir, from the whale's belly;

For three days and tliree nights was he left to dei'pair.

But he'd fing to Moles what he fuff'er'd there.

Derry down, ISc-

Jonah's Song,

Ceafe, rude Boreas, bluftering railer

;

Lift ye landmen all to me ;

Melfmates, hear a brother failor

Sing the dangers ot the fea ;,

In the horrid belly pent, fir,

Think on what I fuffer'd there;

Forc'd to keep a difmal Lent, fir.

And to breathe infeftious air :

Nought but fi(h to feed upon, fir,

And comjjeird to eat it raw
;

All my hopes were almoft gone, fir.

Ere I left the monft'rous jav;.

Plad I been a common fwimmer,
I muft furely have been drown'd;

'Tvvas fo dark, that not a glimmer
Shone upon me all around.

Then Sampfon rofe next, once in prowefs fo big,
But at that time, friendSampfon, had juft got liis wig;
He related the tale of his dire miftiap.

How his wife fhav'd his head as he flept in her lao.

Derry down, ise-

Sampfon s Song,

Oh, dear^what can the matter be.

Oh, dear, what can ihe matter be,

Sampfon has loft all his hair.

Oh that I e'er fliould have taken fo found a nap,
Oh that I e'er fhould have taken it in her lap,

Oh that I had but tied on my red night cap.

Then Sampfon had ne'er loft his hair;
Oh, dear, what can the matter he,

Mercy on me, what can the matter be, &e.

They next call'd on Job, as a fong was his fort,

But they begg'd, us 'twas late, that his fong might
be fliort^

So he fung Chevy Chace, to a difmal pfalm tU:Te,

Which the Prophets all diought would have lafled

till noon. -^ D.rry doxvn, (Se.

Now Mofes it feem?, fir, who good hours kept,
While they fat a finging, why he fat and flept ; '

'

But wak'd by the noife, fir, of calling encore,
He bid them get home, for they fhould drink no

more. Derry down, t3c.

Well-bred Aaron, it/eems, fir, at this took offence,

And iwore want of good manners, fliew'd want of
good fenfe

;

This caus'd a difpute, fome refieifl ions were call,

.Eu.tic/.r decency's fake, -We'll not mention what pafu

Derry down, iiC'
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Good vAdvice.

YE fwains uho are courting a maid,

Be v.ain'd and inflru(fled by me,
Tho' little experience I've had,

I'll give you good counfel and free ;

For women are changeable things.

And leldom a moment the fame,

As time a variety brings;

Their loots new humours proclaim.

But he who in love would fucceed.

And his miftrefs's favour obtain,

Mull mind it as fuTe as his creed.

To make hay whilft the fun is ferene

;

There's afealbn to conquer the fair,
.

And that's when they're merry and gay ;

To watch theoccafion take care.

When 'lis gone in vain you'll aflay.

The Kennel Raker.

Air,

—

^Balance a Stra<Wp'*

THO' I fweep to and fro, old iron to find,

Brafs pins, rufty nails, they are all to ray mind,

Yet I wear a found heart, true to great George our

king, *

And the' ragged and poor, with clear confcience

can fing,

Tho' Iftvcep to and fro, yet I'dha've you to know
There arefiveepcrs in high life as xvell as in low.

The Statefman he fweeps in his coffers the blunt

That fhould pay the poor foldiers that honour do

hunt
;

The aftion, tho' dirty, he cares not a ftraw.

So he gets but the ready, the rabble may jaw.

Tho' Ifzveefi, &c.

I'm told that the ParfoE, for I never go

To hear a man preach what he'll never flick to :

*Tis all for the fweepings,he tips you the cant,

You might pray by yourielves elfe, depend, firs,

upon't.

Tho' Ifwcep, Es'c.

One fweeps you from this life, you cannot tell

where,

And what place you go to the Doflor don't care

;

So he brings in his bill, your long purfes to broach.

Then he liughs in his fleeve as he rides in his coach.

Tho' Ifweep, 13c.

Your Counfel may plead, but for what is his jaw?
His eye's on your fob, whilft he chatters the law

;

Tongue-padding he rakes ye and fweeps you quite

clear

Of wJiat's better than iron, you need not to fear.

Tho' Ifweep, &C,

But honefty's bell in wbat flation we are,

Yox the grand fweeper. Death, we can fooner pre-

pare
;

Your ftatefman, your parfon, your phyfic and law,

WhenDeath takes afweep are no more than achaw.

The' Jfiueep, ^\.

B A L L A 3.

George Barnwell.

G. Barri'wcU v/^s the lafl; man who was hung alive in chains in

the year 15S7—His agonies and hunger were fo great that he
had knawn the flelli off his flinulderr. as far as his mouth could
reach ; wlien ^een Elizabeth chancing tp ride by the place,
heard his groans, and as an act of mercy, ordcr'd him to be
inftantly (liangled, and that no other pcrion thencp forward,
(hould be hung in chiins 'till after they had been llrangled.

The fubjccft of this ballad is fufficientiy popular from the modern
play v/hich is founded upon ii, written by George Lillo, a
jeweller of London, and tirll afted about 1730. As for
the ballad, it was printed at lead as early as the middle of the
laft century.

ALL youths of fair England
That dwell both far and near,

Regard my llory that I tell.

And to my fong give ear.

A London lad I was,

A merchant's 'prentice bound :

My name George Barnwell ; that did fpend
My mafter many a pound.

Take heed of harlots then.

And their enticing trains;

For by that means I have been brougkt
To hang alive in chains.

As I upon a day, ,

Was walking through the ftreet

About my matter's bufinefs,

A wanton I did meet.

A gallant dainty dame,
And fumptuous in attire

;

With fmiling look flie greeted me.
And did my name require.

Which when I had declar'd,

She gave me then a tifs.

And faid, " if I would come to her,
" I fliould have more than this.

Fair mittrefs," then quoth I,

" If I the place may know.
This ev'ning I will be with you,
" For I abroad muft go

To gat^ier monies in,

" That are my matter's due:
And ere that I do home return,
" I'll come and vifit you.

George Barnwell," then quoth ilie,

" Do thou to Shoreditch come,

And aflc for Mrs. Millwood's houfe,
" Next door unto the Gun,

•' And truft me on my truth,

" If thou keep touch with me.

My dearell friend, as my own heart,

" Thou flialt right welcome be."

Thus parted we in peace.

And home I pafTed right ;
•

Then went abroad, and gather'd in,

Ey fix o'clock at night.

An hundred pounds and one;

With bag under my arm
I went to Mrs. Millwood's houfe.

And thought on little harm;

And knocking at the door, -

Straightway herlelf came down :

Ruftling in moft brave attire.

With hood and filken gown.

WIio through her beauty bright,

Soglorioufiy did fhine,

That file amaz'd my dazzling eyes.

She feemed fo divine.
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She took me by the hand,

And with a modeft grace,

" Welcome, fweet fjarnwell," tfcen quoth Ih*,

" Unto thishomely place.

** And fince I have thee found
" As good as thy word to be ;

"' A homely fupper ere we part,

" Thou (halt take here with me."

«' O pardon me, quoth I,

" Fair miftrels, I you pray ;

-' For why, out of my mailer's houfe
" So long I dare not ftay.

" Alas, good fit, fhe faid,

" Are you fo ftriiSIy ty'd,

" You may not with your dearfft^friend
'• One hour or tv\ o abide ?

" Faith, then the cafe is hard,
" If it be fo," quoth ftie ;

" I would I were a 'prentice bound,
" To live along with thee :

" Therefore, my deareft George,
" Lift well what I ftiall fay,

'" And do not blame a woman much.,
" Her fancy to betray.

" Let not affection's force
" Be counted lewd defire,

" Nor think it an immodefty,
" I ftiould thy love require."

"With that file turn'd afide.

And with a blufliing red,

A mournful motion fhe bcwray'd

By haaging down her head.

•A handkerchief fhe had.

All wrought with filk and gold :

Which fhe to ftay her trickling tears

Before her eyes did hold.

This thing unto my fight

Was wond'rous rare and ftrange ;

And in my foul and inward thought.

It wrought a fudden change :

That I fo hardy grew,

To take her by the hand :

Saying, " fweet miftrefs, why do you
" So dull and penfive ftand?

^

" Call me no miftrefs now,
" But Sarah, thy true friend,

" Thy fervant, Millwood, honouring thee,

" Until her life hath end."

" If thou \ifouldft here alledgs,

" Thou art in years a boy ;

" So was Adonis, yet was he

" Fair Venus' only joy."

Thus I, who ne'er before

Of woman found fuch grace.

But feeing no-v fo fair a dame

Give me a kind embrace,

I fupp'd with her that night,

With joys that did abound ;

J^nd for the fame paid prefently.

In money, twice three poitnd.

An hundred kiffes then,

For my farewell Hie gave

;

-Crying," fweet Barnwell, when fhall I

" Again thy conipany have .'

" O ftay not/hence too long,
" Sweet George, have me in mind."

Her words bowich'd my childifinefs.

She uttered them fo kind :

So that I made a vow.
Next Sunday without fail,

With my fweet Sarah once again.

To tell fome pleafant tale.

When fhe heard me fay fo,

The tears fell from her eye;
" O George," quoih fhe, " if thou dbfl fail,

" Thy Sarah fure will die."

Though long, yetlo! at lafl:.

The appointed day was come.
That I muft with my Sarah meet

:

Having a mighty fum

Of money in my hand.

Unto her houfe went I,

Whereas my love upon her bed,

In faddeft fort did lie.

" What ails my heart's delight
;

" My Sarah dear," quoth I

;

" Let not my love lament Eii'tl grieve,
" Nor fighing, pine and die=

" But tell me, deareft friend,

" What may thy woes amend,
" And thou fhalt lack no means of help,

" Though forty pound I fpend."

With that fhe turn'd her head.

And fickly thus did fay,

" O me, iweet George, my grief is great,
"" Ten pound I have to pay,

" Unto a cruel wretch

;

" And God, he knows," quoth fhe,
" I have it not." " Tufh, rife," I faid,

" And take it here of me.

" Ten pounds, nor ten times ten,
" Shall make my love decay."

Then from my bag into her lap,

I call ten pounds ftraightway.

All blithe and pleafant then.

To banqueting we go;
She profFer'd me to lie with her,

And faid it fhould be fo,

And after that fame time,

I gave her ftore in coin.

Yea, fometimes fifty pounds at once;
All which I did purloin.

And thus I did pafs on ;

Until my maiter then

Did call to have his reck'ning in

Caft up among his men.

The which when as I heard,

1 knew not what to fay :

For well I knew that I was out

Two hundred pounds that day.

Then from my mafter ftraight

I ran in fecret fort ;

And unto Sarah Millwood there

My cafe I did report.

But how fhe us'd this youth,

In this his care and woe.
And all a ftrumpet's wily ways,

Thtfecond part will fhow.

Jhefecondpart in the next Wumhr.
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A Hunting Song.

TJ OUZE, rouze, jolly fportfmen, the hounds.are
•^ all out.

The chace is began, I declare

;

Come, up too and horfe, let us follow the rout,

And join in the chace of the hare.

Hark! hark I don't you hear? they are now in the

vale ;

The horn, how melodious it founds !

Poor pufs in a fright, how fhe ftrives to prevail,

And fly from the cry of the hounds !

Tho' up to the hills and mountains fhe fcales,

Whofe tops feem to join in the fky

;

We mount in the air, like a kite in a gale,

And follow the hounds in full cry.

Tho' iato the copfe fhe for refuge there flies.

We kill her, 'tis twenty the odds ;

While echo furrounds us with hooting and cries,

We feem to converfe with the gods.

Our freedom with confcience is never alarm'dj

We're llrangers to envy and ftrife ;

When bleflwi'th a wife, we retiirn to her arms;

Sport fweetens the conjugal life.

Our days pafs away in a fcene of delight

Which hingsand their courtiers ne'er tafte;

In pleafures of love we revel all night.

Next morning return to the chace.

The Infallible Doaor.

ADVISE ^our friend, grave man of art,

I find a ftrange, unufual fmait,

'Tis here—fierce lymptoms at my heart.

Difcover.

'Tis pleafure, pain, a mix'd degree, i

My pulfe examine, here's your fee ;

What think you can my ficknefs be ?

A lover!
—

'tis my cafe, too fure !

O eafe me ftraight—I'll not endure ;

Prefcribe, I'll follow clofe the cure.

But if flie (Ipite of fpeech or pen)

Prove coy, or falle with other men,

Ah, doftor !—what expedient then ?

A lover.

Take hope.

A rope.

The Lock and Key.

GOOD rrtother, if you pleafe, you may
Place others to oblerve my way ;

Or be yourfelf the watchful fpy,

And keep me ever in your eye :

Unlefs the will itfelf reftrain.

The care of others is in vain ;

And if myfelf I do not keep,

Inftead of watching, you may fleep.

When you forbid what love infpires,

Forbidding, you but fan it's fires;

Reftraint does appetite enrage,

And youth may prove too ftrong for age ;

Then leave me unconfin'd and free,

With prudence for my lock and key ;

For if myielf I do not keep,

Inftead of watching, all may fleep.

The firft time at the Looking-glafs.

Air,

—

'The Sun had hts'i hit laeary teams, STf.'

THE firft time at the looking glafs

The mother fets her daughter.

The image ftrikes the fmiling lafs

With felf love ever after.

Each time fhe looks, fhe, fonder grown,

Thinks ev'ry charm grows ftronger :

But alas, vain maid, all eyes but your own
Can fee you are not younger.

Beggar's Opera>

A Catch.

HERE, where is my landlord l A pot of gojd

drink
;

But faith you mull truft, for we have no chink.

Indeed, lir^ you look like a very good tellow.

But I cannot a-uft without white or yellow.

The yellow I have none, and as for the white.

Make ufe of your chalk, and lo a good night.

PUBLISHED at N°-IO, BEDFORD-ROW, Bublm,

Where the preceding Numbers can be had.
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A Free-Mafoii's Song.

GREAT Jupiter took it one day in his heatl

To fend forth a melTenger, as it is iaid,

To fearch every place, and to ftriftly enquire

Where the goddels, Fidelity, choofe to retire.

Derry down, ts'f.

Nimble Mercury ftraight as a meffenger dreft,

A punctual obedience to orders.exprcls'd ;

And promifs'd great Jove he would certainly find

Where flie was, if with deities, or with mankind.

Berry down, t5c.

Then down flew the god to fam'd Cythera's grove.

In hopes of Ibme news from the young god of love

;

Who at firll could not tell how to make a reply,

JBut at laft told the truth, tho' accuftom'd to lie.

Derry dozvn, iSc.

I'm Ignorant, faith, faid the little arch urchin.

What place for Fidelity you muft go fearch in ;

But am vafl-ly furpris'd you fhould^ think here to

find her.

When you know that my mother and I never mind

her.

Derry dawn, t^c.

This anfwer not fuiting at all to his talle.

Away then to Hymen does Mercury hafie :

But what ignorance here did he Ihewr of mankind.

To imagine Fidelity there he fhould find.

.Derry dctvn, &c„

Again difappointed.he made no long ftay,

.But with all expedition continued his way :

Yet thought that perhaps it might anfwer his ends.

If enquiry he made of the Goddefs of Friends.

Derry down, &c.

But vain werehis hopes, in his fearch here likewife.

For his hollefs thus anfwer'd, with tears in her eyes

;

" Alas ! honeft friend, this goddefs fo dear,

" For whom you enquire, is feldorn feen here.

J)erry down, ISc.

" In.one only place you can find her on earth,

" So haften away to the fons of true mirth,

" To alo(;lge of Free-mafon's immediate repair,

" And no manner of doubt, but you'll meet with

her ther«.

Derry down, ISc^

A Sonnet.

E hufli'd, ye fweet birds, and forbear your'ihriU

' notes,

Nor deign fitch a clamotir to keep ;

But ftop a lew moments, and reft your foft throats,

For there lies a goddefs afleep !

Keep off, ye pert flies, from the cheek of my fair,

And let her contentedly lay
;

For, if you prefume to alight on her face, .

" You'll wake her as fure as 'tis day I"

Yegods ! fend young cupids to 'bide at her feet,

Let the graces adorn her fweet head !

iet the pleafanteil drearhs make her flumbers com-
plete.

And angeh keep guard o'er her head.

Features for't.

YOUNG Smart who prince of coxcombs fhin^s,

Firft teized me with his flames and darts,

With tender looks and am'rous whines,

Piercing arrows, bleeding hearts :

He talk'd of Cupids in my eyes,

Ey flatt'ringnonfenfe made his court.

And hop'd to win me by furprize.

But yet he wanted features for't.

Old Gripus next of fordid mold,

Unluckly my charms enflav'd ;

He placed his merit in his go'd.

And boafted what vaft funis he'd fav'd ;

He.coughing, begg'd I'd hear his vows.

And not his doating paffion thwart :

I told him he Ihould be nay fpoufe.

But that—he had not features for't.

AtuAic whom the echoing horn

Each morning leads o'er hill and dale,

Implor'd me not to fhe my fcorn,

Jjut liften to his love-fick tale ;

Of holies, huntfmen, dogs and game,

He made a notable report,

Yet ne'er infpir'd a mutual flame.

For he -had not the features for't.

Adorn'd with honour, truth and fenfe,

Lorenzo lafl his fuit addreis'd ;

IVIy heart ftraight own'd his influence,

And. all his matchleis worth confefs'd-;

With him the nuptial bed I'll {hare.

While little loves around us fport.

Heaven form'd him fure to pleale the fair,

For he—has all the features for't.

Beify Brown.

TN purfuit of a lafs that was form'd to my (afle;
•*- What pains did I take, and what time did Iv.afle

In vain did I ramble o'er country and tov/n,'

Till chance introduc'd me to dear Betfy Brown.

Such afhape, fuch an air, fuch a mien, fuch a face:

She fmil'd with fuch fweetnefs, convers'd with fuch
grace :

A forehead unus'd to a wrinkle or frown,
Prefides o'er the face of my dear Betly Brown.

When firft I beheld her my heart was inflam'd.

And thrill'd with a rapture thai cannot t)e nam'd;
Ye gods, what is wealth, what is fame or renown,
Compar'dwith the charms of my dear Betfy Brown.

Tho' her perfon has beauties beyond all compare,
Ot virtue, her mind has a much better fhare;

Let others ambition extend to a crown,

I afk, O ye gods, but my dear Betfy Brown.

Oh ! let me this charmin^dear creature poffels,

No more I requeft, nor can afk any lefs ;

From the fummit of hope let me not tumble down.

Ye gods give me death,,, or my dear Betfy Brown^
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» The Vicar of Bray.*

TN good king Charles's golden days,
•- When loyalty had no harm in't,

A zealous high-church man I was.
And fo I got preferment

:

To teach my flock I never mill.

Kings are by God appointed ;

And thofe are damn'd that do refift.

And touch the lord's annointed.

And this is the lam 1 zuill maintain
Until my dying day,fir,

That whatfocvcr kingjhall reign,

I -will be Ficar ofBray,Jir.

When royal James obtain'd the throne,
And pop'ry came in fafhion,

The penal laws I hooted down-.

And read the declaration
;

The church of Rome I found would fit

Full well my conllitulion.

And had become a jefuit,

But for the revolution.

And this ii the law, fSck

When William was our king declar'd,

To eafe this nation's grievance ;

With this new wind about I Iteer'd,

And Iwore to him allegiance :

OJd pr lies I did revoke,

Set confcience at a dillance,

Pafiive obedience was a joke,

And jiifii v.as non-reliftance.

And this is the law, ^c.

When Ar.r. afcended firft the throne,

Ti":e church of England's glory,

Another '/:ice of things was feen.

And I beca_jiie a tory :

Pccifioiial conformifls bafe,

' I da.nn'd their moderation,

And thought the church in danger was

By fuch prevarication.

A7id this is Ih law, i^C

When George in pudding time came o'er,

;
And moderate men look'd big, fir,

'I turn'd a cat-in-pan once more.

And then became a whig, fir;

And fo preferment I procur'd

By our new faith's defender
;

And always ev'ry day abjur'd

The Pope and the Pretender.

And this is the law, ^c.

Th' illuftrious houfe of Hano-ver,

And Proteflant fucceffion.

To thefe I do allegiance fwear.

While thsy can keep poffeflion
;

For by r^y faith and loyalty

I never more willfaulter;

And George my lawful king fliall be.

Until the .times Ihall alter.

And this is the hw, ^c.

* Bray is a parifl--. in Devonllifrenear to Barnftaple.—A town
in tlie County of Wicklow being of the fame name, has beea

fomctiraes raiftaken for it : but the Vicar of Bray liere named
was the noted Gmt'c Chili'mgton, who by changing of fides held

the Vicarage from the year 1670 till 1 722.

BALLAD,

Second Part of

George BarnwelL

\7"0TJNG Barnwell comes to thee,,
-*- Sweet Sarah, my delight :

I am undone unlefs thou Hand
My faithful friend this night,

Our mafter to accounts.

Hath juft occafion found
;

And I am caught behind the hand.
Above two hundred pound :

And now his wrath to Tcape,
My love I fly to thee,

Hoping fome time I may remain
In fafety here with thee.

With that flie knit her brows.
And looking all aquoy,

Quoth file, '.' what fhould I have to do
" With any 'prentice boy ?

" And feeing you have purloin'd
" Your mailer's goods away,

" The cafe is bad, and therefore here
•' You fhall no longer Hay."

' Why dear, thou knowft," I faid,
" How all which I could sjet,

" I gave it, and did fpendjt all

" Upon thee, every whit.

Quoth file, " thou art a knave,
" To charge me in this fort,

" Being a woman of credit fair,

" And known of good report,

«

" Therefore I tell thee fiat,

" Be packing with good fpeed,
" I do defy thee from my heart,

" And fcorn thy filthy deed."

" Is this the friendfhip that

" You did to me proteft ?

" Is this the great affedlion whick
" You fo to me expreft."

«' Now fie on fubtle fhrews !

" The bell is, I may fpeed
*' To get a lodging any where

" For money, in my need.

" Falfe woman, now farewell,

" Whilft. twenty pounds doth laft,

" My anchor in fome other haven
" With freedom I will call."

When file perceiv'd by this,

I had llpre of money th- ;

;

" Stay, George," quoth fh., ' too quick :

" Why, man, I did but jeer ;

« Doft think for all my fpeech,

" That I would let thee go ?

" Faith, no," fiiid fhe, " my love to thee

" I wifs is more than fo."
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" Y'iu fcorn a 'prentice boy,
" 1 heard you juft now fv/ear,

" Therefore I will not trouble you."
" Nay, George, hark in thine ear;

" Thoii {halt not go to-night,

" Wliat chance fo e'er befall;

" But man ! we'll have a bed for thee,

" Or elfe the devil take all."

So I by wiles bewitch'd.

And fnar'd with fancy ftill.

Had then no power to put away,

Or to withftand her will.

For wine on wine I call'd,

And cheer upon good cheer ;

And nothing in the world I thought

For Sarah's love too dear.

Whilft in her company,
I had fuch merriment

;

AH, all too little I did think.

That I upon her fpent.

" A fig for care and thought

!

" When all my gold is gone,
" In faith, my girl, we will have more,

" Who e'er I light upon.

" My father's rich, why then
" Should I want ftore of gold?"

" Nay, with a father, fure," quoth flie,

*' A fon may well make bold.-

" I've a fifter, richly wed,
" I'll rob her e'er I'll want."

" Nay, then," quoth Sarah, " they may well
" Confider of your fcant."

" Nay, I an uncle have,

"At Ludlow he dbtk dwell : '

" He is a grazier, which in wealth
" Doth all the reft excell.

" Ere I will live in lack, •

" And have no coin for thee :

" I'll rob his houfe, and murder him."
" Why ihould you not," quoth (he :

•' Was I a man, ere I
" Would live in poo'r eftate;

" On fathers, friends, and all my kin,
" I would my talons grate.

•' For without money, George,
" A man is but a beaft :

" But bringing money, thou (halt bs
" Always my welcome gueft.

" For (houldft thou be purfued
" With twenty hues and cries,

" And with a warrant fearch'd for,

" With Argus' hundred eyes,

" Yet here thou fhalt be fafe
;

" Such privy ways there be,
" That if they fought an hundred years

" They could not find out thee."

And fo caroufing both,

Their pleafures to content:

George Barnwell had in little fpace

His money wholly fpent.

Which done, to Ludlow llraight

He did provide to go,

To rob his wealthy uncle there
;

His minion would it fo.

And once he thought to take

His father by the way,
But that he fear'd his mafter had
Took order for his ftay.

Unto his uncle then

He rode with might and main.
Who with a welcome and good chtef
Did Barnwell entertain.

One fortnight's fpace he ftay'd.

Until it chanced fo.

His uncle with his cattle did

Unto a market go.

His kinfman rode wifh him.
Where he did fee right plain,

Great ftore of money he had took ;

When coming home again.

Sudden within a wood.
He ftruck his uncle down.

And beat his brains out of his head
;

So fore he crack'd his crown.

Then feizing four fcore pounds,

To London ftraight he hied.

And unto Sarah Millwood all

The cruel fa<3; defcry'd.

" Tufl), 'tis no matter, George,
" So we the money have

" To have good cheer in jolly fort,

" And deck us fine and brave."

Thus liv'd in filthy fort,

Until their ftore was gone :

When means to get them any more,
I wilh, poor George had none.

Therefore in railing fort.

She thruft him out of door :

Which is the juft reward of thofe
Who fpend upon a whore.

" O ! do me not difgrace
" In this my need," quoth he

She call'd him " thief and murderer,"
With all the fpight might be :

To the conftable fhe fent.

To have him apprehended
;

And Ihew'd how far in each degree,

He had the laws offended.

When Barnwell faw her drift.

To fea he got ftraightway ;

Where fear and fting of coufcience
Continually on him lay?

Unto the lord mayor then,

He did a letter wright

;

In which his own and Sarah's fault,

He did at large recite.

Whereby fhe feized was,
And then to Ludlow fent : .

Where fhe was judg'd, condemn'd and hang'd
,

For murder incontinent.

There died this gallant quean.
Such was her greateft gsins

;

For murder, poor deluded youth.
Was Barnwell hang'd in chains.

Lo ! here's the end of youth
That after harlots haunt.

Who in the fpoil of other men,
About the ftreetj do flaunt.
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The Soger Laddie,

MY foger laddie

Is over the fea,

And he will bring gold

And money to iile ;

And when he comes hame.

He'll make me a lady.

My bleffing gang with

My foger laddie,

My doughty laddie

Is handfome and brave.

And can as a foger
^

And lover behave
;

True to his country.

To love he is fleady;

There's few to compare

With my foger laddie^

-Shield him ye angels,

Frae death in alarms,

'Return him with laurels

To my langing arms.

Syne frae all my care

Ye'l pleafantly free me,

When back to my wifhes

My foger ye gie me.

O, foon may his honours

Bloo.Ti fair on his brow.

As quickly they muft,

If he get his due :

For in noble a(fl;ions

His courage is ready.

Which makes me delight

In my foger laddie.

Kindly, kindly.

Air—' Gt:ntiy touch the TVarhlingLyrc,^

KINDLY, kindly, thus my treaiure,

Ever love me, ever charm ;

Let the paffion know no mealure.

Yet no jealous fear alarm.

^^^ly fhould we, our blifs iieguiling,

By dull doubting fall at odds?

Meet my loft embraces fmiling,

We'll be happy as the gods.

Te biytheft Lads and Lafles gay.

YE biytheft lads and laffes gay.
Hear what my fang 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 took his bonnet aff 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 Itrave away to fend him:
But fondly he ftill nearer prell,

And by my fide down lying.

His beating heart thumped fae faft^

I thought the lad was dying.

But ftill refolving to deny.
And angry paffion feigning,

I aften roughly fhot him by.

With words full of difdaining.

Poor Jamie bawk'd,nae favour wins,

Went off much difcontented-,

But I, in truth, for a' my fins,

Ne'er haflf fae fair repented.

Ye gentle Gales.

YE gentle gales that fan the air.

And wanton in the Ihady grove
;

Oh ! whifper to my abfent fair,

My facred pain, and endlefs love :

And in the fultry heat of day,
" When fhe does feek fome cool retreat.

Throw fpicy odours in her way,
And fcatter rofes at her feet

:

That when fhe fees her colours fade.

And all their pride neglefted lye ;

Let that inftrudl the charming maid,
7 hat fweets not timely gather'd die ;

And when fhe lays her down to reft.

Let fome aulpicious vifion fhew
Who 'tis that loves Camilla beft.

And what for her I'd undergo.

PUBLISHED at lv°- lO, BEDFORD-ROW, Dublin,
Where the preceding Numbers can be had.
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The Black Bird,

Or j/cnny Cameron's Lament.

UPON a fair morning, for foft recreation,

I heard a fair lady was making great moan,

'With fighing and fobbing, and fad lamentation,

Saying, " my Black Bird moft royal is flown.
" My thoughts they deceive me,
" Refleftions do grieve me,

" And I'm o'er burden'd with fad mifery;

"Yet if death fliould blind me,
" As true love inclines me,

" My Black Bird I'll feek out, wherever he'be.

" Once in fair England my.Black Bird didflourifh,
" He was the chiefflower that in it did fpring

;

" Prime ladiesof honour his perfon did nourifli,

" Becaufe he was tlie true fon of a king

:

" But that falfe fortune,
" Which ftill is uncertain,

" Has caufed this parting between him and me,
.
" 'His name I'll advance
" In Spain and in France,

" Andfeek out my Black Bird, wherever he be.

" The birds of the foreft all met together,
" The turtle has chofen to dwell with the dove;

" And I am refolv'd in foul or fair weather,
" Once in the fpring to feek out my love.

" He's ail my heart's treafure,

" My joy and my pleafure ;

"*' And juftly, my love, siy heart follows. thee,
" Who are, conflant and kind,
" And courageous of mind

;

" All blifs to my Black Bird, wherever he be.

'" In England my Black Bird and I -were together,
" Where he was flill noble and generous of heart,

" Ah 1 woe to the time that firfthe went thither,

" Alas ! he was forc'd foon thence to depart.

"In Scotland hs's deem'd,
" And highly efteem'd,

" In England he feemelh a ftrangerto be ;

" Yet his fame fhall remain
" In France and in Spain;

" All blifs to my Black Bird, wlverever he be.

" What if the fewler my Black Bird has taken,
" Then fighing and lobbing will be all my tune;

" But if he is fafe, I'll not be forfaken,
" And hope yet to fee him in May or in June.

" For him through the fire,

" Through mud and through mire,
"I'll go; fori love him to fuch a degree,

" Who is conltant and kind,
" And noble of mind,

" Deferving all bleflings wherever he be.

" It is not the ocean can fright me with danger,
" Nor tho' like a pilgrim I wander forlorn,

" I may meet with friendfhip of one in a ftranget,
" More than of one that in Britain ia born.

" I pray heaven fo fpacious,
" To Britain be gracious,

" Tho'fome there be odious to both him and me;
" Yjet joy and renown,
" And laurels fhall crown

" My Black Bird with honour, wherever he be.

B
By.fhady Woods.

Y fhady woods, and purling ftreams,
I pafs my hours In pleafing dreams.

And would not for the world be brought,
To change my falfe delightful thoughts;
For who, alas! can happy be.
That does. the truth of all things fee.

The Pedlar.

TV/rERRY lalTes, draw near, I'm a pedlar fo gay,
J-'-^ Juft popp'd here, to pay you a vifit;

Commodities pleafing and fmart 1 difplay.

Come, out with your money—where is it ?

What! what! pretty maidens you all gather round!
How pleas'd and how fmirking you are !

.But which to admire have your pretty looks found,
Is it me, merry maids, or my ware ?

For, look I I've got ribbons and laces,

And patches to fet off your faces
;

"iou'U all look like fo many graces,
When deck'd out by me, I declare !

And then, I've of bugles and beads fuch a fliew
,

'Befitting the fineft fair lady
;

Befides, only look, I'm a bit of a beau.
Now an't I ? fo fpruce in my pladdie ?

With my tol de rpl, lol, &c.
You all like a merry Scotch laddie.

Adzookers I fly Sawney, don't look fo demure.
If the heart of your lafs you'd be ftealing,

You muft purchafe. my. goods—what a fniiie nc
I'm iure,

*Tis with me, £he would wifh to be dealing :

U'huti what'. Sfc.

Thave trampt it to fairs, for a few years, or fo.

And the fair round me all in a crack, were ;

O, Lord ! I'm fo foUow'd wherever I go I

J'm obli^'d to cry, " lalTes, fall back there I"

What 1 -aHtiit ! ^Sc.

Meffmat(es at Sea.

BRAI'IE Oakum, Mainbrace, honeft Jack,
'Mat Midihips, too, was there,

Who'd the compafs box, knew ev'ry tack,

Could hand well, reef, and fleer ;

The glaffes jingled, mirth went round,
We troU'd a merry glee ;

And while caroufing on dry ground.

To our mefTiiiates drank at fea.

Sal Spriggins, who was there, d'ye mind?
And fhe was all my pride

!

Said, while with tears her eyes were blind.

And we fat fide by fide :

" Dear Jack," fays Ihe, " my heart -will break,
" When your're far off fromme.

"

" Lord! Sal," fays-I, " a noggin take,
" To our meffmates out at fea." *

A thoufand oihertoaf^s we gave
;

With mirth our cabins ring !

•" May a Briton never be a Have I

—

" Th« Navy !—George, our king !"

At length (from toping I ne'er Ihrunk"!)

It lomehow feem'd to me,
il could fee plaineft, when blind drunk,

To my meffmates drink at fea.

liove of our Ifle my heart commands,
For Britain's fame I burn,

Where native freedom pipes " all hands,"

And fleps from ftem to ftern ;

Trom death or glory I'll ne'er fhrink.

But doufe life's colours free ;

Yet while at anchor here, I'll drink

To my meffmates out at f«;a.
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The Market Lafs.

^T*^HO' my dad I muft own is but poor,

i

JL His coi can each comfort fupply,

iThe vine tend"il curls round his door,

And ftreamlets meander anigh ;

Health reigns and rewards daily toil,

I I rife at the lark's early fong,

And meeting my fwain at the ftile,

To market we trip it along.

Sweet fcented ashlolToms in May,
Butter-prints my neat baflcet o'erlpread.

Milk-white chickens, crcam-cheefe, I difplay,

And I'll vouch ev'ry egg is new laid.

To partake in my health-earning toil,

My fw:un hoWs it ne'er can be wrong.

Bears the weight of my load with a fmile,

As to market we trip it along.

!/^rriv'd, Toon I puTchafers view.

Sell my flock very oft in a trice.

Reap the produce to induflry due,

But ne'er charge above market price

Returning, the way we beguile

With a tale, or a joke, or a long,

Snatch a warm parting kifs at the ilile ;

To our cot then I trip it along.

Darby and Joan.

DEAR Cloe, while thus beyond meafure.

You treat me with doiibts and difdairi,

You rob ail your youth of its pleafure,

And hoard up an old age of pain :

Your maxim, that love is ftill founded

On charms that will quickly decay.

You'll find to be very ill grounded.

When once you its diftates obey-.

The pafRon from beauty firft drawn

Your kindnefs will vaftly improve ;

Soft looks and gay fmiles are the dawn,

Fruition's the fun-fhine of love :

And tho' the bright beams of your eyes

Should be clouded, that now are fo gay.

And darknefs obfcure all the fkiea.

We ne'er can forget it was day.

Old Darby, with Joan by his fide,
_,

You've often regarded with wonder ;

He's dropfical, £he is fore-ey'd,

Yet they're ever uneafy afunder;

Together they totter about.

Or fit in the fun at the door.

And at night, when old Darby's pot's out,

His Joan will not fmoke a whiff more.

No beauty nor wit they poflefs,

~ Their feveral failings to fmother-,

Then, what are the charms, can you guefs,

I

Which make them I'o fond of each other ;'

"Tis the pleafing remembrance of youth,

I The endearments that love did beitow ;

IThe tlioughts of pait pleafure and truth,

'J he beft of all bleffings below.

iThofe traces for ever will lafl,

Which ficfcnefs and time can't remove
;

For when youth and beauty are paft,

And age brings the winter of love,

A friendfhip infenfibly grows.

By reviews of fuch raptures as thefe;

The current of fondnefs ftill flows.

Which decrepit old age cai^not freeze-

The poor Mariner.

HE winds whiftled fhrilly, chill rain down was
fl reaming.

From a dark cell where Phoebus ne'er darted a beam
in

;

Worn out with great age, prefs'dby hunger nnd

grief!

A fad fon of Neptune crawl'd forth for relief.

" Give relief, oh ! give relief !

" Oh, give relief to a poor mariner 1"

He tremblingly begg'd as the affluent.pafs'd him,

The poor mite benevolent charity cafl him !

While from his dim eyes, hid by darknefs' thick veil.

The big tear gufti'd forth while he told his fad tale.

Give relief, fjfc-

" When Hawke and Bofcawen rode lords of the
" ocean,

" The foes of my king, have felt this arm's motion,
" This hand grafp'd a fword, dealt death to Gaul's

" refinance,

" Tho' no v/ feebly, thus, extended for affiftance.

" Give relief, ts'c.

" Thefe eyes have oft feen the proud foe fink before
" me,

" Have fpariled with joy at the fignal of glory
;

" 'Have feen Britain's flag to conquell afpire

—

" Tho'—now loil in darknefs, for want I expire—
" Give relief, isfc-

" My life's been expos'd in defence of our laws,
" I've bled at each vein to fupport freedom's caufe;

" The billows of danger have ftemm'd without
" dread,

" But faintly I-ftruggle, now, beg for my bread.
" Give relief, ^c.

" Affift'me !"— he faid, the words quivering hung,
In accents moft piteous, on the veteran's tongue ;

When the grim king of terrors his fufF'rings re-

garded.

And fnatch'd him from hence, to where virtue's re-

warded.

Death gave relief
—

'twas death gave relief,

Death gave relief to the poor mariner.

,7. a Croft.

Ingratitude, or the Captive.

MY tale is fimple, fraught with woe.
Oft interrupted by a t-ear,

M hich down my furrow'd cheek will flow ;

Its burden, friendfhip, infincere.

A friend, involved requir'd my aid—
^

Can manly feeling be fubdued ?—
His bondfman I—by him betray 'd—

Imprifon'd,—mourn ingratitude I

My Anna's fate her looks foretold.

When cruel bondage bade us part

:

She, now, alas ! is marble cold !

And rent in twain my aching heart-

Fortune once cheer'd me with her fmile ;

Now, pent in prifon, griefs intrude
;

I mourn— I ne'er fufpefted guile.

Or poifon-fraught ingratitude.

My tender infants, ah I forbear •,

V\ iih horror is the image fraught
;

Defpair, diftraftion rages there.

Oblivious pow'rs! then banifli thought.

An abjecf w-retch, forgot, forlorn',

\\'ho pale Misfortune's lp€(flre woo'd,

Is fummon'd to Death's pcaceli.! bourn,

The viclim of ingr?titi'de.



300 BALLADS ANCIENT And modern, LEGENDARIES, &c.

King Cophetua and the Beggar-maid.

I
READ that once in Africa

A princely wijht did rei^rn,

Who had to name Cophetua,
As poets they did taine :

"From nature's, laws he did decline,

For fure he was not of my mind,

He cared not for woman-kind.
But did them all difdain-

But, mark what happen'd on a day,

.As- he out of his window lay.

He faw a beggar all in gray,

The which did caufe his pain.

The blinded boy, that fhoots fo trim.

From heaven down did hie

;

He drew a dart, and fhot at him,
> In place where he did lye :

W hich foon did pierce him to the quick,

.And when he felt the arrow prick,

W'hich in his tender heart did Hick,

He look'd as he would die.

" VVhat fudden chance is this," quoth he,

" That I to love muft fubject be,

" V\ hich never thereto would a^ree,
" Eut Itill did it defy ?'

Then from the window he did come,
And laid him on his bed,

A thoufand heaps of care did run
Within his troubled head :

For now he means to crave her love.

And now he feeks u-hich way to prove
How he his fancy might remove,
And not this beggar wed.

:But Cupid had him fo in fnare.

That this poor beggar muft prepare
A I'alve to cure him of his care,

Or elfe he would be dead.

-And, mufing thus as he did lye,

He thought for to devife

How he might have her company,
That fo did 'maze his eyes.

" In thee," quoth he, " doth reft my life,,

" For furely thou flialt be my wife
;

" Or elfe this hand with bloody knife
" The gods ftiall fure i'uffice."

Then from his bed he foon arofe.

And to his palace gate he goes

;

Full little then this beggar knows
When fhe the king efpies.

" The gods preferve your majefty,"
The beggars all did cry,

" Vouchfafe to give your charity
" Our childrens food to buy."

The king to them his purfe did caft.

And they to part it made great hafte,

The,!!!!/ woman was the lalt

That, after them did hye :

The king, he call'd her back again,

And unto her he gave his chain,

And faid, " witli us you fhall remain
Till fuch time as we die ;"

'' For thou," quoth he, " {halt be my wife,
" And honoured for my queen-,

" With thee I mean to lead my life,

"As ffiortly fhall be feen
;

" Our wedding fhall appointed be,
" And every thing in its degree :

" Come on," quoth he, " and follow me,
" Thou fhalt go fhift thee clean.

" What is thy name ? fair maid," quoth he,
" Penelophon, oh, king," quoth fhe :"

With that fhe made a low courtfey,

A trim one as I ween.

Thus hand in hand along they walk
Unto the king's palace :

The king with courteous comely talk

This beggar doth embrace :

The beggar blufheth fcarlet red.

And ftraight again as pale as lead.

But not a word at all fhe faid.

She was in fuch amaze.

At laft ftie fpake with trembling voice.

And, laid, " O king, I do rejoice,

" That you will take me for your choice,
" And -my degree's fo bafe."

And when the wedding day was come,
The king commanded ftrait.

The noblemen botli all and fome
Upon the queen^to wait.

And (he behav'd herfelf that day.

And if file ne'er had walk'd the way.;

She had forgot hejr gown of gray,

Which fhe did wear of late.

The proverb old is come to pafs.

The prieft, when he begins his raafs,

Forgets that ever clerk he was;

He knoweih not his eftate.

Here you may read, Cophetua,

Though long lime tancy fed,

Compelled by the blinded boy
The beggar for to wed;

He that did lovers looks difdain.

To do the fame was glad and fain,

Or elfe he would himlelf have flain.

In ftory as we read.

Difdain no whit, O lady dear.

But pity now thy fervant here.

Left that it hap to thee this year.

As to that king it did.

.And thus they led -a quiet life,

During their princely reign ;

And in a tomb were buried both.

As writers fheweth plain;

The lords they took it griveoufiy,

The ladies took it heavily,

The commons cried pitioufly.

Their death to them was pain.

Their fame did found fo pafltngly.

That it did pierce the ftarry ftcy.

And throughout ;all the world did fly.

To every prince's realm.

I
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Bonny Wully.

WULLY is a bonny lad,

Black as a floe his roguifli een ;

Features make my heart fu' glad,

Sprightly as his winning mein

!

Rofes on his cheeks are blowing,

Gowden locks adown are flowing.

Sweet his breath as cattle lowing.

Voice fo faft to cheer me :

Like the bonny bells a ringing,

He's aw joyful, laughing, finging,

Merry ditties deftly dinging,

When my Wully's near me.

Un';ed am I when alane,

Moaping a' the live-lang day ;

Yet I think him a' my ane—
Wully fra me ne'er will Itray.

Ilofes on his cfiireh, &s.

Had I, Head af filver fma',

/ The riches baith of land and fea,

Wully he ftiould have it a'
;^

For Wully he is a' to me.

JRofes oi: his cheeks; cS'c.

I Ihall be happy Tor^morrow. .

'

Sung in the Comic Opera of ' fbe She/^krJ'iZ.cnery.''

TTOW happy'sthe lover whofe cares are no more,
•*-'- Who bids an adieu 'to all forrow

;

My griefs are all hufht, and my ferments are o'er,

-For I liiall be happy to-morrow.

'Each fiov/ret of fpring that enamels the ground,
From you ev'ry charm ieens to borrow;

'J'hcM who v/ill fo'biefl or fo hnppy be found.
As I V. ilh my 'Daphne lo-moriow.

I never am happy lout when in your fifhr,

Your fmilts are the cure of all forrow ;

'Remember, dear Daphne, your promife 'to-night;

And 1 ihaii be happy tv-morrow.

Ben Block.

IW^AS prefs'd, while a rowing fo kappy,
No matter—'twas noni'enie to grieve;

So, to drown care, with grog I got nappy;
Yet figh'd my dear Kitty to leave

;

But what hurt me moft, were thofe ninnies.

On whom I had thought to depend ;

For I wilh'd to raife Kate a few guineasj

But found I had got ne'er a friend! •

When abroad, wh^, I troubl'd a fhipmate,
A note to my fweetheart to write ;

Which in doing, he fomehow, a flip made,
His own tale of love did indite

;

So when I at Batterfea landed,

(He'd, jiatter'd her fo to his end)
I learnt, he my irigate commanded.
And iound I had got ne'er a. friend !

When again on the fait fees in motion,

. The ill-h?tmour'd v/inds loudly roar .'

And triendftiip I found on the ocean
" As fcant as I left it on ftiore !

We were wreck'tl ; but my tale little matter?.
While mefTmates to Davy defcend—

I eicap'd, but was poor, all in tatters.

And found. I had got ne'er a friend!

Yet flill to all fear I was flvanger.

In baille.;(whe)-e Death tips the grin)
Was expos'd to the heat of each danger',

'TfU a mulket ball fplintefld my fin T
Well, away to, the cock-pit I hobble,
Wher« fo many cuftomers 'tend.

That the furgeon, to fave further trouble,
Lopp'd it o-ff, damme, not like a friend '

But now ev'ry comfort's imparted,

I find, laid in Greenwich fnug dock,
' My mefTmates arc true, honeft hearted,

And each wifhes well to Een Block

;

The rear of my lile glides on chearly,

In a calm, here, my moments I'll end;,

•I have fought for my king, late arid enr;y,

•And, blefs him ! the king is rny friend.

F UB L I SH ED at N^- 10, BEDFORD-RO H\ BuM-
.Whers thf^jmecediDg Numbers can, be )i.\i\-
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Sawoy and Teagoe.
Air,—' LilUhahrt.'

YOTJ that love mirth, attend to mf fong,

A moment you can never better emplof;
Sawny and Teague w«re trudf^ing along,

A bonny Scots lad and an Irifti dear-joy;

They Tieitfcer before had feen a wind-mill.

Nor had they heard ever of an^ fuch name-:
As they wer« walking,

As merrily talting.

At laft by wieer chance to a waDd-mill they came.

*' Ha ! ha \" cry'A Saw-ny, « what do ye ca' that ?

*' To tell the right name o't I a<n at a lofs."

Teague very readily anfwered the Scot,
" Indeed I Relieve it'fti {haint Patrick's crofs

"

Says Sawny " you'll find yourfell meikle miftaken,
" For it is Saint Andrew's crofs 1 can ifwear -,

" For there is his bonnet,
'" And tartans hang on it,

;?' The plaid -and the tr-ews our apoftk did wear."

" Nay, o' my flioul joy, thou tellefht all lees,

" For that I willfljwear isfliaint Patrick's coat;
'" I fliee't him in Ireland buying the freeze,

" And that I am fliure iih the iliame that he
^' bought ;

" And he is ft fhaint mufe better than ever
" Made either the cover.antfli iholemn or league:

^' For o' my ihalwafliion,

" He was my relation,

" And had a great kindntfti for honefht poorTeagu*.

" Wherefore" fays Teague " I will, by my fiioul,

" Lay down my najifhack, and take out my beads,
" And lender this holy crofh fet I will fall,

" And Ihaypater-nofhter, and fome of OUT creeds:''

So Teague began with humble devotion.

To kneel down before Saint Patrick's crofe ;

The wind fell a blowing,
Atid fet it a-going,

And it gave our dear-joy a terrible tofs.

Sawney tehee'd, to fee how poor Teague
Lay fcratching his ears, and roll on the grafs.

Swearing, it was furely the de'li's whirly-gig,

And none, he roar'd out, of Saint Patrick's croft;
" But ifh it indeed," cry'd he in a paffion,"

" The crofli of our fliaint that has croflit me fo
" fore ;

'

" Opo' my falvation,

" This fhall be a cawfhior.,
" To trufl to Saint Patrick's kindnefs no more."

Sawney to Teague then merrily cry'd,
" This patron of yours is a very fad loon,

" To hit you fie a fair thump on the hide,
" For kneeling before him, and feeking a boon,

" Let me advife ye to ferve our Saim Andrew,
" He, by my faul, was a fpecial gude man

;

" For fince your Saint Patrick
" Has ferv'd you fie a trick,

•• I'd fee him hung «p e'er I ferv'd 4jim again."

Good Advice,

TF fhe be not kind as fair,

-*• But peevifh and unhandy.
Leave her, fhe's only worth the care
Of fome fpruce jack-a-dandy.

I would not ha\e thee fuch an afs,

Hadft thou ne'er fo much leifure.

To figh and whine for fuch a lafs.

Who's .pride's about her pleafurc.

A^h, the Shepherd's mcurnful fate.

A H, the .ftiepherd's mournful fate,
^*- When doom'd to love, and doom 'd to languifl

To bear the fcornful fair one's hate.

Nor dar« difclofe his anguifht.

Yet .eager loots, and dying fighs,

My iccret foul difcover,

While rapture trembling thro' mine eye*,

ileveals how much I love her.

The tender glance, the redning cheet,

O'erfpread with rifing blufhes,

A thoufand various ways they fpeak,

A thoufand various wifiies.

For, oh ! that form fo heavenly fair,

Thofe languid eyes fo fweetly Imiling,

That artlels blufh, and modeft air.

So fatally beguiling.

Thy ev'ry look, and t\'ry grace.

So charm whene'er I view thee^

Till death o'ertake me in che cliace.

Still will imy hopes purlue fhe«.

Then when imy tedious hours are paft.

Be this laft bleffing given,

Low at thy feet to breathe my laft.

And die in fight of heaven.

Welcome, weicome, Brother Debtor.

By Mr. Ceffrj.

Kit,—' Hifier's Ghjl:

TTTELCOME, welcome, brother debtor,
' ^ To this poor, ;but merry place.

Where no bailiff, dun, or fetter,

Dar« to fhew his frightful face;

But, kind fir, as you're a ftranger,

Down your garnifh you mull lay.

Or your coat will be in danger
;

You mull either ilrip or pay,

IQe'er leoine at yourconfinement

From your children or your wife,

Wifdom lies in true refignment,

Thro' the various icenes of life-

Scorn to fhew the leaft refentment,

Tho' beneath the frowns of fat* -,

Knaves and beggars find contentment -,

Fears and cares attend the great.

Tho' our creditors are fpightful.

And rellrain our bodies here,

TJfe will make a jail delightful.

Since there's nothing elfe to fear.

Ev'ry ifland's but a prifon,

Strongly guarded by the fea;

Kings and princes, for that reaibn,

Prisoners are as well as we.

What was it made great Alexander

Weep at his unfriendly fate ?

'Twas becaufc he could not wander

Beyond the world's flrong prifon gate.

For the world is alfo bounded

By the heav'ns ^nd ftars above ;

Why ftiould V7t then be confounded.

Since there's nothing free but love.
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Begging Prologue

TO

"GRETNA GREEK"
BtlNG

A MUSICAL MEDLEY
TROM THE SONGS IN THI EEGGAr's OTERA.

tVrittailj Mir, Charilei Stuart.

JThe Figuree 'poiiit out (heparodied Piffa^jet anil iKe changes

in the Miific]

"Ji] nPHE muiic's prepared, hands at»d itidts sre

-*• at work !

The critics are rang'd ! a terrible ifliow

!

JBard be not afraid of damnation

—

[To rhe Autnor.

( )[2] Our poet 'fiiakes like a fiddle-ftidk in th' or-

' cheftra,

;
Which in the band plays €ddle-diddle-da-dadi I

—

[3] And he fo teaz'd 'me—

I

With Gretna-Green— e.

That I'm come

[4] Hither dear folks to fbothe your heart*,

Bettow applaufe to cheer

[g] The poet he fo grieves, for

£6] Scribblers oft have envy fhown

;

i Pleas'd to ruin,

I

All undoing,
' Never happy in their own !

—

—

1[7]
Why then, hey ! for Gretna Green ^

There Cupid pleas'd does chatter

And Hymen's to be feen ;

^ Let's gallop, whip, and fpatter

[8] Over the hills to Scotland fair !

f9] For -what's here,

But (hame and fear !

There's none dare wed under twenty-one years !—

[lo] Ifi then your freedom check'd, youths ?

Such a law fets my eyes a weeping
;

Oh ! muft v.'e Engliih crofs the Tweed,
To be free to

[11] Mumble and tumbk,
To mumble and tumble,

Don't it make you all gruml^le.

As ladies may

—

Humlle I

When you come to the—

—

[12] Token of love.

For Gretna fet out

!

Fly fwift as two doves

To the .

£13] Land of matrimOTiy -,

Firft bed le xurong)

Then inftant wed, ('no, no, that miijf

Firft wed,

Then go to bed- Cay, ay, ihat''s right

)

X!4] And defy ev'ry law.

When love, infpircs ye,

Ai?d fires ye,

To tW——— — -"

[ij] Quieting dofe of a wifel

For life!

But the pleafanteft draught it

[16J Lip to lip while you're young, then the lip (9

the glafs,

iFal da-ri-di-da-di—

—

[i'7] In forrcwful ditty,

I beg you'll have pity,

And let ihe Scots mujic •

[18] DifTolve ye in pleafure^

And critics footh !—

—

[19] Oh ! do ye, demy-gois yonr dread thunder

al lay ! [to the firft gallery'^

And do ye Upper Gods, your dread thunder allay 1

(Jo the tipper gallery.}

Nay

[20] Oh ! ponder well, be not fevere!

I^or

1^21] Alas the poor poet

!

Alack, and a well-a-day,

(^kneeling to the toxa)
Ah ! do bellow applaufe !

Oh ! do not damn his play ?

ifioing—retifrtrs, and kneels at

front ofthejiage')

And, alas ! the poor poet

!

Alack, and a-well-a-day
;

Ah ! give him T\o goofe, nor apple-favcc !

Oh ! (bell rings) I am call'd away 1

t
'

[ 4

[ 5

[
«

[ 7

[ »:

T. 9

[,o

["

T
['4:

['

[16

[,8

['9
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[X.

r LV^n, The Charge is prepsr'd.

r VI, Virgini arc like the fair fiowV.

r IX, He fo teii'd nie, acd lie fo pleas'd me.
r LIL, 'Hither dear Huftiand tnrn your eye«.

r XL, t, like the fox, lliall grieve,

r XXXVII, Women oft have envy (hewn.

irXXXVIli, Why then, how now, madam fiirt.

rlCVI, Over the hill? and far away ~
. ,

T XXri, Dance and fitit;, time's On the «'ing'.- •

r XXX(, Is then hi< fate decreed, fir.

r XXXVI, I'm bubbled, rm bubbled,

r LXVIU, Token of love ! adieu ! farewell 1

r "XXXI, "Such a man can I think of quittinc.

r XIX, Fill cyVy plafa.

r XI.VITI, Quieting draughtls a dram,
r XLVI, 'I.ip to 1 p while you're young.

I XI IV, ^n forrowful di'ty, they'lbpromife, &-c.

r XXI, IJiiTolve n« in pleafure and foft repofe.

r LV,
.

Then nail up thcirlips, that dread thunder,

ir XII, Oh! ponder well, lie nol fever.!;,

r LIV, . Alas ! poor Polly I

Strephon and Lucy.

/^N the banks of the Onfe, where his ftream
^—^ Glides gently thro' Harttora's gay mead;
Young Strephon, who now is my theme.

For Lucy the fair tun'd his reed.

With Lucy 'there none did compare
;

The fhepherd lurpalVd all rhe fvvains ;

She was faireft of all that were fair.

And he boie the prize from the plains.

When Ihe rlanc'd en the fmooth fhaven gvctn,

Each bofom with riipture was fir'd :

But Lucy with Strephon w.ts feen,

And each fwain difcontent-ed retir'd.



.304^ BALL/IDS A N c liL^WT ..AK*. woDfEJRKi, .ZE'GENDMilES, &c.

lSIotyenwenty'?u'rti'ike'fsKad''fto4-h''' '" '

O'er tlje hesd of che f\vain, debonair;

S'cirte y^t' on his chin- was the down',1

Yet he Isnguifh'd and,pit\'J for the fti'r.

Ofi in fceret the fhepht;rd did figh,

To the ^rovehe-'did ofte^i complain ;

To their inmoft receiffas he'J'fi/,

And his pipe .plaV\d a tendePer ftrain.

Tafr Lucy had won.hisyaung h-eart, .
-

Yet he told not..his_pain,t,o the maid;

He fmother'd his bofcm's kcjn fmart,

And IjLent ;he fought the clofe {hade.

l?pr Ipng the yout'Ti'fpught otu the fair,

They met by the Tide of the grove ;

MnHi pleafure-ftie heard him declar.',

That of maids only Lucy he'd lo^'e.

The fim'-was juil funk in t^ie main,:- •' .:

Cool ev'ning o'erfhadow'd the vale,""""

The herds were drpve home from the.plain,

When Lucy heard St rephon's fond tal^.

T{ie maid' Was Tiot-arf^iiUy (hy,

Simplicity mark'd me her own •,

Y'et Virtue flie "ItiJl did not fly.

'2>^rid diflionour ihe heTgr had "known.

The' grove heard the vows of the pair,

The ftream as it-tnurmurd alon^-,

'Stiri an-lwer'vl thepraifeof tiie fair,

And its cadence wasjoin'd in the fong.

"E're Maia did fly from the iield,

'T hat Hymen his torch to dif^lay,

When Lucy te Strephon (hould yield,

And-he as before Ihcnild be gay.

Scarce a week had rev6l*'!i''frOm rhis hour.

When lucklefs the youth fought the flood;

He flew.fraai the fund's piercing pow'r,

To bathe where4:he ftream.palVd chawood..- ;'

Red Tufhing the river came do\yn,

lis eddies wide whirling around

;

The Naiades who call if their, own,

Affrighted, did fly. from tfi? found.

Courag'<^us he plungM -in the flream,

His'iftrong arm heat the' infokn": wave;

But fomedemoriprefided I dream,

And he finks to his watery grave.

'O'-erwh aimed; the dear youth is no more,

Firs:fate feom-trhe-iylb;-dp£«j-.ef<jund ;

And Echo replies from the fhore,

" Tis Strephon, gay Strephon, that'j drown'dc

Tn f^rief for the tofs of her love.

Fair Lucy flies far from uie plain
;

She hides in the fad filent irrove,

Whole fhade fuits her bofom's fharp pain.

By the fide of a raofs-cover'd bourn,

'Neath a fad weeping-willow's dull fhade,

Where flood the dead fhepherd's cold urn,

I faw pale wirh forrow the maid :

On her cheelt hung, like dew-drops, the tear.

When they fhine on {he Illy at dawn -,

And will it like the dew difappear,

liike it be exhal'd with the morn?

Ah ! no, for the grief in her breafl,

Has fountains of tears to fupply;

And ne'er fliall her throbbing heart reft,

And the tear fliall flill roll from her ej(e.

I heard her with forrow complain,
The green woods re-eclio'd her voice,

;

That no time could remove her fharp pain,

That no more fhould her cottage rejoic«.

Her bofom v/as'bare to the ^are," '
'^

Who's force was encreas'd by her fighj,

Which mournflilly fleal thro' tlie dale,

And tell where her dead'lovfcr lies.

Thus weeping fhe hung o'er ihe grave,

Which held all that was dear to her breafl
;

She figh'dito the murmuring wave,
And wifh'd with her Strephon to refl.

Ere tl;e fun had twico rofe from the flood.

Ere the moon twice had gilded the'nignt,

Was Lucy found cold on the fod, : •

And the'village ii'ad Idfl its (ie'lfght.

In the tomb was fhe laid w ith her love,

.The villagers- wept o'er their flone
;

And oft do they viii: the giove,

Where Xuch beauty and truth once had fl^one.

Alotu

'IVilTia'th'and Emma.

i ^'^^''*SlJ??i\ with awful foupd,
JL Proclaim'd the niidnlglrt hour

;

'X'HE

When wretched/Emma v^ecping

Within a hawthorn bower.
aj.

Her-cheeks with grief, alaS;! wj:^e"p^le.

That wore the crimfon hue;'
The tears that flow'd adov.-n her face,

Appear'd like filver deft-. ',
[

Her gentle boforn l.iea-v'Ji a figli

"Expreffive of 'her woe ;

While thus with -mournful yoice fl^e-cry'd,

" No plealure now I know.

" Why did I flight a faithfiii[Tw<iiB^ ]^
" Bis paflion ne'er approve

?'"''_''"

" Ah ! why did I his vo .\ s difda'iri,

" Ne'er liflen-tg.hislovei.-i ,„£,..

Now w-hile t\'ith grief opprefs'd-ffie fpol^*.

Fond William's ghofl appeaVd
;

And fmiling, with a hoik w voice, ..

Its purpofe thusrf^f^f'd.,: i,jft..n.n. f.i 1

•,i(f/*: ( 5i*^ rfT!."rT
-'"

" From the dark dreary grave, t c.ojn^,^

" In the dead hour of night, ,,,
^ ^^| '

" While ihe p-ile mooa behind a cl^oud.

'• Conceals her borrow d licjht.

" To footh your troubl'd mind,to 'reft,

" And baniih your del pair ;

" To tell you, Emma, rhat this night,
" "You'll bid adieu to care

" But fee, the rofy morn appears,
" And ufhers in the d^y ;

" Farewell, my love, I hence am call'd.,

" And dare no longer flay."

Then Emma fought her William's grgve.

Where oft Hie'd fat and figh'd ;

And falling on the grte-i

By all lamented dy'd.

grafs turf,

MyrtiUo.
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Tom Tough.

MY name, dy'e i<t&'i Tom Tough, I've feen a

little iarvice,

Where mighty billows roll and loud tempefts

blow ;

I've faii'dwith valiant Howe, I've fail'd with noble

Jarvis,

And in i^allant Duncan's fleet I've fung out yo
heave ho I

Yet more fliall ye be hnowing,
I was cockfwain to Bofcawen,

And even with bravetlawke I've nobly fac'd the foe.

Then put round the grog,

So we've that and our prog,

We'll laugh in care's face and fing yo heave ho !

When from my love to part I firft weigh'd anchor,

And fhe was fnivelling feed on the beach below,

I'd like to cotch my eyes ftiivelling too, d'ye fee, to

thank her.

But I brought my forrows up with a yo heave ho:

For failors, tho' they have their jokes,

' They love and feel like other folks,

Their duty to neglect mull not come tor to go;

So I feiz'd the capftan bar,

Like a true honeft tar,

And in fpight of tears and fighs I fung yo heave ho.

But the worft on't was that time, when the little

ones were fiekly,

And if they'd live or die the doiflor did not know,

The word was gov'd to weigh lb fudden and lo

quickly,

I though ray heart -would break as I fung yo

heave ho.

For Poll's fo like her mother ;

And as for Jack, her brother,

Theboy.when he grows up,will nobly fight the foe;

But in Providence I truft,

What muft be muft,

So my fighsl gave the v.'inds, and fung out yo heave

ho.

And now at laft laid up in a decentifli condition,

For I've only lolt an eye, and got a timber toe ;

But old fliips muft expeft in time to be out of com-
miffion,

Nor again the anchor weigh with a jo heave ho.

So I fmoke my pipe and fing old fongs.

For my boy fliall revenge my wrongs,

And my girl Ihall breed young failors nobly for to

face the foe.

Then to country and king.

Fate no danger can bring,

While the tars of Old England fing out yo heave ho.

Dihdin.

The Blue Bells of Scotland.

H ! where, and oh where is your highland
laddie gone ?

He'e gone to fight the French for king George
upon the throne.

And its oh ! in my heart I wiflv him fafe at home.

Oh ! where, and oh where does your highland
laddie dwell ?

He dwells in merry Scotland at the fign of the
blue bell.

And its oh in my heart I love my laddie well.

Inwhatclothes, in what clothes is your highland
laddie clad ?

His bonnet of the Saxon green, and his waiftcoat of
the plaid

;

And its oh ! in my heart I love my highland lad.

Suppofe, and fuppofe that your highland lad fliould

die !

The bagpipes fliould play over him, and I'd fit

me clown and cry—
And its oh ' in my heart I wifii he may not die.

Oh ! what a jolly Dog was I

!

Sung ill the Entertainment of ' Zs/ma,'

''HEN a happy fingle fellow,

Mirth each moment did employ;
Full of frolic, fportive, mellow,

Oft I'd wet the t'other eye.

Bofey, Gofey,

O^uaifing, laughing,

Friends abounding,
Sorrow drowning

;

That was life, nor may I die.

Ivnttling, ringing,

Koaring, finging,

Glngling glaffes,

Toafting laffes,

Oh ! what a jolly dog was I

!

Foremoft at all friflc and funning,
Ev'ry beauteous tit would cry,

See, he looks fo fpruce and cunning,
Devil take his roguifh eye.

Now a bird's briflc tittle tattle,

Added to ray comrades jeers,

Is the noify prittle prattle,

Always dinning in my ears.

\_To hc/jjokctt]—Now its QO more.

Rofcy, cofey, Gfc.

PUBLISHED at N°-rO, BEDFORD-ROW, Dublin,

Where the preceding Numbers can be had.
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How cruel are the Parents.
By the late Burns—alter'd from an old Englifl) Song.

Air

—

^Joh. Anderfcn my Jfl.*

row cruel are the parents,

- Who riches only prize,

And to the wealthy booby
Poor woman facrifice. -J

Meanwhile the haplels daughter

Has but a choice of ftrife ;

To Ihun a tyrant father's hate,

Become a wretched wife.

The raving hawk purfuing.

The trembling dove then flies.

To fhun impelling ruin

Awhile her. pinions tries;

'Till of efcape defpairing.

No fhelter or retreat,

She trufts the ruthlefs falconer,

And drops beneath his feet.

Ned Mizen.

COME haften my hearties to true honefl: Ned,

A tar from the ftem to the fterm
;

And that I've been rock'd on Davy rough bed.

By my jib you may clearly difcern.

In four gallant a<Piions my lot was to fight.

And, damme, they danc'd to lome time,

For iheitar of aTailor was never lb bright,

Than once on the firft day of June :

-But come, hoa, avrfft, and with boafling have done.

Such nonlenfe I muft not allow
;

Tho', d'ye fee, it was glory, mayhap that we won.

When the French Ilruck their flag toLordKowe

The next time the fhot on all fides routid me'fiev,',

VVas with the proud Donr, in difpiite,

And off Cape St.Vincent we I'sid, " how- d'ye do,"

And tipt them an Englifh falute :

Their fleet twenty- leven—and thofe of the line,

M-ade our fifteen at firit to look fmall ;

But think not that this made our tars to repine,

P'sha, damnie, 'twas nothing at all :

The fignal once giv'n, our guns lir'd away,

As foon did the viiftory fhew.

And each. Britifh tar with Ned Mizen can fay.

Brave Jervis the Spaniards laid low.

The third time I fought, why it was with theDutch,

And I think it was near Capperdown,
And then,- to be fure, I may fay as much,
We boys brufh'd up fome little renown :

Ship to fhip we lay to, aye, and fought man to man.
Each Briton a match for Mynheer

,

For to die or to conqwor was always our plan,

And thus we again made appear :

For tho' from the Texel they foraehow llip'd out,

In hopes at Breft harbour to touch.

Why' d'ye fee, they knew not what our fpies w"ere

about,

For old Duncan did-over .the Dutch.

Now rak'd fore and aft, by a fplinter or fo.

Yet my timbers were ftill tight and found,
And fo I again on the look-out muft go,

To fee if the French cuuld be found :

At length it fo happen'd ihey liove without fight,

Which made ev'ry failor to fmile,

.For, d'ye -fee, it was when .-we. commenc'd the laft

fight,

Lord blefs you the mouth of the Nile.

To lay what we did— it won't become me,
'Tis enough that we fought as before ;

r.And theFrench, as I think, if the're wife, d'ye fee,

Will engage withXord Nelfon no more.

The Quadruple Alienee,

Air,—" Thi Lafs of Pialfi Mitt."

SWIFT, Sandy, Young, and Gay,
Are ftill ray heart's delight,

I fing their fongs by day.

And read their tales at night.

If frae their books I be,

'Tis dulnefs then with me ;

But when thefe ftars appear.

Jokes, fmiles, and wit are clear.

Swift, with uncommon flile.

And wit that flows witK eafe,

Inftrudfs us with a fmile.

And never fails to pleafe.

Bright Sandy greatly lings

Of heroes, gods, and kings-;

:He well deferves the bays,

.And ev'ry Briton's praife.

While thus our Homer fhines ;

Young, with Horatian flame,

Corvefts thefe falfe defigns

We pufh in love of fame.

Blyth Gay in pawky llrains.

Makes villains, clowns, andfwaifts

'Reprove with biting leer,

Thofe in a higher fphere.

Sv.'ift, Sandy, Young, and Gay,
Long may you give delight;

Let all the dunces bray.

You're far above their fpitc:

Such from a malice four,

W'-ite nonfenie, lame arid poor.

Which nevercan luccced.

For, who the' irafli will read ? R

To-morrow.

A Bankrupt in trade, fortune frowning on fhore,

All 16ft, fave my fpirit and honour.

No choice being left but to take to the oat,

I've engag'd in the Mars, Captain 'Connor :

But tho' the wind calls me, fome few words to f!.j

To Polly, thefe momenrs I borrow ;

For Ibrely fhe'il grieve iihat I leave her to-day.

And mult fail on the ialt feas to-morrow,

'Nay, weep not ; tho' Fortune her fmile no\V denies.

Time may Toft en the gipfy's pleafure ;

Perhaps fhe may throw in my way fome rich prize,

And fend me hyme loaded with trealure.

If fo lucky, oil ! doubt not, without more delay.

Will I haften to banifli your forrow
;

And bring back a heart which adores you do day,

And will love you as dearly to-morrow.

But, ah ! the fond hopes may: prove faithlefs and

vain,

Which my bofom now ventures to cherifh ;

In fome perilous fifht I may haply be flam.

Or, 'whelm'd in tho ocean may perifh.

Shou'd fuch be the fate of poorTom, deign to pay

To his lofs a fit tribute of forrow ;

And fometimes remember our parting to-day.

Should a wave be my cof&n to-morro\v.
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The Little Grey Man.

MATvY-Ann was the darling of Aix-la-Cha-
pelle;

_

She bore (hrough its province, unenvied, the belle;

jThe joy of her fellows, her parents' delight
;

So kind was her foul, and her beauty fo bright :

No maiden furpafs'd, or perhaps ever can,

Of Aix-la-Chapelle the tseloved Mar^-Ainv*

Her form it was faultlefs, unaided by art

;

And frank her demeanour, as guilelefs her heart

;

Jler lolc nielung eyes a fvveet langour bedeck'd.

And youth's gaudy bloom was by love lightly

check'd;

iOn her mein had pure nature beftowM her beft grace,

And her mind flood confefsd in the charms of her

face.

'Though with fuitors befet, yet Iter Leopold knew,

As her beauty was matchlefs, her heart it was true,

So fearlefsho went to the wars; while the maid,

Herfcai-sfor brave Leopold often bet ray 'd :

Full ott, in the gloom of the churchyard reclined,

Would fhe pour forth her forrows and vows to the

v.'ind.

*' Ah, me!" would fhe figh, in a tone that would
melt

The heart that one fpark of true love ever felt

;

" Ah, me!" would fhe figh " pafl; and gone is the

day,

" When my father was plighted to give me away !

*' My fancy, what fad gloomy prefage appalls

!

',' Ah ! fare on the Danube my Leopold tails
!"

—

One evening fo gloomy, when only the owl
{A tempell impending) would venture to prowl

;

Mary Ann, whofe delight was in fadnefs and glcim,

By a newly-made grave fat her down on a tomb ;

•But ere flie to number her forrows began,

Lo ; out of the grave jump'd a Littk Grey Man !

iHis hue it was deadly, his eyes they were ghaft •,

Long and pale were his fingers, that held her arm
fafl;-

I She fhriet'd a loud fhriefe, fo affrighted was fhe

;

1 And grimly he fcowl'd, as he jump'd on her knee.

I'With a voice that dilmay'd her—" the Danube!"
he cried

;

There Leopold bleeds ! Mary-Ann is my bride !"

;i
ohe flirunlc, all appall'd, and flie gazed all around

;

Ij She doled her fad eyes, and fhe funk on the ground :

' The Little Grey Man he refumed hisdifcourfe—
'
' To-morrow I take thee, for better, for worfe :—

I

' At midnight my arms fhall thy body entwine,

,

" Or this newly-made grave, Mary-Ann, fliall be

thine !"

Mith fear and with fright did the maid look around,

B When fhe firft dared to raife her fad eyes from the

|.. ground ;

V/ith fear and with fright. gazed the,poor Mary-
Ann,

ij Though lofl to her fight was the Little Grey Man -.

With fear and vt-ith fright from the churchyard fhe

fled;

Heach'd her home, now fo welcome; and funk on

her bed.

*' Woe is me !" did fhe cry " that I ever was born ;

" Was ever poor maiden fo lofl and forlorn !

" Mufl that Little Grey Man, then, my body en-

tw ine,

" Or the grave newly dug for another be mine !

" Shall I wait for to-morrow's dread midnight!—
ah, no !

" To my Leopold's arms—to the Danube I go !"

Then up rofe the maiden, fo fore woe-begone.
And her Sunday's apparel in hafte fhe put on

;

Her clofe ftudded boddice of velvet fo new ;

Her coat of fine fcarlet, and kittle of blue;

Her ear-rings of jet, all fo coilly ; and laft.

Her long cloak of linfey, to .guard from the blaft.

A crofs of pure gold, her fond mother's bequeft,

By a flill dearer riband fhe hung at her breafl

;

Round a bodkin of filver fhe bound her long hair,

In plaits and in treffes fo comely and fair,

Twould have gladden'd your heart, ere herjourney
began,

To have gaaed on the tidy and trim Mary-Ann.

But, oh ! her fad bofom fuch forrows opprefs'd.

Such tears and forebodings, as robb'd her of reft ;-

Forlorn as fhe felt, fo forlorn mufl fhe go.

And brave the rough tempefl, the hail, and the fnow !

Yet flill fhe fet forth, all fo pale and fo wan

—

Let a tear drop of pity for poor Mary-Ann!

Dark, dark was the night, and the way it was rude!

While the Little Gre^ Man on her thoughts would
obtrude

;

She wept as fhe tiiought on her long gloomy way;
She turn'd, and fhe yet faw the lights all fo gay

:

She kifs'd now her crofs, and file heard the laft bell;

And a long, long adieu bade to Aix-la-Chapelle.

Thro' the brown wood of Limbourg with caution
fhe paced ;

Ere the noon ofthe morrow flie travers'd the wafte;
She mounted the hills of St. Bertrand fo high ;

And the day it declined, as the heath fhe drew nigh;
And fhe relied a wide waving elder beneath,
Andpaus'don the horrors of Sombermond's heath:

For there, in black groups (by the law 'tis im-
pos'd)

Are the bodies of fell malefaclors expos'd,

On wheels and on gibbets, on croffes and poles,

With a charge to the pafling, to pray for their fouls:

But a fpot ot fuch terror no robbers infeft.

And there the faint pilgrim fecurely may refl.

Sore fatigu'9, the fad maid knelt, and faid a fhort

prayer ;

She bound up her treffes, that flow'd in the air :

Again fhe fet forth, and fped flowly along;

Andherilepstry'd to cheer, butin vain,with afong:

In her thoughts all fb gloomy, fad pref^ges ran.

Of Leopold now, now the Little Grey Man.

The moon dimly gleam'd as fhe enter'd the plain :

The winds fwept the clouds rolling on to the main;

I''or a hut e'er fo wretched in vain fhe look'd round;

No tree promis'd flielter, no bed the cold ground :

Her limbsthey now faulter'djlier courage all fled.

As a faint beam difpay'd the black groups of the

dead.
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Shrill whiftled the wind ihro' the fkuUs, and the

blaft

Scar'd the yet greedy bird from its glutting repaft ;

From the new-rack'd affaffin the raven \vithdrew,

Bat croak'd round ihe wheel ilill, andheavily flew;

While vultures, more daring, inient on their prey,

Tors the lielli trcm the iinews. yet reeking away.

Bvt the dread ofbanditti, fome ftrengtli it rtftor'd,

And againfhe the aid of the Virgin implor'd ;

She d ragg'd Iter flow fleps to where corfes, yet warm,

Threw \heir tatters and frefii mangled limbs to the

ftorm :

Shereach'd the fell fpot, and, aghaft, looking round,

At a black gibbet's foot fenfelefs funk on the ground

Now the battle was over, and o'er his proud foes

The Auftrian eagle triumphantly rofe ;

'Midil the groans of the dying, and blood of the

ilain.

Sorely wounded layLeopald, ftretch'd on the plain.

When reviving, he firll: to look round him began,

Lol clofe by his fide fat a Little Grey Man

!

The Little Grey Man he fat munching a heart,

And he s^Towl'd in a tone all difmayjng " depart

!

" Don't difturb me at meals ! pr'ythee rife and pafs

" on I

" To Mary-Ann hie .'—bind your wounds and be-
'• gone !

—

" In a icore and three days fhall you meet Mary-
" Ann ;

' And perhaps, uninvited, the Little Grey-Man."

With fear and difmay rofe the youth from the

ground,

His wounds he with balms and with bandages bound;

To <]uit his grim gueft he made little delay.

And faint though he was, he fped willing away :

For a Iccre and three days did he journey amain,

'J hen ff.nk, all e;;haufted, on Sombermond's plain.

By the fcreams of the night-bird, though dark, Tie

could tell ,.>_

'Twas the gibbets amongft, and the vi'heels, where
he fell—

Now ftill her fad ftation did Mary- Ann keep.
Where Leopald, fainting, had funk into fleep :

Ah! little thought he that his dear one was by!
Ah! little the maid that her love was fo nigh 1

iPerch'd grim on a wheel fat the Little Grey-Man,
WhiUt his fierce little eyes o'er the fad lovers ran

;

The L,!ttle Grey-Man down to Leopold crept.
And open'd his wounds, all fo deep, as he flept

;

'With afcream he the flumbers ofMary-Ann broke
And the poor forlorn maid to new horrors awoke.

To her fight, forely fhock'd, did a moon-beam dif-
play

Her lover, all bleeding and pale as he lay :

She fhriek'd a loud fhriek
; and fhe tore her fine

hair,

And fhe funk her foft cheek on his bofom fo fair ;

With her long flowingtredes fine ftroveto reilrain,
And flop the dear blood that now ilTued amain.

To his wounds her fair liands flie unceafingly
prefs'd

;

Her tears faft they fell on her Leopold's breaft

:

Entranc'd, and in flumber ftill filent he lay,

Till the Littk Grey- man drove his flumbers away;
With a vifion all horrid his fenfes betray'd.
And fatal to him and his much-belov'd maid.

He dreamt, from his wheel an affaffin had ftepp'd,
And filent and flowly had clofe to him crept

;

That the wretch, mangled piece-meal, and ghaftly
with gore,

From his wounds both the balms and the bandages
tore ;

And to fearch for his dagger as now he bepar,,—
" Sirike ! flrike I" cry'd the voice of the Little

Grey-Man.

" Strike! ftrike!" cry'd the fiend, " or your wounds
" bleed anew 1"

Heftruct— it was Mary- Ann's life blood he dr?w;
With a fhriek he awoke, nor his woes were thsy

o'er
;

He beheld his pale love, to behold her no more !—
Her eyesthe poor maiden on Leopo'd rail.

Gave him one look of love, 'twashcr fcndefl,her
laft!

The Little Orey-man now he fet up a yell

Which was heavd in the halls of fair Aix-la-Cha-
pcUe,

Herais'd up his head, and he rais'd up his chin;
And he grinn'd, as he iliouted, a horrible grin ;

And he laugh'da loud laugh, and his cap up he cafh,

EMulting, as breath'd the fond lovers their lafi.

As in each other's arm« dead the fond lovers fell,

O'-.- the black lonely heath toU'd a lov.', diliaat
bell

;

From the gibbets and cron"es fhrieks iiTu'd, ant}

groans, , i

And wild to ihe blaft fievv the fcuUs and the bones;
While the Little Grey-Man, midft a liower of

blood,

In a whirlwind was hurl'dintoSombcrmoiid's wood.

Of Mary-Ann's forrows, and Leopold's woes,
Long fliall Maife's dark flreara tell the tale as'S

llovvs :
i

Long, long fhall the goffips of Aix-la-Chapelle,.i|
Of the heath and its horrors, the traveller tell:

Who fliall prick on his fteed v,iih what fwiftnel
he can,

Left he meet in the twilight the Little Grey-Mai

On the Feaft of St. Auftin, toSombermond's faii^ij

Flock the youth of both fexes, iis revels to fhare;

And in dainty sppnre!, all gallant and gay, "

With dance, and with carols, and mirth, cheer th<

day;

While the proud caftie's portal expanded, invites

To the hall's ample board, and its feftive delights

And there, on the richly-wrought arras, they viev

Depifted, the woes of theleiovers fo true ;

'I he troubles their forrowful days that befel,

And the fate uf the darling of Aix-la-Chapelle;
Behold, as Ihe bloom'd, the belov'd Mary- Ann,
And the heart-freezing fcowl of the Little Grev

Man.

H Bumbury
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Crazy Jane.

WHY, fair maid, in ev'ry feature,

Are fuch figns of fear exprefs'd ?

Can a wand'ring wretched creature

With fuch terrors fill thy breaft ?

Do my frenzy looks alarm thee ?

Truft me, fweet, thy fears are vain

:

Not for kingdoms would I harm thee;

Shun not then poor Crazy Jane.

Doft thou weep to iee my anguifh ?

Mark me, and avoid my woe :

When men flatter, figh, and languilh.

Think them falfe— I found them fo.

For, I lov'd—oh ! fo fincerely,

None could ever love again :

But the youth I lov'd fo dearly

Stole the wits of.Crazy Jane.

Fondly my young heart receiv'd him,

Which was doom'd to love but one :

He figh'd—he vow'd— and I believ'd him ;

He was falfe—and I undone.

From that hour, has reafon never

Held her empire o'er my brain ;

Henry fled!—With him for ever

Fled the wits of Crazy Jane.

Now, forlorn and broken-hearted,

And with frenzy 'd thoughts befet,

On that fpot, where laft we parted.

On that fpot where firll we met,

Still I fing my love lorn ditty,

Still I flowly pace the plain ;

Whilft each pafTer-by, in pity.

Cries—" God help thee, Crazy Jane !"

G. JH. Lewis-

If a Landiman would know.

TF a landfman wou'd know the true creed of a tar,

Tell him this.jufl; his wifh to belay,

A failor beloves, foul or fair, peace or war,

'lis all for the beft come what may.

His heart at humanity's poll never nods,

Honeft fympathy beams in his eye ;

In battle fuccefsful, if not, where's the odds ?

He won't run, but with glory he'll die.

His home and relations he feems to forego.

But his country new joys can impart
;

For a true honeft tar, don't we all of us know,

Finds a home in each Englifliman's heart.

Brittania's his mother, his brethren are we,

And befides, 'tis with rapture I fing.

That each gallant lad who for us braves the fea.

Finds a father belov'd in his king.

The Death of Crazy Jane.

O'ER the gloomy woods refounding.

Far, far from the joylefs vale,

Deep the heavy death-bell founding.

Tolls a lucklefs maiden's knell

!

Nearer on the low wind floating,

Sweetly flows the tuneful fl;rain;

Pity's choir the dirge devoting

To the fliade of Crazy Jane.

In the grove where erft her ditty.

Wild and loud the mourner rais'd.

While the virgins, mov'd with pity.

Wept to find poor Jane was craz'd !

In that grove, in plaintive numbers.
Slowly falls the folemn ftrain.

Where the haplefs maiden flumbers.

There in peace refts Crazy Jane.

In that grove where Henry left her.

Bleeding vi'ith love's cruel fmart,
When defpair of fenl'e bereft her.

When affliftion broke her heart ;

In that grove forbear to languifh,

Gentle virgins ceafe the flrain

—

Death has luU'd, from grief and anguifll,

Love's fad viftim, Crazy Jane.

Tom Starboard.

TOM Starboard was a lover true.

As brave a tar as ever fail'd
;

The duties ableft feamen do
Tom did ; and never yet had fail'd.

But wreck'd as he was homeward bound.
Within a league of England's coalf.

Love fav'd him fure from being drown'd.
For more than half the crew were loft.

In fight Tom Starboard knew no fear ;

Nay, when he loft an arm—refign'd,

Said, love for Nan, Lis only dear.

Had fav'd his life, and Fate was kind.

And now, tho' wreck'd, yet Tom return 'd,

Of all past hardfhips made a joke
;

For ftiH his manly bofom burn'd
With love—his heart was heart of oak.

His ftrength reflor'd, Tom nobly ran

To clieer his love, his deftin'd bride
;

But falle report had brought to Nan,
Six months before, that Tom had dy'd.

With grief {he daily pin'd away,

No remedy her life cou'd fave
;

Ar.d Tom arriv'd'—the very day

The)' laid his Nancy in the grave-
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Nothing in Life can Tadden us.

OH! nothing in life can fadden us,

While we have wine and good humour in

ftore ;

With ihefe and a little of love to madden us.

Show? me the fool that could labour tor more.

Come then bid Ganymede fill ev'ry bowl for you,

Fill them up bumpers and'drink as I call ;

I'm going to toafl ev'ry nymph of my loul for you,

Aye ! on my foul I'm in love with them all.

Dear creatures ! we can't live without 'em,

They're all that is fxeet and feducing to man,

Looking, lighing about and about them.

We doat on them, die for them, all that we can

Here's to Phillis— wliofe innocent bofon*

Is alu ays agog for fome novel delires

;

To day to get lovers— to morrow to lole 'em,

Is all that the innocent Phillis requires.

Here's to the gay little Jefly, who fimpers.

So very good humour'd whatever is done ;

She'll ]<irsyou,and that without whining or whim-

And do what you.pleafe with you, all out of fun.

Dear creatures, &c.

A bumper to "Fanny, I know you will fcorn her,

Becaufe fhe's a prude and her nofe is fo curl'd !

But if ever you chatted with Fan in a corner.

You'd fay (he's the beft little girl in the world !

Another to Lyddy, ftill ftruggling with duty.

And afking her confcience ftill whether fhe

fhould;

While her eyes in the filent confeflion of beauty^^

Say, " only for fomething I certainly would."

Dear creatures, &c.

•Fill for Chloe—bewitching fimple.

Who angles the heart, without knowing her

lure,

Still wounding around with a blufli or a dimple,

Nor feeming to feel that fhe alfo could cure.

Here's pious Sufan^ihe faint who alone, fir.

Could ever have made me religious outright

;

For if I'd fuch a dear little faint of my own, fir,

I'd pray on my knees to her half the long night.

Dear creatures, &c.

The Infolvent Debtor.

DEVOID of all care was my morning of life.

Friends and traffic fulfill'd each deiire.

As true and as good, as fhe's fair, w^as my wife,

And my babes lifp'd the joy of their fire.

But Misfortune, dire fpeftre, my hopes did deprefs.

And villainy injur'd my fatne;

My credit once great, ev'ry moment grew lefs,

And friendfhip I found but a name.

A hard-hearted creditor view'd my diftrefs.

His foul was ne'er form'd to relieve !

He plung'd me, alas! in a prifon's recefs,

Depriv'd of all fenfe but to grieve.

"No friend took the pains my dark manfion to feel:.

My wife dimm'd each eye with a tear,

My children—but why of their woesfhouldlfpeak?
It drives me alas I to defpair.

Sharp mifery flings—fortune hovers around,

The lifc-lprings of comfort are dry,

No relief for fo woe-worn a wretch can be found,

But 10 hide his defpair and to die.

y^. C. Crcjs

Steady fhe goes.

THE Eiitifh tar no peril knows.
But iearlefs braves the angry deep.

The fiiip's his cradle of repofe,

Andfweetly rocks him to his fleep.

He tho* the raging lurgesfwell :

In his hammcck.
In his hammock fwings,

When the fleerfman fings.

When the fteerfman fings.

Steady fhe gees, all well, all well.

Steady Ihe goes.

While on the main-top yard lie fprings.

An Engliili vtffel heaves in view.

He ask."-, bill Ibe no letter brings

From bonny Kate, he lov'd fo true ;

Then fighs he for his native dell,

Yet to hope he clings.

To hope he clings.

While the fleerfman fings,

While the fteerfman fings.

Steady Ihe goes, all well, &c.

The ftorm is paft, the battle's o'er.

Nature and man repole in peace.

Then home-J ard bound, on England's fhore.

He hopes for joys that ne'er will ceafe ;

His Kate's fweet voice thofe joys foretell.

And his big heart fprings.

His big heart fprings.

While the fteerfman fings.

While the fteerfman fings.

Steady Ihe goes, all well, &c.

Spring.

THE winter of dulnefs is o'er,

Rejefter of ev'ry gay ftrain.

And Spring comes to vifit once more.

The cheerlefs and difmantled plain !

New cloathing the groves do receive.

Fine flowers bedeck the frefh green ;

Kind Nature begins now to live,

And welcomes young Spring for her queen-

Before the approach of grey dawn.
The lark quits her neft in the vale ;

In air fhe fings high o'er the lawn.

And wakes ev'ry bird in the dale.

Now wanton the tender young lambs.

Bound o'er the fteep hills in their play.

And bleat iheir foft notes round their dams,

The valley, re-echo the lay.

The bees now fearch round ev'ry bow'r;

To tafte vernal fweets are inclin'd :

If then you would chufe a fweet flow'r.

Sure thereon a bee will you find.

The nymphs with their fwains now retire,

From cities, fiom crowds, and from throngs.

And melt their young fwains with defire,

Whilft welcoming Spring with their fongs.

Gay mufic the woods and groves fill;

How charming and fweet is the noife !

When fitting beneath the pure rill,

The thrufti from the brake tunes her voice.

Ye nymphs join with me then to fing.

And make ev'ry valley rebound,

The praifes of fweet blooming Spring,

Whofe bounties difplay'd are around.
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Opprefs'd with Grief.

311

Air.—' Banks of HeliciK.''

OPPRESS'D -witli grief, opprefs'd with care,

A burden more than I can bear,

I fet me down and figh,

Oh, life thou art a galling load,

A long, a rough, a weary road.

To wretches fuch as I.

Dim backward as I call my view.

What fick'ningfcenes appear.

What forrows yet may pierce me thro',

i oo juftly I may fear.

Still caring, defpairing,

Muft be my biting doom,
My woes here, fhall clofe here.

But with the clofing tomb.

Happy ye fons of bufy life.

Who equal to the bluftering llrife.

No other view regard ;

Ev'n when the wiftied end's deny'd,

Yet while the bufy means are ply'd.

They bring their own reward.

Whilft I, a hope-abandon'd wight,

Unfitted with an aim,

Meet ev'ry fad returning night.

And ioylels morn the fame ;

You buftling, and juflling.

Forget each grief and pain,

I liftlefs, yet refllefs.

Find «v'ry profpedt vain.

How bleft the folitary's lot,

Who all forgetting, all torgot,

Withing his humble cell.

The cavern wild with tangl'd roots,

Sits o'er his newly gather'd fruits,

Befide his chryflal well.

Or haply to his ev'ning thought.

By unfrequented llream.

The ways of men are dlftant brought,

A faint coUefted dream.

While praifing, and raifing.

His thoughts to heav'n on high,

As wand'ring, meand'ring,

He views the folemn flcy.

,

Then I no lonely hermit plac'd.

Where never human footftep trac'd,

Lefs fit to play the part;

The luckey moment to improve,

And juft to flep, and jufl: to move.

With felf refpedling art

;

But, ah ! thofe pleafures, loves and joys,

Which I too keenly tafte.

The folitary can defpife.

Can want, and yet be bleft.

He needs not, he heeds not,

Or human love or hate,

Whilft I here, muft cry here.

For perfidy ingrate.

Oh ! enviable early days.

Dancing in thou^htlefs pleafure's maze.

To care, to guilt unknown I

How ill exchang'd for riper times.

To feel the follies or the crimes.

Of others or my own.

Ye tiny elves that guiltlefs fport,

Like linnets in a bufti.

Ye little know the ills ye court.

When manhood is your wiftil

The lofTes, the croffes.

That aftive man engage,

The fears all, the tears all.

Of dim declining age.

The Shipwreck'd Tar.
Air,—" Tvits in tit gonJ Ship Sivir.'

ESCAP'D with life, in tatters,

Behold me fafe on fliore.

Such trifles little matters,

I'll foon get togs galore

;

For Poll fwore when we parted.
No chance her faith would jar,

And Poll's too tender hearted
To flight a fl)ipwreck'd tar.

To Poll his courfe ftraight fleering.

He haftens on apace.

Poor Jack can't get a hearing,

She never faw his face
;

From Meg, and Doll, and Kitty,
Relief was juft as far.

Not one has the leaft pity.

For a poor fhipwreck'd tar.

This, whom he thought love's needle.
Now his fad mifery mocks,

That wants to find the beadle,

To fet him in the flocks

;

Cry'd, this is hard dealing.

The elements at war,
Than this had kinder feelings,

They fav'd a ftiipwreck'd tar.

But all their taunts and fetches

A judgment are to me,
I lor thefe harden'd wretches.

Dear Nancy, flighted thee ;

But fee poor Tray aflails me,
His miftrefs is not far,

He wags his tail and hails me,
Tho' a poor Ihipwreck'd tar.

'Twas faithful love that brought him,
A leflbn for mankind !

'Tis one, cry'd I, I taught him ;

For on my conftant mind ,

Thy image dear was graven.

And now remov'd each bar.

My arms fliall be the haven
For my poor ftiipwreck'd tar.

Heav'n and my love reward thee!

I'm fhipwreck'd, but I'm rich.

All ftiall with pride regard thee.

Thy love flball fo bewitch.
With wonder each fond fancy.

That children near and far,

Shall lifp the name of Nancy,
That fav'd the Shipwreck'd Tar.

BALLAD.

Lord William

NO eye beheld vihen William plung'd
Young Edmund in the ftream ;

No human ear but Vl'illiam's heard
Young Edmund's drowning fcream.

Submiflive all the valTals own'd
The murderer for their Lord

And he, tlie rightful heir, pofl^efs'd

The houfe of Erlingford.

'1 he ancient houfe of Erlingford

Stood midft a fair domain.

And Severn's ample waters near

Roll'd through the fertile plain.
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And often the way-faring man
Would love to linger there.

Forgetful of his onwaid road,

To gaze on fcenes fo fair.

But never could Lord William dare

To gaze on Severn's ftream ;

In every wind thatfwept its waves
He heard young Edmund fcream.

In vain at midnight's filent hour
Sleep clos'd the murderer's eyes ;

In ev'ry dream the murderer faw
Young Edmund's form arife.

Ill vain, by reftlefs confcience driven.

Lord William left his home.
Tar from the fcenes that faw his guilt,

In pilgrimage to roam.

To other climes the pilgrim fled

But could not fly defpair;

He fought his home again, but peace
Was ftill a ftranger there.

^acli hour was tedious lung, yet fwift

The months appear'd to roll

;

And now the day return'd that fliook

With terror William's foul.

A day that William never felt

Return without difmay.

For well had conicience talender'd
Young Edmund's dying day.

A fearful day was that ! the rains

Fell faft, with tempeft roar.

And the fwoln tide of Severn fpread
Far on the level fhore.

In vain Lord William fought the feaft.

In vain he quafF'd the bowl.
And ftrove with noify mirth to drown
The anguifti of his foul.

The tempeft as its fudden fwell

In gufty howlingSTOtte,
With cold and death-liflE feelings feem'd
To thrill his fliuddering frame.

Reluftant now, as night came on
His lonely couch he prefs'd;

And, wearied out, he funk to fleep,

To fleep, but not to reft.

Befide that couch his brother's form,
Lord Edmund, feem'd to ftand.

Such and fo pale as when in death

He grafp'd his brother's hand :

Such and fo pale his face as when
With faint and faltering tongue,

To William's care, a dying charge,

He left his orphan fon.

" I bade thee, with a father's love,
" My orphan Edmund guard ;

" Well, William, haft thou kept thy charge !

" Now take thy due reward"—

He ftarted up, each limb convuls'd

With agonizing fear ;

He only fieard the ftorm of night

—

'Twas mufic to his ear.

When lo ! the voice of loud alarm
• His inmoft foul appals,—" What ho ! Lord William, rife in hafte !

*• The water faps ihy walls! "

:.'Ay

He rofe inliafte : beneath the walls

He faw the flood appear
;

It hemm'd him round, 'twas midnight now.
No human aid was near

He heard a (hout of joy, for now
A boat aproach'd the wall.

And eager to the welcome aid.

They crowd tor fafety all.

—" My boat is fmall," the boatman cry'd,

" This dangerous hafte forbea? !

« Wait other aid; this little bark
" But one from hence can bear."^

Lord William leap'dinto the boat,—" Hafte hafte to yonder fhore !

" And ample wealth Ihall well reward,
" Ply fwift and ftrong the oar."

—

The boatman plied the oar, the boat

Went light along the ftream
;

Sudden Lord William heard a cry

Like Edmund's drowning fcream.

The boatman paus'd,—" methought I heard
" A child's diftrefsful cry !"

—

—" Twas but the howling wind of night,"

Lord William made reply,

" Hafte, hafte—ply fwift and ftrong the oar I

" Hafte—'hafte acrofs the ftream !"—
Again Lord William heard a cry

Like Edmund's drowning fcream.

—" I heard a child's diftrefsful fcream,"—
The boatman cry'd again.—" Nay, haften on—the night is dark—
" And we fliould fearch in vain."

—

—" Oh, God ! Lord William, doft thou know
" How dreadful 'tis to die ?

" And ean'ft thou without pity hear
" A child's expiring cry ?

" How horrible it is to link
" Beneath the chilly ftream,

" To ftretch the powerlefs arms in vain,

" In vain for help to fcream ?"-—

The fhriek again was heard. It eame
More deep, more piercing loud

;

That inftant o'er the flood the moon
Shone through a broken cloud.

And near them they beheld a child.

Upon a crag he flood,

A little crag, and all around

Was fpread the rifing flood.

The boatman ply'd the oar, the boat
Approach'd his refting place.

The moon-beam fhone upon the child

And fhow'd how pale his face.

—'' Now reach thine hand!" the boatman cry'd,
" Lord William reach and fave I"

—

The child ftretch'd forth his little hands.

To grafp the hand he gave.

Then William fliriek'd ; the hand he touch'd
Was cold, and damp, and dead !

He felt young Edmund in his arms
A heavier weight than lead.

The boat funk down, the murderer funk
Beneath the avenging ftream ;

He rofe, he fcream'd !—no human ear

Heard William's drowning fcream-

Robert Southtv-
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The Pretty Hay- maker.

''T~'WAS in June, rofy June,
JL That I faunter'd one morning,

All alone thro' the fields

Juft as Phoebus was dawning :

M hen fortune fo fix'd it

For which the deuce take her,

I muft fall deep in love

With a pretty Hay-maker;
Yes, in love, deep in love,

With a little Hay-maker.

Bhe was fair, and well form'd,

E JNay, all lovely I own it,

\nd grafs here and there

Into hillocks had thrown it :

Her words were " fland by, fir
!"

And I ilrove to forfake her,

But, no, I was caught

By this pretty Hay-maker;
Fes, in love, &c-

Twas her figure, her niein,

And two pretty black eyes, fir,

With a blufti the moft fweet

Took my heart by lurprize, fir ;

Twas a fomething bewitching,

For which the deuce take he'r,

Made me fall deep in love

With this pretty Hay- maker ;

Yes, in low, &c

What to do I^can't tell,

For a caufe more perplexing

Was iure never known.
No, i>or truly more vexing ;

Pray, young men have a care

Of the fields, ami each raker.

Left you fall deep in love

With fome pretty Hay-maker.

For I'm trapp'd, fairly trapp'd,

By a little Hay-maker !

T
'Tis Money that {"educes.

IS money that feduces atl mankind,

For that we temp the feas, and brave the wind;

In city, court and country, that is the general cry
;

There's none but will be iold if you can buy.

The parfon fells you prayers, the lawyer fells you

lies,

The doftor fells you death, he's a fool ihat buys

:

The pretty lady fells her magic ring,

The ftatefman fells his country and his king.

When I was a Chit.

TT/'HEN I was a chit, juft enter'd Kiy teens
» ^ And the men would be aflving a kifs

;

Thinks I to myfeif, I fcarce know what it means,
But I think I ought not to fay yes:

To be fure it was fine,

Wl^en they call'd me divine,

Tho' Tve nmper'd and cry'd—let me go;
Odear, fir! Ola!
I'll acquaint my mamma,

If thus you keep teazing and fqueezing me fo.

Improving in (kill as advancing in years,
Each lefl"on of love got by heart;

More eager my hopes, more decided my feari.

Poor nature fought refuge in art

—

At each fwain that drew nigh,
I look'd under my eye,

Andloiter'd, pretending to go :

If preft to fit down,
I exclaimed with a frown, ,

How dare you keep teazing and fqueezing me fo r

Coqueting's now o'er, and, -fettled for life,

Each feeling is fairly confefs'd

;

Attach'd to the duties of parent and wife,

'Tis nature ftill reigns in the breaft :

To my heart's bofom friend

I no coolnefs pretend,

Nor from him feem anxious to go

;

•

,

Nor ever complain,

With affefled difdain,

How t'are, &:.

Damon,

ON every hill, in every grove,

Alongthe margin of each ftream,

Dear confcions fcenes of former love,

I mourn, and Damon is my theme.
The hills, the groves and ftreams remain.
But Damon there I feek in vain.

The hills, &C.

From hill; from dale each charm is fled
;

Groves, flocks and fountains pleafe no more :

Each flower in pity drops its head.
All nature doth my lofs deplore.

All, all reproach the faith lefs fwain,
Yet Damon flill I feek in vain.

All all, &e.
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The Farmer's Son.

ii

SV/EET Neily, my heart's delight.

Be Icp/ing, and do not flight

The offer I mal-e,

Fof modefty's la];e,

I honour your beauty bright :

For fove I profefs,

I can do no lefs,

Thou haft my favour won •,

And fince I fee,

Your modefly,

I pray agree,

And fsncy me,

Tho' I am but a farmer's fon.

Nr^ ; I am a lady gay

;

"Tis very well known I may
Have "men of renown,

In country or towji,

,So, Roger without delay.

Court Bridget, or Sue,

Kate, Nancy, or Prue,

Their loves will foon be won ;

As tho' I were
Ar my lad pray'r.

But don't you dare

To fpeal£ my fair.

To marry a farmer's fon.

My father has riches ftore,

Two hundred a year, or more,

Befides fheep and cows.

Carts, harrows and ploughs
;

His age is above threefcore ,

And when he does die.

Then merrily I

Shall enjoy what he has won';

Both land and kine.

All fball be thine,

If thoul't incline.

And be but mine,

And marry a farmer's fon.

A fig for your cattle and co^ii.

Your proffer'd love I fcorn,

'Tis known very well.

My name it is Nell,

And you're but a bumpkin born.

W<il, fince it is fo.

Away I will go.

And I liope no harm is done ;

Farewcl, adieu

!

I hope to woo.
As good as you.

And win her too,

Tho' I am but a farmer's fon.

Be not in halle, quoth fhe,

Perhaps we may flill agree.

For, man, I proteft,

I was but in jeft ;

' Come, prithee fit down by me :

For thou art the man
That verily can

Perform what muft be done ;

Both ftrait and tall,

Qenteel witha'.l.

Therefore I fhall

Be at thy call,

To marry a farmer's ion.

Deir lady believe me now,
I loiemnly fwear and vcw.

No lords in their lives

Take pleafure in wivef.

Like fellows that follow the plough;

For whate'er they gain,

With labour and pain.

They don't to harlots ruii,

As courtiers do :

I never knew
A London beau.

That could out do, '

A country farmer's fon.

Soft is the Zephyr.

SOFT is the zephyr's breezy wing,

- And balmy is the breath of fpr;ng.

When o'er the filent dewy vale

Its varigated fweets exhale :

Stolen from the frefhen'd flow'r,

Glift'ning witli an ev'ning fhovv'r ;

From the violet's neftar'd dew,

And the rofe of purple hue.

Tight Lads of the Ocean.

I
SING of that life of delight beyond meafure.

That tars calmly lead on the boifterous main ;

Where toil is enjoyment, where trouble's all plea-

fure.

And where men lofe their lives a fure fortune

to gain;

Where you fear no difeafes but ficknefs and fcurvy

Where the water ftinks Iweetly by way of a zeft,

Where you walk on your legs if you're not top-

fey turvey.

And where, though you fleep foundly, you're

never at reft ;

Then pufh round thecan, O you have not a notion

Of faiiors, their grog, and their fweethearts and
wives.

Ah! ghje me, my foul, the tight lads of the ocean.

Who, though they're fo wretched, lead fuch

happy lives. *

Then you're always of billows' and winds in the

middle.

That fo dafh, and fo whiftle, and bodder your
ears.

And play a duet with the tar's fong and fiddle.

So fweetly that founds and that nobody hears :

Then to fee the tight lads how they laugh at a

flranger.

Who fears billows can drown, andnineppunders
can kill—

You're f^fe, fure enough, were you not in fuch

danger.

And might loll at your eafe if you could but fit

ftill

Then pufh round the can, &c. ,

What of perils that always the fame are fo vari-

ous.

And thro' fhot-holes and leaks leave wide open
de^ath's doors.

Devil a rifk's in a battle wer't not fo precarious,

Storms were all gig and fun, but for breakers

and fhores

!

In fhort, a tar's life, you may fay that I told it.

Who leaves quiet and peace foreign coiwtries to

roam,

Is, of all other lives, I'll be bound to uphold it

The beft life in the world next to flaying at

home.

Then pulli round the can, Sic.
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The worth of Wine.
A ; R ,—

' Let's ht jovial, fill car glaffes
.

'

'T^IS wine that clears the underflanding,

,

* Makes men learn'd without books;
Fits the gen'ral for cnmmandinjr,
And glv-es fclJiers fiercer looks.

fflth a fa, la, la, &c-

'Tis wine that gives a life to lovers.

Heightens beauties of the fair
;

.Truth from fall'eiiood it dilcovers.

Quickens joys, and conquers care.

fflik afa, la, la, &c.

Wine will fet our fouls on fire,

Fits us for all glorious things ;

When rais'd by Bacchus we afpire

At flights above the reach of kin^s.

If'kk a fa, la, h, &c.
Bring in honny magnus plenty,

pe each' glais a bumper crown'd

;

None to flinch till they be empty.

And full fifty toafts go rourid.
.

IHfh a fa, la, la, £s'ir.

Srnirky Nan.
Air,—'Namy, 0.'

AH ! woe is me, poor Willy cry'd, %

See how I'm wafted to a fpan
;

My heart I loft, when firft I fpy'd

The charming, lovely milk-maid Nan.

il'm grown fo weak, a gentle breeze

Of diilky Roger's winnowing fan

Would blow me o'er yon beachy trees.

And all for thee, my fmirky Nan.

The ale-wife mifTes me of late,
,

I us'd to take a hearty can ;

But I can neither drink nor eat,

Unlefs 'tis brew'd and bak'd by Nan.

The baker makes the beft of bread.

The flow'r he takes, and leaves the bran,
The bran is ev'ry other maid,

Compar'd with thee, my fmirky Nan.

Dick of the green, that nafty loWn,
Laft Sunday to .my miftrefs ran.

He fnatch'd a kils; I knock'd him down,
Which hugely pieas'd my fmirky Nan.

But, hark ! the roaring foger comes,

And rattles tanlara tnran.

She leavei her covys for noify drums

;

Woe's me, I've loft my fmirky Nan.

The Rival.

OF all the torments^ all the care,

By which our lives are curft ;

Of all the forrows that we bear,

A rival is tho worft.

V>y partners in another kind

vVfiliftion cafier grow
;

In love alone we hate to find

Companions in our woe.

Sylvia, for all the griefs you fee,

Arifing in my breaft,

I beg not that you'd pity me.
Would you but flight the reft,

Howe'er fevereyou rigorou* are,

Alone with them I'd cope ?

I can endure my own defpair,

But not nnother's hope.

Love, Dfiak and Debt.

I
HAVE been in love, and in debt, and in drink,
Thefe maijy and many a year

;

And thefe are plagues enough, I fliould think,
For any poor mortal to bear.

'Twas love made me fall into drink.
And drink made me fall into debt

;

And though I have ftruggl'd and fl,rov»

I cannot get out of them yet.

There's noihing but money can cure me
And rid <ne of all my pain

;

'Twill pay all my debts,

And remove'all my lets;

And my. miftrefs that cannot endure me,
Will love me, and love me again;

Then, then I fhall fall to ray loving and drinking
again.

Stand by, clear the Way.

TT7"HAT tho' they call me a country lafs

» " 1 read it plainly in my glafs,

That for a dutchefs I might pafs;
Oh, could I fee the day .'

Would fortune but attend my call,

A t park, at play, at ring and ball,
I'd brave the proudeft of them all.

With a ftand-by, clear the way.

Surrounded by a croud of beaux,
With fmart toupees, and powder'd clothes
At rivals I'd turn up my nofe:

Oh, could I fee (he day I

I'd dart fuch glances from thefe eyes.

Should make fome duke or lord my prize ;

And then, oh I how I'd tyrannize.

With a ftand-by, clear the way.

Oh ! then for ever new delight.

For equipage, and diamonds bright.

Quadrille, and balls, and phys ail night :

Oh, could I fee the isj !

Of love and joy I'd take my fill.

The tedious hours of life to kil!

;

In ev'ry thing I'd have my will.

With a fland-by, cleaf the way.

The Orphan.

Air,

—

'^ Csttagftn the Moor:."

TL F pity, fweet maid, ever dweid in thy breaft.
Oh, look with confipafiion on one that's diftrefs'd

An orphan, alas! no relations remain, .

I'm chill'd with the cold, I'm wet with the r.iin.

From morning till evening I wander along,
Unheeded by all, tho' I plaintively moan ;

But children of pleaUive pafs by in difHain,
Nor think on the orphan that's wet with the rain.

My garr-nnts are tatter'cf, my looks pale a;id wan,,
I'm willing to labour, yet .work I have none

;

I'm finking with hunger, no food can I gain.

Then pity the orphan that's wet with ths rain.

But God fends relief-to the orphans unknown,
For peace and contentment is a happy throne

;

Thenlook with compafsion, ne'er look with difdain
And pity theorphan that's wet with thcrair..
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Doaiac.

In FinVamI there is a cadle which is called Ihe" Nfew Rock,

moaled aboul witli a rlv«r of unfounded depth, the water black,

and the filli therein very dillarteful to the palate. In this are

i>jecl]es often feen, which forelhew either the death of-the go-

vernor, or lomc primeofficerbelonging to the pljce ; and nnofl

onimnnly it appeareth in the (hape of an harper, fweetiy fing-

inj, dallying, ar.d flaying under ihe water.

It is reported of one Donica, that after (lie was dead, the

d jvil walked in her body for the fpacc of two years, fc that none

lufpefVed hut llie was. dill alive, for llie did both ("peak and eat,

shoupjh very fparingly ; only fhe had a deep palcnefs on her

t;oimteiiance, vhich was the only fign of death. At length a

n^fl^ician coming by where fhe was then in the company of

many other virgins, as.foon as he beheld her, he faid, " fair

" maids, why keep you company with this dead virgin whom
" you I'uppofe tobe alive ?".thcn taking away the magic charm

which was tied under her arm, the body fell down lifelefs and

without motion.

The following ballad is founded on tliefe (lories. They are

to be found in the notes to the Hierarchies of the bleffed angels;

a poem by Thomas Heywood, printed in folio by Adam
Islip, 1635. "-

HIGH on a roclc, -whofe caftled fliade

Darkcn'd the lake below,

In ancient ftrength mac^eilic ftood

The towers oi'ArliiAow.

The liflier in the late below

l)uriL never call his net.

Nor ever Swallow in its waves

Her pafling wings would wet.

The cattle from its ominous banks

In wild alarm would run,

Though parch 'd with thirft, and faint beneath

The fummer's fcorching fun.

For fometimes, when no pafling breeze

The long lank fedges waved.

All white with foam, and heaving high,

Its deafening billows raved.

And when the tempeft from its bafe

The rooted pine would fhake,

The powerlefs ftorm unruffling fwept

Acrofs the calm dead lake.

And ever then when death drew near

Ihe houfe.of Arlinkow,

Its dark unfdthom'd depths did fend

Strange mufic from belaw.

The Lord of Arlinkow was old.

One only child had he •,

Donica was the maiden's name,

As fair as fair might be.

A bloom as bright as opening morn,

Flufh'd o'ver her clear white cheek;

The niufic of her voice was.rrvild,

Her full dark eyes were meek.

Far was her beauty known, for none

So fair could Finland boaft ,

Her parents loved the maiden much.

Young Eberhard loved her molt.

Together did they hope (o tread

The pleafant path of life.

For now the day drew near to mate

Donica Eberhard's wife.

The eve was fair, and mild the air,

Along the lake they ftray :

The ealteru hill reflecting bright

Tlie fading tints of day.

And bris^htly o'er the water flream'd

The liquid radiance wide -,

DoTiica's little dog ran on,

And irambol'd at her fide

Yo'iiii, health, and love, bloom'd on her cheek;

Her iuU dark eyer, exprels

In many a glance 10 Eberhard,
Her foul's meek tendernefs.

Nor found was heard, nor pafling gale
Sigh'd through the long lank fedge

;

7 he air was hufh'd—no little wave
Dimpled the water's edge.

Sudden the unfathom'd lake fent forth
Strange mufic from beneath.

And flowly o'er the waters fail'd

The folcmn founds of death.

As the deep founds of death arofe,

Donica's cheek grew pale;

And in the arms of Eberhard
The fenfelefs maiden fell.

Loudly the youth in terror fhriek'd,

And loud he call'd for aid ;

And with a wild and eager look
Gaz'd on the death-pale maid.

But foon again did better thoughts
In Ebeehard arife.

And he with trembling hope beheld
The maiden raife her eyes.

And on his arm reclin'd, fhe mov'd,
With feeble pace and flow,

And foon with ftrength recover'd, reach'd

The towers of Arlinkow

Yet never to Donica's cheek
Return'd the lively hue;

Her cheeks were deathy white and wan,
Her lips a livid blue

Her eyes fo bright and black of yore,

Were now more black and bright;

And beam'd ftrange lustre in her face,

Sp deadly wan and white,

The dog that gambol'd by her fide.

And loved with her to ftray

Now at his alter'd miftrefs howl'd^-

And fled in fear away-,
I

Yet did the faithful Eberhard
Not love the maid the lefs ;

<

He gaz'd with forrow, but he gaz'd

With deeper tendernefs.

And when he found her health unharm'd.
He would not brook delay.

But prefs'd the not unwilling maid
To fix the bridal day.

And when at length it came, with joy
They hail'd the bridal day,

And onward to the houfe of God
They went their willing way.

And af they at the altar fl;ood

And heard the facred rite.

The hallow'd taper dimly flream'd

A pale fulphureous ligiit.

And as the youth, with holy warmth.
Her hand in his did hold,

Sudden he felt Donica's hand
Grow deadly' damp and cold.

And loudly did he fliriek, for lo

!

A fpirit met his view
;

And Eberhard in the angel form
His own Donica knew.

That inftant from her earthly form
Howling the dscmon fled,

And at the fide ot Eberhard
The livid fotm fell d<ad.

Hc'crt SoutJity-
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Wine and Wifdom; or, the Tipling

Philofophers.

WISE THALES, the Father of all

The Greek Philofophical Crevv.

Ere he gaz'd at the Heavens, would call

For a chirruping Bottle or two ;

That, when he had brighten'd his Eyes,

He the Planeis might better behold,

And make the Fools think he was wife

By the whimfical Tales that he told.

THA L E S, the Mihfittn, was fiift eminent for hit Know-
ledge in Alttoloty, and of thofe Conftellations which at tliat

time '\verr; moit ftudy'd among the Fienicians^ and by which

they fail'd: but afterwards, by his Travels into Ejii, and

bis Rcfidence there for feme time, in the Court ol King A-

naftSf he fo improved hij> Learning, that he rc«urnM home to

Miletui, and became the firft Author of the Mathematicks,

md Natural I'hilofophy, among the Greciani, and juftly ob-

tain'd the I'refcitoce of the other VViiemen for hU fpcCulative

Learning.

Wife SOLOy, who carefully gave

Good laws unto Athens of old.

And thought the Rich Crcefus a Slave,

Tho' a King, to his Coffers of Gold.

'He delighted in plentiful lio^vls,

But drinking much talk v^'ould decline,

Becaule 'twas the Cuftom of Fools

To prattle much over their Wine.

SOLON was born at Salimis, a'-d i^iev fo famou'i for

his Wifdom, that he wa^ courted by the City of Arheni to

prtfcribe Laws- to the Aiheniam* It was he alio thiit defpifed

the Richet of Crcefus, when he expeiled to be Complimented

for the abundance of his Wealth. And beirg alked by Pcri-

andcr, at a drinking Match, whether his Silence was owing

to his Folly, SoUn anf\str'd, >V, /«/ can be JiUut in hts Cnfs,

PHERESrOES, when cloy'd with good Wine,
linpiudently (ell to cold Water:

From ihence many things did divine.

Which happen'd by accident after:

But when he began to defpife

Warm Juice, for a Liquor fo cool,

His Body was rurn'd into Lice,

And he louiily dy'd like a Fool.

F H E R ECT D BS was born in Syrut, and made him-

felf famjus by foretelling an Eatlliquake, from a Glafs of

Water which one of his Scii.ilars gave him to drink. Some

time before his Death he avoided all Company, and at length

dy d mUerably, eattn up with Lice.

jiNAXAGORAS, drank like a Lord.

Till Wine had -quite dazzl'd his fight.

And, when he was tipfv, averr'd,

Tliat Snow was all black, tho' it's white ;

Yet ftill he made fhift to behold,

Tliat the Sun had a Stone in his Faca,

Which, according as he had foretold,

Fell do'A n by a River in Thrace.

ANAXAGORAS wi? born it GJ.jTemcna, who, a-
mong the reft of his Phiiolbphical AITtrtons, affirm'd Snow
to be black, and was very famous for foretelling, that a Sfone
(liould drop, at inch a time, fiom the Body of the Sun, which
fell accordingly at the Kiver A^et in thracc.

Grave ARCHELAUS tippl'd much Wine.
Or fure he could never have thought

That the lights, which above us do Ihine,
Were Maffes of Iron Red-Hot.

His Pupils mufl certainly think
That their Mafler had gally'd his Wits,

Or that he was us'd in his drink
To let out fuch.merry Conceits.

ARCHELAUS wis an Aihaian, nr a Melrftan, un-
decided whether; amonp; the lelt of his Philofophicil Notions
he -.fferied. that the Stars were burning MaOes of Iron, of
which the Sun was the greatelK

Old SOCRATES ne'er was content
Till a Bottle had heightened liis Joy«,

Who, in's Cups to the Oracle ^^•ent,

Or he ne'er had been counted fo Wife.
Late Hours he cprtainlj lov'd.

Made Wine the delight of his Life,

Or Xaniippe would never have prov d
Such a damnable Scold of a Wife.

SOCRATES was born \t Akfjccf, an Aihiniaji vih^f-.
and was called by the Oracle, the wifeft Man : For ihf
belter tryal of his Philofophical Temper he had i very per-
verfe Wife, nam'J Xar.iippc, wh" us'd to tell him, thit hi!

Oiily marry'd her to tiCrcife Lis Patience.

Bold XENOPHON.^tiAfd awhile,
Till he found the true way to be Wifif,

Was all Night at the Bottle, to toil.

Till the Sparkles flew out ©f his Eyes

;

Which fo nobly infpir'd his Sniil,

That he rook up the Sword and the Shield,

So quitted his Books for the Bowl,
And became a brave Man in the Field,

XENOPHON was born ti Athnt, was a Follnwer of
Strmti!, and became an eminent Philiifoplur ; but. delipht-
ing in Arms, he betook himfelf to the Field, and became e

famous General, wnn many (ignal viftories for the Alhmicni,
but dy'd at Corinth, of a confiderable Age.

ARISTIPPUS, the Frolick and Gay,
Tho' Wife, would not baulk his delight.

But drank in the Pride of the Dav,
Hug'd Lais of Corinth at Night.

He was always as free as a Prince,

And quick at a pun or a Jeft ;

Would never grudge any Expenfe
To purchafe a Cup of the befl.

ARISTIPPUS, by Birth, was a Cyrene^n, alfo Foun-
der of the Sea fo call'd. He was a great anmircr, in his

Vouth, and htaier ol i-ocraics ; but notwithlfanding the f^re-

cipts
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cepts of 'lis MaReE, was (o addifted to Luxury, Prodigality.

V\ine, and Women, that no Advice could reclaim him. At the

FeiK of Nejuunc, licld annually at M^ma, he became acquaintc-d

with that famous £trumpc-t, Lait ot Ceriti'.b, wiih whom l«e us'd

level, very much to l.ia difcrcdi:.

HEGESIAS, Death's Orator, taught

That Life uas fcarce aortii our defire;

But the Caiife of his duhiefs of Thouglir,

Was the want of a Glafs to infpire i

For drinking a bottle by Chance,

He found ou: the Pleafure of Life,

And vovv'd 'twas the way to advance

The Soul above Sorrow and Strife.

HEG E S I :d S vvas fumam'd Dtatli's OratJT, from a Book
of hi' writing, wi.erein he Jets forth tne incouveniencies of Life,

ajid the Advantages of Death, with fo much Alt and Rhe-
torick, that his falacious Reafuning induc'd many to defpife the

former and embrace the latter for the Benefits thereof; but

himfelf had more Wit than to confirm hii Doctrine by a wilful

KefigaatioUi

THEODORUS., that God of a Man,
Who fancy'd his Perfon Divirte,

Could never have been fo Prophane,

Without frequent Excefles of Wine ;

Nor could fuch an Atheift as he.

Be content with a moderate Load,

But mufl drink like a Fifh in the Sea,

To foar to the Pitch of a God.

7H E D R U S viz'i fumam'd the Athei/}, from a Book

that he wrote againrt the Eniftence of the Deity, and took upon

himfelf the name of Tkcoi, fignifying Gid. Slilfo aik'd him, in a

tpffing majiner, if he really thought himfelf to be what he call'd

himfelf, and he aofwer'd i'es ; upon which Stilp told him, he

might as well think himfelf a Jackdaw,

Lewd BION would Tipple like mad,
And talk very wickedly too.

Or elfe he would never have faid

The Gods were a Bafiardly Crew.
And when he got drunk at a Feaft,

To Crown his inebrious Joys,

He then would reel home like a Beaft,

And tap the But-end of his Boys.

BION was bred an Acaderoick, afterwards turned Cynick,

and at lad became a Follower of Theodirus the Atheill. He was

much given to Male-Venery with his own Scholars; an^ was

wont, as Laertius mentions in his Epitaph, to call the Gods, Sens

eflVheiei, but dy'd rcpentingly.

Old EUCUDES, Crafty and Crofs,

Who much to contention was given,

His Bumpers would cheerfully tofs.

To make his odd Temper more even,;

Yet was fo litigious a Sot,

And under fo wretched a curfe.

That the more flill he handl'd the Pot,

It made the old Rogue but the worfe.

E'UC L ID E S the Philofopher was born at Mcgara, was a

Hearer of Socraiss, but a very troublefome and contentious man,
infoinuch that his mafler told him he Was only fit to wrangle with
Sophin:, not to difpute with Men.

EUBULIDES, Ikill'd in the Cheats
Of Logick, would, over histalafs.

Endeavour to make his Deceits

With his ignorant Auditors pafs ;

But ftudying too much of the quirk,

And drinking too little good Wine,
Death fnatch'd him away with a Jirk,

And fpoil'd his falacious Defign.

EUBULIDES, born at Miletus, was not only a Philofopher, but
2 great Logician, who invented feveral ways of Argumentation
and Interrogation, particularly that call'd the Falacious, fo much in
tftctm in thofe Day:, that PHletui kill'd h:ml'clf -.sith ejceflive
i'.udy, to become Mailer of the lanoe.

MENEDEMUS, that maker of Tents,
Who alfo could handle his Arms,

When a Soldier, had always the fcnfe

To allow that the Bottle had Charms ;

But when he was mads a wife Sage
By Plato, that Heathen Divine,

He famillt'd himfelf in his h.'j,i:

For want of good Vid uals and Wine.
i,'

M E NED E MUS, the EretrUn, was, by Tride a Soldier
and a Tent maker, till by hearing of Ilato and others, he quitted
his Military Emplo ment and became a I'hilolbphtr. His Native
Country being endaved by Antigmui, King of Macedonia, he fo-

licitcd the Tyrant to fet his Country at Libeily, but not prevail-

ing, hcrefus'd all manner of Sulleaance, b'jloolt himtcif to reading,
and lUiv'd himlclf to death.

Old PLA70 was reckon'd Divine,
He wifely to Virtue was prone.

But had it not been for good Wine,
His Merits we never had known.

By Wine we are Generous made,
It furnifhes fancy with Wings,

Without it we ne'er fhouid have had
Philofophers, Poets, or Kings.

PLATO was born at jE^ina. a Town belonging to the
Alliemans, and lor the excellent Notions he had of a Deity, and
the Immortality of the Soul, in thole Heathenilh Times, his
Name has been fince honor d with the Kpithet of Dhme. He
was the firlt of the Academicks, was fingular for his Juftice as
well as Learning, gave great Impiovements to feveral Sciences,,
dy d at Athens, and was facrific'd to by the Mari, ai fomcthinc
more than Man.

SPEUSIPPUS, tho' learned, and Wife,
Yet marry'd when Jolly and Young,

But crown'd with the Battle his Joys,
In fpite both of Tale and of Tongue j

And when he was aged, and paft

The pleafures of Wine and a Friend,
He grew difcontented at laf^.

And boldly eompleated his end.

SPEUSIPPUS was born at Myrrhinus, marry'd one of
f/a/»'j- Kinfwomen, was fingular for his Prudence, but fo fickly
and infirm, that the teaze of his Dillemper provok'd him at lall
to put an end to his Miferies.

Young POLEMO drank and he whor'd,
Altho' he'd a pretty young Wife,

And pleafur'd his Lufis like a Lord,
Giving up to an infamous Life

;

But once being Drunk as a Rake,
He reel'd to Xenocrates's School,

Where the Sage took the trouble to make
A Philofopher of the young Fool.

POLEMO, born at Oeta, an Athenian V.llage, was verv
wild and extravagant in his Youth, and tho" he had a verv beau-
tiful Wile, was much given to Male-V,ncry, till happenin'c once,'
when he was warm'd with Wine, to Stasgcr with a Garlard upon,
his Head, into the School of Xemcrates, in order to deride his-
Precepts, which the old Man bore with the Pati;nce of a Philo-
fopher, and at lensith charm'd (he Spendthrift with fuch an adml-'
Table Difcourfe of Modcfly and Temperance, that he reclaim'd
him from his Extravagance, anS won him, at once, to the Study
of Philofophy.

ARCESIUUS, Noble and Free,
And learned and Wife as the reff.

Would merry and frolickfome be.

And drink, like a Duck, at a Feaff.

He valu'd no Public Reproach,
But flill would his Plmrnotir enjoy.

And when he was Tipfy would broach
A Wench, or a Catainite Boy.

ARCESILAUS, a Pytanean o( ACsla, viss a verv dc-
bauch'd Philofopher, but very Ctuerous to Ms frieuds. HeWas

'

not only given to Wine and Women, but alfo to the ufc ot boy?
;

from whence Anfi calls him an lilon.ien'j and Audacious
.Buggcrcr.

ARISTOTLE,
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JiRISlOTLE, that "Matter of Arts,

Had been but a Dunce without Wine,
And what \re aicribe to his Parts,

is but due to the Juice of the Vine.

His Belly fome Writers agree,

Was as large as a watering Trough,
He therefvjre jiimp'd into the Sea,

Becaufe lie'd have Liquor enough.

J R I STO T L E was born at Siagtra, and fo improv'd liis

Knowledge in all msnner of Ltaniing, that l;i Eoiiv leemM to be

( Stordioufe for the Souls of all the reft of the l-'hilofophers ; ytt

it is reported by fome Authors, that he, at laft, flung himftlf into

in Ann of the Sea, tali'rt the Euri'^fui, becauie fee couki not find

out the realon of its ebbing and flowing levcn timts a Day ; but

othcii ii) his dc.th was Natuial.

tHEOPHRASTUS, that Eloquent Sage.

By Athens fo greatly ador'd,

With the Bottle would boldly Engage;
When Mellow was brilk as a Bird,

Would Chat, tell a Story and Jell

Moft pleafantly over a Glafs,

And thought a dumb Gueft at a Feaft,

But a dull Philofophical A's.

THEOPHRASri/S, fo caTd by ArifiitU, for his Divine
Eloquence, was born at i''^^/, and waii after, for his learning, ib

greatly ador'd by the Atbcr.tarsAh^it yt^ienices having accus'd him
of Irrtligion, had much difficulty to efape be'iig fined. As Thrt-

ptraflus was once fitting by a filcnt Perlim, at a Peall, he faid to him,
//" ihiii art Igr.tmnl tieu dojl iiifely, iut if thti art Liurnld tklu

dojiJ colijfjjf in f^yii^g mthtng.

Old STRATO, who kept up a School

To teach Philofophical Drone?,

Drank Wine, like a Blockhead, by Rule,

Till h'ad fcarce any flefli on his Bones ;

Yet liv'd to a very great Age,

By conflantly wetting his Clay,

And when he grew fick of this Stage,

He infenfibly ftagger'd away.

STRJTO, born «t Lamffuum, was well !kiU\l In all tlje Parts

oFPhdufophy, and luccceded ThcophraJJui in his School. He was

naturally of a thin ConlVitution, and, at Itnijth, fo wore hirafelf

out by his indefatigable Study, that he drop'd away infenlibiy.

Old LTCON, the Pedant, who rais'd

His Fame by the teaching of Youth ;

With the beft of his Rhetorick prais'd

Thofe Wines th?. were fit for his Tooth-

He drank like a notable Sage

Till his Sands and his Liqtior were our.

Then dy'd at a reveren-l Age,

Of that curfed diftemper, the Gout.

L y'C N, born at T/s^i, was a Man of admirable Eloquence,

ind extremely well qualified for the Kducation of Youth. He
ivM fo the Aije of 74, and thea cxi.ii'd underthe AlliiGion of the

Cout.

DIOGENES, Surly and Proud,

\ Who Iharl'd at the f<Iiicet/o,i Youth,

Delighted in Wine that >vas good,

Becaufe in good Wine there is Truth;
irill gro < ing as Poor as a Joi,

Unable to purchafe a Flalk,

He chofe for his Manlion a Tub,
And liv'd by the Scent of the Caflc.

•D I G E ^^ E S, a Sinepifi by Birth, who fletl his Country

nto .-sf/zfedx for coining falfc Money, was fo cynically Proud, that

It bid Jltxandir the Great llaiui out of bl> Sunfliine ; and having

»dt to a Frienvl to tike him a Houfe, wlio nejlefliiig to do it ac-

:ordir.K to his Direcllon, as he pal 'd along the Strei't" in Jitem,
:lpy'd J huge Tub at a Cooper's Shop, which he bought lor his

'laD&on.

MENIPPUS, that Covetous Knave,
Who lent Money out upon Pawns,

And extravagant Premiums would have
Of his Friends and's Neighbours for Loan' -,

In Wine, or in any Delight

He ne'er would diminifh a Crofs,

Bu: rob'd of his Riches at Night
He hung himfelf after hi* Lofs.

MENIPPUS, faid by fome to be a Th^nidan Slav*, bjr

others to be the Son of one Balo of fiintui, wai To extremely
covtrtous that he bej'd a t;reat deal of Money, with whch he
purchas'd his Freedom, and turn'd Pawn-hrnker at T/.eiei, wtrc
Ibme Thieves broke inti his Houfe, and rob'd him of his WealtJ),
upon which he harg'd himf If. The Books afcrib'd to him «re

all Comical, tho' his Life was Mifefabk, and his end Tiagicat.

Old ZENO lov'd MuHck and Wine,
And often would fteal with his Friend

To a Mufick-houfe where he would dine,

And drink, when h'ad Money to fpend ,

At laft, overcome by the Glafs,

He ftagger'd and fell in his School,

Then vex'd he (hould be f.ich an Afs,

He Throttl'd himfelf like a Fool.

ZENO was torn at Cilkn, a Cyprian Town, would ofterj

accompany his Kriend Jntigoaus to the Houfe of a Muliciao,
nam'd Arif*cht, where they us'd to Feafl and he rntertained with
Mufick. In the 98th Year of his Age he h.-!ppen'd to fall, as Ve
was going out of his School, and broke one of his Fingers, upon
whidi he laid, / raxc, wty dt yc:i drive me ? and immediately
flrangled himfeiF.

ANTIPATHER, chat Prophet of old,

W^^ho was inch an accurate Sage,

Some fay, many Wonders foretold

In his Youth that fell out in his Age.;

But many are given to think.

That before he could ever Divine,

His Bottle he'd cheerfully drink.

Then guefs by the Strength of his Wine,

A NT I PAT HER of Sidon, was an eccMrate Difputatit, ^nd
(kilfulinrbe Myfteries of Divination, of which he wfote two
Books i dy'd at Athent a Irtrie before Qieert pen-d his Offices.

PrTHAGQRA^ did Silence enjoin

On his Pupils, who Wifdom would feek,

Becaufe that he tippl'd good Wine
Till himfeif was unable to fpeak ;'

And when he was u-Iiimficnl grown.

With fipping his plentiful Bowls,

By the ftrength of the Juice iti his Crown
He conceiv'd Tranfmigration of Souls.

PTl liAGORAS as mod Writers agree, was born at

Sidon in P/'a;nic-it7, tho' fome report otherwife. He was a great

Philofopler, alfo well n^ill'd in all t: e JUgypiintt Leamin?, and

in the Rites and Myfteries of R< llgion. For the better bridling of

the Tongues and Pafiions of his Scho'ars he us'd to enjoin them,
five Yeais lllencc ; alfo taught the Tranlmigr/ition of Souls, in

order to fnften their Humanity to all creatures that were under

their Subjeilion.

HERACLI'PUS would never deny

A Bumper to Comfort his Heart,

But when he was INIaudlin would cry,

Becaufe lie had empty'd his Qjiart

:

Tho' fjnie e'er fo fooliih to think.

That he wept at Man's Folly and Vice,

When 'twas only liis Cuftotn to Orliik

Till the Liquor flow'd out of his Eyes.

II E R AC L ITUS v/as an Efhe/i^n PhilofophcT, who
defpi 'd Grcatntfs for a folltary Life in the Wocdi, where he fed

upon Herbs, ai-<l gave himi'elf up to Philcilbphical Contemrlation.

Whenever he ap[iear'd in Publick, lie bc-.vaii'd, ^vith Tears, the:

Wickednefi; and MiKry of Mankind : At laft 1.1' crude Fare flspg

him Into a Drupfv, upon v.hich he return'd to the City, In hoitc:

of a Cure, but being difappointcd he dy'd in the .'tree!.

(coHCt-DSIOH IK HtKT NUMBIR.)
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Ofric the Liou.

OfiiGiNAL. M. G. Lewis.

SwiFTroU the Eliine's bill'j\vs,and water the plains,

Where Faikefifieiii Cafiie's majeftic remains.

Their mofs cover'd turrets ftill rear:

Oft loves the gaunt WQif midft the ruins to prowl,

\V hat time from the battlements pours the lone owl

Her plaints in ihe paflenger's ear.

No longer refourjd through the vaults of yon hall

The f;>fig of the minltrel, and mirth of the ball

;

' Tho(e pleafures to ever are fled ;

There now dwells the bat with her light-fhunning

brood.

There ravens and vultures now clamour for food,

And all is dark, lilent, and dread !

Ha ! doft thou not fee, by the moon's tremblin* light

Direifting his Heps, where advances a knight.

His eye big with vengeance and fate ?

'Tis Ofnc the Lion his nephew who leads,

And fwift up the crackling old ftaircafe proceeds,

Gains the hall, and quick clofes the gate.

^'Now round him young Carloman cafting his eyes,

Surveys the fad fcene with difmay and furprife,

And fear fieals the rofe from his cheeks.

His fpirits forfake hinr, his courage is flown;

'I'he hand of Sit Ofric he clafps in his own.

And while his roice -fault«rs he fpeaks.

—" Dear uncle," he murmurs, " why linger we
here ?

** 'Tis late, and thefe chambers are damp and are

drear,

" Keen blows through the ruins the blafl i

" Oh ! let us away and our journey purfuc:

" Fair Blumenberg's Gaftle will rife on our view,

Soon as Falkenflein fbrefl: is pafs'd.

« Why roll thus your eyeballs? why glare theyfo

wild ?

<' Oh J chide not my weaknels, nor frown, that a

child
" Should view thefe apartments with dread ;

" For know, that full oU have I heard trom my
nurfe,

«' There ftill on this caftle has refted a curfe,

" Since innocent blood here was Ihed.

" She faid, too, bad fpirits, and ghoflsall in white,

" Here ufe to refort at the dead time of night,

" Nor vanilh till breaking of day ;

•' And ftill at their coming; is heard the deep tone
•' Of a bell loud and awful hark .' hark 1 'iwas

a groan

!

" Good uncle, oh ! let us away 1"

—" Peace, ferpent !" thus Ofric the Lion replies,

While rage and malignity gloom in his eyes ;

" Thy journey and lite here muft clofe :

" Thvcaftle's proud turrets no more fhalt thou fee;

" No more betwixt Blumenberg's lordfhip and me
" Shalt thou ftand, and my greatnefs oppofe,

•' My brother lies breathlefs on Paleftine's plains,

" And thou once remov'd, to his noble domains
" My right can no rival deny ;

" Then, ftripling, prepare on my dagger to bleed
;

•• No fuccour is near, and thy fate is decreed,
" Commend thee to Jefus, and die.'"

Thus faying, he feizes the boy by the arm,

VV'hofe grief rends the vaulted hall's roof, while
alarm

His heart of all fortitude robs

;

His limbs fink beneath him ; diflraef^ed with fears,

Ke falls at his uncle's feet, bathes them with tears,

And—" fpare me ! oh fpare me .'"—he fobs.

But vainly the mifcreant he ftrives to appeafe
;

And vainly he clings in delpair round his knees'.

And fues in foft accents for life;

Unmov'd by his forrow, unmov'd by his prayer,

Fieri.e Ofnc has twifted his hand in his hair,

And aims at his bofom a knife.

But ere thefleel biuflies with blood, flrange to tell}

Self-ftruek, does the tongue ot tlie hollow -toned bell
The prefence of midnight declare:.

And while wuh amazement his hair briftles high
Hears Ofric a voice, loud and terrible crv.

In founds heart-appaling— *' Forbear!"

—

Straight curfes and flirieks through the chambers
refound,

Shrieks mingled with laughter: the walls fhake
around ;

The groaning ro jf threatens to fall ;

Loud bellows the thunder, blue lightings ftill flafh;
'I'he calements they clatier; chains ratile ; doors clafh'
And flames fpread their waves through the hall.

The clamour increafes, the portals expand !

O'er the pavement's bUck marble now rulhes a band
Of dasmons all dropping with gore.

In vifage fo grim, and fo monltruus in height.
That Carloman fcreams, as they burft on h\z ficrht,

And finks without fenle on the floor.

Not fo his fell uncle :—he fees that (he thron"-
Impels, wildly Ihrieking, a female along.
And well the fad fpectre he knows?

The daemons with curfes her fteps onwards ur^-e •

Her Ihoulders, with whips form'd of ferpents," they
fcourge.

And fail iroju her wounds the blood flows,

" Oh I welcome {" fhe cried, and her voice fpoke
defpair j

" Oh ^welcome. Sir Ofric, the torments to fiiare,
" Of which thou haft made me the prey.

" Twelve years have I languilh'd thy coming to fee j
" Ulrilda, who penlh'd dilhonor'd by thee,

" Now calls thee to anguiih away i

" 'Thy paffion onre fated, thy love became hate;
" Thy hand gave the draught which confign'd me

to fate,

" Nor thought I death lurk'd in the bowl:
" Unfit for the grave, ilain'd with iuft, fweli'd with

pride,

" Unblefs'd, unebfolv'd, unrepenting, I died,
" And daemons ftiaight leiz'd on my foul.

" Thou com'fl, aud with tranfport I feel my breafl
fwell

;

" Full long have 1 fufFer'd the torments of hell
" And now fhall its pleafurts be mine.'

" See, fee how the fiends are athirtt for thy blood I

" Twelve years has my panting heart furnilh'd theii
food,

" Come, wretch, let them fea.« upon thine!

She faid, and the dremons their prey flock'd around
;

They dath'd bim. with horrible jell, on the ground,
And blood down hi$ litnbs trickled io.l\ ;

His eyes from their fockets with fury they tore
;

They fed on his entrails, all reeking with gore,'
And his heart vvas Ulrilda's repaft.

But now the grey cork told the coming of day !

The fiends with their victim ftraight v^niih'd away,
And Carloman's heart throbb'd again ;

With terror recalling the deeds of the night.
He rofe, and from Kalkenftein fpeeding his flight.
Soon reach'd his paternal domain.

Since then, all with horro the ruins behold;
No fliepherd, though ftray'd be a In nib from his fold
No mother, though loft be her cJiild,

The fugitive dares in thefe chambers to feek.
Where fiends nightly revel, and guilty ghofl's fhrieji

In accents moft fearful and wild !

Oh! ftjun rhein, ye pilgrims! though late be the
hour,

Tliough loud howl the tempeft, and faft fall the
fhower

;

From FalkenRefn Caftle begone !

There ftill their fad banquet hell's denizens (hare •

There Ofric the Lion ftill raves in defpair :

'

Bi eathe a prayer for his foul, and pafs on

!
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The Tipluig Philofophers.

(concluded.)

•y-ENOPHANES tippled 'tis plain,
•'^*' That's Impudence might be complete,

Or Aire he too modeft had been

To fing his own Works in the Street

;

Nor could, he have fpiin out the Line

Of his Life, to an hundred or more,

If he had not found means to get Wine,
Altho' the old Fellow was poor.

XENOPHANES, the CtUfihanian, was rot only a Phi-

lofopher, but a Poet, who had fo great an Opinion of his own
Works, that he u^M to Cng Ihcm in the Streets. He was the

Founder of the Elealick Seft, and liv'd, as lome Authors report,

to the Age of an Hundred Years and upwards, and dy'dPoor.

P.4RMEVIDES, wife as the reft

Of th' old Philofophical Crew
Would drink. Poet like, of the beft,

As his VV'orks do fufficiently fhew j

Or elfe we (hould never have feen

His Philofophy dizen'd in Verfe,

But his mufty old Notions had been

As dull as a Mountebank's Farce.

PJRMENTDES b"rn at Elca, wrote PhMofophy in

Verfe, gave Laws to his own Countrymen, and was particularly

Umous toi what he wrote concerning Ideas.

LEUCIPPUS would never have foar'd,

By ftudy fo wonderful high,

Unlefs that Good Wine had impow'r'd

His fancy to travel the Sky :

To enliven and lighten his Soul,

He drank till the mid of the Night,

Becaufe by his finking the Bowl,

He found that he heighten'd his Flight.

LEUCIPPUS is faid, by fome, to be an Eiiav ; by fome,

« Mutiea^i ; and, by others, an Aideriie. His Philofophy treats

ckiefly of the original Conflitution of the Heavens, by the acci-

dental ent-uigling of Atoms ; as alfo of the Formation el the Earth

after the fame manner.

DEMOCRITUS always was glad.

To tipple and cherifli his Soul,

Would laugh like a Man that was Mad,

When over a f lU flowing Bowl

;

As long as his Cellar was ftor'd,

His Liquor he'd merrily quaff.

And when he was drunk as a Lord,

At thofe that were fober he'd Laugh.

DEMOCRITUS was an Mdtriie, and the greateft

Traveller of his Time, delighted in foliiary Places, as moft comlu-

(i»e to Contemplation. He afFciatd much Laughter, which he

ur'd like a Madman, upon all Occafions. He liv'd to above an

Hundred Years of Age, and dy'd fo poor, that he was bury 'd at

the puhlick Charge,

PROTAGORAS, Porter and Clown,
Bred up to the Carriage of Wood,

Had ne'er been a Sage of renown.
If he had not drank Wine that was good.

Democritus tempted him home.
There gave him a Jug for his Faggot,

And made him, when drunk as a Drum,
Turn wife Philofophical Maggot.

PROTAGORAS viKzn Ahderlte, and in his Youth «
Porter, that carry'd Burthens ot Wood for Subfineoce, till met
by Demicritus in liie Fields, with a Bundle of Fuel upon hit
Shoulders, which was bound up fo methodically, that Demtcriint
causMhim to untie it, that he might fee him make It up ag«in in
the like manner, which he perforra'd fo ariificially, that Demi-
critu! told him he had a Genlai capable of much greater Matters

;
fo took him home, and, in procefs of Time, made the Clowa *
Philofopher.

ANAXARCHUS, more Patient than Job,
By Peftles was pounded to Deathj

Yet fcorn'd that a Groan or a Sob
Should wafte the remains of his Breath.

But fure he was free with the Glafs,

And drank to a pitch of difdain.

Or the ftrength of his Wifdom, alas!

1 fear, would have flinch'd at the Pain.

ANAXARCHUS was a Philofopher of Ahdera, tnS %
Man of that conftancy of temper, that when he was order'd by
Nicocrcan King of Cyprus, to be pounded to Death with PelHes,
all that he faid, when nnder his Torment was, i'cu peund sn{f the

Cafe if Anaxarchus, ki-mfiifyou hurt net.

When PYRRHO h.^d taken a Glafs,

He faw that no ObjetR appear'd
Exatflly the fame as it was
Before he had liquor'd his Beard ;

For things running round in his Drink,
Which fober, he motionlefs found,

Occafion'd the Sceptift to think

There was nothing of Truth to be found.

P T R R H O was an Elian, and the Founder of the Scepticfc

Seft. He introdnc'd a new way of Philofophifing, by afierting

nothing, but leaving all things in fufpenfe : dy'd at Ninety Yeats
of Age, leaving nothing behind him in Writing.

EPICURUS, wKo fome do report,

Lov'd Water much better than Wine,
Yet others as firmly aflert.

That he fwallow'd his Cups like a Swine,

And fo to the Bottle was prone.

As well as to feed like a Bear,

That the Beafl was fi> tunbelly'd grown,
He could not rife out of his Chair.

E P I CU R US was born at Gargcttui, a Town belonginR »
the AtbevianSj was a famous Philofopher , and, fome Writers

tell us, X Man of wonderful Temperance : But Tinscrates

reports.
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reports, thas it was accuftomary with Epicurat to Vomit twice a

Day, to Jilchargi; the furfeits o: his delicious Feeding : That his

extravagant Tabic Itooi hira, every Day, in no iels than a Mitia

in valje, lixteen Ounces of t,ilver ; and that his inordinate way of

Living render'd him lo unable, tor many Years, to rife out of

his Chair, tnat he was forc'd to be carry d about his common
OccafiOii;, being grown i'o corpulent with Eafe and Luxury. He
liv'd Sevcniy one Grecian Years, and three Dajs, and then dy'd

of tr,e Stone.

LONGINUS would tipple in State,

And fit like a Judge o'er his Glafs,

Of his Nouns and his Pronouns would prate,

Like a haughty Pedantical Afs.

In paying for Wine which he lov'd,

By changing his Money fo oft,

He Arithmetick highly improv'd,

And flourifh'd by teaching his Craft.

LOHGINUS was 1 Phoenician, and arriv'd to fb great

a i'erteiSlion in Grammar and Aritnmetick, that he was looli'd
,

upon to be the belt Teacher of the foregoing Scieoces in the

Ase he liv'd in.

PORPHTRIUS, who travel'd to Rome,

. Was cunning in every Art,

And tippled in hopes to become
• Very wife by the help of the Quart;
Thus chafing the Bottle for Years,
He grew a moft wonderful Sage,

And drank till his Reverend Hairs

Were honaur'd for Wifdom and Age.

rORPHTRICS, born at Tyri, fo nam'd by his Matter
Lsnginui, from the Royal Purple that his Scholar wore, being
firit call'd Malchus, i. e. a King. He travel'd to Rome to im-
prove his Studies under P/eiinai, where he foon bectme a better

Orator than his Marter, and univerfally leam'd in all the Sciences

;

for which he .was much honour'd, aid liv'd to a reverend Age.

JAMBLIOJS, that Jolly old Cuff,

A Man of an affable Wir,
Would often drink more than enough,

Altho' he but fparingly eat.

For had he not taken a Cup,

We'd ne'er had the comical Tale,

Of his bathing and conjuring up
A couple of Imps in the Well.

JAMBLICUS, a Cxkfyrian of Chahhis, wlio falling in

with Psrphyrius became his equal in every thing. 'Tis reported,

that when he was bathing with one of his Soldier^, in the hot

Baths of Gadera in !^yria, putting his hand into one of the Springs

called Eres, and mumbling over a few Words, he conjur'd up a

little Fair Boy, with Golden Locks hanging down his Back, pre-

fenting himfelf in a pofture as if he had been bathing. Then
ufingthe liKe Incantations to the other Well called Amur, another

little Imp jump'd up, of a browner Compler ion, with dilhevel'd

IHair, both clinging about Jamblkus, muck to the Admiration of

all that were with him : But he piefenlly countermaoded them
kac,^ from whence they came.

xEDESIUS, that minder of Dreams,
By which he would often Divine,

Altho' he would pray by extremes,

Yet fiill he would take off his Wine;
For drunk and unable to fland.

As once he was taking his Nods,

Some Knave wrote a JeJt on his Haild,

Which he fancy'd was done by the Gods.

jE D E S lU S was a Cappadadan, much given to Divina'.ioil,

and a great regarder of Dream;; up n his Pra>'Pri. one Night, a
'De;t, delcended and prefcatcd him with an Oracle in Hexameter
Vcrfe, but he forgetting, in t ^e Morning, tne lupernjtaral mean-
ing of thecelellial Poetry, ca. I'd his Boy to bung a Baton of Water,
aid as he was walhing his Hands therein, the Lad Handing by,
elpy'd his Left-hand full of Chara6kers, and apprifing him of it,

..SA/ia,t "calling hii Uyes thereon, prelently underftooO what the
(Jud had wi.treo'

EUSTjfHIUS whofe eloquent Tongue
Was held to be charming and fine,

No wonder it was f» well hung,
Since he liquor'd it daily with Wine j

But fair &ifipatra his Dame,
Was ledrn'd to a greater degree.

And talk'd him quite out of his Fame,
Becaufe (he drank harder than he.

EU S TAT H lU S viis iCappadocian, to vhom jEd!fitr,

in his Travel;, left the Care of his Affairs. He was a Man fa-

mous for his florid Style and charming Eloquence; but marry.M
Stfepatra, a Lady lo eminent for her Learning and other excellent

Ciuaiifications, that by her Llocjuent Orations Ihe eclips'd the glory

of her huiband.

Rich MAXIMUS, who, for his worth.
And Wifdom, was envy'd by Greece,

Thought the Bottle a Heav'n upos Earth,

And drinking tlie fweeteft of blifs

;

When tortur'd by /W. as he lay,

He call'd for a comforting Cup,
But his Wife drank it up by tlie way.
And fwore fhe'd not give him a Drop.

MAXIMUS of Pergamui, was the Tutor and Favourite
of 'Julian the Emperor, under whom he got great Riches ; but
'Julian proving unfortunate, and Valcntinian and l^aUns being in^

vefted with the Empire, and -Ma^imus being privately traduc'd,

and publickly exclaim'd againft, was leverely fined, and alfo tor-

turd With the Wrack, after io cruel a manner, that he beg'd his
Wife, w.ho was (landing by him, tO fetch him a Cup of Poifon to rij
him of his Mifery, which (he broui,;ht accordingly ; but whtn het
Hufband alk'd for it, drank it oH" herfelf, and expir'd in his Cghti
but he had more Wit than to pledge her.

Old PRISCUS, who liv'd to the Age
Of Ninety, tho' fome do fay more.

Much fooner had quitted the Stage,

If he had not drank Liquor good fiore i

But finding it lengthen liis Days,

He thought 'twis no crime to be mellow.
And coveted no other praife,

Than that of an honeft good Fellow-

PR /SCt/Swa« alfo of Pergamiis, and one of Julianas Tntori,.
was a very upright Perfon in all his Dealing, and very tonflant
andfteady inall his Refoluuons. Alter the Death of 7a/;a», like
the reft of his Friends, he fell into Dif^race ; but his Honeft"
was fuch, that his Enemies could fix no crime upon him ; fo that
he liv'd witiiout Perfecution to the Age of Ninety, and theody'd, ..

JULIANUS, that SophiRer, he
All Night o'er the Bottle would fit.

And had he not drank very free

We ne'er lliould have heard of his wit

;

For when he'ad the Glafs in his Hand,
In's mouth he had always a Jefi,

And Rhetorick molt at command
When warm'd witJi a Cup of the beft,

yULIANUS was a Cappndtcian Sophifter, very famoni
for Rhetorick and Wit ; and his Convtrlation fo very delightful,

that he gain'dabundance oi A^lmirers. He had a grtat Repu-
tation in Athens, liv'd to a confirfeiaolir Age; and when he dy'dj
left his Friends contending who Ihould add ra^l Honour to hi»

Faiaeial.

DEMOSTHENES, who, by report,

Had io fn eet and fo charming a Tongue,
If he had not drank Wine by the Quart,

It would never have been fo well hung ;

Yet Philip expeil'd him from Greece,

As a Man of a \v icked defign.

Which caus'd him ro drink to excefs

Till he p'lifon'd himfelf with ill Wine.

DEMOSTHENES was a famous Orator of Mccediiit
but was banilh'd hi-. Country by Pl.tLp; father of .ilcxandir tl,i

Great; and poifou'd himfelf in histxile.

PRO^RESIUS.
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PROMRESIUS, the Handfome ar.d Tall,
Whofe Tongue had the Charms of a Lute,

Whenever he fpoke in the Hall,
He ftruck his Competitors mute;

Becaufe, as fome Writers do think.
Head W ine when his Rivals had none,

Or if they liad any to drink,

He took off two Cups to their one.

iPifO/2 R E S I U S was born in Armenia, bordering upon
fcrfij. He was a very haJidfotne Man, and rttiin'd his Beauty
thro' all the Ftriods of his Life ; and had To great a Gift of Elo-
quence, and wasfo good a Difputant, ihit wueiiever he contended
>a Argument he filent'd his Competitors.

Old XANTUS, we've reafon to think
Had a.Gut like the Heidelburgh Fat,

And that he was cuftom'd to drink.

Full as much as that holds, at a draught.
Or JEJop would never have lay'd

That his iVJafter Ihould drink up the Sea,
But he knew that he'd guzzle like mad.

Till none were more merry than he.

XANTUS was a Phi'iofopher of Sarnie, and fi-)metlme

Matter of -<^/e/* the rabulift. As he was once drinking '/-ith fome
of l;is Scholars, and very merry in hi; Cups, he laid a boalling

Wager with one of hi< Difciples, that he would drinls up the Sea ;

and being remimied next Morning of his extravagant Undeitiking,
vii brought off his Bargain by his Man ^Sfifi, who alledg'd, that

tho' his Mailer was to drinit up the Sea, yet it was no part of the
Agreement that he was to fwallow the Rivers that run into it ;

therefore if his Adverfaries were ready to flop the one, his

Martcr was ready to perform the other j upon which the Stakes
were drawn.

ZALUCUS, that giver of Laws ;

Once with his own Son did agree,

For promotion of Bacchus's Caiife,

To drink till they neither could fee.

But to couzen the People with Lies,

When they found their fight was decay'd.
They reported they'd put out their Eyes,
To obey a good Law they had made.

Z A L U CU S was a Locrian Lawgiver, who put out one of

his own Eyes, and one of his Soil's, in obedience to a Law bimfclf

}ti<X made againlt Adultery.

Old SENECA, fam'd for his Parts,

Who tutor'd the btiUy of Rome,

Grew wife o'er his Books and his Quarts,

Which he drank like a Mifer ac home ;

:Ard to (hew he lov'd Wine that wr.s good,

To the laR, we may truly aver it.

That he tint"air'd his Bath. with his Blood,

So fancy'd he dy'd in his Claret.

SENECA the Moralift was a Roman, and Tutor to the Ty-
r»nt A>.-«, who commanding him, in his Age, to be put to Death,
had his VcioB cut in a warm Bath, in which he bled till he
e^pir'd.

Old PISO, as fneaking as he.

Would often be baulking his Glafs ;

O'er his Wine he from plotting was free.

But when fober a Treacherous Afs ;

He had given his Politicks o'er,

And laugh'd at defign? that are bafe ;

Had he drank but a Tun or two more,
' And thought but a little the lefs.

PISO wasa Citiren of ftcme. a powerful Man, who *isthe

Ringleader of the Republicaa Faftion, anioneofthe Confpiratora

j«jf»in(t A>r<.

Wife CATO believ'd a full Bowl
Was good for his Wit and his Health,

But when he was fober, the Fool
Would be ftifF for a Common-wealth :

But had he drank cheerfully on,

He'd have ne'er againft '\'ero confpir'd,

But had Rhym'd like Apollo's own Son,

And had been with true Loyalty fir'd.

CAT was a Roman Poet, a great Statefman, and a Senator,

but was drawn into the Confpiracy of /'/», and when the Hot wa*
deteftcd, dy'd by his own Hand.

COPERNICUS, like to the reft,

Believ'd there was Wifdom in Wine,
And fancy'd a Cup of the beft

Made reafon the brighter to (hine.

With Wine he replenifh'd his Veins,

And made his Philofephy reel

;

Then fancy'd the World, like his Brains,

Run round like a Chariot -wheel.

COPERNICUS, born at Thru, a Town of Royal Prufa,
was a famous Philofopher, Phyfician, and Mathematician; he
reviv'd the ancient DoSrine of Artftarckus, and maintain'd

the Sun to be the Centre of the Univerfe, and not fubjecl

to any Motion; that the Eartri and all the Planets mov'd
round the Sun, aftribing two Motions to the Earth; the one
being that by which it performs its progrefs ihio' the Zodiack, in

a Year, the other its diurnal Motion which it performs upon its

Axis in twenty-four Hours.

Our Sages whofe Books are their Wives,

May hunt the Philofopher's Stone,

And be proud of their Continent Lives,

As if that themfelves they had none.

But if they would come at the Prize,

They ought to be Jolly, and drink.

For the true Modern way to be Wife,

Is neither to Read or to Think.

My Grandmother's Eye Water.

OF all forts of drops drooping fpirits to cure,

A good drop of comfort's the beft I am fure.

Some take their drops open, and fome take it fly.

But the drop 1 like beft is a drop in my eye,

Tol lol, &c
We all love a drop now and then.

Your delicate ladies pretend you know.

As how they never get muzzy or fo.

But they're all in their cups when the tea they touch,

And they don't naw and then get a cup too much.
Tol lol, &c.

My granny, becaufe I've bad eyes, gave me
The genuine eye water, only fee,

(Pulls out a brandy bottle^

But my hand fhake* fo, north, eaft, weft, fouth,,

1 never can get it beyond my mouth.
Tol lol, &c.

I'm a very dry creature, the people fay.

Of courfe 1 muft drink to moiften my rlay.

And when it's too moift, drink again you kno'.v.

For the more you drink the drier vou grow.

Tollol, &c.
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Sir HengifV,

Ge'rman. -M.G.Lewis.

Herman, Or Arminius, is the favourite hero of Germany,

luhofe liberty he defended againfi the oppreffion of
Rome : Flavus, his brother, fided 'with the Romans,

and in confeqaence his memory is as much detefted by

his countrymen, as that of Arminius is beloved.

WHERE rolls the Wafer's golden fand.

Did erft Sir Hengift's caftle fland,

A warrior brave and good:
His lands extended far and wide.
Where ftream'd full many a plenteous tide.

Where frown'd full many a wood.

It chanced, that homewards from the chace
Sir Ilengift urged his courfer's pace,
The fhadowy dales among,

While all was, flilJ, and late the hour.
And far off, in the caftle tower.
The bell of midnight rung.

Sudden, a piercing ftiriek refounds
Throughout the foreft's ample bounds ;

A wildly dreadful yell

;

The dogs, by trembling, own their fear.

As if they fcent fome bad thing near,

Some foul enlarged from hejl .'

' " See, father!" cried young Egbert; " fee
" Beneath the (hade of yonder tree

" What fearful form is fpread .'

" How fire around his temples glows!
" How from his lance and fingers flows
" The ftreara of bloody red !"—

" Stay here!" faid Hengift, then with fpeed
Towards the ftranger fpurr'd his fteed ;

" What brings thee here. Sir Knight,
" Who dar'ft in my domains to bear
" A lance, and by thy haughty air

" Seem'ft to demand the fight ?"

—

—" Long has my arm forgot to wield
" The fword, and raife the mafly fhield,"

Replied the ftranger drear

:

" Peace to this brown oak's hallow'd (hade .'

" Peace to the bones which here are laid,
" And which we both revere f

" Know'ft thou not Siegmar, Hs'man's fire,

" That arm of fteel, that foul of fire ?
" Here is his grave.—My name

*' Is Flavus—at that found the woods
«' With curfes ring, and Wefer's floods

" My infamy proclaim!

" For fuch is vengeful Odin's will
" And doom, that traitor-curfes ftill

" Thick on my head (hall be,
" Till from the blood of bfethren (lain,
" My gory hands and lance again
" I pure and fpotlefs fee.

" Still then, when midnight hours permit
" Pale fpedres Hela's realm to quit,

" I feek this hallow'd place ;

" With tears bedew thefe crimfon blots,
" And ftrive to wa(h away the fpots

" No pains can now efface !"

—

He ceafed ; when Odin's eagle came.
By Odin arm'd with blafting flame.
And feized the phantom knight :

Loud (hrieks the fpedre's pangs reveal'd
And foon a cloud his form conceal'd
From awe-llruck Hengift's fight.

--''Son!" faid the chief, with horror chlll'd.
While down his brows cold dews diftill'd,

" Now take your fword in hand,
^'^'
And fwear with me, each drop of gore,

" That fvvells your veins, well tilpaf^d tn
,

your veins, well pleafed to pour
lo guard your native land!"

T

•
.

Margaret's Ghoft.

WAS at the filent folemn hour.
When night and morning meett

In glided Margaret's grimly ghoft.
And flood at William's feet.

Her face was like an April morn.
Clad in a wintry cloud ;

And clay-cold was her lily hand,
That held het fable (hroud.*

So (hall the faireft face appeaf.
When youth and years are flown :

Such is the robe that kings muft wear.
When death has reft their crown.

Her bloom was like the fpringing flower.
That fips the filver dew ;

The rofe was budded in her cheek,
Juft opening to the view.

But love had, like the canker-worm,
Confumed her early prime :

The rofe grew pale, and left her cheek;

—

She died before her time.—
" Awake!" flie cried, " thy true lore calls
" Come from her midnight grave;

" Now let thy pity hear the maid
" Thy love relufed to fave.

" This is the dark and dreary hour,
" When injured ghofts complain;

" Now yawnirg graves giva up their dead,
" To haunt the faithlefs ("wain.

" Bethink thee, William, of thy fault,
" Thy pledge, and broken oath ;

" And give me back my maiden vovr,
" And give me back my troth.

" Why did you promife love to me,
" And not that promife keep ?

" Why did you fwear mine eyes were bright,
" Yet leave thofe eyes to weep ?

" How could you fay my face was fair,
" And yet that face forfake ?

" How could you win my virgin heart,
" Yet leave that heart to break.''

" Why did you fay my lip was fweet,
" And made the fcarlet pale ?

" And why did I, yeung witiefs maid,
•• Believe the flattering tale ?

" That face, alas ! no more is fair ;

" Thefe lips no longer red :

" Dark are my eyes, now clofed it) death,
" And every charm is fled.

" The hungry worm my fifter is;
" This winding fheet I wear :

" And cold and weary lahs our night,
" Till that laft morn appear.

" But hark ! the cock has warn'd me hence !

" A long and laft adieu !

" Come fee, falfe man, how low fhe lies
" Who died for love of you."

The lark fung loud, the morning fmiled
With beams of rofy red ;

Pale William fhook in every limb.
And raving left his bed.

He hied him to the fatal place.
Where Margaret's body lay ;

'

And (^retch'd him on the grafs-green turfj
That wrapt her breathlefs clay.

And thrice he call'd on Margaret's name^
And thrice he wept full fore;

Then laid his cheek to her cold grave.
And word fpake never more.

MaltH.
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The Chapter of Fafliions.

FASHION was formed when the world began;
And Adam I'm told was a very fmart man,

As for £ve I {hall fay nothing more or lefs.

But that ladies of faihion now copy her drefs.

Yet barring all pother of this, that or tother

We all bow to falliion in turn.

The fafhion next came to go hunting poor brutes,

And Ninirod invented the fafhion of boots;

For iie was a buck iho' he hadn't a wife,

And never faw Bond Street perhaps in his life.

Yet barring, &c.

The Barons of old wore comical cloathes,

And their (hues were turn'd up like a critical nofe ;

Your Henry's and Edward's were famous for drefs,

But ale and beef-fteaks were the fafhion with Befs.

Yet barring, &c.

In the days of King Charles you diftinguilh'd a prig

By the length of his cane, and the fize of his wig ;

Cromwell's hats were all broad, and his head it was
round.

And his hair hung like candles fixteen to the pound.

Yet barring, &c.

The tories wore wigs in the reign of Qjieen Ann,
Now wigs fuit the female as well as the man ;

For crops but in corn fields you'd formerly meet,

Now there's few in the fields, but enough in the

flreet.

Yex barring, &c.

However the fafhions are fubjetfi to change.

One falhion exifts, if it didn't 'twere ftninge ;

'Twas always the fafhion each Englifhman knows.
To be true to his king, and to humble his foes.

Yet barring, &c.

The faiTiibn of fighting has long fince gone by,

Tho' when fighting's the falhion 1 always fight fhy ;,

And (ince peace is the fafhion, ill luck to the men
Who would bring furly war into fafhion again.

Yet barring, &c.

Q_iiartern loaves were ttie fafhion ar very high price,

N')W fo, half the fame m'mey you're ferv'd in a trice;

While cattle to Smithfieid ibr llaughter repair,

As plenty as cuckolds to to'ther horn lair.

Yet barring, &c,

'N >w fafhion's arrived at a wonderful height.

For whit's b.iorilfi at no m, is quite ftylilTi at night
;

S) they b>re y'>u (vith ftyle, and they flyle yea boor,

As parlnps you may rn;, if 1 ling any more.

Yt-t barring, &c.

Elegance and Eafe.

ARRAH Miflrefs Murphy, how d'ye do >

^^
Arrah Miflrefs Murphy, how d'ye do?

ris good for fore eyes to fee you.
Except upon the Qiiay.

The flats I took to day fold well ;

Your Dublin bays, how did they Veil?
Out of the cods before they fell,

I made the price of tea.

But have you heard of the new fong,
Called Barney leave the gi;| alone

7

Or, Jenny put the kettle on!
'Tis furely all the plan.

O fure black Peg in Thomas Street,
She'd teach you how to fmg it fweet,
She's the girl can gaily bleat.

Now >jnatch her if you can.

There's (he and Nell that takes the fw.iy.

They are the fort, they know the way.,

'Tis good to hear them as a p'aj',

To be fure they do it neat.

Then Peg fhe deals the ballads our.

She pins the coppers without doubt,

Sweet pea and tea they make it out,

'Tis they that are complete.

But let us off to Aftley's go.

That is the place for fun you know.
And there we'll have it all from joe,

'Tis but a ho)( a piece.

Let's get the tea, and then be off.

We'll meet the boys there liire enough,
In the front row we'll be in fnuff,

With elegance and eafe 1

When Love gets into a Youthful brain.

WHEN I.ove gets into a Youthful brain,

Inflrucftion it's v.felefs and caution pain.

Prudence may fay, do fo, do fo,

But if Love fays fio.

Poor Prudence may go, poor Prudence may go,

With its preaching and learhing to Jerico !

To Jerico, to Jerico, to Jerico-

S/ier'iJi?n.
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Sprig of Shillelab.

I'M
a comical Fello'A', I tell you no fib,

I'came from the Bogs of KiUala ;

\o\x may fee I'm the thing by the cut of my gib.

And they chriften'd me [hady O'Reilly.

I alk'd Dad for a forcune, he anhver'd me fmarc

He had none for himfelf, fo with none cou'd he part.

Spoken.—And i began the world

With an Irilh Eitate, that's a good honeft heart.

And this neat liitle Sfrig of HhdUlJi.

With Dad's bleiling along with me, oflf then I goes,

Farewell to the iiogs of Killala,

And Erin Go Bra, was the Motto I chofe
" Like a true lietined Thady O'Reilly.

For if flie didn't fiourilh, what good could I do.

And ilill for her friends I've a heart firm and true.

f And as to her foes, 1 cou'dn't do lefs than

Faith I gave them my filt, and along with it too

This tight little Siprig of Shillelah.

1 arrived in this town where the world's all alire,

Succefs to the Bogs of Killala,

And foon learn'd how many beans went to five.

What a wonderful TkaJy O'Reilly,

My pockets were empty, my heart full of glee.

And that was meat, drink, board and wafhing to me,

„ , f And thenforthegirls,tobefureIdidn'tmake
poken.

-^ pignty of conquefts, 1 had laurels in plenty.

But the lauiel that bangs all creation for me,

Is a tight little Sprig of Shillelah,

ni tell you, dear Pat, &c.

tune—" Ballinamoniy''

I'LL tell you, dear Pat, the whole news of the town.

That's juft come IromLondon, that placeofrenown:

'i o open this Seliion a great man came down,
When hundreds and thoufands his coach did fur-

round

—

Crying—" War, cruel war and ftarvation.

Will fure be the fate of our nation ;

Our blood and our treafure is wafting.

And Billy goes on with the war."

The Swiae, as Butke calls them, did grunt and did

groan

:

No war, they cry'd out, with a pitiful tone.

The ftate coach was broken—fome fay with a flone,

Some fay with an air gun, and fome fay with none,

for war, cruel war and ftarvation, &c.

The doors were clofe locked, the members were fet.

The wife Lords and Commons together were met.

Some Wrangled, fome jangled, and others did fret

;

The devil himfelf ne'er beheld fuch a fet.

For war, cruel war and oppreffion.

Is carried from feflion to feffion ;

1 wilh that the devil was threfhing

Them all into Botany-bay.

The war it goes on, by my faith juft to get

More thoufands for (laughter, more millions of debt j

Difgrace on difgrace my dear Pat. is our lot ;

Like the bifhop of Dol, we may all go to pot.

—

For war, cruel war and ftarvation,

Will fure be the fate of our nation ;

Our blood and our treafure is wafting',

And Billy goes on with the war.

I

I made love to Kate.

Made love to Kate,

_ Long 1 fighed for fhe.

Till I heard of late.

She'd a mind for m.e :

I met her on the green,

In her bcft array ;

So pretty Ihe did feem.

She ftole my heart away.

Oh I then we kifs'd and prelVd, were we much to

blame ?

Had you been in my place, you'd have done the fame.

As I fonder grew.

She began to prate,

Qjioth lire— I'll marry you.

And you fliall marry Kate :

But then 1 laugh'd and fwore,

I lov'd her iTiore than fo ;

Ty'd each to a rope's end

Is tugging to and iro.

Again we kifs'd and prefs'd ; were we much to blame?

Had you been in my place, you'd have done the fame.

Then file figh'd, and faid.

She was wond'rous fick,

Dicky Katy led,

Katy fhe led Dick :

Long we toy'd and play'd

Under yonder oak,

Katy loft the game,
Tho' Ihe play'd in joke.'

For there we did, alas! what 1 dare not name:
Had you been in my place, you'd have done the fame.

Bacchus is a Pow'r divine.

BACCHUS is a pow'r divine.

For he no fooner fills my head
With mighty wine.

But all my cares refign.

And droop, and droop, and fink down dead i

Then, then the pleafing thoughts begin.

And I in riches flow.

At leaft I fancy fo;

And without thought of want I fing,

Stretch'd on the earth, my head all around,.

With flow'rs weav'd into a garland, Crown'd;

Then, then I begin to live.

And fcorn what all the world can fliew or give.

Let the brave fools that fondly think

Of honour, and delight

To miake a noife, a noife, and fight.

Go feek out war, whilft I feek peace,

Wliilft I feek peace, feek peace and drink,

Whilft I feek peace, feek peace and drink.

Then fill my glafs, fill, fill it high ;

Some perha.ps think it fit to fall and die ;

But when bottles are rang'd.

Make war with me.
The fighting f<>ol iliall fee.

When 1 am funk,

The ditf'rence to lie dead.

And lie dead drunk

:

The fighting fool, &c.

il
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Origin of Fadion.

IN hiflVies of Heathens, by which Tutors train us,

The falt-water Sov'reign is call'd Ocean us j

l^is fpoufe was deliver'd, by man-midvv Je Triton,

Of this fea-girt illand, his fav'rite Britain.

The Naiads were nurfes ; old Trident declar'd,

To embeiliih his ofi'spting no pains ihou'd be fpar'd :

By flying fifh drawn, to Olynnpus he drove.

And petition'd the Gods, that his fuit they'd approve.

Quoth Jupiter, I'll make it King of the Sea :

Avail ! reply'd Neptune, pray leave that to me :

I'll guard it with Ihoals, and I'll make their lads

Setitne?!.

Strong Hercules halloo'd out, I'll make 'emFreemer..

And what will you make, Venus whifper'd to Mars .?

Why I'll make all foldiers, that Nip. dont rqake Tats,
Momas fmil'd, as that droll always merrily means j

He begg'd they'd go partners, and make 'em Marines.

Qjiofh Saturn, much time I allow 'em for thinking j

Buck Bacchus reply'd, no, allow it for drinking :

But Mercury anf-Aer'd, a fig for your wine,

The art of time-killing by card-p!aying's mine.

By Styx, quoth Apollo, but Kermes you're bit

;

'Gainlf gaming I'll fend 'em an antidote,—Wit :

In England, laugh'd Momus, Wii no one regards

Save that fort of wit that's in—playing your cards.

Well, well, replies Phoebus, I'll mend their con-

ditions,

I'll teach 'em to fiddle, and fend them Phyficians.

'Mong fiddlers, quoth Momus, true Harmonys fcaice ;

And as to your Dotflorlhip,—/yy/yrtA-'x a Farce.

Says Venus I'll people this Ifland with beauties.

And tempt married men to be true to their duties.

—

You to married men's duty a friend ! bawl'd out

Juno,
You're a iirumpet, you Out, and that I know and

you know.

Then turning to Jove, who look'd pale, fhe began,—
I'll fpoil your olympical gift-giving plan :

Herfelf not confulted, flie vow'd fhe wou'd wrong us,

.Blew a fcold from her mouth, and fent Party among
us.

God Bacchus, to counterpoife Juno's rafh atflion,

Comtnanded Silentis to feize upon Fadion;

Swift flitted the Fiend, the old Toper outfped,

Whilft Semele's fon fent a flafk at his head.

The Imp, by the blow, fpeechlefs fell to the ground ;

May Wine thus for ever foul Fafiion confound :

IJnanimiiy] that, that's the Toaft of our Hearts,

Though no Party-men here, Here s to all Men ofParts.

To the Chace.

O the chace, to the chace, on the brow of the hill,

Let the hounds meet the fweet-breathing morn,
W liilfl: full to the welkin their notes clear and iTirill,

Join the found of the heart-cheering horn.

M hat mufic celeflial'! when urging the race,

Sweet echo repeats, to the'chace ! to the chace!

Otir pleafure tranfports us, how gay flies the hour,
' Sweet health and quick fpirits attend ;

Nor fweeter when ev'ning convenes to the bower.
And we meet the lov'd fmile of a friend.

Cee the flag juft before us ! He ftarts at the cry :

lie flops—his firength fails—fpeak. my friends

mufi he die.

Lis innocent afpecT while flanding at bay,
Hi_s exprefllon of anguifh and pain,

!
All plead for compafTion—your looks feem to fay,

' Let him bound o'er his forell: again.

i

Oiick releafe him to dart o'er the nei^hbourinsr
plam.

^
Let him live—let him bound o'er his foreft again.

il

The fweet little Girl that I Love.

MY friends all declare that my time is miflpent,

While in rural retirement I rove ;

1 alk no more Wealth than dame Fortune has fent.

But the fweet little girl that I love ;

The fweet little girl, &c.

The rofe on her cheek's my deliejht,

She's foft as the down on the dove;
No lily was everfo white.

As the fweet little girl that I love.

The fweet little girl, &c.

Tho' humble my cot, calm content gilds the fcene.
For my fair one delights in my grove j

And a palace I'd quit for a dance on the green.
With the fweet little girl that I love.

The fweet little girl, &c.

No' ambition I know but to ct^V her my own.
No fame but her praife vvilh to prove ;

My happinefs centers in Fanny alone.

She's the fweet little girl that I love.

The fweet little girl, &c.

Together let us range the Fields.

TOGETHER let us range the fields.

Impearled with the morning dew.
Or view the fruits the vineyard yields.

Or the Apples cluttering' bough :

There in clofe embower'd fhades.

Impervious to the noontide ray ;

By tinkling rills, on rofy beds.

We'll love the fultry hours away.

Come, ye Heroes fam'd in flory.

C^OME, ye heroes, fam'd in flory,

4 For the great exploits you've done.
And record the lafling glory,

Of great George's warlike fon.

He whofe brave undaunted fpirir,

In his fire and country's caufe.

Shines amongft diflinguifh'd merit,
And- has gaind the world's applaufe.

Flanders firfl beheld with wonder.
When his prowefs he difplay'd.

And tho' 'midft of Gallick thunder,
He, brave foul, was ne'er difmay'd.

Tho' in battle there defeated.

None could him or army blame.
For in order they retreated,

And by nuinbers was o'ercame.

When Britania feein'd to languifh,

And requir'd his prefence here.
To affuage the nation's anguifh.

See the martial youth appear.
To relieve each fubjecl fighin?.

How he hafien'd to their aid.
Swift as lightning fee him flyin^,

Whilft as fwift the Rebels fled.

Trembling flill they fly before him.
At the found of William's name,

Whilfl his followers all adore him.
And each foldier fpreads his fame.

May the choiceft blifs attend him,
And where e'er the hero goes.

May kind heaven flill befriend hirn.
To fubdue his country's foes.
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Willy's Lady.

WILL'Sf's gone over the fait fea foam,

He has married a wife, and brought her

home

;

lie wooed her for her yellow hair.

But his mither wrought her mickle care ; ,

And mickle dolour fuifers fhe,

For lighter * (he can never be ;

But in her hour fhe (its wi' pain,

And Vv illy mourns over her in vain.

Then to his mither he fpeaks his mind.

That vile rank witch of fouleft kind;

he fays—" my ladye has a cup,
" With gold and filver all fet up,
" The handles are of the ivory bones,

" And all fer round wi' fparkliiig ftoncs ;

" This gudely gift fhe'll give to ihee,

" It of her young bairn Ihe may lighter be."

—

— " Of her young bairn ihall flie never be lighter,

*' Nor in her bout to ihine the brighter

;

" But Ihe (liall die, and turn to clay,

" And you (hull vyed another may."— f—" Another may I'll never wed,
" Another may j"ll never bed '."—
Then forely did that lady figh,—" 1 wiOi my hour of death were nigh

!

" Yet fpeak ye again to your mither your mind, :

" That foul rank witch of cruel -kind,
" And fay your lady has a fteed,
" The like of him 's not in the land of Leed

;

" Of that horfes main at every trefs,

" There's a fiher bell and a golden jefs,
" This gudely gift I'll give her with glee,
" If of my young bairn I may lighter be."—

—" Of her young bairn fhall fhe never be lighter,
" Nor in her hour to fhine the brighter;
" But Ihe fhall die and turn to clay,

" And you fhall wed another may."

—

—" Another may I'll never wed,
" Another may I'll never bed!"

—

Then evermore figh'd that ladye bright,—" I wi(h my day had reach'd its night."—

With that arofe the Billy Biynde, X
And in good tyme fpake he his mind,—" Yet gae ye to the market-place,
" And there buy ye a loaf of wace, §
" Shape it bairnly-like, to view,
" Stick in't twa glafly een of blue,

" Then bid the witch the chriftening to,

" And notice well what Ihe fhall do."

—

Then Willy has bought a loaf of wace,
And framed it to a baitfl-like face.

And fays to his mither, with feemingjoy,—" My lady is lighter of a young boy ;

" And he'll in St. Mary's be chriften'd to night,
" And you to the chriit'ning I come to invite."

—

Syne has he flopped a little to fee,

\V ben this Ifie heard, what fay might (he.

—" O who has the nine witch knots unty'd,
" That were among the locks of your bride;
" Or uho has ta'en our the comb of care,
" Which fallen'd that ladye's yellow hair?
" And who has ta'en down the bufh of woodbinir,
" that hung between her bour and mine ?
" And uho has kill'd the.mafter-kid,
" rhal ran below that ladye's bed ?

*' And who ha<; her left (hoe-ftring undone,
" And let that lady be light of her fon {"—

Then Willy the nine witch knots unty'd,

1 hat were among the locks of his bride ;

And he has ta'en out the comb of care.

Which faften'd his ladye's yellow hair.

And he has ta'en down the woodbine flowers,

Which the witch had hung between thebowers;
And he has flain the mafter-kid.

Which ran below that ladye's bed ;

And he has the left Ihoe-ftring undone.

And letten his ladye be light of her fon ;

But when fhe heard that his ladye was light,

That foul rank witch, fhe burft for fpiie

!

Tales of Winder.

I. e, Brfeugl-t to bed.

A famiUai I'pirit, or geod geniu=.
•f-

May^ raaiilen.

The Cinder-King.

"^XT"^*^ '^ '^ '^^' ^"^ '" ^^^ kitchen, an4
VV weeps,

" Whde tick goes the clock, and the tabby-cat (leeps j

" That watches the grate, without ceafing to fpy,
" Whether pur(es or coffins will out of it fly ]—
'Tis Betty ; who faw the falfe tailor. Bob Scott,

Lead a bride to the altar ; which bride fhe was not:
'Tis Betty ; determined, love from her to fling,

And woo, for his riches, the dark Cinder-King.

Now fpent tallow-candle-greafe fatten'd the foil,

And the blue-burning lamp had half wafied its oil,

And the bl-.<ck-beetle boldly came crawling from far,

And the red coals «ere fijiking beneath the third bar;

When " one" ftruck the clock and inlfead of th«
bird

Who ufed to fing cuckoo whene'er the olock f^irr'd.

Out burft a grim raven, and utier'd " caw • caw !"

While pufs, though fhe 'woke, durft not put forth
a claw.

Then the jack fell a-going as if one fhould fup,
Then the hearth rock'd as though it would fwalW

one up ;

With fuel from hell, aftrange coal-(k\ittle came,
And a feif-handied poker made fearful the flatne.

A cinder (hot from it, of fize to amaze,
(With a bounce, fuch as Betty ne'er heard in her

days,)

Thtice, ferpent-like, his'd, as its heat fled away.
And lo ! fomething dark in a vaft coffin lay.

—
" Come Betty !"—quoth croaking that non-defcript

thing,—
" Come blefs the fond arms of your true cinder-

king !

" Three mote Kings, my brothers, are waiting to
greet ye

" Who,—don't take it ill .'—muft at four o'clock eat
ye-

-

" My darling! it mufl be, do make up your raind ;-

" We element brothers, united, and kind,
" Hdve a feaft and a wedding, eich night ofour lives,

"i.o conflantly fup on each other's new v\ ives."— ..

In vain fquall'd the cook-maid, and pray'd not to

wed ;

Cindei ciaunch'din her mouth, cinder rain'd on her

head,

Slie fank in the cofSn vvith cinders flrewn o'er.

And coffin nor Betty faw man an/ more.

7«/« of H'onJer.
\
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Of all our fond diverfions.

OF all our fond diverfions,

A Hunter's is the baft,

In fpite of war and party jars,

That fport has flood the teft.

And a hunting we will go, &c.

Of Nimrod, and of Efau,

What gallant feats they tell,

,On foot they follow'd hunting.

They lov'd the fport fo well.

O hadft thou, brave Acflason,

Bat minded more thy game,
Thou ne'er hadft paid fo dearly,

For peeping at—That fame.

Herfelf, Diana, Goddefs,

The pride of female race,

Preferr'd to am'rous footing

The pleafures of the chafe.

Orion, foolilh hunter,

Lur'd by a petticoat,

In the mid chafe he loiter'd.

And fo his fate he got.

But after his difafter,

He's made a heav'nly fign,

That he at laft may view the fport,

He can no longer join.

And hence it is we Hunters

Ne'er break a leg or arm ;

For this our felbw fportfman

Protects us from all harm.

Had Dido not lov'd hunting.

The Am'rous Trojan brave

Her highnefs ne'er had folac'd.

In Juno's friendly cave.

:Euripides, had hunting

Been lov'd but like thy books.

The hounds had not devour'd thee,

They know a fportfman's looks.

If, friend, you're call'd a hunting,

Throw all your books afide,

(The Poet thus advifes)

And mount your horfe and ride.

Brilk acflion cures the vapours,

Th' effe'^l of lazy florli,

And mufic makes as cheerful,

So hunting's good for health.

And, &c.

And, &c.

And, &c.

And, &c.

And, &c.

And, &c.

And, &c.

And, &c.

And, &c.

And. &c.

The fport of hunting renders
Our days fo fweet and long.

It makes us better relifh

Our glaffes and a fong.

Our laws prohibit hunting
To the Plebeian race.

Nor is it meet the vulgar
Should royal fport debafe.

The Britifh Kings are hunters.
And frequent in the chafe.

They fear no more than we do,
A weather-rbeaten face.

Thlen fill a fparkling bumper,
I'll take it off with glee.

And, &c.

And, &c.

And, &c.

To all our brother hunters
In courfe his Majefly.

And a hunting we will go, &c.

Let School-maftcrs puzzle their Brain.

LET fchool-mafters puzzle their brain.

With grammar, and nonfenfe, and learning;
Good liquor I ftoutly maintain,
Ghes genius a better difcerning.

Let them brag of their Heathenilh Gods,
Their Lethes, their Styxes, and Stygians ;

Their Quis, and their Qiiass, and their Quods,
They're all but a parcel of Pigeons.

Toroddle, toroddle, toroll.

When methodift preachers come down,
A preaching that drinking is finful,

I'll wager the rafcals a crown.
They always preach beft with a Qcinful ;

But when you come down with your pence,
For a flice of their fcurvy religion,

I'll leave it to all men of fenfe.

But you, my good friend, are the Pigeon.

Toroddle, toroddle, toroll,.

Then come, put the jorum about

And let us be merry and clever.

Our hearts and our liquors are flout.

Here's the Three Jolly Pigeons for ever.

Let fome cry up woodcock or hare,

Your buftards, your ducks, and your widgeons ;

But of all the fine birds in the air.

Here's a health to the Three jolly Pigeons.

Toroddle, toroddle, toroll.

GoUfmilk.

PUBLISHED at N"^- lO, BEDFORD-ROW, Dublin,
Where the preceding Numbers can be had.
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Towdy Rowdy Dow.

WITH a merry tale

Serjeants beat the drum ;

Noddles full of ale,

Village lads they hum.
Soldiers out go all,

Famous get in ftory ;

If rhey chance to fall, \

Don't they fleep in glory ?

Towdy rowdy dow, &c.

Lawyers try, when fee'd,

Juries to make pliant.

If the/ can't fucceed,

Then they hum their client .'

To perfecflion come.

Humming all the trade is.

Ladies, lovers hum,
Lovers hum the ladies.

Towdy rowdy dow, &c.

Ha' n't Britania's fons

Often humm'd Mounfeer ?

Ha'n't they humm'd the Dons ?—
Let iheir fleets appear

—

Strike th'ey mufl tho' loth,

(Ships with dollars, cramm'd)

If they're not humm'd both,

Then 1 will be df-—d.

Towdy rowdy dow, &c.

His fparkling eyes were black as jet.

(Sung in Blue Beard.)

HIS fparkling eyes were black as jet,;

Chica, chica, chica, cho.

Can I my lovely Turk forget ?—
Oh ! never, never, never, no

!

Did he not watch 'till night did fall,

And fail in filence on the fea ;

Did he not clime our fea-girt wall,

To talk fo lovmgly ro me ?

—

O! his fparkling eyes, &c.

His lips were of the coral hue-;

His teeth of ivory fo white.;

But he was hurried from my view.

Who gave to me fo much delight.'

And, why (hould tender lovers part

!

And why fliould fathers cruel be

!

Why bid me banifti from my heart

A heart fo full of love for me !

O ! his fparkling eyes, &c.

Morning.

IN the barn the tenant cock,

Clofe to Partlet perch'd on high,

Brifkly crows, (the fhepherd's clock !)

Jocund that the morning's nigh.

Swiftlv from the mountain's brow.

Shadows, nurs'd by night, retire.

And the peeping fun-beam, now.
Paints with gold the village fpire.

Philomel forfakes the thorn,

Plaintive where (he prates all night

;

And the lark to meet ihe morn.
Soars bjyond the Ihepherd's fight.

From the low-roof'd cottage ridge.

See the chatt'ring fwallows fpring ;

Darling through the one arch'd bridge,

Oiiick fhe dips her dappled wfng.

Now the pine-tree's waving top,

Gently greets the morning gale ;

Kidlings now begin to crop
Daifies on the dewy dale.

From the balmy fweets uncloy'd
(Reftlefs till her talk be done)

Now the bufy bee's employ'd
Sipping dew before the fun.

Trickling through the crevic'd rock.

Where the limpid fiream diflils,

Sweet refrefhment waits the flock,

When 'tis fun-drove from the hills.

Co'in's for the promis'd corn
(Ere the harveft hopes are ripe)

Anxious ;-r—whild the huntfman's horn.
Boldly founding, drowns his pipe.

Sweet—O Sweet, the warbling throng,
On the white emblofTom'd fpray .'

Nature's univerfal fong
Echoes to the rifing day.

S

Cunningham

Noon.

FERVID on the glitt'ring flood.

Now the noontide radiance glows

:

Drooping o'er its infant bud,

Not a dew-drop's left the rofe.

By the brook the (hepherd dines.

From the fierce meridian hear,

Shelter'd by the branching pines,

Pendant o'er his grafly feat.

Now the flock f)rfakes the glade.

Where uncheck'd the fun-beams fall;

Sure to find a pleafing fhade
By the ivy'd abbey wall.

Echo in her airy round.
O'er the river, rock and hill.

Cannot catch a fingle found.

Save the rlack of yonder mill.

Cattle court the zephyr's bland,

Where the ftreamlet wander coo!.

Or with languid filence fland

Midway in the marfliy pool.

But from mountain, dell, or flream.

Not a flutt'riiig zephyr fprings :

Fearful left the noontide beam
Scorch its foft, its filken wings.

Not a leaf has leave to flir,

Nature's luU'd,—ferene—and fiill!

Q^uiet e'en the fliepherd's cur.

Sleeping on the heath-clad hill.

Languid is the landfcape round,
'Till the freflt defcending fl^ower,

Grateful to the thiril^/ ground,

Raifes every fainting flower.

Now the hill—the hedge—is green.

Now the warbler's throat's in tune :

Blithfome is the verdant fcene,

Brighten'd by the beams of Noon J

Cunninp/iam,
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,
Evening.

jjX^'ER the heath the heifer flrays

i)\J Free;—(the furrow'd tafk is done)

iNow the village windows blaze,

Burnifh'd by the fetting fun.

Now he fets behind' the hill,

Sinking ftom a golden Iky:

Can the pencil's mimic fkill,

Copy the refulgent die ?

Trudging as the ploughmen go,

(To the fm'iaking hamlet bound)

Giant-like their fhadows grow,

Lengthen'd o'er the level ground.

Where the rifing foreft fpreads.

Shelter for the lordly dome 1

To their night-built airy beds,

See the rooks returning home

!

\s the lark by vary'd tune,
" Carols tc the evening loud ;

Wark the mild refplendent moon,
Breaking through a parted cloud!

'Jow the hermit Owlet peeps

From the barn or twifted brake;

jlud the blue mift flowly creeps.

Curling on the filver lake.

Ls the trout in fpeckled pride,

Playful from its bofom fprings;

To the banks, a ruffled tide

Verges in fucceffive rings.

ripping through the filken grafs,

O'er the path divided dale,

lark the rofe complexion'd lafs

With her well pois'd milking pail.

(innets with unnumber'd notes.

And the cuckow bird with two,

''uning fweet their mellow, throats,

Bid the fetting fun adieu.

Cuntiivgham.

The Cobler's End.

A Cobler there was, and he liv'd in a ftall,

[\ Which fcrv'd him tor parlour, for kitchen and
hall;

lo coin in his pocket, nor care in his pate,

Jo ambition had he, and no duns at his gate.

Derry doijun, l^c.

lontenred he work'd, and he thought himfelf happy,
fat night he could purchafe a cup of brown nappy,
le'd laugh then and ivhiflle, and fing too moll fweet,

aying juft to a hair i have made both ends meet.

Deny doi'jn, l^c.

kit love, the difturber of high and of low,

^hat IhoiHS at the peafant as well as the beau,

lefhot the poor cobler quite through the heart,

wifli it had hit fome more ignoble part.

' Dirry down, i^c.

t wp.s from a cellar this archer did play,

Vhere a b.ixom young damlcl continually lay,

ier,eyes (hone fo bright when fhe rofe ev'ry day.

That "ne fhot the poor cobler quite over the way.

Dtrry do-wtJ, iS'c.

He fung her love fongs as he fat at his work,

But (he was as hard as a Jew, or a Turk,
Whenever he fpoke, ihe would flounce and would

fleer,

Which put the poor cobler quite into defpair.

Derry down, ^c.

He took up his awl that he had in the world.

And to make away with himfelf was refolv'd.

He pierc'd thro' his body inftead of the fole ;

So the cobler he dy'd, and the bell it did roll.

Derry dawn, tic.

And now in good will I advife, as a friend.

All coblers take notite of this cobler's end.

Keep your hearts out of love, for we find by what's

part.

That love brings us all to an end at the laft.

Derry itwrt, ^c.

The wonderful old Man.

THERE was an old man, and though it's not

common.
Yet if he faid true, he was born of a woman ;

And tho' it's incredible, yet I've been told

He was once a mere infant, but age made him old,

Age made him old, age made him old.

He was once a mere infant, but age made him old.

Whene'er he was hungry he long'd for fome meat.

And if he could get it, 'twas faid he would eat;

When thirfty, he'd drink, if you gave him a pot,

And his liquor mofl commonly ran down his throat.

He feldom, or never, could fee without light.

And yet I've been told he could hear in the night-;

He has oft been awake in the day-time 'tis faid.

And has fallen afleep as he lay on his bed.

'Tis reported his tongue always mov'd when he talk'd.

And he ftir'd both his arms and his legs when he

walk'd ;

And hisgait was foodd.had yon feen him, you'd burft.

For one leg or other would always bs firft.

Hrs face was the oddeft that ever was feen,

For if 'twas not wafh'd it was feldom quite clean j

He (hew'd moft his teeth when he happened to grin.

And his mouth flood acrofs 'twixt his nofe and his

chin.

When this whimfical chap had a river to pafs.

If he could nor get over he'd flay where he was ;

'Tis faid he ne'er ventured to quit the dry ground.

Yet fo great was his luck that he never \\ as drown'd.

Among other fttange things that befel this g^od

yeoman,
He was married poor foul, and his wife was a woman
And unlefs by that liar, mifs Fame, we're beguil'd,^

We may roundly affirm he was never with child.

At laft he fell fick, as old chronicles (ell,

And then, as folks fay, he was not very well ;

But what is more ftrange, in fo weak a Cnndirion,

As he could not give fees, he could gel no phyficr.n.

What wonder he died, yet, 'tis faid, that his dea'h.

Was occafion'd at lafl: by the want of his breath :

But peace to his bones which in afhes now moulde',

Had he liv'd a day longer, he had been a tiay rider.
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Frederick and Alice.

FRF.DERICK leaves the land of France,

Homewards haftes his fteps to meafure ;

Carelefs cafls the parting glance

On the fcene of former pleafure ;

Joying in his prancing fteed.

Keen to prove his untried blade.

Hope's gay dreams the foldier lead

Over mountain, moo^, and glade.

Helplefs, ruin'd, left forlorn.

Lovely Alice wept alone,

Mourn'd o'er love's fond contract torn,

Hope, and peace, and honor flown.

Mark her breaft's convulfive throbs !

See, the tear of anguifli flows !

Mingling foon with buriling fobs.

Loud the laugh of frenzy rofe.

Wild (he curs'd, and wild flie pray'd ;

Seven long days and nights are o'er ;

Death in pity brought his aid.

As the village bell ftruck four.

Far from her, and far from France,

Faithlefs Frederick onward rides.

Marking blythe the morning's glance

Mantling o'er the mountain's fides.

Heard ye not the boding found,

As the tongue of yonder tower
Slowly, to the hills around,

Told the fourth, the fated hour ?

Starts the fleed, and fnuffs the air.

Yet no caufe of dread appears

;

Briftles high the rider's hair.

Struck with ftrange myfterious fears.

Defperate, as his terrors rife.

In the fteed the fpur he hides ;

From himfelf in vain he flies ;

Anxious, reftlefs, on he rides.

Seven long days, and feven long nights.

Wild he war.der'd, woe the while!
Ceafelefs care, and caufelefs fright.

Urge his footfteps many a mile.

Dark the feventh fad night dcfcends ;

Rivers fwell, and rain-ftreams pour j

While the deafening Thunder lends

All the terrors of his roar.

Weary, wet, and fpent with toil.

Where his head {hall Frederick hide ?

Where, but in yon ruin'd aide,

By the lightning's flafli defcried.

To the portal dank and low,
Faft his fteed the wanderer bound j

Down a ruin'd ftaircafe, flow

Next his darkling way he wound.

Long drear vaults before him lie !

Glimmering lights are feen to glide!—" Blefled Mary hear my cry !

Deign a linner's fteps to guide!"—

Often loft their quivering beam.
Still the lights more flow before,

Till they reft their ghartly gleam.
Right againft an iron door.

Thundering voices from within,
Mix'd with peals of laughter, rofe j

As they fell, a folemn ftrain

Lent its wild and wond'rous clofe !

Midft the din, he feem'd to hear
Voice of friends, by death removed ;—

—Well he knew that folemn air,

'Twas the lay that Alice loved.

—

Hark ! for now a folemn knell

Four times on the ftill night broke j

Four times, at its deaden'd fwell,

Echoes from the ruins fpoke.

As the lengthen'd clangours die.

Slowly ope's the iron door !

Straight a banquet met his eye.

But a funeral's form it wor^ f

CofEns for the feats extend ;

All with black the board was fpread.

Girt by parent, brother, friend,

Long (ince number'd with the dead !

Alice, in her grave clothes bound,
Ghaftly fmiiinf, points a. feat;

All arofe with thundering found ;

All the expecfled ftranger greet.

High their meagre arms they wave.
Wild their notes of welcome fwell

;

—" Welcome, traitor, to the grave !

" Perjured, bid the light farewell!

—

Tales oflVtndd

The Fifherman.

Fram the German of Goethe,

THE water rufh'd, the water fwell'd,

A fiftierman fat nigh ;

Calm was his heart, and he beheld
His line with watchful eye

:

While thus he fits with tranquil look

:

In twain the water flows

;

Then, crown'd with reeds, from out the brook
A lovely woman rofe.

To him flie fung, to him flie faid,—" Why tempt'ft thou frem the flood,
" By cruel arts of man betray'd,

" Fair youth, my fcaly brood .'

" Ah ! knew'ft thou how we find it fweet
" Beneath the waves to go,

" Thyfelf would leave the hooks deceit,
" And live with us below.

" Love not their fplendour in the main ^
" The fun and moon to lave ?

" Look not their beams as bright again,
" Reflected on the wave ?

" Tempts not this river's glaiTy blue,

" So cryftal, clear and bright ?

" Tempts not thy fhade, which bathes in dew^
" And fliares our cool delight .'"—

^

The water rufli'd, tlie water fwell'd,
'

The fifherman fat nigh ;

With wiftiful glance the flood beheld,

And long'd the wave to try.

To him ftie faid, to him flie fung,

The river's guileful queen :

Half in he fell, half in he fprung,

And never more was feen.

M, 0, Lewitr
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In the Rough Blaft heaves the Billow.

IN the rough blaft heaves the Billow,

In the light air waves the Willow,
t/very thing of moving kind,

Varies with the veering wind

:

What have I to do with thee.

Dull, unjoyous Conflancy ?

After fretted pouting forrow,

Sweeter is the iinile to-morrow,
Pafling ftill each changeful thing,

Faireft is upon the wing.
What have I to do with thee.

Dull, unjoyous Conftancy ?

Sombre tale and fatire witty,

f Sprightly glee and doleful ditt)',

Meafur'd fighs and roundelay.

Welcome alii but do not fta/.

For what have I to do with thee.

Dull, unjoyous Conflancy ?

Ah! could my faukeriiig Tongue impart.

AH! could my fault'ring tongue impart
The tale of woe that pains my heart,

Then in vain I fhotild n'^t crave

Your pity for a wieiched flavs.

Then in, vain, &c.

The injured ne'er in vain ad": eft

In plaints of woe a Briton's breaft ;

Companion ever marks the brave ;

Oh ! pity then your wretched flave I

Compaffion ever marks, &c.

Paul and Virginia.

The wealth of the Coitnge is Love.

A BLESSING unknown to ambition and pride,

'l"h.)t firtune can never abate ;

To wealth and to fplendour, tho' often denied.

Yet on poverty deigns to await.

That blefting ye powers, oh ! be it my lot,

The choiceft beft gift from above,

•Deep fixed in my heart, fhall ne'er be forgot;

The wealth of the cottage is love.

Whate'er my condition ,why ftiould I repine ?

By poverty never diftreis'd :

lExulting I felt what a treafure was mine,

A treafure enfhrin'd in my breaft.

Paid afLd Virginia.

That bleffing, &c.

PUBLISHED at ]^"-10,
Where the preceding

Steady fne goes, all welH,

THE Bririfh tar no peril knows,
But fearlefs braves the angry deep.

The fhip's his cradle of repofe,

And fweetly rocks him to his fleep ;

He, tho' the raging furges fvvell.

In his hammock.
In his hammock fwin^;.

When the fteerfman (ings.

When the fieerfman- fings,

Steady fhe goes, all well, all well.

Steady Ihe goes.

While on the main-top yard he fprings.
An Englifh yeftel heaves in view,

He afks, but One no letter brings
From bonny Kate, he lov'd To true ;

Then fighs he for his native dell.

Yet to hope he clings.

To hope he clings.

While the fteerfman fings.

While the fteerfman fings,

Steady flie goes, all well, &c.

The ftorm is paft, the bnttle's o'er.

Nature and man repofe in peace.

Then homeward bound, on England's fhore,

He hopes for joys that ne'er will ceafe
;

His Kate's fweet voice thofe joys foretell,

And his big heart fprings.

His big heart fprings.

While the fteerfirian iings.

While the fteerfman fings.

Steady fhe goes, all well, &c.

The kind honeft Heart of a Tar.

MY girl, though no fortune to ofl^er,

I've fomething to put on a par;
Come here and accept of my olfer.

The kind honeft heart of a Tar.

Ne'er let fuch a trifle ns this is.

Girl, be to your pleaftire a bar ;

You'll be rich, though 'tis only in kiffes.

With the kind honeft heart of a Tar.

Befides, I'm none of your ninnies.

The next time I come from afar,

I'll bring you, your lap full of guineas.
With the kind honeft heart of a Tar.

I have this here to fay now, and mind it.

If love, that m hazzard can bar;
Your feeking, you'll certainly find it

In the kind honeft heart of a Tar.

BED FORD- ROW, Dublin,
Numbers caa be had.
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Mifs Polly Roe of Gal way.

AH [whence this impotence of mind ?

Sure beauty, properly defin d,

To learning is a foe :

My Swifts and Hopes negletfled lie,

Nor can Bf. linda now fupply

The place of Polly Roe.

Young Pegg, with pendants, patches, puns,

And eyes more fparkling than the fijn's,

• Made ev'ry bolom- glow :

Siich nymphs I prz'd for borrow'd charms.

But felt the force of nature's arms

From none bat Polly Roe.

What makes me flitm that ftudious lafs,

. Whofe hand's employ'd before the glafs.

Love's gentle fires to blow ?

For fuch vain things why fhould I grieve,

When all the grace of naked Evf,

Appears in Polly Roe ?

What pains the cautious lover takes,

Who flill purfues, yet feldom fpeaks,

His fair-one's mind to know .'

To find the fecrets of her breaft.

In artlefs characters exprefs'd,

I look on Polly Roe.

On thefmooth bofom of a flream.

When brighten'd by the morning beam,

We fee the ikies below :

Thus on her face, as cryftal clear,

Enlighten'd by her eyes, appear

The thoughts of Polly Roe.

As, from the fun's enliv'ning glance,

A thoufand mingling colours dance

Upon the ihow'ry bow :

Thus glows my face with am'rous dies,'

Whene'er I meet the radiant eyes

Of charming Polly Roe.

Some fine ones, when by mufic fpurr'd.

Gamboling wild, with airs abfurd,

Their uncouth geftures (how :

Well might we thank fuch awkward rakes.

Would they but ape the gentle freaks

Of charming Pouly Roe.

As from a flow'ry plant when fhook

On the green margin of a brook,

Its fweetefl odours flow :

Tims, wak'd by mirth, a thoufand graces,

Unfeen before, affume their places

On charming Polly Roe.

Let thofe, whom coarfer nerves fuffain.

O'er hill and dale, thro' rough and plain,

Purfue the bounding doe :

'Tis mine tochace a flender fair

(LikeDAPHNE crown'd with golden hair,)

The charming Polly Roe.

For ancient lore, fome iludious clowns,

Whofe dreams are penfions, books and gowns.
To foreign climates go :

To me let none propofe this tatk j

No proof of nature's force I afk.

But charming Polly Roe.

Choofe not a full blown nymph for Mare,

Who, fick with more than folftice-heat,

Will pant from top to toe :

If to thy bofom thou canft bring

That beauteous emblem of the fpring.

The charming Polly Roe.

Had nature, now too carelefs grown.
Each year the feeds of beauiy fown.

Sure time would not be flow ;

Since f )urteen fummers could produce
A plant fo fair and fit for ufe.

As cliarming Polly Ro^ !

Such mercy claims her tender age,

Such blifs to melt a flubborn fage,

Her beauty can beftow :

What mortal would—oh ! would not flrain

The links of virtue's golden chain.

For charming Polly Roe ?

Once had I wifh'd, and wifird that fate

Would gram a houfe and lair eflate

Befide the Seine or Po :

Now greater things my fancy fill,

A mofs-grown cottage and a rill,

With charming Polly Roe

Since all our hopes of wealth or fame.
Weeds fed from folly's bubbling fiream,

Death foon or late fliall mow :

Say, love ! why fhould thy Have refufe

To quit his int'reft and his mufe,
For charming Polly Roe ?

Were marriage but a trnnfient thing,

Doom'dal the firft approacii offprino-

To'melt away like fnow
;

What youthful bard would not fufpend
His books, his bottle, and his friend.

For charming Polly Rot ?

Think not, my love ! a grov'ling fire.

Which, fed by nothing but dcrlire,

Long abfence might o'erthrow :

Whate'er thy fate wed, grieve, or die.

My foul fhall dwell upon ihine eye.

My charming Polly Roe .'

In former days, when verfe had charms.

To blefs a beauteous mortal's arms,

The moon dc •ended low :

Now mine might ancient, fame furpafs.

Could 1 fcduce a brighter lafs.

Her filter Polly Roe.

In towns I ne'er can overcome j

There nymphs, like bees, in cluflers hum
About a rattling beau :

But here, tho' fiiently 1 vieu%

Kind pity falls, like April-dew,

From charming Polly Roe.

Ah! what avails that tender tear ?

Behold ! our friendly'lt ftars appear
Regardlefs of our woe :

DuUnefs ! to f)me fat clown i.4' thine

(So fortune w ills) I muft refign

My charming Polly Roe.

What have I then for all I fung ?

When o'er my heart and tunelefs torque
The nodding weeds fhall grow ;

My abfent foul will be o'erjoy'd,

That once her wit was well employ'd
On charming Poli.y Roe
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The Soldier's Return.

WHEN wild war's deadly blaft was blawn,
And gentle peace returning.

And eyes again with pleafure beam'd.
That had been blear'd with mourning-,

I left the lines, and tented field.

Where lang I'd been a lodger,

My humble knapfack a' my wealth,

A poor but honeft Soldier.

A leal light heart beat in my breaR,

My hand inittain'd wi' plunder ;

And for fair Scotia, hame again,

1 cheery on did wander.-

1 thought upon the banks o' Coil,

1 thought upon my Nancy,

I thought upon her witching fmile.

That caught my youthful fancy.

At length I reach'd the bonny glen,

Where early life 1 fporied,

I paft the mill, and tryffing thorn.

Where Nancy aft 1 courted,

Wha fpied I but mine ain dear maid
Down by her mother's dwelling !

And turn'd me round to hide the flood

That in my een was fwelling.

W'i' alter'd voice quoth I, fweet lafs,

S\veet as yon hawthorn bloflom,

O! happy, happy, may he be,

That's deareft to thy bofom.

My purfe is light, I've far to gang.

Fain wad I be thy lodger ;

I've ferv'd my King and country lang.

Take pity on a Soldier.

Sae wiflfully (lie gaz'd on me.
An . lovelier grew than ever ;

Q}io' fhe, a Soldier ance 1 lo'ed.

Forget him i lliall never :

Our humble cot, and hamely fair,

Ye freely fhall partake it,

The gallant badge, the dear cockade,

„ Ye're welcome for the fake o't.

iShe gaz'd—flie redden'd like a rofe

—

Syne pale like ony lily,

She fank within mine arms, and cried.

Art thou mine ain dear Willie ?

By him who made yon fun and fky,

By whom true love's regarded,

1 am the man!—and thus may flill

True lovers be rewarded.

iThe war's are o'er, and I'm come hame,
And find thee flill true hearted ;

Tho' poor in gear, we're rich in love,

I And mair, we'fe ne'er be parted.

[2)10, fhe, my grandfire left me gowd,
': A mailin' plenilh'd fairly :

^ome then, my faithful Soldier lad,

Thou'rt welcome to it dearly!

or gold the merchant ploughs the main,
The farmer ploughs the manor

;

;5ut glory is the Soldier's prize.

The Soldier's wealth is honour!

jHie brave poor Soldier ne'er defpife,

Nor count him as a firanger ;

itemember, he's his country's ilay

In day and hour of danger.

New Tally Ho.

THE hunters are up, and the ruddy fac'd m6rn
Molt cheerful falute with the mufical horn j

The blue mifty mountains feem join'd with the'

fkies,

And the dogs yelp around as away Reynard flies.

Tally ho, tally ho, fee the game is in view,
The fportfmen all cry as they nimbly purfue.

The high mettled fleed fweeps away at the found.
And the hills feem to move as they fly o'er the

ground.
Each profpeil is charming, all nature is cay.
And promifes fport and fucoefs thro' the day.

Tally ho, tally ho, fee the game is in view.
The fportfmen all cry as they nimbly purfue

The goddefs of pleafure, fweet rofy cheek'd health,
Gives joy more abundant than titles or wealth ;

And appetite gives to their viands a ze(\
Above all the fauces by cooks ever dreft.

Tally ho, tally ho, fee the game is in view.
The fportfmen all cry as they nimbly purfue.

Huzza J then my boys, to the chace let's away,
Nor in indolence lofe the delights of the day

,'

Frorn fafhion and folly we borrow no grace,
But joy paints the cheek as we follow the chace.

Tally ho, tally ho, fee the game is in view.
The fportfmen all cry as th~ey nimbly purfue.

Phillida and Corydon.

IN the merry month of May,
In a morn, by break of day.

Forth I walk'd by the wood-fide.
When, as May was in his pride.
There I fpy'd, all alone, all alone,
Phillida and Corydon.

Much ado there was, God wat.'

He would love, and fhe would not :

|She faid, never man u-as true :

•He faid, none was fiille to you.
He faid, he had lov'd her long:
She faid, love fhould have no wrong.

.— ^ .

Corydon would kifs"* Her then :

She faid, maids muft kiifs no men
Till they did for good and all.

Then fhe made the Ihepherd call

All the heavens to vvitnefs truth ;

Ne'er lov'd a truer youth.

Thus, w-ith many a pretty oath,

Yea and nay, and faith and troth ?

Such as filly fhepherd's ufe
'

When they will not love abufe j

Love, which had been long deluded,
Was, with kilfes fv\eet, concluded:

And Phillida, with garlands gav,

1 Was made the lady of the inay.
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Cornelius Agrippa's Bloody Book.

CORNELIUS AGRIPPA went out one day,

His fludy he lock'd ere he went away ;

And he gave the key of the door to his wite,

And charged her to keep it lock'd on her life.

—" And if any one afk my ftudy to fee,

"
I charge you truft them not with the key

;

" Whoever may beg, and intreat, and implore,

" For your life let nobody enter that door."

—

There lived a young man in the houfe, who in vain

Accefs to that ftudy had ftrove to obtain,

And he begg'd and pray'd the books to fee,

'Till the foolifh wonsan gave him the .key.

On the ftudy table a book there lay.

Which Agrippa himfelf had been reading that day j

The letters were written with blood within.

And the leaves were made of dead mens' Ikin.

And thefe horrible leaves of magic between

Were the uglieft picflures that ever were feen ;

The likenets of things fo foul to behold.

That what they were is not fit to be told.

The young man he began to read

He knew not what, but he would proceed ;

When there was heard a found at the door.

Which, as he read on grew more and more.

And more and more the knocking grew.

The young man knew not what to do j

But trembling in fear he fat within,

'Till the door was broke, and the Devil came in.

Two hideous horns on his head he had got.

Like iron heated nine times red-hot

;

The breath of his noftrils was brimftone blue,
'

And his tail like a fiery ferpent grew.

—" What would'ft thou with me?"—the wicked
one cried.

But not a word the youth replied ; v

Every hair on his head was flanding upright.

And his limbs, like a palfy, Ihook with affright.

—'' What would'ft thou with me ?"—cried the

author of ill.

But the wretched young man was filent ftill ;

Not a word had his lips the power to fay.

And his marrow feem'd to be melting away.

—" What would'ft thou with me?"—the third

time, he cries,

And a flafli of lightning came from his eyes
;

And he lifted his griffin-claw in the air.

And the young man had not ftrength for a prayer.

His eyes with a furious joy were poflefs'd.

As he tore the young man's heart from his breaft

:

He grinn'd a horrible grin at his prey,

And with claps of thunder vanifti'd away.
Henceforth let all young men take heed
How in a Conjurer's book they read.

Robert Southey.

Fair Margaret and Sweet William.

From Percy s Rdiques of Ancient Eagiyh Poetry.

AS it fell out on a long fummer's day,
Two lovers they fat on a hill;

They fat together that long fummer's day,
And could not talk their fill.

—" I fee no harm by you, Margaret,
" And you fee none by me

;

" Before to-morrow at eight o' the clock
" A rich wedding you fhall fee."—

Fair Margaret fat in her bower-window.
Combing her yellow hair;

There fhe fpyed Sweet William and his bride,
.\s they were a riding near.

Then down (he layd her ivory »combe.

And braided her hair in twain:

She went alive out of her bower.

But ne'er came alive in't again.

When day was gone, and night was come.

And ral men tall afleep.

Then came the fpirit ot Fair Marg'ret,

And Hood at William's feet.

—" Are you awake. Sweet William?" fhe faid;

" Or, Sweet W illiatn, are you afleep?
" God give you joy of your gay bride-bed,

" And me of my winding iheet."—

When day was come, and night was gone.

And all men wak'd from deep,

Sweet William t.> tiis lady fayd, -—" IVly dear, 1 have caui'e to weep :

" I dreamt a dream, my dear ladye,

" Sucii dreams are never good :

" I dreamt mv bower was lull of red wme,
" And my bride-bed full of blood."

—

—" Such dreams, fuch dreams, my honoured Sir,

" They never do prove good ;

" To dream thy bower was full of red wine,
" And thy bride-bcd full of blood."

—

He called up his merry men all.

By one, by two, and by three;

Sayfng,— I'll away to Fair Marg'ret s bower,
*' By the leave •!' my ladye."

—

And when he came to Fair Marg'ret's bower.

He knocked at the ring ;

And who fo ready as her feven brethren

To let fweet William in.

Then he turned up the covering-fheet,—" Pray let me fee the dead ;

" Meihinks (he looks all pale and wan,
" She haih loft her cherry red.

" I'll do more for thee, Margaret,
" Than any of thy kin ;

" For 1 wi',1 kifs thy pale wan lips,

'* Though a fmile i cannot win."—
With that befpake the feven brethren.

Making moft piteous mone :—" You may go kifs your jolly brown bride,

" And let our fifter alone."

—

" If I do kifs my jolly brown bride,

"
I do but what is right

;

" I ne'er made a vow to yonder poor corpfe

" By day, nor yet by night.

" Deal on, deal on, my merry men all,

" Deal on your cake and your wine :
*

*' For whatever is dealt at her funeral to-day,
" Shall be dealt to-morrow at mine."

—

Fair Margaret dyed to-day, to-day,

Sweet William dyed the morrow :

Fair Margaret dyed for pure true love.

Sweet William dyed for forrow.

Margaret was buryed in the lower chancel.

And William in the higher:

Out of her breaft there fprang a rofe.

And out of liis a briar.

They grew till they grew unto the chnrch-top.

And then they could grow no higher

;

And there they tyed in a true lover's knot.

Which made all the people admire.

Then came the clerk of the parifh.

As y'ou the tnnh fhall hear,

And by misfortune cut ihem down.
Or they had now been there.

* Alluding to the Dole anCKntly ji'.'cn at funeral'.
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Faithful Mary.

Air,

—

Dii>Jin's Sailor s Journal,

THE deck was clear'd, the gallant band
Of Britilh tars each other cheerirlg ;

Each kindly fliook his mefl'mate's hiind,

With hearts refolv'd, nor danger fearing:

. Ben Block turn'd pale, yet 'twas not fear,

l'
Ben thought he liad beheld fcune fairy,

tWhen on the deck he faw appear.

In feaman's drefs, his faithful Mary.

;'Her cheek afTum'd a crimfon glow,
Yet iuch tor love her noble daring.

No pray'rs could keep her down below.
With Ben fhe'd Hay, all perils fharing.

When cruel fata urdain'd it To,

Ere Ben had time to fay how fare ye

!

[
An envious ball convey'd the blow,

I

That clos'd in death the eyes of Mary,

Ben's arms receiv'd the falling fair.

Grief, rage, and love, his bofom tearing;

His eyes refletfling wild defpair.

No more for life or fafery carins;,—

"Clofe came the foe. Ben madly cry'd,
" Ye adverfe pow'rs come on, I dare ye !"

Then, fpringing from the veffel's fide,

, Rafh'd on the foe, and dy'd for Marv.

Blue-ey'd Sue.

ON Richmond Grc n, as Fame once told,

A lovely female dwell'd :

Her worth was priz'd {ax more than gold ;

All milkmaids fhe excell'd:

Yv'ith modeft charms and blooming face.

The tint of nature's hue,

^he tripp'd along with artlefs grace;

'Twas charming Blue-ey'd Sue.

In fimple drefs the damfel trudg'd

Each morn the village round;

SHer milk fhe cry'd, no toil begrudg'd

;

Melodious was the fou/id.

When glimmering eve approach'd her cot.

Her duty ^vell fhe knew ;

'Her humble flate fhe ne'er forgot;

Content was Blue-ey'd Sue.

Yoitng Lubin was a comely fwain,

The pride of rufiic joy.

He wou'd the maid, her love to gain;

She blufh'd, and was mull coy:

Her rural life was furely b'eft,

For Lubin's vows prov'd true;

His happy Bride, by all confeff,

Was charmin,:r Blue ey'd Sue. 9

Bandy Legged Bridget-

WHAT would you do with me? I can go n«
further?

'^oull kill me downright, and that will be murder;
And faich if you kill me, againft you I'll fwear
My life, and they'll hang you; fo pry 'thee take care.
'Vou put me all into a fume and a fidget;
What would you do with po(jr bandy-legged Bridget ?O poor Bridget ! bandy-legged Bridget

!

Hop and go forward, poor^bandy' legged Bridget.

Do you fancy I'm rich, and expect a great plunder?
Where fhould poor people get money, I wonder ?
In ihefe times we fcarfe can dme. breakfaft, or'fup;
For you know the monopolies eat us all up ;

Which puts i;ie all into a fume and a fidget ;

What will they do with poor bandy-legged Bridget }
O poor, tkc.

To giillantry haply this f^ep has affinity.

And \ ou've f irae bafe defign on my haplefs virginity;
B;'.t tho you've a colt's toith, it is fit to be faid.

That I've fca'cely got a tooth left in my head ;

Which I'Uts me all into a fiime a*nd a fidget

;

I can bark but not bite, poor bandy-legged Bridget

!

Jfi^oor, &.C.

Poor, wrinkled, and old, ofme what can you make J
Then on an old woman compatfion pray take ;

For if you 'icape hanging, and live you rude elf!
Till ray old age you'll be an old woman yourfelf;
Then do put me inif of my fume and my fidget,
Poor rickety ! crickety ! bandy-legged Bridget I

O poor, &c.

Do you hear. Brother Sportfman.

.O you hear, brother fportfman, the found of the
_ ' horn.

And yet the fveet pleafure decline?
For fhame, roufe your fenfes, and e'er it be mora,
With me the fweet melody join.

Thro' the wood and the valley,

How the traitor we'll rally,

Nor quit him rill panting he lies,

While hounds in full crv.

Thro' hedges fhall fly.

And chace the fwift bare till he dies.

Then faddle your /feed, to the meadows and fields.
Both willing and joyous repair

;

No paftime. in life greater happinefs yields,

Than chacing the fox or the" hair.

Such comforts my friend.

On the fportfman auend,
No pleafure like h-mting is found;
For when it is o'er.

As brifk as before,

Next morning we fpurn up the ground.

FUSLJ6HED at Ni'-IO,
Where the preceding

BEDFORD. R W, Dublin,
Numbers can be had.
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Arabella.

SAY have you Teen my Arabel,

The Caledonian Maid,

Or heard the youths of Scotia tell?

Where Arabel is ftrayed ;

The damfel is of Angel mein,

With fad and douncaft eyes:

The ihepherds call her forrow's queen,

So penfively (he (ighs.

Bat why thofe fighs fo fadly fwell.

Or why her tears fo flow ;

In vain they prefs the lovely girl,

'1 he ir.nate caufe to know;

Ere reafon formed her tender mind,

The virgin learned to love,

Compaliion taught her to be kind.

Deceit {he was above.

And had not war's terrific voice

Foibid the nuptial bands,

Ere now had Sand/ been her choice.

And Hymen joined their hands;

But fince the fword of war is fheath'd.

And peace refumes her charms.

My ev'ry joy is now bequeaih'd,

To Arabella's arms.

The Matron's VVifh.

WHEN my locks are grown hoary, and my vi-

fage looks pale.

When my forehead has wrinkles, and mine eye-fight

does fail,

May my words and mine adions be free from all

harm.

May I have a good hufband to keep my back warm.

O the pleafures of youth, they are flow'rs but of

May,
Qur life's but a vapour, our bodies but clay.

Yet let me live well, tho' I li\e but a day.

With a fermon on Sunday, and a Bible of good print j

With a pot on the fire, and good viands in't

;

With ale, baer, and brandy, both winter and fum-
mer.

To drink to my goffip, and be pledg'd by my cum-
mer.

The pleafures of, ^c.

With pigs and with poultry, and fome money in

ftore

To purchafe the needful, and to give to the poor;

With a bottle of Canary, ro fip without fin,

And to comfort my daughter whene'er (he lies in.

The pleafures of, ^c.

With a bed foft and eafy to reft on at night.

With a maid in the morning to rife with the light,

To do her work neatly, and obey my defire.

To make the houfe clean, and blow up the fire.

The pleafures of, l^c.

With health and content, and a good eafy chair

;

With a thick hood and mantle, when 1 ride on my
mare.

Let me dwell near my cupboard, and far from my
foes.

With a pail! of glafs eyes to clap on my nofe.

The pleafures of, l^c.

And when I am dead, with a figh let them fay.

Our honeft old cutnmer's now laid in the clay:

When young, ftie was cheerful, no fcold, nor no

whore ;

She aflifted her neighbours, and gave to the poor.

Tho' the flow'r of her youth in her age did

decay,

Tho' her life like a vapour evanifh'd away,

She liv'd well and happy unto her laft day.

What cheer, my Honefl: IMeiTmates,

WHAT cheer my honeft mefianates,

You're welcome all on fhore,,

We'i'e dona our duty bravely,

And ready to do more :

W^e mount up a cliff, we hazard the mine.
And we luugh at the turbulent fea.

Our king to defend Sy fea and by lancj.

Our laws and liberty.

What e'er we are commanded.
With courage we obey,

And when our foes are baftiful,

We beckon ihem to ftay :

We mount up a clitf, we hazard the mine,
And we laugh at the turbulent fea,

Our king to defend, &c.

When we are on the top-maft.

We fpy a fail in view.

Then fire an eighteen-pounder,

in hafte to bring her too;

No canvas we fpare bet quikly come near.

In fpite of the turbulent fea.

For our king we'll defend, 6cc,

Now monfieurs otF are ftealing,

LikL> maggots in a nut,

We fcorn fuch idle dealinsT,

So down we bear full-but

:

No canvas we fpare, but tip 'em a cheer.

And a prize flie's fure to be.

For our king we'll delend, &c.

On fhore we want no forming.

We're one united band.

The word being giv'n for ftorming.

We fall to cutlafs in hand :

We mount up a cliff, we hazard a mine,
And we laugh at the turbulent fea.

Our king to defend, &c.

At home our peace preferving,

O may he happy reign,

A confort fo deferving.

Will well that peace maintain:

While doing his beft, O may he be bleft

With a royal progeny.

This ifle to defend, unto the world's end.

Our laws and liberty.

Do you fee as a Seaman, &c.

DO you fee as a feaman 111 heave off

A bit of a fong in my way

;

But if you don't like it, I'll leave off^

I foon can my finging belay.

An odd lingo muficianprs write in

Concerning flats, fliarps, and all that;

W^e failors are fharp in uur fighting,

And as to the French, they are flat,

Italians may polifli your ears

With folos and fuch fort of tunes ;

But Heart of Oak fong is three cheers :

'Twas fet to the found of our guns.

With Monfieurs our mufic does wonders

;

Our bombs and broadfides ferenading j

Our organs are twenty-four-pounders

:

The concert a brilk cannonading.

With Saunders we gave 'em the vapours
;

At Hawke like parch'd peas they have fkipp'dj

At Qjiebec 'twas we made 'em cue capers ;

At Martinico they all are unfhipp'd.

Such [^rmony we tars delight in,

'Tis our paftime wherever we come:
Since a]5road we've kept time in our fighting,

Let's all keep in tune Lads at home.



THE CHARMS OF MELODY. 34^7

Jack at the Opera.

AT Wapping 1 landed, and call'd to hail Mog,
She had ]ai\ iliap'd lier courl'e to the play,

Of two rums and water i order'd my grog;,

And to (peak her foon fto 'd under way j

But tlie Haymarket I for old Drury miltouk,
Like a lubber fo raw and fo fiift,

Haifa George handed out, at the chang;e did not look,

Mann'd the ratlines, and went up dloft.

As I mounted to one of the uppermofl tiers,

\Vith many a coxcomb and flirt,

Such a damnable fqualjing fakited my ears,

1 thought ther'd been foir.ebod/ hurt :

Bui the devil a bit, 'twas your outlandifli rips,

Singing out with their lanthorns of jaws,
?You'd a fwore you'd been taking of one of the trips

'iViongG the CalTrees, or wild Catabaws.

What's the piaj', Ma'am ? fays I, to a good-natur'd
tit.

The play ! 'tis the Ufroar, you quiz.

My timbers! cried I, the right name on't you've hit,

tor the devil of an upraar it is ;

For they pipe and they fqueel, now alow, now aloft j

If it wan't for the petticoat geer,

With their fqueaking fo moliyifh, tender and foft,

One fhould fcarcely know IVia'am from Mounfeer.

Next at kicking and dancing they took a long fpell,

All fpringing and bouncing ft. neat.

And fpecia'ly one curious Madamofelle,
Oh.! fne daintily handled her feet;

But Ihe hopp'd, and flie fprawl'd and flie fpun round
lo queer,

'Twas, you fee, rather oddiHi to me.
And fo I fung out, pray be decent, my dearj

Conlider I'm juft come from fea.

'Tan't an Englifhman's tafle to have none of thefe

goes.

So away to the playhbufe I'll jog.

Leaving all our fine Bantams, and ma'am Parifoes,

For old Billy Shakfpear and Ivlog ;

So I made the theatre, and hail'd my dear fpoufe.

She fmil'd as flie faw me approach ;

And when I'd fhook hands, and faluted her brows.

We to Wapping fet fail jn a coach.

Dil/clin.

Our dear Native Home.

OFT wealth and ambition will tempt u^ to dare

.\i\ the toils, all the perils that mortals can bear,

But the figh of remembrance wherever we roam,

Will fancy waft back to our dear native home.

I'Tho' rude the clime and tho' humble the cot,

I The early idea is never forgot.

And the figh of remembrance wherever we roam,

i
Will fancy waft back to our dear native home, .

Ere around the Huge Oak.

ERE around the huge oak, that o'er fhadows yon
mill,

'Ihe fond ivy had dar'd to entwine;

Ere the church was a ruin that nods on the hill,

Or a rook built his neit on the pine.

Could I trace back the time to a far-diftant date,

When my forefathers toll'd in this field :

And the farm I now hold on your honour's eflate.

Is the fame that my grandfather till'd.

He dying, beqtieath'd to his fon a good name,

Which unfully'd, delcended to me;
For my child I've preferv'd it, unblemifh'd with

ihame ;

And it fiiU' from a fpot fhall be free.

When Fair Sufan I left.

WHEN fair Sufan I left with a heart full of woe.
And to fta w'ent my fortiine to mend;

Her foft fwelling bofom beat hard to ?nd fro,

When (he loll both her lover and her friend ;

Fare thee well, Tom, fhe cry'd, and bid me adieu„
While the tears -rain'd in ilioiv'rs from her eyes j

I fail'd full of grief to join the fiiip's crew,
M'hile loud waves to my forruw replies.

The winds they blew hard, and the fea 'gan to roar,
While blue lightning around \is did fiafh ;

I thought On my Sufan and nilh'd me on Ihore,
StiU the waves m.iff trenendous did dafh ;

At length a leak fpruiig, all hands call'd on deck.
In vain ev'ry art try'd to fave:

I f«am on a plank and efcap'd from the wreck.
The reft met a watery grave.

Kind fortul^e thus having preferved my life,

lo my Sufan i thought I would go ;

With- what joy I fhoulj meet with my long abfenc ,

wife?
Bur my hopes they were chang'd into woe;

For the news reach'd her ears, that the fiiip it uas
loft

'
~

And Thomas her lover was no more;
She died as a rnfe when nipt by the froft.

And I live her lofs to deplore.

Paddy the Piper.

WHEN I was a boy in my father's mud edifice.

Tender and bare as a pig in a ftye,

Out at the door as I looked with a fteady phiz
Who but Pat Murphy the Piper came by }

Says Paddy—but few play this mufic, can you play ?
Says I, I can't tell, for I never did try :

He told me that he had a charm.
To make the pipes prettily fpeak.

Then fqueez'd a bag under his arm.
And fweetly they fet up a fqueak ;

With a faralla laralla loo, och .' hone! how he
handled the drone.

And then fuch fweet mulic he blew, 'twould have
melted the heart of a ftone.

Your pipe, fays I, Paddy, fo neatly comes over me,
Waked I'll wander wherever it blows ;

And if my father fhould try to recover me.
Sure it wont be by defcribing my clothes,

"

The mufic I hear now, takes hold of my ear nov,%
And leads me all over the world by the nofe.

So I follow'd his bag-pipe fo fweet.

And fung, as I leap'd like a frog,

Adieu to my family feat.

So pleafanfly plac'd in a bog.

With my faralla laralla loo, how fweetly he
handled the drone,

And then fuch fweet tnufic he blew, 'twould have
melted the heart of' a fton.e.

Full five years I follow'd him, nothing could funder
us,

'Till he one morning had taken a fup.

And (lipp'd from a bridge in a river juft under u^,

Soufe to the bottom, juft like a blind pup,
I roar'd out, and 1 bawl'd out, and luftily call'd out,

O Paddy, my friend, don't you mean to come up ?

He was dead as a nail in a door.

Poor Paddy «as laid on the fhelf.

So I took up his pipes on the fnore,

And now I've fet up for myfelf.

With my faralla kiralla loo, to be fure I have not got
the knack.

To play faralla laralla loo, ay, and bubbaro didaro«
whack.
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King Hacho's Death Song.

Runic,—M G. Le-wls.

GAUNDUL and Skogul came from Thor,

To chonfe a king from out the war.

Who to Valhalla's j'lys {hould fpeed,

And drink' with Odin beer and mead.

Of r.ng'.va's race the king renown'd,

Biarr.er's brother, foon they found,

As arm'd with helmet, fword and (hield*

With eager fiep he fought the field.

Where cjafhing glaives and dying cries

Already told the combat's fize.

With mighty voice he bids appear

Haleyger brave, and Halmygeer,

Then forth to urge the fight he goes.

The h'lpe of friends, the fear of foes.

The Norman hoft foon round him fwarms.

And Jutland's monarth ftands in arms.

Firmly is grafp'd by Hacho bold.

The millftone-fplitters hilt of gold,

Whofe blows give death on every fide,

And, as 'f.rere water, brafs divide;

A cloud of javelins veil the iky ;

The crafhing fhields in fplinters fly ;

And on the cafques of warriors brave

Refounds the flroke of many a glaive.

Now Tyr'a and Bauga's weapons brown
Break on the Norman monarch's crown ;

Now hotter, fiercer grows the fight,

Low finks the pride of many a kniglit

;

And, dyed in {laughter's crimfon hue.

Torrents of gore their fhields bedew ;

From meeting weapons lightning gleams ;

From gaping wounds the life blond flreams i

W"ith falling corfes groans the land.

And purple waves lafh Storda's fand.

The warring heroes now confound
Buckler with buckler, wound with wound :

As eager as were battle fport.

Renown they feek, and death they court j
Till, never more to rife, ihey fail

In myriads ; while, to Odin's hall.

The daemon of the tempeft brings
A blood ftream on his faole wings.

Apart the hoftile chiefs were placed,

Broken their fwords, their helms unlaced ;
Yet neither thought his fate would be,
The hall of Odin foon to fee.

—" Great is'the feaft of gods to-day,"

Propp'd on her fword did Gaundul fay,
" Since to their table they invite

" Hacho, and all his chiefs from flight I"—

»

The fated monarch hears too plain.

How fpeaks the choofer of the flain ;

Too plain beholds his ftartled eye.
On their black courfers moimted high
The immortal maids, \vh i near him ftand,
Each propp'd on her refiftiefs brand.

—• Goddefs of Combat !" Hacho cries,

" Thus dolt thou give the battle's prize ?

" And do then vit^fory's gods deny
" To viev my arms niih trieiidly eye ?"—
" Chide n<)t.'" fierce Skogul thus replied,

" For conqueft ftill fliall grace thy (ide j

" Thou ihalt prevail, the fi^e ihall yield,

" And thine remain the bloody field."—

She faid, and urged her coal-b'ack fleed

Swift to the hall of gods to fpeed ;

And there to Odin's heroes tell

A king drew near vvith them to dwell. ^.

—" Hither," thus Odin fpoke, " the king
'' Let Hermoder and braga br'ng ;

*' A monarch comes, an her'i gucft,

" Who well deferves with me to reli."-«

Said Hacho, while his fireaming blood

Pour'd down his limbs its crimf>n flood,—" God Odin's eyes, my brefhren b >ld,

" Our arms w'uh hoUile glance behold 1

Then Braga (poke.— " Brave monarch, know,
" Thou to Valhalla's joys fhalt go,
" There to drink mead in IkuUs ol foes,

" And at the feaft of gods repufe

:

" To greet thee at the magic gate,
" E'en now eight hero-brothers wait,

"Wirh joyful eyes thy coming fee,

" And wifh, thou foe of kings, for thee."—

>

—" Yet be my fword," the king replied,
" Once more in Norman (laughter dyed ;
" Let me, as heroes fhould, expire,
" And fall in fight, as fell my fire:

" So fhall my glory live, and fame
" Shall long remember Hacho's name."

—

He ceafes, and to combat flies :

He fights, he conquers, and he dies;

But foon he finds what joys attend.

Who dare in fight their days to end :

Soon as he gains Valhalla's gate.

Eight heroes there to greet him wait;

The gods a friend the monarch call.

And welcome him to Odin's hall.

Who in Valhalla thus fhall be

Loved and revered, o'h ! blefs'd is he i

His conqueft and his fame fhall long

Remember'd be, and live in fong.

Wolf Fenris firft his chain fhall break.

And on mankind his fury wreak.

Ere walks a king in Hacho's trace,

Or fiUs fo well his vacant place.

Since to the gods the king hath fled.

Heroes and valiant hofts have bled :

The bones of friends have ftrow'd the fandj
IJfurping tyrants fway the land ;

And many a tear for Hacho brave
Still falls upon his honour'd grave. '
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Paddy O'Doody's Defcription of Pizarro.

FROM the county of Monaghatj lately I came,

For to reap and ro fow, and O'Doody's my name

;

My coufin, Shawn ShaghnefTy, 1 met t'other day.

When, fays he, will you go to theCroyv-Hreet-houfe

play ?

With,my doora la loo, doora la loora la, doora la

loora la, doora la loo.

Is't a play that you mean ?—Arrah ! Doody you're

right.

For ihey treats the whole town with Pizarro to night;

Och! fays I, if I'm treated, the thing's neat and
clean-

But for all I could fay, firs, I paid a thirtsen.

With my doora la ioo, &c.

The green thing Grew up, and a Lady I fpied,

A man came to court her—(he fcornfully cried,

*' Get out you blackguard, or I'll bother your gig,"

Thert in came Pizarro, who erowl'd like a pig.

Willi my dut>ra la loo, &c.

A fpeech Rnlla made then, about fwordsand guns j

And mov'd like a comet, 'mongft ftars, moons and
funs

;

" If you donr beat the Spaniards—by my foul,

yo'j'll nil flnne ?

" So—his jVJajefty hert: are yon vv-niing to farve ?"

With my doora la loo, &c.

Then what a confufion—a hubbub and halloo,

'Twas, " Fire away Spaniards," and " Leather away
Peru,"

Poor iVIurphy Alonzo like a thief went to jail.

But his neck he fav'd fomehow, without giving bail.

With my doora la loo, &c.

Then Pizarro came in, with a little gnfibon.

That was handled by RoHa as I would a fpoon;.

But, \Vhilehe wasmakinga bridge fmithereens,

Ke was Ihot by a villain behind all the fcreens.

With my doora la loo, &c.

H? then gave to the Mother the fweet little child,

Ani Inok'd all around him as if he was wild,

*' Take the child, my dear creature,—it'smy blood

thit's fpilr,

"" To fave—och,rhunder and onns ! fee how I'm kilt.!"'

With rny doora la loo, &c.

Then Alonzo gave Paddy Pizarro a blow.

Thst kilr him as dead as old Brien Boiro' ;

lvJn>'.' Rolla's dead body on a board tl'.ey all rake,

And twenty nCvr vargin's all join at his wake.

With my doora la loo, &c.

John Bull's Defcription of Pizarro.

AS I walk'd thro' the Strand, fo carelefs and ^y,
I met a young; o;irl who was wheeling a barrow;

" Choice fruit. Sir," faid (he. «' -.md a bill of the play?"
Some apples I bought, and fet off for Pizarro.

'

When I got to the door I was fcjueez'd, and cried
" dear me,

" I wonder they made the entrance fo narrow !"

At hift I got in, and found everyone near me
Was bufily talking of Mr. Pizarro.

Lo, the Hero appears (what a ftrut and a ftrtde ')
He might eafily pafs fo.- Marftal Swwarrow ;And Elvira fo tali, neither virgin norbrider-
The loving companion of gallant Pizarro .'

But Elvira, alas, turn'd fi dull and fo profy.
That I long'd for a hornpipe of little Del Care '.

Had I been 'mong the Gods, 1 had furelv crv'd—

.

" Nofey, -^ •'

" Co^ie play us a jig ; and a fig for Pizarro \"

On his wife and his child his affe<51ions to pay,
Alonzo flood gazing, and ftraight as an arrow ;

Of him I have only this little to fay

—

His boots were much neater than thofe of Pizarro;

Theii the Prieflefs and 'Virgins, in robes white and
flowing.

Walked filemnly on— like a fow rtnd her farrow ;

And politely inform 'd the whole houfe they were going
To entreat Heav'n's curfes on noble Pizarro.

Then at it they went. How they made us all flare

!

One growl'd like a bear, and' one chirp'd like a
fparrow .'

I liften'd ; but all I could learn I declare,
Was,that vengeance would certainly fall on Pizarro.

Rollamadeafine fpeecb.with fuch logicand grammar
As mud hire rou'e the envy of Counfellor Garrow,

It would fell for five pounds, were it brought to the
hammer;

For it rais'd all Peru againft valiant Pizarfo

!

Four atfls are tollol—but the fifth's my delight.
Where Hift'ry trac'd with a pen of a "Varro,

And Elvira in black, and Alonzo in white.

Put an end to the piece by killing Pizarro ?

I have finilh'd my fong. If it had but a tune,
(Nancy Dawfon wont do, nor the fweet Braes of

Yarrow,)

I vow I would fing it from morn till noon

—

So much I am charm'd with the Play of Pizarra.

FUBLmHryU at N • iu, BED FORD- ROW, Dublin,
Where the preceding Numbers can be had.
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The Match Boy..

IfOG tnro' tVie world's varied fcene.

In fpite of its rubs and its fcratches.

Like the blackfrnith of Gretna -Green,

Get my living by felling of matches.

(iPOKEN.)

Tou hr.ow my mate/as ant the only ones that fiiwe to </»

•with brimjione, Jo,

(song.)

I cry my matclies as far as College-green,

Where the grey mare's beft horfe very often Is feen.

All folks, except fcolds, meet their match.

For by fcolds even lawyers farpafled are.

Law's limbs may be had by old fcratch.

But a fcold is the devil's own mafter.

(spoken.)

We all love our mother tongue, but when ~tt is joined

10 a 'wife's tongue it is fwO to one againji poor

BeneMck—Thai's the -way -with us—Jo luhiH my

•wife begins,

(sung.)

I cry my matches to where it is faid.

There is a good woman without e'er a head.

Some matches 'tis wealth that cements,

When with plenty's full horn love caroufes.

But foiTie ladies they rake its contents,

And leave all the horn to their fpoufes.

(SPOKP.N.)
I

A great many people muhe a point of ahnfmg mnlrimony,

'

hut it has many good points for all that,—to be fure

there's cuckold's point, fo—
(sung.)

I cry my matches as far as horn-fair,

And lee a great many fine gentlefolks there.

Our cliurch-wardens, cannibals matches.

For let them (the proif we oft meet it)

In the par'dh a baftard but catches.

And to fave all the charges they eat it.

(spoken.)

.But I dtnt ivtnder at it, for 1 -went to our church-

'MOrderis t'other day, and he fnapt fo I thought he

•was going to eat me.— iVell, Mr. Church luarden,

/aid I, if you ivont let me dine luith you, I can

dine Viith a greater man ; fo-^

(sung.)

1 cried my matches until it was dark,

And dined «rith Duke Humphry in the Phcenix-park.

Monopoly all would devour.

What a pity that juftice don't him florie.

But may thofe who monopolize flour,

lie match'd by the flour of brimftone.

(spoken.)

Monopoly's a difeafe as bad as the plague, but I

•wonder among all our tfui/ck pills and drops ive

haijen'l a cure for li.—/ kttoiu tm—fo

(sung.)

I cry my ttiatches as far as Mounrbrown,

Where Kilmainham drops bear no fmall renown.

The Soldier's Adieu.

ADIEU! adieu J my only life,

My honour calls me from tlwel
Remember thou'rt a foldier's wife,

Thofe tears but ill become thee.

What though by duty [ am call'd

Where thund'ring cannons rattle,

Where valour's felf might Hand appal'd,
When on the wings of thy dear love.

To heav'n above
Thy fervent orifons are flown:

Thy tender pray'r

Thou put'ft up there.

Shall call a guardian angel dowii,
To watch me in me.battlc.

My fafety thy fair truth fliall be,

As fwprd and buckler ferving ;

My life Ihall be mure dear to me,
Becaufe of thy preferving.

Let peril come, let horror threat.

Let thund'ring caimons rattle,

I fearlefs feek the conflicfl's hear,

Affur'd, when on the wings of love.

To heav'n above, &c.

Enough with that benignant fmile.
Some kindred god infpir'd thee.

Who faw thy bofom void of guile.

Who wonder'd and admir'd thee,

I go, affiir'd, my life, adieu !

Tho' thund'ring cannons rattle ;

Tho' murd'ring carnage ftalks in view,
When on the wings of thy true love,

' To heav'n above, &c.

On Eutick's Green Meadows.

ON Entick's green meadows where innocence
reigns.

Where pleafiires fport freely and plenty prefide,

I romp'd with the maidens and pretty young fwains.

And Ralph fancied foon he ihould call me his bride.

When i firit heard the drum with a row d-ow dow.
Its mufic was fvveeter than foft ferenade,

I fcorn'd all the fwains for the row dow dow ;

And I figh'd for the Captain with a fmarc cockade.

The firft I e'er faw he march'd over our green.

His men all behind him by two and by two.

Such a fight in our village had never been feert,

The men all in ranks w-ere di'awn up to our view.

When I firft heard the drum with a row dow dow.
Young Cupid awakeii'd fuch a bufile he made.

My heart beat a march, with a row dow dow,

And went o'er to the Capiain with a fmart cockade.

My face took his fancy, he fwore at my feet

All his laurels he'd lay if I'd give him my hand ;

No maid c >u!d refuleayoung lover lo fweet.

To the church then I march'd at the WL>rd of com-
mand.

Now 1 follow the drum with a row d^w dow.

Nor e'er have repented the vow, that I made.

No mufic to me likeihe row dow dow.

Nor a youth like the C.ipta in sviih a fmart cocka de.
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The Tom Cat.

HERE am I to tell,

Becaufe it pleafe my fancy,

1 lov'd a pretty girl.

Some folk call'd her Nancy ;

i thought that Nance lov'd me,
I mart ha^e dreamt or read fo

;

And all becaufe, d'>e fee,

Other people fa id fo.

La rtil, la val Ja, la ral, la ral laddj, ^c.

It happen'd on one night,

1 cail'd, a little mellow j

Out Ihe pops the light,

And down ilairs trips a fellow j

Says I, who has been here,

bhe thinking I was boozy,

It was nobody, my dear.

But our Tom, our Fuffy.

La ral, i^c.

JDamn fuch cars, fays I,

Jb'or to come here a moufing;
So my dearelt Nan good bye,

I hate your cat's carouling.

But we fhall wed fays fhe,

for every body^cnes fo :

^ays 1, how can that be,

When ev'ry body lies fo ?

La rtil, fcff.

Any body now,
May take my darling Nancy,

'Becaufe 1 inuft allow,

SJie does not hit my fancy ;

Tliat 'I'om, that damn'd 'lorn Car,

If Nance in marriage catch me,

45irange things they might be at,

Which very like would fcratch me.
La ral, ^f.

The Beggar Girl.

COME lift unto my ditty.

An haplefs tale of woe;

All who are bleii with pity.

Will fure a boon beftow.

For I am loft, forlorn.

By forrow fore uppreft,

From friends and parents torn,

Ah I pity the diftreft t

My father was a failor,

My mother loved him well;

And foon did I bewail her

When he in battle fell.

1 have no friend to cheer.

Or bid my forrows reft,

I mam the heaih f) drear—

Oh ! piry the dlftreft!

No founds of mirth or plea fure,

fviv W(ie-wi)rn heart beguiles,

iior 'boalt I other treafure

Than when my confcience fmiles.

Oh I bid u ra V of joy

IlKim-? the Orphans breaft ;

And may no cares annoy—
Ohl [:vy the diflreft,'

The thorn.

FROM the tvhite blofllom'd floe my dearChloe,

Requefled a fprig, lier fair breaft to adorn ;

No, in truth, I ewclaim'd, may I perifti.

If ever I plant in that bofom a thorn.

Then I (hew'd her a ring, and implor'd her to marry,

She blufli'd like the dawning of morn ;

Yes, I'll confent, (he reply'd, if you'll promife,

That no jealous rival ihail laugh me to fconi.

No, in frutli, I exclaimed, may I perifh,

If ever I plant in that bofom a thorn.

Knowing Jo^y-

I
WAS call'd knowing Joe by the bnys of ntir town.

Old di4d taught me wifely to know folk ;

Dear! 1 was fo fharp. when ihey laughingcame down,
I ax'd how do'ft do ? to the fhew-folk r

I could chaunt a good ftave, that I knew very ^vell

;

No boy of tny age could talk louder

!

Crack a joke, tip the wink, or a droll ftory rell ;

Of my clevernefs too none were prouder;

So, thinks I, it's better nor following the plough;

To try with thele youths to queer low folk ;

There meafter 1 met, fo 1 made my beft bow,

[spoke M ] Hezu do"]} do. Sir, Ja.i /, I'ft a mighty

notion of turning ador-m;m—l be main lejjon— ivrej-

tlfs and 6o'(es icry prally,—dances a goidgitig,—und

can flny the 'uery devd !

Axt's a pleace, and fo joined with the Ihew folk.

This pleace that I got I detarmin'd to ke?^.

But adzookers ! they all were fo drollifh !

Kings, coblers and tailors ! a prince, or a fweep !

And ftar'd fo at I— I look'd foolifh !

Their daggers and fwords, dear! rhey handled focute

And their leadies were all fo bewitching!

When 1 thought to be droll, 1 was almoft ftruck mute,

As the bacon rack that hangs in our kitchen :

They ax'd me to fay, how, the coach was at door.

When were feated above and below f )lk !

Feggs ! 1 was fo ftiamefac'd, i flopp'd on the floor !

[spoken.] a kind ofafort '>f
giddinefsfeizd me a'l over!

thf candles dauncd the hays ! Itcere as di>/imi/7/ as a

Scott h miji ! I droj'p'd doi'jrt as dead as n Jhot t

And fwoanded away among the fhew folk

!

They laugh'd f>, and jeer'd me, as never were feen,

All iTianner of fancies were playing ;

One night I was fent fir to wait on a Ojieen,

[sfOK t N ] / heliei:e it ivere ^ueen Hamlet of Dunkirk.

(Not thinking the plan tliey were laying,)

My leady llie died on a chair ne.xt her fpoufe.

While with pm', me behind rhey were |)ricking !

All at once I fcream'd out ! lent her grace fueh a doufe,

That alive flie was fion, aye, and kicking!

The people all laugh'd at, and hooted poor 1,

Ar.d the comical dogs did m': fo joke!

That I made butoneftep, without bidding good ^jf

.

[spoken] From their fieage. Dear ! 1 neverfo much at

once lo'iVd behind ms—tumbled oi'tr a b::rrel of thunder,

knock'd do-wn a hailform— rolld over the jea—and I

darted like lightning through ihe infernal regioHt.

And fo took my leave of the (hew folk.
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The Princefs and the Slave.

WHERE fragrant breezes figh'd through orange

bowers.

And fpringing fountains cool'd tlie air with fiiowers.

From pomp retired, and noon-tide's burning ray,

The fair, the royal Nouronihar lay.

The <fups of rofes, newly-cropp'd, were fpread

Her lovelv limbs beneath, and o'er her head

Imprifon'd nightingales artured their throats.

And luU'd the princef's with melodious notes.

Here roll'd a lucid ftream its gentle wave

With fcarce heard murmur ; while a Georgian flave

Placed near tlie couch with feathers in her hand,

The laity's panting breaft in filence fann'd.

And chafed the infec'^s, who prefumed to feek

Their b nquet on the beauty's glowing cheek.

This fla.e, a mild and fimple maid was (he,

Of common form, and born of low degree,

Whofe only charms were fmiles, devoid of art,

Whofe only w«akh, a gentle feeling heart.

While thus within her fecret loved retreat.

Half deeping, half awake, opprefs'd with hear.

The princefs fliimber'd ; near her, fhrill, yet faint,

Rofe the faf^ tones of fuppliant forrow's plaint.

She ftarts, and angry gazts round : when lof

A wretched female, bent with age and woe,

Drags her unfteady feet the arbour nigh.

While every ftep is n\imber'd by a figh.

Meagre and wan her ferm, her cheek is pale j

Her tacter'd garments fcarce her limbs can veil

;

Yet ftill, through want and grief, her air betrays

Grandeur's remains, and gleanjs of better days.

Soon as to Nouronihar's couch (he came,

Xow on the ground her weak and trembling frame

Exhaufted fank ; and, then, with gafping breaft,

She thus in'plaititivc tones the fair addrefs'd.

—" If e'er compaffion's tear your cheek could ftain,

" If e'er you languilh'd in dileafe and pain,

" If e'er you fympathized with age's groan,
" Hear, noble lady, hear a fuppliant's moan .'

" Broken by days of want, and nights of tears,

" By ficknefs wafted, and opprefs'd by years,

" Beneath our facred Wjithra's fcorching tire

*J
I fink enfeebled, and with ihirft expire.

" Yon ftream is near: oh .' lift a fu-aerer's cry,

" And reach one draught of water, left I die !"

—

—" What means this bold intrufion ?" cried the
^'

foir.

With peevifti tone, and difcontented air;

" What daring voice, with wearying plaint, infefts

" The facred prove where Perfia's princefs refls >

" Beggar begone, and let thefe clamours ceafe !

^'.This buys at onie your abfence, and my peace."—

Thtis faid the princefs, and indignant frown'd.

Then cali her precious bracelet on the ground.
And turn'd again to deep. With joylefs eye
The fainting Ifranger faw the iewel lie :

When lo ! kind Selima (tlie Georgian's i.ame,)

Softly with water from the fountain came ,-

And while, with gentle grace, flie gave the bowl,
Thus fweetlj fiid her feeling accents ftole.

—" Humble and poor, I nothing can beftowr,

" Except thefe tears of pity for your woe :

" 'Tis all 1 have ; but yet that all receive
" From one who fain your forrows would relieve,,

" From one who weeps to view fuch mournful fcen^,i
" AnJ ivould gi've more, but that h-r hundlacks mtans.
" Drink, mother ! cirink I the wave is cool and clear,

" But drink in filence, left the princefs hearl"—

»

Scarce are thefe words pronounced, when, blefs'd

furprize !

The ftranger's age bowed frgure fwells its fize!

l\o more the ftanip of years deforms her face

;

Her tatter'd fhreds to fparkling idbes give place;

Ber breath periumes the air with odours fweet

;

Frefh rofes fpring wherever tread her feet.

And rrom her eyes, where reign delight and love,

Unufual fplendour glitters through the grove !

Her (ilver wand, her form of heavenly niduld!

Her white and fhining robes, her wings of gold.

Her port majeltic, and fuperior height,

Anniiiince a daughter of the »vorld of lieht J

The princefs, whom her Oave's delighted cries

Compell'd once more to ope her ileep-boiind eyeS,

With wonder mix'd with awe the fcene furvey'd.

While thus the Peri cheer'd the captive maid.

" Look up, fweet girl, and caft all fears afide .'

" I feek my darling f )n's predeftined bride,

" And here I find her : here are found alone,

" Feelings as kind, as gracious as his own.
" For you, fair princ/fs, in whufe eyes of blue,

" The ftrife of envy^ fhame, and grief, I view,
"" Obferve, and pr.ifit by this fcene ! you gave,
" But oh ! how far lefs nobly than your dave !

" Your bitter fpeech, proud glance, and pee.vifh tone,

" Too plain declared, your e;ift was meant alone
.

" Your own repofe and filence to fecure,

" And hufh the beggar, not relieve the poor I

" Oh f royal lady, let this leflon prove,

" Smiles, mnre than prefents, win a fuppliant's love

" And when yr>ur mandates Title fome; diftant land,

" Where all expecfl their bleflings from your hand,!

" Remember, with ill-will and frowns beftow'd,

" Favours offend, and gifts become a load 1"

—

She ceafed, and touching with her filver wand
Her deftined daughter, Ifrait two wings expand

Their purple plumes, and wave o'er either arm)
Next to her perfonfpreads the powerful charm:

And foon the enraptured wondering maid combined

A faultlefs perfn with a fauitlefs mind,

Then, while with joy divine their hearts beat high»

Swift as the lightning of a jealous eye

The Peries fpread their wings, and foar'd away
To the blefs'd regions of eternal day.

Stung with regret, thejmncefs faw too plain.

Loft by her fault what rears could ne'er regain

!

Long on the tablets of her humbled breaft

The Peri's parting words reinain'd imprefs'd.

E'en when her hand Golconda's fceptre fway'd

And fubjec'^ realms her mild beheHs obey'd.

The juft reproof her confcious eai fl'il heard j

Still (he remember'd, u ith ill grace conferr'd.

Crowns, to a feeling mind, Isfs joy impart.

Than trifles, offerM with a willing heart.

M. G. Leteiit
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Dear Image of the Maid I Love.

DEAR image of the maid I love,

Whofe charms you bring to view ;

In abfence fome delight 1 feel

By gazing ftill on you.

Debar'd her fight by tyrant power.

How wretched fhould I be,

But that 1 cheer each lonely hour

By gazing ftill on thee.

Oh ! could I call this fair one mine,

What rapture fhou'd I feel

;

Oh ! cou'd I prefs that form divine.

Each hour my blifs would feal

:

But ah, deprived of all her charms.

My foul can find no reft;

And (hould {he blefs another's arms,

I

Defpair would fill my breaft.

The Valley Below.

THE broom bloom'd fo frefh and fo fair.

The lambkins were fporting around.

When I wander'd to breath the frefh air,

And by chance a rich treafure I found;

A lafs fat beneath a green fhade.

For whofe fmiles the whole world I'd forego

;

As blooming as May was the maid.

And fhe lives in the valley below.

Her fong ftruck my ear with furprife.

Her voice like the nightingale fweet,

But love took his feat in her eyes,

Where beauty and innocence meet.

From that moment my heart was her own,

For her ev'ry wifh I'd forego.

She's beauteous as rofes juft blown,

And Ihe lives in the valley below.

My cottage with woodbine o'er grown.

The fweet turtle dove cooing round,

IVly flocks and my herds are my own,

My paftures with hawthorn are bound.

All my riches I'll lay at her feet.

If her heart in return fhe'll beftow.

For no paftime can cheer my -retreat.

While (lie lives in the valley below.

I Owe you One.

HARRY came to me lafl week,
And I bade the rogue begone ;

With his lips he toiich'd my cheefei—
For, fa id he, " I owe you one.*'

Then he call'd me love and dear.
And my fltoiilder lean'd upon.

With a box, rho' on the ear,
" Sir," cry'd I,—" I pay you one."

A(51ing then the lover's part.

How the fellow's tongue ran on !—
Swearing he had loft his heart.
And of courfe I ow'd him one.

Then he paid me double price.

For no bounds his raptures knew
Kifllng once and killing twice,

Oh, faid he, I owe you two.

The Anfwcr to the Valley Below.

WHEN meek eve'd Aurora was drefs'd.

And breath'd balmy fweets on tlie mornj
The Iky-lark was quitting his neft.

When the timid flag flew from the thorn ;

Young Damon was firft in the chace.

He fhone like the God of the Bow,
The Graces all fmil'd in his face,

Bathe's iied from the valley below.

Sad fighing beneath the cool fhade,

I envy my kids as they play,

Soft flurabers my eye-lids invade.

While melody flows from the fpray.

The wood with fweet Philomel rings,.

She melts me with mnfical woe,
The lofs of my Damon ftie fings.

Who's fled from the valley below.

Adien thou fair regent of night.

No more fhall 1 Hay by thy beams.
Or view wiihexqiiifite delight.

Thy image that dance in the ftreams.

Ye night-birds that fcream as you f]y.

Go tell yon green towers my woe,
For Damon I pin'd and I die.

Who's fled from the valley below.
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The Patent Speculator.

SINCE patents are now all tlie go,

Invention without them is flouted,

Without int'reft to gain thena you know

Poor Genius is prefently routed.

But that I can purchafe at court,

And for confcience proof belts for the law,

1 quickly a patent will fport,

And prove it a je ns fcai quoi.

Fal, lal, &c.

Then a plan for a famous canal,

D'ye fee, I have formed in my patt,

Vv'hich (hall ferve, as I'll prefently tell.

To reach frotn hlpckwall to the Straight.

I've bullet-proof wniftcoats for beaux,

' So wonderous fertile my brain is.

And fince they fcarce wear any clothes,

I've water-proof mufiin for ladies.

Fal, lal, &c.

Then for fpfndihrifts I've epaulet ftraps.

To prevent all attacks on the fhoulder.

Thus euarded from bailiffs fly taps.

They might then ftrut about and look bolder.

But of all tliefe inventions there's one,

(It's merit to own none can falter,

For cornfac^ors the fecret is done,) -
.

And that is a fnug patent halter.

Fal, lal, &c.

Erin Go Bragb.

COME pufh round the whiikey be merry and gay.

Let the devil burn care and drive forrow away ;

For mirth and good humour is an Irimman's law.

So here's friendfliip my jewel, and Enn go hragh.

'Midft a circle of friends we all forrow defy.

If a tear drops from one why we wet t other eye,

Thus grief in our hearts ne'er as yet made a flaw,

So let's join hand in hand and fing Erin go brngh.

Yet tho' oft with laughter the table doth roar.

We think, 'midft our pleafure, of thofe who are poor,

Humanity ever with us is a law,

And our purfe makes the wretched fing Erm go bvagh.

Then let envy and malice our ifland invade,

The fons of St. Patrick will ne'er be difmayed ;

Clofe bound in one bond they (hall ne'er nnake a flaw

In our rights, fo nahockh/h and Efin go hragh.
.

Walter's MiftreGTes.

THERE was Dorothy Dump, would mutter and

mump,
And cry, " my dear Walter, helgho !"

But no (tep (lie could take, would my conftancy (hake.

For (he had a timber toe.

There was Rebecca Rofe, with her aquiline nofe,

Who cried, " for you Walter I die,"

But I laugh at each glance, (he thre^v at me alkance,

For (he had a gimlet eye.

There was Tabitha Twi(t, had a mind to be kifs'd,

And made on my heart an attack ;

But he:- l>ivel derided— for (lie was lopfided.

And cuvfedly warp't in the back.

There ,was Barbara Brian, who ever was crying,

" Denr youth put an end to my woes."

Btit to fave in her head all the tears that (he fhed.

Nature irave her a bottle nofe.

Jolin Bull, &c.

JOHN Bull for pafiime took a pranoe
Some time ago to peep at France,

To talk of fciences and arts.

And knowledge gain'd in (breign parts.

Monfieur, obfequious, heard him fpeak.

And anfwered John in heathen Greek.;

To all he a(ked, 'bout all he faw,

'Twas, Monfieur, je 'uous n'entend fas.

John to the palace-royal come.
Its fplendour almoft ftruck him dumb :

' I fay, whofe houfe is that there here r'

Hojfe ! -je "jous nentend pas, Monfieur.
' What ! Nongtongpaw again } cries John,
'This fellow's fure, fome mighty doa ;

' No doubt has plenty for the maw ;

' I'll breakfaft with his Nongtongpaw.'

John faw VerfaiUes from Marli's height.

And cry'd, aftonifli'd at the fight,

' Whofe fine eftate is that there here ?'

Stat—je lious n'entend pas, Monfieur.
' His .' what the land and houfes, too .'

' The fellow's richer than a Jew ;

" On every thing he lays his claw ;

' I faould like to dine with Nongtongpaw.

Next tripping came a courtly fair ;

John cry'd enchanfd with her air,

' What lovely wench is that there here?'

Ventch !—je 'vous n'entend pas, Man/ieur.
' What ! he again } upon my life !

' A palace, lands, and then a wife,
' Sir Jo(hua might delight to draw f

' I (hould like to fup with Nongtongpaw.

' But hold ! whofe fun'ral's that .?' cries John,

Je vous n^entend pas ! ' What is he gone j

' Wealth, fame, and beauty could not fave
' Poor Nongtongpaw, then, from the grave ?

' His race is run, his game is up ;

' I'd with him breakfaft, dine, and fup ;

' But (ince he choofes to withdraw

—

' Good night t'ye, Mounfegr Nongtongpaw !

The Friar.

I
AM a friar of orders grey.

And down the vallies I take my way,
1 pull not blackberry, haw, or hip.

Good ftore of venYon does fill my fcrip.

My long bead roll I merrily chaunt.

Where'er I walk no money I want

:

And why I'm fo plump the reafon I tell

—

Who leads a good life is fure to live well.

What baron or'fquire.

Or knight of the (Iiire,
,

Lives half fo well as a holy friar.

After fupper of heaven I dream.

But tliat is fat pullet and clouted cream.

Myfelf, by denial, I mortify^—

With a dainty bit of a warden pie :

I'm cloth'd in fackcloth for my fin ;

With old fack wine I'm lin'cl within :

A chirping cud is my matin fong,

And the vefper's bell is my bowl, ding donjj,

Whnt baron or 'fquire.

Or knight of the fiiire.

Lives half fo •«; U as a holy friar.

'%^x i
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Give the Devil his Due.
Tune,—To tah in goad fart the fuft fqueezs, ^c.

THERE is one thing, my friends, I muft offer to

yoa,

''lis, Give to Old Nick, what to Old Nick is due ;

What he owes to us, 1 can venture to fay,

Li've a Dasmon of Rank, upon Honour iie'U pay.

Tlio' you fmile at my fyfiem, and fneer at my fong,

1-jis Worfhip's allow'd to be Prince of Bon Ton ;

i Now thus lies the bus'nefs. Sirs, as we're polite,

And pratflife good manners, pray what is his right ?

The Devil is in you's a phrafe'daily us'd,

Yet oft by fuch language, the Devil's abus'd.

i^Tho' fcnne hollow hearts may have much room to

fpare.

The Devil himfelf would not choofe to dwell there.

Some people afFec5l with this world to be fick,

And give themfelves up in a pet to Old Nick ;

Devil fetch me ! they cry, but if Satan they knew,

i'His Honour has much better bus'nefs to do.

Tho' of darknefs he's king, he's a prince of the air,

And with his Infernalfhip we ihould deal lair ; .

The cheerful day's rul'd by the Angel of Light,

And the Devil (Lord blefs us) is Monarch ot Night.

His torturing fpirits around him await.

As watchmen attend on the conttable's flate ;

Thofe imps of authority fally in fhoals.

And pennylefs ftrumpeis drag in as damn'd fouls.

, The hell upon earth, and life's dev'lifli difeafe.

Is poverty Unning, and ieiz'd on for fees;

Deep in darknefs, that drofs we call money was hid,

A proof that the ufe on'c to us was forbid.

But Pluto, the Devil's old heathenifh name.

Brought it forth from below, as a varnifh for fhame.

Perfuafion, Temptation, attended the gold,

'Till all have been bid for, and few are unfold.

We are Dev'liflily odd, in a Dev'lifh odd way.

Since bribe as bribe can there's the Devil to pay j

The Devil of Party makes damnable rout,

Tho' the Devil a bit can we tell what about.

May Satan feize thofe who by purcliafe deceive.

May they take the fame road who fuch things receive;

But may we preferve honett Men, tho' they're few.

Export all the reft, give iht Denjd his due.

G. A. Sie'vem.

Sure a Lafs in her bloom, he.

SURE a lafs in her bloom at the age of nineteen.

Was ne'er fodiffrefs'd as of late I have been.

1 know not I vow any harm 1 have done,

But my mother oft tells me fiie'll have me a nun.

Don't you think it a pity fuch a girl as I,

Should be fenrenc'd to pray, to faft and to cry ;

With ways fo devout I'm not like to be won.
And my ijeart it loves frolic too well for a nun.

To hear the men flatter, and promife, and {"wear,

Is a thoufand times berter to me 1 declare
;

1 can keep myfelf chaffe, nor by wiles be undone ;

Nay befides I'm too hand fome, 1 think, for a nun.

|,
Not to love or be lov'd, oh ! I never can bear,

Nor yield to be fent to, one cannot tell where
;

'J^o live or to die in this cafe were all one,

Kay, 1 fooner would die tiian be reckon'd a nun.

Perhaps, but to reize me, fhe threitens me fo,

I'm fure, was fhe me, fhe would ffontly fay no ;

^'.iit, if fh"e's in eanie", 1 from her will nm,
\nd be married in fpite, that I mayn't be a nun.

Honour.
Tune,

—

Confufton to him ivho a Bumper denies.

UR Reck'ning we've paid, here's toall bon repos.
The Decks we have clear'd, and 'tis time \ve

fhould go ;

A Coach did you fay ? No ! Pm fober and firong,
Waiter ! call me a Link-boy, he'll light me along.

Obfequious the dog with his dripping torch bows-^
YourHonour! poorJack,Sir, yourHonourJack knows.
For the fake of the pence thus he'll honour me on,
Gold Duff f^rews the Race-ground where all Honour's

won.

Hold your light up!—what half-naked Objetfls here
lie.

Thus huddled in heaps ?—Good your Honour ! they

To poor creatures, your Honour, fome charity fpare ;

Honour's phrafe is Neceffity's common-place prayer

Young perifhing Out-caffs thus nightly are found.
No Pariflies care, they're too poor to be own'd.
For he, in thefe times, would be laughed to fcorn.
Who Diff refs wou'd affilf, yet expert no Return.

With Courtier-like bowing the Shoe-cleaners call,

And offer their Brufh, Stool and fhining Black Ball

;

Japanning your Honour, thefe Colouriffs plan.
And, really, fome Honours may want a Japan.

To varnifli the Tafte is,—as cafes frpm duff,

Each pidfure now glares with a tranfparent cruff

;

Nay, fome Ladies Faces are colour'd like Blinds,
While men ufe japanning which mafquerades minds.

Of Honour, of Freedom, yet England can boaft.

And Honour and Freedom's an Englifliman's toaff ;

May Infamy ever Deferters attend.

But Honours crown thofe who our Homours defend.

G. A. iite'vens.

The Hum.
Tune,

—

Pufli about the hrijh Bowl.

USHabout the brifkfiowl, 'twill enliven the heart.

Slay !
While thus we fit round on the-

What bufinefs have I an old Song to impart,
When f. Sirs, a new one can fay, can fay.

When f. Sirs, a new one can fay.

What fliall I firft fay, or what fhall I firll do ?

'

What btfl will my bad voice become ?

Wliy faiih. Sirs, Pll ffrive by my verfes to flsew.

That Hie is, alas ! but a Hum.
Children weep at their birth, and old men when

they die.

At death the mofl happy look glum ;

At our entrance and exit we equally cry.

Which proves our life's plainly a Hum.
Law and Phyfic you fee will make fure of the fee.

What advice to you gratis will come
;

If poor, you are loft, tho' merit you boaff,

tor Worth without V\'ealtli is a Hum.
Acquaintance pretend that your fortunes they'll mend.
And vow to your fervice they'll come ;

But he you in need, and you'll hnd that indeed, *

Modern Friendihip is merely a Hum.
When fome Ladies kneel, fmall devotion they feel,

(Bat let us be modeft and mum)
At the altar they bow, but 'tis only for fhew.

Religion \yith thcra is a Hum..

We are hum'd from our birth, till we're hum'd inta
earth.

To an end ol our jokes then we come ;

Take your glafs,my brilk brorher.and I'll take another,
And thus make the moft of a hum, a Hum, •

And let's make the moft of a Hum.

G. A, Ste-jens,
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The Bleediftg Kuu.

WHERE yon proud turrets crown the rotk,

Seeft iliou a warrior fland?

He fighs to hear the caftle clock

Say midnight is at hand.

It ftrikes, and now his lady fair

Comes tripping from her hall,

Her heart is rent by deep defpair,

And tears in torrents fall.

—" Ah; woe is me, my love," flie cried
>

" What anguilh wrings my heart :

" Ah ! woe is me," (Vie faid, and figh'd,

" We muil for ever part.

• Know, ere three days are part and flown,

" (Tears choak the piteous tale!) '

" A parent's vow, till now unknown,
" Devotes me to the veil."

—

*

—" Not fo, my Agnes !" Raymond cried,

" For leave thee will I never

;

" Thou art mine, and I am thine,

" Body and foul for ever !

" Then quit thy cruel father's bower,
" And fly, my love, with me."

—

—" Ah! how can I efcape his power,
" Or who can fet me free."

—

" I cannot leap yon wall fo high,

" Nor fwim the fofle with thee ;

" I can but wring my hands, and figh

". That none can fetme free."—

—" Now lift, my lady, lift, my love,

" I pray thee lift to me,
" For 1 can all your fears remove, .

" And I can fet you free.

" Oft have you heard old Ellinore,

" Your nurfe, with horror tell,

" How, robed in white, and ftain'd with gore,
" Appears a fpedlre fell.

•' And each fifth year, at dead of night,

" Stalks through the caftle gate,

" Which, by an ancient folemn rite,

*' For her muft open wait.

" Soon as to fome far diflant land,

" Retires to-morrow's fun,

" With torch and dagger in her hand,
" Appears the Bleeding Nun.

" Now you fhall play the Bleeding Nun,
*' Array'd in robes fo white,

*' And at the folemn hour of one,
" Stalk forth to meet your knight.

*' Our fteeds fhall bear us far away,
" Beyond your father's power,

" And Agnes, long ere break of day,
" Shall reft in Raymond's bower."

—

—." My heart confents, it muft be done,—" Father, 'tis your decree,

—

" And I will play the Bleeding Nun,
" And fly, my love, with thee.

" For I am thine," fair Agnes cried,
•' And leave thee will I never ;

" I am thine, and thou art mine,
•' Body and foul for ever.'"

Fair Agnes fat within her bower,

Array'd in robes fo white.

And waited the long wifli'd-for hour,

When fhe fttould meet her knighi.

And Raymond, as the clock ftruek one,

Before the caftle flood ;

And foon came forth his lovely Nun,
Her white robes ftain'd in blood.

He bore her in his arms away.
And placed her on her fteed ;

And to the maid he thus did fay,

As on they rode with fpeed :

—" Oh Agnes ! Agnes I thou arc mine.
And le thee will never

,

" Thou art mine, and I am thine,

" Body and foul for ever !"—

—" Oh Raymond ! Raymond ! I am thine,

" And leave thee will I never ;

" I am thine, and thou art mine,
" Body and foul for ever

!"

At length,—" We're fafe !"—the warrior cried ;

" Sweet love abate thy fpeed ;"

But madly ftill flie onwards hied.

Nor feem'd his call to heed.

Through wood and wild, they fpeed tbpir way.
Then fweep along the plain,

And almoft at the break of day.

The Danube's banks they gain.

—" Now ftop ye, Raymond, ftop ye here,
" And view the farther fide ;

" Difmount, and fay Sir Knight, do'ft fear, .

" With me to ftem the tide."

—

Now on the utmoft brink they fland.

And gaze upon the flood.

She feized Don Raymond by the hand,
Her grafp it froze his blood.

A whirling blaft from off the flream
Threw back the maiden's veil

;

Don Raymond gave a hideous fcream.
And felt his fpirits fail.

Then down his limbs, in ftrange affright,

Cold dews to pour begun ;

No Agnes met his fhudd'ring fight,—" God ! 'Tis the Bleeding Nun !"—

A form of more than mortal fize.

All ghaftly, pale, and dead,

Fix'd on the Knight her livid eyes.

And thus the Spedlre faid :

—" Oh Raymond ! Raymond ! I am thine,
" And leave thee will I never ;

" I am thine, and thou art mine,
" Body and foul for ever

!

Don Raymond flirieks, he faints ; the blood
Ran cold in every vein.

He fank into the roaring flood,

And never rofe again .'

7'c/es of Wtndv
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As down the Torrent's Roaring Tide.

AS down the torrent's roaring; tide

Awhile the cumbrous mafs may glide,

Diflever'd from the fhore ;

But, to the lake's calm furface borne,

It feels its own fad weight return,

And finks to rife no more.

So, loft to love, opprefs'd by grief,

-'Midft focial rnirth a Ihort relief

The forrowing heart may know

;

But, ah ! to lonely thought recir'd.

It mocks the joy by mirth infpir'd,

And droops in lafting woe.

Liften to the Little Maid.

AH liften to the little maid
That fells the little pofies,

A pittance fpare in virtue's aid.

Come buy my fweet rofes.

Sweet rofes, &c.,

My parents dead, my lover fled.

An orphan girl neglis(fied,

1 ftrive to earn a little bread.

And fing—howe'er dejeded.

Sweet rofes, &c.

The lad you love fliou'd he adorn,

With flow'ry fpeech his paffion.

Remember—rofes hide a thorn.

And truth is out of fafhion.

Sweet rofes, &c.

Ere daifies peep at dawning day,

1 brufh the dewy bowers,

And often weep my lonely way,

As plucking weeping flowers.

Sweet rofes, &c.

All day I fell my flow'rs thro' tov/n,

In rufhy hat and willow,

Content at night's a bed of down.

Sweet innocence a pillow.

Sweet rofes, &c,

Kertland

The Welfh Harper.

jVER the funny hills I ftray,

_ Tuning many a ruftic lay,
And fometimes in the fhadowy vales,
I fing of love and battles tales.

Merrily thus I fpend my life,

Tho' poor, my breaft is free from firife.
The blithe old harper called am I,

In the Welfh vales 'mid mountains high,
In the Welfli vales, &c.

Sometimes before a caftle gate.
In fong a battle I relate.

Or how a Lord in ftepherd's guife,
Sought favour in a virgin's eyes.
With rich, and poor, a welcome gueft;
No cares intrude upon my breaft,

The blithe old Harper, &c.

When Sol illumes the weftern fky.
And evening zephyrs fofrly figh.
Oft times on village green I play.
While round me dance the ruftics gay.
And oft when veil'd by fable night,
The wondering fhepherds I delight.

The blithe old Harper, &c.

Liften to the Voice of Love.

O LISTEN, to the voice of Love,
He calls my Daphne to the grove;

The primrofe fweet bedecks the field,

The tuneful birds invite to rove :

To fofter joys let fplendour yield,

O liften to the voice of love.

Where flowers their fragrant fweets exhale.
My Daphne! fondly let us ftray;

Where whifp'ring love breathes forth his tale.
And fhepherds fing their artlefs lay :

O liften to the voice of love,

He calls my Daphne to the grove.

Come fhare with me the Aveets of fprino-,

And leave the town's tumultuous noife -

The happy fwains all cheerful fing,

And echo ftill repeats their joys :

Then liften, &c.
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Little Snip.

MY daddy is a tailor, fir, and brother Jack is

alfo one,

And lure as we've a roaring trade, why 1 am little

Snip his ton ;

My father cuts, and brother fews, and I can alfo rip

and flich,

And what is better far than all, my daddy's growing

preity rich,

SPOKEN.] IFhen he makes out a bill never forget;! to

put doixiti a feiv itetns, iv/iich he calls under the denomi-

nation of trade cabbaging.

With his Ri tol, lol, fol de riddle ride.

My father fays I am his fon, becaufe I know a thing

or two,

But wer'n't 1 like a needle fharp, why this 1 know

'twould never do ;

For daddy never fticks at threads, an inch, or half a

yard, or ell,

And while he meafures out his cloth, takes care his

flieers fhall always tell.

SPOKEN.] whether 'tis broadcloth, fufierfne or

feconds ; coat, luaifcoat, or pantaloons, 'tis aliva^s,

Ri tol, lol, &c.

'Tis certain I'm a clever lad,. let people fay, what e'er

they will,

For when I fet up trade myfelf; Lord how 1 will fpin

out the bill;

For iho' they'may fay this or that, a tailor's trade

can never fail.

While there's fomething to be got, I'm down upon

it, as a nail,'

SPOKEN.] /// don't one day or other, cut. my coat ac-

cording to my cloth, and laarm my gooje for a good

picking, I ought to be fet doivn for a goofe myfelf.

With my Ri tol, lol, &c.

Dick Smith, thC: Watchman.

DICK Smith is my name, and a tight boy am I,

For I trudge it both late and early ;

And what I oft fees as «he hours I cry,

Why, my Maflers, I'll tell you now fairly.

Sometimes 'tis,my fate on ,a dark cloudy night

To meet a fond pair often cooing ;

'• •

-But if they but Aide in my hand fomething bright,

Why Lord I cap't fee what the're doing. . . ,y \

•Paft twelve o'Cloek-, and a cloudy vaotnhngj^

When a row d'ye fee, is kick'd up in the ftreet.

And

—

IVatchmen, fff 'Thief

,

—are a calling ;

If I meets but a fcamp, while I'm on my beat,

Why I foon lays the gentleman fprawling :

But if he but tips me a watch, or a purfe,

Why.Lthen, do you fee, does my duty;

As I lets him flip by, whil'e I grumble and curfe,

And fwear he is off with the booty.
;

Paft twelve o'Cloek, &c.

Sometimes in my box, if I happen to doze,

Some wiig of my cafe makes a handle ;

For d'ye fee, after gripmg me faft by the nofe,

He lleals both my lantern and candle.

Then while for the gUm I am looking about,

Comes by me an impudent prater,

Vyith, Hip! Maft'r Watchman, believe me you're

out,

"Fo'r damn m.e, it's •three hours later.

Paft twelve o'Cloek, ivc.

Peter's Medley,

NEAR Kew one morn was Peter born.

At Limehoufe educated ;

I learnt to pull with Simon Skull,

And a tightifh lad was rated.

For coat and badge I'd often try, f
And when firft oars, 'twas who but I, >
While the pretty girls would archly cry, j'

" Ah did you not hear of a jolly young waterman,
" Who at Blackfriar's Bridge us'd fir to ply ?

" He feather'd his oars with fuch Ikill and dex-
terity,

" Winning each heart, and delighting each eye."

But grown a man, I foon began
To quit each boyifh notion:

With old Benbow, 1 fwore to go,
And brave the foaming ocean.

With him I fail'd twelve years or nigh, y
And faw the gallant hero die, (.

Yet 'fcap'd each iliot myfelf, for why, J
" There's a fweet little cherub fits up aloft,

" To keep watch for the life of poor jack."

To Italy, a great grandee

Brought me thro' Fortune's fteerage;

By chance of war, a Britiifi tar

May meet Italian peerage.

Now hither fent by friends unkind.

And in this ifland clofe confin'd,

I figh for l/iat >J've left behind ;

For, oh its a nice little i'land,

A right little, tight little ifland ;

" May its commerce increafe,

." While the blefiings of peace

Mak€ glad every heart in the ifland,"

1

The Wounded Huflar.

ALONE to the banks'of the dark rolling Danube,
Fair Adelaid hied when the battle was o'er ;

O whither, fhe cried, haft thou wnnder'd my lover.

Or here doft thou welter, and bleed r.n the fhore ?

What voice did I hear ! 'twas my Henry that figh'd.

All mournful fhe haften'd, nor wander'd afar.

\V hen bleeding alone on the heath fhe defcried,

By the light of the moon, her poor wounded hufHtr.

From his bofom that heav'd, the laft torrent was
ftreaming.

And pale was his vifage, deep mark'd with a fear.

And dim was that eye, once exprefiively beaming.
That melted in love, and that kindled in war ;

How fmit was poor Adelaid's heart at the fight

!

How bitter flie wept o'er the vitfiim of war j

" Haft thou come, my fond love, this laft forrowful

night,

" To cheer the lone heart of your wounded huffar."

" Thou fliah live!" fhe replied, " heavens' mercy
relieving,

Each anguifhing wound fhall forbid me to mourn ;''

" Ah I nothe laft pang in my bofom is heaving.

No light of the morn Ihall to Henry return;

Thou charmer of life, ever tender and true.

Ye babes of my love, that await me afar"

—

His falt'ring tongue fcarcely murmur'd adieu,

When he funk in her aims, the poor wounded huftar.
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Alone by the Light of the Moon. Sally.

359

THE day is departed, and round from the cloud,

The moon in her beauty appears;
The voire of the nightingale warbles aloud.

The mufic of love in our ears.

Maria appear! now the feafon fo fweet.

With the beat of the heart that's in tune;

The time is fo tender for lovers to meet,

I
Alone by the light of the moon.

cannot, when prefent, unfold what I feel

;

I figh—can a lover do more }

Her name to the fhepherds I never reveal,

Yet 1 think of her all the day o'er.

Maria, my love! do you long for the grove,

Do you figh for an interview foon

;

Does e'er a kind thought run on me as you rove,

Alone by the light of the moon?

Your name from the fhepherds, whenever I hear,

My bofom is all in a glow ;

Your voice, when it vibrates fo fweet thro* mine
ear.

My heart thrills, my eyes overflow.

Ye pow'rs of the Iky ! will your bounty divine.

Indulge a fond lover his boon ;

Shall heart fprinp; to heart, and Maria be mine,
Alone by the light of the moon ?

5ta

As Wit, Joke and Humour.

S Wit, Joke and Humour together vvere fat.

With liquor a plentitiil /lock,

varying the fcene, with fong and with char.

The watrhinan b^iwl'd, " pafl twelve o'Clock."

At that hour I've read, oft fpirits do come.
And poor timid mortals aft'right,

,

Juft then in that indant, one enter'd the room.
An ancient pale face, nneager fprite.

The phantom appear'd and the^ candles burnt blue,

Wit and Humour began for to liare ;

Cries out Joke !
" look'e friends, this is nothing new,

" Behold!—fee, 'tis only Old Care."

" I know he would tell us, 'twas Time fent him here,

" And te'il us 't.s time to be gone ;

" But we'll tell him this, let him ihink what he dare,
" We'll finifli him e'er it be one."

They quickly agreed, and about it they went,

Relolving of Care to get free ;

Vit muv'd it,—and lirait they nil join'd in confent

To lay the ghoU in the red fea.

m^hole bumpers of claret the}' quickly drank off,

H; And fav'rlce toafts they went round ;

When Humour well pleas'd, thus fet up a laugh :

O^ioth he, " how Care looks now he's drown'd,"

When loud fiiouting t'gan, huzza th y all cry'd,

'• We're rid ot tl.^j troublclome jjuelf.

Fill your bumpers around, iet uils be our pride,

"' To fuig, laugh, and drink to the beft."

slow their blood run;iing hig,h wl:h a conqueft fo

grL'ur,

To fingiiig .Tnd diinklng they fi.x ;'

fith the fun they arofe, with fpirits elate,

And decer.tly partc-d at lix.

WHEN late I wander'd o'er the plain.
From nymph to nymph I firove in vain

My wild defires to rally;"
But now they're of themfelves come home,
And (Irangel no longer wifh to roam,
They center all in Sally.

Yet (he, unkind one, damps my joy,
And cries, 1 court but to deflroy

;

Can love with ruin tally.?

By thofe dear lip.s, thofe eyes I fwear,
1 would all deaths all torments bear.

Rather' than injure Sally.

Come then, O come, thou fweeter far
Than violets, or rofes are,

Or lilies of the valley !

O follow Love, and quit your fear,
He'll gtiide you to thefe arms, my' dear,
And make me bleft in Sally.

Winter.

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

And the meadows their beauties have loff ;

Wiien natute's difrob'cj of her mantle of green,

,
And the llrearris are fall bound with the fro(f ;

While the peafant inadive, (lands fhivering with cold.

As bleak the winds northerly blow
>

And the innocent flocks run for eafe to their fold,

With their fleeces befprinkled with fnow.

In the yard when the cattfe are fndder'd with firaw.

And they fend forth their breath like a fleam ;

And the neat looking dairy-maid fees fhe muff ihavr

Flakes of ice that Ihe finds in the cream :

When the fweet country maiden, as frefli as a rofc.

As (he carelefly trips, often Aides ;

And the ruflics laugh hjud, if, by fa'iling, fhe fhews
All the charms that her modelly hides.

When the lads and the lafles for company join'd.

In a croud round the embers do gaze;

Talk of faries and vviiches that ride on the wind.

And of ghoffs, till they're all in amaze :

When the birds to the barn come hoveriing for food.

Or they filently fit on the fpray ;

And the poor timid liarein vain fte'^s the wood,

Left her footlleps lier courfe fliould betray.

Heav'n grant in this fenf .n it may prove my lot.

With tlie nymph \\ hom I love and admire,

While the icicles hanp; from the eves of my cot,

I may thither in falfty retire !

Where in neatnefs and quiet and free from furprize.

We may live, and no hardfhlps endurs

;

Nor feel any turbulent paffions a rife.

But' fuch as each other may cure.
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The Witches' Song.

I WITCH.

1HAVE been all day looking after

A raven feedirrg upon a quarter;

And, foone as (he turn'd her beak to the foutli,

I fnaich'd this morfell out of her mouth.

2 WITCH.

1 have beene gathering wolves haires,

The madd dogges foames, and adders eares

;

The fpurging of a deadman's eyes

:

And all fince the evening ftarre did rife.

3 WITCH.

I laft night lay all alone

On the ground, to heare the mandrake grone

;

And pluck'd him up, though he grew full low :

And, as I had done, the cocke did crow.

4 WITCH.

And I ha' beene chooling out this fcull

From charnell houfej that were full

;

From private grors, and publike pits ;

And frighted a fexton out of his wits.

5 WITCH.

Under a cradle I did crepe

By day J and, when the childe was a-fleepe

At nighr, 1 fuck'd the breath ; and rofe,

And pluck'd the nodding nurfe by the nofe.

1 had a dagger : what did I with that ?

Killed an infant to have his fat.

A piper it got at a church-ale,

I bade him again blow the wind i' the taile.

7 WITCH.

A murderer, yonder, was hung in chaines ;

The funne and the wind had fhrunke his veines

I bit off a finew ; I clipp'd his haire ;

1 brought off his ragges, that danced i' the ayre.

The fcrich-owles egges and the feathers blacke,

The bloud of the frogge, and the bone in his backe
1 have been getting ; and made of his Ikin

A purfer, to keep Sir Cranion in.

9 WITCH,

And 1 ha' beene plucking (plants among)
Hemlock, henbane, adder's-tongue,

Night-lliade, moone-wort, libbard's-bane ;

And cwife by the dogges was like to be tane.

ID WITCH.

I from the jawes of a gardener's bitch
Did fnatch thefe bones, and then lea p'd the ditch :

Yet went I back to the houfe againe,
Kill'd the blacke cat, and here is the braine.

II WITCH.

1 went to the toad, breedes under the wall,
I charmed him out, and he came at my call;
I fcratch'd out the eyes of the owie before;
1 tore the batt's wing : what would you have more?

DAME.

Yes: I have brought, to heipe your vows.
Horned poppie, cyprelTe boughes.
The fig-tree wild, that growes on tombes,
And juice that from the larch-tree comes,
The bafilille's bloud, and the viper's fkin :

And no\v our orgies let's begin.

Ben. Johnfin,

Elver's Hoh.

Danijh.—M. G. Le-wit.

THE knight laid his head upon Elver's Hoh,j
Soft numbers his fenfes beguiling;

Fatigue prefs'd its feal on his eyelids, when lo»
Two maidens drew near to him, fmiling

;

The one fhe kifs'd foftly Sir Algamore's eyes;
The other fhe whifper'd him fweetly,

" Arife! thou gallant young warrior, arife,
" For the dance it goes gaily and featly

!

" Arife, thou gallant young warrior, arife,
" And dance with us now and for ever!

" My damfels with mufic thine ear ilrall furprife,
" And fweeter, a mortal heard never—

"

Then ftraight of young maidens appear'd a fair
throng.

Who their voices in harmony raifing,
The winds they were ftill as the founds flewi

along,

By filence their melody praifmg.

The winds they were ftill as the founds flevwj

alon^„,__

The wolf howl'd no more from the mountains
The rivers were mute upon hearing the fono-,

And calm'd the loud ru(h of their fountains : ,

They fifh, as they, fwam in the waters fo clear,
jTo the foft founds delighted attended,
\And nightingales, charm'd the fweet accents to

hear,

Their notes with the melody blended.

" Now hear me, thou gallant young war-
rior, now hear!

" If thou wilt partake of our pleafure, ,

" We'll teach thee to draw the pale moon from
her fphere,

|

" We'll (how thee the forcerer's treafure ! !

' We'll teach thee the Runic rhyme, teach thee
to hold „ 1

" The wild bear in magical fetters,
|

" To charm the red dragon, who broods ovei,

gold,

" And tame him by myftical letters."

Now hither, now thither, then danced the gay
band.

By witchcraft the hero furprifing.

Who ever fat filent, his fword in his hand.
Their fports and their pleafures defpifing.—" Now hear me, thou gallant young warrior,

now hear

!

" If ftill thou difdain'ft what we proffer,
" With dagger and J<nife from thy breaft will!

we tear

" Thine hearty which refufes our offer !"

—

Oh ! glad was the knight when he heard the
cock crow !

His enemies trembled, and left him:
Elfe mud he have ftayed upon Elver's Hoh,
And the witches of life had bereft him.

Beware then, ye warriors, returning by night
From court, drefs'd in gold and in filver ;

Beware how you flumber on Elver's rough height.
Beware of the witches of Elver I

(
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Frefh and Strong.

FRESH and ftrong the breeze is blowing,
As yon fhip at anchor rides,

Sullen waves inceflant flowing
Rudeljf dafh againft its fides j

So my heart its courfe impeded,
Beats in my perturbed breaft,

Doubts, like waves by waves fucceeded.
Rife, and ftill deny it reft.

Come then, lover, friend, prote<5l me,
By thy kindnefs dry my tears

;

Ah! fupport me, guide, diredl me,
Hufh my doubts and lull my fears:

So my heart with pleafure glowing,
Down life's ftream (hall fmoothly glide,

As yon tall bark with ftreamers flowing.

Spreads its fails and cleaves the tide,

Wheu Kind Friends, &c.

WHEI^ kind friends exped a fong.

Something new and flriking;

Surely he can ne'er be wrong,

Who gives each his liking.

Patriots like to get a place.

The courtiers tiieirs to keep ;

Country 'fquires to dtink and chafe,

And cits to eat and Ueep.

Parfons like a bifhopnck.

Gamblers like to bubble;

Dotflors like to fee friends lick,

Lawyers theirs in trouble.

Soldiers like both peace and pay.

When fighting is no more;
Sailors like a road to ftray.

For gold to walh alhore.

Ruddy bullies like to blufler.

Pale beaux to feera polite

;

Train-band captains like a mufter.

But neither like to fight.

i.

Xadies like—a thoufand things,

But yet it were not well;

He who for his pleafure fings.

Should all their Ukings tell.

You bid my Fair Conceal, &c.

YOU bid myfair conceal my love,

Ah, think, ah think how hard the tafk,

Think of the mighty pains I prove.

Think of the mighty pains I prove.

Ah ! think of what you a(k,

Ah! think of what you a(k, you, a(k, &c.

Go bid the fevour'd wretch forbear,

Midft biirning, midft burning to complain,
Go bid the flaves who fetter'd are,

Go bid the flaves who fetter'd are.

Forget their galling chain, rheir chain.

Forget their galling chain, their chain, &c.

Shou'd they obey, flill greater far.

The torments, the torments which I ftel,

Love's fires than fevers fiercer are,

Love's fires than fevers fiercer are,

Love pierces more than flee!, than fleet.

Love pierces njore thati fteel, &c.

Pain b\u the body can controul.

The thoughts, the thoughts no cords can- bind.
Love is a fever of the foul.

Love is a fever of the foul,

A chain that holds the mind, the mind,
A chaiii that holds the mind, the mind, &c.

A Soldier for me.

FROM my cradle a foldier was all my delight,

His fafli was fo gay, and his gorget fo bright

;

'1 hen the charming redcoat, and more charming
cockade,

Cou'd ne'er be refifled by widow or maid.
A foldier fo noble, fo gallant and gay.
That q foldier will always the bell bear awav.

'Twas his drefs, 'twas his air, 'twas h» beauty alone
That won my fond heart, and firft; made me Iiis awn ;

But thofe charms which firft caught me now vanilh
in ainj

Fox his valour, a.^d worth, and his heart he is dear.

A Soldier fo noble, &<.-.

Ye fair>Briti(h maids, your protetflors reward.
Who leave folter pleafu res your fafety to guard ;

No cruelty here let your heroes e'er mourn.
Let the funlhine of liniles gild the foldier's return !

A Soldier fo noble, &e.
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The Beauteous Louifa.

SEE the park throng'd with beauties, th« tumult's

begun
And right-honor'd knaves talk of conqaefts they've

won J

But view yon pale damfel, and mark her fad air,

'Tis tiie btrauteoas Louifa, once virtuous as lair

;

Nor fpurn her, ye virgins, who iTione like a fun,

Ere tlie beauteous Louifa by man was undone.

A tirle'd defpoikr this peerlefs maid found,

And with fpecious pretences her innocence drown'd ;

But having grown weary and cloy'd of her charms,

The titled feducer expell'd her his arms :

K'en the conqueft hard won he infults with his

brearh,

Though the beauteous, Loui{a is pining to death.

though numbers yet offer rich proofs of their love,

The penitent vidim againft them is ftrove ;

Betray'd and abus'd by the man (heador'd.

She now only wifhes her honor reftor'd :

But, alafs! haplefs fair one, thy wifhes are vainl

And the heart-broke Louifa is left to complain.

But chance, when the fpoiler fhall hear (he's no more.

The fate of Louifa e'en he may deplore;

The breaft that could fpurn her may then heav€ a

figh.

And wifh the fair bloflbm flill on it might lie;

But, ah ! then how fruitlefs his love-proffer'd terms.

When the beauteous Louifa's a prey to the worms \

A New Hunting Song.

AURORA, now fummon the lads of the courfc.

Ye hunters from (lumb'ring arife ;

behokl how the fun in full fplendor beams forth.

How ruddy and bright feem the Ikies !

Then mount your Heet fteed—to the meadows
repair,

No pleafure furpafTes the fight of the hare.

The,flu|;gard that dozes his life-time away.

Arid cenfures the joys we partake ;

May ftrut for a while in the fun-fhine of day,

- But we deem his blifs—a miftake .'

As we bound o'er the heath, blooming health marks
the face.

And the horn's mellow notes but enliven the chafe.

The fopling ftiay boaft of his beauty and eafe.

And play with his miftreffe's fan j

Let him look in his glafs—the refiedion may pleafe,

The' he's more an ape than a man!
Unkennel the hounds, to the meadows repair.

And let us, enraptur'd, give chafe to the harel

Through life we fome kind of paftime purfue,

The ilatefman will dwell on the laws ;

The critic will tell you what learning can do.

While the lawyer will gain a bad caufe.

But we more exalted, breathe joy in the vale.

And uile true delight in a jug of mild alel

Diana comimands, now ye fportfmen arife,

The huntfmen the fummons proclaim ;

Away tq the woods, where the fox clofeiy lies.

The fcent is now freih on the plain.

Since the fun gilds tiie eail, and the morning is

bright.

Let the fports of the day crown with rapture the

tiieht.

Dick Dock.

DICK DOCK, a tar, at Greenwich moor'd,

One day had got his beer on board.

When he a poor maim'd penlioner from Chelfea

faw ;

And for to have his jeer and flout,

For the grog once in the wit's foon out.

Cries, how good mafler lobfter, did you lofe your
claw ? .

Was't one night in a drunken fray,

Or t'other when you ran away ? .

But hold you Dick, the poor fot has orte foot in the

grave

For flander's w-ind too faft you fly.

Do you think it fun, you fwab, you lie,

MisfortHnes ever claim the pity of the brave,

filisfortunes ever claim, &c.

Old Hannibal in words as grofs.

For he like Dick had got his dofe.
So to have his bout at grumbling took a fpell—

If I'm a lobfter, maffer crab.

By the information on your nab.
In fome ftirmifh or other they have crack'd your

fhell;
'

And then how you hobbling go
On that jury maff. your timber fOe,

A nice one to find fault with one font in the frare.
But halt.' old Hannibal, halt! halt! halt!
Diflrefs was never yet a fault.

Misfortunes ever claim the pity of the brave.

Misfortunes ever claim, &c.

If Hannibal's your name, do you fee.

As fure as they Dick Dcjck call me.
As once it did fall out I ow'd my life to you.

Spilt from my hawfe, once when it was dark.

And nearly fwal lowed by a fhark,

Who boldly plung'd in, fav'd me, and pleas'd alt

the crew.

If that's the cafe then ceafe our jeers.

When boarded by ihe fame Moniieurs,

You a trueEnglifh lion frtatch'd me from the grave j

Crying, cowards, do the man no harm.
Damn me, don't you fee he has loft his arm.

Misfortunes ever claim the ^ity of the brave.

Misfortunes ever claim, &c

Let's broach a can before we part;

A friendly one with all my heart.

And as we pufh the grog about we'll cheerly fing.

On land and iea may Briton's fight.

The worlds example and delight,

And conquer ev'ry enemy of George our king.

Tis he who proves the hero's friend.

His bounty waits us to our end,

Tho' crii>pled ;ind laid up with one foot in the graTe«
Tiien tars and foldiers never fear,

You fhall not want tompaflion's tear,

Misfortunes ever claim the pity of the brave.

Misfortunes ever claim, &c.
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When in War on the Ocean.

WHEN in war on the ocean, we meet the

proud foe,

Tho' with ardour for conquefl our bofoms may
glow ;

•Let us fee on their veflels old England's flag wave.
They fliall find Britiili failors but conquer to fave.

See their tri-colour'd enfigns we view frorti afar,

With three cheers they are welcom'd by each Britifli

tar

;

While the genius of Briton flill bids ns advance,
Our guns hurl in thunders defiance to France.

But mark the laft broadfide ;~fhe finks, down flie

goes;
Qiiickly man all your boats, they no longer are foes ;

'io fnatch a brave fellow from a u'at'ry grave,

Is wori-hy of Britons—who conquer to lave.

Happy land ! thou haft now in defence of thy rights.

Brave Nelfon, who the maa and the hero unites j

The friend to the wretched : the boaft of the brave ;

He lives Jaut to conquer, and conquers to fave.

The Uft Shilling.

AS penfive one night in my ga'rret I fat.

My laft fhilling produced on the table;

That advent'rer cried 1 might a hift'ry relate,

If to think and to fpeak it were able,

If to think, &c.

W'hether fancy or magic 'twas play'd me the freak.

The face feem'd with life to be filling.

And cried, inffanily fpeaking, or feeming to fpeak,

'Pay attention to jne thy laft fhilling.

Pay attention, &c.

I was oncethe laft coin of the law, a fad limb.

Who in cheating was ne'er known to faulter,

i*Till at length brought to juftice, the law cheated
him

[ And he paid me to buy him a halter,

;• And he paid me, &c,

A Jack Tar all hisThino but me at an end,

With a pleafure fo hearty and willing.

Though hungry hlmfelf, to a popr diftrefs'd friend,

Wifh'd it hundreds, and gavehis laft fhilling,

Willi 'd it hundreds, &c.

Twas the wife of his mefs-mate, whofe gliftenlng

eye.

With pleafure ran o'er as fhe view'd me

;

She chang'd me for bread, as her child fhe heard

cry.

And at parting with tears fhe bedew'd^ me.
And at parting, &ci

iBut I've other fcenes known, riot leading the way.
Pale want their poor families chilling.

Where rakes in their revels, the piper to pay^

, Have fpurn'd me, their beft friend and laft fhil-

ling,

Have fpurn'd me, &c.

Thou thyfelf haft been thoughtlefs, for profligates

bail.

But to morrow all care flialt thou bury.

When my little hiftory thou offereft for fale.

In the interim, fpend me, and be merry !

In the interim, 6cc.

Never, never, cried I, thou'rt my Mentor, my mufe.

And grjtetul thy dicl'lates fulfilling,

I'll hoard thee in my heart—thus men counfel refufe,

'Till the lecffure comes from the laft fhilling,

'Till the iedure, &c.

The Speftre.

COSMELLIA the fair,

Of the virtites the care,

Loved a youth, who her |)afIion return'd j

But his country's wrongs call'd him forth to tlve field,

He fwore he'd her portrait with life only yield.

And the oath on h^r lips with fervency feal'd ;

As with love and with glory he burn'd.

And I. cried the dame.
If I fjlly my fame.
Or of love lift to any advance ;

Or ere to another my tender love plight.

Of my infamous nuptials oh may the vile night.
Be defpair and fell horror inflead of delight ;

Worfe than damfel €re knew in romance.

When the cock crows away,
And the moi*iing looks grey,

May thy fpe(5lre come on tliy white fteed ;

Surrounded by fairy, hobgoblin and fpr.ite.

Thai to Icare and to terrily, torirent and frieht.

And to tonure talfe lovers take horrid delight

;

Tear my form to requite the vile deed.

Her love rode away,
Oh ominous day.

As fhe bade him ten thoufand adieus ;

The Curfew and the bittern with difconnancefelt.

Through cranny and cavern and hollow and cell.

From the fhore to the church yard re-echoed the

yell;-

Of the fcreech owl that fcreamed iii the yews.

A Baron of land

Who bid long fought her hand.

To trouble her peace, fortune fentj

Iler father fhe feared, as the eagle, the dove.

He fvore no entreaties his purpofe fhould move.

Oh pity the coiiflic'i, twixt duty and love.

She wept and fhe gave her content.

No'w the fata^l night came.

Oh pity the datne.

She fhrieked and lamented aload ;

And now by her fide, as her proud hufband flepf.

With horror and loathing at a diftance (he crept,

And fhe moaned ai\d fhe cried and waii'd and fhe

wept.

And fhe wifhed herfelf laid in her fhrout!.

The cock crew away.
The morning wa» grey.

She uttered a horrible fcream ;

And flew to the window where on his white fteeci.

No goblin, nor ghoft, but her lover indeed.

Sat prepared his dear brixle to the alter 10 lc«d ;

Oh heaven, cried fhe 'twas a dream,

!

The Bride maids fo gay.

Now to church it-ad the way.

And now with yt>" 'he moral pray take;

All your vows oh ye maidens religioufly keep.

Nor heed how ye moan, and ye wail, arwl ye weep,

For injuries and wrongs done 'o lovers afleep,

So you're conllant and true when awake.
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The Defcent of Odin. FROPHETESS.

UPROSE the Kins of. Men with fpeed,

And faddled ilraight his coal-black fteed :

Do"'n the yawning fteep he rode.

That leads to Hela's drear abode. *

Him the Dog of Darknefs fpied ;

His ftiaggy throat he open'd wide.

While frotn his jaws, with carnage fiU'd,

Foam and human gore diftiU'd :

Hoarfe he bays with hideous din,

Eyes that glow, and fangs that grin s

And long purfues, with fruiilefs yell,

The Father of the powerful fpell.

Onward ftill his way he takes,

(The groaning earth beneath him fliakes,)

Till full before his fe.ulefs eyes

The portals nine of Hell arife.

Right againfl ihe eaftern gate,

By the mofs-grown pile, he fue ;

Where long of yore to deep was laid

The duft of the prophetic Maid-

Facing to the novihern clime,

Thrice he traced the Runic rhyme j

Thrice pronounc'd, in accent? dread,

The thrilling verfe that wakes the deadj
Till from out the hollow groun4
Slowly breath'd a fallen found.

mOFHETESS.

What call unknown, what charms, prefume
To break the quiet of the tomb f

Who thus afflic'ts my troubled fprite.

And drags me from the realms of night ?

Long on thefe mouldering bones have beat

The winter's fnow, the fummer's heat.

The drenching dews, and driving rain !

Let me, let me fleep again.

Who is he, with voice unblefs'd,

Calls me from t4e bed of reft i

ODIW.

A traveller, to thee unknown,
Is he that calls, a warrior's fon.

Thou the deeds of light (halt know ;

Tell me what is done below.

For whom yon glitt'ring board is fpread,

Drefs'd for whom yon golden bed ?

PROPHETESS.

])Iantling in the goblet fee

The pure bev'rage of the bee ;

O'er it hangs the (hield of gold ;

'Tis the drink of Balder bold >

Balder's head to death is given.

Pain can reach the Sons of Heaven f

Unsvilling I my lips unclofe :

Leave me, leave me to vepofe.

OOIN.

Once again my call obey,

Prophetefs, arife, and fay,

Whiit dangers Odin's child await,
Who the author of his fate ?

* Nifihelmr, the hell of the Gothic nations, cooMed of nine
worlds, to which were devoted all fiich as died of ficlintfs, old age,
«r by any other meaas ihjn in battle. Over it prefided Hela, the
Goddefs of Death.

In Hoder's hand the Hero's doom ;

His brother fends him to the tomb.

Now my weary lips I clofe

:

Leave me, leave me to repofe.

OP IN.

Prophetefs, my fpell obey,

Once again arife, and fay.

Who th' Avenger of his guilt,

By whom (hall Hoder's blood be fpilt ?

PROPHETESS.

In the caverns of the weft.

By Odin's fierce embrace comprefs'd,

A wond'rous boy (hall Rinda bear.

Who ne'er fliall comb his raven-hair.

Nor walh his vifage in the ftream.

Nor fee the fun's departing beam.

Till he on Hoder's corfe fhall fmile,

Flaming on the funeral pile.

Now my weary lips I clofe,

Leave mo, leave me to repofe.

ODIM,

Yet awhile my call obey ;

Prophetefs, awake, and fay,

What Virgins thefe, in fpeechlefs woe,
That bend to earth their folemn brow,

That their flaxen trefTes tear,

And fnowy veils that float in air.

Tell me whence their forrows rofe :

Then I leave thee to repofe.

PROPHETESS.

Ha ! no Traveller art thou.

Kin? of Men, 1 know thee now ;

Migntieft of a mighty line

ODIN.

No boding Maid of (kill divine

Art thou, nor Prophetefs of good ;

But mother of thp giant-brood !

PROPHETieSS.

Hie thee hence, and boaft at home.
That never (hall enquirer come
To break my iron fleep again:

Till Lok*has bnrft his ten-fold chain;
Never, till fubftanrial Nie;ht

Has rea(rumed her ancient right

;

Till wrapp'd in flames, in ruin hurl'd,

Sinks the fabric of the world.

* Zff/f is the Evil Being, whocontimu-s in chains till the TVw.
Irgki cf the Gctis approaches , when ht ftall break his bonds ; the

human race, the liars. a:id fun, fliali CiiappfnT-, theeaith fink in

the feas, and firt confume the ikies: even'Odin himfelf, and Kil

kii.dred deities, fhall pcrilh. For a furti ei- explanation of thi'- mjfc

thology, fee " IntroduiStion a THiftoire de Daiinemarc. par Mi
Mallet," 1755, quarto; or rather a tranllslion of it publiff.ed ia

1770, and entitled; '* Norihem Antiquit e' ;" in which fome laif-

takcE in the oiiginal are judiciuuily corrected.
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Moorings.

I'VE heard, cried a friend, that you tars tack and
tack,

And at fea what danger befel yoti.

But 1 don't know what's moorings. What don't

you ! cries Jack ;

Man your ear-tnckle, then, and I'll tell you.

Suppofe you'd a daughter (]uite beautiful grown,
And, in fpite of her tears and implorings.

Some I'coundrel abus'd her, and you knock'd hijn

down.
Why, d'ye fee, he'd be fafe at his moorings.

In life's voyage fliould yon trufl: a falfe friend with

the helm.

The top-lifts of his heart all akimbo,
A tempelt of rreach'ry your bark will o'erwhelm,

And your moorings will foon be in limbo :

Bur, if his heart's timbers bear up againft pelf,

And he's jurt in his reck'nings and icoreings.

He'll for yoii keep a look-out tlie fame as himfelf,

And you 11 find in his friendlhip fafe moorings.

'If wedlock's your port, and your mate true and kind.

In all weaihers will flick to her duty,

A cahn of contentment fiiall beam in your mind.
Safe moov'd in the haven of beauty :

But if fome frilky ikifiF, crank at every joint.

That lihens to vows and adorings,

fhape your courfe how you will, Hill you'll make
cuckold's point.

To lay up like a beacon at .moorings.

A glutton's faf' moor'd, head n-.id Bern by the gout;

A drunkard's moor'd under the table ;

In ftraws drowning men will hope's anchor find out,

While a hair's a philofopher's cable :

Thus mankind are a fhip, life a boiiferous main,

Of fate's billows where all hear the roarings,

Where for one calm of pleafure we've ten itorms of

pain.

Till death brings us all to our moorings.

Dibdh

The Orphan Boy.

I'M
a poor ha plefs youth near a diHanttowf! bred.

And my friends I have iolt and my parents arc
dead.

So hither I came your protection to a;ain,

O don't let me alk that protecflion in vain.

How kind was my father, my mother how good.
How neat our fmtill cottage, clofe under the wood.
But now all are loft, your protecffion I'd gain,
O don't let me aflc that protection in vain.

To vice and to folly I yet am unknown.
And nature ha? mark'd me a child of her own,
How happy fhould I your proteJlion but gain,
O don't let me aik that protetffion in vain.

Since virtue and pity plead loudly my caufe.

In each gentle breaft let me hope for applaufe,
Moft grateful fll be if this boon I obtain,

Then don't let me alk for protecffion in vain.

The Rofe.

THE rofe had been wafli'd—^juft wafh'd in a
fhower,

which Mary to Anna con\ey'd;

The plentiful moifture invumber'd the flower.

And weigh'd down its beautiful head :

The cup was all fiU'd, and the leaves were ail

we:.

And it'Teem'd, to a fanciful view.

To weep for the buds, it had left with regret,

On the flourilhing bufli where it grew.

I haflily feiz'd it, unfit as it was
For a nofegay, fo dripping and drown'd.

And fivinging it rudely—too rudely, alas!

1 fnapp'd It—it fell to the ground;

" And fuch," I exclaim'd, " i-s the pitilefs pa't,
" S )me atfl by the delicate mind,

" Regardlels of wringing and breaking a heart
" Already to forrow refign'd.

" This elegant rofe, had I fliaken it lefs,

" Might have bloom'd with the owner awhile,
'* And the tenr that is wip'd wiih a little addrefs,

*' May be follow'd perhaps by a fmile."

Cotvpr.
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Nancy.

AYHAP you have heard that as dear as their

All rTue-Iiearted tars love their ftiips and rhetr wives,

To their duty like pitch liicking clofe till they die

And whoever wants to know it, I'll tell 'em for why,

On^ thro' danffers and ftorms bring? me fafcly afhore,

T'other welcomes me home when mydanger is o'er,

Both foothing the ups rnd the downs of this life,

For my fliip's call'd the Nancy, the Nancy, the Nancy,

the Nancy, and Nancy's my wife ;

My fhip's call'd the Nancy, and Nancy's my wife.

When Nancy my wife o'er the lawn feuds fo neat.

And fo light the proud grafs fcarcely yields to her feet;

So rigg'd out, and fo lovely, 't'n't eafy to trace,

"Which is reddeft her top knot, her fhoes, other face.

While the neighbours to fee her forget all their cares,

And are pleas'd that (he's mine, tho' they wilh flie

was theirs :

Marvel not then to think of this joy of my life,

1 my fhip calls the Nancy, for Nancy's my wife.

As for Nancy my velTel, but fee her in trim,

She feems through the ocean to fly and not fwim :

'Fore the wind like a dolphin flie merrily plays.

She goes any how well, but {he looks beft in flays,

Scudding, trying, or tacking, 'ti-j all one to flie.

Mounting high, or low funk in the trough of the lea.

She has fav'd me from many harrl fqueaks for my life.

So I call her the Nancy, 'caufe Nancy's my wife.

"When fo fweet in a dance carelefs glides my heart's

queen.

She fets out and fets in far beft on the green,

So of all the grand fleet my gay veflel's the flower.

She out fails the whole tot by a knot in an hour.

Then they both fail fo cheerful thro' life's roaring

breeze.

All hearts with fuch pilots mufl be at their eafe ;

Then I've two kind protedlors to watch me thro' life.

My good fliip the Nancy, and Nancy my wife.

Then thefe hands from protecfling them who fhall de-

bar.

Ne'er ingratitude lurk'd in the heart of a tar.

Why ev'ry thing female from peril to fave

Is the nobleft diftincflion that honor's the brave ^

While a rag. or a timber, orcompafs I boaft,

I'll proteifl the dear creature againft a whole hoft j

Still grateful to both to the end of my life,

My good ihip the Nancy, and Nancy my wife.

' Variety.

ASK you who is finging here.

Who fo bliihe 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.

And my name's Variety.

Like a bird that fkims the air.

Here and there, and every where.

Sip my pleafure's like a bee,

JSIothing's like Variety.

I've lov'd many a Maiden fair.

yVE lov'd many a maiden fair,

i Of names that fo much vary,

I fcarcely know which caiis'd my care.

Of Fanny, Befs, or Mary.;

But hap])y I! for not a thing

Can meet me fo contrary,

Thr.t will not make me think and fing

Of Fanny, Befs, and Mary.

With a heigho ! heighaf

I always was, from boy to man.
Well pleas'd to toy with any

—

Now if a lady flap her fan.

Why—ftraight I think of Fanny

—

Dear Fanny I remember yet.

No lafs fo fmart and pretty^
But if 3'ou offer me a bet.

Why then I think of Betty.

With a heigho! heigho

t

Then Betty fhe is all my theme.
So found, fo plump, and jolly

—

But if I hear a parrot fcream.

It makes me think of Polly.

Thus happy 1 ! while fcarce a thing

Can meet me fo contrary.

That will not make me. think and fing

Of Fanny, Befs, or Mary.

With a heigho ! heigho I

The Tranquil Thatch.

YOU fay my cottage, incomplete.

Yields not the joys of life:

I love th' unfinifli'd blefs'd retreat,

I love its gueft—my wife.

Beneath the thatch content can fleep,

And labour reaps its joys

;

For others woes alone I weep,
No care my breaft annoys.

The gilded roof, the vaulted dome.

The mafly pile of plate

;

Befpeaks, I grant the fplendid home,
—But envy preys on flate.

Be mine to boaft the tranquil thatch.

Content, domeftic eafe

;

Tho' grandeur fcorns to lift the latch,

Has grandeur joys like thefe ?

Mark too, how throbs the courtier's breaft

Beneath the glitt'ring ftar

;

A ftranger flill to peaceful reft;

With calm delight at w'ar.

Yon circling fmoke that tops the trees

Reveals the lov'd retreat

;

And wafted by the pafting breeze.

Shews happinefs complete.
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Neighbour Sly.

THE pnfling-bell was heard to toll !

John wail'd his lofs with bitter cries^

The parlon pray'd for Mary's foul.

The fexton hid her from all eyes.

And, art thou gone ?

Cry'd wretched John ;

O dear, 'twill kill me— I am dying ;

Cry'd neighbour Sly,

While ftanding by.

Oh ! how this world is given to lying.

The throng retir'd ; John left alone.

He meditated 'mongft the tombs,

And fpelt out on the mould'ring (lones,

What friends were gone to their long homes.

You're gone before,

Cry'd John, no more f

I fliall come foon— I'm almoft dying ;

Cry'd neighbour Sly,

Still ftanding by.

Oh ! how this world is given to lying.

Here lies the bones, Heaven's will be donej

Of farmer Slug-^reader would'ft know,
Who to his mem'ry rais'd this ftone i—

'Twas his difconlolate widow !

Cry'd John, Oh, oh,

To her I'll go ;

No doubt with grief the widow's dying

;

Cry'd neighbour Sly,

Still ftanding by,

Oh .' how this world is given to lying.

Their mutual grief was fhort and fweeit

Scarcely the paffing-bell had ceas'd

When they were fped :—the fun'ral meat
Was warm'd up f )r the marriage feaft ;

They vow'd and fwore.

Now o'er and o'er,

They ne'er would part till both were dying f

Cry'd neighbour Sly,

Srill ftanding by,

Oh ! hoiv this world is given to lying.

Again, to hear the pafEng-bell,

John now a fort of hank'ring feels;

Again, his helpmate brags how well

She can trip up a hufband's heels j

Again to the tomb
Each longs to come.

Again with tears, and fobs, and fighing

;

For neighbour Sly,

Again to cry,

Oh I how the world is given to lying.

Neptuue and Britannia,

BANISH'D to fome haplefs ifle.

Be contention's direful band ;

May fweet peace and commerce fniile,

In fair Freedom's happy land.

May the warrior reft his arms,

In bright honour's facred dome;
Free from all but love's alarms.

May he reft in peace at home.

Love and Time.

LOVE was a little blooming boy..

Fond, innocent, and true j

His ev'ry fmile was fraught with joy.
And ev'ry joy was nert-.

Till ftealingfrom his mother's fide.

The urchni loft his wav.
And wand'ring far o'er deferts wide,
Thus weeping pour'd his laj.

O Time ! I'll drefs thy locks of fnow
With wreaths of fragrant flowers.

And all that raptute can beftow
Shall deck tiiy fleeting hours.

But for one day, one lirtle day.
Thy wings in pity fpare.

That 1 may homeward bend my waj'.
For all ray wreaths are there.

Time, cheated by his tears and fighs.
The wily God confeft,

When, ioaring to his native Ikies,

Ke fought his mother's breaft.

Short was his blifs, the treach'rous boy,
Was hurl'd from clime to clime,

And found amidft his proudeft joy,
He'd ftill the wings of Time. ''

Mrt. Robitifin.

Lucy Gray.

OFT I had heard of Lucy Gray,
And when I crofs'd the wild^

1 chanc'd to fee at break of day
The folitary child.

No mate, no comrade, Lucy knew ;

She dwelt on a wild moor.

The fweeteft thing that ever grew
Befide a human door.

You yet may fpy the fawn at play,

The hare upon the green :

Bat the fweet face of Lucy Gray
Will never more be feen.

" To night will be a ftormy night,

•You to the town miift go.

And take a lantern, child, to light

Your mother thro' the fnow."

" That, father ! will I gladly do

;

'Tis fcarcely afternoon-^

The Minfter-clock h.}s juft ftruck two.
And yonder is the moon."

At
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At this the father rais'd liis hook,

And fnapp'd a Higgot band ;

He plied his work, and Luey took

The Uintcrn in her hand.

iS'ot bli'her is the mountnin roe,

Wiih many a wanton flroke.

Her feet difperfe the posvd'ry fnow

That riles up like fmoke.

The florm came on before its time,

Slie wander'd np and clown,

And many a hill did Lucy climb

But never rcacli'd the to\Mj.

The wrenched parents all that night

Went -Ihoiuing far and wide ;

But there was neither found nor fight

to ferve them for a guide.

At day-break on a hill they flood

That overlook'd the moor ;

And thence they faw the bridge of wood
A furlong from their door.

And now they homeward turti'd, and cry d
" In Heav'n we all fhall meet !"

When in the fnow the mother fpied

The print of Lucy's feet.

Then downward from the fteep hill's edge

They track'd the footmarks fma 11 ;

And through the broken hawthorn-hedge,

And by the long ftone-wall.

And then an open field they crofs'd.

The marks w-ere ffill the fame ;

They track'd them on, nor ever loft.

And to the bridge they came.

They follow'd from the fnowy barik.

The footmarks, one by one,

Into the middle of the plank.

And further there were none.

Yet fome maintain that to this day
She is a living child.

That you may fee fweet Lucy Gray
Upon the lonefome wild.

Q'er rough and fmooth fhe trips along,
And never looks behind ;

And fings a folitary fong
That whillles in the wind.

U^. ft'orJ/worth.

We are Seven.

SIMPLE child, dear brother Jim,
That lightly draws its breath.

And feels its life in ev'ry limb.

What fhould it know of death.

I met a little cottage girl.

She was eight years old, fne faid,

Her hair was thick with many a curl.

That clufter'd round her head.

S e h?d a ruflic, woodland air,

And fhe was >vildly clad ;

lier eyes were fait, and very fair

—

Her beauty made me glad.

" Siflers and brothers, little maid,
" How many tnay you be ?"

" How many ? fe\en in all," fhe faid,

And wond'ring look'd at me.

" And where are they, I pray you tell I"

She anlwer'd, " Seven are we,
" And two of us at Conway dwell,

" And two are gone to fea.

" Two of us in the church-yard lie,

" Myfifterand my brother,

" And in the church-yard cottage, I

" Dwell near them with my mother."

" You fay that two at Conway dwell,

" And two are gone to fea,

" Yet you are feven j I pray you tell,

" Sweet maid, how this may be .'"

Then did the little maid reply,

" Seven boys and girls are we;
" Two of us in the church yard lie,

" Beneath tlie church yard tree."

" You run about, my little maid,
" Your limbs they are alive ;

" If two are Lu the church yard laid,

" Then ye are only five."

" Their graves are green, they may feen,

The little maid replied,

" Twelve fteps or more from mother's door,

" And they are fide by fide.

" My ftockings there I often knit,

" My 'kerchief there I hem ;

" And there upon the ground I fit—
" I fit and fing to them.

" And often after fun-fet. Sir,

" When it is light and fair,

" I take my little porringer,

" And eat my fupper there.

" The firft that died was little Jane,
" In bed fhe mourning lay,

" Till God releasM her of her pain,

" And then fhe went away.

" So in the church-yard fhe was laid,

" And all the fummer dry,
" Together round her grave we play'd,

" My brother John and I.

" And when the ground was white with fnow,
" And I could run and flide,

" My brother John was forced to go,

" And he lies by her fide."

" How many are you then," faid I,

" If they two are in Heaven,"
The little maiden did reply,

" O mafier ! we are feven."

" But they are dead; thofe two are dead.'
" Their fpirirs are in heaven !"

Twas throwing words auay; tor ftill

The little maid would have her will.

And faid, " Naj, w^ are feven!"

fjirkal BdladK



[Numb. 9
THE

CHARMS OF MELODY,
O R

SIREN M E D L E r.
The Man of the Publilhcr is to embody in one Grand Polio V'olume, all the Son^s ancient :,r,A mn^,.,n ,^ ,),» i- Tn~i

wet. prel.rvi„g-form,ng ar, Uoiverfal Magazine of Love, Sentir^ental. War, H^nl ^^B ccha"^,iT„ Jirrott S.! !'m'p'iv^';'

as well a. Old Hn.lifl.. IriO.. Scotch and German Ball.d. Legenda,ie. 6.c. a^c.^liyo wh!^;^! bT;drj.'a";rotJ;l'rl
Son

The LaHd in the Ocean.

IN the midft of the fea, like a tough man of war.
Pull away, pull away, yo ho, there !

'Stands an iOand, furpaffing all others by far.

If you doubt ir, you've only to go there :

•By Neptune 'twas built upon Freedom's firm bafe.

And for ever 'twill laft, I've a notion ;

All the world 1 defy to produce fuch a place,

Pull away, pull away, pull away, 1 fay,

As the fnug bit of land in the ocean.

From the oppofite fliore, pufF'd with arrogant pride.

Pull away, pnll away, fo clever;

They have oft fworn as how they would come along
fide.

And oeftroy the poor Ifland for ever

:

But Britannia is made of fuch durable fluff.

And lo tightly fhe's rigg'd, I've a notion;

•She'd foon give the faucy inva4ers enough,

Pull away, pull away, pull away, I fay,

If they touch'd at the land in the ocean.

There was Hotve, ever bold in the glorious caufe,

Pull away, pull away, fo ftout, boys .'

"Who gain'd on the firft day of June fuch applaufe,

And Monfieur h« put to the rout boys

:

( The nejft was S:. Vincent, who kick'd up a duft.

As the Spaniards can tell, I've a notion;

For they fwore not to ftrike—fays he, dam'me, but

you muft.

Pull away, pull away, pull away, I fay.

To the lads of the land in the ocean.

AJam Duncan came next, 'twas in autumn, you
know.

Pull away, pull away, fo jolly

;

That he made big Mynheer ftrike his flag to a foe,

Againft whom all reliftance was lolly ;

And they fent, as you know, if you're not quite a

dunce.

Such a fad flory home, I've a notion;

How Duncan he beat a whole Winter at once.

Pull away, pall away, pull away, I fay.

What d'je think of the land in the ocean ?

Now the Frenchmen again may come in for their

fhare,

Puil away, pull away, fo hearty!

For Nelfon will fet all the world in a flare,

And land-lock e'en great Bonaparte:

And we'll beat them again, fliould their flomachs

incline,

But they're all pretty fick, I've a notion
;

Then, may victory's fword to the olive refign,

Pull away, pull away, pull away, I f-ay,

And peace crown the land in the ocean.

Little Befs, the Ballad Singer.

WHEN firft a babe upon the knee,
•My mother us'd to fing to me.

I caught the accents from her tongue.
And e'er I talk'd I liffj'd the fong,

I'm little Befs the ballad finger.

In every village where I came,
They call'd me by my infant name.
And penfive as I rove along.
This Hill's the burthen of my fons:,

I'm little Befs, &c.

Thro' woods and village fcenes I ftrar.
With plaintive fuit and artlefs lay.
And every paflenger I meet.
With lowly curtfey thus I greet,

I'm little Befs, &c.

Johnny's Grave. "

A TARTAN plad was a' fhe had,
The gloomy lift did lour;

The fun was doon, fcarce look'd aboon.
And o'er the hills did glour.

Wi' dolefu' fiep the verdant turf fiie preft.

To Johnny's grave, where a' her forrows reU.

The driving fho\v'r did faft down pour,
Wi' grief (he cou'd na fpeak

;

Thro' ilka bough, the wind did fu<rh,

Iler heart was like to bre.nk.

Wi' dolefu' flep, &c.

Upon his tomb, in waefom gloom.
Her lovely form fhe threw ;

Slie dafp'd the fod, the fully clod.

And lood the weft wind blew.

Wi' throbbing breaft the verdant turf (he preft,

On Johnny's grave, where a' her forrows reft.

What is the fcoul the tempefls howl,
;.The ftorm it hurts not me ;

The driving rains give me no pains,

i\]y foul feel a' ior thee:

As on the grave ftie lay with throbbing breaft

On Johnny's grave, wliere a' her forrows reft.

Shall I bemoan when thou art gone
And wipe tlie tears that ftart;

Upon the turf I've wept enough.
For forrow breaks my heart.

In death ! in death ! the verdant turfflie preft.

On Johnny's grave, where a' her forrows reft.
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Life's like a Ship.

LIFE'S like a fhip in conftant motion,

Sometimes high and fometimes low,

Vv'liere ev'ry hand muft brave the ocean,

Whatfoever winds do blow :

If unalfailed by florm or fhower.

Wafted by tlie gentle gales,

Let's not lole the tav'ring hour,

Whilll fuccefs attends our fails.

And if the wayward winds (hould binder,

Let us not give way to fear,

But let us all our patience mufter.

And learn from reaf^n how to fteer

;

Let judgment keep you ever fteady,

That's a ballaft never tails ;

If dangers rife be ever ready

To manage well the fuelling fails.

Truft not too much your own opinion,

Whilil your vefTel's under weigh ;

Let good example bear dominion,

That's a compafs will not ftray

:

When thund'ring tempefts make j'ou fhudder,

And Boreas o'er tha furface rails.

Let good difcretion guide the rudder.

And Providence unbend the fails.

And when you're fafe from danger, riding

In fome welcome port or bay.

Let hope be the anchor you confide in,

And care awhile in flumbers lay ;

Then when each can's with liquor flowing.

And good fellovvfliip prevails.

Let each heart, with rapture glowing,
Drink fuccefs unto oar fails.

The Forecaftle Sailor.

THE wind blew a blafl from the northward,
When we fleer'd from the Cape of Good
Hope,

"The fky look'd quite pitchy and wayward.
And the fea o'er our wearher-bow broke.

The 'boa tfwain pip'd all hands to bale her,

And 1 came down the back-ftay fo glib;
For I am a forecaftle failor.

You may fee by the cut of my jib.

Start my timbers, cried Ned Junk, of Dover,
Plump to me as I landed on deck.

With us it will foon be all over.
For tlie Guardian muft quick go to wreck.

Well, well, we (han't live to bewail her.
Cried I, and I patted his rib;

Corne—work like a forecaftle failor ;

If i don't, the gale fhiver my jib.

We were running at nine knots an hour.
When 'bout two leagues to leeward we fpv'd

An idand of ice like a tower.
And on it our ftiip quickly hy'd.

But now 'twas no ufe for to bale her.
The water gain'd on her fo glib

j

So each, like a true hearted failor.

Waited for to lliiver his jib.

Some took to the boat, do you mind me,
While fome on the veflel's deck flood,'

Ci7'd I, may old Davy Jones take me
If I fail from my captain fo good.

Now Providence help'd us to bale her.
And we mana^'d to patch up her vib ;

Safe arriv'd is each true hearted failor
To rig up iris weather-beat jib.

A- Medley.

TO Anacreon in Heaven, where he fat in full glee,

A few fons of harmony fent a petition,

Ihat he their infpirer and patron ,wo;iid be,

When this anfwer arriv'd from the jolly old

Grecian.

Oh! dear,' what can ilie matter be?
Oh! dear! wh.iC can the matter be?
Oh! dear!—

I did not much like for to be on board a (hip,

When in danger there's no door to come out,

1 Hked—
The fireamlet that fiow'd round her cot.

All the charms, all the charms of

—

the true lajl tiyitig fpeech and confejjion, both parenlagt

and education, life, chiirtiSer, and beha-jiour of-—
Sir Solomon Simons when he did wed,

Blufh'd black as a crow, his fair lady did blufh light.

The clock ftruck twelve, they were both tuck'd in

bed—
And they fiing fal de ral tit, tit fal de ra, titfal dare.
And they fung

—

Laft Saturday night I chatic'd to invite

Some friends of mine, good lack !

What a fight of maidens io bright.

To make merry, when mafter had put out the li°^hi;

As I tol-d you before, there was

—

Old King Cole was a merry old foul.

And a merry old foul was—
Peter White never goes right.

Would you know the rcafon whv ?

He follows his nofe wherever he goes.

And that Ifands all awry,
And that

—

Whittles, whiftles and drives my team,
Whiftles, whiftles and drives my tean^

—

Round the world thus we march in merry glee.

Round the world thus we march in merry glee.

On the pleafant dov.ns fometimes in camp we lie.

On the pleafant downs

—

Fair lady lay your coftly robes afide,

No longer may you—
Conquer the world, with raw dow dow, row dow

dow, row dow dow.
Conquer the world with

—

Ground ivy ! Ground ivy ! come buy my—
ChaTmingClorinda, ev'ry note-

On Richmond Hill there lives a lafs.

More bright than May day morn

—

But flie had a timber toe, but fhe had—
A long rail'd pig, or a Ihort tail'd pig, or a pig with-

out e'er a tail,

A fow pig, or a boar pig that

—

Sung and look'd wi' fie a grace.

He fung

—

Britons fiill will guard thofe joys that from blefl free-

dom fpring.

And may we ever with heart and voice cry

—

When Britain flrft, at Heav'n's command,
Arofe from out the azure main,
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 fl,ives !_— ^

A Smile from the Youth that J love.

THO' the language of friendfhip is fweer,-

For friendftiip can footh and improve.
Yet I'd forfeit fuch language to meet
With a fmile from the youth that I love.

When the morning is clouded with care

The ev'ning delightful cnn prove.

For 'tis then that, with rapture, I (hare

In (he fmile of ihe youth that I love.

To balk in the fiinfhine of wealth,

I weary not Heav'n above.

All I crave, with the blefLng of health.

Is a fmile from the youth that I love.
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An unfortunate Mother to her Infant at

the Breaft.

UNHAPPY Child of Indifcredon f

Poor (lumb'rer on a breaft forlorn;
i'ltdge and reproof of paii tranfgreffion,

Dear, though unwelcome to be born,

f'or^thee, a fuppliant wifh addreffing
To lleav'n, thy ino-her fain woii'id dare:

But confcious bluilips ftain the bleffing,

,
And (ighs fupprefs my broken pray'r.

Bur, fpite of thefe, my mind unfhaken.
In parent duty turns to thee;

Though king repenied, ne'er forfaken.

Thy days fliall hiv'd and guarded be.

And, lefl th' injurious World upbraid thee.
For mine, or for thy father's ill,

A narp.elefs Mother oft fluall aid thee,

A hand unfeen protecfl thee fliU.

And though, to Rank and Place a Stranger,

Thy life an humble Courfe muR run,

Soon fhalt thou learn to fly the Danger,
Which I too late have learn'd to lliun.

Meantime in thefe fequefter'd Vallies,

Here may'fl thou reft in fafe Content,

For Ijinocence may fmile a: Malice,

And thou, O thou, art innocent.

Here to thine Infant Wants are giv'n

Shelter and Reft, and purefl: Air,

And Milk as pure—but, Mercy, Heav'nf

My tears have dropr, and mingled there.

The Cloud- King.

" Adjstfiive.'i liave but three Degrees of CompariFon,
the Pofiti've, Comparative and Superlative."

Englifli Grammar.

WHY how now. Sir Pilgrim ? why fliake ycu
w'ith dread ?

Why brave you the winds of night, cutting and
cold ?

Full warm was your chamber, full foft was your
bed.

And fcarce by the caftie-bell twelve has been toll'd.

—" Oh J hear you not, Warder, with anxious

difinay,
" How rages the tempeft, how patters the rain ?

" While loud howls the whirlwind, and threatens,

ere day,
" To flrow thefe old turrets in heaps on the

.plain I"

—

Now calm thee. Sir Pilgrim ! thy fears to remove.
Know, yearly, this morning is deftin'd to bring

Such ftorms, which declare that refentment and love

Siill gnaw the proud heart of the cruel Cloud-

King.

One morning, as borne cjji the wings of the blafl,

The fiend over Denmark direcfVed his flight,

A glance upon Rofenhall's turrets he caft.

And gazed on its lady with wanton delight

;

Yet proud was her eye, and her cheek flufh'd with

rage,

Jfer lips with difdain and reproaches were fraught j

And lo I at her feet knelt a lovely young page,

.^nd thus in foft accents compaflion befought.

•— '• O dri\T? not, dear beauty, a wretch to defpair,

" Whole fault is fo venial, a fault if it be j

*' FiH who could have eyes, and not fee thou art fair ?

" Or who have an heart, and not give it to thee }

.
**

i own I adore you 1 I own you have been
" Long the dream of my night, long the thought

' of my day j

*'Bur no hope had mj heart that its idolized queen
. "" iV'oi'.ld ever v>ith paffion tz/y paffion repay.

" When infetfts deliglit in the blaze of tlie fun,
" They harbour no wifh in his glorv to fliare :

*' When kneels at the crofs of her faviour the nun,
'" He fcorjis not the praifes iTie 'breathes in her

prayer.

" When the pilgrim repairs fo Sf. Hertregild's
fhrine,

" And claims of her relics a kifs a-; his fee,
" Hispafiion is humble, is pure, is divine,

" And fuch is the paflion I cherilli for thire .'" >

—
" Rafh r«uth I how prefum.eft ihon with infolertt

love,"

Thus anfwered the lady, " her ears to profans,
" Whom the monarchs of Norway and Jutland, ta

move
" Their paffion to pity attempted in vain?

" Fly, fly from my fiehr, to forae far diftant land !

" That wretch muft not breathe, where Romilda
refides,

" W'hufe lips, while fhe ilept, ftole a kifs from tliac

hand,
" No mortal is worthy to prsfs as a bride's.

" Nor e'er will I wed till fome prince of iKe air,
^' His iieart at the throne of my beauty fliall lay,

" And the two firtt commands winch 1 give hiiu
fliall fwear,

" (Though bard fliuiild the rafk be enjoined) t*

obey."

—

She faid —Straight ihe caftie of Rofenhall rocks

With an earthquake, and thunders anmunce the
Cloud-King.

A crown of red lightnings confined his fair locks.

And high o'er each arm waved an huge fable

wing.

His fandals were meteors ; his blue eye reveal'd

The firmament's luftre, and light fcatter'd round ;

While his robe, a bright tiflue of rain-drops congeal'd',

Refleified the lightnings his temples that bound.

—"Romilda!" he thundered, "thy charms and
thy pride

"Have drawn down a fpirit ; thy fears now
difmifs,

" For no mortal fhall call thee, proud beauty, his

bride ;

" The CUoiid-Monarch comes to demand thee foe

his.

"jMy eyes fmnifli lightnings, my wings cloud the
air,

" My hand guides the thunder, my breath wakes
the ftorm ;

" And the two firfc commands which you give me,
I fwear,

" (Though hard fhould the talk be enjoin'd) ta

perform."

—

He faid, and he felzed her ; then urging hh flight.

Swift bore her away, while fhe ftruggled in vain ;

Yet long in her ears rang the flirieks of Affright,

Which pour'd for her danger the page Amorayn.

At the Palace of Clouds foon Romilda arrived.

When the Fiend, with a fmile which her terrors

increaied,

Exclaim'd—" 1 muft warn my three brothers I'm
wived,

" And bid them prepare for my wedding the

feaft."—

Than
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Thanlig'ntnang tKenfwifter rhrice round did he turn,

Thrice bitterly curfed he the parent of good,

.And next in a ehafing-difh haften'd to burn

.Three locks' of his hair, and three drops of his

blood :

And quickly "Romilda, with anxiocs affright.

Heard the tramp of a fteed, and beheld at the gate

A youth in white arms—'twas the falfe Water-
Spright,

And behind him his mother, the forcerefs, fate.

The youth he was comely, and fair to behold.

The hag was the fouleft eye ever furvey'd

;

Each placed on the table a goblet of gold.

While thus to Romilda the Water-King faid.—

—" Hail, Qiieen of the Clouds ! lo.' we bring thee

for drink
" The blood of a damfe!, both lovely and rich,

"" Whom I tempted, and left 'midft the billows to

fink.

'* Wfeere Ihe died by the hands of my mother,

the witch.

y But fee'ft thou yon chariot, which fpeeds from
afar ?

" The Erl-King witli his daughter it brings,

while a throng
" Of wood-fiends and fuccubi fports round the car,

" And goads on the night-maT«s that whirl it

along."—

The maid, while her eyes tears of agony pour'd,
Beheld the Earl-King and his daughter draw near :

A charger of filver each placed on the board,
While the fiend of the forefts thus greeted her

ear.

—" With the heart of a warrior, Cloud Queen, for

thy food,

" The head of a child on thy table we place.;
-" She fpell-flruck the knight as he ftray'd through

the wood ;

*' Iftrangled the child in his father's embrace."

—

The roof now divided.—By fogs half conceal'd,

Suck'd from marfhes, ir.feding the air as he came,
And blafting the verdure of foreft and field.

On a dragon defcended the Giant of Flame.

Fire feem'd from his eyes and his noftrils to pour ;

His breath was a volume of fulphiirous fmoke j

He brandifli'd a fabre rfill dropping with gore,
And his voice fhook the palace when filence he

broke.

—" Feaft, Queen of the Clouds ! the repaft do not
fcorn ;

•' Feafl, Queen df the Clouds ! I perceive thou
halt food .'

" To-morrow I feaft in my turn, for at morn
" Shall I feed on thy flefli, fliall I drink of thv

blood

!

^

" Lo ! I bring for a prefent this magical brand,
" The bowels of Chriftians have dyed it with red j" This once flamed in Albert the renegade's hand',
" And is defiined to-morrow to ftrike off thv

head."—
^

Then paler than marble Romilda fhe grew,
While tears of regret blamed her folly and pride.—" Oh ! tell me, Gljud-King, if the giant faid true,

J' And wilt thou not fave from his fabre thv
bride ?"— ^

—" 'Tis in vain, my fair lady, thofe hands that yo4
wring,

"The bond is completed, the dye it is caft

;

" For fhe who at night weds an element-king,
" Next morning muft ferve for his brother's re-

paft.'^—

—" Yet fave me, Cloud-King! by that love you,
profefs'd

"Bear me back to the place whence you tore me ;

away."

—

—" Fair lady ! yon fiends, Jhould I grant your re-

queft,

" Infiead of to-morrow, would eat you to day."

—

—" Yet marl: me, Cloud-King ! fpread in vain is

your fnare,

" For my bond muft be void, andefcap'd is your
prey,

" The two firft commands which Lgive you, howe'er
" The talk ftiould be wondrous, unlefs you

obey."—

—" Well fay 'ft thou, Romilda ; thy will, then, im-
part,

" But hope not to vanquifli the King of the Storm,
" Or baffle his (kill by invention or art ;

" l/isu can'ft not command what / cannot per-
form !"—

Then clafping her 'hands, to the Virgin fhe pra^'tf,
Wliile incurfes the wicked ones vented their rage;—" Now {how me the trueft of lovers !"—ftie faid.

And lo ! by her fide flood the lovely young Page.

His mind was all wonder, her heart all alarms;
,
She fank on his breaft as he fank at her knee.

'

—
" The trueft of lovers I fold in my arms,
" Than the irtiejl jiovv ihow me a truer .'"—faid

fhe.
,

Tbenloud yell'd the deemon?! the cloud-fafhion'd
halls

Diflolved, thunder bellow'd, and heavy rains beat;
Again Hood the Fair midft her own caftle walls,
And ftill knelt the loveiy young page at her feet.

And foon for her own, and for Rofenhall's lord,
Did Romilda the true/r of /overs declare,

Nor e'er on his bofom one figh could afford,

That for him fhe had quitted the Monarch of Air,

Full long yonder chapel has fhelter'd iheir urns.
Long ceafed has the tear on their allies to fall ;

Yet ftill, when Ocfiober the twentieth returns,
Roars the fiend round thefe turrets, and fhakes

iiofenhall.

Oh f Pilgrim, thy fears let thefe annals remove,
For day to the Ikies will tranquillity bring;

This ftorm bur declares that refenrmeiit and love
Still gnaw the proud heart of the cruel Cloud»

King.*

M. G. Lenmii.

* I.eft my leaders Ihould miftake the it\ft of the foregoing tale,

and fuppofe its mpial to reft opon the danger in which Romilda
was involved by ber infolence and piefumption, I think it necefl'ary

to explain, thatmyvobjea in writing this ftory, was to (hew young
Jadies that it might poffihly, now and then, be of ufe to underftand
a little grammaT ; and it mull be clear to eitry one, that my
heroine would infallibly have been devoured by the demons, if
ftie had not luckily underftood the difference betweta the comf*?'
rative aad fppgrlalive degrees.
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Who Cares.

F lubberly landfmen, to gratitiid? ftrangers,

Still ciu'fe their unfortunate flars ;

Why what would they fay did they try but the

dangers

Encountered by true-hearted tars?

If life's veflel they put 'fore the wind, or they tack

,
her,

Or whether bound here or there.

Give 'em fea room, good fellowlhip, grog, and to-

bacco.

Well then—damme if Jack cares where.

Then your ftupid old quidnuncs, to hear 'em all

clatter.

The devil can't tell you what for.

Though they don't know a gmi from a mar-line-
fpike, chatter

About and <:tnfarnit;g of war !

While for king, wire, and friend, he's through
ev'ry thing rubbing.

With duty (Till proud to comply.

So he gives but the foes of old England a drubbing,

Why then—damrr.e if Jack cares why.

And then, when good fortune has crown'd his en-
deavours.

And he comes home with (hiners galore;

W'e!!, what if fo be he fliould lavifli his favours

On ev'ry poor objecfl 'long fhore ?

Ein-.e money's the needle that points to good na-
ture,

Friend, enemy, falfe, or true,

*o if goes to relieve a diftrefs'd fellow-creature,

Well then—damme if Jack cares who.

Don't yovi fee how fome diff'rent thing ev'ry one's

twigging

To take the command of a rib.

Some are all for the breaft-work, and fome for the

And r^me for the cut of her jib;

Though poor, fome will take her in tow to defend
her,

And again fome are all for the rich ;

As for I, fo fhe's young, her heart honeft and
tender.

Well then-—damme if Jack cares which.

Why now, if they go for to talk about living.

My eyes, why a little w'lW /aiz>e
;

Let each a fmall part of his pittance be giving.

And who in this nation can ftarve ?

Content's all the thing ;—rough or calm be the wea-
ther.

The wind on the beam or the bow,
So honeftly he can I'plice both ends together,

Well then—damme if Jatk cares how.

And then for a bring-up, d'ye fee, about dying,
On which fuch a racket they keep.

What argufies if in a church-vard you're lying,
(^r find out your grave in the dee'p ?

Of one thing we're certain, whatever our callino-,
Death will bring us all up ; and what then ?

So his confctence's tackle will bear overhauling.
Why then—damme if Jack cares when.

A Tinker I am.

A^
TINKER I am,

_ My name's Natty Sam,
From morn to night I trudge it;

So low is my fate.

My perfonal efiate

Lies all within this budget.

Work for the tinker ho ! good wives.
For they are lads of mettle

—

Twere well if you could mend yotr lives,
As I can mend a kettle.

The man of war.
The man of the bar,

Phyficians, pa-iefls, free-thinkers.

That rove up and down
Great London town.

What are they all out tinkers ?

Work for the tinker, &c.

Thofe 'mong the great
Who tinker the flaie.

And badger the minority,
Pray what's ihe end
C!' their work, my friend.

But CO rivet a good majority ?

V/ork for the tinker, &i..

This mends his name.
That cobbles his fame.

That tinkers his reputation:

And thus, had 1 time,

I could prove, in my rhyme.
Jolly tinkers of all the nation.

\V ork for the tinker, &c.
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Charming Molly.

Jir,—Sailor's Journal.

k"NJ board the grog went cheerly round,

.^ Kach hqneft tar,—oh, how delighted'!

From Madagafcav, h.ime>vard bound,

The pleating thoughts their toil requited :

The can was fili'd, 'twas fill'd again,

Refolved to drown dull melancholy,

Nor did each fea-lad pledge in vain,

" Succefs attend the Charming Molly."

Blue lightning flafli'd and thunder roll'd.

The raging tempeft fiercely howling, .

When hardy tars, fo brave and bold,

Can fearlefs reach the'main top-bowling:

And when the boatfwain pipes aloud,

D—n thofe that fay they won't be jolly.

And nimbly mount the iiiizen-fhroud,

When'er on board the Charming Molly.

Once more hand round the boozing can,

Sweethearts and wives we'll drink with pleafure;

So here's long life to faucy Nan,

Board or on fliore my only treafure:

Next then, my lads, let's drink the King:

And thous>h the winds feem e'er fo fqually.

Brave loyal tars can jovial fing,

".S.afe moorings to the Charming Molly."

But now behold the fhiv'ring ifeils,

Meffmates, while we're to windward plying.

By fav'ring light propitious' gales.

Yon craggy fhore with glee defcrying :

•Land-lubbers, now in groups purfue

Your diffipation, pride, and folly j

Three cheers, my lads, the harbour view,

Yo, yea ! on board the Charming Molly.

Tink a Tink.
DUET.

Shactibac and Bcda.

^hac.

YES Beda,—This,Beda,whenI melancholy grow.

This tinking heart finking foon can drive away.

Beda.

When hearing, founds cheering, thus we blythe and

jolly grow ;

How do you, while to you, Shacabac, I play ?

Tink, tinka, tinka, link—the fweet guittar ftiall

cheer you.

Clink, clinka, clinka, clink—fo gaily let us fing.

Sk.ic.

Tink, tinka, tinka, tink—a pleafure 'tis to hear you,

Willie, neatly, you fweetly, fvveetly touch the firing !

Both.

Tink, tinka, &e.

Sitae.

Once, fighing, fick, dying, forrow" hanging over me.

Faint, weary, fad, dreary, on the ground I lay ;

, There moaning, deep groaning, Beda did difcover

me'

—

Bed.i.

Strains fiiothlng, care faioothing. I began to play,

Tink, tinka, tinka, tink,—the fweet guittar could

cheer you :

Clink, clinka, clinka, clink, fo gaily did I fing!

Shac.

Tink.tinka, tinka, tink,—a pleafure 'twas to hear you.

While, neatly, you Aveetly, fweetly touch'd the firing!

Both.

Tink, tin!«i, &c.
Frttu Blue Beard,

The Dancing Soldier,

I'VE carried arms thro' lands afar,
France, Italy, and Spain ,-

And man/ a wound, and manj a fear,
I carry home again.

I never lov'd a single lot.

The more the merrier chance

;

So the women 1 courted, the men I fhot.
And the girls 1 taught to dance.

The beft rosiTioN fiill I cliofe.

Should Miss or Serjeant call;

I LED to pupils and to foes,

And gave to bo;h a ball.
But women well reveng'd the art
With which my bullets flew ;

Where I made onte hole in their heart
They fure in mine made tws.

It happen'd once I cali'd a dance.
My mufiet in my hand ;

The troaps were order'd to advance.
And all to heed convnand :

Now here the plaguy change adn-.ire.

As firaiige as e'er you read of.

The ferjeant cali'd, Prefent ! aim! fire!

I fhof rny j.Mrtner's head off.

O then what a hurry-fkurry !

My ruin they feem'd to delight in;
'Twas hard to decide ia the fiurrv.

Who was dancing, -and wha was fighting

In came the foldiers,

Head and fhoulders,

Helter, ikelter,

Routing, fhouring,

doffing, forming.

Charging, ftorming—
7Jow they foot it left and right.

Now they're out of order quite
;

Bend and fink, but not fo low

;

Now they're all too much of a row-
Forward hop,

Backw-ird hop.

Ground hop.

There they go !

Toe and heel, now they jumble.

Now they reel, now they tumble,!

Now advance ! what's the dance .?

Order, handy ! Drops of brandy.

Stand at eale ! tJutter'd peas.

Now, parade ! White cockade. *

To the right, wheel ! Duncan's reel.

To the left drefs! Mad Befs.

Rank and file !f Mouth, of the Nile.

Fall back!- Paddy Whack.
Order, arms! Sukey's charms.
Wheel to the right ! Jaik's delight.

March away ! Kalian. ez.

Fire a volley ! Charming Molly.
Fire away, foldiers! fire away, failors.

Vii-f the Devil among the tailors.

Clang, clang! bang, bang! crittJc crattit-!

How i^lks dance aUoist ia a b^;u!e I

I I
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Come Liften a -ivliile.

(OJME llflen a while, my friends, to my ditty,

Tiie which 1 fhall now t«ll yoii here.

Tins ftory was told which I fbail unfold.

It was over a pot of good beer.

When money was plenty, but now it's grown fcanty.

And riches did merrily How,
But now all the nai:ion is full of vexation,

When the times will msnd no-body knows.

Here is bite upon bite, a knavs's the beft man,
Wife men without money are fools.

Cheats, bites and knaves, make honeft men flaves.

It's money that bears now the rule.

A gentleman born is now held in Icorn,

If by crofles he fall to decay.

He's defpis'd like a beggar, both by friend and neigh-

bour.

The more is the pity I fay.

A man that is wife, he favesup his money.
To ferve for a cold winter's day,

It will fland his belt friend, he will find in the end

When his friends they are all flown away.

A wife that in fummer provides ior the winter.

He's bleft that has got fuch a darne.

For a kind loving wife is the joy of man's life.

So is viiftiials and money the fame.

It would move you with pity, to walk thro' the city.

To hear tlie p(jor traJelmen complain.

Kind heaven hath fent us a plentiful feafon,

But the rich they enjoy the fame.

There's proviiion enough, and good I declare,

But the poar have no money to buy,

Wc have a fight and a fmell, when the rich have

their fill.

They won't hear ccld Charity cry.

Bumbailitrsnnd lawyers delicioufly fare,

Their trade it goes merrily on,

For we miift have food, and cloaths for to wear,

Thu' in -debt for the lame we do run.

This great uoild's but a pain, our labour's in vain.

Let's drink with a merry good cheer.

Who kmws but kind fortune- will turn once again.

And the times uiU be better next year?

Let's down with all forrow, who knows but to-mor-

row,'

M'e die with a heart full of care ;

This w-orld is a bite, if you'll take me but right.

As plainly it. now docs appear.

He plays his cards fair, that can both lie and fwear,

.\nd get all his cafh by the Bite,

He lives and grows great, whilfl an honeft man's fate,

is to labour and get little by't.

A man that loves fotting will never grow rich,

The publicans get all his ftore,

I pity that honeft man with all my heart.

That in marriage is join'd to a w'nore:

And a wife that loves gin, will make his back thin ;

Her children by poverty's known :

And he that meddles with matters of ftate,

Had better to let them alone.

Leave, Neighbo'jrs, your Work.

LEAVE, neighbours, yoar work, and to fport

and to play,

l^et the tabor finke up and the village be gay ;

!No day thro' the year fliall more cheerhil be I'een,

I'or Ralph of the mill marries Sue of the green.

/ lo've Sue and Sue hi'is me,

Andvhile the ivznd It'u-w!,

And lahile ihe mill goes.

Who'll be Jo fiti^fy, fo h:>p*y as %•:: ?

Let lords and fine folks who f()r wealth take a bribe.

Re marry'd today, and to, morrow be cloy'd;

My body is flout, and my'heart it is fourtd ;

And my love like my cottrage will never a;ive roiir<:l.

/ h<ve Sue, £i*c

Let ladies of fafhon the beff jointures jved.

And prudently rake the beft bidder to bed :

Such {jgning and fealing's no part of our blifs.

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

/ It've Sue, ^c.

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

Nor bountes, n.>r flatters, nor wears your fine cloathsj

Yet nothing he'll borrow from f )iks of high life,

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

/ lo-ce Sue, ^<:.

While'thus I am able to work at my mill ;

While thus thou art kind, and thy tongue but lie ftiU ;

Our joys fliall continue and ever be new,
And none be fo happy as Ralph and his Sue.

/ loi'e Sue, £s^f.

St. Patrick's Purgatory.

/« Mf Reliques of Ancient Poetry, is thi following
" Owaine Rlyles is a Ballad, g-.'ving an aicouni

of the ivon.ers of St. Patrick's Purgatory. This is

a tranjlation into <verfe of the fen related in Mat.
Paris's Hi.'i. fub Ann. it 52."

—

The verfion 'which
is here offeied to the Public is e'vitlenlly modern : 1 am.

igiierant of the Author. 1 think the ic^th Jlanza, tn

particular, has a great d:i:^r;e of merit.

— Nk.T^^^'
^"'^^'" '"

'"—''^^ ^nox cried,

i.^ —" And God.SirOuvain, beyourguide!
" "\our name fhall li\e in ftory:

" Many there are who reach this Ihore,
" But few who venture to explore

" Sr. Patrick's Purgatory."

—

Adown the deep and dark defcent

W^ith cautious ftep Sir Otivain went.
And many a.pray'r he pour'd j

No helm had he, n'->r guardian creff.

No hauberk mail'd the warrior's breaft.

Nor grafp'd he (hield or fword.

The eavrh w.ts moifl beneaih his tread,

The damps fell heavy on his head,

The air was piercing chill ;

And fudden fhudd'rings o'er him came.
And he could feel through all his frame
An icy tremor thrill.

At length a dim and dosbtful h'ght

Dawn'd welco.Tie on th' advent'rer's fight;

Tlfe' advent'jer halTened on.

And now the warrior's fteps attain

To where a high and flately fana

With gent-born radiance ihone.

—" Come, enter here!"—the Warden cied,— ' And God, f)h Pilgrim, be vour guide
" Since you have reach'd this boui-ne !

" E^nrer, and take affirtance due

—

" 'Twill th.en be time to welcome you,
" If ever vou return."

—

\ Sir Ouvai.n paTs'd the open gite,

The Warden him conducted ftraig'it

To where a cofEn lay :

The train- around in fiJerKe Pandt,
With tun'ral tor>.hes i;i their handj.
That irave a gloom v da v.

I
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" Few pilgrims fver reach this bourne,

" Stranoer! but fewer ftlll return;

" Receive affifianre due !

" Stranger, a dreadful hour is near :

" Caft off all mortal feelings here,

" This cofhn is for you.

" Lie here, while >ve with pious breath

' Shall o'er you chaunt the dirge of death,-

" Beft aid that we can give:

" The rites that wait the Chriftian dead
" Shall never o'er your corpfe be faid

—

" Receive them while you live."—

Sir Ouvain in a (hroud was dreft.

He held the crofs upon his breaft.

And down he laid his head ;

The funeral train enclos'd him round,

And fung with deep and folemn found

The fervice of the dead.

—" Now, go 3'our way,"—the Warden cried,

" And God, oh Pilgrim, be your guide !

" Commend you to the Lord !"

—

Adown the deep and dark defcenr,

With cautious iiep, the warrior went.

And many a pray'r he pour'd.

Now deeper grew the dark defcenr.

With timid flap Sir Ouvain went

—

'Twas filence all aroimd ;

Save his own echoes through the cell.

And the thick damps that frequent fell,

With dull and heavy found.

But colder now he felt the cell,

Thofe heavy dam.ps no longer fell.

Thin grew the piercing air:

And on the advent'rer's aching fight

Far rofe a pale and feeble light,

—

Th' advent'rer haften'd there.

And now at length emerged to light,

A frozen -defert met his light,

A defert wafte and wide

;

Where rocks of ice piled mountain high.

That towered into the funlefs iky,

Appear'd on every fide.

There many a wretch, with deadly fear,

Ribb'd in the ice, he faw appear
Alive in this their tomb

;

Sir Ouvain's blood flood ftill \vith dread.
And then a voice in thunder faid,—" Retire, or fhare their doom !"—

Awhile his heart forgot to bear.

Then on he urged his falt'ring feet.

And fought for flrength in pray'r

;

Sudden a pow'r, whofe unfeen hand
ISIo might of mortal could withftand,

Upgrafp'd him by the hair

;

And through the fky refifilefs fwung.
And full againft an ice rock flung;
The ice encas'd him in:

Thus by the arm of Daemon thrown.
He felt the crafli oi every bone,
And ftill he lived within.

—" Now, mercy Chrifl I"—the warrior cried,

Inftant the rocks of ice divide.

And ev'ry pain was gone

;

He felt new life in ev'ry limb,

And raifed to heav'n the grateful hymn.
And fearlefs haften'd on.

New fears, new dangers doom'd to meet,

For now a clofe and piercing heat

Relax'd each loofen'd limb;

The fweat roU'd out from every parr.

In fhort quick beatings tnil'd his heart,

His throbbing eyes grew dim.

For through the wide and wafted land

A ftream of fire, through banks of fand,

lis burning billows fpread ;

The vapours, tremuloufly light.

Hung quiv'ring o'er the globing white.

The air he breath'd wls red.

Beyond a ftately well arofe,

—

He faw its cryftal fides diiclofe

Green fields and fhady trees.

And running waters cool and clear,

Whofe murmurs reach'd his tortured ear.

Born on the fiery breeze.

A voice in thunder cried
— " Retire !"

—

He look'd, and lo, a form of fire!

—" Return I"— the' Dasinon faid.

Hit foul grew lick with deep alarm,

The Fiend reach'd out his burning arm.

And touch'd Sir Ouvain's head.

Sir Ouvain fhriek'ci—for then he felt

His «y«-,bills btirn, his marrow melt.

His brain as liquid lead :

And from his heart ths boiling blood

RoU'd fiift an agonizing flixid

Through limbs like iron led.

The anguifti brought a brief defpair,

Then mindful of the -aid of pray'r.

He call'd on Chrift again ;

Inftant the gales of Eden came.

At once they quench'd th' infernal flame.

And heard each fcorching vein.

To him, relieved from all his woes.

The adamantine gates unclofe.

Free entrance there was giv'n

;

And fongs of t/iumph met his ear,

Enrapt Sir Ouvain feem'd to hear

The harmonies of heav'n.

—" Welcome to this, the blefs'd retreat,

" Thou who haft pals'd, with fearlefs feet,

" St. Patrick's Purgatory ;

" For after death thefe ieats divine,

'• Reward eternal ftiall be thine,

" And thine eternal glory."

—

Inebriate with the deep delight.

Dim grew Sir Ouvain's fwimming fight,

His fenfes died away ;

To life again revived, before

The entrance of the tave once m.ore

He faw the light of day.

7eles of WonJer>
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Twilight Glimmers.

TWILIGHT glimmers o'er the fteep :

Fatitna ! Fatima ! wakeft thou, dear?
Grey ey'd morn begins to peep,

Fatima, Fatima, Selim's here !

Here are true-love's cords attaching

To your window—lift ! lift !

Deareft Selim I've been watching.

Yes, I fee the filken twift.

Down, down, down, down, down,
Down the ladder gently trip ;

Pit-a-par, pit a-pat, hafie thee, dear—
Oh, I'm fure my foot will flip!

Fatima

—

Veil Selim—
Do not fear,

pir-a-pat, pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat,

pit-a-pat, pat, pat, pat.

Pit-a-pat,

Pit-a-pat,

From Blue Beard.

Sweet is the Dream.

SWEET is the dream, divinely fweet,

When abfent fouls in fancy meet I

At midnight love! I'll think of thee;

At midnight love! Oh! think. Oh! think of me.

Think that thou giv'ft thy deareft kifs,

And I will think i feel the blifs ;

Then, if thou blulh, that blufti be mine.

And, if I weep, the tear be mine !

Glorious the Ray.

From Paul and Virginia.

GLORIOUS the ray glancing over the ocMn,
That bids hil'l and valley difplay each gay

hue

!

Graceful the orange grove waves in flow motion.

With joy as it hails the frefti morning in view.

Yet vainly her beauties does nature impart.

But for love's cheering funfhine that reigns in the

heart,

All is delight if kind love lend his aid,

And all is defpair if fond hopes are betray'd.

Svveet is the breeze that awakens the morning,

Or murmurs at eve with the nightingale's fong
;

Bright is the moonbeam the ftreamlet adorning,

While o'er the fraooth pebbles it wanders along.

Yet vainly her beauties, &c.

The Carelefs Tar.

WHAT matters Tom., to where we're bound.
If iiighied while on Britifti ground,

Becaufe our pocket's low ;>

A fae, d'ye fee, can't life us worfe,
Kind fi)rtiine,yet may favour us.

And take her tars in tow.

What though we be neglected now,
Shall we to lubbers cringe and baw ?

No, dam'me, niefllTiales, no.

D'ye mind me, we ne\er did it yet.

Kind fortune foon may fmile a bit.

And take her tars in tow.

For my parr, dear Tom, whare'er betide,

I know there's one that will provide,.

For you, and I, and Joe:
So brave, my hearts, the tempefl now.
Kind fortune yet I think as how,
W ill tdke her tars in tow.

Of this be fure, though now caft down,
The mermaid can't for ever frown.
Why then, (he'll kinder grow :

And, (hiver me to fplinter, mate,
But fortune yet may change our ftate,

And take us tars in tow.

But fhould fhe frown, and, brimftone like.

Her fancy colours never ftrike,

Why, then we'll let her know.
There's room enough for you and me
To fpend our lives in joy at fea.

And fhe to hell may go.

The Nightingale.

From Robin Hood.

NIGHTINGALp! who.on yon blooming fpray
Was bleft at eve, when all the woods were fall.

Thou with frefh hope the lover's heart doth fill.

While jovial hours lend on propitious May :

Thy languid n-ites, which cLf; the eyes of day,
Portend fiicce's in lo\e—if Jove's will

Have link'd that am'rous pow'r to thy f ift lay.

Now timely fing, ere the rude bird of hate
Foretel my hopelefs doom in fome grove nigh ;

As thou from year to year has fung too laie

For my relief, yet hadit no reafon whv ;

Whether the Mufe, or Love call thee his matd^
Both them I ferve, and of their train am i.

l^VEL 1 S H ED at N ''• 10, BED F R D - h: O if, DuUin,
Where the preceding M umbers can be had.
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The Intriguing Iriftiman.

THE firft of my pranks was at little Rathfhane,

Where love, faith, like whilke/, fopt in my
brain,

sFor A'ley iVrCuUogh, a fweet little foul.

As tall and as ftraight as a fhaverman's pole:

iSPOKEN.] Och ! Jlie nuns a fweet creature! iiith a

bloom on her face like a Munjter fotatoe.—/ met her

a going to market one mornivg ivith a bajket under

one of her arms.—W here do you come from my dear ?

Jnys I, from Clanlerduffy, fir, fays /lie.—And ivhai's

your name, my dear ? AlleyM Cullogh, fir, Jays Jhe,—
Och! luhat a foft beautiful name!

To be fure then 1 told her a piece of my mind,

Till £he left her old dad and the balket behind.

JBut foon I was dying for Molly Machree,

A fweet tender flioot juft come from Traiee ;

O fweet Molly, fays 1, do pray eafe my pain.

By St, Patrick, fays flie, pray what do you mane ?

S.P0KEN] Mane, fays I.—H-^hy to marry you to be

fure, my dear—But do you tho' fays Jlie.— fo be fure

I do—What do you think of me ?—Oh, there's nore-

fijiing ye, fays Jhe—<S'o we luere to be married next

day.

But as the devil would have it a thick fog

came on.

When I looked for the Church, oh 1 found it

was gone.

But morning and night Ihe was always my plague.

Faith 'tis time then, fays I, for to leave off intrigue ;

So from Cork I fet fail in a d—d open boat.

SPOKEN ] We failed fo plagued Jlotv, that abigflorm

overtook us —To be fure I didrit fwallww Utile of

the fea broth—^but the ixjorjl of my misjorlunes ivas,

ivhen I landed, there ivas Molly Mmchrte ! and /he

put into my arms a great fqualhtig brat, luith a head

as big as a bujhel of potatoes— '4'hat's this P Jays 1—
'Tisyour oivn 'Teddy, fays Jfie, and as like ye as two

feas Teddy be d—d, fays I, take it axuay ivoman
;

/ tell ye I dtnt ins-w any thing at all at all of the

Ttiatttr.

Then to end my intriguing, I went oiT to fea.

And bid a good morning to Molly Machree.

The Lafs of Lucern Lake.

SAY will you leave your lowland haunts;,

And range the hills with me;
This arm fhall render light your wants.

And guard your Liberty.

The mountain doe that flits fo fleet.

At earlieft morn I'll take

;

And make the rich repaft for thee,

Dear Lafs of Lucern Lake.

The choiceft fruits that grace the groves.

The mufcadine and pear,

Juft when the bee fer honey roves,

Will 1 at morn be there.

I'll pluck impearl'd \»irh evening dew
The berry from the brake,

And fpread the bowV with fweets for you,

Dear Lafs of Lucern Lake.

From nipping blaOs, from froft and hail

Thy beauty I'll defend.

And f^iil amidit the winter's gale

I'll live thy love, and friend.

Turn then fair maid and fly \vith me,
Thy lowland haunts forfake.

And all my Tares iliall be for thee.

Dear Lafi of Lucern Lake.

In Choice of a Hufband, &c.

Air,—Paddy Whack.

N choice of a hufband we wid.iws are niie ;

I'd not have a man wou'd grow old in a trice-:

Not a bear or a monkey, a clnvn or a fop,

But one that could buIHe and (tir in my (hop.

A log I'll avoid when I'm choofing my lad.

And a ftork that might gobble up all that 1 had ;

Such (uitois I've had fir, bur off they might hop,

1 want: one that can bultle and ftir in my fliop.

The lad in my eye, is the man to my mind.

So handfome, fo young, fo pnlite, and fo kind ;

Wiih fuch a good f-ml to the alter I'd hop.

He's the man that can buftle and ftir in my fliop.

.Agreeable Surprife.

The Cheerful Hibernian.

ALL you that are wife, and think life worth
enjoying.

Or foldier or failor, by land or by fea ;

In loving and laughing your time be employing.

Your glafs to your lip, and your lafs on your
knPe.

Come fing away honies, and caft oflF all forrow,

Tho' we all die to-day, let's be merry to-morrow,
A hundred years hence 'twill be too late to borrow
A moment of time to be joyous and free.

Come fing away honies, &c.

My lord and the bifhop, in fpite of their fplendor.

When death gives the call from their glories mull
part;

Your beautiful dame, when the fummoms is fent

her

Will feel the blood ebb from the cheek to the

heart.

Then fing away honies, &c.

For riches and honors then, why all rhis riot.

Your rangling and jangling and al^l your alarms;
Arrah ! burn you my honies, you'd better be quiet.

And take wiiile you can, a kind girl to your arms.
You'd better be finging and calling oiF forrow,

Tho' you all die to-day, fure be tncry to-morrow ;

A hundred years hence 'twill be too late to borrow
One moment to toy and enjoy her fweet charms.

You'd better be finging, &c.

Row Dow.

OH, fear not my courage, prov'd over and over.

Your f 'Idler will rout each impertinent lover;

Vvith a row dow I'll guard you, the foe fhall your
prefcnce fly,

^\ ho to fall in love here, muft have tumbled, faith,

pretty high.

With wide fpreadmg charms, like the lake of Kil-

larney.

Dear creature, O liften to none of their blarney.

With a row dow, &c.

Your true hearted lad is come galloping to you.

Oh I the falinon's leap's nought to his flight to pur-
fue you.

With a row dow, &c.

Your fhort date of beauty—your glib tongue con-
trading.

Like our own giant's caufeway, will prove ever-

laftir.g.

With a row dow, &c,
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Ihc Capiured Crew.

NIGKT fcarce her mantle had withdrew,
*'

And (lowly ufher'd in the morn,
' When bearing down, we 'fpied in view,

The favage foe not far ailtern :

'The ftoi^reft trembled—fmail our crew.
The vitHims of I'uperior power

j

Yet courage bid the drooping lew-

Wail calmly iur the fatal hour.

Bold they apprnach'd—a council's held.

Our men, wirh voice unitfd, cry,
• Rarher than bafely deign to yield,

' They'd meet their fate and boldiv die :'

The fight now rag'd—from fide to fide

The chund'ring cannons dreadful found ;

With purple ftain the deck was d^'d.

Which iflu'd from each gaping wound.

!

",

|55urh havoc now ftern death has made,

f

Vain our refiftance^nought could fhield.j

Wounds and fatigue on valour prey'd.

And with reludlance did we yield

:

But fcaree our batterd hull we quit.

Scarce from the fturdy. wreck retire,

'Ere up fhe blew, 'fham'd to be beat.

Shrouding her form in fheets of fire.

Tom Truelove's Knell.

TOM Truelove woo'd the fweeteft fair,

That e'er to tar was kind;
Her face was of a beauty rare,

More beautitul her mind .'

His melTniates heard, while with delight.
He nam'd her for his bride :

A fail appear'd, ah! fatal fight.

For grief his love had died :

Muft 1, cried he, thofe charms refign,

1 love fo dear, fo well ?

Wou'd they have toU'd, infttfad of thine,

Tom Iruelove's knell.

Break heart, at once, and there's an end,

Tho' all that heav'n could give j

But hold, I have a noble friend.

Yet, yet, for him I'll live ;

Fortune, who all her baleful fpite,

Not yet on Tom had tried.

Sent news one rough tempeftuous night.

That his dear friend had died.

And thou, t lO ! muft I thee refign.

Who honor lov'd fo well ?

Would they had toU'd, inftead of thine,

Tom Truelove's knelL

J^nough, enough, a faltfea wave
An healmg balm fhall bring

—

A fa i lor you ? cried one, and brave ?

Live fiill to ferve your king :

The moTiient corrrcs, behold the foe !

Thanks, gen'rous friend, he cried j

The fecond broadfide laid him low,

He nam'd his loveand died :

The tale in mournful accents fung.

His friends ftill forrowing tell.

How fad and folemn, three times rung
Toin Truelove's knell.

DMli

The Tou^a Crier.

OYES, O yes, O yes

!

Lofl, or miflaid, or flolen, or flray'd,

The charatfter, the decency, the duty of a youth.
Who was fam'd till this accident, for probity an3

truth,

Whoaffuag'd hisparents forrow, alleviated all theii'

cares,

And uho.with matchlefs honor regulated their affairs,

And who with matchlefs, &c.

SPi? A Ks.] T/iis yotif.g man tuas feen tt come out of ftis

father s banktrs^ he ivas beckoned to by a lady in a
hackney-coach, he dro-ve to a jeii:eller's, lohere he
borght her a f.ne diamottd necklace, danced ivith d
roaring party at a tavern, mid in the evening 'wat
heard to talk very loud at the opera ; he 'was after-

luards introduced to a houfe not a hundred tniles

from St. yames's, tuhere it is fuppofed he could get
no fuf'per, for he -was feen about three o'cLck in the

morning, to Jiualloiu dice and eat cards.

Who to his wretched parents ihis mifguided youth
will bring,

Befidesthe fatisfaflinn «f doing a good a(51ion.

He fliall receive a fum more than mines can e'er

afford,

He fhall fee the peace and comfort of a family reftor'd.

God fave the King.

O'yes, O yes, O yes'f

Tjoft, or miflaid, or fto'en, or flray'd,

The tears of a widow, rich, wealthy, and fair.

Who nurs'd a rich old hufband half a year with
tender care.

Who lov'd liim not for his riches, conveniency or pelf,

All which is very true, for fhe told me fo'herfelf.

All which is very true, &c.

SPEAKS.] As (his poor unfortunate yming lady tvas feen

about tixjo hours after her hujband's death to go to the

Commons to prove his luill, vubere it is fuppofed

that a glance from the eye of a handfome young
proctor, fo dried and abfrbed up the tears of the-

difconfolate luidoxu, that fhe has never been feen to

cry but once fince, and then ivas deteiJed ivith an
onion in her pocket handktrchitf.

Who to this wretched mourner thefe fame precious

drops will bring,

Befides the fatisfacflion of doing a good action.

Shall receive a gracious fmile, which is all that can
be proffer'd.

As they will be cried no more, nor any great reward
offer'd,

God fave the King.

O yes, O yes, O yes !

Loft, or miflaid, or ffolen, or ftray'd.

The knife and fork of an alderman^—a counfelloTi's

wig.

The dice-box of a Grecian-r-a parfon's tythe-pig—
The fan of a lady—a faife toorh, a'fo.

The hair powder licenfe, and the hatr powder be-

longing to a beau.

speaks] As thefe poor u>fortunate fufferers are nearly

ruined, and deprived of their livelihood by the lofs qj

thefe refpeBive articles, Ihey being their nvorking tools,

the charitable and humane are hereby humbly requefied

to take into confideration their forlorn condition.

And who to thefe poor .people, thefe fame articles

will bring,

Befides the fa-isfatHion of doing a good a<5\ion.

Many thanks they (hall receive from the charitable

donurs.

As they are very liitle ufe to any body bat theow*>er.~,

God fave the Kin;i.
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Giles JoHup the Grave,

and

Brown Sally Gr:;ea.

A Parody on Alon^o the Brave and Fair Imog ne^

U. C. LEWIS.

A Doctor fo prim and a fempfirefs fo tight

Hob-.a-nobb'd in fjbme right maratquin ;

1'liey fuck'd up liie cordial wirh tructt delia,ht :

Giles Jollup the Grave "was jiiji f,ve feet in height.

And four feel the broivn Hallj Green.

" And as," faid Giles Jollup, " to-morrow I go
"~ to phyfic a fe'vefi/Ji land,

" At feme fixpenny hep, or perhaps the Mayor's
fhow,

" You'll tumble in love with fome fmart city beau,
" And with him fhare your (hop in the Strand."

—

—*' Lord .' how can you think fo ?" brown Sally

Green faid

;

You muft know mighty little of me ;

*' For if yon be living, or if you be dead,
*' 1 fwear, 'pon my honour, that none in your fiead

" Shall hufband of Sallv Green be.

*' And if e'er for another my heart fliould decide,
" Falfe to you and the faith which I gave,

" God grant that, at dinner too amply fupplied,
" Over-eating may give me a pain in my fide

;

" May your ghofl then bring rhubarb to phyfic the

bride,

" And fend her well dofed to the grave !"

Away w-ent poor Giles, to what place is not told :

Sally wept, till fhe blew her nofe fore !

But fcarce had a twelvemonth elapfed, when behold .'

A brewer, quire flylifh, his gig that way roU'd,

And ilopp'd it at Sally Green's door.

His wealth, his pot-belly, and whifky of cane,

Soon made her untrue to her vows ;

The Jieam ofJlrong beer noiu icivildertrig her hrain.

He caught her while tipfy ! denials were vain,

So he carried her home as his fpoufe.

And now the roaft beef had been bleft by the prieft,

To cram now the guefts had begun:

Tooth and nail like a wolf fell the bride on the feaft;

Nor yet had the ciafli of her knife and fork ceafed,

IVhen a bell—Ctiuas a duftmans)—toWd—" one !"

Then firft with amazement brown Sally Green found

That a ftranger was ftuck by her fide :

His cravat and his ruffles with fiiuff were em-
brown'd

;

He are not, he drank not, but, turning him round,

Sent fome pudding away to be fried ! ! !

His ivig njjas ttirndfortcarJs, and/lort ivas his height

;

His apron was dirty to view :

The women (oh ! wondrous) were hufh'd at his

fight

:

The cats, as they eyed him, dieiu hack, (txell they

- * "liiht,)

For his budy luas pea green and blue I

Now, as all wifh'd to fpeak, but none knew wl at tOii

fay,

They lo'.k'd mighty foolifii and queer:

At length fpoke the bride, while Ihe trembltd-4
"1 pray,

" Dear Sir, your peruke that aftde y-'U nxou'd laj^

" And fur.ake of fome Jhong orjnudl beer!" --.

The fempflrefs is filent; the firanger corrpVes,
And his wig from his phiz deigns to ]>i;ll.

Adzooks! what a fquall Sally gave through
fiirprize !

Like a pig that is (luck how fhe Open'd her eyes.;

When fhe recognized Jollup's bare fkuU !

Each mifs then exclaim'd, while (he turn'd up het

'

fnout, }l

" Sir, your head isn't fit to be feeii .'"—

The pot-boys ran in, and the pot-b"ys ran 0"t,

And couldn't conceive what the noife was about.

While t^e Dodlor addrefs'd Sally Green:

" Behold me, thou jilt-flir' ! behold me!" he^
cried ;

" You've broken the faith whici. you g-ave .'

" Gud grants, that, to pnniih ySur iiiirehoijd and
pride,

" Over-earing fhould give you a pair, in your fide:
" Come, fwallow chis rhubarb! ll'ijjhyfic the bride^

" And fend her well-dofed to ihe grave !" .

Thus faying, the phyfic her throat he forced down,
In fpite of whate'er (he could fay ;

Then bore to his charint the damlel (o brown;
Nor ever again was flie feen in that town.
Or the LioCtor who whilkd her away.

Not long liv'd the Brewer : and none fince that time
To make ufe of the brewhoufe prefume j

For 'tis firmly belived, that, by order fublime.
There Saily Green fuffers the pain of her crime.
And bawls to get out of the room.

At midnight four times in each year does her fptlte

With Ihrieks make ihe chamber refound :—" I won't take the rhubarb J" iTiefqualls in affright.

While, a cup in his left hand, a draught in his

right,

Giles Jollup purfues her around!

VVith wigs fo \vell pow^der'd, «4ieir fees while they

crave.

Dancing round them twelve dod^ors are feen:

They drink chicken-broth, whiiethis horrible ftave

Is iwang'd through each nole—" To Giles Jollup

fhe Grave,
" And his patient, the fick £a!!y Green!"——

/
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-
'I own they've been lucky in fright'ning and burn-

ing.

But 'tis a long lane that has never a tiirning
;

They'll rail ax our laws and religion, alas J

They ihoald never throw Hones that have windows
of glafs

;

They proudly boaft

Tlieir conquering hofl.

To humble Old England '.vill foon be difpatch'd,

But foi-.ie reckon their chickens before they are

hatch'd.

A Bundle of Proverbs.

MY name's O.B,A,D,I,A,H, a Quaker I am,
[hem !j

In iigure a lion, in fpirit a lamb ;

' 'Tis true I can't fing like the fmarts of the town,
[hem .']

But fometimes I chant out a ftave of my own,
[hem .']

The Belles and Beaux,
In flafhy clothes,

All laugh at my Proverbs, as by they are fcudding,

Your hungry dogs will attack dirty pudding, &c.

I can't boaft of wit, nor fhoot fatire's keen dart.

But an ill phrafe may come from a very good heart;

My talk is to give a ihort fkecch of the times,

And put my old layings in doggrell rhymes ;

In Britain's Praiie,

My Voice I'll raife,

May no foreign follies her brave fons bewitch,

If the blind lead the blind, both will fall in the

ditch.

The French all declare, that they'll make us all rue.

But 'tis one thing to fay, and another to do ;

They fwagger and blufter, and fwear in loud tones.

But high words I've heard, never break any boneo j

They vow they'll figh:

By day and night.

In fliips, and IjJrge rafrs, and baloons, and all that.

But a lion was never afraid of a cat.

They threaten to cut the poor Englifh to fritters.

But you know very well 'tis not all gold that

glitters;

Let them meet our brave tars, and they'll quickly

retire,

For I've heard burnt children dread forely the Sre j

They vaunting roar

They'll foon come o'er,

:And then they can conquer us all in a trice ;

But you know noify cats very feldom catch mice.

I which will be added, » complete Index.

Now though I'm a Qjiaker, I don't quake for fear,

For a thoufand hot words will not four good beer ;

If we firmly unite, we may laugh at their tricks.

Let us mind the old tale of the bundle of fticks ;

The nations all.

They would enthrall,

One queftion occurs, and I'll make bold to aflc it,

Don't you think they have too many eggs in one
bafket.

In numbers they greatly exceed us, 'tis clear.
But two prefs'd men's not equal to one volunteer;
In vain are their efforts, mind nor their alarms,
We are not all babes, ihcugh we'll all be in arms

;

In friendfiiip's bands
join hearts and hands.

And let us for England ftand up one and all,

For a kingdom divided muft certainly tall.

Bonaparre in Egypt French -freedom did try,

But the Gipfies, had got other fiflies to fry;
They cared for his liberty-tree not a rulh.
For a bud in the hand is worth two in the

bufll;

Sure as a gun,
He's quite undone,

Though he cannot loof« much, fuch a pickle
he's in,

What can you have more from a cat than his

Ikin.

The Laft Adieu,

THE burfling rear that fjon mufl flow.

When forc'd from friends, fo kind, fo
And the deep figh with for row grow.
When call'd to bid a laft adieu.

Then muft ^ve part, a hard decree.

No more the happy hours renew
With thofe we love<, no longer fee

The friends that bid a Jaft adieu.

Can nniure chain within my bread,
Thofe tho'.ighis that ever turn on you ;

When love declares my foul can't refi—
May heav'n forbid a laft adieu.

true ;

PUBLISHED at N"- lO, BEDFGRD-ROW, Dublin,
Where the preceding Numbers can be had.
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The Storm..

C<EASE rude Boreas, bliift'ring railer,

4 Lii't, ye landfmen all to nie,
.

Meifmates, hear a btotheir failor .

Sing the dangers of the fea,

From boundino', billows firfl in motion,

NYhen the diflant whirlwinds rife ;

To the tempeft troubled ocean,

Where the feas contend with fkies.

ITnik! the ^joatfwain hoavfely bawling,

—

By topfail ftieets, and haulyards ftand !

Dovvn top-gallants quick be hauling!

Down'your flay-fails, hand, boys, hand

!

Now it frefhens, fet ihe braces ;

Qjiick the topfail fheets let go ;

Luff, boys, lufF, don't make wryfacef!

Up your topfails nimbly clew !

Now all you on down-beds fporting,

iFondly lock'd in beauty's arms,

FreOi enjoyments wanton courting, ^
Free from all but love's alarms,

—

Round us roar the tempeft louden;

Think what (ear our mind enthrals :

Harder yet, it yet blows harder;

Now a^ain the boatfwain calls :

The topfail- yards point to the wind, boys!

See all clear to reef each courfe 1

Letshe fore-(liee;s go ; don't mind, boys,

Thou?h the weather Oiould be worle.

Fore and aft the fprit-fail yard get;

Reef the mifen ; fee all clear:

Hand up ! each preventer-brace fet ;

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

Now the dreadful thunder's roaring

!

Peals on peals contending clafh !

On our heads fierce rain falls pouring!

In our eyes blue lightnings fiafh

!

One wide water all around us,

All above us one black fky !

DifF'rent deaths at once furround us.

Hark! what means that dreadful cry?

The foremaft's gone, cries every tongue out,

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

A leak beneath the cheft-tree's fprung out;

Call on hands to clear the wreck.

0_'iick the lanyards cut to pieces !

Come, my hearts be flout and bold !

Plumb the well, the lake increafes ;

Four feet water in the hold !

"While o'er the fhip wild waves are beating.

We for wives or children mourn;
Alas ! from hence there's no retreating ;

Alas ! frorn hence there's no return.

Still the leak is gaining on us.

Both chain pumps are choak'd below,

Henv'n have mercy here upon us ;

For only that can fave us now !

O'er the lee-beam is the land boys ;

Let the guns o'er-bnard be thrown ;

To the pump come every hanci, boys;
See our mifen-maft is gone.

The leak wj've found ; it cannot pour faft

:

We've lighten'd her a foot or more

;

Up, and rig a jury fore-maft; ' -

She rights, flie rights, boys ! wear off fliore.

Now once more on joys we're thinking,

Since kind fortune fpar'd our lives;

Come, the can, biys, let's be drinking

To our fweethearts and our wives.

Fill it up, about Ihip wheel it;

Clofe to th' lips a brimmer join.

Where's the tempeft now ; who feels it ?

None! our danger's drown'd in wine!

The YouDg Man's Wifh.

FREE from the buftle care and flrife,

Of this Ihort variegated liie,

let me fpend my days

In rural fweetnefs, with a friend,

To whom my mind 1 may unbend,

Nor cenfure heed or praife.

Riches bring cares— I a(k not wealth.

Let me enjoy but peace and health,

1 envy not the great

:

'Tis thefe alone can make me bleft

;

The riches take oi eaft and weft,

1 claim not thefe or ftate.

Tho' not extravagant nor near.

But through the well fpent checker'd year,

I'd have enough to live ;

To drink a bottle with a friend,

Affift him in diftrefs, ne'er lend.

But rather freely give.

I too would wifh, to fweeten life,

A gentle, kind, good natur'd wife.

Young, fenfible and fair :

One who could love but me alone.

Prefer my cot to e'er a throne,

And footh my every care.

Thus happy with my wife and friend.

My life I cheerfully would fpend,

With no vain thoughts oppreft ;

If heav'n has blifs for me in ftore,

O grant me this, I afk no more.
And I am truly bleft.

Ah I why niuft words.

AH why mufl words my flame reveal.

What needs my Damon bid me tell

What all my acHions prove,

A blufh whene'er I meet his eye.

Whene'er I hear his name a figh

Betrays my fecrc-t love.

In all their fporrs upon the plain

My eyes ftill fix'd on him remain.
And him alone approve ;

The reft unheeded, dance or pipy.

He fteals fiom all my praife away,
And can he doubt my love^

Whene'er we meet my looks confefs

The pleafures which my foul poffefs.

And all its cares remove.
Still, ftill too ftiort appears his flay,

I frame excufes for delay,

Can this be ought but love ?

Does any fpeak in Damon's praife.

How pleas'd am I with all he fays,

And ev'ry word approve;
Is he defam'd, tho' but in jeft,

I feel refentment fire my breaft,

Alas, bscaufe I love.

But O what tortures tear my heart
When I fufpecfi his looks impart,

The leaft defire to rove.

I hate the maid who gives me pain
Yet him I ft rive to hate in vain.

For ah! that hate is love.

Then aflc not words but read my eyes.
Believe my blufhes, truft my fighs,

All theft my paffion prove

:

Words may deceive, may f))ring from art,

But the true language of my heart
To Dagion muft be luve.
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Oh ! Gentle Peace.

OH ! gentle peace with pleafing fmiles.

Welcome the failor from his toils.

His prizes fold, his wages paid.

His fhip is fafe in harbour laid ;

To Sal his dear with all his ftore,

And fwears from her to part no more,

« Oh! Sal,' faid he, ' when bullets fleiv

* Around my head, and of the crew ,

' Lay ftretched on deck, fad fight to fee,

* I felt no pain but love for thee,

* StiU hoping when the war'd be o'er,

* My Sal and I fhould part no more,*

Sal thus replied, ' as through the door
' With hollow founds the wind did roar,

* My conftant heart was fraught with woe,
-* Leaft you might to the bottom go ;

* But now the cruel war is o'er,

* I hope we've met to part no more.'

* Come' then,' fays Tom, ' let's bear away,
' And to the church make no delay;
' The parfon then with golden twine,
* Will laft enfure your hand in mine,
* In peace and love to live on fhore,

* And nought but death to. part us more,

Duncan's Warning.

RECITATIVE.
S o'er the heath, amid his fteel-clad Thanes,

The royal Duncan rode in martial pride,

Where, full to view, high topp'd with glitt'ring vanes,

Macbeth's ftrong tow'rs o'erhung the mountains
fide;

In dulky mantle wrapp'd, a grifljr form

Rufh'd with a giant flride acrofs the way ;

And thus, while howl'd around the riling ftorm,

in hollow thund'ring accents pour'd difmay.

SONG.

STOP, O king, thy deftin'd courfe,

Furl thy fiandard, turn thy horfe

;

Death befets this onward track,

Come no further, quickly back.

Hear'ft thou not the raven's croak?

See'ft thou not the blafted oak ?

Feel'ft thou not the loaded Iky ?

Read thy danger, king, and fly.

Lo ! yon cafile banners glare

Bloody through the troiibled air,

Lo ! what fpeJlres on the roof.

Frowning bid thee fland aloof.

Murder, like an eagle, waits

Perch'd above the gloomy gates,

Jufl in a(5l to pounce his prey.

Come not near— away, away.

Let not plighted faith beguile

Honour's femblance, beauty's fmile;

Fierce ambition's venom'd dart

Rankles in the feft'ring heart.

Treafon arm'd, againft thy life.

Points his djgger, whets his knife,

Drugs his flupefying bowl,

uteels his unrelenting foul.

Now 'tis time ; ere grifly night

Clofes round thee, fpeed thy flight

;

If the threfhold once be croft,

Duncan, thou'rt for ever loft.

On he goes ! refifllefs fate

Huftes to fill his mortal date:

Ceafe, ye warnings! vain tho'

Murder'd kin^, adieu ! adieu I

true,

Hark, away to tlie Downs. '

ARK, hark away, away to the Downs,
The huntfinan' is gone on be.'bre with the

hounds

;

Sol after taking his midnight nap,
Shaking his ears in Thetis's lap,'

Come come, my boys,

Thefe are the joys.

That far exceed the delights of the Doxies;
This is the fport,

,
To which we refort,

Alwaj's in purfuit of hares and foxes.

Tol lol loi.,

Diana and her nymphs are already dreft.

Each with a quiver and hunting veft ;

To follow the chace flie very well knows.
Scorning the delights of the fops and beaux.

Let the fimd loving tool

All day play the fool.

Coaxing his lafs with fighs and with tears ^

We'll hunt all the day.
At night laugh and plaj-.

And outlive them many many years.

See wh^re old Daijger leads them alonf.
Old Jenker exceeds them with his fong';

Sirrah, get over or I'll crack your crown.
Now my lad get up that you are down.

Fy, Random, fy,

SlTah, do not lie

;

Joe, whip that babler, he is running counter.
Ware heel, ware heel, ware heel !

Ware heel, w are heel, ware heel

!

She has made the break where BrR we found her.

Hold hard on, don't make fuch a rout.

Let them alone, they'll foon make her oHt

:

O'er yonder ftream I'm fure fhe's croft.

They hunt her fo cool, I'm fure fhe's loft.

Halloo, hark away ! Juno's the lay,

That's it my baby, fhe's gone thro' the fallow.

Try the dogs around,

The fheep fpoil'd the ground,

Blaft thofe footmen how they hollow.

Why fo faft .' not fo much hafte.

Let them enjoy it without any hurry
She's gone a head or muft lie at qiiot,

Joe, whip thofe dogs well in with Larry,

Halloo halloo halloo ! dead dead dead ! ,

Jump off your horfes and fave her from tearing,

Fladois hadois hadois,

Where's Ned or Joe,

Look at them yonder out of hearing.

Let the dull' courfer beat the bufh.

All I he day long in purfuir of Pufs ;

In that amufement I find no fun.

For the fport is all over as foon as begun j

'Tis but So ho, fo ho, fo ho, fo ho, fo ho,
Blaft them, there's no pleafure in it.

Halloo halloo halloo !

Dfead dead dead !

Merry for a minute and dull for an hour.

' Oh ! why fhould Love.

OH ! why fhould love with tyrant fvvay,

Opprefs each youthful heart ?

Muft all his rigid laws obey,

And feel his pointed dan ?

•On reafon's aiil in vain we call,

To break the galling chain.

The potent god difdains it all.

And triumphs in our pain.
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The Fatal Sillers.

FROM THE NORSE TONGUE. GRAY.

To he found in the Orcades of tharmoduj Torfceus

;

Hafnice, 1697, folio ; and alfa in BartkoUnus :

Vitt er orpit fyrir valfalli, &c.

In the eleventh century Sigurd, Earl of the^ Orkney

IJlands, -went ivith a fleet of /hips and a confiderahle

body of troops into Ireland, to the affflance of Sictryg

imth the fdktn beard, <u.lio was thm making ivar on

his falher-in-la-w, Brian, King of Lublin : the Earl

and all his forces vjere cut lo pieces, and Sictryg ivas

in danger of a total defeat ; but the enemy had a

greater hfs in the death of Brian their king, nxjho

ftll in the adion. On Chriftmas-day (the d^y of the

battle,) a native of Scotland fniv, at a dijlance, a

number of perfons on horfekick riding full fpeed

to'wards a hill, andfeeming to enter it. Curiofity led

kirn to follatu them, till looking through an opening

in the rocks, he fatu tivelve gigantic figures refem-

biing nvomen : they -were all employed about a loom ;

and as they ivove, they fung the follotuing dreadful

Song ; ivhich, ivhen they had fnijhed, they tofe the

iveb into fwehje pieces, and (each taking her portion)

galloped fx to the north, and as many to the fouth.

Thefe ivere "the Y^x^kynw, female divinities, fsrvanls

of Odin (or Woden) in ihi Gothic mythology. Iheir

,
name fignifes Choofers of the Slain. Ihey tuere

mounted on f%<-'ift horfes, 'voith drawn fvaords in their

hands ; and in' the throng of battle feleSed fuch as

ivere dejlined to /laughter, and conduded them to

I'alkalla, the hall of Odin, or Paradife of the Brave,

lohere they attended the banquet, and ferved the

departed heroes voith horns of mead and ale.

Now the florm begins to lower,

(Ha fie, the Ir)om of hell prepare,)

iroji- fleet of arrowy fliower

Hurtles in the darken'd air.

Gliitering lances are the loom,

Where the diilkv warp we ftrain,

Weaving many a loldier's doom,
Orkney's woe, and Randver's bane.

See the grifly texture grow !

('Tis ot human entrails made)
And the weights, that play below,

Each a gafping warrior's head.

Shafts for {huttles, dipp'd in gore,

Shoot the trembling cords a!(*ng.

Sword, that once a monarch bore,

Keep the tiflue clofe and ^rong.

Mifta, black' terrific Maid,
Sangrida, and Hilda, fee f

Join the wayward work to aid:

'Tis the woof of victory.

Ere the ruddy fun be fer.

Pikes muft fhiver, javelins firig.

Blade with clattering buckler meer.

Hauberk crafli, and helmet ring.

(Weave the crimfon web of war)
Let us go, and let us fly.

Where our friends the conflitfi fhare,

Where they triumph, where they die.

As the paths of Fate we tread.

Wading through, th' enfanguined field,

Gondula, and Geira, fpread

O'er the youthful King your fhield.

We the reins to (laughter give.

Ours to kill, and ours to fpare :

Spire of danger he fhall live.

(Weave the crimfon web of war.)

They, whom once the defert beach
Pent within its bleak domain,

Soon their ample fway fliall ftretch

•O'er the plenty of the .plain.

Low the dauhtlefs Earl is laid,

Gored with many a gaping wound

:

Fate demands a nobler head ;

Soon a King fhall bite the ground.

Long his lofs fhall Eirin * weep,
Ne'er again his likenefs fee ;

Long her ftrains in forrow ffeep :.

Strains of immortality .'

Horror covers all the heaih.

Clouds of carnage blot the fun.

Sifters, weave the web of death.

—

Sifters, ceafe : the work is done.

Hail the tafk, and hail (he hands .'

Songs, of joy and triumph fing !

Joy to the vitf^orious bands

;

Triumph to the younger King!

Mortal, thou that her.r'ft the tale,

Learn the tenour of our foing.

Scotland, through each winding vale

Far and wide the notes prolong.

Sifters, hence with fpurs o^'i fpesd :

Each her thundering fauichion v.'ield

Each beftride Ker fable fleed.

Hurry, hurry to the field.

IreJar.d.
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The Charms of Liberty.

SINCE every charm's on earth cnmbin'cl,

In Chloes face, in Chloe's mind.
Why wns I bom, ye gnAi, to fee,

What robs me oF my liberty ?

1

Until that fatal haplefs day,
IViy heart was lively, blithe, and gav,

,

Cou'd fport with every nymph but Ihe,

M ho robs me of my liberty.

Think then, dear Chloe, ere too late.

That death muft be my haplefs fate.

If love and yon do not agtee,

To fet me at my liberty.

Now to the darkfome woods I rove,

Refle(fting on the pains of love;

And envy every clown I fee,

Enjoy the fweets of liberty.

We'll follow Hymen's happy train.

And every idls care difdain ;

We'll live in fweet tranquillity,

Kor wilh for greater liberty.

The Jovial Geamen.

HOW little do the landmen know
•Of what we failors feel

When waves do mount and winds do blow;
tSut we have hearts of Heel;

Yin danger can afiright us ;

No enemy fhall flout :

\^'^e'll make the monfieurs right us;

So tofs the can about.

Stick clofe to orders, melTmaies,

We'll plunder, burn and fink.

Then, France, have at your firft rates ;

For Britons never ITirink :

'We'll rummage all we fancy,

We'll bring them in by fcores.

And Moll, and Kaie, and Nancy,
Shall roll in louis-d'ors.

While here at Deal we're lying

With our noble Commodore,
We'll fpend our wages freely boys,

And then to fea for mure :

In peace well drink and fing, boys,

In war we'll never fly j

Here's a health to Georg^e our king, boys,

And the royal family.

Not as it fliou'd be.

B V G. A. STEVENS,

Coxcomb once faid

He had Bet's maidenhead.
But 'twas fa'fe, as I told Mr. Wou'd-be:

His Doftor declar'd,

Impotency debarr'd.

The fribble was not as he fhou'd be.

As Beauty is iis'd.

So Britannia's abus'd.

How many loud coflfeehoufe praters

Will boaft of the iveight

W^hich they have in the State,

And ixmid be the Nation's Ditlators.

Such creatures pretend

1 hey can England befriend,

So aicrac^l or, diliracfl all about them;
Thar, fon onner, they know
hoiu, "ju/ien, 'uAat, and al/c.

And the Miniftry can't do without them.

When Candidares bow,
Patriotic they vow

To honour, efteem, and adore us ;

But chofe, they change foon,

They are taught the Court Tune,
And chant in Majority's chorus.

Reproach, if you pleafe,

rviay irr'pertine.',t teaze,

Remembrance attempt ro awaken ;

Hut th' anfwer is this,

I thought things amiTs,

I really, my friend, was miftaken.

Plis market is made,
Vv'e all live by trade.

So buy or fell, Sirs —choofe vou \\he:iier;
Rich and poor 'tis the fame.
Change-alley's the game,

A job! a fad job altogether!

Our animal fluff

Is not made of bomb proof,

When Temptation's artillery afTails

:

As the Bait'ties begin,

We're beiray'd from within,

The flefh over fpirit prevails.

Corruption ! that's hard

—

But, from birth to church-vard,

What are we? but rotting, along:
Folly moulders our clay,

Each vice has its day,

But—good-night—for I've done with my forg

jfUBLISHEU at N"- iO, BED FORD- ROW, Dub/in,

Where the preceding Numbers can be had.
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America, Commerce and Freedom.

HOW bleft the ViCe a failor leads,

From clime ro clime flill ranging

{

I'di- as ilie calm tlie ftorm fucceeds,

niie fcene delights by changing.

'i'ho' teiniiefls howl along the main, ,

Some objcOis nill remind us,'

And cheer with hope to nrest again

The friends we left behind us.

CHORUS.

Then under full fail, we laugh at the gale,

And the la'ndfoien look pale, never heed 'em;

But tofs of the glafs to a favorite lafs.

To America, Commerce, and Freedom.

But when arrived in fight of land,

Or fafe in port rejoicing,

Ou^ rtiip we moor, our fails we hand,

Whilft out our boat is hoifling;

With cheerful hearts the fhore we reach,

Our friendr. delighted greet us:

And tripping lightly o'er the beach,

The pretty lalfes meet us.

CHORUS.

When the full flowing bowl enlivens the foul,

To foot it we merrily lead 'em ;

*

And each bonny lafs will drink off her glafs.

To America, Commerce, and Freedom.

Our prizes fold, the chink we fliare.

And gladly we receive it.

And when we meet a brother tar

That wants, we freifly give it.

No free born failor yet h-id Wore,

But cheerfully would lend it,
^

And when 'tis gone, to fea for more ;

We earn it but to fpend-it.

CHORUS.

Then drink round my boys, 'tis the firft of our joys

To relieve the diilrefs'd, cloath and feed 'em (

"Tis a duty we fhare with the brave and the fair,

In this land of Gommerc6 and Freedom.

Davy Jones's Locker

;

Or, a fctjuel to the favorite Jong of Poor Jack.

WHEN lafl honefl Jack, of whofe fate 1 now
write,

Weigh'd anchcr, and caft out for fea ;

For lie never refiis'd for his countt^y to fight,

When call'd on no lubber was" he.

To hand, reef, and fleer, and boufe ev'ry thing

tight.

Full well did he know ev-'ry inch ;

7'ho' the roj)-li!is of failors the teiiipeft fhould fmite.

Jack never was known for to flinch.

Tho' |he top lilts, &c.

Aloft from the mail- head one day lie efpy'd.

Seven fail which aj)pear'd to Ins view;
Clear the decks, fpuiige the gnns, was inflantly cri'd,

And each to his fiation then flew ;

And fouyht until many a noble was flain.

And (ilenc'd was every gun :

'Twas then all the honefl tar's valour was vain.

For by numbers, alasj they're undone.

Yet think not bold Jack, tho' by conquefi difmay'd.
Could tamely fubmit to his fate ;

When his country he found he no longer could
fcrve.

Looking round, he addrefs'd thus each mate j

What's life, d'ye fee, when our liberty's gone,
Much nobler it were for to die

—

So now for old Davy—then plung'd in the main—
E'en the Cherub above, heav'd a figh.

The Maid of Martindalc.

IN Martindalc a village gay,

A damfel deigns to dwell j

Vvhofe looks are like a fummer's day,

V/hofe charms no tongue can teil j

Whene'er I meet her on my way,
I tell m.y am'rous tale.

Then heave a figh and foftly fay.

Sweet maid of Martindaje.

This nymph has numbers in her train.

From ilodge up to the Squire

i

A conquelt makes of ev'ry fwain;

All gaze and all admire.

Then where's the hope, alas ! for me.
That I fhould e'er prevail

;

Yet,, while I breathe I'll think of thee.

Sweet maid of Martindale.

Should fate propitious be my lot.

To call this charmer mine;
I'd live content in lowly cot

And pompous thoughts refign.

But if Ihe fcorn, each heart felt figh.

And leaves me to bewail
;

For thee, my fair, for thee I'll die.

Sweet maid of Martinda.e.

Prithee Fool be Quiet.

AS t'6ther day young Damon ffray'd

Where Chloe fat demure.

He dofF'd his hat, and figh'd, and gaz'd,

'Twas love that flruck him—fure :

With rev'reTlce he approach'd the fair.

Which fhe look'd very fhy at:
"

And when he prais'd her fhape and air,

'Twas—prithee tool be quiet.

My dear, he cry'd, now be not coy.

Nor think my meaning rude;

Let love, like mine, thy mind employ,
True love can ne'er intrude;

Her hand he then alfay'd to kifs,

Wliich, frowning, flie cry'd fie at.

And when he flruggltd for the blifs,

Said—prithee fool be quiet.

Then kneeling at her fcef, lie fvvore

Without her he flioiild die ;

That man ne'er loved woman niore.

And heav'd a melting figh :

Cupid unfeen now rouch'd her breafl,

And there lyck'd up a riot;

Much foften'd, yet fhe ftili exprefs'd

Nay—prithee fir be quiet.

The youth perceiv'd her alter'd tone.

And boldly alk'd her hand ;

Soon hymen made them both as one.

United in his band :

The cafe too foon is changed quite—
A fcene you'll all cry fie at

;

She prates away from morn till night,

. While he cries—Zounds be quiet.
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The happy Farmer.
• The Albion the Pride of the Sea.

thro'WHEN the bonny grey morning juft peepj
the Ikies,

Tiie lark mounting, tnnes his fweet lay ;

With a mind iinincumber'd by care, I arife,

My fpirits light, airy, and gay.

I take lip my gun, honeft Tray, my old friend.

Wags his tail, and jumps jayoufly round;
To the woods then together our footlleps we liend,

'Tis there health and pleafure are found,

I fnufi" the frefh air, bid defiance to care.

And happy as mortal can be ;

From the toils of the great, from ambition and ftate,

'Tis my p;ide and my boaft to be free.

At noon, I delighted range o'er the rich foil,

And labour's rough children regale ;

With a cup of good liome-bre w'd I fweeten their toil,

And laugh at their joke or their tale;

And whether the ripe waving corn I behold.

Or the innocent flocks meet my fight.

Or the orchard, whol^ iruits are jult turning to gold.

Still, flill, health and pleafure unite.

I fniilf the freih air, bid defiance to care.

And happy as mortal can be;

From the toils of the great, from ambition and flate,

'Tis my pride and my boalf to be free.

• At" eve to my humble roof'd cot I return,

"When, oh, what new fources of blifs..'

My children rufh out, while their little hearts burn.

Each flriving to gain the firft kifs,

My Dolly appears with a fmile on her face,

Good humour prefides at our board

;

What more than health, plenty, good humour and
peace,

Can the wealth of the Indies afford?

,1 retire to reff, fweet content fills my breaft.

As happy as mortal can be ;

Fromthe toils of the great, from ambition and flate,

'Tis my pride and my boaft to be' free.

Faithlefs Edward.

WHEN Edward left his native ^plain.

He heav'd a figh, he dropp'd a tear;
Ere fpring returns thy conffant fwain.
Thy faithful Edward will be here.

Tho'^dward vow'd, and I believ'd,

Ah! blooming flowrets, why fo fair?

Alas f you prove that I'm deceived,

For faithlefs Edward is not here.

'. The early lark proclaims the fpring,

The ihrufh deliphis wiih notes fo clear;

"The flower? will bioom, and birds will fing,

Thg' faithlefs Edward is not here.

Had Edward been true, oh ! how blefl I had been ;

Each fiowret more fweet, and more gay every fcene;

If he had been true,

So 1 had been too :

But if with another he feeks for delight.

To be true to myfelf J his falfehoud requite.

Young Henry is true,

So I will be too;

At the dance on the green, at the wake or the fair,

I'll be happy and merry,

I'll be happy and nr.erry,

Tho' faithlefs Edward is not there.

MY boys, would you know how our fKip got
her name,

\<)u fhall fpeedily know that from me;
When ready to launch (he was chriffeii'd by Fame,
The Albion, the pride of the fea.

All her crew lads of mettle,

'Midlf the cannons loud rattle,

A dread lion in battle,

Is Albion the pride of the fea.

As fhe dafh'd from the dock, to embrace her own
wave,

She fprang with a heart full of glee,

And cried, let none man but the true Englilh brave .

Tlie Albion, the pride of the fea.'

All her crew, &.c.

When, glorious to view, as (he fwam on the main,
This is my throne, exclaim'd fhe,

'

Atid the fceptre, iny boys, we e'er (hall maintain,
Of Albion, the pride of the fea.

All her crew, &c.

What Jiijfors to her fame and vitfl'ry have paid,

To hiftory go and you'll fee,

The ocean is nil'd, and e'er fhall be fway'd,
liy Albion, the pride of the fea. 4

All her crew, &c..

'Mongft the grearelt of heroes that hiflory knows^
-All the tars of Old England agree,

Nelfon, Howe, Duncan, Vincent have thrafh'd well
the foes,

Of Albion the pride of the fea.

All her crew, &c.

Goria's Profeffion
;

or, the Song of Conllancy,
,

BY rETER PINDAR, ESQ;

NOW, Joan, we are married—and now let me
fay,

"I ho' both are in youth, yet that yoiuh will decay ;

In our journey thro' life, my dear Joan, 1 fuppcfe.

We (liall oft meet a bramble—and f ^metimes a rofe !

When a cloud on this forehead fhall darken my day.

Thy funfliine of f.veetnefs muft fniile it away j

And when the dull vapours fV.all dwell upon thine,

To chafe it—the labour and triumph be mine.

Thou fnalt milk our one cow, and if fortune purfue.

In good time, with her bleffing, my Joan fhall milk

two

:

I will till our fmall field, while my prattle and fong

Shall ciiarm as I drive the bright plough- fhare^along.

When finifli'd the day, by th'e fire we'll regale,

And treat our good neighbours at eve with our ale ;

For, Joan, Svhocntild w;fh f-ir felf only to live ?

One bleffing of life, my dear girl, is to give I

E'en the red hreaftand wren fliall not f^ek us in vain.

While thou haft a crumb, or thy Corin a grain :

Not only their fongs will they pour from the grove,

But yield, by example, fweet lefFons of love!

Tho' thy beauty mud fade, yet thy }outh I'.l re-

inr-inber ;

That thy May was my own, when thou fne^vell

December

;

And when age to my head fliall his winier.imparf,

The Cummer 'pf love fliall repofe in my heart '.'^



39^ BALLADS ANCIENT and mocern, 1.LigendarieI &<JC.

Reuben and Rofe,

A TALE OF ROMANCE.

THE dnrknefs which hung upon WiUuir.berg's

umIIs
" Hns long 5een remember'd with awe and difmay;

For ycnrs nor a fun-beam had play'd in its halls.

And itfeein'd as (h\it out from the regions ofdJ^y !

Though the vallies were brigliten'd by many a beam,

Yet none could the wot)ds of the caflle illume ;

And the lightning, which flaflT'd on the neighbouring

Hream,
Flew back, as if fearing to enter the gloom I

" Oh! when {liall this horrible darknefs difperfe ?"

bald Williimberg's lord to tiie feer of the cave :

" It can never difpt-l," faid the wizard of verfe,

" '1 ill the bright ftar of chivalry's funk in the
*' wave!"

And who '-vas the bright ftar of chivalry then ?

Who could be bit Reul- n, the riovv'r of the age ?

For Reuben 'vas firfl in the combat of nrien, ^

Though Youth had fcarce written his name on

her page.

For Williimberg's daughter his bofim had beat,

Kor Rofe, who uns bright as the fpifit of da\\n,

When with wand dropping diamonds, and filvery

feer,

.

It walks oer the flow'rs of the mountain and
lawn !

Miift Rofe then, from Reuben fo fatally fever }

Sad, fad were the words of the man in the cave,

Thar darknefs lliould cover the caftle for ever.

Or Reuben be funk in the mercilefs wave!

She flew to the wizard—" And tell me, oh ! tell,

" Shall my Reuben no more be reftor'd to my
eyes ?"

** Yes, yes—when a fpirit fhall toll the great bell

" Of the mouldering abbey, your Reuben fhall

" rife I"

Twice, thrice he repeated " Your Reuben (hall rife,"

And Rofe felt a moment's releafe from her pain ;

She wip'd, while fhe liflen'd, the tear from her eves,

And fhe hop'd fne might yet ft-e her hero again!

Her hero could fmile at the terrors of death,

When he felt that he died for the fire of his Roff

;

To the Oder lie flew, and there plunging beneath,

In the lapfe of the billows fnon found his repofe.

How fiPangely the order of defliny falls !

Not long in the water the warrior lay.

When a fun beam was feen to glance o\er the walls,

And the caftle of Willumberg bafk'd in the day !

All, all but the foul of ?he maid was in light.

There forrow and terror lay gloomy and blank ;

Two days did (lie wander, and all the long night,

in queft of her love, on the wide river's bank.

Oft, oft did fhe paufe fir ihe toll of the bell.

And flie heard but the breathings of night in the

air J

l,nng, long did flie gaze on the watery fivell.

And ihe law but the foam of the white billow

tiiere.

And often as midnight its veil would undraw.
As (he look'd at the light of the moon in the

ftream,

She thought 'twas his helmet of filver flie faw.

As the curl of thefurge glitter'd high in the beam.

And now the third night was be gemming the iky,

Voor Rofe on the cold dewy margent rcclin'd.

There wept till the tear almoft froze in her eye.

When hark ! 'twas the bell that came deep in ihe

wind ?

She ftartled, and faw, thro' the glimm'ring fhade,

A forrn o'er the waters in majefly glide
;

She knew 'twas her love, the' his check was decay'd.

And his helmet of filver was walh'd by the tide.

Was this what the feer of the cave had foretold ?

Dim, dim through the phantom the moon ihot a
gleam

;

'Twas Reuben, but ah ! he «as deathly and cold.

And fieeted away like the fpell of a dream !

Twice, thrice did he rife, and as often rtie thought I
From the bank to embrace him, but never, ah f

never

!

Then fpringing beneath, at a billow flie caught,

A.-id funk to repoie on its bofom for ever

!

The Dirge of Wallace,

BY THOMAS CAM^'lELL, E S Q^

Auihor of The Pliafures of Hope.

THEY lighied a taper at the dead of night.
And chaunted their holieft hymn;

But her brow and lier bofom were damp with
affright

—

Here eyes was all fleeplefs and dim !

And t!-,e Lady of Elderslie wept for her Lord,
When a death-watch beat in her lonely room.

When her curtain had ihook of its own accord.
And the raven had flapp'd at her window board-
To tell of her warrior's doom!

" Now fing ye the death-fong, and loudly pray
" For the foul of my Knigiit fo dear;

" And call me a widow this wretched day,
" Since the warning of God is here !

" For Night-mare rides on my firangled fleep :

—

" The Lord of my bofom is doorn'd to die;
" His valouroiis iieart they have wounded deep;
" And the blood red tears fhall his country weep

" ForWallace of* Elderflie !"'

Yet knew not his country that ominous hour.
Ere the loud maiin bell was rune.

That a trumpet of death on an fc'.naUfh tower
\ Had the dire o! her champion funj!
When his dungeon-liglit look'd dim and red
On the high-born blood of a martyr flain,

No anrheni was fung at l;iis hrvly death-bed
;

No weeping there was when his bofom bled—

-

And Ills heart w<)s rent in twain !

Ch, it was not thus when his oaken fpear
Was true to that Knight forlorn.

And ho (is of a thoufand were fcatrer'd like deer,

At the blalf of the hunter's horn
;

When he ftrode on the wreck of each well-fought
" field;

With ihe yellow-hair'd Chiefs of his native land ;

For his lance was not fhiver'd on helmet or (hield—
And the ("word rh.Tt feem'd fit for Archangel to wield

Was light in his terrible hand!

Yet bleeding and bound, though the Wallace weight
For his long lov'd country die,

The bugle ne'er fung to a braver Knight
Than Wallace of ElderOie!

But the day of his glory (hall never depart;
His head unentom'd fhall with glory be baim'd

;

From its blood-ftreaming altar his fpirit (hill flart;

Tho' the raven has fed on his mouldering heart,

A nobler was never embalm'd I
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Liule Mary's Eye.

LITTLE Mary's eye

Is rogdfli, and all that, Sir,

'but her little tongue

Is quite too full of chat, Sir,

Since her eye can fpeak

En')ugh to tell her blifles ;

If fne fiirs her tongue,

Why flop her mouth \vith kifles.

Oh the little girls.

Wily, warm, and winning,

When Aogels tempt us to it

• Who can keep from finninj.

Nanny's beaming eye

L >ok3 as warm as any ;

But her clieek was pale

—

Well-a-day poor Nanny:
Nanny in the fit-Id,

She pluck'd a little pofie

;

An'i Nanny's pallid cheek,

Soon grew fleek and rofy.

Oh the little girls, &c.

Sue, tlie pretty Nun,
Prays in warm emotion ;

»

Sweetly voll" her eye.

In love or in devotion.

If her pious heart

Softens to relieve you.

She gently fhares the crime

With— ' Oh may God forgive yon."

Oh the little girls, &c.

To Fortune Unknown.

TO the maid that I love fimplicity's dear.

And yet fighs for her enemy's moan,

Unto the wretched fhe can give but a tear ;

She's to fame and to fortune unknown.

How Weft fhall I be if this fair will be mine.

To her, each day, devoted alone

—

Nor {hall fhe have retion thro' life , to repine.

She's tQ fame and to fortune unknown.

Major Domo.

AJOR DOMO am I

'Of this good fimily.

My word through the caftle prevails:

I'm appointed the head
That muft keep up the dread,

And the pomp of my fon-in-law's tails:

I flrut as fine as any Macaw,
I'll change for down my bed of firaw.

On perquihtes I lay my paw,
1 pour wine, flily, into my maw,
I fluff, I cram good vi(51uals into my craw;

'Tis a very fine thing to be father-in-law

To a very magnificent three tail'd Balhaw.

The flaves black and white.

Of each fex own my might j

I command full three hundred and ten ;

The females I'll kifs,

But it won't be amifs

To fright them with thumping the men,

I ftrut as jfine, &c.

At the head of aflfairs,

Turn me out then who-dares—

,

Let them prove the head pilfers and Heals:

No three tail'd Bafhavv,

Kicks his father-in-law.

And make his head take to his heels.

I flrut as fine, &c. ~

Liffey Side.

THE blofToms blufh on every fjiray,

And fragrant flow'rers peep around,
Tho' nymphs and fhepherds welcome May,
With rural dance and fylvan found ;

Yet joylefs all to me appears.

Since Dermot, deareft Dermot died !

Row fweeter to indulge my tears

On Liffey 's flow'ry enamelled fide;

For ah! he was the gentleft j'outh.

And I a hr.ppy fimple Maid,
He lov'd me—fure fuch worth and truth,

With only love could be repaid ;

And then 1 gave my word to wed.
The day was fix'd—that day he died !

And clay cold' is his Bridal bed, ,

On flowing Liftey's flow'ry fide. ,

Kertland.
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Gay Bacchus.

GAY Eacclws, liking Eftcourt's wine,

A noble meal befpoke

;

A;:d fir the guefts that were to 4ine,

Brought Coraus, Love, and Joke.

The god near Cupid drew his chair,

And Joke near Comus plac'd ;

1 hus wine makes love i'jrget its care,

And mirth exalts a feafl.

The more to pleafe each fprightly god.

Each Aveet engaging grace,

Put on fnme cloarhs to come abroad.

And took a waiter's place.

Then Cupid nam'd at ev'ry glafs,

A lady of the Iky,

While Hacchus fwore he'd drink the lafs,

And had it bumper hi^h.

Fat Comus toft his brimrner o'er,

And always got the moft ;

For Joke took care to fill him more,

Whene'er he mifs'd the toaft.

Tl>ey cfiil'd and drank at ev'ry touch,

Then fiU'd, and drank again;
And if the gods can take too much,

'lis faid, they did io then.

Free jefls ran all the table round.

And with t|ie wine confpire,

(While they by fly reflexion wound)
To fet their head on fiie,

Guy Bacchus little Cupid flung.

By reck'ning his deceits ;

A.rd Cupid mock'd his fiamm'ring tongue,

With all his i^agg'ring gaits.

Jol.e droH'd on Comus' greedy ways.
And tales without a jefl ;

Wliile Comus call'd hi^ witly plaj's,

But waggeries at beft.

.

Such talk foon fet them all at odds,
And had I Homer's pen,

I'd fing you how they drank like gods.
And how they fought like men.

To part the fray, the graces fly.

Who make them foon agree ;

And had the furies felves been nigh.

They ftill were three to three.

I'acclius appenr'd, rais'd Cupid up,

And gave him back His bow
;

Buf kept fome dart to flir il.ie cup,
Where Sack and Sugar flow.

Joke taking Comus' rofy crown.
In triumph won the prize ;

And thrice in mirth he pufii'd him down.
As thrice he flrove to rife.

Then Cupid fnight the Myrtle Grove,
Where ^'enus did rec'ine.

And Beaurv, clofe erribi-;icing L-ve,
'J"i:''y joir.'d to r.rd at win-;.

And Comus loudly curfing wit,

RoU'd off to fome letreat,

W here boon companions gravely fit.

In fat unwieldy ftate.

Bacchus and Joke, who fiay'd behind.
For one frelli glafs prepare :

They kifs, and are exceeding kind.
And vow to be fincere.

But part in time, whoever hear.
This our inflrucfiive foiig

:

For tho' fuch friendfliips may be dear.
They can't continue long.

Hail, Burgundy.

AIL, Burgundy, thou juice divine,
liifpirer of my fong ;

Tiie praifes giv'n ro other wine,
To thee alone belong.

Of manly wit and female charms
Thou can'ft the pow'r improve

:

Care of its fling thy balm difarms.
Thou nobleft. gift ot Jove.

Bright Phcebus on the parent Vines,
From whence thy current ftreams.

Smiling amidft the tendrik fliineg.

And lavifii darts his beams.

The pregnant Grapes receive his fire,

And all his pow'r retain;

With the farhe warmrh our brains infpire,

And lead the fprightly ftrain.

From thee, fair Chloe's radiant eye,
New fparkling beams receives ;

Her cheeks imbibe a rofier dye.

New fires her bofom heaves.

Summon'd to love, by thy alarms.
Oh! with what nervous heat,

Worthy the maid we fill her arms;
How oft that love repeat f

The ftoic, prone to thought intenfe.

Thy foftnefs cafi unbend
;

A cheerful gaiety difpenfe,

And mtx.kes him tafte a friend.

Kis brow grows clear, he feels content,

Forgets his penfive ftrife,

And well concludes our fpan well fpent
In honeft focial life.

E'en fops—thofe doubtful-gender thin«>'s,

Wrapt up in felves and drefp,

Qjiite loft to the delight that fprings
From fenfe—thy pow'r confefs.

Each foolifh, puHnj, maudlin fjce.

That dares but deeply drink,

Fc^'g-ts his cue, and fliff grimace, '

Grows free and feems to thi^k.
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Of all the World's Enjoyments.

OF all the world's enjoyments
That ever valii'd were,

There's none of all employments
With fifhing can compare:
Some preach, fume write,

Some fwear, fome fight.

All golden Lucre courting;
But fifhing ftill

Bears off the bell.

For profit, or for fporting.

Then who a jolly fiflierman,

A fiilierman muft be,

His throat would wet,

Juft like his net,

To keep out cold at fea.

The country 'fquire loves running
A pack of well mouth'd hounds;

Another fancies Gunnins;

For wild duck in his grounds;
This hunts, that fowls,

,

This hawks, Dick bowls,
No greater pleafure wifhingj

But Tom that tells

What fport excels.

Gives all the praife to fifhing.

Then, &c.

A good Weflphalia gammon,
Is counted dainty fair ;

But what is't to a Salmon,

Juft taken from the weir :

Wheat-ears and Quails,

Cocks, Snipes and Ray Is.

Are priz'd while feafon's tafting

;

But all muft ftoop

to Craw-fifh foop.

Or I've no fkiL in tafting;.

Then, &c.

Keen hunters always take to

Their prey with too much pains
j

Nay, often break a neck too,

A Penance for no Brains :

They run, they leap.

Now high, now deep,

While he that fifhing choofes,

With eafe may do't.

Nay, more to boot.

May entertain the miifes.

Then, &c.

And tho' fome envious wranolers

To jeer us will make bold.

And laus:h at patient ang'ers,

Who f!and fo long i' th' cold,

They wait on IViifs,

We wait on this.

And think it eafy labour,

And if you'd know
Fifli profits too,

Confult our HoHnnd neighbour.

Then, Sic.

The Maid of ihe Moor,

-OR

The Water Fiends.

G. COLMAJf, JUN,

ON a wild moor, all brown and bleal-'.

Where broods the heath frequenting groufe,
There flood a tenement antique.

Lord Hoppergollop's country houfe.

Here filence reign'd with lips cf glue.

And undiflurbed maintain'd her law;
Save when the owl cried— "' whoo ! whoo ! whoo .'

Or the hoarfe crow croak'd—" caw! caw! caw !"

Neglected manfion ! for 'tis faid.

Whene'er the fnow came feathering down.
Four barbed fieeds, from the BuU's-head,

Carried thy mafter up to town.

Weak Hopperp-ollop ! Lords may moan,
Who flakii in London their efiate,

On two fmall rattling biis of bone,
On little figure, or on great.

Swift whirl ihe 'wheels,—he's gone;—a Rofe
Remains behind, whofe virgin look,

Unfeen. mufl blufh in wint'ry fnows
;

Sweet beauteous blofTom! 'twas the Cook!

A bolder, far, than my weak note.

Maid of the Moor! thy charms demand ;

Eels might be proud to lofe their coat.

If fliinn'd by Molly Dumpling's hand.

Long had the fair one far alone.

Had none remain'd fave only fhe ;

She by herfelf had been, if one
Had not been left for company.

'Twas a tall youth, whofe cheek's clear hue
Was tinged with health and manly toil ;

Cabbage he fow'd, and when it grew.
He always cut it off to boil.

Oft would he cry,—" Delve, delve the hole!
" And prune the tree, and trim the root!

" And f^ick the wig upon the pole,
" To fcare the fparrows from the fruit .'"

A fmall mute favourite by day
Follow'd his fteps ; where'er' he wheels

His barrow round the garden a;ay
'

A bob-tail cur is at his heels.

Ah man! the brute creation fee,

'Thy conliancy oft need to fpur!
While lefl'uns of fidelity.

Are found in every bub-tail cur.

Hard
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Hard toU'd the youth, fo frefli and ftrong,

While Bob-rail in his face would look,

And rr.ark'd his mafter troll the fong,

—" S"\veet Molly Dumpling! O, thou Cook!"

—

For thus he fung : while Cupid fmiled,

Pleafed tliat the Gard'ner own'd his dart j

Which pruned his paffions, running wild.

And grafted true-love on his heart.

Maid of the Moor, his love return!

True love ne'er tints the cheek with fhame

;

When gard'ners' hearts, like hot-beds burn,

A cook may furely feed the fiame.

Ah ! not averfe from love was Ihe ;

Though pure as heaven's fnowy flake;

Both lovd; and though a Gard'ner he.

He. knew not what it was to rake.

Cold blows the blaft, the night's obfcure :

The manfion's crazy walnfcots crack.

The fun had funk, and all the moor,

Like ev'ry other moor, was black.

. Alone, pale, trembling, near the fire,

The lovely Molly Dumpling fat;

"Much did fhe fear, and much admire.

What Thomas gard'ner could be at.

Liftening. her hand fupports her chin.

But ah ! no foot is heard to ftir

;

He comes not from the garden in,

Nor he, nor little bob-tail cur.

They cannot come, fweet Malfl, to thee j

Flefh, both of cur and man, is grafs :

And what's impoffible can't be.

Arid never, never, comes\o pafs 1

She paces through the hall antique.

To call hat Thomas, from his toil

;

Opes the huge door : the hinges creak,

Becaufe the hinges: wanted oil.

Thrice on the threfhold of the hall.

She—" Thomas "—cried with many a fob ;

And thrice on Bob-tail did fhe call.

Exclaiming fweetly—" Bob! Bob! Bob! "—

Vain Maid ' a gard'ner's corpfe, 'tis faid,

Jn anfwers can but ill fiicceed ;

And dogs that hear, « hen they are dead,

Ate very cunning dogs indeed !

Back through the hall fhe bent her way,
All, all was folitude arotind ;

The candle fiied a feeble ray.

Though a large mould of four to the pound.

FuUiclofely to the fire fhe drew, •

Adown her cheek a fait tear ftolej

When, lo !' a coffin out there flew,

And in her apron burnt a hole.

Spiders their bufy death-watch tlck'd ;

A Certain fign that fare will frown ;

The c'.umfy kitchen clock, too, chick'd,

A certain fign it was not down.

More ftrong, and ftrong, her terrors rofe.

Her fliadow did the maid appall;
Siie trembled at her lovely nol'e, , ,

It looked fo long againit the' wall.

Up to her chamber damp and cold.

She climb'd Lord Hoppergol lop's flair.

Three ftories high, long, dull, and old.

As great Lords' fljries ollen are.

All nature now appear'd to paufe

;

And— " o'er the one half world feem'd dead;"

No—" curtain'd fleep,"—had flie; becaufe

She had no curtains to her bed.

Liflening fiie lay; with iron din.

The clock ftruck twelve, the door flew wnde,

When Thomas grimly glided in.

With litde Bob-tail by his fide.

Tall like the poplar was his fize,

'

Green, green his waiftcoat was, as leeks ;

Red, red as beet-root, were his eyes.

And pale as turnips were his cheeks !
;

Soon as the fpe(5\re fhe efpied.

The fear-ftruck damfel faintly faid,

—" What would my Thomas ?"—he replied,

—" Oh ! Molly Duihpling, I am dead !

" All in the flower of youth I fell,

" Cut off with healthful bloflx)m crown'd;
'" I was not ill, but in a well,

" I tumbled backwards, and was drown'd.

" Four fathom deep thy love doth lie,

" His faithful dog his fate doth.fhare;

" We're fiends ; this is not he and I,

" We are not here, for we are there.

" Yes! two foul water-fiends are we;
" Maid of the Moor, attend us now !

" Thy hour's at hand, we come fjr thee !"-

The little fiend-cur fiid,.—" bow! wow !"-

" To w'ind her in her cold, cold grave,

" A Holland fiieet a maiden likes,

" A fheet of water, thou fhalt have ;

" Such flieets there are in Holland dykes."

—

The fiends approach ; the Maid did flirink,

Swift through the night's foul air they fpin,

They took her to the green well's brink,

And, with a foufe, they plump'd her in.

So true the fair, fo true tie youth.

Maids, to this day, their ftory tell.

And hence the proverb rofe, that truth

Lies in the bottom of a well.
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\t tht i1c-.t1 of ihR Night, by \Vhifk»y infpirM,

.Ah ! where cun i\y my foul's true lov£ ?

Alk if yiin IXimalk Rofe be fweet,

A (lawn of Uope my fiiul revives, -

A Rofe Trei- in full bearing, - -

All ill the Down? t!ie Fleet was tnoor'd,

A Piper on the Meadows llrayi'ig.

Ah ! feek to know what place cleiains •

All on the pleafant Bank, of Twte-1,

Ah ! tell me ye Swains have vou feeil my Paflor i

A Sailor's Life's a Life of Woe,
An Anxious Mother ieiirch'J in Vaffl,

As Amoret ami i'hillis fat

As it £.11 out nuoTj a Da;',

A plague of ihoie niully old Lubbers,

As walking f^ih to view the plains,

As bringing home the other day,

Arile, Iweet Meifi-nger of Peace,

A fup of good Wliilkey will make youg lad,

And did you not hear of a jolly youn^ Waterman
As once on Chloe's knee, in chat.

As burns the Charger v\hen he hears

Acrofs the fields the other nv^rn.

As 1 was walking or>e Evening in May,
As down on Banna's Banks 1 ftray'il

A W'aiTior lo boid, and a Virgin io bright,

Ah ! uhat avails thy lover's prayer,

A V'oyaire over Seas had not tnter'd my head

At daw.n I rofe with pcund glee,

As now my bloom comes oi\ apacs

As you mean to let fail for the land of delight,

As tl-.ro' the fields I dianc'd to Ifray,

A bufy humble Bie am I, - -

Angelic fair, beneath yon Piae,

Afk me not, how calmly I, - -

Afk thou fiUy, doating Mar,
Adieu to the' Village I elights,

Arife, mv roiy N)mph of May,
A Solilier, a Soldier, a Soldier for me.

As thro' the Grove the other Day,

As paffing by a iViadyGrove, -
,

-

Amo, anias, 1 love a Lais,

At the found of the Horn, we rife in the Morn,
As I went turth to vie'v the Spring

As Jamie gay, garg'd blithe his way.

As the Snow in ^allie3 lying.

Ah ! what care [ for Ma.m or Dad ?

A,Malfer I have, and 1 am his Man
, ^ (eiting Day and rifing Morn,
'At Evening, when my Work is done, -

'All tender Hearts that ach to hear

Alfift me, ve Lads, who have Hearts void of Guile

Attend, ye thoughtlefs, young and gay,

A dying ThruOi young Edwy found.

Ah iurc a pair v.-js never feirii

A King once rul'd beyond the Seas, • -

As tink'rina: Tom thro" Itreets hi- trade did cry,

Away to the field, fee th.e Morning looks gay.

As 1 was fearching the Records

Arrah-Paddy's my name, and ascomely a laJ

Adieu! the jovial youths, who join

A Poor little Gipfey—1 wander forlorn,

A.Flaxen-headed cow-boy

At the Sign of the Horfe, where old Spintext of cour

Aditu, ye Groves, adieu, ye Plains,

A Jofly'fat Friar ijv'd Liquor, good Store

Among the Swains that trip the Plains

Away, ye giddy finiling throng

Ah, Sohturle, take my dilheis

All ficice and military,

A Soldier I am f.ir a Lady
As homewiird from the Keighb'ring fair

As Kate, one morn, with Milk Pail on her Head

A Lafi there lives upon the Green

A Bumper, = Bumper, 3 Bumper of good -IJq'.ior

Adieu, tliou dreary pile,

Ah! cruel Maid, how, haft thou clung'd

Ah ! tell me no more, my ^car 4;irl, with a Sigli

A Glafs is good, and a Lafs is good

A Bui! Dog f > fierce and a. Spaniel fo ir.eek

Ai wrapt in Sleep 1 lay'

A Pl'ahn or a fons--hns;!Tig Cobler be I,

A Nymph and aS-.vain to Apoiic onceprpy'd,
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As tippling John was jogging on
Atiend iny dear Honiis, and 1 will dciiare

Autumn's plentr-ous Crops appear
A Jo'Jy Lr fk Tar, but a little iir.-e fince

As t'other Day oVr the.gree!_i Meadow J pad
A Man tha'.'s neither hi^lt nor low
As Hebe was tending her Sheep, t'otlier D.iv,
As near Porto Bel lo lying,

As wanion Cupid Saw one Day
As Strephon on the Mountain brow
A Shepherd wandtr'd we are told.

All Ycirths of fair England,
Adv'fe your Friend, yrave man of Art,

Ah, the (liej)herd's mournful fate,

A Bankrupt in trade. Fortune frowning on Si'oxe.
Ah! Woe is me, poor Wiily cry 'd

Arrah Millreis Murphy, how d'ye do?
A Cobler there was, and lie liv'd in a (ia!i,,

Ah ! could my fa-ultVin.; lonuue inip^irt

A blefling unknown fo ambition and pride.

Ah ! v\l;eiice this inipjtence of mind ?

As it fell cut on a long funimer's day,
As honpft Ben, the tar returning

Arm, arm, the generous Britmts cry,

At Wapping I landed, and call'd to hail Mog,
A; I walked thro' the Strand, fo carelefs and gay.
Adieu! adieu! my onlv I.fe,

As (low 11 the torrent's roaring tid.e

Ah lifien to the little maid
,
- ' -

Alone to tlie banks of the daik rolling Danube,
Ai Wit, Joke and Humour logeiher were far,

Aiiiora, now i'umn on the Ua^ of tlie co.;r.e.

As penfive one night '!n my garret 1 In:,

An< ybu who is fiiiging li»re,

Ai finiple child, dear briitht r Jim,
A Tartan p'aJ was a' llie Isud, - -

A Tinker i am, - , -

All you that are wiie, and. think life worth enjoyins-^

A Doi5tor f ) prim and a i'e.npltrels fo tiuht

Ah! why nuili words mv fl.ime reveal.

As o'er the heath, aniid hii Ikcl-clad Thanes,
A Coxcomb once faid

As t'other day young Damon flray'd,

Blow, blow, thou "Winter's Wind,
Bufv, curious, thirtty fly,

liattie firli my Soul employ-.

Beheld this fair Gotlet, 'twas carv'd from the Tre;
Bright Phctliiis has mounted her Chariot of Day,
Bright Chanticleer proclaims the Dawn,
Blow high, blow low, let Tempefts tear.

Beauty blooms on every thoni, - 4^
Blithe Sandy is a bonny Boy,

Blithe Jockey, young and gay.

By the gaj-ly circlii^g Glaii,

By Moonlioht on the Gieer,

Begone, dull Care ! I prithee begone from me
Blithe your.g Eel's to Jean did fay.

Believe my fighs, my tears, my dear.

By a niiirmuring lireaia a'f.iir Shepherdefs lay.

By ibme 1 am told, that I'm wrinkled and old.

Bold Jack, the Sailor, here i conie.

By Tweed's clear llreai-n a= Hie I llr.iy'J,

"By iliady woods, and j-iuriing ftieanif„

Bright dawns the day With loiy lace,

Boatfwain! pipe up, all hands, l,oy !

Bacchus, Jove's delightful Boy,
Eleft as tlie immortal Gods is he
Beneath thi.^ Green Willow, my Phoebe's Relreat,
Balow, my boy, lie ftill and fi^-ep

Be it knoivn to all thofe wholbe'er it regards,

Bra Jockov call; me his delight,

Bufk ye, bulk ye, my boa:;;;', bonnie br'de.

Bright was the Morn, the. Landlcape gay.
Bring me Flow'rs and bring ii;e Wine
Blov/, Boreas, blow, and let the fuily Wind
Bel'ide the 'Parii,n's bower of 'Yew,
Bacchus, jollv god of glafi'es,

Bacchus one Dai- f;aily ftridii^,

Begone, begnne tl.ou perjured man.
Bow the head, liiou !ilv iair,

BleA were, the hours in which I Ciry'd^

By your leave, L.irry Grogan, enough has besr. ft).',

C?.u Bowipr.t 1 nni. and a trua bonuy boy:.
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By the Oilers fo tlirk, - -*.

Ij'fi the fide of a great kitclwn Fire

Blow, ye bleak VViiv's, around my head,

Bunifti Sorrow, let's drink and be inerry, boys,

Cy tiicStre^im fo cool ami clear

J>raw, braw Lads of Gala-'W'ater,

Eeaiity and Mufic charm' tlie Soul

Banish borrow, grief 's a fully, -

By the Side of aglimiii'nng Fire,

Beneath a Chiirch-yard yew.

Page.

- 189

- 194
- 199
- -826

- 249
- 2S4
- 257
- 27 5

- 2,74

275

75
7.8

87

34
46
54
55
60

Be hufh'd, ya fweet Birds, aihl forbear your ftirill Notes, 294

By ihady woods, and purlin^: ftreams - - 298

Brave Oakum, Main Brace, honeit Jack,

Bacchus is a pow'r divjne, - - - " 3 5°

Baniih'd to fome haplefs ifle, - - -

Care, tliouCanker of cur joys - -

Cupid, God of-lblt ptr.ualion, - - "

Coi«e, come my joliy lads, - " "

Could grief recall- the Moments paft,

C^ome live with n.e and be my love,

Coatcnled I am, and contended I'll be,

Coiiie rouze Brother Sportfii^en, the: Hunters all cry, -

Con;e liilen to my mournful Tale - - "

Could you to Battle ma!ch away, - - -

Come, gis'i a fang, tl« Lady cried,

Come, now, all ve focia! powers - - ~

Come hither, ihepherd Iwain; - - "

Come, all you real lovers of VVhifkey attend,

Come, rouze from your trances, - - "

Gome, liften ye Fair, and the reafon declare,

Come, buy poor Sally's Wooden ware.

Come r.ll you jolly Sailors bold, - - ~

Capricious Fje to human joy, _ - -

Come, joily Bacchus, God ot Wine,

Corin, moll unhappy twain, -
,

~

Come fing round my favourite Tree,

Come let us d.;nce and ling, - ~ "

Come, buy of poor Kate, primrofes I feU.J

Coming througii the Craigs o' Kyle - -

Come, come my good Shepherds, our Flock we m-jil

fhear - - "

Charming Village maid, if thou wilt be mine,

Ceafe awhile, ye Winds, to blow,

Ch!,3e, by that borrow'd Kit's, I, alafs am quite undone,

ome. Volunteers, come to the head of the Drum
Come, ye party jangling fi\ains, - - ~

Come here, fellow Servants, and liften -to me,

Child Maurice was an Earl's Sou - - "

Come, follow, foUcv me, - - "

!omc, let's be merry, lei's be air}',

Can Love be controul'd by Advice,

Could I each Fault remember
Come, cheer up, mv Lads, 'tis to glory we fleer

C^ome, ye Lads who willi to fhine - —
Come, come, jolly boys, ffiat Sailors be.

Come, all hands, ahoy, to the Anchor,

Caft, my Lov?, thine Eyes around

Come, never feem to mind i', -
. -

Church Warden I've been, let me fee, very often

C:ome, jolly Bacchus, God of Wir.e

Ccm.e, fill all your GlaiTes in circular motion,

Come haftcn, my hearties, to true honeil Ned
Com.e, ye heroes, fam'd in ftory, - - "

Cornelius Agrippa went out one day,

Courteous King Jamie is gone to the wood,

Come liil unto my ditty, ' - ,

Come pu(h round tlie whilkey be merry and gay,

Count ila the feir, - - - ~

Come liiien a while, my friends fo my ditty,

Ceafe rude Boreas, bluii'ring railer, -^

Down the rugged Mountain's ftecp, - - -

Dear Nancy I've fail'd the World all around

Drink tome only with ihine Eyas,

Dear, Heart ! what a terrible life am I led,

Dear Kathleen you, no doubt,'' - - -

Down the Burn and thro' the Mead,
Dear Chloe, come give m.e fweet kiifes,

Down by the riv^r there grows a gretn willow
^

-

Dear Tom, this brown jug, that now foams v.-ith mild

-ale, - - - - -

Drifted Snow no m.are is feen - - "

Defpairing befide a clear Stream, - •
-

Dumbarton's Drums beat bonny, O, - ~

,
De'el take the M'ars, that huriy'd Wi'-ly fra me,

iDenrcft Kitty kind and fair, - - -

' D'ye uiind me ? 1 once was a Sailor,

Daddy Neptune, one Day, - - -

Dappa Ted Tattoo is my natty Name,
Declare, my prettj- tr.::id, ' - - .
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Dear Cirfo<>, while Au3 beycnJ irtafure
Devoid of ail care was n>y Morning of life,
Do you hear brother fportfman, the fouria of the horn,
JJo you fee as a feaman I'll 'r.eave off
Dear image of the maid I lore, - - -
Dick Smith is my name, and a t'ght boy am I,

fr^^'' Ally, I love t'.iee, I hope there's no harm in tliat

;

Dick Dock, a tar, at Greenwich nsoor'd,
tarl Walter flroked his milk-white Steed,
£ra bright Rofina met my Eyes, - - _
Lncompais'd in an Angel s frame,
Ev'ry mortal fonr^ favourite p' eafurepurfvies,
Efcapd with Life, in Taiteis - - -
Ere around the huge cak, that o'er (liadows yon mill, -

Ev ry ir.an take his giais i;i his hand.
Faint and Wearily the way-worn Traveller,
From night 'till morn I take n,y glafs,
For England when, with fav'ring Gale,
Fair Sally lov'd a bonny Seaman,
Forth frcm my dark and difu:al Cell,
For various purpofe ferves the Fan,
Faintly bray'd the Battle's roar, - _ _
Fond- Echo, forbear thy light ftrain.
Forth fi on. the Church, all bliih:on,e gay.
Five Chiefs of renown, by his Arrows lay dead
Far in the Windings of a vale, - - -

Forc'd from home i;nd all its-pleafures.

From the Man whom 1 love tho'niy Heart I dif^uife -

Fair Ani.a lovM a rufiic boy, - -^ _

For daring feats of ruiiic fp'ort, - - _
Fair Nancy pin'd in Sorrow, - - _
Farewell to Lochaber, and f ;re\\ell my Jean,
For lack of Gold fbe left me, oh, - - _

From Caledonia's diflant Bounds, - - _
i^'rom. frigh'ful Dreams Lenora rofe.

Fill your Glaffes, toaft your Lalles, - --

For tendernels fafhicn'd in l.fe's early day.
Farewell Rewards and Faries, - _ _
Farewell to Old England, thy white cliffs adieu!
Flow, thou regal purple flream, - - _

From the Eall breaks the morn,
Friendfhip is the Bond of Reafcin
Fair Kobe, lovely Hebe gone - - _

Fill the honey 'd bev'rage high, - _ _

Fairer than the op'ning Lilies, - - _

Fine Ladles may tell us, they hate pretty Fellows,
From the court to the cottage convey me av.'ay
Fifl o'er the Hills the Evening grey,

ar from the buflle of the Town
Far fvveeter than ilie Hawthorn Bloom,
Prom. Oberon, in Fairy Land - ~ ^
F-atliion was formed when the world began;
Fervid on the glitt' ring flood,

PYfderic leaves the la:id ci France,
From the connty of Mo!ipgh:-n lately I came,
From the white bloilbm'd floe my tlear Chloe, ~
Frcfh and flrong the breeze is blo^^i.•7g,

From my cradle a foldicr was- all my delight,
Free from the buWe care and firife, - j
Go p?tter to Lubbers and Swiibs, do you fee,

Gad a mercy—Devil's in me

—

_ _ _

Go, Role, my Chloe's bofom grace, - »
Good Morrow to the Day fo tair.

Gentle maid, ah! why iufpett me ?

Gin a Body ni'ret a Body, coming thro' the rye; «-

Gu.-.rdian Angels, no.v pTotetl me,
God profper long' cur noble King,
Gen'.le River, gentle River, - _ _

Gentle Herdfman-tfll tome, - _ .

Give Ifa.ic the Nyn.ph who no beauty can boaf},
Good Wine can, as thry fav, - - -_

Gently touch the Warbling Lyre
Gently ftir and blow the Fire - _ _
Good People of every condition - _ ,
Gilderoy was a bonnv Coy - _ _
Gentle You!h, ah ! tell me why, - _ _

Good MiT'ther, if you pleafe, voumay
Great Jupiter took it one D.iy in his Head
Gaund^il and Skogul came Trom Thor,
Glorious the ray glancing ovtr the ocean.
Gay Bacclius, liking Ffitourt's wine,

Hulh ev'iy Breeze, let nothing move.
How happy am I, the fair Sex can defy
Her Mouth with a SmiJ^e,

How happy were my Dajs 'till nosv •

How fweet ill the Wondlands,
How oft Louifa, haft thou fai<L,

Here a fhecr Hulk lies poor 1 om Powlin'^-,

He tiist will not luerrj:^ n-.erry be,
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N D E X. III.

4 I
Here's .1 lieaUli (<» all good Laffe?,

5 I
How happy was of late each Morn,

. How (iands the Glafs around,

, Had I a heart for falfhood fram'.I,

5 HoA' ^aily roU'd the Moments on,

10 How happy could I be with either,

How happy a Lover's Life paffes,

1

1

Her (heep had in ciufters crept clofe to a groye,

J 2 Hovv oft thro' this refponfive Grove,

Ho,v bleft the Maid vvhofe bofbni,

1
J How happy 's the Soldier who Lves on his p-ty,

Happy the Love that n eet; return,

16 Hovv oft, my Clara, hall thou fa:d.

How bright are the joys of the Table,

Here's to ihe Maiden nf bafliful firtPtn,

Hark! hark! 'tii a voice from the '"t'oinb!

Henry and Foitune now are Friend;,

1 8 4ope! thou Nurle of young deCie,

20 lio.v oft ,vhen cooling Zephyrs play

15 Huw happy a Hate do;-s the Miller pofTefs

JO How p'eaiant a Sadoi's life pafles,

. How pleas'd within my Native Bow'rs,

17 How iniperfefl: is expreffion,

52 Harrv is a charniiiig Lad -
_ -

33 Ho', fweet when the lilver moon is blinking,

How miitaken is the Lover

. Hard beats the Rain and bleak blows the Wind,

J7 H.rfc, hark, the joy- mljiiring Horn,

59 IJaik, the hollow Woods reioundmg,
_ ^

-

i-larl;, hark to the found of the Iwect winding horn,

rlow (Vveet a torment 'ti> to love !

J. I iiriw fweet :he rofy blufh of Morn,

. Ho ! why doit thou iTiivtr and (hake, Gaffer Gray

J4 Hoiv (lo.v the ling'riiij moments v>aav

!

. Here awa, there awa, herea»a, Willie!

1-5 Hark ! 'tis I, I'our own true lover,

. Hit !t, hark, how the For«lt rtlbunds with the Ch^ce

Happy tne Man who's life's dull cares,

Hope, treach'rous Meteor, lucid Vapour !

Had Neptune, when.firlV he took cliarge of the Sea,

Halloo! on horfe, on foot away

His prefer.ce gives birth to goo;i humour and Mirih

Hark ! how the Trumpet founds to battle,

How happy art thou and I - -

How long fhaU haplefs Colin mourn,

Hope told a fiatt'nng tale,

Hiw welcome, my Shepherd, how welcome to

How chearful along the gay mead,

H'.iw .gentle was my Damon's Air

How now, fhep'ierd, what means that ?

HoAi fweet a torment 'lis t(j loye !

1-iark, hark, jolly fportfmen, awhile to my tale

How blett has my time been, what joys have I known,

How blithe was I each Morn to fee

Hence, Belmour, perfidious ! this inflant retire,

Hope, thou fource of ev'ry bleffing

Here, where is my Landlord f a put of good Dnnk

, - I How happy's the Lover who's Cares are i.o more

'i^ I
HovT cruel are the Parents - -

.

80
j Hish on a Rock who's caftled ftiade,

, His' iparkling eyes vvrtre black as j;t

;

, Hire am I, with my Phantafmagoria fo bright.

Here am 1 to tell, - - -

Hany came to me laft week,

Hirk, hark awav, away to the Downs,

How little do the landfmen l.now

How bleft the life a lailor leads,

Hail, Burgundy, thou jnlce divine,

I lock'd np all my Treaiine,

In Storms, when Clouds ohicura the Sky

I faiPd from tiie Downs in the Nancy,

In fultry climes long rlooni'd to roam,

1 that once was a Ploughman a Sailor am now;

I am a jfdly gay Pedlar,

I'm jolly Dick, the LmpL-ghter,

I can't for my Life guels the came of this fufs,

In povery's Garb tho' 'tis true I'm arra)'d

I like ttie Fox fhall grieve,

hi airy Dreams foft Fancy files,

I'm (dd Mad Tom, behold me,

I'm a Jew of Duke's Place fame,

It was a' Friar of Orders-gray,

If you at an Office fclicit your due

In Love fhou'd tiiere meet a fond pair.

In Tioops of e'ght, and Troops oi ten,

hi infancy our Hopes and Fears,

I was, d'ye fee, a Waterman,

I am a jolly Fiflierman, - - -

'i ling the Bririih Seaman'? prajfC; t
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I In this (Tiady blefl retreat,
_ - _

I In lonely cot, by Humbcr fide

! I'm a votry to Bicchus, his Godfliip adore,

I I winna marry ony Man but Sindy o'er the Lee, -

ilVe plenty of Lovets that fue me »n vain,

I In early youth I firf} beheld, - _ .,

In the dead of the Night when with labour opprefTid,

I fail'd in the good Ship the Kitfj',

fri Scarlet Town where 1 wss boiii,

I' was Murphy Delany fo funtiy and frifliy

If the heart of a Man is dtpiett'ed with Caies,

I could never luftre fee - - -

In Summer when the Leave; were green

It was Summer, fo foftly the Breeics were tl()v\ing

If a daug'iter you have, fhe's the Plague of your life

I am a cheerful fellow, altho' a married man,
in fam'd Thouloule a Virgin dwelt,

In the World's crooked Path where I've been,

in ancient limes in Britain's Ifie,

In n>.y pleafant native plains, - - _

In v.dn the Grave and Wife, - - -

In Summer time, when aw is gay.

In vain I (f;ek the lonely Grove,
If ihou whom Love and Fancy lead

In Bath a wanton Wife did dwell,

In one thou would'fl Varitty, - - -

1 ken thai Will's a bonny youth,

fn Fortune's Arms the Rich are Poor
in Carlifle dwelt King Arthur,

I'm a hearty good fellow, a ruby nos'd fot,

I've known wiiat 'iis to face a foe,

fn Britain's happy Ifle, there liv'd,

ianthe, the lovely, tire joy of the Swain,
I am a poor Shepherd undone, - - -
It was a m.iid of low degree, - - -

in the d^Hrk and lonely bow'r, - -

I canno' like ye, gentle Sir, _ _ _

if a Young Wife you have Ihe's the plague of your Soul
It chanc'd about the Martinmafs,

If the treai'ur'd gold could give,

I have a Lover of triy own, _ _ _

I am, cry'd Apollo, wlien Daphne he woo'd
fn the Foreft here hard by _ _ _

It's open the Door, fome pity to Ihew
'n Autumn ev'ry fruit I fee - _ _

It I my heart furrender - - -

In ancient Days, when Arthur reign'd,

If Love's a fweet paffion, how can it torment.

In April, when prinrrofes paint tfie fweet plain -

Is there ever a M'n in all Scotland, -

If o'er the cruel Tyrant, Love,

In Rome a nobleman did dwell, -

In Dublin City lives a youth - -

I am voung, and I am fnendlefs

if in ahi'cnce 'lone you grieve,

fn defence of her Sex lure a Woman may fpeak

I have fi?rioufiy weigh'd it, and find it but juil,

In the Land of Hibernia young Pat drew his Breath,

In a Cottage I live, and the Cot of Content,

I am married and happy ; with Wonder hear this -

In ancient days tradition fliews, -

in v.dn you bid your C ptive live

In iweet Tipperary, the pride of the Throng
I'm lonrrfo:! e fiiice I crofs'd the Hills

In the firft Book of Job, which I now m.eaa to quote,

In piirliii; of a L«fs that was form'd to my tafte

In good King Cliarles's Golden Days -

1 Read that once in Afr'Ca _ - -

I was prels'd while a rov.dng fb happy
If fhe he not kind as fair, _ - -

If a Landfhian would know the true Creed of a tar,

figh for a Maid, _ _ - _

n tiie Garden of Love, like the -Garden of Flora -

fing of that Life ff delight beyond m.ealore,

I have been in Lovp, and in Pebt, and in Drink -

If pity, fweet maid, ever dwelPd in thy breaft

I'm a comical Fellow, I tell you no fi.b,

I'll- tell you, deitr Pat, the whole news of tl-ie town.

Made love to Kate, - - -

In hift'ries of Heathens, by which Tutors train tis, -

in the barn the tenant cock, - - -

In the rough bl.ift heaves the Billow,

In the merry month of May, - -

own 1 was captured by limily's' beauty,

1 jog thro' the world's varied fcene,

I was call'd Knowing Joe by the boys of our town

I am a fvvT or" orders aifV, - -
1

-

I have been all tlay looking after

if !ij force ijg lo fing, u be so'.ir intention,
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i,;.;, I'vsc! pbc--, Whire'tnr <liid.ly,'n^3 living,

crieil a friciid, tli.-it yoj t. r.; Ucl; aji I tack.

It was Ud
I've htari'i,

I'm a jioor li;qi!efj youth n;.ir a difia-it town brc

I've LvJ

35s
37j

many a n':»itlen t;ir,
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100
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<7
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»ji

[ii the riiiuil of the (La,, like a tough man of war, -

It Ija'cerly laii'.Ifnien, to gratitin'.e Itraiigers,

I're cirricil arms thro' l.iiiJs atar,

In choic:; of a hulb.tiid we wulovvs are nice ;

III Marliiidale a vil!age gay, - - -

Jelly Mortah, fill yovir Gi.ul'es,

Jack Ra;lin was tlie ab!;fl Seaman,

Joy fp.akles in the roving eye,

Jup;ttr wenche? and drinks . - -

Jonathan a Woojng went, - -

Je penle a vcun—where'er I ftray,

j nine, come try me, - - -

johniiy met n'.c t'other day, - - ""

John tript up the Stairs by Night,

Jol'.ii Bull was a Bumpkir. born and bred

jack Bina.cle met with an old Shipmate,

John. Bull for pa(l;nie took a prance -

Jack Oakum vsas a g.dlant tar,

John Gilpin was a citr/.en,

Kilkenny is a handioii.e place.

Knives, Penknives to ^rind, my good Mafter
Kindl\, kindly, thus my trealiire

Little thinks the Tov\n's-man's Wife,
Loofe ev'ry Sail to the Breeze,

Let's be jovial, fill our GlaiVe«,

Let Fame ibuntl her Trumpet, -and cry to the War;
Look'e, dear Ma'am, I'm quite the thing,

Little Fairy, fuctour lend, _ . -

Lord Tiiomas he was a bold Foreller,

Let the Tempeil of War, _ _ _

Let g-y one:, and great, - - -

Let i'ully old grey-beards of apathy boaft.

Let's feck the Bovver of Robinhoojl,

Let, ev'ry Man now give his Toalt,

Like H'y de;:r Swain no youth you'd fee

Let the grave, and the gay, enjoy l.fe l:ow tlie^ may,
London Ladies walk, the Streets,

Let odiers praile the lofty maid.

Lovely Vjrgins, in your prime.

Let thole; who would wifli to hear raafon.

Love's a gentle, gen'rous pailieu, - - -

Loud toll'd theltcrn bell-man of night,

Let Sadors and Soldiers unite in this caufc

Love, gay illufion, pleafing delulion,

Let not Rage thy boibm tiring.

Lord, what care I fur Mam or Dad,
Let Ambition fire thy Mind, _ _ -

Love unfetter 'd is a blcfling

Love's the Tyrant of the Heart,
Liiten, Lords, in Eow'r and Hall
Let Idiool-mafiti 's puzzle their brain,

Life let us cherifli, whle yet the taper glows,
Love was a little blooming bo)-.

Life's like a iViip in conllant motion.
Leave, neighbours, your work, and to fport and to play.

Little Mary's eye - - - -

My Patie is a Lover gay, - - -

Ma chere amie, mv charming fair,

My Love to War is going, _ _ _

My Laddie has gang'J fat away o'er lite plain,

My lorn'er time, how br.fk ^nd gay,
My temples with chiileri of grapes I'll entwuie,

My lodging is on (he cold ground.
My Name's honeft Harry, v), - - -

My bonny Sailor won my Mind,
My plaint in no one P.tv- moves.

My true hearted Fellows, who fmoke with fuch Glee,

My Love, fne's but a Lailie yet,

My Heart from my Boloin woii'd fly

Mark well my heavv dsieful tale,

'Midit lilp.nt ftiades m^A purling ilrfams, " -

Mars wou'd oft liis Conquell .pver,

Mon cher am; ! let not delpair,

My fair One, like the bU'.lbing Rofe.

Morn Ihakes her Locks, tho budding Role,

My mam is no more, and my dad in his grave.

My native Land 1 bade adieu.

My Love bound me with a Kils,

My fond Shepherds of date were fo b'eft.

My Mother oft talk'd of the Beaus of the Towh -

My Pride is to hold all Mankind in my cha:n

Mailer Jeiikin's fn.ok'd his Pi;.e

My Daddy is gone to his Grave
My merry Companions, fo jovial and free

My Wife has a To"gu* ti, good ss e'er twan^'d .
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My Soger I.,ad-.;r'. : .-Ter'the'Sea,
Mtrry lalles, draw near, I'm a jiedlir fo

;;

My tale is fiinpls, fraught with Woe,
My name, d'ye fee's, I'oin Tough, I've feen a littl? I'arvice
Mary Ann, wis the IXirlmg of Aix Le Chaoell
My fricndj all declare that my time '

My gill, thoiigli no fortune to otter,

Midit ro-i'vs and guickiaiids have we fteSr'd

My ila4dy is a t.tiior, hr, and bro:'r,ei' Jack is al
Manknd are ftill mending if fame tells u> iru.
Mayhap '/on have lieard tharas dear as their live

My'nin.c'o O,' B, A, D, I, A, H-n tto-^lr:

I'-'^f.

&y.

niiipeiit,

.'o cue,

29.,

299

337
33t

337

34'

35»

1 , i7+
41"^"!^ iam, [hem!] .f,^My boy;, would you know ho,y our 'fnip got !ii r name.

S')S

ay,

100 Major Domo am I

3 Now Pr.cebus fmketh in the Weft,
' I Not on Beauty"* tianlient pleafure,

12 No n.cre I'll court the town-bred Fair,

17 No flower that blows is like thi-. Rote,
iS N'glit and Day the anx:ou> lover

22 Nu ToplaiK Ihiver in the Wind,
25 Near yonder Hamlet in the \ ale,

Now many a long and wakeful Night
Now l.lies and roles were fecn,

Now to pant on 'I heii^' breaft,

Novv wanton Gales perfume the Glade,
Night o'er the World her Curtain huii"
Now Spring lier t.vce'ts ditcioie:-.

No Nyii'ph thst trips the Verciant plain
No more the feftive train I'll join

No, 'twas neither fliape nor feamre,
Now fafe mooi'd, with bowl before us

Now we'ie all met here together,

Night, to Lover's joys 3 Friend,

Now ponder well, ye parents dear,

Nine ling'iing Moon, iiati pals'd away,
Ned 'r'lnt Wa. lov'd by all the Ship,
Not drunk, nor yet Ibber, but biotlier to both.
No eye beheld when William plung'd

INeai Kew one moin was Peter born,—" Now enter in!"—the Prior cried.

Night ic.iite hei: niantle had witlidiew.

Now, Joan, we r.r» n;arried—and now let me (;

O never be one of thofe fad iilb; fello,,s,

O. Logie of Bmhan! () Log'e the Laiid !

O ! the Monicnt was fad, when my Love and I parted
Of all who ftrive to live and to thrive,

O had I Allen Ramihy's Art,

Oh! how fltall I in Language weak.
Oil I dear what can t!ie Matter be, -

'

-

O'er barren hills and flow'ry Dales,

Oh ! think on n y Fate, once I Freedom enjoy'd,

One April Ev'nirg when the Sun
Ot"t as on Thaivcs's Banks Miray,
Of all the Girls that are io fiiiart.

Oh fee )'ou not yon bonny S:eed,

On Taj's fweet Banks the lint-vtvhite fmgs fo clieerily - ^
O I.oni what a placets a Camp I

- - ,°

O -five me that ibcial dei'ght, - _ - '^

O lay liniple maid, have you form'd any Notion,
On the green ledgy Banks of the fweet winding- Tay, -

Once the Gods ot the Greeks, at an Atiibrolial Fealt, "

O what joys does conqueit yield,,

O greedy Mida5 I've been '.old, - _ _

Ouuageous did the loud V. iiid blow,
Unce I wa^ a lively Lad, - _ _

jO thou whole fuini, amid the deeptll gloom,
lOh ! had 1 in the clear, but live hundred a vear.
Oh ! the hours I hitve paf^'d in the Arms of my dear
Oh! ril.havc a HulVnd ! av, marry 1

Oh! what a Countiy for People to nearly in,

Of various forto^f blufning - - _

O Nancy! wilt thou go With n e, - - _
O Henry! did (t thou know the heart,

O Wicklow Ale, ib blilk and paJe,

O Bonny Lafs will you live in a Barrack,

On by the ipiir of valour goaded,
Our \4ives at home, your Hiilbrfiid gone.

Of Friendftiip,! have heard much talk.

Oh! Fortune, Kow.ftnirgfly thy gifts are awarded.
Ore Summer hive, ss Nancy lair.

Our immorial Shakeipear's page tells us all the World's
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Our crew the pond'rous anchor hove,

On Richmcnd Hill there Jives a Lals,

Oh! welcon,e, nyAileen-, the nifiment is blell,

One Morning very early,,one Morning in the Sprino',

Once mole, good .Friends, Lingo appears.

On Etrick banks, in a Sim.raer's N'ght,

Of. all tlie Sccttilli Noithtin-Chiel-;,
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Pags,

O aearly do I love to rove among the FidJs of Barley - 121

One kiiif*. Ki, 3 before we part - _ - 133
Of" nli the i'en!iHion3 pity briiifjs - - - 13-1.

Of. the Ij^ht ;IJ3ort:ve w.iig, at p'.eafure's call we fly - 14.1

Oil! conit, thou roly Gocl of Wine • - ^.2
On that lone Bank where Lubin <iy'd, ~ - 146
O! Lovely Maid, bellow one Ciiile - - 147
O! Love, whai 'he (luce do von wnnt in my bofom - 149
O! it-e that-Forni thiit faintly glesms, - - '.

O you, whuie Lvc-s on land are pals'tl - - '5

7

O why fhould we forrovv,
. wlio never knew fin -. - 158

O wr.t ye wha's in 5«on town, - - _ 167

O! I hae fec-n the Rofes blaw,

One -parting Kifs. my Ethelimle, - -175
On Morvfrn's Hills where Valour rofe, - - 188

Oh! the Maidot the Woldi how f>ie tiavers'd IhcL^nd 197
Our Grolto was the Lveetei) place - - 198

Ot all the pretty. Flowers a Cowflip'. my delight - 499
On yonder tiill a Caftle Hands - - .

Oh, talk not to Bse of the Wealth ftie pbtTefles, - - 201

Oh, come, my So'dier ni«t my fight

O what plealures will abound - - 207
O the Days when 1 was yo-iing, - - 209
O Sandy, why Icavell thou thy Nelly to mourn? > - 1 1

1

O, ye in youth and Beauty's pride
• - - 215

O, lay thy head, my Baby, love, - - 216

O Venus, beauty of the Skies, - - - 21S
Oft does Hymen imile to hear .. _ _ -^26

Oh had my Love ne'er fmil'd on me
On Monday, young Colin who liv'ci in theDk'ts - 227
Once, a Bee, unfeen, while fle,eping

Oh, take this Wreath my hand has wove, - - 229
Oh.-wliat.a Misforiune beiel me to day - - 230
Our Topiail's. a-trip, and our Anchor's a-weigh

Oh! X am come to the Low Comnry, -- -23!
Owen's praile deruands my Song, - - 23 2

Of Leinfler, fam'd for maidens fair, •- - 239
Of a worthy London 'Prentice - - - 247.

Oh, how fleeting are the Joys _ _ _ j^^
Of Heflor's .Deeds did Homer fing - - 251

O'er the. Bowl w'ell laugh and ling, - - 261

Oh, my dear Evelin, why would y«u. flight rae, - 467
Of all the Girls in the 'Town - - "275
Of ail the plagues of human life

Of all States m Life fo various

Old Saturn, that Drone of. a' God - - 478

On the Banks of the Oufe, where his.Stream - 303
Oh ! where, and oh ! -where is your highland Laddie

gone? - - - "-305

O'er the gteoroy vtoods T«founding - - 309

Oh! nothing in Life can (adden us, - - 310

Opprels'd v^^ith Grief, opprefs'd with Care, - 312

On every hill in every grove - "317
Of all the Torments, all the C^re, - " 3'9
Of a]l-:!orfs of drops drooping .ipirits, to cure, "327
Ot all our fond diverfions, - •- - 333

O'er the heath the heifer flrays - - 335
On Richmond Green, as Fame once told, " J^S
Oft wealth and ambition wsU tempt us to dare, -

^^.7

On Entick's green meadows where ianocence reigns - jjo

Our reck'nir,g we've paid, here's to all ben lepos, - 355
Over the funny hills I ftray, - "'357

O liften, to the voice of Love,

On the whole face of Europe, in.peace or in war, - 366
Oft I had heard cf Lucy Gray. - "375
On Ijoard the grew; went cheerly round, - - 382

O Nightingale! who, on yon blooming fpray ' -.,385

Oh, fear not my courage,, prov'd over and ovei, " 3?6

J yesj O- yes, O yes! -
,

~ " 387
Oh! gentle peace with pleafing fmiles, - -

J91

Oh! why fhould love with tyrant fway,

Of all the world's enjoyments - -
399

On a w^ld moor, all brown and bleak,

Peacsful (lumb'rj-'g on the Ocean, - -6
Parting, to Death we will compare - "42
Puftiabout the bnfk Bowl, 'twill enliven the Heart, -

Poor boy! though in thy tender years, - "70
Poll! dang it, how d'ye do, - "81
Pour, pour me out the Parting Gfafs, - - .95

Pray don't fleep or think, but give us feme drink, -
,,^

l^artners of my toils and pleafures,
- "158

Poor Orra think of Yanke dear, - ' 161

Pretty tube of ra'gbty power, - "170
I'hyficians may talk of our ills, - --171

Primrofes deck'd the bank's green' fide - - 235

Pho! pox of this nonfenfe, I prithee give oer, - 362

^uaff with me the purple Wine - - 183

"Returning from the Fair ane eve, - "51
t^efplendant gleam'J tlie ample Moon, - ; - 56
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Roy^s Wife of Akiivalicch, •• - - "45

i^aife your luarts and your voices, afiili me to finj - 15S

R;til no Jji'ire, ye kai n'd Afl'es - - 211

Rtil, beauteous Flow'r and bloom anew, - - 24'

Ring the Pell, and fJl the Bowl, - - 257
Roiize, rouz:?, brother Sportfmen, the Hounds are all out 29 i

Severe the pangs of Oighta! Love, - - '

Shepherds, I have io(i my Love,
Shepherds, I have loll my Waili,

Somehow my Spindle I rr.illaid, - - 3

Still, Jet ihy plantivc numbers tiOTV, - - 7

Sweet; Poll of Plymouth was my dear, - - !2

Spanking Jack was fo comely, io brilk and fo jolly - 17

Slay, 'I'rav'ler, tarry here to-night, - - 22

Sleep on, fleepon, my Kathleen dear - - "S
Stand to yr.ur Cur/; ray hearts of oak, - - 33

Soft Zephyr oh thy balmy Wing, - - 3S
Slay little foolifti, Uuttering thii^g, - - 39
Some run after the Buck and- Doe, -. - 52
See the Couri'e tlirojig'd with gazers, the Sports arel«gun 5J
Scarcely had the blufhiiig niui n - ""79
Softly blow the Evening's Breezes, - - 80
Slill in hopes to get the better, - ~ 9'3

Swain.i I .fcoin who nice and fair - - t^^

Since we find upon life's ftage, - — - 107

Says PLaJo, why ftiould Man "oe vain, - - ii.r

Sweet Bud ! to. Laura's bolbni go, - -114
Songs of Shepherds in rutiical Roundelays, - i?5

See the jolly God appears! - - - .

Say, lovely Maid, with do'A'ncaft Eye, - - 117

Sncn as the.bufy.day is.o'er . - - - 125

Some -Women take delight in drefs, - - 1 7.9

Smiling; Grqg is theSailor's be& hope, - - i 2+
Since Larry O'Shaughnally firft eame to town - '3?
Si'ns of Bacchus, lefs be gay - - - i43

Say, 3'e Studious, grave and old, - - 14;
Sweet is the Ship that under (all --

" - 159
See, beneath, yon bower of roles, - .

- i6j.

Soft MuCc! let my humble lay - - t^-c

Sleep you, or wake you, lady bright, - • - i8.r

Softly (weet the m.inutfs glide — - - 1 8j
Since Ifra born a mortal man, - - -''Sj
Sighing never gains a Maid - - ~ rR^
She came frum the Hills of the Weft, - - 190
Since ycu meat: to hire fcr fervce, .— --207
Shine out, refplendont God of Day, - - 2ro
Sweetefi of pretty Maids, let Cupid incline. tliee - 21,7

S;ray not to Ihofe diftant fcenes, - -.21)5

Say, have you in the Villjtge feen

Soft F.incy, thou truant to me, - •- - ,*2j

SvveetSir, for your. ccurttAe - - - 42*
Shall L wafting in defpair, - - - ..

Sunmier'sa pleaiant time - - - 231
Sweet Zephyr, tho' 'midli R,,oIe-buds playing, - 243
Soft invaider ofmy Soul, - - - 250
Since robVd of all tliafcharms my view, - ' - 25,^
Since Wedlock's in vpgue, and,.(laie Virgins defpiled - .338
Sinking in the Wefteru Sky - . _ 26^
Sure won't you hear what 1 oaring cheer - -.S63
Search all the wolld b'gh and low - - .

Simple Strephon, ceafecomp'tajning, - --27-7

Still 10 be-neat, ftiU to be drefV, - . jjg
Swains ! we've flept and .toft our love, - - 4^5
Sil.-nt 1 tread this lonely wood - - .

Swift Sandy ! young and gay, - . -. 36!>

Sweet Ntlly! my heart's delight - -316
Soft is the Zephyr's breejy wing
Sweet roll the Rhine's billows, and .water the plaiia, - 324
Since at latt I amFree, - _ . j^^
Say have you feen my Arabel, - - - 346
Since patents are now all the go, - -354.
Sure a lafs-in her bloom at the age of nineteen, - 355
5ee the park throng'd with beauties, the tumult's beg^n, -.^lo
Sweet is the dream, divinely Sweet, - - jR^
S^y Will you leave your lowland haiintsj - . - .380
Since every charm's o-i earth combin'd, - - . 303
Twas within a mile of Edinbro' lovvOj - - %

Thro' a-ll the employments of Life, - - ,

The tuneful Lavrocks cheer the Grove, - - ,

There was an Irilh lad.

The meadows look cheerful,

To eafe ray Heart Lown'd my FLinie,

The fmiling Morn, the breathipg Sprijig

The dufky N'ght r-.des down the Sky,

'Twas near a I'hicket's calm retreat.

The turban'd Turk, who fcorns the World,

The Streamlet that flow'd round the Cot,

Tho' Bacchus may boaft of his care killing hoisrl

"The 1v,'ins of Latgna, fo kitid to my boon.

- a
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3 Tl.f.re's no-.ig'a:. kit care oacv'ry I.vsik!,

Tis in vain for luccour callicg

—

-
,

To Afiacreoiidn Hc-aV'n, where he fat in full glee

To Br.chcb:'3 Bali we good FtUo.vs invite,

'Twas in the f;Ooi Sliip Rover,

The wanton Go.l who pierces hearts

Tlie Nymph who in my boioai re'gns.

The Traveller oenighte'd - - -

Tlvsn farewell n\y tri/n bu'lt V/herry,

'VLp. Belh they rung all in the morn.

The fwelling Canvas caught the Breeze,

To the Graves where deep ti'.eUeari,^

The Soldier tir'.i of Wai'i aljrin.s

"fhe Wcftern ,Sky was pu:ple(l o'er

The Moo|i had d'ii;h'd the h glieit hiil

Tho' late aiid early I do pad, -

Tncre vvas a Youtli, and a well belov'J Youth, .
-

Thou (off flowing Avon, by whole filver, ftream

They tell m? I'lii too young to wed.
The F.irniei'i Dog IrapM over the llyle,

The Virojn when loftenM by May, -

^'he vvtahhi' .r'ool with Gold, in ftore.

The V/md bie.v h,ard, the Sea ran high.

Tie pale Moon in cloallefs glory,

•To the, O gentle deep, alone,

jThe bliilh of Aurora tjow tlie Morn,
To make the n:oft of fleeting time.

To heal tiiri fii.art a Bee had marie

Tho' Leixl.p may boaft of its clofe fhady Bowers -

Tnas in a Viil rge near C'afiiebury, - » -

The mf<ment Aurora peep'd in'o my room,
Taiie, oh ! iake thofe, Lip; away,
Tho' ihe fate of JBaKls on to morrow wait,

Tl-.e fhout is gone forth, hark the deep hnging hound -

Tliis, my Lad's a Soldiei's life.

The mind of a Woman can. never be known,
T he H^junds are ou', am! the Morning does peep
The trefi'cs of Morning lb fair,

I

The filver'd Moon'i tjian.ojr'd Beam
[The rofv dimpled God we'll diown;
[Thus, rhiis my boj'Sj our anchor's Wci^h'd,

The Devil take the Eell to ilirill, ° ' -

Tender hearts of Dnolin City

—

,'Twas in that Seaiijn .of the year
The top-faiii fnivtr in the wind
That Girl who fun would chooie. a'Mate,
The Sun let;jn N'ght, and the Stars I'hun the Day,
The Vii'itge Steeple ti-iis er.ch'deed of England's fame,

-

Time has thrnn'd my flovving hair, -
,

-

The breeze was frfcih, the Ship in flays

Thro' France, ihro' all the Gi-rman regions.

The nonh-caft \Vind did briflily blow,
'Tis f:id of vcnt'rou-. Sailors, when we-leave thefhore-
There'i fomethi.ng- in ktiiilng I cannot tell v\hy,

,

The jealoui Liver's pangs are po.gnant,

The wandering Sailor ploughs the main,

To my Muie |ive atti^ntion and deem it not a myft.-ry, -

Tell me, Lafli-s, have you feen,

The Fields were green, the Hills were gay.
The echoing Horn calls the'Sportman abroad,
The view of iManors flrelched af^r, will not foothe

forrow's pow'i :
- _" -

The Stag thro' the Foreft, when rouz'd by the Hoi;n,

The Clvcr Moon that ftiines fo br-ght.

The fweet r.ify Morning peeps over the Hills,

Thou rifing Sun, whole gladfome ray,

I'Tis woman that ieduces all mankiiid,

!Tho' {hi! fo youi-g, and fcarce -fifteen,

' Fwas poll Mtiediaa, half [>ail four '

'Tis Niglit, and on the Hill of Storms,

To Ipeer my love with glances, £iir;

T.his cold fl'aiiy heart it is you that have warn. "J

The fea-worn Tar vvl.o in the war '

.
-

The Irifh Gi-mt you fhall find, —
I'hsre C3n;e a Ghofi to Mag'ret's door
Twas Saturday night, the tmnklng Stars

The hardy Sailor oraves the Ocean,
'T«'as learned a pretty 'fong in France,

I
The thutid'nng.Dnirns did beat to battle,

Tell me, baobl ilg Echo, why
'Twas near a puilrg river tide,

I'i-.e Night was iiill the Air lerenf,

I'he lalt time I came o'er the Muir,
' Twas at break of day we (py'd - . _

I'll.)' late I wai plump, roiind and jolly

'Tis for Lnndiincn to prate, liich tuflinj; I hate,

I'h; bufv Clew their lails unbending,

I
1 ho Knight ft.mds in the Arable do3r;

I

riic fii.tr rain, the pearly dew,
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33

35
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39
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43
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51
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This this is the Liquor of Life -

r-'oiher day, 'twas in the Mend,
Tiiere was a Loa<l of worthy fims
Tlie Gipfiescame to our good Lmd's gate;
' Twas at the cuol and fragrant hour,
The Fields were gay, and Iwect the Hay,
The Sapling dak toft in the D=ll,
There's cauld kile in AheitU-cn
The Yar.vouih Roads a right a-head.
To eal'c his Heart and own his F! .me
Twas up die Wind, three leagues and more
The Lais of Peat\ 's Mill, fo bonny, blithe and gay.
The Lawland Lad; t! ink they are fine, -

,

The foe; of old England, France, Holland and Spain,
i'iie LawlanJ Maids g^n trig and fine

I'he Night when fpent in golden flcies

1 he Woueii all tell I'm f.ilf; to my Lafs,
rho',I'iii now aveiy little Lad,
'Twas at the Evening of a Winter's Day
l'he_ fails unf-iTd, iiie,lhip uraiwor'J,
file Wind was hufb'd, the flciCv wave,
I'he Heart which Love wounded,
Then farewf 11 tlofe days of glory
Tne Lark's fhiil! note awakes the morn
llie dreadful ftonv was o'er; - -

' Twas at the gates of Calais, Hogarth tell',

Thyrfes, when we parted, fwoce".

To beauty born, a willing flavE.

'Tvs'as when the leas were loarinc,

F'wcive monihs are pais'd, fine- on this flrard,

To yon dark grove Alifia flew,
f hou dear leluc-r of mt' heart, ' -

'
I Was in that gay ti.xe of the ye.-ir

I'hu' the Mufcs iie'.-r iinile by the light of the Suti,

I he w^oill, my dear Myia, is full of deceit.

The plague of one's lite, is iiirely a w fe.

The nigiit was dark, the blaft blew cold,
' Tvvas n.-ar a fea-beat rock, r.clin'd

i'iuby F iwLr, (,' the glen,

Todcar Amyralla. young Stre.ihon had loiig

The bleak wind wh,ftle5 o'er 'the main
I'he Nymphs were met upoii the green -

,

I'ha' prudence u-avpiefsme
j hu-, this mr boy-:, you lee once more
:
o ke,p mygriule jeife what latiour wou'd feeni hard -

' he Ha,vthjin is f.veetlv 'n blo.iin

fheu hey for a lais ana a bottle to cheer,
I he.Lark A.^3 up, ihe mprning .^i ey,
I'lie lumful Birds how iwee! they fing

Tiio' cauit for fulpicion appeal's

•''he pride of all Nature' was fweet Willy, O,
The merrv daiic.- 1 dearly love,

I'.'iis. bottle's the Sun of pur table

fell me, my lute, c:in thy fond iliain

Turn thee round, Iprav'th.'e - - -

' rv'.Tis roiy morn, when chafts Diana bright

riiuu cmli not boatt of Fortunf;'s 'tore -
, -

That all men are Be,gga.rs, we Jiianly may fee

I'o be fure 1 don't, love in my iieait, now
.

-

rhe in!aii' fpring returns a^ain, -
-

Teil me, Drlia, ,c. arming fsir ' • -

The, genile tiwain, wiih- graceful pride, ' .-

riie ipring time returns, atid cljalhs Ihe-green plains -

The Bird that hears her Neftl.ngs cry.

The c .-d invites, in croud', we fly 7
-

The Man who with a gent!-? heart,

The fragrant Lily of the 'Vale,

There, there b~ :o!d the Mighty Eo;vl

Tlie whims ,of Fulk,- in lo\e to kno-.v,

I'hese.Morfah f.y r-'ght, in their jivial abode,

Lrn years like Trov, n.y .flubbocn lieart,

'Tis a iii.ixim I hold, whilft 1 live to purfue,

L'he gay Daddli Diddle, iiarl now lirung his fiddle,

-

'T.va^ in his"Veii'el 'a 1 tig wiieugen.le breezes bl-,w, -

'Tis not my Patty's ;pai!djr.g Eyes ,
. -

riie morning jroung Jockey . ould m.'ike me h;6 bride -

Tiic ram run. doun through 1*.ltrry-land toune

Tis in vain to.'- fuccour call.n^-, - - -

The Romans in Engh;id they once .did Iway
Tho' 1 fweep to and fru'old Iron 10 find

The firit Jime at tli'e looking giafs

'Oip' my Djd I niuft own is out joor,

'i'ji'e winds whifiled flii illy, chili rain do'.vn was flreatr;-

.ing, - - - - -

The Mu,lic's prepared, har.ds and flicks are at work -

Tne Village BcU with awful iound,

Tpu Starboard' was a Lovtr ti Uf,

I Tlie Britifh T.ir 110 p;rl knows

1 The winter of duliiefs is o'er.

- 130

- >3S

- 137

- >38

141

14a

^^S

146

'47

'54

'SS

'57
15S

159
i<5

I 69

171

173

174
'77

'79

- 189
- 1.P0

- IQ7

198
20

1

. ?,0.2

20 6

2Ii
214

217
219
22a

223
226.

230

25s
237

243

24^
24^

2;,o

26 -i

263
270

278

279

18s
i;,87

291

293

299

303

304
309
310



N D E X. VII

No'.

79
So

hi

85

8+

85

s^

89

90

9^

94

95

97

98

99

6

13

"5

93
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The Br.-on of Sirmyliio.ns rofe with tlie day
' r'.7a; in J'.ine, rjt'y JiMiu - - -

'I'ii MoiiBy thiit tedtices all mank'.n.l
' Vb Wine tiiat clears the uivleriiiiuling

' l\v.i> at the fll;nt fol'mn hour,

I'o the chafe, to the chile, 011 the brow of ths '.iill, -

ru^';t!T?r let u; range the fiel h, ~ - -

I" leie was an ol 1 man, an'l though it's not common, -

fho water riifh'il, the water frt-tllM,

The huircrs are iip', -mn thf ru.lily facM morn,

Tile vvorklmav go hiui.iiig. for iiionty orfauie, ' -

The decii vva- cleaiM, the yjllaiit band

The broom bl.iomM (ofefh and lb fair,

Tnere wai D.irotiiy Dump, would iiiiutfr and mump, -

There is one thinj;, my frends, I nuift ottvr to you,

I'iie day is dep.ined, an] roun.l from the cloud,

Til-- knig'-r laid his head u|>on Eiv-r's Hoh, .

-

Tile face of bold Cjptain' Meg:in,

That n'oney makes the mare go,

'-'lie rote had been walh'd—jull wafh'd in a (hower,

I he paffin; bell ws^ heard to. toll!

The wmd blew a b'llH'iom t!ie northward,

Tho' the language ot friendlliip is f.veet,

T.vil^ght gli.nmtn o'er the fttep:

Tile firft uf my pranks was at little Rathfhane,

Tom Truelove w:oo'd the fweetelt fiir, -
.

Tiie b;ir!ling tear that foon mult flow,

I'iie darkncls which htniJ upon Willumberg's walls

Tiiey lighted up s tap.r at thi dead of night,

Tj th«; maid that I love Cmpl city's dear,

The bloifoini bluih on ev ry fpray.

Under the Greenwood tree, _ _ _

Up among yon cl ffy rocks, - - _

Upon a fair morniii;.;, tor Ibl't recreation

Uoro'e thg K.ing of Men with fpeed.

Unhappy C iill of Idi.creiion!

Va iilv now you ftrive to" cliarni nie.

Vain is Saiitv's g'tidy Flow'r, -

W:ien Bibo thought fit froui this world to retreat -

WiiMi William at Eve meets me down at the ftile,

What Virgin or Shepherd of valley or giove.

With care .1 fearc'u'd Ihe viliige round,

VViien bidden to the wake or fair,

VVlien ifieles hang upon ihe wall.

When Orpheus went down to the regions below,

Wlien firlt this hmr.ble roof 1 knew,

W.iile the Lads of the village (ball merrily ah !

While (ome for pleai' re pawn their Health,

When I was a yo '"g iJie, what girl was l.ke me,

With my jag in on- hand, and my pipe in llie other, -

W lift with ViHsge M.< ids 1 ilray,

'vV.ifn firft you com ted me, - - -

When the Fancy ftirrmg Bowl - - -

W.ien the Anchor's weigh'd, and the Ship's unmoor'd -

Wh&i on boa-rd our trim Veffel we joyoufly fail'd,

Will you hear of a Spanifh Lady, -

vVlicn 'tis night and the mid watch is come - -
When fcarce a Uandipike high, -

"vV.ire I laid en Gicenlan^l's coafi,

\Vere 1 i..bligtd to oeg r..y Biead,

When gL-n'roui winr expands tile foul,

.Vhdit liappv in my naiive land, - - -

What cheerful four,ds fiiliite our ears,

Wiien wakcn'd by the Convent Bell,

W 'at a charming thing's a Battle,

When thou ai t abfent, _ - _

'.V'hen 1 awake with painful brow.

Where fhall C:lia fly for Ihelter,

Were I a Sheplieru's iVIa d to keep,

What cheer, botiierT.irs! our tods are all o'er

VV hile up the ihrouds the Sailor goes,

Wlif-n once the Gods like us below,

With tunet'ul pipe and merry glee,

Whtn Molly lrvi;les beneath her cow,

When all was W! apt in dirk mi.lnight

With hounls and with liorn each rory rnorn,

Vv'hile Autumn wcghs doAui the late year,

Wh n I VV7.5 at horn-, I was merry and fuiky.

When Sleep has clos'd the Traveller's Kyes,

We Bi'ieds made up of frail clay, - -

j When 1 comes to town with a Load of hay,

Willy was a wanton wag, - - -

When courtfd byS'rephon, what pains then he took, -

When ever the mountain's brow, peeps the young n.orn,

While over the tremulous fea, - - -

\Vhen I was a'yoiinker aiid liv'd with my dad.

When Dazies py'd, and Videts blue,

^Vov;!d yuu hear a ftory of woe.

When Troy town, for ten years wars, -
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t When my money was gona which t gain'J in ihe war.-

• Wh n fir;t [ tiipp'd rny isading firings, .

j
W.i n the Role is in bud, and blue Vudei's hl<j,\,

When l,>vely vvomanjjioop-. to li.lly,

When ficliOi nian cohlents (0 hiarrv,

Wli'-n Edward firfl heard Pol! of Plyniotith w?.s dead
Why f.vells my w:!Vy burnifb'd grain,

Vv'cll met, jolly fellows, well nut

;

VVhen Jove was refolv'd to create tl;e round eai th,

Wth grnfle u.urmurs flo,v'd th.e tide',

Vv'dl you hear how once repininc,

W -en I think on your tiuth 1 cap doubt you no more.
What fhoul.l Siil ,r's do on fbore,

Wherever I'm gu'ug an-d all the day long.

Water parted from tile Sea,
With ear'y hern, falute the ir.orn.

When i. drain the roiy boAl, _ _ -

VVhen cliterful day began ta Haw.n,

When fiiit 1 was inlilitd, I WhS bt>th young and gay, -

Wiiere new nioiAn Hay 6n banks of 'i'ity.

What wakes rtjis new pain in my brfalt

When the rough north forgets to he- ;l,

With woman and wine, I defy ev'iy care

Whi-n i took my departure from Dublin's fweef town, -

V/anton Cupid, ceale to hover - -
'

W.iere craggy Clifls o'er hang the Main
With the Sun I rife at morn, - -

V\'lien Ztpliyr, who figl is for the Lover's. foft blifi,

Where the Gee fucics, there lurk I, -
.

-

When trees did bud, and fields were grt en

VViien peace hrre was rrigning
,

-

When rural Lads and Laifes gay,.

VVlien firfl I Ctw the Vill.ige Waide-n,

While little; on the "Village Green
When lovely Anna f rft 1 view'd, - - -

When Fancv roves in a rumbling Dream
When Inlt fom the Straits we had fairly cafl anchor -

Wiiat argulis pride and amiiition - - -

VVh( n fairly gleams die doubtful day,

When Donald fiift cane wooin^ me
Wlien vapours o'er 'he Meadows die.

When V/erttr lair Charloite beheld.

Why is Love (o p.il! defining
,

- -

When dread B-Ilona founds to Arms,
When the Mm J cSurt.ng caime - -

When whifjing winds are heard to blow.
We Soldier's drink, we Soldiers drink,

Within this breafi the recoru lies,

With mingled (bund of drum and fife.

Whan war's alarms entic'd mv Wi ly from me.
When I was young, tho' now aui old,

W hen rou^'d by the trumpet's loud clangour to arms
We'll ilriiYk, -and we'll never have dose, boys,

Why,- my Iwains, to blithe and clever,

Wnither, my love, ah! whither art thou gone

?

When Yanko, dear, fight far away,
Whilil I'ome in epic ftrains dehght.

When Phcebus the tops of the Hifls does adorn.
When you fiiall hcsr the found of joy.

When bick'iing hot to high word^ got,

We be SoUiers thiee -, - _ _ _

V«'hen 1 uuaff the roA' wine, _ _ _

When Chlot try'd l.er ''irKia Fires

When o'er the world the'heedlefs Iamb,
V/hen the roiy mora appearinij, - - -

What Bard, C) Tini:', difcover, - - -

Where is Pjeafure ? tell nie where, - -

Vt'hillt on thy dear 'bofom lying - _ _

Would you know my d;.ar friends what the Honey
Moon is -

.
- - -

When Fanny, blooiiyng fair, _ _ _

Would you taffe the Noontide Air,

'What beauties does Flora difclolir,

V.'hen learning and ic ence were both funk innight,

'vVhen I was a younkcr, I frit was apprentice,

Whiili a captive to your charms • - - -

When firlt i kenn'd young Sandy's face -
When firtf young H<irry told his tale.

Where Lovsthon waves its yellow corn,

Vv^here barring angry vv'ntei's ttoims,

When firif upon your tender cheek,

Wtien Mirth an Infant fleeping lay,

When Britain firlt, at Heav'n's command,
With Dedia could 1 ever flay,

_• _ _

'Why heaves my fond bofbni, ah ! what ran it mean,
When Nigbis were cold, and rain and fleet,

Were I to clioofe the greatclt biifs.

While frequent on Tvkced and on Tay,
Wind, g^nde Evergreen, to form s fliade - -
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- 250'
v; ine, ivine A}*l"tcotulers ev'ry iay

A'iiii'o a Miftrefi gay and eaiy

.Vhcn Fairies daace round cm, ihe gmfs,

.Vith llie n-.ars that I love were 1 deiiin'ii to dwell

Wish vour Witcj Sir, ne'er difpute

Vyi:ie,' Willi in the ii;oining nisl..es us frolic and gay

Whew Caliope and Cli-s to JBritaiii's rudelfle,

When MoUy f.ts beneath her cow,

^Vliat beautUs dof 3 n.y NymplvdilclQie

When j'^.-thur firlt in court .began

A^ouM you the chnnTon/Qufien o£ Love

A'hen as in f.iir jevuisleni

Whilil or. my dear "Puddini; feafting

.Vhy beati mv heart with luch devotion,

.Vhen Greek: and Trogans fell at Urife

.Veil met my good friends to the laudable ends,

vVhen 1 was a nnghty fniall Boy,

*\'hen V and 1 toge;her meet -

vVully ii ?. bonny Lad,

A^eLoiiie, welcome, brother Debtor,

vVhen a happy, iinijle fellow

Why, fair maid, in'ev'rv feature,

vVlien firft from Kdlienny, as ffeih as a daify

VVI'.en fond emotion fwelli the Heart, - '-.-

When I was a Chit, iuft enter d my teens

What tho' they call me a Country Lais

Wife Thales, the F^.thet: of all—concluded in No. 8a -

Tie foregoing concluded - ~ -

Where rolls the- Weler's goldeii Sand,

When love gets into a youthful brain,

Willy's gone ever th£ ialt lea foam,

'i Who 15 it that fits- in the- kitchen, and weep-,

With a merry tale - _ - -

VVlien wild war's deadly blaft was blawn,

When firll fcame to be a man, _ - -

What would you do witl^rae ? I can go no further ? -

When my locks are grown hoary, and my vifage looks

pale, - - - ~ ~

What cheer, my honeft meffmates,

When fur Sufan I left with a heart full. of woe.

When I was a boy in r.vy father's mud ediiice,

Vhere fragrant breez«s figh'd through orange bowers - J52
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When meek eye'd Aurora was drefltd.

Where, yon proud turrets crown the. rock,

When late 1 wander'd o'et the plain.

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

While penfive'l ihqugiit on ray loye,

'When 1 was atjionie^as the lark I was gay.

While a'tr the raging, roaring leas

When in order drawn tjp, and adorn'd in his btft.

When morn her fweets fliall firft unfold.

Why hangi th^tt cloud upon thy brow,

When up to London firft I came, - - .

Will you come to the bow'r, 1 havefhaded for you, - 365
When Aurora ii up, the fweet goddels.of day,

VVhen kind friends expeti a fong, - - 369
When in war on the ocean, we meet the proud foe, - 371

When firft a babe ujwn the k.nee, -. "377
Why how now, hv Pilgrim? -why .Ihake you with

diead? - ' _ - -

What matter's Tom, to where we're bound,

When laft honeft Jack, of Vvhofe fate 1 now write, -

When the bonny grey morning juit peeps thro' the

f Ikies, - - - - - 395
Wiltn Edward left his native plain,

;;
- ,

No.

379
385.

394

Yo^ng I am,, and /orevafiai^,

I'outh'i the fealbn .nwde for joys.
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Voung donald is the blitheli lad,

7 Vs Sportfmen draw near, and ye Sportfwomen too, -

8 v'oung Jamie .Joo'd me wcel, and alk'd me for hi-,

bridf, _ . _ _ _ _ _

9 Vc gloomy tliouiht?, ys fears pervtrfe,
10 'I'e high born S])^n;fh Noblemen,
11 t'ou.know I'm your Prieli, and your conlcienf 4. '..>

n^tfe, - •- - - _ ~ _

14 Voting. Jockey he courted fA^est Mosgy fo fair

15 /e lads and ye Uiies lo. buxom and. clever,
16 /e Nymphs and ye Shepherds- who, join in the throng
iS I'oi! Geiit/enien. of England _ _ _

Vour v\orfnip yeur wings may clap,

V'es, I'm in" love, I feel it now,

. /oung Virgins love pleafure as Mifers do treafure, -

20 V'e Gods! yc gave' to me a wife, -

25 Ye children of pity, ye great folks and fmall
Ve fair marring, Damesj whjlo. often deplore

2S V'e Hielaiids and ye Lawlands, O whar hae ye been

33 t'et, tlio' I've no Fortune to. offer,.

35 )'e Gales that genily wave the Sga,
Voung Lubin was a Shephred boy,

38 I'oiing Colin was as, blithe a lad, -

41 . oung Phiilis W3:: the blitbefl la!s,

i.2 r'es, 'twas Friendlliip did unite us - .

46 /e wind.', to whom Colin coniplains

'e afk for a Song, and indeed I'm quite forry,

48 .'oUiTg I am, and yet unfkill'd

49 I'e frnlickfonie Lads, of the Game
I'e Silver Brooks wander,*. -Will pleafe each ni?andcr,

52 .'on the point may carry - -

Ve fober good People, and Dram drinking -Folk

54 Vou fay, at your feet that I -wept in deipa.r'

55 i'e Lads t)f true fpirit, pay courtlhip to Claret,
.

i'e mountains fo dreary and dread

57 Tour Molly haj never been falle fhe daclares,

38 'I'ou who hunt after Fortune, attend

'.'oung Damon. of the Vale is dead,
Ye Stream tliat round my. prilon creep,

19 Ve dull lleeping Mortals of ev'ry degree - -235
60 Ye warblers, while Strephon 1 moan -- - asC

N'ounu Will of the Green, is the Lad to my mind - .

'i ii*4 VeVltrtrs of Hibtrnia, *;ho, fnug on dry land, ~ i^»
You, beauteous Ladies, great andfmall - - ".

Young, Jockey fought n-.y heart to win - .' -

Ye verdant woods and chr.yftal ftreams
'

- - •.-.

V-es, ev'ry Flower that blows _ _ ., 2^^
Ye mortals whom trouble and forrov» attend, - 278
"r'oiuig Molly, who lives at the foot of the hill - 279
Vou fay ihe's fair, 'tis no fuch matter - - 985
Ye fwains who «re c-ourting a maid, - - jji ;

Young Smart who prince i)f Coxcombs fhines - 29<j.

'

You;ig Barnwall comes to thee, - - - 255
Ye blitheft Lads, and Laffes gay - _ 207
Ye gentle Gales that fan the Air, - . ,

You that Jove mirth, attend to my fong - - 30a
Ye good fellows all - - - .- ^1^
Young Damon has woo'd me, a nionfl«rous long time -

You tell me dear girl that I'm given to rove, - 361
You bid my fair conceal my love, - - 360

,

You fay my cottage's incomplete, - _ j^'j

Yes Beda,
—

"rbis, Beda;^ when L raelancholj' grow, - 38a
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