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The Merry Lad, &

SONG L

NANNY of the HILL.

SSIST me every tuneful Bard,
A Oh ! lend me all your skill 3

In choicelt Lays, that I may praife,
Decar Nanny of the Hill,
Sweet Nanny, dear Nanny,

Sweet Nanny of the Hill.

How gay the glitt’ring Beam of Morn,
That gilds the Cryftal Rill; ~
But far more bright than Morning Lighr,
Shines Nanny of the Hill, __
Dear Nawny, ¢

The gayclt Flower fo fair of late,
‘The Evening damps will kill ;
But cvery Day more frefh and gay,

Blooms Nanmy of the Hill,

Dear Nanny, &rc*

Old Time arrefts his rapid flight,
And keeps his Motion {till ;
A 2 Refolv’d
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Refolv’d to fpare a Face fo fair,

As Nanny’s of the Hill,
Dear Nanny, ¢*c

T o form my Charmer, Nature has
Exerted all her Skill ;
\Wit, Reaury, Truth and rofy Youth,
Dcck Nanny of the Hill,
Dcar Nanny, ¢c.

And now around the feftive Board,
The jovial Bumpers hll ;
Each take his Glafs, to my decar Lalfs,

Swcet Nanny of the Hill,
Dcar Nanny, {wect Nanny,
Dear Nanny of the Hill.

S ONG IL

CROSS-PURPOSES.

O M loves Mary, pafling well,
But Mary the loves Harry
And Harry ﬁghs for bonny Bell,
And finds his Love mifcarry :
For bonny Bell, for Thomas burns,
Tho’ Mary {lights his Paffion ;
How ftrangely freakifh are the turns,
- Of Human inclination.

As much as Mary, Thomas gricves,
Proud Ha/ difpifes MMary 5

And
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And all the flouts that Be// receives
From Zom, {he vents on Harry :
Thus all by turns are Woo’d and Woo, .
No Turtles can be truer ;
Each loves the Object they purfue,
But hates the kind Purfuer.

Mboll gave Hal a wreath of Flowers,
Which he in am’rous folly

Confign’d to Bell, and in few Hours,
It came again to Molly ;

If one, of all the four had frown’d,

You ne'er faw Pcople grummnier :
If one has {mil’d it catches round,

And all are in good Humour.

Then Lovers hence this Leflon learn,
Through-out the Britifh Nation,.

How much ’tis every one’s concern,

To {igh a Reformation :

And ftill this Rule, thro’ Life purfue, .
\Vhatever Ob_]e& ftrikes you ,

Be kind to them that fancy you,
That thofe you love, may like you.

An ODE to Mr. G——-K.

tvhen 1 faid 1 would die a Batchelor, I did net
tbmk I ﬂvauld live till I was Marr:cd |
Much Ado about Nothing.

O, no; the Left-Hand Box in Bluc;;
There don’t you {ce Her? See Her, Who 2

A 3 Nay,

e S
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Nay, hang me if I tell 2
There’s G £k in the Muflick Box ;

Watch but his Eyes !
¢ Your Servant Ma’moifclle !

But tell me, D d, is it true ?
Lord help us! what will fome Folks do!

How will they court this Stranger !
What ! fairly taken in for Life,
A fober, ferious, wédded Life,

O, he upon you, Ranger !

The Clergy too have join’d the Cheat:
A Papift ! has he thought of that !

Or mcans he to convert her?
Troth, Boy, unlefs your Zcal be {tout,
The Nymph may turn your’ Faith about,.

By Argunrents ekperter.

The Ladies pale, and out of Breath,
W ild as the Witches in AMachberh,
~ Ask if the Deed be done :
O, D d, lilten to thy Lay,
11l prophefy the Things they’ll fay,
For LT'engues, you know, will run.

And, pray, what-other News d'ye hear ?

Married ! —Bur don’t you think, my Dear,

He's growing out of Fafhion
People may fancy what they wiil,
But Qu—n’s the only Actor ftill,

"T'o touch the tender Patliion.

his Eyes! O p—x
A

Nay,
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Nay, Madam, did you mind laft Night ;
His Archer, nota Line on’t right !

I thought I heard fome Hiffes ;
Good G—d! it Bislly Md~—Ils, thought I,
Or Billy H-v-rd, would but try,

They’d beat him all to Pieces.

"I'was prudent tho’ to drop his Bays,
And (entre nous) old C-bb-r fays,
He hopes he’ll give up Risbard.
But then it tickles me to fee,
In Haftings, fuch a Shrimp as he,
Attempt to ravifh Pr-ch-rd.

The Fellow pleas’d me well enough,
In—Whart d’ye call it, H—dl—y’s Stuft;

T here’s fomething there like Narture.’

Juft. {o .in Life he runs about;

Plays at Bo-peep, now in, now out,
But hurts no mortal Creature.

And then there’s Belmont to be fure ;
O ho! my gentle Neddy M—re,
How does my good Lord Mayor 2
And have you left Cheapfide my Dear ?
And will you write again next Year,
To thew your Favourite Player.

But Merope, we own, is fine ;

Eumenes charms. in every Line ;
A 4
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How prettily he vapours !
So gay his Drefs, fo young his Look,
One wou’d have {fworn twas Mr. Coclk,
Or Ma: 2WS cutting Capers.

Thus, D d, as the Ladies Hout,
And Councils hold at every Bour,
T'o alter all your Plays ;
F—tes fhall be Benedi# next Year,
A—*klin, be Richard ; Tafrell, Lear,
And Kitty Cl—re be Bays.

T'wo Parts they readily allow,
Are yours ; but not one more they vow :
And thus they clofe their Spight :
You will be Sir Fobn Brate, they fay,
A very Sir fohn Brute, all Dav,
And Fribble all the N ight.

But tell me, Fair Oncs, is it O ?
You all did love him once, we know,
\Whut then provokes your Gall 2
I'orbear to rail, I'll tell you why,
Quarrcels may come, or Madam dic,

And then there’s Hopes for all.

And nox a Word or two remains,
dweet D -#, and I clofe my Strains ;
T'hink well e’er you engage ;
Vapours and Ague Fits may come,
And matrimonial Claims at home,
Uhnnerve you for the Stage.

But
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But if you find your Spiriis righte,

Y our.Mind at Eafe, and Body tiglmt,
Take her, you can’t do betrer |

A P—x upon the tattling 1T own !

Thie Fops that join to cry you down,

Wou'd give thetr Fars to get her.

Tlien, if her Heart be good and kind,
(And fure that Face befpeaks a Mind
As foft as Women's can be)
Youll grow as conftant as a Dove,
And tafte the purer Sweers of Leve,

Unvilited by B —0y.
SO XN G I

TrREe-Tor’p HI L I.

N Tree top’d Hill, en turfred Green.
\WVhile yet Aurora’s Veft is fcen g

Bufore the Sun has. left the Sea,

Lct the freth Morning -breathe on me.

To Furze-blown Heath, or Palturc M
Do thou my happy Foot-{teps lead

Then fhow me to the pleafing Strean,
Of which-at Night fo oft I Drcam,

At Noon the mazey Weod I tread,

With Autumn Leaves, and dry Mol {proe

And cooling Fruits for thee prepare,
ror ture [ think thou wik Be there.

A€

cad,.
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>Till Birds begin their Evening Soag,
With thee the Time feems never long ;.
O lct us fpeak our Love that's palft,
And count how. long it has to laft.

Pll (ay Eternally, and thou
Shall only look as kind as now ;
I ask no more, for that affords,
What is not in.the Force of Words.

Fbe SHOOTING-MATCH : 70. CU P1ID..

YO ME little God of Lowe, for once, let’stry
- Who is the better Markfman, you, or I :

So—fill your Quiver, fummon all your Art,

Well now the Buft, the bright Corrisns’s Heart!

. There, Sir, you’ve mifs’d, and I have piercd

the Part.

fown I’vemifs’d ! but >twas thro’ Want-of Sight,

To guide my never-erring Arrow right ;

But — left you {hould conceive what I defign’d,

To rake Advantage o’er you, ’caufe youx’re Blind,..

We’ll have another Tryal in the Dark,

®nd let him take the Masid, who hit’s the Mark.

vin Addrefs to our prefent Petit-Maitres.

O more let each fond Foppling court a.
Brother,

Arnd quit the Girls to drefs for one another ;

O Maids, in Vengeance to their {lichted Beauty,

Spall one Day make you wifh youd done your

Dy _—_
QY




(.11 )
Thro® H -llthey drag ye on moft aukward Shapes, -
Yoak'd in their Apron-Strings, and led for Apes.

On a Summer-Hoife near FARNHAM, 277 -
SURRY.
1. C, U, B |
YY for me. | 1.5
The Rradfpg of it is ﬂtppqﬁ'd t0 bey Viz.
I {fee you be.
Too wife for me.

An Unfeapnable Surprize.

* S Toum laid M LL beneath a Shade,

| To play a Game for Maidenbead ;
\WVith fmacking Bufs, and chuck oth’ Chin,:
A prologue to the future Scene !
He thus addrefs’d his fowzy MorLLy,
Nay, pifh, this Coyney-isa Folly !
Unwilling ! Blulh! nay, pfhaw my- Dcar{
My Lowe, came we for nothing here 2
Alas ! quc)th‘ {he, {hould I prove fraicful !
You know, at beft, that wou’d but fuir ill ——=—-
Pifh, then, if that’s thy Care, my Mort,
There's one above provides for all
"T'o which, quoth SLy, upon the Tree,
Yaur Brats, and you, be damir'd for me.

7h¢ EX CHANGE.

£ HIL E Carerur fcolds his Duughter .+
MorLrLy,
And tells her fhe'’s undane,.

B2
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By lying with her Lover JoLry,
‘Their Neighbour’s eldeft Son.

My Maidenbead's gone indeed, (cries Adifs}
Yer, what care.l a Farthing :

I gavehim it but then got his,

And Pleafure into th’ Bargain.

SONG IV.
The IRFSH CR1IES.

Fune, Ellen-o’-Roon.

How do I long for the fweet Month of A4y,
When Fuggy Mulrooney crics Curds and
fweet Whey :
Buy fweet Whey ; fweet Buttet, {trong Butter for
Scrvants my Life.

Tune, Irifh Lamentation.
O how 1 wad Love,
But my Guss wad not move ;
But Arra mun Joul, that Crp/d the Blinker
With his Nagur wou'd bore,
A great Hole before,
And fo make Work for Sawder the Tinker
Have you any Brafs Pots, Iron Pots or Brafs Ke:-
tles to Mend.—Ready Moncy for your Coney

Skins Maids.

Tune, Capt, Tcach.
o Fuggy's cry of white Potatoes,
Ld tollow, aad Cream, Cream wad ftual,
T 3

L -
L™ k F ] T
-J‘\ _..-." _.; H‘
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When fhe cries buy my large Cockles
I’d follow her and cry black Ball;
"Then to old Rags her Tune {he Changes,
To buy my Turf I {oon wou'd cry ;
Round Tan at luft mighe pleafemy Jewel,

All for a Halt-penny to ( ry —~—Round 'T‘m
Round Tan.— All for a H: 11F-pmny ~— All for a
Half-penny.—All thefe Apples for a Half-penny.
—A Lump for a Half-penny here.

Tune, Country Strolcrs.

Hecr Heart it is barder than Iron or Rocks,
O how {he wou'd cut me when fhecries LinenSocks:
I wou’d out at Night for to take the frefh Atr,
VW here I'd hearmy dear g -y, cry buy m Oyfler.

Tune, Larry Grogan.
I never was caught with Love in my Life,
il Firgry Mutlrooney cninard me, enfnar d mc,
1 thought once or twice to have made her my
\\ 11'(?
But ver fhe woud never endure me, cendure mc -
But fince my dear Jewel, if you w 1!1 prove cruel,
And Murder poor Pdm!y who loves you fo well,
I'd germy Broguct Soal’d and mend all the Holeq
And all round the Town, cry cait Cloaths to Sell.

Then my Love to Maintamn, I mult learn to clean
Shoes,

Or wid Paddy Drogheda, cry Bloody Neves, Blaody
News, Blocdy News, Torney General, Tor-
ney Gereral; wft sow areiv’d vre Breeches

Packat
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Packet, with an Emprefs from Admirable Ver-
min, with the taking of Rings Emd by the
Woaoden-Man ot Effex Strect.— -Agra, ub bub
bub boo.

SONG V.
The Ear1Yy H.O R N~

RecitTIiTIVE. .

* H E Chace 1s o'er, and on the Plain,
The Hound the lufty Stag has {lain ;
Let the chearful Horn, with fprightly Tone, -
All our prefent pleafures Crownn.

AIlR.

Of Britons thus the antient Race,
With Nervous Toil purfued the Chace ;
By no ungen’rous Thoughts controul’d,

Their Hearts were honeft, free and baid.

RecirriTIivE.
Iike them again, may Britons be, .
As Brave, as Honeft and as Free.

' A I R.

With Early Horn falute the Morn,,.

That gilds this charming Place ;
W ith chearful Cries, bid Eccho rife,

And join the jovial Chace :
The Vocal Hilis around,

The waving Woods, the chryftal Floods,
All) all return th’ enlivening Sound. -
The
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ghe SCOLD. _An EPIGRAM..

’M afcolding old Woman of Fourfcore and Eight

OFf acrooked Condition,and ncver wasftraighr.!
I 1cold twice a Day ill quite out of Breath,
It’sthe Joy of my Life, and Defence againit Death;
Scolding opensmy Pipes, and-it quickens my Blood,
And ferves my Osccalion for Phyfick and Food ;
My Grandmother told me, and charg’d me to try,
That (o long as I [colded I never {hould die.

SONG VL

The VIR GIN’s Jaff RESOLVE..

E Virgins who do liften to,
Whatc’er vour Marher’s fay,
Be rul'd by me and let's agrece,
No longer to obey ;
For I've been fnub’d, and I've been drub’d,

"T'ill T was black and blue, ’
Bur I'll behave no more itke a Slave,
But I'll behave no moreiike a Slave,

I wifh I may die if I do,

I with I may die if I do.

Both Night and Day {he prates away,
About my being nice; |

But 1 declare, ’twould make you ftare,
To hear her dull Advice,

She fays that I from Men muftfly,

Or mifchief will. enfue ;
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But in all the Kind no harm [ find,
I with I may die if [ do.

She fays that Youth, fill blind to Truth;

The danger ne’er can tell,

And ’tis from Senfe and Expericnce,
That fhe can talk fo well :

But if {he got Senfe from Experience,
Then fhe may depend upon

Fl try to be as wife as f{he,
[ with I may die if I don’c.

Young Damon gay, the other Duay,
Would ftruggle for a Kifs;
I pifh’d and cry’'d, and him did chide,
\WVith, “ What do you mean by this,
“ "Tis wondrous rude, that you'll intrude,
““ When I have {o oft forbid
“ I wifh 1 may die, if you don’t make me cry,”
But.I with I may dyeif 1did. .

Then DIl be free whillt young I be,
And let my Mother Scold,

And I'll difpife being quiteas wife,
Untill I am quite as Old::

At Forty threce a Prude 11l be,
And lay my Follies by,

But never till then will I fhun the Men, .
If I do =1 wifh Imay dic,,-

SONG
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S O N G VIl

O longer 1 O can I bear,
, Thiz adicnce from thy Arms ;.

Crucl God reftore the tar,
Nor thus Edipf{: her Charmes.
[s this thy mighry Jultice Fove,
1o burter Cruc}ty for T_ove.

e T RO U'T, a FABLE.

Trout the plumpeft in rie Tide,
Had long the Angler’s Skill defy"d;
With pleafure nibbled ev'ry Bait,

And baulk’d his fure expected Fate -
While Self-conceit inflami’d his Breaft,
He to himfelf, thefc Lines addrefs’d :
How wife am | to know my Good;
What Cowards Lalf the finny Eropd !
[ feaft on Rurities at will,

My Sente evades riwe latent I,

He fpoke impending in the Brook
A Geentil wriggled on the Hook

He nibbd with caution, as betore,
The Duinty tempted more and more :

-~ Grown bold, he fhap’d the rich Repait,
And on the Beard was caughr ac lalt.
Compell d ro quit the liquid Giafs,

He bear, till dead, the bending Grafs.

So fairs the Maid whom love infpires
With tender Thoughts, and foft Dilires !
Ta
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To whom true Virtue is unknown ;
That Guardiin of the Fair alone,

Sh~ may, a-while, fan up the flame
And not commit an Aét of Shame,
But foon longs afrer farther Sweets,
Purfues her With, and Ruin meets ;
Does Wifdom’s blifsful Precepts fhun,.
WNor fees her Folly, till undone.

SONG VI
Brack-ExY’n SU S A N.

L. I, in the Downs the Fleet was moor'd,
The Streamers waving in the Wind,
When Black-Ey'd Sufan-came on.Board :
Oh ! where {hail I my true Love find 2
"T'ell me, ye jovial Sailors, tell me true,
It my {weet Will:am {ails among the Crew.

Wilisars, who high upon the Yard,
Rock'd with the Billows to and fro g

Soon as her well-known Voice he heard,
He figh'd, and caft-his Eyes below,

The Cords flide fwiftly thro’ his glowing Hands,
And quick as Light’ning on the Deck he ftands.

So the fwwcer Lark high pois'd in Air,
Shuts clofe his pinions to his Breaft,
It chances his Mate’s fhrill Call he hears
He drops at once into her Neft -
The nobleft Caprain in the Brstifh Fleet,
Might envy Fiiliam’s Lips thofe Kifles {weet.
O ! Sufan,
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O ! Svfan, Sulen, lovely Dear,
My Vows fhall cver true remain,

Let me Kifs oft that faliing Te&r;,
We only part ro meet agam

Change as fhe' lift ye Winds, my Heart {hall be,
The fuithful Compafs that ftill Points to thee.

Tho™ Battle calls me from thy Arms,
Let not my pretty Swky mourn ;

The' Canrions roar, fecure from Harm
Filliam fhall to his Dear return :

Love turns afide the Balls that round me fly,
Left precious Tears fhould drop from Suky's Eyc.

Belteve not' whar the Landmen. fay,
Who tempt with doubts thy conftant Mind,
They’ll tell the Sailors when away ;
In every Port a Miftrefs find.
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee fo,
For thou art prefent where-foc’er [ go.

If to fuir India’s Coaft we fail,
Thy Eyes are feen in Damonds bright,
Thy Breath is 4frick’s fpicy Gale,
Thv Skin is Ivory fo white ;
Thus ev'ry beauteous Object that 1 View,
W akes in my Soul fom= Charms of lovcly Sue.

The Boatfwain gave the dreadful Word,
The Sails their fwelling Bofom fpread
No longer muft fhe ftay on Board,
They kifs’'d, fhc ﬁcrh d, he huncr his Head -



( 20 )

ter lefTning Boat unwilling rows to. Land,
Adicu, fhe cries, and waves her lilly Hand.

SO NG IX.

A MEDLEY.

Tune, Ar the Tree I (hall [uffer with Pleafure,

r H E Laws they were made for the Little.

The Laws they were made for the Little,

In the Hands of the [trong, all ties that belong,
T'o Honour and Virtue are Brictle,
To Juftice and Hcenour are Brittle.

The Laws, .
Tho’ Churchmen may preach, and Philofophers
teach,
The Strong do not value a tictle,
The Great are not iway'd by a uttle.

The Laws, ¢ve.

It is not by Righr, but by wrong-doing Might,
That Gianes {tiil gain their Acquital,
That Giants {till *fcape a Commital.

Tunc, Peggy Benfon.
In the Churchwhere our dignified Doctors you find.,
Such Holy Men refrain Son
For upitred by us, and our Ofthces kind,
T heir fanctified Pride they fuftain Son.

L.ct the Law be your Cafe, not a tirtle retrench,
But {fupport cach in his Stration ;

For
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For they as our Subftitutes it on the Benchy,
To dccide the Affairs of the Nation.

Each Land-lorded Juftice, and Fox-hunting Youth
Are prone to your Will) ascthey muay Son

For thefe too are Little-Grand Scigniors forfooth,
And Giants cach one in his way Son.

Tune, Afvll Roe.
Wou'd you lilcnce a Patriot Commirttee,
T'ouch their Lips with this Magical Wand,
T'hro® the Country, and Senate, and Cicty,
"T'is the Key and the Lock of the Land.

Take a Piece of this fame from your Coffer,.
Difplay to the Voter your Pelf;

And the Wretch having nothin to Oftfer,
Will frug,,uly Sell you hlmielg

"Tis the Shot for the Fowl of all Feather,
‘T'he Bait for the Gour of all Fifh ;
To this every Gudgeon will gather,
And plump ready dreft in your Difh.

Tho™ the Booby your pupil fo dull is,
He fcarce can Remember his Name

Y et his Mouth it will open like Tully's,
When fed with a Spoon of this f.mlc

Tho’ a Rafcal, a Bear, or a Bloockhcad,
Uncaonicious of Nood or of Tenfe ;
This Plailtic Receipt in Lis Pocket,
Gives Graee, Figure, Virtuc and Senfe.

Tis
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*T'is Gold thar WWomen bewirches,
Tho™ wrinkled and thinner than Lawn g

If you have not the Pence in your Breeches,
You'll get neither Beauty nes Brawn.

In the Courts fhould your caufe be dif-jointed,
Let not that fink your Spirits one Peg ;
W ith the Oil of this Noftrum annoint i+,

"I'will make 1t as right as my L.cg.

Would you get a far Church in your Clutches,
Tip my old Gouty the W ink ;

At the Token he’ll caft oft his Crutches,
And Dance to the Tunce Of o/d Chink.

Old Saints will for this Sell their Manuals,
O’cr this at your Sovereign nod ;

Old will skip like young Spaniels,
And Cardinals kifs you this Rod.

To Study ought elfe is but Nonfenfe,
From hence all Philofophy fprings 3

*T'isthe Crown, Beauty, Caufeand good Confcience
Of Priefts, Ladies, Lawvers and Kings.

Tune, Fovial Beggar.

However fome in Coaches,
Or fome in Barrows beg ;

*Tis want that makes the Mendicant,
And not the Wooden-Leg,

When a Begging they do go,
gt
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“T'is thus by greater Peverty,
That Nobles grow Renown’d ;
For where we want onc Peny,
Statec Beggars want a Pound :
And a Begging they will go.

Your Vizir begs for Subfidics,
Your Party-man for Place;
Your Churckman for a Benefice,

But not one Man for Grace :

Tho’ a Begging be fhould go.

Your Courtier begs for Honour,
And that’s a want indeed ;

As many fhould for Honefty,
But will not own their Need

When a Beggsng shey do go.

Thus all from Rome to London,
Are of the Begging Train,

But we who Beg for Charity,
Are thofe who Beg in vain.

And a Begging we will go.

-

Tune, Fylets &’ to the Bridal.
When the Heir has attain’d the wifh’d Hour,
Of laying his Dad in Ground,
And fees the Seal’d Bags in his Power,
Old hoardings of Pound on Pound:
What Poor do you think in waiting,
All gaping to feize his Store ;
A Train of his own creau

His Pleafures that ftarv'd before.

Yet
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hY ¢t u)I"'lL wiien B¢ t;:" A3 are }‘:I'._‘Z::.HE?:,
Of Bounty wic not i far hh;

The Bifhop will gn ¢ vou his L' ding,
The Ofticer his Ouath

Of his Promife tobe a f.ce Donor,
‘T'he Courtier was never nice

And Greur ones wiil give you rheir Honsur,

For el are oy hittle Price.

If Mca would but Remark ir,

Thro® every Scene difplayd;
The World's but one great Muarke:,

It Inttitutes alt a T'rade :
And in this Scocial Ch:lﬂ:{,‘r”

Eacli one as in Dury bound ;
Stell Tabours ro be the Laugher,

And jockey his Ncighbours round.

With joy each Jobber will own, he
Has trick’d vou in the Price;
Like Lawyers who for good Moncy,
Give nothing but tad Advice :
Young Appetite bids for Pleafure,
Old Hippocrites bids for Y- outh ;

Old Avarice bids for Treafuse,
Grey Satan bids moﬂ: for Truth.

But Youth, Truth, Treafure and Plcafurc',

The Devil or what may fall;
To Giants profcribe no Meafure,

I Bid at One-and -All. L

Tun
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T'une, Abvot of Canterbuyy:
How curious to mark the furprize of the Towa;
T'o fee Truth exalted, Difhonour pull’d down :
All Tricks low and lictle difpis’d by the Great,
And Honefty fix’d for a Maxim of State,

Derry Down, &c.,

To fec our lac’d Lordlings deferving of Truft,
Our Clergymen pious, our Juftices juft :
Our Court Ladies blufh, and our Thing of a Beau
A fomething befide a meer nothing but fhew.

Derry Down, &c.

To fee Mirth with Innocence walking the Land;
And Probity taking free T'rade by the Hand :

And the Courts of our Law from iniquity clear,
O “Fack what a rare Revolution were here,

Derry Down, &c.
SONG X.
Apvice 2o t2¢e LADIES.

Y, YOrc1ve ye Fair, nor take it wrong,
! It ought too much I do 2
Permit me while I give my Song,
To give a Leflon too:
Togive, ¢-c. .
I.et Modefty that Heaven born Maid,
Your Words and Actions Grace,
“T'is this, and only this can add,
- New luftre to your Face.

R "Tis
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>T'is this which paints the Virgin’s Cheeks,
Beyond the Power of Art;
And every real Blufh befpeaks,
The goodnefs of the Feart:
'T'his Index of the virtuous Mind, .
Your Lovers will adore ;
¥T'is this that leave a Charm behind,
W hen Bloom can Charm no more.

Infpir’d by this to idle Men,
W ith nice Referve behave ;
And learn by diftance to Maintain,
The Power your Beauty gave :
For this when Beauty muft decay,
Your Empire will protect ;
"The Wanton pleafes for a Day,
But ne’er creates Refpect.

W ith this their filly Jefts reprove,
W hen Coxcombs dare intrude ;

Nor think the Man is worth your Love,
Who ver.tures to be rude

Your Charmis when cheap will ever Pall,
They fully with a touch;

And tho’ you mean to grant not all,
You often grant too much.

But patient let each virtuous Fair,
Expett the gen’rous Youth;
Whom Heaven has doom’d her Heart to fhare,

And blefs’d with Love and Truth :
I
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For him alone preferve her Hand,
And wait the happy Day ;

When he with Juftice can Command,
And fhe with joy Obey.

SONG XL

Hark sway the merry ton'd Hornm
( In WELSH. )

Lwci Y Corn mwyn ydon y myn u dudd
Rwng Alwur yr alwad yr uld

Tur Bryn y ftob Lilwn ynwn Llawn

U Hulywr Gaydwug yr uwyg yr awn

Ful Dymma drwy dydd

Yn Cantyn y fydd

Cyd flyddwn dylwnyn Myr nyw Myr Hy

Pan fon gyd yr Cwnmyn Syrc yny Swn

Ny dcos ddim Cymdy ddon Myr W ynyun

yny

Cyr yr Llon gyd yr fron Cyd y fro
Bydd pob men yn udlefun Hil lo!
Pan yr Godiad yr hediad y wnyf
Yn Swn Dyfwr yr awyr yr uf
Ful Dy mma ¢

Pant yr Pant Pan yr Mynudd yr Awn
Pam yr flafus ywr plefuer y Gawn
Ac nys Guer yny Sawl ym u Sydd
Pa Hafrydwch ddy fyrwch y fydd |
Ful Dymma. &re.

B 2 Gwy
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Gwyll yr Blas yr yn Blyflwn y Sydd
Nwr yl fwndyr yr Hwdyr yr hydd
Hylun Hy Gynoym ni Gwmni Mwyn.
Can Llwchunydd ywr Gynoch yr Twyn
Ful Dymma, ¢rc.

An ODE to MOLL?Y.

H E Birds that from the Lime-twig flies,
W ith caution fhuns the School Boy’s tricks;
We who wou’d be thought more wife,

Can’t fhun the Lime-twigs for our Sex :
The Female kind our Heart enfnare,

“I'ts grown a Science to Trepan ;

The ftudied Look, the fathion’d Air,
'O thame, can conquer God-like Man,

T'o footh the feeling focial Breaft,

And calm the noify World’s alarms,
To welcome Rapture, Peace and Reft,

W ith Beaury’s foft endearing Charms ;
By native Power of Face and Mind,

"T'o be ar once both Bleft and Blefs,
For this the Gods the fair defign’d,

And not to Patch, to Paint, and Drefs.

When Nature kind exerts her skill,
And frames a heavenly Face and Mein ;
How vain to coneradiét her Will,
Ah! ler the Angel ftill be feen,
bucp Beautry needs no mortal Aid,
But cver brightens in the good ;
| Beliewe
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Believe me Nature never made,
A gay Coquette, or formal Prude.

The glare of Tinfel vaniry, .
The mental Eye may chance approve ;
But Senfc and Heaven-born Modefty,
Muft win the Soul, the Scar of Love:
The blooming Maid whom thefe adorn,
With pity view her Sex’s follv ;
And radiant as the Rays of Morn,
Thele Virtues fhine in theey;, O M LLy.

SO NG XIL

HArRVEST HOoME.

OME Roger and Nell, come Simkii and
Bell,
Each Lad with-his Lafs Lither come,
With Singing and Dacing, in Pleafure advainciag
T’
To celebrate Harvelt home.
(" Tis Ceres bid Play, and kcep Houtday
to celebrate Harveit home, Harveit
Chor s
home, Harvcit home,
To celcbrate EHarveit nome.

Cur Labour is o’er, our Burns in full ftere,
Now f{well with Rich gifts of the Lirnd
Let each Man then take for the Prongandthe Pake
His Can and his Lafs in his Hand,
-For Ceves, ¢re
No Courtier can be as happy as we, |
In Innocence, Pattimeand Mirta

Whilg -
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\While thus we caroufe with our Sweathcart or
Spoufe,
And Rejoice o’¢er the Fruits of the Earth,
For Ceres, ¢re,

S ON G XIIL

The RAREE-SHOW.

Firft prefent you a Prime Minifter, |
| 'Free from Thought and Action {inifter ;
Publick gocd his Square and Meafure,

Himfeif his Country’s truft and treafure,

Who'll {hew me fuch a Show.

Here’s Humility in high Station,
Diguoity ftript of Oftentation ;
Friendfhip here out goes Profeffion,
Here is Power without Oppreflion,
O the fineft Show.

Courtiers frank yet with Civility,
Peers to Virtue who owe Nobility ;
"This you fcarce will Credit ’till you fee,
Next where Piety weds with Prelacy,
O the wondrous Show.

Courtly Dames with Chaftity laden,
Widows in will, each Soul 2 Maiden ;
Nuns fecluded from all Temptation,
Fryars and yet no Fornication.
| A Pound to fee the Show.

SON G
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SONG XIV.

The 7R IS H NURSE,

RRA my “Fudy wan’t Ia booby,
When I wou’d Love, when I wou'd love:

you ;
But if I didn’t adore ;mu behind and before you,
The Devil may take me, Devil may takc me.

I'll gt;) over to France, to take my dull Chance,
- My Fortune to better :

And'if I am drowned, pray be not confonnded,
I’'ll fend you a Letter. -

O Capt. Obrian why was you fo cruel,
To drive away Cafty; .

Put if he comes hither, I’ll curiy his Leather,
And make him uneafy.

Altho’ I'were driven be Capt. Olrian,)
From the County ct Kerry ;

Och Hone my dear Life, Devil burn you
But you may be Merry.

For Fighting and Fencing, for Cudgeling and:
Dancing,
I'll near value no Man ; -
For while I’'m in my Mettle, I'm’s hot asa Kettle
Fight Capt. Oorian.

And now udy Wall fhou'd you after all,

Refufe me to Marry ;
qu.’ Soon

el
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Soan you fhall fee hang’d on a high Tree,
Your own poor Paddy.

A TALE. From RABELAIS.

W O Goflips prating in a Church,
The Devil, who’ ftood upon the Lurch,

In Short-hand on a Parchment-Roll
Wrote down their Wards ; and when the Scroll
Could hold no more (it was fo full)
His Devilfthip began to pull
And ftretch it with his Teeth, which failing,
He knock’d his Head againft the Railing,
St. Mortin laugh’d, tho’ then at Mafs,
To fee the Devil fuch an Afs.
"To think a Parchment-Roll, or ¢’en a Skin
Could hold two Women’s Chat when they begia.

Y'be RETORT. From RABELAIS.

N E married to a Country Flirt
Full skittifh, fays the Youth,
Bite me, my Dear, if you I burt,
My Finger’s in your Mouth.

When all was o’er, he ask’d his Bride,,
If any Thing did {ting her,

She, by a Queftian too, reply’'d

" Awud did I bite your Finger.

SONG
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SONG XV.
NANNY—O0

Hit.e fome for Pleafure wafte:their Health -

“I'wixt Lais and the Bagaio ;
I'll fave myfelf and without ftealth,

Kifs and carefs my Nanny——0 :
She bids more fair, to engage a Fove,
Than Ledu did or Dange emesmO

Where I to paint the Queen of Love,

None clte fhou’d fit- but Namny=——Q.

Ay bonny, bonny Nanmy G,
Chorus My lovely Charming Nanny O

>
I care not tho’ the World (Lo’d know,
O..

How dearly 1love Nanny

How joyfully my Spirits rife,”
When D:mcing‘fEe moves finely O 5
I guefs what Heaven is by her Lycs,
They fparkle fo Divinely O :
Ye Gods attend my Vows, while 1
Breathe in the bleft Britanni——O ,
None’s Happinefs I'l] €’er envy,-
As long’s ye Grant me INaznny
My benny, &c.

The LADY’s DELIGHT.
ﬂL‘M ERIA loves her deareft Pugg fo much,

O:

‘Her Soul feels Pleafure at the Creatures

Touch : -«

B s i Noxws
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Nor at lefs Price does fhe her Gelding rate,
But thinks him hardly us’d to bear her Weight ;
No Animals fhe has at her Command,

But daily taftes the Bounties of her Hand :
Such foft Humanity wou'd fure attone,

For all the Evils Woman-kind has done—
She is {» fond of Bealts, fhe has made her Hus-

band one.
SONG XVIL

Old ENGL ANJD for ever.

O F good Englifh Beer our Songs we’ll raifc
W e've Rl ht by our free-born Charter
And follow our br.we Fore-father’s Ways,
Wholiv’d in the Days of King Arthar :
Of thofe Gallant Days loud Fame has told,
Beer gave the ftout Brétons Spirit,
InLove they {poke T'ruth, and in War they wcre
bold,
And flourifh’d by dint of Mlerit,

CHORTUS

Then like them crown your Bowls,

Your jolly brovyn Bowls, and tofs them
off clever.

‘To all true Englifh Souls, to all true
Englifl; Souls

And Old England, Old England for ever.

Huzza, Old England, huzza,Old England,

Hu uzza, Old England, Old E?glrmd forever
The
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The glory in Love and War they worn,

By fighting Retreats and Sallies ;
Were by the Production of their own

Good Beer, and Roaft Beef in their Bellies :
All Foreign Attempts they did difdain,

So fir’d with Refolution 3}
For Liberty then they’d Bleed every Vein,

To keep their old Conftitution,

Then like them, ¢rc.

Like them let us Drink, and Fill and Sing, .
T'o all who cur State are aiding ; ‘
T'o Commerce, that all our Wealth does bring, ..
And every branch of our Trading :
By Commerce all Grandcur we fuftain,
That makes us a powerful Nation ; .
J'hen let us agree, and with Vigour maintaia, .
OQur Trade and our Navigation.

Then like them, &c. .

SONG XVII .

SEQUEL # the BrowN-BEER ‘of
OLp ExNGLAND. .

' I \H O’ the Fremch in their Soups and Ragcuts .=

are excecding,
What thofe Fops do in War, {s not worth our «
heeding, ..
For the Englifhman’s fighting is jult likehis.feeding~ -
O the Roaft Beef of Old England, and O : «
the Qld Englifh Roalft Bect.

Wich -
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With their Bellieswell fill'd, foon the Battle they'
join,
Which makes them ta Fight, as they cid at e
Boyn ;
¥ach Man with a Pound of a Rump. or Sir-loin.
' O the Roaft, &-c.

Now to finifh my Song; and myfelf to Difcharge,
'To keep free from Party, nay even from the
Verge;
Read Daniel D Foe, and he’ll tell you at large.
Of the Realt, ¢re.

S ONG XVIIL

HOLLY and 1V Y.

H'I L E Winter.in her hoary Age,
In peircing Storms exerts her Rage,
Good Punch will chear the Soul,.
While Doctors fwarm the Town.abour,
Coach here, Coach there, and make fuch Rout ;.
We'll Quatt the flowing Bowl.

CHORUS.
Then Drink and joie the chearful Cry,
Horry and Ivy. who will buy.

While Lawyers blufter in the Hall,
And for their Clrents ftoutly bawl,
When touch’d with golden Fee.;
"Tho’ half a Sleep on Holliday.
They ftill may Nod for me.
Then Drink, cre.
Whil-
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While late at Night the Country Swain,

In Froft and Snow o’er dreary Plain,.
Flies faithful to his Lafs

While Rakes to Cowent Garden run.

And more by Gaming are undone,

I fill the {parkling Glafs.
Then Drink, ¢c.

While Pallion thus points out the aim,;
And each purfues his fav’rite Gome,
I'll keep my own in View;
Blelt with my Dottle and my Friend,
With Mirth the prefent Year I’ll End,

In Mirilr begin the New..
Then Drink, ¢

S ON.G XIX.

E.A N N 7.

OV E when he faw my Fanny's Face, .
W ith. wondrous. Rathon mov'd ; |

Forgot the Care-of Human Race, .

And felt at laft he Lov'd:
Then to the God of foft defire,

His Suit he thus addrefs’d ;
[ Fanny Love with mutual Fire, -

O touch her tender Breaft,

Your fuit is hopelefs Cupid-cries,
I lov’d.the Maid befoge

Whﬂt Rival me, the POWCI',. replics, i
Whom Gods and Men adare:.
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He grafp’d the Bolt, he fhook the Springs
Of his imperial Throne ;
While Cupid wavd his rofy wings,
And in a Breath was gone.

Q’er Earth and Seas the Godhead flew,
Bu: ftill no fhelter found ;

For as he fled the dangers grew,
And Light’ning flafh’d around :

At length his trembling Fear impels,

~ His flight to Fanny’s Eyes ;

Where happy, fafe and pleas’d he dwells,

Nor minds his native Skies.

S ONG XX..

F Love be a fault, and in me thought a crime,

I How great’s my Offence ? bear ye witaefs, O-

Lime

"The Days and the Nights,and the Hours as they’ve.

roll’d, _

You know may be felt,. but arc ne’er to be told :
One Day pafs’d away and faw nothing but Love,
Another came on and the fame thing did prove ;
‘T'he Sun‘it grew tir’d {till to look on the famé,
But I was more pleas’d as the next Moment.

came.

I faw you all Day, and all Day with new guft,
And yet every Day was to me as the firft; |
Thus fleetmng T'ime pafles with down on.its Wings
But whillt this remains, reftunenvy’d -ye Kings: -

If this be a Crime be my Judges yc fair,
| And
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And if I muft fuffer for what is fo rare,
True Lovers hereafter this wonder {hall tell.
The caufe of my Death was for Loving too
well.

Political CONVERSATION.

S TZom the Porter went up Ludgare-Fill,
A gmiinging Show’r oblig’d him to ftand
ill
So, in the Right-Hand Paffage thro™ the Gate,
He pitch’d his Burden down, juft by the Grare,
From whence the doleful Accent founds away,
Pity the poor and bungry Debtors pray.

To the fame Garrifon from Paul’s Church-Yard,
An half-drown’d Soldier ran to mount the Guard :
Now Tom (it feems) the Ladpareer and be, '
Had all been old Acquaintance formerly,

And as the Coaft was clear by cloudy Weather,
They quiekly fell into Difcourfe together.

"T'was in December when the Highland Clans,
Had got to Derbyfhire from Freffon Pans ;
And [truck all London with a gen'ral Pannick,
But mark the Force of Principles Brstannick !
The Soldier told ’em frefh the City News,
Juft piping hot from Stock-j. bbers and “Fews ;
Of French Fleets landing, and of Dutch Neutrahity,
Of Jealoufies at Court amongft the Quality ;
Of Swarfom-Bridge, that never was pull’d down,

Of all the Rebels in full March to Town ;
- And
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And of an Hundred Things befide, that made
Lord-Mayor himfelf, and Aldermen afraid :
Painting, with many an Oath, the Cafe in View,
And ask’d the Porter what he thought to do 2
Do ? fay he, (gravely) what 1 did before ¢
What I have done theéfe Thirty Years and more,
Carry, (as I am like to do) my Pack,
1t that but hold I care not ; for my Pare,
€ome as come will, I nc’er {hall break my Heare,
I don’t fee Folks that fight about their Thrones,
Mind either Soldiers Fleflh, or Porters Bones ;
Whoe’er gets better- when the Battle’s fought,
Thy Pay nor mine will be advanc’d a Groat : .
But to the Purpofe now. we are met here,
DIl be my Penny tow’rds a Pot of Beer.

The Soldier, touch’d a little with Surprize .-
To fee his Friend’s Indifference, replies, .
What you fay, Brother, to be fure is good,
But, our Religson, Tom, (G—d d—n my Blood;)
What will become of our Religion ? Truer
Says the Fasél-Bird—and cur Freedom. too 2.
it the Pretender (rapt he out) comes on,
Our. Lioerties and Propertses are gone !

And fo the Soldier and the Prifoner joi’d,
To work-up Zom into a-berter Mind ;-
He {faring, dumb with- Wonder ftruck and Pity,
Toek up his Load, and-march’d into the City.-

FONO
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$ O N G XXI.
The 48§ in VOGUE.

U S H about the brisk Bowl, "twill enliven
the Hearr, .
W hile thus we {it round on the Grafs :
The Lover who tatks of his fuffering and fmare,
Deferves to be reckon’d an Afs,

The Wretch who fits watching his ill-gotten pelf,
And wifhes to add to the Mafs;

Whate’er the Curmudgeon thinks of himfelf;
Deferves to be reckon’d an Afs.

The Beau who fo fimart, with his well Powder’d .
Hair,
An Angel beholds in the Glafs :
And thinks with Grimace to fubdue all the Fair,
May juitly be reckon’d an Afs. |

The Merchant fronm1 Climate to Climate will roam
Of Crzfus the \Vealth to furpafs ;

And oft while he’s wandring, my Lady at Home,
Claps the Horns of an Ox on an Afs.

The Lawyer fo grave when he puts in his Plea,
With Forehead well cover’d with Brafs

Tho’ he talks to no Purpofe he pockets his Fee,
‘There you, my good Friend, are the Afs,

The formal Phyfician who knows every Ill
Shall laft be produc’d in this Clafs ; The
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The Sick Man a-while may confide in his Skill,
But Death proves the Doctor an Afs.

Then let us Companions be jovial and gay,
By turns take our Bottle and Lafs ;

Forhe who his Pleafures puts off for a Day,
Deferves to be reckon’d an Afs.

SONG XXII.

Sweet N_ 4 N of the VayrLE.

N a fmall pleafant Village, by Nature. com.
. leat,
Of a few hgneﬂ.Shepherds the quiet Retreat
"There livid a young Lafs of 'fa%o'ﬁc‘ly a Mein; -
"That feldom at Balls, or at Courts can be feen :
The fweet Damask Rofe was full blown on her
Cheek, .
The Lilly difplay’d all its White on her Neck ;
- The Lads of the Village, all ftrove to prevail,
And call’d her. in Raptures, faweer Nan of the Vale.

Firft young Hodge {poke his Paffion, “till quite
out of Breath, |

Crying wounds he wou’d hug her, and kifs her to
Death ;

And Dick with her Beauty was fomuch pofleis'd,

That he loath’d his Food and abandon'd his Reft:

But fhe cou'd find nothing in them to Endear,

So fent them away to figh their Difpair,

And faid no fuch Booby’ cou'd tell a love Tale,

Or bring to Compliance favees Nan of rhe Vale.m
| Till
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"T'ill young Roger the fmarteft of all the gay Green,
Who lately to Londen, on a Frolick had been,
Came home much improv'd, in his Air and Addrefs
And boldly atrack’d her, not fearing Succefs ;

He faid Heaven form'd fuch ripe Lips to be kifs’d,
And prefs’d her {o clofely, fhe cou’d not refift,
And fhew’d the dull Clowns, the right way to

Aflail,
And brought to his wifhes faveer Nan of the Vale.

S O NG XXIIL

The Fair for ever.

M U S 1C K attune thy lyre,.
And imp my tender Wing ;

Lend all your aid, ye facred Choir,
‘The charming Fair to fing :

To fing what T'ranfports they difplay,
How Beéauty chears the Ball ;

Ye gen’rous Wits attend my Lay,
Ye Beaux be filent all.

Man was in Paradife unbleft,
No focial Biifs he knew,

"T'ill God-like Woman ftood confeft,
Celettial to his View :

With awe he gaz’d, with joy admird,
His Makers beft Deccree, .

Delights unknown his Bofom fir’d,
And Love his Tongue fet free.
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In every Age, in every Clime.
The Sex 1s ftill Renown’d ;

They Tune the Soul to Aéts fublime,
And all the Paflions bound :

Like bright Aurora’s genial Beam,
They gild the anxious Mind ;

And Love and Beauty reign {fupreme,
T'o Charm and Blefs Mankind.

The Patriots zeal, the Warriors glow,
‘T'he raptur’d Poets fire ;

T'en Thoufand tender joys we know,
“I'is Female charms infpire :

Let ratiing Fops defpife the Sex;
And Blifs th ey cannot {kare ;

The Wile will thus their Standard fix,

For ever Live the Farr.

EPIGRAM 07 the prefent State of the Twve
THEATRES.

N'E proud Golizh, Gath could boalt,
And Pbiliftsmes of yore:
But Covens-Garden’s threat’ning Hoft,
Boaft one Geliah more.

Yet fear not you of Drury-Lane,
By little Champion led,

Their * two Goliahs roar in vain,
While David's at your Head.

* Mr. 9. » and Mr. B

SONG
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SONG XXIV.

‘The Hapry CoOUPLE.

HEN Morn her {weets fhall irft unfold,
And paint the fleecy Clouds with Gold ;

On turfted Green, O let me play,

And welcome up the jocund Day :

Wak’d by the gentle Voice of Love,

Arife my fair, arife and prove,

'The dear Delights fond Lovers know,

The beft of Bleflings here below,

The beft of Bleflings here below.

To fome clear River’s verdant fide,

Do thou my happy Footiteps guide ;

In concert with the purling Stream,

We’ll Sing and Love, fhall be the Theme :
E’re night affumes her gloomy Reign,
When fhadows lengthen o’cr the Plain ;
We'll to yon Myrtle Grove repair,

Yor Peace and Pleafure wait us there.

The laughing God, there keeps his Court,
And little Loves inceffant Sport,
Around the winning Graces wait,
And calm Contentment guards the Seat :
There loft in Kxtacies of Joy,
While tendereft Scenes cur Thoughts employ,
We’ll blefs the Hour our Loves begun,
The happy Moment madc us one,

The happy, cre.

SON G
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SONG XXV.

O dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long
Declar’d his fix'd Patlion, and dy’d for a
Song ;
'He went one May Morning to mect in the Grove,
By her cwn dear Appointment the Goduels of
Love ;
Mean while inthe Mind all her Charms he ran d’er,

And doated on each ; can @ Lover do more ¢

He waited, and waited, then changing his Strain,

“I'was Fury, and Rage, and Difpair, and Difdain:

"The Sun was commanded ro kide his dull Lighr,

And the whole courfe of Nature was alter’d down
right.

*T'was his halg)leﬁ__ Fortune to die and adore,

But never to change ; can @ Lover do more ?

Cleora, it hap’d, was by Accident there ;

No Rofe-bud {o tempting, no Lilly fo fair;

He prefs’d her white Hand, next hLer Lips he
eflay’d,

Nor would fhe deny him, fo civil the Maid !

Her kindly Compliance his peace did reftore ;

And dear Amaryliis was. thought of no more.

SONG XXVI.

IN CE “%ennythinks mean her Heart's Love
to deny,
And Peggy’s unealy when Harry's not by :

[ will
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[ will own without Blufhing, were all the World
by.
And Wslly’s the Lad for me.

He brought 2 Wreath which his Hands did com-
pole
Where the dale-loving Lilly was turn’d with the
Rofe, _.
Young Myrtle in Sprigs, did the Border inclofe.
And W7lly’s the Lad for me.

By Myrtle, faid he, is my Paflion exprefs’d,

The Rofe, like your Lips, in Vermillion is dreft,

And the Lilly for Whitenefs woud® vie with your
Breaft.

And Wilb’s the Lad for me:

Thefe Ribbands of mine were his Gifts at the Fair,

My Mother looked crofs, and cry’d Fa»ny beware,

But d’ye think 1 regard her, not I, I declare.
And Willy’s the Lad for me.

Beneath a tall Beach, and reclin’d on his Crook,

[ faw my young Shepherd, how fweet was his
Look,

He ask‘d for one Kifs, but a Hundred he took.
And Willy's the Lad for me.

I cry’'d you're too rude, with affeted Difdain,
(For carly in Life we’re inftruéted to feign)
He made me no Anfwer, but kifs’d me again.
And Willy’s the Lad for me.
‘Then
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That what can I do, inftruct me ye,Maids,
When a Lover {o kmd‘v, {o warmly mvadcs,

W hofe Silence as muchas his Langurage periu.luas.
And Jil’y's the Lad for-me.

SONG XXVIIL

¥ ENNZ of the GREEN.

H I L E Othcrs ﬁ:rlp the new fail’n Snow'
"I w And fteal its Fragr: ince from the Rofc,
To drefs their Fancy’s Queen ; |
Fain would 1 ﬁng, but Words are fainr,
All Mufick’s Pow’r too weak to paint,
My }'mny of the Green.

Beneath this Elm, bcﬁdc"thls Stream,
How oft I vc-t*un’d thie Fav’rire Theme
" And told my Tale unfeen ;
While faithful in fhe Lover’s Caufe,
Thc W inds would murmur foft App me?.
To _‘}mryr of the Green,

With ]oy my Soul reviews thc Day
When deck’d in all the Pride of Aay,

- She hail’d the Sylvan Scene ;
Then ev’ry Nymph that hop’d to pleafe,
Firft ftrove to carch the Grace and Eafe,

Of Fermy of the Green: . -

Then deaf to ev’ry Rivals Sigh,
-On me fhe cafts her partial Eye,
Nor fcorn’d my humble Mein ; 4
"The
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The fragrant Myrtle Wreath I wear,
That Day adorn'd the lovely Hair,
Of Fenny of the Green.

Through all the Fairy Land of Love
I’ll feek my pretty wand'ring Dove,

The Pride of gay Fifteen ;
‘T'hough now fhe treads fome diftant Plain;
Though far apart, I'll meet again

My Fenny of the Green.

But thou, old Time, ’till that blefs’d Night,
That brings her back with fpeedy Flight,
Melt down-the Hours between,
And when we meet the Lofs repay,
“On loit’ring Wing prolong my Stay
With Fenmy of the Green.

SO NG XXIX:

A-HuntTiING SO N G.
HEN Phebus the Tops of the Hills does

adorn,

How fwect is the'Sound of the echoing Horn ;

When the:anteling Stag is rouz’d with the Sound,

Ereting his Ears pimbly {weeps o’er the Ground,

And thinks ke has left us behind on the Plain,

But ftill we p‘urfue, and now comes in view of
the glorious Game :

‘O fee how again he rears up his: Head,-

And winged with fear he redoublés his Speed :

C Bur
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But oh ! tis in vain that he flies,

That his Eyes lofe the Huntiman, his Ears lofe
the Cries -

For no¥ his Strength fails himhe heavely flies,

And he pants till with well fcented Hounds {ur-
rousded he dics.

S ONG XXX

O W Fhaebus finketh in the Weft,
| \Welcorme Song and welcome Jelt,
Midnight Shouts and Reveiry,
Tiply dance and Joliity,
Braid your Locks with Rofy Wine,
Dropping Odours, dropping Wire.
Rigour niow is gone to Bed,
And Advice with Scruplous Head ;
Serict Age and Sow r Severity
W ith their Grave Sow in Slumber lic.

SONG XXXI

Col. Lrge’s Hunting SO N G.

H E Morning -is Charming all Nature is
gay,
Away my brave Boys to your FHorfes away ;
For the Primeof our pleafure and quelt of the Hare
We have not {o n uch as 2 Moment to fpare:
Hark ! the merry ron’d Horn,
How melodious it founds ;
T'o the mufical Song,
Of the merry mouth’d Hounds.
In
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Ia yon ftubble Ficld we fhall find her below,
S2 ho! cries the Huntfman, hark to him, {fo ho!
Sce, fee, where fhe goes, and the Hounds have a
view,
Such Harmony Hande! hlmfclf never knew ;
Gates, Hedges and Ditches,
To us are no bounds ;
For the World 1s our own,

While we follow the Hounds.

Hold, hold it is a double, Hark hie, Tanner, hie,
'Tho’ a Thoufand tramﬁy him, a Thouﬁmd {hall
llf.‘ »
His beauty (ur afinz, his truth has been try’d,
At the head OFPthe Pack an mfallible Gmdc
T'o’s Cry the wide Welkin,
With Thunder refounds
The darliog of Hunters,

The glory of Ho unds.

O'er Highlands, and Lowlands, and \Voodlands
we fly,

Our Horfes full fpeed, and our Dogs in Full Ccry ;

Sumatcl’d are they Mouth'd, and fo even they
run

As they tune with the Spheres, and run with the
Sun :

Health, joy and felicity, dancing around,

And blcfs the gay Circle of Hunters .md
Hounds.

C » | The
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The old Hounds pufh forward a very fure fign,
'1'hc Hare tho’ a ftout one begins to decline ;
A Chace of two Hours or more fhe’s us led,
Ehe’s down look abeut you, they have her, ware
dcad :
How glorious a Death to be honour’d with
founds of Horns,
And a {hout to the Chorus of Hounds.

Here’s a hcialth to all Hunters, and long be their
{ves,
-May thcy never be croft'by their Sweethearts or
| Wives ;
May they rule their awn Paflions and e’erbe at reft,’
As the moft Lappy Men be they always the beft :
And free from the Care that the many fur-
rounds,
Sec Hecaven at the laft, when they fee no
more Hounds.

S ONG XXXIIL
SE E Maidens, ye Wives, and young Maidens

Rejoice,

Proclaima thanksgiving with heart and with voice ;
Since Water were Waters I dare boldly fay,

¥ ou ne'er hadmore eaufe for 2 Thanksgiving-day :
For frem Loondon Townthere is lately comedown,
Four able Phyficians that never wore gown

W hofe Phyfick is pleafant, tho’ theirdofesarelarge,
And you may be cur’d without danger ar charge.

No bolus, no vomit, no portion, no pill,
-Which
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W Lich fometimes do cure, but oft’ner do kill;
Your tafte or your palate need ne'er be difpleas’d,
If you'll be advis’d, you’d buy one of thefe :

For they have a new drug, ’tis call’d the clofc hug,
’T'will rncng your Complexion, and make you lcok,

g '

*T'is a fovereign balfam, when once well apply’d,
For tho’ wounded at heart the paticnt ne’er dy'd.

In the Morning you nced mot be rob’d of your reft,
For in your warm bed this phyfick works Beft ;
What tho’ in the taking fome ftirring’s requir'd
The motion {o pleafant, you cannot be tir’d :
On your backs you muft lye, with your bodies
rais’d high ?
And one of thefe Doctors muft always be nigh ;
Who ftill will be ready to cover you warm,

For if you take cold all phyfick does harm.

But before thefe fine Do&ors will give their.
direCtion, ‘

They always confiders the patieats complexion
If fhe hath a moift palm, or a red head of hair,
She requires more balfam than one Man can {pare:
If fhe hath a long nofe the Lord above knows,
How manny large handfuls muft go to a dofe ;
Ye Ladies that hath fuch ill {fymptoms as thefe, .
In confcience and honour fhou'd pay double fees.

And o let us give to théfe Docltors due praife,
Who to all kind of perfons their favours convey ;
"T'o the ugly for pity’s fake ftill fhou’d be fhown,
But as for the handfome they’re cuc’d for their own:
C 3 &n
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“oOn their filver or gold they never lay hold,

For what comes fo freely they fcorn fhall be fold ;
‘Then join with thefc Doctors and heartily pray,
T'hat the power cf their phyfick may never decay.

An FEPILOGUE of an O W L.

HAT do you Starey, amd Wonder at 2 my

Fow! ¢

Ts it_[bﬁrmge a Sight to fee am Owl ¢

if you think Jo, pray gaze at one another,
He bas among you mamny a booting Brotiar.

Don't be afham’d, 72y Bird, thy well fpread Faceg

Prowves thee a Bird of Fafhson, and of Race,
And gi've; thee a ﬁrang inﬂuence in this Place.
“Yoat pity it is he ba'n't a Hat and IVig, |
Horw wonw’d be Swear, and Swagger and lock Big !
Fi‘ere be bus full-drefs’d out froms T.p to T e,
Tawo Fhores, a Chariot, Equipage for Show,
Of ail Mankind he'd be the grearcft Beau.
Then for & Voice !
His Pipe's [o Sbrill, of luch Flaymenions Ring,

S0 fweet Le might in Handels Opera Sing :

And woi’d be tell, wbhat gentle Nywphs be [pies,
Thesr Evening pranks, as be the Welkin flies,
iWnen they begin 1o IVing their filent ﬂfg»{?f ’

FuR inthe glooming (hadings of Owl-Light

He cou’d but he's by Nature Clofe and Hufh,
And wen’t for (hame put Ladies to the Blufh.

His bigh attainments in all parts of Knowledyge,

2o fnew bis Educati-n in the College.

From
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From bis Sage Phiz, and Philofophic Looks,

"Tis plain he bas Convers’d with modern Books.
Read Woifton, Clarke and Clindon, d'er and o"cr,
With Collins, Coward, Tindall, many more :

And tho’ perbuaps fome mzy him think a Blinker,
Ican aflure you Sirs, he's a Free Thinker.

Who knows to what Preferment he nay Climb 2
He may a “fudge, a General be in Time

His Fudgment, Ceurage, Grawety aregreat,
Suited to any Foft, in Camp or State.

If for the Gown be rather Aims 2 -

They'll ne'er defert, nor leave hém in the Lurch,
For Owls are ftill obfcr</’d abour the Church :

Or if thou would [ thy Country’s Right protelt,
Defend Old Laws, or Publick Schemes Lreld,

At next Eleltion, as a Member fit, |
Thou fhalt be chofe i3 Parliament to Sit.
A Senate pick’d, Compos'd of (uch as You,

What wonders for the Nation wou’d st do?

But thou muft die, and when thy Life is fled, -
Some Britifh Bard (hall {ay, Alafs he’s Dead !

In Rbimes as [oft as §s the Poets Head.

Thus (hall be Sing ==

Hcw many Nations join to make thee Grear, '

To (well thy Figure, build thy Fame Compleat 3%

Xrench Faish, Englifh Religicn, Irifh Wis, J
In bim alone tb?féjoint Perfe&'iam X141 ,1
Byt come — no more my Bird, as we came bither,

So we'll mavch off kke filly Owls togaher,

SONG
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SONG XXXHI.

FUGG?I’s Chrif’ning.

H EN So! had loos’d his weary teams,
And turn’d his Steeds a grazing ;

‘T'en fathom deep in Neptune’s ftreams

His Thetis lay embracing -
"I'be Stars tripp’d in the Firmament,

Like Milk Maids on a May-day ;
Or Country Lafles a Mumming fent,

Or School Boys on a Play Day.

YWhen apace grow on the grey Ey'd Morn,
the Herds in Fields were Lowing,

Arnd ’mongft the Poultry in the Barn,
the Plowman’s Cock was Crowing ;

When Roger dreaming of golden Joys,
was wak’d by a Revel Rourt Str,

And Cscely told him he needs muft Rife,
for his Fuggy was crying out Sir,

Not half fo merry the Cups go round,
at the tapping a goad Ale Firkin, -

As Roger when his Hofen and Shaon. he'd found,
and Button’d his Leather’'n Jerkin ;

Grey Mare he Saddi’d with wond’rous Speed,
with Pillion on Buttock right Sir,

And for an old Midwife away he rode,
to bring the young Brat to Light Sir.

O good Mother I pray get up,

the fruit of my Lubours now come,
And
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And there lies ftrugling in Fuggy’s Wom",

and cannot get out till you come ;

'l help it cries she old Hag ne’er doubt,
thy Fuggy thall do well again Boy,

For lfe warrant thee I can get the Kid out, .
as well as thou got’ft in Boy.

The Mare now Mouﬁting very foon,
no Whip nor Spur was wanting,
And foon as the old Wife enters tie Room,
Whew ! Crys out the Bantlihg ;
A f=male Chit fo fmall was Born,
You might have put it into a Flaggon, -
And it muit be Chrift’n’d that very Morn,
For fear it fhou’d Die a Pagon.

There was Roger and Do/, and conftant Kare,-
goilips to this great Chriftning,

And while the gagd Wives did merrily Prate,
“Fuggy in Bed lay lift'ning ;

Some tatk’d of this,- fometalk’d of thaty
of Chat they were not Sparing,

Some faid it was fo Small a Brag
’twas hardly worth the Rearing .

But Roger he ftruted about the Hall,

as great as the Prince of Condi ;
He cries altho’ her parts are.fmall,

they may be bigger one Day:: |
What tho' her Thighs and Legs be clofe,

and as little as any Spider, |
Y ou nced not fear but in fixteen Year,

fhe'll lay them a greac deal wader.

C a For
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For then She’ll be a Woman grotvn,
Ize hau'd five Pound in Money,
And will have a little one of her own,
as well as Fugzy my Honey ;

O thefe will be ]ggyful days to fee,
and 1’1l {trive for to advance her,

That “Fuggy may 2 Granny be,
then I fhall be a Granfire.

The nappy Ale went {wiftly Round,
as brown as any Berry ;

With which the good Wives being Crown'd,
they all were wond’rous Merry ;

‘Then Roger he tip'd it over the Thumb,
to every honeft Neighbour,

faying, a twelve Month hence pray come,
Once more to my Fuggy's Labour.

SONG XXXIV.
rr QO plain dear Youth, thefe Tell tale Eyes,

my Heart your own declare,
But for Heaven’s Sake let it fuffice,
you Reign Triumphant there.

Forbear your utmoft Power to try,
nor iarther Urge your Sway,
I’refs not for what I muft deny,
tor fear I {hould obey.

But cculd your Arts fuecefiful prove,

woa'd youa Maid undo? .
| Thofe.
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\W hofc o-reateft fanlmg 1s her Love,
and that her Love for You.

Say, wou’d you ufe that very Power,
you from her fondnefs Claim ; -
To ruin in one fztal Haur,
a Lifc of fpotlets Famge.

Ah ! ccafe my Dear, todoanlil
becaufe perhaps you may : |

But rather try your utmoft Skill,
"T'o fave me then betray.

Be you yourfelf, my Virtue’s Guard,
defend and ‘not purfue ;

Since ’tis a Task for me to hard,
to {trive with Love and You.

SONG XXXV.

BLOWZABELLA..

F  Anna Charms let others tell,
Or bright Eliza’s Beaty,

My Song fhali be of Blowzabel,
to Sing of her’s my-Duty ;

The fair who arm’d with Cupids D'u"'s,
his ames ahd other matters,

Is all around bchung with Hcartq
As Beggars are with Tartters.

To lavifh Nature much ﬂ]e owes, -
and- much to Education,-

Ye
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Ye¢ Giris, and Boys, and Belles, and Beaux,
are ftruck with admiration ;

FFor blended in her Cheeks there lies,
the Carrot and the Turnip,

And who beholds her blazing Eyes,
his very heart they burn up.

tHer dainty Hands are red and blue,
her Teeth all black and yellow,
Her curling Hair of Saftron hue,
her Lips like any Tallow ;
Her Voice fo loud and eke fo fhrill,
far off it is admired,
Her Tongue — which never yet lay fill,

and yet was never tired.

Ten thoufand wonders rife to View,
al} o’er the lovely Creature,

‘The pearly Sweat like Morning dew,

- gilds every fhining Feature !

As Haac of his Ffaalaid, '

fhe’s like 2 Forreft favour ;

"Thrice happy Man for whom the Maid,

referves her hidden Favours,

O Blowzabel for thee we pant,
far thee our Hopes afpire ;
For thou haft all that Lovers want,
to quench their raging Fire :.
l'hen kindly.take us to thine Arms,
and in € n fave us,
From Asna’s and Eljxa’s Charme, -
which cruelly enflave us,

SONG



( 61 )
SONG XXXVI.

E Gales that gentle wave the Sea,
And pleafe the canny Boatman,
Bear me frae hence, or bring to me,
My brave, my bonny Scotman :
Inhaly Bands we join’d our Hands,
yet mav not this difcover,

While Parents rate a large Eftate,
before a faithful Lover.

But I foor chufe in Highland Glens,
to herd the Kid, and Goat man,
¥'er 1 cou'd fic little Ends,
refufe my bonny Scot—man ;
Wae worth the Man who firlt began,
the bafe ungenerous fafhion,
Frae greedy views love’s: Art to.ufe,.
while ftrangers to .its Pailion.

Frae foreign Frelds, lovely Youth,

~ hafte tog?hy lon i:g Lafﬁc'f i

Who pants to prefs thy bawnny Mouth;,
and m her Bofom hawfe thee ;

Love gives the Word, then hafte on baard,
fair W inds and tenty. Boagrman,

Waft o’er, waft-o’er, frae yonders fhore,
my blyth, my bonay Scorman.

The RoBBER RoOoBB’D.

ertain Prieft had hoarded up-
¥ \ a Mafs of fecret Gold;

L]
- a4 - ]
h-d
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And where he might beftow it fue,

he knew not to be bola.

At laft it came into his Thought
tolock it in a Cheft;

Within the Chancel, and he wrote
thereon, Flic Deus eff.

A merry Grig, whofe greedy Mind
did long for fuch a Prey,

Refpeclting not the facred Words
That on the Casket lay ;

Took out the Gold, and blotting out
the Prieft’s Infcript thereon,

Wrote, Refurrexit, non eff hic:
Your God is rofe and gone.

SO NG XXXVIIL

The BLOOMING SPRINGO.

T H E gloomy Winter now forbears,

to glimmer on our Ifle;
The charming Spring her luftre bears,
all Nature feems to fmitle,
all Nature fcems to imile. -

"The Meadows they are painted greep,
the Sun bids forth the Day ;

And Flowers adorn the pleafant icene,
all Nature deigns to play.

The pmliné Streams and chryftal Floods,

the murmuring Brooks fo {weet ;

The .
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T he verdant Walks and thady \Woods,

combine to make Complcat.

Now Fithes wanton in the ftream,
and {portive Lambs do play ;

The Clown he whiftles to his Team,
all happy in the Day.

Repair ye Mortals, then repair
to a Country Life ’tis beft ;

The pleafing Scenes, fweet ambient Air,
give Joy, and Health and Reft.

HODGE and the DEVIL.
A TALE.

By Mr. J. NLTCO L L.

INon omne qrwd Micar
—— Aurum eff.

S there a Man, fo rich an Heir

T'o Fortune’s providential Care,
Whom Difappointments ne’er perplex,
Nor anxious Vifitations vex ?
In heavy L.oads Mankind have had ’em,
Down ftom their ancient Daddy Addams.

All is not Gold,. the Proverb f{ays,
That glitters, with refulgent Rays;
And thofe who court its bright Pofleflion,
Oft times embrace an airy Vificn.
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So wheén 't has been 2 poor Poet’s Fate
T o ’ve vain Dependance on the Great ;
Or Expeétation of a Purfe. -
Of fplendid Guineas for his Verfe;, -
And: Promifes arg.all his Gains,
What golden Dreams perplex-his- Braias !
Roger, a Swain, knew cither haw E
"To'drive a Cart, oranilk 2 Cow ; ‘-
And always had good Share of Plow;
When having fpent in Toil the Duy,
At Night he'd whiftle home his Way. .

It happen’d once upon a Tinie,
Poflefs’d with Learning-moit fublime,
Hodge converfation’d with the Devil,
Who ferv’d poor Hodge Trick m®it uncivia s
Indeed the Devil,.fay you? ay.;
And you fhall hear how by and-by.

Roger coming Home one Night, Siry

With a waundy Appetite, Sir;
tient Gut exciting, he

Breaks out in this Soliquy :
Ot all the Dainties Eating’s-good in, -
There’s none compar’d with Beef and Puddmg; -
Aad now and then, brave hearty Cheer!
A Jugg of Farmer Barley’s Beer, |
Than which there’s noughr-can better pleafe,
Well bung’d with Lunch of ‘Bread and Cheefe. .
But let me fee ——2as 'm 2 Smner; -

There’s all the Beef left, boil'd for Dimer@i |

I & & & A & a o
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¢ Ok! Beer, thou Source. of all Delighe, .
* With thee I'll ghy my Soul this Night !’

Hodge, being arriv’d at Pantry-Door,
Where he had lefr boil'd Beef galore : |
‘1™ his great Surprize and fmall Relief, ¥
He found that fome damn’d hungry Thicf,
Had made away wich all the Becf?
Oh! how he feorm’d and made a Rour,
Cou'd he but find the Villian out.
Howe’er, he {wore he’d have an Anfwer
The next Morn from cunning Man, Sir ;
But how he made it up with Belly,
1 will as brief as may be tell ye -
And, without any more ado,

The Sequel of the Tale purfue.

At Iaf}, fays Hodve, and feratch’d his Head,
¢ Muft I go Supperlefs to Bed 2
¢ No, ~—let me fce. a Spark o Fire
‘ Now wou’d gratify my Dcfire.’
*T'is found and having ta'en a Skil'er,
With Milk and Flour he hattes to fill ic;
Of which, a Mefs all on a fudden
Hemade and call’d it Hafty Pudding ;
And ot it having eat moft manful-
Ly, about a three Quart Pan full §
Roger began ro be at 1.t
And fo betook himfelf to Neit.
How fweet’s the Life of rural Swains ¢
W hat Blifs fucceeds their daily Pains?
His homely Hur, twice fifry Suns,

Had ftood ugvifited by Duans ;
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And no Importancy of State-
Affairs pcrplex d his peaceful Pate,
For let 'em go, Sir, as they will,
Roger is femper caden till.

But, lo! about the Dead of Night,
A hldcous cloven-footed Sprite
Appear’d to Hodse, with ftretch’d out Claws,
'The poor and harmlef3 tremblmg Swain,
Mumbling o’er his Pray’rs amain :
¢ I'm Pluto, Swain, the Phantom faid;
¢ Come, follow me, be not difmay’d. >’
\With cringing Bow and great Submiflion,
He ftrait obeys the dreadful Vifion..

I—Io:'gc behind, the Devil before,

Making their Exit out at Door ; ;
You wou'd ha’ burft your Sides with Laughter

"To've {¢en the Clown creep qmvermg after.

Into the Orchard Plute gacs,
With his black A - tow’rds Hodge’s Nofe,

\Where pO ntmcr to ancient TI’CE ‘ }

¢ Rozer, hard l)y that Root, 1ays he,
¢ T'here lics a Fund of Gold for theﬂ-
At that a Smile o erprcad his Face,
Apné Hudge began to've Heart of Grace,
And thus accofts the genrous ‘Devil,
¢ Faith, Matiter Pluto, this 1s civii,
€ And I ¢ver fhail endcavour
‘ T'o recompenfe this wondrous I'avour : —e——————
¢ Bur, hold tho’ — ftay — Low fhall I find
¢ The Place again, no Mark behind 2 v
¢ Good
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* Goud Sir, if "tis not too much Trouble,

* Will you el me that, Sir ? ———— Bubble.
* Sh—te near the Plng, and on my Wo
> Thou'lt know next Morning by the T

Hodge made a Shift I know not how,
To chank him with an aukward Bow
"T"hen {train’d tlie Token there to lw
And ftrait the Devil fled away.

Rmrer in the I\Iormnﬂ' wak’'d,

His cro]den Puddm:, beul bak’ d
And rubb’d his Eyes and rais d hIS Head,

And found a fwmgmg T d in Bed.
S ONG XXXVIII,

The ‘Boxxy Broom.

O W blith was I cach Morn to {ce,
my Swaiin come o’er the Hill,
He lcap'd the Brook and Hew to me,
[ met him with good Wil ;
" I neither wanted Ewe nor Lamb,
when his Flocks near me lw
Flc gathered in my Sheep at \zcrht
and chcar’d mwe ail the Day
O the Broom, the bonny bonny Broam,
where laft was my Repole,
I with [ was with my dear Swain,
with his Pipe and his Lwes.

'1e tun’d his Pipe and Recd {a {weet,
the Birds {tooud liftning by ;
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The fleecy Sheep ftood ftill and gaz'd,.
chaem’d with his Melody :
. e thus we fpent our Time by turns,
betwixt our Floocks and p.ay,
I envy’d not the faireft Dame,

tho’ e’er fo rich and gay.
O the Broom, &e¢.

He did oblige me ev'ry Hour,
could 1 but faithful be ;

He ftole my Heart could I refufe,
what e¢’er he ask’d.of me:.

Hard fate that 1 muft vanifh’d be,

gang heavily and mourn ;
Becaufe 1 lov’d the kindeft Swain

that ever yet was born.
- Q the Broom, &s. .

SONG XXXIX.

The Lafs with the golden Locks.
N O more of my Harrior, of Polly no more

Nor all the bright Beauties that charmd.
| me before ;

My felf for a flave to gay Venus I've fold: -

And barter’d my frecdom for Rin glets of Gold ;

1 throw down my. Pipe, and neglelts all my flocks
And will fing‘of my Lafs with the golden Locks.

Thus o’cr her white Forchead the gilt Trefies flow,
Like the Rays. of the Sun -on a Hillock of Snow ;

Such, Painters of old drew the Queen of the Fair
“Tis
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*T'is the tafte of the Ancients, ’tis claflical Hair |
And tho’ Witlings may fcoE and tho’ RaI.UCJ’)

mocks,

Yet I’ll fing of my Lafs with the golden Locks.

Then the Swan in the Brook, fhe’s more dear.to
ﬁght

Her Mein is more ftately, herbreaft is more white

Her Lips are like Rubies, all Rubies above,

W hich are fit for the Labour or- LGgmge of Love

At:the Park in the Mall, at the Play in the Box,

My Lafs bears the belle thh her golden Locks.

Her beautiful Eyes as they roll or they flow,

Shall be ‘glad for my Joy, or {hall weep for my
woe

She fhall cafe my fond Heart, and fhall footh my
foft Pain,

While thoufand of Rivals are ﬁghxng in vain :

Let them rail at the Fruit they can’t reach, like
the Fox,

While I have the Lafs with the golden Locks. |

EPI1GRAM on Fe==te and W---g.
HAT F—t¢ an Afs took off, the Story

oes,

And We=d bray'd, but {nuffled in the Nofe ;

T o whom their Ump:re cry’d -e— Peace, Peace,
you Puppy,

F=t’s the truc fnifid Afs — you but his Copy-.

pe®l
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An Epilogue on NO-BODY.

Exter No-body in o Cloak.
ELL Sérs! Ivwe kest omy Word, tho
as I take it

You were but fairly bite if I [hould break ir,
For what's azs Epilegue, if No body’s tofpeak s ¢
But leaft the bhameour 1 the Chear [hould lic,
Thus I transform myfelf to No-sody.

| [ Throws off bis Cloak ]
In this wile punning Form [ome antienst Neddy,
Zook on bimfelf to reprefent No-body.
Grofs is my Shape tis true, but rg:m my Mind
Is fraughs swith all the Vivtues of Mankind :
Tbe Lovers Threats, the Lawyers honeft Pleading,
The Train-bands courage, andthe Tirs good breeding.
The Mifers rAilins, the FWidows bafhful Eye, g

|

T he Tradefmans bonour andrhe Coguets Sincertty,
IWhe W.rld muft oawn Con/picuous are én Ne-body.
As Tve my Virtues, [o too I've my faélings s
One is juft with all AMankind Pliin-dealing.
Before Creatirn was 1beaff my Birth
Fram Shapelefs Chaos cldcr than the.Earth
Brother to Nothing, eldeft Son of Shade,
Before the Word swas, No-body was made.
Since its Formation I'm brouzbt into Ule,

£Ind tho’ moft Barimle(s, yer fuffer all abufe -
IVhen Mifcbief beppens Some-body has done i:
" Lnd yet its bayd that No-vody [houw d o2un it
At Court bow Places, how Preferments Sell,
Some-body knows, but No-tody muft tell ;
When wrong Steps in Government are made,
Always
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Always on No-body the Blunders laid :
And if to Publick Grievances they amount,
Why (2ill poor No-body’s call'd to accouns,
Ohb ! how wou'd [ome bere look rwcere I
To tell whar paffed awben No-body was by 2
Ob the warm pleajures you receive and gitve *
The Fows youw Swear waich only I believe :
o does my Name difpell the fair ones fear ?
¥ hew the Love wbifpering lafp falutes ber Ear?
By Heaven my Aﬂgd, No 50::’] £s near !
The foolifh Girl by wicked Men begusld,
Fhen ask.d bow came it 2 She with looks half
wild
Will [ay that No-body got her svith Child.
When the Galiant [urpriz’d bis Miftrefs leaves,
The Noife is beard, the Husband thinks it’s Thieves
Sudden be ftarts, and lond demands whofe there 2
Toe IVife replies tnere’s No-body my Dear.
When the I'lates loff tho’ laid in Cheft [esure,
Or the IVine drank tho’ double lock’d the Door, E
¥ho cow’] come there 2 wvhy No body to be [ure.
They call Us No-body that’s wrongly (aid,
IWe are a Body, tut we want a Head
Tbus Headlefs, Heartle[s, Pennyle(s we Flay :
Yet m::g/.?r get Moncy that I dare ro fay : g
If could prove we bad No-bedy to Pay.
Tbe ferward Mifs for Girls are given to lie,
Will at each fanlt cry s8 was Ne-body :
But bold Sir Negative for at this Rate,
A Man for ever might of Nothing Prate,
So let the fit ¢f Praife or Cenfure fcize ye,
You il muft own thar No-body can pleafe Ye.

SO N G



{72)
S ONG %XL.

BLyTH JoCkEY.

LYTH “foskey young and gay,
B is 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 Winter then with me,
But when'he tarries here,
~ ’tis Summer all the Year.

When I and Fockey met firft,

on th¢ Howry Dale,
Right fiveetly he me preft,

and Love was all his Tale :
You are the Lafs faid he,

that ftole my Heart from me,
And look’d fo fweetly kind,

that] my Heart ref:gn'd.

I'm glad when Fockey comes,

fad when he ganges away:
“I'is Night when Fockey glooms,

but when he Imiles “tis Day :
When our Eyes meet I pant,

I celour, figh and faint,
What Lafs that wou’d be kind,

can better tell her Mind.

R SO N 6
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SONG XL

The CONFESSION.

Lovel Celia Heavenl y ‘Maid,
Klnd Gentle, Fair and Freé,

In all thy Sexes Charms array’d |

How few are form'd like thee 1
"Thy Image always ‘flls my. Mind,

The Theme’of every Song ;
I'm fix’d to thee alone I find,

But ask not for how long.

The Fair in gencral ve admir’d;
Have lonyp been falfe and T'rue,
And when thelaft my Fancy tir'd,
Tt wander'd round.to You: |
Then while.I.can-I'l] be fincere.
As Turtles to their Mates, -
The Moment’s Yours and: ﬁiﬁle my Dear,
- Thé next You khdw 38 {‘ ates.

WomMm E N Zbe bgﬂ Poktmam.

A T A L y 2
NE nght.pl Sug and Coachman NEp,
A Barga u? in- hafte to wed,

A Crown was ﬂ:ak’ the Pair canﬁ:ntcd

T o loofetherr Pledg who fitft repented.
T'ime, :for.the Matnmomal Farge

To-morrow comes -NED bangs an A—fe.

D Qf
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Of bad the beft poor Suky makes,

And angry claims his forfeir Stakes.

Nep frankly paidit as agreed,

Of a worft Bargain to be freed ;

Quoth he ~ thour’t welcome on my Life,
A cheap Divor(ement from a Wife !

— The crafty Quean, who feign'da while
Soon anfwer'd with a jeering Smile,

A Fool ! ’tés wcll you firft relented,

I'd loft bad you but fe.m’'d contented
Gladly y.ur Freedom [l reftore,

One Shilling (pend and pocket Four.

Iadies, lay Ovip’s Rules apart,
In Love learn thriftier Susan’s Art.

Written by a young Gentleman. *

ITTY, afair but frozen Maid,
‘< Kindled a Flame 1 yet deplore ;
The hood- wink'd Boy, 1 call'd for Aid,
Much of his ncar Approach afraid ;

So fatal to my Suir before.

4

At lengrh, propitious to my Prayer,
The litue Urchin-came

¥From Farth 1 faw him mount in Air,

And toun he clear'd with dext’rous Care,
The bitter Relicks of my Fiame.

i ——

* On the Maid fetting Fire to the Chimney.
To
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To Kitty, Sally now fiucceeds, .
W ho kindles floaw but lafting I'ires §
Fach Appetite of mine fhe feeds ;
Who every Day a Viétim bleeds,
To fatisfy my warm Defires.

Say, but what Title, or what Nume,
Shall 1 the Yourh addrefs,

Cripid and be arc not the fame,
Yer both can raife, or quench a Flame,
Read this again and guefs.

EPIGR A M.

Cccafion’d 1{?}' tbe Night Piece, or Modern
Philofophy of Mr. CGee Sem-.

HE Moon [honebright! yet dark the Night !
Surc Ksre has mif<'d the Mark ! '
Oh—Nz—"tis right—he wanted Light
To fee that st was dark.

7he CHRISTMAS PiE.

A Comic T ALE.

E AR Bedford Town, of ancient Fame,
A rcd hair d Plowman, Dsck by Name,
L.ong livid, and long had been in Love

W ith Kate the Cook-maid of the Grove.

At length impatient of Delay,

He bids her fix the nuprial Day ;

D1 The
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“The bluthing Wynipli, o’erfpread with Greafe,
- Cries e’en, dear Richard, when you pleafe.
She faid in Raptures, Richard flies
To kifs the Maid, and warmly cries,
Had you but faid as much before ~———
W hen now Kare’s Mafter op’d the Door.
For Shame, quoth fhe, then rakes the Fire,
Richard kecp off, d’ye fee the Squire.
Dick turn’d,. look’d filly, leer’d at Kare,
‘And kept up clofer to the Grate.
The Squire facetious, young and gay,
Had Richard known before,to Day,
And thus began, " Why Man fo fid 2 -
W hat does your. Chriftmas prove fo.bad ?
1 don’t know, Sir, quoth Dick, for that,
(Biting ‘the Corners of his Ha:)
Not quite {o well one might defire,
T'lrat’s bad indeed, replies the Squire.
Here Kirty quickly take the Key,
And fetch the large minc’d Pie to me.
Aye, do fo Kate, quoth Dick behind,
And bring the largeft you can find.
But lo! the proﬂnis’d Blefling comes,
Well ftor'd with"Sweetmeats, - Spices, Plumbs ;
Alluring Sight ! when thus the Squire,
Come, Dick, here’s fomething I require,
To which if you will but comply, %

Your’s fhall be-aM the Chriffmas Pie.
What all?. yes.all, the Squire’s Reply. -
Rnow Réchard then,, the Cafe is this,
You mufl forbear our Kare to kifs 3 -
. ‘ Quite
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Quite from her dripping Pan remove,

And never tell her more of Love.

Kate £a2’d at thls Dick caft an Eye,

¥irft on the Wench and then the Pie.

But judgment not to form in Halte,

PermifT 1on begs thar he migzht tafte.

Dick tafted, and the Tdﬂ:e approv’d,

Theén dOuthd which he better lov'd.

Women, ’tis faid, arc good, he cries,

But-are the half fo good 13 Plcs ¢

Tofix Refoive he ftrove in vain,

SO W1ﬁ}y ask’d to tafte again.

Agamn he taftes, ag:nn approves, :

Nor longer doubts whxch be& he loves

‘The Trial’s paft the Conflilts g’er,

And Kiasey trim'nphs NOW NO IMOore.

But fearing left the ﬂxghted Maid, -

Mighte la.y the Ladle ¢’er his Head

He turns to th’ Squire, and makes replyg

Sir, if you pleafe; I’ll take the Pre.

The Pie! the Squire repeats aloud, - -

Well chofen Dick, the Pie was goad.

At this enrag’d, the furicis Cook =~ -

Faft hold her pow’rful Rival took :

Dick knew her Strength,. and bravely try’d

To hold as faft the other Side : |

Each pull'd , nor pull’d at laft in vain,

Foroh! the Platter fplit in twain.

Dick mad at this {o fad Difafter,

Now d d the Wench, and now her Mafter-;

Stamp’d, fwore aloud, and curft his Fate,

‘Then view'd the Ple—n-and fcratch'd his Pate
D3 - But

»
":l—.;t-h P - =
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But when faw the lufcious Greafe, -=°
"The Fat and Plumbs o'rfpread the Place ;
To fave it from the Jaws of Zray, -~ .
Whofe liquorifh Chopswere faft at Play ;
In hafte he kneels upon the Floor, -
And murmuring calls his Ksszy Whore. -
"The angry Nymph enrag’d anew, X
With all her Force at Richard flew."
"I’he Squire well pleas’d, ftood laughing by,
And cried, O Dick, you’ve fpoil’d the Pie.
He turn’d his Head, and ’gan to rife,
\When oh ! too fatal to his Eyes,
Kate to compleat his dire Difgrace,
\V ich Pie all o’er befmear’d his Face.,
Tray, willing not.a Bit to.lofe,. *
Seizes faft hold his plaifter’d Nofe ;
Dick now began aloud to roar, |
And drives directly to the Door, . _
Nor fees the fpatter'd Pée, nor angry Kirty
more.

-

w—mh

P O O R DI C K
A T ALE

S Richard walk’d with Peggy, hand in hand,
A Reafon could fcarce their frierce Defires
Commund,
His wifhing Eyes did his fond Longings tell,
Her Breaits with equal Longings rofe and fell.
Peggy was bathtui, Richard was too flow,
- Both long’d to tell their Wifh, yet knew not how.
o | In
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In trembling Accents Richard thus begun,
Peggy, your Beauty has my Peace undone ;
Where'er [ go, you ftill are in my Mind,

No other Thought can there Admittance find,
Or thrafhing here, or praying in the Pew,
Your Image does my fcatter’d Thoughts purfuc.
He faid, and blufhing turn’d his Fac= away

To hear what Peggy in return weuld fiw ;

Who was o’erjoy’d to hear the Swain fo kind,
And was retolv'd fhz wou'd not lag behind.
Richard faid fthe,

I've often thotght your Hands were fofter muck
Than any Swain’s that I did ever touch;

Your pleafant Eyes with greater Lufture fhine,
And Cherry Cheeks, and whiteft Teeth arc thine ;
Your fthining Hair, in gayer Ringlets flows,
And ev ry Featare ftill fuperior fhews.
Q’erjoy’d, the Shepherd kifs’d the lovely Maid,
Which fhe with wanton Eagernefs repaid.
A Kifs, good Gods ! — which might the Coldeft

fire,
And raife in wintry "Age, a young Defire.
But he, whonever knew the like before
Broke into vile Abufe, and call'd her Whore ;
To hawking fell, and wiping o: his Mouth,
And often{wore, the Kifs was quite uncouth.
Peggy. findirig her Kindnels thus abus'd,
Ot weiak Stupidity the Swain accu’d 3
Shew’d him 'll)iis. Folly, and her kind Intent,
Richard with Tears his Foliy did repent,
And try'd each Art the Damfel to content, %
But all in vain, Pegey wou'd ne'er relent. .
” D4 Earag'd
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‘Enrag’d, fhe fwore fhe wou’d revenge r.hc Trick,
bo féﬂt hlm PﬂCklng W!th m_A Poar .D’Ck f

'SONG XLII

- The ﬁlG-BEiLY’D B O T TLE

H E Women all tell me,
Pm falfe tomy Lafs;
‘That I quit my poor Chloe,
and ftick to my Glafs:
But to you Men of Reafon,
my Reafon I’ll own,
Ard if you don’t like them,
why, let them alone.

Altko’ I have lefe her, -
the ‘Truth I'll declare;
[ telieve fhe swas good,
and I’m fure the was fair ¢
But Goodnefs and Churms, in
a BumPer [ fce,
That makes it as good and
as Charmmg as fhe.

My Chloe had Dimples, and
Smiles | muft own ;
But tho’ the could Smile, yet
in Truth e could F rown:
< But tell me ye Lovers, |
of Llquor fo fine, .
Did you c’er fee a Frown,
.in a B mpcr of \’V ine.

- Her
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$1ér Liljies and Rofes were.

juft in their Prime,
Yeét Lillies and Rofes; -

are Congques’d by Time
But in Wine from its Age,

fuch a Ben'fit flows, .
‘That we like it the better,

the. older it grows.

They tell me my Love would

in Time have been doy’a .

And that Beauty’s infipid,

when once ’tis enjoy’d s .

Bur in Wine, I both Time,
and Enjoy<aent defy,
For the longer [ Drink,
the more Thirfty am 1.

et Murders and Battles, |
and Hiftory prove, .
The Mifchief thar wait on -
Rivals in Love :
But in Drinking, thank Baccbus,
no Rivals contends, .
The more we love Liquor,
the more we are Frignds.

She too might have Poifor'd
thc_']oy of- ij::-LH'_C, |

W ich Nurfes and Babies, and
Squaling and Strife :

Bug my Wine neithez Nurfes, .
por Babies can bring, .

Dyg .
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And 2 Bic-BrLLY'D BOTTLE'S

a mighty good Thing.

We {horten our Days when
with Love we engage,
It brings on Difeafes,
and haftens old Age:
But Wine from grim Death,
can its Votaries {ave,

And keep out t’other Leg, when
there’s one in the Grave.

Perhaps, like her Sex, ever
falfe to their Word,

She had left me — to getan
Eftate, or a Lord:

But my Bumper, regarding
neither Title, nor Pelf,
Will fand by me, while 1
can't ftand by my/felf.

'Then let my Dear Chloe,
no longer complain,
She’s rid of her Lover,
atid I of my Pain:
IFor in Wine, mighty Wine,
many Comforts I fpy,
Shou’d you doubt what 1 fay,
take a Bumper and try:

SONG
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S ON G XLIIL

DAMON and Cex IA.

O N E 4prsl Morn when from (he Sca,
Phabus was juft appearing ;.
Damon and-Celia young and gay,
long fettled L.ove endearing :
Mct in a Grove to vent their Splecn,
on Parents unrelenting ;
He bred of Tory Race had been
fhe of the Tribe Diflenting.

Celia whofe Eyes out-Thone the God,
newly the Hills adorning
T'old him Mamma would be {tark Mad,
{he miiling Prayéers that Morning :
Damon his Arms around her Waiit,
{wore that nought fhou'd them funder |
Shou'd my rough Dad know how I'm blelt,
twoud make Him roar like "L'hunder.

Great ones with Ambition blind,
by Faction {till Support it ;
Or where vile Money raints the Mind,
they for Convenience Court it
But mighty Love that {corns to thew,
party thou'd raife Lis glory;
Swears he'll exale a Veflel true, ©
ket Liym be \\’hi‘g, ct-Tory..

A Pae -
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A ProOLOGUE to the Tafte.
R Efore this C.urt, 1 Peter Puff appear,
-5

A Briton born, and bred an Auéfioneer

i4'bo for my/7 if and eke a Hundred others,
My ufeful, Homeff, Learn’d, Bawling Brothers,
iVith siuch Humility and Fear implore e,

{0 {ay our prefent Defperate Cafe befere 1.

Tis {aid this Night, a certain Wag intends

2o laugh at Us, car calling and our Friends ;

If Lords, and Ladies, and fuch dainty Folks,
sire cur’d of Aultion-bumting by bis fokes ;
Should this odd Dollrine fpread throughout tize Land
Before you buy, befure you Underftand |

Ob ! think on Us, what various Hls will flow,
I¥hens Great Ones only purchafe what they know.
t¥hy Laugh ar Tafte 2 it is a barmlefs Fafbion,
And quite Subdues each detrimsental Paffion.

The Fatr-one Hearts will ne’er sncline ro Man,
H'bile thus they Rage for China and fapan.

The Virtuofe too, and Connoilfeser,

Are evey Decent, Delicate and pure ;

Toe (malleff Haér their Loofer rgmgbu might bold,
Fuft warm when Single, and when Married Cold ;
Toeir Blood at Sight of Bedity, gemtly flows, -
Their Venus mufk be Oid and want a Nofe ;

No wi'rous Paffiont with deecp Knowledge thrives,
"Tis the Complaint indeed of all our Wismes !

Tisfaid Virtue te fuch a Height is growsmn,

All Artifts are Encourag’d ——— but cur Q.

Be rat deceiv’d, I bere declare am Oath,

{ wewy et Sold Goods of Foreign Growih :

Ne'er
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Ne'er [ent Commiffions out to Greece or Rome,
My beft Antiquities are made ar Home

I've Romans, Greeks, lralians, near at Hand,
Zruce - Britons all, and livinz in the Strand.

I Ne'er for Trinkess rack my Perricranium,
They furnifli ous my Room from Herculanives.

Bt Hufh ~——— .
Shot'd it be krown thar Englih are Employ'd,
Orsr Ai":?mﬁ:ﬁurc is at once Jq‘?'roy’cf.

No matter what our Countrymen deferve,
They'll thrive as Anticnts, but as Moderns Srarve,

If we jhow'd fall — to You it will be Owing, "
Farewell to Arts ~———theyr'e going, going, going,
The fatal Hamnmer’s in your Hand O Town ! - -
Zben fer Us up, and Knack the Poet Down.

SONG XLIV.

- The L.;ssftf }*I;g MiLL.
r§1 O has e'er been at Badlock muft needs
. kaow the Mill, -
At the fign of the Horfe at the Foot of the Hill ;
\W here the Grave and the Gay, the Clown and the
Beau, | T
Without all diftin&ion promifcuoufly go, |
Without all, ¢re.

"This Man of the Mill has a Daughter fo fair,
With {o pleaﬁng a Shape, ard fo winsing an &ir,
T hat once on the ever- green Bank as 1 toed,
1'd fivace fhe was Peaws Jaft fprung fromisiie Rlood.

Pzt
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But looking-again I pereeiv’dimy miftake,
For Venns tho fair has the look of a Rake ;
‘While nothiing but Virtue.and Modefty fll,
The more beautiful looks of the Lats of the Mill.

Promethens {tale Fire as the Poets all fay

To enliven that Mafs which he modeli’'d of Clay;
Had Polly becn with him the beams of her:Eyes,
Had fav'd him the trouble of robbing the Skics.

Since. firft I belield this dear Lafs of the Mill, "
I ne’er can besat quiet, but do what { will ;

Al the Day and all Night I [igh and think fiil,
} fhall die. 1f 1 have not this Lafs of the Mill,

PL-&IH; TRUTH.

Y HE Man who fecks to win the fair, -
| (So Cuftom fays) muft Truth forbear; -
Muft fawn and flatter, cringe and lie,. |
"And raife the Goddefs to the Sky.-.

For Truth ishateful to the Ear,

A Rudenefs which fhe cannot bear ; -
- A Rudenefs! Yes; I {peak my Thouﬁrs,r‘

For Truth upbraids her with her Fav |

.How wretch’d Chloe then am I, .
“Who love you and yet cannot lie;

- And.fill ta muke you lefs my Friend,
i frive your Etror to azaend,

& ou nery
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SRERBRBIRIBRRRES B
Country Dances.

The Prince of WALES's Birth-Day.

H E firfk Couple foot it and caft off two
Couple. Lead up to the Tap and caft off.

Hands 6ix round; and right Haods and lefr at
Top.

JeMMEY’s Fancy.

The firt and fecond Couple Hands acrofs.

Left Hands back aghin, -Firft Couple caft off,
the Man hands round with the third Couple, aad

the Woman withthe fecend. The firft Man heys
with the third Couple, and the Woman with the
{fccond. Set-contrary Corners and tura. Lead

dhro’ Bottom and T'op and turn.
CADGER’s in the CONNONGATE.

The Air& Man fet acrofs and turn; and his
Partner do the fame to the fecond Man. Firlt
le caft off one Couple, “foot it, the Man caft

off the the third Cauple, and the Woman caft up
thie fecond Couple.  Fall in Top and Bottom, fobr
it.all % and turs vanr Partner, The figft Couple

righs

F
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right Hands and left with the fecond Couple: .

Then right Hafds and left with £he third Coupla;
and lcad thro’ Sides and tum.

PENINGTON’S _Rant. o

The firft Coup]e- hcys‘ with the fecond Wo- .
gnan; then with the fecond Man. Crofs over half .
Yigure ; and right Hafids and left.

Trip to MAIDENHEAD.

- The arft Conple crofs overandturn right Hands
Crofs up again and turn left Hands. Lead down
two Couple and calt up one ; and right Hands and |
lcfr Wxth the fecond Couplc

Rough and Smooth.

The firlt Couple half . Fi igure down on the;r b
awn Sides. The fame back again. Gallop down
‘andup ; and caft off. Foor. it and turn.

No Jor like I.ovn.

| Th. Erft Couplc crofs over and turn Hands.
Croﬁ .over the third Couplc and turny  Hat Fi:
e up on your own Sides ; and’ down agmn.
"'glu;nds alk &, l'.cad, up 10 lh'Tup and foot i tt,
‘and mﬁ b&

R L T L. - -
- 1_-!
" -
e .m - « A . _
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The Br1p£ has a bonnie Thing.

‘The firflt and fecond Couple foot it four Tinges,
and right and left half round. Then the fame
back again. Gallop down and up, and caft off.
Footitand turn. |

St. JamMEs’s Park. *

The firlt Couple caft oft and Hands round with
the third. Caft up, Hands round with the fecond
Couple. Gallop down two Cauple and ul;i:giin;
and caft off. 'The fecond Couple do the fame.
The two Men lead between the two Women and
foot it ; and the two VWomen do the fame between
the two Men. The firft Couple caft off and lead
thro’ the third ; caft up, and right Hands and lefx
at Top. B -

Lady CaarroTT’s Delight.

All the Men take Haads, and all the Women
take Hinds and- foot ir, and change Sides; then
f oot it and come into your own Places ; crofs over

and Inlf Figure, and right Hands and left. - |

Fair FaANNTY..

The firft Couple foot it and turn. Then foot
& Sides and turn. Crofs over and half Figure.

with the third Couple, and right and left at 'é“:ep,.
&
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She’s o’er young to Marry yet.

The firlt Couple foor it to the fecond Woman;
Hands three round. Toot it to the fecond Man;
Hands all tour round. © Lead down two Couple,;
and the fecond anc third Couple follows; crofs

ever and turn your Partner.

TeNT and BRANDY.

The firft 'CouPle caft off and crofs over the
third Couple ; the fame back again; crofs over
and turn ; and right Hands and left.

SUNB URY Common. ..

The firft Couple caft off two Couple, and up
again, crofs over two Couple and lead up to the
Top, and caft offt. Hands round with the third
Couple, a..d right Hands and Iefr wirh the Top.

REep and all REep. -

The firft Man foot it and turns his Partner. -
Then fet to the fecond Woman. Hands all three
round. The firf Man leads his Parrner behind
the fecond Mian, and Hands three with fecond and |
third Woman, and the Woman hands three round

with the fecond and third Mun. Hands fix round
and turn your Pargner. |

And
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And thou wart.my only Dear.

The firft Couple heys with the fecond Woman;
then with the fecond Man. The arft Couple
lead down onec Couple, caft up and turn = then
the fecond Couple lead up and caft off and turn.
The firlt Man {et acrofs and turn ; the Women

does the fame, Gallop down and up, caft off.
Right Hands and left. S

CHARLES’s Jigg,

Foot it ; caft off two Couple. Foot it crofs
up to the Top; Hands round with the fecond
Couple ; and crofs over and turn.

The Auld Man’s from Home.

The frft Couple lead down one Couple, and
caft up. Foor it Back to Back quite round; crofs
over half Figure. [Lecad thro’ the third Gouple,
caft up and turn.

Marfhal Saxe’s Tamborine,

The laft-Strain once.

The frft Couple lead down one Cauple calt ui:)
and turn. The feccond Couple fead up caft oft
and turn. . Gallop down two Couple and up again,

- caft off. Hands all fix round,

The
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The Pretty Milliner. -

~ The firft and fecond Couple right Hands acrofs.
"The fame back again. Crofs over half Figure
and turn. Lead thro’ third Couple, caft up and

turn. -
The bonnieft Lafs in all the World.

The £rfi Couple foot it and turn; then foor
it Sides and turn ; thea lead, down two Couple,
caft up one and foot it ; and right Hands and left
at Top., The firft Man Hands three round with
the third Couple, and the Woman Hands three
round with the fecond Couple; then the Man
hands three round with the fecond Couple, and the
W oman with the third Couple.. ILead thro’ Sides .

and turn.

Wanton Be'T1Y’s Vagaries. .

"T'ha firft Couple take Hands and foot it round
the fecond Man, until the firft Man comes into the
fecond Woman’s Place-; then lead between the
twuo Men. Fall in Top and Bottom, foot it and
turn. Set contrary Corners and turn. Lead out

Sides and turn.

Welcome Home again.

The firfi Man fet crofs and turn ; his Partner

do the fame. Crofs over two Couple, lead up to .
- | the
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the Top, caft off; foor it Back to Back quite
round, and (ight l?-Iands and left.

TheTea-PoT.

The firft COUple crofs over and turn Hands ;
crofs back and turn, Lead down two Couple,
caft up one Couple ; and right Hands and left as-

TOP.:. ,
Ranting Lawyer.

Firlt and fecond Couples half right and lcfe
the fame back again. Firit Cougple caft off and
turn ; right Fland and lefr at Top.

GARRICK’S Delight,

- Firft Coupple-lead thro’ the fecond, caft up and
turn ; the fecond Couple the fame. Two Meh
lead thro’ the two Women and turn ; two Wo-
men the fame. : Firf¥ Couple whole Figure thro’
the fecond ; fecond Couple Figure thro’ the firft.
Firft Coupie lead down the Middle, up again and
caft off, right Hand and left ar Top. -

‘Huddle it over.
Firft Couple caft off one Couple, oot it and

caft off below the third Couple ; caft up again in
the fame Manner to the Top. Crofs over and
turn ; Hands four round at Top.

GRAYS-
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GRAY s-INN BELLES:

Firft and fecond Couples half right and lefe o
the fame back again. ¥irft and fccond Couples
right Hands acrofs halt round, and left Hands
back again. Firft Couple caft oft and turn. Firft
Couple go the Frgure ikro’ the third Couple, his
Partner the fume, at the fame Time thro? the fe-
cond Couple , the fame again, the Man at Top
and Woman at Bottom. Lecad out on the Man’s
Side ; lead out on the \Woman's Side, and turnit
Out.

The Junketting-Bout.

Firft Man fet and turn the fecond Woman ;
his Partner the fame. Firft Couple whole Figure
thro’ the fecond ; caft off and turn; whole Fi-

gure thro’ the third Coupic, and right and left
with the fecond.

Bilk the Landlord.

Firft Man fet to the fecond Woman, and turn
his Partner ;. -firft. Waman the fame.  Firlt. Maa
caft off and turn three with the third Couple ; his
Partner at the ‘fame time cifts, off and turns three
with the fecond Couple ; firft Man turns three
with the fecond Couple, bis Partncr. turns three
with the third at the fame time.  Set corncrs and
tucn; the fame at the.other corners. Lead out

on
‘F"r
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on the Man’s {ide, then on the Woman’s fide, and
turn it out. -

Helter Skelter.

Firft Couple Figure thro’ the fecond ; fecond
Couple the fame with the firft.  Firft Couple gal-
lop down the Middle, up again and caft oft right
and left with the top Couple.

Le tout Enfemble.

Firft and fecond Couples take Hands, fer, and
erofs over ; the fame back again. Firft and fe-
cond Couples Back to Back Sideways ; the fame
Partners, Second Couple lead thro’ the third,
the firft Couple foliowing, caft up into their
Places ; Hands four round at Top. Firft Couple
crofs over and turn proper ; right and left with
the top Couple.

Laffes of Linlithgow.

Firlt Couple right Hands acrofs round with the
fecond, caft off and turn fingle; lefc Hands round
acrofs.and caft up and.turn fingle.  Firft and fe-
cond Gouple elup Hands Partners; -then Sides and
turn Sides ; clap ‘Hands Sideways, then Partoers :
firft Couple caft off and turn it out.

Let’s



the focond Woman,

Firle Couple fer and arn {
Set ggain and tura the fecend Man.,  Lead down
he MEddiz, up again, and caft oif, right Hand
sond el av Top. |

L

Firft Couple caft off and rurn; lcad thro’ the
and turn. ‘Right FHands
right Hand

tnird Couple, caft up
acrofs round with the third Couple

and lefe at Top.
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