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PREFACE.
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SONG L
ON the grct:?_ fedgy banks of the fweetwodmg

ay, )
As blithe as the woodlark that carols in May—
1 paft the gay moinents with joy and delight,
For -peace Ch“;;d _t;): morn and content crown'd
the night :
‘fill love tausht voung hepe, my youth to diceive,
What we with to be true love bids us believe.—

Wherever 1 wander o'er hill, dale, or e
Young Sandy will follow with fweet tales of love 3
Enraptur'd he vow’d with a kifs and a figh,

15 Jonmy proves cruel,’Alast I muft dict

A youth fo engaging, with cafe might deceive,

W hat we wifh to be true, love bids us Lelieve.

e fiole my fond heart then he left me to mourn,
For peace and contentment which ne'er can return ;
Trom the clown to the beau, the fex are all art,
‘They complain of the wound but we feel the fmart;
We join in the fraud, and ourfclves we deceive,
W hat we wifh to be true, love bids us belicve.

SONG IL

SHEI’!IERDS 1 have loft iny lnve,
Have you fcenwny Anna ?

Pride ot every fhady ir‘ovc.
Upon the banks of Banna.

I for her my home forfook,
Near yon mifiy mountain,

Left my flock, my pipe, my crook,
Green wood, fhade and fountain,

Never fhall T fee them morre,
Lati! l;,cr returning ;



i" " SK¥ LARRK.

Al the joys of life arc o'cr,
- From gladnefs chang’d to mourning.

Whither is my charmer fown |
* Shepherds tcll me whither )
Ah | woe me, perhaps fhe's gone
-Forever and forever.

SONG IIlI

THE dufky night rides down the fky,
And ufhers in the morn,
The hounds all join in jovial cry,
T he hunifman winds his horn.
And a huating we will go,
A huating we will go,
A hunting we will go,
A hunting we will go.

‘The wife around her hufband throws
Her an:ws to make him flay,
M&dear, it rains, it hails, it blews,
ou cannot hunt to day.
Yet @ bunting we will go, C¢.

Sly Reynard now like light’ning flies,
And fweeps acrofs the vale, .
But when the hounds too near he fpies,
Iic drops his bufhy tail. .
Tbcn a bunting, &¢.

Fond ccho feems to like the fport,
And juin the jovial cry,
The woods and hills the found retort,

And mufic fills the ﬁ:l. « bunting, e,

At 1aft his firenpth to faintnefs worn,
Yoor Reynagd ceafes flight ;
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1 her hunpry, homewascd we return
‘Jo teudt away the nighte - s
4nd a drigking, Cc.
-—yr

y ¢ jovtal hunters in the morn
Pregurc thea for the chace,
Risi at the founding of the horn,
And health with {port eiabrace.
i'ben 3 bumsing, C¢.

SONG 1V,

I\TO glory 1 covet, no riches I want,
Ambition is nothing to ine,

7 he one thing | beg of kind heaven to grant,
1> a mind independent and frce.

With paffiors unruffied, untainicd with pride,
By reaton my life let ine fyuarc ;

The wants of iny nature are cheaply fupplied,
And the reft are but folly and care.

T he bleflings which providence {recly has lent
1*11 juitly and gratetully prize :

Whilt fireet meditation and cheerful content,
Shall make nic both healthful and wife.

In the pleafures the great man's poicflions difplay,
Unenvied 1'll challenge my past;

For ev'ry fair obje my eyes can furcey
Lontributes to gladden wy heart.

How vainly throuh infinize trouble and Arife,
1 ke many their ladours employ !

Since all tlat 1s truly delighaful in life
1y what all, if they pleate, 1may enyoy.



SKY LARK,

SONG V.

T
WAS on the morn of fweet Ny day,
“When nature painted all things gay,
“Taught birds to fing and lambs to play,
And gild the meadows rare :
Young ﬁockcy carly in the dawn,
Arofe, and tript it o'er the lawn ;
Ris Sunday’s coat the youth put on,
For Jenny had vow'd away to run
With Jockey to the fair.
For Jenny bad vorv’d avvay to run, C¢.

‘The cheerfu] parifh bells had rung,

With eager fleps he trudg'd along,

With flow'ry garlands round him hung,
Which fhepherds us’d to wear :

He tapt the window—Hafte, my dcar,

]enn{ impatient, cri'd Who's there ?

*Tis 1, my love, and no one near;

3(:8 gently down, you've nought to fear,
"ith Jockey to the fair.

My dad and mamma’s faft aflecp,

My brother’s up, and with the theep ;

Anid will you fhill your promife keep,
V/hich 1 have heard you fwear ?

And will you ever conl?.mt prove?

I will by all the powers of love,

And ne'er deceive my charming dove :

Difpel thefe doubts, and hatle my love,
With Jockey to the fair.

Behold the ring, the fhepherd cri'd
Will Jenny be my charming bride ?
Let Cupid be our happy gude,

And Hymeninceet us there.
Then Jockey did his vows repew,
He would be conflant, would be true :
His word wis pledg'd —away fhie few,
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WWirh ecwilips, tipt with balmy dew,
Wth feckey to the fair. '

Tn raptures mecet the joyful throng,

‘Ll e gay cempanions blithe and young ;

¥ .. it i the aance, cach join the fong,
Sad hatl the happy pair @

1 turns there's nuiac fo fond as they,

‘$ hev blegy'd the kind, propitious day ;

1 he fmling morn of bicoming May,

W hes lovely JTenny tan away,
With Jockey to the .

SONG VI

WILLIAM,

I'VE kifs'd and I've practled with fifrs Svr matls,

And chat:g'd them as vivd'y e fee

But of all the fair maidens that datceen ti, .

‘A he maid of the mill fur me.

PHQEBE.

There's fifty young men have tcld me fine talcs,

And cat}'d me the taireft the ;

But of ull the gay youths that fgert ¢a the green,

Young ilarry's the lad for me.
WILLIAM,

Her eyes arc as black «4 the floe in the hedge,
Her 1ice hike ihe ticifon in May, )
Her tezth are #s white as the new thorn flock,

Her bieath hike the acw inade hay.

FHOIBE.
He's talland he's firaipht as the peplgp tree,

His chucks are as freih as 2 rofe ;
32 -
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:He looks liké & fquire of high degree
‘When dreft in his funday clothes.

SONG VIL

U b HEN Delia on the plain appears,
Aw'd by a thoufand tender fears :
3 weuld approach, but dare not move ;
Tell me my heart, if this be love :

When ¢’er fhe fpeaks, my ravifh'd ear
No other voice but her’s can hear ;
No other wit but her’s approve ;

‘Tell me my heart, if this be love ?

1f the fome other fwain commend,
Tho’ I was once his fondeft friend,
His inftant enemy 1 prove ;

Tell me my heart, it this be love ?

When fhe is abfent, 1 no more

Delighg in all that plea ? before,

The cleareft fpring, the ithadieft grove ;
Tell me my heart, if this be love ?

]
When fond of pow’r, of beauty vain,
HBer net fhe fpread for ev'ry fwain,
I ftrove to hate, tut vainly ftrove :
Tell me my heart, if this be love ¢

SONG VIIL

A DIEU ! ye verdant lawns and bow'srs,
Adicu, my peace is o'er ;

Adicu, ,l‘)! fweeteft fhrubs and flow’rs,
Since Delia breath.es no more.

Adieu ye hills, adicu ye vales,
Alicu ye firecams and floods s
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Adicu fweet echo’s plaintive taley,
Adieu ye meads and woods.

Adicu ye Socks, ye fleesy care,
Adicu yon plealing plaiat -

Adicu thon beauteous-tlooming fair
We ne'er thall meet again, :

SONG IX.
Y
‘R/ HY heaves my fond bofom, ah! What caa it
© . omean}

Why flutters my heart which was once fo ferene ?
Why this fighing and trembling when Daphne is
near, . :
Or why when fl.='s abfent, this forrow and fear ?
Why sthispgling and trembling, E¢,

Methinks ! forever with wonder conld trace,
“T'he thoufand foft charms that embellith thy fuce :
¥ ach moment 1 view thee, new beauties 1 ind ;
With gh‘)!' face 1 am charm'd, but enflav’d by thy
mind. :
Each momens, ¢,

Untainted with folly, unfulli'd by pride,

1 here native ghood humour and virwue refide :
Pra{ heaven that virtne thy foul may fupply

With compaflion for him, who without thee niuft dic.

Pray beaven, e,

SONG X.

rye
1 HE women all tell me I'in fulfe to my lifs ;
‘That I quit my poor Chloe, and flick to mhy glafs :
But to vou men of reafon, my reafons 1'll owea 3
And if you dua’t like then, why Lot them albae, -

© S e ek e

¢ bl
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Although I have left her, the truth I'll declare ;

1 believe the was good, and U fure the was fuir :
“ut fuch goodnefs and charns in a bumper I fec,
That makes it as good and as charming as the.

>.Iy Chloe had dimples and fmilcs, I muft own ;
Lt tbou;h fhe cquld finilc yct in truth fhe could
) rown : . o

At tell me ye lovers of liquors divire,

12id you e’er fee a frown in a bunper of wine 2

3

Her lilies and rofes were juft in their prime ;
Yet lilies and rofes are conquer'd by time;
But in wine from its age fuch a benctit luws,
That 1 like it the better the older it grows.

Thcyte‘l:llmspylmwpnldinﬁmehavcbeeu
o.

) y Q.
And that beauty’s infipid when once 'tis enjoy'd ;
ut in wine, 1 both time and cq)o&ment defy,
Zor the longer | drink the mpge thirfty am 1,

murders, and battles, and hiftory prove
mifchiefs that-wait upon rivals in love :
ut in drinking, thank heav'n, no rival coatends ;

‘or the more we love liquor, the we
friedids. 1% ave

Ske too might have poifon'd thejoys of my life,

With aurfes, and babies, and fqualling, aad ftrife ;

“*ut my wine_ neither nurfes nor babies can bring,
-.2d & big belly'd bottle’s a mighty good thing.

"= fhorten our days when with love we engage ;
>, rings on diufeafes, and haftens old age :
=t wine from pim déath can its votarics fave,
. .. 2 keep out t'other leg when there's one in the
grave.

7+ laps, like her fex ever falfe to their word,
< bad left me~10 get an eftate or a Jotd ;
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Rut 1r:;; bumper, regarding nor titles nor pelf,
Will ftund by me when 1 can‘t hﬁ’ by mp;fe{f.

Then let my dear Chloe no longer complaia :
She's rid of l!er.lover and I of my paini 3~ pla

For in wine, mighty wine, roany comforts 1 fpy —
Should you doubt whatlfay, take a bugpper and try.

SONG XI

A BEAUTEOUS Starling late I faw,
On lovcly s‘y;lvn's hadd;:
i

. .Jo its flight its le t

- 3@ vain it flutters go be gone ;
‘Confinement is its lot ;
In vain it ftrives to break the band,
But can’t untie the knot,

“ Ceafe, ceale, Becri’d, here you fhall feed
" Nobind iy my bofam ret " A
ever . arw
Was half fo much carelt,
*“ Tf from my hand you fhould efi:a
s You m); pcrch!ncc be fhot ; _pc’
Then ceate to *tis all in vain ;
You can’t untie the knot.”

The bird contented grows at length,

While Sylvia ftrokes his plumes, Y
Ere&s his little creft, and, fuon, (U
His furiner notes refunes.
rrom what he’d heard the fair one fay, A
‘Thefe words by rote he got, = >

Ard oft repeated, every day,
Svk 6% wnsic e kaog.
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~” Osk evenisg youthful Damon fat
_ With Sy:gizmi:y his fide ; !
Rsward my love, at laft, faid he,
‘Tomorrow be my Brips.

Her dlufhes in his favour rofe,
Yet fhe confented not ;

For ere fhe fpoke, the Starling cried,
Joucan's antie the kncs.

SONG XIL
O’ER the vine covered hills and gay regions of
Fraxce, " ’

" See the Day Star of Liasr Y rife—
Through the clouds of detraftion unwearied ad-

And hold its new courfe through the fkies.

..a effulgeace fo mild, with a luftre fo bright,
AWl Europe with wonder furveys ; .
And from deferts of darknefs and dungeonsof njght,
Contend for a share of the blage.

Lt Buaxe, like a bat, from his fplendor retige,
- A fplendor too ftrong for his eyes—
Let pedants and fools his effufions admire,
Entrap'd in his cobwebs like flics.

“hall frenzy and fophi ' hope to prevail
Where Kzasox ﬂz: her wcight—

“"’\en the welfare of millionsis hung in the {cale,
And the balance yet treinbles with fate ?

"1 who 'midit the horrors of night would abide,
.. hat could tafte the pure bréezes of morn ?

" - who, that has drank of the cryftaline tide,
> @ the feculent £o0d wosd return ?
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When the bofom of beauty the throbing. hesid

meets '
Ah ! who can the tranf] decline ?
Or who, that has tafted of LinzxT¥’s fuwreets,
The prize:;, but with life, wonld refign ?

But ’its o'er1—and high heav'n she decifion ape
roves—
Oppreflion has ftruggled in vain— |
To the hell the has form*d fuperfition removes,
And tyranny bites its owa chain.

Inthe records of TiME a new era unfplds—
All rature exultsin its birth

Its creation begins 1—~the CreaTon beholds 3
And gives a new charter to carth!? ~

O catch its high import, ye winds as ye blow}
O bear it ye waves as ye roll ! '

From regions that feel the Sun's vertical glow
To the fartheft cxtremesof the polet

Equal Rights, equal Laws to all nations around—
A ;a«}:‘ and fnc;:dl‘l_up their pmepts !h‘aTlP;enr
wherever the fooditeps of Man ound,
May he bind the decree to his heart. 3

SONG XIII

TRUS‘I‘ not mex for he'll deceive you ;»
F';{{;“}‘l.ry is his fol:i"ienteht;t ll leiroe

irft he'll conrz you, then he'll deave

Poor deluded | to lament: Yo%

They efcape our utmoft he:’d ;
Oh ! how dumble when they wee us
But how prend, when they fucceed i
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. So’!bi;lird when once deluded,
By the fowler’s artful fnare ;
. Pipes out life, in cage fecluded ;—

* Fair ones, while you’re young, beware ?

SONG XIV.
Paropy, on the above.
Written by a Young Ladyr

TRUST not Wemasn fhe'll beguile you,
Allher fmiles zre form'd by art;

Firft the'll fatper then exile you,
Sighing with a broken hicart |

f‘é{i}i‘\'d by m!ureh:o : lue us,

‘L hey gutftrip t ceteft men ;—

AW how fweet they bill and coo us,
But how grexd they triumph then !

So the r1st the air admirin
On the angler's fatal fnil"e?.

Galps out lité, i pangs expiring 1=
LOvaiks, of the boek, Demare

SONG XV.

TH B rofe that weeps with morning devw,
~ And glitters in the funny ray,
"~ tcars and finiles refembles you,

Vhen love breaks forroiw’s cloud awaz.

"¢ dew that bends the blu‘ﬂi,n flower,
.arich the fcent—renew the glow;
5 jove’s ‘weet tears exalt his pow'r,
o blils more brightly thines by wo !
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SONG XVI

\RIHEN 1 had fcarcely told fixteen,
My flatt’ring tell tale glafs

Told me there feldom could be fecn
A blither, bonnier lafs.

Full twenty lovers round me bow'd ;
But hizh ny head 1 carried,
And with a fcornful air, 1 vow'd,
1 never would be married.
Young Harry, warmly, urg'd his fuit
An talk'?of wealtﬁ in l?o_rc ; ’
" WWhile Jemmy thought fo firike me mute,
And told his conquefts o'er.

Each youth a diff'rent air affay*d,
And ftill their arts [ parried ;
Relicve me, Sirs, 1laug ing faid,

I never would be married.

Then five revolving fummers paft,
While { the tyrantplay’d,

Ah! then 1 feard 'twould be, at latt,
My fate to dic amaid:

Of all the lovers in my train,
There was but one that tarried ;

1 thought ‘twas time to change my ftrain,
And we this morn were mugricd,

SONG XVII
AS on yor village lawn I ftray’d,

One morning in the fpring,
Aroi:nd the lamnbs all fportive play'd,
‘A e bisds cgd blithfopue ing : '

8
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Upon a bank where wiilows grew,
1 wa'd my oaten reed,
How much i’m chany'd fiacce firft I knew
Swect Molly of the mead |
Sweer Molly, ¢,

No fhepherd was fo blithe as I,
No youth was e’er fo bleft ;
In rapture fweet the time did fly,
For love then warm'd my oreatt :
To pleafe her was my fole employ,
T'o her 1 tun’d my reed,
And murn and eve my only joy
Was Molly of the mead.
Saveer Molly, E'c.

Soen as the fun refplendent rofe,
One morn 1 took my wav,
And eager fought fome flagrant flow'sr,
To make her look more gay :
Right well fhe faw my tender pain,
And foon my fate decreed ;
And now 1 live the happieft fwain,
With Molly of the wead.
Sweet Blolly, &¢.

S ON G XVIIIL

r

r HE morning dew that wets the rofe,
Tts blcoming tints more lovzly fhews;
So on my Mary’s tace appears
The pearly luftre of her tears,
\When others® wees fhe weeps to fec;
But ah! fhe never thinks of mel

When round the youths in tranfport gaze,
And love forbids J‘.e pow'r to praife,

WV hile the with artlefs mein beyuiles,

And [weetly wounds with fatal imiles,



SKY LARK. ey

$Ter triumpth fill I'm fond to fee,
Although fhe never thinks of me.

Then go, fair hope, forever go ;
Here will 1 nourifh deareft wee
¥Yor forrow’s felf can fweets impart,
Sweet ev'ry pang that rends the heart ;
And fiveer to die *ewill furely be,
For her who never thinks of me.

SONG XIX.

VIHEN firft on the plain I began to appear,
And the fhepherds to ogle and figh, (oy s

They call'd me their dear, their delight and their
But 1 heced no fuch nonfenic, not 1.

Not all their finec words, their flatt'ry and love,
‘Tho’ they fwore, if | frown'd, they fhould dic,
Could bring me to like, to love or approve ;
For 1 heed no fuch nonfenfe, not 4.

But now in my turn, I'm in love too, 1 find ;
Tho"® believe 1 for grief thould not die,

Were Jemmy as falfe as the wav'ring wind 3
Oht | heed no fuch nonfenfe, not 1.

I think the lad likes me and he may prove true;
And if fo, I will love nill ) d-e;

But if he proves fickle, then 1) prove fo teol
Cl:! 1l die for no {bepherd, not 1.

SONG XX,

..L*’EAR s my litele native vale

I'ne ring deve Fiilds and warbles there ;
o~ ] .
Ziofe by my -t fhe cells her tale

Toeviy mfling villager,
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The {qirre] leaps from tree 1o tree,
And fhells his nugs at besty.

In orange groves and myr:le bow'rs,
‘That breathe 2 pale o¥ fragrance rouad,
To charm the fiiry footed hours,
With my lev'd lute’s romantic found ;
Or crowns of living laiels weave,
For thole that wip the race at eve

The fhepherd's horn at break of dav,

The mimic dance in twilight glade ;
‘The ruftic glee, the rounde ::‘y,

Sung in tfte feat woodiand's fhade ;
T hefe fimple joys, that never fail,
Shall bind me to my nmative vale.

_ Dear is my, Ye.

SONG XXL

COME. failovs, be filling the can;
The wind is beginning to blow ;
We've time to drink round to 2 man,

And thea te weigh anchor mutt go.

What thoufards repair to the firand,
To five us a cheering adieu !

*Tis plain they belicve on the lan3i,
We conquer, Qear girls, but for you.

When on the raaintopmaft vard,
"Che failor is {wuing to aad fro,
Let the temgeft Llow ever fo hard,

He whiflles 4¢fiance to woe.

The paie can byr latt for a while,
Is 2lways the hoatt of the crew ;
And tze) they reReft with afmile, |
We conguer, dear girls, but for yau.
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Tre battie tremendous appears,

When blood ffains the face of the main ¢
Though thunder refounds in his ears,

T he failor s a firanger to pain :

The thought with what rapture and pride
Each girl wiil her hero review,

*T:s this makes him danger deride :
We conquer dear girls, but for you.

SONG XXIIL
4 favexrire SoNG and DurTT.

COULD you to battle snarch away,
And leave ine here complaining,

I'm fure 'twould break my heart to ftay,
W hen yotu are gone campaigaing :

Ah! ron, non, non. pauvre Madcfon
Would never quit ler rover ;

Ah! non, non, non, pauvre Madelon
Would go with you all the world over.

La Gx..om:.

Cheer, cheer, iy L ve, you fhall not gricve,
A foldier true you'li ind e ;
I couid not have the heart to leave
ty little gir! behind e :
Ah ! non, non, non, pauvre Madclon
>hall never quit her rover ;
Ah?! non, non, non, pauvre Madelon
Shall go with me all the woria vver,

And can you to the battle go,
‘Towomen's frars a ftrangee ?

Mapzrox.
No fears my breaft will ever know,

But when my leve’s in danger :
Ca

e
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Ah! nen, non, non, pauvre Midelon
Will never quit her rover ;

.~h! non, non, non, pauvre Madclon
*“Vill go with you all th= world over.

SONG XXIIL

N HEN the fummer fmiling bids the hills
With noontide fervours glow,

. lead my focks belide the rills,
Which cheer the vale below:

Then elated with joy to the fhade T repair,

For 1':n fure thedcar youththat 1 love will be there.

And when Hft mufic o'er the plains
Proclaims :he rural dance, .

And bluthing nymphs, and ardent fwains,
In eager hafte advance. .

Then elated with joy to the dance I repair,

For 11 fure the dear youth that Lluve will be
there.

Whenc'er the cottagers appcar
Upon the willage green,
To c=lebrate the wake or fair,
And hail the charming icene. «
Then elated with joy to the green Trepair,
For I'm [“l:c the dear yom‘h that | love will be
there.

SONG XXIV.

\VERE T oblig’d to beg my bread,

And had not where to lay my head,

1’4 creep where yonder herds arc fed,

And fReal a look at Samedody, - -

M‘{ own dear Somebody, my conftant Samed dv ;
1'd creep where yonder herds are fud,

And stzal a look at Samebody.
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\WVhen T*a laid low, and am at reft,
And may be number’d with the blet,
Oh! may thy artlefs fecling breatt

* hrob with repard for Somebody !
Ah ! will vou drop one pitying teas,
And figh for the loft Semebody !

But thould 1 ever live to fee

*i hat form fo much ador’d br me,

‘1 hen thou'it reward my conitancy,
Aant I’ll Le bleft with Semedody ;

‘I h-n thall my tears be dried by thee,
And ! be blel’l with Semebcdy,

SONG XXV.
Q

o P ANKING Jack was fo come!ly, fo pleafant, fo
jolly, : and fing;
Though winds blew great guns, fill hed whitﬁe
Jack lov’d his friend, and was true to his Moliy,
And, if honour gives greatnzfs, was great as
. aking. . {fail,
One night as we drcve with two reefs in the main-
And the fcud came on low’ringz upon a lee fhore,
Jack went up aloft for to hand the top ga'nt fail,
A lpray walh’d him od, and e ne'er faw him
more.
But gricving's a folly ; come, let us be joliy ;
If wc'vg troubles on fea, buys, we've pleafures
afhore.

Whifling Tom, ftill of mifchief or fun in the mid.
dle, - (jog ;

Through life, in all weathers, at random wmﬁa

Hed danffc‘«:l Imd he'd fing, and he'd play on the
ddle,

And fivaig with an air, his allowance of grog :
Leng fide of a Don, in the Terrible Frigate,

As yard arm and yard arm we lay off the fhore,



8a  SKY LARK:

Inand out, whiffing Tom did fo e2per and ig ir,
"1 hat his head was fhot off, and we ne’er faw hm
more.
But gricving*s a folly, €=,

Bonny Ten was 1o each jo!ly meflinate a brother ;
He was manly and honeft, good natur™] ang lrec;
1f ever one tar was miore true than another,

T 0 his friend and his duty, that faitor was he.
One day wiii the David to heave the kedge anchor,
Ben went in the boat on a boid craggy thore;

tie overboard uipr, when a fhark, and a {punker,
toon n:pt himintwo, and we ne'erfaw hiinmore.
But grieving's a foily, Ze¢.

But what of it all lads~fhall we be dawn hearted,
Recaufe 1that maykap we now take our left fup ?
ife’s cable muft one day or other be parted,
" And duathin fait mooring will bring us wll vy .
3ut ’tis always the way on’t, onc fcarce fincds 2
brother, Jees -,
Fond as pitch, houcfl, hearty, and trie 1o oo
3ut by battle, or ftorin, or fuoiue damn'd thing or
other, [wiury.
He's pupp'd off the hooks, and we ne'er fee Jina
‘ , But grieving's a gilly, Ce.

SONG XXVL

2Y a murmering ftream a fair fhepherdels Vo,
¢ 1o Kind, O ye tiymphs, | oft vmes heard Livr uv,
ell Strepban Y die, b he paffes this way, '
as Love wwas the canje of my insurning.

“uie faepherds, that tell me of tzaney :nd

charms, [rveerins g

“ru deceve me, for Strepbon’s colii Yoiir ov g

bring e this Streplon, ket med e in L Lent
! dtrephon, the cauje of my mou'm g,
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But ﬁrn,lfaid fhe, let me go down to the fhades
trelow
Ere yclet Strepbon know that 1 lov'd him fa ;
1 hen on my pale check no bluthes will thow
T har Love was the caufe of my mourning.

Her eyes were fcarce clofed when Srrephon came
by, ' . Cnigh,

1z thouplit fhe’d been fleeping, and fofily drew
But finding her breathlets, Oh heav'ns! he did

cr
45! Chloriz,’ the caufe of my moxrning,

Reftore me my Cbloris, ye nymphs ufe your art;
They fighing, reply’d, "Twas yourfelf thot the dare,
T hatwounded the tender voung fhepherdefs’s heart,
And kill’d the poor Chlons twith meurning.

Ah then is Chlaris dead,

Wounded by me? he faid ;

1'll follow thee, chaite maid,

Daown to the filent fhade :
Then on her cold fnowy breaft leaning his head,
Expir'd the poor Strephon wish mourning. t

SONG XXVII
GUARDIAN angels, now protet me,

Send to me the fwain I love ;
Cupid, with thy bow dirett ne,
elpme, all ye powers above.
Bear him my fizhs, ye gentle breczes,
Tell him, 1 love and I defpair;
‘Tell him, for him 1 grieve,
Tay "tis for him 1 hive;
O may the thepherd be fincere !

Thro' the fhady proves I'll wander,
,Silent as the bird of night ;
Near the brink of yoader fouatain
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. . Firit Ieander bleft my fight.
Vitnefs, yeo groves and falls of water,
Echoes repeat the vows he fwore; -
Can he forget me,
Wiil he neple& me,
Shall 1 never fce him more )

Does he love and ver forfeke me,
‘Toadmue a nyinph more fair ?

1f “tis 1o 1°1] wear the wiliow,
And cftcem the happy parr.

Some lonely cave 1’ make ;my dwelling,
Ne’er more the cares of lifc purfue :
"~ ‘Ihe latk and phtluinel

Only fhall hear me tell .

What makes me bid the world adieu.

S ONG XXVIIIL

HOW haI y a ftate does the miller pofl:fs,

Who would be no greater, nor fears to be lefs ?

On his mill and himfelf he depends for fuppurt,

Which is petter than fervilely cringing at court.

What though he all dufty and whiter'd does go,

The more be is powder'd, the more like abeau :

A clewn in his dicfs may be honciter far,

‘Vhan acourtier whe firuts in his garter and ftar.
Dbun a courticr, E'c.

Tho' his hand: are o Jdaub'd, theyre not fitto te
feen,
i he hands ot his betters ave not very cican
- pyimohore polite may as direly deal
ldeon honaling will fhick to the fingers hikeanea.
it then a pudding for dipner he Jacks,
Cenbe withont fervpde, fromother inen's fact
W~ eyt poble examiple be brags,
vbusrescas frecly from otheracen's baas
‘ Wee b:r.cws, &0
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Or fhou’d he endeavour tc heap an ¢late ¢

1n this toe he mimicks the tools of the ttate,

\Whofe aim is alone their coflers to fill, :

As all hisconcern’s to bring grift to his mil!,

Yc cats, éﬂ'cn he’s hungry, and drinks when he's
ry,

And down)w hen he's weary contented does lie,

“J hen rifes up cheerful to work and to fing,

15 iv happy a willcr who would be a king ¢

If fo bappy &e.

SONG XXIX.

A COBLER there was, and he liv'd in a ftall,
Which ferv’d him for purlour, tor kitchen and hall,
No coin in his pocket, no care in his pate:; . - 4
No ainbition had he, nor yet duns at his gate.

Derry dows, down, down, derry dows.

Contented he work'd, and iie thought himiclf happy,
1t at ni;ht he could purchafe acup ofbrown nappy ;
lic'd laugh then and whiftle, and fing too mott
fweet .

Saying, jult to a hair I've made both ends to meet,
Derry dovwn, 8¢,

But Lovc the difturber of high and of low,

1 hat thoots at the peatant as well as the beau,

He thot the poor cobler quite throngh to the heart;

1 with it had hit fome moreiznoble part. -
Derry doqon; 8¢,

It was from acellar this archer did play,

Where a buxom young danifel continvelly lay ¢

Her eves thune fo brignt, aiwn the rofe ev'ry day,

That he thou the poor coblier guite over the way.
Derry dawn, @e.

He funz: her love foags as b2 fat 2t his work ;
Ve [ ] S o . oY | ), . R ’
et hewayas hardwsaleworadlura
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Whi¢never he fpcke, fhe would flounce and would

eer
Which put the poor cobler quite into defgair.
Derry down, S,

He took up his awt that he had in the world,

And to make away wit!: nimfelf he refolv’d ;

He pierc'd through his body, inflead of the sovr;

Sothe cobler he sy'd, and the bell it did toll.
Derry deweun, &c.

And now, in good will, I advife as a friend,
All coblers tzic notice of this cobler’s end ;
. Xeep your hearts out of love ; for we find by what's

A'l;’;la.t love b;ings usall toan £xD at the LasT.
" ' Derry down, dewca, dows, derry down,

SONG XXX.

THE wealthy foel, with gold in flore,

Will ftill defire to grow richer,
Give me but health, 1 atk no more

My charming girl, my friend and pitcher,
My friend fo rare, my girl fo fair,

ith fucb, wbhast mortal can be richer ;

Give me but 1hefe, a )ﬁg Sfor care,

With my fweeet girl, my friend and pitcher,

From morning fun 1'd never grieve,
To t0il a hedger, or a ditcher,
If that, when | came home at eve,
1 might enjoy 1wy fricnd ancll'ritchcr.
fy friend fo rare, &

Tho’ fortune ever fhuns my door,
I know not what can thus bewitch her ;
\Vnh all my heart can 1 be poor,
With my {weet girl, my friend and pitcher,
My fricnd fo rare, @



SKY LARK.

SONG XXXI.

BU SY, curious, thirfty fly,
Drink withme, and drink as I ;
Freely welcome to my cup, .
Couldft thou fip and tip it up.
Make the moft of life you may,
Life is fhort, and wears away.

Both alike are mine and thine,

Haflening quick to their decline :

Fhine's a fummer, mine no more,
Though repeated to threefcore ;
Threelcore fummers, when they’re gone,
Will appear as fhort as ene.

SONG XXXIIL

ADIEU, re jovial youths, who join
T plunge old Care in floods of wine ;
Ancr as your dazzled eye balls roll,
Difcern him flruggling in the bow).

Not yet is hope fo whollg flown,
Not rct is thought fo tedious grow
But limpid ftream and fhady tree

Retain, as yet, fome {weets for me.

And fee, through yonder filent grove,
See yonder docs my Daphae rove ;
With pride her footfteps 1 purfue,
And bid your frantic joys adieu.

The fole confufion 1 admire,

Js that my Daphne’s eyes infpire ;
1 fcorn the madnefs you approve,
And value reafon next to love,

D
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SON G XXXIII

I ENVY not the proud their wealth,
Their equipage and ftate:

Give me but innocence and hgalth,
I afk not tv be great. -

1 in this fweet retircment find
A joy unknown to kings, , [
For fceptres ta a virtuous mind,

Seem vain and empty things.

Grceat Cincinnatus at his plough

. With brighter luftre fhone,

Than guilt¥ Cefare’er.ccuid thow,
‘Though feated nn a throne.

Tumultuous days, ard, reftlefs nights,-
Ambition ever knows,

A ftranger to the calm dclights
Of ftudy and repofe. ‘

‘Then free from envy, care and frife,
Keep me, ye powers divine | .
And pleas’d, when ye demand =y life,

May 1 that life refign !

SONG XXXIV.

T
I HE fgn’g was advancing, and birds were be-
rinnt -

To .'ing onAfie boughs o'er each purling brook;
Onthe early g herbage at leifure reclining,

- __f was carelefily viewing the banks of Kentucke,

Huil firanger to feng | hail deep channel’d river,
Th ?"_promincnt chiffs thall be famous forever,

Thy high fwelling floods henceforward fhall never,
OUbfcurely roll down thro’ the baaks of Keatucke:
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Difeufted with idle, romantic pretenfions,
3 he populous city I Jonely lorfook ;
Delighting in nature with fond :;p&rchcnuons,
1 eagerly came to the banks of Kentucke.
Q, never did art fo much beauty difcover,
1o re"vard the long fearch of its mott raptur'd
over, : -
As naturc’s luxuriant fancy fpreads over
‘I'he gay fertile foi] on the banks of Kentucke.

Here genius fhall rove with an endlefs defire,
Improvements to make withoutlearningor

While virtue and truth thall forever confpire,

.To blzts ibQ{c that dwell on the banks of Ken-
tucke. t ‘ '

Here, far from tyrannical power temov'd,
"I'he {pirit of freedom fhall hap’ly be prov'd

The patriot fhall by his country be lov’d ;
And live without guile on the banks of Kentucke.

Here bigotry never fhall raife its foul banner,
‘I'he bafis of &oy thro® all ages it thook ;
The young and the aged in more happy maancr
Than tho‘!;c fhall improve on the gaaks of Ken-
tucke. - N '
In honeft indaftry their time fiill employing,
With heart cheering mirth all their meetings en-

joying, .
With the Blcmngs of friendfhip, and love mever
cloyin%, : T .
All ranks ‘hall unite on the banks cf Kenrygke.

. ) ;o ‘
Rich plenty and health, with e all t“;
" lnvite and allure us i;lthfi!.i;ngg louk""‘( g,

Never more to regret otlier RyErsfong flowing,
Not fuch as glide down, thib: the banks of Ken-
tucke. v o C

¥'ale ficknefs doth pafs thro*'the land as a ftranger,
No dreurdful diftemper here frightens the ranger,
As he'paffes thro® canebrakes :mcf watrers nodanger

* Expclling 1c mect on the tarks of Kentucke,
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"SONG XXXV.

I EnvY sot the mighty great,
Thofe powerful rulers of the ftate,

Who fettle nations as they pleafe,
And govern at the exnenfe of cafe.

. l’.'ar happier the fhepherd, fwain,
Who dpag;y dmd‘gu on the r!ain,
And nightly in'fome humble thed
On ruthy pillows lays his head.

No curs'd ambition breaks his reft ;
No faltious wars divide his breaft ;
His flock, his pipe, and artlefs fair,
Are all his hope and ail his care,

SONG XXXVIL

: I N f,?d Kiag Charles’s golden days,
_ n loyalty no harm meant,
A zea2loushigh churchman [ was, . °

And fo I gotpreferment;

- To teach my flock 1 never mifs'd,
Ku:gs are by God appointed,

- And thofe are damn'd that do refift,
Or touch the Lord’s annointed.

~ And 1big is law I do maintain

J Un i ing day, Sir,
2bat oyba r King foall reigx,
% LTilde s r cf ray, Sir,

LY

And popery n fathion
The pecnal la\:n 1'% Y

And read the Daglaration. .
The church of Rome, § found, would fit

Full well, my conftit: tion ; :



Ard Iiad become a Jeluit, o
But for the revoiution. L
And sbis is law, &e.

Wiien William war our King declar’d,
‘1 o eafe the nation's griecvancée ;
With this new wind about [ fteer’d
- And fwore to him aljegiance.
Old printiples I did revoke,
Set conicience at a diftance ; ‘
Paflive cbedience was a joke,
Aud jelt was aun rqﬁéancc. . ,
' < And sbis iglawe, €x.

When gracious Anng became our Queen,
‘I'he church of England’s glory,
Another faccof things was jeen,
And I becamea Tory.:* | -
Occafional conformifts bafe, - ¢
{ dawn'd their moderation

And theught the church in ngcr was
By fuch prevarication. ..
- And 1bis is Inw; Uy,

When George in pudding4ime camé 6'cr, 5 < °
And moderate meg look’d big, Sir; -

1 turn‘’d a cat in pan once more, f,'{t
And then became a Whig, Sir; o

And fo preferment { procur'd
,?J our new faith’s aefender ;

And almoft ev'ry day abjurd - B
The Pope and the Pretender. 0

And shis is lagw, e

Thilluftrions Houfe of Hanover -~
And Proteftant Tucceflion, y
"To thefe 1 do allegiance fwear, ot
While they can kecp poffeflion: . .- <
For, by my faith and loyalty, RPN e
1 never morc will falter; e
D 3 N

-
.
~

- 1]
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But George my lawful King fhall be, * 70
"Until the times do alter. . .

And 1bis is law, Ge.

SO N G- XXXVIL

EASE, rude Boreas, bluft'ring railer )
Lift, ye landfmen, alitome;
Mectlmates, héar a brother failor
Sing the dangers of the fea.
From bounding billows, firft-in motion,
When th¢ diftunt whirlwinds rife, -
To the tempeft troubled ocean,
.« Where 'q*ifm contend with fkies.
me o UD g e L.
- sRark "the boat{waih hoavfely -bawnng_
<. BY topfailyheets and haulyards ftand 1
-* Dowa Ihahts, quick be hauling!
~__Down your Ray-fails, hand, boys,ﬁund i
. Now it frefhéns, fet the braces; * -
.. .Q‘#u;k ;bﬁ;:pfail fhectsletgo; - AT
* - Luff; boys, luff, don't make wry faces|
- 157 Up your sopfails nimbly clew!
Sre v &g o
“*Now:alfyou on down beds fporting,
gf Fondly lotk'd in bemty’sams,"
. 3Freth enjoyments wanton courting,
"""~ Free from all but love's alarms—
« «Round "us roars the tempeft louder ;
%}:;{Ihink what fears our minds enthrall
“"Harder yet, it yet blows-harder-! ‘
.~ Now, again, the boatfwain calls :

“The topfail yards point to the wind, boys’;
"+ Seeall clear to reef each courfe : -

et the fore fheéts go; don’t mind, bo S

" Though the weather fhould be worf( IR

Tore and a’t the fpritfail ‘rard get;

" Reel the mizen; fecallclear; %3

. T P
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Hands uvp—each prevenier brace fen
" Mun the fore yards ; cheer, lads, ebce} !

Now the dreadful thunder’s roaring ¢
Feals on peals contendin dufh LI
On our heads fierce yain falls ring
In our ey¢s blue .xghtmngs sou
One wiiie water all around
All above us*one black !ky _
Different deaths at once furrénad us? .
Hark! what meaus t..at dréadful cty ?

The forcmoll’s gone! cne; ev'ry tongue out,
O’cr the lce twe’lvc:fcet ‘bo qdem PR

% eak benca theﬁcln&tne'&fbmng ont '3'. .
all &il.hainds to clear thic mrecki. N
Q{ntki lanyards cut to ¥ ot
“omhc, my hearts, be flout a E\i i
Flumb the welt ;—the leakifierenfes)  « )
Four feet water® s xn the hold !
Whilc o'er the fhip wxld mve( are benxag‘
\We for wives or children mouts)id . t:
Alas ! from hence there's ‘mrelﬁq e *‘,. gt
Alas! to them there's 4,&. < N
Still the leak-is gaining iibﬁ - 53
Both chain. pumps are. ok’d R AN

Hcaven havémercy here vponust | L3
For only that can fave ys pow ! ! -

O’cr the lee beam is the land, boys s oA .
Let the guns o’er.bouxd he® IITVO*““ = .,:'

‘Ia the puinp come eviry hapdy bo ysE- L. c
‘See, cur xmacn.m..{t I8 gobes . L L .

S he leak we've found; ircanpat pourf .

=, We've lighten'd hcrafool-prmo:tw (<

mend rig a jury fore ans.-u-&t-v AN
bhe Tights, ihe rights, bqys

NVW onceamore on joys we're lbl ¥ aa
Since Kind Foruune': fpar'd ¢ ~ o

f‘vre, th can, boys, let's QC ‘W‘;fr‘: -
» ;J‘.‘". - . v
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To cur fweethearts, and our wives.
Fill 1t up, about fhip wheel it ;

Clofe 10 th' lips a brimmer join.
Wiere's the tempeft now ? who feelsit?

Nont ! ourdanger's druwn'd 1n wane |

S ON G XXXVIIL

==
A HE echoing Liorn calls the fportfmen ubread,

Vo horfe, my brave boys,and away ;

3 he merning 15 up, and tixe cry of the hounds
Upbraids our tco tedious delay.

What pleafure we find in purfuing the fox!
€()er hill and o’er vallev he flies :

‘1hen follow, we'll foon overtake him, huzzu!
T he traitor is fefz'd on, and dies.

"‘I'riomphant returning at night with the fpoil,
Like Bacchanals, thouting and gay ;

tHHow fweet with a bottle and lafs to refrefh,
And lofe the fatigues of the day !

With, fport, love und wine, fickle fortune defy :
Dull wifdom all happinefs fours,

Since life 1s no mage than a patfage at beft,
Let’s firew the way over with flowr's.
With flow'rs, let’s firew, &c.

S O N G XXXIX.

BAN!SH forrow grief and folly,

1 houghts unbend the wrinkling brow ;
Hence dull cares and melancholy,
Wine and mirth unite us now.

Bacchus opens all his treafure,

Ceomus brings us wit and fong ;

Follow, foilow, follgw, follow pleafure,
And let’s join t'hc jovial fong,
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1.:fe ia fhort, its but a feafon;

limeis ever on the wing 3

Let’s the prefeat woment feize on,

W ho kuows what the reft may bring ¢
All my time I now will meafure,

All dull care I now defpife,

Follow, follow, follew, foilow pleaiure,
To be happy’s tu be wile.

Wherefore fhould we thus perplex us,
Why fhould we not merry be ;

Since there's nothing here to vex us;
Drinking fets our hearts all fiec.

Iet’s have drinking without meafurc,
Let's have mirth what time we have ;
Follow, follow, follow, follow pleafure,
‘There’s no drinking in the grave.

SONG XL.

I DELIA’s beauties weuld difclofe,
Morc blooming than the bluthing rof=,
And {wecter than the {pring:
€he faireftis of all the fair,
‘Yo ev'ry grove I'Ml this declare,
Ot Beauty’s queen 1 fing.

Aid then my fong ¢ach fmiling mufe,
You: metody you can’t refufe,
1o celebrate her charms :
In{p.re to praile in pureft rhime,
Hcer—whofe mild beauties are divine,
And all my breaft alarns.

Steal filent by ye murm’ring ftreamy,
1.ct echo twell the render themes,
1 he themes her praife rehearte ;
Her praue (hill e’cr employ my breath,
And nowzho butall devonreing deadh
Shalt end the pleafing verfe.
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To paint the luftre of her eves,
Ar azure ttolen from the flues,
Would need a Sappho’s tongue
. . b
Her thape, her tunetul vo'ce, that thrille
And all the oul with rapure (il
1 hete muit remain unfus.g.

Her gentle {impatietic heart,
Fend to atfuave atfliction’s tmart, |
Can drop the crytial tear;
Like gracious Heav’n, the wears a niniie,
‘3 hat would the fiercett pains beguile,
~_ And fetten ngid care.

Good fenfe and virtue, hand in hand,
‘I'he grares all, a genial band,
Urpon her fteps attend :
From charms {o ftriking to the figlht,
So rregnant with fincere delight,
What can the heart detend ¢

Her modeft worth, no wily art,
Engaged my captivated heart
'} o cherith tond delires 3
*Twas beanty taught me to admire,
But virtue's bloom that did infpir.
Thele firm undying hres.

Supremely bieft in Delia’s love,

Fr i her emnbrace 1°d ne’er remove,
Nor ¢’er inconflant ftray ;

But {pending hite in tranquul eafe,

Make it mny ftudy how to pleaie,
And blith{cme pafs each day.

Coutd we our jeys and forrows frnare,
Doeueble cach blits, diffolve each care,
? I would ture tranfporting prove :
Together glide the fea ot l:fe,
Avuia aubition banith tinite,
Ani fees immcrtal love,
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SONG XLL
¥
}TLYI.A’s the {weateft maid on earth,

No one couid charm me fo ; ‘
7 he tear proclaims her heav'nly birth,
she weeps for others’ wee.

No gem, that glads the gaudy fair,
And fparkles to the fight,

Can with that cryftal drop compare,
Productive of delight.

Compaflion hail ! enchanting pow’r
To foften care thou'rt giv'n :

“weet foother of thie fadden’d hour,
Bleft attribute of heav’n.

Fond Nature, with a kind intent
‘"o chear the drooping foul,

This fweet, amonglt the dregs, has fent
Of life’s diftaitetul bowl.

Cffspring of univerfal love,
Spark of etherial fire,

‘[hy melting ardours, hearts improve,
And gen’rous thoughts infpire.

My paffiors let thy influence bind
‘fo emulate my fair, ]

For {uft and pleafing pains attend
‘Ths {ywpathetic tear!

SONG XL
™

- HE fields were green, the hills were ga:
And birds were finging on cach fpray, '
When Colin inct me, 1n the grove,
Anidtold me tender tales of Jove,
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\Was ever fvain fo blythe as ke,
suo kind fu fatthful, and to free ?
1n {pite ¢i all my friends can tay,
Y cung Colin ftole my heart away.

Whene'er he trips the mead aleng,

He fweetly joins the woedlark’s tung ;
And when he dances on the grecn,
There’s none fo blythe as Colin feent
1f he’s but by, I nothing fear,

For I aloneam all his care;

Then *{pite of all my friends can fay,
He's ftole my tender heartaway.

My mother chides, whene'cr I roam,
And feems furpriz’d 1 quit my home :
But fhe'd not wonder that 1 rove,

Did fhe but feel how much 1 love ;
Full well I knew the generous fwain
Will never give my bofom pain ;
Then *fpite ot all my fricnds ceuld fay,
He's ftole my tender heart away.

S ONG XLIIIL

SAY, little foolith, fluttering thing,
Whither, ah! whither would you wing
Your airy flisht?
Stay here, and fing
Your miftrefs to delight :

No, no, 1o,
Sweet Robin, you fhall not go,
Where, you wanton, you couldn't be

Half fo happy as with ns,

S ONG XLIV,

E > vmculdering cave, where the wretched raiycat,
Liitoania fat wafted with cale ;



SKY LARK. 49

She wept for her Welfe, then exclaim’d againtt fate,
And gave herfelf up to defpair :

T he walls of her cell were infculptur'd arcund
With the exploits of her favourite fon,

And even the duft asit lay on the ground, |
Was engrav’d with the deeds he had done.

The Sire of the gods, from his chryftalline throre,
Beheld this difconfolate dame,

And mov'd with her fate, he fent Mercury dowr,
And thefe were the tidings that came.

Britannia forbear, not a figh, nor a tear,
For thy Wolfe fo defervedly lov'd,

Your grief fhall be chang’d into triumphs of joy,
For thy Welfe is not dead but remov’d.

The fons of the earth, the proud giants of old,
Have broke from their darkfome abodes,

And fuch is the news as in heav’n it is told,
They are marching te war with the gods;

A council was held in the chamber of fove,
W here they came to this final decree,

That Wolfe thould be cali’d to the armies above,
And the charge was entrufted to me.

To the plains of Quebec with thef orders I flew :
He beg'd for a moment's delay,

He cry’d, Oh ! forbear. let me victory hear,
And then thy commands 1'll obey ;

With a dark’ning film 1 cncompafs'd his eyes,
And convey'd him away irf an urn ;

Left the fondnefs he bore for his own native fhors;
Should perfuade him again to return.

SONG XLV.
: FRIENDSHIP to every willing mind

Opens a heavenly treafure ;
There may the fons of forrow fnd
Sources of real ploafure.

|
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Sec what ciployments men purfue,

1 Lea vou wilt own my words arge trée,

Fiwenathip alone uifolds to view
Sources of real p.eafure.

Poor ars the joys which fools efteem,
kadineand anvitory
Mirth 1s as 8zetin: as a dream,
Or a detufive ftory ¢
Luxury leaves a tting behind,
Wounding the body and the mind:
Only in Friendihip can we tind
Plealiire and fulid glory.

Beauty, with alt its geudy fhows,
{s butapainre ¥ bobiide;

&lhortis the trimmaph wir beftows,
I ull of de.eit and troubie ;

Yame, Lilie a thvlow, fliesaway,

1ities and dirnities decay :

Nothiug bt iriendfh.p caa difplay
Joevs that are free trom troubie.

I earning, (that beafted glittering thing)
Scarcely is worth podetiing ;
Riches, torever on the wing,
Cannot be cali‘d a vleiling :
Senfual pleafures fwceli deiire,
Tuft as the tuel te=ds the five :
Friendth p cuireal blifs infpire,
Blifs that i> worih pouciliag.

Happy the men who has a friend
oria'd by the tsuu of nature;

Well mav he feel and recommend
Frieadthip tor his Creator.

The=n a3 our hands in P ricodfhip jaoin,

Su let our fucial puwers coabine,

Rul’d by a patfivn moft divine,
Frieudihip with our Credtos.
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SONG XLV
SAYS PraTo, Why fhould man be vain?

Siace b cons Hewv'n has misde hin prae!
Why lookceth he wirh infelent ditda'n .

On thofe un.i ¢k’d with weatth and {tate !
Can fplen:iid robes or beds of down

Crcetily cems that ceck the fair :
Can all the gloiiesof « crown,

Give licalth, or eals the brow of care ?

The fceptred king, thie burtheald flave,
‘i he buimnble and the hanhiy die :
The rica, the poor, the baie, ne brave,
In duft ‘vithour di¥~:tion he.
Go, fearch tnc .omtb s w hiere monarchs red,
i s
W ho once the ~reatedi mies bore
The wealth and glory they polleit,

L4

Anua all their honours are no mmore.

So ghdes the meteor through the kv,
And fpreads along a gilded train :

But, when its thort Liv’de becuties die,
Diffolves to ccmmon air again.

So 'tis with us, my jovial fouls, .
Let 'riendihip rewgn while here we fiay,

Let's crov. noour joys with dlowing bowls,
When Jove conunands we it obey.

S ONG XLVIL

F ROI\'{j _t‘!.l: grr!an that I love, though my heart I
ifguife
1 will frecly deivribe the wretch | defpile ;
And it ke has fenfe but to balance a fiaw,
Hz will swre ke the hine from the picture T draw-.
: | And & be bas sénfe, .
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A wit without fenfe, without fury a beau ;
Like a parrot he chatters, and ftruts like a crow ;
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon ;
1a courage a hind, in conceit a gafcon.
4 peacock, 8¢,

As a vulture rapacious, in falthood a fox ;
inconitant as waves, and unfeeling as rocks;
As a ty zer ferocious, perverfe as a hog ;
in mifchief an ape, and in fawning a dog.
4s a tyger, ©c.

In a word, to fum up all his talents together,

His heart is of lead, and his brain is of feather:

Yet if he has fenfe but to balance a firaw,

He will fure take a hint from the pitture I draw !
Yes if be, ©&¢.

SONG XLVIIL

HER fheep had in clufters ¢ clofe to a grove,
To hide from the heat of tlu:l‘eLt ;

And Phillis herfelf, in a woodbine alcove, -
Among the fweet violets lay ;

A youngdambkm, it feems, had been ftol’n from its
(’Twixt Cupid and Hymen a plet ;)

‘That Corydon might, as he fearch’d for his lamb,
Arrive at the critcal fpat.

As through the green hedge for his lambkin he

€
He fawpcth?fair nymph with furprize ;
Ye gods, if fo killing, he cry’d, while fhe fleeps,
I'm lofl if fhe opens her eyes ;
T4 tarry much longer would hazard my hear,
i"ll homeward ml:lambkin to trace, :
Bi't in vain honeft don ftrove to deparyy
Yor love held him 37( to the place. o
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Teale, vcal=, pretty birds, what achirp.ng you ke=;.
1 think you too lond on the fprav ;

Don't you fee, foohith lark, that the ¢ narmer®. atl o, |
You'll wake her as fure as “is day.

How dare thut fond butteyfly t~ ich the fiveet maid.
Her cheeks he miftukes for the rot-,

1"d put him todeath,t 1 wasno aroand,
My boldnets would break ner repofe.

Then Phillis look’d up with a lanzu!tking finil-,
Kind thepherd, faid ihe, you muftake

[ luid mytelt doven for to reft me awhile,
But trut me 1°ve long been awake,

The fhepherd took courage, advanc'd witha ba s,
He ptac’d himtelf down by hier nde ;

And manaz’d the matter ¥ cannot teii how,
But yectterday made her hus brude.

SONG XLIX,

b

E virgzins attend,
Believe me your triend,

And with prudence adhere 10 my plan:
rieter letit be faid,
'3 here goes an old maid,

Bu:v get married as faft as ydu can.

As {oon as you find
Y our hearts are inclin'd,
To beat quick at the Geivt o1 a man
1 hen chooke oar i yourh
With hooovr and trurh,
And get mariied as tatt as you can.

Yoroage, hke acloud,

Your charns foon w il fhroud,
And thes v hiatical Lies but g ipan
> Lhen vouds, wake yonr hay

. While ol dares his ay,
And get married as fadi 4o yoit can.
E 2
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T v treacherous rake
Wil artfully take, .
¥ 'ry micthod poor girls to trepan,
But baffle their fnare,
Make -irtue your care,
And get married as faft as you cuan.

And when Hymen's bands,
Have join’d both your hands,
1 he bright flame thll continue to tan ;
N-‘er harbour the ftings
‘I'bat jealoufy brings,
#ut b conitant, and bleft while you can.

SONG L.

I IOW ftands the glafs areund ?
rer fhame, ye take no care, my boys.
How ftands the glafs around ?
L=t mirth and wine abound.
The trumpets found;
The cslours the?( are flying, boys.
‘| o fight, kill, or wound,
May we ftill be found,
Content with our hard fate, my boys,
On the cold ground.

Why, foldiers, why,

Should we be melancholly, boys ?
Why, foldiers, why,
Whofe bus’nefs °tis to die |
What fighing, fie !

Prown fear, drink on, be jolly boys,
"I he, you ar 1!
Cold, hot, wetor dry,

Woe're always bound to lelow, boys,
And fcorn to fiy !

Tis but in vain,—
Umean aot to upbraid ye, boys »



SKY LARK., 5

"[1s but in vain
For foldiers to complain,
Should next campaign

Send us to him who made us, boys,
We're free from pain!
But if we remain,

A bottle and kind land!ady
Cure all again.

SONG LL

FROM lﬂge brook and the willow forfaking the
ain,

Eloifa ca?ne mournfully telling her pain ;

On her trembling hand fhe reclin’d her fad head,

Nor preft her pale cheek, for the colour was fled ¢

Her languid eyes rais'd after many a groan,

And thus fhe began in a faltering tone.

Soft zephyrs and wiilow, kind brook, lend your

aid,
Regard the complaint of an unhappy maid ;

it 51212 man whom 1 love thould here chance to rove,
In murm’ring founds let the brook thus reprove :
1 he maid by perfuafion and you, led aftray,
Came to relate her fad flory, one day.

For you ev'ry thepherd fhe us’d with difdain,

And pitch’d t?on You for her favourite fwain ;
But when her fond heart you poffefs’d, you forbore
1he refpeclt the had always Cmumandcg betore
For the fake of the nymph whom you did cninare,
Add a teay to this brock, and afigh to this tear.

SONG LIL

BENEAT}I agreen grove, a lovely young
fwain, :
Oua: ev'ning reclin’d, to difcover Ler po'ry
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Safad, vetdo fuccetly he warbled hiswee,

fhe winds ceas’d to breathe, and the tountains ‘e
flow . _ iphun

Rule winds with compaflion could hear him cnm.

Y=t Chluee lefs gentle, was deat to his ttrain.

How happy, he cry’d, my moments once flew !

When Chloe’s bright charms hirft luth’d in iny view

LI'hoie eyes then wath pleafure the dawn uu‘d fur-
VEy, they :

Nor funil’d the fair morning more cheerful than

Now fcenes of dittrels pleale only wy fight,

1’1 tortus’d in plealure, and languifh in light.

Then changes in vain for relief I purfue,

All elf= bur confpire my griefs to renew

i’ rom funfhine to zephyrs, and fhades we repair,
‘1 o funthine we fly from too piercing an air :
But love's ardent fever burns always the fame,
No winter can cool ity no fummer inflaie.

But fee the pale moon a'l clouded retire,

The breezes grow dull, not Strephon’s defire !

I fy from the danger ot tempeft and wind,

Yet nourith the maednels that preys on the mind ;
Shwrerch ! how can hite be worthy thy care ?
Lo legthen its aoents, but lengihen defyuir

SONG LIIL

f&S pafling by a fhady grove,
I hzard a Linner nnyg,

Whofe fweetly piaintive voice of love,
Proclaing’d the cheartul fpring.

H.s pretty accents feem’s to flow,
Asathe knew no pain,

s downy throat he tun'd fo fwest

U echo'd oter the pian.
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Ahi happy warbler, (! reply’d)
- Contented thus to be ; ,
*Tis only harmony and love,
Can be compar’d to thee.
Thus perch'd upon the fpray you ftand,
The monarch of the fhade,
And even fip ambrofial (weets,
That glow from ev'ry glade.

Did man poflfefs but half thy blifi,
How joytul might he be! _
But man was never form’d for this,
*Tis only joy for thee. ‘
Tien farewell, pretty bird, (I faid)

Purfue thy plaintive tale,
And let thy tuneful accents fpread
All o'er the fragrant vale.

S§ONG LIV,

AS bringing home, the other day,
Two Linnets I had tak’n,
The little warblers feem'd te pray
For liberty again: = :
Unheedful of their plaintive notes,
I fung acrofs the mead ;
In vain they tun’d their pleafing throats,
Aupd flutter'd to be freed.

As pafling through the verdant grove,
Neur which my cottage food,
Ithought I faw the quesn of love,
When Clora’s charms 1 view'a ;
1 gaz’d, 1lov'd, 1 prefs her ftay,
'T'o hear my tender tale ;
But all in vain—fhe fled away,
Nor would my fighs prevail.

%oon thro’ the wound, which love had ma.
Cane pity to my breatt ;
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Foad thies T (as compatlion bade)

‘The tcather’d paraddreis ¢ :
*“ Ye hittle warblers, cheartul be,
Remeuber aot ye Rew

For I who thought myfelt {o i1ee, .
A tar more caugnt than you.” .

SONG LV.

{
O NIGHTINGALE ' beft noet af the grove!
That plaintive ftrain can ne’er belony tu thee,
Bleit in tu!l poffetlion of thy love,
O 1:ad that frain, fweet nightingale to me.
. O ! lend that frain, &. .

*Ths mine, alas' to mourn a wretched fate ;
I love a maid whoall my bofom charmns;
Yet lofe my days without this lovely mate ;
-Inhunan fortune kecps her from my agms ¢ «
z:lmmau, .

You happy birds, by nature’s fimple laws,
Lead your calm lives tuitain’d by nature’s fare ;
You dwell wherever roving fancy araws ?
And love and fong are all your pleating care.
’ And lowe, &¢.

But we, vain flaves of intercft and of pride,
Dare not be blett, lett envious tongues fhould
blame : _
And here in vain 1 languifh for ruy bride! .
O mourn with inc, fweet birds, iy hapleis flame f
O mourn, &¢.

SONG LVL

F AREWEILL ye Green fields and fweet groves,
Where Phillis engag'd my tund heart,
Where nightinzales warble their loves,
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Coad ratire o drefs'd without art.
No pleafure they now can atiord,

No mulic can lull me to reft,
S.nce Phillis preve falfe to her world,

Y vuny Strepnon can never be bieft.

O1 tuncs by the fide of a fpring,
Whnere rofes and hilies appear,
Gav Ph:llis of Strephon would fing ;
I or 2treph.on was all fhe held dear .
¢ fuonas the (gund by my eyes,
The patlion that glow’d in my breaft,
She then, to my grief and furprife,
Prov'd all fhe had faid was a jeft.

Teco late to my forrow I find,
The beauties alone that will laft,
Arc thefe that are found in the mind,
Which envy or time cannot blatt.
Be ware, then beware how you truft |
Coquet:cs, who to love make pretence :
For Phillis to me had been juftt,
Had nature but bleft her with fenfe,

SONG LVIL

AS Colinet and Phoebe fat
Bencath a poplar grove,

The gentle youth with fondeft truth,
Was tellin; tales of love:

Dear blooming maid the thepherd faid,
My tender vows believe,

Thofe dow ncaft eyes and artlefs fighs
Can ne’er my faith deceive.

Tno’ fome there are, from fair to fair,
Delight in wilds to rove,

Such cf\:mgc from me thou ne'er canft fear :
Thy charms fecure my love.

Then Phoebe naw approve iny vow,
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By truth and fondnefs preft ;
A fmile ailume, to grace thy bloom,
And make thy fhepherd bleft.

A blufh o'er fpread her cheeks with red,
And half the turn'd afide

With pleafing woos her bofom rofe,
And thus the maid reply’d

¢¢ Dear gentle youth, I know thy truth,
And all thy arts to pleafe ;

But ah 1 is this the time for blifs,
And themes fo foft as thefe ?

W hile all around we hear no found,
But war’s terrific ftrain,

The drum commands our armed bands,
And chides the tardy fwain :

Qur country’s call aroufes all,
Who dare be brave and free,

Mv love fhall crown the youth alone :
Who faves himfelf and me.”

"Tis done, he cry’d, from thy dear fide,
iNOw qmck!{ 1’ll be gone,

From leve will 1 to freedom fly,
A flave to thee alone :

And whea I come with laurels home,
And all that freemen crave,

To crown my love, thy fmiles fhall prove
‘The fair reward the brave.

SONG LVIII.

,
r HO? ysuth and beauty grace the fair,
With ev’ry winning charm ;
‘i he grateful look and killing air,
1 hat doth my batom warm.
Vet the'e are worthlefs things, and vain,
“Wheic kindpefs has no part ;
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*J is fyvmpathy excites the flame,
Y ¢t warms the teader heart.

Fair Chloe once I much admir’d,
An! try’d herheart to move,

Witk plealing hopes my breaft was fi1’d ;
1 hop'd to win her love.

But ah! the frowning of the fair,
Perplex’d my anxious mind :

Yex'd withi difdain 1 left her there,
And fought a maid nore kind.

Fair Pclly next my paffions mov'd,
A mind both young and gay :
I saz’d a while, and guzing lov'd @
Aad thus to her did fay :
¢ Du not with killing frowns difdain,
"T'he youth whofe honeft heart o
Ecats high with love, in hopes to ‘> n
1 hofe charms which cauie the finart,

T’ all the beauties crown thy face,
I k1t Venus e’er pofieis’d ;

1 Li® cack tott chanmand winning gracey
Lies fparkling in thy breatt,

Y ct thefe muft fade and foon decay,
And yield to watting tie ;

Then learn their worth, while freth and gay,
And blouming in their prime.”

1).as at her feet [ figh'd a while,
Her cruel heart to move :

Eut could not gain that teader fmile,
Which footlies thie pangs of love.
Since pity's banith'd from their hzarts,

My troubles here fhail end ;
Pl gricve no more, while I poffefs
Atrueccle. ' friend.

True love divire no frowns poflefs,
INor angry patiions hold

F
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iive U'll rotire v feck redrefs,
For my bewilderd foull

Away ve fair, your beauty’s duft
1.l have no chars fromn you,

No charms thall c’er poflefs my breatt,
But what’s divine and true.

SONG LIX.

’\’. b ELL met, jolly fellows, well met;
By this bowl yvou're allwelcome I fwear ;
See where on the table 'tis fet,
And defign'd for the grave of our care.
From th:s focial convention,
? I will drive all contention,
€ave only wholongeft can drink ;
1 hen ill up your glafles
And drink to your laffes,
‘The headach take him that fhall thrink.

Do but lock at this glafs ! here boys, hand it a-
round ;
Why it fparkles like Phillis'seyes;
But 'tis better by far, boys . for when her eyes
wound, .
'This balm to the wound w3 fupgly ;
‘Then a fig for this thinking :
Fiii, hil, and be drinking :
Let us drown all our cares and ourforrow :
Come, the toaft, boys, the toaft!
There's no time to be loft,
For cur cares will return with tomorrow

SONG LX.
I DREAMT I faw a pitcous fight,

“Young Cupid weeping lay,
LUrtid hus pretey ttars ot hithe,
Had wept thewdelves away.
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Methought T afk’d him why he wept,
Mere pity led me on:

He deepry tigh'd and then reply’d,
Alas! | am undone.

As 1 beneath yon myrtle lay,
Clofe by Diana’s {prings,

Aminter ftole my bow away,
And pinion’d both my wings.

Alas ! faid I, where’s then thy bow,
Wherewith he wounded me ?

Thou art a god, and fuch a blow,
Could come trom none but thee.

But if thou wilt revenged be
On that ambitious {fwain,

I'll {et thy wings at liberty,
And thou fhalt fly again :

And all the fervice on my part
That I require of thee,

Is that you'd wound Amintor’s heart,
And make him die for me.

The filken fettersI unti’d,
And the gay wings difplay’d

He mounting ‘Pently fann’d and cry'd
Adieu, fond foolifh maid !

At that 1 blufh’d and angry grew,
1 thould the god belicve ;
But waking found my drcam toe true,
Alas L was aflave.

S ONG LXIL

O’ER defert plains and ruthy meers
And wither’d heaths | rove,
Where tree, nor fpire, nor cut appears,
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T pais to meet my tove ;

But tho' my parhs were damafk'd o'er
With benities e'er {o fine,

My Sufy thoughts would fly before
3o fia on tie alone.

O'cr dcfert plains, 8e,

Na ' rowa’l hilis could give delight,
No pal .o pleate my eve ;
No psramed’s eriai height, .
Wi morid’ring monarchs lie.
Q'er dryere plains, &,

Unniov'd thould eaftern kings advanee,
Could 1 the pageant fee,

£plendor might catch one fcornful glance,

Nour iteal one glance from thee.
Q'cr defert plains and rufby meers, &e¢.

SONG LXIL

I SIGH and lament me in vain,
“Thefe walls can but echo my moan ;
Alac ! it,increafes my pain,
When 1 think on the days thatare gnne.
Threugh the grate of my prifon I fee,
The birds as they wanton in air :
My heart, how it pants to be free,
M y locks they are wild with defpair 1

Above, though oppreft with my fate,
1 Luin with romqmet for my foes ;
T howgh forture has 2V or'd my ftate,
“he ne’er can fubdue me to thofe.
Falte women ' [n all azes to come,
I hy malice deteited tha'l be ;
Al when we are covd w the tomb,
t.rze hearts thall Rill forrow icr me.
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Ye roofs, where cold damps and difimay,
With filence and folitude dwell ;
How comtfortlefs pafies the day !
How fad tolls the eveningz bell !
The owls from tix: battlements cry ;
Hollow winds feem to murmur around ;
O Mary ! prepare thee to die!
My blood it runs cold at the found !

SONG LXIIL

LOVELY nymph now ceafe to languith,
Yicld not thus thy mind to woe ;
Look behind the cloud of anguifh,
\ hearing beatns of contort blow,
. Chearing beams, & .

Let enlivtning liope clate thee,
Hope that points to tairer fkies
1 hil.L the tranfient ills that wait thec,
sue but bledings in difguife.
Are but, &s.

Be not by diftrefs dejected
shrink not trom atfliction’s hand :
Falfhoad is trcm truth deteéted,
By the kind enchantrefs’ wand.
| By the kind, G\

Sage inftruétrefs, the thall train thee -
Steady virtue teach thy heart :

Sharp, but fhort liv'd, pains await thee :
Endiefs bletlings to nnpart.

Endlefs bl:fngs, &

N ONG LXIV.

T
A1 1'F thape alore ict others pi'7 2,
L teatvges of the far!

= =

[ A
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.‘ ‘I.tg‘\'ﬁ ,“.” i"'l ¢ ;.ll ' r ") €5,
And weanti in her wr,

N dimad: cheek and ivery arm,
Skl peter aay withes win

Gave 3oe an animated founm,
That tj.caksa mind within—

A f1-¢, where awful hovour fhires,
MW R e fenge wnd iweatneds move,
Anl angel innocence rennes
fhe - dernels of love.

Thete are the foul of beiaty’s frame,
W.thout whofe vital aid,

Unfinith'd all her features feem,
Anad .M her rofes uead.

But ah! where both their charms un:te,
How perfelt is the vie v,

With eve:y image of del: ht,
With graces ever new |

Of p~w'r to charm the greateft woe,
1 he wildeft rage conrroul ;

Ditffaling nmuldnefs o’er the brow,
And rapture thyough the foul.

Their power but faintly te expres,
All langwige muft defyair

But ge, behold Arpatia’s face,
And read it prifelt there.

SONG LXV.

¢

d 10\'-’ blef’d has mv time been, what jovs have
[ krouwn,

ree wediedX's foft hondage mada Jefl 1y cwnl

S~ otulmy Feart s, fo eafy my char,

*Patareedem is taft:lefs, and roving a pain,
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‘f hrough walks grown with woodbines, as often
we ftray,

Arcund v~ cur bo, s and girls frolic and play :

How plesung thewr fport i, the wanton onces fee,

And borrow their looks from my Juile and me.

‘To try her fwveet temper, fometimes am 1 feen

Ir reves all day with the nymphs cn the greeng

T he paintul my abfence, mv doubts the beguiles,
And eets me at night with compliance and imiles.

What though on her cheeks the rofe lofes its hue,

Hor wit and g,ond humour bloom all the year
through ;

Time, ftill as he flies, adds increafe to her truth,

And gives to her nund what he fteals fiom her
youth.

Ye flicpherds fo 2av, who make lave to enfnare,
And cheat with talie vows the too credulous tair ;
In fearch of true pleafure how vainly you roam :
1o hold it for life, you muft find it at home.

SONG LXVI,

YE fair married dames, who fo oftendeplore,

"V hat a lover onge bleft, 1s a lover no rore;
Arrend to my counfel, nor bluth to be taunght,

“A hat prudence muftcherith whatbeauty has caught.

The blooin of your cheek and the glance of ycur
€Yoy .

Yaur rofes and lilics may make the men figh :

But rofes, and lilies, and fighs pats away,

2.ud paflion will die, as your beauties decay.,

Ufe the man that vou wed, like your fav'rite guittar,
“Lho” muiie in Luth they are both apt to iar;

How winerul and foft from a delicate toudh,

Not hur dizd teo rougnhy, nor play’d on teo a8
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h!

The Garryw aad Lot will teed from your hard,

Giow L at yuur K. nullda, ami come at com-
uand ;

xert with your hutbiad the fume k. ppy kill,

0 hearts, tXe yeur bivds, inay be tain'd to your
will.

F
|

| gv and sood hamnened, comphm and kind,

1 u: the chetf 0 Yeus cafe hiont your face to your
an nd

*Tis thus that a < e may her conquefls improve,

‘\nd Hu JdiTh ’l lll riveé l!“. :‘ tIers ‘)' 140\'!0

SONG LXVIL

. &
IN FO R PARTS--ON ABSENCE, HOPF, <GLITUDE ANP
DISAPFUINTMENS.

ACSENCE. I

l F Orvpherds, fo chzarful av\d Ray,

W nuie locks never carelefsly rudin—
shour it ,.nf) don’s hdppr | to “l’tl)’.

O ot the poor wandderers Lome.
.-'\V KW b, 0 ) mx..e and to Il,.h,

© etV ofthe chinge that ye find ;
Y yue, cine, wosfo watchfulas L ;

- e Jeto my dear Fhvlhs behind.

Nov ik rovwhatitis rto aave firove
WMot rorture of dot bt andd defire §
Whatery, m adriire and wonane,
il teave e we love and admirre.
AT i -r'h my flock "1 themern,
At il domps of Ca Lewtioon, repel;
Aot anraatand talean:
--i e hade s, o Pl farewell,



SKY LARK.

Since Phyllis vouchiaf’d me a look,
I never once dreamt of my vine ;
May 1 lofe both my pipe and my crouk,
It I knew of a kid that was mine,
] priz’d every hour that went by,
Beyond all that had pleas’d me before :
But now they are pafs’d ; and I figh,
And 1 gr.cve that 1 priz’d the:m no more.

But, why do 1 Janguifh in vain?
Why wander thus peafively here?
Oh! why did | come trom the plain,
Whre 1 ted on the tmiles of my dear ?
T hey tell me, my tavourite maid,
‘I he pride of that valley, is lown!
Alas! where with her | Lave ftray'd,
1 could wander with pleafure, alone.

When forc'd the fair nynph to forego,
What anguifh I felt a\ iny heart!
Yet i thought butit might net be fo—
* Fwas with Fain that the faw me depart.
She gaz’d, as I flowly withdrew ;
My path | could hardly difcern ;
€o fweetly fhe bade me adien,
1 thought that fhe bade me retura.

The pilgrim that journeys all da
To VIgﬁt fome far diltzlt fhriney,
1t he bear buta relic away,
__Is happy, nor heard to repine.
fhus widely remov'd from the fair,
Where my vows, my devotion, [ owe,
Sott h.pe is the rche | bear,
And my folace whereverl go.

HOPE. Il

MY banks they are furnifh’d with bee:,
Whole murmur invites one to leep

M- prarens are fhaded with trecs ;
Aatmy hills arewhite over wat!s fhe -«
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T &, bees met meth a lofs,

Such health do my mountamns beftow ;
Ay founains all border’d with mofs,

W here the hare bells and violews yrow.

Not a pine inmy grove is thiere {ecn,

But with tendrils of woodbinc ‘s bound :
Not a beech’s more beautiful green,

But a fweet briar twises it around.
Not wy fields in the prime of the vear,

Mo ¢ charms than my cattle unfold :
Not a brook that is mpid and clear,

But it glitters with fithes of gold.

One would think fhe might like to retire
I'v the bow'r I have labour’d 10 rear;
Nct a thrub that 1 heard her admire,
But I haf*ened and planted it there.
O how judden the jeflamine ftrove
With the lilac to rendcr it gay !
Already it calls foi my love,
To prune-the wild branchesaway.

T rom the pliins, from the wondlands,and groves,
~ What 1 ains of wild melody flow ;
How tine ni:hting.les warble their fovcs,
From thickets of rofes that blow !
And when her bright form fhall appear,
Each bird fhall harmonioutly join
In a concert, to foft and foclear,
As—1he may not be tond to refign.

I have tonnd out a gift for my fair;

I have found whege the wood pracons breed :
But {et me that plunder forbear

she will fay, twas a Darbarous de=d,
Yor hie ne‘er con'd Lz tene, the averr'd,

Wh could reb a pooi bird ot 1ts young :
And Vov'd her the nuere, whion ) hicard

5 o tenderneas fail rror Lier torsue,

.



SKY LARK.

I have heard her with fweetnefs unfold,
How that L'ity was due to adove :
That it ever attended the bold ;
And the cali'd it the fifter of Love.
But her words fuch a pleafure convey,
So much 1 her accents adore,
Let her fpeak, and, whatever fhe fays,
Methinks i thould love her the more.

Can a befom fo gentle remain
Unmov d, when her Corydon fighs ?
Will a nymph that is fond of the [%Iain.
‘I'hefe plains, and this valley defpife ?
Dear rec.ons i filence and thade !
Soft fcenes of contentient and cafe!
Wherel could have pleafingly (iray'd,
1f aught, in Ler abience, cguld pleate.

But where dees my Fhyvilnla firay ?

And wiers are wer grots and her bow'rs?
Are the prove: and the vallies as gay,

And the flicp.crds as gentle as ours ?
The groves may, jerhaps, be as fair,

And the tece ol the vallies as fine ;
The fwains maty 1 Manners compire,

But their love is nout equal to nuae.

SOLICITUDE. I'L

WHY will you my paflion reprove ?
Why terniita tolly to grieve ?

Ere 1 fhew vou the chanins of my love,
Sheis tatrer than vou cantel cve.

With her mien the enamours the brave g
With Ler wit the enanges the tree

With her niodetty pleates the grave; -
the1s eviiy way pleating to uie.

O you that have been of her train,
Come and join in my amorous lay$;

1 could fay dewn 1y iite tor the fwain,
‘1 hat will fing bui 4 fong in her praife.
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When fhe fings, may the nymphs of the towa
Come trooping, and liften the while ;

Nay, on him let not Phyllida irown
— But 1 cannot allow her to finile.

For when Paridel tries in the dance
Any favour with Phyllis to find,
Oh! how, with one trivial glance,
Might fhe ruin the peace of my mind't
In ringlets he dreffes his hair,
And his crook is beftudded around ;
And his pipe—oh may Phiyllis beware
Of a magic there is in the foud.

*Tis his with mock paffion to glow ;
*['is his in fimooth tales to unfold,
¢« How her face is as bright as the {iiow,
*¢ And her bofom, be fure, is as cold ;
¢ How the nightingales labour the ftrain,
‘¢ With the notes of his charmer to vie ;
“ How they vary their accents in vain,
¢ Repine at her triumphs, and die.”

To the grove or the garden he firays,
And pillages every fweet ;
Then, fuiting the wreath to his lays,
He throws it at Phyllis's feet.
‘“ O Phyllis,” he whifpers, * more fair,
‘“ More fweet than the Jeflamine's flow'r !
¢ What are pinks, in a mora, to compare ?
‘¢ W hat is eglantine after a fthow'r ?

““ Then the lily no longer is white ;
‘‘ Then the rofe is depriv'd of its bloom ;
“* Thea the violets die with defpight,
‘“ And the woodbines give up theiwr perfume.”
i ha, glide the foft numbers along,
_And he tancies no fhepherd his peer :
Y-t I never fhould envy the fong,
Were nut Phyllis te fcnd it an ear.
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let ks or. ok be with hyacinths bound,
$o Uhyllis the trophy defpife ; |

L et his forehead with raure s be crown'd,
So they fhine not in Phyllis’s cyes.

Tir langrage that flows frcm the heart,
Is a ftranger to Paridel’s tongue ;

~——Yet may the beware of his art,

Or fure 1 muft envy the fong.

DISAPPOINTMENT. 1V.

Y'Y fhepherds, give ear to my lay,
Aund take no more heed of my theep :
They have nothing to do but to ftray ;
I have nothing to do but to weep.
Yet do not my folly reprove ;
She was fair—and my paffion begun ;
¢he fmil’d—and [ could not but love ;
she is faithlefs—and 1 am undone.

Perhaps 1 was void of all thought ;
Perbaps it was plain to forefee, |
That a nymph fo complete would be fought
By a {wain more engaging than me.
Ah! love ev'ry hope can infpire:
1t banifhes wifdom the while ;
And the lip of the nymph we admire
Scems ever adorn’'d with a fmile.

She is faithlefs, and I am undone ;
Ye that witnefs the woes 1 endure,
Let rcafon inftruct you to fhun .
What it cansot inftruét you to cure.
Beware how you loiter in vain
Amid nymphs of an higher degree :
1t is no: for me to cxglain,
tiow fair and how fickle they be.

Alas! from the day that we met,
What hope of an end to my woes?

When 1 cannot endure to forget
‘Jhe glance "&" undid my repofe.
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Yet ti:pe may diminith the pain: |
The flow’r, and the fhrub, and the tree,

Which I rear’d for her plea{ure, in vain,
In time may have comfort for me.

The fweets of a dew fprinkled rofe,
‘Y he found of a murmuring ftrean,
The peace which from folitude flows,
Henceforth thall be Corydon’s theme.
High trarfports are fhown to the fight,
But we are not to find them our own :
Fatc never beftow’d fuch delight,
A; [ with my Phil'.s had known.

O ye woods, fpread youg branches apace* |
Y o your decpeft mﬁes Ify;
1 wou?d hide with the beafls ot the chace;
1 would vanifh from every eye.
' Yet my reed fhall refound thro’ the grove
Wirh the fame fad complaint it begun ;
How the fnil'd, and 1 could not but love ;
Wus faithlefs, and I am undone !

SONG LXVIIL

MY temples with clufters of gra'pcs I'll entwine:
And barrer all joys for a goblet of wine ;

tusearch of a Veaus no longer 1'll run,
But flop und forget hier at Bacchus's tun.

Yet, Why thisrefolve to relinquith the fair?

'[is folly with ipirits like mine to defpair ;

Tor, What mighty charms can be found in a glafs,
ot iill'd wo 5:(: walth of fome favourite afs ?

*11- woman wiofe charins ev'ry rapture impart,
And lend a rew fpring to the pulfe of the heart -
The wiifer hixnlcllj}b fupr-me is her fway

Cozons canvet to lave, and reh;one her hi. Key.
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At the found of her voice. forrow lifts up her head,
And poverty liftens, well pleas’d from her fhed ;
While age, 1n an ecftafy, hobbling along,,

Beats time, with his crutch, to the tune of her fong.

‘Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus’s hoard ;
‘The largclf and deepeft that ftands on his board ;
1'll fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fair ;

>’Tis the toatt of a lover, and pledge m:¢ wio darc

SONG LXIX.

| G’ O ! tuneful bird, that glads the fkies, |
| ‘To Daphne’s window {peed thy way,

And there on t ling pinions rife,
And there thy vocal art difplay :

And if fhe deign thy notes to hear,
And if fhe praife thy matinfong,

Tcll her the found*that foothes her ear,
To Damon's native plains belong.

‘Tell her in livelier plumesarray’d, .
The birds from India’s groves may fhine,
But afk the lovely, partial maid,
What are his notes, compar’d with thine ?
Then bid her treat yon witlefs beau,
And all his flaunting race with icorn,
Andlend an ear to Damon’s woc,
Who fings her praife, but fings forlorn.

SONG LXX.

TO hear a fweet Goldfinch’s fonn:t,
This morning 1 put on my bonnet :
But {carce in the meadow, pies on it,
When the Captain appears in my view.
1 fclg an odd fort of fenfation,
My heart beat an odd palpitation,
d blufh’d like a pink of carnation,
\When favi lie, ¢ My dear, how do youle v
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The devil fure, iays 1, here has popp'd hua ;
I try'd to flip by. but | dtort him;
So, my very b2t court’fy 1 dropt him :

With an air, then he bobs oft his hat.
He feein'd with my perfon enchanted :
He fquecz’a .ay hand ; how my heartpanted?
1lc afk’d tor a kifs, and 1 granted :

Anpd, pray now, what harm was in that?

Says T, Sir, for what do you take me?
He2 faid, a fine lady he'd make me,
No, de:n him, he'd never forfake nie ;
Aad then, on his kaee he flap’d duwn,
His handkerchief fmelt fo {weetly ;
His white *= * he fhew’d §g completely ;
Hemz .a,’. *' matter fo fleatly,
I nc’er can be kifs'd by a clown.

SONG LXXI

| \V HY fhould our joys transform to pain ?
| Why gentle Hymen’s filken chain
A plague of iron prove ? )
BrxDisH, ’tis ftrange, the charm that binds
Millions of hands, fhould leave their minds
At fuch a loofe from love.

In vain I fought the wond’rous caufe,
Raung'd the wide field of nature’s laws,
And urg'd the fchools in vain ;
‘Then deep in .hought within my breaft
My foul retir'd, and flumber drefs’d
A bright inftructive fcene.

O’cr the broad lands, and crofs the tide,
Un Fanoy’s airy horfe t ridc,
(Sweet rapture ot the mind !)
T1il on the banks ¢f Ganges’ fl...d,
In a wall, ancient prove 1 flood
Yor fucr:d uf: defign'd,



SKY LARK.

Hard by, a venerable prieft,
Ri.’n with his God, the tun, from ret,
Awoke his mornine fong.
"Thrice he conjur’d the murni‘ring itreamn,
‘I he birth ot {ouls was all his theae,
And half divine his toncue.

“ He fang th’ eternal roiling flame,
¢+’ hat vatal mats, that, :till the {ane,
“ Does all our minds compede :
¢ But {hap’d in twice ten thoufand frames ;
¢ § hence difring fouls, ot @b ring aatues,
* Anu jarring teners, role. |

¢ "Che mighty power, that form’d the mind,

¢ One nouid tur ev'ry two detign'd, '
‘“ Andg blets'd the new buirn pais :

“ Tpes be amatch for this @ he taid)

“fheadowa e fent the fouls he made,
Lo lcek them bodies here o

¢¢ But parting from their warni zbode,

1 hey tolt dhieir tellov s on the road,
¢ And n:ver juin’d their hands -

*“ Ah vruel chance, and crotling fates |

* Our eattern fouls huve dropt their ;mate
** On Europe’s barbarvus lunds.

“ Happy the youth that nnds the beid-,
“Whaot: birth is to hic own ally'd,
*“ The twecteti joy ol Lt !
“* But ch! the crowds of wretched 07
s Fetter'd tomenos o ffcientmonld:,
“ And chain'a ¢ ciorsal e 1

Thus fangz the weratous 1adian Laed
My foul wath viat attention houad,
While Gaiar e ceus'd to Qo
*Sure tiren, (L onya) nache fber G
“hRat pevtde nping e teenntd v
iy be apry ton
C
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* Tome courteous angcl, tell me where,
¢ W hat diftant lands this unknown fair,
¢ Or dittant feas dezain ?
¢« $nitt as the wheel of nature rolls
“ I'd ly, t0 mect and mingle fuuls,
** And wcar the joytul chain.

S ONG LXXIL

I THAT once was a ploughman, a failor am &,
No lark that's aloft in the tky,
Evr flutter’d its wings to give ipeed to the plovgh,
Was {o gay and fo carelefs as 1. |
3ut :my friend was a Carfindo on board 2 King's
thip,
AAnd he axed e to go to fea for a trip ;
Aad he ralk’d of fuch things,
As it iadors were Kings ;
And o tcazing did keep, |
‘thatt :f:‘f' my poor plough, to go ploughing th-
deep :
“Where {o fweetly the horn,
Call’'d tuc up in the morn,
rre 1 truztt‘zd to the Curfnds or the inconftant
wind,
i hat teapted nie to go, and leave my dear behind,

1 $adn’t mugh like to be on board a faip,

Wienin danger, there’s no duor to creep gut;
I Lid the jolly 1ars, | Lk'd bumbo and f.p,

But dujn't like 1ocking about. ~
By and by came a hurrican=, 1 didn’t Lne that,
Naxt a battle that inan, a faidor laid flat;

Ah' Why did 1 roam,

Wlheo o }aapp}' at home?

i coult tuw, and could reap, ,

} I icgt u:y pour plough, o go plonghing the

Jeep.
’ Wheve fo, ocotiv ohe barn, Jo.
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Ariength fate I lunded, and ina who!ls &-a,
Nor did § make any long flay,
Ere 1 found by a fricad who 1 axed for my kin,
Father dead, and my wife run away,
Ah!' who but thyfelf, cry’d I, hatt thou to bla~.
W ives looiing their hufbands oftlofe a good v -
AL' Why did i roun,
When 1o Lappy at home?
1 cculd fow, and could reap,
Eic ettt ny poor ploughyand v« eat ploushine ™ |
d\.\."po
Bbere yo fweetiy the borm, &~

Why 1t that be the cafe faid this very fame i,
And vou be’nt no wmore ntmaed to roat

Gits a thuke by your 4it, all your cares wt wi i
Dad’s alive aind your wite’s fate at home ;-
Stark st withijoy, Ileap'd out eimy tkin,
Butvdiny Wife, Motlier, difter, and all or sty L7

Ah Y ried )y letr than roam,
Wko want a zcod howe ;
! an well, fo Pl keep,
Nor again ixave iny plough, to go plougzing t'..
ucep
On.e more thadl the borvycall me upinshe mors, . .

’

SON G LNXNIIL

T

WAS caily on a holiday,

A harededs thephicid chsaOd o trav
Aud wund’ving near ach.mtid Yo s,
He far hun dovanto haat ns a0
thus fu-d the thophend, tece nona e,
L tho pudyeon could cannai e

Ur agy of the foaly nny,

Pd envy none bodow the thy,

His fpor e v ka0 o s wiiad
[ ‘n' N ; . L3N . A ‘ .
Upoi b Land his head ooddedd,
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And I:if'ning to the woedlark's sute,
He watch'd the motion of its float,

It fearce obtain’d a ingle fwim

Ere Cupid round the fwn did fkim,
With feather’d wings extended wide,
And feuled by the thepherd's fide.

" The fwain had heard of bows and darts,
And Cupid’s fnare, that tortur'd hearts,

Became uneafy at the fight

But artfully conceal’d his f'rigllt.

“ Ol %ray thee, Cupid ! tell, 1 pray,

What brought thee here fo foon 10 day 1®

“¢ In truth, faid he, in fports like thine,

1 hither come to wafte my time.?

“¢ If this be true, my pretty boy,

‘Then leave with me this glitt'ring toy :
1 inean the arrow in thy hand ;

‘1 hen equally we’ll fhare our ftand.”

¢ thepherd, ') give thee any thing -
Here take ity with my bow and ftring."”®
"t ke fwain fecure his cheek did ftroke,
And flily Cupid’s arrow broke.

Put, 1! an angel’s voice he heard,
Vihen foon an angel’s form a;:{car’d,
\Wirh eycs fo bright, as peets fay

v “homid Phabus tleep) might rule the day,
"1 .e thepherd liten’d to her fong 3
1n truth, 1 tear, he gaz’d too long ;
For, as her eyes therr beams withdrew,
Her winning looks the theplierd flew.

Atfir €, he felt th’ uncommon fuart,
.o fear'd the boy had fent a dart ;

"1 Lien faintly turmng, ¢ child,” faid he
** ‘1 hiis fatal arrow came from thee,”
‘¢ Cgepherd, 1 fay, its no fuch thing
You bed it withny bow and L.
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Rut niow, 1 guels, tor v hory veu fuare ;-

I

1 hie nvmph yoy faw has piere’d your licart

S ONG LXXIV,

E'IO‘»V imperfelt is expredicn,
Some cniotions to impare,
Y~ hen v ¢ mean a fott conteNon,
And y et feek to hide the heart.
When our bufoms all complying,
With enraptur'd tumults fwell,
And beat, what bruken, falt'ring, dying,
Langng-e would, but cannot tell.

Deep confufion, rofy terror,
Quite cxpreflive, paints my cheek ;
Afk no more, behold vour error,
Bluthes eloquently. fpeak :
What, tho’ fileat is my anguith,
Or breath’d only to the air :
Mark my eyes, and as they languidh,
.Kead what yours have written there,

O that you could once deceive me |
Once my foul’s ftrong feelings view !

Loveé has nought more fond, believe me,

Friendfhip nothing halt {o true,

From you, | am wifd, defpainng :
With you, fpeechlefs, as t touch,

This s all that bears declarin,
Ard, perhape, declates oo much.

S ONG LXJNV,

FOR variains purpofe ferves the fan,
As thus adecent biind,

Bctween the ftuks to peep at man,
Nor vet betray onir m.pd.

Faska.ticn hat aweunin® plan,
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Refentment’s in the fn;‘p;
A flire exprefles ftrong difdain,
Confent a gentle tap,

Al paflions wil! the fan difclofe,
Ali modes of female art,
And to advantage fweetly fthews
‘] he hand it not the heart,
“1is folly's fceptre, firtt defign'd@
By love’s capricious boy, .
Who knows how lightly all mankind
Are govern'd by a toy.

SONG LXXVL

THE fmiling morn, the breathing fpring
Invite the mnetu! birds to fing :

Aud while they warble from each lay

+ ove aelts the univerfal lay.

et us, Amanda, timely wife,

~ {.ike thein improve cach hour that flies,
And in fofr raptures fpend the day

Ameng the birks of Invermay.

Teor foon the winter of the year,

An:. age, life’s winter, will appear :
At this thy living bloom will tade :
As that will firip the verdant fhade :
Our tafte of pl-afucres then is o’er,

‘I he fcather'd fongflers are no more ;
And when they Jdroop and we decay,
Adicu the birlss of Invermay.

Thelacverocks now with linnets fing,
T he rocks around with echoes ring ;
‘T he inavis ard the blackbirds vic,
7, taneful ftrains to glad the fky.
1 he woods now wear their fuiamer fuits ;
20 mirth all pature nowr invites ;
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~ Yet us be blithfome then and gay,
Among the birks of Invermay.

Beho!d the hills and vales around,

With lowing herds and flocks abound ;
The wanton kids and frifking lambs
Gambol and dance about their dams :
The bufy bees with humming noife,

And all the reptile kind rejoice :
L.ct us like them, then fing and play
About the birks of Invermay.

Hark ! how the waters as they fall,
Loudly, my love, to gladnefs call !

1he wanton waves fpors in the beams,
The fithes play throughout the ftreams :

The circling fun does now advance,

And all the planets round him dance ;

Let us as jovial be. as they, .
Among the birks of Invermay.

SONG LXXVII.

L ET fchooimaiters puzzle their brain,
With grainmar, and nonfenfe, and learning .

Good liquor, I ftoutly maintain,
Give Genius a better difcerning.

Let them brag of their Heathenith Gods,
_I'ncir Lethes, their Styxes, and Stygians :
Their Q:us, and their Qiues, and.their Qads,

1 hey’re all but a partel ot pigeons.
%rrodcy 3

When Methodift preachers come down,
A preaching that drinking is finful,
il wager the rafeals a crown,

‘They always prrach bet with 2 kintul.
L.t when you come down with your peace,

Fora fiee of theiy fcurvy religion,

le, torroddle, torra!.,
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AWl laave 1t o all nen ot fonde,
But you, miy goed triemd, are the Figeon. ‘
. Tu:reddle, torvoddie tory:.,

T hen come, put the jorum about,
And ot as e merry and clever,
C::r ! earts and our liquors are dout,
Fiere's the ‘Vhree Joliy Pigeuis torever.
Let tcme cry vp woodcock or hare,
Your buitar 13, your ducks, and your widgeans;
Bat of all the birds of the o1r,
ters’s a health to the 1hy. ¢ Jolly Pigeons,
Tarvoddle, torroddle, tar: 5i!.

S ONG LXXVIIL
x.ﬂ:\ll ! fifh’on, swherefore doft thou ftill

1 he romale Lregt withanger fill,

And tzach fuch crirel ares ?

* 1is thou that bid"it the tair conceal

1 heir glewing cherms bencath aveil,
‘I o tantalize our hearts.

O ban:fh the bonner, or draw up the veil,
Ciown with fimplicity each American fuir;

-No longer their fmiles and their dimples conceal.

But let u> behold them e°n juftas they are,

Ah! fafhion, *is thy ruthlefs pow'r,
‘T hat midf: th~ s rove, and in the bow'r,
CS: damyps ecitatic blifs :
For when the nectar we thould Gip,
‘The cobweb fI'itters on the lip,
And blunt, the w.nuions Kifs,
O banifd the bonec:, &,

Oh! fafhion, bid the curtain 1ilc,

‘T hat we may tcaft ouglonging ¢y cs
Wit dimples antl with funles ;

Then ev'ry vouth fhall blet; the fvar,
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Azxd to ihy precepts homagse pay
Dear goddefs of our ifles. ’
| O banifd 1he bornet, &¢.

SONG LXXIX.

SEE ﬁxddy Aurora begins to appear,
And chaces from hence the dull night;
The huntfmc;l are up, and the hounds ’gin to
- cheer :
~Ye gods, what a glorious fight !
Yoicks, Jowler a!r.:! Sweetlips ! hark forward,
away !
Tantara, we'll ’hail thie fweet morn.
T'o juin in fuch paftimes no longer delay,
Bu: fullow the found of the hora.

The fox is unearth'd and the chace is begun ;
Purfuing is cach hound and fteed ; '
He doubles, and tries by his cunning to fhun
-~ His fate, and now fkims o’er the mead ;
There clofely purfu'd, by the river he aiins
To efcape to the other fide lawa ;
But zlas! he’s o’erta’n ; and the huntfman pro-
claims |
His death by the found of the horn.

Then while all your coxcombs and {weet fcent-
_ ed beaux,
Who delight in the noife of the town,
Hunt fathion and folly, and fuch foolith thows,
1 purfitit of which oft they are thrown ;
Like them where fuch fiuyid dull paitimes a-
_ bound,
So idly to walie time we fcorn,
Dut purfue rz(’y i:{:alth, whilft with horfes and
ounds .
Wa Lllow the found of the hora.

H
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SONG LXXX.

\FJHEN duty cali'd 1 fu:id away,
$tiii to myfelt und country true;

And nothiing could my Leart difmay,
But paruang tfrom my charming Sue.

With grief her tender heart was prefs'd,
And fcarcely could 1 trdadien :

Herforrows ﬁh‘d wy conftant heare,
For dear 1love my (hatiming Sue.

I1ki03d away the falling tear,
And vow’d I ever wouild be true
“Thien bid her hope and banifh fear,
‘o paecify my charming Sue :

She iixli'd, and wept, and figh'd ag:in,
But § was forc'd ro bid adien ;

Yet, while 1 fail’d upon the uain,
I theught upon my charming Sue.

T he w hiftling winds began to blow,
Ard dreadful rocks appear’d in view |
Neow up aloft, now down below,
Yet 11 1 thought un charming Sue.

F.r three long years upon the main,
Bach toil and danger T went througk: |
At length, quite tight, return’d aga.n,
§ canee, and found my charming Sue.

Conbagt v Jovely girt 1 found ;

to nae fhie taithful was, and true 3
And having 14i’d the werld around,
° e et i ort with charming Sue :

Ot te church we creep'd amay-
= tieaded by the jolly e ;
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A:rd Lan oound to ble!s the day
1 Law iy dovely, charaing Sue.

S ONG LXXXIL -

‘cK]HAT is a-port, St ? vouy, Sir? No, Sir?
2 1'is thes, sy 'd have you w know— .
Con&an'ly writing, Sir,
And kis nails bivng, orr, -
Uh, he's a wond’rons fellof?

Now in the earret, Sir—high, Sir<high, Sir -
Now in1hie cellar below ;
anthineand vaypour, Sire—
Pen, ink and paper, Sir,
Oh, he's a wond'rous teliow !

His pockets te fll, Sir—mi!}, Sir-1till, ir —
$1:s noddte he empties—O ho!
Scribbling and {crawling, Sir,
Starting and bawling, Sir,
Qh, he's a wond’rous fellow ?

S ONG LXXXIIL

CONTESTED 12m, »nd contented In] be,
For what can this world moere afford,
Than a girl that will fociably fet on my knee,
Axd a ceilar thaes plenuful ftor'd?
My rave boyg, ©..

My vault door is open’d, defcend ev'ry pueft,
_Yap that cafk ; ay, that wine we will try ;
*Lis as fweet as the lips of your love to the tafly
And as bright as her checks to the eve.

2 a piece of it boop 1 my candl Lave fuck,
ol hshiuseadhibenle U haad
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The feot of my glafs for the purrofe T broke,
For 1 hate that a bumper thould ftand.

Aftride on a butt, as a butt thould be firod,
1 fit m companions among,

Like grape bletfing Bacchus, the good fellow's god,
And a fentiment give, or a fung.

‘We are dry where we fit, though the oozing drops
fcem ’
The moit walls with wet pearls to embofs,
From th;; arch mouldy cobwebs in Gothic tafte
| tream
L.ke flucco work cut out of mofs.

My celiar's my camp, my foldiers my flafks,

All glericufly rang’d in review?; .
Wtea o caft my eyes round, I confider my calks

~ Ac:Kkingdoms I've yet to fubdue. .

I charge glafs in hand, andany cmpirc maintain,
No antent more patriot like bled ;

- Eachd:op in defencg of delight 1 will drain,

Aad myfelf for niy bdcgs 1'll drink dend.

Sound that pipe—"tis in tane, and thole ‘bins are

well fill'd, . A

View the heap of Champagne ‘%n your rear;

Yon hottles are Burgundy, toe how they're pil'd,
Like artillery, ticr over ticr.

*Tis mny will, when 1 dic not a tear fhall be fhed,
No Hie jacer be ;rat’'d on my ftone ;

Zut porir w'er my coflin a bottie of red,
And write, that H:s drinking ¢s dene.

S ONG LXXXIIL

2 EAR Feart! whata terrible life am 1 led
A Aog hac s “errer that's fhelter'd and fed ;
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Niht and day tisthe fane,
My patnis dere pae ;
Me o dh to de | ord e was dead.
W hate’er’s to be done,
Your Blacky mattrun;
Mo cere, Mun o dere,
M:un ;o cevery where,
Abdeve or below,
Sirrah, come, tirrah, 2o ;
1o {u, and do fo,
Ght Chi - *
Mie wifh to de Lord me was dead.

S ONG LXXXIV,
YE fair, poflef-"d of ev’ry charn,

1o captivarte the will;

Whoie fnelescan rage ifelt difarm,
W hote fiovens at ene can kiil,

Cay, Will vou deigzn the ver{c to ke,
W here ﬁau’r-y bears no jart;

An hone il verfe, thae Aoves fine pe,
And candid from il hicar:

Great s your pow'r ; but, prester yet
Maunkind it nught enpage :

I, an ve all Goneake o net,
Ye all could make a eage.

Fach nymph a thoufund beoarts may take;
For who's to by bload 2

Eut to vohatead anrioner in ke,
Uniels you've e th o tawa?

Areend el eoanedl atien teld,
Toott necdd invan,

Jearn thas Lo ars, the art te oY,
And ook che Tovee's chaan,

vameliers to hivrle pajote won,
Who bede spaimn e et

 H N
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Tho' beauty may the charm Begij,
*I'is {weetnefs makes 1t laft. .

SONG LXXXV.

N OW’s the time for mirth and glee,
Sing, and love, and laugh with me: -
Cupid is my theme of ftory ;
*T is his godfhip’s fame and giory.
- How all yield unto his law!

Hai hat ha! ha! ha! ha! ha}

C’er the Eravc, and o’er the gay,
Cupid takes his fhare of play :
He makes heroes quit their glory ;
He’s the god moft fam’d in fiery ;
Bending them unto his law !
" Ha! ha! ¢de

Sly the urchin deals his darts,
Without pity—piercing hearts:
Cupid triumphs «ver paffions,
Not regarding modes or fathwons.
Firmly fix d is Cuprd’s law |
. Ha! ba! &e.

Ysme may think thefe lines not true;
But they’re tacts—"twixt me and you :
- “¥ben, ye mards and men, be wary
How you meet before you narry.
Cupid’s wall is folely law.
Ha! ba! I,

SONG LXXXVL

rin
.1 HE latt time I came o’er the moor,
1! ft iy love Lohind mie _
Yo oot What;wins do | endure,
Vel il bt Al nantd e g
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Soon as the ruddy morn difplay!d.

- 'I'he beaming day enfuing,

I met, betimes, my lovely maid
In it retreat for wooing.

Bencath the cooling fhade we lay,
Gazing and chaftely fporting ;

We kifs'd and promis’d time away,
‘T'ill night fprcad her black curtain,

I piticd all beaeath the fkies, :
Ev’n kings, when fthe was nigh me ;

In raptures | beheld her eyes,

. Which could butill deny me.

Should I be call’d where cannons roar,
Where mortal ftcel may wound me ;
Or caft upon fome fureign fhore,
W here dangers may furround me ;
Yet hopes again to fee my love,
To fecait on glowing kiflvs,
Shall make my cares at diflunce move,
In profpelt of fuch bliflcs.

In all my foul there's not one place
Vo lcra rival enter ;

Since fhe excels in ev’ry grace,
Lios.or my love fhall centre :

Sor -.¢r -Le feas fhali ceafe to flow,
‘L ez waves the Aitgs fhall cover,

On Urcentand’s ice fhall rofes grow,
Before i ceale to love her.’ |

The nexe time | go o’cr the moor,
She thall a lover find 1me,
And that my tfunh is irmand pure,
‘1 ko' § lett her behind me
T hen Hyviaen's fucred bands thall chain
My heart to her tair boicm; |
There, while my beiay does remain,
My leve more treth thall bloffem.
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SONG LXXXVIIL

T
K‘»’ Y HEN Iwasa yaung one, What gir! was< ks
e f
€o wanton fo ziry, and biufk as a bee
1 tattied, 1 rambied, 1 Yaagh'd, and wheresr
A tiddle was heard—to be ture 1 was there.

To all that came near, I had fomething to fay ;
*Twasth’s, Sir, and thar, dir- bu {-arce ever Nay
A .4, :undays, drefs’d out in my fiiks anu my [ice,
1 wairant } fteod by the bett in the pluce.

#.* teenty 1 got me a huthund—poor man!
W ¢ii 1ett him - we all arc @s good as we can !

Yor, he was fo peevith, he'd quarrel for ftraws ;
And jealous—though truly 1 gave him fome exufe:.

He= fnubb’d we. and huff’d me—but lct me alonc
E.wd 1 arengue —and I paid him his own :

Yo wives:iake thehint ;and whenfpouie 'suntow?red,
S:and i to your charter and have the Jaft we s i,

Put now i’ quite alter’d— the more tomy woe,
I".:t net what } was forty fummers ago !

“T'h.s Lime'saiore foe, there’s no fhunning his dae,
Howvever, 3 keep up a pretty good heare, - 7

Grown old, yet I hate to ¢ fitting mum chance
I 111} Yove a tune, though unable 1o dance

Aud, booke of devatiern Laud by on the fheit,
Vieach that to others, L anee @id uyfelt,

S ONG LXXXVIIL

JSOLLY mortils, Al your plales,
Noble decus are done by wiae;

Scorn the nynpn, and all her grecey,
Vi hio'd or tove o beauty puee ¢



SKY LARK.

Look within the bowl that's flowing,
And a thoufand charms you'll find,
Morc than Phillis has, tho’ going
1n a moment to be kind.

Alexander hated thinking,
Drank about at council board ;
e fubdu'd the world by drinking

Morc than by his conqu’ring fword.

SONG LXXXIX.

D EAR Chloc, while the bufy crowd,

The vain, the wealthy and the proud
In folly’s maze advance ;

Thouzh fingularity and Fride

Be call'd our choice, we’ll flep afide,
Nor join the giddy dance.

From the gay world we’ll oft retire

To our own family and fire,
Where love our hours employs ;

No mwify neighbour enters here,

No intermeddling ftranger near,
To {poil our heart telt joys.

If folid happinefs we prize,

Within our breatts this jewel lies,
And they arc fools who roam ;

The world has nothing to beftow,

From our own felves our joys muft flow,
And that dear hut, our home.

Of reft was Noah's Dove bereft,
When with impatient wings fhe lef:
That fafe retreat, the Ark ;
Giving her vain excurfions o'er,
The difappointed bird once more,

Explor'd the facred bark,

a2 YT T s € A T A e e
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T1houzh fouols fpurn Hymern’s gentle cov ™
We, who improve his golden haurs,
By iweet experience know,
‘That marriage rightly underitood,
Gives to the tender and the gued,
A paradife below.

Our babes fhall richeft comforts bring,
1f tutor'd right, they'll prove a fpring,
Whence pieafures ever rife ;
We'll form their minds, with ttudious carg,
Toall that’s manly, good and fair,
And train them for the fkies.

Wtile they eur wifeft hours ereage,

‘1 hey’ll joy our youth, fupport our age,
And crown our hoary hairs ;

They’ll grow in virtue ev’ry day,

And thus our fondeft loves rep.y,
And recompence our cares.

No borrow'd joys ! they’re all our owa,
While to the world we live unknown,
Or by the world forgot ;
Monarchs! we envy not your ftate,
We look with pity on the ;reat,
And blefs our humbler lot.

Our portion is not lar:.¢ i :decd,

But then how little dow v -+ need,
For nawre’s call- are 1ew .

In thkis the art of living ies,

T 0 want no morc t} :n may {uffice.

And make that Lttie do.

We'll therefure re'th with content,
What'er kind 'rovidence has fent,
Nor ann beyond our pow'r ;
I v aur ftock be very fmall,
*} . midence to enjuy it all,
~ fe the prefent hour.
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Tobe reiign’d when ills betide,
Patient when favours are deny’d,
And pleas’d with favours giv'n;
Dear Chloe, this is wifdom’s part,
This is that incenfe of the heart,
Whofe fragraace imells to heav’n.

Wellalk no long protraéted treat.
(Stnce Wirier’s ute is feldom fwec ),
But wher onr feaft is o'er,
Cerateful tron: tabie we'll arife,
Nor grudyge our fons with envious eyes ;
- 1he rchics or our ftore.

Thus hand in hand through life we’ll ge,
1ts checker'd paths of joy and woe,

With cantious fteps we'll tread ;

uit its vain fcenes without a tear,
Without a trout-le, or a fear,

And minie with the dead.

While confcience, like a faithful friend,
Shall through the gloomy vale attend,
And cheer our dying breath ;
Shall, when all other comforts ceafe,
Like a kind angel, whifper peace,
And finooth the bed of death.

SONG XC.

U “ HEN blufhes dy’d the cheeks of morn,
And dew drops gliten'd on the thorn ;
When fky larks tun'd thcir carols fweet,
‘To hail the god of lightand heat ;
Philander, from his downy bed,

'To fair Lifetta’s chamber {ped,
€'rying, Awake ! fweet love of minc,
I’m come to be thy Valentire,
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€oft love that balmy fleep denies,

Hud long unveil’d her brilliant eyes,

W\ hich, that a kifs the might obtain,
She arttully had clos'd again.

He funk, thus caught in beauty’s trap,
t :ke Phwebus into Thetis lap,

And foon forgot that his defign

Was but to be her Valentine.

She ftarting cry’d, ¢ I am undone ;
Philander, charming youth, begone !

Fe this time, to your vows fincere,
Make virtue, not yourfclf, appear ;

No tleep has clos’d thefe watchtul cyes
Foigive the imple, fond difguife : -

‘J o gen‘rous thoughts your heart inclire,
Aand te,my faithtul Valentine.”

Tl.c {:16th paflion fudden fled—

v air honour guvern'd in its (tead ;

And both agreed, ere futting fun,

‘10 join two virtuotrs hearts in one.
‘Vhewr beautcous off spring foon did preve
‘The fwcet effects of mutual love,

And, from that hour to lite s decline,
she blefs'd the day of Valentine.

SONG XCL

l\/iL'SIC. how pow riul is thy charm:

‘1 hat can the fAcrcett rage difurm,

¢alm paflionn a human breait,

And lull ev'n sealouty to relt

With anmorous thoughts the foul infgire,

Or kindle up avarike fire. .
dogreat 15 pafic’s o

A.apivon, with Lis tuneful lyre,
Could rocits remove, wd lerel infpive,

(- . * . . v
Cornrmaane oot st
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And lofty buildings touch the flie: ;
“\ hiie flones, obedient to his call,
Harmonious mov'd, and form’d a wall.

\rion, from his veffel caft,

i1 lafety o’er the feas he paft,

I or, mounted like the ocean’s god,

L pon a dolphin’s back he rode,

"V hiltt fhoals of fithes flock’d around,
Well ple. s'd drank in the charming found.

fad Orpheus, through hell’s dreary coaft,
S as feeking for his confort Icit,

1iis mufic drew the ghotts along,

And furies liften'd to his fong ;

His fung could Charon's rage difarm,
Aad s luto and his confort charm.

‘nflam’d by mufic foldiers fizhte,
tetoir'd by mufic pocts write ;
“Iafic can heai the fover s wounds,
Via calm fierce rage by gentle founds ;
'luicfophy attemnpts in vain,
Jhat mutic cia with cafe attain.
So great is mufic’s pow's .

. SONG XCIL

L CATLANTS attend, and hi-ar a friend,
‘1 rdl fonih harmonious diery :

“ecanc e rhiags il well, whach late bef:l |
:n t'hiladelpria city.

I'was early day. as pacts fay,
Tl when the fun was rifing,
A folairer flcod, on log ¢f woud,

And G a fight fuspriling.

Asin amaze, he flood to paze,
tiotrath can't be deni'd, 6y,
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He {py’da icore—of kegs or more,
Come floating down the tidc, tir.

A failor-too, in jerkin blue,
1 he ftrange appearance viewing,
Tirft damn’d his eyes, in great furprife,
1 hen faid—fome mifchief’s brewing.

Thefe Kegs now hold the rcbels bold,
Pack’d up like pickled herring:

And theyr'e come down t'attuck the town,
in this new way of ferrying.

The foldier fiew, the failor too,
And, fuar'd almotl to death, fir,

Wore out their thoes, to fpread the news,
And ran till out of breath, fir.

Now up and down, throuighout the town,
Mouft frantic fcenes were acted ;

Arnd fone ran here, and foine 1an ther
L:ke men almot? difiracted.

- tome fir~ cry’d which {fome deay'd
Bt {ud the earfh had quated':

And virls and bay s, with hideous 1.c..c.
Kan threugh the tuwa Lalt naked.

Cir Wiliiom ke, fauz a: : flea,
Lay all thistiine a fnoring,

Nor dreamt of harmy, 23 k- L:y worm
In bed with Mis. L—. .

Now in affright, h= darts upright,
Awak'! &y fuch a clateer -

1~ rubs both eycs, and bolély c: e,
““ }'cr God’s fake what's the mattes >

At Lis Led fide, he then efps o
ur b skine st commind, -,
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Upon one foot he had one boot,
And t'other in his hand, fir.

Arifc! Arife! Sir Erfkine cries .
‘The rebels—more’s the p. y—

Without a boat are all on float,
And rang’d before the city.

The motly crew, in veflels new,
W ith Sutan for their guide, Sir,
Pack’d up in bags, or wooden KiGs,
Cuinc driving down the tide, Sir.

T herafare prepare for bloody war ;
‘1 hafe Kiecs mu all be routed :

Or turcly we defpisd (hall be 3
And 8Britith courage doubted.

The royal band now ready ftand,
All rang’d in dread array, dir,

With iomach ftout, to fee it out,
Aud mike a bloody day, Sir

The cannons roar, from fhore to thore :
‘The finall arms make a rattle :

Since wars began, 1’'m fure no man
E'cr faw {0 itrange a battle.

‘The rebel vales, the rebel dales,
With rebel trees furrounded,

T hs ditant noods, the hills, and flood:,
With rcbel ciohices founded.

The fith bhcow { v om to and fro
* Attack’d trom gv’ry quarter :

Why fure, thoyght they, the devil’s to pay,

'Monglt rulks above the water.

The Krcy, 'is (aid, tho’ firongly lziade,
Of rebel ftaves and hoops, fir,

s W Tt o B atee pave e
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Could not oppofe their pow’if;l foes,
The conq’I:'th‘l)g Britifh troops, fir. ’

From morn to night thefe men of migiy .
Difplay*d amazing courage ;

And when the fun was fairly down,
Retir'd to-fup their porridge.

An hundred men, with each a pgu.
Or more, upon m{ word, fir,

It is moft true, would be too low
Their valour to record, fir.

Such feats did they rrform that day,
Upon thefe wicked KEGs, fir ;

That years to come if they get home,
They’ll make their boafts and brags, fir.

SONG XCIIIL

LOOK,’ dear Ma’am, 1’'m quite the thing,
Natibus hey, tipity ho.

In my fhoe I wear a ﬁring,
Plaidy my Tartan ho :

Cards and dice I’'ve monfirous luck ; .

‘Tho’ no drake, yet keep a duck ;

‘Tho’ no Nimrad, yet 1'm a buck.
Lantherum fwath kickee.

I've a purfe well fock’d with— brafs,
"~ Chinckily hee, chinckily ho ;
I've good eyes, yet ck my glafs,
Stare about Iquintum ho.
In two boots I boldly walk, ‘
Piftol, fword, 1 never baulk,
Meet my man and bravely talk,

Peppilus, pop, coupee.

Scmetimes I mount a fmart cockade,
Pupgydum hey, ttruttledom ko,
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From Hyde Park to the e,
rom Hyde pru!

pfsaceﬂryho
reft their hright firelocks,
‘?‘wthnsm \g‘tkn:c ks,

ln themll chlea her card,
me, ki
Sct before the palace yud

Pretticit thm Ey,
When I'm ang our c{wn to pay,
Yes, [ays [ walk away.

cnnybns, fanhml ho.

SONG XCIV.

HOW bright are the joys of the ublc;

1 mean, when the cloth is remov’d ¢ °
Our hearts are fuft beld by a cable,

While round the decanter is *thov'd.
‘FThe ladies all rife to retire,

We lhnd up, and look very nsrave,

endraw r the fi
Deteumned like fouls to‘i!t

My fervant, he knows 1" a toper,
Llcan glaffes of wine a ucnm,
He bﬂngs in a fix bottle
laces it clole to my
¢ gmgc%y take up a bottle,
L'he faw duft |1 puft froulhucoat,

The cork out, he h s in the throttle,
But fweeter than Mara Jis note.

What gentleman coffee now clhufes ?
‘The compliment come fram the fair,
No geatieman coffee refufes,
But not 2 man ftirs from his. chair ;

‘12
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. Tho’ Frenchimen may do fo, 1'Barity” - -

With Britith politenefs, 1think, :
While Monfieur we thank for his clare§ -
He nevcr fhall teach us to drink. b -

Gay Hebe now fhows in Apollo, T
A ftruggle 'twixt claret and-wit,

For Bacchusiafifts he fhall fwallow
Six bumpers before he may fit :

. Ye fair, why fo il thenld we treat you,

Go part ere the bottle iswon !

At lugpcr Apollo fhail meet you,
And fhow you what Bacchus has done,

SONG XCV.

IN cheice of a hufband we widows are nice,
I'd.not have a man who'd grow old in a trice,
Not a bear, or a monkey, a clown, or a fep, -
But one that could buttie and ftir 1n my fhop.

A loz I'll avoid, when I’m chooling my lad,
Anda flork that might gabble up ali that 1 had -
such fuiters 1've haia, Sir, but off they might Lop,
{ want one that can bulile and ftir in my fhop.

it ladin my eve, is the man to my mind,
Jo naudfome, {o young, fo polite, and fo kind,
" thficha good’fonl to $ae al'ar 1'd pop,
He's the men that can buitle and ftir in my fhep.
.

SONG XCVIL

w T .
‘;f '\/H TLE fome dg love full bowls of quaff,
Some like a dog #nd gun, O! ).
But I, a cheerful, hearty laugh ;

. '] ‘?‘
Give me a bit of fun, O! ‘

I

For I'll fmile and jeft, and do my beft, "\
W iile Lfe's hour glafsdeth rua, C!
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And while I-¢an, tho’ an old manm, -
['ll have a bit of fun, O

I lik’d a lafs both brifk and-gay,
Ang after her did run, O!

THen whifper'd fomething in her car,
For 1 lov'd a bit of fun, Ot

So ripe for fport and blifs was the,
J thoughtthe bufinefs done, O
But vihen 1 fcign would happy be,

Says the, vou're making fun, O!

So with laugh, and joke, and mirth, and fong,
At length her heart 1 won O
And then to church we weént-along, - \

And at night we had fome fun 0!
: , |

SONG XCVIL

F RUIT of Aurora’s tears, fair rofe,
. On whofe {oft leaves fond Zephyrs play,
Oh! queen of flow’rs, thy buds difclofe,
And gf‘vc thy fragrance to the day;
Unveil thy tranfient cbarms:--ah, not
A litile be thi; bloom delay'd, -
Since the fame hqur that bids thee blow ™
thall fec thee droop thy languid head.

Put 20! and en Themira’s breaft
Find, Lappy flow’r, shy throne and tomb ;
W hile, :ealous of a fate {o bleft, ‘
How thail I envy thee thy doom!
Should iome rude hand approach theé there,
Guerd the fweet fhrin wilt adoraj
Aht pun.fh thofe who ralily dare,
And for oo rivals keep thy thera.
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Love fhall himfelf thy boughs eamgo

H

And bid thy wanton leaves 3
¢’ll thew thee how, my lovely
‘To deck her bafom, not tohide : -

And thou fhalt tell the cruel maid -

How fraj} are Youth and Bcaut);;: charins,
€

And teach her, ere her own fhall

To give them to her lover’s atms.

SONG XCVIL

DOES Pity give, tho' Fate denies,
And to my wounds her balm impart}

O fpeak | with thofe exprefiive eyes ;
Let one low figh efcape thing heart.

‘The gazing croud fhall never guels
What anxious, watchfullove can fes;

Nor knew what thofe foft looks exprefs,
Nor dreaimn that figh is meant for ine.

Ah! words are ufelefs, words are vain,
Thy ﬁen'rous {y mpathy to prove ;

Acd well, that figh, thole looks explain,
That Clara mourns my haplefs love.

SONG XCVIIL

J.%S the Mole’s filent ftream crept penfive wiung,

Aad the winds murmw’d, folemin, the wilivv.s

among,

Gn the green turf, complaining, a fwainlay reclin’d,
A:ud wept to the river uad figh'd to the wind.

In vain, he cry*d. Nsture has waken'd the fpring,
1n vain blooms the vi'let, the nightingale: in ;
"L'o a heart full of forrow no beauties appear, °
Rach zephyr's a figh; and each dewdrop’s a izar.
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In vain my SopH1A has graces to move |
' he faire(t po-envy, the wifeft to love; =~ ’
Her prefence no longer gives joy to my eye, "

Since without her to live is more pain than to dic.

Oh! that Slumber his pinions would over me fpreag,
And paint but her image in dreams in her ftead ;
‘I'he beautiful vifion would foften my pain,

But fleep’s a relief 1 folicit in vain.

The wretch thus like me, his héart wounded with:
care, : e o

1s deluded b;r hope, and undone by defpair;

His pains, ever working, deny him repofe,

And the momcats but vary tg vary his woes.

s " SONG XCIX.
THOU dear feducer of my heart,
Fond caufe ot ev'ry ﬁrug@ing figh,

No morg can 1 conceal Love’s fmart,
No more reftrain the ardent eye.

What though this tongae did never move,
To tell thee all its mafter’s pain ;

M- ne eyes, my looks have {poke my Jove—
ELviNna, thall they fpeak in vain ? |

For, fill, imagination warm,
Prefents thee at the noontide beam,
And-fleep gives back thy angel form,
To clafp thee in the midnight dream.

ErLvixa, though no fplendid ftore
I boatft, a venal heart to move,
Yet, charmer, 1 am far from poor—

For 1 am nore than rich in love !

Pulfe of my _béating heart Shall all
My gay, feducing, hepes be fled ? —
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Unheeded, wilt thou fee me fall ? —
Without a tear, behold me dead ?

I'll make a cradle of this breatft.
Thy image all its child fhall be ;
My throbbing heart fhall rock to reft
‘S he carcs ant wafte my life and e !

SONG C.

OH ! how could I venture to love one like thee?
Or you not defpife a poor Conqueft like me !

On Titles and ﬁibbahds you look’d with difdain,
And knew I was nothing—yet pitied -my pain.

You I'aicl‘,l wl‘}cn they tcu’@ébu with nonfenfe and
refs, Kk

‘When real’s the paflion—th# vanity’s lefs ; —

You faw thro® my filence which others defpife,

And while beaug were trifling,read love inmy eyes.

In vain would I praife you, or ftrive to reveal,
Too nice for expreflion, what only we feel ;
In all that you do—in each look, in each mien,
The Graces in waiting, adorn you, unfeen.

When I fee you, I love you—and, hearing, adore —
I wonder, and think you a woman no more ;

‘T'ill mad with admiring, 1 cannot refrain,

And kiffing thofe lips —you grow woman again.

- With thee in my bofom, How can I deipair ?

1’1l gaze on thy beauty - and look away care ;
1’1l afk thy advice, when with trouble opprefs’d,
Which never difpleafes, but always is bleit,

In all that I write, I'll thy judgment require,
Thy tafte fhall cerreét, what thy love did infpire
I’ll kifs and carefs thee, till youth is no more,
Andlive on thy friend(hip, when paflicn 15 ¢’er.
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SONG CL

‘\/ b HEN firft, ugorn your tender cheék,
1 faw the morn of beauty break,
With 1aild and chearing beam,
1 bow’d before your infant fhrine,
‘The earlieft fighs you had were mine,
And you my darling theme.
1 faw you, in that op’ning morn,
For Beaury’s boundlefs empire born,
And firft confefs’d your iway ;
And ere your thoughts, devoid of art,
Could learn the value of a heart,
I gave my heart away.

I watch’d the dawn ef ev'ry grace,
And gaz'd upan that angel face,
VWhile vet "twas fafe to gaze;
And fondly bleit each rifing chiarm,
Nor thought fuch innocence could harm
1 he peace of future days.

But now, defpotic, o'er the plains
‘1 he awful noon of beauty reigns,

And kneeling crowds adore ;
Thefe charms arife too fiercely bright,.
Danger and death attend the fight,

And 1 muft hope no more.

Thus, tg the rifing God of day,

1 heir*y vows the Perfians pay,
And Dlefs the {preading fire ;

Whofe glowing chariot, mounting foon,

V'ours on their heads the bnrning noon,
They ficken and expire.
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SONG Cl.

LONG time I ferv'd young Rofalind,
But when her pow’r the knew ;

The little tyrant grew unkind,
And I my love withdrew.

Now anger all my bofom fway'd,
Pride fortify’d my foul ;

1 fwore—but from her ambufcade,
The little wheedler ftole.

I view’d her face, I paus'd a while,
T heard and was reprov'd ;
She coax’d me to her with a fmile,
1 kifs’d her, and I lov'd.

When beauteous Rofalind commands,
How weak th’ effays of men!

She frown’d, 1 broke Love’s filken bands,
She fmil'd, I lov’d again.

But Ket ye fair, be not inclin’d,
Like her your pow’r to prove ;

Few nymphs can charm like Rofalind,
Few {wains like me can love.

SONG CIIL

LET eloquence boaft of her pow’r to perfuade,

Her ligh{ixings that flath, and her thundecs that
To :

But the con\;ctfe of lovers requires not her aid, &
'Tis the language of looks that fpeaks home to

the foul.

Let harmnay, vain of her influerce, Lnaft
Hew hearts to exalt, to deprefs, to entrance :
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But let tYES meet in concert, her magic is laft,
And the mufic of fpheres is fubdu’d by a glance.

Let poets from heav’n their fweet numbers derive,
Let I.yl:tleton’s ftrains be ftill prais’d by the
throng ; .
But the RYES gi' the poet’s fair theme, when alive,
quifh’d the fong. ,

Look on then, bleft pair, loak unfpeakable things,
Nor renounce the beft gift that to Jovers is giv'n;

A Linley and Bach may make concerts for kings
Two pair of fond kX Es are a concert for heav'n!

SONG Cl1vV,

F ROM yonder copfe yet poor in fhade,
And faintly clad with green ;

Why burft fuch notes to cheer the glade,
And praife the feafon’s queen.

Each breeze, each fiow’r that glads the fenfe,
To us new raptures bring; -

But do thefe warblers learn from hence,
1o hail the coming SPRING.

Ah ! no, they little mark the flow'r,
‘They little heed the breeze ;

Norx early beam nor genial fhow’r,
Can call fuch ftrains as thefe :

- But with their annual paffion mev'd,
’I'1s Love that bids ’cm fing ;
And till to love and be belov'd,
Is all they feel of SrrixG.

*Shall I then life’s chill winter fear,
- Whofe blifs no feafons bound ;

N
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Slnll. 1 wl love throughout the year,
One Nout in grief be found.

A life of love.is endle(s May;
Fortune, I brave th Ring S .
For thongf» thou fhould'ft o’ercaft my day,
Each night will ftill be Sezing.

SONG CV.

-AS you meaa to fet fail for the land of delight,
And in wedlock’s foft hammock to {wing ev'ry
night ; , o fﬁ:'ov .
If you hope that r voyage fuccefsful fhoul
Fil{ your fails withaffectron, your cabbin with lov#.
: . Fill gour Jail-, &e¢.

Le:zourheart like the mainmaft be ever upright,
And the union you boaft like ourtackle be tight
‘Of the fhoals of indiff rence be fure to keep clear;
And the quickfands of jealoufy never comeé near.

And the quickfands, 8¢,

If hufbands e’er hope to lead peaceable live's, ,
They muft reckon themfelves, give the helm to
their wives,

. For the evener we go boys‘i the better we fail,
a

And on fhipboard the head is @till rul’d by the tail,
And on fhipbeard, &e.
Then lift to ybur pilot my boys and be wife, ’

}f my precepts you fcorn, and my maxims defpifs,

A brace of proud antlers your brows inay adorg,

And a hundred to one but you double Cape Horn.
And o bugdvred, € ;.
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SONG CVL

ACK~As Sung at the Hay Market Theatre, Bolon, by Mz-
FOOR J %8 WILLIAMSON. T

O, patter to lubbers and fwabs, d'ye fee |

G’;ot’u danger, dnd féar, and the likey; _ o

A tight water boat, and good fea room give me,
And t’ent to a little I’ 11 ftrike.

Though the tcm&eﬁ gallant mafts fmack fmooth
ClA:: ll::iver eac ‘{p;ox:g: of ”v:looc:;‘d [g\oo:lfed fmite,

the wreck, flow 8. every
| Ic\a;d under re_c’f'd btefu! we'll feud. {thingtight

Avaft, nor don’t think me 2 milk fop fo fg
ok e or bk 7O
a s a Providence fits up alo
":Tobepzv;&hfortbglifeofPerJackl - ‘
I heard our good chaplain palaver one da
%( lls, heaven, mercy npzhfu.ch; e
my ti what lingo he'd coil and belay ¢
iny, ‘twas juft aIl as one as High Dutch.

But he faid how a fparrow can't founder, d’ye fee,
Without mﬁs that comes down helow,

And many fine things that prov’d cleirly to me

" That Previdence takes us in tow ; -

For fays he, do you mind me, let florms e'er fo oft

Take the top fails of failors aback:
There’s a fweet little cherub that fits up aloft,
To keep watch for the lifc of Poor Jack. -

I faid toour Poll, (for, d’ye fee, the would cry )

aft we weigh’d anchor for fea, ‘

Whet ar s fniv’ling, and piping your eye »
ta damn’d fool you muft bel”

me fee the world’s wide, and there's toom for
. Both for feamen and lubbers afhore ; [us alt

3
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And if to Old Davy I fhould go, friend i’oﬂ,
Why you never‘will Lear of me more.

What then ? all’s a hazard—come, don’t be fo foft ;
Perhaps I may laughing come back ?

For, d'ye fee, thére’s a cherub fits ﬁmlini' aloft,
To keep watch for the life of Poor Jack.

D’ye mind me, a failor fhould be ev’ry inch
All as one as a piece of his thip ;

Anrd with her Brave the world, without off*ring to
From the moment the anchor’s atrip. Lfinch

As for me, in all weathers,all times, fides arid ends,
Nought’s a trouble my duty elates ;
Formy hca'rtis.mmoll‘.s,a d my rino’smy friends;
And, life, 'tis the State’s.

E’en when my timé comes, ne’er believe me fo foft
As with grief to be taken aback ;

That fame little-cherub that fits up aloft,
Will look out a good birth for Poor Jack.

as for my

SONG CVIL

YE gents, 2ve car to me, I pray,
Iama baiking barber, _
The beft ucconnodation. have,
Keen razors and iot lether.
Pray walk into my nored fhep,
. . +
1 fhave as clean ws ugy ; :
And when Uve done it wwycur rn.ind,
Will charge y.ou but peray.
B0z, <09, Wwo,
Iam . tarkizg darber,
Bow avsw, wow,

Ye ragged patns, vaor hair I'll CYOQ' -
And drefs it vaitly pretty ; »
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Or if your blocks are bare, walk in,
[ warrant I can fitye, ==
With bag or queue, orjb‘ng‘rlg tail,
Or buthy mg, or glnzzl ’ )
So m? bepowder's, clean, and white,
eke fo nicely .
| ' Bow, wow, &¢.

My fhop, well furnifh’d out with
itz aibsen; 1
caas o 1N,
And eve coudia.tglgn : _
A lawyer's head without a quirk,
Without chicape, a profter’s ;
A lady’s head without a tongue,
"~ Without a noffrum doc¢tor’s.
' Bow, wow, &¢.

A poet’s head without a rhyme,
A wit’s too without punning ;
Without a crotchet fid’ler’s head,
A jockey’s without ct.mnini;
A cuckold’s head devoid of horns,
His wife’s without invention ;
A barber’s head without his brains,
And others 1 could saeation.
| Bow, wow, &e¢.

And let none of the wicked wits*
Defpife my occupation,
The greater always fhave the lefs,

In ev’ry rank and ftation :
The rich will ever fhave the poor,
The MINISTER, an’t pleafe ye,
Well lathers you with promifes,

Then fhaves you mighty eafl . ) {’
' 9”, "’0"“" : €.

Ang fhavers clean I trow there are
_Of every profeffion ;

K3
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But pardon now, m cuﬁomers,
‘This whunﬁmi ' ‘

And walk into my nOt &op,
I thave as clean as C

And when I’ve done it to ybur nlind,
Will charge you but a Eem\ G |

| ow, 'wow, ({2
o

$ON c CVILL

U " HAT's a valiant hero ?
Beat the drum,
Hell come—Ro'w de doew, ¥¢.

Nothing does he fear, O
Rifks his life,
While the fife — = —
Tavittle, twittle, twere ; ...
Row de dow de dew,
Twinle, twm&, rwero g

 Havock fplits his car, O{
- Groans a
Trumpets fou
Ran tan, tan ta, rero,
Trwitile, 1wittle, twera.

Then the fcars he'll bear O!
Mufquets roar, .
Small thot pour ;

Rat a tat, 100, tero,

Pop, pop, pop,

Tawisrele, twittle, twero.

W“hat brings up the rear, O !}
In comes Death,
Stops his breath,
Good bye, valiant hero ¥
Twittle, swittle, ras @ tat ;

Pap, pap, po?, Rerw de dow, ..
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SONG CIX.

U U HAT a charming thing’s a battle !
T founding, drums a beating ;
Crack, crick, erack, the canncns rattie;
wl}dv“ryhl;teart 'ﬁi:‘h joy ehnfl;zg .
ithw eafure we are fpying, aaby
From the freat, and from the rear, <
Round us in the fmoky air,
Heads and limbs, and bullets fiying!
"Then the groans of foldiers dying,
Juft like fparrows, as it were,*
At each
Whille the mufkens prittle pratt]
e the mutkets pri es
Kill’d and wounded
Lie confounded ;
What a charming thing's a battle !

But the pleafant joke of all,
Is when to clofe attack we fall,
Like mad bulls each other butung,
Shooting, flabbing, maiming, catting )
Horfe and foot,
All go to't; ,

Kill's the word, both men end cattle FY
‘Then to plunder : ;
Blood and thunder, '

What a charming thing's a battie.

L3

SONG CX

LORD ! What cave I for mam or dad?
Why let them fcold and bellow :

Ror while 1 live 1’ll love my lad,
He's fuch a charming fellow.

The lat fair ciay, on yonder green,
I'ls¢ youth ke danc’d fo.well Ot
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So fpruce a lad was never feen,
As my {weet charming fellow.

The fair was over, nig}‘u: wag come
The lad was fomewhat mellow,

Says he, my dear, 1'll fee you home—
{ thiank’d the charming fellgw 1

We tridg’d along the moon fhone bright,

Says he, my fweeteft Nello!

L’ll kifs you here by this Fmd light, - -

Lord what a charming tcllow |

You rogue, fays I, you've ﬁogt, my bre.ttb

Ye bells ring out ey knell
Again 1'd die {o fweet a death
ith fuch a charming fellow.

SONG CXI

A SAILOR s life’s a life of wee,
He works aow late, now carly
Now up and down, now to and fro,
What then ¢ he takes it cheerly.
- Blefs’d with a fmiling can of grqg,
If daty call, ‘ '
N Stand, rife or fall,
Tofate’s laft verge he'll jog;
The cadge to weigh,
The fheets belay,
He does it with a wifh ;
To heave the lead,
Or to cat head
The pond'rous anchor fith.
For while the grog goes round,
All fenfe of danger’s drown'd, -
We defpife it to a man :
We fing a little, and laugh a little,
And work a little, and Jwear a linle,
And fiddie a little, and foot it a litele

dird fwig the flowing can, 2

Lt L ’
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1f howling winds and roaring fcas,
Give proof of comihg danger,
We view the ftorm, our hearts at eafe,
For Jack’s to fear a ftranger.
Blefs’d with the fmiling grog we fly
Where now below
We héadlong go,
Now rife on mountains high;
a;ite of the gale, =~
‘e hamd the fail,
Or take the needful reef’;
Or man the deck.
Or clear fome wreck,
To give the fhip relief:
Though perils threat aréund,
All fenfe of danger drown’d
We defpife it to aman: -
Wefing alirile, &e,

But yet think siot our cafe is hard,
Though ftorms at fea thus treat us !
Far coniing home, (a fweet reward !)
Witth our {weethearts greetab.. *
Now too the friendly grog we qasf,
Our am’rous toafl, .
Her we love moff, :
And gady fing and laugh ;
‘1 he fails we furl,
Then for each girl,
The 'femcoat difplay ;
“he deck we clear,
Then three times cheer,
As we their charms furvey :
And then the grog goes round{
All fenfe of danger drownd,
We defpife 1t to 2 man.

Wz fing a little, ‘* |
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S ONG CXII

N O care beyond the morrow! .
In heat or cold, in wet or dry, )
I never grumbled, no, not I,
My wife, 'tis true, loves words a few,
_ My wife, &c¢.
What then ? I let her ﬁate 3
' Vbat then? Se.

For fometimes fmooth, and fometimes rough,
1 found myfelf ftill rich enough,
In the joys of an humble ftate.
- For fometimes fmooth, Be.

But when with law [ craz’d my head,
I loft both rnce_ and pleafure—
Long fays to hear,
: To {earch and fwear,
And plague beyond all meafure.

One grievance brought another on
My %bu increafe :)Y flock is .ou;;
My wife, fhe {1

N Y8,
* Our means *swll raife,
What then ? *tis in!efntc.

For fometimes [fmossh, Ee.

S ONG CXIIL

The HOBBIES—Written and Sung by Mr. WILLIAMSON at the
Hay Markct Theatre, Bofton, with Univerfal Applaufe.

AT}‘ENTION pray give, while of Hobbhies I
| ing ;
Forﬁth'hfs his hobby, from cobler to king :
On fome tav’rite hobby we alil get aftride,.
And when we’re once mounted full gallop we ride.
All oan hobbies, All on hobbies, All on hobies,
Gee up, gee O. o
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So:me hobbics are reflive and hard for to govern,
Ben juﬁgikc our wives, they're fo cirfedly ftub-
orn;
The hobbics g’f scoflg are their hufbands to texee,
And the hobbies of Lawyers are plenty of fees.
n YOS 38 Bl on bobbies. .

The Beaux, thofe fweet gentlemen’s hobbies,
good lack | . (neck ;

Is to wear great large poultices ty'd round the
And they think inthe ton and the tippey they're
dreft, [ chett.

If they’ve breeches that reach from the ancles to
. | All on Bobbies, ¢,

The hobbies of Sailors when fafe moor’d in port,
With their fwivc:s and their fweethearts to toy and
to {port, | o
When our pavy ’d completed, their hobby &all be
To thew tife whole world that America’s free.
.o All on bobbies, & c.

The hobbies of Soldiers, in time of great wars,

- Are breaches and battles, with bloodgr wounds and

. fcars; . o (trade is—

But in peace you’ll obferve that quite diff’rent their
‘1 he hobbies of Soldiers in peace, are the ladies.

| All on bobbies, & .

The Lalc‘lies, fweet creatures, yes, they now and
then

Get aftride of their hobbies, ay, juft like the men ;

With fmiles and with fimpers beguile us with eafe,

- And we gallop, trot, amble, e’en, juft as they pleafe.

All on bebbies, 8¢ .

The American’s hobby has long fince beew

known; :
No tyrant or king fhall from them have a throne :
Their States are united, and let it be faid |
1 heir hobby is WASHINGTON, Peace,and Free

I'rade. )
All on bedbies, & -,
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SONG CXIV.

I THOUGHT our quarrels ended,
And fet my heart at eafe,

*Tis ftrange Jop're thus offended ;

5 You take delight glt;‘ze;

’es, yes, you take delight to teize,
’l’gear ’Srir; decide the firife,
Betwixt your and wife ;
Alas!| the grief { feel, .

1 dare not to reveal.
1 know that you believe,
- For Frederic’s lofs 1 grieve,
Pmo! ptho! ptho! ptho | very well, as you pleafe, .
Very well, very well, think as you pleate.

In vain, I'm always firiving,
‘T o make our diff’rence ceafe,
1f you’re difputes contriving,
will not live in peace;
No, no, you will not live in peace :
I’'m vex'd, dear Sir, for you ;
But fay, What can 1 do ?
‘To none 1 can complain.
1 know 1hat you believe, e,

SONG CXV,

THREE: years a failor’s life I led,

And pldugh’d the roaring fea!

For, W hy her foes thould England dredd,
Whilft «ll her fone are free ¢

From France to Spain I earn’d my bread; -
i thought it fair, d’ye fee ?

And if a fhot had ta’en my head,
Why, there was an end of me.

A medicine fure for griefand care,
1 ficer’d my courfe to find ;
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Thenceforth an eafy fail to bear,
And run before the wind.

Their conj'ring fkill let dotors boaft,
And n ms of their fhop,

Where'er we fearch, from coaft to coaft.
There’s none like the golden drop.

For gold we fail the world aréund,
And dare the te::l;:ﬂ's rage,
For when the fﬂ" rs once are found,

They ev'ry ill afluage. |
*Twixt |ew and chriftian not a fig
Of ditference here we find,
The Jew no loathing has to pig;
1f:tis of the gunez kind .

SONG CXVI.

OUR immortal poet’s pa
Says that all the world’s a ﬁ:gt‘,
And that men, with all their aire,
Are nothing more than players :
Each ufing fkill and art,

In his turn to tap his part.

All¢o fill up this farcical icene, O.

Enter here, :

Exit there,

Stand in view, .

Mind your cue,
High down, ho down, derry, derry down,
All to fill up this farcial fcene, O.

Firft the infant in the lap,
Mewling, pewling with its pap,
Like a chicken that we trufs,
1s fwaddled by its nurfe,
Who to pleafe the puppet tries,
As it giggles, and it cries.

All tofill wp ttluis farcical fcene, O,

181
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Hufth abye,
W}f)c aneye,
Kifle pretty,
Suck a tetty,
High down, be dewn, &,

Then the Krctty babe of grace,
With his 1nin%‘§norning face,
And fatchel on his back,
‘To fchool, alas | muft pack ;
Bat like a fnail he creeps,
~ And for bloody Monday weeps.
All to fill up this farcical {cene, O.

Book miflaid,

‘Yruant play’d,

Rod in pickle,

Rump to tickle,

High down, be down, &c.

Then the lover next appears,
Sous'd over head and ears,
‘Like a lobfter on the fire,
Sighing ready to éxpire ;
ith a deep hole in his heart,
Through which you may drive a cart,
All w fill up this farcical fcene, Q.
Beauty {purns him ;
Patfion burns him,
Like a wizard,
Gutts and gizzard.
High dowp, bo dotun, &;.

Then the foldier, ripe for plunder,
Breathing flaughter, blood and thundes,
Like a cat among the mice,
Kicks a duft up in a trice ;
And talks of fhatter’d brains,
Scatter’d limbs and ftreaming veins.
Al to fill up this farcical fcene, O. |
Fight and fly,
Run and die,
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Pop and pelter,
Helter, fkcleer.
H:gh do-wn, be down, &¢.
Then the juftice in his chair,
With broad and vacant ftare ;
His wig of formal cut,
And belly like a butt ;
Well lined with turtle hafh,
Callipee and callipafh.
All w0 fill up this farcical fcene, O.
Baud and trull,
Pimp or cull,
At his nod,

Go to quod,
}’Ing dowa, by dows, 8,

Then the flipper’d pantaloon,
In life’s dul\pgeftcrnoon,
With fpectacles on nofe
Shrunk fhank in youthfu;l hofe :
His voice once big and round,
Now whiftling in the found -
All to fill up this tarcicat fcene, O.
Body bent,
Vigour fpent,
Shaking noddle,
Widdle, waddle,
High dewsn, be down, &=,

At laft toend the play,

tecond childhoodl;cads way,
And like theep that’s g rot,
All our {enfes go to pot.

So death amongftt us pops,

And down the curtain drops.

All to fill up this farcical fcene, O.
‘I'hen the coffin,
Wecenove 6t in,

While the bell
‘$olls the knell,
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Of high, and low, down into the ¢cold ground,
A'l to finifh this farcical fcene, O. |

SO NG CXVIL

NANCY or the SAILOR’s JOURNA L—Sung by Mr. WILLIAMSON,
ac the Hay Market [heatre, Boflon, with Uuivcﬂ‘gl Applaufe.

’ :
TW AS paft meridian, half paft four,
By fignal L from Nancy parted ;

At {ix, fhe linger’d on the fhore,

With uplift hands, and broken hearted.
At fev’n, while taughtening the fore ftay,
I faw her taint, or elfe ’twas fancy ; -

At eight, we all got under way,
And bid a long adieu to Nancy.

Night came, and now eight bells had rung,
While carelefs faitots, ever cheery, -

On the mid watch fo jovial fung,

 With tempers labour cannot weary.

1 little to their mirth inclind,
While tender thoughts rufh’d on my fancy,

And my warm fighs increas’d the wind, = -
Look’d on the moon, and thought of Nancy..

And now arriv'd that jovial night,

When every true bred tar caroufes ;
When, o’er the grog, all hands delight

To toaft their {w irts and their fpoufes.
Round went the Fie®t, the glee, .
' 'While tendér wilhes fill'd each fancy,

And when, in turn, it came to me,
-1 heav’d figh, and toafted Nancy.

Next morn, a ftorm came on at four,

” At {ix, the elements in motion,

Plung’d me and three poor failors more
Headlong within the foaming acean.
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Poor wretches, they foon found their graves !
For me, it may be only fancy,

But Love feem’d to forbid the waves
To fnatch me from the arms of Nancy.

Scarce the foul hurricane was clear’d,
Scarce winds and waves had ceas'd to rattle,
When a bold enemy appear’d,
And, dauntlefs, we frcpar'q for battle :
And now, while fome lov’d friend or wife,
Like light'ning, rufh’d on every fancy,
‘To Providence I trufted life,
Put up a prayer, and thought of Nanc:-.

- At laft, ’twas in the month of May,
The crew, it being lovely weather,
At three, A. M. difcovered day,
And England’s chelky chiffs tegether.
At fev’n, up channel how we bere !
While hopes and fears rufh’d on my fancy ;
At twelve, I gayly jump’d athore,
And to my throbbing heart preft Nancy.

S ONG CXVIIIL

ARABFLIA—As Seng at tic Ha; Market Theatre, Boflen, by Mr,
WILLIAMSON.

SAY, Have you feen my Arabell?

" The Culcdonian maid

Or heard the youths of Qothnd tell,
Where”Arabell has ftray*d ?

The damfel is of angel mien, ‘
With fad and downcatt cyes;

Tl Shephierds call her, foriow’s queen,
So penfively fhe fighs. &

But why her fighs fo fadly fwell,
O: why her t2ars fo Row ; '
1
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In vain, they prefs the lovely M,
The mnate caufe te know. :
E‘rc reafon fram'd her tender. M

The virgin learn'd to log:, s
Compatlion taught her to

DCCCIQQGW”W AN Ze ..'i

-

And had not War s ten"fcvoxce,
Forbid the muiitual ba
r rc now&hadhan

And Hymen om’ﬁ our .
But, ﬁnce the {word of Wa 1s {heath d,
And _peace refumes her charms,
X_evcry i ‘Lxs now bcqucath‘d
o Arabe 'S arms. -

]u\lce,

SONG CXI‘(

ELLEN, orthe R:CHMO‘!D PWROS!. GIRL.—As Sung by Mc
WILLIAMSON, at the ld; aurm num, Bofton,

N EAR Bow'ry Rnchmond. Thames fide,
Dwel- Ellen whcn her fatherdied;

One fnowy night he lo#t his uay

And never more beheld the day

“Lwo infant boys, around their mother clung,
And kindred gnef the heart of hﬂcn wningv

Upon the earth her e Xesﬂ\e thrcw, :
Where flewerets wild before her grew ;
Thofe gifts, by boun s Nature dprea&
She gati¥rd to pr them brea
nd through the hotlow founding ftreets,

fome reliev’d, but jeer’d by many,
Hér cry each morning fhe rep€ats,
Primrofes, nmrofes, two bunches a penny.

‘Her penfive wa I've feen her keep,
W.th anxious ftep, from uoor to duor,
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And oft, I,’vﬂgu‘d. d afide to weep, -
And mourn’d that fortuae made me poor;
E’re early light adorns the &y,

She roves the heath, or valley, Jeony,
And towards proud Londoa to cry
Primrofes, Primrefes, two bunches a penny,

SONG CXX.

The TOKEN=—As Sung by the Same.

THE breeze was frefh, the fhip in flays,
Each breaker huth'd, the fhore a haze,
Whea Jack, no more on duty call’d, -
His true Love's Tokeas over haul’'d :

The broken gold, the braided bair,

The tender motto writ—fo fair;

Upon his Bacco Bex he views,

Nancy, the Poetslove the mufe—

“ 1f you loves I, a3 } loves you,

‘¢ No pair. fo happy 48 we two.”

The florm that, like a thapelefs wreck,
Had ftrew’d with rigging all the deck ;
That jaws for tlw'ksshsd given a feaft,
And icft the thip a hull, had ceas’d ;
When Jack, as with his meflinates dear,
He thar'd the grog, their hearts to cheer,
Took from his Bacco Box a quid,
And fpell’d for comfert on the lid,

o i you loves 1, 8.

The battle, that with borror grim,

Had madly ravifh'd life and limb,

Had fcuppers drench’d with human gore
And widow’d many a wife, was o’er,
When Jack, to his companions dear,
Firlt gave the tribute of a tear ;

Then has the Bacco Box heheld -
Reftor’d his comfort, while he {peiPd
o If you loves 1, &,

107
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The voyage, that had been lofg and hard,
But that had yielded full reward ;
Had brought each failor to his friend
Happy and rich, was atanend :
When Jack, his toils and perils o’ery .
Beheld his Nancy en the !Eon s - Lt .
He then the Bacco Box difplay’d,
And cry’d aed {¢iz’d the lovci)rfmaid,

If you loves I, S¢,

SONG CXXL

ARTHING RUSH LIGHT—Sung by Mr. BATES, at the Federal
‘ Street Theatve, Bolasi, '

SIR Solomon Simons, when he did wed,
Blufh’d tlﬂ::k as a crow ;—his fair lady did bluth
IgRt : :

The clocg: gruck twelve, they were both tuck’d in
ed; B : =
I1n the chimney—a rulg light
A little [?y arthing Ru L’ight,

Sir Solomon gave his lady a nudge—
Cries he‘. ‘;‘ y Simone, there’s vaitly too much
ight;”
¢ Then, Sir Solomon,* fays fhe, * to get up you
can’t grudge ‘
And blow .out the ruth light, '
“Thelittle Fanh%'mf Rufh Light,
Ial, lal,lal, lal, la.
And blow out the Rufh Light.”

Sir Solomon then, out of bed pops his toes,
And x'ailtlyh he fwore, and very much did curfe
ight 5
And then, t:) the chimney, Sir Solomon he goes,
And he putt’d at the ruth hight, |
‘L he little Farthing Ruth light ;
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But poor Sir Solomon .
Cou’d’nt Blow out the Ruth Light.

Lady Simon got out, in her night cap, fo neat,
And over the t the did bruth light ;
- And there fhe found 6ir Solomon, in a heat,
Puﬂingl_tt the Rufh Light;

he little F Ruth Light.
But neither of the two -
Could Blow out the Rufh Light.

Sir Solomon and Lady, their breath quite Fono.
Rang the bells, in a rage, determin’d to crufh light.
Half afleep, m his fhirt, then up came John,
And he puffid at the Ruth Light,
" The little Farthing Rufb Light,
But none of the o
Could blow out the Roth Light.

Cook, coachmen and maids, very near all in buff,
Came, and fwore, in their lives, they never met
 And cach of the Sl by turns, bad a puf

na each o » turns, a
At the little Farthi m';m L . P
The curft Farthing Rufh Light,
But all that they could do
Could’nt blow out the Kufh Light.

The watchman at laft, went by crying—one !
Here watchman come up, on you we might on
' worfe light ; '

Then gp came the watchman, the bufinefs it was

one '
For he turn’.d’ down the Ruth Li{ht
The little Farthing Ruth igixt;
So the bufingfs wasdone,
Forhe turn'd dowa the Ruth Light.
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S ON G CXXII

THIS world is a ftage,
On which maskind engage,
And each aéts his f;:art in a throag ;
But all is confufion,
Mere folly’s delafion, .
And nothing on earth but a Song.

' The Parfon, {o grave, |
Says your fouls he can fave,
And teach the right way from the wrong ;
Atter pioufly teaching,
And long winded preaching,
He fobs off his flock with a Song.

-‘The Lawyer he {cribbles
In quirks and in quibbles,
And moves his'melifluous tongue ;
*Twixt demur and vacation,
" ‘He'll raife expetlation,
And fink your eftate to a Song.

" The Doétor he fills
You with bolus and pills,
In aflurance that you ihnﬂ live long ;
But, believe me, 'tis true,
I3¢’s guineas in view,
And his recipes are nought but a Seng.

The Surgeon, fo bold,
His lancet doth hold

And flafthes your body afong ;
Small wounds he enigrges,
To fill up his clm:ge?,

His art, like the r-ft, is a Song.

The Merchant is bent
On hi; fifty per cent,
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Te whom Ledger and Journal belong ;
*Compts current in trading
And long bills of lading ;

His balance will end in a Song.

The Printer, difcerning
*Twixt ignorance and learning
The diff°’rence that truly belongs;
Yet, fure, it 1s faid,
That his logical head,
Is turn'd by a ftatefman or Song.

‘The Schoolmafter rages,

For want of more wages,
And hurnies his fcholars along ;

He teaches them morals,

And whips thofe that quarrels,
And filence all day is his Song.

The Farmer he brags
Of what crops he fhall have,
Provided the feafon holds long ; -
But if drought come on,
The Planter fits mun,
And his crops may be bouzht for a Seng.

The Soldier he prattles
Of fieges and battles,

And ations he ne’er was among ;
His preferment and merit,
Are like to his fpirit,

Andnething on earth but a Song.

With powder and lace, ‘
And a feminine face, N
The fop he goes ftrutting alony ; - -
{u arriv'd from his travels,
Yet nothing unravels,
But juft like a dance or a Song.

The fuily old Prude, RS
Complains you arc rude, IS
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Tho for blifs the fo fecretly longs ;
But. take her afide,

And you’ll mnan&: her pride,
And her virtue bring down to a Song.

The filly Coquette,

. Isallin a pet, _ .

In the morning her toilet goes wrong ;
All da( long the pafles, .
Confultin glafles,

And at night diesaway like a fohg.

I've often been told,
.. The Wamen will {cold,
- _+'Their good matur’d hufbands among ;
They’ll work and they'll fret,
And they'll fcold, and they’ll fweit,
. And at night die away like a Song. .

‘Then let us be jolly,
 Drive heace mélancholy,
. While we are good fcllows among ;
Let's fill up our glafies,
Take life as it paffes,
And each merry foul fing a Seng.

SONG CXXII.

P ATIL no more, K:learned affes,
*Gainft the joys t wl fupplies }
Sound its depth, and fill your glaffes;
Wif{dom at the bottom lies.
Fill them higher ftill and higher,
Shallow draughts perplex the brain ;
Sipping quenches all our fire,
Bumpers light it up ?ain.
’ :

pping quenches, &e.

Draw the fcene for Wit and Pleafure;
Enter Jollity and Joy ;
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We for thinking have noleifure,
Manly mirthis our employ.
Since in life there’s nothing certain,
We'll the cat hour engage;
And, when Death fhall drop the curtain,
with applaufe we’ll quit she ftage.
' d when Deasrh, 4s.

 SONG CXXIV.

FOR England when with favouring gales; .
Our gallant thip up chanael fteezd ;
And fcudding under eafy fail, ,

T he high blue*wefbern lind apgear'd.
To heave the iead, the feaman fprung,
And to the pilot cheerly {ung;

; By the deep nine.

And bearing up to gain the port, ,
Some well known objett kept in view § -
An abby tow'r, an harbour fort, ‘
QOr bacon to the veflel true.
While oft the lead the feaman fprung,
And to the pilot cheerly fung,
By the mark feven.

And as the much-lov’d fhore was near,
With tranf{port we beheld the roof,
Where dwelt afriend, a partner dear,’ S R
Qf 1aith and-love. a imaichle(s proof. -
The lead once more the Seaman flung,
And to the pilot cheer}y fung,
Quarter lefs five.

SONG CXXV. =

YE fons.of France awake to glory,

Hark | hask, what myriads bi§ ou rife !
Youir chifien, wives, and grandlires hoary,
Behold their tears and hear their cries.

M
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Shall hateful tyrants, mifchief brooding,
With hirling hofts, a ruffian band, -
Affright and 8efolate the land,
While peace and liberty lie bleeding ?
To arms, to arms, ye brave !
TN avenging fword unfheath,

March ot ! march on ! all hearts refolv’d
On Viftory or Death.

Now the dang'rous ftorm is low’ring,
Which treach'rous kings confederate raife ;

& The dogs of war let loofe are howling,
nd lo! our fields and cities blaze.
N el e oy -
YWhile lawlefs with gui e .
Spreads defolation far ams‘I mzep ’ ' ~

ith crimes and blood his hands embruing ? :

To0 arms, t6 arms, ye brave ! &'c. |

With lyyuory 3 ide furrounded,
The vilé¢ infs ts dare.
Their thirft of pewher and gold unbounded,

‘To mete and vend the light and air.
-akdke beafts of burden would they load us,

b‘ gods would bid their flaves adore,

jat man is man, and who is more ?
hen fhall they longer lath and goad us ?
To arms, 10 arms, ye brawve ! &,

O LIBERTY | can man refign thee,
Ongce having felt thy gen’rouns flame ?
Can dungeans, bolts and bars confineé thee,
Or whips thy noble fpirit tame ?
‘Too long the world has wept bewailing
“That falfehood’s dagger ty rants-wield, *
But freedom is our fword aud fhield, g
od all their arts are unavailing.
To arms, 10 avnrs, ye brave ! &,
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SONG CXXVL

I AM a jolly iay pedlar,

Come here to fell my ware ;

Yet tho’ in ail things I’in a meddler,
1 meddle moft with the fair,

When | fhow my ribbands to miffes,
Tho' copper aad filver I gain ;

Yet better 1’m pleas’d with the bliffes,
That 1 cannot now explain.

{ am'a jolly gay pedlar, e, .

- -

.

Fools fay that this life is but forrow,
And feem difinclin’d to be gay ;

But why fhou'd we think of to morrow,
When we may be ha;;py to daty,

1 rove round the world for my pleafure,
Refolv'd to take nothing amiis ; _

And think my exiftence a treafure, -
When bleft with the cup.gqgd the kifs, .. -

T !{Sy furely are thick headed affes, A

ho know that youth's gone in a crack, «*-.

Yet will not enjoy, as it palfes, P
“The feafon that.never comes back. vk

Let time jog on flower or quicker, -. T,
Or whether we’re fillv, or wife ; .

We fhall net be the worfe for ﬁood liquor,
Or the {miles of a girl with black eyes.

¢
"S§ O NG CXXVIL e

F RESH and ﬁro?\g the breeze is blowingy™ 4°
As yon fhip at anchor rides : I
Sullen waves inceflant flowing, - o
Rudely dath againtt its fides. e

Bo my ligart its courfe impeded, L
'Beats in my difturbed breaft ; R
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Doubts, like waves, by waves fucceeded,
Rife, and ftill deny its reft.

'S ONG CXXVIIL

THB fweet briar grows in the merry green wood,
W here the mufk rofe diffufes its perfume fo free;

But the blight often, fiezgs both blofflom and bud,
W hile the mildew flies over the Mulberry Trec.

a the nurfery rear'd like the young tender vine,
h’nld 0 ttallel ordcr;, ?'nmd ‘gv’;y , r;:e, heoi
wl on round,t uplike thepine
fome bragch and M%’ Yxke the Xlulf
berry tree. "

To the fair tree of knowledge fome twine like a twig,
While fome fappy {fprouts with their fruitdifagree;

. For which we irchnow and then pluck a twig,

' Whichis not giilis fo fweet as the Mulberry Tree.

The vaft tree of life we all e;ierly climb,
4 pd impatiently pant at its high top to be,
' nine out of ten are lopp'd of in their prime,
- ‘And they drop like dead leaves from the Mul-
- berry tree.

Scme live by the /eaf, and fome by the bough,
As the fong, or the dar.ce, their vocation may be,
And fomeliveandthrive, tho'weknow nomore how,
‘1 han the dew that flies qf.r the Mulberry Tree.o

But like weeping willows we hang down the head,
"~ When poor wither'd eldemwe’re deftin'd to be,
And we're minded no more than mere dogs when
| we're dcad, | |
Or the dew that flies over the Mulberry Tree.

For like lignum wire we hearts of oak wear,
~ Or the cedarthatkeeps from thecankerwormfree,

|
i



SKY LARK. 155
Wile the vinejuice we drain to diffolve ev'ry care,
Like the dew-that flics over the Mulberry Tree,

S ONG CXXIX.

HARK, foft lafs, the trumpet founds,
"T1s honour’s call to war :

Nor love 1 leave, perhaps for wounds,
And beauty for a fcar.

But ah! fupprefs that rifing figh,
Anad check that falling tear, .

Left foft diftrefs, from lovely eves, -
Create a newborn fear.

My life to fame devoted was,
zefore my Fair 1 knew,
And if 1 now defert her caufe @

Can 1 be worthy you. _gaaui
But ’tis not fame alone i
Tho' fame my bofom
My Country’s violated
mpel my foul to arms.

The cautious Mamma th'other day,
Cries, Sally, mind me, do; | A

They fay, young Damon comes this way,
And 1 fear ke comes to woo.

They fay, he’s gay and thought a rake;

_ So, never welcome make him,

o Andthus I get, fcolding, for his fake,

And 1 with the dice might take him.

*Tis true, he caught me in the grove,
And gently fqueez’d my hand ;
He figh'd, and told more talcs of love
Than 1 could underitand. (leent
Yet, Who would have thought that we wept
And of fnch tricks 1’ll break him,
Ard if he don't tell me what he means, -
“i he duce fure ought to take him,

M 12
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Sometimes I feel my bofom glow
With warmth 1 nrever knew ;
If this be love that haunts me fo,
What can poor Sally do?
I'm fure for pipe, for dance, or fong,
Againft each fwain ']l flake him ;
But if he dont tell me what he means,
- Tie duce fure ought to take him.

They fay, from wedlock {prings delight,
Theén Xet him tell his mind, 8
I've no obje&ion to unite,
With one fo fair and kind.
; Ma}nma, to after prize,
o difoeblige her, I’'m loth,
owever, 1’ll wed, then all the cry
" Will be, the duce may take them both.

G CXXX.

A e delight in drefs,
.. A s rds take pleafure;
¥ NeWhile others place their happinefs,
IEJ® 1n heaping hoards of treafure.

[N
FXR BN

In “Qrivatc, fome delight to kifs,
" Their hidden charms unfolding ;
But all miftake the fovereign blits,
There’s no fuch joy as .colding

The inftant that 1 my eyes,
Adieu all day to filence ;

Before my ueighbours they can rife,,
My clack is heard a mile hence.

- When at the board | take my feaft,
*Tis one continual riot ; R
I catand fcold, 1 fcold and eat, |
My clack is never quict.
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Let it be fowl, or flefh, or ith,
‘1 Hough of my own providing ;

1 fhill find fault with every dith,
Each fervant daily chiding.

Too fat, too lean, too hot, too cold,
I ever am complaining ;

Too raw, tou roaft, too young, too old,
Each gueft at table paining : |

And, when at night 1 go to bed,
i furely fall a weeping,

For then 1 lofe my chiet delight,
How can 1 ‘cold when fleeping ?

But this my pain doth mitigate
And foon difpenfes forrog:, ’

Although to night it be tov
I'll pay it oft to morrow.

SONG

WHEN on tl:{ bofom T'recline, 3 1.
Enraptur’d, ftill do call thee miuc, ‘f La
To call thee mine for life. oy
I glory in the facred tics, * DR
Which modern wits and tools defpife,
Of hutband and of wife.

One mutual flame infpircs cur blifs,

‘1 he tender look, the inelting kifs,

~ E’en years have not deftroy’d.

Sdnie fweet fenfation ever new,

Spiings up, and proves \he maxim true,
‘} hat Love can ne’er be cloy’d. ‘

1f carss asife, and care: will come,
‘I hy bofom is my fafeft home ;
Oh, lull me therz to rett.
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And if there’s ought difturbs my fair, .
1 bid her figh our all her care
And lofe them in my breatt.

Have I a wifh, ’tisall for thee,
Haft thou a wnfb *tis all for me.
- So foft our moments move,
‘That angels look with ardent gaze
Well pleas'd to fee our happy days,
buh bid us, live and love.

SONG CXXXIIL

elia, fee the fatal hours, farewell my foul’s
delight,
Oh! how

tched Damon live thus banifh'd
t.
Tomy ival joys, fupply the lofs of

Ah!

u, my de¢ar, will e'er re-

thro unfrequented wilds, with penfive

T (L s I rove,

' l a&thc ro; ks, { afk the ftreams, where dwells my

: abient love.

The fileut eve, the rofy morn, my conftant {zarch-
es fee, ‘

Ab ! wbo can tell, &,

Thus whtle my reftlefs, w and’rmg thoughts, pur-
fue their foft repofe,
angancd may they trace the paths where'er my
* Delia goes ;
I omvermDaxnon ﬂnl! be there, attendant Gill on
ee
‘ Ab! awbho can tel/ Ce.

Oft T review thofe fmiling fceacs, exch {av
brook and tice,

arya
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Vhere orce 1 pafs'd thofe happy hours, thofe
. hours 1 pafs’d with thee : P
What painful, fond memorials rife, at every thing

1{ee;
4h! who can 1ell, ¢,

Let every rival votarift foon their foft addrefs
- remove, ' o
Nor trace r{mec in thy new abode; to tempt thy foul
to love:
. Yet, who cun tell what fighing crouds, their ten-

der homage : L
| sepays 45! whe can telly

Think, Delia think, how deep a wou

iweetly pointeti dart, . | k
Thy dear remembrance left behind, has pierc’d a
haplefs heart, g L
Think mtlh the fatal fad adieu, thyli-fags me from
ce; MR .

‘How can T fpeak the laft TWiewell, what cared
diftrefs my mind, = :
How can 1 go to realms of blifs, and leave my fque |
" behind. . L
When angels wing me to the fkies, 1d fain returg -
to thee, ' o
‘ Ab! whe can tell, $e¢.

SONG CcxxxuL X

I’M plagu’d with my friends and my neighbqurs
to boot T .

To %now what _;clig?on my confcience wounld fliit ;

1t 1 never am fav’d, Pl fpeak as 1 think, -~ =

I'll with mankind better, and take a good Atifi; 4,

Same call me a Quaker, fome fay I'm a Jew, -

That 1 do the lavuqu M;’homet pgrfuc ; ¥

t
1

i
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But if I've good liquor, 1'1] fill to the brink,
Y'll with mankind better, and t.he a good diink,

1’ve read the opinion of wifc men and tools,
In claflical authors, who taught in the fchools;
And philofophy teaches me treely to think,
To with mnaukind better, and take a good drink.

The good Church of England 1 like very well,
And 1 believe a good Prophet will ne‘cr go to licll,
But the principal duty for mankind, 1 think,
ity for all mcn, and take a good drink.

e that the Diflenters may all be forgiven,

an and Whitficld, perhaps, go to Heav'n ;

¥ BUt many poor fouls to the bottom will fink, .
or the want of good reafon, as well as good drink. 1

&

Perha “2

But letg:en_\ 2
Their eyes will-h

¢, Jhey’ll be joviat

é& here’s the cpinion of honeft de Mott,

10 loves to enjoy borh his friend and his pots
Q%r a cup of good liquor, he ne’er fleeps a wink,
.- But is jovial and free, and takes a good drink.

: me abold Libertine,

B one moment incline ;

'd, with me they’ll all think

» and take a good drink.

SONG CXXXIV.:

CHE Al%up. gluttons, fill your bellies,
Gormandize whole pounds of meat;
Never. piddle o'er your jellies,
- Butiu Bal viands eat.

Ey'ry waiflcoat quick unbutton,
See the enemies advance ! ‘
Clp_rge the tarkey, beef and rutton,
oint the culinary lance. )
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Prandifh, boys, your knives and forks all,!
As you would in war the fpear;

Bloat your paunches like a foot ball,
Lat in grcafe from ear to ear.

¢till let us abhor the motto,

*¢ Pauco Vefco” damping words !
But good roaft beef piping hot, O}
_ Spread in plenty J'cr our boards.

See the furloin richly fmba_kipg,
Maik the gravy how it {prings !

Malcontents, forbear your croaking, o
By the gods, we fcaft like kings ¢ ' ‘»

Come, dexterity exert now,
Deep incificns make with fpeed!
Wipe your cheps, look quite alert now,
W hilft on fuch ftrong tare jye feed.

YTord! how Lot the battle tilé ¢
Conquecft defolates the pldia ¢ -
W hat ? our appetite affuagest
L et us dnnk—and eat again.

From the ftore houfe—- brik and mellow, -
tcc the ftout old or¢hard iy~

Through the fpacious hall we’il bellow, -
“ Here’s fuccefs to Liberty.” .

-9
£

Whilft we're 7orging without meafurs,
Hear ouvr gic.!y chairman cry —
Ea'ing is fublimcil pleafuire.
““ W hiift we cat—we'll never die !?

"
SONG CXXXV,

| WHEN Lubin firft, with cunning carq, .
Attempicd Phebe to eafnare, 1

. .

N Y .
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In language {iveet,
His tongue fo flcet,
Difplay’d her beauties fine and pat ;
She fhook her head,
And coyly faid,
I know a Trick worth two of that!

Come, let me prefs thee in my arms,
And let us tafte of love’s bett charis,
He cry'd again,
But all in vain,
She fternly faid, I'll tell you what,
s o *Tis bafe in you,
“ *Twill never do,
< % Yknow a 1Trick worth two cf that!

But, lovely Phebe, b not coy,
My life, mg love, my hope, iy jov,
orat the Fair,
I'll treat thee there,
I'll buy my Phebe gay a hat;
Ah, Lubin, now
. You're fafe, 1 vow,
I know a Trick worth two of that.

No, by the god of love, 1 fwear,
*Tis you alone my heart thall thare,
My ardent love
You now may prove;
No longer here in dalliance chat—
No, no, young man,
Trat’s not my plan,
I know a Trick worth two of that!

Should I confent to yoysr embrace,
*1 would be an endlefs vile difgrace,
Befides, you know
1t happens fo
That nine months hence, there comes a brat;
And when that's o'cr,
Would you adore ?
You know a Trick worth two of¢ =4
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Then ceale to tempt a harmlefs maid,
Who ne’er from virtue’s precepts firay’d ;
Your treat 1s mean, '
Your arts are feen,
So take your anf{wer plain and flat,
I'll ne’er defcend
‘To fuch an end,

1 know a Trick worth two of that ! v

Come then, my Phebe, come and prove © 3
‘T he blamelefs joys of virtuous love ;
To church repair,
I'll1 meet thee there
Before the parfon, grave and fat—
O then, faid fhe,
I will aﬁrec,
THis Trick will be worth two of THAT.

S ONG CXXXVI.

The follewing ODE was fung by Mr. REA, before the CHARITA- -

BLE FIRE SOCIETY~—~With great applaufe.

U i’ HEN firft the Sun o’er Ocean glow’d,
And earth unveil’d her virgin breait ;
Supreme mid Nature’s vaft abode,
as heard the ALy1Gg TY’s dread beheft :
Rife, CoLumBIA, bfve and free ;
Poize the Glebe, and bound the §ga!

In darknefs wrapp’d, with fetters chain'd,
Will ages grope, debas’d and blind ; —
With blood the human b. nd be ftain’d —
With tyrant power, ¢he human mind.
° Rif(, Cﬂl‘“b“’s‘:‘

But, lo, acrofs th’ atlantic floods,
The Star directed pilgrim fails |
See! fell'd by Commerce, float thy woods §
And cloath'd by Ceres, wave thy vales!
N Rife, Columbia, &c.
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_ Invain fhall thrones, in arms combin'd,
4 T he facred Rights, I gave, oppofe ;
’ In thee, th’ afylum of mankind,
shall welcome nations find repofe. .
R(}: Columbia, &¢c.

Nor yet, though fkill’d, delight inarms ;
Peace, and her offspring Aris, be thine ;
The face of FREEDOM {carce has charms,
When on her cheeks no dimples fhine.

. Rife, Culumbia, &¢.
While Fame for thee her wreath entwines,
‘To BLEs s— thy nobler triumph prove ;
And the’ the Eagle haunts thy pines,
Beneath thy willows fhield the Dove.
Rife, Columbia, &¢.

When bolts the rLAME, or whelms the wawve,
Be thiné to rule thé wayward hout ;
Bid peATH unbar the watery grave,
““ And VuLcan yield to NePTUNER'S power.”
- Rife, Columbia, &c.

Rever'd in arms, in peace humane— |
No fhore, nor realm, fhall bound thy fway ;
Wtile a'l the Firtues own thy reign,
And fubjet elements obey |
Rife, CoLumagm, Brave and free,
Bl.eﬁ the globe, and rule the feal

S ONG CXXXVII

i
COME, Peace of hind, dclightful gueft
Return, and make thy downy neft
Once more in this fad heart : S |
Nor riches 1, nor pow’r purfue,
Nor hold forbidden joys in view,
We therefore need not part.
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Where wilt thou dwell, if not with me,
Fromav’rice and ambition free, '
~ And pleafure’s fatal wiles ;
For whom, alas! doft thau prepare
The fweets that I was wont to fhare,

1 he banquet of thy {miles.

The great, the gay, Shall th e
The icu’n alone};f)at thou :ayn make?

And wilt thou quit the ftream
‘That murmurs through the dewy mead,
1 lia_lt grove and the fequetter’d thed, -
o be a gueft with them ¢ -

For thee I panted, thee I J;riz’d,
For theel gladly facrific’
Whate’er 1 lov’d before ;
And fhal) I fee thee flart away,
And helplefs, hopelefs, hear thee fay—
‘¢ Farewell, we meet no more.”

SONG CXXXVIIL

A. SWEET fcented Beau, and a fimp'ring
oung Cit, '

An artful Attorney, a Rake, and a Wit,

Set out on the chace in rurfuit of her heart,

Whilft Chloe difdainfully laugh'd at their art ;

And rouz’d by the hounds to meet the fweet morn,

Tantivy, fhe follow'd the echoing horn.:

Wit fwore by his fancy, the Beau by his face,

The Lawyer with qu'bble fet out on the chace,

‘1 ke Cit with exac¢tnefs'tnade up his account,

The Rake told his con(*uéﬂs, how vaft the amountt

She laugh'd at their follies, and, blithe as the
morn

Tantivy, fhe follow’d the echoing horn,
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Their clamorous noife rouz'd a jolly young fwain;
Hark torvlward he cry’d, then bounc'd over the

He dn(tanc’d the Wit, the Cit and the Beau, .

And won the fair nymnph with hollo! hillio! .
Now together they fing a fweet hynn to the morn;
Tantivy, they folfow the echoing hom.

S ONG CXXXIX.

AI.I. in the Downs the fleet was moor’d,
The ftreamers waving to the wiud,
When black ey’d Sutan came on board :
Oh! where ﬂull I my true love find ?
‘Tell me, ye {vvul failors, tell me true,
1f my fweet William fails among yeur crew.

Williara, who, hi the ard
Roood ek wgggon the y2

Soon as her well knowa vaice he heard.
A TR
¢ cord glides fwiitly t is glowing kands
A.nd quick aslightning on the deck fw ftands.

So the fweet lark, high pois'din air,
Shuts clofe his pinions to his breatt,
. If chance his mate’s fhrill call he hear,
And drops at once into her néft. -
‘The nobleft captain in the Britifh fleet
Might envy William’s lips thofe kifles fweet.

O Suf.m, Sufan, lovely dear,
My vews fhall ever true remain ; ;
Let me kifs off that falling tear ; :
. Weonly to meet agax
Change as ye lift, ye wi y heart ﬂmllbe i
‘1 he taithfu compafs that ll pomts to thee. -

Believe not what the landfmen fay,
Who tempt with doubts thy Lonllant mm.l,

A . Ty
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They'll tell thee, failors, when away,
lnev'ry port s miftrefs find.

Yes, yes, belicve them when they tell thee fo,

For &u art prefent wherefo’er 1 go. '

If to far India’s coaft we fail,
Thy cyes are feen in di’monds bright ;
Thy breath is Africk’s fqiicy gale,
Thy fkin iy ivory fo white.
‘Thus, ev'ry beauteous objet that I view,
Wakesin my foul fome charm of lovely Sue.

Though battle calls me from thy arms,
Let not my pretty Sulan mom? ;
Though cannens roar, yet, fafc from harms,
William fhall to his dear return.
. Love turns afide the balls that round me fly,
Left precious tears fhould drop from Sufan’s eye.

The Boatiwain gave the dreadful word,
The fails their iwelling bofom fpread ;
No longer mutt (he flay aboard :
They kifs’d, fhe figh’d, be hung his head.
Her lefs‘g’ng boat unwilling rows to land :
Adieu | fhe crics, and wav'd her lily hand.

SONG CXL.

AS crofs the field, the other morn,
1 tripp'd fo blithe and gay,
The *fquire, with his dog and gun,
By chance came by that way.
Whither o fatt, fweet maid ? he cry’d,
And caught me round the wailt : )
Pray Gop awhilc —Dear Sir, faid I,
1 can't, for I'min hafte.

A X

You muft not go4s yet, cried he,
Feor 1 have much to fay ;

£1
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Ceme, fit you down, and let us chat
‘Upon ttzs Rew mown lug.— .
’  T'velov'd you Jong, and oft have wifh'd
Thofe ruby lips to tafte; |
I'll have a kifs— Well, then, faid I,
Be quick, for I’m in hafte.

Juft as I fpoke, 1 faw young Hodge
Come through a neighb’rin g;)t:; .

He caught my hand, and cry’d, Dear gisl,
I fear I've made you wait; -

But here’s the ring, come let’s to church,
The joys of love to tafte—

1 left the 'fquire. and, laughing, cry’d,
Yqu fee, Sir, I’'m in hafte.

COME, ye ij)ortfmen fo brave, who delight ia
the field,
Where the bud barren mountain frefh raptures
can yield ;
Let the l:l“lm;\ breathing chace roufe the foul with
elig t' Ve -
With the jol?x god Bacchus be jovial at night.
See the high mettled iteeds, where fnorting they

fi
While tga’unch the dogs cover the ground in full
cry!

How canfyq, my wbdys, from fuch fpoxrts now re-
rain,
When the horn's cheerful found calls yc forth to
the plain? ' 4
Poor Puffey fhe flies, and feems danger to fcorn,
the rcdciublcs her fpeed, as fhe bounds o’er the
awn.

Sce the high, &e.,
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the has cunningly cheated the fcent of the hounds;
Through hedge rows fihe creeps, and fcutks Jo’er
the downs: | _
Brufh them in, my bold hearta! the fits paating |
for breath) | | |
The vi€tim is feiz’d—Hark! the horn feunds her

death. .
See the bigh, Zc.

SONG CXLH.

D EAR Tom, this brown jug, that now fqams
with mild ale, |
In which I will drink to fweet Nan of the vale,
Was once Toby Filpot, a thirfty old foul, .
As e'er drank a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl.
In boozing about, ’twas his %r:xfe to excel,
And amongtt jolly torers he bore off the bell.
He bare off the bell.

It chanc'd, as in dog days he fat at his eafe,

In a flow'r woven arbour, as gay as you pleafe.
With a friend and a pipe, pufing forrow awaly,
And with honeft old ftingo was foaking hls clay,
His bregth dogrs of life on a fudden were fhut,
And he dy’do&ll as big as a Dorchefter butt.

His body, when long in the ground it had lain,
And time into clay had refolv’d it again,

A potter found out in its covert fo m:ig,

And with part of fat Toby he¢ form’d this brown

ju
Now facrcﬁ’to friendﬂ)}p, to mirth and wild ale ;
to here’'s to my lovely fweet Nan of the vale.

S ONG CXLIIIL

~ DEAR Yanko fay, and truly fay,
All mankind, one and t'other,



[.-;"sa,, r5h ~ BKY LARK.

. .
Y

Nef-o. Mulatto, and Mals
L hrough all de world bey_l;rode(.

In black, in yellow, what difgrace;

That fcandal fo heufe’em? -
Fordere no virtue in de face ;
- De virtue in de bofom.

S Dear Yanke [ay, 8c¢.

What harm dere in a fhape or make ?
W hat himi in ugly feature ? -
Whatever colour, form he take,
The heart make human creature.
Then black and copper both be friend :
No colour he bring beauty ;
Yor beauty, Yanko fay, attend
On him who do him dutb. |
SR ear Yanke fay, &..

SO NG CXLIV.

DiD you fce a fhepherd, ye nymphs, pafs this

way, ¢ )

Crown'd with myrtle, apdml! the gay verdure of

| May ? yrue, r g2y

’ Tis my fhepherd ; Qh, bring him once more to

_my eyes; '

From his Lucy, is fearch of new pleafures, he flies.

ail the d:iy., ow 1 travell’d, and toil'd o'er the
plains, '

In purfuic of a rebel, that's fcarce worth the pains !

Take ca;e. maids, take care, when he flatters and
wcars,

JHow.you trutt ycur own eyes, or believe your own

ears ; '

] ike the rofe’bud. in June, ev’ry hand he'll invite,

But wou‘t‘)d hthe kind “heart, like the thorn oy of

! 8 t; , . Y
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And truft me, whoe’er my falfe thepherd detains, .
she ll find him a cohquba that's fcarce worth her
pains. ‘

Three months at.mjr feet did he languith and figh,

Ere he gain‘d a kind look, or a tender reply;

Love, ho‘pour, and truth, were the themes that he
un 9 - '

And he vows’d that his foul was akin to his tongue.

Too foon I believ’d, and reply'd to his ftrains,

And gave him too frankly my heart for his pains.

The trifle once.gain’d, like a boy at his play,
Soon the wanton grew weary, and flung it away;
Now cloy’d with my love, froni my arms he does

y .
In fearch of another as filly as I
But, truft me, whoe’er my falfe thepherd detains,
She’ll find him a conquelt that’s fcarce worth her

pains.

Beware, l:“ ye nymphs, how you foothe the fond
ame

And bel‘ieve,’in good time, all the fex are the
ame ;

Like Strephox;, from beauty to beauty they range;

Like him, they will flatter, diffemble, and change,

And, do all we can, ftill this maxim remains,

That a man, when we've got him is fcarce worth
the pains.

SONG CXLV.

DIOGENES, furly and provd, -
Whoe fnarl’d at the Macedon youth,
Delighted in wine that was good,
Becaufe in good wine there is truth ;
But growiny as poor as a Job,
And unable to purchafe a flafk,
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He chofe for his manfion a tub,
And Jiv'd by the fcent of the cafk,
And liv’d by the feeat of the cafk.

ericlitus would never den
. H'.‘f%u‘mper to cherifh his hgart 3

And, when hé wis maudlin, would cry,
Becaufe he had em tg;i his quart: .
Though fome were fo foolifh to think
" He wept at men’s folly"and vice, -
*Twas only hi$ cuftom to drink
Till theliquor ran out of his eyes.

Pemocritus always was glad
To tirp\e,*and ¢herifh his foul ;
Would laugh like 2 man that was mad,
- When over a jolly full bowl,
While his cellar with wine wa; well for'd,
Hisliqaor he’d merrily quaff; | B
And, when he was drunkas’a lord,
At thofe that were fober he'd laugh.
. o o - - N,

Copernicus too, like the reft, -
liev’d there was wifdom in wine ;
Andknew that a cup of the beft
Made reafon the brigliter to fhine:
With wine he yeplqnilﬁ'd his veins,
And made his philofophy reel ;
Then fanci’d the world, as his brains,

Xurn'd round like a chariot wheel.

Ariftotle, that mafter of arts,

Had been a dunce without wine ;
For what we afcribe to his parts,

Is due to the juice of the vine :
His belly, fome authors agree,

Was as big asa watering trough ;
He therefore leap’d into the fea,

Becaufe he’d have liguor enough.

When Pyrrho had taken a glafs
.He faw that no objeft app'ar'd
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Exattly the fame as.itwas
Before he had liquor'd his beard ;
For things runming round iu his drink,

While fober he motienlefs found,
Occafion’d the {ceptic to think

1 here was nothing of truth to be found.

Old Plaro was reckon’d divine,
Who wifely to virtue was prone ;
But, had it not been for good wine,
Iis merit had never been known.
By wine we are generous rhade ;
. It furnifhes fancy with wings;
Without it, we ne’er fhould have had
Philofophers, poets, or kings.

SONG CXLVI

DISTRESS me with thefe tears no more :
One ki&my girl, and then adieu ; -

The laft boat deftin’d for the thore,
Waits, deare ft girl, alone for you.

Soon, foan, before the light winds borne,
S fever'd from your fight ;

Youl hours to mourn,

And weep ugh many a ftormy night.

When far along the reftlefs deep,
In trim array, the fhip ﬂnalmeer,
Your forin Remembrance ftill fhall k
Your worth Affection ftill revere ;
And with the diftance from your eyes,
My love for iou fhall be inzreas’d ;
As to the pole the needle lies,
And farthelt cff ftill varies leaft.

Wlif“{;'f-,’“"" tgbe. bow] the jolvial crew

Shall fing of triumphs on the main,

M 6 thougﬁts fhall fondly tura to you,
f you alone fhall be my ftrain ;

256
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And when we've bow'd the leaguing foe, -

Revengeful of our country’s wrong,

Returning home, my heart fhall thew,

-~ .

No fi¢hion grac’d my artlefs fong.

S ONG CXLVIIL

F OR me my fair a 'vreath has wove,
W here rival flow’ss in union meet ;
As oft fhe kifs'd this gift of love,
Her breath gave {weetnefs to the fweet.

A bee, within a damafk rofe,
Had crept, the neltar’d dew to fip;
But lefler fweets the thief foregoes,
And fixes on Louifa’s lip.

There, tafting all the bloom of fpring
Wak’d ty the rip'ning breath of l\ffay ;
‘Th’ ungrateful fpoiler left his fiing,
And with the honey fled away.

SONG CXLVIY.

_FICKLE blifs, fantaftic treafure,

Love, how foon thy joys are palt!
Since we foon muft {ofe the pleafure,
Oh, 'twere better ne’er to tafte,
Fickle blifs, .

Cruel thoughts, that pain, yet pleafe me,
Ah, no more my reft deftroy ;

‘Shew me ftill, if you would eafe me,

Love’s deceit, but aot it.}i_oz. |
ickle 6’1:/}’ U‘o :

Gods! what kind, yet cruel powers

Force my will to rack my mind )
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Ah, too lon§ we wait for flowers,

S too foon to fade defign’d.
oo, 100 Fiakle blifs, 9¢.

SONG CXLIX.

HE AR me, gallant failor hear me:
While your country has a foe, -
He is mine too, never fear me ;
1 may weep, but you fhall go.

Though the flow’ry feafon woos you
To the peaceful {fports of May,
And Love fighs fo long to lofe you,

Love to ghory muit give way.

Can Columbia’s fons e’er fail her,
While her daughters are fo true?
Your foft courage muft avail her,
We love henour loving you.
War and danger now inviteus :
Blow, ye winds anfn?ciou blow ;
Evry gaL will moft @elight us, ,
That can waft ws to the foc.

SONG CL.

HER meuth with a fmile,

Decvoid of all guile,
Half open to view ;

4s the bud of the rofe,

In the morning that blows,
Impearl’d with the dew.

"More fragrant her breath
Than the flow’r fceated heath,
At the (;lawning ofday: -

157
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‘The hawthorn in bloom,
The lily’s perfume,
Or the bloﬂ'oms of May.

SONG CLIL

I BE one of theﬁ failors who thinks 'tis no lie.
‘That for ev erefore of Mife there’sa why ;
That, b? :‘dximne’a ftrange weather, a calmor a
Our bmh} good or bad. are chalk'd awt for us all ;

TLat the ftxys and the braces of ltfe will be found
I o be fome of ’em rotten, and fome of *m found ; .
That the ee;:ko:;cl we fhould chenﬂ;, the bad never

For Death will too foon bring udtanchor a peak

‘When, aftride on the yard. the top lifts they let go. ‘
And 1 crm’d like a fhot, plump among
ow

I deck.
Why, 1 cotch'd at a halliard and jump'd |
nI fo broke my f.all to fave brenkujl n:" ;:gon
uft like your Pln lofopien. forall d\enr w.
e&ehan a rope, gledly catchata
ood we thould cherifh, the bld never

For Duth will too foon bnng each anchr a wk

Why now that there cruife that we made;
Banks. (t 83

Where 1 pepper’d the foe, and fhot for m
‘What then? fhe foon firuck ; and ‘t‘l’:ough Mdn;

on fifore
And lald up to re’it T had lhmers
At length, lxve and looking, I tri’
And. to get more prize mon

- ‘1 hus the ?Od we fhould tzenﬂx the bad-
P iwnmh wilt tco foon bring each anchori yeak.

roe
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Then juft as it comes, take the bad with the

good, - {wood ;
One man’s {poen’s made of filver, another’s of
W hat's poifon for one man’s another mag’s balm ;
Some are fafe in a ftorm, and fome loft in a calm ;
Some are rolling in riches foure not worth a fous;
‘To day we cat beef, and tomorow lobs foufe ;

Thus the good we thould cherifh, the bad never
For Death will to0 foon bring each anchor a peak.

SONG CLI.

I’LL fing of my love all :?ht and all day;

He's ever good natur'd, and frolic. apd gay; .

His voice is as fweet as the nightingale’s hay,

Apd wel on the bagpipe my Skepherd can play 3
And 2 bonny young lad is my Jockey.

§ie fays that he loves me, I'm witty, and fair,
And praifes my ?et, my lips, and my hair :
Refe, violet, aorlily, with me can compere,
1f this be t0 flatter, "tis pretty, 1 fwear :

) dnd bonny, ¥:.

He kneel'd at my feet, and. with many a figh,
He cry’d, O | my dear, will you never comply ?
MHyou mean to deftroy me, why, do it; I’ll die.
3 trembled all over, and anfWwer'd, Not 1 ;-
| And a bonny, (s,

Around the tall May pole he dances fo.neaty,
And faamets of love the dear boy can repeat :
He's conftant, he's valiant, he’s wife, and difcreet
. Hiis looks are o0 kind, and his kiffes fo fweet :

L And abomy, 8¢,

At eve, when the fun feeks repofe in the Wl -
And May’s tuncful?chorilts kim to thel:
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When I meet on the green the dear boy I love beﬂ!

My heart is juft ready to burft from my breatt :
| Such a bonny, 8¢.

But fee, how the meadows are moiften’d with dew,

Come, come, my dear Shepherd, 1 wait but for
ou ;

We live for each other, both copftant and true,

And tafte the foft raptures no monarch e’er knew,
And abonny, Sc.

SONG CLILL

I SEEK my Shepherd, gone aftrgy ;
He left o'ui‘cyot tl:?other say.

Tell me, ye gentle nymphs and fwains,
Pafs’d the dear rebel threugh your plains 2
ON! whither, whither muft I roam,

Tc tind, and charm the wand’rer home ?

Sports he upon the fheaven green, °
Or joys he in the mountain fcene ? -

Y.eads he his flocks along the mead, .

Or does he feek the cooler fhade ?

Vh! teach a wretched nymph the way

To find her lover gone aftray.

To paint, ye maids, my truant fwain— 5
4. manly foftnefs créwns hig mien ; «
Adonis was not half fo fair ¢
And, when he talks, "tis hea¥’n to hear |
But, Oh ! the foothing poifon thun :
T'o liften, is to be undone.
He’ll fwear no time fhall quench his flame ;
‘To me the perjur'd fwore the fame. ~
Too fondly loving, to be wife,
Who gave my heart an eafy prize ;
£ind, when Re tun’d his Syren voite,
Lftea’d, and was undone by choice.

?
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But, fated, now he fhuns the kifs

He counted once his greateft blifs ;
Whilft I with fiercer paffions burn,

And pant, and die for his return.

Oh | whither, whither fhall 1 rove, s
Again to find my firaying love ?

"3

a s

SONG CLIV. -

I WAS, d’ye fee, a Waterman,
As tight and fpruce as any,
- "Twixt Richmend town,
And Horfley down,
I earn’d on honeft penny : .

None could of Fortune's favours brag,
More than could lucky I ;
Mchot was {nug, well fill’d my cag,
y grun¥ly in the ftye. |
Wil Pcrr{ tight,
And bofom light,
1 cheerfully did row ;
And, to complete this princely life,
Sure never man had friend and wife
Like my Poll, and my partner Joe.

I roll'd in joys like thefe a while,
IFolks far and near carefs'd me,
" Till, wee is me,
_Solubbeily,
The prefs gang came, and prefs’d me.

How could I all thefe pleafures leave ?
How with my wherry part?
I never {fo took on to grieve ;
It wrung my very heart.
But when on board
‘I hey gave the word,
To foreign partsto go,
T rued the moment J was born,
‘That ever 1 fhould thus be tarn
¥rom my Poll and my partner Joe.
03
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I did my duty manfully,

Whilz on't‘e billowg rolling ;
And.night or day, '
Could find my way, .

Blindfold, to the main top bowling.

“Thus, all the dangers of the main,
Quickfands, and gales of wind,
I brav’d, in hopes to tafte again’
‘The joys { left behind. '
' In climes afar,
The hotteft war
Pour’d broadfides on the foe,
In hopes thefe perils to relate -
¢ As by my fide attehtive fate
" My Poll, and my partner Joc.

At laft it pleas’d his Majefty
To give peace to the nation ;
And honeft hearts,
From foreign pazits,
Came home tor confolation.
Like lightning—for I felt new life,
Now fafe from all alarms— -
I rufh’d. and found my friend and wife
Lock’d in cach cther's arms !
Yet. fancy not
I bore my lot
Tame, like a lubber : — No;
For. fecing | was finely trick'd, |
Plump to the devil I fairly kick'd
My Poll, and my partner joe.

SONG CLV.

IF lifc is a bubble. and breaks with a blaft.

You mul{tﬂtofs oft your winc, if you'd wifhitto
aft : '

For this bubble may well be deftrov'd with a puff,

1fit is not kept floating in liquor enough. ‘
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If life is a low’r, as philofophers fay,

*Tis a very good hint, underitood the right way ;

For, if life is a flow’r, any blockhead can tell,

1f youd h:i\lve it look frefh, you muit moiften it
: well. |

Thia life is more than a journey, ’tis faid,

Where the roads., for the moft part, are confound-
edly bad ; | ' own,

Then, let wine be o;lora{ﬂur, and each trav’'ler will

That, whatever the , we jog merrily on, '

This world to a theatre liken’d has been,

Where each man around a partin the {cene;

*Tis our part to get drunk’; and ’tis matter of fact,

That the n‘utore you alldrink, boys, the better you'll
. “aik.

SONG CLVL

LAST Valentine’s dpy, when bright Phcebus

) thone clear, 3

(I had not been huntit_lf for mere than a year)
Tally ho, Tally ho, Tally ho, Tally ho.

I mounted Black Sloven, o'er the road made him

bound, ~ [{weetly found.
For 1 heard the hounds challepge, and the horns
’ "~ Tally bo, &c.

Hallow, into covert, old Antony gries ;
No fooner he fpoke, but the fox, Sir, he fpies.
. Tally bo, &c. -
‘This being the fignal, he then crack’d his whip ;
Tally ho, was the word, and awa)r they did Ycap.
Zally ka1, &c.

Then up rides Dick Dawfon. who car’d nota pin ;-
He fprang at the drain, but his horfe tuimbled in.
_ Tally be, &¢.
And as he crept out, why he {pi‘d the old Res, ©
With his tongue bhangiu; out, ftealing home to his
| dean. laiy 0e,8c, T
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Our hounds and our horfes ;were always as good
As ever broke covert, or dath’d through the wood,
: Tally be, 8¢. .

.Old Reynard runs hard, but muft certainly-die.

Have at you, old Tony, Dick Dawfon did cry.

Tally bo, &c.
The hounds they had run tweaty miles, now, or
more ; :
Oid Amhony’fretted, he curs’d. too, and fwore.
nlb b@, 8‘ »
But Reynard, beigg fpent, foon muft give up the
ghott, , _ Eeach toatt.
Which will  heighten qur joys when we come to
| Tally be,88¢.

The day’s fport being over, thc horns we will
found, (bo, &c.

To the jolly fox hunters let echoes refound.  Zally

So, fill up your glaffes, and cheerfully drink,

To the honeft true fportfman who never will

| fhrink. Tally bo, Fc.

S ONG CLVIL

LONE bird of eve, whofe liquid throat
Delights my filent way,

YWho cheereft with a farewell note
‘The beam of parting day !

The wretch who wanders near the thorn,
Amidft the %ath’ring bloom, :
Purfues with_fighs a path forlorn,
10 weep at Cynthia’s tomb.
Come, minflrel of the twilight hour,
And mourn with me, the maid :
Thy tend’reft fong of forrow pous,
* 1o f{oothe the gentleft fhade, -
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So, when thy voice in death fhall ceafe,
fay redbreats pourlondyhtr;e’ £

Ma the foang of peace

§ O);'fweeteﬁ'yeacc, to thee! '

SONG CLVIIL

IJOVELY Nymph, affuage my anguith ;
At your feet, a tender Swain

Prays you will not let him languifh :
One kind look would eafe his pain.

Did you know the lad that courts you,
He not long need fue i vain; ~

Prince of fong, of dance, of fports, you
Searce will mest his like again. |

S ONG CLIX.

N O wonder, no wonder, I'm now feen to grieve,
Who was wont to be lively and fmart ; ' |
Nor can any my forrow relieve. |

But Patty, the girl of ray heart. .

Her abfence I’ll ne’er ceafe to meurn,
Nor my pangs of diftrefs to impart
To the world, till I gain a return
Of Patty, the girl of my beart.

With an anxious impatience [ burn ;
And fooner with hife would I part,
Than wait in fufpence the return
Of Patty, the girl of my heart.

But fhe haftes, and forbids me to mourn ;

Nay, fhe tells me fhe’'ll ne’er again part?

And I now blefs the happy return’ |
Of Patty, the girl of mY heart.
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SONG CLX.

N OW we’re¢ free from cpllege rules,
From common place-boek reafon,
From trifling fyllogiftic {chools,
And fyftems out of feafon.
Never more we’ll have defin’d
1f matter thinks or thinks got :
All the matter we fhall mind,
1s he who drinks or drinks not.

Metaphyfically to trace
The mind or foul abftracted,
Or prove infinity of fpace,
By caufe on caufe effelted :
Better fouls we can't become,
BX immaterial thinking ;
Aand, as to {pace, we want no room,
But room enough to drink in.

Pleaum, wvacuum, minus, plus,

Are learned words. and rare too ;
Thofe terms our tutors may difcuis,

And thofe who pleafe may hear too :
A plenumin our wine we fhew,

With plus-and plus behind, Sir;
But, when our cafth is minus, low,

A «wvacuum foon we find, Sir.

Copernicus, that lcarned fage,
ane Tycho’s error proviag,
Declares, 1n 1 can’t tell what page,
The earth round Sol 1s moving ;
But which goes round, what’s that to us?
Eachis perhaps a notion ;
With earth and fun we make no fus,
But mind the bottle’s motion,
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Grcatf Gali{l{co il v;as us'd

By fuperftitious fury ;

Antlxrm(&eans were abus’d

By ignoramus jury : -

But feet to feet we dare atteft,
Nor fear a treatroent fcurvy ;

For when we’re dunk, prodatum ¢f,
We're rumbling topfy survy.

Newton talk’d of lights and fhades,
And diff rent colours knew, Sir;

But don't let us difturb our heads
With any more than two, Sir:

White and red our glaﬂ'es boaft,
Refle&tion and refration ;

Yet after him we'll name our toaft,
T he centre of attration.

On that thefis we’ll declaim,
With fratum fuper fratum ;
There’s mighty magic in the name,
*Tis nature’s ?Oﬂldalllﬁ N
Wine in nature’s next to love,
Then wifely let us blend ’em ;
Firft, though. phyfically prove,
N unc tempus eft bibendum.

SONG CLXIL

O’ER moorlands and mountains, rude, barren
and bare, |
A Aslwearied al{:gp ;‘vilr%ex;dfl roam,def
gentle young erdefs fees i
And leads me o’er lawns to h::‘yhou:ur ’
And leads me, ¢,

Yellow fheaves from rich Ceres her cottage had
crown’d,

Green ruthes were ftrew’d on the floon; -
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Her cafémen;s fweet woodbines crept wantonly
round,
And deck’d the fod feat at her door.
And deckd, &e.

We fat ourfelves down to a cooling repaft,
Frefh fruits—and fhe cull’d me the beft;
Whilft, t‘ll:recv;:‘xt from my guard, by fome glances
¢ ’
Love-ily flole into my breaft.
R Love fily, &e.

I told my Yoft wifhes—fhe fweetly reply’d,
(Ye virgins, her voice was me
I have rich ones rejetted, and great ones deny’d ;
Yet, take me, fond thepherd—I’m thine.
Yer, take me, S¢.

Her air was fo modeft, her afpet fo meek,
So fimple, though fweet were her charms,
I kifs'd the ripe rofes that glow’d on her cheek,
And lock’d the lov’d maid in m} arms.
, nd lockd, &ec.

Now jocund, toiether, we tend a few theep ;
And if, on the banks by a ftream,
Reclin’d on her bofom, I fink into fleep,
- Her image ftill foftens my dream.
Her image, @e¢.

Together, we range o’er the flow rifing hills,
Delighted with paftoral views,
Or reft on the rock whence the ftreamlet diftils,
And mark out new themes for my mufe.
And mark out, $¢c.

To pomp, or proud titles, fhe ne’er could afpire ;
The damfel’s of humble defcent ;

The cottager, Peace, is weil known for her fire;
‘L ke thepherds have nam’d her Conteat.

The fapberds, Sc.
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S ONG CLXII

\ O TELY. me. ye gentle nymphs and {fwains,
Pafs'd my dear Damon o’er your plains
O cheer with hope my lunely way :
I feek my love that’s gone aftray.
| Leads he his fluck along the mead;
. Or does he {eek the cooler fhade ?
| . O teach a haplefs maid the way
To find her thepherd gone aftray.

Cbferve, ye fair, the truant fwain :

A manly foftnefs crowns his mien ;

Adoanis was not half {o fair;

And when he fings, 'tis heav’n to hear. ‘
Lcads be bis flock, & ¢,

Ye nymphs, the fweets of freedom prize,
And fhun the witchcraft of his eyes ;
Fly from his charms, nor ftay too loang

'} o hear his foft enchanting fong.
ban gLead: be bis flock, &:.

SONG CLXIIL -

OLD g-lomcr! but with him what have we te
o?
What are Grecians or Trojans to me or o you ?
Such heathenith Licroes no more 1"\l invoke :
Cheoice Spirits, affift me : Attend, ierts of Oak.
Derry down, down, down, derry down.

Sweet Peace, belov'd handmaid of fcicnce and art,
Unanimity, take your petitioner's part ;
Acceptot v fong : *I'is th:e beit I can do—

But firll, xr.a')l', it yfcafc you, nuy fervice to you !

Derry down, 8¢,
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Perhaps, my addrefs you may premature think,
Becaufe | have mention'd no toaft as. I drink ;
‘There are many fine toatts ; but the beft of 'emall,
1s the toaft of the times ; that is— Liberty Hall.
Derry dowan, &e.

‘T hat fine Britifh building, by Alfred was fram'd:
Its grand corner flone Magna @harta is saam'd ;
Independency came at Integrity’s call,

And form’'d the front pillars of Liberty Hall.

Derry down, &e.
This manor our forefathers beught with their
blood , [deeds good ;

And their fons, and their fon's fons, have prov'd the
By that title we live, with that title we'll fall,
Faor life is not life out of Liberty Hail. .

Derry doewn, ©e¢.

Ir mantle of honour, each ftar fpangled fold,
Playing b‘ll'ifht in the funfhine, the burnifh of
0i@,

Truth begams on her breaft ; fee, at Loyalty’s call,
‘The genius of England in Liberty Hall!

Derry down, &«.

Ye fweet fmelling courtlings of ribband and lace,
The fpaniels of Power, and Eounty’s difgrace,
So fubtile, fo fervile, fo paflive ye fall ;
*Twas paffive obedience loft Liberty Hall!
Devry dowwn, 8e.

But when Revolution had fettled the crown,
And natural Reafon knock’d Tyranny down.
No frowns, cloth’d with terror, appear to appall ;
‘The doors were thrown open of Liberty Hagn
, Derry doewn, &c.

Columbia triumphant, her thips fweep the fea ;
Her fandard is Juftice ; her watch word, Be free!



SKY LARK. 171

Our chief is our glory—Americans all'
God blefs him, and biefs us, in Liberty Hallt
Derry down, 8¢,

Ob ! Vere is des All?—Monfieur wants to know,
* I'is neither at Marli, Verfailles, Fontainbleau :
*Tisa palace ¢f no mortal archite€t’s art :

For I..ﬁ:crty Hall is a Columbian’s heart |

. ) Dt’r':’ dm’ U‘o

SONG CLXIV,

ROUSSI, roufe, jolly fportfmen, the hounds are

out, ' - '
The ehace 1s begun, I declare.

Come up, and to horfe, let us follow the rout,
And join in the chace of the hare.

Hark ! l:laarlk! dor’t you hear they are now in the

' e? -
The horn, how melodious it founds !

Poor Pufs, 1n a fright, how fhe ftrives to prevail,

" Apd fly from the cry of the hounds!

" And fly, &c.

Though fu;i to the hills and the mountains fhe
cales
Whofe top feems to join to the {ky ;
We mount in the air like a kite in a gale,
And follow the houndsin full ery ; .
Though into the copfe there for regl’lge fhe flies,
- Wekill her, it's twenty the odds : ,
While echo furrounds us with hooting and cries,
We feem to converfe with the gods.
| o We feem, &,

Our freedom with confcienee is never alarm’d,
We are ftrangers to envy and firife ;

When bleft with a wife, we rérurn to her arms,
Sport fweetens the conjugal life.
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Our days pafs awag in a fcene of delight,

Which kings and their courtiers ne'er tafte 3
In pleafures of love we revel all night,

cxt morning return to the cliace. .
' S Next morning, Se.

SONG CLXV.

SEE beneath yon bow’r of rofes,
chétly fleeps the heav’nly maid ;

*Tis my gehtle love repofes ;

Softly tread the facrcd fhade.

Mark the loves that play around her,
Mark my Ella’s graceful mien;
See the wood nymphs all furround her,

 Hailing Ella Beauty’s Qucent - -
Plutt’ring Cupids round defcending, ..

Soft expand their filken wings ;
From the zephyr's breath defcending
Ev’ry fweet that round her {prings.

Sportive Fancy, hear my prayer—
Gently from thy airy throne,

Whifper to the fleeping fair,
Edwin lives for her alone.

SONG CLXVL

STILL the lark finds repofe

In the full waving cora;"
And the bee on the rofe,

Though furrounded with thern.
Never robdb’d of their eafe,

They are thoughtlefs and free ;
But no more gentle peace

Shall e’er harbour with me.

Still the lark M repofe, ¢.
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8till in fearch of delight,
Ev'ry pleafure they prove,
Ne'er tormented by pride,
Or the flights of fond love. !
S1:ll sbe lark finds repofe, &c. :

SONG CLXVIIL
SWEET, fweet Robinette, all the thepherds dg-

clare,
They never yet faw {o enchanting a fair ;
1 he fwains all admire her : No mortal as yet
Has ¢’cr feen a girl like my fweet Robinette.

Her eyes, they would melt you ; her cheeks, they
hifclofe
"R:: beautiful ;:3: :{ the pal;oblulhhiing rbol'e,f
ny en nothing but
To foc alf the fwains figh for fweet Robinette.”

All nature feems 'd, as fhe tripsit alo
Her fmiles make mk fwell l\ismnpmro':l‘a ;foag.
The thepherds their cares and their labour forget, |

T o gaze on the charms of my {fweet Robinette.

So gentle her manners, they foften the 3

She’s the May day of youth, and the fummer of
age :

1love her? adore her— 1"l venter a bet,

You ne’er faw a girl like my {fweet Robinette.

SONG CLXVIIL

TE LY. me, lovely thepterd, where,
Thou feed'ft, at ncan, thy fizccy care;
Dire&t me to the fwect rewreat,
‘1 hat guards thee from the mid day heat :
Left by the flocks { loncly firay,
Wik out a guide, and loic ny woay,

® 3



174 SKY LARK.

Where refts, at noon, thy bleating cire,
Gentle thepherd, tell me where ?

SONG CLXIX.

THE fun from the eaft tips the mountains with

gold, [ behold.
And the meadows all fpangled with dew drops
Hark ! :}he lark’s early matin proclaims the iaew
' Y, | iay.
And the horn’s cheerful fummons rebukes our dg-
With the fports of the field there’s no pleafure can

Vic, ‘
While jocu:d we follow the hounds in full ery.

Let the drudge of the town make riches his fport,

And thccﬂavc of the State hunt the {miles of the
ourt; “

No care nor ambition our patience annoy,

But innocence ftill gives a zeft to our joy. :

' Wieh the [parts, 8c.

Mankind are althuntersia variousdegree :

‘The ft hunts a lw’m&,ethe lawyer a tee ;

‘I he dotor, a patient ; courtier, a place ;
‘Though often, like us, they're flung out with dif-

grace.
With the fports, & ..

The cit hunts a plumb, while the f{sldicr luints
The poet, a dinner ; the patriota nanc ;  {tuine
And the ﬁa';tful coquette, though fhic lecins to 1e-
e
Yet, in fpite’of her airs, fhe her lover purfu:s.
Wbile sbe fpurisg -

Let the bold and the bufy hunt glory and ve. *:%:
All the blefling ws afk, is the ble&iaz of huals,,
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With hounds and with horas thrcugh the wood-

lands to roam,
And when ur’d abroad, find contentment at home.
Wish the fports, &,

SONG CLXX.
THE wand’ring failor ploughs the main,

A competence in life to ﬁain,

Undaunted, braves the ftormy feas,

To find at laft content and eafe,

To find at laft content and eafe :
In hopes, when toil and danger’s o'er,
‘To anchor on his native fhore ;
1a hopes, when toil and danger’s o'er,

‘To anchor on his native fhore.

When winds blow hard, and mountains roll,
And thunders fthake from pole to pole,
1 hough dreadful waves furrounding foam,
Sull flatt’ring fancy wafts him home,
Still latt’ring fancy wafts him home :
In hopes, when toil and danger’s o'er,
1o anchor on his native fhore ;
In bopes, &¢.

- When round the bowl the jovial crew
‘1 he early fcenes of life renew,
Though each his fav’rite fair will boatt,
This 1s the un:verfal toaft,
1 his is the univerfal toaft :
NMay we when toil and danger’s o',
Ll anchior oa our native fhore ;
May we, &c¢.

S ONG CLXXI

ol
A WAS inthat fzafen of the year -
SVhen ol things gay and twect appear,
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‘T hat Colin, with the morning ray,
Arofe, and fung his rural lay.

Of Nanny’s chaims the thepherd fung:
‘The hills and dales with Nanny rung ;
Whilft Rofline Catftle heard the {wain,
And echoed back the cheertul ftrain.

Awake, fweet Mufe! the breathing {pring
With rapture warms ; awake, and fing ;
Awake! and join the vocal throng,

Who hail the mornin%with afong ;

To Nanny, raife the cheerful lay :

Oh | bid her hafte, and come away ;

In (weeteft {imiles herfelf adorn,

And add new graces to the morn !

Oh, hark ! my love, on ev’ry fpray,
Each feather’d warbler tunes his lay.
>Tis beauty fires the ravifh’d throng,
And love infpires the melting fong :
Then let my rapturd notes arife,
Fer beauty-darts from Nanny’s cyes ;
And love my rifing bofom warms,
And fills my foul with fiveet alar:as.

Oh, come, my love ! thy Colin’s lay
With rapture calls ; Oh, come away !
Come, while the Mufe this wreath thall twine
Around that modeft brow of thine !
Oh, hither hafte! and with thee bring
That beauty bloeming like the fprinyg ;
hofe graces that divinely fhine,
d ¢barm this ravifh’d breaft of mine.

SONG CLXXIL

THE May day of life is for pleafure,
For finging, and dancing, and thow ;

Then, why will you wafte fucha treafure,

1n tfxgh;pg, and crying Heizh ho | '
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I et’s copy the bird in the meadows ;
By hers tune your pipe, when ’tis low ;
Fly round, and coquette it as fhe does,
And never (it crying Heigh ho !l

Though, when in the arms of a lover
1t fometimes may happen, 1 know,
That, ere all our toying is over,
We cannot help crying Heigh ho |

In age, every one a new part takes ;
1 find, to my forrow, *tis fo ; '
When old, you may cry till your heart aches,
But no one will mind you, Heigh ho!

S ONG CLXXIIL

THE moon had clim’d the higheft hill
‘That rifes o’cr the fource of Deg,
And from the eaftern fummit fthed
Her filver light on tow’r and tree=.
When Mary laxd her down to fleep—
Hcr thoughts on Sandy, far at fea ;
Then, foft and low, a voice was heard
Say, *¢ Mary, weep no more for mc !

€he frem her pillow gently rais’d
Her head, to atk who there might be,
And faw young *andy fhiv'ring ftand,
With palled cheek, and hollow eye'!
¢ Oh! Mary dear, cold is my clay,
. It lies ber eath u ltormy fea:
Far, far from thee, I flezp in death ;
So, Mary, weep no more for me. .
Three ftormy nights and ftormy days .
We tofs’d upon the raging main ;
And long we fliove our bark to fave,
But.all our {triving was in vain.
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E’en theca, when horror child my blood,
NIy heart was fill'd with love of thee.
The ftorin is paft, and I at reft;
So, MMary, weep no more for me,

Oh ! maiden dear, thyfelf prepare ;
We foon fhall meet upon that thore
Where lowe is free from doubr and care,
And thoun and I fhall part no more.”—
Loud crow'd the cock, the fhadow fled ;
No more of Sandy could fhe {ee :
But foft thebxaﬂihg {pirit faid,
" ¢¢ Sweet Mary, weéep no more for me.”

S ONG CLXXIV.

THﬁRE was once, it was faid, when, is out of
my head,
And where teo; yet trueis my tale,
Thata round belly’d vicar, bepiinpled withliquor,
Could ftick to no text like good ale.

' ’1'91 de rol, de rol, lol lql lol lol.

He o€ night *gan to dofe ; for, under the rofe,
The parfon was then "V”V'\(e ipfe :

" Non Je ipfe I—you’ll fay, What's that to the lay ?

In plasn Englifh, the parfon was tipfy.

His clerk ftepping in, with 2 band bobbing chin,
~ Ag folemn and ftupid as may be; :

The vicar he gap'd ; the clerk hemm’d and fcrap'd,
- daying, Pleafe, sir, to bury a baby.

Now ou‘rl'\d at;thqr fuppofes, the clerk’s name was
ofes, |
Helook'd, like his mafter, fo rofy ;
Who blink’d with one eye, with his wig all awry,
' Mbmcw’d-‘-—l’ray how is it Mofyt =~ -
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A child, Sir, is carry’d, by you to be bury'd.— ’

Bury me, Mofes ! no, thatwon’t do.—
Lord, Sir! faid the clerk, you are all in the dark ;
*Tis a chil'd to be bury’d, not you.

Well, Mofes, don’t hurry ; theinfant we’ll bury.— 1
But, mafter, the corpfe cannot ftay.— |
Well. can’t it ? but why ? for once, then, we’ll try
1f a corpfe, Mofes, can run away.

But Mofes reply’d : —Sir, the parith will chide,
For keeping them out in cold weather.— .
Then Moies, quoth he, go and tell them, from
me,
1’ll bury them warm all together.

But, Sir, it rains hard ; pray have fome regard.—
Regard, Mofes! that makes me ftay :
For no co‘rsfe, young or old, in rain can catch
- cold; -
But, faith, Mofcs, you and I may.
Mofes bsgg'd he'd be gone, faying, Sir, the rain’s
one;
Pleafe to rife, and I’ll lend you my hand.—
Oh\ ’tns‘]lal‘d, quoth the vicar, to wave thus my
iquor,
And go, where 1’'m fure I can’t ftand.

Then the parfon fore troubled, to the churchyard
he hobbled,
Lamentirg the iength of the way ;
For, Mofes, quoth he, were 1 a bithop, d'ye fee,
I neither need walk, preach, nor pray.

When h‘e} came to the grave, fays he—Mofes, &
ave.
TLord! where's my tobacco box hid ? |
1 declare this faft walking prevents me frodi ghlke
ng; - . . o
$0, Mofes, pray givc me a quid.
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Then he open'd the book, and in't feem’d to loek :
But o’er the page only he fquinted : -
Says he, Moles, I'm-vex’d, for-Ican’t find the
text.
TLe book is fo damnably | rinted.

Good people, let’'s pray. Life’s, alas! but aday;
Nay, fometimes *tis over at noon ;

Man s but a lower, cut downin an hour:
*T'is ftrong ale, Mofy, does it fo foen.

Woemnan of a man born—no, that's wrong, the leaf’s
torn?
Upon woman the natural fwell is ;
The wor\gu\soﬂd .grow wild, were men got with
child:
Moefes, you and I might have big bellies !

Neighbours, mind what I fay, when ’tis night ‘s
not day, {aers;
Though in t%rmcr times faints could werk won-
or, cut off your head, in a trice, it is {aid,
They’d replace it without any blunders.

Come, let us oo forth ; put the child in the earth .
Duit to dutf, Mofesyduft is away ;
For Mofes, 1 truft. we all thould be duf},

If we were not to nioiiten our clay.

So one pot, and then—the clerk faid, Amen.—
And thus we have carried the farce on.
1Lc tafte of the times will relifh our rhimes,
" When the ridicule runs on a parfon.

Then, Satire, deteft Immorality’s jeft,
Each profanc or immodeit expreflion :

But we’ll not be rude, but drink, as we fhou!d,
1 0 the goed fulks of ev'ry profeflion.



SKY LARK. 181

SONG CLXXV.

THOUGH prudence may prefs me
And duty diftrefs me,
Againftinclination, ah | whatcan they do?
No longer a rover,
His folies are over:— _
My heart, my fond heart, fays my Henry is true.

The bee, thus as changing,
From fweet to fweet ranging,
A rofe fhould he light on, ne’er wifhes to ftay,
With raptures ro{fefﬁng, .
In one, ev’ry blefling, . ’
Till, torn from her bofom, he flies far away.

SONG CLXXVL

TO An:lncreon in Heav’'n, where he fat in fuil
glec,
A few fons of Harmony fent a petition,
That he their infpirer and patron would be;
When this anfwer grriv’d’ from the jofly old
Grecian : —
‘“‘ Voice, fiddle, and flute
No longer be mute : .
I'll lend you my name, and infpire you to beot ;
And, befides, I'll inftruét you, like n-e, to entwine
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus’s viae !”

The news through Clympus immediately flew ;
When Old Thunder pretended to give hirﬁfelf
airs— ue,
‘¢ If thefe mortals are fuffer’d their fcheme to pur-
The devil a goddefs will ftay above ftairs.
Hark ! already they cry,
In tranfpo(rLts of joy,



et
a——

188 SKY LARK.

~ Away to the fons of Anacreon we'll ly;
And there, with good fellows, we'll learn to en.
g twine : '

The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus’s vine.

The yellow hair’d god, and his nine fufty maids,
From Helicon’s banks will incontineht flee ;
Idalia will boaft but of tendntlefs thades, =
And the biforked hill a mere defert will be! - -
My thunder, no fear on't,
Shall foon do its errand ;
And, dam’'me! I'll {fwinge the ring leaders, I
warrant ; . ] _
1'll trim the young dogs, for thus daring to "twine
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus’s vine.”

Apollo rofe up, and faid, *¢ Prythee, ne’cr quarrel,
Good lKing of the Gods, with my vot'ries be-
ow :
Your thunder is ufelefs’—then, thewing his laurel;
Cry’d, *¢ Sic etvitabile fulmen, you kirow !
Then over each head
My laurels 1’11 fpread :
So, my fons from your crackers no mifchiet
fhall dread ;
Whilft fhug ia their club roomni they jovially *twine
‘The inyrtle of Venus w.th Bacchus’s vine.”

Next Momus got up, with his rifible phiz,

_And fwore with Apollo he’d cheertully join-
"The tide of full harmony ftill fhall be his,

But the fong, and the catch, and the laugh fhail

be mine.
Ti_len,flove, be not jealous
Of thefe honeit fellows.”—
Cry’d Jove, ¢ we relent fince the truth you
. oow tell us; {twine
And fwear by Old ‘Styx, that they long fhall en-
‘The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus’s vine.”

Ye fons of Anacreon, then, join hand in hand ;
Preferve unanimity, friendthip, and love!
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*Tis yours to fupport what's fo happily plan’d ;
Yo{gve the ;mtgon of Gods, and the fa: of
ove .
While thus we agree,
Our toaft lct it he, . .
May our club flourith r, united, and freel
And long may the fons of Anacreon entwine
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus’s vine.

S ONG CLXXVIIL

TO fair Fidele’s glafly tomb,
Soft ma*ds and village hinds thall bring
Each op’ning {weet ot carlieft bloon,
And rifie all the breathing fpring.

No wailing ghoft fhall dare appear,

To vex with fhricks this quiet grove,
But fhepherd lads affemble here,

And tender virgins own their love.

No wither'd witch fhall here be fcen,
No goblins lead the:r mighty crew,

But female fays fhall haunt the g'teen,
And deck thy grave with pearly dew.

The red breatt oft, at ev’ning hours,
Shall kindly lend its little aid,

With hoary mofs, and gather'd flow’rs, -
To deck the ground where thou art latd.

When howling winds, and beating rain,
In tempef(ts fhake the fylvan cell,

Or *midft the chace upon the plain
The tender thought on thee thalf dwell 1

Each lonely fcone fhall thee reftore ;
For thee the tear be daily fhed ;

Belov’d, till life could charm no more;

- And mourn’d, till Pity’s felf isdead !
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SONG CLXXVIIL

b

TWAS I learnt a pretty fong in France,
And I brought it o’er the fea by chance;
And then in Wapping 1 did dance :

Oh, the like was never feen!
For 1 made the mufic loud for to play,
All for to pafs the dull hours away ;
And, when 1 had nething left for to fay,
Then I fung, Fal de ral, 11t, -
Tit fal de ral, Tit fal de ray,
Then we fung, Fal de ral ‘1it.

As 1 was walking down Thames ftreet,
A fhip mate of mine I chanc’d for to meet ;
And I was refolved him ior to treat

With a can of grog. gillio! )
A can of grog they brought us firait,
All for to pleafure my flup mate,
And fatisfaction give him ftrait :

| And 1 fung, 8c.

The Maccaronies next came in, . .
All drefs’d fo neat, and look’d fo trim,
And thinking for to ftrike me dumb.
Some were fhort, and fome were tall, )
But ’tis very well known that I trick’d them all,
For I fous’d their heads againft the wall :
Then 1fung, &c.

The landlord, then, aloud did fay,
As how he wifh’d I'd go away ;
And, if T *tempted for to ftay,
As how he'd take the law..
Lord d—me! fays I, you may do your wortft,

- For I've not fcarcely nuench’d my thirft.

All this 1 faid, acd pothing worfe :
- T hen I fung, &8¢,
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Jt:'s when I've crofs’d the raging main,
And be come back to Old England again,
rog i’ll drink
WI5’1 a pretty girl for to ﬁt by my fide,
And for her coftly robes 1'll provxdc ; ,
So that'fhe fhall be fatisfied : o
Then Il fing, 8¢,

S ONG CLXXIX.

?
TWAS near a thicket’s calin rctreat,
Under a lar tree,
Maria chofe l": r wretched feat,
To mourn her forrows free.
Her lovely form was fwcet to view
Asdawn at op’ mn%
But, ah | fhe mourn™ her love not true,
And wept her cages away !

The brook flow’d gently at her feet,
In murmurs fmooth, along ;

Her pipe, which bonce fhe tun d moft fweet,
Had now forgot its fon

No more to charm the vje ﬂge mes,
For grief has fill’d her breatt ;

T hole joys which orce fhe us'd to prize -
But lgve has robb’d her reft.

Poor haplefs maid § who can behold
orrews {o {fevere,

And rear thy love lorn ftory told,
Without a fallmv tear ?

Maria, lucklefs’ maid ! adieu !
Thy forrows foon muft ceafe ;

For Feav'n will take a maid fo true
‘To everlafting peace ! :

L3
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SONG ChXXX,

" WELCOME, welcome, brother debtor,
To this poor but merry place,
"~ Where no bailiff, dun, or fetter,
Dare to fhew his frightful face.
But, kind Sir, as you're a ftranger,
Down your garnith you muft lay,
Or your coat will be in danger ;
ou muft either firip or pay.

Ne'er repine at your confinement
From your children or your wife :
Wifdom lies in true refinement,
Through the various {cenes of life.
Scorn to’how the leaft refentment
Though beneath the frqwns of fate :
Kaaves and beggars find contentment,
Fears and careaattend the great.

Though our creditors are f{piteful,
And reftruin our bodies here,

Ufe will make a gaol delightful
Since there’s nothing elie to fear.

Every ifland’s but a gnfon,
Strongly gparded by the fea:

Kings and princes, for thatreafon,
Pris’ners are as well as we.

What was it made great Alexander
Weep at his unfriendly fate ?
*Twas becaufe he could not wander
Beyond the world's ftrong prifon c%ate.
‘I he world itfelfis ftrongly bound
By the heav’ns and ftars above :
Why fhould we then be confounded,
$ince there’s nothin g free but love 2
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S ON G CLXXXI.

WHAT fport can compare : ’ ‘

To the hunting of the hare ?
In the morning, in fair and pleafant weather,
"~ With our horfes, and our hounds,
We will fcour o’er the grounds,
And Tantara, Huzza, brave boys, we will fullow.

When poor Pufs doth rife,
Then away from us fhe flies,
And we give her a thundering hollow ;
With our horfes and our houads
We will pull her courage down,
And Tantara, Huszza, brave boys, we will follow,

When poor Pufs is kill’d,
We retire from the field, ’
To be merry, boys, and drink away all forrow ;
We have nothing more to fear,
But to drown old father Care,
And to banifh, Huzza, all his wants till tomorrow.

S ONG CLXXXII.

' .
W HEN my moncy was gonc, that I gain’d in
the wars,
And the world it did fiown at my fatc,

What matter’d my zeal, or my honoured icars,
When Indifference ftood at each gate ?

That face that would fmile when my purfc was
wel! lin'd,
Shews a ditferen? afpet to me ;
And, when I could nought but ingratitude find,
I hied me agaia to the fca. ‘
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1 thought ‘twas unjuft for to pine at my lot.
Or to bear with cold looks on the fhore ;

X pack’d up Ifn,y‘ trifling ‘rempants 1°d got ;-

- afnd a trifie, alas! was my 1tore.

% ndkcrchief held all the treafure I had,

“Which over my fhoulder I threw ;—
Away then 1'tradg'd, with a heart rather fad,

To join with fome jolly fhip’s crew.

‘The fea was lefs troubled by far than my mind ;
And, when the wide main I furvey’d, |
1 could not help thinking the world was unkind,

And Fortune a flippery jade.’

1 fwear, if once more I can take her in tow,
I’ll let the ungrateful world fee -~
‘That theﬂ‘lt\trh eat winds, and the billows, could
ow '
More kindnefs than they did to me.

SONG CLXXXIIL

\V HEN 'us night, and the mid watch is come,
And chilling m:its hang o’er the darken’d main,
Then sailors think of their far diftant homn., ‘
And of thofe friends they ne’er may fee again :
But when the fight’s begun, .
Fach ferving at his gun,
Shouldgany thought of them come o’er my mind,
Vvet ‘.;.L but thould the day be won, ‘
How *twill cheer
1 heir Learts to hear, R
That their cld cempanion he was one.

Or, my lad, if you a miitrefs kind \
Have lett on (thore, fome pretty girl, and true,

Who many a night doth liftcn to the wind, ‘
And iigh: ) thiak how it may fare with you ;
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Oh! when the fight’s begun,
Each ferving at his gun, .
Should any thought of her come o’er your mind,
‘I'hink only, fhould the day be won, u
How °twill chear ‘
Her heart to hear, R
That her own true faiior he was cae.

SONG CLXXXIV.

WHEN the rofy morn appcaring,
Paints with gold the verdant lawn,

Bees, on banks of thyme difporting,
Sip the fweets, and hail the dawn.

Warbling birds, the day proclaimin:z,
Carol fweet the lively ftrain ;
They forfake their leaty dwelling,
To fecure the golden gryin.
=

See, content, the humble gleaner-
Take the fcatter’d ears shat falll

Nature, all her children viewing,

- Kindly bounteous, cares for all.

SONG CLXXXV.

. b i‘ HILE high the foaming furges rife,
And pointed rocks appear, -
Loud thunders rattle in the fkies,
Yet failors muft not fear.
In florms, in wind,
Their duty mind ;
Aleft, below,
| ‘I ey cheerful go, N
To reef, or fleer, as tis defign’d ; .
No fears or fimangers fill the mind,
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The fignal for the line is made,
'l he haughty foe’s in fight,
T he bloody flag aleft dl'(gfay’d,
And fierce the dreadful fight.
Each minds his gun,
No dang:rs fhun;
Aloft, below,
They cheerfulgo;
‘Though thunders roar, yet ftill we find,
Naq fears alarm the failor’s mind. ‘

‘The ftorm is hufh’d, the battle's o’er,
The fky.is clear again ; ‘
We tofs the can to thofe on fthore,
While we are on the main.
To Poll and Sue, -
Sipcere and true,
‘The grog goes round,
Y With pleafure crown’d.
In war or peace, alike you'll find,

Thu homg ﬁlls the failor’s iniqd_.

SONG CLXXXVI.

WHITHER, my love, ah! whither art thou
one? N

Let nott tiabfcnce cloud this happy dawn.

Say—By thy heart can falfehood e’er be known?

Al no, no; Ijudge itby my own. ‘

“l he heart he gave, with l{) much care,

Which treafur’d in my breaft 1 wear,

Still for his mafter beats alone ; |

1%.n fure the felfith thing’s his own.

S ONG CLXXXVIL

h; \' IDE through the azure blue, and bright,
Serznsly floats the Lamp of Night '
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The waves forgetting how to roar,

The citron groves wave down no more ;
Each breeke, fufpended, feemsto Gy,
Now, Leline, for thy Roundelay.

My Deiia’s lips are clos’d in reft ;

Ah! was her pillar but iny breaft!
. (o, dreams, one gentle word impart,

1n whifpers place me near her heart ;

While at her window 1 will lay,

And foothe her with my Roundelay.

But fee! a paler, fofter fhade! |

‘1 he glimm’ring ftars retiring fade
Sleep on, lov'd Fair, nor ever feel .
The cares which forms like thine reveal
Adieu! the morn is on his way,

And filences my Roundelay.

SONG CLXKXVilk
\/&/ ITH a cheerful old frienq,gaai amcrry old

{on, :
Anda tankgx"d of ?or'tcr, T could fit the night long, -
And laugh at the follies of thofe that repine,

Though I muft drink porter, while they can drink c

WthO -

1 envy no mortal. be he ever fo :
Nor {corn I the wretch for his lowly eftate ;
But what | abhor, and deem as a curfe,
Is meannefs of {pirit, not pcornefs of purfe.

Then let us, companions be cheerful and gay,
And cheerfully fpend life’s remainder away ;
Upheld by a friend, our foes we’ll defpife,

For, the morc we are envy'd, the higher we rife.

e
" -
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S ONGC CLXXXIX.

YE ﬂ\illggards, who murder your lifetiine in
cepy
Awake, and purfue the fleet hare ; (reap,
From life, fay, what joy, fay, what pleafure you
‘That e’er could with hunting compare.
When Pheebus begias to enlivena the morn,
The huntfman attended by hounds,
Rejoices and glows at the found of the horn,
Whilit woods the fweet echo refound.

The courtier, the lawyer, the prieft have a view,
Nay ev'ry oppreffion the fame ;

But fportfmen, ye mortals, no pleafure purfue,
But fuch as accrue from the game ,

While drunkards are pleas’d in the jays of the cup,

And turn intoday ev’ry night,
At the break of each morn the huntfman is up,

And bounds o’er the lawns with delight.

Then quickly, my lads, to the foreft repair,
O’er hills, dales, and valleys let’s fiy ;

_For who can, ye gods, feel a moment of care,
When each joy will another fupply ?

Thus each morning. each day, in raptures, we pafs,
And defire no comfort to thare,

But at night to refrefh with the bottle and glafs,
And feed on the fpoul of the hare.

S ONG CXC.

LORD ! what a fufs my mother made,
When Colin caine this way,

Becauie he caught me in his anins,
And kifs'd me t'other day!
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She fcolded me both and night. :
And was in fuch a | o

Butif fiie thinks 1 '!h-t qull, oy
I'm fare fhe is wiiflalen. Py

1 toMd her; Colislovd ma well, - 7
And meant net to deccive m'.
AndM thae freml

But m‘zu wis
Who'd Rtuwy hearta s
Apd if 1 thought be'd shetry -:.

I furely wndl*dr “%
214 SR -a - 1' N

1 knew *twas falfe; but tbought it beft
To f ] tbtrl belicwd ber

AComplcm]y deccu’g gtr

nd we've ,bmonovmotn,
Bcforeﬂlethmbofwahn
Ta tie the kaot, that { N
uwmuchlheu

w 3
-‘ ,
.

g

-

Yt lionfma,dmw,udye fportfm

Mnkud btnthe;o softheﬁﬂlld .
a

S S e e
is is worfhip, his honour, his
Al\umng’oalmmll;,go » BT

All ranks and degrees are enp'id in the chace,
With Hark forward. huzza, ,

The lxwyer will rife with the firft of the morn,
To hunt for a mortgage or deed s

‘The hufband gets up att found of the liven,
Audndcstotheeommfnllfpee(,




The patriot ig, ﬁxrownhpluﬂndhsgame'
The poet too often lies

whO? W" m &me’ N
Wuh Hark m Tally hoe . . .

i’bﬂe furlefs o'er hlllt ud o’er woodlands we

prudu on our pﬂin\e may fma.

Bov oft cy’s botindseverienp, -
Andthgfcnen ¥Virtue buggk downt. - T
ry hus pubhc, or mf:u, for for place,

or S
All ranks an detreesare e 'd im the chace,
WIﬁ H”k M h._ - ;:ﬂ 5 g

SONG CXCII

YOU may talk of abmguc,and of Ireland (fweet
nation |

Of Bu ’2 fcomme.ca:
But mon uble g no more to nch bodera-
Than btn de Bourdgauxlike to fw«thqucbau h.

) lﬂgo backagun,bloodandoum how l'llwng. .

€y @~ -
!me: andc:per and mke the folks ftare,

helab will gi 1}]
When dxc c;xcs,Mam hyndmc thet fweet Pomme

With the petit %n qﬁrook, Mer-
mmgtnn. andt s vatre
By the pow’rs they’re all nonfenfe, and bodder, a-

grak ! to owur dlddero bubhero, whack Lan.
golee. =

©Oh, mon Jony light Shchgh! ab, bow condd 1
fcorn her? - .

When 1-Jeved her fo deuly. ma fon, hubbaboo!
Arnd go round the globe, 3y, from corner to cor-
ner, [virtu.

For foup maigre, la mu.lni for fregfand
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And then to forfake Magnif ndgue Tippenra. -
~ For pauvre Verfailles, mupermg thmng,
~ And eat fricaffees unly fit for a fairy, .

Inftead of fubfinntial beaf rose de mutton.. 1-‘
Withsheir pem Cbnfn,

Ohl 1 kxﬂ'ed 2 }nfctte who hallowﬁ out mei

dorie, -
And yet 1'confbt’d:eer all md ﬂbd ;
Tc}»{bc ure, lusnhuf?:zi la ty

cr petit mignon, and mi-lor Anglais: )
But wh’een:l ﬂn..ﬁ)lld m»ﬁm’ ﬁx ﬁu mpc-r

Soltl was allca, lﬂ!ﬂti;khnhB
e'en renchi ca
of g y f&lt hlkla(h, A complete
2 A
l"nb tbcir jem Cbuﬁm,

sonccmmL

ITTLE infef that on
f16naf§reoffpm ne bk L
4 the morningdew, . - .. -

rec from care thy life doth L
ol I"m ﬁore‘:'w,‘-’t. e %

Sa; myﬁtlimcommafoh, R IEREN
leafe the lonely mover's ezr, - - o
And no treach’rous mndmﬁc:ake, |
Glide bcnezth, to work t :
Glxdt kenearh, Qe

As in cl'nrpmg laintive notes,
Thouthe h fun doth clnde,
And with myrm'riag mufick charm,

Summer charmnx to abide. :
mmer cm o
P' a pleafant day arrive, .-

. Seon 2 piealant day is gone ;
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While we reach-tq fejge ourjeye . - +-p
Swift the wia ;Lfsm ﬂawm e
S'w:ft tb: 'wmg:d, sc.

~ Pain u}d fonqu dwell mth \ts, o
re {fcarce a moment reigns ; .

| Thou thyfelt ind’G ummer, fhort,
But the wmtcr long remains.

: ? M u: wmr, &'c.

- 8 O N G CXC!V
FOR ndemefs form'd, i }lfe’s ,y day.
A parcnt’s {oft forrow to nhneigd the way.;
The leffon of ptty 1 canght from her ch
And cre.wrds 1 could con, 1 fpoke with afigh.

The m%otmgale plunder'd, the matc widow'd

ve, .
The warbling ¢ at of the fuffering grove ;
‘The ebjeit ftill ¢ g the rI;mpathy true, -
To youth, as it ;i oy guve fc timents new.

Soft embers of paﬂ'ion ftill feltin the glow,
* A warmth of more pain, may this breaft never

- kpow:
Or if too indulgent the bleflin lc)alm, |
Let a {paark drop from f ) thit wﬁcns thc

SONG CXCV.,

, A SHAPE alone let others pmc,
And features of the fair, -

. I logk for fpirit in her eyes,
And mesning in her air. -

A @amafk cheek, aniv'ry arm,
Shall neer my wxfhes winj
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Qive me an animating form,
That fpeaks a mind withia.

A foul where awful hénour fhines,
Where fenfe and fweetnefs move,

And angel innocence refines,
The tendernefe of love.

With pow'r to heighten ev'ry joy,
Thefierceft rage control,

Biffufing mildnefs o’er the bréw,
And rapture thre' the foelw

Thele awmw’n of beauty's charms,
Wit whofe vital ai v

U‘fﬂauhe}' fgfm h

But how divin ings the fo
- Where all théfe ¢ o r:":.
Then go behold my
And read them

)

S O N'G TCXCVL )

U b HEN Alcides, the fon of Olympian Jove,- -
Was call’d from the carth to the regions above, -
The fetters grim Tyranny twift from his hand, -
And with :;:finc and murder uifurp'd the com-

m [

While Peace, iovcly handmaid, was fcar’d from
] the plains, o '
And Liberty, captive, fat wailing in chains =,

Her once gallant offspring lay biceding around,
Nor on earth could a chanmipion to fave her be

found. :
Her once gallant, &'c.

83 . S .
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Thed'l'hundcrcr, mov’d with mmyalion look!d

own

On a world fo accus’d from his cry ftalline throne s

‘Then open’d the book, in.whofe myfhcal

Were cnrollcd the heroes of each future ai

Read of Brutus and Sidney, who dar’d to be free,

Of their virtues approv’d and confirm’d the de-
cree:

Then turn’d to the annals of that ha Xp{ age, |,

Yhen Waﬂnngton’s gloncs nllnmm e page.

ia all firive with tyranmcal

To cRablily her empire in each difie land,

A chief fhall anfe in Columbia’s defence,

‘To whom the ﬂlﬁ Godt fhall the:r favours dxf-

Trium h‘:gs Mars in thc lonous ﬁcld

W hile 1\ L;npm fhall ¥nd him her wifdom and
thicld

And Liberey, fre her fhackles, fhall own
Gredat WAasHING claim as her favoun
Sox.” "L .

SONG CXCVIIL

LET every Pagan mufe be gone ; i
¥ feek no aid from Helicon ; ;

‘The tuneful Nine cannot excel

My mufe, the romping rofy Nell.

Her lecks auburne - her azure eyes
Are {ofter than the etherial fkies:
But, oh! what daring pen can tell

1 he charms of romping rofy Nell ?

Aurors hides her bluthing face

- When Nell appears, with heavenly grae
And every nygleph ‘of hill and dcﬁ gracel
!nvxes the romping rofy Neﬂ.
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Mat all Arabia’s fpicy coaft,

Affords fuch fweets as Nell can boatt.
Why pants my heart—I dare not tell—
I figh for romping rofy Nell}

SONG CXCIX.

2 |
TW};\:‘ tl:‘e odmoning of May, and the yellow
rd g . ;
uft peep’d through the gates of
hcn.P(.s:rydon le‘t!t'his own rural 3&, ’
" And flew to his Delia in hafte :
Awake, love, he cry’d, my dear charmer, arife,
‘And join the gay throng on the green ;

For the pr}m ve agreed on th'm to fur-
prife !
- My Delia, by chufing her Queen
She, fmiling, came forth, pleafure dagc’d in her
v eyes s & :
While moJcﬂ. crimfon’d fler cheek ; .
He ravith'd akifs ah! how happy he cries,
Would my Delia permit me to fpeak.
Or would fhe confent to repair to the brow,
Where yon village fleeple is feen,
To be conftant and faithful, 1’d cheerfully vow,
And make her my l'xem'sch,ofcn Queen.

She could not refufe; yet, athemg’d-to comply,
Her eyes with foft teadernefs fhone ;

Young Coryden feiz’d the foft moment with joy,
And Hymen foon render’d them oae. -
Then with heart hight as air, and asinnocence gay,

They join’d the Fy throng on the ﬁeen ;
And Corydon bleffes the morning of May,
When the fhepherds chofe Dclia their Queen,
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SONG CC.

FA!R Carcline was crice my love,
And I was all to her;

My ftate 1 thouzht ¢’en kings above,
Vnile the did me prefer.

To deek her in each coftly gown,
1 lited in the war,

And bid sdieu to Dartmouth town,
Te try sy fate afar.

I brav'd the hotteft of the fight,
As was a foldier’s due,

Convingggny country’s caufe was right,
And a foe 1 tlew.

At laft kind Peace her olive wav'd,
And Dartmouth town I fought
And many a gem in plunder av’é,

‘Lo Caroline I brought.

But the refus’d my hard got means,
And deem’d my vifit bold; .

For love, the boaft of happicr fcenes,
Was barter'd fince for gold.

Adieu, falfe Caroline, adieu !
*Tis hard with life to part;

But harder flill to think that you
Should bpeak a foldier's heart.

SONG CCL

I N Martindale, a village ?'«y,
A damfel deigns to dwell,

Whote looks are like « fummer’s dav,
Whofe charms no tonguz cantell .
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Whene'er I meet berop ny way
I tell my am’rous
‘Then heave a -
- ¢ $weet Maid MM o »‘:
.Y
This nymph has
ol T "u
A conqueft Jl“".
Then alfee&' i | Sor
n where’s.
Yet whil inlt ! .
* Sweet of : B
hould Fate prepitions be VO
> To call this ¢ n:“ .-
I'd hvc content is lowly Dt .
' But if &fmm ench
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or for
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..
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Pretty Pol! RPN .
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If fhe tript R
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Oft he fiddied newr Voo oae
- Afking henobehuhm v e

woulmg &
%hn. him M to “
William ! turn te mc,
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Then, then—ol hark 1
Them hrk

Calls us %0’ hly
Piping to our mm ’
-rnun vILEAGYR:

W%’ﬁi‘é‘;: K"'ﬁ?f’ e

ain fhe w ) $0
Ve

Wh:le fumble in ﬁ‘lelny,
Pipes alone his roundelay. .

POULTH VILLAGER. f
w&-{m rhhuu-ur
mall;

Bgt“t::cu—ob hark !

The laxk/
Calls us t» the new mown hiy,
Piping to our mndehy.
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SKY LARK.
Hug’d 1'd name the h-m "7-

the {fame was

Says 1, ha onc:—lcqnot
ndec

We parted ; bist the h;
lnp;emalé arts unta t,y“ ’

Miftook iny meanin in truth,
. 1 meant notishet‘wu
Then threw ’; Co n’s mi',
And fmil'd when camh pigh;
‘5:111 he woo’d & ﬁy nay—
h’. m, mdeed’ I. .
56 N’ G ccv.

“""&“n ¥, ronéy the other &by,

Who ould 1 meet upon the way,
But m!wmm ttue love J ohnnyl

He clafp dmyw l,
Andhﬂhgueme lly;

outtus 'd,
I ke S

What's that to me, the ﬂupberd cry’l,
You’'re old enough to
Then, come, deer lafs, and ny bhjt,-

i: with foy;
$ d toy,
Although they are not twenty.

1 hﬁen’d to his footlnn? tale,
ug'd wi’ him {0 rarely ;
with & and pige he did provatl,
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He won my wifhtes fairly : |
Q' he’s the lad,
Thit makes me glad, o
With kiffes {weet and pleaty ;
So I declare, _
By allthat's f.ur, 4‘
il wed—though nat quite twenty.

'SONG CCVL

TH E entle fwaul, wuh gmceful pnde,
Her glo lfy ma vcs ;

And falll KQ er MQ. '

Divides the whlip ring waves» ;-

The filver tide, that wapd'rigg. ‘ows,
-Sweet to the lm'd nu&.be 3 "

But not fo fwest, blithc pﬂ knows;
As Deha is to ime.

A parcnt bxrd in plamtwe mood.
onder frait tree fun

And f{xil the pendent neft vncw‘d,
That held her callow young :

‘Though dear to her maternal heart
‘T he genial breod muft be;

They’ re not fo dear, the thonfandth part,
As Dclna is to me.

The rofes that my brow furround,
Were natives of the dale;;
Scarce pluck’d, and in 2 garw bound,
Before their hue Ih&; o .
My vitai blood weuld thy frore,
lf lucklefs torn from 3

For what the root is to the rofe,
My Delia is to me.

Two doves I found, like new fall'a fnow!
Sow hxte tlge beautcous paxr ,
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The birds on Delia I'l] beaow,
They’re like her hofem fair ;
May they of éur conaubial love
A ham nsmen be |
fond blifs as turtles prove,
wm Deha fhare with me.

SO N G CCVIL

A Lll'lN!T’l neft, wnd:hy afnxmu care,
Young u?bon one ound me
When inflantly the plunder’d pair, ;
With cries me utt’m round me:

And is it cries
You'd ¥ ﬂ{o: nme;

*Hence, cruel, heaee-unleﬁ you'd find
Some bener way to win me.

Ahll if to give p.m. 'd he,
F L huc:v,rou ht me,
,yn&lfe but that crueity,
ou have fo often taught me.

If thus the linnet, and his mate,
Can raife compaffion in you 3

No more unki s intimate,
But let your fhepherd join you.

T bns faxd, like 1i &htmn g back fhe flew,
mofly ne reﬂormg,
T he lnnnets r young in view,
No the:r lo sdep lormg
~Meanwhile this a&, fo {weet, {o kind,
Had rais’d affetion in me;
And Strephon was well pleas’d to find
This certain way te win me.
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SONG CCVIIL

YOUNG W:lly woe'd me long in vain,
In ev’'ry place he met me, .

Ah, do you love me, faid the fwain, <
How often muft I atk ye ? :

0

I hardly coild my love deny,

For love him 1 did really ;
Why no, you foolith fwain, i'aid I,
- Howoftenmuft I tell ye?~ -

Abh, muft I then avoid your view,
Ah, muft 1 always fhunyel

Then tell me, O mr deanx Stre,
How often muft I ak ye? -

At len%th he afk’d my hand, and cri'd,
Ah, deareft, do you love e ? gl

Why yes, faid 1, and foftly fighd,
How often muft I tell ye ?

SON G- CCIX.

’ P
TWAS in the flow'ry month of May,

When Nature bleors on ev'ry {pray,
And lambkins fondly fport and play,

To grace the fylvan {cene ;
‘That pretty mifs firft form'd the plan,
To leave P:S‘ and chiding mam ;
In chaife and four with dear footwaan,

Te trip to Gretna Green.

‘The youth was form'd with ev'ry grace,
‘Tall, blooming, gay, with lovely face,
Sure ne’er before in worfted lace,

Was fuch a charmer feen;

»

=
N
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The night ferene, the coaft was clear,

When pretty Mifs with loving dear, .

Set off with hafte, and full career, .
To trip to Gretna Green. -

‘The morniag come, and plot is blown, :
The cage is open and bird is flown, o
But whither, 1s by no one known, :
Lud, what a curious ftene!!
Mamma in fits. while ancient prig,
In fury tore his powder’d wig, .
And with grim paflion monftrous big,
- Sets off for Gretna Green.
Before old fquare toes reaches near,
He meets the beaw and lovely dear,
Returning back in fuil career,
From Hymen's flow'ry fcepe ; .
;lop éhief,,he cries ; —the v_vorl%‘ is done,
y dear papg. we are com ome,
For we have tafted joys th:%ome ‘
From pleafant Gretaa Green.

SONG €CX.
THE fun fets at mght, and the ftars finur the

day. S
But glory remains when their lights fade away ;
Begin, ye.tormentors. your threats are in vain,
For the for of Alkmonoak fhall never camplain.

Remember .the"artows he fhot from his bow ;
Remenmber your chiefs by his hatchet laid low :
Why 13 flow ; do you wait ’till 1 fhrink from my

pain
No~the (on of Alkmonoak fhall sever complain.

Remember the woad—where in ambuth wé‘ lty .
And the fcalps which we bore from yowm&
| away : o oo
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When the flame rifes faft ! you'll exultin m pam,
But the fon of Alkmonoak fhall never comp

go to the land where my father is
Hxs hoft fhall rejoice in the fame of his I’on :

comes like a friend—he relieves me from

pain ; (plain.

And thy fon, O Alkmonoak, has fcornd to gom-

SQNG CCXL

A.T the found of the horn,
We rife in the morn,
And waken the woods as we thunder along I
Yoix, Kmx, Tally ho!
After Reynard we go,
While echoen ccho redoublcs the fong. %

We waken the woods as we thunder along,

Tally ho!l ho!
After Rey nardy
While echo on ccllo redoubics the fong.

Not the fteeds of the fun '

Our brave courfers ogtrun,
O’er the mound horfe andogound fee us bound in

Like Pbc?us we rife,

To the hc.:l%a s of the fkies,
And, carelefs of danger. five bars we defy.
We waken she woeds, ¥¢.

At eve, Sir, we rufh
lreadA‘;ld :‘re cl‘qfe ‘t‘o hxs%mﬂl ,‘ h:
A ¢ dies, fec him panting for brea
Fach feat ard defeat,

We rehew and repea
lefs of life, fo we’re m at the death.

Ws watken the uub‘ 8.
83
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With a bottle at night, -

We prolong the delight. o
Much Tri::llbu(h we praife, and the deedsthat weré

one ;

And yoix, Tally ho!

The next morniag we go . 2
With Phcebus, te end as we mount with the fun.

i We waken the woods, ¢,

S ONG CCXIIL

BOLD chanticleer proclaims the dawn,
 And fpangles deck the thorn,
" The loving hegds now quit the baw ),
The lark fprings. frem the cora; .
Dogs, {portfmen round the window throng,
eet Ringwood lcads the cry ;
ife, the burden of their fong,
This day a deer mutt die.
With a hey Lo chivy,
Hark forward, tantivy !

Peor ftag! the dogs thy haunches gore,
~ The tears ron down thy face,
The hunters pleafure is no more,
- His joys werein-the chace.
Alike the fport{men of the town,
The virgin game in view,

And quite corntent to'fup us down,
‘Then we'in turn s -
Wirh ovr hey-ho chivy,

Hark forward, faintivy !

' §ONG CCXIIL

TIIE fan thone pale on moxmtain fno |
" ‘Whilemorn l'mbp:rlt’d her gate ; v
- Wak'd by his beams, Maria rofe,
' Tq mourn her hapic{s fate :

4
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In ‘xriteouslounds of deepelt waoe, .
hich echo'd through the vale;
- SoftAs the rifling blufh of inora, :

Or zephyr’s f1agrant gale.

A1l night her fhiroud beforc her paft,
The owl cry’d, and raven too ;

At eve Mania breath’d her latt,
And prov’d thefe omens true :

Her fpirit’s now in heaven repos’d,
Which here fad vigils kept ; ~

Whofe wounds on earth were never clos'd—.
Whofe forrows never flept. '

[4

Yet ere I bid my laft adien,
While in my clay cold bed,

Accc'gt the tear of friendfhip tyue,
"™ Which o'er thy grave I fhed ;
—=%¥hile life remains, thy haplefs love |

In mem'ry ¢’er thal live ; o
May’ﬂ thou in heav’n thofé bleffings prove
hich earth ¢ould never give., -

SONG CCXIV.

]

'r{ HE ladics cannet. but approve,

T he kind affe&ion of my love ;
Though I decry the frippery, .

And Ton the fathion-oft deth move :
In days of old, my_granny told

How dre(t was ev’ry lad and lafs,
And you fhall know before ] go,

. Oh!' what a beaumy granny was:

‘Then hey for fun, girls hitherru
My granty was a’\wohl(:xt‘ Ol o

My granny had but her own hair,
- Which fhe in comely fhode did wear ;- °
;f But ncw with wool'eath lo MM,

¥ -~
&
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And frizgles it to make you ftare.
With feathers high, as if o fly,
Each fair in charms would fain furpafh;
But ’twas not fo, lang time ago,
When a great bean my ‘granny was.
Then bey, ¥e.

My granny was both fare and plump,
And like a fquirrel fhe could jump;
With coral lips, and nat’ral hups,
But now the girls wear all cork rumps.
‘The plainted ruff look™d well enough,
Now pigeon craws they wear, alas !
Stuck out before, like the breaft of a boar;
Oh! what a beau my granny was! :
| Then bey, @e.

SONG CCXV.

. Wlelll my jug in one Band, and mypipein.
e other
1drink to my neighbour and friend ;
My cares in a whiff of tobacco i’ll {mother,
Eor life 1 know fhortly mut end.

While Ceres moft kindly refills my brown jug,
With good ale, 1 will make myfelf meliow :
In my old wicker chair I will feat myfeit inug,
Like a jolly and true hearsed icllow. |

SONG CCXVL

AS mx cow I was milki:s juft now in the vale,
Young Alexis advanced and told a fond ta}e :
Such a tale, gentle maidens, believe what fay.
1 with pleafure could wait for to hear it all day !
with pleafure cbuld wait, : ‘
.. | with pleafure could wait, )
X with pleafure could wait for to hear it all day.
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Hail Florella, be ery’d, new U'm hapryy & vow,
For to fec you, .believe me, 1 came from  the

h. .
Wilt th‘ol:%c ine, Florella, my deareft, 1 fay-?
1with frowns fooa reply’d, 1'il not hear you te

.~ day.

Pray, Alezis, L faid— for 8o try him I ftrove

chzr cciﬁic heuﬁ more, for I'm fure yot; don’t
ove ; . |

Not deter’d by roudhfrekbes. nor all I could fay

sull he zﬂfweyr'd. with fmiles, make me happy u;
é‘y‘ .h - .

Now, with blufhes I tell, I no longer fay no,
But Alexis and I unte church foon will go ;
Ye laffes, then hear me, oh hear me 1 dpray,'
Never wait_tor tQ morrow, catch bold on the day.

-

.. SONG CCXVIL... _,

: L T
FA]R Kitty, beautiful and young,
And wild e celt yptem’d, - -
Befpoke the fair from whence fhe {prung,
-Withlictle rageinflamtd;
Inflam’d with sags and fad refiraint,
Which wif§ mamme .
And (orely vex'd 4o play the faint,
While wit and beauty reign'd. L -
- While wit 2ad beauty veigad. - -
And forely vex'd to play the faint,
While wit and beauty reign’d.

Muft h;l‘yﬁi]eqn lf;t;ifk abgut,
i r coufns ? .

A’ﬂls muft the make all the rout, .
" And bring home hearts by dozens ? o
What has fhe better, 'ray.than I,

What hidden charms to boatt,
That ali ind for her zould die,

‘While { am fcarce a teaft?
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While 1 am fearce a toaft?
That = meakind for her fhould die,
While 1 am fcarce a tealt ? &
Dear, dear mamma, for ence let me,
‘Uachain’d. my fortune try ;
I’ll have my Earl as well as fhe,
~ Or know the reafon why.
Fond love prevail'd, smamina gave way ;
Kitty, at heart's cicﬁrc,
Obtain’d the chariot for a day,
And fet the world on fire.
And fet the world on fire.
Obtain’d the chariot for a day,
And fet the world on fire.

SONG CCXVIIL

COME ceafe-all your pother, about thisor t_!m,)‘ )
Alldifcord and envy let pafs : '

The tatler who tzlks of. he cannot tel} what;
May juftly be reckon'd an 4/s, an afs.

The beau who befrissles and tortures his hair,

‘T'o heigh-en his delicate ﬂi:st.
(While ever grimaee is the end of his cire) .
Deferves to be reckan'd an ape.

The cynical churl, who would fain be thought wife,
And doth conftantly cavil and growl.

(Tho’ this may be wi?dom in fome people’s eyes)
Deferves to be reckon'd an ewl. ,

‘The gluttan who, greedy, forever would ftuff
On all the fine difhes in vogue, |
Who, never content, would have more than enough,
Dieferves to be reckon’d a bog. | |

‘The clown, who, though clumfy, Would 4&ive be

Or wonderous clever appear, [thought,
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As the fable can thow— put him into'a boag,
And he'll prove nothing elfe but s bear. -

The mebchant. who ventures o'er Afric’ ;to'roam,

Nlnhla:zardou}:f n . ;“ ‘-‘--n oo
e’er Knows that his | ity at home
Who dubs the poor u\abdn .. ’

The innocent fool whe believes he’s fecure
In the middle of danger to fleep, '
Who dreads no deceit from the Foxes in pow’s,
Deferves to be reckon'd a flecp.

The goffip. brim full of an ill natur'd tale,
Runs over with awkward abufe ;— |
‘Whilft this cackling humour doth ever prevail,
She deferves to be reckon'd a geofe.

-

The roguc: who in plundering and ﬁ!chmg replete
Th’ unwary draws into a gulf, '
Wha lives but. to murder, to rob, and te cheat,

ay juftly be reckoa’d a wel/.

But he whom good fenfe sad good nature infpise,
To do all the good 'thfzt he can,
While juttice and virtue.are all his defice,
Ma¥ juflly be reckon'd a man, a man.
Mavy juftly be reckon’d a mas. .

'SONG CCXIX.
AI.L h::‘nds'up. aloft ; fwab the couch foreand
aft ;
" For the punch clubbers ftrait will be fitting.
For fear tﬁ:ﬂnip rool, fling oft ﬁuﬂ bowl ;

For our honour let all things be fitting, .».
In an ocean of punch we to night will all fail; . .
I'th’ bowl we’re in Tea room enough, we nedr fgr.
-~ Here's @thee meflmate. R

L o« & -
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‘Thanks,-koneft Tom. ’Tis a health to the King.
While the-larboard man drinks, let the ftarboard.
. man fing.

ves 7 With full double cups,

We'll liguor our cheps,

. Mnd then we’ll turn out,

With 2 who wp¥:-who! who!

But let’s drink ere we go,

But let’s drink ere we go.

The wind’s veering aft, then loofe ev’ry fail;
She’ll bear all her top fails a trip. |
Heave the log from. the poop; it blows a freft

e ~
And ag;:ft account on the board keep.
She runs the eight knots, and eight cxx tomy :
thinking ; {erinking, .
That’sa cup fer -each knot muft be fill'd for eur
Here's-to-thee fkipper. ‘
Thanks, honeft John. *Tisa health to the King,
W hilft the oneisa ds inki:‘; the other fhall fing.
' . b full double cups, Be. |

The qu?{tier muft cun, whilft the foremaft ymo
eers. |
Here's a health to-each port, where’er bourd. |
Who delays (’tis a bumper) fhall be drubb’d at the -
eers ; A
The degpth of each cup therefore found.
‘Toour noble commander, to hishonourand wealth;
May he drown and be damm’d, who refufes the
health. :
“Here’s to thee, Harry.
“Yhanks. honeft Will ; old true penny fiill.
Whilft the one isa drinking the other fhall fill.
Wish full deubie cugs, te. -

What news on the deck, ho! It blows a mere

__She lies a try under her mizen. { ftotm.

Whty ? what though fhe does? will itde any harm,
1f a bwmnper more does us all réafon;
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The bow! muft be fill’d, boys, in fpite of the weath-
_. . er; - » [gether.
Yea, yea, boys! huzza, boys! let’s howl all to-
L ‘ﬂ‘“}"{ t]o tm:ﬁ::te!: .
Thanks, honeft Joe ; about let it go.
In the bowl] ftill a calm is, where’er the wind blow.
. Wish full deuble cups, &e,

SONG CCXX.

I HEARD much talk of Oxfore town,
W%nd flainl o fe %he‘iut d
en pleughing and fowing that was dene

ltbeyng- Hant weasher ; ’ >
Father he did to’t ¢,

That Nell and I thould go :
But mother cry’d that we fhould ride,

So we had dobbin too.

- 80 I goes unto fifter Nell,
And bids her make her ready ;
And put on all her Zundy clofe,
’TAS ﬁnfl as agz lad)l'l:
is a gallant ; the morning’s
And likely to be fair ; grgays
Therefore make hafte, and foon be lac’d,
And I'll go bait the mare. -

So up upon the mare we got,
And away we rid together ; o
And every body as we met, -
We afk’d how far ’twas thither. )
Till at the laft, when on the top
Of Chiffeldon hill we rifs
I fomewhat fpy’d, like ﬁeepfes ; and cry’d,
Zooks, Nell, look yonder 'tis. a

So,.when as nearer to’t we ca ; |
 _ Waefee folks infant thick ; ¥
I Beard gzgittlc baftard zay, -
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- Looky here comes -country Dick.
Another baftard call’d me Ralph ;-
And, How ist, honeft Joan ? o
And Roger too; how's little Sue,
And all the folks at Bome.

So we rode on, and #éthing faid;
But looked for dn alehoufe ;
At laft we zee a hugeous fign,
As big as any gallows; =
1t was two dogs : So in we rodé,
And called tor the hoftler:
Cut caine a lufty fellow then,
I warrant he was a wrottler.

Here take this horfe, and fet’en up,
And nalockofha 5

For we be colne to zee the town,
And rarry hére 1l da‘.. ‘

Yes, Sir, he faid. and call’d the maid;
T hat flood within the entry :

She had us into a-room as clean
-As though we both been gentry.

So we zet down, and bid '2m fetch
A flaggon of their beer :
But when it come, Nell thook her head,
- And zed 'twas fhpy dear.
Says fhe to me, 1f iong we ftay,
*F'will make us go 2 begging ;
.For I am fure it cannot be B
~ 'So much as old Martin’s laggen:

- Sowe got up, and sway we went
To zee the gallant town;
And at the we met aman
With a pitiful ed gown:
For, as for a flave, § do believe -
'} hat they war both tore off ; a
And, ivftead of a hat, he wore acagy« - -
*J was a trencher coverd w* s o€
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And. as we were gomgalou}g the town,
1 thote 1 had found a kni
I flooped down to pick it up,
But was ac’er fo tham’d in my life.  ~
* For the underfide gas all bc—-——-t .
With an‘arrant @hriftian's t—
The boys fell a hollowmg An Apnl fool |
Butl zed nevera wor ' '

As we went throuﬁ:\oa narrow lane,
One catch!d faft hold of fiter ;
He!d parfon’s clofe, and he dﬂ’dn t know us; 3
But fain he would ha’ kifs’d her.
He was plaguy fine ; but, to my mind,
He loek’d much like a wencher :
Iup wi’ my flick, and ge’en a lick,
I b’lcvc I lht hls trencher. .

Then we went into a fine place ; 3 .
And there we went tochurch :
I kneeled down to fay my pray’rs,
And du’dn’t thmk no hurt.
P’th’ mid&t o’th’ pray’rs, juft up the ﬁanra.
Wis ba; s to my thinking ; i
And the ‘below fell finging too,
As though they’d bcen a m ng.

I du’dn’t like tbe doings there,
Andzoltookm hat:

I du'dn’t think thcy wauld ha’ done fo
In zich a place as that :

But Nell was for ﬂaymg, ull they’d quite done

Becaufy the lik'd the taac 3
For fhe was fure fhe ne’er hid hear
Old Crunban play’d at hunc. -

Then we went into a ine gztdcn
All up upon a hill : IR
And ) below, a dial d'd grow, ...
e eawa‘ym wheel: . |

S h F
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But bngger by half which nrdde me laugh,
*Twas like a garden knot :

When the zun ﬁlone bnght, it went as right
As our parfon’s clock

Then we went out of that fine placc,
And went into another, .
Which was vorty times as fine
As any of the other.
Blefs me, our John, quite all glong
There’s books pil'd up like mows;
Faith, Neld, I wi that mothef was iere,
If ’twu not for the dwa

And m thc nnddle ﬁood two things
d as an
The ‘twas re of
Kc world, the zea and all :

And thofe that knew how to turn ‘em right,

And how to turmn ‘em round,
Could teH us what it wass cllck

In the world undes .lmﬂul

And many more: things they could tell,
That was almoft as

As when the fun fhould fet and rde,
And when the moon fhould change.

1 du’dn’t ca:® to-fland 0 near,
When all thefe things 1 loard ;

For I thote in my heart it whtbbhckart,
And I wasa lmh afrad. -

The fun bem§ low, then we begun
To think of going hoime;

But one tlting more we zaw before
We got qmtt out of town :

We went apace ; for, bemg in hafte,
For fear of bemg ’i hted.

‘Two hugeous men ftood firutting thhm,
And Nell and I was t‘nghted
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Nell had a colour as red asa rofe,
And darft ngt go no furder.

‘They had bloody weapons in their hands,
Stood ready there for murdur.

So we went back, and took our mare,
And away come troting home, -

Wi’ fories enough'te tell father and mother,
And httle ﬁﬂer joan

" SONG i:cxxx
I N Charles dﬁﬂﬁcond’s mcrry days,

For wa ics noted,

A lover of Is I was,
Wnthhv:lme like ﬁacchu& goated

'd unto my crow ws

gch was by sz’s co ¥

And damn’d was he who did re ufe
To drink while he could ftand, Su'.

Al{]d thisislgw I V?‘l; qisaintain ST

nto m i we—

That, wha y / ‘g'kx fhall reign,

I’ll drink a plloa a day, er. |

When Iames the fot affum'd the throne,

" He ftrove to ftand alone, bir;
But qmckl{ f: fo dmnk. Yown

He tumbled from the thronc, Six.
One motning—crob fick, pale, and quber,

y fitting up with gay men+— °

Hc rccl‘d to Roine where priefts fcvere

* Den ( the cup tolaymen. -

; dnd this is law, t;:

Then Will, the tippling Dutchman fav'd
Our liberties from finking

We crownd him king of cups, and cravid
The privilege of thinKing. ;

He drank your Holland gin, ’tis fud,
And hcld predeftnation: -

T 3 1
L
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Fool ! net to know the tippling trade
Admits no trepidation!
S And shis is law, $c,

When brandy Nan became our queer,
*Twas all a drunken ftory ; |
I fat and drank from morn till'e’en,
And fo was thought a Tory. |
Brim full of wine, all fober folks
Ax;'ciefo dm.xn’d,;::l moderation ‘ P
r righ tw, we pawn’'d to France
Our dc‘xe.l; fputation.
And this is law, I will mmintain,
For-ever and fof aye, Sir: -
That, whéther king 6r queen: fhall reign,
I’ll drink a gallon a dny, Sir.

King George the Firft thea iI'd the threne,
Ahd took the refolution ‘
To driok wil forts of liguors known,
o fave the Conftitution.
H%drantkhfucceginu{e oldrum,
nto the Sta -huarch, sir,
Till with a dofe of Brunf{wick mmum,
He dropp’d from off the , Sir.

4nd this is law, &,

King Geerge the Second then arofe,
A wife and valiant foul, Sir. °
He bov'd his le, bedt his foes,
And pufh’d about the bowl, Sir.
He drank his fill to Chatham Will,
To heroes, for he chofe ‘em ;
With us true Whigs he 8rank until
He flept in Abra’m’s bofom. '
dnd this is law, &,

His pfefent Majefty that came
VY;\om, Heavc?:);ong prcfer:re. Sirt

He glor‘y’d in 2 Briton’s name,
Armd {wgre he’d never fwerve, $ir.

-
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Thouﬁh evil counfellors may think

His love from us to fever,
Yet let us, royal Britons drink ——
King George the T'hird forever!
And this is law I will maintain,
For ever and for aye, #ir;—;.
That, what{oever king fhall reign,
ry dnnkhoth nw dny, Su'.

'S 0 N G CCXXII

R LT PR e
MY mxther ﬂle mﬁc“ig.

foyeauh

th onthe lagd f chngs

For well 1 ken he loos me ;.
Na fault inchit i:c ?ﬂdr

He fpeaks fa kmd y ;
'Tis ke stanean-pl

Faor tyoth 1 loo

LT "! M e & ‘-
on the hsalu

And fi sﬁlaié‘d y” ‘
Wlulc'md ewes are feeu to graze,

To fcorn him were a pity.
To hmm 1-vew. I'll;be fincere,

And ever fpeak him fairl -
For in my heett I, muft dccrarc, .-

In truch I doo him dearly. ,

MK/lmuhcr, and m X daddy too,

ay fcold indegd, and teaze me ;
Yet I've a right to choofe my Joe,
The only one to pleafe me :

To wed w1” him' 1 am inclin‘d,
To morrow morning early ;

And then baith aw kin and king
‘Will fee I Yoo him Jcarly

-

223
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S ONG CCXXIIL

, o
THERE was a jolly miller livid on the river
Dee. - . - | fo blithe as he.
He danc’d and he fang from mora till might, no lark
And this the burthen of his fong fore‘er us'd to be:
I care for nobedy, no, not I, if nobody cares for

T live my mi}l, blefs her! fhe's kindred,

I would not clutgemyhﬁda forany other in life.
No lawyer, furgesa, or do&or, e’er hada groat
: fromme: ™~ - - - me.
I care for nsbody, ho, not I, if nobody cares for

When fpring brings its merry career, och! how his
heart graws gay ! {ter’s fad decay.

No fummer’s drought alarms his fears, nor win-

No forefight mars tﬁe miller's joys, who’s wont to

‘ 1‘15:1g and fay— -+~ - - [to'day.‘

Let others to:il' fromn year to yes¥, 1 live froth day .

Thus, like the miller, bold and free, let us rejoice
and fing :° ¢+ [onthe wing.
7T he days of youth aremade for glee, and time is
2 his fong fhall pafs from me to along this
jovial throng: v lwzthington ¢
L=t hea::, and voice, andall agree—Long livegrcat{

SO NG CCXXIV.

g &’ HEN once the gods, like us below,
To keep it up defign’d, - -

Their goblets with treth nectar flow,
Which makes them more divine,
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Since drinking deifies the foul, "

Let’s pufh about the flowing bowl.
Since drmkmg, @e.

The glitt’ring fhr, and nbband blue, R

That deck the courtier’sbreaft, - -
May hide a heart of blackeft hue,

haugh by a king carefsid.. -
Let h:m \n pr 1de glcndour roll: ., ..
W e're.bappier o'er a ownng bpwl., | y
Sowqr g bm’, &’c.
2

For liberty. let pagriots Ve, .. ... .- N

And damn the coufily u{v{ . |
Becaule, like d'-\a:\‘cy wam ﬁo havc v

The lmeundi i o6 ..

1 care not who dx‘vxdcs the cole,
Sol mm oW s e
% zml 3:.' ’

l.'
Let. Mansficld Lord Chi {\wce:be. L
. 8ir Fletscher Spesker gl .
At home let Sandwich rule the {ea,
And North the Treafury fill. . -
. ‘No place 1 want throughout the whole. S ¢
But one that’: near a flowing hovwl.
. Aﬁo'wmg bowl, e,

b
" .

The fon wants fqnargtoes at old Nicky,
-And mifs is mad to wed ; .o
The doctor wants-us to be fick ;
The underwker, dead.
All 'have their wants from pole to pole :
1 want an ever ﬁowu:g bowl.
Sowing bswl, @c,

. 8SONG CCXXV.

YE lads of true fpirit, pay courtfh to claret,
Releas’d from the troubled of thinking :
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A fool long ago faid we could nothing know 3
‘Thre fellow knew nothing of drinking.

To pore over Plato, or practife with Cato,
Difpaffiomate dunces might make us':

But men, now moreé wife, felf denial defpife,
And live by the leflons of Bacchus.

Biﬁ wigl’d, in fine coach, fee the doétor approach;
e folemnly up ftairs paces ; "
Looks ,r':ivq-{mclh hrs cane—applies finger to
n,
And counts the repeats with grimaces.
4 heholds pen ighand. lifeand death ar¢at fland—~
“*A tofs up which purty fhall take us.
Away with fuch .cant—no'prckrimcom we waagt,
But the nourifhing noftram of Bacchua.

We jollity join in the practice of wine,
ij %lfz: midft plenty are pining ;
‘WAhile ladies are fcorning, and lovers are mourning,
We laugh at wealth, wenching, and whining.
Prink, dTgink, now ’tis prime; tofs a bottle to

inte, -

He'll not make fuch hafte to o’ertake us :

His threats we prevent, and his cracks we cement,
By the fty ?tical balfam{oi Bacchus. |

What work is there made by the ncwfparer trade,
Of this man's and t'othhr man’s fation S

The inns are all bad, and the outs are ail mad ;
Inand out is the cry of the nation. a

‘The politic patter which both parties chatter
From bumpering freely fhan’t thake us :

With half pints in hand, independent we'll ftand
To defend Magna Charta ot Bacchus.

Be your motions well tim'd ; be all charg’d and
all prim'd : - '
Have a care —right and left—ai. 1 make ready.
Right hand to glafs join—at y~.ar lips reft your
wihe—
Be all in your exercife fteady.
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Our levels we boaft; when our women we toaft ;
May gracioufly they undértake us!

No more we defire—fo drink aid give fire,
A volley to Beauty and Bacchus |

SONG CEXXVL

YDU knew that cur ancient milofophn hold,
There is nothing in beauty, or honour, or gold ¢
T hat blifs in externals no mortal can find : .
And in ttr“qth my good friends, 1%m quite of thelf
ind. ' .

What makesa thin happy T féver ean dotibt; -
‘Tis fomething within him, agd noﬁgng without.. -
This fomething, they fay, was the fource (OI conl-

tent; . means.
And, whatever they call’qd it, "twas wine that they

Without us, indced, it is not worth a‘pin’}

But, ye gods! how divine, if we get it within!
*Tis then of all bleffings the flourifhin rooté; o
And, in fpite of the world, we can gather thé fruit.

When the bottle is wanﬁnithh foul is deprefs'd,
And beauty can kindle no Rame in the breaft : -

But, with wine at out yearts, we are always in love ;.
We cant fing like the linnet, and bill like the dove:

The richeft and teft are poor, and Yepiné,
1€ with gobd andwith grandeur you gi:?' them no.

_wine
But, wine to the peafant or flave if you bring,
He'sas rich as a Jew, and as great as a King.

With wine at my heart I am happy and free ;

Externals without it are rothirig to me.

Come, ﬁll{l; and this 4ruth from a bumper you'H
NOW 3=

That wine, wine alone, is our bleffing below.
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S ONG CCXXVIL

LET a {et of fober affes
Rail agﬂx ainit the %oys of drinking,
hile water, tea,
And milk, agree
To fet cold brains a thinking.

Power and wealth,
Beauty, health,
Wit and mi rth in wme are crown’d
1} 48 abound,
leafure's found,
Only where the glafs goes reund.

The ancient fets qn happinefs
All differ’d in opinion ;
But wifer rules
Of modern fchools
In wine fix her dominion.
- Power and wealth, &c¢,

Wine gives the lover vigour,
Makes glow the cheek of beauty ;
l\iakes Foets write,
And foldiers fight,

And fnendﬂn.g do its duty.
ower and wealth, $c.

Wine was the only Helicon
Whence poets are long liv'd fo;
*Twas no other main
Than brifk champaign,
Whence Veaus was deniv’d, too. |
Power and fwcalrb e,

When Heaven in Pandora’s box
All kind of #l had fent us,
In a merry meod
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A bottle of good

Was cork'd up tocontent us. =~
Power and wealth, 3:.

An virtues wmc is nurfe to,
Of ev'ry vice defiroyer;
ngcs dul wit,

Makes juft the cit, .

Truth forces from the lav:?'er

Po'wcr and wealth, 9:.

Wmc fets o an(iok,) a flowing
Our care rrow drowmﬁg.
Who rails at the bowl,
Is a Turk'in's foul, ‘
And a Chriftian ne’er ihould own hnm
Power and «vealth, c.

SONG CCX.XV I1L.

bl NC E there’s fo fmalt dxﬁ"rencc ’thxt drowmng
and drinking,

Wc‘ll tipple, an uirazltoo, like mariners finking.

While they dri t water, we'll pledge "em i
winé,

And pay our devotxon at Bacchus's fhrine.
O Bacczus, great Bacchus, forever defend us,
And plentiful ftere of gw& Burgundy fcnd us {

From cens’ nng the State, and what ﬁﬂ’cs abové,
- Yrom a furfext of cabbage, from fui [ts. and
th ings,

From mcddlmg ‘with fwords, and fuch dangcrous
And handling of guans iy defeading of Lings
(0] Baub’us, &,

From riding a jade that will ftart ata &%he
From ending l? journey with lofsof muchleather,



¢ SKY LARK..

From the folly of d wg with grief or defpair,
With our'heads in the water, or heels in 'tse ar:
e a o O Baccbus, @,
From the ufurer’s gripe, from the knaves who tre.
n ,

‘That bdﬁ‘ly’ retend to do_more than they can:
From the fcolding 6F wongn, and bite of mad dogs,
And wandering over wild Irith bogs :
| 0 O Bacchus, 8.,

From hunger and thirft, empty bottles and glaffes;

From thofe whafe religion confifts in grimaces,

From e’er deing cheated by female decoys,

From hu:owng old men, and from reas ning with
ys :

O Bacchus, ¥,

From thofe littlz troubefome infeéts and flies,
That thick theggfelves pretty, or witty or wife—
From carrying a quartan, for mortification,

As long as a Ratiflon confultation—

O Bacchus, Kt t Bacchus, forever defend us ;
And plestiful | ot good. Burgundy fend us'}

SONG FCXXIX.

CdME now all ve focial pow'rs,
Shed your influence o'er ug ;.
Crown with joy our prefent hours,
Ealiven reusy
Bring the flafk, the mafic bring ;
o S B

ce 3 |
Love, thy godhesg I adore
Source of gen’ paﬂ;c;u

, ';A,i.'~ . T - .
. 4
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Nor will we evér Low hefo e
Thofe ndols, wealth, or fathion.

Brmg the foff, 8¢,
W hy thc plague thould we be fad,
Whilit on earth we mouldcr :
Richor poor, or gr o&mﬁ,.
We ev’ ry day gr i ;
Bring the faf, .~ -

Friendfh'p, oh! thy fmijles divipe,
Bri hten ev'ry feature:

Wgat utkfneu hgup, lo::é and w,ip ,,
e us C (3] o
ane PPy rt:g”;h_m .-

Smcc the time wiH fteal away,
Spite of all our forrow,
I.ct s be blithe and gay to
And never mind to'mott
Bx:’mg ;llxml flilk, ktlhc maxﬂc bnng,
oy fhall guic yh') us; o
Sport and c{l ce, and laugh &M fing, -
And caft dull care behind us.

SONG ccxx‘x R

ON CE the Gods of'ths Greek.s at an- zmbrof d
{3 ] e
Large bowls of rick nc&n' were quafing,
Merry Momus aniong them mﬂcar%“aas a gl:eﬂ:. :
Homer fay’: the Celgftials lov’ d laug,hmg

This hafpen’ ’fore as ﬁx’d’ into form
Whllmm‘}'e dlfm?s‘ 13' % ’

While elements advsrfe ndc 'd the l}o:m,
And‘uproar ¢mbroj ’d fraj;‘ .

On ev’ry Olympic the humonnﬁ droll’d
So none could his jokes difapprove ;
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He fung, reparte¢’d, and fome odd ftories toid
| Andgt iaﬁ thus beg a'm upon ]ove' o SO

Sure—Mﬂk how y ﬂ matter is hcavmg bcrow,
‘Were it fettled, d pleafe all your court ;
*Tis not wifdom (o Iet nt ¢ ufelefs, you know ;

Pray people it Juﬁ for our fport

Jove. nodﬁd ’bow'd down |
At hi fceatﬁn took birth ; ’

The cloud kee Deity fmil’d on his throne
« Then aﬂﬂb&elf 5 n&xon was Eam

To honour theif $bv edch God gave a boon;

The Godﬁ :? 3» ch’d usa Moon, "

To filver the ‘Thadow of Ni

fl‘hc Quecn of foft wjtheh‘ %can’s fair bride,
Leer’d wantdg.on her ar; -
Saying, as &: f&s, I'tl give thema

So fhe lm;m the morn aud eve ftar.
From her dohﬂ, W in fpiritc, the Goddefs up

In elliphs cach plaset advane’d :
The Tug of the o efes. Nmt Siﬁers fung,
Asround T erra Nova' danc

E'en ove h!mﬁlf could abt mfenﬁb@ ﬂand
Bid Saturn hu le faft bind, .-°
'I h Ex’o\mdcr ‘gte gnl?d the Globe in lns .

- And hugh’d at thofe Mxm cal!‘d Maukmd

Froin tb; hla’gd of great ]ove mto Space it was
. uwr'a, .
He was charm’d with dhe roll of the ball |
Bid his hu ter Attfattion take charge of the

And the hun, it uplugh in his hall. "

RRREEE Y
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Mifh, ‘pleas’d :lmh the prefent, review’d the Glébe
roun
Saw with rapture, hills, vallies and plains ;
The felf bahnc‘d orb in an atmofphere boumd,
Prolific by funs, dews and rains.

With filver, old, Jeweb, fhe India endow’d,
wl-‘r;nce and Spain, fhe taught vine hytrds to rear,
hat wttso fit gor each chme on eatK clime fhe be-
| v
Ang. Freedom fhe found lonnﬂ\ed here.

The blue eye’'d Ccle(bal merva, the wife, .

' Ineftably fmxl d on the ‘m

ME dear, fa) s-.plum’d Pallas, your lalgift I prize,
ut, excule me, dgge thing lsjorgot.

o

‘Licentioufnefs Freedom’s deftrution may bnng.
' Unlefs Prudence prepare its defence ;

_The Godde(s of mg:cnce bid irif'take wing,
And grant Colu i1 Commoh’ Senfe. )

Four Cardinal Virtues the teft in¥is land, :
uardians to cheﬂﬂ\ the root ; ,

A
T he gIoﬁ'oms of L:benl expa
And Columbw fee ont frmt. o

Thus féd, and thus b boun {o rare, -
Olh refen'g r”'.baw v - >

it as pure a8 *twas given ;
We wﬂld‘wh‘l‘c we’ve ‘breath, nay we’ll gnfp it'in
. cat |
And retuen, it untamted fo heaven.’ ;_f"; B

s O N G CCXXXI

T§t X
IN hx&’ncs of Hcathens, by whnch tutors tnm
us,
The falt water € Qov'rexpl is call'd Ovestvar
His fpoufe was deliver’d }I‘n

@Of this fea gu; ‘land, his énume Bntam.
a .
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The Naisds were Nugfes, old Tndent declar'd, .
To embcllnlhd his offspring no pains fhoul &

By lytn:’ﬁrl’l drawn to Olympus he drove,
And petition’d the Gods, that lusfmt thes’d ap-

_ prove.

Q~ Jﬂ)lkl'd I mk; it King of the Sea ; :

leave that to me :
l’ll guarg. it vmﬁ lhoals, mz 1’1l ‘make their Yids
eameng

Strong Hercules hoﬂow‘d out, I"ll make ’em [Fm.
And what mll yon nike! Venus whnfper‘d to

Mars ;
Why 111 all foldiers that Nep. dont[ make
Momus fmil’d, as that droll ffways merrily means,
He begg'd tbeyi.o prtnen, and mkc emM«

rines.

ngth S:nt:rn, mucb time 1'll allow "em for t{nnk-

in
Buck Bacchus reply'd, no, allow it for dri
But Mercury agfwer’d, a fig for your wine,

T he art of tmme hmng by cardplaying’s mine. °

ng l’ an antidote—Wit; :
ﬂlﬂ hﬂh Wit no one regards,
fort ot wit tlm’s m—phym‘ of Cards. .

Well, well, replics Pbabns, I'll mend their con-
dn [cians.

};ll' tuchnwthem to fiddle, Ma:d fend the;ln Phyfi-
¢ mus, iIrse arlnmf:
ong mﬂ» qugth

And as to your Doﬁo'hp—?ézﬁc’: afarce.
Says Venus, I § ' this 1fland with Beauties,

?‘t‘!, quoth llo—-but, Hermes, you're bit;

And tempt mtobctmetotheu'dng

e, —
.

|



You to Mamed men’s dg:yc mend ’dgpt
' Juno, {

You’re a Rmmpet, yop flut, and ihat v{npw aad
Then mmmg t0 Jovc‘,nbo loo."d plle, ﬂ;e be-

- gan— )y
11 fpoil your Olyi ical” g‘ft givm 2
Herlef aotcop[ t&:s, &'h’“ Wrosg

o
ng'us.
Blew a boold fmm ber wh and ‘fe mfgt; a-

God Bacchus, W Qsm
Commanded’Sﬂel te %on :;31 y ¢
¢ -

Swift flitted the Fiénd, ro t
‘Whillt Semele’s foir fent a

The imp, by the blow, lbeech 1 ﬁl todie ground’
.May wine thus forevers foul sem confoupd :
Unanimity | that, that'’s thé Toaft of our heédrs,
J hough ;o }’arty man herc. Htre $ to all men Q’
' ar{s. . . .

SON G Cex:’xu.

CUPID fent on one evening by Pénws
Asill luch would ?uve ::xwevasmetbmk:n 3
The dig helly’d Sot atk’d tg rchm to play,
And the ly Iad gmN aB ¢'s wéapons awa

: Derry dowsn,

Nis Bow fwm the'dubble the od Gambler drew,
And into 2 crutch headed flick turn'd the Yew :

‘A he ﬂnng was tough cargut, 8i. fwore it was well,
A firong hne he wanted to ring his bar bell.

Love's arrews were cane, he divided the ; )om
Fipe ﬁopper:,' the ends nu:, d pick teetd the
pown
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. Tw Mhm to brum down his tables were' clev,

Agndtoa tobuceo pouch turn’d the boy’s quiver.

¥ lighting matcltés he chofe billetdoux, -
&:rdp:‘:v‘ay,‘h;t gach putf, weat the fonaettcer'y

Yows ;
His ﬂn&r was drawa frolnthe braitis of the jeal:

]
And leng bottled" a.lu he ‘preferv'd Tor hix %‘:f.'

reses took the 1ad Iy .to!d ftogy t }'
gr:edl:hod daw:h;';:’ cafn ans:“ uarosiéz;::?’
ows

put h, mgb'd, atl be fmoak'd, and he fung derry

hi , and his filthy bea
e b ot
|
Then be ?&boy 's arms, but Si. ?v:g‘r::[wntlﬁ
own

He'd be dumi’d if he’d give them for her derry

She whipt her doves’ baek, vafily piqued you ma‘y
uefs,

Ia Syvotr Celeftial demnded refs; .

Jove hn,gh’d at the jeft, and he Vow’d, b h;s

When fpu{c ml’d hereaftcr, hed fmg(- d"?

s o g 2.0
M OR AL
Ye Hufbands, too fond, whd afe’ Feminthe fool’d,
And amely by petticoat goverament rul'd.

lcﬁt your wiver’ raitings their frill trebles drowl.
\ By fmeeking ond ﬁagiuofafdum, derry down.

S

-
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SON G CCXXXIH. -

LJET us laugh at the eotmen diftintiionsef flate,
hen merely from tntle, men hold themfelvis

1f m"“gmre:’ Honom's the W }ritfe;
M only the mean, homago )mn!dry slﬂu« :

lf -ou are a lineal defcendgiit from Aéam, .
8r fpou{e ca? collagcnt frgtn l(\‘ts Maddm ;
‘er acres of parchment, t igrees fpread
Boalt not p\ogr‘ you're ‘b ‘:ebgt' fhew how
X you’re bred -

| ‘Youlau rels d hic 0 tberswon
 We allow ’:3"%"&%"& havd

I
The cover, the aubble ourr conqueft
And y‘:mr country’s 'd—by them: of lbe
. game. . . t

Ye lords of large MMnors, your Mrera dlﬂnnd

What are ye but tédants fur life torthédand ;

Your lakes, gardens, grots, temples, buds |
' tures, h'e’ ’ '( h

Are things of the 'imm, where in hfe’s ftage you

Awhule you the labours of luxury bear, ¢

'Till ¢ *rmg tells you Out, to make room for your
eir; . |

The fame round of riot, he rans for his dav,

His fucceffar’s fummons, fcnds him the fame way.

But He who exifts in mﬂmty’s State,

Whofe hand holds the fan, and whofe fiat is fate ;

To fome has fent power, to others §wes weatth,’

Aad to !t;s, Iwzho are humble, bel! ‘Neﬂing-—-
: ({4 t _ -

M

+
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‘To the graces. we, nightly, a facnﬁcc make,
Wlt humiour, the cham, as our toaft maﬁers
m ‘ T
their focial converfe, oyr time we rmprove, |
“7 hile teAdétnefs lends Os s dsughters of love,

{dly ﬁ'e!cbme attends hofpzuht{ s'call,
our cat'rer in Liberty Hall;
Fd‘ Ope dﬂ &:ﬂi court treats v[vg 3-
|
Keep your dnhace, ye Knngsl Isnnnupznr we

.SONG CCXXXIV

ONE evening Good Hug-ﬂmk Wis ashis gue&,

Mrknd I/bip mvited to Grasitndets feaft ;
r liquor was clar ll’ ; d Leve was thelr hoﬂ
e

i and dro ntiment garnifh'd cach

- While Freedom tud Fancy enlarg’d the def
‘And dmntm were furnifh'd by Lowve, ¢ and

Wise ;
Ahm’d they all heard, at the door a loud knock,
A ntchma‘t:;‘hoatfe bowhng, 'Twas paft swelve
o't ,

‘They agmbly ran down, the diffturbing dog found,
Andy:up ﬁn’;ﬁs they l;ronght, the gxmpirunent

When dngg’d to the lx'ht, how much were the d’
pleas'd, ({eiz’

To fee ’twas the grey glutton Time they had

His glafs #s his lanmthorn, his fcy the as his pole,
And his wle lock dmgled adown his fmooth

My frk%&loth he, punting, 1 thought f¥to
And bid ye be | gone, for 'tis paf swelve o'clock.

-~
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Says theﬁ Venom'd toa:b’d fafvage, on this u}zfz«

3

Though Nature ftrikes twelve, Folly fill § ‘points to

He longer had preach’d, but no longer they' d
bear it,

So h;try’d him iafo.a hogfhead of claret.
Wit obferv'd it was right, while we're yetin our

umey
There :spnothmg like cleres for h‘hag of. Tune ,
Lowe lal;gung, rcply’d, I am
- . ft
He can’t comre and put us in mind we muﬂ m

This intruder, rude Ttme, tbongh atyrant long

known,
By Lowe, Wit and Wine, canbeonly o’erthrown ;
H herexfter he's wanted on any defign
He'll always be found in a hogthead

Since Time is confin'd to our wine, let us think,
By this rule we are fure of our Time when we

drink ;
Henceforth, let our glaffts with bumpers be
prim’d, [sim'd.

We're certain our drinking muft sow be well

SONG CCXXXV.

I 'VE fees the ft;n of fortune beguili '
I've felt its favours‘:?nd found its decay : L&
Sweet wasits blefiag, kind its careﬁng,

But sow 'tis fled—fled far away |

I’ve feen the foreft adorned the foremoft, )
With flowers of the fairef, moft at and gay,
Sec boan tlmt bloamu, their t the air-per-

Pt new they are : wither'd and weoded away. - -

.‘ .0.,.. . @
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l've feen the morning with goid the hilts adom- -

And lond rapefis florming before the inid dag s
I've feen Tweell’s filver firecing thining in the un.

ny béams,
Grow drumlyund dark as he rew'd on his way,

O\ fickle Fortune, why this cruel rtmg '

O why fill gerplex us poar féns ol a day ?

.Naemn-fy fmilenmcheerme, nae manryour ’
rowns can

For the flowers 6f the ﬂarc wither'd away.

SONG CCXXXVI .

AS Jamie Gay "'d blxth his way,
Along the banks o
"A bo-n lafs. “f;?er?b.eken’d

(..aq ln?m mea

‘The hearty wa!n, untaught to fun,
The hnom cg

And full of glee ooul bc,
Befpoke the. pretty maid :

Dear laffie tell, wby by thine fell
Thaou haft'ly reft re 3

My ewes, ﬂn: e ) are tog wide,
L.aa’ﬁ tell ine add:e wheu ?

Totewn I hye, he made reply, .
Some mcrklc fporttofee; -

But thou're fo fweet, fo trim and neat,
1'll feek the ewes with thee.

She guve her hand, nor made aihnd.
But lik’d the youth'’s intent ;
O’cr hill and o'er plain and vale,
ight mernly Jley went ;

The fweet the pair to s
* And low ‘dloom'd mng:“ :



o

And as they walk‘,d; of love they talk’d,
And joys which lovers crown’d.

And now "hﬁ fun had rofe to noon;
The zenith offhis power, ‘

When toa fhade, fieps they made,
‘To pafs the mid day hour.

The boony lad row’d in his plaid ;
‘The lafs, who fcorn’d to frown:

She foon forgot the ewes fhe fought,
And he to gang to town.

SONG CCXXXVIL

’

YE bcf:uti;s, or fuch as would beautiecs be -
m’'a,
Lay patches and wafhes and paintiog afide,
Go burnall the glaffes that ever were fram'd,
The gewgawsof fathion, and knickaacks of pride.
A noftrum to cull from the toilet of reafon, |
"Tis eafy, *tis cheap, and *tis ever in feafon,
When art has in vain her cofmeticks applied.

Good nature, believe me, is the fmootheft of var-

nith, . .
Which ever bedimples the beautiful cheek ;
No time norno tiat can its excellence tarnifh,
1t holds good fo long, and it lies on fo fleek :
'Tis more than the bfu(h of the rofe in the morn.

ing, |

All accident proof, and all fcrutiny fcorning ;-
'Tis eafe to the witty, and wit to the weaﬁ

'Tis furely the girdle that Venus was bound with,
The Graces, her handmaids, all proud put it

on:

’Tis furely the radient Aurora is crown'd with,
W ho, fmiling, arifes and waits on the fun.

Oh! wear it, y)\',e: lafles, on every occafion, .
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*Tis the r(gobleﬁ reproof, ’tis the ftrongeft pexfua-
ion : . g

*Twill keep, nay, ’twill almoft retrieve reputation:

And laft, and look lovely, when beauty is gone.

SONG CCXXXVIL

MON chere amie, let notdefpair
Your bofom load with anxious care ;
W hofe heart fo open, mind fo free,
'l think of him who thinks on me.
Mon cbere amire, E¢.

Charge not a tender vir%in's Rame
With rudenefs to confefs the fame;
. - €h, pandon all the faults you fee,

Still think on her, who thinks on thee,
Mox chere amie, <& c.

Then let us to the church incline,

On Hymen wait, our hands to join ;

Forever after happy be,

b bleft with you, and you with me. y
8 chere amie, & ..

. ! ‘
S ONG CCXXXIX.

ADIEU, re flreams that gently flowing,.
Murmur t}hrough the flowery mead ; ,

Vernal airs that foftly blowing, /
Ruftie through the leafy fhade! ¢

Adieu, ye birds, whofe notes delighting,
Sweetly charm the rural fcene ;

Beauteous profpeétsall inviting, -
Fields and nieadows deck’d with green’

I could quit you unrepining,
No* a tear {hould bathe my eye,
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Your enjoyments all refigning
Nor my {bolom heave a ﬁgh,.'

But when cruel farze ordains me
From my lovely fair to part ;

Oh, the feparation pains me !
Deeply wounds my aching heart.

Falfehood and deceit defpifing,
Oh, fhe’s fairer than the morn ! |
When bright Phcebus juft arifing, .
Strews with pearl the dewy lawn.

But her mind in charms {urpafles,
Spotlefs as the folar ray ;
While a thoufand namele(s graces

All around my fair one play.

When with her the fweet enjoyment
Crowns the day with frefh delight ;

‘To chat with her, the fweet employmeat,
Gilds with joy the gloomy night.

But by fate compell’d to leave her,
From my Julia forc’d to part ;

Oh! the cruel word, ‘¢ forewer,”
Wounds afrefh my btleeding heart !

S ONG CCXL.

. S\VEET nightingale! Queen of the fpra
VW hofe note is d%ﬁurb’%ﬁy oul fons? Y
Ah! ftretch not thy pinions-away,
Alarm’d at the nuinerous throng ;
But try the fweet warble again,
And challerge thy hearers {o fine,
‘FThough the mufes attend on their train, -
" To make fuch a concert as thine.
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SONG CCXLL

TO fly, like bird, from grove to grove,
To wander like the bee, :
To fip on taftes and fweets of love,
Is not enough for me.
No flutt’ring paffions wake my breaft ;
I with the place to find, '~
Where fate may give me peace and reft,
One fhepherd to my mind.

To ev'ry youth I’ll not be gay,
Nor try on all my power ;

Nor futare r!tqﬁlres throw away
In toyings for an hour.

1 woulg po reig:nthe general toaft,
Be d by all the town;

A thoufand tongues on me are loft ;
I'! hegr but only one.

For which of all the flatt’ring train,
Who fwarm at beauty’s fhrine,

When youth’s gay charms are in the wane,
Will court their fure decline ? - . |

Then fops and wits and beaux forbear,
Your arts will never do |

For fome fond youth fhall be my care,
Life’s chequer'd feafons through.

My little heart fhall have a home,

No glddy fiight thall make me roam,
o gi ight thall make mer

| Flg'om zvl'iege I moft am bleft.

With love, and only that dear fwals,

What tran?uil joys I fee!
Farewel, ye falle, inconftant train) \
Foroneisalltome. N
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SONG CCXLIL

IN Eden Grove there dwells a maid,
Adorn’d by every grace; »

The pearls thar deck the dewy fhade,
Confefs her tairer face.

The {un has fpots, the rofe has thorms,
And poifeas mix with love ;

But every fpotle{s charm adorns
1 he Lafs of Eden Grove.

1 he {parkling, fof*, cerulean cye ;
Bright virtue’s flarry zone
The finile of fpring’s favonian fky ;
‘1 hete charms are ail thy own.
T he jun bas [pots, Se.
7T he frozen veins of age have fclt, ;
New youth .n Eden Grove; -
Thy fmiles Like Spring thic iroft can melt,
And warnin the heart with love. “
Zie fun bas jpots, E'c,

The monarch quits his dazzlin throne,
And feeks thy rural lot ;
To find in thefe aricher crown,
A palaceinacor! ~
The fun bas [pots, &c.

While toy enamcur'd eyes admire
The gaudy bubble Faine ; ‘
Thy wirfues brighrer joys infpire,
And fofter honours ciaim.
" | 2bc fun bas fpots, 8¢,

Thy charms the nobleft laurel prove,
‘A ke bero's nieed outthine ;
| w2



246 SKY LARK.

An3d round the brow of faithful love,
Perennial garlands twine. o
' " . The fun bas fpots, &Cc. - >

When Cupid all his darts has hurl’d,
From thee he draws fupplies,
And Hymen's flambeau lights the world,

' From thy refplendent eyes. - -
Tbhe fun bas fpets, &c.

To thee, fweet nymph, the captive foul,
Pours forth its votive lay § .

1Tis lifs to own thy foft control ;
' [is rapture to obey.

The fun has {pots, the rofe has thorns,
And poifons mix w th love ;

But every_fpotlefs charin adorns

' The Lafs of Eden Grove.

S ON G -CCXLIIL

BY- a whirlwind methought I through Ether
was hurl'd, .
Ele&ric 'mong fpirits in air ;
Upbora by the clouds, we,look’d down on the
world, -
And odd exhibitions fpy'd there.

England’s' Genius was there, bearing Monarchy’s
crown,
In proceffion round Liberty Hall!
Faftion geiz’d her rich robe, Public Spirit pull'd

And Folly broad grinn’d at the fall.

In weather houfe plac’d to denote foul and fair,
Two figures are veering about ; »

So pageants we faw, and we finil’d at their glare,
As they turn’d, with the times in and out.
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The Methodifts matk’d with Hypocrify's face
Anathemas thunderd alomll‘}y o -t
So Jack pudding joke, with difforted grimmace,

Benetting their gudgeons—the croud. -

Wit and Humour were there, drove from Digni-
. 'Y‘s‘éoor' ' ‘ '
That Stupidity®s coach might have room :
Debauch we faw open Temptation’s bafe ftore,
- And Difeafe taint Simplicity’s bloom.

Smbborrfgl ‘})}Vill againft Prudence was waging 3
t, . ) . ‘ ,

While Bcﬁ’rc oppos’d Duty flrong ; ]

T he Paflions cenfefs’d Reafon’s dictateswere right,
Though themfelves ftill refolv’d to be wrong. -

- A wonderful troop towards Weftiminfter bere ;
W hat wonders there are 'mong mankind ?
In gilt chariots Lawyers paraded before,
On foot Juftice follow’d behind.

.Church Preferments we faw--but refpet (hall
withftand, - | S
The abufe that’s pour’d forth on the cloth;
Stock Jobbers and Statefmen we faw hand in hand,
And Pride ftood at par betweenboth. -

Cent per Cent had hid fiege to Integrity’s head,
And Beauty was battering his heart ;

Eaft india fuccefs ftruck Humility dead,
And Title took Vanity’s part.

Crafty Care and pale Ufury, two fleeplefs hags, -
nglth o’erwhelm’d, y:ty untired with toil? |

1 heir heir Diflipation we faw at their bags,
With Flattery fharing the fpoil.

The myft'ries of trade—but no lemger I'll dwell,
On either the mighty or mean; | '

From an Emperor’s court to a pemteﬂf’s C_gll,
Life’s all the fame laughable fcene.

TERY Sy e on e, EEERYEE
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*Tis a pitiful piece, like a farce in a fair, ~
W here thew, noife, and nonfenfe mifiule,
Where tinfel paradings, make ignorance ftare,
W here iie who alts beit 1s the }ool.

SONG CCLXIV,
N
(/OME care curing mirth

From V/itU's bower forth,
Brin}g[ Humour, your brother, #ong,
o!pitality’s here,
And Harmcny near,
To chorus drcll Sentiznent’s feng.

In Comedy trim,
oke, Gilture, and Whim,
With 1r:0s will keep up the ball ;
By order of laite :
We open the feaft
Of Friendfhip, in Liberty Hall.

Who'll Prefident be ?.
Unanimity ; tee
He’s order’d to fit as our hoft ;
My Lord Conunon Senfe,
With paio$ and expenfe,
Introduc’d himi to give out the toatt.

Though Scandal we hate,
Only good we hold great,
Nor any for tiile’s fuke praife ;
Unworthy that name,’
Nomerit can claim,
But what genealogies raife.

In this Anno DomA. we
Would felicity fee,
¥ll demonftrate how eafy we could,
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Change fault finding elves
To mending ourfelves,
Then things might foon be as they fhould.

Some wives read their mates
Curtain le€ture debat:::ie

And wonder they’re not underftood ;
The Hufband’s perplex’d,
And the Lady is vexd,

*Caufe every thing’s not as it fhould.

1f penfion, or place,

Is the gift of his Grace,
Refufal would be over nice,

Plumb pudding on board,

And prefs’d by my Lord,
Who would not come in for a flice ?

Corruption’s the cr{;

Oppofition runs high,

Yet wguo can hel laugging to fee,
Though Fatt:o’ o’s fo big
Ambo Torg and Whig,

In one part both parties agree.

For the kin of man,
Divifion's the plan,
By the laws of the Cyprian court,
'] he ladies myft yicld,
When our ftandard we wield,
And what we advance they fupport.

For a bumper I call—
Here’s to the Sov'reign of 41,
The fpring from which all honour flows,
From thence we all came,
. So we go to that fame,
Here’s to it, and tq it, Here goes.
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8§ ONG CCXLV.

F OR ages on ages by Tyranny bound,
" The Genius ot ¥Freedom in fetters was kept,
Truth, reafon and virtue reclining around,

Nor wonder’d religion, why liberty figpt.
The regions of day, whence that Sol wheels his

cary - :

Were loft to the fplendours of life giving light :
And Europe herielf, though fhe beanr’d as a ftar,

Saw the portal of morn, ott clouded by night,
At length, from his,chamﬁcrs, near Schuyikill's do-

' mawn,

Burft fortn on the world, in a moment of time,
The ful] fun’d¥ truth in the perfon of Paine,
" Andinftant he tir'd all the wefie: moft clime.

The lightning that .ﬁm;n'd from his heav’n form’d

- eye,

As eledrical fire foon melted each chain,
And bleft tndependence the fourth of July,

On aquiline piniohs {wift {pread o’er the ma‘n.
Old Europe altomith’d was imote with difmay,

Her tyrants turn®d pale as they read the decree::
While mnyriads of men who in {Javery lay.

Exulting promounc’d, * Let us dare tg te free.”
Here’s a health to the morn—'tis mark’d as di-

vine, :

The nobleft, the grandeft of works is begun,
And Paine in the zenith of glory fhall fhine,

‘1ill Nature’s right hand auas a blow at the fun.

S ONG CCXLVL

. ] ! [
I’LL fing you a fong, and I'll fing all about it,
Or in tune, or out on't, you need not to doubt it;

My tune is Toll, toll, toll, loll, leil,
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Stoczttos,  Chromatics, Refts, Crotchets and

Chords, ) ‘[ and thirds,

Dcep ‘Ienors, fharp Trebles, with fifths, eighths

Are founds without fénfe; common feunf® come

betoreus, - .- . o

So fi'lence each fol fa, let’s Toll, toll, toll, chorusg, ;
And nothing but Toll, toll, toll, toll, toll, to.ﬁ:

1f word gnawing critics grammatical bawl, -

« Unde derivatur, Sir, this Toll. toll, 1oll P

Y anfwer, from , loll, Joll, loll. loll, loll, .

And, pray. dt;vbat is Loll, loll, loll, perge, quoth

ot; .
Profrﬂo?:ontimxcs he, I'ncwver read on’t :
Wbiat part of [peech are you, this Toll, lell loll
making ? - - {taking.”

« The only part, Sir, of the whole that's worth

: Todl, loll, bell, S¢.

The verb whicfx love conjugates. i(amre’s thE tu-
tor, | ter

Both a&tive and paffive, but fpmetimes flands neu-

. oll, loll, lell, &c.

When wantonly wifth'd for, optative mood makes
it; .

Wken pror’nis’d in future, Hope happily takes it.

Of a!l | erminations refxcéting the ‘1'enfes,

The prefeatis alway s the bett for the fenfes.

- " ell, dell, lell, &Se.

But let us for once, though become fomething fe-
rious ; [rious.
The Black Joke's a tune, that meyhap is myfie-
W ho }uﬁ)ws what is hid under 1o0ll, loll, loll,
oil,
Wtat is under, or in it, or what is-about it,
Perhaps has a meaning. perhaps is without it;
It may l:lc t:lought wit, but that would be won-
. er |
It may be a fingle, or double Entendre.
Tol! loll, de rell, 8e¢.
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1 you have, asfyoumenotmamn-

i you reemafon’d, and underftand Myft'ry,
hﬁ, loll lolt, loll, lsll, is Loll el nll toll,

lfmore bennd:on’t,lhgtokno‘vwhat,
tmybe mayn't be, 1'can, or ciinhot;

For how be it, hereby, fo be i, and 1o forth,

But good friends, excufe me, indeed I muﬂ o

forth.-
!‘, Idl‘ lt roll, 8c.

SO N G CCXLVIl

ON Maria's &M ﬂlere was hlll
A beauteous

'Twas fillid with each fweet ﬁow!r that grows,
Mix'd with the adamalk rofe,
Iatent I view’ thc charmag ﬁght

‘The various cc{am
‘:Si’e'?ﬁ"‘ &Ju?in'&‘mo«,"‘ & be '
R hamh on

on this low’r we ﬁnd.

Sudden the ldvely rofe P"' pale,
Its glofly dye hegan to fail ;

‘The fcene my bofom fill’'d with care ; 3
When mrmng round the nymph ftood there,

Smiling like bewt;’s een.
But ev’ry care was foon fubdu'd,
When her uamunberdclnmu  { vkw’d
Coavinc’d the bloem of Maria’s face,
Nad made ghe envious flow's :x\\e place.
And caus'd the effect 1'd feen.

SONG CCXLVIII

HOW happy is the man,
Who has a quiet home ;
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W
ho h::esggw hcm

Whnfe {loufe con
For :m
Whele M
And ch M
Whofe wife Wa how f m, |

Andl}
V&hokem dozeu. |
But never: jov'd 3 &

T hat’s eves
Tha:‘xvct 4

yez'ci".-e.;

" nw E
ﬁm‘”&d

Whofe wife
Be weathet

And always give
If c'er fhe
This man, w 13 )
Among lhe iﬁng
1s always
In conver Ius w e

SONG CCXLIX.

HOW blett is the bachclor's life
Who confiantly lives at his eafe; :

Never plagu’d by & proud fcoldi m wifi
And noa uq{?é’ﬂmw “% dren to elze"
He fears not the frovns of the fair,
He fcorns the coquem ith her art3
For love pevey & &r

Its pmsievet tomt

S ¢
19
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But wedlotR, olf;, Where ate thy jdys! '/
That man: hmmiv'!l in thy'ﬁate FE
A fcene of vexation and nonfe,

Which thouﬂmd& m gm‘r to hate.
‘To me, how dét

Of chiMren rouid, pfRtingk fob utesa- '
Till 1 fee the past i

ife,
* That his mfe ha; elogj! from his bed.”

Vo foge et A

Though once.ifNe wed v i {s,
He mll ﬂnd lt tqo late to m

H

In friendfhip,
The Bachc hﬁay 3

For fnend omm !ifa:
When bewty'ir

Tim Crufty toay tell of His piid,
"That his years siPudhappily roll
That fingle’ ¢ Tives but ir-vairt ; o
i defpife his compldints from my foul:
Poor Crufty has whin'd for a bride,
His breeches and flockifigs to mend;
When his wants ttiight as well be fupply’di
1f he haf beit a mtud ora fnend

But the wretch whé has never a friend,
Should fure never marry a maid ;
For this would their wretchednefs f:lénd
And théir griefs be by forrow rcpald
Yea, children to add to the gl
For mark what fome ¢tler, smen ten
That infants receive théir lg doom
hont they die to thc dungeons of helt .
Avaunt | fugrﬁihon! Dmne.
1f infants ifety cﬁﬁ
You ne’er fhall hav® émwf mine; o
To fentence to regions of woe. Tk
If man is accurft from is birth, & .
And you fcarce give I do&nncf’bfpcacr, 3
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Better fend fort ;a".(wqp;_l-’ ). this e :
And bid popu no%ﬁ@.‘&?}: i %I’ PRl ‘

TO me ma . ... ikborn R SER ’{‘. ’4"
Diftrefs Z"rc)ul { tpdha};'t, H

But let i PTR
. Al’ld b‘}fﬁ ‘h,e' \ ‘..’-:,:
T he children of forrow ‘

The be’fwhof,@e, quefty;
Thc‘)\r fmile angd I : ;t::};- S
“Their gradipll Weetrns gy reit. v s
*Tis thus I difpofe of iy wealth—"" "~ ="~

My houfe is an inn for the poor; 5
1 live in conte ' alth,

ERROLI
elor’s life

s And 10\;? the old bi 3
0 NEVEer-1° 0 £ e "".. Y
T .

.. - vs ®

S ON G CCL.

THOUGH andeur-flies my humble roof,
Though wealth is not my fhare, o

Though lowly is my ligtleept, .. .
Yet happinef is therc. S

A tender wife, with mild control,

By fympathy refin'd,

When rage the tumults of the breaft,
Becalms my troubled mind, -

Three pledges of ong mutpal love,
Al(din Providence fuv Ry e

fd competence to nurig their hqpes, . . 3
* Isall we'afg of Heaven. . . "

till from the little we enjoy,
é’.‘}me.wc difpenfe ;; ‘ 7
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And watch the buldi bf tbgn- mhd

Juft blofloming t5
With arm entWii'8 ia dri we fit,
And join their Mblﬁég ;.
And teach the Iou“":
‘To hail thcw

At eve n th
e hars, 3em wm
And hope their cheHiE

Prove luppu;e{s at laft. | :

Accept, Gredt g&ﬂr af usaﬂ |

~ Accept theiz Kﬁh

And grant the he opr yvnﬂi
- May crowd o ﬁ! Mirs.

Let thofe, whofe wéd! Hld infdivt Hmbs
th tenderhefd we gul &
down

o ﬂfmﬁ}f ?v?’,ﬂ'e
SONG CCLL

YE dear ptl!ty’ ludies,
bo now in your gay days,
$o merrily take vour diverfion,
Sure tbcu Is tie

- Compar'd unto couftiit .
Au havieg 4 1l Bittetion.
R ‘"‘ kﬂﬁl, th :

"“:&:gz‘;r.;'rgw o,

fweet rec TS " S

%:f;‘mvoulémm SR
you nat Wim ; &,1 |
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In chdrch orin ftreet, - I
Or wherever you ‘'meet, " CLTAe ey e
The objelt of your inclination ; e
‘Oh ! 1s it not pleaﬁu'e, B
Beyond any meafure, P
To have a dearhit@e ﬂirtation |
TO b"vf, &’s

There’s ybu, tndtﬁﬂ'e’c you, <
Anq there’s dam too,,

And thérc's odr tty ﬂmﬁan.
‘Though ou all loOk fo lhy, *
Yet you canqot deny,

That you *re fortd of a little flirtation:

| Ybat Joky Y.

L

SONG ccL . .
AS mufing 1 nnged the mc'a.ds all alone, s
A beautafut creature was making lrer mroan ; *
‘The tears they were falling full faft from her cyes,
Shc pierced the air and my art mth her cncs

I gently rcque{tcd the caufc of her moan,

She told me, hor fweet Senecino was gone ;
And in that fad pofture fhe ever would remain,
Unlefs het dear charmer-return’d hbme again.

Perhaps it is fome lifinet, ‘or blackbird, faid I,
Perhaps it is thé lark: that has foard imthe ky::
Come, dry up your tears, and abandorn your gncf
121l bring you another that thall give.you reh@

1t’s no blackbird, nor }'nnet, nor fk id ﬂlc
But one that is faurer' By far, than &?,{a :

fwees Seaecino, for whom { now ¢ry,
js weeter than ‘aﬂthe fong(!crs thaiyﬁ{

. ; L ;. :
. %m Prunella, nt ‘i&‘tmfe, z
s, and whom planeu ex,toltmhe fkies; 3
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Adieu ! ﬂtheOpera farewsl) hthebdtl
My charaer has gono, and a fig for yeu all.

S ONG €CLIIL. | {
NOW.{ Joan, we mmmcd——and now let me

[cay ;

Though both ard in youth et that outh will de.
In ou'rhjoumey fn’ my dcu Jean 1 fup-

We fhall oft maet 4 bramble, and fomaties x rofe.

When acloud an this forchead fhall darken my

da
fun(hzle of oetnefs muft {mil d{t away ;
And when the duell-vapour thaH dwell ypon thine,

To chale it, the labour and triugph be mine.
Let us wifh not for wealth-te devour and cone

For luxury*s but a fhort road to the tomb : .
Let us ﬁJg not for grandeur ; for truft me, my
The keeneft of caves-owe their ‘bi‘rth to a throne,

‘Thou fhelt mifls our oNE cow; and. if fortune
puride, milk Two:

In gaod time,, with her biefin oan
1 will dll ot foal} fleld, wmg’th?yp!mlem

4 fi
“,,d:r’g’a- I drive the bnght plou;[hfhm
Wlieh finify'd tbb dayﬁby the fire wé 1l re'ghl‘e;,

And treat- & gobd neighbour at eve with our a
For, !oan, w would wifh for Ssi¥ owsY ~

Gnc Ncﬁnlof hfe, my dear girl, iste oIvE, .
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E’en the red breaft and wren fhall net ke’k&. us in

vain, I ST P
Whilft thou hafta crumb, or thy Corin a grain ;
Not only their fongs will they pour frotn the
ove,

r .
But yieldg, by examplep{weet leffons of love.

Though thy beanty muft fade, yet thy yeuth I'l!

remoember; - (PrcaMszer :
That thy May was my own, when thou fheweft
And when age to my HEAD fhall hiswintér im-

. part, . - .
I he fummer of Love fhall refide inmy HEART.

- § O'N'G CCLIV.

'\/. b 'HEN Chloe try’d heér virgin fires,

And firft her fhafisletfly; .
She fill'd my brealt with vague delires—

I-thought it was hér eye. .

W hen melting ftrains fell from her mouth,
W hich gods might with to fip;

W hen all was harmony and truth,
1 thought it was her lip,

But when fhe danc’d, fuch air, fuch grace,
W hat mortal could gfca‘pe ?

I look’d no longer to her face,
1 fwore it was her fhape.

When feen by chance, her breaft befpake =
The purity withid;

Her faowy arin—her iv'ry neck—
*T'was then her lovely fkin.

Nor eye, nor fhape, nor neck, nor facg;-. - ©
Mybsfo di.dc‘;d‘w;a .,. <’ .J’ ;..?

~"T'wis Senle, 1 found, the happy gralbe,
That gave a charm to all.
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S O-NG CCLV..

A ROSE Tree in full beanng,

Had fweet flowers fair to fee,
One Rof¢, béyond companng,
"_For beauty attraéted me.
Though ea r once to win it;

Lovely, blooting, frelh and £2y»
I find a canier n it; |

And now l throw it far away.

I ﬁnd a amkbr in iz, Es'c

How fine this morning e::l'g
‘ Thc fun mn‘ bright,
So late I lov earl
Bug now I've loft each fond delight.
. The tlouds féem big with fhowers,
Sunny beams no mox’care feen, - X
Farewell ye flceting hours,”
:nncc your falfe heart Nas chang’d the fcene.
- Fare'we Iye, &'c.

'SONG CCLVI.

OW happy were my days till now !
ne’er di lorrow feel;
Wxth I rofe to milk my cow,
Or take my fpinning-wheel. -

. M{ heart was lighter thana ﬂy,
ike any bird [ fung, - ,
Till he etended love, and I !
Behev’d his ﬂattermg ﬂmguc. Coe

O e fool, ﬂte ﬂi » filly fool,

: at trufts what man may be ] .

I with 1 was.amaid again,. ~
And In 10y own country. SRCEE
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SONG CCLVIL

Tue thepherd of fortuné pollt
May fcorn if?xe p[ugm poor 563,
May think in his wealth gq -blett, -
Butl never will envy hisJos.
The pleafures which riches iplpart,
Arz fleet'ng, and feeble wmn kobwa,
They ncver give peace-to the heart,
1t fcorns to be happy albne.

That tepherd trpe happinefs Khow
Whots bofort By bty 1s soyd.

Who taftes the pure pleafure that flows,
From loving and being belov'd.

*Tis a joy of angéfical birt .
And when to poof wurrg:; "tis giv’n,

It cheers their abgde upan carth, o
And fweetens their journey to heav'a.

How brifkly my g!rits wotild ipve!!
What peace in K'bofom woliM reign !
Were | bleft with t e.réymlgh that 1 lovey
Sweet Delia, the pride of the plain:

Ye thepherds, fhe’s falt as the light ¢
The critick no tlemith can find ;
And all the foft virtues unite,
And glow in her inntocent mind.

Here accents are fitfed to pleafe, . -
Her manners éngagingly freé, :
Her temper is ever at eafe,
And caim as'2q 2ngel’s cah be.

h 1ilx}ov;hich grices-the ﬁﬂd. ‘
“And ws its perfumne to the galé,

ETY
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In fairnefs and fragrance muft yieid,
‘10 Delia the pri%e of the vale.,

She’s pleafaitad yotider ¢ool till,

" To trav’lers who faint on the way ;

She’s fweet as thc.{qfe, op the hill,
When it apens its bofom to day.

I aftk not for wealth or 'fo: pow’r;
Kind Heav’n, I  thefe can'refign;

But haften, oh ! haften the hour, .
When Delia fhall deigh to bé'mine.

Oh! teach her to pitﬁ the ?ain, :
Of a heart, that if flightéd muft break ;
Oh! teach her to love the fond fwain, .
That would lay down his qu or her fakg. -

Though poor, I will never repine

Congtcxma:tm Delia isrt?:ie ;’\
I'll prefs her fond bofom to mine,
- And think wyfelf rich%s Peru.

With her I will ftiray through the grove,
And fondly Ml pour out my foul, '
Indulge my effufions of love, .
And think myfelf bleft to the full.

With flowers 1'lt crown her dear hair,
Then gaze on her beayties, and cry,
. What nymph can with Delia compare |
What fhepherd fo happy as I.. : '

‘Thus cheerful the moments fhall roll
Of all my fond wiffies pﬁﬂ'e‘%;u - |
And peace fhall defcend on my foul, .

And make ither fava;urlgc'rc[t; T

Contentment my life thall profeng,
~ All trouble and fortow forgét, -
And time, as he hurries along, -
-+ Shall fimile upon Corydan’s col.
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"SONBG ecm IIE; i - toe

LET meaner bards in rapt'tous ftrain
Sing ev’ry charm of face and air ;

On ev'ry verdant v:le and plain, S
Chaunt forth the tri ;mf f the fair: .

With truth, with julh N tell,

Dear Peggy'’s fill tiel. )

Others may woift, mt he’r the pra.tfe .
Of mcltmg eyes and

Where each foft gract | ﬁaﬂt plays,
And wanton Cupidsfink to reft ; \

But who can fuch & ind Yeveal,

As Peggy. lovely Nonpanel ? .

Oh! witnefs each ueﬂér'd grove,
Witnefs each Bill t{ound

Good fenfe, with beaity, wak love, 4
. Witnefs, you've ac.&g‘hdﬂ me loun
Mellifluous foulldt tha )
From Peggy, deareft Nonpariel !

Such mental warmth fych ﬁames dxvmc.
Nor time, nor wit ys :

Still more relplendé l fhine,
““ And flourith ﬁﬁl mgth of days :*

The foul with admj uon i,

Of Peggy matchle Nddptnel o

fters, fay,
od Mealshemi

‘Tell me, ve melti
If all your fo
Your vocal fhiell, fm roundelay,
In all your wanton4i@rotis dreams,
Your fancy’d fairs can-eor excel
My Peggy, beautcowﬁonpanc ? .

M gYy's charms are lamhg fure,
Ilcr virtues fhall foréver bloom,
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Celeftial copy - ftill endure,
And moc the wnnkle and the tomb.
And e’en when death thefc eyes fhall veil,

Record my wondTaus Honpaml.

SONG CCLIX

g USH aboyt tshe bawl, bays,

ere’ $3.

Puth about the e b5 ’ o;:.my ’
Here's i ms far th nk; g;

Let us wit b,xf s umte,

“To do ourfelves the pmper’s right,

‘The bufinefs of this ” mgi
Confifts albne in d

Druin the lowmgbowl boys,

Wifdom at th&bm a, :

Drain the fl ow Ml;

Alzln e a:; iﬂ w3
nd thus re

All care’ y

And we

vice intrude,
ome to morrow.

He that bﬂk

Half his real

He that balks a bpxa.
He'sa fo

For wine wi mlrt,b wi
And mne will make thl‘g‘ bravo,

And ev'r r, d¢
- AS freeyaspoo k&'ﬁ?

Give us each a lafs .
One whoeamo& o‘"k" emplays;
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) : S 2
Pnc whofe mind is fond of hlifs, =~ ~ _©" =~
Who loves to wed to woeeand &ifs; .
And cannot fee whatharm jtis o

To fave a fwain froni dying. =~
Here's to noble felves, boys,
Length of days and lafting joys ;
Here's te #o es, boys,

This toaft will bear repeating :
When e’er weDid ¢his houfe adieu, :
We'll drink:taall who's feund and trae;
So, Here’s to you, to you, and you,

> I'ill our next happy meeting.

~ SONG CCLX.
A COURTING [ went to. my love;

Who is fweeter than rotes in May ;
But when I came to her, by Jove;
‘The devil a word could | fay :
I walk'd with her into the garden,
There fully intending to woo her!
But may I be ne’er worth a farthing,

If of love 1 faid any thiag to her.

I clafp’d her hand elofe to m{‘ breatt, -
While my heart was as light-as a feather;
Yet nothing 1 faid, I protéft, - ,
But—Madam, ’tis very fine weather.
To an arbor I did her attend,
She atk’d me to come and fit by her ;
I crept to the furthermoft end,
Fer I was atraid to go nigh her.

I afk’d her, which way was the wind, S
For { thoughtin fome talk we muft enters .

Why, Sir, (fhe anfwer'd and grin'd) . &>

Have you juft fent your svits for a ventdvdy

Then I follow’d her into the houfe, .

. ‘There 1 ?w’d I my paflion weuld try ;
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But there 1 was ftill as a moufe :—

Oh! whit a dull booby was1?

SONG CCLXIL

I AM a blade both free and eafy,
Not a vulgar country ¢lown ;
1 will do my bett to yes
And my name is cafy John.
Iet the world go asat will '
I am free and eafy ftill.
Free and et{y,
Free and eafy,
I am free and eafy: fill.

Ladies, view my perfon over,
1f my leffon right 1 cen ;
Search Newcaftle, London, Dover,
* You'll not find an eafier John.
Let the nworld go, &e.

Now a lady I could fancy,
Avyeybut could fhe fancy me;
1 would marry love}y Nancy,
She’s fo eafy and fo free.
Let the averld go, 8.

Gentlemen, a brother greets ye,
Happy may you ever be;
And whene’er a brother meets you,
May you cafy be and free.
Let 1he world go, ¥e¢,

Worthy friends, this bleft occafion
Fills my panting heart with glee ;
" Te poflefs your ‘tppr::}ati?n,
’ me m ’ ree. R
~ Bt :l’c werld ge, ¥,

!
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SO NG CCLXIL

@n the BIRTH of our late PP :SIGENT, GEORGE WASHINE.

TON.——By s Citizen of Vi zinia.

HAIL odlike Wabingten !
Fair Freedom’s chofen fon,
gorn tocommand :
While this ?eat globe fhall rol],
Thy deeds from pole to &l‘e,
Shall thake Columbia’s
With virtyous praife,

Millions uaborn to fave,
Freedom to worlds he gave,
Liberty’s Chief !
Terrific God of War,
Seated in Vi&tY¥y's car,
Fame hails hin, from afar
Virginia’s boaft. -

Flowrets of blifs adorn
The bright aufpicious morn,
Breathing delight.

Let the loud eannon roar,
{)oyful. from fhore to thore ;

heebus did ne’er explere,

. So happy a daz : |
M:lliens unborn te fave, Se¢.

When Freedom’s atmo{phere,
Clouded with gloomy care

Waihington view'd :
He with heroic pride, N
Stemm’d dire Oppreé'cn’s tide, -
And made the world deride

Britain’s difgrace.

Millions unborn te fave, 8¢,
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6Jhcn Howe with venal bands,

Delug’d our penfive lands, -
Britaig’es weak rocf 1
Fabius by wife delays,

Liberty’s caufe to raife,
‘I o-his immortal praife
 T'renton {u du’c{. .
Millions unborn t> fave, &,

oty o~ T
Fayette, the'daft and good,
Spilt Gallia’s neble blood

~ For the diftrefs’'d :

May this aufpicious day,
Gratitude’s tribute p?.
And brea% joyous lay,
| tacred to him. -

Millions unborn to fave, &,

Let us in rapture ﬁnﬁi
Of Louis the patriot King,
~ Viriuc’s {fupport :
Who with unfhaken zeal,
Aided our common weal,
And fixed Friendfhip’s feal
‘To the New World.
Millions unbors to _[a‘ve, &e.

See gallant Rochambeau !
Tyranny’s deadly foe, 1
Liberty's aﬁek‘ :
Viftory draws her fword
“To capture the warlike Lord,
Whom Parliainent ddor’d,
Britanuia’s pride.
Millions untborn te fave, &c.

.Now Albion’s fons are fled,

Liberty rears her head,
smiling in fcorn.

May her great Hero’s name,

Fill the loud trump of Fame,
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And ages bgn lronctlaull, |
on
Sons unborn 1 Jave, &e.

Prince of Philg
Fraokli
Who gave to hg_ltt’mng laws,
Taught from effets the cavufe,
What ﬁre ctherial was :
lehoru uzbern to jafue 5’:.

Ihi goddefs :lf &ace to.come,
thing wi we ,huu
& Ong Freedom's (hrine s -
She from fell Tyranny,
Wrefted fair Liberty,
And bid'a world be free

Through Wathington,

Milliens unborn to fave, 8c.

Commerce uafurls her fails,
Wafted by geatle gales,
Over the deep
gnd in hel:c fml;llm
rings in her pleafing
And from the wealth S:mn'n.
Hails Freedom‘s gifts.
Millions unbml 20 favve, &c,

Ambition’s &orm blows,
Rutfles not his repo *
Bleft in retreat e
w.r&om perfnaﬁve flows,
Virtue J;eﬁﬂgg
In fpeech an a&ghc thews

Friendfhip and truth :
Milliens unborn 1o fave, 8¢,

Next in our the%ﬂuﬂ be,

Y &
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'Gﬁtdhn-o;dvilhws&' SR

Saviour of' F m's canfe, -,
. W;ﬂ;l:n Rands:

May his Kght Ibirit fty,

And claim s aatiee £

Free from each N

‘Lo Heavag

. s

s QN G &eLxum.

Iﬁ}nfa our . e ble&
With pes ‘.?ﬁug‘, S
Our our'ﬁe ds were dreft

In fweet fmplicity
No hoflile foe we to dreagd;

No enemny tofear; = - -
But now, a{as! thofe joys are.fled, -

Apd danger deth appear.

- Our feas with Britain's navy fwarms,
Our tradeand commerce droop ;
- Our cities rob’d and left forlorn';
Shall we to flavery ftoop ?
“ Ah, no! ah, no! you fhall be free,”
Liberty’s goddefs faid ;
‘¢ Britannia's flag fhall ftrike to thee,
And droop ity haughty head.”

SONC CCLXV.

: I ONCE wasa maiden’as frefh as a rofe,
And as fickle as April weather; .
1 laid-down without care. #n.] I wak with repofe,
With a heait as light as a feather.
With a bears, E¢.

1 work'd with the girls, add play’d with the men, -
] alway s was romping or fpinning ; 4
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And what if they whifper'd, a kifs, now and then,
1 hope ’twas not very great inning. .
. o I_»b#o}e, &e,

I wedded a hufband as young as myfelf,
And for every mﬁ{i‘fﬁium |
Together we lan%h'é when we had any pelf,
And we laugh’d when we had pot a fhilling.
dnd we lgugh'd, 8c.

He’s gone to the wars—heéav’n fend him a prize,
For his pains he is welcome to fpend it :
My example 1 know is more merry than wife,
rd help me—1 agver fnll it.
. ' L"‘ w ." Uto

-

-

S ONG CCLXIV.

D]!AR Kathleen, you, ne doubt,
Find fleep how very fweet *tis ;
bark, and cocks have crow’d out ;
ou never dream how late *tis.
This morning gay
1 poft away,
Tohave with you 3 bitof play :
On two legs rid
Along, to bid
Good morrow to your night cap.

Laft night a little bow(y
With whifky, ale, and cyder,

I afk’d youn lowg
To lej me bt bede ber .
Her anger rofe,

The little ﬁpf{ cock’d her nofe :
‘Yot here i’ve rid

Along, to bid :

- Geood magrow t¢ your night cap.

s - & B
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Beiith the
‘The daify end mﬁemm
Compoie fo fweet 3 truckle,

They'd tan you fure to fpoil i it,
5 latl Be :
‘ve pleas'd fowell—
But hold, I 'mufi*nt kifs and teld :
So here Pverid
Aldag, to-bid

Geod morrow to your night cap.

SONG -CCLXVI

AFEW ears in the da Grannan
A worthy a.o, tb:' evye‘r bro{e bread) ’

tle&nm etm ing began’em,
'?"" % f down on her bed |

Nor ceas'd til
She never d undenook;

" Now flat ' K ‘
N N” A
And always fwmxﬁ& or By crook.

Said the, Child m is Hereafter,
1f married, 1!' ﬁngle, ouug,
In madnefs, in fadgefs, in laughter,
But follow my maxims, you do wrong
Each pafion, each temper,
When fc
1 moulded,
When hutd,

- Retreated,
Adnn-g'd-y mntters,‘vy hook or by crook.
Et:{::{'d ‘u'counfeh. I ventur'd to marry,

Might be
t

like a f niel to fetchand to carry,
' out dut whth hild been

fools :

1 alm\ys could brook '

wife, by my grandmother’s rules, |

-/
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§a wain, I fhew’d the svonderfulbook &
I CO‘X Mr’ . fn B
I box’d her ;
But truly, |
: Utiruly,
Wives cannot he govcm’d by hook or by crook.

SONG CCLXVIL
[Sse SONG CLXXI1V.]

AT the fign of the horfc old Spintext of courfe,
Each night ool his:pjpe and his pot, .
O’er a jorum of nappy, gmte pleafnntand happy, '

Was plac'd this canan . '
d o f:erol. direl, udol, duiol

The ev'ning was dark, when ia came the clerk,
With reverenee due, and fubmiffion :

Firt frok’d his cravat, nest fwigl’d round his hat,
And, bowmg, prefcrt’d hxs petition.

I'm come, Sir, Iays he, tﬂ bcg, d'yc fee, .
Of your reverend worthip and glor ¥
To inter a poor baby, with as much fpeed as may

‘And I'll walk wi zla.nthorn before you. .

T he bod wc’ll bury pray where's the hurryr
{ord' Sir, thc corp(e it does ftay :
ool. bold your peace—fince miratles ceafs, :
A corpfe, Mofes, can’t rua away.

TbemMofcs he fmil'd, ﬁys, Sn-.,n fmall child
Cannot long delay your intéations ;

Why that's true, by 5t. Paul, a child that i is fmal'i

- “Can never ealarge-its duncnﬁons o

Brmg Mﬁ::: fome beer, and bnng ne fome d'} e
'. l hate to be call’d from my l:qnor



Come,. Mofnrwtb ng:-—’m a feandulous thing
Sucha fubject fhould be buita vicar.

Theh Mofes he fpoke Su'. 'tis paft twelve o’cloc
Befides, there’sa te;nblc ﬂm:v"‘i't k’

Why Mefes, you elf; fince the clock . has firuck
twelve,

I’m fure it can never &rike more.

Beﬁdcs, my dear friend his leffon aﬁend
Which to fay’and té {hm- 11t be bold,
'I hat the corple, fnow or ram, can’t cndangcr, thn':

~ But, perhap,yon or I mey ukzoold

Then Mofes w:nt oa-—ﬁr.dn clock lm ftryck oae, 5
Pray, mafler, ok up at the hand :

Why it ne'er can Rrikc lefs—'tis a folly to prefs
A man for to go that can’t ftand

At lengtl\, hnt ahi eh& old onhodox took L
But firft cram'd IPs jaw with-a quj
Each tipt off a gill for fear 122 lhould chnll

Andt (hgger'chﬁoy

When come to the grave the clerk umm'd a ftave,
‘While the furplice was wrapt vound: ghe: pricét ;
Where fo droll was the figure of Mofes and vxcar,

Thathe*punm aitt talk of the jeft. -
Good pcoplc, let’s pray~put .the cocpfc t’ahfr
wa
rchyance I thall over it ﬁumble .
‘na to uineacarc though the fages deohre
A MOTINEM apccan’t tmmblc. - fgel
. P vy
Womzn that's born of man—-thal's wrong —the
leaf’s torn ;

Ah!—man that is born of a woman
Gzn t en#ume an hour, but is cut down like &
. flow'r—
Yos fee, Meofes, death fpareth ne man.
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Here, Mofes, o look, whgta ¢ d.book t
Sure the letters are tpgn’d 'y
Such a fcandalous print—~fure t devil is1n’

‘I hat this Stuhnn thould priat for.the 4 ovh. -

Pritheq, Mofes, you ready for I cana
And bury the corpfein oy flead.. - -
(Am.mﬂ‘) C e e
Why, Mofes, you're wroag | —pray hold #ill your
tongue— ‘

%'
You've taken the hﬂ:fm'dlc h“i

;0 where’s thy fhng, death !-put t‘ﬂc ;o:pfe in the

carthy. vy s
For, believe me, ’tls terr\lble weathcr. .

Se the corpfe-was mum’ vmhous ‘wu'd,
And away they b m§
agmg; Jcral Y.

S O NG CULXVIII

ﬁN Poﬂ 1 went,
03 tn
« Ah ftay at home ear Jack, (fays fhe)
| cm crofs. the weter.” ‘

What could 1 do ? Away I Bew,

A ¢urricle 1 houghn her
¥ Six fmoaking s.? yde l’atk’s gau,
From Tatte rought her.

*“ Dear Jack, (fays fhe) how kind you be,
( She’d cesx like Eve’s own daughter)
With you will 1 both live and die—
Do all but cnofa t water.” .. - .,
Then, fpl aihinﬁ. um, thmugkd:e tﬁilj
bhmvc, e fia
The of her rattling whec}s ’
Wub“ There goeapre Polll"
h, pretty, pre

Py .zcz‘:“:::.?iz “'w"“



e SHY LARK.'

Whth‘h‘lhéu‘ﬁ?ll e 4w
dlul mfa ife 6‘ ?h fo ifh.
m ife 1o'w none o cwn
M o a ik fo Aiviney
Suclt&nners! fuch mnel
Whata dirhn’d cléver dog was Jack F(ounm 2’
But an end to my cafh, .
And my fame goes-todmeth :
No fnends my qualiﬂcs nourzﬁn

» ONCC ‘3) ki ' _
Now ag one: -
,“Whata d ﬁu?ad flat 13 Jack Flounfh 1"
Thus lef: by by bailiffs feiz'd,

And thia lmlDo near
'Yet with-one hope I ftill was pleas'd,
That:Pol'sty cage couM cheer.
To PoH ¥ vald where I muft go,
And not to leave me fought her;

She laughlg. gredd,.** fr.}tck, you know,

1 cannot-ctofs the watcr

'§0 NG CCLXIX.

AT thﬁ lfloﬁ: of the day, when the Hamlct is
i
And mortals the fiseet of forgetfulnefs prowg.
When nought but the tecrent is heard on the hill,
And nought but the nightingale’s fong in the '
rove:
‘Twas thf:s, by the cave of the mountain afar,
While his harp rang fymphonious, a Hetmit be-
an: . .
No moregw:th himfelf or thh nature at war,
He thoaght asa fagc‘though he felt asa man.

Ah why, all atbandon d to darknefs and woe,
Why, alone Philoinela, that languifling fall ?

For fprmg fhall return, and a lover beflow,
Amd forrow no longer thy bofoin emhral



'\r
-—

£

SKY LARK. | LT

Bu\t'f if plty :;Stcre thee, Nuﬂ:% fad b ﬂl“ "

nom‘n
O foothe him, whofe pleatnres Hide thine » yitfi dway,
Full qmckly they pﬁ-bﬂt they um‘ retusn.

Now gilding remote, on the v of the fky,
The .:3 hglf extmgm her crefeat dif-

But latcly l mark’d i!ien cu hﬁ
She fhone, and the s were loff in her blaze.
Roll on. thou fair orb, .mlh gladaefs purfue
I'he path that ¢ ¢ thee to fplcndor sgain,

But man's fading gllwwhtcbtugeﬁsallm!
Al fooll toexultin a glory fo vain!

*Tis night, and the landfcape is lovel no more ; s
1 mourn, but ye woodlauh, | moura ‘not fer
you :
For morn is approaching year charms to nﬁau
Pcrfmg'd with frefh fragranceand glitt’ring with
ew.
Nor yet for the ravage of winter | mourn; :
Kind nature the embryo bloffom will fave :
But wheo thall fpriag vilit the mouldering urn!
O when fhall it dawn on the night of the grave !

*T was thus by the glare of falfe fcience betray’d,
That leads to bewxlder and dazzles to th
My thou&hts wont to ream, from fthade onward te

Deftruftion before me, and forrow behind.
o f“y Great Father of light, then I cry'd,
hy cglc;turc who fain would not mder from
cc!
Lo humbled in dutft, I relinquifh my pride :
From cfloubt and from darknefs thou only canft
ree

And darknefs and doubt are now ﬂymg away,
No longer | roam in conjecture forlorn, -
&0 breaks on thz traveller, faint and aftray,



L SKY LABK.
The bright and. ¢ffulgence of marp. ;
P metore. ] :é‘a‘ia:?ﬁ‘:' {?m‘?

nature all glowi
On the cold K of death ‘{ipiled

And béau n‘oﬂﬂ aivatc%m t!ic tonbd.

SONG ‘é’fx.xx

W bﬂuﬁe M frovwn,
il ne’er be cal doww;, .
Repining wont alter iy M ;
or a good fiase of health .
Is better than. wéalth-: -

And I'lLbe wq’y although 1 am 900(

The fo!dier deﬁgh
In blood, wars and ﬁ hts
The failor too Thils-the oer ;
© Put this send 1 am ll,
1'll keep a full fkin

And 'R be merry: ahf\ough Jam poor

thn the &ﬂon llmk wiine,
Eheir lovers repineg -
Thc mifer is fond of hls ftore; -
Gie the glotren his difh, * ¥
And 1 what I wifh, -
. And '] be merry altbough Iam poer:

Let ftatefmen debate. o
On th’ affairs of the Sfate :
. Let moralifts frown and {ook four ;
Let the world go as "twill, |
'l drink to my 811 ;
‘And 1'l1 be nrerry although I am poor.

Wine will difcord affuage,
Enliven old age,

‘Make cheerful and gay at four fcare s

L 4



sk¥: mﬁk N
Give me a ft\ll ‘%E K " o o
A cm' t . . PR R
And l"n%cme ough I am peer..

Ye benevolunt fouisy” 077 Y

~ With full lowm bowls -

Whoc lly maore,
(rive me but one "

4

Juftto comfort N gt
And 1l be merry' tl\dugh l‘m‘i-r

Andy cdmnkenf uf ARG i
AV:;ho call for ;’ :
nd ever are Ca M
juft let u: c ﬁ'ﬁ

l’ll make you aum
That l’ll be e merry d!ﬂoﬂ

Wmt will its vot’rnes,fzve e
From death and the e
When tipfy we fear ho moft" o

With a ull giaf= in hand
Firm as Atlas )] ﬁaﬂd“ o
And I’ll be merry although 1 am poor.

'N

. . e

S ON G CCLXXL.

OH » Cupid forever,
I tear not thy quiver,
Nor do I regard thy brave bow ;
‘I hinc arrows can't hitme,
Nor women otit wit me,

I’'m free from all forrow agd woe.

Pm free from, &..

It’s true my fweet Nancy,

A while pleas’d my fancy ;
But vet, fhe wilt cruelly frown,

if they’ll not ufe freedom,



X SK¥» LARK,

. ‘Then quickly 111 leave them, o
ri leave them to hnmi& alone.
cir oy w e Bl leave them, 8,
Had Nelley pm’d

1 MId have hul

Ilcft bn, . "

R X
Thﬂt Munder 0y - L
So much js the mn.
PBxcited niy wantoner’s art—
Allurements of w »
So foft and favqmmg,

Yet never cotild uﬁquer my heart.

Yet newer conld, 8:

SO N 6 C’CLXXII

FROM night till morn I take lafs,
In hopes tgh;orget my Chibe ; ﬂ? z
. But as 1 takethe dmndht, .
She’s ne'er the lefs before me.
Ah! po, no, no, wine cannet cure
The paia | endute for ty Chloe.

To wine I flew, tocqfe the pain
Her beauteous ¢hajms created 3
But wine more firmly bound the cham,
And love would not be chested. -
A4b! no, no, &¢.




SK"R' LM(K. g [

) 7{& i‘k.'\
’~(‘mﬁ1 o

‘sO'N c CCLxxm._

AH! cairal o;ain!»gl-! “
sz of Parisare of joy hﬁ.ﬂ Sh',
Ah! ¢ cairz! caammt. - i 1
Zounds! ’tmlb m“ M
Firne federation the Galiic
*Tis Ariftocratics have reafon to be dull.
Ah! caira' cairal eaira!l
Citizens of Paris are go louget e &me, Sir ;
Ah! ¢aira! ¢aim! gairal -

Supe rﬁmon Alies before the hora flgme ;
Slavcry fhall tie now no man's ; S
lecrty lhall b?hu child .

No more pleas’d with a glldcd utdc,

Vb hiic thus free s the l‘rcnchman s fong :
. -Ablca m:, e

AR! cairat, ¥mlc;aml ‘3,“
Citizen of TanCe, h&gmﬂay, er ;
Ah! cai c;alra!;axra!

Lnbert pleb! peoants the way.
Firm fcderanol wm 'mm nation ; d
Longz mey her citizens thie civic wreath difplay !

Ah! y2ira! cairal o jral
Citizens of Paris fhall ig hnﬁory thine, Sir,
Ah’ ¢aina) cairal r:ra! '

While hm h one another thus com'bmc ;
Happy in the of a patriot:King ; .
appy in the profpect mow beforeus; - -

Freedom waves ail her banners o'er us,°
While thus j Jay full) Freachmen fing :

4 . Ab !/ ca }ra, ﬁc
Ah! cairal nnlpu’ﬂ - L
Citizens of S-' Emglifimen free, er 3

Y cairal cairal caira!
Ever let them be together Soms amis.
While firn) federatien unites the Gallic mon, .

L 3



3l smr LARK. .

With all {ons r!riga]l»udl of us agree;
Ah! qaira! q:a cain &

~ Citisens of Fra Mmfhe right, Sir
Alz’.ﬁ‘ 1n! oa i éﬁi 8% 516

¢ wing us umtc ;
Cheerfully we nh

Merril fruis r
Dancink blithe to die ‘%"“ "

While luntutbe
" I ‘°°l g'u%"/ ca ira, &c.

SONG ccx’.xxxv:

I 1 nd forfake

Lald %'L and g, ..13‘5.-‘,

‘To your rief bet‘nkc ou r
I you would. ’ wo.ld noti‘

Would you drefs your heads thh 'vxllows,
Let your hair negle@®ed fly,

Banith fluber from your pil
if you wonldy fo w;ukl :ot L,
Should a faithdefs fiain perplex you,

one more worthy ¢
Wm ou Jet the falfe oneyvc;yyou 2
1f you would, fo would not 1..

" Men were fent, I'mh fure, to pleafe us ;

. Such their words, their ly,
We were fools to let them tmcm':? ’:\
lfyoumll, fomn-ou - .

lIg }
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APPENDIX

CONTAINING Aauunk or uu:mwn, |

'MASONIC ;SONGS.
; | IR
SONG I

U b HAT; sdo the Craft oncack Mafon beftow
(~uch ra‘: pleafures as Crwmu nc’er kpow)
All equally ﬁure the deélightful re
Which time cannot change, but c‘tcrna‘? vnll lat.
CHORUS.
Hark away ! Hark a«wa)! Hark e*way is the aord !
To the Lodge let’s repqir ;
Where echo ! Where echo } Where bcrmy echees,
Andbanighes care..

Behold as the Swm in the Egft doth arife,
©ur Mafer the Werkmen and hirelings employ ;



#® APPENDIX

The Weft and the Seweh their afiflince impart,
T’ embellith the Mric {cﬂgthcn thc Arr.

With Lewvel and Rnlm«m‘ bufinefs prepare,
We work by the Cou)afl, and alt on the Square;
No murmurs are heard mords are knowa,

‘Tranquility reigns, and Ambi Thas 'n
Let the World make a {coff, n their fneering def-

[prize.
Since &e know not how much we Free Mglom‘;
In bresherly lowe let the time focial pafs,
And mirth and feﬁthy garnifh cach glafs.

Then charge, ¥y dear - Brethren, a bumper all
mumg ’ t‘:)imd s
To the brim fill ‘each glafs, let no day light ke
Mere’s a thwell ‘who Monour the name,
By walking upright, and obferving the fame.
B ORUS.
Hark away ! Hark mwayt Harkaway isthe word !
Let us fing and rejoice ;
IVbzlﬁ echo! ftweet ecbol whilf eu‘o of Mafonry
Sounds from each weice |

SONG II
YE dull ftupid Mortals, give o’er your conjec-

tur

Since Free Mafons’ fecrets yene'ar can obtain;
The Bible and Compafs are our dircctors,

And thall be a3 long as this world doth remarn.

Here ¥Friendthip inviting here Freedom deti;: lmno,

- Our moments in innocent mirth we employ :

CBORUSO

Come, fca Mafons’ felicity,
Working ; ard finging with heart full of joy.

N “?thcr Society that yon ean mention,
bich has been, is now, or hereafter lhall be,

F



§PP~B.~ND§X. "
Hewever fo laude ;ng
It ¢ t camyg‘z on
Mo e e biof ou"i.urels,
No paffion our Mté can cver pinpy :
Noste, fes, 8¢,

‘To anot ways

: O:lr “}ts aandur S‘elcre we caretﬁfly guard s
e Lodglto fu we like pillars are fieady,
v Babel confufion 6ur werk can retard.

Ye Mortals come hi e together; .
And tafte of thof® m m névefc}'n cloy.
ome, fee,

We are to the Mafter forever t,
Whenever he calls, to the Lodge we repair
Experience has taught u tha mo(l :xpedaent
"1 q live within Compe he §quare.
Let mutual agreement f?tce Mafons cement,
Until the whole Univerfe time Ml deftroy :

- Cogpe, fee, Ec.
SONG IIL
N O feét in the world can with Mafons compare,
So ancient, fo noble’s the badge that they wear,

T-hat all other Orders. howcver efteem’d, _
lnfcrxour to Mafonry far has been deem’d. ¥

CRHRORUS.

We allways are free,
gnd forever ree ;
- Supportin
Brg?l?cr hglpa Bro
No Mortals on earth are fo fnendly as we.

When firft attick fire Mortals glory became,
Tho' fmall was the fpark, it foon grew toa fame;
{Ls Phcebus celelhal tranfcendently briglit,
t fpread o’er the world a freth torrent of light.
We alwaye, @c.



# APPENDIX

The greateft of Monarchs, &) fﬁ#eﬁ of Men, -
Free Mofonry hosbur’d agith and ggain ;
And Nobles have quitted all other delights.
With joy to preflde o'er our mijftical rites. -
We always, c.

Tho' fome may pretend we've mo Secretego kdav,
Such idle epinions their ignorance thow§ K
While otherls;l with raptures, ery out, they’re ré-
veal’ : o : -
1n Free Mafons' Bofems they fill lie conceal'd. -
o Wealways, 8.

Coxcomical Ptdmﬁy fay what they can,
Abufe us, ill ufe ys, and laugh at our plan,

We'll temper our mortar, caliven our fouls, -
And joint in a chorus o'er full llom;g‘bowls. |
. L Ve always, ¥

»
T

“SONG 1IV.

GENIUS of Mafonry defcend,
And with thee bring thy fpotlefs train;
Conftant our facr: d rights attend,
- "While we adore thy peaceful reign :
Bring with- thee’ Virtue, brighteft maid,
Bring Love, bring Truth, and Friendthip here ;
While focial Mirth fhall lend her aid, ‘
‘Lo {fmooth the wrinkled bgpow of Care.

Come, Charity, with gosdnefs crown’d,
Encircled in thy heavenly rtbe,
Diftufe thy bleffings all around,
‘To every corner of the globe :
See where fhe comes, with power to blefs,
With open hand.and tender Leart,
Which wounded is at man’s diftrefs,
And bleeds at every human imart.

Eavy may every il devife,
'&:a,d Falfechood be thy deadlief foe,



APPENDIX.

Thon, Friendfhip, flill hall towering rife,
And fink thine sdverfiries bow'y =~ - -
Thy well built pile fialt jong eadure,

&%

——

'hrongh-rolwi preferve its primte,

Upon a rock it )
And brave the rude affaults of Time.

Ye happ%&w, whohereextend

In perfefk lines frem oaft to weft, -
With tervent zcal the Lodge defend,

And lock its fecrets in ﬁ:%h breaft :
Stnce ye are met ppon-the fquidrg,

Bid Love and Frf:,ndlhip jotstly reign,
Be peace and harmony your care,

Nor break the adamaatmet .

Echold the planets hew they move,
Yet keep due order as they ren ;
Then imitase the ftars above,
And fhine refplendent as the Sun:
T hat tuture Mafons when they meet,
May allour glorious deeds reherfe,
And fay. their fathers were fo great,
‘I'hat they adorn’d the univerfe.

SONG V.,

, &
TIS Mafonry unites mankind,
To generous aftions forms the foul ;
So ftrict in union we're combin'd,
One fpirit angnates the whole.

CGRHB OR U 8.

Since union, harmony, and love
Shall waft us to the rc;lms above.

‘Then let mankind our deeds approve, g |

W here'er afpiring domes arife,
W herever facred alters ftand,
‘T hofe alters blaze up to the fkies,

‘} hofe domes prod:tim the Mafon's band.
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‘The ftone unfhap’d as lumber lics:
Till Mafon’s Art its form refines ;

So paffions do our foul difguife,
Till focial virtue calmsour minds.

Let wretches at our manhood rai! ;
But thofe who once our judgment prove,
Will own, that we who build fo well, .
With equal energy can love.

‘Though ftill our ehie¢f concern and care
Be to deferve ‘, Brother’s name ;

Forever mindful of the fair,
Their choiceft favours ftill we claim.

From us pale Difcord long has fled,
With all her traia of mortal fpite ;

Nor in our Lodge dares fhew her head,
Sunk in the gloom of endlets night.

M ¥ Brethren cbiﬁe ‘{dt glaffes high,
o our Grand Mafter's noble Name :
Our fhouts fhall beat the vaulted fky,

And every tongue his praife proclaim.

SONG VL

HAII. Masonr Y divine ;
Glory of ages fhine,

Long may’ft thou reign :
Where'er thy Lodges fitand,
Max they have great command,
And always grace the land,

- ‘Thou Art divine!

Great fabricks ftill arife,
And grace the azure Kkies,
Great are thy fchemes:
Thy noble Orders are
Matchlefs beyond compase ;
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No Art with thee can ﬂ:are,
~ Theu Art dnine' " L

Hiram the archﬂ’eﬂ’“ ‘
Did all the Crafe dlre&'
How they fhould bmld' ;
Sol’mon grca r’Pl’s Km
Did m:?t ty ble bt‘inb
And le usroomto ng,
Hail, royal Arttf

SONG VII

COME let us pre re,
Weé Brothers that &

Aflembled on merry occafionr:
Let's be happy and ﬁng,
For Lifé is » fpring :

. Toa Freeand an Accepted Mafoa.

The world is in pain
Our fecrets to gain,

And ftill let them.wonder and gazeon;

They ne’er can divine
The ward or the fign -
Of a Free and an Accepted Mafon.

*Tis this and ’tis that,
They cannet tell what,
Nor why the great men of the natios,
Should aprons put on,
And make themfelves one

. With a Free and an Accepted M’ifon.
Great Kings, Dukes, and Lo:‘ds,

Have laid by their {words,

Our myﬂ’ry to put a good grace on,
And ne’er been atham’d
To hear themfelves nam'd

With a Free and an Accepted Mafon._

A A

"
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' o'le;::e"’s w

To be
By a Frecand an

o

uft to e

‘rhc;'lltmﬁusou 'y’rowiﬁii,‘ 2T
o mortal can more |
The Ladies adore,

ThanaFmandanA(:ccptedleon.

Then join hand in hand

Lets eachB &bﬁtﬁmot

wml;lbrﬂlm .
¢ a toaft
Asa FrccandhnAcccﬂm 5

‘CHORUS.
No mortal can boalt: }
Mlon.

'\a \

So noble a toaft
Rl a Free zandan Atcepled Maiba

SONva

COME vé Malfons, hither bring
The tuneful pipe and plealing ftring,

Ezxert cach voice,

Aloud rejoice,
And make the fpacious concave ring :
Let your hearts be blzlt[hé and gay,
Joy and mirth letall difplay,

No dull Care

Shall enter here,.
For this is Mafons’ holiday.

Lét your bearss, &c.
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iendfhip here ; .,
‘;&‘nd ll‘t‘l)le i il wgmmt" ' .
" Gotell the | |
th’:l “I.?lfdaonl:.. . -
Honour dutxsm
re Love Lh mn,

Social leafures
Jo ﬁﬂ m‘ fweet dchght
~ While hand in hand

Our fr o |
In Love an%my miu a
Lot our b«m', Qf
May we oft affenible here |
And long the Baégeof HChont wear,

jo
ybe hm! . X
Forevcr fmdiﬁ:l and fimcere. ‘
Les your km:, &e¢.

‘Take the flowing glafs in. m
And drink unte our Mafter Grand,

Long may he reign
The8Cau e lmmnu’l

And Lodges flourifh through the Ilnd
Ler y -Ontw, .

"SONG IX

WE have no idle pratmg,
Of ecither whigortory;
But éach agrees

To live at cafc
And fing or tell tfory. ‘
CHORU S
Flu ho S .
brim,
Let it round the uble rell :
4=  ‘Thedivine
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“sem APPENDIX.
Tells you.
Chcer: t:xe n&?ﬂ tl# k...

‘‘‘‘‘‘

We're alwaya men of plcalm
Defpnﬁn pride ﬂf v,
hile knaves and foo s
Prefcribe us rules,

Weareﬁnccregn&m? I SO

If an Acce Etd Mafon ~
Should taik of highor tow chnrch. ot
We'll fet him down
A fhallow crown,
And underﬁami h no church,
F’l . 4 ”,“‘o o

The wirld is all in darkpdﬁ.
About us they c ure;; .

T;on drmk

Mafon's
?II se. Imu, Eo’c.

Then landlord bnng a hogﬁead
And i m j{mner  place it;

Wlth hollow found,
Each Mafon here will face it.
Fif§ to bim, &¢.

‘-

s'oNc'x'

A MASON'’s daughter fah' and yoon;,
The gnde of all the village throng,
hus to her lover faud ;

Tho’ Damon | your ' , B
ou&aéhons 'z' T ¥ e
et filt 11t hv: a



arpzxnxx gg*‘
o ey

Of fam'd Free Mafonry ;

1n which the grest iood MBW
T o raife with Fcﬂ&tm b, o /

Man to felictey. "« .-

The Iodﬁ:ximsw fopm fooh

“The e and pau‘iy tool,: .
f hat hberty would .

The noble, fajthfal. and rave,
No golden 19! cm e'et eave. _,‘
- inflavery to dwell. ’

‘This fand k¢ Bye’d dndﬁéﬂt’ My,

App ‘l{ , was niade wmiout delay, .
eturn'd to her n;

The fair one granted his requef. *

Connubial joys their days havé blel,

- And may they e’er remains -

H] "
i

- -

To Mafons and te Naﬁm’ bairns,
And wemen With both wit and czarau,
That Imt ] lu in Mafons’ @arms,

2

SONG XI

ONCE T was blind and could npt fcc,
And all was dark around ;

But Providence did pity me

i And foon a friead | nnd';

‘Thro’ fecret paths my friend e lcd

buch p&t’m as bal:blers never tread,

la, &¢. .
All flum bloc took away,
ThatIm 8 ecure ;

And brotaght l eer break of day,
;. To Sol’s brigh kmplt door :
. A M2 )

e 8 -
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Where there we both admittance found,
By power of Magiak, fpells and found.

The curber of my bold attempt, *
Did then my breaft alann ;
And hinted 1 was not exempt,
Wlhf rﬁ[b,’ rgin (}imbl? harm; de
ich quickly flopt- my rifimg pri :
And ma?iemew '3?@ to my?g\nd: .

In folemn pace I was led up

- And pafs’d t}irgitbc bﬁ?’t donie,

But foon I was obhigM to Itop, -
Till 1 u':{:'eﬂ'mid Known ;

‘Then round in ancient form was brought,
To obtain the fayour thatI fought.
With humble pofture and dhie form,
1 liften’d with good will ;
And found, inftead of n ,i{c and ftorm,
That all was hufh’d and ftill ;
And foon a hcav?n? found did hear.
That quite diipell’d all doubt and fear,
The guardian of this mlﬂick charm,
In fhining jewels dreft;
Said, that 1 need to fear no harm,
If faithful wag my bregft;
For though to regues he was fevere,
No harm an honeft man need fear.

Bright Wifdom from his awful throne,
Bade darknefs to withdraw ;
No fooner faid, but it was done,
And then—great things 1 faw ;
But what they were—1 now won’t tell,
But fafely in iny breaft fhall dwell.

Then round and round #ae he did tie
An ancient noble charm ; »

Which fwture darknefs wifl defy,
And ward off cowarns harm ;
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Then I return’d from whence I came,
Not what I was put whatl am. *

>

SONG XIL

ADfEU la. warm, fond adicu?
Dear-h s of ahe an !
Yec favoured, c;f‘buf:'c '-le", .
ompanions qf jo .
Tho’ lp:) forei 4 N.&& .
Purfuing Fortuae’s flidd'ry ba’,

With mel and brinpful ¢
ll’ll mindn;%ubﬁ:: tho' far awa’. i

Oft have I met your focial Band,
And fpent the chearful, feftive night ;
Oft, honour'd with fupreme
Prefided o’cr the Sess of /i
And by that Hiereglyphic bright,
Which none but Craft/mes ever faw !
Strong mem’ry my heart fhall write
‘Thofe happy fcenes when far awa !

May Freedom, barmony, aad Love,
Unite you inthe grand deﬁ‘l::
Beneath th’ Omnifcieng Eye above,
‘The glorious drcbitef? Divine !
That vou may keep th’ anerring line,
Till Order bright eompletel&rlhmc,
Shall be my Pray’r when far awa.

And You, farewell | whofe merits elaim,
Juftly thag kighef badge to wear|
Heav’a blefs your honour’d noble Name,
‘To Mafenry and Scetia dear !
Avlvaﬁhcreque ‘permmrc.
n yearly ye. a’y v
One rou&. | a%kyit with a so07, .
Te him, the Rqrd 1bes's fer awa.
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3 win Ay

SONG XlII

LET dnlmhrdtbuﬁ thopower of wine

And reel fram ny
Let loverskaseh g 'Am o

Tk‘MO‘ Sty Ay .
ours the more exa tcdm S
To celebrate the Mafons’

- And fpreadium

‘1‘ o dens znd hk ull mie
For fhelter

Wthﬁh.kslnd t dbrood

trm,

v E e

Binds “h!ts '-h
_ And} mwrcu:h'd

B\}I_ :c:enu da:em in his lmnd

e quarry he explores ;

lndu(try dnd the Arts ¢oulbh‘d,

- lmprov'd all Nature's ftores :

Thus walls were builg, and houks rear'd,

No ftorms or tempefts. now age fear'd
Within his well fram'd doors

When flately palaces anfs,
wgfehcn (:olmm'l':l race tzf 'I‘ &
n towers and ipires. faloge ¢
LT S D
or g8 ot €,
But teach hozv mthu{ to‘“iln,
And yield to Rubp'l call.

All party quarrels du'y deteft,
For Virtue and the Arth

Lod 'd in cach'true F afon’s brul, ~
Umte apd rule their hearta ¢ -

By thefe, while Mafons fquare their minds,

¢ )
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‘The State no better fubjeéts finds,
None aét more upright parts.

When Bucks and Albions are forgot,
Free Mafons will remam ; o
Maufhroons ecach M, ‘Pﬂﬂ‘ .N rot, ..
While oaks firetch o%er the ‘
Let others quarrel, nﬂtzn&rw ; |
‘I'heir noify. renels whet no Mo, St
Still Mafonry fhall mgn

Our leathern aprons
With Garters :d’ blue

Princes and ngs ouwr Brothem, o
While they our rules T '
Then drink fuccefs and health to all <0
The Craft around this earthly ball,
May Brethren fill prove true!

v o--f.,

SONG XIV.

YE thncehlppyﬁ; 7
Whofe hearts have been truc,
In concord and u

Letus fing a e
And unite “of :\

‘T'o fend the gay chonls

CHODRUYS. D e

Like pillars we ftand,
An nmmoveahle bnd,

Cemented b wer from above
Then freero b

The enerous
To Mafonry, Frmﬁﬂnpnad Love.

The GRAND ARCHITECT,
"\.Vhofe word did ere®

L ¥

ity, meafure, and fpace
Firll laid the fais yhf? ’
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Wllereon.be
The cement of friendfhip nd peace.

Whofe irmnefs of heatts,
Fair treafures of arts,

To the ¢ye of the unknon;
* Whofe luftye
New

To the

. 'tl;he rcela‘thand's fon,
' nmatch’
As wntten m mmm |

Thefa of Pesse, =
‘Ilﬁwonderndrdeofh:qc

Indiffoluble bandp
Our hedrts and cut huda,
Ia focial benevelence bind ;
For true to his caufe,
y immutable laws, °

A Mafon’s a friend tg qakmd
e!c”e, olive bwp‘,

rnﬁdeat 33

Our aufpnuolu donum
And Freedom with Ordér tsx'mte:.

Norlet the dear maid
Our myfleries'dread,

Or think them repu g:aut to lon i
To Beauty we

foadle -
it, the bar,aaitlle throng,

Rer emxx
An empire deriv’d from above

Then let us unite,
Sincere and ypright,

On the level of virtue to ffand :
No mortal can be
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ye we
With € brot ”‘:‘rsmd crmn..a&m

. 8O N"‘G XV; |
UNIT umt c: nl.fe 3
I.oud. ldu Q S
rcad far and O\eir ;fpotk
nd glory in tht
Behold, behdd tﬁe ]
ln Virtue’s & m hand $ ‘
fun c¢ach] . tl\cy do no wWrongs o
Strl honour does to them bcbb;. é

How juft, how jutt;’ are tfl tlen‘ wiysy
Superiour, far to mortal

Their worth deferi ti

For matchlefs are m
Go on, go on ejuﬁln% :

sall, l’t\ll thc'ij me b ms perfue}

Th’ admiring world all on you gaze, ‘
And Friendthip's alter ever bL‘e |

I

Begor.c, begone difcord hence,
W ith party rage and infalence : :
Sweet peace fhall blefs this bappy band;
And F rcedom fmile ﬁm.hout the lasé. .

SONG XVI

’ ARtSE, and blow trum !
Free Mafonry mﬁ"‘ ame

‘To realms and worlds uakncwn s
Tell them of mighty David's fon,
Lhe wife, the mat lefs

| l’nz 3 far above hie thrape.



H

# APPENDIX

The folemn temple’s cloud capt towers,

Th’ afpiring domes are works of ours,
By us thefe piles were rais'd ¢

Then bid mankind with fongs advance,

And through th’ ethereal vaft expanfe,
Let Mafonry be prais'd. |

We hciaE the in time of need,

The naked clothe, the Mimgry feed,
*Tis our foundation ftone :

We build upon the noblett plan,

For friendfhip rivets man te mas,
And makes us all as one.

Still'louder, Fame! thy trumpet blow ;
t all the diftant regions know
-.Free Mafonry is thine : -
Almighty Wifdom gave it birth,
And Heaven has fix'd it here on earth,
A type of future blifs.
- £

END OF THE SONGS.
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COLLECTION
oY TH®2
NEWEST
COTILLIONS

AND *

COUNTRYDANCES.

v

COTILLIONS.

,CA IRA.

BA LANCE all eight, then half round, the fame back a
gain, 1%t and 2d couple (oppofite) take your partner with
both hands, chafle with her to your fide with five fteps,
back again to ycur places, balance with the oppofite dou.
ple, then crofs hands half round, back again with four
hands round, a gentleman with the lady oppnfite balance
in the middle, and fet, the other genteman with the op-
pofite lady do the fame, rightand left quite round until to

ur places,~—The third and fourth couples do the fame
gures.

. LE PANTALOON.
All round, 1ft and ad couples (oppefite) right and left

quite found, turn your partners quite round, then balance
Bs
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all four in the middle, chafle 4, back again, take your part.
per with both hands, go round to the oppofite couple, the
oppofite couples do the fame, fo every one come to their
former places, then all 8 chefle, back again, every gentle-
man balance with his partner, and turn her quite round.—
Third and fourth couples do the fame figures.

THE csgvm‘hz-

All round, firft couple fet to the left couple, then the o-
ther couples, chaffe all 4, back again, face to the laft cou-
ple, and right'and left quite reund, face to your pertner,
chaffe only five fleps, back again, turn your partner to her
former place : The fecond couple to the left perform the
fame figures, and [o tbe third apd fourth couples.

- )
THE CONVENTION.
May be danced with the tune of"Yerk Fufiliers.]

All round, firft aod oppofite cauples, balance in the
middle, fet, and turn contrary partners, and retreat to
your places, the otlier two couples do the fame, chaffe all
eight and turn the lady to your right quite round chaffe
back to your places and turn the lady to your left, then
forra two lines long way foug each fide b‘alancc, crofs hands
four, each corners, balance again, and crofs hands back,
aud come to your former places.

LA FAYETTE FOREVER.

All round, chafle four open, back again, balance in the
middle, then half right and left, the gentleman balanee and
tura the ladies to their left hand only haif way, fet, chaffe
)a Marquifsall cight, that you may be in your former pla-
ces : lhe thiyd apd fourth couples do the fame.

GERMAN SPA,

All round, the two oppofite couples take your partner's
bauds, and change pluces ; chafle 4 only five feps, fo bagk
again, balance in the middle, fct, half crofs hands that you
may be in vour places, the fame couple turn contrary part.
ners eppofite, then turn your own with vour right hand
haill way, balance with your pastoer, fet, half x%ht and
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left with the oppofite, couples, which brings you to your
former places ;—the other two couple do the fame. |

_. LA GUILLOTINE. :
All round, two oppofite couples balance oppofite each
other and take contrary partners, crofs between the othet
two couples that you may be in your former places ; then
fet with the lady to your right hand and turn her quite
round, the other two couples go the whole figure as the
firk and fecond couples, then form two lines all eight, and
take the oppofite lady with both hands and haize until to
your places ; then balance with your partner and tura hee
quite round.

MISS CHANDLER'’s COTILLIQN.

All round, right and left all eight haif round watil you
meet your partners, then allemand with your partaers un-
til to your tormer places, chaffe all eight, turn the lady to
your right quite round, chaffe back again and tura the lady

to your lett, then balance with your partoer and turn her
quite round,

THE JACOBIN CLUB.

All round, a gentleman turn the opnofite lady with his
right hand half way, and nigadoon, then turn the fame la-
dy with the left hand, that fhe may place herfelf between
the fecond couple, and the gentleman between the third
couple, baiance fix and fet, the fame eman torn the
fame lady with his right hand only halt way that they may
be both oppolite to their former places, balance with the
lady and wrn te your right Gde into vour places ; thep all
e:ghe balance, fet, and turn yougpartners quite round with
bmh‘:ands, every gentieman do the {ame with the oppo-
fite lady.

u. 8. The fccond part of the tane mulk be repeated or
played four times, aad ecad with a dispe,
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m

LA BELLE CATHARINE.

B.\LANCE 4, then half right and left—the fame back |

again, lead down the middle, up again, and caft off one. |
couple, then 6 hands round, back again.

‘THE CORN PLANTER.

Lead down the middle, up again, cafl off one couple, I
the gentleman fet to the third lady, and the lady fet to the .
fecond gentleman, then change hands with your partner, |
fet to the fecond lady, and your partner do the fame to the
third gentleman, four hands half round at the bottom,
back again, right and lcft at top. p

THE NEW POMP ROOM.
Caft off two couples, up again, four hands half round at
top, back again, lead down the middle, up again and caft
off one couple, right and left atop.

GRIF]\TH’S FANCY.

The fitft gentleman crofs between the fecond and third
ladics, his partner do the fame between the fecond and
third gentlemen, balance fix, and fet, then turn your part-
ner half way, four hands crols half round at bottom, back
again, right and left at top.

CONSTANCY. |
Crols hands half round at too, back again, lead down
the m:ddle, up again, and caft off one couple, balance fix,
fet and turn your partner quite round, right and left at top.

THE WIDOW DIXON. }
Crofs hands half round at top, back again, fecond an
thir couples four hands round, back again, firft couple
lead down the middle, up again, and caft off one couple, |
fet corners, then chafle with your partner back again,
2 e
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LADY BUCKLEY’s WHIM.

Caft off two couples, up again, lead down the middle,
up again, the gentleman ftand between the top couple, and
his partner between the third couple, balance all fix in the
middle, and turn your partner, right and left at top,

THE FRISKY.

Turn the fecond gentleman, then the gentleman turn the
fecond lady, and retire to your places, lead down the
middle, up again, caft off one couple, turn your partner
with your right hand half way, back again with your left

hand, 6 hands half round, back agaia.
THE YOUNG WIDOW.,

Four hands acrofs half round at top, back again, lead
down the middle, and turn your partner half way, then vp
again, and caft off one couple, the firt gentleman ftand be-
tween the {ccond and third ladies, fo his partner, between
the fecond and third gentleman, balance all fix, then all
balf way round, firR couple fland flill; when the fecond
and third couples balance in the middle, and half right
and left, {o every one come to their former places.

THE IMPERITAL.
Balanoe three ‘couples, change places, back again, lead
down the middle, up again; and caft off one couple, right
and left at top.

ALLEMAND SWISS.
[ Vith a new Figure
Crofs four hands at top, half round, back again, caft off
one couple, fet, balance fix, and fet, then four hands round
at the bottom, back again, right and left at top.

WHITE COCKADE.
Catt off two couples, up again, lead down the middle,
up again, caft off one couple, crofs hands at bottom, half
round, back sgain, right aad left at top.
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THE GRACES.
[ With a new and eafy Figure for the dancer.]

Firft and fecond couples balance at top, the two ladies
give both handsand crofs between the firft and fecond gen-
tlemen, changing fides, balance again as before, and all ge
to your former places, four hands half round at top, tura
your partner with your right hand, crofs hands back again
lcad down one couple, up at top, and caft off and i'lan&_
between the fecond and third couples, then balance all fixg
firk couple turn partner quite round, right and left.

RHODEISLAND MARCH.

Crofs four hands at top half round, back again, lead !
down tle middle, up again, and caft off one couple, bal-
ance with your partner, turn quite round, right and leftat -

top.

FISHER’s HORNPIPE.
Caft off two couples, up again, lead down the middle,
up 2gain, and caft off one couple, crofs hands at thc bote
tom right and left at top.

WASHINGTON FOREVER.

Turn your pariner with your rnight hand, fet, back azain
with the left hand, lead down the middle, up again, caft
off one couple, turn coiuers, challe with your partrer,
back again,

THE MACARONI.

Balance with your partner and tuin her quite round,
down the middlec, up again, calt off one couple, four hands
bzif round, beck again, balauce fix, then right ard left at
tCp.

CHARIOTTE M'CARTY.
-+ Caft off cue ceouple, fet, the fecend couple do the fame,
lead down the middic, up again, and cait off one coupic,
fax hands 1ound. ~
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| PRETTY NANCY.

Crofs over the firft and fecond couples, balance at the
bottom, then turn your pariner, crofs hands at bottom,
right and left at top.

THE HUMOUR OF BOSTON.
Caft off two couples, back again, four hands round at
p, lead down the middle, up azain, and caft off one
uple, fix hands round.

o
ALL GOES RIGHT.
.» Balance fix, and change places, {o back again, lead down
" the middle, up again, cait off one couple, right and left at
top.

SEA FLOWER.

Crofs four hands, half round, back again, chafle only
the firft couple, firft gentieman fet with fecond lady, and
his partner with the fecond gentleman, chaffe back again,
then turn the {econd couple, that you may be between the
fecond and third couples,

ILIOVE FOREVER.

Crofs hands four half round, back again, fecond and
third couples four hands round, back again, firlt couple
cait off two couvles, come up through the middle, while
the fecond couple do the fame, then the firft couple caft
off the fecond couple, right and left at top.

GREENFIELD ASSEMBLY.

Caft off onc couple, fet, caft cflanother couple, fet, four
~ hands half round wiik the third couple, back again, lead

up and caft off the fecond couple, balance fix, fet, right
and left at top.

THE SEASONS.

" Four hands acrofs half round , back again, three firft cou-
ples allemand Juite round, lead down in the middle, up

again, calt off, ax hauds haif reund, back again, right and
lcft at ton.
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ORANGE TREE.

Firft and third couples balance, half turn partners and
balance, the firft conple foot it down out fides, third cou.
ple lead up the middle, balance, half turn panncr and bal-
snce, firft couple lead up the mxddle, third couple foot it
down out fides, caft off one couple, tix hands half round,
back: again, nght and lcft.

YORK FUSILIERS, |

Firt and fecond gentlemen pn!a to ladies f{ide, Tadied l
lcad 1o gentlcmens fide, back again, down in the umedl
up agawn, caft off, wurn corners, aud lcad out idcs wx&
your partucr,

GERMAN SPA.
Balance two couples, then crofs hands haif way, the
fame back again, lead down the middic, up again "and
ceit off onc couple, right and left at top,

BOSTON ASSEMBLY.
Four hands acrofs half round, back again, the fame alle-
mand, lead down in the miadle, up again, calt off, {ix
hands halt round, back again, right and left.

STEP TO JRELAND.

Balance four, half right and lcft, the {ame back again,

lead down the mndalc up sgain and calt off one couple,
{ix hands round, back agam

LA THEODORE.
Balaace fix, then half 1ound, the fame back again, le: xd

down the m:ddl( up agaio and caft off onc uot._ni., tuin
your partner quigc round, then right aud Icfiat top.

THE DUNKITIIN ITOUSE. ;
Firft gentleman thiree Lands half tound with the aft and
ed ladics, 1ft lady do the fame with the 11t apd 2d gep
tlemen, lead down in the midd!c, up zguia aad caft v
ene couple, right and lcft at top.

\ ~
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THE ROAD TO RUIN.

Firft and fecond couple fcot it ana change fides ; the
fame back again ; lead down the middie, up again ; firtt
#nd {econd pouflette quite round,

THE SHEPHERDS HOLIDAY.

Firft Geuileman ghangc places with the fecond Lady ;
firit Lady change places with the fecond Gentleman ; the
fame back again ; lead down the middle, up one ceuple ;
right and left.

]OCKEY OF THE GREEN.
Chan e fides, and back again; right hands acrofs half
round, and back again ; lcad down the middle, up again;
and caft off hands {ix round..

THE FEMALE SOLDIER.
Catt oft two couple, up agan ; change fides, and back
ognn ; lead down, up again, and caﬁ off; right and left. -

LEAP YEAR.
Caft off two couple, up again; right hands acrofs half
round, and back again; crofs over one couple, turn your
partner; right and left,

THE SUN FLOWER. N
Firft couple allemande, fecond couple do the fame ; lead

down the middle, up azain; right and left.

LN
,"-:w)),_; v
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