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ADVERTISEMENT.

THE favcrable recepticn <which
works of a poctic mature have st v ith
in PuBLie; thejalutary eff-8 thzy weve
hed in foftening the brow cof care, exiit-
ing bilarity around the fofhive board a: 2
difpesfing :bat umw:lc:me vifitant mel-
anchow, wkich )7 often affails thaf: who
cexfinz themfelves eviirely 10 logical ji4d-
fes, bas irxduced the Eo1TokS &) under-
take the fuljuined w.rk, wkich, ;o render
more terefiing and inflrullive, they bave
leleS1-2 <oith  the great:ff precaution,
ivem iforent authars, fuch picees as may
wilhsut exargeration, be termed ¥ crnaf-
{ian Flowers.
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SONG I

A YRDERAL ODE,

YE Soas of Columbia, unite in the caufe
Of Liberty Juﬂ:lce, Religion and Laws,
Should foes then invade us, to baatle we'l! his,
For the God of our fathers will be our A4Z;.
Should Frenchmén advance, tho’ Eurcpe join
France,

Defigaing our conque& and plunder,
Un:ted and fice, we ever wi'l be,

And our cannon thall t=ll them in thunder,
That /oa to oxr freedom we'll ecer dify,
Taii the Continent fints, and the oiean ts dry,

When Britain affail’d us, undaunted we ftood,
Defended the land we haa purchas’d w.th
blooa,
Our liberty won, and it fhall be our baait,
If the old woitld united fhould menace our
coz’l,
5:0uld mii ons invade, in terror array’a,
And k.« asour freedom {uirender,
QOur c untry thev’d find with bayonets lin'd,
And \'ASHIVGTO\! here to defend her,

Eor $oes ta our freedomy &6y




¢ THE RCRO,
. We are anxious that peace may continus her
reign 3
We chetiﬂ:gnthc victues which fport in her
tram.
Our hearts ever melt when the {atheriefs figh,
And we fhiver ar Horro:’s funeral cry ;
But ft li tho’ we prize that child of the fkies,
We'll never like f:ves be accofted,
In a war of defence, cur nicans are immenfe,
Aand we'il fzht ©ll ourallis exnaufted,
For foes to our freedom, Ge.
The Eagle of freedom with rapture behold
O’er {thadyw vur land with his plurage of gold;
The flcod-g:tes of glory are open’d on h:gn,
And arren and Maier defcend from the iky,
They came from atove with a me{lage of love,
They bid us be irm anu d=c:ded,
At liberty’s call, unite one and Jll,
For you conquer uriefs you’:e aivided,
UN1TE, and the fees of your freedom, &3¢,

Americans, feek no occafion for war !
The rude deeds of rapine ft:il ever abhor,
But, ifindefence of your nights youthould arm,
Let no 10:ls d:fccurage, nor danger aiarm ;
ror foes 1o your peace will ever increafe,

If freedom and fame you fhould barter,
Let thofe rights be yours, while Creation en-

dures,
ForOMNIPOTENCE gave you the Caax.

TER,

Then foes to our frecdem, 8,
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SONG.IL

ZTHE BOSTON PATRIOTIC SONG,
Written 5y THOMAS PAINE, a. u.

E fons of Columbia who bravely have
fought,
For thote rigats, which unftain’d from your
Sires had detcended,
BMay you iong taite the bicflings your valor
has baught,
And your {.ns reap the foil, which their
fathers de‘ended.
Mid the 1eign of mild peace,
M.y vour nation -ncreafe,
Wit~ the glory of Rome, acd the wifdom of
Greece :
An 1 n’er mav tne ‘ons of Columbia &2 flaves,
Waw coccarchbarsaslant, 7 the fea roldsits avaves,

In a ¢] me, whoie rich vales feed the mar:s of
the world,
Whofe fhores are unfhaken by EKurope's
commotlicn,
The Trident of Commerce fhou'd never bs
hurl'd,
Toiacence t.oelegitimate power cf the ocean,
Bur fhouid I':rates invade,
Though in thurder array’d,
Let vour cannon declare the free charter of
Tranx,
£or ne'er fall) &2,
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The fame of our arms, of ourlaws themild {way,
And }uﬂ!y ennoble our nation in ftory,
Tillthe darii clouds of Faiticn obicure our young
day,
And em'leop'd the fun of American glory.
B ut let Traitors be told.
Who their Country have foid,
And barter’d therr God for his image in
gosd..
That ne’er fhadl, C?f.

While France her huge limbs bathes recumbent
in blood,
And fociety’s bafe threats with wide diffo -
lution ;
May Peace like the Dove, who return’d from
the flood
Find an Ark of abode in our mild CoxsTi.
TUTION !
But though Peack isouraim,
Yet the boon we dilclaim,
If bought by our Sov’reiguty, Juftice, or
Fame.

forne'er fnally, .

"Tisthe fire of the flint, cach American warms;
Let Rume’s haughty vitors beware of col-
liion !
Let them bring all the vaflals of Ecrope in
arms,
We're A WORLD =v cvrserves, and
d-fdain a aivinoen !
“While, with patriot pride,
To ~ur laws we're ally’d,
No fcecan fobdue uc—no tattion divide.
tor ne'er frally Ec.
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®ur mountains are crown’d with imperial Oax,
Whote roots, 1.Lke our Liberty, ages have
rourifh’'d ; .
Bat long ere our hation fubmits to the yoke,
Not a vee {hali be leit on the licld where 1t
houafh'd,
~“hould invaiien 1mr)cnd
Lv €1y grove woul id d~icend,
From the hill- -tops, they thaded, cur fhores
toy dﬂ‘cnr_‘i.
For ne'er f13lV, e,

-1, 0.

Let our patniots deftroy Amnarch’s peftilent
worm,
Left our Libe:ty’: growth thouidbe check’d
by curiohion s
Thenlet cicuds thicken round us,we beed not
the iturm
Our rz.i: fears no fhock, but the éaiti’s
G i cxploi'ox..
Fogs Wil usin vain,
Thou:h then [icets m.dgc the main,
For our aliats and laws with oar lives we'il
manam g
Jnd neler fualt, O

Sheuid the 'cm')'(‘ of warovml’hauow oar land,
Its boits ceuld ne’er rend Firiedom's tempie
aumiu.
Tor, unm .v'd. at itz portal would WasHin .«
TON dand
And repul wi:h ‘s Breafl, the aﬂ"uut
tee Thunder !
Itistword !rom the fleep
(,f its fcabsard weuld leap,

[~
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And condul with it point, every fahh te
the deep.
For nc’er fhall, &c.

Let Fameto the world icund America’s voices
No intrigue can her {ons o et govern-
ment {ever ;
Her pride is her A pams—his laws ars her
choice,
And ‘hall flourifh, till liberty flumber forever,
Then unite heart and hand,
Like Leonidas’ band
And {wear by the Gobo of the oceanand land,

That ne’er fhall the fons of Columbia be
While the earth bears a plant,or the fea "ﬁaw t£s wavese
SONG 11L

Hail ye Herves! Heaven- bom band,
Who foug'\t and bled in freedom’s caufe,
\Who fought and bled in freedom’s caufe,
And when the ftorm of war was gone,
E.10y’d the peace your vaior won,
Let Inpe?ENDENCE be our boaft,
Ever m.ndful what it coft ;
Ever gratetui for the pr-ze,
Let its aitar 1each the fkies,
Firm—umicd—let us o¢,
Kaliying round our héerty ;
As a band o} brothers jo:n'd,
Peace and jafety we fhall fird,

IuxorTAL PaTR1OTS ! rile once more,
Bcfend your rights, aefend your fhora 3

HAIL Corumera ! happyland;
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Let no rude foe with impious haad,

Let no rude foe with impious hand,
Invade the thrine where facred lies
'Of 101l and blood the well-carn’d prize.

\While cffering peace fincere and juft,

In Heaven we place 2 manly truit,

That truth and juftice will prevail,

And every {cheme of bondage fail.

Firm—-umted, &3:.

Sound, found the trump of fame,
Let WasHINGTONS great name,
Ring thro’ the world with lcud applaufe,
Ring thro’ the woild with loud appizufe,
Let every clime to Freedom, dear,
Liften with a jovful ear.
With equal {kili and Ged-like powet,
He governs in the feai ful hour
Of horrid war, or guides with eafe
Tke happier t'mes «f honeft peace.
Form—united, 3¢,

Behcld the Cuier who now commands,
Once more to {erve his country fiands—
The Rock on which the ftorm will beai,
The Rock on whith ihe itorm will bea:,
But arm’d with virtue, irm and true,
Xis hopes are fix’d on Heaven and You,
When hope was fisking in difmay,
And glooms obicur'd Columbia’s day,
His fteady mind from changes freg,
Relulv'd on Deatt: or Liberty,
Firm--united—lei us be,
Ra!ying round our li*erty ¢
As a band 0,“ lrgshers ;:iiﬂ'do
Peacs ciud fafcty me jrall fing,
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SONGC 1V,
OME kail ke d cav, ve feusof '“"'h,
W e FaVe Yoo native counivy Bing,
RYHE PH RN m" »ytant hour
Let acmiraticn mark the duv,
Wh c".} thers to their fons (34
ree, tii ime's no more ?

.nl
' bs

Co}urndta‘s fons have rear’aa t.“,
{2 oo, !..c brauch, are L.‘LC'

E: 'p'- ing far and wads :
Refu's 52 \eaxs. have roil’d aw
Since Yicecom bleft America—

1.ke thide, two thoufanid giice.

J’

\Vhen me 'c\e: dGrorcE Wasugx ‘GTO Y,
Nce: fom eft=tt:ons he biad wan,

But irom lhc hc:gh' of czre;
He =it 1he 1eins of guvernmen;,

To ks fucecflor’s anagement,
Qunretird w .1!‘ 00ife and war,

O sutde, ve gods, this rev'rend {aze,
L( (l\ ne’ S WUW D il‘t "\'\Qp ot al®

fnen footh 2us cares to re{t
Yet, mav his virines itve amuin,

Te vinddentethe Xights of vm,
Of wh.ch we gre pofelz’d.

9

Toux Aax £s, with a h*nfh 'd mind,
Columb: «chofcn fon, wme! n e
‘tc take th’ 1mpo tast chair g
The bero takes the eins, and gudes
£menica, Tgainll winde aad udcs,
ic £hun dcgndmg w
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Buat, if to war’s terrifhc found,

‘e muit devo:e fair f:eedom’s ground,
To ftata with blood us ol :

Then rRoUss, AMzricans, and {how,

That vou caa wealth, or lite beftow,
Ere rREELDUM meels 4 foil,

Shouid Europe’s faltions once attempt,
T’ anmhilate our governmeni,

Or tread upon our fhore ;
Burgoyn'd, Cornwallis’a, they would be,
Or Arno:d like, this country flee,

Or fall; to rile no more,

Ther hail the day, ye foas of mirth,
Wh:ch gave your natve country pirth,
All nail th” impcriant hour :

I.et aamiration mark the dav.
\When tathers to their fon: gid fay,
Be fice, tll time’s wo mors !

SONG V,

OD fave the United States,
Free from the worit of fatcs,
Vile Gailic {way,
May they forever be,
Juii, Inc:zpendent, free,
L:berty's nurlery,
\V:thout diftaay.
O God, great Apaus {ave,
The firm, the good, the brava,
Who now commands.
AMav every enemy,
Far from hus preicnce dee,
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THE BECENO,

Aad be direanarchy,
Crufh’d by his hands,

Save too great WASHINCTON,
Columbia’s deareit fon,

To be our fhield.
\Wten war’s renew’d alarms,
Shall call agdin to arms,

And threat’ning danger warns
Us 1o the feid,

« O Lord, our God anife,
® Scaiter our enzmies,
¢« And make them fall,
& Confound their politics,
¢ Fruftrate their knavith tricks,
¢« On tae our hopes are fix’'d,
¢ () fave us all.”

].et all with one confent,
Unite with Gouvernment,
Our rights to guaid.
May jarning difcord ceale,
Qur fociai joys increalc,
And {miling Heaven-born peace
B our Keward,
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SONG VL

ING Yankee Doodle, that fine tune,
Americans delight 12
It fuits for peace, 1t {uits for fun,
It {uits as well for fighting.
Yance: doozle (mind the tune )
Yunk:e doodle dandy,
If Frenckmen come aith naked bumy
IFe'll {pank *em hard ard handy.

To Ca Ira and Carmagnole,
Dire&’ry dance hike Neroes ;*
But Frenchmen’s fongs, {o full of wrengs
Are {corn’d by Y ankee heroes,
Yankee doodle, €3¢,

The Prefident, with geod intent,
Three Envoys femt to Pans,

But cinq Tetes.+ would not with ’em treat,
Of honor France {a barc 13,

Yankee duodle, &c.

Thro’ X. ara Y. and madame Sly,
Thev made demand of money ;

For as we're told, the French iuve gold,
As ftinging bees love honey,

Yankze doodle, €3c.

Nebuchadnezzar long ago,
Set up a golden image,

© Nero fddled while Rome was barmings
+ Proneunced, fank Tate,




1) THL XCP O,

Shaarach, Aisihach, Abdednigo,
‘\Vou':d o {4ll down n hemage.

"‘( arde, S
uit fo ci rq Tetes, with pride elate,
Of NMuzntnall, hinckrev, Gerry,
Demanc izt tany adose :md Pay,

Thz mirer to make meITy,

‘ &--.:L’c (cULQ.G(Q \a .

n2t Tat’evrand mght us trarpan,

And o'er the country found 1t ;
M= {eat his prilic © Aurora’s mill|

Aaad Scnﬁy' Fattion giound it.

L Vi
xull'(tCC uJ&... y Ll

But Marfhail came, with trump of fams;
f\nd brouz 't the nobie anfwer ;
itroue 2 5 ke he bad 1n {ozk,
Aea fm ra.xcvranu, Sir,
I anfce deodle, €¢e

-y -

“v'h frsud do the Dore&ory,
Deel in conceit and evil
Who Ventee told, for pow’er ard gold,
Weeuld il us to the Dev:l,
Yankee decdie, Ce,

Their *fernal hugs, may {queezs Dutch buge,
But we will pave no mafter ; ¢,
rnd wh 12 the Swife, Sanc®* Culottes kifs,
We'il ipread a viiiter olailer,

Yan'icr ar Z'.’, QB‘.
Amernicans, hen {lv 1o arms
, tazs s el ’
\ d learn the way to ufa’em ¢
——— — —
o

1. €. n.“':': breechze,

1r-




TN XIEH O,
if cach map fights to “fend his rights,
The French can’t long abuie "em
Yankee doodle, &3c.
Bold Apaxs did, in feventy-fix,
Our Independence fign, Sir;
And he will not, give up a jot,
Tho’ ail the world combine Sir.
Yankee doodle, &3c.

Let every man, adopt his plan,
L:ke brothers ftick together ;
Then ali the threats, of vile cing Tetes,
Will never weigh a feather.
Yankes doodle. $3c.
If weare firm, peace will return,
Sweet peace, the vary dandy ;
Mav they that flinch, a fingle inch,
Ne’er tafte the fugar candy.
Yank-e doodie fmind the tune )
Yankee dood!e dandy,
If Frenchmen come, with naked bum,
We'll {pank ‘en kard and handy.

SONG VII

Tus FARMER’s PATRIOTIC ODE,

Tune——Vicar ¢t Bray.
ROM th’ {oil our fathers dearly bo't,
No foe their fons fhall fever s

The laws, for which our heroes fought,

Shall guard their rights forever.
Waen fees invade, acith heart and hard,

W'l cresed the freld of a&lion

]
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From GalFc weeds. we'll purge our laadly
And crupm the reptile falion,

Ere Jacobins fhall lord it here,
Ot we for Frenchmen laber
The pruning hook fhall dart, a -Zemy
The ploughfhare glow, a fusre 2
When foes, &c.
Let Gallie’s pirates crofs the waves,
To &fk a contribution 3
On land, we'll poirt them to their graves,
By Sea, the ConsTiTuTIONX,
When foes, &,
Our {wains fhall quit their lover’s arms,
And Washincron fhall l=ad ’em ;
The hufband leave domeftic charms,
Ana know no friend, bui Frecdom,
IWhen foes, &,
The frec-born child, the tender wife,
Sh:al. braves each {ud d.{atter ;
The wolt’s diead vell, the {avage knifeg
But, {purn a Gallic mafter,
When foes winvade, Co'umbia’s fricads
“hall crowd th: field of aftion,
Baik tc the waves repel the fiends,
. That jow the fe:ds of faltion.,

SONG Vil§

O the ftandard repa’s,
Each joliy bald Tar,
Our Country calls loudly 1o arms ¢
T each the bullies of France




THE EENHO lg
The fam’d Yankee-dance,
*Tis Freedom our boloms that wurms.

Let the beau TaALiEY RAND,
With his fnuff bux in hard,
Afk again a doceur for admiffion ;
Come here Monfieur Frog,
Take 2 tiff of our grog,
And we’ll fhew youa Yankeecommifhion,

Do you thizk Gallic Croaws,
Can catch us adoze,
While florm: are thick gath’ring aloft ;
Pardonnez Monfieur,
Our L:brrty’sdear,
You’li not ind us with {culls quite fo foft,

Each day a new fhip,
With her anchor atrip,
1s 2rm’d, and the Eagle full fpread ;
I¥ America ftoops,
And her fons bzcone dupes,
It muft be when her Tars aie all dead.

Come each honeft fou),
Pafs around the full bowl,
To ADAMS our glorious head ;
Thank the good Gads above,
Wio America love,.-.
Great WASIIING TON too is not dead !

Mother Cary’s foul troud,
Can do you nc good,
While fuch Worthies America lead :
Our Caprains are bold,
And de{nife fecret gold,
Our coin, boys, is Iron and Lead.
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SONG IX.

Tune—Lafs of Rickmond Hill

AlL, v:8orious Freepox, hail ¢
{ Tay flame illumes the world :
di.v caufe thatl evernore prevail—

Whiie nuspot1s down are hurl’d,

- Bl g the glals,
And ey .t pals,
Lzt Fazevos’s health go round =
Irom goe o sole
Iier thuscigos el
Ard godaika varee refounds.
Cheer ¢ Corvxera, ve'er difmay—
brig. QUELN©OF GLOAY Rife ;
Ruis poraies on the SEMIBCTLe pPrey—
1 aims, thy Hero cries,.
He again command; -~
Thy patriot bands, - o
Wt erior ne'er difmayd: ‘
Bit wauh dchight e -
Detends wneir right— o
Caun FruermeN be afraid P

Suu.—‘.d, {..and the trump—the Chiefappmts;
Gicat Waspivgron commands ;3
He's comz 1o iooth CoLtuMBIA®S feary

ArnLd ieaa rer patnot banas,
No.w with huzzas
Ana lad apulaule
Soung, { .una aloud rag famc;
Al Ry comugnd
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We ready ftand
To take the ficld again.
Now let bold Freepou raife her voice,
By Tyraats undifmay'd ;
May all the wo:id, with us rejoice
To fee her Flag difplay’d.
Independent we
Wil ever be;
Let baugkty Evrore fes,
That while w:th gore
They drench each fhore,
ANMERICA 15 FREE.

SONG X,

COME all Grenadiers let us join hand iz
hand,
And [wear by our country moft truly to flard s
Round the banners of liberiy mantully rangc,
Refolv’d to preferve it unblem:ifh’d by change.
And fhould our proud foes in their infuics
perfift,
Their arts as their arms we will frmly refift ;
For our glorwous freedom we drew with cur treats;
And with it we'll kecp w unjully’d 1Y) d:atk.
Our caufe truly noble, and honor cur guide,
The defence of our couatry fhall e’er be our
pride,
Determin’d her dear Independence tq guard?
In her happinefs only we'il teek our reward,
For her ev'ty labor endui’d wiii he fweer,
For her ev’iy denger we'll cheeriuliy mect,
For qur glorigus, &,
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From our father who gain’d it, our freedom
| we hold,
And itneerby t air fons fhall be cowardly fold,
To g-.2rd 1t our fortunes thall freely be fpent;
But to buy it. Cotuxpia willneergivea cent :
T:-en let :t by Fieachmen be wellunderftond,
That if we muft rurchale, our price is, our
BLOWD,
For our glorious, &

SO NG XL

ON the green fedgy banks of the fweet wind-
ing Tay,
As blithe asthe woodlark that carolsin May---
1 paft the gay moments with joy and delight,
Forpeacecheer’d the morn and conteat crown’d
the night :
Till love taught young hope, my youth tode-
ceive,
What we wifh to be true,lovebidsusbelieve,

‘Wherever § wander o’er hill, dale, or grove,

Young Sandy will follow with {weet tales of
love ;

Enraptur’d he vow’d with a kifs and a figh,

If Jemmy proves cruel, Alas! 1 muft dic!

A y.outh fo engaging, with eafe might deceive,

What we with to be true, love bids us believe.

He flole my fond heart, then he left me to
mourn,

¥cr peace and contentment which ne'er can
return

From the clown to the beau, the fex are all art,
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They complain of the wound but we feel not
the fmart ;

We join ia the fraud,and ourfeives we deceive,

What we wifh o be true, love bids us believe.

SONG Xl

HEPHERDS I have loft my love,
S Have you {cen my Anna?
Piide of every {hady grove,

Upon the banks of Banna.

I ®or her my home ferfook,
.vear yon mifty raountain,

Left my flock, my pipe, my crook,
Greon wood, fh.de and fountain,

Never fhall I fee them more,
Until her returning ;

Al the joy: of life are o’er,
rom gladnefs chang’d to moumin‘.

Whither is my charmer flown !
Shepherds tell me whither !
Ahl woe me, perhaps the’s gone

Forever and forever.

SONG XIIIL

DESCRIPTION OF A WOMAN,
Wniten by a Man.

WOMAN islike to—but ftay—-
What a2 Womaun is I:ke who can fay 3
Lhers’s no living with or witheut ono—
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1.ove bites Like a fly,
Now an ear, noOw an eyC—=

Buz. buz, always buzzing about one,
\Vhen fhe’s tender and kind,

She 1c hike to my mind,

(And Farny was {o, I remember.)

She’s itke to—Oh dear !
She’s a5 good very near

As arire meiting peach in September,

If {he laugh and fhe chat,
Piay, juke, and all that,

And wita {miles and good humour fhie meets me,
Shte’s like a rich difh, ‘
Ot ven’ion and fifh,

That criesfrom thes table ¢ ccme eat me.™
But fhe’ll plague yecu, and vex you,
Diftra& and perplex you,

Falle hearted and ranging,
Uufettled and changing,

What then co vou think fhe islike ?

L:ke a f{ard ? Lke arock ?
L ke a wheel ? like a clock P

Aye, hke a clock that is alway s at ftrike,
Her head’s hike the ifland ¢clks teil on, ~
Which nothmg but monkies can dweli ony
Her hearc’s hike a lemon--fo n:ce,

She carves for each lovera {lice:

In truth fhe’s to me,

Like 10 wind, hke the fea,

Whnole raging will hearken to ng man

Like a mill,
Like a pill,
Like a flail,
Like a whale, "




ensg s0u b, h
Like an afs,
Like a glafs,
Whofe image is conftant t6 no man:
Like a flow’r,
Like a fhow’r,
Like a fly,
Like a pye,
Like a pza,
Like a flea,
Like a thief,
Like—in brief,
She’s like nothing on earth, but 2 womaxs.

s ONG XIV.

BESCRIPTION OF A MAN,
Writien 5y a Woman,
MAN, he i3 like to—Dbut ftay,
A To what he’s unlike, who can {ay ¢
And yet we can {carce do without him ;
Love fets in his breaft
Like 2 hen on her nelt,
And his chickens are {cratching about him,

When he’s pleas’d I am fqueez’d,
When he's not I am teaz'd,

And | never can tell vhereto ind him ; °
He 15 like an old horfe, :
Worth but little and ciofs,

And 2 woman is foolifh to mind him.

If he chance to but {m'le,
And look pleafant a while,
And come chattering round like a chicken—
R

R
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He is like a gay lark,
But a falfc hearted {park, L
And his feathers are fcarcely worth pickings~

But when he is vext,

Confus’d and pcrplcxt,

Drce:tful and vicious,

Eaie, faife, and mahcmus,
He s &k ke—-hard to { peak it m)feif--

ile 15 Like to-a‘ac

L ke a frake in the grafs,
Hc is then, only then, like himfelf,
}H:s head’s like a bu:cher’s fuli fhop,
Bzef, mutton and poik, 6r what not :
Hius heard’s like 2 pail of cld fwill,
Which the offsl contributes to nll

1= thort, to a wife,
He ts I'ke a cale knife,
To cut up my ceke or my cheefe;
Like a faint when he’s c:vil,
Bt if not, Likke the devil;
But w:ll tain to whatever he pleafe 3

To a hog. to a dog,
To a hate, t0 a ocar,
Whofe cruelty yicldeth to no man;
L ke a moute, like a guole,
Like a nuule, like a fuos,
L:kea lanz l:ke a vane,
Like « leaf, like—n bref,
He's like cvery thing cilc, but a Wonaw,
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SONG XV,

Tune—Rule Britanta.

HEN Britain with delpotic fway,
Would at her feet our freedom lay,
Weuid az, &<,
We rais'd the Standard—to arms, to arms, we.
cry’d,
Gur patriots fought—they bled, they di’d.
Independent Columbians, they would be,
Refolv’d to terifh, or be free.

Gr=at WasHiNGTON did then command ;
He led the bold heroic band,
He led, &c.
They fought and cenquer’d—Columbia’s Sona
Wwere free,
Refolv’d on death or liberty.
Independent Col-ombtans they would ke,
Rejolv’d to terijn, or be free.
When France her ftruggle firft began
For lhiberty, the rights of men,
For liberty, &c.
Glowing with ardor-—with ardor in her caufe,
We [corn’d that Kings thould give her laws.
Jadependent--may Galiia fiill be free,
They foushe at firft for Liberty,
But Fracce, you now forget your friend,
Our amity is at an end,
Our amity, &c,
You rob our commnerce, infultus on our coak,
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Divide and conguer, is your boaft.
Kncw groud Frenchwen, united we will b,
Refolv’d to perrfh or ve free.

Shall we to France a tribute pay,
Or at her feet our freedom lay,
Or at, &e.
Forbid it Heav'n Columbia’s freemen cry,
We will be free or nobly die,
Know proud Frenchmen, uniied we wil! e,
Refolv’d on death or liberey,

United then with heart and hand,
Our conftitution firm fhall ftand,
Our conftitution, &c,
Thearaife the ftandard, let this your motto bej
Qur father’s fought, and fo wili we,
Hail Cclumbians, united vie nill be,
Like them we'll cenquer and be frec.

SO NG XV

T the found of the horm,
Woe rife in the morn,
And waken the woods as we thunder along 3
Yoix, yoix, tally-o,
After Reynard we ga,
While echo on echo redoubles the fong,

Not the fteeds of the {un
Our brave courfers out-run,
O’er the mound, horfe and hound, fee us bound
1o full cry :
Like Pheebus we rife
Te the height of the fkiss,
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And, carelefls of danger, five bars we dely.,
We w.ksn the woods, £3c.

At eve, Sir, we rufh,
And are clofe at his brufh ;
Already he dics—(ze him panting for breath,
Each fcat and defeat
W2 renew and repeat,
Regaid!=fs of Life. fo we’re in at the death.
' We waken the woods, Ec.

W ith a botdla at night,
‘We prolong the ael ght,
Much Trimbufh we praile, and the deels that
were acne @
And yoix, taily o,
The next morning we g9,
With Phabus 1o ennd, as we mount with the
iun.

SONG XVII

AIR liberty ! whom heaven gave
But where peculiariy it loves ;
And put off all it meart for flave
With orange bo+'rs and citron groves !
The children of the frczen noith,
Where nature hatf her gifts retains,
Are doom’d to tame the churl fh earth,
- For taftelefs fiu.ts, and tardy grains ;

Yet while their weary tafk they ply,

By thee their fainting {ouls are cheer’d ¥
o ftern unfeeling Lord isnigh,

No rods are {een, no chains are heard ¢
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S:ill as they guide the delving plough,
Or bind pale Autumn’s {canty ftore 3

To thee, their manly lives they vow,
To thee, their grateful ftrains they pour §

S ONG XVIII,

HE rofe had been wath’d, juft wath'dim
‘a Thow’r,
That Mary to Auna convey’d ;
A plentiful moifture encumber’d the fiow’r,
And weigh’d down 1its beautiful head.

The cup was al! fill’d, and the leaves were all
wet,
And fcem’d at a fanciful view,
To ween with regret for the buds it had left,
On the flourifhing bulh whereit grew,
I hallily leiz'd it, unfit as it was,
Lor a noie-3ay, fo dripping and drown’d,
And fhaking it ruaely-.-0o ruscly, alas !
I inaptit---1t fell to the gicund.

“ And fuch ” 1 exclaim’d ¢1s the pitilefs part,
Seme act by the dzlicate mind,
Regardle(s of wringing and breaking the heart,

Already to {orrow refign’d,
This beai::ful rofe, had I thaken it lefs,
Mizhthave bloom’d w th the cwner a while,
And e tear that is wip’d with a little acdiels,
May be fol.uw’d, pethaps, with a {mile,”
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SONG XIX.

ARK, hark, from thz woodiznds the loud
{fwelling hora
Invitesto the {ports of the chale,
How ruddy,how bright, and how cheerful the
mara,
How healthy and blooming each face.
To the grove with D:iana, X'l! haflen away,
Nor lofe the dehghis of the morn,
The hounds are all oat hark, hark forward, away,
While echo replics to the horn.

Cay health {t:1l attepds thro’ the {ports of tbe
held,
O’er mountain and vallev we £0:
The joy of the chafe, health and pieaiure cam
yieid,
No withesbevond it we know.
To the grove, .
QOur innocent paltimss each virgin may fhare,
And the cenfure of envy defv,
While Cupid {oon follow'd by g ief and def-
pair,
The blefling of youtk would deflioy.
do the grove, &c.

SONG XX,

WAKE from delufion, ye fors of the

brave ;

¢ Cries the Genius, that watches gur Freee
dom and Famc ;"
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Thv v'itue no ‘o"gcr frem rap'ne can fave,
dirce Galis’s 1ghe up of aicecfion tha
l..nn €,
Then tc arms ‘et’s retarr,
Hit'e cur uvo. gs AL the arr,
Jiat Frar.¢ und ll‘c wer.d may kIuH.
1rat a.r freciom, our fame,
And eur virtuous nume,
We grize asov. friendfiip and gold.
Away withti-e veil, which thy charity foread
O’cr the deeas of a naton, where tyrantq
prehdc :
g]mv .f thine can its influence thed,-
On the fiiends ofdeceplion, deitiuttion and
pride.

Then, G

Arife from thy bowers of contentment and eafe,
And giro ¢n the iwoid of thy verg:ance

anew,
For in vain wou!d thy wifiim their madnef(s
appe ale, :
Invain wiluiry cautiontieir ploitings putfue,
Then, (52,
Deep dy’d with the bleed cf the valxant and
g od,
And co: h’d with deformity, gu'lt and
defparr,
In the poral of peace, like demons, they’ve
&ufd
And pmfnn’d with venom fweet Liberty’s air,
llzcn, &se.

Yo freedom, to viitue and blifs they pretend,
Andvaugnungly offeiiedemptionio flaves 3
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‘While abroad thro’ the world their aflaffins
they {end,
And prove by each law that they glory im

knaves.

Th(ﬂ, &3¢ s

Rife, fcornful, my fons, from a frieadfhip fo
bafe,
And againbe the barner of freedom unfurl’d;
While time on his records Columbia fhall
place—

The pripe, the perLicut, and the s0AsT
of the worLp,

Then, E2c.

SONG XXI

I mezn when the cloth is remov’d?
r hearts are faft held by a cable,
While round the decanter 1s fhov’d,
The ladies all rife to retire,
We ftand up and look very grave 3
A bumper then draw round the fire,
Determin’d like {ouls to behave,

My fervant, he knows I'm a toper,
¢ Clean glafles, of wine a recruit !
He brings in a fix botile cooper,
And places it clofe at my foot.
I gingerly take up a botule,
The faw-duft | puff from his coat 3
The cork out, he l!:nge in the throtile,
But fweeter than Mira his note |

E

HOW bright are the jovs of thetable,
u
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¢ What gentleman coffee now choefes £
The compliment comes from the fair;
Nn genileman cufee refufes.
But not a mar ft rs from his chair,
Tho’ Frenchmen may do fo, 1 bar 1t,
Wuh Britfh pohitenels 1 think ;
While Moniieur we thank for his claret,
He neve: fhall teach us to drink.

Gay Hebe no v fhews in Apullo,
A ftruggle wixt claret andwit ;
For Bacchus infifts he fhall {wallow,
S x bumpess before he may fit.
Ye fair, why {o :ll thouid we treat you,
To part ere the botile is won ?
At fupper Apollc thall meet you,
And fhew you what Bacchus has done,

S ONG XXII

EAR Kathleen, you no doubt,
Find fl: ep how very fwee: *tis;
Dogs bark, aad cocks have crow'd outy
Y cu never dream how late ‘uis.
This morning gay,
i poft away,
To have w th you a bit of play,
Ontwo legs rd
Alongto tud
Good-motiow to your night-cap,

Laft night 3 Virle ~o-fy,
With wrifky. ale, and cvder,
I ofk*d vourg Benv Biowzy,
Te let me fu befide her,
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Her anger rofe,
And, {our as fl ves,
The iitrle g'pfey cock’d ber nole ;
Yet here I’ve nd
Along, to bid
Good m. row 1o your night-cap,.

¢ Beneath the hon:y fuckle,
T e daify and tae v 'iet
Compole {o fweze: a t1ackle,
Thev) temot you fure to fHoil it,
Sweet Sall and Bell
I’ve pleas’d you well——
But n 1d, I muit’nc kafs and tell,
do heve 've nid
Aiorg, to b:d
Good-moirow to your night-cap,”

S ONG XXIIL

[4

IMPLICITY ! thou fav’rite chiid
) Of heav'nly Naiure, caafte aad mild;
Sw=et gua d ot pla ful youth ;
1 ny nakeaneis 'sthy dcteice,
Thy tilent geft ire eluqg sence ;
Thy elogquence 1s truth,

Ah ! fay then, who cou'd irjure thee,
Nature’s lov’a babe—S mpi«cuy p
S [weet, (o chaft=, {0 mild :
The worlt of wretct.e:, who has no!
Thy parent’s t:aces iong torgoy,
Could never hurt 1t’s chuld,
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SONG XXIV,

HE wealthy feol with gold in ftore,
Will fill defire to grow richer,
Give me but thefe, I afk no more,
My charming girl, my friend and pitcher,
My friend, fo rare, my girl, fo faiv,
Rith fuch what mortal can be richer,
Give me but theje—a fig for care,
IVith my jweet giri, my friend and fatchery
Fron moming {un I'd never grieve,
To ot a hedger or aditcher,
If that when 1 come home at eve,
1 might enjoy my friend and pitcher,
My friend fo rare, &c.

Tho’ fortune ever fhuns my deor,
I know not what can fo bewitch her;
With all my heart—-can I be poor,
With my fweet girl, my friend, and pitgher ¥
My friend fo rare, &sc.

$ ON G XXV,

ISTRESS me with thoie tears no more,
Onec kifs, my love, and then adieu;
The lait boat deftin’d for the thore
Waits, deareft girl, alore for you.
Soan, {oon, before the l'ght winds borns,
Snall | be {ever’d from your fight ;
You, left the lonely hours to mourn,

And weep through many a Rormy night,
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I‘~

When far along the reftlefs deep,
In trim array the fhip fhall iteer;
Your form remembrance ft Il {hail keep,
Yourworth, affe&ion {t:ll revere :
And with the diftance from your eyes,
My love for you fhall be increas’d,
Asto the pole the needle lies,
And, fartheft off, ftill varies leaft.

While round the bow! the cheerful crew
Shali fing of triumphs on the main,

My thought thall fundly turn to you,
Of you alone fhall be my ftrain :

And when we've bow'd the leaguing foe,
Revengeful of my country’s wrong,

Returning home my heart fhall thew,
No A&ion grac’d my artiefs {ong,

SON G XXVI,

~\HO’ prudence may prefs me,
And duty diftrefs me,
Againft inclination, ah ! what can they do?
No longer a rover,
His follies are over,
My heart, my fond heart fays, my Henry is true,

The bee thus as changing,
From [weet to {weet ranging,

A rofe thould ke light on, ne’er wifhes to fRray ;
With raptuies poflefling, '
Inore ev'iy blefiing,

Till torn frem her bofom he flies far away,
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8 ONG XXVII.

OW bharpy the woman, whofe charms -

Gain {weet-hearts ftuck all in arow §

Trat it one thould defert from her arms, *
She {r:!i has two firings to her bow.

Shoald Thomas preve falfe—could he reb
My hrart of its quiet? Oh no—

Fo: if Thomas s gone there is Bob :
I ihill have two frings to my bow.

Then "uis not fo common a thing
Can vex me, 1’d have you to know ?
Since | kave two beaux to my ftring,
As weld as two ilnings to my bow,

S ON G XXVIII.

ORD, what care I for mam, or dad ~
L Why iet them {cold and bellow !
For whilel Live Il love my iad,

He's fuch a charming fetlow,
The 12& fair day, on yonder green,
The vouth he danc’d fo we'l.0

Sc fpruce a lad wa; never feen,
As my {weet cha:m'ng fellow,

The fair was over, night was come,
The ld was iome what meilow,
Says be. mv dear, I'll fee you home,

L thank’d the charming fellow,
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We trudg’d along, the moor fhone bright,
Says he, my {weeteft Nell-o,
I'll kifs you here by this good light,
Lord, what a chaim:ng fellow.

You rogue, fays 1, you've ftopp’d my breath ¢
Ye oells ring out wy knell-o ;

Again I'd dic fo fwect a death
With fuch 2 charming fellow,

SONG XXIX.

IR Solomon Simons, when he did wed,
Bluth'd black as a crow ;—h:s fair iady
did blufh light :
&hz clock ftruck twelve, they were both
tuck’d in bed ;
In the chimney—a ruth light,
A little farthing rufh ligat,

S:r Solomon gave his lady a nudge—
Cries he, ¢ Lady S moas, theie’s vaitly tos
much light ;"
¢t Then, S:r Solomon,” fays {ae, ¢to get up
you cannot grudge, ‘
And blow out the rafh ligt,
The htile farthiag ruih light,
Fdl, lal, l«l, lal. ]?.
And dlow out the :uih right,”

Sir Soloman then, out of bed pors his toes,
And vaftly he fwore, and very much aid
curfe light
And then, to the chimney, Sir Solomon he
§0cs;
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And heruff’d at the rufh light,
The littie farthing rufh light §
But noor Sir Soiomon
Cou’d'nt blow out the rufh light,

Lady Simons got out, in her night cap, fo
neat,
And over the carpet the did brufh light ;
And there fhe found Sir Solomon, 1n a heat,
Pufing at the rufh light ;
The luttie farthing rufk light,
But neither of the two
Could blow cut the ruth lights

Sitr Sciomon and Lady, their breatk quite
gone, .
Rang the orll in arage, determin’d to cruth
Irgnt,
Half aflzen. in his fhirt, then up came John,
And he pufi'd et the rufh light,
Se i:ttle farthing rufh light,
But rone of the family
Ccuid blow cut the ruth light,

Cook, coachmen and rmaids, very near all in
LYY (S
Come, an: {wore, in their lives, they never
met witn fuch light ;
And cach of the family by turns had a puf
At the httlz farihing rufh light,
The curft farihiog rufh tight,
But a:l that they could do
Could’nt biow out the sufh light,

¢

The watchman at alk, went by crying—one !
!i{crc, wa'cnTan come 1Ip, 00 you we migllt
on woile hignt ;
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Then up eame the watchman the bufinefs
it was done,
ffor he turn’d down the Rufh Light,
The litle Farthing Ruth Light 5
So the bufine{s it was done,
For he turn’d down the Rufh Light. -

S ONG XXX,

O hear a {weet goldhinch’s fonnet,
This morning 1 put on my bounet,
Rut fcarce in the meadow—pies on it,
When the Captain appears in my view §
I felt an odd {ort of fenfation,
My heart beat in ftrange palpitation,
I blufh’d hike a pink of carnation,
When fays he, my dear, how d’yedo ?

The dickins, fays I, here has popp’d him,

I thought to flip by, but I ftopp’d him,

30 my very beft curt’ly 1 dropp’d him;
With aa airy then he took off his hat 3

He feem’d win my pet{on enchanted,

He {queez’d my hand—how my heart panted 3

He a?k'd for a kifs, which 1 granted,
And, pray now, what harm was in that

Szys I, Sir, for what do you take me ?
He {wore a finelady he’d make me,
No, dem him, he'd never forfske me,

And then on his knee he ftoop’d down 3
His randkerchicf, 14 ! fmeit (o fweetly,
His white teeth he thew’d {o completely,
He manag’d the matter fo ncatly,

I ne’er can be kifs’d by a clown.

&
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S O NG XXXi,

OPE, treach’rous meteor, lucid varoui |
. Ever flying,
Stili belying
I'he village 1aper---

iVand'ring pilgrims---ione, benighted,

The biue faliehood, pleasd, acicry ;
See the cheerful faggot lighted,

Trank the focial cottage nigh,

Largbent fre, deceive, but harm not ;
Pallid gleam, relume, but warm not---
Iight 6o error in my breafl,
Sooth my weary foul, but charm not ;
Unielenting,
Unconfenting,
Swearing never to be blefs'd---

$ ON G XXIXL

B/f Y mother fays, 1'm now fixtecn,
1 Muii drefs---in the beau monde be {e
Reply to ali the vows of men,

No, nay ne.

o

B

in fweeteft buds there canker les,

Ard in the yofe tharp inorns arile 5

Ali this fhe {ays to make me wiie,
And fay ac,

When Henrv t’other morning came,

Profei-'d an honeft tender Hame,

Anad atk’d me, if the day I'd nam~,
1 faig ne,




THE EJT K @4 a’
i toid hvm, 'nethcr 1'4 obey,
Andmait vesly of courte with nay ;
He iigh'd. t':)cn thaii 1 taraway ¢
1 :o:dme,

-

-

W0 {2eaking tears betray'd my love:
112 to:d, tnal: Hymen doubt remove,
‘{0 iurch, vou'il not deny to rove 'y
£ -ird me.

Alv mother now I have obey’d,

Attens-d well 1o what fhe {aid,

And will 1o a"—-'\ua. him I wed,
RN N

SONG }LXI_\'H.

3 1. AN EN-headed cow-boy, as fimpica:

mav b,

Aad nex:a rrcx*y pleug":x-boy I whiit'led ¢’ex
thelea :

But now faucy footman, I firutin worlted
lace,

And foon 'l b2 a butler and wag my jully
face.

W hen fieward I'm promoted, I'll {nip a tradet-
man’s bm

Miy meiier’s coffers empty, my pockets for to
hll :

W hen loiiing in my chariot, fo great + man
I'li be,

You'il forge: the litile plough-boy that whiit-
Ict o’cr ths lea,

il bay votes ateleltions, bat when I've made
i peif, :
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——

I'll ftand poll for parliament, 2nd then vope
in myfelf :

Whatever's good for—me, Sir, I never will
oppofe ;

When all my ayes are fold off, why then I'll
fell my nofe,

I'l bawl, barangue and paragraph, with
{peeches charm the ear,

And when I'm tir’d on my legs, then I'll fit
down a peer,

In court or city henor, fo great a man I'll be,

You'll forget the little plough-boy that whift-
lod o’er the lea,

SONG XXXIIL

my f{oul's delight,
! how can wietched Damon live thus ban-
ifk’d from thy fight,
To my fond heart no rival joys, fupply the
lofs of thee,
AR Y who can telisf thou my dear will e’er 1cuembes
e,

Alone, thro’ unfrequented wiilds, with penfive

fleps 1 rove,
1 afk the rocks, 1 alk the ftreams, where dwells

my ablent love ?
The filent eve, the rofy morn, my conftant
fearches fee,

Ak ! who can tell, 8¢,
“Thus while my reftlefs, wand’ring ‘houghis
puriue their foft repofe,

9 H ! Delia, fee the fatal hour, farewel}
h
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Unwearied, may they trace the paths where’er
my Delia goes : _

Forever Damon fhall be there, attendant fill

on thee,
Ak ! who can telly £3-.

Oft I raview thofe {miling fcenes, cach fav’site
brook and tree,

Where once 1 pafs’d thofe happy kours, thofe
hours [ pals’d with thee :

What pziaful, fond, memorials nfe, at every
thing | fee;
Ah | who can tell, E3c.

Let every rival vot'rift focn their foft addrels
remove,

Nortrace thee in thy new abode, to tempt thy
fou! to love :

Yet, who can tell what fighing crouds, theis
tender homage pay ;
Ah! who can :ell, S,

Think, Delia think, how deep a wound, thy
fweetly pointed dart,

Thy deas remembrance left behind, has pierc’d
a haple’s heart,

Think on the fatal, {ad adicu, that fevers me
from thee;
Ahi who can ted, S,

tHow can [ fpeak the!sft iarcwell, what cares
diftrefs my mind,

How can | go ic realms of blifs, auc leave my
love benind.

Yhen angels wing me to the {kues, I’d fas
retun te th=e,
o) Wi (A delsy &2
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SONG XXXlv,

The 7. 7 empefl.

FASE, rude Boreas, biuf'ring ra lex}
Lit \cianui men, ail to mc;
M:{Tmates, here a b; omcr fzilor
S:ag the dangers of the fea.
Y:on Ecundlels u.lxuwc filtin motion,
W :en the diftant wh tlwinds 1 fc
To the tempeft v v:bied ccean,
Wiaere t‘.c t€as con: tm’ with fkes,
Hark! the boatiwain hoax{c.v b:mhmr-_.
3v toslan InccQ 2nd faulyards flang
Downtop gallanis, quik be }‘)u.mg'
Down your {tay lals; Fa.d, boys, hand}
Now 1t frefhens, fet 172 L1, ces
Q iick the top-fail Mieets let g0 ;
I. v, oy, el dontt mnske \\:)7 aC(‘S

Ur) your topla:ds rimoly clew !

No v ail you on gown beds fror g
Fondiy !ock’d in beauty’s arms,
Frelherjoymeats, wanton cour"mr
"Free fron ali but love’s alarms—
Rourd us r ats the tem: eft luuder ;
Thick what fears our ninds mtiual'
tisres yer, it yet blows haidar!
Now & ;.in the boatiwain calls :

The 01 yards point to the wind, boys :
St ai ¢ car to reef each courle s

et 2 to - fhee:s a0 3 don’t mind, boys,
4D0ug it wearael Ibou a be worfc.
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| v o

M- e

Fore and a‘t the {prit-fail yard get ;
Reef the mizen; {ee aii clear ;

Hands up—each preventer brace fet ;
Man the fore-vards; cheer, lads, cheerl

Now the dreadful thunder's roaring !
Peals on peais contending clafn !

On our heads fierce raxn fails pauning!
In our eves biue ligtitnings flafh !

One wide warer all zrouna us,
Allabove us, one biack fkv !

Diff’rent deaths at oace furround us?
Hak! what means that dreadful cry?

The forem-aft’s gone ! cries ev’ry tongue out,
O’er the lee, twelve feet *bave deck,

A leak bencath the chelt tree’s fprung out ;
Call all hands to ciear the wreek,

Quick the land-yards cut to pieces :
Come, my heart;, be ituat and bold !

Piumb the well ;—the leak 1ncreafes!
Four feet water’s in the hold!

While o’er the thip wild waves are besating,
We for wives or children mourn g
Alas! from hence there’s no retreating ;
Alas ! to then there's ne retura,
Still the leak 1s gaining on us;
Bath chain pumps are chok’d below;
}Heaven have mercy here upon us!
For only that can {ave us now !

Q’er the lee beam is the laud, boys,
Leythe guns o’er hoard be thrown ;3

To the pump come ev’ry hand, boys ; .
Sce, our szizen maft is gone,
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The leak we've found ; it cannot pour fafts
We've lighten’d her a foot or more ;
Up. and rig a jury fore-maft ;
She rights, the rights, boys ! we'reoff fhore .
Now once more onjoys we're thinking,
S:nce kind Fortune’s fpar’d our lives
Come, the can, boys, let's be drinking
To our {fweet-hearts, and our wives,
Fill it up, about fhip wheel it;
Clofe th’ lips a brimmer join.
\Where's the tempeft now P who feels it ?
None ! our danger’s drown’d in wine {

SO NG XXXV,

ANISH forrow grief and folly,
Thoughts unbend the wrinkling brow ;
Hence dull zares and meclancholy,
Wine and mirth unite us now.
Bacchus opens all his treafure,
Comus brings us wit and fong ;
Follow, follow, follow, follow pleafure,

Andlet’s join the jovial fong.

L:fe is fhort, its but a feafon ;

Time 1s ever on the wing ;

I.e’s the prefent moment feize on,
YWho knows what the next may bringt'
All my time I now will meafure,

All dull care I now deipiie,

Foilow, follaw, follow, follow pleafuse,
To be happy’s to be wile,

Wherefore fhould we thus perplex us,
Why fhould we not merry he,
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Since there’s nothing here to vex u3 3
Drinking fets our hearts all free.
Let’s have drinking without meafure,
Let’s have mirth what time we have 3
Follow, follow, follow, follow pleafue,
There’s no drinking in the grave,

SONG XXXVi.

I DELIA’s beauties would difclofe,
More blooming than the blufhing rofe,
And {weeter than the {pring :
She fa reft 1s of all the fair,
Toev’iy grove I'll this declare,
Of Beauty’s queen 1 fing,

Aia then my foug each {miling mufs,
Your melody you can’t refufe,
To celebrate her charms :
In{pire t@ praife in pureft rhyme,
Her—whole mild beauties are divine,
And all my brcaft aiarms,

Steai filent by, ye murm’ring ftreams,
Let echo {weli the vender themes,
The themes her praife rehearfe
Her praife fhall e're croploy my breath,
And nougnt but all devouring death
Shall end the pleafing verfe.

‘Lo paint the luftre of her eyes,
An azure {tolen fiom the fkies,

Would need a Sappho’s tongue :
Her thape, her tunetul voice, that thrills
And ali the {oul with raprure iills,

Theie malt remaia uniuag-

&
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Her gentle, fympat*.etic heart,
Foné to affuage atllict.cn’s fmart,
Car drop the cryftal tear ;
Like gi4cious Heav'n, the wears a {mule;
That weild the fierceit pains beguiie,
Amna lofien rigid care.

Good {enle zad virtue, hand in hund;
The graces zll, a gemial band,
Upon hes fteps attend : |
From cha:ms io ftriki:g to the fight,
So pregnant with fincere delight,
“What can the heart defead ¢

Her modeft worth, no wily art,
Ergag’'d mv capuvated heart
To cherifh ‘ond defires ;
>Twas beaviy taught me to admire,
Bat vintue’s bloom that did infpire
Thelz firmundying fires.

Supremely bicfk :n Delia’s love,

From her emkrace 1'd ne’er remove,
Ncr ¢'zr sntonftant ftray ;

But {pending life in tranquil eafe,

Mz:ke 1t my fudy how to pleafe,
And bhithiome pafs each day.

Ceuld we our joys and forrows thare,
Double each bliis, diffo.ve each care,
*I'would fure tranfporting prove :
Together ghide the ez of Life,
Avoid ambition, banith Lrife,
And {eek immortal love,
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SONG XXXVIIL

“HE lark was up, the morn was grey,

The drummers beat a reveille,
Wiiift j.lly foldiers on the ground,
In peaceful camp {lept fafe and found,
Al but one poor {oldier, who
Nought bu; love, could e’er fubdue;
Wandering through a filent grove,
There did vent his plaintive love.

For women a-e whimfical changeable things,

Their fweets ave like bees, they’re mingled
wth ftings.

Trey arerot to begot without toil, careand coft,

They are hard iobe won and as eafily loft,

For in {earchinga fair one, I tound tomy fmart,

I knew not the way, but I ioi} my own heart.

Ah! hapiels, hapleis day, wh:u firft iiaw
fair B:d dv, »

My heart {he itole away, my head ke turn'd
auite giddy,

The worls may laugh and faeer, tis wond’rous

* now to ice,

A lover foiincere. a fwain admirve like o,

She's comely tall 2nd {lender, fhe's brigh:«
than the {fun ;

iler looks are kind and tender, bit ah ! her
heart’s hike ftone.

Tao lovely {ill [ found her,and every method
‘ried,

lnhoges to win and wound her, but ah ! Iwas
tsnicd,
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And now all hopes are ovcr; what {chemwes thex
can I try,

But like a haplefs lover, now lay me down
and die.

As on the ground he lay; Minerva came

that way,

in armour bright and gay, and thus to him
dud fay,

Arife! foildier arife! and I'll take you by the
hand,

And I'll lead you through the land

And I'll give you the command, of a w-lt
chofen band.

Anfe! feldiers aiife! don’t be ftupid, drive
away cupid,

Foliow Mirerva’s wife command,

Soldicr go home, go home, ne’er mind your
Miftreis’ icorn

Slight, fi'ght her agun,

For flighted love fhould flight returr.

The foldier then rofe from hyy amaicus fioth,
Haftened away to his duty,
Swore to Minerva a terrible oath,
¥e’d never think more of her beauty.
Bachelor's Liuff, bachelor's bluff,
High for a heart that’s rugged and tough,

He that is fingle can never wear horns
He that is fingle is happy,
He that 1s married muft 12y upon thorns,
And always go ragged and fhabby,
Backzior's bluff, &,

He that 1s ningle fears not the ryut,
Nothing to him can be{wecter,

>
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tiaving no wife to whimper and pout
And cry, cap vou teave me dear creature,

Bacnelor's bluff, Ec.

Ye Belles aud Clirts, fo gay and fair,
Say, are not foldiers form’d for love ;
I'm {ure you'il £nd thewm all fincere,
If you’ll but kind and coxftant prove:

But if you flight their pathons flill;
And tyrannize their wills to drove,
Depend uporn’t they'll all reb-

And will not give a thought to love,

H-!d your idle prat’iing tongu=,
Liule laughing Cupid faid,

Have you never heard 1t fung,
Conftancy m.:ft win the maid,

Then ground your arms, ye fons of war,
Who fh:ne taro’ Britain’s happy Ifle,
Nor ever quarrel with the fair,

But patient wait to win their {mile,

Rule ye fair of Britarn’s Ifle,

We'll patient wait toavin your fmile,

SONG XXXVIII

IN ftorms, when clouds obfcure the {ky,
And thunders roll, and light'nings 8y—
{n midft gt all thefe dire alarms,
£ think, my Jally, on thy charma,
The troub.c. main,
Th: wind ans yain,
My aracnt gafhon vecve ;
)Lq/lz’d s LAe figvs,
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Should feas ’erwhe!m,
I'd think on thee, my bove!

When rocks appear on ev’ry fide,

And art1s vain the fhip to guide ;

In varied {hapes, when death appears,

The thoughts of thee my bolom cheers.
1 he treusled main, €3¢,

Bu: fhould the gracicus pow’rs be kind—
D:fpel the gloom, and ftill the wind,
And wxft me to thy anns onse more,
Saf: to my long loft native fhote:
No more the man,
I /cm},t g u’r,
Bu: tenider 70): .‘nJrcve,
1 then with tlzec,
Should | 7""" 0(,
Ana thine cn ncuwt bt love !

SONG XXXIX,

l‘] AlL, Patriots 2aii ! This day ~ombine,
A Your cft’ring mzke at Un:on®s fhrine.
Too l:.1g by pai:ies we’ve been torn ;
Too long degrading infults borne.
New i us 7. in, the phalanx form,
And firme brave the tlzr(al nuwj{ofm,
Re/o ve to poce each hefliie Fand,
Fs - freedom a=i this Ha‘t;) Lan.-!.

Can we—w'ule Fra.ce w’th treach’rous gmle,
En n!wys the Dag-er avd the Smile—
To «v’ry {enfe o! honor ¢zad,
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Forget for what our Fa:her’s bled
No, let us jorn, c.

Shall we who glanted fiift the Tree®

Of foul endaning LIBERTY,

With tribute bi-ght the rip’ming I~ -ut,

Or with coanczflions blaft tf.e root ?
No, let us jorr, &c

This Government, our cammon choice,

Shall we fuppert with Heart and voice P

Or fhall we change its bappv means,

¥Yor Tyrants, Dungeons. Gu:lotines P
Come, Patriots, join, the thalanx form,
And firmly brave the threat’ning jlerm,
Rofolve toface each hofliie band,

KFor Freedom and this Hatpy Land,
SONG XL.

RIENDSHIP to every willing mind
Opens a heavenly trealure ;
There may the fonsof forrow fiad
Sources of real pleafure,
See what employments men purfue,
Then will you owa my words are true,
Friendfhip alone unfoids to view
Sources of real pleafure.

Poor are the joys which fcols efteem,
Fading in tranfitory ;

Mirth isas fleeting as a dream,
Or a delufive ftory ;

Luxury leaves a fting behind,
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Wounding the body and the mind ¢
Oaly it Friendthip can we find
Picafure and folid glory.

Beauty, with all its gaudy fhows,
Is but a painted bubble ;

Short is the irtumph wit beftows,
Full of deceit and trouble ;

Tame, like a fhadow, fl'es away,

Titles and dignities decay :

Nothing but Friendfhip can difplay
Joys that are free from trouble.

Learning, (that boafted glittering thing)
Scarcely 13 worth poflefling ;

Riches, forever on the wing,
Cannot be call’d a biefling ;

Senfual pleafures {well defire,

Juft as the fuel feeds the fire =

Ariendfhip can real blifs infpire,
Blifs that is worth pofiefiing,

Happy the man who has a friend
Form’d by the God of nature ;

Well may he feel and recommend
Friendfhip for his Creator.

Then as our hands in Freencthip join,

So let our foc:2l powers combine,

Rut'd by a paflion moft divine,
Frienuthip with our Creator,

SONG XLL

AYS Plato, Why fhould man be vain 2
Since bounteous Heav’'n has made him
great |
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Why looketh he with infolent difdaia
On thole undeck’d with wealth and itate !
Can {plendid robes or beds of down,
Or coftly gems that deck the fair ?
Can ali tha gilor:es of a crowr, .
Give health, or cafe the brow of care P

The {cepier'd king, the burthen’d flave,
The humble and the haughty die :

The rich, the poor, the bafe, the brave,
In duft without diftinétion lie.

Co fearch the tombs where menarchs redt,

~ Who once the greateit titles bore :

The wealth and glory they poflett,
And ali their honors are no more.

So glides the meteor through the fky,
And {preads a long, agiided train:
But, when its thort l:v’d beauties die,
D:flolves to common air again,
S0 ’tis with us, my jovizl fouls,
Let Friendfhip reign while here we flay;
Let’s ctown our joys with flowing bowls,
When Jove cormmands we mufit obey.

SC NG XLIIL

HE bright Tod of day, drew weftward
aviay,
And the evenini was charming and clear g
The(wallow rema.u: rimbly failing o'¢r the
plains,
And the thadows ! e giants appear,

In a gay fummer bower, when the violet's in
the flower,

|
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And zephyrs breathe odors around,
Lov'd Celia fhe {at playing on her {pinnet,
And fhe charm’d all the grove wiih the
found. -

The gay Godof love flew over the grove,
By zephyrs condufted along,
As fhetouch’d onthe ftring, hebeat time with
his win
And the echo repeated the fong.

Roly bowers, fhe furg, whilethe harmony rung,
And the birds they all flutt’ring arrive;
Th’ induftrious bees, from the flowers on the
trees,
Gently humm’d, with their fweets, to the
hive,
Ye mortals beware how ye venture too near,
Love doubly is armed to wound,
Ycur fate you may fhun, but you’re furely
ur:done,
If you rafhly approach near the found,

SONG XLIIIL

ROSE trze in fu!l bearing,
Had {weet flowers, fair to{as

One rofz beyond comparing,

For beauty, attradi=d mc;
Tlo’ eager once, th win ity

When lovely, blecoming, frefh and gay,
I feund a canker int,

And now, throw it far away,

Ilow fine this morning carly !
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The fun thining fair and bright,
So late I lov’'d vou dearly,

Tho’ loft now, each fond delight,
Th)e clouds fecem big with fhowers,

The {un beams no more are fcen,
Farewell, ye ileeting Lours,

Your falfehood has chang’d the fcene,

When fair Aurora bluihes,

And heaven’s ferene and clear,
The linnets, larks and thrufhes,

With mulfic, del:ght the ear;
When ftorms begin to gather,

And clouds veil the vaulted {kies,
Thkey bid adizu to pleafure,

an filence, their mufic dies,

)

Sc whken you was my lover,

I thought you was all divine,
No blem:fh could dilcover,

But now, all your vices {hioe;
1 find you are inconftant,

You're falfe and fickle, as the wind,
1'll think no more uyoa you,

But banifh you fiom my mind,
As little Cupid played,

The fweet bloom:ng flowers, among,
A bee, that lay conceaied

Under th’ leaves, his finger ftung ;
Tears down his pretty cheeks ran,

tHe frantic, blow’d the imarting wourd,
And crying thro® the grove ran,
‘Uaul he his mother fcund ;

Mamma, I'm (orely wounded,
ALt me,or I die with pain,
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My anguith is unbtounded,
A bee ftung me, on the piain 3
She fmilingly, replying,
Said, O my fon, hcw can it be ?
That by a bee you’re dying,
What muft fhe feel, who’s flung by thee P

SON G XLIV,

HO‘V ftands the glafsaround P
¥or fhame, ye 1ake no care, my boys,
How ftand the glafs around ?
Let mirth and wine abound.
"The tiumpets found ;
The colors they are flying, toys.
To fight, kill, or wound,
May we {till be found,
Cortent with our hard fate, my boys,
Oa the cold ground,

Why, foldiers, why,

Should we be melancholy, boys P
\Why, foldiers, why,
Whoie bus’nefs “tis to die !
What fighing fie !

Drown fea:, drink on, be jolly boys,
'Ths he, you or 1!
Cold, hot, wet or dry,

We're always bound to follow, boys,
And fcornto fly ¢

_’Ths but in vain---
X =lean not to upbraid ye, boyssee
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*Tis but in vain
For fo'diers 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-lady boys,
Cure ail again.

SONG XLV,

The Old Maid’s laf} prayer.

‘ COME all yon pretty maidens, fome older
_ fome younger,
W ho all have got {weethearts, but I muit ftay
longer, '
Some fixteen, fome eighteen, are happily mar-
ried,
Alas how unequally fuch things are carried ;
A limner, a penman, a tinker, a talor,
A fiddier. a pedlar, a ploughman. a [uiyr,
Come gen le, come fimgple, coms foriiit, cone witly,
Come don’t les me die a :aaid, take m: out ot pity.

I have a fiter Sally, who’svoun zer than | a:n,

Has f» many {wecthearts fha’s forc’d 0 aeny
ithem.

1 never was guilty of denying many,

The loid kro vs my hcarty, 1'd be thankful

for anv,

A l mner, {3(.

I have 3 utter Suian, tho’ ugly il thapen,
Kcfure the was axieen years old, fhe wasiaken,
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Before fthe was eighteen, a fonand a daughter,

Ard I'm fix and thirty and ne’er had an offer,
A limner, &3¢,

It hasofien been faid, by my father and mother,

That going to one wedding, makes way for
another ;

IF that be the cale, 1 will go withcut bidding,

And let the world judge, if 1 don’t want a wed-
Clﬂg.
A limner, &,

~ I'mever will {cold, and I'll never be jealous,

My hufband fhall have money, t6 go the ale-
houfe,

While he is there fpending, I'll be at home
faving,

And leave it tp you all, if Tan’t worth the
having.
A limner, ¢,

$ONG XLVI

BOTH fexzs give ear to my fancy,
Wiitle the praife of a woman 1 fing ;
Corftn’¢ not to Poily, nor Nancy,
But alike from the beggar to king.

- Whoen Adam at firft was created,

- And lord of the univerie crown’d,
11 happinels was not comgleted,

- Becaufc a kelp reeet was not found.

Ii» had all things that were wanting,
Which yield us contentment in life,

Both hearfes and faxee, for hunung,
Wh:ch many loye worg than a wife,
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A garden, fo planted by nature,
Man could not produce 1o his life,
And yet, the all wife Creator
Saw that he wanted a wife.

Old Adam was caft into flumber,
A rib taken out of Lis fide,

And when he awoke, ke with wonder,
Beheid 2 moft beauitful bride;

With traniport, he gazed uyo» her,
His hanpinels now was complete,

He prais’d ithe bount:fu! doaer,
Who ii:us had proviasd a mate.

She was not taken out i his head,
To rule 2nd tiiumph over man,
Nor was taken out of his heel ;
To be rul’d, and trampled upon :

But the was taken out of his fide,
H's equal and companion to be,

And thus they both were united,
Aad mnzn s the top of the tree,

Then let not the fair be defpifed
By man, for fhe's parl. of himleif ;
Since woman by Adam was prized,
More than the w* 1le woila full of wealth

For man without womas's a baggar;
Altho, the whole world he pnfiefs,

And the begpar, that has a gocd wife,
With moig thian this world ke is blefs'd,
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SONG XLVIL

witkout a true Bunyanic raj ture,
ill fieely own fome placestn it
Cannot be fathom’d in a miaute,

Tho' God fet a man to write it,

He {ludy’d all the while to indite it
In fuch a form as made a {um,

For wrangling ages, yet to come,

A NY one, who reads the fcripture,
;

Hence, arofe fierce goofe quill wars,
Which hack religion all to {cars ;
They lug and tug it, wring and tw.ft it,
To {.ow how one another mufs i,

SONG XLVill,

HERE was once, it was faid, when is
out of my head,
And where too, yet true 18 my tale,
Tha: a round belly’d viccar, bep-mpled with
l:quor,
Could ftick to no text like good ale,
Tol de rol, de rol, lcl bl {4 'of.

He one night ’gan to dcfe ; forunder the rofs
The pa:fon was then non fe 9/ -
Non fe 1pfe ! —vou''l fay, What's that tothe lay®
in plain Englifh, the parfon was 1ipfy,
H's clak fteppiag in, with a band bobbim
chin,

As folemn and ftwpid as may be ;
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The vicar he gap’d; the clerk hemm’d and
{crap'd,
Saying, Pleafe, Sir, to bury a baby.
Now cur author fuppofes, the clerk’s name
was Molfes.
He look’d like his mafter fo rofy ;
Who blink’d with one eye. with his wigailawry
Aud hiccup’d---Pray how is it Mofy ?
A child, Sir, is carry’d, by you to be bury’d..-~
Bury me Mofes ! no, that won't do.—
Lord, Sir! faid the clerk, you are ail in the

dark ;
’Tis a child to be bury’d, not you.

Well, Mefes,don’t hurry ; the infant we'll
bury.---
But, mafter, the corpfe cannot ftay.---
Weil can’t it ? but why ? for once, then, we'll
try
If a corple, Moles, can run away,

But Mofes reply’d :---Sir, the parifh w:il chide;
For keeping them out in celd weather.---
Then Motfes, quoth he, go and tell them, from

me
I'll bury them warm, all together,
But, Sir, it rains Lard; pray have.foms re-
ard.---
Regard, Moles ! that makes me ftay:
For no corpte, young or old, ia rain cau catck
cold ;
But, fauh, Moles, you and I may.
Mofes begg’d he’d be gone, faying, Sir, the
rain’s done;
{
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Pleale to rife, and I'l! lend you my hand....
O..! "is hard, quoth the vicar, to leave my
geod l.qu-r,
And go, whei< I’'m {ure I can’t ftand,

_ Then the parfon {ore troubled, to the chuich-
‘ yard he hobbied,
Lamenting the length of the way :
For, Mofes, quoth he, were Ia bithop, d'ye
lee,
I neither need walk, preach, nor pray.
YWhen he cams to the grave, {ays he-.- Mcfes,
a ftave.
Lord ! where’s my tebacee-tex hid ?
I declare this falt walking prevents me from
tak'ng;
So Mofes, pray give me 3 quia,
Then he open’dihe book, ard in’t feem’d te
look,
But o’er tte page oriy he fquinted :-.-
Says ke, Moles, I'm vex’d, tor 1 can’t find
the text. |
The bock 1s fo damnably printed.

Good people, le’s pray. Life’s, alas ! but a
day ;
Nay, fomet mes ’:is over at nocon ;
Moan s but a flower. cut down in an hour :
'Ths {ltrong ale, Moly, does it o {oon,

Voman of 2 man born---no, that’s wiong, the
leai’s toin:
Upon womar the natural {well is;
The world wouid giow wild, were men got
with child; '
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Mofes, you and [ m ght have big bellies!

Neignbours mind what I fay, when ’tis night
‘us not dav,
Though 1n former times faints could wark
wonders ;

For, cut off your head, in a trice, it is {aid,
Tnev’d replace it withcut any blunders.
Come, let us go forth ; put the chiid in ike

caiing
Duft te duft, Mofzs, duft is away;
For Mofes, I trut we all fhouidbe duft,
[f we weie not to moiiten our clay,

So one po:, and then—:the clerk faid, Amen «-»
And thus we havecarried the farce on.

The taite of the umes wiil 1eiifli our rhymes,
When the ridicule runs cn a paifon,

Ta-n, Satire, detelt Immoratity’s jeft,
Each profane or immodeft expreflion :
But we'il not rude, but drink, as we fhou!d,
To «he good foiks of ev’ry proicfhou,

S ONG XLIX,

HEN D:lia on the plain appears,
Aw’d by a tho :{and tender fezis,

1 would a proach, but dare not mave
Tel me my neait, if this be love ?
\When e’er the tpeaks, my ravifh'd ear
No other voice bu: her’s can hear ;
No otl-er wit but het’s approve
Ted me iny heart, if this be love?
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If fhe fome other {wain command,;
{ho’ I was once his fondeft friend,
His inftant enemy I prove ;

Tell me my heart, if this belove ¢

‘When fhe is abfent, I no more

Delight in all that pleas’d before,

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

‘When fond of pow’r, of beauty vain,
Her net the fpread for ev’ry {wain,
1 ftrove to hate, but vainly ftrove :
Tell me my heart, if this be love ?

SONG L.

b W AS on the morn of fweet May day,
When nature painted all things gay,
Taught birds to fing and lambs to play,
And gild the meadows rare :
Young Jockey early in the dawn,
Arvole, und tript it o'er the lawn ;
t11s Sunday’s coat the vouth put on,
Yor Jenny had vow’d away to run
With Jockey to the fair.
Xor Jenny fad vow'd, &,

The cheecful parith bells had rung,
“With eager {leps he truc,’d along,
With fiow’ry garlands round him hung,

Which {hepherds us’d to wear : |
tle tapt the vindow---lafte, my dear,
Jenny impatient, cri’d \Vho'’s chere ?
*I1s 1, my love, and no one near ;
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Step gently cown, you’ve nought to fear,
Wit h Jockey to the fair.

My dad and mamina’s faft aflzep,

My brother’s up, and with the fheep ;

And will you ftill your promife keep,
Which I have heard you fwear ?

And wlll you ever conftant prove ?

1 will by all the powers above,

And ne’er deceive my charming dove :

Difpel thefe doubts, and hafte iny love,
With Jockey to the fair.

Behold the ring, the fhepherd cri’d
Will Jenny be my charmiag biide ?
Let Cupid be our happy guids,
And Hymen meet us there.
Then Jockey did his vows tenew,
He would be conitant, wou!d betrue
His word was pledg’d---away fhe ficw,
Wi:h cowflips tipt with balmy dew,
With jockey to the tarr,
In raptures meet the joyiul throng,
Their gay companions blithe and young ;
Lach join the dance; each join the fong.
And hail tne happy paur :
In turns there’s none fu fond -: they,
They blefs’d the kind propitious day ;
The inthiag morn of bloomiag May,
When lovely Jenny ran away,
With Jockey to the fais,
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SONG LL

DLEAUTEOUS Sterling late [ faw,
On lovely Sylvia’s hand;
,'lo cneck 11s flight, around its leg,
© She ues a hiken oand

- -}a vem it flutters to be gone

[urh 12ment 1s its iot :
]rx eain it ftrives to br2ak th= band,
Dot £3:2"t untie the knot,

¢ Ceale, co2lz, fie cri'd, here you fhall feed
s« Aved i ory holom reft,”

N> berd thac ever wiig 'd lhe air,
\Was half 1o much careit,

¢ If 71 my hiand vou fhould efcape,
¢ You may pétcaancc Ty ﬁwt :

% Thea cealeto peek 'us ai in vain ;
¢ You can't untic tie kaow”

The bird contented grows a2 length,
Wrile Svivia ftroke: i piumes,
b

Eretts his qule creft, and, «JJ“
1{:s former notes relum s,

From <what he’d heard tie fair one fay,
Thefe words by vote he got,

And oft repeated, every day,
You can’t untie thc kriot..

One cvening youthful Damon (at,
W.th Sylvia by b's hde ;

Reward my love, at lait, fa'd he,
T'c-mortow be my Baibe.
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)

Her blufhes in his favor rofe,
Yet fhe confented not :

Forere fhe fpoLc, the Stez tiing cri'd,
You can’t untic the rnal.

S ONG LIil

RUST not man for he’'ll deceive you ;
Treach’ry is his {ole intent;
Firit he'll court you, then he’ll leave you,
Poor, ceiuded ! 1o lament.

Form’d by natureto undo us,
They elcape our utmofit heed ;
Oh! how humble when they woo us,
But how proud, when they juccecd.
So the Bird when once deluced,
By the fowler’s artful {nare ;
P:res out life, in cage iecluded ;
Fair ones, while you’re young, beware }

S ONG LIIL

PARODY ON THS ABOVE.,

RUST not Woman, {ne’il beguileyou,
All her {miles are form’d by ait;
F.a ﬂmc’llﬂaltcr then exile vou.
S ghung with 2 broken heart !

Form’d by nature to purfue us,
I'hey out{tnp the fl-eteft men;—
Ah! how {wee: they bill and (o0, us
But Low groxd they triumph then !

re
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So the ri1su the sait admiring,
On the angler’s fatal fnare,

Galps out life, in pangs expiring ¥
I.ovErs, of the kook beware !

SONG LIV,

OME women take delight in drels,
And {ome in cards takc pleafure,
1V hiie others place their happinefs
In heaping hoards of trealure,
In private fone del-ght to kifs,
heir hidden charms unfoiding.
But they miftake their fov'reign %lifs,
There’s na fuch joy as {colding. ;

Each morn, as I open my eyes,
I fooa difperfe all hience,
Beiore my neighbors can arile,
They hear my clack a mile hence,
When at the board I take my feat,
There’s one continued riot 3
I cat, 1icold, I fcold, I eax,
My ciack is never quiet,

Let it be flefh, or fowl, or aih,
Thcugh cf my own providing.

I ftill find fault with every dith,
Still every fervant chiding ;

'Too fat, too lean, too fait too frefh,
I never can be {urted,

But give ablzft at every difh,
Bak'd, rcalted, bori'd or ftewed,

Every night when I go to ped,
I {urely fall 2 weeping.
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For filence is the thing I dread,
I cannot {cold when fleeping.
But then my pains to mitigate,
And drive away all forrow,
Although to night may be too late,
I'll pay them off to-morrow.

SONG LV.

YE virging attend,
Believe me your friend,
And with prudence adhere to my plan;
Ne’er let it be {aid,
There goes an old maid,
But get mairied as fat as you can.

As foen as you find
Your hearts are inclin’d,
To beat quick at the fight of aman ;
Then choofe out a youth
With honor and truth,

And get married as faft as you can.

For age, like a cloud,

Your charms foon will throud,
And this whimfical life’s but 2 fpan ;
Then maids make youwr hay,

While So! darts his ray,
And get mar:ied as faft as you can.

The treacherous rake
) Will artfully take,
Ev’ry methed poor girls to trepan ;
But baffle their fnare,

K

7
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Makevirtue your care,
Anld get married as faft as you cam,

And when Hymen’s bands,
Have join’d both your hands,
The bi-ght flame fhll continue to fan;
Ne’er haibor the ftings
1 nat jealoufy brings,
But be confiant, and bieft while you can,

SONG LVIL

I DREAMT I faw a piteous fight,
Ycung Cupid weeping lay,
Until his pretty ftars of light,
Had wept themlelves away.

Methought 1 afk’d him why he wept,
Mere pity led meon :

He deeply figh'd and then reply’d,
Alas! lam undone,

As I beneath yon mirtle lay,
Clofe by Diana’s {prirgs,
Amintor fiole my bow away,

And pinion’d both my wirgs.
Alas! {aid I, where’s then thy bow,
Wherewith he wounded me P

Thou art a god, and fuch ablow,
Coulc come from none but thee,

But if thou wilt veveaged be

iy On that ambitious fwain,

YX’l) fei thy wings at liberty,
Aud thou fhalt fly sgain:
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And all the fervice on my part ..
That I require of thee,
Is that yoi:'d wound Amintor’s heart,
And make him dic for me.

The filken fetters [ unti’d,
And the gay wings d:f»lay’d,

He mounting gently fann’d and ery’d
Adieu, fond foolifh maid ¢

At that 1 blufh'd and angry grew,
I theuld the god believe ;

But walking found my dream too true,
Alas! I was a flave,

SONG LVIL

SIGH and la:nent me in vain,
Thele wails can but echo my moan ;

Alas! it increafes my pain,

When I think on the days that are gone,
Through the grate of my pnilon 1 fee,

The btrds as they wanton in air:
My heart, how it pants to be free,

My looks they are wild with defpair }

Above, though oppreft with my fate,
I burn with contempt for my foes)
Though fortune hasaiter’d my f{tate,
She ne’er can fubdue me to thole,
Falle women ! In all ages to come,
Thy malice deteited thali be ;
And when we are cold in the tomb,
Some hearts fhall Rill forrow for me,

Ye roofs, where cold dampsand difmay,
With filence and folitude dwell ;
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How eomfortiefs pafizs the day !
How fad tolls the evening bell !
The owls from the battlemenrs cry ;
HJllow winds {e~m to murmer around
O Mary ! prepa:ethse to die !
My bloed it runs cold at the found |

SONG LVIIIL

FLY YETRAITORS:

LY ye traitors from our land,
Fly ye Jacobinic band,
Who join the French and aid their caufe ;
Who join the French and aid their caufe ;
And fhou!d the ftormof war come on,
No daubt you'd to their ftandard sun.
The independence which we boaft,
B your vile arts was nearly loft ;
Each true Columbian will defpife
Thetraitors who the Frenchmen prize,
Al ther arts e&l?’d we fee
To derey our boerty,
Like a dand of rafcals jora’d
May they be to hell confgn’d.
Ye Democrats who ftrove once more
To make rude foes 2ttack our thore,
Inviw.d o’er the impious band,
Irvited o’er the impious band,
Encourag’d by your artful lies
Tou wricft from us the rignts we prize,
Whiie ye oppole each meafure juft,




The French in vou place all their truft,
That through your influence they’ll prevail,
But all their wicked fehemes ‘hall fail.

Al thar arts &,

Miy public infamy and fhame
Forever brand the traitor’s name,
Who boafted he fhould not opsofe
The French, fhould they come here as foes :
While they prote & his intereft dear, |
He turns to them a joyful ear,
With matchlefs fkiil he makes his power
Aflift his intereft every bour ;
For while he gains, his hear:’s ateafe ;
Tho’ he d=ftroys his country’s peace.

Al ks arts, &,

While thofe who league with Talleyrand,
Once more to cheat our country ftaad ;
Ye Democrats on you they call,

Ye Democrats on you they cail,

For all the Jacobinic crew |

Their bopes had fix’d on hell aad you
But now o’erwhelm’d with dire difmay,
Their fchemes expos'd in opgn day,
¥rom vile Frenck influence we'll be free,
Nor dread deftrutive anarchy.

' Tho' ol thar arts employ’d fhould be
To introduze vile anarchy,

The band of rajcals foon fhall find
Their names to infamy confign’d,
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$ONG LIX,

F damafk checks, and {rowy neck,
Let other lovers tell ;
W thin the bo‘om of my fair,
Superior beaut:es dweil.

Tlere il the gracesof the mind,
In fair aflemblage play ;

Tl.ere each endeanng virtue fhed
Its intelle&ual ray.

Urbounded fympathy difplays,
Each captivating chaim !

While fitencfhip pure, and virtadus love,
Her tender bofom warm.

When that fair form fhall fink in age,
And ail thofe graces fly, "
The beauty of that heav’'nly mind,
Shall length of years defy.
PHiLARDER,

SON G LX,

X 7 HY fhould our joys transform te pain?
VL Why gentle Hymen’s filken chain
A plague ot iron prove?
Benpisu, 'us ftrange, the charm that binds
Millions of hands, fhculd leave tteir minds
At fuch a loofe from love.

In vain I fought the wond’rous caufe,
Rang'd the wide ficld of naiure’s lawg,
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And urg’d the {chools in vain ;
Then deep in thought within my breaft
My foul retir’d, and Qumber drels’d,
A bright inftru&tive fcene.

O’er the broad lands, and crofs the tide,
On Fancy’s airy horfe 1 ride,
Sweet rapiure of the mind !)
Till on the banks of Ganges’ fluod,
In a tall ancient grove I {tood
For {acred ufe defign’d.

Hard by, a venerable prieft,
Ris’n with his God, the fun, [rom reft,
Awoke his morning fong.
Thrice he conjur’d the murm’ring ftream,
The birth of {ouls was all histheme,
And balf divine his tongue.

% He f{ang th’ eternal rolling ilame,
¢ That vital mafs, that ftill the {ame,
¢ Doesal! our minds compole ;
¢ But fhap’d in twice ten thoufand frames;
¢ Thence dift'ring fouls, of d:f’ring names,
¢ And jarring tempers, rofe.

& The mighty power, that form'd the mind,
& One mould for ev'ry two defign'd,
¢ A nd blefs'd the new-born pair :
“ This b a march for this : (He laid)
¢ Theo down he font the {ouls he made,
¢ To feek them bodies here :

“ But parting from their warm abode,

¢ They loft their feliows on tne road,
¢ And never j2ir’d their haads:

@ Ah cruel chauce, and crofling fates !
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¢ Our eaflern fouls kave dropt their mates,
¢ On Europe’s barbarous lands,

¢ Happy the youth that finds the brnide,
¢ Whofe birth is tc his own aily’d,
“ Tha{weetelt joy of life!
¢ But ch! the crowds of wretched fouls,
¢ Feer'd 1o minds of d fle:en: moulds,
% And chain’a t’ cternal iinfe !”

Thus {ang the wond'vous Inaian bard ;

M; foul with valt attenticn heard,
While Ganges ceas’d to flow;

¢ Sure theo, (I cry’d; might 1 but fee

¢ Thar gen:i= nymph that twin'd with me,
¢¢ 1. may be happy too.

¢ Some courteous anz=l, teil me where,

¢¢ Wiz diitant lands this unknown fair,
¢« Or d tant feas det2in ? :

e Cwift as the wh-el Lf nature rolls

¢ I’z flv .0 1eet and mingie {ouls,
s¢. Ana ear ihe jeytu! chain,

S ON G LXI,

THAT once was a ploughman, a failor am
now,
No 'ark that’s alo’t in the fky,
E cr fluter’d its wings to give fpeed to the
viouah,
Was {o gav and fo care'els as 1,
But m) fr{;c ad was a Carfndoun board aKing’s
hip,
And e axed me to go to {~a for a trip;. .
Aud ne:alk’a of fuca ti.igs, o

Ne

Al EY WA W - -
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As if {ailors were Kirgs ;
And fo teazing did keep, ;
That I left my poor plough, to go plough-
: ing th~ deep;
Where fo {weet.y the horn,
Call’d me up in the morn,
Ere [ trifted to the Carfinds or the inconftant
wind, . . (pind.
That made me for to goand leave my dear be-
IVhen fo fweetl; the horn (&3¢,
I did’nt much like to be eaboard a fhip,
When in danger theres no door to creep
ou' ;
I lik*d:the jolly Tars, ! lik’d bumbo and flip,
But 1 dian'i like rccking about,
By and by cams a hurricane, I didn’t like that,
Next a battle that many a failor laid flat ;
Ah! Why dud I 1cam,
When fo happy at home??
I could fow, and could reap,
Erc 1 left my poor plough, to ploughing
the deep.
Where fo fweetly the horn, &,
At iength fafe I landed, and 1n a whole ikin,
Nor did | make any long ftay,
Ere I found by a friend who [ ax'd for my
kin,
Father dead, and my wife run away,
Ah! who Hut thyfelf, cry’d I, haft thou to
blame,
Wives losting their hufbands oft loofe a geod
name,
Ah! Why did I roam,
L
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When fo happy at heme ?

I couid fow, and could reap,

Ere I left my poor plough, and went plough-
irg the deep.

Where fo ,weetly the horn, &,

Why if that be the cafe {aid this very fame
friend,
And you te’nt no more minded to roam ;
Ci’s a fhake by your fift, all your care’s at aa
end
Dad’s alch’and your wife’s fafe at home :
Stark ftairing with joy, 1 lezp’d out of my
i
Buf-'d my Wife, Mother, Sifter, and all of my
kin :
Ah! cri’d 1, let them roam,
Wheo want a good home ;
I am well, fo- I'll keep,
Nor again leave my plough, to go ploughing
the deep:

Once more fhail the horn, call me up in the merx, &,

SONG LXII,

Some emotions to impart,

en we mean a {cft confeflion,

And yet {eck to hide the heart.

‘When our bofoms all complying,

\With enraptur’d iumulis {well,
Aud beat, what broken, falt’ring, dying,
.. Language would, but cannot tell,

HO\V imperfe& is expreflion,
h
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B:zp confufion, roly tenor,
Quite cxpreflive, paints my cheek;
Afk no more, beheld ycur error,
Bluthes eloquently ipeak :
Whai, tho® hlent is my anguifh,
Or breath’d only to the air :
Mark my eyes, and as they languifh,
Read what your’s have wrnitien there,

O that you could once deceive me !
Once my foul’s ftrong feelings view !
Love has nought more fond, believe ms,
Friendfhip nothing half o tiue,
From you, I am wild, defpairing:
With you, {peecirlefs, as 1 touch,
This is all that bears declaring,
Aind, perhaps, deciares too much.

$ ONG LXIIL

OR various porpofe ferves the fan,
As thus a decent blind,

Beiween the iticks to peep at man,
Nor yet betray our mind.

Each attion has a meanirg plain,
Refentment’s 1n the fnap ;

A firt exprefles frong ditdain,
Conlent a gentle tap.

All puflirns will the fan d:{clofe,
All modes of tem:ie art,

And to advaniage fweeily fhews
The kand if not the heart,

"Tus folly’s fceptre, firft defign’d
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By love’s capricious boy,
Who knows how lightiy all mankind,
Arc govern’d by a toy. .

SO NG LXIV,

OLLY mortals, fill your glaffes,
Noble deeds are done by wine s
®corn the nymph, and all her graces,

\Who’d for love or bzauty pine ?

Lcok within the bowl that’s flowing,
And a thouland charms you’il find,
More than Paillis has, tho’ going
In a moment to be kind.

Alexarder nated thinking,
Drank about at council board ;

He fuhau’d the worla by drinking
More than by his conqu’ring {word.

S ONG LXV.

USIC, how pow’rful is thy charm }
That canthe fierceft rage dilarm,
Calm paflion in a human breaft,
And luil ev’n jealculy to reft ;
With amorous thoughts the {oul infpire,
Or kindle uy a warhike fire,
S0 great 1s mujic’s pow'r,

Amphion, with his tunefu! lyre,
Could rocks remove, and {tones infpire ¢
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Command a city to ariie,

And lofty build:ngs touch the fiies ;
Whiic ftones, obed ent to his cally
Haimonicus mov’d, and foim’d a '.«...Z!.

Arion, from his vefl:] cail,

In !a‘cty v'er the {ecas he paﬂ

For, mounted like the ocean’s god,

Upon a Dolpin’s back he rode,

Whilit thoals of fithes ﬂ.,ck’d arcund,
Well pleas’d Grank in tae charming (ound,
Sad Onp‘mcu» through rell’s dreary coaft,
Was teexing tor his co. for: lon,

His muhc crew the gholts alorg,

Ard fuiies Liiten’d to bus {ing;

His tong couid Charor’s rage difarm,
Aad Piuto aad his cerfort charm,
Inflam’d by mufic {cldiers fight,

In{pir’a by mufic nozts w'uc :

Muiic can keal the lover's ..oun_y,

And caim herce rag = by geatic founds ;

Priiofophy aucnpts i3 va.,
\What muhc can W 1h eafe attain,

Se greal i mufc’s pcw'r.
SONG LXVI.

SAILOR’s life's a life of woe,
e woitks rcw late, now carly,
Now up and down, row o and fro,
W hat then ? he :akeo 1t cheerly,
Slels’d with & {miling can of grog,

b
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If duty call,
Stand, rife or fail,
To fate’s 1aft verge he’li joz ;
The cadge to weigh,
The theets belay,
He dccs it with a with
To heave the leg,
OGi to cat head
The pond’rous anchorefith,
For while the grog goes round,
Ali {enfe of danger’s drown’d,
We delpile 1t t0 a man:
We ing a httle, and laugh a little,
And work a little, and fwear a little,
And fgddie a little, and foot 2t a luttle,
And fuig the flowing can.

1f howling wind; and roaring feas,
Give preof of coming canger,
We view the fiorm, cur heatts at eafe,
For Jack’s to fear a firanger.
Blefs’d with the fm:l:ng grog we fiy
\Where now below
We headiong go,
Now r'fe on mountains high ;
Snite of the gale, '
We hand the fail,
Or take the needful reef;
Or man the aeck,
Or clear fome wreck,
To give the thip relief :
Though perils threat around,
Al fenie of aanger drown’d,
We defoiie 1t to a man ¢
He fins a liitle, 8,
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Bat yet tkink not our cafe is hard,
Though fiorms at fea thus treat us !
For coming home, ‘(a fweet reward !)
With {miles our {fweethearts gieet us,
Now too the friendly grog we quaff,
Our am’rous toaft,
Her we love moft,
And gaily fing and laugh ;
The fails we furl,
Then for each girl,
‘The petticoat difplay ;
The deck we clear,
Then three times cheer,
As we their cbarms {urvey ;
And then the zrog goes round,
All {enfe of danger drown’d,
We defnife it to 2 man.

iFe ing a bittle, €.
SONG LXVII

ATTENTION pray give, while of Hob-
bies 1 fing ;
For each has his hobby from cotler to king:
On fome fav’'rite hobby we all get a ftride,
And when we’er cace mounted full gallop we
ride,
Al on hdiier, AU om bobhies, All on hobbies,
Gee up, gee 0.
Some Fobuiss are reflive and hard for te
Overn,
E’en iuft like our wives, they’zs fo curfedly
ftutboing
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The hosbies of Scolds are: thcir hufbands te
teaze,

And the hobbies of Lawyers are plenty of fees, -
All ox hobb:es, &e.

The Beaux, thofle {weét gentlcmen’s hob-

" bies, good lack !

Is to wear great large poultices ty’d reund th.
neck 3

And they think in the ton and the nppey
they’re dreft,

1f they’ve brecches that reach from the ancles
ta cheft.

Allon hoblnes, 8¢,

The hobbiesof Sailors when fafe moor’d in
port,
With their wives and their {weethearts to toy
and to fport,
When ocur navy’s completed, their hobby

fhall be
To fhew the whole world'that America’s free,

Al on hobbkies, &3¢,

Thehobbies oi Soldiers, intime of great wars,
Are breaches and batties, with blood wounds
and fcars ;
But in peace you'll ubferve that quite dnff’rent
the trade 15—
The hobbiesof Solaiers in peace, are the ladies,
All on hobbies, &,

The Ladies, {weet creatures, yes, they now
and then

Get aftride of their hobbm, ay, juft ke the
men;

[} ‘Mw",, .mm
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inske

With fmiles and with fimpers beguileus with
eafe,

And we gallop, trot, amble, ¢’en jult as they
pleale.
All on hobbies, &3c.

The American’s hobby has long fince beea

known ;
No tyrant or king fhall from them havea
throne :
Their States are united, and let it be faid
Their hobby is WASHINGTON, Peace, and

Free Trade,
Al on hobbres, Ece
SONG LXviL. -

UR immortal poet’s page
Says, that all the world’s a ftage,
And that men with all their airs,
Are nothing more thaa players :
Each ufing {kill and art,
In his tarn totap his part,
All to fill up this farcical {cenc, O,
Enter here, '
Exit there,
Stand in view,
Mind your cue,
High down, ko down, derry, derry down,
Al to fll up this farcical feene, O,
Firt the infant in the lap,
Mewling, pewling with its pap,
Like a chicken that we tru(!:.
1s {waddled by its nurfe,

M
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Who to pleafe the puppet tnel.
As it giggles, and it cries,
-All to fill up this farcical fcene, O,
Hufh abye,
Wipe an eve, :
Kafle pretty, !
Such a tetty ‘ :
Higk down, ko down, Ec.

Then the pretty babe of grace,
With his fhining morning fase,
¢ And fatchel on his back,
To Icheol, alas ! mult pack F
But like 2 {nail he creeps, :
And for blocdy Monday weeps.
All to fill ug this farcical fcene, O,
k m:flaid,
Truant play’ d,
Rod in pickle,
Rump to tickle,
High down, &c.

Then the lover next appears,
Sous’d all over head and ears,
Like a lobfter on the fire,
Sighing ready to expire ;
\V:zh adeep hole 1n hu heart,
Through which you may drive a cart,
All to fili up this farcical {cene, O,

Beauty {purns him ;

Paffion burns him,

Like a wiz.ad,

Guits and gizzard,

Migh dewn, G,

o=
-r"
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Then the foldier, ripe for plunder,
Breathing ilsughter, blood and thunder;
Like a cat among the mice,

Kicks a duft up in a trice ;
Ang talks of fhatter’? brains,
Scatier’d liwbs and &rcoming veins,
All to £ili up this farcical fcene, O,
Fight and fiy,
Run and die,
Pop and peiter,
‘Helrer fkelter,
High down, &.

Then the jufticein his chair ,
W ith broad and vacant ftare ;
His wig of formal cut,
And belly like 2 butt;
Well lin'd with turtle hafh,
Callipee and callipafh.
Allto fill up this farcical Tcene, O.

Baud and trull,

Pimp or cull,

At his ned,

Go to quod.

High doun, &4c.

Then the flipper’d’pantaloon,
In life’s dull afternoon,

With {pecltacles on nofe ;
Shrunk fhank in youthful hofs :
His voics once big and round,
Now whiftling in the fouund :
i o il up this farcical fcene, Q,
Body bent, -
Vigor fpent,
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Shaking noddle,
Widdle, waddle,
High dowm, &,

At laft 10 end the play,
Second <’zildhcoa leads the way,
And like fheep that’s got the rot,
All our {enfesgo to pot.
So death amangft us pops,
And down tkc curtain dops,
4ll to fill up this farcical fcene, O,
Then the cofhn,
We move off in,
While the bell
Tolls the knell,
Of high, and low down in the cold ground,
All to finifh this farcical f{cene, O.

S ONG LXIX,

a S pafling by a fhady grove,
h

I heard a linnet fing,
ofe {wectly plaintive voice ¢ love
Proclaim’d the cheerful fpring.

His pretty accents feem’d to flow
As if he knew no pain ;

His downy throat he tun’d fo fweet,
1t echo’d o'er the plain,

Ah ! happy warbler (I reply’d)
Conteated thus to be ;

’Tis only harmony and love,
Can be compar’d to thee,
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Th-i perch’d upon the (pray you ftand,
The monarch of the fhade ;
Ard even fip ambrofial fweets,
That glow from every glade.

D:d man poflels but half thv blifs,
How joyful might he be!

But man was never form’d for this,
'Tis only joy for the~

Then farewell, pretty tird : { faid)
Pur{ue thy plaintive tale,

And let thy tuneful accents [pread
All o’er the fragrant vale.

SONG LXX.

WEET Nightingale, beft poet of the grove,
The plaintive itrain can ne’er belong to
thee,
Blefs’d with the {ull pofleflion of thy love,
O, lend that ftrainfweet Night:ngale, to me,

*Tis mine alas, {0 mourn my wretched fate,
I love a maid, who ali my bofom charms;

Yot ipend my days without this lovaiy mate,
Inhuman fortune keeps her from my arms,

You happy birds by nature’s fimple laws,
Lead your foft lives {uftain’d by nature’scare,

You dwell where’er your roving fancy craws,
Your lovely {ongs enliven all ikic ai:—

But we van flaves of int’reft and of price,

Dare not be bleit lefk enviousiongucs thould
blame,

——
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Hence, tis in vain, I languifh for my bride,
Cume mourn w:th me fweet birds, my hﬁlg-
lefs flame.- .

SO N G LXXIL

X7ERE Ito choofe the greateft bllfl,
" That e’er in love was known,
’1 wauld be the :1-gheft of my wifh,
To enjoy her heart alone.

Kings might roflefs their kingdoms free,
And c:ownsunenvicd wear ; '
Ard fhould no rival have of me,
M:gnt 1 reign inonarch there,

}H -1, Cvnthia, hear the gentle au',
Bu whifper out my love :

Ano v1ove but half fo kind as fau',
A.; wrrow you'll remove,

(\ rthia, Oh! let us happy-be,
;1te our near's n love,
l’d c‘ungc not fucn felicity g
For ali the joys above.

S ONG LXXIIL

CELIA, that I once was bleft,
\ is now the torment of my breaft:
®..ce t0 cu'e me you bereave me
Ot the rlzafure 1 poflels’d,
Cruel creatue to deceive me,
E.af tc love and then to icagve me §
Crud creature, &4,

|
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. THRE-RCHO,

Had youtpe blifs refus’d togrant.

I then had never known the want ;
But poflefling once the blefling,

18 the caufe of my com{glaint.
Once pofi:fling isbut tafting, .

*Tis no biifs that is not lafting,

Once poffeffing, Eic.

Celia now is imine no more,
But I’m hers, and muft adore:
Not to leave her will endeavor,
Charms that captiv’d me kefore.
No unkindnefs can difcover,
Love that’s true is love forever.

No unkindrefs. &c.

S O NG LXXIII

OU fay, Sir, once, a w't * aliow’d |

A woman to be like acloud ;
Accept 2 Simtle, as foon,
Between a woman and the mcon ;
For, let ma- k:nd fay what they will,
The fex arc neavenly bodices ititi.
Grant me 10 m'mic human {ife;
That fort a~d moon are man and wife ;
What e’er kind Soi afto-ds t5 ie1a hor

Is fquarder’i 2gon midnight {plencor ;

And whea 1o reft helays him down,

$he's up and itur'd at throvghthe icwn! |

Fom him her beauties clofe confini ng,
A nd only in s ablence fhiaing;

.‘, Dean SUZ;'I’&
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Or, clie, the looks like fullen tapery,
Or, elic, fhe’s fairly in the vapors 3

Or owns at once 2 wife’s ambition,
And fully glares in oppofition,

Say, are not thefe a modifh pair,
Where each for other feels no care ?
Whoie days in fep’rate coaches driving,
Whole n:ghts to keep a funder ftriving,
But in the dumps in gloomy weather,
And lying once a month together :

In one fole po:nt unlike the cafe is,

On her own hcad the horns fhe places,

S ON G LXXI1V,

IME Fkas not thin’d my flowing hair,
Nor bent me with his iron hand
An ! why fo fcon the bloffom teur,
Ere Auiumn yet the fruit demand.

Let me enjoy the checrful day,

T:ll many a year haso’er me roll'd 3
Pleas’d let me trifle life away,

And (ing of love ere 1 grow old,

S ONG LXXV.

HI1S world is a ftage,
Oon wh:ch mankind engage,
And each afs his part in 2 throng ;
But all is confufion )
Mecie folly’s delufion,
And nothing on earth but a fong,
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The Par{on fo grave,
Says your {ouls he can fave,
And teach the right way from the wrong ;
After pioufly teaching,
Aad long winded preaching,
flc fobs off his flock with 2 Song.

The Lawyer he fcribbles
In quitks 2nd in quibbles,
And moves his melifferous tongue ;
'Twixt demur and vacation,
He'll raife expe&ation,
And fink your eftate to a foxg.

The Do&or he fills
You with belus and pills,
In aflurance that you IhalY livelong ;
But, believe me, ’tis true,
He's guineas in view,
And his recipes arc aought but a Song,

. The Surgeon, fo bold,
His lancet doth hold,
Anaq flathes your bodius along 3
Small wounds he enlarges,
To fll up his charges,
His art, like the reft, is & fong.

The Merchant is bent
On his fifty per cent,
To whom Ledge: and Journal belong s
’Compts current in trading
And long bills of lading ;
His balance will end 1in a fong,

The Printer dcfceminf
*Twixt ignorance and learning
N
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The diff’rence that truly belongs ;
Yet, {ure, *t is faid,
That his logicsl head,
Is tutn’d by a ftatetman or Song.

The School mafter rages,

For want of more wages,
And hurrnies his fcholiars along ;

Ee teaches them morals,

And whips thofe that quarrel,
And fuence all day 1shis Song.

Tie Farmer he brags

Of what c:ups he thall have,
Pravided the ieafun holds long ;

But «f droughr comes on,

His bopes are all gone,
And hiscrops may be bought for a Song,

The foldier he pratties
Of {ieges and battles,

And attivns he ne’er was among ;
His preferment and menit,
Are i:ke to his Ipint,

And nothing cn earth but a Song.,
With nowderand lace,
Ard a f>minine face,

The fop he goes ftrutting along ;
Juft a.viv’d from his travels,
Y et nothing unravels,

But jalt uike a dance or a Song.

The furly old prude,
Complains you are rude,

The’ for blifs fhe o fecretly longs ;
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But take her afide,
And you’ll manage her pride,
And her virtue bring down to a Song,

The filly Coquette,
Is all in a fret,
In the morning her toilet goes wrong ;
Al! day long fh: gafies,
Conlulung her glatfcs,
And at night dies away itke a Song.

I've often been told,
The Women will {cold,
Their good- natur’d hufbands among 5
They’ll work and they’ll tret,
And t‘xey li fcold, and they’ll (weat,
Ana at night die away like a Song.

Then let us be jolly,
Drive hence meiancholy,
While weare good feliows among;
Let’s fill ap our glaftes,
Take life as it pafles,
And cach merry fou! finga Song.

SONG LXXVI,

2 WAS in the flow ry month of May,
Whnen Nature b looms on ev'ry ipray,
And lamok:ns fondly {poit and play,
To grace tne Ivlvan fcene ;
That pretty Mits firft form’d the plan,
To leave pa; a and chiding mam ;
In chaile and four with dear fcotman,
To trip to Gretna Green.
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The youth was form’d with ev’ry grace,
Tall, blooming, gay with levely face,
Sure ne’er before in worfted lace, .
Was fucha charmerfeen; =
Thenight ferene, the coaft was clear,
When pretty Mifs with loving dear,
Set off with hafte, and full career,
To trip to Gretza Green,
The moining come; asd nlot is blown,
The cage is open and birdis fowe,
But whither, 1s by ne oncknown,
Lud, what a curious {cene ¢
Mamma in fits while arcient prig,
In fury tore his powde:’a wig,
And with grim paffion mcftrus big,
Seiz off for Gretna Gisern,

Before old fquare toes 1caches ncar,
He mectsthe beau and lovely deas,
Returning back in full career.
From Hymen’s flow’ry {cene ;
Stop thief, he cries ;—the wotk iz done,
My dear papa, we’re coming hame,
For we have tafted joys that come
From pleafant Greina Green.

SONG LXXVIIL

OW bleft is the bach~lor's life,
Who conftantly lives a: his eafe;
ever plagu’d by a proud fcolding wife,
Aund no quarreiling children to teafe,
He fears not the frownsof the fair;
He {corns the coquetts with her art ;
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For love never fell -z his fhare,
Its pains never toitni'd his heart.
" But wedlock, ¢, where are thy joys!
That 1aan has perceiv'd in thy ftate;
A fcene &7 vexation and noile,
Which thcufands have reafon to hate.
To me, how detefted the cries B
¥ childrea rund, atking for bread ;
Tiil I fec thé poorman advertile,
% That his wife has clop’d from his bed."
Yet fingie, a nlannwy bhave blifs,
If he has but a grain of content ;
Though once if he wed to a Mifs,
He will find it too late i> repent.
In friendfhip, and freedom, and eafe,
The Bachelo:’s life rolls away ;
For friendfhip and #reedom can pleale,
When beaaty is gone to dicay.

Tim Crufty may tell ol his paia,
That his years all unhappily roti 3
That fingle he lives but ix vain ;
I defpife his complaints from my foul.
Poor Crulty has whin’d for a bride,
His breeches and flockings to mend ;
When his wants might as well be fupply'd,
1f ho had but a maidor a friend,

But the wretch who has rever a friend,
Should fure aever marry a maid;

For this would their wretchedneis blexd,
And their gricfs be by forrow repaid,

Yea children to add to the gloom,
For mark what fome clergymen teil,
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That infants receive thei. fad docm
When they die to the dungeons of hell.

Avaunt! fuperflitious Divine,
Ihiniants to miferygo; .
Ycu ne’er thall have children of mine,
To fentence to regions of wor.
If man is accurlt from his birth,
And you icarce give bim doftrines of peace,
Better f2nd forth a fword on this eavth, N
‘And bid population to ceafe.

To me may no children be born,
D:ftrefs and misfortune to fhare;
But let me relieve the forlorn,
And banifh the fight of defpair.
The children of forrow I cheer,
The beggar is often my guelt;
They {mile and {upprefs ev’ry tear,
Thneir gratitude {wectens my reft.

"Tis thus I difpofe of my wealth---
My houle is an inn for the poor ;
Ilivein contentment and heaith,
I am happy, 1 wifh for no more.
Whiie I live I wili ¢’ erifh content,
And love the old hachelor’s life ;
S0 never 1’4 need to repent,
Nor with Betty Wrinklemy wife,

$ ONG LXXVIII

E fun fetsat night, and the ftars fhua
the day,

Bucglory remains when their lights fade away;
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Begin, ye tormentcrs, your threats ar® in vain,

For the fon of Almonoak fhall {cor: to coin-
plain. :

Remember the arrows he fhot from his bow ;

Remember your chiefs by his hatchetiaid (ow

Why {o flow ? do you wait "ull I fhrink from
my pain?

No— the fon of Almonoak thall never com.

plain.

Rem=mber the wood---where in ambufh w< lay,

And the {calps which we bore from jour na-
ticn away

When the flame rifes faft ! you’ll exult in ray

ain ; >

But the fon of Almonoak thall never complain, -

I go to the land where my father is gone;

His ghott fhali re joice in the fame of his fon:

Death comes like a friend---he 1clieves me
from pain ;

And by fon, O Almonoak. has fcorn’d to com-
plain.

S O NG LXXIX.

HE fails .nfurl’d, the fhip unmoor’d,
Her cour‘: to fieer---all hands ea board,
B Prapiviou, ev'ry gale ;
“Yair Eaily ou the beach deplores
Her ialor bound to iftant fhores,
But nought he- tears avail.
“ Oh ) ocruel {ate-.-ye Pow’rs above,
“ Why thus bereft of har ¥ love !
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¢ Who on the reitis{s doep,
- % The bovi1ous tide muft renlc'=fs brava;, - -
- ¢ And meet, per chance, 2 wat'ry grave,
While I but live to weep.”

Twelve months elaps’d when he return’d,
Her conftant heart with rapture burn’d,
'Twas freed from ev’ry care ;
And Henry’s love, bis heart, his foul,
Were trus, as needle to the pole,
When abient from his fair,

In wedded blifs they tafte delight,
No winds difturb, nor ftorms affright
The lovely Sally’s breait ;
Tor now he mikes a firm decree,
No z:ore to tuti the raging fea-—
With her -ompletely blefk.

SONG LXXX,

HO\V nappy is the man,
Who has a quiet howe ;

Wao loves to do what good he can,
And hates the demon, Rum,

Wnfe houle contgins enoogh,
Fo: him and 2ll his folks,

W hofe v-uss abtors a box of {nuff,
And very {cldom {mokes.

Whofe wife kcows how 0 fpin,
And loves to vie the needle ;

AV ho keeps herfelt and hufband clean,
But never lov'd a fiddle,
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Whofe wife is like « tree,
‘That’s ever greea and fair; -
That ever in the bloom will bc,
And yet will never bear.

Whofe wife will rife in feafon,
Be weather hot or cold; ]
And always give fufficient realon,
If e’er fhe chance to {cold.

This man, while others yoam,
Among the fons of ftrife,

Is always happieft when at home,
In converfe wuh his wife.

S O NG LXXXI.

COME care curing rmrth
From Wit’s bower forth,
Bring Humour, your brother, along ;
Hofptality’s here,
And Harmony near,
To chorus droll Seatiment’s fong,

In Comedy trim,
Joke,Gefture,and Whim,

\Vnth Trios will keepup the ball
By order of lafts,

We open the fcaﬂ: :

Of Fiiendfhip, in Liberty Hall,
Who'll Prefident be ?
Unanimity ; fee

tle's urdot’d tu it as our hoft ¢

Ay Lord Common Senfe,
With pains and expenfe,

)
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Introduc’d him to give out the toaft,
Though Scandal we hate,
Only good we hold great,

Nor any fortitle’s fake praie ;
Unworthy that name,

No merit can claim,

But what gencalégies raife.

In this Anno Dom, we
Would felicity fee,
I'll demonftrate how eafy we could,
Change fault finding edves
To mending ourfelves,
Then things might {oon be as they fhould,

Some wives read their mates
Curtain le&ure debates,

And wonder they’re not underftood;
The Hulband’s perplex’d,
Andthe Lady 1s vex’d,

?Caufe every thing’s not as it fhould.

If penfion, or place,
Is the gitt of hus Grace,
Refufal woula beover nice :
:umb pudd:ng on board,
And prefs’d by my Lord,
Who would not come in for a flice ?

Corruption’s the cry,
Oppofition runs high,

Yet who can help laughing to fee,
Though Faltion’s fo hig
Ambo Tory and Whig,

In one pait both partiesagree I
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For the kingdom of man,
Divifion's the plan,
By the laws of the Cyprian court,
The ladies muft yield,
When our ftandard we wield,
And what we advance they fupporte

For a bumgerl cali— g
Hcre’s to the Sov’reign of A/, S
The {pring from which all honor flows ;.

From thence we all came,

So we go to that fame,

Here’s to it, and to it, Here goes,

S ON G LXXKXII

THR PRENCH KXAFT,

S Neptune in his coral bow’r,
Pals’d t’other day a vacant hour,
Dilcourfing with kis wench ;
Truy, fays he, the news above,
Will :ake you laugh your fill, my love,
Atthole mad folks, the French,

They fain old Eag'and would invade,
But of the means are much afraid,
Though of the prouj-¢t fond ;
Amidft their viionaiy {chemes,
They find 1t difhicalt it {cems,
“ To crofs the herring pond.”

"Twould be an awkward thing to mect,
Half way withBridport and his fie st e
“Burnt children dread the fire 3

*Tisten t0 one, but dire mifch:ace,
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Would happen to the fhips of France,
From one fo full of ire:
They therefore thought of {fome talloon,
A little fmaller than the moon,
To fail aloft tn air ;
But from thefcarcity of gas,
Or cath to parchafe it—alas!
The {cheme would never bear,

They next propos’d, all hands to creep,

Through a long cave beneath the decp,
And undermine our flosr 5

But tearing mifckief over head,

This deep laid fcheme no better fped,
Than t’gther did before.

At length, two men of wond’rous craft,
Have orders to conftru&t a Raft, -
4. ande as Hounflow heath ;
From which their army, one and ali,
Are fworn to land ’twixt Spring and Fall,
In ipite of John Bull’s teeth,

Their Cafh Subfcribsrs will be paid,
‘With int’reR, when the landing’s made !
And have 1t in a lump ; .
As ev’iy man on board the Raft,
‘Will 1n kis pocket bring a draft,
At hght—*on .dlgate pump.”

1 never heard of fuch a fcheme,

(Says Amphiiruej {ure you dream,
They’ll all be foad for fith :

¢ They will be fo (you jade) I grant,

That’s jult what the Dellory want,
The very thing they wifh,”
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They then nomore will feel difmay,
About their army end 1ts pay,
But banifh all their fears;
For when the Raft 1s overfet,
It pays atonce the public debt,
A nd liquidates =rrears !

SO NG LXXXIIL

HEARD much talk of Oxford town,
Aund fain I would go thither,
When ploughing and fowing that was done,
It being gallant weather;
Father he did to’t agree,
That Nell and 1 fhould ge:
But mother cry’d that we fhould ride,
So we bad dobbin toc.

So I goes unto fifter Nell,
And bids her make her reacy;

And pat on all her Zundy clole,
As fine as any lady:

*Tis a galiant day; the morning's gay :
And likely to be fair;

Therefore make hafte, and {oon be lac'd,
And I'il gobait the mare,

S0 up upon the mare we got,
And awav we rid together ;
And every body as we met,
We afk’d how far ’twas thither,
Till at the laft ,when on the ton
Of Chiffeidon hill we rifs,
I fomewnat {py’d, like itecples : and cry'd,
Zooks, Nell look yonder *iis ! T
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So when as ncarer to'r we came,
\We zee folks infant thick;
1 heard a hittle baftard zay,

Look here comes couniry Dick.
Another baftard call’d me Ralph;
Ard how is’t honelt joan?
And Roger too ; how’s little Sue,

And ail the folks a* home.

So we rode on and nothing faid,
But lcoked for an alehoule
At la@t we zee a hiugeous fign,
As bigas any gal.ows;
It was two dogs : So in we rode,
And calied for the hoftler:
QOut came a lufty feilow then,
i warran! he was a wrottler,

Here take this horle, and fet'en up,
And ge’a alock o. hay;

Yor we be coms= 0 zce tae towa,
And tarry here all day.

Yes, Sir, te {aid, and call’d themaid,
Tha: {toad w'thin the entiy:

She had asinto a room as clean

As though we both been gentry,

So we zet down, and bid ’'em fetch
A flagon of thair beer :
But when it come, Neil fhook her head,
And zed 'twas plaguy dear,
Says fhe 10 me, [f long we ftay,
"Twill make us go a begging ;
Yor | am fure 1t cannot be
So much as old Martin’sflaggon,
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So we got up, and away we went
To zce the gzllant town ;
And at the gate we met a man
With a piliful ragged gown :
For, as for a flave, 1 co believe
That they wui bath tore off ;
Avd, inftead of a hat, he wore a cap,
*Twas atrencher cover’d w’ cloth.

And as we were going along ths town,
I thote 1 had found a knife;
1 ftooped down to pick it up,
But was a¢’er fofham’d in my life,
¥or the underfide was all be t
With an arrant Chriftian’s t—d :
The boys felt a hollowing, An April fool !
But I zed never a word.

As we went through a narrow lane,
One catch'd faft hold of fifter;

He’d parfon’s clofe, and he du’dn’t know us ;
But fain would ha’ kifs’d her.

He was plaguy fine ; but to my mind,
He look’d much like a wencher :

I up wi’ my ftick, and ge’en alick,
I b’lieve I {l:t his trencher.

Then we went into a fine place,
And there we went to church ¢

I knecled down to fay my pray'rs,
And du’dn’t think no hurt,

I'th’ midft o'th’ pray’rs, juit up the flairs,
\VWas bagpipes to my thinking ;

And the tolks below fell fir:ging too,
As though they’d been a drinking,
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2 qa'd’it tike the doings there,
Led z¢ 1 took my hat;
) dd’aa’t think they would ha’ done fo
fn z:ch a nlace as that;
But Neil wa, for ftaying, till they’d quite ¢pne
playing,
Becaule fhe 1:k’d the tune
Yor fhe was {ure fhe ne’er did hear
O.d Crunball plav’d at home,

Then we went into a fine garden,
All up n-ona hill:

And juft below, a dial did grow,
Much tike a waggon wheel :

Bu: bigger by hall, which made me laugh,
’[waslik= a garden knct :

When the zun itone bright, it went as right
As our parfon’s clock,

Then we wext cut of that fine place,
Arnd wert 1nto another,

Which was vorty tiraes as fine
As any of the other.

Blefs me, sur john, quite all along
There’s bocks pil'd up like mows ;

Foith, Neli, 1 wifh thax mother was here,
1f ’twas not for the cuws,

And ia the middie ftood two things
As round as any ball;
They t0ld "twvas the pitture of
1ihe woild, the zea, and all :
And th W2 hat nea how to tyrn em righ*
And Low ot ‘om 1ausd,
Couid teil us what it was 2 ¢joek
In the werld unde: ground,
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And many more things they could tell,
That was almoft as ftrange ;

As when the fun fhould fet and rife,
And wheu the moun fhould change,

I cu’'dn’t care to 2+ i0 near.
When all thefe t;::ngs I heard 5

For I thote in my heart 1t was the black art
And | was a.little afraid.

The fun being low, then we begda
To think of going home ;
But one thing more we zaw before
We got quite out of town:
‘We went apace ; for, being in hddte,
For fear of being benighted.
Two hugeous men itoud {t:utting within,
And Neli and I was fugh.ed.

Nell had acolour as red as a mle,
And darft not go no furder. :
They had bloody weapons in their hands,
Stood ready there for murder,
So we went back, and took our mare,
And away come trotiag home:
WY’ ftories enough to tell fatker ard moiker;
And ligle fifter joan,

SON G LXXXIV,

AM a blad: both free and eafly
I Not a culgar country clown ;
1 will do my peftto pica‘e ve,
And mv name is calv jonhn,
Let the ~vorld go as it will

P
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I ax: free and eafy fhll.
Freeand eafy,
Fre> and eafy,
I am frer and eafy fiill.
Ladies, view n:y perfon over,
If my leflen right I con ;
Search Newcatftle, London, Dover,
You'’ll not find an eafier John.

Let the world go, &c.

Now a iady [ could fancy,
Aye, but could fhe fancy me }
I would marry lovely Nancy,
She’s {o eafy and {o free.
Let the world go, €3¢,

Gentlemen, a brother greets ye,
Happy may you ever be ;
And whene’er a brother meets you,
May you eafy be and free,
Let the world go, &c.

Worthy friends, this bleft occahon
Fills my panting heart with glee ;
To poflels your approbation,
Makes me happy, caly, free,
Let the world go, ¢,

SO NG LXXXV,
' \\\\\ . —A,-r\L‘»'s-\gt'.\L.?
HAIL, godlike WasuiNcTYN §
Fair Freedom’s chofes fun,
Bo:n ta command ;
Whale this great globe fhail rell,
Thy dceds trom pole to pole,
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8hall fhake Columbia’s foul
W ith virtuous praife.
{illions uniorn te fave,
Freedom to worlds e gaze,
Liberty's Chuef !
Terrific God ef llar,
Seated in Vid'ry’s car,
Fame hails hhm from afar,
Firgima’s boafl,
Flow rets of blifs adorn
The bright aufpic:ous morn,
Breathing delight.
Let the loud cannon rear,
Jovtul from fhore to thore ;
Pheebus did ne’er explore,
So happva day:
Milltans unborn to fave, <3¢,

When Freedom’s atmofphere,
Clouded with gloomy care
Wasrincrox view’d;
He with heroic pride,
. Otem’d dire Oppreilion’s tide.
And made the world deride
Britain’s difgrace.
Mill:ons unborn to fave, &3¢

When Howe with venal bands,
Delug’d our peafive lands.
Brita:n’s weak rod !
Fabius by wife delays,
Liberty’s caule 1o raife,
To hiv immortal srale,
~ Trinton fubdy’d,
Muelions unborn 10 jcp.", &y

L 1
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Fayette, the juft and good,
Spil' Gallia’s roble blood -

Forthe diftrefs’d :
May this aufpicious dzy,
Gratitude’s tribute pay,
Ana breath a joyous lay.

Sacred to him.

Miilions unborn to fave. &c.

Let us in rapture fing,
O! Lcuis the patriot King,
Virtue’s fupport ;
Whno with unfhaken zeal,
A ided our common weal,
Arnd fixed Friendhip's feal
Tothe New World.
Miliions unborn to ;ave, £3co
See gallant Rochambeau !
Tyranry’s deadly foe,
Liberty’s ihicid :
Vittery draws her iword
To captuie the warlike Lord,
Whom Parliament ador’d,
Britarnia’s pride.
Millions unborn to fave, Ec.

Now Alb:on’s {ons are fled,

Liberty rears her Lead.
Smiling in {coin,

May her great Hei0’s name,

Fili the loud trump of Fame,

And ages unboin proclaim,
Gieat Wasuixcron.

Mullons unborn to fave, Ec,
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Next in our theme fhall be,
Prince of philoiophy;
Franklin the fage :

IWVho gave to l'ght’ning laws,
Taught trom effe&s tne caule,
What fire etherial was :

- Of \W:{dcm the Chief.

Millions undorn te fave, &,

The goddeis of Peace tc come,

Lighting, with downy plume,
On Freedom’s thnne ;

She from fell Tyranny,

Wrefted fair Liberty,

And bid a world be free,
Through Wasuinctow,

Mulions unborn to fave, &c.

Commerce unfurls her fails,
Wafied by gentle gales,
Over the deep :
- And in her [miling train,
Brings in her pleating gain,
And from the wealthy main,
Hals Freedom’s gifts,
Millions unborn to fave, &c.

Ambition’s ftorm that blows,
Ruffles not his repofe,
Blelt in retreat :

Wildom perfuafive flows,

Virtue refulgent glows,

In Ipcech and a@ he fhews
Friendfhip and truth : .
Midions unborn ts fave, &c,
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Guardian of civil laws,
Sav:our of Freedo.n’s caule,

Wasnn xctox ftands :
Mav his I:znt $oirii flv,

And claim 1ts pative {kv,
Free trom each eanthly figh,
To Heaven afcend.

Milion: unsorn to face,
Ereedomto wor ds hz gave,
Literiy’s Chaer 1
Terrifaic Ged of Har,
Seated in Vici'ry’scar
Fame hatis hum from afar,.
Virgima’s boaft.

SO NG LXXXVI,

EASE, a while, ye winds to blow,
Ceafe, awhile, ye ftreams ro flow
Huth’ d be every ruder noife, “
Methinks, 1 hear my lover’s voice.

There'’s therock, the hili, the tree,
Hark, a voice, methinks tis he :
*Tis nut he, fhil night ccmes on,
O where is my wancerer gene ?
Thick, my dcubts and fears arife,
Loud, for him, 1 raife my cries;
Way has he, {o long delay’d ?
Where’s my lovely Wanderer Eyd?
Loud I call; 1'l! make him hear,
*T1s my voice, my love, my dear g
The tumne is paft, why th's defay ?

Wy lovely Wanderer’s loft his way,
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SONG LXXXVII,

N infancy our days were bleft,
With peace and liberty ;

Our gardens and cur ficlds were dreft
In fweet Amplicity ! _

No hoftile foe had we to dread,
No cnemy to fear;

But now, alas ! thofe joys are fled,
And danger doth appear.

Our {eas with the French navy {warms,
Our trade and commerce droop ;

They’d our cities rob and leave forlorn ;
Shall we to flavery ftoop ?

¢ Ah, no! ah, no! youihall be free,”
Liberiy’s goddefs faid ;

¢ The French fhall ftrike their flag to thee,
And droop its haughty head.”

SONG LXXXVIII,

HEN fortunedoth frown,
, I'll ne’er be caft down,
Repining wont alter my ftore ;
For a good ftate of health
Is better than wealth :
And I'll be merry although I am poor.
The foldier delights
In blood, wars and fights,
‘The failor 00 fails the feaso’er ¢
But thismind 1 am in,
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I'li keep a full {kin ;
And P’ll te werry although I am poor,

When the f{a.lors drink wine,
Their lovers repine ;
The mifer is tond of his flore ;
Give the glut'on his difh,
And I wrat | wifh,
And I’ll be merry although 1 am poor,

Let ftatefinen denate
Oantee aftairs of the State

Let moralifts frown and look fours
Lez the world go as "twilly
1'll duink to my hit

And {'ll be merry alihough 1 am poor,
Wine will Gticasd affuage,
Enliven eld age,

Make cheerful ard gay at four fcore ¢
Gree me a fuli glats,
A comp.ying fwest lals,-

And I'll be meniy sithough } am paor,

Ye benevalent iguly, -
Wiurth rul! dlow rg twrwis,
Who cheerfuay aca 13 e Qorc

Give me tui vae quari,
Juait 1o comfort nv near, :
And I'll &+ metry aiihough 1 am gooy §

And ye drur cu torts,

Who cati toa Y Ui pots,
Ana ever zre cai.cny far more ;

Oaly juft le: me ar.ek,

Aad 'l make veu &il think,

That I'll be meary «ithough | am poor,
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Wine will its vot'ries fave
From death and the grave ;
When tiply ws fear death no more;
With a full glafls in hand,
Firmas Atlas ’ll ftand ;
Axnd I'll be merry although I am poor.

$ O NG LXXXIX,

MO, amas,
I love a lafs,
As a cedar tall and {lander s
Sweet Cowflio’s grace
Is her nom’tive cafe,
And fhe’s of the feminine gender,
Rorum corum,
Sunt divorum,
Harum jcarum, divo !
Tag rag, merry derry, perriwip and hatdard,
Huc, hoc, horum genitivo !
Can I decline,
A nymph divine ?
Her voice as a flate is dulcis,
Her oculus bright,
Her manus white,
Ard foft, when I 1a&o her pulle is,
Rorum, &,

Ok ! how bella,
My puella;

I'll kifs her fecula feculorum °
1f I've luck, fir,

L.
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Sk2’s my uxor,
QO dies bensni@orum !
Rorum, &c. .

» ON G XC,

OME new, al! ye focial powers,

Shed your influsnce o’er us,

Crown with joy the prelent hours,

Enl:ver thole befese us.

Bring the flafk, the mufic bring,

Joy fhall quickly find us,
Drink and dance, and laugh and fing,
And cafl dull care bekand us.

¥riendthip, with thy pow’r divine,
Brighten all our features ;

What but friendfhip, love and wine,
Can make us happy creatures.

Bring the flafk, k.

Lov, thy godhead 1 adore,.
Source of gen’rous paffion ;

But 1°ll ne’er bow down before
Thofe idols, wealth and fathion,

Bring the flafk, &c.
‘Why ‘the plague fhould we be fad,
Whitft on earth we moulder P
Whether merry, grave, or mad,
We every day grow clder.

Bring the flafk, &c.
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SONG XCL

H, Cupid forever,
I fearnot thy quiver.
Nor 4o I regard thy brave bow ;3
Thine arrows can’t hit me,
Nor women out wit me,
I’m free trom all forrow and woe,
I'm free from, Gc.

It’s true my {weet Nancy,

A while pleas’d my fancy ;
But yet, fhe will cruelly frown,
If they’il not ufe freedom,

Then quickly I'll leave them,
Y’ll leave them to languith alone.
I'll lesve them, &3¢,

Had Nancy prov'a loyal,
I thould have had trial,
Of no other girl in my life ;
i ofien times told her,
W hich made her the bolder,
I purpos’d to make her my wifes
1 purpos'd, &dc.

But fhe being wanton,
Muft needs go a raating,
So eafily huth’d my heart’s flame 3
Yet benton her pleafuie,
1 lefc a fair trealure,
I left her to folly and fhame,
I [d." “‘. '

15§
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That foft terder paflion,
So much in the fafhion,
Excited my wantoner’s art—
Allurements of women,
So foft and fo winning,
Yet never could conquer my heart,
Yet never, &,

SONG XCIL

FRO\I night till morn I take my glais,
In hepes to forget my Chloe ;
But as 1 take the plealing draught,
She’s ue’er the lefs before me.
Anh! no, no, no, wine cannot cure
The pain I encare for my Chloe,

Towinel flew, to eafe the pain
Her beautecus charras created
But wire mote firmly bound the chain,
And love would not be cheated.
Ah, no, 8¢,

SO NG XCIII

HE women all tell me I'm falfe to my
lafls 3
That 1 quxt my poor Chloe, and fiick to my
glals :
But to you man of reafon, my reafons 1'jl cwn;
And if you don't like them, why let them a-
lone,
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Although I have lei't her the truth I’ll declare,
1 believe fhe was good, and i’m fure the was

fair : [1fee,
But fuch goodrefs and charms in a bumnver
That makes 1t as good and as chaimirg as the,

My Chloc had d:mplesand (m:les 1 mull own ;

But though fhe could fmiie yet in tiuth fhe
could fiown :

But tell me. ve lovers of liquors d:vine,

Did you e’er iee afrown in a bumper of wine ?

Her lilies and rofes were juft in their prsime;
Yet lilies and rofes areconquer’d by time ;
But in wine f:om its age {uch a bencht flows,
T bhat | like it the better the older it grows,

They tell me my love would tntime have been
cloy‘d,

And that beaaty’s infipid when once ’tis en-
joy'd ;

But in wine, I both time and enjoyment cety,

Fo.r the icoger 1 dnrk the more thirfty am 1,

Let murders, and battles, and hiftory piove

The mifchicfs that wait upon rivals in love

Butin drinking, thatk Heav'n, no rival con-
te"us 5

Tor the more we love liquor, the more we
arc friends.

She too might have poifon’d the joys of my life,

With nurfes, and bab:es, and iqualling, and
it:ife >

But my wine neither nurles nor babies cam
bring,

And a big beliy’d bottle’s am.gaty goud thing,
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We fhorten our days when with love we ene
gage ;

It brings ondifeafes, and haftens old age :

Bu: wins 'rom grim death can its votaries
fave, )

And keep out t’uther leg when therc’s one in
the grave,

Perhaps, l'ke her fex ever falle to their word,

She had lefi me—:0 got an eftate or a lord ;

But my bumper, regarding nor titles nor pelf,

Will ftand by me when | can’t ftand by myfelf.

Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain,

She’s rid of herlover and 1 of my pain;

For in wi ighty wine, many comforts I
{p¥—° -

Should you doubt what I fay, take a bumper
and try.

$§ ONG XCIlV,

VHAT isa poet, Sir ? you, Sir, ? No, Sir P
"I'is this, Sary I'd have you t0 know—
Confitantly writing, Sir,
Anda h's na‘is biting, Sir,
Oh. he's a wona'rous feilow !

Now in the garret, Sir—high, Sir==high, Sir®
Now in the celier beiow ;
Surtihine aud vaj.our, Sir---
Pen, ink and paper, Sir,
On, hz’s a wonad’rous fellow !

His pockets to £, Sir---flill, Sir---ill, Siree
ths noddie he emptics-.O hy { '
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Scribbling and fcrawling, Sir,
Starting and bawling, Sir,
Oh, he’s a wond’rous fellow !

SONG XCV,

J WAS at the break of day we {py’d
The fignal to unmoor,

Which fleeplels Caroline defcry’d,
Sweet maid, from Gofport fhore.

The frefh'ning gale at length arofe,

. Her heart dbegan to {weli,

Nor could cold fear the thought. oppole,
Of bidding me farewell !

In open boat, the maid of worth
Soon reach’d our veflei’s fide,

Soon too the found her William’s birth,
But {ought me not to chide :—

Go, the exclaim’d---for fame’s a caule
A female fhould appreove ;

For whao, that’s true to houot’s laws,
Is ever falfe to love !

My heart is loyal, {corns to fear,
Nor will it even fail,

Tho’ war’s unequal wild career,
Shou!d Willuam’s life affail :

Tho’ death ’gainft thee exeri his {way,
Oh ! truflt me, bu: the dart

That woundcth thee will find its way
To Caroline’s true heart.

Should conquett, ih fair form array’d,
Thy loyal efforts crowa,
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In G:fsort will be found a maid,
‘I nat lives for thee alore.---

Mav g:icis, with hearts {fe firm and true
To love and olor) 5 raufc, '

Mect the reward tey have in view,
The meed of free applaufe,

SONG XCVIL

E fair, pofle(s’d of ev’ry charm,
To captivate the will ;

Whefe {mlas can rage itfelf dtfarm,
Whofe frowns at once can ki:ll.

Say, Wil vou deign the verfe to hear,
Wrtere flatt’ry bears no part ;

An = .neit verle, that flows {incere,
And candid from ths heart ?

Great is yoar pow’r ; but, greater yst
Mankind it m'got engage :

If, as ye a'l can m:ke a net,
Ye a'l could make a cage.

Each nymph ath-ufand hearts may take s
For who'’s to beaaty blind P

But t0 what end a p'lfoner make,
Unlefs you’ve ftrengih to bind 2

ttend the council ofien told,
Too o'ten told 1n vatn,

Learn that beft art, the art 1o hold,
And lock the lovet’s chain,

Gamelters to listie purro’e win,
W hn lnfe again as foft :

Tho’ beauty mav the ch:aim bcgm
*Tis iweeinels makes 1t laft,
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$§ONG XCVIIL

AT the clofe of the day, when the Hamlet
1s full,
And mortals the fweet of forgetfulnefs prove,
When nought but the torrent is heard on the
hill,
And nought but the nightingale’s fong in
the grove :
*Twas thus, by the cave of the mourtain afar,
While his hatp rung fymphonious, a 'Jes-
mit began :
No more with himfelf or with nature at war,
He thought as a fage, though he felt as a
man.

Ah why, all abandon’d to darknefs and wos,
W hy, alone Philomela, that fanguifhing fall P
For Spring fhall return, and a lover beftow,
Aud forrow no longer tay boloar enthral.
But, if pity infpire thee, rencw the {fad lai
Mourr fweoteft complainer, man calls thoe
o~ o mourn;
O foothe him, whofe pleslures like thine pafs
away, |
Fuil qnickly’ tbey pafs—but they never re-
turn. [ ]
Now gilding remote, on the verge of the iky,
The moon half diftinguiflt’d her crefeent dif«
lavs
But lately 1 ma'r'k’d, when majeftic on high,
She fhone, and the plancts were loft in her
blize. ‘ )

R




3” THE2 RC RO,

Roll on thou fair otb, and with gladnefs purfue
The path that condu&ts thee to {piendoragain,
But man’s fading glory what change fhall re-
new !
Ak fool ! 10 exult in 2 glory fo vain!

*Tis night, and the landicape is lovely no more;
1 moun, but ye woodlands, 1 mourn not
for you :
For morn is approaching your charms to re-
flore,
Peifum’d with frefh fragrance and glit'ring
with dew,
Nor yet for the ravage of winter 1 riourn s
Kind nature the embryo bloflom will fave :
But when fhall fpring vifit the mouldering urn!
O whea fhall it dawn on the night of the
. grave !

>Twas thus by the glare of falle fcience betray’d,
That leads to bewilder and dazzles to blind :
My thoughts wont to roam, from fhadeonward
to fhade,
Deftru@tion betore me, and forrow behind,
O puy Great Father of light, then I cry’d,
hy creature who fain would not wander
from Thee !
Lo humbie :n duft, I relinquith’d my pride :
From doubt and from darknefs thou only
canft fice.

And darknefs and doubt are now flying away
No longer | roam 1n conje@ure forlorn,
50 breaks on tho traveller, faint ard aftray,
The brnight and the balmy effulgence -
mora,
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See truth, love and mervy, in triumph defcend-
ing -
Ard natureall glowing in Eden’s firft blocoms,
On the cold check of death imiles and rofes
are blending,
And beauty immortal awake from the tomb,

SO NG XCVIIIL

AY, Have you feen my Arabell ?
The Caledonian maid,

Or heard theyouths of Scotland tell,
Where Arabell has ftray’d ?

‘The damfel is of angel mien,
With {ad and downcaft eyes;

The Shepherd; call her, foriew's queen,
So peufively fhe fighs.

But why her fighs {o fadly fwell,
Or why her tears {o flow ;

In vain, they prefithe lovely girl,
The innate caufe to kvow,

E're reafon fram'd her tender mind,
The virgin learn’d to love,

Compaflion taught her to be kind,
Deceit fhe was above.

And had not War's terrific voice,
Forbid the mutual bands,

E’re now, haa Saady been her choice,
And Hymen join’d our hands :

But, fince the fword of War is theath’d,
And peace refumes her ch

My every jey is now bequeath’d
To Arabella’s arms,
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SONG XCIX.

r\O my mule give attention, and desm it
not 2 myftery,
1

we jumble together, mufic, poetry and hiftory,
The times to difplay in the reign of Queen
Befs, Sir,
‘Whole name and whofe memory pofterity may
blefs, 8ir, Bei 1 ~
Ok the golden days of goed Queen Befs
Merry txc the momory 5}‘ good Queen Befs.

Then we laugh’d at the bug-bear sof Dons and
Armadas,

With their gun-pcwder puffsand their blufter-
ing bravadoes ;

For we knew how to manage both the mufket

' and the bow, Sir,

And could bring down a Spmisrd fuR as eafy
as a crow, Sir, -
OFk the golden days, 8.

Then our ftreets were unpav’d, and our houfes
were thatch’d, Sir,

Our wincows were lettii'd, our doors only
latch’d, Sir;

Yet fo few ,were the folks that wonld plunder
or sob, Sy,

That the hangmvn was Rarving for want of a
Job, Sir,
Oh tl:e golden days, Be.

Then our ludies with large ruff’s ty’'d round
about the neck faft,
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Woeuld gobble up a pound of beef fteaks for
their breakfaft,
While a clofe quill’d-up coif their noddic juft
. did fit, Sir,
And they trufs’d up as tight as 2 rabbit for the
{pit, Sir,
Oh the golder days, &c.

Thea jerkins and doublets, and yellow worfied
hofe, Sir, ' .

With a huge pair of whilkers, was the drels of
our beaux, ir 3

Strong beer they prefei’d toe to claret or to
hack, Sir, :

Acd 1o poultry they priz'd like the wing of
an_ox, Sir,
Oh the golden days, &3¢,

Good neighborhood then was as plenty tQo as
beel, Sir,

Acd the from the rich never wanted re-
icf, Sir,

While merry went the mill.clack, the thuttle
and the plough, Sir, -

And honeft men could live by the {weat of
their brow, Sir,
Oh the golden day;, &3,

Then the folks ev'ry Sunday went twice, at
leaft, to church, Sir,

Asd nover left the gorfon mor his fermon in
the lurch, Sir;

For they judg’d that the Sebbath was for peo-
| ple to be geod in,
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And they thought it $abbath-brezking, if they
din’'d without a pudding.
Oh the golden days, &c.

Then our great mea were good, and our good
men were great, Sir,

And the props of the natian were the pillars
of the S:ate, Sir,

For the fov'icign and the fubje& one interelt
Supported,

And cur powerful ailiance by all powers then

was courted,
Oh the golden days, &c.
Thus renown’d as they liv’d all the days of
‘their lives, Sir,.
Biight exampies of glory to thole who fur-
vive, Sir 3
May we, their defcendants, purive the {ame
ways, dir, o
That King George, 1'ke Queen Befls, may have
bis golden days, St,
- Andwmay a longer reign of glory and fuccefs -
Make his nawme eclipfe the fame of good Queen Befs.,

SONG C.

ARK ! Echo ! fweet Echo repeats the
loud ftrain,
The fhouting and heoting of chafte Dian’s
train ;
Aurora {miles {weetly, and comes on a

pace,
The hounds and the hom call us forth to the
chace,
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Blind Cupadis banifh’d fromthele happy fields,
His quiver to Dian the wanton now yields ;
She blunts all his arrows, his power deftroys,
‘While the virgins all follow her innocent joys.

SONG CI

O paftime, no fport can with huating
comgpare,
Let eachlad and each lafs to the field then re-
air ;

While health, rofy health, with delight fhall
kzop pace,

And prove there’s no joys like the joys of the
chace:

When the horn’s {prightiy notes cails the
huatiman away,

Taniivy, tantivy, hark foraward, huzza, huzza.

Let fathion and {cand:l, and cards fhare the
time,

Of vour fine London ladies who murder their
prime ;

Give me the delights that enliven this placs,

‘While echo, re-echo’d, gives joy to the chace,
Hark forward, ‘antivy, huz:za.

O’er mountain, o’er valiey, with fpeed hafte
away

No longer our innocent paltime delay :

Aurora to welcome with bright ruddy face,

Let echo, re-echo’d, give joy to the chace,
Hark forward, tantivy, huzza.
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SONG CIIL

INERV A in heaven difconfolatemourn’d,
The lofs of her Cook,who Britain adorn’d;
She fhun’d the celeftials, and folitude fought,
Then wept as the glanc’d o'er the aQions he
wrought.

Surpriz’d at his deeds, fhe {at penfive, amaz’d !

When fudden her eyes to a volume were rais’d;

*Twas fate’s mighty misror the goddefs defery’d,

Where the glory ht gain’d on its pages were
dy’d,

Seafibility {mil’d, as the records the prefs’d,

And figh’d as in pity thefe words were exprefs’d:

¢ Oh! Cook, who till now the wotld dare ex-
plore ¢

¢ Who'il venture, my hero, aow thou art ne
more ?

% No mors, ah ! Owhkvioce, the Cook will a3.

ar,

¢ The fnlc):nd of munkind, whem you firuck
* with «fpear;

¢ He cameto vour tuccour, proud favages know,

¢« Ho came . 2 friend, whom yaou flew as a
loe,"—

She ceus’d—when a voice fthook the heav'ns
arounde——

¢ Minerva forbear—fee the gads hawe him
crown'd :*

Be joyful, cry’d Jove, for the trophies he’s won

Have prov’d himmy daughter’s legitimate fox.
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The portals of heaven were op’d to heér view,

She faw him enthton’d in a vefture of blue:

Yes, Britain, fhe cry’d in a tranfport ~{ iove,

Cook’s honour’d on earth, and beld facred
above,

SONG CIL

N that lone bank where Lobin died,
Fair Rofalie, a wretched maid,
Sat weeping o’cr the cruel tide,
Faithtul to her Lubin’s fhade.

Oh! mayfome kind, fome gentle wave,
Yaft him to this mournful fhiore ;
Thefe tender hands thould make ks grave,
And deck his corps with flow’ss o’er.
I'd ever watch his mould’riag clay,
And pray for his eternal reft ;
When time his form has worn away,
His duft P'd place withiu my breaft,
Whiie thus the mourn’d her Lubin loft)
And echo to her grief reply’d ;
Lo ! at her feet his corpf:gas toft;
She fhriek’d—fhe clafp’d him—-figh’d, and
died,

SONG CIV,

HI'S hot Eurfuit,
With threats to boot,
Have little to alarm ms §
So war I wage,

S
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Defy his rage,
And brave whate’e. may harm me.

He ft:ll may [wear,
A~d Ramp and ftare,

I\l nenher fear nor faker;
Whate’er mav bind,
’Gainft woman’s mind,

Will prcve a rotien halter,
My miftrefs flown,
1’i foon be gone :---

Old Crufty. fwears he’ll tame her 3
For him fhe loves,
Abroad fhe roves,

In truth I cangot blame her,

In varied fhapes,
Thro’ hair-breadth fcapes,
Eack way he tries to win her ;
She {corns reftraint,
And fuch a faint
Would make e’cn me a finner,

Some trim difguife,
No doubt {he tries—
I’ll follow her example :
©Of faith, of fkill,
And wit at will,
I'll give ’em ftraight a fample.
Sofhe and [ :
Wil fairly try,
Whofe trick or change canblind moft.
And fince, old Don,
You choofe to run,
The devil take the hindmoRt,
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SONG CV,

DIEU, ye fireams that gently flowing,
Mutmur through the flowery mead ;
Vernal airs that foftly blowing,

Ruftle through the leafy fhade !

Adieu, ye birds whofe notes delighting,
Sweetly charm the rural fcene ;
Beauteous profpe@s all inviting,

Ficlds and meadows deck’d with green !
1 could quit you unrepining,

Not a tear fthould bathe my eye,

Your enjoyments ali refigning,

Nor my oofom heave a figh.

Bat when cruel fate ordains me
From my lovely fair to part ;
Oh ! the feparation prins me !
Deeply wounds my aching heart,
Falfehood and deceit defpifing,
) fhe’s fairer than the morn%

When bright Phaebus juft anfing,
Strews with pearl the dewy lawn,

But her mind in charms furpafles,
Spotlels as the folar ray :

While a thoufand namelefs graces
All around my fair one play.

When with ker the fweet erjoyment
Crewns the day with frefh delight;
To chat with her the {weet cm[ﬁo

Gilcs with joy the gloomy night,
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But by fate compell’d to leave her,
From my Julia forc'd to part ;

Oh ! the cruel woid ¢ forever,”
‘Wounds aftefh my bleeding heart !

SONG CVL

" HEN Werer fair Charlotte beheld,
As fae danc’d with the nymphs on the
green,

He thought ev'ry maid fhe excell'd.

And he prair’d the {oft grace of her mien ;
But 3il her accomplithments keowa,

Gentle Wertor began to adore ;
Hs fighs for a heart not her own,

And the joys of poor Werter ars o'er.

Tha' vows the fair Charlotte engag'Jd,
As a friend gentle Werter was dear,
Eer (miles oft his forrows afluag’d,
While pity hae diopt a foft tear,
Urg’d by love, ke grew bold, and e cry’d,
Werter leave mge, and {ee we no more;
He figh’d—he obxy’d—and he dy’d,
Then the forrowsoi Werter deplore.

Ye nymphs, let nat Cypid deceive,

Under pity’s foft gark hida his dart,
Werter’s 1orrowa are laid io the grave,

While pity fill wrings Charlaite’s hear: :
And oft o’cr his grave has fhe cry’d,

While with Bow'rety the deck'd it all g'er,
He iaw me—bhe lov'd—and he dy’d,

Thea the forrews of Werter deglare,
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SONG CVii.

HEN up to London firft I came,
An aukward country booby,
1 gap’d and fta.’d, and did the {ame

"~ As ev’ry other looby.

With countenanee demureiy fet,

1 doft’d my hat to ali 1 met, |
With—* Zir, your humble fervant

Alas! too ioon I gota wife ;
And, proudof fuch a blcfling,
The joy and bufinefs of my life
\Was killing and carefling.
*Twas---- charmer ! {weeting ! duck and dovel”
And I, o’¢r head and ears'ia love,
Was Cupid’s bumble {ervant.

But when the honey-moon was paft,
Adicu to tender {peeches !

Ma’am lov’d quadrille, and loft tco fa,
[ fwore I'a wear the breeches.

I tloim in vain,—~—reftraint the hates :

Adieu, fhe crios—the party waits :—
My dear,your humble {esvans !

SONG CVIIL

OUNDS, fhillings, pence and farthings,
I nave at my hngei’s end,
And how to [ell, an1 haw to buy,
To boriow or to lend;
But this, fiace 1 felt buch at {chocl,
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My pate has run upon

Addition be my goiden t,ule_,
Ha!l dot and carry ane.

At lofs and gain a fchollar
Full eaily was [ taught,

To gain of guineas all [ couid,
To lofe the devws! a groat.

At irz&:ons and divifions when
Hard krocks were laying on,
Subtralion was my prafice then,

Hal dot and carry one.

But words no more I'll numerate,
And thus fum total hes ;

Of terms 1’.] not an acre bate,
Reduftion 1 defpife:

And nince ccckade and roguith eye
Mifs Clara’s heart has won,

1f you’re refolv’d to multiply,
Ha! dot and carry one.

SONGC CIX.

O ban:fh life’s troubles, the Grecian old
fage
Prelt the fiuit of the vintage oft into the
bowl!
Which mzce him forget all the cares of old age ;
at bloom’d in his face, and made happy his
fdu'.
Whiie here we are found,
Pui the bumper around,
*Tis the liquo: of life, that cach care can con-
‘{Qulc
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This jovial philofopher taught that the {un
Was thirfty. and often k decp of the
main ;
Tha: the planets would tippleaway as they run,
The carth waaied moifture, and fezk’d up the
rain, '
While here wsare found,
Put the bumper around, .
Tis the liquor of life, and why fhou!d we refrain,

1t; virtues are known both in war and inlove,
Thehero and lever alike it makes bold ;
Vexations in lile’s vufy day ‘twili remuve,
Delightful alike to the young and the oid,
While here we are found,
Put the bumper araund,
That every ili may by wine be controul’d,

SONG CX.

) \WAS near a thicket’s calm retreat,
Uader a poplar tree,

Mana chofe her wretched feat,
To wourn her forrows free;

Her lovely form was [weet to view,
As dawn at opening day,

But ah, fhe mourn’d, her love not true,
And wept her cares away,

‘Thebrook flow'd genily at her feet,
“n mutmurs {mooth along ;

:ler pipe, which once the 1un’d moft {iveet,
ITad now forgot its fong,

Nomore to charm the vale the trids;
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For grief has fill'd }-er breaft ;

Thofe jays which once fac us’d 10 prise~—
But love has robb’d her reft,

Poor hap'els maid ! who can behold
Thy forrows o fevere,

And hear thy love-lorn ftory told,
Without a falling tear’:

Maria, iuckiefs maud ¥ adiey,
Thy foriows foon muft ceafle,

Ror Heaven will tike a mwd fo trus

To evedafting peace.
SONG CXI1.

BEE Butifh lion is my figa,
A roaring trade 1 drive 0 ;
Right Engl-{h ufoge—neat French wine,
A landlady may thrive on,
At table d’hotte, to eat and dring,
Ler Freoch anct Englifh mingle,
And while to me you dring the chink,
Faith let the glaffes jingix ;
Your 7hiro rattis, come
Men and cattls, coms
All 1o Mrs, Cafey ;
Of traudle and moncey,
My j wely my honey,
4 warrant 1'll make you ecly.
When drelt and feated in my bar,
Let 'iquire, or besu, or bclle come,
Let captains kifs me H they date,
It’s Sir, you're kindly welcome !
On Shufile; Cog, and Slip, 1 wisk,
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Let Rooke and pigeons mingle,
And if to ms theyplﬁing the chink,
Faith let the glafies jingle,
Your rhino rattle, come, €ce
Lot love fly here on filken wings,
His tricks I Rill connive at :
The lover who would fay foft things,
Shall have a room in private.
On pleafures I am pleas’d to wink,
So lips-in kiffes mingle,
¥or while to me theyniri% the chink,
Faith let the glaffes jingle.
Your rhing rattle, cemec, &¥c.

$ O NG CXIIL

BEHOLD this fair goblet—"twas carv’d
Which hl;rom ;he ‘mse’hakef 1
ch,oh! my {weet peare, was plant-
ed by);hcc : P
As a ralick ! kifs it, and bow at thy thrine,
What comes from thy hand muft be ever di-
vine,
L PRall yicld to the mulberry éree :
Bend to thee,
Blefs’d mulberry |
Matchiefs wwas he
That flanted thee,
And thoy Bic kim tmmortal Aall be.

Y ¢ wroes of the foreft, {0 rampart and high,
Whe {pread round yc;m bt-ghgwhoﬁh
fwoeptha fky; =~
T
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Ye curious exotics, whom tafte has broungkt
here

To roat out tl;e natives at prices fo dear ;
All ficll yreld, €3c,

The oak is held reyal, m Britain’s great boaft,

Preferv’d once, our king, and will always our
coall;

Ofthe, Sir, we make fhips—there are theul-

| ands that fight, |

But one, only one, like our Shakefpeare can
write,

All fhall yreld, &3c,

Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle bowr’s,

Pomona in fruit trees, and Flora in flowr’s,

Tae garden of Shakefpeare all pleafurss will
fuit

With the fw,eeteﬁ of flow’rs, and the faire
of fruit,

A fhall yicld, &3

With learning and knowledge the well-let-
ter’d birch

Supplies law and phyfic, and grace for the
church;

But law and the gofpe! in Shakefpeare we 6ird,

He gives the beft phyfic for body and mind,
All fral yitd, 8c.

The fame of the patron gives fame to the tres;

From him and his merits this takes its cegree:

(iive Phebus and Bacchus their laurel and
vine,

The trec of our Shakeipeare is ftill meredivine,
alfhall y.e'd, &e,
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As the genius of Shakelpeare cutthines the
bright day,

More rapture than wine to the heart can con-
vey ;

So the tree which he planted, by making his
own

Hasthe laurel’and bay, and the vine all in one.
Al fhall yield, &c.

Then each take a relick of this hallow’d tree,
From folly amd fathion a charm let it be ;
Let’s fil to the planter the cup to the brim,
To honor your country, do honor to him.

Al M}'idd, 8‘0

SO NG CXIIL

\VHILST happy in my native iand,
' - 1 boaft my country’s charter,

I’\l never bafely lend my hand,

Her liberties to bartes,
The nobdle mind is not all

By poverty degraded ¢
*Tis guilt alone can make us fall,

And well 1 am perfuaded,
Each free-born Briton’s fong fhould be,
Or give me death or liberty.

Or give me, &c.

Tho’ {mall the pow’r which fortune grants,
And few the gifts {(he {ends us,

The lordly hireling often wants
That freedom which defends us

By law {ecur'd from lawle(s itrife,
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Our houfe 1s our caftellum ;
Thus blefs’d with ali that’s dear in life,
For lucre fhall we fell ’em !
No !—every Britons fong fhould be,
Or give medeath or liberty,
Or give me, &c.

SONG CXIV,

HURSDAY in the morn, the aineteenth
of May,
Recorded be forever the famous ninety-two !
Brave Ruflell did difcern. by dawn.of day,
The lofty fails of France advancing now;
All hands aloft, aloft—iet Englifh valor fhime;
Let fly 2 culverin, a fignal for the lins ;
Lst every man {upply his gun ;
Follow me,
And ycu’il fee
That the battle will fcon be won,

‘Fourville on the main triumphasnt roll’d,
To meet rhe gallant Ruffell in combat of the
deep ;
He led anoble train of keroes bold,

To fink the Englifh Admiral and his fleet.
Now ev'ry valiant mind to vi€ory doth afpire ;
The ’oloogy fight’s begun, and the fea is all op

e ;
And mighty Fate ftood lookingons
Whiift a flood,
All of blood,
Fill’d the fcuppers of ihe Rifing Sun,




sRE XENS, 149

3ulphur, fmoke and fire, difturbing the air,
ith thunder and wonder, affright the gal-
lic fhore:
. The regulated band {tood trembling near,

To fee their lofty ftreamers, now no more ;.
At fix o’clock, the Red, the fmiling vi&or led,
To give the {econd blow—the fatal overthrow :

Now death and horrow equal reign ;
Now they cry,
Run or die:

Britifh calors ride the vanquifh’d main,

See, they fly amaz’d thro’ rocks and fands;
Onec danger they gralp atto fhun the great-

er fate;

In vain they cry for aid to weeping lands :
The nymphs and fea gods mourn their loft

eftate:
Forever more adieu, thou dazzling Rifing Sun,
From thy untimely and thy ipafter’s fate be-

gun :

Enm;sh, theu mighty god of war ¢
ow we fing,
Blefsthe King !

Let us drink to every Britifh tar,
SONG CXV,

ELCOME, welcome, brothar debtor,

To this poor but merry place,
\Where nobailiff, dun, or {etter,

Dare to thew his frightful face.
But, kind. Sir, as you’re a ftranger,
Down your garaifb you muft lay,
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Or yoar coat will be in danger ;
oz tmuft either frip or pry,-

Ne'er repine at your confinement
From your childten or your wife :
Wifdom lies in trs refhinement,
Through the various {cenes of life.
Scorn tc fhow the leaft 1<fentment,
Thougkt beneath the frowns oi faie :
Knave: and beggars Sad couteatment.
Fears aud cares atiexd the great. |

Though our creditors ai# fpiteful,
And reltraint our bodi::s here,
Ul will make a gzo! deliginful,
Since there’s nothing elie to fear,
Every ifland’s but 2 prifon,
Strorgly guarded by the fea:
Kings and priaces, for that realon,
Pris’ners are as well as we.

What was it made great Alexander
Weep at his unfriendly faie ?

"Twas becaufe he could mot wander
Beyond the worid’s ftrong prifon gate,

The wotld wlelf is fRrongl y bounded
By the heav’ns and ftars above :

Why fhould we tken be confoundad,
Since there’s nothing free but love ?

$ONG C3IXVL
US!labout the bowl, boys,

Here’s no time for meaner joys ;
Pufh about the owl, boys,




TRE ECHO, 1§
Mere's no time for thinking ;
Let us with hearts and hands unite,
To dv ourfeives the bumner’s right,
The bufinefs of this happy night
Coniifts aions in drinking.
Drain the fiowing bowl, boys,
\Wildam at the botom lies;
Drain the flowing bowl, boys,
Drive away all forrow :
And thus away refie&ion rude,
All care was mace for {olitude,
And we’il be fure fhould vice intrude,
To bid her, Coms io marraw,

He that balks 2 glafs, boys,
<121f his real blifs deftroys ;
Iz tharbalks a glafs, bays,

H,’s a forry fellow ;
For wine with mirth wili 4ii the kaave,
And wiae w:ll make the coward brave,
And cv’ry poor dejeQed flave

As fiee as he is metlow,

Give us each a !afs, boys,

Qne who mo%t our minds emplays;

G:ve us ecach a lafs, bays,
Modclt and complying ;

One whofe mind 1s fond of blifs,

\Who loyes to aved to moo and ki,

And cannot fee what harm it 15
To {ave a fwain from dying.

Here's to noble filves, boys,

Length of days and lafting jovs |

Here's to nool: felves buys,




258 PHE E€H N
This teaft will bear repeating:
When ¢’er we bid this boule adicu,
We'll drink to all who’s found and true,
0, Here’s to you, to you, and you,
Till our mext happy meeting.

SONG CXVIL

ET a fet of fober afles
Rail againft the joys of drinking,
hile water, tea,
And milk a
To fet cold brainsa t mkwp
Power and wealth,
Beauty, health
Wit and mirth in winc are crown'd,
Foys abound,
Pleafure’s found,
Cnly where the glafs goes round.
The ancient {e&ts on bappinefs
All differ’d in opinion ;
But wifer rules
Of modern fchools
In wine fix her dominios.
Power and wralth, &,

Wine gives the lover vigor,
Makes &ow the cheek of beauty;
akes oets write,
foldiers ﬁght,
And fnendﬂnp do its duty,
Power and wealth, &c.

Vi'ine was the only Helicon
S'hence poets are long liv'd 0 ;
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*Twas no other main

Than britk champaign,
\Vhence Venus was deriv’d too,

Power and wealth, &3¢,

Wken Heaven in Pandora’s box
All kind of 1ll had fent us,
In a merry mood
A bottle of good
Was cork’d up to content us,
Power and wealth, ¢,

All virtees wins is nurfe to,
Of every vice deftroyer ; .
Gives auvllards wit, -
Makes juft the ait,
Truth forces from the lawyer,
Cower and wealthy e,
\Wine iits aur joys a flowing,
Qur vare and {orrow drowning,
Who rails at the Lowi,
Is 2 Turk:a's {oul,
Ard a Ch:iftian ne’er ihoz.ld ow \ him,

Lower axd weaith, Cc,

ST NG CXVIIL

Y b Chefains of Colurcbia, your forces
w.a: [hal ont,
"Yis time to ek enquiry what thele Frenche
men Gie avous ;
Yous tlag hes Ceen infulind, your commerce
zas b flopt s

J

;.
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 Your cicigens. are plundered, and into prifon:
| pocpd.

Yankee Doodle, mind the tune,

Yenkee Doode dandec 3

If Frenchmen come, with naked bum,

We'll fpank ‘em hard and handy.

Your minifters degraded, your fenate they

condemn,

They fay no treaties you thall make but what’s
approv’d by them: i

Will you who fought fo bravely, and bled 1n
{izedom’s caule,

Now tamely fit and fuffer France te trample
on yout laws,

Yankee Laodle, Co
They fay they gavo you freedom, ard call

ycu all ingrate:; .
For by their valor you wite made the inde-
nGeat States :
We knew they join’d Colunibia, and call’d
themfelves our friends,
As well we know therr plan was Laud to an-
{wer their <avn ends, .

Yankee Doodle, £3c.

But let ms afk how, when, and where tho™
Frenchmen {et you fiee ?
Wasit.their corqreft m-de by land, or vito-
ry gain’a by fea ?
When lord Conwall:c yielded, 1 will admit
their flzet,
By laying off the harbor, prevented wis 1etreat,
| Xankez Doodle, &,
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Y's advocates for Frenchmen, whit can you

more advance,

To prove your independence originates from
France ?

The Count D’Eftangat Georgia was glad to
make retreai,

And by a force inferior confels’d his own de-
Yaniee Doodle, Ec.

When Burgoyune and his airmy were forc’d

to own your {way,

The Yankee Boys alone fhar'd ths honors of
the day.

Should any dare aflert that France by viftory
gain’d at {ea,

Secur’d your independence and fet Columbia
free,

Yankee Doodle, E3e.

Tell them of Count de Grafle’s fall, and

quick the charge deny,

Or from the fhades old Redney’s ghoft will
thunder out ¢ you lie.”

I fay, Columbia’s glory, which fhethis day en.
jJoys,

Vas gain’d hy General WasnincTon, who
led the Yaukee boys,
Yankee Doodle, E3cr

Then, fhali your Senate be reproach’d, your
| _ciuzens oppre(s’d,
‘our miniiters degraded, your fwords in fcab-
ba:ds reft ?
-Ds7y fhall your E«gle’s wings be elipt, yowr
flars’ great luftre fade, '
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And fuail Columbia’s firipes no more watls
honor be d:fpiay’d ?
Yariee Doodie, €2c,

Atile, ve fons cf fieedom, Columbia's rights

mazintain,

Brave Warnixcrox vou'll find prepard to
wieid the {word agam :

Then raife ycur ftandard, araw your fword,
prepare the poirted iance,

Evince your Ceniinuuun frallac’er be fway’d
by France,

May wifdum guide your commerce, and juf-
tice never ccafe,

7o fhield Lolumo'a s giciy, till viory brings
v ou 1 £ACE
Yankee Uo*:.'.,: ¢,

SONG CXIX,

V LIEN our great fires thisland exp on 'd,
A fhelier from tyrannic wrong |
Led on by heaviu’s Aimighiy Loid,
They fun-'-—mi!.d actcd weli the long,
Rile, untea ! dare befreea!
Cur forns fhell vird cate the ceed.
dn vain the regien, they weuld gain,
& \Was ditzacy, dre21y, undilclos’d,
ip vain e .f\u.mm wer'd bcchcn,
Anuluils of favases oppos'd,
Tiey rufh'd undaun ed, Heav’n decreed,
Their Icns thould \ur.d cale ihe deed,
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*Twas {reedo::led the vet’rans forth,
And manly fortitude to bear, |
They toil’d they vanquifh’i—fuchhigh worth
Iz aiways Heav’ns peculiar care ;
Their great example {iill :nfpires,
Nor dare we a&t beneath our fires,

Tis ours undaunted te dsfend
The dear-tought, rich inheritance :
And {pite of each invading band,
\Ve'll 4gat, bleed die ! in 1ts defence,
Purlue our father’s path to fame,
And emulate their glorious flame,

As the proud oak inglorious ftands,
’Till ftorms, and thunder root ut faft,
So teod our new, unpratii:’d bands,
‘Il Britain roar’d her ftormy blalt :
Wicn her ttey varquifh’d, fhizrce led un
By Freedem and great Wasningroxn,

ila:l gedliks F2ro! bornto fave !

Ne’er {nail thy deathlefs lauclsfadce,
Bu! on that b:ow eternal wave,

And confecrate bleft Vernon’s fhade,
Tay fpreading glories ftill increale,

*Tui ea:th, ana ume, aad nature ceale,
Ok ! may that {pirit on thee thed,

Columaia’s truelt, noblait fi.end !
Ou thy {ucceilui’s henor’d head,

In copivus, dauble thow’rs defcend !
Thischaige 1o Anaus be conug’d ;
Be thou ti:c fecond of mankiad.

So when Il jah, call’d t0 hesv’n,

Up 1 flamiag chariot roce,
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Elifha took the mantle giv’n,

And rofe a prophet—or a god!
Then fhout, great Apans ! treedom’s {fon '}
Immortal heirof WasHiNGTON,

SONG CXX.

HEN Jove was refolv’d to create the
round earth,
He fapcenaed the virtues divine!
Young Bacchus then fat the gay chairman of
mirth,
Ard the toaft was wit, women, and wine,

The fentiment tickled the ezr of each Cod
Apollo he wink’d to the Nine ;

And Venus gave Mars, t0o a fly wanton nod,
When fhe drank to wit women, and wine,

Gricat Jove fhook his fides, and the cup put
around,
While Juno for once look’d aivine:
Thele bleflings, fays he, fhall on earth now a.
bound, :

And tke toaft 15, wit, women, and wine.
Thefe are joys worthy Gods, which to mertals

are given,
Says Momus: Wkho will not repine ?
For what's worth our notice, pray teil me in
Heav’n,
If men have wit, women, and wine,

This joke you'll repent, I'll lay fifty to fevens
Such attrattions oo pewer can;decline,
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Great Jove, by yourfelf you'll {conkeep houle
in Heav’n,
For you’ll follow wit, women, and wine,
Thou'rt right, fays great Jove, let us hence to
the Earth,
Men and Gods think variety fine;
Who would ftay in the clouds, whea good-na-
ture and mirth
Arec below, with wit, women, and wine ?

S ONG CXXI,

Ox rue a1rtn or GEORGE WASHING.
TON,

S in a grot reclin’d
A Columbia’s genius pin'd,.

With grief oppreis’d,
She went har fav'rite land,
Wrungby oppreflion’s hand,
Too fecble to withftand

The direful peft,

Deje&ted droop’d ber head—
Thick gloom the {cene o’crfpread,
Defpotic Night!
"Thll pity:ng Heav’'n gave car,
‘To check the gufhing tear,
Bade Wasui1xcTON appear,
‘¢ And all was light.”

Againft his country’s foes
, The patriot hero role,
| Aulpicious hour !
Cloatk’d with heav’a’s vengeance, he
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Crufh’d galling Tyranny,
And fet his country free

I'rom lawlefs pow's,
To kail his Natalday, -
‘Then raife the vocal lay,

\Vith joy fincere ;
Be every cheek bedew’d
MWith tears of gratitude,
Yo him the great, the good,

Whom Kkings revere !

Great fire of freedom, hail !
Thy virtues fhall prevail,

A«d crufh thy foes:
Though demagogues combine,
Envy and malice }in,

To tear the wreathes thattwine

Thy facred brows,

Herce! ev’ry tcngue profane,

Who!e fland’rous zeal would ftain
Thy [potleis fame ;

D.zzled by worth fo bright,

Lei baneful party {pue

Fu:ever fhan the hight,
O’¢rwheim'd with {hame,

Tiy fame illuitvous fage,

Shall ialt through every age,
T:y deeds have won ¢

Thy t:o,.bies fhdll remain,

Tjrigli ea with a ﬁa-r:.

In ©reeden’s tacied tane,
Nl une 1sdoze,
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Call’d by the pubiic voice,

A free aad graceful cheice,
To guard the ftates:

Lo § where :he fage prefides,

True pelicy abides,

Confummate wifdom guides
The high debates.

He check’d the raging tide
Of infurre&tion’s pride,
Bade fa&ion ceafc !
Colle&ed and fedate, -
He rode the car of flate,
While dangers low’ring fate,
And gave us peace.

But, lo ! the chief retites—
No vain ambit:on fires
His generous brealt—
Refigns {ubiimely great,
His %’rcﬁdemial feat,
And fhuns the toils «.f State
For peace and reft.

To hail his naz2l day,
Then raife the vocal lay—
Let joy prefide;
May Heav’n’s bedt gifts defcend,
Long happinefls attend,
Oa him tiie Peopie’s triend,
CorLunpia’s Pribs,

W
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SO NG CXX!I,

AlL Independence, hail,
Bright goddels of the fkies !
Behold tky {ons unite,
Behold thine altars raife !
Lo, freeborn millions knecl and {wear,
Their birth-rights to maintain,
Refolv’d no foreign yoke to bear,
To drag no tyrint’s chain,
*Tis Frcedom's day—let miilions rife,
10 freedom’s Randard fly,
Oy Columbra’s call,
UNi1TE~—LIVE FREE—OR D1E,

Lang has our favor'd clime,
Beneatk: indulgent Heaven,
Ensoy'd the [miies of peare,
Mia copious biefli: gs given,
H:re Indesendence Laaners wav'd,
Triumphantly unfu:l’d;
W::h laurels ¢rown’d, Celumbia’s rofe;
The envy of the world,
2l Jreecow’s day, €2-,
But 2} wha gothening clouds
Aflatt Coluoxy’ fhore 2
Fro:a Gailia’s evimnéin’d clinee,
Wetat reilfn thunders icav ?
'Tis mad Ambition’s kydra foim
Loud thicat'iing fii w afa-,
That pours abidoad th’Iiroending flons,
Arnd fus'stie tump of war ! ’
"Tus foceders’s dey, v
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Rife, inju: i Freemen, rife!
Out-ftreich th’ indignaant arm 3
Defend your country’s caufe,
Nor dread the rude alarm.
Arocund fair Freecom’s alcar throng,
Pronounce the firm decree,
Styear to avenge your country’s Wrong,
Live like your fathers free !
’Ti‘fl’m,‘ da], {fe.,
Hail, Vernon’s hoary chief !
Glory’s immortal {oa !
Long may thofe laurels bloom
Thy matchlefs valor won ;
And may thy grateful courtry long
Revere thy deathlels name,
And with thy well earn’d praifes iwell,
Th’ eternal trump of Fame !
*Tiis freedom’s day, Ec,
Illuftrious Apans, hail }
To theett.2 tafk is giv'n,
To grard thy country’s rights,
And fhare the {miles of Heav’a,
With what an honeft pa:riot pride,
Th’ immortal ! .ader glows,
Firm and undauntud as a rock,
To crufth Columb:a’s foes.
*Tis freedom’s day, &3ce
Hail. Independence, hail,
Columbia’s proudeft boaft §
Ne'er fhall thy fons forger,
The price thy bleflings cofl,
Long may our youth undaunted ftand,
To fiem Oppreffion’s flood 3
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To guard their country's {acred rights,
&nd feal it with the:r blood !
*Tis frecdom’s day, &,

SO NG CXXIIL

COLUMBIA’: BRzld Eagle difplays in his
ciaws,

Thae arrows of Jove, to confound her proud
foes ;

While the artful French Bear, with his wide
lptcaa ng paws,

Wouid erinare us by Augs far mere fatal than
blows,

But his 7. 4§ nd his blows, we will meet them
l:ke men,

And the Eagle fhall drive the bcaft tack to

h.s aen.

The terrible bcar, not yet fated with blood,
Grewls arcund kis huge den o’er tke Eo'xcs of

h.s prey; )

Tho' now gorg’d to the full) he fill how!s for
more food,

And woulc lure by his tricks fair Columb:a
away.

Eut his tricks and his howls we defpife them
like men,

And the Eaple fha!l drive the bealt back to his
cdcre

Not a fres ¢’er fhail bribe him to ilay his rude
th cks,

For the Eagic dx(da ins to retrect from hisire @
We will maithal our columns as {ei'd as rocks,
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And rective the proud Frerchmen in vollies
of fire, f -
Like true ions of Columbia, we wiil a&t fill
like men, . : e
And her Eagle fhall drive the Bear back te
his dea, SR

SO'NG CXXIV.

O Columbia, who, gladly reclin'd at her
eafe, |
On Atlantic’s broad bofom lay {miling in peace,
Al:ncrva flew haftily, fent from above,
And addrels’d her this meflage from thund-
ering Jove:
« Roufe, quickly awake,
“ For your ficedom’s at-ftake,
¢: Storms amfe, your renown’d independence
to thake ;
*¢ Thea lofe not a moment, my ai¢ I will lend,
¢ 1f your fons wil <ffemble your rights to de-
fend.”
Rous’d Columbia role up, and indignant de-
clar’d,
That no nation fhe’d wrong'd, and no nation
fhe fear'd ;
That fhe wifh’d nct for war, but if war was
her fate,
Siie could meet it with fouls independent and
great ;
Then tell mighty Jove,
That we qu:ckly will prove,
\Ve'il deferve the prote&tion he'll fend from
above,
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For ne'er fhzll the fons of America bend,

But united, their rights and their freedom de-
fend,

Minerva fmil’d cheerfully as fhe withdrew,
Enraptur’d to find her Ani¢ricans true;
*“ For (faid fhe) our fly Mercury oft-times re-
rts
¢ That yous fous are divided”—Columbia re-
torts :
Tell that vile god of thieves,
His report but deceives,
And we care not what madmen {uch nonfenfe
believes.
For ne'er fhall the fons of America bend,
Bat united, their rights and their freedom de-
fend.

Jove rejric’d in Columbians this union to {ee
And fwo;e by old Styx they deferv’d to be
1ee ;
Then aflembled the gods, and to all gave con-
{ent,
Their affiftance if needful in war to prefent ;
Mars arofe, fhook his armour,
And {wore, his old farmer
Should ne’er in his countiy fec ought that could
karm her;
For ne’er thould the fons of America bend,
But urited, their 1ights and their frecdom de-
fend.

Minerva refolved that her Agis fhe’d lend ;
And Apollo deciar’d ke their caufe would be-
friena;

Oid Vuicanan armor would forge for theiraid
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More firm than the oae for Achilles he made ;
Thea faid he I’ll prepaie
A compound moft rare,
Of courage and union cach a full fhare.
That ne’er can the fons of America bend,
But their rights and their freedom moft firmly
defend.,
Ye fons of Columbia then join hand in hand ;
Divided we fall, buf united we ftand ;
*Tis ours to determine, 'tis ours to decree,
That in peace we will live ladependant and.
free, : :
And thould from afar
Break the horrors of war,
We'll always be ready at once to declare,
That ac’er will the fons of Americe bend,.
Bt unitet;, tl;eif rights- and their freedom dex-
saa,

3ONG CXXV.

HILE difcord’s Eisody flag unfurl’d,"
O’er Europr, war his torrent pours, .
Rells vollied thurder round the world,
From Boreal climes to India’s thores,
Rife urmted, Hareard', band,
Rufe the bulwark of our Iznd,

Shall Gallia’s clan our coaft invade,
With hzllith catrage fcourgs the main,
Iufuit our na‘ian’s nsutral trade,
And we notdare our rights maintaia ?
Ki'e, e,

i What though Mirerva’s temp'e claim,
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Our fervid vows at learning’s fhrines
We boaft the Patriot’s glorious flame,
The fons of Freedom and the nine.
Rtfc, eCo :

"Mid the wild defert’s gloomy watfte,
Our gallaat Sires, untaught to yield,

This germ of fcience whilom plac’d,
To fhade the Mufe, the Hero thield,

ifey S,
Here nurs’d by virtue’ towers the oak,
Whofe lofty branches prop the fkics,
Defy the l:ghtning’s forceful ftroke,
When carthquake whelms, or whirlwind
flies.
- Rife, &, |
Beneath the fhade by wifdom taught,
The arts unfold their virgin charms
And, fir'd by genius, nervous thought
In triumph grafps his clafiic arms,
Rye, &3¢,

To guard this pantheon of the globe,
While peace difplays her rainbow veft,
While, leagu’ d with juftice, {wells the robe,

And great in valor nods the creft.
Ryje, &c.
Let freedom’s voice round earth proclaim,
Cabal fhal! ne’er divide our realm,
Whi:e time can trumpet GEORGE’s fame,
Or Apawus guide our Uuion’s helm,
Ryfe, &c.

Should fierce invafion’s powers combine ;
To guard Columbia, great and free,
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E’'en Bunker, rent by-burfting mine,
Would float-an Andes o’er the feé,

SONG CXXVL

THE NEW-YORK PATR107171C SONG,

Tune—Wafhington’s March and Yankee Doodle.

OETS may fing of their Helicon ftreams,
. Their Gods aad their heroes, ase fabulous
dreams ;
Theyne’er fang aline
Half fo grand, fo diviae,
As the glcrious toaft
We Columbians boaft,
The Federal Conftitution boys, and L1RERTY
forever,

Apays, the man of our choice, guides the
helm,

No tempeit can harm us, no {torm overwhelm
Our iheet anchor’s {ure,
And our bark rides fecure,
So here’s to the teaft
\Ve Columbians boaft,
The Federa! Conflitution boys, and Pre{ident for.

eéver,

A free navigation, commerce and trade :
We'il icck tor no foe, of no foe be afraids
Our frigate’s thall ride
O 1r defence and our pride ;
Our tars guatd our ¢coalt,
X




170 THE REHO,

And huzza (0 our taft,
The Zederal Conflitution, Irade, and Commeree,
boys forever,

Mortgomery, Warien, ftill live in our fongs,
L.ke them our youn3 hcro zs fhail {purn at our
wiongs,
. The world fhall admire
T ke zzal and the fire
Wich blaze in the toalt,
We Columb ans boak, [ever.
The F:ae'el Canfitution, ar.d 1*'s Advocates for-

When an enermy threats all party fhall ceafe,
We bribe no mmbua rs to buy a mean peace,
Columbrans w:iil {corn

Fi'end or foe W fuborn,

We'il refes oo ths toaft

Wiiichas firemen we boaft,

Tre Feleral Conflitution asd l‘u\egmy forever.

I‘a:nc: . umoct fhail m‘:h In \n\s*uxs(;TO\ s

pra.fc,
Ana:line. .‘r\t 4 ful’.ﬂ’:’ 1« :trg{, cn his da) Se
)Z~c; ealih weave the threed
' del'g:t sound hisnead § -
N\, aatuen c:n boait
s.uch a nare—"uch a toaft—
The Fleral Coo - ation boys, and Wacir,ve.
oN ftusever,

SONG CXXVIL

-

L) l.,.'tn d in foney and wihoat'e! or oreeq,
«ru to lulace young nym hs upoi Licl Guys,

L.‘ GS of ﬂ*c*“cms 1n ruft ¢! roundglavy,
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Are 100 unwoerthy for wonderful deeds.
Sot.fh Silenus to Pkeebus the genius
Was {en: by deme Venus, a ong 10 pregare
In phrafe nicely coin’a; and verfe quite el n’d,
How the ftates divine hun:ed tae hare.

Stars quite tir’d with paft times Olympical,
Stars and planets that beaunrfu: fhone,
Could no longer endure tnat men only fhould
Revel in pieaiures, and they but look on.
Round ahout horned Lucina they fwarmed ;
And quickly informed her how minded
they were,
Each god and goddefs to take human bodies,
As lords and ladies to ‘ollow the hare,
Chafte Diana applauded the motion,
And pale Profepina {at down in her place,
To guice the welkin, and govern the ocean,
While Dian condufled her nephews in
chace,

By her example, their fathers to trample,
The carth old and ample, they foon leave
the air :
Neptune the water, and wine Liber pater,
And Mars the flaughter, to ioliow the hare,
Y ourg pod Cupid was mounted on Pegafus,
Borrow’d o’ the mules with kiffes and pray-
ers ;
Stern Alcides upon cloudy Caucafus
Mounted a centaur that proualy him bears,
The poftilion of the iky, light-heeled Sir Mer-
cury,
Made his twift courfer fly fleet as the air;
Whilc tuneful Apollo, the paitime did {ollow,




172 THE ECHO,
T whoop and to hollow, boys -after the
bare,

Drowned Nurciffus, from his metamorphofis
Rous'd by Echo, new manhood did taks,

Snoring Szmnus upftarted from Cim’ries :
Before for athoufandyears he didnot wake,

There was lams club-footed Mulciber booted ;
And Pan, :ne,.;promoted on Corydon’s mare,

/K olus -flouted ; with mirth Momus fhouted ;
Whiie wife-Pallas pouted, yet follow’d the

hare,

Grave IHymen ufhers in lady Aftrea,
The humour took hold cf Latona the cold.’
Ceres the brown, too with bright Cytherea,
And Thetis the wanton, Bellona the "bold ;
Shamefac’d Aurora, with witty Pandora,
And Mar:a with Fiora did company ‘bear ;
But Juno was ftated too high to be mated,
Aliho’, Sir, {he hated not huating the hare,
Three b:own towls of Olympical neéar
The Troy-born boy now prefents on his
knee;
Jove to Pliaebus now caroufes in neftar,
And Phehusto Hermes, and Hernmies to me;
\Vherewith infafed. ! piped and mufed,
In ianguags unufad their fporte to-declate,
*Till the vait houfe cf Jove likethe bright
ipheres did move,
lHere’s health, then, to all that love hunting
the fnare,




e BCRNO, 178

SO NG CXXVIIIL

RETU RNING howme, acrofs the plain,
Fiom maiket, t'oher day,

A tudden ftorm of wind and rain
O’ertcok me by the way :

With (peed 1 tript i+ o’er the ground,
'To fiad fome kinder fpot,

And from the ftorm a fhelter found,
In Lubin’s rural cot.

This fwain had long poffefs'd a flame,
But modeitly conceal’d ;

Nor 'ull thoife fav’ring moments camie,
I1is paffion e’erreveal’d :

\{":ll you confent, {weet maid, cried he,

" To fhare my humble lot ;

Return, my love, 2nd miftrefs be,
OGf Lubin’s rurai cot,

He fpoke fo fair it pleas’d my mind,
i bluthing. asfwer’dyes;

Iie {wore he would be tiue and kind,
And feal’d it witha kils :

Next day the wedding ring was bought,
1 all my fears fergor ;

And bleft the day | fheiter fought,
Io Lubin’s rural cot.

SONG CXXIX,

'VE found, my fair, a true love knot,
I "Tis loofe by fome difafler,
Come then with me o yonder grot,
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[

And let us ticit fafter:

Or fhall we to the grove repair,
There is no time to dally,

The chuich, the prieit awaits us there,
Let’s tie the knot my Sally.

Methinks the knot was furely laid,
By Cupid’s fond dire&ion,

To prove, my fweet, my charming maid,
The cement of affc&’on ]

*Tis form’d by fome immortal hand,
Come, let us leave the valley,

And join in Hymen’s filken band,
Let’s tie the knot, my Sally.

No hand can ¢’er the band untie, -
When once we are united ©
Forevery guardian fairt is by,
When lovers vews aie pllghlcd
"Thedeed recorded is above,
Then let’s not fhlly fhaliy,
Oh, let us hafte my chaiming love
And tic the knot my Sally.

SONG CXXX,

A_ FEW years ago in the days of my gran.
nam,
(A worthy groiweoinan asever broke bread,)
W rat le€ures fhic gave, \n the morning began
‘em,
Nor ¢ea’d ull fhe laid herfelf down on her
bed ;
Le ne'er declin’d what fhe once undertock,
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But twiited,
Perfifted,
Now flatter’d,
Now fpatter’'d,
And always fucceeded by hook or by crook.

Said the child, whatever your fate is hereafter,
If married, if fingle, 17 old, or if young,
In madnefs, in fadnefs, in tears, or in laughter,
But follow my maxims, you cannot do
wrong ;
Each- paffion, each temper, I always could
brook ;
When fcolded,
I moulded,
When heated,
Retreated, ‘
And manag’d my matters, by hook or by crook,

Enfncr'd by her councils, 1 ventur’d to marrv,
Aud fancy’d a wife, by my grand :nothet’d
ruies,
M ght be taugnt like a {paniel to fe'ch ard to
carry,
Bat fo«,;l I {ound out that we both had been
ds g
In vain 1 fhow’d madam l}:c wonder{ul ook 3
l \.ux’d her,
3 bux'i su'
Ba. it y,
Unruly,

Wives caunot be goveru'd by hook or by
crook,
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8 ONG CXXXI.

GUARDIAN of our natian, ftand Arm ia
) your ftation,
While Europe is allin commetion
We'll let the woild fee that Amsrica’s fre
Our flag thail ride fafe on the ocean.

Since France dcth afpire to fet us on fire,
And k! our Grand Court with diftraftion,
Then irm ie: us be, united and free,
In fpite of proud France. and of fation,

We’ll ne’er kave a king, the’ of Apaus we'll
fing,
And chaunt to our children his flory;
We'lllet the world fee Columbia is free,
And fight for our country and glory,

Our Navy fhail ride-on the ocean fo wide,
With all the proud billows in motion,

No tyrant fhall dare his enfigns to rear,
And pirates (hall fly from the ccean,

Thele pirares of France have dar’d to advance
To our feas, and t1he mouths of our hartbors;

But Frenchmen thall {2¢ our a'es wiil be f; ce,
We'il clear allou: ¢53fts of fuch robbers,

Now letusunite to itand for our right,
And protett our commerce fiom piluader ;
Thele tovers at (ea, fhall begin now toflee,
When Ganges difcharges his thunder,
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SONG CXiill

WEET Laura fee the fatal hour,
Farewell, mv fouls delight ;
But row fhall wretched Henry live,
Thus banifh’d from my fight?
To my fond heart no rivat joys
Svpply thelofs of thees
Bui who can tell if thox my daar,
Wik ¢'er remember me.
Alone theo’ unfrequented wilds,
With penfive fteps I rove :
1 atk the rocks, 1 alk the ftreams,
Where dwells my abfent love ?
The filent eve, the rofy morn,
My conftant fearch furvey,
But whe can, £,

Oft 1'll review the fmiling feeng,
Each fav'rite b:‘iook and tree,
‘When gaily pafs’d the ha hours,
'l’holg hoxﬁ;. I've pafs’c‘l’ Ezsm thee:
What painful fond memorials rife,
Fromev'ry place Ifee;
BJ' who an, @Co

S ONG CXXXIIIL

SONG, a fong, is the cry of mankind,
All know what to finging belongs ;
*Tis intereft governs us all you will find,
And gives us the pitch of our fongs.
Y
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The mifer with riches, who’s never content,
Can teii what 15 right or 1s wrong.

For he joins in the chorus of tweniy per cent,.
And owns 1t a very guod fong.

Behold next the merchant, the federal lad,
Who hopes that the union 15 ftrung,

But fays itis money that makesthe heart glad,
And hammers away with a fong.

The merchant is pun@ual—to fee himflelf paid,
Aund wifhes for credit that’s long,

Yet ftrikes up the ditty of commerce and trade,
How quickly he joins in the fong.

The lawyer and parfon do know very well,
The things that to finging beloag,

One finge1s the fee, ere a word he cantell,
One ¢ turns oft his flock with a fong.”

And WasuincToN too, the hero and lage,
To Heaven he carols this fong : —

¢ The bleflings which thou to Columbra gave;
« Oh Heaven !l pray thee prolong.”

SONG CXXXIV,

TOGENES. furly and proud,
Wio inari’d at the Macedon you'h,
Deiightea in wine that was good,
Becaufe in good wine the:e is truth :
But growirg as poor as a Job,
And unable 1o purchale a flalk,
He ¢hole for his manfion a tub,
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And liv’d by the {cent of the cafk,
And iiv’a by the fcent of the cafk,

Meraclitus would never deny
A bumper to cherifh his heart ;
And when he was maudlin, would cry,
Becaufe he had empty’d his quart :
Tho’ fome were {o foolifh to think
He wept a: men’s folly and vice,
*Twas only his cuitom to drink
Tillthe liquor run out of his eyes.

Democratus always was glad
Totipple, and cherith his foul ;

Would laugh like a man that was mad,
When over a jolly full bowl,

Whuile his cellar with wine was well ftor’d,
His liquor he’d merrily quaff;

And, whea he was drunk as a lord,
At thofe that were {ober he’d laugh.

Copernicus tco, like the reft,
Believ'd there was wildom in wine ;
And knew that a cup of the beft
Muade reafon the brighter to fhine :
With wine ho replenilh’d his veins,
And made his philolophy reel;
Thea fancy'd the world, as his brains,
Turn’d round like a chariot wheel.

Ariftotie, that mafter of arts,

Had been but a dunce without wine 3
For what we afcnbe to his parts,

[s due to the juice of the vine:
His belly, fome authors agree,

Was as big a2 2 watering trough:;
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He therefore leap’d into the ioa,
Becaufe he’d have liquor £nough.

When Pyrrho had taken a glafs,
He faw that no cb& appzar’d .
Exa&ly the famve as it was
Before hs had liquor'd hie beard ;
For things running round in his drirk,
While fcber be motionlefs found,
Occafion’d ke feeptic to think
There was nothing of truth to be found,

Old Plato was reckon'd divise,
Who wilely w6 viitud was prone 3
But, had i not been for good wine,
His mernit had never been known.
Bv wine we aic generous made ;
It furnithes fancy wit wings;
Without it, we ne’er thould have had
Philofopkers, poets, or kings,

SONG CXXXV,

S mufing { rang’d in the meads all alone,
1& A beautiful creature wasmaking her woaa;
The tears they weéte falling fu'l fait from her

eyes, .
She pierced the pirand my heart with her esice.

I gently requsQted the caufe of her moan,
She told me her [weet Serccino was gone ;

And in that fad poitare fht ever wou'd remain,
Unlefs her dear charmer return’d hetna 23a'm,

Terhaps it is fome linaey, or tlackbitd, fai I,
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Perhaps it is the lark thathas foat’d inthe ky:

Come, dry up your tcus, and abandom your
grief

I'li bring you another that fhall givée you re-
lief,

It’s no blackbird, norlinrvet, nor fky lark, faid
fhe,

Butone that is fairer by far, than all three,

My fweet Senccino, for whom 1 now cry,

Is {weeter thaa sll the gay {ungftcrs that fly.

Adicu to Prunella, Corinna, likewife,

Whom ftars, and whom planets exiol to the
flites ;

Adicu ! tu the Opara, farewe!l to the ball!

My chatmer has gone, and a fig for you all.

SONG CXXXVI

MY name’s Tippy Bob,

With a watch in each fod,
View m: round-—on cach fide and the tcp,
I'm {ure I'm the taing,
Nay, I with I may {wing,
171 an’t now a nica naty cron !
I'm up to each rig,
Of my hat {moke the gz,
Like candlzs my locks dang'e down:
Aud look in my rear,
As av oftrich 'm bare,
But the knowingift fmait of the town -
As | walk throug?\ the 1abby,
The grriscry cut ¢ Bobbe !
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¢ Here, Bobby ! —my Biddy PRob!
Now {qu aking, now bawling,
Then pulling and hallng,
So {mirking and pleafing,
So coaxing and teazing,
I can’t get them out of my nob;

Obferve weli my fhape,
And the fali ot my cape,
It'sthething ! It’s thething ! dam’'me !an’t it ?
And thisbow 1ound my neck,
Will at leaft hold a peck,
1t may catch fome old Dowager ! mayn’tit ?
Then uader this collar
I’ve got a large 10ller,
*Tis juft like a large German faufage ;
Arnd {queez’d up fo tight,
That, by this geod light,
It goes nearly (o0 ftop up my paflage,
As I walk thro’ the loobey, &c.

My vefta foot long,
N -ne capes in a throrg,

My breeches—my {mall clothes I mean,
From my cncft 1o my calf—
Damn the mob, let, them laugh,

I diefs not by them to be feen !

The ftiings at my kunees,
L:ke chevaux de fieze

My boats to the {mall of my leg !
My fpurs the nonfuch,

No crop can metouch,

1 fwear I’m at home to a peg.
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SONG CXXXVIL

T AIR Kate of Portimouth lov'd a tar,
Ben Surf, as kind a fou!
As ever brav’d the hottet war,
Or flung the flowing bowl,
Yet, oft’ he'd heave a figh, fince fate
‘Had borne h:m far from lovely Kate,

For Ben in vain had often ftrove,
(Wo:ld parears but agree)
To wed fair Kate, his only love,-
’Ere that he west to fea; ‘
But, ab | in vain, fond hope was o'er,
He figh'd, thea left his native fhore.

One night as the mid-watch ke Lept,
A ioofe to love he gave, .

For wh'le his fhip mates carelefs flept,
Plung’d-in 3 wat’ry grave—

“ The canfli&t’s o’er, fweet Kate,” he cried,
Then fuak ia peace, alas | and dy’d.

Thus hope is like the fumner gale,

Thav’s tranfient as the wina,
Which reefs too foon foft picafures’ fail,
_’Erethe wifh’d port we find :
The tidings to fair Kate was broaght,
Whole bolom was with anguith fraught,

* And ig my lovs no more ?” fhecried,
’Thea peace adieu, fueweil,

This heart to his was ¢'er allied.
And ft:ll it fhall be true—

I feel my {pinit wing its flight-..”

She fgokc, and funk in cnalels night,
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S ON G CXXXVIIH.

OU aik why I thus droop my head,

Why pechive and fad I doplore ¥
All joy fiom poor Anaa is fled,
My Will:am, alas ! is ro mote:
Thele cyas dim and moursful appser,
W hich from his all their jnitre did bormow
1 muft paufe o’er my tale- -drop a ipar,
For, alas ! *tis a ftory of forrow.

I ftood on the beack, while m view
The bark tofs’d, that brought hixa from far ;
The rain beat, the winds feigely blew,
The cleaents {oem’d all gt war :
On a rock (the dire thought bids e weep)
His fhep fplit-—-no aid could they parrow
He immerg’d in the watery deep,
Full, alas ! is my ftory of forrow.

Difiralled! but prayers could I give,
As Ire dath’d the big billows afide,
Hope faintly breath’d forth, « he’d furvive.”
But, fatigu’d, he iunk breathlefs---and dy’d :
Depriv’d of oy love, I complain,
1 his bride fhouid have been on the morow,
But 1'll piunge in the unfated main,
And cure a heart burfting with forrow,

SONG CXXXIX,

ELL met, jolly fellows, well met:
By this bowl you’re all weicome, }
fwear :




Ses where on the table ‘tis fet.

And defign’d for the grave of your care,
From this focial convention,
*Twill drive ali contention,

Save only who longeft can drink;
Then fill up their glafles
And drink to your laffes,

'The head-ache take him that fhall fhrink.

Do but look at this glafs! here boys, hand it
around ;

Why it [parkles like Phillis’s eyes;
But ‘tis better by far, boys ; for when her
eyes wound,
This balm to the wound will fupply ;
Then a fig for this thinking :
Fill, fill and be drinking ;
Let us drown all our cares and our forrows:
Come, thetoaft, boys, the toaft !
There’s no time to be loft,
For our cares will return with to-morrow.

*SONG CXL.

HEN beating rai ns and pinching winds,

At night attack the lab’ring hinds,
And caus’d them to retite :

How fweet they pals their time away,
In fober talk and ruftick play ;

Befide the focial fire,

Befide, &c.

‘There many a plaintive tale is told,
Of thofe who linger in the cold ;

With fighs and groans expire ;

yA
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The mournful ftory ftrikes theear,
They heave a figh and arcp a tear,
And blefs their focial fice.
A ad blefs, &c.

The legendary tale comes next,
With many an artful phrafe perplext,
Which well the tongue might tire ;
The windows thake, thc thutters crack,
Each thinks a ghoft behiad his back,
And hitcnes 10 the fire,
Aad hitches, &c.

And now pe'haps fome humble fwain,
Who fann’d the lovet’s flame in vain:
With fighs and groans expire :
Rela‘es eacn {t:a agem he play’d,
To win the coy d:{dainful maid,
And eyes the {oc:al fire,
And eyes, &c.

To this fucceeds a j.cund {ong,
From lungs lefs mulical than ftrong.
And all to m'th alpire;
The humble-roof returns the found,
Tne foc-al can goes b1 {k v rouad;
And brightec burns the fire,
Ana brigheer, &c.

Griu: rie k. nd Heaven a ftate like this,
W oo urnLle gnvance s bhiy,
r': ail !batl req.are :
Ana el 10 Cro-wn tncJ vs of ifs
L'ii fiek a kond indaigent wife,
'l‘u bicds the loc a- fue,
1’5 blels, &u,
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S ONG CXLL

'PLAGUE of thofe muity old lubbers,
| Who tell us to faft and to think,
And patient fall in with life’s rubbers,
With nathing but water to drink :
A cann of good ftuff had they twigg'd it,
Would have fct them for pleafure agog.
And {pite of the rules,
The rules of the {chools,
The old fools would haveall of ’em fwigg’d it,
And fwore there was nothing like grog.

My father, when laft I fiom Guinea
Returm’d with abundance of wealth
Cried— Jack, never be fuch a ninny
To drink—Says I—here’s father, your health.
So 1 pafs'u round the ftuff—foon heww:gg'd it,
And it fet the old codger agog,
And he {wigg’d, and mother {wigg’d,
And filter {wigg'd and brother fwigg’d,
And I {wigg'd, and all of us fwigg’d it,
And {wore there was nothing like grog.

One day, when the Chaplain was preaching,
Behind him I curioufly flunk,
And, while he our duty was teaching
As how we fhould never get drunk,
I tip’d him the ltuff, and he twigg“d it,
Which foon fet his rev’rence agog.
And he {w~igg'd, and Nick fwigg'd,
And Ben fwigg’d, and Dick fwigg'd,
And | [wigg'd, and all of us fwigg’d 1t,
And {wore there was nething like grog.
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Then truft me there’s ncthing like drinking
So pleafant on this fidg the grave;
It keeps the unhappy from thinking,
And makes ¢’en more valiant the brave,
For me, from the moment I twigg’d it,
The good ftuff has fo fet me agog,
Sick or well, late or early,
Wind foully or fairly,
I’ve conftantly {fwigg’d it,
And dam’me there’s nothing like grog.

SO NG CXLII,

EAR Tom .his brown jug which foams,
with m:ld ale,
In which we wili toafl the fweet Nan of the
vale;
Was once Toby Fillpot athirlty old foul
As e’er drank a bottie or fathom’d a towl ;
In Baccus's court ’twas his joy to exceil,
And among jolly topers he bore off the bell.

It chanc’d as in dog-days he i0!!’d at his cafe,

Ina flower-woven asbor as g2y as vou pleale ;

With his friend and his pipe pyffing iorrow
away,

And with royal old ftingo was foaking his clay,

His breath.door of life on a fuddsn was fhut,

Arnd headied fali as big as a Dorcetfhire butt.

His body when long in the ground it had lain,
And ume into clay hasideflolv'd it again!
A potter found cut in its cavert fo fnug,
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And with part of oid Toby he form'd this
brown jug :

Now facred to friendfhip to mirth and miid ale,

Here’s a health to my iovely fweet Nan of the
Vale.

SO NG CXLIII.

OW brim full of nothing’s the life of 2
beau,
Taey’ve nothing to think of, for nothing they
do,
And nothing to taik of, for nothing they know,
Such, fuch is the hie of a beau,
Such, &c. .
For nothing they rifebut to draw the fielh air,
Epend the morning ianothing but curling their
hair ;
And do nothing all day .but figh, faunter and
ftare,
Such, fuch is the life of a beay,
Suca, &c.

For nothing at night to the play-houle they
crowd,

To mind nothing cdcrie there they are aiways
too proud,

But to bow and to grin, and to fay nathing
loud, '

Such, fuch is the life of a beau,

Such, &ec,

For nothing they 1un to affembiy and ball,
For nothing at cards a fair partner they call;
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For they ftill muft be hafted who’rc nothing
at ail,

Such, fuch is the life of a beay,
Such, &c.

For nothing on Sunday’s at church they appear,

They’ve nothing to hope for and nothing to
fear,

They can be ,ﬂOt‘)lng no where, who nothing
are here ;

Such, fuch is the life of a beay,
Such, &c.

S ON G CXLIV,

Sl ANKING Jack was fo comely, [o pleaf-
aat, {o jolly,
Though wind blew great guns ftili he’d whii-
tle and fing.
Jack lov’d his friend ard was trueto his Molly,
And if honor gives greatneis was great asa
king.
One night as we drove with two reefs in the
main-fail,
And the fcud came on low’ring upon a lee
{tore,
Jack wcnft up aleft for to hand the top ga’en
a!
A fpray wafh'd him off, and we ne'er faw him
more !
Butgr.cving's a jolly
Come let u. be ?olly,
If we're troubles at fea, boys,
We've pleafures afhore,
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Whifting Tom fill of milchief or fun in the
middle, g

Through hifc in all weathers at random would

0g,

He'd dancegahd he’d fing, and he'd play on the
fiddie,

And {wig with an air his allowance of grog :

Long fide of a don in the Terrible Frigate

As yard arm and yard arm welay off the thoze,

In and out whiffling Tom did fo caperand j:3 ¢,

That his head was fhot oif, and we ne'er faw
him more ; ~
But, &.. |

Bonny Ben was to each jolly meflmate abrothary

He was n;anly and henef, goad nawured, aud

ree,

If ever one tar was more true than another

To ns friend and h.s duty,that {a-lor was he;

Qac day with ths David to heave the kedgs
anchor,

Ben went in a boat on a bold craggv {hore,

Heoverboard tipt, whenafhak and alpanker;

Sooa n:pt him- 'a two, and we nc'ér faw hum
mare !

But, &¢.

But whai of «t all, lads, fhall we be down
hearted

Becaufe that mayhap we now take our iaft {up;

Lite’s canle muit oacday or otier be paned,

Anadeath i fatt mmooning w.il bringay a'l uos

Dut’us alwavs the way on'ty one fcsrcs fiuds a
brother
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Fond as pitch, honeit, hearty and true to the
core

But by bau!c,,or florm, or fome tad thing o:
other,

He’s popp’d off the hooke, and we ne’sr fee
him more .
Bet, &,

5SC NG CXLV,

ER mouth with a fmile,
Devoid of all guile,
Halt open 1o view ;
Is the bud of the rofe,
In the morning that blows,
Impearl’d with the dew.

More fragr:ht her kreath
Than the 8cw’r icented heath,
At ihe dawning of cay :
The hawthorn in bloom..
The lll) s perfume,
Or tre blofloms of May.
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APPENDTIX:

CONTAINING A VARIETY OF

MISONIC SONGS.

SONG L

OT the iions of Greece, northe dreams
of old Rome,
Shall with vifions miflead, or with meteors
confume ;
No Pegafus’ wings my fhort foarings mifguide;
Nor raptures det:in me on Helicon fide,
All clouds now diffolve ; f:om the Eait beams
the day—
Truth rifes in glory, and wakens the l2y.
The Eagle ey’d Mufe—fees the light—flls the
grove |
With the fong of Free Mafons, of Friendfhip
and Love!
In{pir’d with the theme, the Divinity flies;
And tkron’don a rain-bow—belore her arile
Pafl, Prefen: and Futurc—viith fplendid anay,
In mafonic fuccefiion. their treafures difplay.
3he views murder’d Meii by ruffian hano fall,
And the grave give its dead up, at feliow fhip’s
call!
A a
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While the Craft, by their badges, their ino-
cence pieve ;
And the ioug of Free Mslons is Friendifhip

and love !

From thofe ages remote, fe¢ the Mufe fpe,cds
- her way,

To joinin the gion's, the Picfnt difplay,

In freedom and friendfhip, the lecs the ui
band, {_land

With their fn.endor and virtues itllumine the

Religion’s pure beam breaks the vapors of
night.

And from darkne{s mvfterious, the World
gives the light !

Whiic the Lodge here below, as the choirs.
from avove,

Join the fong of Fice Malons in Friendfhip
and Love.

That the Futur: m:ght keep, what the Prefent
beltows,

In raptere prophetic the goddefs arofe,

As the fung through the fk.es, angels echo’d
the found,

And the wiads b.)rc the notes to ineregions

*  around!

The kind proclamation our {ing thallretain :

*Twas—s¢ That Malonry lcng may 1ts luftre
manta‘n:

And ‘till Time be no more, our Frateinty

Tove,

That the objetts we aim at, are Friendthip an’

Love !”
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SONG IL

HEN my divine Althxa’s charms,
No mote fhall kindle foft alaimi,

And the keen lightning of her eye,
Paffes unfelt, unneeded by ;
When moral Beauty’s heavenly form
Shall ceafe the frozen foul to warm ;
‘When manners thus corrupt we fec,
‘Farcwell the fweets of Mafonry !

When Science fhall withdraw her light,
And Error ipread a Gothic night ;

When Pity’s facred fource is dry,

No pearly drop to melt the eye;

When truth fhall hide her blufhing head,
And famifh’d Virtue beg her bread ;
When manners thus corrupt we fee,
Fareweil the {fweets of Mafonry !

But while the fair traniport our fight,
And moral beauty’s charms deligh: ;
While Science lifts her torch on high,
And pity thaws the melting eye;
While Truth maiatains defpotic power,
And Virtue charms wiuhout a dower;
W hile manner: thus unftain’d we fee,
All hail the {weris of Mafonry !

S ONG IIL

57 E fons of fair Science, impatier: to learn,
W hat's meantby a Mafon y.u here may
diicern;
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He itrengthens the weak, he givesiight tothe
blind,
And the na&cd he clothes—is a friend to man.
kind.
All fhall yield to Mafoury,
Bend to thee
Bieft Mafonry,
Matchlefs was he who founded thee,
And thou, l:ke him immortal fhalt be.

HMe walks on thelevel of honor and truth,

And fpurnsthe trite paflions of folly and youth

The Compafs and Iquare all his frailues re-
ove,

And his ultimatc"objc& is Brotherly Love.

The temple of knowledge he nobly doth raile,

Supported by wildom, and learning its bale;

Wthen rear’d and adorn'd, ftrength and beauty
unite,

And he views 1hc fair fru@ure with conlcious
dcligh!.

With fortitude bieis'd, he’s a flranger to fears,
And govern’d by prudcccc, he caut:oufly fieers,
Till temperince thews him the port of con:ent,
And jaftice unafk’d, gives the figa of conlent,

Infpir’d by his feelingy, he beunty imparts,
For char.ty rangcs at large in our ‘hear? 5

AAnd anindigent diother ieliev’d f1om his woes,
Feels a plealure inferior to htm who beflows.

‘Thus a Malen ’'ve drawn and cxpos’d to your
view,
And truth muft ackrowledge the higure is irue;
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Should you members become—be brothers and

friends,

There's a SscreT remaining, will maks you
amends.

SONG 1V,
‘ N THAT Joysdo the Craft en each Ma-
fon bcltow

Such rapturous pieafurcs as Cowans ne’er

know)

All equally fhare the delightful repalt,
Whicn time cannot change, but cternal will
lat,
Liavk away ! llark away ! Hark cway istnewsrd !
To the Lod e let’s reparr ;
Bhereecho ! Where eciia? Where farmony echoes,
And bamfnes care.

Rehold as the Sun in the Eaft doth anifs,

Qur Malter the weri:mznand nirelirgs employ,

'Tra Welit and the South their afli tance im-
part,

T’ embell:fh the Fabric 2nd ftrengthen the Arr,

With level and ruic we our buflinei< nrepare,
We work by the Compals and a& on the
Square,
No marmurs are heard and no d:{cords are
known,
Tranquility reins and ambition has flown,

Lct the world make a feoffy we their fnecring
defpilc,
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Since they know not how much we Free Ma.
fonry prize ;

In brotherly igve let the time focial pafs,

And mirth and feftivity garnifh each glals.

Then charge, my dear brethren, a bumper ail
Tound,

To the brim fil each glale, let no day light be
toand ;

Here's a healti: 10 all Mafons who honor the
name,

By walking upngh; and obiciving ihe fame.
Har? away ! Hark away ! Hark away is the word!
Let us fing and 1¢jo1ce 5
Wil echo ! jaeet echo! w}zj tft echo of Mafonry
Soeunds from each vace !

SONG V.

HOW happy’s a Mafon whofe bofom fill
ows

Wih frienafhip, and ever moft cheerfully
goes

Th’ effeéls of the myfteries lodg’d in his breaft,

Myfteries rever’a, and by Princes pofleft,

Ou' friends and our bottie we beit can erjoy,

No rancor or envy our quiet annoy,

Our plumbline and compals, ous iquare and owr
tools,

Dire& all our a&iens invirtue’s fair ruies,
Dirett, &c.

To Mars and to Venus we’re equally true,
Qur hcarts can enliven, our armgcan fabdue
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Let the enemy tell, and the ladies declare,

No clafs or proteflion with Mafons compare;

To give a fond luitre we ne’er need a creft,

Since honor an1i virtue 1emain in our breaft,

We'll charm the rude wosrld when we clap,
langh and fing,

If fo happy « M :[on, fay, who'd be a king ?
1f fo, &c.

SONG VI,

EAR Brothers of fraternal mind,
Whem virtue, truth and honor bind,
In whom the fons of {cience find
No {ly d:flimulation ;
Accept a tribute juitly due,
From a fond heart, faithful and true,
Accept a tender, fad adieu,
And beiieve
Thnat 1 grieve,
Your wortay {uciai hand toleave,
Becaufe I ama Maufon.

Yettho' remote from you 1 ftray,
Where fickle fortune leads the way,
Ycur mem’ry 1n my oreait fhall ftay,
While | have el iration :
And let me hold that fond :dea,
That you wiil mind unworthy me,
Waene'or you mect in {ociai glee:
Give a toait,
J.et me bousit
The friendthip of vour noble hoft,
I ak it as a Maion.
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1f e’ex the Syrzas of to: 2ge
Has c:vwn me ti:-m your mylic gage,
Pray bl the ersor fiom the page
Q7 ngid oblervat.on.
Your Kinae*is on ey heztt 'l write,
And aii unkindnefs trom my fight,
1’li bamih 10 czenal night.
Let us be
Maions free;
Forg:ve, likewlie forgiven be,
The creed of every Mafon.

Your chnileft love I oft dia {bare,
Your bright-it badge did often wear,
Plac’d 1n the Oriental chair,
By wmyiiic inftaliation.
And by the emblemat:c three,
Difpers’d the gifts of Mafunry,
>Iili tve mevidian hour we {ec g
T nen we may
W et our clay,
And pafs an hour cheerful and gay,
In graeful relaxaticn.

A hitening car ohtain ourart,
A filent tongue wiil ne’er impart
The fecvers of a faithful hear,
“Vhatever the tempaiation,
Ilcnor 2nd wruth will fhiil combine
To d'gn:fy the grand defign,
And iove will through their al:oas fhine,
\Vith amiad
juitand kind,
And al! wieir pleaiures aresefin’d,

Lo fappy in a Malorn,
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Then faith, upheld by reafon’s voice,
Their ho3es forezell enjo.'-:sn *s choice,
i c:xz'u, vumir hearts rejoics
Ia biels’d concﬁ'a*;o-n.
When unfcreleen misioitunes profs
Tre :ons and dnur'iters of du.sz,
XViih tind fr2ternal tendernets,
Prom { reltef
Scootrg their grief,
Of tkeir pleafuse *tis the chief
Torafe afaiier Mzxlon,
“ummn), tha: virtue br-sht,
Frenith: P (o loveiytoths 4 shty
Hrotheriy jove thear hearts unit e,
And bicls each friendiy a&ion,
No doz':ng fot their mitth hall wound,
No minor knows their righta profovnd,
No atheilt treads the hohow’d grouna,
No ZuOY
To their joy 3
Plealures pure, which never tloy
Belzugs o ev'ry Malon.

May friendfnip, harmony and love
Your guardlans and companions prove,
Till the celeftial Lodgs above,

Shall be cach bmm-rs ftation :
But death, the level, time the line,
And v\lumb of jultice muft ccmbine,

To ﬁl us for that blifs divine,
Thea fhall we
~ Happy be ; '

Towards the Ealt we'il bow the knee

Toxs Gownd Mater Majop.

B D
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SONG VI,

DIEU, a keart, warm, fond adieu,.

Ye biothe:s of cur myfic tic ;
Ye favo<'d and enlightena’d few,
Camanions of my focial joy ;
Tho’ I to foreign lands mutft hie,
Purfuing fortunes flippery ba'l :
With mslting nearc aad brimial sys,
1'il mind you fill when far awa,

Oft have I met your focial vand,
To frend a choerful feftive night,
Oft, honor’d with fupreme command,
Prefided o’er the foas of lig::t ;

And by that hieroglyphic bright,
\1ich none but crafiimen ever law,
S:rong mem’ry on my hzart thall write,
Trole happy {cenes when fzr awa,

May freedom, harmory and iovs,
Cement you in the grand defige,
Beneata th® Omnic:ent eve atovs
The gloridus Archi~&t, divine ;
Tha: youmay keep th’ unerin; rule,
St g 1arded by the plum.ncz’shw,
"1 o.der bright comgiclely thine,
Shnide my p ay’r whea far awa.
And yeu farewell, wiroie mcrnit ¢'sim
Juitiv t:at h'geft badse w wear,
M.y ilewwven LIS vour nohle naae,
To Mo.ary 2na *Scota dear;

A {aft reqastt permit me tien,
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When vearly you're aifemixed a’l,
One rcund, | afk it with 2 7~ar ;
Yo him, the friend, tkat's 1.t awa.
And you, kind hearted fifters, fair,
I fing farewell o all your charms,
Th® impreffion of your pleafing ziry
With rapture oft my heart did war,
Alas, the focial winter's night
No more returns while breath we dias,
*Till fifters, brothers, all units 5
In that Grand Lodge that’s far awa,

6Q NG VIIL

HERE focial love fersnely {miles,
. Soft harmony infpires the breaft,
} i8¢ the weight of care beguiles,

Ay lulls each gloomy thought to ref.

Come deve-ey’d peace, thou hezvenly guelt,
Ana -oncord ; attribute divinc !

- Refide w thin each Malon’s breaft,

Their hearts with facred union join.
Tius long £+ fland our noble art,
Ed deep wichin cach faithful breafd,
We ‘eel its Influ-nce on the heart,
2 herviore we (ay— -prodatum cfl.

SONG IX,

ACTHUS epen all iny wreafure,
Let Gveet mmuiic chan, theear 3
Love cemeny us all torether,
Sons of Hutw welcume huray
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Vulgar, baic and fera:d wreickes,
May deride us, what care we ;

Slander write maignanttkeiches,
By the Nuit we know the tree.

Come my bruthers, love unites us,
Come let beauty be our toaft ;
Herc’s to her tast ean delight ug,
The ~harmiz fair we prize the moft,

Lzt us joio our mnc.s together,
May peacc and love the cement be §

Cuarge your g:xiles, prime togsther,
Here's 2 healiiito Mafons Free.

SONG X,

A SSi3T my mufs, thy influecce biing,
[’, In praife of Mafonry 1 & mg ;
Y- fiowing nates my voice fha! va:‘c
Iu fing the wonh) Malon’s pra HE
tofz kear? 13 free from ety s Tam,
--".'erz wkile Be lives u"l.' o yonain.

Ha'l eriental fgiensid Lgb.,

Aniduve-¢;’d pe acc',' with beauty bright;

Thya'l enliviitrg, Rivngth’ning n\'-.

Do:h cizwrn ¢y Bhifs with kapoy dn,.
State wen svs Kivce wits. #end ars I:,.zu,
U siere, adorn ox r :oval At

With mufic fweet, fage Tubil Cain,
On te d:cp organ tun’d (he {0ra:
Cweet melody 1nfpir'd his inagus,
Withlosty ncte he fweetly fu.g :
Hed M.!’omr)f ¢n Heawen fexi,
In tnee alone we find contonts




s PPENDIL X,

Berevolence and mutuai love,
Scat by our malter from aoove,
Are piliars of our rayal A,
Ener raved on each Malon’s heart,
Ti-( L2ty pdaars Rand fecure,
Azd 2ad tae date of time endure.

'l rove Ari, from Heaoen reveal 'd,
i" Maion’s hestt tnnu art cunceal’d,
< oawans @y leck ana knockia vain,
Oar iv°ry kevs tleirarts dilaain,
J AN ‘I.J'r foales .ad fees their avt,
Waile cvalemie 50 25 ...:j...t."‘ul ST
50O NG Xl
T.7 ING Soivomor, that wiie p:c': @or,
_’_\_‘ o .slc-unl‘; P T3 greal (‘cuﬁu
An: Hoiam, that great :\tcn.‘c&ox
Wansis a 2rans thail ever fhine ..x.;h:.
Vrom e heart i a true nornedt Maioa
There’s nor.e can the feciet remove §
Oui maxar, are Jaflice, 0’;132'.',
¥:ieazthip snd brolh‘-rly iove,
f:mowhe sculd net e a Fre: Mafs
No ragry and /«z::lare we s
{9 il fun"’- rien we are Brotievsy
snd 1 cvery Lodge e aiz rree,

\Ve meset hike 12 foiends on the leves,
And lmmg.. cart on the {qaare ;
Abke v - 1efpeét king and bc;,ga
Pyovled they're juit and ﬁnccrt.
We un.a an ungenerous altion,

[
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None can with Free Mafons compare :
We love for to live within comr(s,
8y rules that are honeft and fair.
Then who, &c.

We exclude all taikative fellows,
That will babble and prate paft their wit,
They ne’er fhall come into cur fecret,
For they’re neither worthy nor fit ;
But the perfon that’s wel! recommended,
And we fiid him horeft and true,
When our lodge is well tyl’d we’ll prepare
him,
And, ike Mafons, our work we’ll puriue,
Then who, E3¢.

Succels ‘¢ all accepted Mafons,

There’s none can their honor pull down §
For c’er fince the glorious creation

Thefe great men ate lreld m renown,
When Adam was King of all nstions,

He formed a plan with all ficed ;
Ard {foon made a fit habitation,

For him and his companion Eve,

Tb‘” &'hf‘, &o

There’s fome foolifh peaple reje& us,
For which they are highly to blame,
They cannot fhew any ob;e&i00,
Or reafon for doing the fare,
The ait’s a divine infpiration,
As all honeft men will declare.
S0 here’s 10 all true hearted brothers,
That live within compa’ and {quare,
Tk l"”' &,
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Like an arch well cemented togetner,
Thus Airmly united we itand,
And juftiy fupport o: ¢ another ;
With plumb line and level in hand.
*Thil the world is con{umed by fire,
Anund judgment is pals’d on usalls
They ne’er thill come into our fecret,
Or we from Free Mafomy fall,
Th:zn, &c.

5§ ONG XIL

MASON'’s daughter fair and young,
The pride of all the villags throng,
Thus t> her lover {ad;

Tho’ D:mon I your fame approve,

Your aftioas praiie, your perion love,
Ye: it.it 1”1 Live a ma:d,

None fhall untie my virgir zone,

But one to wnom wae fec-et’s known,
Of famm’d Fiee M.ulonry ;

It which the grzai aad grod combine,

To raife with geaerocs defiga,
Man to feiicay.

The Lodss excluazs tae fop and fcol;

Tae pio:ldins knave avd varty teol,
Trat hiooitv would .2t g

The nodic, fa thiu! aud the bhrave,

No goiden charms can e'ec 'eceive,
In live:y to dwell,

This {aid, e bow'd aad went away,
Appiy'd, was made without delay,

207
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Re'urn’d to her 2zar

The f:ir one granted | ms rcqu-..,

Co nnw ai joys t: eir Cavs rave biefl,
Animay they c'er rama‘n.

To Mainsand h Mai>n’s barrns,

ced u e with Soth wit and charms,

Tiut .cuve to lie:x Mafons armt’s.

SO NG XIII,

7 HEN orient ##1'dsm beam’d ferene,
And piliard on’th"i’l arofee—

Waen Becuty ting'd the glowmg {cene,

And Faith hcr mManilodn chole—
Exulting bards the Fabnc visw’d ;

Myftenious pusrers adorn’d ;
And high the Tripie Union ﬁood,

That gave the M)}hc Rord.

Pale Envy wither'd at the ﬁght
Anad frown'ng o'er the pile,
Call'd Murder up from the realms of aight,
To blaft the glorious toil.
Wiih 1efian outrage join'd in woe,
They fo:m thelesgues abhorr'd ;
Ard «sunded Science felt the blow,
Ttat crufh’d the Aiysdic iovd,

Concea!ment, from fequeiler'd cove,
On i:bis pintens fiew:

And o’er the {acriligious gravs,
Her ve | imperv.ous threw,

Th’ 2floc:iie band in lolemn fiate,
‘The awiul lo!s deplor'd ;

And wifdérm mourn’d the ruthlefs fate,
Trat wrelm'd the Myéic Hord,
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At length, thro’ Times’s expanded fphere,
Fair Science fpeeds her way ;
And warm’d by [ruth’s refulgeace clear,
Reflelts the kindred ray,—
A lecond Fabric’s towering height,
Pioclaims the Sign reftor'd ;
From whofe foundation—brought to light,
Is drawn the Myfic Ford.

To depths obfcure, the favor’d Trine,
A dreary courfe engage—

Tii! thro’ the Arch, the ray divine,
Iillumes the facred page !

From the wide wonders of this blaze,
Our ancient Siga’s reftor'd ;

The Royal Arch alone difplays,
The long lof Myfiic Hord.

SONG XV,

OLUMBIAN'S f{ong, attend awhile
To one who will the truth impart,

And fhew that you are in exiie

*Till {cience guides you by our art;
Uncultivated paths you tread,

Unlevel’d, barren, blindioid be,
"Till by amyft’ry ycu are Jed

Into the Light of Malcnry,

From chaos this round flobe was form’d,
A Pedeftal for us to be,
A mighty columa it adorn’d,
In juft proportion rais’d wers we ;
Whea our Grand Archite@ above
cZcC




An Arch {von rais’d by his decree,
And plac’d the Sun the asch key-ftone,
Tne whole was icrm’d by Mafoary,

It pleas’d our Sov’reign Mafterthen
This glorious fabric o ere@ :

Udor the fquare 12t us, as men,
Never the noble wark negie&,

But itiil in friendfhio’s bonds uaite
Unbounded. a3 infinity,

*I's a foure corazr-itone fix’d right,
And worthy of Fiee Mafonry,

In ancient times before the flood,
An1 fince, in friendthip we've adher'd;
From po'eto poic hizve fi-mly f-:0d, ‘
And ov all nations been rever’d.
When 10li.ng years fhall czafe to movs
We from oblivion rais’u thall be ;
Then, finc2 we're mct in acace and love,
L=s fing Al hal ta Mafoary.

AONSIEUR TONSON.—— 4 Tul:

HERE liv’d, as Fame reports, in days of.
yore,
At fealt [oms fifry years ago, or more ;
A plealent wighton tewn, ‘yclep’d Tem King,
A teliow that was ciever at 2 joke,
Expere in all the 2rts totesze anc {moke ;
In [hoit. for ftrokes of humor, quite the
thing.

10 many a jovial club this King was knowsg, .
Wit whomn his altive wit unrivali’d fhone ;
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Choice fpirit, grave Free Mafon, buck and
blood
Would croud his flries and bonmots 10 hear,
And none a difappointment ¢’er could fear ;
His humor flow’d in fuch a copious floed.

To him a frolic was a high del'ght,
A frolic he woold hunt for day and night ;
. Careicfs bow prudenccon the fport might
frown, '
1f e’er 2 pleaiant mifchief {prang ro view,
At ance ¢’er hedge and ditch away he flew ;
Noi loft the game ’till he had run it down.

One night our hero, ramb’l:ng with a frierd,
Near fam’d St. Giles’s chanc’d his courle te
bend ;
Juft a* that fpot the feven d:als light,
*T was filence all aroun], and clear the coaft,
The watch, as ufual, doafing on his poft ;
And fcarce a lamp difplay’d a twinkling

Around this place there liv’d the rum’rout
clans.

Of hon-f, plodding, foreign Artizans ;
Knowa at that time by name of Refugees,
The rod of pe:fecution tron their home,
Compell’d the inaffznfive race to roam 3
Aad here they lighted, like a fwarm ot Bees,

Well! our two fr.ends were faunt’ring thro
the ftreey,
In hopes {ome food for humor foon to meet 3
When in a window near, a light they viety,
And the’ a dim and meizncholy ray,
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It feem’d the prologue to (ome merry play;
So tow’rds the gloomy dome our hero drew,

Strait at the door hegave a thund’ring knock,
{The time we may fz near two o’clock ;)
“I'l afk * lays King, “if Thompicn
lodges here,”
¢t Thompfon™ cries t’other, ¢ who the devil’s
hﬁ,”
¢ I know not” King replies, ¢‘but want to fee
“ What kind of amimal will now appear,”

After iome time a2 littie Frenchman came,
One haad difplay’d a rufh-light’a trembling
: flame ;
The other held a thing they call Culotte,
An old firip’d woolen night-cap grac’d his
head,
A utter'd waificoat o’er one fhoulder
(pread ;
Scarce haif awakeke heav'd ayawning note,
Though thug untimely rous’d, he couriecus
{ml’d,
And {con addrefled our wag in accents mild ;
Bending bie bead politely to his knee,
& Pray, Savo, Put vant you, dat you come {o
late
* 1 beg your pardom Sare, to make you vate ;
« Pray, tell me, Sare, vat your commands
vidme ?
¢ Sir, veply’d King, # § merely thought to
now
® As by your Boule  chan’d to-night to go ;
‘ But, really, I dikutb’d your fleep, 1 fear—
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“ 1 fay, I thought that you perhaps could tell,

% Among the fulks who in this freet may
dweii :

¢ 1f there’sa Mr. Thompioa lodges here ?*
The fhiv’ring Ficnchman, though not pleas’d

to frd,
The bufinels of this unimportant kind ;

Toe fimpleto fulpe® 'twas meant in jeer,
Shrug’d out a figh that thus his re fhould
| breuk,

Then with unalter'd courtcfy, he fpake ;

* No Sare, no Monficur Tonion lodges

here.”

- Ouar wag begg’d pardon, and tow’rds home he

iped,
While the poor Frenchman crawl’d again te
bed ;
But King refolv’d not thus to drop the jeft,
30 the next night, with mose of whim than
grace,
Again hes made 2 vifit to the place ;
‘To bieak once more the poor old French.
mazn’s reft.

Ie knock’d~~but waited longer than befove,
No foctit=p feem’d approaching te the door 3

Our Frenchman lay tn fuch a fleep profound,
King with the knocker thunds'd then again,

Firm on his poft determin’d to remain;
And oft indeed he mage the door refound,

At laft King hears him o’«1 the paflage creep,
Wond'ring what fiend again difturb’d ais flesp;
The wag falytes him with a civil lcer,
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Thus drawling out to heighten the iurprile,
(While the poor Frenchman rubb’d his heavy
eyes ;
¢ Is there a R«‘[r. Thompfon lodges here ?**

The Frenchman faulter’d, with 2 kind of fright,
“ \'y,Sare, I’m {ure | tell you, Sare, laft night ;
(And here he labor’d w:th a figh fincere)

¢ No Monfier Tonfon in de varld I know,
“ No Mocuiteur Torlon nere—I toll you fo;
¢t Indeed Sare, ceie no Monfieur Tonion
here.”

_ Some mere excufes tender'd. cff King aoes,
And the old Frenchman fought once more re-
pole ;

The rogue next night purfu’d his odd career,
"Twas lorg indeed before the man came nigh,
And tien he utter’d 1n a pitious cry,

¢ Sare, ’pou my foul no Monficur Tonfon

here.”

Our {portive wight his ufual vifi: paid,
And rne next nightcame forih a prauting maid,
Whofe torgue, indeed than any j:ck went
faiter—
Anxious the ftiove his errand to er quire :
He faid « ’twas vain ber prety tongue to tire,
¢ Ile fhould not ftir "uil he had {cen her
mafter.”

The damfel then began in doleful ftate,

The Frenchmen’s bicken flumhe. to relate,
Aad begg'd he’d cull a: preper t'nie ofday:

King tola her fhe muft ferch het matter cown,

A chaile was ready, he was leaving town,
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But firft had much of deep concern to fay.

Thus urg’d, fhe went the inoring man to call,
And long indeed was fhe obl:g’d to ball;
Bre the could roufe tne torpxd lump of
clay,
At lalt he wakes, he rifes, md he {wears,
But {ca.cciv had Ret:tter’d down the ftairs,
Wien K og attackel h:m 1a the ufual way.

The Frenchinaa now cerce’v’d twasallin vain
To this tormenusr m.id.y to comlain,

A-id ftra.t in ragz besan Ls creit 10 reare—
¢ Sare vat the dev-! m:ke you ireat meto ?
¢: Sare, I infora you, Sare, uce nights 2go,

L Cot tam, I fwear no Manf. Tonfon here,”

True as the night, King went, and heard a
frife,
Betwesznthe harniﬁ 'd Frenchman and hisw:fe;
Which fhouli defcgad to c.:aie the fead
awav,
At len_{th 8y ) i the'r farces lhcy 2pc€C,
Aad ftrait im 2tuouily they turn the key,
Prepac’d wi i natual fury for the fray,
Our Ywero, with the fi: nnels of a rack,
Coli>&ed to receive the mighty thock,
Ui.erng the oid engury, calmly itood !
The name of Thv nufon rais’d the ftorm fo
hlgh,
He desnr’d it then the fafeft plan to fly,
Wiith— ¢ well, I'li call when you're 1ngent.
ler mood.”

In fhort our hero, with the fame intent,
Fuil many a nigot to plague the Yrenchman
' went;
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So fond of mifchief was this wicked wit:
They threw out water, for the watch they call,
But King expeled, fill efcape them all,

Monfieur at laft wasforc’d his houfe to quit.

It happen’d that cur wag about this time,
On {ome fair profpect {ought the Eaftern cume;
Six ling’ring ycars were there his cedious
10t,
At length content, amid his rip’ning ftore,
He treads again on Britain’s happy fhore,
And his long abfeace is at once forgot.

To London, with impatient hope he flies,
And the fame night, as former freaks arife,
He fain mufit ftroll the well-known baunt
to trace,

¢ Ah! here’s the fcene of {requent mirth,” he
faid :
¢ My poor old Frenchman, I fuppofe is dead;

“ Egad! I’ll knock, and fee whe holds his
place.”

With rapid ftrokes he makesthe manfion roar
And while he eager eyes the op’ning door,
Lo ! who obeys the knocker’s satling peal!
Why e’en our little Frenchman, ftrangeto fay,
He took his old sbode that very day :
Capricious turn of fportive fortune’s wheel 3

‘Without one thought of therelentlefs foe,
Who, fiend like, haunted him fo long ago 3
Juft in his former trim he now appears ;
The wailtcoat and the night-cap fecem’d the
| fame,
With rufh-light as before he creeping came,
And King’sdetefled voice aﬁongili’d hears,
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As if fome hideous fpettre ftruck his fight,
His fenies feem’d bewilder’d with affnight;
His face, indzed, befpoke a heart full fore,
Tlen flaring, he exclaim’d, in rueful ftrain,
¢ Bcgar ! here’s Moni. Tonfon come again,”
Away he ran—and ne'er was heard of mere.,

SO NG XV,

YE du!l ftupid Mortals, give o’er your cohe
jectures,
Since Free Mafons® fecrets you ne’er can ob-
tan
The Bible and Compafs are our diretors,
And fhail be as iong as this world doth re,
main.
Here Friendfhip inviting here Freedom de-
Lighting,
Our momesntsin innocent mirth we employ 3
Come, fee, Mafon’s [elicity,
Horking and finging with heart full of joy.

No other fociety that you can mention,
Which hasbeen, is now, or hereafter fhall be
However {o loudable 15 1ts intention,
It cannot compare with divine Mafonry.
No envy, no quarrels, ean here blaft our laue
rels,
No paffion our pleafure can ever annoy
Come, jfee, &c.

To aid one another we always are ready,
Our rights and our fecrets we carcfuliy
guard ;

n d
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Th~ Lndge to fupport, we like pillarsare fteady,
N Baoel cuatulion eur wark can reta:d,
Ye M itais come hither, aflemble together,
And ke of thcle pleafures whieh neve: can
clov.

Caine, fee, &ce

We are to the Mafter forever chedient,
W nenzver he cails, to the Lodge we repair;
Kxperience has taught us, that 'us mafl ex-
edient
To live within Compals, and a& on the
Square.
Let mutual agreement be Free Msfens’ cement,
Until the Whole Uaiverfe ume fhail defticy :

Come, fee, &,
SO NG XVI,

REE Mafons all,
Atiend the cail 3
’I'.s by commard
You ail are warn’d,
T4 &'l up a bumper awi keeo it at hand,
To drink to ¢ 1he Msther ll Mafons.”
Let cach g've the word to his Biather,
To prove rhat we love onc anotaer
[et’s [iti to the dame
;03 whom wo all e me,
And cail her & 0f Malins the Mother”?
The Mewrds have ld foundations,
fo j)r() v el we love our relutias @

By t.afling the Dame
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From ~chom ze: i came,
W'l cal! hier ¢ Y he Mower of Malons.™”

e

In days of yore
Free Mafons bore
A flafk of wine,
f mrth the fign,
And often they fill’d withthe liquor divine,
To diink to ¢ The Mother of Mafons.”
*Twas on thefe joyful occzfions,
All charg'd ftood firm to the'r ftations,
And toafted the dame, from whom we al
came, '
Repeating. ¢ The Mother of Mafons.”
Th: Stewards, &c,

Be all prepar’d,

Each motion fquar’d,

And at the nod.

With one accord,
In ftri&:=& r1otation we'll pals round the ward,

Drink, Drink, to ¢ The Mother of ilafqns.”

Have a care, right and left, and make ready,
Be all in your exercile fteady ;

And fi:l to the dame

From whcmwe o!f came,
And toaft her ¢ The Mother of Maons.”

The Stewards, &Jc,

SONG XVII,

‘ X TF have no idle prating,
v+ Ofeuner whig or tory,
But each agrees
Te live at cafe,
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And fing or tell a flory,
Fuil to him,
To the brim,
Let 1t round the table roll &
1 he divine
o Tells us nine
 -Chetrs the body and the joul.
- Wg’ra al waysmen of pleafure,
Delpiling pride and party :
~ “AWhile knaves and fools
- Prelcuibe us rules,
\We are {incers and hearty,
Fili b hem, Ee.
If an A¢cepted Malan
Should talk of high or low church ;
We'll fet ki down
A fhallow clown,
And underitand hum no church,

The world is all in dairkacls,
About us they conjefture ;
But hittle think,
A fong and drink,
Succeeds the Mafor’s c&u:e.
Ful to him, &S¢, :
Then land!ord bring a hogthead,
And ina corner place it ;
Till all rebound
With hollow found,
Each Mafon here wil! face it,
Lill to him, &c.
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3 ONG XVIIIL

OME let us prepare,
We Biothers that ars
Aflcmbled on merry occafion :
Let’s be happy and fing,
For Life is a {pning
To a Free and an Accepted Mafca.

The world is in pain
Our fecrets to gain,
Anud {till let them wonder and gaze on
They ne’sr can divine
The word or the fign
Of z Free and an Accepted Mafon,

'Tis this and ’:s that,
They canact teli what,
Nor why the great man of the natica,
S1ould aprons put o1,
And make tinicmieives one
With a Free and an Accepted Mafon,

Great K'ngs, Duke:, and Lords,
Have lawa by tacir fwores,

Our myft'1y to put a 30:d grice oa,
And ne'er been athawn’d
To hear themicives nam’d

With a Free and ¢n Accepied Mafon,
Antiquity’s price,
\Ve have on our fide,

Te keep up our old 1eputat’on ;
‘There’s nought bu: what's good
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To be underitood
By af:c: and an Acepled Mafon.

We're true ana fincere,
Andj.it to the Farr;
They'il tiuit us on zny occafion :
No Mor:a! can more -
The Lad:ies adore,
Than a Free and an Accepied Mafen,

Then join hand in hand,
By cach Brother firm ftand,
Let’s be merry and put a bright face on :
Wrat mortal can boaft
So nobie a toaft

?

Asa Free and an Accepted Mafon, '

No mortal can b.cft

S¢ nobie a teaft } Three times,
As a Free and an Acc:pted Ma‘on.

§ ON G XIX,

I\I H:ft’ry we're tald, how the Lodges of old
Arole m the E:it, and fhone forth like
the Sun;
But all mufl agree, that divine Mafonry
Commenc’d whea the glorious creation be-
un :
With glo'g' aw. ne, ch, long may’ft thou fhine,
Theu choiceit of blefiir. 25, deriv’d from a-
beve !
Then charge bumpers high, and with fhouts
read thc {ky .

Sl LA ehret (VL AREEIP B SIS OWIWANILT Y e T




Eel Do pmacah (MAMBIP B, 3 SUMGONPY I b 0, Y

APPEND1X, 223

To Mafonry, Friendfhip, and Brotherly

Love.
With glory divine, e,

Julea’s great King, whole vaft praifes we fing,
With w.ddom contriv’d, while the temple.
he plan’d ;
The myéiious art.then took place in each
heart,
And Hiram with Solomon went hand is
hand :
While each royal name was record-d in fame,
Their works, Earth and Heavoa did jointly
approve ;

Then chargs bumpers high, and with fhouts .

2

rend the fky, >
To Maloniy, Fiiendfhip, and Brotherly
Love.

il inle each, ¢ :
Then Mafons weie true, and the Craft daily-
rew ;
They iiv'd svithin Cempafs, and wo:ik’d by
the dquare
In friendthip tucy dwelt, no ambition they
feit,
Their «eeds were uoright, and their con.
fcre-c2: clear
Onthis nuble plan, Fre: Malns began,
To help ene o other tney muruaily fhoves
Tien ¢ha'g: buwners hgh, éna with dhouts
read ioe dky
To Mafonry. Friznath'p, and Brotha
On tree, e,
Thefe maxims puriue, and your paffions [iodue:

] b4 -
L :v: i~9‘ \‘:d
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And imitate thofe worithy Mafons of yore ;
¥:ix a loogs in cach breatt, be fair virtue your
guelt,
Let Wifdom prefide, and let truta tile the
duor.
3c thall we arife, to 2n immortal prize,
in tsac blis‘ul Lodge, wiich no uime can
- remove ;
Then charge bumpers high, and with fhcuts
iend the fky,
To mafonry, Friendihip, aad Bretheirly
Leove,
So fRall, &,

>ONG XX,

RE God the Univerle began,
In gne rude heap all matter lay,
Which wild dilorder overran,

Nor knzw of light one glimmering ray ;
While, in daiknels o’er the whole,
Confufion 1eign’d without control,
Then God arofe, his thunders hurl’d,

Anc bade the Elements arife ;

In Air ke huag the pendant World,

And o’er it {piead the azure Skies ;
Stars in circles caus’d to run,

And in the ceatre fix’d the Sun,

Then man he cell’d vorth out of duft,
And form’d him with aliving foul;
All things committed to his truit,
And made him Lord of all, the whole
But ungrateful unto Heaven

" res.0ma WA aak’ Samarn sn
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He prov’d, and was from Eden driven,

From thence proceeded,all cur woes,
Nor could mankind one comfort fhare ;
U ntil Free Mafons greatly rofe,
Aad form’d another Eden here ;
Where true pleafure ever regns,
And nativeinnocence remains.

Here cryftai fountains bubbling flow,

Here nought that’s vile can enter in:
The tree of knowledge here does grow,

Wholie fruit we tafte, yet free f;om Sinj;
While fweet Friendthip does abound,

And guardian Angels hover round,

S ONG XXL

OME, come, my brethren dear,
Now we're eflembled here,
¥xalt your voices clear,
With harmony,
There’s none fhall be admitted in,
Were he a Lord, a Duke or King,
He's counted but an empty thing,
Except he's free.
Then et ev’rymax take gla’s in hand,
Drink bumpers to our Mafter Grand,
A5 long as he can fit or fland;
With detcency.

By our arts we prove,

Emxmblemns of mutuai love,

Types given from atove,
To thole who are frce.

E €
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There’s not a kirg whe fils a throne,

Wil ever be atham’d to vwn,

Thofe fecrets to the world unknown,
But fuch as we.

Tnen let, Sc.

Now ladies try vour arts,
To gan us men of parts,
Who oeft can csarm your hearts,
Becaule we're free.
Then take us, try us, and you’ll ind
We'te true and loving juit and kind,
And taught 10 picaio a lady’s mind,
By Mafonry.
Then let, &.

Great Wass'NcTO N, long may he reign,
To cutb ti.e pride ot foes that’s vain,
Long may his conquenng {word maintain,
Free Mafon.y. .
1/“” kt, @Co

SO NG XXIIL

"~ OME, ve Mafcns, hither bring
I he tunetu! pipe and plealiny ftring,
Exert each vouce,
A Hud rejo ce,
And niske the icec’ous concave ring:
Let your hra-is be biithe and gey,
Joy ar.d murth jet ali aiipiay,
No dull care
Shal! enter Lere,
For th:s s Matons’ nolidav.,
Lzt your ixarts, e,
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Frieadfhip here has fix’d her feat,
And Virtue finds a calm retreat,
Go weli tne fool,
*11s Wddom's {chool,
Where love and honor always meet,
Let your hearts, &c.

Social pleafures here invite,
To fi’l the foul with fweet del ight,
While hand in hand
Oar friendly Band
Ia Love and Harmony unite,
Let our hearts, Ec.

May we oft affemble here,
Aud long the Badge of Honor wear,
May joy abound,
And we be found
Forever faithful and fincere,
Let your hearts, &ac,

Take the flowing glals in hand,
And dr:nk unto cur Mafter Grand,
Long may he reign,
The Caule maintain,
And Lodges flourith through the Land,
Let your hearts, &3¢,

-3 O NG XXIIIL,

ET drunkards boaft the power of wine,
Anu reel from fize to hide
L:c loverskneel at Beau'y’s (hrine,
Tne (port of femaie pride :

Be ours the more exalted part,
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Ho celebrate the Malons’ Art,
And fpiead its praifes wide,

To dens and thicke:s, dark and rude
For fhelier beafts iepair ;

Wuh flicks and ftraws the feather’d brood
Sufpend their nefls in air;

And man untaugit, as wild as thele,

Biads up fad huts with boughs of trees,
And feeds oa wretched fare.

Eut {cience dawning in his mind,
The quarry he explores;

Induftry and the Arts combin’d,
Impirov’d all Nature’s ftores :

Thus walis were built, and houfes rear’d,

No ftorms or :cmpcﬁs now are fear’d
Within his weli fram’d doo:s.

When ftately palaces arile,
When columas grace tae hall,

When tow’s and {pires falute the {kies,
We owe to \Iafom all:

Nor buildings only do they giv e,

But teach men how within to live,
And yield to Realon’s cail,

All party quarrels they detef,
For Virtue and the Arts,
L.odg'd in each tyuc Free Mafon’s breaft,

Unite and tule the hearts:
By ihefe, whiie Malons {quare their mings,

The State nc better fubjetis finds,
None aéts more upright parts,

When Bucks and Albions are fo:;ot,
Free Mafons wijl remain
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Muthroons each day, fpring up and rot,
While oaks liretch o’er the plain ;
Let others quarrel rant and roar;
Their noify revels wien no more,
Sull Mafonry fhall reiga,

Our leathern aprans may compare,
With garters 1ed and blue :
Princes and Kings our Brothers are,
\While they our rules purfue :
Then drink {uccefs and health to all
Tre Craft around th:s eastnly ball,
May Bretnrea ftill prove true !

SONG XXIv,

NITE, unite, your vo'ces raife;
Loud, lbudly fing Free Mafi.+.'s praifc
S, ead far and wide therir {potlets 1ame,
Bad glory in the {acred name,

Scehold, behold, the upright band,
InVutue's paths go hand in hand;
They fhun cach ill, they do no wreng,
Striés hanor doesta them belong,

clow ;uft, ho v jult, are all their ways,
Supenior far to moital pra:fe !

Tacir worth defcription far exceeds,
For matchlels are Free Malons’ dends.

(o on, go on, ye juft and true,

atil, ft.11 the famc bright parhs puriue ;

- I admiring woiid fhal) on you gaze,
.ind I'riendfhip’s alter ever blaze,
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Begone, begone, fly d:fcord hence,

With party rage and infolence :

Sweet peace fhall blefs this happy band,
And Freedom {mile througtout the land,

SONGCG XXV,

AIL Mafonay divine ;
Glory of ages fhine,
Long may’ft thou reign: -
Where’er thy Lodges fiend,
May they havegreat conmand,

And a'ways grace the land,
Thou art divine !

Great fabrics fiill arife,

And grace the azure fkies,
Great are the fchemes :

Thy noble Ordersare

Matcalels beyond compare ;

No Art with thee can fhare,
‘Thou ar: divine !

Hiram, the architeét,

Dia ali the Cratt dire&
How they fhould build;

Sol’non, great li'cal’s Ki
D.d mighiy blefliags bring,

Ana left us rcom to ting,
Hail, royal Aut !

END OF THR SONGS,
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MOST GELEBRATED

COTILLIONS

ARD -

COUNTRY DANCES.

mmemme
COTILLIONS.

L2 PANTALOON,

ALL round, 1t and =d couples (0ppoﬁtc)‘

1ight and left qaue round, turn your pait-
ners qu te round, t:cn balance ail four 1n the
midd.c. cnallc 3, back again, iaks your part.
nec w.th both kands, go 1ound to the oppoire
courle the oppofite couies do tne fame, fo
everv one comse e tieir tormer places, thenall
8 caaile, back agzin, every geniicinen oalance
wilh nis partaer, and turn he qu tc rouad.—
Third aand fourta coup'es do the fame fhgures,

THE COWQUETTE,

All round, fizk chupls fecto the left couple,
then the other coupics, chatle &ll 4, back aga:n,
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face to the laft coupic, aad right and left quite
round, face to yous p.riast, ch:llr on!y five
feps, back again, turn vour paitner o ner
former place: The fccond couple 10 the left
perfcim the {ame fig.res, and lo the tnird and
fourth couples, .

THE CONVENTION,

{ May bz danced with the tune of York Fufliers.)

Allreund, fisrft and oppofite couples, balance
in the middle, fet, and turn contrary partners,
and retreat to your places, the other two cou-
ples do the fame, chafle all eight and turn the
lacy to your rigat quite round, chafls tack to
your places and turn the lady to your left, then
form two lines long ways four eaeh fidebalance,
crols hands four, each corners, balance again,
aund crofs hands back, and come to ycur for-
mcr places.

CIRMAN SPA,

Al round, the two oppofite ceuples take
your paitner’s hands, and coange places ; chafle
4 only hive lteps, {o back aga:n, balance in the
middle, {ct, kait €rofs hands that you may be
inyour p'aces, tne fame couple turn contrary
partnérs oppofite, then turn your own with
your rigiit hand haif way, balance w:th your
partner, {ci, half 1:ght and left with the oppo-
fite couples, which brings you te your formes
places ;~—the other twe couples do the fame,
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2;:55 CHANDILER S COTILLiON.

All round, right and icitall einit half round
until vou meet yoar pattnors, then aiiemand
with your partacrsunci tevour iormer Dlacc
chaffe all eight, turn tae mr:, to your nga
Guite xm.nd. chaﬂ" ack azan and turn t.xe
lady to your left, then baiunce with your part-
ner and turn hcr qulte rcund,

et R e a——.
COUNTRY DANCES.

LA BLLiLE CATHER]XNEe

ALANCE feur, thenhalf right and lefi—
B the fame bzcw azain, lead down the mid-
Cle, up again, and caft ot one couple, then fix
hands rou'xd back again.

THE NEW POM> ROOM,

Calt off two coupies, up gam, four hands
half round at the top, back again, iead down
the middle, up aga:n and caft off one couple,

right aud lefs at tup

CRIPFITH'S PANCY,.

The firlt geatleman crofs between the fec-

ond and third lad:es, his pattner do the fame

stween the fecond and tuird gentlemen, tal-

ance fix, and fet, thca tuin your partner half
c

L
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v

"." a ve

v, four hands cress haif 1ournd at toitom,
Back agais, right ana ielt at IL?.

Crols hends half r.;und at rop, back again,
leed dowr the middle, up agam, and cait ofi
one coupls, bilance fix, let and turn your
pariaes julte round, a'gnt and left at top,

LADY BUCKLEY § VWi1M,

Cait cff two coupler, up anain, lead down
the middle, up a:a'sn, tire gentizman ftanus be-
tweea the top coumc. @nG M partner between
the thitd couple, balance ali fix inthe md¢uls,
and tura your parirer, 1ighland lefi @t top,

THE YOUNC WibDOW,

IFour hends acvofs helfl :ound at tep, back
2gair, ieac cuwa the niildie, end tun \'vur
parner half way, then up Pgrin, and calt (T
o=z couple, the firit gentiemas ftand Lotween
tas icc. ,nd andthiid l.—x u fo & s vattner te-
twezn tne fecand and thir cm!c.nvn halance
2’1 fx. then atl hal? way rcund. mﬁ ccuvle
fiard {1 L, when the k;-:. A 'Ki third cou.les
bola- ¢ in the m.dale, an: na frignt ana 'cft, |

{o0 every cne come 1o Lezir former p. Ces,

J
THE 1M RIAL,

B.lance three coupics, chmnc ~laces, hack

(44
Soan ldda wowNn iac M dle, up eI, ..'1d
(.‘f‘l oo cd.;i){‘" l"‘“‘.l'. ard icitat KC?Q
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Cad
.

ALLEMAND SWI!ISS,

-

[IT1th a new rigure. |

Crols four hznds at top, haif :curd, back
aga.n, caft «ffone couoe, fet, batance fix,
and fet, then four hand; a: md at the Dotlom.

back again, night anc left at top.
WHITE COCKADE,

Calt off two counles, up again, lead dow -
the m-dale, up again, caft «ff one couple, crois
hinds at bottom, half round, back again, nght

and leit at top.

THE GRACES,
- _ I v -
[U ilh a new ard eafy Fzgarefor the davncer. 1

Firtand {econd cruples balance a: top, the
two lad'es give both handsand crofs petvween
the Orlt and fecond gertlemen, changing fide<,
balance azain as beture, and ail go t(, your for-
mer phcea four hands haxf rourd at top, tura
yoar partn=r with yeour right hand cre!s hands
back agun, lead down oue cou;ie, up at top,
and czlt off aad tand betweenne fecond and
toird coupies, then balance a'! Gix, fi. {t couple
Ple tura partrer quite round, rrgnt and left,

FISHER S HNORNPIPE,

Caft off two couples, up aga a. lead down
the m'd ‘e, Lp 4gain, a.\d catt Al vn= cauple,
crofs hands at ine bottem, 1.p0: and ief: at tog.

WASRINGTIN FOREVER,

Turn your partner with your right hands
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fet, back sgain with the left hand,lc2d down
the middie, up azain, calt off oneccuple, turn
sorners, chaile with your partner, back again,

CHARLOITE M'CARTY.

Caft off one cougle, fet, the fecond ccurle
do the fame, iead cown the middle, up again,
and caft oitf one couple, fix hands round.

ThHE HUMOR OF BOSTON,

Caft off two cousles, back again, fcur hands
pCS, | SHM, ¢

round at iop, lead cown the midcle, up

again, and cailcii one couple, fix hands 1ound.

ALL COES RICHT,

Balance fir, and change places, fo back =2-
ga'n, lead cown the midele, up agamn, caft cii
ens _couple, rig=t and left at top.

$2A FLOWER,

Crofs fcur bands, half rcund, back again,
chaffe only the fiit couple, htit gentieman let
with fecond lady, arnd his pariner with the
fecond gentieman, chafle back again, thenturn
the fecond coupie, that you may be between
the fecond and third couplzs,

ROSTON ASSTMBLY,

Four hands acrofs baif 1cund, back again,
the {ame allemird, lzad down in ihe mias.z,
up again, c2it cfi, :x hand hali :cury, tack a-

n, right and lef',

g;:'..
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Twas cn ths morn of iweet May c:y

Truft not man, for he'il deceive yeu

Trull no:t woman, {lie”l! begi:ile you

Time has not thin’d wy lowing hair

This wo:rid 1s a ftage

Twasin the flow'ry mianth of May

The fun iets at night, anqg the iars fhun
tke day

The faiis un'ur}'d the fhip usmaoi’d

‘The women a!l teil rr..,l m faiic to my 1a%s

‘Twas at the break ¢f day we 1y’

To my mu'e give attention,and Geom it
net a m)iicry

s hotditute

To barith life’s trcublss, the Giedlan ald
iage

Twas ncar a tnicii=ts caim re teat

Trie Bo:tla Lyun s mi hign

Y Y et . ‘- ' <o} r
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WWhen up to London firfl I came 141
\Wh:iit }'*appv in my native land 147
Welcome, welcome, brother debtor 148

\When our great Sires this iand expior'd 1o
When Jove was rciolv’d to cicate the

round Earth 4 158
While difcord’s binody flaz unfuri’d 107
Well met; 10!l fel'ows, weil met 174

When beating rawns and pinching winds 183
What jovs do the Craft on eacii Mafon
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\When my divine Althea’s charms 165
Wh:=n ori=nt wi{dom beam’d terene 200
We have no idie prating 219

y
Ye ions of Columbia, unite in the caufle I3
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Ye virgins attend 73
You fay Sir, orce a wit aliow’d 95
Ye fair pollefs’d of ev’ry charm 128
Ye chieftains of Columbia, your forces

mar{nal cut 158
You afk why I thus droop my head 184

Y e fons of fair {cience, 1mpaucnt o learn 195
Ye dull flupid mortals, give o’er your
conjettures 217




TOASTS

ARD

SENTIMENTS.

JEUTENANT General WASHING-

TON—the pride, the boaft, the father, the
proteftor of his country. In peacca Senate
and in arms a lleft,

Thre Prefident of the Un:ted States—etwhofe
Spirit animates his Country—whofe Wifdom
foils the intrigues of Corruntion, and whofe
Fortitude icads Anarchy in triumph,

The Aimncricau Flag—may every nation re-
pett its bearers --may the radiance of its ftars
fhed alullie over i friends, but its {tripes
iacerate the bhacks of 1ts cnemtes,

The Amcoican agle---May ihe plotsof dif-
sreanizess u= prerced by his evs, and their op-
pe or ol uad=r his G2ilons,

The f.cois ef the Army anl Navy of the
Vhiited Sater Moy thev piove themlelves

.

ihe lea male delcendants o Mars, and may

. - f - ”~ »
¢ A ey RS TR at . §
oy oo o 27 hns ertate, be future fame.
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Oid times---old principles, and none of the
gipiey jargon of France.

The American Eagie. Uader the prote&t-
ing influence of its foftering wing, we truft
our fate to Heaven---but, when its ofiered
olive branch is fpurned by the bhaughty
mandate of impetious villains, quickly may the
thunderboits of its vengeance, be hurled on
their Jdevoted heads,

The Congre!ls of the United States---while
genius, eloquence ani judgment prefide, as
they have done over our national courcils, we
may with juftice {neer at the bombaftic threats
of our enemies.

The patriots of America, whafe blood was
fhed at the altar of Liberty. May the foms never
lole the fire of their fathers to prelerve thofe
bleflings tran{mitted to them.

The foldiers of the United States. --may they
never want {pirit to refent the injurics doney
or infults offered their country, ardor to pur-
{ue to vitory, nor mercy to adoin their con-
quefts,

The ga'lant Youth of Ameiica.---may they
juftly appreciate the fair inheritance tran{mit-
ted to them by their anceftors.
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The Fair Szx-.-may their arms prove our
{weetelt refuge in adverfity, and thaeir {miles
the truef{t antidote to care.

The fentiments of the day---¢ Millicns for
defznce, but not a cent for tridute.”

May the volums of veauty never be flained
by con:aminating fingers.

May the checrfu! heart never want agreeabls
comanions.

May vi:tus fhine when every other light 1s
out,

Alsy the finliss of the fair reward the efforts
ot ihe brave.

Thz vovize of life, may it end in the heav-
ea of happineis.

R=aon in our a&ions, religion In our
thoughts, and reflottion in ocur exprefions,

Serenity to every breait that beats with phi-
lanthropy.

Ablalom’s end o0 the fomenters of pudlic
muchiel,

Commanity 07 £ 9edy, unity of hearts, nabil-
;:y of .'cml.ncn.s, and tr.th of f::’.in;‘, ot

L . . v ’
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£cv .1 an air-pump without a pafiage to
Lroathie chrough,

{“nodneis in our thoughts, gentlenefs in cur
words, and g=ncrofity 1in our a&ions.

All we wifh and ail we want.

The {weets of {enfibility without the bitters,

The pleaiure of imagenation realifed,

Tafte 10 our pleafure, and pleafure to cur
talte.

L TURLPLUSE S RSN
THE END.,
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