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| Pleafant 2nd " Divertive ;
 SET TO

1By Dr. Joun Brow, Mr. HEnRrY

P v ceri, and other Excellent Mafters
oi the Town.

Ending with fome Orax 1ons, made and

ipoken by me {everal times upon the
Poerrick Stace in the Thsarer.|
Together with {fome Copies of 'VERSES,]
PrcrocuEes and EriLoGUEs, 25 well
for my own Pr avs as thofe. of other|
Poets, being ail Humerous and Comical.

Written by Mr. D°’URFEY.

| Omne tulit puulfum qui mifcuit utile dulei,
ﬁ ! HOI ‘

L OND O N:

rinted by . Pearfon, for ¥ Tonfim, at)
Suaxespear’s Head, againit Catherine
Street in the Strand, 1719, |
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I 0 the Right Honourable the
{ Lords and Ladies, and
alfo to the Honoured Gen-
try of voth kinds, that have

veen (o0 Generous to be Sub-
{cribers zo thefe Volumes of

SONGS ; whichend with

fome Orations, Copys of
Verfes, Prologues and,
Epilogues.

My Lords, Ladies and Gentry,

7 Once thought to have been particu~
| lar 1n my Dedication, and have af-
&_ {ign’d it to one or two of the No-
ility or Gentry ; but confidering thas
| A 2 1€




Dm’zmtzon
it would leffen the Value I have fo"
the reft of my Noble Subferibers, 1 Have

defifted in that partlcular , and hopu this
General Addrefs will more exert my Duty,
and increafe your Favour.

I am oblig’d firft then to acknowledge
my Obligations for your ready and wil-

ling Compliance: And alfo fecondly to
declare, that to oblige ye, and compleat
your Diverfion, I have added above a
Hundred new Pieces to the Publick Stock,
and hope, as the reft have generally had
Applaufe above others of this kind, they
will bappily be receiv’d by you when

read or perform’d in your merry and va-
cant Hours.

I have (with a great deal of Troublc
and Pains ) made fome part of this Col-
leGion, and render’d yé many of the
Old Pieces which were thought well o
in former Days, and confider’d for theu
Pleafure and Hardnefs of their Compo.

fition;



Dedication.

fition ; being written, and difhicultly made
apt, and proper to wonderful and un-
common Tunes, which the beft Mafters -
of Mufick were then famous for: And T
muft preflume.to fay, fcarce any other Man -

could have perform’d the ike, my double.
Genius for Poetry and Muafick giving me

{till that Ability which others perhaps .
might want; nor was the. Encourage-
ment 1nconfiderable; for as well as obli-

eing the Nobility, Gentry, and Coim-
mounalty, I had the Satisfaltion of divere
ting Royalty likewife with my Lyrical
Performances: And when I have per-
form’d fome of my own Things before
their Majefties King ¢ HARLES the
I1d, King FAMES, KingWILLIAM,
Queen M A R1, Queen ANN E, and
Piince 6 E O R G E, 1 never went
of without happy and commeadable

Approbation. . The Remembrance of my
Succefs at that time, makes me hope the

A 3 pre-



Dedication.
prefent Affair, My Noble Lords, Ladies and
Gentvy, will add to your Pleafure, and

divert your Hours, when your Thoughts
- are unbended from the Times, Troubles,
and Fatigues; to be affur’d of which,
will be a perpetual Satisfattion to

Your moft Humble,

Oblig’d, and

Devoted Scrvant,

T. D URFEY
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OF THE
% SONGS and POEMS
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:l
Tory, 4 Whigg, and a moderate Man, Q
@ As far as the glittering God of Day, 61X
drife my Mufe, and to thy tuneful Lyre, 62
s the Delian God to fam d Halcyon, 104
Eﬂ!! the World's in Strife and Hurr), 110
.dll you that either hear or read, 29
*Ab how [weet are the coafmg Bree{, 138
‘wd.r foon as the Chaos . 145
4t 'Winchefter was a eddnzg, 276
h1 Phillis why are you qu: temfer, 270
nd in each Track af Glory 1 fm*e , 285
mynta one Night had acng 07 £0 P ~—s 336

|
BRitains now let Foys increafe, 26
Behold, behold the Man that witk, 73
Blow, blow Boveas blow, and [et thy 06



An Alphabetical TABLE.

Behold bow all the Stars give way, 11!
Blowzabella my bouncing Doxy, 104
Bright was the Morning, cool was, 261
Bear the Drum, beat, beat the, 269
¢
Hurch Scruples and Fars plunge all, 87
Come all, grear, fmall, fhort, tall, ofx
Celemenc, pray tell me, 109
Ceiadon, when Spring came on, X7
Come Jug, my Hory, let's to bed, 102
Chloe found Amjyntas lying, 329
. D
Df{aw, draw the Curtain, fye, 108
Damon zurn your Eyes to me, 256
Dear Pinckaninny, if balf a Guined, 283
De'l take the War that burryd, 295
E
FRam rofie Bowers where [flecps the God, 1
Fame and 10is jojn’d in one, 17
From glorious Toyls of #ar, 5 ¢
From azure Plains, bleft with eternal, 11°
Filow the ﬁow'ry Rafn, 12°
Farewel the Towns ungrateful Noife, 12
Fame loudly thro’ Europe paffes, L4t
For too many pajt Tears with, 17
Fill every Glafs, and recommend ‘em,, ’ 18
From Dunkirk one Night they ftole, 22
Fly, fly from my Sight, fly far awsy, 23
Fate bad defign’d this worft of all, 24
Eareweel my bonny, bonny witty, 25
G
~Iovani amanti vor chi Sapete, 7
Great Lord Frog to Lady Moufe, 1
Crend Lewis let Pride be abared, 7
Grear Cafar is crown'd, 32
Groves and VWoods, bigh Rocks and, 11
Genius of England, from ¢hy, 21
Grand Louis falls beadlong dewn, 22

Great Jove once made Leve lire,
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Hdrlg , Lewis groans, good Fader,
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'EO/!} Roger twangdillo of,

N In Kent fo fam'd of old,

1 I burn, T burn, I Em:;:n, I burn,

1 S48, J4g, [ug, Jug, Jug, jug,

1 In old Italian Tales we read,

1 n Kent I hear there lately did dwell,
LIf you will love me, be free in

{1 hate a Fop that ar hss Gla 5

\If 2 waoful fad Ditty to know thot,
|Jockey was a dawdy Lad,

{n January /af?, on Munnonday,
10 to the Bridegroom, '
L

QL ET the dreadful Engines, |
"= Lord! what's come to my Mother.

4

-

g Hd?‘l{ the tbundring Cannons roar,
d
iz

'Le printeme, r’apelle aux Armes,
Lads and Laffes blish and Gay,

M
Mﬁfdeaz frefb as a Rofe,
Mad Loons of Albany,
Monfieur looks pale,

Madam Je vous prie you will right me,
Monfieur grown too mi ghty,
Mufing of late on Wind{or,

My dear Cock adoodle,
N OV, now comes on the glorions,
Novw Cannon fmo/{e Clouds dll,
Now over En gland Foy to-exprefs,
Now fome Years are pone, =~

Near famouys Covent-Garden
Now z the Sun, |

N

?

An Alphabetical TA BL E.

How vile are the fordid Intriues,

HarR, the Cock crow'd, 'tis Day all abroad,

Life’s fhort Hours too faft are }:dﬁfﬂg;

208
232

; 3@8

27
59
116
118
143
187
One



An Alphabetical T A BL E.

O

N E Sunday at S¢. James's Prayers,

One long Whitfon Holiday,
Old Lewis muft thy frantick Riot,
One April Morn, when from the Sea,
O/ Love, if a God thou wilr be,
Of ol/d. when Heroes thought it bafe,
Opening Budds began to [hew,
Of all noble Sports,

One Morr as lztely mufing,
Oh Jenny, Tenny, where haft thou been,
Of all the fimple things we do,
Of all the Aorld's Enjoyments,
On the Brow of Richmond Hill,
P
Ray wnow John ler Jug prevasil,
Paftorella infpire the Morning,
Q _
‘ EU E chacun rempliffe {on verre,

R
RIJ& all England o'er,

Raptures attending Dwellers divine;

Remember ye Whigs what was formerly,

Rife bonny Kare,

Royal and fair, q

SIng mighty Marlborough's Story,
Since Times are fo bad, ¥ muft tell,

Sleep, fleep, poor Youth,

Sing, fing all ye Mufes,

Soring invites, the Troops are going,

Sound Fame thy gelden Trumpet, found,

Since long o'er the Town, |

Since now the Horld’s tuin’d upfide dows,

Snug of late the Barons fate,

Says Roger to Will, both our Teams,

Sylvander roya! by his Birtn,

Sawney was tall, and of noble Race, .

y .-

I1

30
66

101
114
121
150
153
169
250
269
303

TAT
195

1830

123
2AT
248
313
315

38
151
158
189
106
197
213
226
231
234
317



An Alphabetical TABLE.

T
T H E Glorious Day is come,
= The old #ife. fhe fent to the,
The Valiant Eugene o Vienna,
The znfant Haomf?fg Spring appears,
To fhew Tunbridge Fells,

"Thas early one Morning the Cock |
Then welcome from Vigo,

Twanty Years and mear at Edinborough,
The Clock bad flruck, faith 1 cannot,
"Twas when the Sheep were ﬂ?eﬂriﬂg,

The Sun had loos’d hi weary Teain,

Ihe Night her blackeft Sable wore,
‘Twas within 4 Furlong of, |

To Horfe brave Boys of I\{?W-Marker,
ifIé’cumnus Fiora, you that biefs,

XV Here Oxen do low,

Welfare Trumpets, Drung and,
When Love fair Pfyche made,
PWhat Beauty do I fee,

Woe 15 me, what mun I do,

What are thefe Ideots doing,

Within an Arbor of. Delighs,

e Prophets of the Modern Race,
Would you have a Young Virgin,
When Innocence and Beauty meer,
el may [} tbou prate with,

When Phaebus does rife,

We Yondon Valets all are Creatyres,
When the Spring in Glory,

Who in Old Sodom would live,
Whilft favour'd Bifbops new Siceves,
il wretched Fools Sneak up,
here divine Gloriana ber Palace,
““nen Phillida with Jockey play’'d,
Fhen firfk Amyntas fu'd for 4 K:f,

186
2006
210
221
229
2353
254
2672,
319
321
324
327
333

2
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Y
YE Beaus of Pleafure,
Te Jacks of the Towa,
Ye Peers thar in State,
27z Britons aw that,
You love, and yet when I ask you,

Tou Nymphs and Sylvian Geds, 234
Ysung Philander woo'd me long, 266
Toung Collin, cleaving o « Beam, 291
P O E M.

Mongft all Charatlers divine, 255

As in Intrigues of Love we find 1, 354

As when fomne mighty Monarch, 345
As when repentant lrzel once difiref?, 346
As when Hiperlon with victorious 357
Brave 5 that Poet that dares draw, 351
Come Spoufe, to taik in Moade now, 3573
If this flrange Vice in all good, 342
In thrs wife Town two Games precedeinee, 337
Tin hepes the coming Scenes your, 3438
In (weet Recivement ficed from, 358
"Mong [t our Forefarlcrs, thHat pure, 350
hen the New Merld al Laws, 339
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Pleafant and Divertive, ¢oc.

A Mad Sona.

y @ Lady diffralled with Love. Sung in one of
my Comedies of Don QuixoTke: The Notes
to 2t dome by the late famous My, HENRY
PURCELL ; which, by reafon of their great
Length, are not Printed in this Book, but may

be found at the Mufick Bookfellers fiugly, or

n his Orpheus Brittannicus perfornming in

the Tune all the DEgrees of Madﬂqﬁ.

U Sullenly Mad.] {Love,
‘W:5%,: % ROM rofie Bowers, wherefleepsthe God of

% DK Hither, ye little waiting Cupids, fly,
L
o

c s 2 fly, fly,
@ﬂg"@ Hither, ye litt]ef waiting Cupids, fly.

each me in fofe melodious Stralns to move
tender Paflion my Heart’s darling Joy.

, let the Soul of Mufick tune my Voice,
win dear Strephon, WhoB my doul enjoys,

Mirtha



2 S o~ s Compleat,

[ Mirthfully Mad. A [wift Movemens.}

Or if more influencing,

Is to be Brisk and Airy;
With a Step and a Bound,
And a Frisk from the Ground,

I'll trip like any Fairy. |
As once an Ida dancing

Were three Ceeleftial Bodies,
With an Air, and a Face,
And a Shape, and a Grace,

T'll charm, like Beauties Goddefs,
With an Air, &c.

[ Melanchol ly Madnefs. ) .
Ah, ’tis in vain, ’tis all, ’tis all in vain ; "
Death and Defpair muft end the fatal Pain : }
Cold, cold Defpair, difguis’d like Snow and Rain, )
¥alls on my Breaft, bleak Winds in Tempefts blow,
My Veins all 4dhiver, and my Fingers.glow ;
My Pulfe beats a dead March, for loft Repofe,
And to afolid lump of Ice my poor fond Heartis froze.

[ Pantafically Mad. ]

Or, fay ye Powers, my Peace to crown,
Shall 1 thaw my {clf, and drown
Amongft the foaming Billows;
Yncreafing, all with Tears I fhed
On Beds of Ooze, and Chryftal Pillows.
I..ay down, lay down my lovefick Head.

Say, fay, y¢ Powers, my Peace to crown,
Shall 1, fhall I thaw my f€lf, and drown ?

{ Stark Mad. ]

No, no, no, no, I'll ftraight run mad,
Mad, mad, mad, mad, that foon my Heart
“Whene'er the Senfe is fled, is fled, f war
Love has no Power, no Power to charm.
Wild, thro' the Woods I'll fly, T'll ly,
Robes, Locks fhall thus—be tore :
A thoufand, thoufind Deaths I'll dye, .
E’er thus, thus, in vaig——¢’er thus in-vain ador




Pleafart and Divertive,
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Y Conntry Dialogue.  Set by M. DANIEL
'@ PURCELL.
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a Pleafant and Divertive.
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here Oxen do Low,
And Apples do grow,

Where Corn 1s town, .
And Grafs 1s mown;

Where Pigeons do fly,
And Rooks Neftle high;

Fa e give me for Life a Place:

She Where Hay is well Cock'd,

And Udders are Stroak’'d 3
Where Duck and Drake,
Cry quack, quack, quacL ;
Where Turkeys lay eggs,
And Sows fuckle Pigs,

Oh! there I would pafs my Days.

He On nought we will feed,.
ske But what we do breed ;
And wear en our backs,

1+ The wool of our flocks:




S o NGs Compleat,

She And tho’ Linnen feel
Rough, Spun from the wheel,

"Tis cleanly tho’ courfe it comes.
He Town follies and Cullies,

And Molleys and Dolleys,

For ever-adieu, and for ever ;
She And Beaus that in Boxes

Lye fmuggling their Doxies,

With Wigs that hang. down to their Bums.

He (Good b'uaye to the Mall,
The Park and Canal ;
St. Fames's Square,
And Flaunters there :
The Gaming houfe too,
Where high Dice and low,
Are manag’d by all degrees:
She Adieu to the Knight,
Was bubled laft Night,.
That keeps a Blowz,
And beats his fpoufe;.
And now in great hatlte,
To pay what he’s loft,
Sends home to cut down his Trees :
He And well fare the Lad,
She Improves ¢’ry Clad,
H: ‘That ne’er {et his hand,
To Bill or to Bond,
~ She Nor barters his Flocks,
For Wine or the Pox,
To choufe him of half his Days:
He - But Fifhing and Fowling,
And Hunting and Bowling,
His Paftime is ever, and ever;
She Whofe Lips when you bufs ‘em,
Smell like the Bean-bloflom,
Oh, he 'tis fhall have my praife!

B3
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ys 'To Tavern where goes,
Sow’r Apples and Sloes,
A long adieu!
And farewel too,
‘The Houfe of the Grear,
Whofe Cook has no Meat,

And Butler can’t quench my Thirfl.

ske Good b'uye to the Change,
Where Rantepoles range;
Farewel cold Tea,
And Rattafee,
H/de-Park too, where Pride
In Coaches do ride,
Altho’ they be choak'd with Duft.
He Farewel the Law-Gown,
s#e The plague of the Town,
He And Foes of the Crown,
That fbould be run down,
Sire With City-Jack-daws;
That make Staple-Laws,
To Meafure by VYards and Ells.
iHe Stock-Jobbers and Swobbers,
And Packers and X ackers,
For ever adicu, and for cver;

CHORUS

We know what you're doing,
And home we're both going,
And [o you mgy ring the Bells.




Pleafant and Divertive. -

The Moderate MAN. -
a pretty Tune, Bythe famous Signior Corelli.
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Tory, a Whig, and a Moderate Man, |
oeraTubofﬁron Ale o
met, 1n Aileshury Va]e

Where there hv d a plump Lafs they call’d buxom Nan!
The




S o~ ¢ s Compleat, 3

The Tory a Londoner proud and high,
The Whig was a Tradefman plaguy {ly;
The Trimmer a Farmer, but merry and dry,
And thus they their Suit began:
Pretty Nancy we're come to put in-our Claim,
Refolv’d upon Wedlocks pleafing Game ;
Here’s Facob the Big,
And William the Whig, »
And Roger the Grigg,
olly Lads, ase’er were buckled in Girdle fafts
Say which you will chufe,
To tye with a Noofe,
For a Wifc we-muft carry what €’re comes on't,
‘Then think upon't,
You'll never be forry when y’have don’t,
Nor like us the worfe for our Wooing fo blunt, .
Then tell us who pleafes beft.

- -— e —— — ——

The Lafs who was not of the motion fhy,
The ripe Years of her Life

_ Being Twentyand Five:
To the Words of her Lover ftraight made reply; .

I find you believe me a Girl worth Gold,

And I know too you like my Coppy-hold;

And fince Fortune favours the brisk and the.bold, .
. One of ye I mean to try.
| But I am not for you nor §
| Nor you with your H
' No Hacob the Bigg,
Nor Wiliam the Whigg,
But Rozer the Grigg,
With his Mirth and mildnefs happily pleafe me can s .
*Tis him I will choofe,

s Caufe,
5's Hums and Hawesj-,

. For th’Conjugal Noofe;

' So that you the Church Bully may rave and rant, -
And you may Cant,

| "Till both are Impeacht in Parliament ;

i "Tis Union and Peace that the Nation does want, .-
So I'm for the Moderate Man.

B3 T72 <
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The Saint ar St. James’s Cbﬁpgef.’ '
A New Sora.




Plzafunt and Divertive. X3

ONE Sunday at St. Fames's Prayers,
The Prince and Princefs by,

I drefs’d with all my Whalebone Alrs,
Sate in the Clofet niph. -

I bent my Knees, I held my Book,
I read the Anfwers o’er,

But was perverted by a Look,
That pierc’d me from the Doer.

High thoughts of Heaven I came to uft,
And bleft Devotion there,

Which gay young Strephon made me loofe,
And other Raptures fhare.

He watch'd to Iead me to my Chair,
And bow’d with courtly grace, .

But whifper’d Love into my Ear, -
Too warm for that grave place.

Love, Love, cry’d he, by all Ador’d,
My fervent Heart has won;

But I grown peevifh at that Word,
Defir’d he would be gone :

He went, whil{t I, that lookt his way,
A kinder Anfwer meant,

And did for all my Sins that day,
Not half fo much repent.

A New Sanc. Tranflated from the Italian.

e
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g2 Pleafant and Divertive.
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Cant. Italian.

1O VANI amanti woi chi Sapete,

L’ Arte [ecreti d'un crudo Amor s
In Cortefia ﬂ:olmto un puoro,

L’ Ardente fuoco ehi marde il Con

Egia tre mess ch'una firella,

Le giadra Bella chogni lo f.f-;

Quel [ua bel chilio cofci Gallante, .
Mi feci amanti di [ua bella.

In Englifh.

E Beaus of Pleafure,
Whofe Wit at Leafure,

Can count Loves Treafure,
EU’s Joy and Smart ;

At my defire,

er:h me retire,

To know what fire,
Confumes my kleart:

At my defire,

With me retire,

To know what fire,

Confumes my Heart,

Thit



S o'~ ¢ s Compleat, 13

- Three Moons that hafted,
Are hardly wafted,
Since I was blafted,
Wich Beauty’s Ray s
Aurora fhews ye,
No Face {o Rofie,
No Fuly’s Pofie,
So frefh andgay.
Aurora, &C

Her Skin by Nature,

No Ermin better,

Tho’ that fine Creature,
Is white as Snow -

With blooming Graces,

Adorn’d her Face 1s,
Her flowing Trefles,

As black as Sloe.
With, &e.

She’s Tall and Slender,
She’s Soft and Tender,
Some God commend her,

My Wit’s too low ;
*Twere Joyful plunder,
To bring her under,
She’s all a wonder,

From Top to Toe.
*Twere joyful, &c.

Then ceafe ye Sages,
"To quote dull Pages,
‘That in all Ages,

Our Minds are free:
Tho’ great your Skill is,
So ftrong the Will 1s,
My Love for Phillis,

Muft ever be.

Tho® greas, Sic.
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A Ditty on a bigh Amour at St. James’s. Set to
a Comical Tune.

aéﬁ_ E
EEEhi T

-- _Eﬂ j‘%d._{

GReat Lord Frog to Lady Moufe
Croakledom hee Croakledom ho .

Dwelling near St. Fames’s houfe,
Cocky mi Char the;

Rode to make his Court one day,

In the merry Month of May,

When the Sun Shon bright and gay,
Twiddle come Tweedle twee. "

Lord




Pleafant and Divertive.
Lord Frog,

Countefs y’have three Daughters fine,

Croakledom hee Croakledom ho

Y’d fain make the youngeft mine,

~ Cocky mi Chari fhe:

I'm well made as ever was Male,

Only bating one fimple aile;

Pox upon’t I've never a Taile,
‘Twiddle come Tweedle twee.

Lady Moufe.

Welcome Noble Peer to Town,

Croakledom hee Croakledom ho;

I'll {trait call my darling down,
Cocky mi Cari fhe :

So much wealth will fure prevail,

Yet I wifh that you might not fail ;

Your fine Lordthip had a Tail,

Twiddle come Tweedle twee.

Lord Frog,

Here She comes fhall be my Spoufe,

Croakledom hee Croakledom ho:

If {he'll defign to grace my houfe,
Cocky mi Cari fhe:

T’ve a head where Love can plant;

Tho’ a trifling Tail I want;

Will you fair one liking grant,
Twiddle come Tweedle twee.

M; ﬁr Mﬂﬂ_ﬁ';

I can ne'er to one confent,
Croakledom hee Croakledom ho
Wants that needful ornament,

Cocky my Cari me:
Uncle Rat too fo well known,
That a fwinger has on’s own ;
Ne'er will let me wed to none,

d'widdle come Tweedle twee.

15

Zord
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Lord Freg.

Sing I can’t, my Voice is low

Croakledom hee Croakledom ho;

But for Dancing dare Santlew,
Cocky mi Chari fre :

Than altho' my Bum be bare,

All muft own ‘tis fmooth and fair ;

I've no Scars of Penus there,
Twiddle come T weedle twee.

Mifs Moufe.

When we treat you at our Cheele; .

Croakledom hee Croakledom ho;
All that naked part one fees,
Cocky mi Chari me:

Cover'd clofe we creep and crawl, .

When you {fwim or diving fall:

Fy for fhame, you fhew us all,
Twiddle come Tweedle twee. -

Lord Frog.

Since y’are on thefle lofty f{trains,
Croakiedom hee Croakledom ho;
I'll get one fhall value brains,

Cocky mi Chari fhe s

Mifs Moufe.

Now your Lordfhip idle prates,

Thofe that will have conftant mates,

Muft have Tails as well as Pates;
Twiddle 'come Tweedle twee.

OCEAN’s
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OCEAN’>sGLORY:

i0r, A Parley of the Rivers. A Royal Ope or
" Canrara; made in Honour of King GEorcr™s

Coronation. Set to Mufick by Dy.Prrusca,
after the Italian manner.

[ Recizarive. ]

dee and Ifs joyn'd in one,

-é Flowing with Cenubial Pride,
Late by fam’d #4uguffs ran ;

. Pofling to the Ocean they

| To great Neprune {feem’d to pray
To fend in the happy Tide.

' Haughty grown, they feem’d to {light
Ancient Humber, Sabrine fair,

Boafting, now they were to bear

- Such a bleft, and glorious Weight,

As never preft their Waves before :

And thus their Joy refounded to the Shore,

[ dire. T .

Let your Streams be clearly waving,
GEORGEis came, Great Britain {aving ;

Dance, ye Fifh, both grear and imall ;
Pretty Birds in Groves be finging,

ACtive Deer in Lawns be fpringing ;
Joyn in Pleafure with us all,

[ Recitative. ]

Humber renown’d, and bright Sabrine reply'd,
I'he Ocean fends the Loyal Tide,

And Fate does you the greateflt Honour fhew :
we'll
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We’'ll make our firm Allegiance good,
With you, or any other Flood,

To fhame the Parties High and Low ¢
Unite large Rivers with each ftrugling Spring, |
And fhew great G EO R GE the way to make a Glo-

[ rious King.

[ 4ire }

Plants and Flowers, the Sweets of Nature,
Cheering now each mortal Creature,

Bleit with bright #polo’s Beams;
Spring and Summer fair and lafting,
All forget the Winter’s blafting,

Mounts of Snow, and frozen Streams.

St Sl s,
XYY Y
EY T
&

TWANG-
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TWANGDILLO.

(A New Ballad. The Words made to the Tune of
| a pretty Gountry Dance, call’d the Hobby-horfe.
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' Olly Roger Twangdillo of Plowden Hill,

In his Cheft had two thoufand good Pounds,
Fat Oxen and Sheep, and a Barn well filI’d,
. And a hundred sood Acres of Ground;
hich made ev'ry Maiden with Maiden-heads laden,
And Widows, tho' juft fet free,
o wrangle and fret, and pump up their Wit,
To train to the Net, Twangdiilow, Twangdills,

wangaillo, Twangdille, young luity Twangdills, Twz:gdf;
c
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The firft that brake Ice was aLafs had been
Born of a good Houfe, but decay’d ;
Her Gown was new Dy’d, and her Night-trail clean,
And to fing and ralk French had been breed;
She'd dance Northern Nancy,
Ask’d Parler wous Franfay,
That Hodge might her breeding fee,
She’d rowl her black Eye,
Breath fhort with a figh,

When e’er the came nigh Twanzdillo, Twang, &¢.

The next was a Sempftrefs of Stature Low,
‘That fancy’d fhe wanted a Male,
Her Hair as black as an Autumn Sloe,
And hard as a Coach-horfes Tail:
She’d Oagle and Wheedle,
And prick with her Needle ;
What d’ lack, what d’ buy, cry’d fhe?
But now the brisk Tone,
Is chang’d to a Groan,

Ah! pity my moan, Twangdillo, Twanz, &¢.

A mufly old Chamber-maid lean and tall,
The next as a Suitor appears,
With a Tongue loud and fhrill, but no Teeth at all,
For time had drawn them many Years:
Caft Gowns and fuch Lumber,
- Old Smocks without number,
She bragg’d fhould her Dowry be,
Forty pair of Lac’d Shoes,
Ribbons Green, Red and Blews,
But all would not Noofe ZTwangdiZo, Twang, &c.

The next was a.Lafs of a Popifh ftrain,
That Fefuite Whims had been taught,

She bragg'd they fhou’d foon have King #——; again,
Tho’ her Spoufe was late hang’d for the Plot 3

The French would come over,

And land here at Dover, |
And all as they wifh’d, would be;

The Facobite Jade,

Talk'd as if the was mad,

In bhopes to have had Twangdillo, Twang, &e. A
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A Vintner'’s fat Widow then ftraight was view'd,
Whofe Cuckold had pick’d up fome Pelf :
He had kill’d half hisNeighbours withWine he’d brew’d,
And lately had Poyfon’d himf{elf.
With Bumpers of Claret,
No Soufe paying for it, °
She'd Roger’s Companion be;
Strike Fift on the Board,
Huzza was the Word,

Come Kifs me ador'd Twangdillo, Twang, &c¢.

But Roger refolv’d not to be her Man,
And fo gave a loofe to the next,
The Niece of a Canting Bleer-Ey’d Non Con,
That ftifly could canvafs a Text.
A Dame 1n Cheapfide too,
Would fain be his Bride too,
And make him of London free;
But no Lafs wou'd down
In Country or Tewn,

So purfe-proud was grown, Twangdillo, Twang, &c.

‘Till at laft pretty Nancy, a ¥armer's Joy,
That newly a Milking had been,
Round-fac’d, Cherry-cheek’'d, with a fmirking Eye,
Came tripping it over the Green:
She mov'd like a Goddefs,
And in her lac’d Bodice,
A Span fhe could hardly be;
Her Hips were plump grown,
And her Hair a dark Brown;
*Twas fhe that brought down Twangd:lo, Twangdilo,
Twangdillo, Twangdillo, young lufty Twangdile
Twangdee. |
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A DIALOGUE i the Opera for Mr. Leveridge
and Mr. Edwatrds ; reprefenting two Country
Boors arguing about the War.

‘ ‘ [ Elfare Trumpets Drumsand bathng to0, Collinlay,

'E_j:_::_g_:jﬁ__: e

_-—l“

lay down thy Spade, and ne-ver morc follow

' T"Eééﬁ"ﬂ

Adzm’s old Trade; But come on to the War, where

E_ﬁ__ =

March W1th Haéqy: merrily s free Hunters af Honuur

E%a EEL

Thour'’t flave to the Pride of fome Boar of a Mannor,.
Colin.
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PHEEEHES?

Well, what then, much bettcr 1s brown:Bread and

= "-.':'EFE:E;’:":";;:_:_

Water with Bacon that's Rufty, and Beef, tho? 'tis

e 3:E:E:E_

damnable Muﬁy, in courfe wooden P]atters, and

-'- ﬂ.-h-.'_

_-l i i -

¥

cook’d up by our country Sluts; than Slafhes and

-B-E:E""Té”ﬁéf"‘fi poEp

Bruifes, and Holes made by Fuzees; or fecdingon

E=is

amc’ when I'm CT.IPI’d 3nd Lame y OI. fﬁﬂbp&(:klﬂg
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with a broad Sword thro' my Guts, Z—ns, with

_.____:i‘ai_é__i;a-

a broad Swm‘d thro’ my Guts

Coridon.

Duil Fool rail no more at Cavaleering,
What a damn’d Scandal it is,
"To fneak here at home,
Grow mouldy with peace,
When lond Fame calls thee out
Where bold Dragoons are Domineering,
Thou'lt fee fortune ready to befriend thee,
If thou art wounded,
For Honour and Valour,

Preferment's propounded.

Colin.

I fear my Commiflion,=’

Will prove but a Vifion,

For when I am pofted,
On Mines, where I'm llke to be roafted,
*TisfortytoonebutI'm puPPdfmmmyfutureCommand

Or if with much Toyling,

¥ ¢hance to fcape Broyling,

A d amn’'d bit of Lead,

Dirills me quite thro’ the Head,
How the Devil then thall T kifs the Klng s Hand,
Zoons, how fhali I kifsthe King's Hand S

Corids!
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To the Second Part-of the Tune.
Coridon,
From Bullets and Fire,
Tho’ oft we retire,
Our withes we Crown,
When we enter a Town
‘hat 1s Rich, where the Lafles are kind,
nd the Plunder’s refrefhing and Cool.
Collin.
But what 1f foul weather
Won't let us come thither,
The Trench full of Watcr,
‘Then is it not better,
ve fafe athome, and our Plowjobbers rule.
Coridon.
Gad zooks you're a Cowardly Fool.

S SRS RS RIS IR ARG IS CORCICT COCCCS

| New Sonc. On the bappy Accefion to the
_ Crown and coming m of onr Gracious Sove-
| reign, ng GeorGE.

e
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e




ad - Soxcs Compleat,

BRz'tm'm now let Joys increafe,
Revel all in happy days,

Royal Georze has croft the Seas,
Ye Natives homage tender 3

Fate to fave us made him haft,

Britains Genius doubly Bleft,

And renown’d as wase'er in Ages paft,

The Saint our Ifles defender.

Halcyon Peace that all muft grant,

Has been {o long the Nations want,

Glorious and brave fome people vaunt,
Has lately fill'd our ftory;

Put-kind Stars {o well provide,

And this grand truth will foon be try'd,

For a Monarch is Reigning that will decide
What is for Britains glory.

By our late moft Zealous Aid
The French a lucky game have play'd,
*Tis now high time to help our Tradc,
And mend our bad condition;
You the feoundrels charm’d with hope,
To gain by Mounfieur, O the Pope,
At this Jun@ure “much fooner may find a Rope,
Reward for vile Ambition. | |

Gentl
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ntle winds have fwell'd his Sails,
et the Ring with happy gales,
And the- darling Prince of Wales,
QOur fecond Faiths defender;

ow let jarring difcords ceafe,

ow we're fure of lafting Peace,

ince the Right muft fer all our minds at eafe,
\nd baulk the falle Prerender.

 BERRBERES BREEBE L 0L 8

YSona. Defign’d to be Sung between the ASs
| inthe Modern Prophets. Tothe foregoing Tune.

fu‘
M‘!f‘n
-

Ow, now comes on, the Glorious Year,

| ‘Britain has hope, -and France has fear ;
w75 the War has coft {0 dear,

_ He {lyly Peace does render:

dut our two Heroes fo well know

The breach of his Word fome ycars ago,

{hey refolve, they will give him another blowr,
Inlefs he Spain Surrenders.

=

Health to the Queen then firaight begin,

{0 Marlborough the great, and to brave Eugene
Vith them let Valiant Webb come 1n,
Who late perform’d a wonder:

fhen to the Ocean an offering make,

nd boldly Caronze to brave Sir ¥obn Leak ;
Vho with Mortar and Cannon Mashon did take,
Ind made the Pope knock under.

at up the Drum a new Alarm,
he foe 15 cold, and we are warm ;
the Mounfien’s Troops tan do no harm,
'-z Tho’ they abound in Numbers :
ifh then once more and the War is done,
ld Men and Boys will furely run ;
d we know we can beat *em if four to one ;
hich he too well remembers. L
-' L2 Toe
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Ihe Fa RTS

Famous foy its Satyrical Humour tn the Reign
of Queen A n N,

-
4

FHEER
P ey

E Hacks of the Town,

And Whiggzs of renown,
Leave off your Jarrs and Spleen,
And haft to your Arms
All thronging in fwarms
Be ready to guard the Queen;
With & bum, bum, bum, hum,

For laft L ORD’s.day,
- at St. Fames’s they fay,
A ‘firange odd thing did chance,
Which put into the News,
All Holland would amufe,
But would make ’em rejoyce in ‘Franee;

I’f’ftb & hf‘m, &Cl
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Fach Commoner and Peer,

Of both Houfes were there,
And folks of each rank and Station,
- Had chither free recourfe,

From the Keeper of the Purfe,

To the Mayor of 3 Corporation;
With o bum, &c.

When at Noon as in State

The Queen was at Meat, :

And the Princely Dane fat by Her,
A Farr there was heard,
That the Company fcar'd,

As a Gun at their Ears had been fir'd ;
With a bum, &g,

Which Irreverent Sound
Made ’em flare all around,

And in each. Countenance lower,
Whilft judgment thereupon
Said, it needs muft be done, .

r‘»s afronting the Soveraign pow’r;..

With a bum, &ec.

he Chaplain in place
Had but juft faid Grace,

d then cringing behind withdrawp,
When they call'd back,
To examine if the Crack,

Came from him or the Lords in Lawn,
With a bum, &ec.

or juft by the Chalr,
Some fat Bifhops were there,
Vhom the #5igg boysfain would befpatter,
Who with a Sober ook,
™ Declar’d upon the Book,
at

the Clergy knew noughe of the matters -

Of the bum, &c.

C3

29

But
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But they would not fwear,
For the Parties were there,
©Of the High Church and the Low,

Who from a mighty Zeal,
For good o' th® commonweal

Might let fome of their Bagpipes blows:

with a hum, &c.
At this when heard,

Late Comptroler ftrokt his Beard,

And declard with an Antique bow,
He tho’ of fome nothing knew,
Yet he would vouch for two,

Himfelf, and his Brother Fobm How ;5.
For the hum, &C.

For the Squire was well bred,
And his Key might have had,

But refus’d for an old State Trick,
And thathe chat had made Sport,
With Places of the Court,

Now refolv’d upon Wharten’s white flicks.

With a bum, &cC.

When this was done,
And the Crime not yet known,
Came a Law Peer to plead the Cale,.
How they had no intent,
To affront the Government
Nor had he to regain the Mace; =
With a bum, &C.

A Garter and Star,
Next cenfure did bear,
Who for all he lookt fo high,
And carry’'d it {o great,
In Inaigues of the State,
Yet mighe condefcend to lec fly
A Fum, XG.
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But le, in 3 heat,

Said the thing in debate,
Impos’d on Each {ex might be,

And would have made it clear,

‘That fome Dutcheffes there,
Were as likely to do't as he;)

With a bum, &c.

| The Colour then rofe,
>Mongit the noble Furbelows,

Of Honour, and moft too, Wives,
' Who declar’'d upon their rep,
They ne’er made fuch a ’fcape,
| Nor e’er did fuch a thing in their lives
’ As a bum, &c.

i But the Gigling rout,

That were waiting round abeut,
"Twas likely were heedlefs Jades,

So that faving their own fame

3 They agreed upon the fham,

i 'To have turn’d it upon the poor Maids;
f~ with a hum, &c.

i Who all drown’d in Tears,

"? Charg'd the Ladys there an years,
& To tell truth if that hideous rore,
So Thunder-like fent,

From Audacious Fundament,

# Could confift with their Virgin bore;
Wwith a bum, &c.

# Who anfweripg no,

All difputes fell too,

f For now they believ'd 1t was reafon,

To pafs the matter of, <

8§  As a Joke, and in a Laugh,

g Since they ne’er could make ic High Treafon ;

Cs

3k

Yo
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So that turning the Jeft,
They agreed it at Iaft, -

That nought from the Prefence did come,
But the noife that they heard,
Was fome Yeoman o'the Guard,

That brought Dithes into the next Room

) With a hum, &c.

But the truth of the {found
Not at all eould be found,
Since none but the doer could tell,
So that hufhing up the Shame,
The Beef.eater bore the blame, .
And the Queen, Godbe prais’d, din’d well;
ith & hum, bhum, bum, hum,

s
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The Second Part of the Fart,
Or the Beef-eaters Appeal to My. D’URr e
[ To the fame Tune. |

E Peers that in State,

- Now with Commons are met,
To right both the Weak and the Strong,

Prepare to redrefs
A poor Begf-cater's Cale,

Who has had a moft damnable wrong ;
By a bum, &c.

Strange Jarring I know,
- "Twixt the High-Church and Low,
Does your dear valu’d hours ingrofs,
Yet mine 1s fuch a cafe,
That ¥ beg it may take place,
As foon as the Spesker is chofe,

Wwith a hum, ¥C.
EFe
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For tho’ I'm no Lord,

Nor to Semate preferr'd, -

Yet ' my Priviledge I'll maintain,
And as free-born of the Land, .
You my wrong fhall underftand,

Which I here will undaunted explain;
of a hum, &¢. ]

The Fart you late heard,

Laid to one of the Guard, -
That of late did the Court Surprife,
"Tas prov’d was not his,

As Informers did guefs,
| But a Females of his Jolly fize;
With a4 bum, &¢C. -

The thing came out thus,

| Near to Buckingham Houfe,

|And the Mozeo all Fancies excelling,
Near the Ancient Pal-mall,

; The Park, and Canal,

{'Two Buxom young Ladies werg dwelling ;
': With & bum, &C.

1Related {o near,

It does plainly appear,

i That they both from one Bottom didcome,
f The one thin and lean,

As a Garden French Bean,

iAnd the tother as round asa Drum;
With a bum, &c.

tThe Elder when drefs'd,

And her Belly ftraight lac’d, -
|If fhe (toop’d from behind muft Roar; -
:?' The Younger as frail,

; If fhe laugh’d at any Tale,
iCould not keep in the Fuices before
§  Wwith a whiffe, fumy &S,

--; X C ¢
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Strange quarrels had paft,
*Twixt the firft andthe laft,

And many Tongue combats had been,
For the Youngelt well knew,
"Twas her Siffer that Blew;

The late Blaf as fhe ftood by. the Queen;
with a bum, &c. '

But letting that go, .
Since Winds pafs too and fro,
As Fate foon the Cafe made plain,
By a Vifit they made,
To 2z haughty Court Jade,
Who a Page had to hold up her Train;.
Wwith a hum, &c.

Who when at her Gate,
Che the Sifters had met,
Bowing low with her back-bone crump,.
As fhe gave a Salute,
Tother fteoping to do’s,
Gave a proof fhe was loofe in her Rump;
By a hum, &c.

Which unfortunate noife,
Made her Sifter rejoyce,

And as nothing more pleafing conld come,

With a laugh fcrew’d fo high,
She was ready to die,

As fhe follow'd her into the Room;
With a hum, &C. -

But oh, difmal lot,
Her own Cafe fhe forgot,

For juft as a filly Foal pifles,
When fhe romping does pafs,
O’er the gay Ipringing grafs,

So the Room was Embroyderd with S S.
And a whille, bum, &C.
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The Dame of the Houfe,
That perceiv’d this abufe,
PFrom Paffion could not refrain,
As knowing what was dropp'd,
Could not eafily be mopp'd,
Being mixt with a Stercus humain ;

Aand a bum, &c.

And ftrongly perfum’d,
To Inform her prefom’d, |
How the Nymphs in the days of Yore,
Who were cleanly inclin'd,
Us'd a cork for behind,

And a Spung for the Cranny before:
With & whiffe, &c.

Come Ra&cliff, come Hans,

From the »ine, or from Manys
Come Morley, to mend this matter,
And if thefe prove vain,
Come Occult' Chamberiarn,
Deep learn’d in the Secrets of Nature;

And a bhum, &c.

) ©

Come Blackmore, come Mead,
Come Sir William Read,

Of late by the Sowveraign grac’d,
And peeping in their Tails,
Quickly cure thefe Sifters ails,

Some five Inches under -the waft,
Of awbhiffe, bum, &c.

And the Secret to trace,
Manage both private ways, #
The’ I mean not the ways of a Sinner,

That fhe who does Trump,
Through defe& in her rump,

35

Never more may Perfume the Q——=ns dinners;

With a bum, &c,

h‘-

And
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And fhe that is found,
To be Juicy and fonnd
And each Night fills her two white Pots,
May no more by a guih,
That has oft made her bluﬂ1
Deck the Room with her true Lovers krots ;

And ¢ whiffe bam, whiffe hum.

The Nor THERN Refenter.

A Soxc, made to a Scotch Tune calPd Robin
the Hnglander
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PSrEE e

E Brittons aw,
| Who are moulding the Law,
For yvour ufe as occafion 1s ficting ;
What a Deel did you gam,
By late muckle pain,
When our Peers were outvoted from Sitting:
Woons, dant we know,
That a few Years ago,
| Ere ye twin’d the Rofe with the Thiftle;
: Yead a gin any Flower, |
That ye had in your powT,
| Tho’ we new are fcarce worth a Whittle,

_Gud feth we fee,

:- Like a Lafs that too free,

| Has bin bob’d of her Maidenly treafure;
: That inftead of regard, '

.,; For a bargain fo hard,

! You think you may Slight us at pleafure:
~' But woons, take heed,

; Say our Loons near the ZTweed.

} Yor if no brave Caledonian;

' Made a Lord by the Queen,

; Mayn't do Iike the Sixteen, *
| Deel awa with the reft of the U-=~n,

|
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- The ‘ Pérfon ng the Peas, 4 New SO‘NG
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O Yo whitfm Holliday,

Holliday, Helliday, *twas a'Jolly day;
Young Ralph, Buxom Phillida, Phillida, a welladay,
Met 1in the Peas.
They long had community,
He lov’d her, fhe lov'd him,
Joyful Unity, nought but Opportunity,

fcanting was wanting their bofoms to Eafe:

But now Fortunes Cruelty, Cruelty,

You will fee, for as they lye,

In clofe Hugg, Sir Domine Gemini, Gomini,

; chanc’d to come by ;

'He read Prayers i’th’ Family,

No way now to frame a Lie,

They fcar'd at old Homily, Homily, Homily,
both away fly.

¢

Home, foon as hefaw the Sight, full of Spight,

As a Kite runs the Recubite,

Like a noily Hypocrite, Hypocrite, Hypocrite,
mifchief to fay;

Cave he, wou'd fair Phillida, Phillida, Phillida.

Dreft that Holy day,

But poor Ralph, Ah welladay, welladay, welladay,
turn’d was away,

Ads niggs crys Sir Domini, Gemini, Gomini,

Shall a Rogue fiay,

To baulk me as commonly, commonly, commonly,
has been his way,

No I ferve the Family,

They no nought to blame me by,

I'll read Prayers and Homily, Homily, Homily,

three times a day.

L

1t N
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A NewHearruto the Duke of Marlboroug
with Three Glaffes ; ending with a Stanza i
Honour of the Prince of Hanover, and Prin
Eugene; made on the occafion of the late GI
yvious Viftory at Audenard.
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Ing mighty Marléarmgh’s Story,
Mar: of the Field,

He pafles the S::!:eld
And to 1ncreafe his Glory,
The French all fly or vield :

—

a_u-u-.

Fenao j};;c



Pleafant and Divertive, 4x

Vendofme drew out to fpite him,

Th’ Houfhold Troops to fright him,
Princeso’th’ Blood, |

Got off as they cou’d,

But ne’er durft return to Fight him.

This is the year of Wonders,
The Gen d’'arms Gor'd,
With Bullet and Sword,
Quake when the General Thunders:
Almanza was the Word ;
| Sound the Trumpet Sound Boys,
Gake the frfp Lhis ta his Health be crown’d Boys,
laf, Circle his Brows
-'_ With frefh Osken boughs,
And thus let the Glafs go round Boys.

{Take the 2d Now we made a Motion,

Glafs and pus Eugene the Brave

¥nro the frft. A Second fhall have,

-. And could we tope an Ocean,

His due we Liardly give: _‘
Still there’s one more muft be Boys,
_, Hannover makes ’em up three Boys,
Three in a Hand, _

Drink the 3d I'll drink to my Friend,

Glaffs. And {o let us all agree Boys.

et
ke
e
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A New Sonc in Homour of the Glorious 4.
[fembly st Court, o1 the Queens Birth-day; mad
to a pretty Scotch: Tae.
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T et gt
Enmisdee

R 7 Hen Love fair Pfyche made his Choice,
,h Fove {fent Mercury from the Skies ;
‘To fummon all the Deities,
To a divine Collation :
So! with fweet Aurora came,
Pulcan with his charming Dame,
And Iris put on a Robe of Flame,
_ Streakt with a freth Carnation ¢
Juno had a Mantle full of Moons and Stars, L
And Penus had a Trophy Gown a prefent made by Mars s
Embroyder’d o’er with Swords and Guns and Imple.
{ments of Wars,
With Triumphs of many a Nation.

F o Y R
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Yet tho' adorn’d in their bright Aray,
Shining Glorious, frefh and Gay,
*T'was a trifle all to Queen 4nns Birth-day,
Should they compare in Splender:
-‘Every Duke and Dutchefs here,
Sham’d each ‘God and Goddefs there,
Nor could their Joy with ours compare,
Shewn to our Faiths Defender:
The States-man that talks on the Wool-fack big,
Could bufle to the Opera, as merry as a Grig,
To Oagle there a Tory tall, or a pretty little Whig,

Defying the Pretender.
The
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The great Eugene, whofe renown does foar,
Well deferving the * Sword he wore,
Were Diamonds valu’d at ten times more,
Thought he beheld a wonder:
Senates Jars he late has fcen,
High and Low exalt their Spleen,
But here 1in Reverence to the Queen,,
Both fides truckle under:
Joy, from this Minute fhall each hour increafe,
And Europe find the Benefit of Honourable Peace,
And he like Fove the dire effe&t of bloody War muft

: - | (ceale,
And lay afide his Thunder.

* A Sword prefented him by the Queen of great Valye.
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CoNjvcar Love.

Blade ot @ Man of Quality and bis Lady, to an
Air 1n Pyrthas,
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[N Kent fo fam’d of O1d,

Clofe by the famous Kﬂot‘?
\ Swain a Goddefs told

An Am’rous ftory
n Kent fo fam’d of Old
lofe by the famous Knoll,
\ Swain a Goddefs told,
An Am’rous {tory -
ry 'd he, thefe Jarring Days,
Vhen ngs contend for Bﬁys,
our Love my Sounl does raife,
Beyond their Glory ;

==

Cry’d



46 So N as Compleat,

Cry’d he thefe Jarring Days,
When Kings contend for Bays,
- Cry’d he thefe Jarring Days,

When Kings contend for Bays,
war Love my Soul, &C.

My Life my Lovely dear,
Whil'ft you are Smiling here,
The Plants and Flow’rs appear,

More Sweetly charming:
The Sun may ceafe to Shine,
And may his pow'r refign,
Your Eyes give rays Divine,

All nature warming:
The Sun may ceafe to Shine,
And may his pow’r refign,
The Sun ma+ ceafe to Skine,
And may his pow’r refign,
2our Epes give, &c.

She made a kind return,

That nothing bad of {cornm,

This Youth, thought I, does bum,
To bring her under:

Put as they homeward mov'd,

And walk’d, andtalk’d, andLov'd,

I found his Spoufe fhe prov'd,
That was his wonder;

But as they homeward mov'd,

And walkd, and talk’d, andilLov'd,

But as they homeward mov'd,

Andwalk'd, and talk’d, and Lov'd,

Z found bis Spoufe &c.

SadTaes
S

.
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Dialogue in the Comedy of the Bath, or the

Weftern Lafs : Sung by Mr. Burdon and Mrs.
Lucas. The Tune by Mr. Akeroyde. ‘

He. Hat Beauty do I fee,

that Hearc and Soul .commands,
Sweet Madam, honour me,

with leave to kifs your Hand.

She. Oh good, 2 Man, I fwear!
and begs my Hand co kifs,
Methinks I'm pleas’d to hear
he does not call me Mifs.

He. Your Eyes, {fweet Lady fhine {o bright,
And ’m fo wounded at firft Sight,
My Heart does thrab,
) | ﬁgh and {ob,
And am like one juft flain,
:Unlefs you Pity fhow,
And Life reftore again.

She. Nay, pray Sir, good Sir go,
I know not what you mean.
You may talk of a Wound
By my Eyes you have found ;
But I cannot believe
Any Hurt they can give:s
For I look in your Face,
And 1t 15 as it was,
And your Body 1s found and whole.

He, Loves Wounds are all within,

whofe Pangs the Breaft controuls,
Like Lightning pafs the Skin,
and blaft the very Soul.

Sh¢, Why fure, this Love, this dreadful Word,
Is then fome ihar;g and pointed Sword :
Or is’'t a Snake, Or is’t a Bird,
"That -will pick out my Eyes.
He. Go
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He. Go with me, you'll perceive
in Love a Treafure lies,

She. I'll ask my Mother leave,
and follow 1n a Trice.

4:. No, no, no not a Worad,
I can better afford
You the Love, if you’ll go
Where your Mother don’t know ;
For if ihe thould be croft,
All the Treafure is loft,

And I conjure for Love in vain ;
The Circle you embrace

Is where it muft be done.
she. Oh Lard, the Devil you’ll raife,

But catch me if you can.

VECSCE VS0 SR VIV G TS LAV IS G VAV

Let the dreadful Engines. In Orpb. Britt.

AS o x . Set by Mr.Henry Purcell.

E T the dreadful Engines of eternal Will,
The Thunder roar, and crooked Lightning kill,
My Rage is hot, 1$ hot, is hot as theirs, as fatal to,

And daresas horrid, and dares as horrid, horrid
Execution do.

Or let the frozen North its Rancour {how,
Within my Breaft far, far greater Tempefts grow,

Defpair’s more cold, more cold thagall the
Winds can blow ;

_Can nothing, can nothing warm me,
Can nothing, can nothing warm me,
. yes, yes, yes, yes Lucinda’s Eyes,
ves, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, Lucinda's Eyes;
ves, yes, ves, yes, yes Lucinda’s Eyes,
there, there, there, there, there Ezza,
there, there, there, there, there Peffuvio lies,
To furnifh Hell with Flames, that mounting,

mounting reach the Skies.
Can
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{Can nothing, can nothing warm me,

#Can nothing, can nothing warm me,

yes, yes, yes, yes Lucinda’s Eyes,

YCS) ¥©5, Y5, YeS, yes, yes Lucinda’s Eyes,
;_ Y€S YCS, Yes, yes, yes Lucinda’s Eyes
Yc Pow'rs, I did but ufe her Name,

find fee how all the Meteors flame ;
Pluec Lightning flathes round the Court of Sol,
find now the Globe more fiercely burns,

'han once at Phaerons Fall.

h, ah, where, where are now,
Where are now thofe flow’ry Groves,
here Zephirs fragrant Winds did play ;
fih, where are now, where are now,
here are now thofe flow’ry Groves,
here Zephirs fragrant Winds did play,
here guarded by a Troop of Loves,
he fair, the fair Lucinda fleeping lay,
here fung the Nightingale and Lark,
round us all was {weet and Gay,
e ne'er grew fad till it grew dark,

or nothing fear'd but fhortning Day.
glow, I glow, I glow, but "tis with hate,
by muft T burn, why muft I burn,

hy muft I burn for this ingrate,

by, why muft I burn for this ingrate ;
00l, cool it then, coa] it then, and raii,
nce nothing, nothing will prevail,

hen a Woman Love pretends,

is but till the gains her Ends,

nd for better and for worfe,

 for Marrow of the Purfe,

'here the jilts you o'er and o'er,

roves a Slattern-or a Whore,

his Hour will reafe, will teafe and vex,
nd will cuckold you the next ;

%

D They
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They were all conteiv-d-inSpiglhi,

To torment us, not-delight, -~ -

But to {cold, to fcold, to-fcratch-and bite,

And not one of them proves right,

But all, all are Witches by ¢his Light,

And fo I fairly bid em and the World.godd nighe,
Good night, good night, good mpht,

Good night, zood aight.

P T T R T R L DT L LT L b

A New Ode, or Dialogite, between Mats #h
God of War dnd Plutss, or Mammon Gof
of Richesy wmade for the Entertarnment of by
Grace the Duke -of M aris0oRoUCH, anl
General Officers, by the Right Honowrable Si
Robert Bedingheld, ‘then Lovd-Mayor, and th
Honowurable the Court of Aldermen in the City:
Set to Mufick by Mr. Weldon, and perforu!
by Mr. Elford @rd Mr. Leveridge, -Decem

—, 1706. ;

Mais. Rom,_‘Glorious T’oyls Ojf War,
With dazling Banners brought from fa,
Behold, behold, |
Firft Move- Thou potent God of Gold,
ment with My Hero by the Watriours follow'd, comes;
Fiolins, Prepare a Royal Feaft
Totreat the Noble Gueft;
Thy gorgeous Purfe unty,
~ Letthining Medals fly,
"To give emjoyfalWelcome to their Fom¢

I
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£ Mammon eex umlocks the Srore, Mammore.
And deals to mertal Hlands'the facred Ore,
The Soul of all:thingsihere'bélow ; A Ataie
That b Lrowns, ad-Meues
And raifes Towns, wKI
he Will:controuls, - and makes a'Friend a Foe.

Ie firlt muft know for what he, pays,
ince for Defert dlone he tuxns the: Keys ;
et Meritthen inifpire eachVoice and Tongue,
frepare to ‘hear, for charming is the Song,  par.
repare to hear, Cre.
[ Here both fing ¢he two l4f Lines.]

The Power of Gzkiafhdken, Mars.

-Ramillies "L rophies taken,

Proud.Flanders too. fubjeéted, ad Move-
. And‘Bdgiﬂﬂ States .‘prﬂte&ea. v2ent with
¥ith dalyWondersftillmore firange8egreat, 7rympezs,
§ oo high for Praife, too.numerousro:repoat.

A s Noble Merit claims -R-egard, Mammon,
i To prove I always am prepar’d;
Remember the:renown’d ‘Engene:;
1 .do, Mars.
fow fpeedy Bounty did your *Wi{h.gmﬁ:e, Ma
#nd golden Seraphs to his Succouriflew,
That fav'd the finking Caufe;
I do,Ido, Mars.
Bll this ador’d, Divinity is true.

Beyond the 4lpine Mounts of Snow, Mamme®,
2 Far as the Banks.of -ancient Po,
§ e Cordial Goynwas.fent, © happy Chance,
%0 heal their: fainting T'roops, and fend a
‘1 JPlague 'to France;
jlclt be .the.happy /Hour ‘the News .was Marm.
[brought,
bleft be the GreatBugene that:bravély foughe, Mammon.

Dz Tir
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Mars. The happy Hour,
Mammon. The Great Eugene,

Mars. "The happy Hour,
Mammon. The Great Eugenc;

Bleft be the happy Hour, &-.
[Bozh fing the two laff Lines.}

Mammon Now Sons of Arr, ye tuneful Mufes call,
and Mars And {ing the Galick Tyrant’s Fall,
sogether.  In foaring Alts his Grand Ambition fhew,

Then let your Bafes fink him down as low:

In Confort next Celeftial Voices raife,

And be the Chorus ftill, our God-like Generals

In Confort next, d. [ Praife;
[Here's a General Chorus of Poices and Infirs
ments. |

Mar;. By him, to my Prophetick Soul appears
A lafting Joy, that crowns fucceeding Year
| The valiant, the fuccefsful Deeds
f Of him, and the Renown’d he leads
| Will be eterniz’'d, to the utmoft Shore,
Mammen. Then to regale the Chiefs, take all my Stor
All, all my Wealth, is a Reward too peor

Anither  Sweet Peace like Paradice is blooming,
Movemems And Haleyon Days in Profpelt coming ;
with The rural Swains, with War affrighted,
Flutes.  With rofie Nymphs fhall fing delighted ;
And whilft their harmlefs Flecksare bleatin,
Soft Tales of Love be {till repeating,

Mars. But firlt bring Galia down,
Mammon. And fix the Spanifb Crown -

Mars. From Bourbon keep the Swede,
Mammen, Drive Philip from Madrid;

Mars., d.et Scorland banifth Spleen,
MamMan. And Albion guard their Queen :

Thefe Joys, that as a Vifion now appear,
All, all thall conre to pafs, and crown
Th’ approaching Glorious Year.

[Here's a Grand €horus of Poices and Inf
ments. ) T
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The Scotch Lover at Epfom.
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' Oe 1s me, what mun-I doe,
Drinking waters I may rues

Since my heart foe muckle harm befel,

Wounded by a bonny Lafs at Epfom well.
He ha: bin at D&keith Eair, PR
Seen the Charming Faces tliere,.

But all Scortand now geud feth defye;

Sikea lipptofhew,and lovely rowling Eye.

Jennys skin was white, her fingers {mall,
Mogpy fhe wasflender ftraight and rall,
But my Love here Bears away the Bell from all ;
For her I Sigh,
Yor her k dye,
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In a Wild difpair :
INeves Man,in, Woman toeki{ch joy,

| Never Wom,afkwas t0 man fp cQy, -
= She’ll not Be'my hony, /

ror my Love or monly
Welladay_, what_ Torment 1 myn bear.

When Hc to- the : Lottery-gang,
[Where the Ladds and Laffes throng ;
{What I lofe alas, I never care,

jAlL my: hﬂﬂf-t aqd. foul, were Wonbefore by her:

Or. when Rh !
1 For the'pretay Silver Toyes;
1Then I wilh; the Dice-may all ran{low,
1Glad of loﬁng that I may oblige her fo :
1 Ah, what muclkle difference.is there found.
31n the. pliant Girles of Londgpn Toon,
Bejlre, and. Pigz, and: Mal,
- And: Bate, and Sue; and Baz?-* :
The fair and fmall
The Brown and tall
e -Will ave come too 2 -
Nean:- will bog gle at five hundred Pound,
{ Nean refufe a- fine Embroyder’d Goon,:
Aw will fhew their nature,
But this Crofs: grain’d creatuxe;
1 Deelen take her, ﬁ'mﬂd#- what mun I do. .

‘1S her choxce,

3
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A SoNnc 1 my Playicall’d the Richmond
Heirefs: Sung by Mz, Pack.
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Aiden freth as a Rofe,

. Young buxome and full-of jolity,
t Take no Spoufe among Beaux,

I Fond of their Raking quality ;

i He who wears a long bufh,

{ Allpowder’d down from his Pericranc,.
i And with Nofe full of Snufh, ~

1 Snuffles out Love ina2 merry vein.

| Who to Dames of high place, .

i Do’sprattle like any Parrot too, .

{ Yet'with Doxies a brace,

i At Night, piggs 1n'a Garret too ;.

{ Patrimony out-run,

i To make a fine fhew to carry thee; .
{ Plainly Friend thou’srt undone,

1 If fuch a Creature Marry thee.

{ Then for fear of abribe,
Of flattering noife and vanuy,
¥ Yoak a Lad of our Tribe,

i He'll thew thee beft humanitys; -
i Flathy, thou wilt find Love,

% In civil as well as fecular,

! Bur when Spirlt doth move,

8  We have a gift particular.

3 Tho' our gravenefs is pride,

:  That boobys the more may venerate, .

{ He that gets a Rich bride,.

¥ Can jump when he’s to-Generate;

1 Off then goes the difguife,

i To bed in his Arms he’ll carry thee,

i Then to be happy and wile,

| Take 7% and Nay to Marry thes. |
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A New Sone.

Mads on the late Glorious Battle and ViBow
gain’'d overthe French by the Duke of Matl.

borough and Prince Eugene; and alfo the
taking of Mons.
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\| Ow Cannon fmoke cloudsall the sky,
And through the gloomy wood ;
From ev’ry Trench the bougers fly,
Befmeer'd with duft and Blood ;
Whillt valour's palm, is oursin fight,
And Mons to terms we bring;

Let bragging Boufflers vainly write,
Falfe wonders to the King -

Fate refolves to end the war,

And Lew!s like a falling ftar,

Though late he fate on high,

A meteor of the sky,

Shall from his place remove,
Whilft Europe o’er does rove
With welcome olive branch, the peaceful Dove;, -

| Ha:l
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Hail mighty Marlborough, great Eugene
T hanks fo:yyour glorious gile - 4
And ‘mongfi the beft of Marfhal men,.
Naoffau-and brave Argyle : .

Warriours in honours bed who Iye,
Whofe fame fhall ever fpring,

"Take for reward perpetual joy ;
Whofe great renown we fing :
Mounfiewr, Mounfieur, leave oft Spain;
To think to hold it is in vain,

Thy Warriours are too few;

Thy Martials muft be new,

Worle lofles will enfue:

Then without more ado

Be wife, and {trait callhome, Petite .Anjon.

Forty long years thou haft in gore
Been dabling up and down;

Seek now Imperial Crowns no more,.
But plot to {ave thy own:

Swedzn the buckler to thy arim,
Fomenter of the war ;

Who kept thy blind Ambition warm,,.
Elyes from the frozen Czar:

Fill then a glafs each Brizzifb heart,
From this great Health let no onec flart ;.
Here’s ro our happy Queen,

T o Marlberough and Eugene :

And thofe that fhortly mean,

To wade the River Sein,

*Tis, "tis a Cordial rare to cure the Spleen.

Lyrical
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Lyrical VERsE 53

Made in honour of the Nobility and Gentyy AJ-
fembling on the firft dayof March 1714, Being
the Amniverfary of St. Davip: Alfo the
Birth-day of her Royal Highnefsthe Pr1iNcESS;,

Written, Set to Mufick, and bumbly Addve[sd
by T.DUrrex -

A S far as the glittering God of day
% Extends his radiant light;
Old Britain her Glory will difplay,
In every Aftion bright:
The Fleur de life, and Englifh Rofe,
May boaft of their Antique tales;
But theLeek with the greatefthonourgrows,
Eor the lafting renown of Wales.

In vain all our Mufical Bards did. feek,
Toknow whence this glory{prung;.
For time out of mind has thefamous Leek
In Tuneful Verfe beer fung:
By the Tenzons allow’d, and viftorious Rome,
And the brave Black Prince ne’er fails .
The Battle of old by this S:s7#! o’recome,
" To exalt the renown of Wales.

The brave Britith Heroes did often appear,
Recorded in Golden lines,
Cadwallader firft led the van without fear,
With whom Conan and Griffieth joyns 2.
We'll give them-their due,
But muft now find out new,
And our valiant young Prince bring in play ;.
Who by pow’r divine,
Proves, he’s fated to fhine,
In a fphere, as ferene as they.

Lot
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LetCinthia give up her Reign of the Night,
And abfcend in the foamy feas ;
The Princefsthat power muft claim as her right;
I£ Beauty has power to {Eleafe :
The Goddefs confeft,
All our hearts has pofieft ;
And will more every Age o’ercome,
By her temper that charms,
And adorably warms,
And her brace of young Angels at home.

Shineout then bright Star, and whilft Nations from far,
All unite to applaud thy worth ;
We founding our joys,
With a general voice,
Blefs the Day that firft gave the Birz%:
To George and his race,
Let Pretenders give place,

Wherefoe’er they are known or feen,
And when he foars onhigh, twill to them be fome joy;

Who {urvive to {ee thee a ,.Queeu.

EBIIEEEIED BEEESHIRES

An Op e on the Amuiverfary of the Queens-
Birth. Set to Mufick by Mr. Henry Purcel,
Apr:l 30th, 1690,

Rife myMufe, and to. thy tuneful Lyre,
Compofe a mighty Ode : '

Whofe Charming Nacure may Infpice
The Bofom of fome liftning God
‘To Confecrate, thy bold. Advent’rous Verfe,
And Glerigns's, Fame difperde _:
O're the Wide Confines aof the Univerfe s
Ye Sons of Muficleraife your Voices highs

And like your Themebe your bleft Harmany:
Sound
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Sound all your Inftruments8vcharmthe Earths
Upon this Sacred day of Gloriana’s Birth.

[Second Movement. }

See how the Glittering Ruler of the Day,.
From the cool Bofom of the Sea,
Drives, Drives with fpecd away,
And does attending Flanets-all-
To wanton Revels Call.:
Who from the Starry Eaft and Weft ‘
‘T'o Celebrate this day make haft,
And in new Robes of Glory dreft
Dance in a Solemn Ball,
Ghorwss  Hail gracious Glorians Hail ;
' May every future year
Rowl on, unknown to Care ;
May each propitious Morn arife
Bright as your vertue, charming as your Eyes,
And eachfucceeding hour newpleafuresbring,
T'o make the Mulfes yearly fing ;
AY Hail, Al Hail,
Brighteft and beft of Queens, s/ Hail.
And though thetimes diftrefs, to Warsalarms
Calls tle lov’d Monarch from your Armis;
Your Phebus does to lower Spheres decline,
@nly to Rife again, and with more Lufltre

(fhine,

[Third Movement.]

To quell his Countries Foes

Behold, the God-like Hero goes,

Fated and born to Conquer aH,

Both the great, vulgar and the fmall,

To hunt the Savages from Dens \

T'o teach em Loyalty and Sence:

And fordid Soulsof'the true FaithConvince. \
* The But ah, I fee * Eufebia drown’d in Tears ;
Chareh, ‘The fad Eafebis mourning Wears,

And
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And in dejelted Seate

Thus moans her haplefs Fate ;-
Ah wretched me, muft Cfzr for my fake,
Thele fatal dangersundertake.
No, no, ye awful Powers, no, no,
Fatec mult fome meaner force Employ..
Fate muft not let him go;
But Glory cryes go on;
On, on, Iluftrious Man s
Leave not the Work undone,
Thou haft fo well begun.
Go on, great Prince go on.
Chorus. See, See, all Europe bend their eyes
On thy great enterprize:
Advance thy dazling Shield,
And haft then to the Field ;
Haft, haft, to Honour and Renown,
Honour, that on a Heroe’s brow fhing
(brighter than a Crown,

Chorus of 42.

Exalt, exalt, your Poices bigh,
And with your skilful melody -
Raife Gloriana’s grief to Foy:
Bring warbling Lutes to hufb ber Cares,
Rring moving Flutes to Charm bher ears.
Ah! may their [sftning Influence -
Each paffion Calm, pleafe every [ence :
And never, neder, let ber Mourn;

Great Cafalj': 4éfmc¢ fhart will \be, and Gloriow
| -~ (Hés Rerum.
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A Mock Addyefs to the FtenChK 1N G.

450~ Occafioned by the two Glor ous V-
forys at Donawert, aml Hochftet, by bis Grace
the DukeofMAR LBOROUGH and Prince

Eveene The Tune by Mr. Corbet.
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ks “tis high time to be quiet,

Now -at Sizty Six:

Thou Iate haft AQed, as DiftraQed,
P-laCng PhLillips Crown,

And faith if thac I, can Prophecy,
‘Thy own istumbling down : ~

For now thy Flower of Arms are loft,
Of Empire dream no more,

Thy trembling Genfif arms off will poft,
When Englith Cannons roar :

And whilft 74744 and others frown,
To. play their captive Scene,

The fates with Oaken Garlands crown
Great Marlborough and Eugene.

Res
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Rebellious, vile, and abje&t ftate,
In loft Bavaris fee, -
From Princely flation forc’'d of late,
To ferve now bafely thee:
His fcatter’d Race to corners fled,
- Scarce having means for Life,
And he for their poor. diftrefsful bread,
Beliolding to his Wife:
The Bann inrag’d, his Country gon,
 Thy Plots too all unhing’d,

The bafenefs to our Kingdom: fhewn,

_——

In-proper time revengd: »
'And all by Wars renown’d alarms,
- Made by our Glorious Queen,
For who can €'re oppofe i1n arms,

Brave Marlborough and Eugene.

Phar[alin, whexe fames golden book,,
Shews; Cefar's-glorious THeme,:

Muft yield to her, whofe Hero took,
An Army at Blenheim:

Landay vetriev'd, and Traerbach gain'd,
Do’s next years:fate prefage, - -

And end the moft Renown’d Campaign,

E're known 1n any Age;
Yet Lemss, pray be {ure for this,
Te-Denms loud you roar, .
And let your Coufin the Arch-Bifh,

Appoint ‘em as before :

Whilit we that with sood Reafon think; -

Our joys are. now ferene, -
Extol when flowing Bowls we drink,
Great Marlborough and Eugene.

Love
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O Ne dpril Morn, when from the Sea,
Phabus was juft appearing;
Damon and Celia young and gay,
Long fettled Love indearing -
Met in a Grove to venttheir {pleen,
On Parents unrelenting ;
He bred of ZTory race had been,
She of the T'ribe Diffenting.

Celia, whofe Eyes outfhone the God,
Newly the hills adorning ;

Told him Mamma wou’d be ftark mad,
She mifling Pray’rs that morning:

Damon, his Arm around her walft,

~ Swore tho’ nought fhou'd ’em funder ;

Shou’d my rough Dadknow how I'm bleft,

‘Twou'd make him roar like Thunder.

Great ones whom proud Ambition blinds,
By Faltion ftill fuppore it

| Or where vile money taints the mind,
They for convenicnce court it:

But mighty Love, that {corns to fhew,
Party fhou'd raife his glory;

Swears he’ll Exalt a Vaffal crue,
Let it be Whigg, or Zury.
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An ODE

For the Anniverfary Feaft of St. Cxc111,,
On the 23d Day of November, 1691.

Set to Mufic by Dr. Yob# Blow.

T HE Glovions Day 1s come, that will for ever be
Renown’d as M USIC’s greateft Fubslee :
"The Spheres, thofe Inftruments Divine,
| Tun’d to 4polle’s Charming Lyre ;
The Sons of all the Learned Nine,
With foft Harmonious Souls Infpire s
Behold, around Pernafns Top they fit,
And Heavenly Mufic now, vies with Immortal Wi,
Warm’d by the NeFar from the Thefpiar Spring,
Of bright Ceciliz they fing ;
Admir’d Cecilia that informs their Brains e
Their awful Goddefs, that their Caufe maintains ;
Amd with her facred Pow’r fupplies,
The Artful Hand and tunefil Voice,

And gives a tafte of Paradice, in more than mortal
[Strains.

And firft the Trumpets Part
Inflames the Heroe’s Heart; |
The Martial Noife compleats his Joys,
And Soul Infpires by Art:
And now he thinks he’s in the Field,
And now he makes the foe to yicld ;
Now Viftory does eagerly purfue,
And Mufic’s warlike Notes make every fancy ‘true.

The Battle done, all loud alarms do ceafe,
Hark how the charming Flutes conclude the Peace;
Whofe foftning Notes make frerceft Rage obey :
If pPsn, beneath the famous Mirtle’s thade,
To Midas half fo well had Play’d,

The Delphian God himfelf had loft the Day. Ex
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'xcefles of Pleafure now crowd on apaces
Jow {weetly the Violins found to eac h Bafs:
‘he ravifhing T'rebles-delight ev'ry Bar,
\nd Mirth 1n a Scene of true Joy does appear »
Jo Lover of :Phillis’s rigour complains ;
None mourn for their lofles, or Iaugh for their gains ;
jut loft in an Extafie publifh their Joy,
Vhilft the Name of Cecilia refounds to the Sky.
Ah Heaven! whatis'tI hear ¢
The Warbling Lute Inchants my Ear:
Now Beauty’s Pow’r Inflames my Breaft again ;
| Sigh, and Languith with a pleafing Pain.
The Notes fo foft, fo fweet the Air,
The Soul of Love muft fure be there,
Thatminein Rapturecharms, and drivesaway Delpair.

On this fide Heaven, compar’d to thee?
Thou only Treat, fit for a Deity :

Monarchs by Flattery or Fame,
May Arrogate a Glorious Name,

But in each Soul Delighting Symphony, %

Mufick ! Celeftial Mufick! what can be, }

Addrefs'd to bright Cecilia’s Royalty,
Are Sacred Honoursfit fornone, but forDivine degree.

This that bleft King, and God-like Prophet knew,

~ That oft from Worldly Joys withdrew ; :
From Glittering Pomp, and all the Courtly Throng 3
- And to th’ Erternal King of Kings,

_To the fweet Harp’s well govern'd.Strings,
Paid beft Devotion in Seraphick Song.

% CHORUS.

And thus by Muficks Pow'r,
Above dull Earth we foar;
Exalt our Chorus to the Skie,
And in Tranfporting Melody
Czcilia’s Name ddire. |
Divine Cxcilia, whom we all confefs
Our Arts Infpire ; Mufick’s Patranefs.

A
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A SO N G iz Don Quixote,

Sung by one reprefenting Foy. Set to Mufick
- My, Raiph Courtivill.

| Vl&umnus Flora you that blefs the fields,
Where warbling Philomel,
Warbling Philomel in fafety builds;
And to the Nymphs, to the Nymphs and Swains,
‘That Revel, Revel, Revel o're thefe plains,
That Revel o’re thefe plains :
Difpofe the Joy, difpofe the Joy,
Difhofe the Joys that Heav’n and Nature yields.

-

Call Hymes, call Hymen, call, call, call, call;
Call Hymen from his merry, merry, merry, merry, mer.
(ry, merry home;

From his merry, merry, terry, merry fiome;

From his merry, merry, merry, mersy home :

Call Hymen, cail, call Hymen from his merry, merry,
(merry, merry, merry home;

Bid him prepare, prepare, bid him prepare,

Bid him prepare, prepare, prepare his Torch,

And come to Sing and Drink, to Sing and Drink,

To Sing and Drink full Bowls; *

Call, call, call loud, call, call, call loud, loud,

Call loud, and fay, ’tis Beauty’s feaft, "tis Beauty’s feaf,

"Tis Beauty’s fealt, Quitera’s Wedding Day ;-

"Tis Beauty’s feaft, Quitera’sWedding Day,

Quitera’ s Wedding Day.

SR
S
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A Mad DVALOGUE.

ung in my Play, calPd the Richﬁldﬁd.; Heirefs, 4y

%

Mr.Leveridge and Mrs. Lyniey ; Set to Mufick
by My. Henry Purcell. I Orph. Britan.

¢, BEhold, behold; the Man that with Gigantick

SRR - .- Might,
Dares, dares, dares Combat Heav'n again;
Storm-Fowves bright Palace, put the Gods to flight;
Chaos renew, and: make perpetual Nighe ;
Come on,come on, come on ye Fighting, Fighting
Lo " ( Fools,
Come on, come on, come on ye Fighting, Fighting
| (Fools,
That petty, petty Jars maintain, -
That petty, petty. Jars maintain; -
1've all; all the Wars of Europe,
All the Wars of Europe in my Brain,
I've,all, all, all the Wars of Europe in my Brain.

k.. Who's he that talks of War?

i
!

F

When charming, charming Beautyicomes,
Whofe fweet, fweet, fweet Face divinely Fair,

Eternal pleafure,eternal pleafure, eternal pleafure
{ blooms ;

When I appear, the Martial, Martial God a con-
(quer'd Vi&tim lves;

Obeys each glance,-each awful Nod,

And dreads thelightning of my killing Eyes;

Mote; more than -the:fierceft, the fiercefl,

The fiercet Thunder-1n the Skies,

H:, Ha! ha! now, now, now, now we mount up high,

Now, now we mount up high,
The Sun’s bright God and 1,
Charge, charge, charge on the 4zure,

(jharge on ;hc AZAre downs of amplc Sky.
E Sce
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See, {ee, {ee, {ce, fee, fee, fee, fee,

See, fee, fee, fee, fee, fee, fee, fee,

How th’ immortal Spirits run,

See, fee, fce, {ce, fee, {ee, fee, fee

How th’ immortal Spirits run ;

Purfue, purfue, purfue, purfue, purfue, .
Purfue, purfue, purfue, purfue, purfue,

Drive ’em o'er the burning Zone;

Drive ’em o'er the burning Zone,

From thence come rowling down,

Come rowling down, and {fearch the Globe below,
With all the Gulphy Main, to find my loft,
My wandring Senfe, my wandring Senfe again.

she. By this disjoynted matter,
T hat crouds thy Pericranium,
I nicely have found
That thy Brain is not found,
.And thou fhalt be,

And thou fhalt be my Companion.

‘Come, come, come, come, come, come,
.He. Let us plague the World then,
I embrace the bleft Occafion;
For by inftinét I find
Thou art one of the Kind,
Thou art one of the Kind,
That firlt brought 1n,

That firft brought in Damnation.

she. My Face has Heaven inchanted
With all the sky born Fellows,
Fove prefs’d to my Breaft, and my Bofom he kifs'd,
Which made Old Funo Jealous.

He. 1 challeng’d grifly Plute,
But the God of Fire did {hun me,

“Witty Hermes 1 drobb’d, round the Pole witglmg'
(Liud

-For breaking Jokes upon.me,
Chird
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[Chorus of both.]

Then mad, very mad, very mad let us be,
For Burope does now with our Frenzy agree,
And al Things in Natuyre are made t00 45 we,

she. 1 found Apods finging,
The Tune my Rage increafes,
I made him fo blind with a Look that was kind,
That he broke his Lyre to pieces.

y:, I drank a Health to Penus,
And the Mole on her white fhoulder;

Mars flinch’d at the Glafs, and I threw’r in hisFace,
Was ever Hero bolder?

She. *Tis true, my dear lcides,
Things tend to Diflolution; |
Thecharmsof a Crown,and the crafts of the Gown,
Have brought all to Confufion.

He. The haughty FPrench begun i,
The Englifh Wits purfue it.

She. The German and Turk {till go on with the Work,
He. And all in Time will rue it.

CHORTUS.

Then mad, very mad let us be,

Very mad, wery mad let us be,

For Europe does now with our Frenzy azree,
And all Things in Nature are mad toos s we.

- E »

(N
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A SonNGby a Mad Lady in Don Quixote,
Set by Mr. John' Eccles,

l Burn, T burn, I burn, I burn, I burn,
I)lburn, I burn, I burn, I burn, I burn,
My. Brain confumes to Afhes,
. Each Eye-ball.too like Lighening flafhes,
Like Lightning. flathes ; .
Within my ‘Brealt there glows a folid Fire,
‘Which in a thoufand, thonfand Ages can’t expire.

Blow, blow, blow, o
- Blow the Winds, great Ruler blow,
Bring the Po and the Gange.r hither,
"Tis fultry, fultry, fultry Weather;
Pour ’em all on my Soul, it will hifs,
Je will hifs lIike a Coal,
-But never, never be the cooler. .

“Twas Pride, hot as Hell,.that firlt made me rebel,
From-Love's awful Throne a cnrft Angel T fell ;
And mourn now the Fate,
"Which my felf did create,
Fool, Fool, that cornfider'd not when T was well;
And mourn now the Fate,
Which my felf did create,
¥col, Fcol, that confider’d not when I was well.

Adieun, adieu tranfporting -Joys,

Adieu, adieu tranfporting Joys ;

Off, off, off, ye vain fanraftick. Toys,

Off, off: ye vain fantaftick T-oys, ~
‘That drep’d this Face and Body to allure,

Bring, bring me Daggers, _

Poyfon, Fire, Fire, Daggers, Poyfon, Fire,

For Scorn is turn'd into Defire ;

All Hell, all Hell feels not the Rage,

Which I, poor J, which I, poor I endue.
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‘ Remarks for the French KING.

ASoNG Occaﬁoned by the taking of Lifle and
that Glorious Campazgn
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Rand Lewis let pride be abated,
Thy Marfhals have all had a foyle ;

Boufflers like Tallard is 11l Fated,

And Vendofme remembers the Djle.

Thy hand is quite out at Invafions,

And fpite of thy Fortifications,

Brave Eugene has taken Life ;

‘Tho one day Burgundy,

Was merry with Berry,

And bragg’d the Queens Troops he would fcourge,

Make Brizains, and great ones,

‘T his Summer run from her,

And own Chevalier de St. George ;

Tho’ the Crump too that Seafon,

Got Bruger and Ghent by Treafon,

We'll make him e'er long difgorge.
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A Pox of your race of high Flyers,
That lat¢ on the Battlements ftood ;
Who fhew’d to get out of the Bryers,
What Princes you had of the Blood ;
And welfare the Gallant Hanover,
Who late his high Birth to difcover:
Charg'd as a young Hero fhou'd :
'T1s {aid too, who fled too, _

Were {napt {o, and cropt o,

They never could face us again ;
That cunning, or running,

Won't better the matter,

They fhun mighty Marlborough in vain,
And Monfleur Calarm ye,

If-once more he Hockfiers your Army,
We'll give ye no thanks for Spain.

Thy Troops can do nothing but rattle,
Brave iebb the difcovery begun ;

Who prov'd at the Wynendale Battle,
How faft thy Mob Army could run:
His valour fhall flourifh 1a Story,

And thus while he adds to our Glory,
His own will out-Poft the Sun.
Forgeting that beating,

A hearty bold party,

Late marcht towards Bruffels fair Town,
There bouncing and clattring,

With Cannon for batering,

The zlefloral Hotfpur fate down ;

But when fome time after,

Our Generals crefs'd o're the water,
Away the wild Goofe was flown.

Bavar/z this thameful difafler,

Not half yet repays thy paft ill
For firft béing bafe to thy Mafter,
And afterwards falfe to King 17:/ ;

E 4
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And 1f "tis thy fimple Opinion,

Rey can reftore thy Dommmn
hzr}iem thou art frantick {till: .
Parfuing his Ruig, & ¢ s 0 o7 0w
“3e’re Marchmﬂ and _Charging,
Refolv'd on a winter's Campaign,
{cld Snowing, and Blowmg,
In Terrour are fhewing, :: - &
sreat Mﬂﬂéarm?}* and Glorious Eugem*.- S
We'll Storm too like Thusider, S
Vile Towns that are Fated for Plunder,

And take ’em L’ Efpee a la main.
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A SONG

-

Sung by My. Pack % the' Opera caﬂ’J bt

ngdorn of the Birds, to the Dance between
the High and Low Flyeys,
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X A/ Hat are thefe Ieots.doing,
¥ “That daily their Feudsadvance: .

As if they were purfuing, ]

New ways to favour Frasnce?
For fhame give over-your Dance;

-~ - Your :National danger fee ;-

No longer forfeit your fenfe,

But agree, ye rath Britains, agree,

Whilft firange .and trivial, Reafons,
- 'The¢ whimfical Brajn allures;
You lofe the happy Seafon, -

‘That'fhou’d encéurage your Powers.
‘T'he Monfieur is at you Doors,
. - And:if he recerved:muft.be.:
The Shame and the Scandal is Yours :
Then agree, ye Rath Brirains agree.

Yec Soaring High-flown People,
In Politicks {o profound,
You climb fo high on your Steeple,

It makes your Brain turn rouad. -
E.g Cona
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€onfider how you lofe Ground,
If Forcigners Mafter be,

Whilft you with Maggots abound ;
Then agree, filly Brizains, agree.

And you, whofe fenfelefs Jargon,

Contentious Night and Morn,
Peclaims againft an Organ,

As *twere a Sow-gelder’s Horn :
Let Concord’s Power adorn

Your Hearts, if wife you'll be,
Nor longer merit a dScorn;

But agree, filly Britains, agrce.

“Tis known you are richly landed,
And you have a place at Court;
And you the Bank have commanded,

And you bave two Ships in Port,
Yer ftill ye Reafon retore;

And if ye ruin’d muft be,
"Tis all rank Folly in fhort;

Then agree, filly Bricarns, agree.

Religious Safety doubted
Still makes the Nation groan,
You make fuch Stirs about it,
Some Wife Heads think you have none;
But all is for Interéft done,
As faith ic likely may be,
Let that Point ftated be known,
And -agree, ye rath Brita:as, agree.

Ti
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7he NIGHTINGALE,

Sung by Mr: Balwin, in the ngdom of the
Birds.
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U G, jug, jug, jug, Jug, jug, jug,
J jug, jug, jug, jug, jug, jug,.
The jolly Philomel upon the- Hawthorn fings;
The jolly Philomel upon the Hawthorn fings, -

{fings, upon the Hawthorn fings.

Happy we, that all, all excel
In what true Pleafures true Pleafures bring ;
¥et one Ifland, one lﬂand lyes below,

Who, did t hey but the Blefling know,

They reap by Glorious Means

Wou'd raife their tuneful Voices high,
And never ceafe this Song of Joy,

Long live the beft of Qucens,
Long live the beft. of . Queens.

0%
2%

On-
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On the Affarrs Abroad; and King Wi1Lr1awm's
Expedt 101,

StbyD Blow.
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CHurch Scruples and Jars plunge all Exrope in Wars,
Englifb Czfar efpoufes our Quarrel],

Predeftin’d to ftand againft Lewis le Grand,
And wear his now flourifhing Laurel.

The Caufe that is beft, now comes to the Teft,
For Heaven will no longer ftand Neuter,

But pronounce thegreat Doom, for 0ld Lutker or Rome,
And prevent all our Doubts for the future:

"I'would turn a wife Brain, to confider what Pain
Fools take to become Politicians,

Fops, Bullies, and Cits, all fet up for. Wits,
And ingenioufly hatch New -Divifions.

Some fhew their hot Zeal for a New Common-weal,
And fome for a New Reftauration,

Thus cavil and brawl, 'till the Mounfieur gets all,
And beft proves the Wit of the Nation.

Tho" we Med'cines. apply, yet the Feaver fwells high,
Firft caus’d by a Catholick Riot, |

Which no Cure can gain, ’till the breathing a Vein
Correts the mad Pulfe into Quiet ;

Yet whate’er Difeafe on our Country may chance,
Let’s drink to its healing Condition,

And rather wifh William were Vifor in France,
‘Than Lewi; were England’s Phyfitian.
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A DIALOGUE.

Highly diverting Queen Mary, in the 4th A&
the fecond Part of Dox Quixores fors
Clown and bis Wife. " Sung by Mr, Reading

and Mrs. Aylift. Set.by Mr. Henry Purcell

He,

B g{pha Brltan -

SInce Timesare fo bad, I muft tell you Sweet.
( Heart,

. I'm thinkingto leave off my Plough and my Car;

" And to_the tair City a Journey will go,

He.

To better my Fortune as other folk do -

Since fome have from Ditches,

And courfe Leather Breeches,

Becn rais’'d, ‘beenrais’d:te be Rulers,- .

And wallow’din-Riches;. - -+ .~ ]
Prithe¢ cemey.come, come, come frem thy. Wheel,
Prithee come, come, come, come from thy Wheel,
For if Gypfies don’t lye,

I {hall, I {hall be a Governor too,e’re I dye.

 Ah? Colis ah! Collin; by all, by all thy late doing

( I find,
With forrow and trouble, with forrow and crouble
«  (the pride of thy Mind:
Qur Sheep now at random diforderly run,
And now, apd nOw S‘E{iiﬁyﬂéﬁkﬁt.gccsjcvery( day
Ony
Ah! what doft thou, what doft thou, what doft
I (thou mesn:
To make my Shooes clean,
And foot it,.and_foot it to the Court,
To the King %nd'the Queeh, >« + =
Where thewing my Parts X Preferment fhail win.

Sk



She.
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Fye, fye,fye, fye, fye, fye, fye, fye, fye, fye, ’cis( bet-
ter,
"T'is better for us to Plough and to Spin :
For as to the Court when thou happen'ft to try.
Thou’lt find nothing got there, unlefs thou( can'{t
Buy ;
For Mozney; the’ Devll the Dewl ‘and all’s to be
s il G{bund
But no good Parts mmdcd no, no, no, no good
(Parts minded without the good Pound.

He. Why.then I'le take Arms, why then I'le take Arms,

*{I'le take Arms,
And follow, and follow Alarrns

Hunt Honour, that now a-days p]aguily charms:

She. And fo lofe a Limb, by a Shot or a Blow,

Hs.

She

He,

She.

He,

She.

He.

And curfe thy felf aftcr, for leaving, for leavm

( the Plbugh..
Suppofe I turn Garm:ﬂ:f:':r:I

._ So Cheat and be Bang

What think'ft of -the: Road theri ?

The H'igh-way to be Hang’d PEAIE

Nice Pimping however yields Profic for LifF,
I'le help fome fine Lord to-another’s fine-Wife:: |

That’s dan gerous too, amongft the Town-Crew,
For fome of em will do the fame thing by you ;
And then I to Cuckald ye may be drawn in,
Faith, Collin, 'tis better I fic here and Spin,

‘Falth Collin, 'tis better I fit here and _Spin...

Wil nOthmg Prefer me, what think'ft o the Law?

. Oh ! while you live, Collin, keep outof Lhat_Paw :

He.
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He. I'le Cant and I'le Pray.

sbe. Ah! there’s nought got, ah! there’s nought go
( that way,
There’snoone minds now what thofe blaok ((Iafttle
4y,

Let all our whole care, be our Farming Affair,
To make our Corn grow, and our Apple-'(lt;rees
ear.

[ Verfe for Two Voices. |

Ambition, Ambition’s a Trade, a Trade no Con.

( tentment can fhow,
Shke. So T'le to my Diftaff ;
He. And I to my Plough ;

Ambition, Ambition’sa Trade, a Trade no Con
( tentment can {how,
No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no,
no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no
(Contentment can thov,

no, no, no Contentment can fhow,

CHORUS.

She. Let all our whole. care, be our Farming Affair s
To make our Corn grow and our Apple-Tyees Bear !
Ambition, Ambitions a Tradz, a Trade no Conténls
-(ment can [how,

Shke. 50 Ple 2o my D:ﬁtgf;
He. 4nd I'le ro my Plough;

Ambition, Ambition’s o Trades & Trade no Contenl:
( ment: can fbow,
No, 10, no, 1o, no, 1o, 10, 10, %0, %0, B0, 10, N0y 750, 1;

70, 10, 10, N0, 10, 70, 70, 10, B0, 10, 140, no Contentmen’
rtﬂﬁ Jhow,

4

Nbo, 320, no Costentment can [how.
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A Humerom Sonoc, Sung ot Mary the Bux-
l om’s Wedding, in my Play of Don Quixote.

R I

—'_“—u i, B -—_‘ -—-lr_

‘f COme all, great, {mall, Ihorr,tall away to Stoolball ;

e R

: Down in a Vale on a Sumsnersday, all the Ladsand

iR

Laﬂ'es met to be Merry, a match for Klﬂ'es al:

aﬁ : iﬂi&@}im_._

Stoolball play, and for Cakesand Ale, and Siderand

sl

-——-————-
_"" - - -y -lr
e Bk L) - ,_ — -—--_- Ca— = p— L L Wl e i wigmpie W

Perry, wii and Tom, Hall, Dick and Hugh, Km'e,

“‘"EEE-E%?EEEE@

L e Sy St Sy W _—
i

Do#, Sue, Befs and MoZ, with Hodge, and Brige?,
| and
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and Fames,and Nancy ; but when plump §#s, gotthe

EEEEREEEI e

Ball in her Mutton Fift, once frett:d,fhp d_hlt it

-*“":%aé}%ﬁﬁ S

fartherthan any; Runmng, Harmg,Gapmg, Starin;

Reachmg, Stoupmg,HollowmgLWh*oo ping; Sun !

FEA=E iﬁ%i__-::%iﬁ

fecting, all thought fitting, by confent to reft 'em;

:i_--_{d__EEE_:a_L_. :

Haﬁ got Sut, and Doll got Hugh, all took by

guil



| Pkaﬁrﬁt and Divertive. 93

turns theu‘ Laffes and Bufs'd "em. Jolly Ralpl was

55@5@21-.%;& EHEEE

-—-»—----—-—---—--—1-——‘ .

--

bl & R -Ir—----—-“

3n ‘with Peg, tho’ freckl'd like a Twrkey Egg, and

EEEREEES

— o T e S —— g et W o e W YRS v ) ot Wil o i A gt maen v vy W .

fhe as Fight as 1s my Leg, ftill gave hint leave to
&

el R

—
i o gl

towze her. Harrythento Katy,fwore,her Duggs were

Cowgare, Tom Melancholy was withhisLafs; for

Sue
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?zas more kmd to Willy, who of all their Ally,
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wasthe ableft Ringer; KHe to carry onthe Jeft, be-

>

B

gins
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&H SEEE

—ginsa Bumper to the beft, and winksat her of

LN
1
-y
] gt
¥ ﬂ—-—- ~ -—
A=
_‘"
‘}.
"y _,_--
)
1
+
[

kW e —l--l‘ﬁ'

fling her. Come all, great {mall, fhort, tall,

- 9--— _—_——-—h_

: E el s —
. . '“_“___
. “ SR S e e/ S we——
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A-way to Stool Ball.

The
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Zhe STOR M:

— == i

Set to Muf Ic byM Henry Parcell. -To be fozmd
i his Orph. Britt,

B'Low blow Bcreas, blow, and let thy furly Wmds
Make the Bdlows foam and roar ;

‘Thoucan{t no Terror breed in vahant Nlmds

Butfpighcof thee we'lllive, butfpightof thee we‘ll five|

(and find a Show,
‘Then cheer my Hearts, and be nor aw’d,

but keep the Gun-Room cleer :
Tho Hell’s brol-:e loofe, and the Devils roar abroad
Whilft we have Sea-room here :

Boys never fear never, never fear.

Hey‘ how fhe toffes up ! how f'ar

The mounting Top- maﬁ: touchfd a Star’;

‘The Meteors blaz d, as thro the Clouds we came,
And Salamander-hke we live in Flame;

But now, now we ﬁnk Nnow, TNOW-we ﬂo

Down to the deepeft Shades below .

Alas! alas' where are we now - Who who can tell
Sure tis the Joweft Roomi of HcH -

Or where the Sea-Gods dwell :

With them we’ll live, with them we’ll live and reign
With them we'lHaugh; ang fing, and drink amain,
With tlem we’ll laugh, ‘an ﬁng* and dnnk aImain,
But {ee we mount, fee, fee we rife again.

1., P N

[Second Movement ]

 Tho flafbes-of Lightniaz, and Tempgﬂ: of -Ram,

Do ﬁerce{y Lontend. pbg:b ﬂmﬂ canquer tpe. }\441:: 3 o

Tho the Capmm does - fwmr, 'mﬁe:m'af #—Praj-r -

And the Sea is all Fire by the Damons o'th’ Air; H

el drink and defie, we'll drink: aid-défie = v

Th¢ mad Spirits that fly from the Deep 2o the Sky, |
Tni
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o7
f hat fly, ﬂ}', ﬁ‘am the Deep to the Sﬁj,
4 and éng whilft loud Thunder, and fing whilft loud Thunder

(Aocs bellow ;
o Fate will i1l have, a kind Fate for the Brave,

& ind ne're make bis Graue of a Sali-water Wave,

4%

Ty drown, to drown, noy never to drown a good Fellow ;

N0, never, no, mever te drown a good Fellow;
0, never, mever §0 drown, mo, BeVEr, nEVer 1o drown a good

2 | (Fellow,
Sy, never, 10, neVer to drown a good Fellow.

Poole at Piquette. The Words made, and [et

i toa Tune by Mr. D’Urley 5 made at Rams-
bury Manaor.
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Ithin an Arbour of Delight,

As {weet as Bowers Elifian,

Where famous S:idney us'd to write,
I Tately had a Vifion;

Methought beneath a Golden State,
The Turns of Chance obeying,
Six of the World’s moft noted great,

At Piguerte Were a playing,

The firft two were the brave Eugene,
With Vendofme Battle waging,

The next a Nymph, who to be Quegn,
Her Mounfieur was engaging :

‘The Fleur de-lzs, old Maintenon,
With fan&ified Carero ;

And next above the fcarlet Don,
Queen dnye, and Galick Nero,

The
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The Game between the Martial braves
- Was held in diff'rent Cafes,
‘The Frenchman got Quatorze of Knaves,
"But Prince Eugene four Aces -
And tho’ the ’tothers eldeft Hand
Gave Hopes to make a Jeft on,
Yet now the Point who fooneft gain'd,
Could only get the beft on’t.

From them I turn’d mine Eyes to fee
The Churchman and the Lady,

And found her pleas’d to high degree,
Her Fortune had been fteady ;

The Saints that cram’d the Spanifb Purle,
She hop’d would all oblige her,
For he had but a lictle Terfe,

When fhe produc’d Quint-Major.

But now betwixt the X/s7 and Queen
An Empire was depending,

Within whofe mighty Game was {ten
‘The Art of State.contending .

The Mounfieur had three Kings to win't,
And was o’er Europe roaming,

But her full Point, Quatorze and Quing,
Won all, and left him foaming,
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A Dialogue between My, Pack and Mrs, Brad-

(haw, in the Opera call'd, The Kingdom of
the Birds.

—b5—1 zi R PRCUHRU Y IOV
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She. H Love if a God thou wilt be,
7 Do Juftice in Favour of me
For yonder approaching I {ee
A Man with a Beard,
Who as ¥ have heard,
Has often undone
Poor Maids that have none,
With fighing, and toying,
And crying, and lying,
And fuch kind of Foolery.

He. Fair Maid by your Leave,
My Heart does receive
Strange Pleafure to meet you here,
Pray tremble not fo,
Nor offer to go,
I'll do yve no Harm, T {wear,
P'll do ye no Harm, I {wear.

She. My Mother is {pinning at Home, ,
My Facher works hard at his Loom,
And we here a milking are come,
‘Their Dinner they want,
Pray Gentlemen don’t
Make more ado on't,
Nor give us Affront,
“We’re none of the Town .
Will lie down for a Crown,
Then away, Sir, and give us Room. -

F3 By
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He. By Phabus, by Fove,
By Honour, by Love,
Y'll do ye dear {weet no harm,
Y're as frefh as a Rofe,
I want one of thofe,
Ah, how fuch a Wife would charm,

Ah, how fuch a Wife would charm.

S#e.  And can you the¢n like the old Rule,
Be Conjugal, honeft, and dull,
And marry, and look like a Fool,
For I muit be plain,
All Tricks are in vain,
%ﬁe_re’s,noth,ing can gain
he ‘Thing you’d obrain,
But moving, and proving,
. By Wedding, true Loving,
My Leflon. I learnt at Schaol.

He, T'll do’c by this Hand,
I've Houfes, I've Land,
Eftate too in good Free-hold,
My Dear, let us joyn, -
It al] fhall be thige,. . .
-Befides a. good- Purfe of Gold, -

She. You make me to bluth, now I vow,
Oh Loxd, fhalkI too baulk my Cow,
But fince the Jate Qath you hayg {wore,
Your Soul fhall not be
In Danger for me,
I'll rather agree,
Of two to,make three, -
W¢e'll Wed, and we’ll Bed,
There’s no more to be faid,
And I'll ne'er go a Milking more.

The
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; The Britifh Mufes an Oop &, oscafor’d by the
l Hearing of Frve fine Ladys at @ Man of %m-

litys Houfe in the Cozmtry, playing @ Sonata in
Confort,
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S the Delian God, to fam’d Halcyon,
From Heavens high Court def.=nded down,
There the Tuneful Mufe’s playing he found,
A Sonatz Divinely rare :
When Thaliz touch’'d the charming Flute,
Errato Struck the warbling Lute;
And Cli’s Treble joining to't,
Made the Harmony beyond compare.

Then Eunterpe’s full Bafs, the {weet Confort did railc,
And with pleafure each Sence alarm’d,
E'ry Note was enjoy’d, e'ry Hand was imploy'd,
With founds of Joy the Flowery Valley rung :
Apollo gaz'd, and filent was his Tongue,
But when his dear CaZ/ope Sung,

Ah, then the God was charm’d.
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A SonNg 1n the Modern Prophets..
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E Prophets of the Modern Race,
To hide rebellious Evil,
Pretend we all excel 1n Grace,
And fight againft the Dewval :
We range, we roam, we quake, we foam,
We breed by Infp 1rat10n
We own the Ca.“. the S Irit moves,
And then the chofen Siﬁer proves
By frequent Agitation.

el guill
el g e S --

Strange Miracles we ne ‘er unfold,
We fcorn to under{’fand em,

Thofe fhewn the Mob 1n Days of Old
Provok'd, but did not mend ‘em;
We Cant in Tone,

We figh. we groan,

Nor do otr Whlmfeys tire us;
And tho’ our Preaching be hum drum,

And writing fenfelefs as Tom Thumb,

We {hll have Fools admire us.

b ‘e&s"g
ﬂ'é?"ﬁ-:-f
Ep
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A» Epithalamium on tpe Marriage of the Ho.
nourable Charles LEIgh
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"E Raw, draw the Curtain, fye, make haft,

'Ihe panting Lovers long to be alone,
The precious Time no more in talking watt,
There’s better Bufinefs going on:
Our Abfence will their. Withes crown,
'The next {wift Moment's not too foon,
Cur artful Song founds like a Drone,
For ncw all Mufick, but their own,
Is harfh, and out of Tune.

Now Love inflames the Bridegroom'’s Heart,
How weak, how poor a Charmer i1s the Flure;

And when the Bride's fair Eyes her Wiihes dart,
How dully founds the warbling Lute.

If this Divine, harmonious Blifs

Artends each happy Marriage Day,
Who fuch a b]eﬁ'ed State weuld mifs, .

And fuch a charming Tune as this,
Who would not learn to play?

OH, Joy too fierce to be exprett,
Thou {weer Atoner of Life’s greateft Pain,

Eg;e;a:ll

By thee are Men with Love’s dear. Treafure blelt,

And Women {ill by lofing gain.
Smile then divine, propitious Pow’rs,

Upon this Pair let Bleffings flow,
I-et Care mix with their S'weets not SOwWeErs,
Bur may fucceeding Days and Hours

Be charming all as now.
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Anew Diavocus: Set by Mr, Henry Purcell,
Sung by a Boy and Girl at the Play-houfe..

He. Elemene, pray tell me,
) Pray, pray telllme Celemene,

When thole prerty, pretty, pretty Eyes I fee
Why my Heart beats, beats, beats, beats in I;'IY

_ ‘ (Breaft,

Why, why it will not; it will not, why, why,, it
_ ( will not let me reft :

Why thistrembling, why thistrembling tooall o’er ?
Pains I never, pains I never, never, never feltbe-

(fore :
And when thus I touch, when thus Itouch your

(hand
Why I with, T wifh,I with, I was 2 Man ? ’
she. How fhou'd I know more than you?
- Yet wou'd be a Woman too.
When you wafh your {elf and play,
I methinks could lock all day;

Nay, juft now, nay, juft now am pleas’d, am pleas’d:

_ {{o well,
Shou’d you, thou’d you kifs me, I won’t tell,

Shou'd you, fhou’d you kifs me, I won’ttell.
No, no I won't tell, no, no I won’t tell, no, no T

(won't1ell,.
Shou’d you kifs me I won't tell,

He. Tho'I cou’d do that all day,
And defire no better play:
Sure, fure_in Love there’s fomething more,

Which makes Mamma {o bigg, {o bigg before.
Ske. Once by chance I hear’d it nam’d,

Don’t ask what, den’t ask what, for I'm-atham’d:

Stay but till you're paft Fifteen,

‘Then you'll know, then, then you’ll know what-
('tis I mean,

‘Lhen you’ll know what, then you'll know,: what
(tis I mean.

Hé,.
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He. However, lofe not prefent blifs,
But now we're alone, let’s kifs:
But now we're alone let’s kifs, let’s kifs.

She. My Brealtsdo {o heave, {o heave, {o heave,

He. My Heart does {o pant, pant, pant;

She. There’s Something, fomething, {fomething mor

1 , _ (we wan,

There's Something, fomething, fomething more

(we want,
et topabotetototobababotodetodedotptetobo et oo Eatty

The Happy. Country Gentleman 3 4 New So o,

The Words made to a prerty ltalian Air : Sung ly
Nicolini, in the Opera of Rinaldo. I]tricer

bero bumiliato, &c.

L L the World’s in Strife and hurry,

e And tbe LOI‘& knows when Ill:;jﬁly,?’:i_n qgafc;
Some for Intereft, fome for Glory,

Tho’ their Tongyes runall of Peace:
Since the High-Church then and Low,
Make our daily Miichiefs grow,
And the Great, who fit ar the Helm in doubt,
Are not fure, how quickly they may turn out:

How bleft 1s the happy he,

Who from Town, aad the Fallion that is thci'e, 15
free:

For Love and no ill ends,

Treats his Neighbours and his Friends,
. He {fhall ever in the Book of Fame,

Fix with Honour a glorious Name.

He that was the High Purfe-bearer,
At his Levy no Crowds you fee;
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He that wasthe Grand Caufe hearer,
Now no longer makes Decree:

Nay, to prove her wavering evil,

And that Fortune 1sthe Devil,

The Hero leading our Arms abroad,

Whom they late did Celebrage likea God,

Scarce has any to Drink his Health,

If a Friend does not kindly put it round by ftealth ;
A Whigg 1s out of grace,
And a Tyry in bis place :

Riddles all, and fomething is amifs,

What 2 Whimfical world is this.

A T R = S A A S A X R

A Pindavick Op g, on-New-Years-Day » Pey-
form'd by Vocal and Inflrumental Mufick, pefore
their Sacred Majeflies King WiLvr1am and
Dueen M ary. Set by Dy. John Blow.

B Fheld, how all the Stars give way;

Behold, how the Revolving Sphere,

Swells to bring forth the Sacred Day,
That ufhers in the mighty Year;

Whilft Fapus with his double Face

Viewing the prefent Time and paft,

In trong-Prophetick Fury fings,

Our Nation’s Glory and our King’s.

See England’s Genius, like the dazling Sun,

Proud of his Race, to our Horizon run

To welcome that Ceeleltial Power,”

That of this Glorious Year begins the Happy Hour :
A Year from whence fthall Wonders come ; ‘1
A Year tobaflle Frence and Rome, }

And bound the dubious Fate of Warring Chriftendom.

Move
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Move on with Fame, all ye Triumphant Days,.
‘To Britain’s Honour, and to C£far’s Praife
Let no fhort Hour of this Year’s bounded Time,
Pafs by without.fome A& {ublime +
Great William, Champion of the Mighty States,
And all the Princes the Confederaces: _
Ploughs the Green Neprune, whilft to wafc Him o'er,
The Fates ftand {miling on the Bels/ck Shore :
And now the GaZick Genius Trembles,
How e¢'er fhe Pannick Fear diffembles ;
To know the Mighty League, and view the Mighy
Pow';
So when the Perflan Pride of old, (
Difdain’d their God the Sun,
With Armies, and more powerful Gold,
Did half the World o’er run,
Brave Alexander chang’d their Scorn to Awe,
And came and fought, and Conquer’d like Nafou..

Then welcome Wondrous Year,

More Happy and Serene,
Than any ever did appear,

To blefs Grear Cefar and his Queen ;
May every Hour encreafe their Fames ;.
Whilft Ecchoing Skies refound their Namess:
And when Unbounded Joy. and the Excefs :
Of all that can be found in Human BLf, %
Fall on ’em, may each Year be ftill'like this,
Health. Fortune, Granduer, Fame, and Vi&tory;
And Crowning all, a Life, long.as Eternity.

CHORUS.

Come ye Sons of Great Apollo,
Let your Charming Gonforts foldow ;
Sing of Triumph, [ing of Beauty,
Sing foft Ayres of Loyal Duty s
Give to Celar’s Royal Falr,
Songs of Foy to Calm ber Cares
Bid the lof; Aupicions Year ddien, -
And give her joyful Welcomes ro the New.

The
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The firfl SonG i the firft Part of Maflaniello,

Sung by Mr. Pate, Reprefenting Fate.

F Rom Azure Plains, bleft with Eternal day,
Celeftial low’ry Groves, that ne’er decay 3

 From Lucid Rocks that S¢’s bright Rays let in,

Where, with unclouded Brow,
I {ate and view’d the deeps below,
And faw my Female drudges Spin ;
I Fate am come, thy Courage to 1mprove,
"T'is the Eternal's Doom, Engrav’d in Adamant above;
And oh! thou drowzy Deity,
That doit in {flumbers bind,
The Body of Mortality,
And calm the Stormy Mind ;
No more, no more his Brain poflefs,
With the foft charm of gentle Peace,
He muft awake to bloody Wars,
Unbounded Fury, civil Jars,

And is by Heav’ns decree for wonderous deeds defign'd.

St. Genato, Prote8or of Naples,defcends and Sings.

St. Gen. Tho® mighty Fate all muft obey,.
And conq’ring Hero’s greateft King,
Amongft the reft of human things,

Yield to his dreadful {way;

Yet view thy Book of Dooms once more,

Thou there wilt find one happy hour,

When Naples thall be free from Rebel power,
'Tis {ure as the revolving year,

And T her darling Saint appear

To ftop thy fury, leaft it fhould exceed,

And tell thee tho' permiffion of this ill

Is facred myftery, and th’ Eternal's Will ;

Yet he that does the deed,
For doing it, muft bleed. . [ Afcends.

Fare. Hear each Neighbouring Deftiny.

Who
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Who the Souls of Mortals free,
Hear my Voice and ftraight obey,
Heaven Commands, the Work muft ftay,
Such a number, and no more,
Muft Encreafe your faral ftore,
And he muft die the rask being o’er;
Remember all ’tis fo decreed,
Thart he that does this mighty deed,
For doing it mufl bleed. 3

USRI RIS 2SS BB RIS S ASIHS S A LIS A

An Op:e on the Affembly of the Nobility and
Gentry of the City and County of York, at the
Anniverfary Feafl, March the 27th. 1690
Set te Mufick- by -Mr.-Henry -Purcell.  Ow
of the fineft Compofitions be-ever made, andcf

100l the performing.

F Old, when Heroes thought it bafe
To be confin’d to Native Air,
And Glory brought a Martial Race,
To breath their towring Eagles here,

The Sons of Fam’d * Brjgantium ftood
Difputing Freedom with their bleod ;
Undaunted at the Purple flood,

Brfgant:‘#m honour’d With a Ra{:e Divine;

Gave Birth to the Vi&orious Gonflantine.

Whofe Colony whilft Planted there,

With blooming Glories ftill renew’d the Year,
The.bathful Themes for Beauty fo Renown’d,

In haft ran by her Puny Town ;

And poor 1 A«geffe was afham’d to own.
dugufta then did drooping lye,

‘Though now fhe rears her towring front fo high.

* York. Aﬂﬁ'mﬂj fo cal’'d. T London. The
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The Pale and Purple *-Rofe, * The Houfes
That after coft fo many Blows of York, and .
When Eﬂgl:ﬂj Barons fought; Lancaﬂ;er.

A Prize too dearly bought : |
By the fam’d Worthies of that Shire,
Still beft by Sword and Shield defended were.
And in each Tra&t of Glory fince,
For their Lov'd Country and their Prince;
E Princesthat hate Rome’s Slavery,
¢ And join the Nations Right with their own Royalty,
} None were more ready in diftrels to {ave,
' None were more Loyal, none more Brave.

l

" And now when the Renown’d Naffax

- Came to reftore our Liberty and Law,

- The work fo well perform’d and done,

" They were the.firft begun ;

- They did no ftorms or threatnings fear,

- Of Thunder in the grumbling Aur,

Or any Revolutions near:
The Noble worl: large hopes of freedom told,
Freedom Infpir’d their minds and made ’em bold,
And gave them Engl/fb Hearts like thofe of Old,
To welcome their Redeemer when he came,

Whofe Vertue :and whofe Fame, _
Made our long fmother’d J oys burft into brighter flame,
So when the Glittering:Queen of-Nighe,

With black Eclipfe is'thadow'd o're,

The Globe that fwells with fullen Pride,

Her dazling Charms to hide,

Does but a little time abide,

And then each Ray is brighter than before,

CH-OR US o 4,

Let Mufick joyn in & Chorus Diuine,
Inpraife of all, of all, of &,

That Celebrase, that Celebrate,

Tats Glorions Feftival. |

Sound Trumpets-found, beat every Dram,
Ul 7t be knows through Chriftendom ;

Th:s
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T 75 the Knell of fall;ng Rome,

To him that our Mighty Defender bas been,
Sound all,

And to all the Heroes imuited bim in,
Sound all,

And as the chief Agents of this Royal Work,
Long flourifb the City and County of York.

Vivele Rovy.

The Poet’s bumble Addrefs to the King., Th
Words made to a pleafant Tune.

NOw over England Joy to exprefs,
Sing, fing wive le Roy;

‘T'he Town and the Countrys have made an Addref,
And fing vive le Roy.
¥or Loyalty many, and many for Place;
True Hearts duty employ,
Whizgs, now Publifh your Joy ;
High-Chureh and Low-Church, 1.
Yhe True Church, and No Church,
All Sing, fing wive le Roy,
All Sing wvive le Ry,

A Glorious Feaft Grear Britarn may boaft,
Sing, fing wive le Roy ; .
Where fince Royal George, Treat us all at his coll,
‘ Who fing vive Je. Roy :
‘The Mufes ’tis hop™t, may have fhare of the roall,
Sound, found far as the Sky;
Fame, fame never to dye,
For the Caufe Rayal, Obedient and Loyal :
‘They Sing, {ing vive le Roy,
All Sing &c.

P
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B,0ss affirm to fix their Renown,

Sing, fing vive le Roy;

1, all Revolutions, fome up and fome down,
Sing, fing vive le Roy .

ot one out of Forty, was falfe to the Crown,
i Rare, rare Carols of joy ;

3 Bear, bear fancys on high,

Common-wealth haters, Abhorring all Traitors :
“They {ing, fing vivele Roy,

All fing Ore.

Humours go round the Town at each meal,

| Sing, fing wive le Roy;

iAnd if we in Wit, as in Metals may deal,

i{‘ Sing, fing viwve le Roy:

T'ho’ fome are of Lead, yet the beft are in Steel,
Round, round Earope they fly ; |

i Wide, wide Nations {upply,

Loyal Spectators, with Morals and Satyrs :

Still fing, fing vive le Roy,

Sing, fing &re.

If the wife Members ripe for a Fray,
Would Sing wvive le Roy ;-
d take my Advice in a moderate way,
i Or fing wive le Roy :
gmfe quict tWo Bottles, and three Meals a day,
No more Strife would deftroy,
No more Malice fupply ;
Virulent ftories, the Whiggs, and the Tories,
Would end all, vive le Ry,

All, all &.

But if vile humours Jafting and long,

| Wont fing wive le Roy 3

Both fides to fupport it, with Libel that’s ftrong,

' To fing wive le Roy -

Muft hire Tosms D’urfey to make a fmargSong,
Where, where, as in a glafs,
They’R fee plainly each face

Lyrick, and Grambe, to vy el de Gambo,

Would foon {ing, <.
‘ s Fhus
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Thus mighty Sir, thus finithing all,’
Sing, fing vive le Roy;
I with you long Life, and your Fame to extol,
And fing wvive le Roy: .
You'd throw down Mardyke, and you’d build up Whitehall,
Hark, hark Mufes on high,
Chant loud Carols of Joy:
Britain's Reliever, Reign o're us forever,
And long, long wive /e Roy,
Long, long wiwve le Roy.
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A New S o NG on the late Peace, and the pre-
[ent turn of Times. The Words made to a pret-

ty Playbounfe Tune,

N Ow fome Years are gone,
Since you faw 4pofo fmiling,
Britarn's cares exiling ;

When the Dove was flown : |
To crop the Branch, the fign of Peace,
Then flew o're'the Nation,

A Royal Proclamation ;
Human gore,
Should flow no more,

Nor Crimfon o're,
The Flemifb fhore:
All hated feuds abroad, fhould ever ¢eaie.

[ Second- Mowement.)

Above twenty Years did France oppofe,
With hopes of Empire blinded ;

Caflile, to frighted Peace with blows,
Tho now they think fit to mind-it:

The
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The Hogan that plunder’d our Fifhing before,
Tho’ grumbling agreed to fecure his gain ;
And the greedy Spread-Eagle that gap’d to

‘ ( bave Spain
At laft too was for¢’d to come o’er.,

But if this fham Peace do-at laft bring
France upon us;
Hfgb-Cburch has undone us, -
That caufed War to ceafe:
Had ruin’d elfe the Mounfieur quite:
Then if Forces {lender,
Can bring in the P
Waft him here,
Thro’ plains of Air,
And turn the State,
In fpight of Fate:
You may affirm, the Zvries plotted right.

-7

[7hird  Movement.]

But let Royal Gesrge live long in Health,
He’ll prop the finking Nation ;

If Peace don’t bring us Fame and Wealth,
Mardyke fhall have fmall Ceflation ;

Jur Council are wife,” and their Policy fure, _
That againft all our fears, will our Rights maintain;
By Marlborough’s Arms, and the Chantelouy’ s Brain,

Jur Country fhall fiill be Secure.

R Ry
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The Coronation Heavru; the Words made to q
pretty new Tune,

Reat Cefar is Crown’d,
To the Skies let it found;
Tho the Tories, the Tories, the Tories, the Tories
With Malice, do grumble and lower:
Whillt whiggs raife their Joys,
With a general Voice ;
And with Boo, huzza boo, huzza boo, huzza,
The great Cannon go off ar the Tuwer.

Prince Wallia along,
Gave {uch Grace through the throng;
'Thatyou'd fancy, you'd fancy, you’d fancy, you'd fancy,
Some God had defcended:
His Godde{s look'd on,
And with joy heard each Gun;
Give a boo, huzza a boo, huzza a boo, huzza,

By her brace of young Angels attended.

Then fill Glafles high,
For methinks I am dry,
'Till 'm toping, I'm toping, I’m toping, I'm toping,
Sunccefs to the King and the Nation :
*Twill wit too Infpire,
And we'll fecond the Fire;
Of the boo, huzzaboo, huzza boo, huzza,
Never was 2 more (zlorious occafion.

Mufidora




Pleafant and Divertive, 121

MUSIDORA;:

A New Sonc. The Words made to a pretty
| Scotch Ayre. '

!

Pening Budds began to fhew

| The Beauty of their vernal Treafure,

$pring had routed Froft and Snow,
Obeying Flora’s Pleafure:

Damon by a River’s fide, -

Whofe filver Streams did gently glide,

Compar’d his Bleflings to the Tide,

That flow’d beyond all Meafure.

Mufidora Fair and Young
With panting Rapture ftill alarms me,
Motion, Shape, or charming Tongue,
All raife a Flame that warms me:
Eves excelling Titan's Ray;
But when fhe's moft divinely gay,
And kindly defigns to fing and play,
Oh Penis ! how fhe charms me.

Sylvia, deareft of all Dears,

"Charm’d by Nature to content ye,

In her Face the Figures wears

_Of Pleafure, Joy, and Plenty:
Kindling Hoges, and  Doubts, and Fears,
T'he Young inchants, the Old fhe chears,
%0 well the makes dull feventy Years,

Grow brisk as Five and T'wenty.
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On the Warwickfhire Peers, 4 New Sonner
The Words made to a pretty Tune,

1de sll En{{;md o'er,
' Eaft and Weft, South or Nore,
And try every Biutifs Peer ;
The Warwick/bire Lords
Will excel what affords,
Any other remaining Shire.

Peer Den gh 1s kind,
And a bearty true Friend,
Jord Cr n the fame we know,
He'll f1ll hold ye to't,

From the Dram to the Flute,
And nc’er give ye a Hint to go.

North——<¢imn of Fame
Shonld have firft here a Name,
Whofe Deferts great Applaufe have gain'd,
His brave Loyal Race,
To their Country a Grace, ‘
In Old Times the Crown’s Right maintain'd:
Lord Breck by his Choice
Would make warwick rejoyce,
‘Would his Spleen 1et him Harbour there
But fince that plagues his Head,
For his Cure let him read
*.Le Malade Imaginaire.

Lord Wilwztbys O1d,
Bur courapious and bold,
For the Rights of the Church:and Crows,
Who rhough amety ‘Odd,
Was freezing his Blood,
For the Caule swould ride poft 20 Town:
But, oh, o 1ts Shame,
There is-one without Name,
L ho' the Prench have it.plain, un fos,
' fay nought of his Face,
But his ftigmatiz’d Drefs,
Xowll find isa Covenrry Blue.

< 4 Play of Nolicres, ol
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And now this is paft,
To0 dear Stomely 1 hatt,
That its Patron my Praife may fhage,
Spite do what it can,
He that looks like a Man,
May Ti}ix;ﬁ i(iznd:-a W‘:}ﬁom there : ;
¢ ueen 1l gags round,
And the Warriours renown’d ,
The Church too, and all its Saps,
Who cry, Iet’s go there,
Some good News we fhall hear,
: Themas ‘has fird his Guns.

Lord Digly of late

| Is fo wondrous {edate,

That tis counted a kind of Crime,,
Condemn’d to his Houft,
Without fomeétimes a Loofe,

He'd be fainted before his time
A regylar Life,

Eree from Fa&ion -and Strife,

Gains Applaufe ftill amongft the Wife -
But who fhuns all onverfe,

Lives as *twere in a Hearfe,

is dead now, before he dies.

And

i g
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The Brisk COMPANION.

Refle&ing on the Party Humours and Difconrfe of
WHIGG a#d TORY. 4 New Sonxg,

Written inthe Great Snow, The #ords mad
to a pretty New Minuet.

Low the flowry Rain, |
That blanches round the Plain, -
Filling the Hills and the Dales fo faft,

Snow will {foon be gone;
T hen, then the }rt:rnal Sun
Brightly will right ye
From Troubles paft,
When his Glory. daes reftore me,
Wine his Creature,
Charms .my Nature,
Drink, drink then to the Wife and Brave ;
* Terys raife your little King,
. Whiggs, let all the Tories {wing,
I, a Club more brisk will have.

Rot ’em, crys the Whigg,
Steeple Rogues grow fo big,
To their New Perkin they roar a Song ;
Oh, fays High-Church Brood,
We can’t be underftood,
They take a King that can’t {peak our Tongue ;
; This a Canter,
‘This a Ranter;
‘One for true Kings,
One for New. Kings;
‘Stark mad, they often fall o Blows,
Whilft our jolly Beaus efprits
. 'Drink, o’er Wit and Harmony,
Hang the Set can be our Foes.

LOVE
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Love and GRATITUDE : Or, The Paxarsii;
A Lyrical O DE, taken from a Chapter i
the famous ltalian Boccace.

[ = T W F T ol BT N

N Old Italisn Tales we read
A Youth, by Riot, and fond Love undone,
i Had yet a Faulcon left of famous Breed,
[ His fole- Companion in his fatal Need,
g And chief Diverfion when he left the Town.

 The Saint that'did his Soul poflefs,
Touch’d with- a- generous Senige' of his Diftrefs,
~ Made him a Vifit at his poor Retreat,
“Whom, his Heart nobly feafted, but alas,
~ His“empty Purfe could get; °
- Nothing was.good enough for her to eat :

'Till rack’d Wich {hame, ‘and a long fruitlefs Search;
' He, more to make his perfe& Love appear,
' His darling Hawk fnatch’d from the Pearch,
~ And drefs'd it for his Dear §
Which generous A& did fo entirely gain her,
She gave him all her Love and Wealth, 5
And nobly paid her Entertainer.

PARALELL

So when my Love, with Fate at Strife,

In hope was loft to gain the Fair,

And Nature’s darling Hawk, my Life,

Was doom’d a Feaft for fad Defpair.
Divine Olympia chang'd the fad Decree,
And with infallible - Diyinity, |
Gave a new Being to my Soul and me,

G 3 The



26 -Soxés Compleat,

The Yeoman of Kent, 4 Barzab.

Relating bow the Parfon of S———b finding lon
George in bis Slivt ander bis favowvite Maid:
Bed, beat bim, and tuw’d bim home withou
bis Cloaths, ' | -
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' IN Kent I hear, there lately did dwell
P] Long Glearge:l a nﬂmmbﬁ{k,mde’ 1 )ﬂ;
ump, lively and young, brisk, jolly :and flxon
W[?o fugc{l'd éhg P&_r%'on’sfﬁnci_mfd_! R *_E’

#nd her Rufidom, Ruffdem, frizledom Maug,

Her Hey Rump, frizleramp de, ~ .- . _,

Rowze about, tosoze abont, feck afl the Houfs about,
Under she Bed was ke. |

It once fell out, a Moon-fhiny Night,
It feems his Paflion did move,
He thought fit to wooe her, and do fomething ¢o her,

So great was the Power of lis Love,
To ber Ruffdom, &c.

At Windg; btéhen he fofddy did cali,
Sweet r Mayy pray tife, _
Sinée May-day our dancﬁg. Love has been advancinf,
And thou art my beautiful Prize s
Fye Gerzge, fhe crys, thefe Words are but Toys,
My Malter flesps n his Bed,
The Door it is lock'd, and ’'m in my Smock,
Be gone, there’s no more o be faid
¥ { 7wy Rﬁaﬂ" &G.

The
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rhe God of Love, fays he, wounded me,
And bade me fly to thy Arms,

{ muft, and I will, this Night have my Fil},
And taft of the Jufcious Charms

' of tky Ruffders, &e.
Did Love command, dear Georgy, thy Hand ?

F{qr thelen it -fhan be no Sin ;h - .
He fcrawling, fhe tugging, with hawling and lugging,
Through Window ﬁg’h& he got in

To ber Ruffdom, &c.

They were fo fierce, they made the Bed fqueak,
The Parfon heard them, as ’tis faid,
Who Marriage oheyinig, and wich his Wife praying,
Found one did the fame to his Maid
In ber Ruffdorn, &c.

Then both foon rofc, but Georgy was gone,
Who heard the Noife that they made, _
That they might not find him, and afterwards bind himy;
He fcrew’d himfelf under the Bed
From her Ruffdom, &¢.

But "twould not do, the Wife found him out,
Brown Bum blaz’d under the Bed;

| Oh Mary, the fwore, Odfwocas y'are a Whore,
And foon you in Jayl fhall be laid,

With your Ruffdom, &c.

The Parfon crys, ye wicked young Dog,

How durft you do fuch a Folly ?
" For tho® to fave Strife, I may preach with my Wife,
I fometimes fing Anthems with ey,

And ber Ruffdom, &s.

Then out he pull’d Tall George in his Shirt,
And gave with Bedftaff fome Blows,
Then fent him away to his Farm before Day,
But withont ever 3 Rag of his Clothes,
Frim the Ruffders, Ruffdom, frieledom Mads,
The Hey Rump, frizlerymp Des,
Rowze gboyt, sowze abput, [eck afl s/ Hawfe abint,
Under-the Bid wes lats |
G 4 The
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Tbe Courtzer and Country Maid. A4 Ballad.
[CHORUS firfh. ]
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[ Second Mwement like 2 Chorus. ]
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*Twas in the flowry Spring,
The Eiymet, Nightincale and Thrufb.,
Sate on the freﬂJ green bawthors Bz&ﬂ:,
And ?gg ug, jug, and twee, twee, swee,
f] eetly they did fiug.

[ Bombuy and Doppa. ]
Bom, AL L you that either hear or read,
This Ditty 1s for your Dchght.
Dop. *Tis of a pretry Country Maid,
And how fhe ferv'd a courtly Knight.

"Twas in the flowry Spring, &c. .
' #7,



Pleafant and Divertive. 129

ip.m. This courtly Knight, when Fields were green

f)ap. And So/ did genial Warmth infpire, : ’

3cm. A Farmer’s Daughter lace had feen,

: Whofe Face had fet his Heart on Fire,
"Twas in the fowry Spring, &c.

iDw. Oft to her Father’s Houfe he came,
gBom. And kindly was receiv’'d there ftill,
i1psp. The more be added to his Shame,
3 Since only ’twas to gain his Will,
i "Twas in the flowry Spring, &e.
gOne Evening then amongft the reft
He came to vifit the good Man,
But needs muft know where Clara was,
And heard fhe was a milking gone.
"Twas in the fowry Spring, &e.

AL il sl sl

Then call’d he for his pamper’d Steed,
With Piftols at his Sadle Bow,

And to the Meadow rode with Speed,
Where the was milking of her Cow:.

"Twas in the flowry Spring, &¢.

Her pretty Hands that ftroak’d the Teats,
From whence the Milk down ftreaming came,
Inform’d his Thoughts of other Sweets,
That more encreas’d his raging Flame.
"Twas in the ﬁmry Sprz'?zg, &ec.

!
|
{Then off he lights, and tyes his Horfe,

And fwore the muft his Pain remove,
If not by fair Means, yet by Foice,

Since he was dying for her Love,
"Twas in the flowry Spring, &c.

The pearly Tears now trickling fall,
That from ber bafhful Eyes do flow,

But that he heeded not at all,
But doecs her firait his Piftols fhew.
"Twas in the flowry Spring, &cC.

G s ' Buz
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But firft pull’d out a fine gay Purle,
Well lin'd within, as fhe might {ee,
And cry’d, before it. happens worfe,
Be wife, and take a Golden Fee.
"Twas in the flowry Spring, &e.

~ Oh %eep your Gold, reply’d the Maid,
'J will not take your golden Fee,
For well you hope to ‘be repay'd,
And. greater Treafure take from e,
"Twer in ths flowry. Spring, 8.

A thundering Oath- then out he fent,

That fhe fhould prefently, be dead 5
or were his Hearr not eas’d, he meant
Point blank to fhoot her thro’ the EHead,

"Twas-in the flowry Spring, &c.

Then making haft to-feize her, went
And laid che Fire-Arms at -her EFeet,
Whilft Clara {eeing ‘his Intent,
Has no recourfe to-Aid, but Wit
‘Twas in the fliwry Spring, &C.

She feigns a Smile, and clinging clofe,
Cry'd out, I've now your Courage try'd,
Y’have met no fimple Country Moufe,
My Dear, you fhail be facisfied.
"Twas in the fowry Spring, &e.

My Father tikes:me for. a-Saint,
Tho' weary of my'Maiden Geer,
That I may give you full Content,
Pray look, Sir Knight, the Coaft be-clear,
. "Twas in the flowry Spring, &e.

Look out, andifee ' whocomesand ‘goes,
And you fhall quickly have your Will;.
Ror 1f my Father nothmg:knows, .
‘Then Yfhall be.a Marden #ill.

"Twas in.the fowry Spring, &e.
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The witlefs Knight peeps o’er the Hedge,
As one well pleas’d with what he heard,..

Whilft fhe does both thre Piftols fnacch,
And boldly ftood upon her Guard.

"Iwge in-the flomry Spring, &e.

Keep off, keep, off, Sir Fool, fhe cry'd,:
And from this Spot of Ground retire,
For:if one Yard to me you. firide,
By my fav’d Maiden-head I fire,

"Twgs in-the flowry Sf?"'”g; &c.

My Father once a Soldier was,
And Mzids from Ravifhers would free,
His Daughter teo, in fuch-a Cafe,
Can fhoot a Gun as well as he.
"Twas. in. the Lowry Spring, &¢.

For Soveraign too, when Foe invades,
Can on Occafion bravely kill,

Not fhoot, like you, at harmlefs Maids,
That wont obey your Savage Will.

"Twas in the flowry Spring, &c.

Who when thie good: old Man, whofe Cheer:

Shew'd welcome, tho’ of little coft,
A Rape thought on his Daughter dear,
Moft grateful way to pdy your Hoft.

"Twas in the fowry Spring, &c.

Go home, ie Fop, whére Game’s not dear,--

And for half Crown a Doxey get,.
But feck'no-more a Partridge here,

qu .r.oula not kcr;p, tho’ in your Nﬂ; :

*Twas in the fluwry Spring, &c.

At this the Knight look'd like a Mome;
He fues and yows, but yain wasall,’
She foon convey’d the Trophijes hame,

And hung up in her Father’s. Hall.
. i’%wx in 8¢ fowry Spring, &cC..

231
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£ Sonc i the laff A& of the Modem Pro.
phets. Sung by Mr. Pack.
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“]Ould ye have a young Virgin of fifteen Years,
Y ou muft tickle ber Fancy with {weets and dears,
Ever toying, and playing, and fweetly, {weetly,
Sing a Love Sonnet, and charm her Ears:
Wittily, preteily talk her down,
Chafe her, and praife her, if fair or brown,
| Sooth her, and {fmooth her,
And reaze her, and pleafe her,
And touch but her Smicket, and all’s your own.

Do ye fancy a Widow well known in a Man?
With a front of Affurance come boldly on,

Let her reft not an Hour, but briskly, briskly,
Put her in mind how her Time fteals on ;
Rattle and prattle although fhe frown,

Rowfe her, and towfe her from Morn to Noon,
Shew her fome Hour y’are able to grapple,
Then get but her Writings, and all's your own.

Do ye fancy a Punk of a Humour free,

That's kept by a Fumbler of Qualiry,

You muft rail at her Kceper, and tell her, tell her
Pleafure’s beft Charm is Variety,

Swear her much fairer than all the Town,

Try her, and ply her when Cully’s gone,
Dog her, and jog her,
And meet her, and treat her,

And kifs with two Guinea’s, and all’s your own.
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A Sowc. On Toung Olinda.




Pled'am!: anll Divertive. 135

gé—_ ___::_:___r“E:-______.. -
: »-53 T
.._g- !:a:-ﬂ YV S ———
BONR_ e Rt ot § §ie- S —

“7 Hen Innocence, -and Beauty meet,
To add to Lovely Female Grace,

Ah, how beyond Expreﬂ'lon fweet
Is every teature of the Face :

By Vertue, ripencd from the Bud,
The flower Angelick Odours breeds
The fragrant Charms.of being good,
Makes gawdy Viceto fmel hkc Weeds.

Oh Sacred Vertue, tune my Voice,
With thy mf{mmg Harmony ;

Then I fhall fing of’ rapting Joys,
Will fill my Soul with-Love of thee;

To lafting Brightnefs be rehin’d,
When this vain Shadow flyes away,
Th' eternal Beauties of -the Mind

Will 1aft, .when all Things elfe decay..
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H, how fweet are the cooling Breez,
And the blooming Trees,
When into his Bower Lcwe gmdes Mufidora,
When we meet there, the Nightingales fing pretty Tales,
Miftaking my Dear for the Goddefs Aurora,
Jeffamines and Rofes,
A thoufand pretty Pofes,
The Summer’s Queen difclofes,
And firews as fhe walks.

Oh Penus, oh, how fweet are the cooling Breez,
And the bloomlng Trees,

When into his Bower Love guides Mufidora,
Paflion, Devotion, fhe gains with each Motion,
Lutes too, and F lutes too, are heard when fhe talks.
Oh Venm} oh, how {iweet are the cooling Breez,
And the b]oommg Trees,

When into his Bower Love guides Mufidora.



138 Soncs Compleat,
A Farewel to the Town,

A New Sona.

_FArewel the Towns ungrateful Notife,
Hurry, Strife, that damps all Joys,
Where Reafon proud Ambition blinds,
Frenzy of unquiet Minds,
Eafe and Pleafure,
Bleft with Leafure,
In fweet Groves my Choice fhall be,
€Celia fmiling,
Time beguiling,
Dear Content’s 2 World to me.

Late manag’d Peace does nought avail,
Lawyers bawl, and Parfons rail,
A Friend againft a Friend mutft be,
And darling Brothers difagree;
Yet their Stories,
Whiggs and Tories,
Both would change did gain appear,
Charming Graces

In 2 Place i1s

Of a thoufand Pound a Year.

Great Pan has lefc his foreign Powers,
Where Peace fat fmiling crown’d with Flowers,
To govern Aibien’s ftubborn Flocks,
Whofc Hearts are hardesr than their Rocks ;
Hce that’s Royal
Loves all Loyal
Hearts like mine, from Treafon free,
Peace when lafting,

Love ne'er wafting,
Js a World to him and me.

©h, State and Glory unconfin'd,
Thou burning Feaver of the Mind,
¥, midft the Grandeur thou doft bear,
In Content more bleft appear;
Flowers when {pringing,
Birds when finging,
In my Rural Shade I fee,
Plots ne’er making,
Heart ne’er aking,
Dear Content's & World to me.
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4 Dialogue in the Kingdom of the Birds, to
the famous Cebell of Signior Baptift Lully.
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Ra now 5'01'97: Iet ,‘7;&: Pl*cVar]
Doﬁ" thy Sword and take a Flail,
Wounds and Blows, with fcorching Heat
Will abroad be all you’ll get,
He. Zooks y'are mad, ye fimple Jade,
Begone and dont rate :
She. How think ye I thall do with Hoeb and Sue,
And all our Brats when wanting you:
He. When I am rich with Plunder,
Thou my Gain fhalt fhare, Jue,
My Share will be but fmall, 1 fear,
thn bold Dragoons have been pxckermg there,
And the Elea flints, the Germans ftrip 'em bare.

He, Mind your Sp:nmng,
Mend your Linnen;
Look to your Cheefe too,
Your Piggs and your Geefc too ;
She. No, no, I'll ramble out with you;
He. Blood and Fire,
If you tire,
Thus my Patience,
- WItlf;‘ Vexat;ons,hand Narrations,
umpin , thumping, ¢t umpmg
f Igs the faPtalgWord Foan ;
She. Do, do, I'm good at ﬂmmpmg too,
Morﬂmﬂ, that Huff fhall acver do.

She,
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She,

She.
He,

Sh-

Songs Compleat, -

Come, come Fobn, let’s bufs and be Friends,
Thus ftill, thus Love’s Quarrel ends
¥ my Tongye fometimes let rug,
But alas, 1 foon have done.
*Tis well y'are quafh’d,
You'd elfe been thrafh'd,
Sure as my Name’s Fobn :
Yet fain I'd know for what
%’arc all foﬁhﬂt’ ; i ‘
o go to fight where nothing’s get.
Fortgnc will be kind, s g
And we fhall then grow great too;
Grow Great,
Yet want both Drink and Meat,
And Coin, unlefs the pampes’d Fregch you beat;
Ah, take care Jobn, take care,
And learn more Wit,
Dare you prate fiill,
At this race ftill,
And like a Vermin,
Grudge my Preferment
You'll beg, or get a wooden Leg,
Nay if Bawling, Caterwawling,
Tittle tactle, prictle practle,
Still muft Rartle,
I'll be gone, and ftraighe aboard,
Do, do, and fo fhall Hob and Swe.
Jugzg t00, and all the ragged Crew.
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The Play-boufe Saint 5 Or, Phillis snmask’d
4 New BALLAD,

N Ear famous Covent-Garden
A Dome there flands on high;
With s fa, la, ls, 13, 8.
Where Kings are reprefented,
And Queens in Metre dye;
mﬁb r ﬁj I" 1" Iﬂ, &C.
The Beaus and Men of Byfinefs
Diverfions hither bring,
To hear the wanton Doxies prate,
And fee’em dance and fing;

with a ﬁ’ lﬁ, iﬁ, lﬁ, &c,

¥lere PbiBis is a Darling,
As fhe her felf gives oue,
_ For a fa, la, la, la,
As tight a Lafs as ever
Did ufe a Double Clout,
On her fa, la, la, la, &c.,
:She’s brisk and evay, and cunning,
And wants 3 Wedlock Yoke,
ter Mother was before her
As good as ever ftrook
For a fa, 1a, la, ls, &ec.

Young Suicors fhe had many,
Frem “Squire, up to the Loxd,
T e fa, la, la, ba, &¢.
And daly fhe refus'd "em,
For Vertue was the Word ;
Wish ker fa, la, la, la, &e.
A Saint fhe would be though,
And diflembled sll fhe could,

But jolly Rakes all knew fhe was
Of Piny-houfe Flefh and Blood,
dndler {a, das da, s, &c.

Her
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- Her Mother when incourag’d

With warm Geneva Dofe,
And s fa,' la, la, la, &c,
Still cry’d, take care dear P52y,
To keep thy Hanches clofe,
| And this fa, la, ls, la, &C.
This made her ftand out ftoutly,
Oppofing all that come, -
Though twenty. Demi-Cannon
Still were mounted at her Bum,
: And ber fa, la, la, 13, &C.

The Knight and Country Squire
Were fhot with her Difdain,
. dAnd ber fa, la, la, la, &c.
The Lawyer was outwitted,
The hardy Soldier fiain,
By ber fa, la, la, la, &cC.
The bluﬁ‘] Tarpolian Sailor
In vain cry'd hard a Port,
She buffled Shirks ar Sea, | _
As the Country, Town, and Court ;
t7ith ber fa, la, la, la, &c.

The God of Love grown angry,
That Phillis feem’d fo fhy,
- Qf ber fa, ld, la, la, &eC.
Refolv'd her Pride to humble,
And rout her pifh and fie ;
He f{ent a fplayfoot Taylor,
Who knew well how to fticch,
And in a little time had found
A: Button for her Britch, -
And her fa, la, is, la, &<.

Yet was it not fo clofe,
But 'tis known without all Doubt,
With a fa-la, la, la, &c.
A Tictle humane - Figure -
- Has fecretly dropp’d out,- :
-+ - Prom her fa, la; la. la, &e.
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And tho’ fome petty Scandal
Purfue this Venial Fad&,

Her Mother fhe fwears Zoons and C——t
Her Honour is intad,

And ber fa, 1, la, la, &e.
Oh Philis, then be wiie,

And give Eafe to Lover’s rack'd,

For your fa, la, la, la, &c.
Let Coynefs be abated,

You know the Pitcher’s crack’d,
By a fa, la, la, la, &¢.
For fhame, let lowfie Taylors
No more your Love trapan,
Since nine of ’em, youn know ’tis faid,
Can hardly make a Man;

With a4 fa, la, la, I5, &c.

4
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4 8 oN G, 11 my Comedy of the Marriage Hater
match'd : Set py Mr. Henry Purcell. The

lune to be found prick’d in his Orph. Britt,

AS foon as che Chaos was turn'd into Form,
>+ And the firft Race of Men knew a Good from a
l ‘They quickly did joyn - ( Harm,
In 2 Knowledge divine,
That the World’s chiefeft Bleflings were Women and
Since when by Example, improving Delights, (Wine:
lWine governs our Days, Love and Beauty our Nights ;
5 Love on then, and drink,
' *T1s a Folly to think
On a Myftery out of our Reaches;
Be moral in Thought,
To be merry’'s no Faule,
Tho’ an Elder the contrary preaches ;
For never my Friends,
, Never, never my Friend,
.\‘ever, never my Friends, was an Age of more Vice,
(en when Knaves would fecem pious, and Fools

(would feem wile,

i H The
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The Queer’s Health : Or, New Gillian of Croydon,
Thbe Remarks of three Folly Lafles over a Bot-

tle, on the prefent Affairs, and News,

Ame loudly thro’ Ewxrepe pafles,
And founds of many a Wound and Bruife,
Once more then Croydor Lafles
Were met to fettle the foreign News,
The {ame that the Healths began,
In Mafter wily’s late Reign,
Brown Nefly, black Foan, and Gilian of Croydon,
gillian, young Gilian, plump Gilian, bold Gillian, of
Crﬁydan, ﬁll A New (lais Cryﬁd Gillian Of C?‘qydo?z,
Here’s to our new Miftrefs Nan,

YWhat ails this mad Bawvary,
Crys NeZ, Old Nick's 1n that beaten Duke,
For playing a firange Vagary,
For which he lately had found Rebuke;
And they’ll ferret him in the Ban,
Let the Bifhop relieve if he can,
A Brace of falfe Loons, cry'd Gillian of Croyden,
Gillian of Croyden, Gillian, blunt Gillian, jolly Giilian of
Croyden, let 'em be damn’d, cry’d Gilian of Groyden,
Fill round to our Miftrels Nan.

Ned drefs'd as {prunt as a Daizy,

Cry’d, what a Plague ails our King of Spain,
‘That getting Ground he’s fo lazy,
And what’'s become of brave Prince Engene ?

Who the Marfhall you know did trapan,

. And {napt like a Frog by a Swan;;
“Twili ne’er te forgos, cry’d Gikian of Croydon,
Gillian of Croydon, Gillian, pert Gillian, merry Gillian o
€roydon, take off your Glafs, cry’d Gillian of Croyden,

A Bumper to Miftrefs Nan.
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nutch Hums our Health may with too,
We fav'd their Herrings with Pain and Tovl,
For had we not cook’d their Fith fo,
Their Butter all had been turn’d to Oyl;
I'll pawn all the Things in my Room,
To welcome the General home, B
And I my beft Smocks, cry'd Gillian of Croydoen,
Gillian of Croyden, Gillian, blunt Gillian, frolick ¢il//s::
Of Groydon, but the mean time, cry’d Gillien of Crépder,
Put round to our Miftrefs Nax,

Prond Lewss, for all his Incomes,
Says Nell, now finds that his Hands’are full,
The Old Queen too has got the Crinéiims,
And her Advices now prove but Dull ;
Then hey for the Squabble in Spain,
When both the Boys meet on the Plain,
Fight Dog and fight Bear, cry’d Gillian of Croydor,
Gillian ot Croydon, Gillian, {tout Gillian, hrew’d Gilliax
Of croydon, brim it then round, cry’d Gillian of Croydoen,
Long Life to our Miftrefs Nan. |

Thus ferling of foreign Matters,
They top’d till Civil Wars broke at home,
) liiping her Liquor fcatters,

And Nelly hiccuping calls her Mome,
Then told her of Robin and Febn,

_Till ftrair the Quoif tearing began ;

[are two drunken Jades, cry’'d G#lian of Croyden,
illian of Croydon, Gillian, fly Gillian, bowzy Gillian of
nydon, but to make Friends, cry’d Gellian of Croydon,
Once more to our Miftrefs Nan. = |
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A Nz Scotch So nc. The Tune by Mr. Corber,
Within the Compafs of the Flute,
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| A D Loons of #lbany, what is’t you do? |

M You'll find your wrangling, and your jangling,
Playing aw the Foo;

Bread, why dee heed the Mounfienr's wily Tales? |

Or plague your Noddlesto bring in the Prince of wales,

Wifer Pates than yours have laid Succeffion right,

And aw the bonny Highlanders for that fhould fight s

Unite then as one Man, |

And leave what you began, |

Togang to Kirk, and beg long Life for geud Queen 4nx.

Well aided Portuzals, our Allie true,
Our High and Mighty,
Friends to right ye,
Wil fend Quota’s too,
Aw joyn'd in muckle Power the French purfue ;
Geud Feth *cis fit the doughty Scot fhould do fo too.
Jn Cabals no more than let your Bofoms {well,
But fing with Joy, for glorious things have late befel,
' Nor raife the jarring Vein,
Who thall hereafter Reign,
Wt gang to xirk, and beg long Life for geud Queen 4nn.

H 3 A
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A New Soxa,

Made in bonour of the Worthy Society of dycher;
meeting the 11th of January, Anno 1911
By T. D’Urfey., The Words made to a prat
dune ; She turns up her filver Hair,

OF all neble Sports

Us'd in Country or Court,

Tor cur Health or our true Delight,
The Wife have confeft

That an Archer’s is beft,
As °tis alfo the nobleft Sight;
He firmly does f{tand,
And looks like a Man,
When the Shaft ftrongly drawn does go:
Diink away then my Boys,.
And to heighten our Joys,
Sing in praife of the brave long Bow,

Britain’s Father’s did chufe,
‘ E’er damn’d Guns were in ufe,
With this Weapon to end their Frays;
Fam'd Azin Court,
Shews at this Royal Sport,
tow we conquer’d in Henry's Days s
The Moanfieur was mawl'd,
And the Englifh extoll’d,
From the Thames to the Gallick Sein:
And were Guns laid afide,
. And our Archers were try'd,
We are fure we could do’t again.

Flealth that we gain to our Body and Braim,
To the World has been clearly thewn ;
Who e’er can {ay,
_ He that fhoots e’ry Day,
#1as the Strangurv, Gout, or Stone ?
He fivmly dozs fland, &ec.
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" 4 DIRGE.

Sung in the Firff Part of Don Quixote by a
Sbepherd and Shepberdefs. Set by Mr, Eales.

Leep, {leep poor Youth, fleep, fleep in Peace,
Reliev’d from Love, and mortal Care,
Whilft we that pine in Life’s Difeale,
Uncertain, bleft lefs happy are.

Couch'd in the dark and filent Grave,

No Ills of Fate thou now canit tear,
In vain would Tyrant Power enflave,
Or fcornful Beauty be fevere.

Wars that do fatal Storms difperfe,

Far from thy happy Manfion keep,
karthquakes that fhake the Univerfz,

Can’t rock thee into founder Sleep.

With all the Charms of Peace poffeft,
Secure from Life’s Tormentor, Pain,

Sleep and indulge thy felf with Reft,
Nor dream thou c'er fhalt rife again.

CHORUS;

Paft us the Fear of future Doubt,
The Sun is from the D/al gone,
The Sands are [unk, the Glafs 15 ou?,

The Folly of the Farce is done

The Folly of, &sq.

?
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NE Morn as lately mufing,
I went to the City to Poll,
Where Members then were a chufing,
I chanc’d to take up a Scrow] ;
A ftinging Jeft by my Soul,
It afterwards happen’d to be,
For the firft Words as I unroul’d
Were, dzree, you rich Cuckolds, agree

Tho' the Author’s Brains did ramble,
The Sence was poynant and ftrong,
I {foon found by the Preamble,
"Twas made of the Trading ‘Throng,
‘That to Eaff India belong,
As by the matter you'll fee,
For the Burthen ftill of the Song
Was, dgree, ye rich Cuckolds, agree.

Their golden Bags increafing,

The Old Company purfe proud grew,
"Till at laft two Million raifing,

Some others fet up a New ;
And they were for Trafficking too,

And cheating by Land and by Sea,
And {wore they’d t'other undo,

Come agree, ye rich Cuckolds, agree.

Refolv'd to be thought thrifty,

They got Subfcriptions like mad,
Some wrote Ten Hundred and Fifty,

A Thoufand more than they had :
I thought em bewitch’d be gad,

Or that I fome Vifion did fee, -
But the Old to truckle they miade

Come agree, ye rich Cuckolds, agree.

A thoufand Rogues and Cheaters,
In Cornhill, you'd hear them call,

‘The Tories, and the Tub-Meeters,
That roofted near Lesdenball.

s

Oh
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Oh how Cheapfide too did baw]
At thofe in the Poxlterey,

For thame, leave a&ing your Droll,
And agree, ye rich Cuckolds, azree,

To the Senate then with Vigour,
The Old foon after addrefs'd,

Tho' half were chous’d by the T'yger,

‘That wondrous politick Beaft.
The whilft the unfortunate Reft,

In courfe outvoted muft be,
Was ever known fuch a Jeft,

Come agree, ye rich Cacklds, agree.

Tho’ baulk’d by this Digreflion,
Yect moving another Spring,

They made amends the next Seflion,
And clearly carried the Thing :
To Court their Cafe then they bring,

And Reverence made on the Knee,
Sut the Anfwer got from the K —

Was, dgree, ye rich Cuckolds, agree.

Tho’ kept a while at Diftance,

Yet leaft they fhould totally drop,
They got alegal Exiftence,

And then were ftrait cock-a-hoop :
But when the New ones did ftoop,

The cother as huffing woyld be,
For now again they got up,

Come agree, fiubborn Cuckolds, agre:.

The New with falfe, fham dtorys,
Of which each Noddle was full,
Equip'd Sir w. N
An Envoy to the Mogul :
And he did the Colony fool,
With Tydings that never will be,
Were eer Stockjobbers fo dull,

Come agreey ye rich Cuckolds, azres,

Tk
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The Old that knew thjs Paflage,
And what Commiflicn he bore,
A jolly Lad, with a Meflage,
To contradi& it fent o'ep -
Another Packer he wore,
Five Hundred Pounds was hie Fee,
It thould have been as mych more,

Come agree vo thaiy, Mizers, agree,

Ye jarring Powers that rule us,
What foolith doings are here ?

WHhilft thefe two Fa&tions fool us,
No honeft Man can appear,

No Major be chofe for the Year,
Bur that fome Trick in’c will be,

Nor Knight can ftand for the Shire,
Gome agree, ye rich Cuckolds, agree.

What hopes to have free Senates,
Whilft you are playing this Game,

And bribe the Boors and Tenants
Thro’ Spite, each other 1o tame ¢

The Church too, Faith, has g Maime,

Whillt whizes, and High Turies there ke s
Reform, reform then for fhame,

And agree, ye rich Cyckolds, agree.

USRI RIS
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A Soxc mm my Comedy, call'd the Bath,
the Weftern Lafs. Set by Mr, Jeremy Clark..
Sung by Mrs, Lucas.
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Ord! what s come to my Mother,
That every Day more than Other’,
My true Age fhe would {mother,
And fays I'm not in my Teens ; ;
Tho' my Sampler I've fown too,
My Bib and my Apron out-grown too,
Baby quite away thrown too,
I wonder what ’tis the means ;
When our Jvhn does fgueeze my Hand,
And calls me fugar {weet,
My Breath almoft fails me,
1 know not what ails me,
My Heart does {fo heave andfe beat.

I have heard ef Defires,
From Girls that have juft been of my Years,
Love compar’d to fweet Bryers,
That hurts, and yet does pleafe:
Is Love finer than Money,
Or can 1t be fweeter than Honey,
Pm poor Girl fuch a Toney,
Evads that I cannot guefs
But I'm fure I'll watch more near,
There's fomething that Truth will fhew,
For if Love be a Blefling,.
To pleafe beyond Kifling,

D Fane and our Butler docs kmw,.
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A Soxnc in praife of Soldiery, [img in Doy
Quixote, and fet to Mufick by Mr. Henry
Purcell, which is compos'd in his Orpheus
Britannicus. -

Ing, fing all ye Mufes, your Lutes ftrike around,
When a Souldier’s the Story,what Tongue can want
Who Danger dlfdams, (Sgundf
Wounds, Bruoifes, and Pains,
And the Honour of Fighting is all that he gains;
Rich Profit comes eafy in Cities of Store,
But the Gold is earn’d hard where the Cannons do rore;
Yer {ee how they run
At the ftorming a Town,
Thro’ Blood, and thro’ Fire, to take the Half-moon:
. They fcale the high Wall,
Whence they fee others fall,
T heir Heart’s precious darling, bright Glory purfuing,
Tho’ Death’s under foot,and the Mine is juft blowing;
It fprings, up they fly,
Yet more will fupply,
As Bridegrooms to marry, they haften to die,
*Till Fate claps her Wings,
And the glad Tydings brings,
Of the Breach being enter’d, and then they’re all Kings;
Then happy’s fthe, whofe Face
Can win the Soldier’s Grace,
‘They range about in State
Like Gods, difpofing Fate,
No Luxury in FPeace,
Nor Pleafure in Excefs,
Can parallel the Joys the Martial Heroes crown,
When flufb’d with Rage, and forc’d by Want, they
{(ftorm a wealthy Town.

e
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The PEROQUETTE.

4dr Op ey occafor’d by the feeing a very beay-
tiful ome, belonging to the Right Honouraple
the Earl of Leicelter; with a finall Remark

upon his Lordfbip’s fine Seat at Penfhurft.

ELL mayft thou prate with mirthful Cheer,
And pick thy plumy green,
Who in delightful Penfburf here,
Art feated like a Queen.

Thou call't upon a Widow oft,
Tho' few of them are known

With Look fo {weet, and Touch fo fofz,
Dear Creature, as thy own.

Thus too in Groves, and Gardens fair,
Of Old, the Sylvan Gods,

Perfum'd with Breeze of fragrant Atr,
Contriv’d Divine Abodes.

Others, fic firi, * may exprefs,
Poflefs'd with Fancy vain,

Thou, only in thy Bower of Blifs,
That Phrafe canft well maintain.

..—__.-——_—-———_—m-

“ Sic fitd letantur Laves.
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A Song, occafioid by the [peedy Addition of
two lekon made to the Bank of Great Britaip,
Sung n the Modern Prophets,
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Ounfieur looks pale, and 4njou quakes,
Weakly ftands the Thrones they fit on,

Dull is Perfailies, th’ Efcurial fhakes,

Hearing of the Bank of Britars.
Lewss ftorms to think the Foe,

Inftead of finking down grows ftronger,
Morbley, {ays he, their Millions grow,

'Tis 1n vain to fight em longer.

When K. of Spain, I crown'd young Phil,
And to fix him made fuch Offers,
Jernie, thought I, the Bullion will
All be cram’d now in my Coffers:
But thefe Bougers drink and whore,
And riot on each {mall Occafion,
And yet begar will ne’er be poor,
Le Grand Diable’s in de Nation.,

The Spanifh Indies I poflefs, |
Yet they bear a Purfe above me,
And that T no Bank can raife,
shews how well my People love me:
Yormer grand Succefs 1s gone,
Bruges, Ghent, and Lifle is taken,
Then whilft my Capital’s my own,
I'll make Peace, and fave my Bacon.

[

vk
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Zhe fond Keeper’s RELAPSE:

4 New Soxe,

Inforib’d to all whom 1t may comcern : The Words

;zade to a pretty Play boufe Tune, call’d, Pretty
oll. .

CEhm’m the gay,
+ In cthe merry, merry Month of May,

When the gawdy Flowers enamell’d lay,
Was with Celis walking,
She to move
Talk’d of Love,
. What could prove .
Fitter for the Seafon, or the Theam of talking ;
Celzdon was angry, you may guefs,
He return’d no amorous Look nor Kifs,
But thus teas’d pretty Mifs, |
But thus, &c.

Go Seducer, go

Let the World no more my Folly know,
INor let odious Names of Mifs and Beau
Shame f{ucceeding Ages;
Haft away,
Nothing fay,
I'll go pray,

Reafon now at Folly paft my Soul enrages :
I have been your Cully, Slave and Beatft,
Thrown away ten Thoufand Pound at leaft,

On pretty, pretty Mifs,
On prerty, &C.

Rich



Pleifunt and Divestive, 163

Rich Brocadoges fo fine,

phebus never did fo gayly fhine,
And Iuxurious Elasks of Cyprws Wine

Swallow’d at our feafting;
Curfe on Pride,
Lets divide,
I a Bride
Now refolve on chufing, thus a Joy more lafting -
You have drain’d my Purfe, and rais’d my Sins,
I have given Five Hundred Pound for Pins,
For pretty, pretty Mufs,
For pretty, &v¢. ,

Yarewel Penrs Joys,
That my Heart fo long did vainly prife,
Welcome Wedlock now to clofe my Eyes,
Never loud nor craving ;
Skin like Snow,
Eyes like Sloe,

And will go |
in Callicoe, or lowly Chinfe, to be more faving ¢
Can there any Life compare with this ?

Yer methinks I long for one more Kifs
From pretty, pretty Mifs,
From pretty Mifs, &«.

She t' improve the Mood,
Secing like a Fool he gazing ftood,
Peeping firft, then turning up her Hood,
Runs in £’ embrace him ;
Young and fly,
Had by ¢h’ By,
I’en {cay quoy,
An Artifice that never, never fails carefling &
Soon was now foreot the Wedlock Blifs,
He that was fubdu'd with one falfe Kifs
Went home with pretty Mifs,
With pretty, pretty Mifs.
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Ibe fr} Sowg toa Minuet of Don Quixote,
in the frft 48,

F you will love me, be free in exprefling it,

And henceforth give me no.caufe to complain ;
Or if you hate me, be plain in confefling it,

And in few Words put me out of my Pain..
This long delaying, with fighing and praying,
Breeds only decaying in Life and Amour,

Cooing and wooing,
And daily purfuing,
Is dama’d filly doing, therefore I'll give o'er.

1f



1f you'll propofe a kind Method of ruling me,
I may return to my Duty again ;
But if you ftick to your old way of fooling me,
I muft be plain, I'm none of your Men;
Paffion for Paflion on each kind Occafion,
With free Inclination does kindle Love’s Fire,
But tedious prating,
Coy folly debating,
i And new Doubts creating fhll make it expire.

i Pleafant and Divertive. 65

The Lady’s Anfwer. The fecond Song to a Mi-
nuet, at the Duke’s Entertainment of Don

Quixote in the firft AL
[ To tbe Jfame Tune. |

O U love, and yet when I ask you to marry me,
Still have recourle to the Tricks of your Art,
Then like a Fencer you cunningly parry me,
Yet the fame time make a Pafs at my Heart.
Fye, fye deceiver,
. No longer endeavour,

Or think this way ever the Fort will be won ;
No fond carefling
Muft be, nor unlacing,

Or tender embracing, ’till th® Parfon has done.

Some fay that Marriage a Dog with a Bottle is,
Pleafing their Humours to rail at their Wives;
Others declare it an Ape with a Rattle 1s,
Comfort’s Deftroyer, and Plague of their Lives:
Some are afﬁrmigﬁ,
A Trap ’tis for Vermin,
And yet with the Baic tho’ not Prifon agree,
Ventring that choufc you
- Muft let me efpoufe you, ,. _
If ¢'er my dear Moufe you will nibble at me.. -
LOVE
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LOVE and SATYR,

A New Soxac.
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\V Hen Phabus does rife, the Flow’rs raife their Heads,
And charm'd by hislnfluence, fmile o’er the Meads,
hen Celis’s bright Eyes with kindnefs meet mine,
lew Hopes and new Raprures, my Joys make divine.
We laugh and we fing, the Hours fly with Pleafure,
airs abroad we care not.to know,

In Yourth at our Letfure,

Loves happy Treafure,

Makes Bleflings flow,

Mortally averfe to Brawlings of High-Churchand Low.

Ye Wits of the Town,
Ye Chiefs of the Gown,
Ye Law.making Sages that flatter the Crown,
| How dare you addrefs?
How can you profefs?
Io honour your Soveraign. vet ftill make her lefs,
Whilt Fa&ions reign of Whigg and of Tory,
lour eal®s.a Banter to all Men of Sence;
*Tis ‘Gain moves your Fury,
And not her Glory, '
Nor. our Defence,

’ »

nd the fokémn Word, Religim, is meerly Pretence.

dhe
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1be Second Movement,
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No Feuds defiring,
From Town retiring,

Let’s haft then, and fhare in the flourithing Bloom,
Where Noife and Cares never come,

Nor- the jarring

Of National warring,

‘That yearly is plaguing all Chriftendom.
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The Willoughby WH I M.

A Scotch Sora.
i « DIALO GUE fetween two Siffers,

b

bly. OH Fenny, Femny, where haft thou been 7
" Father and Mother are feeking for thee,
You have been ranting, playing the Wanton,
Keeping of Fockey Company.

miy. Oh Moly, Y've been to hear Mill clack,
And grind Grift for the Family,
Full as it went I've brought home my Sack,
For the Miller has tooken his Toll of me.

illy, You hang your Smickets abroad to bleach,
When that was done, where could you be ?
my, I {lipt down in the quickfer Hedge,
Anl Fockey the Loon fell after ime.

£y, My Father yoﬁ told you'd go to Kirk, |
When Prayers weredone, where could yoube?
r. Taking a Kifs of the Parfon and Clerk,

~ And of other young Laddys fome two or three.

y. Oh Fenny, Fenmy, what wilt thou do,
| If Belly fhould {well, where wile thou be ?
'ty Look to your felf far Fockey is true,

And whilit Clapper goes will take cafe of me.
I The
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The SONG of Orphens charming the Bivd:,
Beafis, Trees, &c. to follow bim : Sung inth
Kingdom of the Birds. Set to the Tune call

the Czar. '
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&Y Roves and Woods, high Rocks and Mountains,
\ Springs and Floods, clear Brooks and Fountaip;
.Birds and Beafls that range with Pleafure,
Hear, hear the Charm of my Voice,
Make haft and appear to dance a gay Meafure,
And Phabus pleafe with Nature,and Artsvalu’d treafure
Haft and fee that no Sluggard refufes:
Flora delightful as blufhing _gsrira,
To banifh the Peft of Pandors,
T fummon thy Jeflamine and Rofes,
Ye pretty young Nymphs with your Poefies,
Come away when I fing and play,
No Crearure in Nature
Be late here, but wait here,
From Pulcan's hot Bellows,
‘ Ailr Neptune and Telys,
The Thruthes from Bufhes,
And Prickets from Thickets,
Come whisk it and frisk it,
And skip 1t and trip 1t,
Ia honour of Love and the Mufes.

Zhe firf Soxc 1 the Modern Prophets.
Sung by Mr. Pack.
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E Londow Valets all aye Creatures,
No Modern Beau can live without,
th tho' the Devil be 1n our Natures,
Divinely bring Intrigues about:

I3 We
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We wait, we run, cajole each Dun,

Who threatens with the Laws Difafters,
In Taverns fnore, on Bench ’till four,
Then bring the Mifs for Morning Blifs,

And often fnack her with our Mafters,

And often fnack her with our Mafters.

At Seafons when the Senate’s fitting,
We mimick each Law-maker there,
Without Doors thofe within outwitting,
And at the Speaker in the Chair;
With Votes and Pless,
And Means and Ways,
We ape the Legiflative Jurys,
At th'end o’th’ Day
We {ee a Play,
There full of Ale
The Gallery fcale,
And roar, and clatter like the Furys’

Oft-times by Order ’tis our Duty,
To go to the Play-houfe and take Rooms,
There cheek by jole we fit with Beauty,
And out-do clearly all Perfumes,
Or if no Play
Will pleafe that Day, - |
We're hurried ftraic to Hide-Park Corner,
There Crambo fing
Of all the Ring,
What wanton Wives
| Lead Modifh Lives,
And who’s the Cuckold, who's the Horner

Fodhdts
FH
&
The



Pleafant and Divertive. 175

The Bell ASSEMBLY,

A O DE, occ:fzon’d by K. William’s enter-
taning the Ladies at Court every Wednefday.
The Words made to a pretty New Ayre,

O R too many paft Years with Belon/s’s Alarms,
Has poor England been made a meer ftranger to Blifs,
Butthe Goddefs of concord now {preads her foft Charms,
And new Gallantry fhews us the Fruits of a Peace ;
Mighty William faft binds
The Hearts of both Kinds,
Fither Sex o oblig’d makes his Foes turn his Friends;
- When our Land he releas’d, .
Then all Mankind he eas'd, 1

But now far greater reigns, fince the Ladies are pleas’d

As the Offspring of Light new adorning the Night,
Withtheir glittering Blaze make the Firmament bright,
All the Nymphs fhon fo gay on great Naffa«’s Birth-day,
Had 4po&io been there, had out-dazled each Ray,
Which the Sovereign fo fir'd,
He nobly defir'd,
To fhew how Love and Beauty Valour infpir'd,
And tho’ Glory in view,
He like Cefar purfue,
That he could, when he pleas'd, be Mark-gnthony too.

So the fam’d Macedori, that the World overran
With the Terour of Arms, and his Wondersin Fight,
Whenthe Ladiescame downhis new triumphsto crown,
By their Beauty {fubdu’d gave a Loofe to Delight;
All the Toyls of paft Days
The great Mars of the Battle unarms him and plays,
Court Gallantry own’d,
Jolly Revels went round,
Andthe Captiveslate forrow new pleafurefoon drown’d.

I 4 B 4
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A Sonc on a drefing Fop, in the 3d A
Modern Prophets. The Tune bygDr. Cr‘gf‘tts;fc
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Pleafant and Divertive. 17y

lHate a Fop that at his Glafs
Stands prinking half the Day,
With a fallow frowzy olive colour’d Face;-
And a powder’d Peruke-hanging to his Watft, -
Who with ogling imagines to poflefs, .
And to fhew his Shape does cringe and {crape,
But nothing has to fay ;
Or if the Courtthip’s fine,
He'll only cant and whine,
And ‘in confounded ‘Poetry,
He’ll Goblins make divine;
I love the bold and brave,
I hate the fawning Slave,
That quakes and crys,
And fighs and lyes,
Yet wants the Skill, "
With Sence to tell,

What "tis he lopgs to have..
1.5 A%
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4 SONG, Sung by Mr. Leveridge in th
flcomedy calld, The Country Mifs with he
Furbelow.
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Elladon, when Spring came on,
Woo'd Sylvia in a Grove,

Both gay and young, and flill he fung

The {weet Delights of Love :
Wedded Joys in Girls and Boys,

And pretty Chat of this and that,
The honey kifs, and charming Blifs

That crowns the Marriage Bed: :
He fnatch’d her Hand, fhe plufh’d and fannld,.

And feem’d as if afraid,
Forbear, fhe crys, your fawning Lyes,

I've vow’d to die a Maid.

Cedadom at that began
To talk of Apes in Hell,
And what was worfe the odious Curfe,
Of growing old and {lale,
Lofs of Bloom, when Wrinkles come,
And offers kind, when none will mind,
The rofie Joy, and {parkling Eye,
Grown faded and decay’d,
At which when known, fhe chang’d her Tone,.
And to the Shepherd faid,

Dear Swain give o’er, I'll think once more,
Before I'll die a Maid.
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A4 drinking S onc, in praife of our Three faw'd

Generals.

UE chacun rempliffe {fon verre,

Pour boire a nos trois Generaux,.

Par tout ou marehent ces Heros,
Ils menent a pres eux la vittoire,

Que chacun remplifle fon verre,
Pour boire a nous trois Generaux.

Que jamais Brille dans lhifteire
La Glorie du brave Mariborough ;
Que jamais, &¢.
Auxfon des verres et des- Pots,
£ elebrons ici {a vitoire ;
Rue jamais, &KG.




Pleafant and Divertive.

geuvons a fe Grand Capitaine
Eugene, V'amour des ces Soldats;.
Beuvons, &c.
Si toft qu’il paroit an Combat,
Tourjours le vioire eft certain;
Bewuons a [e, &¢.

A D' Auwerquerque en pleinetafle,
Qu'on fafle raifon pour ces exploits;
4 D" Auverquerque, &> .
Sil n'eft pas la premier des trois,
En Zele aucun nelny furpafle ;
A D'Auverquerque, &.

Que chacun devous a la ronde,
Reponde et fafle comme moi,
Que chacuny &C.
(et a 1a Reine que je bois,
Quelle reigner fur tout le monde ;
Que chacun, &C.

Le pretendu Prince de Galle,
De Battc foy difant notre Roij;
Le pretendu, &,
Comme en Eccoffe en diferray,
A fuis d’'une Ardeur fans Efgale;
Le Pretendu, &«.

§i nous Amions autant la Glorie,.
Qua boire nous ferrions des Heroes;

Si nous; &re.
Car parmis les verres Ie Pots,
Nous fommes feurs de Ia victoire ;.
S: nows, &KC.

181

Tran-
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Tranflated from the French.

F[!l cvery Glafs, and recommend "em,

two'll drink our three Genevals Healths at large,
For :mf’::frqfo’er thgfe Heroes march,

Conq:;{ﬁ rmom‘d 28 ﬁ.tre t‘attend 'em;

Fill every Glafs, and recommend ’em,

we'll drink our Three Generals Healths at large.

twhat ever [bone [o bright in Story
45 Fame, that adorns brave Marlborough ;.

What esver [bone, &c.
Shocking our Glaffes that o erflow,

Celebrate then his laftling Glory ,
What ever [bone, &C.

Drink next then to that Grand Gommander
Eugene, the Delight of all the Brave ;
Drink next, &vc.
Who laurel Wreaths is fure 16 barue,
Where eer be comes, like Alexander,
Drink next, &cC.

To Auverquerque exalt yowr Glafer,
And juft to his Valour let us be,

T» Auverquerque, .
Who the' not youngeft of the Three,
For brave Exploits there's few é‘wpaﬁ: :
7v Auverquerque, O,

But now around Boys, Foy maintsimng,
Fill, il "em like mine up to the Byink ;
But now areund, &cC.
Health to the Glorious Queen I drink,
Le? her o'er all the Globe be reigning,
Bus now, &C.
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the [ham Dsetender Prinee of W e

The Prig, they [ent oer to be oup K —e——
The f[bam, &ec.

when the bold Scots own'd no fuch thing,
fled like & Devil bome to Gallia ;

The fham, &C.

pid we love Honours kind Careffes,
Like toping we all Heyoes ﬂ)‘aﬂld e 3
Did we love, &¢.

For ’?Hﬂﬂgﬂ our CﬂP! ?ﬁ?ﬂt#ﬂ}b"

We [hould be ﬁtre of grand Swuceeffes ;
Did we leve, &c.

AN RL RS ADEABBBAS LY

The Solemn Lover. A4 New Song, made
to entertain the Perfons of Quality, and other
my Friends at my Play. The Words made to
a pretty Minuet, Compos’d by Mr. Hendeil,

W H E N the Spring in Glory,
-Fragrant and flowery,

Juft had thruft Winter out, ftorming and fhowery,

Celladon gallanting
Celis, was chanting

A pleafant Tale of his Fortunes paft;
Ah! my deareft Pleafure,
Joy beyond Mealure,

Richer than all the Jems of India’s Teeafure:
When alluring Beauty

Proftrates my Duty,
 Aby
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AL then I own my felf wholly bleft;
State Affair Simplicity
Has my Felicity,

Robb'd to a high Degree of {weet Delight,

High, Low, jangling all in a hurry, “
Nothing witty, nothing gay,
Politicks rule ¢'ry Day,

Nor can the dear Bottle relieve the Nighe,

He to Court that wanders
Walks 1n Meanders,

Treading the Maez of Detra&ion and Slanders;

In the Hall the News is
Hot from both Houfes,
Some Statefman fnapt to his Tryal comes,
Coffee Citts do prattle,
Smoak, Tope, and Tartle,
Telling a foreign Lye of fome great Battle s
Of the Czar’s prevailing,
Who we taught Sailing,
And gave 2 Rod to lath all our Bums,
Poland's Ability,
Prafiz’s Hoftility,
Make no Account of bold Sweden’s Frowns,
War, War, regale the Glory Lover,
Let but my Celis be mine,
Happinefs I'll ne'er refign,

Or change for the State of the Northern Crowns.

FooToToAoSO
F&HK

L8

1ht
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The folly Miller.
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HE old Wife fhe fent to the Miller her Daughter,
To grind her Gruft quickly, and fo return back,
The Miller fo work’d it, that in eight Months after
- Her Belly was filI'd as full as her Sack;
Young Robin fo pleas’d her, that when fhe came hore,
She gap’d like a ftuck Pigg, and ftar’d like a Mome,
She Eoyden‘d, fhe {camper’d, the hollow’d and hoop'd,
And all the Day long,
This, this was her Song,
Was ever Maiden fo lericompoop'd.

Oh Nelly, cry’d Celie, thy Cloths are all mealy,
- Both Backfide and Belly arc rumpled all o’cr,
Youn moap now and flabber, why what a pox ail you’
I'll go to the Miller, and know all ye Whore:
She went, and the Miller did grinding fo ply,
She came cutting Capers a Foot and half high,
She waddled, fhe ftradled, fhe hollow’d and whoopd,
And all the Day long,
This, this was her Song, -
Hoy, were ever two Sifters fo lericompoop'd.

T hen
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I Then Mary o'th’ Dairy, a third of the Number,

| Wou'd fain know the Caufe they fo jigg'd it about,
I The Miller her Wifhes long would not incumber,

{ But in the old manner the Secret found out.

| Thus Celie and Nelly, and Mary the mild,

{Were juft about Harveft Time sall big with Child,
[They danc’'d in the Hay, they hallow'd and whoop'd,

| And all the Day long,

:: ‘T'his, this was her Song,

oy, were ever three Sifters fo lericompoop’d.

And when they were big they did ftare at each other,

1 And crying, Oh Sifters, whae fthall we now do,
ifor all our young Bantlings we have but one Father,
k And they in one Month will all come to Town too:
10 why did we run in fuch ha{t to the Mill,

ITo Robin, who always the Toll Dith would fill,

He bumpt up our Bellies, then hallow’d and whoop’d,
| And all the Day long,

_ This, this was their Song,

Hoy, were ever three Sifters fo lericompoop’d.

s sss sannnan sennsss

A New SON G.

Made 1 Homouy of the Renown’'d Prinee Engene
of Savoy, and to welcome him to England,

The Words made to a-pretty Tune.
O W is the Sun

From the Horizon gone,
That the Empire fo long did cheer,
Weak {tands the Court

Without wonted Support,
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We have got the main Pillar here:
To Sea from the Shoar
Let loud Cannons roar,

Let the Trumpet too found between,
Whilft from each Brizzifb Voice
We are venting our Joys,

In honour of great Eugene.

Hail mighty Prince,
Whofe bright Glory from hence
Soon will fpread o’er the wandring Ifle,
You we poflefs,
Should we ne’er fee your Face,
Who remember Twr/n and Life:
Your Twin, Brother Star,
_ The Soul of the War,
Bright as Pb.ebus was always feen,
For fearch all Euwrepe o’er,
Never Heroes before
Shone like Marlborough and great Eugene.

Fach Day and Nighe,
To promote your Delight,
Let the Mufes their Art employ;
Janglings are guell *
From the Dome in the Weft;
That I wifh may not curb your Joy:
Jarrs have long while |
Been the Plague of our Ifle,
The Effe&s of our Wealth and Spleen;
May they fly like the Wind,
And let all be enclin’d
To ﬁng Welcome to Great Eugene.

S USASASTS A IS2
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CHANSON e# Francois,

E printems, r‘npgﬂe aux armes, Couller mes larmes ;
Le printems, r apelle aux armes, ah guel tourment,

 Grand Diew parmss, tant d allarmes, epargnexmeon,
i Cher amant bis.

}."'; reyenex Po:'#t encore Charmante Flm‘a,
. Ne revemez point encore tendre Zephire,
iChaque flewr qu’on woit eclore,

| Me coufer mille foupirs.

 prbre domt I epaix femlage former ruiage,

t Arbre dont I epaix femlage cacher le jour,
{ Emitece par tom ombrage le devil,-

| De mon tendre amour.

X5 N N D O D I I Y D I I NN PN I
R I R XX DD I YOI

Tranflated from the French.

iSpring invites,the Troopsare going,let Tearsbe flowing,

| Spring invites, the Troops are going, ah, cruel fmarrt,
Midft alarming, dreadful harming,

Spare him Fate, who charms my Heart.

Hirs, bring no more with Pleafure,thy gaudy Treafure,

Zephire, bring no more with Pleafure, refrefhing Joys,
Each Flower growing, fweetly blowing,

Make me vent a thoufand Sighs.

{etall Trees, whofe gloomy fhading, thelightinvading,
Ye tall Trees, whofe gloomy fhading,the day conceal,
Shew by Sorrow, Night and Morrow,
Cloudy Woes, like thofe I feel.

The
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The Itallan SO NG,

@aPd Paftorella; made into an Englifh
Dialogue.,
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Bme&eEa my bouncing Doxie,
Come let’s trudge it to Kirkbam Fatr,
“There’s ttout Liquor enoughto Fox me,
And young Cullies to.buy thy Ware.
She. Mind your Matters ye Sot without medling
How 1 manage the {ale of my Toys,
Get by Piping as 1 do by Pedling,
You need never want me for fupplies.
.He.God-a-mercy mySweeting,l find thou think’{t fitting
To hint by thistwitting, I owe thee a Crown; |
She. Tho' forthat I've been ttaying, a greater Debt’s
Yourrateof delaying will never Compound. (paying
He. Tl came hame when my Pouch is full,
And foundly pay thee all old Arrears;
She. You'll forget it your Pare’s fo dull,
As by drowzy Neglelt appears.
He. May the Drone of my Bag never hum,
If I fail to remember my Blowze
She. May my Buttocks be ev'ry ones Drum,
~ If I think thou wilt pay me a Soufe. ,
He. Squeakham, Squeakham, Bag-pipe will make em,
Whisking, Frisking, Money brings 1n ;
She. Smoaking, Toping, Landlady groping,
Whores and Sccres will {pend it again.
He. By the beft as I guefsin the Town,
I fwear chou fhalt have e'ery Groat;
She. By the worft that a Woman e'er found,

If | have it will fignify noughr;
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4. 1€ good Nature works no better,
nlywzabella I'd have you to know,
Though you fancy my Stock is fo low,
I've more Rhino than always1 thow,
For fome good Reafons of State that I know.
ste. Since your-Cheating I always knew,
For my Ware I got fomething too,
I've more Sence thanto tell to you.
. Singly then let’s imploy Wit,
| Tl ufe Pipeas my gain does hit,
tte. And If I anew Chapman get,
You'll be eafy too,
be. Eafy as any worn out Shoo.

[CHORUS of both. }

i

vie and Frolick we'§ Couple Grats,

 Thus we'll fhow all the Human Race;

st the beft of the Marviage State s,
Blowzabellz's and Collin’s Cafe.
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A Serenading Op £,

be Words made totbhe foregoing Iralian Paftorella,
and bumbly Dedicated to the Right Honourable
the Earl of FinGavL.

) 4ftorella, Infpire the NMorning,

Your bright Eyes will create a Day;
Wious Phabres is jult returning,
Shame him back with a br:ghter Ray, ‘
brighter Ray, Ray, each adorer with flaming heare,
Before thy beaury Divine does kneel ;
ith Devotion in every part, |

Hluch fironger than any Perfian ‘Zeal,

K % Arife,
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Arife, then {weet Angel arife,
A Lover difpairing reheve;
Who values a Smile from your Eyes,
More than all the worlds Treafure can give.,
"Thus ler Man do,
What he can do, can do, can do;
Mighty Love will for ever be,
Mighty Love will for ever be
Potent Lord of our Liberty,
Potrent Lord of our Liberty.
Paftorelln, let Day break,
On thy Vortary pity take;
Venus riling from out the Sea,
Will be foil to thee:
Charm the World then, and Ravifh me,
Charm the world and Raviih me,

Ar ODE s Q\{zem ANN

The Words Made to an Excelei
Tune of Mr. Henry Purcell's.

- SOund, Fame thy Golden Trumpet found,
Sound, found thy Golden Trumpet found;

Fly from the Arches of the Firmament,
In{pire the Mufes all around:
To Sing of Peace and then difperfe,
In Arcful numbers and well chofen Verfe;
Great Albiona’s Story,
Great 4lbions’s Glory.

T
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The Occafional BALLAD.

Being a Supplement to the laff, on the Qccafional
Bill 5 A4nd upon the Bifhops and Par fons preach-

ing down the Play-houfes : The Wurds fitted to
- a Comical Tune, calld Hobb’s Wedding.

; Ince long o’er the Town

| My Fame has been blown
For Sonnets, that fuit with each Palate;
| Tho’ I dare not maintain

Ye Wits, your bold Strain,

| can add an Occafional Ballad.

| For as you were righe

In a Satyr to bite,

When the Caufe was fo near Defolation,
So mine is a Theam
Of as great an Extream,

e confounding all Wit in the Nation,

But I am, you muft know,

Not for High-Church nor Low,
Medium, my Intelelt choofes;

And {fome think it wou’d

Do the Nation much good,
ye all trimm’d like me, in both Houfes.

For by moderate Senfe,
That can Reafon difpenfe,

wlen Brizains are fooneft confuted,
As a mild gentle Breez

Still refrefhes the Trees,
hat by wild roring Tempefts are rooted.

Calm Wit will prevail
More in a fmooth Tale
hen lathing Reproof, that founds louder,
Better ways we may ufe
Oft, to quench a fir'd Houfe,
kan by blowing up all with Gunpowder.

K 3 | And
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And theretore my Song
. None o'th’ Senate fhall wreng,

Nor I'll rufie no Collars of Effes,
But with Royal Aune,
A renown'd happy Reign,

And a hundred Year more than Queen Befis,

No Peers grown too great,
Nor no Commons Wit
Shall fwell up my Lines to the Margent,
Since the firft at their Nod
Have a {winging black Rod,
And the laft, a rough thing call’d a Serjeant,

No Statefman that rife
By Publick Employs
With Offence, here fhall trouble the Reader,
No takers of Bribes,
Nor potent State Scribes

T ow as Shrubs, Oor a8 tall as a Cedar.

I'll1 not fearch into Ills
Of Occaficnal Bills, o
Nor the Gain, or the Lofs of the Nation,
Nor {can the moot Cafe _
Of the Snake in the Grafs,
Eate imagin’d in point of Succeflion.

Great Ladies at Court

That make Profit their Sport,
SVhen lucky at Ombre oOr Bﬂﬁﬂ,

Who in Benefits {wim,

So wellI can trim, .
To with much Good do her that has it,

O1d Dames boafting youth
Without e’er a tooth,
And Beaus, that have Breaths that can Purge ye
In fhort, 2 meer Ape
That’s a Layman fhall ’{cape,
But I wont part fo fair with the Clergy.
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A Rabby of which
Who was fated to Preach,
When the Faft-day Ingag’d all our Prayers ;

As his Zeal did provoke,
Gave a terrible ftroke,

To knock down the Poers and Players.

Another Church Wit
Who near Woolpack did fit,

Shew'd a Play too, to prove their vile fianing,

Tho’ *twere better fome thought,
| That his Lordfhip had broughr,
A good Homily of his own Penning.
|
But a Pamphlet late {pread
| Had charm’d his Wile head;
Wrote by one who well knew the Stage evil;
Some Colier-like Saint,

Who to publifh the Gant,
Had rak’d a hodg podg for the Devil.

A Jargon of Phrafe

| Cull’d out of lewd Plays,

And patcht into Form by the vermin;
Juft in fuch a way o
As with dull hum— and ha,

Some of them ufe to Patch up a Sermon.

The Tempeft long made
~ And by accident play'd,
Might fhame them, that made fuch a pother;
Since no one can think,

n That’s not Mad or in Drink,
| Twas e’er-donetin Contempr of thé tother.

And tho’ that abufe
I’'ll in Canters excufe,

Who good Mufic, or Wit never heard on 3
Yet the B — ps thofe Rocks,

| Qf our fence Otthodox,

Who could fecond fuch-Stuff, 1 wont Pardon,

| - Ra
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They fhould favour the Age
That does cherifh the Stage,
Since kind to their Ghoftly performance ;
Remembring late days
When Lawn Sleeves, and Plays,
Were cry’d down, an equal enormance.

But fee the refult
Of their guicungue wult,

Her Majefty made Proclamation;
“Fwixt the Scenes that none {tay,
That all Bullies thould pay,

And fponge no more for Recreation.

"That no Plays be rude
Immoral or lewd,
In Betterton’s Province or Riches,
All Mafque's lay'd away,
Which is done fince thar day,
For now they come mobb’d up like Witches,

All this being obey’d
Is ftill of our fide,

Since the Profit is our chiefeft matter:
But of all that have been,

The commands of the Queen,
She has not forbid us our Satyr.

Which is a new * Cafe [ * Doyley’s Caf:
We may properly raife, late try’d.]
Where a Gown-man did furnifh the matter;
For proof of it all
Ask at Weftminfier Hal,
Bow the Clergyman Marry'd his Daughter.

Good fence that 1s thewn
- Withoutr Blunder or Tone, _
Preach'd by heart too, to make it more Charming;
A Devout {ober life,
Never ftirring up ftrife,
All prejudice muft be difarming. ;
ut
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But if o’er the Town

I obferve a Black Gown, =
Who is proper to make a fine Farce on:

As they late made Effays,

To Preach down all the Plays,

I fhall make bold to A& up the Parfon.

Thus changing advice

With the Grave and the Wife,
Let each one reform in Qus ftation ;

And fo I fhall ceale,

In the laudible phrafe, L
Of Blefs the good Queen and the Nation.

dhe Mournful and Pafonate Complaint or Petiti-
L on of Madamoifelle Gallia, or the Statue of
| Irance, placd amongft the other Nations, before
| the Cathedral of St. Paul’s 1» London, to the
{ Statue of our late Soveraign Lady Queen A NN,
t now Expos’d to view tn Honour of her Myeftys
| coming to Hear the Te Deum for the Glorious
| Peace. The Words made in Fargon of Englifly
| and French, to a Pretty 8t. Germains Arz.

§ Adam je vous prie you will right me,
Injurys maka me cry - -

Lo late you had reafon to fpite me,

Now Ime your ver good Ally:

fiw, let not your Vaflal den flight me,

| Now, now in dis Grand feafon of Joy.

K¢
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De Carver (Jernie me want Patiance)
Shewing your Soveraign rale;
In fpite to defe happy occafions,
With his bafe Hammer and Toole
Among all de reft of de Nations,

Make, make, maka me look like one fool.

De Eaft and Nort Britains are merry,
Drefle and dere humours are fire:

De 1rifp Smile as if down derry,
Newly had tagg'd her great Witt;

But me, as if palt Charons ferry,
Look, look juft asif me were Beth~¢,

Brave Peace our Grand Monarch does give you,
Blefling your Subjetts at home ;

And derefore me tink it fhould greive you,.
Seeing me look like a Mome;

Strong Dunkirk does likewife receave you,
Which, which is begar ver pretty Plum.

Rare Mirth your wife Land is enjoying,

Finding mon Grand Maitre truc ;
De Army he keep all defying,

Give caufe ver me to Laugh {foe 4
% et here in dis Pofture of crying,

Mine Phiz lowrs as 'twould-make 3 Dog {pew.

In fine den me humbla Petition,
Yot Majefty would appear ;
And order one better Inciflion,
Min clowdy vifage to clear;
-Tor 1n dis confounded condition, ’

Mort diex me have Grand fiame for fit here

i *ﬁl‘;ﬁ*
8 e
P
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MAC BALLOR.

4 comical Ditty, 4 Imitation of thé irith Stile.
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I F a woful fad Ditty to know thou art willing Man, .
Open thy Ears Joy, and then thou fhalt {ee;

To London, Mac Baller a ftout Iniskilling Man,
Tofeeking Brown Kare, by my Shoul am come eey;.

My Hearc isfore wounded, fore wounded, fore,

A la Boo, boo, big, beo, fone, Oh hene, hery Morab.
+ | When
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When the Valiant King wi¥iam crofs’d over tQe Boya Joy,
And with broken Pates, made Fack Papifhes fice;
Of Dragoonsa brave Troop made a Gallop to joyn Joj,

And march with the foremoft by Chreeft did come eey;

They were beaten fore, Curft and Swore, and did ro,
A la Boo, boo, bos, &C. |

When I went ona Party, I Sung and was merry too,
Tho' Hunger gives fmall occafion to Laugh ;

I without any Grumbling, fought in London-Derry too,
Without one Dram of Snuth or Ufquebaugh,

Where fed on Roots, ftinking Fruits, Qld Jack-Boots.
4 la Boo, 630, &,

In a Skirmifh near Limerick, on the Bank of the Shanmm

- Many ftout Teagzges wereflainin time of Yout ; (there

Andatgrim] narrowly{cap’dthedamn’d Cannonther,
Catching the Balls by my Shoul in my Mout,

But tho’ the Guns fpar’d my Bones, Love Gad Zoons,
A la Boo, boe, &C.

The Bully-God Mars, tho' a Bug-bear they make him
All arm’d like a Gun-fmith, with Buliets and Fire

I defy, but the little Whelp Cupid, plague take him,
Make me fnortand grunt like a Hog 1n the Mire:

She had Irijb Size, Englifh Eyes, fat Dutch Thighs.
A la Boo, boo, &c.

Heav'n make me a Cobler, or make me 2 Broom-man
Or cry Pudding, what a Plague call ye 1c1'th’ Stree!

So I may no more pogue the Hone of a Woman,
Deel tauk me ’t has har'd me quite out of my Wit

*Yor when I get drunk, toap a Funk, in comes Punk,
4 13 Boo, boo, boo, boc, bone, Ob houne, herry marah.
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A new Health to Prince Eugene : A Triumphant
ODE wupon bis veturn to Vienna. Sung by

~ Mr. Leveridge n the Play call’d the Country
Mifs with her Furbelow,
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T HE Valiant Eugene t0 Vienna 1s gone,
And fince deny'd,
- To be fupply’d,
All his Troops are undone;
For the haughty Pends/me,
New Recruits being come,
So proud 1s grown,
Of two to one,
He Revenge {fwears to pufh honé:
And late Lofles,
Difgraces and Crofles,
Will foon retaliate now the General is gone;
- Oh Leapvid, Ol Baden; '
What Fiend was perfwading,
Your Prief¥-ridden Clan,
Simply to baulk fo rarea Man,

Tho’ Carthhze grew prou;i, when ftory once fhew’d,
How well the Grand; -
- Blind Affrican, o
Ot the Alps hew’d outhis Read 5
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All the Rocks inhis way,
Were but Puff-paft and Clay,
To thofe were {een,
When great Eugene,

Made his rugged Effay;
Where no Storm nor
L&md Tgund}:lr, gﬁs thnder,

Could ever from his Purpofecaufe to haul ro
Tho” Watches, difpal:ches, _:GT ftay:
And lying their Frying,

His Youth did {o decay,
Sable Locks turn’d into Grey.

Then Latium give o'er, name Cefsr 10 more;
Nor the Macedon,
Whofe high renown,
Were {o blaz’d on before:
But let Glorious Eugens,
That Auguft Man of Men,
Be founded high,
As far as Sky,
Or the Globe can contain;
For a braver,
Or bolder,
Good Soldier,

Did never on the bloody Field maintain his Ground
Hell take thofe remove him, .

And here's to thofe love him,
Drink, drink Boys around,
And his Foes Pluro confound.

HHmnsHm
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e

The new Blackbisrd ; A Satyr Mufical. Befng Re.
marks on fome of onr dllies, Occafioned by
the States Deputys late refufmg to afift th

Duke of Marlborough,
-Mﬁaﬁﬁew grown {00 mighty,

Made half Ewrope grown;

Who for Caufes weighry,
Joyn'd to pull him down ;
The Spread Eagle's glory,
Long Eclips’d had been,
Portugals Fobn Dory
Gladly too, came 1n;
Hogan mogan DITErS,

" Who our Fifb devour,
Promis’d Troops of Fighters,
To compleat the Power:

Whilft in the Hawthorn Tree,

Terry, Lerry rerry rerry, fung the Blackbird,
Hey, terry rerry rerry, fung the Blackbird,

Oh what Alies have we.

Now their Word and Flonour,
How thefe Chiefs regard;

Pray Sirs note the manner,
*Twill good mirch afford ;

Firlt the Imperial Widgeon,.
Lately gone to reft,

Was for Remes Religion,
Fool'd by each tham Prieft;
Schemes of War were Riddles,.

Anxious to his Poll,

Whilt Cremona fiddles,
Charm’d his thoughtlefs Soul:

Then in the Hawthorn Tree, &C.

He that rules at Liséon,
In next Scene furvey;
Plagu'd (’tis {aid ) in his Bone,
The Venereal way 3
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lgufperian Charles 1nviting,
To recover Spain ;

He performance flighting,
Forc'd him oft again ;

Crms we fent and Mony,

Englifb Boys to Horfe,
But the Devil a Penny,
. Did they fo disburfe:
Whilft in the Hawthorn Tree, &C.

Prufia bravely true is,

1 Asin Ation bold ;

Dut the God{on Lewss,

| Gobbles up French Gold ;

Dne great Marlborough aiding,
Makes his Glory {well ;

lother Fight evading,

b Stinks on the Moffelle;

bhame purfue the great Ones,
Who from Honour fall,

fime renown the Britains

| Bear the brunt of all-

Whilf in the Hawthorn Tree, &e.

fucky War maintaining,

Pray obferve the reft ;
leinhim’s Battle gaining,
| All the General bleft;

kg'an "Troops admiring,
Courted his Command :.
onqueft ffill acquiring,
Through the German Land ;
emskirk yet and Shagen,
Baulk’d him late through fear,
h rare Hogan Mogan,

Who fhall lead next Year,
foen in the Hawthorn Tree, &cC.

mtains gain new Glory,
 Joyn like thofe of O1d;

IStoo plain a flory,
We are bought and fold ;

209

Belgiams
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Belzians {till uniting,
Mighty Sums have won ;
Whilit pretending Fighting,
Friendly Trade goeson :
Now to leave off writing,
Skellums pine and grieve,
When we’re next for Fighting,
We'll not ask you leave,
When in the Hawthorn Tree,

Terry, terry revryrerry, Sings the Blackbird.
Hey, tervy revry rerry, Sings the Blackbird,
Then Folly Boys we'll be.
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A Satyy upon London, aud in Praife of the Coun
try. The Wordsmade to a pretty New Tune,

W H O in OId Sodom would live a Day,
Grow Deaf with Rattling of Coaches;

Where Folly and noife is call’d brisk and gay,
And Wit lyes in ftudying Debauches.

With Stinks, which Smoke and rank Foggs difplay,
Who'd be offending their Nofes;
That 1n the {weet Shades of the Country may,

Sit Cool under Bufhes of Rofes.

‘Town Fops in Riot confume every Day,
“The Citt wilt Cheat hisown Brother;

And the Ladys haunt the Park and the Play,
To Laugh, and Rail at each other.

Our Funds are wanting, our Credit decays,
T he French are publickly Arming;

And for all the dajly noife is of Peice,
It neyer comes to confirming.

Bu!
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gut we that Breath in a Fragrant Air,
From News, Street noife, and fuch Howling;
Dur innocent Pleafures each Day prepare, .

§ Wich Fithing, and Shooting, and Bowling.

Some Mornings early we Hunt a Hare,
! Who Life to Pleafure us loofes:

i0: elfe 1f the Weather proves not fair,
| At home we Regale on the Mufes.

MThe charming Raptures of Beauty and Love,
[ Sweet Clorss freely affords too;

iWhen we meet each Evening in a lone Grove,
And fing and bill as the Birds do.

She feeds on Jeffamin, and fpring Ne&ar drinks,
| Whilft fhe wecall 2 Town Madam;
I infeted ftill with a fou! Suburb ftinks,

| And Damns her felf in old Sodom.

21y

The
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The Dame of Honour or Hofpitality, Sung ly
Mrs. WilliszntheOprer a call 'd the ngdom

of the Birds.
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Slnce nhow the world’s turn’d upfide down,
And all things chang'd in Nature; |
As if a doubt were newly grown,
We had the fame Creator:

| Of ancient Modes and former ways,

| I'll teach you, Sirs, the manner ;

|10 good Queen Beffes Golden Days,

i When I was a Dame of Honour.

11 had an ancient Noble Seat,

' Tho’ now 'tis come to Ruin ;

| Where Mutton, Beef, and {uch good Meat,
In th’ Hall were daily Chewing :

Of Humming Beer my Cellar full,
I was the Yearly Donor;

| Where toping Knaves had many a Pull,
When 1 wasa Dame of Honour,

My Men of homef{pun honeft Grey’s,
Had Coats and comely Badges ;

They wore no dirty ragged Lace,
Nor e’er complain’d for Wages;

For gawdy Fringe and Silkso’th’ Town,
[ fear’'d no threatning Dunner:

But wore a decent Grogram Gown,
When I was a Dame of Honour.

[never thought Cantharides
Ingredient good in Poflet,
Nor ever fript me to my Stays,
To play the Punk at Baffes 5
In Ratzafee ne’er made debauch,
Nor reel’d like toping Gunners;
Nor let my Mercer feize my Coach,

When I was a Dame of Honour,
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I fiill preferv’d my Maiden fame,.
In fpight of Qaths and Lying;
Tho’ many a long chinn’d Youngfter came,
And fz2in would be enjoying-
My Fan, to guard my LipsI kept,
From Cupid s lewd o’errunner ;
And many a Roman Nofe I rapp'd,
When I was a Dame of Honour.

My Curling Locks I never bought
Of Beggar’s dirty Daughters ;
Nor prompted by a wanton thought,
Above Knee ty'd my Garters ;
I never glow’d with Painted Pride,
Like Punk when the Devil has won her:
Nor prov’d a cheat to be a Bride,
When I was a Dame of Honour,

My Neighbours {1ill T treated round,
And Strangers that come near me;

‘The Poor too always Welcome found,
Whote Prayers did ftill endear me ;

Let therefore who at Court would be.
No Churl, nor yet no Fawner:

Match in old Hofpitality,
Queen Beffes Dame of Honour.

SIS,
)

Ae
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e 6th S0 NG in.the laf A& of the. od. Part

of Don, Quixote, Sumg by Mr. Freeman and
Mrs. Cibber, Set by Mr, Purcell,
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Mr. Freeman.

(Y Enins of England, from thy pleafant Bow’r of blifs,
I\J Arife and fpread thy facred Wings;
E  Guard, guard from Foes che Brisrifh State,

Thou on whofe fmiles does wait,

h' uncertain happy Fate of Monarchies and Kings.

Mrs. Cibber.

: - (Wars,
BThen follow brave Boys, then follow brave Boys to the
IEollow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow
Follow, follow, follow brave Boys to the Wars,
ollow, follow, follow brave Boys to the Wars;
The Lawrel you know’s the Prize,
The Lawrel you know’s the Prize :
Who brings home the Nobleft, the nobleft,
The nobleft. Scars looks fineft in Celiz’s Eyes ;

Then fhake off the Slothful eafe,
L¢t Glory, let Glory, let Glory infpire your Hearts ;
| Remember a Soldier in War and in Peace,
Remember a Soldier in War, in War and in Peace,

Is the nobleft of all other Arts:
Remember a Soldier in War and in Peace,
pemember a Soldier in War, in War and i Peace,

Is the nobleft 'of all other Arts.

e
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SO N N E T Royal, Made for one Voiceto
Inffruments.

H E Infant blooming Spring appears,
Sol has his way through Aries made ;
And now this Wond'rous of all Years,

The Prize of Exrope mufl be play’d.

Crelted Belons thakes her Lance,
Her Sifter Britain to defend ;

Whillt Mars of Old, in League with France,
Dares proudly againft both contend.

[ Second Movement. ]

But Rouze valiant Britains, and fear quite remove,
You cannot of Vitory fail ;
Our Goddefs below, and our Goddefs above,
By force of their Charms,
As that of their Arms,

Have a right flill to conquer the Male.

-

[ Third Movement. )

March on then brave fouls,
You're fure of your Pay;
And toping full Bowls,
Warm valours allay,
This with to the Queen, daily chant by the way :
; In wealth may -fhe flow
May fhe Lewss bring low,
‘May her Fame fpread and.grow,
Whilft Sun fhines, or Wind blows,
And Hang up Her foes.
In Health &c.

Englif
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Englith Hords made to a Famous Italian Ayre,
call’d Scoca puero,

Ife’s fhort Hours, too faft are hafting

Sweet Amours, can never, never be lafting ;
Care and forrow,
May to morrow,
Hinder the dear defign of Pleafure,
Nor grant the happy leafure,
To count our darling Treafure;
Time, time Celia is flying,
Whilit you are denying,
Diflolution, and Confufion
The pafling Bell tolling,
Relations condoling
Horror will foon be furrounding,
Nature confounding;
Make then amends whilft you may,
My dear for that fad Day,
Our Loves kind advances,
| Qur Songs and our Dances,
Age will conclude, and Amorous trances;
~ Beauty with all *tis charms,
Oh pitty, oh pitry will freez in my Arms.

OBLaLalLaba b sl aitakelbalbalballiabala

Cirfory Remarks ‘on fome Few, and pavticularly
the No Beauty of Tunbridge Wells,

T O fhew Tunbridge Wells,
Other Waters excells.

!In the various effe&ts of the blefﬁng;
| I can prove without pain,
hcy can work on the Brain,

As well as the Bladder by P—{ing.
L 3 FOI‘
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For as they can Heal,
With the Iron and Steel,

And the Wretch, Paralitick.recover;
They can make lewd Dice Players,
Go to Chappel to Prayers,

And a Brazen Phyfitian turn Lover.

They can make him difgrace,
A moft Beautiful Face,
And adore a thing, Frowzy and Cloudy ;
Witnefs a brown Gir],
Counted here for a Pearl,
Whom we all thought at Clapham a2 Dowdy.

Face turn’d four-fquare,
Full of aukwardly Air,

Ne'er defign’d for nice beauty’s Regaliaz ;
With a Mouth, which each laugh,
Spreadstwo Inchesand half,

And a Skin like a Ham of Weftphalia.

Then tho' Grazzet {the wears,
Through her Suterly fears,

Of what her whole Lineage may come.too0:;
Since her Daddy defpairs,
Yet the gives her {elf Airs,

And has got the Town Jert with her Bum toe.

They can make the Precife,
The Demure and the Wife,
Applaud this fine Method of living;
Tho’ you never can keep
. Out the Wolwves from the Sheep,
And it all ends, in Cheating and Thieving.

In fhort to conclude,
Without being rude,
They can give fuch a Tintture to Nature ;
They Fat Bawds can tnure,
To fell Fruir, and Procure,

In fpight of the Jerks of a Sartyr.
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4 Sonc, Made on the bappy Occafion of our
late Forcing the French Lines. The Words

made to a pretty new Minuet,

Rand Louss falls head-long down,
Since Luxemburg’s Death, the Witchcraft is gone;
No Planet durft for him appear,
At Helifheims now, nor Blenheim laft Year :
Th’ Arm’s fhouting,
Bawaria’s routing,
Shews juft Fate too, that Rebel refigns,
Once more flying,
Hark how he’s crying, .
jinie bleau, they have forc’d our ftrong Lines.

Sing Mufes, the General's praife,

Baulk'd at the Moffele, but nut at the Maes;

Whillt Volumnas with fcandal are full,

On Lewss the Craz'd, and Lewss the Dull ;
One opprefling,
Feigning redrefling,

Seifes Crowns without Title or Law ;
T’other marches,
Very rarely charges,

Witnefs late, the long Siege at Landax,

Ccown bowls then each Br/¢2ifh brave Son,
Let Bourbon difpair, and Baden doze on,
Tell all who proud Framce dare defend ;
What Brabant begins all Flanders thall end,
Antwerp furrender,
What can defend her,
Millian yield too, to Glorious Eugene;
When that’s gone too,
Vendo[me, Vendofme too,
Hey, for Paris next Summer’s Catpaign.

L 4 A
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A New SoncG by way of Congratulation

ber Majefty, on the Happy Fruffrating b
late rrench Invafion.
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Rom Dunkirk one Night, they ftole outin a fright,
To Infult our Faith’s Royal Defender;

ut fome Demonin th’ dark, made’em out- er the mark,.

And fo baulk the lnvadmg Pretender..

Vhillt the Mounfienr 1n heat, {fent Exprefs to each State, .

That in Scotland he ﬁralght ﬂwu]d be Crown’d ;

ut inftead of that Reign, he muft take him agam,

auph Jolly bold Britaigs, 1augh, laugh,
Laugh at him Europe all round.

Vould my Country-menknow, how thiscomestobefo;
And Row He and his Slaves are {o hearty ;

eye Commonsor Lords,na few honeﬁ uords
flS exp]am d they are all of a Party

nd tho’ poor as Rats, without Coyn or Eftases, -
Only what the moﬂ: Cfor:ﬂm?: wi i f are;

aey Unite againft the Foe, ah, ler us do but {o,
e Jclly bold Britaixs then, thcn,

Thﬁn let 'em come 1f they dare.

ong live Graclous 4n#, let her flourthing Reign, -
Give her faf fety and Glory for ever; .

etno more Novthers: Scrlbes,fell her Kingdom forbribes,
Nor the Brittifh to plague 1t endeavour:

erthe Durch Troopsobey, and give Marlboreuzh hisway,
Let great Hammouer mind his Aftair;
¢t brave Prince Eugene, lead his Tmops ondeaga:n
fhaughty Fiench boafters then, then,

Then ftand your Ground if you dare.

.. L 5. The.
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The Court LunaTicks, or Refleffions ontf
late Changes. The Words made to the Lune

a pretty Country Dance, call’d Hedg Lare.

S N U G of late, the Barons fate
With Northern Brittens bonny,
Ccommons they, were every Day,
On Ways and Means for Mony:
Bur there's now, the Devil to do,

The high built Tery rory ;.
®lots maintain ‘gain{t Moderate Men,

But have faln down a ftory:

Greg's harangu'd, but yet unhang’d,
They want fome more difcovery;
11——Iy’s out, there’s none can doubt,

And St — ns paft recovery <
»f —— hzms Plot is piping hot,
And all to change the Miniftry ;
They only mean, t’ abufe the — 1,
Wich Loyal tham pretences,
Tie. 7vrics fie, you foar fo high,
Y” have all quite loft your Senfes.

Who would put the General out,
That 1s not ftrangely Frantick
\Who'd defame Godolphins name,
That is not fimply antick?
Wha'd difplace the Purfe and Mace,
That value Law or Reafon ¢
“wWhod difcard the @— ns belt Guard,
. Thart is not fond of Treafon?
Yet the Mufe can fome produce,
Wko 'tis believ'd are much to blame;
Some who hope, to climb the top,
And are too Great for me to name:
W ho pretend, the Church to mend,
Vet only do confound the fame:
Arnd meerly mean, to abufe the —7,
With Loyal tham pretences;
z¢, Tories fie, XCo
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H—2t's Gown, 1s now laid down,
The Court for't isin -Mouming;
Yet the Crofs, gives little lofs,
His Coat fo well bears turning :
In all Reigns, his working Brains,
Both fides have oft been trying ; .
Paflive fear, he well could bear,
But never felf denying :
M= [ell too, who all Men knew -
Of late, {o wife and Politick ;
Swears to joyn the Grand defign,
In fpite of his Comptroling ftick:
several more were late brought Oer,
But all were routed in the nick:

The Snake was feen the Flow’rs between, .

For all their Grave pretences;

Fie, Tories fie, &c.

Then in fhort ’tis well the Court,
Can great Preferments vary;
Since they’ve chofe, all now fuppofs,
An honeft Secretary :
One too Juft a Knave to truft,
Tho’ Language he pronounces,
Or to make his Judgment weak,
Employing Faltious Dunces :
Let this Year our Ships of War,:
Be worth an able Penmans care ;
Let the Plots of raving Sot,
Ne'er draw our Party to a fnare;
Northe kind Indulgent Q) eme— 1,
A& with Heart difturbing care:
By doubts that rife, and Tales and Lies,
And Loyal tham pretences ;
Le, ‘Tories fie, you Soar fo bigh,
Yhuve all quite loff your Senfes,

.ﬂ. [
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A S o for Sancho in the Fourth A& of Dog
Quxiot. Set by aMr. John Eccles.
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Was early one Morning, the Cock had juft crow’d ;

)
T Sing hey ding, boe ding, langtridown derry;
| My Holiday Cloaths on, and face newly Mow’d,
1_ with a ey ding, hoe ding, drink your brovwn Berry ;
The Sky was all Painted, no Scarlet fo Red,
| Yor the Sun was jult then getting out of his Bed,.
| When 7Zerefs and I went to Church. to be fped ;
with a hey ding, boe ding, [ball Icoms to Wooe thee,
Hey ding, hoe ding, will ye buckle to me ;
Ding, ding, ding, dinzg, ding, ding derry, derry,
Derry ding, ding,ding, ding,ding, hey lantridown derry.

il e SR _-.—_ unligp Sl

Her Face was as fair, as if 't had been in Print,
| Sing hey ding, &c.
| And her {mall Ferret Eyes, did lovingly Squint ;.
_ With a hey down, &c.
Yether mouth had beendamag’d with-Comfits & plumbs,
And her Teeth that were ufelefs, forbiting her Thumbs,
| Had late, like ill Tennants, forfaken her Gums ;-
- With a bey ding, hoe ding, &C.. 7
ne:
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But when Night came on, and we both were a Bed
Sing bey ding, &c.

Such firangethingsweredone, there’s no more to befs;
With a bey down, &c.

Next Morning her head ran of mending her Gown,

And mine was plagu’'d how to pay Pipera Crown,

And {o we rofeup the {fame Fools we lay down,

¥ With a bey ding, boe ding, &c.

vy,

ey

A

i e i i

The Wedding, or the Farmers Holliday, ANy
S o ~NG. The Words made to a Pleafant Tune. |
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Ay’s Roger to Will; both our Teams fhall lye {till,
. 3 And no Hay fhall be carry’'d to make the Mow ;
For what e'er betide, we muft {ee the new Bride,
And the Lads and the Lafles, and all the Show:
Such fine folk never were {een,
For all the Country comesin,

To Day, let’s leave then our boy gee hoa.

There’s Flaxen, and Brown, and Slim, and full grown,
There’s Tall for your liking, and others low;
There’s fome that can Skip, and there’s otherscan trip,
There’s grey Eyes, and Hazel, and black as Sloe:
Their looks fo pleafing and kind,
They’re fure all, all of one mind;
Zooks think no more then of hoy gee boa.

There’s Widdows and Maids, with their high cocking -
Tho' fome are unskilful, yet others know ; (heads,
There’s Batchelors brisk, who can Caper and Frisk,
And the Art of fiie fooring can nimbly fthew:
When blood warms, Matches are made,
Thus on goes love Jolly trade,
Then who'd be {fweating at Aoy gee hoa.:

Windfor
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Windfor Tarrafs. 4 New Sonc.

| Ufing I late,.
On Windfor Tarras fate ;
And hot, and weary,
Heard a merry,
Am’rous couple chat;.
Words as they go,
The Nymph foon made me know,
And t’other was,
Tho’ gay in drefs,
A blundring Country Beau.

o
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He had fthown her all

The Lodgings, great and {mall 5

The Tower, the Bower,
The Green, the Queen,
And fam'd St. George’s Hall :
Laftly brought her here,
To court her for his Dear ;

To Wed and Bed,
And {wore he had,
A thoufand Pound a Year.

Mony the crew

Of Sots, think all muft do;
And now this Fool,
Unlearn’d at School,

It {feems believes fo too :
But the rare Girl.

More worth than Gold or Pear],

Was Nobly gort,
And brought, and Taught,
To flight the fordid World.

She then brisk and gay,
That lov'd a Tuneful Lay,
In haft pull'd out,
Her little Flute,
And bad him Sing or Play ;
He both Arts defy'd,
And fhe as quickly cry’d;
Who learnt no way,
To Sing nor Say, _
Shou’d ne'er make her a Bride.

233
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BEBES B E ST E 82

it}

An O, or Lyrical Elegy, or Funeral O DT
Written in Sorrow . on the Death of the I
moft Excellent and much Lamented Priv
GerorGEe of Denmaik.

SIZruander, Royal by his birth,

Divinely good, as well as great ;

’Mongft all the Kingdoms of the Earth,
Chcic happy #lbion, for his feat :

The Queen of Hearts, and Queen of Ifles,
Poffeft him of their Fertile ftore;

The firft endear’d him with her fmiles,
The laft gave Eafe, and wealthy Ore &
Fame, he had purchas’d long before,

Say Cherubins that {it on high,
Ve radiant Inmates of the Sky,
Did Heavn e’re give a Mortalmote.

Hark, the Celeftials anfwer no, |
None, more the powersabove could blefs ;

Nor ‘mongft the human Race below,
- E’er ftood defart in higher place:
"T'would pofe the Mufes to extend,

On fuch extream of worth their praife;
The nobleft Mafter, trueft Friend,

The tend’reft Husband, Ancient days
Replete, with Conjugal Effays,
Can {carce fo juft a patrern fhew,
Much lefs, Licentious rovers now,
To vertuous Love, fuch Altars raife.

The Gracious Flora, Pain’d with fear,’

Who knew all days had Mortal date ;
That he might ftay for ever here,
Made league with every Power, but Fate,
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rhat barbrous Tyrant, Foe to th’ Good,
The Wife, the Vertnous, and the Brave :
Jer pious. Zeal, and Prayers withftood
And ftill the more fhe prefs’d to crave
" A Grant, might lov'd Silvander {ave:
The more was urg’d to a degree,
His doom of frail Mortality,

That funk his Glory to the Grave.

he dark recefs, to which all-go,
That breathe upon this Earthly ball
nd now the Royal Florz's woe,
£Admits no Patient interval:
ears from her Eyes inceffant fall,
The State affairs too, weigh her down ;
o none, The can for comfort call,
The Partner of her Cares is gone,
E Who caus'd her oft to ceafe her moan,
: Whilt Grief, that precious Life decays,

And Sighs, fuch florms in Brita’s raife,
85 thakes the Nagion from the Throne.

Reft then great Prince, Sleep, fleep in peace,

| Reliev’d from Vice, and Mortal care:

Whilt we, that pine-in Life's difeaic,

t Our fading Joys, leéfs happy are:

T'anflated thus, from Earth to Heaves,

{ Thy blifsful Tranfports hourly grow,

Whillt we by Raffions tofs’d- and driven,

f Live wretched in this Vale of woe: |

But if our State, fome glimpfe of Comfort Thew,

We're only bleft, fince {fo much Worth muft die,

To have the skill, infacred Vesfe, ftill to preferve thy
: ('Memcr Y.




236 S o N s Compleat,

A Diarocve Sung at a Play, by a Eumy
Boy, and a Giil,

She. FL Y, fly from my fight, fly far away,
My fcorn thou'’lt only purchafe by thy ftay,
Away, away, away fond Fool away.
He. Dear, dear Angel no,
Here on this place 1'll rooted grow ;
Thofe pretty, pretty Eyes,

Has charm’d me fo,
I Cannot, cannot ftir, I cannot, cannot go,

She. Thou Silly, filly ereature, be advisd,
And do not, do not ftay to be defpis’d;
By all my A&ions, thou may'fi fee,
My Heart can fpare no room for thee.
H:. Why, why doft thou hate me, ah, confels
Thou fweet difpofer of my Joys?
Why I can Kifs, and I can play,
And tell a thoufand pretty tales;
Can Sing, can fing the livelong day,
If any other Talent fails.
Ske. Boaft not thy Mufick, for I fear,
Thy finging Gift, has coft thee dear;
Each warbling Linnet on the Tree
Has far a better Fate than thee:
For they Life’s happy pleafures prove,
As they can fing, fo they can Love.
He. Why {o can I,
Ske. No, no, no poor Boy:
He. Why, why cannot 1°?

She, The reafon is, I only guefs ‘
There’s fomething in thy Face and Voice,

That thou'rt not made like other Boys,
No, no poor Boy.
H:. Pray do but try, do but try, &
I know no reafon, no reafon why?
ske. You know, you know, you know you Lye.
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The Bomzy Milk-Maid. Szmg i my Play of
. Don Quixote.
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-

Y E Nymphs and Sylvian Gods,
That love green Fields and Woods;

When Spring newly blown,
Her felf does adorn,
With Flowers and blooming buds:
Come fing 1n the praife,
Whildt Flocks do graze,
In yonders plealant Vale; .
Of thofe that choofey
Their Sleep to lofe,
And in cold Dews,
With clouted Shoes,

Do carry the Milking Pail.

The Goddefs of the Mom,
With blufhes they adorn ;
And take the frefh Air,
Whilit Linnets prepare,
A Confort on each green Thom:
The Blackbird and Thruth,
On every buih,
And the charming Nightingale ;
In merry vein,
Their throats do {train,
To entertain,
The jolly train.
That carry the Milking Pail.

When cold bleak Winds do roar,
And Flowers can {pring no more ;
The Fields that were feen,

So pleafant and green,

By Winter all candid o’er:
Oh how the Town Lafs,

Looks with her white Face,
And her Lips of deadly pale;

But it is not {o,
With thofe that go,
‘Thro’ Frolt 4and Snow,

With Cheeks that glow,
Ta carry the Milking Pail. T
Ah
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The Mifs of Courtly mould,

Adorn’d with Pearl and Gold ;
With wafhes and Paint,
Her Skin does fo taint,

She's wither'd before fhe's Old :
Whilft the in Commode,
Puts on a Cart:load,

And with Cufhions plumps her tail ;

What Joys are found,

In Rufler Gown,

Young, plump and round,

And fweet and found,
That carry the Milking Pail.

The Girls of Venrs Game,

That ventures Health and Fame
In praltifing feats,
With Colds and with Heats,

Make lovers grow Blind and Lame:

If Men were {o Wife,
To value the prife,

Of the Wares moit fit for Sale;
What ftore of Beaus,
Would daub their Cloaths
To fave a Nofe,

By following thofe,
1hat carey the Milking Pail,

The Country Lad is free,

From fears and Jealoufie;
When upon. the Green,
He is often {een,

With his Lafs upon his Knee:
With Kifles moft fweer,
He does her greet,

And fwears fhe’ll ne’er grow ftale;
Whilft the London Lals,
In e’ery place.
With her brazen Face,
Defpifes the grace,

of thofe with the Milking Pail.

239
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A Raptare on Albion and Czlia.
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Aptures attending dwellers Divine,
Can ne'er be tranfcending 4lbion’s and mine;

Fame’s noble ftory Charms her fair Ifle,

And I as much Glory in Celis’s fmile ;

ifory rears her conquering Crofs,
hilt France in Tears bewails her fad lofs.

aptures attending dwellers Divine,

i ne’er be tranfcending 4l670n’s and mine;
onqueft ‘T'riumphant too, comes from the Sea,
hus Fare blefles 4lbion, and Celia me.

aprures attending dwellers Divine,

i ne'er be tranfcending 4l6ion’s and mine.
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On the GloviousVillory lately won bythat W ond ry
Herv Prince Eugene, over the Turkifh 4rmy
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[’ATE had defign’d this worft of all Ages,
For Chriftian Valour a glorious doom ;
This the Grand Signior’s prowefs inrages,
' Who thought a Million would foon o’erconie:
shomet fent the great Mufzi a Vifion,
ow all the Germans bemoan’d their Condition,
Squadrons were {canted,
Officers wanted,

Only Ewugene for Chriftendom.

wo Hundred thoufand made the Turks Army,

Three quarters more then in Fighe prevail;

ot fo the Germans who could alarm ye,

Only with Valour when forces fail -

ow the Grand Pizier his Muflelmen treating, .

wore the poor handfuls were {carce worth hisbeating,
But not performing,
Brave Eyzene ftorming,

All ran away from proud Horfe-tails.

ow foars the Crofs, and now flys the Creffent,

Thoufands now wait the Vitorious prize;

ow bloody Wounds and groans are inceffant,

Now the bold Zizier difpairing dies :

rewe]l the Grandure of Oztoman power,

hinking the brightnefs of Chriffians to lower
Brave Eugene's ftory,

~_Blooms wirth frefh Glory,
Whillt Chriftendom old Faith enjoys.
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A Dialogue between Teague an Irifh Prieft any
Arcb-bifhopof Paris, on the taking of Tourp
and the State of the Frenchaffairs, The Wy,
made to an Irith Tune, -

League,

A RK Lewis groans, good Fador wat ailfh him|

_ None of our loud Te-Deums avallfh him
Creefh fhave my Showl by Trumpets and Drummin

The Raifon’s plain now great Marlborough is coming

Yough bone o bone.
Bifhop.

Leave off your howle you feemple Bogtrotter,
Vat can me do in tings of dis nature ;

‘Getr you to Mafs and dofe matters handle,

To Curfe him back vid your bell Book and Candle:

Ah Fernie bleiw,
T | 1 e8!
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Teapue.

srick our Shaint fuccelles delaying,
irfhing will do no more good than Praying ;
cadful Eugene the Deevil fure carrys,

ow Towrnay's taken he'll foon come to Parss :
Yigh hone o bone.

B:ﬁop.

dey o on as now dey’r beginning,

puting our Troops and Townsdaily winning;
indey r Lines our Army lyes Sleeping,

liew de Gold we {o long have been heaping :
Ah Fernie bleiw.

Teague.

isby my Show!’s de fruit of Ambition,

fec’r by his Pride in woful condition ;

emuit be making Kings of Welch Princes,
plague upon’'t he has quite loft his Shences#
Tigh hone o hone.

" Bifbop.

scomes of Plots with Sweden combining,
pd of propofing Peace and not figning ;

vt Gen’rals now fuch Anger difcover,

y] fure demand both Perfails and de Logure:
dh Fernie bleiw.

Teague.

undy’s Mad dat Fool has undon us,

#'s the fame who now feems to thun us;
mwick 15 fent out to feek his undoing,

lard ftrong Ale for Filliars is Brewing :
lgh bone o bone.

M 3 Ad-



246. S o N s Compleat,

Advice to the City, a famous Soxc, [etto g
Tune of Signior Opdar, [o remarkable, tha
I bad the Honour to Sing it with Kin
CuarvEes at Windlor; He bolding one pan
of the Paper with Me. |
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