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2 - Prristo Furge Melancboly,
Aad ckethere befel an Acciden,
5 By faultofa Carpenter’s Son ;
4V ho to faw Chups his fharp Ax lent,
Woe worth the time, may Lon—

May Mfay, Wee worth the Carpenter,
And all fuch Blockhead Fools;
TWould he were hang’d up like a Serpent here,

For Jefting with Edge Tools.
For into the Chips there fell a fpark,

'hich put out 1n fuch Flames;
That it was known Into Southwark,
Which lives beyond the Thames.

— —

Tor lo the Bridge Was wondrous ﬁigh,
With Water underneath ;

O’cr which as many Fifhes fly,
As Birds therein do Breath.

~ And yet the Fire confum’d the Bridge,

Not far from place of Landing ;
And tho’ the Bujlding was full big,
It fell down Notwithftanding.

i1ding that was fumpruous;
Wz« all by Fire half Burnt dowd,
Foi being to0 contempruous.

& -hus you have A1 but half my Scng,
. . -0 what COMES after ;
. Trel'd you with the Fire,

- ] _f . "f;;:ﬁ‘ thﬁ Watﬂ';
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Ji tell you what the River’s Name is,
Where thefe Children did flide s ;

was fair London’s {wiftelt Thames,

{That keeps both Time and Tide .

| on the Tenth of January,

o Wonder of much People ;

was Frozen o'er that well "ewonld bear,
Almoft a Country Steeple.

aree Children Sliding thereabout,
pon a place too Thin ;

pat fo at laft it did fall out,
hat they did all fall In.

great Lord thefe was that laid wich the King,
And with the King great Wager makes ;
when he faw he could not Win,

e Sigh’d and would have drawn Stakes,

faid it would bear a Man for to {lide,
And laid a Hundred Pound ;

e King faid it would break, and fo it did,
or Three Children there were Drown’d.

which One's Head was from his Shoulder -
ars {tricken whofe Name was Fobn 3

10 then Cry’d out as loud as he cou’d,
P Lon-a Lon-a London.

ut-tut-tary from thy Sinful Race,
hus did his Speech decay ;
onder that in fuch a Cafe,

e had no more to fay.

i thus being drown’d s-lack, a-lack,
he Water ran down their Throats 3

| ftops theit Breaths Three Hours by the CIOCk,
¢fore they could get any Boats.

B 2 Y€
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¥e Parents all that Children have,
And ye that have none yet;
Preferve your Children from the Grave,

And teach them at Home to {it.

For had thefe at a Sermon been,
Or elfe upon Dry Ground;

‘Why then 1 would never have been feen,
If that they had been Drown’d.

Even 5 a Hun<fman ties his Dogs,
I'cr fear they thould go from him;

So tie your Chiidren with Severities Clog,
Untie ¢m, and you'll undo 'em.

God ilels onr Noble Parliament,
And rid them from all Fears

G2} Blefs th’ Commons of this Land,
And God Blefs fome o'th’ Peers.

!
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Puii. Porter’s Farewel, Tothe [ame]

G OQOD People all, T pray give Ear,

My Words concern ye much ;
1 will repeat a Heltor’s Life,
Pray God ye be not fuch.

There was a Gallant in the Town, ,
A Brave and Jolly Sporter ; !
‘Ther was no Lady in the Land,
But he knew how to Court her. 'l

His Perfon Comely was and Tall,
More Come'y have been few Men:
Which made him well tel-v'd of Men,

£t more belov'd of Wumnen,




P1ivis to Pyrge Melancholy,

ides all this, I can you tell,
That he was well Endowed.
g many Graces of the Mind, .
iad they been well beftowed.,

was as Liberal as the Sun,
His Gold he freely fpent
ether 1t were his own Lflate,
r that it were him lent.

Valour he a L.yon was

fay a Lyon bold ;

¥ he no Living Man did Fear,
B hat Sword 1n FHand did hold.

id when that he with glitiering Blade,
Pid e'er affail his Fies:

Il well 1 tro, they did not mifs

8 heir Belly full of Blows.

french Man once aflaulted him,
ind told him that he Ly'd; .

which with Quart-pot he him flew:
ind {o the Freuch Man Dy'd,

ree Danes, Six Germans, and Five Sweedes,
fet him in Lane of Dryry;

o caufe they took of him the Wall,
He Kill'd them in his Fury

on his Body welladay,

ull many a Scar he bore ;
Skin did look like Satrin Pinck'd )
ith Gathes many a Score.

! had he loft that Noble Blood

or Country’s Liberty ;

¢re could all England then have found.
0 Brave a Man as he?

B3
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But Woe is me thefe Virtues great,
Were all Eclips'd with Vice;

Juft fo the Sun that new Shines bright,
Is darkn’d in 1 trice.

For he did Swagger, Drink and Game,

Indeed what would be not;
His Pfalter and his Catechife

He utterly forgot.

But he is gone, and we will et
No more of him be faid;

They fay 'tis naught for to reveal
The Vices of the Dead.

Befides we have fome caunfe to think

That he may 'feape Tormenting ;
For the Old Nurfe that Warch’d with him,

Did fay he Dy’d Repenting.

The Second PART.

FArewel Three Kings, where [ have fpent
Full many an ldle Hour;

Where oft 1 Won, but never Loft,
If ’twere within my Power,

Where the Raw Gallants I did chufe,
Like any Rag-a-muffin ;

But now I'm fick and cannot Play,
Who'll truft me for a Coffin.

Farewel my deareft Pickadildy,
Notorious for great Dinners ;
Oh what 2 Tennis-Court was there!

" Alas! too good for Sinners.
Fard
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arewel Spring-Garden where 1 us'd

To Pifs before the Ladies ;
boor Souls! Who'll be their He&lor novw,
| And get 'em pretty Babies.

barewel the Glory of Hide-Park,
| Which was to me fo dear;
h, fince I can’t enjoy it more,

Y Would I were Bur?éd thére

arewel Tormenting Creditors,

i Whofe Scores did fo Perplex me ;
Vell! Death I fee for{omething’s'good,
For now they'll ceafe to vex me.

arewel true Brethren of the Sword,
i All Martial Men and Stout;
arewel dear Drawer &t the Fecce
| T cannot leave thee Cfllt- AR

7251

y Time draws on, I now muft go,
From this Beloved Light ;
emember me to pretty Sue,

§ And o dear Friends good Night,

With that on Pillow low he laid
His Pale and Drooping Head;
and ftreight e’er Cat could lick her Ear,

d Poor Philly he was Dead: - *

ow God blefs all that will be Bleft,
God blefs the Inns of Court ;
And God blels D’ #venant’s Opera,

Which is the Sport of Sports.
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On theD EAT H of Jo. Wrighe.
Io the fame Tune,

ST - Y

HE N Rich Men Die, whofe Purfes {well
With Silver and with Gold ;

They ftraight fhall have a Monument,
Their Memories t'uphold.

Yet all that Men can fay of them,
They lived fo unknown ;

Is but to write upon their Tomb,
Here lieth fuch a one.

When Fofeph wricht, who Dyed Poor,
(Tho' Simom was his Porter)
Shall Die as if he ne’er had been,

And want his Worth's Reporter.

Full many a Cann he often Drank,
In Flest-fireer in the Cellar;

Yet he muft unremember'd Die,
Like {fome bafe Fortune-teller.

He made the Ballad of the Twrk, ..
And Sung it in the Street; '
And Shall he Die, and no Man heed 1t?

No Friends, it is not meet. -

He lived in a Garret high,
Not much below the Sieeple; |

And fhall he Die, alafs poor Fo,
Unknown unto the People.

&le had a Dog, his Name was Tre?,
Th' Dog with him did lye;

Shall 7véit Live for his Dog's fake,
And 7o negleted Die ?



Prors toPuge N elancholy.

He had no Curtains to his Bed,
. But yet for t'other Quart;

oin he would find, and fhall he Die
And no Man lay’t to Heart? -

e hated all the Female Sex,
Who knew his private Grudge;
nd muft he therefore Die forgot ¢
[ jeave the World to Judge.

ach Teem he ask’d his Father Blefling,
On bended Knee demurely ;

Vho then did give him Shillings Ten,
And muft he die Obfcurely *

0, Jo, T'll bid Peace to thy Bones,
Tho’ they were Sick and Cralie ;

nd muft bc uite made New again,
Before that Hecwen can raife thee.

nd {ince thou’rt gone, and there i1s nonsz
Who knoweth where to find thee;

‘il fix this Truth upon thy Name,
Thou didft leave Wit behind thee.

‘it that fhall make thy Name to laft,
When Tariton's Jelts are Retren;

nd Cesrge-a-green, and Mether Bunch) -
Shait all be quite forgotten.

vow 1f vou ask where 7o 1s gone,
You think I cannot tell ;

h e 1s Bleft, for he was Poor,

And could not go to Hell,

vt or Fie Father, Rich in Bags,
Tue Dev'l otghe te have hiin,
B ""}On o Lare of fw L a Son,
il Ttwas soo Lete to fave him,

B S
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7he PALPHRY:

AFasre. To the [ame Tune.

' A palplry Proud, prick'd up with Pride,

Went Prancing on the Way;
By chance a Mill-horfe-he efpy'd,
At whom he ’gan to Neigh.

And fcornfully with great Difdain

The Palpbry he ftood fill;
And Jaughed at the filly Horle,
W hich carry'd Sacks to Mill.

Stand back, quoth he, thou moyling Afs,
A Shame to Becgars kind; :

Cive place to me. thy Lord, to pafs,
Thou Drudge and toiling Hind.

And with thefe Words he flung his Heels,
Anc by the Mill-Horle pafs'd; -

To whom the fill: Jade in Field,
Did thus reply at lafl.

Well, Well, qucth he, with mournful Mind,
Full Little know'ft thou yet;

E'er that thou come unto thy End,
Who an thy Back fball fit.

When I was Ycung, asthou art nov,
Full 1ittls did T Care;

And ~ever thought vpen thefe Sacxs,
Which row to Mill.I bear.

1 conld both Manage, Stop and Turn,
Curvet, crd bravely Fling;

Ae Tilts oo Turnaments 1 ferv’d,
Likewife to Run a Race at Ring.
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Then was I fed with Corn amil Hay
And had each thing at Wil

But when my Strength did wear away,
I fold was to the Mxll

And thou which proudly here doft Prance,

And giv'ft no Man the Way ;
Full htt]e doft thouy know how foon
Thou fhalt come to decay: '

Thy Mafter’s Stable is no Grange,
Boaft not therefore of Strength;
Yet not fo Conftant is by chance,

As thou fthalt find at length.

Bucephalus upon his Back

A Mighty Monarch bore;

When he had fpent his frefh green Youth, .

‘The Dogs his Fleth did Tear.

A Horfe, a Hound, a Hawk, a Man,
Serve but their Youthful Prime:
Therefore take heed if thou be W1fc,

Lay hold while it is Time.

Truft not then to after Wou'ds, .
(:ape not for had 1 lift;

TenBirds on Wing are not fo good
As One upon the Fift.

With ftore of Shells in Peafc-cod time,
Befure thou fhalt be Fed ;

With fair Words and {weet ones too,
Befure thou thalt be led.

And when thy Strength does wear away,
And Beauty ‘gins co fade;
Away then with this Dnatmg Als,

e ferveth for tht. S Padc,
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Lo here you Tufty lads to learn,
Under a Caveart told ;

That Younglings fpend their frefh green Youth,
Not thinking to be Old. - ~

Therefore hoift not your Sails too high,
Difdain not fimple Will ; | |
For many a {turdy Horfe ¢'er now,

Hath carried Sacks to Mill. -

Yo s%a 8%y xfs a¥s Afe oy S2¢ A%, ok olg 2k, 2 Sh 3K, s¥s 3N, o¥, oK oX, e¥, S%, SN s
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The Royal REGIMENT.
By Jo. Hayw~ess,

I’L L Sing inthe Praife, if you'll lend but an Ear,
Of the fierce Royal Regiment,but don’t thirk I Jeer
kor I vow and proteft,they’re as brave Men and willing
As ever Old Reme bred, or New Jusskiling.

Lord
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ord, had you but feen 'em March with that Decorum,
hat no Roman Triumph cou’d €’er go before ’em ;
ome Smoaking, fome Whitthng, dll meaning no Harm,
ike Yorkfhire Attorneys, coming up to the Term.

Dn Long-tails, on Bob-tails, on Trotters and Pacers,
Dn Pads, Hawkers, Hunters, on Higlers and Racers;
ou’d have fworn Knights and Squires, Prigs, Cackolds,

(and Panders,
Appear’d all like fo many brave Alexand:rs.

Thefe Warriours who through all Dangers muft go,
foft bravely defpiftng Blood, Bartle and Foe
Vas Mounted on Steeds the laft Lord-Mayors Day,

‘rom Turky, Spain, Barbary, Coach, Cart arrd Dray.

Twas that very Day their high Prowefs was fhown,
In guarding the King thro’ the Fire-werks o'th' Town;
[ho’ Sparks were Unhorft, and their lac’d Coats were
| {{poil'd
et they dreaded no Squibs,from Man, Woman,or Child,

he Cornet whofe Noie, tho’ 1t fpoke him no Roman,-
fV'as Mounted that Day on a Horfe fearing no Man ;
N> wonder, for all o’er his Trappings fo {fumptuous,
He tv’d Squibs and Crackers; "twas mighty Prefump-
(tuous.

But mark his Defign, Faith 'tis worth your Admiring,

I was to let the Queen fee how his Horfe wou'd ftand
S ' (Firing ;

[Not wifely coitidering Her Majefty’s Marrv'd,

And he had been Hang'd, had fome Body Mifcarry'd.

All Hearts true as Steel, but of all the brave Fellows,
The Scriv’ner for my Money, who was fo Zealous;
[He fcioe for the Leafe of his own Houle from Home,

To make outa Cov’ring for the Troop’s Kettle-Drum,

[ The Lieutenant Colonel being thrown by a Genaet, I
His Son-in-Law fancying fome Treachery ia it; G
aye€
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Gave the Horfe the Oats, which the Beaft took they fay,
But Sworeby the Lord they went down like chopt Hay

He the Horfe of fome Irib Papilt did buy,
So doubting, as well he might, his Loyalty s
He made him to Eat with his Oats Gunpewdero,

And Prance to the Tune of Old Lily-buricro.

"The Tub-preaching Saint was fo Zealous a Blade,
In Jack-Beots day & night he Sleep’d,Preach’d & Pray'd
To call ’em to Prayers he needs no Saints Bell, .
For Gingling his Spurs Chimes ’em in all as well. |

A Noble ftout Scriviner who now fhall be Namelefs,
That in Day of Batt!e he might be found Blamelefs;
A War-Horfe of Wcod of a Duteh Carver buys,

To learn with more fafecy the Horfe Exercife,

With one Eye on's Honcur, the other on Gain,

He fixes a Desk on Bucephalus's Main ;
That {o by this means he his Prancer beftriding,
Might pra&ice at once both his Writing and Riding,

But Oh the fad News that their Joy quite confeunds,
To Irelamd their own ltke the laft Trumpet Sounds;

Lord, Lo-d how this fer them to writing Petitions,
And thinking of nothing but Terms and Conditions.

AR whe'll March for me? Speak any that dare,
Here'sa Horfe & a Hundred Pound for him, that’s fair:

Dear Courtier excufe me from Teague-land and Slanghter
Andtakew hichyou pleafe,Sir,my V Vife or my Daughte:

Somefeign'd themf{elves Lame, fome feign'd the‘m(f_’__'elw
(Clapt

At laft £ =ding all themfelves by themfelves iTmPt;P

T he King moft unanimoufly they Addreft,

And told him the Truch, it was all but a Jeft.

A Teft, quoth the King, and with that the King Smil'd
Come it ne’er fhall be faid that a good Jeft was fpoil'd

T hex
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Therefore I difmifs you, in Peace all depart,
Sir, ’cis more Your GoodnefS, than ogr defere.

Thus being deliver'd from th* tedious Vexation,

Of being Defenders of this or that Nation ;

They Kifs'd Royal Fift, and were Drunk all for Joy,
Then broke all their Swords, aod cry'd, #ive le Roy.

SEBRRBABTERBE Lo xn

A Sad and lamentable Account of an unbappy
Aecident that befel a young Gentleman, py 4
Fall from his Horfe, whereby be moft dange.
voufly burt bis Nofe and Chin.  The Words by

Mr.FisgBUR N

CO ME liften, good People, the whillt T relate,
An Accident moft Unfortunate,
Of a Horfe, and a Gentleman, and a fad Fate,

Which ne Body can deny,
They
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Then firft of the Firft, fays the Country Parfon,

Ic was a Mad Beatt as e’er was clap’d Arfe on,
And he would Run furioufly like a Mars on
Which no Body, &cC. —

It was not a Horfe, nor a Mare, but-a Gelding,

A Run-away Beaft that will not be held in,

To fay the Truth, ‘twas a very Heilding,
IWhich ne Body, &C.

To tell you his Colour, his Age, or his Feature,
At what he was Rated, or what was his Stature,
\Why Faith "twould be fomething befides our Matter,

Which ue Boay, &C.

But-now to Preceed fomething fafter,

And tell you the Caule of this fad Difafter,

Av, and how this Horfe did {erve his Mafter,
H#hick us Bedy, &,

As this Horfe and his Mafter were going to Ded,
{ The Mafier and Horfe, I fhould have {aid)
Away ran this Horfe as if he had fled,

I¥hich no Body, &¢.

Onwards went Pezaffs, there let him Stray,

Off went the Gentleman, there let Lim lay,

For this Beaft h.d not the good Manners to {tay,
H/;JJ'CE." [p] B'.'f.‘}’,- &C.

Then an angry Charioteer did approach, (Coach,
With 2 Pox rake your Worfhip, you have fpeil’d the
Which was iefore-as Sound as a Roach,

Which ne Bady, &c.

Put the T zdy in milder Terms did begin,

With «'sfs good Gentleman, pray have him 1in,

Lord F-w he has hurt his Nof¢ and his Ctun,
I hich ne Body, &¢.

flﬂd



Pivirsto Purge Melancholy. ‘19

\nd when they had fit him down in a Chair,
Chey all of his Life began to defpair,

\r length they did venture to put up this Prayer,
Which no Body, &g.

P Thou that PreferV'f} 1s at Bed and Board,
ome help to this Dying Man afford,
or our Squive we fear, s as Drank as # Lord,

' Which no Body, ¢.

ut they prov’d a Brace of your Praying Lay-men,
he one cry’d God Blefs him, the other cry’'d Amens,
Which no Body, &c.

Eut then came a Couple, I took ‘em for Dray-men,

I'hen a Pox of your Praying, crys out a Painter,
nle(s you had a prevailing Saint here,

Such Winning's enough to make a Man fasnt here,
Which no Body, &¢. |

hen Firft he did wifely Examine his Skult,

J1is Legs and his Arms he next did pull;
hich made this Calf roar out like a Bull,
Which no Body, &c.

At Portfmouth there lately did Land an Hamburgean,
Who Eat Pickl'd Dog, and took it for Sturgeon,

>0 we 1ad a Painter inftead of a Surgeon,
Bhlel ag Bﬂd}’, &c. |

Jut then came a Lawyer to make up the round,
And he to the Purpofe a Proverb had found,

He that’s Born to be Hang'd fhall never be Drown'd
Which no Body, &c. R

Then come fome Old Women to make up the Ditty,
| With alas good Gentleman, Faith "twas a Pity,

He was the Prettieft Man in all the City,

| Which no Body can deny,

Ths
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The TRIMMER.
To the [ame Tune,

PRe y lend me your Ear if you've any to fpare,
You that love Common-wealth as you hate com.
(mon Prayer,

That can in a Breath, Pray, Diflemble and Swear.

Which no Body can a’apf, dny y which no Bedy can deny.

I'm firft on the wrong-fide, and then on the right,
To Day 'm a Fack, and to Morrow a Mize,

I for either King Pray, but for neither dare Flght
Which no Body, &c.

Sometimes I'm a Rebel, fometimes I'm a Saint,
Sometimes I can Preach and at other times Cant ; :
There is nothing but Grace I tliank God that. L wanf,

Whick mo Body, &,

O1d Babylow's Whore, I cannot endure her,
I'm a San&ify’d Samt there’s none can be Purcr,
For Swearing I hate like any Non-Juror.

Which mo Body, &c.

Of our Gracious King Wiliam I am a great Lover,

Yet I fide with a Party that Prays for another,

I'd drink the King’s Health, take it one way or t'other.
WbZFb 70 Bﬂd’, &C

Precifely I creep like a Snail to the Meeting,

Where Slghm 1 Gt, and fuch forrowful Greeting,

Makes me hate a long Prayer and two hours Prating.
Wkich no Body, &¢

And
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And then T fing Pfalms as if never weary,
vet I muft confefs, when I'm Frolick and Merry ;

More Mufick I find in 4 Buat to the Ferry.
Which no Bedy, &c.

I can pledge ev'ry Health my Companions drink round,
I can {ay, Heaven Blefs, or the Devil Confound ;
I can hold with the Hare, and run with the Hound.

Which no Body, &c.

I can Pray for a Bifhop, and Curfe an Arch-Deacon,
I can {feem very forry that Charlersy’s Taken ;
I can any thing fay to fave my own Bacon.

Which no Bedy, &c.

Sometimes for a good Common.wealths I am wifhing,

O Oliver, Olivér, give usthy Blefling,
For in troubled Waters now I loye Fifhing.

Which no Body, &ec.

The Times are {o ticklifh I vow and profefs,
I know not which Party or Caufe.to embrace 3
1'll fide with thofe to befure that are leaft in Diftrefs,

Which no Body, &¢.

With the Facks T rejoyce that Savgy's defeated,
With the #higs I feem pleas’d he fo bravely Retreated,

Friends and Foes are by me both equnﬂy treated.
[Which no Body, &c.

Each Party you fee, is thus full of great Hope,
There are fome for the Devil and fome for the Pope,
And I am for any thing, but for a Rope.

Whith wo Bedy can desy, K¢,
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Ihe Cur-Pursz. ByB. JOHNSON.

M Y Mafters and Friends,and good People draw near,
And look to your Purfes, for that I do fay,
And tho’ little Money in them you do wear,
It coft more to get than to lofe in a Day ;.
You oft have been told,
The Young and the Old,
And bidden beware of the Cut-purfe {o bold ;

Then if you take heed not, free me from the Curfe,
Who give you fair Warning for and the Cut-purfe.
Youtrh, Youth, thou had f bett:r been fary’d at Nurfe,

Tren for to be hang'd for cutting & Purfe. I
¢t
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Tt hath been upbraided to Men of my Trade,
That oft-times we are the Caufe of this Crime,
Alack and for pity, why fhould it be faid *
As if they regarded the Place or Time:
Examples have been,
Of fome that were feen,
In Weftminfter-Hall, yea, the Pleaders between :
Then why fhould the Fudzes be free from this Curfe,
More than my poor {elf, for cutting the Purfe?

Youth, Youth, &Xc.

At Wircefler "tis known well, and even i’th’ Jayl,
A Knight of good worth did there thew his Face,
Againft the {mall Sinner in rage for to rail,
And loft Itfe Facto, his Purfe 1'th’ Place;
Nay, even from the Seat
Of Judgment {o great,
A Fudze there did loofe a fair Purfe of Velver,
O Lord for thy Mercy, how wicked or worle,
Are thole that fo venture their Necks for a Purle ?
Yourh, Youth, &cC.

At Plays and at Sermons, and at the Seffions,

"Tis daily their Praftice fuch Booties to make ;
Yea, under the Gallows at Exccurions,

They ftick not, but ftare about Purfes to take:

Nay, once without Grace,
, At a better place,

At Court, and at Chriftmals Lefore the King's Face :
Alack then for pitty muft I bear the Curfe,
That only belong to the cunning Cut-purfe?

Youth, Youth, &c.

But oh you vile Nation of Cut-purfes all,
Relent and Repent, and amend, and be found,
And know that you ought not by honeft Mens Fall,
‘Yo advance your own Fortunes, to die above Ground;
And tho’ you go Gay,
_ In Silks, as you may,
It is not the High-way to Heaven (they fay)
Repent, then Repent ye for better for worfe,
£ind Kifs not the Gallows for Cutging a Purfs,
o, Liuth, &C. T
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The MA1DE N’s Longing, Tothe [ame

Tune.

A Maiden of late,

Whofe Name {weet Kete,

She dwelt in London near #lder[zate;
Now liit to my Ditty, declare it I can,

She would have a Child, without help of & Man. |

To a Do&tor fhe came,
A Man of Great Fame,
Whofe deep Skill in Phyfick Report did proclaim,
Quoth fhe, Mr Doltor {hew me if you can,
How I may Conceive without help of a Man.

Then liften, quoth he,
Since fo it muft be,

This wondrous ftrange Med’cine I'll fhew prefently ; |
Take Nine Pound of Thunder, Six Legs of a Swan, |

And you fhall Conceive without help of a Man.

The Wool of a Frog,
The Juice of a Log,
Well Parboil’d tcgether in the Skin of aHog,
With the Egg of a Moon Calf, if get you can,
And you fhall Conceive without help of a Man.

The Love of falfe Harlots,
The Faith of fal{fe Varlots,

With the Truth of Decoys that walk in their Scarlets, .-
And the Feathers of a Lobfter well fry’d in a Pan, |

And you fhall conceive without help of a Man.

Nine drops of Rain,

Brought hither from Spain,
With the blaft of a Bellows quite over the Main,
With Eight Quarts of Brim{tone Brew’d 1n a Beer Cann,

Arnd you fhall Conceive without help of a Man,
Six

|
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Six Pottles of Lard,
Squeez’d from a Rock hard, '

Vith Nine Turkey Eggs, each as long as a Yard,
With a Pudding of Hail-ftones weli bak’d in a Pan,

And you fhall Conceive witho.t help of a Man.

Thefe Med’cines are good,
And approved have ftood,
Vell temper’d together with a Pottle of Blood,
Squeez'd from a Grafhopper and the Nail of a Swan,
"To make Maids Conceive without help of a Man,

ofalodedeg gedubaluiodielidaetedada-gatog-getcl  dc:

Upon the PY R AM I D. By Mr. Ratcliffe.
’ To the foregoing Tune.
( near,
Y Mafters and Friends, and good People draw
For here’sa New Sight which you mult not ef=
(cape,
A Stately young Fabrick that coft very dear,
 Renown'd for ftrait Body and Barbary fhape;
[ A Pyramid much high'r,
' Than a Steeple or Spire,
By which you may guefs there has been a Fire.
Ah London t5'adf better have built New Burdello's,
T' encourage She-Traders and lufly Young Fellows.

No {ooner the City had left their old Houfes,

__But they fet up this Monument wonderful tall ;
jTho‘ when Chriftians were Burnt, as Foxplainly thews us,
There was nothing fet up but his Beok in the Hall.

And yet thefe Men can't
| In their Confcience but grant,
That a Houfe is unworthy compar'd to a Saint,

An Londm, &¢.
‘The
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The Children of Men in ereting old Babel,
To be faved from Water did only defire:
So the City prefumesthat this young one is able,
When cccafion fhall ferve, to fecure them from Fi
Rlowing up when all's done
Preferves the beft Town,
But this Hieroglyphic will foon be blown down.
Ab London, &C. |

Some fay it refembles a Glafs, fit for Mum,

And think themfelves Witty by giving Nick-nam
An Extinguifher too ’tis fancied by fome,

As fet up on purpofe to put out the Flames,

But whatever they fhall
This VVorkmanthip call,
Had it never been thought on 'thad been a Save.all.

Ah London, &C.

Some Paflengers feem to fufpect the grave City,
As Men not fo wife as they fhou'd be, or {o;

And oftentimes fay, 'tis a great deal of pity .
So much Coin fhou'd be {pent, and {o little to fhe
But thefe Men ne'er ftop
To pray for going up,
For all that's worth {eeing, is when y are a-top.
Ah London, &C.

But O you proud Nations of Citizens all,
Suppofing y had rear'd but only one Stone,
And on it Engrav'd a ftupendious Tale,
Of a Conflagration the Iike was ne’er known:
It had been as good
T have humour’d the Croud,
And then y'had prevented their Laughing aloud.
Ab London t5'adf better bave built New Burdello’s
T encourage She-Traders, and lufly Young Fellows,
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On the Lovely Mrs. K. W.

e
.___.3

[ 4te, the lovelieft thing

N That €’r was form'd by Nature,
Flora Ve’ pride of Spring,

Ne'er wore {o fweet 2 Feature.

Her Air, her Port, her Mien,

| Her Lips, her Eyes, Complexion,
Had Jove when on Earth, but feen,
He had doted to Perfe@ion.

With Kiffes and Bliffes one's drown’d,
In Seas of Jiquid Pleafure;

Such flore of Riches there I found,
ohe’s an endlels Mine of Treafurs,

VOL. 1V, C
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An leave Tipiag, the Gods have done Feafting,
There’s never 8 Goddefs a Henting to Day:
Mortals marvel at Coridon’s Jefting,
That gives the afliftance to entertain May.
‘The Lads and the Laffes, with Scarfs on their Faces,
So lively as paffes, trip over'the Dowas: (bred
Much Mirth and Sport they thake, renning at Barle
Lord what hafte they make for & Green-gown!

Fobm with Gidan, Harry with Frances,

Meg and Mary, ‘Wid} Roéin and W2y,
Geerge and Margery lead all the Dances,

For they were reported to have the beft Skill :
But Cicily and Nancy, the fairefl of many,

That came laft of any, from out of the Towns,
Quickly got 1n among the midft of all the Thsong

_ They fo much did long for cheir Green-gowns.
Wi
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VVanton Deborah whifpered with Dorethy,
That fhe would wink upon Rickard and Sym,
Mincing Maudlin thew’d her Authority,
And in the Quarrel would venture 3 Limb.
Bur $ibe! was fickly, and could not.come quickly,
And therefore was likely to fall in a Swoen,
Tib would not tarry for Tem, nor for Harry,
Left Chriftian fhould carry away the Green-gown.

Blanch and Bettrice, both of a Famuly,
Came very lazy lagging behind ;
Annife and Aimable noting their Policy,
Cupid 1s cunni:;?, although he be blind
But winny the VVitty, that came from the City,

VVith Parnel the Pretty, and Befle the Brown:
Clem, Foam, and. Ifabel, Sue, Alice and bonny Nel,

Travell'd exceedingly for a Green-gowa.,

Now the Youngfters had reach’d the green Meadow,
VVhere they intended to gather their May,

Some in the Sun-fbine, fome in the Shadow, -
Singled in Couples did fall to their Play ;
But conftant Penelope, Faith, Hope and Charity,

Look'd very modeftly, yet they lay down;
And Prudence prevented what Rachel repented,
And Kare was contented to take a Green-gown,

Then they defired to know of a truth,
If all their Fellows were in the like Cafe,
Nem call'd for Ede, and Ede for Ruth,

Ruth for Marey, and Marcy for Grace;
But there wasno{peaking,they anfwer'd with {queaking,
The pretty Lafs breaking the head of the Clown ;
But fome were VVooing, while others were doing,
Yet all their going was for a Green-gown,

(.2 Brighe
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Pright Arlo was all this while peeping,
To {ee if his Daplne had been in the Throng ;
But mifling her hattily downwards was creeping,
For Thetss imagin’d Re tarried too long:
Ther all the Troop Mourned and homeward returned,

For Cymthiz {corned to {mile, or to frown ;
Thus they did gather May, all the long Summer-day,

And at Night went away with a Green-Gown,

Prris to Pirge Melar choly,
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Tbe Ballad of King Joux and the Abbot of

CANTERBURY.
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i’L L tell you a Story, a Story anon, _ :
Of a Noble Prince, and his Name was King $obs 3
For he was a Prince, a Prince of great mighr, |

He held up great Wrongs, and be put down great Righe,
Derry down, down, bey derry down.

Pl tell you a Story, a Story fo merry,

Concerming the Abbot of Canterbury ;

And of his Houfe-keeping and high Renown,

Which made him repair to fair London Towan,
Derry down, &c.

How now, Brother Abbot ! 'tis told unto me, . .,
That thou keep'it a far better Houfe than I; . |
And for thy Houfe-keeping and high Renown, .~

I fear thou haff Treafon againft my Crown.
Derry down, &c.

I hope my Liege, that you owe me no Grudgs,.
For {pending of my true gotten Goods;
If thou doft not anfwer me Queftions Three,
Thy Head {hall be takea from thy Body.

Derry down, &c.

When I am fet on my Steed fo high, |
With my Crown of Gold upon my Head ;
Amongft all my Nobility, with Joy and much Mirth,

Thou mutft tell me to One Penny what I am Worth.
Derry down, &c.

And the next Queftion you muft not flout,
How long I fhall be Riding the World about?
And the Third Queftion thou muft not fhrink,

But tell to me truly what I do think.
Derry down, &c. |

Thefe are hard Queftions for my fhallow Wit, . |

v # For I cannot anfwer your Grace as yet;
But 1: you will give me Three days {ace,
I'lt do my Endeavour to anfwer your Grace.
Derry down, &¢. C 3 ' - O
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O Three Days fpace I will thee give,

¥or that is the longeft day thaou haft to Live;

And if thou doft nor anfwer thefe Queflions right,

Thy Head fhall be taken from thy Body quite.
Derry dowm, &c. .

And as the Shepherd was going to his Fold,

He fpy'd the old Abbot come riding along ;

How now Malter Abbot, yoa're welcome home,
What News have yon brovght from goed King Jo4x.

Derry dowom, &ec.

Sad News, fad News, I have thee to give, 1
For I havé'but Three Days fpace for to Live ;
If I do not an{wer Him Queftions Three,
My Head will be taken from my Body. |
Derry down, &C.

When He is fet on His Steed fo high,

With His Crown of Gold upon His Head; |

Amongft all His Nobility, with Joy and much Mirth,

I muft tell Him to One Penny whar He is wordh,
Derry down, &c.

And the next Queftion I muft not flout,
How long He fhall be Ridinig the World about;
And the Third Queftion I muft not fhrink.
But telf to Him truly what he does Think.
Derry desm, &e.

O Mafter did you never hearit yet,
‘That a Fool may learn 2 Wife Maa Wit ?
1.end me but your Horfe and your Apparel,
1'1} ride to fair Londem aud et the Quarrel.

Derry down, &C.

Wow I am fet on my Steed {o high,

With my Crown of Ggld upon my Head; ‘

Amongft all my Nobility, with Joy and much Misth,

Now tell me to One Penny what I am worth,
Derry downi, &¢.

For
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For Thirty Pence our Saviour was Sold,”
Amongft the falfe Fews, as you have been told ;
And Nine and Twency’s the Worth of Thee,
For I think thou art One Penny worfer than he,

Derry down, &C.

And the next Queftion thou maift not flout,

How long I fhall be Riding the World about? °

%Ou muft Rife wich the Sun, and Ride wich the fame,
ntil the next Morning he Rifesagain :

[And then I am fare, You will make no doubt,

But in Twenty Four Hours-you'll Ride it about,

- Derry down, &C,

nd the Third Queftion thou muft rot fhrink,

ut tell me truly what I do Think?

11 that ¥ can do, and’twill make your Heart Moerry,
or you think I'm the Abbot of Canterbury,

ut I'm his poor Shepherd as you may fee,

nd am come to beg Pardon for he and for me,
Derry down, &c.

he King he turn’d him about, and did Smile,
aying thou fhalt be Abbot the other while;
no my Grace, there is no fuch need,
or I can neither Write nor Read.
Derry down, &G,

hen Four Pounds a Week will I give unto thee,
or this merry true Jeft thou haft told unto me;
nd tell the old Abbot when thou comeft home,

hou haft brought him a Pardon from good King Fohn.::
Derry down, down, hey derry dimn,

S drdeds
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The Catholick BALT.AD:

Or, An Invitation to Popery, upon Confidevabl
Grounds and Reafons.

REsE=IEESidt=cc

QInce Pop’ry of late is fo much in Debate,
) And great firivings have been to reftore it ;
I cannot forbear only to declare,

Thar the Ballad-makers are for 1t,

We'll difpute it ng more, thefe Heretical Men,
Have expofed our Bcoks uato Laughter ;

Sc that many do fay *twill be our beft way
To Sing for the Caufe hereafter.
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O the Catholick Canfe! now aflilt me my Mulfe,
~ How earneftly I do defire thee!
Neither will 1 Pray to St. Bridzer to Day,

But only to thee to Infpire me.

Whence fhould Purity come, but from Catholick Rome 24
I wonder much at your Folly ;

Tor St. Peter was there, and lefran old Chair,
Enough to make all the World Holy.

.IFor this Sacred old Wood is fo excellent good,’

[f Tradition may be believed ;
That whoever fits there; nieeds never more fear

The danger of being deceived.
&t’ the Devil himfelf {hould (God Blefs us) get up, ..

_Tho’ his Nature we know to be Evil;
Vet whilft he fat there, as divers will fwear,
He would be an Infallible Devil.

(Now who fits in this Seat but our Father the Pope 2~
50 that here’s a plain Demonftration ;

As clear as Noon-day, we're in the right way,

And all others are Doom’d to Damnation,

f this will not fuffice, yet to open your Eyes,
Which are blinded in bad Education;
¢ have Arguments Twenty, and Miracles plenty,
Enough to convince a. whole Nation.

lfycu give but good heed. you fhali fee the Hoft blead-
| And if any thing can perfwade ye;

L2 Image fhall Speak, or at leaft ic fhail Squeak,

| tn the Honour of our Lady.

F:-u thall fee without doubt, the Devil caft cut,
As of old by Erra Parer ; |

< fhall skip abour and tear. like a Lrnacing-vear,
W hen he feels the Holy Water,

B - o |
Lo 44,
- ) . * ' o . l.. :
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I yet doubtful you are, we have Relicks moft rare,

We can fhew you the Sacred Manger ;
Several Loads of the Crofs, as good as e'er was,

To preferve your Souls from Danger.

Should I tell you of all, it would move a Stone-wall,
But I {pare you a litcle for pity ;

‘That each one 'may prepare, and rub up his Ear,
For the Second Part of my Ditty.

P Pe e e e PEEE TV ETEII IR Y

ibs Second PART. To the fame Tune.

N O W liften again to thofe tﬂings that remain,

They are Matters of weight I affure you;

And the Firft thing 1 {ay, throw your Bibles away,
*Tis impoflible elfe for to Cure you.

O thar Peftilent Book ! Never on it more ook,
I wifh I could fpeak it out louder ;

It has done more Men harm, I dare boldly affirm,
Than th’ Invention ot Guns and Powder.

As for Matters of Faith, believe what the Church far
But for Scriptures leave that ta the Learned ;

¥or thefe are Edge Tosls,and you Lay-men are Fools
I$ ye touch them y'are fure to be harmed.

Bet pray what is it for that yeu make all this ftir ?
You muft Read, you muft Hear and be Learned;

} vou'll be on our part, we will teach you an Aurt,
That you need nct. be fo much Concerned.

Be the Church's good Son, and your work 1s half do

After that you may do your own pleafure ;
Ef your Beads you can tell, and fay Ave Mary well,

Never denbt of the Heayeply Treafure,
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For the Pope keeps the Keys, and can do whathe pleafe, .,
And without all peradventure ;

If vou cannot at the Fore, yet at the Back-dore

- Of Indulgence you may enter.

But Firft by the way, you muft make a fhort ftay,

At a Place call’d Purgatory; |

Which the Learned us tell, in the Buildings of -Helk;:.
Is about the Middlemolt Story.

"Tis a monftrous Hot place, and a Mark of difgrace; .
l In the Torment on’t long to endure ?

None are kept there but Fools, and poor pitiful Souls,
Who can no ready Money procure.

For a handfome round Sum, you may. quickly be gone
For the Church has wifely Ordain'd : |
That they who build Croffes, and pay well for Mafles, .,

Should not therc be too long-detain’d.

So that 'tis & plamn Cife, as the Nofe on ones Bace,
We are in the fureft Condition ; |
And none but poor Fools and fome niggardly Owls,,

Need fall inta ucter Perdition. . .

What aileth-you then, O ye Great and. Rich-Men, .
That ye will not hearken to Reafon ;

Sinceaslong as y'iave Pence,ye need fcruple no Oftence;,
Be 1t Murder, Adultrey, or Treafon.

And ye{weet natur’d Women, who bold all things com--
My Addrefles to you are moft hearty: ; (mon, ,

And to give you your due, you are-to us moft true,
And we hope we fhall gain the whole Party.

If you happen to Fall, your Pennance fhall be -fmsl};;
And although you cannot forego it ;

We have foy you a Cure, if of this you be fure:

E To Canfefs before you g0 to.it.

|

Therep
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There is ane Reafon yet, which.I cannot omit, .
To thofe who affeft the French Nation ;
Hereby we advance the Religion of France,
The Religion that’s only in Fafhion.

If thefe Reafons prevail, (as how can they fail?)

To have Popery entertain'd ;
You cannot conceive, and will hardly believe,

What Benefits hence may be gain’d.

Eor the Pope fhall us Blefs, (that’s no fmall Happinefs
And again-we fhall fee reftorid

‘L he Italian Trade, which formerly made-
This Land to be fo much ador’d.

. O the Pi&ures-and- Rings, the Beads and fine things,
The good Words as fweet.as Honey ;.

All this and much more thall be brought to aur Door
bor a little dull Engiijb Money.

"Inen fhall Juftice and Love, and what can move, -
Bz reftor’d again to our Britain; o

And Leaning fo ccmmon, that every Qld Woman,
Shali fay her Prayers in Latin.

Then theChurch fhali bear {fw.y,and the State {ball obe
Which is now lock’d upon as a Wonder ; _
And the Proudett of Kings, and all Temporal thing
Shall fubmit and rruckle vnder, R

And the Parliament tco, who have tak’n us to do,
And have hand}’? us with fo much Terior;,

May chance cn that {fcore {tis no time to fay more]
They may chance to ackrowledge their Eiror.

1f:any Map ver {hall have fo little Wit,
As {tiit to be Retratery ;

Ti{wear by the Mafs, he isa meer Afsy
And io there’s an epd of a Story.
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ir Erancis Draxe: Or, Eighty Eight,
Io the [ame Tune.

( OME Years of late, in Eighty Eight,

J  As I do well remember a;

t was, fome fay, on the Ninth of May,
And fome fay in Seprember a,

[he Spanifb Train launch'd forth a-main,
With many a fine Bravado ;

P’ hereas they thoughr, but it prov’d noughg
The Invincible Armad.

Ihere was a lictle Man- that dwelt in Spain,
- That {hot well in a Gun a;

D Pedro heighe, ‘as Black a Wighe,
As the Knight of the Sun a.

km Phillip mace him Admlral
And bad him not to itay.a;
but to dettroy both Man-and Boy,

" And fo t0 come away. a.

I'he Queen was then at Tvlbury,

V. hat could we more defire a5

Sir Francis Drake, for Her {weet fake,
" Did fet "em all on Fire a.

Away they ran by Sea-and Land;

So that One Man {lew Thres-fcore a3
B.nd had not they all run away,

| O my Soul, we had killed more a.

Iren let them neither brag nor boafk,
For it they come again a; -

LPt thens take heed they do not fpeed, |

as they did they knew when a,
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A BALLAD called,
The Fovial Bear-ward. To the [ame Tune

TH O’ it may feem rude
For me to intrude
With thefe my Bears by chance a ;.
*Twere {port for a King,
If they could Sing
As well as they can Dance a.

Then to put you out
Of fear or doubt,
1 came from St. Katharine a;
Thefe Dancing Three,
By the help of me,
Who am keeper of the dine a.

We fell good Ware,

And we need not care |
Tho Court and Country knew it:

Our Alc’s o'th’ beft,

And each good Gueft |
Brays for their Souls that Brew . ’

For any Ale-houfe;
~ We care not a Loufe,
Nor Tavern in all the Town a;

Nor the Vimtry Crexes,
Nor St. Clemens Dencs,

Nor the Devil can put us dows a«

Who has once here been,
Comes hither agen,

The Liquor is fo mighty ;. ;
Beer ftrong and ftale,
And fo 1s our Ale,

And it tums like 4qua Vite.
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The Wives of Wapping,

They trudge to our Tapping
4 {iill our Ale defire a

And there fit and Drink,
Till they Spew and Stink,
1 often Pifs out the Fire a.

From Morning to Night,

| And about to- Day-light,

hey fit, and never grudge it
Till the Fifh-Wives join
Their fingle Coun,

nd the Tinker pawns his Budget:

If their Brains be not well,
' Or Bladders do fwell,
o eafe them of t‘}]eir Burden ;.
My Lady wall come
i With a Bowl and a Broom,
bnd her Hand-maid with a Jordan.

Erom Court we invite:
Lord, Lady, and Knight,
aire, Gentlemen, Yeomen and Groom;
And all our tiff Drinkers,
Smiths, Porters and Tinkers,

knd the Beggars fhall.give you room.

39
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4 SONG.

i
F » :
m _'-
-—l"'- ——— A, Sl S—— T --‘_ﬂlﬂl .--‘““Hﬁ_ '

H London is a fine Town, and a gallant City, |
" I'is Govern'd by the Scarlet Gown, come lifld
(to my Ditty§
This Cit 7 has a Mayor, this Mayor is a Lord,
He Governeth the Citizens %pon his own accord: |
He boaiteth his Gentility, and how Nobly he was Bor
HisArmsarethree Ox-beadsand his Creft a Rampant Hinj

The firfl Journev hisLordfhip takes,isto Weftminficr-hai |
Attended by twelve Companies, for he muft have em ai}

The Barﬂcs are raade all fine-and gay, for his Lordfhy
(and the bely

And Dupg-boats and Lyters providcd for the reft,

Then ar the Excheguer he's Sworn upon a Shoe-foal, |
That he will be no wifer Man than was his Br0th&

* { Jubernclf
The Swo 2 is born befere 'em up and down the Stairg)

Tc Frightaway the little Boys thas laugh at our Lore
(\Ia}crs.
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ind when that is ended, home again he comes, (Drums:
Vith joyful Noife upon the Zhamesof Trumpetsand of
Iis Lordfhip land’sat Pauls-Wharf, and on along hejogs,
ittended by his Companies, as Hungry as any Dogs.

'hea in comes the Carver, and boldly falls to work,

Vith Knife like Scimiter as fierce as any Zurk ;

Pe hit upon the Goofe-bone, and turn’d both Edge and
(point,

l‘ill he lock’d upon my Lord-Mayor, he could not hrt

| (the Joint.

hen up came Cuftard with Twenty Four Nukes,

s you may find recorded in Fobx Stow’s Books;
tnd why it was fo big, if you wou'd know the Reafon,
wasto keep their Chaps at work that would be pra-

(ting Treafon.

hen they go to Greenwitch all in the City Barge,
nd there they havea Noble Treat all at the City Charge ;
nd when they come to Cuckold'ssPoint, they make a

(Gallant Show,

[heir Wives bid the Mufick play Cuckolds-all-g-rqw.
[hen they go to Pauls Church €’er Morning-Prayer
i (begins,
'hnd as they go along the Street, they ftoop to p'i(ck up
* : - (Pins;
ut if you'd know, I'll tell you the Moral Reafon of i’t,’
-hey that would to Riches grow, muft ftoop ﬁzr litigl]‘e
Profit.

1y Lord-Mayor ridesalong the Street like unto a Law |

| (maker,
Vith Forty Catch-poles at his Arfe, to Profecute the

"(Baker;

ind when he comes to the Baker's Stall, and finds his .
o ~ (Byead too light,

ie fends it home to hisown Houfé, to Feaft both Lord
{and Knight,

Then
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Then to the Sefions-Houfe they go, the Sefhons {or

. k :
Until that the Recorder comes they all are faft afley
They call uptheir Juries by Twelvesand by. Twelv
And if they Hang vp no Man, they may go Ha.n% l‘tell“

So then they borrow Boots and Spurs, and au(: Ef Tor
they ri

‘To fee the Bears baited on the Bank fide ; ’

And when that they have done, they all return aguis

Like fo many Apes, with each his Golden-Chain.

‘Then to hesr a Sermon once a Year, he rides u(nto
Spitil
And there fits full three Hours long, and b{ibngslfx:] 1
' ug lit
And when that he comeshome, he fitsdown at hisBoas
And if ke hasnot Minc'd Pyes, his Cheer’s not ;o ,
(a 1ug

My Lady fays unto my Lord when all the Gue(ﬁs m

\gon
I dointend to Morrow next toinvite my Friend Sir Fof2
For I don’t think it fit always to have Trades-men,
I pray therefore let me rub in a Courtier now and the

My Lady boldly ask’d my Lord what Difhes fhe fhor

To entertain her Friend Sir Fobn, that was fo f?;e
ran

My Lord he nam'd a Calvesebead, at which {be m(:Pd::
Andfwore fhe'd have a Turkey-Cock, for The lov'd a ftaxk
(ing D

Next once & Year into Effzx a Hunting they do go,
To fee ’em pafs a long, O 'tis a mof pretty fhow;

( Throvg
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ugh Cheap-fide and Fenchurch-fireet, and fo to Ala-

(gate Pump,
Man with’s Spurs in’s Horfes fides, and his Backe

(Sword crofs his Rump.
ord he takesa Staff in Hand, ¢o beat the Bufheso'er

{t confefs it was & work he ne’er had done befare;
eature bounceth from a Bufh, which made them

{all to Laugh,
Lord he cry’d a Hare, a Hare, but it prov’d an

{Effex Calf,

whenthey had done their Sport, they care to Lons

(don, where they dwell;
ir Facesall fo tornand {cratch’d, their Wivesfcarce
{ knew them well;

'twas a very great Mercy fo many ’feap’d alive,
of Twenty Saddles carried out, they brought a-

(again but Five.

Arife,



44 Prrvs to Purge Melancholy,

Rife, arife, my Juggy, my Puggy,
Arife, get up my Dear;
The Night 1s Cold,
It bloweth, it fnoweth,

I muft be Loaged here.

My Juggy, my Puggy,

My Honey, my Bunny,
My Love, my Dove, my Dear;

O the Night is Cold,

It Bloweth, it Snoweth,
I muft be Lodzed here.

Be gone, be gone, my Jockey, my Fockey,
Be gone, be gone, my Dear;

‘The Night is warm,

"Twill do you no harm,
Yvou cannot be Lodzed here.

My Fockey, my Fockey,
My Wily, my Bily,
My Joy, my Joy, my Dear;
O the Night it 1s warm, &c.

Farewel, farewel, my Juggy, my Puggy,
Farewel my Love, my Dear;

Now will 1 be gone from whence I i:omc}
If I carinot be Lodged here.

My Fuzzy, &c.

Return, return, my Wily my Bily,
Return my Love and Dear;
The Weather doth change,
- Then {eem pot ftrange,
Thou fhalt be Lodged here
My Fockey, &c.
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A S 0O N G,
To curh r1fmg Thoughts.

nd he had neither Land nor Fee:
He took great Pains,
But got little Gams

ain a Landlord he would be.

/m Jadariddle la, falada viddle la, falals f1 15 I ve &

Fre was an Old Woman that had but One Son,

as he was a going Home,

et his Qld Mother upon the High-way ;
O Mother, quoth ke,

% Your Ble{ﬁng grant me,

the Son to the Mother did fay,
Ffr Iﬁ!’ &C; Iha?
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1 ha begg’'d Butter-milk all this long Day,
gut I hope I fban't be 2 Beggar long ;

For I've more Wit come 1nto this Pate,
Then e'er 1 had when 1 was Young.

with a fa, &c. |

This Butter-milk I will it fell,
A Penny for it I fhall have you fhall fee ;

With that Penny 1 will buy me fome Eggs,
I fhall have Seven for my Penny.

with a fe, &c.

And thofe Seven Eggs I'l] fet under a Hen,
Perhaps Seven Cocks they may chance for tol

And when thofe Seven Cocks are Seven Capons,
There will be Seven Half-Crowns for me.

with a fa, &<

But as he ‘'was going Home,
Accounting up of his Riches all ;

His Foot 1t (tumbled againft a Stone,
Down came Butter-milk Pitcher and all.

with a fa, &c.
CHORUS

11is Pitcher was broke, and hus Eggs were difpatchi
This ¢85 to count Chickens lvefm'e they are Hateh de

With a fa da, O«
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The Refermed Drinker.
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O ME my Heants of ‘Gold,

Let us be Merry and Wife ; ;
1 2 Proverb of Qld,
dufpicion hath double Eyes:
| atfoevcr we {ay or do,

ers not Drink to dlﬁurb the Brain ;
t's Lau h for an Hour or Two,
nd ne'er be Drunk again.

iCup of old Sack is.good,
110 dnve the Cold Winter away ;
will Cherith and Comfort the Blood

Moft when a Man’s Spirits decay :
t e that doth Drink too much,
Uf his Head he will complain ;

en let’s have a gentle Touch,
nd never be Drunk again.

Goo
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Good Claret was made for Man,
But Man was not made for it;
Let’s be Merry as we can,
So we Drink not away our Wit
Good Fellowihip is abus’d,
" And Wine will infe& the Drain ;
But we'll have it beteer us'd,
. And ne’er be Drunk again.

When with good Fellows we meet,
A Quart among Three or Four ;
*Twill make us ftand on our Feet,
- While others lye Drunk on the Floor:
Then Drawer go fill 2 Quart,
And let it be Claret in Grain ;
*Twill Cherifh and Comfort the Heart,

* But we'll ne er be Drunk again.

Here's a Health to our Noble K'ing,
And to the Queen of his Heart;
Let’s Laugh and Merrily Sing,

And he’s a Coward that will ftart:
Here’s a Health to our General, *
And to thofe that were 1n Spain ;

And to our Colonel,
And we'll ne'er be Drunk again.

Fnough's as good as a Feaft

If a Man did but Meafure know ;
A Drunkard’s worfe than a Beaft,

For he’ll Drink till he cannot go:
If a Man could Time recal,

In a2 Tavern that’s {fpent in vain 3
We'd learn to be Scber all,

And never be Drunk again.
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’d trie Charaer of fundyy Traprs and

Carrinos: Ora new Dipty of Innocent:
Mirth.  To the fame Tyne,

71O W Gentlemen fit ye all Merry,
I'll Sing you a Song of a Want ;

ll make you as Merry a; may be,
Tho’ Money begins to grow {cant :
Woman without e’er 2 Tongue,
- She never can Scold very loud;

is juft fuch another great Want,

When a Fidler wants his Croud -
ood People I tell unto you,

Thefe Lines they are abﬁfute New ;

r1 hate and defpife the telling of Lies,
This Ditty i Merry and True,

 Ship that’s without e¢’er 3 Sail,

May be driven the Lord knows whither s
[is juft fuch another fad Want,

When a Shoemaker wants his Leather ;
Man that has got butr One Leg,

Will make but a pititu]
d he that has no Eyes in his Head,

Will make but a {forrowful Gunner:
02 Peaple I tel] unto you,

Thefe Lines they are abﬁﬂ#te New ;

rl hate and defpife the telding of Lie:,
This Ditty is Merry and True.

-— e T

N A
X
A
N
RN
L
e
AN

S
)

l".;r:'
G.l'

>
2
a
3
)

%
A,
. ..h - -E:*
A,
s
!
"

L
T+ &
P

VoL, J¥. D Th



$0 Piris to Purge Melancholy.

The Second PART. Totbe fame Tune.

Defor without any Stomach,
Will make but a pitiful Dinner;
And he that has gotno Victuals to eat,
Will quickly look thinner and thinner &
A Bell without ever a Clapper,
Wwill make but a {forrowtul Sound ;
And he that has ro Land of his own,
May work on another Man's Ground:
Goed People 1 tell unto you,
The[e Lines they are ablolute New ;
For I bate ond de[pife she tebing of Lics,
This Ditty is Mervy and True,

A Blackfmith witheut his Bellows,
He need not to rife very focn ;

And he thar has no Cloaths to put on,
May lic a Bed till "uis Noon :

A5 Inn-keeper without any Cuftom,
Will never get ficre of Wealth ;

And if he has never a Sign t0 hang up,
He may €'en go Hang up himfelf s

Goed Pecple, &C.

A Miller without any Stones,
He is but a forrowful Soul ;
rind,

The Taylor we know he 1s loth
To take any Cabbage at all ;

1§ he has no Silk, Stuff or Cloth,
To do that good Office withal:

Good People, &C.

A Woman without e'er a Fault,
She like a bright Star will appear;

Put a Brewer without any Mault,

Will make but pitiful Beers
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A Man that has got but one Shirt,
When €'er it 1s walh'd for his Hide ;
[ hope it can be no great hurt,
To lye in his Bed ¢ill tis dry'd :
Good People, &cC.

A Mountebank without his Fools,
And a Skip-kennel turn'd out of Place ;
A Tinker without any Tools,
- They are all in a forrowful cafe :
You know that a Difh of good Meat,
It is the true ftay of Man's Life ;
Pm he that has nothing to Eat,
He need not to draw out his Knife »
s00a People, &c.
i
\ Pedlar without €'er a Stock,
It makes him look pitiful Blue ;
\ Shepherd without €’er a Flock,
- Has Iictle or nothing to do:
L Farmer without any Corn,
He neither can give, fell or lend ;
Hunt{man without €’er a Horn,

00d People, &c.

| Plow-man that has ne'er 2 Plow,
1 think he may live at his eafz;
 Dairy without €’er a Cow,

Will make but bad Butter and Cheefe »
Man that is pitiful Poor,

Has little or nothing to lofe ;

nd he that has never a Foot,

It faves him the buying of Shoes :
i People I tell unto you,

Thefe Lines they are abfolute New ;

" Ihate and defpife the relling of Lics,
This Ditey is Merry ond True,

D2

His Wife fhe muft ftand his good Friend:
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A Warren without €’er a Cunny,
Is Barren and fo much the worfe ;
And he that is quite without Money,
Can have no grear need of a Purfe:
I Lope there 1s none in this place,
That now isnot pleas’'d with this Song ;
Come buv vp my Ballads apace, .
And I'll pack uvp my Awlsand begone:
Gicd P,-:f:-pfe I tzlf wito you,
Thefe Lincs they ave abfoluts New
For 1 hare and q:fo7le the telling of Lies,
This Ditty {5 Moy and True.

T U AT JoVpY LoV el 2o NSV ot S-Sl o il Thka T L ot ge¥ Sl nten i lalanl |
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ILL you pleafe to give ear a while unto me,
And fireight I chill tell you where ¢’h’ have®:
€’ha been to New England, but now cham comeo

3°ch think they fhall catch me go thither no mog:.
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fore Tte went thither, Lord, how Voke did tell
o Vifhes did grow, and how Birds did dweH;
1 ene amongft cother, in the Wood and the Water,
¢ tliought 'thad been true, put 1 found no fuch Marter.

e it Ie did Land, they mazed me quute,
- 'rwas of all days on @ Sarurday Night;

. wondered to fee ftrange Buildings were there,
‘was ali like the ftandings at Woedbury bair.

eil. that Night T flept i}l near Prayer time,

est Aorning [ wonder’d I heard no Bells Chime ;

- vhich. did ask, and the Reafon 1 found,

was bzcaule they had ne’er a Bell in the 1own.

t 1alt being warned, to Church we repair'd,

'here 1 did think certain we fhould have fome Pray’rs;
t the Parfon there no fuch matter did teach,

hey tcorn’d to Pray, for all one could Preach.

he firlt thing they did, a P{alm they did Zing,

e pluck’d out my Plalm-Book I with me did bring;
dtumbled tofeekhim’caufe theycaw'd him by’sname,
: they’d got a new Zong to the Tune of the fame,

hen Sermen was ended, was a Child to Baptize,

out Zixteen Years old, as Volks did zurmife ;

e had neither Godfather, nor Godmother, yet was
" (quiet and 1hll,
it the Prielt durft not Crofs him, for fear of 111 wiil,

h, Sirrah, thought 1, and to Dinner Ife went,

nd gave the Lord Thanks for what he had fent;
ext day was a Wedding, the Brideman my Friend,
d kindly invite me, fo thither Ife wend.

it this above all, me to wonder did bring,

0 fee Magiftrate Marry them, and had ne’er a Ring ;
t thought they would call me the Woman to give,
1t I think the Man ftole her, they ask’d no Man leave.

D 3 Now
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Now this was New Dvrcheffer, as they told unto me, 8
A Town very Famous in all that Country ; !
They faid 'twas new Buildings, I grant it Is true,
Yet methinks Old Dorchefter’s as fine as the New.

Well, there I ftaid amongft ’em till ch’ was weary 2§

(my Hear§
At length there came Shipping, I got leave to depand
But when all war ended, and ch’ was coming away, E

X had Threefcore good Shillings at laft for to pay.

But when 1 faw this, I Swore on the more,
Thar I'd ftay there no longer to Swear upon Shoar; g
fe bid a Farewel to Fowlers and Fifhers,
Praying God to blefs Old England and all the god

_ ( Witherg
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O Hunt the Fox 1s an Old Sport,
Ufed both in City and Court;
or are the dcademicks free,
o Beaft they chafe fo much as he ¢
They that thmk all Pleafures vain,
Wil fometimes follow, will fometimes ﬁ:{law, will [omes
(times follow the Fox's Train:

’

he Gallant who each Hour invents
me pretty pleafing Compliments ;

nd thinks no Phrafe {o neat and pure,
S Votres humble Sermrmr

Slights his Lady’s nice Difdain,

And Jometimes follows, &¢.

he plodding Student that doth look
pon no Object but his Book ;

nd thinks that all he doth Pro elt,
00 wife 15 for Old Men ¢ eﬁ'e&

Will fometimes eafe his troubled Drain,
By fodowing, &¢.

he Clergy-men live Merry Lives,
hey get fine Livings and fine lees
he Church’s State they finely Rule,

¢t with a Cup their Zeal they’ll cool s
The Poet writes no plcafant Strain,

Unlcfs he follows, &e¢.

ylicians that with Skill profound,

n make the fickly Patient found;

hey Cure one Grief, and leave a uorfc
Wd the Confumptmn of the Purfe;

D4 Yer




56 Pivrvs to Purge Melanchely.

Yet once a Month will not refrain,
But follows i, &c.

The Lawyers, as I underftand,
€an warrant your Cafe, if it be good ;

And tempting Fees on both fides take,
And new Demurs can make:

Although his chief delight is Gain,
He fellows fill, &¢.

‘The little Fox at length is found,
Where he lies lurking under Ground ;
He Earths himfelf in Cellars deep,

When he from Mortals View would creep :

Till gentle Slumber charms his Brain,
And then concludzs, and then concludes the Fox's Train,

SRR GRS
The Longing M A1D.
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HERE was a Maid the other Day,
That {ighed fore God wor .
id faid all Wives might fpore and play,
ut Maidens they may not:
| Fifteen have I'liv'd fhe faid,
oor Soul, fince T was Born ;
dif T chance to Die a Maid,
:.n?fwa i1s forfworn.
|
/s Of} ﬁn a Husband,
il ehicwas her Sone,
Sl ave a Husoand, [wid by @ Hudaid,
A Unsvand Old or Young.

O 5
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An Ancient Suitor to her came,
His Beard was almoft Grey ;

Tho' he was Old, and fhe was Young,
She cculd no longer ftay :

Unto her Mother went this Maid,

And told her by and by ;
That {ke a Husband needs muft have,

She had a reafon woy :
OB: Ob; &c¢.

She had not been a Wedded Wife
One quarter of a Year ;

RQut {he was weary of this Life,
And grew into a Jeer:

The Old Man fnorting by her fide,
She’d novght but Sigh and Groan ;

Did ever Woman this abide,

"Tis better lye alone.
Oh, Ob, Ob what a Husband, what a Lifelcad i

Out, out of fuch & Husband, fuch & Husoana,

Fie, fe, fie, fie, fie, fit.

Tolive a Wedded Life, the faid,
A Twelve Month, ’tis too long;
As 1 have done, poor Soul, fhe cryd,
That am both Fair and Young:
When other Wives can have their Wilt,
They are not like to me;
1 mean to go and try my Skill,
And feek a Remedy:
Oh, OF, Ob what & Husband, what a Life lcaq:

Out, cut of fuch a Husband, [uch a Husband,
Fiey fe, fie, fre, fies pe.
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A Woman once found out.
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“"HO” bootlefs I muft needs Complain,.
- N1y Fate is {o extream ;
o d, and was belov'd again,

-ct all was but a Dream
“tas that Love was quickly cot
oat was quickly gone
rouch no more a Flame §5 hot
il ratten Ile alens,

J

]
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No Creature, be fhe ne'er fo Fair,
Chall any more beguile

My Fancy with a feigned Tear,
Nor tempt me with a Smile:

1'll never think Affetion feign'd,
That is {o faurly fhewn;

T'it touch no more a Flame fo hot,
I'd rather lie alone,

Should now the little God conipire
Again t'entrap my Mind ;

And ftrive to fec my Hearc on Fire,
Alafs, the Boy’s too Blind : |

Yor fuch I'll never venture Smiles,
Nor hazard Mirth for none;

Nor yet regard a Woman's Wiles,
I'd ratber lie alove.

The blazing Torch is {foon burnt ott,
The Diamond's light ahides ;

The Fire her Glory hurls about, *
The Woman her Virtue hides :

That Spark, (if any fhould be mine)
That elfe thews like to none;

For if to €ery Eye fhe fhine,
I'd razher lie alone.

No Woman fhou'd deceive my Thought,
& With Colours not in GYain;
Nor put a Love fo flightly wrought,
Into my Hands again :
Tl pay no more fo dear for Wit,
I'll jive upon my own ;
Nor fhall Afe&ion troubls it,

14 vather lie alone.

And fo I'll fet my Heart at reit,
My laving Latour’s lodt ;
)\ be no more fo rarely Bleft,
To te fo firangely croft :
The Love-loft Tertle {o dotn die;
The Phenix is but One ; )
They feek no Mates, no more will I,
I rahir lie alesgs

-— e e g —
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A Ballad of all the TRADES,

Set by Mro AKX ER 0 Y D E.
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}H e Miller, the dufty, mufty Miker,
The Mlller, that beareth on his Back;
e never goes to Meafure Meal, (tl*e Sack

Bur his Maid, but his Maid, but his Maid holds Opes

the Baker, the bonny, bonny Baker,
The Baker that is {o fll of Sin ;

le never heats his Oven hot, {den In.
~ Butbe thrufts, but e thrutts, but heshrufls his Mai-

O
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O the Brewer, the lufty, lufty Brewer,
The Brewer that Brews Ale and Beer ;

He never heats his Liquor hot, (the Geg
But he takes, but he takes, but he takes his Maid b

O the Butcher, the bloody, bloody Butcher,
The Butcher that fells both Beef and Bone ;

He never grinds his Slaught’ring Knife,  (his Stonf
But his Maid, but his Maid, but his Maid muft twy

O the Weaver, the wicked, wicked Weaver,
That followeth a weary Trade;
He never fhoots his Shutele right, (Ma3
But he fhoots, but he fhoots, but he fhoots firft atl§

O the Barber, the neat and nimble Darber,
Whofe Trade is ne’er the worfe; _
e never gces to Wath and Shave, (fr
But he trims, but he trims, but he trims his Maidq

O the Taylor, the fine and frisking Taylor,
The Taylor that gives {o good regard ;
He never goes to meafure Lace, (his Yu§

But his Maid, but his Maid, but his Maid holds ¢

O the Blakfmich, the lufty, lufty Blackimith,
The beft of all gocd Fellows; -
He never heats his Iron hort, (the Bellovj
But his Maid, but his Maid, but his Maid muft bl

O the Tanner, the Merry, Merry Tanner,

The Tanner that draws good Hides into Leather;
e never {irips himfelf to work, (rogeth

But his Maid, but his Maid, but his Maid and k

O the Tinker, the fturdy, fturdy Tinker,
The Tinker that deals all in Mettle;
He never clencheth home a Nalil, (the Kett:

But his Trull, but his Trull, but his Trull holdss;
Ik
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The Woman wears the BREECHES.

63

A Tune, Three Children flidinz om the Thames. Pag. 1.

Pox upon this curfed Life,

Where fhall I make my moan?
or I am troubled with a Wife,
Like her there’s few or none.

‘2 unto her there cannot be

Another fuch a one:
or when the Prieft did Marry me,

¥ Then my good Days were gone.

herefore take heed good Neighbours ali,

[ with you to beware,
or when my Wife doth Scold and Baul,

Then Skimington 1s there.

IThis fawcy Jack behind my Back,
| And eke before my lace:

faintains my Wife to Bait and Stiite,
l Which is a Wotul Cale.

fAnd now I fee no Remedy,

| But I muft needs complain
On him you know, that wrought this Woe,

In Enzland or in Spain.

One Sﬁt:'?m'?{qz‘a?z about doth fun,

In City and in Town,
Come Man and Child with Spear and Shield,
t  And help to beat him down.

d And you good Wives, bring out your Knives,

And cut out both his Stones;
And two or three then may agree,
To break fome of his Lones,

With
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with Rakes and Reels, and Oven-Peels,
With Mawkin and with Flayl;

\Wi:h Whips and Slings, and other things,
To teat him Top and Tail.

Then let him run to [Zington,
Or elfe into the Fyes,
\Vhere twa o ¢ three they may agree

To pick cur ' it s Eves,

Then let him fi "o -
Or elfe to Lon.. - . -
And likea W=t - o ey,

N n

There let him a0 s 1041,

AN Marry'd Men th: iee him then,
Will fhake their Heads, and {ay,
He fhall have neither AMeat nor Drink,

But ler him march away,

Then all the Bells in Zendon Town
Shall ring both fine and brave,

When they have bury'd Skimugten,
And laid him in his Grave.




PiLvrs to Purge Me!ancboly.; 65

A Sonoa.

% aiéiﬁiﬁﬂ %jﬁ?f:%

- ]
1-—'—- L™ b S — ——-e-—lﬁ

. R s — ey T, leas e ]

P N TN

PR S RPN I I

a
e’

I -
£ ::“:E:E T _h
?%:::' __... - :: :

Eﬁ _..%{_g__%_ :::::3 ‘“;EW‘ ;

.;.rﬁ

l

Enny long refifted
Wully's fierce defire ;
She the more perfifted,
Coynefs rais d his Fire.
\When he’d reap'd the Treafure,
And the Virgin’s Spoils,
He found fuch ﬂmrt Pleafure,
Anfwer'd not his Toils.

Fenny lay neale&ed
In her Lover’s Arms,
When fhe was rejeted,

She try’d all her Charms:
Then ihe did difcover,

That no Trick, nor Art,
Tho't nght win a Lover,

Cou'd regain his Heart.

Katy's
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Karty’s Beauty, On Madam K. W,
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4%y's a Beauty furpafiing,
She's a Sweet Garden to pafs 1n,
In Town there is not like a Lafs in,

So Sweet, {o Charming is fhe.

Her Eyes Like Stars do fo twinkle,
Her Face is fmooth, without wrinkle,
Her Chin’s adorn’d with a Dimple,
Like the Charms above her Knee.

Her Lips as Red as a Rofe 1s,

And round and pretty her Nofe 15 ;

Her Breath's a fweet mixture of Poefies;
None on Earth’s compar'd to fhe.

Her Belly's a Hill of Sweet Pleafure,
In Bufh enclos’d lies the Treafure,
{ once vou make but a Seafure,

Your loft in an Extafie. ?
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Pon a time T chanced to walk along a Green,
A Where pretry Lafles danced in ftrife to chufe a
{Queen;
me homely dreft, fome handfom, fome pretty, and
( fome gay,

it who excell’d in Dancing, muft bethe Queen of May.

rom Morning till the Evening, their Controverfy held,
nd I, as Judge, ftood gazing on, to Crown her that
(excell’d;

t laft when Phebus Steeds had drawn their Wayn
(away,

e found and crown'd a Damfel to be the Queen of
( May.

Fult
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- Herthoughtsof coming thither, both Grief and Joy

* She fmil'd and wept together, yet knew not well

68 Piris to Purge Melancholy.

Fuil well her Nature frem her Face I did admire,
Her Habit well become her, altho’ in poor Attire,
Her Carriage was {o good , as did appear that Day,

That fhe was juftly chofen to be the Queen of My,

Then all the reft in Sorrow, and the in {weet Conte
Gave over till the Morrow, and homewards ftraicth
(wer
But f5e of al] the reft, was hindred by the way,
For ev’ry Youth that met her, muft Kifs the Queen

(4

At laft T caught and ftay’d her a while with me alon
And on a Bank I laid her, when all the reft were go:
She fearing fome Mifchance, cry’d out, forbear 1 px

Yet I could ftill do nothing but Kifs the Queen of X

Thus we together tumbled at leaft an hour or mors,

And like a Fool, I Fumbled, as I had dene before.
But when that Night was come, by chance I got the ;

Andyet alafs, did nothingelfe but Kifs the Queen of

(g

_ (w
Arnd ftill defir'd to go, but yet fhe feem’d to ftay,
Yet I alas, &

Shefigh'd and pray'd for pity that I would once g_iv:', u’J

Yer were her Words fo Wity, they fhew'd fhe m(!h df

mor

Then feeming to defend it, her Fort fhe did betray;
Yet I alafs, .

Thus fhaking Hands at Jaft we part, but fhe appeard
Both heavy Ey'd and Hearted, with that fhe fal_t d
ear’

Then turning round we parted, fhe {peechlefs WCI(lth
Wi

Becaufe I could do nothing but Kifs fhie Queen of M4

7
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The True W ORLD.
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Hey fay the World is full of Pelf,
But I think there’s no Chink,
For I have little my felf;

/nen Pockets are full, then Gentlemen borrow,
4nd one ought not to truft,

To be pad as ¢o Morrow.
Then
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CHORUS..

Thon lot them feck the World tkroughout,
From the Ufurer, to kis beft Friund,
sk bere, and ask there,
And the Devil a Penny they 4 leud,

Vour honeft Citizens bends the Brow,
And complains there’s no Gains,
For to be got by Gentlemen now ;
For when he does his Book furvey,
He doth find more left behind,
Then fwears they'll never pay.
Then let them, &C.

\When Gentlemen to th'Scrivners come,
They will crave their Name to have,
And the next day will give them their Doom;

Mean time the Ufurer Plots his Head,

Abcut the 'tace lefr of late
Bv the Father who is yet fcarce Dead,

" Then let them, &C.

If vou vour Gamefter will accoft,
FHe'il prevent your Intent,

With G— D— him his Money’s loft,
Vour Courtier he can Kifs your Hand,

Cog and Lie, and deny,
And fwear if he had it, you fhall it commang.

Tien let theom [eck the World throughout,
From the Ufurer, to bis beft Friend,
Ak hers, and azk tkere,
i tie Devil & Penny they'l lend.
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The RIDDLE.
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MY pretty Maid, fain would I know
What thing it is will breed Delight,
hat ftrives to ftand, yet cannot go,
That feeds the Mouth that cannot bite. |
With & Humbledum, Grambledum, humbledum grumbl.=
dim hey.

- 37ith a Humbledym, Grambledum, bumbledum grumble-
A ey, I
¢
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It is-a pretty pricking thing,
A pleafing and a ftanding thing,
*Twas the Truncheon Mars did ufe,

A Bed-ward bit which Maidens chufe.
With a Humbledum, &c.

It is a Shaft of Cupid’s cut,
"Twill ferve to Rove, to Prick, to Butt:
There’s never a Maid, but by her will
Will keep it in her Quiver ftill.

With a Humbledum, &c.

"Tis a Fryer with a Bald-Head,
A Staff to beat a Cuckold Dead ;
It is a Gun that fhoots point-blank ;

It hits berwixt a Woman’s Flank, °
1With a Humbledwm, &c.

It has 3 Head much like a Mole’s,

And vyet 1t loves to creep 1 Holes:
The faireft She that e’er took Life,

For love of this, became a Wife.
CHORUS,.

M7ty & Humbledum, Grumbledim, numbledum  grin
aum bay.

MYy a Humbledam, Grambledum, humbledum, gro
aum fry,
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Tbﬁ' BEE'HIVE.
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1Y Miftrefs is a Hive of Bees 1n yonder flowry
(Garden,

her they come with loaden Thighs, to eafe them
(of their Burden:

under the Bee-Hive lieth the Wax, and under the
(Wax is Honey.

inder her Wafte her Belly 1s plac’d, and under that
(her C=n I&
LIV, E
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My Miftrefs 15 a Mine of Gold, would that it wer|
(her Pleafure §

To let me dig within her Mould, and roll among he;
( Treafure

As under the Mofs the Mould doth Iye, and under the
(Mould 15 Mony,

So under, &C.

Afy Miftrefs in a Morn of sy, which drops of Des
(down flillech,
\Where ¢'er fhe goes to fport and play, the Dew dow
(fweetly trilled,
As under the Sun the Mift doth Ive, {o under the Mit
.1t 15 Sunay,

So under, &C.

My Miftrefs is a pleafant Spring, that yieldeth ftored
{Warer {weg

That doth refiefh each wither'd thing lies tredds
(under Fet

Her Belly is both white and {oft, and downy as a
(Bunny

‘That many Gallants with full ott to play but \E;ith he
C—n

My Miftrefs hath the Magick Sprays, of late fhe tals
(fuch wondrous pai
That {he can pleafing Spirits raife, and alfo lay the
(down agas

Such power hath my tnipping Doe, my littlt‘z Bpre
ung;

That many would their Lives forego, to play but vi
{her C-1

e idrady
 aRade
e }l
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The forgetful MOTHER.
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Y Mother fhe will not endure
- That 1 thould Married be,
Altho' my Father do procure
A Husband fit for me ;
Wherein fhe doth me much abufe,
My I'ather’s profer to refufe;
‘or younger Maids than I are fped,

\nd yet forfooch, [ muft not Wed.
y th, T, Nl‘y
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My Mother fhe breeds all the Jars,
And i1l the does me ule,
And Love and Age breeds all the Wars,
Which grieves me to refufe.
Before fhe was as old as 1,
She with a Man fix Weeks did lie;
Fudge you bow much fhe doth me wrong,
To make melive a Maid fo long.

¥Yor now 1 am of lawful Years,
A Twelve Month’s time and more,
As by the Church-Book plain appears,
Which doth my Age implore.
For now I zm Sixteen years old,
Why fhould I then be thus controul’d,

And difcontent to lie alone;
None knows my Grief, but by their owa.

I do believein Hearr and Mind,
There is no greater Pain
Can fall upon us V Voman-kind,
And breedeth all our Pain,
To lie alone, all by my felf,
It breeds Difeale, inftead of Health;
And fbortly it will end my Days,
For fo I know the Do&or fays.

My Father’s Care T much commend,
And Pains that he doth take;
My Mother fpeaks not as a Friend,
That I {han't have a Mate.
Altho’ my Mother doth refufe
That I my youthful time fhould ufe,
I mean not long to ftay un-wed,
Nor yet to keep my Maiden-head.

cUCKOLD:?
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N O T long ago as all alone I lay upon my Bed,

"Twixt fleeping and waking, this Maggot cante
: (in my Head,

VVhich caus’d me in the Mind to be, the meaning for

(to know,
VVith Skill and VVit, and then I writ of Cuckolds all

{a-row.

MethoughtsI heard a Man and’s VVife, as they together

(lay,

Being quite void of ftrife, fhe thus to him did fay,
Quoth fhe, Sweet-heart, if thou wilt Sport, my Love,
(to thee I'll thow

A prétty thing fhall make thee ﬁng of Cuckolds all a-row,

Peace VVife, quoth he to her again, I'm fure thou doft
, (but Jeft,

Altho’ I am Cornuted plain, I am no common Beaft;
Yet ev’ry VVoman’s like to thee, for ought that Ido

(know,
And each Man may be like to me, Cuckolds all a-row.

There'sneither Lord, nor Gentleman, Citizen,or Clown,
That liveth in the City, or the Country Town,

But may carry Horns about them, tho’ they thern( never

blow,

For Gallants are like other Men, Cuckolds all a-row.

E 3 Your
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Your Tradefmen in the City, that fells by VVeigh;
(and Meafure,
Perhaps may wear a horned Brow, for Profit or fy

(Pleafure,
VVhen they to fell their VVares begin, that make {5

o (great a fhow,
Their VVives may play at In and In, Cuckolds all aerom.

Your Country prating Lawyers that gets the Devil

(and alj,
That Pleads every Term in Wefminfler Hall,

His VVifeinthe Country, for ought that he doesknow,
May let his Client have a Fee, Cuckolds all a-row.

"The Parfon of the Parifh I hope fhall not go free,
VVhile ie is in his Study, another may be

A dandling of his VVife, and do the thing you know,
And make him wear his Corner'd Cap, Cuckolds 4l

(a-rom.

If any one offended be, and think I do him wrong,
For naming of a Cuckold, 1n this my merry Song,
Iet him fubfcribe hisName, and eke his Dwelling fhow,
And he and I will foon agree, like Cuckelds all a-rom.

e
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BACCHUS
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BACCHUS sgainft CUPLD,
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P Rithee Friend leave off thy Thinking,
Caft thy Cares and Love away ;

Troubles fh]l are drown’d 1in Drinking,
Do not, do not then delay ;

Bacchus cares not for thy VVill,

But will have us Drmkmg fill,

Do but view this Glafs of Claret,
How invitingly it looks;

Drink it quickly, or you'll marr 1t,
Pox of Fighting, or of Books:

Let us have good {tore of VVme,

Hang him then that does repine.

Call the Drawer, bid hum fill it,
As full as ever it can hold :
O take heed you do not fpill it,
"Tis more precious far than Gold ;
Let us Drink, and then ’tw1ll prove,

Drinking’s better Sport than Love.
E 4 JOAN
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JOAN 2 her LADY.
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LAdy, {weet now do not frown,
Nor in Anger call me Clown,
For your Servant Fesn may prove,
Like your {elf, as deep in Love;
And as abfolute a Bit,

Man’s {weet liquorith Tooth to fit,

The Smock alons the difference makes,
"Caufe yeurs is [pun of fimer Flax.

VVhat avails the Name of Madam ?
Came not all from Father 44am ¢

VVher
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VVhere does one exceed the other ?
VVas not £ve our common Mother ?
Then what odds *twixt you and. Foan 2.
Truly in my Judgment, none.

The Smock, &c,

Ladies are but Blood and Bone,

Skin and Sinews, fo is Foan,

foan’s a Piece for a Man to bore,

VVith his VVimble, your's no more.
Then what odds, &c.

[t 15 not your flaunting Tires,
Are the caufe of Men’s Defires ;
They're other Darts which Lufts purfue,
Thofe Joan has as well as you,
Then, &, "

\ Viiat care we for Glorious Lights,
\ Vomen are ufed in the Nights;
\nd in Night in VVomen.kind,

uings and Clowns like Sport do find;
Then, &¢,

*Vere there two in Bed together,
Lnere’s not a Pin to chufe "twixt either;
oth have Eyes, and both have Lips;

oth have Thighs, and both have Hips.
Then, &¢.

Vhen your Hand puts out the Candle,
ind you at laft begin to handle,
1en you go about to do

Viiat you fhould be done unto.
T’E{ﬁ, &Cn

V10 can but in Conftience {ayy
¢, fie, for fhame away, away,
xting Finger in the Eye,

zif you have a {refh Supply.

f
&
>
*
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LAdys: why doth Love torment vou >
Czanot I your Griefs remove 7
Ts there none that can content you
With the fweer delights of Love?
O No, na, 59, a3, 502 O No, 750, 1, 70, 19, 10,

AR

Beavty in a perfeft Mealure,
Hath the Love and wifh of al
Desr, than thall I wait the Pleafure,
That commands my Heart and all
D N2, &¢,

]
]
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If I grieve, and you can eafe me,
Will you be fo fiercely bent,
Having wherewithal to pleafe me,
Wfuft I ftitl be Difcontent ?

O No, &C.

1f1 am your faithful Servant,
 Arnd my Love does ftill remain ;
Will you think it il deferved,
To be favour’d for my pain ?
O Ne, &C.

If 1 thould then but crave a Favour,
\Which your Lips invite me to;
Wil you think It ill Behaviour
" Thus to fteal a Kifs or two ?

0 No, &C.

'All Amazing Beauty’s Wonder,
\May I prelume your Breaft to touch ?
Or to feel a little under,
g \Will you think I do too much?
r

0 J.\Tf?? &Ci‘

Orce more faireft, let me try ve,
Now my wifh is fully {ped,
Jfall Night. I would lie by ye,

“hall 1 be refus’d your Bed.

O No, 1n0, 50, %0, ne . O Nz, 1y 12, 10, 80, %9, %2¢°
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The Glory of all CuckoLbs

Iten Lordlings to my Story,
= 1 will Sing of Cuckolds Glory ;
And thereat let none be vext,
Nene can tell whofe Turn is next:
And tho' it now is held in {corn,

{'ll Sing the praife of noble HORN.

Diana was a virgin pure,

Among the reft Chaite and Demure ;

But yvou kncw well that I am fure,

What #Feon did endure:

If Men Iha*.-e HO RjNS from fuch as fhe,

1
[ = = =n ol ATy
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et thy Friend enjoy his Reft,

Vhat tho’ he wears Aeon’s Credt;’
Malice nor Venome at him {pit,

1o wears but what the Gods think fits
~onfefs he is by [ime’s Recorder,
{night of great Diana’s Order.

e was no Venial Sinner,
Vet the hath a Man within her ;

And to cut oft Cuckolds Scorns,
She decks his Head with Silver HORNS::
And if the Man in Heaven's thus Dreft,

We Men on Earth like him are Bleft.
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i ATrue SATYR.
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_2...._._.__

R

ONG have I grieved for to fee
Of all Eftates in each Degree ;
I have Laugh'd, I have Quaft and haVe Wept,
And a ftir like a Cur have 1 kept:
But now here I ftand with a Whip in my Hand,

Come alonz, come alonz, come aling, come along, |

(lap;

Ceme you Divines that fhould be Pure,
That keep a Man to {erve the Cure ;

You do Teach not to Preach, but to thow
Places fine, Such Divines as vou are {low:

Your Benefitsyou'll keep, whilft ancther feedsthe St
Come along, &C.

Come you that live fo by the Law,
That keep your Neighbours fo in Awe;

If a Hog or a Beaft you efpy
In the Ground to the Pound they muft hie:

Whole Towns you will bruit with a Pettifogging g
Ceme aleng, XC.

Ccme you that brag {o of your Wealth,

Becaufe vou have a little Pelf;
*Tis your Gold makes you fo bold to do wrong,
Nen ate the waife that your Purfe 1s fo ﬁrong

To build houfes high to the Peoples Milery,
Come Mons Ty &<,
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+ what’s become of the Eftate,

¢ which your Father left of late ;

u have no care for to {pare, but to {pend,

I you bring ev’ry thing to an end: ( Wealth,
u'll Orink away your Health, and Dice away your
Come along, &c.

me vou Quack-falvers that do kill

metimes a Parient by your Skill ;

yu will zrge them to Purge and let Blood,

u will tell thae it will do them good:  (the worfe,
u will eafe them of their Purfe, tho’ their Bodiesbe
eme slong, &C.

t

yme you Ladies that do wear

ore Fafhions than Sundays in the Year ;
ith your Locks, Ribbond Knots, and filk Rofes;
izh your Spots on your Face and your Nofes:
urbear Breaftsand your Back, difcover what you lack,

Come alonz, &XC.

emz you Tradefmen of the City,

har are {o Cunning and fo Witty;

would know how you grow Rich fo faft,

on will fwear you fell your Ware for lefs thaa’t coft :
Ir elfe vou'll give the buying, but I'll not believe the

Comre along, &c. (thing.

ome along you Puritan,
‘hat make your {eif a Holy Man;
'ho’ you lift up your Eyes when you Pray,

Ind frequent Four Sermons in a Day :

Inder pretence of pure Life, and yer will Kifs your
Coms along, &c. | (Neighbour's Wife,

kut now [ am {o weary grown,
[hat T muft ler the reft alone ;

Jdhould {lath more with my Lath, did I dare,
lanv more, now therefore them I f{pare:

[he reft 1 Jeave to the Judges and the Sheriffs,

Attty fhall Lafh yous
’ T?'ﬂe.
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ITrue CONTENT.

SR S.

- XY Mind to me a Kingdom is,
Such perfe& Joys therein 1 find ;
‘That it excels all other Blifs,
The World affords or grows by Kind:
'Tho’ much I want that moft would haye,
Yet il my Mind forbids to crave.

No Princely Pomp, no Weslthy ftore,
No force to win the Viltory ;

No cunning Wit to falve a Sore,
No fhape to feed a loving Eye:

To none of thefe am I in Thrall,
eorowiy, oy Mind to me s all, -
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ntent I live with this my {tay,

[ wifh no more then may fufhice ;

rels to bear no mighty Sway,

Look what I want, my Mind f{upplies:
ius do 1 Triumph like a King,

tent with that my Mind doth bring.
e have too much, and yet do want,
lictle have, but wifh no more;
ey are but Poor, for much they want,
nd I am Rich with little ftore:

ey Poor, I Rich, they Beg, I give,

ey lack, I leave, they Pine, I live.

E:e weigh their Pleafure by their Luft,
heir Wifdom by the rage of Will ;
jeir Treafure is their only Truft,

all the Pleafure I can find,
he Content of a quiet Mind.

Health is Wealth and perfect: Eafe,
Conicience clean, my chief defence;

o not {zek by Bribes to pleafe,

or by Deceit-to give Offence:

us do I hive, thus will T die,

wd all did as well as L.

 ue
h N

nd crooked Craft their School of Skill :
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The Bafbful S C O T.
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OCKEY late with Jemy Walking,
J Ona Day in Summer Seafon ;

Like a Lout with his Love fat talking,
When he fhould be doing Reafon:
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Fockey loft, Fockey loft,
tima to Dally, his time to Dally,
Thillt he cry d Sweet, fwee,, fweet

¢t Jenny, ﬂ)alz & ﬂ:;ﬂl I?

., as muft Woman ule,

o deny when they would have 1t,
h faint Tongue the did refufe,

'hen her Looks did {feem to crave 1t :

Still he cry’d, fhll be cry'd,
n he fhou’d dall when he fhou'd dally,

Jenny [weet, fweet, fweet, [weet,
Sweet Jenny, fhall 12 fhall I

that now was grown more willing,
'hen the faw his backward dealing,
prevent her own Heart’s illing,
fith a Sigh her Love revcalmg,

Said a]afs' {aid alafs!
en he would dally ; when he would dally,
~ Now you fland Smet , fweet, [weet,

Sweet Jenny, Shall 12 Shall 1¢

perceiv'd by her Replying, .
hata Nay was Yea, in Wooing, ‘
that asking without trying,

Vas the way to Love’s Undoing ;

Now he knows, now he knows,

en he fhould dally, when he thould dally,

Not to fland [weet, [weet, [weet,
Sweer Jenny Shall 12 Shall 1¢

R ﬁ“@iﬁﬁ TR
NMED QO
%Z‘W S,
&2




2 Priis to Purge Melancholy,

The Wanton T R CK.

IF any one long for a Mufical Song,
Altho’ that hxs Hearing be thick,

T he found that it bears will ravifh his Ears,
Whoop, 'tis but a Wanton Trick.

A pleafant young Maid on an Inftrument play',

Thac knew neither Note, nor Prick;
She had a good Will to Jive by hes Skill,

Whoop, &C.

A Youth in that Art well feen in Lizs Part,
They call'd him Darbybire Dick,

Came to her a Suitor, and wou'd be her Tutor,
Whop, &¢.
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un with his Bow he was not flow,
s Fingers were nimble and quick,

n he play’d on his Bafs, he ravifh’d the Lals,
hi0fy XC

Voo'd her and Taught her, until he had brought
» hold out a Crotchet and Prick, (her
by his diretion, fhe came to Perfeltion,

haop, &C.

h Playing and Wooing he ftill would be doing,
nd call'd her his pretty fweet Chick :
reafonable Motion brought her to Devotion,

hoop, &C.

Ib]cas‘d her fo well, that backwards fhe fel],

nd fwooned, as tho’ fhe were fick;
weet was his Note, that up went her Coat,
0D, XC.

ftring of his #74! fhe'put to the Trial,
Il fhe had the full length of the Stick?
white Belly’d Zute fhe fet to his Flute,
wp, &C.

the with her Luze, and he with his Fluze,
Id every Crotchet and Prick;

carned at leifure, yet paid for the Pleafure,
sy, &C.

Vielsfiring burft, her Tuten dhe Curft,
wever fhe play’d with the Stick,

Oﬁv;er to Fane fhe was -quite out of Ture,
0p, &ic.

lheming her Hand to make the Pin fland,
¢ Mufick within her grew Thick,

,is Vial and Lute appeartd {fome Fr uit,
WP} &Ci

And
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And then {ke repented, that e’er fthe confented.
To have either Note or Prick ;

For Learning {o well made her Belly to fwell,
Wheot, &c.

All Maids that make trial of a Lure or a pial,
Take heed how you handle the Stick:

If you like not this Order, come try my Recorde,
Wioep, &c.

And if that this Ditty forfooth doth not fit ye,
I know not what Mufick to Prick,

There’s never a Strain but in time will be twaip,
Iheod, 'tic but a Wanton Trick,

VBV LAV IVAIVEILOL IV AL

I1h: Silly MAIDS.
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Aids are grown {fo Coy of late,
t Forfooth they will not Marry;
Tho' they're in their Teens and patft,
They {ay they yet can tarry :
Bt if they knew how {weet a thing
[+ 15 1n Youth to Marry,
They would fell their Hofe and Smack,
I'er they {o long would tarry.

Winter Nights are long you know,
And bitter cold the Weather,

Then who's fo fond to lie alone,
When two may lie together ?

And 15t not brave when Summer conies,
With all the Fields inrolled,

To take a Green-Gown on the Grafs,
And wear 1t uncontrouied ?

For fhe that is moft Coy of all,
If {he had time and leifure,
Would lay away fevereft Thoughts,
And turn to Mirth and Pleafure .
For why, the faireft Maid {fometimes
Puts on the Face of Folly,
And Maids do ne'er repent fo much
As when they are too Holy.

1he
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The Nortn-Country Man’s SON(
on the View of London Sight

Set by Mr AKEROYDE.

7 Hen Ize came firft to London Town,
~ Ize war a Noviz, as many mo Men are;
Ize thought the King had liv'd at the Crown,
And all the way to Heaven had been thro’ the 3

Ize zet up my Horle, and Ize went to Powls,
- Uds nigs, quoth I, what a Kirk beth’ here,
Then Ize did fwear by all Kurfon Souls,

It was a Mile Jong, or very near.

The top wor as high as any Hill;
A Hill, quoth I, nay as a Mountain,
But 1ze went up with very good Will,

~ But gladder was 1 to come down again,
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or as I went up, my Head ga round,
Then be it known to all Kurfon People;

\ Man 15 no little way fro the Ground,
Whe=n he’s o'th’ top of Paul’s Steeple.

ze lay down my Hat, and Ize went to Pray,
But wor not this a pitiful Cafe?

Uvor Ize had done, it wer ftolen away,
Who'd a thought Thieves had been in that place.

vow vor my Hat Ize made great moan,
A ftander by then to me faid,

'hou doft not obferve the Script ire aright,
For thou mun a watch’d as well as pray’d.

rom thence to Weftminfler Ize went, -

Where many a brave Lawyer Ize did fee s
ut zome there had a bad intent,

I'm zure my Purfe was ftolen from me.

low ro zee the Tombs was my defire,

[ze went with many brave Fellows ftore;

e aan them a Penny, that was their Hire,
And he’s but a Fool that will give any more,

hen through the Rooms the Fellow me led,
Where all the Zights were to be zeen;

nd fnutfling told me through the Nole,

'What formerly the Names of thofe had been.

ere lies, quoth he, Henry the Third,

Thou ly’ft like a Knave, he fays never a Woid;
nd here lies Richard the Second Interr’d,

And here ftands good King Edward’s Sword.

nd under this Chair Lies Facor’s Stone,
The very fame Stone 18 now 11 the Chair ;

very good Jeft; had Jacob but One?
Hew got he fo many Sons without a pair”

I\’OL. v, b lue
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. 3 ot there, but down with the Tide,
e great haft, and Ize went my way ;
For Ize was to 2t€ the Lyons befide,

And the Paris-Garden all in a Day.

When Ize came there, Ize was in a Rage,
Ize rai’'d on him that kept the Bears;

Inftead of a Srake, was fufferd a Stage,
And in Hunks his Houfe a Crew of Players.

“Then through the Bridge to the Tower [ze went,
With much ado 1ze entered in:

And after a Penny that I had fpent,
Oge with a loud Voice did thus begin.

“This Lyon’s the King's, and that’s the Queen’s
And this is the Princes that ftands hereby <.

Wich that I weat near to look in the Den,
Cods body ! quoch he, why come you {o nigh

Tze made great hafte unto my Inn,

a L
[ze Zupt, and 1ze went to Bed betimes ;

- 1ze Slept, and 1z¢ Dream’d what I had Zeen,
And wak'd again by Cheap-fide Chimes.

e
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3arraDd of the Courtier and the Country
Clown,
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JUR Courtiers fcorn we Country Clowns,
- We Country Clowns care not for Court ;
¢'ll be as merry upon the Downs,

you are at Midnight with all your Sport,

Witi & Fadding, &e,

lawk, you Hunt, you Iie upon Pallets,

1 Eat, you Drink, the Lord knows how :
Lupon Hillocks, and pick up our Sallets,

Ldrink up a Sillibub under a Cow.
With a F rdaing, &<.

3. Your
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Your Mafques are miade for Knights and Lords,

And Ladies that go fine and gay ;
We Dance to {fuch Mufick the Bag-pipe affords,
And crick up our Lafles as well as we may.

With a Fadding,

Your Cloaths are made of Silk and Sattin,
And ours are made of gcod Sheeps Grey;
You mix your Difcourfes with pieces of Latin,
\We {peak our Englifh as well as we may,
With a Frddiy,

Your Chambersare hung with Cloth of 44,
Our Meadows bedeck'd as fine as may be;
And from our Sport you never thall bar us,
Since Fean in the Dark, 1s as good as my Lady.
With a Faddiy,

You Courtiers clip and cull upon Beds,
We Jumble our Lafies upon the Grafs;
And when we have agotren their Maiden-heads,
They ferve to make a Courtier’s Lafs.
With a Fada,

You Dance Courants and the French Braul,
We Jig the Morris upon the Green;

And we make as good fport in a Country-Hall,
As you do before the King and the Queen.

With a F, ﬂdtﬁﬂfx

Then Ladies do not us difdain,
Although we wear no gaudy Cloaths;
You'll find as much Pith in a Country Swain,
When he plucks up your gay Embroiderd G
With a Fadd
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ALLAD calldCoox-Lorrzer, The
Words by Bex. JouNsoON,
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ok Lorrel would needs have the Devil his Gueft,
; And bid him once into the Pesk ro Dinner;

Vhere never the Fiend had {fuch a Fealr,
 Provided him yet at the charge ot a Sinner.

is Stomach was queafie, (for coming there Coach'’d)
The jodging had caus'd fome Crudities rife ;
ohelp 1t he CaH d for a Puritan poach’d,

; Thaf ufed to turn up the Eggs of his Eyes.

nd {o recovered unto his Wifh,
| He fat him down, and he fell to Eat;
romoter in Plumb-broth was the firlt Difh,
His own privy Kitchin had no fuch Meat.

et tho” with this he much were taken,
Upon a {udden he {hifred his Trencher,

sfuon as he fpied the Bawd and Bacon,
By this you may note the Devil’sa Wencher.

| Six
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Six pickled Taylors fliced and cut,

Sempfters, Tire-women, fit for his Pallet ;
With Feather-Men and Perfumes put,

Some Twelve in a Charger to make a grand §

A Rich fat Ufurer ftew’d in his Marrow,
And by him a Lawyers Head and Green-fawce
Both which his Belly tock in like a Barrow,
As if till then he had never feen Sawce.

Then Carbonado’d and Cook’d with pains,
Was brought up a Cloven Serjeant’s Face ;

“The Sawce was made of the Yeoman's Brains,
That has been beaten out with his own Mace.

Two roafted Sheriffs came whole to the Board,

(The Feaft had nothing been without ’em)
Both living and dead they were Fox’d and Furr'd,
Their Chains like Saufages hung about em.,

‘The very nexe Dith was the Mayor of a Town,
With a Pudding of Maintenance thruft in his Be

Like a Goofe in the Feathers dreft in his Gewn,
And his ccuple of Hinch-Boys boil'd to a Jelly.

A London Cuckold hot from the fpit,
And when the Carver up had broke him;
The Devil chopt up his Head at a bit,
But the Horns were very near like to have choak'dh

The Chine of a Letcher too there was roafted,
With a plump Harlot's Haunch and Garlick;
A Pandor’s Pettitoes that had boafted
Him{elf for a Caprain, yer never was Warlike.

A large fat Pafty of a Midwife hot,
And fer cold bak'd Mear into the Story ;
A reverend Painted Lady was brought,

And Coffin'd in Cruft till now fhe was hoary.
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To thefe, an overgrown Juftice of the Peace,
- With a Clark like a Gizard thruft under each Arm ;
And Warrants for Sippets laid in his own Greafe,

Ser over a Chaffing-difh to be kept warm.

The Jowl of a Jaylor {erved for Fith,

A Conftable fous’d with Vinegar by;

Two Aldermen-Lobfters afleep in a Dith,

. A Deputy-Tart, a Church-Warden-Pye.

IA“ which devour'd he, then for a clofe,
Did for a full Draught of Darby call ;

He heav'd the huge Vellel up to Ais Nofe,
And left not till he drank up all.

Then from the Table he gave a flart,

Where Banquet and Wine were nothing fcarce ;.
All which he ftarted away with a Fart,
- From whence it was called the Devil's Arfe.

And there he made fuch a breath wich the Wind,

The hole too ftanding open the while;
That the {cent of the Vapour before and behind,
Hath foully perfumed moft part of the Iile,

And this was Tobacco, the Learned fuppofe,
Which fince in Country, Court and Town ;

In the Devil’s Glifter-pipe fmoaks at the Nofe! 1
Of Polecat and Madam, of Gallant and Clown.

From which wicked Weed, with Swine’s-flefh and Ling,
Or any thing elfe that’s feaft for the Fiend ;

Our Captain and we cry God fave the King,
And fend him good Meat and Mirth without end.
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A fst BARGAIN.

I Am a Lover, and 'tis trye 3

Fair Daptme I'm in Love with you ;
Woman thou art, for ought I fee,
Yet more aflur'd I with to be

Such
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¢h Trial then do not refufe,
¢all Men in their Bargains ufe.

en feel the Pullen when they lay,
they be Plump, and fo wou'd I,

en ride their Nags, and try their Pace,
he like would I do 1n this cafe.

ho will buy Land, ¢’er they do know,
Vhat Fruit on 1t 1s apt togrow ?

ow if any of my Parts, or al],

ou will then to Tryal call,

ou fhall both fee, and feel, and taite, -
it you repent your Bargain paft:

hen Part with Part let us Compare,
here’s no Deceit in open Ware,

cur Legs and Feet are ftrait and fine,
4 look you here pray what are mine?
«u have a yound and lufty Thigh;

<l lcok you here, pray what have I ?
:t yer that part that all muft bind,
ihew not, lealt you firike me Blind.

-1
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T Have been E4f, and T have been Wef,
I have been far in the North-Country ;
1-have drank Wine and Beer of the beft,

And Liquoer that Men call /.

f've been in Flanders and in France,
I've been in Sparn and Italy;

And I've feen many a Man by chance,
Fall down to the Ground with p/e.

‘Tne ftrongeft Wine in Flanders or Spain,
Or yet in the Palzrave’s Country,

48 norhi'ﬂg like t'our Enzlifb Ale,
‘That Liquor of Life, call’d /.

"The ftrongeit Soldier that ever did fight,
Or the braveft Commander of a Marfbal/ea,
May te brought to the Ground, I hold him a Gra
If he fwagger too long with Jpfe.

The Preacher, the Teacher, the Prieft and the Clu
The Dettor of Law and Divinity;

May ttumble and fall fometimes in the Dark,
IZ their Caps be fudled with Ip/e,

tr makes grave Counfellors flumber and fleep,
Wien they fheould fpeak they cannot fee,
They fit like Momes, for want of Wit
‘A hen their Caps be fudled with 2.
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The whiffing Gallants of the Inns of Court,
Do hinder their Studies certainly,
hey're fometimes glad to pawn their Suit,
For fudling their Caps with Ip/e.

he Papift, the Puritan Proteftant too,

And all other Religions whatever they be, |
Itho’ in fome Points they cannot agree,

Yet none of them differ in Ipfe.

he Taylor that eats more Bread at a Meal,
Than any Tradefman does at three,

rA half-penny Loaf will ferve him a Week,
Rl his Cap be fudled with Ipfe.

The Smith and the Shoemaker is not behind,.

F ’
- They never were, nor never will be,

f they be Drunk, ’tis but their Kind,
- To fudd!le their Caps with Ip/e,

lf Tradefmen they would but forego,

' The Vices that hinder their Quality, .
The Malt-man may go hang himfelf,
And the Brewer with his ftrong Zpfe..

Dl Dl
WG
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The Growth of CUCKOLDOM,

Find T am a Cuckold,
I care not who doth know i1t;

Ir 1s my Docm, therefore welcome,
I mean to undergo it,

Ak ol mazes me fing, Come along, come along,
A son hat deride or [corn,

Tre proudeft ie who e'er he be,
Percrance will wear toe Florm,

‘The Farfon of oor Paniih,
That no Man thinks Polluted,
Along with me for Company,
- He kindly goes Cornuted.
@hich makes me fng, come alomng, &<,
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. 1s a darkfom Paflion,
And yet there is no fear on't,
ike an Ague Fit they come by it;
Few Gentlemen are clear-on't.
Whico, &C.

en thoufand in this Kingdom,
Are fubjeét to this Branding, -
As 'Squires and Knights, and City Wights,
For want of Underflanding,
Which, &c,

The beft Jeit that ever I heard,

One {wore his Wife was Conftant,

When behind the Screen, and a Door between,
He was Cuckold in an Inftane.
Which, &c.

At Wefiminfter 1n Term time,
When all the Lawyers Mutters,

Like Ducks in May you may fee them play,

VVith their Velver Shooes in Clufters,
I‘f”%’f‘ﬂ‘b; &C-

it you walk the Town of Zondon, .
- VVhere the Flat-caps call Men Coufins,
1t you look about my Mafters out,
You'll find Thirteen to'the Dozen.
Waich viakes me fuz, Come along, come along,
Al you that deride or Je.rn, |
fie prondelt be why Qep e be,
Perchance will wear the Horn.

g B :rr‘lt .*l:-c\-l)-t-; v
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If every Woman was ferv’d in ber king,

E every VVoman was ferv'd in her Kind,
And every Man had his due Defert,
The Rooms in Bridewel would be well lin’d,
And a Coachwould not pafsin the Streets for a Cart;
Yet I'm a lrttle vex'd ar the Heart,
And fain wou'd I have my grief to be known .
The Parifh would have me play a kind Part,

And Father a2 Child that is none of my own.

Full Twelve Months I crofs’d the Seas,
Mean time I was croft as much on the Land, .
For all the while my Wife fat at her eale,
And had her Companions at her Command ;
Lere's never a Galiant but {et ar her Hand,
And fzid it was pity fhe fhould be alone,
Ard now they would have me fubfcribe to a Bond,
Lnnl rannery, &G, Let:
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Let every Father take care for his Child,

And {eek to provide for the Mother and that,.
Altho’ I'm a Buck, I am not fo Wild,

To nail up my Horns for another Man’s Hat,
I'll never grieve, but let it pafs,

Since 'tis my Fortune to be overthrown,
Altho' 'm an Ox, 1']] ne’exr be aa Afs,

To Father, &¢.

A Man may be made a Cuckold by chance;

And put out another Man’s Child to Nurfe, -
And hoodwink his Horns with Ignorance,

But he that’s a Wittal is ten times worfe ;
And that knows his Crofs and his Curfe,

And ftill will be led by a Strumpet’s Moan, .
May fit and fell Horns at Brizain’s Burfe,

For Fathering, &c.”

And if that you will be my Judge,
Isn’c that Man wonderful bafe,

To be another Man’s Slave and his Drudge;.
And fell all his Credit for Difgrace?

No, I was never fprung frem that Race,

To call that my Seed thar another hath fown,
And I'll never look our King in the Face,
If I Father a Child that is none of my own.

¥,
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ABALLAD of Old ProvERBs,

Prithee Sweet-heart grant me my defire,
For I am thrrwn as the old Provers goes,
Out of the Frying-pap, 1ato the Eire,
And there 15 none that pities my Woes.
Then hang or drown thy lelf, my Mule,
Fer there is not a T—=d to chufe. N

Mot Maids prove Coy of late, tho' they feem Holier,
Yer I believe they are all of 2 Mind ;

Like unto like, quoth the Devil to the Collier,
And they'll be true when the Devil is Blind :

1.¢t no one truft to their defire,

For the burnt Child ftill dreads the Fire.

VWhat tho’ my Love as white as a Dove 15,

Yet you would fay, if you knew all within;
Shitten come Shite the beginning of Love is,

Aad {or her Favour I care not a Pin: No
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'» Love of mine fhe e’er fhall be,
.Reverence of her Company.

hat the® her Difdainfulnefs my Heart hath Cloven,
Yer 1 am of {o ftately a Mind;

il not creep in her A— to bake in her Oven,

Tho' 'tis an old Proverb, that Cat will to kind :

at T will fay untl I die,

aewel and be hang’d, that’s twice Good-by.

35, no Enjoyments, nor Comfort I can take,
In her that regards not the worth of a Lover;
T— is as good for a Sow, as a Pancake :
Swallow that Gudgeon, I'll Filh for another,

he nc’er regards my aking Heart,

ell s Mare a Tale, fhe'll let a Fart.

low I'm {ure as my Shde is made of Leather,
Without good advifement and fortunate helps;

e two thall ne’er fet our Horfes together,

For fhe's like a Bear being rob'd of her Whelps:
ut as for me 1t fhall ne’er be faid,

ou've brought an old Houfe over your Head.

o, this is my Counfel to young Men that Wooe,
Look well before you leap, handle your Geer;

orif you Wink and Shite, you'll ne’er fee what youdo,
S0 you may take a wrong Sow by the Ear:

it 1t {fhe prove her felf a Flure,

hen the may do as does my Shirt,

ll Back, or fall Edge, T never fhall bound be,
Tomake a Match with Tag-rag, and Long-tail;
le that's born to hang, never fhall drown'd be,
Beft 15 beft cheap, if you hit not the Nail:

hall 1 toil Gratis in the Dirt,

uft {he fhall do as does my Shirt.

Cupid
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Curip no Paysicran, Set by S, Teno,

St =L
P E!::Z’i f

— e il e Sy T il




Priis to Poge Melancholy. 115

A Reftlefs Lover I efpy’d,
‘That went from Place to Place,

Lay down and turn'd from Side to Side,
And {ometimes on his Face ;

But when thofe Med’cines were apply’d,
In hopes of Intermiflion,

Like one that found no eafe, he cry’d,
Has Cupid no Phyfician,

What do thole Ladies with their Looks,
Their Kifles and their Smiles;

Can no Receipt in thofe fair Books,
Repair their former Spoils ?

But they complain as well as we,
Their Pains have no remiffion

And when both Sexes wounded be,

Hath Cupid #o Phyfician.

Have we fuch Palfies and fuch Pains,
Such Feavers and fuch Fics,

No quick Effential Chimick Grains,
No Zfculapius Wits?

No Creature can beneath the Sun,
Prevail in oppofition,

And when fuch Wonders may be done,
Hath, &c.

Into what Poifons do they dip,
Their Arrows and their Darts,
That touching but cur Fingers ends,

The pain doth prick our Hearts,
Now I perceive before I ger,
Into the Inquifition,
Death never had a Surgeon yer,
Nor Cupid 4 Phyficiar.

The
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Tie Toung Maidas PorT1ioN,

NOW all my Friends are laid in Grave,
And nothing they bave left me,
But a Mark a Year my Mother gave,

By which for to protet me:

Yet
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vee I live on the Leagure ftill,
As brave as any Lady,
And all is with a Mark a Tear,
The which my Mother gaue me.

I have my Pimps at my Commani,
My Coach upon me tending,
If any-one be curt or {lafh'd,
Or any one Offending,
They'll bear me out of all the Rout,
As brave as any Lady,
And all is with a Mark a Year,

The which my Mother gave e,

My high Commode, my Damask Gown,
My lac’'d Shoes of Spanifh Leather,

A Silver-Bodkin in my Head,
And a dainty Plume of Feather,
I'll take Tobacco with a Grace,
As brave as any Lady,
And all is with a Mark a Year,

The which my Mother gave me.

A Lord, a Knight, a Gentleman,
Is welcome to my Oven ;

The finical Courtier with his Tricks,
Whofe Beard’s but newly fhaven,
All's one to me, whoe'er he be,
He's welcome ftill as may be,
God a mercy Mother, for thy Gift

It’s a Portion for a Lady.

S IEREHS
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Ibe Resoruriox. §et by Mr. King,
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Ow fic upon a Jealous Brain,
That doth his Love miftruft,
Whofe {corching Blood runs through each Vein,
To Judge his Looks unjuft :
Give me that nioble minded Heart,
T hat never w1l do fo,
But Loves by Nature, not by Arg,
And iet 81l 02iiirs co,

— i AdG m s vt et e g

Let
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Let no Man think that Cupid's Shot,
Can wound an Honeft Breaft,

He that ft1ll fears a Jealous Plot,
Will never live at reft:

That Man I love that hates to fear
The flander of a Foe,

'Tis he that fhall my Favour wear,
And let all others go.

If any do my Vertue Praife,
And thinks to flatcer me,

His Subtile Tongue his Heart betrays,
His Follies 1 can fee;

That Man I'l] have, will not fufpedt,
An honeft Woman’s No,

"T1s he fhall be my choice Eleét,
And let, &¢,

Some Men by Witchcrafr feek to gain,
Their Love with charmed Spice,

Such Love I {corn to entertain,
Fram’'d by a bafe device ;

I'll humour him that {eeks no Charms,
Nor Cerberys Cups below,

I'll hug him in my Ivory Arms,
And let, &c.

He that threatens when I {mile,
I’l] vex him when he weeps;

He that Loves but a Watching while,
I'll Horn him when he Sleeps:

But he that with unfpotted Breaft,
Bears Love as pure as Snow,

Shall be my Gueft at Cupid’s Featt,
And let al] others go.

LOVE
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LOVE for LOVE, SetbyMr.King,
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QHall I wafting in Defpair,
' Die becaufe a Woman s Fair,

Or mzke pale my Cheeks with Care,
Becaufe anothers Rofie are :

Be fhe Fairer than the Day,
Or the flowiy Mead in My,

If fhe think not well of me,

\What care I how Fair fhe te.
Shal



Shall my foolifh Heart be pin'd,
'Caufe 1 fee 2 Woman's kind ;

Or 2 well-difpofed Nature

ined With a comely Featyye ?
e fhe mild, orkinder than
The Turtle-Dove, or Pelican -

If {he be not {o to me,

What care I how Kind {he be.

Shall 2 Woman's Vertue move,
Me to perifh for her Love ;

Or her Merits Value known,
Make me quite forget my own ?
Be the with Goodnefs bleft,

Asmay deferve of 'Men the beft ;
It the be not fo to me,_

What care I how good fhe be,

Caufe her Fortune feems too high,

shall T play the fool and Die ?

lie that bears a noble Mind,

fnot outward Helps fhe find :

ghinks what with them fhe will do,
hat without them fhe dares Wooe ;

And unlefs that Mind I fee,

What care I how good the be.

E)a the Good, or Kind, or Fair,

d will ne'er the more Defpair ;

It the love me, this believe,

L will die €er the fhall Grieve

f fhe flight me when I Wooe,

| will feorn and flighe her too ;

‘or if fhe be not fit for me,

What care I for whom ihe be.

YOL, 1v. G

Prois to Parge Melancholy.
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1he Cowntry Maws DEL1G HT.
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'{ N Summer time, when Flowers do Spring,
& And Birds fit on a Tree;
Let Lords and Knights fay what they will,
There’s none {o Merry as we :
T here’s Will and Mol
Here's Harry and Dod,
With Brian and bonny Betty 3
Oh, bow they d'd jerk it,
Caper and ferk it,
Under the Green-wood Tree.

Our Mufick in a litele Pipe,
That can fo {weetly play ;
Whom we do hire from Wb;tﬁﬁrza’e,

X111 latter Lamas-day ; 0
i
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On Sabbath-days,
And Holy-days,

Afcer Evening- Prayer comes hes
And then, &c.

Come play us Zdam and Eve, fays Dick,
What's that, fays little Pipe ?
1t is the beginning o'th’ World, quoth Dick,
For we are Dancing-ripe:
It’s that you call,

Then have at all, ..
He plaid with a merry Glee:

O then, &¢.

1n comes our Gafter Underwood; .
And fets him on the Bench;

His Wife and Daughter Ne'er-6¢-good,

- That pretty round-fac’'d Wench:
There’s Neighbour Chuck,
And Habakkuk,

They all come there to fee:

0 how, &C.

Tl

From thence we go to Sir iwiliam's Ground,
And a Rich Old Cub 15 he ;
And there we Dance around, around,
But the Devil a Penny we fee :
From thence we get, .

To Sommerfet, .
Where Men be frolick and fiee® . - ,
And there, &c. - :

R T N R R S R S R R

The Second P.A RT. ..

Y Lord’s Son muft n*o;d:éfargot, *
1 Sofull of merry Jeft; ., -
¢ laughs to fee the Girls {o hot,

And jumps in with the reft: ;
G He
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He doth them aflail
With his Calves-Tail, ]

And he thruvfts e 1n to fee,
O how they do, &c.

A Pox of all thofe {nuffling Knaves,
That do our Sports defpife :
We value not the fneaking Slaves,
They're more precife tharn Wife:
Bots on them all
Both great and {mall,

And fuch Hypocrife:
For we will, &C.

Tho' bonny NeZ do bear the Bell,
'Mongft Gallants gay and gaudy ;
Qur M#rgﬂ}"s as light as the,
And vet fhe is not Baudy :
When {he with trulty &rzbur mests,
And Beb with Barnaoy ;
O ! hew they 4o frig it,
Fump it and FigZ it,
trnder the Green-wood-Tree.

We fear no Plots of Fews or Scots,
For we are jolly Swains;
\With Plow and Cow, and Barley-Mow,
We bufie all our Brams:
No City Caves,
Nor Merchant’s Fears
Of Wreck, or Piracy ;
Therefore we can Flant it
_ Revel and Rant 1t,
& Urder the Green-waod Tree.

O'er Hills and Dales, and Whitfon- Ales,
We Dance a Merry fit ;
When Sufau {weet with fy'afm doth meed,
She gives him Hir for Hut:
From Head to Foot,
~ She holds him to't,
fnd Jumps as high as be;
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Q fow they do [pring it,
Flounce it and fling it
Under the Green-wood Tree.

With Ribbond red in Hat on Head,
Young Ralph doth skip and jump ;
| 7 has 8 new Jong Scarf of blue,

| That reaches to her Rump
With Petticoats,

As light as Moats,
Which in the Sun we fee;
' O! how :hey did skip it,
Trample and Trip 4,
| Under the Greenwood Tree,

iNo time is fpent with more content,
In City, Court, or Camp; -
| We fear no Covent-Garden G out,
Nor Pickadilly Cramp
From Scurvy we
Lo aiowrns free,
Aiwovemoie Mall be s
Se.long as we Whisk iz,
Frig it and frisk it,
Under the Green-wood Tree.

-
L

On Meads and Launs, we trip like Fauns,
| Like Fillies, Kids, o Lambs;
Ve have no twinge to make us cringe
Or crinkle in the Hams -
When fome Difeafe
Doth on us feize,
Vith one Confent go we;
7o Jigg it and Firk it,
Caper and Ferk it
Under the Green-wood Tree.

Vhen we're wrell fir'd, and almoft tir'd,
That Night is drawing on :

nd that we muft confels (as juft)
Our Dancing day is done:

G 2 Thg
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The Night 1s {pent

With more content,
Yor then we all agree;;

To Cock it and Dock i?,

Smock and Knock it,
Under the Greeneswood Tréés
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A Mock Soxc to, Ob, lead me to fome Pea.
ful Gloom. To the [ame Tune.

H, oh, lead me,

Wherc none but honeft, none but honeft, honel

(Fellows come;

Where our Wives, our chs Clappers never found

(never, never found

But an eternal Hufh, aneternal Huth goes round :

There Jet me drown in Wine my Pain,
There let me drown in Wine m Pain,

And never, never think of Heme never, never think

(of Home, never, never think of Home,

Never, never, never, never, never think of Home agmni

What Comfort, what Comfort, what Comfort cand
(Husband hav:?

Who Marries, who Marries to be a Slave?
W hat Comfort what Comfort can a Husband have,
Who Marries, ‘who Marries, who Marries to bg mat,

Morea Slavc, to, to be more, to, to be more, to, to &
(tnore, more a Sla""
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Three Glorious Things.

Set by Mr, TENOE.
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}]T 1s my Delight both Night and Day,
To Pralfe the Women as mUCh as 1 may;

Three things be glorious,

'l tell you if I can,
The Sun an Angel, and a Woman,

s my Delight both Night and Day,
'Ze Praife the Wemen as much as I may.

G 4 Three
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Three things be Precious,
'l tell you if T can,

8right Pearl, fine Gold, and a8 Woman.
It 15 my Delight, &c.

Three things there be Lowring,
I'll tell you If I can,

A Tidgeon, a Turtle-Dove, and a Wonan.
It 5 my Delight, &c.

Three things there be Loving,
- Tl tell you if I can,

An Ape, an old Fox, and a Woman.
It & my Delight, &c.

Three things will be Angry,

I'll tell you if I can,
A Wafn a2 Weafel, and 2 Woman,
Ity DoI'he ) &,

Theee things will be {cratching,
'll tell you 1if I can,
A Cat, a Brier, and a Woman.

It is my Delight, &c.

Three things will be a Chattering,
Ul tell you if I can,
A Pye, a Popinjay, and a Woman.
It is my Delight, &c.

Three things will lie clofe to a Man,

'l tell you 1f I can,
A Flea, a Loufe, and a Woman.

Ir /s my Delight, &c.

Three things muft be Beaten,
I'll tell youif I can,

A Srock-fith, a Mill-ftone, and a Woman.
i: is my Delight, &C.

Lt

Thre
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Three things muft be {tuffed,

I'll tell you 1f I can;

t A Pudding, a Cufhion, and a Woman.
; It is, &C,

Three things there are ill to Tame,

E 'l tell youifI can, -

i The Devily, 2 Wild-Colt,and a Woman,
It 15, &C.

Three things there are will make you Lean,
g I'll tell you if I can,

¢ Jrown Bread, fmall drink, and a curft Quean.
- It is, &¢C.

| From thefe three Plagues, I'll pray as I can,
i To blefs and to keep every Honeft Man.
-f It o5, &C.

R KGO HOR I R I ORTN KL

A RIDD LE Wisily Exponnded,
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Here was a Lady in the North-Country,

Ley the Bent to the Bonny Broom,

And fhe had lovely Daughters three,
Fa,lalzla, fa,la lala rare.

There was a Knight of Noble worth,
Lay the Bewt, &C.

Which alfo lived in the North,
Fa, la, &¢,

The Knight of Courage {tout and brave,
Lay the Bent, &c.

A Wife he did defire to have,
Fa 15, &C-

He knocked z—at the Lady’s Gate,

Lay the Bent, &c.
One Evening when it was late,

Fa ls, &c.

The youngeft Sifter let him in,

Lay the Bent, &c. _ '
- And pinn’d the Door with a Silver Fin,

Fa la, &¢.

The fecond Sifter {he made his Ded,
Lzy the Bent, &C. _

And laid foft Pillows under his Head,
Fa ls, &c.

The Youngeft that fame Nigat,

Lay the Bemt, &c. _
She went to Bed to this young Knight,

Fala, &cC.

And in the Morning when it was Day,
Lay the Bent, &c. '

Thefe words unto him fhe did {ay,
Fa ls, &c.

Now you have had your will (quoth fhe)
Lay the Bent; &c.
I.pray Sir Knight you Marry me,
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E The young brave Knight to her reply’d,
E  Lay the Bent, &C.

. Thy Suit, Fair Maid fhall not be deny'd,
t n la, &c.

! If thou can’ft anfwer me Queftions threé,
y  Lay the Bent, &c.

¢ This very Day I will Marry thee,

: Inls, &K

 LKind Sir, in Love, O then quoth fhe,

. Lay the Bent, &c.

t Tell me what your three Quéftions be;
s la, &c.

O what 1s longer than the Way ¢
i Lay the Bent, &c!

. Or what is deeper than the Sea ?
Fa la, &c.

| Or what is louder than a Horn®
Lay the Bent, &c.

Or what 1s tharper than a Thorn?
Is la, &c.

) Or what is greener than the Grafs ?
Lay the Bent, &¢C.

Or what is worfe than a Woman was ¢
Fa la, &c.

The Damfel's Anfwer to the Three Queflions.

( ) Love 1s Jonger than the way,
Lay the Bent, &c.
find Hell 1s deeper than the Sea,
Fz la, &C.

and Thunder’s louder than the Horn,
L1y the Ben:, XC.

And Hunger’s fharper than a Thorn,
I !;??- &C; Aﬂd
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And Poyfon's greener than the Grafs,
Lay the Bent, &c.

And the Devil's worfe than the Woman was,
Fa la, &¢.

When {he thefe Queitions anfwered had,
Lay the Bent, &C.

- The Knight became exceeding glad,

Fa la, &g,

And having truly try’d her Wit,
Lay the Bent, &C.

He much commended her for it,
Fa la, &¢.

And after as 'tis verifi'd,
Lay tbe Bent, &c.

He made of her his lovely Bride,
Iz la, &c.

So now fair Maidens all adiew,
Lay ths Bent, &¢.

This Song I dedicate to you,
3 ZJ, LN

] wiih that you may Conftant prove,
Lay the Bent #9 tic bonmy Brozin,

¥nto the Man that you do love,
Fa, lalala, fa, lalalarare.

i
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The: Cumberland L 4 S S.
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Here was a Lafs in Cumberland,
A bonny, Lafs of high Degree:
There was a Lafs, her- Name was Nelf,
The blitheft Lafs that e'er you fee:
Of:.‘ra Bed to me, to Bed te me,
Poe Lafs that comes to Bed to me
Blith and bomny may [he be,

Tie Lafs that comes. to Bed to me.

Her Father lovid her pafiing well,
So did her Brother fancy Nell:
Dut all their Loves came fhort of mine,
As far as Tweed 1s from the Tywe,
Ob ! to Bed to me, to Bed to me, &C.

She had five Dollars in a_Cheft,
Four of them fhe gave to me;
She cut her Mother's Wmdmcr-Sheer
And all to make a Sark for me,
Oh!te Bed to me, to Bed to me, &C.
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She pluck'd a Box out of her Purfe,

Ot four Gold Rings the gave me three :
ae thought her felf no whit the worle,
She was fo very kind to me,

O to Bed 70 me, to Bed to me, &c.

If T were Lord of all the North,

To Bed and Board fhe fhould be free;
For why, fhe is the bonjeft Lafs,
That is in all her own Country,

Ou! to Bed to me, &,

Her Cherry-Cheeks and Ruby Lips,
Doth with the Damask Rofe agree,
With other Parts which I'll not Name,

Which are 1o pleafing unto me -
On' to Bed to me, &c.

Far I have rid both Eaft and Weft,
And been in many a ftrange Country,
Yet never met with fo kind a Lafs,
Compar’d with Cumberiand Ne&’j ’
Ohb! to Bed to mi, &XC,

When I embrace her in my Arms,
She takes it kind and courteoufly,
And hath fuch prerty winning Charms,

The like whereof you ne'er did fee -
Oo! to Bed to me, &e.

There’s not a Lafs in Cumberland
To be compar'd to {miling Nez,
She hath fo foft and white 2 Hand,

And fomething more that Fll not tell,
Oh!to B:d ¢ me, K.

Up to my Chamber [ her got,
There I did treat her courteoufly,
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old her, T thought it was her Lot
To ftay all Night and Lig with me,
Oh! to Bed to me, &C.

he, pretty Rogue, could not fay nay,
put by confent we did agree,
Fﬂqat fhe for a fancy, there thould ftay,
And come at night to Bed to me:
Oh ! to Bed to me, &c.

|
!
5he made the Bed both broad and wide,

And with her Hand fhe imooth’d it down ;.
Lhe kifv’d me thrice, and {miling faid,
| My Love, I fear thou wilt {leep to foon
. 0h! to Bed to me, &C.
Into my Bed I hafted ftrair,

And prefently fhe follow’d me,
i; was in vain to make her wait,

For a Bargain muft a Bargain be,.

Oh\ to Bed to me, &C.

Then I embrac’d this lovely Lafs,

And ftrok’d her Wem f{o bonnily,
Bur for the reft we'il let it pals,

For fhe afterward fung Lulaby;
04! to Bed to me, to Bed 29 e,

The Lals that cawme to Bed to wme,
Blith and bonny [ure was fbe,

The Lefr that caine to Bed to #s,

135
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7he Neorthumberland BAGPIPE,
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A Shepherd fet him under a2 Thorn,
He pull'd out his Pipe and began for to play,.
Tr was on a Mid-fummers-day 1n the Morn, |
_ For Honour of that Holy-day-:
* A Dirty he did chant along,
That goes to the Tune of Cater-Bordee,
And this was the burthen of his Song,
1f thou wilt Pipe Lady I'l dange 20 thee,

10 thee, to thee, derry, deiry, to thee, &C.
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.4 whilft this Harmony he did make,

A Country Damfel from the Town,

Basket on her Arm fhe had,

A gathering Rufhes on the Dewn ;

et Bongrace of Wended Straw;

From the Sun’s hot Beams her Face 1s free,

nd thus fhe began when fhe him faw,
If thou wilt Pipe Lad, 'l Dance to thee, &c.

en he pull'd out his Pipe, and began to {ound,

Whilft tempting on her Back fhe lay,

st when his quavering Note fhe found,
How {weetly then this Lais could Play :
he fropp’d all Jumps, and fhe reveald,

She kept all Time with Harmony,

nd Jooking on him, fighing faid,

If thew wilt Pipe Lady I'l Dance to thee, .

he never  mueh as blufhed ar 210,

The Muiich was o cha e fweet,

vt eer anon to him the'd call,

And bid him aékive, turn and meet ¢
sthou art a boon Shepherd’s Swain,

lam a Lafs am come to Wooe thee,

o play me another double Strain,

And doubt not but I will Dance to thee, &G,

Altho’ 1 am but a filly Maid,

Who ne’er was brought up at Dancing-School,
But yet to the Jig that thou haft plaid,

You find that I can keep Time and Rule:
Now {ee that you keep your Stops aright,

- For Shepherd, I am refolv’d to view thee,
And play me the Dam{el’s chief Delight,

Then never donbt but I'l Dance $o thee, &C.

The Shepherd again did Tune his Pipe,

And plaid her a Leflon loud and fhrill,
The Damfel his Face did often wipe,

With mamy a Thank for his Good Will;

And
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And faid, T was ne'er fo pleas’d before,
And this is the firft time thar I knew thee,
Come play me this very Jig once more,
And nevver doubt but Tll Dance to thee, &,

The Shepherd, he fajd, as T am a Man,
I have kept Playing from Morning till Noon,
Thou know'ft I can do no more than I can;
My Pipe is clearly out of Tune;
To ruin a Shepherd T'll not feek,
Said fhe, for why fhould I undo thee,
I can come again to the Down next Week,
And tkos fbalt Pipe, and T'll Dance to thee,
to thee, to thee, derry, derry to thee.

N AW AN AN AN AN AN
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N E Evening a little before it was dark,
{ing, tan tara rara tan-vivee;
call'd for my Gelding, and rid to Hide-park,
| ontan tara, rara tan-ftivee ;
Jt was in the merry Month of May,
Jthn Meadows and Fields were gaudy and Gay,
And Flowers apparell’d as bright as the Day,
[ got wpom my Tam-tivee,

The Park fhone brighter than the Skies,
fing, tan tara, rara Tan-tivee,
With Jewels and Gold, and Ladies Eyes,
that {parkled, and cry’d, come fee me;
Of all parts of England, Hide-pavk hath the Name,
For Coaches and Horfes and Perfons of Fame,
It looked at firft fight like a Field full of Flame,
Which made me Ride up Tan-tivee.

There hath not been fuch fight fince Adaw's,
for Perriwig, Ribbond, and Feather,
Hide-park may be term'd the Market of Madams,

or Lady-Fair, chufe you whither:
Their Gowns were a Yard too long for their Legs,

They fhew’d like the Rain-bow cut into Rags,
A Garden of Flowers, or a Navy of Flags,
When they did all mingle together.

Among
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Among all thefe Ladies, I fingled out one,
to prattle of Love and Folly ;
I found her not Coy, but jovial as Fean;
Or Betty, or Marget, or Moally :
With honours and Love, and ftories of Chances,

My Spirits did move, and my Blood fhe advances,
With Twenty Quadundrums, and Fifty Five Fancies,
I'd bave beew at ber Ton-tivee.

We talk'd away time until it grew dark,
the Place did begin to grow privy;
For Gallants began to draw out of the Park,
to their Horfes did gallop Tan-tivee:
But finding my Courage a little to come,
I fent my Bay Gelding away by the Groom,
And proffer'd my Service to wait on her Home,

In ber Coach we went both Tan-tivee.

I offer'd and proffer’d, but found her ftrait-lac’d,
2ociva Y ihail rever believe e

This Arm fuil of Sattin 1 biavely embr.c’d,
and fain would have been at Tan-tivee

Her Lodging was pleafant for fcent and for fight,

She feem'd like an Angel by Candle-light,

And like a bold Archer, I aim'd at the White,

Tan-tivee, tan-tivee, 1an-tivze.

With many Denials fhe yielded at 1af,
her Chamber being wondrous privy,
‘That I all the Night there might have my repaft,
to run at the Ring Tan-tivee.
I put off my Cloaths, and I tumbled to Bed,
She went to her Clofet to drefs up her Head,
But I peep'd in the Key-hole to fee what fhe did,
Whick pu: me quite belide my Tan-tiutee,

She took off her Head-tire, and fhew’d her hald Pate,
Her Cunning did very much grieve me,

Thought I to my felf] if it were not {0 late,
I would home to my Lodgings believe me,
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I:r [lair being gone, fhe {feem’d like a Hag,
¢ bald-pate did look like an Offrich's Egg,
s Lady {thought I) is as right as my Leg,

Che hath been too much nt Tan-tivee.

bt more 1 did peep, the more 1 did {py,
Which did unto amazement drive me;
te puc up her Finger, and out dropt her Eye,
' [ pray’d that fome Power would relieve me:
by now my refolves was never to trcuble her,
; venture my Carcafe with fuch a blind Hobler,
e Jook'd with One Eye, jult like Hew/on the Cobler,

tWhen be us'd to Riae Tan-tivee,

eep'd, and was ftill more perplexed therewith,
Thoughe I, tho’t be Midnight P'll Jeave thee ;
Bhe fetch’d 2 yawn, and out fell her Teeth,
This Quean had intents to deceive me :
e drew out her Handkerchief as I fuppofe,
To wipe her high Fore-head, off dropt her Nofe,

Vhich made me run quickly and put on my Hofe,
The Devil is in my Tan-tivee.

he watht all the Paint from her Vifage, and tien
She Jook'd juft (if you will believe me)
ke a Lancafbive Witch of Four fcare and Ten,
And as the Devil did drive me;
out on my Cloaths, and cry’d Witches and Whores,
mbl'd down Stairs, broke open the Deors,
\nd down to my Country again to my Boors,
Next Morning 1 rid Tan-tivee.

You Novth-Country Gallants that live pleafant Lives,
Let not Curiofity drive ye;
To leave the frefh Air,and your own Tenants Wiyes,
For Sattin will fadly deceive you:
or my part 1 will no more be fuch a Meacock,
N0 deal with the plumes of a Hide-Park Peacock,

ut find ouc a Ruffet-coat Wench and 3 Hay.cock,
And there I will ride Tan-tivee,

7

-~
-
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The Beggar's DEL1IGHT

Ourtiers, Courtiers, think 1t no harm,
That filly poor Swains m Love thould be;
Ecr Love lies hid in Rags all torn,
As well as Silks and Bravery :
Forthe Beggar he loves his Lafs as dear, . - -
As he thar hath Thoufands, Thoufands, Thoufsn
He that hath Thoufand Pounds a Year.

dtate and Title are pitiful things, -
A lower State more happy doth prove ;
Lords and Ladies, Princes and Kings, -~ - -
With the Beggar hath equal Joysin Loves
And my pretty brown Cloris uponsthe Hay,
Hath always as killing, killing, killing,
Hath always as killing Charms as they, |
A Lord will purchafe.a Maiden-head, o
Which perhadps hath been Joft fome Years before;
A Beggar will pawn his Cloak and his Trade,

Coatent with Love to lye, and live Poor: 0
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hur eager Embraces in Coal-fheds,

Are always more pleafing, pPleafing, pleafing,
han theirs that are dull in downy Beds.

143

Jur Cloris 1s free from Patches and Paint,
Complettion and Features fweetly agree ;

erfections which Ladies often do want,
Isalways intail'd on our Pedigree .

weet Cler/s 1n her own carelefs Hair,

[s aiways more taking, taking, taking,

han Ladies that Towers and Pendants do wear.

Dutchefs may fail, created for Sport,

By uling of Art, and changing of Things
ho' the were the Idol and Goddefs o’¢h’ Court,
The Joys and the Pleafure of Don. Py
et Cleris in her old Ruffet-Gown,
She’s found, fhe’s found, fhe’s found,

¢ tiec from the Plague and Pox of the Town,

nce, or Kings,

Beggar’s as boon and as brisk in the dark,
fAs the that 1s Painted Red and White ;

i pleates her Mate, tho’ not fuch 4 Spark,
As lies by the fide of a Lord of Knight

d Cloris hath Beauty to Content,

% long as fhe’s whol{om, wholfom, wholfom,
¢ picales us, we don'c repent.

hat tho all the Day fhe’s atrir’d in Rags,

Vet once 2 Week fhe changes her Smock ;
d the that has Gold and Siver in Bags,

it can do no more than mateh a good Cock:
s willing and ready to thow her Arr,

And 11111 with her Kiﬂes, Kifles, KiiTcs,

L conquer the Senfes and the Heart,

i the Night long We do hug and embrace,
| |

=

1¢ greatelt and Rich can do no Mmore ;
b whn to the Swain fhe joins her Face,

¢ thinketh whar Joys there’s for him in flore:
e tafte of the Bliffes, fo happy’s he,

- CTys there’s no Beogar, Beggar, Beggar
U fo bleft, or fo fortynate be- | The
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The touch of her Hand encreafes his Flame,
Who conquer’d by Charms a Captive doth Jje.

And when he but thinks of his true Love’s Name
He vows for her fake he could freely Die:

Then fhe revives him again with a Kifs,
He cries you undo me, undo me, undo me,
Had ever poor Soul fuch Pleafure as this?

Then Gallants, ne'er envy the Poor’s Delight,
"Tis Pleafure to Love, and a Plague to be Free; |

Tho’ fcme for our Poverty do us {light,
There's none alive more happy than we:
We well are content with what we enjoy,
And once 1n a twelvemonth, twelvemonth, mfvi
(mhor

We are bleft with a Girl, or a Boy.

Contert is a thing we firive to poflefs, |
And better 1t 1s than a Golden Mine:

Since us with the fame the Heaven do blefs,
What caufe have we for to repine:

No, we've enough our Hearts to fuffice, |
And he that doth murmur, murmur, murmur, |

Will never be happy nor wife
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JOAN tothe MAY.POLE,

Osn to the May-pole away let’s run,
The time is fwift, and will be gone ;

There go the Laffes away to the Green,
| Where their Beauties may be feen;

Nan, Noll, Kate and Mok,
Brave Laffes have Lads to attend 'em,

Hodge, Nick, Tom, Dick,
Brave Country Dancers, who can amend “em ?

Did you not {ee the Lord of the May,
Walk along in his rich Array ?

There goes the Lafs that is only his,

% how they meer, and how they Kifs!

OL. 1V H Come
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Come I¥:4, run GiJ,
Or doft thou lift to lofe thy Labour ?
Kit Crowd, fcrape aloud,
Tickle her Tem, with a Pipe and a Taber.

Lately I went to a Mafque at Court,

Where I fee Dances of ev'ry fort;

There they did Dance with Time and Meafure,

But none like Country Dance for Pleafure :
There they did Dance, juft as in France,

- Not like the Englib lofty manner ;
And every She muft furnifhed be

With a feather’d knack, when fhe {weats, for to fan e

But we, when we Dance, and do happen to fwest
Have a Napkin in hand for to wipe off the wet; |
And we with our Doxies do jigg it about, '
Wot like the Court, which often are out:
If the Tabor do play, we t.humE it away,
And turn, and meet cur Lafles to Kifs 'em;
Nay, they will be as ready as we,
“That hardly at any time can mifs "em.

Yonder comes Doly over the down,
And Roger he gives her a fair Green-Gown,

See how he Hands her up again,
And how they trip along amain
They pafs o’er the Grafs,
And at every Stile they are Billing,
He aives, fhe receives,
Deinc Youthful, Ready, and Willing. |

"There is hot any that fhall out-vie,
My little pretty Foan and I;
For I'm fure I can Dance as well,
As Robin, Fenny, Tom and Nel :
" Laft Year we were here,
W hen roush Ralph he play’d us a Boree,
And we mernly
Thump'd it about, and gain'd the Glory.
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me, {weet Foan, let us call a New Danee,
hat we before "em may advance;

tit be what you defire and crave,

d fure the fame fweet Fosn fhall have
She cry’d, and reply’d,

to pleafe me thou wilt endeavour,
Sweet Pig, the Wedding.Jig,

en my Dear I'll love thee for ever.

e T will grant thee thy requeft,

dlearn thee that amongft the reft ;

e'er it be Jong, we'll Married be,

then my pretty Foan fhall fee,

Fine Toys, fweet Joys,

{ foft Kiffes too, out of Meafure,
Sweet Charms in my Arms,

s will be-a Fountain of Pleafyre.

dif we hold on as we begin,
n, thee and I the Garland fhsll Wit 5
j, 1f thou live till another day,
make thee Lady of the May,
Dance about, in and out,
mand Kifs, and then for Greeting ;
Now Foan, we have done,

ethee well till next merry Meeting.

13

?
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Zhe Wiltthire W EDD ING.
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ALL in a mifty Morning,
cloudy was the Weather,

{ meeting with an old Man,
was cloathed all in Leather,

With ne'er a Shirt unto his Back,
but Wool unto his Skin ; |
ith bew do yos do ? and bow do you de

and bew do you do agen?

The Ruftick was a Threfher,
and on his way he hy’d,

And with a Leather Bottle,
faft Buckl'd by his fide:



d with a Cap of Woollen,

which cover'd Cheek and Chin,

h bow o you A0 2 and kow do you Ay ?
d how do you o agen.

rent & Little further,

and there I met a Maid,

ss going then a Milking,

y Milking Sir, fhe {aid :

ben I began to Compliment,

bnd the began to Sing ;

th bow do you do? and how do you de ?
nd how do yow do agen.

lis Maid her Name was Dolly,
loath'd in a Gown of Gray,
eing fomewhat Jolly, *
er{waded her to ftay :

hen ftrait I fell to Courting her,
in hopes her Love te win,

th how do you do ¢ and how 4o ¥0% da 7
ond how do you do agen.

ien having time and leifure,
1{pent a vacant hour,

lling of all my Treafure,
whilft fitting in the Bower:
ith many kind Embraces,

I firoak’d her double Chin:

ith bow do you do 2 and bow dy you do ¥
and how do you do agen.

told her 1 would Marry'd be,
and {he fhould be my Bride,
nd long we fhould not tarry,

IW'ith twenty things befide

[Plow and Sow, and Reap and Mow,

while thou fhalt fit and Spin ;
ith how do you do® and how do you do?
and o do you do agen,

H3
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Did you not know my Father,
the Damfel then reply’d,
His Jerkin was of Leather,
a Bottle by his fide :
Yes, I did meet him trudging,
as faft as he could win,
With how do you do? and how do yos do ¢

and how do you do agen.

Kind Sir, T have a Mother,
befide a Father, ftill,

Thofe Friends above all other,
you muft ask their good will:

For if I be Undutiful
to them, 1t is a Sin;

With bow, &c.

Now there we left the Milk-pail,

- and to her Mother went,

And when T was come thither,
I asked her Confent,

And doft my Hat, and made a Leg,
for why fhe was within ;

With hw, &¢.

My Husband is a Threfher,
who 1s her Father dear,
He'll give with her his Blefling,
kind Sir, you need not fear:
He is of fuch good Nature,
That he would never Im,
ith how, &c¢.

For by your Courteous Carrrage,
you feem an honeft Man,
You may have her in Marriage,
my Husband he anon,
Will bid you very welcome,
tho’ he be poor and thin, |
With bow do yeu do 2 and hew de you ds ¢
#nd hem do you de agen.
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Mer Dad came home full weary,
alas! he could not chufe ;

ter Mother being Merry,

[ She told him all the News

hen he was mighty Jovial too,

his Son did feon begin,

With how do you do ¢ and how do you do ?
and how do you do azen.

er Parents being willing,

all Parties was agreed;

Her Portion thirty Shilling,

| they Marry’d were with {peed;

Then Wil the Piper he did play,
while others Dance and Sing;

Iith how, &C.

In plealant Recreatiog,

| they pafs’d away the Night,
\nd likewife by relation,

- with her he takes delight,

o walk abroad on Holy.days,

to vifit Kiff and Kin:

L1 T B O

win miw, CtGr

hen lufty Ralph and Robin,
with many Damfels gay,
Vid ride on Roan and Debbin,
to Celebrate the day :
When being met together,
their Caps they off did fling,
With how do you do 2 and how do you do
04 how do you do agen.

R 2p oy
Wy
&
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Zne Country LA SS.

WHat tho'I am a Country Lafs,
A lofty mind I bear 4 ;
I think my felf as good as thofe,

That Gay Apparel wear a4:

What tho’ my Coat be Home-fpun Gray,
My Skin it is a5 foft 4,

As thofe that in their Cyprefs Veils,
Do carry their Heads aloft 4.

What tho' I keep my Father's Sheep,
"Tis a thing that muft be done s,

A Garland of the choiceft Flow'ss,
Shall fhade me from the Sun s;

A



\nd where T fee the feeding Bee,

When Grafs and Flowers {pring 4,
ard by a Chryftal Fountain Stream,
I fit me down and Sing 4.

¢ Leather Bottle ftufft with Sage,
My Drink it is but thin 4,
o Wine hath taught my brains to rags,
Nor tempt my Blood to fin 4;
y Country Curds, my Wooden Spoon,
My things are very Yne 4,
4nd on fome Flow’ry Bank at Noon,
| 1 fit me down and Dine 4.

What tho' my Portion will allow,

No Bags of fhining Gold 4,

45 Farmers Daughters now adays,

Like Swine are Bought and Sold 4 ;
'l keep my Naked Body found,

And an Honeft Soul within s,

\nd for a Hundred Thoufand Pounds,

1 value it not a Pin 4.

‘have no Fewels 1n. my Ears,

| Nor Fems to deck my Neck 4;

lor Glittering Rings with Stones I wear,
My Fingers for to Deck 4

ut for the Man when e’er it chance,

| That 1 {hall Grace to Wed 4,

Il keep a Fewel worth them all;

| | mean my Maiden-Head 4.

- T —EE—
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Poor ANTHONY.
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W As ever 2 Man {o vext with a Trull,

As I poor Anthoiy, fince I was Wed,
or I never got my Belly full,

But e’re I have fupp’d, I muft haften to Bed-
|fe {he'd begin to Scold and to Brawl],

nd to call me Puppy, and Cuckold, and all ;.
et the with her Cronies muft troul it about,
Whillt I in my Kennel muft fnore it out.

once did go to drink with a Friend,

But fhe in a trice did fetch meaway,

We both but Two-pence a-piece did fpend,

~ Yet proved to me Execution-day.

or fhe flew 1n my Face, and cali’d me Fool,

&nd comb’d my head with a three-legged Stool ;-

1y, fhe furnifh’d my Face with fo many Scratches;.
That for a whole Month 'twas cover’d with Patches.

Whatever Money T get in a day,

Tokeep her in quiet, I give her at Night;
Or elfe the’ll licenie her Tongue to play,

for two or three Hours, juft Tike a Sprite,
Then to the Cupboard Peelgarlick'muft hie,
fo fee for fome Crufts that long have lain dry,.
0 ficep "em in Skim-milk-until they are wet,
ind commonly this is the Supper 1 get.

ind once 2 Month for fafhion’s fake,

dhe gives me leave to come to her Bed,
ut moft of that time I muft lie awake,

Left fhe in her Fits thould knock me o’th head:
ut as for the Bed I lie on my felf ;

o'd think "twere as foft as an Qaken Shelf ;
o the Tick it is made of Hempen Hurds,

ad yet for all this, T muft give her good words,

W
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We commonly both do pifs in a pan,

But the Cullender once was fet in the place;
She then did take it up in her Hand,

And flounc’d it out on my Stomach and Face,
I told her then fhe went befide,
But fhe call'd me Rogue, and told melly'd,
And fwore it was not up to her Thumb,
And then threw the pan i’th’ middle o’th’ Room.

Then s Maid that was my Sweet-heart before,
Did come to the Houfe to borrow a Pail;

I Kifs'd her butonce,and 1 thought on’t no more,
But {he flew m her Face Tooth and Nail.

But the Wench ftood to her and claw’d her about,

‘That for a whole Fortnight fhe never ftir'd out; |

For her Face wasfo fwell'd, and her Eyes were fo for

‘That I never {aw Jade fo mangl’d before.

She then did bid me drop in her Eyes,
A tovereign Water fent her that Day :

Eut I had a Liquor I more did prize, i
Made of Henbane and Mercury fieep’d in Whey,

T dropt in and ancinted her Face,

Which brought her into a moft dev'lifh cale;

T'or fhe tore and ranted, and well the might,

For afrer that time {he never faw {ight.

{ then did get her a Dog and a Bell,
To lead her about from place to place;
And now 'tis Husband I hope ye are well
Before 'twas Cuckold and Rogue to my Face,
hen bleft be that Henbane and Mercury ftrong,
T hat made fuch a changein my Wife’s Tongue;
You fee ’tis a Med'cine certain and fure,
For the cure of a Scold, but I'll fay no more.
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7 be Ballad of the CAPS.
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THE Wit hath long beholding been:
Unto the Cap to keep itin,
But now the Wits fly out amain
In praife to quit the Cap again :
The Cap that keeps the higheft part:
Obtains the place by due defert:
For any Cap, whaote'er it be,

Is iill the fizn of [ome degrees

=R ----E::- T tﬁl

The



158 PiLis to Bage Melancholy,

The Monmouth Cap, the Sailors Thumb,
And that wherein the Tradefmen come,
The Phyfick Cap, the Cap Divine,
And that which Crowns the Mufes nine,
The Cap that Fools do Countenance,
The goodly Cap of Maintenance,
For any Cap, &c.

The fickly Cap both plain and wrouglit,
The Fudling Cap how ever boughe,
The Worfted, Furr’d, the Velvet, Sattin,
For which {fo many pates learn Latin,
The Cruel Cap, the Fuftian Pate,
The Periwig a Cap of late :
For any Cap, &c.

The Souldiers that the Mommouth were,
On Caitle-tops their Enfigns rear;
The Sea-man with his Thrumb doth ftand
On higher parts than all the Jand;
The Tradefman’s Cap aloft is born,
By 'vantage of a ftately horn.
Fer any Cap, &c.

The Phyfick Cap to duft can bring,
Without controul the greateft King,
The Lawyers Cap hath Heavenly might
‘To make a crooked a&ion ftraight;
And if you'll line him in the Fift,
The Caufe he'll warrant as he 1ift,
For any Cap, &<,

Both Eaft and Welt, and North and Scuth,
Where'er the Gofpel hath a mouth,
The Cap Divine doth thither look ;
"Tis Square like Scholars and their Books :
T he reft are Round, but this is Square,
To thew their Wirs more flable are :
For arvy Cad, &£,

The
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The Jefter he a Cap doth wear,
Whick makes him fellow for a Peer,
And ’tis no flender piece of Wit
To alt the Fool, where great Men fie
But O, the Cap of Lendon Town,
I wis, "tis like a goodly Crown,
For any Cap, &c.

The Sickly Cap tho® wrought with Silk,
Is like repentance, white as Milk

When Caps drop off at health apace,
The Cap doth then your head uncafe,

The fick man’s Cap, (if wrought) can tel}:
Tho' he be fick, his Cap is well,

For any Cap, &c;

The Fudling Cap by Bacchus's might,
Turns Night to Day, and Day to Nighe ;
We know it makes proud Heads to bend,
The lowly Feet for to afcend;
Ir makes Men richer than before,
By feeing doubly all their Store,
For any Cap, &¢.

The Furr'd and Quilted Cap of age
Can make a mouldy Proverb fage,
The Sattin and the Velvetr hive
Into a Bifhoprick may thrive ;
The Triple Cap may raife fome hope,_
If fortune ferve to be a Pope,
For any Cap, &c.

The Periwig, O, this declares
The rife of flefh, tho’ fall of hairs,
And none but Granfirs can proceed.
So far in fin till they. this need,
Betore the King who cover'd are,
And only to themfelves ftand bare,
For any Cap, whate'er it be,

Ir fill the fign of [ome degree,

5%
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The Ballad of the BEARD.

He Beard thick or thin cnthe Lip or Chin,
Doth dwell {o near the Tongue,

That her filence in the Beards defence
May do her Neighbour wrong.

Now a Beard 15 a thing that Commands in a King,
Be his Scepters ne'er {o fair:
Where the Beard bears the {way, the People obey,

And are {fubjelt to a Hair.

"Tis a Princely fight, and a grave deligh,
That adorns both young and old ;

A well thatcht face is a comely grace,
And a fhelwer from the Cold.

When the piercing North comes bluftering forth
Let g barren Face beware;
For a trick it will ind, with a Razor of wind,

To fhave the Face that's bare. -
U
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it there’s many a nice and-ftrange device
That doth the Beard difgrace,

it he that is in fuch a foolifb fin

[sa Traitor to his Face.

ow of the Beards there be fuch a company,
And fafhions fuch a throng,

hat it is very hard to handle a Beard;

Tho' it be ne'er fo long.

he Roman T, in its bravery,
Doth firft 1t {felf difclofe,
ot fo high it turns, that oft it burns

With the flames of a Torrid Nofe®

he Stilletto Beard, oh! it makes me afeard,
It is fo fharp beneath,
or he that deth place a Dagger in’s Face,

What wears he in his Sheath ?

But methinks I do itch to go thro' {titch

- The Needle Beard to amend, ,

Which without any wrong, 1 may call too long,.
For 4 Man can {e¢.no end, '

The Soldiers Beard, doth march in fhear'd ;

~In figure like a Spade,
With which he'll make his enemies quake,
And think their Graves are made.

The grim Stubble eke on the Judges Cheek
Shall not my verfe defpife;

It is more fit for a Nutmeg, but yet,
It grates poor Prifoners eyes.

What doth inveft a Bifhop’s Breaft
But a Milk-white fpreading hair?
Which an Emblem may be of Integrity.
Which doth inhabit there.
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I have slfo feen on 2 Woman's Chin
A hair or two to grow,

But alas the Face, it is to cold a place!
Then look for a Beard below.

But oh! let us tarry for the Beard of King Harry
That grows about the Chin,

With his bufhy pride, and a grove on each fide,
And a Champion ground between,

Laftthe Clown doth out rufh, with his Beard hke a buf,
Which may be well endur’d ;

For tho’ his Face bein fuch a cafe,
His Land 1s well manur’d.

The Tunbridge Dodlors.
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OU Maidens and Wives,

And young Widows rejoyce,

Declare your thankigiving,
 With Heart and with Voice ;
Since Waters were Waters
I dare boldly fay, ’
There ne’er was {uch caufe

Of a Thankfgiving day.

Tor from London-Tows
There's lately come down,
Four Able Phyficians
That never wore Gown:
Their Phyfick 1s pleafant,
Their Dofe it 15 large,
And you may be Cur’d
Without Danger-or Charge.

No Bolus nor Vewi?,
No Potion nor Pil, |
Which fometimes do Cure,
But oftner do Kill,
Your Tafte nor your Stomach
Need ever difpleafe,
If you'll be advifed
But by one of thefe.

[

For they’ve a new Drag
Which is call’d the clofe Hug,

Which will mend your Complexion,

And make you look {mug,
A Sovereign Balfom

Which once well apply'd,
Tho’ griev’d at the Heart

The Patient ne’er Dy’d.

[n the Morning you need not
Be robb’d of your reft,
For in your warm Beds

Your Phyfick works befk:

163
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And tho’ in the taking
Some ftirring’s requir'd

The motion’s o pleafant
You cannot e tir'd.

b4

For on your Backs yon muft lie,
With your Body rais’d high,
And one of thefe Do&ors
Muft always be by,
Who ftill will be ready
To cover you warm,
For if you take cold

All phyfick doth harm,

Before they do venture
To give their diretion,
They always confider

Their Patients complexion ;
If the have a moift Palm

Or a Red Head of Hair,
She requires more Phyfick
Than one man can {pare.

If fhe have a long Nofe,
The Do&or fearce knows

How many good handfy)s
Muft go to her Dofe -

You Ladies that have
Such ill fymptoms a5 thefe,

reafon and confcience

Should pay double fees.

But that we may give
To thefe Do&ors due praife:;
Who to all forts of people
Their favours conveys;

On the ugly for pity fake
Skill thall pe Ezc?;m,

And as for the handfom,
They’re Cur'd for their own.

choly,

On
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On the Silver or Gold
They never lay hold,
For what comes fo freel

Y
They fcorn thould be fold:
Then joyn with the Do&ors,

And heartily pray,
Their power of Healing

May never decay. |
A Ballad on New BET HLEM.
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THis 1s a Strulture fair,
Royally raifed,
The pious Founders are
Much to be praifed ;
That in fuch times of need,
~ When Madnefs doth exceed,
To build this Houfe of Bread

Noble New-Bedlam.

¥T1s beautiful and large
In cenftitution,
Peferves a Liberal Charge
Of contribution,
If I may reach {o high,

To fing a Prophecy,
Their Names never die
That built New-Bedlam,

Methinks the Lawyers may
Confult together,
And Contribute, for they
Send moft Men thither ;
They wt ‘em to much pain,
With Words that cramp the Braia,
Till Bedlan's fill'd with Plain-
tiff and Defendant.

Quacking Phyficians fhou'd
Give Money freely,
They maculate Mens Blood,
And make them filly ;
With Hydragargyram Pills,
Their Reafons and their Wills
They ruine, and this hils |

Moft part of Bedlam.
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$o good a Work as this

~ Cannot want Altors,

Buc I'll no more 1nfift

On Benefaltors,
But hint fuch asT fee
Hypocondriack be,
And are in fome degrec
Fit for New-Bedlam.

That Amorous Soul that is
In Love a Quaker,

And doth adore a Mifs
- More than his Maker,

- Decks her in Silk and Furr,
~ Then turns Idolater,
Kneels down and Worthips her,

He’s fit for Bedlam.

The young Man that has got
A goiden Talent;

And hath a brain-fick Plot
" To feem a Gallant;
That richly is array'd,

Spends Land, and Shep, and T'rade,
To bea Heftor made;

Is fit for Bedlam.

The City-Lad that fings,
Rhimes, Drolls and Dances,
dnd all his bufinefs flings
Away for Fancies;
He that lets his Angels fly,

"Till he’s not worth one Penn
To Study Poetry, 4
s fit for Bedlam.,

167
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Whilft fome with Brandy burn
Their Guts with drinking,
Philofophers do turn -
Their Heads with thinking ;
He who 1sfuch a one,
As ftudies for the Stone, -
Till's Brain and his Money’s gone,
Prepares for Bedlam.

That Churl who Gold hath won,
And dares not ufe 1t,
But hath a fquandring Son
Doth Game and lofe it:
His Brain doth greatly err,
He that with Water clear

Would fill a Colander,
-Muft do'tin Bedlam.

He that with an Eftate
Weds a poor Beauty,
Who to Difdain and Hate,
Turns Love and Duty ;
It doth his Reafon daunt
He has a Bargain on't,

Whofe then the Elephant,
And’s fit for Bedlam.

I could tell many more,
(I have enroll’'d ’em)
Sould I declare my flore,
As I have told ’em;
With Mortar, Brick and Stone,
Could they their Bmilding run

From thence to Iflington,
"Twould never hold 'em.
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' An Ancient S o N 6 of Bartholomew-Fair.
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I ¥ Fifty five, may I never Thrive,
If I tell you any more than is true ;

0 London che came, hearing of the Fame
Of a Fair they call Bartholomerw.

InHoufes of Boards, Men walk upon Cords,
As cafie as Squirrels crack Filberds

Jut the Cut-purfes they do Bite and ryb away,
But thofe we fuppofe to be Ill-Birds.

or a Penny you may zee a fine Puppet-play,
And for Two-pence a rare piece of Art;
ind a Penny a Cann, I dare {wear a Man,
May put zix of ’em into a Quart.

heir 7ights are fo rich, is able to bewitch
The Keare of a very fine Man a s

Ia: : ' P PP .
stes Puglviz Grifel here, and Fair Rofamnd there,
And the Tiftory of Sufapna.

VoL, IV, - *Ar
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At Pye-corner end, mark wellmy good Friend,
*Tisa very fine dirty place; (knows

WWhere there’s more Arrows and Bows, the Lord aboye
Then was handl'd at Chivy-Chafe.

At every Door lies 2 Hag, or a Whore,
And in Hefier-Lane, if I a'n't miftaken;

7Zuch plenty there are of Whores, you'll have a iy,
To a zingle Gamon of Bacon.

Then at Smithfield-Bars, berwixt the Ground and the
There's a place they call Shoemaker-Row ; (Stass

Where that you may buy Shoes every day,
Or go bare-foot: all the Year I tro.
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Here were two Bumpkins lov'd a Lafs,
L And ftriving who thould have her;
he prefum’d of what fhe had,
“And they of what they gave her :
Hey ho, hey ho, my Heart's delight,
Caroufe away all Sorraw ;
ut me Tickle thy Wench twice to Night, to Night,
She [ball be thine to Morrow,

it we were both of pne Canfent,
And fomething had fome Savour;

Pnd let 2 poor Man be content
 With half a Wenches Favour:

Hey ho, &e.

ut this is {till againft all Sence,
Which ever more hath vex'd us:
hat ev’ry Lobcock hath his Wench,
And we but one betwixt us.
Hey ho, &c.

0od Brother, let us not difinay,
What hap fo e'er betide us;
or fear a Third fhould come this way,
And pull our Wench befide us:
Hey ho, &c.

ot Women they are Winning things,
As mutable as may be;
0 Bird that ever flew with Wings,
50 fubtile is as they be.
Hey ho, bey ho, my Heart's delight,
Caroule away all Sorrgw, |
tme Tickle tlyy Wench tsvite +o Night, to Night,
S0 [hall be thime 1o MorreR, ;o !
I - No
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No matter who fhall pledge her firft,
Affetions are but blindnefs;
And let the World fay what they Iift,
We'll take her double Kindnefs.
Hey ko, bey bo, my Heart's delighe,
Caroufe away all Sorrew;
Let me Tickle thy Wench twice to Night, to Nigh:,
She fkall be thine to Morrow.

For fhe hath granted both our Sutes,
When we came firft unto her;
And he fhall Ride in both our Boots,
That comes the next to Wooe her :
Hey ho, &c.

e ex e n ey By

Ihe ROUND-HEAD.
By Mr.Burtier, 4uthor of Hupisras

g




P1ivs to Porge Melancholy,

ST S —

His little Band, and huge long Ears,

That this new Faith hath founded?
[he Satnts themlelves were never {uch,

[he Prelates ne’er rul'd half fo much,
O [uch 2 Rogue's 5 Round-head.

Vhat's he that doththe Bifbops hate,
ind counts their Calling Reprobate,
Caufe by the Pope Propounded ;
nd thinks a Zealous Cobler better,
fan learned Upber in every Letter, -

O fuch & Rogue’s s Round-head.

Vhat's he, that doth High-Treafon f{ay,
s often as his Yes and Nay,

Ard wifh the King confounded ;
nd dares maintain that Mr. Pim,
s fitter for the Crown than him,

O fuch & Rogue's & Round-head.

'hat's he, that if he chance to hear

little piece of Common-Prayer,

 Doth think his Confcience wounded :
il go five Miles to Preach and Pray,

id meet a Sifter by the way,

O fuch & Rogue's « Round-head..

at's he that met a Holy sifter,

Wl in a Hay.cock gently Kifs'd her?
. O then his Zeal abounded ;

¥as underneath a thady Willow,

it Bible ferv’d her for 2 Pillow,
And there he got 4 Round-head,

1 3
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W’HAT Creature’s that with his fhort Hairs,
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The O X F O R D Expeditin
Tune of, Whichno Body can demy.

ALate Expedition to Oxfird was made
By a Proteftant P.and his Brothers o'th’ Blad,

Who from Glouezfter in Triumph his Lordfhip convey
Which no Body can deny, deny 5 which no Body can day,

Had you feen allhis Myrmidons when they cametou
Equipp'd in their fturdy grey Coats and high Shoes,
You'd have fworn not the Goals, but all Hell was bro

IWhich no Bedy, &c. (lool

In Rank and in File there rode many a Man,

Some in the Rear March’d, and fome in the Van,

‘Tho’ fome had no Hats, yet they had Head-piece; o
Which no Body, &c.

Some had two lufty Legs, but never a Boot, i

And on their Tits mounted, they ftocd ftoutly to',

For the name of a Horfe, they'd as good gone a Foo,
Which no Body, &c.

‘Tho’ Steel was not plenty, yvet Armed they come,
With ftout Oaken Plants, and with Crab-tree ftick{osy

To Cudgel the Pope and the Bald-pates of Rome,
Which ne Body, &c.

For in thefe gay Troops among twenty, {carce one
Had Holfters or Piftols, Sword, Carbine or Gun, '

A fign they did mean no great Harm fhould be dons)
Which no Body, &c. '

Here many a Gallant I'll warrant you that
Had Ribband of Oramge and Seaman’s Cravat,
The defeéts of their Arms, were made up 1 State,

IWhich ne Bedy can dewy, &c.

Om‘
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One's [Horfe wore a Halter among all the reit,
Nor had the dull Wighe half the Sence of his Beaft,

And he of the two, deferv'd the Rope beft,
Which ns Body, Xc.

Here M~—¢ and G —on their pamper'd Steeds prance,

1ack B — Grace, next Fack Willss advance,

Who look’d fierce as Swizzer, who drub’d him in Framse,
Which no Bedy, &C¢.

In this Cavalcade for the Grace ot the Matter,

Leid L— rod firft, and the reft follow’d after,

They gallop’d up Town, and then down to the Water,
Wnich no Body, &¢. |

The Mayor arid his Brethren in courteous falhon,

Bid him welcome 20 Town in a fine penn’d Oration, .

And thank’d him for taking fuch care of the Nation;
Which ne Body, &c,

His Honour next day in Courtfhip exceeding,

Return’d a fmart Speech, to thew ’em his Breeding,

Which when ’ts in Print, "twill be well worth your
Which no Body, &¢. {reading,

Having taken it thus, to fecure the Town,

The Guards are all fet, and the Bridges pull'd down,

And tho’ lictle Courage, his Condu& was fhown,
Which no Bedy, &c.

Next Night an Alarm our Warriors furprife,

Drums beat, Trumpets found, and at Midnight all rife,

To Fight the King’s Atmy, who came in difguife,
Whick no Bedy, &C.

Next Morning at Eight, his Lordfhip did call,

And ask’d if they’d got any Powder or Ball,

But they Manfully anfwer'd, they had none at all,
Which no Body, &¢C.

L4 Among
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Among the Crowd, two fat Draymen appear,

Te guard Mr. Enfign, a huge nafty Tar,
Who flourifh’d a Blanket for Colours of War,

Which no Bedy can deny.

At foot of the Colours, blith Crendin did go,
Who play'd a new Tune, which you very well kegy,

¥or his Bag-pipes fqueak’d nothing but Lero, Ler,
Which no Bedy, &C.

Ah! had the dear Joys but come in the nick,

1 fancy they’d fhow’d ’em a flippery Trick,

¥or they’d March’d more nimbly without his Myfick
Which no Body, &c.

Qince England was England, no People ¢’er {carce,
8o pleafantly Burlefqu'd the angry God Mars,
Or of Afflairs Warlike, €’er made fuch a Farce,

Which ny Body candeny, deny ; which no Body can deny.

EEREEE EBESEEFBREREES

The Fryer and the Nuw,
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IFLY merry News among the Crews
Thar love to hear of Jefts;

The oldeft Sport that e’er was us'd,
Yet chiefly in requeft :

If any one do carp at thee,
Or do thee Bawdy call ;

Say thou do'ft Wnte as they delight,
Of Up-tails all.

There hath a Queftion been of late,
Among the Youthful {ore
What Paftime is the pleafanteﬂ
And what the {fweeteft Sport 2
And 1t hath been adjudged
_Aswell by great as {mall,
That of all Paftimes none is like
v Up-tails all.

Barchelors will to this Game,
And Marry’d Men hkewﬂe

Yea, Wives, yea Maids, and W1d0W>,
Will ule 1t all their Lwes

And old Men they will have a fnatch,

Altho’ their Game’s but {mall ;

Vet thefe old Colts will have a Bout

A Up-tails all.

1t were Unlawful,

Then Lawvers were to blame ;
ind if it were Ungodly,

To Piiefts it were a ihame

o1 tHcV no doubt do ufe it,
THG it a Vice they <all;

¢t Priefts and Lawle"s both will play
'f‘r (IJ Y H r};f ﬁ»(!

Iz 1t
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It cannot be Unwholfome,
Phyficians do it ufe;

And if that it were Noyfome,
They would it then refufe:

And if it hurt the Body,
Then fure their Skill 1s fmall;

For why the beft of thefe will play,
At Up-tails ab,

Ladies love the Paftime, -
And do the Pleafure crave
And if it were a bafe thing,
Then it they would not have:
But yet the Faireft Women,
Will {ooneft for it call;
There is no fhe but that will play,
AL: Up-zails all.

If it were a coftly thing,

Then Beggars could not buy it;
And if it were a Loathfom thing,
Then Genteels would defie 1t:

But it 15 a {fweet thing,
And plealing unto all;

‘There is not one but that will play
4t Up-tails al.
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TOTTINGHAM Frolick.
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A S I came from TotringBam

41 Upon a Market-day,

There Y met with a bonny Lals
Cloathed all in Gray,

Her Journey was to London,

With Butter-milk and Whey.

To come Down adown,
Tocose Down, down a down 4.

Sweet-heart quoth he,
You're well overtook,
With that fhe caft her Head afide,.

And lent to him a Look;
Then prefently thefe two
Both Hands together fhook.

To come, &C.

And as they rode together,
A long fide by fide,
The Maiden 1t fo chanced,

Her Garger was unty'd;
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For fear that fhe thould lofe it,
Look here, Sweet-heart, he cry’d,
Your Garter is down 4 down, &¢.

Good Sir, quoth fhe,
I pray you take the Pain,
To do {fo much for me,
_As to take 1t up again,
With a good will, quoth he,
When I come to yonder Plain,
T will take you down, &c.

And when they came unto the Place,
Upon the Grafs fo green,
The Maid the held her Legs fo wide.

The Young man {lipt between,
Such tying of a Garter,

You have but feldom feen.
To come down, &C.
Then fhe rofe up again, .

And thank’d him for his pain :
He took her by the middle {mall,
And Kif5'd her ence again:

$ler Journey was to London,
And he frem Highgate came,
5 come down, &c.

Thus T746 of Tuttingham,

She left her Maiden-head,
But yetr it 1s no matter,

It ftocd her in fmall ftead,
Yor it did often trouble her,

As fhe lay in her Bed.

To come dvwn, &C.

But when all her Butter-milk
And her Whey was fold,

1kLe lofs of her Maiden-head,
It waxed verv cold :

Bre that which will away,
Is very hard to hold.

Te cove, &6,

You
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}you Maids, you Wives, and Widows,

* That now do hear my Song,

If any young man proffer Kindnefs,
Pray take 1t fhort, or long;

For there is no fuch Comfort
As lying with a Man,

To come Down a8 down,

To come Down, down a down 4.

A BALLAD of aGood Wife and a Bad,

::i::::_:::“: I R N YN A
P e

™

Ume Wives are Good, and fome are Bad,
|Reply.] Methinks you touch them now,
And fome will make their Husbands mad,
Cho ] 4nd fo will my Wife too :
And my Wife, and thy Wife,
dnd my Wife o will do,
Some
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Some Women love to breed Difcord,
Methinks, &C.

And fome will have the latter Word,
[Cho.] «4=d fo, &ec.

Some Women will Spin, and {fome will Sow,
Methinks, &c.

And fome will to the Tavern go,
And fo, &¢C.

Some Women will fay, they’re fick at Heart,

Methinks, &¢.

And fome will let a roufing Fart,
And [o, &C.

Some Women will ban, and fome will Curle,
Methinks, &C.
And fome will pick their Husbands Purle,

And fo, &¢.

Some Women wiil Brawl, and fome will Scold,
Meihinks, &c.

And fome will mzke their Husbands Cuckolds,
And fo, &c.

Some Women will Drink and fome will not,
Methinks, &c.

And fome will take the other Pot,
And fo, &¢.

Some Women are fick, and fome are found,
Methinks, &¢.
And fome will take it on the Ground,

And [o. &€.

Thus of my Song I'll make an end,
Methinks, &c.
Hoping all Women will amend,
[Cho.] 4nd fo wildmy Wife #oo:
And my Wife, and thy Wife,
Andmy Wife o will do.
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4 Soxc i Praife of Chalk. By W. Pittis,
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Hile the Citizens prate
Over Ale of the State,
And talk of Bank-Bills and Exchequer,
Let us, who drink Wine,
Now fummon the Nize,

I the Praife of what pays for our Liquor ; .
c;
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Let other Folks fing,
Of a Lord, or a King,

Or fome Quality Fopling Petition,
Till Footman comes down,
With thanks, or a Crown,

And fmiles at the Mortal’s Condition.

We the Lads at the Rofz,
A Patron have chofe,
Who's as void as the beft is of Thinking,
And without Dedication.
Will affift in his Station,
And maintain us in Eating and Drinking.

Boys out with your Chalk,
And let the Glafs walk,

*Tis a crying Sin not to be grateful,
While there’s Pit of this Coin,
We will {wim all in Wine,
And reel home to our Beds, with our Pate full,

Tho’ Relation or Friend
Will not Give us or Lend,
Wherewithal for to down with the Ready,
Yer our good Landlord B/ifs
Makes acceptance of this,
And this Boys muft Cloath ye, and Feed ye.

With the white then in hand,
The Red let’s command,
And keep drinking and fcoring brisk Claret,
‘Till the Bar runs on Wheels,
And m;l] takes to his Heels,
And fculks home from the Watch, to his Garret,

. - ¢ ’t
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Czlia’s Rundlet of Brandy, By T.Brown,
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]‘0 Charming Celis’s Arms 1 flew,
And thcre all Nighe 1 feafted,
r\o Ged fuch Tranfport eyer knew,

Ur Mortal ever tafted.




186 Prirus to Purge Melancholy,

Loft 1n the {fweet tumultuous Joy,
Apd blefs’d beyond Exprefiing,

How can your Slave, my Fair, faid I,
Reward fo great a Blefling *

The whole Creation’s Wealth furvey,
Q’er both the 7ndies wander,

Ask what brib'd Senates give away,
Arnd Fighting Monarchs fquander.

The richeft Spoils of Earth and Air,
The rifled Ocean’s Treafure,

"T1s all too poor a Bribe by far,
To purchafe {o much Pleafure.

She bluthing cry’d, my Life, my Dear,
Since Celia thus you Fancy,
(Give her, but ’ris too much, I fear,

A Rundlet of right Nanezy.
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THere was Man, a Shentleman,
And hur was porn, where was twell,
In truth, hur was a gallant Man,
As all hur Country Folk can tell:
Was a great deal of Houfe, was a great deal of Land,

Taffy, Taffy, Taffy :

Was Hawk, was Hound at her Command,
Coufin Zaffy, Tafy.

Hur Mother was porn of Noble Plood,
And hur was come of a great pig Houle,
And every day was wear French Hood,
Was kill her Capon, Pig, and Coofe,
And every day was make great L'ye, Tafly, Tafly,
In truth it is true, I tell you no Lie, Coufin Tafy.

And to the Poor hur did bequeath,
A ﬁreat deal of Vituals every day;
But therg was one was call her Death,

Was fetch this Shentleman away : |
Of Houfe, of Land hur was berefen Zaffy, Tafly:

Now lwur was forc'd ta twell in Heaven, Coulin Tafy.
Behind
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Behind hur hur was leaf a Son,
And hur was pear a gallant Mind ;
Was kill twey Spaniards with a Gun,
Hur was not of a2 Coward kind:
At Killberry Camp, a great deal afore, Taffy, Tafy,
O hur was there, and a Thoufand more, Coufin Zafj,

Bowoyne hur was at Telenton,
At Greenwich Park before hur Grace,
Was fhew hur felf a gallant Man,
And not a Coward in the place:
Was a great deal of Horfe, was a great deal of Loak,
T‘E.U‘.}'*: T..’Zﬁ} |
Was a great deal of Gun, was a great deal of Smoak,
Coufin Tfy.

But her was meet with a great Mifchance,
As hur was pafs a gay Lady by,

Sir Cupid prick hur with a Lance,
W as {teal behind hur Cowardly,

With a roufty, foufty, doulty Dart, 7afy, 7. afly
Was mifs hur Skin, was prick hur Hcarr: Coufin T

But was not this a great Mifchance,
As by hur Fortune does appear ?

Sir Cupid prick her with a Lance,
Was almoft Dead, was ferry near:

Was bid Tom Sexton Toll the Bell, Teffy, Tafly,
Shudge you if Cupidus'd her well, Coufin Tafly.

Well a go to, was hold hur a Groat,
Was petter a gone and kill hur Geelg,

Hur would not be in cupid’s Coat,
Not for a great deal of Toafted-Cheefe,

For if ever Cupid come in Wales, Tafly, Tafly,
Hur fhall ne’er go to make more Prauls, Coufin Zufl

Mad
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Mad MAUDLIN,
1o fnJ out Tow of Bepram.
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TO find my Tom of Bedlam Ten Thoufand Years 'l
Travel,

Mad Maudlin goes with dirty Toes to fave her Shoes
from Grave).

Vit wid 1 fing Bowmy Boys, bomny Mad Byys, Bedlam Boys

are Bdrz?z)' ;

Ty il go bare-and line by the dir, and want ns Drink,
iy Mamy.

| now repent that ever poor Tom was fo difdain’d,

My Wics are loft fince him 1 croft, which makes me
g0 thus Chain’d : '

T wid 1 fng, &c.

My $taff hath Murder'd Gyants, my Bag a long Knife

carries,

To cut Mince-pyes from Childrens Thighs, with which
[ feaflt the Faries:

& 1will fing, &c. My
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My Horn 1s made of Thunder, I ftole it out of Hegy,

The Rain-bow there is this I wear, for which I thepe
wasdrivin:

Zet will I fing Bonny Boys, bonny Mad Boys, Bedlam By,
are Bonny ;

They il go bare and live by she dir, and want no Dry,
nor Money,

I went to Pluto’s Kitchin, to beg fome Food one Mors
ing,

And there I got Souls piping hot, with which the Spiy
were turning :

Yet will 1 fing, &ec.

Then' took I up a Cauldron where boyl'd Ten Thou
fand Harlots,
"Twasfull of Flame, yet 1 drank the fame to the healt

7% will 1, &c. (of all fuch Varle
A Spirit as hot as Lightning, did in that Journey gui

(me
The Sun did fhake, and the pale Moon quake, asfom
Tet will 1, &e. (as e'er they fpi'd me:

And now that I have gotten a Leafe, than DO?;HS-dfj
. onger,

Tolive on Earch with fome in Mirth, ten Whales fhll
Tet will 1, &e. (feed my Hunger:

No Gipfie, Slut, or Doxy, fhall win my Mad T f;rom

m,
We'll weep all Night, and with Stars fight, the Fry
Tt will I, &¢. {will well become me:

And when that I have beaten the Man 1’th’ Moon
(Powds,
His Dog I'll take, and him I'll make as could no Dams
< Yer will 1, &¢. (loudes:

A Health to Zom of Bedlam, go fill the Seas in Barrelh
Yl drink it all, well Brew'd with Gall, and Maudling:

Yer will 7, &e. (Drunk, I'l] Quarrel:
Joha
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IF’t pleafe you for to hear,

And liften a while whae I fhall tell ;
I think I muft draw near,

Or elfe you won’t hear me well
There was a Maid the other Day,"
Which 1n her Mafter’s Chamber lay ;
As Maidens they muft not refufe,
In Yeomens Houfes thus they ufe
In a Truckle-bed to lye,

Or another flanding by ¢
Her Mafter and her Dame,
Said fhe fhou'd do the fame.

This Maid cou’d neither reft nor Sleep,

When that fhe heard the Bed to crack;
Her Mafter Captive bufie was,

Her Dame cry'd out, you hurt my Back:
Oh Husband you do me wrong, —
You've lain fo hard my Breaft upon;
You are fuch another Man,

You'd have me do more than I can:
Tufh Mafter, then {ays Foan,

Pray let my Dame alone ;

What a devilith Squalling you keep,
That I can neither reft nor Sleep.

This was enough to make a Maiden fick

And full of Pain;

Che begins to Fling and Kick,

And fwore fhe'd rent her Smock 1n twain :
But you fhall hear anon, |
There was 2 Man his Name was Fehn,
To whom this Maid fhe went alone,
And in this manner made her moan ;

I prithee Fohn tell me no Lie,

What ails my Dame to Squeak and Cry ?
I prithee Fobu tell me the fame,
What is't my Mafter gives my Damie? -
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tis a Steel, quoth Fobx,

My Mafter gives my Dame at Night
Altho” fome fault fhe find, '
['m fure it is her Heart’s Delight :

And you Foan for your part,

You love one withal your Heaft -
Yes, marry then quoth Foan,
Thercfore to you I make my moan ;
[f that I may be {o bold,

Where are thefe things to be fold »
At London then faid Fohn,

Next Market day I'll bring thee ope,

Vhat will a good one coft,
If I thou'd chance to ftand in need
[wenry Shillings, fays Fobm, |

And tor Twenty Shillings you may {peed:

(hen Joon fhe ran untd her Cheft,

nd ferch’d him Twenty Shillings jaft;
i, {a:d fhe, here is your Cojn,

nd I pray you have me in your Mind:
ind our of my Love therefore,

liere is for you two Shillings more ;

ind I pray thee honeft Foba Long,

uy me one that’s Stiff’ and Strong.

‘o Market then he went,

When he had the Money in his Purfe ;
Ie domineer’d and vapour'd,

He was as ftout as any Horfe;

ome fie {pent in Ale and Beer,

nd fome he fpent upon good Cheer s
he reft he brought home again,

0ferve his turn another time
Ftkome home honelt 7042,

rqd amercy gentle Foan ;

fithee ok let me feel

1l thou brought me home a Steel.

V0L, 1V, K
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Yes, marry then quoth Fobn,

And then he took her by the Hand :

He led her into a Room,

\Where they cou’d {ee neither Sun nor Moon ;
Together Fobn the Docr did clap,

He laid the Steel 1nto her Lap:

With that Foan began to feel,

Cuts Foor, quoth fhe, ’tis a dainty Steel .

1 prithee tell me, and do not lye,

What are the two Things hang thereby ?
They bz the two odd Shillings, quoth Foba,
That vou put laft into my Hand «

Tf 1 had known {o much before,

I wou’d have giv'n thee two Shillings more,
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Lufty young Smith at his Vice ftood a Filing,
Riib, rub, rub, rub; vab, vub in and out, in and out by
hen to him a Buxom young Damiel came {miling,
od ask’d if to Work at her Forge he wou'd go:
ith o rab, rub, rub, rub, rub, rub in and out, in and
(our bo
match quoth the Smith, fo away they went thither,
Rub, rub, vub, rub, rub, ruo in and out, in and out ho ;
hey firip’d to go to't, ‘twas hot Work and hot Wese
he kindl'd a Fire, and {oon made him blow; (ther,
with o Rub, rub, &C.

er Husband fhe faid could fcarce raife up his Hammer,
s frength and his Tools were worn out long ago ;
fhe got her Journey-men, could any blame her,

ook here quoth our Workman, my T'ools are not fo ¢
With # Rub, rub, &c.

ed-hot grew his Iron as both did defire,
nd he was too wife not to ftrike while *twas {o s
wth fhe, what I get, Iget out of the Fire,

hen prithee {trike home and redouble the blow :
With a Rub, rub, &c.

xtimes did his Iron by vigorous heating,
row foft 1n the Forge in a Minute or fo; '
soften "twas harden’d, ftill beating and beating,

tthe more 1t was foften’d it harden'd more {low »
With a Rub, rub, &c. |

edmith then wou'd go,quoth the Dame full of forrow,
1 what wou’d I give, cou’d my Cuckold do fo!
00d Lad with your Hammer come hither to Morrow,

tpray can't you ufe it once more ¢’er you go:
Witt & Rub, riubh, &e,

X 3
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IN cur Ceuntry, and in your Country,
Where Rufiers they were a raking

The rareft Pattime that ever you fee,
Was when Hay-cocks they were a making.

7:mmy and Zom, Wwith Bottle and Bag,
So merrily they were a quaffing ;

If you'd but zeen how Fozn's Buttocks did wag,
You'd burft your Heart with Laughing.

On arnother Hay-cock was ?z/can the Smith,
With Dolly that came from the Dairy ;

She thought that his Back was f{o full of Pith,
Which made her {o willing to tarry.

Then ruftling Foan came bruftling in,
And faid you are vull of your Frolicks ;

If you will not let black Magzy alone, _
Befhrew fhe will cake you by th' Bald-Pate.

Th
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ten Satchel-ar{e Cifs, the went to P ——
And thy went Home to conducdt her ;

«d all the way after they did Kifs,

Ard all the way homeward they pluckt [er.

'hea down in a Dale was rumble-down D/ck,

The Wenches they cawht him and held him ;

ecaufe he could not give ’em the Thing they did lack.
Peor Fellow, they threaten’d to Geld him.

hen did you not hear of a Country Trick?
Thev fay that Tuskin’s no Daf’rard

rwhen Country Gillians do plav with their Dicks,
Then London muft Father their Baftards.

¢ Chorus o be Humowr’d by the Hands cnd Elbiws, as-
the Souldier and the Sailor,

R AR RGN R =S ey
The DEVIL and the COLLIER.

et

:-...:..Fff‘f’*":%EE:E SEEi
Ql 2221

’H—+—

gl my [~ _q—-“




158 Pivvis to Purge Melancholy.

.--l PP, - S S

-_"_l—_“-

[ FYY SRS

--——hm—-

& gy VI o W R Ay

HE Devil he was fo Weather-beat,

He was for¢’d to take to a Trec,

Becaule the Tempeft was {o great,
his way he could not fee:
Then under an OQak, inftead of a Cloak,

he ftood to keep himfelf dry,

"There as he ftood, a Fryer in his Hood
by chance came walking by.

The next that came by, was a Collier with his Cen
that Coals was ufed to carry;

What Tradefman art thou, the Devil then he faid,
and he caus'd him a while to tarey

for why do I think, with thee for to Drink,
and he call’d for a 'Glafs Claret ;

¥ know thee fo well, that thou comeft from Hell,
and T think thou haft ftole my Chariot.

The next that came by, was a Chimny-{fweeper,
with his Brooms, his Poles and Shackles ,

\What Tradefman art thou, the Devil then he faid,
thou ufeft all thefe Tackles v

I prithee gentle Blade, come tell me thy Trade
thy Face it 15 fo befrneard (Bs

if thou hadft not been o b]ack with thy Tacklesat

¢hou hadft made me dama.ablc afraxd

| -
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The next that came by, was.a Tawny-moos,
as foon as the Devil did him ’fpy,

He leared on his Tawny Skin,
faying Friend, art any kintome ¢

Fer why, thy Skin doth refemble our kin,
therefore let us walk together,

And tell me how thou doft allow
of this Tempeftuous Weather,

The next that came by, was a Gun-powder grinder,.
with Coals and Brimftone Sifted,

Who for three-quarters of a Year,
him{elf he had not Shifted:

Then up the Devil rofe, and he fpuff’d up his Nofe,

he could endure no longer,
Away with this Fume, out of the Room,
it will neither quench Thirft nor Hunger,

What Tradefman art thou, the Devil then ke faid,
methinks I know thee well ?

My Trade 1t is Gun-powder for to make,
to blow the Devil out-of Hell:

Oh, had T but him here, his Bones I would tear,
he thould neither feratch nor bite
I'd plague the Devil for all his Evil,

and make him leave wandring by Night.

£ 90000000 CO0C 05
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HE Devil ke was fo Weather-beat,
He was forc’d to take to a Tree,
Becaufe the Tempeft was fo great,
his way he could not fee:
"Then under an Qak, inftead of a Cloak,
he ftood to keep himfelf dry,
There as he ftood, a Fryer in his Hood
by chance came walking by. i

The next that came by, was a Collier with his Car,
that Coals was ufed to carry;

What Tradefman art thou, the Devil then he faid,
and he caus’d him a while to tarey?

For why do I think, with thee for to Drink,
and he call’d for a Glafs Claret ;

¥ know thee fo well, that thou comeft from Hell,

and I think thou haft flole my Chariot.

‘The next that came by, was a Chimny-{weeper,
with his Brooms, his Poles and Shackles;
What Tradefman art thou, the Devil then he faid,

thou ufeft all thefe Tackles ?
I prithee gentle Blade, come tell me thy Trade.
thy Face it 1s fo befmear'd, (B
If thou hadft not been fo black, with thy Tacklesatt

thou hadft made me dampable afraid.
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The next that came by, was a Tawny-moor,
1 foon as the Devil did him “fpy,

He leared on his Tawny Skin,
faying Friend, art any kintome ¢

Ier why, thy Skin doth refemble our kin,
cherefore let us walk together,

And tell me how thou doft allow
of this Tempeftuous Weather.

‘The next that came by, was a Gun-powder grinder,.
with Coals and Brimftone Sifted, |
Who for three-quarters of a Year,

him{elf he had not Shifted: |

Then up the Devil rofe, and he fnuft’d up ks Nofe;
he could endure no longer,

Away with this Fume, out of the Room,
it will neither gnench Thirft nor Hunger,

- What Tradefman art thou, the Devil then he faid,
 methinks I know thee well ¢
My Trade 1t is Gun-powder for to make,
to blow the Devil out-of Hell:
Oh, had T but him here, his Bones I would tear,

he thould neither fcratch nor bite
I'd plague the Devil for all his Evil,
and make him leave wandring by Nighe,
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lNﬂead of our Buildings and Caftles fo brave,
Into our Caverns we're forc’d for to crave,

When we are driven along the Bogs,

We root up Putatoes like the wild Hogs.

Inftead of their Beavers, and Caftors {o good,
1n their picked Caps they are forc'd to the Wood :

And when they are driven along the Pafles,
They’ve nothing but Tatters to hang on their Ak,

Inftead of their Mantles lined with Plufh:
‘They're forc’d to feek Rags off every Bufh;

When they have gotten a very good Cantle,
“They go to the Botchers and there make a Mantle.

Inftead of their Boots with Tops fo Jarge,
¥m fure they are rid of that {fame Charge ;
Now they have gotten a thin pair of Brogues,
And into the Woods among the wild Rogues.

Their Mutton and Beef they are all wild Runts,

Their Wives are all nafly, and {o are theirr —
But I'll keep my Fiddle-ftick out of <heir Cafes,
"They ftink like Privies, a Pox of their A—fes.

Th
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The L ADTs New-Years-Gift.

i The Tune cal'd Newington Butts,
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Omen are wanton, vet conningly Coy ;
H Laftivious, yet Cralty, ro make us oley
tenonoe they have WNeos'd vs, triumohant they1ide;
ndtrample down Man, that was made for theic Guide.
Cho. Bue Lot them remer. Ser thelr Gramnon NS s Foso
Lk they [mart fer cimer Folly, repentvs tag late,
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This Creature was made a Help-meet for the Man,
And fo ke approv’d her, deny it who can;

But {urely poor #dam was foundly afleep,

Whilit out of his Side this dear Blefling did creep.

Cho. But let them rememboer, &e.

O1d Painters did from them refembling the Snail,
Their Houfe on their Backs was, and in 1t their Tal,
Implying that Modefty kept {omething in,
‘Tho' now they'll expofe all from Tail up to Chin.
Cho. But lct them remember their Gramym Eve's Fay
Left they [mart for thei Folly, repenting tco late.

On a Campaign M 1SS,
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W Hat if Betty grows old,
and her Features decay ;
Che’s Young while {he Drinks,
"tis the Grape makes her gay :

See how her Eyes fhine,
they 1parkle with Drink,
Suach a Luftre has Wine,
they never can fink,
Such a Lufire has Wine they never ¢an {fink. .

i.et the Fops doat on Faces,
her Soul s my delight,

She can’t want for Graces,
who Tipples all Night.

Long Marches o’er Furrows,
no place can her find,
In {pite ot Camp forrows,

poor Berty will be kind. _
Boy fill up our Glaffes,
not a Wrinkle will ftand,
‘They're Fools who ufe Wafhﬁ:S;
when Clares’sat hand,

4.
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A Scotch SON G.

Set by Seignior Baprisr.
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HE Weather’stoo bleak now to gang out of Doors,
And faith by the Chimny Ize pafs the long Hours;
And gin that my Dear wilt now flay with me there,
It may for bleft Fockey Freeze on the whole Year:

Piryistn Purge Melancholy, 20§

!tMy bonny blith Femny, then never let’s part,
No Cold here 1 fear, but that of thy Heart
This Weather together weze dally and play,
Irjoving and toying, as if 1t were May.

In Summer ’¢is {weet to trip o'er the Land,

Ard in the green Meadows to walk hand in hand ;
When every Loon

_ Of his Lais begs a Boon,

Or on the foft Grafs gives her a Green-Gown ;.

Qur Leifure, and Pleafure

Shall now be as yrear,

Weze Tattle, and Prattle,

; And Blefling reap ;

And when I my Femny faft by me do nold,

She'll fay it is rather too warm than toe cold.

(18
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The Sound Country 1LASS

THei’e Lindon Wenches are fo ftout,
‘They care not what they do;

They will not let you have a Bout,
W oithout a Crown or two.
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[hey double their Chaps, and curl their Locks,
Their Breaths perfume they do;

Their T ails are pepper’d with the Pox,

And that you're welcome to.

it give me the Buxom Country ‘Lals,

Hot piping from the Cow ;

hat will take a touch upon the Grafs,
Ay, marry, and thank you too.

.r Colour’s as frefh as a Rofe in June,
Her Temper as kind as a Dove

he'll pleafe the Swain with a wholefome Tune,
And freely give ner Love.,
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HAT’s a Cuckold, learn of me; .
‘ Few can tell his Pedigree ;

Or his fubtile Nature Confter,
Born a Man, yet dies a Monfter.

Yet great Antiquarians fay.

They fpring from old Methufelsh,

Who after Noak’s Flood was found

To have his Creft with Branches crown'd.

Butin Eden's happy fhade,

Such a Creature ne'er was made;
Then to cut off all miftaking,
Cuckolds are of Woman’s making.,

VORALECRESHELTOFICHUT VIS e YAl
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NOthing than Cloe e'er T knew
By Nature more befriended ;
celia’s lefs Beautiful, 'tis true,
But by more Hearts attended.

No Nymph alive with fo much Art,
Receives her Shepherd’s firing ;
Nor does fuch Cordial drops impart

To LOVC, thn iuf’t ExPlring. »

Why thus, ye Gods, who caufe our {mart,

Do you Love’s Gifts diflever ?
Or why thofe happy Talents part,

Which fhou’d be join'd for ever ¢

For once perform an A&t for Grace,
Implor’d with fuch devotion;

And give my Celia Cloc's Face,
Or Cloe Ceelin’s Motion,

Dux-
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Dunmore K AT E.

Here lately was a Maiden Fair,
With ruddy Cheeks and Nut-brown hair,
Who up to Town did trudge, Sir;
This pretty Maid, whofe Name was Kate,
Mert here a hard unlucky Fate,

As you anon fhall judge, Sir.

A little eer it did grow Dark,
She needs muft walk into the Park,
The Gentry for to fee, dir; Wwh
e



Pivvs to Farge Mclancholy. 211

where foon {he met a Footman gay,
That ﬂop d her fhort, and made her {lay,

To fit down undel Tree, Sir.

This Footman fwore he was a Lord,
Which foon made Xa:y to accord,

And grant him his full Will, Sn‘ ;
che Kifs'd his Lordfhip o'er and o'er,

And open’d all her Country ftore,
And let him take his ﬁ'l Sir.

ut when fhe heard one call out Fobn,
Up rofe her Spark, and firait was gone
To Trot before the Chair, Sir ;

Which made this Damfel all alone

To figh and fob, and make great moan,

And fhed full many a Tear, Sir.

Quoth fhe, if thefe be London Tricks,

God fend me down amongft my Dicks,
That live on Dunfmure Heath, Sir;

If ever I come here again,

Or e'er believe one Man in Ten,
May the De’ll come ftop my Breath, Sir.
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'\R” HE N Sswrney firft did Wooe me, he did at di.

(ftance ftand
Advancing to undoe me, he gently took my Hand ;

He gently rais'd it higher, with pifth and much ado,
His Lips ftill creeping nigher, at laft he Kils’d it <00,

Advancing moretotry me,withUove’sinchanting grace,
He drew himfelf more nigh me, and gently touch’d my
He fet it all on Fire, with pith and much ado,  (Face;

His Lips approaching nigher, at laft he Kifs'd me too.

Cempleatly to undo me, he clafp’d me 1n his Arms,

As tho' he wou'd go through me, and fearch out all
(my Charms;

As though he wou'd go through me, with Oh, and

~ ( much ado,
As fure as e’er he knew me, at laft he did it too.

My,
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YLL ling you a Song of my Miftrifs that’s pretey,
A Lady fo frolick and gay ;

Irtickles my Fancy to tune her fweet Ditty,
For Love was all her Play.

She's wiety and pretty, and tunes like a Fiddle,
A Lady fo frolick and gay;

dhe begins at both Ends, and ends in the Midadle,
For Love was all her PIay

She hugs and fhe Kifles without a Word {peaking,
A Lady fo frolick and gay;

ohe fails on her Back without flinching and {queaking,
For Love was all her Play.

She’s Jaden with Gracesof Virtue and Honour,
A Lady fo frolick and gay;

Twixra ﬁm- pair of Sheets with warm Love upon her,

kor Love was all her Play. Th
g
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The World drown'd ina G 1, A SQ
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VH AT need we take care for Platonical Rules,

Or the Precepts of 4riftot/e ;
hofethat think tofind Learning in Books are but Fools,

True Philofophy lies in the Botrle :
ndthe Mind that’sconfin’d to the Maodes of the Schools

Ne'er arrives to the height of a Portle :

et the Sagesof our Ageskeepatalking of our walking,
Demurely, whiltt we that are wifer

oabhor all that’s Moral in Cato and Plaso,

And Seneca talks like a Sizer:
bn let full Bowls, full Bottles and Bow!s be hurl'd,

Tiat our ?ﬂ//z}‘j nay be mmp/em‘f?;
r Man, tho' he be but a very little World,

Mult be Drown'd as well as the greater.

We will drink till our Cheeks are as Star’d asthe Skies,

Let the pale colour’d Student flout us ;
Til our Nofes like Comets, {et Fire on our Eyes,

And we bear the Horizon about us
and if all make us fall, then our Heels fhall divine

What the Stars are a doing without us :
Let Liily go tell ye of Thunders and Wonders,

Axd Aftrologers all divine;
Let Bosker be a looker in our Natures and Features,

HHE’H find nothing but Clarc; in minc;
H izt fuldl Bowls, &<,

My
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My THIN G is my Own,

f % £

. 1
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]’ A tender young Maid have been courted by mar

Of all forts and Trades as ever was any :
A fpruce Haterdofber firft fpake me fair,
Buc I would have nothing to do with Small ware.
My Thing ss my Own, and I'll keep it fo {4,
et cther young Laﬁ: may do what they will.
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A {weet {cented Ceurticr did give me a Kifs,

And promis’d me Mountains if I would be his,

Bur I'll not believe him, for 1t is too true,

Some Cowrtiers do promife much more than they do
My thing is my own, &c.

Afine Man of Law did come out of the §rrand,
Toplead his own Caufe with his Fee in his Hand,
He made a brave Motion but that would not do,
For I did difmifs him, and Non{uit him too.

My thing is my own, &C.

Next came a young Fellow, a notable Spark,
(With Green Bag and Inkhorn, a Juftices Clark)
He pull'd out his Warrant to make all appear,
But I fent him away with a Flea in his Ear,

My thing is my own, &C.

A Mafter of Mufick came with an intent,
Togive me a Leflon on my Inftrusnent,
[thank’d him for nothing, and bid hit be gone,

for my lirele Fiddle fhould not be plaid on.
My thing is my own, &c.

An Ulurer came with abundance of Cafh,
but [ had no mind to come under his Lafh,
He profer’d me Jewels, and great ftore of Gold,

bur [ would not Mortgage my little Free-hold.
My tning is my own, &c¢.

1 olunt Lieutenant furpriz’d my Placket,

1 fiercely began to riflle and fackit,

mulered my Spirits up and became bold,

'd forc'd my Lieutenant to quit his ftrong hold
Jify r;lu'?zg 18 my own, &C.

 Crafty young Bumpkin that was very rich,
'd us'd with his Bargains to go thro’ fitch,
idtender a Sum, but it would not avail

at I fhould admit him my Tenant in tayl.

My thing is my ewn, &c.
VoL, IV. L A
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A fine dapper Tavler, with a Yard in his Hand
Did profer his Service to be at Command,
He talk’d of a {lit I had above Knee,
But I'll have no Tavlers to fritch it for me.
My thing is my ewi, &<,
A Gentleman that did talk much of his Grounds,
His Horfes, his Setting-Dogs. and his Giey-hounds,
Pur in for a Courfe. and us'd all his Art,
But he mift of the Spoit, for Puls would not ftan.
My thing it my ewir, &C.

A pretty young Squire new ccme to the Town,
To empty his Peckets, and fo to go down,

Did profer a kindnefs, but I would have none,
The {ame that he vs'd to hisMother’s Maid Fcan.

T - . . :. 1 - a \r -
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Now here I could reckon a hundred and more,

Betides all the Gamefters recited before,

That made their addrefles in hopes of a fnap

But as young as I was T anderftood Trap,
My toing is my own, and I'll keep it ﬁiﬁ:’fl,
L7l 1 be Marryed, fay Men wiaz tooy wlll.
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1he Gardners So ~ ¢: Words by My, Samuel
Wilde.
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N the World can eVeria:Trade be found

Like Gardmers, which replenifh the. Ground
d maXkes the Earth by Providence's Hand,

¢id great fruition unto the Land ?

To Mortals we render plenty
Of Difhes fine and dainty:

As Fruit and Sallads,

T'o pleafure the Palates
Of each Man,

‘lﬁfh?ch is a Lelfon to teach Man
iow we Gard'ners gain the Praife.
' | 1, » | Before
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Refore that 44am in Paradife he
¥iad tafted of the forbidden Tree ;
It was unlawful for any ro Kill,
Or the Blood of living Creatures to fpill s
Jdhe Fruit and the Herbs were ordained
Whereby they fhould be fuftained,

Without any Strangling,

“Or Killing and Mangling

Each Creature ;
Can any Maxim be greater,
For the Gardiners chiefeft Praife?

The Metropolitan Gardiners Trade,
While Earth continues, can never Fade;
Yor from the Ground we raife up a ftore,
"To pleafure the Rich, and nourith the Poor,
Our Trade 1s the World’s Phyfician,
“To {uit each Patient’s Condition ;

For whatever ceafes,

We heal moft Difeafes

Of all Men,
That happens, or ever befal Men :
Thus we Gardiners gain the Praife.

The skilful Do&ors might pick their Nails,
If ever the Trade of the Gardiners fails 5

For by our Herbs, the rareft Compounds

Are made to cleanfe, and to heal the Wounds :
T hat incident happens to any,

And is well known unto many

That have been pained,
And forely complained

Of Sorrow,
Yet have found Eafe on the Morrow

Lhus we Gardiners gain the Praife.
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The Second PART.

N the Gardiners Paradift {fweetly grows,

i Carnations, Pinks, and the Damask Rofe ;
With hundreds of Flowers, whofe fragrant Scent.
Enjoyns in one for to yield Content:
Where Mortals may ravifh their Senfes,
With Odours and {fweet Influences

T hat comes from the Flowers,

Which favouring Showers

Sets Springing,
And pretty Birds are finging
Pleafant Notes in the Gardiners Praife,

Al forts of Apples, with Pears and Mulberries,
Nuts, Grapes and Pippins, with black and red Cherries;
Rare Peaches, Plumbs, Apricocks, and Quinces,
To Pleafure the Eye and the Pallate of Princes:
Canany poflefs fuch a Treafure,
fnd not be enjoyed with Pleafure ;

Where Currants and Goofeberries,

Rasberries and Strawberries

Invites you,
Then tafte of the Fruit chat Delighes you,

And you'll render the Gardiners Praife.

What Flefh is fitting for Man to Eat,

Until our Herbs do favour the Meat ?
To Roaft or Boil'd, they anfwer both,

bs Sawce and Sallads, and Herbs for Broth,
ur fragrant Garden prefents you
Fach feveral Kinds to content you ;
Baum, Thime, Winter-Savory,
Mint, Sage, and Rofemary,
Whofe Sweetnefs
Orders the Food with Compleatnefs :
This afpires the Gardiners Praife.

L 3 Whap
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What Plants and Roots, and various things,
‘To pleafure the World in the Garden Springs;
The Artichoak, Cabbage, and Colliflower,
And Coleworts, our Garden affords a power:
With Parfnips, and Carrots, and Onions,
Young Cucumbers, Beets and Muskmelons;

And all things to eat

VVith thofe kinds of Meat

That's Crdained,
Or in the VVorld 1s contained :

Thus we Gardiners gain the Praife.
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Sir William Butler’s Bald Colt
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Y 7ER T fay that for Sn‘ Wi lliam Butler’s Bald Col,
Vv He’s as good as any’s inthe Town 4 ;
Ay. MOTE than that, Sir #7iion Butler's Bald Colt
Has kick’d many a Man down 4,

Toll, tod, &,

¥
i
d
!
N

- Gaffer Lunt ran after Sir Willlam Buzler's Bald Cole,.
{ rying out, Ho, BsZ, Ho ftand #; (BaIdCoIt

L hy, rhat was as much as tofay, as lfﬁlr Uil am Butler s
"V Vas at my Gaffer Hunt's Command 4.
Toll, toll, &e.

vt iiem Butle's Bald Colt clapt his Ears in his Pole,
And ran moft lamentable; (Bald Colt,

Dt for my Gafter Hunr to catch Sir Wrilliam Batler's
G-z -—s he wWas not able,
Toll, tol, XC.

Mv Gaffer Hune follow’d Sir Wi liam Butler's bald Colt,
As far as Enfbam Church a; (bald Colt,
And if my Gaffer Hunt had caught Sir William Butler's
He had claw’d his Arfe with Birch 4.
Tol, toll, &c.

Or if he had’'nt claw’d his Arfe with Bn‘ch
He had firk'd his Cods with Holly
But for my Gaffer Hunt to {et his VVlt to Sir W:ﬂmm

(B#¢ler's bald Colt,
G-z—s, "twas but a Folly.
Toll, toll, &c.

At laft Sir w7 liam Butler's bald Colt
fump'd into another Man’s Ground 43
Aund there my Gaffer Hunmt he cauaht Siv Willizm

(Butfe; s bald Colt,
And put him into the Pound ».

Toll, toll, &c.

L4

o
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ENFIELD Common.

N Enficld Commen, 1 met a VVoman,
A bringing Nereb-Hall VVater to the Town;

Said I fair Maiden, you're heavy laden,

1l light and give you eafe in a Green Gown:
Says fhe, ’tis good Sir, to ftir the Blood, Sir,

For the Green-ficknefs, Friend, will make me like :
Then in 2 Minute I left my Gennet,

And went afide with her into a Thicket:
Then with her leave there, a Dofe I gave her,

She firaight confefs'd her Sicknefs I did nick it.

I went to leave her, but this did grieve her,
For panting on the Grafs fhe did complain ;

Saying Phyfician, my Sick Condition,
} fear will fuddenly return again;



|
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If you deny me, and don’t {fupply me

- VVith many Poticns of your {weeteft Pleafyre.s

Then prithee Gallant improve thy Talent,
Since we have Opportunity and Leifure ;
VVich fuch like Greeting, my pretty Sweeting,
She feem'd to prefs upon me without meafure.:

Twas Summer VVeather, we [at together,.
And charted all the pleafant Afcernoon
No one was near us, to over-hear us,
At length I faid I'd put my Pipesin.Tune: -
To give a Glifter, with that I kifs’d her,
She cry'd another Fit do’s round me hover ;
With the Green Ruthes I'll veil my Blufhes,
cor in my Cheeks I know you may-difcover:
VVhat’s my defire, Love never Tire,

For Oh! I long, I long, to be a Mather.

\Vith that T told her, that I’ wou'd hold her,
A Guinea to a Groat it fhould be fo;
h Nine Months after, a.Son or Daughter,
VVill be your Jucky.Lot, Dear Love I know ¢ -
uoth fhe, you Vapour, and draw your Rapier,
But yet methinks too foon you. frem to tire ;
!7ay a Shilling, if you are willing,
That Nine Months hence I have not my defizre:
scept you'll venture, once more to enter,

Alafs ! the Name of Mather I admire.

2taufe 1'd eafe her, and fully pleale her,

[ o0k a Lodging for my Enfeld Lafs ;

0 was a Beauty, and knew her Dury,

Ihe Night we did in youthful-pleafures pafs,

ith melting Bliffes, and charming Kifes,

G downy Beds {ecure from Wind and Weather.
¢ in the Morning, by Day’s adorning,

1- « vole and drank a Glals of Wine together :

. Jovs I crown'd her, for then I found her,

hr-

.. eve a Hearp far lighter than a Feather

7
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T hawve cur'd her, likewie affur’d her,

If €'er 1t was my luck to come that way
I'd pawn my Honour, to call upon ker,

But for that time I covld no Jonger flay :
The loving creature, of pure good nature,

She gave me Twenty Kifles when we parted ;
Becaufe fhe never had found fuch favour,

In Loves {ctt Pleafures to be {o diverted :

Then ftraight I mounted, for why I counted,
‘T'was time I had her company deferted. -~
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'g ET Monarchs Fight for Pow’r and Fame,
‘”Jrh Noife and Arms Mankind Alarms:

Ler cally Fears, their Quiet fright,

And Fear difturb their Reit at Night

Grearnels fhall ne'er my Soul enthrall,

Give me Content, and I have all.

Hear mighty Love, to thee 1 call,

(-“'1'; m.e /t)ﬂ}‘f’?j ﬂ E‘ 5 my a”
That Sofe, that Sweet, that charmirg Fair,

iie cannet hurt while I have ber ; ;
'”‘” ‘S \Wealth and Pow’r, and only ihe,

s all the World to me.
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10gging on from yonder Green,
]'Oh the pleafant fight I've feen;
1+n and Dolley jog, jog, jogging,
;jpén and Dalfqy iogging o1,
iThemfelves Cooling, Fobney was fooling,
(ry'd fhe will you ne'er have done,

0g, 108, i08, JOg, 10g, 10€, JOLLINE on:

]The Sun fhines, makegH]a)%, IPREIE

Make Hay, make Hay, make Hay good Fohu ;
Hey ho, hey ho, that I might do fo,

Jog, 108> 108, 108, jogging,

fog, 108, 108, Jogging on.

ki to eafe lrer-of her Pain,

Fnded, and begun again,

He grew weary, jog, jog, jogging,

She more Cheary, jogging on,

Cry’d my deary, prithee tasry,

Sure you han’t already done;

log. 108, 108, 108, j08, JOg, iogg;ng on ;
The Sun’s down, pray ftay,

Pray ftay, pray ftay, good Fobn,

Hey ho, that T might do f{o,

e, o, jogging on.

g
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A Scotch SO N 11,

Arweel bonny Hully Craig, .
Farweel to au thy broken Vows to me;
'Thou waft a lovely Lad,
When on the Grals thou tempted &t me:
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[oll oft have I dry’d mine Eyn,

When by my feln to Milking I have gean s
ofc have 1 gilt the Green,

Where Wully vow'd to be my Swain.

(4 neat was my conny Lad,

With new Ruflet Shoon, and Hollayd Band

put now he's won his way,

Wich Maiden-head, and Leve and ay -
His Locks were fea finely feam'd

And fhone as bright as any in the Land -
fur now he’s won his way,

With Malden-head, and Leve and au.

[[e ene thraw away my Skee],

And gang nea mere to yonder fatal Brow :
Where I was pleas’d fea weel,

But now I feel meer ner others do -
He took me by the wulling Hand,

And vow'd to Hea'n how he wad conflant be ;

When levingly we laid
Under the {hade of the Wullow-tree.

Dut ah ! when the Loon had deun,

He nothing more of Love cou’d fhew ;
But now he's won his way,

VVith Maiden-head, and Leve and ay :
My VVeam now begins to fill,

And feun the bonny Bird will crow 3
Tho' he was won his way,

V¥Yith Majden-head, and Leve and au.
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A S oxc. Set by My, Leveridge,

" Arly in the dawning of 2 Winters morn,

Brether DAk and I went forth into the Barn;
To get our felves a heat,

By Thraﬂmwr of tire thar
T mmhc Sta L,_rcm the Stack, from the Stack, the Stacx

Ths
b e
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The Straws they flew about,
And the Flails they kept a rout,
witha Thwack, Thwack, Thwack, Thwack, Thwack.

ymery came in then with an Earthen Pot,
fud of Pudding that was piping hot ;

I caught her by the Neck faft,

And thank’d her for my Breakfaft,
Vith a Smack, &e.

Then up went her Tail,
. And down went the Flail,

With a Thwack, &rc.

b:'ck Threfhing on, cry’d out fie for fhame,
fuft I beat the Bufh while you catch the Game ;
Sow your wild Qats,
And mind not her wild Notes,
)f alack, ¢oe. ,
Faith I did the Jobb,
While the Flail bore a bob,
Vith a Thwack, &,

e fhook off the Staws and did nothing ail,
Fwearing there was no defence againft a.Flail,
But quietly Jay fill,
And bid me fill, fill, fill,
fer Sack, ¢
But ‘twas all in vain,
Yor 1 had {pilt my Graln,

Vith 2 Thwack, .

Y,

Feizgrs
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‘VHat fhall I do to fhew how much I love her,

- How many Millions of Sighs can fuffice ?
That which wins other Hearts ne’er can move hery,
Thofe common methods of Love {he'll defpife -
will love more than Man €’er lov’d before me,
Gaze on her all the Day, and melt all che Night,
Till for her own fake at laft fhe’ll implore me,

To Love her lefs to preferve our delight,

nce Gods themfelves could not ever be Loving,
Men muft have breathing Recruits for new Jovs;
wilh my Soul could be ever improving,

Tho' eager Love, more than forrow deitroys.

1 fair Aurelia’'s Arms, leave me expiring,

To be Imbalm’d with the {weets of her Breath;
To the laft moment I'll ftill be defiring;

N:ver had Hero {o glorious a Death.
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Ould Man his With obtain,
How happy would he be?

it Withes feldom gain,

11d Hopes are but in vain,

If Fortune difagree:

ity ye Pow'rs of Love,

Qur Infelicity,

Vhy fhould the Fates confpire,
o fruftrate my defire, |

nce Love's a gentle Flre

That keeps the World alive :
ot me it puts to Pain;

tmakes me wifh in vain, 1n vam}
Nor promife any hopcs to give.

love, and ftill I view,

Yet dare not tell my ‘Mind ;
wuld I'my Flames purfue,
» might that Blifs undo,
Wthh 1s for her defign'd.

| Blefling far above,

More lafting, rich, and kind ;
hough Hopes fucccfsful prove
y heart thall neer remove
om withing of her Love,

In Fortune’s Triumphs lead :
ind tho' 1t banifh me,

the but happy be,

Twould pleafe my Ghoft when I amdead.
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Hy does the Morn in Blufhes rife,
Tell me, O God of Days?

TN, oh! Clarona’s E}'CS,
ipe-fhine the brighteft Rays,
[isrrue, tis true, the's far more brighe,
im taper God be gone,
- hide thy batled Beams in Nighr,
[ her rule Day alone.

Anchorire-like, full twenty Years

0a Larth’s cold Bed I'd lain,

F,é woo'd the Gods with Falts and Prav'ys,
(eieltial Crowns to gain :

e after all, could you burt love,

Nomore would 1 purfue

r: endlel's fearch of Joys above,

but ind out Heav'n in vou.

NN ERR OSIB ANSLEOSUNKADE s
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P‘Arewel the Darling Shades I love,
The calm retirement of my Life, 1
VVhere Pleafures boundlefs as above, '
Free from all Envy, Noife, or Strife:
No Paflions e’er infeft the Plains,
Contentment there immortal reigns;
No Paflions e’¢r infeft the Plains, &«.

Were I to chufe what Fate denies,

Could I command my Frowning Stars,

Cities thould in Confufion lie,
E'er T'd embrace their reftlefs Cares;

Oh! that I might near gentle Streams,
Spend my dull Hours in Golden Dreams.
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A New SO N G. The Good Fellow.
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LL Hail to the Days that merit more Praife,
Than all the reft of the Year ;

And welcome the Nightsthat bringeth delights,
~ As well to the Poor as the Peer

Ecod Fortune attend each merry Man’'s Friead,

[

That doth but the beft he may ;
ugerting old Wrong with Cup or a Song,

To drive the cold Winter away.
Ty arive, &c.

<t Mifery pack with a Whip at his Back,
| Down to the Tartarian F]ODd;
0 Lethe profound let Envy be drown’d,

That pines at another Man’s Good :
OL. 1V, M Lot
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I et Sorrow’s Expence come a thoufand Years heyy;

All Pavments have great delay; -

And fpend the long Nights in honeft Delights

To drive the cold Winter away. 3
To drive, XC.

“The Court in_his State {ets open his Gate,
And gives free welcome to mot :

The City likewife, tho' fomething Precife,
Yet willingly parts with their Roaft:
But yet by Report from City and Court,

The Country gets the Day ;
More Liquor is {pent with better Content,

To drive the cold Winter away.
To arive, \C.

The Gentry there, for Coft doth not fpare,
The Yeomanry faft not till Lent;

Tte Farmers and fuch, think nothing too muca,
So they keep but to pay for their Rent:

The pooreft of all do merrily call,

When at a fit place they ftay,
Yor a Song ora lale,ora Cup cf good Ale,

To drive the cold Winter away.
To arive, &C.

*Tis 111 for a Mind to Envy inclind,
To think of {fmall Injuries now:
1f Wrath te to feek, do not Jet her thy Cheek,

Nor yet to Inhabit thy Brow :
Crofs out of thy Books all Malecontent Looks,

Let Beauty and Youth decay,
And wholly confert with Mirth and with Sport.

To drive the cold Winter away.
Ty drive, &€
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A BALLAD

wn the New Inx, with the Jamous Sigx.

DPoff, called the Wairte-Hax T, at SxoLg
i NORFOLK,

D I'D not you hear
- Of a Wonder Jat Year,

w o’ all Norfolk did rin
Of: an Inn and an Hof?,
With g Sign and a Poft,

'nught hold (Goy olefs us) the King.

o
ba b

The Building is great

And very compleat,

“n0t be compar’d to the Sign,
). ' . ’
‘twithin Doors I think

arce g drop of good Drink,

lrintsall the hel} Wine.
LI

2
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But here’s the defign,
What's amifs in the Wine
By Wenches {hall be fupply’d ;
There's three on a row
Stands out for a fhow,

To.draw in the Gallants that Ride.

The firft of the Three,
Diana fhould be,

But fhe Cuckolded poor 4Feon,
And his Head fhe adorns
With fuch vifible Horns,

That he’s fit for his Hounds for to prey on.

*Tis unfafe we do find
To truft Woman-kind,

Since Horning’s a part of their Trade;
Diana 15 patch’d

As a Goddefs that's chafte,
Yet 27¢n a Monfter fhe made.

The next Wench doth {tand
With the Scales 1n her Hand

And is ready to come at your beck ;
A new trick they've found,

To fell Sack by the Pound,
But 'twere better they’d fell’t by the Peck.

The laft of the three,
They fay Prudence muft be,
With the Serpent and Horn of PIenty;
But Plenty and Wit
So feldom doth hit,
That they fall not to ome 1n vamtj.

But above thefe things all
Stands a Fellow that’s {mall,

With a Quadrant difcerning the Wind,
And fays he’s a Fool
That Travels from Skole,

Axnd leave his good Liquor behiad.
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Near the top of the Sign
Srands there on a Line,
Onc 18 Temperance {till pouring out;
And Fortitade will
Drink what Temperance fill,
ipd fears not the Stone or the Gout.

The next to thefe three,
You'll an Ufurer fee,
With a Prodigal Child in his Mouth:
"Tis T:me (as fome fay)
And well fo i1t may,
IFor they be devourers both:

The laft that you f{tare ony
Is old Father Caron,

Who's wafting a Wench o’er the Ferry,
Where Cerbeus does {tand,

' To watch where they Land,

And together they go to be Merry.

Now to fee fuch a change,
Is a thing that is {trange,

| That one, who as Stories do tell us;

His Money has lent,
At Fifty per Cene,

A College thould build for geed Fellows.

But under this Work,
| Does a Myftery lurk,
That fhews us the Founder’s Defign;

He has chalk’d out the way,
For Gallants to {tray,

That their Lands may be his in fine.

That’s firft an Ale-Bench,

Next Hounds, then a Wench,
With thefe three to roar and to Revel;
Brings the Prodigal’s Lands,

To the Ufurer's Hands,
And his Body and Soul tI;JI the Devit.
3

745;

Now-
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Now if you would know
After all this ado,

By what name this Sign fhou'd be known;
Some call it this, and fome that,
And fome I know not what;

But 'tis many digns in one.

"Tis a fign that who built 1t,
Had more Money than Wit,
And morec Wealth than he got or can ufe;
"Tis a fign that all we
Have lefs Wit than he,

That come thither to drink, and may chufe.
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T, O R Iris I figh and hourly die,

E‘ But not for a Lip nor a languifhing Eye ;
She’s fickle aad falfe, and there we agree,

Oh !thefe are the Virtues that Captivate me;
We neicher believe what either can fay,

And neither believing we neither betray.

'Tis civil to fwear and fay things of courfe,
We mean not the taking for better for Worle,
When prefent we Love, when abfent agree,

[ think not of Iris, nor Iris of me :
The Legend of Love, no couple can find,
30 eafle to part, and fo eafily joyn'd.

M 4 4
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4 SONG
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Hen Anrelia firft 1 courted,
She had Youth and Beauty too;

Killing Pleafures when fhe {ported,

And her Charms were ever New :
Conqu’ring Time does now deceive her;

Which her Glorles did uphold :
All her Arts can ne’er retrieve her,

Poar 4urelia’s growing old.

The: Airy Spmts which-invited,
Are retic'd, and move no more;
And her Eycs are now benighted,
Which were Comets heretofore:
Want of chefe abates her Merits,
Yet I've Paflion for her Narne: |
Only kind and A&ive Spirits
Kindle, and maintain the Flame.
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EE\‘ the Shade upon the Grafs,

= Where Nymphs and Shepherds Iyes .

17 was courting of a Lals, '
And ~e flood lift ning by :

Queth w42, You will not tarry

Two Months before you Marry,
Fye, no, fye, no, never tell me {o ;

For a Maid Ull live and dve,

Quoth N:&, So will not L.

LI B - . T 4 - '
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Lono Debates in Hopes and Fears,
Wik Kiffes miat between,
With a Song he charm'd her Ears
ow Minds have alrer'd beens
Firding his Love grown ftronger,
for fear of ftaying lenger,
Cry'd, Good row, pray now , 1fyoulove me let met
For fear you change my Mind,
And leave iy Heart behind.
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I T Appy the Time when free frem Love,
. £ 1 rang’d the Woods and ev'ry Grove;
I minded not the Great One’s Fall,.
Nor whom Ambizion did enthrall,
[ minded not, &C.

iy only care was how to keep,
\,em cruel Wolves my harmlefs Sheep:
But tho' from Wolves my Sheep I kept,
Nose could my Heart f.om Love protzd,
ot &G

J

T =2 isnct one upon thele Plawns,

Loar Loves Like meof all the Swatas;

Bee [ have Jearn’d now to mv colt,

Thae who Love’s belt muft fufler moft.
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W Hilft Europe 1s alarm’d with Wars
And Rome foments the Chriftian Jars; .
Whilft Egrope is alarm’d with VVars,
And Rome foments the Chriftian Jars;
VVhilft gullty Britain fears her Fate,
And would repent her Crimes too late,
And would repent her Crimes too late.

Here fafe in my confin'd Retreat,
I fee the V'Vaves about me beat,
And envy none, and envy none,
That dare-be great,

Pavy none that dare be grear.

A quiet Confcience, and a Friend,
Help me my happy Houts to fpend
Let Celia to my Cell refort,
She turns my Prifon to a Court,

Inftead of Guards by Lay and Night,

Let Cclia {111l be 1n my Sight,
And then they need not fear my dight.

Could fenfe of Servile fear prevail,
Or could my Native Honour fail,
Her fight would all my Doubts controul,
And gwe me back my peaceful Soul,
Such charming Truths her VVords contain,.
Or if her Angel Voice refrain,

Her Eyes can neyer plead in vain..
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\ Courts, Ambition kills the great,

} [a Cities, ftrive for needlefs gain;

(ome do in Battles meet their Fate,
pat I by Love, by Love am flain :

p,.';:rez.{}?z by Thunder, Thunder d}”d,
pramethens by the Vulture's Pain ;

This doom’d for Stealth, and that for-Pride,
put I by Love, by Love am {lain.

1et noify defperate Fools be brave,
And build up Trophies to the Skies;
My only Wifh, ye Gods I have,
When at Clorinda’s Fect 1 die:
(When I like fome to Greatnefs born,
To Fame and Empire rais'd up high ;
That Fame, that Empire I wou’d fcorn,
And at Clorinda’s Feet wou'd die.
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TH.cre is one black and fullen Hour,

Which Fate decreed our Life thouldknow;
Elfe we fhould {light Almighty Pow’r,

Rapt with the Joys we find below :
*Tis palt, dear Cynrhia! now let Frowns be gone,
A long, long Penance 1 have done;

A long, long Penance I haye done,

For Crimes alas! to me unknowa.

In €ach foft Hour of filent Night,
Your Image in my Dreams appears ;
I grafp the Soul of my Delighr,
Slumber in Joy, but wake in Tears:
Ah faithlefs charming Saint! what will you do !
Let me not think I am by you;
Let me not think I am by you!
Lov'd worfe, lov'd worfe for being true..
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£ L14, that I once was bleft,
Is now the Torment of my breaft :
Since to cure me,
You bereave me,
Of the Pleafure I poffefs ;

Cruel Crearure to deceive me,

Firft to Love, and then to leave me ;

Cruel Creature to deceive me.,

Firt to Love, and then to leave me,

Had you the BIifs refus'd to grant,

I then had never known the want :
But pofleffing,

Once the Blefling,
Is the caufe of my complaint :
Once poflefling is but tafting,
"T'is no Blifs that is not lafting.

Celia, now 1s mine no more,
But I'm hers, and muft adore;
Nor to leave her,
Will endzavour,
Charms that Captiv’d me before
No unkindnefs can diffever,
Kove that’s true is Love for ever.
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E’Hree merry Lads met at the Rofe,
Tof peak in the Praifes of the Nofe :
The Nofe that ftands in the Middle p]acc -
ets out the Beauty of the Face
lhe Nofe with which we have begun,

Vill ferve to make our Verfes run ;
Muention often barren grows,

Yo fill there's Matter in the Nofe,
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The Nofe his end’s fo high a Prize,
That Men prefer’t before thetr Eyes ;
And no Man takes him for his Friend,
That boldly takes his Nofe by th' end.:
The Nofe that like Eyripns flows,

The Sea that did the Wife man pofe ;

Invention often barren grows,
Tet ffill there's Matrer in the Nofe.

The Nofe is of as many kinds,

As Marriners can reckon Winds ;

The Icng, the fhort, the Nofe difplay’d,
The great Nofe which did fright the Maid :

The Nole through which the ?Irother-hood,
Do parly for their Sifters good.
Invvention often barven grows,

Tet f3i there's Matter in the Nofe,

The flat, the fharp, the Roman {nout,
The Hawks Nofe circled round about;
The Crooked Nofe that ftands awry,
The Ruby Nofe of Scarlet dye:
The Brazen Nofe without a Face,
That doth the Zearned College grace,
Invention often barren grows,
Yet fill there's Matter in the Nofe.

The long Nofe when the Teeth appear,

Shews what’s a Clock, if Day be clear ;

The broad Nofe ftands in Buckler’s place,

And takes the blows from all the Face:

The Nofe being plain without a Ridge,

Will ferve fometimes to make a Bridge..
Invention often barren grows,

Ye: il there's Matter in the Nofe.
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‘ The fhort Noie 1s the Lover's Blifs,
gecaufe it hinders not a Kifs;

The tooting Nofe, O monitrous thing’
That's he that did the Borttle bring:
And he that brought the Bottle hither,

will drink (O monftrous! ) out o meafure,

ycntion often barren grows,
Ter fill there's Matter in the Nofe.

The Fiery Nofe in Lanthern ftead,

May light his Mafter home to Bed ;

And whofoever this Treafure owes,

Grows poor in Purfe, tho’ rich inNofe:

The Brazen Nofe that’s o’er the Gate,

Maintains full many a Latin Pate.
Invention often barren grows,

Yet fFill ther®s Matter in the Nofe.

If any Nofe take this in Snuff,

And think it is more than enough ;
We anfwer them, we did not fear,
Nor think fuch Nofes had been here:
But if there be, we need not care,
A Nofe of Wax our Statutes are..
Invention now 25 barrven grown,
The Matter's out, the Nofe i blown.
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1511 I'm Withing, {till defiring,
Suill She's giving, 1 requiring ;
Vet each Gift I think oo {mall,
Giill the more Lam prefented,

Spill the lefs'1 am contented ;
Tho' fhe Vows fhe has. given me all.

Can Drufilla give no more ?
1145 {be Lavil'd all her Store ?

~ Muft my Hopes to Nothing fall ?
ow nct half your Treafure;

Oh you kn
Give me more, §ive over Meafure,
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wDoltor G. fermerly Mafler of St. Paul’s School,
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N Paul’s Church-yard in London,

There dwells a noble Firker ;
Take heed you that pals,
Lelt you tafte of his Lafh,

for [ have found him a Jirker:

Still doth he cry, take him up, take him up, Sir,
Untrufs with Expedition ;

O the Birchin Tool,
Which he winds i'th’ School,

Frights worfe than an Ingquifition.

-I-— il i st AR wy

If that you chance to pafs there,
As doth the Man of Blaf.(fm ;
He infults like Puttock,
O’er the Prey of the Butmck

With a whipt A {e fends him pdckmﬂt
S5 doth, &c.

for when this well-trufs’d Trouncer,
Into the School doth enter:
With his Napkin at his Note,
And lns Crange ttuft with Cloves,
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A Frenchman void of Englifh,
Enquiring for Paul’s Steeple;
His Pardon amoy
He counted a Toy,

For he whipt him before all People.
Still doth, &c.

A Welchman once was whipt there,
Until he did Befhit him ;
His Cuds-pluter-a-nail,
Could not prevail,

For he whipt the Cambro-Britain.
Still doth, &c. '

A Captain of the Train'd-Band,
Sirnamed Corneline Wallis ;
He whipt him fo fore,
Both behind and before,

He notcht his Arfe with Tallies.
S0 doth, &¢.

kor a piece of Beef and Turnip,
Negletted with a Cabbage,
He took up the Main Pillion
Of his bouncing Maid Gillian,
And fows'd her like a Baggage.
Still doth, &c.

A Porter came in rudely,
And difturb’d the humming Concord ;
He took up his Frock,
And paid his Nock,
And fows’d him with his own Cord,
S+l doth be cry, &c.
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A SONG.

-l

HE Fire of Love in Youthful Blood,
Like what 1s kindled in brufh Wood,
But for a Moment burns:
Yet in that Moment makes a mighty Noife,
It crackles, and to Vapours turns,
And {oon it felf, it felf deftroys,
And foon it felf, it felf deftroys.

But when crept into Aged Veins,

[t{lowly burns, and long remains,
And with a {ullen Heat :

Like Fire in Logs, it glows and warms ‘em [onz.
And tho’ the Flame be not {o great,

Yet is the Heat, the Heat as ftrong,

Yet is the Heat, the Heat as ftrong.

UOL. iV, N ,_4‘?';;
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&

An FExcellent BALL A D, Intituled
The Wandering Prince of ‘Troy.
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“7 Hen Tr;y Town for Ten Years VVars
VVithftood the Greeksin manful wie,

Then did their Foes increafe {o faft,

That to refift none could fuffice; -
VValfte lies thofe Walls that were fo good,

And Corn now grows where 7rsy Town ftood.

Zne1s wandring Prince of Zroy,

V Vhen he for Land long eime had fought,
At length arrived with great oy,

To mignty Cartiage VValls was brought,
VVhere D4 Queen with fumptuous Feaft,

Did enterrain this wandring Guell.
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And as in Hall at Meat they fat,
The Queen defirous News to hear,
0f thy unhappy Ten Years VVars
( Declare to me, thou Trojan dear,
Thy heavy hap and chance {o bad,
That thou poor wandring Prince haft had?

And then anon this worthy Knight,
VVith words demure as he could well,

Of his unhappy Ten years V Vars
So true a Tale began to tells
With Words fo fweet, and Sighs {o deep,

That oft he made them all to VVeep.

And then a thoufand Sighs he fetch'd,
And every Sigh brought Tears amain,
That where he {at the Place was wet,
As if he had feen thofe VVars again:
(o that the Queen with Truth therefore,
\aid worthy Prince enough, no more.

The darkfome Night apace drew on,

And twinkling Stars1'th’ Sky were {pread,
And he his doleful Tale had told,

As every one lay in his Bed;
VVhere they full iweetly took their reft,
save only Dido’s boiling Breatt.

This filly VVoman never {lept,

But in her Chamber all alone,
As one unhappy always kept,

Unto the Wall the made her Moan,
That fhe fhould fill defire in vain,
The thing that fhe could not obtain.

ind thus in Grief {he {pent the Night,
Till twinkling Stars from the Skies were fied,
And Phebus with his glimmering Beams
~Thro” mifty Clouds appeared Red -
Laen Tydings came to her anon,
That all the Trojan Ships were gonc
N >
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And then the Queen with Bloody Knjfe
Did arm her Heart as hard as Stone,

Yet fomewhat loth to lofe her Life,
In woful cafe the made her Moan :

And rclling on her careful Bed,

WWith Sighs and Sobs thefe Words the faid -

O wretched Dido Queen! quoth fhe,
I fee thy £nd approacheth near,
For he 1s gone away from thee,

Whom thou did{t Love and hold {o dear -

Is he then gone and paffed bv?
{ Heart prepare thy felf to die.

Tho' Reafon would thou fhould’ft forbear
To flop thy Hand from Bloody {troak,
Yet fancy faid thou thould’ft not Fear,
Who iettcv 'd thee in Cwpid’s Yoak,
Come Death, quorh fhe, and end the Smart,
And with thete Words [he pierc’d her Heart.

When Death had pierc’d the tender Heart,
Of D:ds Carr/:»'.zg:'ﬂ.:lm Quef:n,

And Bleody Kiiife did end the Smart,
Which fhe {uftain’d in woful teen .

Eness being Ship'd and gone,

Whofe Flatt’ry caufed all her Moan.

Her Funeral moft coftly made,
And all things finifh’d Mourafully,
Her Bedy fine 1n Mould was laid,
Where it confumed f{peedily :
Her Sifters Tears her Tomb beﬁrcw d,
Her Subje&ts Grief her Kindnefs fhew d.

Then was £nezs 1n an lle
In Grecia, where he livid long fpacc ’

Whereas her Sifter in fhort time,
VVrit to him to his foul Difgrace;

In phrafe of Letters to her Mmd
She tcud Lim plain he was Unkind.

Falfts
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Jie hearted VVretch (quoth the) thou are,
Aid treacheroufly thou haft betray’d,

nto thy Lure a gentle Heart,

VVhich unto thee fuch VVelcome made -
My Sifter dear, and Carthage Joy,

VVhole Folly wrought her dire annov,.

¢ton her Death-Bed when fhe lay,
She pray’d for thy Profperity,
ceeching God that every Day
Might breed thee great Felicity «.
Thus by thy means I lof} 2 Friend,

av'ns {end chee an untimely End.

Vhen he thefe Lines, ful] fraughr with Gall,
Perufed had, and weigh’d them right ¢

s lofty Courage then did fail,

And ftraight appeared in his fight?
Queen Dido’s Ghoft, both Grim and Pale,
VWhich made this Valiant Soldier Quail.
Eveas, quoth this griﬂy GhOﬂ:,

My whole delight while [ did live,
Thee of all Men I Loved moft,
My Fancy and my VVill did give :
or Entertainment I chee gave,
Unthankfully chou dig’ft my Grave.

Therefore prepare thy fleeting Soul,
To wander with me in the Air,

Where deadly Grief fhall make it howl,
Becaufe of me thou took'ft no care -

Delay no time, thy Glafs is run, |
Thy Day is paft, thy Death is come. :

) ftay a while, thou lovely Spright,
Be not {o ready to convey;
My Soul into eternal Night,
VVhere it fhall ne'er behold bright Day,
)do not frown ; thy angry look,
lath made my Breath my Life forfook,
N 3
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But wo 1s me, 1t 1s 10 vain
And bootlefs is my difmal Cry,
Time will not be recall’d again,
Nor vou furceafe before 1 Die,

O let me live to make Amends,
Unto fome of thy deareft Friends.

But feeing thou obdurate art,
And will no pity to me fhow,
Becaufe from thee I did depart,
And left unpaid what 1 did owe ;
I muft content my felf to take,
What Lot thou wilt with me partake.

And like one being in & Trance,

A multitude cf ugly Fiends :
About this woful Prince did dance,
No help he had of any Friends:

His Body then they took away,
And no Man knew his Dying-day.




ith Fockey Young and Gay,
Is all my Soul’s Delighe,

te's all my Talk by Day,

And all my Dreams by Night

It from the Lad I be,

- Tis Winter {till with me,

~ But when he’s with me here,

'Tis Summer all the Year.

Im Blith when Fockey comes,
3ad when he gangs away,
Tis Night when Fockey Glooms,
And if he Smiles, ’tis Day:
When.our Eyes meet, I Pant,
I Colour, Sigh, or Faint,

What Lafs that would be kind,

Can better tell her Mind ?
N4
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A New BALLAD
Of KingEpwarp and J ANE SHorp,
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WfHY (hould we boaft of Lair and his Knights,

Knowing {uch Champions intrapt with Whoa-
(rifh Liths .

0r why fhould we {peak of Thas Curled -Locks,

Or Rhodope that gave {o many Men the Pox.

Read old Stories, and there you fhall find,

How Fane Shore, FaneShore {he pleas’d King Edward’ smind..

7me Shore The was for fair England, Queen Fredrick was

(for France, .
Honi foit qui mal y penfes

To fpeak of the Amazons 1t were too long to-teil;’
knd likewife of the Thracian Girls, how far th(ey dilcla:
excel;;
Thoie with Seythian Lads, engag’d in feveral Fights,.
And in the brave Pemetian Wars, did foil advent’rous .
(Knightsz
Wefaline and Fuliz were Veflels wond’rous brictle,
ut Fane Shore, Fane Shore took down K. Edward's Met-
Jane Shore fhe was, &ec. (tle..

[72leftis of Thormydom, fhe was a doughty Wighe

bie Conquer’d Palas King in the Exercifeo% Night: s .
pircules flew the Dragen whofe Teeth were allof Brafs, |
et he himfelf became a Slave unto the Lydizn Lafs ¢
The Theban Semel lay with Fove, not dreading all his

(Thunder,
it Jane Shore overcame King Ldward, altho’ he had
Jane Shore fhe war, &c. {ber .under.

illen of Greece The came of Spartan Blood,

pricola and Creffida tifey were brave Whores end good 5 |

Jueen Clytemnefira bold, flew old Arthur’s mighty Son, |

nd fair Harcyon pull’d down the Strength ongeIamon: .—

1le were the Ladies that caus’d the Txsjan Sack,:.

i Jane Share, Jane Shore fhe {poil’d K. Edward’s Back.:
Jane Shore fhe was, &e.

arthis the Ancient Fathers did great Vonus defy,
eccaufe with hexr own Father %sve the feared pot co liss :
N 5 Hence
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Hence Cupid came, who afterwards reveng’d his .

_ _ (ving Mother
And made kind B:4/;s do the like with Cornw her UWW

{ Brothey
And afrerwards the Goddefs kept Adonss for Rtfﬂl‘?e,'l

But Fane Shore, Fane Shere the ftretch'd King Edwors
(NET‘EQ
Jane Shore fbe was, &c.

The Colchin Dame Medca her Father did betray,

And taught her Lover Fafon how the Vigilant Bull r
({lay

And after, thence convey’d her Father's golden Fleecg

She with her Loverfail'd away in 4rgus Ship to Grae
But finding jafon Falle, the burnt his Wife and Cour

But Fane Shore, Fane Shore fhe thew'd King Edward |
Jane Shore fbe was, &c. | (fport

Riomix of Saxony the I#7l/b State overthrew,
Icreyn of Cormwal, Pendragen did fubdue ; _
Queen RQuimniver with 4rthur fought fingly hand to hard
In Ded, tho’ afterwards fhe made Horns on his He
(‘EO ﬂ;.ﬂ“.d

And to Sir Merared PiFijh Prince a Paramore becamt
But Fane Sicre, Fane Skore {he made King Edwars warg
Jane Shcre [L: was, &c. "

Marsfia of Italy {fee how fhe ftoutly copes, -_
With F¢fuits, Pricfls and Cardinals, and tripple Crovd
(ned P4

and withKing #enwy, Refamend fpent many a d:EH}'iﬂ
| Hezl

T;Hl 1afltly fhe was Poifened in Woodfock fatal Boue]
And Feamof 472 play'd in the Dark with the Knigi
(cf Languec::

But Fane Skore, met King Esward, and gave him kac:
(for Kncs

Yane Shore 7z war, &2 .

P:fithe we know play’d feats with the Cresan Bull,
And Preferpine, tho' {0 Divine, became black plvis)
Tk
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The Spanifb Baud her Strumpets taught to lay their
(Legs aftride,
' put thefeand all the Curtezans Fane Shore did them :iic.n
(ride:
Pope Foar was right, altho’ fhe did the Papal Sceprer -
| {Weild, .
But Fane Shove, Fane Shore the made King Edward yield.
{ane Shore fhe was, &c.

,fg.?:ﬁacfm and LEnatle did-gwem Eg:ypt’s King;
The witty Wench of Andover, fhe was a pretty thing, .
] She freely took her Lady's place, and with great Ed-

{gar Dally’d,
And with main force fhe foil'd him quite, altho’ he

(often rally’ds
For which brave A&, he that her rack'd, gave her his

(Lady’s Land,.

Bt Fane Shove, Fane Shove King Eaward did command.
Jane Shore fbe was, &c¢.

Of Phryne and Lanvr Hiftorians have related,- |
tlow their IHuitrious Beauties, two Generals Caprivas..

(ted :
And they that in the Days of Yore kilt'd Men and
(Sack’d their Cities,
In Honour of their Miftrefles compofed Amorous Dit-
(ries ;
Let Flora gay with Remosus play, and be a Goddefs
(call’d,
But Fane Shore. Fane Shore King Edward fhe enthrali’d.
fane Shore fbe war, &c.

The Jolly Tanner’s Daughter Harlot of Normandy.
e only had the happine{s to pleafe Duke Robers’s Eve ; |
And Roxelma tho' a Slave, and born a Grecian,. o
~2v'd with a Nod, command and rule Grand Sejani- -
(ot Solynan
Lan Nadles Foan would make them Groan that aidens~
(ly did love herx, |
it Fane Shore, Fove Shore King Edward he did Shove
(hera.
s:ne Shore fbe wa:, &c.
Afpas -
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#/53t/2 doth of the Perflan Brothers boaft,

Though Cynthia joy in the Lampathean Boy, Fane shy,
(fhall rule the roaft,

Cleoparrs lov'd Mark Anthony, and Brownal fhe did fear;,

But compar'd to our Firage, they were but meerly

(Cheats:
Drave Carpet Knightsin Cupid’s Fights, their mjlk.
(white Rapiers drew,

But Fane Shore, Fane Shore King Edward did fubdue,

Jane Lho.e fbe was for England, Queen Fredrick wy
( for Erance,

Eons foit qui mal y penfe.

. |
Eamlet’s incefiuous Mother, was Gartrude Denmarks

(Queer,

And Ciree that enchanting Witch, the like was fcarce.
| (ly feen;

Warlike Pentk:file was an Amazonian Whore,
To HefFer and young Ircylus, both which did her ador,
But brave King Eswsrd, who before had gain‘d Nine.
(Viltories,
Svas like a Bond-{lave, fettexr’d with Fane Shore’s dll |
(conqu’ring Thighs:
Jane Shore fbe was for England; Queen Fredrick war

( for France,
Hent ﬁ::‘t gaz’ mmal b penfe,
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ET thie Soldiers rejoyce,
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With a general Voice;

And the Senate new Honour decree 'em :
Who at his Armies head,
Struck the fell Monfter dead ;

And {o boldly, fo boldly, and bravely did. free "em.

p—

[

To Mafs let "em raife,
And their Emperors praife;

A Trephy of the Armies own making,
To Maximinian too,

Some Honours are due 3
Who jayn’d in the brave undertaking.

With Flowers let 'em ftrow,
The way as they go:
Their Statates with Garlands adorning,
Who from Tyrannous Knighg,
Drove the Mift from their fight;
And caye 'em .2 Glorious Morning. A7



( }..\-' E Sunday after Mafs, Dormes and his Laf,
~ To the Green Wood did pafs,

) All :lone. all alone, all alone, all alone ;

tle ask’d for cne Pogue, fhe call'd him a Rogue,
2nd firuck um with her Bregue,
O tene, Gk Fose, Ob e,

§ail
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cid he my dear Joy, why will you be Coy,
1&: us Play, let us Toy,
All alone, all alone, all alone;

i ] were too Mild, you are fo very Wild,
vou will get me with Shild,
0b hone, Oh hone, Oh lone.

He brib’d her with Sloes, and brib'd her with Nauts,

Then a Thorn prick’d her Foot,
Halla lu, balla lu, hallalu ;
Ler me pull it out, You'll hurt me, I doubt,

And make me to fhous,
Halls ly, baila lu, balia lu.
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‘ H EN Cupid from his Mother fléd,

He changing his {ha]gc, thus made his Efcape,
His Mother thought him Dead. ;

Some did him 2 kindnefs, and cur'd him of his Blind.

( nefs.
And thus difguis’d like me, thus difgus'd,

Thus difguis'd, thus difguis'd Jike me,
The little God, the little God, the little God cou’d fee

He enters into Hearts of Men, and there does {py,
( Juit fo do I) That Falfbood lurks within ;
That Sighing and Dying, is Swearing and Lying,
All this difguis'd like me,
Bhe little God, the little God could {ce..

TR
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A SONG,

‘o =gy

SMiling ph:0is has an Air fo engaging, all Men love.

(her,

But her hidden Beautics arc Wonders I dare not dif=
(cover;

So
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So bewitching, that in vain endeavaur to forget he;
Still fhe brmgs me back again, and I daily love her

(berter

Kindne{s {prings within her Eyes, and from thence jg

(always flow ing

Ev'ry Minute does furprife with frefh Beauties fiill:
(Blowing;

Were {he bot as true as fair, never Man had fuch 4

{ Treature

But I die with jealoufe Care, in the midft of all my
(Plcafure

Free and eafie without Pride, 1n her Language and her
(Fathion,
Setring gentle Love afide, fhe’s unmov'd with any |
(Pafﬁﬂn

When fhe fays I have her Heart, tho' 1 ought not to
(believe her,

She fo kindly plays her part, I could be dccew’d( for
eVer,
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CO ME all the Youths whofe Hearts have bled, by

(cruel Beauties Pride,

Dring each a Garland on his Head, let none his Sor-
(rows hide ;

But Hand in Hand around me move,
singing the {addeft Tales of Love:

And try when your Complaints ye join,
If all your Wrongs can equal mine.

The happieft Mortal once was I, my Heart no forrow
| (knew,
Pity the pain with which I die, and ask not whence
| (it grew;
Yet if a tempting Faic you find,
That's very Lovely, very Kind:
Tho' bright as Heav'n, whofe Stamp fhe bare,

Think of my Fate, and thun her Snare.
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AH cruel bloody Fate, what can'ft tho do more?
Alsfs, "tis now too late Philander to reftore:
VVhy thould the Heav’nly Powess perfwade poor More
{tals to believe,
That they Guard us here, and reward us there, yet all

(our Joys deceive?
Her
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tee Ponyard then fhe took, and held it in her Hand,
and with a dying Look, cry'd, thus 1 Fate Command :

oiilander, ah, my Love I came to meec thy Shade below,
.4 1 come, fhe cry’d, with a VVound fo wide,

There need no fecond Blow,

o Purple Waves her Blood ran fireaming down the

| {Aoor
lamov'd fhe faw the Flood,and blefs'd her dying hour :
ohilander,ah, Philander ftill, the bleeding Phillis cry"d;
she Wept a while, and {he forc’d a Smile,

Then clos'd her Eyes and Dy’d.
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P_Lefs Mortals, blefs the clearing Light,
+* Thar flows from Celia’s Eyes,
For never did a Star {o brighe,
In Beanty’s Heav'n rife :
And whilft a Crown’s uneafy weight,
And all the mighty Toils of State,
She fofrens with her Charms,
Blefs, blefs the happy Monarch in her Arms.

Who lives that does not yield to Love,
And oft his Joys renew ;
And yet how few in King's approve,

\What they themielves purfue. |
The Murmuring Crowd themfelves afford,

The pleafures they deny their Lord,
Tho' Love is Empire’'s Dower,
To recompence the Slavery of Power.
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Oung Phasm ftrove the Blifs to tate,

But Sappho ftill deny'd ;

:fruggl’d long, the Youth at laft,

.2y panting by her fide.

defs he lay, Love would not walit,

Ill they could both agree,

v 1dly languifh’d in Debate,

Mien they fhould A&ive be. -

i}, come ruin me, fhe cry'd,

% then there fell a Tear:

1 my Breaft my Blufhes hide,

v0all that Virgins fear.

that Age cou’d Love's Rights perform,
Ve make Old Men obey ;

% Court us long, Youth does but ftorm,
d Plunder and away.

A
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A Soxc Setby Mr. James Har,

HAppy 1s the Country Life,
Bleft with Content, good Health and Ealc

Free from Fations, Noife and Strife,
We only Plot our felves to pleafe:

Peace of Mind the Days delight,
And Love our welcome Dreams at Night.

Hail green Fields and thady Woods,

Hai! Springs and Streams that {till run Pure ;
Nature's uncorrupted Goods,

Where Vertue only 1s fecure:
Free from Vice, here free from Caee,

Age is no pain, and Youth no Snare.

¢
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4y Unbappy memorable S o NG, ef the Hunting
m CueEvY-CHasE, between Earl Pirrcy
of ENcranD, and Earl DowaLas of
ScorLAaND.
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G O D profper long our Noble King,
' Our Lives and Safeties all,

A woful Hunting once there%id,
In Chevy-Chaje befal:

To drive the Deer with Hound and Horn,
Earl Piercy took his way:

The Child may rue that is unborny.
The Hunting of that Day:

The {tout Earl of Northumberland,
A Vow to God did make,
His Pleafure in the Scotzifh Woods,

Three Summers Days to take:

[he chiefeft Harts in Chevy-Chace,
To kill and bear away;
[he T'ydings to Earl Dowglas came,

In Scotland where he lay:
VOL. IV 0 Whe
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‘Who fent Earl Piercy prefent Word,
He would prevent his Sport :

“The Englifb Earl not fearing this,
Did 1o the Wood refort,

“With Fifteen Hundred Bow-men bold
All chofen Men of Might ;
“Who knew full well in rime of need,

To aim their Shafts aright :

)

“The gallant Grey-hounds {wiftly ran,
To chace the Fallow Deer ;
On Munday they tegan to Hunt,

VVhen Day-light did appear:

And long before High-noon they had,

- A Hundred fat Bucks flain ;

Then having Din’d, the Drover went,
1o rouic them up again :

The Bow-men muft'red on the Hills,
V Vell able to endure;

“Their back-fides all with {pecial care,
That Day was guarded fure

The Hounds rap fwiftly thro’ the VVoods,
The nimble Deer to rake ;

And with their cries the Hills and Dales,
An Eccho fhrill did make -

Lord Piercy to the Quarry went,
To view the tender Deer,

Quoth he Earl Dowzlas promifed,
‘This Day to meet me here

if that T thought he would not come,
No longer would I flay;

V'Vith that a brave young Gentleman,
Laus ¢o the Earl did fay

-
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Lo yonder doth Earl Dawgles come,
His Men in Armour bright ;

rull Twenty Hundred Scoszifh Spears,
All marching in our Sight ¢

All Men of pleafant Tividale,
Faft by the River Tweed ;
Then ceafe your Sport, Earl Pierey faid,

And take your Bows with {peed :

And now with me my Country-men,
Your Courage forth Advance ;
Tor never was there Champion yet,

In Scotland or 1n Frauce:

That ever did on Horfe-back come,

But {ince my- Hap 1t were ;
[ durlt Encounter Man for Man,

VVith him to break a Spear :

Farl Dowzlas on a Milk-white Steed,
Moft like a Baron Bold
Rode foremott of the Company,

VVhoie Armour fhone like Gold :

Shew me (faid he) whofe Men you be,

That Hunt {o boldly here;
That without my Confent do Chafe,

And kill my Fallow Deer :

The Man that firft did Anfwer make,
YVVvas noble Plercy he;

VVho faid we lift not to declare,
Nor thew whofe Men we be;

Yet we will fpend our deareft Blood,

Thy chicfet Harts to flay ;
Tihen Dowglos fwore a folemn Oath,

And thus in Rage did fay:
O 2
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E'er thus T will out-braved be,
One of us two fhall die;

1 know thee well, an Earl thou art,
Lord Piercy, fo am I. -

But truft me Prerey, pity it were,
And great offence to kill,

Any of thefe our harmlefs Men,
For they have done no ill:

Let thou and I the Battle try,
And fet our Men afide,

Accurft be he, Lord Piercy {aid,
By whom it is deny'd.

Then ftep'd a gallant Squire forth,
Witherington was his Name

\ Vho faid I would not have it told,
1o Henry our King for thame :

That ¢’er my Captain fought on Foot,
And I ftocd looking on;
You be two Earls faid Witherington,

And 1 a "Squire alone:

I'll do the beft that do I may,
VVhile T have Power to ftand :

VVhile I have Power to wield my Sword,
I'll fight with Heart and Hand.

Our Englifh Archers bent their Bows,
Their Hearts were good and true :

At the firft Flight of Arrows fent,
Full Threefcore Scots they flew.

To drive the Deer with Hound and Hom,
Earl Dowglas had the Bent :

A Captain mov’d with mickle Pride,
1he Spears to Shivers fent :



ey clos’d full faft on every fide,
Ne flacknefs there was found
ol many a gallant Gentleman,
Lay Galping on the Ground;

Chrift ! it was a Grief to fee,

And likewife for to hear,

e cries of Men lying in their Gore,
And fcatter’d here and there :

Jait thefe two ftout Earls did meet,
Like Captains of great Mighe;

te Lions mov'd they laid on load,
And made a cruel fight;;

ev Fought until they both did Sweat
With Swords of tempered Steel:

atil the Blood like drops of Rain,
They trickling down did fall.

cc thee, Lord Piercy; Dowglas {aid,
In Faith T will thee bring,

tere thou fhalt high advanced be,
By James our Seotifb King :

% Ranfom I will freely give,
And thus Report of thee;

s art the moft Couragious Knight,
That ever I did fee.

) Dowglas, quoth Earl Piercy then,

gh}r profter I do fcorn;

il not yield to any Seo,
That ever yet was born.

th that there came an Arrow keen,
Jut of an Englith Bow ;

tich firuck Earl Dowglas to the Heart,
A deep and deadly Blow.

O3
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Who never {poke more Words than thefe,
Fight on my merry Men all;

For why, my Life is at an end,
Lord Pierey fees my fall.

Then leaving Life, Earl Pierey took,
The dead Man by the Hand ;

And faid Earl Dowglas for thy Life,
Would I had loft my Land.

O Chrift! my very Heart doth bleed,
With forrow for thy Sake ;
For fure a more renowned Knight,

Miich ance did never take.

A Knight amoengft the Scots there was,
Which faw Earl Dewzlas die:

Who ftraight in Wrath did vow Revenge
Upcn the Earl Picrgy:

Sir Hugh M.ntzomery, was he cali’'d,
Who with a Spear mo!t bright,

Well Mounted on a gallant Steed,
Rean fiercely thro’ tne Fight:

And palt the Englith Archers all,
Without all Dread or Fear;

And thro’ Earl Piercy’s Body then,
ie thruft his hateful Spear:

With {uch a vehement Force and Might,
He did his Body gore ;

The Spear ran thro’ the other fide,
A larce Cioth-Yard and more.

So thus did both thofe Nobles die,

\Wkofe Courage none could flain,
An Erglith Archer then perceiv'd,

The Nobtle Earl was Slain ;
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He had a Bow bent in his Hand,
Made of a trufty Tree:

A Arrow of a Cloth Yard Jons,
Unto the Head drew he;

Againlt Sir Hugh Montgomesy,
So vight his Shaft he fer;

The Grey-goole Wing that was thereon,
In his Hearts Blood was wet.

This Fight did laft from break of Day,
Till Setting of the Sun;

For when they rung the Evening Bell,
The Battle {carce was done,

With the Earl Piercy there was {ain,
| Sir John of Ogerzon,
Sir Robert Rareliff, and Sir Fobn,

Sir Fames that bold Baron -

And with Sir George and good Sir Fames,
Both Knights of good Account;

Good Sir Ralph Rabby there was {lain,
Whofe Prowefs did furmount :

For Witherington needs muft T wail,
As one in doleful dumps;

For when his Legs were fmitten off,
He Fought upon his Stumps.

And with Earl Dowglas there was flain,
Sir Hugh Montgomery s

Sir Charles Currel, that from the Field
One Foot would never fly.

Sir Charles Muyrre] of Ratcliff too,
His Sifter’s Son was he;

Sir David Lamb {o well eﬁeem'dr
Yet faved could not be,

0 <
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And the Lord Markwel in likewife,
Did with Earl Dowglas dye;

Of Twenty Hundred Seorsifh Spears,
Scarce Fifty Five did fly.

Of Fiftceen Hundred Englifh Men,
Went home but Fifty three ;

The reft were {lain in Chevy-Chafe,
Under the Green Wood Tree.

Next Day did many Widows come,
Their Husbands to bewail,
They wath’'d their Wounds in brinifh Tears,

But all would not prevail.

Their Bodies bath’d in Purple Blood,
They bore with them away;
They kifs'd them dead a Thoufand Times,

When they were clad in Clay.

This News was brought to Edinborough,
Where Scotland s King did Reign;
"That brave Earl Dowglas fuddenly,
Was with an Arrow Slain.

O heavy News, King Fames did fay,
Seotland can witnels be ;

I have not any Captain more,
Of fuch Account as he:

Like Tydings to King Henry came,
Within as fhort a fpace ;

That Pierey of Northumberland,
Was {lain in Chevy-Chafe.

Now God be with him faid our King,
Sith ’twill no better be;
Y truft T have within my Realm

Five Hundred as good as he.

Yet
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fet thall not Scoz or Scotland {ay,
put I will Vengeance take;

And be Revenged on them all,
For brave Lord Piercy’'s {ake.

This Vow full well the King perform’d,

After one Humble-down ;
lnone Day Fifty Knights were Slain,
With Lords of great Renown.

And of the reft of {mall account,
Did many Hundreds Die,

Thus ended the Hunting of Chevy-Chafe,
Made by the Earl Pierey.

God fave the King, and blefs the Land,
In Plenty, Joy and Peace ;

And grant henceforth that foul Debate,
‘T'wixt Noble Men may ceafe.
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S fair Olinda fitting was,
Beneath a fhady Tlee
Much Love I did profefs to her
And f{he the hke to me:
Tut when I kifs'd her lovely Lips,
And preft her to be kind :

She. cry‘d Oh no, but I remember,
Wemens Wor ds are Wind. *-.

1 hugg'd her till her Breath grew fhert;
Then farther did intrude ; !

She fcrateh’d and ftruggl’d modeitly, i
And told me I was rude: |

T'begg'd her pardon I'wenty tlmes,
And feme Concern did feign

But Like a bold prefumptuous bmnr:'.:',
Did the like again.

At lz2ft I did by dalitance raife,
The prerty Nymph's defire;

Dur Inclinatiens equal were,
And mutual was our fire:

"Then in the height of joy fke cry’'d,
Oh!'T'm undone i fear:

Qh kil me, ftick me, ftick me,

Kill me, kil me quite my deas;
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4 SONG..
Set by"- My, James Harr;:

oy --
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N O W ev’ry Place frefh. Plea{'ure '_f{lﬁ]dS,
Let all our Appetites be free ;-
Let us enjoy the-Verdant Fields,

ThlS is Dame Nature’s Jubilee, .

With Gar]ands made of fwefteft Fldw rs,”.

Our Temp]es bound,: we'll Dance 2nd ,Siﬂg*gr ;
Jo blithly wili we pafs the Hours,

As to promate the growing Spring:- .

The Sylvien Gods the Nymphs and Fawnss -
Shall to our Chorus join their Voice;.

The Woods, the Streams; the Hills~ aud; ngy;,_.
Laudly in Edchaes ﬂmll rejpyct..,.‘_ :
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THO’ the Pride of my Paflion fair Sylu/s betrays,
And frowns at the Love I impart ;
Tho' kindly her Eyes twift numerous Rays,
To tye a poor fortunate Heart:
Ver her Charms are fo great, I'll be bold in my Pain,
His Heart is too tender, too tender, that's ftruck with

(Difdain.

§eill my Heart is fo juft to my Paflionate Eyes,
It diffolves with Dehght while I gaze ;

And he that loves on, tho’ Sylvia demes,
His Love but his Duty obeys:

[ no more can refrain her Negle&s to purfue,
Than the force, the force

Of her Beauty can ceale to fubdue.

o re —----l--,pn---l--.-_.,'I
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G I would not dif, nor dare co M e
Thy tuneful Voice with Numbers?opifm ,
Thy Veice will more prevail than mine s
£or Souls cpprefs’d and drown'd with Grief.
The Gods crdain’d this kind Reljef . K
That Mufick fhould in founds conve;f

What dying Lovers dare not fay, -

A Sigh or Tear perhaps fhe'd give,

but Love cn Pity cannot live;

Tell her that Hearrs for Hearts were mada
And Love with Love is only paid : K
Teil her my pa‘ns fo faft encreats.

That foon they will be pal Redrefs;

For ah ! the Wretch thar fpeechlefs Iies,
£rzends bug Death to clofe 4is Eyes a
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Never {aw a Faze till now,
That could my Paifion move ;.

L hk'd and ventued many a Vow,
But durlt nct think of Lc* e

Till Beauty charming ev ;/ Senle,
An calie Conquelt mads;

And thew'd the vainels cl Defence,
When P4:l:is does Invade.

ah! her colder Heart dentes,
1l1e Thoughts her Locks Inipire
And while in fce chat frozen lies,
Her Eyes dart only tire:
Derween Extreams I am undone,
Like Plants to Morthward fets,

Durnt by too violent a Sun,
T [
Qr Cold, fur want of Lisak.. )

-1
u



Ancelia’s Heart 1s ftill the fame,

Hard and Cold as Wipger's Morning,
Tho’ my Love is ever burning ;
Yet no Frowns or Smiles can ever
Melt her Ice, or cool my Fever,
Melt her Ice, or cool my Fever.

50 long I talk and think of Love,

All the Groves and Streams can Name her;
All the Nymphs and Ecchoes blame her,
If fhe kecps her crue] Fafhion,

INought but Death can eaf; my Paflion,

i all the Charms that Lovers have,
A il the Sighs, the Groans. the Anguifh,
All the Locks with which I languifh ;
Mcves not her to any Feeling,
Leaury takes Delight in Kiling.
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FL Y from Olinds Young and Fair,
Ely from her foft engaging Air,
And Wit in Woman found fo rare;
Tho all her Looks to Love advile,
His yet unconquer’d Heart denies,

And breaks the Promife of her Eyes.

Wafte not your Youth in Coy difdain,
Hope not your Beauty’s pleafing Reign,
By ways of Rigour to maintain;

If we to Kings Obedience owe,

Or to the Gods with Incenfe go,

"Tis for the Blefling they beftow. )



ALL my paft Life'is mine ro mcre,

~ Theflying Hours are gone,
ke tranfitory Dreams gv'n o'er,
Vhofe Image’ are kept in ftore,
By Memory alone.

Vhatever is to come s not,

How can it then be mine?
The prefert Memend's all my Lat,
And that ss faft as it is got,

Paillis is only thine.

Then talk rot of Inconftancy,
Falfe Hearts and broken Vows »
If T by Miracle can be,

his long-liv'd Minate true to thee,
Is all that Heav'n allows.



\A’f HEN I fee my Strephon languifh,
" "With Lucinda’s Charms oppreft ;
When 1 fee his Pain and Anguilb
Pity moves my tender Dreaft
Sighs {o oft, and Tears {o moving,
\Who can fee and hold from Loving.

Sighs fo oft, &c.

)

Strephon’s plain and humble Nature,
Mov'd me firft to hear his Tale;

strephon’s Truth by evry Creature,

Is proclaim'd through all the

Vale:

There's not a Nymph that wou'd not chufe him,,
Why fhould T alone refufe him ?

Therd's not, &C.
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ASONG. Set byCapt.Pack

N vain fhe frowns, in vain fhe trys
The Darts of her difdainful Eyes ;
She ftill 1s Charming, ftill is Fair,
And muft Love, tho’ 1 Defpair: e
Nor can I of my Fate complain, or her Difdain,
Who would not die, to be fo fweetly {lain.

Like thofe who Magick Spells employ,

At diftance wounds and does deftroy ;

She kills with her fevere difdain,

And abfent I endure the pain:

But fpare, O fpare your Cruel Art! The Fatal Dart

Stabs your own Image in your Lover’s Heart.
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LOvely Laurinda ! blame not me,
If on your Beauteous Looks I gaze;
How can 1 help it, when I fee
Something fo charming in your Face
That like a bright unclouded Sky,
When in the Air the Sun-beams play ;
It ravifhes my wandring Eye,

And warms me with a pleafing Ray.

e “ iﬁ;{ﬂl
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The Pilgrim. Tune by Mr. John Barrett,

---D-—- dnammgliy, TN e

End with tke
et Firl} Stram,
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(loves

OHf happv, happy Groves, Witnefs of our tendef
Oh! kappy, happy fhade, where firft our Ve
(were malg

Blufhing, Sighing, Melting, Dying, Looks would |

(charm a Jove]

A Thoufand pretty things fhe faid and all was Loves
But Corinna perjur'd proves, and forfakes the fhacy

(Groves

WhenIfpeakof mutvalJoys,fheknowsnot what I mear
Wanton Glances, fond Carefles, now no more are {een

Since the falfe deluding Fair lefr the flowry Green.

Mourn yve Nymphs that fporting play’d, where peer
(Strephon was betray ¢

T here the {ccret Wound fhe gave, when I was made
(her Slave

Pi
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PILLYCO CK. Set by Mr. Tho. Wroth.
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P Ilycock came to my Lady's Toe,

And there the Whorefon benan to O ;
Had he Feet,
Ay marry had he?
And did he go,
Ay marry did he?

So bolt uprizht and ready to frht,

And Pillycock he lay there all Night,

Pilycock came to my Lady’s Heel,

And there the Wnorefon began (o feel ;
Had he Hands,
Ay marry had he?
And did he feel,

! Ay marry did he?

- So bolt wprigke, &¢.

Dile
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Pilycock came to my Lady's fhin,
And there the Whorefon began to grin;
Had he Teeth,
Ay marry had he?
And did he grin,
Ay marry did he?
So bolt upriche, &c.

P:lyc:ck came to my Lady’s Knee,
And chere the Whorefon began t o fee;
" Had he Eyes,
Ay marry hadhe?
And did he fee,
Ay marry did he?
So bolt upright, &c.

Pilycock came to my Lady’s Thigh,
And there the Whorefon began to fly;
Had he Winags,
Ay marry had he?
And did he fly,
Ay marry did he?

So bolt utrizh:, &c.

Pillycock came to my Lady's —
And there the Whorefon began to hunt;
Had he Hounds,
Ay merry had he?
And did he Hunt,
- Ay marry did he?
So bolt usright, &¢.

Pillycsck came to my Lady’s Quilt,
And thete the Whorefon began to Tilt;
Had he a Lance,
Ay marry had he ¢
And did he Tilt,
Ay marry did he?
So bolt uprizh: and ready to fizht,
Pillyceck 7e lay there all Night,
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SraepBoN and Curoris: Or, the Coy
Shepberd and kind Shepherdefs.

He's fearful that his Flocks fhould go affray,

And from ber kind Embraces would away
But [he with Charms doth him fo fetter,
That for to flay he finds it is better :

When Flocks, and Herds, and Concerns do fail,
Love muft be fatished, and will prevail.

:I il — - el e Pl b ———

A H ! Chliris awake,

‘A Tt is all abroad Day,

if you Sleep any longer, .
Our Flocks they will ftray.

VOL. 1V, b ' Lye
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Lye fill, my dear Shepherd,
And do not rife yer,

?*Tis a cold windy Morning,
And befides 1t 15 wet,

My Chliris make hafte,
For it is no fuch thing,
Dur Time we do wafle,
For the Latk 1s on Wing;
Befides I do fancy,

I hear the young Lambs,
Cry, Baa, baa, baa, baa,
For the lofs of their Dams.

My Shepherd I come,

Though I'm all over Sorrow-
But I {fwear I'll not love you,
If you rife fo to Morrow:

For methinks ’tis unkind,
Thus early to rile,

And not bid me good Morrow,
Brings Tears trom my Eyes.

Oh! hark my dear Chlorss,
Before thou thalt Weep;
T'll ftay to embrace thee,
Negle&ting my Sheep:
My Flocks they may wander,
One Hour, Two, or Three:
But if I lofe thy Favour,
I ruin'd fhall be.

I joy my dear Shepherd,
To hear thee fay fo;

It eafes my Heart of
Much Sorrow and Woe:

And for thy Reward,
I will give thee a Kifs;

And then thou fhale tafte,
Of & grue Loyer's Blifs.
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But Chlerss behold now,
Bright Phebus his Beams,
Invites us to go
To the murmuring Streams?®
[ hear the brave Huntimeny
Doth follow the cry:
And make the Woods ring,
Yet how Sluggith am 1.

The Hounds and the Huntfmen
May follow the Chace ;

Whilft we enjoy Pleafure,
In a far better Place:

Thou know'ft my dear Shepherd,
There is no Delight;

Like Lovers Enjoyment,
From Morning till Night.

Alas! my dear Chlors,
What doft thou require;
The Care of my Klocks
Doth abate my Defire:
The Lambs are new Yeaned,
And tender for Prey;
And I fear the fly Wolf,
He fhould bear them away.

My Love do not fear 1t,
The Wolf he 1s fled,

To take up his Lodging,
In his mofly Bed.

Then let me embrace thee,
Whilft we do agree;

And 1 do promife to go,
Thou fhalt after be free.

Ah ' Chloris, thy Words,
Are {o powerful to me;
That I could be willing,

To tarry with thee;
P 2

I
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Therefore to content thee,
One Hour I will ftay,
But I vow, by God Cupid,
I will then go away,

Now I have my Withes,
Dear Shepherd we'll part

Altho’ thou doft carry,
Away my poor Heart:

I blefs the great Gods,
That to Lovers are kind;

To bring us together,
Such blifs for to find.

Then farewel dear Chlors,
Till T fee thee again,
For now I will hafte to
My Flocks on the Plain:
Where I will record,

Thy true Love in fuch Rhimes:
For Shepherds to admire,
In fucceeding times,

BRI

[
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Thelong Vocarion: Or, a New Touch of the
szes With the Comical Humours of N Ew
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]N the long Vocation,
When Bufinefs was {canty,

But Cherries, and Whores,
Extraordinary Plenty.

When News came to Ewgland,
The beft e’er was known,

All our Armies Viétorious,
The Fremch overthrown,

When Quality withdrew

To their Grotto’s of Pleafure,
And Ladies to the Wells,

To fpend their Lord’s Treafure.

When decripped old Sinners,
To the Bath did refort,
For venereal Diftempers,

As well as the Sport.
P 3 Whegs.
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When the Red Robe was gone,
To the Country Aflizes,

And Butchers, and Carmen,
Were fighting of Prizes.

When Orthodox alfo,

From the Pulpit did roar;
*Twas the Sins of the Natien,
Maid our Taxes o fore.

When young Golden Captains,
Did walk the Parade:

But a draught once in motion,
Were always afraid.

When the Cits did retire,
To their Country-Houfes s

Leaving Servants at home,
To lye with their Spoufes.

When Wives too would junket,
While their Cuckolds did fleep s

And fpend more in a Nighe,
Then they got in a Week.

When high topping Merchants,
VVere daily befet;

And Sratates of Bankrupts,
Fill'd half our Gazet.

VVhen Lawyers had not Money,
Nor Shop-keepers Trade;
And our Nation preparing

Another to invade,

VVhen the Seafon was to hot,
For the goggle ey'd Fews;

To exercife their Faculties,
In Drury-Lane Stews.

VVhe
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When Inns of Court-Rakes,
And Quill=driving Prigs,
Flock'd to St. Fames's,
To thew their long Whiggs.

When Sodomites were {o impudent:
To ply on the Exchanie ; |

And by Day-light the Piazza’s
Of Covent-Garden to range.

When the Theatre Jilts,
Would S—ve for a Crown ;
And for want of brisk Trading,
Patrol’d round the Town.

When Debauches of both Sexss,
From Hofpitals crept ;
Where Nine Months at leaft,

In Flannel they flepe:

When Drapers {mugg’d Prentiges;
With Exchange Giils moft jolly ;

After Shop was fhut uﬁ |
Could Sail to the Feo fy.

When the Amorous Thimberkins,
In Pater-nofler-Row ; _
With their Sparks on an Evening,

Could Coach: it to Bow. |

When Poets and Players,
Were fo damnable poors

That a Three-penny Ordinary,
They often would Score,

When De Foe and the Devil,
At Lc%p-Frog did play; -

And huffing proud Vintners,
Broke every Day.

Py

Iy

When
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When Chamber-maids drefs'd,
In their Miftrefles Cloaths ;

Walk'd in all Publick places,
To Ogle the Beaus.

When Tally.men had no Faith,
With Strumpets and, Whores ;

But nap'd them in the Streets,
By Dozens and Scores.

When Informers were Rogues,

And took double pay ;
Much worfe than the Perfons,
They are hic'd to betray.

When Serjeants were fo vigilant,
"T'was impoflible to thame ’em ;

But whip fee Fethro’, immediately,
Ge—— Eternally D— ‘em.”

When Brewers to the Vi&tuallers |

Was {o curfed fevere,
They {carce would give Credi,
Yor a Barrel of Beer,

!

Thus is it not evident,
Tap-lathes don’t thrive

Since they {fwarm in moft Prifons,
Like Bees in a Hive ?

But you Blue Apron Tribe,
Let this caution prevail ;
Be not too Saucy,
Left vou Rot in a Goal.

At this JunCure of time,
I ftrol'd to Moor-Fields ;
Much us’d by the Mob,

To exercife their Heels.

Alfo
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Alfo fam'd for a Conjurer,
The Devil's head Prottor ;

Where a little below him,
Dwells the never born Doffer;

Two fuch impudent Rafcals,
For Lying and Prating ;

That the Series of their Lives, .
Is not worth my Relating:

My Pockets being lin'd well,

With Rhine good ftore;
And Inclinations much bent,
After a thing call’'d a Whore,

To gratifie my Luft,
[ went to the Szar;

Where immediately I efpy’d,
A Whore in the Bar,

Whofe Phiz was moft charming,

And as demure as a Saint ;
But con -— - ly bedaub’d,

With Patches and Paint.

Sweet Lady, cry'd.J,.
I vow and proteft;

The Sight of your Charms,
Have fo wounded my. Breafk...

That I am downright in Love,
~And my Life {hall Deftroy; .
f you do not admit me,
- Your Favour to enjoy.

Cringing in her A——

The B - then reply’ds; .
My favour, kind Sir,
' Shall never be deny’d.

g9

Wi
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Will you pleafe to walk Ups
Ot be private below ;
Xere Boy, with a Bed in't,
The Gentleman fhow.

Then backwards we went,
To a Cavern behind ;

But fuch an intricate Place,
"The Devil could not find.

Where Wine being brought,

And the Fellow withdrawn
E careft her with Love,

She made a return.

Wo Pigsin a Stye,
Or Goats in bad Weather ;
E'er nufsl'd fo clofe,

Or more Amorous together.

We Kifs'd and we bill'd,
We tickled and toy'd;

And more than once,
Our felves we Enjoy'd.

But the Reckoning grew high,

Which would make my Pocket low;
So how for to Bilk ‘em,

L did not well know.

Pretending to rally;

While fhe went for more Wine ,
L whip'd into an Ally,

And was o dexterous nimble,
They could not purfue;
50 gotrid of my Miftrefs,

And D= Reckoning 202,

Reegs
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Recovering the Fields,
I was void of all Fear;
And the next place to Bedlam,
My Courfe I did fleer.

Where was fuch amphibious Crowds,

I ne'er {faw before;
Harlots for the Water,
As well as the Shore.

But one above the reft,
So wondrous Trim;

You would {ware fhe was a Hick,.
And no common Brim.

Accofted me prefently, .
And call'd me her Loves .

But I foon did difmifs her,
With a Kick and a Shove.

For the Jade was {fo homely,

The D == would not touch hers .
Tit only for a Dray-man,

Or White-Chappel Butcher. -

But had not walk’d long,
Before a rare one I efpy’d; -

Bright as a Goddefs,
And adorn’d like a Bride.

With a rich Furbelow Scarf; -

Worth at leaft Forty Shilling; -
And when I ask’d her a Queftion,:
Was extraordinary willing.

So to the Tavern we went,
A Curfe on the Place;
For her Love was fo hot,

It foon fir'd my A —=——.
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Where after a Flask, |
Which I fwore the fhould pay ;

We took both our leaves,
And went {trait away,

The Plague of my Sins,
Made me damnable fore;

That my Wife {foon concluded,
I'd been witha W

She fcolded fo Joud,
And continu'd her Clamour ;

f could not forbear,
Butto C her and Dr—e—w==her, - -

We made fuch a Noilfe,

And con——ed a Racket ;
My Landlady knew,
I'd been fearching the Placket, .

And being good natur'd,
To make up the Matter;

Came down 1n her Smock,
With Feuny her Daughter.

Anl Temant ( uoth She,)
Let thls fa.mt be remijttad ;.

18 F'l beg bur your Pardom,
He frall be accquitied, |

Eor to fpeck by the by,
And I'm fure "us fa&;

You and I have been gu:]t]f
Of many fuch Ad.

Ay
1.0y
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Ermot lov'd Shecia well and ftrove her Heart to gain,

E‘ No mortal Tongue can tell Dermct’s great Pain;

And ftill he cyy'd Skecla gra, Sheela joy, Sheels joy,
Still he cry’'d Sheela joy, wilt thou be mine.

Thave Six Sheep my Joy, Ten Goatsand Twénty Swins,
All dees I'll give to dee if doul't be. mine;.

And ftill he cry’d Sheela gra, Sheela joy, Sheela joy,
Still ke cry’d Sheela joy wilt thou be ‘mine.

T have Potatoes, and-good bonny Clabber tco,
RufcanandCream joy,wherewith y oumay, {lablier you

Arra take me den, Sheels jo¥f, Sheela joy, Shecla joy,
Take me then, Sheels joy, B,I&d make.me thine.,

Arra {peak to me, Sheela joY, 'wbét‘m'ak:csr‘thy Mout {o,
If you willbe wid me, fquecfemy great Thumb;dumb
Arra fqueefe it dear Sheels 0V, Shela oy, Sheela’10y,

Squeefe it hard Speela gra, till the Blood come, )
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AP

A Warning to all Cust arp Eaters,

L E T Totnam Court and fingter,
And Padington alfo ;
Attend with Lamentation,

Untoa Tale of Woe.

Altho' 'tis ftrange, 'tis true, no doubt,
Of 1t you may be fure ;

It is in the News-books put,
There’s nothing can be truer.

Of many feveral forts of Deaths, .
I oft have heard I wis ;

But ne'er knew any lofe his Life,
By fuch a Caufe as this.

At Newbery that fatal place,

Where many a Man was Mufter'd; .
And loft his Life, oh there it was,
A Youth was {lain with Cufard!

In that fame Myrifh bloody Fenn,
As once 1t did appear;

Ox Effex and his Cuflard-Men
Did choak the Cavalier.,

There
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There liv'd this pretty dapper Youth,
VVho was of little Stature;

shuff was his Name in very truth,
And tender was his Nature.

He with a Boy a VVager laid,
A Cuftard he would Eat;

gefore the Boy fhould run fo far,
And back again retreat.

The People allaffembled were,
To fee this piece of VVit;

They were agreed, and farted fair,
This ran, the other bit,

The nimble Lad did run and lavgh
So thro’ the way he {cowr'd;

That he was cominf back, e’er half
The Cuftard was devoured.

The eating Chiampion {eeing that,
Much like Jack-puddings Baftard;

Clapt to'ther half into his Throat
And choak’d himfelf with Cuftara.

This fuffocating Cuftard wroughe,
VVithin his gullet {o;.
That on the Ground he tumbled down,

Al woful overthrow.!

Two-pence in Cufard.did him choak,
And brought his Courage down;
VVhen Death ftruck him "twas thought he took,

The Cream of all the Town.,

One
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One fpark.of Fire confumes a Houfe,
Small Prifon makes one pant ;

The Sword-fith mortifies the Whale,
The Moufe the Elephant.

But never did I fee that Throat,
Under my Lord-Mayor’s roof’;

Unlefs they broughre it {calding hot,
That was not Cuftard proof.

Let this a warning be to thofe,
That go to Ifiington ;.

Cuflard will kill, Experience fhows,
As foon as any Gua.

Beware how you on Holidays,
Abread do feaft your Wives;

For they that feed on Cuffard, g0 .
In danger of their Lives.

The EPITAPH.
To the Tune of, Turn agazn Whittington, (9%,

—— iy — el L e—" —— ]
- e —*1 — __' ,
~— 1'-""!‘--! T S .
i . e ., — e
% 4

ard with a Trick.of s own, was kil'd-with Kindrels ;

Hr
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He dy’d in fuch a trim, no Death can match it,
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A Cuﬂard was to him, Pap with a Hatchet ;
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He might as well have been bram’d mth a Silk Fan,

C:'{.

As to lofe his Life in a lit—tle Milk-pan}

There is no Weapon like long Spoon and Cufterd,
Woo-
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WOOBOURN Fair,
ADi1arocuE betweenDICK and DOLL,
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Note, the Tenth Line of exh Verfo s to. be'lefs oit a8 the
Scoond time of Singing cvers

€,
DO LLY, come be Brisk and Jolly,
Since Harveft's home,
And Ralph and Mobfy,
With Piper and Drum ;
Are frisking now at the Fair:

Nimble Kazy, whefe Foot’s fo pretty, No
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No, nor Sufan, with new Ruffet Shoes on,

No, nor Elen, with great Belly fwelling,
Can for Dancing with Doly, compare,
Zocks then prithee my fweeteflt Dear.

She. Fye Dick,you make me{o proud when youtellme
That none of our Lafles excel me;
Nay, Faith I can guefs your Defiga too,
With the Lofs of your own you'd have mine too,
But I hope I fhall mend the Cafe:
For toying and coying,
Come fhort of enjoying,
And tho’ 1 let Loobies,
Oft finger my Bubbies:
Who think when they Kifs me,
That they fhall poflefs me,
With flight Invitation,
Fall to my Collation,
Not a bir till the Prieft has faid Grace.
He. Could you guefs when firft I Woo'd you,
I thought of lefs,
1 clofe purfu’'d you;
Abandon’d Befs,
To gain dear Doly’s good Will,
My E ndeavours to pleafe you ever,
And to Marry fweetr DoZ of the Dgi&y,
So by Kiffing fir{t nought will be miffing,
Granta Taft till my Belly I fill,

That, Ods Bud wou'd do rarely well. .
she. No, no, your cunning fhall never deceive me,

Should I let you, you'd prefently leave me;
Tho’ fomething you now may be wanting,
The Appetite cloys with confenting,

And the Paffion does foon decay ;
Tho’ our Ears you wou'd tickle,

We're falfe as you're fickle,

And mind not your {wearing

Falfe Oaths, and declaring ;

Your amorous Nonfenfe,

Nor Love dated long fince -

For by I%te Eorbearance,

I know by Experience, _ —
There's few till they’re Bound will Obey. The
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The SEA-FIGHT in 92.
Set by My, AxerR cYDE.
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Tﬂvﬂq in the Morn the Ides of May, !
Recorded for ever the famous Ninety Two;

Brave Rufel did difcern by dawn of Day, !
The lofty Sails of France advancing now :

Al Hands aloft, aloft, let £xgli/b Valour fhine,

Let fly a Culverin, the Signal for the Line; |
Let every Hand fupply his Gun,

Follow me, and you'll fee,

That the Battle will be foon begun.

Tearville on the Main Triumphant rowl'd, ‘
To meet the gallant Rufe? in combate on the dceal

He led the noble train of Heroes bold, |
To fink the Exglifb Admiral at his Feet:

Now every valiant mind to Viftory doth afpire,
The bloody Fight's begun, the Sea it felf on Fire; .
And mighty Fate ftood Jooking on, %
Whilft a Flood all of Blood, |
Filt'd the Scup’r-boles of the Royal Sus, ?

Sulphur, Smoak and Fire, difturb'd the Air, 5
With Thunder and Wonder affright the Gallic k fhoa
Their regulated bands ftood trembling near,
To fee the lofty Streamers now no more:
At Six a Clock the Red, the fmiling Vitors led,
To give a fecond blow, the fatal overthrow;
Now Death and Horror equal reign,
Now they cry, run or dye, E
Brittifb Colours rid the vanquifh’d Main,
1
See they fly amaz’d through Rocks and Sands,
One danger they grafp at to fhun the greater Fate
In vain they cry for aid to weeping Lands, |
The Nymphs and Sea-Gods mourn their loft eftate
For evermore adieu thou Royal dazling Sus,
From thy untimely end thy Mafters Fate begun ;
Enough thou mighty God of War,
Now we Sing blefs the King,
Let us drink to every Englifh Tarx:

i

|
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¢ Honeh Man's Fortune: Set by My, Thomas
-Wroth.
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T HE mighty ftate of Cuckeldom by Matrimony thrivef
It is a never failing Portion, paid us by our Wiveg
It was of Old,
As we are told,
" The Charter of each Nation ;
In Paleftine 1t did {ubdue,
The Circumcis’d hard hearted Few,
And ’tis a Chriftian Difpenfation. )
- (agreesd
Each jarring Kingdom of the World, in this one poing
Thus Cuckoldom may well be call’d th’ united Provincesd
It does inveft, :
With ample Creft, }
Min=bheer— van - pluchen— Hans ; H
CUC ROLDS are made Grandees of Spaiy, ‘
And ev'n in Italy they reign,
And they are Alamode of France.

The Perfian, Jew, Mabometan, the Protefant, and Romag
Owe what they are to the Intrigues and Kindnefs of ¢
What {he's beftow’d, - ( Woman;
They count no load, ]
Nor think their HORNS Oppreflion;
Fer fure no Sot can be {o blind,
As to eftcem a Wife unkind,

That largely adds to his Pofleflion.

Yet fome will call poor Cuckolds Beafts, and range the 1
(in three Claffes

The Goat-Cuckolds, the Ram-Cuckolds, and we all know
‘The Goats ne’er mind,,. (they're Afles
Their Horns behind, =
Large Creft the Ram adorns;;
Which or his Brow in Terror lies,
Hanging in Judgment o’er his Eyes,

And Affes take their Ears for HORNS.

POEM)




P OOR Cleonice thy Garlands tear,
From off thy Widow'd Brow;

And bind thy loofe dithevel’d Hair,
With Ewe and Cyprefs now :

And Since the Gods decreed his Years,
Shou’d have fo fhort a Date ;

Let thy fad Eyes, pay Seas of Tears,
As Tribute to his Fate.

The Trees a duller Green have worn,
Since that dear Swain is gone ;

The tender Flocks their Pafture monprn,
And bleat a fadder Moan -

The Birds that did trequent thefe Groves,
To happy Manfions fly ;

And all that once fmil'd on our Loves,
Now feem to bid me dye.

VOL. 1V, Q
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B

4 Soxc, Set by Mr. Leveridge, Sung by My
Wilks in the Comedy calldthe Recrmtmg Offcer.
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COME Fair one be kind, you never fhall find,
A Fellow fo fit for a Lovcr

Come Fair one be kind, you never fhall find,
A Fellow o fit for a Lover:

The World fhall view my Paffion for you,

The World fhall view my Paflion for you,
Eu ¢ never your Pafliem difcover:-

T World {hall yiew, my Paﬂion for yoil

Q : The
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The World fhall view my Paffion for you,
But never your Paflion diicover.
1 ftill will Complain of Frowns and Difdaia,
- Tho' I revel thro’ all your Charms;
I {till will Complain of Frowns and Difdain,
Tho' I revel thro’ all your Charms :
The World fliall declare, I dye with Defpair,
1 die with Defpair,I die with Defpair,
When only I die in your Arms,
‘When only I die in your Arms:
1 {1111 will adore, Love more and more,
But by Fove if you chance to prove Cruel,
1" get me a Mifs, that freely will Kifs,
I'll get me a Mifs, that freely will Kufs,
"~ Tho' after I drink Water-gruel.
'l get me, &XC.

The Nortuarrron-Suire Health. Set by My,
Epwarp KEeew.
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ERE’s a Health to thofe Men,
That go with us again,

To chufe nghts that can afford, Sir;
To ferve without Penfion,

Or other P retenfion,
. But Juft -and nght is the Word, Sir.

As for thofe that have Pay,
We have nothing to fay,

Let the SOldlEI’ live by his Sword, Sir;
We're for them that are known,
"T6 have Lands of their own,

And Juft and R:gb: is the Word Sir,

Shou'd we chufe the Court Tools,
They will call us all Fools,

Tho a double Saint and a Lord, Sir:
We are fure we can truft,

To the Right and the Juﬁ
For ]uﬁ and Right is the Word, Sir,

Then take off your Glafs fair,
To do OtherWIfe here,

Is unjuft againft nght, and ab{urd, Sir;
He that leaves but three drops,

Shall have them thrown in's Chops,
For Juft and Right is the Word, Sir.

Q.3 A
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A SONG.

SPARE Mighty Love, O fpare a Slave,
Thatar thy Fcet for Mercy lyes:
What would thy cruel Godhead have,
See how he bleeds, fee how he dyes
Upon a noble Congueft oo,

And for thy Glory and my Peace ;
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O make the {cornful Czlis know,
The Pains fhe now regardlefs {ees.

O make, &c.

Dye all thy Arrows in my Tears,
And {fubtly poyfon fo each Dart;

That fpite of all thofe Arms fhe wears,
The point at laft may reach her Heart ;.

Revenge, revenge the Wounds I bear,
And make our Fortunes {o agree,

That I may find that Cure from her,
Which {he may need as much from me,

That I may, &c.

T TR 8- O TR R e
The Maic{af L YN.
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ON Brandew Heath, in fight of Mezhwold Steeple,
In Norfolk as I Rode along ;

I met a Maiden with Apples laden,
And thus, thus to her I urg’d my Song:
Kifs me faid I, She anfwer'd no,

And ftill fhe cry’d I won't, I won'r, I won't do fo ;

But when I did my Love begin,

Quoth fhe good Sir; quoth fhe good Sir, good Sir, I
%ﬁVc in Ly,

*Twas Summer {eaflon then, and fultry weather,
Which put this fair Maid in a Sweat;

Said I come hither, let us together,

~ Go try to lay this {corching heat :

But fhe deny’d, the more I cry’d.
Arnd an{wer'd no, and feem’d to go;

Bur when 1 did my Love begin,

Quoth fhe good Sir, I live in Lyn.

To Kifs this Maiden, then was my intent,
I felt her Hand, and {nowy Breaft;
With much perfwafion, fhe thew occafion,
That I was free to do the reft:
Thenin we went and Six-pence fpent,
I cry’d my Dear, the cry'd forbear ;
But when I did my Love begin,

Quoth fhe good Sir, I live in Lyn.

Three times I try'd to fatisfie this Maiden,
And fhe perceiv'd her Lover's pain;-
Then I wou'd go, but fhe cry’'d no,
And bid me try it o'er agsin ¢ She
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She cry’d my Dear, I cry’d forbear,
Yet e'er we parted fain wou'd know;

Where I might fee this Maid again,
Quoth fhe good Sir, I live in Lyn.

§RERPVETIRFOE NI I I I UIESY

Ihe Beauty, a § oxc made and Set to Mufick by

Georce Kingsiey, Gent.
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T LY s ol
s liiatisEra
Lafs! my poor tender Heart muft now furrender,

Since Love fuch a train of Areillery brings;
Such Graces and Glories attend my fweet Chloris,
As are able to conquer and captivate Kings:

Each lovely Feature, of this pure Creature,
Creates a Cruel, cruel, cruel, cruel ling'ring fmart
Her blufhing Nofe is as red as Rofe is,

Irs glowing, glowing, glowing, glowing heat inflames
(my Heart.

The
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The Charms of her Eyes, what Tongue can tell,

0f Which each Glance conveys a Sp ell ;
And at diftance they look like two Frogs 1N a Wc]]

But oh! the Balfamick fcent of her Toes, (Hey ho

And the Netar that drops, drops, drops from her Nofe ;

And a comfortable Gale from her Elbows (gey ho,
ey ho,

And ftill Icry in vain, O Love, O Love, O Love, Love,

Love, OLovc, O Love, O Love, Love, Love, O Love,

Come eafe my Pain.

But her Heart alafs is as hard as a Flint,

Let me dye if I think not the Devil is in’t;

For always upon me fhe looketh a fquint: ey ho,
Yet Nature at leaft has ferved her right,

In taking all her Teeth out quite:
That tho fhe can Bark, fhe cannot Bite, Hey ho,

And indeed for this there was 2 juft Caufe,
For according to Blind Cup/d’s Laws,
Love fhould have neither Fangs nor Claws, Hey ho,

HOC00C00800CCREICOCICELI0

4 Scotch Sowc, the Words by Mr. John Hallam,
Set to My ﬁr:k by Mr. John Cotterel.
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P ON the Wings of Love myDearl come,
No more 1 will depart from thee and Home ;
The dreadful noife cf Battles now do ceafe,

Brave Wily is return’d with Joy and Peace:

The Trumpet thrill no more thall found Alarms,

And call thy Fockey ont of thy foft Arms;

In which I'il lig and fleep both Day and Nighe,

And Dream of nought but Pleafures and Delight.

Each bonny Lad fhall with his loving Lafs,
With Pipe and Tabor trip it on the Grafs ;
With Chaplets gay my Fenny thall be crown'd,
And with her loving Fockey Dance around :

In Silks and Sattins then my only dear,

The Blitheft Lafs in Tweedale {hall appear ;
Tliou fhalt enjoy what €’er thou doft defire,
And in each other’s Arms we will expire.

ERERIES
ESBIE
T
&
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{ Soxa, Set and Sung by Mr. Levirincs, at
the Theatre Royal

i“ :ﬁi%éﬁ:

C:Pm:».

P OO LISH Swain thy fighs forbear,

Nothing can her Paﬂion Mmove ;
Czlia with a carelefs Air,

| Laughs to hear the Tales of Lovye:

Darts
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Darts and Flames the Nymph defies, !
Toys which other Hearts beguile : |
Pleafure {parkles in her Eyes, %
Gay without an am'rous Smile. 3

(

|

Celia like the feacher’d Choir,
Ever on the Wing for flight ;
Hops from this to char defire,
Flutt'ring flill in new delight :
Pleas’d fhe {eems when you are by,
And when abfent fhe's the fame ;
Talks of Love like you or I, :
But believ’{t an empry Name. :
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Alwavs eafly, never kind,
When you think you have her fure:

Such a Temper you wiil find,
Quick to wound, quick to wound, quick to wound,
but tlow to Cure. .
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A Sowc, Set by Mr. Berenclow.
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AKE not the firft Refufal 1ll,

Tho’ now fhe won'’t, anon fhe will,
Y A
Tho now fbe won’t, anon fhe will,

Take not the firlt Refufal ill:

She were not 2 Woman if fhe knew,
One Moment what the next fhe’d do;
She were not a Woman if fhe knew,

One Moment, one Moment what the next fhe'd do :
If you'll have patience the’ll be kind, kind, the’ll be kind,

To Day ne’er knew to morrow’s Mind;
Wait "till you find her in the cue,

If you don't ask her, ask her, fbe, fhe'll ask you.

FINIS.



