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N L L Chriftians asd Lay-Elders too,

As I went by an Hofpital,
Shepherd kept Sheep on a,
s I was walking under a Grove,
Councel grave our King did hold,
| Hero of mo fmall Renown,
s the Fryer he went along,
' Lonny Lad came to the Court,
' Pox on thofe Fools who exclaim,
mong [t the pure ones all,
s Oyfter Nan ftood by her Tub,
I Ceelia ! how can you be,
re you grown fo melancholy,
s Collin went from lis Sheep,
Wife I do hate,
Tooufand feveral ways I try'd,
A2
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An Alphabetical TABLE.

A Whig that's full,

As Cupid roguifbly one Day,

A young Man fick and lske to die,
At Noon in a [ultry Summer's Day,
Ab ! bow lovely fweet and dear,

Advance, advance, advance gay,

Al foahﬂ* Lafs! what mun I do
B

BOM impudent Fuller invented,

By Moon-light on the Green,
Bonny Peggy Ramiey that any,
By [rady Poods, and purling,
Belinda, why do you diftruft,
Born to furpr:f the Wmld,
Bring out your C‘aﬂej-Skfﬂ.r,
Bonny Scottifh Lads that keens,

C

COme bring us Wine in Plenty, ﬂ

Come pretty Birds prefent your,
Ceme fill up the Bowl w::b
Cecfe /ai-e!) Strephon, ceaﬁ’ to,
Ceafe whining Damon to complain,
Czlia my Heart bas cften rang’d,
Corinna, if my Fate’s to love you,
Czlia's Charms are pafl expreffing,
Come Besus, Virtuefo's, rich Heirs,
Czafe, ccije of Cuvic o complain,
Come, ccine ye Nympos,
Chloe 0irfb'd, and frown'd, and fwore,
Czha Lence with Affeltation, :

D ¢

I ID you not bear of a Gallant, 8o

Divine Afirea Lither flew, 275
Draw Curid draw, and make, 306
D:mon if sou will Lelieve me, 3273
Dru. :.L I wr: laft Nigiht that's, 329
Delia Szrrgh n with Fer, 343
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E

Air Calia too fondly contemns, 169
 Fly Damon fly, ‘tis Death to flay, 247
ear not Mortal, none [hall harm, 248
arewel ungrateful dejtm('} 335
“lderoy was a bonny Boy, 39
' Good Neighbour, wbdeo you, 73
O W now Sifter Betteris, why look, 68

- Heaven firft created IWomen to, 135 .
ears not my Phillis how, 149
ow happy's the Mortal whofe, 179
e himfelf courts his own Rusn, 188
ow bappy and free i the, 193
ow charming Phillis #, 201
ither turn thee, hbither turn thee, 211
ere [1es Willhlam de Valence, | 220
o my dear Foy, now what doft, 240
ere's a Health to the Tackers, 284
ere are People and Sports of, 308
ow have I curs'd that [alle Deceit, 352
[ Am «a young Laff of Lyn, 59
' I am a jovial Cobler bold and, 75
t was a vich Merchant Man, "

¢ Sorrow the Tyrant invade, 83
n tne pleafant Month of May, Icl

t was a happy Golden Day, 110
[ prithee fend me back my Heart, 143
[ Chloris all foft Charms agree, 163
[1k A but never lov'd before, 171
iis bexare when Strephon purfues, 199
{ am one in whom Nature has, 241
nvatin, in vain, the God I ask, 251
n tie Dev.i's Country there, 271
n eider Time there was of Yore, 289
anthia the lovely, the Foy #f, 3¢ f
SCRey s with Jeany fair, 317
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I met with the Devil sn_ the,

Tilting % in fuch & Fafbson,

Jockey loves his Moggy dearly,
L

: L_E T the Females attend,

Let's be jolly, fill our Glaffes,
Let's fing of Stage-Coaches,
Laft Chriftmas ‘swas my Chance,
Lately as thorow the Fair,
Let Soldiers fight for Pay and Praife,
Long bad Damon been admsr'a,
L aurinda, who did love Difdain,
Let Ambition fire thy Mind,
Long was the Day e'er Alexis,
 Let's be merry, blith and jolly,
M

Ml" Friend if you would underfiand,
oVl Marriage it feems "f\I for vetter,
O more let Damon’s Eyes purfue,
Nay pifh, nay pifb, nay pifh Sir,

Now my Freedom's regasnd,
Now, now every Morning my,
No Phillis, ¢ho you've all the C harms,
Now to you ye dry W’aer.f,o
Nce more to thefe Arms my,
One Night in my Ramble I,
Ob let no Eyes be dry,
0/d Lewis le Grand, he raves like,
Of old Soldiers the Song you,
Of late in the Park a fair Fancy,
Oh how you proteft and folemnly,
P
Hilander and Sylvia a gentle,
Poor Jenny and I we toiled,
Pretty Floramel, no Tongue can,
Plague us not with idle Storzes,

330
333

145

214
337

94
272

239
3o
325 |
323
338
340

92
109
130
151
217
243
316

140
146
150
2c4
Poor
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sor Mountfort 8 gone, and the, 244
esty Parrot [ay, when I was, . 286

S
b Tate and Ambition all Foy to, 11
) Stay, ftay, fbut the Gates, 85.
aves to London, Il deceive you, 114
ay, ab fiay, ab turn, abh whither, 237
ee how fair and fine fbe lies, 252
Rince Cxlia only has the Are, 286
me brag of their Chloris, 3oT
ee Sirs, fee bere, a Dollor rare, 311
Bwain thy hopelefs Paffion [mother, 344
. T
' Here was ap old Woman liv'd, 13
The Suburbs is a fine Place, 2T
Fhere can be no glad Man, 32
Then Jockey would a wooing away,  + 42
IThere was a Laf$ of Iflington, A6
There was a Lord of werthy Fame, 53
There was a Fovial Tinker, 62
[There # a fine Doftor now come, 71
There was a Knight, and be, 112
hink wretched Mertal, think, 134
o the Wars I muft alafs, 137
[Tho' the Pride of my Paffin fasr, 156
ell me ye Sicilian Swains, 157
To the Grove gentle Love let, 182
Tel!l me no more of Flames in, 183
Tho' Fortune and Love may be, 186
That little Patch upon your Face, 197
Tho over all Mankind, befides my, 233
8 There lives an Ale-draper near, 259
) The Caffalier was gone, and the, 274
The Devil he pull'd off his Facket, 273
t The jollyy jolly Breeze, 347
The Folly, jolly Bowl, 1D,
| U
" UPan & Holiday, when Nymphs, 87
o IWhere
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Here gott [t thou the Haver-mill,
When fir/t Mardi ke was made,
When Maids live to thirty, yet mever.
What Life can compare with the,
With my Strings of fmall Wire,
When that young Damon blefd d
Would you be a Man in Fafbion,

When firft I fair Celinda lmew,
When bufy Fame oer all the,

Why am I the enly Creature,

Where would coy Amyntas ran,
When. gay Philander /eft the P/dm
Wealth brecd: Care, Love, Hope,
Wben firft Amvnras charm'd my,
Why [o pale and wan fond Lover,
When I langeifl’d and wifb'd you,
When foft 1 faw ber charming Face,
While the Lover is thinking,

When Jemmy firft Legan to love,

Y

Y O U Mafter Colcurs pray,
Te brave Boys and Tars,
Young Corido. and Phillis,
Your Hay it is mowd, and your,
You happy Touths, w/aafe Hearts,
Yourz Ladies that live in the,
You I love by ali that's true,
You've been with dull Prologues,

126

191
2612
336
349
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VOL V.

Ve Four-LEca' Eiper: Ora Horrible
Relation of a Do and an Elder’s Maip.

By Sir John Burtonhead.

%LL Chriftians and Zay-Elders tos,

2 :%* For Shame amend your Lives;
& Tl tell you of a Dog-trick now,
Vhich much concerns you Wives:

OL. V. B An

ﬂ




14" I
S yERgFTrTw - 31

» Priris to Purge Melancholy,

An Elder’s Maid near Temple-Bar,
¢ Ah'! what a Quean was {he?)
Did take an ugly Maftiff Cur,
W here Chriftians ufe to be. -
Help Heufe of Commens, Houfe of Peers,
] Ob new or ncver belp !
T4 Affembly bath not [at Four Years.
. * 7%t bath brought forth & Whelp.

One Evening late fhe fiept afide,
Pretending to fetch Eggs ;
And there {bemade her fclf a Bride,
To onc that Had Four Legs
Her Mafter heard a Rumblement,
And wonder fhe did tarry ;
Not dreaming (without his con ent)
His Dog would ever Marry.
Help Houfe of Commons, &e.

)
}]e went to peep, but Was afraid,

And haftily did run, .
To fetch a Staff to help bis Maid,
Not knowing what was done -
He took his Ruling Elders Cane,

And cry'd out help, help, here 3

But when he camie he was full {orry,
For he perceiv'd their Strife;
That according to the Direffary,
They Two were Dog and Wife:
AR! (then faid he) thou cruel Quean,
Why haft thoo me beguil'd ?
1 wonder Swafb was grown {o lean,
Poor Dog he’s almoft {poil'd.
Help Hufe of Commons, &ec.

I thought thou hadft no Carnal Sente,

But what's in our Lafles:
And could have quench'd thy Cupifcence,

According to the Clafers




Privs to Puge Melancholy.

But all the Parifh fee it plain,
Since thou art in this pickle ;
Thou art an Ynvependent Quean,

And lov'ft 2 @onbenticle,

Help Houfe of Commons, &e.

Alas now each Malizn y; Rogue,
Will all the World per{fwade ;

That the that’s Spoufe unto a Dog,
May be an Elder’s Maid -

They’'ll jeer us if abroad we ftir,
Good Mafter Eljer ftay ;

Sir, of what Claffs is your Cur?
And then what can'we fay ¢

Help Houfe of Commons,

[hey’ll many gracelefs Ballads fing,
Of a Paesbptesian ; \

Lhat a Zay-Elder is a thing
Made up half Dog, half Man :
Jut, out, faid he, (and fmote her down)
~Was Mankind grown f{o fcant ?
here’s fearce another Dog in Town,
Had took the @otenant.

Help Houfe of Commons, &e.

hen Swafb began to look full grim,
And Fane did thys reply ;

. YOu thought nought too good for him,
You fed your Dog too high :
15 true he took me in the lurch,
nd leap'd into my Arms;
t (as T hope to come at Church)
did your Dog no harm.
Help Houfe of Commons, &e.

n fhe was brought to Newgate ‘Goal,

[

nd there was Naked ftripp'd ;

Y Whipp'd her till the Cords dig fail,
S Dogs us'd to be whipp'd ;

r City Maids fhédiﬁlh"ﬂy a Tear,

hen fhe was lafh'd and bang'd ;

H P

And
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And had fhe been 2 Cavalier,

Surely fhe had been hang’d.
Help Houfe of Commens, &g,

Hers was but Fornicat/on found,
For which {he felt the Lath ;
Pur his was Bugg'ry prefum’d,
Therefore they hanged swafh :
What will become of Bijbops then,
Or Independency®
for now we find both Dogs and Men,
Stand up for {Peesbptrp.
Help Houfe of Commons, &c.

She might have took a Sow.gelder,
With Syned-men good ftore,

But fhe would have a Ley-Elder,
With Two Legs and Two more:

Go tell the Afembly of Divines,
Tell Adoniram blue;

"Tell Burgefs, Marfball, Cafe and Vines,
Tell Now-and- Anon too.

Help Houfe of Commons, &c.

Some fay fhe was a Scoreifb Girl,
Or clfe (at leaft) a Witch;

But fhe was born in Colchefer,
Was ever fuch a Bitch:

Take heed all Chriftian Virgins now,
‘The Dog-fiar now prevails;

Ladys beware your Monkeys too,
For Monkeys have long Tails.

Help Houfe of Commons, &C.

Blefs King and Queen, ang fend us Peace,
As we had Seven Years fince ¢
For we remember no Dog-days,
While we enjoy’d our Prince: '
Blefs {weet Prince Charles, Two Dukes, Three Gitl
Lord fave his Majfiy ;
Grant that his Commons, Lords, and Earls,
May lead fuch Lives as He. |

Help Honfe of Commens, &C, Pl
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Plain Proof Rauin'd:
Or, a Grand CHE AT Difcover'd.

i jéi%ﬁ
@%ﬁ
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BOld Impudent Fuller invented a Plot,
And all to difcover the Devil knows what ;.
About a young Bantling ftrangely begot.

Which no body can deny.

The better to cheat both the Fools and the Wife,
He Impos'd on the Nation a Hundred of Lies ;

- That none but a Knight of the Poft could devife.
- Whith no body can denj.

B3 He:
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He tells us he had the Honour to peep,
In the Warming-pan where the weich Infant did fleep ;5

6.,
2
i
»
=t
e

And found out a Plot which was Damnable deep,
Whick ne Body can believe.

Then to the Wife Senate he fuddenly went,
Where he told all the Lies that he then could 1nvent,

For which he was Voted a Rogue by confent,
Which no Body can deny.

And tho’ he was Punifh’d for that his Offence,

He tas almoft forgot it, it was fo long fince,

‘Therefore the old Game he began to Commence,
Which ns Body can deny.

Then he to the Lords his bold Letters did fend,
And told the high Peers, that the Plot he could mend,
And make it as plain, as he firft did pretend,

Which no Body can demy.

v E e I w oy
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He told them his Witnefles were mighty Men,

‘That wou'd come tothe Town, tho' the Devil knows

And make William Fuler once famous agen, - (When,
Which no Bcdy can deny.

“The Lords they were Generous, Noble and Kind, i

And allowed him Freedom his *Squires to find,

"The which he will do when the Devil is Blind,
Whick no Body can demy.

L L

So the Peers they declar'd him a fcandalous Sot,

And none thioks him fit to manage a Plot,

If Newgaze and Tyburn does fall to his Lot, l
There's no Body will demy. o -

They gave him no more time than himf{elf did require,

To find out his Fomes and the wandering *Squire,

Buc the time being come, they were never the nigher,
Which na Body cap deny. | |

The
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The brave Houfe of Commons next for him do fend,

To hear what the Block-headly Fool wou’d pretend,

Who humbly requeft, that‘they wou'd him befriend,
Which no Body can deny.

One day he declar’d they were near London Town,

But the very next Day into Wales they were flown,

Such nimble Heel'd Witneflefs never were known,
Which no Body ¢can demy. |

When being Examin’d about his fham Plot,

He anfwered as though he had minded them not,

Perhaps the' Young Rogue had his-Leffon forgor,
Which no Body chn dény. "~ o

But after fome Study and,impudent Tales,
Ask'd for a Commiffion to match into Wales,
And be Chang'd to a Herfe, as Rogues gees to Goal,

[

Which no Body can deny.

But. feeing hisémpuden e ftjll to abound, -
To go fearch for the“b{:_:_ﬂ ‘Wwho were not to be fourd,
They immediately fent him bdck to Feer Pound,
Which no Body éan’ deny. SR |
'From the Fleet to the Cart may he quickly advance
To learn the true Steps of old Oater’s New Dagce, -
And fomething befide, or it is a great Chance, -
. Which no Body can deny. |

'He has made it a T'rade to be doing of Wrong,
In Swearing, and Lying, and Cheating fo long,
For all his Life time, he’s béen at it ding dong,
- Which no Body can demy., '

Welch Taﬁ‘jﬁ he raves and crys Splusterdenails, |
[ He's abufed hur Highpf(s vwath Lies and with Talés,

‘Hur will hang hur §f e'er hur can catch hur in wales,
 Which no Body will deny. = o

Ba The.
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The Woman Warrior.
Wbhe liv'din Cow.Cross year WesT-Smir H-

FIELD ; who changing ber Appayrel, entered?
| ber felf on Board in Quality of a Soldier}

and [mled to IReiaND, where fhe Valiantl
bebaved ber [elf, particularly at the Siege ofp
Co vk, where fhe loff ber Toes, and received;
a Mortal Wound in ber Body, of which fhes
Jce Died iw ber retirn to Lonpon, k

P T — ey —

ET the Females attend,
To the-Lines which are penn'd,
-For here-I fhall give a Relation ;
Of a Young marry’d Wife,
Who did venture her Life, _
For a Soldier, a Soldier fhe went from the Nation

She

. C
O



PivLvs to Puge Melancholy, @

She her Husband did leave,
And did likewife receive

Her Arms, and on Board fhe did enter;
And right valiantly went,

With a Refolution bent,
‘To the Ocean, the Ocean her Life there to venture.-.

Yet of all the Ships Crew,
Not a Seaman that knew,

They then had a Woman fo near ‘em ;
On the Ocean fo deep,

She her Council did keep,
Ay,andtherefore,and therefore ﬂlex}_cver did fear’em,.

Che was valiant and bold,
And would not be controul'd,

By any that dare to offend hers
It a Quarrel arofe,

She would give him dry Blows, |
And the Captain,the Captaindid highly commend her.

For he tock her to.be,
Then of no inean Degree,

A Gentleman’s Son or a 'Squife; .
With a Hand white and farir,

There was none could compare,
Which the Captain, the Captain did often admire.

On the 7r/b Shore, _
\Where the Cannons did roar,

With many ftout Lads fhe was landed ;
There her Life to expofe,

she 1ot two of her Toes,
And in Battle, in Batrle was daily commended.

Under Grafton fhe fought,

Like & hrave Hero {tout,

~And made the proud Tories retke ;

yhe in [ield did appear,

With a Hearr void of ¥ear,

And fte brayely, fhe bravely did char; e arnd give fire.
Bs W hile -
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While the battering Balls,
Did affault the firong Walls,

Of Ccrk and the fweet Trumpets founded ;
She did bravely advance,

Where by unhappy Chance,
JThis young Female, young Female alafs fhe was
(wounded.
At the End of the Fray,

Still fhe languifhing lay,
Then over the Ocean they brought her ;
To her own Native Shore,
Now they ne’er knew before,
That a Woman, a Weman had been in that Slaugh.
(ter.

 What fhe long had conceal’d,

Now at length iie reveal'd,

That fhe was a Weman that ventur'd ;
Then to Londew with care,
» he did firaitways repatr,

1t the dy'd, oh fhe dy'd e’er the City fhe enter'd.

When her Parents beheld,
‘They with Soirow was fli'd,
For why they did dearly adore her:
In her Grave now fhe lies,
*Tis not watery Eyes,
No nor Sighing, ner Sighing that e’er can reﬁo(r:




PiLLs 8 Phrge-iMelinoholy. N3 L

A Medly, Gompos’d ou‘t: of feveml SONGS.

5 i I~ =

_-—j:——_::i:—:_ﬂ_ “.i__ iy, gl vow lote} —s ”-—w T .
) -~ l - - —_— — =t w—-ﬂ-—_ -
gréﬁh -E—- ———e .‘-—- a%*;ﬁr =, TA— L =

e i e W o e i e gl e B e il Sl eyl

STate and.Ambition, all Joy to great Cefar,
Sawney thall ne'er be my Colly my Cow ;

All Hail to the Shades, all Joy to the Bridegroom, .

And call upon Debbin wich Hi, Je, ho:

Remember ye Whigs, whar was formerly done

- And Femmy come tye my bonny Cravat,

If Iliveto grow old for I find I %&own,

'{ For I cannot come every Day to Wooe.-

Fove 1n his Throne was a Fumbler, Tom Farthing
And Feckey and Femny together did lie; ‘
Oh Mother Roger: Boys, fill us a Bumper,
For why will ye die my poor Celis, ah why?..

Harkk
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Hark! how thundring Cannons do roar,
Ladies of ZLoxdon both wealthy and fair ;
Clarem make haft and Ferry me over, |
Liili burlero bullen a lah.

Chiori; awake, Four-pence-half-penny-farthing,
Give me the Lafs that 1s true Country bred ;
Like 3:6n of Gaunt 1 walk in Covent-Garden,
I am a Maid and a very good Maid.
'Twa benny Lads was Sawney and Jockey,
The Delights of the Bottleand Charms of good Wine
Wading the Water fo deep my {weet Moggy,
Cold and Raw, let it run in the right Line.

Old Obadiab fings Ave-Maria,
Sing Lulla-by.Baby with a Dildo ;
The old Woman and her Cat fat by the Fire,
Now this is my Love d’y’ like her ho?
O1d Charon thu: preach’d to his Yupil Achiles,
And under this Stone here lies Gabriel Fobn;
Ha; py was I at the fight of Fair Phidu, o
W.:t fhould a Young Woman do with an Old Man|

There’s old Father Peters with his Romifh Creatures,
There was an old Woman fold Pudding and Pies;
Cannons with Thunder fhall fill them with Wonder,
I once lov'd a Lafs that had bright 1owling Eyes:|
There's my Maid Mary, {ke does mind her I%airy,
I rcok to my Heels and away I did run; |
Ard bids him prepare to be bappy 10 Morrow, .
Alafs! I don’t know the right end of a Gun.

My Life and Death does ye both in your Power, -
And every Man o his Mind, Skrewsbury for me ;
On the Bank of a Brock as 1 fat Fifhing,
Shall 1 die a Maideand never Married be:
~Uds bebs let 0/iver now be forgotten,
Fean s as good as my Lady 1n the Dark ;
Cuckolds are Chriftians Boys all the World-over,
And here’s a full Bumper to Rebin Johu Clark,

i

.
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The Troorer Watering hzs Nace.

Here was an old Woman liv'd under a Hill
Sing Trolly lolly, lolly, lolly, lo;
he had good Beer and Ale for to fell,

he had a Daughter her name was Sifr, .
Sing Trolly lolly, lelly, lolly, lo;

Ho, ho, did fhe fo, did fhe fo, did fhe fo.

here came a Trooper riding by,

Sing trolly, dre. L

Ie call'd for Drink moft plentifully,

Ho, ho, did he fo, &.

'hen one Pot was out he call’d for another,

Sing trolly, &, |

Je kifs’d the Daughter before the Mother,
Ho, ho, did he fo, &-. |

v e

nd when Night came on to Bed they went,
Sing trolly, &w«. y

¢ was with the Mother’s own Confent,

Ho, ho, was it fa, &,

he kept her at Home for to welcome her Gueft,

y-

Ho, ho, had fhe fo, had fhe {o, had fhe o; .

-

Queth
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Quoth fhe what is this fo ftiff and warm,
Sing trolly &-.

*Tis Ball my Nag he will do you no hirm,
Ho, ho, wont he fo, &r.

But what is this hangs under his Chin,
Sing trolly, &.
*Tis the Bag he puts his Provender in,
Ho, ho, is it fo, &r.
Quoth he what is this ? Quoth fhe 'tis a Well
Sing trolly, &re.
Where Ball your Nag may drink his fll,
Ho, ho, may he fo, &-.

But what if my Nag fhould chance to {lip in
Sing trolly, ¢.

Then catch hold of the Grafs that grows on the brim,
Ho, ho, muft 1 fo, &.

But what if the Grafs thould chance to fail,
Sing trolly, &c.

Shove him in by the Head, pull him out by the Tai
Ho, ho, muft I fo, &. ~

T T T TR VR
ATrip to the Jubilee. The Tune by Mr.R. Loe
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Ome bring us Wine in Plenty,
We’ve Money enough to fpend ;.

hate to fee the Pots empty,

A Man cannot drink to’s Friend :
hen drawer bring up more Wine,
nd mernly let 1t pafs ; “
’e’11 drink till our Faces do fhine,
e that wont may look like an Afs:
nd we'll tell him fo to his Face,

he offers to baulk his Glafs,
or we defy all fuch dull Society.

1s drinking makes us merry,
And Mirch diverts all Carey
\ Scng of hey down derry,
Is better than heavy Aar:
ake veady quickly my Boys,
nd fill up your Glafles higher;.
or we'll prefent with Huzzas,
nd merrily all give fire ;
1nce drinking’s our defire,
And friendfhip we admire,

or here we'll ftay, ne'er call Drawer wiiat’s to pay.

The
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The Goop FerLrow,

i AN =
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1 Er's be jolly, fill our Glafles,
Madnefs 'tis for us to think,

How the World is rul’d by Afles,
That o'erfway the Wife with Chink:

Let not {uch vain Thoughts opprefs us,
Riches prove to thera 2 Snare ;

We are all as rich as Crafus,
Drink your Glafles, take no care.

Wine will make us frefh as Rofes,

And our Sorrows all forgot;
Let us fuddie well our Nofes,
Drink our felves q.:ite out of Debt ¢
When grim Death is lcoking for us,
Whillt we're finging o'er our Bowls;
Bacehus joyning ir cur Chorus,
Deach depart, Lere’s none. but Souls. I:
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ckey’s Efcape from DUL NDEE; andthe Par-

(ons Daughter mbom be bad Mow'd.

1/ Here gott'ft thou the Hawer-mill bonack ?
Blind Booby can'ft thou not fee ;

e got it out of the Scotch-man's Wallet,

As he lig loufing him under a Tree:

me il up my Caup, come fill up my Can,

me Saddle my Herfe, and call up my Mau;

Come open the Gates, and les me go free,

And [hew i the Way to bonmy Dundec.

Forx
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For I have neitker robbed nor fole,
Nor have I done any inmjury;
But I have gotten a Fair Maid with Child,
The Minifter’s Davughter of bonny Dundee:
Ceme fi8 up my Cup, come il up my Can,
Come [addle my Horfe and call up my Man,
Come open the Gates and let me go free,
And Ife gang no more to bonny Dundee.

Altho’ Ife gotten her Maiden-head,
~ Geud feth He Iiivcr_; her mine in lieu;
For when at her Daddy’s Ife gang to Bed,
Ife mow'd her without any more to do?
Ife cuddle her clofe, and gave her a Kifs,
Pray tell now where is the harm of this,

Them apen the Gates and let me go free, -
Ard Ife gang ne move to bemyy Dundce.

All Scotland ne'er afforded a Lafs

- So bonny and blith as Fermy my dear;

Ife gave her a Gown of green on the Grals,

. But now Ife no longer muft tarry here:

Then faddle my Nag that’s bonny and gay,

For now it is time to gang hence away,
Toen open the Gates ond let me go free,
She's kew me mo more unto bowmy Dundee.

-In Liberry fhill Ireckon to Reign, '

For why I have done no honeft Man wrong ;
The Parfon may take his Daughter again,

For fhe'll be a Mammy before it 1s longe
And have a young Lad or Lafs of my breed,
Ife think I have done her a generous deed ;

Then open the Gates and let me go free,

For Ife gang no more to bowny Dundee.

Since Fenny the Fair was willing and kind,
And came to my Arms with a ready good will;'
A token of Jove Ife left her behind,

Thus I have requited her kindpefs ftill :
Th
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. Fenny the Fair I often had mow'd,
Ether may reap the harveft I fow'd,

ben open the Gates and let me go free,
Lh815 kﬂl me no more 1o 50?1”7 Dllndce.

Daddy would have me to make her my Bnde,
b ¢ have and to hold I ne'er could endure ;

m bonny Dundee this Day I will rde,

¢ being a place not fafe and fecure:

en Jenny farewel my Joy and my dear,

th Sword in my Hand the paffage I'fe clear;

hen open the Gates and let me go )E'u,

or Ife gang no more 30 benny Dundee,

- Father he is a muckle good Leard,

y Mother a Lady bonny and gay;
en while 1 have firength to handle a Sweard,
The Parfon's requeft Ife never obey.:
en Sewny my Man be thou of my Mind,
bonny Dundee we'fe ne'er be confin'd,

he Gates we will force to fet our [elves free,
ind never come more to bonny Dundee.

en Sawmy reply’d Ie never refufe,

To fight for a Leard fo valiant and bold ;
ile I have a drop of Blood for to lefe,

er any fickle Loon fhall keep us in hold :
is Sweard in my Hand I'll valiantly weild,
d fight by your fide to kill or be kill'd,

or foreing the Gates and [et our [elves free,

nd fo bid adien to bonny Dundee.

th Sweard ready drawn they rid to the Gate,
here being denied an Entrance thro

e Mafter and Man they fought at that rate,

That fome ran away, and others they flew:

us Jockey the Leard and Sawny the Man,

Jey valiantly fought as Highlanders can,

n [pight of the Loons they Jet themfelues free,

nd fo bid adien to bonmy Dundee.
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4 SONG Sung by Mr, Dogget.
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Dabin hey ho, hey, geeup, geeup, geeup bey
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geeup, geeup, geeup hey ho, with a hey, gee

In Coaches thus ftrowling,
ho wou'd not be rowling ;
With Nymphs on each fide,
tid Pratling and Playing ; |
Our Knees interlaying,
We merrily ride.

With a hey, &c.

fiere chance kindly mixes,
All forts -and all Sexes,
More-Females than Men,
We fqueefe 'em, we eafe "em,
The jolting does pleafe ’em,
Drive jolhily then,
With 4 bey, &t.

The harder you’re driving,

The more ’tis reviving,

Nor fear we to tell,

Yor if the Coach tumble,

We'll have a rare Jumble,
And then uptails all.

With a hey, &¢.

1he
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The Crafty Cracks of Eaft-Smith-Field, »
pickt up a Mafler Colour upon Tower-H
whom they Plundred of a Pur[eof Silver, m
above Threefcore Guineas,

YOU Mafter Colours pray draw near,
And liften to my Report ;

My Grief is great, for lo of late,
Two Ladies I chanc’d to Court:
Who 2i¢ meet me on Tewer-Hill,
Their Bezuties I did behold :
Toofe Crafty Gades have learnt taeir Trades,
And plander’d m: of my Gold, 1l
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¢ll you how it came to pafs,

.15 forrowful Story is thus:
Guineas bright a glorious Sight,
had in a Cat-skin Purfe:

"Value of near Fourfcore Pounds,

s good as e’er 1 had told,

E 2

» Crafty Fades have {qkmiu their Trades,
ad plunder'd me of my Gold,

w two poor diftrefled Men,
'Vho lay upon Tower-HiZ,
whom in brief I gave Re‘y}'pg
ccording to my gio,d’ VVill;

o wanton Mifles drawing near,
y Guineas they did behold ;

ey laid a Plot by which they got,
Ay Silver and yellow Gold.

ey both addrefs'd themfelves to me,
nd thus they was pleas’a to fays;

d Sir, indeed, we ftand in need,
Itho’ we are fine and gay:

fome Relief which you may give,
thought they were fomeching bold ;
e Plot was laid, I was betray'd,

nd plunder’d of all my Gold.

s 'tis pity, then I cry'd,

uch Ladies of good Repute, -

uld want Relief, therefore in brief,
oave "em a kind Salute:

ought 1 of them I'll have my VVill,
Itho’ 1 am fomething old ;

ev were I fee too wife for me,

They plunder’d me of my Gold.

Then
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‘Then to Eafl-Smithficld was I led,
And there I was eatertain’d ;

With Kiffes fine and Brandy Wine,
In Merriment we remaind: =

Methought it was the happieft Day,
That ever I did behold;

Sweet Meat alafs! had fower Sauce,
They plunder'd me of my Gold.

Time after Time to pay their Shot,
My Guineas I would lug out;

Thofe Miffes they wou'd make me flay,
And rally the other bout:

I took my Fill of Pleafures then.
Altho’ T was fomething old;

Thofe Joys are paft, they would not laft,
}'m plunder'd of all my Gold.

As I was at the wanton Game,
My Pocket they fairly pick'd ;
And all my Wealth they took by ftealth,
Thus was a poor Colour trick'd:
Let me therefore a Warning be,
To Merchants both young and old ;
For now of late hard was my Fare,

I'm plunder'd of all my Gold.

They got three Pounds in Silver bright,

And Guineas above Threefcore,
Such fharping Cracks breaks Merchants Backs,

I'll never come near them more:
Sure now I have enough of them,

My Sorrow cannot be told ;
That crafry Crew makes me look Blew,

I'm plunder’d of all my Gold.
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The Dance of the Usv rer and the Devil,
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AST Chriftmas "twas my chance,
To be in Pary City;
‘here T did fee a Dance,
In my conceit was very pretty—Ry men of France.

irft came the Lord of Pool,
And he begun his Meafure;

he next came in a Fool,
And Danc’d with him for pleafure=~With his Tool.

he next a Knight came in,

Who Jook’d as he would {wagger ;

nd atter followed him

A merry needy Beggar —- Dancing in,

he nexr a Gentleman,

O him a Servant tending ;

i there the Dance began,

With nimble Bodies benling —=sLike two Friends.

VoL, v C Then
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Then in a Lawyer came,
With him a Knave came leaping ;
And as they Danc’d in Frame, 2
So Hand in Hand went skipping—~—To the Term. i

The next a Citizen,
And he a Cuckold leading ;

So found about the Room,
Their Mafque they fcll a treading—And fain they [§

would, 3%
‘The next an Ulurer, (Wou
OHd fat Guts he came grunting;;

The Devil left all care,
For joy he fell a Jumping —— To fee him there.

And ending then their Mafque,
The Fool his Lord he carries
-Upon his Back in haft,
No longer there he tarries—— But left the place.

The Beggar took the Knight,
Who took it in Derifion ;

The Searjeant took 1n Spite,
The Gentleman to Prifon—For all his might, %

"The Cuckold, filly Man,
Altho' he was abhorred ; ;.

He took the Citizen,
And led him by the Forehead—And out he ran.

The Devil lik’d it well,
His lot it was to carry ;
The Ufurer to Hell,
And there with him to tarry.
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The Susvu R &s is @ fine place: To the Tune of

Loxponisa fire Town,

;:;;E;E;;za_;&__;lt,_ HEE

TH E Suburbs is a fine Place belonging to the City,
It has no Government atall,alackthe morethe P1t V3
A Wife, a ﬁl\y Animal, cﬁcem d in that {ame Place,

or there a civil Woman now’satham’d to fhew her Face:

he Miffes there have each Man’s Time, his Money,
nay, his Heart,

hen all in all, both great and {mall,& all in ev’ry Part.

Vhich Part 1t is a thorough- fajr {o open and fo large,

One well mighe fail through ev’ry Tail even in a
(wefterns Barge;

IThefe Cracks that Coach it now, when firft they came
(to Town,

Jidturn up Tailfora Potof Ale in Linfey Wolfey'Gown.

The Bullies firft debauch’d’ em, In Baudy Covent-Gardes,

f hat filthy place, where ne’er a Wench was ever worth
(a Farthing;

. nd when theirMaiden-heads are fold to fneaking Lords,

BVhich Lords are Clapt at leaft nine-fold for takmg of
(their Words.

And then my Lord,that manytries, the looksfoInnocent,

Pelieving he Infeted her, he makes a Settlement ;
' hefe are your Cracks, who skill'd in all kind of De-

(bauches_
o dally pifs, - fpue & whorein theirown glafs Coaches.”

C 2 Now
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Now Mifs turn Night-walker, till Lord Mayor's Mey 8

(the meers &
O’er night fhe's Drunk, next Day fhe’s ﬁnely ﬂowcd -

(thro’ London ftreets

After their Rooms of State are chang’d to Bulks or B8
(Coblers Stalls B8

*Till Poverty and Pox agree they dying in Hofpitals. j-}

.This Suburbs gallant Fop that takes delight in Roarm
He fpends his time in Huffing, Swearing, Drinking, §
(and in Whormn‘ :

AndifanhoneftMan and his Wife meet themmtheDark >
Makes nothing to run the Husband through to get thefl
(name of Spark /8

ButwhentheConltable appears,theGallant.let me tel]ye: l
His Heart dcfiics his Breeches, and finks into his Be]])‘ |
Thefe are the filly Rogues thac think it fine and witty,§
To Jaugh and ; j0ak a Alde;me nthe Rulers of che Cll.'j _‘

“They dkifsourWives,but hold,feralltheirplotting Patcs
While they would get us Chxldren we are getting §
(theu EﬂaICS: )
And fill invain they Court pretending ic their Cares3
That their Eflates may thus defcend unto the Lawfu

( Heirs

Their Play-houfes I hate, are Shops to {et off Wenche
Where POD and Mifs, like Dog and Bitch, do couple §
(under Benches

That I mighr advile the chiefeft Play-houfe monger, &
I havea Sifter of myown both Handfomer and Yaungeg

She lives not far off in the Parifh of St. Clements, :
‘She never lived in Cellar nor fold Orangesand Lemons
Then why fhould Play-houfe Trulls with Paint and |
( {uch Temptatmn
Bean Eye fore to me & more tothe beft parto'th’ Natioj

Now you that all thiswhile have liftened to my Din

W1th ftreightned Hands pray drink a2 Health unto th

(noble Cityl
And let us pray to Fove, thefe Suburb folks to mend,

And having now 0o more to {ay, I think it fic to end

T
é
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The Old Woman’s W18 H.
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$ 1 went by an Hofpital,
I heard an Old Woman cry,
nd Sir, quoth fhe, be kind to me,

nce more before I Die,

d grant to me thofe Joys,

hat belong to Woman-kind,
d the Fates above reward your Love,
0 an Old Woman Poor and Blind,

J

nd an itching in my Blood,
Itho’ it be fomething Cold,

erefore Good Man do what you can,
o comfort me now I'm Old.

C3 And
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And Grant to me thofe Joys,
That belong to Woman-ki d,

And the Fates above Reward your Love,
To an O1d Woman Foor and Blind.

Altho’ T canno: fee the Day,
Nor never a glance of light ;
Kind Sir, I {wear and do declare,
I honour the Joys of Night:
Then grant to me thofe Joys,
That belong to W oman-kind,
And the Fates above Reward you Love,
To an 01d Woman Poor and Blind.

When 1 was 1n my blooming Youth,
My vigorous Love was Hot;
Ngw in my Age I dare Engage,
A fancy I ftill have got:
Then give to me thofe Joys,
That belong to Woman-kind,
And the Fates above Reward your Love,

To an Old Woman Poor and Blind.

vou fhall mifs of 2 Reward,

If Readily you comply ;

Then do not Blufh but couch my flelb,
This minute before I die:

O let me tait thofe Joys;

That belong t© Woman-kind,
And the Fates above Reward your Love,

To an Old Woman Poor and Blind.

I Forty Shillings would freely give,
*Tis all the Mony T have 3
Which I full Jong have begged for,
To carry me to my Grave:
This 1 would give to have the Blifs,
That belongs to Woman kind,
And the Fates above reward your If‘o?'
ind.

To an Old Woman Roor and



PriLs vo Bage Melonchody. s b

[ had a Husband 1o my Youth,
As very well 'tis known,

The truth to tell he pleafed me well,
But now I am left aléne;

And long to tait the good 'Qld Game,
That belongs to Woman-kind:

And che Fates above Reward your Love,
To an Old Woman Poor and Blind.

[f Forty Shillings will not do,
My Petticoat and my Gown ;

Nay Smock alio thall freely po,
To make up the other Crown:

Then Sir, pray Grant that kind Requelfl,
That belongs co Woman-kind ;

And the Fates-above Reward your Love,
To an Old Woman Poor and Blind.

ho’ I am Fourfcore Years of Age,
I Love with a Rifht good Will
And what in trath I want in Youth,
I have 1t in perfed Skill . '
hen grant to-me that Charming Blifs,
That belongs to Worhan-kind ;
And the Fates above Reward your Love,
To an Old Woman Poor and Blind,

ow if you do not pleafure me,

And give me the sﬁng I crave;

do proteft I fhall not reft,

When I am lid in my Grave :

§ herefore kind Sir, grant me the Joys,
That belong to Woman.kind ;

And the Fates above Reward your Love,
1 To an Old Woman Poor and Blind.

C4 The
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The Mad-Man’'s SON G,
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THere can be no-Glad-mancompar’dto tha-Ma&-mas
His Mind is fill void of Care; - :
His Fits and his Fancies, are above all Miichances,
And Mirth is his ordmary Fare.
Then be thou Mad, Mad, Mad let's be,

Nor [hall the ﬁm[ Fiend be Madder than we.

The Wife and the Witty, in Court and in City,
Are {ubjelt to Sorrow-and Pain;

While ke that is Mad, knows not why to be Sad,
Nor has any caufe to complain:

Then be thon Mad, &¢ V
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e Jaugh at you Wife Men, that thus do defpife Men,
Whofe Senies you think to Decline;

Viark well and you'll fee, what you count but Frenzy/.
Is indeed but Raptures Davine. .
Then be thon Mad, &c.

et the Grave and the Wife, pluck out their Eyes,

To fet forth a Book worth a Groat

‘e Mad-menare quicker, grow Learn'd with good'

And Chirp a merry Note. (Liquor;.
Then be thou Mad, &<,

f1alt chou Joft thy Eftate Man, why, care not for that-
What Wealth may’ft not fancy thy own;  (Mana
lore then Queen Dido, or her Afs-Ear'd Midas,
That great Philofopher’s ftone.
Then be thow Mad, &c.

pomey was a Mad-man, and {o long a Glad-man,
d But atlength he was forc’d to flee;
or Cofar from Gallis beat him in Pharfalis,
'Cante amadaer Fellow then he.

Then be thow Mad, &c.

B was this Extafie brave, that the great Courage gaves
i your Eyes were but ope’ and would fee;

G ureat Alexander, that mighry Communder,

W As Mad a Fellow as could be.

Then be thou Mad, &c.

tenaround goes a Health to the Lady o’th’ Houte,
it any Man here does foriake it ;

1 a ool iet him go, we know better- Mdnners,

B A\na fo we mean to take it.

8 [lewn be thon Mad, &c.

"’ no Nighe Mirth’s going, nor any Lad wooing.
B .t Madomen are.privy unto it; .

3 (hz Stars fo peep, into every fuca thing,

B ind wink vpon us as you do it.

M Toen o thor Mad, &c. - ‘
G 3 Wien.
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When the Fraft, Ice and Snow, do benumbi things be. §

We Chirp as merry as Larks;. (low,

©ur Sack and our Madnels, confumes cold and fadnef; }

And we are the Jovial Sparks..
Then be thos Mad, &C.

Has thy Miftrefs frown'd on thee, or thy Rival oun

_ _ (gone thee: R
Let Sober and Wife Fellows pine; E
Whilt bright Miralind and goodly Dwulcind,
And the reft of the Faries are thine.
Zhen be thig Mad, &c.

A Mad.man needs bauik no manner of talk,
His Tongue's never guilty with Treafon;

But & wife Knave would fufier, if the fame he fhoulds
For a wife Man’s Guilt is his Reafon. (utter,§
Then be thou Mad, &c. |
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A Shepherd kept Sheepon aXhill fohigh, 13,24, 74, &, .
103 And there came a pretty Maid pafling by, fa, la,&¢...
EShepherd, quoth fhe, dott thou want e’er a Wife, |

No by my troth ¥'im ot wenry of my Life, fa,la,la, &, .

hepherd for thee I care not a Fly, fa,la, la, '

or thou'ft notthe Face with a fnr Matd to lie, fa, /s, -,
ow now my Damiel, fay’{l thoun me {o,

Thou fhalt talt of my bottle before thou doft go, fa, /3. .

Then he took her and laid her upon the Ground, fa.la,
And madeherbelieve that the World went round, fa,la, |
L ook yonder my Shepherd, look yonder 114py,

[hereare fine precty Babies that dance.in the Sky, fa, ¥, .

[ nd now they are vanifht, and now they appear, f4,/3, -,
jure they will tell Stories of what we do here, fa,04,14, -,
B ¢ {till my dear Chloris, enjoy thy Conceit, -
or the Babesare toc young & toolittleto prate, fa,ls,ls. 5.

¢ ow the Heavens fly {wifter than Day, fa, /s, /4, -,
o e quickly, or they will all cun away, fs, la, ls, .|

B ¢ quickly my Shepherd, quickly 1 tell ye, .

[ orthe Sun, Mcon & Starsaregotall in my Belly, f&, /4, -,

i cear, where am 1? pray thew me the way, fs, la, Is, -,
o0 my Father's Houle hard by, f4, /s, 1, M.
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If he chance to Chide me for ftaying fo long,
Ylitelthim thefumesof your Bottle were ftrong, f4,/4,:§

Ard now thou haft brooght my Body to Shame, fs, Jj
I prithee now tell me what is thy Name, f3, /a, ls, §
W hy Robin inthe Rufhes my Name is, quoth he, #
Burt I think I told her quite contrary, fa, s, /a.

Then for Robinin the Rufhes, the did enquire, fa,ls,l
But ke hung down his Head, and .he would not come§
(mgh her, fa, la, I/
He wink'd with one Eye, as if he had been Blind, §
And he drew one Leg aftera great way behind, fz, {4, I8
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XS I was a walking under a Grove;
Within my f{elf, as I {uppos'd ;
{y Mind did oftentimes remove,
And by no means could be difclofed:
.t length by chance a Friend I met,
- Which caufed me long time to tarry ;
i nd thus of me fhe did intreat,
To tell her when I meant to Marry.

weet- heart, quoth I, if you would know;
Then hear the Words, and I'll reveal it
ince 1n your Mind. you bear it {o,
And in your Heart you will conceal it:
he promifed me fhe’d make no Words,
But of fuch things fhe would be wary ;
And thus in brief 1 did begin,
To tell her when I meant to Marry.

Vhen Shrove-tide falls in Esfler week,

find Chrifimas in the midit of Fuly ;

hen Lawyers for no Fees will Plead,
And Taylors they prove juft and Truly :
'hen all Deceits are quite put down,
And Truth by all Men is preferred ;

And Indigo dies Red and Brown,

O then my Love and I'll be Married.

'hen Men and Beaftsio the Ocean flow,”
And Fifhesin green Fields are feeding ;
When Mulcle-thells 1n tiie Streets grow,
And Swans upon dry Rocks be breeding :
‘hen Cockle-fhells are Diamond Rings,
And Glafs to Pearl may be compared ;

old is made of a Grey-goofe Wings,

O then my Love and T'lIl be Married.

When Hoftefles do reckon-true,
And Dutchmen leave off drinking Brandy;
When Carts do bark, and Dogs do Mew,
g ASnd Brimftone is topk for Sugar-candy

Or
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Or when that Witfontide do fall,
Within the Month of Fanuary ;

And a Cobler works without an Aw],
O then my, .

When Women know not how to Scold,
And Maids on Sweet-hearts ne'er are thinking; §

When Men in the Fire complain of Cold,
And Ships on Salusbury Plain fear finking:

Or when Horfe-Courfers turn honeft Men,
And London into York is carried ;

And out of One you can take Ten,

O then, &«.

When Candlefticks do ferve for Bells,

And Frying-pans they do-ufe for Ladles;
When in the Sea they dig for Wells,

And Porridge-pots they ufe for Cradles :
When Maids forget to go a Mayiug,

And a Man on his Back an Ox can carry;
Or when the Mice with the Cat be playing,

O then, &-.

Good Sir, fince you have told me when,
That you're refolved for to Marry ;
1 wifh with all my Heare till then,

That for a Wife you {till may tarry:
But if all young Men were of your mind,
And Maids no better were preferred ;
~ 1 think it were when the D—1 were blind,

That we and our Lovers fhould be Married,.

7
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Gilderoys laff Farewel. 1o a New Tune
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Ilderoy-was a bonny Doy,
Had Rofes tull his {hun,
is Stockings were made of the fineflt Silk,
M His Garters hanging down:
wasa comely fight to {ee,
@ He was {o trim a Boy ;
 was my Joy and Heart’s Delight,
v Handfom  Gilderoy..

Ok
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Oh fike a charming Eye he had,
A Breath as {weet as a Rofe,
He never wore a Hiland-plad,
But coftly filken Cloaths :
He gain'd the Love of Ladies gay,
There's none to him was Coy ;
Ah, wa's Ioe, [{e mourn this Day,

For my Dear Gilderoy.

My G:ldery and I was born,
Boih in one Town tcgether;

Not paft Seven years of Age.

Since one did L.ove each other :
Our Daddies and our Mammies both,
Were cloath'd with mickle Joy ;
To think upon the Bridal Day,
perwixt 1 and my Gilderoy.

For Gilderoy, that Love of mine,
Geud faith Ife freely bought;
A Wedding-fark of Holland fine,

Wich Siik in Flowers wrought:
And he gave me a2 Wedding Ring,
W hich I receiv’d with Joy;
No Lzds or Lafles e'er could Sing,
Like my Jweee Gilderoy.

In mickle Joy we {pent our time,
T;1] we was both Fifteen ;
Then gently he did lay me down,

Amonail the leaves fo green:
\ihen he had done what he could dgo,

H. rofe and he gang'd his way ;
Bur ever fince I lovid the Man,
vy Handfore Gilderoy.

Vi Lile we did Hoth mgether play,
tie kifv'd me oerf and O €r ;
Ceod faith it was as blith 2 Day,

Ac eer 1 faw betores

7
b
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. Gi1'd my Heart 1n every Vein,
With Love and mickle Joy ;

L never, never fhall 1 fce,

The caufe of paft Delight;
 fike a lovely Lad as he,
Tranfport my Ravifhd fight :

he Law forbids what Love enjoyns,

And does prevent our Joy;
hough juft and fair were the Deligas,

| Of me and Gilderoy.

aufe Gilderoy had done amifs,

Muft he be punifh'd then;

tar kind of Cruelty is this

To hang fuch Handiom Men ?
te Flower of the Seorifb land,

A {weet and lovely Boy 3
- Iikewife had a Lady's Hand,

8 My Handfom Gilderoy,

¢ Leith they took my Gilderqy,

B A.d chere God wot they bang'd him 2
rry’d him to fair Edenburgh,

And there God wot they hang'd him:
Ehey fang'd him up above the reft,

B He was o trim a Boy 5
fy only Love and Heart’s Dclight,

My Hmzdfom Gilderoy.

~ hus having yielded up his Breath,
In Cyprefs he was laid ;
B cn for my deareft, after Death,

B A Funeral | made :

Wver his Grave a Marble-ftone,
W | fixed for my Joy ;

B ow [am left to weep alone,
i [or my Dear Gilderoy-
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The SCOT CH Wedding §

Between Jockey and JenNwy,

'I'HE N Fockey wou'd a Wooing away,
On our Feaft-day when he was foo ;

Then Famy put on her beft Array, B
VVhen fhe thought jockey would come to VVoo B

If T thought Feckey were come to Town,
It wad be for the leve of me;

Then wad I put on beth Hat and Goown,
Becaufe I'd feem worft{fome in his Eye.

Then Fenny prick’d up a brant breeght broow,
She was as breeght as onny clock; -

As Moggy always ufed to do,
For fear her Sweet-heart fhou’d her mock.

Then Femy fhoo tripped up the Stairs,
And fecretly to fhift her Smock ;
But leard how loud her Mother {wears,

O haft away Femmy, and come to Fock. The
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sen Fenny came tripping down the Stairs,
Oh Leard {o nimbly tripped the;

it oh how Fockey began to ftare,

VVhen he beheld hur fair Beauty!

hen Fenny made a Curtihy low,

Until the Stairs did touch her Dock;

t Leard how loud her Mother did lough,
VVhen fhoo Fenny was come to Fock.

hen Fockey tuke Fenny by the Neafe,

Saying my dear Lovey canft thou loof me 2
Iy Father is Dead and hasleft me Land,
Some fair ould Houfes twa or three.

hou fhalt be the Lady o'er them aw,
I doot, quod Fenny you do me mock ;
d ta my faw, quoth Feckey, then,
| I come to woo thee Femny, quoth Fock,

Thi's o be faid after the SONG.

Bea then they gang'd to the Kirk to be wad; noow they
Mecn'c ufe to wad in Scotehland as they wad in England,
ot they gang to ¢he Kirk, and they take the Donkin by
e Rocket, and fay, good morn Sir Donkin, fays Sir
Wonkin, ah Fockey fen ater me, wit ta ha Fenny to th
Bvadded VVife? ay by her Lady quoth Fockey ang
Bhanka twa, we aw my Heart; ah Jenny {en ater me,
it ta ha Fockey to thy wadded Loon, to have and to
B old foraver an aver, forfaking aw other Loons, lubber-
oons, black Lips, blue Nafes, an aw Swiggbell'd caves?
BBh, an thefe twa be’nt as weel wadded ase’er T wadded
B3 in Scozchland, the Deel and St. Andrew part ye.
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A Scotch S o % 6 made to the Irith ] 1 c 6, n 4N
Sung to the King at Whitehall.

LAter as thorough the fair Edinborongh,
To view the fair Meadows as I was ganging ;

Zockey and Mogzy were walking and talking,

Of Love and Religion, thus clofely Haranguing;
Never fays Moggy, come near me falfe Fockey, ‘l

For thou art a Whiz, and I mean to abhor thee;
Iz be no Bride, nor will lig by thy fide,

For no fneaking Rebel fhall Tift a Leg o'er me.

Fockes
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by, Faireflt and Deareft,
And to my Heart neare{’c
To live with thy Frowns I no longer am able ;
I am fo lovmg,
And thou art {o moving,

Each Hair of thy Head ties me fait as a Cable s
Thou halt that in thee,

I{e {ure to win me,

To Jew, Turk or Atheift, fo much I adore thee;
Nething I'd fhun,

Thar s under the Sun,
So I have the plealure to lift a Leg o’er thee.

72y, Plotters and Trayrtors,
And Affociators,
Inevery degree thou’ halt {wear to oppofe 'em ;
| Swimmers and Trimmers,
The Nations Redeemers,
And for thy Reward thou halt {leep in my Bofom
] had a Dad,
VVas a Roy al brave Lad,
And as true as the Sun to his Mosarch before me ; .
Mozey he cryd,
The fame hour that he Dy’d,
|et no {neaking Rebel e'er lifr a Leg o'et thee.

ey, Adieu then ye Crew then,
Of Proteftant Blue Men,
No Faltion his Mogzy from Fockey Thall [ever ;

' T hou fhalt at Court,
.. My Converfion Report,
¢ am not the firft VVhig by his VVife brought 1
| ife never deal, (favour
For the dull Common VVeal,
M1 o fight for true Monarchy fhall be my Glory ;
- "Lulld with thy Charms,

Then I die in your Arms,
"Vhen I have the Pleafure to lift a Leg o'er thee, -

; =
-"-v.'

e
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The Fair Lafs of ISLINGTON, |

THere was a Lafs of IZimgrom,
As | have heard many tell;
And fhe would to fair Lenden go,
Fine Apples and Pears to ﬁ:ﬁ
And as along the Streets the flung,
With her Basket on her Arm;
Her Pears to fell, you may know 1t right well,
This fair Maid meant no harm.

But as fhe tript along the Street,

Her pleafant Fruit to fell ;
A Vintner did with her meet,

Who lik’d this Maid full well:
Quoth he, fair Maid, what have you there?
In Basker decked brave ;

Fine Pears, quoth fhe, and if it pleafe ye
A Tafte Sir you fhall have.

The Vintner he took a Tafte,
And 1ik'd it well, for why;

This Mazid he thought of all the ref,
Moft pleafing to his Eye:

Quoth ke, fair Maid I have a Suit,
That you to me muit grant;

Which if I find you be 1o kind,

Nothing that you fhall want.
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y Beauty doth fo.pleafe my Eye,
And dazles {o my fighe;

at now of all my Liberty,

[ am deprived quite :

ien prithee now confent to me,
And do not put me by ;

19 but one imall courtefie,

All Night with you to lie.

if you lie with me one Nighe,
As you propound to me ;
jo expett that you-fhould prove,
Both courteous, kind and free :.
)l for to tell you all in fhort,
t will coft you Five- Pound,
Match, a Match, the Vintner faid,
And fo let this go round.

er Money fhe did crave,

ftay, quoth he, the other Night,
pind thy Money thou fhalc have :
annot {tay, nor I will not ftay,
needs muft now be gone,

or Money I'll pay thee none.

1s Maid fhe made no more ado,
Jut to a Juftice went ;

d unto him fhe made her moan,
ho did her Cafe Lament:

{aid fhe had a Cellar Let out,
o a Vintner in the Town;

Bd how that he did then agree,
a¥ve Pound to pay her down.

il now, quoth fhe, the Cafe is thus,
o Rent that he will pay ;

crefore your Worthip 1 befeech,
¥ o fend for him this Day:

en he had lain with her all Night,

y then thou may’ft thy Money go look,

Then
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Then f{trait the Juftice for him {ent,
And asked the Realon why ;
That he would pay this Maid no Rent?

To which he did Reply,

Although 1 hired a Cellar of her,
And the Poffeflion was mine ?

I ne’er put any thing into it,
Butr one poor Pipe of Wine:

Therefore my Bargain 1t Was hard,
As you may plainly fee;

{ from my FEreedom was Debarr’d,
Then good Sir favour me.

This Fair Maid being ripe of Wi,
Che f:rait Reply’d again;

There were two Butts more at the Door,
VVvhy did you not roul them in?

You had your Freedom and your VVill,
As 1s to you well known ;

Therefore 1 do defire fhll,

For to receive my OWn.

The Juftice heaning of their Cale,
Did then give Order {frait ;
 That he the Moncy fhould pay down,

Che fhould no longer wait -
VVichal he told the Vintner plain

If he a Tennant be ;

He muft expelt to pay the fame,
Cor he could mot ir Rent-frees

But when the Money fhe had got,

She put it in_her Purfe :
And clapt her Hand on the Cellar Door,

And {aid it was never the worle:
\"Vhich caufed the People 211 1o Laugh,
To {ee this Vintner EFine;
O ir.witted by a Country Girl,
Abcut his Pipe of VVine.
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49

The moft Famous BALLAD

Of King Henry the sthy bis Villory over
the French at Agencourt,

A Councel grave our King did hold,
K2 With many a Lord and Knight:

That he might truly underftand,
That France did hold his Right.

nto the King of France therefore,

Embaffadors he fent;
[hat he might truly underftand,
| His Mind and whole Intent.

efiring him in friendly fort,

§ His Jawful Right to yield ;

)r elfe he fwore by dint of Sword,
To win it in the Field.

he King of Framce with all his Lords,
2 Did hear this Meflage plain;

nd to our brave Embaflador,

Did anfwer with Difdain,

VOL 7. D

Arnd
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And faid our King was yet too young,
And of but tender Age;

Therefore they pafs not for his Threats,
Nor fear not his Courage.

His Knowledge yet in Feats of Arms,
As yet is very imall ;

His tender Joints more fitter are,

. To tofs a Tennis-ball.

A Tun of Tennis-balls therefore,

- In Pride and great Difdain;
He fent unto this Royal King,
To recompence his Pain.

Which An{wer when our King did hear, -
He waxed wroth in Heart ;

Ard fwere he would provide fuch Balls,.
Should make all France to fmart.

An Army then our King did held,
Which was both good and {trong ;

And from Scuzbempten 1s our King,
With all his Navy gone.

In France he Ianded fafe and found,
Both he and all his Train ;
And to the Town of Huff: then

He marched up amain.

Which when he had befieg’d the Town,

Againft the fenced Walls;
To bacter down the {tately Towers,
He fent his Englifh Balls.

When this was done our King did march,
Then up and down the Land:
And rot a Frenchman for his Life,

Durft once his Force withftand.
U
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i1l he came to Agescourt,
Whereas it was his chance ;
y find the King in readinefs,
With all the Power of Framee.

mighty Hoft he had prepar'd,
Of Armed Soldiers then ;

hich were no lefs by juft Account,
Than Forty Thoufand Men.,

hich fight did much amaze our King,
For he and all his Hoft ;

¢ paffing Fifteen Thoufand had,
Accounted with the, moft.

e King of France who well did know,
he Number of our Men; ,
vaunting Pride and great Difdain,
Did fend an Herald then:

) underftand what he would give,
or Ranfom of his Life ;
enthey in Field had taken him,

Amongft the bloody ftrife.

i when our King with cheerful Heart,
d his an{wer then did make;

ore that it does come to pafs,

ome of your Hearts will ake.

[ to your proud prefumptuous King,
Jeclare this thing, quoth he;

own Heart’s-blood will pay the Price,
Bought elfe he gets of me.

B {pake the noble Duke of Yurz,
B noble King, quoth he,
Leading of this Battle brave,

o docth belong to me.
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God-a-mercy Coufin Tork, he faid,
I grant thee thy Requeft ;

Then lead thou on couragioully,
And 1 will lead the reft

Then came the bragging Frenchmen down,
With cruel Force and Might;
«Vith whom our Noble King began,

A fierce and dreadiul Fighr.

Their Horles cumbled on the Stakes,
And fo their Lives they loft ;
And many a Frenchman there was taen,

As Prifoners tO heir coft.

Ten Thoufand Men that Day was {lain,

As Enemies in the Field :
And eke as many Prifoners,
\Were forc'd that Day t0 yield.

Thus had our King 2 happy Day;
And Vitory -over rramce;

And brought them quickly under foot
That late in Pride did prance.

God fave our King,
And grant to hum likewiie ;

“The upper-hand and Vittory,
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The Lady IsaverLa’s Tragedy: Or, the Steg-

Mother’s Cruelty. To the foregoing Tuns,

THere was a Lord of worthy Fame,
l And a Hunting he would ride,
\ttended by a noble Train,

Of Gentry on each fide.

And whilft he did in Chace remain,
To fee both Sport and Play ;

is Lady went as fhe did feign,
Unto the Church to pray.

his Lord he had a Daughter Fair,
Whofe Beauty fhin’d {o bright;

hhe was belov’d both far and near,
Of many a Lord and Knight.

air Ifabelln was fhe call’'d,
A Creature Fair was fhe ;

Klic was her Father’s only Joy,
As you fhall after fee.

Jut yet her Cruel Step-Mother,
Did Envy her fo much;
[hat Day by Day fhe fought her Life,

He Malice 1t was {uch.

I he bargain'd with the Mafter-Cook,
ll To take her Life away;
And taking of her Daughter’s Book,

% She thus to her did fay.

B Go haften prefently ;
BRnd tell unto the Mafter-Cook,
B Thefe Words which 1 tell thee.

D 3

o home, {weet Daughter, I thee pray.

And



And prefently‘fhe shed home,
Her Mind for to fulfil.

She {traight into the Kitchin went,

Her Meffage for to tell ;
And there the Mafter-Cook fhe {py’d,

Who did with Malice fwell.

Now M a{’tcr-Coalk it mhuft be fo,

Do that which I thee tell 5
Y ou needs muft drefs the milk-white Doe,

Which you do know fall well.

Then {traight his cruel bloody Hands,

He on the Lady laid;
Who quivering and {haking {tands,

While thus to her he {aid -

T hou art the Doe that 1 muft drefs,
See here, behold my Knife;
For it is Pointed prefently,

To rid thee of thy Life.

O then cry'd out the Scullion Boy,
As loud as loud might be;

O {ave her Life, sood Mafter-Cook,
And make your Pies of me ?

For pity fake do not deftroy
My Lady with your Knife ;
v ou know fhe is her Father's Jov,

For Chrift's fake fave her Lafe.
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IYc:t :f thou doft this Deed betray, «
Thy Rutcher I‘Wln be ; | o

¥

now when this Lord he diﬂ?‘comc' Home, °
For to fit down to Meat el
He called for his Daughte

1
. »
! >

1!
f

[ ’
o Jg;ﬂﬁ L
To come and carve his Mesfe. ~

~

ow fit you down, his Lady faid,
O fit you down to Meat; -
nto fome Nunnéry the’s gone,
Your Daughter dear forget.’

hen folemnly he madle a Vow,

Gefore the Company s .
hat he would neither eat nor drnnk,

Until he did her fee.

D then befpoke the Scullion Boy,
With a loud Voice fo high ;
that you will your Daughter fee
My Lord cut up the Pye.

W herein her Flefh is minced {mall,
And parched with the kire;

| caufed by her Step-Mother,
I Who did her Death defice.

B d curfed be the Mafter-Cook,

B O curfed may he be!

3 nroffer’d him ‘my own Heart’s Blood,
M From Death to fet her free.

Rhen all in Black this Lord did Mourn,
B And for his Daughter’s fake ;

g EiUdgEd for her StcP'MOthc.r:

B To be burnt at a Stake.

Bcvife he judg'd the Mafter-Cook,
In boyling Lead to ftand;
¢ made the ﬁmiﬂe Scullion Boy,

4 The Heir to all his Land.
D4

-
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A4 BALLAD.

in Praife of a certain Commander i the City, .-
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Heroe of no fmall Renown,

A Burt noted for a Man of Mettle ;s
Thro all the Parts of London Town,

No Gentleman, nor yet a Clown,
No grave wife man, nor ftupid Beetle.

By many Deeds of Prowefs done,

He’s gain'd a matchlefs Reputation 3
Perform’d by neither Sword nor Gun,
But by whar means you'll know anon,

And how he work'd his Prefervation.

W
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Well mounted on a noble Steed, .
With Sword and Piftol charg’d before him;
Altho’ we muft confefs indeed, :
Of either Afms there was no need,
His Condutt did alone fecure him.

With's Wife upon a fingle Horfe,

~ T'wards Eppin both rid out together ;.

Dut what than ill Luck can be worlig,

A High-way-Man of equal torce,
Alafs, obftruted both their Pleafure.

‘With Piftol cock'd he made demand,

And told them he muft have their Mongy ;-
he Major wifely would not ftand,

Nor on his Piftols clap a Hand,

¥ e was not fuch a fighting Tony. .

Put fpur'd away as fwift as Wind,
No Elk or Tyger could run fafter ;

as ever Man {o {tout and kin:_i, ‘
0 leave his frighted Wife behind,;

Expos'd to fuch a fad Difafter.

er Necklace, Cloaths and Diamond Ring,
The greedy Robber quickly fell to; .

Une Pecticoat he let her bring

Away with Smock, and t'other Thing,

To let her noble Heroe fmell to.

W his Slight bred fad domeftick Strife,

8 Altho’ the Man's to be commended 3
g or what's a loving handfome Witig,

@ 0 a Man’s Money or his Life,.

Cor all is loft when that is ended.

57
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AS the Fryer he went along, and a poring in his Boo
At laft he fpy’d 2 Jolly brown Wench a wathiy
{of her Bu

Sing, Stow the Fryer, flow the Fryer
Scnz good Man, and let this fair Moid go.

The Fryer he pull'd out and a Jolly brown T—d s

( much as he could hand!
Fair Maid, quoth he, if thou carrieft Fire in thy A

(come light me this fame Cand
Sing, Stow the Fryer, &c.

The Maid {ke th— and a Jolly brown T— out of

( Jolly brown Hd
Good Siry quoth fhe, if you will 2 Candle light co

H (blow me this fame C
Sing, Stow the Fryer, &c.

Tart of the Sparks flew into the Ner#b, and part into
(the Su
And part cfchisjolly brown T— flew into the Frye

(Mor

Sing. Szow thz Iryer, flow the Frycr
Sowe §ooa Mam, and lst this fair Maid go,
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7 he Lafs Uf Ly NnNs ﬁ”ﬂwﬁlzzdme,datfan ﬁ"
ftbe L(ﬁ Qf hey ‘,Mafdgn. Hﬂﬂd. |

B m a young Lafs of Zynn,
Who often faid thank you too;
Hy Belly’s now almoft to my Chin,
I cannot tell what to do.

i being {o free and kind,
Uoes make my Heart to rue ;
he fad Effe&s of this ! find,

And cannot tell what to do.

[v Petticoats which T wore,

l And likewife my Aprons too;

B .5, they are all too fhort before,
D eamnet, &C.

Vo ever voung Maid fo croft,

8l o5 1 who thank’d himtoo;

CC why, my Maiden-head 15 1oft,
<okt tell whot te de.
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1o forrowful fort ¥ cry'd,
And may now for ever ruc;

The Pain lies in my Back and Side,
[ cannot te what to do.

Alafs T was kind and mild,
But now the fame I rue;
Having no Father for my Child,.
I canmot, &KC.

% took but a Touchin jeit,
Believe me this 15 truc;
Yet I have proved, 1 protcﬂ‘,,

And camot, &C.

He crav’d my Virginity,
And gave me his own in lieu;;

In this I find 1 was too kind,
And canmot, &C.

Each Damfel will me degrade,
And fo will the young Men t00 ;.
Y'm neither Widow, Wife, nor Maid;.

A Cradle I muft rovide,
A Chair and a Poflet 100 5.
Nay, likewiie twenty Things
I camnot, &C.

befide,

When I was a Maides fair,
Such Sorrows 1 never knew.;
But now my Heart 1s fall of Care,

I cannct, &C.

Oh what will become of me,
My Belly’s as big as [WO0;

Tis with a Two-legg'd Tympany;
7 saxmet 2] what 20 4V
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You Lafles that hear my Moan,

If you will your Joys renew ;
Befure, while Marned lye alonc
Or elfe you at length may rue,

1 came of as good a Race,
As moft is in Lyan's fair Town ;.
And coft a great deal bringing up,
But a little Thing laid me down.

2padp il olpalip obp it oba o obin ket

The Fovial Tinker,
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T HERE was a Jovial Tinker,

Which was a good Ale drinker

He never was a Shrinker,

Believe me this is true ;
And he came from the wild of Kent,
W her all his Money was gone and {pent,
W hich made him look like a Fack-a-Len?,
nd Foan's Ale is new,
And Foan's Ale is new Boys,
And Foan's Ale is new,

The Tinker he did fettle,

Noft like a Man of Mettle,

And vow’d to pawn his Kettle,
Now mark what did enfue;

His Neighbours they flock'd in apace,

To {ee Tum Tinker's comely Face,

W here they drank foundly for a fpace,
Avilft Joan's 4le, &.

The Cobler and the Broom Man,
Came next into the Room, Man,
And f2id they would drink for boon Man,
Let each one take his due ;
Bur when good Liquor they had found,
They caft their Caps upon the Ground,
And fo the Tinker he drank round,
ppilf Joan's Ale, &¢.

The Rag-man being weary,
With the Burden he did carry,
He {wore he would be merry,

And fpend a Shilling or two;
And he told his Hoftefs to her Face,
The Chimney-corner was his Place,
Ard he began to drink apace,

A4 Joan's Ale, &C.

The Pedlar ke drew nigher,

For it was his defire,

To throw the Rags i'th’ Fire,
And burn the bundle blue ;.
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co whilft they drank whole Flafhes,
And threw about the Glales,
The Rags were burnt to Alhes,
ind Joan's Ale, &C,

The Second PART,

AN D then came in a Hatter,

i To fee what wasthe matter,

He {corn’d to drink cold Water,
Amongit that Jovial Crew ;

And like a Man of Courage ftout,

He took the Quare-Pot by the Snout,

And never left till all was out,

0 Joan's Ale, &<

The Taylor being nimble,
with Bodkin, Shears and Thimble,
He did no whit diffemble,
1 think his Name was True ;
| He faid that he was like to choak,
And he call’d fo falt for Lap and Smoak,
B Until he had pawn’d the Vinegar Cloak,

For ]Oan’: Ale, &c.

d Then came a pitiful Porter,

B Which often did refort there,

! Quoth he, I'il fhew fome Sport here,

B Amongft the Jovial Crew;

M The Porter he had very bad luck,

B Defore that it was tén a Clock,

8 [lic Fool got Drunk, and loft his Frock,
Tor Joan's Ale, &¢.

B Tle bonny brave Shoe-maker,

& A brave Tobacco taker,

8 Hefcorn'd to be a Quaker,

| I think his Name was Huzh;

8 1le call'd for Liquor in {o faft,

8 Till he forgot his Awl and Lalft,
And up the Reckoning he did caft;.

imilft Joan's dle, &

Aql
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And then came in the Weaver,
You never faw a braver,
With a Silk Man and a Glover,
Toin Tinker for to ViEW ;
And fo to welcam him to Town,
They every Man fpent half a Crown,
And fo the Drink went merrily down,
For Joan's Ale, &¢.

Then came a Drunken Dutchmarn

And he would have a touch, Man,

But he foon took too much, Man,
Which made them after rue;

He drank fo long as I fuppofc,

*Till greafie Drops fel! from his Nofe,

And Jike a Beaft befoul'd his Hofe,

whilft Joan's Ale, &c.

A Welchman he came next, Sir,
With Joy and Sorrow mixt, Sir,
VVho being partly vex'd, oir,

He out his Dagger drew;
Cuts-plutter-a-nails, quoth Taffy then, .
A Welchman 1s a Shentleman,

Come Hoftefs fill’s the other Cann,

For Joan's dle, &c.

Thus like to Men of Courage ftout,

Gouragioufly they drank about,

T3l fuch time all the Ale was out,
As I may tell to you;

And when the Bufinefs was done,

They every man departed home,

And promis'd Foan again to COME,
i#hen [be bad Brew d anew.
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The Soldiers Fortune : Or, the taking Mardyke.
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ﬁen firlt Mardyke was made a Prey,

Twas Courage that carry’d the Fort away,
i [hen do not lofe your Valours Prize,

B8y gazing on your Miftreffes Eyes ;

Byt
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But put off your Petticoat-parley,
Potting and fotting, and laughing and quafing Canan
Will make a good Soldier mifcarry :
And never Travel for true Renown ;
Then turn to your Marfhal Miftrefs, |
Fair Minerva the Soldier’s Sifter is; (WoundsSir
Rallying and fallying, with gathing and {lathing of
With turning and burning of Towns, Sir,
Is a high ftep to a great Man’s Throne.

Let bold Bellins’s Brewer frown,
And his Tunn fhall overflow the Town;
And give the Cobler Sword and Fate:
And a Tinker may trapan the State;
Such Fortunate Foes as thefe be,
Turn’d the Crown to a Crofs at Nafeby:
Father and Mother, Sifter and Brother confounded,
And many a good Family wounded ;
By a terrible turn of Fate,
He that cankill a Man, thunder and plunder the Tows,
And pull his Enemies down, Sir, (Sis
In time may be an Officer great.

It is the Sword does order all,

Makes Peafants rife, and Princes fall;
All Svlogifms in vain are {pilr,

No Lcgick like a Basket-hilt: i

It handles ’em joint by joint Sir, (foundly;
Quilling and drilling, and fpilling, and Killing pro
Until the Difputers on Ground lie,

And have never a word to {ay ; ( Carter,
Unlefs it be Quarter, Quarter, Truth is confuted by
By firipping and nipping, and ripping and qup ping
Doth Conquera Power of Per{wafions, (Evafions,

Arifictle hath loft the Day.

The Musket bears fo great a force,
To Learning it has no remorfe ;

The Prieft, the Layman, the Lord,
Find no Diftin&ion from the Sword ;
‘Tan tarra, Tan tarra the Trumpet,
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Now the Walls begin to crack,
The Councellors firuck dumb too,
By the Parchment upon the Drum too 5
ub-a-dub, dub-a-dub, dub-a-dub, dub-a.dub an Ala
‘ach Corporal now can out-dare ’em, (rum,
[earned L/ttleton Boes to rack.

hen fince the Sword fo bright doth fhine,
¢'ll leave our Wenches an§ our Wine,

And follow Mars where-e’er he runs,

And turn our Pots and Pipes to Guns.

The Bottles {hall be Grenadoes,

Ve'll bounce about the Bravado’s (Erench Boys,
y hufhng and puffing, and {nuffing and cuffing the

Vhole Brows have been dy’d in a Trench Boys;

Well got Fame is a Warriour’s Wife,

he Drawer {hall be the Drummer, -

¢’ll be Colonels all next Summer (brave Boys,

By hilting and tilting, and pointing and jointing like

‘e fhall have Gold or a Grave, Boys,

And there’s an end of a Soldier’s Life.

R R R D B DD R RS

The MISSE S Complaint,

Tune, Packington’s Pound.
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O W now Sifter Betzoriz, why look you fo fad? §

Gilian. The times are {o hard & our trading fo b}
That we in our Fun&tion no Money can gain, "
Our Pride and our Bravery for to maintain.

B:tt. True Sifter, G/4ian, T know it full well,

But what will you fay if {fuch News I do tell?
And how’t will rejoyce you, 'll make it out plain,
Will make our Trade quick,and more Money will ga

There's none of the pitiful Tribe we'll be for,

And Six-penny Cuftomers we will abhor ;

For all thofe that will our Domintons iavade,
Muft pay for their fauce, we muft live by our Tra

Gil. Good Sifter if you can make this but appear,
My Spiric and Senfes you greatly will chear,

But a Famine of Flefh will bring all things to pafs,
Or clfe we are as bad ftill as ever we was.

Bert. Lately s Counfel of Bauds there did meet,

In Ceck and Pye Alley, near Doo-little Street:

And who was the Counfe], and what was there dont;
F1l make it out to you as clear as the Sun,

Eros
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rom Ratelif-high-way, and from Nightingale-lane,
heir Deputies come with a very fine Train :

aro thefe two Couple come long fided Swe,

s as good as e’er twang'd, if you give her her due.

hen Tower-Ditch and Hatton-izll {ent in their Prayers,
And dreft as compleatly as Horfes to Fairs;

ith them Jumping Fenny appear’d, as ’tis faid, -

’ho ne'er in her Life of a Man was afraid.

[he two Metropolitans came from the Park,

\s arch at the Game, as ¢'er plaid in the Dark ;

'hen Lutencr's-lane a gay Couple did bring, |
I'wobetter, I think, was ne’er ftretch’d in hemp-ftring,

['here was many others from Places remote,
The which were too ‘tedious for me here to note ;
B nd what was their Bufinefs I here will declare,

¥iow to keep our Trade in Repute they take care.

B\ nd fir(t for thofe Ladies that walk in the Night,
Iheir Aprons and Handkerchiefs they fhould be white,
And that they do walk more in Town than in Fields,

For chat is the Place moft Variety yields,

And thofe that are over-much worn by their Trade,
bhall go in a Veflel, their Paflage being paid ;

[he Venture of Cuckolds, ’tis called by Name,

And this 1s the way for to keep up our Fame.

B 0d his is the Ship which the Cuckolds have brought,

t lies at their Haven, and is to be frought"
pind thither Whores rampant, that pleale may repair,
BWVith Mafter and Captain to truck for their Ware.

Knd for a Supply, that our Trade may increafe,

g or wanton Commodity 1t will grow lefs;
e'll vifit the Carriers, and take them up there,

gind then for their Tutering we will take care.

N this we fhall eafe all the Countries to do't,
i do our felves Pleafure and Profit to boot ;
or un- that 1 crack’d in the Country before,

» B0 Londen will make a fpick and fpan Whore.

There's
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There's many more Precepts which they did advif,
But thefe which I'il give you here fhall fufhce:

And when you have heard them, I chink you will fay,
We ne’er were more likely to thrive in our way.

Some Orders agreed upon at a General Confultation

of the Sifterhood of Nightingale-lane, Rat.
cliff-high-way, Tower- Ditch,Rofe-mary-lane,
Harton-Wall, Safforn-hill, Wetftone’s-Park,
Lutener's-lane, and other Places adjacent, fao
. the general Enconragement and Advancement of

their Occupation,

I

Hat no Night-walker prefume to go without a Whin
Adren and Handkerchief, the better to be feen.

II.
To keep due Time and Hours, for fear of the Conflable and
his Watch.
INI.

That thofe whith are over-wern, coft off and cafbier'd, dore
p.:z'r to the S:'ﬂ'p called (the Cuckolds Venture) NOW Yo
dinz at Cuckolds Haven, thence to be tranfported over.
Sea, to have their Brecches repaired,

IV,

That 8 due care be taken to wifit the Carriers for crackd
Maidenbeads, for the Ufe and Increafe of onr Occupation,

V.
Trat all boneft Women belonzing to eithzr Wittals or Cucke
olds, &2 admitted to the princival Places in this Ship.

VI
£ud 1afly, for the betrer State and Magnificence of the li
nourable Corporation of W—es, tis order’d that 8
Chariot be made to be drawn by Cuckolds, she Cuckold
makers re drive, and 15 Wictals to #ide. .
b
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The well approved Doclor

r, an Infallible Cure for Cuckorms, To
the foregoing Tune.

HERE isa fine Do&or now come to Town,
Whofe pra&ticein Phyfick hath gain’d him Renown,

curing of Cuckelds he hath the beft Skill,
v giving one Dofe of his approved Pill.

is Skill is well known, and his Praltice 15 great,
hen come to the Do&or before 'tis too late ;

is Med’cines ar¢ fafe, and the Dottor is fure,

e takes none in Hand buc he perfells, the Cure,

he Do&or himfelf he doth freely unfold,
har b= can Cure Cuckolds tho' never fo old ;
¢ helps this Diftemper in all {orts of Men,

k Forcy and Fifty, yea, Threefcore and Ten.

here was an old Man lived near to the Strand,
cripid and Feeble, fcarce able to ftand;

ho had been a Cuckold full Forty long Years,
t hearing of this how he prick'd up his Ears.

ay to the Do&or he went with all fpeed,
here he ftruck a bargain, they foon were agreed ;
> cured his Forehead that nothing was feen,

hd now he’s as brisk as a Youth of Fifreen.

bw this being known, how his Fame it did ring,
d unto the Do&or much trading did bring;

hev came to the Dcétor out of e’ery Shire,

fom all Parts and Places, yea both far and near.

Wth Dutchmen and Scotchmen to London did ride,
ith 8 5omny-ap-Morgan, and Thoufands befide ;
us all forts and fizes, both rich Men and poor,

bey came in whole Cart-loads to this Do&or’s goor,
| ome
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Some whining, fome weeping, fome careful and fag

And fome was contented, and others born mad ; '
Some crooked, fome ftrait Horns, and fome over-grom ik
The like in all Ages I think was ne’er known. |

Some rich and brave flourithing Cuckolds were ther Ji8
That came in whole Droves, Sir, as if to Horn-Fair,
For now there is hopes to be cur'd of their Grief,
The Do&or declares 1n the Fall of the Leaf.

Let none be {o foolith as now to negledt,

This Do&or’s great Kindnefs and civil Refpelt ;
Tho’ rich Men may pay, yet the Poor may go free,
So kind and fo courteous a Do&or is he.

*Tis known he fo worthy a Confeience doth make,
Poor Cuckolds he’ll cure them for Charity fake ;

Nay, farcher than this ftill his Love does enlarge,
Providing for them at his own Coft and Charge.

Bur {fome are {o wicked, that they will exclaim
Againft their poor Wives, making 'em bare the Blam
And will not look out in the leaft for a Cure,

But all their fad Pains and their Tortures endure.

But ‘tis without reafon, for he that is born
Under {uch a Planet, is Heir to the Horn:
Then ccme to the Dotor both rich Men and Poor,
He'll carefully cure vou, what would you have mot

The Term of his Time here thie Dotor does writ,
From {ix in the Morning “till feven atr Night;
Where in his own Chamber he {ill will remain,

At the Sign of the Woodeock 1n Vinegar-lane,
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The Door doth bere likewife prefent you with the
Receipt of bis Infallible Medicine, that thofe
which bave no occafion for it themfelves, may
do good to their Neighbours and Acquaintances :
And take it bere as followeth.

AKE five Pound of Brains of your December Flies,
And forty true Tears from a Crocodile’s Eyes;
iThe Wit of a Weafel, the Wool of a Frog,
With an Ounce of Conferve of Michacimas Fog.

And make him a Poultis when he goes to Bed,
To bind to his '1emples behind of his Head ;
\s hot as the Patient he well can endure,

And this 1s for Cuckolds an abfolute Cure.

A S0 NG,

0 O D Neighbour why do you look awry,
you are a wond'rous Stranger ;

‘ou walk about, you huff and poyt,

| Asif you'd burtt with Anger :

s 1t for that your Fortune’s great,

j§ Oryou fo Wealthy are ?

Ot live {o high there’s none a-nigh

That can with you compare ?

but t'other Day 1 heard one fay,

Your Huasband durft nat fhow his Ears,

put like a Lout does watk about,

30 full of Sighs and Fears:

ood Mrs. Zare, I caren’t a Fart,

For you nor all your Jears.

y Husband’s known for to be one,
That 1s moft Chaft and pure ;
ind fo would be continually,

§ But for fuch Jades as you ave::
VOL. vV, 0
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You wafh, you lick; you fmug, you trick,
You tofs a twire a grin;;

You nod and wink, and in his Drink,
You firive to draw him in:

You Lie you Punck, you're always Drunk,
And now you Scold and make a Strife,

And like a Whore you run o'th’ Score,
And lead him a weary Life ;

Tell me fo again you dirty Quean,
And I'll pull you by the Quoif.

Go drefs thofe DBrats, thofe nafty Rats,
That have a Lear {fo drowzy ;
With Vermin fpread they look like Dead,
Good Faith they’re always Loufie:
Pray hold you there, and do not {wear,
You are not half {o fweet ;

You feed yours up with bit and {up,

- And give them a dirty Teat:

My Girls, my Boys, my only Joys,
Are better fed and taught than yours;

You lie you Flirt, you lock like Dire,
And I'll kick you out of Doors;

A very good Jeft, pray do your beft,
And Faith ['ll quit your Scores.

Go, go you are a nafty Bear,
Your Husband cannot bear it ;
A nafty Quean ase’er was feen,
Your Neighbours all can {wear 1it:
A fulfome Trot and good for nought,
Unlefs 1t be to chat ;
You ftole a Spoon out of the Room,
Laft Chriftning you were at:
You lye you Bitch you've got the Itch,
Your Neighbours know you are not found ;
Look how you Claw with your nafty Paw,
And I'll fell you to the Ground ;
You've tore my Hood, you fhall make it good

If it coft me Forty Pound.

W
=
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The Jovial CosLEer of St Hellens.
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| Am a jovial Cobler bold and brave,
And as for Employment enough I have:
e 1o keep yogging my Hammer and Awl,
WL T [t Singing and Whitling in my Stal,
BStall, Stall, whilft 1 fit Singing and Whitling in my Sial,

bt there’s Dick the Carman, and Hodge who drives the
Sixteen, or Eighteen Pence a Day, (Dray
ve in the Dirt, whilft I with my Aw]), |
K¢t more Money, ficting, fitting in my Stall, &c.

d there’s Tom the Porter, Companion of the Pot,
0 ftands in the Street with his Rope and Knor,
iting at a Corner to hear who will him call,
Vhill 1 am getting Momey, Money in my Stall, &ce

d there’s the jolly Broom-man, his Bread for to get,
s Brooms up and down in the open Street,
d one crys broken Glafles tho ne'er To fmall,

R 1 am gosting Money, Money in my Stall, &e.
L2 And

s
4
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And there’s another gang of poor fmutty Souls,

Doth trudge up and down to cry Small-coals ;

With a Sack on their Back, az a Door ftand and ]
Whilft I am getting Money, Money in my Stall, &<,

-
g i

.
.|

And there’s another fort of Notes, K

Who crys up and down old Suits and Coats ;
And perhaps fome Days get nothing at all,
Whilf 1 fit getting Money, Money in my Stall, &c.

And chere’s the Jolly Cooper with his Hoops at his

Who trudgeth up and down to fee who lack  (Bac,

Their Casksto be made tite, with Hoops grear and {m]
Whilfl I it getting Money, Moncy in my Stall, &c. ‘

And there’s a Jolly Tinker that loves'a bonny J.afs,
Who trudges up and down to mend old Brafs ;
With his Jong smutty Punch to force holes withal

Whilff 1 fit gersing Money, Money in my Stall, &,

And there 1s another old Tom Terrab,
Who up and down the City drives his Barrow ;
"To fell his Fruit both great and fmall,

Whillt I [is getsing Momey, Money in my Stall, &c.

And there is the Blind and Lame, with a wooden Le

Who vp and down the City they forced are to beg

Some Crumbs of Comfort, the which are but{mall,
WEillt 1 [it getting Momey, Money in my Stall, &c.

And there’s a gang of Wenches who Oyfters fell,
And Powder Mod with her {weetr fmell ;
She trudges up and down with Powder and Ball,

Whilft 1 fir getting Moncy, Money in my Stall, &¢.

And there’s the jovial Girls with their Milking-Pa
Who trudge up and down with their Draggle Tals
Flip flapping at their Heels for Cuftom they call,

Whil# 1 fit getting Moncy , Money in my Stall, &g,
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['is thefe are the Gang who take great Pain,
nd it is thofe who do me maintain ;
ue when it blows and rains 1 do plty them all,
T [ec them trudge aboup while 1 am in my Sralt &e.

nd there's many more who flave and toil,

heir living to get, but it is not worth while,

o mention them, fo I'N fing in my Stall,

[ asii the bapp z'g;r Mortal, Mortal of them all,

V40, 2l T am the bappieft Merzal, Mortal af them all,

BE S M, M S K % & &
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was 8 Rich Merchant Man,
That had both Ship and all
! he woyld crof's the {alt Seas,

ho’ his cunning it was but {mall,

Fidler and his Wife,

hey being nigh at hand

ld needs go faxl along with him,
Om Dover unto Scotland.

E 3 The
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The Fidler's Wife look’d brisk,
Which made the Merchant fmile ;
He made no doubt to bring it about,

The Fidler to beguile.

Is this thy Wife the Merchant {aid,
She looks like an honeft Spoule ;

Ay that fhe 15, the Fidler faid,
That ever trod on Shoes.

Thy Confidence s very great,
The Merchant then did fay ;

1f thou a Wager daref} to bet,
'}l tell thee whatl will lay.

<o Peggy may gang along with me,

My Cabin for t0 View.

1f {he continues OnC Hour with me,
Thy true and conftant Wife;
Then {halt thou have my Ship and be,

A Merchant all thy Life.

The Fidler was content,

He Danc'd and Leap'd for joy s
*1 his Fiddle in merriment,

And twang'd

For Pezgy be thought was Coy.
Then Peggy fhe went along,

His Cabin for to View ;
And after her the Merchant-Man,

When they were once together,
The Fidler was afraid;
For he crep’d near in pitious fear,

And thus to P&y he faid.
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Hold out, {weet Peggy hold out,
For the {pace of two half Hours;
1f thou hald out, I make no doubt,
But the Ship and Goods are ours.
iIn troth, {weet Robin, 1 cannot,
He hath got me about the Middle ;
He's lufty and ftrong, and hath laid me along,

| O Robin thou’ft loft thy Fiddle.

$f 1 have loft my Fiddle,

t Then am I a Man undone;

My Fiddle whereon I fo often play’'d,
¥ Away I needs muft run.

ftay the Merchant faid,

And thou fhalt keep thy place;
And thou fhalt have thy Fiddle again,

| But Pegzy fhall carry the Cafe,

oor Robin hearing that,
He look’d with a Merry-chear;

| And jolly and brisk they were.

he Fidler ke was mad,

But valu'd it not a Fig;

hen Peggy unto her Husband faid,
Kind Robin play us a Jigg.

hen he took up his Fiddle,

| And merrily he did play ;
he Scortifb Figg and the Horn-pipe,

And cke the Irifb Hey.

was but in vain to grieve,
The Deed it was done and paft ;
00t Robin was born to carry the Horn,

For Pegey could not be Chaft.

] E 4
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is Wife the was pleas’d, and the Mérchant was eas'd;

Then -
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Then Fidlers all beware,

Your Wila'cs are kind you fee ;
And he that's made for the Fidling Trade,
Muft never a Merchant be.

¥Yor Peggy fhe knew right well,
Although fhe was but a Woman;
That Gamefters Drink, and Fidlers Wives,

They are ever Free and Common.

Tbe Unconflant W o m a ».

I D you nothear of a gallant Sailor,

Whofe Pockets they were lin'd with Gold;
He fcll in Love with a prettv Creature,

As I to you the Truth unfold :
With a kiud Salute, and without Difpute,
He thought to gain her for his own,
Unconffant Weman proves true to no Man,

She has gone and left me all alone.

Don
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Don't you remember my pretty Pegzy,
The Oaths and Vows which you made to me:
All in the Chamber we were together,
That you would ne’er unconftant be:
But you prove ftrange Love, and from me range,.
And leave me here to Sigh and Moan ;
Uncinflant Woman 15 trae to no Man,
$:c's aene and left me all alone.

As1 have Gold you fhall have Treafure,.
Or any dainty kind of thing ;

Thou may't command all Delights and Pleafure,
And what you'd have, Love, 1 would you bring::

B.t vou prove fhy, and at laft deny,

g li:m thar admires you alone ;

Unconitant Woman proves true to no Man,

Sizi's left me here to mpke my moan.

Vhen firft I faw your charming Beauty,
I ftood like one all in amaze;
{ iudyv’d only how to pay Duty,
And could not {peak but only gaze,
At lult fad 1, fair Maid comly,
And eafe a wretched Lover’s Mosn ;
eritant Woman proves true to na Man,
s gome and left me bere alone.
».a.c her Prefents of Rings and Jewels,
"‘l'iih Dtamond Stones I gave her too;
2c iook.them kindly, and call’d me Jewel,
And faid her Love to me was true:
6t 17 the end fhe prov’d unkind,
o
when I thought the had been my owa ;-
5t Woman, &c.

rtnree Months time we faw each other,
!.%:":i .2e oft faid fhe’d be my Wife;

[ - her Father’'s Confent and Mother,

: ovghe 1o bave 1iv'd a happy Lifes
2diaueh and tey borh Nighr and Day,
bes at fength fhe chang’d her Tone ;
IWoman proves true to 7o M.,
i s icft me mowe to mike my Moan,

LU Maay,
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Many a time we have walk'd together,
Both Hand in Hand to an Arbour green;
Where Tales of Love in Sun-thiny Weather,
We did difcourfe and were not feen;
With a kind Salute we did difpute,
While we together werealone :
Unconflant Weman fbe’s trae to mo Man,
She's gone and left me here alone.

Since Peggy has my kindnefls {lighted,
Yl pever truft a VVoman more
"Twas in her alone I e'er delighted,

But fince fhe’s falfe 1’1l leave the Shoar:
In Ship I'll enter, on Seas I'll venture,
And fail the VVorld where I'm not known:

Unconfiant Weman proves true to no Man,
She's gome aud left me here alone,

SRR N R e r )

Sorrew banifi’'d in a Mve. The Words |
Sir Edward Morgan.




P——

Piristo Pirge Melancholy,

E Sorrow the Tyrant invade thy Breaft,
taul out the foul Piend by the Lug, the Lug, .

et nought of to morrow difturb thy Reft,

Bur dath out his Brains with 2 Mug, a Mug.
Bufine(s unluckily goes not well,

Let the fond Fools their Affeftions hug,

» lhew our Allegiance we'll go to the Bell,

And banifh Defpair in a Mug, a Mug.

thy VVife proves not one of the Beft, the Beft,"
But admits no time but to think, to think ;

r the weight of thy Forehead bow down thy Creft, *,
Divert the dull Damor with Drink, with Drink, .
Mifs prove peevith and will not gee,

Ne'er pine, ne'er pine ar the wanton Pug,

tfind out a fairer, a kinder than fhe,

And banith Difpair in a Mug, a Mug.

But with a brisk Brimmer engage, engages. .

vhat if the fine Yop and the Mask fall out,

And the one Hug, and t'other Tug,

Vhile they pifh and fie, we will frolick in Stout, -
dnd banifh. all Carein a Mug, a Mug.

. ¥
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¥ toying young Damen by Sylvia's Charms,
At length fhould look pale and perplexed be;
To cure the Diftemper and eafe thofe harms,
Go ftrait to the Globe and ask Number three:
There Beauties like Femus thou canft not lack,
Be kind to them, they will {weetly hug;
There’s choice of the Farreft, the Brown or the Black, I8
Then banifh Defpair in a Mug, a Mug.

Let then no Misfortune e’er make thee dull;
But drink away Care 1n 2 Jug, a Jug;

Then let not thy Tide fteal away, but pull,
Caroufe away though in a Mug, a Mug :
While cthers for Greatnefs and Forrune’s doom,

While they for their Ambition tug;
We'll it clofe and fnug in a Sea-coal Room,
Andbanifh Defpair in a Mug, a Mug,

1.t Zealots o'er Coffee new Plots devife,
And lace with frefh Trealon the Pagan Drug ;
Whilft ovr Loyal Blocd flows our Veins fhall fhine,
Like our T=cesinfpird with a Mug, a Mug:
Let Se&aries dream of Alarms, Alarms, '
And Fools fhll for new changes tug ;.
While fam’d fer our Loyalty we'il ftand to cur Arms,
Aqd drink the King’s Health in a Mug, a Mug.

Come tf2n to the Queen let the next Advance,
And all T_.:f}‘al Lads of true Er:glzﬂ) Race ;

Who hate the ftum Potfon of Spain and France 3
Or to Baurdcux or Prrzuady do give place:

‘The Flask and the Bottle breeds Ach and Gout;
Whilt we, we all the Seafon lie fnug;

Neither Spanisra nor Flermnine, can vie with our Stout

And fhal! futmit to the Mug, the Mug.

!F“'. ..l-'l '.r I rTay M o2
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The Good Fellow. Words by Mr. Alex. Brome.
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Tay, ftuy, fhut the Gates,
T'other Quare, faith, it is not {0 lave
As you're thinking,
Thofe Stars which you fee,
In this Hemifphere be,
But the Studs in your Cheeksby your Drinking -
The Sun is gone to Tiple all Night in the Sea Boys,
To Morrow he’ll blufh that he’s paler than we Boys,
vrink Wine, give him VVater, ’tis Sack makes us jee
(Boys
Fill, fill up the Glafs,
To the next merry Lad ler 1t-pafs,
Come away with't :
Com
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Come fet Foot to Foot,
And but give our Minds to't,
"Tis Heretical Six that doth ﬂa Wie,
No Helicon like to the Juice of the Vme is,
For Pbebus had never had Wit, nor Divinefs,
Had his Face been bow dy’d as thine, his, and mine is.

Drink, drink off your Bowls,
We'll enrich both our Heads and our Souls
With Canary;
A Carbuncled Face,
Saves a tedious Race,
For the Indies about us we carr{:
Then hang up good Faces, we'll drink till our Nofes
Give freedom to {peak what our Fancy difpofes,
Beneath whole prote&mn 15 under the Rofes.

This, this muft go round,
Off your Hars, till that the Pavement be Crown'd

With your Beavers ;
A Red- coated Face,
Frights a Searjeant at Mace,

And the Conftable trembles to fhivers :
: In ftate march our Faces like thofe of the Quorum,
= Whenthe Wenches fall down and the Vulgar adore’em,
Arnd our Nofes, like Link-Boys, run fhining before 'em.

 The Nympbs Holiday. The Tume of the Nightingal:,

' g-t i'iin a [r

L]

H&I‘p

1
r
-
=

k

=
g7 SEu

e VR
A




———

. Pivvs to Puge Melancholy. 57

e

7: —2pRoe

s

; UPon a Holiday, ‘when Nymphs had leave to play,
| | walk'd unfeen, on a pleafant Green,
Where I heard 2 Maid in an angry Spleen,
Complaining to a Swain, to leave his drudging Pain,
1 And tport with her upon the Plain;
| But he the filly Clown,
| Recardlefs of her Moan, did leave her all alone,
Still fhe cry’d, come away, come away bonny Lad
(come away,
[ cannot come, I will not come, I cannot come, my
(Work's not done,
Wis all the Words this Clown did fay.

| Ske vex'd in her Mind to hear this Lad’s Reply,
| To Venus The went, in great Difcontent,
| To defire her Boy with his Bow ready bent,
| To take a nimble Dart, and firike him to the Heart,
for difobeying her Commandment :
-_ Cupid then gave the Swain fuch a Bang,
| As made him to gang with this bonny Lafs along,
>t fhe cry’d, come away, come away boany Lad,
(come hither,
Icome; 1 come, I come, I come, I come, I come,
So they gang’d along together.

Gud
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Good Honeft Trocper take warning by Donavyp
Coorer. ZTothe Tune of Daniel Cooper

b
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A Bonny Lad came to the Court, .
His Name was Denald Cooper ;
And hz Petiticn’d to the King,
That ne might be a Trooper:
e {aid that he,
By Land and Sea,

Hud TOdﬂh LO Adﬂ“lf TIOH )
And with Matrds

Had mary blows,
B-th for his Kine znd Nar
i 10T 1S Ring and iNatien,

Tte King did his Petiticn grant,
At d *ald he lik'd ham dearly ;

Vhich cave ro Dsnald more content,

Than Twenty Shiilings yearly : T s
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This wily Leard
Rode in the Guard,
And Jov'd 3 frong Beer Barrel;

Yet ftout enough,
| To Fight and Cuff,

Bug was not given to Quarrel.

Till on a Saturasy at Night,
i He walked in the Park, Sir;
24 there he kenn'd 2 well fair Lafs,

f When i1t Was simoft dark, Sir:
: Poor Domald he

| Drew near to feg,

# And kift her bonny Mow, Sir;

N He laid her flat

;_ Upon her Back

1 And bang’'d her ide Weam 100,

He took her by the Lilly white Hand,

| And kifs'd his bonny Ma7) 5

[ Then they did to the Tavern go,

Where thy did drink Canary =
When he was Drunk,

| In came a Punck,

| And ask’d gan he would Mow her;

Then he again,
With Might and Main,

 Did bravely lay her o'er, Sir.

Cir.

Poor Dosald he rofe up aga'm,
g As nothing did him ail, Sir s
 But tirtle kenn'd this bonny Lafs,

[{ad Fire about her Tail, Sir:
When Night was fpent
Then Home he went,

: And told it with a Hark, Siv;
How he did Kifs

A dainty Mifs,
B And lifced up the Sark, o1r.

j But e'er a Month had gone about,
Poo Denald walked fadly;

89
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And every yean enquir'd of him,
What gar’d him Jeuk fo badly :
A Wench, quoth he,
Gave Snuff to me,
Out of her Placket bozx, Sir ;
And I am fure,
She prov’d a Whore,
And given to me the Pox, Sir.

Poor Donald he being almoft Dead,
Was turn'd out of the Guard, Sir;
And never could get in again,

Although he was a Leard, Sir:
When Mars doth meet
VVith Penus {weert,

And ftruggles to {urrender;
The Triumph’s Ioft,

Then pever truft
A Feminine Commander.

Poor Denald he went home again,
Becaufe he loft his Place, Sir;
For playing of a Game at VVhisk,
And turning up an Ace, Sir:

Ye Soldiers all,

Both great and {mall,
A Foot-man or a Trooper;

VVhen you behold,

A VVench that’s bold

Remember Donald Cooper.

The
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The %Fovial Drinker,

i)
e
Cage 2
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Pox on thofe Fools, who exclaim again{t Wine,

| And fly the dear fweets that the Bottle doth bring;
| It helghtens the Fancy, the Wit does refine,

t  And he that was firft Drunk was made the firft King.

L By the help of good Claret old Age becomes Youth,
_ And fick Men flill find this the only Phyfitian ;
 Drink largely, you'll know by experience, the Truth,
i That he that drinks moft is the beft Politician.

E To Viftory this leads on the brave Cavalier,

i And makes all the Terrors of War, but Dehght ;
b This fluthes his Courage, and beats off bafe Fear,.

| "Twas that taught Cefar and Pompey to fight.

b This {upportsallour Friends,and knocksdown our Foes,
E  This makes us all Loyal Men from Courtier to Clown; >

Like Dutchmen from Brandy, from this our Strength
(grows

So'tis Wine, noble Wine, that’sa Friend to the Crown.
The
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The Sextor’'s SO N G.

Sung B35 BEx. Jounson, un the Play of Ham.
let Brince of Denmark, ading the Grave-maker,
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ONce more to thefe Arms my lov’d Pick-ax and

(Spade,

With the reft of the Tools that belong to my Trade ;
I that Buried others am rofe from the Dead,

With a Rinz, a Rinz, Ring,a Ring, and Dig a Dig, Dig.

My Thoughts are grown eafie, my Mind is at reft,
Since Things at the worft are now grown to the beft,

And I and the Worms that long fafted fhall Feaft,
With a Rinz, &cC.

How I long to be Meafuring and cleaving the Ground,

And commending the Soil for the Sculls fhall be found,

Whofe thicknefs alone, notthe Soil makesthem found,
With a Rinz, &¢.

Look
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Look you Mafters, I'll cry, may the Saints ne’er me
If this ben’t as well contriv'd fort of a Grave, (fave,
As a Man could wifh on {uch occafion to have,

Wwith & Ring, &C.

Obferve but the make of’t, I’ll by you be try’d,
And the Cofhin {o frefh there that lies on that fide,
It’s Fifty Years fince he that owns it has dy'd,

with a Ring, &c.

[ hope to remember your Friend in a Bowl,
An honeft good Gentleman, God reft his Soul,

He has that for a Ducket is worth a Piftole, -
with a Ring, &C.i

At Marriages next I'll affirm it and {wear,

If the Bride would be private fo great was my Care, |

That not a Soul knew that the Prieft joyn'd the Pair,
With » Ring, &c.

When T my felf whifper’d and told it about,
What Door they’d go in at, what Door they’d go out,
To receive the Salutes of the Rabble and Rour,

With a Ring, &c.

At Chrift'nings I'll fit with abundance of Joy;,

And drink to the Health of the Girl or the Boy,

At the fame I wifh that Fate both would deftroy,
That 1 may Ring, &c.

What e’er's my Religion, my Meaning’s to Thrive,
So the Child that is born, to the Font but furvive,
No matter how fhort it’s continuance alive,

That I may Ring, &c.

Hear then my good Neighbours attend to my cry,
And bravely get Children, and decently die,
No Sexton now breathing fhall ufe youas I,

With 4 Ring e Ring, Ring & Ring, Dig a Dig, Dig.

The




MY Friend if vou would underftand,
My Fortunes what they are;

T once had Cattle Houfe and Land,
But now I am never the near:

My Father left a good Eftate,
As I may tell to thee;

I couzened was of all I had,

Liks a great Bosbee.

I went to School with 2 good 1ntent,
And for to learn my Book;

And all the Day I wentto play,
In it I never did look:

Full feven Years, or very nigh,

As T may tell to thee;
I could hardly fay my Crifs-Crofs-Row,

My Father thenin all the haft,
Did fet me to the Plow;
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rmd for to lafh the Horfe about,
]udeed I knew not how :
{y Father took his Whip in Hand,
and foundly lathed me;

¢ call'd me Fool and Country Clown,
| 4nd o great Boobee.

But I did from my Father run,
For I would Plow no more;

ecaufe he had fo lafhed me,

And made my fides fo fore:
oI will go to Londen Town,
Some Eafhions for to fee s

hen I came there they call’d me Clown,
| And o great Boobee.

utas I went along the Street,

I carried my Hat in my Hand ;

nd to every one that I did meer,
I bravely Bufs'd my Hand :

ome did laugh, and fome did {coff,

And {ome did mock at me;
d fome did fay I was a Woodcock,
And a great Boobee.

nen [ did walk in haft to Paul’s
The Steeple for to view ;

taule I heard fome People fay,
It thould be builded new :
fen I got up unto the Top,
The City for to fee;

Jwas fo high it made me cry,
ke a great Boobee,

om thence I went to Wqﬂm:’nﬂer,

ind for to fee the Tombs ;
), faid I, what a Houfe is here,

With an infinite fight of Rooms :

Fectly the Abby Bells did Ring,

it vas a fine fight to fee ;

thought T was going to Heav'n in a String.
ke 3 great Boobee,

| But
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But as I went along the Street,

The moft part of the Day ;
Many Gallants I did meet,
Methought they were very gay:
I blew my Nofe and pift my Hofe,
Some People did me fee ;
They faid 1 was 2 beaftly kool,

4nd a great Boobee.

Next Day [ thro® Pye-corner paft,
The Roaft-meat on the Stall ;
Invited me to take 8 Talte,

My Money was but fmall :
The Meat 1 picke, the Cook me kickt,

As 1 may tell to thee ;
He beat me fore and made me roar,

Like a great Boobee.

As I thio' Smithfield lately walkt,
A gailant Lafs 1 met;

Familariy with me fhe talkt,
W% Lich I cannot ferget:

Che nreferrd me 2 pint of Wine,
Aio-houyht {he was wondrous free,

To the Lavern then I went with her,
Like a great Backee.

She told me we were near of Kin,
Aad call’d for Wine good ftore;
Before the Peckoning was brought 1,
My Coviin -ros'd a Whore :

My Purie fhe j icKe, and went awav,
My Coufin ¢ .zened me,

The Vintner kickt me out of Door;
Like 2 great Beooée.

At the Exchange when I came there,
I {aw moit gallant things;

I thought the Pictures living Were,
Of ai] our Englifh Kings:



To Paris-Garden then 1 went,

Where there is great refort;
My Pleafure was my Punifhment,

 did not like the Sport:

The Garden-Bull with his ftout Horas,
On high then tofled me;

1 did bewray my felf wich fear,

Like a great Boobee.

Tte Bearward went to fave me then,
The People flock’d about ;
1 rold the Bear-Garden-Men,
My Guts they were almoft out:
They faid 1 ftunk moft gricvoufly,
| No Man would pity me ;
hey call’d me witlefs Fool and Afs,
And a great Boobee.

hen o'er the water Idid pafs,

As you fhall underftand ;

dropt into the Thames, alafs,

Betore I came to Land :

The Waterman did help me out,
And thus did {ay to me;

Tis not thy fortune to be drown'd,

| Like & great 300588._

ot T have learned fo much Wi,

Shall thorten all my Cares;

i1 can but a Licence get,

To play before the Bears:

Twould be a gallant Place indeed,
As 1 may tell to thee:

ken who dares call me Fool or Afs,

Or grzar Boobee,

VOL. V. ¥
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Hen Maids live to Thirty, yet never repented,
When Europe’s at Peace and all England contented,

'hen Gamefters won't Swear, and no bribery thrives,

ung Wives love old Husbands, young Husb(aat,i_s 01;:

ivess

hen Landlords love Taxes, and Soldiers love Peace:

d Lawyers forget a rich Client to Fleece:

hen an old Face fhall pleafe as well as a new,

ives, Husbands, and Lovers will ever be true,

henBulliesleave hufingandCowardstheir Trembling,
d Courtiers andWomen and Priefts theirDiflembling,
en thefe {hall do nothing againft what they teach,
ralitics hate, and we mind what they Preach:

fen Vintners leave Brewing to draw the Wine pure,
1d Quacks by their Medicines kill lefs thanthey Cyre,
ien an old Face fhall pleafe as well as a new,

ves, Husbands and Lovers will ever be true,

1149}
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Words to a Tune of M1, BarrEeTS, calidl

CATHERINE.




Pirvrs to Purge Melancholy. icl

¢ +he plealant Month of May,
When the merry, merry Birds began to fing
d the Blofloms frefh and gay ;
Ufker'd in the welcome Spring,
When the long cold Winter’s gone,
And the bright enticing Moon,
In the Evening {weetly fhon:
ven the bonny Men and Maids tript it on the Grafls ;.
At a jolly Country Fair,
When the Nymphs in the beft appear;
e refolv’d to be free, with a Fiddle and a She,

Fery Shepherd and his Lafs,

the middle of the Sport,
When the Fiddle wentbriskand the Glafs went round,
4 the Pretty gay Nymphs for Court,
With their Merry Feet beat the Ground;
Little Cupid arm’d unfeen,
With a Bow and Dart ftole 1n,
With a conquering Air and Mein,
dempty’d his Bow thro’the Nymphsand the S wairg;
E'ery Shepherd andhis Mate,
Soon felt therr pleafing Fate,
d longing to try in Enjoyment to die,
Love reign’d o'er all the Plains.

ow the fighing Swain gave o'er,
d the wearied Nymphs could dance no more,
ere were other Thoughts that mov'd,
ry pretty kind Pair that Lov'd :
In the Woods the Shepherds lay,
And mourn’d the time away,
And the Nymphs as well as they,
ng'd to tafte what it is that their Senfes cYoys,
Till at laft by confent of Eyes,
E'ery Swain with his pretty Nymph flies,
Y Buxom She retires with her He,
0alt Love’s folid Joys.

| < A
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A Scotch So~c. Sung by Mrs. Lucasdq@
the Old THEATRE.
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Y Moon-light on the Green,
Our bonny Lafles Cooing;

And dancing there P’ve feen, |

Who feem’d alone worth Wooing :
Her Skin like driven Snow,

Her Hair brown as a Berry :
Her Eyes black as a Slow,

Her Lips red as a Cherry.

Oh how fhe tript it, skipt 1t,
Leapt 1t, ftept it, whiskt it,
Friskt 1t , whirld it, twirl'd it,
Swimming, fpringing, ftarting ¢
So quick, the tune to nick,
With a heave and a tofs:
And a jerk at parting, . .
With a heave, and a tofs, and a jexk at parting,

As fhe fat down 1 bowed,
And veil'd my bonnet to her;

Then took her from the Crowd,
With Honey words to woo her ;
Sweet blitheft Lafs, quoth I,
It being bleaky VVeather:
[ prithee let us try,
Another Dance together ;
Ok how fhe, &¢. -

F 4 VVhilf}
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VVhilft fuing thus I ftood,
Quoth fhe, pray leave your fooling;
Some Dancing heats the Blood,
But yours I fear Jacks cooling
Still for a Dance I pray'd,
And we at laft had Seven ;
And whilft the Fiddle play'd,
She thought her felf in Heaven,
Ol bow fbe, &K<,

At laft fhe with a Smile,

To Dance again defir'd me;
Quoth I, pray ftay a while,

For now good faith ye've tir'd me:
VVith that fhe look'd on me,

And figh’d with muckle forrow ;

Than gang ye'ar gate, quoth the,
But Dance again {¢ moriow.,
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vakeRr’s Sonc. Sung by Mrs, Willis -
Tbe . at the New Play ngﬁa
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I Mongft the pure ones all,
VWhich Confcience doth profels;
nd vet that fort of Confcience,
Loth pratice nothing lefs:
Tean he Selt of thofe Llett,
Tl s loath to live bY Mﬂlt
har Te, ds cheir Lives with other Mens VViyes; -

recording unto the Spirit.
F s One.-
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One met with a Holy Sifter of ours,
A Saint who dearly lov'd him :
And fain he would haye kifs'd her,
Becaufe the Spirit mov'd him :
But fhe deny’d, and he reply’d,
_You're damn’d unlefs you do it;
Therefore confent, do not repent,
For the Spirit doth move me to it.

She not willing to offend, poor Soul,
Yielded unto his Motion ;
And what thefe two did intend,
VVas out of pure Devotion :
To lye with a Friend and a Brother,
She thought fhe fhou'd die no Sinner,
But c'er five Months were paft,

The Spirit was quick within her.

But what will the VVicked fay,
VVhen they fhall here of this Rumour ;

T1 ey’d laugh at us every Day,

And Scoff us in every Corner:
Let ’ein do fo ftill if that they will,

VVe mean not to follow their Fafhion,
They’re none of our Se&, nor of our Ele&t,

Nor none of our Congregation.

But when the time was come,
That {he was to be laid ;

it was no very great Crime,
Committed by her they faid:

’Caufe they did know, and fhe did fhow,
*Twas done by a Friend and a Brother,

But a very great Sin they faid it had been,.
¥ it kad been done by another,

W, H"‘_ff
2 g_%',?fné
N Y
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A Soxe.

S Oyfter Nan ftood by her Tub,

)\ To thew her vicious Inclination ;.
ohe cave her nobleft Parts a Scrub,
And figh'd for want of Copulation:
\ Vintner of no little Fame,
Who excellent Red and White can fell ve,
keheld the Jittle dirty Dame,
As fhie ftood fcratching of her Belly, Come:
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Come in, fays he, you filly Shut,
"Tis now a rare convenient Minute ;
I'll lay the Itching of your Scut,
Except fome greedy Devil bein ir:
With that cthe Flat-capt Fusby {mil’d,
And wculd have blufh’'d, but that fhe cou'd not;
Alafs! fays fhe, we're foon beguil'd,
"By Men to da thofe things we fhou’d not.

From Door they went behind the Bar,
As it’s by common Fame reported ;
And there upon a Turkey Chair,
Unfcen the loving Couple fported :
Buot being call’d by Company, |
As he was taking pains to pleafe her;
I'm coming, coming Sir, fays he,
My Dear, and fo am I, fays fhe, Sis.

Her Mole-hill Belly fwell’d about,
Into a Mountain quickly after;
And when the pretty Moulfe crept out,
- The Creature caus’d a mighty Baughter:
And now fhe has learnt the pleafing Game,
Altho’ much Pain and Shame it coft her;
She daily ventures at the fame,
And ‘huts and opens like an Oyfter.

PSPPI PR PP SR PRI R LI

Thelntisu Figg: Or, the Night Ramble
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ON E Night in my Ramble I chanc'd to fee,
A thing Jike a Spinit, 1t frightned me;

I cock’d up my Hat and refoly’d to look big,
And ftreight fell a Tuning the 1rib Figg.

The Devil drew nearer and nearer 1n fhort,
[ found it was one of the Petticoat fort;

My Fears being over, [ car'd not a Fig,

But ftill I kept tuning the Irifb Figg.

- And then T went to her, refolving to try her;.
f out her agog of a longing defire;

I tcld her I'd give her a Whip for her Gig,
And a Scourge to the Tune of the rifh Figg.

Then nothing but Dancing our Fancy could pleafe,
We lay on the Grafs and Danc'd at our eale ;
I down’d with my Breeches and off with my Whigg, |

And we fell a Dancing the Irifb Figg.

I thank you, kind Sir, for your kindnefs, faid fhe,
The Scholar’s as Wife as the Malfter can be;
For if you fhould chance to get me with Kid,

l'll ay the poor Brat to the /rifh Fige.

The Dance being ended as you miay fee,
We role by Confent and we both went away;

I put on my Cloaths and left her to grow big,
And {o I went Roaring the Irih Figg.
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T was a happy Golden Day,
YV When fair Alrbes Kind and Gay,

Put all but Love and me away ;
1 arm’d with {oft Words did- Addrefs,.

Sweet and kind Kiffes far exprefs,
A greater Joy and Happinels.

-

* Wature the beft Inftru&terefs cry’d,

Her Ivory Pillows to divide, _
That Love might Sail with Wind and Tide ;

Che rais’d the Maft and fail'd by it,
' That Day two Tides together met,
E Drove him on Shore foon dropping WEL. y
:
E
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AH’ Calia how can you be Cruel and Iair?
Since removing,
The Charms that are loving,

'Twould make a poor Lover Defpair;
Tis true, 1 havelov'd youthele fcven longYears & more,
Too long for a Man that ne'er was 1n Love before :

And if longer you my Carefles deny,

I then amrefoly’d to give over my Flamesand die.

Lave
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Love fires the Heart of him that 15 Brave,
Charms the Spirns
Of him that 1s ment,

And makes the poor Lover a Slave ;
Dull fordid Souls that never knew how to Love,
W here Nature isplung’d, tis a fhame to the beft abovye:

And if any Jonger you my Careffes deny,
I then am refclv'd to give over my kFlames and die,

"] HERE w:ca Kaight and he was Yeung,
A . Ly the way, Oirg
Acc -« - alady 1air,

Sioor. o Cooas of Hay, 31 Qusta
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qoth he, fhall you and I Lady,
he Grafs lye down a;

Ard 1 will have a fpecial Care,

I vou wiil go along with me,
(nto my Father's Hall, Sir;

co; {hall enjoy my Maiden-head,

| And my Eftate and all, Sir:

(o he mounted herona milk-white
Him{elf upon another ;

\-4 then they rid upon the Road,

[ike Sifter and like Brother.

Steed,

-d when fhe came to her Father’s Houfe,
\Which was moated round about, S1r;
he (epped fireight within the Gate,

And fhut this Young Knight out, Sif,
1.0 1c a Purfe of Gold, {he faid,

Take 5t for your Pains, Sir;

-1 will fend my Father’s Man,

| To go home with you again, Sif.

21 if you meet 8 Lady fair,

As you g0 thro’ the next Town, Sir}
-~ muft not fear the Dew of the Gralfs,
Nor the rumpling of her Gown, Sir:
4-1if you meet a Lady Gay,

| As you go by the Hilﬁ Sir;
i vcu will not when you may,
| §cu fhall not when you will, Sir.

T’:&_re 1s a Dew upon the Grafs,

Wil fpoil your Damask Gown 2 ;
Which has coft vour Father deaf,
Many Shilling and Crown a -

nere 1s a Wind blows from the Wef,
Scon will dry the Ground a3

and T will have a {pecial Care,

| Of the rumpling of mY Gowa 4.

113
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Laves to Londen I'll deceive you,
For the Country now 1 leave you:
Who can bear, and not be Mad,
Wine {o dear, and yet {o bad :
Such a Noife and Air fo {moaky,
That to ftun, this to choak ye;
Men f{o felfith, falfe and rude,

Nymphs fo young and yet fo Jew'd.

Quiet harmle{s Copntry Pleafure,

Shall at home engrofs my Leifure ;

Farewel Londen, I'll repair,

To my Native Country Air:

I leave all thy Pleafures behind me,

But at home my Wife will find me ;

Oh the Gods! 'tis ten times worle, |
London 1s a milder Curfe.. 1
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7he Duke of ORMOND's March.
Set by Mr.Cuvur cH.

J = = -' -  — o T e e e % g _. ﬂ“""‘ﬂ_-
%-‘ ey - _ N m—y By =y - Py - — -
‘b
J
"'-H'-_- on | ¥ Y vy TN iy —t— | e
— ""-l
-Il NP J———— P, E T—" —-_ﬂ‘ _-.- o iy

YE brave Boys and Tars,
That defign for the Wars,
Remember the Altion at Pigo;
And where ORM O N D Commands,
Let us all joyn our Hands,
Avd wihere ke goes, may you go, and I £o

Let Conqueft and Fame,
The Honour proclaim,

Great ORM ON D has gotten at Vigo ;
Let the Trumpets now found,

And the Ecchoes around,
Where he goes, may you go, and I go.

Let the Glories be Sung,
Which the ORMON 'DS have won,

Long before this great Alion at 7igo;
They're
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They're fo Loyal and Juft,
And fo true to their Truft,

That where ke goes, may yuu go, and I go.

O1d Records of Fame,
Of the ORMONDS great Name,

Leir A&ions, like thefe were of Pigo;
And fince this Prince exceeds,
In hisFore-Father’s Deeds,
Then where ke goes, may you go, and I go.

"Tis the Praife of our Crown,
That fuch Men of Renown,
Chou'd Jead on the Van, as at g0 5
Where fuch Lives and Eftates
Are expos’d for our fakes,
Then where be goes, may you 8o, and I go.

*Twas the whole Nation’s Voice,
And we all did rejoyce,

When we heard he Commanded for 77go;
To ANN A {o True,
All her Foes to purfue,

Then where ke goes, may you go, and I go.

'T'is the Voice of the Town,
And our Zeal for the Crown,
To ferve ORMOND to Frasce, Spain, Ot Vige;
So Noble and brave,
Both to Conquer and fave,
Then where be gues, may you go, and I ge.

To the Soldiers {o kind,
And fo humbly inclin'd,
‘To wave his Applaufe gain'd at #7g0;
Yer fo kind and {o true,
He gave all Men their due,

Then where ke goes, may you go, and 187

We juftly do own,
All the Honour that’s won,
In Flanders, as well as at 77igo;

But
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But our Subje& and Theme,
Is of O RM O N D’s great Nane,

And where be goes, may you go, and I Zo.

Then take off the Bowl,
To that Generous Soul,

That Commanded fo bravely at Fige;
Ard may ANN A approve,
Of our Duty and Love,

And where be goes, may you go, and I go.
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A Cure for Melancboly.
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RE you grown fo Melancholy,
That you think on nought but Folly ;
Are you fad,
Are you Mad,
Are you worfe;
Do you think,
Want of Chink
Is a Curfe:
Do you wifh for to have,
Lcnger Life, or a Grave,
Tous would I Cure ye.

Firft I would have a Bag of Gold,
That fhould ten Thoufand Pieces hold,
And all that,
In thy Hat,
Would I pour;
For to {pend,
On thy Friend,
Or thy Whore:
For to caft away at Dice,
Or to fhift you of your Lice,
Thus would I Cure ye.

Next I wounld have a fofc Bed made,
Wherein a Virgin fhould be laid ;
That would Play,
Any way
You'll devife ;
That would ftick
Like a Tick,
To your Thighs,
That wanld bill like a Dove,
Lye beneath or above,
Thus would I Care ye.

Next that fame Bowl, where Fove Divine,
Drank NeBar in, I'd fill with Wiae;
That whereas,
You fhould paufe,

You
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You fhould quaff;
Like a Greek,

Till your Cheek,
To Ceres and to Venns,
To Bacchws and Silenws,
Thus wonld I Cure ye.

aft of all there fhould appear,
even Eunuchs {phere-like Singing here,
| In the Praife,
Of thofe Ways,
Of delights
Venus can,
Ule with Man,
In the Night:
Vhen he flrives to adorn,

vdean’s Head with a HORN,
Thus wonld I-Cure ye,

Jut if not Gold, nor Woman can,
Nor Wine, nor Songs, make merry then ;
- Let the Batt,
Be thy Mate,
And the Owl;
Let a Pain,
In thy Brain,
Make thee Howl ;
¢t the Pox be thy Friend,
\nd the Plague work thy end,

Tiw I would Cure you.

119

To
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To bis fairef VALENTINE Mrs. A, L,

O ME pretty Birds prefent your Lays,
And learn to chaunta Goddefs Praifc;
Ye Wood-Nymphs let your Voices be,
Employ’d to ferve her Deity
And warble forth, ye Virgins Nine,
Some Mufick to my Valentine.

11er Bofom 15 Loves Paradife,

There is no Heav'n but in her Evyes; ”
W
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ohe's chafter than the Turtle-Dove,
And farrer than the QUCCn of Loves
Vea, all Perfettions do combine,
Te beautifie my Valentine.

¢he's Nature's choiceft Tabinet,

\Where Honour, Beauty, Worth and Wit s
are all united in her Breaft, .
The Graces claim an Intereft :

Al Vertues that are moit Divine,

Shine cleareft in my Valentine.
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A BALLAD,

Or, CorriN’s ddventure,
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AS Colin went from his Sheep to unfold,
In 2 Morning of April, as grey as "twas cold
1na Thicket he heard a Voice it felf fpread;

Which was, Q, O, 1 am almoff dead.

He peep'd in the Bufbes, and {py’d where there lyy
His Miftrefs, whofe Countenance made 4pri/ May;
But in her looks fome fadnefs was read,

Crying O, O, I am almof dead.

$¥e rufh’d in to her, and cry’d what’s the matter,

Ah! Col:n, quoth the, why will you come at her,

‘Who by the falfe Swain, hath often been mifled,
For which 0,0, 1 am almisft dead.

He turn’d her Milk.pail, and there down he fat, |
His Hands {troak’d his Beard, on his Knee lay his Cot

But, O, ftill Mop/a cry’d, before ought was faid,
Colin, O, O, I am almoft dead.

No more, quoth {tout Colin! I ever was true,

“Thou gav'ft me a Handkerchief all hemm'd with Bl

A Pin-box I gave thee, and 2 Girdle fo Red,
Yet ftill the cry'd, O, O, 1 am almoff dead.

Delaying, quoth fhe, hath made me thus Iii,

For I never fear’d Sarab that dwelt at the Mill,

Since in the Ev’ning late her Hogs thou haft fed,
For which, O, O, 1 am almsft dead.

Col'n then chuck’d her under the Chin,

Cheer up, for to love thee 1 never will lin,

Says fhe, I'll believe it when the Parfon has read,
'Till then O, O, I am almeft dead.

Uds boars, quoth ColZin, Il new my fhon,
And-eer the Week pafs, by the Mafs it fhall be doge!
% ou might have done this before, then fhe {aid,

But now, O, O, L am almft dead,



Piivs to Parge Melaucholy, 123 |

e gave her a twitch that-quite turn'd her round,
and fzid, 'm the trueft that ¢’er trod on Ground,
ome fettle thy Milk-Pail faft on thy Head,

No more O, O, I a2 almof? dead,

Vhy then T perceive thoul't not leave me in the Lurch,
It don-my beft Cloths and ftreight to the Church:
og on, merry Colin, jog on before,

| For I Faith, I Faith, I'l dye no more.

o
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¢ Town-Rakes, 4 Sonc: Set by Mr, Danict
Purcell - Sung by Mr. Epwarps.
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W? Hat Life can compare with the jolly Town-Rakes,.
¥ When in his full {wing of all Plealure he takes?
At Noon he gets up for a wet and to Dine, (Wine,
and Wings the {wifc Hours with Mirth, Mufick, and
Then jogs to the Play-houfe and chats with the Mafques,
\nd thence to the Rofe where he takes his three Flasks,
here great as a Cefor he revels when drunk,
Andicoursallhe mectsashe reels, as hereels tohisPunk,
And finds the dear Girl 10 his Arins when he wakes,
What Life can compare to the jolly Town-Rakes, the
( jolly Town-Rakes.

T " a el T -

He like the Great Turk has his favourite She,

Jut the Town’s his Seraglio, and fi1ll he lives free;
Sometimes fthe’s a Lady. but as he muft range,

Black Betty, ov Oyfter Mol ferve for a Change:

As he varies his Sports his whole Life is a Feaft,
He thinks him that is fobereft is moft like a Beaft:
All Houles of Pleafure, breaks Windows and Doors,
hicks Dullies and Cullies, thon ee wi-h theis YWhoress
src woik for tie Sargeon and Lo no sk,
Vhat Life can Compare with the joily ‘Lown-Kakes

hus 1n Covent-Garden he makes his Campaigns,

\nd no Coffee-Houfe haunts but to fettle his Brains

¢ laughs at dry Mortals, and never does think,

nlefs "tis to get the beft VVenches and Drink :

fie dwells in a Tavern, and lives ev'ry where,

and improving his Hour, lives an age ina Year:

For as Life 15 uncertain, he loves to make hafte,

ind thus he lives longeft becaufe he lives faft :

Ih:j:n leaps in the Dark, and his Ex/s he makes,

Vhat Death can compare with the jolly TownaRakes,

t:f;-t*-mﬁ:a
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Oung Coridon and Philu
Sate 1n a lovely Grove;
Contriving Crowns of Lillies,
Repeating Talesof Love: q
and [omething elfe, buz what 1dare net, &

But as taey were a Playing,
She oagled fo the Swain ;

Tt fav’'d her plainly faying.
Let’s kifs to eafe our Pain-

"And [ime:hing elfe, &c.

A thoufand times he kifs'd hes,
Laying her on the Green;

But as he farther prefs'd her,

~ Her pretty Leg was {eens

and [omething elle, &C.
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o many Beauties removing,
His Ardor ftill increas'd;

And greater JOys purfuing,
He wander'd o'er her Breaft:

ud fomething elfe, &¢.

A laft Effort the trying,
His Paflion to withftand ;

Cry'd, but 1t was faintly crying,
Pray take away your Hand :
i jama:/ﬂ'ﬂg Bff e, QeC.

Young Ceridon grown bolder,
The Minute would 1mprove;

This ic the Time he told her,
To fhew you how I love;
4ud [omething elfe, &¢.

Diflblv’d in amorous Heat ;
¢te kifs’d, and told him fighing,

My Dear your Love.is great
sid [omeshing elfe, &<,

But Phillss did recover |

Much fooner than the Swain ;
S blufhing ask’d her Lover,
Shall we not Kifs again:

and [onscshing elfe, &ec.

'Tiil Nature at a ftand:
From talk they fell to Sleeping,
Holding each others Hand;

nd ﬁmetbiﬁg effe, &e.

1278
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The Amorous Bareer’s Pafion of Love for by
Dear BRipGET.
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Wlth my Strings of {mall Wire lo I come,
And a Cittern made of Wood;

And a Song altho’ you are Deaf and Dumb,
May be heard and underftood.
Dumb, dsmb,w—

Oh! take Pity on me, my Dear,
Me thy Slave, and me thy Vaflal,

And be not Cruel, as it were,
Like to fome ftrong well built old Caftlc.

Dmé; QL7 [

Left as thou paffeft along the Streer,
Braver every Day and braver;
Every one that does thee meat,
Will fay there goes a Woman-fhaver,

Dump, Gis70 e

Ard
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And again will think fir,
 And to fay they will determine ;
“There goes the that with Tongue killed Clip-Chops,, -
As a Man with his Thumbs kill Vermine.
LCuwb, dumb

For if thou doft then, farewel Pelf,
Farewel Brideet, for I vow I'll :
Either 1n my Bafon hang my felf,
Or drown me in my Toweli.
Dumb, dumb

N AREER: AR SRR ARA

ABavrrap, madeby a Gentleman 1n Ireland,
who could not have Accefs to a Lady whom be
went to vifit, becaunfe the Maid the Night be-
fore had vver-latd ber pictty Bitch. To the
Iune of, O Hone, O Hone,
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OH ! let no Eyes be dry,

Oh Heme, Ob Heme,
But let’s lament and cry,
Oh Hime, O Home,
We're quite undone almoft;
For Daphne on this Coall,
Has yielded up the Ghoft;
Qb Hwme, O Hone.

Dapbne my deareft Bitch,
Oh Hsne, O Home,

Who did all Dogs bewitch,
Ob Hone, &c.

Was by a carelefs Maid,

Pox take her fora Jade,

1n the Night over-laid,
0% Hone, &<.

Oh may fhe never more
Ob Hone, &C.
S)eep quictly, but fnore,
Oh Home, &C.
May never Inib Lad,
Sue for her Maiderrhead,
Unal it finksT Gad,
05 Hene, &¢.

Oh may fhe never keep

Ob Hone, Ox Heme;
Her Water in her Sleep,

On Hone, Op Hone:
May never Pence nor Pounds,
Come more within the Beunds,
Of her Pocket Ad-founds:

0h Home, 05 e
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DaMoN ﬁrfakem Sﬂf by M WROTH: | ‘
o

\VH £N that young Damen blefs'd my Hears,
And in {oft Words did move ;
fow did T hug the pleafing Dart,
And thank'd the God of Love:
Cipid, {aid I, my beft lov'd Lamb,
That in my Bofom lives:
o tuee, for kindling this dear Flame.
1o thee, kind God, I'll oive.

E- !;*»t‘-r
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But prying Friends o’er-heard my Vow,
And murmur’d in my Ear;

Damon hath neithef Flocks nor Plough,.
Girl what thou doft beware:

They vs'd fo long their curfed Art,
And damn'd deluding fham ;

That I agreed with them to part,
Nor offer'd up my Lamb,

Cxpid ask'd for his Offering,
“Caufe I refus’d to pay ;
He took mYy Damen on his Wing,
~ And carry'd him quite-away.:
Pitch’d him before Olinda’s Charms,
Thofe Wonders of the Plain;
€ommanding her 1nto her Arms,
To take the deareft Swain.

‘Fhe envy'd Nymph, foon, foon obey'd;
And bore away the Prize;

"Tis well fhe did, for had fhe ftay’d,
1'd fnatch’d him from her Eyes:

My Lamb was with gay Garlands drefs'd,

The Pile prepar'd to burn;
Hoping that if the God appeasd,
My Damon might return.

But ch! in vain he's gone, he's gone,
Philis he can’t be thine;

I by Obedience am undone,
Was ever Fate like mine:

Olnza do, try all thy Charms,
Yer T will have a part;

Cor whilft you have him in your Arms,
'} have him in my Heart.

!
l

I
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The Apparition to the Filted Lover, Set by Mr.
ROTH,
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THI N K wretched Mortal, think nio more,
How to prolong thy Breath:

For thee there are no Joys in fore,
But in a welcome Death:

Then f{eck to lay thee under Ground,
The Grave cures all Defpair;

And healeth every bitter Wound,

Giv'n by th' ungratcful Fair.

How cou'dft thou Faith in Woman think,
Women are Syrens all;

And when Men in Loves Ocean fink,
Take Pride to fee ’em fall:

Women were never real yet,
But always truth defpde:

Conftant to nothing but Deceit,
Falfe Qaths and flattering Lics.

* Ah! Coriden bid Life adieu,

The Gods will thee prefer; |
"Their Gates are open'd wide for youl.
But bolted againft her:
Do thou be true, you vow'd to Love,
Phillis or Death you'll have;

~ Now fince the Nymph doth perjured prove,

L e LB T

L i i L] DIREEL,

Be juft unto the Grave. :
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A SONG. {

B e S s 0 5 5
PR
P o _ —

— | e -

#
‘“h‘=-

l
. - _- .

TRaven firlt created Woman to be Kind,
“i Both to be belov’'d, and for to Loves
If vou contradi&t what Heav’n has defign’d,

Vewll be contemn’d by all the Pow'ss above ;
| Then
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Then no more difpute me, for I am rafhly bent,
To fubjelt your Beau ty
To kind Nature’s Dury,

Let me than falute you by Confent.

Arguments and fair Intreats did I ufe,
But with her Confent could not revaql
Che the Blefling modeftly would ﬁlﬂ refuﬁ:,
Seeming for to {light my amorous Tale:
Sometimes the would cry Sir, prithee Dear be good,
Oh Sir, pray Sir, why Sir 7
Pray now, nay now, fye Sir,
| would fooner die Su‘, than bc rude.

I began to treat herthen another way,
Modc{’d} I melted with a Kifs;

She then blufhing look’d like the rifing Day,
Fitting for me to attempt the Blifs :

I gave her a fall Sir, fhe began to tear,
Crymg fhe would call Sir,
Loud as {he could baul Su‘

But is prov’d as falfe, Sir, as the's Fair.

R avrew’s going to the Wars.




TO he Wars T muft alafs,

Though I do not like the Game,
rer 1 hold him to be an Afs,

That will lofe his Life for Fame:
Rt th:] o Guns are ﬁcha-peﬂ:'l ent things,
7y sat a Pellet i1 ones Brow ;

Py sy 1SNES off ¢l e heard zome 2d),

t

.:'l'ﬂli:',r:r N R ]‘T_ . .
ARSI B3 Y O Luows aet Lew.

When the Bow, Bill, 7word and Dagger,
Were us'd all in vighting
d {wagger,

Ch've heard my Father {wear an
That it was but a Flea-biting:

r ,
b thefe Guns, &C.

lie would vight with the beit of our Parifh,
And play at Whifters with Marys .

Cou'd thump the Vootball, verk the Morric,
-4 box 2t Vifticuffs with any:

pae thcfe Guns, & C.

Vorewel Dick, Tom, Ralph and Huzh.
My Maypoles qake all heretofore s,
Varewel Doll, Kate, Zis and Zue,
For 1 {hall never zee you morcs
P thefe Guns are Juch poftilent things,
To pat & Pelket {n ones Brow;
Feur warlongs off ch've heard z0me 28
i kil g Man he knows nov how.
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A S ox G in Praife of Punch.

CO ME fill upthe Bow! with the Liquor that fineis,
And much more Divine 1s,
Than now a-days Wine is, with all their Art,
None here can controul :
The Vintper defpifing, tho’ Brandy be rifing,
“Tis Punch that muft chear the Heart :
The Lovers complaining, "twill cure in a trice,
And C</is difdaining, ihall ceafe to be nice,
Come fl up the Bowl, &¢C.

Thus foon you'll difcover, the cheat of eacu Lover,
When free from all Care you'll quickly find,

As Nature intended ’em willing and kind ; r
Come fill up 1he Bowl, &e. A
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,BD NNY Pegoy Ramﬁy that any Man may fee,
And bonny was her Face, with a fair freckel'd Eyes
Neat 1s her Body made, and fhe hath good Skill,
And fquare 1s her Wethergig made hke a Mill |
With a bey srolodel, hey trolodel, hey trolodel 1il),
Binny Peggy Ramfey Jhe girues weel her Mill,

Pzzy to the Mill is gone to grind a Bowl of Maule,
The Mill 1t wanted Water, and was not that a faults
Up fhe pull’d her Petticoats and pifs'd into the Dam,

For fix Days and feven Nightsfhe made the Milltogang ¢
iWith a hey, &c.

dome call her Peggy, and fome call her Fean,
But fome calls her Midfummer,buttheyall are mifta’ens

ror Pegzy1s a bonny Lafs, andl grinds well her Mill,

ter fhe will be Occupied ‘when others they lay il
With a }Jﬁ_’}‘, X¢.

Per theeand Ife grina poke, and we to War will leanes,
lfelay thee flac upon thy Back and then lay to the fteanes;
Ife make hopper titter totter, haud the Mouth as fiill,

When twa fit, and eape ftand, merrily grind the Mill 5.
With & hey, &e.

Up
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Up goes the Clap, and in goes the Corn,
Betwixt twa rough fteans Pezzy not to learn ;
With a Dam full of Water that fhe holdeth ftill,

To pour vpon the Clap for burning of the Mill:
With a by, &C.

Up fhe pull’d the Dam fure and let the Water in,
The Wheel went about, and the Mill began to grind:
The {pindle it was hardy, and the fteanes were they well

(‘picks,
And the Meal fell 1n the Mill Trough, and ye may all

- (come lick:
Fith a oy treldel, hey treloded, Ley trolodel 1ill,
By Peggy Ramfey he gives weel ber 510l
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rit by the Famous Mr.N art. Ler,

H:lander and Sylviz, a gentle foft Pair,

Whofe bufinefs was loving, and kiffing their Care;
-In a {weet fmelling Grove went {miling along,
“TilltheYouth gave a vent to his Heart with his Tongue:
Ah Sylvia’ faid he, (and figh'd when he fpoke)

Y our cruel refolves will you never revoke ?
No never, fhe faid, how never, he cry’d,

"Tis the Damn’d that fhall only that Sentence abide.

She turn’d her sbout to look all around,

Then blufh'd, and her pretty Eyes caft on the Ground;
She kifs'd his warm Cheeks, then play’d with his Neck,
And urg’d that his Reafon hjs Paflion would check:
Ah Piilarqger | fhe faid, ’tis a dangerous Blifs,

Ah! never ask more and I'll give thee a Kifs;

How never? hecry'd, then thiver'd all o'er,

No never, fbe faid, then tripp'd to a Bowers  She
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Che flopp’d at the Wicket, he cry’d let me in, |
She aniwer'd, I wou'd if it were not a fin; ir
Heav'n {eesy and the Gods will chafltifethe poor Head
Of P.ilander for this; {traight Trembling he faid,
Heav'n fees, I confefs, but no Tell-tales are there,

Che kifs'd him and cry’d, you’re an Atheiit my Dear 3
And fhou’d you prove falfe [ fhould never endure :
How never? he cry’d, and firaight down he threw her,

e e TV e

Her delicate Body he clafp’d in his Arms,

Hekifs'd her, he pre{s'd her, heap'd charmsupon charms;
He cry’d fhall 1 now? no never, fhe faid,

Your Will you fhall never enjoy till I'm dead :

Then as if {he were dead, the {lept and lay fill,
Yer even in Death bequeath’d him a fmile:

Which embolden’d the Youth his Charms to apply,
Which he bore flill about him to cure thofe that die.

%0000 C0000COIE O &

() e e T = . 3

A SON G,

sElEE s

g 3— —t A o i gy N e, Wy T il

k

-_“
-u“
== uieignl
woy ol *es mmand]

Iql
kLAW
Pl — e ey T -._.jﬂ-—*- -—.__..'--—_ --:-i-' -y Wil i RN = -
— — —— - - e iy — =t N e ey = - bl S p————
%-— -~ = el e~ Rl v el ey, Bl ey e = —— — el — ey S
"'.. - Ty - - ey —— — — i e e
|- i
. et — gy — -y —— . — e e e ol et |




142, Pivis to Purge Melancholy.

-

Our Hay it is mow’d, and your Corn 1s reap'd,
Your Barns will be full, and your Hovels heap
Come, my Boys come,
Come, my Boys come,
And merrily roar our Harveft home:

Harve{t home,
Harveft home,

And merrily roar our Harveft home.
C:wme, my Boys come, &c.

We ha' cheated the Parfon, we'll cheat him agen,
For why fhould a Blockhead ha' One in Ten :
One in Ten,
One in Ten,
For why fhould a Blockhead ha’ Cne in Ten.
Onz in Ten, &C.

For prating too long,like a Book learnt Sot,
*Till Pudding and Dumpling are burnt to Pat:
Burnt to Pot,
Burnt to Pot,
Till Pudding and Dumpling are burnt to Pot.
Burnt to Pot, &¢

We'll tofs bff our Ale till we cannot ftand,
And hey for the Honour of old England ;
v Old England,
Old England,
And hey for the Honour of old England,
0/d England, &-.
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4 SONG.
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Prithee fend me back my Heart,
Since I cannot have thine :

or 1f from yours you will not part,
Why then fhould you have nfine.

¢t now I think on’t, let 1t be,
To fend it me is yain ;

Thow
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Thou haft a Thief in either Eye,
Will fteal it back again.

Why fhould two Hearts in one Breaft be,
And yet not be together;

Or Love, where 1s thy Sympathy,
It thou our Hearts do {ever ?

But Love s fuch a Myftery,
I cannc:ad 1t out;

For whe 1 J -hink I am beft refolv’d,
Thea 1 2c1 moft 1n Doubt.

Then farewel Care, then farewel Woe,
I w:ll no longes pine;

But I'll believe I have her Heare,
As well as {he hath mine.

Iﬁ‘ﬂ"v\.m o oy o~y Ww ﬁﬁ.ﬂ*ﬁn?
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Baccuusturn'd Do8or. The Words byBs

Jorxson,
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s
ET Soldiers fight for Pay and Praile,
And Money be Mifers with ;
por Scholars ftudy all their Days,
And Gluttons glory in their Difh
s Wine, pure Wine, revives [ad Souls,
Therefore give us chearing Bowls.

« Minions marfhalin their Hair,

And in a Lover’s lock delight;

od artificial Colours wear,

We have the Native Red and White.
'Ti: Wine, &€

our Pheafant, Pout, and Culver Salmon,
And how to pleafe your Palates think
v s a {alt Weftphalia-Gamman,

\ct Meat to eat, but Meat to drink,

T Pine, &C.

. mzkes the backward Spirits brave,

Thar lvely, that before was dull;
{2 erow good Fellows that are grave,
-3 % ndnefs flows from Cups brim full,
T Ahme, &C

z¢ have the Pryfick, fome the Rhume,
erae have the Faliie, fome the Gout;

cme fwell with Fat, and fome confume,
Bus they are found that drink all out.

!.T-‘.:T ;‘VJI?IE', &C-

= \en want Youth, and fome want Health,
Mome want a Wifel, and fome a Punk;
~¢ M:n want Wit, and {ome want Wealth,
B:- he wants nothing that is drunk.

T Wi, bure Wine, revives fﬂd Souls,

-

T cfere ziva i chaving Bowls,

01.. V . H. I}t_ :{‘;C‘_'E



145 Pivris to Purge Melancholy.

TeNnNy making Hajy.
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P O OR Fenny and I we toiled,

In a long Summer’s Day;
Till we were almoft foiled,
With making of the Hay:
Her Kerchief was of Holland clear,
Bound low upon her Brow ;
1fc whifper'd fomething in her Ear,
But what's that to you &
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er Stockings were of Kerfey green,
“Well fticche with yellow Silk ;
1! fike a Leg was never feen,
Her Skin as white as Milk:
der Hair as black as any Crow,
And fweet her Mouth was too ;
Oh Jenny daintily can mow,
But, &C.

Her Petticoats were not fo low,
As Ladies they do wear them ;

che needed not a Page I trow,
For I was by to bear them:

It took them up all in my Hand,
And Ithink her Linnen too;

Which made me for to make a {tand;
But, &¢.

King Solomen had Wives enough,
Aad Concubines a Number ;

Yet I{e poffefs more happinefs,
And he had more of Cumber ;

My Joys furmount a wedded Life,
Vith fear. fhe lets me mow her;

A Wench is better than a Wife,

But, &C.

The Lilly and the Rofe combine,
To make my Fenny fair ;

There's no Contentment fike as mine ;
I'm almoft void of Care : "

But yet I fear my Fenmy's Face,
VVill caufe more Men to woe ;

VVhich if fhe fhould, as I do fear,
$til, what is that to you:

147
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The Knotting Soxa. The Words by Sir Crany
SIDNEY. .
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Ears not my Phid/s how the Birds,

Their feather'd Mates falute:

hey tell their Paflion in their VVords,
Muft I alone, muft I alone be mute: -

hillis without a frown or [mile,

14§

e orknorted, & knotted, o knotted,and knotted all thewhile,

te God of Love in thy bright Eyes,
Dees like 2 Tyrant Reign;

rinthy Heart a Child he lies,
VVithout a Dart or Flame.

. &.c.

ymany Months in filence paft,

And yet in raging Love;

ght well deferve one word at laft,
My P;Hion fhould approve.

illis, &X¢.

ut then your faithful Swain expire,
And not one look obtain;
hich to footh his fond defire,
ight pleafingly explain.
llis, &¢.
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The Frencu Kine in @ foaming Pafion for th

lofs of bis Potent Army in the NETHERLANDS
which were Routed ‘By bis Grace the Duke o

M ALBOROUGH.
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L D Lewts le Grand,
He raves like a Fury,

And calls for Mercury ;
soth he, if I can,
[l finith my Days*
ot why fhould I live ?
ince the Fates will not give
One affable fmile:
ieat Marlborough Conquers,
reat Marlborough Conquers,

I'm ruin’d the while.

he Elower of France,

And Troops of my Palace
Which march’d from Verfale:
Yho vow’d to Advance,

With Conquering Sword,

re cut, hack’d and hew'd,

well may conclude,

They're moft of them Slain:
h! whae will become of,

h! what will become of

My Grand-Son in Spain.

y fortify’d Throne,

Propt up by Oppreflion,
Muft yield at Difcretion,
or needs muft I own,

My Glory decays :

Hg4
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Bold .
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Bold Mar.?éﬂrougb COmeEsS
With ratling Drums,
And thundering Shot,
He drives all before him,
He drives all before him,
Oh! Where am 1 got ?

ile pufhes for Crowns,
And flavs my Commanders,

And Forces in Flanders;

Great Capital Towns,
For CHARLES has declar'd:

Thelz things like a Dart,
Has pierced my Heart,
And thieatens my Death ;
Iere do I lye fighing,
ilere do 1 lye fighing,
And Panting for Breath.

"I his paflionate Grief,
Draws on my Difeafes,
Which fatally ceafes

My Spirits in chief,

A fit of the Gout,

‘The Gravel and Stone,

1 have 'tis well known,
At this horrid News,
Of Marlborow b's Triumph,
Of Maritororgh's Triumph,

All Battles 1 lofe.

Wherever he comes,
He is bo!d and Vitorious,

SuccefsfLl and glorious,
My two Royal Thumbs
With anguifh I bite:
*To hear his Succefs;
Yet neverthelefs,
My paflion’s in vain:
I pity my Darling,
I pity my Darling,
Young Philip ip Spaiis.
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{ am out of my Wits,
If e'er I had any;.

My Foes they are many,
Which plagues me by fits,
In Flanders and Spa:a:

I'm fick at my Heart,

To think we muft part;
With what we enjoy’d,
Towns, Caftles, are taken,
Towns, Caftles, are taken,
My Troops are deftroy’d.

1am [ declare,
In a weak Condition,
Go call my Phyfician,
And let him prepare

Without all delay,

At me T pray,
And hear my Gomplaint,

A Dram of the Bottle,

A Dram of the Bottle,
Or elfe I {hall faint.

Should T {lip my Breath,
At this dread ful Seafon,
! think it but Reafon,

I hould 1ay my Death,
To the daring Foes,

Whofe Fire and Smoak,
Has certainly broke,

Oh! bring me a Cordial,
Oh! bring me a Cordial;
&nd lay me to Reft.

Some comfort with {peed,

The Heart in my Breaft :

173
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A Soxc, Set by Captain Pacxk,

Ould you be a Man in Fafbion ? /
Would you lead a Life Divine ?
Take alittle Dram of Paffion, (a little dram of Paflc
In a lufty Dofe of Wine
3f the Nymph has no Compaflion,
Vain 1t 15 to figh and groan:
J ove was but put in for Fafhion,

Wine will do the Work alone,
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Set by Mr. Tuo. Farmer.
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Hough the Pride of my Paflion fair Sylvis betray;,
And frowns at the Love I impart ;
Theugh kindly her Eyes twift amorous Rays,
To tye a more fortunate Heart :
Yet her Charms are {o great, I'll be bold in my Pai,
His Heart is too tender,

Yoo tencer, that's ftruck with Difdain,

Still my Heart is {o juft to my Paflionate Eyes,
It diffolves with Delight while T gaze
And he that loves on, though Sylvie denies,
His Love but his Duty obeys :
I no more can refrain her negle&@s to purfue,
Than the force, the force
Of her Beauty can ceafe to fubdue.

LR BEREEEREEKEREEEEES
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‘VHEN firlt 1 fair Celinda knew,

Her Kindnefs then was great :
Her Eves I cou’d with Pleafure view,.
And friendly Rays did meet:
In all Dehghts we paft the rime,
That could Dwerﬁon Move ;
Sae oft would kindly hear me Rhime
Upon fome others Love :
Sne ¢ft would kiddly hear me Rhinie,
Upen [ome others Liue.

Bar ah! at Taft T grew too boid,
Preft by my growing Flame ;

ker when my Paﬂion I had told,
She hated ev’'n my Name :-

Thus I that cou’d her Eriendihip boalt,

And did her Love purlue;
And taught Contentment at the coff,

Of Love and Friendibip too.
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4 SONG.

Sct by Mr.F1sHRURNE,

LO N G had Damen been admir d
By the Beauties of the Plain;

Evry Brealt warm Love infpir'd,
For the proper handlome Swain :

The choicelt Nymph Sicilia bred,
\W'as won by his refiftlefs Charms:

Soft Leoks, and Verle as fmooth, had Jed
Arnd left the Captive 10 his Arms, . "
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1at our Damon's Soul afpires,
To a Goddefs of his Race

[hough he fues with chafter Fires,
This his Glories does deface:

The fatal News no fooner blown
[n Whifpers up the Chefnut Row ;
he God Sylvanus with a Frown,
lafts all the Lawrels on his Brow.

bwains be wife, and check defire
In it’s foarmg, when you'll woe:
amen may in Love require

Thefyles and Lasra 100
hen Shepherds too ambitious are,

And Court Afirea on a Throne ;

ike to the fhooting,of a Star,
They fall, and thus their ﬂumng s gone,
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A Soxoc
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Set by Mr. F1suzuRrN.
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Retty Floramel, no Tongue can ever tell,
The Charms that in thee dwell ;
Thofe Soul-melting Pleafures,
Shou'd the mighty Fsve once view, he'd be in Love
And plunder all above,
To rain down his Treafure -

Ah! faid the Nymph in the Shepherd’s Arms,
Had you half fo much Love asyou fay I have Charm
There's not a Soul, created for Man and Love,
More true than Floramel wou'd prove,

1’d o'er the World with thee rove.

Tove that's truly free, had never Jealoufie,
But artful Love may be
Both doubtful and wooing ;
A'! dear Shepherdefs, ne'er doubr, for you may guel
My ileart will prove no lefs, |
Than ever endlefs loving :
™hen cries the Nymph, like the Sun thou fhalc be,
Anc 1, like kind Earth, will produce all to thee;
1 ev'ry Flower in Love’s Garden I'll Off’rings p
To my Saint. Nay then pray
‘Take not thofe dear Eyes away.



BY thady Weods and purling Streams,
D 1 fpend my Life in pleafing Dreams ;
\nd would not for the World be thought

To change my falfe delightful Thougtit :

ot who, alafs ! can happy be,
Thar does the Truth of alt things fee ¢

Ermho, alafs ! can happy be,
That does the Truth of all things [e2.
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A Soxc. Sett by Mr. Hexry Purcrir.
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N Chloris all fofc Charms agree, .
Enchanting Humour, pow'rful Wit;
Beauty from Affe&ation free,
And for Eternal Empire fit :
Where.¢er fhe goes, Love waits her Eyes,
The Women Envy, Men adore;

Tho' did fhe lefs the Triumph Prize,
She wou'd deferve the Conqueft more, ”
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pt Vaniry fo much prevails,

She begs what elfe none can deny her ;
And with inviting treach’rous Smiles
- Gives hopes which ev’n prevent defire :
eaches at every trifling Heart,

Grows warm with ev’ry ghmm’ring Flame;
And common Prey {o deads her Dart,

It {carce can wound a noble Game.

] conld lye Ages at her Feet,

Adore her carelefs of my Pain ;

Vith tender Vows her Rigour meet,

Defpair, love on, and not complain :
My Paffion from all change fecur’d,

Favours may rife, no Frown controuls;
lany Torment can endure,

But hoping with a crowd of Fools,

S S T U e RC S

A Soxa, Set by Mr. Tuo. Farmer,




154 Pivis to Purge Melancholy.

\ HEN bufie Fame o'er all the Plain,
Felinda's Prailes rung ;
And on their Oaten Pipes each Swain
Her matchlefs Beauty fung :
The Envious Nymphs were forc'd to yield
. She had the {fweeteft Face ;
No emulous difputes were held,

But for the {econd place.

Young Coridon, whofe ftubborn Heart
No Beauty ¢’er could move ;

But {fmil'd at Cupid’s Bow and Dart,
And brav'd the God of Love:

Would view this Nymph, and pleas'd at firft
Such filent Charms to {ee;

With Wonder gaz'd, then figh'd, and curs'd

His Curiofity.
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ASoNg Set by Mr. Fisusurxse.
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Hy am T the @nly.-Creature,
Muft a ruin'd Love purfue;
ther Paflions yield to Nature,
Mine there's nothing can fubdue:
ot the Glory of Poflefling,
Monarch wifhes gave me eafe,
ore and more the mighty Bleflings

Lid my raging Pains encreafe.
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Q

Nor could jealoufie relieve me,
Tho' it ever waited near;
Cloath’d in gawdy Pow’r to grieve m¢,

Still the Monfter would appear :
Thar, nor Time, nor Abfence neither,

Nor Defpair removes my Pain ;

1 endure them all together,
Yer my Torments ftill remain.

Iad alone her matchlefs beauty,
Set my amorous Heart on Fire,
Ace at faft would do its Duty,
Fuel ceafing, Flames expire.
But her Mind immortal grows,
Makes my Love immortal too;
Nature ne'er created Faces,

Can the Charms of Souls undoe.

And to make my Lofs the greater,

Qhe laments it as her own;
Could fhe fcorn me, I might hate her; -

"But alas! fhe fhews me none:

Then fince Fortune 1s my Ruin,
In Retirement I'll Complain;

And in rage for my undoing,
Ne'er come in its Power agaiil.
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Fleafant and Divertive,

A SONG.

4wrinda, who did love Difdain,
For whom had languifh’d many a § wain s
tading her bleating Flocl-:s to drink,
he "(py ’d upon a River’s brink
- ch.th whofe Eyes did well declare,
oW much he lov'd but lov’d not her.
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At firft fhe laugh'd, but gaz'd a while,
Which foon it leflen'd to a {mile -
Thence to Surprize and Wondzr came,
Her Breaft to heave, her Heart to flame:
‘Then cry’d fhe out, Ah! now 1 prove
‘Thou arr a God moft mighty Fove.

She would have fpoke, but fhame deny'd,
And bid her firft confult her Pride;

But foon fhe found that aid was gone,
For Fove, alafs! had left her none :

Ah ! now {he burns! but ’tis too late,

For in his Eyes fhe reads her Fare.
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AIR Celia too fondly contemns thofe Delights,
Wherewith gentle Nature hath foften’d the Nights;
If the be fo kind to prefent us with Pow'r,
he Faule is our own to negle& the good Hour :
ho gave thee this Beauty, ordain'd thou fhould'ft be,
\skind to thy Slaves, as the Gods were to thee.

hen Celia no longer referve the vain Pride,
Jf wronging thy felf, to fee others deny’d ;
It Love be a Pleafure, alafs! you will find,
¢ both are not happy, when both are moft kind :
But Women, like Priefts, do in others reprove,
d call that thing Luft, which in them is but Love.

hat they thro’ their Madnefs and Folly create,

e poor filly Slaves ftill impute ro our Fate;

Put in fuch Diftempers where Love is the Grief,
lisCelia, not Heaven, mufl give us Relief:

Ihen away with thofe Titles of Honour and Caule.
Vhich firft made us fin, by giving us Laws.
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A SON G
St by MrrWitr1am TURNER




Lik'd, bue never lov'd before
[ faw that charming Face;
ow every Feature I adore,

And doat on ev'ry Grace:

e ne'er fhall know that kind defire,
Which her cold Looks denies;

nlefs my Heart that’s all on Fire,
Should fparkle through my Eyes:
hen if no gentle Glance return,

A {ilent Leave to {peak;

Iy Heart which would for ever bura,
Alafs! mutt figh and break,
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Be forbidden to complain;;
et her fcorn me, let her Fly me,

et her Looks, her Love deny me :

Ne'er fhall my Heart yield to Defpair,
Or my Tonguc ceafe to tell my Care,
Or my Tongue ceafe t0 tell my Care:
Mauch to love, and much to pray,

5 to Heav'n the only Way-
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4 Soxe. Set by Mr, Pelham Humphreys,

Ja Wife I do hate ’

For either fhe's Falfe, or fhe’s Jealous:
But give me a Mate,
ho nothing will ask us, or tell us
She ftands at no Terims,
0t Chaffers by way of Indenture:
Or loves for the Farms,
it takes the kind Man at a Venture.

If all prove not righe,
Yithout an A&, Procefs or Warning,
From Wife for a Night,
00 may be divorc'd the next Morning,
Where Parents are Slaves,
{beir Brats can’t be any other;
Great Wits and great Braves
3¢ always a Punk to their Mother,
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ELL me ye Sicilian Swains,
Why this Mourning’s o’er your Plains;
Where’s your ufual Melody 7
Why are all your Shepherds mad,

And your Shepherdefles fad ?
What can the mighty meaning be?

Chirws.  Syluia the Glory of our Plains,

syluia the Love of all our Swains;
That bleft us with her Smiles:

Vere ev'ry Shepherd had a Heart,

nd ev'ry Shepherdefs a Part
Slights our Gods, and leaves our Ile,

Slights our Gods, and leaves our Ifle,
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V HEN gay Philaunder left the Plain,
The Love, the Life of ev'ry Swain s
His Pipe the mournful Srrephon took,

By fome fad Bank and murm’ring Brook :
Whilft lift’ning Flocks forfock their Food,

And Melancholy by him ftoad;
On the cold Ground himfelf he laid,
And thus the Mournful Shepherd play’d:

Farewel to all that’s bright and gay,

No more glad Night and chearing Day ;.
No more the Sun will gild our Plain,

'Till the loft Youth return again:

Then every penfive Heart that now,

With Mournful Willow fhades his Brow ;;
Shall crown’d with ch