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Slave to ev’ry changing Paffion,
Loving, Hating, in extream :

Fond of ev’ry foolith Fafhion,
And, at beft, a pleafing Dream.

Loovely-Trifle! dear-Illufion!
Conq’ring-Weaknefs ! wifh’d-for-Pain!
Man’s chief Glory, and Confuafion,
Of all Vanity moft vain!

Thus, deriding Beauty’s Pow’r,
Bewsl call’d it all a Cheat;
But in lefs than half an Hour
Kneel’d, and whin’d, at Celia’s Feet.

For the FLuUTE.
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F 4 N N ¥ K N 4 P P.
By a Gentleman of OXF ORD.
Set by Mr. ¥. S HE E L E §.
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O were Thor{day butcome, How I'd run from my
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Room, And throw off my Gown and my Ca -
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Abingdon go, as fpruce as a Beau, To
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Dance with my Faivr Fan--ny Knapp.

h

e

e ———- L L T R .

s viie- il il
L) "

B 2



The MvusicarL MISCELLANY.

L.et other Men ftrole
From hence to the Pole,
And travel all over the Map;
I’m fure they’ll ne’er find,
Among Woinan-kind,
One {0 lovely as Fair Fanrny Knapp.

Had [ Genius and Fire,

Such as er’(t did infpire

The Bofoms of Blackmore, and Zrap,
Oh! how like any Thing,
Would I carrol, and fing

“The Praifes of Fair Fanny Knapp.

Not gay Wilks’s Heart,

‘When he tops Wildair’s Part,
Receives fo much Joy from a Clap,

As 1, could Gold Finches,
- And a Man of my Inches
Commend me to Fair Fanny Knapp.

J.et the Sot boalt his Pleafure,
Who drinks beyond meafure,
And fits the long Day at the Tap;

He’s not half {o happy,
T ho’ drown’d in his Nappy,

As I with my Fair Fanny Knapp.

As you often have {ecn
A Faggot when green,
In the Yire boiling over with Sap;
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So my foolifh fond Heart
{"erments in each Part,
White inflam’d by my Fair Fauny Knapp,

Net a Baby in Town,

When Nurfe-Maid is gone,
So whimpers and cries for his Pap,

As I, when away,
"T'he leaft Part of a Day,
Lament for my Fair Fanny Kunapp.

When Dunns at my Door,
At leaft half a Score,
Succeflively ply the loud Rapp,
I bid ’em away;
For what can he pay,
That’s undone by his Fair Fasny Krapp?

The Cobler in’s Hole

Waxes fad to the Soul,

" If he chances to lofe but his Strapp;
Alas! {o I fhall
Lofe my End, and my All,

If at laft I lofe Fair Fanny Knapp.

The Butcher his Meat, °
That we {weetly may eat,
f'rom Fly-blows defends with a Flap;
So, I'd have you to know,
I’ll butcher that Beau,

That dares fly-blow my Fair Fanny Kvapp.
B3 Some,
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Some, inflam’d with Defire
Of fweet [Figs in the Fire,
Burn boldly at fam’d Dragon-Snap;
More vent’'rous am I,
Thro’ the Flames of her Eye,
T o catch at my Yair Fanrny Kuapp.

I faw t'other Day,
And envy’d poor Tray,
When fhe threw from her Table a Scrap ;
I’ll be hang’d for a Regue,
If I’d not be a Dog,
To be fed by my Fair Fanny Knapp.

Were fhe once fet to Sale,

As her Charms cou’d not fail
T'o bring hér in many a Chap;

I’d defie any Pow’r,

Lefs than fove, and his Show’r,
To outbid me for Fair Fanny Knapp.

Tho’ of all things I hate
"T'o be damnably beat,
Yet methinks 1 could bear a good Slap,
Were the bargain but this,
"J'o be heal’d by a Kifs

From the Lips of my Fair Fanny Knapp.

Hark! officious bright Sun,
When this Stage you have run,
And retire to your Thetis’s Laf;
To
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To Eternity ftay,
We can never want Day,
While enlight’ned by Fair Fanny Knapp.

Poor Swift, on a Time,
At a Lofs for a Rhime,
Woas {upply’d by a very good Hap;
Let Him now by his Skill,
Or the Help of his De’el,
Find another for Fair Fanry Knapp.

P. S. My Mufe ran fo faft,

She had like in her hafte,
To have left in my Sonnet a Gap;
Tho’ I doubt not the Dean,
If This — he had feen,
He’d have ftopp’d it for Fair Fanny Knapp.

For the F L u T E.
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75%¢ I NV O CATTION.
Set by Mr. BO NO NCINTJ.
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There let my Soul forget her Pain, Reftor’d to

‘bl'ifsfulPeaccagain; Nor ¢’er re----ﬁgn the
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For the F Lvu TE.
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i But when, without Art,

{ Your kind Thoughts you impart,

vf . .
When your Liove runs in Bluthes thro® every Vein;

-

¥ When it darts from your Eyes, when it pants from yo

%
L|- ¢
1

' Heart, -
Then I know you’re a Woman again.

]
LY

L

Aeve
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W
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There’s a Paflion and Pride

In our Sex (the reply’'d;)

nd thus (might I gratify both) I won’d do:
Still an Angel appear to each Liover befide,

ut yet be a Woman to you.

For the FLurTE.
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Cruel Fair! Oh,
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The Words by Mr. H. G.
Gives me Life, yet makesme die
r your Lover,YVﬁd with Anguifh pines for you;

’
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T hink
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Anfwer'd by anotber Haxd.

Ceafe, tormenting vain Deceiver,
C'/oe all your Arts defies ;

Cares not, if you will believe her,
Whether Damon lives or dies:

Trifling Swain, your Suit give over,

- And implore Corinna’s Charms ;

Know young Cloe’s doom’d a Lover,
But to blefs her Strepbon’s Arms.

A Reply by Mr. H. C.

Since nor Faith nor Truth can move you,
In behalf of Damon’s Suit;

Cloe, know, altho’ I lov’d you,
Scorn produces other Fruit:
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T'ake your faithlefs canting Rover,

16

Clafp him in deluded Arms;
Damon joys, who was your Lover,

That his Rival loaths your Charms.

For the F'. v T E.
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:Written in 1717, on QOccafion of the Duke of
Marlborongh’s Apoplexy.

-“-‘q: Mr. WELSTED, Set by Mr. J. SHEELES.

h ~ L -
oA
T .

turn thy langud

Well farvey this faithful Plan,
Which records thy Life’s great Story;
"T'is a fhart, but crowded Span,

: Full of Triumphs, full of Glory.
joL. 1V, C One
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One by One thy Deeds review:

Sieges, Battles thick appear;
Former Wonders loft in New,

Greatly fill each pompous Year!

This is Blenbein’s Crimfon Field,

Wet with Gore, with Slaughter {tain’d!

Here retiring Squadrons yield,
And a bloodlefs Wreath is gain’d.

Ponder in thy God-like Mind,

All the Wonders thou haft wrought;
Tyrants, from their Pride declin’d,

Be the Subje&t of thy Thought!

Reft thee here, while Life may laft:
Th’ utmoft Blifs to Man allow’d,
Is to trace his Aétions patt,
And to find ’em Great and Good.

But ’tis gane — O Mortal born!
Swift the fading Scenes remove =
Let ’em pafs with noble Scorn :
T hine arc Worlds which roll above.

Poets, Prophets, Heroes, Kings,
Pleas’d, thy ripec Approach forefee ;
Men, who aéted wond’rous 1 hings,

Tho’ they yicld in Fame to Thee.

- e e ETE TR e e ey E—— T 4 Wy - - -
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Foremoft in the Patriot Band,
Shining with diftinguifh’d Day,
See thy Friend Godolphin ftand !
See! he beckons thee away.

Yonder Seats and Fields of Light,
Let thy ravifh’d Thought explore

Withing, panting for thy Flight!
Half an Angel; Man no more.

For the F . v T E.
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B,

ST - g

Shape and Feature, Flame and Pafiion
Still in ev’ry Breaft will move; |
More is Supererogation, o

Meer Idolatry of Love.

You may drefs a World of Chlve’s,
In the Beauty fhe can fpare;

Hcar him, Cupid, who no Foe is,
To Your Altars, or the Fair.

o
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The ANsWER to the foregoing SoN G.
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Ioolifh Mortal, pray be ea--fy, Angry szpz;
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Shepherd,
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e --E.:a::gg,

Shepherd, no, I'll  ra---ther give her T'wenty

hou---fand DBeauties more.
ml—“ — "“ —
N A e A R =
K S T SR I R ~

Were Florella proud, and four,
Apt to mock a Liover’s Care,

Juftly then you’d pray that Pow’r
Shou’d be taken*rom the IFair.

But tho’ I fpread a Blemifh o’cr her,

- No Relief from thence you’ll find;

Still, fond Shepherd, you’d adore her;,
For the Beauties of her Mind!

Zhe F . v T to the Firft Part.
"\
En-":
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ining,

why all this P

ing,

11 this Whin

To him that’s

Brain.

and fo dull the
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If Cloe fly thee, and ftill deny shee,
~ Never look fheaking, ner never repine :

If *tis her Fafhion, to flight your Paflion,
Then feem molt eafy, and deny her thine.
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Yet flily wooe her, and clofely purfue her,
Or fhe'll prove a Tyrant, and laugh thee to fcomn
When (he fecms Waggith, Coquettith and Prudith,
‘Then give Her her Humour, and let Her be gone.

When next you meet her, again intreat her,

And if you find flill {he’d make you her Tool,
Ne'er let it vex you, or once perplex you,

She’ll foon repent it, and find who’s the Fool.
Then to requite her, defpife her and {light her,

And what you commended as much difcommend:
But if Love grieve thee, and ftill will not leave thee,

‘Thene’enlovethy Self firft,and next lovethy Friend.
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A little Parlour-Stove, to hold
A conftant Fire from Winter’s Cold,
Where you may Sit, and Think, and Sing,
Far off from Court, God blefs the King !

Safe from the Harpies of the Liaw,
From Party-Rage, and Great Man’s Paw;
Have choice few Friends of your own Talte;
A Wife Agreeable and Chatfte.

An open, but yet cautious Mind,
Where guilty Cares no Entrance find;
Nor Mifers Fears, nor Envy’s Spight,
"T'0 break the Sabbaoth of the Night,

Plain Equipage, and temp’rate Meals,
Few Taylor’s, and no Doélor’s Bills;
Content to take, as Heav’n fhall pleafe,
A longer or a fhorter Leafe.

FALLING in LOVE,

To the foregoing Tune.

WHEN firlt [ faw thee graceful move,
Ah me! what meant my throbbing Dreafte
Say, foft Confufion, art thou Love?
If Loove thou art, then farewel Reft!

Since
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Since doom’d I am to love thee, Fair,
Though hopelefs of a warm Return,

Yet kill me not with cold Defpair;
But let me live, and let me burn.

With gentle Smiles aflwage the Pain,
Thofe gentle Smiles did firft create:

And, though you cannot love again,
In Pity, oh! forbear to hate.
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EXPOSTULATTION.

T he
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At once reveal my cruel Fate,

And lgt me know the worft

I’ll arm my felf againft your Hate,
And bear to be accurft!

If’t muft be fo, my Doom I’ll hear:
T hefe Doubts I cannot bear!

Soon as my droopihg Eyes I raife
T'o view your charming Face,
O’erwhelm’d with Joy, loft in Amaze,
I blefs each fparkling Grace!
My raptur’d Soul fprings to my Eyes,
And tells my Fears and Joys.

How long, O lovelieft Fair! how long
Shall I my Suff’rings bear?

Why do you thus my Paffion wrong,
And fink me in Defpair ?

Now lifted high, now funk as low,

You plunge me ftill in Woe.

Poor
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Poor Mariners, when Storms run high,
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Like Terrors undergo
Sometimes they’re wafted to the Sky,

Sands below

n
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Then plung
INo more torment me; but be kind,

And cure my troubled M
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Thou doft drink, and dance, and fing ;
Happier than the happieflt King!
All the Fields which thou doft fee,
All the Plants belong to Thee:

All that Summer Hoursﬁroduce,
Fertile made with early Juice.
Man for Thee does Sow and Plough;
Farmer He, and Landlord "T hou.

Thou innocently doft enjoy;
Nor does thy Luxury deftroy ;
With Joy the Shepherd heareth thee,

Far more harmonious fing than he!

Thee Country-Hinds with Gladnefs hear,

‘The Prophet of the ripen’d Year!
Thee Phabus loves, and does infpire;
Bright Pheebus is himfelf thy Sire!

To Thee, of all things upon Earth,

Life is no longer than thy Mirth.
Happy Infeé, thrice happy thou!
Dott neither Age nor Winter know !

But when thoun’ft drunk, and danc’d, and fung

Thy Fill, the low’ry Leaves among,
Sated with thy Summer- Featt,

“Thou retir’ft to endlefs Reft.

o ———




35

a
Q

The MusicAL MIsScELLANY.
For the F .. v T E.

- - - -
A4 F = - =
..ﬁ.m.....ﬂnu.._.._.-n». e -t L " - A=a 2
- T 4ty - oy
-lr_ R B ' LT |



Cr—— g8

The MusicAL MISCELLANY.

30

AvEPiTHALAMIUM o7 the MARRIAG

of o Young Gentléman with an Old Lady.,

[To the Tune of Gofip Foan.]
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Each Belle condemns the Choice
Of a Youth fo gay and fprightly ;
But we your Friendsrejoyce,
That you have judg’d fo rightly :

Happy Dick!
Tho’ odd to Some it {founds, ¢

That on Threefcore you ventur’d ;
Yetin Ten Thoufand Pounds

Ten Thoufand Charms are center’d:
Happy Dick !
Beauty, we know, will fade,
As doth the thort-liv’d Flower;
Nor can the faireft Maid

Infure her Bloom an Hour:
Happy Dick!

T hen wifely you refign,
For Sixty, Charms {o tranfient;

As the Curious value Coin
"The more for b'eing Ancient:
Happy Dick!
With Joy your Spoufe fhall fee
The fading Beauties round her,
And fhe her-felf ftill be

The fame that firft you found her :
Happy Dick }
Oft is the Married State
With Jealoufies attended ;
And hence, thro’ foul Debate,
Are Nuptigl Joys fufpended:
Happy Dick !
D3 -

37

But
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But you, with fuch a Wife,

No jealous Fears are under;
She’s yours alone, for Life,

Or much we all fhall wonder :

Happy Dick?

Her Death wou'd grieve you fore,

But let not that torment you,
My Life! fhe’ll {fee Fourfcore,

If that will but content you:

Happy Dick!
On this you may relie,

For the Pains you took to win her,
She’ll ne’er in Child-bed die,
Unlefs the D----’s in her:

Happy Dick !
Some have the Name of Hell ey

To Marrrimony given;

How falfly, you can.tell,
Who find it fuch a Heaven »
Happy Dick'!
With you, each Day and Night
Is crown’d with Joy and Gladnefs;
‘While envious Virgins bite

T he hated Sheets for Madnefs :
Happy Dick!

With Spoufe, long fhare the Blifs
Y’had mifs’d in any other;

- And when you’ve bury’d this,

May you have fuch another:
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Obferving hence, by you,

In Marriage fuch Decoram,

Our wifer Youth fhall do,

As you have done before ’em

Happy Dick!

For the F1. v T E.
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At Morn, when Phwbzs from the Eaft
Repels the gloomy Shades of Night,
T'he Grief that racks my tortur’d Breaft
Redoubles at th’ Approach of Liight.

At Noon, when moft intenfe he fhines,
My Sorrows more intenfe are grown ;
At Ev’ning, when the Sun declines,
T hey fet not with the Setting Sun.

To my Relief then haften, Death,
And eafe me of my reftlefs Woes:

With Joy I will refign my Breath,
since Love and Chloris are my Foes,

For the FLUuTE.
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STREPHO N’s CoMPLAINTY of Love, |

4.2 }Tl)e MusicAL MIiSCELLANY.

Setby Mr. HANDE L.
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Since thou haft wounded me,
Why doft thou not impart
Some of thy Cruelty,
And make her fzel fome Smart?
Tell her how 1 do burn,
How I lament and mourn!
When the the Truth doth know,
She muft fome Pity thow.

Beauty enthron’d doth ftand
Upon her {miling Brow:

Her blufhing Cheeks command
Me at her Feet to bow :

Her golden Treffes wave,

Her rifing Breafts enflave,

Lightning darts from her Eyes,

And kills me by Surprize.

Yet tho’ the is moft fair,
Why fhould fhe me difdain?
If Wealth furrounds my Dear,
Why muft I fuffer Pain?

Were
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Were She as poor as Job,
I in a Royal Robe,
And Lord of all the Land,

1’d be at her Command.

All Day I figh and weep,

And vainly do lament!
All Night I cannot fleep!

I never reft content!
But {till am fill’d with Pain,
Scorn, Woe, and fad Difdains
Thefe Racks I cannot bear,
And yet the will not hear!

What Joys can Myra take,
After the does behold

Poor Strephbon, for her Sake,
Laid in the Dreary Mould?

O moft unhappy Fate!

Then Pity comes too late:

Myra, my Life preferve,

And thee I'll always ferve.

I'll wander for her Sake,

Or keep myfelf confin’d,
If fhe no Pity take

On my diftra&ted Mind.
O eafe the burning Smart,
Of my poor {uff’ring Heart ;
Elfe *twill my Ruin prove;
Farewell then Life and Love!
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The S O L D1 E R’s Helcome Howe.

[ o the Tune of Auld larng [yne.)

’d in glorious
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Arms about me twine, Andakemeonce a-

Methinks around us, on each Bough,
A Thoufand Czp:ds play ;

Whilft thro’ the Groves I walk with you,
Each Obje&t makes me gay:

Since your Return, the Sun and Moon
With brighter Glory fhine,

Streams murmur {oft Notes while they run,
As they did lang fyne.

Defpife the Court, and Din of State;
Liet that to their Share fall
Who can eftcem fach Slav’ry great,
While bounded like a Ball;
But funk in Liove, upon my Arms
Liet your brave Head recline;
We'll pleate our felves with mutual Charm‘:
As we did lang fyne.

O'
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O’er Moor and Dale, with your gay Friend,
You may purfue the Chafe,

- And, after a blyth Bottle, end

All Care in my Embrace:
And in a vacant rainy Day
"You fhall be wholly mine;
We’ll make the Hours run fmooth away;
And laugh at lang {yne,

The Hero, pleas’d with the fweet Air,
And Signs of generous Love,

Which had been utter’d by the Fairy
Bow’d to the Powers above. |
Next Day, with glad Confent and Hatfte,

They knelt before the Shrine,
‘Where the good Prieft the Couple bleft,
And put them out of Pine.

For the FLuT%®E.
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No more¢ of Cruelty complain,
Nor Cloe’s Breaft accufe

For Want of Pity to a Swain,
When Honour bids,' Refufe.

Let fome more worthy Virgin Dame,
Whofe Charms all lovely are,

Be Miftrefs of your gen’rous I'lame;
She may reward your Care.

Or fome brisk fprightly Widow may,
With Affluence {upply’d,

Your Suit with grateful Senfe repay,
Which Cloe has deny’d.

If Neither can your T houghts employ,
But (till on me you gaze,

Cloe's Advice receive with Joy,
And fly from Cup:d’s Maze.

Halfte! to fome peaceful Dome retire,
Such as you oft approve;

Examine well your fond Defire,
And difcipline your Love.

And if my wand’ring Steps incline
To your fad, lonely Cell; '
My Soul, and every Thought fhall join,
To with poor Serephon well !
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MUSIDORA’s COMPLAINT.
By o Toung Lady of Quality. Set by Mr. DIEUPART.
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A fumptuous Palace full of Joy,
To me a Dungeon is;
And all That Mirth does me annoy,

Who know no Thought of Blifs
Then, wrap’d in Grief, the lovely Maid

Retir’d from all the T'hrong,
And on a Bank reclin’d her Head,

While Tears ran trickling, trickling down,

For the F L'u.TE.
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The DESTRUCTIVE BEAUTY.

Occafion’d by & Copy of Ferfes on Mifs A. B---
going from Oxford to Newnham by Zater. -

To the Tune of All ye Ladzes now at Land.

The waving Oaks of Newnham’s pendant Wood,

T o meet ber, [eem to rufh into the Flood;

Peep o’er their Fellows Heads to fee the Fair, -

Whofe Name npon their wonnded Barks they bear.
Verfes to Mifs 4. B




But left, my Fair, you thou’d look cold,
Cry P:f5, and call me rﬁde,
Or think that [ dare be {o boid,
My Paflion to intrude:
It is not for my felf 1 fue,
But for fome Trees that die for you. £a, la, &c.

dince late on I/is’ Silver Flood
Your fatal F'orm was feen,
_Some lacklefs Trees in Newnbanz Wood

( I'ill then full fair and green)
E 4 " Nao
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No more their Leafy Honours fpread,
But {igh for you, and hang their Head. Fa, /s, &g,

'Tis fald, that with a Loook moft queer
T he Dotards peeping ftood :
No Prieft, with more lafcivious Leer,
Confefling Nun ¢’er view’'d;
Nay, that they ru/b’d into the Flood.
Were e’er fuch am’rous Sticks of Wood? Fa, /s, &¢,

How then can all your num'rous Band

Of L.overs not defpair,
When Hearts of Oak cannot withftand

A Face fo wond’rous fair ?
Since in your Breaft no Pity’s found,
Tho' Lovers hang, or Oaks are drown’d. Fa,/a, &,

Well did the Poet’s Am'rous Song
Style you the Publick Care;
For all our Country *Squires ere long
Will dread the pafling Fair:
Think what will good * Lord Harcomrs do,
Now Newnbam Woods are fir'd by you? Fa, /a, &¢.

In pity to our Woods, reftrain
The Light’ning of your Eyes,
Since, at each Glance, upon the Plain
Some blafted Foreft lies.

. ™ The Owner of Newnhamn MWoods.
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¢ {f you proceed, my lovely Maid, |
% You’ll rain our Poetick Shade. Fa, /2, &¢.
::' If fill, on fell Deftruttion bent,
You’ll ufe your Pow’r to kill,
On Chrsft-Church Elms your Fire be fpent ;
Let them your ¥engeance feel.
No better Fate to them is due,
They know thq Hand that libell’d you. F«, /2, &c.

For the F L uTE.
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But heartily quafts,
Sings Catches, and laughs,
All the Night he looks jovial and gay,
L.ooks Jovial and gay;
When Morning appears,
Then homeward he fteers,
To fnore out the reft of the Day,
To fnare out the reft of the Day.

He feels not the Cares,

The Griefs, or the Fears,
That the Sober too often attend,
"T"oo often attend ;

Nor knows he a Lofs,

Difturbance, or Crofs,
Save the Want of his Bottle and Friend,
Save the Want of his Bottle and I'riend,

For the FLuTE.
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Or 2 lL.ADY flung by a Bee.

Set by Mr. VINCENT.

"The curious Infe& thither flew,

To tafte the tempting Bloom :
But, with a thoufand Sweets in view,

It found a fudden Doom.

’d

nimble Hand of Life bereav

Her

- The daring little Thing ;

But firft the fnowy Arm receiv’d,

And felt the painfal Sting.
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Once only cou’d that Sting furprize,

Once be injurious found:
Not fo the Darts of C«lia’s Eyes,

They never ceafe to wound.

Oh! wou’d thehort-liv’d burning Smart

The Nymph to Pity move,
And teach her to regard the Heart

She fires with endlels Liove!

For the F LuTE.




The MusicAt MiscELLANY.

62

{A

s Bonny Lo

JOHN HAY
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But if fhe appear, where Verdures invite her,
The Fountains run elear, and Flow’rs fimell the (weetes

64

ing,

s.a flow
.

Her Smiles and bright Eyes fet my Spirits a glowing,

LY

?Tis Heav’n to be by, when her Wit i

The mair that T gaze, the deeper I’'m wounded,
Struck dumb with Amaze, my Mind is confounded,

I’m aH in a I'ire, dear MMaid, to carefs ye,
Yor a’ iy Defire is Hey’s bonny Laflie.

For the FL U T E.
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POPE FOd4dN’'s Kiffing-Dance.
Set by Mr. 3. SHEEL ES.
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There were Eight Lads fo blith and gay,
"~ That lov’d Seven buxom Laffes;
But that’s untoward, alack-a-day!
'When each his Love mif-places.

Young Roger made a Vow (d’ye fee?)
To be a Spark of Lucy’s;

But Lzcy long’d the Spoufe to be
Of Fofeph, that fo fpruce is.

Now Na» had won the Love of Fofeph,
His Heart, and eke his Fancy;

He’d be content to lofe his Nofe, if
He cou’d but gain his Naucy.

Nan cat her Heart in two, to fhareit
*Twixt Marmaduke and Aaron;
Both likely Lads, quoth fhe, I'll fwear it,'
- As Maids need wifh to ftare on.

Both Marmadunke and Aaron courted
Kaze, Daughter to a Prick-loufe,
Tho’ Kazern with her Suitors fported,
For her Sweet-heart was Nisch’las.

"This Nich'las woo’d young Foam, who ne'es
With fuch a Spark would take up;

For joan, as fure as you are there,
IHad a Month’s Mind to Faceb.
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Poor Facob made a woful Stir
'I'o compafs nut-brown Lezzice,
And fail’d, with much ado, for her
Aftellions never met his.

Leztice likewife her Love was croft in,
(¥ate order’d it fhould fo be)
- For once, in vain, fhe courted A#ftin,
And now in vain woocs Zosy.

What Maid wou’d with to be in her Cafe?
For Zoby, fhe’s fo fond on,

Run almoft mad for little Dorcas,
T'hat newly came from Londos.

Whereas fhe purely came to vifit

Her Fellow-fervant Edward,
T'o fee his pretty Face, and kifs it,
And gladly would go bed-ward.

While Ned his little Dorcas anfwer’d,
For Loving, I don’t blame vye,

’Caufe you may take an honeflt Man’s Word,
‘T"hat 1 as much love Amy:

Amy, fo pafling fair to look on,
And flender to behold,

‘Cry’d 'till her Heart was almoft broken,

ohe would be Roger’s Confort.
| Thefe
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Thefe People good, in faddelt Mood,
With Love grown woundy ftupid,

Made piteous Plaints, and told their Wants
To Hymen, and to Cupid.

Fain would they wed, in Ring fo round,
Eight Husbarids and Seven Wives;

And, doubtlefs, they muft needs have found
Great Comfort of their Lives.

But *twas a puzling Cafe to Hymen ;
O ftrange! faid he, ’twill work ill,

For I’ve no Licenfes to tie Men
And Maids in fuch a Circle.

He bid them be, as *twas but right,
Content with this Expedient,

To kifs all round, for fo all might
Have Kiffing, that had need on’t.

‘Young -Roger fhould begin the Play;
‘The reft were, in their Seafon,

“To put it round in friendly way,

And do each other Reafon.

50 Roger tall, did Luey call,
Quoth he, I'll not abufe ye;

Good footh! it wou'd have done one good
T'o fee him kifs fweet Lacy.

-y
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Then Laucy fair, demands her Share,
Of her dear Sweet-Heart Fofey,
And kifs’d him fo, all People know,

They both grew wond’rous rofie.

Next Foe did greet, his Nan, as {fweet
A Damfel as you can fee;

Na»n for this Youth, made up her Mouth,
So Fofeph kifs’d his Nancy,

Her Sparks were twain, and that being plain,
Some faid that {he might fpare one;

she by her Troth, cry’d, none or both,
And kifs’d one more than Aaroz.

Then Marmaduke and Aaror broke
Their Minds to Kate the Slattern;

Kind Kate held out, her dainty Snout,
And O! how they kifs’d Kazern!

O Nich'las! Nsck’las! where’s my Nic laid ?
Quoth Kaze the Taylor’s Daughter,

And kifs’d, and was with Joy {o tickled,
She fcarce could hold her Water.

Nic run to Foan, that had no Stays on,
But look’d as red as Claret,
And kifs’d her fo, that ’twou'd amaze one,
How any Maid could bear it.
F 3 Joan
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Foan flew at Facob moft outrageous,
Aud kifs’d, and call’d him Sweeting ; ’
Cou’d he have bleated, as Cingue-trey does,
Uds-bobs, fhe’d ftop his Bleating.

O Lettice, then, quoth Facob {tout,
On thy true Loove take Pity ;

She bid him kifs his Kifling out,
BBecaufe he was fo witty.

But Lettice call’d aloud for Zoby,
As one wou’d call for Muftard ;

He fain wou'd give fair Lesz the Go-by,
But Lertice kifs’d him firft hard.

*Tis trange to tell, or to declare,

How Toby fimpercd,
When he got Dorcas his own Dear,
And kifs'd her quite half .dead.

Dorcas, fhe leer’d on Ned, right wiftful,
Arnd kifs’d him all to Picces,

So fired, that were fhe but a Piftol,
She had gone off in Face his.

Sir Edward made her no Repartee,
‘I"ho’ he was kifs’d (o Fafhion,

As knowing well, by Rules of Art, fhe
Had done it'in her Paflion,
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And then himfelf was paflionate too
Of Amy, Queen of Spinfters;

He threw his Wig off, and his Hat too,
And run his Face againft hers.

He tows’d her with his Beard, {o bufhy,
*T"was far and near admired,

And tore her Coife quite off, altho’ fthe
Had fcarce wherewith to tie her Head.

Poor Folks may be, moft certainly,
In Loove as well as Liadies,

And kifs as well, for ought I can tell,
As they with all their Gayeties.

Amy ne’er let a Sweet-heart dodge her,
But kifled like any Widow,

And ftifled Roger, tho’ poor Roger -
Lov’d her no more than 1 do,

Thus finely they all danc’d the Hay,
Or the beft Boy of Mother;

The Jeft went round, and none were found,
That would not pledge the other.

At Iength they clos’d, and whisk’d about,
As thofe that Margery-Cree dance,
r like to IFolk quite wearied out,

Who fain wou'd make good Riddance.
F 4 Yet
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Yet loth to give it O’er, they cry’d,
How curfed faft the Day ftirs !
Tho’ before Night, or they’re bely’d,
Their Lips all needed Plaifters.

There ne’er was known, in all the Town,
Such Kiffing as this fame was;

Yet, keeping Lent (as is Decent)
Pray who, quo’ they, can blame us?

For fince (as Hymen told them plain)
Tho’ they moft grievoufly burn,

The Wedding-Noofe will ne’er contain
So many as will Zybura.

They all refolve to live right honetft,

And never be upbraided.
O.! that Young Folk were all admonifh’d

‘Yo do no worle than they did!

But for all this, they did not mifs,
Each Swnday after Sarmint,

Tq meet and kifs, {ome more, fome lefs;
Yor Kifling has no Harm in’t.

Nor would they fail, for a Dozen of Ale,
‘T'o kifs before the King, and

His Gracious Queen, on Zxrwbams-Green,
Or any Ground in England.
Suppo
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Suppofe you might, fee fuch a Sight,
As Czpid and as 1 did,

Whate’er you are, 1°d almolt fwear,
Yon’d not he much affrighted.

For the F L U T E.
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A Dialogne between JON NY and N ELLY

[To the Tune of I/l never leave Thee,]

-~ ---aci--~-red,

irit  thy Swecets are
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And nought the Warld wad vex my Heart fairer,
If you prove uncon{tant, and fancy an fairer :
Grieve me, grieve me, Qb it wad grieve me!

A’ the lang Night and Day, if yon deceive me.

FONNLY,

My- Nelly, let never fic Fancies opprefs ye,
For, while my Bloo4’s warm, I’ll kindly carefs ye;
Your blooming faft Beauties firft beeted Love’s Fire,
Your Virtue and Wit make it ay flame the higher.
Leave thee, leave theey, I'll never leave thee,
Gang the Warld as it will, Dearef}, believe me,

N E L L T,

Then, Fomny, 1 frankly this Minute allow ye
To think me your Miftrefs, for Love gars me trew
And gin ye prove falfe, to ye’r fell be it faid then,
Yc'll win but fma Honour to wrang a kind Maiden:
Reave me, reave me, Heavens! It wad reave me

Of my Reft Night and Day, if ye deceive me,

4 0O NNLTY.

Bid Icefhogles hammer.red Gauds on the Studdy,
And fair Simmer Mornings nae mair appear ruddy:
IBid Britons think as Gate, and when they obey ye,
But never ’till that Time, believe I'1]1 betray ye:
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee ;

The Starns fhall gang witherfoins €'er I deceive thee.

|
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For the FLUTE.
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PasTorA’s Reply 40 PHI1LAUTUS; |

the PastorAL czll’d Love in a Riddle.
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Poor Mortal, he fplits on a Shelf'!
How little a Thing will defend her,

e-ver op---pofe.

But when to a Nymph a Pretender,

Face, Such ra-vith-ing DBeau-ties dif--clofe; His
Heart on fire, Is fure his Defire, No Rival will

N
S
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From one that makes Love to himfelf!
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And fure of Succefs
He thinks the can never get free;

While nice in Drefs,

With
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8o

With fmiling Eyes,

She rallies, and flies,
And laughs at his Merit, like me.

For the F L v T E.
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Round as a Hoop the Bumpers flow;
1 drink, yet can’t forget her;

For tho’ as drunk as Dawvid’s Sow,
I love her ttiil the better.

Pert as a Pear-monger 1'd be,

- If Molly were but Kind ;
Cool as a Cucumber could fee

The reft of Woman-kind.
Vor. 1V, G

31

4 New S O N G of Old SIMILIES.

Like
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Like a ftuck Pig I gaping ftare,
And eye her o’er and O’er ;
Lean as a Rake with Sighs and Care,
Sleck as a Moufe before.

Plump as a Partridge was I known,
And foft as Silk my Skin ;

My Cheeks as fat as Butter grown,
But as a Groat now thin!

I melancholy as a Cat

Am kept awake to weep’;
But the, infenfible of that,

Sound as 2 Top can fleep.

Hard is her Heart as Flint or Stone,
She laughs to fee me pale;

And merry as a Grig is grown,
And brisk as Bottled Ale.

-

T'he God of Love, at her Approach,
Is bufy as a Bee;

Hearts found as any Bell or Roach,
Are {mit, and figh like me.

Ah me! as thick as Hops or Hail,

T'he fine Men crowd about her;
But foon as dead as a DooyNail
Shall I be if without ker,

Strait
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Strait as my Leg her Shape appears ;
O were we joyn’d together!

My Heart wou’d be fcot-free from Carecs,
And lighter than a Feather.

As fine as Five-pence is her Mein,
No Drum was ever tighter ;
ter Glance is as the Razor keen,

And not the Sun is brighter.

As {oft as Pap her Kifles are,
Methinks 1 tafte them yet.
Brown as a Berry is her Hair;
Her Eyes as black as Jet.

As fmooth as Glafs, as white as Curds,
Her pretty Hand invitcs;
Sharp as a Needle are her Words;

Her Wit, like Pepper, bites.

Brisk as a Body-L.oufe fhe trips;
Clean as a Penny dreft;

Sweet as a Rofe her FFace and Lips;
Round as a Globe her Breatt.

‘Full as an Egg was I with Glec,

And happy as a King ;
Good lack ! how all Men cnvy’d mc;

She lov’d like any thing.
G 2 But
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But falfe as []ell, fhe, like the Wind,
Chang’d, as her Sex muft do;

T'ho’ feeming as the Turtle kind,
And as the Gofipel true.

If I and Molly could agree,
Lict who will, take Perz!
Great as an Emp’ror I thould be,
And richer than a Few. |

>T"ill you grow tender as a Chick,
I’'m dull as any Polt;

Let us, like Burrs, together flick,
As warm as any T oaft.

You’ll know me truer than a Dye,
And with me better {ped ;

Flat as a Flounder when I lye,
And as a Herring dead.

Sure as a Gun, fhe’ll drop a-Tear,

And figh perhaps, and wifh,
When I am rotten as a Pear,
And mute as any Fifh.

For the Fr.urT g,

-
5.= ~t7

=3



185

¥y

The MusicAL MISCELLANY.
4 Young GENTLEMAN 70 4 Young LADY.

"

! 1

By
'a-.l

[ ] 'jl'

!

0

Set by Mr. MM O N

e
-

nlwf

o
_

BT
|-

L S

_a.,_
s

E-

TO — a—~dorn thy fair-

!




86 The MusicAr MISCELLANY,

Earlieft Bud was ever feen,
Thus to bloflom at Fifteen !
Thro’ whofe A&tions fweetly flows

All, experienc’d Woman knows.

On Thee fits, with decent Pride,
Wifdomn, beft and fureft Guide;
Then, how ftrong the Influence
Of thy charming 43¢ and Senfe!

When to Harmony you move,
Each Speétator’s tun’d to Love;
Ev’ry Step is C#p:d’s Dart,
Softly {tealing to my Heart.

Strange! that lively Sounds fhou’d cure ;
Yet give Pains which | endure! |
Mutick, that can others free
From Infedion, poifons me.

Guardian Sylphs! that flit in Air,
Tell my Sorrows to the Fair;
Let your murm’ring Whifpers prove,
How I groan, and how I love.

But if deaf to all my Woe,
The green Foreft to her thow,
How the Trees of ev'ry kind
Clafp, and Kifs, in Marriage joyn’d.
Shav
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Show the Fair, how curling Vines
Fold their Elms in Am’rous Twines
Touch’d by fuch Examples, She
May incline to Love and Me.

L
L

For the FrLuTeE.
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SAPPHO’s HYMN 1 PENUS.

Tranflated from the Greek by Mr. A. PHILIPS
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If ever thou haft kindly heard
A Song, in foft Diftrefs preferr’d ;
Propitious to my tuneful Vow,

O gentle Goddefs! hear me now.
Defcend, thou bright, immortal Guett,

In all thy radiant Charms confeft.

fll :I. ]

Thou onee didft leave Almighty OV E,
- find all the Golden Roofs above:

- The Carr thy wanton Sparrows drew,

ljﬁ Hov’ring in Air they lightly flew ;

”1 Ais to my Bow’r they wing’d their way,
& 1 Gw their quiv’ring Pinions play.

2

'l-L '
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The Birds difmift (while you remain)
Bore back their empty Carr again:
Then you, with Liooks divinely mild,
In ev’ry heav’nly Feature imil’d,
And ask’d, what new Complaints I made,
And why I call’d you to my Aid?

What Frenzy in my Bofom rag’d?
And by what Cure to be aflwag’d ¢
‘What gentle Youth I would allure?
Whom in my artful T oils fecure?
Who does thy tender Heart fubdue,
Tell me, my Sappho, tell me who?

Tho’ now he fhuns thy longing Arms,
He {oon fhall court thy flighted Charms;
"Tho’ now thy Off’rings he defpife,

He foon to thee thall Sacrifice;
Tho’ now he freeze, he foon fhall burn,
And be thy Vi&im in his Turn.

Celeftial Vifitant, once more
Thy needful Prefence I implore!
In Pity, come and eafe my Grief,
Bring my diftemper’d Soul Relief;
favour thy Suppliant’s hidden kires,
And give me all, my Heart defires.
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For the FLUTE.




92  The MusicAL MIsCELLANY,
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-

: .
Tun I’d drown my Pain.

But fince there’s no comparing
With Raptures the can give;
Whofe Ecftafie (paft bgaring >
{ fcarce can tafte and live:
T o brighter Joys refigning,
I’11 quit thy fparkling Charms,
And die without repining,
T'o be buried in her Arms.

For the FrL. uTE.
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To the Tune of Gallow-Shields.
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For oh! that Form {o heav’nly fair;
Thofe languid Eyes fo fweetly {fmiling,
That artlefs Blufh and modeft Air,
So fatally beguiling!
Thy ev’ry Look and ev’ry race
So charm, when-e’er I view thee;
»1'i]] Death o’ertake me in the Chafe,
Still will my Hopes purfue thee:
Then, when my tedious Hours are paft,

Be this 1aft Blefling giv’'n,
thy Feet to breathe my laft,
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There's my Thumb, I'll ne'er beguile thee.
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Mark, dear Maid, the T urtles. Cooing,
J
a Fondly Billing, kindly Wooing;
E See how ev’ry Buth difcovers
¥ ) . "
jf Happy Pairs of feather'd Lovers.

Or in Singing, or in Loving,
Ev’ry Moment lill improving;
Love and Nature wifely leads ’em:
Love and Natare ne’er mifguides *em.

VorL. 1V, H See
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See how the opening blufthing Rofe,
Does all her fecret Charms difclofe ;
Sweet’s the Time, ah! fhort’s the Meafure
Of our fleeting, halty Pleafure.

-_—

Quickly we mulft fnatch the Bliffes
Of their foft and fragrant Kiffes;
T'o-day they bloom, they fade To-morrow,
Droop their Heads, and die in Sorrow.

Time, my Befs, will leave no Traces
Of thofe Beautigs, of thofe Graces;
Louth and Lowe forbid our ftaying :
Love and Youth abhor delaying.

Deareft Maid! nay, do not fly me,
Let your Pride no more deny me;
Never doubt your faithful #zlise,
There’s my Thumb, I’ll ne’er beguile thee.

To the afore-going Tune.

JBOAST 1o more, fond Swain, of Pleafure
T'hat the fickle Fair can give thee:
Believe me, ’tis 2 Fairy Treafure,
And all thy Hopes will foon deceive thee.

S wccl’
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# Sweet’s the Morn, but quickly flying ;
" Her Smiles I've known, and her Difdaining:
The Flow’r is fair, but quickly dying;
And Cloe ftill will be complaining.
- For the FLuTE.
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A RCHER in the Beanx Stratagen,

T he

Sung by

Set by Mr. D. PURCELL.
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What makes Men trifle in Drefling *
Becaufe the Ladies, they know,

Admire, by often poflefiing,
That eminent Trifle, a Beau.

When the Lover his Moments has trifled,
The Trifle of Trifles to gain;

No fooner the Virgin is rifled,
But a Trifle fhall part ’em again.

What Mortal Man wou’d be able
At White's half an Hour to fit ?

Or who cou’'d bear a Tea-Table,
Without taking T'rifles for Wit?

H 3 The
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The Court is from Trifles fecure,
Gold Keys are no Trifles, we fee ;

White Rods are no Trifles, ’m fure,
Whatever their Bearers may be.

But if you will go to the Place
Where Trifles abundantly breed,

The Levee will thew you his Grace
Makes Promifes Trifles indeed !

A Coach with fix Footmen behind,
I count neither Trifle nor Sin;
But, ye Gods! how oft do we find

A {candalous Trifle within ?

A Flask of Champaign, People think it
A Trifle, or fomething as bad;

But if you’ll contrive how to drink it,
You'll find it no Trifle, egad.

A Parfon’s a Trifle at Sea,
A Widow’s a Trifle in Sorrow
A Truce is a Trifle to day,;
Who knows what may happen to-mortow

A Black Coat 3 Trifle may cloak,

Or, to hide it, the Red may endeavour;
But if once the Army is broke,

We fhall have more Trifles than evet.
* The
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The Stage is a Trifle, they fay;

The Reafon pray carry along,

Becaufe at ev’ry new Play

The Houfe they with Trifles {o throng.

I3ut with People’s Malice to Trifle,

And to fet us all on a foot,
T he Author of this is a Trifle;

For the F L u 1 E.

And his Song is a Trifle to boot.
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ASURECARD: Or, TheLAsT STAKE,
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tho, carry’d aloft on the Wings of Ambition,
~ Afpires to Tuch Heights, as none ever have been;
When got to the T'op of all human Condition,

Will find his Defires ftill greater to wix.

'I he Merchant, who ventures his Life for his Treafure,
t* Who {cruples for Wealth neither Danger nor Sin;
Tho’ bis Plum is made up, for Joy has no L.eilure,

- But fill has fome further Proje& to wiz.

The Lover, who fets all his Hopes on his Fancy,

~ And hugs the foft charming Idea within,

Afleep, or awake, is @till dreaming on Nawcy,

f And, lofing one Heart, has another to wsx.

He only is happy, and cannot mifcarry,

Who firmly his Faith on true ViR T UE does pin;
For, let others Trinmph, or Traffick, or Marry,

He, in the Conclufion, is certain to wiz.

For the F L u T E.
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LOVE asd INNOCE NCE,

The Words by Dr. PAR NE L L.
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But now my former Days retire,
And I’m by Beauty caught ;

T he tender Chains of {weet Defire,
Are fix’d upon my T honght.

An eager Hope within my Breaft
Does ev’ry anxious Doubt controui;

And charming Ce¢l:a ftands confeft
The Fav’rite of my Soul.

Ye Nightingales, ye twilted Pines,
Ye Swains that haunt the Grove,

Ye gentle Ecchoes, breezy Winds,
Ye clofe Retreats of Love;

With all of Nature, all of Art,
Afiift the foft and dear Delign;

O teach a young, unpraétis’d Heart,
T o make fair Nazcy mine.

The very Thought of Change I hate,
As much as of Defpair,
Nor ever covet to be Great,

Unlefs it be for her.
*Tis
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| *Tis true, the Paflion in my Mind
Is mixt with a fevere Diftrefs;
Yet while the Fair I love is kind,
I cannot wifth it Lefs.

To the foregoing Tune.

N OT Eden’s Garden did difdain
‘T hat pleafing Pafiion Lowve;
Where free from Guilt, and ev’ry Pain,
Adam did gaily rove.
Not Tides of Furies’ raging Fires,
T'hat follow ev’ry wanton Chace,
Meer Vapours rais’d by hot Defires,
T hat vanifh with Difgrace.

How guiltlefs may I meet the Flaime
Of Cinthia’s purer Brealt,

Whilft Friendthip makes us till the fame,
With ev’ry Virtue dreft :

Her Mind at firft a Conqueft made;

Her graceful Mind I muft approve;
Her Wifdom chearful ftill appear’d,

And juftify’d my Love.

Truft not to Features, fleeting Charms ;
Nor hug a painted Toy;

Thofe Age or Sicknefs foon difarms,
Warm Air will this deftroy.
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Let tender Paflfions take their Turn,

2

Nor curfe the Marriage Day.
For the F L uTE.

And focial Virtues lead the way
W here Minds are match’d, they feldom mourn,
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BACCHUS’s Speech 7n Praife of W IN E,

To 2 Minuet of Mr. HAN D E L’s.
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Ancient Heroes, crown’d with Glory,

Owe their noble Rife to me;
Poets wrote the flaming Story,

Fir'd by my Divinity :
If my Influence is wanting,

Mufick’s Charms but flowly move;
Beauty too in vain lies panting,

"T'illl [ fill the Swains with Love.

If you crave a lafting Pleafure,

Mortals, this way bend your Eyes;
From my ever-flowing Treafure,
Charming Scenes of Blifs arife.
Here’s
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Here’s the foothing balmy Blefling,

Sole Difpeller of your Pain ;

L
»

Gloomy Souls from Care releafing

He who drinks not, lives

1 vail.

For the F LU T E.

.
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7he S N AKE in the G R A S S.
To a LADY of Pleafure.
By My. W. BEDINGFIELD. Sez by Mr. DIEUPART.

. f""""*_h_

T ]

inclines your Chains to wear,

Your Eyes difcharge the Darts of Love,
But ch! what Pains fucceed,
When Darts thall Pins and Needles provc.,

And Love a Fire indced!
Vor, IV. I The



x14 The MusicAL MISCELLANY.

The Fly about the Candle gay
Dances, with thoughtlefs Hum;

But fhort, alas! his giddy Play,
His Pleafure proves his Doom.

The Child, in fuch Simplicity,
About the Bee-hive clings,

And with one Drop of Honey, he
Reccives a Hundred Stings.

e W A R N I N G.

To the foregoing Tune.

_. LOVers, who wafte your Thoughts and Youth,
In Paflion’s fond Extremes;

Who dream of Women’s Liove and Truth,
And doat upon your Dreams :

I fhou’d not here your Fancy take
From fuch a pleafing State;

Were you not fure at laft to wake,
And find your Fault too late.

Then learn betimes, the Loove which crowns
Our Cares, is all but Wiles ;

Compos’d of falfe fantaftick Frowns,
And foft diffembling Smiles.

With,
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With Anger, which fometimes they feign,
They cruel Tyrants prove;
And then turn Flatterers again,

With as affeéted L.ove.

As if fome Injury were meant
To thofe they kindly us’d,

Thofe L.overs are the moft content,
That have been ftill refus’d.

| Since each has in his Bofom nurs’d

A falfe and fawning Foe;

| °T'is juft, and wife, by ftriking firft,
T o fcape the fatal Dlow.

For the F . v TE.

I 2
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g% FOLLY o L OYVE,
Set by Mr. . SHEEL E .
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Freedom is a real Treafure; Liovea Dream

. R

Pleafure; Sure and laft--ing is the Pain.
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A fincere and tender Paflion
Some 1ill Planet over-rules ;
Ah, how blind is Inclination!
Fate and Women doat on Fools.
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Anfwer to the foregoing Song.

WHY this talking ftill of Dying?
Why this difimal L.ook and Groan?
Leave, fond Lover, leave your Sighing;
L.et thefe fruitlefs Arts alone.

Love’s the Child of Joy aud Pleafure,
Born of Beauty, nurs’d with Wit ;

Much amifs you take your Meafure,
This dull whining way to hit.

Tender Maids you fright from Lioving,
By th’ Effeét they fee in you;

If you wou’d be truly moving,
Eagerly the Point purfue:

Brisk and gay appear in wooing;
Pleafant be, if you wou’d pleafe;.

All this Talking, and no Doing,
Will not Love, but Hate increafe:

For the IF'LvUTE.
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7%¢ BOB of DUNBLANE;
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Come Laﬁie, lend me your braw Hemp
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Hafte ye, gang to the Ground of ye'r T'runkies,
Busk ye braw, and dinna think Shame ;
Confider in Time, if leading of Monkies,
Be better than dancing zbe Bob of Dunblane.

Be frank, my Laflie, left I grow fickle,
And tak my Word and Offer again,

Syne ye may chance to repent it tnickle
Ye didna accept of zbe Boé of Dunblane.

The Dinner, the Piper, the Prieft thall be ready,
And Pm grown Dowie with lying alane;
Away then, leave baith Minny and Dady,
And try with me zbe Bob of Dunblane.

For the F L Uu T E.
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ADVICE 7 the MELANCHOLY.

120 TZhe Musicar- MIsCcELLANY.
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Let not To-morrow bring your Sorrow,
While the Stream of Time flows on;
But when the blifsful Day is paft,
Still endeavour that the next

| Be full as gay, and as little perplex’d.

If you have Leifure, follow Pleafure,
Let not an Hour of Blifs pafs by;
For as the fleeting Minutes fly,

_ ‘T'ime it will your Y outh decay,
| Then ftrive to live, and be bleft whilft you may.

If you have Plenty, nought will torment you,
But yet your felves, your {elves may annoy;
Hearty and free’s the poor Man’s Joy;

; Gladly yielding the Minutes pafs,

| And when old Zime fhakes him, takes off his Glafs.

For the FrLur
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Let not To-morrow bring your Sorrow,
While the Stream of Time flows on;
But when the blifsful Day is patt,
Still endeavour that the next

| Be full as gay, and as little perplex’d.

If you have Leifure, follow Pleafure,
L.et not an Hour of Blifs pafs by ;
For as the fleeting Minutes fly,

| Time it will your Y outh decay,
| Then firive to live, and be ble(t whilft you may.

If you have Plenty, nought will torment you,
But yet your felves, your felves may annoy ;
Hearty and free’s the poor Man’s Joy;

-_ Gladly yielding the Minutes pafs,

| And when old 7me fhakes him, takes off his Glafs.

For the FLUTE.




1

The MusicAL MISCELLANY.

122

Tranflated from the Italian Opera of PHARNACES,

et by Mr. ¥. SHE EL E S,

S

Thus |

never, no no never, eafe your Care.
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G. MO N R O.

Set by Mr.

My God--defs Celia, Heav’n---ly fair, As

N =
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foft as Air; Let loofe thy

Lilhes {weet, as
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O let me gaze on thofe bright Eyes;
Tho’ facred Lightning from ’em flies:
Shew me that foft, that modeft Grace,

Which paints, with charming Red, thy Face.

(Give me Ambrofia in a Kifs,
That I may rival Fove in Blifs ;
‘T'hat I may mix my Soul with thine,
And make the Pleafure all Divine.

O hide thy Bofom’s killing White,
(The Milky-Way is not fo bright ;)
Left you my ravith’d Soul opprefs
Wi ith Beauty’s Pomp, and {weet Excefs.

Why draw’ft thou from the purplc Flood

Of my kind Heart the Vital Blood 2
"Thou art all over endlefs Charms!

O take me, dying, to thy Arms.

For the F L uTE.
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ADV ICE

to STREPHON.
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S .
Flocks were more than thine.
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Wou’d you, Stzrephbon, eafe your Anguifh,
| And forget the fair One’s Charms,
: See Florella for you languifh,

Fly to her endearing Arms :
She’s to all you wifh, confenting,
Ever Eafy, ever Kind;
Leave the fickle Maid relenting,
ohe will foon her Folly find.

To the foregoing Tune.

' (;ENTLE Love, this Hour befriend me,
T'o my Eyes refign thy Dare ;

Notes of melting Mufick lend me,
T'o diffolve a frozen Heart.

Chill



et

Tho’ I tender Language ufe;
To my Arms, and to my Mufe.
And beneath thy Coldnefs dies,
Death my ebbing Pulfe invading,
for the FL v rTE.

’T'1s by cold Indiff’rence frozen,
Where a broken Heart appears,

For thy Pity interceding,
‘T'ake my Soul into thy Eyes.

Chill as Mountain-Snow her Bofom,
With the Eloquence of Tears.
While the Lamp of Life is fading,

128 The MusicAL MISCELLANY,
See my dying Eyes are pleading,
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| On Mrs. CECILIA B---, on St. CECILIA’S Day.

By Mr. WILLIAM BEDINGFIELD.

| Sez by Mr. DIEUPART.
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But here’s fuch Harmony of Shape,
Might tempt them to another Rape;
And make them leave their Heav’n behind,
To wed the Daughters of Mankind.

There needs no Angel from the Skies,
A real Goddefs charms our Eyes;

~ As Venusto Lneas prov’d,

So look’d, fo talk’d, fo fmil’d, fo mov’d.

When Parcel’s melting Notes {he fings,
Applauding Czp:ds clap their Wifrgs,
Miftake her for their Cyprian Dame,

Her Infant too for one of them.

She graceful leads the dancing Quire,
As fmooth as Air, or quick as Fire;
Now rifing like the bounding Roe,

Now finks as Flakes of feather’d Snow.

In facred Story !rnay be rchd,
How Dancing coft St. Fobn his Head;
We here expofe a nobler Part,
For fure no Head is worth a Hearz.
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For the F 1. u T E.
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The COMPLAINING LOVER

132

Set by Mr. M 0 N R 0.
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Oft have I try’d to win his Love,
Bat that cou’d ne’er attain:

Now, Czp:id, tell me where to rove,
And eafe my Love-fick Pain.

Ye Gods omnipotent, whofec Pow’r
Can help the injur’d Fair,

Pity my Tale, my Peace reftore,
And banith my Delpair.

For the FrLuTE.
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T e

REPENTING COQUET.

To the PrRiINCE’s MINUET.

Clarinda,the Pride of the Plain, So fam’dfor her

-
_

conquering Charms, Repenting her Scornof a

Swain, Sat penlive, and folding her
Her Late, and her fhining Attire, Negleéted, wer
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laid at her Side; While pining with hopelefs De-

Oh! cou’d the paft Hours but return,
When I triumph’d in Angelot’s Heart,
Clarinda wou’d mutually burn,
Wou’d mutually fuffer the Smart:
But far from the Plain he 1s gone,
Enjoys the fweet Stniles of a F air,
Whofe Kindnefs the Shepherd has won;
And Clarindz no more 1s his Care.

How oft at thefe IFeet has he lain,
Bewailing his forrowful IFatc!
But all his Complaints wecre in vain,
I foolifhly doated on State.
K 4 1
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I long’d to be gaz’d on in T'own,
To fparkle in golden Array;
By my Drefs, and my Charms to be known,
In the Park and at ev 'y new Play

I thought, without Grandeur and Fame,
That Marriage no Blefling cou’d prove;
Some wealthy young Heir was my Aim;
And 1 ﬂighted poor Angelot’s Liove. |
Such Madnefs befotted my Mind,
I receiv’d all his Sighs with Difdain ;
I regarded his Vows but as Wind,

And fcornfully {mil’d at his Pain.

How happy my Fortune had been,
Cou’d my Reafon have conquer’d my Pride:
In Blifs T had rival’d a Queen ;
Had I been my dear Argelos’s Bride:
With him more Content I had found,
Than Grandeur and Fame can fupply;
For his Fondnefs my Wifhes had crown’d,
Wi ith a Paffion that never wou’d die.

I had fealted with innocent Joy,
On the Pleafures of Kindnefs and Eafe;
While the Fears which the great Ones annoy,
Had ne’er interrupted my- Peace.
Dut ah! that glad Profpeét is gone!
His Love 1 can never regain : |
And the Lofs I fhall ever bemoan,

*Till Death fhall relieve me from Pain. .
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Thus wail’d the fad Nymph all in Tears,

When the Swain to the Green did advance;
In his Hand his new Confort appears,

With a Train, gaily join’d, in a Dance.
Impatient, and fick at the Sight,

'T'o the neighbouring Grove fhe retir’d,
(Once the Scene of her daily Delight)

And fainting, in Silence expir’d.

For the F L uTE.




733 The MusicAr, MISCELLANY.

ABEE Expiring on a Lapy’s L1ps,

Set by Mr. 7. SHEEL ES.

of Day.

Pride, Her Eyes the Blaze

The Rofes blufh’d with deeper Red,

To fee themfelves outdone;
The Lillies fhrunk into their Beds,

To find fuch Rival fhone.



Fhe MusicAL MISCELLANY. 139

Quick thro’ the Air to this Retreat

A Bee induftrious flew,
Prepar’d to riffle ev’ry Sweet,

And (ip the balmy Dew.

Drawn by the Fragrance of her Breath,
Her Rofy Lips he found,

Where he in Tranfports met his Death,
And dropt upon the Ground.

Enjoy, bleft Bee, enjoy thy Fate,
Nor at thy IFall repine,

Since Kings wou’d quit their Royal State,
T'o thare a Death like thine.

For the FL UTE.
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T he

PERPLEX’'D LOYVER.

Yet f{till en-

me quite,

Kill

cn L venture,
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Create my lire.
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I ftill have Thoughts my Liove to quelly

And all its Furies to repel, |
Since I no Hope can find;

But when [ think of leaving thee,

My Heart as much doth torture me,
- As twould rejoiee if kind.

I till muft love, tho’ hardly us’d;
And never proffer’d, but refus’d;
Can any fuffer more?
Be Coy, be Cruel, do thy Worlt;
‘I'ho’ for thy fake I am accurlt,
I muft and will adore. .

For the F .U T E.
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HIGHLAND LASSIE.
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0 my bony, bony Highland Laffie,
My lovely finiling Highland Laffie,
May never Care make thee lefs fasr,
Bwut Bloom of Yomth f1ill blefs my Laffie.

Than ony Lafs in Borrow/ffews,

Who make their Cheeks with Patches motie,
I'd tak my Kazie buta Gown,
Bare footed in her little Cotie.

O my bony, &c.

Beneath the Brier or Brecken Buafh,
Whene’er I kifs and court my Daatie,
Happy and blyth as ane wad wifh,

My flighteren Heart gangs pictie-pattie.
O my bony, &c.

O’er higheft heathery Hills I’ll ftenn,
With cockit Gun and Ratches tenty,
To drive the Deer out of their Den,

To feaflt my Lafs on Difhes dainty.
O my bony, &¢. -

There’s nane fhall dare, by Deed or Word,

'Gainft her to wag a Tongue or Finger,
While I can wield my trafty Sword,

Or frae my Side whisk out a Whinger.
O wy bony, &c.

143
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LI |

The Mountains clad with purple Bloom,
And Berries ripe invite my Treafure,
To range with me; let great Fowk gloom,
While Wealth and Pride confound their Pleafure,

O my bony, bony Highland Laffie,
My lovely finiling Highland Liaffie,
May never Care make thee lefs fair,
Bt Bloom of Youth fill blefs my Laffie.
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BRIGHT CYNZTHIA.
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The Guft of all the Senfes.
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For fhe alone difpences
Such Sweets, as Beft can entertain

She feems the Queen.of Lowve to reign;
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Her Face a charming Profpeét brings;
Her Breath gives balmy Bliffes:

I hear an Angel when fhe fings,
And tafte of Heav’n in Kiffes.

Four Senfes thus fhe feafts with Joy,
" From Nature’s chiefeft Treafure;
Lt me the other Senfe employ,
And I fhall die with Pleafure.

9% LLOV ERs BLISS.
To the foregoing Tune.

HILE on thofe lovely Looks I gaze,
To fee a Wretch purfuing,
In Raptures of a bleft Amaze,

A plealing, happy Ruin;

'T'is not for Pity that I move;

His Fate is too afpiring,

Whofe Heart, breke with a Looad of Love,
Dies, wifhing:and admiring.

But, if this Murder you'd forego,
Your Slave from Death removing ;
Let me your Art of Charming know ;

Or learn you mine of Lioving.

L)
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Biit, whether Life or Death betide,
In Love ’tis equal Meafure;
The Vi&or lives with empty Pride;
The Vanquifh’d die with Pleafure.

For the FL v T E:
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Sweet W ILLIAM s FAREWELL;

Black-ey’d S U § .4 N.

G A7

By Mr.
The Tune by Mr. LEVERIDGE.
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Sufan came aboard:.
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William, who high upon the Yard
Rock'd with the Billow to and fro,
Soon as her well-known Voice he heard,
He figh’d, and caft his Eyes below: L
The Cord flides fwiftly thro’ his glowing Hands,
And (quick as Light’ning) on the Deck he ftands.

So the fweet Lark, high-pois’d in Air,
Shuts clofe his Pinions to his Breatt,
(If, chance, his Mate’s fhrill Callhe hear)
And drops at once into her Neft :
The nobleft Captain in the Brizifly Fleet
Might-envy William’s Lip thofe Kifles fweet.

o

L. 3



150 The- MusicAL MISCELLANY,
O S#fan, Sufan, lovely Dear,
My Vows fhall ever true remain ;
Lect me kifs off that falling Tear:
We only part to meet again: |
Change as ye lift, ye Winds ; my Heart fhall be
T he faithful Compafs that (till points to thee.

Believe not what the Landmen fay,
Who tempt with Doubts thy conftant Mind;
They’ll tell thee, Sailors, when away,
In ev’ry Port a Miftrefs find: - )
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee {o,
For thou art prefent wherefoe’er 1 go. | f

If to far India’s Coalt we fail,
Thy Eyes are (een i in Diamonds bright -
Thy Dreath is .Afr:ck’s Spicy Gale;
~ Thy Skinis Ivory fo white:
Thus ev’ry beauteous Obje& that I view,
Woakes in my Soul fome Charm ¢f lovely Sxze,

TR T

Rl lalton - s = Voo = 4 o

Tho” Battel call me from thy Arms, t
Let not my pretty Sxfas mourn; |
Tho’ Cannons roar, yet, fafe from Harms,
- William fhall to his Dear .return;
Juove turns afide the Balls that round me fly,
Yeft precious Tears fhould drop from Sxfan’s Eye.

| Tig
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The Boat{wain gave the dreadful Word,

The Sails their {welling Bofom fpread 3

No longer mutft fhe ftay Aboard :

They kifs’d; fhe figh’d; he hung his Head.

Her leflening Boat unwilling rows to Land :

I

Adieu! fhe cries; and wav’d her Lilly Hand.

For the F LuTE.
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CHOTICE.

By {Mr. W. BEDINGFIELD. Sez 2y Mr. DIEUPART.
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Such raife the Price of your Delight,
Who purchafe both their Red and Whize,
And, Pyrate-like, furprize your Heart
With Colours of adult’rate Art.

Me, Damon, me the Maid inchants,
Whofe Cheeks the Hand of Nazare paints;
A modeft Blufh adorns her Face,

Her Air an unaffeéted Grace.

No Art the knows, or feeks to know
No Charm to wealthy Pride will owe;
No Gems, no Gold fhe needs to wear;
She fhines Intrinfically fair.

For the FLUTE.
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of L OV E,

FOLLY

T he

Set by Mr. MO N RO E.

Love’sa trifling fil---ly Paffion; Often teiling,
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’re conftant,if w
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Brings a frefh Sup-

changing,

tanging, Ever

Brings a frefh Supply of Joy.

D.C
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For the F 1. v T E.
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9% VANITY of RICH E 8,

Imstated from ANACRE ON.
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Parties fa--vour, all obey, Toraife vaft Treafures’

——

iy

But fince thefe Toys, thefe glitt’ring Baits,
Thefe little Arts, thefe hateful Cheats,

Since all their Stores will nought avail,
When drooping Nature once does fail,
Why all this Clutter, why this Pain,
Why all this Sweating flill in vain,

For great Preferments, and a gaudy Train?

Death makes the Bays, the Robes, the (own

To lay their fading Honours down;
Nor can their Bribes make him relent,

Or their impending [“ate prevent:
Then
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Then fince thefe mighty Men, and I,

The Rich, the Poor; and all mutt die,
Wiy fhould I heap up Wealth, O, tell me why?
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7he OXFORDSHIRE MAT CH.

e e P

Virgin Thoughts Were hank’ring af--ter Man.

=]

- 2
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N niven =—==i

*T was long before the harmlefs Maid

Guefs’d whence her Paflion grew ;
But when fhe had her felf furvey’d,

T he fecret Caufe fhe knew.

Vor. 1V. M To
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To Fove fhe thus her felf addrefs’d,
And humbly begg’d his Aid;

He kindly lent a lift’ning Ear,
While thus the Proftrate fzid :

¢ (Grant me, great Fowve, a Husband Rich,
“ (ay, Vigorous, Kind, and Young,

“ A Churchman hot, a Tory true,
‘¢ And to his Party firong.

No Grudge the God bore to the Maid,
He therefore thus did grant,

¢ Be match’d, for Life, to an old Whigg
“ Of Merit, and of Want.

Enrag’d, the Nymph to Venus fled,
Who eas’d the Devotee,

And yoak’d her to a jolly Swain,
From Want and Party free.

To the foregosng Tune.

AS fond Pbhslender, in the Pit,
By fair Opbc!:a fat,
A Card, by fome fly Gall’ry Wit,
Was dropt upon his Hat.

Thc 2
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‘The Nymph, obferving, fnatch’d it thence:

But, blufhing at the Sight,
Confefs’d it had explain’d her Senfe,

And brought her Love to light.

The Swain, perceiving her chang’d Look,

Wigilfudden Rapture ftarts ;
The Card with fweet Compulfion took,

And found it Kszg of Hearss.

The King of Hearts! O Fortune blet,
- Were 1 but fuch, he cry’d:

Yon reign already in my Breaft,
She lovingly reply’d.

For the FrLuTeE.
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Sung by Mr. L E G AR D, in the
Entertatnment of Jupiter and Europa.

2NN S NN S N B ¢
=! ~ {1
A,

This great Worid is a Trouble, W here all muft their

Fortunes bear; Malkethe moft of the Bubble, You’ll

e ——

What's



When dull Care does attack you,
Drinking will thofe Clouds repeal,

Four good Bottles will make you
Happy, they feldom fail ;

If a Fifth thould be wanted,

Ask the Gods, ’twill be granted ;

T hus you’ll eas’jy obtain

A Remedy for all Pain.

For the F L.uUu T E.
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HAPPY M A N.

4

75

When re-

Hours ex-cel-ling,

Happy Hours, all

for

wail
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Happy is that

and Noile;
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Happy that contented
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~

N

_ 'l-_-.h gy

Ev’ry Paflion wifely moving,

Juft as Reafon turns the Scale;
Ev’ry State of Life improving,

‘T'hat no anxious Thought prevail.
Happy Man who thus poflefles

Life, with fome Companion dear,
Joys imparted (till encreafes;

Gricfs, when told, foon difappear.

To the foregoing Tune.

SE E the bright Clarinda walking,
All her Graces we admire ;
Hcar the lovely Charmer talking,

Ilv’ry Word does Love infpire.
M 4 All
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All our Youth without repining,

Proud and happy in their Pains,
To Her their humble Hearts refigning,

Glory in fuch welcome Chains.

Pleas’d to find the Wife complaining

What one View of her has coft,
Now they feel their Paflions reigning,

And their boaited Wildom loft.

No mercenary IForce maintains

Her Pow’r, nor any guilty Art;
Greater than Kings Clarizda reigns ;

Her Empire’s feated in the Heart.

For the FrLuTE.
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To a Young L. A D Y Weeping.
By a Gentleman of O X £0 R D.
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Behold the skilful Ar-~tift’s Hand Con-

fingle Note 1mpart Or Pain, or Pleafure
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Or, what ¢’en Contradiction feems,

Blend and unite thefe two Extreams;
And by a fadly-pleafing Strain
Give us at once both Joy, and Pain.

Thus while with Tears o’erflow thine Eyes,
YWhile that dear Bofom heaves with Sighs,
Between two diff’rent Paflions toft,

I know not which controuls me mott.

Who fees That Face in Grief appear,
Nor drops a Sympathetick Tear?
Yet ftill our Joys juft Ballance keep,
Blefs’d in Thy Prefence, who can weep?

LOVE awd MUSICK.

To the foregoing Tune.

ERS UADE me not there is 2 Grace
Proceeds from Sslvia’s Voice or Lute,

Againft Mirandas’s charming Face,
To make her hold the leaft Difpute.

Mufick,



The MvusicAaL MISCELLANY. I71
Mufick, which tunes the Soul for Liove,

Angd ftirs up all our foft Defires,
Does but the glowing I'lame improve,
Which pow’rful Beauty firft infpires.

Thus, whilft with Art fhe plays, and fings,
I to Msranda, {tanding by, ,_
Impute the Mufick of the Strings,
And all the melting Words apply.
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Hap me with thy PETTICOAT,

O Bell, thy Liooks have pier

-

ftarving cold, while thou art warm, Have
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Pity and incline, And grant me for a

Hap that charm-ing Pet-ti-coat of thine.

‘ » ‘_-'—

i E—

My ravifh’d Fancy in Amaze
Still wanders o’er thy Charms,
Delufive Dreams ten thoufand ways

Prefent thee to my Arms.

But, waking, think what I endure,
While cruel you decline

Thofe Pleafures, which can only cure
T his panting Breaft of mine.

I faint, I fail, and wildly rove,
Becaufe you ftill deny

The juft Reward that’s due to L.ove,
And let true Pafiion die.

Oh}
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Oh! turn, and let Compafifion feize
That lovely Breaft of thine;

Thy Petticoat cou’d give me Eafe,
If 'Thou and It were mine.

Sure Heav’n has fitted for Delight
That beauteous Form of thine,

And thou’rt too good its Law to flight,
By hind’ring the Defign.

May all the Pow’rs of Love agree,
At length to make thee mine,

Qr loofe my Chains, and fet me free
From ev’ry Charm of thine.

To the foregoing Tune.

WHILST Strephon, in his Pride of Youth,
‘T'o me alone profe(t

Diflembled Paflion, dreft like T'ruth,
He triumph’d in my Breatt.

I lodg’d him near my yielciing Heart,
Deny’d him not my Arms;

Deluded by his pleafing Art,

‘Tranfported with his Charms.

The
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The Wand’rer now I lofe, or fhare
With ev’ry lovely Maid.

Who makes the Heart of Man her Care,
Shall have her own betray’d:

Our Charms on them we vainly prove,
And think we Congquelt gain;

Where one a Viétim falls to Liove,
A thoufand Tyrants reign.

For the F . uTE.
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How bleft is a Lover,
Whofe Torments are over,
His Fears and bis Pain; his Fears and his Pain;
When Beauty, relenting,
Repays, with Confenting,
Her Scorn and Difdain.

for the FLurTE.

, ] LA i o
v i T Ig v l=ndl-ﬂ 18 4 D Ky N .
I 4 iz AR VOt AEEN ) B B AR 1 A e Y
l!: Eﬂ -Iﬂ=“m=u=li=—-= l.g
X\ | #mmmnm ~ e 2 ) .
r u—-iuﬁ'==--a_r1ul_ng-_: " " a2l ™ o ’
S |SEASS-me el S TES matE s
!l'} LA ""F\T' =_==I"" | J -;- »
' - XN
’_= I-‘_.== h=l-n-ﬂ.‘- ) A i
4--====L‘ﬁ23=-_:=m=.=== ——
L SRS P ot ‘n=--_=:::-=-l'

<
A “l'il- Y

0
|

. ‘ ‘!i| ) d
Si' APAREA AR e N
- '

o

P ¢
] ¥ *

Vor. 1IV. N



The MusicAL MISCELLANY:
o the Difconfolate D O RTS.

j:" )
I"‘

pulla®

AR
5

— L
2~
, Doubtlefs your

mor: ;

o

ris, weep n

The Tea!f“s which you fo

Are

freely fh




The MusicAt. MISCELLANY. 170
Fie! p'rctty Doris, figh no more;
The Gods your Damon will reftore,
From Rocks and Quick-fands free;
Your Withes will fecure his Way,
And doubtlefs he, for whom you pray,
May laugh at Deftiny.

Still then thofe T empells of your Breafty
And fet that pretty Heart at reft;

The Man will foon return:
Thofe Sighs for [Heav’n are only fit;
Arabian (Gums are not {o {weet,

Nor Off’rings when they burn.
/

On him you lavith Grief in vain,

Can’t be lamented, nor complain,
Whilft you coiitinue true:

That Man Difafter is above,
And needs no Pity, that does love,
And is belov’d by you.

To the foregoing Tune.

Y OUNG' Zhyrfis, once an am’rous Swain,
Saw T'wo, the Beauties of the Plain,

Who both his Heart fubdue:
, N a Gay
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‘QGay Celia’s Eyes were dazling fair ;

Sabina’s eafy Shape and Air
With fofter Magick drew.

He haunts the Stream, he haunts the Grove,
Lives in a fond Romance of Love,

And feems for each to die;
*Till each a little {piteful grown,
Sabina, Celia’s Shape ran down ;

And fhe Sabixna’s Eye.

Their Envy made the Shepherd find
Thofe Eyes, which Love cou’d only blind;

So fet the Liover free:
No more he haunts the Grove or Stream,

Or, with a true-love Knot and Name,
Engraves a wounded Tree.

Ah, Celia! (fly Sabina cry’d)
Now to fupport the Sex’s Pride,
Let either fix the Dart.
Poor Girl! (fays Celiz) fay no more;
For, thou’d the Swain but one adore,
"T'wou’d break the other’s Heart.
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For the F L. u T E.

BLOU-
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my Duty

of her’s

By [Mr. B AKER.
[ To the Tune of Sally.

The MusicAL MISCELLANY.
B L O U Z I B E L.
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T o lavith Nature much fhe owes,
And much to Education:

The Girls, and Boys, and Belles, and Beaux,

Are ftruck with Admiration;

For, blended in her Cheek, there lies
"The Carrot and the T urnep,

And who beholds her blazing Eyes

His very Heart they burn up.

Her dainty Hands are red and blue!
Her Teeth all black and yeliow!
Her curling Hair of Saffron Hue!
Her Lips like any Tallow!
Her Voice {0 loud, and eke {o fhrill;
Far off it is admir’d!
Her Tonguc ! — which never yet lay ftill,

And yct was never tir’d !
N 4
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Ten thoufand Wonders rife to View
All o’er the lovely Creature!

T he pearly Sweat, like Morning-Dew,
Gilds ev’ry fhining Feature! '

As Ifaac of his Efax faid,
She like a Foreft favours ;

Thrice happy Man for whom the Maid
Referves her hidden Favours.

O Blouzibel! for Thee we pant,

To Thee our Hopes afpire ;
For Thou haft all which Lovers want
~ To quench their raging Fire.
Then kindly take us to thine Arms,
And in Compaflion fave us
From Anna’s and Eliza’s Charms,
Which cruelly enflave us.

To the foregoing Tune.

LOOK where my dear Hami:lla (imiles,
Hamsilla! heav’'nly Charmer ;
See how, with all their Arts and Wiles,

The Lioves and Graces arm her.
A Bluth dwells glowing on her Cheeks,

Fair Seats of youthful Pleafures;
There Love in fmiling Language fpeaks,
There fpreads his rofy Treafures.
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O faireft Maid, I own thy Pow’r,
I gaze, Ifigh, I languifh;
Yet, ever, ever will adore,
And triumph in my Anguifh.
But eafe, O Charmer, eafe my Care,
And let my Torments move thee;
As thou art faireft of the Fair,
S0 I the dearelt love thee.

For the Fr.uTE.
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M IL K-M A I D
By Mre. . BEDINGFIELD.

 The

To the Tune of Bright AURELI1 A.
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Joy exprefs,
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Thy milk-white Wailtcoat, free from Stain,
Denotes thy purer Thought,

As clear from Falthood as Dildain;

And in thy foft and chearful Strain
My Cares are all forgot.

Thy Breath excels the Breath of Morn, .
More fragrant than the Hay ;

Or Flow’rs, tho’ in thy Bofom worn;

Or Clover-Grafs; or green-ear’d Corn;
Or Cows, more {fweet than they.

Thy modeft Cheeks out-blufh the Rofe,
Whilft I thy Charms recite 3

Thy Lips are Cherries; Eyes are Sloes;

And thy engaging Smiles diiclofe |
Two Rows of lv’ry white.

But Oh, the Burden of my Song!
Thofe Charms may fall a Prey,

And be commanded, right or wrong,

By fome dull Clown, whofe vulgar Tongue
Can neither Sing nor Say.

The Vi’let thus, that in the Mead
Regal’d our Smell, alas!

No more muft rear its bloomy Head,
Stamp’d in by fome black Ox’s T'read,

Or chew’d with common Grafs.

‘87

The
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The chearful Mornings, once f{o bleft,
Soft Ev’nings too, are o’er:

Ye Cows, whofe Teats Maria preft,

Farewel; my Pipe has done its beft,
Maria fmiles no more. "

The W 1T awd the B E A U.
[To the foregoing Tune.)

WITI—I ev’ry Grace young Szrephon chofe
His Perfon to adorn,
T hat, by the Beauties of his Face,
In S:lvia’s Love he might find Place,
And wonder’d at her Scorn.

With Bows and Smiles he did his Part;
Iut oh! ’twas all in vain:

A Youth lefs fine, a Youth of Art,
Had talk’d himfelf into her Heart,

And wou’d not out again.

With change of Habits Szrepbos prefs’d,
And urg’d her to admire;

His Love alone the other drefs’d,

As Verfe, or Profe became it beft, .:
And mov’d her foft Defire. ﬁ

o

|
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This found; his Courtthip Szrephon ends,

Or makes it to his Glafs;
There in himfelf now feeks Amends;

n

- (eIn
.n“. ._

J-I

A Beazn is but an Afs.

£ @ .ﬁ il
& 1k

5 13 J- --m— —-_
% 3 -- u-
R Gl

0 . F

o (. -- g1

> S - 1- N x-
b p - J-
r= N

..”a..., R

O

RS

-

=

o

O

m...ﬂ\\ ——
II._.r

ll‘ \_1/




190 The MusicAL MisCELLANY.

COMPARISON.
Setby Mr. FAMES GR AV ES.

TLhe
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Women are Witches when they will,
So is Wine, fo is Wine;

They make the Statefman lofe his Skill,
The Soldier, Lawyer, and Divine,

They put a Gigg in the graveft Skull,

And fend their Wits to gather Wool:
s Wine, Wine, Women and Wine, they run in =

Parallel, they sun in a Parallel.

What
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What is’t that makes your Vifage {o pale?
What is’t makes your Looks divine?
What is’t that makes your Courage to fail 3
Is it not Women? Is it not Wine?
~*Tis Wine that will make you fick when you’re well;
"T'is Women that makes your Forehead to {well;
"Tls Wine, Wine, Women and Wine, they run in a
Parallel, they run in a Parallel.

For the F L v TE.
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4 PASTORAL COURTSHIP.

Set by Mr. AB1er WHICHELLO.
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Here the Graces eauties bring,
Here the warbling Choirifts fing,
Love infpiring,
All defiring
"T'o adorn the Infant Spring.

Here behold the am’rous Swains,
Free from Anguifh, free from Pains,
Nymphs complying,
Cares defying
Venus {iniling glads the Plains.

Let not us, too charming Fair,
Be the only haplefs Pair:

O relieve me;

Ceafe to grieve me;
Eafe your anxious Lover’s Care.

Kindly here indulge my Love;
*T'is, my Dear, no tattling Grove,
Not revealing,

But concealing;

All to Liove propitious prove.

In thy Air and charming I ace,
Dwells an irrefiftlefs Grace;

~ Ever charming,

. Love alarming,

To éﬁrfﬁc the blifsful Ghace.

L.t
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L.et me touch this panting Brealt;
Here for ever let me reft ;

Blifs enjoying,

Never cloying,
Ever loving, ever bleft.

fFor the F L. UT E.
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PHILLTIS.
The Tune by Mr. ANTHONY Y 0 UNG.

Advice to

he was made for

has fuch charming Graces, Beauty
has {fuch charming Graces,

in her Eye:

Phillis

Pbillss
triumphs
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Coynefs may your Beauty pall ;
You an Angel are by Nature ;

Angels by their Pride loft all.
Have a care, celeftial Creature,

Left I triumph in your Fall.

For the F LU T E.
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The Words by Lood GAINSBO RO UG H.

Sez by Mr. J. SHEE L ES.
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Nor dreams of

Moth round Tapers plays,
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For the FLuTE.
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NSTANT LOVER.

The MusicarL MISCELLANY.,
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Why fhould the Fair offended be,
If Virtue charm in Beauty’s Drefs;

b o

If where fo much Divine 1 fee,
My open Vows the Saint confefs? .

Awak’d by Wonders in her Eyes,
My former Idols I defpife.

For the FLuTkE.




