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A Whig that’s full,

As Cupid roguishly one Day,

A Young Man sick and like to die,
At Noon in a sultry Summer’s Day,
Ak ! how lovely sweet and dear,
Advance, advance, advance gay,

Ak ! foolisk Lass, what mun I do,

B

Old impudent Fuller invented,
By Moon-light on the Green,

Bonny Peggy Ramsey that any,
By shady Woods and purling,
Belinda ! wky do you distrust,
Born to surprize the World,
Bring out your Coney-Skins,
Bonny Scottish Lads that keens,

C

CO‘mz bring us Wine in Plenty,
Come pretty Bivds present your,
Come fill up the Bow! with,

€ease Jovely Strephon, cease o,
Cease whining Damon fo complain,
Cealia my Heart has often rang’d,
Corinna, ¢f my Fate's to love you,
Cxlia’s Charms are past expwessing,
Come Beaus, Virtuosd's, rich Heirs,
Cease, cease of Cupid to complain,
Come, come ye Nymphs,

Chloe blusk'd, and frow»n'd, and swore,
Caelia Jence with Affectation,

D

D[D you not hear of a gallant,
Divine Astrea hither flew,
Draw Cupid draw, and make,
Damon #f you will believe me,
Drunk I was last Night that's,
Delia #7°d Strephon with ker,
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1 met with the Devil in the,
Filting is in such a Fashion,
Jockey loves his Moggy dearly,

L

ET the Females attend,
Lels be jolly, fill our Glasses,

Let's sing of Stage-Coaches,
Last Christmas *fwas my chance,
Lately as thorough the fair,
Let Soldiers fight for Pay and Praise,
Long had Damon beer admir'd,
Laurinda, who did love Disdain,
Let Ambition fire thy Mind,
Long was the Day eer Alexis,
Lels be merry, blith and jolly,

M

Y Friend if you wonld understand,
Marriage it seems is for better,

N

N O more let Damon’s Eyes pursue,
Nay pish, nay pish, nay pish Sir,
No, no every Morning my,

Now my Freedom’s regain'd,

No, Phillis, 240’ you've all the Charms,
Now to you ye dry Wooers,

o

ONce more to these Arms my,
One Night in my Ramble I,
Oh ! let no Eyes be dry,

0ld Lewis le Grand, /e raves like,
Of old Soldiers, the Song you,

)f late in the Park a _fair Fancy,
Ok ! how you protest and solemnly,

P

PHilander and Sylvia, a gentle,
Poor Jenny and I we toiled,
Pretty Floramel, no Tongue can,
Plague us not with idle Stories,
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w

‘ N T Here gotf'st thow the Haver-mill,
When first Mardyke was made,

When Maids live to Thirty, yet never,

What Life can compare, with the,

With my Strings of small Wire,

When that young Damon bless'd,

Would you be a Man in Fashion,

When first I fair Celinda knew,

When busy Fame o'er all the,

Why am [ the only Creature,

Where would coy Amyntas run,

When gay Philander left the Plain,

Wealth breeds Care, Love, Hope,

When firs¢ Amyntas charmed my,

Why so pale and wan fond Lover,

When I languisk'd and wisk'd you,

When first I saw her charming Face,

While the Love is thinking,

When Jemmy first began to love,

Y

OU Master Colours pray,
Ye brave Boys and Tars,

Young Coridon and Phillis,
Your Hay it is mow'd, and your,
You happy Youths, whose Hearts,
Young Ladies that live in the,
You I love by all that's true,
Yow've been with dull Prologues,
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Sonas Compleat,

An Elder's Maid near Temple-Bar,
(Ah! what a Quean was she?)
Did take an ugly Mastiff Cur,
Where Christians use to be.
Help House of Commons, House of Peers,
Ok now or never help /
TV Assembly hath not sat Four Years,
Yet hath brought forth a Whelp.

One Evening late she stept aside,
Pretending to fetch Eggs;

And there she made her self a Bride,
To one that had four Legs :

Her Master heard a Rumblement,
And wonder she did tarry ;

Not dreaming (without his consent)
His Dog would ever Marry.

Help House of Commons, &c.

He went to peep, but was afraid,
And hastily did run,
To fetch a Staff to help his Maid,
Not knowing what was done :
He took his Ruling Elders Cane,
And cry’d out Aelp, help, kere;
For Swash our Mastiff, and poor Fane,
Are now fight Dog, fight Bear.
Help House of Commons, &c.

But when he came he was full sorry,
For he perceiv’d their Strife ;

That according to the Directory,
They Two were Dog and Wife :
Ah! (then said he) thou cruel Quean,
Why hast thou me beguil’'d?

I wonder Swas/ was grown so lean,
Poor Dog he’s almost spoil’d.
Help House of Commons, &c.

I thought thou hadst no Carnal Sense,
But what’s in our Lasses :

And could have quench’d thy Cupiscence,
According to the Classes :






SoNGas Compleat,

Poor City Maids shed many a Tear,
When she was lash’d and bang'd ;
And had she been a Cavalier, X

Surely she had been hang’d.
Help House of Commons, &c.

Hers was but Fornication found,
For which she felt the Lash :
But his was Bugg'zy presum’d,
Therefore they hanged.Swas? :
What will become of Biskops then,
Or Independency 7
For now we find both Dogs and Men,
Stand up for Preshytry
Help House of Commons, &c.

She might have took a Sew-gelder,
With Synod-men good store,
But she would have a Lay-£lder,
With Two Legs and Two more :
Go tell the Assembly of Divines,
Tell Adoniram blue ;
Tell Burgess, Marshall, Case and Viues,
Tell Now-and-Anon too.
Heip House of Commons, &c.

Some say she was a Scottisk Girl,
Or else (at least) a Witch ;
But she was born in Colckester,
Was ever such a Bitch :
Take heed all Christian Virgins now,
The Dog-Star now prevails ; )
Ladys beware your Monkeys too,
For Monkeys have long Tails.
Help House of Commons, &c.

Bless King and Queen, and send us Peace,
As we had Seven Years since :
For we remember no Dog-days,
While we enjoy’d.our. Prince :
Bless
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6 SoneGs Compleat,

He tells us he had the Honour to peep,

In the Warming-pan where the We/c/ Infant did sleep ;

And found out a Plot which was Damnable deep,
Which no Body can believe.

Then to the Wise Senate he suddenly went,
Where he told all the Lies that he then could invent,
For which he was Voted a Rogue by consent,

Which no Body can deny.

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

He has almost forgot it, it was so long since,

Therefore the whole Game he began to Commence,
Whick no Body can deny.

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

Which no Body can deny.

He told them his Witnesses were mighty Men,

That wou’d come to the Town, tho’ the Devﬂ knows
when,

~ And make William Fuller once famous agen,

Whick no Body can deny.

The Lords they were Generous, Noble and Kind,

And allowed him Freedom his ’Squires to find,

The which he will do when the Devil is Blind,
Which no Body can deny.

- So the Peers they declared him a scandalous Sot, =~
And none thinks him fit to manage a Plot,
If Newgate and Tyburn does fall to his Lot,

Therés no Body will deny.

They gave him no more time than himself did requires

To find out his Fones and the wandering 'Squire,

But the time being come, they were never the mgher,
Whick no Body can deny.

‘ The i







Sonas Compleat,

The Woman Warrior.

Who liv d in Cow-Craoss. near WEST-SMITH-
FIELD ; who changing her Apparrel, en-
tered Jier self on Board in Quality of a
Soldier; and sailed.to IRELAND, where she
Valiantly behaved her self, particularly. at
the Siege of CoRK, where she lost her
Tves, and recerved a Mortal Wound in
her Body, of whickh she since Died in her
return to LLONDON.. .
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Et the Females attend, :
To the Lines which are penn'd,
For here I shall give a Relation;
Of a Young marry’d-Wifée,
Who did 'venture her Life; -
_For a Soldier, a Soldier.she went from  the Nation.
1 She






10 SonNcs Compleat,

While the battering Balls,
Did assault the strong Walls,
Of Cork and the sweet Trumpets sounded ;
She did bravely advance,
Where by unhappy Chance,
This young Female, young Female alass she was
wounded.

At the End of the Fray,
Still she languishing lay,
Then over the Ocean they brought her ;
To her own Native Shore,
Now they ne’er knew Defore,
That a Woman, a Woman had been in that Slaughter.

What she long had conceal’d,
Now at length she reveal’d,
That she was a Woman that venturd ;
Then to London with care,
She did straitways repair,
But she dy’d, oh she dy’d e’er the City she enter'd.:

When her Parents beheld,
They with Sorrow was fill'd,
For why they did dearly adore her :
In her Grave now she lies,
"Tis not watery Eyes, :
No nor Sighing, nor Sighing that e’er can restore
her.







12 Sonas Compleat,

Hark ! how thundring Cannons do roar,
Ladies of Zondon both wealthy and fair ;

‘Charon make hast and Ferry me over,
Lilli burlero bullen a lah.

Chloris awake, Four—pence—half-penny—farthing,
Give me'the Lass that is true Country bred ;
Like F0/n of Gaunt I walk in Covent-Garden,
I am a Maid and a very good Maid :
Twa:bonny Lads was Sawney and Fockey,
The Delights of the Bottle and Charms of good
Wine ;
Wading the Water so deep my sweet Moggy,
Cold and Raw, let it run in the right Line.

Old: Qbadiak sings Ave-Maria,
Sing Lulla-by-Baby with a-Dildo;
The old Woman and her Cat sat by the Fire,
Now this is my Love d’y’ like her ho ?
Old Ckazon thus preached to his Pupil Aekilles, -
And under this Stone here'lies-Gabriel- Fohn-;
Happy was I at the fight of Fair Phillis,
‘What should a2 Young Woman do with an-old Man ?

There’s old Father Peters with his Romish Creatures,
There was an old Woman sold Pudding and Pies,
Cannons with Thunder shall fill them with Wonder,
I once lov'd a Lass that had-bright rowling Eyes :
There’s my Maid Mary, she does mind her Dairy,
I took to my Heels and-away I'did run ;
And bids him prepare to-be happy to. Morrow,
Alass ! I don’t know the right end.of .a Gun.

My Life and' Death does lye both'in your Power,
And every Man to'his Mind, Shrewsbury for me ;
On the Bank of a Brook as I sat Flshlng,
Shall I Die a Maid and never Married be :
Uds bobs let Oiver now be forgotten,
Foan is as good as my Lady in the Dark ; y
Cuckolds are Christians Boys all the. World over,
And here’s a full Bumper to Robin Fokn Clark.

The






14 Sonags Compleat,

Quoth she what is this so stiff and warm,
Sing trolly &ve.

"Tis Ball my Nag he will do you no harm,
‘Ho, ho, wont he so, &

But what is this hangs under his Chin,
Sing trolly, &
"Tis the Bag he puts his Provender i in,
Ho, ho, is it s0, &
Quoth he what is this ? Quoth she ’tis a Well,
Sing trolly, &ve.
Where Ball your Nag may drink his fill,
Ho, ho, may he so, &«
But what if my Nag should chance to slip in,
Sing trolly, &
Then catch hold of the Grass that grows on the brim,
Ho, ho, must I so, &
But what if the Grass should chance to fail,
Sing trolly, &
Shove him 1n by the Head, pull him out by the Tail,
Ho, ho, must I so, &
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Soncs Compleat,

The Goop FELLow.
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Et’s be jolly, fill our Glasses,
Madness 'tis for us ‘to think,
How the World is rul'd by Asses,
That o’ersway the: Wise with Chink :
Let not such vain Thoughts oppress us,
Riches prove to them a Snare ;
We are all as rich as Crasus,
Drink your Glasses, take no, care,

Wine will make us fresh as Roses,
And our Sorrows all forgot ;
Let us fuddle well our Noses,
Drink ourselves quite out of Debt :
When grim Death is looking for us,
Whilst we're singing o’er our Bowls ;
Bacchus joyning in our Chorus,
Death depart, here’s none but Souls.

Jo-






18 SonNGs Compleat,

For I have neither robbed nor stole,
Nor have I done any injury;
But I bave gotten a Fair Maid with Child,
The Minister’s Daughter of bonny Dundee :
Come fill up my Cup, come fill up my Can,
Come saddle my Horse and call up my Man,
Come open the Gates and let me go jfree,
And Ise gang no more to bonny Dundee.

Altho’ Ise gotten her Maiden-head,
Geud feth Ise given her mine in lieu ;
For when at her Daddy’s Ise gang to Bed,
Ise mow’d her without any more to do?
Ise cuddle her close, and gave her a Kiss,
Pray tell now where is the harm of this,
Then open the Gates and let me go free,
And Ise gang no more to bonny Dundee.

All Scotland ne’er afforded a Lass,

So bonny and blith as Fenny my dear ;
Ise gave her a Gown of Green on the Grass,
But now Ise no longer must tarry here :
Then saddle my Nag that’s bonny and gay,

For now it is time to gang hence away,
Then open the Gates and let me go free,
Shé's ken me no more to bonny Dundee.

In Liberty still I reckon to Reign,

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

For she’ll be a Mammy before it is long :
And have a young Lad or Lass of my breed,
Ise think I have done her a generous deed;

Then open the Gates and let me go free,

For Ise gang no more to bonny Dundee.

Since Jenny the Fair was willing and kind,
And came to my Arms with a ready good will ;
A token of love Ise left her behind,
Thus I have requited her kindness still :
* Tho’
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A SONG. Sung by Mr. Dogget.
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Soncs Compleat,

The Crafty Cracks of East-Smith-Field,

who pick't wp a Master Colour upon
Tower-Hill, whom they Plundred of a
Purse of Silver, with above Threescore
Guineas.
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OU Master Colours pray draw near,
And listen to my Report ;

My Grief is great, for lo of late,

Two Ladies I chanc’'d to Court :
Who did meet me on Zower-Hill,

Their Beauties I did behold :
Those Crafty Fades have learnt their Trades,

And plunder'd me of my Gold.

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

Sweet Meat alass! had sower Sauce,
They plunder’d me of my Gold.

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

Those Misses they wou'd make me stay,
And rally the other bout :

I took my Fill of Pleasures then
Altho’ I was something old ;

Those Joys are past, they would not last,
I'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 stealth,
‘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 Fate,
I'm plunder’d of all my Gold.

They got three Pounds in Silver bright,
And Guineas above Threescore,
Such sharping Cracks breaks Merchants Backs,
I'll never come near them more :
Sure now I have enough of them,
My Sorrow cannot be told ;
That crafty Crew makes me look Blew,
T'm plunder'd of all my Gold.

Fogkocks
S

The






26 SoNGs Compleat,
Then in a Lawyer came,
With him a Knave came leaping ;
And as they Danc’d in Frame,
So Hand in Hand went skipping—To the Term.

The next a Citizen,
And he a Cuckold leading ;
So round about the Room,
Their Masque they fell a Treading— And fain they
would.

The next an Usurer,
Old fat Guts he came grunting ;
The Devil left all care,
For joy he fell a Jumping— To see him there.

And ending then their Masque,
The Fool his Lord he carries
Upon his Back in hast,
No longer there he tarries

The Beggar took the Knight,
Who took it in Derision ;
The Searjeant took in Splte,
The Gentleman to Prison—For all his mlght.

The Cuckold, silly 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 Usurer to Hell,

And there with him to tarry.

But left the place.

“The
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These are your Cracks, who skill'd in all kind of De-
bauches,

Do daily piss, spue and whore in their own glass
Coaches.

Now Miss turn Night-walker, till Lord-Mayor's Men
she meets,

. O’er Night she’s Drunk, next Day she’s finely flogged
thro’ London streets ;

After their Rooms of State are chang'd to Bulks or
Coblers Stalls, ’

’T111 Poverty and Pox agree they dying in Hospltals

Thls Suburbs gallant Fop that takes delight in Roaring,

He spends his time in Huffing, Swearing, Drinking,
and in Whoring ;

And if an honest Man and his Wife meet them in the
Dark,

Makes nothmg to run the Husband through to get the
name of Spark.

But when the Constable appears, the Gallant, let me
tell ye,

His Heart defiles hlS Breeches, and sinks mto his
Belly

These are the silly Rogues that think it fine and witty,

To laugh and joak at Aldermen, the Rulers of the City.

They’d kiss our Wives, but hold, for all their plotting
Pates, [Estates ;

While they would get us Children, we are getting their

And still in vain they Court pretending in their Cares,

That their Estates may thus descend unto the Lawful
Heirs.

Their Play-houses I hate, are Shops to set off Wenches,
Where Fop and Miss, like Dog and Bitch, do couple
under Benches ;
That I might advise the chiefest Play-house monger,
I have a Sister of my own both Handsomer and
Younger.
She
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- And grant to me those Joys,

That belong to Woman-kind,
And the Fates above reward your Love,
To an old Woman Poor and Blind.

I find an itching in my Blood,
Altho’ it be something Cold,
Therefore Good Man do what you can,
To' comfort me now I'm Old.
And Grant to me those Joys,
That belong to Woman-kind,
And the Fates above Reward your Love,
To an Old Woman Poor and Blind.

Altho’ T cannot see the Day,
Nor never a glance of light ;
Kind Sir, I swear and do declare,
I honour the Joys of Night :
Then grant to me those Joys,
That belong to Woman-kind,
And the Fates above Reward you Love,
To an Old Woman Poor and Blind.

When I was in my Blooming Youth,
My vigorous Love was Hot ;
Nowin my Age I dare Engage,
A fancy I still have got :
Then give to me those Joys,
That belong to Woman-kind,
And the Fates above Reward your Love,
To an Old Woman Poor and Blind.

You shall miss of a Reward,
If Readily you comply ;

Then do not Blush but touch my flesh,
This minute before I die:

O let me tast those Joys,
That belong to Woman-kind,

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







32 Sonas Compleat,

Therefore kind Sir, grant me the Joys,
That belong to Woman-kind ;

And the Fates above Reward your Love,
To an Old Woman Poor and Blind.
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7Y “Here can be no Glad-man compar’d to the Mad-

i 8 man,

His Mind is stlll void of Care ; 5 '

His Fits and his Fancies, are above all Mischances,
And Mirth is his ordinary Fare.

Then be thouw Mad, Mad, Mad let's be,

Nor shall the foul Fiend be Madder than we.

The Wise and the Witty, in Court and in City,
Are subject to sorrow and Pain ;
While he that is Mad, knows not why to be Sad,
Nor has any cause to complain ;
Then be thou Mad, &c.
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We laugh at you Wise Men, that thus do despise-Men,
Whose Senses you think to Decline ;
Mark well and you’ll see, what you count but Frenzy,
JIs indeed but Raptures Divine,
Then be thou Mad, &c.

Let the Grave and the Wise, pluck out their Eyes,
To set forth a Book worth a Groat ;
We Mad-men are quicker, grow Learn'd:with: good
Liquor,
And Chirp a Merry note.
Then be thou Mad, &c.

Hast thou lost thy Estate :‘Man, why, care not for that
Man,
What Wealth may’st not fancy thy- own ;
More than Queen D:do, or her Ass-Ear'd Midas,
That great Philosopher’s stone.
Then be thou Mad, &c.

Pompey was a.Mad-man, and so long a Glad‘man ;
But at length he was forc’d to flee ;
For Cesar from Gallia beat him in Pharsalia,
’Cause a madder Fellow then he.
Then be thou Mad, &c.

"Twas this Extasie brave, that the great Courage gave,
If your Eyes were but ope’d and would see ;
To great Alexander, that mighty.Commander,
As Mad a Fellow as could be.
Then be thou Mad, &c.

“Then around goes a Health to the'Lady o'th”‘Houss, .
If any Man here does forsake it ;
For a Fool let him go, we know better Manners,
And so we mean to take it.
Then be thou Mad, &c.
There’s no Night Mirth’s going, nor any Lad “wooing,
But Mad-men are privy unto it ;
For the Stars so peep, into every such thing,
And wink upon us as you-do it.
Then_be thou Mad, &c.
VOL, V. D When



34 Sonas Compleat,

When the Frost, Ice and Snow, do benumb things be-
low,
“~We Chirp as merry as Larks;
Our Sack and our Madness, consumes cold and sad—
ness,
And we are the Jovial Sparks.
Then be thou Mad, &c.

‘Has thy Mistress frown’d on thee, or thy Rival out-
gone thee ?
Let Sober and Wise Fellows pine ;
Whilst bright Miralind and goodly Dulcind,
t +And the rest of the Fairies are thine.
Then be thou Mad, &c.

A Mad-man needs baulk no manner of talk,
His Tongues never guilty with Treason ;
But a Wise Knave would suffer, if the same he should
utter,
For a wise Man’s Guilt is his Reason.
Then be thou Mad, &c.
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A SONG.
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Shepherd kept Sheep ona Hill so high, fz, /2, /2, &c.
And there came a pretty Maid passing by, fz, /a,
&

c.

Shepherd, quoth she, dost thou want €’er a Wife,

No by my troth I'm not weary of my Life, fz, /a, /a, &c.
Shepherd for thee I care not a Fly, fz, /a, la,

For thou’st not the Face with a fair Maid to lie, fz, /a,
How now my Damsel, say’st thou me so,

. Thou shalt tast of my bottle before thou dost go, fa, Z.

Then he took her and laid her upon the Ground, 7z, /e,
And made her believe that the World went round, fa, /Z,
Look yonder my Shepherd, look yonder I spy,

Thereare fine pretty Babies that dance in the Sky, fz,/a.

And now they are vanisht, and now they appear, fa ez,

' Sure they will tell Storles of what we do here, /2, /a, la,
Lie still my dear Chloris, enjoy thy Concett, ‘
For the Babes are too young and too little to prate,

Ja, la, la.

‘See how the Heavens fly swifter than Day, fz, /a, /a,
Rise quickly, or they will all run away, fa, /s, /a,

Rise quickly my Shepherd, quickly I tell ye, g

For the Sun, Moon and Stars are gotallin my Belly

fa, la,

'O dear, where am 1? pray shew me the way, /2, /a, la,

‘ Unto my Father's House hard by, fa, /&, /a,

. D 2 "If
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If he chance to Chide me for staying so long,
T’ll tellhim the fumes of your Bottle were strong, /2, /e, /a

And now thou hast brought my Body to shame, /z, /a,
I prithee now tell me what is thy Name, fa, /2, Za,
Why Robin in the Rushes my Name is, quoth he,
But I think I told her quite contrary, fa, /a, /a.

Then for Robin in the Rushes, she did enquire, fz, /Ja,/a,

But he hung down his Head and he would not come
nigh her, fa, /a, /a,

He wink’d with one Eye, as if he had been Blind,

And he drew one Leg after a great waybehind, /z, /a,/a.
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S I was a walking under a Grove,
Within my self, as I suppos'd ;
My Mind did oftentimes remove,
And by no means could be disclosed :
At length by chance a ¥riend I met,
Which caused me long time to tarry;
And thus of me she did intreat,
To tell her when I meant to Marry.

Sweet-heart, quoth I, if you would know,
Then hear the Words, and I'll reveal it ;
Since in your Mind you bear it so,
And in your Heart you will conceal it :
She promis’d me she’d make no Words,
But of such things she would be wary ;
And thus in brief I did begin,
To tell her when I meant to Marry.

When Skrove-tide falls in Easter week,

And C/ristmas in the midst of Fuly ;
‘When Lawyers for no Fees will Plead,

And Taylors they prove Just and Truly :
When all Deceits are quite put down,

And Truth by all Men is preferred ;
And /ndigo dies Red and Brown,

O then my Love and I'll be Married.

When Men and Beasts in the Ocean flow,
And Fishes in green Fields are feeding ;
When Muscle-shells in the Streets grow,
And Swans upon dry Rocks be breeding :
* When Cockle-shells are Diamond Rings,
And Glass to Pearl may be compared ;
Gold is made of a Grey-goose Wings,
Oh then my Love and I'll be Married.

When hostesses do reckon true,
And Dutchmen leave off drinking Brandy ;
When Cats do bark, and Dogs do Mew,
And Brimstone is took for Sugar-candy :
Or
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Or when that Whitsontide do fall,
Within the Month of ?anuary,
And a Cobler works without an Awl,

O then my, &

When Women know not how to Scold,
And Maids on Sweet-hearts ne ‘er are thmkmg 3
When Men in the Fire complain of Cold,
And Ships on Sa/isbury Plain fear smkmg
Or when Horse-Coursers turn honest Men, -
And ZLondon into York is carried ;
And out of One you can take Ten,
Oh then, &

Wheén Candlesticks do serve for Bells,

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

And Porridge-pots they use for Cradles :
When Maids forget to go a Maying,

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

Oh then, &

o

Good Sir, since you have told me when,
That you're resolv’d for to Marry ;
I wish with all my Heart till then,
That for a Wife you still may tarry :
But if all young Men were of your: mlnd
And Maids no better were preferred ;
I think it were when the D—I were blmd
That we and our Lovers should be Mamed

Gil-
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Oh sike a charming Eye he bad,
A Breath as sweet as a Rose,
He never wore a Hiland plad,
But costly silken Cloaths::
He gain’d the Love of Ladies gay;
There’s none to him was Coy ; .
Ah, wa’s me, Ise mourn this Day,
For my Dear Gilderoy.

My. Gélderoy and I was born,
Both in one Town together ;
Not past Seven years of Age,
Since one did Love each other:
Our Daddies and our Mammies both,
Were cloath’d with mickle.Jay,.
To think upon the Bridal Day,.
Betwixt I and my Gilderoy.

ForGilderoy, that Love of mine,
Geud faith Ise freely bought :

A Wedding-sark of Holland fine,
With Silk in Flowers wrought :

And he gave-me a Wedding Ring,
Which I receiv’d with Joy ;

No Lads or Lasses e’er could Sing,
Like my sweet Gilderoy.

In mickle Joy we spent our time;
Till we was both Fifteen ;
Then gently he did lay me down,
Amongst the leaves so green :
When he had done what he could do,
He rose and he gang’d his way ;
But ever since I lov'd the Man,
My Handsome Gilderoy.

VVhile we did both together play,
He kiss’d me o’er and o’er; -

Geud faith'it was as blith a Day,
As e'er I saw before :

%ﬁ
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The SCOTCH Wedding

Between JOCKEY and JENNY.
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HEN Fockey wou'd a Wooing away,
On our Feast-day when he was foo ;
Then Fenny put on her best Array,
VVhen she thought Fockey would come to VVoo.

If T thought Fockey were come to Town,,
It wad be for the leve of me; 4

Then wad I put on beth Hat and Goown,
Because I'd seem worstsome in his Eye.

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

As Moggy always used to do, !
For fear her Sweet-heart shou’d her mock.

Then Fenny shoo tripped up the Stairs,
And secretly to shift her Smock ; :
But leard how loud her mother swears; .
O hast away Fenny, and come to Fock.
&4 Then
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A Scotch SoNG made to the Irish Jice, and
Sung to the King at Whitehall.
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Ately as thorough the fair Zdinborough,
1 __ To view the fair Meadows as I was ganging ;
}’ockey and Moggy were walking and talking,

Of Love and Religion, thus closely Haranguing ;
Never says Moggy, come near me false Fockey,

For thou art a Whig, and I mean to abhor thee ;
1ze be no Bride, nor will lig by thy side,
For no sneaking Rebel shall lift a Leg o’er me.

Fockey

——
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The Fair Lass of ISLINGTON.
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Here was a Lass of Zslington,
As I have heard many tell ;
And she would to Fair Zondon go,
Fine Apples and Pears to sell :
And as along the Streets she flung,
With her basket on her Arm :
Her Pears to sell, you may know it right well
This fair Maid meant no harm.

But as she tript along the Street,
Her pleasant Fruit to sell ;

A Vintner did with her meet,
Who lik’d this Maid full well :

Quoth he, fair Maid, what have you there?
In Basket decked brave;

Fine Pears, quoth she, and if it please ye
A taste Sir you shall have,

The Vintner he took a Taste,
And lik’d it well, for why ;

This Maid he thought of all the rest,
Most pleasing to his Eye :

. Quoth he, fair Maid I have a Suit,

That you to me must grant ;
Which if I find you be so kind,
- Nothing that you shall want. ,
Thy
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Then strait the Justice for him sent, '
And asked the Reason why ;

That he would pay this Maid noRent?
To which he did Reply,

Although I hired a Cellar of her,
And the Possession was mine ?
I ne’er put any thing into it,
But one poor Pipe of Wine :
Therefore my Bargain it was hard,
As you may plainly see ;
I from my Freedom was Debarr’d,
Then good Sir favour me.

This Fair Maid being ripe of Wit,
She strait Reply’d again ;

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

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

Therefore 1 do desire still,
For to receive my own.

The Justice hearing of their Case,
Did then give Order strait ;
That he the Money should pay down,
She should no longer wait :
VVithal he told the Vintner plain
If he a Tennant be ;
He must expect to pay thesame,
For he could not sit Renufree.

But when the Money she had. got,
She put it in her Purse :
And clapt her Hand on the Cellar Door,
And said it was never the worse :
VVhich caused the People all to:Laugh,
To see this Vintner Fine :
Out-witted by a Country Girl,
About his Pipe of VVine,
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And said our King was yet too young,
And of but tender Age ;

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

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

His tender Joints more fitter are,
To toss a Tennis-ball.

A Tun of Tennis-balls therefore,
In Pride and great Disdain ;

He sent unto this Royal King,
To recompence his Pain.

Which Answer when our King did hear,
He waxed wroth in Heart ;

And swore he would provide such Balls,
Should make all France to smart.

An Army then our King did hold,
Which was both good and strong ;

And from Southampton is our King,
With all his Navy gone.

In France he landed safe and sound,
Both he and all his Train ;

And to the Town of Husle then
He marched up amain.

Which when he had besieg’d the Town,
Against the fenced Walls ;

To batter down the stately Towers,
He sent his £nglis/ Balls.

When this was done our King did march,
Then up and down the Land ;

And not a Frenchman for his Life,
Durst once his Force withstand.

Until

PR P —
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God-a-mercy Cousin Yor#, he said,
I grant thee thy Request ;

Then lead thou on couragiously,
And I will lead the rest.

Then came the bragging Frenchmen down,
With cruel Force and Might ;

With whom our Noble King began,
A fierce and dreadful Fight.

The Archers they discharg’d their Shafts,
As thick as Hail from Skie;

And many a Frenchman in the Field,
That happy Day did die.

Their Horses tumbled on the Stakes,
And so their Lives they lost ;

And many a Frenchman there was ta’en,
As Prisoners to their cost.

Ten Thousand Men that Day was slain,
As Enemies in the Field :

And eke as many Prisoners,
Were forc’d that Day to yield.

Thus had our King a happy Day,
And Victory over France

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

God save our King, and bless this Land,
And grant to him likewise ;

The upper-hand and Victory,
Of all his Enemies.

The
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And bid him dress to Dinner straight,
That fair and milk-white Doe ;

That in the Park doth shine so bright,
There’s none so fair to show.

This Lady fearing of no harm,
Obey’d her Mother’s Will ; §

And presently she hasted home,
Her Mind for to fulfil.

She straight into the Kitchin went,
Her Message for to tell,

And there the Master-Cook she spy’d,
Who did with Malice swell.

Now Master-Cook it must be so,
Do that which I thee tell;

You needs must dress the milk-white Doe,
Which you do know full well.

Then straight his cruel bloody Hands, -
He on the Lady laid ;

Who quivering and shakmg stands,
‘While thus to her he said :

Thou art the Doe that I must dress,
See here, behold my Knife ;

For it is Pointed presently,
To rid thee of thy Life.

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

O save her Life, good Master-Cook,
And ‘make your Pies of me ?

For pity sake do not destroy

-. My Lady with your Knife;

You know she is her Father’s Joy,
For Christ’s sake save her Life.

L
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A Barvrap

In Praise of a certain Commander in the
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Heroe of no small Renown,
But noted for a Man of Mettle ;
Thro’ all the Parts of London Town,
No Gentleman, nor yet a Clown,
No grave wise man, nor stupid Beetle.

By many Deeds of Prowess done,
He’s gain’d a matchless Reputation ;
Perform’d by neither Sword nor Gun,
But by what means you'll know anon,
And how he work'd his Preservation.
Well
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A SONG.
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S the Fryer hewent along,and a poring in his Book,
At last he spy’d a Jolly brown Wench a washing
of her Buck,

Sing, Stow the Fryer, stow the Fryer
Some good Man, and let this fair Maid go.

The Fryer he pull’d out and a Jolly brown T d as
much as he could handle,
Fair Maid, quoth he, if thou carriest Fire in thy A——

come light me this same Candle.
Sing, Stow the Fryer, &c.

The Maid she sh and a Jolly brown T:
her Jolly brown Hole,

out of

Good Sir, quoth she, if you will a Candle light come
blow me this same Cole.

Sing, Stow the Fryer, &c.
Part of the Sparks flew into the Nor#%, and part into
the Soutk,
And part of this jolly brown T—— flew into the Fryer’s
Mouth.

Sing, Stow the Fryer, stow the Fryer
Some good Man, and let this fair Maid go.

The
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In sorrowful sort I cry’d,
And may now for ever rue;

The Pain lies in my Back and Side,
1 cannot tell what to do.

Alass I was kind and mild,
But now the same I rue;
Having no Father for my Child,
1 cannot, &c.

I took but a Touch in jest,
Believe me this is true ;
Yet I have proved, I protest,

And cannot, &c.

He crav’d my Virginity,
And gave me his own in lieu ;
In this I find I was too kind,
And cannot, &c.

Each Damsel will me degrade,
And so will the young Men too ;
I'm neither Widow, Wife, nor Maid,
1 cannot, &c.

A Cradle I must provide,
A Chair and Posset too ;

Nay, likewise twenty Things beside,
1 cannot, &c.

When I was a Maiden fair,
Such Sorrows I never knew ;
But now my Heart is full of Care,
1 cannot, &c. :

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

*Tis with a Two-legg’d Tympany,
I cannot tell what fo do.

You
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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 Kerns,
When all his Money was gone and spent,
Which made him look like a Fack-a-Lent,

And _‘7o¢m s Ale is new,

And Foan’s Ale is new Boys,

And Foan'’s Ale is new.

The Tinker he did settle,
Most like a Man of Mettle,
And vow’d to pawn his Kettle,
Now mark what did ensue ;
His Neighbours they flock’d in apace,
To see Zom Tinker's comely Face,
‘Where they drank soundly for a space,
Whilst Joan’s Ale, &c.

The Cobler and the Broom Man,

Came next into the Room, Man,

And said they would drink for hoon Man,
Let each one take his due;

But when good Liquor they had found,

They cast their Caps upon the Ground,

And so the Tinker he drank round,
Whilst Joan’s Ale, &c.

The Rag-Man being weary,
With the Burden he did carry,
He swore he would be merry,

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

And Joan’s Ale, &c.

The Pedlar he drew nigher,

For it was his desire,

To throw the Rags i'th’ Fire,
And burn the bundle blue ;

So
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And then came in the Weaver,
You never saw a braver,
With a Silk Man and a Glovet,
Tom Tinker for to view ;
And so to welcom him to Town,
They every Man spent half a Ctown,
And so the Drink went merrily down,
For Joan’s Ale, &e.

Then came a Drunken Dutchman,

And he would have a touch, Man,

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

He drank so long as I suppose,

"Till greasie Drops fell from his Nose,

And like a Beast befoul’d his Hose,
Whilst Joan's Ale, &c.

A Welchman he ¢amé next, Sir,
With Joy and Sorrow Mixt, Sir,
VVho being partly vex’d, Sir,

He out his Dagger drew ;
Cuts-plutter-a-nails, quoth 7y then,
A Welchman is a Shentleman,

Come Hostess fill's the other Cann,

For Joan’s Ale, &ec.

Thus like to Men of Courage stout,

Couragiously they drank about,

Till such time all the Ale was out;
As I may tell to you ;

And when the Business was done,

They every man departed home,

And promis’d Fvan again to come,
When she kad Brew'd anew.

The
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But put off your Petticoat-parley,
Potting and sotting, and laughing and quaffing Canary,
Will make a good Soldier miscarry :
And never Travel for true Renown :
Then turn to your Marshal Mistress,
Fait Minerva the Soldier’s Sister is ;
Rallying and sallying, with gashing and slashing of
Wounds Sir,
With turning and burning of Towns, Sir,
Is a high step to a great Man's Throne.

Let bold Beéllona’s Brewer frown,
And his Tunn shall overflow the Town ;
And give the Cobler Sword and Fate:
And a Tinker may trapan the State ;
Such Fortunate Foes as these be,
Turn’d the Crown to a Cross at NVaseby -
Father and Mother, Sister .and Brother confounded,
And many a good Family wounded ;
By a terrible turn of Fate,

He that can kill 2 Man, thunder and plunder the Town, :

Sir,
And pu’ll his Enemies down, Sir,
-In time may be an Officer great.

It is the Sword does order all,
. Makes Peasants rise, and Princes fall ;
All Sylogisms in vain are spilt,
No Logick like a Basket-hilt :
It handles ’em joint by joint Sir,

Quilling and drilling, and spilling, and Killing pro-

foundly,

Until the Disputers on Ground lie,

And have never a word to say ;

Unless it be Quarter, Quarter, Truth 1s confuted by a
Carter,

By stripping and nipping, and ripping and quipping
Evasions,

Doth Conquer a Power of Perswasions,

Apristotle hath lost the Day.

3

‘The
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OW now Sister Betferis, why look you so sad ?
I'I Gillian. The times are so hard and our trading
so bad,
That we in our Function no Money can gam,
Our Pride and our Bravery for to maintain.

Bett. True Sister, Gillian, I'know it full well,

But what will you say if such News I do tell ?

And how’t will rejoyce you, I'll make it out plain,
Will make our Trade quick, and more Money will gain.

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

And Six-penny Customers we will abhor ;-

For all those that will our Dominions invade,

Must pay for their sauce, we must live by our Trade.

Gil. Good Sister if you can make this but appear,
My Spirit and Senses you greatly will chear,

But a Famine of Flesh will bring all things to pass,
Or else we are as bad still as ever we was.

DBett. Lately 2 Counsel of Bauds there did meet,

In Cock and Pye Alley, near Do-little Street :

And who was the Counsel, and what was there done;
T’ll make it out to you as clear as the Sun. s
From
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From Rateliffe-highway, and from Nightingale-lane,
Their Deputies come with a very fine Train :
Unto these two Couple come long sided Sue,
Is as good as e’er twang’d, if you give her her due.

Then Zower-Ditch and Hatton- Wallsentintheir Prayers,
And drest as compleatly as Horses to Fairs ;

With them Jumping Jenny appear’d, as ’tis said,

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

The two Metropolitans came from the Park,

As arch at the Game, as e’er plaid in the Dark ;
Then Lutener's-lane a gay Couple did bring,

Two better, I think, was ne’er stretch’'d in hemp-string.

There was many others from Places remote,

The which were too tedious for me here to note ;
And what was their Business I here will declare,
How to keep our Trade in Repute they take care.

And first for those Ladies that walk in the Night,
Their Aprons and Handkerchiefs they should be white,
And that they do walk more in Town than in Fields,
For that is the Place most Variety yields.

And those that are over-much worn by their Trade,
Shall go in a Vessel, their Passage being paid ;
The Venture of Cuckolds, ’tis called by Name,
And this is the way for to keep up our Fame.

And this is the Ship which the Cuckolds have brought,
It lies at their Haven, and is to be frought :

And thither Whores rampant, that please may repair,
With Master and Captain to truck for their Ware.

And for a Supply that our trade may increase,
For wanton Commodity it will grow less ;

We'll visit the Carriers, and take them up there,
And then for their Tutering we will take care.
In this we shall ease all the Countries to do't,
And do our selves Pleasure and Profit to boot ;
For one that is crack’d in the Country before,
In Zondon will make a spick and span Whore.

There’s
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There’s many more Precepts which they did advise,
But these which Ill give you here shall suffice :

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

Some Orders agreed wpon at a General Con-
sultation of the Sisterhood of Nightin-
gale - lane, Ratcliff - high - way, Tower -
Ditch, Rose - mary -lane, Hatton -Wall,
Safforn-hill, Wetstone’s-Park, Lutener’s-
lane, and other Places adjacent, for the
general Encouragement and Advance-
ment of their Occupation.

11
Hat noNight-walker presume to go without a White
Apron and Handkerchief, the better to be seen.

1L
To keep due Time and Hours, for fear of the Constable
and his Walch.
IIL

That those which are over-worn, cast off and cashier'd,

do repair to the Ship called (the Cuckolds Venture)
now riding at Cuckolds Haven, ¢kence to be transported
over-Sea, to have their Breeches vepaired.

IV.
That a due care be taken to visit the Carriers for crack’d
Maidenkheads, for the use and increaseof our Occupation.

V.

That all honest Women belonging lo either Wittals or
Cuckolds, be admitted 1o the principal Places in this
Ship.

VI.

And lastly, for the better State and Magnificence of the
honourable Corporation of W——es, ’tis order’d that
a Chariot be made to be drawn by Cuckolds, Zke
Cuckold-makers Zo drive, and the Wittals o ride.

The
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Some whining, some weeping, some careful and sad,

And some was contented, and others born mad ;

Some crooked, some straight Horns, and some over-
grown,

The like in all Ages I think was ne’er known. '

Some rich and brave flourishing Cuckolds were there,
That.came in whole Droves, Sir, as if to Horn-Fair;
For now there is hopes to be curd of their Grief,
The Doctor declares in the Fall of the Leaf.

Let none ‘be so foolish as now to neglect,

This Doctor’s great Kindness and civil Respect ;
Tho’ rich Men may pay, yet the Poor may go free,
So kind and so courteous a Doctor is he.

"Tis known he so worthy a Conscience doth make,
Poor Cuckolds he’ll cure them for Charity sake ;
Nay, farther than this still his Love does enlarge,
Providing for them at his own Cost and Charge.

But some are so wicked, that they will exclaim
Against their poor lees, making ’em bare the Blame;
And will not look out in the least for a Cure,

But all their sad Pains and their Tortures endure.

But ’tis without reason, for he that is.born

Under such a Planet, is Heir to the Horn :

Then come to the Doctor both rich Men and Poor,
He'll carefully cure you, what would you have more?

The Term of his Time here the Doctor does write,
From six in the Morning ’till seven at Night;
Where in his own Chamber he still will remain,

At the Sign of the Woodcock in Vinegar-lans.

The
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The Doctor doth here likewise present you
with the Recetpt of his Infallible Medicine,
that those which have no occasion for 1t
lemselves, may do good to. their Neigh-
bours and Acquaintances : And take it
here as followeth.

AKE five Pound of Brains of your December Flies,
And forty true Tears from a Crocwdile's Eyes ;
The Wit of a IWeasel, the Wool of a Frog,.
With an Ounce of Conserve of Mickaelmas Fog.

And make him a Poultis when he goes to Bed,
To bind to his Temples behind of his Head ;
As hot as the Patient he well can endure,

And this is for Cuckolds an absolute Cure.

A Song.

OOD Neighbour why do you look awry,
you are a wond’rous Stranger ;

You walk about, you huff and pout,

As if you'd burst with Anger:
Is it for that your Fortune’s great,

Or you so Wealthy are ?
Or live so high there’s none a-nigh

That can with you compare ?
But t'other Day I heard one say,

Your Husband durst not show his Ears,
But like a Lout does walk about,

So full of Sighs and Fears :
Good Mrs. Zart, 1 caren't a Fart,

For you nor all your Jears.

My Husband’s known for to be one.
That is most. Chast and pure ;
And so would be continually,
But for such Jades as you are :
3 You
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You wash, you lick, you smug, you trick,
You toss a twire a grin ;

You nod and wink, and in his Drink,
You strive 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 so again you dirty Quean,
And I'll pull you by the Quoif.

Go dress those Brats, those nasty Rats,
That have a Lear so drowzy ;
With Vermin spread they look like Dead,
Good Faith they're always Lousie :
Pray hold you there, and do not swear,
You are not half so sweet ;

You feed yours up with bit and sup,
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 look like Dirt,
And Tl kick you out of Doors ;

A very good Jest, pray do your best,
And Faith I'll quit your Scores.

Go, go you are a nasty Bear,
Your Husband cannot bear it ;
A nasty Quean as e’er was seen,
Your Neighbours all can swear it :
A fulsome Trot and good for nought,
Unless it be to chat;
You stole a Spoon out of the Room,
Last Christning you were at :
You lye you Bitch you've got the Itch,
Your Neighbours know you are not sound ;
Look how you Claw with your nasty Paw,
And Il fell you to the Ground ;
You've tore my Hood, you shall make it good
If it' cost me Forty Pound.
Te
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And there’s another gang of poor smutty Souls,

Doth trudge up and down to cry Small-coals ;

With a Sack on their Back, at a Door stand and call,
Whilst I am getting Money, Money in my Stall, &c.

And there’s another sort of Notes,
Who crys up and down old Suits and Coats ;
And perhaps some Days get nothing at all,
Whilst I sit getting Money, Money in-my Stall, &c,

And there’s the Jolly Cooper with his Hoops at his
Back, ' '
Who trudgeth up and down to see who lack
Their Casks to be made tite, with Hoops great and
small
Whilst T sit getting Money, Money in my Stall, &c.

And there’s a Jolly Tinker that loves a bonny Lass,

Who trudges up and down to mend old Brass ;

With his long smutty Punch to force holes withal,
Whilst 1 sit getting Money, Money in my Stall, &c.

And there is another old Zom Zerrak,
‘Who up and down the City drives his Barrow ;
To sell his Fruit both great and small,
Whilst 1 sit getting Money, Money in my Stall, &c.

And there is the Blind and Lame, with a Wooden Leg,

Who up and down the City they forced are to beg

Some Crumbs of Comfort, the which are but small,
Whilst I sit getting Money, Money in my Stall, &c.

And there’s a gang of Wenches who Oysters sell,

And Powder Mo/l with her sweet smell ;

She trudges up and down with Powder and Ball,
Whilst I sit getting Money, Money in my Stall, &c.

And there’s the jovial Girls with their Milking-Pails,

Who trudge up and down with their Draggle Tails :

Flip flapping at their Heels for Custom they call,
Whilst 1 sit getting Money, Money in my, Stall, &c.

"Tis
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The Fidler’s Wife look’d brisk,
Which made the Merchant smile ;

He made no doubt to bring it about,

The Fidler to beguile.

Is this thy Wife the Merchant said,
She looks like an honest Spouse ;

Ay that she is, the Fidler said,
That ever trod on Shoes.

Thy Confidence is very great,
The Merchant then did say;

If thou a Wager darest to bet,
Tl tell thee what I will lay.

Tl lay my Ship against thy Fiddle,

And all my Venture too ;
So Peggy may gang along with me,
My Cabin for to View.

If she continues one Hour with me,
Thy true and constant Wife ;

Then shalt thou have my Ship and be,
A Merchant all thy Life.

The Fidler was content,
He Danc’d and Leap’d for joy ;
And twang’d his Fiddle in merriment,
For Peggy he thought was Coy.

Then Peggy she went along,
His Cabin for to View ;
And after her the Merchant-Man,
Did follow, we found it true.

When they were once together,
The Fidler was afraid ;

For he crep’d near in pitious fear,
And thus to Peggy he said.

Hold
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Then Fidlers all beware,
Your Wives are kind you see ;

And he that’s made for the Fidling Trade,
Must never a'Merchant be.

For Peggy she knew right well,
Although she was but a Woman ;

That Gamesters Drink, and Fidlers Wives,
They are ever Free and Common.

ID you not hear of a gallant Sailor,
Whose Pockets they were lin’d with Gold;
He fell in Love with a pretty Creature,
As I to you the Truth unfold :
With a kind Salute, and without Dispute,
He thought to gain her for his-own, -
Unconstant Waman proves true fo no: Man,

Sthe has gone and left me all alone. .
Don’t
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Don’t you remember my pretty Fegy,
The Oaths.and Vows which you made to me :
All in the Chamber we were together,
That you would ne’er unconstant be :
But you prove strange Love, and from me range, .,
And leave me here to Sigh and Moan ;
Unconstant Woman is true to no Man, - ;
She's gone and left me all alone.

As I have Gold you shall have Treasure,
Or any dainty kind of thing;’
Thou may’st command all Delights and Pleasure,
And what you'd have, Love, I would you bring:"
But you prove shy, and at last deny,
Him that admires you alone ; o1
Unconstant Woman proves true o no Man,
She's left me here to make my moan. o

When first I saw your charming Beauty,
I stood like one all in amaze ; .
I study’d only how to pay Duty,
And could not speak but only gaze,
At last said I, fair Maid comply,
. And ease a wretched Lover’s Moan ;
Unconstant Woman proves true to no Man,
She's gone and left me here alone.

I made her Presents of Rings and Jewels,
With Diamond Stones I gave her too ;
She took them kindly, and call'd me ]ewel
And said her Love to me was true : ‘e
But in the end she prov’d unkind,
\ When I thought she had been my own ;
 Unconstant Woman, &c.

For three Months time we saw each other,
And she oft said she’d be my Wife ;
I had her Father’s Consent and Mother,
I thought to have liv'd a happy Life :
She’d laugh and toy both Night and Day, “
But at length she chang’d her Tone ; =
 Unconstant 1 Voman, proves true to no Man,
She's left me now to make my Moan,
VOL. V. G Many
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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-shiny Weather,
We did discourse and were not seen :
With a kind Salute we did dispute,
While we together were alone :
Unconstant Woman she's true to no Man,
Shé's gone and left me here alone.

Since Peggy has my kindness slighted,

T’ll never trust a VVoman more ;
"T'was in her alone I e’er delighted,

But since she’s false I'll leave the Shoar :
In Ship I'll enter, on Seas I’ll venture,

And sail the VVorld where I’'m not known

Unconstant Woman proves true to no Man,
Sté's gone and left me here alone.

Sorrow banish'd in a Mvuc. The Words |

¢y Str Edward Morgan.
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If toying young Damon by Sylvia’s Charms,
At length should look pale and perplexed be; .
To cure the Distemper and ease those harms, |
Go straight to the G/obe and ask Number three :
There beauties like Venus thou canst not lack,
Be kind to them, they will sweetly hug
There’s choice of the Fairest, the Brown or the Black
Then banish Despair in a Mug, a Mug.

- Let then no Misfortune €’er make thee dull,
But drink away care in a Jug, a Jug;

Then let not thy Tide steal away, but pull,
Carouse away though in a Mug, a Mug:

While others for Greatness and Fortune’s doom,
While they for their Ambition tug ; .

We'll sit close and snug in a Sea-coal Room,
And banish Despair in a Mug, a Mug.

Let Zealots o’er Coffee new Plots devise,
And lace with fresh Treason the Pagan Drug;
Whilst our Loyal Blood flows our Veins shall shine,
Like our Faces inspir'd with a Mug, a Mug :
Let Sectaries dream of Alarms, Alarms,
And Fools still for new changes tug ;'
While fam’d for our Loyalty we’ll stand to our Arms,
And drink the King’s Health in a Mug, a Mug.

Come then to the Queen let the next Advance,
And all Loyal Lads of true Z#glis2 Race ; .

Who hate the stum Poison of Spazz and France, -
Or to Bourdeux or Burgundy do give place ;

The Flask and the Bottle breeds Ach and Gout,
Whilst we, we all the Season lie snug ;

Neither Spaniard nor Flemming, can vie with our Stout
And shall submit to the Mug, the Mug.

The
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Come Set Foot to Foot,
And but give our Minds to't,
"Tis Heretical Six that doth slay Wit,
No Helicon like to the Juice of the Vine is,
For Phebus had never had Wit, nor Diviness,
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 /ndies about us we carry :
Then hang up good Faces, we'll drink till our Noses
Give freedom to speak what our Fancy disposes,
Beneath whose protection is under the Roses.

This, this must go round, ,
Off your Hats, till that the Pavement be Crown’d
With your Beavers ;
A Red-coated Face,
Frights a Searjeant at Mace,
And the Constable trembles to shivers : :
In state march our Faces like those of the Quorum,
‘When the Wenches fall down and the Vulgar adore’em,
And our Noses, like Link-boys, run shining before’em.

The Nymphs Holiday. The Tune of the
Nightingale.
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Good Honest Trooper take warning by

DonNaLp CooPER. 7o the Tune of Daniel

Cooper.

o
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Bonny Lad came to the Court,
His Name was. Donald Cooper,
And he Petition’d to the King, )
That he might be a Trooper :
He said that he,
By Land and Sea,
Had fought to 'Admiration,
And with Montross
Had many blows,

Both for his King and Nation,

The King did his Petition grant,

And said he 1ik’d him dearly, ”
Which gave to Donald more content, F

Than Twenty Shillings yearly: .

This







90

Sonacs Compleat,

But ¢’er a Month had gone about,
Poor Donald walked sadly :
And every yean enquir'd of him,
What gard him leuk so badly :
A Wench, quoth he,
Gave Snuff to me,
Out of her Placket box, Sir;
And I am sure,
She prov'd a Whore,
And given to me the Pox, Sir.

Poor Donald he being almost 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,
y VVith Venus sweet,
And struggles to surrender;
The Triumph’s lost,
Then never trust
A Feminine Commander.

Poor Donald he went home again,
Because he lost his Place, Sir;
For playing of a Game at VVhisk,
And turning up an Ace, Sir;
Ye Soldiers all,
Both great and small,
A Foot-man or a Trooper ;
VVhen you behold,
A VVench that’s bold
Remember Donald Cogper.

The
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The Sexton’s SONG.

Sung by BEN. Jounson, iz the Play of
Hamlet Prince of Denmark, acting the
Grave maker.
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Nce more to these Arms my lov'd Pick-ax and
Spade,
With the rest of the Tools that belong to my Trade ;
I that Buried others am rose from the Dead,
With a Ring, a Ring, Ring, a Ring, and Dig ¢ Dig,
Dig.

My Thoughts are grown easie, my Mind is at rest,

Since Things at the worst are now grown to the best,

And I and the Worms that long fasted shall Feast,
With a Ring, &c.

How I long to be Measuring and cleaving the Ground,
And commending the Soil for the Sculls shall be found,
Whose thickness alone, not the Soil makes them sound
o With a Ring, &c. . :
Soh TLook

i






- 04 Soncs Compleat,

T%e Great BOOBEE.
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Y Friend if you would understand,
My Fortunes what they are ;

I once had Cattle House and Land,

But now I am never the near :
My Father left a good Estate,

As I may tell to thee;
I couzened was of all T had,

Like a great Boobee.

I went to School with a good intent,
And for to learn my Book ;-

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

Full seven Years, or very nigh,
As I may tell to thee;

I could hardly say my Criss-Cross-Row,
Like a great Boobee.

My Father then in all the hast,
Did set me to the Plow ;
. And for to lash the Horse about,
Indeed I knew not how :

My
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But as I went along the Street,
The most part of the Day ;

. Many Gallants I did meet,

Methought they were very gay :
I blew my Nose and pist my Hose,
Some People did me see :
They said I was a Beastly Fool: -
And a great Boobee.

Next Day I thro’ Pye-corner past,
The Roast-meat on the Stall ;
Invited me to take a Taste,
My Money was but small :
The Meat I pickt, the Cook me klckt,
As I may tell to thee;
He beat me sore and made me roar,
Like a great Boobee.

As T thro’ Smithfield lately. walkt,
A gallant Lass I met:
Familiarly with me she talk’t,
Which I cannot forget :
She proferr’d me a Pint of Wine,
Methought she ‘was wondrous free,
To the Tavern then I went with her,
Like a great Boobee.

She told me we were near of Kin, .
And call’d for Wine good store ;
Before the Reckoning was brought in,

My Cousin prov’d a Whore :

My Purse she pickt, and went away,
My Cousin couzened me, :
The Vintner kickt me out of Door ;

Like a great Boobee.

At the Exchange when'I came there,
I saw most gallant things ;

I thought the Pictures living were,
Of all our English Kings :-
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Set by Mr. Jeremiah Clark,

[

Sung by My. LEVERIDGE. .
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Words to a Tune of Mr BARRET'S, mll a’
the CATHERINE. .:pc 1
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A Scotch Sonc. Sung by Mrs. Lucas at,
the Old THEATRE.
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VVhilst suing thus I stood;

- Quoth she, pray leave your foolmg 5
Some Dancing heats the ‘Blood, -

But yours I fear lacks coolmg
Still for a Dance I pray’d,

And we at last had Seven ;

. And whilst the Fiddle playd

She thought her self in' Heaven,
Ok how she, &c.

At last she with a Smile,
To Dance again desird ‘mes;™ 7 ¥
Quoth:I; pray 'stay a while;<’

For now good faith ye've tirdmie ¢«

VVith that she look’d on me,
And sigh’d .with-muckle sorrow;
Than gang ye’ar gate,:quoth she,
But Dance again to morrow.

The
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One met with a Holy Sister of ours,
A Saint who dearly lov’d him :
And fain he would have kiss'd her,
Because the Spirit mov’d him: .
But she deny’d, and he reply'd,
You're damn’d unless you do it;
Therefore consent, do not repent,
For the Spirit doth move me to it.

She not willing to offend, poor Soul,
Yielded unto his Motion ;
And what these two did intend,
VVas out of pure Devotion :
To lye with a Friend and a Brother,
She thought she shou’d die no Sinner,
But €’er five Months were past,
The Spirit was quick within her.

But what will the VVicked say,
VVhen they shall here of this Rumour ;
They'd laugh at us every Day,
And Scoff us in every Corner :
Let ’em do so still if that they will,
VVe mean not to follow their Fashion,
They’re none of our Sect, nor of our Elect,
Nor none of our Congregation.

But when the time was come,
That she was to be laid ;
It was no very great Crime,
Committed by her they said : .
'Cause they did know, and she did show,
"Twas done by a Friend and a Brother,
But a very great Sin they said it had been,
If it had been done by another.
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Come in, says he, you silly Slut,
"Tis now a rare convenient Mmute ,
I'll lay the Itching of your Scut,
- . Except some greedy Devil be in it:
‘With that'the Flat-capt Fusby smil'd,
And would have blush’d, but that she cow’d not;.
Alass | says she, we're soon beguil’d,
By Men to do-those things we shoud not.

From Door they went behind the Bar,.
“As it’s by common Fame reported ;
And there upon a Turkey Chair,
Unseen the loving Couple sported 2
Blit being calPd by Company,
As-he was taking pains to.please her;
I’'m coming, coming Sir, says he,
My Dear, and so am I, says she, Sir.

Her Mole-hill Belly swell'd about,
Into a-Mountain quickly after;
And when the pretty Mouse . crept out,
The Creature caus’d a mighty Laughter
And now she has learnt the pleasing Game,
Altho’ much Pain and Shame it cost her;
+ She daily ventures at the same,
And shuts and opens like an Oyster.

The IrisH Figg: Or, the Night Ramble.
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T was a happy Golden Day,
When fair 4/thea Kind and Gay,
Put all but Love and me away ;
I arm’d with soft Words did Address,
Sweet and kind Kisses far express,
A greater Joy and Happiness.

Nature the best Instructeress cry'd,

Her Ivory Pillows to divide,

That Love might Sail with Wind and Tide ;
She rais’d the Mast and sail'd by it,

That Day two Tides together met,

Drove him on Shore soon dropping wet.
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Love fires the Heart of him that is Brave,
Charms the Spirit
Of him that'is merit,

And makes the poor Lover a Slave 3

Dull sordid Souls that never knew how to Lave,

‘Where Nature is plung’d 'tis a shame to the .best
~above:

And if any longer you my Caresses deny,
I then am resolv'd to give over my Flames and die.
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HERE was a Knight and he was Youn -,
A riding along the Way, Sir ; ) 'y
And there he met a Lady fair, e

Among the Cocks of Hay, Sits.. ws ;‘ £ 1
Quoth
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Laves to London T’ll deceive you,
For the Country now I leave you :

Who can bear, and not be Mad,
Wine so dear, and yet so bad :
Such a Noise and Air so smoaky,
That to stun, this to choak ye ;
Men so selfish, false and rude,
Nymphs so young and yet so lew’d.

Quiet harmless Country Pleasure,
Shall at home engross my Leisure ;
Farewel Zondon, T'll repair,
To my Native Country Air :
I leave all thy Pleasures behind me,
But at home my Wife will find me ;
Oh 'the Gods ! ’tis ten times worse,
London is a milder Curse.
The
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They’re so Loyal and Just,
And so true to their Trust,
That where he goes, may you go, and I go.

0Old Records of Fame,

Of the ORMONDS great Name,
Their Actions, like these were of Vigo ;

And since this Prince exceeds,

“In his Fore-Father’s Deeds,
Then where he goes, may you.go, and I go.

’Tis the Praise of our Crown,
That such Men of Renown,
Shou’d lead on the Van, as at-Vigo);
Where such Lives and Estates
Are expos’d for our sakes,
Then where ke goes, may you go, and I go.

"Twas the whole Nation’s .Voice,
‘And we all did rejoyce,

When we heard he Commanded for - Vigo ;
To ANNA so True,
All her Foes to pursue,

Then where ke goes, may you go, and’l go.

"Tis the Voice of the Town,
And our Zeal for the Crown,
To serve ORMOND to France, Spain, or Vigo ;
So Noble and brave,
"Both to Conquer and save,
Then where he goes, may you go, and I go.

To the Soldiers so kind,
And so humbly inclin’d,
To wave his Applause gain'd at Vige;
Yet so kind and so true,
He gave all ‘Men their due,
Then where he goes, may you go, and I go.

We justly do own,
All the Honour that’s won,
In Flanders, as well as at Vigo ;
' But
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RE you grown so Melancholy,
That you think on nought but Folly ;
Are you sad, 3
Are you Mad,
Are you worse ;
Do you think,
Want of Chink
Is a Curse:
Do you wish for to have,
Longer Life, or a Grave,
Thus would I Cure ye.

First I would have a Bag of Gold,
That should ten Thousand Pieces hold,
And all that,
In thy Hat,
Would I pour ;
For to spend, -
On thy Friend,
Or thy Whore :
For to cast away at Dice,
Or to shift you of your Lice,
Thus would I Cure ye.

Next I would have a soft Bed made,
Wherein a Virgin should be laid ;
That would Play,
Any way
You’ll devise ;
That would stick
Like a Tick,
To your Thighs,
That would bill like a Dove,
Lye beneath or above,
Thus would I Cure ye.

Next that same Bowl, where Fove Divine,
Drank Nectar in, I'd fill with Wine ;

That whereas, 2

You should pause,
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7o lis fairest VALENTINE Mrs. A. L.
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OME pretty Birds present your Lays,
And learn to chaunt a Goddess Praise ;
Ye Wood-Nymphs let your Voices be,
Employ’d to serve her Deity :
And warble forth, ye Virgins Nine,
Some Musick to my Valentine.

Her Bosom is Loves Paradise,
There is no Heav'n but in her Eyes;
She’s
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S Collin went from his Sheep to unfold,
In a Morning of 4pril, as grey as 'twas cold,
In a Thicket he heard a Voice it self spread ;
Which was, O, O, 7 am almost dead.

He peep’d in the Bushes, and spy’d where there lay
His Mistress, whose Countenance made April May ;
But in her looks some sadness was read,

Crying O, O, Z am almost dead.

He rush’d in to her, and cry’d what’s the matter,

Ah! Collin, quoth she, why will you come at her,

Who by the false Swain, hath often been misled,
For which O, O, 7 am almost dead.

He turn’d her Milk-pail, and there.down he sat,
His Hands stroak’d his Beard, on his Knee lay his
Coat,
But O, still Mg opsa cry’d, before ought was said,
Collin, O, O, I am almost dead.

No more, quoth stout Collin / 1 ever was true,
Thou gav'st me a Handkerchief all hemm’d with Blue :
A Pin-box I gave thee, and a Girdle so Red,

Yet still she cry’d, O, O, 1 am almost dead.

Delaying, quoth she, hath made me thus I,

For I never fear'd Sara’ that dwelt at the Mill, -

Since in the Ev’ning late her Hogs thou hast fed,
For which, O, O, 7 am almost dead.

Collin then chuck’d her under the Chin,

Cheer up for to love thee I never will lin,

Says she, I'll believe it when the Parson has read,
"Till then, O, O, 7 am almost dead.

Uds boars, quoth Col/in, I'll new my shon,

And e’er the Week pass, by the Mass it shall be done :

You might have done this before, then she said,
But now, O, O, 7 am almost dead,
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Pleasant and Divertive. 125

HatLifecancompare with the jolly Town Rakes,
When in his full swing of all Pleasure he takes?
At Noon he gets up for a wet and to Dine,
And Wings the swift Hours with Mirth, Musick, and
Wine,
Then jogs to the Play-house and chatswith the Masques,
And thence to the Rose where he takes his three Flasks,
There great as a Cesar he revels when drunk,
And scours all he meets as he reels, as he reels to his
Punk,
And finds the dear Girl in his Arms when he wakes,
What Life can compare to the jolly Town-Rakes, the
Jolly Town-Rakes.

He like the Great Turk has his favourite She,

But the Town's his Seraglio, and still he lives free ;

: Sometimes she’s a Lady, but as he must range,

Black Betty, or Oyster Moll serve for a Change :

As he varies his Sports his whole Life is a Feast,

He thinks him that is soberest is most like a Beast :
All Houses of Pleasure, breaks Windows and Doors,
Kicks Bullies and Cullies, then lies with their Whores :
Rare work for the Surgeon and Midwife he makes,
What Life can Compare with the jolly Town-Rakes.

Thus in Covent-Garden he makes his Campaigns,
And no Coffee-House haunts but to settle his Brains ;
He laughs at dry Mortals, and never does think,
Unless 'tis to get the best VVenches and Drink :

He dwells in a Tavern, and lives ev'ry where,

And improving his Hour, lives an age in.a Year:

For as Life is uncertain, he loves to make haste,

And thus he lives longest because he lives fast ;

Then leaps in the Dark, and his £xi# he makes,
VVhat Death can compare with the jolly Town-Rakes.

3
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A SonG: Sef by My. CLARKE.
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Oung Coridon and Phillis
Sate in a lovely Grove ;
Contriving Crowns of Lillies,
Repeating Tales of Love :
And something dlse, but what I dare not, &c.

But as they were a Playing, .
She oagled so the Swain ;

It sav’d her plainly saying,
Let’s kiss to ease our Pain :

And something else, &c.

A thousand times be kiss'd her,
Laying her on the Green ;
But as he farther press’d her,
Her pretty Leg was seen :
And something else, &c. ]
So
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The Amorvous BARBER'S Passion of Love
Jor his Dear BRIDGET.
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Ith my Strings of small Wire lo T come,
And a Cittern made of Wood ;
And a Song altho’ you are Deaf and Dumb,
May be heard and understood
Dumb, dumb;

Oh! take Pity on me, my Dear,
Me thy Slave, and me thy Vassal,
And be not Cruel, as it were,
Like to some strong and well built old Castle.
Dumb, dumb——

Lest as thou passest along the Street,
Braver every Day and braver ;
Every one that does thee meet,
Will say there goes a Woman-shaver,
Dumb, dumb——
And
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H! let no Eyes be dry,
OFk Hone, Ok Hone, o
But let’s lament and cry, i
OFk Hone, O Hone,
We're quite undone almost,
For Daphne on this Coast,
Has yielded up the Ghost,
Ot Hone, O Hone.

Daphne my dearest Bitch,
Oh Hone, O Hone,
Who did all Dogs bewitch,
O% Hone, &c.
Was by a careless Maid,
Pox take her for a Jade,
In the Night over-laid,
Ok Hone, &c.

Oh may she never more
Oh Hone, &c.

Sleep quietly, but snore,
O/ Hone, &c.

May never Irish Lad,

Sue for her Maiden-head,

Until it stinks I Gad, -
Ok Hone, &c.

Oh may she never keep
Oh Hone, Ok Hone ;
Her Water in her Sleep,
Oh Hone, Ok Hone: -
May never Pence nor Pounds,
Come more within the Bounds,
Of her Pocket Ad-sounds,
Ok Hone, Ok Hone.

P —
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Damon
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But prying Friends o’er-heard my Vow,
And murmur'd in my Ear;

Damon hath neither Flocks nor Plough,
Girl what thou dost beware :

They us’d so long their cursed Art,
And damn’d deluding sham ;

That I agreed with them to part,
Nor offer'd up my Lamb. -

Cupid ask’d for his Offering,
’Cause I refus’d to pay ;
He took my Damon on his Wing,
And carry’d him quite away :
Pitch’d him before Olinda’s Charms,
Those Wonders of the Plain ;
Commanding her into her Arms,
To take the dearest Swain.

The envy’d Nymph, soon, soon obey'd,
And bore away the Prize;

"Tis well she did, for had she stay’d,
I’d snatch’d him from her Eyes :

My Lamb was with gay Garlands dress’d,
The Pile prepar’d to burn ;

Hoping that if the God appeas 'd,
My Damon might return,

But oh ! in vain he’s gone, he’s gone,
Phillis he can’t be thine ;

I by Obedience am undone,
Was ever Fate like mine :

Olinda do, try all thy Charms,
Yet I will have a part;

. For whilst you have him in your Arms,

I’ll have him in my Heart.

The
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HINK wretched Mortal, think no more,
How to prolong thy Breath :

For thee there are no Joys in store,

But in a welcome Death :
Then seek to lay thee under Ground,

The Grave cures all Despair ;
And healeth every bitter Wound,

Giv'n by th’ ungrateful Fair.

How cou’dst thou Faith in Woman think,
Women are Syrens all ;

And when Men in Loves Ocean sink,
Take Pride to see ’em fall :

Women were never real yet,
But always truth despise :

Constant to nothing but Deceit,
False Oaths and flattering Lies.

Ah! Coridon bid Life adieu,
The Gods will thee prefer ;

Their Gates are open’d wide for you,
But bolted against her :

Do thou be true, you vow’d to Love,
Phillis or Death you’ll have ;

Now since the Nymph doth perjured prove,
Be just unto the Grave.
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Then no more dispute me, for I am rashly bent,
To subject your Beauty
To kind Nature’s Duty, -

Let me than salute you by Consent.

Arguments and fair Intreats did T use,
But with her Consent could not prevail ;
She the Blessing modestly would still refuse, .
Seeming for to slight my amorous Tale :
Sometimes she would cry Sir, prithee Dear be good,
Oh Sir, pray Sir, why Sir?
Pray now, nay now, fye. Sir,
I would sooner die Sir, than be rude.

I began to treat her then another way,
Modestly I melted with a Kiss ;

She then blushing look’d like the rising Day,
Fitting for.me to attempt the Bliss :

I gave her a fall Sir, she began to tear,
Crying she would call Sir,
As loud as she could baul Sir,

But is prov’d as false, Sir, as she’s Fair.
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A SonG in Praise of Punch.
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OME fill up the Bowl with the Liquor that fine is,
And much more Divine is,

Than now a-days Wine is, with all their Art,

None here can controul :
The Vintner despising, tho’ Brandy be rising,

"Tis Punch that must chear the Heart :
The Lovers complaining, ’twill cure in a trice,
And Celia disdaining, shall cease to be nice,

Come fill up the Bowl, &c.

Thus soon you'll discover, the cheat of each Lover,
When free from all Care you’ll quickly find,
As Nature intended 'em willing and kind :

Come fill up the Bowl, &c.
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Up goes the Clap, and in goes the Corn,

Betwixt twa rough steans Psggy not to learn ;

With a Dam full of Water that she holdeth still,

To pour upon the Clap for burning of the Mill :
With a hey, &c.

Up she pull'd the Dam sure and let the Water in,
The Wheel went about, and the Mill began to grind:
The spindle it was hardy, and the steanes were they
well pickt,
And the Meal fell in the Mill Trough, and ye may all
come lick :
With a hey trolodel, hey trolodel, key trolodel lill,
Bonny Peggy Ramsey ske gives weel her Mill.

A SONG.
Wit by the Famous Mr. Nat. LEE.

) Hilander and Sylvia, a gentle soft Pair,
Whose business was loving, and kissing their
Care ; :
In a sweet smelling Grove went smiling along,
'Till the Youth gave a vent to his Heart with his
Tongue :
Ah Sylvia / said he, (and sigh’d when he spoke)
Your cruel resolves will you never revoke ?
No never, she said, how never, he cry'd,
"Tis the Damn’d that shall only that Sentence abide.

She turn’d her about to look all around,
'Then blush’d, and her pretty Eyes cast on the Ground ;
She kiss’d his warm Cheeks, then play’d with his Neck,
And urg’d that his Reason his Passion would check :
Ah Philander ! she said, 'tis a dangerous Bliss,
Ah! never ask more and I'll give thee a Kiss ;
How never ? he cry’d, then shiver'd all o’er,
No never, she said, then tripp’d to a.Bower. 5
- £
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Our Hay it is mow’d, and your Corn is reap’d,
Your Barns will be full, and your Hovels heap’d ;
Come, my Boys come,
Come, my Boys come,
And merrily roar our Harvest home :
Harvest home,
Harvest home,
And merrily roar our Harvest home.
Come, my Boys come, &c.

We ha’ cheated the Parson, we'll cheat him agen,
For why should a Blockhead ha’ One in Ten :
One in Ten,
! One in Ten,
For why should a Blockhead ha’ One in Ten,
One in Ten, &c.

For prating too long, like a Book learnt Sot,
"Till Pudding and Dumpling are burnt to Pot :
Burnt to Pot,
Burnt to Pot,
Till Pudding and Dumpling are burnt to Pot.
Burnt to Pot, &c.

We'll toss off our Ale till we cannot stand,
And hey for the Honour of old Zngland ;
Old England,
0ld England,
And hey for the Honour of old Enalcma’
O/d England, &






144

HHHHHHHLBHED |

Sonags Compleat,

Why should two Hearts in one Breast be,
And yet not be together ;

Or Love, where is thy Sympathy,
If thou our Hearts do sever ?

But Love is such a Mystery,
I cannot find it out ;

For when I think I am best resolv’d,
Then I am most in Doubt.

I will no longer pine ;
But I'll believe I have her Heart, ,
As well as she hath mine. 1
|

‘ oA S (
Then farewel Care, then farewel Woe, {
t'

Baccuus turn'd Doctor.  The Words by k

BEN. JOHNSON. ) b
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JENNY making Hay.
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OOR Fenny and I we toiled, |
In a long Summer’s Day ; A
Till we were almost foiled,
With making of the Hay ;
Her Kerchief was of Holland clear,
Bound low upon her Brow ;
Ise whisper'd something in her Ear,
But what's that to you ?
Her
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The Knotting Sonc.  The Words by Sir
CHARLES SYDNEY.
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The FrExca KING iz a foaming Passion
Jor the loss of his Poltent Army in the
NETHERLANDS, which were Routed by his
Grace the Duke of MALBOROUGH.

~
S s N—r-o—» f' i e
__i.—i'::itz‘_“f_'tt_:éd_‘ii_—_‘g&c

AT ~ E
i o0 __ - 1 N = Y
SEidESEaraE Tt
WP — e
</ o
..
0P p:f = P o
] ] ! H g
P e e e R
5 =
T —~
A v s i e
U=y
J

N
0
!
|
?
B
i






152

“Soncs Compleat,

Bold Marlborough comes
With ratling' Drums,
"And thundering Shot, °
He drives all before him,
He drives all before him,
Oh ! Where am I got?

He pushes for Crowns,
And slays my Commanders,
And Forces in Fanders ;
Great Capital Towns, .
For CHARLES has declard :
These things like a Dart,
Has pierced my Heart
And threatens my ﬂea_lth 5
Here do I lye sighing,
Here do T lye sighing,
And Panting for Breath.

This passionate Grief,
Draws on my Diseases,
Which fatally ceases

My Spirits in' chief;

A fit of the Gout,
The Graye} and Stone,
I have’tis well known,
At this horrid News,
Of Marlborough's Triumph,

Of Marlborougl's Triumph,

All Battles I lose.

Wherever he comes,
He is bold and Victorious,
Successful ‘and glorious,

My two Royal Thumbs
With-anguish- I bite :

To hear his Success ; -

Yet nevertheless,

L ———
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A Sonc. Set by Captain Pack.
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Ould you be a Man in Fashion?
Would you lead a Life Divine ?
Take a little Dram of Passion, (a little dram of Passion)
In a lusty Dose of Wine
If the Nymph has no Compassion,
Vain it is to sigh and groan :
Love was but put in for Fashion,
Wine will do the Work alone.

y
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Hough the Pride of my Passion fair SyZvia betrays,
And frowns at the Love I impart ;
Though kindly her Eyes twist amorous Rays,
To tye a more fortunate Heart :
Yet her Charms are so great, I'll be bold in my Pain,
His Heart is too tender,
Too tender, that’s struck with Disdain.

Still my Heart 1s 50 just to my Passionate Eyes,
It dissolves with Delight while I jpaze:
And he that loves on, though Sy/zzz denies,
His Love but his Duty obeys :
I no piore can refrain her neglects to pursue,
2.~ .. Than the force, the force
Of her Beauty can cease to subdue.
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A SONG.
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A SONG.
Set by M. FISHBURNE.
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SonNGs Compleat,
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ONG had Damon been admir'd,
By the Beauties of the Plain;
Ev'ry Breast warm Love inspir'd,
For the proper handsome Swain :
The choicest Nymph Sic/ia bred,
Was won by his resistless Charms :
Soft Looks, and Vetse as smooth, had led

And left the Captive in his Arms.

But
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Retty Floramel, no Tongue can ever tell,
The Charms that in thee dwell ;
Those Soul-melting Pleasures,
Show’d the mighty Jove once view, he’d be in Love,
And plunder all above,
To rain down his Treasure ¢
Ah'! said the Nymph in the Shepherd’s Arms,
Had you half so much Love as you'say I have Charms
There’s not a Soul, created for Man and Love,
More true than Floramel wou'd prove, :
T'd o’er the World with thee rove.

Love that's truly free, had never Jealousie,
But artful Love may be
Both doubtful and wooing ;
Ah'! dear Shepherdess, ne’er doubt, for you may guess,
"My Heart will prove no less,
Than ever endless loving :
Then cries the Nymph, like the Sun thou shalt be,
And I, like kind Earth, will produce all to thee ;
. Of ev'ry Flower in' Love’s Garden I'll Off'rings pay
To my Saint. Nay then pray.
Take not those dear Eyes away.
3 A
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A Sonc. Sett by Mr. HENRY PURCELL.
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N Clloris all soft Charms agree,
I Enchanting Humour pow’rful Wit ;
Beauty from Affectation free,

i And for Eternal Empire fit :

Where-¢’er she goes, Love waits her Eyes,

The Women Envy, Men adore ;
Tho’ did she less the Triumph Prize,

She wou'd deserve the Conquest more.

But
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HEN busie Fame o’er all the Plain,
Velinda's Praises rung ;

And on their Oaten Pipes each Swain
Her matchless Beauty sung :

The Envious Nymphs were forc’'d to yield
She had the sweetest Face ;

No emulous disputes were held, .
But for the second place.

Young Coridon, whose stubborn Heart
No Beauty €’er could move; 9
But smil'd at Cupid’s Bow and Dart,
And brav'd the God of Love : - '
Would view this Nymph, and pleas’d at first,
Such silent Charms to see : i
With Wonder gaz'd, then sigh’d, and curs'd !
His Curiosity.
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Nor could Jealousie relieve me,
Tho’ it ever waited near ;
Cloath'd in gawdy Pow'r to grieve me,
Still the Monster would appear :
That, nor Time, nor Absence neither,
Nor Despair removes my Pain ;
I endure them all together,
Yet my Torments still remain.

Had alone her matchless beauty,
Set my amorous Heart on Fire,
Age at last would do its Duty,
Fuel ceasing, 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 Loss the greater,
She laments it as her own ;
Could she scorn me, I might hate her,
But alas ! she shews me none:
Then since Fortune is my Ruin,
In Retirement I’ll Complain ;
And in rage for my undoing,
Ne’er come in its Power again.
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- At first she laugh’d, but gaz’d a while,

Which soon it lessen’d to a smile ;
Thence to Surprize and Wonder came,
Her Breast to heave, her Heart to flame :

- Then cry’d she out, Ah! now I prove

Thou art a God most mighty Fove. .

She would have spoke, but shame deny’d,

And bid her first consult her Pride ;
But soon she found that aid was gone,
For jove, alass ! had left her none :
Ab ! now she burns ! but 'tis too late,
For in his Eyes she reads her Fate.
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A SONG.
Set by Mr. Wirriam TURNER,
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HERE would coy Amyntas run,
From a despairing Lover’s Story ?
‘When her Eyes have Conquest won,
Why should her Ear refuse the Glory :
Shall a Slave, whose Racks constrain,
Be forbidden to complain ;
Let her scorn me, let her Fly me,
Let her Looks, her Love deny me :
Ne'er shall my Heart yield to des pair, |
Or my Tongue cease to tell my Care, i
Or my Tongue cease to tell my Care :
Much to love, and much to pray,
Is to Heav'n the only way.
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By sporting with Dangers still longer and longer,

The Fetters and Chains of the Captive grows stronger ;
He drills on his Evil, then curses his Fate,

And bewails those Misfortunes himself did create :
Like an empty Camelion he lives on the Air,

And all the Day lingers 'twixt Hope and Despair ;
Like a Fly in the Candle he sports and he Games,
"Till a Victim in Folly, he dies in the Flames.

If Love, so much talk’d of, a Heresie be,

Of all it enslaves few true Converts we see ;

If hectoring and huffing would once do the Feat,
There’s few that would fail of a Vict'ry Compleat ;
But with Gain to come off, and the Tyrant subdue,
Is an Art that is hitherto practis'd by few ;

How easie is Freedom once had to maintain,

But Liberty lost is as hard to regain.

This drivling and sniv'ling, and chiming in Parts,
This wining and pining, and breaking of Hearts ;

All pensive and silent in Corners to sit,

Are pretty fine Pastimes for those that want Wit :
When this Passion and Fashion doth so far abuse ’em,
It were good the State should for Pendulums use ’em ;
For if Reason it seize on, and make it give o’er,

:No Labour can save, or reliev’t any more.
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A SONG.
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O the Grove, gentle Love, let us be going,
Where the kind Spnng ‘and Wind all ‘Dayare
Woing ; .
He with soft sighing Blasts‘stnves to.o'er-take her, -
She would not tho’ she flies, have him. forsake her,
But in circling Rings returning,
And in purling Whispers: Mourning';
She swells and pants, as if she’d say,
Fain'I would, ‘but dare not stay, L3

3
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No burning Hope or cold Despair,
Dull Groves or purling Streams,
Sighing and talking to the Air
In Love’s fantastick Dreams,
Can move my Pity or my Hate,
But Satyrist I'll prove,
And all ndiculous create
That shall pretend to Love.

Love was a Monarch once, ’tis true,
And God-like rul’d alone,

And tho’ his Subjects were but few,
Their Hearts were all his own;

But since the Slaves revolted are,
And turn'd into a State,

Their Int'rest is their only Care,
And Love grows out of Date.

EVEEN XN EYYTYE]

dZz= A

A )
A SONG.
Set by Mr. F1SHBURN.

e R
e e

T

i
M
u

A

]
1:—Ip
r_|
Jrie
4 ,?’)

b

7z

o s

AN TS







186 SoNGs Compleat,

S
R o b~ -

"4 Sone. et by M. Fishburn.
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HO’ Fortune and Love may be Deities still,
To those they Oblige by their Pow’r;
For my Part, they ever have us’d me so ill,
They cannot expect I'll adore :
Here-
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E himself courts his own Ruin,
That with too great Passion sues ’em :

When Men Whine too much in VVooing,

VVomen with like Coquets use ’em :
Some by this way of addressing

Have the Sex so far transported,
That they’ll foel away the Blessing

For the Pride of being Courted.

Jilt and smile when we adore ’em,
VVhite some Blockhead buys the Favour;
Presents have more Power o’er ’em
Than all our soft Love and Labour,
Thus, like Zealots, with screw’d Faces,
VVe our fooling make the greater,
VVhile we cant long winded Graces,
Others they fall to the Creature. _
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I hid my weakness all I could,
And chid my pratling tell-tale Eyes,
For fear the easie' Conquest should '
Take from the value of the Prize.

But oh !'th’ unruly Passion grew
= So fast, it could not be conceal’d,
And soon, alas ! I found to you
I must without Conditions yield,
“Tho’ you have thussurprizd my Heart,
Yet use it kindly, for you know,
It's not a gallant Victor’s part
To insult o’er a vanquish’d Foe.
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Set by Mr. DAMASENE,
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A Sonc. Set by Dr. STAGGINS.
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HEN first Amyntas charm’d my Heart,
The heedless Sheep began to stray ;

The Wolves soon stole the greatest part,

And all will now be made a Prey :
Ah! let not Love your Thoughts possess,
'Tis fatal to a Shepherdess ;

The dangerous Passion you must shun,

Or else like me, be quite undone.
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‘A SONG.

Sung by Mrs. Cross 7n the MOCk-Asf;‘ologer, 'Z
Set by Mr. RamoNDON, .
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A Soxc occasioned by a Lady's wearing a

Patch upon a becoming place on her Face.,
Set by Mr. John Weldon.
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D o poret

A SONG

Set and Szmg by Myr. LEVERIDGE af z%e
THEATER.
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1! 2497
L A SONG. 74
Set by Mr Ramonboy, Szmg at the
v = Theatre. T
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'EASE whining” Damon to” Complam,
Of thy Unhappy 'Fate}; ‘
That Sy/via should thy Love disdain,
Which lasting was and great.

For Love so’constant flames so bright,
More unsuccessful prove :

Than cold neglect and sudden shght,
“To gain the Nymph you love

Then only you’ll obtain tbe Pnze,‘ \3
When you her Coyness use ;
If you pursue the Fair, she flies,
—. - “Butif you fly, pursues.

Had P/zce&us nobpursu’d so fast -
The seeming cruel she ;
. The God a Virgin had embrac’d, Q
: And not a hfeless Tree.
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1) Lague us not with idle Stories, : '
Whining Loves, whining Loves, whining Loves,
And Senceless Glories.
What are Lovers ? what are Kings?
‘What, at best, but slavish Things?
What are Lovers? what are King?
© ‘What,at bBest, but slavish Things? -
What, at best, but slavish Things ?

Free I liv'd as Nature made me,
Love nor Beauty durst invade me,
"No rebellious Slaves betray’d me, R
Free I liv'd as Nature made me,
Each by turns as Sence inspired me,
“Bacchus, Ceres, Venus fird me,
T alone have learnt true Pleasure,
Freedom, Freedom, Freedom is the only, only Treasure.
Juno
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The Beaw's Chapacter in the Comedy call'd
Hampstead-Heéath.  Ses omd szg by
Myr. Ramondon. .. = .»®
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:\_/'ETN US #o PARIS i% the Prize Musick. jJ
Set by Mr. Joun WELDON, -
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A SONG. e

The Words by My. Warp, Set by M.
; Hagrris.
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A ‘SONG.
Set by My. William Turner.
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ONG was the Day e’re Alexis my Lover,
To finish my Hopes would his Passion reveal ;
He could not speak, nor I could not discover,
‘What my poor aking Heart was so loath to conceal :
T ill the Strength of his Passion his Fear had remov’d,
Then we mutually talk’d, and we mutually lov'd.

Groves for Umbrella’s did kindly o’er-shade us,
From Phebus hot rages, who like envy in strove ;
Had not kind Fate this Provision made us,
All the Nymphs of the Air would have envy'd our
Love :
But we stand below Envy that ill-natur’d Fate,
And above cruel Scorn is happy Estate,
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With the O/d Drake, that-was the next Man -
To Old Franciscus, who first it began,
To sail through the Streights of Magellaﬂ,

Like an old Soldier, &c.

That put the proud Spanisk Armado to wrack,

And Travell’d all o'er the old World, and came back,

In his old Ship, laden with Gold and old Sack, ;
Like an old Soldier, &c.

With an O/d Cavendist, that seconded him,

And taught his old: Sails the same Passage to swim,

And did them therefore with Cloth of Gold T'rim;
Like an old Soldier, &c,

Like an O/d Rawleigh, that twice and again,

Sailed over most part of the .Seas, and then

Travell'd all o’er the- World with his Pen,
Like an old Soldier, &c.

With an Old Fohn Norris, the General,

That at old Gawnt, made his Fame Immortal,

In spight of his Foes, with no loss. at all,
Like an old Soldier, &c.

Like Old Brest Fort, an invincible thing, »

When the old Queen sent him to help the Frenck King,

Took from the proud’Zvx, to the World’s wond'ring,
Like an old Soldier, &c. '

Where an old stout F7yer, as goes the Story,
Came to push of Pike with him in Vain-glory,
But he was almost sent to his own Purgatory,
© By this old Soldier, &c.

With an O/d Ned Norris, that kept Ostend,

A terror to Foe, and a Refuge to Friend,

And left it Impregnable to his last End,
Like an old Soldier, &c.

That in the old unfortunate Voyage of all, £ 3

March’d o'er the old Bridge, and knock’d at the Wall,

Of Lisbon, the Mistress of Portugal, j
Like an old Soldzer, &ec. !

3 With
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On the Tombs in Westminster Abby.

Youmustsuppose it to be Easter Holy-Days : At what time
Sisly and Dol, Kate and Peggy, Moll and Nan, are
marching to Westminster, with a Leask of Prentices
before ’em ; who go rowing themselves along with their
right Arms to make more hast, and now and then
with a greasie Muckender wipe away the dripping
that bastes their Foreheads. At the Door they meet @
crowd of Wapping Sea-men, Southwark Broom-men,
the Inhabitants of the Bank-Side, with a Bulcher or
two prickt in among them. There a while they stand
gaping for the Master of the Show, staring upon the
Suburbs of their dearest delight, just as they stand
gaping wupon the painted Cloth before they go into the
Puppet Play. By and by they hear the Bunch of
Keys, which rejoyces their Hearts like the sound of the
Pancake-Bell. For now the Man of Comfort peeps
over the Spikes, and bekolding such a learned Auditory,
opens the Gate of Paradise, and by that time they are
half got into the first Chapel, (for time is very
precious ) ke lifts up his Voice among the Tombs, and
begins his Lurrey in manner and form following.

T0 the foregoing Tune; In Imitation of the Old Soldiers,

ERE lies William de Valence,
A right good Earl of Pembroke,
And this is his Monument which you see,
T'll swear upon a Book,

He was high Marshal of England,
When Henry the Third did Reign ;

But this you take upon my Word,
That he’ll ne’er be so again,

Here the Lord Edward Talbot lies,
The Town of Skrewsbury’s Earl ;
Together with his Countess fair,
That was a most delicate Girl;
The
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Now think your Penny well spent good Folks,
And that you're not beguil'd ;

Within this Cup doth lie the Heart"
Of a French Embassador’s Child.

But how the Devil it came to pass,
On purpose, or by chance ;
The Bowels they lie underneath, Dol. 7 warrant
The Body is in France. 9ei¥he | Pharises
carried it away.
There’s Oxﬁ)'m”s Countess, and 'there also
The Lady Burleigh her Mother ;
And there her Daughter, a Countess too,
Lie close by one another.

These once were bonny Dames, and tho’

There were no Coaches then, lzncl; - Ho, o,

v 1 1 1 o0, L warrant ye

Ye(t) Cci;l;g ttllxle} jog th’fllrbTall\}Is themselves, by did as ol
T €m joggd by hMen. Women did, ha

Ralf. Ralf Oy,
But woe i$ me ! those high born Slhners Oy.
That went to pray so stoutly ;
Are now laid low, and ’cause they can’t,
Their Statues pray devoutly.

This is the Dutchess of Somerset,
By Name-the Lady 4z y ;
Her Lord Edward the Sixth Protected, = Tom. 7 /ave

Oh! he was a Gallant Man. heard- a Ballad
of hkim sang at

7 ) ‘ 34 Ratcliff Cross,
In this fair Monument which you see, Mol. .7 elicve

Adorn’d with so many Pillars ; we have it at
Doth lie the Countess of Buckingham, *#ome over our

And her Husband, Sitr George Villers. Igif:” ez

1

This old Sir George was Grandfather,
Arid the Countess she was Granny 2 o
To the great Duke of Buckingham, ‘it

: Who often topt King Fammy. &
ir
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Two Children of King Fames these are, ~ - - - -
Whom Death keeps very chary ;
Soplia in the Cradle lies, " Bess. Good Wo-

And this is the Lady Mary. J’:’o‘;”{ ”c?‘?zd’”,’-ﬁ

4 E keeps  suck  a
And this is Queen E/izabeth, baﬁzing,we can’t

How the Spaniards did infest her?  kear what the
Here she lies Buried, with Queen Mary, HMan says.
And now agrees with her Sister.

To another Chapel now we come,
The People follow and chat ;
This is the Lady Cottington,
And the People cry, who's that ?

This is the Lady Frances Sidney,
The Countess of Swfolk was she ;
And this the Lord Dudley Carleton is,
And then they look up and see.

Sir Zhomas Brumley lieth here,
Death would him not reprieve ;

With his four Sons, and Daughters four,
That once were all alive.

The next is Sir Fokn Fullerton, .‘
And this is his Lady I trow ; .
And this is Sir Fokn Puckering,
Whom none of you did know.

That’s the Earl of Bridewater in the middle, .. |
Who makes no use of his Bladder ; B
Although his Lady lie so near him, v
And so weigo up a Ladder. :

Edward the First, that Gallant Blade, .. Eate}aﬁtﬁgﬁ
Lies underneath this Stone ; A

And this is the Chair which he did bring, %%/ g
A good while ago from Scoze, such. '

"In
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Fifty six Years he Reigned King,
E’er he the Crown would lay by ;

Only we praise him, ’cause he was
Last Builder of the A4bby.

“Here Thomas Cecil lies, who's that?
Why ’tis the Earl of Exeter ;
And this his Countess is, to Die
How it perplexed her. Dol. 4y, oy, I
-~ warrant ker,rich
Here Henry Cary, Lord Hunsdon rests, 5;’52’;,;”;(,”;: P
What a noise he makes with his Name ? poor Zolks.
Lord Chamberlain was he unto
Queen Elizabeth of great Fame. Sisly. Zkat's he
Jor whom our
Bells ring so of

And here’s one William Colchester P, s

Lies of a Certainty ; Mary? Mol. Ay,
An Abbot was he of Westminster, ay, the wvery
And he that saith no, doth lie. St

This is the Bishop of Durkam,
By Death here lay’d in Fetters ;

Henry the Seventh lov’d him well,
And so he wrote his Letters.

Sir ZThomas Bacchus, what of him?
Poor Gentleman not a Word ;

Only they Buried him here ; but now
Behold that Man with a Sword.

Humphry de Bohun, who though he were
Not born with me 1'the same Town ;
Yet I can tell he was Earl of Essex,
Of Hertford, and Northampton.

He was High Constable of England,
As History well expresses ;

But now pretty Maids be of good Chear;
We're going up to the Presses.

And
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A Soxc Sung by Mys. CAMPION, n the
Comedy call’d, she wou'd and she wou'd
not. By Mr. Joun WELDON.
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A LTA my Heart has often rang’d,
Like Bees o’er Gaudy Flowers ;

And many Thousand Loves have chang'd,

"Till it was fix’d, 'till it was fix'd on yours ;
But Cez/ia when I saw those Eyes,

"Twas soon, ’twas soon determin’d there ;
Stars might as well forsake the Skies,

And Vanish into Air:
Stars might as well forsake the Skies,

And Vanish into Air.

Now if from the great Rules I err,
New Beautles, new Beauties to admire ;
May I again, again turn wanderer,
And never, never, never, never, never, no, never,
Never, never, never, never, never, never, never,
Never, never, never, settle more :
May I again, again turn wanderer,
And never, never, never, never, never, no, never,
Never, never, never, never, never, never, never,
Never, never, never, settle more. .
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Ho’ over_all Mankind, besides my conquering
Beauty,
Conquering beauty, my conquering beauty Relgns 5
My conquering Beauty Relgns .
From him I love, from him I love when I meet
disdain,
A killing damp, a klllmg damp comes o’er my Pride :
I’'m fair and young, I'm fair and young,
I'm fair and young in vain :
P'm fair and young, I'm fair and young,
Pm fair and young in vain ;
No, no, no, let him wander where he will,
Let him wander, let him wander,
Let him wander, let him wander where he will, . -
I shall have Youth and Beauty, Youth and Beauty,
* Youth and Beauty,
Ishall have Youth and Beauty, Youth and Beauty still ;
I shall have Beauty that can charm a Fove,
Can Charm a Fove, and no fault, '
No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no fault, no, no,
no fault,
But constant Love :
From my Arms then let him fly, fly, fly,
From my Arms then let him fly;
Shall I languish, pine, and dye.?
No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no not I.
4
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A SonG zn the Fair PENITENT.

M. EccLEs.

N

Soncs Compleat,

Sung by Mrs. Hubpson,
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A new SonG.

Sonas Compleat,

The Words by Mr. Tho.

Wall. Set to Musick by Mr. Henry

Eccles, Funior.
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O my dear Joy, now what dost thou think ?
Hoop by my shoul our Country-men stink ;
To freland they can never return,
‘The Hereticks there our Houses will burn :
Al hone, ak hone, ak hone a cree.

A Pox on 7——/ for a Son of a W
He was the cause of our coming o’er ;
And when to Dublin we came to put on our Coats,
He told us his business was cutting of Throats

Ak hone, &c. ‘

Our Devil has léft us now in the Lurch,

A Plague light upon the Protestant C

If P——s had let but the Bishops alone,

O then the Nation had all been our own.
Ar hone, &c.

And I wish other Measures had been taken,

For now I fear we shan’t save our Bacon;

Now Orange to London is coming down-right,

'And the Soldiers against him resolve not to Fight
A? hone, &c.

What we shall do, the Lord himself knows,
Our Army is beaten without any blows ;
Our M r begins to feel some remorse,
‘For the Grey Mare has proved the better Horse.
Ak hone, &c.
\y

If the Frenck do but come, which is all our Hopes,
We’'ll bundle the Hereticks all up with Ropes ;
If London stands to us as Bristo/ has done,
‘We need not fear but Orange must run.
Ak hone, &c.

But if they prove false, and to Orange they scower,

By G— all the M—— shall play from the Zower;

:Our Massacree fresh in their Memories grown,

The Devil tauk me, we all shall go down £)
A home, @ hone, a hone @ Cree. '+ = ]

s
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I live above Envy, and yet above Spight,

And have Judgment enough for to do my self right ;
Some greater and richer.I own there may be,

Yet as many live worse, as live better than me,
And few that from:Cares live so quiet and free.

When Money comes in I live well "till it's gone,

So with it I'm happy, Content when I've none :

I spend it Genteelly, and never repent,

If I'lose it at Play, why I count it but Lent :

For that which at one time I Lose among Friends,
Another Night's Winnings still makes me amends :
And though I'm without the first Day of the Week,
I still make it out by Shift or by Tick :

In Mirth at my Work the swift Hours do pass,
And by Safurday Night, I'm as rich as I was.

Then let Masters drudge on, and be Slaves to thelr
Trade,

Let their Hours of Pleasure by Business be stay'd ;-

Let them venture their Stocks to be ruin'd by Trust,

Let Clickers bark on the whole Day at their Post:

Let ’em tire all that pass with- their rotified -Cant;

™Will you buy any Shoes, pray see what you want ;

Let the rest of the World still contend to be great, -

Let some by their Losses repine at their Fate :

Let others that Thrive, not content with their store,

Be plagu’d with the Trouble+and Thoughts to get-
more.

Let wise Men invent, 'till the World be deceived,

Let Fools thrive thro’ Fortune, and Knaves be be-
lieved ;

Let siich as are rich know no Want, but Content;

Let others be plagu’d to pay Taxes and Rent:

With more Freedom and Pleasure my Time I'll employ,

And covet no Blessings but what we enjoy.

Then let’s celebrate Crispin with Bumpers and Songs,
And they that drink Foul, may it blister their Tongues,
Here’s two in a Hand, and lét no one deny ’em,

Since Crispin in Youth was a Sea?'s-man as I am, ;
The
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The Female Scuffle. To the foregoing Tune.

F late in the Park a fair Fancy was seen, -
Betwixt an old Baud and a-lusty young Quean ;
Their parting of Money began the uproar,
I’ll have half says. the Baud, but’ you shan't says the
Why ’tis my own House, -, | Whore :
I care not a Louse,
I'll ha’ three parts, in four, or you get not a Souse.

"Tis 1, says the W/ore, must take all the Pains,

And you shall be damn’d €'er you get all the Gains ;

The Baud bemg vex'd, straight to her did say,

Come off wi’ your Duds, and I pray pack away,

And likewise your Ribbonds, your Gloves, and your !

Hair,

For naked you came, and so out you go bare ;
Then Buttocks so bold,
Began for to Scold,

Hurrydan was not able her Clack for to hold

Both Pell-Mell fell to't, and made this uproar,.
With these Compliments, th’art a Bawd, th'arta. IVkore ;
The Bauds and the Buttocks that hv’d there around,
Came all to the Case, both Pockey and Sound,
To see what the reason was of this same Fray,
That did so disturb them before it was Day ;

If I tell you amiss,

Let me never more Piss, :
This Buttocks so bold she named was Siss. o] 1y

By Quifing with Cullies three Pound she had got,
And but one part of four must fall to her Lot ; i
Yet all the Bauds cry’d, let us turn her out bare,
Unless she will yield to return her half share ;
If she will not, we’ll help to strip off her Cloaths,
And turn her abroad with a slit o’ the Nose : '
Who when she did see, :
There was no Remedy,
For her from the Tyranous Bawds to get free ;
The Whore from the Money was forced to yield,
And in the Conclusion the Baeud got the Field.
R 2 An

f
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A n E!egy on. MOUNTFORT. 70 the fore-
going Tune.

OOR Mountfort is gone, and the Ladies do all
Break their Hearts for this Beau, as they did for
Duvall;
And they the two Brats for this Tragedy damn
At Kensington Court, and the Court of Bantam,
They all vow and Swear,
That if any Peer,
Should acquit this young Lord, he shou’d pay very dear ;
Nor will they be pleased with him who on the Throne
is,
If he do’s not his part to revenge their Adonis.

With the Widow their amorous Bowels do yearn,
There are divers pretend to an equal Concern;
And by her Perswasion their Hearts they reveal,
In case if not guilty, to bring an Appeal :

They all will unite,

The young Blade to indite,
And in Prosecution will joyn Day and Night ;
In the mean time full many a Tear and a Groan is,
Wherever they meet, for their departed Adonis.

With the Ladies foul Murther’s a horrible Sin
Of one Handsome without, tho’ a Coxcomb within ;
For not being a Beau, the sad Fate of poor Crab,
Tho’ himself hang’d for Love, wasa Jestto each Drab;
Then may Jering live long,
And may Risby among
The Fair with Fack Barkley, and Culpcpper throng :
May no Ruffin whose Heart as hard as a Stone is,
Kill any of those for a Brother Adonts.

No Lady henceforth can be safe with her Beau,
They thmk if thlS Slaughter unpumsh’d should go ;
: Their --
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A SONG.

Set by Myr. JAMES TOWI\S‘HEND Orgamst
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“EAR not Mortal, none shall harm thee,
. With this Sacred Rod I'll Charm thee ;
Freely gaze, and view all over,
Thou mayst every Grace discover :
‘Though a thousand Darts fly round thee,
Fear not Mortal, none can Wound thee ;
! Though a thousand Darts fly round thee, :
Fear not Mortal, none can Wound thee. %
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ORN to surprize the World,
Born to surprize the World and teach the Great,
The slippery Danger of exalted State ; 3
Victorious Marlborough, Victorious Marlborough, to
_ Battle flies, - .

Arm’d, Arm’d with-new Llcrhtnmg from bright Anmu

Eyes: -
Wonders, Wonders like these no former Age has seen,
The SubJects Heroes, the Subjects Heroes, and a
Saint.the Queen

2
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An Amorous SoNG. To the Tune of, The |

4

Soncs Compleat,

bonny Christ-Church Bells.
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EE how fair and fine she lies,
Upon her Bridal Bed ;
No Lady at the Court,
So fit for the Sport,
Oh she look'd so cunously White and Red
After the first and second time,
The weary Bridegroom slacks his Pace ;
But Oh! she cries, come, come my Joy,

" And cling thy Cheek close to my Face ¢
Tinkle, tinkle, goes the Bell under the Bed,
Whilst Time and Touch they keep;

Then with a Kiss,
They end their Bliss, g
* And so fall fast asleep
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ORINNA if my Fate’s to love you,
Corinna if my Fate’s to love you,

Where’s the.harm in saying so?
Corinna if my Fate’s to-love you,
‘Where’s the harm in saying so?
Why shou’d my Sighs, why shou’d my Sighs,
Why shou’d my Sighs and Fondness move you?
“T'o encrease, to encrease your Shepherd’s Woe :
Flame pent in stiil burns and scorches,
“Till it burns a Lover's Heart :
Love declar'd like lighted Torches,
Wastes it self and gives less Pain :
Love declar’d like lighted Torches,
‘Wastes it self, wastes it self]
‘Wastes it self, and gives less Smart.

pEvie SISk
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e

Te Hopeful Bargam 07 a Fare for a

Hackney-Coachman, giving a. Comical ve-
lation, how an. Ale-draper at the Sign of
the Double-tooth’d Rake 2 or near the
new Palace-yard, Westminster, Sold /s
Wife for a Shilling, and how she was sold
a Second time for five Shillings to JUDGE ;
My Lord. Coachman, and how her
Husband veceiv'd her again after she had
lain with other Folks three Days and
Nights, &c.  The Tune Lilly Bullero.
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HERE lives an Ale-draper near Neto-palace-yard,
Who used to Jerk the Bum of his Wife ;
And she'was forced to stand on her Guard,
To keep his Clutches from her Quoxff
She poor Soul the weaker Vessel,
To be reconcil'd was easily won ;
He held her in scorn,
But she Crown’d him with Horn,
Without Hood or Scarif, and rough as she run.

He for a Shilling sold his, Spouse,
And she was very willing to go ;
And left the poor Cuckold alone in the House,
That he by himself his Horn might blow :
A Hackney Coachman he did buy her,
And was not this a very good Fun;
With a dirty Pinner,
As I am a Sinner,
Without Hood or.Scarff, but rough as ske run.

The Woman' gladly did depart,

Between three Men was handed away ;
He for her Husband did care not & Fart,

He kept her one whole Night and Day :
Then honest Fudge the Coachman bought her,

And was not this most cunningly done ?
Gave for her five Shilling,
To take her was willing,

Without Hood or Searff, &c.

The Cuckold to Judge, a Letter did send,
Wherein he did most humbly crave ;
Quoth he, T prithee, my Rival Fnend
My Spouse again I fain would have :
And if you will but let me have her,
T'll pardon what she e’er has done ;
1 swear by my Maker,
Again I will take her,
Without Hood and Searff, &c.

s 2 He
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He sent an old Baud to interceed,
And to perswade her to come back ;
That he might have one of her delicate breed,
And he would give her a ha’p’uth of Sack :
Therefore prithee now come to me,
Or else poor I shall be undone :
Then do not forgo me,
But prithee come to me,
Without Hood or Scarff, tho' rough, &c.

The Coachman then with much ado,

Did suffer the Baud to take her out;
Upon the Condition that she would be true,

And let him have now and then a Bout :
But he took from her forty Shillings,

And gave her a parting Glass at the Suz;
And then with good buyt’ ye,
Discharged his Duty,

“And turr’d her a grazing, rough as she run.

The Cuckold invited the Coachman to dine,
And gave him a Treat at his own Expence ;
They drown’d all Cares in full brimmers of Wine,
He made him as welcome as any Prince:

There was all the Hungregation,
Which from Cuckolds-Point was come ;
‘They kissed and fumbled,
They touzed and tumbled,
He was glad to take her rough as she run.

wudge does enjoy her where he list,
He values not the old Cuckold’s Pouts ;
And she is as good for the Game as e’er pist,
Fudge on his Horns sits drying of Clouts :
She rants and revels when she pleases,
And to end as I begun,
The Horned Wise-acre, s 1
Is forced to take her s &,
Without Hood or Scarff, and rough as :ﬁe»rwz.m
g8 4
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OUNG Ladies that live in the City,
Sweet beautiful proper and Tall ;
And Country Maids who dabling wades,
Here’s happy good News for you all :
A Lottery now out of hand,
- Erected will be in the Strana'
Young Husbands w1th Treasure, and Wealth out of
measure
Will fairly be at your Command :
O her that skall light of @ Fortunate Lot,
There's Six of three Thousand a Year o be got.

I tell you the Price*of each Ticket,
‘It is but a Guinea, I'll vow ;
Then hasten away, and make no delay,
And fill up the Lottery now :
If Gillian that lodges in Straw,
« Shall have the good Fortune to draw
‘A Knight or a 'Squire, he’ll never deny her,
"Tis fair and according to Law ;
T%en come pretty Lasses and purchase a Lot,
Theres - Ten of two Thousand a Year to be got.

The number is Seventy Thousand
When all the whole Lot is compleat

Five Hundred of which, are Prizes most rich,

_ Believe me for this is.no Cheat :

There’s Drapers and Taylors likewise,
Brave Men that you cannot despise ;

Come Bridget and Fenny, and throw in your Guinea,
A Husband’s a delicate Prize :

Then come pretly Lasses and purchase a Lot,

Therés Ten of one Thousand a:Year. to-be got.

‘Suppose you should win for your Guinea,
A Man of three Thousand a Year;
Would this not be brave ; what more would you have?
< You soon might in Glory appear :
In glittering Coach you may ride, .. _
W1th Lackeyc to run by your side ;
¢ For
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For why should you spare it? Falth win Gold and»
wear it ; “
Now who would not be such a Bnde?
Then come pretty Lasses and purchase:a Lot
Theres Sixty, Five Hundreds a- Year 4o be got., i
Sebal i Wil SETerite
Old Widows, and Maids above Forty,
Shall not be admitted to draw:
There’s five Hundred and Ten, | as proper young Men,
Indeed, as your Eyes ever saw:
Who scorns for one Guinea of Gold,
To lodge with a Woman that’s Old
Young Maids are admitted, in hopes to be fitted,
With Husbands couragious and bold :
Then come pretty Lasses and purchase a Lok,
There are wealthy kind Husbands npw, now to be got.

Kind Men that are full of good Nature; -
The flaxen, the black, and the brown #
Both lusty and stout, and fit to hold out,
The prime and the top of the Town:
So clever in every. part, .
They’ll please a'young: Gn'l tothe Heart'; ' -
Nay, kiss you,and squeese you,and tenderlypleaSe you,
For Love has a conquering Dart :
Then come pretty Lasses and purchase e Lof, .
There are Wealth y kmd Hmba)[ds now, now to be gal

[}

B R,
¢

Then never be fearful to venture,
But Girls bring you Guineas away ;
Come merrily in, for we shall begin,
o draw 1 upon “Valeritine's Day : W
The Prizes are many and _great, | = It Cusames
Each Man with a worthy Estate ; ]
Then come away Mary, Sib, Susan, and Sara#,
Foan, Nangr, and pret {ac’d Katc
For now'is the time-if you' i purchase.a-Lot, -
W/ula Wealthy kind Husbands they-are ﬂrbrgvl 5
Amongst
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Amongst you I know there is many,
Will miss of a Capital Prize :
Yet nevertheless, no Sorrows express,
But dry up your watry Eyes :
Young Lasses it is but in vain,
In sorrowful Sighs to complain ;
Then ne’er be faint hearted, tho’ Luck be departed,
For all cannot reckon to gain :
Yet venture young Lasses, your Guineas bring in,
The Lucky will have the good Fortune to win.

[T M

A SONG on the JUBILEE.
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OME Beaus, Virtuoso’s, rich Heirs and Musicians
Away, and in Troops to the Fubile jog ;
Leave Discord and Death, to the College Physicians,
Let the Vig'rous whore on, and the impotent Flog :
Already Rome opens her Arms to receive ye,
And ev'ry Transgression her Lord will forgive ye.

Indulgences, Pardons, and such Holy Lumber,
As cheap there is now as our Cabbages grown ;
While musty old Relicks of Saints without number,
For barely the looking upon, shall be shown :
These, were you an Atheist, must needs overcome ye,
That first were made Martyrs, and afterwards Mummy.

They'll shew ye the River, so Sung by the Poets,
With the Rock from whence, Mortals were knockt
o’th’ Head ;
They'll shew ye the place too, as some will avow it,
Where once a She Pope was brought fairly to Bed ¢
For which, ever since, to prevent Interloping,
In a Chair her Successors still suffer a Groping,

What a sight ’tis to see the gay Idol accoutred,
With Mitre and Cap, and two Keys by his side ;
Be his inside what 'twill, yet the Pomp of his outward,
Shows Servus servorum, no hater of Pride, | e
These Keys into Heav’n will as surely admit ye,
As Clerks of a Parish to a Pew in the City.

What a sight 'tis to see the old Man in Procession,
Through Rome in such Pomp as here Cesar did ride,

Now scattering of Pardons, here Crossing, there
Blessing,

- Wit}:i all his shav’d Spiritual Train’d-bans by his
side;

As, Confessors, Cardinals, Monks fat as Bacons, :

From Rev'rend Arch-Biskops, to Rosie Arck-Deacons.

Then for your Diversion the more to regale ye,
Fine Music you'll hear, and high Dancing you'll see ;
; Men
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Men who much shall out-warble your Famous Fde/z,
And make ye meer Fools, of Balloon and L' Abbe :

And to shew ye how-fond they’re to Kiss Vostre Manos,
Each Padre turns Pimp, all Muns Courtezana’s,

And when you've some Months at old Baylon been-a,
And on Pardons and Punks, all your R/zzro is
spent ;
And when you have seen all that there is to be seen-a,
You'll return not so Rich, t.ho as Wise as you went :
And ’twill be but small Comfort after so much Ex-
pence-z,
That your. Heirs wxllud_o justi so an Hundred Years
hence-z.
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And Blacksmiths when the Work is done, 3
I give to them incontinent,

To drink two Barrels with a Bun,
By this my Will and Testament.

To Weavers swift, this do I leave, s
Against that may beseem them well :
That they their good Wives do deceive,
Bring home a Yard and steal an Ell :
And 7Zaylors too must be set down,
. A Gt to give them I am bent ;
To cut four Sleeves to every Gown,
By this, &c.

To Tavern haunters grant I more, :
Red Eyes, Red Nose, and Stinking Breath ;
And Doublets foul with drops before, ;
And foul Shame until their Deat/; :
And Gamesters that will never leave,
Before their Substance be all spent ;
The Wooden Dagger 1 bequeath,
By this, &ec.

To common Fidlers I 177/ that they,

Shall go in poor and thread-bare Coats ; -
And at most places where they Play,

To carry away more Zunes than Groats :
To wand’ring Players 1 do give, >

Before their Substance be all spent ;
Proud Silk'n Beggars for to live,

By this, &c.

To Wenching Smell-smocks give I these,
Dead looks, gaunt purrs, and crasy Back ;
And now and then the foul Disease,
Such as G#/l gave to Fack;
To Parrefors 1 give them clear,
For all their 7vi/ and Zravel spent ;
The Devil away such Knaves to bear,
By this my Will and Testament,
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And for their, Wives, 1. J¥z// that they, -
. The closer up that. they are pent;
The closer still they seek to Play,
By this m _y Will ana’ Testament.

For Sweanng Swaggerer: nought 18 left :
To give. them for a, parting Blow e

But leaving off of damned Oaths,
And that of them I will bestow : 5

Jtem. 1 give them for-their Pain, - -, ‘
That when all. Hope and L1ve11hood’s spent,

A Wallet or g Hempen Chaln
By this. &c,

Time and longest .Livers do I make,
The Supervisor of my Will: -~

My Gold and Silver let them take,
That will dig for’t in Malvein Hill.
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A New Soxa, Szmg at the Playhouse.. By
Mr. DoGGET. '
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A SONG.
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I ARRIAGE it seems is for Better for Worse,
Some count it a Blessing and others a Curse ;
The Cuckolds are Blest if the Proverb prove true,
And then there’s no doubt but in Heav'n there’s
enough :
Of honest rich Rogues who ne’er had got there,
If their Wives had not sent them thro’ trembling and
fear.

Some Women are Honest, tho’ rare in a Wife,

Yet with Scolding and Brawhng they’ll shorten your
Llfe,

You ne’er can enjoy your Bottle and Friend ;

But your Wife like an Imp, is at your Elbow’s end :

Crying fie, fie you Sot, come, come, come, come,

“So these are Unhappy abroad and at home, -
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A SONG.
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YT HE Cuffalier was gone, and the Roundhead ‘he
1 was come,
Was the greatest Blessnnd under the Sun ;
Before the Devil in Hell sally’d out, and ript the
Placket of Letter, \

Ay, and take her Money too,

Cot bless hur Master Roundhead, and send hur well
0 do.

Now hur can go to Skrewsperry her Flannel for to sell,
Hur can carry a creat sharge of Money about hur,
Thirty or Forty Groats lap’d in a Wels% Carter,
Ay, and think hur self rich too,

Cot bless, &c. .

Now hur can coe to Shurch, or hur can stay at home,
Hur can say hur Zord’s Prayer, or hur can let it alone :
Hur can make a Prayer of hur own Head, lye with
hur Holy Sister,
Ay, and say a long Crace too,
Cot bless, &c.

But yet for all the great Cood that you for hur have
done,

Would you wou’d made Peace with our King, and let
hur come home,

Put off the Military Charge, Impost, and Excise,

Ay, and free Quarter too.

Then Cot shall bless you Master Roundhead, and

send hur well to do.

Vs
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Myr. John Eccles, Sung by Mr: BowmaN.

i m i b o e
%éﬁff.?ﬂ— TR ESIFPEED
e o0 e} : /‘:L bt i

—— - _',— l—, —
QPefeoelefpe il o PEE
8
SPE St R R LS
"\: (T IF N | : pe ] & 1 7]
o 3 -
?3,@;1 e o e rr R

#‘?_‘ﬂ g :Lh44 ;

AP r_t_'—\i’ Py J"T__:[g' -

S . o4

RN “NAR i & ,
g i i | —

S

Y T

(v g 3 2. 335 R EAT | ISTWRI, § g v o
oM e e I

(R R e e Ao i e | 2 Ul [

pEs A ‘







278

A Sonc.

Set by My. AKEROYD:

Sonas Compleat,
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HE Devil he pull’d of his ]acket of Flame,
The Fryer he pull'd off his Cowle§
The Devi/ took him for a Dunce of the Game, -
And the Fryer took him for a Fool :
He piqu’d, and repiqu’d so oft, that at last,
He swore by the Jolly fat NVuns; -
If Cards came no better than those that are past,
Oh! oh! I shall lose all my Buns,:-' © -

P
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RETTY Parret say, when I was away,
And in dull absence pass’d the Day;
What at home was doing ;
With Chat and.Play,
We are Gay,
Night and Day,
Good Chear and Mirth Renewing ;
Singing, Laughing all, Smgmg Laughing all, like prelty
pretty Poll,

Was no Fop so rude, boldly to Intrude,
And like a sawcy Lover wou'd,
Court, and Teaze my Lady:
A Thing you know,
Made for Show,
Call'd a Beau,
Near her was always ready,
Euver at her call, like pretty, pretty Poll,

Tell me with what Air, he approach’d the Fair,
And how she could with Patience bear,
All he did and utterd ;
He still address’d,
Still caress’d,
. Kiss'd and press'd,
Sung, Prattl'd, Laugh’d, and Flutterd : .
Well receiv'd in all, like pretty, pretty Poll. e

Did he go away, at the close of the Day,
Or did he ever use to stay
In a Corner dodging ;
The want of Light,
When ’twas Night,
Spoil’d my sight,
But I believe his Lodging,
Was within her call, like pretty, pretty Poll.
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T Noon in a sultry Summer’s Day,
A The brightest Lady of the May,
Young C/lorés Innocent and Gay,

Sat Knotting in a shade :-
Each slender Finger play'd its part,
With such activity and Art ;
As wou’d inflame a-Youthful Heart,
And warm the most decay’d.
Her Fav’rite Swain by chance came by ;
She had him quickly in her Eye,
Yetavhen the bashful Boy drew nigh, :
She wou’d have seem’d afraid,
She let her Iv’ry Needle fall,
And hurl'd away the twisted Ball ;
Then gave her Strephon such a call,
"~ As wou'd have wak’d the Dead.

Dear gentle Youth is’t none but thee ?
With Innocence I dare be free;
By so much Trust and Modesty,

-No Nymph was e’er betray’d,
Come lean thy Head tupon my Lap,
While thy soft Cheeks I stroak and clap ;
Thou may’st securely take a Nap,

Which he poor Fool, obey’d.

She saw him Yawn, and heard him Snore,
And found him fast a sleep-all o’re ;
~ She sigh’d and cou’d no more,
But starting up she said,
Such Vertue shou’d rewarded be,
For this thy dull Fidelity; ¥
T'll trust thee with-my Flocks, not me,
© " -Pursue thy Grazing Trade.

Go milk thy Goats, and Sheer thy Sheep,
And watch all Night thy Flocks, to keep ;
Thou shalt no more be lull'd asteep,

-By me mistaken Maid. - -
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A Health to the TACKERs.
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ERE’s a Health to the Tackers, my Boys,
- But mine A—se for.the Tackers about';

May the brave Englis~ Spirits come in,

And the Knaves'and Fanaticks turn out :
Since the Magpyes of late, are confounding the State,

And wou’d pull our Establishments down ;
Let us make ’em a Jest, for they Shit in their Nest,
_ And be true to the Church and the Crown.:
e Let
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A SONG. .
Set by Mr.“ AyN"Eﬁ(')NY Younc. . .
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INCE Czlia only has the Art,
And only she can Captivate,
And wanton in my Breast ;

All other Pleasure I despise,
Than what are from my Ce/ia’s Eyes,
In her alone I'm blest.

Whene’er she. Smiles, new Life she gives,
And happy, happy who receives,

From her Inchanting Breath ;
Then prithee Ce/ia smile once more,
Since I no longer must adore,

For when you frown 'tis Death,
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A Sone, Sung by Mys. Bracegirdle.

%n—.'ﬂ' by K

i
i .t
il
.r].ﬁ
.
a2

A\ 7 ? i ‘El!__g_ -J:. ,! g—t_’ﬁ
N R R S R T T [ e ety
e el e s e e = i o

1] J P — bt
L o [ A e
Ll R

Q

Dvance, advance, advance g2y Tenants of the
Plain,
Advance, advance, advance, gay Tenants of the Plain,
Loud Eccho spread my Voice,
* Loud Eccho spread my Voice,
Loud Eccho, loud Eccho, loud Eccho,
Loud Eccho, loud Eccho, spread my Voice,
Advance, advance, advance, gay Tenants of the Plain,

Advance, -advance, advance, gay Tenants of the Plain.
A4
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. ‘Thus coasting through Somersetshire,

Near Newton Court he met
A Shepherd Swain of lusty Limb, ke
That up and down did jet.

He wore a Bonnet ofigood Grey, =

‘Close buttoned:to his Chin :
And at his Back a leather Scrip, "~
" With much good Meat therein.

God speed, good Shepherd, quoth the King,
I come to be thy Guest ; ; ;
To taste of thy good Victuals here,
And drink that’s of the best.

Thy Scrip I know;-hath Chéer good store,
What then the Shepherd said?

Thou seem’st to be.some: sturdy Thlef
And mak’st, me sore afraid.

Yet if thou wilt thy Dinper win, - = [
The Sword and Buckler take ; -

And if thou canst into my:Serip,
Therewith an enttance make.

I tell thee, Roister, it hath store .
Of Beef, and Bacon fat; .

With sheafs of Barly-bread to ma.ke
Thy Mouth: to water. at. i

Here stands my Bottle, here my:Bag,
If thou canst win them Roister; &

Against the Sword and Buckler here,
My Sheep-hook is:my Master. : -

Benedicit now, quoth our 'good King,
It never shall be said ;

That Alfred of the Shepherd’s Hook,

Will stand a whit afraid. A

s 0
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But if thou wilt mend thy Estate,
And here a Shepherd be ;

At Night to Gillian my sweet Wife,
Thou shalt go home with me.

For she’s as good a Toothless Dame,
As mumbleth on Brown Bread ;

Where thou shalt lie on hurden Sheets,
Upon a fresh Straw Bed.

Of Whig and Whey, we have good store,
And keep good Pease-straw Fires ;

And now and then good Barly Cakes,
As better Days requires.

But for my Master which is Chief,
And Lord of Newfon Court ;

He keeps I say, his Shepherds Swains,
In far more braver sort.

We there have Curds, and clouted Cream,
Of Red Cows morning Milk ;

And now and then fine Buttered Cakes,
As soft as any Silk.

Of Beef and reised Bacon store,
That is most Fat and Greasy ;

We have likewise to feast our Chaps,
And make them glib and easie.

Thus if thou wilt my Man become,
This usage thou shalt have ;

If not, adieu, go hang thy self,
And so farewel Sir Knave.

King Alfred hearing of this Glee,
The churlish Shepherd said ;

Was well content to be his Man,
So they a Bargain made. -
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So good Dame Gil/ian grant me leave,
Within your House to stay ;

For by St.. Ann, do what you can,
I will not yet away.

Her churlish usage pleas’d him still,
Put him to such a Proof,

That he at Night was almost ¢hoak’d,
Within that smoaky,vRoof.

But as he sat with smiling cheer,
The event of all to see ;

His Dame brought forth a'piece‘of Dow,
Which in the Fire-throws she.

Where lying on the Hearth to bake,
By chance the Cake did burn ;

What can’st thou not, thou Lout: (quoth she)
Take Pains the same'to turn :

Thou art more’ quick to take it out,
Ang eat it up half Dow,

Than thus to'stay till't be enough,
And so thy Manners show.,

Biit serve me such another Trick, -
T’ll thwack thee ‘on’the Snout ; |
Which made the: patlent King; good Man,
Of her to stand+in-Doubt :

But to be brief,'to bed they went,
The good:old: Man and’s Wife ;

But never such a 'Lodging had -
King A/fred in his Life :

For he was laid in white Sheeps Wool, -
New pull’d from*tanned Fells,
And o’er his'Head hang’d prders WebbS,
As if they had been Bells,
Is
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O pardon, my Liege, quoth Gi//ian then,

For my Husband and for me,
By these ten Bones I never thought = °
The same that now I see:

And by my Hook, the Shepherd said, -
An Oath both good and true,

Before this time, O noble King,
I never your Highness knew :

Then pardon me and my old Wife,
That we may after say,

When first you came into our House, :
It was a happy Day.

1t shall be done, said A/fred streight,
And Géllian thy old Dame,

For this thy churlish using me,
Deserveth not much Blame.

For this thy Country Guise I see,
To be thus bluntish still,

And where the plainest Meaning is,
Remains the smallest I1l.

And Master, lo I tell thee now,
For thy low Manhood shown,
A Thousand Weathers I'll bestow

Upon thee for thy own.

And pasture Ground, as much as will
Suffice to feed them all,

And this thy Cottage I will change *
Into a stately Hall. {

As for the same, as Duty binds,
The Shepherd said, good King,
A milk white Lamb once every Year,
T’ll to your Highness bring. ;

And







298 - Songcs Compleat,

—f P ste. ipm e T TS ;
—— —'ri. T = O o 4
¢ e ] s s i
Y e s
—_— "y
P 0pg— e S
% e o ) i g I v
i TP D e o T T L N R f
[ % — % T Q: T
} _;5 : q——:_.—' = -,_\ ‘N%r g =
T o it = i 2 23 e
[, o Loy olioadh ~ * - - G
AN
L S ."b"l.. TP i | » =-.-
L r-_’l'*"—f";qlp 3 = —+—2-
M == i BN e P
A 1 e
e/ 4 = ~ 7 - .
: ) ; |
1 =Y ) P2 p-, X =y
e e i = s
X e, P = } ol i
< . —~r
Loy e— T2
O T T 7 e T ]
B i o = e |
F & @

EASE, cease of Cupid to complain,
+." = X. Love, Love’s a Joy even while a Pain;
Oh! then think! oh ! then think ;
Oh ! then think how great his Blisses,
Moving Glances, balmy Kisses,
Charming Raptures, matchless-Sweets,
Love, Love alone, Love, Love alone,
- Lovey Love alone, all-Joys compleats. - 2
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OME, come ye Nymphs,

Come ye Nymphs and ev’ry Swain, -
Come ye Nymphs and ev’ry Swain,
Galatea leaves the Main,

To revive us on the Plain,

To revive us, to revive us, to revive us on the Plain ;
Come, come, come, come ye Nymphs, 3
Come ye Nymphs and ev'ry Swain,

Come ye Nymphs and ev’ry Swain,

Galatea leaves the Main,

To revive us on the Plain,

To revive us on the Plain,

Come ye Nymphs and ev'ry Swain.
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A SONG.

The Words by Mr. Clossold, Set by M.
John WirForp.
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RAW Cupid draw, and make fair Syvia know ;
The mighty Pain her suff’ring Swain does for

her undergo ;

Convey this Dart into her Heart, and when she’s set
on Fire,

Do thou return and let her burn, like me in chast’
desire ;

That by Experience she, may learn to pity me,

‘Whene’er her Eyes do tyrannize o’er my Captivity :

But when in Love we jointly move, and tenderly.
imbrace,

Like Angels shine, and sweetly join to one another’s
Face. :

% ‘
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The Mountebank SoNc. Sung by Dr.
LEVERIGO. and his merry Andrew Pinka-
nello, 2z Farewel to Folly. Set 4y My.
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H ! how you protest and solemnly swear,

O_ Look humble, and fawn like an Ass ;
I'm pleas’d, I must own, when ever I see
+ A Lover that’s brought t6 this pass.
Keep, keep further off, you're naughty I fear,"

I vow I will never, will never, will never yield to't;
You ask me in,vain ; for never. I swear, -

I'never, no never, I'never, no never,
I never, no never will do’t.

For when the Deed’s-done, how quickly you go,
N6 more of'the; Lover remains,
In hast you depart,-whate’er-we can ‘do,
And stubbornly throw off your Chains :
Desist then in time, let’s hear on’t no more,
I vow I.will.never yield to't ;
Y6u: promise in vain, in-vain-you.adore,
For I will never, no never-will do’t.
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Oh ! was she but as true as fair,

"Twou’d put an end to my Despair ;
But ah, alass ! this is unkind,

Which sore does terrify my Mind ;
'Twas der the Hills, and far away,
"Twas o'er the Hills, and far away,
»Twas oer the Hills, and far away,
That Jenny stole my Heart away.

Did she but feel the dismal Woe
That for her Sake I undergo, :
She surely then would grant Relief,
And put an end to all my Grief:
But oh, she is as false as fair,
Which causes all my sad Despair ;
She triumphs in a proud Disdain,
And takes Delight to see my Pain ;
'Tis der the Hills, &c.

Hard was my Hap to fall in Love,

With one that does so faithless prove ;
Hard was my fate to court the Maid,

That has my constant Heart betray'd :
A thousand times to me she swore,

She would be true for evermore :
But oh ! alas, with Grief I say,

She’s stole my Heart, and run away ;
' Twas o'er the Hills, &ec.

Good gentle Cupid take my part,
And pierce this false one to the Heart,
That she may once but feel the Woe,
As I for her do undergo ;
Oh ! make her feel this raging Pain,
That for her Love I do sustain ;
She sure would then more gentle be,
And soon repent her Cruelty ;
* Tis der the Hills, &c.
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All Gentlemen that have a Mind,
To serve the Queen that’s good and kmd
Come list and enter:into Pay,. .
Then o'er thé Hills'and far away f
Over the Hills, &ec.

Here’s Forty Shlllmgs on the. Drum,

For those that Volunteers do come,

With Shirts, and Cloaths, and present. Pay;

When o'er the Hills and far away s )
Over the. Hzll:, &e. i aeartd

Hear that brave Boys, and let us go,

Or else we shall be prest you know ;

Then list and enter into Pay,

And o’er the Hills and far away,
Over tﬁe f[zll.r, &e.

The Constables they search about,

To find such brisk young Fellows out ;

Then let’s be Volunteérs 1 say,

Over the Hills'and faraway ;
Overthe Hills, &c. = °

Since now ‘the Frenck so low are brought,
And Wealth and Honour’s to be got,
Who then behind wou'd sneaking stay? -
When o’er the Hills and far away 2
Overz‘/zeH’Z!s,&c e s

No more from sound of Drum retreat

While Marlborough, and Gallaway beat,

The Frenck and Spamard: every Day,

When over the Hills and far away ;
Over tﬁeHllx Breiine 85

He that is forcd to.go and fight,
Will never get true Honour by’t,
While Volunteers shall win the.Day,
When o’er the Hills and. far away gt
Over the Hillsy &c. .. .. ; :
1K What
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H! foolish Lass, what mun I do?
My Modesty I well may rue,
Which of my Joy bereft me ;
For full of Love he came,

But out of silly shame,

With pish and phoo I play’d,
To muckle the coy Maid,
And the raw young Loon has left me.

Wou'd Fockey knew how
Did I less Art, or did he

muckle I lue,
shew,

More Nature, how bleast I'd be ;
I'd not have reason to complain,
That I lue’d now in vain,

Gen he more a Man was,

I'd be less a coy Lass,

Had the raw young Loon weel try'd me.

b
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A Soxc. Set by Mr. WILLIS.
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ONNY Scottisk Lads that keens me weel,
Lith ye what, ye what good Luck Ise fun

Moggey is mine own in spight o’th’ De'el,

I alone her Heart has won :
Near St. Andrew's Kirk in Zondon Town,

There Ise, Ise met my Dearest Joy ;
Shineéning in her Sitken Hued and Gown,

But ne’er ack, ne’er ack she prov’d not Coy.

Then after many Compliments,
_Streight we gang’d into the Kirk ;

“There full weel she tuck the documents,
And flang me many pleasing Smirk :

Weel I weat that I have gear enough,
She’s have a Yode to ride ont; |

She’s neither drive the Swine, nor the Plough
Whatever does betide ont.
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Tho’ she vow’s she’ll ne’er permit ye,
Says you're rude, and much to blame ;

And with Tears implores your pity,
Be not merciful for shame :

When the first assault is over,

Clloris time enough will find ;
This so fierce and Cruel Lover,
Much more gentle, not so kind.

SRR

The Words made to a Tune of

the late Mr. Henry Purcell’s.

o2
e et
L P i

e

.
~

\

EETiSTEEES

P — i .

P =

) ez
EiEcaieieniEriizan

1 e’ [ P‘t‘ﬁlﬁ" 3

4 | = g

J LR T

AN







330 SonNes Compleat,

The Gelding the Devil. Set by Mr. Tho.

Wroth.
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T Met with the Devil in the shape of a Ram,

Then over and over the Sow-gelder came ;

I rose and halter'd him fast by the Horns,

And pick’d out his Stones, as you would pick out
Corns ;

Maa, quoth the Devil, with that out he slunk,

And left us a Carkass of Mutton that stunk.
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A Sona.
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HEN Femmy first began to love,
He was the finest Swain
That ever yet a Flock had drove,
Or Danc’d upon the Plain :
"Twas then that I, woe’s me poor heart,
My Freedom threw away ;
And finding sweets in every part,
I could not say him nay.

For ever when he spake of Love,
He wou'd his Eyes decline ;
Each Sigh he gave a Heart wou’d move,
Good faith, and why not mine :
He'd press my Hand, and Kiss it oft,
His silence spoke his Flame ;
And whilst he treated me thus soft,
I wish’d him more to blame.
Some-
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High Breeding, rank Feedmg,
With lazy Lives leading, -
In Ease and soft Pleasures,
And taking loose Measures,
With Play-house Diversions,
And Midnight Excursions,
With Balls Masquerading,
And Nights Serenading,
Debauch the Sex into Whores, Sir.

A SONG.
Set by Mr. Pack.
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OU I Love by all that's true,
More than all things here below ;
With a Passion far more great,
Than e’er Creature loved yet :
And yet still you cry forbear,
Love no more, or Love not here.

Bid the Miser leave his Ore,
Bid the Wretched sigh no more ;
Bid the Old be young again,
Bid the Nun not think of Man:
Sylvia thus when you can do,
Bid me then not think on you.

Love’s not a thing of Choice, but Fate,
What makes me Love, that makes you Hate :
Sylvia you do what you will,

Ease or Cure, Torment or Kill :

Be Kind or Cruel, False or True,

Love I must, and none but you.

o
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A New Sonc, the Words by Mr. J. C. P
oo Set to Musick by Dr. Prettle.  ~

'O Phillis, tho' you've all the Charms,
Ambitious Woman can desire ; !
All Beauty, Wit, and Youth that warms,
Or sets ‘our foolish Hearts on fire: '
3 Yet
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OW to you ye dry Wooers,

Old Beaus, and no doers,
So doughty, so gouty,
So useless and toothless,
Your blindless, cold kindness,
Has nothing of Man ;
Still doating, or gloating,
Still stumbling, or fumbling,
Still hawking, still baulking,
You flash in the Pan :
Unfit like old Brooms,

For sweeping our Rooms,
You're sunk and you'’re shrunk,
Then repent and look to't;
In vain you're so upish, in vain you're so upish, -

You're down ev'ry foot. -
4







342

Sownacs Compleat,

A.Sona, in the Lucky Younger Brother,
or, the Beau Defeated ; Sez by Mr. John
Eccles and Szmg by M. BOWMAN :
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A Song, Set by Mr. John Weldon.
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WAIN thy hopeless Passion smother,

Perjur'd Celia loves another ;
In his Arms I saw her lying,
Panting, Kissing, Trembling, Dying :
There the Fair deceiver swore,
As once she did to you before.

Oh ! said you, when She deceives me,
‘When that Constant Creatures leave me ;
Isis Waters back shall fly,

And leave their Ouzy Channels dry :
‘Turn your VVaters, leave your Shore,

~ For perjur'd Celia loves no more.
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A Song zz Rinaldo and Armida : Set by
Mpr. John Eccles. ~Sung by Mr. Gouge.
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The PROLOGUE % the Island-Princess,

348

Set and Sung by Mr. LEVERIDGE.
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A Soxc Set by Mr, JouN BARRETT, and.
- Sung by Mys. LINDSEY.

[} ] : g .l i
—0 ool GG LI, AAJ‘L'-IQ-—FT?'«—_-—‘,PE 3 5ikd 8
— ¥ ] —
3N S TS NI I"‘-.-.' P A 3% S N
- L L 1 L1 L [ il
U " Ny E£l ErEE Y

il DR p_il__jq
i a5 B e Vo) .
(e e PN ) | |5

b ik — =T

1 | N B ) g t!_‘“ =

= '.g;‘f‘tﬂ—dié'*rf. fotell

S o T
T N— - Y

AZLIA hence with Affectation,
Hence with-all this careless Air ;: -
Hypocrisy is out of Fashion, - * 1
With the Witty and the Fair ¢ :
Nature
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T T OW often have I curs’d that sable Deceit,
For making me wish and admire ;
And rifle poor Ovid to learn to intreat,

When Reason might check my desire :
For sagely of late it has been disclos’d,

There’s nothing, nothing conceal’d uncommon ;
No Miracles under a Mask repos’d,

When knowing Cynt/hia's a Woman.

Tho’ Beauty’s great Charms our Sences delude,
"Tis the Centre attracts our Needle ;

And Love’s a Jest when thought to intrude,
The design of it to unriddle :

A Virgin may show strange coyness in Love,
And tell you Chimera’s of Honour ;

But give her her Wish, the Man she approves,
No Labour he’ll have to win her.

FINIS.
















