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Pleafant and - Divertive ;
 SET TO

A By Dr. Joun Brow, Mr. HenzrY

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

Ending with fome Orax 1ons, made and

ipoken by me {everal times upon the
Porrick Stace in the TugaTer.
Together with fome Copies of 'VERSES,]
PreorocuEes and EPILOGUES, 38 well
for my own Pr avs as thofe. of other|
Poets, being ail Humerous and Comical.

Written by Mr. D’URFEY.

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

L OND O N

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

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

SONGS ; whichend with

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

My Lords, Ladies and Gentry,

7 Once thought to have been particu~
{ lar in my Dedscation, and have af=
&_ fign’d it to one or two of the No-
ility or Gentry ; but confidering thas
| A 2 1t




Dm’zmtzon
it would leflen the Value T have for
the reﬂ: of my Noble Qaéfcr:éef.r hi have
defifted in that partlcular , and hopu this

General Addrefs will more exert my Duty,
and increafe your Favour.

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

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

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

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

fition;



Dedication.

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

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

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

eing the Nobility, Gentry, and Com-
mounalty, I had the Satisfaltion of divere
ting Royalty likewife with my Lyrical
Performances: And when I have per-
form’d fome of my own Things before
their Majefties King ¢ HARLES the
I1d, King F4 MES,King WILLIAM,
Queen M A R1, Queen ANNE, and
Piince 6 E O R G E, 1 never went
of without happy and commeadable

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

A 3 pre-



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

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

Your moft Humble,

©Oblig’d, and

Devoted Scrvant,

T. D'URFEY
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L Alphabencal T A BLE

I
F% SONGS and POEMS
'%

Contain’d in this

i A Page
Tory, 4 Whigg, and a moderate Man, Q
@ As far as the glittering God of Day, 61X
drife my Mufe, and to thy tuneful Lyre, 62
s the Delian God to fam d Halcyon, 104
Eﬂ!f the World's in Strife and Hurry, 110
.dll you that either hear or read, 29
*Ab how [weet are the caafmg Bree{, 138
545 ﬁ:m as the Chaos i 145
4t Winchefter was a eddnzg, 276
h1 Phillis why gre jou kﬂ‘ temfer, 270
nd in each Tmc:L af Gz’ary fﬂ(:ﬁ’ 285
mynta one Night had aong on to P e—— 336

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



An Alphabetical TA BLE.

Bebold bow all the Stars give way, 111
Blowzzbella my bouncing Doxy, 104
Bright was the Morning, cool wal, 26T
Bear the Drum, beat, beat the, 269
¢
Hurch Scruples and Fars plunge all, 87
Come all, grear, fmall, fhort, tall, ol
Celemenc, pray tell me, 109
Celadon, when Spring came on, X7
Come Jug, my Hory, let's to bed, 2,03
Chloe found Amjnias lying, 329
. D
Di{aw, draw the Curtain, fye, 108
Damon zurnz your Eyes to me, | 2,'56
Dear Pinckaninny, if balf a Guinea, 283
De'l take the War that burry d, 295
E
E‘Ram rofie Bowers where [leeps the God, l
Fame and Ifis joyn d in one, 17
From glorious Toyls of #ar, 5 ¢
From azure Plains, bleft with eternal, 11°
Fiow the fow'ry Rain, 12
Farewel the Towns ungrateful Noife, 12
Fame loudly thro Europe paffes, L4
For too many paft Years with, 17
Fill every Glafs, and recommend ‘em,, ’ 18
Erom Dunkirk one Night they ftole, 22
Fly, fly from my Sight, fly far away, 23
Fate bad defign’d this worft of all, 24
Fareweel my bonny, bonny witty, 15
G
~Iovani amanti vou chi Sapete, 7
Great Lord Frog ro Lady Moufe, 1
Crend Lewis let Pride be abared, 7
Grear Cafar is crown'd, 32
GCroves and VWoods, bigh Rocks and, 11
Genius of England, from ¢hy, 21
Grand Louls falls beadlong dewn, 22

Great Jove once made Leve lige,



H
Hdi-k , Lewis groans, good Fader,

How vile are the [ordid Intrigues,

-+

; Harl the thundring Canions roar,
%’

, 1

i"EO!!_y Roger twangdillo of,

%U In Kent fo fam'd of old,

I burn, T burn, T ém{n, I burn,

| Fug, jug, jug, J#8> T4, JHUE,

i In old Italian Tales we read,

| In Kent I hear there lately did dwell,
If you will love me, be free in

” hate a Fap that at hs Gla 5,

iIf @ woful fad Dirty to know thou,
|Jockey was a dawdy Lad,

%In January laft, on Munnonday,‘

1 f0y to the Bridegroom, '
‘ L

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

4

‘Le printems, r’apelle aux Armes,
Lads and Laffes blish and Gay,

M
Mdz'deaz frefb as a Rofe,
Mad Loons of Albany,
Monfieur looks pale,
Madam je vous prie you will right me,
Monfieur grown too mighty,
Mufing of late on Wind{or,

My dear Cock adoodle,
N O X7, now comes on the glovions,
Novw Cannon fmo/{e Clouds dll,
Now over En gland Foy to-exprefs,
Now fome Years are gone,

Near famouys Covent-Garden
Now z the Sun, |

N

?

An Alphabetical TA B L E.

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

Life's fhort Hours too faft are hafting,

208
232

; 3@8

59
116
118
143
187
On v



An Alphabetical T A BL E.

O
N E Sunday at St. James's Prayers,
One long Whitfon Holiday,
Old Lewis muft thy frantick Riot,
One April Morn, when from the Sea,
O/; Love, if a God thou wilt be,
Of of/d. when Heroes thought it bafe,
Opening Budds began to [Lew,
Of all noble Sports,
One Morr as lztely mufing,

Oh Jenny, Tenny, where haft thou been,
Of all the fimple things we do,
Of all the Horld’s Enjcyments,
On the Brow of Richmond Hill,
P
Ray now Iohn let ]'ug Prew:z'f,
Paftorella infpire the Morning,
Q .
‘ EU E chacun rempliffe {on verre,

R
RIde all England o'er,

Raptures attending Dwellers divine;

Remember ye Whigs what was formerly,

Rife bonny Kare,

Royal and fair, q

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

Sleep, fleep, poor Yourh,

Sing, fing all ye Mufes,

Spring invites, the Troops are going,

Sound Fame thy golden Trumpet, Jound,

Since long o'er the Town, |

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

Snug of late the Barons fate,

Says Roger to Will, both our Teams,

Sylvander royal by his Birth,

Sawney was tall, and of noble Race, .

Y

I1

30
66

10X
114
121
150
53
169
2950
269
303

TATY
195

130

123
24T
243
313
3715

38
151
158
189
106
197
213
226
231
234
317



An Alphabetical TABLE.

T
T H E Glorious Day is come,
= The old Wife. foe fent to the,
The Valiant Eugene to Vienna,
The znfant Haomz'?ig Spring appears,
To fhew Tunbridge Felis,
"Tiags early one Morning the Cock |
Then welcome from Vigo,

Twanty Years and mear at Edinborough,
The Clock bad flruck, faith 1 cannot,

Tvas when the S/:aep were ﬂ:’mrz'ﬂg,
The Sun had loos’d hi weary Teamn,
Ihe Night her blackeft Sable wore,
‘Twas within a Furlong of, |
To Horfe brave Boys of T\{?W-Marker,

ifIé’cumnus Flora, you thae blefs,

XV Here Oxen do low,

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

Woe 15 me, what mun I do,

What are thefe Ideots doing,
Within an Arbor of. Delighe,

e Propbeu of the Modern Race,
Would you have a Young Virgin,
When Innecence and Beauty meer,
Well niay' [t thou prate with,

When Phaebus does rife,

We London Valets all gre Creatyres,
When the Spring in Glory,

Who in Old Sodom would l1ve,
Whilft favour'd Bifbops new Siceves,
hilf} wretched Fools Sneak up,
here divine Gloriana ber Palace,
“Vnen Phillida with Jockey play’'d,
Fhen firfk Amyntas fu'd for 4 Kif?,

186
2006
210
221
229
233
254
262,
319
321
324
327
333

2



An Alphabetical TAB L E.

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

Tou Nymphs and Sylvian Gods, 2,34
Ysung Philander woo'd me long, 2,66
Toung Collin, cleaving of « Beam, 291
P O E M.

Mongft all Charatiers divine, 255

As in Intrigues of Love we find 1, 354

As when [omne mighty Monarch, 345
As when repentant l{rzel once difiref?, 346
As when Hiperlon with vittorious 357
Brave 55 that Poet that dares draw, 351
Come Spoufe, to taik in Mode now, 3573
If this flrange Vice in all good, 342
In thrs wife Town two Games precedenee, 337
Tin hepes the coming Scenes your, 3438
In (weet Recivement fieed from, 358
"Mong [t our Forefariers, that pure, 350
hen the New Lerld al Laws, 339

SONGSY
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o N G s Compleat,

Pleafant and Divertive, ¢oc.

A Mad Sona.

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

be found at the Mufick Bookfellers fiugly, or

an his Orpheus Brittannicus performing in
the Tune all the DEgrees of Madﬂqﬁ.

[ Sullenly Mad.] | {Love,
‘W:5%,: % ROM rofie Bowers, wherefleepsthe God of
1% F #3:¢ Hither, ye little waiting Cupids, fly,
- it My, fly,
.55 Fither, ye little waiting Cupids, fly.

each me 1n {ofec melodious Strains to move
tender Paflion my Heart’s darling Joy.

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

Mirtha



2 S oncs Compleat,

[ Mirthfully Mad. A [wift Movemen:.]

Or if more influencing,

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

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

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

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

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

[ Fantafically Mad. ]

Or, fay ye Powers, my Peace to crown,
Shall 1 thaw my fclf, and drown
Amongft the foaming Billows;
Yncreafing, all with Tears I fhed
On Beds of Ooze, and Chry&al Pillows.
1.ay down, lay down my lovefick Head.
Say, fay, y¢ Powers, my Peace to crown,

Shall 1, fhall I thaw my felf, and drown ?
{ Stark Mad. ]

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




Pleafast and Divertive,

3

Conntry Dialogue. Set by Mr. DANIEL
PURCELL.
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A Pleafant and Divertive.
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here Oxen do Low,
And Apples do grow,

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

Where Pigeons do fly,
And Rooks Neftle highs

Fa e give me for Life a Place:

She Where Hay is well Cock'd,

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

Oh! there I would pafs my Days.

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

1+ The wool of our flocks:




S0 N Gs Compleat,

She Andtho’ Linnen feel
Rough, Spun from the wheel,
"Tis cleanly tho’ courfe it comes.
He Town follies and Cullies,
And Molleys and Dolleys,
For ever-adieu, and for ever ;
She And Beaus that in Boxes
Lye fmuggling their Doxies,

o

With Wigs that hang. down to their Bums.

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

B3
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So NG s Compleat,

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

And Butler can’ct quench my Thirfl.

Ske Good b'uye to the Change,
Where Rantepoles range;
Farewel cold Tea,

And Rartafee,
H/de-Park too, where Pride
In Coaches do ride,

Altho’ they be choak’d with Duft.

He Farewel the Law-Gown,

ste The plague of the Town,

He And Foes of the Crown,
That fbould be run down,

Sire With City-Jack-daws;

That make Staple-Laws,

To Meafure by VYards and Ells.

iHe Stock-Jobbers and Swobbers,
And Packers and Tackers,
For ever adicu, and for ¢ver;

CHORUS

We know what yow're doing,
And home we're both going,
And [o you may ring the Bels.




Pleafant and Divertive. -

The Moderate MAN. -
a pretty Tune, Bythe famous Signior Corelli.
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S Pleafant and Divertive,

e
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Tory, a Whig, and a Moderate Man, |
oeraTnbofﬁron Ale IR
met, 1n Ailesbury Va]e

Where there liv’ d a plump Lafs they call’d buxom Nan.

Th




S o N ¢ s Compleat, 3

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

- —— e — — ———

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

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

I find you believe me a Girl worth Gold,

And I know too you like my Coppy-hold;

And fince Fortune favours the brisk and the.bold, .
. One of ye 1 mean to try.
| But I am not for you nor §
| Nor you with your H
' No Hacob the Bigg,
Nor William the Whigg,
But Rozer the Grigg,
With his Mirth and mildnefs happily pleafe me can s .
-3 *Tis him I will choofe,
. For th’Conjugal Noofe;
' So that you the Church Bully may rave and rant, -
And you may Cant,
1 "Till both are Impeacht in Parliament
i "Tis Union and Peace that the Nation does want, .-
So I'm for the Moderate Man.

s Caufe,
»'s Hums and Hawesj-,

B3 (A X
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S o N ¢ s Compleat,

The Saint ar St. James’s Cbappei.’ '
A New Sora.




Pleafunt and Divertive. I

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

I drefs’d with all my Whalebone Alirs,
Sate in the Clofet nipH. -

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

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

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

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

He watch’d to lead me to my Chair,
And bow’d with courtly grace, -

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

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

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

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

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

A New Sanc. Tranflated from the Italian.

e
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12 Pleafant and Divertive.

e
GimiemEE s

Cant. Italian.

TI1OVANI amant: woi chi Sapete,

L' Arte [ecreti dun crudo Amor ;
In Cortefia fcoltato un puoro,

L’ Ardente fuoco ehi marde il Cor

Egia tre mess ch'una firella,

Le giadra Bella chlogni lo ﬁ;

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

In Englifh.

E Beaus of Pleafure,
Whofe Wit at Leafure,

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

At my defire,

er:h me retire,

To know what fire,
Confumes my Heart:

At my defire,

With me retire,

To know what fire,

Confumes my Heart,

Thit




Soncs Campleat, 13

- Three Moons that hafted,
Are hardly wafted,

Since I was blafted,
With Beauty’'s Ray:
Aurora thews ye,
No Face fo Rofie,
No Fuly’s Pofie,
So frefh andgay.
Aurora, &C

Her Skin by Nature,
No Ermin better,

Tho’ that fine Creature,
Is white as Snow -
With blooming Graces,
Adorn’d her Face 1s,
Her flowing Trefles,
As black as Sloe.

With, &c.

She’s Tall and Slender,
She’s Soft and Tender,
Some God commend her,
My Wit’s too low ;
*Twere Joyful plunder,
To bring her under,
She’s all a wonder,

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

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

Our Minds are free:
Tho’ great your Skill is,
So ftrong the Will is,
My Love for Ph;lli,

Muft ever be.

Tho’ greas, &s.




Y4 S o N 6 s Compleat,

A Ditty on a bigh Amour at St James’s. Set to
a Comical Tune.

3‘%‘___ =iz
e

‘_ _Eﬂ j‘%d._{

GReat Lord Frog to Lady Moufe
Croakledom hee Croakledom ho .

Dwelling near St. Fames’s houfe,
Cocky mi Chari fhe ;

Rode to make his Court one day,

In the merry Month of May,
When the Sun Shon bright and gay,
Twiddle come Tweedle twee. "

Lord




Pleafant and Divertive.
Lord Frog,

Countefs y’have three Daughters fine,

Croakledom hee Croakledom ho

Y’d fain make the youngeft mine,

~ Cocky mi Chari fhe:

I'm well made as ever was Male,

Only bating one fimple aile;

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

Lady Moufe.

Welcome Noble Peer to Town,

Croakledom hee Croakledom ho;

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

So much wealth will fure prevail,

Yet I wifh that you might not fail ;

Your fine Lordfhip had a Tail,

Twiddle come Tweedle twee.

Lord Frog,

Here She comes fhall be my Spoufe,

Croakledom hee Croakledom ho:

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

T’ve a head where Love can plant;

Tho’ a trifling Tail I want;

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

M: ﬁ' Mﬂﬂﬁe;

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

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

d'widdle come Tweedle twee,

15
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Lord Freg.

Sing I can’t, my Voice is Jow

Croakledom hee Croakledom ho;

But for Dancing dare Santlew,
Cocky mi Chari fhe :

Than altho' my Bum be bare,

All muft own ’tis fmooth and fair;

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

Mifs Moufe.

When we treat you at our Cheele; .

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

Cover'd clofe we creep and crawl, .

When you {fwim or diving fall:

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

Lord Frog.

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

Cocky mi Chari fhe s

Mifs Moufe.

Now your Lordfhip idle prates,

Thofe that will have conftant mates,

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

OCEAN’s
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OCEAN’sGLORY:

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

Coronation. Set to Mufick by Dy.Peruscn,
after the 1talian manner.

[ Recizarive. |

dee and Iffs joyn'd in one,

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

| Poiting to the Ocean they

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

- Haughty grown, they feem’d to {light
Ancient Bumber, Sabrine fair,

Boafting, now they were to bear

| Such a bleft, and glorious Weight,

As never preft their Waves before ¢

And thus their Joy refounded to the Shore,

[ dire. ]

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

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

Altive Deer in Lawns be {pringing ;
Joyn in Pleafure with us all,

[ Recitative. ]

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

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

To fhame the Parties High and Low ¢
Unite large Rivers with each ftrugling Spring, |
And fhew great G EOR G E the way to make a Glo.

[ rious King.

[ 4ire }

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

Bleit with bright 4poZo’s Beams;
Spring and Summer fair and lafting,
All forget the Winter's blafting,

Mounts of Snow, and frozen Streams.

Bt S bt 0,
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TWANGDILLO.

(A New Ballad. The Words made to the Tunc of
| a pretty Country Dance, call’d the Hobby-horfe,
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l Olly Roger Twangdille of Plouden Hill,
1} In his Cheft had two thoufand good Pounds,

Fat Oxen and Sheep, and a Barn well filI’d,

: And a hundred sood Acres of Ground;

hich made ev'ry Maiden with Maiden-heads laden,
And Widows, tho' juft fet free,

o wrangle and fret, and pump up their Wit,

To train to the Net, Twangdillow, Twangdills,

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The French would come over,

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

The Facobite Jade,

Talk'd as if the was mad,

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

Come Kifs me ador'd Twangdilo, Twang, &c.

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

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

‘Till at laft pretty Nancy, a Farmer's Joy,
That newly a Milking had been,
Round-fac’d, Cherry-cheek’d, with a fmirking Evye,
Came tripping it over the Green:
She mov'd like a Goddefs,
And in her lac’d Bodice,
A Span fhe could hardly be;
Her Hips were plump grown,
And her Hair a dark Brown;
*Twas fhe that brought down Twangd:lo, Twangdile,
Twangdillo, Twangdillo, young lufty Twangdile
Twangdee. |
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A DIALOGUE i the Opera for Mr. Leveridge
and Mr. Edwards 5 reprefenting two Country
Boors arguing about the War.

——

‘ ‘ [ Elfare Trumpets Drumsand bathng to0, Collin lay,
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lay down thy Spade, and ne-ver morc follow
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Adzm’s old Trade; Butcome on to the War, where
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March Wltl!l Ha!sqy.f merrily s £ree Hunters af Honuur
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Thour'’t flave tothe Pride of fome Boar of a Mannor,
Colin.
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PHEEEHES?

Well, what then, much bettcr 1s brown:Bread and
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Water with Bacon that's Rufty, and Beef, tho? 'tis

e 3:E:E:E_

damnable Muﬁy, in courfe wooden P]atters, and
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Bruifes, and Holes made by Fuzees; or fecding on

re ig-gﬁ z
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amr:, when I'm Cripl'd and Lame, or fent.packing
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with a broad Sword thro' my Guts, Z—ns, with
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a broad Sword thro’ my Guts

Coridon.

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

Preferment's propounded.

Colin.

I fear my Commiflion,=’

Will prove but a Vifion,

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

Or if with much Toyling,

¥ ¢hance to fcape Broyling,

A d amn’'d bit of Lead,

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

Coridd
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To the Second Part-of the Tune.

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

S GRS RS AU IR ARG S CORCICT COCCCS

| New Sonc. On the bappy Accefion to the
| Crown, and coming i of onur Gracions Sove-
| reign, Kzng GeorGE.
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BRz'tm'm now let Joys increafe,
Revel all in happy days,

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

Fate to fave us made him haft,

Britains Genius doubly Bleft,

And renown’d as wase'er in Ages paft,

‘The Saint our Ifles defender.

Halcyon Peace that all muft grant,

Has been fo long the Nations want,

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

Put-kind Stars {o well provide,

And this grand truth will foon be try'd,

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

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

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

ow let jarring difcords ceafe,

ow we're fure of lafting Peace,

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

BEBBIELEE BESLES SN x

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

f“‘
h‘!?ﬁ
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Ow, now comes on, the Glorious Year,

| ‘Britain has hope, -dand France has fear ;
Lew 15 the War has coft (o dc:af,

_ He {lyly Peace does render:

Jut our two Heroes fo well know

The breach of his Word fome ycars ago,

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

=

Health to the Queen then firaight begin,

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

fhen to the Ocean an offering make,

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

at up the Drum a new Alarm,
he foe iscold, and we are warm ;
the Mounfienr’s Troops tan do no harm,
'-z Tho’ they abound in Numbers:
ifh then once more and the War is done,
Id Men and Boys will furely run ;
d we know we can beat "em if four to one ;
hich he too well remembers. L
-' L2 Toe
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Famous foy its Satyrical Humour tn the Reign
of Queen A n N,

-
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E %acks of the Town,
And Whiggs of renown,
Leave off your Jarrs and Spleen,
And haft to your Arms
All thronging in fwarms
Be ready to guard the Queen;
With a hum, bum, bum, bum,

For laft L ORD’s.day,
- at St. Fames’s they fay,
A ‘firange odd thing did chance,
Which put into the News,
All HolZand would amufe,

But would make ’em rejoyce in ‘Franee;
With. a bum, &<,
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Each Commoner and Peer, |
Of both Houfes were there,
And folks of each rank and Station,
- Had chither free recourfe,
From the Keeper of the Purfe,
To the Mayor of a Corporation;
With o bhum, &c.:

When at Noon as in State

The Queen was at Meat, :

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

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

Which Irreverent Sound
Made ’em ftare all around,

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

r‘»s afronting the Soveraign pow’r;..

With a bum, &ec.

he Chaplain in place
Had but juft faid Grace,

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

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

or juft by the Chalr,
Some fat Bifbops were there,

Vhom the #5igg boysfain would befpatter,
Who with a Sober ook,

Declar’d upon the Book,
Thae

the Clergy knew noughe of the matters -
Of the bum, &c. -

C3 But
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But they would not fwear,
For the Parties were there,
©Of the High Church and the Low,

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

Might let fome of their Bagpipes blows:

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

Late Comptroler ftrokt his Beard,

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

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

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

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

Now refolv’d upon Wharten’s white flick;.

With a ham, &cC.

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

A Garter and Star,
Next cenfure did bear,
Who for all he lookt fo high,
And carry’d it {o great,
In Inoigues of the State,
Yet mighe condefcend to let fiy
A Fum, G.




Plealant and Divertive.

But le, in a heat,

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

And would have made it clear,

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

With a bum, &c.

 The Colour then rofe,

’Mongit the noble Furbelows,

Of Honour, and molft too, Wives,

' Who declar’'d upon their rep,
They ne’er made fuch a ’fcape,

| Nor e’er did fuch a thing in their Jives
" As a bum, &ec.

i But the Gigling rout,

That were waiting round abeut,

1 "Twas likely were heedlefs Jades,

So that faving their own fame

3 They agreed upon the fham,

i 'To haveturn’d it upon the poor Maids;
; with a hum, &c,

i Who all drown’d in Tears,

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

From Audacious Fundament,

d Could confift with their Virgin bore;
With a2 bam, &c.

¥ Who anfweripg no,

All difputes fell too,

f For now they believ’d 1t was realon,

To pafs the matter of, S

8§  As a Joke, and in a Laugh,

j Since they ne’er could make ic High Treafon ;
With a hum, &¢.

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

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

That brought Dithes into the next Room

) With a bum, &c.

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

TN S.W N AN AN AN AN AN AN NS AN NS AN AN AN AN A A ZAN [
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The Second Part of the Fart,
Or the Beef-eaters Appeal to Mr.D’Urrzy,
[ To the fame Tune. |

E Peers that in State,

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

Prepare to redrefs
A poor Begf-eater’s Cafe,

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

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

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

Nor to Semate preferr'd, -

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

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

The Far:t you late heard,

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

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

The thing came out thus,

| Near to Buckingham Houfe,

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

; The Park, and Canal,

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

1Related {o near,

It does plainly appear,

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

As a Garden French Bean,

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

1 The Elder when drefs'd,

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

; If fhe laugh’d at any Tale,
iCould not keep in the Fuices before
E  With a whiffe, bumy &G

"1 . C 5'

33
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Strange quarrels had paft,
*Twixt the firft andthe laft,

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

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

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

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

Which unfortunate noife,
Made her Sifter rejoyce,

And as nothing more pleafing could come,

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

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

But oh, difmal lot,

. Her own Cafe fhe forgot,

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

So the Room was Embroyderd with § S.
And a whille, bum, &C.
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The Dame of the Houfe,
That perceiv’d this abufe,

PFrom Paffion could not refrain,
As knowing what was dropp'd,
Could not eafily be mopp'd,

Being mixt with a Stercus humain ;
And a bum, &c.

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

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

Come Ra&cliff, come Hans,

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

And a bum, &c.

J ©

Come Blackmore, come Mead,
Come Sir William Read,

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

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

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

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

35

Never more may Perfume the Q——=us dinners

With a bum, &c,

h‘-

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

And ¢ whiffe bam, whiffe hum.

The Nor TuERN Refenter.

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

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

_Gud feth we fee,

:- Like a Lafs that too free,

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

-;, For a bargain fo hard,

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

5 Say our Loons near the Tweed.

! Yor if no brave Calledonian;

' Made a Lord by the Queen,

; Mayn’t do like the Sixteen, *
| Deel awa with the reft of the U-—=~n,

{7
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- The ‘ Pérfon ng the Peas, A New SOENG
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Ne long Wwhitfom Holliday,

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

fcanting was wanting their bofoms to Eafe:
But now Fortunes Cruelty, Cruelty,

You will fee, for as they lye,

In clofe Hugg, Sir Domine Gemini, Gomini,

i chanc’d to come by ;

'He read Prayers 1’th’ Family,

No way now to frame a Lie,

They fcar’d at old Homily, Homily, Homily,
both away {ly.

|

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

As a Kite runs the Recubite,

Like a noify Hypoecrite, Hypocrite, Hypocrite,
mifchief to fay;

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

Dreft chat Holy day,

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

Ads niggs crys Sir Domini, Gemini, Gomini,

Shall a Rogue fiay,

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

No I ferve the Family,

They no nought to blame me by,

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

three times a day.

L

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

He pafles the Sr:f:eld
And to increale his Glory,
The French all fly or vield :

_—."_"“_'
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Vendofme drew out to fpite him,

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

Got off as they cou’d,

But ne’er durft return to Fight him.

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

{Take the ad Now we made a Motion,

Glafs and pus Eugene the Brave

ynro the frff. A Second fhall have,

-. And could we tope an Qcean,

His due we Lardly give: _‘
Still there’s one more muft be Boys,
Hannover makes ’em up three Boys,.

Threein a Hand,
Drink the 3d I'll drink to my Friend,
Glafs. And {o let us all agree Boys.

i iy
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e




40 S o x s Compleat,

A New Sonc in Homour of the Glorious 4
[fembly at Court, on the Queens Birth-day; mad

to a pretty Scotch: Ture.
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X 7 Hen Love fair Pfyche made his Choice,
,h Fove {fent Mercury from the Skies
‘To fummon all the Deities,
To a divine Collation :
So! with fweet Aurora came,
Vulcan with his charming Dame,
And Iris put on a Robe of Flame,
_ Streakt with a freth Carnation ¢
Jumo had a Mantle full of Moons and Stars, s
And Penus had a Trophy Gown a prefent made by Mars 3
Embroyder’d o’er with Swords and Guns and Imple.
{ments of Wars,
With Triumphs of many a Nation.

o Y R
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Yet tho adorn’d in their bright Aray,
Shining Glorious, frefh and Gay,
*Twas a trifle all to Queen 4nns Birth-day,
Should they compare in Splender:
-Every Duke and Dutchefs here,
Sham’d each ‘God and Goddefs there,
Nor could their Joy with ours compare,
Shewn to our Faiths Defender:
The States-man that talks on the Wool-fack big,
Could bufle to the Opera, as merry as a Grig,
To Oagle there a Tory tall, or a pretty lictle Whig,
Defying the Pretender. -

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

1 . | (ceale,
And lay afide his Thunder.

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

Plade o @ Man of Quality and bis Lady, to an
Air 1n Pyrthus.
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[N Kent fo fam’d of Old,

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She made a kind return,

That nothing bad of {corn,

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

Put as they homeward mov'd,

And walk’d, andtalk’d, andLov'd,

I found his Spoufe fhe provid,
Thar was his wonder;

But as they homeward mov'd,

And walk'd, and talk’d, andiLov'd,

But as they homeward mov'd,

Andwalk'd, and talk’d, and Lov'd,

Z found bis Spoufe &c.

SaiTadles
Sy

.



Pleafant and Divertive. 47

Dialogue in the Comedy of the Bath, or the

Weftern Lafs : Sung by Mr. Burdon and Ms.
Lucas. The Tune by Mr. Akeroyde. '

He. Hat Beauty do I fee,

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

with leave to kifs your Hand.

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

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

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

He, Loves Wounds are all within,

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

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

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

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

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

Is where 1t muft be done.

she. Oh Lard, the Devil you’ll raife,
But catch me if you can.

VEUSCE VSV SR VIV H TS AV IS G T AV

Let the dreadful Engines. In Orpb. Britt.

AS o x . Set by Mr.Henry Purcell.

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

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

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

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

_Can nothing, can nothing warm me,
Can nothing, can nothing warm me,
. yes, yes, yes, yes Lucinda’s Eyes,
ves, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, Lucinda's Eyes;
ves, yes, ves, yes, yes Lucinda’s Eyes,
there, there, there, there, there Ezza,
there, there, there, there, there P2ffuvio lies,
To furnifh Hell with Flames, that mounting,

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

#Can nothing, can nothing warm me,

yes, yes, yes, yes Lucinda’s Eyes,

YCS) ¥©5, YES5, YeS, yes, Yes Lucinda’s Eyes,
;_ Y€S; Y€, Yes, yes, yes Lucinda’s Eyes
¥e Pow'rs, I did but ufe her Name,

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

{'han once at Phaetons Fall,

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

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

hy muft I burn for this ingrate,

by, why muft I burn for this ingrate ;
00], cooht then, coal it then, and rail,
nce nothing, nothing will prevail,

hen a Woman Love pretends,

is but till the gains her Ends,

nd for better and for worfe,

 for Marrow of the Purfe,

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

roves a Slattern-or a Whore,

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

&y

D They
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They were all conteiv-d-inSpiglhi, -

‘To torment us, nO.tiielighr', R .

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

And not one of them proves right,

But all, all are Witches:by ¢his.Light,

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

Good night, ‘goed aight.

T T S P E R LT T DT TR BB e b

A New Ode, or Dialogite, between Mats 2i
God of War dnd Plutus, or Mafmmon Gof
of Richesy wmade for the Entertarnment of bi
Grace the Duke of M arisoroUcH, anl
General Officers, by the Right Honowrable Si
Robert Bedingheld, ‘then Lovd-Mayor, and th
Honowrable the Gotrt of Aldermen in the City:
Set to Mufick by Mr. Weldon, and perforu
by Mr. Elfford @wrd Mr. Leveridge, -Decem

—, 1706. .

Mazrs. Rom_Glorious Toyls Ojf War,
With dazling Banners brought from fi,
Behold, behold, |
Firft Move- Thou potent God of Gold,
ment with My Hero by the Watriours follow'd, comes;
Fiolins. Prepare a Royal Feaft
To treat the Noble ‘Guett;
Thy gorgeous Purfe unty,
. Letthining Medals fly,
To give em joyful Welcome o their Hom

I
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¢ Mammon e'ex unilocks the Srore, Mammore.
And deals to mertal Hands the facred Ovre,
The Soul of all:things<here:bélow ; 5
That b Lrowns, ad. Meues
And raifes Towns, mI
he Will:controuls, - and makes a'Friend a Foe.

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

The Power of Galiiafhiken, Mars.

-Ramillies "L rophtes taken,

Proud.Flanders too. fubjelted, ad Move-
. And‘Be]giﬂn States .‘pI'Dte&ea. v1ent wi'th
With dailyWondersftill moreftrange&cgreat, 7rgmpers,
§ oo high for Praife, too.numerousto:repoat.

A s Noble Merit claims Regard, X ammon,
i To prove I always am prepar’d ;
Remember the:renown’d ‘Engene:;
1 .do, Mars.
fow fpeedy Bounty did your With purfite, Ma
#nd golden Seraphs to: hisﬁuccourrgew,
Fhat fav'd the finking Caufe;
I do,Ido, Mars.
Bll this ador'd, Divinity is true.

Beyond the Aipine Mounts of Snow, Mammes,
2 Far as the Banks.of -ancient Po,
§ e Cordial Goynwas.fent, © happy Chance,
10 heal their: fainting T'roops, and fend a
‘1 JPlague 'to France;
jlclt be .the .happy Hour -the News .was Mam.
[brought,
Bleft be the GreatsBugene that:bravély foughe, Mammon.

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

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

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

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

‘Then let your Bafes fink him down as low:

In Confort next Celeftial Voices raife,

And be the Chorus 1till, our God-like Generals

In Confort next, ¢r. [ Praife;
[Here's a General Chorus of Poices an Infirs
ments. }

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

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

Mars. But firlt bring Galia down,
Masnmon. And fix the Spanifb Crown =

Mars. ¥rom Bourbon keep the Swede,
Mamimnen, Drive Philip from Madrid:

Mars., d.et Scozland banifh Spleen,
MamMan. And Albion guard their Queen :

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

LHere's a Grand €horus of Poices and Infhrs
mt:.] T
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The Scotch Lover at Epfom.
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’ Oe 1s me, what mun I doe,
Drinking waters I may rue:

Since my heart foe muckle harm befel,

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

But all Scortand now geund feth defye;

Sikealipptofhew,and lovely rowling Eye.

Jennys skin was white, her fingers {mall,
Mogpy fhe wasflender ftraight and rall,
But my Love here Bears away the Bell from all ;
For her I Sigh,
Yor her k dye,



Pleafant: and Divertive:-
In a Wild difpair:
Neves Man,in Woman tookifuch joy,

| Never Wom,atkwas t0 fRan. fp CQy, -
= She'll not be'my hony, /

ror my Love or monly
Welladay_, whag; Tormgnt myn bear.

When Ife to. the : Lottery-gang,
Where the Ladds and Laffes throng ;

iWhat I lofe alas, I never care,

jAlL my: hﬂﬂf-t anﬁ- foul, were wonbeforc b}L her:

Or. when R!_a
{ For the'pretay Silver Toyes;
1 Then I wilh; the Dice-may all ran{low,
1Glad of loﬁng that I may oblige her fo :
1 Ah, what muclkle difference.is there found:
1In the pliant Girlesof Lendon Toon,
Bejli'; and. Pigz, and: Mal,
- And: Bate, and Sue; and Baz?-* :
The fair and fmall,
The Brown and tall
vy -Will av2 come too s
Nqan:- will bog zle at five hundred Poupd,
1 Nean refufe a- fine Embroyder’d Goon,:
Aw will fhew their nature,
But this Crofs: grain’d creatuxe;
i Deelen tﬂl{e hQP, ﬁ'madﬂr- what mun, I do. .

1S her choxce,

3
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A SoNGc 1 my Play*call’d the Richmond
Heirefs: Sung by My, Pack.
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Aiden freth as a Rofe,

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

i Fond of their Raking quality ;

1 He who wears a long bufh,

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

1 Snuffles out Love ina2 merry vein.

| Who to Dames of high place, .

i Do’sprattle like any Parrot too, .

{ Yet with Doxies a brace,

4 At Night, piggs in'a Garret too ;.

{ Patrimony out-run,

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

1 If fuch a Creature Marry thee.

{ Then for fear of abribe,
Of flattering noife and vaniy, -
8 Yoak a Lad of our Tribe,

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

% In civil as well as fecular,

2 Butr when Spirft doth move,

8  We have a gift particular.

3 Tho' our gravenefs is pride,

i That boobys thé more may venerate, .

i Ile-that gets a Rich bride,.

¢ Can jump when. he’s to-Generate;

1 Off then goes the difguife,

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

i Then tobe happy and wile,

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

Madé o# the late Glorious Battle and ViBow
gain’'d overthe French by the Duke of Matl.

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

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

Fate refolves to end the war,

And Lew!s like a falling ftar,

Though late he fate on high,

A meteor of the sky,

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

| Ha:l
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Hail mighty Marlborough, great Euyzene
T hanks fo?your glorious gile - it
And ‘mongfi the beft of Marfhal men,.
Naffau-and brave Argyle : .

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

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

Thy Warriours are too few;

Thy Martials muft be new,

Worfe lofles will enfue:

Then without more ado

Be wife, and {trait callhome, Petite A4njon.

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

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

Swreden the buckler to thy arm,
Fomenter of the war ;

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

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

T o Marlberough and Eugene:

And thofe that fhortly mean,

To wade the River Sein,

"Tis, "ris a Cordial rare to cure the Spleen.

Lyrical
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Lyrical VER s E 53

Made 1n honour of the Nobility and Gentry AJ-
fembling on the firft dayof March 1714, Being
the Amniverfavy of St. Davip: Alfo the
Birth-day of her Royal Highnefsthe Pr1incEsSs;,

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

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

In vain all our Mufical Bards did. feek,
Toknow whence this glory{prung;.
For time out of mind has thefamous Leck

In Tuneful Verfe beer fung:
By the Tenzons allow’d, and viftorious Rome,
And the brave Black Prince ne’er fails .
The Battle of old by this S:gi#l o’recome,
" 'To exalt the renown of Wales.

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

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

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

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

Who {urvive to {ee thee a Qﬂeeu.

EBIIEEEIEE BEEESHI LS

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

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

Whofe Charming Narure may Infpire
The Bofom of fome liftning God
‘To Confecrate, thy bold. Advent’rous Yerfe,
And Glorigne's Fame difperde _:
O're the Wide Confines of the Univerfes
Ye Sons of Muficleraife your Voiceshighs

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

[Second Mevement. }

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

(fhine,

[Third Movement.]

To quell his Countries Foes

Behold, the God-like Hero goes,

Fated and born to Conquer aH,

Both the great, vulgar and the fmall,

To hunt the Savages from Dens \
T'o teach em Loyalty and Sence:
Andfordid Soulsof the true FaithConvince. \

* The But ah, I fee * Eufebia drown’d in Tears ;
Chyreh, The fad Eufebrs mourning Wears,

And
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And in dejelted State

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

Chorus of 42.

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

Great Cafar's gbfence fhars will bey and Gloriou
| -~ (Hé Rerum.
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A Mock Addyefs to the FtenChK 1N G.

4 Son . Occafioned by the two Glor wous V-
forys at Donawert, aml Hochftet, by bis Grace
the DukeofMAR LBOROUGH and Prince

EveenE Tbhe Tune by Mr. Corbet.
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Now -at Sixty Six:

Thou Iate haft A&Qed, as DiftraQed,
Placing Philips Crown,

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

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

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

And whilft ZaZsrd and others frown,
To. play thejir captive Scene,

The fates with Oaken Garlands crown
Great Marlborough and Eugene,

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

The bafenefs to our Kingdom: fhewn,

_——

In-proper time reveng d; »
'And all by Wars renown’d alarms,
- Made by our Glorious Queen,
For who can e’re oppofe 1n arms,

Brave Marlborough and Eugene.

Phar[alia, where fames. golden bouk,,
Shews; Cefar's-glorious THeme,:

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

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

And end the moft Renown’d Campaign,

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

Appoint ‘em as before :

Whilft we that with good Reafon think; -

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

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

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

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

Damon, his Arm around her walft,

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

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

‘Twou'd make him roar like Thunder.

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

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

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

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

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

Set to Mufic by Dr. Yob# Blow.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But in each Soul Delighting Symphony, %

Mufick ! Celeftial Mufick! what can be, }

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

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

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

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

% CHORUS.

And thus by Muficks Pow'r,
Above dull Earth we foar;
Exalt our Chorus to the Skle,
And in Tranfporting Melody
Czcilia’s Name ddire. |
Divine Cxcilia, whom we all confefs
Qur Arts Infpive ; Mafick’s Patronefs.

N
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A SO N G iz Don Quixote,

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

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

-

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

From his merry, merry, terry, merry home

From his merry, merry, merry, mersy home :

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

Bid him prepare, prepare, bid him prepare,

Bid him prepare, prepare, prepare his Torch,

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

To Sing and Drink full Bowls; *

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

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

*Tis Beauty’s feaft, Quitera’s Wedding Day ;-

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

Quitera’ s Wedding Day.

SR
S
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A Mad DTALOGUE,

ung in my Play, calld the Richﬁtéﬁd.; Heirefs, 4y

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

¢, BEhold, behold; the Man that with Gigantick

%

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

s7: Who's he that talks of War?

i
!

F

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

Eternal pleafure,eternal pleafure, eternal pleafure
( b]noms >

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

Obeys each glance,-each awful Nod,

And dreads the lightning of my killing Eyes;

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

The fierceft Thunder-1n the Skies,

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

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

(jharge ol ;hc AZAre downs of amplc Sk_‘{.
E Sce
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See, fee, f{ee, {ce, fee, fee, fee, fee,

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

How th’ immortal Spirits run,

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

How th’ immortal Spirits run ;

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

Drive ’em o'er the burning Zone;

Drive ’em o'er the burning Zone,

From thence come rowling down,

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

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

And thou fhalt be my Companion.

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

That firft brought in Damnation.

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

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

“Witty Hermes 1 drobb’d, round the Pole wi(t(l}lmg'
U

-Bor breaking Jokes upon.me.
Chirar
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[Chorus of both.]

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

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

He. 1 drank a Health to Penus,
And the Mole on her white fhoulder;

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

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

He. The haughty French begun it,
The Englifb Wits purfue it.

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

CHORTUS.

Then mad, very mad let us be,

Very mad, wery mad let us be,

For Europe does now with our Frenzy agree,
dnd all Things in Nature are mad too as we.

- E »

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

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

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

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

Adieu, adieu tranfporting -Joys,

Adieu, adieu tranfporting Joys ;

Off, off, off, ye vain fantaftick. Toys,

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

Bring, bring me Daggers, _

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

For Scorn 1s turn'd into Defire ;

All Hell, all Hell feels not the Rage,

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

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

Boufflers like Tallard 1s ill Fated,

And Vendo/me remembers the Djle.

Thy hand is quite out at Invafions,

And fpite of thy Fortifications,

Brave Eugene has taken Lifle ;

Tho one day Burgundy,

Was merry with Berry,

And bragg’d the Queens Troops he would fcourge,

Make Brizains, and great ones,

‘T his Summer run from her,

And own Chevalier de St. George ;

Tho’ the Crump too that Seafon,

Got Bruges and Ghent by Treafon,

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

Were {napt {o, and cropt fo,

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

Won’t better the matter,

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

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

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

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

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

A hearty bold party,

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

With Cannon for batering,

The zlefloral Hotfpur fate down ;

But when fome time after,

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

Basvariz this {hameful difafler,

Not half yet repays thy patt ill
For firft béing bafe to thy Mafter,
And afterwards falfe to King wi# ;

E 4
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And 1f 'tis thy {imple Opinion,

7.2 Rey can reftore thy Dominion,

Darbiew thou art frantickiill:.. .-« - .-
Parfuing his Ruig, & ¢ a0 o a0
*%¢’re Marching and Charging, -

KRefolv'd on a winter’s Campaign,

{cld Snowing, and Blowing,

In Terrour are fhewing;z* —~ - . &
areat Marlboronzl and Glorious ;Eugem. St
We'll Storm oo like Thunder, o
Vile Towns that are Fated for Plunder,

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

-

Sung by Mr. Pack 71 the O ERA calld th
Kingdom of the Birds, to the Dance between
the High and Low Flyeys,
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X A/ Hat are thefe Ieots.doing,
¥ “That daily their Feudsadvance: .

As if they were purfuing, ]

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

- - -~ Your -National danger fee ;-

No longer forfeit your fenfe,

But agree, ye rath Britains, agree,

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

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

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

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

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

And you, whofe fenfelefs Jargon,

Contentious Night and Morn,
Peclaims againft an Organ,

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

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

But agcree, filly Britains, agree.

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

And you have two Ships in Port,

Yer ftill ye Reafon retore;
And if ye ruin’d muit be,

"Tis all rank Folly in thort;
Then agree, filly Brizarns, agree.

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

Ti
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7he NIGHTINGALE,

Sung by Mr: Balwin, in the ngdom of the
Birds.
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UG, lug1 ]ugr ]ugr ]ug, 1ug, jug,
J jug, jug, jug, jug, jug, jug,.
The jolly Philomel upon the- Hawthorn fings;
The jolly Philomel upon the Hawthorn fings, -

fings, upon the Hawthorn fings. .

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

Who, did t hey but the Blefling know,
They reap by Glorious Means

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

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

0L
2%

On-
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On the Affarrs Abroad; and King Wi1L11awm's
Expedt 101,

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Higbly diverting Queen Mary, in the gth 4% of

the fecond Part of Dox Quixorey fors
Clown and bis Wife.  Sung by Mr, Reading

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

He,

B g{pha Brltan -

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

- I'm thinkingto leave off my Plough and my Car,
© And to.the tair City a Journey will go, |

To better mjr Fortune as other folk do -

Since fome have from Ditches,

And courfe Leather Breeches,

BCCH fﬂiS"d, been rai's’d::tﬂ be R‘[}]erS’ .

And wallow’din-Riches;. - ~- - ,
Prithee cemey.come, come,'come from. thy Wheel,
Prithee come, come, come, come from thy Wheel,
For if Gypfies don’t lye,

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

Sse. Ah! Gollin ah? Collin; by all, by all thy late doings

He.

( I find,
With {forrow and trouble, with forrow and crouble
«  (the pride of thy Mind:
Qur Sheep now at random diforderly run,
And now, apd now Supdays Jickee goes every b
On
Ah! what doft thou, what doft thou, what doft
o (thou mean’
To make my Shooes clean,
And foot it,.and_foot it to the Court,
To the Kitg 4nd'the Queeh, >+ +
Where thewing my Parts X Preferment fhail win.

Sk



She.
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Fye, fyve,fye, fye, fye, fye, fye, fye, fye, fye, ’cis( bet-
ter,
"T'is better for us to Plough and to Spin :
For as to the Court when thou happen'ft to try.
Thou’lt find nothing got there, unlefs thau( can'ft
Buy ;
For Mozaey; the’ Dévll the Devzl ‘and al1’s to be
© i-7 (found,
But no good Parts mmdcd no, no, no, no good
(Parts minded without the good Pound.

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

- {I'le take Arms,
And follow, and follow Alarms

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

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

Hs.

She

He,

She.

He,

She.

He.

And curfe thy felf after, for leaving, for leavm

( the Plbugh..
Suppofe I turn Gatm:ﬂ:er:Ir

._ So Cheat and be Bang

What think'ft of -the: Road theri ?

The H'igh-way to be Hang’d PR

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

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

‘Falth Collin, 'tis better I fig here and_Spin...

Wil nOthmg Prefer me, what think’ft of the Law ?

. Oh ! while you live, Collin, keep outof d'lat_Paw :

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

sbe. Ah! there’s nought got, ah! there’s nought go
( that way,
There’snoone minds now what thofe blaok ((Zafttle
4y,
Let all our whole care, be our Farming Affair,
To make our Corn grow, and our Apple-Tret

(bear.
_ [ Verfe for Two Voices. |
Ambition, Ambition’s a Trade, a Trade no Con.

( tentment can fhow,
Shke. So I'le to my Diftaff ;
He. And I to my Plough ;

Ambition, Ambition’sa Trade, a Trade no Con
( tentment can {how,
No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, No, no, no, 10, N,
no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, No, no, no, no
( Contentment can ﬂlGW,

no, no, no Contentment can fhow,

CHORUS.

She. Let all our whole.care, be our Farming Affair ;
To make our Corn grow and our Apple-Tvees Bea? !
Ambition, Ambition's a Trade, a Trade no Contents
-(ment can [how,

She. 50 Ple 2o iy D:ﬁaﬂ‘;
He. 4nd I'le vo my Plough;

Ambition, Ambision’s a Trades & Trade no Contenl:
( ment: can fbow,
No, 1o, no, 1o, no, 1o, 10, 10, %0, 720, B0, 180, 70y %0, 1;

70, 10, 70, 10, 10, M0, M0, %0, 70, 10, 10, %o Contentmen
rtﬂﬁ Jhow,

4

Nbo, 510, 510 Conttentment can [how.
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A Humerom Sonoc, Sung at Mary the Bux-

l

!
i

et

=)

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

=

om’s Wedding, in my Play of Don Quixote.

S

COme all, great, fmall fhort, tall, away to Stoolball ;

S

-—l-_

SECCSIE IR

Laﬂ'es met to be Merry, a match for I{lﬂ'es al:

e iﬁi&@}im___

Stoolball play, and for Cakesand Ale, and Siderand

SEEREEEECnE

Perry Wil and Tom, Hall, Dick and Hugh, K:m,

F==e=—ictm

Dod, Sue, Befs and Mok, with Hodge, and Brige?,
| and
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FLeaEEEEE

and Fames,and Nancy ; but when plump §#s, gotthe

EEEEREEEI e

Ball in her Mutton Fift, once frettcd,fhp dﬂhn: it

-*“":ééaé}%‘ﬁ R

fartherthan any; Runmng, Harmg,Gapmg, Staring

Reachmg, Stonpmg,Hollowmgz_YJh‘oo ping; Sun !

FEA=F 25;;'5__:%_35

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

::i__-_{ﬁ__EEE_iL. :

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

gusl
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turns thelr Laffes and Bufs'd’em. Jolly Ralpb was

--

e e A B -_*-_-_.

el
-

.___E_:_:;& FET

— —-_'-_-I—-——-_-*-_""‘---_#[_—_-‘ & Sy ety emaes e

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

e R EEEE

—
et ou gl

towze her. Harvythento Razy,{wore,her Duggs were

Cowgare, Tom Melancholy was withhisLafs; for

Sue
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A Sriesiay -
“Sy-m— L ;

-

-‘—'— Wl S
—llnlr—-r—-
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-t

R |

wagthe ableft Ringer; He to carry onthe Jeft,be-
gin!
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&W SFES

—ginsa Bumper to the beft, and winksat her of

L

vh

*y

= gy

: F-—l- Y e
=

_r

s

"y __--
3

1}

- e —---——n" S 4 Sy

allthereft,and fqueez‘d her by the Finger. Then

t
.;
'
1 E
by
1
1
1
' ety T ey e A sl e ey Vet fnlneyt ——
2 4

Lad did his Sweet-heart own,and on the Grafs did

S

. it gl vy SEntetEEER E— el - o SR i, g S

fling her. Come all, great fmall, fhort, tall,

- -‘-— _—“—-—h“

. D ]
. . '“_“_-—_
. “ SR S e i/ S we——
!gtim Y ey - S st st

A-way to Stool Ball.

The
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Zhe STOR M:

— == e

Set to Muf Ic byM Henry Parcell. -To lie fomzd
in_his Orph. Britt,

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

‘Thoucan'{t no Terror breed in vahant N[mcls

But fpightof thee we'lllive, butfpightof thee we‘ll five|

(and find a Shoar,
‘Then cheer my Hearts, and be not aw’d,

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

Boys never fear never, never fear.

Hey ‘ how fhe toffes up! how far

The mounting Top- maﬁ: touch"d a Star’;

‘The Meteors blaz d, as thro’ the Clouds we came,
And Salamander-l:ke we live in Flame;

But now, now we ﬁnk Nnow, TIOW-we ﬂo

Down to the deepeft Shades below .

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

Or where the Sea-Gods dwell :

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

i.. N

[Second Movement ]

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

Do ﬁe?cc{y Lontend. wbgcb ﬂmll canquer the. .‘Mm:: 3 o

Tho the C:?Pm;n does - fwmr, 'mﬁe:m'af #—ij-r -

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

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

The mad Spirits that fly from the Deep 20 the Slj, |
Tr
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;,. bat fly, fiy, from the Deep to the Sky,

& id finz whilft loud Thunder, and fing whilt loud Thunder
(dﬂt'.f bellow ; 5
0} F;#e will ﬂdl bafve, # kind Fat efor the Brave,
8 14 ne're make bis Graue of a Salt-water Wawve,

?4 s drown, to &rown, 10, neverto drown a good Fel!aw :
2 o, never, o, mever to drown a good Fellow;

£y

N0, nevery Mever §o drown, 70y BEVEr, BeVer 10 drown a godd

34 Poole at Piquette. The Words made, and [et
i toa Tune by My, D’Urley 5 made at Rams-
1 bury Mansor.

_ ::G:E;::__Ljﬂi
““M— ::Flré:g;::i
"""“gg ==E

.#-_u

i e

_ﬁﬂ




68 So~acs Compleat,

Sl ;_%H%ﬁﬁ[

p— R -—;\.——_' A e Wy S S AL e sl w— ——

S——e \—‘&-—l

T

Ithin an Arbour of Delight,

As {weet as Bowers Elifian,

Where famous Sidney us'd to write,
I Fately had a Vifion;

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

At Piquerte Were a playing,

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

When fhe produc’d Quint-Major.

But now betwixt the X/ns and Lueen
An Empire was depending,

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

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

But her full Point, Quarorze and Quing,
Won all, and left him foaming,
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AF Dialogue between My. Pack and Mrs, Brad-

fhaw, in the Opera call’d, The Kingdom of
the Birds.

—b-12- e eI
Eb 8 l:EEE:EEE:F:’**‘&:‘%EEf;
|
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She. H Love if a God thou wilt be,
Do Juftice in Favour of me
For vonder approaching I fee
A Man with 3 Beard,
Who as ¥ have heard
Has often undone
Poor Maids that have none,
With fighing, and toying,
And crying, and lying,
And {uch klnd of Foolery.

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

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

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

Ah, how fuch a Wife would charm.

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

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

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

The
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|
| The Britith Mufes an Oop &, oscafior’d by the
l Hearmg of Frve ﬁne Lad S at a Man of %m-

litys Houfe in the Cormtry, playing @ Sonata i
Confort,

Fiai=s==tia=c
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S the Delian God, to fam’d Halryon,
From Heavens high Court def.=nded down,
There the Tuneful Mufe’s playing he found,
A Sonatz Divinely rare :
When Thaliz touch’d the charming Flute,
Errato Struck the warbling Lute;
And Clis’s Treble joining to't,
Made the Harmony beyond compare.

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

Ah, then the God was charm’d.
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A Song in the Modern Prophets..

HEFEHEELE
e

SR g




 fo SONGS Cbmpleat

_%gg Ed5izas
:—g_—;%"" 4_&]{ e

E Prophets of the Modern Rage,
To hide rebellious Evil,
Pretrend we all excel 1n Grace,
And fight againft the Dewval :
We range, we roam, we quake, we foam,
We breed by Infp 1rat10n
We own the Ca.ll the S Irit moves,
And then the chofen Siﬂer proves
By frequent Agitation.

am b muil
e T --

Strange Miracles we ne ‘er unfold,
We {corn to under{’rand em,

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

We figh. we groan,

Nor do otr Wlnm{'eys tire us;
And tho’ our Preaching be hum drum,

And writing fenfelefs as Tom Thumb,

We {hll have Fools admire us.

iyl vy
27 vy
iy
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An Epithalamiom on e Marriage of the Hp-
nourable Charles Lelgh
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"E Raw, draw the Curtain, fye, make haft,

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

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

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

I€ this Divine, harmonious Blifs

Artends each happy Marriage Day,
Who {uch a b]effed State wculd mifs,.

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

OH, Joy too fierce to be expreit,
Thou fweet Atoner of Life’s greateft Pain,

—EE%’?EFI:EE"?::[

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

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

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

Be charming all as now.
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Anew Diarocus: Set by Mr, Henry Purc’ell,
Sung by a Boy and Girl at the Play-houft..

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

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

_ . (Breaft,

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

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

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

(hand
Why I with, T wifh,I with, I was 2 Man ? ’
she.'How fhou'd 1 know more than you?
- Yet wou'd be a Woman too.
When you wafh your {elf and play,
I methinks could lock all day;

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

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

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

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

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

Which makes Mamma {o bigg, fo bigg before.
She. Oace by chance I hear’d it nam’d,

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

Stay but till you're paft Fifteen,

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

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

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

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

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

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

1 , _ (we wan,

There's Something, fomething, fomething more

(we want,

%

.

BETRERRRR

L 25 adetetodetopatotolobe PeREEt

s

The Happy. Country Gentleman 3 A New So o,

The Words made to a prerty ltalian A4ir : Sung ly
Nicolini, in the Opera of Rinaldo. I]tricer

bero bumiliato, &Kc.

L L the World’s in Strife and hurry,

3. And the Lord knows when *twill ceafe;
Some for Intereft, fome for Glory,

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

How bleft 1s the happy he,

Who from Town, aand che Fadtion that is thefe, 15
free;

For Love and no ill ends,

Treats his Neighbours and his Eriends,
. He {hall ever in the Book of Fame,

Fix with Honour a glorious Name.

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

Nay, to prove her wavering evil,

And that Fortune 1sthe Devil,

The Hero leading our Arms abroad,

Whom they late did Celebrage like a God,

Scarce has any to Drink his Health,

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

Riddles all, and fomething is amifs,

What 2 Whimfical world is this.

A i R 0 Al S A A r S A X R

A Pindavick Op g, on-New-Years-Day : Pey-
form'd by Vocal and Inflrumental Mufick, before
their Sacred Majeflies King WiLvrL1am and
Queen M ary. Set by Dr. John Blow.

B Fheld, how all the Stars give way;

Behold, how the Revolving Sphere,

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

Whilft Fapns with bis double Face

Viewing the prefent Time and paft,

In trong-Prophetick Fury fings,

Our Nation’s Glory and our King’s.

See England’s Genius, like the dazling Sun,

Proud of his Race, to our Horizon run

To welcome that Ceeleltial Power,’

That of this Glorious Year begins the Happy Hour :
A Year from whence fhall Wonders come ; "
A Year tobaflle Fresuce and Rome, %

And bound the dubious Fate of Warring Chriftendom.

Move
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Move on with Fame, all ye Triumphant Days,.
‘To Britain’s Honour, and to Cfar’s Praife
Let no fhort Hour of this Year’s bounded Time,
Pafs by without fome A&t fublime +
Great William, Champion of the Mighty States,
And all the Princes the Confederaces: _
Ploughs the Green Neprune, whilft to waft Him o'er,
Tihe Fates ftand {miling on the Bels/ck Shore :
And now the GaZick Genius Trembles,
How e'er the Pannick Fear diffembles ;
To know the Mighty League, and view the Mighy
Pow';
So when the Perflan Pride of old, (
Difdain’d their God the Sun,
With Armies, and more powerful Gold,
Did half the World o’er run,
Brave Alexander chang’d their Scorn to Awe,
And came and fought, and Conquer’d like Nafou..

Then welcome Wondrous Year,

More Happy and Serene,
Than any ever did appear,

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

CHORUS.

Come ye Sons of Great Apolio,
Let your Charming Gonforts fodow ;
Sing of Triumph, fing of Beauty,
Sing foft Ayres of Loyal Duty s
Give to Celar’s Royal Falr,
Songs of Foy to Calm ber Cares
Bid the leof; Aupiciowes Year ddien, -
And give her joyful Welcomes ro the New.

The
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The firff SonG in the firft Part of Maflanieilo,
EI Sung by Mr. Pate, Reprefenting Fate.

[ .
'F Rom Azure Plains, bleft with Eternal day,
Celeftial flow’ry Groves, that ne’er decay ;
- From Lucid Rocks that S¢/’s bright Rays let in,
| Where, with unclouded Brow,
I {ate and view’d the deeps below,
And faw my Female drudges Spin ;
I Fate am come, thy Courage to 1mprove,
'T'is the Eternal's Doom, Engrav’d in Adamant above;
And oh! thou drowzy Deity,
That doit in {lumbers bind,
The Body of Mortality,
And calm the Stormy Mind ;
No more, no more his Brain poflefs,
With the foft charm of gentle Peace,
He muft awake to bloody Wars,
Unbounded Fury, civil Jars,

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

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

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

Yield to his dreadful {way;

Yet view thy Book of Dooms once more,

Thou there wilt find one happy hour,

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

And T her darling Saint appear

To ftop thy fury, leaft it fhould exceed,

And tell thee tho® permiffion of this ill

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

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

Fare. Hear each Neighbouring Deftiny.

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

ARSI RIS 2SS BB RIS USASIHS S A LS A

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

100l the performing.

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

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

Brfgantfﬁm honour’d With a Ra{:e Divine;

Gave Birth to the Vi&orious Gonffansine.

Whofe Colony whilft Planted there,

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

In haft ran by her Puny Town ;

And poor 1 Axgezffe was afham’d to own.
Augufta then did drooping lye,

‘Though now fhe rears her towring front fo high.

¥ YOIk- Aﬂf;ﬂ#zj ﬁ} Cﬂﬂjd. "' London. Thf
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The Pale and Purple *-Rofe, * The Houfes
That after coft fo many Blows of York, and .
When Eﬂglz'ﬂ) Barons fought 3 Lancaﬂ;er.

A Prize too dearly bought : |
By the fam’d Worthies of that Shire,
Still beft by Sword and Shield defended were.
And in each Tralt of Glory fince,
For their Lov'd Country and their Prince;
E Princesthat hate Rome’s Slavery,
¢ And join the Natjions Right with their own Royalty,
} None were more ready in diftrels to fave,
' None were more Loyal, none more Brave.

l

' And now when the Renown’d Naffa

- Came to reftore our Liberty and Law,

- The work fo well perform’d and done,

" They were the. firft begun ;

- They did no ftorms or threatnings fear,

- Of Thunder in the grumbling Aur,

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

Whofe Vertue :and whofe Fame, __
Made our long fmother’d Joys'burft into brighter flame,
So when the Glittering: Queen of -Night,

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

The Globe that {wells with fullen Pride,

Her dazling Charms to hide,

Does but a little time abide,

And then each Ray is brighter than before,

CHORUS of.all,

Let Mufick joyn in & Chorus Divine,

I praife of all, of all, of .afl,

That Gelebrase, that Celebrate,

Tais Glorions Feftival. |

Sound Trumpets-found, beat every Dram,
Ud it be kmown through- Chriftendom’;

Th:s
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T 75 ¢he Knell of falling Rome,

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

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

And as the chicf Agents of this Royal Work,
Long fiourifb the City and County of York.

Vivele Rovy.

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

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

‘T'he Town and the Countrys have made an Addref,
And fing vive le Roy.

¥Yor Loyalty many, and many for Place;
True Hearts duty employ,
Whizgs, now Publith your Joy ;
High-Chureh and Low-Church, 1.
Yhe True Church, and No Church,
All Sing, fing wive le Roy,
All Sing wvive le Ry,

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

P
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%,0+; affirm ro fix their Renown,

Sing, fing vive le Roy;

1, all Revolutions, fome up and fome down,
Sing, (ing vive le Roy :

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

3 Bear, bear fancys on high,

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

All ling cre.

Humours go round the Town at each meal,

| Sing, fing wvive le Roy;

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

ir Sing, fing wvive le Roy:

r'ho’ fome are of Lead, yet the beft are in Steel,
Round, round Earope they fly ; |

{ Wide, wide Nations fupply,

Loyal Spectators, with Morals and Satyrs -

Still fing, fing vive le Roy,

Sing, fing &rec.

if the wife Members ripe for a Fray,
Would Sing vive le Roy ;-
iAnd take my Advice in a moderate way,
Or fing wive le Roy :
Qufe quiet two Bortles, and three Meals & day,
No more Strife would deftroy,
No more Malice fupply ;
Virulent ftories, the Whiggs, and the Tories,
Would end all, vive le Roy,

All, all &..

But if vile humours Jafting and long,

| Wont fing wive le Roy;

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

' To fing wive le Roy -

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

Lyrick, and Grambo, to vy el de Gambo,

Would foon fing, &.
‘ 1 ling Phus
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Thus mighty Sir, thus finithing all,’
Sing, fing vive le Roy;
I with you long Life, and your Fame to extol,
And fing wive le Roy: .
You'd throw down Mardyke, and you’d build up Whitehall,
Hark, hark Mufes on high,
Chant loud Carols of Joy:
Britain's Reliever, Reign o're us forever,
And long, long wive /e Roy,
Long, long wive le Roy.

£
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A New S o NG on the late Peace, and the pre-
[ent turn of Times. The Wovds made to a pret-

ty Playbounfe Tune.,

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

When the Dove was flown = |
‘T'o crop the Branch, the fign of Peace,
Then flew o'rethe Nation,

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

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

[Second: Movement.)

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

Caftile, to frighted Peace with blows,
Tho  now they think fit to mind-its -

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

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

But if this fbam Peace do-at laft bring
France upon us;
Hfgb-Churcb has undone us, -
That caufed War to ceafe:
Had ruin’d elfe the Mounfieur quite:
Then if Forces {lender,
Can bring 1n the P
Waft him here,
Thro’ plains of Air,
And turn the State,
In fpight of Fate:
You may affirm, the Zvries plotted right.

-

[7hird  Movement.]

But let Royal Gesrge live long 1n Health,
He’ll prop the finking Nation ;

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

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

Jur Gountry fhall fiill be Secure.

R Ry
FBRES

ool
*

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

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

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

By her brace of young Angels attended.

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

Mufidora.
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MUSIDORA;

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

!

Pening Budds began to fhew

| The Beauty of their vernal Treafure,

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

Damon by a River’s fide, -

Whofe filver Streams did gently glide,

Compar’d his Bleflings to the Tide,

That flow’d beyond all Meafure.

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

Splvia, deareft of all Dears,

"Charm’d by Nature to content ye,

In her Face the Figures wears

_Of Pleafure, Joy, and Plenty:
Kindling Hoges, and  Doubts, and Fears,
I'e Young inchants, the Old fhe chears,
% well he makes dull feventy Years,

Grow brisk as Five and I'wenty.
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On the Warwickfhire Peers, 4 New Somner
The Words made to a pretty Tune,

Ide all England o'er,
' Eaft and Weft, South or Nore,
And try every Biutifs Peer ;
The Warwick/bire Lords
Will excel what affords,
Any other remaining Shire.

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

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

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

Lord Wilwatty's O1d,
Bur courapious and bold,
For the Rights of the Church:and Crows,
Who though nainety ‘Odd,
Was freezing his Blood,
For the Caule swould ride poft 20 Town:
fBﬁt,-O{'l, O ‘IS Slnme,
There is-one without Name,
Lho' the Prench have it.plain, un fos,
*I fay nought of his Face,
But his ftigmatz’d Drefs,
Xowll find isa Covenrry Blue.

< 4 Play of Molicres, ol
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And now this is paft,
10 dear Stomely 1 haft,
That i s Patran my Praife may fhare,
}fm do whar. it can,
e that loeks like a Man,
o i;iznd 3 Wf:!ﬁome there : i
¢ Queen flill gags youn
And the Warriours renown’d
The Church ¢oo, and all its Sops,
Who cry, Iet’s go there,
Some good News we Ihall hm
Themas -has fird his Gup

Lord Digly of lare
Is fo wondrous {edate,

‘That ’tis counted a kind of Erma,
Condemn’d to his Houfe,
Wlthout fométimes a Looﬁ:,

be fainted before his time-s
rcgular erc
Eree from Fa&ion -and Strife,

Gains Applaufe ftill amongft the Wx&,,
But who fhuns all Converfe,

lees as ‘twere in a Hearfe,

d is dead -now, dbefore he dm
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The Brisk COMPANION.

Refle&ing on the Party Humours and Difconrfe of
WHIGG ad TORY., A4 New SONGi

Written in-the Great Snow, The Words mai
to a pretly New Minuet.

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

Snow will foon be gone;
Then, then the }rcrnal Sun
Brightly will right ye
From Troubles paft,
When hlS G]OIy. dﬂﬁs,ﬁeﬂgre me,
Wine his Creature,
Charms .my Nature,
Drink, drink then to the Wife and Brave ;
* Terys raife your lictle King,
. Whiggs, let all the Tories {wing,
I, a Club more brisk will have.

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

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

[ = W Tl B S

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

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

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

PARALELL

So when my Love, with Fate at Strife,

In hope was loft to gain the Fair,

And Nature's darling Hawk, my Life,

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

G 3 The
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The Yeoman of Kent, 4 Barzap.

Relaring bow the Parfon of S——b finding loy
George in bis Skivt wnder bis favowvite Maid

Bed, beat bim, and turn ’d bim home withou
bis CZoath:. B
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' IN Kont 1 l:ear tl:erelttely :hddw.dl
o1 Long Gleargc:i a Tummbrl::z’k’trade d )ﬁ;
ump, lively and young, an onf)
WE?O fugcll’d che Parfon’s ﬁncio?l\(l;,xdy | B
Aad ber Ryﬁm Rﬂfdam, ﬁ%’ddﬂm IM&‘Q{,
Her Hey Rump, frizleramp de,
Rowze about, towze abont, feck. af tb Heqﬁr abouty
Under the Bed was ke.

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

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

At Window then he fofily did calf,
Sweet Amber Mary pray tife,

Sinée May-day our dancing, Love has been advancing,
“}md thou art my b:naguuful Prize 3

%ltb;ﬂqflon,&c.

Fye Georze, the crys, thefe Words are but Toys,
My Mafter Mleeps i his Bed,
The Door it is lock'd, and I'm in my Smock,

Be gone, there's no more to be faid
v my Reffdem, 8¢,

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

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

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

Fiqr thel:n it -;:fn be no Sin ih - i1
He fcrawling, the tugging, with hawling and lugging,
Through Window ﬁg’lal’c he got in

To ber Ruffdom, &c.

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

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

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

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

With your Ruffdem, &e.

The Parfon crys, ye wicked young Dog,

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

And ber Ruffdom, &¢.

Then out he pull’d Tall Gearge in his Shirt,
And gave with Bedftaff fome Blows,
Then fent him away to his Farm before Day,
But withont ever 3 Rag of his Clothes,
From the Ruffders, Ruffdom, frieledam Mads,
The Hey Rump, ﬁ-fder.vwf Deg,
Rowze gboyt, sowze abput, [eck afd the Hewfe abint,
Under-the Bed wos fico |
G 4 The
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Thbe Courtzer and Country Maid. A4 Ballad.
[CHORUS firfh. ]
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[ Second Movement, like a2 Chorus. ]
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*Twas in the flowry Spring,
The Eiymet, Nightingale and Thrufb.,
Sate on the freﬂJ green bawthors thﬂ:,
And 7:;5' ug, jug, and twee, twee, swee,
/ eetly they did fiug.

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

"Twas in the fowry Spring, &c. .
' #7,
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ip.m. ‘This courtly Knight, when Fields were green

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

icm. A Farmer's Daughter late had feen,

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

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

AL il sl sl

Then call’d he for his pamper’d Steed,
With Piftols at his Sadle Bow,
And to the Meadow rode with Speed,
Where fthe was milking of her Cow:.
"Twas in the flowry Spring, &c.

Her pretty Hands that ftroak’d the Teats,

From whence the Milk down ftreaming came,
Inform’d his Thoughts of other Sweets,

That more encreas’d his raging Flame.

’ "Twas in the ﬁowry Spr:'?zg, &e.

Then off he lights, and tyes his Horfe,
And fwore the muft his Pain remove,
If not by fair Means, yet by Foice,
Since he was dying for her Love,
"Twas in the flowry Spring, &c.

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

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

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

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

A thundering Oath- then out he fent,

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

"Twas-in the flowry Spring, &c.

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

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

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

Look out,.andifee ' who-comes and ‘goes,
And you fhall quickly have your Will; .
Ror 1f my Father nothing:knows, _
‘Then Ifball be.a Marden #ill.

Twas in the ﬂwq an'ng,x, &e.
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The witlefs Knight peeps o’er the Hedge,
As one well pleas’d with what he heard,..

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

"Iwge in the flomry Spring, &e.

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

"Twgs in-the flowry Spring, &c.

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

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

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

"Twas in the flowry Spring, &c.

Who when tlie good: old Man, whofe Cheer-

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

"Twas in the fowry Spring, &c.

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

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

You could not keep, tho' in your Nef .

*Twas in the flowry Spring, &c.

At this the Knight look'd like a Mome;:
He fues and yows, but yain wasall,”
She .foon convey’d the Tiophjes hame,
And hung up in her Father’s. Hall.
 2Dwas in the flowry Spring, &

231
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ufould ye have a young Virgin of fifteen Years,
Y ou muft tickle her Fancy with {fweets and dears,

Ever toying, and playing, and fweetly, {weetly,
Sing a Love Sonnet, and charm her Ears:
Wittily, preteily talk her down,
Chafe her, and praife her, if fair or brown,
| Sooth her, and {mooth her,
And teaze her, and pleafe her,
And touch but her Smicket, and all’s your own.

Do ye fancy 2 Widow well known in a Man?
With a front of Affurance come boldly on,

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

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

Do ye fancy a Punk of a Humour free,

That's kept by a Fumbler of Qualiry,

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

Swear her much fairer than all the Town,

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

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




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

Ah, how beyond Exprefﬁon fweet
Is every Feature of the Face ;-

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

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

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

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

Will 1aft, .when all Things elfe decay..
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— e S i S Sy S l-..-—_-—_







Pleafant and Divertive. 137

e Bpenen

Flrrge et
g{% '"”' i@wé—:;

—‘l——lu._p—--' ol il e TR S Sy,

H, how fweet are the cooling Breez,
And the blooming Trees,
When into his Bower ane gmdes Mufidora,
When we meet there, the Nightingales fing pretty Tales,
Miftaking my Dear for the Goddefs Aurora,
Jeflamines and Rofes,
A thoufand pretty Pofes,
The Summer’s Queen difclofes,
And ftrews as fhe walks.

Oh Penns, oh, how fweet are the cooling Breez,
And the bloommg Trees,

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

When into his Bawer Love guides Mufidora.



138 Soncs Compleat,
A Farewel to the Town,

A New Sona.

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

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

In 2 Place i1s

Of a thoufand Pound a Year.

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

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

©h, State and Glory unconfin'd,
Thou burning Feaver of the Mind,
¥, midft the Grandeur thou doft bear,
In Content more bleft appear;
Flowers when fpringing,
Birds when finging,
In my Rural Shade I fee,
Plots ne'er making,
Heart ne’er aking,
Dear Content’s a World to me.




4 Dialogue in the Kingdom of the Birds, to
the famous Cebell of Signior Baptift Lully.
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Doﬁ" thy Sword and take a Flail,
Wounds and Blows, with fcorching Heat
Will abroad be all you’ll get,
He. Zooks y’are mad, ye fimple Jade,
Begone and dont rate ;
She. How think ye I thall do with Ho4 and Sue,
And all our Brats when wanting you:
He. When I am rich with Plunder,
Thou my Gain fhalt fhare, Jue,
My Share will be but fmail, 1 fear,
When bold Dragoons have been pxckenng there,
And the Flea flints, the Germans ftrip 'em bare.

He, Mind your Spmnmg,
Mend your Linnen;
Look to your Cheefe too,
Your Piggs and your Geefc too ;
She. No, no, I'll ramble out with you;
He. Blood and Fire,
If you tire,
Thus my Patience,
- With Vexatlons,hand Narrations,
umpin , thumping, ¢ umpmg
f Igs the faPralgWord Foan ;
She. Do, do, I'm good at ﬂmmpmg too,
Marélmn, that Huft fhall acver do.

She,
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She,

She.
He,

Sh-

Songs Compleat, -

Come, come Fobn, let’s bufs and be Friends,
Thus ftill, thus Love’s Quarrel ends
¥ my Tongue fometimes let rug,
But alas, 1 foon have done.
*Tis well y'are quafh'd,
You'd elfe been thrafh'd,
Sure as my Name’s Fobn :
Yet fain I'd know for what
%’arc all foﬁhﬁt’ ; i ‘
e go to fisht where no s got,
Forn%nc will be kind, e g
And we fhall then grow great too;
Grow Great,
Yet want both Drink and Meat,
And Coin, unlefs the pamper’d French you beat;
Ah, take care Jobn, take care,
And learn more Wit,
Dare you prate fiill,
At this race ftill,
And like a Vermimn,
Grudge my Preferment s
You'll beg, or get a wooden Leg,
Nay if Bawling, Caterwawling,
Tittle tactle, prictle practle,
Still muft Rartle,
I'll be gone, and ftraight aboard,
Do, do, and fo fhall Hob and Swe.
Jugzg t00, and all the ragpged Crew.




Pleafant. axd Diveviive, 343

The Play-boufe Saint 5 Or, Phillis snmask'd
4 New BALLAD,

N Ear famous Covens-Gardes
A Dome there flands on high;
With s fa, la, ls, la, 8.
Where Kings are reprefented,
And Queens in Metre dye;
With & fa, la, 1a, Ia, &c.
The Beaus and Men of Byfinefs
Diverfions hither bring,
JTo hear the wanton Doxies prate,
And fee’em dance and fing;

With o ﬁ’ Zﬁ, iﬁ, lﬁ, &Cl

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

Young Suitors fhe had many,
Frem “Squire, up to the Loxd,
Fot her fa, ln, Ia, bs, &s.
And daly fhe refus’d "em,
For Vertue was the Word ;
Wish her fu, la, la, Is, &e.
A Saint fhe would be thought,
And diflembled all fhe could,

But jolly Rakes all knew fhe was
Of Pisy-houfe Eich and Blood,
dndyer {a, da, la, Ia, .

Her
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- Her Mother when incourag’d

With warm Geneva Dofe,
And s fa, la, la, Is, &ec.
Still cry’d, take care dear P54y,
To keep thy Hanches clofe,
| And this fa, la, ls, la, &C.
This made her ftand out ftoutly,
Oppofing all chat come, -
Though twenty. Demi-Cannon
Still were mounted at her Bum,
: And ber fa, la, la, 13, &C.

The Knight and Country Squire
Were fhot with her Difdain,
. dAnd ber fa, la, la, la, &c.
The Lawyer was outwitted,
The hardy Soldier fiain,
By ber fa, la, la, la, &C..
The bluﬁ‘] Tarpolian Sailor
In vain cry'd hard a Port,
She buffled Shirks ar Sea, | _
As the Country, Town, and Court ;
17ith ber fa, la, la, la, &c.

The God of Love grown angry,
That Phillis feem’d fo fhy,
- Qf ber fa, ld, la, la, &ec.
Refolv'd her Pride to humble,
And rout her pifh and fie ;
He f{ent a fplayfoot Taylor,
Who knew well how to ftiech,
And in a little. time had found
A: Button for her Britch, -
And her fa, la, is, la, &<.

Yet was it not fo clofe,
But 'tis known without all Doubt,
With a fa-la, 1z, la, &c.
A Tictle humane - Figure -
- Has fecretly dropp’d out,- :
- Prom ber fa, la; la. la, &e.



Pleafant and Divertive,

And tho’ fome petty Scandal
Purfue this Venial Fad&,

Her Mother fhe fwears Zoons and C—=—t
Her Honour is intadt,

And ber fa, 1s, Ia, 1a, &e.
Oh Philis, then be wiie,

And give Eafe to Lover’s rack'd,

For your fa, la, la, la, &c.
Let Coynefs be abated,

You know the Pitcher’s crack’d,
By a fa, la, la, la, &¢.
For fhame, let lowfie Taylors
No more your Love trapan,
dince nine of ’em, you know ’tis faid,
Can hardly make a Man;

With a4 fa, la, la, I5, &c.

4
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4 8 oN G, 11 my Comedy of the Marriage Hater
match’'d » Set py Myr. Henry Purcell. The

lune to be found prick’d in his Orph. Britt,

S foon as che Chaos was turn'd into Form,
** And the firft Race of Men knew a Good from a
l ‘They quickly did joyn - ( Harm,
In 2 Knowledge divine,
That the World’s chiefeft Bleflings were Women and
Since when by Example, improving Delights, (Wine:
lWine governs our Days, Love and Beauty our Nights ;
5 Love on then, and drink,
' *T1s a Folly to think
On a Myftery out of our Reaches;
Be moral in Thought,
To be merry's no Fault,
Tho’ an Elder the contrary preaches;
For never my Friends,
, Never, never my Friend,
\ever, never my Friends, was an Age of more Vice,
lhen when Knaves would {eeem pious, and Fools

(would feem wile,

i H The



146 Soxacs Compleat,

The Queer’s Health : Or, New Gillian of Croydon,
Thbe Remarks of three Folly Lafles over a Bot-

tle, on the prefent Affairs, and News,

Ame loudly thro’ Exrope pafles,
And founds of many a Wound and Bruife,
Once more then Croydon Lafles
Were met to fettle the foreign News,
The fame that the Healths began,
In Mafter wily’s late Reign,
Brown N7y, black Foan, and Gilian of Croydm,
ailisn, young Gildian, plump Gilizn, bold Gillian, of
Creydon, fill a new Glais cry'd Gillian of Croydon,
Here’s to our new Miftrefs Nan.

YWhat ails this mad Bawary,
Crys Ne#, Old Nick's in that beaten Duke,
For playing a fitrange Vagary,
For which he lately had found Rebuke ;
And they'll ferret him in the Ban,
Let the Bifhop relieve if he can,
A Brace of falfe Loons, cry'd Gillian of Croyden,
Gillian of Croyden, Gillian, blunt Gillian, jolly Giilian of
Croyden, let 'em be damn’d, cry’d GiZian of GCroyden,
Fill round to our Miftrefs Nax.

Ned drefs'd as {prunt as a Daizy,

Cry’d, what a Plague ails our King of Spain,
‘That getting Ground he’s {o lazy,
And what's become of brave Prince Eugene ¢

Who the Marfhall you know did trapan,

. And fnapt like a Frog by a Swan;
“Twili ne'er be forgot, cry’d Gilian of Croydon,
Gillian of Croydon, Gillian, pert Gillian, merry Gillian o
€roydon, take off your Glafs, cry’d Gillian of Croyden,

A Bumper to Miftrefs Nan.
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nutch Hums our Health may with too,
We fav'd their Herrings with Pain and Toyl,
For had we not cook’d their Fifh fo,
Their Butter all had been turn’d to Oyl;
I'll pawn all the Things in my Room,
To welcome the General home, B
And I my beft Smocks, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, |
Gillian of Croyden, Gillian, blunt Gillian, frolick ¢il//s::
Of Croydon, but the mean time, cry’d Gillien of Crépder,
Put round to our Miftrefs Nax,

Prond Lewss, for all his Incomes,
Says Nell, now finds that his Handsare full,
The Old Queen too has got the Crinéiims,
And her Advices now prove but Dull
Then hey for the Squabble in Spain,
When both the Boys meet on the Plain,
Fight Dog and fight Bear, cry’d Gillian of Croydor,
Gillian ok Cyoyden, Gillian, frout Gillian, hrew’d Gilliax
Of croydon, brim it then round, cry’d Gillian of Croyden,
Long Life to our Miftrefs Nan. |

Thus fetling of foreign Matters,
They top’d till Civil Wars broke at home,
) liiping her Liquor fcatters,

And Nelly hiccuping calls her Mome,
Then told her of Robin and Febn,

~Till ftrair the Quoif tearing began ;

lare two drunken Jades, cry’'d G#lian of Croyden,
illian of Croydon, Gillian, fly Gillian, bowzy Gillian of
nydom, but to make Friends, cry’d Gillian of Groydon,
Once more to our Miftrefs Nan. =
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FaB Soncs Compleat,

A Ne#y Scotch So nc. The Tune by Mr. Corber,
Within the Compafs of the Flute,
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| A D Loons of #lbany, what is’t you do?

| You'll find your wrangling, and your jangling,
Playing aw the Foo;

Bread, why dee heed the Mounfieur’s wily Tales? |

Or plague your Noddlesto bring in the Prince of wales,

Wifer Pates than yours have laid Succeflion right,

And aw the bonny Highlanders for that fhould fight 5

Unite then as one Man, |

And leave what you began, |

Togang to Kirk, and beg long Life for geud Queen 4nx.

Well aided Portuzals, our Allie true,
Our High and Mighty,
Friends to right ye,
Wil fend Quota’s too,
Aw joyn'd in muckle Power the French purfue ;
Geud Feth *cis fit the doughty Scot fhould do fo too.
Jn Cabals no more than let your Bofoms {well,
Butfing with Joy, for glorious things have late befel,
' Nor raife the jarring Vein,
Who thall hereafcer Reign,
Wt gang to xirk, and beg long Life for geud Queen 4nn.

H 3 A



2350 Soxos Compleat,

A New Soxa,

Made in bonour of the Worthy Society of dycher;
meeting the 11th of January, Anno 1911
By T. D’Urfey. The Words made to a pre
dune ; She turns up her filver Hair.

GF all neble Sports

Us'd in Country or Court,

Tor cur Health or our true Delight,
The Wife have confeft

That an Archer’s is beft,
As °tis alfo the nobleft Sight;
He firmly does f{tand,
And looks like a Man,
When the Shaft ftrongly drawn does go:
Diink away then my Boys,.
And to heighten our Joys,
Sing in praife of the brave long Bow,

Britain’s Father’s did chufe,
‘ E’er damn’d Guns were in ufe,
With this Weapon to end their Frays;
Fam'd 4gzin Court,
Shews at this Royal Sport,
tHow we conquer’d in Henry's Dayss
The Moanfieur was mawl'd,
And the Englifh extoll’d,
From the Thames to the Gallick Sein:
And were Guns laid afide,
. And our Archers were try'd,
We are fure we could do’t again.

Flealth that we gain to our Body and Brain,
To the World has been clearly thewn ;
Who e’er can {ay,
_ He that fhoots e’ry Day,
#1as the Strangurv, Gout, or Stone ?
He firmly dozs fland, &ec.



Pleafant and Divertive. - IST

" 4 DIRGE.

Sung in the Firff Part of Don Quixote by a
Sbepherd and Shepberdefs. Set by Mr, Eales.

Leep, {leep poor Youth, fleep, fleep in Peace,
Reliev’d from Love, and mortal Care,
Whilft we that pine in Life’s Difeaje,
Uncertain, bleft lefs happy are.

Couch'd in the dark and filent Grave,

No Ills of Fate thou now canit tear,
In vain would Tyrant Power enflave,
Or fcornful Beauty be fevere.

Wars that do fatal Storms difperfe,

Far from thy happy Manfion keep,
karthquakes that fhake the Univerfz,

Can’t rock thee into founder Sleep.

With all the Charms of Peace poffeft,
Secure from Life’s Tormentor, Pain,

Sleep and indulge thy felf with Reft,
Nor dream thou c’er fhalt rife again.

CHORUS;

Paft us the Fear of future Doubt,
The Sun is from the Dial gone,
The Sands are [unk, the Glafs is ou?,

The Folly of the Farce is dune

The Folly of, &sq.

?
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Pleafont and Divertive;

N E Morn as lately mufing,
I went to the City to Poll,
Where Members then were a chufing,
I chanc'd to take up a Scrow] ;
A ftinging Jeft by my Soul,
It afterwards happen’d to be,
Yor the firft Words as I unroul’d
Were, dzree, you rich Cuckolds, agree

Tho' the Author’s Brains did ramble,
The Sence was poynant and ftrong,
I foon found by the Preamble,
"I'was made of the Trading Throng,
‘That to Eaff Indias belong,
As by the martter you'll fee,
For the Burthen ftill of the Song
Was, dgree, ye rich Cuckolds, agree.

Their golden Bags increafing,

The Old Company purfe proud grew,
"Till at laft two Million raifing,

Some others fet up a New :
And they were for Trafficking too,

And cheating by Land and by Sea,
And {wore they’d t'other undo,

Come agree, ye rich Cuckolds, agree.

Refolv'd to be thought thrifty,

‘They got Subfcriptions like mad,
Some wrote Ten Hundred and Fifty,

A Thoufand more than they had :
I thought em bewitch’d be gad,

Or that I fome Vifion did {ee, -
But the Old to truckle they made
Come agree, ye rich Cuckolds, agree.

A thoufand Rogues and Cheaters,
In Cornhill, you'd hear them call,

‘The Tories, and the Tub-Meeters,
That roofted near Lesdenball.

H s

Oh
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Oh how Cheapfide too did bawl
At thofe in the Pozlterey,

For thame, leave a&ing your Droll,
And agree, ye rich Cuckolds, azree,

To the Senate then with Vigour,
The Old foon after addrefs'd,

Tho' half were chous’d by the T'yger,

‘That wondrous politick Beaft.
The whilft the unfortunate Reft,
In courfe outvoted muit be,

Was ever known fuch a Jeft,

Come agree, ye rich Cacklds, agree.

Tho’ baulk’d by this Digreflion,
Yect moving another Spring,

They made amends the next Seflion,
And clearly carried the Thing :
To Court their Cafe then they bring,

And Reverence made on the Knee,
Sut the Anfwer got from the K —

Was, dgree, ye rich Cuckolds, agree.

Tho’ kept a while at Diftance,

Yet leaft they fhould totally drop,
They got alegal Exiftence,

And then were ftrait cock-a-hoop :
But when the New ones did ftoop,

The cother as huffing woyld be,
For now again they got up,

Come agree, fiubborn Cuckolds, agre:.

The New with falfe, fham Storys,
Of which each Noddle was full,
Equip'd Sir w. N
An Envoy to the Mogul :
And he did the Colony fool,
With Tydings that never will be,
Were e’er Stockjobbers fo dull,

Come agree, ye rich Cuckolds, azres,

Tk
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The Old that knew this Paflage,
And what Commiflicn he bore,
A jolly Lad, with a Meflage,
To contradi& it fent o'y -
Another Packer he wore,
Five Hundred Pounds was hie Fee,
It thould have been as mych more,

Come agree vo thai, Mizers, agree,

Ye jarring Powers that ruje us,
What foolith doings are here ?

Whilft thefe two Fations fool us,
No honeft Man can appear,

No Major be chofe for the Year,
Bur that fome T'rick in’e will be,

Nor Knight can ftand for the Shire,
Gome agree, ye rich Cuckolds, agree.

What hopes to have free Senates,
Whilft you are playing this Game,

And bribe the Boors and Tenants
Thro’ Spite, each other to tame ¢

The Church too, Faith, has g Maime,

Whillt whizes, and High Tories there be s
Reform, reform then for fhame,

And agree, ye rich Cuckolds, agree.

USRS IR
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A Soxc mt my Comedy, call'd the Bath,
the Weftern Lafs. Set by Mr, Jeremy Clark..
Sung by Mrs, Lucas.
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Ord! what's come to my Mother,
That every Day more than other,
My true Age fhe would {mother,
And fays I'm not in my Teens ;.
Tho my Sampler I've fown too,
My Bib and my Apron out-grown too,
Baby quite away thrown too,
I wonder what ’tis fhe means ;
When our Fuhn does fgueeze my Hand,
And calls me {ugar {weet,
My Breath almoft fails me,
I knew not what ails me,
My Heart does {fo heave andfa beat.

I have heard ef Defires,
From Girls that have juft been of my Years,
Love compar’d to {weet Bryers,
That hurts, and yet does pleafe:
Is Love finer than Money,
Or can it be {fweeter than Honey,
Pm poor Girl fuch a Toney,
Evads that I cannot guefs,
But I'm fure I'll watch more near,
There's fomething that Truth will fhew,
For if Love be a Blefling,.
To pleafe beyond Kiffing,

D Zane and our Butler docs know.
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A Sonc in praife of Soldiery, [img in Doy
Quixote, and fet to Mufick by Mr. Henry
Purcell, which is compos'd in his Orpheus
Britannicus. -

Ing, fing all ye Mufes, your Lutes ftrike around,
When a Souldier’s the Story,what Tongue can want
Who Danger dlfdains, (Sgundf
Wounds, Bruifes, and Pains,
And the Honour of Fighting is all that he gains;
Rich Profit comes eafy in Cities of Store,
But the Gold is earn’d hard where the Cannons do rore;
Yer {ee how they run
At the ftorming a Town,
Thro’ Blood, and thro’ Fire, to take the Half-moon:
. They fcale the high Wall,
Whence they fee others fall,
Their Heart’s precious darling, bright Glory purfuing,
Tho Death’s under foot,and the Mine is juit blowing;
It {prings, up they fly,
Yet more will fupply,
As Bridegrooms to marry, they haften to die,
*Till Fate claps her Wings,
And the glad Tydings brings,
Of the Breach being enter’'d, and then they’re all Kings;
Then happy’s fthe, whofe Face
Can win the Soldier’s Grace,
They range about in State
Like Gods, difpofing Fate,
No Luxury in Peace,
Nor Pleafure in Excefs,
Can parallel the Joys the Martial Heroes crown,
When flufb’d with Rage, and forc’d by Want, they
{(ftorm a wealthy Town.

e
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7he PEROQUETTE.

4dr Op e occafor’d by the feeing a very beay-
tiful ome, belomging to the Right Honouraple
the Earl of Leicelter; with a finall Remark

upon his Lordfbip’s fine Seat at Penfhurft.

W ELL mayf{t thou prate with mirthful Cheer,
And pick thy plumy green,

Who 1n delighttul Penfburf? here,
Art feated like a Queen.

Thou call't upon a Widow oft,
Tho' few of them are known;

With Look fo {weet, and Touch fo fofz,
Dear Creature, as thy own.

Thus too in Groves, and Gardens fair,
Of Old, the Sylvan Gods,

Perfum’d with Breeze of fragrant Alr,
Contriv’d Divine Abodes.

Others, fic firi, * may exprefs,
Poflefs'd with Fancy vain,

Thou, only in thy Bower of Blifs,
That Phrafe canft well maintain.

.-—_-__—_——__m-

© Sic fitd letantur Laves.
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A Sonc, occafior’d by the [peedy Addition of
two lekon made to the Bank of Great Britaip
Sung the Modern Prophets,
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Ounfieur looks pale, and 4njou quakes,
Weakly ftands the Thrones they fit on,

Dull is Perfailies, th’ Efcurial fhakes,

Hearing of the Bank of Britais.
Lewss ftorms to think the Foe,

Inftead of finking down grows ftronger,
Morbley, fays he, their Millions grow,

'Tis 1n vain to fight ’em longer.

When K. of Spain, I crown'd young Phi4,
And to fix him made fuch Offers,
Jernie, thought I, the Bullion will
All be cram’d now in my Coffers:
But thefe Bougers drink and whore,
And riot on each {mall Occafion,
And yet begar will neer be poor,
Le Grand Diable’s in 4de Nation,

The Spanifh Indies I poflefs, |
Yet they bear a Purfe above me,
And that T no Bank can raife,
shews how well my People love me:
Yormer grand Succefs 1s gone,
Bruges, Ghent, and Lifle is taken,
Then whilft my Capital’s my o