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Inviron'd from Morning to Night in a Crowd,
Not a Moment unbent, or alone :
Conflrain’d to be abjeét, tho’ never {o proud,
And at ev’ry one’s Call, but his own:

" And atev’ry one’s Call, but hisown:

Still repining, and longing for Quiet each Hour,
Yet {tudioufly flying it ftill;

With the Means of enjoying his Wifh in his Pow?r,
But accurflt with his wanting the Will ;
But accurft with his wanting the Will.

For a Year muft be paft, or a Day mulft be come,
Before he has Leifure to reft:

He muft add to his Store this, or that, pretty Sum;
And then will have Time to be bleft:
And then will have Time to be bleft.

But his Gains, morebewitching, themorethey increafe,
Only {well the Defire of his Eye :

Such a Wretch let mine Enemy live, if he plcafe;
Lt not even mine Encmy die:
L.et not cven mine Enciny die.

Fuf
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CLELADON’s JUGDAG.
Set by Mr. GREENE.
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When Ce!ada;z ficit fiom his Cottage did

Hay; What gukward Confuf‘ on opprefl the poor

f ~ A
' : A [ T - T A W ‘
‘r.’# B p =::-m W l=_‘r
Wi . : | -=lﬂ! -:_”T";

) ; 1
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PPain?

O Joy of my Heart, and Delight of my'Eyes,
Swect Faugg, ’tis for thee faithtul Celadon dies ;
My Pipe I've forfaken, tho’ reckon’d {o {weet,
And flecping, and waking, thy Name I repeat.

When Swains to an Alehoufe by Force do me lug,

Inftead of a Pitcher, I call for a Jugg;
| ’ Ang




And fure you can’t chide at repeating your Name,
When the Nightingale every Night does the fame.

Sweet F#gg he a hundred times o’cr does repeat,
Which makes People {iy that his Voice is {o {weet:
Oh why can you laugh at my {errowful Tale?

Too well 'm aflur’d that my Words won'’t prevail.

IFor Koger the Thatcher poffefle, thy Breaft,
As he at the lalt Harveft-Supper confefs’d ;

I own it, {ays Fage, he has gotten my Heart,
His long curling Hair is fo pretty and finart.

His Eyes are {o black, and his Cheeks are fo red,
They prevail more with me, than all you have faid;
Tho you court me,and Kifs me, and do what you can,
'I'will fignific nothing, for Roger’s the Man.

For the FrnurT e,
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CHLOE and T R I §.
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Wanton Chloe, young and charming, Kindles
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but a fhort-liv’d Fire; Fickle Humours,

Love dif-arm-ing, Quench the IFlame her
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Eyes mfp:re So a ghding Vapour fhining,
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Bnght as Stars that declc the  Skies; Swmly
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f'rom 1ts I-Ielght de--- chnmg, Glitters in 1S
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Fall,and  dics.
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Sighs for ev’ry Sigh retarning,
Like a Veftal, feeds the Fire.

Hiding {till the fecret Pleafure,
From the prying vulgar Eyc;

Still refigning all her Treafure,

Giving, without Pain, the Jov.
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The P L A Y of LL OV E,
The Words by Mr. LEVERIDGE.
The Air by Dr. PEruscH.

2
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Air, And fmiles to  find him in Love’s Snare.

The A&-Tune play’d, they mcet again,
Here Pity moves her for his Pain ;
Which fhe cvades with fome Pretenice,
And thinks fhe may with Love difpence,
But pants to hear a Man of Senfe.

The third Approach her Liover malkes,

She colours up, whene’er he {peaks 0
ut



PBut with feign'd Slights {ill puts him by,
And faintly cries the can’t comply,

Altho’ fhe gives her Heart the Lie.

Now the Plot rifes, he feems fhy,

As if {ome other Fair he'd try;

At which fhe fwells with Spleen and Fear,

Left fome more wife his Liove fhou’d fhare;
Which yet no Woman ¢’er can bear.

The laft A& now is wrovght {o high,
That thus it crowns the Lover’s Joy;
She does no more his Paflion fhun,
He (trait into her Arms does run,

I 'he Curtain talls — the Play is done.

For the F . u T E.
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The TN SENSIBLE.
Written by a 1. AD Y.

P s )
Strephon hath Fafthion, Wit, and Youth,Wj

all Things elfe that pleafe;  He nothing
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wants but Love and Truth, To ru---in
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me with “Eafe. DBothe is Flint, and

Pow’ren--flames -a--no--ther's.
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he ncer feels the Fire.
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Oh how It does my Soul perplex,
When I his Charms recall;

To think he fhould defpife the Sex,
Or, what's worfe, love ’em all.
S0 that my Heart, like Noai’s Dove,

In vain has fought for Reft;
Finding no Hopes to fix my Love,

Returns into my Breaft,
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From SHAKESPEAR's Luove’s Liabour Loft

Set by Mr. LEVERIDGE.

S U M M E R.
-—-\‘ Ll

When Dazies py'd,and Vio-lets biiw,And Cuckos
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buds of yel--low Hue, And Lady-Smocksall Silvg

white, Do paint the Meadows with Delight; Th
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Word of Fear,  Unpleafing to a married Ear,

When Shepherds pipe on Oaten Straws,
And merry Larks are Plowmen's Clocks;
When Turtles tread, and Rooks and Daws;
And Maidens bleach their Summer Smocks:
The Cuckow then, on ev'ry Tree,
Mocks married Men, for thus fings be;
Cuckow! Cuckow! O lord of Fear
Unpleafing to a married Lar,
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W I N T E K.

when lficles hang by the Wall,
And Dick the Shepherd blows his Nail,

And Tom bears Logs into the Hall:
And Milk comes frozen home in Pailz

7 ~

when Blood is  wipty, and Ways be  foul, Then

e e e e
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i righty fings the  flaring Owl; . Tu-whit-tu-
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- whoo----,  Tu-whit-tu-whoo-----, a4 merry,merry

Note,  While greafie Joan doth kel the Pot.

When all aloud the Wind doth blow,
And Coughing drowns the Parfon’s Saw;

And Birds fit brooding in the Snow,
And Marrian’s Nofe looks red and raw

Then roafted Crabs hifs in the Bow!

And nightly fings the flaring Owi:
Tu-whit-tu-whoo, a merry, merry Notc,

While greafie Joan doth keel the Pot.
D ;0
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The DESPAIRING SHEPHERD.

Set by Mr. G OUG E.

A---le---x1s fhun’d his @'ellow - Swains, The;
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wand’ring thro’ the lonely Racks, He
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nou-ril’d end-----lefs Woe.
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The Nymphs and Shepherds round him catne :
His Grief Some pity, Others blame;
The fatal Caufe All kindly feek :
He mingled his Concern with Theirs ;
He gave ’em back their friendly Tears;
He figh’d, but would not fpeak.

Clorinde came, among the reft;
And She too kind Concern exprelt,
And ask’d the Reafon of his Woe;
She ask’d, but with an Air and Mein.
That made it eafily forefeen,
She fear’d too much to know.

The Shepherd rais’d his mournful Head;
And will vou pardon me, he faid,

While I the crue! Truth reveal?
Which nothing from my Breaft fhould tear,
Which never fhould offend your Ear,

But that you bid me tell.

’Tis thus I rove, ’tis thus complain,

Since you appear’d upon the Plain;
You are the Caufe of all my Care:

Your Eyes ten thoufand Daggers dart 3

Ten thoufand Torments vex my Heart:
I love, and I defparr.

Too
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and dy’d.

promile ne’er again
For the I L u T E.

&, obey’d

all

S 0 N G

Voo much, Alexss, I have heard:
*T'is what I thonght; ’tis what [ fear’d:

-

And yet I pardon you, fhe cry’d:

But you f{h

He bow’

To breathe your Vows, or fpcak your Pain:
3
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§he T iMoRrovus Lovec r:

Set by Mr. FOHN GRANO.

Young Da--mm, oncethe happleﬁ Swaln,The
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fe&s of Love!) Depr v’d of all his former

prefs’d,And fought the thick---eft Grove.

T'he Nymphs and Swains all ftrove to find
What ’twas difturl’d the Shepherd’s Mind;

And, when they begg’d to know,
Vor. II. C He
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He only fhook his drooping Head,
‘And, fighing mournfully, he faid,
My Fate will have it fo.

Myrtilla, hearing of his Woes,

Came too, and kindly ask’d the Caufe
Of all his mighty Pain :

The Youth, tranfported, and amaz’d,

To hear her charming Voice, foon rais’d
His Head, and thus began.

I love; but ’tis a Nymph o fair
That T of all Succefs defpair,

And nought expeét but Scorn:
Lut oh! forgive, fince ask’d by you,
If farther I my Tale purfue,

And fay, for You I burn.

The Nymph then blufh’d, and finiling Gid,
And 1s it thus you. court a Maid ?
You’ll by Experience find,
The Fair’s not won by dull Defpair,
But to the Brave and Debounair
Qur Sex will e’er prove kind.
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To Cg vy a dreff as a Beau,

the Fair, Thofe

of

faireft

Celia, thou

, Whofe ve-—--ry Frown, or

1S vain

You

"3 he

Wonnd.
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Then be not, Celia, thus difgrac’d;
From fuch rough Aéts defift:
Unarmed, you can conqucer more;
Ear the FLUTE.

Nor can great Marsy with all his Pow’r,
Your naked Force refift.

Let Swords on fitter Limbs be plac’d
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When Mortals are at Reft,
And fhoring in their Neft;
Unheard, and unefpy’d,

Through Key-holes we do glide,
Over Tables, Stools and Shelves,

We trip it with our Fairy Elves.

And if the Houfe be foul,
With Platter, Dith or Bowl,
Up Stairs we nimbly creep,

And find the Sluts afleep;
Then we pinch their Arms and Thighs:

None us hears, and none us {pies.

But if the Houfe be {wept,
And from Uncleannefs kept,
We praife the Houfhold Maid,
And furely fhe is paid :

Every Night before we go,

We drop a Tefter in her Shoe.

Then o’er 2 Mufhroom’s Head
Our Table-cloth we {pread,
A Grain of Rye or Wheat,

The Diet that we eat;
C 4

23

Pearly
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Pearly Drops of Dew we drink,

In Acorn Cups fiil'd to the Brink.

T'he Brains of Nightingales,

With unétious Fat of Saails,

Between two Cockles ftew’d,

Is Meat that’s eas’ly chew’d,
And Brains of Worms and Marrow of Mic
1o make a Fealt that’s wondrous nice.

The Grafshepper, Gnat and Fly,
oerve for our Minftrelfy.
Grace faid;, we dance a-while,
And fo the Time beguile;
Dut if the Moon doth hide her Head,
The Glow-worm lights us home to Bed.

O’er Tops of dewy Grafs

S0 nimbly we.do pafs,

The young and tender Stall

INc’er bends where we do walk ;
Yct in the Morning may be fcen,
Where we the Nighe before have been.

f o
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The HUNTING SoNG 77 APOLLy
and DAPHNE.

Away, away, we've crown’d the Day, we'y,
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crown’d the Day; Away, away, we'vecrown’dthe

while you may.

The
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The jolly Horn, the rofie Morn, the rofie Morn,
The jolly Horn, the rofie Morn,

with Harmony of deep-mouth’d Hounds;
Thefe, thefe, my Boys, are heav’nly Joys,
Thefe, thefe, my Boys, are heav’nly Joys,

A Sportfman’s Pleafure knows no Bounds:

A Sportfman’s Pleafure knows no Bounds:

TheHorn fhall be the Husband’s Fee,the Husband’s Fee,
The Horn fhall be the Husband’s Fee,

And let him take it not in Scorn ;
The Brave and Sage, in ev’ry Age,
The Brave and Sage, in ev’ry Age,

Have not dif{dain’d to wear the Horn ¢

H.ve not difdain’d to wear the Horn,
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Sct by Mr. RAMONDO N,

Liefs I can’t,the Gods cantell, Love Celia lefs, thy
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ty, I'd for---fcit Life and Li-ber-ty : New full'n

OHOW's ot halt’ o white, Nor pohih’d Diamonds
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APOLLO and DAPHNE
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cover’dhis Flamein a paflionate Tone; He
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Arms, and leapt thro’ the Cafement.

te, following, cry’d out, My Life, and my Dear,

Return to your Liover, and lay by your Fear:
You think me perhaps fome Scoundrel or Whorefon;
Alas! I've no wicked Defign on your Perfon.

I'm a God by my Trade,

Young, plump, and well made;
Then let me carels thee, and be not afraid.
But till the kept running, and flew like the Wind ;
While the poor purfy God came panting behind.

I’in the chief of Phyficians, and none of the College

Muft be mention’d with me for Experienceand Know-
| ledge:

Each Herb, Flower, and Plant by its Name I cancall,
And do more than the beft Seventh Son of them All.
With my Powder and Pills
[ curc all the Ilis,
That fweep off fuch Numbers each Week in the Bills.
tut (i1l e kept running, and flew like the Wind ;

While the poor purfy God came panting behind.
Defides,
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Befides, I’m a Poet, Child, into the Bargain,
And top all the Writers of fam’d Covewnt-Garden:
I’m the Prop of the Stage, and the Pattern of Wit
I fet my own Sonnets, and fing to my Kit:

I’m at #1/{’s all the Day,

And each Night at the Play;
And Verfes I make faft as Hops, as they fay.
When fhe heard him talk thus,the redoubled her Spey
And flew like a Whore from a Conftable freed.

Now, had our wife Lover (but Lovers are blind,
In the Language of Lombard-Street told her his Mind;
‘“ Look, Lady, what here is, ’tis plenty of Money;
“ Odsbobs, I muft {winge thee, my Joy and my Houy;

¢t I fit next the Chair,

¢ And fhall thortly be Mayor,

“ Neither Clayzon nor Duzcomd with me can compare:
Tho’ as wrinkled as Prinz, as deform’d as the Devil,
T'he God had fucceeded, the Nymph had been Civil.
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The CoLLIER’S DAvuGcuTER.
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Love is like the O---cean: Wha can its Depth dif-
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He had the Art to pleafe ye,

And was by 2’ refpected ;
His Airs fat round him eafy,

Genteel, but unaffe&led.
The Collier’s bonny Laffie,
Fair as the new-blown Lillie,
Ay fweet, and never faucy,
Secur’d the Heart of Willy.

He lov’'d beyond Exprefiion
T'he Charms that were about her,
and panted for Pofleflion,
His Life was dull vvithout her.
After mature Refolving,
Clofe to his Breaft he held her,
In fafte(t Flames diffolving,

He tenderly thus tell’d her;

My bonny Collier’s Daughter,
Let nathing difcompofe ye,
*T'is no your fcanty Tocher

Shall ever gar me lofe ye -
For I have Gear in Plenty,

And Love fays, ’tis my Duty
T'o ware what Heaven has lent me,
Upon your Wit and Beauty.
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The JorrLy YOUNG SWAIN.

Swain,By a jol---ly young Swain, Was addreft tobe

kind; But relentlefs 1 ﬁnd To hisPray’vs fhe ap-
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How much he ador’d her,
How oft he implor’d her,
How oft he implor’d her,
I cannot exprels;
But he lov’d to Lxcefs;
And he fwore he fhould dye,
Unlefs the’d comply;

In @ manner, &C.

‘While Blufhes, like Rofes,
That Nature compofes,
That Nature compofes,
Vermilion’d her Face;
With an Air, and a Grace,
Which her Lover improv’d,
When he found he had mov’d;

In @ manner, &c.

When walk’d from the Joy
Which their Souls did employ,
Which their Souls did employ,
From her {weet ruby Lips
Thoufand Odours he Sips;
“Then amaz’d at her Eyes,
Says, he faints, gnd he dies;

dn a manncer, &c.

D3

37
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But how they fhou’d part,

Now becomes all their Smart,

30

>
o

Now becomes all theit Smart

"I'tll he vow’d to his Fair,
‘T'hat to eafe his own Care,

He wou’d meet her again,

[1 then be in Pain;

I a manuer, &c.

t]

And

For the FrL.uTE.
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The Words by Mr. BENY. GRIFFIN.

Zoa MINUE T.
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all  Imeant,Was tobepleas’dand Innocent, 7

Upon it’s flow’ry Bank I fate,
Regardlefs of or Love, or Hate:
S0 took my Pipe, and ’gan to play

T'he jolly Shepherd’s Roundelay :
D g And
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And truft me, truft me, all | meant,

Was to be pleas’d, and Innocent,

All in the {clf-fame thady Grove
Youthful Si/viz chanc’d to rove:
And, by its Echo led, drew near,
My rural Oaten Reed to hear.

but furely, furely, all fhe meant,
Was to be pleas’d, and Innocent.

I held her by the glowing Hand,
And fomething fhe did underftand;
Her {welling Sighs, her melting Look,
T'hat fomething too, too, plainly fpoke:
But truft me, truft me, all ] meant,

Was to be pleas’d, and Innocent.

When I beheld her flender Wafle,
Her Iv’ry Neck, her panting Breaft,
Her blooming Cheek ; her [parkling Evye,
(Gods! was there ouglit I conld deny ?

But furc "till then, all, all I meant,

Was to be pleas’d and Innoceut.

Y\ hen
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When 1 her Charms had wander’d o’er,
My Heart was then my Own 1Q more;

Into her circling Arms 1 fell:

What follow’d then, I dare not tells
We only both were in th’ Event
Well pleas’d, if not fo Innocent.
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DESPAIRING MYRTILLo,
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fad Deipair The Wand’rmg Shepherd Wakmg
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T cars f r One That thinks on  you no more’

Yet all the Birds, the Flocks, and Powers,
I'hat dwell within this Grove,

Can tell how many tender Hours,
We here have pafs’d in Love:
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The Stars above {my cruel Foes)
Have heard how fhe has fworn

A thoufand times, that like to Thofe
Her Flame fhon’d ever burn.

But, fince the’s loft, oh! let me have
My With, and quickly die:

In this cold Bank I'fll make a Grave,

. And there for ever lie:

Sad Nightingales the Watch fhall keep,
And kindly here complain; -

Then down the Shepherd lay to {leep,
And never wak’d again.

For the F . ureE.
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On Ore who [corw’d the Power of Loy

now is all thy Carg.

In lonely Walks, and gloomy Shades,
You hope to mitigate your Gricf;
In vain we fly when Love mvades,
In vain from Love we feek Relief.

Your tuncful Pipe with jocund Strains,
No longer checrs the mirthful Grove;
In ['hought oppre{s’d, you thun the Plains,

Yo




T

Your lowing Herds, and bleating Flocks,
Ungtarded, range the ditant Fields
The murm’ring Rills, and hollow Rocks,

Some Pity to thy Sorrow yields.

Had I ate ordain’d the beauteous Maid,
In Courts a Dirth of high Degree,
Some nobler Congueft fhe had made;

And Dawmor’s Heart had (hll been free.

For the F L uTE.
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and for---bad him ;1 woun’dnot!

CLEL1A’s Reflettion on her Self f
flighting PHILANDER’S Love.
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My Beauty, once fo much admir’d,
I find it fading faft, and flying;
My Cheeks, which Coral-like appear'd,
Grow pale, the broken Blood decaying:
Ah! we may fee our felves to be
Like Summer-Fruit that is unfhaken ;
When ripe, they foon fall down and die,

And by Corruption quickly taken.

Ufe then your Time, ye Virgins fair,

Employ your Day before ’tis evil;
Fifteen is a Seafon rare,

But Five and T'wenty is the Devil.
jult when ripe, confent unto’t,

Hug no more your lonely Pillow;
For Women are like other Frait,

47

‘They lofe their Relifh when too mellow.

If Opportunity be loit,
Vou'll find it hard to be reclaimed ;

Which now I may tell to my Coft,

Tho’ but my felf none can be blamed:
If then your Fortune you refpett,

Take the Occafion when it offers;

Nor a true Liover’s Suit neglects
Lt ye be fcoff’d for being Scofters.
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I. by his fond Exprefiions thought,

That in his Love he’d ne’er prove changiy.
But now, alas ! ’tis turn’d to nought,

And, paft my Hopes, he’s gone a-ranging,
Dear Maidens, then take my Advice,

And ler not Coynefs prove your Ruin;
For if ye be o’er-foolifh nice,

Your Suitors will give over wooing.

Then Maidens 0ld you nam’d will be,

And in that fretful Rank be number’d,
As long as Life; and when ye dic,

With leading Apes be ever cumber’d:
A Punifbment, and hated Brand,

W ith which none of us are contented;
Then be not wife behind the Hand,

That the Miftake may be prevented.

For the F.uTE.
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FLEETING BeEAUTY.

rofi cCheek will foon fade in fplte of mortal
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Pains that we endure!  Broken Faith, un-

kind For-faking, Ever doubting, ne--ver

Hopes deceiving, vain Endeavours ;
What a Race has Love to rup 2

Falfe Protefting, fleeting F avours ;
Every, every way undone:
Every, every way undone.

e T 23 " mm mo ——m enk

Still complaining, and defending,
Each to love, yet ne’er agree;

Fears tormenting, Paffion rending;
O the Racks of Jealoufy!

Q the Racks of Jealoufy!
From
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From fuch painful ways of Living,
Ah! how fweet, cou’d Love be free;
Still prefenting, ftill receiving,
Fierce, immortal Ecltafie:
Fierce, immortal Ecftafie.

E 2

5K
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MARRIAGE A-LA-MODE.

too----lifh  Mai-riage
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If I have Pleafures for a Friend,

And farther Love in ftore,
What Wrong has he, whofe Joys did-end,

And who cou’d give no more?

| Shou’d be jealous of me,
Or that I thou’d bar hi'rp of another:

>T'is a Mgdnef s that he

For all we can gain,

Is to give ourfelves Pain,
‘When neither can hinder the other.

For the FLUTE.

e
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7% WHEEL of LIFE

Set and Sung by Mr. LEVERIDGE.
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his World

S N\ N\ Y
174 DA \ WU R UNAE g | W AN DU A M A
AN T § M0mt NN A NN N SRR K X —II-—I-IH.
[TV i o Ve - a1 7w 1 4

nothing mn t

Midwife wheels us in, and Death wheels us out; Good

heel’d a--bout.

%

lack ! goodlack! how thingsare

Some few aloft on Fortune’s Wheel do go,
And as they mount up high, thé others tumble low:
For this we all agree, that Fate at firft did will
That this great Wheel fhould never once ftand fill.

The Courtier turns, to gain his private Ends,
*Till he’s fo giddy grown, he quite forgets his Friends:
Profperity oft-times deceives the Proud and Vain,

And wheels fo fafl, it turns them out again.
Sorme
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Some turn to This, to That, and ev’ry Way,
And cheat and {crape for what can’t purchafe one poor
Day:
But this is far below the gen’rous-hearted Man,
Who lives, and makes the moft of Life he can.

And thus we're wheel’d about in Life’s thort Farce,
'"Tiil we at laft are wheel’d off in a rumbling Hearfe:
The Mid-wife wheels us in, and Death wheelsus out,
Good lack ! good lack ! how things are whecl’d abour.

For the B L uTE.




If I were free at Will to chufe
To be the wealthieft Lawland Lady,
¥’d take young Donald without Trews,
With Bonnet blue, and belted Plaidy.

The brawelt Beau in Borrows-Town,
In a’ his Airs, with Art made rcady,

Compar’d to him, he’s but a Clown;
He’s finer far in’s Tartan Plaidy.

O
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O’er benty Hill with him I’ll run,
And leave my Lawland Kin and Dady
Frae Winter’s Cauld, and Summer’s Sun,
He'll fcreen me with his Highland Plaidy.

A painted Room, and filken Bed,
May pleafe a Lawland Laird and Lady :
But I can kifs, and be as glad, '
Behind a Bufh in’s Highland Plaidy.

Few Compliments between us pafs,
I ca’ him my Dear Highland Laddie,
And he ca’s me his Lawland Lafs ;
Syne rows me in beneath his Plaidy.

Nae greater Joy I'll €’er pretend,
Than that his Love prove true and fteady;
Like mine to him, which ne’er fhall end,
While Heaven preferve my Highland Laddie.

O my bonny Highland Laddie,
My handfome, charming, Highland Ladaie’
May Heaven fiill gnard, and Love reward,
Onr Lawland Lafs and ber Highland Laddse.




FAIrR MArp of the Inn.

Sez by DMr. GREENE.

O Nephew! your Grief is but [Folly,
In Town you may find better Prog;
Half a Crown there will get you a July,
A Molly much better than Moo,
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I know that by Wits ’tis recited
That Women at beft are a Clog;
But I’'m not fo eafily frighted
From loving of {weet Molly Mog.

The School-boy’s Defire is a Play-day,
The School-mafter’s Joy is to flog;
The Milk-maid’s Delight is on May-day,

Bat mine is on {weet Molly Mog.

Will-a-wifp leads the Trav’ler a gadding

Thro’ Ditch, and thro’ Quagmire and Bog;
But no Light can fet me a madding,

Like the Eyes of my {weet Molly Mog.

For Guineas in other Men’s Breeches
Your Gamefters will palm and will cog;
But I envy them none of their Riches,

So I may win {weet Molly Mog.

The Heart, when half-wounded, is changing,
It here and there leaps like a Frog;

But my Heart can never be ranging,
"T'is fo fixt upon {weet Molly lMog.

Who follows all Ladies of Pleafure,
In Pleafure is thought but a Hog;
All the Scx cannot give fo good Meafure

Of Joys, as my {weet Molly Mog.
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I feel ’'m in Love to Diftraétion,
My Senfes all loft in a Fog;
Now there’s Nothing can give Satisfaction
But thinking of fweet Molly Mog.

A Letter when I am inditing,
Comes C#p:d and gives me a Jog ;
And 1 fill all the Paper with writing
Of Nothing, but fweet Molly Mog.

It 1 would not give up the three Gracer,
I with I were hang’d like a Dog ;

And at Court all the Drawing-room Faces,
For a Glance of my {weet Molly Mog.

Thofc Faces want Nature and Spirit,
And feem as cut out of a Log;
Fano, Venns, and Pallas’s Merit

Unite in my fweet JMolly Mog.

Thofe who toalt all the Family Royal,
In Bumpers of FHogar and Nog,

Have Hcarts not more true or more loya!
‘Than mine to my {weet Alolly Mo .

Were Virgil alive with his Phillis,
And writing another Ec-logue;
both his Phillis and fair Amaryllis

e'd give up for my fweet Molly Mog.
v\z':'if;.-:
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When fhe fmiles oneach Gueft, like her Liquor,

Then Jealoufie fets me agog.
To be fure fue’s a Bit for the Vicar,

And {o [ fhall lofe Molly Mog.

¥
[
‘_r

For the FrureE.
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7% CURE of FOLLY
Set by Mr. N. HAY /.
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W
cho---fenn  their Secats.

There oft was I wont the long Day to conlume, |
In wiflung, and promifing Pleafures to come::
Bat Wifhes and Promifes then were ii vain;
For Youth was to me the fad Seafon of Pain.

2 A fticted
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i Adlicted with Sorrows of various Sort,
tf[hated Diverfions, and irkfome grew Sport ;
£ The only poor Solace my Life cow’d poflefs,
Was Imaginations and Dreams of Succefs.

’
L
-
]

. Sometimes to alleviate the Weight of my Wqe,
?:"I'ﬁpp’d of the Streams that from Helicon flow ;

= But Mufick and Poetry foften’d my Heart,

. Couw'd never content, and but feldom divert.

E "O'erwhelm’d with Diftrefles, and nigh to Defpair,
f ], refolute, travell’d to breathe a new Air;

f In fearch of Relief to my turbulent Mind,

g Left Kindred, and Country, and Bufinefs behind.

.

’ - But, ah! cou’d a Stranger, unfriended and poor,
Expe&t what he fought for wow’d come in an Hour?
' Improv’d was my Anguifh, redoubled my Pain,

~ And trav’lling, like all other Comforts, prov’d vain.

~ Yet patient and wifer 1 grew by degrees,
ind learnt due Submiffion ¢’ eternal Decrees.
My Paffions fubjeéted to Reafon’s controul,
I found Satisfa&tion break in on my Soul.

And, firlt, to my With, did I meet with a Friend,
Who knew the World well,and right Counfel cou’d
lend ;
Brave, gen'rous and witty, good-humoﬁr"d and free:,
]Uﬂ, prudent, polite, and obliging to me. in
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In his Cor;ve’rfa.tiou,; [ fenfibly found
My Suft’rings with Portion of Happinefs crownq
Oh! thought I, now nothing remains to compley
My Blifs, but a Nymph, foft, gay, and difcree:.

I found one with Beauty, Good-humour and Wit
Whofe Manners and Conduét my Fancy did fir;
The lealt of her Sex by Folly mif-led,

The kindeft Companion, and true to my Bed.

What more, that I wifh’d-for, remains unbeftowy
But Fame, and a Fortune above the dull Crowd?
They arc granted, and nothing is now to be done,
But to make a right Ufe of the Happinels won.

Then far from the Town, and the Court I’ll repai,
Accompany’d with my dear Friend and my Iair;
My laft Scene of Life in {fweet Solitude lay,
Prepare for next World, and fteal gently away,

For the F L uTE.
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When from you I fly away, "Tis be-
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fear to {lay.

Did I out of Hatred run,
Lefs wou’d be my Pain and Care;
But, the Youth I love, to fhun!

Who cow’d fuch a Tryal bear?
YoL. II. F Whe,
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Who, that fuch a Swain did fee,
Who cou’d love, and fly, like me?

Cruel Daty bids me go;

Gentle Liove commands my Stays
Duty’s ftill to Love a Foe:

Shall I This, or That, obey?
Duty frowns, and Cupid finiles ;
That defends, and This beguiles.

Ever, by this cryftal Stream
I cov’d fit, and fee thee figh;
Ravifh’d with this pleafing Dream,
Oh! ’tis worfe than Death to fly!
But, the Danger is fo great,

Fear gives Wings inftead of ' Feet.

It you love me, Strephon, leave me;
If you ftay, I am undone:

Oh, you may with Eafe deceive me;
Pr’ythee, charming Boy, be gone :

The Gods deeree that we muft part;

They have my Vow, but you my Heart.
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% I NV OCATION,.
Wriitten by a Lady.

gules; From Sighs and Vows, from awful
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Fears, That do to Pity move; From fpeaking
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Silence, aud from Tears, T'hofe Springs that
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Wi=-ter Love.
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But if through Pafiion I grow blind,

Let Honour be my Guide;

And when frail Nature feems inclin’d,
There place a Guard of Pride.

An Heart whofe Flames are {een, tho’ pure,
Needs ev’ry Virtue’s Aid;

And fhe who thinks herfelf fecure,
The foonetft is betray’d.
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The MorR NING-BREAK.

The Words by Mr. A. BRADLFY.

grey appears, And  Harmony falutes the Ears,

T'he Lark has {oar’'d a wond’rous Height,
And, warbling, wings her airy Flight ;
The Lirds, foft-brooding o’cr their Nefts,
Inflrudl their Young from tuneful Breafle.

A thoufand Beauties fill the Plains ;
Each 1'wig atfords melodious Strafus;
Thro’ cv'ry Eaftern Trce, and bufh,
‘Fhe Virgin-Day appears to bluih.

Alrcady
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Already Damor» with his Crook
Attends his IFlock at yonder- Brook ;
The charming Ghlee’s by his Side,

Of all the Nymphs the Shepherd’s Pride.

Unhappy Sluggards in their Beds,
With parched Throats, and akeing Heads,
Have fhut out Day, and all its Blifs,
To revel in a Strumpet’s Kifs ;

While Rural Swains enjoy the Morn,
And laugh at ev’ry Courtier’s Scorn,
Nor envy their voluptuous Way;

But, while they flcep, enjoy the Day.

' ll |uu|u| I|| l uuu'L'n LA
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ROMP’s SO N G.

The

Sung oy Mrs. CIBBER sz the PRovor’D Huspavy,
The Words and Mufick by Mr, CAR E Y.

Husband!

Oh, I'll havea
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{hould I lon----

tar-ry, Than other

brisk Girls haye

For it I ftay, "ull IgrowGre. i.eyl

done ?

tar-w--ry s But  I'll have

I'll no longer

Hugs-
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ay  mar---ty, 1f Money can

_——

buy me One.

My Mother ihe fays, I’'m too coming;

And ftill in my Ears fhe is dramming,

And fhll in my Ears {he is drumming,

That I fuch vain Thoughts fhou’d thun :

My Sifters they cry, Oh fye! and Oh fye!
But yet I can fee, They’re as coming as me;

So let me have Husbands in Plenty:

I’d rather have twenty times twenty,

Than dye an Old Maid undone.
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Sune in the Play calld Wrr without Mongy

Siow Men of  Loewden! They courted a

N £ ﬁ, -~y
S A A
Widow was  bonny 2nd Brown, And
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yet they left  her undone.

They went to work without their T'ools; |

Slow Men of Lozdon! {

The Widow fhe fent them away like [Fools,
Becaude they feft her undone.

They oficn talted this Widow’s Chear;
Slow Men of Lendon!
But yet the Widow was never the near,

[For {till they lcft her undone.
Blow
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The LuKEwArRM LovVERr,

Set by Mr. RAMONDO N.
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Look fhe give; Fai
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lcave her, but can [oon--er ceafe to live.

Why fhou’d I conceal my Paflion,
Or the Torments I endure?
P’ll difclofe my Inclination;

Awful Diftance yields no Cure:
Sure

on Chlo---e frlbling, Strait he
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If a wand'ring
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Sure it is not in her Nature
To be cruel to her Slave;

She is too divine a Creature
To deftroy, what fhe can {ave.

Happy’s he, whole Inclination
Warms but with a gentle Heat,
Never flies up to a Paflion ;
Love’s a Torment, 1f too great:
When the Storm is once blown over,
Soon the Ocean quiet grows;
But a conftant Faithful Lover
Seldom meets with true Repole.
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Prcaey, Zmuf love thee.
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Grief, Half funk in Waves and  dying; Wit
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up, helifes his Eyes With Joy,and waits her Motion.
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So when by her, whom long I lov’d,
I fcorn’d was, and deferted,

Low with Defpair my Spirits mov’d,
To be for ever parted:

Thus droopt 1, ’till diviner Grace

I found in Peggy’s Mind and Irace,

Ingratitade appear’d then bate,

But Virtue more engaging.

Then now fince happily I’ve hit,

I’1] have no more delaying,
Let Beauty yield to Manly Wit;

We lofe our felves in {taying;
I’11 hafte dull Courtfhip to a Clofe,
Since Marriage can my Fears oppofe,
Why fhou’d we happy Minutes lole,

Since, Peggy, 1 muft love theee

Men may be foolifh, if they pleale,
And deem’t a Lover’s Duty
To figh, and facrifice their Eafe,

Doating on a proud Lieauty:
Such
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Such was my Cafe for many a Year,

- 8o

Still Hope fucceeding to my Fear;

Falle Betty’s Charms now difappear,

Since Peggy’s far outthine them.

For the FLUY E.
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Ann thou wert my ain—Thing,Iwou’d
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clafp thee in my Arms, I'd {fecure thee
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from all Harms, A---bove all Mor—-tals
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Of Race divine thou needs muit be,
Since nothing Earthly equals thee;
For Heaven’s Sake, Oh! favour me,
Who onlylives to love thee.
T'he Gods one Thing peculiar have,
‘T'o ruine none whom they can fave;
O for their Sake fupport a Slave,
Who only lives to love thee.

‘T'o Merit I no Claim ¢an make,
jat that I love, and for thy Sake,
VWhat Man can name, I'll undertake;
So dearly do I love thee.
My Paffion, conftant as the Sun,
Flames ftronger ftill, will ne’er have dorne,
il I'ates my Thread of Life have fpun,
Which breathing out, I'll love thee.

Like Beces that fuck the Morning Dew,
I'rac Flowers of {weeteft Scent and Hew.
Sae wad I dwell upo’ thy Mou,
And gar the Gods envy me.
Sae lang’s I had the Ufle of Light,
I'd on thy Beauties feaft my Sight,
Syne in faft Whifpers through the Night,
I'd tell how much I loo’d thee.

Hov
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How fair and ruddy is my Feax,
She moves a Goddefs o’er the Green:

Were I a King, thou fhow’d’ft be Queen,
Nane but my {ell aboon thee.

I’d grafp thee to this Breaft of minc,

Whilft thou, like Ivy or the Vine,

Around iy f{tronger Limbs fhow’d’{t twine,
Form’d hardy to defend thee.

Time’s on the Wing, and will not {lay,
fu fhiming Youth fet’s make our Hay,
Since Love admits of nac Delav,

O Ict nae Scor uindo thee.
While Love does at his Altar {tand,
Hac there’s my Hceart, gi'e me thy Hand,
And, with itk Sinile, thou fhalt command

The Will of him wha loves thee.

[oir the ' LU TE.
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‘/VIL‘LIAM ond M ARGARE v

"T'was at the fi---lent midnight Hour,Whe;

Py
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all were falt a--fleep;  Inglided Marg'res's

grimly Ghoft, And flood at H7illiam’s I'ect

Her Face was like an Apr:i/ Morn,
Clad in a wint’ry Cloud ;

And clay-cold was her lilly Hand,
"That held her fable Shrowd.

So fhall the faireft Face appear,
When Youth and Years are flown ;
Such is the Robe that Kings mult wear,
When Death has reft their Crown.

Her
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Her Bloom was like the {pringing Flower,
That {ips the filver Dew ;

The Rofe was budded in her Cheek,
Juft op’ning to the View.

But Lowve had, like the Cankcr-worm,
Confum’d her early Prime:

The Rofe grew pale, and left her Cheek;
She dy’d before her Time.

Awake, She cry’d, thy Zraue-Love calls,
Come from her midnight Grave;
Now lct thy Pizy hear the Maid,
Thy Love refus’d to fave.

This is the dumb and dreary Hour,
When injur’d Ghofts complain;

Now yawning Graves give up their Dead,
To haunt the faithle(s Maz.

Bethink thee, William, of thy I ault,
Thy Pledge, and broken Oath;

And give mc back my Maiden Vow,
And give me back my Troth.

Why did you promife Love to me,
And not that Promilc keep?
Why did you fwecar my Eyes were bright,

Yet lcave thofe Eyes to weep?
G 3 Why
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How could you fay my Facc was fair,
And yet that ['ace forfake?
FHow could you win my Virgin Heart,
Yet Ieave that Heart to break o

Why did you fay my Lip was {weet,
And made the Scarlet pale?
And why did I, young witlefs Maid!

Believe the ﬂatt"ring Tale?

That IFace, alas! no more 1s fair;
Thefe Lips no longer red;

Dark are iy Eyes, now clos’d in Deatl,
And cv’ry Charm is fled.

The hungry Hurm my Sifter is;
This Hinding-Sheer 1 wear;

And cold and weary lafts our Night,
*1'ill that lafi Moru appear.

But hatk ! the Cock has warn’d me hence:
A long and lalt Adicu!

Come fee, falfe Man, how low She lies,
T'hat dy’d for Love of you.

‘T'he Lark fung loud; the Morning {inil’d,
And rais’d her glift'ring Head:

Vale Mkiam quak’d in ev’ry Limb,
And raving lelt his Bed.
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He hy’d him to the fatal Placc
Where Marg’ret’s Body lay;

And ftrctch’d him on the green grafs T urf,
That wrapt her breathlefs Clay.

And thrice he call’d on Marg’rer’s Name,
And thrice he wept full {ore;
T hen laid his Check to the cold Grave,

And Word fpake never more.

For the F L u T E.
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7he COMPL AINT.
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fwcet,"T'was when you allow'd me to
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lye at your  Feet.

But now fo ungrateful you are grown
All my kind Services you difown:
And when that I ask you to lengthen my Chain,
You always anfwcr me, Liove has no Pain.

On,
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Oh, did you know but the Pain I endure,

Sure ydu would never deny me the Cure;

But fince it is {o, I muft hope for no Eafe,

Since my Phyfician won’t know my Difeafe.

For the FrLUuTE.
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Charming is—- your Shape and Air, And your
-_) - N\ .
"
Faceas Morning fair! As Morn--ing fair! Cor
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Lips.and Neck of Snow ; Checks,where op’ning

. -
e
= I-rr:

But thofc Eyes, alas, I hate!
Eycs, that heedlels of my Fate,
Shine with undifcerning Rays ;
On the I'opling 1dly gaze;
Watch the Glances of the Vain:
Mecting mine with cold Dildain.
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guard the Lover’s Heart. Ah! why,cry’d I, and

c’er To have her to my [felf a-lonc)Was

fo much Sweetnefs made for One?
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But growing bolder, in her Ear
] in foft Numbers told my Care:
She heard, and rais’d me from her Feet,
And feem’d to glow with equal Heat.
Like Heav’n’s, too mighty to exprefs,
My Joys could be but known by guefs
Ah, Fool, faid I, what have I done,
To wifth her made for more than One?

But long I had not been in view,
Before her Eyes their Beams withdrew ;
Erel had reckon’d half her Charms,
She funk into another’s Arms.

But fhe that once cou’d faithlefs be,
Will favour him no more than me:
He too, will find himfelf undone,
And that the was not made for One.

For the F L u T E.
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9% FaiTHFUL MaIb,

Set by Mr. HA NDE L.
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Twelve Months were gone and over,
And nine long tedious Days;

Why did(t thou, vent'rous Lover,
Why didft thou truft the Seas ¢

Ceafe, ceafe then, cruel Ocean,

And let my Lover reft :
Ah! what’s thy troubled Motion,

To that within my Breaft?

The Merchant, robb’d of Treafure,
Views Tempefts in Defpair;
But what’s the Lofs of Treafure,

To lofing of my Dear ¢
Shou’d you fome Coatt be laid on,

Where Gold and Diamonds grow ;

~ You’d find a richer Maiden,
But none that loves you {o.

How can they fay that Nature
Has nothing made in vain;
Why then beneath the Water
Do hideous Rocks remain?
No Eyes thofe Rocks difcover,
That lurk beneath the Deep 3
To wreck the wand’ring Lover,
And leave the Maid to wecp-
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" All melancholy lying,
Thus wail’d She for her Dear ;

Repaid each Blaft with fighing,

96

Each Billow with a Tear :
When o’er the wide Waves ftooping,

orps the {py’d
ly drooping,

His floating C
Then, like a Li

]
i

She bow’d her Head and dy’d.

For the FLuTE.
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Peggy gries me: Tho’ thus

thus complain, A--las! fhe ne’er be--lieves me.

)

. i ;*; " o
< W O NN -

{4 L. Sy T 17 T B -
— F,q T

My Vows and Sighs, like fi----lent Air, Un-

heeded ne-ver move her; At th’ bon-y
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That Day fhe {mil’d, and made me glad,
No Maid feem’d ever kinder;

I thought my felf the luckieft Lad,
So {weetly there to find her.

¥ try’d to footh my am’rous Flame
In Words.that I thought tender;

f more there ,pafs’d; I’m not to blame,
I meant not to oftend her.

Yet now fhe {cornful flies the Plain,
The Fields we then frequented ;

If e’er we meet, fhe thews Difdain,
She looks as ne’er acquainted.

The bonny Bufh bloom’d fair in May,
Its Sweets I'll ay remmember ;

Buat now her Frowns make it decay,
It fades as in December.

Ve rural Pow’rs, who hear my Strains,
Why thus fhould Peggy grieve me?

Oh! make her Partner.in my Pains,
Then let her Smiles relieve me.

if not, my Love will turn Defpair,
My Paffion no more tender ;

1’11 leave the Bufh o’boon Tréqzm:'r,
To lonely Wilds I'll wander.

For
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PHILANDER and AMORET
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’sconqu’ring Eyes; He t

vertla

Arrow from his Breat;

growing Pain, And re--{o--lute-ly bentto

wreflt The bearded

and [picy Dew,

ry Scents,

?

Come, gentle zales, the Shepherd cry’d,
flow

Be Cupid and his Bow defy’d :
But as the Gales obicquious flew,

With

He did unknowingly repeat,
The Broath of Amoret is fweet.

His
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His Pipe again the Shepherd try’d,
And warbling Nightingales reply’d;
Their Sounds in rival Meafures move,
And meeting Echoes charm the Grove.
His Thoughts, that rov’d, again repeat,
The Voice of Amozet 75 [weet.

Since ev’ry fair and lovely View
His 'Lhouglts of Amoret renew, .
From flow’ry Lawn, and fhady Green,
To Profpeét glooniy, chang’d the Seene:
Sad Change for him, for fighing there,
He thought of Lovers in Defpair.

Convinc’d, the {ad Philander cries,
Now, cruel God, affert thy Prize;
For Love its fatal Empire gains:
Yet grant, in Pity to my Pains,
Thefe Lines the Nymph may oft repeat ;
And own Philander’s Lays are {weet.

For the FrLvure.
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The Tiryal and Condemnation of Jowx Dy
of MARLBOROUG H.

The Words by Mr. RICH. ESTCOURT.

Chriftians, not of the ‘Fews, —gain{t

Fobwn Louke ot Marl-bo-rough.

IL.

Attend then, Sons of Dritarn
Of greater Crimes 1 {ing,
"Than ever before were writ on,
Since the Time of a Queen, or a King,
All done by Fobn Duke of Mariberongh.

This
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i11.

This Man by Conftitution
Was made for Liberty;
He helped the late Revolution,

On purpofe to hurt Popery,
Did this Fobn Duke of Marlborongh.

IV.

‘T'he next great Crime of many,
His troublefome Pride to thew,
Was marching to High-Germany s
And who gave ’em that damnable Blow,
But this fobr Duke of Marlborongh?

V.

INay more, to mend the Matter,
T0 his Shame and high Reproach,
An Army he made take Water,
And their General fent by Coach:
All prov’d on Fobn Duke of Marlborongh.

VL

T'o thew his Whig-Devotion
In keeping the Sabbath-Day,
He the Murther at Ramilly began

Upon a Whitfunday ;
O heathenith Yobn Duke of Marlborongh!

H 4 Tho'
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VIL.

Tho’ bulie in his Slaughtering,

His Avarice ran {o high,
‘T'hat rather than Ipare the moft Chriftian King
He ten thoufand Pounds gave to a Spy :

O covetous Fobw Duke of Marlborongh!

VILI.

At Audexard {0 1l to treat Foes,
And make poor Widows of Wives !
He took a Delight to beat ev’n Thofe,

T'hat never beat him 1n their Lives :
O Cowardly Fohn Duke of Marlborongh!

IX.

Villars, that civil, and good Man,
Safe in his Trenches clofe,

From Mons he made run like a Footman,
Tho’ Bulwark’d as high as his Nofe;
Uncivil Fobn Duke of Marlborongh!

X.
To ev’ry tender Chriftian Ear
When Crimes, like thefe, fhall come,
I know not how they abroad may appear,
I am fure they found odly at home;

Thele Deeds of Febu Duke of Marlborongh.

Som
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XL

Some Faéts, to make the Frexch undone,
[’ve prov’d upon him well;

And truly what ’tis he has not done,
Impofiible ’tis to tell,

Of this fobn Duke of Marlborengh,

XII.

To prove that all thefe T'hings are fo,
And not what IFolks devife,
Was he ever the Man that once fpar’d the IFoe,
Or ever affronted th’ Allies ;
T'his fame Fob Duke of Marlborongh?

X11L.

Ghent, Bruges, and Zoarnay too,
Aund late the {trong Bouchain,
Of his own Head he forc’d to obey too,

Tho” wanting his Brother Exgene :
Hot-headed Fobz Duke of Marlborongh!

XIV.

Of thefe immoral things he brags,
'Caufe we tookk no Notice at all;
You fee with his pitiful Frexch bloody Rags
How he has litter’d poor Weftminfter-Hall;
© flovenly Fobz Duke of Marlborongh.

Nay
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XV.

Nay more he flill wou’d fly at,
And all to mend the Peace;
Lord! how can we ever be quiet,
If we pardon fuch Crimes as thefe,
In any but Fobz Duke of Marlborongh:

XVI.

Twelve Years, it fadly true 1s,
By taking of Towns and Lanes,
And baffling the poor King Lewis,
He has {poil’d the Pretender’s Defigns.
O meddlefome Fobu Duke of Marlborongh!

XVIL.

Succefs {till made him bolder:
And by the Monfiezs’s I'all,
He has pafs’d on this Iflc for a Soldier,
But, it feems, he knows nothing at all,
Yarl P----z fays {o of Marlborough.

XVIIL.

T'his Year for War he voted,
But we refolv’d on nones
For Mounfienr was {ure to be routed,
And then — High-Church — had been unduiic
By Englifh Fobn Duke of Mariberosgh.

N\ o
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XIX.

You fee the T'roops don’t need him,
{ He's O#¢, and in France they laugh;
| Bat fend any other to head them,
And I’ll warrant old Bourbon is {afe ;
Keep back but fobn Duke of Marlbvrozgh.

XX,

For he, as Iame confeffes,
That Kingdom meant to devour;
FFor which, and kis heinous Succefles,
Hc’s Ont, and our Fears are all o'cr;
Thus tell Fobu Dake of Marlborough.

—-F T = r
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for the F L uTE.
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9% PRUDENTIAL LovVveEnrn

Set by Mr. MU N & 0.
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I’'m for Joys are lefs Expenfive,

Where the Pleafure’s more extenfive,
And from dull Attention free;

Where my Celia, o’cr a Bottle,

Can, when tir’d with am’rous Prattle,
Sing old Songs as well as She.
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T 0 t‘l]e [ﬂgmiam M’r". M OOR E, A'W/JW o/' ;g:
Celebrated W’orm-PQWder,

by Mr. P O P E.

e’er we think, what-e’et  we {fee, All

Man 1s a very Worm by Birth,

Proud Reptile, vile and vain,

A-while he crawls upon the Earth;

1hen fhrinks to Earth again.

T hat



That Woman is a Worm we find,
F'er fince our Grandam’s Evil:

She firlt convers’d with her own Kind,
That ancient Worm the Devil.

The Learn’d themfelves we Book-W orms name,
The Block-head is a Slow-Worm

The Nymph, whofe Tail is all on Flame,
Is aptly term’d a Glow-Worm.

The Fops are painted Butter-Flies,
That flutter for a Day;

Firlt from a Worm they took their Rife,
Then in 2 Worm decay.

The Flatterer an Ear-wig grows;
Some Worms fuit all Conditions :

Mifers are Mluck-worms; Silk-worms, Beaus;
And Death-Watches Phyficians.

That Statefimen have a Worm is feen,
By all their winding Play ;

Their Confcience is 2 Worm within,
T'hat gnaws them Night and Day.

Ab, Moore! thy Skill were well employ’d,
And greater Gain wou'd rife,
I{ thou could’t make the Courticr void

‘The Worm that never dies.
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O Leearned Friend of Abehurch-Lane,
Who fett’ft our Entrails free,

Vain is thy Art, thy Powder vain,

Since Worms fhall eat e’en thee.

‘Thou only canft our Fates adjourn

Some few thort Years, no more;
Ev’n Bautzow’s Wits to Worms fhall turn,
Who Maggots were before.




X132

Slave.

~_
i
.

1
L
iy =

O N G &.

Lo--ver,I’ll be nomoreaRover,But

2

fright me,Nor ufe me like a
faithful




X14. S O N G &

Could we but change Condition,

My Griefs would all be flown
Poor I, the kind Phyfician,

And you, the Patient grown.
All own you’re wond’rous pretty,
Well-thap’d, and alfo witty;
Enforc’d by gen’rous Pity,

Then make my Cafe your own.

The Pow’rs who kindly gave us,
And form’d our Shape and Mind,
Too furely would enflave us,
Were they like you inclin’d;
Then Goodnefs be your Duty,
Or I muft bid Adieu t’ye;
Like them, with all your Beauty,
Be merciful and kind.

T'he filver Swan, when dying,
Has moft melodious Lays;
Like him, when Life is flying,
In Songs I'll end my Days.
But know, thou cruel Creature,
My Soul fhall mount the fleeter,’

And I fhall fing the fweeter,

Dy warbling forth your Praife.

[y
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516

The

RegcaNTIiING Lovenrn,

neath a fleep Mountain, Be----fide a clear

grave Lute foft Me-lo-y

a

I ountain, I heard

Alpett di--[lrefled, and  Opirits 0p~prcfﬁ:d Secm'd

cleariy
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| thus he (lll CO- Vf.r’d how he {trove mihls Pain.
Tho’ Eliza b2 coy, why fhould 1 repine,
That a Maid much above me
Vouchfafes not to love me?
In her high Sphere of Worth I never could thine;
Then why fhould I feek to debafe her to mine?
No! henceforth Efteem fhall govern my Defire,
And in due Subjeétion
Retain warm Afteétion ;
To fhew that Self-love inflames not my Fire;
And that no other Swain can more humbly admire.

When Paffion fhall ceafe to rage in my Breatft,
‘Then Quiet returning
Shall hufh my {ad Mourning,
And Lord of my felf, in abfolute Reft,
I'll hug the Condition which Heav’n fhall think beft.
Thus Friendfhip unmix’d, and wholly refin’d,

May {till be refpeéted,
Tho’ Love is rejeéted :
Eliza thall own, tho’ to Love not inclin’d,

That Me ne’er had a Friend, like her Lover, refign’d
l 3 May
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May the fortunate Youth, who hereafter thall woq
With profp’rous Endeavour,
And gain her dear Favour,

Know as well as I, what t’ Eliza is due,

Be muych more deferving, but never lefs true.
Whilft 1, difengag’d from all amorous Cares,

Sweet Liberty talting,
On calmeft Peace fealting ;
Employing my Reafon to dry up my T ears,
In Hopes of Heav’n’s Blifles I'll {pend my few Years

Ye Powers, that prefide over virtuous Love,
Come aid me with Patience,
T'o bear my Vexations ;
With equal Defires my flutt’ring Heart move,
With Sentiments pureft my Notions improve.
If Love in his I'etters €’er catch me again,
May Courage prote&t me,
And Prudence direét me;
Prepar’d for all Fates, rememb’ring the Swain,

Who grew happily wile, after loving in vain.

[ty
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AMORETS Advice to PHIL LIS,
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None ever had {o {trange an Art,

His Paflion to convey
Into a lift’ning Virgin’s Heart,
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Alas! ’tis now too late.

Occafion for your Fate.
In vain, faid fhe, in vain [ {trive;

And fteal her Soul away.
Fly, fly betimes, for fear you give
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On his MISTRESS.
By Mr. R o wE.

'Tho’ [ beheld in your wand’ring Evyes,

T'he wanton Symptoms of Ranging ;
Yet I refolv’d againft being Wile,

And lov’'d you, in fpite of your Changing.

Hf."



. ATER

S O N G S 123

Her Anfwer.

HY fhou’d you blame what Heav’n has made,
Or find any Fault in Creation?

'Tis not the Crime of the faithlels Maid,
But Nature's Inclination.

'Tis not becaufe 1 love you lefs,
Or think you not a true One;

But, if the Truth I muft confefs,
[ always lov’d a new One.

For the Fr.uTe.
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The Words by Mr. THEOBALD. Set by
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Paffion play, Firlt make m

love, and then be—tray.

Yes, charming Victor, 1 am thine,
Poor as it is, this Heart of mine
Was never in another’s Pow’r,
Was never picrc’d by Love before.
In thee I’ve treafur’d up my Joy,
Thou can’ft give Blifs, or Blifs deftroy:
And thus I’ve bound my felf to Love,
While Blifs or Mifery can move.

O thould I ne’er poflefs thy Charms,
Ne'er meet my Comfort in thy Arms,
Were Hopes of dear Enjoyment gone,
Still would I love, love thee alone.

But, like fome difcontented Shade,
That wanders where its Body’s laid,

Mourh-



For ever exil’d from my Fair.
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The Bomny S C O T.
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But I loor chufe in Htirélaﬂd Glens
T'o hérd the Kid and Goat-«--Man,
Ere I could for fick little Euds
Refufe my bonny Sc¢oz----Man.
Wae worth the Man
Wha fir{t began
‘The bafe ungenerous Fafthion,
I'rae greedy Views
Love’s Art to ufe,

While Stranger to its Paflion.

Irae foreign Fields, my lovely Youth,

Hafte to thy longing Lafiie,
Wha pants to prefs thy bawny Mouth,

And in her Bofom hawfe thee.
L.ove gi’es the Word,
Then halte on Board,

Fair Winds, and tenty Boat---Man ;
Waft o’er, waft o’er,
Frae yonder Shore,

My blyth, my bonny, Scoz----Man.
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PHILULADA fouts we,

Oh! what a Plagueis Love,

I cannotbearit;  She will unconfiany
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belt I may, She lovesflill to gainfay,
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At the Fair t’ other Day,

As fhe pafs’d by me,
She look’d another Way,

And wou’d not {py me.
1 woo’d her for to dine,

But cou’d not get her ;
Dick had her to the Vine,

He might intreat her.
With Daniel fhe did dance,
On me fhe wou’d not glance; E
Oh thrice unhappy Chance!

Phillada flouts me.

Fair Maid, be not {o coy,
Do not difdain me;

I am my Mother’s Joy ;
Sweet, entertain me.

I thall have, when fhe dics,
All Things that’s fitting ;

Her Poultry, and her Bees,
And her Goofe fitting;

A Pair of Mattrefs Beds,

A Barrel full of Shreds: E

And yet, for all thefc Goods,

Phillada Qouts me.

I often heard her fay,
That fhe lov’d Pofies;

In the lalt Month of [Hay
I gave her Rofes,

K 3 Cowe
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Cowf{lips, and Gilly-flowers,

And the fweet Lilly,
I got to deck the Bowers

Of my dear Ph:lly.
She did them all dildain,
And threw them back again ;
I heretore "tis tat, and plain,

Phillada floats wr

T hou fhalt cat Curds and Creamn

All tire Year Ialting,

And drink the chryttal Stream,

Pleafant in tafting
Swizg Whey, until you burft,

Eat Dramble: berries,

Pye-lid, and Paftry Cruft,

Pcars, Plumbs, and Cherries;
Thy Garments fhall be thin,
Made of a Weather’s Skin ;

Yet all’s not worth a Pin.
Phillada floute me

Which Way foe’er 1 go,
She flill torments me
And whatfoc’er I do,
Nothing contents me
I fade, and pinc away
With Giriet and Sorrow ;
I fall quite to decay,
Lake any Shadow ;

L~~~ 1

E
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I thall be dead, I fear,
Within a thoufand Y ear, g
And all, becaufe my dcar

Phillada flouts me.

Fair Maiden, have a Care,
And in Time take me;
I can have thofe as fatr,
If you forfakc me:
There’s Doll, the Dairy-maid,
Smil’d on me lately,
And wauton W innifred
Favours me greatly ;
Oune throws Milk on my Cloaths, y
T other plays with my Nole; é’
What pretty Toys are thofe! 4
Phillada flouts me.

She has a Cloth of mune,

Wrought with blue Coveriry),
Which fhe keeps 25 a Sign

Of my Fidelity :
But if e frowns on me,

She fhall ne’er wear it;
I’l] give it my Maid Foan,

And fhe fhall tear it.
Since ’twill no better be,
I’11 bear it paticntly ; %
Yet, all the World may fee,

Phillada louts mc.

K 4 7 he
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The dafwer. By Mr. ALBrRapLyy

C‘yj H' where’s the Plague in Love,
‘T'hat you can’t bear it?

If Men wouw'd conftant prove,
They nced not fear it.

Young Maidens, foft and kind,
Are moft in Danger;

Mecn waver with the Wind,
Each Man’s a Ranger :

T heir Falthoed makes us know,

1 hat two Strings to our Bow
Is belty, 1 find it (0;

-

Bﬂrméy doubts me

*I'is 1 that fhou'd defpair,
" tis you that {light me.
What tho” when at the Fair
Dzck did invite me;
The' Dawniel with me danc’d,
You may belicve me,
I often on thee glanc’d,
'd not deccive thee;
I faw thee Took awry,
I knew the Reafon why, g
I can fee with one Eye,
L arnaby doubts .

T hou young and filly Boy,
Do I difdain thee?

Becaufe thou’rt Mother’s Joy,
Pd cmertain thee;
YL'I,
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Vet, with I not her Death,
For onght fhe’d leave thee,

Nor, when Time {tops her Breath,
Will I deceive thee.

What care 1 for her Geele,
Or Beds of carded Fleece? E

Since this quite breaks my Peace,
Barunaby doubts me.

What tho’ when I did fay
That I lov’d Pofics,
You, in the Month of May,
Brought me {weet Rofes?
Vou never fhew’d the 'Thing
That moit wou’d pleale me;
A gay gold W edding-Ring
Wou'd foon have eas’d me.
I hould not with Difdain
Have thrown 1t back again; E

I think ’tis flat, and plain,
Barnaby doubts me.

Talk not of Curds and Cream,
Pears, Plumbs, and Cherrics,
Nor of the chryftal Stream,
Or Bramble-berries :

Motft furely you torget
Our wonted Frisking,
The Cock’ril on the Spit,

And the Pork Grisking ;

Widh
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With more that might be faid,
Wher 1 got Dame to Bed ;

Yet, oh! unhappy Maid,
Bﬂmﬂéy acubis me

You fay, whate’er you do,
Nothing contents thee ;
I pray it may be {o,
Whillt thou torment’ft me -
I pine, and figh, all Night,
And wifh for Morrow,
I can have no Delight,
P’m full of Sorrow.

Oh!if I dye, | fear, }.
Within a thoufand Year, % '
My Ghoft will make’s appear,

Bamab_y doubts me.

Ll ol -
] P by et ————y ey

I knit thy worfted Hofe,
To fave the Penay,
But wouw’d not fpot thy Cloaths,
Like idle /] 7iny -
Yet wanton Hinuifred
You like much better ;
Or Doll, the Dairy-maid,
If you cou’d get her.
Ungrateful Barnaby,

How can’ft thou threaten me? §
But I knew how “twou’d be,

Barnaby doubts me

The
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‘ The Cloth I have of thine,
Wrought with blue Coventry,
Which thou gav'lt as a Sign
Of thy Fidehty,
I’l} give it back again,
To thee as Token,
That by a perjur’d Swai,
My f{ad Heart’s broken.
h! Barwaby, unkind, ]
Thow'lt quite difira& my Mind, %

Too late, alas! I find,
Barnalby doubts me.

For the F L uTE.
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Ah no! her Form’s too heav’nly fair,
Her Love the Gods above muft {hare,
wWhile Mortals with Defpair explore het,
And at Diftance duc adore her
O lovely Maid, my Doubts beguile:
Revive, and blefs me, with a Smile:
Alas! if not, youw’ll foon debar a
Sighing Swain the Banks of Yarrow.

Be hufht, ye Fears: I’ll not defpair.
My Mary’s tender as (he's fair;
Then 1’11 go tell her all mine Anguih;
She is too good to let me languifh.

With Succefs crown’d, 1'll not envy
The Folks who dwell 2bove the Sky,

When Mary Scot becomes my Marrow,
We'll make a Paradife on Jarrow.
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Sung by Mr. LEVERIDGE 7 the Charyg,
of CHARON, ir the Entertainmen
calld Dr. FaAusTUs.
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The Words by Mr. BOO T L.
Set by Mr. LEVERIDGE.

To fun-burnt Climes and  thir--- -ﬂy Pl

Truc as the Needle to the Pole,

Or as the Dial to the Sun ;
Conftant as gliding Waters rowl,

Whofc fwelling Tides obey the Moon:
I'romi ev’ry other Charmer free,

My Life and Love thall fcllow thee. '
Tit
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the Lamb the flow’ry Thyme devours,
The Dam the tender Kid purﬁms ;
Sweet Philomel, in thady Bowers
Of vetdant Spring, her Note renews
All follow what they moft admire;
As I purfue my Soul’s Defire.

Natate rhuft change her beautedus Face;
And vary as the Scafons rife;

As Winter to the Spring gives Place,
Summer th® Approach of Autumn flies:

No Change on Love the Seafons bring,
Love only knows perpetual Spring.

Devouring Time, with ftealing Pace,
Makes lofty Oaks and Cedars bow;

And marble Towers, and Walls of Drafs,
In his rude March he levels low :

But Time, deftroying far and wide,

Love from the Soul can ne’er divide.

Death only, with his cruel Dart,
The gentle Godhead can remove;
And drive him from the bleceding Heart,
To mingle with the Bleft above:
Where, known to all his Kindred T'rain;

tle finds a lafting Reft from Pain.

Vor. 1. L Love,
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Love, and his Sifter fair, the Soul,
Twin-born from Heaven together came;

Liove will the Univerle controul,
When dying Seafons lofe their Name

Divine Abodes thall own his Power,

146

When Time and Death fhall be no more.

For the FLUTE.
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7te COMPARTISON.
Set by Mr. GAL LIARD.
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Views, with aking Eyes, his Store,

Trembling, lelt he chance to lofe it ;
Pining (till, for Want of more,

Tho’ the Wretch wants Pow’r to ufe it.
Ceclia thus, with endlefs Arts,

Spends her Days, her Charms improving ;
Lab’ring ftill to conquer Hearts,

Yet ne'er taftes the Sweets of Loving.

Views with Pride, her Shape, her Face,

[Fancying {till fhe’s under T wenty;
Age brings Wrinkles on a-pace,

While fhe ftarves with all her Plenty.
Soon or late, they Both will find,

Time their Ido! from them fever;
He muft leave his Gold bchind,

Lock’d within his Grave for ever,

Celid’s Fate will fhill be worfe,

When her fading Charms deceive her;
Vain Defire will be her Curlc,

When no Mortal will relieve her.
Celia, hoard thy Charms no more,

Beauty’s like the Mifer’s Treafure:
Tafte a little of thy Store;

What is Beauty without Plcalure?

Fur
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DAPHNITS and C L O E,
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cru--el Maid, And Sighs relicv’d his love-lick
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Looks, Sighs,and Aétions feem’d to fay, My

Why
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Why ring the Woods with warbling Throats ?
Ye Larks, ye Linnets, ceafe your Strains;

] faintly hear, in your {weet Notes,
My Chloe’s Voice that wakes my Pains.

Yet why fhould you your Song forbear?

Your Mates delight your Song to hear;
But Chloe mine dildains.

As thus he melancholy ftood,
Dejeted as the lonely Dove;
Sweet Sounds broke gently through the Wood,
[ feel the Sound; my Heart-{trings move.
"T'was not the Nightingale that fung,
No. ’Tis my Chloe’s {weeter Tongue.

Hark, hark, what {ays my Love!

How foolifh is the Nymph, (fhe crys)
Who trifles with her Lover’s Pain!
Nature ftill fpeaks in Woman's Eyes,
QOur artful Lips were made to feign.
O Daphnis, Dapbnis, ‘twas my Pride,
T'was not my Heart thy Love deny’d;
Come back, dear Youth, again.

As tother Day my Hand he {eiz’d,
My Blood with thrilling Motion flew
Sudden I put on Looks difpleas’d,

And hafty from his Hold withdrew.
L 4 *Twas
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*T'was Fear alone, thou fimple Swain
T'hen hadit thou preft my Hand again,
My Heart had yielded too!

'T'is true, thy tuneful Reed I blam’d,
That {well’d thy Lip and rofic Cheek ;

Think not thy Skill in Song defam'd:
That Lip fhould other Plealures feck :

Much, much thy Mufick I approve;

Yet break thy Pipe, for more I love,
Much more, to hear thee {peax.

My Heart forebodes that I’'m betray’d,
Dapbauis, 1 tear, is ever gone,

Laft Night with Delia’s Dog he play’d ;
Love by fuch T'rifles firlt comes on.
Now, now, dear Shepherd, come away,
My Tongue would now my Heart obcey,

Ah Chle, thou art won!

The Youth ftep'd forth with hafty Pace,
And found where wifhing Chloe lay ;
Shame fudden lighten’d in her Face,
Confus’d, fhe knew not what to fay.
At laft in broken Words, fhe cry'd,
To-morrow you in vain had try'd,
Buat I am loft To-day!

3 For
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Sung in Love and a BortLe,

rlow bleft are Lovers 1m---- Difguife!

Like Gods,they 1ee, As 1 do thee, Un-

P’m hid from You; I'm alter’d, yet the

(e e
NIl o . _ [

oame. The Dark conceals me, Love 1c-

= R

veals me; Liove,which lights me by its [*lame.

Were
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3.

J O N G
(Vere you not falfe, you me wou’d know ;

For tho’ your Eyes

Cou'd not devife,
Vour Heart had told you fo ¢

g

i

e
};‘ .
h

L

Your Heart wou’d beat

With eager Heat;
And me by Sympathy woun’d find:

R
r

True Love might fee

b

One chang’d like me
alfe Love is only blind.

F

For the FL.u T E.
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Zhe I N VITATION
By Mr. THEOBAL D,

Mirth, and mighty Love,let ev'ry Bowl be crown'd, The
s

+-~

fpark]mg Neltar fee! It fans the Loveranc ; And

A Ly
T e
__\' < "—-—= ﬁ

ﬂcn"rous Juice who {corns,and wears a ful---..len

l:.- -:-—-l "'
e A s
i
J
Brow, Still let his Miftrefs frown, and Hc 110
Vil _ 8 S — -
4 S S i B
N V2SN KN A B i
y- o

Plealinres know !

Te
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¢ To Chloe's Name let’s confecrate the Glafs ;

“rale hall makeeachRound with liv elier T'ranfport pafs:
iWhat tho’ the Brain fhould rock, and fwimming Eyes
{  fhould rowl?

‘Love, mighty Liove, does more ; intoxicates the Soul.
“Then, like true Sons of Joy, let’s laugh atthe Precife :
iWhen Wifdom grows aultere, ’ris Folly to be wife

This ’tis to live; thus Tiine is nobly loft:
LﬁTodrEnk,and love, 1s All dull Man from Life can boaft.
:Thou Fiend, Retlection, hence! Mirth fhall not be
! allay’d,

- Tho’ lefs’ning Tapers wafte, and the pale Stars fhould
- fade.

: No matter when the Morn, or brighter Pbabns, rife;

- TheMorn’s in Chlse’s Cheek, and Phabus in her Eyes.

For the FrLvunre.
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C U P 1 D wmiflaken
The Words by Mr. PR 1 oR.

A

{trung his Bow, new fill'd his Quuiver.

With Skill he chofe his fharpelt Dart :

With all his Might his Bow he drew.
Swift to his beauteous Parent’s Heart

The too well-guided Arrow flew.,

I faint! I die! the Goddefs cry’d: $
O cruel, could’it thou find none other

To wreck thy Spleen en? Parricide!
Like Nero, thou haft flain thy Mother.
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Poor Cupsd, 1obbing, fcarce could fpeak ;

Indeed, Mamma, I did not know Ye

Alas! how eafie my Miftake?

R .__.._t._._n.u...:__t,'\;.- -
. - l— - a o - T
nad -
. v T gt 2 T w....r_.....nl....u._..iu.__..- -

I took you for your Likenefs, Chle.
For the F LuTE.
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CHARMING MOCG
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Beauty and Plea--~-fure ¢’cr yields. %
1S
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*Tis She doth the Virgins excel,

§ O N G

No Beauty with her may compare;
Love’s Graces all round her do dwell;

She’s faireft, where thoufands are fair.
Tweed’'s Murmurs fhould lull her to Reft,

Kind Nature indulging my Blifs;
To relieve the foft Pains of my DBreaft,

P’d fteal an Ambrofial Kiis.

For the F L v TE.

Vor. II
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The Cremona Fipp L .

IR A \/\

great and fo good is the Lord of the

. |
y "1 e
F |

N e N

Manor ;

Ye
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Ye Nymphs, and ye Swains, that inhabit the Place,
" Give ear to my Song of a Fiddle’s hard Cafe;

~ For it is of a Fiddle, a fwect Fiddle I fing,

A fofter and fweeter did never wear String.

T TTrPIYIT Ty " T
- - -:.#ﬁjﬁm

Melpomene, lend me the Aid of thy Art,
Whillt I the {ad IFate of this Fiddle timpart;
For never had Fiddle a FFortune {o bad; "had.
Which thows the belt T'hings the worll FFortune have

This Fiddle of Fiddles, when it camc to be try’d,
Was as fweet as a Ljark, and as {oft as a Bride;
This IFiddle to {ee, and its Mufick to hear,
Gave Delight to the Eye, while it ravifli’d the Ear.

But firt, I mufl fing of this Fiddie’s Country ;
'Twas born, and ’twas bred, in fair Jzaly;
Ina Town where a Marfhal of fraxce had the Hap
(Fortune de la Guerre) to be caught in a Trap.

And now, having fung of this I'iddlc’s high Birth,
thou'd fing of the I'ingers which made fo much Mirth
But I'ingers fo ftrait, {o {wift, and {0 {inall,
shou’d be fung by a Poet, or not fung ar all.

Tho’ I am, God wot, but a poor Country Swait,
And cannot indite in fo lofty a Strain;
S0all I can fay, is to tell you once more,

ouch Hands and fuch I'ingers were ne’er fecn before.
M 2 Having
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Having fung of the Fingers and Fiddle, I trow,

You’ll hold it but meet I thou’d (ing of the Bow;
The Bow it was Ebon, whofe Virtue was {uch,

It wounded your Heart, if your Ear it did touch.

L while
Cupid fain wou’d havechang’d with this Bow for 3

To which the coy Nymph thus reply’d with 2 Smile,
My Bow is far better than your’s, Il appeal;
Your’s on'y can kill, mine can both kill and heal.

This Fiddle, and Bow, and its Mufick togetlicr,
Wou'd make heavy Hearts as light as a I'eather:
But, alas! when I thall its Cataflrophe fing,

Your Heart it willbleed, and your Hands you will ruig.

T'his Fiddle was laid on a foft Eafy-Charr,
Taking all for its Friends its {wect Mufick did hear,
When ftreight there came in a huge mafculine Bum,
I with the De’il had it to make him a Drum.

Now woe to the Bum, that this Iiddle demolifh'd,
That has all our Mufick, and Pafltime, abolih’d;
May it never want Birch, to be {witch’d and be flafh'd;
May it ever be itching, and never be fcratch’d.

May it never break Wind in the Cholick fo grievous;
A Penance too fmall, for a Crime {0 milchievous;
Ne’er find a {oft Cuthion its Anguifh to eale,

While all is too little, tny Wrath to appeafe.
O
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Of other Bum-{capes may it flill bear the Blame,
Ne'er fhew its bare Face, without Sorrow or Shame;
May it ne’er mount on Horfebuck without lofs of

Lcather,
Which brings me almolt to the End of my Tether.

And now, leaft {ome Critick of deep Penctration
Shou’d attack our poor Ballad with grave Annotation
The Fop muft be toid, without (peaking in Riddle,

He muft ficflt make a better, or kifs thiis Bum-fiddle.

For the ¥ .U T E.
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KATHARINE OGCIJ]E.

/7~ N\

"
As wq]king forth to view the Plam, Upon g

T -
e’ N/
Mommq car--1y, Whilc Aley’s {weet Scent did
N

| - N O\
X Ny

chc:r my Drain, I'romn Flow’rs which grow [o
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rarcly; I chanc’d to meet a pret---ty
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Maid, She  fhin’d, tho” it was fog-gy,
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ask’d her Namc Sweet Sir, ﬂle faid, My

e

Name is  Kath’rine 0--gie.
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I ftood awhile, and did admire

To fee a Nymph fo f{tately ;
So brisk an Air there did appear,

In 2 Country Maid {0 neatly,;
Such nat’ral Sweetnefs fhe difplay’d

Like a Lillie in a Bogie;
Diana’s Self was ne’er array’d

Like this fame Kath'rine Ogre.

Thou Flower of Females, Beauty’s Queen,
Who fees thee fure muft prize thee;

Tho’ thou art dreft in Robes but mean,
Yet thefe cannot difguiie thee;

Thy handfome Air, and graceful Look
Far excels any clownifh Rogie ;

Thou'rt Match for Laird, or Lord, or Duke,

My charming Katb’rine Ugic.

O were 1 but fome Shepherd-Swain,
To feed my Flock befide thee;

At Boughting-time to lcave the Plain,
In milking to abide thee;

1’d think my felf a happier Man,
With Kate, my Club, and Dogic,

Than he that hugs his Thoufands tcn,
Had I but Kath'rine Ogic.

M 4 Then
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Then I’d defpife th’ Imperial Throne,

And Statefmen’s dang’rous Stations -

I’d be no King, I'd wear no Crown,
I'd fmile at conqu’ring Nations ;
Might I carefs, and ftill poffefs,
This Lafs of whom I'm vogie:
For thefe are Toys, and ftill look lefs,
Compar'd with Katb'rine Ogie.

But I fear the Gods have not decreed
For me o fine a Creature,

Whofe Beauty rare makes her exceed
All other Works in Nature.

Clouds of Defpair furround my Love,
‘That are both dark and fogie:

Pity my Cafe, ye Powers above,

Elfe I die for Kazh’rine Ogie.

Lo



For the FL uUuTE.
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7 COBL ERs EN D,
Set by Me. LEVERID G L.

A Coblerthere was, and he liv’d 1n a Stall, Whig

Coin in his P~cket, nor Carein his Pate,NoAn:

| AT .

. . £, T Ly
- el HUEAR < .; ,
. - . .._.:-.

bition had he, nor Duns at his Gate. Derry

:L:b_'. Q * (1.
%\B‘ T _

U )

down, down, dowr, derry  down.

Contented he work’d, and he thought himfielf happy,
If at Night he could purchafe a Jug of brown Nappy,
He'd Tavugh then, and whiftle, and {ing too moft fweet,
Saying, juft to a Hair ’ve madc both Lnds meet.

Derry dvwn, &c,

But
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put Love, the Difturber of High and of Low,
That fhoots at the Peafant as well as the Beau,

He fhot the poor Cobler quite thorough the Heart ;
[ wifh, it had hit fome more ignoble Part.
Derry down, &Qc.

[t was from a Cellar this Archer did play,
\Vhere a buxom young Damfcl continually lay;
Her Eyes fhone {o bright when fhe rofe ev’ry Day, -
That the thot the poor Cobler quite over the Way.
Derry down, &c.

He fung her Love-Songs as he fat at his Work,
But the was as hard as a Few, or a Turk;
When-ever he fpake, the would flounce and would flcer,
Which put the pocor Cobler quite into Defpair.
Derry down, &c.

He took up his A ur, that he had in the World,
And to make away with himfelf was refolv’d,
He picrc’d through his Body inftead of the Sofe,

S0 the Cobler he dy’d, and the Bell it did toll.
Derry down, &c.

And now in good Will [ advife as a Friend,
All Coblers take notice of this Cobler’s Lud;

Keep your Hearts out of Liove,for we find by what’s paft,
Ihat Love brings us all to an End at the La/f.

Derry down, down, down, derry dowin.

€
e
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The RELENTING LovEer,

Set by Mr. GALLIARD.

turning, Loveand Joy thall end thy 1ain;

. g * . )
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Abfcnce, Fair, will fwecren Liove, Mvark the
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Grove, ott re---pofing, Suttly
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clofing, I'hey their Harmony im--prove.

IFame and Honour bid me go;
What, alas! then fhall I do?
Can [ grieve her e
Shall I Icave here

Love, and Beauty, anfwer No.
IR
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Since my Fair will have me ftay,
Let me kifs thofe Tears away ;

Fame defying,
Honour flying,
Love, and Her, 1 muft obey.

Wm
A PastoraL COURTSHIP.

Do the foreguing Tune.

Gentle Zephyrs, filent Glades,

Purling Streams, and cooling Shades,
Senfes pleafing,

Pains appeafing,
Loove cach tender Breaft invades.

Here the Graces Beauties bring,
Here the warbling Choirifts fing,
Loove infpiring,
All defiring
'I'o adorn the infant Spring.

Here behold the am’rous Swains,
kree from Anguifh, free from Pains,
Nymphs complying,
Cares beguiling,
¥anus, fmiling, glads the Plains.
Let
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Let us not, too charming Fair,
Be the only haplefs Pair:

Oh relieve me ;

Ceafe to grieve me;

Eafe your anxious Lover’s Care.

Kindly here indulge my Love:

This is, my Dear, no tell tale Grove:
Not revealing,
But concealing ;

All to Liove propitious prove.

In thy Air, and charming Face,
Dwells an irrefiftle(s Grace;

Ever charming,
Love alarming,
T'o purfue the blifsful Chace.

Lt me touch this panting Breaft ;

Here for ever let me reft ;
Blifs enjoying,
Never cloying,

Ever loving, cver bleft.

I
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termin’d lics, Which fhe her Spoufe fhall

Wretched, and only wretched, he,
To whom that Lot fhall fall;
IFor, if ber Heart aright I {ee,
She mcans to pleafe ’em All;
She means to pleafe ’em All.

For the FLuTE.
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The Power of L OV E.
Set by Mr. GAL L IAR D.

Crook, and ufelefs  Scrip; Liove led the

Loofe, and undrefs’d, fhe takes her IFlight
To a ncar Myrtle Shade;
T'he confcious Moon gave all her Light,
To blefs her ravith’d Lover’s Sivli,
And guide the loving Maid.
Vor. 1. N His
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His eager Arms the N'ymph embrace,
And, to aflwage his Pain,
His relftlefs Paflion he obeys:
At fuch an Hour, in fuch a Place,
What Lover cou’d contain?

In vain fhe call’d the confcious Moon,

The Moon no Succour gave:
T'he cruel Stars unmov’d, look’d on,
And feem’d to {mile at what was done,

Nor wou’d her Honour fave.

Vanquifh’d at laft, by pow’rful Love,
T'he Nymph expiring lay;

No more fhe figh’d, no more fhe ftrove,

oince no kind Stars were found above,
She blufh’d, and dy’d away.

Yet bleft the Grove, her confcious Flight,
And Youth, that did betray ;

And panting, dying with Delight,

dhe bleft the kind tranfporting Night.
And curs’d approaching Day.
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For the FL uTE.

The End of the Second Volume.




