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fl SCORE, the SONGS sand the BASSES, (the OU VE R-

1: and BASSES Compos’d by Dr. PEPWUSCH) Cm-
uﬂyﬁngmv’d on COPPER PLATES.

I.E'

&)

-
L T
r

e 3

In OCTAYV Q,

Shfty One NEW FABLES in Verfe, (Invented for the A-
hutment of Wis Highnefs WILLIAM Duke of Cumberland)
iy M. G A Y: With Fifty One Cutts, Defign’d by Mr. Keac
idd Mr, Wotton, and Engraved by Mr. Baron, Mr. Vandergucht,
lfol Mr. Fourdripier. The Third Edition, |

#The MUSICAL MISCELLANY; Being a Colle&tion of
®HOICE SONGS and LYRICK POEMS: With the

AS_SIES to each Ture, and Tranfpos’d for the FLUTE. By
e moft Eminent Mafters. In Six Volumes.

‘. TRAGEDIES,

iy

ITINOLZON. A Tragedy. Asitis AQed at the Theatre-
dosl, by His Majefty’s Scrvants. Written by Mr, Benjamin
dayn, The Second Edition,

TR FATAL EXTRAVAGANCE, A Tragedy. As it is

fted at the Thcatg’é-Royal in Lincolns-Inn Fields, Wiritten by
LMitchell, The Fourth Edition Correéted.

DOUBLE FALSHOOD; or, The DISTREST LO-

\ERS' A Play, as it is Aded at the Theawre-Royal in Dru-
[line, Written Originally by Mr. W. Shakefpeare; and now Re-
Iifed and Adapted to the Stage by Mr. Theobald, the Author of
likebeare Reflor'd,

The
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. chard Barford. A
The FATE of VILLANY. A Play: As it s Alted |
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mans.
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by His Majefty’s Servants. Wiitten by the late Sir Johy Van
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Gentleman of Wadham-College.

The TEMPLE BEAU. A Comedy. As it is Afted a[thc
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the TOWN., As AQed at the Theatre in the Hay- Mar‘(tt.

The COFFEL-HOUSE POLITICIAN; or, the ]USTICE
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The WIDOW BEWITCH’D. As it is Aftcd a:th&

Theatre in Goodman’s-Fields. i
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OPER A’S with the MUSICK. i

The BEGG AR OPERA. As it is Afted th&
Theatre-Royal in Lincolns-Inn Fields. Written by Mr. Gay. Theg r
Second Edition: To which is Added the Ouverture 1 Scmcl
With the Mufick prefix’d to each Song. '

The TUNES to the SONGS in the BEGG AR’ on:n
Tranfpos’d for the FLUTE. Containing Sixty Ninc Air. ;*

SILVIA;or,the COUNTRY BURIAL., An Opcrd, A
it is AQed at the Theatre-Royal in Lincoln’s-Inn Ficlds. Wul
the Mulick prcﬁx‘d to cach Song. cl

LOVEin aRIDDLE. A PASTORAL. As itis A
at the Theatre-Royal by His Majefty’s Servants, Written b s
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g e VILLAGE OFRE RA. As it is Alted at the Theatre-
3 Q){;ii, by His Majefty’s Sesvants, Wiitten by Mz, Johnfon., with

r

o ¢ Mulicl prefi’d to each Song. |
E e LOVER's OPERA. As it is Alted at the Theatre-
g il in prury-Lane. Written by Mr. Chetwood. The Third
B diion, with Alterations : And the Mufick prefix’d to each Song,
e woMUs tur’d FABULIST: Or, VULC AN’s WED-
&hiNC. An Opera: After the Mannet qf the Beggar’s Opera.
Ef.ts s Perform’d at the Theatre-Royal in Lincolns-Inn Fields.
£/%th the Mufick prefix’d to each Soag.

§: the FASHIONABLE LADT; or HARLEQUIN’s
'-."bPERA, In the Manner of a REHEARSAL. As it is
Eouform’d at the Theatre in Goodman’s - Fields. Written by
)i Ralph, with the Mufick prefix’d to each Song.
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& r 47IEand PEGGT: Qr, the FAIR FOUNDLING.
Stch Ballad Opera. As it is Aéted at the Thearre-Royal in
' p;ury-Lanc. Wwith the Mufick prefix’d to each Song.

& piMONsnd PHILLID 4 : A Ballad Opera of One A&,
Biasit is Performed at the Theatre in Drury-Lane. With the Mu-
Gk prefix’d to each Song.

@i 1he CHAMBER-MAID. A BALLAD OPER 4 of
B'One A&, As it is Perform’d at the Theatre-Royal, by His Ma-
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% The QUAKER’s ORER A. As perform’d ar Lee’s and
pHuper's Great Theatrical Booth in Bartholomew-Fair. With the
£ ulick prefix’d o each Song.
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4 - In TWELVES.
{ The FAIR CIRCASSIAN, a Dramatick Performance.
i0one from the Original by a Gentleman-Commoner of Oxford.

1lo which are added feveral Occaflonal Poems, by the fame
Einthor,

Bl AYANTURES de TELEMAQUE Filz d'Vlyffe.
b fen Meffire Francois de Salignac de la Motcte Yenelon, Pré-
et de Mefleigneurs les Enfans de France, & depuis Arche-
J¢que-Duc de Cambrai, Prince du faint Empire, 8&c. Nouvelle

Edition conforme an Manufcript original, Avec les Remarques
fo leclairciffement de cet Ouvrage.

{LITTERS of ABEL ARD and HELOISE. To which is
Mhx'd a pareicular Account of their Lives, Amours, and Misfor-
j'ues, exeraéted chiefly from Monfieur BAYLE. Tranflated from
BeFiench, by the late JOHN HUGHES, Efg;

Thf—' Works of Mr. Henry Needler; confifting of ORIGINAL
OLMS, TRANSLATIONS, ESSAYSand LETTERS.
o parum diu vixit, qui Virtutis perfe@ta perfelto fun&us.efk

e, Cicero de contemnenda Morte, The $ccond Edition.
infd by Mr, Duncombe,

The
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Set by Mr. AB1EL WHICHELLO.
Faces heav";lly’fai'.r," We to the Lilly and the

7% CHARMS of BEAUTY.
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The-:Musi€AnL MISCELLANY;
With Semblance apt; for ah! how foon;
How fdon ‘thej ‘all'decay! =~ "
The Lilly droops, the Rofe.is'gone,
And Beauty fades away.

- But when:bright Virtue fhines-confeft,
= “With fweet Diferetion joind; " |
~ When Mildneﬁ calms the peaceful Breaft,
"~ And Wifdom guides the Mind;

When Charms like thefe, dear Maid, confpirc
Thy Perfon to approve;
—They kindle geperous, chafte Defire

.-l—----IIT—H‘“" bl ]

“-tAnd everlating Love.

[
oy T
“r

Beyond the Reach of Time or Fate,
- Thele Graces fhall endure;
“Btill;-tikce the Paffion they create,

.. Eternal, conftant, pure.
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FLORAS APPROACH
By Mr. BAKER,.

Set by Mr. . SHEEL E S.
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& The Mﬁsfcﬁ, MiseéELL ANY,
All mi Id Tou® ‘"wwtm V4 epbym' blow,
And ‘gently’ kifs ‘her bloomy Chieek ; -
Her Cheek! more {oft than falling Snow !

Be hutht, Tox Songfters!
Be hufht, szz Song fters! hear her {peak.

She comes! fhe comes! - My Saﬂl’ rejoice:
. Thy Life, thy Hope, thy Blifs appears.
I f’ee her Charms! P | hear her Vmce'
Away, begone, . SR
< "Away, begone, torménting i Fém‘r’

| She fmiles!--- MMy Heaven!. from thofe dear Eyes
o - Still tet ecflatick Pleafures ﬂgw. |
y = 15 there, Tiiﬂy gad: ! in all your Slpgﬁ

A Joy can egual,
A Joy can equal this below?

Sound, found the Trumpet : --- Mufe! proclaim
To wondering Worlds thy M@'ﬂer’s Lovc:
-* b PL‘DIIdIy he:glories inhis. Flarné*

- J‘_J;h *1.. ;I' :;ﬁ:”'" ) L
chnd envnes neuher, i iy ey Tog i
fJ'* v, Y, -,,""”.ql.... ,;,U*j ¢ AN '
. Aud euvzes hel ther George nt)l‘ a'&e. ﬁ
l‘l."" b " R h 1

iy *8 :
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By the i‘an‘w H AND.
To the foregamg Tune.

EO rack my Soul, or give me Joy,
Depends, depends on Flora’s Eye;
My Hopes to cherifh, or deftroy,
To make mc live, t6 make me live, or die:
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The, MystcAL Miscrrrany. 3§
With Mercy.ufe the Pow’r,, Dear Maid!
Which gracious, gracious Heaven gave:
And, never, never be it {aid,
You kill’d, you kill'd whom you could fave.

For the FL v T E.
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-4 Reign. My Rea---fon bends to what thy Eyes or-

... But Wogfdjrﬁfou meanly thus rély
On Power, You know I muft Obey?
. Exerta Legal Tyranny; - -~ ;

t
'
v

=% -JAndidoan I, becaufe You miay?-

S_u'ﬂ muft I Thee, as Atheifls Heav’n adore ;
Not fee thy Mercy, and yet dread thy Pow’r?
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Take heed, sy Dear, Youth flies apace; :
As well as. Cupid,. Time is blind : o

" Soon'muftthofe Glorics Of-thy-Face = '
" Thi Fatg of vulgar Beauty find s~
B 4 The,
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The Thoufand Ligves;that-armvihy potent Eye, -

Muft-dyop-theinQuivers,~flagtheéit Wings;and die,
The Thoufand, g% Nt ~me~ wn sngic =i ¢

Sirilae ey IR DR

Then,wilg thop figh, when,m each Fi rowra
A hqtequ ernqu: > more ,appear&, SO
And putting peevith Humours ol .. :
Seems but the fad Efteét of Years.
Kindnefs it felf too:weak .a, Charm W;ll_pgove,
To raife the feeble Fires. of .aged. Lovc.

Kindnefs it ['elE, P60 e

Forc’d (,omphments, and formal Bows
Will fhew Thee juft above N egle&
The Heat, with which thy Lover glows,
Will fettle into cold Refpeél:
A talking dull Platonic 1 fhall turn ;
Lea;'n to be civil, when 1 ceafe to buri.
A taiking, E_a’c.,

T hgn, fhya the 1L, and Imow;: my Egarx o
Kindr;’efs afid-Confancy-will: pt’eve—- -
'*f’*'Ilhe only Pillars fit to bear .
ﬂfwaﬂ: 4 nght, A4S, thar of. "Lo F
If thou canlt with's to make My Flafntwndurc,
Thipe !,11}111 be very ﬁcrce, and very BUfEs, 5
IF tbﬁ)llc nﬂ:? ﬁ?’u‘?d ‘ ': \'r -““‘J’““f:rrl b 1
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%p,m.) elm aﬁ , whlle “Sf"coul;h‘u}__v,ljzcs,l A
h} I?e}y dmd g:}w{’?fmeféﬂt ,d T o
Fill 'ev’ry Seiife With foft Delights, La
And give ghy Soul a Looleto Joys:
Let Millions of repeated mlﬂes prove,
That Thou ajl Kindnefs: am, and I all Love.

Let Mllhons, fg’c.
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Be Minge; an. d*QIﬂ? Mine;; Aakewcare ¢, o .,
ThY*IuOOkS',E iy Thaugtits, thyDﬂcams to. gmda
To Me alone; nor come {o far;: .. |

As hkmg any Youth befide:

 What Meni %6t ¢olutt Theg; fly em and believe
: They're Serpents-all;’ and Thou the' temptcd E-z;a.
What Men, ES’ o T _m -

So ﬂaalﬁl""I”E'oﬂft' thy deareft Truth,

When Beauty'ceafes to engage; "
: So thinking on thy charming Youth,
5 I'll love it O’er again in Age.

-(.-"" “““““

- 5o Time it felf our Raptures fhall improve,

Whﬂe il We W‘ake to ]oy, and llve to Love.
30 Time 1tTeIf < @’c:.

“

For the FrLurTEe.
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Our mtghty Mafter, Nepmm calls aloud,
f PR I@g Zephyrs gently blow,

TheTritons-cry, You are too flow,
For ev’ry Sea-Nymph of the glittering Crowd

i

TR R N I T A T P Ty N AL A TR
- + -

f,;i -Has Garlands ready to throw. down, =
eg;_ " When you alcend your wat’ry Throne. -
3 Sec, _{e‘g‘ the comes, fhe comes ; and now adieu?
E?r fbeﬁ’s bid adieu to Shore,

*'” ﬂnd‘tcrwhate er we fear'd before;

O Caflabelia! we depend on you,

§§__ :.. ‘Hi&u our better Fortunes lay,

- Wﬁoﬁiqboth the Winds and Seas obey.

w— . . For the FLu TE.
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Let all your Perturbations die,
Your-private Feuds allay;

- ‘Lét ev’ry“Animofity

. For ever in Oblivion lye,

. .- Now we are gone to Sea.

-
-

i
.o

41"

. When forked Light’ning flies amair,

And Thunder fplits our Matt;

For _Ej{quane I'railties paft,

-~ Ihope.to fee my Dear once more,
Tho? I'my Voy’ge purfise;
- Tho’ Winds unite, and Billows roat,
To waft me from Brizannia’s Shore,
P’ll be for ever true.

Uneither dread the War's Alarms,
Nor poyfon’d Indias Dart ;

But while engag’d in Hoflile Arms,

PIl be infpir'd by Molly’s Charms,
With whom I leave my Heare.

Thlﬂk then what Dangers we fuftain,
“Compell’d by you to crof§ the Main,

When
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When having foffer’d an Exile,

And favour’d by the Wind :

-
®

Enrich’d with Carolina’s {poyl,

+L"" -

Iﬁe,

And coafting for my Native
Perhaps fhe’ll then prove kind.

For the F . v T E.




ﬂ?‘“ﬁﬁsrém, Mfééﬁunmv. '"}igy
?.’3:44...: Rt R P-*;

w - i
L - T L - . .
e AP L i el 1 DI D R I 3 S .
AT A By T e e R T T FEL R T e LT

qy;:mg EﬂWhy {0

why fq long dg-:-

"-.

- L] | 3 - - r
- - - [ - - - L - .- L
- . I N T T N B Py
e LA R i Sl el B0 ok B g R LN BEE YL T D
R NG I AT G b S I e 3

s W TR W : T
..:'"I: -'H';:? o a WL "+ . i~

I-I" -h-_ . ) - !‘

: R il

it o S 9 W EFSINSNGNGN

ke < 3 I8l .8 s |

a® LR 1 T 13

b4 3 N . "l

i i By » el b

" - o A ' .

:. - "y } = i..-i-l---"—.-fl'l"

me, and €

ai‘e- m}z

ill me with ledaiq,

H.mm

s Es e +
TR & .~..

V,!ew yonder blooming: bluthmg thfe.,
How it does all thy Charms difclofe:

But {ee! how faon ’tis wither'd grown,
And, all at once, its Beauties flown.

How fragrant it appear’d before ;
But now, alas! its Charms are o’er:
Fair Maid, let this a Warning prove,

And, 'Whl]c tis Time, reward my Love.
VoL, VI. » Take
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Take heed, fair Bloflom, and beware,
E’er fleeting T'ime your Charms impair ;
IFor all the Beauties of your Face,

Tho’ now o gay, in time will pafs:

The Darts within your radiant Eyes,
‘T'hat now can make cach Heart a Prize,
Too foon, alas! will fruitlefs prove,
And have no Force to kindle Love.

To the foregoing Tune.

SEE! Hymezn comes ; how his Torch blazes!
Looofer Lioves, how dim they burn :
No Pleafure equals chalte Embraces,
When we Love for Love return.

When Fortune makes the Match, he rages,
And forfakes th’ unequal Pair;

But when Love two Hearts engages,
The kind God is ever there.

Regard not then high Blood, nor Riches,
You that would his Bleflings have;

Let untaught Love guide all your Withes;
Hymen fhould be Cnpid’s Slave.

Young Virgins, that yct bear your Paflions
Coldly, as the Flint its Fire,

Ofter to Hymen your Devotions,
He will warm you with Defire.
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Young Men, no more negle&t your Duty
To the God of Nuptial Vows ;

Pay your long Arrears to Beauty,
As his chalter Law allows.

For the F L vu T g,

G 2
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The Pancs of ForsagenN Lovg,
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How lately, Celza, artful Maid,
With Arms entwined, did we walk
Beneath the clofe unpierced Shade,
Beguiling Time with am’rous Talk:
But that, alas! is paft----and [ muft prove
The Pangs attending on forfaken Love.

But think not, Celia, 1 will bear,
With dull Submiffion, all the Smart;
No,----I'll at once drive out Defpair,
And thy lov'd Image, from my Heart.
All Arts, all Charms DIl practife, to remove
The Pangs attending on forfaken Love.

Bacchus, with greeneft Ivy crown’d,
Hither repair with all thy Train,
And chafe the jovial Goblet round,

For Celia trivinphs in my Pain;

With
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With generous Wine affift me to remove
The Pangs attending on forfaken Love.

Cou’d Reafon be fo drown’d in Wine,
As never to revive agaun,
How happy were this Heart of mine,
Reliev’d at once of all its Pain:
But Reafon (till, with Love, returns to prove
The Torment lafting of forfaken Love.

Bring me the Girl, whofe generous Soul
Kindles at the circling Bowl,
Whofe fparkling Eye, with wanton Fire,
Shoocts thro’ my Blood a Fierce Defire;
For ev’ry Art I'll pradtife, to remove
The Pangs attending on forfaken Love.

And what {s all this tranfient Flame:
>I'is but a Blaze, and {een no more;
A Blaze that lights us to our Shame,
And robs us of a gay IFouricore:
Reafon again with Love returns, to prove
The Torment lafting of forfaken Love.

Harlk, how the jolly Hunt{inan’s Crics,
In Concert with the opening Hounds,
Rend the wide Concave of the Skies,
And tire dull Echo with their Sounds:
Thou, Phabe, Goddefs of the Chafe, remove

The Pangs attending on forfaken Love.
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Ah me! the fprightly -bounding Doe,
The Chale, and ev’ry thing I view,
Still to my Mind recalls my Woe;
So Celia flies, o I purfue:
So rooted here, no Arts can e’er remove
The Pangs attending on forfaken Love.

T'hen back, poor Damon, to thy Grove,
Since nought prevails to eafe thy Pain ;
Let Conftancy thy Flame improve,
And Patience an{wer her Difdain :
So Gratitude may Celiz’s Paflion move,
To pity and reward thy conftant Love.

For the F L uTE.

23
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STREPHONuwd FLAVI4
Set by Dr. PErusca.
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With ev'ry Lady i the Land Soft Srrepun

Yet when his Love the Shepherd teold
To Flavia fair and coy,

Reflerv’d, demure, than Snow more cold,
She fcorn’d the gentle Boy.

Late at a Ball he own’d his Pain;
She blufh'd, and frown’d, and fwore,
With all the Marks of high Difdain,
Shed never hear hith more.
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The Swain perfifted flill to pray,
The Nymph ttill to deny;

At laft fhe vow’d fhe wou’d not ftay;
He fwore fhe fhou’d not fly.

Enrag’d, ‘fhe call’d her Footman ftrait,
And rufh’d from out the Room,
Drove to her Lodging, lock’d the Gate,

And lay with Ralph at home.

VoL, VI,
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To the foregoing Tune.
i

E-":,
HO W' happy am I,

The fair Sex can defy,
And can ev’ry Day fay, My Heart is my own.

IFor I never faw yet
That Beauty or Wit,

But I lov’d if 1 pleas’d,
But I lov’d if I pleas’d, or cou’d let it alone.

I thought that my Flame
Wou'd ftill prove the fame
For beautiful Celia, while Celia was true;

1
i

1
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I chang’d her for Mopfa ; for Mopfa was new.
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The Words tranflated from the Izaliar Opera of
PHARNACES.

Set by Mr. J. SHEELES.

on the bloomy Spray, Quiverin
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{ May, Quivering on the bloomy opray; No
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more the Woods with Whifpers fill, All, all be

at once, and murn/’ring

Then rife

’"'.'; flent, all be {till; No more the Woods with Whilpers
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We're Strangers to Party and Faétion,
'T'o Honour and Honefty true;
And wou’d not commit a bafe Aétion,
For Power or Profitin view.

« €hor. Then why fbon’d we quarrel for Riches,
Or any [uch ghttering oy,
A light Heart and a thin pair of Breeches,
Goes thorough the World, brave Boy.

The World is a beautiful GGarden,
Inrich’d wiih the Bleflings of Life;
The Toiler with Plenty rewarding,
Which Plenty too often breeds Strife.
When terrible Tempeﬁs aflail us,
And mountainous Billows affright,
No Grandeur or Wealth can avail us,
But skilful Induftry fteers right.

Chor. Then why fhonld, &c.

The Courtier’s more fubjeét to Dangers,
Who rules at the Helm of the State
Than we, that to Politicks Strangers,
Efcape the Snares laid for the Great.
The various Bleflings of Nature,
In various Nations, we try;
No Mortal than us can be greater,
Who merrily live ’till we die.

Chor. Zhen why fhonld, &,
| For
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A SONG in Praife of POLLY.
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Polly’'s Charms are fo extenfive,
That the Cheerful, Grave, and Penfive,

Equally their Pow’r, equally their Pow’r obey.
In a Bed, or o’er a Bottle,
Full of Wit and am'rous Prattle,

Pretty Polly’s always Gay,

Pretty Polly’s always Gay.

D 3 Ze
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To the foregoing Tune.

HARK, Lucinda, to the Wooing,
Murm’ring Turtles am’rous Cooing;
Shelly Grotts their Love rebound:
Streams along the Pebbles trilling,

Heart with trembling Pleafure filling
Sweetly an{wer to the Sound,

Sweetly anfwer to the oound.

Twitted Boughs above combining, i
Loving Joy around them twining,
Guard thee with a mingled Shade: :
Purple Vi'lets, blufhing Rofes, ;
Od’rous Flow’rs in various Pofies,
Drefs thy Bofom, and thy Head,

Drefs thy Bofom, and thy Head, i
See! their tender Beings flying! . i
Quickly fading, quickly dying! E

Beauty nc’er was fram’d to laft; )

L.et the Lover once advife thee,

To improve the Good that flies thee; *
Soon, ah! {oon, the Seafon’s palt, 3
Soon, ah! foon, the Scafon’s paft. i

Air, with hollow Tempelts {welling,
Gathering Clouds a Storm forctelling,

Shroud in Night the fairclt Day:

Springing ‘4
\ f'.-'
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Sees not lowry Winter’s coming,

T0o December change her May,
To December change her May,

For the FrLu Te.
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The MusiCAL MIsCELLANY!

If Claret be a Blefling,
T'his Night devote to Pleafure ;
Let Worldly Cares,
And State Affairs,

Be thought on at more Leifure.
Fill it up, &e.

If any is fo zealous,
To be a Party’s Minion,
Let him drink like me,
We'll foon agree,
And be of one Opinion.
Fill it wp, &e.

Sung
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¢all’'dy R APE upori RME,
T'o the foregoing Tune.

L ET a Set of fober Affes

~— Rail againft the Joys of Drinking,
While Water, Tea,
And Milk agree,

To fet cold Brains 2 thinking i
Power and Wealth,
Beauty, Health, F

Wit and Mirth in Wine are crown’d ;
Joys abound,
Pleafure’s found,

Only where the Glafs goes round.

_

: Tt L S PRI CI S AT T ST, T i
T P I LR S e A S T gL T
= T S -m T
AN T e St TR T L PR (VR SR
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T'he antient Se&s on Happinefs,
All differ’d in Opinion,
But wifer Rules,
Ot modern Schools,
In Wine fix her Dominion :

Power qud Wealth, &c.

"Wine gives the Lover Vigour,

Makes glow the Cheeks of Beauty,
Makes Poets write,

And Soldiers fight,
And Friendfip do its Duty:

Power and Wealth, &e.

Wine was the only Helicon,
Whence Poets are long-livd fo ;
“I'was no other Main,
Than brisk ¢ bampaigue,
Whence Venus was derivd too -

Power and I, calth, &c,
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when Heav’n in Pandora’s Box
~ All kind of 111 had fent us,

In a merry Mood,

A Bottle of Good
&  'Was cork’d up, to content us:
Power and Wealth, &e.

£ All Virtues Wine is Nurfe to.

£ Of ev'ry Vice Deltroyer;

E Gives Dullards Wit,

-3 Makes juft the Cit,

£ Truth forces from the Lawyer:
Power and Wealth, &c.

Wine fets our Joys a flowing,
Qur Care and Sorrow drowning.
YWho rails at the Bowl,
3 Is a T#rk in’s Soul,
¥ And a Chriftian ne’er thou’d own him:
Power and Wealth, &c.
For the F L v T E.
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at Night

:
a
:
Q
-
O
=

or

And Love

L

[ L
-5
| S
—
')
ol & n
)
.d u . n ™ -
S = 2 & &
> = 80 =
W = iy o
——r | m -
> S L o 8
Y~ L — =
S o C w —
E G 5 23
o - A
= 9 — G 0O
~ Part — ! s
e o, 0O o
A" A S O L~
2 o= O 3w 5
e > Q@ £ 2 =
e O .= ol
w O D o
¥ v &= S
oy —_—— _.._...__.._.-u bt O o
=19, — aJ .__.n....“ s 3
-8 5 K = £
— ol |



46

The Musical MISCELLANY.

, . . .

o the foregoing Tune.

[ TE, whofe aétive Thoughts difdain
To be Captive to one Foe,
And wou’d break his fingle fingle Chain,
Or elfe more wou’d undergo;
Let him learn the Art of me,

By new Bondage to be frec.

What tyrannick Miftrefs dare,
To one Beauty, Love confine?

Who, unbounded as the Atr,
All may court, but none decline,

Why fhou’d we the Heart deny
As many Objelts as the Eye?

Whereloe’er I turn, or move,

A new Paflion 1lill dctains me;
Thofe kind Beautics that approve,

Or thofe proud Nymphs that difdain me.
This Frown melts, and that Frown burns ni, |
‘T'his to T'ears, that Afhes turns me. P

Soft frefh Virgins, not full-blown,
With their youthful Sweetnefs takc me;

Sober Matrons that have known,

Liong fince, what thefe prove, awake mc:
Here, ftay’d Coldnéfs I admire ;
There, the lively aétive ire.
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She, that doth by Skill difpenfe

Ev’ry Favour fhe beftows ;

" Or, the harmlefs Innocence,
- Which nor Court, nor City knows

Both alike my Soul inflame;
That Wild Beauty, and this Tame.

" She that wifely can adorn

Nature, with the Wealth of Art:;
Or She, whofe rural Sweets {corn

Borrow’d Helps to take a Heart:
The vain Care of That’s my Pleafure,
Poverty of This my Treafure-

- Both the Wanton, and the Coy,

Me, with equal Pleafures move;
She, whom I by Force enjoy,

Or, who forceth me to love :
Lhis, becaufe fhe’ll not confels ;
That, not hide her Happinefs.

ohe, whofe loofcly-flowing Hair,
Scatter’d like the Beams o’th’ M orn,
Playing with the fportive Air,
Hides the Beauties it adorns;
Captive in that Net reflrains Ine,
fn thofe golden Fetters chains me.

Nor doth fhe with Pow’rs lefs bright,
My divided Heart invade,

Whote foft Trefles fpread, like Night,
O’er her Shoulders a black Shade;

For

il-l""l.
vy 2
. ?
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For the Star-light of her Eyes

48

Brighter fhines through thofe dark Skies,

Black, or fair, or tall, or low,

I alike with all can {port;
The bold {prightly 74ass wooe,

Or the frozen Veltal court.
Ev’ry Beauty takes my Mind;
Ty’d to all, to none confin’d.

For the F L U T E.
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m R E P R O A C H.
Set by Mr. MO N R 0.

.. Honour, that {o oft you boaft on,

1 Love poffefling once the Mind,
Only is a vain Pretenfion

? Women ufe that won’t be kind.

oL VI. E Sece
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See the winged Moments flying,
Whereon Youth and Beauty ride ;

She, who long perfilts denying,
Ne’er can hope to be a Bride.

She that now evades poflefling,
By her filly Doubts betray’d ;
When fhe’d yield to fhare the Blefling,
May, negletted, dye a Maid.

To the foregoing Tune.

C E L IA, hence with Afteétation,
Hence with all this carelefs Air;

Hypocrify is out of Fafhion
With the Witty and the I*air.

Nature all thy Arts difclofes,
While the Pleafure the fupplies
Paints thy glowing Cheeks with Rolfes,

And inflames thy {parkling Eyes.

Foolifh Celia, not to know
Love thy Int’reft and thy Duty,
Thou to Lovealone do’{t owe
All thy Joy, and all thy Beauty.

Mak
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Mark the tuneful feather’d Kind,
At the coming of the Spring;
All in happy Pairs are join’d,
And becaufe they love, they fing.

For the F . u T E.
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ROGER and CIC ELY
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iCome,Love let us join, Come pr'ythee Do
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mine, Mine only, my dear pretty Creature; Mor
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P’m in fuch a Fever,
T'he like it was never;

So dreadfully fore is my Smart,
That Caupid, 1 weet,
Were you but to fee’t,

Has bor’d a great Hole in my Heart.
Yes, yes, the plain Cafe is,
Yon know all your Paces,

Wheneer you would compafs your Pleafure
And if filly Wenches

Believe yonr Pretences,

They're left to repent at their Leifure.

In Pity forbear
T'o infult me, my Dear,

O fpare, while fo forely I languifh!
What Room, dear Unkind,

For Deceit can you find

In a Brealt that is brim-full of Anguifh?
Nay, nay, Roger, now,
You wrong me, I vow,

4 wonld net be reckow’d hard-hearted :
But, alas! I have known,
For believing too foon,

Poor Maids that have wofully fmarted.

Pray do not fuppofe,
That I’'m one of Thof,

Who can leave their Sweet-hearts in the Lurch;
I mean, in good Sooth,
‘T'o plight you my Troth,

When the Bans have been ask’d in the Church.
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But then, fhonld you foon,
With the firft Honey-moon,
Should you forfeit the Troth which you plishted;
Shonld yor, cool to your Spoufe,
Langh at all your paft VVows,
And Cicely, poor Cicely! be flightea?

Come, Sweet! be not fhy,
On your "['rue-love rely;
Come, with hearty Good-will let’s agree;
You may quit ev’ry Fear,
When, without you, I fwear,
All the World would be nothing to me.
Well, I can’t bnt approve
Of fo houeft a Love;
Nor dread to be (uch a one’s Wife.
And a Liove, my dear Crs,
T'hat’s as honeft as this,
Is as long and as lafting as Lifec.

CUPID tuwwd TIN KE R.
Zo the foreguing Tune.

FA [R Venus, they fay,

On a rainy bleak Day,
Thus fent her Child Cupid a packing;
(zet thee gone from my Door,
Like a Son of a Whore,
And elfewhere (tand bouncing and cracking.
| D To
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T o tell the plain Truth,
Our little blind Youth
Beat the Hoof a long while up and down, Sj,
*Till, all Dangers palt,
By good Fortune, at lait
He {tumbled into a great Town, Sir.

Then ftraight to himfelf
Cries this tiny {ly EIf,

Since Begging brings little Relief, Sir,
A Trade I’ll commence

That fhall bring in the Pence;
And ftraight he fet up for a Thief, Sir.
At Play-houfe and Kirk,
Where he flily did lurk,
He [tole Hearts both from young and old People,
“T'ill at laft, fays my Song,
He had like to have fwung
On a Gallows as high as a Steeple.

Then with Arrows and Bow
He a Soldier muft go;
And ftraight he thot Folks without Warning;
He thought it no Sin,
When his Hand once was in,
To kill you a Hundred each Morning.
When he found that he made
Licttle Gains by this Trade,
What does our {ly gracelefs Blinker,
But firaight chang’d his Note,
As well as his Coat,

And needs muft pafs for a Tinker.

R, T aem ——— == — -
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Have you any Hearts to mend,

.Come, I'll be your Friend,
Or elfe I expe& not a Farthing :

Tho’ they’re burnt to a Coal,
I’ll foon make ’em whole;
And, Maids, is not this a fair Bargain?
But, Maids, have a care,
Of this Tinker beware,
Shun the Rogue, tho’ he fets fuch a Face on’t;
Where he ftops up one Hole,
T'is true, by my Soul,
He'll at leaft leave a Score in the place on’t.

"'._"' P TF?:-_ == - - n e " T _'a_ .
- - LY 'r- -

For the FLuTE.
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7 HAMILLA

In Imitation of Horace, Book 1. Ode XXIII.

qy the Tune of LocAN WATER,.
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‘E_'.,-_ ._LA ﬁ %

ﬂarts at ¢€v r emp--ty Blaft. And trembles

e - o —— e
- % -
] whenno Danger’s near.

And yet I keep thee but in view,

To gaze the Glorices of thy IFace,
Not with a hateful Step purfue,
As Age, to rifle cv’ry Girace.
Ceafe then, dear Wildnefs, ceafe to toy,
But hafte all Rivals to outfhine ;
Now grown mature, and ripe for Joy,
Leave Mawmma’s Arms, and fly to mine.

For the F L. v 1 E.
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PUNCHINUELLDO.

Folksthatare greater ; But by the Peacewear !

Brib’ry mulft be laid afide,
‘1o fome-body’s Mortification:

He that is guilty, O! let him be try’d,
And expos’d for a Rogue to the Nation.
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I'm witty, and pretty,
And come to delight you,
You cannot be merry without me.
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Collar I wear a Ruff, I'd ftrip and fhew you my




62  The MusicAL Miscertany,
[ Sing this Stanza to the latter Pars of the T}fm,]

My rifing Back, and diftorted Breaft,

Whene’er I thow ’em become a Jelt;

And as for what is below my Waift,
No Lady ever need doubt me.

Afop was a monft’rous Slave,
And waited at Xanzhzs’s Table;
Yet hc was always a comical Knave,

And an cxcellent Dab at a Fable.
S0 when 1 prefume to thow
My ohapes, [ am juft fuch another,
By my {wcet Looks and good Humour, I know,
Y ou mutt take me for him. or his Brother.
The Fair, and the Comely,
May think me but homely,
Becaufe I am Tawney, and Crooked,
But he that by Nature
Is taller and firaiter,
May happen to prove a Block-head ;
But I, fair Ladies, am full as wife,
As he that tickles your Ears with Lyes,
And thinks he pleafes your charming Lyes
With a Rat-tail Wig, and a Cockade;
I mecan, the Bully that never fought,
Yet drefles himielf in a Scarlet Coat,
Without a Commiflion, not worth a Groat,

But ftruts with an empty Poclkect.

ol
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' ;» DOUBLE ENTENDRE.
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Why fo coy, faid he, and fickle?
Muft I always figh in vain?
Muft I never hope to tickle,
Zal, lal, &c.
Your Ear with a merry Strain ?

Long
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Long have I been tofs’d and fretting,
Like a Sailor on the Main
Sure, at length ’tis time to get in,
' Zdl, lal, &ec.
'T'o the Port I hope to gain.

Hearts you take Delight in ftealing;

Of new Conquefts ftill are vain;
Torture others, whilft I’'m feeling,
| 22, lal, &c.

Pleafure that’s devoid of Pain.

Won at length, fhe liften’d kindly,
And from Love cou’d not refrain;

Soin the Nick, the Nymph was finely,
Tﬂ!, lﬁl, &CI

Fitted for her cold Difdain.

Foyr the FLurTE.
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Her languid Eyes rais’d, after many Groan,
Ab W¥illow, &e.

At length fhe began in a faultering Tone,
Zo the Brook, &c.

Soft Zephyr, and Willow, kind Brook lend your At:
Ab Willow, &c.

Regard the Complaint of an unhappy Maid,
Moft compa(fionate Willow, &c.

If the Man that I lov’d fhou’d here chance to firay,
Ab Wilbw, &e.

In murm’ring Sounds let the Brook to him fay,
And the Willhw, &c.

The Maid, by Perfuafion and You, led aftray,

Ab Wilhw, &c.
Came here to relate her fad Story, one Day.
Zo the Brook, &c.

For you, ev’ry Shepherd fhe us’d with Difdaix,
Ab Wilbw, &e.

And pitch’d upon you for her fav’rite Swain;
O the Brook! &c.

But when her true Heart you poflefs’d, you forbort
Ab Willow, &c.

The Refpe& Me had always been us’d to before:
O the Brook! &c.

And tho” her hard Fate was oft told in your Ear,

Ab Willow, &c.
You in her Defence nc’er thought fit to appear,

But fens ber a Withw, &c.
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; if any Compaflion you have in your Breatft,
N A Willw, &c.

¥ vou'll fhew it, by granting this humble Requeft,
| To the Braak, &c.

‘....'___ -y s = r

i For the fake of the Nymph that your Wit did enfhare,
Ab Willow, &c.

: Add a Tear to this Brook, and a Sigh to this Air;
 Tothe Brook, &c.

Dl gy M-
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But if your hard Heart dothrelentlef(s remain,

= db the Willow, &c.

May you always make Love, but make it in vain,
C With the W tlow, &c.

-~y Wyt Wby TF T TTEIR MR TRER
1l m LS

May the Lafs ever flight you, that you think moft fair,
A Willow, &c. x

* And defpis’d, may you ever have reafon to wear

" The Willww, &e.

Having trufted the Zephyr and Brook with her Grief;
/. Willow, &c.

She call’d upon Death for to bring her Relief;
%o the Brook, &c.
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Daily you’ll find it,
If you’ll but mind it,
; How many Maids falfe Men betray :
% Leet this concern ye,
L

Liet their Fall lcarn ye,
From the Danger to run away,
3 Run, run, run away.

Liet Virtue guard ye,
Praife will reward ye,
And you will thine in brightelt Fame ;
When the poor Creature,
T hat yields her Charter,
Lives abandon’d, and dies with Shame,
“To bear fuch a Name.

For the F L. v T E.
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7% NUT-BROWN JOKE;
| O R,
K—73s Magrck CIRCLE.
To the faregm;ng Tune.

NSPIR’D by Int’reft, or Paflions, or Whims,
What one calls Meat, t’other Poifon efteems---
How Fancies, like Faces, various prove!

It Sons of Bacchas 1o oft dilagree

In choice of Liquors, then why may not we
Have divers and fundry Objeéts of l.over

A free born Briton, each Man may delight,
As pleafes him moft, in Fokes Black or White;
But, like a dull Jeft,
To me are the reft,
In Country and Town,
Compar’d with the Browa,
The Nut-brown, that might captive a Jove!

If Virtue the middlemoft Station claims,
And Danger lyes moll in diftant Extreams,
" How fafe, how charming then is my Choice?
The Nut brown Yoke, nor a Saturs, nor Sof,
Invites my Senfes and raptures my Soul,

The temperate Zone! a Canaan of Joys!

To all other Fokes for ever adicu:

The Brows, that conquers, can keep me true
How [weet is the Yoak

To a Nut-broww Foke?

T o BBounds, fuch as this,
Confinement’s a Blifs;

And all other earthly Manna cloys.

v’
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Nor Splendour of Courts, nor warlike Alarms,
Affe&t.me in my Florella’s Arrus,
Or make Impreffions on my Mind.
J'll laugh at ev’ry rival Fair,
At Fortune, at Fame, and anxious Care,
While my Florells’s true snd kind.

S Ll TR B WA AL

No Magick hds fo mighty a Force,
Both Perfon and Heart, for Better and Worde,
In 2 Circle to lock,
As her Nuz-brown Foke,
Where Ages are loft,
And Pleafures engroft,
Where Soul and Senfe their Paradife find.

For the FL.uTE.
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Sung in the Opera of VEsPASIAN,
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To the foregoing Tune.

CE L [ 4, my deareft, no longer deprefs me,
Buat haften to blels me,
And fly to my Arms.
O cou’d I charm you!
How 1 wou’d warm you!

How 1 wou’d revel and fport in your Arms!
INo one is near,
Why fhon’d we fear?

Why fhould we then thefe Moments delay?
If I’ve offended,
I ne’er intended;

Yl beg your Pardon another Day.

NG 7
‘5/2’5 e.f.'a\e'
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Reft, She ﬁfr’dna my ]oy to Spill-O; While
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[

A _ .. T
51 ot = 8 -

e e

lundly (he flept, clofe to her I crept, And
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For Wind blew fair on the Bill----O.

Twa Years brought me hame, whete loud fraifing I'ame
* Tald me with a Voice right thrill----O,

My Lafs, like a Fool, had mounted the Stool,

- Nor kend wha had done her the I11----O.

I
|
1

Mair
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Mair fond of her Charms, with my Son in her Arms,
[ ferlying {peer’d how the fell----O.

Wi’ the Tear in her Eye, quoth the, Let ;ne die,
aweet Sir, gin I can teli----O.

Love gave the Command, [ took her by the Hand,
And bad her 3" Fears expell.---O,

And nae mair look wan, for I was the Man
Wha had done her the Deed my fell----Q.

My bonny {weet Lafs on the gowany Grafs,
Beneath the $billinp-hill----0,

If I did Offence, I'fe make ye amends
Before I leave Peggy's Mill----O.

O the Mill, Mill----0, and the Kill, Kill----0,
Aud the cogging of the Wheel----0 ,

The Sack and the Sieve, &’ thae ye maun leave,
And round with a Sodger recl----0.

For the FrLurTE.
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F L O R A.

Words by Mr. BAKER. Set by Mr. WHiCHELLO.
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One gentle Liook of Pity give,

And he contented will expire,
Without one murm’ring Groan receive
His deftin’d T'ate, nor wifh to live

Abandoi’d to a vain Defire.

Since You his Paffion can’t approve,
Nor He, without your Favour, live,
Let Death your Prejudice remove,
Compaflionate this fatal Love,
And his unhappy Crime forgive.

But when fome more {uccefsful Slave
Shall (not in vain) for Mercy fue,
Remember Szrepbon in the Grave,
And let his mould’ring Alhes crave
One Tear, who wept fo much for you.

To the foregoing Taune.

O U meaner Beauties of the Night,
Who poorly fatisfy our kyes,
More with your Number than your Laght,
Like common People of the Skies;
What are you when the Moon doth rife:

VYou Violets, that fir(t appear, .
By your fine purple Mantles known,
Like the prond Virgins of the Y ear,
As if the Spring were all your own;
What arc you when the Rofe is blown!

You warbling Chanters of the Wood,
Who fill our Ears with Nature's Lays,
Thinking your Paffion’s underftood
By meaner Accents; what’s your Praif¢,

When Philumel her Voice doth raifer o
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You glorious Trifles of the Eaft,
Whofe Eftimation I'ancies raife,

Pearls, Rubies, Saphires, and the reft
Of glittering Gems; what is your Praife,
When the bright Diamond thews his Rays

. So, when inhy Princefs fhall be feen

. In Beauty of her I"ace and Mind,

- By Virtue firlt, then Choice, a Queen;
Tell me, if the were not defign’d
Th’Eclipfe and Glory of her Kind.

> -+ il -y
N e b Tl e

The Rofe, the Vi’let, the whole Spring,
Unto her Breath for Sweetnefs run;
The Diamond’s darken’d in the Ring;
If the appear, the Moon’s undone,
As in the Prefence.of the Sun.
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J For the F . v T E.
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7% W HI1TE J O AK,

Sung by Mrs. ROBERTS a# 2he Theatre s» Drury-Lage
The Words by Mr. DAV 1 8.
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charm'd by none, Charms ev’ry Beaa, yet's
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charnyd b none. At Park, at Play, at alque
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rade, She gains the Prize from ev’-ry Maid, And
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Fidelio, grac’d with ev’ry Charm,
That cow’d the Heart of Virgin warm,
For Myra figh’d, for her alone,

For Myra, &c.
G 2 Yet



84.

The MusicAL MIsCELLANY.

Yet wou’d not Pity touch the Fair

To genthly footh his deep Delpair;

And tho’ fhe ever frown’d Dildain,

He (till muft languifh, tho’ in vain;
For fweeteft Sotinds dwell on her T'ongue,
For fweeteft, 'c.

Papilio {mart, with flutt’ring Air,
Breath'd artfully his mimick Care;
With gaudy Charms the Fopling fhone,
With gaudy, &c.
No one like him could fing or dance,
The Spark was newly come from Frauce,
He ap’d, carefs’d, and fondly {wore,
He never lov’d a Belle before;
For melting Sounds dwelt on her Tongue,

For melting, (.

Cordelio, gen’rous, prudent, wife,

The fprightly Dame did thus advife,
Young Floris’s borrow’d Love to fhun,
Young Florio’s, &c.

Since falfe Papillio foon wou’d prove,

And was not worthy of her Love;

Fidelio's Flame was chafte and pure,

And wou’d ’till ebbing Life endure;
His Heart fincere as was his 'T'ongue,

His Heart, ¢,
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At length with flatt’ring Courtfhip cloy’d,
E  And faithlefs Vows, of Paffion void,
she found fhe’d been amus’d too long:
| $he found, &9 |
She Florio told, he ne’er was true,
Papilio, he was falfe the knew ;
Fidelio>s Sighs {he muft approve;
£ And when fhe crown’d his conftant Love,
g, Enchanting Sounds dwelt on her Tongue,
¥ Enchanting Sounds, (e

For the F LurTE.
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A LAss with a .Lump of L anp,
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Life thall gang togcther, Foolifhor wife, 'Hncer de-

i =

b

AT

»
s AT AL N Ty T Ry L R T

LY L P | L s irﬂ. I'm e
r~:‘.‘n:.=:;m,.¢fﬂ.-r£n £ My el

-
et A T T

- E— -

I'm off with Wit, and Beauty will fade,
And Blood alone is not worth a Shilling;
But fhe that’s rich, her Market’s made,
For evry Charm about her is killing.
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Give me a Lafs with a2 lump of Land,
And in my Bofom I'll hug my Treafure;
If Thad once her Gold in my Hand,

shaw’d Love turn dead, it will find Pleafure,
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Laugh on who likes, but there’s my Hand,

§ | hate with Poortith, tho’ bonny, to meddle,

E Unlefs they bring Cafh, or a Lump of Land,

: They’fe never get me to dance to their Fiddle.

There’s meikle good Love in BBands and Dags,
And Silver and Gold’s a fweet Complexion;
i But Beauty, dnd Wit, and Virtue in Ragg,
Have loft the Art of gaining Aftcétion.

E
3

F

:
3

Love tips his Arrows with Woods and Parks,

And Caltles, and Riggs, and Moors, and Mcadows,
And nothing can catch our modern Sparks,

E but well tocher’d Liafles or joynter’d Widows.
E
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The GALLANT SCHEMER’S PETiTI0)
to the Hononrable Mrs. F

S,
Words by the Earl of ----- Set by Mr. J. SHEELE;,
Slow.
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fight, I pr’ythee now hear me, dear Moliv.
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By the Kifs juft a ftarting from off your moift Lips,
By the delicate up-and -down Jutt of your Hips,

{ by the Tip of your Tongue, which all Tongues out-tips,
[ priythee now, &c.

F by the Down on your Bofom on which my Soul dies,
| By the Thing of all T hings which you love as your Eyes,

' Dy the Thoughts you lie down with, andthofe when you
rile,

L priythee now, &c.

By all the {oft Plealures a Virgin can fhare,

By the critical Minute no Virgin can bear,

By the Queftion I burn for to ask, but don’t dare,
L priythee now, &c.

For the FLUTE,
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Set by the late Mr. D. PURCEL]L.
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Wanton Cupid, ceafeto hover Thus around the
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Can €’er give, with every Grace!
If the liften to my Story,
And for me have equal Love,

I’ll not envy humane Glory,

That adorns her lovely Face!
How fhe’s ev’ry thing that Nature

But be bleft as thofe above.

How I'm charm’d with ev’ry Feature
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The Hunting-Song in APoLLo and Daruxy,
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The Stag rous’d before us
Away {eems to fly,
And pants to the Choras
Of Hounds in full Cry:
Then follow, follow, follow, fullow
‘The Mufical Chace,
Where Pleafure and vigorous
Health you embrace.
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The Day’s Spott, when over,
Makes Blood circle right,
And gives the brisk Lover
F'refh Charms for the Night.
(hs.  Then let us, let us now enjoy
All we can, while we may,
| Let Liove crown the Night,
- As our Sports crown the Day.
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For the FLuTE.
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By Mr. W. BEDINGFIETLD.
Lo the Tune of The Lafs of Parie’s Mill,
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More Wit than Woman’s ohare;
Yet innocently gay ;

And from all Scandal clear,
That ancient Friend of Zea.

Nor Stiff, nor full of Airs;
Nor Formal, nor yet Rude;
Without Offence fhe fteers,

Betwixt Coquet and Prude.

Such cheerful Influence,
Darts from her langhing Eyes,
As Phabus does difpenie
His Thetis at his Rife.
May
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May all his whiter Hours

96

Be to her Wifhes Kind,
And grant, ye rural Pow’rs,

A Shepherd to her Mind.

For the FLUTE.
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7he PROTESTATION.

The Mufickby Mr. TREVERS.
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Now, as I live! I love thee much,And fain wou'd
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But to ingagce thy Virgin Heart,
Then leave it in Diftrefs,

Were to betray thy true Defert,
And make thy Glory lefs.

Were all the eaftern Treafures mine,
P’d lay them at thy Feet ;
Dut to invite a Prince to dine

. On Aidr, it is not meet,
.VOL' VI. H INo,
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No, let me rather pine alone;

Then, if my Fate prove coy,
I can difpenfe with Grief my own,

While thou halt Showers of Joy.

But if thro’ my too niggard Fate
Thou fhould’{t unhappy prove,
I thou’d grow mad and defperate,
Thro’ killing Grief and Love.

Since then, tho’ more 1 cannot love,
Wi ithout thy Injury;

As Saints that to an Altar move,
My Thoughts to thee fhall fly.

And think not that the Flame is lefs,
For ’tis upon this Score,

Wer’t not a Love beyond Exprefs,
My Dear, 1t might be more.

On Sight of a Lapy’s Face in the Water.
Zo the foregoing Tuie.

STA N D (till, ye Floods, do not deface
T'hat Image which you bear:
So Votaries, from ev’ry Place,
To you fhall Altars rear.

INo Winds, but Lovers Sighs, blow here,
T'0 trouble thefe glad Streams ;
On which no Star, from any Sphere,
Did ever dart fuch Beams. ko
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To Cryftal then in halte congeal,
Leeft you fhou’d lofe your Blifs ;
And to my cruel Fair reveal,
How cold, how hard fhe is.

But if the envious Nymphs fhall fear
Their Beauties will be {corn’d,

And hire the ruder Winds to tear
That Face which you adorn’d:

Then rage and foam amain, that we
Their Malice may defpife;

And from your Froths we foon fhall fee
A fecond Vewus rile.

For the F' L. v T E.
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STREPHON and CEL Iy
By the Reverend Mr. GEo. ARNET.
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When Strephor firft did try T o gain fair Celig's
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Noofe, And to my f{elf prove kind.

- E_-i' g

But T'ime, which all fubdues,
Such deep Impreflions made,
That the who {wears, protefts, and vows,

Her Heart tha’n’t be betray’d,

Her Words retrafts; She now can love,
And promife to obey:

Young Strephon does moft conftant prove;
‘T'hey kifs, and fix the Day.
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Fhe NEW-YELARS-GIFT,
Sez by Mr. DIEUPART.
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ate; I'hey donotlive, who do not love; By that our

Tho’ chilly Winter blalts the Ficlds,
And blooming Profpets are no more;
No Charms, tho’ harra(s’d Nature yields,
But {eems t’ have lavifh’d all her Store;
Fhe Earth no fooner feels the Sun,

But fpringing Verdure decks the Meads;
His genial Power the Flowers own,

And O’er all Nature he {ucceeds.

Yet, tho” when Wiater’s Rage is o'er,
T he pregnant Spring fhines forth again,
And, fpight of Autumn’s killing Power,
A ncw-born beauty crowns the Plain:

When your hard Autumn once thall come,
in vain you will expeét the Spring;
Iaces have ne'er a tecond Bloom,
And Time will endlets VWiater bring,

I 4

Then
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Then, while the Sun darts kind his Beams,
A plenteous Harvelt wifely make;
Meet with a due Return my Flames;
A Heart both jultly give and take:
So fhall you never vainly grieve,
For fear your Beauties fhou’d decline;
But to the World a Pattern leave,
And honour’d ftill, to Ages fhine.

To L ucria returning in the Snow.,
To the foregoing Tune.

HE comes! in vain the Winds and Snows
Endeavour to retard our Blifs:
Tn vain the Sun his Light withdraws;
Blefy’d with her Rays, we nced not his.
See! Nature wars upon the Iair,
Envies her Charms the glorious Prize;

And fince the Earth has nought fo fair
She’ath beg’d th’ Affiftance of the Skics.

But yet in vain th’Attack is giv’n;
Tho’ new-fall’n Snow fills ev’ry Place,

The purelt White that’s under Leav’n,
Doth {till remain in Lxcia’s IFace.

Yet let our Swains their Danger know,
Pofleft of all that can inlpire,

Tho’ to the Eye the's falling Snow,

She’ll to the Heart provewaaging Fire.
W ntcr,
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Winter, thy Charms how I revere!
Since Hail and Snow cau Laucis bring;

Thy Ice and Cold I wiil prefer
To all the Beautics of the Spring,

The gayer Seafons of the Year,

Their Sweets and ['low’rs, no more eitices

They want no DBeauty who haye her ;

*Tis ever Bloom in Paradife.

For the Fr.urTEe.
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7¢e DESPAIRING LOVER
Set by Mr. PO TTE R.
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O Friends! your Plaints give over,
Your kind Concern forbear;
Shou’d Cloe but difcover

For me you’d thed a Tear,
Her Eyes the’d arm with Vengeance,

Your Friendfhip foon fubdue;
Too late you’d ask Forgivenefs,
And for her Mercy f{ue.

Her Charms fuch Force difcover,
Refiltance is in vain;

opight of your felf you’ll love her,
And hug the galling Chain:

Her Wit the ISlame increales,
And rivets faft the Dart;

She has ten thoufand Graces,
And each could gain a Heart.

But oh! one more deferving,
Has thaw’d her frozen Brealt;

Her [Heart 1o hiim devoting,
She’s cold to all the relt:

T heir
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Their Love with Joy abounding,
The Thought diftracts my Brain ;

O cruel Maid! Then {fwooning,
He fell upon the Plain.

P rmie ot e e gy - a0 e e sk o, m— T D -
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To the foregoing Tune.

AS, when on Mountain-heads,

With fudden Spring of Light,

The Sun his Splendor {preads, s;

And blinds the dazled Sight ;
From Mariana’s Eyes

Love throws a flafhing Dart, .
That wounds with gay Surprize, /
And felters in the Heart. ,{

At dead of Night, when Care
Forfakes each tortur’d Drealt,
I, only, thro’ Delpair,
Am barrd from gentle Reft.
When Morning Beams difpel
I"he gloomy Shades of Night,
Redoubled is my Hell,
While others reap Delight.

At Noon, when Day’s inthron’d,
My Sorrows grow intenfe;

Nor is my Cafe bemoan’d
When filent Hours commence.
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Then haften, friendly Death,
And eafe me of my Woe ----

Who won’d not yield his Dreath,
When Love’s declar’d his Foe?

For the FL v rE.
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77¢e SOGER LADDIE,
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Shield him, ye Angels, from Death in Alarms,
Return him with Lawrels to my longing Arms,
since from all my Care ye’ll pleafantly free me,
When back to my Withes my Soger ye gi'e me.

O foon may bis Honours bloom fair on his Brow,
As quickly they mutfl, if he get his Due:

For in noble A&ions his Courage is ready,

Which makes me delight in my Soger Luddie.

o
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To the foregoing Tune.

FOR a lovely bright Nymph, that’s cruel as fair,
I figh, and I pine, and [ die with Defpair:

She rejets my foud Love, flies, and leaves me belij

She’s as bright as the Day, but as falle as the Wind,

Ye Shepherds, take heed, and fhun the falfe Maid,

Take warning by me, or like me be betray’d:

Ye Swains, O beware! and far from her fly;

For if you but fte her, like me you mult die.

For the FLUTE.
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Set by Mr. LEVERIDCE.
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Urfla was fcouring her Difhes and Platter,
Preparing to make her good Friend the Hog fatter:
Greas’d up to the Elbow, as much to the Eye,
"Till her embroider’d Cloaths were €’en ready to fry,

Roger the Plowman i'th’ Chimney lay {noaring,
*T'ill Cupid, fore vext at his clownifh Adoring,
Did firaitway convey to the great Loogger-head,
The whifpering Mufe, that they all were a-bed.

Up ftarted Roger, and rubbing his Eyes,
Strait to his dear Ur/la in Paflion he hies,
Then leaning his Elbow on Ur/fla’s broad Back,

Complain’d that his Heart was ¢’en ready to crack.

Urflab'ing vext at the Weight of her Love,
Cry’d, Cupid, why doft thou thus treacherous prove!
In an angry Mood then fhe turn’d her about,

And the Difh-clout lapt over the Face of the Lout.

Loger D’ing angry at (uch an Affront,
And not at all minding of what might come on’t,
He gave her a Kick with fuch wonderous Mettle,

As tumbl’d poor Ur/fla quite over the Kettle.
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This Noife and Rumbling fet Gaffer awaking,
And fearing left Thieves had been ftealing his Bacon,
With aPur down the Stairs ina Trice he came ftumbling,

" Where he found Koger gaping, while Ur/la lay tumbling,

Pox take you, quoth he, for a Rogue and a Whore;
So turn’d the poor Lovers quite out of the Door;
Nor minding the Rain, nor the cold windy Weather;
To finith their Lioves in a Hogltye together.
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Walls Difturb us in our Sleep.

Were Socrates alive, and bound

With us to lead his Life,
*T'would move his Patience far beyond

His crabbed, fcolding Wife:

Hard Lodging, and much harder Fare,
Would try the wilet Sage,

Nay, even make a Parfon {wear,

And curfe this {inful Age.

Thus we Infolvent Debtors live ;
Yct we may boldly fay,
Worfe Villains often Credit give,

Than thofe that never pay;
For
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For wealthy Knaves can, with Applaufe,
Cheat on, and ne’er be try’d,

But in contempt of human Laws,
In Coaches fafely ride.

7%¢ R E V E N G E,

To the foregoing Tune.

1 Never lov’d but one fair Maid,
And fhe did prove untrue,

Untrue to him who to her paid
More Love than was her Due.

Her wand’ring Heart, and faithlefs Eyes,
IMade many a Shepherd weep;

Whillt all of them fought for the Prize,
Which none of them could keep.

Ah! fince ’tis fo, ye Gods! faid I,
Ye righteous Pow’s above,
Revenge on her my Mifery,
My true, but flighted Love.
S0 may fhe love, as fhe made me,
And find the fame Difdain;
Since the was pleas’d with Cruelty,
Now may fhe feel the Pain.

May fhe know what it is to love,
And lofe her wand’ring Heart,
To one who will unconftant prove,

And Jet her feel the Smart.
[ pake,
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I fpake, and lo! there did enfue
A ftrange Cataltrophe;

The Gods would punifh her, I knew,
But little thought by me.

For the FLurTeE,
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A Favowrite MINVET in the Entertain
JuPrIiTER 4#d EEUROP A.
The Wordsby Mr. LEVERID G
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hither turn

To court your Love,

See mighty Fove
Thus defcending from the higheft Skies.
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Setby Mr. LEVERIDGE.

Qld Poets have told us,when they were grwn

“‘_'f

R TN

. |
T 1
i
o B

_=

He wou’d chatter, and thunder, and wheedle, and
bellow, Which no &a--dy can de-—-ny, deny, Which

___ .
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He was charm’d with a Damfel, but cou’d not tell how
To humour his liquorifh FFancy, and fo

He clap’d up his Nymph in the fhape of a Cow,

. hich no body, &c,

But here let us make up our Poetry full ;

For the Man muft have got no Brains in his Skull,
g Who does not conclude that Fove turn’d a Bull,

. Which no body, &c.

i His Method of Wooing was loud and fonorous,
i Atthe time of the Year when the Su# enters Taurus,

Then Zanrus did enter fair fo the porous,
L Which no body, &c,

Hegave her two Horns for a Screen to his Love,
As famo gave him, as plainly does prove,
There’s a Strumpet below, for a Cuckold above,
Which we body, &c.

The Lovers by Inftinét together were moving,
When he had a Fancy on Earth to be roving,

Then fhe ran a Bulling, or elfe ran a Foving,
Which no body, &C.

1hey
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They may pafs for as clever a cornuted Pair,

As you €’er faw at Smithfield (where the Sightis NOt rare)

Or at Brentford, or Rumford, or any Horr-Far,
Which no body, &c.

Tho’ I take it for granted, that nothing more odd s,

Inftead of a Shepherdefs lac’d in her Boddice,

That a fwag-belly'd Cow fhouw’d go for a Goddef,
Which no body, &c.

Alexander, who conquer’d full many a Foe,
Mars, Hercules, Neptane, and more than we know,
Were Sons of this Fove, tho’ not by Fuwo,

Which no body, &c.

But as the Prolifical Virtue wore off,
His amorous FFeats made all the World Iaugh,

He cou’d get no more Heroes, and {o got a Calf|
Which no body, &c.

Diogenes grave was the Fruit of this Rub,
For his Name does pronounce him a Fapiter’s Cub,
Hc was born in a Cow-houfe, and liv’d inn a T ub, J

Which no body, &c.

Let a Confort of Butchers remember the thing,
Let Clevers and Marrow-bones merrily ring,
ouch a jovial Choir fo-Pean’s may fing,

W f}ida no body can deny, deny, which no body i
€ny. g

For




12P

The MusicAL MiSCELLANY,

For the FLvuTE.
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Tune, Zhe bonnieft Lafs in all the Warid
By DAVID RIZZ10.

1 | R BN
'!.1 r‘_‘;“ . ;‘Ihl_ :

Beneath a Beech’s grateful Shade, Young

love a Maid, Without Hopes of ob--tain--ing.
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’ For thus the Swain indulg’d his Grief, Tho’



Say, Peggy, what has Coli» done,
That thus you cruelly ufe him?
If Love’s a Fault, ’tis that alone,
For which you thould excufe him:
*T'was thy dear Self fir{t rais’d this Flame,
This Fire by which 1 languifh;
>T'is thou alone can’tt quench the fame,
And cool its fcorching Anguifh.

For thee I leave the fportive Plain,
Where ev’ry Maid invites me;
For thee, {ole Caufe of all my Pain,
IFor thee, that only flights me:
This Love that fircs my faithful Heart
By all but thee’s commended.
Oh! would'ft thou aét {o good a Part,
My Grief might foon be ended. That
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That beauteous Breaft, fo foft to feel,
Seem’d Tendernefs all over,

Yet 1t defends thy Heart like Steel,
’Gaintt thy defpairing Liover.

Alas! tho’ it fhould ne’er relent,

Nor Colin’s Care €’er move thee,
Yet ’till Life’s lateft Breath is fpent,

My Pegey, 1 muft love thee.

for the FLuTE,
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Set by Mr. M O N R O.
Sung 0y Mr. BURNEY i the TEMPLE-BEA U,
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Various are the little Arts,
Which you ufe to conquer Hearts ;
By empty T'hreats he wou’d affright,
And you by empty Hopes invite;
And you by empty Hopes invite.

Cowards may by him be brav’d;
¥ops may be by you enflav’d,
Then wou’d he vanquifh, or you bind,
e muft be brave, and you be kind;
He mult be brave, and you be kind.

The MusiCAL MisCELLANY,

T I T for T A4 T.
By Mr. WrirLrL1aM DEDINGFIELD.

Zo the foregoing Tune.

POOR Damon, full of am’rous Smart,
T'o Celiz open’d all his Heart,

Whillt the repay’d his tender Awe

With forc’d Negleét, and Ha, ha, ha!

With forc’d Negle&t, and Ha, ha, ha!

Provok’d by her infulting Scorn,
He lets her languifh in her Turn,
“Till (he’s reduc’d to fuch a Pafs,

Her Note is chang’d into Alas!
Her Note is chang’d into Alas!

Young Maids, take Warning by her I“ate,

Nor keep your Kindnefs ’till too late;
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To Love, and Honour, and Obey,
Be wife, and anfwer, Ay, ay, ay;
Be wife, and anfwer, Ay, ay, ay.

Shou’d Cuftom make us falfe to Truth;
Belye our Hearts, perplex the Youth,

And ufe a Lover like a Foe?
No, furely, in my Conicience, No;
No, furely, in my Conicience, No.

For the F . v T E.

131
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FANCYs ALL: O

7 O4 N asgoodasmy L ADY,
Tune Lefly’s March, By Davip Rizza.

T'he Words by Mr. MITCHELL.
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She’s goodas her Lady: A Proof that De-
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For the F L. v T E.
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7% S N I P E.

By a GENTLEMAN of MAGDALEN-CoOLLEGE,
OXFORD.

Zo the Tune of, A Cobler there was, {c,

1s of a fryar, who, fome People thinlk, Tho' s

._ "
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I |
I i

The Fryar would often go out with his Gun,

! And tho’ no good Marksman, he thought himfelf one;
b For tho” he for ever was wont to mifs Aim,

* Still fomething, but never himfelf, was to blame.
Derry down, &c.

I
]
4
]
:
.-'
4
i
]
]
;

|
' It happen’d young Peter, a Friend of the Fryar's,
f With Liegs arm’d with Leather, for fear of the Briers,

~ Went out with him once, tho’ it fignifies not
Where he hird his Gun, or who tick’d for the Shot.

Derry down, &c.

Away thefe two trudg’d it o’er Hills and o’er Dales;
They popp’d at the Partridges, frighten’d the Quarls;
But, to tell you the Truth, no great Milchief wasdane,
Save fpoiling the Proverb, as fare as a Gun.

Derry down, &c.
) ’ But

W]
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But at length a poor Suipe flew diret in the way,

In open Defiance, as if he would fay,

¢¢ If only the Fryar and Peter are there,

¢t 11 ly where I lift, there’s no Reafon to fear.
Derry down, &C.

Tho’ little thought he that his Death was fo nigh,

Yet Peter by chance fetch’d him down from on high;

His Shot was ramm’d down with a fournal, I wilt,

The firlt time he charg’d fo improper with /L.
Derry down, &c.

‘Then on both Sides the Speeches began to be made,
As----1 beg your Acceptance ---- O! noy Siry tndeed---
 beg thar yon wonld, Sir,----for both wifely knew,

That one Suipe could ne’er be a Supper for two.
Derry downy &c.

What the Fryar declin’d in moft civil {ort,
Peter {lipt in his Pocket, (the Dé’el take him for’t! )
But were the Truth known “twould plainly appear,
He oft times had found a longer Bill there.

Derry down, &c.

Hid in his Pocket the Suzipe fafely lay,

While a Week did pafs over his Head, and a Day,
*T'ill the Ropes for a Toalt too offenfive were growi,

And were {melt out by ev’ry Nofe but his own.
Derry down, &ec.

The
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The Fryar 1ook’d wholefome, it muft be agreed,

50 no one could fay whence the Stink fhould proceed;
thre the Stink might be laid, tho’ no one cou’d fay,

f, ’T:s certain he brought it, and took it away.
®  Derry down, &c.
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o At Sight of the Fryar began the Perfume,

Aud fcarce he appear’d, but he fcented the Room;

2 Snuﬂ" Boxes were held in the higheft Efteem,

4 ind all the wry Faces weére made where he came.
Derry down, &c.

J }
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- ;sthe Place he was in, it was call’d This and That;

1 Inhis Room ’twas a Clofe-ftool, or elfe a dead Rat;
In the Fields where he walk’d for fome Carrion’twas gueﬂn

...

Derry down, &c.

_':‘F."-'._‘f-!"F‘;:-‘-."..:-j_::f
S e

At length the Sufpicion fell thick on poor 7ray,
’Tlll he took to his Heels, and with fpeed ran away;
Thought the Fryar, Poor Tray! I’ll remember thee foon,
If I live to grow fweet, I’ll give thee 2 Bone.
- Derry down, &c.

For he knew that poor 774y was moft highly abus’d,
And if any, Himfelf, thus deferv’d to be us’d;

tor ’twas certainly he, (who elfe could he think; )
‘Twas certainly he that muft make all the Stink.

Derry down, &c.
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So when he came home he {at down on his Bed,
His Elbow at diftance fupported his Head:

His Body long while like a Pendulum went ;
But all he could do did not alter the Scent.

Derry down, &c.

Thus hipp’d, he got up and pull’d off his Cloaths,
He peep’d in his Breeches, and {melt to his Hofe,

And the very next Morning frefh Cloaths he put on,
All, all but a Waiftcoat, for he had but one.
Derry dswn, &¢c.

But changing his Cloaths did not alter the Cafe,
And {0 he {tunk on for three Weeks and three Days,
*Till to fend for a Doétor he thought it moft mee:;
For tho’ he was not, his Life it was {weet.

Derry dswn, &c.

The Doétor he came, felt his Pulfe in a trice;
Then crept at a Diftance to give his Advice;
But Sweating, nor Bleeding, nor Purging wou’d do
For inftead of one Stink, this only made two.
Derry down, &c.

The Fryar oft-times to his Glafs would repair,
But to Death he was frigh’'ned whenc’er he came there,
His Eyes were fo {unk, and he look’d fo aghalit,
He verily thought he was (tinking his laft.
Derry down, &c,
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for Credit, he haltens to burn all his Profe, |
into the Fire his Verfes he throws;

iJ7ien fearching his Pockets to make up the Pile,

g found out the Smpe that had ftunk all the while.
§ Derry down, &c.

he hopes you’ll now think him wholefome again,
fice his Waiftcoat difcovers the Caufe of his Pain :
{oconclude, the poor Fryar intreats you to note,

't you might have been fweet, had you been in his Coat.
Derry down, &c,
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g FOLLY of DESPAIR,

Set by Mr. AB1EL WHICHELLO.
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I leave my Bed betimes,

Before the Morning grey;
Let loofe my Dogs, and mount a Horfz,

And hollow, come away.
Ard a bunting, &c.

‘T'he Game’s no fooner rouz’d,
But in rufh the cheerful Cry,
Thro’ Bufh and Brake, o’er Hedge and Staka,
The frighted Beaft does fly.
And a bunting, &c.

In vain he flies to Covert,

A num’rous Pack purfue,
‘T'hat never ceafe to trace his Steps,

Ev’n tho’ they’ve loft the View.
And a banting, &c.

There’s Scentwell and Finder,
Dogs never known to fail,

To hit off with humble Nofe,
But with a lofty Tail.
And a banting, &c.

To Scentwell, Hark! he calls,
And faithful Finder joyns ;
Whip in the Dogs, my merry Rogues,
And give your Horfe the Reins.
And ¢ bunting, &c.

Hark
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Hark! forward how they go it,
The View they’d loft they gain;
Tantivy, high and low,

Their Legs and Throats they ftrain.
And a banting, &ec,

There’s Ruler and Countefs,
‘T'hat moit times lead the Field;
Traveller and Bonnylafs,

T'o none of ’em will yield.
And a bunting, &c.

Now Duzchefs hits it foremoft,

INext Lightfoor leads the way,
And Zoper bears the Bell ;

Each Dog will have his Day.
And a bunting, &c.

There’s Mufick and Chanter,
Their nimble T'rebbles try;
Whillt Sweezlips and Tunewell
With Counters clear reply.

Aund a bunting, &c.

There’s Rockwood and Thander,

T'hat tongue the heavy Bafs;
Whillt Zrowler and Ringwood

With Tenors crown the Chace.
And a bunting, &c.

147

L 2 Now



148 The MusicAL MISCELLANY,

Now fweetly in full Cry
Their various Notes they joyn ;
Gods! what a Confort’s here, my Lads!
’T'is more than half divine.
And a bunting, &c.

The Woods, Rocks, and Mountains,
Delighted with the Sound,

To neighb’ring Dales and Fountains
Repeating, deal it round.

And a buming, &c.

A glorious Chace it is,
Wedrove him many a Mile,
O’er Hedge and Ditch, we go thro’ Stitch,
And hit oft many a Foil.
And a banting, &c.

And yet he runs it ftoutly,
How wide, how [wift he {trais

"With what a Skip he took that Leap,
And fcow’rs it o’er the Plains!

And a bunting, &c.

See how our Horfes foam !
The Dogs begin to droop;

With winding Horn, on Shoulder born,
"T'is Time to chear ’em up,

And a bunting, &c.
[ Sorid
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[Sonnd Tantivy.]
Hark! Leader, Countefs, Bouncer,
Chear up my merry Dogs all;
To Zatler, Hark! he holds it {mart,

And anfwers ev’ry Call.
And a bunting, &.C.

{o co there, Drunkard Snowball,
(Gadzooks! whip Bowmer in;
We'll die i'th’ Place, ere quit the Chace,
’T1ll we've made the Game our own. -
And a bunting, &e.

Up yonder Steep I’ll follow,
Befet with craggy Stones;

My Lord crys, Fack, You Dog! come back,
Or elfe you'll break your Bones
And a bunting, &c.

Huzzah! he’s almoft down,
He begins to flack his Courfe,

He pants for Breath ; I’ll in at’s Death,
Or elfe I’'ll kill my Horle.

And a bunting, &c.

See, now he takes the Moors,
And {trains to reach the Stream,

He leaps the Flood, to cool his Blood,
And quench his thirfty I'lame.
And a bunting, &C.

L 3 He
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He fcarce has touch’d the Bank,
The Cry bounce finely in,

And {wiftly {fwim a-crofs the Stream,
And raife a glorious Din.

And a bunting, &e.

His Legs begin to fail,
His Wind and Speed is gone,

He ftands at Bay, and gives ’em Play,
He can no longer run.

And a bunting, &c.

Old Hedfor long behind,

By Ufe and Nature bold,
{n ruthes firft, and feizes faft,
But foon is flung from’s Hold.
And & banting, &c.

He traverfes his Ground,
Advances, and retreats,

Gives many Hound a mortal Wound,
And long their Force defeats.

And a bunting, &c,

te bounds, and fprings, and {norts,

He fhakes his branched Head ;
"T'is fafeft farthelt off, I fee,

Poor Zalboy is 1ain dead.
| And a bunting, &c.

Vaiu
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Vain are Heels and Antlers,
With fuch a Pack fet round,
Spight of his Heart, feize ev’ry Part,
And pull him fearlefs down.
And a banting, &c.

Ha! dead, ware dead, whip off,
And take a fpecial Care;
Difmount with Speed, and cut his Throat,

Left they his Idanches tear.
And a bnnting, &C.

The Sport is ended now,
We're laden with the Spoil ;

As home we pafs, we talk o’th’ Chace,
O’erpaid for all our Toil.
And a bunting, &C.

For the ¥ L uTE.
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Old Bromsio’s rank’d among the Beaus;

Young Cynthio {Olitary goes,
Unheeded by the Fair!
Ask you then what this Preference gives !

Six Flanders Mares the former drives,
The latter but a Pair.

Let meancr things be bought and fold,
But Beauty never truck’d for Gold;
Ye Fair, your Value prove:

And fince the World’s a Price too low,
Like Heav’n, your Ecfltafies beftow

On Conftancy and Love.

But {ill, ye gencrous Maids, beware,
Since Hypocrites to Heaven there are
And to the Beauteous too;
Do not too eafily confide;
Let ev’ry Lover well be try’d,
And well reward the true.

For the ¥ L. U T E.
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While Iris, ev’ry Grace adorning,
Gently warms my fond Defire,

Sigh for ev’ry Sigh returning,
Like a Veflal feeds the Fire.

Hiding ftill the facred Pleafure
From the prying vulgar Eye,

Still refigning all her Treafure,
Giving, without Pain, the Joy.

The Words by Mr. MI7TCHEL L.

To the foregoing Lune.

SU CH is the Force of Love Divine,
It freezes up the Vital I'lood
Of Travellers beneath the Line,

And fry’s, beneath the Poles, their Blood.
IVorta]
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Mortals attempt to ’{cape in vain
The univerfal Reach of Love;
Griney and. Greenland own his Reign,
Alike his Slaves their Subjeéts prove.

While Celia’s Image in my Soul,
By Night and Day is ever near,
Nor Wine, nor Mufick can controul
My lafting Tendernefs and Care.
Where-€’er I go, where-¢’er 1 ftay,
She’s ever prefent to my View.
Since I, Oh Love! can’t {cape thy Sway.
O make Her own thy Godhead too.

For the F L. u T E.

~
i < NP
- —E—' -_' N ’

©




The MusicAL Miscrrz ANy, 161

.f D 0O R I N D A.
By JouNn HucGcuEes, Elg;

3 Set by Dr. PEP U S C H.
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1 ; Fame of Dorizda’s Conguelts brought The

{ wound th'ui:- -wary AMN:aid  he  thought,

But foon became her Conqueft too.
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He dropt, half-drawn, his feeble Bow,
He look’d, be rav’d, and ﬁgllixag pin’d;
And wifh’d in vain he had been now,
As Painters falfely draw him, blind.

Difarm’d, he to his Mother flies;

Help, Venus, help thy wretched Son!
Who now will pay Us Sacrifice?

For Love Himfelf’s, alas! undone.

To Cupid now no Liover’s Pray’r
Shall be addrefs’d in fuppliant Sighs;

My Darts are gone, but Oh! beware,
Fond Mortals, of Dorizda’s Eyes.

By the famec H A ~ D.
To the foregoing Tune.

1 Die with too tranfporting Joy,
If She I loverewards my Lire;
If She’s imexorably coy,
With too much Paffion I expire.

INo way the IFates afford to fhun
"T'he cruel T'orments 1 endure

Since I am doom’d to be undone
By the Difeafe, or by the Cure.
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To the forcgoing Tune.

W HILE gentle Parthewiffa walks,
And {weetly {miles, and gaily talks,

A thoufand Shafts around her fly,

A thoufand Swains unheeded die.

If then fhe labours to be feen,
With all her kil Airs and Mein
From fo much Beauty, {0 much Art,
What Mortal can fecure his Heart?

M 2
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gbe FEMALE P HAEZO N,
Set by Mr. D1eupraAaRT.
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Shall I thumb holy Books, confin’d
With Abigails torfaken?

diety’s for other things defign’d,
Or I am much miflaken.
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Muft Lady Fenuny frisk about,
And Vifit with her Coufins?
At Balls muft fhe make all the Rout,
And bring home Hearts by Dozens ?

What has fhe better, pray, than I?
What hidden Charms to boalt;

That all Mankind for her fhou’d die,
Whilft I am f(carce a Toaft?

Dearelt Mamma, for once let me,
Unchan’d, my Fortune try;

I’ll have my Earl as well as fhe,
Or know the Reafon why.

I’ll foon with Fenny’s Pride quit {core,
Make all her Lovers fall ;

‘T'hey’ll grieve I was not 10os’d before ;
She, 1 was loos’d at all.

Fondnefs prevail’d ; Mamma gave way;
Kirey, at Heart’s Defire,

Obtain’d the Chariot for a Day,
And fet the World on Fire.

To the foregoing Tune.

WHE IN Cloe was by Damon {cen,
W hat Heart cou’d be nnmov’d?

She look’d {o like the Gyprian Quecen,

He gaz’d, admir’d, and lov’d.
| He
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He lov’d, alas! but lov’d in vain,
And, full of Grief and Care,
He knew he never cou’d obtain

The lovely charming [air.

Cloe deferv’d a better Swain;
He not {o fair a Bride:

Vet fHill he hugy’d the fatal Chain,
He lov’d, defpair’d, and dy’d.

Take Pity then, thou lovely Maid,
For Clee’s Cale 1s thine;

I dare not ask, fo much I dread ~——
Muft Damon's Fate be mine?
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Days, Like Glafes-~--tury Thorn.

Coficlid’s cruel at Fourfeore,
As Bards in Tragick Plays;

Iour Adls of Life pafs’d guiltle(s o’er,
But in the I'ifth fhe Nays.

it
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If e’er impatient for the Blifs

Within her Arms 1 fall,
The plaiflter’d Fair rcturns the Kifs,

Like Thisbe, thro’ the Wall.

For the ' 1. U T E.
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A DiaLoGUE between a BEAU’s Hrpap
and bis HEELS, taken from their Myuths 4
they were [poke at §t. James’s Cofee- Houfs,

By Mr. FIELDING.
To the Tune of, Dear Catholick Brothoy.

HEe ap.
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nor woud go in a Chair. E NENPAN &c.

—_— e

HEAD.

Ye mdolent DOgS‘. do you darc to refufe
iSo little 2 Walk, in anew Pair of Shoues?

My Legs too, methinks, might have gratefully goue,

|Since a new Pair of Calves I this Mommb pRL Ol

HEETS.

Do you call us ungrateful ? the Favours you prize,

| Were defign’d not to gratify us, bat your Eyes;

[s the Feotman oblig’d to his Lordfhp, or Grace,
Who, to feed his own Pride, bis equipp’d him with Laces

We think we have verv good Caule to complain,
That you thus are exalted without any Drain;
As our Merits are equal, we jultly may plead

A Title fumetimes to wal’; on our Hcead.
bFa, la, la, la, &c.




192 The MusicAt MiscerLrany,
HE A Dp.

Very fine! at this rate all the Beaus in the Towp |
Wou'd fairly, like Tumblers, be turn’d up-fide down I
But when I’'m diffeted, to thew you my Braius,

WMay all the World cry ----ke’s a Fool for his Pmnsf

bFa, lay la, la, &,

But if I may argue; Pray, Sir, who takes Snuff,
Who Ogles, who Smiles ? I think Titles enouph:
Canyou Sing, can you Laugh. can you Speak, can you Seap
Or what can you do, filly Dogs, without me?

Fa, lay la, lu, &c

Andtofhew you how much your Ambition’s myScoﬂ;‘
When next you rebely, 'l ¢’en thake you off';
Tho’ I ftand not without you, I’m fure I can {it,
In Parliament too, tho’ bereft of my Feet.

Hrrr1s.

Do you twit us with that? Y ouhave Reafon, wchear:
We danc’d with the Wives, or you had not got there.
But to dath you at once, let us tell you, ’tis faid
That fome have fat there without any Head.

Fa, la, la, la, &c.

HE A D.

Gad’s Curfe! and that’s true; fo a Word inyour Lars
T o oblige you for once,---- Here, Boy, call a Chair.
Liet us heneeforth together, like wile Men agree,
I'll {trive to fet you ofl; you fhall fet oft me.
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F In the firft Place, I'll fit very light on your Shoulder;
kor, Nature revers’d, I grow lighter as older :
'When you dance a Minuet, DIll {inile my belt;

#ud do you cur a Caper, when I cuta Jeft.
‘ ta, la, la la, &c.

| For the F L. v T E.
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A Two-Part Song.

By Mr. BEDFORD ALDRICH.
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Bolon he pipes, haul botu our Sheets aft.  Steady,
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Bofan be pipes, haul both our Sheets aft. Steady,
‘ : r n . .
‘? T F 1
Ao .z;l-ﬂl."-- A N WU - Y
o g%u.ln" 3 “ T ]

SEE .E—ﬂ ===

{teady, &mdy, fteady, fays the Mafiter, it blows a

frefh Gale, We'll foon reach ous
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We'll fave our rich Liquor, we’ll
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We'll fave our rich Liquor, we’ll fave our

nch Liquor, by flinging our Bowl.

Dauctto
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Ductto for FLUTES.
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TZhe FRY AR and the N U N.

Morning ear--ly. In what, my Dear, are you to
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The greateft Fanlt of my Self I know,
ds, what I pow difcover.
You for that Crime to Rome muft go,
And Difcipline muft fuffer.
Lack-a-Day, Sir! if it muft be [o,
Yon muft with me fend my Lover.

Oh! no, no, no, my Dear, you dreain,
We muft have no double Dealing;

But if you’ll repeat with me that {ame,
I’ll pardon your patft failing:

I mnft own, Siry but I blufl fir Shame,
Z bat yozr Penance is prevailing.

To the foregoing T une.

H O W do they err, who throw their Love
On Fate or Fortune wholly,
Whom only Rants and Flights can move,
And Rapture join’d with Folly!
For how can Pleafure {olid be,
Where Thought is out of Seafon?

Do I love you, or you love me,
My Dear, without a Reafon?

Our Senfc then rightly we’ll employ,
No Paradilc expecling;

Yet envying none the trifling Joy,
That will not bear refleéting.



The MusicAlL MISCELLANY. 179

For Wifdom’s Power (fince after all,
Ev’n Life is paft the curing)
Softens the worft that can befall,
And makes the beft enduring.

For the F LuUTE.
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R ETIREMENT
Set by Mr. DIEUPART.
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We laugh at all the little Arts
Of Venus and her Boy,
Nor can that idle God of Hearts
Our foft Repofe aeftroy.
Secure within our Cage we lic,
And pafs the Hours away;
While Birds and Maids, that loofely fly,
To Men become a Frey.

For the FrLurTE,
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Set by Mr. GAL L IA4R D,
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Look within the Bow] that’s flowing, |
And a thoufand Charms you’ll find,
More than Phyllis, tho’ juft going
In the Moment to be kind.
In the Moment to be kind.

Alexander hated Thinking,
Drank about at Council-board,

More than by his conqu’ring Sword.

For the F L U T E.
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7 PENITENT NUN,

The Words by Mr. LLockMaN.
Sez oy the late Mr. H A ¥ M,
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But now, thefe little Follies o’er,

She firmly vows fhe’ll fin no more;
INO more to Vice will fall a Prey,

But fpend in Prayer each fleeting Day.
Clofe in her Cell immur’d fhe lics,

Nor tfrom the Crofs removes her Eyes;

Whilft Sifters, crouding at the Grate,

f

Spend all their Time, fpend all their Time in

Worldly Prate.

The
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 The Abbefs, overjoy’d to find
This Happy Change in Fexzny’s Mind,
The reft, with Air compos’d, addrefling,
¢¢ Daughters, if you expet a Blefling,
“ From pious Fawe, Example take,
*“ The World, and all its Joys forfake.
«“ We will (they all reply’d as One)

¢¢ But firlt Iet’s do, but firft let’s do as Fawue has
done.

A Diarosue between a Man and his Wife,
Zo the foregoing Tane.

. T O me you made a thoufand Vows,
A thoufand tender things you've faid ;

I gave you all that Liove allows,
The Pleafures of the Nuptial Bed:

But, now my Eyes have loft their Charms,
Or you abate in your Defire;
You with another in your Arms,
Andburn, andburn, and burn with an unhallow’d
Fire.
£, ‘That charming Celiaz I admire,
I muit with Pleafurc own, is truc;
Dut had T ten times the Defire,
How wou'd the Paffion injure you?
/. Lovcis a facred Tree of Life,
‘I'hat vp to Heaven its Branches rears;
Y et Admiration’s but the Leaf,
Enjoyment is, Enjoyment is the Fruit it bears.
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4. Thus, while you raife this vain Difpute,

Your Paflion but itlelf deceives;

While you yourfelt have all the rait,

What need, what need, what need you envy
me the Leaves?

For the ' . v T &,
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ADVICE 2 CELTIA.
Setby Me. D IEUP AR T.
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poor Delight isknown, It quickly palls Decfire.
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Come, ict’s not trifle Time away,
Or {top you know not why:

Your Blufhes and your Eyces betray
What Decath you mean to die.

f.et all your Maiden Fears be gone,
And Love no more be croft;

Ah! Celia, when the Joys are known,
You'll curfe the Minutes loft.

For the FLurE.
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Zhe CRITICAL MINUTE

Set by Mr. LEVERIDGE.
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cu--~fes of DBlufhing and [I‘ear.
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How fhe figh’d, and unlac’d,
With fuch Trembling and Hafte,
As if the had long’d to be clofer embrac’d!

My Lips the {weet Pleafure of Kifles enjoy’d,
While my Hands werein fearch of hid Treafure employ’d.

With my Heart all on fire

In the Flames of Defire,
When I boldly purfu’d what fhe {feem’d to require;
She ¢ry’d, Oh! for Pity’s fake, change your ill Mind!
Pray, Amiutas, be civil, or I'll be unkind.

All your Blifs you deftroy,

Like a naked young Boy,
Who fears the kind River he came to enjoy:
Let’s in, my dear Chlorss, Pll fave thee from Harm,
And malke the cold Element pleafunt and warm.

Dear Amintas! fhe cries;
‘T'hen fhe caft down her Eyecs,
And with Killes confelt what fhe faintly denics.
Too furc of my Conqueft, 1 purpos’d to (lay
*T'ill her freer Confent did more {weeten the Prey.
Pt
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But too late I begun ;.

For her Paffion W*a*sﬂgiiqﬁg: T
Now, Amintas, the er{’d,l;lllﬁil] 'rilevué:r'i)!é; an; |
Thy Tears and thy Cé}irtﬂ]ib no Pfti{_ cfan'fndve, '
Thou balt flighted the Critical Minute of Love.

e =3 by .

For the F L u T E
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CONTENTMENT.

Set by Mr. AB1EL WHICHELL 0.
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Heaven togrant,Is a Mind independent and free.

With Paflion unruffied, untainted wich Pride,
By Reafon my Life let me {quare;

The Wants of my Naturc are cheaply fupply’d,
And the reft s but Irolly and Cure.

Vor. VI 9, Tha
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The Bleflings, which Providence freely has Ient
I’ll juftly and gratefully prize;
Whilft {weet Medication and chearful Content
Shall make me both healthy and wife.

In the Pleafures, the great Man’s Poffeflions difplay.

Unenvy’d I'll challenge my Part ;
For ev’ry fair Obje€t my Eyes can {urvey

Contributes to gladden my Heart.

How vainly, through infinite Trouble and Strife,
T'he Many their Labours employ!

Since all that is truly delightful in Life
Is what all, if they will, may enjoy.

7he ©C A P T I V L,

To the foregoing Tune.

W HEN from her Beauty long I’ve ftrove
T'o free my doating Heart,
Her Wit brings back my flying Love,
And chains 1t down by Art.

T'hen, when her Wit I’ve often foil’d,
With one commanding View

I’m by her Eyes again beguil’d,
And Captive took ancw.

Ller
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Her Wit alone were vain, alone
Her Beauty wou'd not do;
But what the Devil can be done
With Wit and Beauty too?

For the ¥ L U T E.
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BEAUTY and MUSICK.

By Jou~x HuGHES, Efqg;
Set by Dr. PEP U S C H.
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Where Cupid’s Bow, and Phebus® Lyre,
In the fame pow’rful Hand are found

Where lovely Eyes inflame Defire,

While trembling Notes are taught to wound.

Enquire not who’s the matchlef(s Fair,
That can this double Death beftow.
If young Harmon:a’s Strains you hear,

- Or view her Eyes, too well you’ll know.
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From the Antient Britilh Language.,

llez vons belle Endormié.
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What tho’ no Grants of Royal Donors
With pompous Titles grace our Blood?

We'll fhine in more fubftantial Honours,
And, to be Noble, we’ll be Good.

Our Name, while Virtue thus we tender,
Will {fweetly found where-e’er ’tis {poke:

And all the Great ones, G}I"he},r (hall wonder,
FHow they refpet {uch little Foll.

What tho’, from Fortune’s lavith Bounty,
No mighty Treafures we poflefs ?

We'll find, within our Pittance, Plenty,
And be content without Excefs.

Still fhall each kind returning Seafon
Sufficient for our Withes give:

For we will live a Life of Reafon,
And that’s the only Life to live.

‘Through Youth and Age, in Love excelling, |

We’ll Hand in Hand together tread;

199

Sweet-{iniling Peace fhall crown our Dwelling,

And Dabes, {weet-{iniling Babes, our Bed.

How fhould I love the pretty Creatures,

While round my Knees they fondly clung,

‘1o fee them look their Mother’s Featurcs,

T'o hear them lifp their Mother’s Tongue!

And, when with Envy Time tranfported
Shall think to rob us of our Joys;

You’lly in your Girls, again be courted,
And I'll go wooing in my boys.

G
O 4
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Care and Envy will remove, Jealoufy, that
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Gentle Murmurs, fweet Complaining;
Sighs that blow the Fire of Love;
Soft Repulfes, kind Difdaining,
Shall be all the Pains you prove.
Ev’ry Swain fhall pay his Duty,
Grateful ev’ry Nymph fhall prove;
And as thefe excell in Beauty,

Thofe fhall be renown’d for Love,
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4

Think not my Fancy to o’ercome,
By proving thus unkind ;

INo {moothed Sight, nor fmiling Frown,
Can fatisfy my Mind.

Pray let Platonicks play fuch Pranks:
Such Follies I deride ;

For Love, at leaft, I will have Thanks,
And {omething elfe befide.

‘Then open-hearted be with me,
As I fhall be with you,

And lct our Aétions be as free
As Virtue will allow.
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| If yow’ll prove loving, I’ll prove kind,
If true, I'll éonﬁant be;
If Fortune chance to change your Mind,
I’Il turn as foon as ye.

Since our Affeétions, well ye know,
In equal Terms do {tand,

’T'is in your Power to Love, or no,
Mine’s likewife in my Hand.

Difpenfe with your Aufterity,
Unconfitancy abhor,

Or, by great Cupid’s Deity,
P’ll never love you more.

To the foregoing Tune.

H AT means this Nicenefs now of late,
Since T'ime that Truth does prove;

Such Diftance may confift with State,
But never will with Love.

“Tis either Cunning or Difdain,
That does fuch Ways allow;

The firlt is bafe, the lall is vain,

May ncither happen you!
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Yor if it be to draw me on,

You over-att your Part,

And if it be to have me gone,
You need not half that Art:

For if you chance a Look to caft,
That feems to be a Frown,
I’} give you all the Love that’s paft,

The reft thall be my own.

fFor the F L. urTeE.
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Sung in the Comedy call'dy THE WIFE oF Bary,
| The Words by Mr. G 4 7.

Set by Mr. BARRETT.

There was an a Swain full fair, Was tripping it

over the Grafs; And there he {py’d, with her
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bear, Sir, Pray forbear Sir; No, no, no,ne,roe,u

‘1he Lad being bolder grown,
Endeavour’d to fteal a Kif,

ohe cry’d, Pifli--- Jet me alone;
Buat held up ber Nofe for the 3
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i *She"wou’d never have done,
But unto his Lips fhe did grow ;

e Near {mother’d to Death,

A Afloon as fhe’d Breath,

She ftammer’d out No, ne, no, no, .

Come, come, fays he, pretty Maid,

L.et’s walk to yon private Grove;
Cnpid always delights in the cooling Shade,
‘There I’ll read thee a Leflon of Love:

She mends her Pace,
And haftes to the Place: =
But if her Leéure you’d know,
Let a bathful young Mufe,
Plead the Maiden’s Excule,
And anfwer you No, no, no, no, .

For the PLuTE,

The End of the Sixth and Lafl Folume.
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