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CAPONIDES;

Or Lyrical remarks Made o the famom Signior Ca-
valievo Nico— Grimaldi, Knighted by the Doge
of VENICE, and Szgmor {zallapo Frifco,
Caprioli Frontini the Horfe : Made a Cmgﬁ:!
by the Roman Ewmperor Carricvur'a. Set
to a Tune 1 in tbe OPERA of ANTIOCHUS.

0 ME bloommg Honour get
By Valour, fome by Wi,
And fome have Tlrles met

By the way of Guinny;
} But two, moft fam’d I {fhew,
- One long fince, and one now,
Who if you don't dHGW

The Devil’s in ye:

Of Crearures 1 difcourfe,

Who muft your liking force :

They muft your Ilkmﬂ force,

As well as my dlfcourfe

Calligula's fine Horle,

And Nicgl ——~ . -

s bi, bi, bi, bi, bi, bi —colini.
B - b
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A Senator fome fay,
He made his Dapple grey,
For his Italian Neigh,
A Crack-brain’d Ninny ;
A Doge t0o0,as appears
With Squeaking, caught by th’ Ears,
Amongit the Cbevaliers,
Plac’d Nico
And asthe Horfe did bear,
*That Honour many a Year,
For fqualinF Notes fo Cleer,
As you fhall feldom hear,
So does our Capon dear,
Dear Nicol ,
De, be, be, be, be, he, he —ear NICO] ~=.

Yet Criticks bold and plain,

As Envy fill will reign,

For Head and comely Main,
Cry up Frontini ;

They fay for Shapes before,

Good qualitys fome {core,

‘He merits Honour more,

Then Nicol
Befides un autre chofe,

More bleft they him {uppofle,
More bleft they him fuppofe,
For tho’ the Grooms give blows,
They have not cut out thofc,
Like Nicol=—,
N1, bi, biy bi, biy biy bi —colini.

But yet by Vocal firain,
And {ubtle dint of Brain,
‘Mongft Enclifb Gentry vain,

He gets the Penny,
He Trills, and Gapes, and Struts,
'And Fricaflee's the Notes,
Qur Crew may crack their Gutts,

They ne'er will win ye: -
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- For Quavering like a Lark,
This rare difabled Spark,
Gets Ladies too i'th’ dark,-
Who tho’ ’tis bungling work,
Will hug this Knight of Mark,
Smooth Nico!
Ni, %, bs, b2, bs, h?, —colini.

But now to caufe our Woe,
Why Chanter will you go,
Fop Bounty ftill may flow,
And many a Guinny ;
You leave us, fome do guefs,
To Build a fumptuous place,
To Seat your Noble Race,
Like Palentini -
But tho’ we to our thames
Have Paid ye in Extreams,
When e’er you leave the Thames,
To rowl on Ocean {treams,
Pray don’t you call us Names,
Sweet Nicol ——,
Swee, he, he, be, be, be, heer Nicol.

B e V|
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A New Song, Infcrzbd to the hrave Men o
Kent, made in Honour of the Nobility anc
Gemry of that Renown d and Ancient County
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| ‘ ‘ T HEN Harrolz was Iﬂvadéd,

And falling loft his Crown ;°

N And Norman il am waded

| Through Gore to pull him down -

| When Countys round with fear profound,
i To mend their {ad Condirtion ;

1And Lands to fave, bafe Homage gave,
| Bold Kent made rio Submiffion,

CHORUS.

|35418, fing in Praife of Men of Kent,

|, 90 Loyal brave and free |
’Mmgﬂ Britain’: Race, zf on¢ ﬁ;rfwﬁj,

| 4 Man of Kent 5 be, ;-

The hardy ftout Free-holders,
' That knew the Tyrant near ;
In Girdles, and on Shoulders,

A Grove of 045 did bear:
hom when he faw in Bacrle draw,
And thought how he might need ’em ;

e turn’d his Arms, allow’y their Terms,
Compleat with noble Freedom :
Then fing in Praife, &e.

¢ -

And when by Barons wrangling,
Hot Fa&ion did Increafe,
And vile Intel’rinejang]ing,
Had banith’d Exzlaya’s Peace,
The Men of Kent to Bactle went,.
They -fear’d no Wild confufion ;

loen fing in Praife, &e.
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At Hunting, or the Race too,
They fprightly Vigour fhew ;
Ard at a Female Chafe too,
None like a Renzifb Beau :
All bleft with Health, and as for Wealth,
By Fortunes kind embraces;
A Yecoman grey fhall oft out-weigh,
A Knight in other places:
Then [ing in Praife, &c.

The Generous, Brave and Hearty,
All o’er the Shire we find ;
And for the Low-Church Party,
They’re of the Brighteft kind :
For King and Laws, they prop the Caufe,
Which High-Church has confounded ;
They love with height the Moderate right,
But hate the Crop-Ear'd Round-bead:
Then fing in Praife, &l

The promis’d Land of Blefling,
For our Forefathers meant ;

Is now, in right Poflefling,
For Canaan {fure was Kent ¢

The Dome at Knol, by Fame enroll’d
The Church at Canterbury ;

‘The Hops, the Beer, the Cherrys here,
May fill a famous Story.

Then Sing in*Praife of Kentifh Men,
So Loyal, Brave and Free;

"Mong(? Britain’s Race, if one [srpafs,
4 Man of Kent 75 He.
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An Ope on Queen Mary: Set by Mr. Henry
Purcell, and the Notes to be found in bis Or~
pheus Brittanicus.

IGH on a Throne of glittering Ore,
Exalted by Almiglty fate;

Out-fhining the bright Jem fhe wore,
"The Gracious Gloriana 1ate.

The dazling Beams of Majefty,

"Too fierce for mortal Eyes to fee;

She veil'd, and with a fmiling Brow
She taught th’ admiring World below.

Since Vertue is the chiefeft good,
Gay Power fhould only be her Drefs ;
Which often taints the pureft Blood,
Frce Confcience is the folid Peace.

Glory is but a Flattering dream

Of wealth, that is not, tho’ it feem ;
Falfe Vifion whofe vain Joys do make
Poor Mortals poorer, when they wake.

The Fawning croud of Slaves that Bow,
With praife could ne’er my Sence controul;
Vaft Pyramids of State feem low,
So much above it fits my Soul.

She fpoke, whillt Gods unfeen, that ftood
Admiring one fo Great, fo Good 5

Flew ftraight to Heaven, and all along,
Bright Gloriana was their Song.
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Advice to the Ladies.
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Adies of London, both Wealthy and Fair,
Whom every Town Fop is purfuing ;

Still of your Purfes and Perfons take care,

The greateft Deceit lies in Wooing
From the firft Rank of Beaux Efprits,

Their Vices therefore I difcover,
Down to the baleft Mechanick degree,

That {o you may chufe oat a lover.

Firft for the Courtier, look to his Eftate,
Before he too far be proceeding ;

He of Court Favours and Places will prate,
And fettlements make of his Breeding :

Nor wear the Yoak wich dull Country Souls,
Who though they are fat in their Purfes ;.

Brufh with Briftles and Toping full Bowls,
Make Love to their Dogs and their Horfes.

But above all, the rank Citizens hate;
The Court, or the Country choofe rather;.

Who'd have a Block-head that gets an Eftate,
By Sins of the Cuckold his Father:

The fneaking Clown all Intriguing does Marr,
Like Apprentices Hufhng. and Ranting;

Cit puts his Sword on without Temple-Bar,
To go to white-Hakl a Gallanting.

Let no fpruce Officer keep. you 1n awe,
The Sword is a thing Tranfitory ;

Nor be blown up by the Lungs of the Law,.
A World have been cheated before you:
Soon you will-find your Captain-grown bold,

And then 'twill be hard to o’ercome him ;.
And it the Lawyer touch your Copy-hold,
The Devil will ne'er-get it from him. -

Fly, like the Plague, the rough Tarpawling Boys,-
That Court you with lying Bravadoes;
Tiring your Senfes with Bombait and-Noife,

And Stories brought from the Barbadoes

B s And!
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And ever fhun the Do&or, that Fool,

Who feeking to mend your condition ;
Tickles your Pulfé, and peeps in you Clofe-ftool,
‘Then fets up a famous Phyfician.

But if your Humour have fuch roving fits,
As mufl upon Wedlock be treating ; _
Ste& to Wil’s Coffee Houfe you'll find fome Wits,
'ho live upon Sharping and Cheating: ]
"They wear good Cloaths, and Powder their Whiggs,
And Swear y’are a Dear and a Honey;
And their whole Lives fpend in rampant Intrigues,
Oh, they are the Men for my Money.

BSBRR L BERBRT TSRO

Advice 10 the Beaus; To the foresoing
Tune.

L L Jolly Rake-hells that Sup at the Rofe,
And Midnight Intrigues are contriving ;.
Courtiers, and all you that fet up for Beaus,
I’ll give ye good Councel in Wiving ;
Now the fair Sex, muft pardon my Verfe,
If once I dare fwerve from my Duty;
Old Rofs crucians, found {pots in the Stars,
Then why not I Errors in Beauty.

Shun the Cits Daughter whom a Gentleman got,.
Whilft he the Old Caufe was revenging ;

Bred up at School to Sing, Dance, and wot not,
Yet walks as fhe mov’d with an Engine:

Nor be by the Orpbans Treafure provok’d,
‘The Chamber is Empty you fee, Sir;

Ne'er hope to keep a fine' Cabinet lock’d,
When every Furr'd Gown has a Key, Sir.

T he
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The Country Nymph that dooks frefh as a Rofe,. o

Whofe Innocent Grace does o’er rule ye;
Hobbles in Gate, and treads in with -her Toes,.
Ah, take a great care leaft fhe fool ye:
She looks as if {he knew not what’s what ;
Yet bring her to Town to a Play, Sir;
Soon you'll perceive,. that the’ll fall from her Trott,
And Modithly come to her Pace Sir. |

The Buxom Widdow with Bandore and Peak,.
Her Conicicnce as black as her Cloathing ;

If in a Corner you "evér make Squeak,
I’ll give you her Joynture for nothing

She ftill will plague ye with her Eaw {miles,
She'll anfwer your Court by Attorney ;

If you love riding in others old Boots,
For God’s {fake make haft with your Journey..-

But above all Sirs, defpife the Coquere,
She’il Sacrifice Love to Ambition ;
Who takes a Wife that but thinks fhe’s a- Wit,
Is in a moit woful condition:
She’ll make her Confcience ftretch like her Glove; -
And now, tho’ the vows equal Paffion;.
Perjur'd next moment, forfwear all her Love,
And make a meer Jeft of Damnation.

The Maids of Honour, like fortifi'"d Towns,
Will give you Repulfe if you venture;

Bulwark’d by Vertue and ftiff bodied Gowns,.
The Devil himfelf cannet enter:

But if by Love's dear Bribe you get in,
And for fatal Wedlock importune;

If you don’t ftraight go to Law with the Queex,:
You'll ne’er get one Groat of their Fortune..

But if your Zeal for a Wife be fo ftrong,
That nothing can cool the fierce Paflion .
Step to the Rofe, and fteal out Mrs. Long,
She’ll make the beft Spoufe 1n the Nation::
She founds the Brains of all the young Sotts,
‘That come their to tait her Elixr;
Eittle Flask bottles, and lesking Pint pots, |
Are framipg a-fine Coach and fix, $ir, The



r2 S o NG s Compleat,

Lhe wanton Virgins frighted : To the lajf

Zane.

Y O U that delight in a Jocular Song,

Come liften unto me a while, Sir;
I will engage you fhall not tarry. long,
Before it {fhall make you to fmile, Sir:
Near to the Town there 1iv’d an old Man,
Had three pretty Maids to his Daughters ;-
Of whom I will tell {uch a ftory anon,
Will tickle your Fancy with Laughter.

The old Man had in his Garden a Pond,
*T'was in very fine Summer Weather ;
The Daughters one Night they were all very. fond,;.
To go and Bath 1n it together : h
Which they asreed, but happen'd to be,
O’er heard by a Youth in the Houfe, Sir;
Who. got in-the Garden, and climb'd up a Tree,

And there fate as {till as a Moufe, Sir.

The Branch where he fat it hung over the Pond,.

"~ At each puff of Wind he did totter;
Pleas’d with the Thoughts he fhould fit abicond;

And fee them go into the Water:
When the Old Man was {afe in his Bed,

The Daughters then to the Pond went, Sir;.
One to the ocher two laughing the faid;

As hich as our Bubbies we'll venture.

Upon the tender green Grafs they fat down,
They all were of delicate Feature;

BEach pluck’d off her Perticoar, Smock, and Gown,
No fight it could ever be {weeter:

Into the Pond then dabling they went,
So clean that they needed no Wafhing ;

But they were all fo unluckily bent,

Like Boys they began to be dafhing.

if
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If any body fhould fee us, fays one,
They'd think we were boding of Evil ;
And from the fight of us quickly would run,
And avoid fo many white Devils;
This put the Youth in a merry Pin,
He let go his Hold thro’ his Laughter .
' And as it fell out, he fell tumbling in,
And fcar’d them all out of the Water.

The Old Man by this time a Noife had heard,
And rofe out of Bed in a Fright, Sir;

And comes to the Door with a Rufty old Sword,
There {tood in a Pofture to fight, Sir-

The Daughters they all came tumbling in,
And over their Dad they did blunder;

Who cry’d.out aloud, Mercy, good Gentlemen;
And thought they were Thieves came to Plunder:

The Noife by this time the Neighbours had heard,
Who came with long Clubsto aflitt him .

He told them three bloody Rogues run up Sctairs,
He dar’d by no means to refift them :

For they were Cloathed all in their Buff,
He fee as they fhov'd in their Shoulders ;

And black Bandaleers hung before like a ruff,
Which made them believe they were Soldiers.

The Virgins their Cloaths in the Garden had left,
And Keys of their Trunks in their Pockets; g
To put on the Sheets they were fain to make fhift,’
Their Cheft they could not unlock it:
At laft ventur'd up thefe Valiant Men,
Thus armed with Courage undaunted ;
But took them for Spirits, and run back again,
And {wore that the Houfe it was Haunted. .

As they Retreated the young Man they met, .
Come fhivering in at the Door, Sir;

Who look'd like a Rat with his Cloaths dropping wet;
No Rogue that-was Pump’d could look worfer;

All.



YO Soxcs Compleat,

All were amazed to fee him come 1in,
And ask’d of him what was the Matter?
He told them the Story, and where he had been,.

Which fet them all in a Laughter.

Quoth the old Daddy, I was in a huff,
And reckon’d to cut them afunder;
Thinking they had been three Soldiers in Buff,.
That came here to rifle and Plunder:
But they are my Daughters whom 1 loved,
All Frighted from private Diveriion;
Therefore I'll put up my old rufty Sword,
For why fhould I be in a Paflion.

opp dpake i S B B i Er B By

A Confolatory ODE to Her Majefly.
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ROyal Flora dry up your Tears,
To cheer the 4fies, no longer figh and Mourn;
Providence blefles your happy Affairs,
And refolves for your Lofs to make return :
"Albion’s Trophies flourifh each Hour,
There Glory by Fame infpir'd gives ravifhing found :
Flora, whilft Marcian difpofes her Pow’r,
Is the Umpire of Arms, all E4rops round ;
Thus the Mufe, tho’ ill rewarded and unregarded,.
Sings loud with Prophetical hope;
Great Britain's fears are over,
We'll foon Recover,
Our dangerous Malady,
Gallia {han't proﬁt by Ottoman Urﬁty,
Smeden {hall fly before Bears of Cold Mﬂﬁ:'afvj,
Spight of Bravadoes of Orleans, and Burgundy,
' Boufflers or Vendofme,

Or late-baffled Troops of the Pope, .

EEEEEEE
BEDBE
283,
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The PARALLEL: The Words made to a
Tune of Mr. Eccles’s, '
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HE Sages of Old,
‘ In Prophecy told,
The caufe of a2 Natjons undoing ;
But our new Englifp breed,
No Prophets do need,
Yor each one here feeks his own Ruin.

With grumbling and Jarrs,
We promote Civil Wars,.
And Preach up falfe Tenets too many ;
We Snarl, and we Bite,
We Rail, and we Fight
For Religion, yet no man has any.

Then him let’s commend,
| That’s true to his Friend,
And the Church, that the Senate does fettle;
Who delights not in Blood,
- PBuardraws when he thou’d, |
And bravely ne’er Shrinks from the Battle,

Who rails not at Kings,
Nor at Politick things, |
INor Treafon will fpeak when he’s Mellow 3
. But takesa full Glafs,
. To King George’s Succefs,
This, this is the honeft brave fellow.

]
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ABALLAD of Andrew and Maudlin.

ANM and Maudlin, Rebeces and Wilk, )
Margaret and Thomas, and Fockey and Mary 3
Kate o’th’ Kitchin, and K/# of the Mill,
Dick the Plow-man, and Foan of the Dairy, 1
To folace their Lives, and to {weeten their Labour,
All met ona time with a Pipe and Tabor.,

Andrew was Cloathed in Shepherd’s Grey;

And Wil had put on his Holiday Jacket ;
Beck had a Coat of Popin-jay, 1
And Madze had a Ribbon hung down to her Placket;
Meg and Mek in Frize, Tom and Fockey in Leather,

fnd fo they began all to Foot it together.

Their
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Their Heads and their Arms about them they flung,
With all the Might and Force they bhad’;’

Their Legs went like Flays, and as loofely hung,
They Cudgel'd their Arfes as if they were Mad ;.

Their Faces did fhine, and their Fires did kindle,

While the Maids they did trip and tura like a Spindle:

Andrew chuck’d Maudlin under the Chin,

Simper fhe did like 2 Furmity Kettle ;
The twang of whofe blubber lips made fuch a din,
 Asif her Chaps had been made of Bell-metal:
Xate Laughed heartily ac che fame {mack,
And Joud fhe did aniwer it with 2 Bum-crack.

At no Whitfun-Ale there e’er yet had been,
Such Frayfters and Friskers as thefe Lads and Lafles;
From their Faces the Swear ran down to be {een,
. But fure'Y am, much more from their Arfes;

For had you bur feen’t, you then would have fworp,
You never beheld the like fince you-weére-Born,

Here they did fling, and there they did hoift,
Here a hot Breath, and there. went a Savour; .
Here they did glance, and there they did gloift,

- Here they did Simper. and there they did Slaver; -

Here was 2 Hand, and their was a Placker,

Whilft, hey ! their Sleeves went Flicket-a-flacket.

The Dance being ended, they Sweat and they Stunk,
The Maidensdid fmirk it,the Youngflersdid Kifs’em;
Cakes and Ale flew about, they clapp’d handsand drunk,
They laugh’d and they gigl’d until they bepift 'em;
They laid the Girlsdown,and gave cach a green Mantle,
While their Breaffs and their Bellies went Pintle a.
* { Pantle.
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1 Quixote. Set by Mr. Henry Purcell.,
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HEN the World firft knew creation,

A Rogue wasatop, a Rogue was a top profeffion
When there were no more in all Nature but Four,

There were two of them in Tranigreffion:
And the Seeds are no lefs,

Since that you may guefs,

But have in all Ages been growing apace;
‘There’s Lying, and Thieving,

Craft, Pride, and Deceiving,

Rage, Murder, and Roaring,

Rape, Inceft, and Whoring,

-Branch out from one Stock, the rank Vices in Vogue
And make all Mankind one Gygantical Rogue.

View all human Generation,

You'll find in every dtation,
Lean Vertue decays, whilft Intereft {fways

Th’ ill Genius of the Nation;
A1l are Rogues in degrees, The Lawyer for Fees,
The Courtier L¢ cring, and the Alderman {queez;
The Canter, the Toper, the Church Interloper,
The Punk and the Praffice of Piety groper;
But of all, he that fails our true Rites to maintain, |
And deferts the Caufe Royalis deepell in grain.

He that firft to mend the matter,
| Made Laws to bind our Nature,
Shou’d have found a way to make Wills obey,
And have Modell’d new the Creature 3
For the Savage in Man, from Original ran,
And in fpight of Confinement now reigns as’t began;
Here's Preaching and Praying, and Realon difplaying,
Yer Brother with Brother, is Killing and Slaying ;
Then blame not the Rogue that free Senfe does enjoy,
Then falls like a Log, and believes he fhall lye.

Pretl)
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: ar to the Town of Windfor, upon a pleafant Green
There liv’d a Miller’s Daughter, her Age aboy;
( Eighteen.
A Skin as white as Alablafter, and a killing Eye,
A round Plump bonny Buttock joyn’d to a taper Thigh
Then ab! be kind, my Dear, be kinder, was the Ditzy i,
When Pretty Kate of Windfor came to the Mil,

‘To treat withher in Private, firft came a Booby. Squire,
He cfer'd ten broad Pieces, but the refus’d the hire ;

She faid his Corn was mufty, norfhould her Toll-difh fil],
Elis Meafure too fo {canty, fhe fear'd ‘twould burn her

Then ab! be kind, &C. { Mill.

Soon after came a Lawyer, as he the Circuit went,
He {fwore he’d Cheat her Landlord, and fhe fhould pay
| o (no Rént:
He queftion’d the Fee fimple; but him fhe plainly told,
YTlkeepin{pightof Law Tricks, mineown dear Copy-
Then ab! be kind, &ec. - {hold

‘The nextcame ona Trooper, that didof Fighting prate,
Till the pull’d out his Piftol, and knock’d him oEre the
. - { Pate,
1 hate, thecry’d, a He&or, a Drone withoiit a fling,
For if you muft be Fighting Friend, go do 1t for the

Then abl, be kind, &c. | ( King.

A late difcarded Courtier, would next her favour win,
e offer’d hera Thouiand when €’er King Famescame 1n;
She laugh’d at that extrgamly, and faid 1t was too fmall,
Forif hee’er comesinagain, you'll get the Devil and all.

Then ab' be bind, &c.

Next came a ftrutting Sailor that was of Mates degree,
He bragg’d much of his Valour in the late Fightat Sea ;
She told him his Bravado’s but lamely did appear,

For if you had ftood to’t, you Rogues, the French had

Then ab! be kind, &c. (ne’er came her‘z.
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i A Shopkeeper of London then open’d his Love Cafe,
§ Hetold her he was Famous for Penning an Addrefs;
i She rold City-wifdom was known by their Affairs,
N Guild-Hall was full of Wit too in choice of Sheriffs and

[ Mayors.
Then ab ! be kind, &c.

Next came a fmug Phyfician upon a Pacing Mare,

f But fhe declar'd fhe lik’d him much worfe th?n any
- there s
# He was {o us'd to Glifters, fhe told him to his Face,

i He always would be bobbing his Pipe at the wrong

[place.
Then ab ! &e kind, &c.

The Parfon of the Town then did next his ﬂan[le"(?.
veal,
# She made him fecond Mourning, and cover’d MFMWiih
| eal;
The Man of God ftood fretting, fhe bid him not be

5_ _ _ [vext,
| "T'will ferve you for a Surplice to Cant in, Sunday next.

Then ab be kind, &c.

 Now if you'd know the reafon fhe was to them unkind,
i There was a brisk young Farmer that taught her fill
- , | [1.‘0 grind >
iShe knew him for a Workman that had the Eeady
' skill

TO open well her Water-gate, and beft fupply hc[?
| [Mill.
{ Then ab! be kind, my Dear, be kinder, was the Ditty till,
| When Pretty Kate of Windlor came to the Mill.




So NG's Compleat,

Or, the Modeft Maid’s Delight.
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WHen the Kine had giv'n a Pail full,

And the Sheep came bleating home ;

Dol who knew it would be healchful,
Went a walking with young Tom :
Hand in hand Sir,
O’re the Land Sir,

Faith, fays Tum, the time is fitting,
We fhall never ger the like 3
You can never get from Knitting,
Whilft I'm digging in the Dike -
Now we're gone too,
And alone too,
No one by to fee or know ;

Come, come, Dody, prithee fhall I?
otill fhe anfwerd, No, no, no, no, &c.

Fie upon you Men, quoth Doly,
In what fhares you'd make us fall;
You’ll get nothing but the folly,
But I {hall get the Devil ang all:
Tomz With fObS,
And fome dry Bobs,
Cry'd, you're 4 fool to argue-fo s
Come, come, pofty, thall I? fhall I?
Still the anfwer'd, No, no, no, no, &c.

To the Tavern then he took her,
Wine €0 Lowve’s g Friend COﬂfCﬁ';
By the hand he often fhook her,
And drank brimmers to the beft, ..
Doll grew warm, B
And thought no harm ;
Till after a brisk Pint or two,
To what he faid the-filly Maid,

Conld -hardlyibring out, -Na,.n, g, 1, e,

tu; - "‘C z

87

8
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She fwore he .was the prettieft Fellow
In the Country or the Town,

And began to grow fo mellow,
©On the Couch he laid her down ;

Tom came to her,
For to woe her

Thinking this the time to try -
Something paft fo kind ar laft,
Her no was cflang’d to I, 1,1, 1, I, I, &c.

Llofely then they joyn’d their Faces,
Lovers you know what I mean ;
Nor could fhe hinder his Embraces,
Love was now too far got inj;
Both now lying,
Panting dying,
Calms fucceed the flormy Joy,
Tom would fain renew’t again,
And fhe confents with LI, I, L 1, I, &..

e S T S LR N TR OT NN

Tbe Lovers Whims, 4 New Sonc.
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Wch I make a fond Addrefs,
Then Phillis {eems cruel;
Tho’ I talk of fad Diftrefs,

- Yet fhe ftill frowns; .
But the coynefs that fhe fhews,
Increafes my Fewel.

What in others ftobs repofe,
My Delight crowns:

When the makes the houfe Ring,
Then a Boctle 1 bring ;

And if her Voice 1s,

Swell’d with Noifes,

Tope my Glafs and Sing.

Ever have I lov'd a Lafs

Of Phifiis’s Humour ;

Let her Scold and Serew - her Face
Twenty Thoufand ways,
With the Frolicks T return,

I'le always o’recome her,

And the more fhe {eems to Scorn,
Me the more fhe’ll pleafe :

Take the foftly fhe,

Tamely then agree,

The Spritely fpeaking,

Not the fneaking,

Is the Lafs for me.

Cj A
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A4 Scotch So ~o, fung to the King at Windfor,
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]'Uﬂ: when the young and blooming Spring,
Had melted down the Wiater Snow ;
And ifi the Grove the Birds did fing,
Their charming Notes on ev’ry Bough :
Poor willy fate bemoaning his fate,
And woful ftate,
For loving, loving, loving,
And defpairing too ;
Alas! he’d cry, that T muft dye,
For pretty Kate of Edenbrough.

o

Willy was late at a Wedding houle,
Where Lords and Ladies danc’d all arow ;
But wily faw nene fo pretty a Lafs,
As pretty Kate of Edenbrouzh.
Her bright, Eyes, with {miling Joys,
Did fo {urprife ;
And {fomething, fomething, fomething
Elfe that fhot him through:
Thus willy lies entranc’d in Joys,
- With pretty Kare of Edenbrough.

The God of Love was i#illy’s friend,
“And caft an Eye of Pity down;
And firaight a fatal Dart did {fend,
The cruel Virgin's Heart to wound.
Now every Dream is all of him,
Who ftill does feem
More lovely, lovely, lovely,
Since the Marriage Vow:
Thus wily lies entranc’d in Joys,
With pretty Rate of Edenbrough.

Ca . The



- 32 S ox 6 s Compleat,

The Jits; a SONG.

Sm}g, to the KING at Winchefter.
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ON a Bank inflowry Fune,
When Groves are green -and gay ;

In a {miling Afterncon,

With DoZ young Wily lay:
They thought none were to {py ’em,
But NeZ ftood lift'ning by ‘em ;

—
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Oh fye! Dok cry’d, no, I vow, I’de rather dye;
Than wrong' my Modefty :

Quoth Ne/, thac I fhall fee.

33t

Smarting pain the Virgin finds,
Although by Nature taught,
When fhe firft to Man inclines ;
Quoth Ne2 T'll venture that.
Then who would loofe a Treafure
For fuch a puney Pleafure ?
Not I, not I, no, a Maid. I'll live and dye,.

And to my Vow be true:
Quoth Ned, the more fool you.

To my Clofet I'll repuir,
And Godly. Books perufe ;-
Then devote my felf to Pray’r,
Quoth NeZ, and — ufe;
You Men are all perfidious,

But I will be Religious,

Try all, fly all, whil’'ft I have Breath deny yeall,

For the Sex I now defpife:-
Quoth Nell, by G—d fhe lies.

Youthful Blood o’refpreads her Face,
When Nacture prompts to Sin:
Modefty ebbs out apace, .
And Love as faft lows in

The Swain that heard this fchooling,
Atham’d, left off his fooling;
Kill me, kill me, now I am ruin’d, let me dye::

You have damn'd my Soul to Hell;-
Try her once again,-crics Ne/l:

?
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Tate and Ambition, alas! will deceive ye,
) There's no folid Joy but the Blefling of Love ;,
Scorn does of Pleafure fair Sylvis bereave ye,

Your Fame is not perfect till that you remove:
Monarchs that fway the valt Globe in their Glory, .

Know Love 1is their brighteft Jewel of Pow'r;.
Poor Philemon’'s Heart was ordain’d to adore ve, -

Ah! then difdain his Pafflion no more.

Fové on his Throne was the Viltim of Beauty,,..

His thunder laid by, he from Heaven came down;-
Shap’d like a Swan, to fair Leds paid Dury,

And priz'd her far more than his Heav’nly crown.
She too was pleas’d with her beautiful Lover,

And ftroak’d his white Plums, and feafted her Eye; -

His Cunning in Loving knew well how to move her,

By Billing begins the Euﬁﬁefs of Joy.

Since Divine Powers Examples have given,
If we fhould not follow their Precepts, we fins
dure ‘twill appear an Afiront to their Heaven,:
If when the Gate opens we enter not in.
Beauty my Dearelt was from the beginning,
Created to calm our Amorous Rage; |
And fhe that againft that Decree will be finning,

&
In Youthftill will find the-Curfe of old Age. -

The
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The PERFECTION,

A New Sonc. To the Dutchefs of Grafton.
Set to Mufick by Dr. John Blow.
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E all to conqu’ring Beauty bow,
Its pleafing Pow’r admire ;

But I ne’er knew a Face'till now,.
That like yours could infpire.

Now I may fay, I met with one,
Awmazes all Mankind ;

And like Men gazing on the Sun,
With too much light am blind.

Coft as the tender moving Sighs,.
When longing Lovers meet ;
Like the dividing Prophets wife,
And like blown Rofes {weet :
Modeft, yet Gay ; Referv’d, yet Free;

Each happy Night a Bride;
A Mein like awful Majelty,
And yet no fpark of Pride,

The Patriarch, to gain a Wife,
Chaft, Beautiful, and Young:

Serv’d fourteen Years a painful Life,
And never thought ’em long.

Ah 1 were-you to reward fuch Cares,
And Life fo long couldft ftay;
Not fourteen, but four hundred Years,

Would feem but as one Day.

grryy

Ihe
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The DISTRUST.

A New Sonxc, fet to Mufick by Mr. John
Lenton.




Pleafant -and Diuvertive. 29

N O, Nilly Clowis !
Tell me no fuch Srories,
True gén’rous Love can neyer undo YC 5
When I defert ye,
Let affefted Virtue,
Charm ev’ry Fop that now does purfue ye -
Search all human Nature, |
~Try ev'ry Creature,
Study all Complexions,
Ev'ry Face and Feature;
And when ¢’re I dye,
You’ll too late delcry,
None ever yet did Love fo well as L

Curfe on Ambition,
What a blefs'd condition
Lovers were in, not aw'd by that Demon;.
Then cruel Cloris !
Carelefs of Vain-Glories, |
Would reap more Blifs than Pride €’er could dream on
We {hould have no dying,
No Self-denying,
Sighings or Repulfes,
When the Soul is flying ;-
But truly wile, o
Dirt fhe would defpife,

And own her Love the Crown of all ber Joys,

A

The
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IThe PASSION.
Set to Mufick by Mr. Samuel Akeroyd.
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Y all the Pow’rs! I love you fo,

i " Nothing’s fo dear to me below ;

j And when I would your fcorn forfake,

! Some Angel turns, and brings me back:

? _Altho’ my Heart's not fool'd with eafe,
| Yet you may break it when you pleafe ;

i "Tis noble, and does rather dare to dye,
 Than languith and defpair.

1Ah! tell me not' that Men deceive,

1But 1f you’d be believ'd, believe s

My Heart, like Tapers fhut in Urns,

Whilft Love gives matter ever burnse -
Since kindnefs has refiftlefs Charms,

And Beauty, wanting Youth, decays ;
Make haft, and fly into my Arms,

And crown my blefs'd remaining Days.

SHAR T
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Joy after Sorrow.

ANew Sonc, The Words made to tbé Duke
D’Aumonds Minuet,




ET Burgundy flow,

Let the Glafs run o’er,let the Glafs run o’er
To cure all our Woe, (boys,
i Let the Glafs run over the Brim,

Though 4nua is gone,

{ Think of it no more, think of it no more boys,

. Great George now comes on,

i Toaft away your Bumpers to him,

‘f Tho’ the Feuds were fo big

-'{; "Twixt the Tory and Whigg, o
| That the Mifchiefs purfuing prov’d almoft our Ruin,

-; Like a Prophet I kmow,

They will be no more {o, )
| We've aKing will unite now both High-Church and Low,

And now yaur Hand’s in
Fill it up again, fill it up again there,
i To -all thefe brave Men,
Who their Hate to Lorrein bear ftrong,
Who frentick with Pride
Bodly durft defend, lately the Prezender,
i ~ And if I'm not wide,
Will be fure to pay for’t €’er long,
Nor a lefs Glafs let’s have
'To the Catalans brave, |
Who held out with a Glory, not equall’d in Story,
For not Cefar in Gaul, -
Nor the great Hamnibal, ' |
Ever equall’d their Chief, with a number fo fmall.

A
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4 Sovwac, finginmy Play of the Campaigners.

extreamly divertive, juft after My — C—1r’s

v2le Satyr upon Poets and the Stage. Set to a
Lune of Mr. Henry Purcells.
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E W Reformation begins thro’ the Nation,

And our grumbling Sages,that hope for good wages,
Direlt us the way:

Sons of the Mufes, then cloak your Abufes,

And lealt you fhou'd trample on pious Example,

Obferve and obey.

Time frenzy Curers, and {tubborn Nonjurors, .

| For want of Diverfion, now fcourge the leud Times:

They’ve hinted, they've printed, our vein it profane is,

| And worft of all Crimes; .

Dull clod pated Railers, Smiths, Coblers and Collicrs,

Have damn’'d all our Rhimes.

Under the Notion of Zeal for Devotion,
The Humour has fir'd em, or rather infpir'd ’em,
To tutor the Age:

But if in Seafon, you’d know the true Reafon ;

The hopes of Preferment, is what make the Vermin,
Now rail at the Stage.

Cuckolds and Canters, with Scruples and Banters ;

The Old Forty-one Peal, againft Poetry ring :

But let State Revolvers, and Treafon Abfolvers,
Excufe me if I fing,

The Rebel that chufes to cry down the Males,

Won'd cry down the King.

PFFFIG]
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Gillian of Croyden, 2 New Ballad : The Word,

made to the Tune of & Country Dange, calld
Mall Peatly.
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N E Holiday laft Summer,

| From four to leven by Croyden Ghitmas,

i Three Lafles coping Rummers,

i Were {et a prating-of the Times,
A Wife call’d Foan-of the Mill,

.__ A Maid they call'd bonny brown Ned,

{ A Widow mine Hoftefs G/Mlian of Cropden, Gillian-of
 Croyden, Gillian, young Gillian, %ZZ] Gitlipn of Croyden.,
| Take off your Glafs, cry’'d Gillian of Groyden,

' A Health to our Mafter will.

Ah! Foanm, cry’d the Maiden,
This Peace will bring in Mill'd Money fiore,

We now fhan't mifs of Trading,
And Sweet-hearts will .come on thick ye Whore:
No more will they fight and kill,
But with us good Liquor will fwill: :
Thefe willbe rare Times,cry’d Gillisn of Croyden, Gilltan
Of Croydon, Gillian, young Gillian, plump Gillian of

Croyden, take off your Glats, cry’d Gillian of Croyden,
A Bumper to Mafter #ilL.

|

|

- We’ve now-right Underftanding,
" Hasns, Dick, and Mounfiewr thakes Hands i’ch’ Streets,
Dragoons too are -disbanding,
Gadzooks, then Nelly let’s watch our Sheets,
For a Red-coat you know thar has Wil),
Can plunder and pilfer with Skill ;
['ll look .to my Smocks, cry’d Gillian of Croyden,
Gillian of Croyden, Gillian, bold Gillian, wary Gillian of
Croyaen, take off your Glafs, cgy'd G/liian of [Crayden,
A Health to our Mafter will.

Neil, then with Arms a-Kembo,

Cry’d News from Sea not {o well does come ;
For want of Captain Bembo, '

The Chink and Poxzi are fafe got home:
Tho' he could not help that 11,

The Fault lies in fome: Body {till,
Wou'd that Rogue were hang’d, cry’d Gillian of Cropden,
Gillian of Croyden, Gillimw, plump Gillian, Loyal Gil. &ec.
Strange
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Strange Lords will now come over,
And all our Bells will ring out for Joy ;
The Czar of Mufcover
Who is, Lord blefs him, fome ten Foot high':

I'll fee whate’er comes o'th’ Mill,

Wou'd our Lads were like him, cry’d Ne//,
Great pity they an’t, cry’d Gillian of Croyden, Gilliano
Croyden, Gillian, young Gillian, Tall Gillian of Croydem
Neverthelefs, cry’d G:liian of Croyden,

A Bumper to Mafter w7ll.

CStrange News, the Facks of the City
Have got, cry’d Foan, but we mind no Tales 3
‘That our good King thro’ wonderful Pity,
Will give his Crown to the Prince of wales,
"‘I'hat Peace may the ftronger be ftill,
And that they may no longer rebel,
Pifh ! pox t1s a Jeft, cry'd Gillian of Croyden, Gillian o
Croyden, Gillian, bold Gillian, witty Gillian of Croyden,
‘Yake off your Glafs, cry’d Gillian of Croyden,
A Health to our Mafter wilL.

So long top’d thefe Lafles,
T1ll Tables, Chairs, and Stools went round,
Strong Wine, and thumping Glafles,
In rhree fhort Hours their Senfes drown’d :
Then home to her Grannum reel’d Nel/,
And Foean no more Brimmers could fil},
And off fromi her Chair drop’d Gillian of Croyden, Gillim
Of Croyden, Giilian, plump Gillian, drunk Gillian of
Croyden, here’s the laft drop , ery’d Gillian of Croyden,
A Bumper to Malter w7/l -

rerdrd
Rre
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14 SoNG to CrL1a, whowas forcd to Mar-
1 vy anotber, ber Lover being abfent: Made to
the Amzable Vanqgure,
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H, tell me no more of your Duty or Vow,
That Change of Condition no Love can allow;
I fill muft Importune,
For what my curft Fortune,
Loft I know not how!

And fince fuch i1l chances have often been Gommon,
"That Wealth or Women we’re fated to lofe ;
*Tis fit we our felves fhould mend fuch abufe;

And make with our fetters,
The beft of bad matters;
In Wedlocks Trappan,
By taking occdfion,
To eafe our wrong’d Paffion
As well as we can.
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NEWMARKET: -
A Sowc, fung to the King there.
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T HE Golden Age is come,

The Winter Storms are gone ;
Flowers fpread and bloem,
And {mile to fee the Sun-

Who daily gilds the Groves,

And calms the Air and Seas ;
Nature feems in love,

When all the World’s in peace.
Ye Rogues go faddle B2,

Ple to Newmarker {cour 3
You never mind when 1 call,

You fhould have been ready this hour -

For there are the Sports and the Games,
Without any plotting of Stare
From Treafon, or any fuch thame,

Deliver us, deliver us, Oh Fate !

Let’s be to each other a Prey,

To be cheated be ev’ry ones lot s
Or chows’d any fort of way,

But by another Plot.

Let Cullies that lofe at a Race,

Go venture at Hazard and win;
And he that is bubbled at Dice,
Recover it at Cocking again.

Let Jades that are founder'd be bought,

Let Jockeys play Crimp to make {port;
For faith it was firange methought,
* To fee Tinker beatr the Court.

Each corner of the Town _
Rings with perpetual noife,
The Oyfter-bawling Clown

Joyns with Hot Pudding-pies ;

33

D 3 Who
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Who both in Confort kee&’
To vend their ftinking Ware ;
The drowzy God of Sleep,
Has no Domiaion here.

Hey-boys, the Jockeys roar,
If the Mare and Gelding run;
I'll hold ye five Guineas to four,

He'll beat her and give half a Stone.

Gad Dam-me cries Bully, ’tis done,
Or c¢lfe I'm the Son of a Whore ;

And would I could meet with a Man
Wil offer it, will offer it once more.

Sce, fee the damn’d Vice of this Town,

A Fop that was ftarving of late,
And fcarcely could borrow a Crown,

Puts 1n to run for the Plate.

Another makes Racing a Trade,
And dreams of his Projets to come s
And many a crimp Match has made,
By bubbing another Man’s Groom.

The Townfmen are Whiggifh, God rot ’em,
Their Hearts are but Loyal by fits 3
For if we fhould fearch to the bottom,

They’re nafty as their Streets,

But now all Hearts beware,
Sec, {fee on yonder Downs,
Beauty triumphs there,
And at this diftance wounds.

In the gmazonizn Wars,
Thus all the Virgins fhone
Thus like glittering Stars,

Paid Homage to the Moon.

Loye
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Love proves a Tyrant now,
And here does proudly dwell :
Eor. each ftubborn Spirit muft bow,:

He has found out” anew way to kill -

For ne’er wias invented before,
Such Charms of additional Grace 5
Nor had .Divine Beauty fuch Power,
In every, in,every fair Face,

Udsbows, cries my Country-man Fohn,
Was ever the like before feep ?

By Hats and the Feathers they’d on
I took "em all for Men ;.

Embroider’d and fine as the Sun,
On Horfes in Trappings of Gold,
duch a Show I fhall ne’er fee again,
Should T live to a hundred vears old,

This, this, is the Country Difcourfs,
All wond’ring at the rare fight ,

Then Reger go faddle my Horfe,

- For I will be there to night.
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Love UNBLINDED:

A New SoNg, fet to Mufick by My. William
Turner.




S
e e el wemtint e B ——— I SR, mn. = SR J, P
- — P i s Gty et . gyt il el
gn-—- Aot S m— T S — T L Tm— R m— ————
?——- .--..-—-4----—-!'—-—-' — —— W o S e g = P S S

P S S L —---—'“l' ol et Rl DR gt s =iy’ W agimnall

\ Pleafant and Divertive, §7
|
|
E

MY Life and my Death were once in your pow’r,
| I languifh’d each moment, and dy’d ev’ry hour;.

But now your 11l ufage has open’d my Eyes,

I can free my poor Heart, and give others Advice ¢-
By Diflembling and Lies the Coquet may be won,
But he chat loves faithfully will be undone..

Time was, falfe #urelia, I thought you as bright

As Angels adorn’d in the Glories of Light ;

But your Pride and Ingratitude now, I thank Fate,
Have taught my dull Sence to diftinguifh the Cheac
And now I can fee 1n your face no fuch Prize,

No Charms in your Perfon, no Dartsin your Eyes;.

Fain, fain for your fuke my Amours I would end,

And the reft of my days give my Books, and my Friend;.
But another kind Fair calls me fool, to deftroy,

For the fake of one Jilt, my whole Life’s greateft Joy =+
For tho’ Friends, Wine, and Books, make Life’s Dia-

' [dem fhine,.
Love, Love is the Jewel that makes i¢-fo fie.

Sf?i t‘iyﬁﬂ
i

b 5‘ The
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The STOR M:
Set to Mufick by Mr. Henry Purcell.
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CHORUS.
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FArewel ye Rocks, ye Seas, and Sands,
Green Neptune 1 defplfe

I'll rather court the pleafant S trands,
Then all his watry Joys:
Inconftant Blifs our Fate beguiles,
‘The Sea like Love we find ;
Where Calms are like fair Gy nthia's Smiles,
And frowns like gufts of Wmd

CHORUS.

Hear the noife of the Tarpawlian Boys;
Port, Port, Port,
Laff baw! aft the Sheet is the Mariner’s Wit :
A plague of their ignorant Pratile,
And fend me to land, and fend me 2o land,
Where I may command,
A& pretty kind Weneh,
A presty kind Wmcb and a Bottle.

With all God’s Miracles at Land
Let me acquainted be ;

Let Fools that would underftand,
Go find them out at Sea.

His mishty Works I'll praife on Shore,
And there his.Bleffings reap ;

But from this moment {eek no more,

His Wonders in the Deep.
€ H O. P, Porz, &c.

The Merchant, when his Sails are furl’d,
Glides o’re the foamy Main ; .

And ploughs with eale the watry World,
So areat a Charm is Gain:

When Avarice has any Bounds,
If his contented were ;

Pd wage a hundred thoufand Pounds,.

-~ He never weu]d come there

€ HO. Porr, Por:, &e.
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A Dialogue betwist A LEXIS and Syrvia:
Set to Mufick by Mr. Henry Purcell.

: Alex:'.r..SIt down my dear Sylvia,
And then tell me, tell me true,
When we the fierce pleafure of Paffion firft knew;
What Senfes were charm’d,
And what Raptures did dwell,
Within thy fond Heart, my dear Nymph, prithee
tell !
' That when thy Delights in their fulnefs are kno[wn*,
- I may have the joy to relate all my own, o

Sylvia, Oh fye, my Alexis!
How dare you propofe, -
To me filly Girl, things immodeft as thofe!
Nice Candor and Modefty glow in my Breaft,
Whofe Virtue can utter no Words fo unchaft;
But if your impatience admirs no delay, %
Defcribe your own Raptures,’

And teach me the way,

Alex’s A pain mix’d with Pleafure my S’enﬁf firft

h ound,

When crouds of Delight ftrait my Hearc did

- ~+  f[lurround;

A Joy fb traniporting, lﬁgh‘d,ﬁvl{‘en it was dope;. -

And fain' would renewi; But alast all wasigore’; -

Co* '_n'gturjﬁ 'was trt:isj'rerbu S, Wl‘lén _&;-ﬁi*‘ihc mcnt’ -,
A 'Treafure fo precious fo foon fhould be fpent.

e

Sylvia. "This free kind Confeffion does fo much prevail,
Thatl in %ourbofom would blufthoutmy Tale ;.
. But Deareit, you know, ‘tis too much to.declare,.
" “The Joys that our Souls, when united, do fhare.
Let this then fuffice, if the Pleafure could laft,
A Saint would leave Heav'n, ftill o to be.bleft.

On
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Ozn Avcusrtus and SopHRONI A

Set to Mufick by Senior Baptift. On King Charles
tbe 11d. and the Dutchefs of —— =

o

AUM&: crown'd with Majefty,
4R His weighty Cares removing ;
‘Beheld his World, but nought could fpye;
Worth Royal Thought but Lovisig :
A Synod of the Gods appear,
And vote theiwr Sacred Sence s
‘T hat none but the divineft Fair,

Shonld blefs the sreateft Prince..
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Sophronia their Command obeys,
Sophronia their chief Blefling ;

With Dove-like Innocence, her Face
Was fweet beyond exprefling :

A Time commanding Beauty muft,
While the World lafts, be fine ;

And when the World is thook to duft,
The Sun will ceafe to fhine.

i

The Coquet New Moulded : A IVew Sona.
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. THG’ Celiz Art you fhew,
It muit not pafs upon me now j

The bright Smiles grace your Brow,
Deceit has Gilded o'er
Y our foft Words, when I wooe,
To prove your Love is firm and true;
Depend on’t never fhall do,
Unlefs you grant me mores

Wﬁ

You
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You, Sharpcp-like., {hew Wit,

And cunningly all my Coyn you get,

Throw falfe Dice when F Sett,

And never play me fair;
But now to overreach you,
By a {ubtle care,

I am refolv'd to teach you,
To Play upon the Square.

You Sing, Danee, finely you Play,

A thoufand Pretty Things you fay 3
And then in niggardly way, )
You give a Lenten Treat 3
‘The cold Taft favours your wifh,
And oft you highly praife che Difh;
But I have hatred to fith,

My Stomach craves fome Meat.

Leave this Coquettifh blind,

The Subtlety of your Serpent kind ;

Plain dealing let me find, .
Attoning for late mifhaps ¢
My hungry Love in quiet,
Can’t be with Cordial Drops;
It wants fubftantial Dyet,
And cannot feed on Scraps.

65
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The Church Jockey, a Comick Saryr, Th
Words made to a pretty Play-houfe Tune.

T H E Parliament fate
_ Asfnugasa Cat; . .
In Old loyal Brome you may.read, -
And ours in their Houfe,
Were as clofe as a Moufe,
Legiflating the Nation with Speed.

Peace founded by Fame,

Whether true, or a Shame,
Still puzzled the People to know ;

But the Lottery went right,

Which {fome thought a Bite,
Tho' the Money at 1aft came but {low.

The Price of Corn fell,
And all Matters look’d well,

For none State Proceedings could blame,
When a hot headed Prieft

Gave a plaguy Diftaft,
That has put all the Town in2a flame.

Whofe raving uncouth,

Even foaming at Mouth
Was Intereft, as each one believes;

Not a jot of true Zeal

For the good Commonr-weal,
But to get a good pair of lawn Sleeves.

St. Peter and Paul

Gave with mildnefs a Call,
To fuch as they found wanted Grace ;

But our Razbb Lords,

If you won't take their Words,
Like the Furies, fhall fly in your Face.

A-duce take their Chat,
Can’t they eat and grow fat,
We know well their Stripends are large,
But with jangling debates
They muft plague three Eftates,
Befides putting the Queen to fuch Charge. Y
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Yet this the New Cafe

Of our Soul-mender was

iWho rank in the vy Affir;

With his Tongue did fo charm,
(Heav’n keep us from Harm)

But my Lord having Grace,
As you fee in his Face, °
Did ftrait to uphold him refufe,
% And at laf} being own’d,
f As a member renown’d
;Made a fhift-to flip out of the Nooft.
% In the good days of old,
. When the Doétrine worth Gold,
Yo devout Congregations oblige ;
‘T'he Prieft honour gain’d,
If 1'th’ Church he might ftand,

rﬁ ut now they will ride on the Ridge.

Like Jockeys they whirr,

= With a whip and a Spurr,

hat ambitious defigns mayn’c be croft ;
Tho’ by running at all, .

They oft lofe by a fall,

Prby blundring the wrong fide the Poft,

Ye Elders in black,
. Sober counfel pray take,
keale railing, for which yare fo fam’d ;
For if that be your way,

-' You may Preach, you ma pra
t the Wife ever heed, Tl be D—Z-d. h

)

For if they teach right,

; Jarring minds to unite,

ind Angel-like, that man s bleft ;

| The contrary’s good,

That who ftirs them to feud.
te Devil muft be of a Pricft.

He was like to draw in my Lord M ———r,

Lewis
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The Conntry SHEED-SHE AR ING: Made to the
Watermens Dance,

Enney and Moly, and Doly, ‘
When young Lambs were a Roaring ;
Robin and Willey, and Harry,

Met all at a Sheep-Shearing : Latelj



¥
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Latcly a Match was made,
Plump Fone of the Valley,
Simper’d till Grace was faid,
With Roger the Jolly :

Hodg the brisk and flrong,
Could well give her a Fairing ;
Joan the frefh and Youn

‘The beft at the Sheep-gﬁearing.

Kiffing and Preffing, the Blefling
Went round, none did refjit ‘em;
Sherry, brown Berry and Perry,
They drank till chey bepift ’em ;
Phillip fome Fith had brought,
That newly were taken,

Kite too had Coleworts bought,
For Barnabys Bacon,

Curds and Cream Divine,

The kind Laffes indearing,
Never Feaft fo ﬁne,

Was known at a Sheep-fhearing ;

But whilft they trolling down derry,

Were all Eating and Drinking ;

Never were Crearures fo merry,

Faith, to e'ry ones thinking;

He had a Rival been, |
And {wore ar the Wedding,
Cuffs and Kicks went round,
No fpeaking or hearing,
Thus in brawl was drown'd,
Our Jolly Sheep-fhearing.
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C Rown your Bowls Loyal fouls, -
Cefar to his Home réturns;

From the Shore, Cannons roar,
England Smlles and Holand moums.

UIalecontents n Mifchief fiiling,

“hanging notes ‘now leave off railing ;

Now the Vipers hide their ftings,

Fill, fill chen bhigh, proclaim, proclaim your joy ;

\nd now in a Chorus fing, welcome beft of ngs, ‘
Noble Boys here’s to thee,

Look on.my Glafs and me,
‘Here’s the way,
We this happy day,
Make as fam’d as the Fubilec,

Make as famm’d as the .'fuézlee.

%X
s

" LEWIS
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LEWIS upon the frety A Satyrical Opr,
upon the Yrench King's buffing Threat on the
Englith 4ddreffes: With™ fome Remarks upon
bis Charaler. L

il

Ewis le Grand,
With Coquet Mainzenon,
Upon a Bed of State were laid along,
One Hand around,
About his Neck was thrown,
The tother gently {cratching his bald Crown;
London's News
Juft then perus’d, ~
He cry’d, Le Diable, was €'er feen fuch dam Abufe;
Dat Papier dere '
From Angleterre,
Foulieu Addreffe,
Dat croud the Prefle, -

Begar make me de monfier woril of Jews.

My 0Old Trick, '
And noted Politick, |
Pat what I vow and fwear am fure to break;
‘Though ’tis true,
Vat have de Mob to do,
' Auee les Rois, and State Affaire Morbleay s
T.aws me take, -
Or elfe forfake, L
Commse proprement le fine of my Defigus dey make;
Dam gilling Whore,
Et Louss d or
Dat bubl’d le langue
Des Parliament, |
Fernie make two Fool of late King Charle and Faqw

-
—

Charle and de Queen,
Lours and Mazarine,
Still play’d de Game where 1 was fure to win,
He feed de Ducks,
And fpeak de merry Jokes,
Whilft I was building Ships with Englifb Oakcs;j )
ol | »
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Fague dat reign'd,
De next I gain'd,

Bougre my fhaven Crowns his Purfe and Senfes drain'd »
*Till like a Sot,

I turn'd Bigot,
And for de Faule
Away muft trot,
§ince when de whole Brood begar me have maintain’d.

Now mark de Jeft,
Old Fague is gone to reft,
And I have make de King of my Welch Guel},
Tho' fome dat fpeak
Of dat Italian Trick,
Will fwear his true Papa did make de Brick;
Be't- what ’ewill,
| Good or I,
Morbleu, dis is de way for him to pay my Bill:
| And now dey rore, |
| Like Son ef Whore,
And make Addrefs
Dat {cratch my Face,
Me will chaftife ’em, Morblew, me wille

Scarce had de Boaft
From France come over Poft,
When he de Blenkein Field to Mariborough loft,
And foon again, .
Rammile and Turin,
With Vi&ory conclude de glorious Campaign,

Whifh fad Blow

Perplex’d him fo,

L ery’d, Jile Fortune now is tuin’d my Foe,
Marfin 1s dead,

Bavarre 1s fled,

(Here Maintenon)

Var muft be done,

Me 51 be L’Em perour le Disble know when.

O Ll IL E Tbe
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The Franck Lovery a New Soxe.
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Eareft believe without a Refervation,
What neither Time nor Fate fhall €’er controul ;
Be you but kind and conftant to your Paflion, |
' No flormy'.chance fhall €’er difturb my Soul;
Jealoufie, the bane to Lovers pleafures,
Far from our Hearts for ever we'll remove;
My full Joy, what Mortal then can meafure,
Happy in my charming Muzfidera’s Love.

When with a Friend abroad I take a Bottle,
Over your Tea regale with who you can;
Or if you find me with a Vizard prattle, ..
Do you the fame with any other Man ;
For Chloe’s Face when Ogling I fhew Paffion,
"T1s all but feign’d, I can ne’er inconflant be;
And when at large I tope the red Potation,
"Twill- bur.more inflame my ‘Heart with Love of thee.

- it
i |

e e
i
. '
C b
|
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The National Quarrel; a New BALL AD,
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tlone & Weleh Runt, and Hans a Dutch Boor,
As they one Ev'ning for Air did employ;

found Teague and Sawney juft walking before,

A bonny Scotch Loon, and an Irifb dear Joy:
They all four ne'er faw a Windmill,

Nor had they heard of any fuch Name;
But as they were walking, and merrily talking,

It happen’d by chance to a Windmill they came.

The Chorus goes to the laft Part of the Tune.
o
Hey dowon derry, bos down derry,
Mirth is better than Sorvow by halfs
Liften to my Ditsy, "t merry, 'tis Witty,
And if ye an's Sullen twill make ye Laugh.

Bread, cry’d Sawney, what do ye caw * that?
To tell its good Name I am at a 1¢53;
wgue then readily anfwer’d the Seot,
By Creefht, my dear Joy, tis St. Pazrick's Crofs :
Noons, ery’d Sawney, y'are miftaken,
For ’tis St. Andrew’s Crofs that I fwear ;
‘or there is his Bonnet, and Plad lying cn 1t,
The muckle gud Saint did at Edinborouzh WEAL.
Sawney, Sawney, weel [aid Sawney,
This Affair Sawney motably bit ;
Let aw a’zﬁaver that Pﬂﬁ' the Tweed oveT,
If Scotland e’re éred fo bonny 4 Wit.

ims with a Belch gave vent in his turn,
} Fek [al now [pracken den waght it dos mean ;
' ben ods Sacrament a grought Durzeh Churne,
And they are now making the Butter withmn:
'his device fo tickled his fancy,
He {wore by the Szater he’d go in for fome;
ind fell his bive Jerkin, but he'd have a Firkin,
To carry his Wife and his Family home.

* Pointing to the Windmil. 1+ Mimicks Dutch.
E 3 Hogan,
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Hogan, Hogan, Mogan, Mogan,
Soorerkin Hogan, Herring Vandunck ;
For as it bappen’'d the Miller with's Cap on,
He thought a fat Froe, 4 white Dairy Punk.

Hot pated Shone cry’d fplut and look’d pig,
You fools was alter your minds when hur {peaks
St. Toffy cawd this her crete Whirligig,
And made it to {care away Crows from her Leeks,
¥Yroof to thew, fee where they Crow,
‘Then pointed his Finger over the hedge,
Where Nettlesand Thiftles, with Prickles & Briftles,
Grew thick in a field grown over with fedge.
Sione ap Shinkin Rice ap Tavy,
Shentlemen Rindred aw come away
Tomas ap Morgan [wear loud as an Organ,
And pawn all your Honours 2o what bur does f ay.

By good St. Parrick, Teague once more replies,
I fay ’tis his Crofs, for there is his Coat ;
I met him in Dublin a buying the Frize, -
And gud I will {fwear, ’tis the famethat hebought:
kie’sabetter Shaint then ever Hodand,or Walfb,or Scotland,
| ( can breed,
And by my Showlwafion he was my Relation,
And had for ftout Teazne great kindnefs indeed,
Lero, lero, levo, lero,
Lilly Burlero Bullenr a-la;
By my Showlwafion be was my Relation, -
Chreefbt [ave thy [weet Face St.Patrick Agra.

Fach gave his mind, but neither agreed,

The Welfbman grows hort, and the Irifbman huffs ;
The bonny bold Seor told the Durchman he ly’d,

A Word and a Blow. and {o all went to Cuffs:
Coats were torn, and Heads were broken,

Nofes were Mawl'd, and Thumping went round ;
But in a while after, were forc’d to give quarter,

And {fo went four Fools well beaten to Town.

Coais were torn, &C.

An
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Arn O D E,

Aluding tothe Duke of MARLBOROUGH.
Oct to Mufick in two Parts,

A L B4 Vi&orious, 4lba fam'd in ftory,
ot1ll renown’d rightful Glory;

Alba Y viumphant, Princes can Enthrone,

Hindred of their Lawful own :

50 her Genius bright is foaring,

So confirm’d to her reftoring.

Alba’s Heroe s conquer there,
Chiefly one beyond compare;
He that wonders he was Born,
To make bleft, an Age forlorn:
Make his Native Land at home,
Ballance of all Chriftendome.

Thus as his fprightly Infancy was fill inur’d to harms,

Yo was his Noble figure ftill'adorn’d with double charms;

A gracious Afpelt to fubdue the Fair,

And Manly vigour to controul in War .

To crown the whole with bleft Succefles ftor'd, '

Divinely wife his Condu& ftill, and keen as Fate his
( Sword.

I I RI)
A0S
SUSE

E 4 Pufs
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PUSS 1naCorner:

A New Sona, toa pretty New Tune made by
a Man of Quality.
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O Cullies and Bullies
Of Country and Town,
To Wearers and Tearers
Of Manreau and Gown ;

Alt Chriftian %ood People,thatlive tound Paul's Steeple :
I'll tell you a pleafant Cafe:

Hot headed I wedded
At Age of threefcore,

A flaunting young Wanton,
Eighteen and no more;

Of Parents I fought her, and Money foon bought her,
I well might have had more Grace;
For daily at Table
She’d pout and She'd {quabble,
And this ftill was all 1 goc;

When e’re I ask’d why,

She’d cry pifh. fie,

For Go]cl nor Apparel

I never did Quarrel,

Buc only you ftarve my Cat.

E s A
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A pretty young Kitty,
She had thatr could Purr ;
*Twas gamefome and hand{iome,
And had a rare Furr;
And ftraight up 1 took it, and offer’d to firoake it,
In hopes I fhould make it kind :
But lowting and powting,
It {till was to me,
Tho' Nature the Creature,
Defign’d thould be free,
I play’d withits Whiskersand would have had difcourfe
But ah! it was dumb and blind .
When Cliris unquiet, who knew well its diet,
And found that I wanted that:
Cry'd pray, Run, fetch Foba,
He’s the Man that can,
When 1t does need it,
Beft knows how to feed it,
Or gad you will ftarve my Cat.

As fleet as my Feet
Could convey me I fped,
To Fobnary who many
Times Puffey had fed ;
I told him my Errand, he wanted no Warrant,
But hafted to thew his skiil :
He took it to firoak ir,
And clofe in his Lap,
He laid it to feed 1t,
And gave it fome Pap,
And with fuch a paffion 1t took the Collation,
Its Belly began'to fill ;
And now within door-1s, fo merry my Clorss,
* She Laughs and grows wonderous Fat :
And I run for Fobmn,

Who’s the Man that can,
Tho’ I'm at diftance,
Give prefent affiftance,

10 pleafe her, and feed her Cat.

I he
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Zine Loyal SCOT :
Or, the King's New Health, to a Scotch Tune.
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A pretty young Kitty,
She had that could Purr ;
"T'was gamefome and handfome,
And had a rare Furr;
And firaight up I took it, and offer’d to ftroake it,
In hopes I fhould make it kind ;
But lowting and powting,
It ftill was to me,
Tho’ Nature the Creature,
Defign'd fthould be free,
I play’d withits Whiskersand would have had difcourf
But ah! 1t was dumb and blind .
When Cliris unquiet, who knew well its diet,
And found that I wanced that:
Cry’d pray, Run, fetch Fobn,
He's the Man that can,
When it does need it,
Beft knows how to feed 1it,
Or gad you will ftarve my Cat.

As fleet as my Feet
Could convey me I fped,
To Fohnny who many
Times Pufley had fed ;
I told him my Errand, he wanted no Warrant,
But hafted to thew his skill :
He took it to ftroak it,
And clofe 1n his Lap,
He laid it to feed 1t
And gave 1t fome Pap,
And with fuch a paffion it took the Collation,
Ies Belly began'to fill ;
And now within door-is, {fo merry my Clorz,
" She Laughs and grows wonderous Fat:
And 1 run for Fobn,
Who’s the Man that can,
Tho I'm at diftance,
Give prefent affiftance,
710 pleafe her, and feed her Cat.

Lt
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The Loyal SCOT !

Or, the King's New Health, to a Scotch Tune.
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N O W the ground is hard Froze, and cawd Winter

_ (1s comey
And our Mafter greac W7y from Holland's got home

Now the Parliament Leards are fet down to command,
Ife gang o’re the Tweed into bonny England:

Ife oft heard of Willy in Edinboroxgh Town,

Of his muckle great Deeds, and his gallant Renown s
But I nc’er faw his Face yer, nor kifs’d his fair Hand,
So I'fe gang for that Honour to bonay England.

To fave us in feafon he crofs’d o’er the Seas,

Turn’d out Popifh Rats that were Eating our Cheefe
Reliev’d us from Rome when we aw were trapann'd,
'Twas weel he came hither for bonny England:

He Fought for our Freedom, and finifh’d che work,
He rooted out Mafs, and he Licens’d the Kirk:

He Peace too fecur’d fpight of all durft withftand,
For th’ Profit and Honour of bonny Englaxd,

He Valouroufly, Valouroufly Life did expofe,

Then generoully, generoufly Guard him from Foes;
Nea mear o’th’ Army fend heam, and disband,

Ye Deaughty Law makers of bonny England :

But merry, merry be, very merry ye Lads of mwh:e- pall,
Sing derry, derry down, derry, derry down, der .

"(derry down all:
And to Royal willy take {ix in a Hand, v ’

Ye Jolly brave Topers of bonny England.




84 Sonas Compleat,

A New SONG.

Made om the Nine and Twentieth of May, at
the raifing the Maypole at m bonour of
 the Memory of K. Charles the Second’s Reftau-

ration, and of the prefent Peace made by Her

Sacred Majefly Queen AN N E; In three
Movements,

FLam, beauteous Queen of May,

All the fpritely, fair and gay,

Summons this aufpicious Day,
Here to a& a Scene of Joy,
Ancicnt as the Siege of Troy,

So long renown’d in Story;
Grateful on a double {core,
Since "tis known in Times of Ture,

This bleft Day did Charles reftore,
And rais’d Triumphant England's Glory.

So in 4nna’s happy Reign

Glorious, far as flows the Main,

We a fecond Blefling gain;
Peace, our welcome Eafer comes,
Round us verdant Olive blooms:
This Day once more renowning,

Peace fhould all with Joy infpire,

May it prove what we defire,

Praife frall charm each tuneful Lyre,

And Doubt for ever ceafe from frowning.

[Second Movement 3 {wift.}
Then come merry boys,
Sing, dance, and rejoyce,
The May-pole 1ct’s raife
In honour of Peace,
And gratefully ufing the Bleflings in ftore,

Remember the Rites of the Day heretofore.
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As Phillida and Fobnny

With Kifles fiveet as Honey,

= And others brisk and bonny,

E Made loud their Joy at Chasrles’s Reftauration:
1 So let young George and Fenny,

4 And Lads and Lafles many,

Ei 'To Peace, and Royal Nanny,

Devote the fame, and crown the bleft Occafion.
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The Pigg’s MARCH.

i A SoxNc for Mr. Dogget, in the Comical
| OPERA.
|
|

’I‘ Rooping with bold Commanders,
| Dub, dub a dub, dsb a dub, dub, dub,
| To charge our Foes,

In Froft and Snows,
With hopes of Plunder big,
Late as we march’d thro’ Flaunders,
| - Tantarra, ravg, rantavia,
Hunger and Cold
Having made me bold,
In Knapfack 1 cramm’d a Pig a,
Weeck, Weeck, W-eck, {queak’d the Pig,
Ogh, Ogh, Oghk, grunts the Sow,
And tho' {wift away I ily,
Yet fhe ran too as faft as I,
Scowring into an Alehoufe,
Dub, dub a dub, dub a dub, dub, dut,
Where 1 for Shot
Paid many a Pot,
And many had lkft on Score
Amongﬁ my Comrades ar;d Fellows ;

Tantarra, rarra, $aniarra,

Scarce
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Scarce with my Prize
Had I bleft their Eyes,
But the Sow too was atr the Door,
Weeck, Weeck, Weeck, fqueaks the Pig,
Ogh, Ogh, Ogh, grunts the Scw,
Such Noifes never heard before,
Set the Houfe in a foul uproar.

Mawdlinn the bouncing Hoftefs,
Dub, deb a dub, dub a dub, dub, dub,
Prefcitly puffing came,
| With a Face inflam’d,
And as red as a Rump of Becf,
Threatens me with a Juftice,
Lantavrn, rara, tantarra,
"Till flat on the Ground,
I thump’d her down,
Eor daring to call me Thief,
Then Weeck. Weeck, loud fhe fqueak'd,
Then Ogh, Ogh, like the Sow,
"Till at laft in the woful fray,

My Pig too got quite away.-
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A New S O N G,

Set to Mufick by My. Thomas Farmer.
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; WHy! why ! oh ye Pow’rs that rule the Sky!
: Muilt the lovefick Damon dye ?
- When the Nymph is at eafe, he admires ;
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She that caufes my groaning,

And kills with frowning, .-
For Love her hard Heart could never infpire:
Ah! leave me to paia, ftill fince ’tis in vain,
Still to perfwade, or change the fair cruel Maid,
Like Men gazing on the Sun,
With too much Light am blind,

Soft as the tender moving Sighs,
When longing Lovers meet ;
Like the divining Prophets wife,

. And like blown Rofes fweet :
Modeft, yet gay ; referv'd, yet free;
Each happy Night a Bride;
A Mein-like awful Majefty,
And yet no fpark of Pride.

The Patriarch, to gain a Wife,
Chaft, beautiful, and young,

derv'd fourteen Years a painful Life,
And never thought *em long.

Ah! were you to reward fuch Cares,
And Life fo long could ftay; .

Not fourteen, but four hundred Years,
Would feem but as one Day.

AT AL L Tl AT
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A Satyrical DITTY.

Being the Poet’s and Mufician’s Complaint againft
the Lord Scrape, occafior’d by bis bindying the
Performance of a Mufical ODE] made
Honour of King GrorGE, and [et by Dr.
Pepufch, as well as other tuneful Entertain-
mments in the Hall on the great Coronation-
Day, The Words made to a pretty Scotch
Tune, call’'d, The Lafs with the Golden Hair,

And wopderful Joy did flow,

But yet I'll tell you a Story, -
Will fcandalize all the Show :

The Peers, thofe Props of the Nation,
In order all took their Poft,

The Parties quite thro' the Nation,
‘That Day neither gain'd, nor loft.

CHORUS.

But great Lovd Scrape was o Winner,
Some threefcore Pounds, or more,

For the King bad no Mufick ar Dinuer,
The like never known before,

Apolls firiftly commanded,
And Mufes their Duty thew’d,
The Poer too had intended
To .publith a Royal O ;
The Mafters all had a meeting,
With Voice, and Treble, and Bafs:
But grear Lord Scrape thought it ficting
To let our for hire their place,
For be that hap’d to be Winner
Of Threefcore Pounds, or more,
Let the Kinz have no Ma{f':k at Dinner,
The like was neé’er known before.

Ing GEORGE was crown’d with much Glory,

Each
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iEach Sheriff of the Town half flufter’d,
. Here's daily a tuneful Noife,

With Mufick to raife his Joys;
'Nay, each dull Feaft in the City ~
The Fidlers will largely pay, '
But the King had no Mufick nor Ditty,
On his Coronation Day ;
For great Lord Scrape would be winner
Of Three[core Pounds. and more,
So the Ring bad no Corfivt at Dinner,
The lke was never éefore.

For which confounded Abufes,
To all that write, play, or fing,

He'll ftill be {fcorn’d by the Mufes,
As well as the Court and King:

Love fend his Wife more Careffes,
-Her Beauty was prais’d of late,

And nought but the Horn that fhe places
Can fuit his unmufical Pate;

Simce great Lord Scrape would be winmer .

 Of 1kreefcore Pounds and more,

And the King bad no Mufick at Dinner,
Was ever the like before.

Whofe chief Diverfion negle&ed,
We now the true Reafon find,

What Mufick can be expelted
From one of his Zory kind;

For he refolv’d to be Winner
Of . Threefcore Pounds, and more,

So the King had no Mufick at Dinn<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>