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Musick’s the Cordial of a troubled Breaft,
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ADVERTISEMENT.

“HE candid Recepﬁm which

L the Publick gave ithe Two
firmer Volumes of this M1scEi-
LANY, éaseﬂc’aumg’d the Publicas
wn of @ Third aund Fourth; s
which, as a farther Embellifbment
to the Work, and to make 1t more
Uleful, the Bassgs are added; and

greas Care bas been taken to prius
both the Words and the Mulick
Correft.

[ take his Opportunsty to veturs
wy Thanks to thofe GENTLEMEN
and LADIES who bave been plea-
fed to favour me with thew Compo-
fitions , by which (tis hoped) all
Lovers or Musick will be very
agreeably Fintertain'd,

A 3 Since




ADVERTISEMENT,

Smce the Clofe of thefe Volum,
feveral New PIEcEs have bey
recesv’d, which fhall be nferted i
a future Volume; wherein the A.
fiftance of all Geumtlemen and Lo
dies, who are willing to  euncon-
vage [o Ewtertaining a Defign, i
defir'd by

Their Humble Servant,

Aug. 19,
1729,

The PUBLISHER



The Tune by Mr. J. SHEFLES.
Ab, Chloris ! conld I now but fit Pag. v54
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Set by Mr. J. SHEELES.

Ab, cruel Beanty! conld you prove 84

The S1teExT Froote., To the Tune of SAaLLy,
As Damon late witn Cloe fat 04

Blink over the Bur N, {weet BET 1Y,
As gentle Tuvtle Doves 65

SHE Wou'n, and SHE Wovu'Dp NoT.
Set by Mr. RAMoNDON.

As I bencath a Myrtle Shade lay mufing $3

CuriD AwWAKED. Tranflated from Monficur
DeE La MotTE, by Mr. W. DUNCOMBE.
The Tune by Mr. WEBBER.

4s 11 a Grove I lasely flray’'d 1
A 4 CHARM-
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Tranflated from Monfieur Dela Motte, by Afr. W, DuNCOMBE.
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2 The MusicAr MISCELLANY,
P.ur’d by his Charms 1 nearer drew ;

And faw of that difdainful Maid,
Whom I had vow’d no more to wooe,

The dear deluding Form difplay’d !

Her ruby Lips and graceful Mcin

T'he Urchin wore. In vain I firove,
I igh’d; he ftarted from the Green:

T'he flighteft Thing will Waken Love

otrait feizing his revengeful Bow,
And taking out a chofen Dart,
He meditates a fatal Blow ;

And, as he fled, transfix’d my Heart.

Return to Sylvia, foolifh Swain,
And languith at her Feet, faid he;

You fhall her Captive ftill remain,
For having dar’d to walken me!

6 I L I N D 4

By 5. D. Efy;
Zo the foregoing Tune.

BEﬁﬁda’s bleft with ev’ry Grace;
' See! Beauty triumphs in her Face:
Her Charms fuch lively Rays difplay,

“¥hey kindle Darknefs into Day!
When



The MusicAr MISCELLANY, 3
When fhe appears, all Sorrow flies,

And Gladnefs fparkles in our Eyes:
Around her wait the flutt’ring Lover,

When Graceful in the Dance fhe moves.

For the FLuTE.
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4 The MusicAL MISCELLANTY.

7%¢ I N VI T AT 1O N.
Set by Mr. . SHEEL E .
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For the Fr.u T E.




6 The MusicAL MISCELLANY.

On the Death of LoR A a Lady’s Parror,
By Mr. BAK L K.

[Z0 the Tune of Pll range around, &5°c.]
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The MusicarL MIsceELLANY.
O rigid Fate! whom all obey!
Whofe Nod gives Dearh his deftin’d Prey!
And all you Powers that rule on high!
Ah! why, fo foon muft Lora dye?

In vain! i vain! our Prayers rife
To your inexorable Skies,
If Tears, nor Vows, can Pty move,
Nor Beanty’s Charms, nor Auna’s Love.

Once happy Bird! how ble(t thy State!
How much above the envy’d Great!

When basking on that beauteous Breaft,
Where Kings would give their Crowss to reft.

T'hofe Sim:les which fpeechlefs Blifs beftow,
That Hand whofe Touch bids Pleafure flow,
Haft thou enjoy’d : — whillt all in vain
Enamour’d Beanx have figh’d their Pain,

INo more Ict Lesbia’s Sparrow pride
rlow much fer him his Miftrefs figh’d,
What Tears were fhed : — thy Boalt may be,
T'hat brighter Eyes have wept for thee.

Blifs flects away on fpreading Wings !
And fhort the Date of mortal T hings!
There’s no Defence againft the Grave !
Yen Anna’s Kifles cannot fave!

b4 By
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The MusicAL MISCELLANY.

By the {ame Haxbp.

To the foregoing Tune.

H A D Ithe World at my Command,

And own’d the Wealth of Sea and Lapnd
To Flora 1’d prefent it all,

And at her Feet lay down the Ball.

?

Or was my Life by Scraps fuftain’d,
From Door to Door by Begging gain’d,
Would fhe be mine, I'd blefs my Fate,
Nor wifh a more exalted State.

Poflefling Her, or rich, or poor,
What is there to defire more?
‘T'here’s nothing precious but her Charms,
And Pleafure dwells but in her Arms.

O grant, you Pow’rs! the Fair I love
May to my Vows propitious prove,
And from your Altars fhall arife
T'he Smoke of Daily Sacrifice.

Among the Bleflings you beltow
On craving Mortals here below,

Malke but the lovely Maiden mine,
L1l all the relt with Joy refign.



The MusicAL MISCELLANY. g

For the F L urTE.
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36  The MusrcAL MiscErrany.
WOMANSs HONOUR

Set by Mr. ABIEL WHICHELLO.

fpair, he faid; In vain I firiveto change her Mind

_ an | v N
e e e Y et e i e
: J E.-.- E= — g!l

Hononr’s got in, and keeps her Heart;
Durft he but venture once abroad,
In my own Right I’d take your Part,

And fhew my {elf a mightier God.
Lhus



The MusicAr MiscrriL ANY,

Thus Huffing fononr domineers

In Brealls where he alone has Place:
But, if true gen’rous Love appears,

T'he Heéltor dares not thew his Face.

Let me {lill languith and complain,
Be molt inhumanly deny’d ;
I have {fome Pleafure in my Pain,
She can have none with all her Pride.

I tall a Sacrifice to Love,
She lives a Wretch for Honour’s Sake:
‘Whole Tyrant does molt cruel prove,
The Diff’rence is not hard to make.

Conlider real Hownonr theh,
You’ll find her’s cannot be the fame ¢
"T'is noble Confidence, in Men;

In Women, mean diftruftful Shame.

For the F . v T E.
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1] ¥
try each rural Play, And joinin Chorus with my

f

==

Play,And join in Chorus with my am’rous Lay.

Ye Stars, that fhin’d this gladfome Morn,
Still fhed your influential Rays;
My Cloe’s Birth-Day {lill adorn,

Blefs her with happy, happy Days:
And you, bright Sun, put on your brighteft Hue,

To view my Cloe, brighter {ar than you.

Ah!



54 The MusicAL MISCELLANY,
" ARh! Clee, wou'd I now cou’d be
As eafy under thofe foft Charms,
As when your new-born Beauties lay
All guiltlefs in your Nurfe’s Arms.
Alas! I then forefaw the diftant Day,
Bug little thought *twou’d take my Peace away

Mature in Beauty when you grew,
1.ove wholly then poffefs’d my Heart ;
And when Love’s Goddefs finifl’'d you,
Cupid the deeper fix’d his Dart.
Ye Pow’rs, who forin’d my Clee with fuch Carc.
Oh! make her kind, as ye have made hcer fair.

And you, my Clse, Pity fhow,
Serenely look thofe conqu’ring Liyes;
Pity the Pain I undergo;
And with a Smile your Swain {urprize.
When Cloe {miles, her Charms refiftlefs are,
And Clee Kind, is Cloe doubly Iair.

Cloey, cou’d I your Favour move,
Proudly I’d triumph in your Chain ;
Nor fhou’d you ¢’er repent your Love,
By Strephon ferv’d, your faithful Swain:
Strepbon, who will with all you wifh comply;
Nor wou’d refufe, fliou’d you command, to dic.

Dibg



The MUSICAL MISCELLANY.  if
E sing, all ye Shepherds, greet the Day
- Which gave my lovely Cloe Birth;
I Cloe, the (zoddefs of the May:

Leave all your Flocks, and hafte to Mirth.

rome, Pipe and Dance, and try each Rural Play,
And join in Chorus with my am’rous Lay.

7e MO DISH L OV E R,
By Mrt. BA K E R.

To the foregoing Tune.

WITH down-caft Eyes, and folded Arms,
Young Myrzle faunter’d out one Day,
Reflebting on Florinda’s Charms,
T'he Fair, the blooming, and the gay;
Decply he figh’d, his Bofom all a-flame,
Ana on the Dult he flourifh’d out her Name.

Nezt Morn, abroad he walk’d again,
Much alter’d fince the Day before:
& good Night’s Reft had cur’d his Pain,
Nor was Floriuda thought of more.
But giddy Chance the fickle Youth had brought
Clofe by that Spot where he her Name had wrote.

The



16° The MusicAL MISCELLANY,
~ The Place recalls to mind his F lame,
‘When all in Love he wander’d there -
*T'was here, be cries, 1 left the Name
Of Yefterday’s commanding Fair.
Penfive a-while Le ftood, then look’d to find
What beauteous Image had poflefs’d his Mind.

But vain, alas! his Searches prove,
The Rain had fall’n, the Wind had blown
And {ympathizing with his Love,
Away was ev’ry Letter flown:
Nor could his faithlefs Memory declare
Whofe Name he Yefterday had flourifh’d there.

7

For the FrurTE.
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T he S I E G E.
Set by Mr. DIEUPART.
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Made my Approaches, from her Hand
Unto her Lip did rife;
And did already underftand

The Language of her Eyes. |
Yor, I, G Pro-



18 The MusicarL MIscELLANY.
Proceeded on with no lefs Art,
My Tongue was Engineer;
I thought to undermine the Heart
By whilp’ring in the Ear.

- When this did nothing, 1 brought down
Great Cannon Oaths, and fhot
A thoufand thoufand to the Town,
And f{till it yielded not.

I then refoly’d to ftarve the Place,
By cutting off all Kifles,

Praifing and gazing on her Face,
And all {uch little Bliffes.

Todraw her out, and from her Strength,
I drew all Batteries in:

And brought my felf to lie at length,
As 1f no Siege had been.

‘When I had done what Man cou’d do,
And thought the Place mine own,
The Enemy lay quiet too,
And fmil’d atall was done.

I fent to know from whence, 2nd where,
Thefe Hopes, and this Relief:
A Spy inform’d, Hononr was there,
And did command in Chief.
TAarch
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5 March, march (quoth I;) the Word ftraight give,
* Let’s lofe no Time, but leave her:
That Giant upon Air will live,
And hold it out for ever.

To fuch a Place our Camp remove,
As will no Siege abide;

I hate a Fool, that ftarves her Love,
Only to feed her Pride.

For the FLuUTE.




20 The MusicAL MISCELLANY.

P A ST O R A L.
By Mr. CARET.

- 'Warbling Linnets {weet--ly fing. ]0
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Flocks are Bleating, Rocks Kepeating,
Valleys eccho back the Sound,;

Dancing, Singing, Piping, Springing,
Nought but Mirth and Joy go round.

For the FLurTE.
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The Words Tranflated from the Izalian Operg of

PHARNACES.

Set by Mr. J. SEEELES.
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The MusicAL MISCELLANY.
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our Care.
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6  The MusicAL MIsCELLANY.

7he R E T R E A T.
The Words by Mr. Dar 1. Set by Mr. Hor mpg
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The Ring-Dove and his conftant Mate
In tender Notes agree;

Their Pafflion fooner f(hall abate,
‘Than mine hall ceafe to thee:

Pll weave the Rofes blufhing red,
And joyn the Lilly pale;

And while I bind my Dvelia’s Head,
I’11 tell the tender Tale.

Doft fee, my Dear, this twilted Crown,
Thefe Flow’rs to grace thy Head,

Ere Night their [Fragrance will be gone,
And all their Beauty fadc:

90, Delia, all thy Charms fhall prove,
When with’ring Age draws nigh ;

And what now Crowds of Vot’ries love,

Be thrown neglected by. e
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'The Veins that wander o’er thy Neck
Shall lofe their curious Blue;

The blowing Rofes in thy Cheek,
Their lively ruddy Hue :

Thole Eyes, where fportive Capid plays,
No more fhall caufe Delight;

Thofe lovely Trefles, where he ftrays,
Shall turn to {catter’d White.

No Breaft fhall then for Delia glow,
Her Charms fhall ceafe to fire;

And I, who more than love you now,
Shall look without Detire.

T'hen, Delia, {eire the proffer’d Joy,
While now ’tis in your Pow’r;

No Thoughts on future Time employ,
But feize the prefent Hour.

To the foregoing Tune.

AT length, my crucl IFair, give O'cr
Your Frowns, and eafe my Pain;
Tho’ for a while the Heavens lour,
Yet foon they {mile again.
The Light’ning not inceffant flies,
It quickly fpends its Ire;
But {till you blaft me from your Eyes

With angry Shafts of Fire.
Llehs



The MusicAL MISCELLANY. 20
F'en Titynus and Promethens find,
['rom their wing’d Foe, fome Relt;

But Love, not as the Valture kind,
['or ever gnaws my Breaft.

Sometimes lxion Relt obtains,
[is whirling Torments ceafe ;

But an eternal Round of Pains
Ne'er lets me talte of Eafe.

The weary Sifyphas forbears
Sometimes to heave his Stone:
But I, beneath a Weight of Cares,
Am ever doom’d to groan.
One only Hope for me remains,
Which from thofe Wretches flics:
Kind Death will free me from my Chains:
Death, more than Life, [ prize.

For the F L v T E.
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The P O W ER of L O VE

From Mr. CiBBER’s Paftoral call’d, Love iy 4 Ridd

The Tune by Mr. BRAILSFOR D.
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f2id all you can, Still, ftill he’s the Man.

I 1“'"‘!4 Ny

[ caught him once making Liove to a Maid,
When to him I ran.

Heturn’d, and he kifs’d me, then who could upbraid
So civil a Man?

The next Day I found to a Third he was kind,

[ rated him foundly, he fwore, I was blind;

So, let me do what 1 can,
Etill ---- {till he’s the Man.

All the World bids me beware of his Art:
I do what I can;
But he has taken fuch Hold of my Heart,

I doubt he’s the Man!
Y
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So {weet are his Kifles, his Looks are fo kind,
Tho’ he may have his Faults, 1 to them am blind,

Nor can do more than I can;
Still --=- {till he’s the Man.

For the FLuTE.
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T7he WHIEE DL E R.
| Dy the Honourable Sir ¥ T Set by Mr. Dienpart.
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If then you think, that I can find

A Nymph more Fair, or one more Kind,
You’ve Reafon for your Fears:

But if impartial you will prove

To your own Beauty, and my Love,
How needlefs are your Tears?

If, in my Way, I thov’d by chance
Receive, or give, a wanton (glance;

I like, but whileIview :
How flight the Glance, how faint the Kifs,
Compar’d to that fubftantial Blifs,

Which I reccive from you!

With wanton Flight, the curious Bee
From Flow’r to Flow’r ftill wanders free;
And, where each Bloffom blows,
Extralts the Juice of all he meets ;
But, for his Quinteflence of Sweets,
He ravifhes the Rofe.

So, my fond Fancy to employ
On cach Variety of Joy,
From Nymph to Nymph I roam;
Perhaps fee I'ifty in a Day :
Thofe are but Vifits which I pay,
For CLOE 15 my Home.

for
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For the FLUuTE.
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The COURT of ENGLAND.

Or, T'he Preparation for the Happy CoroxaTION of
King #ZZILLIAM and Queen M4 Ry

Ennlih-1asn,
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3 Th' High-Commiflion-Court Sham,

! Feff 'rys, Devil, and Dam, [Ram;
¢ Once maul’d our poor Church with the Pope’s batt'ring

1
¥
F
a

- - e | oy

But the great Sleeves of Lawn

; No more fhall be drawn
* Into Noofes and Goals, by the impudent Spawn
' of & fefuss.
Who but They and their Crew
Poor Fames could undo,
~ And lofe him his Honour and Diadem too?
' By Pezer’s falle Meafure,

T'h> unfortunate Cwefar
Tarn'd (alas! ) out a grazing, like Nebuchadnezzar,
by the fefuss,
With your Chancellor, falfe Steward!

Rome’s bcholar {o toward,
Your Caftlemain Nuntio, and your Cardinal Howard,

You have out-done the Shot

Of your Gunpowder Plot,
And blown up the credulous Fames; have ye not,
ye falfe Fefuits
Our Freedoms and Charters
Were the firlt of your Martyrs,
For Rome had begun to take up her Head Quartcrs:

Her Vengeance to wreak,

All Faith we muft break;
For Law, Oaths, and Gofpel arc all Bonds too weak
for a Fefus.
D 3 With

{
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With your fly filfe' Preamblecs,
For your dear Stakes and Shambles, [ Brambles.
And goring three Kingdoms with the Old Thorng gy

What Eugines infernal
In the Popifh Diuarnal,

Could fill the whole world with Treafons eternal,
but the Yefui:
Tafiy, ﬁ

A Shefsst, that Sheater,
Rogue, Villain, and Traytor ! 1
By the Flefb of ber Pounes, her Welfli Plood rifes a her:
Very fine, Shentlefolks, -
A Welfh Heir, witha Pox,
Was her get ber a Prince in a S/azzgg[cr s Box? .-
Cunning bhcﬁur
Has ber Forebead o Blufh on,
Such Proflrects to pufl) on, =
As was raife her Wellb Heir to Three Crowns fromaC ::jf}:r.—y’
To who, Splutternails! 7
Does /aer tell ber fliam Tales ?
Has her none to put Trick on but her Nation of Walcs,
Roguy Shefuit”
Oh! to pay bher old Score,
Had ber Son of a W hore
On ¢ Ladder as high as ber owrn Penmenmour ;
Was bey once but trafs'd up,
"Till ber cut the Rope,

Hey might bang there till Doomfday, her felf and her P.J}'F E‘.
for a Shefuit [i

Satny,

TH I Pope, that faw Turk,
So [fleely at weerk,

With aw bis faw Imps to pull down the Kirk,
Nov;



The MustcAL MISCELLANY. 49

J Now the Mange, our Scotch Plague,

: On that Scarlet Whore-Hag,

14d Deel [plit the Wem, the Luges, andthe Crag

of the Jefuit.

For awd Jemmy’s fad Folly,
With Juggy and Dolly
Ife dance a Scotch J1g for bonny WILLY and MOLLY;
With Jockey and Sawny,
Aw Lads tengh and brawny,

Weele drub the faw Face, aw black, blne, and tawny,
of the Jefunit.

MWanfieur.

De Rogne Englith Zrick!
Dat de poor Catolick
Show'd be kick, knock, andthump, andrun down to Old Nick.
But, begar! de Vengeance
Of my Ma’ter of France
Sall lead Englith Heretick-Dog a French Daunce,
for de fefust.
Sall Lewis fiz f}4l]?
Vat Fool tink he will,
iWhen old Jamny and be fo long pifs 1w a Quill?
No, Bougre Garfoon,
With Monfieur Dragoon,
Begar ! we come 0’cr, and fight Blood and Woon

for de Jefuit.

Tongh Jemmy Monfeur,
(Pox taka Mynheer)

as lofla de Crewn of de damn Angletere ;
In lerland, brave Boy,

With Vive le Roy,

We crewn bim again @ new Mowvarch, Dear-foy,
for de Jefuit.

D 4 @Bﬁﬁu&
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@eagtie,

UB a boo! Bub! ob bhone!
Zbe Broder of the Sox,
And de Skild of mee Moder de poor Teagne yndone !
Pull down Mafs-Honfe and Altar,
And burn Virgin Plalter,

And make hang upon Pricft, and no Friend cut de Halw

of poor Jefur,
When Teague firft came o’er

7o de Engeland Shore,

Vi Six, Seven, Eight Thonfand Irith Lads, all and mre;
Teague was promift good Fafbion,
Great Eftate in de Nation,

#id all London 1z his Pocket, upon me Shanlwafbin,

by de Jefui.
But wbhen de Bovr Dutch

Gor 1eague 12 his Clutch,

Stead of make great Eftate, and Chreef knows what muc,
Dam’d Heretick Dogue

Made Teague a poor Rogue,

Tuyru'd him bome to wake fParve, widont Shoe or Broge

for de Jefult,

But Pll beg Captain’s Plaafh
Of de fweer Eyes and Faafb

Of mee Dear-Foy Tyrconnel, bis Majefties Graafh;
And fight like a Hero,
By mee Shanl a Mack-Nero

€1t Troat for Shaint Patrick, and fing Lilliburlero

for de Jcluit,

M vn-heet.

H OL D, cut-weafon Skellom,
dnd leze Miyn-heer zell *om,

Fer England’s grear Hogan and Mogan Lord Wil]eri? ’
M
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Aund the dear Englifh-mons,

4 Their Church, Laws, and Londs,

E 17w Duch-londers fight with all Hoarts and Honds,
’eainft the Jeluit.

ECnplith-man,
SAy'ﬁ thou fo, Friend Myn-beer*
.. Then adieu to all IFear;
. Fance, Ireland, Pope, Devil, come all if you dare:
Come, Lads, let’s be jogging,
3 The French Ears want lugging,
. And¥eagne,and Tyrconnel’s falfe Hide mult havellogging,
? for the fefuir.

/

{
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Whillt kind D#zch Tarpaulin

; With Englifb-boys fall in,

- And both our {tout Navies proud Brizain fhall Wall in;
No Pope thall deftroy us,
Nor Monfieur annoy us,

With #/illsamz and Mary’s blelt Reign to o’er-joy us.
Farewel Fefuis.

For the FL U TE.
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Love is the Canfe of my Mourning,

[ — - ~ —~ NP}
B e AR e R SIS e
W - | &g il
o NN

y a murmuring Stream a fair Shepherdefs

et
_..Q k _:) q 7y i -:'t 4
7 L - O O - 2 2.2 i 11 Pr
(B G e e s |
" "/ ~

yphsl oft-times heard her
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Andthat Loveis the Canfe of my Monrn--17g.

[Falfe Shepherds that tell me of Beauty and Charms,
You deccive me, for Strephon’s cold Heart never warins,
Yet bring me this Strephon, lct me dye in his Arms:
Ob! Strephon, the Canfe of my Monrning.

Jut
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Her Eyes were fcarce clofed when Strephon camey
He thought fhe’d been Sleeping, and f{oftly drew nigh.
But finding her breathlefs, Oh Heav’us! did he cry,
Ak ! Chlotis, the Caufe of wmy Mourniug.

Reftore me my Chloris, ye Nymphs ufe your Ary.
They fighing reply’d, *T'was your felf thot the Darr,
That wounded the tender young Shepherdels’ Heart,
And kill'd the poor Chloris with Monrning.

At then 1s Chloris dead,

Wounded by me! he {aid:

1’11 follow thee, chafte Maid,

Down to the filent Shade:
Then on her cold (howy Breaft leaning his Head,
Expir'd the poor Strephon with Monrning.

For the F L. v T E.

).
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| I'll tell you, Strephon, a Receipt
Of a moit Sov’reign Pow’r;
It you the Stubborn wou’d defeat,

Let drop a Golden Show’r;
Let drop, &c.

T'his Method try’d enamour’d Fove,
Before he cou’d obtain

T'he cold regardlefs Danac’s Love,

Or conquer her Difdain ; |
Or conquer, &c. |

By Capid’s Self I have been told,
He never wounds a Heart
S0 deep, as when he tips with Gold

'I'he fatal piercing Dart ;
‘_‘T ve fatal, &c.

For the F L vur k.
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For gentle Fobr and Sufuss
Were oft” at Recreation :
To tell the Truth,
Thhis vig’rous Youth
Caus’d a dreadful Conflagration,

Both Morning, Noon, and N ight, Sir,
Lrisk Fobn was at her Crupper ;
_ He gotin her Geers
Five times before Pray’rs,
And Six times after Suppér.

Jobn being well provided

)

Shew’d Signs of Babe of Grace, Six,

But when the Knight perceived

That Sufan had been Smning,
And that this Lafs,

For want of Grace,
Lovd Kifling more than Spinning 3

Elis utter Deteftation ;

He
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He took both Bed and Bolfter,

Nay Blankets, Sheets, and Pillows,
With Fobuny’s Frock,
And S#fax’s Smock,

And burnt ’em 1 the Kiln-houfe;

And ev’ry vile Utenfil,

On which they had been wicked,
As Chairs, Joint-ftools,
Old Trunks, Clofe-ftoals,

And eke the three-legg’d Cricket.

1

But had each Thing defiled

Been burnt at Bramptou-Bryon,
We all muft grant,
The Knight wou’d want,

Himlfelf a Bed o lye on.

For the FLuTE.

a)gSom,
Vou. Il 1D
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A True and Lamentable BALLAD ;
The E A4 RL’s Defeat.

rTo the Tune of Chevy-Chafe.’

On both Sides Slaughter and Gigantick Death,  Milion.

Bout I fing, There late--ly did be----fal.
| ] . F':
=—_='F- ‘i{

O Sl

To chafe the Spleen with Cup and Cann
Duke Puivrir took his way ;

Babes yet unborn fhall never fee

The like of fuch a Day. .
1

* A Pint Bumper at Sir Chriftopher Mufgrave’s.



The Musical MISCELLANY.,

The ftout, and ever-thirfty Duke
A Vow to God did make,

His Pleafure within Cumberland
Three live-long Nights to take.

Sir MUuSGRAVE too of Martin-dale,
A true and worthy Knight,
*Eftfoon with him a Bargain made,

In drinking to delight.

The Bumpers {wiftly pafs ab- ¢,
Six in 2 Hand went round;

And with their calling for more Wine
They made the Ha4// refound.

Now when thefe merry Tlidings reach’d
The Earl of HAR oL D’s Ears,

And am I (quoth he, with an Oath)
Thus flighted by my Peets?

Saddle my Stecd, bring forth my Boots,
I’ll be with them right quick ;

And, Mafter Sheriff, come you too;
We'll know this Scurvy Trick.

L0, yonder doth Earl HA R oL D come,

( Did one at Table fay; )
"T'is well, reply’d the mettled Duke,

How will he get away ¢
k2

ox

Whenmn
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When thus the Earl began, Great Duke,
1l know how this did chance,
Without Inviting me; fure this
You did not learn in Fraunce.

One of us two, for this Offence,
Under the Board fhall lie;
I know thee well, a Duke thou art;

So fome Years hence fhall .

But truft me, W HAR TON, pity ‘twere,

So much good Wine to 1pill,
As thefe Companions here may drink,

Ere they have had their Fill.

Let thou and I, in Bumpess full,
This grand Affair decide;
Accur(t be he, Duke W1 AR T O N faid,

By whom it is deny’d.

-1

To Andrews, and to Hotham fair,
Many a Pint went round,

And many a gallant Gentleman
Lay fick upon the Ground.

When at the laft, the Duke efpy’d

He had the Earl fecure;
He ply’d him with a full Pint Glals,

Which laid him on the X'loor:

A
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Who never {poke more Words than thefe,
After he downwards funk,

My worthy Friends revenge my lall,
Duke W HARTON fees me drunk.

Then, with a Groan, Duke PHILIP tock
The fick Man by the Joint,

And faid, Earl HAR oL D, ’(tead of thee,
Would I had drunk this Pnt.

Alack, my very Heart doth bleed,
And doth within me fink,

For furely a more fober Eavl
Did ncver {wallcw Drink.

With that the Sheriff, in a Rage,

To fre the Earl fo {mit,
Vow’d to revenge the dead-drunk Peer,

Upon renown’d Sir & I177.

Then ftepp’d a gallant *Squire forth,
Of Vifage thin and pale,

Loy D was his Name, and of Gang-Hall,
Faft by the River Twale:

Who faid he would not have it told,
Where Eden River ran,

That unconcern’d he fhou’d fit by 3
So, Sheriff; I'm your Man.,

| D! Naw
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Now when thefe Tidings reach’d the Room
Where the Dske lay in Bed,

How that the ’Squire {0 fuddenly
‘"Upon the Floor was laid:

O heavy Tidings (quoth the Duke}
CuUMBERILAND witnels be,

1 have not any Captain more
Of {fuch Account as he.

Like Tidings to Earl THANET came,
Within as fhort a2 Space,

How that the Under-Sherift’ too
Was fallen from his Place.

Now God be with him (faid the Eag])
Sith ’twill no better be;

I trufl I have within my Town
As drunken Knights as he.

Of all the Number that were there,
Sir BAarNs he {corn’d to yield;

But with a Bumper in his Hand,
He flagger’d o’cr the Field.

Thus did this dire Contention cnd
And cach Man of the Slain

Were quickly carried off 10 Bed,
Their Senfes to regain.
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(God blefs the KIN G, the Dutchefs fat,
And keep the Land in Peace,

And grant that Drunkennefs hencetorth
’Mong(t Noblemen may ceale.

And likewife blefs our Royal PRIN CE,
The Kingdom’s other Hope,

And grant us Grace for to defy
The Dewvil and the Pope.

For the FrLuTEg.
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The LASS of LIVINGSTONFE
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Cleft Days ! when our ingenious Ses,

More frank and kind, More frank and kind,
Did not their 1ov’d Adorers veyx,

Lut fpoke their Mind, But fpoke their Mind.
Repenting now, fhe promis’d falr,

Wou’d he return, Wou’d he return,
She ne’er again wou’d give him Care,

Or canfe hitn mourn, Or caufe him mourn.

Why
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Why lov’d 1 the deferving Swain,

Yet flill thought Shame, Yet ftill thought Sham:*}
When he my yielding Heart did gain,

Toownmy F Iamé, T'o own my Flame?
Why took 1 Pleafure to torment,

And feem too coy, And feem too coy?
Which makes me now, alas! lament

My flighted Joy, My flighted Joy.

Ye Fair, while Beauty’s in its Spring,
Own your Defire, Own your Defire,
While Love’s young Power, with his foft Wing,
Fans up the Fire, ['ans up the Iire.
(O do not with a filly Pride,
Or low Defign, Or low Defign,
Refufe to be a happy Bride,
But anfwer plain, But anfwer plain.

Thus the fair Mourner wail’d her Crime,
With flowing Eyes, With flowing Luyes,
(Glad Famie heard her all the Time,
With {weet Surprize, With fweet Surprive.
Some God had led him to the Grove,
His Mind unchang’d, His Mind unchang'd,
Flew to her Arms, and cry’d, my Love,
Iamreveng’d, I amreveng’d!
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for the F Lu TE.
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The D Y E R of R O A N.

To the Tunc of 0/d S1M ON the King,
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In vain had he fought to difcover,
What he little defir’d to {fee,

Never dreaming his Wife had a Lover
QOf Monkey-fac’d Monfieur /’ Abbée.

He thought of a politick way,
To bring all the Mattcr to light,

By his feigning a Journey onc Day,
And by lying in Ambufh at Night.

The Horfes were brought to the Door,
Ev’ry Sign of a Journey appears,

Whillt his Wife (that diffembling Whore)
Was bedcw’d in her Crocodile-T ears.

A thoufand Grimaces fhe made,
To fhew forth her Grief at his Parting ;
But that was the Trick of the Jade,

And regardlefs as old Women’s LFarting.
The
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‘The Dyer was now out of Sight,

And prepar’d to difcover the Treafon ;
You will find he was much 1n the right;

And I’m going to tell you the Reafon :
‘The Wite was no {ooner alone,

But fhe fent for her IFather-Confeflor;
He put his belt Pantaloons on,

And he ran like the Devil to blefs her.

‘The Damfel, with Smiles on her Face,
Met the Abbot, and gave him a Kifs ;
But no Man wou’d have becn in his Place,
If he had known of the Jerquer in Pifs.
We now may fuppofe them together
Confefling and Prefling each other ;
Bound faft, in Love’s Thong of Whit-leather,
Was the Reverend Catholick Brother.

Some Hours were paft at this Rate,

When the Husband, with pafi-par-tozz Kcys,
Made no Scruple to open his Gate,

And caught napping the Hog in his Pcafe.
I'ather Abbot, quoth he (without Paffion)

[s this your Church-way of Confefiion?
Altho’ ’tis a Thing much in Fafhion,

It is neverthelefs a Tranfgrefiion.

The Abbot, as you may believe,
Had but little to fay for himielf ;
He knew well what he ought to receive,
For his being {o arrant an EIf; Eii
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His Cloaths he got on with all Speed,
And conduted he was by the Dyer,

To be duckt (as you after may read)
And be cool’d from his amorous Fire.

Quoth the Dyer, Moft Reverend Father,
Since I find you’re {0 hot upon Wenching,
[ have gather’d my Servants together,
To give you a Tafte of our Drenching.
Here -----Tom, Harry, Roger, and Dick!
Take the Abbot, undrefs him, and doufe him;
They obey’d in that very fame Nick,
To the Dye-Vat they take him, and foufe him.

To behold what a Figure he made,
Such a Monfter there never was leen;
"T'was cnough to make Sataz afraid;
He was colour’d all over with Green.
1he Dyer had Pleafure enough,
When he thought how hedy’d him for Life;
"I'was much better than ufing him rough,
Since he only had lain with his Wife.

The Abbot was led to the Door,
And he took to bis Heels in a T rice,
Never looking behind or before;
[t was now not a time to be nice.
“TI'is reported by fome of his Neighbours,
1hat he did not difcover ’till Morning
The excellent Fruits of his Labours,
Nor the Colour he had for his Horning,.



64  The MusicAL MiscELLANTY,
But, good lack, when he came to the Gl
And beheld fuch a {trange Alteration, |
He was dy’d of the Colour of Grafs,
And had like to have dy’d with Vexation.
£s this Stain can be never got out,
And the Abbot muft lofe the Church-F leece;

Lt bim bear the Dilgrace (like a Lout)
Ta be thewn for a Penny a-piece.

For the FLu T E.
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Blink over the Burn, Sweet BET T Y.
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Her Kifles {weet as Spring ;

Like Fane, her ofom’s warm ;
The Autamn ne’er did bring

By half {o fweet a Charm.
As living I'ountains do

Their Favours ne’er repent,
So Bez#y’s Bleflings grow

The more, the more they’re lent.

f.eave Kindred and Friends, {weet Bety,
Lieave Kindred and Friends for me;
Aflur’d thy Servant is {teady
To Love, to Honour, and Thee.
The Gifts of Nazture and Fortune
May fly by Chance, as they came;
‘T'hefe Grounds the Deftinzes fport on,
But Virtue is ever the fame.

Altho’ my [Fancy were roving,
Thy Charms fo heav’nly appear,
T hat other Deauties difproving,
Y’d worfhip thine only, my Dear.
And fhou’d Life’s Sorrows embitter
‘The Pleafure we promis’d our Loves,

‘T'o fhare them together is fitter,

Than moan afunder, like Doves.
Oh!
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Oh! were I but once fo blefled,
To grafp my Love in my Arms'
By thee to be grafp’d and kifled,
And live on thy Heaven of Charms:
I’d laugh at Fortune’s Caprices,
Shou’d IFortune capricious prove,
Tho’ Death {hou’d tear me to Pieces,
I’d dye a Martyr to Love.

For the FLuTE,
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The Words by Mr. WILKS, Sez by Mr. CAREy

He

'dof Love:

'd and talk
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Lafs, That tript it on the Green.
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With skilful Tongue
The Shepherd fung,

And told a melting Tale;

But all his Art,
To touch her Heart,

Prov’d vain, nor cou’d prevail.
1o’ infulting krair
With fcornful Air

Still moclk’d the love-fick Swain;
And while he figh’d,
She {till reply’d,

I've Pleafure in your Pain,

For the FrLurTE.
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7% BITEZR BIT.

Gipfy did pals, And he topt as much,
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And thus, for a while, they both lay on the Catch,
Till at length they confented, and ftruck up a Match;
put foon, to their Coft, for all their decp Wit,

' He found himfelf Trapt, fhe found her felf Bit.

re
i-'.‘

]

. Such Wedlock’s a Banter, the Wife make no Doubt,
‘ And thofe that get in, wou’d be glad to get out:

1

i

. 'Twas ever confe(s’d, fince the World firft began,
" Your Fortunes are Bites, and fo bite as bite can.

Soldier and Citizen, Lawyer and Squire,
Both Sexes for Money each other admire;;
All fpread out their Snares, in hopes to trapan :
The World’s all a Cheat, and f{o cheat as cheat can.

For the FLurTE.
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»T'ill they’re fhewn the Light,
They’ll ne’er know the right
Word, or Sign of an Adccepted [Mafoz.

>Tis This and ’tis "That,

They cannot tell what,
Why fo many great Men in the Nation

Shou’d Aprons put on,
To make themielves one

With a Free or an Accepted Mafon.

Great Kings, Dukes, and Lords,
Have laid by their Swords,

This our Myft'ry to put a good Grace on,
And ne’er been afham’d

To hear themfelves nam’d
With a Free or an Accepted lMafon.

Antiquity’s Pride
We have on our Side,

Tt makes each Man Juft in his Station;
There’s nought but what’s Good

To be underftood
By a [ree or an Accepted Mafon.

Then joyn Hand in Hand,
T’ cach other firm ftand,
Let’s be merry, and put a bright Irace onj
What Mortal can boait
So noblc a Toalt,
As a Eree or an Accepted Mafon s

05500
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My APtRON, DEARY-

"Twas forth in a Mornmg, a Mornmg o1
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O had I t’en Counfel of Father or Mother,
O had I ta’en Counfel of Sifier or Brother;
But I was a young T hing, and ealy to wooe,
And my Belly bears up mzy Apror zow.

Thy Apron, Deary, 1 mult contels,
Is fomething the fhorter, tho’ naething the lefs;

[ only was wi’ ye a Night or T'wo,
And yet you cry out, My Apron now!

For the FLuTg®,
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A YORKSHIRE TALE

{ Come hither, good Pecople, both Aged and
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A Parfon there was, and whofe Name I cow’d tell,

i fuppofe 1 do not, it is full as well,

| Whofe Wiife did all Zorkybire in Beauty excel,
: Hith a down, &e.

1
I[d |
EE
L

" Her Testure fo perfeét, her Eyes black as Sloe,
?’Her Hair curling fhone, and like Jet it did (how,

' Which often denotes ’tis the fame Thing below ;
With a down, &c.
A fprightly young Spark fhe had {mitten {fo deep,

“Nor Day had he Quiet, nor Night cou’d he {leep,
 Whichmade him think how, to her 5ed he fhould creep,
With a down, &c.

~ Affiftance he wanted, and then did unbend
His Mind to a Brother, befure a good Friend,

Who faid, fear not /#/az, thou fhalt compafs thy End,
With a down, &c.

[n Woman's Apparel drefs out, and be gay,
'll venture my Life on’t, *twill be a fure Way,

If you condefcend but to what I fhall fay,
With a dvwsn, &,

And thus to the Parfon’s this Couple rodc on:
Dear Doéor, fays Frank, here’s a Thing to be done,

Which Office perform’d, 1 ihall gratcfully own,
il a dﬂtb"ﬂ, &ec.

This
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This Lady, that long has Love’s Paffion defyd,
And all my Addrefles fo often deny’d,

Will now make me happy by being my Bride,
W}f}i a dﬁWﬁ, 6{1

*T'is paft the Canonical Four, faid he,
And till the next Morning you know it can’t be,

And then I'll attend you, Sir, moft readily,
With a down, §

Says Frank, I confefs, Sir, you are perfeitly right:
But here lics the Hardfhip, we can’t, while ’tis Ligt,

Get to the next Town for a Lodging to-night,
With a down, &

Take no Care of that, Sir, for thus it fhall be,
The Lady, if fhe thinks it fit to agree,

Shall lie with my Deareft, and you lie with me,
With a down, G

You {o much oblige me in what you now fay,
I hope in Return I fhall find out 2 Way

Such generous Kindnefs with Thanks to repay,
With a down, &

‘T'his being agreed on, both Sides did confent
T'o put the Glafs round, and the Evening was fpent

In Mirth and good Cheer, then to Bed they all went,
With a down, &

INo fooner in Bed then, but with a bold Grace,
Warz, full of Defire, thus open’d the Cafe,

Dear- Madam, fays he, I muft---then did embrace,
m;/ﬂ a dQW”) &c'

. (0N
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& ~onfounded fhe lay, and not able to fpeak, "

f To dink how thefe Wiags had deceiv’d her and Dick;
iyt at laft fhe was pleas’d with the Frolick and T.HCIL,
With a down, &c.

He pleas’d her fo well, that tranfported fhe lay,
:icgntriving and plotting for his longer Stay,

’Whlch thus to her Husband fhe form’d the next Day,
Wiih a down, &c.

¢ This Lady, my Deareft, 1aft Night full of Grief,
0[ hugg 4 me, and told me, I can’t for my L1fe

b Confent, tho’ I’ve proinis’d Kim to be his Wife,

2 With 4 down, &c.

- To- -morrow, f{aid fhe, and then freely went on,
' Tho’ I love him, my Heart tells me I mult be gone,

i If fo, the poor Man you know may be undone,
With a down, &c-

P:'
- Now how to prevent this I’ll think of a Way,
. If I can perfwade her fome time for to flay,

- And that’s a good Office, 1’'m fure you will fay,
E With a down, &c.

'Tis fo, my dear Creature ; pray do what you can,
To pleafe her, and bring her to Humour again,

And Ul do my beft to divert the poor Man,
With a down, &c.

The Plot fo well taken made both their Hearts bound,
All Night, and all Day too, whenever they found

Convenience for Paftime, her Pleafure be crown’d,
1Vith a down, 8C-

And
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Ahd thus my Friend /#azz his full Swing did Obtain,
The Wife too in Tranfport a whole Week did reign,
And the Man, ne’er the worle, had his Mare bac) again

With a down, &

For the FLuTE.
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'T'’he Maidens are fhy,
Cry--- Pith! and cry---Fye!
And vow if you’re rude they will call:
But whifper {o low,
That they let us know,
It is all Artifice, all;
It is all Artifice, Artifice all,

My Dear, the Wives cry,
Whenever you die,

Oh! marry again we ne’er fhall:
But in lefs than a Yéar,
They make it appear

It is all Artifice, all;
It is all Artifice, Artifice all.

In Matters of State,
And Party Debate,

For Church and for ]:uﬂicc we bawl :

FEFr

You'll find in the End,
It is all Artifice, all;
Itis all Artifice, Artifice all.

But if you attend,

for
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For the FLuTE.
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The Words by a PERsoN of QuarLiry,
Set by Mr. . SHEE L E §.

Ah, crucl Beauty! cou’d you prove More tender

i
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{ or lefsfair, You neither wou’d pro--voke my




The MusicaL Miscerrany., 8z

’le=i'i'* s ) 0 I
& "'!!—E’ I e . Fra—

guiles; Andtho’ a Rock be---neath ’em
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Iyes, T'he tempt-ing  Surface {miles.

To what your Sex on ours impos’d,
My humble Love comply’d;

And when my Secrct 1 difclos’d,
‘Thought Mcdefty deny’d :

Yes fure, faid I, her yiclding Heart

Partakes of my Decfire,
But nicer Hononr feigus this Part,

‘T'o hide the rifing Iire.

Againft your Mind my Sute I told,
And flighted Vows renew’d ;
Yet you, infenfibly, were cald,

And I but vajnly woo’d.
G 3 Then
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Then for Return a Scorn prepare,
Or lay that Frown afide;
Affeéted Coynefs I can bear,
But hate infulting Pride.

[Zo the foregoing T une.]

WHY, cruel Creature, why fo bent,
To vex a tender Heart ¢
To Gold and Zstle you relent,
Love throws in vain his Dart.
Let glittering Fops in Courts be great;
For Pay, let Armies move:
Beauty fhould have no other Bait

But gentle Vows, and Love.

If on thofe endlefs Charms you lay
The Value that’s their Due,

Kings are themf{elves too poor to pay,
A thoufand Worlds too few.

But if a Paflion without Vice,
Without Difguife or Art,

Ah Celia! if true Love’s your Price,
Behold it in my Heart.

[ur



87

The MusicAL MISCELLANY.

I

For the F L uTE.
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Sue Wovu’p, and SHE Wou’D NoT.

Set by Mr. RAMONDO N.
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ccafe to torment me, Send to my Aid fome
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gentle Swain, Whofe Balm apply’d may eafe my Pain.
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' Alond I cry’d, and all the Grove refounded,
Heavenly Nymph, complain no more,
Love does thy wifli’d- for Pecace reftore,

. And fends a gentle Swain to eafe thee,

i In whom a Jonging Maid may find

. A Balm to cure her love-fick Mind.
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She blufh’d and figh’d,and pufly’d the Med’cine from her,

{

© Which ftill the more encreas’d her Pain;
- Finding at length fhe ftrove in vain,
0 Love! fhe cry’d, I muft obey thee,
Who can the raging Smart endurce?

She fuck’d the Balim, and found the Cure.

For the F 1. U TE.
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To the Tune of A/l ye Ladies now at Lang.
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gay, And’tis the pleafant Monthof May, Fa, la, 4,

o [
ot~ e O & 1 ) .
el l B A D —
SN ol S i~ -. A
; .y F . .
—— T " A N A R, S NS : s
———— *
' "
- r..ﬂ — w———— - N
e -
N T ¥ —— - —
| / v

The Country’s now in all its Pride,
New-dreil in lovely Green ;
The Earth, with various Colours dy’d,
Difplays a lovely Scene;
A thoufand pretty Flow’rs appear,
To deck your Bofom and your Hair. Fz, /s, &c,

The Cuckow’s pick’d up all the Dirt ;
The Trees are all in Bloom;

If rural Mufick can divert,
Each Bufh affords a Tune:

The Turtle’s heard in ev’ry Grove,

And Milk-maids fing their Songs of Love. Fa, &c.

Cov’d
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Cou’d we perfwade you to come down,
Our Joys wou’d be compleat ;
Dear Ladies, leave the noify Town,
And to our Shades retreat :

Wou’d you but in our Shades appear,

You’d make our Fields Elizinm here. ba, la, &¢

We'll thew you all our Cowflip-Meads,
And pleafant Woods and Springs;

Axd lead you to the tuneful Shades
Where Philomela fings :

Sweet Philomel, whole warbling T hroat

Excels your Sencfino’'s Mote. Fa, la, &c.

For you, we deck and trim our Bow'rs,
And make our Gardens fine;
For you preferve our choicelt Flow’rs,
‘T'hat now are in their Prime:
The murm’ring Brooks accufe your Stay ;
And Zephbyrs fighfor your Delay. Fa, Is, &c.

Come then, and take our Morning Air,
Juft rofe from flow’ry Beds ;

*Tis better than your Snuff’ by far,
And all Perfumes exceeds »

Our Ev’ning Walks more Pleafures bring,

Than the gay Park and crowded Ring. Fa, la, &
[
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kor your own Sakes, if not for ours,

The dufty Town forego;

93

krefh Air will give your Eyes new Pow’rs,

And make each Beauty glow ;
"T'will to the Lilly add the Rofe,

And ev'ry brighter Charm difclofe. Fz, la, &c.

fer the FrLurTEg.
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7 SILENT FLUTE

[ To the Tune of Sally.]
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{ am’'rous Bliffes ; Kind things he faid, which fhe re

Tongue, of Love he
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for his Ditty, But fald one Day {he heard him

Young Damon, who her Mcaning knew,
"T'ook out his Pipe to charm her;

And while he ftrove, with wanton Love,
And fprightly Airs, to warm her;

She begg’d the Swain to play one Strain,
In all the fofteft Mealure,

Whote killing Sound would {wectly wound,

And make her dye with Pleafure.

Eager to do’t, he takes the Flute,
And cv’ry Accent traces,

Liove trickling thro’ his I'ingers flew,
And whifper’d melting Graces:
He did his Part with wond’rous Art,

Expeéling Praifes after
But fhe, inftead of falling dead,

Burft out into a Laughter. .
Taking
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Taking the Hint, as Cloe meant,
Said he, My Dear, be eafy;

I have a Flute, which, tho’ ’tis mute,
May play a Tune to pleafe ye:

Then down he laid the charming Maid,
He found her kind and willing;

He play’d again, and tho’ each Strain
Was Silent, yet "twas Killing.

Fair Cloe {oon approv’d the Tune,
And vow’d he pla;l’d divinely;
Let’s have it o’er, {aid fhe, once more,
It goes exceeding finely:
The Flute is good, that’s made of Wood,
And is, I own, the ncatelt;
Yet ne’erthelels, I muft confefs,
T he filent Flute’s the {weetelt.

For the F 1. u T E.
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The BRIGHT A4URELITA.
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Their Sports were Innocent and Gay,
Mixt with a comely Air;
They Sing, they Dance, they Pipe, they Play,
Each ftrives to pleafe, a diff'rent way,

T he lovely charming Eair.

Th’ambitious Strife fhe did admire,

And equally approve,
>Till Phaon’s tuneful Voice and Lyre,

With fotteft Mufick, did infpire

Her Soul to gen’rous Liove.

They found her Love was plac’d 1o true;
On one moft happy Swain,

They gazing, knew not what to do:

Hard lrate! fome cry’d, that 1, nor You,
Anrelia’s Heart could gain.

Their wonted Sports the reft decling,
Their Arts are all in vain ;
‘The Nymph is Conftant as Divine:
‘The more they envy and repine,
‘The more fhe loves her Swaine
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For the FLurTE.
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Sung in JUPITER and EUROPA,

Dl) Let ev'ry Man chufe 0111: his Lafs, Andth:.n (a-
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At Night, when round the Hall we fit,
With good brown Bowls,
To chear our Souls,
And raife a merry, merry Chat;
When Blood grows warm, and Love runs hig,
And Jokes about the Table fly ;
Then we retreat,
And that repeat
Which all would gladly try.
Then again tofs onr Bowls with true Love and Hononyr
Do all kind loving Girls, and the Lord of the lancy.

Liet lazy Great Ones of the Town

Drink Night away,
And fleep all Day,
’T'1ll gouty, gouty they are grown:
Our daily Works fuch Vigour give,
‘T'hat nightly Sports we oft’ revive,
And kifs our Dames
With ftronger Flames
Than any Prince alive.

Then again 1ofs onr Bowls with true Love and Honon.,

Do all kind loving Girls, and the Lord of the Marno.
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The Words Tranflated from the Izaliarz Opera of
PHARNACLES.

Sez by Mr. J. SHEELES.
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{oft o’er opening IFlow’rs, Breathing in the

+——H ﬁ:*
A A - B : "

Face of Morning, Wakes A#-ro-ra from her
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"MARIANs COMPLAINT,

G AL TP P | S Ll P S
{ =7 5 I I 0 O N O FFWL
'E=. ' ] m 1 -
AN WY {4} / R S YA
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[ears tricklod down her faded Cheeks,
Soft Sighs her Bofom heav’d;
Soft Sighs confelt her inward Woe:
Alas! fh'ad been deceiv’d.
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Ah! what a Wretch am I become,
Poor lucklefs Lafs! faid fhe;
The Cowflip, and the Violet’s Bloom,

Have now no Charms for me.

The fetting Sun, which decks each Cloud
With Streaks of purple Dye,

Brings no Relief to my Difeafc,
Nor Pleafure to my Eye.

This little River, when I drefs’d,

Once ferv’d me for a GGlafs;
And now it ferves to thew how Liove

Has ruin’d this poor Face.

How often, Colli», have you fwore,
That none you lov’d but inc;

Yet Perjur’d now, thofe Oaths you {corn,
And flight my Mifery.

What Charms can happy J-pf« boalt,
To change thy faithlefs Mind ?

What Beauty more in Her, than Mo,
Ungratefal! can’ft thou find¢

Al}
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All other Shepherds think me fair;
But what 1s that to me,

The Praife of all the Neighb’ring Youth:
I, hopelefs, dye for thee!

Yet 1 would change my rofie Cheeks,
For Mopfa’s fallow Hue;
Aud be content with blubber Lips,

Since they have Charms for you.

Have I not told you twenty times,
I could not bear Deceit ?
And who’d have guets’d thofe harmtefls Lok,

Were form’d to hidea Cheat?

But now, alas! too late I find
Thofe Liooks have me betray’d;

Yet 'l not {pend my Dying Hours
‘T'by Falfhood to upbraid.

But what remaining Breath I have
Shall intercede with Heav’n,
That all thy broken Vows to me

At lalt may be forgiv’n.
And
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And one fmall Boon, of thee Unkind,
I, ere I dye, require
Ah! do not thou refufle to grant
A Wretch her laft Defire.

When thou with Mep/z thalt have fixt
Thy fatal Marriage-Day,
{Oh! do not o’er my (rreen-(rrafs (Grave,

Inhumane, track thy Way.

For the FrnLumTg.
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A filler Broach he gae me nieft,
To faften on my Gurtchea nooked,

I wor’d a w1 upon my Breaft;

But foon, alake! the Tongue o’t crooked,
And fae may his, I winna hae him!

Na, forfooth, I winna hae him.
An twice a Bairn’s, a Lafs’s Jelt;

Sae ony Fool for me may hae him.

T'he Carle has nae Fault but ane;

For he has Land and Dollars plenty;
But waes me for him! Skin and Danc

Is no for a plump Lafs of 'T'wenty.
Howt awa, I winna hae him,

Na, forfooth, I winna hae him,
What fignifies his dirty Riggs,

And Cafh, withous a Man with them?

But fhou’d my canker’d Dady gar
Me take him ’gain{t my Inclination,
[ warn the Fumbley to beware,

That Antlers dinna claim their Station.
How
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Howt awa, I winna hae him!

Na forfooth, I winna hae him!
I'm flee’d to crack the Haly Band,

Sae Lawty fays, 1/hou’d na hae him?

For the FrnurTE.
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7% C A U T I O N.
Set by Mt. RAVENSCROFT.
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Cringing, fly their Arms: For fhould You by
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Men with Pleafure foon are cloy’d,
And forfake you when enjoy’d:
Strive their winning Arts to {hun;

If you flight *em, they’re undouc.

Vor. Il I When
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When their Hearts you overpower,
Be wifely coy, ’till the bleft Hour
Of the Matrimonial Noofe;

Then falfe Men you may abufe.

To the foregoing Tune.

E R E the Ufe of Words I knew,
By my Eyes to fpeak I ftrove;
Fondly ever fix’d on you,
They {0 early faid, 1 love.

from Nurfe and Mother fled,
And to dear Vinella ran;
One Houfe held us, and one Bed:

Pugh, you cry, yox’ve now a llan.

Is to be a Man, a Crime?
You’d be of another Mind,

If you weigh'd the Worth of Time,
And how long you’ve to be kind.

Once you wifh’d the Years wou'd fly,
And bring on the Tecus apace :

I too wifl’d, but knew not why,
"Till I learnt it in your Face.

"1 hat
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That you lov’d me, you confefs'd,
When we us’d to Kifs and Toy:
It you will not grant the reft,

Oh that I were ftill a Boy!

For the FrLurTsx.

HiaTR 'AEE ¢ 2 N

N I/ © B

-__ H ‘}' j-' . \
{/ * ') !

L |
[



116 The MusicalL MISCELLANY,

To AP OLL O making Love. Frop

Moifrewvr FONTENEL LE.

The Words by Mr. 7/C K £ L L.
Set by Mr. J. SHEELES.
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{ Wildom, in manner moft am-ple, expreft Thelong

Lift of the Graces his Godﬂup poffeft :) ’'m the
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God of fweet Song,and In-fpi-rer of Lays;Nor for
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Ev’ry Plant, ev’ry Flow’r, and their Virtues I know,
God of Light I’'m above, and of Phyfick below;
At the dreadful Word Phyfick, the Nymph fled more faft;
At the faral Word Phyfick fhe doubled her Halte.

| Thou
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Thou fond God of Wildom, then alter thy Phrafe,

Bid her view thy young Bloom, and thy ravithing Rays,
Tell her lefs of thy Knowledge and more of thy Charpy
And, my Life for’t, the Damfel fhall fly to thy Arms.

To the foregoing Tune.

N the Bank of a River clofe under the Shade,
Young Cleon and Sylvia one Evening were laid:
The Youth pleaded ftrongly for Proof of his Love,
- But Honour had won her, his Flame to reprove.
She cry’d where’s the Lultre, when Cloudsthade the Sun,
Or what is rich Nectar, the Tafte being gone?
’Mongft Flow’rs on the Stalk {fweeteft Odoursdo dweli;

But if gather’d, the Rofe it {elf lofes the Smell.

Thou deareft of Nymphs, the brisk Shepherd reply'd,
If e’er thou wilt argue, begin on Love’s Side :
In Matters of State let grave Reafon be thown,
But Love is a Power will be ruled by none;
Nor fhould a coy Beauaty be counted (o rare,
I'or Scandal can blaft both the Chalte and the Fa,
Molt ficree are the Joys Love’s Alembick do fill,
And the Rofes are {fweetelt when put to the Still.

j '*!af'
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For the F L vt E.
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7%¢ SLIGHTED SWAIN,
The Words by Mr. 4. BRADLEY.

i -wﬁf”-—%&ﬁ

Cloeproves falfe, but ftill fhe is charmmg,
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Banith my Senfes, or let her not flight me:
Love ne’er was made to inherit Difdain :
L.ove is a Bubble
‘I'hat gives Mankind Trouble;
T'he plealing Ecftafy
Drops like a Simile
Atry and vain.

Sure Penns gave her that Face to deceive me,
And gave the Boy but one Arrow would fly:
Hafte to thy Mother,
And beg for another :
Cloe the Mark muft be,

Male her to pity me
Ere that I dye.

For the Fr.u TE.
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7%¢ HAPPY BEGGARS

Sung in the Opera call’d, Zhe BEGGAR’s WeDDINe
[Z0 the Tune of Talk no more of Whig or Tory.}

QueenN of the BEGG Ars,
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T oil for Treafure; Weknow no Carebut how to
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Firnst WoMA N.

A Fig for gawdy [rafhions,
No want of Cloaths opprelTes ;
We live at Eafe with Rags and IFleas,
We value not our Drelics.

Drink awway, &e.

SEconDp WonMA-N.

We {corn all Ladies Walhes,
With which they fpoil each reature;;
No Patch or Paiat onr Deaattes taint,
We live in imple Namre.
Dirink away, &c.

No
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Tuairp WOMAN.

No Cholick, Spleen, or Vapours,
At Morn or Ev’ning teaze us;
We drink not Tea, or Ratifia;
When fick, a Dram can eafe us.
Drink awey, &

Fourta WOMAN.

What Ladies aét in private,
By Nature’s {oft Compliance;
We think no Crime, when in our Prime,
To kifs without a Licenfe.
Drink away, &c.

Firra WoMAN.

We know no Shame or Scandal,
T'he Beggars Liaw befriends us;
We all agree in Liberty,
And Poverty defends us.
Drink away, &

Sixtaa WoMAN.

Like jolly Beggar-Wenches,
Thus, thus we drown all Sorrow,
‘We live To-day, and ne'er delay
Our Pleafure ’till To-morrow.
Drink away, &c.

Fos
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For the FLuTE.
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How joyfully my Spirits rife,
When dancing the moves finely----O:
I guefs what Heav’n is by her LEyes,
Which fparkle fo divincly---- O.
Attend my Vow, ye Gods, while |
Breath in the bleft Britanuia,
INo human Blifs I fhall envy,
While thus ye grant me Nawsy---0.

CH O-
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How dearly I love Nanny---O.

For the FLurTE.
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A O DE of § 4P P HDO.
Written in the Perfon of a Lover fitting by his Miftrefs.
2 Tranflated from the Greek by Mr. A. PHILIPS.

oet by Mr. . SHEEL E S.
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*T'was this depriv’d my Soul of Retft,
And rais’d fuch Tumults in my Breaft;
For while I gaz’d, in Traniport toft,

My Breath was gone, my Voice was loft:

My Bofom glow’d; the fubtle Flame

Ran quick thro’ all my vital Frame;
O’er my dim Eyes a Darknefs hung;
My Ears with hollow Murimnurs rung.

In dewy Damps my Limbs were chill’d,
My Blood with gentle Horrors thrill’d;
My feeble Pulfe forgot to play ;

I fainted, funk, and dy’d away!

7% R ETIREMENT

The Words by Mr. W.DUNCOMBE,
[T0 the foregoing Tane.]

ST LVIA, in thefe Sequefter’d Scenes,
This Wildernefs of fragrant (greens,

Lt us, diffolv’d in rapt’rous Joy,

This gaily-{fimiling Day employ!

No prying Eye can pierce this Shade,
Nor view us in the fecret Glade:
The Birds alone behold us here;
The faithful Birds we need not fear.
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Lo! yon’ fair Stream, with wanton Armns,
The Meadow folds, fond of her Charms ;
And glides in mazy Circles round,

As loth to leave th’inchanted Ground.

Flora by Zephyr is care(l:
The balmy Breeze inflames my Prealt!
A thoufand Spicy Odours rife,

And all around perfume the Skies.

Here conqu’ring Love in T riumph reigns;
Ador’d by happy Nymphs and Swains.
This Carpet Ground is trod by none,

T hat do not his Dominion own.

In this Retreat, where All conlpire
To fan the Genial Amorous Fire,
Will you alone, my Sy/v:, prove
A Rebel to the Pow’r of Love?

For the F . u T E.
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The RESISTLEsSSs CHARME g -
By Mr. W.BEDINGFIELD. Set by Mr. Dirupanry.
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Such Guns or Spears
Who fees or hears,
Of Deaths may take his Choice ;
For tho’ he flics
Her piercing Eyes,
She’ll reach him with her Voice.

When Wit perivades,
And Beauty leads
Our Senfes all to Joy,
Not Dido’s Gueft
Cou’d guard his Breaft
Againft the Cyprian Boy.

But if his Bow,

And Arrows too,
Were broken all, and lof}:

None cou’d withftand

Her naked Hand,
T hey’ll feel it to their Coft.

for tle I'1.u T £,




!'-'d

134 The MusrcArL MISCELLANY,

7o a L. A DY more Cruel than Fair.

The Words by a Perfon of QU A LI T Y
Set by Mr. LEVERIDGE.
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Why do you with Difdain refule An humble
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Millrefs of aHeart, Which {0 free-ly gave; Tho
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Nor was I weary of your Reign,
"I'lll you a T'yrant grew,

And feem’d regardlefs of my Pain,
As Nature feem’d of you.

When Thoufands with unerring Eyes,
Your Beauty wou’d decry,

W hat Graces did my Love devife,
T'o give their Truths the Lie?

Toev’ry Grove 1 told your Charms;
In you my Heav’n [ plac’d;

Propofing Pleafures in your Arms,
Which none but I cou’d tafte.

For me t’admire, at fuch a Rate,
A Iace fo foul, will prove

You have as little Caufe to Hate,

As 1 had Caufe to Love.
K 4 To
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The F O N D L OV E R.

To the foregoing Tune.

T HE Bird, that hears her Neftlings cry,
And flies abroad for Food,

Returns, impatient, thro’ the Sky,
T'o nurfe the callow Brood.

The tender Mother knows no Joy,
but bodes a thoufand Harms,

And fickens for the darling Boy,
While abfent from her Arms.

Such Fondnefs, with Impatience join’d,
My faithful Bofom fires;

Now forc’d to lcave my Fair behind,
T'he Queen of my Defires!

The Powers of Verfe too languid prove,
All Similies are vain,

T'o fhew how ardently I love,
Or to relieve my Pain,

The Saint, with fervent Zeal infpir'd
IFor Heav’n, and Joys divine,

T'he Saint is not with Raptures fir'd
More pure, more warm than mine:
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1 take what Liberty I dare;
"I'were impious to {ay more:
Convey my Longings to the Fair,
The Goddefs I adore.

Lor the FLUTE.
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A S I G H.
Set by Mr. . SHEELES.

Softeft Note of whifpcr’d Anguifh,
FHarmony’s refined Part,

Striking, while thou feem’(t to languifl,
Full upon the Liftner’s Heart.

Safeh
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Safeft Meflenger of Paffion,

Stealing thro’ a Croud of Spies ;

Who conftrain the outward Fafhion,
Clofe the Lips, and guard the Eyes.

Shapelefs Sigh, we ne’er can fhow thee;
Form’d but to aflault the Ear;

Yet, ere to their Coft they know thee,
Ev’ry Nymph may read thee —— here,
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LOV Es OCULIST.
By Mr. W. BEDINGFIELD. Sez by Mr. Dievrary.
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Soft, engaging, mild and fair, As the gentle
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And her Hair of thin---ing Jet, Hearts fur-
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Bleft
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Bleft with ev’ry pleafing Grace,
Ev’ry Charm of Mind and IFace;
Doubly bleft the happy Swain,
In fo fair a Breaft to reign,
Nothing could encreafe his Gain.

lII|l|I-.ll‘-.“-'_-'--l—

Gaining her! who’d more defire?
Farewel then, each wand’ring Fire,
Ev’ry Vanity, Good-night;
Lowve at laft reftor’d to Sight,
Deals his Arrows by her Light.

For the FrLuTE.
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AHEALTH» sl HONEST MEN
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ev’ry Man {trive for his Country’s Peace;Neither
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Health to all Honreit  Men,
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"I'is not owning a whimfical Name,
T'hat proves a Man Loyal and Juft:
Liet him fight for his Country’s [Fame;
e impartial at Home, if in Truft;
"T'is this that proves him an honeft Soul,
His Fealth we’ll drink in a brim-fall Bowl
Then let’s lcave oft’ Debate,
No Confufion create :
Here’s a Health to all Honelt Men.
When



144

The MusicAal MISCELLANY,
When a Company’s honeltly met,
With Intent to be merry and gay,
Their drooping Spirits to whet,
And drown the Fatigues of the Day,
What Madnefs is it thus to difpute
When neither Side can his Man confute;
When you’ve faid what you dare,
You’re but jult where you were:
Here’s a Health to all Honeft Men.

Then agree, ye true Britons, agree,
And ne’er quarrel about a Nick-Name;
Let your Enemies trembling fee
That an Englifoman’s always the fame:
For our King, our Church, our Laws, and Right,
Let’s lay by all Feuds, and firait unite;
T'hen who need care a Fig,
Who's a Zory or Whig :
Here’s a Health to all Honeft Men.

For the FLurTE.
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7e MASQUERADE GARLAND.

Come all ye Shapes and Figures,
And as ye pals along,
Pray mind a Brother Animal,
And liften to his Song.
Ob Mafquerades are fine Things,
Lor so delight the Eyes;
And tho’ they vex the Foolifla,
Lhey dow't offend the Wife.
Vor. IIJ. L For
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For why fhou’d Mirth and Pleafure,
And harmlefs Sport and Play,
Or fpeaking with Sincerity,
Be thought a rude Effay?
For when we mask our Faces,
We then unmask our Hearts;
And hide our lciler Beauties,
To fhew our better Parts.
Oh Mafgucrades are fine T hings
For to delight the siecris;
And tho’ they bart onr Pockets,
They pleafe onr veticr Parts.

Lere all {orts of Conditions
Arc {ociable and free;
They judge not by Appearancas,
Which often difagree:
A T .~rd will court a Scullion,
A Lady hug a Clown;
A Judge embrace moft tenderly
A Madam of the T own.
O Muajguerades are frire T hings
For to delight the Niind,
And tho’ they vex the Bifliops,
7 hey make the Ladies kiud.

Here Party makes no Diflerence,
No Politicians jar;

Here Statefmen lay afide their Pride,
And with it all their Care.
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A Babylonifh Dialeét
Infpires all the Place;
Which muft produce, no doubt on't,
A very {prightly Race.
O Mafgucrades are fine Thiings
For to improve the Age ;
And much beyond the Liberty
And Licenfe of the Stage.

Here I an honeft Calling
Have chofen at my Leifure;
fror Profit by the Bye, Sir,
bButin the v.aia for Plealure.
For Pleafure each Man hither comes,
Each Lady comes for Pleafure;
And if Pm in the Righe, Sirs,
Why then my Song is Meafuare.
Ob Mafgquerades are fine Things,
From whence all Pleafure (prings;
And tho’ the [ nlgar rail at thein,

T/Js’_y(gf've Delight to Kings.

For the FLvuTE.
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Sung by Mrs. CHAMRBERS 4 the Entertainment of

HARLEQUIN DOCTOR FAUSTUS.

As it is Perform’d at the Theatre-Royal in Lincorxs-
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To the foregoing Tune.

LON ELY Groves young Strephoz chufing,
There t indulge his am’rous Mufing,
Love augments, while Love he blames.
Cruel Love! you caufe my Anguifh,
Thus with Care [ pine and languifh,

Thus confume amid your [lames.

I defpair at Celia’s Frowning;
When {he weeps, in Tears I'm drowning ;

Smiles give pleafing Pains at beft.
Lowe, who heard the Youth upbraid him,

Confcious of his Prefencc made hiny,

And his Godhead thus cxpreft:

While you fpeak of Pains and Dying,
Soothing Rapture you’rc enjoying ;
My foft Empire’s built on Sighs :
‘When thofe anxious Cares arc over,
Soon you lofe the Name of Lover;

Love infipid grows, and dies,

lor
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For the F LU TE.
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Sent to a LLADY in a Pair of GLOVES.
Set by Mr. &. SHEE L ES.
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Securely thou may’ft touch the Fair,
Whom few fecurely can;

May’(t pre(s her Breaft, her Lip, her Hair,
Or wanton with her Fan.

May’ft Coach it with her to and fro,
From Mafquerade to Plays;

Ah! could’ft thou hither come and go,
To tell me what fhe {ays!

Go then, and when the Morning cold
Shall nip her Lilly Arm,

Do thou (Oh, might [ be {0 bold !)
With Kifles make it warm.

But



164 The MusicAL MiscELLANY,

But when thy glofly Beauty’s o’er,
When all thy Charms are gone,

Recturn to me, I’ll love thee more
Than ¢’er I yet have done.

To the foregoing Tunc.

AH! Chloris, cou’d I now but {it
As unconcern’d, as when

Your Infant Beauty cou’d beget
No Happinefs nor Pain:

When I this Dawning did admire,
And prais’d the coming Day,

I little thought that rifing Fire
Wou’d take my Reft away.

Your Charms in harmlefs Childhood lay,
As Metals in a Mine;

Age from no Face takes more away
Than Youth conceal’d in thine.

But as your Charms infen{ibly
T o their Perfeétion prefs’d,

So Love, as unperceiv’d, did fly,
And center’d in my Brealt.

My Paflion with your Beauty grew;
While Capid at my Heart,
Still as his Mother favour’d you,

Threw a new flamipg Dart: Fac
1 ACH
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Each gloried in their wanton Part;

To make a Lover, He
Employ’d the utmolt of his Art;

To make a Beauty, She.

For the F L uTE.
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A4 COMPLAINT againft CUPID.
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Woe; We lofeall Delight, and we forfeit all Eafe, Nox

My Lecifurc in fanciful Mufings I fpent,
And look’d without Pain on the Laflus of fiews:

[ Readi’ng,norTalking,nor Mufick can pleale.

No
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No Virgin with Feature, with Voice, or with Air,
No Virgin was able my Heart to enfnare.

Ah, why did I, foolifh, abandon thefe Plains,

To joinin the Revels of Lemingtnn Swains!
Where heedlefs young Cloe, unpractis’d in Arts,
Entices to Love the moft indolent Hearts.

My Books were my Charmess,iy Thoughts my Deli, i,
In the Cool of the Morn, in the Stillnefs of Night:
My Books and my T'houghts each o:her reliev’d ;
And the Minutes, foft-gliding, were fweetlv deceiv’d.
No Paflion difturb’d me; my Joys were my own:;
But now I’'m fo alter’d, as never was known !

My Heart trom its Owner is quite gone aftray;
And Clve torments it, by Night and by Day.

My Friend ftill was welcome, whenever he came;
My Friend faw my Countenance always the fanie;
O’er a Pot of Bobea we grew Merry ana Wife;

And laugh'y at the Torments, fond Lovers deviie.
But, wouuded by Clee, 1 live in the Spleen:

My I'riend, with Surprize, fees a Change i my Mein,
I bid him be gone; tor his Wit and his Jeft

But malke himn the more infupportable Guelt.

How once ev’ry Object a Pleafure did yicld !
If Iwalk’d in the Garden, or travers'd the [ield :
On beautiful Landskips I fealted my Sight;
When the Nightipgale fung, I cowd liften all Night;

But



The MusicAL MISCELLANY. T3¢

But now, as I rove through the Valley or Glade,
4 The beautiful Landskips before my Eye fade:

4 In the Nightingale’s Note, no Maufick I find;
["or, nothing but C/loe {till runs in niy Mind.

i If my Spirits, in Solitude, wanted Relief,

1 With my Flute, by a Brook, I cou’d {olace my Grief:
{ Or fleep to the lullaby Noife of the Stream;

And wake to new Life from a rapturous Dream.

| But now, all Endeavours in vain 1 apply,

Since for Cloe I languifh, for Cle I die,

To no Purpofe I try on my Flute ev’ry Strain;
| And the Brook, o’er the Pebbles, now murmurs in vain.

| Beware, filly Shepherds, how Love you defy ;

| Beware of the defperate Glance of her Eye.

In Freedom I triumph’d; and flouted the Swains,

Who fold themfelves Captive,and forg’d their own Ghains.
But fince I beheld her, alas, I’m undone!

Since firlt 1 faw Cloe, my I'reedom 1s gone.
| have forg’d my own Chains; and I conftantly cry,

Was ever poor Shepherd {o wretched as I?

How, Celadon, fhall I my Paflion reveal ?
Or, muft I for ever my Torment conceal ¢
T'he Woe fhe creates, has fhe Pity to hear?
Ah, no! fhe is cruel, as charming, I fear.
Aflift e, by Reafon to ranfom my Heart,

Or teach me to gain her ; oh, teach mc the Art!
Yo
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Ve mercifal Powers, to you I complain;
Give Love to the Nymph; or give Eafe to the Swain,

6o

34y
{

i3

For the F L. u T E.
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SYL¥VIA and SYLV AN DER.
Set by Mr. 7. SHEELES.

way, And heard her dy----ing Moan.
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Ah! is my Love (fhe faid) to you
So worthlefs, and (o vain?
Why is your wonted Fondnels now

Converted to Difdain?
Vor. LIL M Yeou
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You vow’d, the Day thow’d Darknef turn,
Ere you’d exchange your Love :

In Shades now may Creation mourn,
Since you unfaithful prove.

Was it for this I Credit gave
To ev’ry Oath you fwore?

~ But ah! it feems, they moft deceive,
Who moft our Charms adore.

>T'is plain your Drift was all Deceit;

The Prattice of Mankind'!
Alas, I fee it---but too late!

My Love had made me blind.

What Caufe, Sylvander, have I giv’n
I'or Cruelty {o great?

Yes--- for your Sake, neglefted Heav’n;
And hug’d you into Hate!

For you, delighted, I cou’d die;
But oh! with Grief I’m fill'd,
T'o think that cred’lous, conftant I,

Shou’d by your Self be kill'd.

But what avail my {ad Complaints,
While you my Caufe negleét?
My Wailing inward Sorrow vents,

Without the wilh’d Effe&t.

This
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This faid --- all breathlefs, fick, and pale,
Her Head upon her Hand,

She found her Vital Spirits fail,
And Scnfes at a {tand.

Sylvander now begins to melt;
But, ere the Word was fpoke
The heavy Hand of Death the felt,

And her poor Heart was broke.

For the F L uTE.
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Iiluftrious George! Greaz-Britaix’s genial Soul,
Bids thut thy Brazen Gates, while heav’nly Peace
L.eads on the Golden Hours, that gaily roll
Like Billows o’er his T'ributary Seas.

Under thy Smile the Gallic Lillies bloom;
Proud Spain retires from thy avenging Rod;
Thy Thunder fhakes the Turrets of Old Rome;

T'yrants {ubmit to thy fuperior Nod.

I'h’ Imperial Bird bends either Ncck to thee;
The Belgic Liyon cowers ; Sardinia’s King

Receives another Crown, thy Gift; we fee
Both Oceans to thy Feet their Trophies bring.

Thy Labour’s like the Sun’s Eternal Carr,
Unweary’d, and Beneficent to all;
Thy gen’rous Rays difpel the Clouds of War,

And Sciences, and Arts of Peace recall.

Sing out his mighty Fame, ye tuneful Choir,
In chofen Numbers and juft Mclody;

immortal Decds immortal Songs require,
Soft as his Smiles, Great as his Majefty,
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Immortal Blifs, that ne’er will cloy,

Always attends her Angel Form;
Softeft Repofe, and blooming Joy
In her confpire the Soul to charm:
All that can Joy or Love create,
Beauteons Blefling,
Paft exprefling,
Round the tender IFair One wait.

Love on her Breaft has fixt his Throne,
And Cupid revels in her Eyes;

Who can the Charmer’s Pow’r difown,
When in each Glance an Arrow flies ¢

M 4 Yet
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Yet when wounded, we fe€l no Pain;

No, ’tis Pleafure,

Above Mealure,
Raptures flow in ev’ry Vein.

L

For the FrnureE.
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G E LI A S1GHTIDNG.

By Mr. ARTHUR BRADLEY.
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Celia; Wiy

Love-- 1y

Sigh no more, my

Where, ah!
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See how briny Floods o’erwhelm them,
Breaking on the blufhing Shore,

And, like Summer’s Dew on Lillies,
Deck the Bofom 1 adore.

Flowers form’d by Nature drooping,
Yet their fragrant Odours rile;

And my Celia, tho’ fhe’s weeping,
Hath thofe Charms fhe can’t difguile.

7o the foregoing Tune.

PH ILLIS, wedon’t grieve that Nature,
IForming you, has done her Part,

And in ev’ry fingle Feature
Shew’d the utmoft of her Art:

But in this it is pretended,
All the cruel Grievance lies;

That your Heart thould be defended,
Whilft you wound us with your Eyes.

Love’s a {enfelefs Inclination,
Where no Mercy?’s to be found ;
Dut is jult, where kind Compaflion
Gives us Balm to heal the Wound.

Perfians,
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Perfians, paying {olemn Duty,
To the rifing Sun inclin’d,
Never would adore his Beauty,

But in hopes to make him kind.

For the B L v T E.
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On the Grafs 1 faw her lying,
Strait I {eiz’d her tender Wailt ;

On her Back (he lay complying,
With her lovely Body plac’d,

Under my Dows, down, &c.

But the Nymph being young and tender,
Cou’d not bear the dreadful Smart,
otill unwilling to furrender,
Call’d Mamma to take the Part
Of her Dowzn, down, &c.

Out of Breath Mamma came running
To prevent poor Nancy’s IFate,

But the Girl, now grown more cuuning,
Cry’d, Mamma, you're come too late,

Forl am Down, dows, &c.

For the FL urTeE,
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DoOUGHTER.

Pray ha’d your T'ongue, Mither, and let that abee,

IFor his Eild and my Eild will never agree:

They’ll never agree, and that will be feen,
For he i1s Fourfcore, and I’m but Fifteen.

MITHER.
[Pride,

; ‘Then ha’d your Tongue, Doughter, and lay by your
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For he’s be the Bridegroom, and ye’s be the Bride:
He thall 1y by your Side, and kifs you too,

Auld Rob Moris is the Man ye maun loo.

DoucurekR.

4 Thatauld Rob Moris, 1 ken him fou weel,

His A--- it fticks out like ony Pect-creel,
He’s out-thinn’d, in-knee’d, and ring-ey’d too,

Auld Rob Morris is the Man I’ll nc’er loo.

MiIiTHER.

Tho” auld Rob Morss be an elderly Man,
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Yet his auld Brafs it will buy a new Pan;
Then Doughter, ye fhoudna be fae ill to fhoo,

§lor auld Rab Moris is the Man ye maun loo- But

[
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DoUvGHTER.

But auld Reb Moris 1 never will hae,
His Back is fa ftiff, and his Beard is grown gray:
I had titter die than live with him a Year,
Sae mair of Kob Moris I never will hear.

For the F LuTE.
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Orn o LADY throwing SNow-BALLS.

Setby Mr. W EB B E R.

T o the bleak Winds,on barren Sands,While Delis
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The lovely Maid, from ev’ry Part
Colle&ting, moulds with niceft Care

The Flakes, lefs frozen than her Heart,
Lefs than her downy Bofom fair.

On my poor Dreaft her Arms fhe tries;
Levell’d at me, like darted I¥lame
From Fowe’s red Hand, the Pellet flies ;

As {wift its Courfe, as {ure its Aim!

Cold as I thought the fleecy Rain,

Unfhock’d I {tood, nor fear’d a Smart;
While latent Fires, with pointed Pain,

Shot thro’ my Veins, and pierc’d my Hecart.,

Or with her Eyes fhe warm’d the Snow,
(What Coldnefs can their Beams withftand ?)

Or elfe, (who would not kindle {o;)
it caught th’ Infection from her Hand.

So glowing Seeds to Flints confin’d
"T'he Sun’s enliv’ning Heat conveys;

‘Thus Iron to the Load{tone join’d,
Ufurps its Power, and wins its Praifc.

5o (tronyly influent fhine her Charms,
While Heav’ns own Light can fcarce appear ;

Wiile Winter’s Rage his Rays difarms,
And blafts the Beauties of the Year.

T0
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To ev’ry Hope of Safety loft,
In vain we fly the lovely Foe;

Since Flames invade, difguis’d in Froft,
And Cwupid tips his Dart with Snow.

For the ¥ L U TE.
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A.

LOVELY CELI

Set by Mr. DIEUPART.

Ceafe to

Lover,
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For the FL U 1 B,
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Brookand the Willow,that heard him come-
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Sweet Stream, he cry’d fadly, I'll teach thee to flow:
Ab Willow, &c.

And the Waters fhall rife to the Brink with my Woe:
Ab Willow, &c.

All Reftlefs and Painful my Celra now lies;
Ab Willow, &c.

And counts the fad Moments of Time as it flies;
Ab Willow, &c.

Tothe Nymph, my Heart’s Love, ye foft Slumbers repair :
Ab Wilbw, &c. [Care;

Spread your downy Wings o’er her, and make her your
Ab Willvw, &c.

Let me be left reltlefs, my Eyes never clofe;
Ab Willow, &c.

So the Sleep that 1 lofe gives my Dear One Repofe;
Ab Willow, &c.

Dear Stream! if you chance by her Pillow to creep,
Ab Willew, &c.

Perbaps your foft Murmurs may lull her to Sleep:
Ab Willow, &c.

But if I am doom’d to be wretched indeed,
Ab Willow, &ec.

And the Lofs of my Charmer the Fates have decreed;
Ab Willow, &c.

Belicve
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Believe me, thou Fair One; thou Dear One, believe;
Ab Willow , &c.

Few Sighs to thy Lofs, and few Tears will I give:
Ab Willvw, &c.

Oune Fate to thy Colin and thee fhall betide ;
Ab Willvw, &c.

And foon lay thy Shepherd down by thy cold Side:
Ab Willow, &c.

Then glide, gentle Brook, and to lofe thy Self halle,
Ab W idlvw, &c.

Bear this to my Willow, this Verfe is my laft ;
Ab Willow, Willvw ab [illes., Willow.

For the I'.u T E.
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Tears,forth fireaming from her Eycl,Adown her Cheeks faft

SPARABELL A’s COMPLAINT.
As Spa---ra--bel--la penfive lay, In

8 Love-lorn Maid Thus wail’din plaining Song. The
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Ah, well-a-day! Does Colsz then
Make Mock of all my Smart?

Has he fo foon forgot his Vows,
Which won my Maiden Heart?

Ah witlefs Damfel ! why did 1
50 foon my felf refign?

Ah! why did'(t thou, falfe Shepherd, fay,
Thy Heart fhou’d ftill be mine?

Oh, Calin! Colix! call to mind
What you to me did fay,
As we in yonder Field were laid,

Bencath the cocking Hay:
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Whillt tenderly I ftroak’d thy Cheeks,
My Apron o’er thee fpread,

Snatch’d hafty Kifles from thy Lips,
And lull’d thy leaning Head.

Did you not fwear, that Hounds thou’d firft
With tim’rous Hares unite;

The Fox with Geefe; with Lambs the Dog;
And with the Hen, the Kite :

The Moon (that roves like thee) fhou’d fail ;
The Stars benighted prove ;

The Sun (that burns like me) fhou’d ceafe
T'o fhine, cre thou to love?

Oh! then let wide Confufion reign,
The Hound with Hares unite;

The Fox with Geefe; with Lambs the Dog ;
And with the Hen the Kite,

Thou Sun, no more with Glory fhine;
Ye Stars, extinguifn’d be!

Drop down, thou Moon, aud fall to Earth,
For Coliz’s falle to me!

'The Damfel thus, with Eyes brimfull,
Rehears’d her piteous Woes ;

When fhe perceiv’d her fading Life
Drew near, alas! s Clofe.

But
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But firft forewarn’d by me, poor Maid!

Ah! Maid no more, fhe cry’d,
Ye Lafles all, fhun flatt’ring Swains |

Then clos’d her Eyes, and dy’d.

For the F L. v T E.
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77e QUEEN o M4 T.
~To the Tune of Over the Hills and far away.

By Mr. W.BEDINGFIELD.

Dancing went, Eachhop’d to bear the Garland
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As her Skin, the Lilly fair;
New-budding Rofe her Mouth imparts;

New-ftrung Capid’s Bow her Hair ;
Eyes, his keeneft Ebon Darts.

When you do her Temper view,
Young, but Wife; admird, yet true:
Never charm'd with empty Shew ;
Ne'er indifcreet, yet eafy too.

Vor. 1. O All
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All around your Steps advance,

Now Foot it in a F airy Ring,
Nimbly Trip, and as you Dance,

Ever live, bright Winna, fing.
With Boughs their Hearts of Oak befet,
Your brave Sires their Conqu’ror met;
No Crown, but her Locks of Jet,

INow does your free Allegiance get.
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By Mr. MANL 0 C K.

The OSun had juft withdrawn his Fires, And

Phobus
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His trembling Knees the Turf receiv’d,
His aching Head the Cowflips prefs;

His Breaft, that Sighs alone had eas’d,
At lalt gave way to this Addrefs :

O Queen, that guid’(t the filent Hours ¢
If ere Endymson footh’d thy Pain,

By all thy Joys in Carian Bow'ts,
Reltore me Rofalind again.

To thee my mournful Plaint I fend,
Proteétrels of the virtuous Mind,

Do thou thy chalfte Affiftance lend;
Venuns is lewd, and C#psd blind.

Pehold thefe Cheeks, how pale! how wan?
That once were grac’d with rofie Pride
Dim are my Eyes, their Luftre gone;
My Lips a purple Hue deride.

To wretched Me it nought avails,
‘That Phabus’ Self has ftrung my Lyre;
Since Pluto, worthlefs God, prevails,
And only fordid Wealth can fire.

The Nightingale that pines with Love,
With melting Notes does Grief {ufpend;

My Verfe, nor fweeteft Sounds can move :
My Torments the alone can end.

But
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But hark! the Raven’s direful Croke,
Joyn’d with the Owl’s ill-boding Screek ;
In frightful Confort Fate have fpoke,
Alas, my love-fick Heart will break.

Too cruel Nymph, hafte, hafte away,
And fee your Victim proflrate lye;
I faint, I can no longer ltay,
O Rofal:nd! for thee I dye.

For the FrLvuTE.
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CHARMING CLORIS
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Clorss 1s gone,and Fate provides To

fides.

fides.

Spring where fhe re---
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To figh, to languifh, and to die.

Ah! how can thofe fair Eyes endure

To give the Wounds they will not cure?

Ah! how, (.

Great
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Great God of Love, why haft thon made
A Face that can all Hearts command ;

That all Religions can invade,

- And change the Laws of ev’ry Lande
Where thou had’t plac’d fuch Pow’r before,

Thou fhou’dft have made her Mercy more.
‘Where thou, {gc.

When Cloris to the Temple comes,
Adoring Crouds before her fall;

She can reftore the Pead from Tombs,
And ev’ry Life, but mine, recall.

I only am by Love defign’d

To be the Viétim for Mankiad.
I only, (5.

For the FruTek.
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The End of the Third Volume.
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