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PREFACE.

his authorship of Nine Hundred Songs, he admits, by the following statement, the im-
probability of the existence of the whole of them, in either a printed or a written form :—* I
- have never written down my compositionstill they were wanted either for the Printer or for the
Engraver. Wherever I have performed any one of the Entertaiuments in my catalogue, on
the first night I have sat down to the piano-forte with the words only ; and neither at that
| time nor at any other, till required by the Engraver for publication, has any single note been
Bk - written.’
E How the Editor of this volume has, notwithstanding, been enabled so far to perfect
his labours, it is not necessary to particularize; but it is most gratifying to him to record
his acknowledgments for the kind assistance and hearty co-operation he has received from
all to whom he applied, who happened to possess materials really valuable to such an under-
taking. The most complete set extant of the musical compositions of Dibdin—the one
collected by his friend and admirer, the late Dr. Kitchener—is in the possession of Mr,
Hexry Puririps, the fhinent Vocalist; and its stores have been liberally laid open to the
Editor, with the sole object, on the part of the distinguished owner, of contributing what he
coulds (and- most important his contributions have been,) towards the formation of a com-
plete edition of the writings of a poet whom he so ardently admires, and so ably illustrates
through his superior vocal powers and accomplishments. To Mr. Winstox, a gentleman
of veteran experience in all theatrical matters, and for years associated with the admired -
author, a like tribute of thanks is due. Without his valuable assistance, the Editor would
have had to depend, for his facts and dates, on publications of doubtful authority, and might
- thus have been the instrument of perpetuating much misinformation. The present bio- ||
grapher is indebted for most of his authentication to the free use the Editor has enjoyed of ||
& | Mr. Winston’s valuable and unique library.
_ With respect to the Musical portion of the undertaking, it may be remarked, that so mneh
[ of the popularity of Dibdin depends on his charming flow of melody, and the facility with |f
- || which his Words and his Melodies harmonize with each other, that the perpetuation of ||
‘ x
|
f

X

~ either is alike desirable and important: but Dibdin’s musical learning was far inferior to his
: émllqoeuamclodiat and he has therefore left us nereompammenhtohumltlu
| commensurate with their merit, or with the greatly advanced condition ofmmiedoﬂdnim. =
| hmﬁnghremdydmdefecgdunmohhebenmdmmmnhrofhhmh
| Dbeen carefully re-edited for this work, and is now presented with new Pianoforte 118
|| niments, from the pens of Messrs. Lanceror, C. Puapay, Westror, and HoearTa, 'l\i .
| latter gentleman huhmenmludﬂththogmerdnvﬁondﬁem&nmdh' 2
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amt h.vebeenuhn.hymmlndm-,umandnw& ahmf |
m M’:mmhmwmhﬂmkﬂhwb’?ﬂ&
&mh&e!ndu. ‘ |
“zhl’mpit.en;nndlqur Hamuﬁwthep-hmxhyhuu,vﬂchm i
I _mwmmwmwmmmmm&m

[ e




*

wrar

.
Wy ,\,;_'

e — - R T P ¥ R D 2 — TR N

CONTENTS.

MeMoir oF Cuanves Doy, vii
List or sis Wouks, xxvii

~ Soxes rroM
OPERAS AND DRAMATIC PIECES.

s Tue, 16
ﬁw«mmn‘

SonNas oF THE
ENTERTAINMENTS SANS SOUCI.

The Whim olg:ie Moment, 85

The Oddities,
 The Wags ; or, The Camp of Pleasure, 98
Private 111

Great , 143

Profossional Valanteers, 257 :
| The Rent-Day; or, The Yeoman’s Friend, 262

| ODES, & IN COMMEMORATION OF

P

>
o¥



B it s it T RET Y

s

CONTENTS OF THE MUSIC.

#
[The Figures on the left denote the pages of the Music ; those on the right the pages of the Words. If
Songs t!ead.ileringﬁ-om their first words, the Titles are given in the last column; and the
Name of lhe mguomphthsedwmemthemm]

First Lines of the Songs. m“&“ Arranger's Name.  Titles of the Songs.

of moss we'll t SENEISL0 56...0 F. Purday.
of those m'h‘igl‘:l lubhmm.. saesivpesns B9 e Ov Wy Purdny .Nothing like Grog.
life’s & life of WOC.sicteesssnsnssrassorsnes 92 . F. Lancelott..,.The Flowing Can.
void of art. a . .. G. Hogarth ....Lovely P
m w lm s G B -..The Soldier's Adieu.
i annges 1R aoi e, s y .. Tack and Tack. ]
’s and Won «...ccsbiurers one 117 ..o G. H «...The Soldier's Last Retreat.
hear of a waterman 20... C. F. ..The Jol
.. G. Hogarth....The
Am e -, Hogarth.
left his Nancy 119 ... G. Hogarth ....The Sailor’s Return.
gifts possessing .. lg g g h....’l'm Friendship.
ﬁbﬂ*-..-..- asses w see C- Fo Pll.l'\‘hy.

vk s DS <oc G Hoguth e { The m 3 oy " ‘

bb%;g

i

i
i

i
Al

SUNSEN & ~uSERT-LERatsns

g

Efzz

o Purday..The War is
¥ iy G.Hoglrdl THM

el F. Llneelott m
Mm ..-ooow&nouuo m

]

?E

.-0.“ sestgannes
VR e i G

EE R L T T u‘..’ id ,. .

i .a- dn am u: rerssrssessssssssn 102 0o C. F. Purday . 4 ww e,
:m.mm,h"Tmm-oo“- ”mcﬁ !‘ ’

% .F.
‘ mgm"h“k,- l“ -og‘ g
* i '"m*imm.,.u tio

i :
e m.:: e
ce Whs 'a‘ ghman, wm... .




CONTENTS OF THE MUSIC.

Reference to First Lines of the Songs. m’m:&“ Arranger’sNames. Titles of the Songs.

151 “Tre eagdy’ ged out on, “thnt you tas 157 . . Hogareh.. Noorogs.

332 Jack Binnacle met with an old shlplute ......... 192... F. Lancelott ...Change for a Gninea.

: 105 Jack dances and sings, and is always content .. 108 ... G. Hogarth..,. The True English Sailor.
53 Jack Ratlin was the ablest seaman .............. 74 ... G. Hogarth.

& 217 John Bull for pastime took & Prance..........eees 173 ... F. Lancelott ... Mounseer Nongtongpaw,

275 Let bards elate........c.... SRS I T Fiaeiin s 93... G. Hogarth ... Peggy Perkins.
39 Let ev'ry man now give his toast...... . Ao 36 ... C. F. Purday. 4 T%‘;n%l:“?f Toasts ;  or,

267 Let sons of sloth dream time away ..........c.uve. 114... G. Hogarth... Tantwy
203 Like Etna's dread voleano, see the nmple forge 185 .. F I.ancelott .The Anchorsmiths.
196 Long by some fair one was I trick’d oy | - o arth ....The Lover.
49 M aster Jenkins smok’d his pipe ....c.. ccoeereene. 43...0. F. rdny.
281 Mistress Runnington wore a wii vevesnnnsnsnesess 248 ... F. Lancelott . Mrs. Runnington's Wig.

Pve zeed : '} 182... C. F. Purday..Yo, heave ho! or, Tom Tough.

------------------------------------

&'leufemoor’d,'lﬂ:bOWIbdmub.. ....... e 12...C. F: Purday.
165 Of all sensations pity brings....cccoeesrnsanns el 87 ..« F. l..l.ncelott. .The Soldier's Grave.
thinkon theﬁm'wbnyounmhmeatmght 7 ... C. F. Purday..Irish Drinking-Song.
In ud.utuu.tspenkingnyuml,yond} 95 ... F. Lancelott.
Cunwell, the pilot, for many a year ......... 252 ... F. Lancelott ... The Look-out,
Negro say one ting,—you no take offence 165 ... G. Hogarth....Kickaraboo. y
my father, says he, one day, to IL......... «e. 139 ... G. Hogarth ...Father, and Mother,"and Suke. |

e b g 'd vith gasersi—the 75...G. Hogarth....The High-Mettied Racer.
T should never get mellow ...... 177 ... G. Hogarth....The Advantages of Toping.

Jack was so comely, so plcannt, so } 118 ... G. ‘Hogarth ... The Sailor's Consolation ; or,

R L T T LY saseas

(meving’s a Folly. :
hear what \z Cheer ..o...e 167 .- F. Lancelott...The Irish Wedding. §
$

%

W

;s

&3

Efi

g
i’
‘i

en’t the world a masquerade.............. veee 95... G. Hogarth....All the World’s a Masquerade.

is the (. DR R ssasese 144...G. H Nan,
: ‘hr?' e ssevssise 280-- Hmmdmme.
lhlp h m’s sewnsane wee ”‘ G - m m

ﬂk m sssssdssssaanven 27 .ps c‘ P‘ m um

gloomy night stalked slow aWay.... ...crseses 161 -2 Gu HM. .Mad
n.dn’lﬁp.ﬂnwnm ain EPAIN coonereness 134 oo Gu Bﬁ. .The 's Funeral,
moon on the ocean was ’dbynrippb 81---0.17.

ruddy streaks ...... 109 ... ...The W‘ Fox.

stow’d with hammocks all.......... 248 ... r. ..'l'he s.um-'. Will. -J'
peasant in his humble €ot. ..vicscveirerencs sure 112002 C. F. Purday...Virtue. 2

it to be zg...l'l-uwdott - The Signal
signal .w,-hll' i O,E{;‘f‘”
Mmh&mi’ﬂ-}mma Boglrﬂl Thenoenmpmlecf(l'onshnq

, the land, and all those who M} 186 -« G. Hogarth ...Smiles and Tears.

'ﬁﬁum the. High 92..C. F. Purdy...Every Inch a Sailor,
ﬂ ran ew --ﬂlal- wes U Iy . a
‘The wind was ::‘ d—the fleecy wave......eeuee 11002 F. l.meelou;y .Bonny Kate.

Wl “ Mm m “ w.----. 1“ .te c. Fu M’ -mm N‘ll-

S« qood thing; shi bow ""“} 135 ... F. Lancelott..No Good without an Exception.
‘armov 'Ma.m...........m.. G. H .. Tack and Half-Tack.

here | : I --n-u.-‘o}-mn-.u “"‘CO P- l m---m MW. Dm"m.
“his, g”hl,‘h; jer's life......osusress + 63 «+: C. F. Purday...The Soldier’s Life. -

meﬁhﬁw life ..vreere 160 .., C. F. p.n.,{

‘".un&il‘hiﬂwnd..... ks B0 s X ....An'umtohek.
'n iIce mMe..... ..-..-uoo-ni u e 00 ’o

 with, but none e}t ommm;.

LEE

"“"’"' when i ss...c.r.mmmw

ﬂ"“""""""" 98...F- Lancelott...A Drop of the Creature.
--'.o' m G- BQ l u“' - ¢

PRPeEeETEY
E

T — o
i
3
g
4
My
£

5 -

(15ee

the go: "M.-........'......;..... C.F. Purday..The Greenwich Pensioner.
lady Meg: -b-ﬁmup..m...r Lancelott ... Meg of Wapping.




j- |
: CONTENTS OF THE MUSIC.
[‘ =
i\ ﬁ'&'&” dayatW mmol::.dugw; 'ﬁfﬁr l: Lancelott....Jack :1::‘“1"
I OM 0 sos e .
k- 99 "Twas post m«mm_;:n - T 135 .. C. . Purday...The Suilors Jourmal.
"Twas twinkling stars..... ... F. Lancelott....Saturda at
E—; ‘;}’ the Mediwm tovs savens sssessnsesassasransess 221 i G. Hogarth ....One. g g
. 209 Walk in, walk in! each beau and belle............ 183 ... G. H ... The Wig Gallery.
- 176 We bipeds, made up of frail €lay......ceess cereerens 99..C. F. ...Sound Argument.
= % ‘We tars are all for uul“d ﬂo.l.‘................... ﬁ?‘g iy g ¥ ....Ahck at Greenwinh.h
: What pride am! oy vadareson . 65... . ..A Sailor's Philosophy.
b | 69 Whmm:um lighted by night's silver queen. 75... C. F. Purday, X ;
iF, 357 When from the glowing blush of morn ...... ssesss 208 ... F. Laneelott....Echo. ‘ ,.
5 L e o, Yo Your cheeks wore the blush} yg3 G, Hogast....Love at Fity.
65 When last in the Dreadful your Honour set sail 68 ... G. Hogarth.
m wh Ymn M lsht hl' .'.y SsEBERBcsssesasrnnn “ .ee Fc lY“ko M’ i ¥
17 While the lads of the village shall merrily-ah... 24 ... E. G. Westrop.The Lads of the Village. )
| 29 While up the shrouds the sailor goes .....c.oeeeee. 31 ... C. F. Purday.
| 321 Why, don’t you know me by my scars? .......... 104 ... G. Hogarth.....Soldier Dick.
{| 261 Why, good people all, at what do you pry ?...... 113 ... G. Hogarth.....The Beggar.
| 155 Why, what’s that to you if my eyes I"m a wiping 187 ... F. Lancelott ....True "
355 Would ye be taughte, yel;au"d thronge ...... 171 ... F. Lancelott.... Anne Hatheawaye. 4
351 Would you hear a sad story of Woe......eeerenseenns 98... G. .+.»The Watery Grave. 3
5 Ye free-born sons, Bri g i - PRUNCREREITS | S ot m ¢ i
297 Young Shenkin was porn in Glamorganshire ... 106 . . G. Hogarth.....Shenkin and Winny. |
- !
!
|
!
!




e ——

MEMOIR OF CHARLES DIBDIN.

Ir may be regarded as a favourable sign of the times in which we live, in regard,
at least, to English literature and taste, that novelty is now looked upon less exclu-
sively than it has been for many years past, as the one thing needfal. Shakspeare
and the greui‘; dramatists of the olden time have regained their ascendency in our
theatres ; and the growing appetite for our long-established literary classics is evinced
by the demand for new and popular editions of their works. In music, this reaction,
though less striking, is plainly perceptible. In the aristocratic circles of fashion,
whose taste governs, and in its turn is governed by, the doings of Her Majesty’s
Theatre, no masic finds admission but the legerdemain achievements of some German
pianoforte-player, or the gairish frivolities of the modern Italian opera. Baut in the

- middle classes of society, there are increasing indications of a very different taste.

Witness the never-failing crowds drawn to Exeter Hall by the oratorios of Handel,
and the deep and earnest attention with which they listen to the gravest and loftiest
strains ever imagined by homan genius. Witness, too, the revival, under the
auspices of Mr. Macready, of the old and classical productions of our musical stage.
That enlightened faith in the good taste and good feeling of the Public, which
indaced bim to undertake the restoration of the English drama, prompted him to

| extend the experiment to its music as well as to its poetry: and success has been his

‘1 due and merited reward.

Among those men of genius, whotba'poetlormmm.whonmemorywdl

* euhmlybemindhdlitsongmnl ustre by this return to the national taste and

feeling, is one mﬁmthue were blended in a degree unparalleled, at
| least in modern times—the celebrated Cmarres Dimspin. And it is the full assur-

| ance of this result that has given rise to the present publication. A few particulars

I‘Mthnmdcwym.ndm remarks on his genius in both these

| capacities, will be acceptable to the reader.

Caarces Dispin was a native of Soathampton, and a descendant of a respectable |

family. He was born on the 15th of March, 1745, His father had a very numerous

progeny, he himself being the eighteenth child. One of his brothers, Thomas
Dibdin, many years older than himself, was the captain of an Indiaman, His death |

gave occasion to the well-known song *“ Tom Bowling,” in which his character is

beautifully painted. This gentleman was the father of the Reverend Frognall Dibdin,

-Ihln,uawmman much advantage to literature.

- With the view of his entering the church, Dibdin was placed at the College of
thnmamﬁummw When he was nine

. .qﬁ‘ i A~ had
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xii MEMOIR OF CHARLES DIBDIN.

years old, his passion for the art recommended him to the notice of Mr. Fussell,

the organist of the Cathedral, from whom he received some instructions in its rudi-

ments. It has been said that he was also indebted, for his musical knowledge, to

the celebrated ecclesiastical composer, Kent, who then resided at Winchester ; but

this he himself denies. He learned enough, however, to enable bim to take a part

in the anthems at the Cathedral, and to sing at the concerts given during the races

and assizes. There was a weekly amateur concert, of which several of the principal

clergymen and gentry of the town and neighbourhood were members, and at which
_ ~ he was the chief vocal performer. His musical propensities being thus nourished
v; by the popularity which his attainments, slight as they then must have been, gained
for him, he abandoned his ecclesiastical studies, and devoted himself wholly to his
favourite pursuit, resolving to depend on it as his means of subsistence.

‘With this object he became candidate for the place of organist at Waltham, in
Hampshire, but was rejected—as he says, on account of his youth. We may
venture, in charity to those on whom the choice depended, to suppose that they
had a sounder reason for his rejection: for, with all his genius and natural gifts, he
certainly, when even at the height of his fame, never possessed musical learning
and skill sufficient to qualify him for the duties of an organist in any church superior
| to that of a country village. Not discouraged, however, by this want of success,
ﬁ he was looking about for another vacancy, when his prospects were changed by the

'~ arrival from sea of his brother Thomas (the original, as already mentioned, of Tom
- Bowling), who gave him an invitation to London, and a promise to provide for him.
To promote his views of obtaining an organist’s place in the metropolis, his brother
introduced him to Johnson, then an eminent music-seller in Cheapside, by whom he
was employed in tuning harpsichords. His brother, having gone again to sea, was
taken by a French man-of-war; and the poor youth was thus left to his own
resources. He composed some songs and pieces for the harpsichord, which he
never could prevail on his employer to publish; but he at length found another
~ publisher (Thompson, of St. Paul's Church.yard), who gave him three guineas for
~ the copyright of six ballads, which were sold at three-halfpence each. He had been ||
introduced to some of his brother’s city friends, by whom, for a time, he was [}
{| received with cordiality; but they gradually neglected him, and at length shook ||
|| him off, owing (as he says) to his aversion to being considered a fiddler and buffoon, S;
- || and his determination never to entertain the company and to sing and be comical at ||
’ the word of command. : e

~ In this forlorn condition he had the good fortune to meet with a friend—a gentle-
mofthemeomenger who was intimate with the most popular literary and
|| theatrical personages of that day. Mr. Beranger advised him to think of writing
|| for the stage, and made him acquainted with Rich, the manager of Covent Garden,

|| Beard, the famous singer, and some persons of rank and distinction, among whom ||
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W mthmeoen in 1762 ; the author being then seventeen years old.*
Soon afterwards he essayed his powers as a mausical actor. The first character

of : w:nwhch he appeared, was that of Ralph, in The Maid of the
| mﬁu opera was originally brought out. He received much applause,

1 seem to have contributed materially to the success of the piece. He subsequently
‘_r'ﬁmdm ‘in his own opera of The Padlock. But though he was
-ably Whﬂl as an actor and as a singer, he found his theatrical career

source of iqlrb-h:mmp and disputes, that he soon retired altogether
: gni)i. itur ,p.uic exbibitions were confined to the recitations

7 bega uptmon as a musical composer. He wrote the
!h._, ,,. h-@«n in the City, which was produced in 1767.
Dibdin my&mmhnpphnded and several of the
ing been tr _npm . popular opera of The Romp, have been sung
ost Wugemtum He next composed a considerable
f@m,gmwmmvhohofﬂmof
_:Mmmmbyﬁwkm whose reputation as

was deservedly high. 1t was in The Padlock that Dibdin’s
giunn;ulugm. mmammms
gm.mmmmfmmm
mmtofthmhmmmmme

sional Life,” that the author of the words kept ||
”Mmpmhadbmmhlﬂ? From

cleared at least £1,700: while the |
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xiv MEMOIR OF CHARLES DIBDIN.

- Dibdin was but three-and-twenty when he thus laid the foundation of his fame.
& i Considering his want of musical education, and his then very limited experience,
4 the music of The Padlock strikingly evinces the force of his native genius. He was
entirely self-taught ; and his account of the manner in which he mastered—or rather |
imagined that he had mastered—the difficulties of harmony and counterpoint, is
interesting, while it is at the ‘same time somewhat amusing, from the self-com-
placency with which he supposed he had penetrated to the recesses of a science of
which he had not even passed the threshold :— |
¢ I have said nothing yet,’ he says in his Life, ‘that can give any idea that I did
not learn music regularly like any body else : it will be proper here to explain the
truth. Mr, Fussell, who afterwards succeeded Mr. Kent as organist of Winchester
Cathedral, when I was nine years old, taught me the gamut, and the table which
points out the length of the notes and the divisions of the time; and this is so
correct, that five or six common tunes, among which are God Save the King and
Foote's Minuet, which I bave by me in that gentleman’s hand-writing, are the only
exercises I ever received from a master. Mr, Kent, a church composer of con- |
siderable genius and understanding, who was Mr. Fussell’s preceptor, had also |
the credit of having taught me: but except some anthems which he composed |
for me—and very charming they are, for they are yet popular—and which I I
learnt by ear, 1 never received the smallest instruction from him. The music I have
|| was strongly in my mind from my earliest remembrance, and I knew that no master |
|| could at any time have been of the least service to me. It lay quietly, a hidden spark, |
‘ which in the country found nothing ardent enough to vivify it; but coming in
contact with its proper fuel, the different performances in town, it at once expanded, ||
and nothing could keep it within bounds. I felt this more and more as I listened, ||
particularly to vocal compositions, which were never so much at their utmost height i
‘and value as at that period ; and, to confirm that I began fairly to feel my own
'grmmd a remarkable opportunity occurred of putting my conjectures to the test.
‘Listening one morning to a rehearsal of Thomas and Sally, 1 compuhemld Q
closely the construction of the composition, that I could think of nothing else for the ||
|| whole day. The next morning I attended also a rehearsal, when all that passed ||
adhered so tenaciously to my memory, that I went home and drew out a score of ||
|| the whole entertainment, which was certainly incorrect ; but, for such an m .
e efart. by no means to that degree which might have been expected—for I nﬂ‘
i % 'i. that ‘time sixteen, I soon saw that I should easily get at nllI»'nnd.
a AR imtantlybemmemyownmmwur and, with the austerity of the mw
- gogue, I set myself the most difficult possible tasks. At length Ilntnpon;m;
by which I saw I should lay open the whole field of harmony, with khenytom "
it at my pleasure. n
‘-Ihd always dehghhedmleh \vhouchrmonmm mmﬂmgi :
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MEMOIR OF CHARLES DIBDIN, xv

~which means I saw all the workings of -his mind at the time he composed them. I

=0 managed, that I not only comprehended in what manner the parts had been worked,
but how, in every way, they might have been worked. From this severe but profitable
exercise, I drew all the best properties of harmony; and, among the rest, I learned
the valuable secret, that men of strong minds may violate to advantage many of those
rules of composition which are dogmatically imposed. To this practical knowledge
of harmony I added such theoretical particulars as are to be found in Rameau ; and
having possessed myself of as much science as I conceived necessary for every
purpose, I determined fearlessly to give free scope to my fancy : to what eflect is
pretty well known.’

Slight and superficial knowledge is the most productive of self-satisfaction. The
raw student, delighted at having mastered a few elementary principles, thinks himself
profoundly learned ; and it is not till he has advanced further on the path of know-
ledge that he sees the toilsome length of the way, and the ¢ Alps on Alps’ which
rise before him in the distance. But Dibdin seems never to have reached that
point in his progress at which he could have caught even a glimpse of the steep and
laborious road before him : otherwise he would not, in the latter part of his life, have
talked of having laid open to himself the whole field of harmony by scoring a few
of Corelli's concertos, or have supposed that he had thus enabled himself to see all
the workings of that great composer’s mind, and to comprehend his principles and
rules of art. That he did not, is sufficiently evident from his expressing his obliga-

- tion to Corelli for a * valuable secret,” which could never Lave been taught him by

a composer who is peculiarly distinguished for his pure and regular harmony, and
his abstinence from those licenses which have been occasionally indulged in by
musicians of a more enterprising spirit. That the rules of art may be violated with
impunity, far from being a valuable secret, is a dangerous delusion, which has
proved fatal to many an artist. The rules of art are not arbitrary and capricious
dicta : they are founded on immutable principles of reason and taste, and are general
expressions of the concurring practice of the greatest masters. An infringement of
the rules of musical harmony is uniformly bad per se. It never of itself conduces
to any good effect, and is tolerated only in cases where the rule might be an obstacle
to the production of some singular and striking effect. By the boldest and most

:ﬁn composers—even Beethoven himself—every rule is observed thousands of
for

‘once that it is broken; and licenses may often be pointed out, resulting
from mere haste and impetuosity, where a more deliberate attention to rule would
have been infinitely more advantageous. Even the most eccentric composers, more-
over, if they are masters of their art, do not use licentious harmonies in the accom-
paniment of a simple air: in such music, purity and regularity are indispensable.
‘But Dibdin never put a bass to one of his own songs without betraying the utmost
poverty. of harmonical resources, or committing gross and palpable errors. He
‘Possessed the instinct of melody in a degree, perhaps, that has never been exceeded;
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t
N but no other musician ever gained such celebrity with such slemder attainments as +‘ ‘
an artist ; and the opinion which he entertained, that no master could have been at ||
any time of the least service to him, was equally mistaken and unfortunate.

After The Padlock (which appeared in 1768), Dibdin composed the music of
several other pieces written by Bickerstaff, particularly The Ephesian Matron and
The Brickdust Man. The first piece of any importance, entirely written by himself,
was The Wedding-Ring, performed in the season 1771—2. Having appeared soon
after Bickerstaffl had left the country under ignominious circumstances, this piece
was malevolently ascribed to him ; and the imputation having made an impression
injurious to Dibdin, on the first night of performance, he was called upon the stage ||
and required to declare who was the author; which he did, and at the same time ||
formed the resolution of never again bringing out any thing anonymously. The }'5%
piece was successful, but he gained nothing by the publication of the music.
“Indeed,” he says, ‘I have always made this remark, that the music I have sold ||
has yielded very little, except to publishers; and that which I have publiahed on ||
my own account has frequently brought me into debt.’

' . From this time Dibdin produced for many years, and in rapid succession, a great ||
| Il number of musical pieces for the different theatres, Saddler's Wells, Ranelagh, and |
other places of entertainment. Most of them were entirely written by himself,
both words and music. The Waterman was first performed at the Haymarket, in
1774 ; and The Quaker at Drury Lane, in 1775. The success of these celebrated.
pieces is well known. Since their first production they have kept uninterrupted ||
possession of the stage, and have displayed the talents of the greatest English ||
vocalists down to the present time. Poor Vulcan, performed at Covent Garden in ||
1778, had less success than it deserved, in consequence of injudicious changes and
interpolations, made without the author’s sanction. The Shepherdess of the Alps, |
performed at Covent Garden in 1780, a pretty piece, fell for want of m
| Vernon, the singer, being asked by the author why he had not got his part pcrhat.
; and played his best, answered very coolly, that he saw it was the general wish that {

the piece should be damned, and, as in duty bound, he lent it a hand !—The next I :
piece, The Islanders, had a better fate. Mrs. Kennedy made the part of Orra very |
attractive ; and some of the songs written for that favourite vocalist are amng
‘Dibdin’s most charming productions.

The Harvest Home was performed at the Haymarket in 1787; mdhnthltﬁni
Dibdin ceased to write for the theatres. During the whole period nihnmp\oye
‘ment in this way, his intercourse with managers and perfomwmi
constant warfare ; and, according to his own account, he was constantly the victim
of ill-treatment and breach of faith. His complaints of the conduct of almost every |
body with whom he had transactions, must be received with considerable limitation: | g
but he must have been singularly unfortunate, or singularly imprudent in his | _.'-
‘dealings, if his statement is correct, that, dmngamodaf twutty thuymﬁ i
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which he produced nearly a hundred musical pieces, many of which met with extra-
ordinary success, while his published songs were in great demand all over the
kingdom—the whole amount of his receipts, comprehending the prices received for
his pieces, the copyrights of this music, his salaries, and benefits at the theatres,
was only five thousand one hundred pounds, averaging an income of £220 a-year.
Towards the latter end of this period, he made several attempts to carry on
theatrical business on his own account. With this view, he entered into a speculation
for the erection of the Circus, now the Surrey Theatre. It was built on ground
belonging to Colonel West, who, with several other parties who advanced the
necessary funds, became proprietors of the establishment; while Dibdin was
appoiuted sole manager for life, and was to receive a fourth of the profits. His
plan was to form a combination of the stage and the equestrian ring. In the
management of this theatre he appears to have exhibited great activity, bringing
forward a constant succession of new pieces, written and composed by himself. Baut,
as usnal, his measures (according to his own account) were thwarted, and his objects
defeated, by the intrigues and machinations of persons connected with him; and,
after three years spent in strife and litigation, he withdrew from the concern in the
year 1785. He next engaged in a speculation for building a theatre in the
neighbourhood of Pancras, and had made some progress, at considerable expense,

‘in its erection, when the frail fabric was blown down by a storm of wind, and no

attempt was made to rebuild it. He then undertook to furnish the manager of the
Dublin Theatre with musical pieces, and did so to the value of six hundred pounds,
of which he never received more than a hundred and forty. Unwearied in his
efforts to make head against the difficulties produced by these unfortunate enterprises,
he betook himself to novel-writing: he likewise commenced a weekly periodical
called The Devil, which at first had a great sale, but eventually proved a failure, and
was given up after the publication of twenty-one numbers.

~ In the extremity to which he was now reduced, Dibdin thought of trying his
fortune in India. His brother, who has been already mentioned, had long resided
in that country, where he had many friends and connexions. While he lived,
Dibdin had several times had it in contemplation to go to India ; and notwithstand-
ing his death, he decided on still doing so, hoping to be cordially received by
his brother’s old friends, and also understanding that he might be able to recover
certain debts due to him at the time of his death. To raise money for this
W&:wmm of England, giving entertainments,
isting of songs and recitations—the embryo, as they may be called, of the
profitable, one of the obstacles to his success being an odd one :—he was very
MMMnWHmmW who was trying to make
y by personating the celebrated Mr. Dibdin : and, strange to say, Dibdin, with

| %Mmu&-p&-ummmﬂuhmmm
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Simon Pure. His account of this musical tour, a lively, gossiping book, was pub-
lished in 1787, with a list of six hundred subscribers, the Prince of Wales at their
head. To raise as much money as possible, he sold off the musical compositions he
had on hand; on which occasion the music-publishers seem to have taken a shamefal
advantage of his necessities. ‘The Waterman,’ says he, ‘better known by the
title of My Poll and my Partner Joe, which certainly cleared the publisher two hundred
pounds, I was compelled to sell for fwo guineas ; and Nothing like Grog, also a very
-popular song, yielded me no more than half-a-guinea I Dibdin was then in the
fulness of his fame and popularity. The purchasers knew pretty well what his songs
were worth to them : and while their offer of such prices indicates an almost incre- || *
dible degree of effrontery on their part, his acceptance of their offers is a melancholy
proof of his destitute condition.

In 1788 Dibdin sailed for India; but the vessel in which he embarked having
been driven by adverse winds into Torbay, he landed there, and gave up further .
thoughts of his voyage. At Torbay he commenced a sort of musical lecture, or
soirée, which he repeated in various country towns, consisting of an Entertainment
which, with alterations, became the first of the series of Entertainments which he after-
wards began in London. It was called, probably from the circamstances under which
it was projected, ‘ The Whim of the Moment;’ and was brought out at Hutchins’
auction-room, in King Street, Covent Garden, at first with very little success, the
Public being unaware of its nature and excellence. He published twelve of the songs
_in this Entertainment; but finding that, being issued on his own account, they
had no sale, he sold them to a music-seller for sixty pounds. Among them was the
celebrated Poor Jack; which immediately became popular all over the kingdom,
and must have produced to its proprietor many hundred pounds.

The Public were now awakened to the merit of this novel species of entertainment, |
and the next of the series, The Oddities, was fully successful. Daring its second
season, it was performed seventy-nine nights. The sale of the music was immense,
and the author’s profits commensurate. Of The Greenwich Pensioner alone he sold,
|l from first to last, ten thousand seven hundred and fifty copies, which yielded hind

~ a profit of more than £400: and on the above song, with Poor Tom, and The
Lamplighter, be cleared (as he himself says) more money in four months, than h
~ had in his whole life received for the sale of music.
el In 1791, Dibdin removed the place of his Entertainments to a room M
|| Beaufort Buildings, in the Strand, to which he gave the name of Sans Souci. Here
; he brought out, with great success, his entertainment entitled Private nm-m,

¢ What more conviction need there be, « o E
That Dibdin’s plan will do, s
Since now we find him Sans Souci, : : 2; %=
thhﬁew&udcm

The uninterrupted success of these Entertainments induced Dibdin tobuildn-mﬂl
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theatre in Leicester Place, which he opened in 1796, with the one called The
General Election. This new theatre was also called Sans Souci. From this time, how-
ever, his success] declined; and he ascribed this falling off to his having removed
too far from the city, from whence he had ever drawn his most substantial support.

In October, 1804, he began, at his theatre in Leicester Place, a course of eighteen
lectures on music, which were given three times a week.., As a companion, or text-
} book, to these lectures, he published, on the day of their commencement, a gidactic
poem, entitled The Harmonic Preceptor, which professes to explain the principles
of music and the rules of composition. As may be supposed, this rhyming treatise
is shallow and superficial in the extreme, and obtained no attention whatever from
the musical world. His lectures must necessarily have been of the same description;
~—he could not teach what he did not know. He seems, however, to have been of a
different opinion; for he published two other books of instruction,—The Musical
Mentor, and Music Epitomized, neither of which attracted any notice.

During the time that he was giving his entertainmeats in his Sans Souci Theatre,
he occasionally made tours through England, Scotland, and Ireland, where his perfor-
mances were received in all quarters with the utmost applause ; and his principal songs
became universally popular: they were sold in every music-shop, seen on every
lady’s pianoforte, and sung in every company. Dibdin’s profits at this time must 1
have been very large; but, unhappily, he seems to have been unable to save any- 1
thing out of them, =0 as to make the least approach towards realizing an independence. |

Dibdin published the songs in his entertainments in separate sheets, at the time
of their performance; but those parts of them which consisted of recitation were -
never printed, with the exception of The Whim of the Moment, which he introduced
| inthe narrative of his Tour through England, &c. :* indeed, asthey were merely intended : i
! to introduce the songs, they were of too slight and ephemeral a character to bear publi-
cation ; depending (like similar entertainments of more recent date) more upon the
spirit and humour of their delivery, than upon their literary merit. They consisted
of little comic dialogues, lively or pathetic tales, anecdotes, and traits of satire; which
‘he delivered with frequent variations, trusting, apparently, more to his memory and
to the impulse of the moment, than to the written words before him. The writer of | -

%% 'ﬁﬂmm particularly successful in his representation of negro characters, and we give the
| .mmdﬂunyhofmmu

!‘ - Cudjo, a negro slave, was carrying a jug of rum and a letter, to a friend of his master, but meeting
| &= N with another negro on the road, he accosted him. *Ah ! buddy, let us all two take a lilly sup.” ‘Ah!
f a-n!'-mcm you no see paper la talk, he savee tell massa? ¢ Ah, buddy, oppose we put paper
‘ under a tone, den he no see? Charmed with this idea, they agreed to hide the letter undera stone.
| ¢ Al ! buddy, dis be good stuff | suree make a heart jump.” And having drank pretty heartily, they
; begin to think of the consequences ¢ Ah! dun,jhgnnmllnow' ‘ Buddy, buddy,’ says the other,
i “ come to the ribber, put lilly wee drop water.,” This executed, Cudjo takes the letter, and jogs on
i‘ | with the jug to his master’s friend, who, not finding the rum above proof, exclaims, ¢ Why, whutil
I| ‘this, you scoundrel ? You have been drinking the rum, and filled the jug with water.” * Ah! massa,

l‘ ~says Cudjo, “don't you vex—indeed, I do nothing.’ ¢ Nothing ! what, do you think I can’t read '

| 1 'ﬁlmﬂ!mﬂﬂnﬂy!mmMﬁnmmotdkvqwickdforpoornognm' Ji
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this notice—who can say of Dibdin, ‘Virgilium tantum vidi,’ was present, when & |
mere lad, at one of those entertainments, of which he retains that vivid remem- |
brance which always attends the impressions of early youth. Dibdin wasthena |
bandsome man, of middle size, with an open, pleasing countenance, and a very gen-
tlemanlike appearance and address. His costume was a blue coat, white waistcoat, ||
and black silk breeches and stockings; and he wore his hair, in the fashion of the |
day, full dressed and profusely powdered. His manner of speaking was easy and
colloquial ; and his air was more that of a person entertaining a party of friends in
a private-drawing room, than of a performer exhibiting to a public audience. He
was near-sighted ; and, when seated at his instrument, he would bend his head dm
to his book for a few moments, and then, laying it down, throw himself back in his
chair, and deliver his.song without further re erence to book or music. His voice ||
was a barytone (a medium between the tenor and the bass) of no great power orcom- ||
pass, but of a sweet and mellow quality. He sang with simplicity, without any |I
attempt at ambitious ornament, but with a great deal of taste and expression ; .;ﬁ
being a poet as well as a musician, he was particularly attentive to a clear and ﬂs
phatic utterance of the words : in which respect his performance might have afforded
a valuable lesson to many singers of much higher pretensions. In singing, he ||
accompanied himself with facility and neatness, on an instrument of a peculiar kind, ||
* combining the properties of the pianoforte and the chamber organ, and so constructed {|
that the performer could produce the tones of either instrument separately, or of ||
| both in combination. To this instrument were attached a set of bells, a side drum,
a tambourine, and a gong, which he could bring into play by various m
| contrivances, so as to give a pleasing variety to his accompaniments,
~ In 1805, when, at the age of sixty, Dibdin discontinued his Mm
retired from the theatre in Leicester Place, he sold his stock, and tbew'ﬂ
360 songs, to Messrs, Bland and Weller, the eminent music-sellers mOxfordM, _
|| for £1,800, with £100 per annum for three years after, for such compositions as he
might produce during that period. He then went to reside in n'ﬁnmenut Cranfc A‘
At this time, besides the property just mentioned, heen]oyadanamul on of
|l £200, given him by Government in 1803. This pension, however, was
by the Grenville administration; and being thus deprived of so ml.mrilln part of
his income, he found himself, in 1808, eompeﬂodtomnmehupxﬁmond sbor ,}ff
| He gave, at the Lyceum, three new entertainments,— Professional Vol ‘ ‘,‘.
. _RutDuy and Commodore Pennant ; mwhxchhctookthemdofm dditi -
| singers: he also opened a music-shop opposite the abmethentm Blt ',
endeavours terminated in failure and bankruptey. ~ Le AR
Soon afterwards, a proposal was made by Mr. Oakley.cf'l'nmmekﬂm g
the medium of the Mornlng Chronicle,* to raise, by mudnmiol.l U
ﬂnulnfoflhbdmsnwu-tiu This gmﬂm:appdmemﬂally eSPO)
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u large company assembled, and the
Nuh'- ‘own wish, this money was
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self as being deprived of the just recompense of his labours by the cupidity and
treachery of almost every body with whom he had dealings. Any man, however
just and cautious in his own transactions, is liable to be deceived and ill-treated;
but when we hear a man talk of being abused and cheated by everybody, we may be
sure that part, at least, of the blame lies with himself. He constantly complains of
breaches of bargains and refusals to fulfil engagements. But his own account shows
that his bargains were often improvident, and in general so carelessly made as to be
open to continual misunderstandings. That this was the case may be inferred from ||
his own admission in respect to his opera of Amphytrion. *This piece,’ he "says, |} .
* was the only instance in which I made a point of securing myself. It was performed ||
but two nights; and I received for it £285.” Pretty well for an unsuccessful piece! ||
Had he taken similar care (as every prudent man would do) to secure himself in other
A , instances, by distinct and specific bargains, they would, in general, have been fulfilled
_ﬁ ' without turmoil or strife, and his emoluments would have been worthy of his repu-
tation. Whether, indeed, this would have materially bettered his condition may be
doubted : for the termination of that long period of his life, during which he must ||
have derived great profits from his Sans Souci Entertainments, and the immense sale
of his songs, found him absolutely penniless. The disappearance of such an income
can be accounted for only on the supposition of great improvidence in his expendi-
ture. Though described by those who remember him as something of a MM ,
ﬂ ydhombynomea.nsof intemperate habits ; and nothing butnwntdnrﬂlwyl‘
|| economy in his affairs could have prevented his realizing a competency. =1y
| The purity of sentiment, and the high and generous feeling, so beautifully expresse
in his writings, indicate an elevated tone of principle, and an ardent love of
That the principles of religion and morality existed in his mind, and that he was o
~ kindly and benevolent nature, cannot be doubted. These features are stamped “
| his works in characters not to be mistaken. Language so full of truth and m
and so evidently the outpouring of the heart, could never have been dictated by h;
pocrisy, or the mere conventionality of authorship. It u.mnﬁhﬂi
|| consistent—never, even in his most unpremeditated effusions, contaminated pe
thing gross or licentious. And yet, alas for the infirmity of human nature! Dibdin
may be added tothalmﬂlumnomofthemnm.ﬂutﬂwm 3
author is not to be gathered from his works. In the nearest and d lat
life, his conduct was at totdvmmemththemhmnhﬁnhhm
daily habit of giving expression. Upon the failings of his domestic life we. , ch
with pain and reluctance ; but, in describing the character of mmm-ﬁ.; he
truth ought neither to be suppressed nor disguised. -
Dibdin, after his first marriage, formed an illicit connexion vitﬁl(n. Dave
chorus-singer at Covent-Garden Theatre, Shemthhnghcdaw& 3‘
mme of Pitt; and Dibdin’s children by her were, in early life, mq&" m

Their subsequent mumption of thar &ther’i name muw WMM‘
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afterwards separated from Mrs. Davenet (who by his abandonment was reduced to
abject poverty), and formed another connexion of a similar kind with a Miss Wyld;
having, all the while, a lawful wife whom he deserted and left in great privation*
With Miss Wyld he lived till the death of his neglected wife enabled him to marry
her. They had several children; whether born before or after marriage, we are not
informed. Only one of them, a daughter, survived him; and it was for her and her
mother’s use, jointly with his own, that the annuity already mentioned was purchased.
The mother survived also; and, as Dibdin’s widow, received a pension of £100 per
annym from government,

Two of Dibdin’s children by Mrs. Davenet, were Thomas, the late distin-
guished dramatist, and Charles, who also exhibited considerable talent in the same
walk of literature. In perusing Thomas Dibdin’s memoirs of his own life, every
one must be struck with the manner in which he speaks of his father. He ap-
pears sedulously to avoid the mention of his name ; and when he does unwillingly
speak of him, it is with extreme coldness, and an utter absence of every thing like
filial affection or gratitude. All he does .say, indeed, tends to show that his father
was not entitled to such feelings at his hands, having never treated him with the care
and tenderness of a parent. Of his mother, on the contrary, Thomas Dibdin fre-
quently speaks with warm affection, mingled with a compassion which the reader
(uninformed of her unhappy circumstances) is unable to comprehend. From his
account, his brother Charles appears to have been equally neglected.

These are melancholy facts, but valuable to be known.  They impressively show
the degrading and demoralizing effect of that intercourse between the sexes, which

- is prohibited equally by the laws of God and Man.

Ofthnlpeauotnoa. Burns has said,
‘Alas! it hardens a’ within,
And petrifies each feeling.’
Can there be a stronger commentary on these lines, than the circumstances of Dib-
din’s domestic history? Can any thing more strikingly display the operation of a
licentious life in hardening the heart, freezing the affections, and creating insensibi-

| &ybaimiluiuofw!ﬁchitistheeam?

On these circomstances Dr. Kitchener, from tenderness to the memory of his
friend, is entirely silent. He says very little on Dibdin’s domestic relations, and
that little is, we doubt not, the truth : but if the truth is not the whole truth, it
may create an impression directly contrary to the truth ; and such is the case with
what is told by Dr. Kitchener. Of Dibdin’s first wife—of Miss Pitt and her chil-
dren, though Thomas Dibdin"was one of them—and of his liaison with his second
M“mh—hu biographer says not a word. 'What he does say is

‘VOMH.mmu&oﬁtynponwhiehwem rely, that, in 1774, Dibdin lost his
situation at Covent Garden, in consequence of his deserting Mrs. Davenet and nsnhnam,hu
mumnm .
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this: * It may be said with great truth that they [Mr. and Mrs. Dibdin] were one of
the happiest of couples. Mr. Dibdin was naturally of a domestic dlq)outloua*
: wishes were fully realized in this union, his happiness being wholly centered in his ||
3 wife and family, never visiting without them. They bad five children, three sons ||
' and two daughters, all of whom died, except one daughter. His widow bas £100 per
- annum allowed her by government.”  All this, so far as it goes, was undoubtedly |}
true; but, taken by itself, it leads to a very erroneous conclusion. Dr. Kitchener,
in proof of Dibdin’s domestic happiness, quotes an affectionate letter from him P
this wife, and a prayer which was found in his desk after his death, and which is cer-
tainly a gratifying evidence of his religious feeling. He prays for his ‘ good and
valoable wife and daughter ;> and one cannot help wondering a little at the frame of
mind in which he could approach the throne of his Creator, with a prayer for onee.f' ,
of his children, forgetting those others, who, equally with her, were indebted to him ||
for their being, but had never received from him the care and tenderness of a parent.

In other respects, Dibdin was an amiable man: he was kind and generous n*
nature, just and honourable in his dealings, of a manly spirit, and incapable of dupli-
cityor meanness. His character as a man would have been truly reflected in the
mirror of his poetry, but for the one dark spot—the one unhappy fuhn‘.-—w”
he must have found a never-ceasing source of sorrow and remorse, -

- Dibdin united in his own person the chanctemt;esofthehudsofthcolh
Hegavetothe'orld.tbrongh the medium of his own recitations, his m
and his own music. In modern days he is absolately without a putlld. :
Moore, the Bard of Erin,” has clothed with beautiful poetry &QM%
of his country; but his own musical efforts have been few and feeble; and,
singer, he is known only in his own circle of private society. - s 1‘_}“_"-» 3

The Songs of Burns in Scotland, and of Beranger in France, havem rongly
on the popular mind; but it is only by their verses that these writers have di
-guished themselves. Henry Carey had more of the burduh-ehmmng
- || modern song-writer. He produced a multitude of songs—poetry as well as |
|| and some of them are exceedingly beautiful, —witness thewellknm”
B ~ Alley. But Carey, whetheruapoetwamumqu-g
in comparison with Dibdin. neEaiy sesd) rf)
| mmbodyoflyrndpoetrywhmhmbdxnpmdueedumm ol
i \ppt-on}ymstyleand subject, but in quality. A good deal of it, hastily wi

- || ephemeral pieces, brought out at minor theatres, partakes of the usual character of ||
oy || such productions. But even these, slight and careless as t’heymrmc:h pany
- unexpected flashes of wit and humour, thoughts happily expressed, Inﬂm
 the manners and occurrences of the time, which are sometimes very a
thum'm'omtunwuﬂ:y of notice, even at the present day ; w&umh—
Mngjut estimate of Dibdin's poetical powers is to be formed. For this 4
mmbehdbthmgsmhhmm.mﬂ n
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Souci Entertainments, These were produced by him when in the maturity and vigour
of his powers, and in the full tide of his popularity; and it is on them that he seems
to have put forth the utmost strength of his genius. It was at this period that he
wrote most of his Sea Songs—those immortal works which have not only raised him
to a lofty place among the Poets of England, but have gained for him the high and
honourable title of a benefactor to his country.

We cannot account for his predilection for nautical subjects by any occurrences in
his life. He never was at sea; nor (excepting the cirrumstance of his having had a
brother who was Captain of an Indiaman) does he appear to have had any particular
intercourse with seafaring people. Yet he was well acquainted with the habits and
manners of sailors; thoroughly imbued with their peculiarities of thought and feel-
ing; full of sympathy with all their notions, predilections, and prejudices; and
able to use their nautical phraseology with a correctness which (though it has been
cavilled at by minute criticism) was quite satisfactory to themselves, as is proved by
the universal acceptation of his sea-ditties by every branch and degree of the nautical
profession, from the Admiral of the Fleet to the Cabin-boy of a Merchantman.,
‘Hence Dibdin’s pictures of the sailor’s character, and the sailor’s life, though highly
coloured and embellished, are true to reality in their essential features. = The sailor is
there, as he lives, in his courage, generosity, simplicity of heart, unworldliness,
~warmth of affection, love of present enjoyment, and thoughtlessness of to-morrow.
These features, it is true, are elevated, refined, and united with a delicacy of sentiment
and firmness of principle, beyond what are met with in the realities of life. The
faults of the sailor's character, too, are there—his reckless profusion and proneness to
intemperate revelry : but these, though deprived of their gross and degrading colours,
are still so represented as to serve as beacons to be avoided. It is the embellished
truth of Dibdin’s pictures which bas made them act so powerfully on the class they
‘represent. Were they coarse and literal copies, the originals would turn away in
anger and disgust, from a looking-glass which reflected their deformities with so un-

pleasing a fidelity. Were they mere fancy-pieces, they would be neither understood
nor cared for. In the Juck Ratlin or Tom Bowling of Dibdin, the sailor recognizes a
brother-sailor—a being like himself, but nobler and better than himself, whom he

would gladly resemble more fully, while he feels himself capable of doing so. High

-ﬂmMWMtctedonmwmstanm and modes of life
 similar to his own, from merely at first engaging his approval and sympathy, come at

;Mhhhﬂmmﬂlﬂghhmd principles of conduct. The image of his

favourite hero stands between him and the allurements to sensual indulgence. He,
too, bas his faithful girl, or tender wife—his Poll or his Nancy—whom he thinks

ww&hdymdmghtmtoh as well as mtheSntn.rdnys carouse, when |
the merry crew assemble to toast their ‘ sweethearts and wives." Flie courage is no
lmnymummedbylbhndfahhm. He is calm in the midst of the

4
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i MEMOIR OF CHARLES DIBDIN.

‘ There’s a Providence sits up aloft B

Tokeep watch for the life of poor Jack,’ =
and yet prepared, should such be the will of Heaven, to die bravely in the cause of
bis ¢ountry. That this is no imaginary picture has been vouched by those who are
most conversant with nautical life. They have a thousand times borne testimony to
the fact, that these happy effects on the character of the British sailor have been
mainly caused by the Songs of Dibdin. For public services of infinitely smaller '
amount, many men have been loaded with wealth and honours: and the neglect of
: Dibdin’s claims on his country, even while those claims were explicitly admitted, says
2 little in favour of his country’s gratitude, or, at least, in favour of tlho.b} om
. this gratitude ought to have been manifested. -,
o¥ Dibdin is sparing in the use of poetical imagery, and avoids lugh-ﬂowl
' He expresses natural sentiments in plain language. Bnthulmgugew
b ple.u“thmg but feeble. He can be vigorous, as well as soft; gay and play

3 as well as aweet and tender. The flow of his verse is smooth and easy ; an
poetry, in every line, bears marks of the musician. Some of his songs, consider
poems, seem odd and confused in their rhythm and measure : but these must be st “
d‘

o

B "’f’qlg‘"g ‘

-

oy

not read. The words and music form a song one and indivisible ; MM

-as to be incapable of separation.
: Mgh&b&n,ntm,dndnotpmmnmmhbunmguhﬂ@
whddmuum&uetupoeumﬁthelmwﬁﬂﬂ
|| the art to which he applied himself. He had that which no study ea
- |i without which all study is useless—the gift of melody; a gift
.. ‘lm , thus gradually acquiring freedom, facility, and a co
.|| ing range of musical ideas, ‘!haonglmhunrlierdrmm
|| formed upon those of his immediate’predecessors and contemporaries. .
| to have been his especial medel : but his genius soon broke loose from th
|| of imitation; and his innumerable melodies are as remarkable for originall
|| endiess variety in form and expression. Theunnbeﬂﬁlm
|| dramatic pieces, particularly The Padlock, The Waterman, and The Q
;?‘&&w&uﬁemmumudw ius, not
* |[ but as & melodist, are to be found. In them, the sound is always an
' m;hMMﬂnphMﬁ&u-ﬂm-h

e ’in;lt;‘
{ ?:v

....

- st
5. v T §
s

P e

AAAAA




~ OPERATIC PIECES

sWell«1773

artans lm

Tealy
d-;goah CO R L

}no 0250

B ———————————————

. v u-mmm {77;33
] R e ]
A ) 3 oo :

‘,— The 'm.....................l!ayn-lut wsl774
| TeSewsmeaWhalTel Dy L .1774
g E-w--a-nﬂm-m

! .' m-u- 1775

%

e

A —————————

| " The Mad D “Tor
’ " Poor ey 1778
Ji | The Gipsies ...... ...w.mm‘“

‘ cessunsesesiCoOvERtGarden 1778
& ; i 1778
anes “!_l 1778
"ﬂﬂﬁ‘; G --hqnu-n,.n 17”

J vh----u"-u

L S on’qooo’.. m
. sEBeasseseses lm
Saddler'sW.

....l

seassendnnrnne ml

m.....m-.....'...... uﬁ ‘

dll?ﬂ)'

........{u’?’ |

The Refusal of Harlequin....... W iias s dnmie 1782
The Land of Simplicity.......... DB atiissiis 1782
TI BEREND o1 rsrstelsesints | nsesecDWussiodossiaasss 1782
TheRegions of Accomplishment Do..cvuvversnes 1782
WeRtEF srinsnnnines seane Sene ‘
Harvest Home .coccooiiveonsecneas Haymarket ....1787
mm GM ArSRaRssEst anneBBans e mry lm lms
The Round Robin.......ceieeee... Haymarket ....1811

Pieces for which Dibdin wrote the Music, and
some of the Soug:

[The Wold: by Bickerstaff, ]
The Installation of the Garter.. Drury Lane....1771
© [The Words by Garrick.]
m M wSdsbaRssLstansananny W.w“
{The Words by Garrick.]
‘l‘hc Widow of Ahln‘don i
[The Words by Mr. Hull ].
m m h WQQO"-OWM I...m
> [The Words by G, A. Stevens.] he
The Christmas Tale s W o
[The Weords by Garrick.] ) 54

T

ENTERTAINMENTS SANS SOUCIL

PET

. King & '8
The Whim of the Moment, Nicton Roome

or Nature in, LIGtle ......... m'&‘?‘“
The Oddities . . 'l'h Lyceum.. 17%
The Wags, w the Cong o }-Do..............

aTsEcrEsEvERrNSTANSS Ba s

Private Theatricals ..-.“m{mmm "

i s

Y .‘" . .
S e o

it




P . o —."-_v'_-_v—,—,‘-r,-i'r-. L asidaer iawtite & - d o i & M i S
S xxviii PUBLICATIONS OF CHARLES DIBDIN.
Produced at The Younger Brother, a Novel, 3 vols.........
rb Tho Conlion .occouoov0vasaninss {Pol]g phicR 1192' A('o I;te moémﬂﬂ&‘ggq intro- |
f a A Grecian,
.- e NVt THR P L 3i).. ) 1700 ) | e R s Srebs e Taih e i
| <y T it AN 1703 |  uese, the German, the French, and other Thea-
Nature in Nubibus ................D0u..rrerrrres 1793 |  tres, and involving Biographical Tracts and
%Nm' oo b } 3 L B - 1795 Painters, Actors, Singers, and Patrons of Dra-
Db & Honewr of the Mo matic Productions in all Countries. 5 vols. 8vo.
rh‘édthepﬂncemdpﬁn_}])o ______________ 1795 London .....eveerensensons A eredesnsvacsonas . 1795
cess of Wales.............. : Hannah Hewitt, or the Female Crusoe, a Novd,
The Will O’Gth' l;';;‘:l’ ----------- B’; --------------- {Zg B0, o cioiiss miraracosaiimniniie b
Christiass Gambols ......... . ...De...cc.. covens 7
Observations on a Tour through almost the whnla
mmamhomm s of England and a considerable Part of Scotland,
Datchet Mead, a addmsedtonlugeNumberdmteﬂigentﬁ |
mﬁ;,ﬁgmgg;_—l g S M <oy
ﬂ:hel)nke of Wirtemberg, Professional Li £, written by w
The Sphinx .. ..... brasore: wesasssiIIudprbiaioveiing 1797 with the Words of Six Hundred Songs, l
The Goose and Gridiron Do.... e 1798 from his works ; interspersed with
Castles in the Air...... .c.ii..d DO Adeiniiie 1798 rous and Entumning Anecdotes, i
‘lhT::;toﬂnLlnd'lEnd u& ECTEE };g s'th:P‘mM Wlthlnllldﬂ ‘m
Tows Wilkine ....:f::'.::ll'.'.'.::no'.:Z:ZZZZIZ:TI 1799 L L :
The Cakehouse Docers vevreeers 1800 mm"“"‘*”"““‘"‘-
K PHaR ooviiv vite Do cenees 1801 ‘essional Life, wrlthen g
Most Votes . T 1802 th the Words of Eigh mso-p,'rn
Britons Strike Home ...ccoenees D0 viennininnn.. 1803 Hundred and Twenty of which will have their
«|| Valentine's Da: VNS G 1804 ropriate Music, selected from his Wi 2
The Election , Do sesenne 1804 3’ his Portrait. ?
The Frolle... . ...s ' tiitteiasios ves m:.... ....... . 1804 Published in Numbers and intended to
A Trip to the Coast DO.vsresesesseers 1804 G ouis, bt 0815)0 Namiars une x-u,&"':.
y M "" --.uunum.«&.u-. sessannne }% ‘B‘ vols, 8'0 ] g
. !m..f-.u'---n# wernee wasestessetinns HM H a No'd, 3 '*. AR, oot m
&‘., or ﬁchgl'e. ooka, y
g e 1 Dot 1805 | o eeioed  com Containing s Sammant oty
f Do weeneess 1808 all the material Facts his p.ﬁ R
e o the Yeo: } Straid ......... 1808 |  8vo-
3 ,“'I seasesnasanen The : 4
Commodore Pennant Do 1809 o‘mxzbd
i ot &
+, G MISCELLANEOQUS. ., Music Epitomised
m m cm Eﬂm munoouun :; : 7 d -
Vs g 1787 | the Doctrine of W
m",m m-nnuu-nuu

1| e
{ in which,
‘m:bgwrmam.mn, whish, pes.

Inscribed to
"lm ﬂ Wah. 4to. Sheffield......... 1788

his Works.
(.‘Mu x MM o

v ‘ -

-
" -
e

(3 g

G .

BT Ve O, .
-ri > - "y
-

,.
=L
o



*

N

SRR N Bartd
b %

-

"
D




THE SONGS OF CHARLES DIBDIN.

SINCE ARTFUL MAN.
Sixce artful man so oft betrays,
By subtle wiles and hardy ways,
L Our weak unguarded sex ;
A By oaths, dissembl’d sighs and tears,
‘ To melt our hearts, to charm our cars,
: * And still our minds perplex :
) In revenge I'm determined to treat him with scorn,
: mmm.nmphmminhﬂ'm-

!
: But Strephon’s heart, with purest fire,
With kindest love, and fond desire,
Has ever warmly glow’d ;
Yet his may be like all the rest,
A treach’rous bait to snare the breast,
And so my fears forebode :
Those fears, then, shall teach me to treat him with
m’
And show him a nymph ean ensnare in her turn,

—_—

HAUGHTY CELIA.

Haveury Celia, still disdaining,
Ne'er shall triumph o’er my heart ;

Ne’er will 1, with mean complaining,
Sue for comfort to my smart.

'l appear the careless rover,

Let her coquettish airs affect ;
Like a gay, a happy lover,

Treat contempt with cold neglect.

Ne’er, ye fair ones, damp the passion
Where with honour love attends,
Never cross with indignation
Love that fairest truth commends.

|  IN EVRY FERTILE VALLEY.
e T T e
i T Ix ev'ry fertile valley,
mmmhm
hmﬁ‘”‘i
Where reapers labour,
| WWH Do yuti,
5L m”m ﬂm
mu-ﬂ-lﬂ‘"‘*
umm
k- ¢mMM%
. & lehkhml""

ALL ENDEAVOURS FRUITLESS PROVE.

AL endeavours fruitless prove,
Former pleasure to regain :

Sunk, alas! in hopeless love, r
Can the slave escape his chain?

Leave, O leave me to endure,— " i
Probenotwmdsthnmulnylleut:- o
When the patient ’s past a cure, _‘*r‘ ‘
Med’cine but angments his smart. A'y. >4

-.3

15+ Kb

—

AS FORTUNE’S BILLOWS HEAV'D.

As Fortune's billows heav’d me,
When shipwreck'd on this shore,
A .ttle bark receiv'd me,
Without or mast or oar.

At random’s mercy lying,
Hope, love, and life my freight,
Wh.ﬂeev’ryel’otthyh:'
To baffle with my fate —
This store, so dearly cherish’d,
One single breaker cross’d :
I sunk | my cargo perish’d—
Hope, love, and life, were lost.

MADRIGAL : oot .
ADAM, OF BEING SINGLE m
“..

Apax, of being single weary,
Panted for his destin’d dearee ;

And,mw&hwbh

She soon was form’d from his ¢

But for the pain had he no balm?
He slept like porpoise in a calm,
But when this rib and he ;
Moﬂlhlﬂ,buld’ﬂlbﬂ.
What sort of rest was Adam
xw-mmnmm

ENpSY O,
1 e 'k

THE GOD am
Tuz God of Love will ever !
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A SHEPHERD LONG SIGH'D.

A Sarrmerp long sigh'd for a beautiful fair,
And in rapture discover'd his love ;

Not doubting the nymph would dispel his fond care,
And his amorous transports approve :

Thngh she, to compassion iusensible grown,

No glimpse of delight would impart ;

‘When he sigh’d at her feet, she replied with a frown,

And rejoic’d at his suff’rings and soart.

He suffer’d long time this impertinent scorn,

Nor thought of upbraiding the fair ;
But secretly pin’d in the bower forlorn,

Involv'd in the keenest despair :
m&&iuﬂ.lhoohu‘v’dhhhrt-womdedwith

gricf,
Lamenting his fruitless desire,
Resolv’d that the nymph should afford him relief,
And in turn feel the force of love’s fire.

Too artful, her passion she never had own’d,
Though it triumph'd alone in her breast ;
Hhﬁ'dmmwmnﬂmm'd,
And wander’d a stranger to rest :
ka’ihn&hommbngubm,

LOOK BEFORE YOU LEAP.
Awn, Philly, lukhl'nyulnp.—
No comfort in & fop you'll find :

Vain are the joys you hope to reap,—

rejoie’d in the spoil,
mmﬂnumhmmd.

hﬁ'ﬂ

‘h“hhcﬁudﬂu hundred ;

‘What pleasure, at last,
To see the cur fast,

.M“ﬁmu:
The valleys all ring,

WHAT’S A MAN WITH A WIFE LIKE?

TaEe man for life
Who takes a wife,'
Is like a thousand dismal things :
A fox in trap,
Or worse, mayhap,—
An owl in cage that never sings :
From morn till night,
He hates her sight,
Yet he, poor soul ! must endure it ;
Bed of thorns,
Head of horns ;
Such a life !
Rope or knife
Can only cure it.
A bull at stake,
To merry make,
He roars aloud, and the laugh is strong ;
Like dog and cat,
Or puss and rat,
He fights for life, and it lasts as long.
But the man that ’s free
Is like the bee
Who ev'ry flower is tasting ;
Never cloys 'y
With his joys ;
Day or night.
New delight
Is only lasting.

i
THERE'S NOT A SWAIN ON THE PLAIN.

Tuere 's not a swain
On the plain
Would be bless'd as I,
Oh, could you but on me smile |
But you appear
So severe,
That, trembling with fear,
My heart goes pit-a-pit all the while.
When I ery,

Must I die,
You make no reply,

OH! WHAT A PLAUGE 18 LOVE,
Om ! what a plague is love !
I cannot bear it !
What life so curs’d can prove,
Or pain come near it ?

3
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A HINT TO LOVERS, A THOUSAND WAYS TO WEAN MY
w HEART. i
HILE you pursue me,
Thus to undo me, p-wyorA s s
lies in all you say ; e,
Boke. R o And, though for life I've sworn to part,
To bring your toying e
Up to e . For life 1 find 1 love him.
joying, Still, should the dear false man return,
Call first the priest, then name the day. And with s rene me; -
Lasses are willing His flatt’ring tongue would kill my scorn,
A.Mhm& Andatill, lfell‘, undo me. ™
When marriage vows are kindly press’d: ——
| - v ot AWAY WITH SUSPICION. ||
3 ‘ Mhinyourﬂl,l,ndbmymbut. Away with suspicion, that bane to desire— __ }}
;. i The heart that loves truly all danger defies—
| ; _— The rules of discretion but stifle the fire,—
On its merit alone true beauty relies.
: i STILL HE'S THE MAN. What a folly to 2
~E Wat woman could do I have tried, to be free; Lest the lover dissemble -
¢ | Yet, do all I can, - His fire ; n 8
z | I find that Ilove him ; and, though he flies me, Turtles that woo
2 ' * Still, still he’s the man ! Bill and coo ;—
Yk _They tell me, at once he to twenty will swear ;— While we enjoy we must be true,
‘When words are so sweet, who the falsehood can fear? And to repeat it is all we can desire.
So, when you have said all you can, ol s
Still, still he’s the man | ‘ -
- CRAERS 43 : .ftllﬂ!'lllnllm ..
caught him one day making a maid : Dibdin was first regularly to write oy
‘When to him I ran, dle[r'.wal:‘i:lmby u.." s ':

Heturn'dand hekiss'dme | Whothen could upbraid | fh':d::ith&“ Palace of

"4 ga =

‘8o civil a man ? ki : s T -‘3"
The next day I found to a third he — G R,
1 rated him soundly—he swore I was blind ! F SON--Brarmnm. -
mnm&nﬂmm
So let me do all that [ can, ..
Still, still he 's the man. Celestial lustre gain:
: No proselyte of peevish strife
" The shepherds all bid me beware of his art,— Shall join our jocund train.
| 1 do what I can; Wiﬁmtnyﬂm&d’h#&
But he has taken such hold of my heart, With vivifying smile,—

I doubt he’s the man. 0 g <"

8o sweet are his kisses, his looks are so kind,

He may have his faults —but if none I can find,
Who can do more than they can ?
He—still is the man.

" COME, THOU ROSY DIMPLED BOY.

~ Coue, thou rosy dimpled boy,
Source of ev'ry heartfelt joy,

Mhtfotl.on’uhml
'L&MWMWIIM
 bower
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Some females of merit which ought to engage,
Have languish’d and pin'd for a gay equipage ;
But trust me, ye fair, 'tis deceitful to fix

True bliss in a chariot, though je-hu’d by six :
The truth is, my favours are then only good
When rightly deserv’d, and when well understood.
Let all, then, who wish my indulgences, hear—
'Tis virtue and judgment alone make them dear.

SONG—Momus.

Each mortal tasting first of breath,
Is heard to wail and ery ;
Sorrow to me is worse than death—
I never grieve, not I;
But laugh at dull spleen, and defy her worst dart,
While one ha ! hal ! I can find in my heart.

The learned, brave, the rich, the wise,
By turns experience care ;
‘While I the wrinkl’d hag despise,
And all her venom dare,
I'll laugh at dull spleen, and despise her worst dart,
While one ha! ha! ha! I can find in my heart.

—_——

FFrom the Brickdustman.
[A Musieal Dialogue, written for Saddler's Wells, 1772.]

THE BRICKDUSTMAN AND MILKMAID.

On Molly! I'm charm’d when I come in your sight ;

Your neek than your iilk is more soft and more
white,

And the pails that you carry, tho’ both made of tin,

Are less bright than your eyes, and less smooth

Mymhﬂoﬂ“hmmlm,

Yourlipsand your cheeks with my brickdust agree ;
So red is their colour ! Bat, oh! to my smart,
No brickbat was ever so hard as your heart.

e ——

DUET—Marx.

Ix short, dearest Moll, you alone were in fault,
mm#mWNmmm—
With Darby O’Shannon 1 heard you were seen,
At the Three Jolly Topers, on Bedlam Green ;
And could I in honour accept of a heart

‘Where a great Irish chairman laid claim to-s part ?

-~ PEMALR.

Mlm-m you have no right to talk

With Betty Macgregor you oft took a walk,
And at the Blue Postes you did not much think

;.mmnmu she'd drink ;
thing off with alaugh,

MALE.

One day, having gotten a sup in my eye,
I frolick’d with Betty, I cannot deny,
But if ever 1 touch her again may I die!

FEMALE.

And if with O’Shannon [ went, put the case,
1 was tipsy myself; but the very next place
I meet him, I’l! give him a slap in the face.

THINK NOT, BASE MONKEY.

TaiNx not, base monkey, to cajole me so,
When at St. Giles’s Church, full well you know,
‘We were out-ask’d above three months ago ;
And if so be as how
We are not married now,
That it was my fault can yon say ?
Willing as the flowers in May,
What bought I this brass ring for, pray ?
You came dress’d out upon the day,
I, too, was dress'd, a silly toad,—
But frighten’d at the man in black,
At the church-door you turn’d your back,
And ran away down Tyburn Road,

DO S —

JFrom Pigmp ebels.
[A Pantomime performed at Drury-Lane Theatre, 1772 ]

—

NUPTIAL SONG.

Hanrx, hark ! the bells are ringing |
The sweet carol 's singing ;

Now reaches the sky,

FAIRY SONG.

Owu, my sighing, sighing fair, :
Why will you despair ? AT A':'
Riding through the air, .
I'll attend you, and befriend you,
From your foes defend you.
Happy, happy pair,

T'll drive away your care.

e |
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6 THE SONGS OF CHARLES DIBDIN.

FFrom the TAReDVing-Wing.

[A Comic Opera first acted at Drury-Lane Theatre,
Feb. 1, 1778. The main idea is borrowed from an
Italian opera, Il Filosofo di Campagna; and one of the
incidents from Moliére. The songs generally are origi-
nal. The piece narrowly escaped condemnation on the
first night, in oconsequence of a rumour that it was
written by Isaac Bickerstaff, who had fled the kingdom
under a charge of an abominable attempt. Dibdin

‘was compei to appear on the stage in person, and
avow himself to be the author of both words and musie.]

THE LITTLE BLIND BOY.

1 saw what seem’d a harmless child,
i With wings and bow,
And aspect mild,
Who sobb’d, and sigh’d, and pin'd,
And begg'd I would some boon bestow
On a poor little boy stone blind.

Not aware of the danger, I instant comply’d,
When he drew from his quiver a dart,
Cr,’dy—"
¢ My power you shall know ;’
Then he level’d his bow,
And wounded me right in the heart.

THE WORLD'S MASTERS.

Wazex we come to the age of threescore,
Byanrmuiminva.inweutlwre:
A girl in her teens
Will find out the means
To fret us and plague us, and teaze out our hearts ;
Till our giant wit
Is fore’d to submit
To her puny arts ;

Like bells that eternally jangle,

You may scold, you may fight, you may wrangle ;
If they 're set on’t, you'll see
They masters will be ;

Nay, though you secure them as safe as your pelf,

They'll lead you the life of the devil himself.

THE WILL.

¢ T cive and bequeath to Zerbino, my son,

My estates and effects, one and all, when I'm gone :
And first, the estates that were mortgag'd to me,
By a card’nal, a monk, a count, and grandee,
‘Worth in all fifty thousand piastres, or more,
And forwhich I advanc’d something less than ascore;
Next, sold ere possess’d, the estates of an heir,
Mdh-uhehmningnpdr;

Which were left him long since by an over-fond

grannum, ‘

And are worth, at the least, a thousand per annum.

Goodfortunes,i'faith ! next come watches and rings,

Aigrettes, solitaires, by no means bad things,

Of which some were pawn'd, some detain’d, and
some plunder’'d

From widows and heirs, liuleshortofsll’gndmd.’

These, and all his possessions, without one omission,
Are giv'n to this spark on the following condition :
‘ In hopes that my son will to virtue incline,

And lead a life careful and honest, like mine ;
Abstaining from usury, avarice, and fraud ; —

In short, treading just in the path that I trod.

I say, in the hope that of this he'll take care,

I constitute, will, and appoint him my heir.’

A SIMILE.

Tax trav'lers that through deserts ride,
By conduct of some friendly star,

When clouds obscure their trusty guide,
Out of their course must wander far.

So I, with pensive care and pain,
In absence still must stray,

Till you, my star, shine out again,
And light me on my way.

LOWLY FELICITY.

Harry the nymph who ne’er can know
Distractions which from riches grow,
Remov'd at distance from the great,
Who willing lives in low estate.
One fountain is her mirror and her drink,
And if she’s pleas’d, what others think
It matters not—of joy secure,
Bless'd in the little heav'n has sent,
Her only pride is that she’s poor,—
Poor but content.

THE WEALTH OF LOVE.
Tar Grand Turk, with his wives, and his mufties
and mutes,
In his shining alcoves, in his grottos and
Hlymromtothecymbﬂl.ordneehﬂwm,
Or sleep to the music of falling cascades ;'
Or mew up his concubines in his seraglio,
Or, deck’d with a pompous regalia,
While to every subject his word is a law,
May direct the divan,
And keep all, to a man,
From vizier to slave, of the bowstring in awe
But I even higher *
Than this would aspire,
And of harsh-sounding cymbals and delicate flutes,
Which please the Grand Turk, and his mufties and
mutes,
And grottos and bow’rs, and cascades and alcoves,
With baths and perfumes, amber, cassia, and cloves,
And much more, having you, I've my choice :
All that's pleasing to me
In your person I see,
All that's musical, hear in your voice ;
And, compar’d to your love, or tayour good opinion,
What's power, or title, or wealth, or dominion ?

-
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RESIGNATION,

Tax poor exile,who,leaving his friends and his home,
Leaves more than his life, more than fortune or

fame,
Is doom’'d, without hope, thus unpitied to roam,
His suff 'rings unmourn’d,and forgotten his name.

* But justice condemn’d him, his sentence is past,
His fate is pronounc’d, and he must be resign'd ;
With fortune he struggles, indeed—but, at last,
To her rigid will learns to fashion his mind

THE CHOICE OF LOVE.

Waex first the youth his fears forsook,
And that he lov'd I fondly heard,

What sweetness was in ev'ry look !
‘What eloguence in ev'ry word |

From her whole store, to make me bless'd,
Did Fortune bid me choose,

How gladly would I all the rest
For love, and him, refuse.

THE ROMP'S REMONSTRANCE.

You impudent man you!
Nay, prithee how can you?
Indeed, I'll assure you,
Will nothing then cure you ?—
Nay, now 1 declare I shall never endure you.

I'm quite out of breath,

1 hate and abhor this horse-play ;
Besides, 'tis not right
To see one this fright ;—

Lord! what do yon think folks will say

I own too much room
You have had to presume,
Or you ne’er with these freedoms would tease me ;
l'clnliﬂ'!-lﬂrhnu.
with patience I bore "em.
Ydt“hm’sw
On this side of marriage,
One ought to keep up a decorum.

—

WOMAN.
Or woman to tell you my mind,—
And I speak from th’ experience I've had,
Mthd'ﬂr you'll find,
Be they or wives,
 But are plagues of our lives,
hl-#hnnb-ynum

The wrong and the right
Being set in their sight,
M‘nmhhbldlldhmg;

DUET,
HENRICO.
Tue merchants that, with weary toiling,
Are India of its treasure spoiling,
Well might indeed their traffic prize,
If rubies, pearls, and sapphires they could find,
Like your dear lips, your teeth, your eyes,
Or orient gold as precious as your mind.
FELICIA.
A thousand cruel doubts distress me,
On ev'ry side they thronging press me,—
1 fear,
I know not why ;
And though, Henrico, thou art near,
1 tremble, droop, and sigh.
HENRICO.
Ah, cease! ah, cease ! by heav’n I vow,
Till life be past,
My love shall last,
As pure as now.
FELICIA,
Then wherefore this pain ?
Why should I complain ?
BOTH.
Love befriending,
Joy attending,
On all our hopes shall smile ;
Requited and requiting,
Each night and day,
That rolls away,
With pleasure we'll beguile.
—p—————
FFrom the Mischance.
[An interlude founded on the * Barber of Bagdad,’ first
acted at Saddler’s Wells, 1773.]

OH! THINK ON THE TIME.
Ou think on the time when you came home at night,
And supp’d upon muscles, no lily more white,—
When I us'd to provide you with many a treat
Of as fine Melton oysters as ever were eat.

Now sce what a change ! all the muscles, for me,
May be trod under foot, or thrown into the sea:
My Joey is false ! and the once sprightly tone
With which I cried oysters is sunk to a drone.
‘When the last kit of salmon we sat down to broach,
And you told me your heart was as sound as a roach,
How sweet was my temper! what joys did I feel,
Little thinking you'd slip thro’ my hands like an eel.

But my temper’s now chang’d—1 that once was so
mild,

I was thought to be gentle and meck as a child,
So erusty am grown, I ne’er speak a word civil,
And my customers say I’m eross as the devil,

My stall was so clean, and my tubs were so white,
They were perfectly—people would tell me—asight;

1 listen’d with joy when the folks told me so,

For my stall and my tubs were both scour’d for
my Joe.

i “-

e . e B T
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| But now they're all dirty, neglected they lie,—
I oft take them up, and as oft throw them by ;
For his sake I pleasure in cleaning them found,—
He hasleft me, and nowthey’re as blackastheground.

FOR I AM THE GIRL,

For T am the girl that was made for my Joe,
And Joe is the lad that was model'd for me ;
Our tempers agree,
And all the world over with him would I go,
And work late or early, nor think it a pain,
For I ne’er lov'd my Joe for the lucre of gain.

If so be, by good chance, such a fortunate thing
Was to happen, for me to be crowned a queen,
'Twould quickly be seen,
If they did not consent to make Joey a king,
That for Bet they might get who they would for to

reign,
For 1 ne'er lov’d my Joe for the luere of gain.

O’ Connor—he in the péd=aches that plies,
Ap-Shenkin the Welshman, Macpherson the Scot,
For his sake went to pot ;

Nay, though many a girl would have thought him a

prize,
I refus’d a Jew-broker from Petticoat Lane,
For I ne’er lov'd my Joe for the lucre of gain.

————

DON'T RECKON YOUR CHICKENS RE-
FORE THEY ARE HATCHED.

Tresk eggs which I bought with my last Christmas-
box,
For their value I'll sell,
Lay the money out well,
And I warrant they’ll soon yield me more hens and
cocks.
In the county I'll take a place,
Andwhnlv'eldd.uwﬂlloonbetheuse,
For a trifle a-piece,
T'll buy turkeys and geese,
And sell them for a good store of gold ;
Buy some sheep and a field
With the money they yield,—
In short (no mnt’lwmhuhthingbyhﬂm),
By good luck I shall soon buy some cows and some

In a twelvemonth or less,
If 1 don’t manage matters so cautious and wary,
7 That, by prudence and care,
1 shall be Mister May'r,
* And the 'squire will want me his daughter to marry.
" Then I'll strut through the town
In my new velvet gown,
And be greater and grander,
And hector and maunder——
Zounds ! I've knock’d the basket down.

_—

FFrom the Grenabier.
[A Musical Dialogue, written for-Saddler’s Wells, 1773.]

A SOLDIER'S LOVE-SONG.
On, my Jenny, I lie at thy feet ;
From wars to thy arms I retreat;
My laurels are faded—thy soldier is slain,
Unless with thy smiles thou reviv'st him again.
My heart is thy drum—
O come, Jenny, come,
Tum rum tum rum,
Beat,—Go tq bed, Tom.

By my bayonet, musket, and cap,

Thou giv'st my fond heart such a rap ;

With powder and ball so full charged is thy wit,

Whate'er thou aim’st at thou’lt certainly hit.
My heart is thy drum, &e.

Thy tongue, like the ear-piercing fife,

Gives thy soldier such spirit and life ;

The shot of thy ogles no heart can endure :

My musket, dear girl, carries not half so sure.
My heart is thy drum, &c.

I'LL HANDLE THE BROOM.

I’cr handle the broom, and the mop ever twirl,
Before the best man shall make me a bad girl.

If you love as you say, show your love as you ought,
Nor think by fine speeches I'll ever be caught.

I'll not walk the Strand,
Take each fool by the hand,
And with impudent leer,
How do ye, my dear !
Fie for shame, and O fie!
O'! never shall Jenny,
For whole or half guinea,
Sell herself to each fool that will buy.
I'll handle the broom, &e.
" N

.fmthililc.
[A Musical Dialogne ormed at Saddler's Wells

Andmhﬁ-lﬁtunﬁom
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Conjuror.
How sweet you pass your time away,
From hour to hour—from day to day ;
From morn till noon you both are bless’d—
From noon till eve; then sweetly rest
Till morn again.
SONG—Bronmius,
You're in the right, sir,—this is the way
We poor folks live ;—At dawn of day
We rise and work, nor drink nor eat
Till we have earn’d our meat and drink
By sweat of brow ; and always think
Our meals seem then ten times as sweet—
Our labour gives them better zest,

And sweeter we retire to rest,
Till morn again.

RECITATIVE—Coxsunor.
Your lives are one continned round
Of sweet delight:
All that can charm
The senses, please the sight,
Or of intruding care the heart disarm,
In this retreat is found.

Brom. Why, yes, good sir; Iand my dame,
Thank Heav'n ! make no complaints ;
‘'We live just as you see, always the same,
And pretty well we thrive.
Conj. And how long is ’t, my gentle host,
" 'This life has lasted, pray ?
Brom, This many a day— '
1 have forgot, almost.
Dore. Stay, good man, Bromius, I can tell :
Since I for life to thy lot fell,
Next Lammas "twill be forty years.
Brom. Good troth 1 and so it will ;
*© And yet it only now appears
About so many days,—
'With all their gamesome ways.
Con.What! youhad sports upon your wedding-day ?
Both. Sports! -
e 55, SONG—Bromivs.
- suppose it the first of May,
So neat, so trim, and gay,
‘With garlands of various hue,
. In procession advancing,
To minstrels dancing,

Wanted my vartue to insnare ?

Ecod! he got his trimmings | —I dare swear
He did not play in haste such pranks again ;
But most of all I can remember, when ¥
The rest were dancing, how he stole
Into the jes’mine grove, where you, good soul,
Told me how much you lov'd, how long "twould last.
Nay, I remember every thing that pass’d.

Conjuror. But you had other suitors ?

Dorcas Bythelal

I had—I cannot tell how many—ah !

- SONG—Dogcas.
‘When I was a young one, good Lord !
No girl, sure, was ever like me :

I'd lovers—1I give you my word,
As thick as the leaves on a tree,

The first was our old parish clerk,
Who press’d me again and again

To let him once kiss me—'twas dark,
So I curtsied, and answered — Amen.

The ’squire would havggiad me be naught ;
But the moment I knew his intent, |,

I doubled, which set him at fault,
And he found himself on a wrong scent.

The sexton, a suitor in years,

Complain’d he’d too much of my tongue,
For I rung such a peal in his ears,

That my clapper, he said, was well hung.
1 could remember you fifty or more,—

They us'd to come to me in shoals : -
Some sigh'd, some protested, some swore,-

Nay, some were unhappy, poor souls !
Till at last thou didst come in my way ;

To consent you prevail’d on me soon ;
And in my mind, from that to this day, -

Our lives have been one honeymoon.

INVOCATION TO SPIRITS.

- Conjuror. Spirits | I your presence need ;

Hither, with the lightning’s speed,
Instant my commands attend—

My pleasure bear
To Nadir, Ariel, and the rest,

That float upon the ambient air ;
Then this way bend,
“In shining robes of azure dress’d ;
Your course through seas of ether steer,
And in a thought appear.

RECITATIVE.

Bromius. Good sir, will all these things appear ?
Conjuror. Oncemore, Isay, you've naught to fear.

Dorcas and Bromius, to my words attend :
Your truth I honour, and your love commend.
1 was a stranger here—had lost my way,

_ And was with hunger and fatigue oppress'd ;

You both invited me to stay, ‘
And now for sev'ral days I've been your guest

————b



—

10 THE SONGS OF CHARLES DIBDIN.

“This hospitality—this kind regard—
1 mean with large abundance to reward.
T'll grant whate’er three wishes you would have.

Bromius. Three wishes |
Cm.jwar. Three !
Bromius. ‘Why, then, I crave—

Doreas. A ladle for my silver dish
Is what I crave—is what I wish.
Brom. A ladle! bless my stars, a ladle !
Odzooks ! good Doreas, you have pray’dill—
You're in the wrong.—Come, come—
Of serious things you make a joke ;
For having in this manner spoke,
1 wish you may be dumb !
Conj. Your wishes are fulfill’d—'tis granted—
Both what you wish'd for, and she wanted.

Bromius. Hey | what !
Dorcas. Ah! oh!
Bromius. Good heaven! what a day of woe !
And will she never speak again ?
Conjuror. Complain Bromius—
Bromius. Not complain ?
1 never shall have rest !
Conjuror, All this 'd out for the best.
You've yet a wish remains behind—
Let that at once, to ease your mind,
Restore her speech.
Bromius. With all my heart !

Conjuror. And now this lesson I'll impart—
Bromius. Nay, cease your lessons for a while—
How is 't, good Dorcas ? Canst thou smile ?
Dorcas. And speak, too, Bromius. -
Bromius. Then my bliss is quite complete.
FINALE. i
Brom. With my cottage, my farm, and my cattle,
Henceforward I'll e’en be contented ;
Nor, like a child pleas’d with a rattle,
Wish for what I should soon have repented.
The next year will heal
The cares I now feel,
If I reap well the crop I am sowing ;
And for sense, it appears
That a man of my years
If he's happy ’s sufficiently knowing.
This life I'll embrace then, with pleasure,
Nor think that good Dorcas has pray’d ill ;
But own I'm possess’d of a treasure
Ev'ry time that I look on the ladle.

Dore. 1thought I should have no objection,
Had Fate giv’'n us coaches and horses ;
And yet, had it been, on reflection,
‘We had met with abundance of crosses.
This old-fashioned coif,
I have worn all my life, :
To leave off would have troubled me badly ;
And your furbelow’d sacks,
That look well on some backs,
Would on mine, I'm afraid, have look’d sadly.
My coach might o'erturn,
Or my horses be sick,
Or my clothes might be made ill :

So the way to prevent all these crosses
Is to live here content with my ladle,

Conj. The world may be seen here in little,
And the hopes and the fears of each station ;
For in this life, how shallow and brittle !
Of our wishes we lay the foundation : !
When possess’d of great store,
Still we want something more, 1
For our whim, our caprice, or our pleasure ; | "
Of which unpossess’d, !
We regard not the rest, ‘ -
Though in plenty we roll beyond measure. ‘ y
This something, though hard to obtain it,
We regret in the moment we gain it;
And so, from the grave to the cradle,
This life is a wish and a ladle.

e ———

FFrom England against Ealp.
[A Musical Dialogue, written for Saddler’s Wells, 1773.]

YOUR FINICKING SIRS.

Younr finicking sirs may in fin'ry appear, , 0
Disdaining such tars as can hand, reef, and steer; || =
On the deck, spruce as tailors, may cautiously tread, .,
And live at the stern, without minding the head. # p
Old tough experienc’d sailors know, ‘.
Where'er they take their trip, !
Whether rising on mountains or sinking below,
The forecastle mans the ship.

Your delicate fresh-water masters may treat "
With dainties, and like guttling aldermen eat, :
Turn cabins to drawing-rooms, sleep on a bed,
And despise English biscuit, to nibble French bread.
Old tough, &e.

— ' e’

THE FALCON TOW'RING HIGH. 2

Tax falcon, tow’ring high in air, Y, -
Descries afar the turtle-dove, - ‘ "

Watching his nest with anxious care,
And waiting for his willing love.

Nor can the victim's harmless cries o
His foe’s insatiate vengeance stay : -
And pounces on his tender prey. : -

WHY ! lsmnnxvn.mm

Warr ! is the devil in ye? - e (L

Or are you such a ninny . ¥ .

To believe of you she’ll mﬁﬂ,“k ¢

all you can? { P

No, no—whate’er believe you, ' . L

Your hopes will all deceive you, ' A
For a girl of sense will yield to—not a monkey, ||

but a man. a1
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Zounds | can that hat and feather,
Or the coxcomb altogether,
A 'squire of silk—a mandrake—a mere flash in
the pan—
His pretty self admiring,
Be aught but hate inspiring,
When a woman dwmyiddsto—mtnmkey,
but a man.

Then give this folly over,
Nor longer play the lover,
For 1 plainly tell you "tis a mighty silly plan ;
Or, in spite of all your vapouring,
I'll so finely spoil your capering,
You shall own this arm belongs to—not a monkey,
but a man.

ON CROTCHETINA LOVES ATTEND.

Ox Crotchetina loves attend,

Each day some beauty to discover;
In prudent age to find a friend,

And make of ev'ry youth a lover.

The ravish'd birds in throngs appear,

Where with her notes the woods are ringing ;
And nightingales with pleasure hear,

To borrow sweetness from her singing.

*

FFrom Sone so Blind as those who mont See.
[A Musical Dialogue, written for Saddler’s Wells, 1773.]

- ——

ADVANTAGE OF A BLIND HUSBAND.

Sur who, link’d by her fate
To a sour churlish mate,

And to some smart young flatterer dares not be kind,
‘Who a look fears to steal,

her flame would reveal,—
What would that woman give, were her husband
rh but biind |

Mﬁl.&lb&pﬂu her husband were
blind 1

fl |
In short, we all choose
With our nt views,
m'u-a.u-u uld pick out a mate to her
‘mind : : X
For me, let my dear,
Since men are so clear,
mhncmwmudu:

AFrom the Trip to Portsmouth.
[First performed at the Haymarket, August 3, 1773.
The overture and dances were composed b’uur. :\rne.]

—_—

THE BELLS ARE BEGUN.

Taz bells are begun, and the music folk play ;
The fine flags are flying in sunshine of day ;

The sea and the shore with loud echoings ring,—
His Majesty comes, and we honour our King |

The shepherd to-day leaves his flock to their feed ;
To-day the good housewives no marketing heed ;
The milkpail is empty, the spinning-wheel still,
And lasses to-day take no corn to the mill,

Our rakes lie neglected among the new hay,

And ploughs are forsook for the sake of this day;
Abroad all is mirth—so we seek for a share ;—
At home we "ve left labour to look after care.

'Tis holyday all, and we "Il holyday make,—

'Tis all for—God bless him | —his Majesty’s sake :
Though simple my song is, and simply I sing,
Yet who can say better tham—Long live the King |

THE LAD DISCREET.

Tue lad discreet, with healthfu’ heart,
Taks bra'ly ilka honest part ;

He laughs to scorn daft scandal’s wrang,
And cheerfu’ sings contentment’s sang.

The eadgy lad lilts doon the field
O’er heather braes by whins or bield ;
Fra ilka ill he turns a-jee ;—

Sic, sic a life ’s the life for me.

To King, my country, faith, and hame,
Sie love I bear, I'll bear na shame :
The din o’ Fasheon's cheels fra me ;—
Na, na! sic life's na life for me.

A pawky loon loves paltry pelf,—
Wa worth the dowie cankart elf ?
If siller comes, why let it be,—
But honour first of all for me.

COME, BUSTLE, BUSTLE.

Come, bustle, bustle, drink about,
And let us merry be ;

Our can is full—we "Il pump it out,
And then all hands to sea. y

When horns and hounds the forest rend,
His pack the huntsman cheers ;

As loud we halloo when we send
A broadside to Mounseers.

Come, bustle, &.

|
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The what's-their-names at Uproars squall
With music fine and soft ;
But better sounds our boatswain's call,
All hands, all hands aloft.
Come, bustle, &c.

What's got at sea we spend on shore,
With sweethearts or our wives ;
And then, my boys, hoist sail for more :—
Thus passes sailors’ lives.
Come, bustle, &ec.

YE FREE-BORN SONS.
Y free-born sons, Britannia’s boast,
Firm as your rock-surrounded coast,
Ye sov'reigns of the sea!
On ev'ry shore where salt tides roll,
From east to west, from pole to pole,
Fair conquest celebrates your name,
Witness'd aloud by wond’ring Fame,—
The lads who dare be free.

Mistake me not, my hearts of oak,
1 scorn with Libertgto joke,
Ye sov'reigns of the sea !
Assist, uphold your Church and State,
Your great men good, your
Awe all abroad, at home unite,
And jolly join in faction’s spite ;—
Then, then, my friends, you're free !

NOW SAFE MOOR’D.
Now safe moor’d, with bow! before us,
Messmates, heave a hand with me;
Lend a brother sailor chorus,
‘While he sings our lives at sea.

O’er the wide wave-swelling ocean,
Toss’d aloft or humbled low,

As to fear, 'tis all a notion,—
When our time ’s come, we must go.

IF WE MUST DIE.

Ir we must die, why die we must—
'Tis a berth in which all must belay, mun,
‘When the debt 's due, for Death won't trust ;—
All hands be ready, then, to pay, mun.
As to life's striking its flag, ne’er fear—
Our cruize is out, that’s all, my brother ;
In this world we’ve lufi’d it up far and near,—
So ship ourselves off to another, &e.

HARK ! THE BOATSWAIN.

Harx ! the boatswain hoarsely bawling-—
By topsail sheets and haulyards stand, boys ;

good men great ;

As the tide flows, so time passes ;—
Life ’s too short to lose a day, boys : f
Load your guns, lads,—charge your glasses ; |
Point your bumpers—fire away, boys | l
A full broadside pour
To those girls on shore )
Who let sailors take them in tow.
Starboard here, &e.

Though the tempest swells the billows, ]
Clear the decks—come, drlnklbout,boyl,
Punch-bowls here we’ll make our pillows—
Ne'er heed the wind without, boys ! ;
Though the ship may roll,
Heave the lead, sound the bowl,
Mark above water thus we go.
Starboard here, &c.

—_—

DO YOU SEE AS A SAILOR.

Do you see, as a sailor I'll heave off

A bit of a song in my way ;
But if you don’t Hke it, I'll leave off—

I soon can my bawling belay.
0dd lingo musicioners write in,

Concerning flats, sharps, and all that ;—
We seamen are sharps in our fighting ;

And as to the Frenchmen, they're flats.
Outlandish folks tickle your ears

With solos and such sort of stuff ;—
We tars have no more than three cheers,

From round-tops we give serenades; o
Our organs are twenty-four pounders ;
Our concerts are brisk cannonades.

At Havre we play’d well our parts,
Though our game they pretended to scoff :
For trumps we turn’d up English hearts,—
They threw down their cards, and sheer’d off.
They have met with their match—now they feel
Their shuffling and cutting we check :
They were lurch’d at Crown Point, and lost Deal,
And, faith | they got slamm’d at Quebee.
For cooks, though the French folks are neater,
Our messes they never can beat— : A
Our dishes have so much saltpetre ; r A
And, as to our balls, they're forc’d-meat.
Godblucwlhgﬂnap.viﬂ:thum
And God bless his consort, amen | 3
In past times we've drubb'd the mounseers, o
For pastime we'll drub them again! 4

——

THE GIRL ASHORE,
Tulht’uljoﬂyhrﬁltmhll.n‘.ﬂ“
That can nimbly cast off and belay; Ny .
mmmummumm
~ And dead reek’ning knows well, and leewsay. g Y-
But the tar to please me I '

More must be: ‘ ,
He must laugh Jﬁunmuthqn_u-';
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Ding dong ! This miller’s pretty daughter
Swing song ! Was a damsel of such fame, sir,
Methinks my old companions say, That knights and 'squires sought her ;
That though his hairs are now grown gray, But they soon were told
Old Russet, once upon a day, That some were too bold,
When all was mirth and jollity, And some too cold,
When sports went round, and bells did ring, And some too old ;
Could briskly dance, and blithe could sing. And she gave them to understand,

And then upon the green to see,

His rustie feats—'twas who but he ?
I'd give this bauble, life, away,
Without a sigh, could I but stay

To see a little infant care,

Like Henry brave, Louisa fair ;—
Could I see this, 1'd yield, content,
A life, I hope, not badly spent.

—

I'LL FLY THESE GROVES.

I'vy fly these groves—this hated shade ;
Each sound I hear, each thing I see,
Reminds me, thou perfidious maid !
Of vows so often made by thee,
Dlush, blush, Louisa, and look there ;
Where's now thy truth—oh ! tell me where ?
Thy constancy ’s no more ;
And, like a wretch by tempest toss’d,
My peace is gone—my hope is lost ; —
I sink in sight of shore.

e —

WOMEN AND WINE.

Womew and wine compare so well,
They run in a perfect parallel ;
For women bewitch us when they will—
And so does wine.
They make the statesman lose his skill ;
The soldier, lawyer, and divine ;
MputstmngewhimhthegnMIhllr
And send their wits to gather wool :
Then, since the world thus runs away,
And women and wine
Are alike divine,
Let’s love all night, and drink all day !

THE MILLER'S DAUGHTER.

Turre was a miller’s daughter
Liv'd in a certain village,

Who made a mighty slaughter ;—
For I'd have you to know,
Both friend and foe,

The clown and the beau,
She always laid low :
And her portion, as I understand,
Was three acres of land,
Besides a mill,
That never stood still,
Some sheep and a cow,
A harrow and plough,
- And other things for tillage ;—
What d'ye think of my miller’s daughter ?

————————

Is dearer than gold,
Let’emgoﬁ-omwhmatheyelme, sir 1—

Whltd'yethinkdmymﬂler’ldmgbtu?

But when the miller’s daughter
Saw Ned, the morris-dancer,
His person quickly caught her ;
For who so clean
Upon the green
As Ned was seen,
For her his queen :—
Then blithe as a king,
His bells he’d ring,
And dance, and sing,
Like any thing.
Says he, ‘ My life,
Woot be my wife >’
A blush, and ¢ Yes,' was Betty's answer ;
What d’ye think of my miller's daughter ?

A PARALLEL.
Oxe conduct ’s for
Both love and war,—
The point’s to gain possession ;
For this we watch :
The enemy’s coast,
Till we sleeping catch
Them on their post.
Then, good bye, form |
The port we storm,
Make towns or hearts
Surrender at discretion.,

In love, the only battery
Which with success we play,
To conquer hearts, is flattery :
No fortress can its power withstand,— -
thhnmm.mhn,umlhm,
Can make such way.
An'ﬂlhlou,oo'ﬂlh‘m-,
We make believe,

&
=1
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Which for ever you dinn’d in my ears: He chirrup’d, &e.
And when for a while you’ve been out of my sight, He chirrup’d, &ec.
And my only companions my tears : He chirrup'd, &e.
But now that’s all o’er ;— Did this little cock sparrow a’' top of a tree.
T Rt e SR YN, Y 800, J0% 20 mow. Then a little boy came with his bowand reed arrow,
e Determin’d to shoot this poor little cock sparrow;
THE WHIMS OF FOLKS IN LOVE. So this naughty boy came with his bow and reed
Tue of folks in love to know, arrow, ¢ ]
1 would fairly poze Old Nick ;— Determin’d to 'Ml;heh y;or"l;tm‘c]:.c: sparrow ;
This moment fast—next moment slow ; termin'd to t, &c.
Now conssnting, 3 Determin'd to shoot, &c.
Now repenting, Determin’d to shoot, &ec.
Nor at this or that will stick ; Was this naughty boy with his bow and reed arrow |
' o Then this little boy eried, as his bow string he drew,
Whea th gy ?‘ Wrthes No: This little cock sparrow shall make me a stew,
“":;‘ "_“;"’!“““"' 03 And his giblets shall make me a little pie, 100 ;
e w::’ But be miss'd his aim, broke his arrow fn two!
. Py Cries the little cock row, I'll not make
What they dislik’d an hour ago. g, "
30N wrposb SSRGS et heres Cries the little coek sparrow, &e.
“thﬂﬁw‘!m' Cries the little cock sparrow, &e. [
The wind For I'll stay no longer—be d—n'd if 1 do!
in the same mood will bide : o
e FINALE, 1
And bill and c00 ; Hen. My kind preserver, fain 1'd speak, '
* Then, by and by, Fain would I what I feel express ; HI
No reason why, But language is too poor, too weak, |
Mlﬁtiﬁtdﬂlﬂﬂhrdﬁ. To thank this goodness to excess. 1
__.—--...__.—-—_-—......_..—-;'—*_-:"—' —— — —

SOMEHOW MY SPINDLE 1 MISLAID.

Somewow my spindle I mislaid,
And lost it underneath the grass ;
“Damon, advancing, bow'd his head,
And said, ‘* What seek you, pretty lass '
A little love, but urg’d with care,
Oft leads a heart, and leads it far.

'Twas passing by yon spreading oak,
That I my spindle lost just now :
His knife then kindly Damon took,
And from a tree he cut a bough,
A little love, &e.

Thus did the youth his time employ,
While me he tenderly beheld :
He talked of love ; Ileap'd for joy;
For, ah ! my heart did fondly yield.
A little love, &e.

—_——

MR. SIMKIN.

Mister Sivxry, I'd have you to know,
That, for all your fine airs,
I'm not at my last pray’rs,—
Not put to it so
That of course I must take up with you:
For Ireally, sir, think,that, though husbands are few,
1 need not go far off to seek
For a better than you, any day of the week.

To be sare, I must own, I was foolish enough
To believe all the tenderness, nonsense, and stuff,

TO DIE IS NOTHING.
To die is nothing : 'tis our end, we know,
But 'tis a sure release from all our woe ;
’Tis from the mind to set the body free,
And rid the world of wretched things like me.
A thousand ways our troubles here increase,
While care succeeding care destroys our peace :
Why fly we, then? what can such comfort give ?
We oease to suffer when we cease to live,

THOUGH TO HAVE A BOUT AT
DRINKING.
Twuouvan to bave a bout at drinking,
When I hear the glasses chinking,
There’s nothing but I'd do or say,
Yet Skirmish shall ne'er run away.

For here is his motto, and so there’s an end ;
He’snone of your flatt’rers,who fawn and are civil;

But for country, his bottle, his king, and his friend,
Little Skirmish would go half-way to the Devil.

Soldiers often fickle prove ;

Who can know his mind for ever ?
We forgive you false in love,

But Deserters, never, never.

————

THE LITTLE COCK SPARROW.
Once a little cock sparrow a’ top of a tree,
He chirrup’d and chatter'd, so merry was he;
So this little cock sparrow a' top of a tree,
He chirrup'd and chatter'd, so merry was he;
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Brothers, companions, age, and youth,
Oh tell to all the world her fame |
And when they ask for faith and truth,

Repeat my dear Louisa's name,

Lou. And have I sav'd my Henry’s life ?
Dear father, in my joy take part :
I now, indeed, shall be a wife ;
Wife to the idol of my heart.
Thus, when the storm, dispersing, flies,

No more he dreads inclement skies,
But with the tempest leaves his fear.

Rus. Why, why, I pray you, this delay ?

Children, your hands in wedlock join,

That I may pass my hours away
In ease and peace, through life's decline.

This joy 's too great; my pride, my boast !
Both, both in my affection share ;

May who delight the other most,
Henceforward be your only care.

Skir. 1 wish your joy may hold you long ;
But yet I am not such a sot

As not to see you are all wrong ;
Why is the king to be forgot ?
You had been wretched but for him :
~ Then follow Skirmish, dance and sing ;
Raise ev'ry voice, strain ev'ry limb,
Huzza ! and ery, ‘ Long live the king !’

I ——

From the Thristmas Cale.

ritten for Lane Theatre, and first acted De-
”~ D b 36, 17751

OH! THE FREAKS OF WOMANKIND.

Omn ! the freaks of womankind !
As swift as thought we breed 'em ;
No whims shall starve in woman’s mind,
For vanity will feed 'em.
Teazing ever,
Steady never,—
‘Who the shifting clouds can bind ?
Quick of ear and sharp of eye,
_ Another’s faults we hear and spy,
But to our own
‘We are alone
Both deaf and blind.

MY EYES MAY SPEAK PLEASURE.

My eyes may speak pleasure,
Tongue flow without measure,
Yet my heart in my bosom lies still ;

The mill-clapper going,
But the miller s asleep in his mill.

Through which the sailor's fore’d to steer ;

The river is flowing, -

With speeches confound
Yet my heart in my bosom lies
Thus, the river is flowing,
The mill-clapper going,
But the miller ’s asleep in the mill.
'

The little god eyes me, )

And thinks to surprise me, - I
But my heart is awake in my breast: 3 '
Thus, boys slily ereeping,

To catch a bird
Butthaunnet'umkehhh“.

—_—

WOMAN SHOULD BE WISELY KIND.

Woman should be wisely kind,
Nor give her passion scope ; _
Just reveal her inclination, 1B
Never wed without probation, | ]
Nor in the lover’s mind 3
Blight the sweet blossom, hope, i

Youth and beauty kindle love, =~
Sighs and vows may fan the fire; : '
ﬂkhndvmnqmm- 4
Sorrow then succeeds desire. "4
Honour, H&,udvaﬂ-ﬂrl’iﬁu,
Fudthoumdhnhgb. S

o el e

4 *

—
4

. il
'TIS nmmm s
"T1s Beauty commands me, o
My heart must obey—
*Tis Honour that calls me, ,'

And Fame leads the way
mmmmmumlh—
With my love T must live, or w&lﬁm'ﬂ*

' v e )
lnkeh-u;ﬂn—— HE L
Bring the sword, shield, and lanoe,
My name shall be famous in story:
Now danger has charms, _'"‘n!
For Love sounds to
Andlonh-y)uhﬂh e

—— "t r

oommmlom\,
Tuovo:nuugmlmhm&
Or raise the massy shield,
Though, swits s lighiaing, thrvegh the sy o
The sword of death you vrv dips B
'Thfn-ﬂnbm&tmm T %
To conquer and forgive the foe ! "

Though, thﬂbﬂ“
Your sword may reap renown,
'mmmﬂ;
And gives the laurel-crown,—
*Tis from the heart the pw‘b*llv
To conquer and forgive the foe |

-
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OH! TAKE THIS WREATH.

Omu ! take the wreath this hand has wove,
The pledge and emblem of my love ;
These flow'rs will keep their brightest hue,
‘While you are constant, kind, and true.
Bat should you, false to love and me,
Wish from my fondness to be free,

~ Foreboding that my fate is nigh,
Each grateful flow'r will droop and die.

CHORUS OF EVIL SPIRITS.

Micary master ! hear our sighs !
Let thy slaves be free |

‘With folded hands and lifted eyes
We call to thee.

Oh ! end the strife ;

You grant us life,—

Grant us still more, sweet liberty

LOVE'S TRIUMPHS.

TuoueH glory loudly strikes my ear,
The softer notes of love prevailing,
Ev’ry sense assailing,

Or swell with hope, or sink with fear ;
My heart, that points to fame,

Shall rise to love, as honour true,
And fan the double flame
With sighs which breathe a last adieu.
_ I go my faith and truth to prove—

Valour ne'er was foe to love ;

The bravest hearts obey the call—

Love’s triumphant over all.

OH! HEAR ME,
[Dusr—Sung by Two Females.]

On ! hear me, kind and gentle swain,
Let Love's sweet voice delight yoo :

The ear of youth should drink each strain,
When Beauty’s lips invite you.

As love and valour warm your heart,
Aud Beauty shall reward you.

Our tear-stain’d eyes their wish disclose,—
Can cruel you refuse 'em ?

Ohb | wipe the dew from off the rose,

And vlace it in your bosom.
Dosr—LOOK ROUND THE EARTH.
FEMALE,
&u“hhﬁ.ﬁ%km
hmamﬂm-hqn

The branchiag tree—the blooming

: gn. uungbdn.

MALE.
Blighted and chill'd by cruel frost,
Their vigour droops—their beaaty "s lost ;
My cheek may change by your disdain—
To change my heart all pow'r is vain :
Look round the earth | —Each flow'r you see
To Nature true as I to thee.

FEMALE.
Look up t. heav'n, nor think it strange
To doubt of you when all things change ;
Sun, moon, and stars—those forms so bright
Are changing even to the sight : —
‘While in the heav'ns such change I see,
Alas! my heart must fear for thee.

MALE.
Clouded or bright, the moon and sun
Are constant to the course they run ;
So, gay or sad, my heart as true
Rises aud sets to love and you:
Look in the heav'ns—each star you see
True to its orb as I to thee.

[Repeated together.]

NEVER PLAY WITH FIRE.

TurouvaH all our hearts, philosophers have taught,
A subtle vapour flies ;—
Warm'd in the veins, it kindles quick as thought,
And sparkles in the eyes.
Be warn'd, ye fair, and retire ;
Fly from the flash,
You'll repent if you're rash,
Oh ! never play with fire |

If a youth comes with a grace and a song,
Like Pheebus deck'd in rays,
Then to your hearts the fiery atoms throng,
And set it in a blaze.
Be warn'd, ye fair, &ec.

. But should the youth come with honour and truth,

Fly not your lover’s rays ;
His heart in a flame, let your's be the same,
And make a mutual blaze !
Be warn'd, ye fair, &e.

From him we need not retire,—
If such can be found,
We may stand our ground,—
Oh!thunmyphyvlﬁ!n.
Bonrn‘d,yotnr. &e.

Taio—MAY HEAVEN'S BLESSINGS.

sli varia-
[The words of t,hohﬂlmu :md;:‘t.hm

Male. May Heaven’s blessings blend with mine

To erown thy deeds at Virtue’s shrine,—
Be Love’s best gift, Camilla, thine,

i




' -
—

18 THE SONGS OF CHARLES BIBDm
. r
: | Fem. May ev'ry sigh that's heav'd by me, WISDOM GET.
And ev’ry wish that's breath'd for thee, Y W /h
: - ) w-n-n-m-n.hdhm ‘
J Be prosp'rous gales on Fortune’s sea. Wisdom get where'er you canj, i
All.  Oh! when my bark, the tempest o'er, See, sce—the hamble bee
With pilot Love shall gain this shore, Duﬂmubﬁ_h“m
May Heaven’s blessings blend with thine: Then hies away with his precious prey, -
: Ambition cannot ask for more No passion his prudence sours. =
” To crown my deeds at Virtue's shrine. Wild youth, passion, and truth, s
- . So opposite, never agree ; 18
E : LOVE THE SOURCE OF EVERY BLESSING. ;m“ &
a4~ O every blessing Love's the source—
= Valonr but an empty name, And be wiss 515 Nupte S
Ny Till Love and Justice guide its course
b , And then it mounts to fame. SPIRITS' SONG. . 3 |
By my faith and wand, {
B An ! how weak will power and reason I'm at your command,
B ; To my bosom tyraut prove ! For ever and for aye.
‘2 Ev'ry act is fancied treason Heart within my breast )
> , By the jealous sov'reign, Love. Never can have rest, ;
¢ ) Till of possess'd, o
A Passion urg'd the youth to danger, e ‘
. | Passion calls him back again ; Helgho, alackaday . | .o o0
Passion is to peace a stranger— Do you want a knight, .
Seek I must my bliss or bane. Ready, brisk, and tight,
So the fever’d minds that languish, Foes and fiends to fight,
And in scorching torment rave, For ever and for aye, i
Thus to ease or end their anguish, If you want a slave, « Teadll
_Headlong plunge into the wave. Whom you will not save,
Send me to my grave,—
& dead—alackaday
. THE DELIGHTS OF KNIGHT-ERRANTRY. ke vl
On ! the delight el A
To be an errant knight; CRUEL FIENDS PURSUE ME.
O'er mountain, hill, and rock, Crure fiends pursue me, .
_hm.,md-i-d,udm, Torment me, and undome ;
Anmh-u&m&, : ‘ e
M-ﬂﬂtﬁm”r







20 THE SONGS OF CHARLES DIBDIN.
Ye maids, then, nor blame ine, [This, and uum.-mu-n-uyu-.-c
I 1 wish o b happy wheneer P a wife; | 120 mais, aurscdon ol 'The Witermaa el
e e vt o e S St e et R
as only a trial, never s up ¥ r
Which is he that’s most likely to love me for life. f@':“p;mm “mwﬁ&m
'l'hen Farewell, my trim-built must always
- ually a favourite, But both -lﬂaz
MY COUNSEL TAKE. ?.:: Lo the Mistory of the Thaes e Casits to THE
[;rm.uumu.n an acting song, and suffers sadly Stairs. The celebrated Charles Bannister was the
by its divoree from { On the stage, and in the OMM'TMN‘MIMDM.“
hands of & clever actress, it is a spirited and effective Braham, have alike won opi in the same
outburst. We had some doubts whether we should character. Ranelagh was a kind of V: situated
do it the injustics to place it lnihpmmtfoﬂornlun- near Chelsea, and was tequnhd people of the first §
y Silan-~-* Bioaming chose’} out Wi walln Mg WS SisletS ,..,.i""‘"'_.""
My counsel take, ::::ll::lsl““mrf of ”i‘g"’", et IH: )
The house too hot to hold you ; lngh has :z:‘;':.f:.,.‘f..:;.*“m‘ m?mafm
Be rul’d, I pray, nmu“-rmmm,mumugu.
I'd something say ;—
Did I ¢’er rout or scold you ? Axp did you not hear of a jolly young
Who at Blackfriars Bridge us’d for to ply,
But spite to wreak And who feather’d his oars with such skill and
On one so meek, dexterity,
‘Who never raves or flies out ; Winning each heart and delighting each eye.
On me, who am He look’d so neat, and he row’d so steadily,
Like any lamb ;— mmmmmm'dhu-m»w ;
OMIeov.ldturyoﬂ'W"" And he ey'd the youag rogues with so charming
an air,
That this waterman ne'er was in want of a fare.
, THE CHEATS OF LOVE. What sights of fine folks he oft row'd in his wherry,
1, JusT as eagerly as thee, "Twas clean’d out so nice, and so painted withal ;
Thought, when I got a wife, Hcmdwmﬁﬂmm&ehmm)
My joy of course so great would be, In a party to Ranelagh went, or Vauxhall,
It needs must last for life. And oftentimes would they be giggling and leering,
When she agreed to tie the knot, But "twas all one to Tom, their jibing and
1 thought of nothing else : For loving or liking he little did care,

Mﬁn'ﬂ:ﬁﬁ“ menwwmnm'umhwut&
*Twixt her e And yetbut toseenowhow “ﬂ
e e g et s el As e rovd on, thiking ofsting ksl
Hemply'dbyldnldlomy-l 1
But, ah! our joys were fleeting soon ; That shesmil’d, andso
Words that did sweetly fall, And would this young damsel but ba
Ere we had pass'd the honeymoon, He’d wed her to-night, before to-morror
To wormwood turn’d—to gall! A-dmmu&hmmmw
Whate'er of furies they invent, Whmh'-mﬂhﬂnﬂwuﬂ_r"i‘ ‘
| Broke out of flaming cclls, —— 9
E ;m: 'rmnnnmz..nm =
" ‘We fight and scold, and both repent, d WHERRY. 7
That ding dong went the bells. O:;Mmm:‘w ,;...'
p— Never more at Chelsea ferry ,‘ "‘G
LOVE-REASONS. mmmm.qd. :
and plums are never found &t,whopndwam
c';:t‘:.&phnndehﬂ!*ﬁ"S In the battle’s heat I'll go
wmmwdp--omﬂ. Mw_ﬁneﬂnw, ,
So Wilhelmina 's made for me. Some friendly ball shall lay me low. ot
scythe the is made, : Then, mayhap, when homeward steering, ||
Mwm”mmw. m&emﬂ!m‘ﬂﬁg_ ~a

hm&mn:u. m.mm,..-,_.smhp,

E B sl o o DV g S
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mcnm THE MAN?

Two youths for my love are contending in vain,
For, do all they can,
4 Their sufferings I rally, and laugh at their pain;
1‘ ‘Which, which is the man
That deserves me themost ? Let me ask of my heart:
Is it Robin, who smirks, and who dresses so smart ?
Or Tom, honest Tom, who makes plainness his
plan?
Which, which is the man ?

Indeed, to be prudent, and do what I ought,
1 do what I can:
Yet surely papa and mamma are in fault,—
To a different man
! They each have advis’d me to give up my heart.
Mamma praises Robin, who dresses so smart ;
Papa, honest Tom, who makes plainness his plan :
Which, which is the man ?

Be kind, then, my heart, and but point out the youth:
. Tl do what I can
His love to return, and return it with truth ;
‘Which, which is the man ?

Be kind to my wishes, and point out, my heart,

~ Is it Robin, who smirks, and who dresses so smart?

Or Tom, honest Tom,who makes plainness his plan?
1 Which, which is the man ?

. 'TIS VAIN, DEAR FRIENDS.

'wﬁ,wmwwa-:m -
' -ﬂ whom advocates the craln::':;

hrbhm.mu-uo

To ne lover's suit inclin’d, s

n;m-ﬂmmw«m,.
u’ﬁcmmd&euﬁﬁ.

: coxcomb whom you choose,
 Just like the flower of a day,

|| Shook by each wind that folly blows,

 Seems born to flutter and decay.

Your choice an honest aspect wears ;
To give him pain I oft have griev'd;

But it proceedeth from my fears,—
Mmu&wﬁmw :

Who to the healthy spendthrift gave,
And 'the rich churl,
Who took a girl,
Poor wretch | with one foot in the grave.

Prudes, who at men would rever look,
Yet slily tasted Hymen's joy ;
And wild coquettes who husbands took,
When they could get no other toy :
Millions would try
The knot to untie :
Towards the goal of liberty,
Lord | what a throng
Would erowd along,—
And in the midst my wife and me!

AN HORTICULTURAL LOVE-SONG.

[There Is evidently a line wanting in this song, at
the place indicated by asterisks; for, as it stands,
ueither the rhyme nor the sense is complete Probably
something followed to this effect:

¢ Like the violet sweet and low.
The reader, by the way, should understand that the
lover who makes love in so florai a style is a gardener.)
Bip the blossoms ne’er be blighted,
Birds by scarecrows ne'er be frighted,
From the firm earth the oak remove,
Teach the holly-oak to grow,

- * .. *
Trees bear cherries,
Hedges berries, .

But, prithee, teach me not to love.

Grass shall grow than cedars higher,
Pinks shall bloom upon the briar,
Lilies be as black as jet,
Roses smell no longer sweet,
Melons ripen without heat,
Plums and cherries

Taste like berries,
When Wilhelmina I forget.

A TRUE LOVER.

Inneen, Miss, such sweethearts as I am,
I faney you'll meet with but few ;
To love you more true I defy "em,
- 1 always am thinking of you.—
?i’nemnd&uwddhumhpknty.
Nell, Cicely, Priscilla, and Sue ;
But instead of all these, were there twenty,
I never should think but of you.

False hearts all your money may squander,
And only have pleasure in view,—
Ne'er from you a moment [I'll wander,
Unless to get money for you:

The tide, when ts ebbing and flowing,
Is not to the moon half so true,

Nor my oars to their time when I'm rowing,

As my heart, my fond heart, is to you.
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THE RIGHTS OF WOMEN.

How can she thus low-minded be ?
A girl of her merit !

What 's become of her spirit ?
Would the baggage take pattern by me,
She’d value the pleasure of no man ;

But hold up her head,
And, in all that she said,
Claim the privilege due to a woman.
Our wills ought to be without measure ;
And the best thing that you
Male creatures can do,
Is to buckle to our will and pleasure.

TO BE MODISH, GENTEEL.

To be modish, genteel, and the true thing, my dear, —
In short, to be monstrous well-bred,

Yon mast ogle and simper, and giggle and leer,
And talk the first nonsense that comes in your head.

In grave, fusty, old-fashion'd times,
Ere ease of deportment went hence,

|| To be bold was the vilest of crimes,

And deceit was an heinous offence.

¢ But the fashions are now of another guess kind,—

. Our modes are by no means the same ;

pg.-,bleu'dwithgoodeyu we pretend to be blind,
And with strength to run miles appear lame.

—_—

GIRLS DURING COURTSHIP.

GirLs, during courtship, should at least
No lover trust, but doubt him,

Until they’ve sworn, before the priest,
Toﬁndlnfmltubmhin.

Undﬁnifthq-dmy
The risks they run from each mistake
Behoves them to be wary.

1 ROW’D FOR THE PRIZE.

FFrom the Cobbler, or a T&ife of Ten
Thousand.

[A Ballad Opera, first acted at Drury
mmmmmmummhl

OPENING DUET BETWEEN THE COB-
BLER AND HIS WIFE.
Snob. Three pegs, and then I've done )
Alice. Ah! do not jeer me : e
Will you leave me to complain ?
Saob. T'll go, as sure as my name 's Snob.
Alice. Nay, prithee hear me,
Nor let poor Alice thus sue in vain :
Don't say me nay.
Snob. My friends all stay.
Alice. And will you, will you go away ?
A word or two, then, ere you go :

I pray you tell me who am 1?
Far better, sir, than you, I trow,

For all you lift your head so high;
Would I had been the *squire’s miss |
Didn’t he offer mountains ?

Snob. Yes.

Alice. Then more brute you to use me so;
For didn’t I refuse him ?

Snob. No.

Alice. Why, villain, varlet, to my face

To tax me falsely with disgrace !

I can most patiently endure,

For you, to be neglected—poor ;

But this, I swear,
Is more than I can bear.
Snob. Wh!.'hltullthh,mm“&
Are you bewitch’d, or mad, or what?
Ya:“ﬂhmm;“'mwmaq., '
week, you have you forgot ?
Dldn'tl.'!ﬂlllﬁ‘.plihthr ‘
Trim well your jacket, hussy ?
Alice. Yes! .
Snob. Then how can you provoke me so ? J
For didn’t you deserve it ? g
Alice, =
Snob. Wh&.meyhm—oh.dhmm 5
The lie direct | and to my face!
I've borne—'tis now the seventh year,
That vixen tongue of yours, my
But this, I swear,
Is more than I can bear. TR
Alice. You to the alehouse, then, willgo,
And leave poor me afflicted here?
Snob. Onlytodrink apotorso
Of Nipikin's delicious beer. - il
Alice. You shan't, sir] Y $5
Snob. What, I shant? %ﬁl o
mmhgﬂ.h—y? . : :
Alice.

. ¥

HA -
T won't. mmem%ﬂi‘n %
Snob. mmmynmu.&pd !
Alice. Yes.
Mm&-“w‘ry“&
While I'm as ragged as a colt?

]
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Snob. Why, vixen |

Alice. Varlet |
Snob. : !
Alice, Villain !
Snob. Hussy!
Alice. Numskull!
Snob. Slattern !
Alice. Dolt !
Both. This, this T swear,
Is more than I can bear.

Caren—COME, WILL YOU GO?
Cowme, will you go, or will you not ?
‘We'll only call for t'other pot :
'Tis a cold night, "twill keep us warm,—
Another pot will do no harm.
No: let’s begone—
The elock strikes one !
Well, let it strike, and strike again ;
'Tis time enough to count it when
Our money’s speut and liguor gone :
Then tell me not the clock strikes one.
Here, waiter, bring us t’other pot :
Come, will you stay, or will you not ?

THE TRUE PHILOSOPHER.

Like a tennis-ball am I,
Now sinking low, now bounding high ;
Bandied here, and bandied there,
To and fro, and every where.
Now on the topmost round
" Of Fortune’s wheel I fly;
Now am I grovelling found,
. Beneath her feet to lie.
- Still like a tennis-ball 1 fare,
Now on the ground, now in the air,—
Bandied here, and bandied there,

To keep and prize the one I've got.

AH| HAVE YOU FORGOT.

hlhﬂmmmmuymm,
When housemaid I liv'd at the 'squire’s,

All the wine and pdﬁhpﬂntlalbb‘dvlth

such care,

Mmﬂhlmﬂﬁoﬁu?

And have you forgot how I lean’d on my broom,
And in rapture heard all that you said,

Till seolded I got for not sweeping the room,
mwﬁdmmw‘r

wmuprpﬂhn me, my brush and

mﬂhﬂmnq.
_And soon "twas the talk at the chandler’s shop,

RS r-umummm

e ————————

But whea,with suchjoy,we return’d from the church,
And with truth I could call you my own,

You swore that I ne’er should be left in thelurch,
And 1 envied no queen on her throne.

SUCH USAGE AS THIS.

Sucn usage as this is, what wife but myself
Would put up with, and not sigh and sob;

No cross in her pocket, no food on the shelf,
Or what husband would let her but Suob ;

And yet, let me hope, though for every erime
He had more than there ’s days in a year,

That his heart is so good, I should still see the time
When a different man he'd appear.

But if I'm deeceiv'd, while another guess wife,
So treated, would scold and revile,

Though poor, though confin'd in a prison for life,
With him I'd endeavour to smile,

I love him, and every way I'll pursue,
That I ean, his affections to keep ;

And if then he should slight me, I've nothing to do,
But to wish he was kinder, and weep.

Gree.—NOW WIVES AND CHILDREN.

Now wives and children make no noise,
. And care with mirth we season,

Let's push about the bowl, my boys,
For drinking is no treason.

Here’s love and friendship—hand and heart ;
To worth here’s health and freedom;

May every rogue have his desert;
More friends to those who need them !

A COBBLER’S LOVE-SONG.

Waexe'er | am mending a shoe,
Every thing in my stall that I view
To my doting remembrance brings you,

While my heart in my bosom goes throb.
The best upper leather ’s your hair ;
Your skin is the lining so fair ;
My awl to your eyes I compare,

Which wounded the heart of poor Snob.

Your teeth, which like ivory show,

Are the pegs in a white even row,

Which I drive, while at every blow
My heart in my bosom goes throb.

Each object of you bears a part,—

Your wit, that ’s so piercing and smart,

" Is my knife : but my lapstone your heart, .

m«mwummmym&m

: A MAXIM. ,
~ Be easy, can't you—fie | for shame!
Dear me, how I am treated |

I’'m sure you'd not be so to blame,
- But that you're "toxicated.

ooy
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Pray, pray be guiet, neighbour Snob,—
A Dou’t act, now, so contrary :

Make love to me—a pretty job !
I'm quite in a quandary.

Surely, the man's beside his wits,—
I won’t then, sir, be tumbled:

You'll really fright me intc fits,—
Oh dear | bow I am humbled !

Again | —There s no enduring this ;
Well, there—are you contented ;

Better to give a fool a kiss,
Than with him be tormented.

. —————

GOOD NEWS FOR WIVES.

Frowm henceforth only prove, dear wife,
That what you say be true :
Like any child, through all my life,
Will T be rul'd by you.
In all professions, ev'ry trade,
They always think it best
For gen’ral good, that one be made
A chief above the rest.
8o from henceforth, &e.

Your counsel only strokes his band,
Until the judge appears ;

The captain may the ship command—
The pilot "tis that steers.

' 'Wkile novices will vainly try
The hounds to whistle back,
huntsman gives the well-known cry,
nd soon calls off the pack.
So from henceforth, &c.

_ THE WHOLE DUTY OF MAX.
”‘Mﬂamm

MM champion in me, ma'am :
wl'!:mw"" A
then—you quickly shall see, ma'am,
‘How gladly I serve the oppress'd.
no.t*&lltmdm
ylnﬂhﬂm wh:&

AR -
Wi o

s TN
iy W iy e
<ad O'q‘:- £

8o from henceforth, &e.

AN IRRESISTIBLE.
‘-o"

luwnthowhuym-y.-- il
'-thhm*-"b

So smart, genteel, and degagé,—
In short, sir, so uncommon,
That e’'en the most obdurate fair

&g

And I say unto thee, that veril
muxﬂnnmm.;

r“-
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Those joys which are harmless what mortal can
blame ?
'Tis my maxim that youth should be free,
Andtomthtnywordomdmydudnmthe

Mlaenethou'ltpmmﬂym
While the lads, &e.

THE CAPTIVE LINNET.
Tux captive linnet, newly taken,
Vainly strives and vents its rage, .
With struggling pants, by hope forsaken,
And flatters in its golden cage ;—
But, once releas'd, to freedom soaring,
Quickly on some neighbouring tree
It sings, as if its thanks 'twere pouring,
To bless the hand that set it free.

AGAIN 1 FEEL MY BOSOM BOUND.
Agaix I feel my bosom bound,

My heart sits lightly in its seat ;
My griefs are all in rapture drown’d,

In ev'ry pulse new pleasures beat.
Upon my troubl’d mind, at last,

Kind Fate has pour’d a friendly balm ;
8o, after dreadful perils past,

At length suceeeds a smiling calm.

A KERNEL mu AN APPLE-CORE.
alluded to in the
tE:-. n-lnpldd! inlnth;d‘l:-
our great-grandmothers.
mm-ﬂnaﬂ.mh&«m
Anl.mmuw
One day on either cheek I wore :
Lubin was plac’d on my right cheek,
That on my left did Hodge bespeak.
Hodge in an instant dropp’d to ground,—
Sure token that his love ’s unsound ;
But Lubin nothing could remove,—
Sure token his is constant love.
To find the man who loves me best,
‘!Ir.’ﬂh‘-uﬁ,nﬂ.-ﬂ.ud west ;'

l‘

Emcmhﬁﬁhm’

THE QUAKER.

Trou man of firmness, turn this way,
Nor time by absence measure,—
The sportive dance, the sprightly lay
Shall wake thee into pleasure :
Spite of thy formal outward man,
Thou 'rt gay, as we shall prove thee :
Then cheer thee—laugh away thy span,
. And let the spirit move thee.

None are more just, more true, more fair,
More upright in their dealings,
Than men of thy profession are—
But are they without feelings ?
E’en now I know thy honest heart
Full sorely doth reprove thee ;—
Be gay, then—in our joy take part,
And let the spirit move thee !

A BUNDLE OF OLD PROVERBS.

[The two following ballads were Intended for, but were
never actually introduced into, * The Quaker.”]
Tuaou'st heard those old proverbs,—ne’er lcan on

a rush ;
A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush ;
'Tis the money paid down that decides who’s the
winner ;
Who waits upon Fortune ’s ne'er sure of a dinner ;
Out of sight out of mind ; delaying breeds danger ;
He ought to be cozen’d who trusts to a stranger ;
Heaven take my friends and the Old One my brother ;
Promising '3 one thing, performing another ;

Much may fall out 'twixt the cup and the lip ;

The builder’s receipt ’s the best sail in the ship ;

'Tis a good thing to lend, but a better to borrow ;

Pay me to-day, and I'll trust you to-morrow ;

Brag is a good dog, but Hold-fast a better ;

You may guess at a word when you know the first
letter ;

There’s not the most fire when you see the most
smother;

Promising ’s one thing, performing another.

WOMEN ARE WILL O’ TH' WISPS.
Womex are Will o’ th" Wisps, "tis plain,—

- The closer they seem, stili the more they retire ;

They tease you and jade you,
And round about lead you,
Without hopes of shelter,
Dipg-dong, helter-skelter,
Throngh water and fire ;
And, when you believe every danger and pain
From your heart you may banish,
And you’re near wummm
mw vanish,

Sk
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By some they 're not badly compar’d to the sea,

Which is calm and tempestuous within the same
hour ;

'l'hey'rea’woetrmafmgch,o‘ermthn have

power, '
His person, his heart—nay, his reason, to seize,
And lead the poor devil wherever they please.
. ——

I AFrom the Empostor ; or, AIl's not Gold that
Gilitters.
. [A Musical Dialogue, written for Saddler’s Wells, 1776 )

THE IRISH CHAIRMAN.
I AM a chairman, my name 's M‘Gee,
No flower in May was so blithe as me,
Till that bastard Cupid lodg’d, in disguise,
In pretty Bridget's two good-looking eyes ;
* Atrah | is’t you ?* the urchin cried,
‘ I've a strong bow I never tried :’
Like a shilelah then he chose a dart,
And what a whack it gave my heart !
- " And since that time I grunt and sigh,
el And sob, and moan, becase as why—
I strive to hate, but am ne’er the nigher,—
By her frosty looks I'm all on fire. -
Oh! Bridget, Bridget, ease my pain,
Or give me back my heart again ;
Or else, in truth, do all [ can,
llypuhw'nm'bonoddnn.

A WORD IN YOUR EAR.

A wonb in your ear, if you please, Mr. Fop-
No more in this pickle be roaming ;

. htpulo!yurbol’ij-dut,mmww

Mm%ﬁ'hﬂlbomhhg

Be advis'd by a fool, by my soul ! auldat'lne-
Though we fancy it never so

; 'ﬂnﬂhhﬁuduehpwyhuﬂ

To be aping my lord and my lady.

3 ﬁrmh&ﬂp&ﬂjﬁhﬁ»m

Thy ease shall be my sweet employ,

My constant care, my every joy ;

May, then, no chance my hopes destroy,
For dearly do I love thee.

Sweet is the woodbine to the bee,

The rising sun to every tree;

But sweeter far art thou to me,
For dearly do I love thee.

And let me but behold thee mine,

No more will [ at fate repine ;

Bat, while 1 live, thou maid divine,
With rapture will I love thee.

‘THE TINKER.

I Ax a tinker by my trade,—
Each day I live I mend ;

F'm such a universal friend,
I hide the faults by others made,—
Work for the tinker, ho! good wives :—
'Twere well, while I your kettles mend,
If you'd amend your lives.

The best that's going is my trade,
'Tis even better than the law :
By them are breaches wider made,—
1 daily stop up many a flaw.
That we should mend, is each man's cry—
A doctrine ’tis that all will teach;
Then how much better, pray, am I,
Who practise what they only preach ?

WHAT EXCUSE.

e .
3
o
»

.

Cnyuumq—uum“r "
) ..

'Twas all jest now,—

Let me see some signs of grace ; r(“‘\_"
MP-—““‘,—. s ;..
Ne'er aguin, Sir,
Dare to look me in the face. ‘2:;‘~ "L

SORRa o r.-ﬂi -
WI & 5 {J "“

Waart state of life can aw-";’“
hh“msh‘:ﬂnhﬁ i
Two souls in one the same desire, "‘.—l ;
‘l'owlotl-,dumui R
“‘hm'_‘“ﬂr aiu-.f ;
mdmn-a. i 04
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False in thy glass all objects are, BEFRIEND ME, EV'RY TENDER POWER.
Some set too near, and some oo far ; BerriEND me, ev'ry tender
Thou art the fire of endless night, b me, ev'ry power,

The fire that burns, and gives no light.
All torments, ev'ry ill we find

In only thee,

Oh! jealousy,
Thou tyrant of the mind.

THE MEETING.
Tue busy erew the sails unbending,
The ship in harbour safe arriv'd,
Jack Oakum, all his perils ending,
Had made the port where Kitty liv'd.

His rigging no one durst attack it,
Tight fore and aft, above, below,
Long-quarter’d shoes, check’d shirt, blue jacket,
And trowsers like the driv'n snow.

And thus his heart with pleasure stowing,
He flew like lightning o’er the side ;

And scarce had been the boat's length rowing
When lovely Kitty he espied.

A flowing penant gayly flutter’'d
From her hat all made of straw,

Red, like her cheeks, when first she utter’d—
¢ Sure, "twas my sailor that I saw !’

And now the thronging crew surround ber ;
And now, secure from all alarms,

Swift as a ball from a nine-pounder,
They dart into each other’s arms.

'"TWAS IN A VILLAGE, NEAR CASTLE-
BURY,
'Twas in a village, near Castlebury,
A cobbler and his wife did dwell ;
And for a time no two so merry,—
Their happiness no tongue can tell :
But to this couple, the neighbours tell us,
Something did happen that cans’d much strife ;
For, going to the nasty alehouse,
The man got drunk, and beat his wife.

Bat though he treated her so vilely,
What did his wife, good creature, do?
Kept snug, and found a method slily
To wring his heart quite through and through ;
For Dick the tapster, and his master,
By the report that then was rife,
Were both in hopes, by this disaster,
To gain the cobbler’s pretty wife.

‘While things went on to rack and ruin,
And all their furniture was sold,
She seem’d t’ approve what each was doing,
And got from each a purse of gold :
So, when the cobbler’s cares were over,
He swore to lead an alter’d life,
To mind his work, ne’er be a rover,
And love no other than his wife.

A lover’s hopes befriend ;

Be this the bright auspicious hour,
When all my cares shall end ;
When dread suspicion 's far away,

So sweetly I'll beguile,
In rapture, ev'ry passing day,
To see Marcella smile.

The heaviest chains are easy borne,
The culprit once repriev'd ;

And though I'm from my fair one torn,
My bosom is reliev'd ;

For, dread suspicion far away,
I sweetly shall beguile,

In rapture, ev'ry passing day,
To see Marcella smile,

AH! DROOP NO MORE.

Amn, droop no more,
The thunder’s roar,
That sounded deep and loud,
Thank heaven ! at last
Is gone and past, -
With every threat’ning cloud.

Calm is the air,

The morning 's fair,
The sun begins to shine ;

A smiling day

Now seemas to say,
Marcella shall be mine.

GREAT HERCULES.

Great Hercules, we 've heard, was a slave to Om-
phale,
And all sorts of hardships submitted to daily ;
Still advent'ring, in hopes to have her for his pains,
What giants and monsters and snakes did he slay |
‘What stables clean out, and what birds drive away!
Even lions, that,fool hardy,at him shook their manes,
With his club
Would he drub,
"Till he dash’d out their brains.

So having an Omphale too, sir,
Like him I have nothing to do, sir,

| But to ward off some evil design :

Nay—what with sailors and madmen, and singers
and friars,
And Jezebel jades, braggadocios and liars,
To neither side lean,
And "twill quickly be seen,
That his labours were nothing to mine.




THE SONGS OF CHARLES DIBDIN. :

FFrom the Sevaglio.

[A Comic Opera, first acted at Covent Garden Theatre,
Nov. 14, 1776.]

HERE EACH MORN.

Here each morn and ev'ry eve,
In dewy ray returning,
Shall share the sorrows that I breathe,
Shall witness to my mourning :
Echo, catch the plaintive lay,—
To her heart discover -
How, for her, forlorn I stray ;
How well, how true, I love her!

If forbidden to renew
The vows which once we plighted,
My Lydia's fate I will pursue,
In death, at least, united :
The latest breath that warms this clay
At parting shall discover—
How 1 sigh my soul away,
How well, how true, I love her.

Roxpeav—BLOW HIGH, BLOW LOW.

s, the first, and one of the most celebrated of
’s Sea-Songs, was written in & gale of wind, on & ’
en hours’ passage from Calais, whither he had

My heart, with thoughts of thee, my dear,
And love, well-stor’d,
Shall brave all danger, scorn all fear,
The roaring winds, the raging sea,
In hopes on shore
To be once more
Safe moor’d with thee.

And on that night when all the crew
|  The mem'ry of their former lives
O flowing cans of flip renew,

T’ heave a sigh, and think on thee ;
8 And as the ship rolls through the sea,
I Theburden of my song shall be—
N e Blow high, blow low, &c.

e  THE BASHAW.
|| Harc to Sadi Abdallah Chiquaw,
~ Of ev'ry village, port, and town,

| City and province of renown,
il In fifty leagues, the Grand Bashaw.

Whose steps a thousand slaves attend,
Whose power with wonder we behold,
Whose mighty treasure’s without end,
Whose palace shines with massy gold.
His sword is like the morning ray,
His helmet a beam of the sky ;—
Where he comes, he casts round him perpetual day,
And his prostrate slaves lift their voices and ery,
Hail, &e.

THE LITTLE BIRDS.

Tue little birds, as well as you,
I've mark'd with anxious care—

How free their pleasures they pursue,
How void of ev'ry care.

But birds of various kinds you’ll meet,
Some constant to their loves:

Are chatt’ring sparrows half so sweet
As teuder cooing doves ?

Birds have their pride, like human-kind : —

THE QUEEN OF THE HAREM.

Ir it was not that such a meek ereature as yov
They'd imagine to have a concern in’t,
Before I'd be pent, like & bird in a mew,
1'd set it on fire, and burn in't.

Why, child, what d'ye talk ?—Over evrything here

I absolute hold a dominion ;

And I'll lay you my life, let to-morrow appear,
That you'll own yourself of my opinion.

I command at my will ev'ry slave, ev’ry mute,
His retinue and all his regalia ; {
And I'll come and I'll go, g
Say yes, or say no, : ol

Just as fancy, or whim, or caprice, it shall suit;
Or I'll take ev'ry key, ~
Set all the slaves free,

And turn out of doors the seraglio.

WHAT SHALL I DO.

Waar shall [do? oh, lal ob,dal
I am all over quite one thaw; Lo
I only saw an aged yew, S ¥
Through which the wind but whistling blew,

Aud thioking it aborsid Turk, ||

Who swore he to the wall would pin me,

For foup bout. e ahostd o 0. 0uks 5 = |

I'ran as if the devil was inme. =
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SFrom the Vinepard Eebels.
[A Pantomime acted at Saddler's Wells, 1777.)

—_—

CHORUS OF BACCHANALS.
CoME away, come away, come away ;
Sons of rapture | come away ;

Love and laugh, and sport and play,—
This is Bacchus’ holyday.

Now, ere yet the golden sun

All his fiery course hath run,

Ere from the Atlantic steep

His steeds have plung’d into the deep,
Painting, with celestial red,
A blush about his wat'ry head,—
Festive satyrs, nymphs, and fawns,
Through the woods and o’er the lawns
Dance the fleeting hours away,
And carol the departing day !

HOPPICKERS’ SONG.

Come, neighbours, away to the hopgrounds, away
Behold the bright season invite,

Where pleasure attends on the toils of the day,
And labour is crown'’d with delight.

‘Haste,haste,then,and strip,asit bends fromthe pole,

The fruit that gives vigour and strength to the soul :
Our hearts and our spirits to cheer,
It warms and enlivens the true British beer.
Let innocent mirth to loud harmony raise,
And rapture pour forth all our songs in its praise,—
'Tis the liquor we love—'tis the juice we revere ;
'Tisthe spring of our courage—the true British beer.

Content with the riches of Britain’s fair isle,

Let the subjects of Britain rejoice ;
May no foreign vintage our senses beguile,

No stream of the grape have our voice.
Rich harvests of corn shall their full measure yield,
And the flavour of hops crown the juice of the field ;
Sport, pleasure, and love, banish sorrow and fear,

‘While we toss off our cans of the true British beer!

ANACREONTIC.
mﬂ BANISH'D 'm.!. TO-MORROW.
' Evex banish’d till to-morrow
Be the thought of pain and sorrow :
Bacchus ! child of Jove, to thee

Caren—WHAT IS WINE.
Waat is wine >—O tell'us!
Name its pow'r, ye jovial feliows,

Wine 's a.great, a mighty treasure,—

 'Tis riches, courage, pleasure !

ee—————————————————————————————————— —

From She is Mad for a Wusbany.
(Written for Saddler's Wells, 1777.] -

THE CHINK.

On money ! thou master of all things below,
Of each chain thou'rt the prineipal link ; -
What can purchase a friend, or can buy off a foe,
Ormhhhekumwhhe,m&.ﬂ?
Your lawyers, physicians—in short, ev'ry tribe,
waotoeltdlpthepuilthirhk.
ould they write, or advise, or consult, or preseribe, -
Were it not for the sake of the chink ? L

Of men and of women, high, low, great, and small,
"Tis the life, 'tis the victuals, the drink ;
"Tis a good universal acknowledg’d--all, all

Nommhlkdcqid,—hﬂlhn,hm,
His power to nothing can sink :

1 doat to distraction, could have her 1 love,
Alas | if I had but the chink.

MAD WOMEN.

To be mad for a husband is not a thing new :
The widow who swore to her first to be true, ;
And&emth’udud-tnutgeaﬁu&, R il
And a week after marries Dick Trim, of the Guards, ||
What a plague! do you call sucha woman but mad?

The young lady, brim full of the last new romance,
Who ogles the footman, as if *twere by chance;
mmmdhmh.“d“'-‘ 4
A;':‘erqumu dopes, Il
» Sore thau”*‘ .
What a plague! do you call sucha womanbut mad? ||

She, because he s rich, and because she is poar,

mm-u-waonnhdw
su.t I -n, ‘b 5 " .w‘. ly'
For title and rank, she who barters all jc p e
Mmmmmﬂq, rbad. —
Whata plague! doyou call all such women but:

YOUNG DOLL.

Youxa Doll, a comely village girl,

W-mw.w__uam
Who offer’d diamonds, gold, and pearl,

i Virtue was all, P .
he could ne'er get nothing by her;
And for allbis gear,
With a flea in his ear, ‘

- - )

-y
=

On the finest horse that e’er was seen, .
Aud, spying Dol was allon fire,
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Doll, in a fright,
Saw him alight,
And ran o'er bramble and o'er brier ;
But in the nick,
What a cunning trick
The gipsy play'd this huge rich squire |
Finding herself quite overtook,
She cried out to this huge rich ’squire,
I fear my father sees us—look
Over the hedge—a little higher.
‘While he upon
This work was gone,
Ddlmtliuhom,mdinthemin
Of hope bereft,
She fairly left,
To curse his stars, this huge rich 'squire.

ALAS! WHERE IS MY LOVER?

Avas| where is my lover gone?

In all the world I have but one,—

Near to my heart his image sits, *
And 'twas for him I lost my wits.
‘Where art thou fled, my only dear ?

To find thee they have sent me here ;
Thou'lt cure, they say, these love-sick fits,
And give me back again my wits.
Haste, then : to pleasure show the way,
For now in doubt and fear I stray,—
My brain with dubious torment splits ;
Haste, then, and give me back my wits.

———————

HYDROPHOBIA.

He ran to the farmyard, and there bit a hog,

That, inless than ten minutes, bark’d justlikea dog;

Thehogbitahorse that was justcome from hunting,

And presently after the horse fell a grunting.

Such grunting and barking, and barking and
grunting,

And gruntingand barking,and barkingand grunting!

The village will never have done with the talk on’t,

Though the wisest man there cannot make hog or
dog on’t,

A fine brindle cow near a haystack was straying,

- Which, bit by the horse, was soon after heard

neighing ;
mmﬂlm.-hinmsphgh.
When he walk'd on all-fours, and low’d just like

andneighing andlowing |
The vﬁ.o'l-nhchum the talk on’t,

M&m—hmm hog or

dog on't.

The man bit a jackass, that soon after ran
Half a mile on two

legs, and talk’d just
The jackass encounter’d a sheep in his way,
m%uhh*&mm&um.

like the man;

Such braying and talking, and talking and braying,
Andbarking and grunting,and lowing and neighing!
The village will never have done with the talk on't,
Though the wisest man there cannot make hog or

dog on't.

The sheep bit a wolf, which was soon heard to bleat,
The wolf more dumb things than I’vetime torepeat |
But the worst that wasbit was,alas | my poor wench:
Heav'n keepus, I say, from mad dogs and the French |
Suchbleatingand talking, and barking and braying,
And grunting and bleating, andlowing and neighing!
The village will never have done with the talk on’t,
Though the wisest man there cannot make hog or
dog on't.

—_——

From Yo, Yea, ov the JFriendly Tavs.

TAnother of the numerous Musical Dialogues written
for Saddler’s Wells during the season 1777. It is rich
in good and deservedly popular songs.]

WHILE UP THE SHROUDS.

WaiLe up the shrouds the sailor goes,
Or ventures on the yard,

The landsman, who no better knows,
Believes his lot is hard ;

But Jack with smiles each danger meets,
Casts anchor, heaves the log,

Trims all the sails, belays the sheets,
And drinks his can of grog.

When mountains high the waves that swell
The vessel rudely bear,
Now sinking in a hollow dell,
Now quiv'ring in the air—
Bold Jack, &ec.

Whumu’gﬁut;oehl.ndqdekmdlron,
You ne’er hear him repine ;
Freezing near Greenland's icy shore,

Bold Jack, &c.

————

YO, YEA.

I saru’p in the good ship, the Kitty,
‘With a smart blowing gale and rough sea,

Left my Polly, the lads call so pretty,
Safe here at an anchor, Yo Yea!

She blubber'd salt tears when we parted,
And cried, ¢ Now be constant to me ;'
I told her not to be down-hearted,
So up went the anchor, Yo Yea!

A Mok bk d 'y, /
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And from that time, no worse nor no better,
I’ve thought on just nothing but she ;

Nor could grog nor flip make me forget her,—
She 's my best bower-anchor, Yo Yea!

‘When the-wind whistled larboard and starboard,
And the storm came on weather and lee,
The hope I with her should be harbour’d
‘Was my cable and anchor, Yo Yea!

And yet, my boys, would you believe me,
I return’d with no rhino from sea :

L Mistress Polly would never receive me,—

1 So again I heav’d anchor, Yo Yea!

IF 'TIS TO LOVE.

Ir "tis to love to wish you near,

To tremble when the wind I hear,
Because at sea you floating rove :

If to dream of you at night,

To languish when you're out of sight,
If this be leving—then I love.

If, when you’re gone, to count each hour,

1 feel a pleasure now we meet,—
1f this be loving—then I love.
To wish your fortune to partake,
Determin’d never to forsake,
Though low in poverty we strove :
If so that me your wife you'd call,
I'd offer you my little all,—
If this be loving—then I love.

THE HEART OF A TAR.

i
:
z
|
i
i
it

'Tis the kind honest heart of a tar.

Ne'er let such a trifle as this is,
Girls, be to my pleasure a bar :

You'll be rich, though "tis only in kisses,
With the kind honest heart of a tar.

Besides, T am none of your ninnies :
The next time 1 come from afar,
ﬁmnlﬁd’m
the kind honest heart of a tar.

_— -
s o

‘»

Your lords, with such fine baby-faces,
That strut in a garter and star, |-
Have they, under their tambour and laces, ~
The kind honest heart of a tar ? s

I’ve this here to say, now—and mind it :
If love that no hazard ean mar
You are seeking, you'll certainly find it
In the kind honest heart of a tar.

From the @O0 IWoman o3
[Written for Saddler’s Wells, 1777, #8 ed
in tie life of Frederick the Great, of
monarch had a favourite regiment o
tall men, and travelling in the
oung woman of almost
t:lrcennedtohlm,dntby

grenadi he should found
E:mmn:»mm.

neces, he saw a fine

. you

its contents, delegated Ler commission

old dame cfclfhty. who, as the bearer of
y

;‘:lment. '“n reader

COME HERE, YE RICH.

Cou:here.yarkh.——ml-',-pm,;- .
Come here, ye grave,—come here, ye gay ;—
Behddmbhu'd,wmhh, it
Who,whﬂathemm.uhmiq._

The gay-plum’d lady, with her state, e
Would she in courts a moment stay,
Could she but guess our happy fate,
Who, while the sun shines, make our hay?

Nature we love, and art we hate,
And, blithe and cheerful as the day,
We sing, and bless our humble fate,
And, while the sun shines, make o hay.
Hodge goes a courting to his mate, nv.)_ -y
Who ne’er coquets, nor says him nay,
But shares, content, an humble fate,
And, while the sun shines, they make 3

And own that bappy is our fate, -
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THE OLD WOMAN OF EIGHTY.

How kind and how good of his dear majesty,
In the midst of his matters so weighty
To think of so lowly a creature as I,—

A poor old woman of eighty.
Were your sparks to come round me, in love with
each charm, B

Says I, 1 have nothing to say t'ye :

I can get a young fellow to keep my back warm,
“Though a poor old woman of eighty.

John Strong is as comely a lad as you'll see,
And one that will never say Nay t’ye :

I cannot but think what a comfort he'll be
To me, an old woman of eighty.

Then feaf not, ye fair ones,tho’ long past your youth,
You'll have lovers in scores beg and pray t'ye ;—
Ouly think of my fortune, whohvebutonetooth,

A poor old woman of eighty.

TO EV'RY FAVOURITE VILLAGE SPORT.

To ev’ry fav'rite village sport
With joy thy steps I'll guide:
Thy wishes always will I court,
Nor e'er stir from thy side ;

But when the sprightly fife and drum,

qu.mt

‘When chiefs are heard to ery, ‘We come!’

And honour calls—To arms |
Thy pain and pleasure will I share,

For better and for worse ;
And if we have a prattling care,

I'll be its tender nurse ;

But when, &e.

THE SOLDIER'S LOVE.
I've health, and I have spirits too;
Of work I've had my share ;
And when you go, for love of you,
I will your knapsack bear.

Nor this resolve ¢’er will I rue,—
We both alike will fare ;

And still content, for love of you,
1 will your knapsack bear.

Though thunders growl, and lightnings biue
Tn dashes cleave the air,
ﬂm&“hhﬂdm

leymhqnahu

nmmﬂm
mi-hﬂﬂhﬁh:;
» 'tis for love of you,
mzwmw

FFrom the Kapor-irinder.
[A Musical Dialogue, written for Saddler’s Wells, 1777.]

—_—

TOM TURNWELL, THE GRINDER.

Tox TurNwELL is my name, my boys,—
I'll strike a stroke with any ;
The trade that all my time employs,
To get an honest penny,
As good and as just as most you'll find,
With rubbing-stone,
And strop and hone,
I whet the sharpest steel ;
And ery, the while I turn my wheel, —
Penknives, scissors,
Cleavers, razors,
Chopping-knives, to grind.

I’'m usefal throughout all the town :
The smooth and pamper’d glutton,
Whene'er to dinner he sits down,
Can never carve his mutton,
Unless his knife is to his mind.
With rubbing-stone, &e
The pretty dame who sweet can smile,
‘Who is for ever smirking,
And who the minutes can beguile
With love as well as working,
Would she her scissors sharpen’d fine—
With rubbing-stone, &e.

My friend, the barber, o’er the way,
‘Who daily lathers many,
And picks up pretty well each day,
By shaving for a penny ;
To me his razors are consign’d—
With rubbing-stone, &c.

———

COME ALL YOU MAIDS.

Cont,aﬂyonmddswhoﬂnwonld—mry
Learn, learn of me the way to— choose :

Rather by half till doomsday—tarry,
Than beauty on an old man—Ilose.

Ah! tell me how can wrinkles—charm you,
What joys can age excite, or—prove :

Let, then, your dang’rous state—alarm you,
And choose a young man, that can—love.

An old man always will be —~wheezing,
No feeling, hearing, taste, or—sight ;
A young man always will be—pleasing,
Sprightly ali day, and kind at—night.
Ah ! tell me how, &e.

—_——— —

‘AFrom Poor Pulean.

A Burletta at Covent-Garden, Feb 4, 1778,
P“t: !hdl-ofwMImO‘Bm’l

“Midas’ s a well-known and In myuqneu
resembling that %m songs were
chiefly parodies on w of the day. Dib.

din was in France when was produced, and
he complains that terrible were taken with
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his MS. One of his happy hits, he tells us, was to
make Adonis a bo ue shepherd. The character,
however, was altered ‘by the melancholy pen’ of a Mr.
Hull, who substituted new songs for the . Of
this opera, from which we have not only collected all
the but all those written for it by Dibdin, but
not sung, Dr. Kitchener wrote on the title-page of his
copy as follows: —* This opera is so extremely rare, that
in the course of twenty-one ‘Jn.u' collecting, I have
only seen two other copies.—W. Kircae~gr, 1816.]

Carcn—JOIN YOUR HANDS.

Jorx your right hands to your glasses, my boys,
And let the bowl go round :

Fill a bumper—higher !

Steady, steady,

Charge your glasses—poise |

Recover | make ready !

Present | fire!

VULCAN'S PETITION.
Tae humble prayer and petition
Of Vulcan, who, his sad conditién,
In hopes of satisfaction meeting,
To the god Jupiter sends greeting.
That your petitioner has a wife,
The plague and torment o his life :
That, prudent, kind, and constant, wishing her,
Humbly sets forth your said petitioner,
That, might they but reside on earth,
The many ills that hence have birth
Would then subside ; and Mars, Adonis,
And divers others of her cronies,
At distance, all his cares might end,
And she, his wife, take up and mend :
To this request don't say him nay,
And your petitioner shall ever pray.

———

Gres—THOSE MORTALS SAY RIGHT.

"Frose mortals say right, in their jovial abodes,
That a glass of good punch is the drink of the gods.
Take only a smack of
The nectar we crack of,
You'll find it is punch, and no more :
Th’ ingredients they mingle
Are contraries single,
sﬂﬁ.m_my'n‘&uwm.

]

Mm'-?&—ﬁnuh'.a‘.-—
At least, 1 shall no longer doubt ;
But tell me if to one or two,

Or more, I am oblig’d—Cuckoo !
What ! more than two ?
Alas ! 'tis true !
she answers me —Cuckoo !

, then, do I beat my pate,—
ickold am I dubb'd by fate,—
Behald, here are my antlers—boo !
Am I not right, my friend—Cuckoo ?
M,]ﬂlillbm.
My fears are true ;—
Hark ! she answers me—Cuckoo !

b
¥
-

VENUS NOW NO MORE BEHOLD ME.

VExus now no more behold me,
Coarse and i .
And Mistress

Yethaomhuhpddudu,
Ever due to Venus’ worth ;

Normmlimeasibleofbemty,
Thugoallnhuvm,m“u“

—

LOVE AND SMITHERY.

Waex I've been working in my shop,
Youmyaﬂnhmuanuﬁq

Some water on the doubtful fire,
‘When I've been, &e. Ny
Whlch,dmp'dltﬂm,m“hm'-. .
But quickly, by the bellows blown, ¥ v :
anhng'dfmnllmhdutyud, _
Then brighter heat and lustre shed, Aot of
And fann’d, and sparkled up the higher. -
Which, damp'd at first, &e.

Thus, trickling tears from you that part =
Have often damp’d my doubtful heart, <
And quench’d awhile my passion’s heat.
Thus, trickling tears, &.

But soon arous'd by kindling eyes, .
While sob and sigh, and sigh and sob,
Have made my bosom throb and throb,
And like sledge-hammers oh it beat,
Bdomm’d.!ns.. :»;

The iron, too, from the fire when ta'en, :.
P
So you, by persevering well, R

Have thump'd, and thump'd, and thump'd

o Laly n
And moulded just which way you please.
So you, by persevering, &e.

- —

—
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NATURE EVERY WHERE THE SAME.

Tnar nature’s ev'ry where the same,
Each passing day discovers ;
For that in me
Some charms they see,
Behold me, though a country dame,
Leading a crowd of lovers.

My sporting 'squire to keep at bay,
The course I'll double over;
Whilst he, intent
On a wrong scent,
Shall always find me stole away
‘When he eries, * Hark to cover.’

With new-coin’d oaths my grenadier
May think to storm and bluster,
And swear, by Mars,
My eyes are stars
That light to love :—he'll soon find here
Such stuff will ne’er pass muster.

Thus will I serve those I distrust ;
First laugh at, then refuse ’em :
But, ah ! not so
My Joe:
He like Adonis look’d, when first
1 press’d him to my bosom.

THE MOMENT AURORA PEEP'D.

Tue moment Aurora peep’d into my room,

I put on my clothes, and I call’d to my groom :

And, my head heavy still from the fames of last night,

Took a bumper of brandy to set all things right :

And nowwe were saddled, Fleet, Dapple, and Grey,

Who seem’d longing to hear the glad sound, Hark
away !

Will Whistle by this had uncoupled his hounds,
Whose ecstacy nothing could keep within bounds :
First forward came Jowler, then Scentwell, then

Snare,—
Three better staunch harriers ne'er started a hare ;
Then Sweetlips, then Driver, then Staunch, and
then Tray,—
All ready to open at—Hark | hark away.

"Twas now by the clock about five in the morn,
And we all gallop’d off to the sound of the horn :
Jack Gater, Bill Babbler, and Dick at the Gun,
And by this time the merry Tom Fairplay made one,
Who, while we were jogging on, blithesome and gay,
Sungasong, and the chorus was—Hark! hark away.

And now Jemmy Lurcher had ev'ry bush beat,
Aund no signs of madam, or trace of her feet ;
Nay, we just had begun our hard fortune to curse,
When all of a sudden out starts Mistress Puss : —
&l.hlm,m*h obey,
echo was heard to | hark away. -

The chase was a fine one ; she took o’er the plain,
Which she doubled, and doubled, and doubled again ;
Till at last she to cover return’d out of breath,
Where I and Will Whistle were in at the death ;: —
Then in triumph for you I the hare did display,
And cried to the horns, ‘My boys, hark! hark away.’

COME ALL YE GEM'MEN VOLUNTEERS.
Come, all ye gem'men volunteers,
Of glory who would share,
And, leaving with your wives your fears,
To the drum-head repair ;
Or to the noble Sergeant Pike,
Come, come, without delay ;
You'll enter into present pay,—
My lads the bargain strike.
A golden guinea and a crown,
Besides the Lord knows what renown,
His Majesty the donor :
And if you die,
Why then you lie
Stretch’d on a bed of honour.

Does any 'prentice work too hard ?
Fine clothes would any wear ?
Would any one his wife discard ?—

To the drum-head repair.
Or to the, &e.

Is your estate put out to nurse ?
Are you a cast-off heir ?
Have you no money in your purse ?—
To the drum-head repair.
Or to the, &e,

-

ADONIS TURN'D SHEPHERD.
A swerHERD become, with my pipe and my crook,
What pleasure to loiter beside the clear brook!
While carelessly lying,
Fond birds round me flying,
The sun's glowing fervour allay’d by the breeze; —
Oh | who would forego such enjoyments as these !

Ye roses and woodbines, so sweetly that bloom,
Preserve all your charms till my fairest shall come :
With beauty inviting,
With fragrance delighting,
Your brightest perfections to greet her display,—
Oh ! say 'tis for her you look lovely and gay ! ir

YOUNG HEBE SLEPT.

Youxae Hebe slept on verdant bed,

An arm thrown here, an arm thrown there ; “
Leaves were the pillow for her head,—

And thus how free one rests from care !
Colin, watching when she’d wake,

His tired scarce could keep,

Bat close did creep, but close did ereep,
Then touch’d her hand, and then drew back,

Then close did creep, then close did creep, -

And cried —She will for ever sleep |

—_— =

—
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Suppose we on the sleeper throw

The flowers here, the flowers there ;
Alas! I have no more to strow,

And yet how free she rests from care |
Sure, should I give a tender kiss,

Thus sound she could no longer sleep : —
Let’s gently creep, let's gently creep,—
One, two, three |—What, not wake at this !
No need to creep, no need to creep,

Alas ! she will for ever sleep !

But Love, who to the shepherd’s aid
Came flutt'ring here, came flutt’ring there,
Cried—Lance an arrow to the maid,
And see if then she’ll rest from care.
Here, Colin, take my sharpest dart,
Your arm in this position keep ;
Now near her creep, now near her creep.
Well done ! you've shot her through the heart |
No need to creep, no need to creep,—
You've wak'd her, Colin, from her sleep !

Young Hebe, startled with the fright,
An arm threw here, an arm threw there ;
And cried to Colin—Quit my sight,
And let me rest again from care.
In truth, cried he, I've seen the morn
Less beautiful rise from the deep :
Ah ! let me creep, ah ! let me creep,
While you, sweet Hebe, put off scorn ;
Near let me creep, near let me creep,
And watch you while again you sleep.

By this time, Hebe, quite awake,
Ran wildly here, ran wildly there ;
And cried—This mixture what can make,
Of pain and pleasure, joy and care.
'Tis love, tis love, the shepherd cried,
And swore he'd true for ever keep;
Then close did creep, then close did creep,
And begg'd and pray’d ;—she only sigh’d,
And let him creep, and let him creep,
Till both together fell asleep |

A BUNDLE OF TOASTS.
(Each verse sung by a different character.]

Ler ev'ry man now give his toast !

Fill up the glass, I'll tell you mine :
Wine is the mistress I love most :

This is my toast—now give me thine.

Well said, my lad, ne’er let it stand,—
1 give my Chloe, nymph divine ;

May love and wine go hand in hand :
This is my toast—now give me thine.

Fill up your glasses to the brink !
Hebe let no one dare decline ;

"Twas Hebe taught me first to drink :
This is my toast—now give me thine.

Gem’men, I give my wife, d’ye see ;
May all to make her bless’d combine,
So she be far enough from me :
This is my toast—now give me thine.

Let constant lovers at the feet

Of pale-fac’d wenches sigh and pine ;
For me, the first kind girl I meet

Shall be my toast—now give me thine.

You toast your wife, and you your lass,

My boys, and welcome ; here's the wine ;
For my part, he who fills my glass

Shall be my toast—now give me thine.

Spirit, my lads, and toast away !
I have still one with your's to join—
That we may have enough to pay :
This is my toast—now give me thine.

THE BARMAID'S CATECHISM.

To shineinthcbn,aﬂhwnmthl’u:

To be told I am handsome by every guest ;

To be civil to all, and yet listen to none ;

And, when making a bill out, to score two for one ;

And if told of the error, though ever so small,

Break off with —Dear me, did not somebody call?

Lord bless me, where are all my people humdrum-

ming |

I must e’en go myself —coming, sir, coming }

When-eonpnnyeomuln,mm'nbh.,

Be sure, after dinner, to set the best wine ; '.

Butwhenthsy.nneeinfor't,heghbhm,

Instead of champagne, send up cider or perry.
And if told of the error, &e.

Say you'll get a good supper,when trav'llers arrive,
Though your fish is not catch’d, and your fowls
are alive, ,
And you've naught in the larder but mutton that 's

warm,
For their appetite’s good, and 'twill do them no
harm. g

And if told of the error, &e.

In short, with a pattern like you for a guide,
I shall score well, and cater, and store,and provide,
Taking care still to put something by on the shelf,
Give my master one half, and take *tother myself.

And if told of the error, &e.

—_— s |

WHAT ARE PLUTUS' GILDED TOYS?

Wuar are Plutus’ gilded toys ? o breh
What, compar’d to lovers’ joys?
Toys that worldly mortals prize,
Souls of finer sense despise ;— 4
Free together let us rove, PR
Heart for heart, and love for love. \

— |
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Free from tumult, frowns, and strife, Let Apollo sonatas humstrum on his harp,
Free from all that burdens life, To please list'ning gods, who can’t tell flat from
Blithely let us seek the plains sharp ;
‘Where cternal pleasure reigns ; Let him follow his Daphne, and welcome for me,
Free together let us rove, And, instead of a bedfellow, clasp a cold tree ;
Heart for heart, and love for love. My Daphne, thank Heav'n, I can quickly persuade,

And I’'m wisely resolv’d to take up with my maid.

OH! THAT A GEMMAN. Let Mars and let Bacchus, two birds of a feather,

Of wine talk and war, till they 're both drunk to-

FL Own ! that a gemman should thus be tied gether,
Unto a vixenish wanton wife ! The terror of all who live peaceable lives,
I would to heav'n that she had died, Beating watchmen, and picking up other men’'s
And never seen this life : wives ;
Flirting, flirting, flirting ; I've nowife, and care notif such projects be play’d,—
Sporting, sporting, sporting ; Who would not, like me, then, take up with his
All, by turns,
With Sped or with Pike, Henceforth, then, my wife may parade through
Coquetting alike ; the skies,
While this poor little head Like nymphs in the Strand to pick up some new
Dreams nightly in bed, prize ;
Of something here that burns and burns, Of Mars and Adonis and Jove at the call,
And feels like sprouting horns. For now, thank my stars, I have done with them all;

Of your tricks and your fancies no longer afraid,
Good night, all ye gods ! "l to bed with my maid.

MADAM, YOU KNOW MY TRADE.
Mapaw, you know my trade is war ;

—_——

And what should I deny it for ? FINALE.
Whene’er the trumpet sounds from far,

1 long to hack and hew. Jupiter, Oxce on a time, when men complain’d
Yet, madam, credit what I say ; They were with ills too tightly stain’d,
Were I this moment call’d away, I publish’d in a certain town
And all the troops drawn in array, That each might lay his burden down,

I'd rather stay with you. And take up that, more to his mind,
Did drums and sprightly trumpets sound, Some other mortals left behind ;

Did death and carnage stalk around, "m”‘m,(w'“mm'dm)

Had we no hope in view ; Then be content, ye mortal race,
Were they the last words that I spoke, You must of good and ik kave shars,
I'd say,—and dam’me if T joke,— And nature ’s nature ev'ry where.

'd rather stay with you. Mars. 1 heard you once the tale unfold,—
Did the foe charge us front and rear, A son took up his dad’s estate ;

Did e’en the bravest face appear : But when the youngster had found out
Impress’d with signs of mortal fear ; The packet held old age, the gout,

Though never vet'ran knew The rheumatism, and the stone,

So terrible and hot a fight ; He quickly begg'd to have his own ;
Though all my laurels it should blight ; And swore he'd never ask for wealth,
Though I should lose so fine a sight ; — So he might have again his health.

1'd rather stay with you. Then be content, &c.

; gk - Venus. A lady, too, who at a rout

(Dire chance) had dropp’d her false teeth out,

THUNDERING JOVE.
e O’erwhelm’d with shame, soon chang’d her lot

Ler thundering Jove lead a boisterous life, With the poor inmate of a cot ;
Out-thunder’d, each hour, by the voice of his wife ; But when she found, on a strange bed
‘ Like a harlequin let him, disguis'd, play the fool, She must repose, and eat brown bread,
.|| - A swan, or a whirlwind, a erow, or a bull ; Wear a plain coif and russet gown,
Of such shifts in no need, of no wife’s tongue afraid, She wanted false teeth and the town.
Hereafter, I mean to take up with my maid. Then be content, &e. :

R
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[The three following are some of the songs which
were written for ‘ Poor Vulcan,” but expunged by the
manager. The first was a parody on * Dear Chloe,
come give me sweet kisses,” and is supposed to be sung
by Adonis. Maudlin is ‘Venus,” and Old Cramp of course
¢« Poor Vulean.! The second s the first verse of a pa-
rody on another popular song of the day,—* When
fore'd from dear Hebe to go.! The remainder of the
MS. was lost. The last is the mock heroic dialogue
between Venus and Adonis.]

DEAR MAUDLIN.

Dear Maudlin, come give me bright guineas,
For brighter none sure ever gave ;

Nor think that I’'m one of those ninnies,
That can tell you how many I'd have.

I'm not to be stinted in pleasure,
So to me if you mean to be kind,

You must ransack old Crump’s rusty treasure,
And give me whatever you find.

With a large heavy purse so I fold thee,
1 then, my dear Maudlin, am thine ;
In satins and silks I'll behold thee,
No duchess ¢’er dress’d half so fine.
But our pocket at present but thin is,
And soon what we have will be spent ;—
Then, prithee, give many more guineas,
Or you'll find I shall ne'er be content.

Count the rouleaus at Almack’s they 're staking,
Count the bets laid in Newmarket fields,
Count the cash at the bank they are taking,
Count the gold that rich Lombard Street yields,
Give a peep at the India-House coffer,
Go number the treasury’s store ;
And when so many guineas you offer,
I still shall be asking for more.

WHEN FORC’'D FROM DEAR MAUDLIN.
PARODY ON ‘ WHEN FORC'D FROM DEAR HEBE T0 Go.'

Waex fore'd from dear Maudlin to go,

Of a large bumping glass she drank part,
And I thought, but it might not be so,

That the poor creature took it to heart.
We guzzled till tipsy we grew,

For my path I could scarcely discern ;
And, for her, "stead of saying, Adieu,

She hiccup’d out,—* Prithee, return.’

Duer—SERGEANT BELSWAGGER.

JOE.
Waen Sergeant Belswagger, that masculine brute,
One day had been drinking to swear a recruit,
He kiss’d you—I saw him, or else may I die,
And you, cruel Maudlin, ne’er once eried O fie !
Again, when the "squire had come home from the

chase,
Youreeeiv'd him, O gods! with asmileon yourface :

' Henceforth, then, my sheep harum-scarum may run,

For Maudlin is faithless, and I am undone.

MAUDLIN.
Ah, Joe ! you're a good one : one day in my place—
My husband at home—I was fore'd to send Grace ;
I know for a truth, which you cannot gainsay,
You touzied her well on a cock of new hay.
Nay, swore you'd be her's—and, what is worse yet,
That you only lov'd me just for what you could get ;
As for charms, then, I ne’er will believe I have one,
For Joey is faithless, and I am undone.

JOE.
Will you know, then, the truth on’t ? I touz’d her, I
own,

Though I rather by half would have let it alone ;
But I did it to see if you jealous would prove,
For that, people say, is a sure sign of love.

MAUDLIN.
And for me, if the *squire said soft things in my ear,
I suffer'd it, thinking he’d call for strong beer ;
And as to the sergeant, 'tis always a rule,
One had better be kiss'd than be teas’d by a fool.

—

FFrom the Cipsies.

[Written in France, and performed Haymar-
ket in 1778, The music was enmpoullubyt‘;r.m
Dibdin often supplied music for the libretto of other
writers ; but this is, we believe, the only iustance of his
own words being set by another composer,

A SERVANT’S DISASTERS.,
Twoucu up to the ears in sore disasters,
Poor servants must obey their masters ;
Still born to move at their command,
Must neither lie, nor sit, nor stand,

Nor speak, nor think, but as they’re told,
But headlong go,
Through hail and rain,
And frost and snow,
Nor once complain,
Though trembling, quaking,
Shiv'ring, shaking,
They catch their death with cold.

'Tis now eight days since here we come :
I thought to have been quite at home ;
But for a whim,
To pleasure him,
Slap dash am I sent back to Rome :
But pleasure is his only g
While I am bruis’d, back, and side.

LOVE'S A CHEAT.

. Love's a cheat ; we overrate it;
A flatt’ring, false, deceitful joy :
A very nothing can create it, " wad
A very nothing ean destroy. il
The lightning’s flash, which wond'ring %
Obscur'd and darker than before ; h!._'"ﬁ.
The glow-worm’s tinsel, which deceives us,
A painted light, and nothing more.,

2 |
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WHY AM NOT I THAT FRAGRANT
FLOWER?

Way am not I that fragrant flow'r,
Near to her heart Spinetta plac'd ;
‘Which, proudly living a sweet hour,
Died on that bosom it had grac’d ?
‘Why am not I that gentle gale
That plays around her coral lips,
Her breath like violets to exhale,
‘Which there eternal nectar sips ?

Why am not I that erystal wave,
At sultry noon with pride that heav'd;
To which her heav’nly form she gave,
Which thought 'twas Venus it receiv’d ?
Gods | had I been that limpid stream | —
But whither do my senses rove ?
Sunk in a dear delicious dream,
All things seem possible to love.

YES, YES, THANK HEAVEN.

Yes, yes, thank Heav'n, P've broke my chain;

And, while my liberty T gain,
While I my heart redeem,

Indifference succeeds at last,

And my egregious follies past
Appear an idle dream.

Thus, from a false injurious snare,

The linnet, timid, unaware,
Hardly escapes with pain ;

The feathers he has left behind

Are lessons to him to remind

Not to be caught again.

The warrior bravely counts each scar,
Describes the peril of the war,

Well-pleas’d his danger’s o'er;
The slave at last, exempt from pain,
‘With smiles beholds that very chain
"~ Which held him to the oar.

‘PRAISE 1S A MIRROR.

Praise is a mirror that flatters the mind,

That tells us of goodness,and virtues,and graces ;
As that on our toilet instructs us to find

Thedimples and smileswhich appear on ourfaces;
To which our attention we cannot refrain,

“Though we draw off confus'd, yet but see its at-
In spite of ourselves back again,

we return
Regard, are abus'd, and yet feel satisfaction.

lhwl'-m-llqh-yhmt,
You believe that sincere which is naught but
profusion ;
ﬂmmhmm

mnmu.m "Il find but
delusion. I

A

Your praises are flatt’ry, I know it as plain
Asif you had said, * I am false and deceive you :’
But truth, reason, ev'ry thing, argues in vain ;
For suchis my weakness, I blush and believe you.

GO, PROUD LOVER.

Go, proud lover, go !
Take your heart back again :
For me 'tis too low,
Too unworthy a chain.
Be haughty, imperious, this gipsy despise :
You rise but to fall, while I fall to rise.
True love, never erring,
Has no selfish fears ;
But the more 'tis conferring,
The nobler appears : ?
It has no sordid views, no vile ends for its guide,—
'Tis ungovern'd by int’rest, uninfluenc’d by pride.

OUR SOCIETY."

Orners with splendour and parade
Their new-chosen members usher in ;
Flags, banners, noise, cars, cavalcade,
Spears, halberts, tumult, dirt, and din.
Members of our society
Are chosen on a diff’rent plan:
We bid them welcome with a glee,
And swear them o'er the flowing can ;

Freemasons with mysterious rites
Their new-elected members hail ;
And talk by signs, and brood whole nights
O'er compass, trowel, mop, and pail.
Members of, &c
Members of Parliament, in air
On brawny shoulders lifted high,
Sit lolling in a great arm-chair,
While roaring thousands rend the sky.
Members of, &c.

To choose Lord Mayor, upon the Thames
Squadrons of barges scare the swans,
While turf-gallants, and country dames,
Are sopp'd and sous’d with city dons.
Members of, &c.
Courtiers and lords, preferr’d, kiss hands;
Sheriffs and aldermen carouse ;
Doctors harangue, to gain their bands ;
Judges and counsellors make bows.
Members of, &c.

I
HOW TO TELL FORTUNES.

WrEN we promise an heir or a miser,—
This, gold—that, his father's free land, 1[
‘We pause, and look grave, to seem wiser,

And his fortune we read in his hand.

- —

—_— - —
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If Miss at fifteen would discover
When she'll like her mother be wise,

To promise a handsome young lover,
Her fortune we read in her eyes.

But if husbands, with jealousy quaking,
Would know if they are—you know how

We consider—our heads gravely shaking —
And their fortunes we read on the brow.

CONTENTMENT.

CoxTexTMENT lost, each other treasure
To ease the mind essays in vain ;

Riches and pomp take place of pleasure,
And mis'ry leads the splendid train.

Fortune possessing, not enjoying,
Feasting the senses, not the mind,
In vague pursuits our time employing,
We grasp at all and nothing find.

THE GIPSY’S INVITATION.

Come here, ye fair ; come here, each lover ;
That lot Dame Fortune would conceal,
But cross my hand, and I'll discover—
I'm mistress of her and her wheel.

To trembling age we boldly promise,
In spite of nature, years of health ;
Widows receive new husbands from us,
And young men all their fathers’ wealth.

We give the fair, Love’s influence under,
Young lovers, constant all their lives ;

Nay, we ¢’en dare—a greater wonder—
To promise husbands faithful wives,

GIPSIES.

SiIr, we are gipsies, as you see—
A sect the world despises ;

We have a priest who never swears,
But who is always ready,
With fortune, or adviee, or pray’rs,
To help the poor and needy.
Then hey, &c.

A magistrate, upright and wise,
To whom no bribe is given,
And who between two charming eyes
Can hold the balance even.
Then hey, &e.

A country squire, who hates the smell
Of stingo or October ;
A modern poet, who can spell,
And a musician sober.
Then hey, &e.

Then do not our distress despise —
Reproaches would be cruel ;
Virtue is often in disguise—
The mine conceals the jewel.
Then hey, &e.

ZOUNDS! WAS THERE EVER.

Zouxps! was there ever such a
As T am, to be gull'd so long ?
Here ! murder | fire | help, help, help !
I’ll listen to no siren’s song.
Master | mistress ! madam ! sir!
Ah! you may wink and make a stir:
Louder and louder will I bawl,
Murder ! help ! I'll raise the house ;
We have offended 'gainst the laws,
Justice will get us in her claws,
And will not fail to crush us all,
Just as a cat would crush a mouse.
Why have I thus been gull’d so long ?
Zounds | was there ever such a whelp ?
I'll listen to no siren’s song :
Thieves | murder ! fire! help, help, help !

FINALE.

Isabella. Our vessel has its port in view,

If here no hov'ring tempest lours ;

We’ve others’ fortune told—but you
Must be the arbiters of our's.

Do not our wishes

But let them have their freest scope ;—
Our piece has the effects of love

For subject and for moral—hope,

Lelio. Hope scorns misfortunes the most rude ;
With hope the veriest wretch is bless'd ;
And poets write that ev'ry good
Is better hop’d for than possess’d.
Hope cheers the most dejected hearts,—
Can ¢’en despair itself control ;
'Tis on that course the lover starts
Of his desires to reach the goal,

Spinetta. Of sand, a poor neglected grain,
Bewailing, did its fortune curse,—
‘I am the vilest atom lain
Upon the face o’ th' universe.’

—_——




" ol OPERAS AND DRAMATIC PIECES. 41

i

FFrom Rose and Tolin.

[A comic opera, in one act, the first attempt of the
author to introduce on the English stage a taste for the
Prench acted at Covent Garden, Sep-
tember, 18, 1778.]

POOR COLIN.

Poor Coriw ! ah, me! how I fear
Lest he should rashly venture here.
I'm quaking like a timid mouse,—
My father runs through all the house,
O’erturning ev'ry chair and table—
The barn, the outhouse, and the stable—
Across the farm-yard—in the streets,
Threat’ning ev'ry thing he meets.

Poor Colin, &e.

What the deuce can be come to him ?
If with tears I would subdue him,
With anger he directly burns,
And raves, and scolds, and swears, by turns ;
Crying, since Eve, better nor worse, ‘
‘Women were born to be a curse.

Poor Colin, &e.

A MAIDEN IN LOVE.

Wirn neither dog, nor serip, nor staff,

I rather, by half, :
A flock of sheep would guard,

Than a puling wench, sighing, up and abed,

With love in her head ;
Nor would the task be half so hard.

All counsel ’s thrown away and lost,
Advice is out of season ;

Nor the devil a bit, no more than a post,
Can you get her to hear reason.

For scarce was she gone,
But I prov'd 1 had mother and father in one :
And tho’ at this minute he makes my heart ache,
There's not such another, search all the world round.

I'd reach’d my teens fairly,
As blithe as a bee,
His care, late and early,
Being all to please me :
No one thing above ground—
Was too good for his Rose ;
At wake, or at fair,
I'was dress’d out so gaily, Lord | people would
stare ;
" And I say it again, though he's peevish, God
knows,
There’s not such another, search all the world round.

But Love, who, they tell us,
Does many strange things
Makes all the world jealous,
And mad—even kings,
They say, he can wound ;
This Love is the sore : —
Since Colin came here,
This father, so kind, is a father severe :
Yet still will I say, though he scolds more and
more,
There's not such another,search all the world round.

—_—

HERE'S ALL HER GEAR.

H:u'lallhngear,herwheel,herwwk;
These little bobbins to and fro
How oft I've seen her fingers jerk,—
Her pretty fingers, white as snow !
Each object is to me so dear,
My heart at sight on’t throbbing goes ; —
'Twas here she sat her down, and here
She told me she was Colin’s Rose.

This posey for her, when she ’s dress’d,
I've brought—alas | how happy I,
Could T be like these flow’rs caress’d,
And, like them, on her bosom die.
The violet and pink I took,
And ev'ry pretty flow’r that blows ;
The rose, too—but how mean ’twill look
‘When by the side of my sweet Rose !

THERE WAS A JOLLY SHEPHERD LAD.
Taere was a jolly shepherd lad,

One day, of his absence too secure,
Her father thunder’d at the door ;
‘When, fearing of his frown,
Says she, ‘ Dear love, the chimney climb :*
‘Ican’t,’ cries he,  there is not time;
Besides, I should tumble down.’

-
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What conld they do, ta'en unawares ?
They thought, and thought again ;
In closets underneath the stairs
To hide himself "twere all in vain,—
He'd soon be found, "twere plain :
¢ Get up the chimney, love, you must,’
Cried she, ¢ or else the door he’ll burst,—
1 would not for a crown—’
Young Colin, seeing but this shift,
E'en mounted up—Peg lent a lift,
And cried, ‘ Dont tumble down.’

With throbbing heart now to the door
Poor Peggy runs in haste,
Thinking to trick her father sure :
But haste (the proverb says) makes waste,
‘Which proverb’s here well plac'd.
Her father scolded her his best,
Call’d names, and said, among the rest,
¢ Pray have you seen that clown ?’
She scarce had time to answer ‘ No,’
‘When, black all over as a crow,
Poor Colin tumbled down.

EXCUSE ME, PRAY YE DO.

Excuse me, pray ye do, good neighbour ;
But Rose, you know, and 1

Have oft partook one sport or labour,
While you have pleas’d stood by.

And since from little children playing,

| You've kindly call’d me son,

1 thought to Rose I might be saying,
¢ Good day,” and no harm done.

When you and father gravely counted,
One morning in the barn,

To how much in a day it mounted
That both of us could earn ;

Since then you down the law were laying
And calling me your son,

1 thought to Rose I might be saying,
¢ Good day,’ and no harm done.

—————

' LOVE WILL FIND OUT THE WAY.

Never talk of the care of a father,
Vain

Pain,

Aﬂuguntplul
Your children make much happy rather.
Nor even the old crabbed Mentor

Attempt to be playing,

But think of the saying, —
Love in at the window will enter,

1f you shut it out at the door.

Never, maids, should the fit of love seize you,
Whine,
But take, for a cure,
A kind constant youth that can please you.

m S —

PrACIRENE RN S e Y ,._‘a-

In that will your happiness centre, —
Not Cupid still shunning,
Fw,lpiuatymmnig.

He in at your window will enter,

If you shut him out at the door.

mcum;l:ymmum:'

Fall

Plump into his lure,
And he makes just whatever he pleases
Of those in his trammels who venture :

From a clown up to Pliny,

And he was no ninny,
Who said at the window he’ll enter,

If you shut him out at the door.

T N———

FFrom TPibes Webenged.

[Anather of the triies of the vaudeville kind. It 1

was m 0 “.“ ‘“d

Colin,’ contrary toDlI:lln’o -~ i
m.)

ieces as interludes. The refrain of
:Mtlme.g:u-mmnmeywm
CURTIS WAS OLD HODGE'S WIFE.
Curtis was old Hodge's wife,—
For virtue none was ever such ;
She led so pure, so chaste a life,
Hodge said 'twas virtue over much ;

For, says sly old Hodge, says he, r
‘Gmttdkmdothehlt.d‘pl.ﬁ!-

Curtis said, if men were rude,
She’d scratch their eyes out, tear their hair;
Gﬁedﬁodgn,'lhaﬂmm‘rtm“I.

However, let us nothing swear.” ,
Fﬁ.m&&

One night she dream’d a drunken fool
Be rude with her in spite would fain ;
She makes no more, but with
Falls on her husband, might and main.
For, says, &e.

By that time she had broke his nose,
Hodge made a shift to wake his wife:
‘ Dear Hodge,' says she, Mhhm A
I prize my vartue as my life.’

For, says, &e.

I dream’d & rude man on me fell;
Bm,ltlszc ving |

¢ Dear wife,’ cried w"tim'-ﬂ. T
But next time don’t hit quite so hard.”
hr-pv“ ¥

Atmaaynoapmaanﬂn R
Near to a field of new-mown hay, A A
Mm.ﬂm'dhmnﬂ,.h.
Curtis and Numps in am'rous play:

IZ.:T"'.L?;‘.'.';." "“%....."?’W'F"
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AN ALDERMAN'S LOVE-MAKING.

Tuar form, and all those charms, odd fish |
Are, I protest, a dainty dish ;
And of your eyes, the very sight
Really creates an appetite, —

Grace, prithee, let me say.
I'm at a feast—and, ma’am, would you
Digest a perfect man of gogt,
Who’d drink you as a toast each sup,
Andwho,fntlove,eonldentmup,

Take Alderman Tokay.

—_———
-

A DRAPER’S LOVE-MAKING.

lumymﬂdnl;toﬁnd,pahpc,

Onedthoulinuy-wooheychupu

Who of despair and daggers puff,

Andlllnchm-mtthrudhanm;—
No, no, ma’am—not in me,—

I'm of another cloth cut out,

GrLee—YOUNG PARIS.

Youxe Panris was bless’d just as I am this hour,
When proud Juno offer’'d him riches and pow'r,
When stately Minerva of war talk'd, and arms,
When Venus beam’d on him & smile full of charms

Venus' charms gain'd the prize—what an idiot
was he !

The apple of gold I'd have parted in three ;

Mmﬁqnmbytﬂn_v&ym,

Given Juno, and Pallas, and Venus, a slice.

GLEE.

Ovuz wives at home, your husbands gone,
To them leave care and thinking,
While gaily we the hours pass on
" In laughing and in drinking.
The real joys of love are shar’d
By those who are discreetest ;—
And here’s his health who first declar’d

THE DEDICATION TO LOVE.

Lovg, to thee myself I give,
In thee I breathe, by thee I move ;

My fleeting hours, while yet I live,
To thee shall be devoted, Love |

Thou art the charm of ev'ry mind, —
h!-l.hdtﬁvml:umm;

In earliest youth how time did glide,—
Chloe might well have tempted Jove ;
And I—what bliss | was Chloe’s pride : —
Then how I sung thy praises, Love !
A smile, a nothing from my fair,
I priz’d all blessings far above ;
I knew not e’en the name of care,
Nor aught but thy sweet transports, Love.

{Omitted in Representation.]
When, ardour damp’d, youth shall be past,
From fair to fair still will I rove ;
And, from this moment to my last,
Untir'd, I'll sing thy praises, Love !
Each friend in this some folly sees,—
Will, then, such transports thee behove,
Will, when thou canst no longer please ?—
What ! is it nothing, then, to love ?

THE NEW RECRUITING-PARTY.

Come here, all wives,

Who lead your lives

With dreary jarring,

Bawling,
Squalling,
Swearing,
Tearing,
Who in the dumps are left to pine
In spite of all your charms,—

At the sight of my drum,

Come hither—come ; =
While honour’s rub-a-dub you're hearing,
To my standard quick repairing,

To fight alike your cause and mine,
Behold me under arms.

Rouse, rouse | and brave them to the field,
Your tongue the weapon that ye wield :
Laurels shall erown your brow |
But if they hold out 'gainst this force,
Talk, as a dernier resource,
Of vengeance—you know how.

TO CRUELTY A STRANGER

To cruelty a stranger,
How shall I 'scape this danger ?
You woo with too much art |
While, tender and obliging,
Thus slyly you're besieging
A poor defenceless heart.
The reason you may guess
Why thus it flutters so; -
'Tis Love says—Yes, yes, yes!
And Virtue—No, no, no!
MASTER JENKINS.
Masren Jewkins smok’d his pipe,
And swore he'd ne’er be married ;
But gainst each husband threw some wipe,
Or dry jest drolly carried.
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Master Jenkins swore a wife
Was not so great an evil,
And any but a husband’s life
‘Was now the very devil.

Master Jenkins smok’d his pipe,
And had been some months married ;
Severely now he felt each wipe,
For horns the poor man carried :
Master Jenkins curs'd his wife,
And swore of such an evil
To get well quit he’d part with life,
Or send her to the devil.

—_—

CATCH.

Wxzex hushands from their duty stray,
Their wives should be reveng’d some way :
connge,thcn.dmu,normpeathome;—
What ! sit and ery, and let them roam ?
Yourhonow'lwmdod—mn,ddmdit,
And cuckold them—or else pretend it.

ety

s O AR A RIS

[Another of the same set, and haps the archest
and most French of the three. e duet between the
PBailiff and Annette is a treasure to a clever actress of
the Kelly school.]

- —

YOUNG, AND VOID OF ART.

Youxa, and void of art or guile,
From ill intention free,

1f love I've cherish’d all this while,
It came in spite of me.

Whenyon'vetomo,ndl‘vetnyou,
Tried who could kindest prove,

If that was love—What then to do
To fly from this same love ?

When absent from you, I have mourn’d,
And thought each hour a score ;
When on a sudden you return’d, -
T’ve thrill'd with joy all o’er :
They say 'twas love—I thought 'twas you
Had made my heart thus move ;—
Alas | what can a poor girl do,
To fly from this same love ?

To ev’ry thing that you can ask,
What should I say but Yes ?
It is because I like the task,
1 freely grant each kiss.

44 THE SONGS OF CHARLES DIBDIN.
Master Jenkins thought a wife You're all to me—I"m all to you—
The greatest mortal evil, This truth our deaths would prove,
And swore to lead a husband’s life Were we to part: What then to do
Must be the very devil. To fly from this same love ?
Master Jenkins smok’d his pipe,
At home content, and married, Duxr—THEY TELL ME YOU LISTEN.
of each sneer or wipe,
Or dry jest drolly carried ; BAILIFF.

Tuey tell me you listen to all that he says;
That each hour of the day you are full of his praise ;
That you always together your flocks lead to graze :
Is this true, damsel ?
ANNETTE:
Yes, Mister Baily.

BAILIFF.
They tell me, also, you are so void of grace
As to brag that dear form, and that sweet pretty
face,
That young dog shall be welcome to kiss and em-
brace :—
Is this true, damsel ?
ANNETTE,
Yes, Mister Baily.
BAILIFF,
The neighbours all say, though I credit them not,
They have heard you declare, that, content with
your lot,
Any king you'd refuse for that lout and a cot :—
Is this true, damsel ?

ANNETTE.
Yes, Mister Baily.
BAILIFF,
But one thing, I vow, frights me out of my life :
'Tis allow’d on all hands—thatis, barring the strife,

m&mmmwmmmﬂ :
€ I—
Is this true, damsel ?

ANNETTE.
Yes, Mister Baily.

Duxr—'TIS TRUE THAT OFT.

LUBIN,
'Tis true that oft in the same mead
We both have led our flocks to feed,
Where by each other’s side we’ve sat :

ANNETTE.
Alas| there was no harm in that.

LUBIN.
'Tis true for thee this cot I rose,
Where thou tak’st pleasure to repose ;
For which I found the greenest plat :

ANNETTE.
Alas | there was no harm in that,
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LUBIN.
'Tis true, when tir'd thou fain wouldst rest
And thy dear lips to mine I've press’d,
Thy breath so sweet I've wonder’d at :
ANNETTE.
Alas | there was no harm in that.

LUBIN.
Ah ! but ’tis true, when thou hast slept,
Closer and closer have I crept ;
And while my heart went pit-a-pat—
ANNETTE.
Alas | there was no harm in that.

A PLAGUE TAKE ALL GRUMBLING ELVES,

A rracuk take all such grumbling elves,
If they will rail, so be it :

Because we're happier than themselves,
They can’t endure to see it.

For me, 1 never shall repine,
Let whate'er fate o’ertake us;

For love and Annette shall be mine,
Though all the world forsake us. .

Then, dear Annette, regard them not ;
The hours shall pass on gaily,

In spite of ev’ry snare and plot
Of that old doting Baily.

No ! never, Annette, thou’lt repine,
Let whate’er fate o’ertake us :

For love and Lubin shall be thine,
Though all the world forsake us.

MY LORD, AND PLEASE YOU.

My Lord, and please you, he and I,
Morn, noon, and night, in ev’ry weather,
From little children, not this high,
In the same cottage liv'd together.
Our parents left me to his care,
Saying, * Let no one put upon her :’
¢ No, that I won’t,’ says he, ‘I swear ;'
And he ne’er lies, an't like your Honour,

As 1 was saying, we grew up,

For all the world sister and brother,—
One never had nor bit nor sup,

Uhless it was partook by t’other.
And I am sure, instead of me,

“Were it a duchess, he had won her;
He is so good ; and I've, d'ye see,

A tender heart, an’t like your Honour.

Baut, woe is ours—now comes the worst—
To-day our sorrows are beginning ;

What I thought love—oh, I shall burst—
That nasty Baily says was sinning.

With Lubin, who, of all the bliss
1 ever tasted is the donor,

I took delight to toy and kiss,—
Till —I'm with child—an’'t like your Honour.

FFrom the Touchstone.

* [This piece, which Dibdin calls a speaking panto-
mime, was produced at Covent Garden, Jan. 3, 1779. “ It
is inconceivable,’ says the author, * how many persons
were permitted to blot this production. 1 found, in one
morning, interlineations in the hand-writing of foar
different persons, in my own copy. Mr. Pilon, Mr.
Cumberland, and Mrs. Cowley, were all permitted to
figure away upon it. Garrick was the fourth, whose
suggestions I was proud to adopt. They consisted,
however, of two smart points, which kind of hits no
man ever threw in with more ability than he did.
Everything else I insisted upon rejecting ; but, as fast
as I threw down one objection, another was raised
up. Mr. Lee Lewis was permitted to foist in what-
ever nonsense he thought proper’ *In this way,’ he
continues, ‘it went on, till it was tortured into so
many forms, and so many monsters were introduced,
that I remember that Richards, who painted some
beautiful scenery for it, asked me If I had not better,
at once, call it Noah's Ark. In consequence of all
this, it was Mr. Pilon's pantomime, and it was Mrs.
Cowley’s pantomime,—1 never heard it attributed to
Mr. Cumberland ; but it was not two years ago, that a
very e&mn.h:'ulnr friend, and an excellent theatrical eritic,
asked me if [ remembered Garrick’s pantomime of * The
Toachstone.” Dibdin recurs to the period with gra-
tification, nothwithstanding these vexations, as it was
the means of producing a reconciliation between him
and Garrick. He adds, that the last time that eminent
actor was ever on the stage, was during an evening re-
petition of * The Touchstone,” a night or two before its
geffommee. The next morning he left town for Lord

pencer’s, and returned in a few days to breathe his
last in the Adelphi. ‘The Touchstone’ was never
printed ; and many of the songs now presented to the
reader have been transcribed from the only copy of the
music we believe to be in existence.]

_—

LOVE'S TEARS.

Forcive if, sometimes pensive,
My cheerfulness forgot,

Of shadows apprehensive,
I fear I know not what.

My very love alarms me ;—
Its failings, then, excuse,

If your’s, which so much charms me,
I s0 much dread to lose.

This life has little pleasing ;
What wonder, then, in pain,

We 're every moment seizing,
That little to retain.

PARENTS MAY FAIRLY THANK THEM-
SELVES.

ParexTs may fairly thank themselves,
Should love our duty master :

Checking his pow’r, the senseless elves
But tie the knot the faster.

To trick such dotards, weak and vain,
Is duty and allegiance ;

‘Whilst love, and all his pleasing train,
To fly were disobedience.

As fickle fancy, or caprice,
Or headlong whim, advises,
Children, and all their future peace,
Become the sacrifices :

.
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Then trick these dotards, weak and vain,—
'Tis duty and allegiance ; 4
‘Whilst love, and all his pleasing train,
To fly, were disobedience.

—_—

A TRIP AMONG THE PLANETS,
Suce tumbling and such tossing, sir;
Such jolting and such crossing, sir ;

Soon overturn'd lay,

And topsyturvy, the poor Milky Way ;
We rode Aquitarius,
Knock’d down Sagittarius,

Quench’d stars as thick as bees in hives ;

Whilst I in such a taking, sir,

From head to foot was quaking, sir ;

Rams, Virgins, Bulls, and Lions, sir,
Now bid us all defiance, sir,
A very swarm,

Myriads of worlds, in ev'ry shape and form,
Flat, square, oblong, and spherical.
Sir, we escap’d by miracle : —

1 thought, had we a thousand lives,
We must to pot have gone, sir,

So fiercely they came on, sir.
But the proverb’s just,
For, faith | needs must,

When the devil drives.

ST. GEORGE AND GLORY.
Your champion now his falchion draws—
See laurels strew’d before ye ;—
Come, then, and fight the noble cause, —
The words, St. George and glory.

Assur'd of honour and success,
We take the field with spirit ;

Each British heart the cause will bless,
When courage ranks with merit.

Tojoinmhndl,ewhnrwlhymh
Would muster, did we need 'em ;
The very soil is valour’s growth,
The air itself breathes freedom.

e ———

THE VAUXHALL WATCH.

My name's Ted Blarney, I'll be bound,
And, man and boy, upon this ground,
Full twenty years I've beat my round,
Crying— Vauxhall watch.
And as that time ’s a little short,
With some small folks that here resort,
To be sure 1 have not had some sport,
Crying— Vauxhall watch.
Oh ! of pretty wenches dress’d so tight,
And macaronies what a sight,
Of a moonlight morn I've bid good night !
Crying— Vauxhall watch.

i

The lover cries, ‘ No soul will see.’
‘ You are deceiv’d, my love,’ cries she :
‘Dare’s that Irish taef there’ —meaning me—
Crying — Vauxhall watch.
So they goes on with their am’rous talk,
Till they gently steal to the dark,
While I steps aside, no sport to balk.
Crying— Vauxhall watch.
Oh! of pretty wenches, &e.

THIS LIFE IS LIKE A TROUBLED SEA.

Thus life is like a troubled sea,
Where, helm a-weather or a-lee,
The ship will neither stay nor wear,
But drives, of ev'ry rock in fear :

All seamanship in vain we fry,— : :
We cannot keep her steadily ; '
But, just as Fortune's wind may blow,
The vessel’s tosticated to and fro : '
Yet, come but Love on board,
Our hearts with pleasure stor’d,
No storm can overwhelm.

Still blows in vain

The hurricane,
While he is at the helm.

HAPPY BRITAIN.
Harry Britain | matchless isle,
Whose natives, like the sturdy oak,
Secure in inborn force, may smile,
And mock the tempest’s heaviest stroke.

Whilst smiling peace shall bless the land,

Her couching lion shall in dalliance sport ;
Arts and fair science, hand in hand,

Their monarch’s patronage shall court.
But, rous’d by war, shall dreadful move,
Britannia's vengeance on her foes ; to prove,
Where’er again her banners are unfarl’d,
The dread and envy of the wond'ring world.

—————— 4

FFrom the Chelsea Pensioners.

Mﬂw-alﬁ cast down ¥ is an evident Y
of General olhlﬂu m-—"‘hﬂh' ‘
around »* and greatly inferior to the I%
Loves of John and Jean’ was very popular in

R -

Broraer soldiers, why cast down ? 21
Never, boys, be melancholy:
You say our lives are not our own;—
But, therefore, should we not be jolly?

Depends on fickle chance ; meanwhile,

We "Il boldly brave each rude campaign ;
Secure, if we return again, ; {

Our pretty landlady shall smile. |

j h

[Produced May 6, 1779, at Covent Garden. *Bro- ||

-
I

BROTHER SOLDIERS. - |

This poor tencment, atbest, ||
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Fortune his life and yours commands ;
And this moment, should it please her
To require it at your hands,
You can but die,—and so did Ceesar.
Qur span, though long, were little worth,
Did we not time with joy beguile :
Laugh, then, the while you stay on earth,
And boldly brave, &c.

Life ’s a debt we all must pay,—

*Tis so much pleasgre, which we borrow ;
Nor heed if on a distant day

It is demanded, or to-morrow.
The bottle says we 're tardy grown,—

Do not the time and liquor spoil ;
Laugh out the little life you own,

And boldly brave, &e.

GLee—SWEETLY, SWEETLY.

SweerLy, sweetly let’s enjoy

The smiling moments made for Love ;
And while we clasp the dimpled boy,

The glass to you, to you shall move ;
And drinking, laughing, jesting, neatly,
The time shall pass on sweetly—sweetly.
Love's arrows, dipp’d in rosy wine,

To the charm'd heart like lightning pass ;
And Mars fecls transport more divine,

When smiling Venus fills his glass.

—

Roxpeauv—IF DEEP THY PONIARD.

Ir deep thy poniard thou wouldst drench
In blood, t* avenge old Blenheim’s woes,
My enemies, boy, are the French,
And all who are my country’s foes.

Shall I receive an added day
Of life, when crimes your name shall brand |
No: never let detraction say
That virtue arm’d a murderer’s hand.
If deep, &e.

Of anger, then, no single breath
Respire for my poor sake ; but since
Youve spirit to encounter death,
' If deep, &e.

Gurx—THE RECRUITING PARTY.

Wirn mingled sound of drum and fife,
We follow the recruiting life ;

And as we march through ev'ry fair,
With bumpers full we ply Sir Clown,
Or else produce the well-tim’d crown ;
We gain their sweethearts for ourselves.

FILIAL LOVE.

'Twas not her eyes, though orient mines
Can boast no gem so bright that glows ;
Her lips, where the deep ruby shines ;

Her checks, that shame the blushing rose ;

Nor yet her form, Minerva’s mien ;
Her bosom, white as Venus dove,—

That made her my affection’s queen,
But ’twas alone her filial love,

The ruby lip, the brilliant eye,
The rosy cheek, the graceful form,
In turn for commendation vie,
And justly the fir'd lover charm :
But transient these ;—the charm for life,
Which reason ne’er shall disapprove,
Which truly shall insure a wife
Faithful and kind, is filial love.

THE LOVES OF JOHN AND JEAN.

Sing the loves of John and Jean,
Sing the loves of Jean and John ;
John, for her, would leave a queen,
Jean, for him, the noblest don.
She's his queen,
He ’s her don ;
John loves Jean,
And Jean loves John.

Whate'er rejoices happy Jean,

Is sure to burst the sides of John ;
Does she for grief look thin and lean,
That instant he is pale and wan :

Thin and lean,
Pale and wan ;

John loves Jean,
And Jean loves John.

* 'Twas the lily hand of Jean
Fill'd the glass of happy John ;
And, heaven ! how joyful was she seen
When he was for a license gone |
Joyful seen,
They "1l dance anon,
For John weds Jean,
And Jean weds John.

John has ta’en to wife his Jean,
Jean ’s become the spouse of John ;
She no longer is his queen,
He no longer is her don.
No more queen ;
No more don ;—
John hates Jean,
And Jean hates John.

‘Whatever "tis that pleases Jean,
Is certain now to displease John :

With scolding they 're grown thin and lean,
With spleen and spite they "re pale and wan.

Thin and lean,
Pale and wan ;
John hates Jean,

—_——
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John prays Heav'n to take his Jean,
Jean at the devil wishes John ;
He 'll dancing on her grave be seen,
She 'll laugh when he is dead and gone.
They "Il gay be seen,
Dead and gone,
For John hates Jean,
And Jean hates John.

PHILOSOPHY.

Tuz world's a strange world, child, it must be
confess’d,

We all of distress have our share :

But since | must struggle to live with the rest,
By my troth | *tis no great matter where.

We all must put up with what Fortune has sent,—
Be. therefore, one’s lot poor or rich,

So there be but a portion of ease and content,
By my troth ! ’tis no great matter which.

Aﬂvlng’sllivlng,udnothm'suend;
If one honestly gets just enow,

And something to spare for the wants of a friead,
By my troth | ’tis no great matter how.

In this world about nothing we busied appear,
And Pve said it again and again,

Since quit it one must, if one’s conscience is clear,
By my troth ! tis no great matter when.

WHEN THOU SHALT SEE.

Waex thou shalt see his bosom swelling,
When soft compassion’s tear shall start,

As my poor father’s woes thou 'rt telling,
Come back and claim my hand and heart.

The cause bless’d eloquence will lend thee ;
Nay, haste, and ease my soul’s distress ;

To judge thy worth, I'll here attend thee,
And rate thy love by thy success.

Finare 1o rinst Acr—GOOD NIGHT.

Naney. Goob night, good night, thou noble youth;
And if thy tenderness and truth
Should a propitious influence need
To make thy gen'rous views succeed,
From grief to set my father free,
Oh ! for a moment think of me.
Oh | for a moment, &e.

Lively. Good night, good night, the cheerful hour
If sad remembrance should sour,—

Onﬁghd:opdunbofoud.

Your cup from the intruder free,

And for a moment think of me.
Oh! for a moment, &c.

Esther.Good night, good night, try all you can
To save, I pray you, my good man ;
His fortune has been very rough,
But, if his griefs are not enough

Blenheim. Good night, good night, and if

"TIS BETTER TO LAUGH THAN TO CRY.

To melt your heart, and set him free,
Oh ! for a moment think of me.
Oh! for a moment, &e.

Thou see'st proud vice, negleeted worth, |
Abuse of power, perverted laws, S |
Bad men’s prosperity the cause,
And art from indignation free, :
Oh! for a moment think of me.
Oh! for a moment, &e.

.

Nriourounr, neighbour, d
Work away : hi
What like labour ‘
The world is sad,
It knows not why ;
Your poets in rhymes
May rail at the times,
But, since they 're so bad,
And no cure s to be had,
'Tis better to langh than to ery.

But look behind,
And you shall find, o
For one poor pleasure, plagues a score;
Nor is, 1 fear, ey
One whit more clear

The prospect, should you look -
mmwmmw
Live snd enjoy the prescat houscu Sy

————

om—mu.nnmw
TeLL me, neighbour, tell me plain,
Which is the best employ ? fa
Is it love, whose very pain,

They say, is perfect joy ? t;
Is it war, whose thund’ring sound

F?:.Wv‘-q:.r—'-

Is heard at such a distance round ? 1
Is it to bave the miser’s hoard> ||
Is it to be with learning stor'd? ||
Isit gay Pegasus torein? ||

Tell me, neighbour, tell me plain.

No, no, will answer ev'ry honest soul :
The best employ ’s to push about t

s it

A HEARTY FELLOW.

w“.ﬁnhhpnh'd.l'-m*?n
From sickness, though I'm old ;—
Indeed, an asthma teases me, (;
Nuwlhveptlndd
'ﬂwmmm—m; fC s
Then I've the rheumatics, ‘::‘-'
And a sort of a wheezing, @~
That 's sokiotisasd Soosiag, * '~ A0
In the morning, do you see; ..1.«
But 'tis over soon, .ok .,...
For by that time ’tis noon, -
The deuce a thing ails me | 1’“,--
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AWHILE IN EV'RY NATION

AwniLE in ev'ry nation
Wumylﬂmmml,

Are reeds as in the wind.

L Rare is the eloguence that has the charm
| To rule the pestilence, or quell the storm.

THE COBBLER'S RESOLVE.

- Twenz better, I took your advice, my good neigh-
bour,—
My conduct heneeforward I'Il mend :
With joy and content to my last will I labour,
Still striving to make a good end.
And then, asto love, I'll ne’er think of a woman,—
1 will not—I swear it by goles |
But, like Methodist preachers on Kennington
Common,

I'll live but by mending of soles.

Many battles I'll fight—o’er a pot of good porter
Whole armies I'll kill—in my stall ;
'l‘ololda—ofllhm,'lnlmgheqm-hr,
And what Aides will I pierce—with my awl.
And then as to love, &e.

WHEN WELL ONE KNOWS.

Waex well one knows to love and please,
‘What distresses can one prove ?
" What can rob that heart of ease

Possess’d of pleasure, rich in love ?

Alas | without this sov'reign good,
Whose pow’r no emperor can stay,
Riches, rank, or noble blood,
Honour, titles—what are they ?
One tender look ’s to lovers worth
More treasure than the Indies own ;
Smiles are the empire of the earth;
The arms of those we love—a throne !

LET-YOUR COURAGE, BOY, BE TRUE.
Ler your ecourage, boy, be true t'ye,—

Mﬂ]ﬁlhﬁonﬂ"ldﬂ:’

Conflicting arms,
All the alarms,
And dreadful havoc of the war,

Your duty done, and home returning,
With self-commended ardour burning,

If this right pride

Foes should deride,

And from your merit turn aside,—
Though than the war the conflict ’s more severe,
This is the trial you must learn to bear.

FINALE TO LAST ACT.
Lively. Love, joy, and harmony
Shall henceforth here abound ;
While with the glass the jovial glee
Shall merrily go round.

Chorus. Drums shall beat, and fifes shall sound,
And love, and joy, and harmony
Shall henceforth here abound ;
While with the glass the jovial glee
Shall merrily go round.

Esther Dame Fortune my good man and me
Has done, then, playing pranks ;
Accept, good sir, for this bounty,
My humble mite of thanks.
Drums shall beat, &ec.

Nancy. Wond'ring, I here transported stand ;
How most t’ admire the worth
Of him to whom I give my hand,
Or him who gave me birth,
Drums shall beat, &c.

Bienheim. Fortune, as now, is often just ;
Yet we'll not take our due
Till of success this sudden gust
Is ratified by you.
Drums shall beat, &c.

—

AFrvom the M ivror, or Marlequin Eberplobere.
[A Pantomime produced at Covent Garden,Nov.30,1779.]

HELL'S TENANTS.

Tuar gentleman whom there you see,
The vulture gnawing his liver,

A very wicked wight was he,
A judge and great lawgiver.

More orphans’ goods than tongue can tell,
On earth devour'd this limb ;

And now, for punishment, in hell
A vulture devours him.

That figure on the wheel you see,
I'd have you to understand,

A noted minister was he,
And lord of a certain land :

The nation who did cheat and trouble,
And roast, to gain his pelf;

And who, at last, made his own bubble,
Is roasting here himself. -

. & rga.*

o
41
B |
1
:

*




i

— -

50 THE SONGS OF

CHARLES DIBDI]

He who the chymist's stone pursu'd,
Which makes such rant and pother,
Here rolls a stone which doth elude
His search, as did the other;
T’other, who lack of charities
Did gormandize and guzzle,
On dainties feasts but with his eyes —
The punishment is subtle.
These harmless ladies o’er their tea
With scandal time did kill,
That well must empty, as you see,
In sieves that never fill.
That miser, who the heart had ne'er
To lay his ill-gotten gains out,
Now shrinking, trembling, quakes, for fear
That rock should knock his brains out.

————

PUNCH.
Cax'r you see by my hunch, sir—Faddledy, dad-
dledy dino,
I am Master Punch, sir—Riberi, biberi, bino ;

‘Whose mirth not hell itself can guell,
He's ever in such glee, sir,
Niddlety noddlety, niddlety noddlety, niddlety nod-
dlety nino.
Then let me pass, old Grecian—Faddledy daddledy

dino,
To the Fields Elysian—Riberi, biberi, bino.
Fiddledy, diddledy, &e.

My ranting, roaring Pluto—Faddledy daddledy

dino,
Just to a hair will suit, oh !—Riberi biberi bino.
Faddledy, &e.

Will laughing o'er his eup roar ;
I'll rant and revel,
And play the devil,
And set all hell in an uproar.
Niddlety noddlety nino.
" Then let me pass, &c.

WHENEE'R I'VE SEEN HER JEERING.

Wauene'es I've seen her jeering,
Coquetting, ogling, leering,
In absence of papa,
In wishes sweet confounded,
Oh ! how my heart has bounded,
To be as wise as my mama, ‘ .
Thump a thump.

Or when, the captain’s way in,
I have been sent out
While through the key-hole peeping
Ohlbwnyh.t?nw ¢
To be wise as my mama.
Thump a thump, &e.

THE ANTIPODEANS. |
Oul the bibby bobby fellows—topsy turvy, i
Of manners rare, Y
Who live in air, i
Carousing in jovial bands ! TR
Wmmw,ﬂgy,mmmf
Who no friends betray, {
But who, happy and gay, |
Neatly featly, neatly featly, neatly featly,
Foot it away with their hands,
Their lawyers do no ill ; ¢
Their physicians never kill ; "
Their wives are never shrill ; e
Their taverns make no bill ; s
Their great men are of skill ; )
Their Cockneys never swill, o b
-

No?t::-iﬂuw"
a that’s bottom'd with wud,
But produces me plenty of eels. |
P the PR |
What strains nthe thre

g |
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. #From the Shepherbess of the Alps. WHEN JEALOUS OUT OF SEASON.
[A Comic Opera, first acted at Covent Garden Theatre, WheN jealous out of season,
\ iy "?'_‘1"" When deaf and blind to reason,
ENIN Of truth we’ve no belief ;
oy o JORVS. With rage we’re overflowing,
Press the vine, press the vine — Nor why nor wherefore knowing,
Qur annual harvest is begun ; And the heart goes throb with grief.
Red as a rose,
The liguor flows, But when the fit is over,
And shortly we shall drink the wine, And kindness from the lover
To cheer our hearts when labour s done. Does every doubt destroy, -
'Tis the right body, strong and rough,— Away fly thoughts alarming,
Let us the hogsheads fill ;— Each object appears charming,
Come, neighbour, come,—you’ve work'd enough, And the heart goes throb with joy.

“ Now let us make a spill.

SWEET MELANCHOLY BIRD.
THE CHARMS OF WOMEN.
Sweer melancholy bird, again,

Tuere’s something in women their lovers engage, Asthou axt-wont at ov’
ry eve,
Of whatever complexion, or stature, or age ; My hopeless sorrow, in soft strain,

And she who would frighten a mere stander-by, Ab | :
Is a Venus herself in the fond lover’s eye. echo to me, and relieve.

If she ’s pale, never swan was a tenth part so fair; Alas | to answer my sad woe,

If tawny, like jet are her eyes and her hair ; In sympathy all nature grieves :

If Xantippe herself, her scolding ’s thought wit ; The rivers seem with tears to flow,
If meek, all good wives to their husbands submit. The zephyr sighs amidst the leaves.

If a pigmy, how neat are her air and her mien ! - =
If a steeple, she’s graceful, and walks like a queen ;

1f a girl in her teens, all’s handsome that’s young; THE LITTLE BARK.

- ey : 'World,holdymr - Tak little bark may safely ride

In short, to dear woman ’tis given to please, Where nelthe e :

And tho’ the whim often should take them to tease, Bkt bt o ggutekasnde Jo

To perplex, totorment, and a thousand things more, But, driv'n to sea by wind and tide,

They're the deities men were all born to adore. Ao swift as Swilioes dhii the sky,
The horror of the foaming main,

Sttty The lightning’s glare, the thunder’s roar,
Give little prospect that again
HOW UNLIKE TO THESE FOPS.

Poor bark shall ever reach the shore.
How unlike to these fops were our fathers of old !

Brave, manly, heroie, intrepid, and bold ; : = |

;;:wmm lr:.h and of health u:ﬁ-ﬁ BY LOVE AND FORTUNE GUIDED |
pulse struck thesecondsastrueasa - ,
Without bridle or saddle who’d mount on a nag, Br love and fortune guided, a
And kill before sunnse a boar or a stag ; I quit the busy town; N
vt m'“”'h"km - m:h:o:t‘:etauf down: ‘
na v T a clown.
Would eat you for a pound of a bear. Bpplany pasnint vy
But a fine mincing modern comes into the room, For a shepherd’s little stock ;
A lump of pulvilio, a walking perfame ; A crook to leap o’er ditches, ¥
In his tricks and his shape And well to climb each rock : |
A direct human ape ; A faithful dog my steps to guide,
Who ogles and flushes, | A scrip and hautboy by my side ; 4
And simpers and blushes, And my horn to give th’ alarm, =
And patches and paints, When wolves would harm a
And expires and faints, My flock.
And stammers and trips,
Takes snuff, bites his lips, Ah! say, then, who can blame me ?
Lisps, c and lolls ;— For beauty tis I roam ;
But, to cut the thing short, But if the chase should tame me,
Our men now at court Perhaps I may come home.
Are nothing but so many sixpenny dolls. : Till then I'll give up riches, &e.

B — ———— ———— ————
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THE RISING SUN.

Tue rising sun Lysander found,
Shedding tears o’er Phillis’ tomb,
Who swore he ne’er would leave the ground,
But pass his life in that dear gloom.
Tearing his hair, the frantic youth
Cried, ‘ Food and raiment I deny ;
And with my life shall end my truth,—
For love of Phillis will I die.’

The radiant god made half his tour,
The kine sought shelter from his heat,
Which pass’d within the cottage-door,
Where poor Lysander drank and eat.
His dinner finish’d, up he rose,
Stalk’d, sighing, silently and slow,
To where were hung his Sunday’s clothes,
Then took a walk to chase his woe.

The sun to Thetis made his way,
When, underneath a friendly shade,
A shepherd sung, in accents gay,
His passion for a gentle maid.
O lovers | what are all your cares ?
Your sighs ? your snff’rings ? tell me what !
To Daphne 'tis Lysander swears,
And lovely Phillis is forgot.

A COURTING SCENE.

Finsr, Sir :-—May I perish, dear creature—
Fall down, and expire at your feet,

If, in air, stature, mien, shape, and feature,
Any Venus was e’er so complete.

Then, Madam :—Lord, you’re such another,—
1 ne’er saw the like in my days ;
You make such a rout and a pother,
And then you've such wheedling ways,
Permit me—I vow, sir,
To ravish—Nay, now, sir !
A heavenly kiss—Pray be civil{
Oh nectar | —You tease me !
Ambrosia—And blouse me !

Get along, you agreeable devil!

Fir'd all over,
Now, the lover
Sighs, nor tears can stay ;
Bold he ventures,
Pleasure enters,

Reason flies away.

MANY AND OFTEN WAS THE TIME.

Maxv and often was the time,
When up a tree 1 us’d to climb,
To search for birds’ nestsin it;
And, as the boughs I've moy’d about,
the noise has frighten’d out
All but the last-fledg'd linnet.

The little thing, from bough to bough,
I'd watch with anxious care, and now
Dodge hither, and now thither,
Till in the cage I've thought it sure,
Forgetting to secure the doar,
It flew,—the Lord knows whither.

What could T do ?—No use to ery,
Whimper, put finger in the eye,
Blubber, and make a pother: —
I e’en was forc’d to be content,
And onwards as I whistling went,
Perhaps I've found another.

MY TEARS, ALAS! I CANNOT SPEAK.

My tears, alas | I cannot speak !

Must thank his goodness, sure, divine ;
Porhadlworda—wwdalretooiﬂk.

Too poor, to vent such thoughts as mine.
The sun, in its meridian height,

Will gratitude like this inspire ;
Whose kindly heat and piercing light

We wonder at, and we admire.

WELL I REMEMBER ME.

Wn.l.lremberme,'tmmthelntdﬁy.
With garlands and nosegays first came all our
neighbours |
Then, dress’d
In their best,
Came the pipes and the tabors.
Nothing ¢’er was so gay!
At rest from their labours
All kept holyday.
Drums were beating, bells ringing,
No kind of tillage
Was seen in the

But all sorts of pastime, and dancing, and

And then, at the church—I remember it yet,—
How bashful you look'd, T shall never forget ;

And when ask’d if your duty as mm'aﬁ'n. X

Lord! how you did blush when you answer’d T will.
; Well I remember, &e.

——

THE COY PASTORA.

Tue coy Pastora Damon woo’d,
Damon the witty and the gay ;
Damon, who never fair pursu'd,
But she became an easy prey.
Yet, with this nymph, his ev'ry pow’r
In vain he tries, no language moves ;—
Thus do we see the tender flow’r
Shrink from the sun whose warmth it loves,

Piqued at the little angry puss,
Cried he,—She sets me all on fire !
Then plagues herself and makes this fuss,
Only to raise her value higher.
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P&&dlh:lumm,ﬂ'ryhur, Each waking bird
Each moment, some new instance proves : Chirping is heard ;

Thus do we see the tender flow’r
Shrink from the sun whose warmth it loves.

How to resolve, then > what resource ?

By fair means she will ne’er come to ;
What of a little gentle force ?

Suppose I try what that will do ?
I know she ’ll tears in torrents pour ;

I know her cries will pierce the groves :—
Thus do we see the tender flow’r

Shrink from the sun whose warmth it loves.

AHMEN! WHAT SILLY THINGS YOU ARE.

An men! what silly things you are,
To woman thus to humble,
Who, fowler like, but spreads her snare,
Or, at her timid game
Takes aim,
Pop, pop, and down you tumble.

She marks you down, fly where you will,
O’er clover, grass, or stubble ;
Can wing you, feather you, or kill,
Just as she takes the trouble ;
Ah men! &e.

Then fly not from us, 'tis in vain,—
We know the art of setting,
As well as shooting, and can train
The shyest men our net in.
Ah men! &e,

BRIGHT GEMS THAT TWINKLE.

Bricut gems that twinkle from afar,
Planets, and ev'ry lesser star,

That, darting each a downward ray,
Console us for the loss of day !
Begone ! e’en Venus, who so bright
Reflects her visions pure and white,
Quick disappear, and quit the skies,
For lo | the moon begins to rise !

Ye pretty warblers of the grove,

Who chant such artless tales of love,—
The throstle gurgling in his throat,
The linnet with his silver note,

The soaring lark, the whistling thrush,
The mellow blackbird, goldfinch, hush !
Fly, vanish, disappear, take wing !
The nightingale begins to sing.

IN THE MONTH OF MAY.

In the month of May,
The morning gray

First peeps a doubtful light ;
Three strikes the clock,
The village cock

Next crows with all his might :

Tinges of red the sky adorn ;
Bird, man, and beast,
Regard the east,
And, pleas’d, salute the rising morn.

The shepherd now his flock unfolds ;
Night, like a thief, steals slow away, —
His dingy hue,
Ugly to view,
Is chang’d to a delightful blue ;
All nature ’s gay :
And now the villager behold,
His mowers mow, his ploughers plough,
Sheep bleet, birds sing, and oxen low :
Each rural sound salutes his ears;
He wishes to make one :
And now,
Usher’d by all this fine parade,
In ev'ry splendid pomp array’d,
Appears
The radiant sun.

So, after abundance of toilet affairs,

And Betty has nine times ran up and down stairs,
For lappets and ribands, and one thing and t’other,
And the house top and bottom 's alarm’d with the

pother,
And a hundred things more are done equally risible,
The lady, at last, condescends to be visible.

HERE SLEEPS IN PEACE.

Here sleeps in peace, beneath this rustic vase

The tenderest lover a husband could prove ;
Of all his distress, alas ! I am the cause,

So much I ador'd him, heav'n envied my love.
The sighs I respire ev'ry morn I arise,

The mis'ry I cherish, the grief, and the pain,
The thousands of tears that fall from my eyes,

Are all the sad comforts for me that remain,

‘When, his colours display’d, honour call’d him to
arms,
By tender persuasions I kept him away,
His glory forgetting for these fatal charms,
And, to punish me, he is depriv'd of the day.
Since when, to his mem’ry I'verais’d this sad tomb,
Where to join him, alas ! I shall shortly descend ;
Where sorrow, nor pain, nor afiliction can come,
And where both my love and my crime shall have
end.
; il ess

FFrom the FortunesMunter.

[A Musical Dialogue, written for Saddler's Wells, 1720.]

THE WILLING SOUL.

Tue willing soul, well pleas’d, delights
To heal the stranger’s grief;

Nor will its hospitable rites
From worth withhold relief :

s e a “_m‘n.ﬂ..} _A..JAI.._
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But still we should—deceitful lest
The tear we wish to dry—

Distinguish *twixt the gen’rous guest
And the insidious spy.

Our passions each should, station’d well,
Have some good post apart ;

And, as our wary sentinel,
Prudence should guard the heart.

Thus, like a camp, the human breast
Might a surprise defy ;

Rewarding still the gen'rous guest,
And punishing the spy.

R E——

From the Eslanders and the Marriage Act.

[* The Islanders’ is a three-act Comic first per-
formed at Covent Garden, Nov, 25, 1780. Nearly all the
songs in “ The Marriage Act,” called a two.act farce,
which was produced at the same theatre in the subse.-
Quent year, were written for ‘ The Islanders,’ and appear
in the printed com of that eleu. The * Marriage
Act,’ is, in fact, * Islanders’ compressed.

Carca—FAR FROM THE WORLD.

Fax from the world, on a strange soil,

What should we do, were we to think ?
But custom now has sweeten'd toil,

Nor do we from our peril shrink ;—
Therefore, lest the liquor spoil,

Push round the bowl, and let us drink,

—_—

THE LADIES’ FACES.

Tue ladies’ faces, now-a-days,

Are various as their humours :
And on complexions oft we gaze,

Brought home from the perfumer’s,
Hid as it were beneath a cloak,

The beauty 's false that wins ye :
Then pardon me by way of joke,

If I prefer my Dingy.

A handkerchief can rub away
Your roses and your lilies ;
The more you rub, the more you may,—
My Dingy dingy still is ;
Besides, her hair’s as black as jet,
Her eyes are gems from India ;—
Rail as you list, then, I shall yet,
For joke's sake, love poor Dingy.

DID FORTUNE BID ME CHOOSE,

Din Fortune bid me choose a state

From all that’s rich, and all that's great ;
From all that ostentation brings,

The splendour, pride, and pomp of kings ; —
These gifts, and more, did she display,
With health that felt not life’s decay,

1'd spurn with scorn the useless lot

Were my Camilla’s name forgot,

Auctioneer. .Buw first T premise,

But did she for my fate assign

For this, and more, would she atone,
Were my Camilla all my own.

WHEN YANKO DEAR.

Wuex Yanko dear fight far away,
Some token kind me send ;

One branch of olive, for dat say,
Me wish de battle end ;

The poplar tremble while him go,
Say of dy life take care :

Me send no laurel—for me know
Of dat he find him share,

De ivy say, my heart be true ;
Me droop, say willow-tree :
Detom,heny,meliekfwyu;

De sunflow’r, tink of me.
Till last I go, weep wid de pine, o

For fear poor Yanko dead ; b
He come, and I de myrtle twine, A
'

THE AUCTION OF WIVES,

All simpers and sighs,
All leers under hats,
All squeezes and pats,

Of which you 've at will a collection,
Adjusting of dress, *
Affecting distress, 8
As 50 many bribes ’ .

The freedom against of election ; 3

And, now, who ’d advance her, P
To her name come and answer,—
For ugliness we 've the concoction;

Nor is’t a new custom— .

W

Auc.  No bribes, child—that was a leer.
Modest. A

She.
Aue. That’s my pretty dear!
Disdainful

3“.

Aue.
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She. Here.
How ! whisper in my ear !

No simpers or sighs,
No leers under hats,
“ No squeezes or pats,
Of which you 've at will a collection,
Adjusting of dress,
Affecting distress ;—
These our justice proscribes
l As so many bribes
The freedom against of election.

Gallants, then, where are ye ?
Whose time ’s come to marry,
For ugliness we 've the concoction ;
Nor is 't a new custom—
. This is not the first time

—_—— e

Duer—THAT LOVELY HAND.

Male. Tuar lovely band, which is, I swear,
Than any saffron far more fair,
1 seize in spite of all those frowns.

Female. O zounds !

Male. Nay, nay.

Fem. 1 won't, I say.

Male. Sho, sho, sho, sho.

Fem. No, no, no, no.

wrong.
Fem. You cursed devil, hold your tongue.
8ir, if another word you say,
You'll surely make me swound away.
Male. This coying is so out of place,—
Do airs like those become that face ?
Fem. If you persist, sir, I'll ery out.
Male. Nay, prithee, make not such a rout.
Those red-lead lips, my bonny girl,

e 1’1l kiss in spite of all those frowns.
~ Fem. O zounds, &c.

Male. Dear me ! you coy it more and more.
Fem. ::’cmuelswhdm.—
So rampant, rude, and so uncivil.
Male. Come to my arms—
Fem. You plaguay devil ! :
Male. That form so plamp, so full of ease,
Round as a dumpling or Dutch cheese,
~ Tmust embrace for all those frowns.
Fem. O zounds, &e.

That wives have been put up to auction.

Male. Nay, start not back—you're wrong, you re

Which hide those teeth that should be pearl,

EVERY JACK HAS HIS JILL.

Tuus ev'ry Jill some Jack can find,
To common sense and reason blind,
Who, for a form that crows might scare,
Thinks it worth while to lay a snare ;
Who, swearing and lying,
And kneeling and sighing,
No promise in all Love’s collection will spare.
Black ’s white—day 's night ;
The sun ’s a rushlight,
Time, season, and space
Take whatever face
He’d have that wear,
While her conquest so vain of,
Ma'am calls up a train of
Airs, whims, and conceits,
Advances, retreats,
More whimsical far than a great dancing-bear ;
And her follies still egg her,
Till, like a poor beggar,
On horseback once sit her,
She gallops—the devil knows where.

THOU MONSTER! THOU JEZEBEL |

[A song in which the singer gives the answer in o
female vcice.)

Trou monster | thou Jezebel ! instant confess,
Or I swear that thy destiny near is, -

Who is it has brought on us all this distress ?
Who seduc’d thee, thou devil ? Gil Perez.

He did ?—O the dog ! not an hour shall he live.
O, damme, what perfidy here is |

Such a lamb of her innocence thus to deprive |
Who promis’d you marriage ? Gil Perez.

He dies |—by to-morrow the dog shall be cold,
Now see that your answer sincere is |
Who swore of this bus’ness if ever you told, |,

He'd cut you to pieces ? Gil Perez.
*Tis enough | he shall perish—I swear by my fame,
By all to an hero that dear is.
One thing more—Who enjoin’d you to lay all the
blame
On the innocent doctor ? Gil Perez.

COME, COURAGE, LADS.

Come, courage, lads, and drink away :
A man upon his wedding-day
Ought rarely well his part to play
At stingo or October :
For who would be that stupid elf,
For whim, caprice, or love, or pelf,
To poison, hang, or drown himself,
Or marry, when he’s sober ?

R R O PSS W T P
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As the last comfort of your life ;
For, ever after, noise and strife
Are sure to keep you sober.

IF WHILE CONTENDING PASSIONS.
Ir, while contending passions rise,
To gaze with transport on her eyes,
To wish her beauties to defend,
To be her champion and her friend ;—
If these and like emotions prove
Love's impulse—I Julina love.

To feel alternate hope and fear ; —
If these and like emotions prove
Love's impulse—1I Julina love.

—_—

LOVE.
Love's a flame, the mind illuming,
‘Which perfect heat and radiance gives,
And seems as it were not consuming,
On worldly comforts while it lives.
But, wasted like the glimm’ring taper,
Failing in that its force supplied,
It flies, an unsubstantial vapour,
Leaving no trace of where it died.

POOR ORRA.
Poor Orra tink of Yanko dear,
Do he be gone for ever;
For he no dead, he still live here,
And he from here go never.
Like on a sand me mark him face,
; De wave come roll him over ;
Demkhlnl'orht‘tmd'l’h“
'Tis easy to discover.
Me see fore now de tree, de flow'r,—
He droop like Orra, surely ;
And den by'm bye there come a show'r,
He hold him head up purely : —
And so some time me tink me die,
# My heart so sick he grieve me ;
1 But in a lillee time me cry
Good deal, and that relieve me.

" THE MOMENT I’'M ANNOUNC'D.
Tue moment I'm announc’d,
Belappeted, beflounc'd,
Befring’d and beperiwigg’d, in vast surprise,
The aloud

governor
Will proclaim to the crowd,
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For madam’s will at nothing 3 Then straight sound
S et bl ot L s At
ps, She* —"H ]
In gay attire to robe her. .Whﬂet.:egirh‘tthd.it e i
Then drink, the day you take a wife, Are bursting for spite, '

That mybrighter beauties should have won the prize! ||

I DARE OF DANGER TAKE MY SHARE. ||

Terr me, when did I delay
To run, to risk, to toil ;
'l‘heplnﬂmoﬂhmem-y,
Did this right hand despoil ?
I dare of danger take my share,

In battle dare be first,
Dare face a lion ;—these I dare,
But dare not be unjust,

Tell me, did T danger mock,
When, lab’ring, I did hew
A dwelling from yon pond'rous rock,
To shelter these and you ?

I dare of danger, &c.

——

A BED OF MOSS.

Aumdnouwe’nunﬁhtm
Where, near him gently creeping, bt
We'll pat his checks, and stroke his hair,
Aud watch him while he 's sleeping.

And blooming hyacinths, we 'l strew,
As sweetly he reposes. 4 Sl
And we 'll with fond emotion start;
And while, with admiration, AR
We softly feel his flutt'ring heart, ||
Partake its palpitation. 4 =ApN

—_— . X -.}:
LL MOUNT THE CLIFFS.
I'is mount the cliffs, Pl watch the const,
Anxious some welcome tidings soon to bear ’
Nor let your fortitude be lost, - R
Confiding still in honest Yanko’s care.

Honour shall infidelity applaud, |

And call, in charity to you, o

My broken faith to them a pious fraud.
I " ;'",1‘;

Guez—COME ROUND ME AND WEEP. ||
Come round me and weep; E”WV ;
'w,; e '_.-:. | g

"Tis a cause that all nature must mourn,— “B
Poor Hylas, of love who from all had a share,

This beauty is the fairest, and be her’s the prize !

From our wishes for ever is torn, "

| — — -
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That Hylas to whom we look'd up for a smile,
As we blessings from heav’n would obtain,
Whose form was so faultless, whose tongue knew
no guile,
Is gone, and our wishes are vain.

"“-) —
ADVANTAGES OF AN UGLY WIFE.

TruLy, friend Gil, thou choosest well,
Taking a helpmate homely,
For oftentimes sad tales they tell
Of wives who are too comely :
But cheer thee, Perez, and be gay,
From furnish’d brows exempted ;
For how can she e’er go astray,
Who never will be tempted ?

For thieves do never rob the poor,
A pebble s not a jewel, *
Fruits do not blossom on a moor,
Fire burns not without fuel :
Up with thy heart, then, Gil—be gay,
From furnish’d brows exempted,—
Thy wife can never go astray,
For she will ne’er be tempted.

THIS STRANGE EMOTION,
Tuis strange emotion at my heart,
Oh ! how shall I explain ?
*Tis joy, tis grief, "tis ease, ’tis smart,
'Tis pleasure, and ’tis pain !
The busy trembling flutt’rer plays,
It knows not how or why ;
And throbs and beats a thousand ways—
Ah! quiet, prithee, lie |

Cease ! and sensations such as these
With careful heed destroy :

‘What good is in the same degrees
Of mingled pain and joy !

PASSION AND REASON.
Passiox is a torrent rude,
‘Which rapid bears down ev’ry height,

A turbulent, unruly flood,
‘Which with the ocean would unite.

Reason 's a fountain, calm, serene,

‘Which, near gay fields and laughing bow'rs,
‘While it reflects th’ enchanting scene,

Is borne among a bed of flow’rs.

AH! LET NOT AN INSTANT.
Am! let not an instant of life pass in vain,—
The moment escapes us, and age brings on pain,—
Life s too precious, too fugitive joy :

- The flowers which yesterday's zephyr disclosd,

Droop’d their heads on their stalks before Phacbus

repos’d;—
Thus one day serves to form and destroy.

Then think not of aught but the moment that
flies,—
To learn to be happy 's to learn to be wise :—
Seize pleasure while pleasure s our own,—
Fear nothing, thou’rt mine, ’tis allotted above :—
Chance but obey’d Fate, and, bless’d with thy love,
I envy no king on his throne.

——

AN INFANT DEFENCELESS.

Avx infant defenceless, of succour bereft,
On this rude barren wild was I thrown,—
My sole ray of comfort I had not been left,
To brood o’er my sorrows alone :
To see cataracts falling, and hear lions roar,
Or the awful loud war on the deep,
Is the fate poor Flametta was born to deplore,
Which she oft would wish kinder, and weep.

To this sad assemblage of horrors inur'd,
What yet greater ills could one prove,

Could one think for a heart which had so much

endur’d,

Fate should store up a torment like love.

'Tis too much, I've decided ; and who shall relate,
When she and her miseries sleep,

The tale of Flametta, will sure wish her fate,
Poor wretch | had been kinder, and weep.

—_—

ORRA NO TALK.

Orra no talk, no say fine word,
No dress him, and look gay ;
Vay little sing you hear von bird,

Him mate be gone away.

Orra tell true, she have no grace
Of lady for him part,—

Dare beauty all be in him face,
But Orra in him heart.

Orra do little, all she do;
Forgive, for she no gall,—
To ev'ry ting she promise true,

Love Yanko, and dat all.

But Orra, &e.

—_—

THIS LIFE’S A DAY'S JOURNEY.

Tuis life’s a day’s journey : —We rise in the morn,
The sun, trees, and flowers our prospect adorn,
When, perhaps, we have scarcely been set out an

But slap we 're o’ertaken, and sous’d in a show'r:

To shelter then quickly, and see now ’tis o'er,

And in pretty good spirits we set out once more ;

Now up hill, now down, now even, and now

We are cover'd with dust, and now popp'd in a
slough.

T R |
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Thus we jog on till dinner, now wet and now dry,
And now we 've a louring and now a clear sky ;
With the fire, the good landlord, the wine and the
cheer,

Now refresh’d, we set forward to end our career :
But the roads are uneven,—we trip, are bemir’d,
And jolted, and jostled, and tumbled, and tir'd ;—
Yet we keep a good heart, and our spirits are light ;
In hope we shall meet with a good inn at night.

«* DEAR YANKO SAY.
Dear Yanxo say, and true he say,

All mankind, one and t’ other,
Negro, mulatto, and malay,

Through all de world be broder.,
In black, in yellow, what disgrace,

That scandal so he use 'em ?
For dare no virtue in de face,

De virtue in de bosom.

Dear Yanko say, &e

What harm dare in a shape or make ?
What harm in ugly feature ?
Whatever colour, form, he take,
De heart make human creature ;—
Then black and copper both be friend,
No colour he bring beauty :
For beauty, Yanko say, attend
On him who do him duty.
Dear Yanko say, &c

FINALE.
DOMINGO.
Go, cheat of his hoard the penurious miser,
Gull a cit of his share at a feast,
Persuade an extravagant heir to be wiser ;—
What are these to outwitting a priest ?
Who his arts have o'ermatch’d, his sly projects

detected,
And fathom’d his subtle deceit,—
Who this has by cunning superior effected,
Be assur’d, has but one more to cheat.
GIL PEREZ.
For my part, in all other frauds a mere novice,
I’ll stick to the poor simple fry
Of small cheats alone, which we practise in office,—
There ’s danger in soaring too high.
The thing is the same, "tis corruption and bribing,
Be it sal'ry, place, pension, or fee ;
But that which gives honour a much higher bribe in
Might bring foul disgrace upon me.
FAZI10.
Thouartright, myfriend Perez : theprojectwereidle,
It requires a different head ;
Be counsell’d, and let my advice be the bridle

That hplldtly, faithfully, blindly, poor lmm

In all things should yield to the church.

.fmnulmum“‘”

[Ammiummncm i,

k, and, I, m~
:';in;shveuymln & pantomime.”]

FREEMASON'S GLEE.
Benorp the model of our art |
Work on whatever plan,

Muommmbm'ml_lm
From that great structure, Man.
Here, well to captivate the sight,
The orders all agree;
Proportion,lhngth,ndhu“
With eace and symmetry,
Butsee,themﬂdudantht‘,
And, hark ! onrlignﬁ-on'.t."_

—

THE MASON'S CREED.

Iunﬂyouduﬂnphhpod-‘,

Instructed by the friendly square,

To be true, upright, just, and fair,
And thou a fellow-craft shalt be,

The level so must poise thy mind,

That satisfaction .thou shalt

When to another Fortune ’s kind :
And that's the drift of masonry.

The compass t’ other two
Anduys,—-tboughlagu‘lﬂ’lﬂ
Keep all your passions within be
Andtbonnfeﬂuv—cdww
Thus, symbols of our order are “‘“.
The compass, level, and the square;
Which teach us to be just and fair:
And that’s the drift of masonry.

—

THE SUN A FREEMASON.
Tue sun’s a freemason : h'whﬂ&.ﬁ’.
Village, city, and town to adorn ; 4
Then from labour at rest,
At his lodge in the west,
Takes with good brother Neptanea
Thence, ripe for the fair, ?
He flies from all care,
To Dame Thetis's charms, Vs
Till rous’d from her arms
By the morn. §
So do we, our labour done,
First the glass, .
And then the lass, - ~ -
And then sweet shunbers give fresh force
To run our course, AN
Thus with the rising suns
TheeomcdthemdM’_f
First masonry rose in the east;
mwmmma.-~ :
His'rays cheer mankind; o 3

y i1
|
- :-_'.
Beside, who -ndmmuﬂmu&&ﬁa- ';'
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The grand master he Great Jove looks on us smiling, A‘ | 1 B
Then of masons shall be, Who thus the time beguiling, : I3
Nor shall aught the craft harm, Where the waters he did seal, ! ¥
Till to shine and to warm Still rove on our keel ; 1 8k |
He has ceas’d ] Qur weapons are steel, ;;‘j PH LS
Then, like him, our labour done, &e . And no danger we feel, 3 s ';
S With a fa, Ia, a, Ia, i %
See, see, our train advances | j TR
W See how each skater lances ! 5
THE BIRTH OF THE VINE. Health and strength abounding, 3 5
At a jovial meeting of gods once on high, While horns and oboes sounding : :‘
Ere Bacehus was hatch'd from old Jupiter’s thigh, The Tritons shall blow e ;
This one told his story, and that sung his song, Their conch-shells below, i B \
And did what he could, lest the time should seem And their beards fear to show, : L1R%.§
long. While a skating we go, . . !
Apollo read verses ; the Graces wreath'd flow’rs; With a fa, Ia, la, la, I '
The Muses of harmony sung forth the pow'rs ; To the sound of the merry horn. i

Bully Mars erack’d his joke, and sly Momus his jest ;
Yet their mirth wanted something to give it a zest.

Said Jove, ¢ Our assembly to-day ’s pretty full,
Yet, I don’t know how ’tis, we are horridly dull ;
We haveall theingredients that mirth should inspire,
But some clay-born alloy damps our heavenly fire.
1 have it—In this I'll a mixture enclose

Of all the delights whence good fellowship flows ;
Andwe'll taste of its produce, for mirth’sbad at best,
'hh’oqﬂunnﬁ-gbgmulmt.'

So saying, so doing, he buried the shrine,
‘Which quickly sprung up in the form of a vine ;
The leaves broad and verdant, the fruitdeepest blue,

1| Whence a juice flow’d that health, love, or youth

might renew.
Its influence to feel, they came round it in swarms :

‘ “ﬂwdmmem
3 hl&fﬂmwm—wm

2 mmm eried, ¢ Thisis the zest.”

Catrcn—THE LAWYERS,
Lawyer Brief, why all this stir?
Upon my word, you wrong me, sir:

I am not (as you say), a thief,—
In truth you wrong me, Lawyer Brief.

Who was it took a double fee ?

Who wrapp’d? Who put in & sham plea ?
Who should be pillory’d? Who’s a thief?—
Who should be hang’d? Cheat, Lawyer Brief |

Come, be friends, nor make this rout—
Brothers as we are, to fall out ;

Beside, thief should not cry out thief ;—
You understand me, Lawyer Brief.

—_—

MASONRY.
Hair, masonry, thou craft divine, ‘
Glory of earth from heav'n reveal'd,
Which does with jewels precious shine,
From all but masons’ eyes conceal’d !
As men from brutes distinguish'd are,
A mason other men excels :
For what’s in knowledge choice or rare,
But in his breast securely dwells?
His silent breast and faithful heart
Preserve the secrets of our art.

From scorching heat and piercing cold,

From beasts whose roar the forest rends,
From the assault of warriors bold

The mason’s art mankind defends. :
Ensigns of state that feed our pride, &

Distinctions troublesome and vain, |
By masons true are laid aside,—

Art’s free-born sons such toys disdain,
Ennobled by the name they bear,
W&wuwmw
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Sweet fellowship, from
Friendly converse of brotherhood,
The lodge’s lasting cement be,
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Be justice done, in ev'ry lay,

To those who have enrich’d the art,
Down to the master of this day ;

And let each brother bear a part.
Let noble masons’ healths go round,
Their praise in lofty lodge resound.

FINALE.

FiLL a eapacious bowl,
While we proclaim
The mason’s fame,
Which ever shall extend
From east to west, from pole to pole,
In spite of Envy’s poison’d shaft.
Let cowards what they will pretend,
Let three times three
The signal of our plaudit be,
While we toast the King and Craet.

—_———

FFrom Keasonable Animals.

In the season of 1730, an entertainment, under the
title of ‘ Pasquin's Budpt, was attempted at the
Haymarket, in which the characters were represented

by puppets, and the songs they were supposed (o exe-
cute were sung by persons behind the scenes. Exhi.
bitions of the sort had been m“'l’ well received at
Marylebone Gardens, and p! of the same kind;
but the Haymarket andience very properly treated the
affair as unworthy of one of the temples of the legiti-
mate drama ; and on the very first night of their appear-
ance the pnppcuvnre goosed off, the man
made to apologise for the insult offered to the audience
by their introduction. Colman was manager at this
time; and this was his first appearance before an
audience! Dibdin wrote the songs for m of the
enacted by the puppets,—pamely, *
le Animals’ and ¢ hndo':. Mﬂu former piece is
evidently a burlesque on the Adventures of Ulysses,
the songs subsequently became very po uln.r
upedll.lythe excellent one to the tune of *
Doodle.” *Pandora’ was afterwards u.-udlttheClr.
cus during Dibdin’s tenancy of that theatre.]

PATRICK MULROONEY.
Is’r my story you'd know ?—I was Patrick Mul-

rooney,
A jolman, and Ireland my nation ;
To be sure, I was not a tight fellow, too, honey,
Before my
ldidlotltl.llhlkefﬂme‘andoldnrts,
' To conguer the fair,—the dear jewels !
‘ And wid husbands, because why?—1 won their
wives’ hearts,—
1 did not fight plenty of duels.
Then arrah, bodder how you can,
You'll ne’er persuade me, honey,
For 1 shall always, bull or man,
Be Patrick Mulrooney.
When at Almack’s, or White’s, or at Brookes', or
Boodle's,
1've sat up all night in the morning,
'Mongst black-legs, and codgers, and pigeons, and

To be sure, many honest gold guineas it yields ;
Bat, since 'tis a service of

l‘mnbeuu--nml’-ahnh;h“,
To popping and tilting a stranger.
Then arrah, &e.

THE FALL OF TROY.

I sixc of a war set on foot for a toy,
And of Paris and Helen, and Hector and Troy,
Where on women, kings, gen'rals, and cobblers

you stumble,
And of mortals and gods meet a very strange jumble.
Sing didderoo bubberoo, oh my joy,
How sweetly they did one another destroy!
Come, fill up your bumpers, the whiskey enjoy,—
May we ne'er sce the like of the siege of Troy !

Menelaus was happy wid Helen his wife,
Except that she led him a devil of a life ;
Wid dat handsome taef Paris she'd toy and she'd

play,
Tilithey pack’d up theiralls, and theybothran away.
Sing didderco, &e.

Agamemnon, and all the great chiefs of his house,
Soon took up the cause of this hornified spouse,
While Juno said this thing, and Venus said that,
And the godl fell a wrangling they knew not for

Sing didderoo, &ec.

O den such a slaughter, and cutting of trotes,
And slaying of bullocks, and off'ring up goats !
Till the cunning Ulysses, the Trojans to cross,
Clapp’d forty fine fellows in one wooden horse.

Sing didderoo, &e. b,
omummmmmu-ﬁ" '
Cryinglomforthdnlrtu,ndmh“ ,
Thus, after ten years they'd defended their tc
Pmmmhmmnummi—tﬁ-;

Sing didderoo, &c.

Bntmmhwuubd’l&obuthhdﬂ! :
Scarce had wrong’d Menelaus ascended the w
But he blubb’ring saw Helen,and, oh! strange to
The man took his mare, and so all was well.

&.m

THE ADVENTURES OF U!.YM»- -

I s1xg Ulysses, and those chiefs
‘Who, out of near a million,

So luckily their bacon sav'd
Before the walls of Tlion.

" mm{:ouelmbnnh:
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The Cyelops first we visited, —
Ulysses made him cry out,
For he ate his mutton, drank his wine,
And then he pok’d his eye out.
Yankee doodle, &e.

From thence we went to Circe’s land,
‘Who, "faith | a girl of spunk is;
For she made us drunk, and chang’d us all
To asses, goats, and monkeys.
Yankee doodle, &c.
And then to hell and back again,
Then where the Syrens cara
Swell, cadence, trill, and shake almost
As well as Madame Mara.
Yankee doodle, &c.

To fell Charybdis next, and then
‘Where yawning Secylla grapples
Six men at once, and eats them all,

Just like so many apples. -
Yankee doodle, &c.

From thence to where Apollo’s bulls
And sheep all play and skip so,
From whence Ulysses went alone
To th’' Island of Calypso.
Yankee doodle, &e.

And there he kiss’d, and toy'd, and play’d—
"Tis true upon my life, sir,
Till, having turn’d his mistress off,
He’s coming to his wife, sir.
Yankee doodle, &c.

A WOLF WHO HAD BEEN A LAWYER.

- And a poor friendless widow would serve me for
dinper.

1 was, to be sure,

Of the helpless and poor ¥
Aqnhl to manage
-q'llu-. L

But how—say you—tell >
w:nmmuumdw

mﬁq hqtm,

Now a wolf, from their dams
1 steal plenty of lambs,
Pamper’dhigh,and well fed—an insatiable glatton—
In much the same sphere,
‘When a man, I move here ;
Make and break laws at pleasure, and kill my own
mutton.
Then since, for their sport,
No one here moves the court,
Nor am I amenable to my employer,
1 shall ever prefer,
‘With your leave, my good sir,
The life of a wolf to the life of a lawyer.

A HOG WHO HAD BEEN AN ALDERMAN.

For dainties I've had of them all,
At taverns, Lord Mayors, and Guildhall ;

Then what signifies what one takes in,
For, when one's cramm’d up to the chin,
Why, really, good friend, to my thinking,
If on ven’son and wines,
Or on hogwash one dines,
At last 'tis but eating and drinking.

Besides, I've no books to arrange,
Nor at two need I €’er go to *Change;
Have no bus'ness with note, bond, or tally ;
Nor need I, from any ill luck,
Either bull, or a bear, or lame duck,
Ever fear waddling out of the Alley.
For danties, &ec.

o M6 a0l
AFvom Panvora.
WHAT NAUGHTY THINGS.-

‘WaaT naughty things we women are |
Who long for fruit forbidden ;

Though 'twere our bane, we cannot bear
The least thing from us hidden:

But what we see we will believe,
Though ill on ill we're heaping,

Though to this day, from mother Eve, -
We've always paid for peeping.

Thus, curious girls, urg’d by their youth,
Thoughtless what they were doing,
Have falsehood found disguis’d like truth,
And, mask’d like pleasure, ruin ;
Instead of smiling, who must grieve,
Mjoynmm'dum
Aﬂvh.uohh,lbmm
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Should 1 to my desires give way,
1 may encounter sorrow,

And that I think a good to-day,
May prove an ill to-morrow.

Yet cautious prudence, by your leave,
The secret’s in my keeping ; —

I'm a weak woman, and, like Eve,
Cannot refrain from peeping.

PANDORA'S BOX OPENED.
SUNG IN THE CHARACTER OF PUNCH.

WuaT a pity "twill be, od’s babies and lambs !

To possess the young things by the side of their
mams,

Not with innocent love, but, od’s pranks and cur-
vettings |

With oglings and leerings, and airs and coquet-

tings.
What a pity a widow, od’s pray’rs and religion !
Who has mourn’d for her husband like any tame
pigeon,
Should all on a sudden, od’s fruit that is mellow |
To comfort her find out a sturdy young fellow.
And dingadong deer,
Go on her career,
Dingadong, dingadong,
Od’s right turn’d to wrong !
Od’s bridewells and whipping-posts, pill'ries and
stocks,
When Madame Pandora has open'd her box !

What a pity "twill be—od’s hearts and od’s hands!
That the man whose large sou! gen'rous pity ex-

? m’
Shonld turn quick as thought, od’s per cent and
per annum,
A hunter of helrs, with a view to trepan "em.
What a pity a statesman, od’s good of the nation!
Who for hours without pension would make un
oration,
Should plump in an instant, od’s Janus's faces |
Shut his mouthup till giv’'n half a dozen good places.
And dingadong deer, &e.

What a pity 'twill be, od’s contusions and scars |

That the world for ambition should plunge into
wars ;

What a pity young fellows, od’s rakes and hard
livers |

Should fall in their youth, through consumptions
and fevers, v

What a pity "twill be, od’s prison and palace !

That a judge should erect, and a thief fear the

g.“mg ;
And what pity, od’s ven’son and sturgeon and trout |
That eating and drinking should give us the gout !
And dingadong deer, &c.

————

" task was a hard one. “If

From Ampbptrion, or Funo and Alemena. ||

[Drydm'lphyllludhurl.
scheme was to write a new piece, in which
catastrophe of the story, from Plautus d
e
uci uno to
na on her guard. Mr. Harris, the then
manager of Covent Garden, liked the plan, but he
was persuaded it would mm.-‘w.

consequence set to work X

’ says our author,
‘ were deprived of its green 'fd. it would have been in-
sipid; on the other h if the lean were taken
away, it would have been surfeiting. He appears to
have considered the former the more dangerous of the

two experiments, for the piece having failed, he tells us
that * the green fat choked the audience.’
the production of this opera is 1781.]

GOLD.

Away with the fables philosophers hold,

Of pleasure which honesty gains without gold :
To be rich, is the blessings of life to secure,

And the man must be certainly wretched that's poor.

The virtue that claims all the gods for its friends,
On gold, mighty gold | for existence depends :

What wrongs without gold can a mortal redress ?
Or who without gold can get blessings or bless ?

In gold there is strength which no force can with-
. stand, P
It conguers and triumphs by sea and by land :
To be rich, if you trust your own ears and your eyes,
Is at once to be strong, to be fair, to be wise!

Wit -
Prurus, vain is all your vaunting ;—
Wit must life with bliss supply : . ;

Gold, alas! should wit be wanting,
Would scarce e’en a joy apply.

Wit alone creates the blessing, T
Which exchang’d for gold you share ;—
Sterile gold alone possessing,
What has man but gloom and care?

Wit, of ev’ry art deviser,

Ev’ry passion can control, =
Can to pity move the miser,

Can with mirth dilate the soul.

Gold itself, on wit

Hence derives its utmost power— P -

Folly, all profusely spending—
Folly, hoarding all, is poor.

ART ONE OF THOSE MAD WAGS?
Auxt one of those mad wags, whose brain

Intruder reason can’t contain? -

Who are of such unruly minds, i
They buffet waves, and split the winds—
In blanket robe, and crown of straw,
Who to mad subjects deal mad law |

If this 'tis makes thy bosom swell,

Hie, good demoniae, to thy eell!

[y
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Compris’d in a desire to drink !

1 by this demon thou 'rt possess'd,

Hie thee, good drunkard, home to rest!

Or art in love, and so gone mad ?

Dost go with folded arms ? art sad ?

Dost sigh? dost languish ? dost play pranks
For which contempt is all thy thanks ?

Dost pant ? dost long for some frail charms,

_ Devoted to another’s arms ?

Is this thy madness, stupid elf >—
Hic thee away, and hang thyself !

THE TWO VESSELS.

Two vessels which he fills— .

The one with benefits alone,
The other crams with ills :

From the good vessel, health, content,
Plenty, and bliss, he gives ;

‘While from the evil forth are sent
Gout, stone, and scolding wives.

just proportion weij
The lot to each, each best can bear,
By Jove’s decree’s convey'd :
Unless his patience when to rub,
Juno the devil drives ;

Of this complaint on me, like air,
From men still pass’d away,
Let loose her tongue to-day : -

But now, entreating Jove, I'll go,
To chequer not their lives

THE PRESSGANG.
Osn ! where will you hurry my dearest ?
Say, say, to what clime or what shore ?
You tear him from me, the sincerest
That ever lov’d mortal before.
Ah! cruel, hard-hearted, to press him,
And foree the dear youth from my arms !

K Restore him, that I may caress him,

And shield him from future alarms.

In vain you insult and deride me,
And make but a scoff at my woes:

You ne’er from my dear shall divide me,—
I'll follow, wherever he goes.

Think not of the merciless ocean,—
Mywn.llnytcrrormhnve;

For soon as the ship makes its motion,
So soon shall the sea be my grave.

DAUGHTER, YOU'RE TOO YOUNG.

DavanTER, you're too young to marry—
'Tis too soon to be a wife,—
Yet a little longer tarry g
Ere you know the cares of life ;
Wedlock is a fickle station,
Sometimes sweetness, sometimes strife,—
Oh ! how great the alteration
*Twixt the maiden and the wife |

Love and courtship are but stupid,—
Glory has superior charms ;

Mars should trinmph over Cupid,
‘When Bellona calls to arms.

As for you, sir, do your duty ;—

* Oh! were I but young again,

I'd not linger after beauty,
But go play my part with Spain.

e

SONGS FOR THE CIRCUS.

[Dibdin having fallen out with Mr. Harris about the
projected the taking of

of enter-
Mm

From Clump mm
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THE SOLDIER'S LIFE.

Taus, this, my lad 's a soldier’s life :
* He marches to the sprightly fife,
~ And in each town, to some new wife,

Swears he'll be ever true ; ‘

-
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He’s here—he’s there—where is he not ?

Variety s his envied lot.—

He eats, drinks, sleeps, and pays no shot,
And follows the loud tattoo.

Call’d out to face his country’s foes,

The tears of fond domestic woes

He kisses off, and boldly goes
To earn of fame his due.

Religion, liberty, and laws,

Both his are, and his country’s cause—

For these, through danger without pause,
He follows the loud tattoo.

And if, at last, in honour’s wars,

He earns his share of danger’s scars,

Still he feels bold, and thanks his stars
He 's no worse fate to rue :

At Chelsea, free from toil and pain,

He wields his erutch, points out the slain,

And, in fond fancy, once again
Follows the loud tattoo,

WHEN IN ORDER DRAWN UP.

Waex in order drawn up, and adorn’d in his best,
If my soldier appears with more grace than the rest,
If his gaiters are jet, his accoutrements fine,
If his hair 's tied up tight, and his arms brightly
shine,—
Let him turn, wheel, or face—march, kneel, stoop,
or stand,
Anxious still to obey ev'ry word of command—
Erect like an arrow, or bending his knee,
*Tis not for the gen'ral, 'tis all to please me.
If with smoke and with dust cover'd over by turns,
To gain a sham fight or false bastion he burns,—
If, of danger in spite, and regardless of fear,
He rushes to fight when there’s nobody near ;
In short, let him tnrn, &e.

—

A NOVICE IN LOVE.

A wovicr in love, and a stranger to art,
Alpmumywisheumynnpncds'dhurt,
When I rose with the lark, and out-warbled the
thrush,
Free from falsehood or guile, for I knew not to
blush,
Those past days I deplore;—
When innocence guarded my unsullied fame ;
When to think, and to act, and commend, were
the same ;
When on my face,
In artless grace,
Dane’d frolie, sport, and pleasure—now no more.

Ilisten’d and lov'd, ere man smil’d and betray’d,
by horror appall’d, and of conscience afraid ;
Loﬂhmhfnnddeﬁshtthueermmadom‘d,
By a hard-judging world look’d at, pitied, and
scorn’d,

Those past joys 1 deplore : 1
Those joys, ere by man’s artful treach’ry forsook, M
W suﬂtlm-ndph-'d.-utau-nﬁ-'

Danc'd frolie, sport, and pleasure—now no more.

-
Dvuer.

WHEN THE DRUM BEATS REVEILLEZ.

PLATOON,
Sav, Fanny, wilt thou go with me ?
Perils to face, by land and sea,
That tongue can never tell ye ?
And wilt thou all these dangers seorn,
Whilst in these arms
I hold thy charms,
Enraptur’d ev'ry op’ning morn,
When the drum beats reveillez ?
FANNY.
Yes, yes, Platoon—I"ll go with thee
In danger, whatsoe’er it be—
Believe, 'tis truth I tell ye:
My constant mind shall peril scorn,
Brave all alarms,

So in my arms

I hold thee ev'ry op’ning morn,
When the drum beats reveillez,

PLATOON.
§till, Fanny, wilt thou go with me?
Suppose the cruel Fates decree,—
Alas! how shall I tell ye?-—
mmwm—ﬁylﬂhﬂ,'
And thou shalt hear, <
Appall'd with fear, vl
Next morn his fatal passing-bell, B
When the drum beats reveillez. o

\22

FANNY.

Still fearless will I go with thee,

Resign'd to cruel Fate's decree,

And bravely this I tell ye :

thnmthelpot-ymﬁll,
I'd shed a tear,—

The world should hear,

Mingling with his, my passing-bell,

" When the drum beats reveillez.

BOTH.

To rld'sndl’lpu&h,—-

Where thou art, danger ne’er can be,
My joy no tongue can tell ye;

And,mn.nehkmuy;ﬂm
Brave all alarms, 5

While in my arms

I hold thee ev’ry op’ning morn,
When the drum beats reveillez.
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Amnmomr
' Waar argufies pride and ambition ?

Soon or late death will take us in tow :
Each bullet has got its commission,

And when our time’s come we must go.
Then drink and sing—hang pain and sorrow,
. The halter was made for the neck :

He that ’s now alive and
Perhaps may be stretch’d on the deck.

There was little Tom Linstock of Dover
Got kill'd, and left Polly in pain ;
Poll cried, but her grief was soon over,
And then she got married again.

Then drink, &c.
Jack Junk was ill-us’d by Bet Crocker,
And so took to guzzling the stuff,
Till he tumbled in old Davy’s locker,
And there he got liquor enough.
~ Then drink, &c.

-
=N B LT

For our prize-money, then, to the proctor;
Take of joy while "tis going our freak :
For what argufies calling the doctor,
m&*d&hmﬂ
'~ Then drink, &e.

Then, trust me, there’s nothing like drinking
So pleasant on this side the grave ; |J
It keeps the unhappy from thinking,

And makes e'en more valiant the brave ;—
As for me, from the moment I twigg'd it,
The good stuff has so set me agog,
Sick or well, late or early,
‘Wind foully or fairly,
Helm a-lee or a-weather,
For hours together,
I've constantly swigg'd it,—
And, dam’me | there 's nothing like grog!
[There were Teetotallers, it seems, in those days
also. It is not wonderful that the system should lun

taken half a century to rally, after so tremeadous a
settler.)

A SAILOR'S LOVE.
A sartor’s love is void of art,—
Plain sailing to his port, the heart,
He knows no jealous folly ;
'Tis hard enough at sea to war
‘With boist’rous elements that jar—
% All ’s peace with lovely Polly.
“Enough that, far from sight of shore,
Clouds frown, and angry billows roar,
Still is he brisk and jolly ;
And, while carousing with his mates,
Her health he drinks—anticipates
The smiles of lovely Polly.
Should thunder on the horizon press,
Mocking our signals of distress, ||
E’en then dull melancholy
Dares not intrude :—he braves the din,
In hopes to find a calm within
The snowy arms of Polly.
_———

From the Saloon.

FORGIVE ME IF THUS.
Forarve me, if thus I, presuming,
Come hither your heart to surprise,—
Smile, smile, and my hopes re-illumine ;—
But my pardon I read in your eyes.
~ No impostor the passion I own is,
- And, heav'n, what delight ! could I he
*_As truly to you an Adonis,
As you are a Venus to me,
The gods who so often delighted,
In forms borrow’d, some nymph to pursue,
Might confess they were never excited i
By an object so charming as you.
Nﬁhw &e,

ALAS! WHEN om
Avras | when once the book of life
‘What folly then to take a wife! 2t f

Our days are on the close ;

- And, as at one door comes in age,
! tmuntt'lﬁcpu.
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Is it not truth, From the TCalisman.
That youth loves youth, C—

Just as the zephyr loves the rose ? YE MAIDS, OUR LESSON BEAR IN MIND.
This law I own 's severe, though just ; Y maids, our lesson bear in mind,
But let us, since submit we must, Though Love unlock his treasure,
Submit with a good grace : For your acceptance, be not blind,
Laughing at Love and all his train, Nor taste the dang’rous pleasure,
And, as reason takes its reign, Beware, lest he your heart trepan,—
The table and the chase, Sighs, wishes, all oppose 'em,
The jovial song, the sparkling wine, Fair honour is your talisman,
And a true friend, that gift divine | And wear it in your bosom.
Shall well supply the place.
._’_—___
BOLD ROBIN HOOD. FFrom the Graces.
Cowme, listen awhile—"twill do your heart good, _—
While I sing of Clorinda and bold Robin Hood : Trio—SAY FLUTTERING HEART.
The damsel as handsome as handsome can be, Sar, flutt’ring heart,
‘Who has many a pound, and plenty of gear, Why, after days of sweet delight,
Than whose father no lord ever kept better cheer; Where conscious innocence bore part,
Who now goes to marry a mate of high blood, Serene as smiling morn, peaceful as silver night,
And all out of spite to this bold Robin Hood ; Or gay as gaudy noon, when Pheebus’ beams shone
Tadderer too, tadderer tee, tadderer radderer bright, .
tandorce. Say how one hour,

One little instant, could remove -
That vacant careless joy ? what pow'r
Inflict the torments we now prove ?

This Robin, as shall be related anon,
With brave William Scarlet and bold Little John,

All outlaws as daring as daring can be, :
S s iAol hetisier it the moria, | CTmEMIRl SNSRIV evebNIR ST
Resound far and near with the bugle-horn : Dear goddess, for fair honour’s sake,
When straight, outof fear, all thatlive near the wood Relieve the torments we partake |
Run and lock up their daughters from bold Robin Teach us to cure our am'rous fires,
Hood. Tadderer too, &e. Or else permit us our desires :
And ith zealous
How this Robin full fifty bold foresters slew ; e s lm"“‘l’:?'v
How the Pindar of W akeficld made one of his crew— : .
Swift as the glowing god of day
As desp’rate a crew as desp’rate can be; Darts from afer a'downward rey ;
How the butcher he trick’d, bid the bold tinker stand, And so shall vot’ries to thy prai
Made B&fdﬁilhop say mass, and fought Arthur of A thousand thoussnd altare patanr”
Are mh’mdletdownintruehngungenhdgmd.
In the life and adventures of bold Robin Hood. THE SCHOOLBOY.
Tadderer too, &e. Tux schoolboy thus, with artful glee, .
best Joke of all is th - A like disaster meets, i
But the . a4 Who thinks to rob each active bee |
How he rescu’d the sweetheart of All;:-c-bde,— Of all his treasur’d : i’ 3
An action as daring as daring can be :
It happen’d her parents would force her to chureh, But instinct the design explores— .
With intention poor Allen to leave in the lureh, The nedt 18 o6 S WiRgES ,
When twenty stout fellows, all firm men and good, And soon, instead of honey'd stores, ‘
Rush'd in, and were headed by bold Robin Hood. The thief reccives a sting. |
Tadderer too, &e. E
But to come to Clorinda, and finish my tale, AT FIRST LIKE AN INFANT. !
The second edition of Allen-a-Dale, — Ar first like an infant appearing, !
I muhidmnphy'thm‘m'e._ With neither his bow nor his darts, .‘ poesh
Him, John, and his Scarlet, we all laugh to scorn, To his wiles we attend—without fearing, e
msmmy-mnn,mdhismle-m: Till he creeps by degrees to our hearts ;— |
Let him come, then, he’ll find us all stout men and When soon, for our folly requited, !
good, This guest the sole master we find ; o
Httodrubdlmehouthﬂuboldnobhﬂood. For, scarce to the bosom invited, g I

Tadderer too, &c. He lords it at will o’er the mind.

L .
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FROM THE BROAD SUMMIT.
Frosx the broad summit of the hill,
‘Where op’ning hound and jocund horn
The air with sprightly clangour fill,
Calling for the early morn,
Diana comes : each length’ning space,
Or lawn, (where flies the rapid game,
Or hunters push the wheeling chase,)
Repeats the name ;
While Echo, as in sportive mock,
Her fav'rite sound from rock to rock,
In circling eddies, tosses round.

—_—

Finare—THE GRACES.
CYANA.

And know that Love is always near,
MERCURY.
Learn wherefore, husbands, learn,
To pleasure each wife races :
'Tis when her tender love you spurn,
‘When husband, lover, and the friend,
You cease to blend ; ,
For who could fear
To find in wives affection near,
Did they behold the Graces ?
‘  AGLAIA.
Learn wherefore, lovers, learn,
‘We tied love in these traces :
To show each passion, in its turn,
hmﬁ&-mﬂ“m
Or you will find
Too much to fear,

4From fLong Ovds.

*TIS TRUE THE MARK OF MANY YEARS.

'Tis true, the mark of many years

Upon my wrinkled front appears ;

Yet have I no such idle fears
This will my fortune spoil :

Gold still some happiness bestows,

E’en where no youthful ardour glows ;—

For proof, dear girl, take these rouleaus,
And give me a sweet smile.

'Tis true, upon my haggard face

No marks of beauty can you trace ;

Nor wears my figure aught of grace,
T’ insure the lover’s bliss :

Yet I am no such horrid fright,

But that bank-notes may set things right ;—

Take, then, these bills, all drawn at sight,
And give me a sweet kiss.

'Tis true, I know not to be kind,
And that within my harden’d mind
No more 2 jewel can you find
Than beauty in my face :
But one within this casket here
May make amends, its lustre s clear ;
Nor shall I think I've sold it dear,
Paid by a sweet embrace.

—_—

A LADY OF TON.

To look upon dress, upon show, upon birth,

As the noblest distinction of life ;
On riches as all that give pleasure on earth,

And that only cure sorrow and strife :
Mwh&,m one might say quoi

Yottbllilmlﬂbdahdydton.

Stale virtue and vice to erase from their list,—
Those of life make a pitiful part,—

Things certainly in people’s mouths that exist,
But have nothing to do with the heart :

To maxims like these one may well say quoi bon,—

Yet this is the life of a lady of ton.

Upon prudence as vulgar, and honesty low,
On each man of merit a brute ;
As an angel an apé, or, "tis all one, a bean,
Dress'd out in an elegant suit : -
To maxims like these one may well say quoi bon,—
Yet this is the life of a lady of ton.

TohM—thkﬂnbgt#h.h
Appointments, or charms to display ; -
Mmmmwﬂo&mbﬁ
Is Sunday, for cheating at play :— g 3
MW*MU“NMW
H&hhﬁehoﬂhﬂ!dm ;
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THE SONGS OF CHARLES DIBDIN.

HOW ONE MAY BE MISTAKEN.

I vow I thought you, at first sight,
A moppet, a baboon, a fright,
Or some hobgoblin of the night,

That guilty creatures waken :
With nose and chin like rams' horns curl’d,
And brows in farrow’d wrinkles furl’d ;—
Well, *tis amazing, in this world,

How one may be mistaken |

For now 1 sce, with half an eye,
You are not old, nor made awry,
Nor do your shambling trotters ply

As if by palsy shaken ;
You're young as Ganymede, and fair—
Narcissus had not such an air ;—
Well, 'tis amazing, I declare,

How one may be mistaken !

-

THE HONEST TAR.

A sarLor, and an honest heart,

Like ship and helm, are ne'er apart ;

For how should one stem wind and tide,
If t'other should refuse to guide ?

With that, she freely cuts the waves.
And so the tar,

When clashing waves around him jar,
Consults his heart, and danger braves
‘Where duty calls ; nor asks for more
Than grog aboard, and girl ashore.

'Tis not a thousand leagues from home
More horrid that the billows foam ;
'Tis not that gentler is the breeze

In channel than in distant seas ;—
Danger surrounds him far and near :
But honest tar,
Thoughwindsnndwatermdhimju,
Consults his heart, and scorns to fear:
The risks he runs endear him more

To grog aboard, and girl ashore.

'Tis not that in the hottest fight

The murd’rous ball will sooner light
On him, than any other spot—

To face the cannon is his lot ;

He must of danger have his share.
But honest tar,

Though fire, and winds, and water jar,
Consults his heart, and shakes off care :
And when the battle’s heat is o’er,

In grog aboard, drinks girl ashore.

POOR PEG OF MAPLEDOWN.
Axp did you hear what sad disaster
Poor Peg of Mapledown befell,
For love, that stoutest hearts can master ?
Alas! that those who love so well
5 In sorrow’s train
Should mourn in vain !
Her story does such grief impel,
That woe is me the while I tell.

She lov'd a youth of honest kindred ;
At church behold the happy pair,
Andnkwbnt'tm&&&“m?
For he was young, and she was fair : .
Accurs'd be wars,
And party jars ! A
Why nutt.hhll&nllhﬂh?
Alas! it fills me with despair.

Onward to his liege lord's dwelling
A rebel rout had cut their way ;
What shrieks ensued ! and what a yelling !
For he, a true man, must away.
He swore the fight
Would end ere night,
And he'd return with garlands gay,

Sweet trophies for his wedding-day.

Night came, and saw the youth returning,—
Accurs'd be war's destructive knife!

She ran to clasp, with passion burning,
Her wedded lord, depriv'd of life !
Oh, cruel spite !
What | not one night ?>—
Is not her tale with mis'ry rife ?
At once a maiden and a wife !

—_— =

WHEN LAST IN THE DREADFUL.

Wuex last in the Dreadfal your honour set sail,
On Newfoundland Banks there eame on a hard gale;
There was thunder, MHM ﬂw
ling hail,
Enough the oldgunnuu-o
One who threaten’d your life, dash'd mut
wave,
Your own hand I saw snatch from a watery grave; ||
And you said 'twas well done, for that ﬂri‘
the brave,
The noblest of glory 's to spare.

Whmyud-arnndyud-uminh ;
When the blood from the scuppers rain’don usbelow, -
When crippled enough to be taken in tow,
To strike we saw Mounseer prepare ;
If a broadside below, or a volley above,
The men were all ready to give her for love,
How oft has your honour cried—Not a hand move !
A hero's true glory s to spare |

e —

A BATCH OF MAXIMS.

A sAviNG 'twas, when I was young,
That golden carts take hay in;

And in my ears my mother rung
Ofttimes this self-same saying.

My dad, who the main chance did think
Of human cares the dearest,

Would cry, Whene'er thou
mmmuum

e

-
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1 had an uncle, and his saw
Was, Take but never render ;

And this he gave me as a law,
While yet my years were tender.

My aunt had her good adage, too,
Who also was my tutor:

Says she, Whoever comes to woo,
A dower "s a handsome suitor.

Let me, good sir, add mine to their's :
Tell not your name for nothing,—

A rule I've found, in all affairs,
Meat, washing, drink, and clothing.

My girl, who has her parents’ knack
For maxims, adds a right one:

Few crows are found that are not black,
Yet a rich crow 's a white one.

A PHENOMENON.
Tux we're told, has the sun for his sire ;
That he lives to five cent'ries or more ;

‘ wings are the bellows

That kindle it up till *tis properly heated :

‘When no longer in flame this combustible flashes,
Lm-iwjuputdth ashes.

Another wise tale to a dragon gave birth,

\ ‘mm‘hh-ﬂ,mumhm‘r&,

| When "tis gravely attested, and let who will smile,
That a regiment of soldiers appear’d rank and file.

s o 2 g M’t .
A
2 . s ‘ﬁll‘h‘, 2 Cy

on,

You, master | don’t believe it love ;
I"'m Juno still, and you are Jove :
Whom Fate has plac’d me far above,
Nor her decrees could'st alter :
Then yield with grace the sov'reign rule,
Nor think to make me thus a tool ;
For those who hang me for a fool
Will find a knave in the halter.

Roxpeau—THINK NOT HERE.

Tuink not here to drive your gig,
Madame Juno ;
I'll make you know,
Who 's at home, or, burn my wig !
°  Why, I'll know the reason.

You may grin, but I'll bet twenty,
Her lord and master,
1 shall cast her;
And as to witnesses, I've plenty,
At any time or season.
Think not, &e.

Shall I by her—my goods and chattels,
Be led by the nose here,
Nor dispose her
As I list >—Why, sir, these battles
?Gainst me are petty treason.
Think not, &c.

—_—

WHO CALLS ON VENUS?

‘Wao calls on her whose pow’rful art
Erects a throne in ev'ry heart?

‘Whose love all court, whose anger fear —
Venus yelept—behold her here !

Sighlmefoudyontb.hhhwuklnd,
Would she some watchful Argus blind ?
Glows some fair modest virgin's cheek,
With wishes that she dare not speak ?

. Who calls, &ec.

—_—

WITH THAT BEGIRT.

Wirn that begirt, each dowdy girl
Gdlcv’rydu‘n,doellhmnkkz

Her teeth become a row of pearl,
Enclos’d within a coral casket :

Carnations bloom upon her cheeks ;
nm-hhphadmndﬂwh;

The air 's perfum’d whene’er she speaks;
And Cupids play in ev'ry dimple.

A SIMILE.
Hear the merry minstrel sound,

0 Y S 4 >
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70 THE SONGS OF CHARLES DIBDIN.
And, as it plays, MMMW“D“I
Sweetly conveys, Slap goes the universe to ruin:
From sense to sense, The trumpet sounds, war rude and civil
Soft eloquence, Convulse the earth, while to the devil
In thrilling circulation. They go their own way; and no wonder,—

But stringless, broken, out of tune,
Time 's thrown away :
For did you play,
Without the least cessation,
And strum from January to June,
You still may bang,
At ev'ry twang,
The dismal hum ;—
The more you thrum,
Bnt speaks its mutilation.
But hear, &ec,

Just so, let down its pegs, the heart
In sadness sits ;
Nor once admits
Of any consolation :
But screw it into tune, each smart
And anxious care
Dissolve to air,
Alone its joy
Our minds employ,
And all is jubilation.
. So hear, &c.

—

SPORTSMEN STAUNCH AND TRUE,

SrorrsMEN who are staunch and true
Ne'er the timid hare pursue :
Quiv'ring, quaking—
Shiv'ring, shaking—
Trembling, tott'ring in her flight,
She their pity would excite.

But who a badger set at bay

Wishes not to make his prey ?
Where 's the heart compassion shocks
To ensnare the subtle fox ?

Come on, then, partake the spoils,—
Cunning Reynard ’s in the toils ;—
Sly and artful, I'll prepare

For my madame such a snare,

So close and cunning a wife-gin,
With her eyes open, she’ll run in.

FINE SPORT, INDEED!
Fixe sport, indeed ! for god and godlin,
To see great Jove become Moll Codlin ;
And threat his wife with fist and horsewhip,
Because she loves a little gossip.

Yet he, forsooth, can trot and amble,
And after scores of misses ramble ;—

Leave, gods, at Hercules your grinning, —
The master of the world 's a spinning.

-

His lightning 's out—asleep his thunder. | .

HOW HAPPY SHE. |

How happy she, who ne’er can know

The mis'ry of the great; R Al
Who, far from reach of sceptred woe,

Finds in her low estate
Joy in her innocence—delight

In scenes that still present
leunthntheﬂthmdwﬂdh,

And transport in content

One brook, her mirror and her drink,
The happy wand'rer seeks ;

And as her lambs play round its brink,
Goodutunplinuhr&ah. :

Few are her waats, certain her joy, -
For reason’s glad consent 2 &b s
Poimonthehmmt-nm‘ '
Andguiduhuhmm

| MEEK I'LL BE. o
Mezk mu-vmm il
Your presence court, your absence mourn:

Love shall be the price of love, * ~§»l
And kindness ask a kind return. g s

Folly shall ne’er my mind defile, " 2ab
From prudence will I ne’er depart;
My face shall wear a constant - AL
Anddﬂymh-yhﬂ,‘. w0
R
o3 b !
" ,!M.V ‘
.fmmmm £ g

X
P e |

e

—_——

iy

THE SAILOR. ﬁ: !

'ruugm.whounw-nmuaw” Il
Should ne'er in fondness fail her, a L A
uthlmmrw ,f |-
Should splice her toasaflor. | ,
He braves the storm, the battle's heat, . B
The yellowboys to-nail her : = AN
Diamonds, if diamonds she cat, .
Would seek her houest sailor. %
If she'd be coustant, still his heart |
She’s sure will never fail her; ||
For, though a thousand leagues apart, ||
Still faithful is her saflor. |
If she be false, still he is kind, |
And absent, does bewail her; ||
Her trusting, aumm-u; i N
Still faithless to the sailor. A

——
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A butcher can provide her prog ; Some say they a knotty dispute were upon,
8 Three threads to drink, a tailor :— Of some trifle, like perjury, bail, or crim. con.
1 ‘What's that to biscuit and to grog, When this maid, with good-nature alone for her ob-
| Procur’d her by her sailor ? jeet,
l She who would such a mate refuse, Wash’d the windows, tolet in some light on the sub-
; The devil, sure, must ail her : ject. Sing bags and briefs, &c.
! Search round, and, if you 're wise, you 'll choose .
T honest sailor. Others say, and that boldly, that this little queen
i ; Was dmymin'd towash all their consciences clean ;
e, AP But thatwould have taken, so wrong was her notion,
Instead of some drops, more than all of the ocean.
Sing bags and briefs, &e.

LITTLE TOM THUMB.
Isitlittle Tom Thumb that you mean, and his battles?
Arrah! send him, for playthings, some whistles
and rattles ;
At the sight of a sword all his nerves would be
quaking,—
He fight | he kill giants! it is game you are making.
As well yon may tell us that eagles fear larks,
mmﬂmmwmm:
Then talk not of any such nonsense to me—
| ':m confounded boderum, bumboodle, lid-
| lee.

Tom Thumb | such a shrimp, sure, no eyes ever

| #rom Gom Chumb.
|

saw—
He handles his arms as a fly hugs a straw :
| Tobesure, in the wars danger's certain to quit him,
| For the taef’s such afleadare’s nobullet can hit him.
; And then as to courage, my jewel—hoot, hoot !
| Arrah! did not T find him chin-deep in my boot ?
'l'h-ﬂugdufﬂmbm,
Dee: B acs W i

Tom Thumb marry you | —musha honey, be aisy,—
Were it not for your sense, I should think you gone
erazy!

. Shallafine stately ostrich thus wed acock-sparrow?
‘f'w_lmuﬂhﬁodﬁdnm,
htﬁ_ql_,ﬁ.«nmpnﬁluﬂm
| Or a pismire by the side of the house |

! Mﬂﬂdql@wbm
| mrmmbumm-, lid-
| 4‘?'” e . ™ - wis

too:
‘iﬁ%?’m#bﬂ
s realm through the skylight of Westminster
© Hall. s
u:';ta{l.
Q—L

-

N TR

, bands, gowns, and other like

But the lawyers, with consciences ever awake,

Did the poor girl's civility strangely mistake,

And this mouse to a mountain of evil,

Took her mop for a pitchfork, and her for the devil.
Sing bags and briefs, &e.

One appearing, however, less scar'd than the rest,
Their absurd apprehension soon turn'd to a jest;
Crying, Courage ! Old Nick will not take you this
bout,—
He'llbe punctual, ne’er fear, but your timeis not out.
Sing bags and briefs, &c.

And now, lest the roof on their noddles should fall,
In two minutes deserted was Westminster Hall ;
Pris’ner, judge, and jew-bail 'gainst each other did

SquEeze,
Andthecounsel bags, wigs, and all lostbut their fees.
Sing bags and briefs, &c.

No longer let France, then, her Joan of Areboast,
Of her country’s stout foes who subdu’d a whole
host : :
Onthe Maidof the Skylight more honour shall fall, —
She routed the lawyers from Westminster Hall |
Sing bags and briefs, &ec.

—

THE FAIRIES.

Beuorp the fairies’ jocund band,
‘Who firm, though low of stature,
'Gainst giant vice shall make a stand,
human nature.
‘We 've characters of ev'ry mould,
All tempers, forms, and size:
The grave, the gay, the young, the old,
Hid under quaint disguises. \
Then hey for the fairies, &e.

We have a priest who never swears,
But who is always ready
With money, or advice, or pray'rs,
To help the poor and needy.
Then hey for the fairies, &c.
A man and wife, who both on cruteh. .
Are now oblig’d to hobble, .
Who fifty years, or near as much,
Have never had a squabble. i
" Then hey for the fairies, &c.

|
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A magistrate upright and wise,
To whom no bribe is given,
And who before two charming eyes
Can hold the balance even.
Then bey for the fairies, &e.

A learn'd physician of great skill,
All cures, like Galen, pat in,
Who never does his patients kill,
Take fees, or jabber Latin,
Then hey for the fairies, &e.

A country "squire who hates the smell
Of stingo and October ;
A modern poet who can spell ;
And a musician sober.
Then hey for the fairies, &e.

Away then, comrades, beat to arms,
Display your sportful banners ;
Strike hard at vice, expose false charms,
And catch the living manners,
Then hey for the fairies, &ec.

IN PARIS AS IN LONDON.

Ix Paris as in London,

Vice thrives and virtue 's undone ;

Errors, passions, want of truth,

Folly in age as well as youth,
Are things by no means rare :

But honest us'rers, friends sincere,

And judges with their conscience clear—
C’est qu'on ne voit guere.

In Paris all things vary:

Sixteen and sixty marry ;

Men presuming on their purse,

Heirs with their estates at nurse,
Are things by no means rare :

But doctors who refuse a fee,

And wives and husbands who agree,-
C'est qu’on ne voit guere.

In Paris, idle passion

And folly lead the fashion :
Attention paid to show and dress,
Modest merit in distress,

Are things by no means rare ;
But friendship in sarcastic sneers,
And honesty in widows' tears,—

C’est qu’on ne voit guere.

CHAIRS TO MEND.

Lixe mine to botch is each man’s fate,
Each toils in his vocation—

One man tinkers up the state,
Another mends the nation ;

Your parsons preach to mend the heart,
They cobble heads at college ;

Physicians patch, with terms of art
And Latin, want of knowledge.

Butnoneﬁrpnhammw
Than 1,

Who ery 3

Old chairs to mend. : ‘ |

Your lawyers’ tools are flaws and pleas; I
They manners mend by dancing ;

Wigs are patches for degrees,
And lovers use romancing j

Fortunes are mended up and made
Too frequently with places ; |

With rouge, when their complexions fade, ||
Some ladies mend their faces ; |

But none for praise, &c.

— : . S

A TINKER I AM.

A Tivker I am, —
My name 's Natty Sam ;
From morn to night I trudge it :
So low is my fate, |
My pers'nal estate !
Lies all within this budget.
Work for the tinker, ho! good wives,
For they are lads of mettle—
Twere well if you could mend your lives,
As I can mend a kettle.

The man of war,
The man of the bar, |
Physicians, priests, free-thinkers, Y
That rove up and down - « $ih
Great London town, ¥
‘What are they all but tinkers ?
Work for the tinker, &c.

"Those *mong the great e

Who tinker the state e

And badger the minority,— .
Pray, what ’s the end e -~
Of their great work, my friend,

But to rivet a good majority? =
Workhrtbclﬂﬂgh.o.d

This mends his name, g.; 2
That cobbles his fame, g ] n
That tinkers his reputation : el
And thus, had I time, R ’:-'
Icould prove in my rhyme,
Jolly tinkers are all the nation. - ;
Wnrkhrthm.»

——————

THE YOUNKER WHO HIS nns'r M'!,

- ,-*\_

Tue younker who his first essay

Makes in the front of battle,
sm.nmnngmﬁu.

And bullets round him rattle. 3

NMWMMW:»M‘::‘
Like dulcet flutes the cannons roar, i
And groans turn country dances. '7‘ *

e ‘. !

. ——
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‘So ; and flurries, and what not, Thus, as hope and as fear the same torment imparts,
Upon my fancy rushes : When wrought to extremity’s pitches,
! I fear 1 know not why or what— Let all who are plagued with susceptible hearts
ﬂ I'm cover'd o’er with blushes. Beware of these Lancashire witches.
! 'i _ But let the honey season fly, The Lancashire witches, their power to keep,
. T To second well my clapper, Of the heart at one stroke make a capture :
l w The kitchen's whole artillery The charms of old times struck you all of a heap, :
g ; Shall grace my husband’s napper. Now they strike you with wonder and rapture. i §
4 And if old ugly hags made the candles burn biue, ;
o i - o g And had night-mares, and heart-aches, and E
: | . - #Fvom the Passions. stitches, :
) So we still have the heart-aches, and e’en night- it
mares too, i1
From these beautiful Lancashire witches. )
Yet, would ye avert all these spells and these it
charms, s i
Sue to Hymen to be your auxiliar ; .

Let the witcheraft be laid in that circle her arms,

And let love be your mutual familiar.

So delight and enchantment shall grace ev'ry hour,
‘While contentment each pleasure enriches,

And good-humour and sweetness the magical pow’r

Still confirm of the Lancashire witches. -

RSy IR

AFrom Liberty Wall.

[A Comic Opera, first produced at Drury Lane, Fe-
bruary 8, 1784, when Dibdin had ceased to have any con-
nection with the Circus. The piece itself was not re.

successful ; but one of the songs, the cele-
brated * l.pﬂn&lneu,’dﬂnhlnm&owhmy
:-::u:] et o

Orexisa Caorus—LIGHT AND TRIPPING.

LienT and tripping as you tread,

With printless steps, along the mead,
With air ingenuous, open, free,

Hither come, sweet Liberty !

Health waits thee in thy bless’d domain—
Come, and hold thy jocund reign!
Here 's the true seat of liberty;
We sit, sing, chat, and sip our tea,
Discuss the modish topics round,

While jest, and jibe, and joke abound ;
Abusing, as it serves our ends,

The state, the weather, and our friends.
Britons, well read in Freedom's lore,
Say all they know, and ten times more.

Let beards wag freely,—truths sublime
Fall sometimes from the coarsest tongue,
M&hdd#‘ﬂ- ¥
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Leap, skip, and pound, would poor Ap Hugh,
{ And capriole and caper too,
And frisk, and chump, and dance, look you,
Oh he de nos |

Put Patience very cruel is,
Oh he de nos !
With chibes, and cheers, and mockeries,
Oh he de nos |
Which makes to sigh and sob Ap Hugh,
And whining his sad fortune rue,
And crieve, and croan, and crunt, look you,
Oh he de nos |

WHO TO MY WOUNDS A BALM ADVISES.
Wao to my wounds a balm advises,
But little knows what I endure :
The patient’s pain to torture rises,
‘When med’cine 's tried, and fails to cure.

What can the wisest counsel teach me,
But sad remembrance of my grief ?
Alas ! your kindness cannot reach me :

It gives but words—1 ask relief.

WHEN FAINTLY GLEAMS THE DOUBT-
FUL DAY.

Waex faintly gleams the doubtful day,
Ere yet the dewdrops on the thorn
Borrow a lustre from the ray
That tips with gold the dancing corn,—
Health bids awake, and homage pay
To him who gave another morn ;
And, well with strength his nerves to brace,
Urges the sportsman to the chase.

Do we pursue the timid hare,

As trembling o'er the lawn she bounds ?
Still of her safety have we care,

While seeming death her steps surrounds ;
We the defenceless creature spare,

And instant stop the well-taught hounds :

For cruelty should ne’er disgrace

“ The well-earn’d pleasure of the chase.

Do we pursue the subtle fox ?
Still let him brakes and rivers try,
Through marshes wade, or climb the rocks,
The deep-mouth’d hounds shall foll'wing fly ;
~And, while he ev'ry danger mocks,
Unpitied shall the culprit die :
“ To quell his cruel artful race,
Is labour worthy of the chase.

Return’d, with shaggy spoils well stor'd,
To our convivial joys at night,

We toast ; and first our country's lord,
Anxions who most shall do him right :

The fair next crowns the social board,—

Britons should love as well as fight :
For he who slights the tender race
Is held unworthy of the chase.

NE'ER YET DID LOVER.

Ne'er yet did lover
Hope discover
Till won by sighs and wishes tender,

That presage of our hearts’ surrender.

Hope 's the reward of faithful hearts,
Herald of ev'ry joy propitious ;
The course on which the lover starts,
Eager to reach that goal he wishes.
When you a lover’s title
Sokind—so true,—well-pleas’d togreet you,
This hope, the harbinger of love,
With winning smiles shall haste to meet you.

JACK RATLIN.

Jack RartrLix was the ablest seaman,
None like him could hand, reef, and steer ;
No dang’rous toil but he’d encounter,
With skill, and in contempt of fear :
In fight a lion ;—the battle ended,
Meek as the bleating lamb he'd prove ;
Thus Jack had manners, courage, merit—
Yet did he sigh, and all for love.

The song, the jest, the flowing liquor—
For none of these had Jack regard ;
He, while his messmates were
High sitting on the pendant yard,
Wou!dt.hinknponhhﬁirm'.m
Swear never from such charms to rove :
'I'hlttrulyhe'dadmthmllvhg. 2
And, dying, sigh—to end his love. 3

The same express the crew commanded ) |
Once more to view their native land; ‘ |
Amonsthcmt.hnn;ht.hckmﬁﬂ?.,:. i
Would it had been his love’s fair hand
Oh fate |—her death defac’d the letter—
Instant his pulse forgot to move; o5 '
With quiv'ring lips, and eyes uplifted, ||
He heav'd a sigh—and died for love!

s W
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Axacrrontic—WHAT IF MY PLEASURES,

Waar if my pleasures fools condemn,

Because 1 am not dull, like them; ;
Because no minute I let pass " i
Unmk'dbyamﬁvﬂgh.? :

Or else, retir'd from strife and noise, i
I tempt the fair to softer joys;
A mortal with a soul divine, *
Alternate m‘dﬂ&mlﬁm b |
Those shall on sarth my helng sheens: o0

bl
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And when I'm gone, if in my heir :
Mylplﬁtsuve,hthinut“ Py
But see emboss’d upon my wrn <
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Alternate crown'd with love and wine.’

THE BRIDE'S PROMISE.

Owu, transports beyond measure !
Oh, extasy of pleasure !
‘What unknown joys possess me !
The world will now confess me

That honour’d happy thing, a wife |

Should unexpected crosses
Misfortunes breed and losses,
My husband’s cares to soften,
Il tenderly and often

With kisses banish ev’ry strife.

Thus I'll discharge so duly,

So constantly, so truly,

So well, my duty’s promise,

That, pain and care far from us,
Sweet shall be our cup of life.

WHEN FAIRIES ARE LIGHTED.

Waex fairies are lighted by night’s silver queen,
And feast in the meadow, or dance on the green,
My Lumkin aside lays his plough and his flail,
By yon oak to sit near me, and tell his fond tale:
And though I'm assur’d the same vows were believ’d
By Patty and Ruth, he forsook and deceiv’d,
Yetso Sweet are his words, and liketruth soappear,
I pardon the treason, the traitor’s so dear.

1 saw the straw bonnet he bought at the fair,
The rose-ecolour’d ribbon to deck Jenny’s hair,

- Theshoe-ties of Bridget, and, still worse than this,

e o T i Gt ks

: 'l-nbjdt'; Mvh!ml&nngﬂn,

His words and his looks will like truth so appear,

N lﬂﬂhm&m'-nw

'}
——

TR o

. THE mnm ncm.
' hbmwﬂwm

are begun;
~ The euﬂtﬂ“l—t!’l ht you, sir,’—

Now Renard’s turn’d out: and o’er hedge and
ditch rush

Hounds, horses,and huntsmen, all hard athis brush;

They run him at length, and they have him at bay,

And by scent and by view cheat a long tedious way:

While, alike born for sports of the field and the
course, N

Always sure to come through, a stanch and fleet
horse,

When, fairly run down, the fox yields up his breath,

The high-mettled racer is in at the death.

Grown aged, us’d up, and turn’d out of the stud,

Lame, spavin'd, and wind-gall’d, but yet with some
blood,

‘While knowing postillions his pedigree trace,

Tell his dam won this sweepstakes, his sire gain’d
that race,

And what matches he won toothe hostlerscounto’er,

As they loiter their time at some hedge-alehouse
door ;

While the harness sore galls, and the spur his sides

goad,
The high-mettled racer 's a hack on the road.

Till at last, having labour’d, dradg’d early and late,
Bow'd down by degrees, he bends on to his fate ;
Blind, old, lean, and feeble, he tugs round a mill,
Or draws sand, till the sand of his hourglass stands
still;
And now, cold and lifeless, expos’d to the view,
In the very same cart which he yesterday drew,
While a pitying crowd his sad relics surrounds,
The high-mettled racer is sold for the hounds.

DO SALMONS LOVE.

Do salmons love a lucid stream ?
Do thirsty sheep love fountains?
Do Druids love a doleful theme ?
Or goats the craggy mountains ?
If it be true these things are so,
As truly she ’s my lovey,
And os wit I yng carie I,
Rooi fit dwyn de garie di,
As ein, dai, tree, pedwar, pimp, chweck go,
The bells of Aberdovey.

Do keffels love a wisp of hay ?
Do sprightly kids love prancing ?

mnmm;m OQUEL.
H -lkhlndc‘d,hc-e.
‘l:‘ﬂ-;“bhp‘ﬂtihd:&. -
Or kindly turn, smiling t-,
: Orunm!qum
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76 THE SONGS OF CHARLES DIBDIN.

?Twixt life and death the soul to fetter,—
Ah! who can bear 't >—My sentence speak !
Than love to bear unbless'd, "twere better
The woe-torn heart at once should break.

FOR PEACE OR WAR.

Prerar'p each army on its way,
Would you hostilities should cease,
Do you the olive-branch display,
I'll smoke the calumet of peace.

But if in arms we must be found,
Haste to the field, and let us see

If your trumpet, or my warwhoop's sound,
Can loudest cry to victory.

NEVER WONDER OR STARE.

Nerer wonder or stare
That we breathe the free air,
‘Who from pleasure to pleasure still bound ;
Who through life’s busy race,
Though we're hot on the chase,
Neither follow the horn nor the hound.

Baut how to inspire
With my volatile fire
You who slowly existence drag round,
Far from regions of taste,
‘Who a dull being waste,
'Twixt echo, your horn, and your hound.
My counsel then take,
For propriety’s sake,
Nor dare once intruding be found
Into our bright sphere,
But vegetate here,
With your hunter, your horn, and your hound.

FiNaLE.

NO LONGER SLOW-CONSUMING CARE.

Female. No longer slow-consuming care
And grief by turns devour me :
My heart ’s grown light, I tread on air,
Delicious joys o’erpow’r me.
Chorus. No low'ring clouds shall overwhelm,
For wary Prudence takes the helm ;
No low'ring clouds shall uverwhetm
Henceforth our hopes on Folly’s sea,
For wary Prudence takes the helm,
To guard the bark of Liberty.

Unceasing blessings may ye prove,
For nobly thou hast won her :

They only pay the price of love,
Who purchase it with honour.

Female, Like this kind creature, prithee, say,
Was ever such another ?
Oh | that the sister's love could pay
Thy friendship to the brother !

JFrom fBarbest Home,
[A Comie Opera in two acts, first acted at the Hay-
market, 1787.]

LET EV'RYTHING WAIT BUT THE ALE.
Wouxns, here’s such a coil! Iam none of your poor
Petty varlets, who flatter, and cringe, and procure ;
I'm a freeman, a nabob, a king on his throne,
For I've chattels, and goods, and strong beer of
my own :

Besides, Ttis a rule, that good fellows ne’er fail
To let ev'rything wait, but the generous ale.

My int'rest I love ; thee I love, too, good wife ;
But still 1 love better a jovial life :

And for thee or my lady, with duty devout, .
I’ll run to old Nick, when the dobbin 's drunk out ;
DBut 'tis always a rule, that good fellows ne'er fail
To let ev'rything wait, but the generous ale.

Duer—SWEET THE BREEZE OF MORNING.

First. Sweer, oh sweet | the breeze of morning
Passing o’er the new-blown rose ;
Where verdant bow’rs, the meads adorning,
Court rustic lovers to repose.
The gay domains of gentle Flora,

And all delights it can impart,
Have not a sweet like my Cleora,

Dearest flower of my heart |

Second. Sweet, oh sweet ! the humming liquor
Mantling in the crystal glass |
In which, with rosy gills, the vicar,
Chuckling, toasts his fav'rite lass !
Venus was a buxom hussy,
As anun,lhn.nnd.lmunlﬂ:
And yet why may not Goody Muzzy,
When one ’s sharpset, do as well!
First. Pity from her 1 love invoking,
To plead my wishes do not fail.
Second. See, with love and thirst I'm dlokb‘;--,
Smile, and hand the mug of ale ! 4
First, Thus, while l‘mboyonrhautm-. {
Do uot my tender suit deny. P TR |
Second. Goody, I am tir'd with koeeling ; '
Therefore, prithee, now comply. T

ARRAH, PAT.

A:uu,l’at.d:dmlnnmpoorﬂlﬁm
Fait and troth | my dear jewel, {
Now was it not cruel ?
Oh | come back again, or you'll never return,
To cheer me when I'm broken-hearted.

Skﬁghtfmd!bok,mmﬁhm‘_ f

I’d a pleasure in toiling ‘

V/hen Patrick was smiling; -y

Thlnnllﬂu'd,thon;h’tmm‘c‘&ﬂ
made hay,

mmmmxmmm e
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Each bird while it’s singing may shut up its throat:
1 won’t look at the thistle,
‘Where goldfinches whistle;
For though they all stun me, I don’t hear a note,—
Hwnl,vﬂhthlw’

|
|
l
|
|
}
i The cows may courant it, the sheep frisk and play,
Lambs and kidlings be dancing,
‘ And skipping, and prancing ;
s For though they’rebeside me they’re all gone away,
! Since Patrick and Unah are parted.

WHEN ON CLEORA’S FORM I GAZE.

Waex on Cleora's form I gaze,
that exhaustless store,

Till then unnotic'd charms I praise,

And those till then prais’d I adore !
| And while I look with fond surprise,
! And catch soft madness from my fair,
‘ I wish for Argus’ hundred eyes,

And wish to gaze for ever there |
But when Cleora's voice 1 hear,

| And when she strikes the trembling strings,
‘ 1 wish each eye was made an ear,
|
|
|
|
1
|
!
!
|
|
|

_’-;

To list with angels while she sings!
Thus, while in rapture they rejoice,
My senses still her empire own ;
~ And touch her, see her, hear her voice,—
All, all confirm her's, her’s alone |

ROUND ME THRONG.
Rouxp me throng each sport and pleasure |
Ceres, bring thy golden treasure!
Hours, that gay delight shall measure,

m”lmhﬂ'thcvhp
The rural gambols lead up neatly;

| Now begin—in measure featly ;—
| See! they move ! while, warbling sweetly,
ﬁklb-‘nwm

2y mrumusx.
Ga
ﬁ-m :m

mw-ﬁbm-m;
Nor did delight, far beyond measure,
”ﬂhwnymtd:ml

FrevE=!
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DEAR ME! 'M ALL IN A TWITTER.
Dear me hat.mam on't!

e

His violent love, when my dry shrivell’d hand
He fumbles
And mumbles,
How can 1 withstand |
With asthmatic lungs, when he fetches a sigh,
And grins in rheumatics, to make me comply,
How-can I at such tender ecstasy scoff,
That protests in an ague, and vows in a cough ?

WHEN GOODY PLAYS THE DEVIL.

Waex Goody plays the devil or so,

In midst of scolding, strife, and tears, .
Off to the alehouse straight I go,

To drink my pint, and save my ears :
There, for the tuneful nigh

Do I exchange the screech-owl’s note ;
For, as I drink the sparkling ale,

It jug, jug, jug, goes down my throat.

When Goody Muzzy's in a pout,
And scolds and storms, and fleers and flaunts,
Only to send her husband out,
That she may let in her gallants,—
Then, John, in vain thy ale shall foam,
And sparkle in its erystal bounds :
The nightingale’s sweet voice at home
Now—jug, jug, jug, in kisses sounds!

LOVE’S THE HARVEST OF THE HEART.

Tue sultry noon cries —whilst they last,
Seize on pleasures, take repast;
Fortune ’s fickle,
“ And Fate’s sickle
May surprise us in our prime—
Death 's the harvest-home of time |
Fair ones, bless'd with charms and truth,
Reap the profit in your youth :
In that season
Follow reason,
And of pleasure take your part—
Love 's the harvest of the heart!
Ym;nn,mdlhwmlnd,
M's;ood,udhendﬁl.adkind.
Never grieve 'em,
» Vex, or leave ’em,
But treat ’em gently, nobly, kind 1
Truth s the harvest of the mind.
AWAY, PALE FEAR.
Avuv,pd.ﬁcudghﬂyml
Fly at a parent’s voice, away !
Correcting ev'ry youthful error,
She deigns to bid, and I obey :
And oh, my heart! thou murmur’st treason,
Wdﬂ%’dﬁnﬂ.wm;
I\h-ﬂoluhhm,— i’
Lie still, poor flutt’rer, q,nnm-lo;
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THE SONGS OF CHARLES DIBDIN.

STUDY IN LOVE'S SCHOOL.

Tue first word I lisp’d, I am told, was love

High down, derry derry, ,
Heo down, derry derry,

Let's be merry .

Tn the hawthorn grove ;

For there, in the bushes,

The blackbirds and thrushes
Teach you, if you "re not a fool,
To study in Love’s charming school.

At five years I went in a barn to play,
High down, derry derry,
Ho down, derry derry,
Let’s be merry

Among the hay ;
For there Ralph and Dolly,
Bumpkin and Molly,

Taught me, or I'd been a fool,

To study in Love’s charming school.

——

WOMEN.
WoMEN, to bless the men design’d,

" Are always prudent, good, and kind ;

Always fair, and always young :—
'Tis true, a woman has a tongue ;
But then, the ill to counterpoise,
It never makes the smallest noise,
Rants, roars, or any scandal tells,
Or with abuse at random runs,
Or wrangling, :
Jangling,
The ear stuns,
Ringing a peal like parish bells.

If maids, they all with patience wait,
qunvymghttbemn-hgem;
1f wives, still faithful to his bed,
chymwhhthehmbnddud;
llwidoﬂ,ﬂwylhedheln!ihnh,
And ne’er were known to wed again :

THE EXCHANGE.

As Dermot toil’d one summer’s day,
Young Shelah, as she sat behind hir,
Fairly stole his pipe away—
QO den to hear how she'd deride him !
* Where, poor Dermot, is it gone,
Your lily lily loodle ?
They’ve left you nothing but the drone.
And that's yourself, you noodle.’
Beum bum boodle, loodle loo! '
Poor Dermot's pipe is lost and gone,
And what will the poor devil do ?

[A song which, if it has not
deserves it for the sake of ¢
it inculcates so simply and effective

¢ Fait, now | am undone and more,) |
GHD-‘-‘AM‘”WI \
Did not you stale my heart be 5
Is it you'd have a man run crazy? |
I've nothing left me now to moan;
My lily lily loodle, _
That us’d to cheer me so, is gone— -
Ah, Dermot ! thou'rt a noodle. . Ry
Beum bum boodle, loodle loo, |
My heart, and pipe, and peace are gone— |
What next will cruel Shelah do?* {
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But Shelah hearing Dermot vex, ||
~ Cried she, *"Twas little Cu -ﬂiﬁ ;
Ye fool, to steal it, out of " ;;
Only to see how much you lov'd me:
But take your lily loodle; |
And for the heart of you that 's gone,
You shall have mine, you noodle.”
Beum bum boodle, loodle loo, vi o
Shelah’s to church with Dermot gone; |
And for the rest—what's dat toyou? ||
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FREE FROM STRIFE. ||
Faex from strife, and Love’s alarms, af 8 i
With joyous heart and mind at ease, ||
Time was, when, with a thousand charms,
Bacchus knew the way to please. ’ 5
Gaily 1 saw each moment pass ;.
Nor ever had I heard a sound

TRUE PLEASURE.

Tuouvca I am humble, mean, and poor,
Yet 'faith| am I disarning:
And one may see the sun shine, sure by
Without the help of larning.
This little maxim, for my sake,
1 pray you be believing—
The truest pleasures that we fake,
Are those that we are gicing. |

Is there a wretch, with allhispelf, ||

s

&m..““t-) l"-."‘"l‘il‘. ,: '.
Sure, does he not defraud himself? ||
No waxim can be wiser. ||

He who is bless’d for his own sake, |t
'Faith ! is himself deceiving: s
The truest pleasures that we ¢ake, ||
Are those that we are giring. ||
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Cleora. Wao social pleasures love to share,

And slighted by Bob
Had noos’d a fine garter, bm“&-m
Upon the willow-tree.

e

mw&.ﬁl&hﬂm-w
Mﬂ;hllut.h.

| S0 he stole the fine garter she bought at the fair,

And swore, since 'twas Fortune’s decree,

mmumumm nm
Un-hvlnm ne
"hr-ﬂ

mmsmm4mmu

Sxce, Jack, thou art a seaman’s son,
And born for the good of the -u-.
mmm—

‘And taste of sorrow’s cup ;
Yet in thy pow’r
- Is Hope's best bow'r,
When Death shall bring thee up.

Love honour as thy life ;
Ne'er do a paltry thing ;
Protect thy friend and wife ;
Spare foes, and serve thy King !
This lesson larn,
‘Without consarn
Thou'lt taste of pleasure’s cup,
E’en to the dregs,
On thy last legs,
When Death shall bring thee up.

And when thou’st left the sea,
And time has long broke bulk,
Grown old and crank like me,
And laid up, a sheer hulk,
Teach thy young son
This course to run,
To drink of comfort’s cup ;
Thy eyes thou'lt close
In sweet repose,
When Death shall bring thee up.

WITH WHAT HARD TERMS.

‘Wira what hard terms fond lovers cope,
That cruel Fate imposes !
Absence and danger banish hope,

To earn the hero’s name,
Must she suspend the joys of love,
To swell the lists of Fame.

Nor with too timid woman’s fears
Let her fond heart be troubled ;

The storm appeas’d, a calm appears —
Her transports are redoubled ;

Her hero claims a welcome home,
Well earn’d that glorious name ;

His brows the laurel well become,
That swells the lists of Fame.

—

THE CARPENTER AND THE JUDGE.

A canrrexTER, Who for two gibbets long us'd
Could never his money obtain,

‘When order’d to make a third gibbet, refus’d
To work at the job, flat and plain.

The hangman and gaoler, both equally blam’d
That this hanging was thus at a stand,

Laid the fault on the carpenter.
Had been order’d to do 't out of hand.

-mmuq'umma ﬁqnl-.’&
mmmh”;

mmmmwmﬁwqm
Till for the first two P've been paid.’

, who, they exclaim’d,
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80 THE SONGS OF CHARLES DIBDIN.

He was brought 'fore the judge, while he shook in
his shoes,
Who eried, ¢ Fellow, "tis by my command
That this gibbet you make,—then no longer refuse,
But do it at once out of hand.’

¢ My Lord,’ cried the carpenter, 'tis very true,
On the hangman and gaoler’s bare word,

Since I had not been paid for the making of two,
I swore that I'd not make a third ;

But now ’tis a different thing, quite lnd clean ;—
Had they made me at once understand

That the gallows in point for your lordship had beén,
Lord love ye ! I'd don’t out of hand.’

'TIS NOT THAT ALL HIS OATHS.
"T1s not that all his oaths were lies,
His faith and truth neglected,—
Jove laughs at lovers' perjuries,
And this in love 's expected :
Nor that he left me, hope grown cold,
In doubt, the lover’s limbo ;—
'Tis that he gave my broken gold
To Quashee Corrumbimbo.

But does he think that ugly she
Shall share in his caresses,
While thus unwortley he loads me
With numberless distresses ?
He of his falsehood shall be told ;
I’ll set my arms akimbo,
Cry, ¢ Villain base ! thongtv'ltnygold
To Quashee Corrumbimbo.”

Duer—DID TEMPESTS HOWL.

Male. Dip tempests howl ?—thy fancied form
Hush’d into peace the threat’ning storm ;
Did cannons roar ?>—thou wert the guide
That tarn’d the murd’rous ball aside :
All peril, labour, toil, and pain,
Essay'd to quell my mind in vain ;
In dangers safe, in shackles free,
Still comfort came, led on by thee.

Fem. Did summer parch ? Did winter freeze ?
Did hurricanes unroot the trees ?
Did dread alarms of war increase ?—
1 thought of thee, and all was peace :
No chance, no fate, no force, no art,
1 knew, could shake thy constant heart ;
And though from pain no moment free,
lMghtolplume.hw.mdthae.

Trio—DEAR ME, HZOW SWEET.

Dear me! how sweet a thing is love,
‘When heart for heart 's the terms |

When wish’d-for bliss the absent prove,
The present joy confirms ;

When sorrows ne'er the breast invade,
And hope can pain beguile ;

And hours of grief are overpaid

By one returning smile.

A POET FROM RUIN NO REMEDY SAW.

A roer from ruin no remedy saw, . _,—""
But an opera soon to be play'd: y
The op’ra was damn'd, and the merciless law

Away all his chattels convey'd. ha
Apomrlt.thltmm%ulh 5 ey

As about scraps of paper he twirl'd, bl
Tn hopes in this chaos to meet with some prize,

Found out an old map of the world.

He soon went to work—ev'ry large commonweal
He tumbled as if he were frantic ;
On islands and continents made a full meal,
And drank up the ocean Atlantic. -ﬁc'
For some tit-bit he search’d ev'ry cranny and not
While kingdoms in ruin he hurl'd, p i
Till, like Mulgrave, Vancouvre, or Anson, or Cook,
He almost made a voy'ge round the world.

At last, since of feasting he had not enough,
Old England he thought he'd begin ; '
Buthefunndltn}oblomm
That he laid himself down and gave in. il
Let the story, then, serve for a sure case in po
That no effort our island can sever:
Werethawhohvoﬂdmi.ﬁﬁi
from joint,
Still should England be England for ever.

— I.""'"*

WHAT IF THE SAILOR BOLDLY GOES.
Wirar if the sailor boldly goes,
To distant climates bound,—
nnmwumwnpﬂum
mmﬁncmpunﬂ’

Althomﬂetmt.hlnh&
His country, Mﬂlm...

Thus, ev'ry danger life endures,
May to o’erwhelm him come, ﬂ"ﬁ
Trouble at sea only insures
Muwﬁdmb ‘4
He braves the storm, that
Fortune sends ; TR e Y

As the needle true to find his g
ﬂumﬂm .‘ s g

Tmmo’w%‘ .-.

Tuex let us rejoice, for old E: .
A victory never was seén : : g
Wehwaﬁno’ulmnhl.m

rious, 4
But now we have beaten nineteen.
Yet 'twas m’dmﬂu years will wa
healing, 3 samo-Cal) SV
Ammuu-&mwx ‘
Ev'ry Bﬂmﬂmm me
feeling,— e .1‘{;
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m AND DRAMATIC PIECES, 81 ’ i
, : 4
. Cornwallis, Smith, and Collingwood, ¢
: Fine fellows | still exist ; 1
3 ) 7 7 _ But to name sailors firm and good 1
S R it Would take the Navy’s List. i
- Aod he pepper’d the French on the Nile : Great Nelson with his parting breath 1
|| Theardn : d each bystander, Their character has drawn : T
20 mournful and sweet, — He call'd them brothers ; and his death :
y They ’ll emulate, like Strachan. f
’.' Then, Britons, be not out of heart, i R
Like men of hope bereft : i s B
1 " In him did the sheet-anchor part, : }
Spaniards : Yet is the best bow’r left.
[' Shall be lather'd, fore, aft, back, and sides, sannmmnmpm" renown ; ;
|| That we’ll not leave a rope from the shrouds to the And, though for ever gone, :

. lanyards,
Nl For in fighting we'll work double tides : PROL AP M. s ol Jaok fown,

And the notion’s & right one ;—Ah | where's such P UORTER S WOu—. |
We "ve lost | —why, the "count’s without end ! ,

R e e S JFrom the Round Fobin.

Comie Opera in two first acted at the Hay-
na[l“ht..lm 21, 1811, h::’ﬂlbdh’l l-tdrlm:xe

o T

S s Y.-;W’w'-wm-

Trio—DID NOT WE RUN HIM HARD?

Dip not we run him hard ?
Did not we make a push ?
Poor Renard ! how he was sear'd,
When, ¢ Yoics, my joys !
Hark forward, my boys I’
We were all of us hard at his brush.

So eager, so fierce, was the pack,
That all of us panted for breath;
So little did any hang back, "
b, But was merrily in at the death.
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' THE STANDING TOAST.
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THE SONGS OF CHARLES DIBDIN.

Somednnkthckinglndhkbnnlllp, We laugh’d fear and
And -omethceonstituﬂon; .

Some, May our foes and all such rips What a devil of a pusht
Own English resolution | Fait | I'd hold of his brush1 -
That fate might bless some Poll or Bess, . What a spunky duet 'twixt the echo nd hora
And that they soon might hail her ; [The last verse of this songis in representatio
But the standing toast, &c