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To the Reader.

The Young Pra&itioner, who might poflibly be at a Lofs without this Hint, as

he would probably expert to find the Governing Flats or Sharps fet to the be-

ginning of every Stave, (which tho’ common in Printed Mufic are not fo necefTary

but they may be difpenfed with) is defired to obferve, That the Governing Flats

or Sharps, fixed only to the firft Stave of each Part thro’iever^lMovementjin this

Work, are to be play’d thro’ each refpe£five Piece, as if they had been fixt at the be--

ginning of every Stave : For Example, in the following Song every B and E mull:

be fiat thro’ the whole, tho’ marked only at the beginning of the firft Stave 01 each

Part, except a Natural denotes the contrary. And fo of the reft.
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The Wit and Beau. Set by Mr. Oswald.

Andante

With ev’—ry grace young Strephon chofe,

beauties
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love he might find place, and wonder’d at her fcorn.
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With hows and fmiles 1. e did his

part,

But ah ! ’twas all in vair.. 5

A youth lefs fine, a youth of art,

Had talk’d himfelf into her hf art,

And would not out again*

With change of habits Strephon

prefs’d,

And urg’d her to admire 5
•

His love alone the other dreft

As verfe or profe became it heft,

And riQv’d her foft delire.
^ *

This found, his courtlhip Strephon

ends,

Or makes it to bis glafs j

There in himfelf now feeks amends.

Convinc’d that where a wit pretends

A beau is but an afs*

The



4*8 . The <J)9ttfe$; Delight.
T’he Judicious Fair One. Set by Mr. Holcomb.

You tell in? I m handfome, I know not how true, and ea ^fy and chat ty and

good-humourM too ; that my lips are as red as a rofe-bud in june, and my voice like the
l —r—*»~

,

nightingale fweetly in tune :
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The £13ltft£ Delight. 4.9

2.

If beauty from virtue receives no

fupply,

Or prattle from prudence, how want-

ing am I

!

My eafe and good-humour fhort rap-

tures will bring,

And my voice, like the nightin-

gale’s, know but a fpring :

For charms fuch as thefe then your

p-.ailes give o'er,

To love me for life you mull yet

love me more*

To love me, &c .

/

Then talk to me not of a fliape or

an air,

For Cloe the wanton can rival me
there j

’Tis virtue, alone, that makes beau-

ty look gay,

And brightens good-humour as fun-

fhine the day :

For that if you love me your flame

fhall be true,

And I in my turn may be taught to

love too. And I,

The Charms of Belinda. Set by Mr. Corfe.
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nymph y feems to love in—din’d Is e—-ver love—ly feen : Has wifdom’s goddefs
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in her mind. And fair as beauty’s quee n, And fair as beauty’s queen.

Chafle as Aurora’s dewv fliow'r ^
er breath

f
uch odors does difdofe,

s .

That purifies the mom
Perfumes whate er it meets.

And drops it’s fweets on eVryflow'r
er ames, Oc. Such is the nymph, and fuch my

That does her neck adorn/ f
ovc

>

That does, &c. tr t n. <>, ,
With all her native charms ;
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3.
With tmtoccncy bleft, To blefs Philandet’s aims.

Her checks are like the op’nine rofe A f
0t

v
Cr tre”lWlnS move> To blcfs, &c

Tkat- „ • “P ning role, As fearful to be preft.i hat bmfl.es at n s fweets
; As featful, 6-t. G Tht



so The Delight.
The Faithful Shepherdefs. Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall.
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At fetting day and riling morn, with foul that ftill fnail love thee, I’ll ask of heav’n thy

& Wq =F

fafe return, with all that can im—prove thee : I’ll vi fit oft the biiken built where

• \\

'
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firft you kind—ly told me foft tales of love, and hid my blufh, while round you did enfold me.

To all our haunts I will repair,

By green-wood fhade or fountain ;

Or where the fummer’s day I’d fhare

"With thee upon yon mountain : By vows you re mine, by love is

There will I tell the trees & fiow’rs, yours

From thoughts unfeign'd & tender, A heart that cannot wander.

The ROVER. Sung by Mr. Beard, at Ranelagh.

womankind.



The te$ Delight. n

fmart the fair the vit—ty :

Kitty. The flave of wanton Kitty.

a.

At length I broke the galling chain.
And fwore that love was endlefs

pain,

One conftant feene of folly 5

One conftant, &c .

I vow’d no more to wear the yoke,
Eat foon I felt a fecond ftroke.
And figh’d for blue-ev’d Molly*
And fish’d,

3 *

With trefTes next of flaxen hue,

Young Jenny did my Soul fuhdue.

That lives in yonder Alley
j

That lives, £?“£•

Then Cupid threw another fnare,

And caught me in the curling hair

Of little tempting Sally.

Of little,

4-

Adorn’d with charms tho’ blithe and
young,

Myroving heart from bondage fprung

This heart of yielding metal j

This heart, drr.

And now it wanders here and there,

By turns the prize of brown and fair,

But nevermore will fettle.

But never more, &C*



The i^ufeS De light.
"The Sincere Lover. Set by Mr. Or me.
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Let it have vent j oh .' hear the plea Of love and ftriff fin -ce- -n—ty* Of
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The £)2lifC$ Delight. si

The Twain who tells his paflion

heft,

' Is ever thought to feel it leaft ;

Is ever thought, &c .

Yet muft my coward tongue begin,

For filence ne’er did beauty win*

For iilence, &c»

3 * *

It is our duty fxrfb to fpeak.

The forms of nice decorum break

The forms, &c»
The biuih of yielding to prevent,

And from a languid! fteal confent.

And from a languifh, &C'

4 *

To rack my brain for fimilc.

And ftrive to liken aught to thee,

And ftrive,

Would eloquence, not paffion

prove.

Your likenefs would divide my love.

Y our likenefs,

5 *

Safe then the lilly and the rofe,

May, uncompar’d, their fweets dif-

clofe :

May, uncompar'd, C^c-

If Silvia’s conquer’d, it ftiall be

By love and ftrict lincerity.

By love, d?"C*

The Happy Couple. Sung by Mr . Lowe at Vaux-hall.

At Upton on the Hill there lives a happy pair, the fwain his

name is Will, and Mol >ly is the fair : Ten years arc gone and more fince

Hymen join d thefe two, their hearts were one bc- -fore the fa—crcd rites they knew*mm a:
:Q:
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Since which aufpicious day
Sweet harmony does reign z

Both love and both obey :

Hear this each nymph and fwain.
If, haply, cares invade
(As who is free from care)

Th’ impreffion’s lighter made
By taking each a fhare.

Pleas’d with a calm retreat

They’ve no ambitions view j

In plenty live, not ftate,

Nor envy thofe that do.
Sure pomp is empty noife,

And cares encreafe with wealth j

They aim at truer joys,

Tranquillity and health^

4
With fafeiy and with cafe

Their prefent life docs flow
5

They fear no raging feas .

Nor rocks that lurk below i

May ftill a ftcady gale
Their little bark attend.

And gently fill each fail

Till life itfelf Ihall ead^



T4 The £}3ufc£ Delight.
The Rural Invitation. Set by Mr, Broderip.

Come, dear A —man

—

da, quit the Town, And to the

tu ral ham—lets fly j Be—hold the win try ftorms arc gone, A

The birds a wake, the flowers appear, Tar th

rnufle



The Delight. ss

beau—ty all we fee*

Come, let us mark the gradual

fpring,

How peeps tbe bud, tbe blofTom

glows ;

Till Philomel begins to fing.

And perfect May to fpread the

rofe :
,

And perfeft, &c-
Let us fecure the Ihort delight,

And wifely crop the blooming

day 5

For foon, too foon, it will be night*

Arife, my love, and come away*

Arife, &c.

Delia. Tbe Muftcfrom Mr. Howard’j Mufette in the Amorous Goddefs.

Andante .
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De—lia in whofe form we trace, All that can a virgin grace, Haik where
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$6 Delight.
Did you fee e’er a Shepherd. Set by Mr. Worcah.
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nymphs, pafs this way,Crown’d # myrtle and ail the gay verdure of may ? ’Tis my Strephon,0

!

bring him once more to my eyes, From his Lu cy in feareh of new pleafure he
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i a id toil il o cr the plains, In pur— fuit of a rebel that's fcarce worth my pains- In pur-

fuit of a re* bcl that s fcarce worth my pains*

3hT^
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Take



The Deli
z.

Take care, maids, take care,

when he flatters and fvvears,

How you truft your own eyes, or

believe your own ears :

Like the role-bud in June, every

- hand they’ll invite.

But wound the kind heart, like the

thorn out of light.

And, truft me, whoe’er my falfe

fhepherd detains,

She will find him a conqueft that’s

fcarce worth her pains.

She will Jindj &c.

3 *

V

Three Months at my feet did he

languilh and figh,

E’er he gain’d a kind look or a ten-

der reply ;

Love, honour and truth, were the

themes that he fung,

And he fwore that his heart was a-

kin to his tongue-

Too foon I believ’d, and replied to

his ftrains,

And gave him, too frankly, my
heart for his pains-

And gave him
,
&c-

4 *

The trifle once gain’d, like a

child at his play,

Soon the wanton grew weary, and

threw it away j

Now cloy’d with my love, frommy
arms he does fly,

In fearch of another as filly as I-

But, truft me, whoe’er my falfe

G H T. S7
fhepherd detains,

She will find him a conqueft that's

fcarce worth her pains-

She will find} &c.

5 *

Beware, all ye nymphs, how you
foothe the fond flame,

And believe me, in time all the fex

are the fame j

Like my Strephon, from beauty t®

beauty w ill range,

Like him they will flatter, dillcm-

ble and change }

And do all we can, ftill this max-
im remains,

That a man, wdien we’ve got him-

is fcarce worth the pains-

T'hat a many &c.

Isabel. Set by Mr. Arne, and Sung by Mr. Baker.
Andante-

fpien— dent queen of night, & fnow s that drive before f gale ; In fairnefs thefe the

reft excel, But fair

—

cr is my I—label : In fairnefs tbefe the reft excel, but

a.

Sweet is the vi’let, fweet the
rofe.

And fweet the morning breath
of May

Carnations rich their fweets dif-
clofe,

And fweet the winding wood*

bines ftray-

In fweetnefs thefe the reft excel $
But fweeter is my Ifabel.

In fweetnefsy &c.

3 *

Conftant the poets call the dove,
And am’rous they the fparruw

call 'y

Fond is the sky-lark of his love,

And fond the feather’d lovers

all :

In fondnefs thefe the reft excel,

But fonder I of Ifabel.

hi fonanefsy &c.

H Pufh



*3 The Delight.
Pufh about the brifk Bowl. Set by Mr. Oswald.

Jl

liven y heart while thus we fit round on f grafs : The lover who talks of his fufferings & {mart de-

ferves to be reckon’d an afsanafs, defcrves to he reckon’d an a s*

£

The wretch who fits watching hi* The merchant from climate to cli- The formal phyfician, who knows

ill-gotten pelf, mate will roam, ev’ry ill,
. t

A nd wifhes to add to the mafs ; Of Croefus the wealth 10 furpafs j Shall laft be produc d in thisclafsj

Whatc’er the Curmudgeon may And oft’ while he's wand ’ring my The fick man awhile may confide in

think of himfelf, lady at home his skill,

Defcrves to be reckon’d an afs« Claps the horns of an ox on an afs« Butdeath proves thedottor anafi*

DeJirveSf &c. Claps the horns> &c« deaths &c»

The beau, who fo fmart, with his The lawyer fo grave, when he puts Then let us companions be jovial

well-yow der’d hair, in his plea, (brafs and gay, _

An angel beholds in his glafs 5 With forehead well cover'd with By turns take the bottle and a s.

And thinks with grimace to fubduc Tho’ he talks to no purpofe, be For he who his pleafures puts o«

all .the fair, pockets your fee :
(the afs. for a day,

May iuftly he reckon'd an afs* There you, my good friend, are Defcrves to be reckon d an a *•

MayjuJily, &o There yon, &c Deferves,
&c.

The Charms of Florimel.

The charms of Flu—ri—mel, No force of time o: ait lhall fe—ver from my

heart ; But e—ver to the world I’ll tell the charms of beaut’ous Florimel.



The Safest Delight. T9

•*

Eaeh rock and funny hill,

The flow’ry meads and groves*

Shall fay Myrtillo loves*

And echo fhall be taught to tell,

The charms of bcaut’ous Florimel.

And echo, &c*

3 *

Each tree within the vale,

That on its back doth wear

The triumphs of my Fair,

To future times, in verfe fhall tell

The charms ofbeaut’ous blorimel*

To future times
,
&c*

4 -

Each brook and purling rill

Shall, on its bubling ftream.

Convey .the virgin’s name 5

And as it rolls, in murmurs tell

The charms of beaut’ous Florimel*

And as it rolls
,

See-

s'

The filvan Gods, that dwell

Amid ft this facred grove,

Shall wonder at my Love ;

"Whilft every found confpires to tell

The charms of beaut’ous b lorimel*

Whilfi ev'ryfoundy &o

The Difconfolate Lover. Sung by Mr. Lowe.

Why heaves my fond bofom, Ah ! what can it mean ? WLy flut-

ters my heart f was once fo fe—rene ? Why this figh—ing and trembling When Daph—ne

is near ? Or why when fhe’s ab——fent this for—-row and fear ? Or why

r-v-bf-j~pr„ f==ltf-~Q—,
] « ^
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when file’s abfent this for——

1

ow and fear ?
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Eor ever, methinks, I with wonder
could trace,

The thoufand foft charms that em-
bellifli thy face j

Each moment I view thee,uew bcai»
ties I And,

With thy face I am charm’d, but

enflav’d by thy mind*

With thy face, &c*

3

Untainted with folly, unfullied by
jtide.

There native good humour, and vir^

tue refide 5

Pray heaven that virtue thy foul

may fupply,

With compalfion for him, who with*

out thee muft die*

With companion, &c»

The



6o The Delight.
The Charms of Lovely Peggy. Set by Mr. Howard.
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Once more I’ll tune the
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VO—cal fliell, To hills and dales my paf lion tell •, A flame which time can ne-vet

teEE
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quell, That hums for thee my Peg—gy : Ye greater hards the lyre fliould hit, For fay what fuhjcft

— -

r d
V •

* oh ? g • t 9 nr. Pi - j—1-
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is more fit, Tnaa to re—cord the (park—ling wit, And hloom of lovely Peg'—gy ?

/-X — . 1 __ •
fl

2 ‘ He does not half the fweets difclofe, But when file's gone, ’tis endlefe

•rt c c n
That does my lovely Peggy. night,

The Sun fir ft riflng on the morn, I ftole a kifs the other day, All’s dark without my Peggy*
That paints the dew-befpangled And truft me nought but truth I fay,

thorn, The fragrant breath of blooming 5»
Docs not fo much the day adorn. May
As does my lovely Peggy: Was not fo fvvect as Peggy. While bees from flow’r to flow’r

And when in Thetis’ lap to reft, fliall rove,
He ftreaks with gold the ruddy weft,

. 4. And linnets warble thro’ the grove,
He s not fo beauteous, as undreft, Or {lately fwans the water love.

Appears my lovely Peggy. Was file array’d in ruftic weed. So long fliall I love Peggy*

With her y bleating flocks I'd feed, And when Death $ his pointed dart,

3 ‘ • And pipe upon an oaten, reed. Shall ftrike the blow that rives my

tin *7 1 .
To pleafe my lovely Peggy. heart,

.v nr.; Zephyr o erthe violet blows, With her a cottage would delight, My words fliall be when I depart*
C r jicaths upon the damask role, All’s happy while flic’s iu my fight, Adieu uiy lovely Peggy*

Advice



The ££)ttfc£ Delight. 6i

Advice to Cupid. Set by Air, Vincent.

ne -ver prove ? Love’s all oiar torments*

U 2 .

1
\
a heavy cIiai

’

ns confin’t
Mcara s fniiles would eafe t

leatej

Nor wealth nqr pow’r. could hi
***y mind

j

CausM by her al,fence or her hiu"‘“ by, &c .

'
0f

Hkf,'
Pla”,S "I,icl, <ha 'J,: tKe

Th; riagrent myrtle does furysfs j

No flow’r fo gay, that doth not
yield

Tolllooming rufes.gaudy drefs.
To blooming rofest &c.

4-

N° £
ar r° bright, that can he Teen

When Phoebus’ glories gild the
skies j

No nymph fo proud adorns the
green,

But yields to fair Neara’s eyes.
But yields

i

6cc«

5 »

Th’am’rous fwains no offerings bring
To Cupid’s altar, as before *

To her they play, to her they fing.

And own in love no other Pow x»

And own, &c.

6 .

Cupid, thine empire to regain,
Dpon this conqu rortry thy dart 5

Oh ! touch, with pity for my pain*
Neara’s cold, difdainful hcait*

Neara' s cold
} &c»

A Son*m



6z The ^ttfeS Delight.
A Song in the Judgment of Paris. Set by Mr. Arne.

3j
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Na—ture fram’d thee fure for loving, Thus a dom’d with cv'ry
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grace V enus' felf thy farm ap—proving, Looks $ pleafure, with

pleafure. Looks with pleafure

3?.yf-,M-gS=

on thy face. looks rith

»• She'd furrender all her charms.
Happy nymph who fhall enfold See'd fnrrender,

Love himfelf the Conqueft aiding,

thee, » Thou that matchlefs fair flialt

Circling in her yielding arms } 3* gain.

Should bright Helen once behold Gentle fhepherd, if my pleading, Thou that matchlefs, &c»
thee, Can from thee the Prize obtain,

The Complaint. Set by Mr. Arne.

fHHr

Allegro ajfai



Bcholy f fwcet flowers around, & all f gay beauties f wear, yet

jj-i r.n i a

e war—biers come raife your fweet throats, No long—>ct in fi—lence xemai n, No

longer iafilence remain
; O ! lend a fond lover your notes To (often

=E:E£ ^p—=——

=
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The £13ufeS Delight. 67
,

M ‘3-

** Fair Flora attends the foft tale,

nc* • - ,
And fweetens the borders along

:

I M” y°n flow ry va!e
» Ani faeetensy &o

r
my domPUlnts w » But Celia, whofe breath might pc*.

*°no» fume

The bofom of Flora in May,
The bofom , &c-

Still fiowning, pronounces my doom,*
Regardlefs of all I can fay.

RtgarUlefs, &c.

Sweet



64< The Delight.
Sweet Nan of the Vale, Sung at the New Spring Gardens*

In a fmall pleafant village, by nature compleat, Of a few honeft fhepherds the

quiet rctrear, There liv’d a young lafs of fo love—ly a mein, as feidom at bails cr at

r)
v f-
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r
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cheek, The 111—ly difplay’d all its white on her neck 5 The lads of the village all ftrove to af-

fail, And call’d her in raptures fweet Nan of the vale.

Q±
£

Firft young Hodge fpoke his paffion

'till quite out ot breath,
Crying wounds ! he cou’d hug her &

kifs her to death
j

And Dick with her beauty was fo
much pollcfs'd,

That he loathed his food and aban-
don’d his reft :

But (he cou'd find nothing in them
Vi endear,

So lent them away with a Sea in

their car.

And faid no fuch boobies cou'd tell

a love tale,

Or bring to compliance fweet Nan
of the vale-

3
Till young Roger the fmarteft of all

the gay green,

Who lately to London en a frclick

had been,

Came home much improv’d in his

air and addrrfs,

And boldly attack’d her, not fear-

ing fuccefs •,

He faid Heav’n form’d fuch ripe

lips to be kifs’d,

And prefs’d her fo clofely fhe cou’d

not relift,

And fhew’d the dull clowns the

right way to afTail,

And brought to his wifhes fweet

Nan of the vale.



The ^PttfeS Delight.
4

The Blufhing Rofe. Set by Mr. Howard.

It fmells as fweet, as fair it blows, as in the gar den

I

The



The 4J)Dttfe<3! Delight.
'Tht Highland Laffie. Set by Mr. Arne.

-

m
Zz

Lowland Maids go fpruce define, But oft they’re vain and pert—ly fancy j So proud they ne—vet

can be hind, Like my good-humour’d High—land Lafiie. Like my good-hu——mour d

V W

High—land Lafiie. O l my bonny bon—ny High- land Lafiie, My hand—fomc

p*=j==l—
f-

1-

charming Highland Lafiie ; May ne ver care make thee lefs fair : But

bloom of youth ftill biefs my Lafiie.

u: =5fEE?
-jO C'
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The jptfeS Delight
a.

»Tore any lafs in Burrow’s town.

Who makes her cheeks wi’ patch-

es mottie,

I’d take my Katie wi’ one gown,

Barefooted in her little Coatie.

Barefooted^ &e*

O ! my bonny bonny, &C'

3 *

Beneath the brier or birken bu/h,

Whene’er I court or kifs my
beauty,

To Zefhyrus.

Happy and blithe as one would wifli,

My fluttering heart goes pitty-

patty.

My fluttering hearty &c»

O ! my bonny bonny, &c*

4-

The mountains clad wi’ purple bloom

And berries ripe, invite my trea-

fure 5

Enamell’d flowers breathe perfume,

And court my love to rural plea-

fure*

And court, 8cc.

6f
O my bonny bonny, &c>

5 *

Come, lovely Katie, come away.

We’ll cheerful range the flow’ry

meadows j

Thy fmiles 111all gild each live-

long day,

And love and truth for ever bed
us.

And love , &c-

O ! my bonny bonny Highland
Laflie,

My hearty, fmiling, &c

The Muficfrom Mr. Howard’* Mufette.

Sportive Ze—phy— rus, fondly blow ing, breathing o dours through the

.Q

'l/—*

air 5 blooming life on groves be flow—ing,
.

to Vaux hail my

ing • ftray ing round her charms, Than when De—li——a’s fmiles a-

Nanny
I



68 The ^PuftSI Delight.
Nanny of the Hill. Set by Air. Worgan.
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In choifcft lays that

CV ry tuneful bard, O ! lend me all your skill

;
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I may praife Dear Nanny of the Hill. Sweet Nanny, dear Nan—ny, Sweet Nan-ny of the

Sifi -•rtib:
/^\

Hill.

at
s

;
a— *

•
.
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Sweet Nanny
y blooins Nanny.„ay the glitt ring beam of Sweet Nanny of the Hill.

morn, J J

That gilds the chrvllal rill ;
'

4.

But far more bright than morning

fi
U°ht

lr c .
dd Time arrefts his rapid flight,

tines ann ^ * And keeps his motion ftill j

Tv
rtr \?™y^fhines Nanny, Rcfolv'd to fpare a face fo fair

As Nanny’s of the Hill.

Dear Nanny's
,
fweet Nanny's

,

Dear Nanny's <f the HilU

- --r *^.*w*y, .LTLUi

Dear Nanny of the Hill .

The gaye IT: flow’er fo fair of late, -

The cv’niiig damps will kill 5

B «r cvAy day mote frcfli and gay To form my charmer, nawc has
illoours Nanny of the 1 1,11. £x„ud ail her .kill

,

Wit, beauty, truth, and blooming
youth,

Deck Nanny of the Hill.
Deck Nanny

, fweet Nanny

,

Dear Nanny of the Hill•

And now around the feaftive bomi
The jovial bumpers fill j

Each takes his glafs to my dear

lafs,

Sweet Nanny of the Hill.

Dear Nan-ny
, fweet Nanny%

Dear Nanny of the Hill•

A



The £l9ltfeS Delight.

A favourite Hunting Song* i'or two Toii.es.

69
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Whtn Pliabus the tops of f hills docs a.-dorn, Ho* fwcctis rbefound of .he e-cho-ing horn when *

— «-«-i

ant ling flag, is ml by the found, E retting bis ears nimbly tops o’er*

-*•.-•*
i
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ground, & thinks he has left os be-hind on the plain. Blit (till we pur fue, and* non come tn
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view of rhe glorious Game. O ! fee how a-gain he rea« up hishcad, & winged^fear
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Cries- But noV his ftrength fails he heavily flies, & he pants, pants, Pa ‘lts » 2ants ’
pants t

£-rA,~P~i*E I

well-fcented Hounds furrounded he dies, dies, dies, dies, ton—ta-ron ton-ta-ron he dies, he dies,

pte«i fit
Yc



The £lj5ttfC£> Delight,'
Ye Swains that are courting a Maid. Sung by Mifs Stevenson.

Y e fwains that are courting a maid. Be

#2 \zWtf—

£

*
r j

warn d & inttrufted by me, Tho’ fmall experience I’ve bad, I’ll give you good counfcl and free

d§=.

mam



The Delight. 71

But he who In love would fucceed, Ther?’s a fcafon to conquer the To catch the occaflon take care,

And his miftrefs’s favour obtain, fair, When ’tis gone, in vain you’ll.

Muft mind it, as fure as his creed. And that’s when they're merry alfay.

To make hay while the fun is and gay ; When ’tis gone, Sec-

ferene*

On Tree-top’d Hill. Set by Mr, Festing.

JQh* ^

±

Toco Allegro- On Tree-top’d Hill or turf-

C) rfazz rp-—

h
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ted Green, While yet Au-——ro ra’s Veft is fecn, While yet Au-

ra’s Veft is feen : Be—fore the Sun has left the Sea, Let the freftl

T:

j

—

V 1/ i

Morning

arri— 'r-r

breathe on me,

1

Let the fiefli Morning breathe on me.

&~rj-feL^I

To furze-blown heath or pafture
mead,

Do thou my happy footfteps lead ;

Do thou, &c.
Then fhew me to f pleafing ftream,
Of which at night f0 oft I dream.
Of which at night

, &c .

With autumn leaves and drv tnofs
fpread,

With autumn
, Sec-

And cooling fruits for thee prepare,
For fure I think thou wilt be there.

lor fure, Sec-

O let us fpeak our love that's paft,
And count how long it has to laft.
And county &c.

4

3*

At noon the mazy wood 1 11 tread,

’Till birds begin their evening fong,
With thee the time feems never

With thee, See*

I’ll fay eternally, and thon
Shalt only look as kind as now*

Shalt only look , &c.
I ask no more, for that affords,

What is not in the force of words.
What is not in the force of words-

Rosalind.



7i The Delight.
Rosalind. Set by Mr. Arne.
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Come
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Rofalind, oh ! come and fee What pleafures are in ftore for thee, The fields in all their

« -

fweets ap—-pear, The trees their gay eft beau—ties wear, The trees their gay eft

ffijgyf
£y 1 ^ -m

- - m -——— -
cv * ry grove. Now war—blc out their fongs of love, Notv Me out their fongt of love, «
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thee they ling, and ro—fes bloom, And Col—lin thee in vites to come, in—vi—

:«77rrj?:

m z

A. fe=£^ -O

2

• tes to come, And

5

Col ’lin thee in —vites to come*

-+

Come Rofalind, and Collin join ; ’Tis May, &c. For Collin calls— then haflc a-My tender flocks and all are thine* Come fee a cottage and a fvvain : way*
If love and Rofalind be here Thou couldft my love nor gifts lor Collin , &c*
*Tis May and pleafure all the difdain-

'year * Leave all behind, nor longer ftay,

Advice to Cloe. Set by Mr. Howard.

/'"'N /'"V

See Cloe, how $ newblown rofe blooms like thy beauteous Face, Youth does its rip’ning

*
Charms difdolc,& perfcas cv’ry Grace : Its Virgin S»Tcts pet-fume th. Air, and then its

Pride dc cays; fo will it be with thee, my Fair, paftlhy youthful Days*

; U '
‘

ii

No April can revive thy charms, armsNo fun can light thy eyes
; When age begins to rife*

Soft love w?.l leave thofe fnowy Then Cloe let my paifion move

K

Thy pity for my pain ;

Obey the voice of gentle love,

Love and be lov’d again.

The



74 The jQ3ttfC0 Deli g h t.

The Advice. Set by Mr. Handel.

-t

Mortals wifely learn to raeafure Life by the Ex-—tent Joy ; Life U

Then be gay while you may, And your Hours in Mirth em ploy*

a±
£

T 3 d 4Tn
2 *

(thee, ... ,

If love’s fiercer flames ihould feizc Friendfhip, wine and love united,

From all ills defend the mind j

Never let a miftrefs pain you,

Tho’ file meets you w ith difdain *
To fome gentle maid repair ; * tom an ins aeicna xnc nm

lv to wine. ’twill foon unchain vou. She’ll with foft endearments eafe By them guar e an e lg te ,
Flv to wine, ’twill foon unchain you, - — , , • tt n.

’ Cheer the heart, On her bread, (thee. Happy date,

And all fmart Lull’d to red, Smile * fa«> ,

In a fweet oblivion drown. Eas’d of love and free from eare. And leave furrows to the wind.

The Reafonable Lover. Set by Mr. Arne.



The D e light. 7S

Ve—nus with Pallas’s mind ; Let the girl that I love have but pru—dcnce in view, That

tho’ file de—ceive I may ftill think her true*
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temper be cloudlefs and
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saint, nor in
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lint for white or for
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May her tongue, that dread wca-
pon in moft 0f the fex,

Be employ’d to delight us, and not
to perplex

;

Let her not -be too bold, nor frown
at a jeft $

For prudes I defpife, and coquets I
deteft.

May her humour the tafle ef the
company hit ;

Not affefredly wife, nor too pert'
with her wit.

Go find out the fair that is form’d
on my plan,

And I’ll love her for ever——I
mean if I can.

I meant &c»

A I Oh!



76 The Delight.
Oh ! lovely Maid. Set by Mr. Arne.

love—ly maid how dea—r’s thy power ! At once I love at once adore j With wonder are my

z.

Yes, charming viftor, I am thine,

Poor as it is, this heart of mine
Was never in another’s pow’r,
Was never pierc'd by love before.

If as never,

3 -

in thee I've treafur’d up my joy,

Thou canft give blifs, or blils de-
ftroy

j

And thus I’ve bound myfelf to love
While blifs or mifery can move.

While bhjs, &c.

4 -

O fliould I ne'er poffcfs thy charms,
Ne’er meet my comfort in thy

arms ;

Were hopes of dear enjoyment
gone,

Still would I love, love thee alone*

Still mouldy &c»

S*

But like feme difeontented ihade,

That zanders where it's beauty's

laid

,

Mournful I'd roam, with hollow

glare,

For ever exil'd from the fair.

For every &c*

The Syrens Song to Ulysses. Set by Mr. Arne.

Allegro * Fiano Forte



The Delight.

hafte, Manly beau—ty come and tafte What the pow'rs of blifs un—fold, Joys too mighty

to be told, Joys too rnigh—ty to be told :

cx tafies they give, Dying raptures tafte and live : Tafte what ex—ta—lies they give, dy—ing

He
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raptures tafte and live, tafte, tafte, tafte and live, Dy—ing rap-tures tafte and

1C
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LaviHi nature fheds her ftore
Thrilling Joys, unfch before,
Sweetly languififing defires,
fierce denghts and am'rous fires

tierce delights, &c .

Sweeteft, doft thou yet delay ?Manly beauty come away.
Sweeteft, &c.

Lift not when the froward chide,
Sons of pedantry and pride,
Snarlers, to whofe feeble fenfe
April funfhine is offence :

April funfhine

,

&c«
Envious age alone decries
Eleafures which from love arife.

Envious age, &c.

Come, in pleafure’s balmy howl,
Slake the thirfting of thy foul.
Till thy raptur'd pow'rs are faint ,
Joys too exquifite to paint:

Joys too exfjuiftte, Sec-

Sweeteft, doft thou yet delay ?
Manly beauty come away.

Sfwetteft, &c.

The



73 The Delight.
Tbe Highland Laddie. Set by Sigr . Pasquall

Andante •
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they are fine, But O they’re vain & i diy gaudy, How much unlike the manly looks, And

EESEiai^
I

graceful mein of my Highland Laddie ! O my bonny bonny Highland Laddie, My handfome charming

h : f :r>, -t .• r '^_r.-Tj^gd

Highland Laddie, May heav’ns Bill guard and love reward The Lowland Lafs and Highland

mu

If I was free at will to chufe Thcbrawefl beau in borrows-town, O’er benty bill with him I 11

To be f wealthieft lawland lady, In a’ his airs, with art made ready, And leave my lawlan

I\i take young Donald without Compar’d^ to him, he’s but a
,, cauM t& fummer’s fun.

With bonnet blue, and belted He’s finer far in’s tartan plaidy. He’ll fereen me with his kighlan

plaidy. , 0 my bonny, &c. p aidy.

0 my bonny, &c ,

’ 0 my bonny, &C



79The <J!5ufCSi Delight.
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A painted room, and filken bed, Few compliments between us pafs,

May pleafe a lawland laird and lea’ him my dear highland lad-

lady i
die,

i But I can kifs, and be as glad And he ca’s me his lawland lafs,

I
* Behind a buih in’s highland plaid- Syne rows me in beneath his

dy* plaidy.

0 my bonny, &c. 0 my bonny, &e«

Nae greater joy I’ll e’er pretend,

Than that his love prove true &
iteady,

Like mine to him, which ne’er fhaH

end,

While heaven preferves my high-

land laddie.

0 my bonny, &c.

The Happy Pair. Sung by Mr. Lowe.

joyful my heart is, fo ea—fy my chain, y freedom is taftelefs& rov—ing a pain,That freedom is

2 .

: Thro’ walks grown with woodbines
as often we ftray,

l Around us our boys and girls frolick
and play •

How pleafing the fport is, the wan-
ton ones fee.

And borrow their looks from my
Jetty and me.

And borrow, &c.

3 ‘

To try her fweet temper, oft-times
Am I feen

In revels all day with the nymphs
on the green ;

Tho’ painful my abfence, my doubts
dire beguiles.

And meets me at night with com-
pliance and fmilcs*

And meets me, &c.

4 *

What tho’ on her cheeks the rofc
lofes its hue,

Her cafe and good humour bloom
all the year thro’;

Time, ftill as it flics, brings encrcafe
to her truth.

And gives to her mind what he
fteals from her youth.

And gives to her

,

&c*

5 *

Ye Ihcpherds fo gay, who make
love to enfnare,

And cheat with falfe vows the too
credulous fair ;

In fearch of true pleafures, how
vainly you roam I

To hold it for life, you mull find it

at home.
To hold it for life

,

&c»

The
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%

The Garland. Set by Mr. Weideman.

The pride of ev’—ry grove I chofe, The vi’let fwcet & lii ly fair j The dappl’d

fspa

pink & blufliing rofe, To deck my charming Clo-

pEEEa^ 3EjE=»EEj~

^ /f> ^ ^ />

At morn the nvmph vouehfafei to place up on her brow the various wreath $ The

m

flow'ers lefs blooming than her face, The feent lefs fra—grant than her brea

£50 It*

^ /~\ /’N ^ t

-th, The feent lefs fragrant tha— -n her breath*

3

2 When from its lid, a pearly tear,

The flowers flic wore along the day, Ran trickling down her beauteous

And ev’ry nymph and fhepherd cheek*

faid, DifTembling what I knew too well,

That in her hair they look’d more My love, my life, faid I, ex-

gay, plain,

Than glowing in their native bed* This change of humour, prithee tell

"Undreft at ev’ning, when file found, That falling
#
tean—w hat does it

Their odours loft, their colour mean ?

part *

She chang'd her look, and on the 4* *

ground She figh’d, flic fmil d, and to the

Her garland and her eye fh* cart* flow’is

Her Garland, tScc* Pointing, the lovely moralift

faid,

g See J friend, in feme few fleeting

That eye dropt fenfc, diflintt and hours,

clear, J See, yonder, what a change is

«,
Jls any mufe’s tongue con’d fpcakj made*

Ah me ' the blooming pride of may»

And that of beauty arc but one
j

At morn both flourifli bright and

gaJj m

Both fade at evening, pale, and

gone.

At dawn, poor Stella danc’d and

The" am’rous youths around hef

bow’d :

At night her fatal knell was rung $

I faw, and kifs’d her in her

flirowd*

Such as flie is, who dy’d to day:

Such I, alas! may he to morrow.

Go Damon, bid thy mufe dilplay

The jufticc of thy Chi*e * lorroW*



The ^itfeS Delight.
Set by Mr* Arne. Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall.

Andante

I5l
1 1 1

lif

1 i

!

ZM-d 1

When your beau—ty ap—pears In its gra-—*ces

and airs, All bright as an angel juft . dropt from the skies: At dift—ance X

gaze, And am aw’d by my fears , So ftrangcly, fo ftrangely you daz—zie my Eyes, So

ftrangely fo ftrangely you daz-—zlc my eyes*

2 *

Bur when, without art, your kind
thoughts you impart,

When your love runs in bluflies

thro’ every vein j

When it darts from your eyes, when
it pants in your heart.

Then I know you’re a woman, a
woman again.

Then 1 knoiVt &c*

3 *

There’s a pafllon and pride in our
fex, fne replied.

And thus, might I gratify both,
I would do } .

An angel appear to each lover be-

lide,

But ftill be a woman, a woman to
you*

But ftid} &c.

L
The



8i The Delight.
The Carelefs Toper. ' Sung by Mr. Lowe.

L ±
nr

Fly Care to the Winds thus I blow thee a way, I'll drown thee in Wine if thou

"-^3

dares for to ftay : With Bumpers of Cla---ret my Spi rits I’ll jaife, I’ll

laugh and I’ll fir.g all the reft of my Days.

!< ‘V* m——e

1-:—F4- £ 5 £}30
-• And makes the nymph kind who Two bottles of claret will make us

before was too wife. agree j

vi°d Bacchus this moment adopts Will open your eyes to fee Phillis's

me his fon, 3. charms,
And, infpir’d, my breaft glows with And, her coynefs wrafli’d down*

tranlports unknown ; Then dull fober mortals, be happy llie’ll fly to your arms*
The fparkling liquor new vigour as me 5

fup-plies.

The Bonny Broom. Set by Mr. Arne.
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How blithe was I each mom to fee, My
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fwain come o’er the hill ; He leapt the brook and flew to me, I met bin*



The £0tiU$ Delight.

with good will* I nc—ver wanted ewe nor lamb, While his flocks near me

day* O f broom, y bonny bonny broom,Where loft was my re pofe ; I

wifll I was with my dear Twain, With his pipe and my ewes*

He tun’d his pipe and reed fae
fweet.

The birds ftood lift’nins: by jThe fleecy flieep ftood ftift, and
gaz’d,

__ ^“arm d with his melody.
While thus we (pent our time by

turns, 1

Betwixt our flocks and play *
1 envy’d not the faired: dame.

Tho’ e’er fo rich and gay.
0 the broom

, the bonny bonny broom9
Where loft was my repofe ;

1 wi/h I was with my dear Jwain,
With his pipe and my ewes*

3

He did oblige me cv’ry hour ;

Could I but faithful he ?

He ftole my heart, could I re*

fufc

Whate’er he ask’d of me ?
Hard fate, that I mu ft banifli’d

be,

Gang heavily and mourn,
Becaufe I lov’d the kindeft Twain
That ever yet was born.

0 the broom , the bonny bonny broom9
Where lojl was my repofe j

X wife I was with my dear ftwain9
With his pipe and ray ewes »

Jockey*



84 The Delight.
Jockey. Sung by Mifs Stevenson, at Vauxhall-Gardenso
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fing of my lover all night and ail day, He’s e— ver good-natur’d and fro—lie and

SBBE 3=t s ± 333&Z3

^=3 —~»-j0rriV-fFFfft—j
g-j=jq J5d ii-PJ—!—

Sifrfrr Ji_P J" .

_ _ a . • « •

q3E=fi=P= §

pm a.
.F ® 53

—
1

— ^ 1
i1^^

Ihcphcrd can play : And a bon—ny young lad is my Jockey, And a bon—ny young

i

He fays that he loves me I’m witty He kneel'd at my feet and with Around the tali may }

and fair, many a figh,
a j r

nC
*Ve nf We the dear boy

And praifes my eyes, my lips and He cry’d O J my dear will yon never n
cat

my hair, comply, • „ , J, v’ »
s valiant,hc’6 wife

Kofe violet nor lilly with me can If you mean to deftroy me, why do He s con »

J
Till and diicrcet, .... •

If dhSTS flatter, % pretty I I tremble,} aU ove, ft anger'd no, I- His looks are Co kind and b»

fwear j

And a bonny, &c.

And a bonny, &c fo fwcet j

Aud a bonny,
At



The ^ttfcS! Delight. 8*

At eve when the Sun leeks repofc

in the weft.

And may’s tuneful choirifts all skim

to their neft,

When I meet on the green, the

dear boy I love belt

My heart is juft ready to burft from

my breaft ,

Such a bonny, &c*

6

But fee how the meadows are moi-

ften’d with dew.

Come, come my dear Hiepherd I
wait but for you,

We live for each other, both con-

ftant and true.

And tafte the foft raptures no mo-
narch e’er knew.

And a bonny, &c.

The Nut-brown Maid. Set by Mr. Howard.

Allegro, ma non troppa*

mortal e’er fo fair, no mortal e’er fo fair*

4

A Ihepherd’s daughter file,
1 Who from a neighb’ring town,
My rival flocks to fee

Had now forfook her own 3
She wore upon her head
A bonnet made of ftraw.

Which fuch a face did ihadc
As Phoebus never faw.
As HhoebMs

} &c*

3 *

Her locks of nut-brown hue
A round-ear'd coif conceal’d,

Which to my pleafing view
A fporting breeze reveal’d*

Beneath her flender waift

A fcrip embroider'd hung ;

The lute her fingers grac’d,

Accompanied with a fong*

Accompanied, &c*

4*

So foft, yet fweet a note,

Cuzzoni might regale,

Or Philomela’s throat,

That warbles thro’ the vale*

Charm’d with her tuneful ftrain

The fwains admiring gaze,

And herds upon the plain

Awhile forget to graze*

Awhile, &c*

5 *

Pleas'd with her charming fong.

Her winning lliape and air,

Into her arms I fprung,

And caught the yielding fair :

The yielding fair obey’d

The facred laws of love ;

That pow’r which ev’ry maidt

Muft late or early prove*

Mvjl late , &c*

Jenny



86 The Delight.
Jenny of the Green. Sung by Mr, Lowe*

~r~ *1/1

:S: 4^-0.

While o thers ftrip the new-flall’n fnow, And fteal its

^*
ra grance from the rofe, To deck their fancy’s quceen 5

would I ling but words are faint, All mufic’s pow’r too weak to paint My Jenny of the

Green, My Jenny of the Green.

—9—
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Beneath this elm, befidc this ftream.
How oft I've tun’d the favourite

theme.
And told my tale unfee n ;

While, faithful in the lover’s caufe,

The winds wou'd murmur foft ap-
plaufe

To Jenny of the Green*
To Jenny,

&c*

V
With joy my foul reviews the day,
When deckt in all the pride ofMay

She hail’d the fylvan feene ;

Then ev’ry nymph that hop’d to

plcafe,

Firft drove to catch the grace and
cafe

Of Jenny of the Green*

Of Jenny, &c*

Then deaf to ev’ry rival’s figh,

On me flic call her partial eye,

Nor fcorn’d my humble mein }

The fragrant myrtle wreath I wear.

That day adorn’d the lovey hair
*

Of Jenny of the Green*

Of Jenny, &c*

Thro’ all the fairy land of lorej

I’ll feck my pretty wand’ring dove

The pride of gay fifteen

Tho’ now Hie treads fome diilaat

plain,

Tho’ far apart I’ll meet again

My Jenny of the Green*

Mj Jenny, &c*

<S*

( 'n'ght

But thou, old Time, ’til that blcft

That glads my eyes with that dear

fight,

Melt down the hours between *

And when we meet the lofs repays

On loit’ring wing prolong my it»y

With Jenny of the Green*

mh Jm"-'
female
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Female Fortitude. Set by Mr. Russel,

+

a-ti-

Young Daphne brighteft creature

That e’er did heart en fnare, Was bleffc with all that nature Could

-vidl* on the fa ir, Could lavilli on the For her each youth did

^=^=-p- —1- M
0

—

e

~ —J- ~

languifi-t, And told their am’—rous firfart ; What tho’ die mock’d their anguifli, Yet Strephon

won her heart, Yet Stre—phon won her heart*

%
The tripling fwore for ever
He’d true and conftant prove *,

iic was a youth fo clever
That die repaid his love j

ThatJhe repaid
, &c *

thcir j°ys rcf «?nting>Ut Strephon made a prize,

POWCrs unrelenting
To clofe the diepherd’s eyes.
To (lit/ij &c.

1

Now fobbing, pining, ciying,

The beauteous widow ran
5

And vow’d, in cndlcfs dghing
To weep her condant man*
To weep, &c*

But Corydon, the rover
To court her did prepare,

And thought another lover
Might not difpleafe the fair*

Might not, &c»

With boldnefshe advances,

The fair his love denies,

Till iricfidiefs glances

Shot flaflting from his eyes

Shot flajhiu* , &e*
With oaths and vow's afTailing

He wipes each tear-fwoln cheek $

Untill his love’ prevailing,

He weds her in a w eek*

He ueds her
, &c»



88 The Delight.
The Lafs of the Mill. Set by Mr. Festing. Sung by Mr. Beard.

util

4* lipsil
Who ha*

«p» m XT -G i

e’er been at Badlock muft needs know j- mill, At the fign of thehorfe at the foot of the hill 5

'£5
-r- -r-

?

-9-P-p-
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fe itGU=:

Where y grave and the gay, the clown and the beau. With * 1,1 -out all dif-

tin&i—on pro——mifeuouf—ly go Where the grave and y gay, the

r-T

_ _r,J. I
.
ClM*—

clown and the beau, Without all diftinftion pro—mifeuoufly go.

For Venus, tho’ fair, has the look Had fav’d him the trouble of rob*

of a rake 5 *;
,

This man of the Mill has a daugh- While nothing but Virtue and mo- Bad Folly been with m,

bing the skies-

ter fo fair. defty fill

With fo plcafing a fhape, and fo The more beautiful looks of the

winning an air, Lafs of the Mill*

That once on the ever-green bank While nothing) &c»

as flic flood

I’d fvvore flic was Venus juft fprung 4*

from the flood-

That once on the cver-grcen
,
&c*

3 *

Since firft I beheld this dear Lafs

of the Mill, ,

I can ne’er be at quiet, but do

•what I will, ,

Prometheus Hole fire, as the poets All the day and all night ig

iir think Itiu
#

To enliven that mafs which he mo- 1 ihall die if I have not this Laft

dell’d of clay *
of the Mill*

But looking again I perceiv’d my Had Polly been with him the beams Ml the day, &c.

' f 1 1 _ ».*>» Alt
Uiiitakc, of her eyes

The
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The Nonpareil, Set by Dr. Boyce.

out or fafiiion, can blufil and be fin——cere, I’d toaft her in a bumper if

9 • «> ®~~ -f —0—

—

® 4 0 -
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all the belles were here : What tho’ no diamonds fparkle a—bout her neck or wafte, With

: d, With ev'ry fili—-ning vir—tue the lovely maid is grac’d.

z.

In modeft, plain apparel,
No patches, paint or airs,

In debt alone to nature,

An angel file appears :

From gay coquets high fini fil’d

My Cloe takes no rules,

Nor envies them their conquefts

The hearts of all the fools*

Kor envies them
i
&c*

3 *

Who wins her muft have merit,
Such merit as her own j

The Graces all pofleifing,

Yet knows not file has one :

Then grant me, gracious hcav’n,

The gifts you moft approve.

And Cloe, charming Cloc !

Will blefs me with her love*

And Cloe , &c*

M Jockey



yo The Delight.
Jockey and Jenny. A Dialogue fung by Mr. Lowe and Mifs Falkner.
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Stern Winter has left us, the trees are in bloom, And cowllips and
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Vi 1
'—lets the mea—'dows per—fume ; While kids are dif—porting and birds fill the
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fpray, I wait but for Jockey to hail the new May* I wait but for Jockey to

_e=_

§ I

Jockey. Among the young lil-

lics, my Jenny, I’ve ftray’d,

Pinks, dazies, and woodbines I bring
to my maid

Here’s thyme fwcctly fmelling, and
lavender gay,

foiA pofy to form for my queen of the
May.

A fojj to form)

Jekky* Ah ! Jockey, I fear you

intend to beguile

When feated with Molly laft night

on a ftile,

You fwore that you’d love her for

ever and aye,

Forgetting poor Jenny, your queen

May.of the #

Fretting poor Jenny) &c.

Jockey- Young Willy is hand*

fome in fhepherd’s green drefs,

He gave you thofc ribbands that

hang at your breaft,

Bcfides three fweet kilfes upon the

new hay,

Was that done like Jenny, my
queen of the May ?

Was that done like Jenny,
&c«

Jex*»



half the plain extend, O.- in reflefting fountains play’d f quiv’ring branches be

5 Your name is for ever the theme of That Jenny alone you’ve crown'd!

my fong ; queen of the Alay.

Jenny. This garland of rofes no From the dews of pale eve to the "That Jenny alone, &c«

longer I prize, dawning of day,

Since Jockey falfehearted, his paf- I fing but of Jenny, my queen of 8.

lion denies 5 the May.
Ye flowers fo blooming, this inftant 1fing but of Jenny, &c* Jockey. Of ev’ry degree, yc

decay, young lovers, draw near,

For Jenny's no longer the queen of 7. Avoid all fufpicion, whate'er may
the May.

_

appear

For Jenny's no longer, &c. Jenny. Again balmy comfort Believe not your eyes, if your peace
with tranfport I view, they’d betray,

<J. My fears are all vanifli’d, fince Then come, my dear Jenny, and
Jockey is true j hail the new May.

Jockey. Believe me dear maiden, Then to our blith fhepherds the "Then come, my dear, &c»
your lover you wrong, news I’ll convey.

The Shepherd’s Invitation. Set by Mr, Lampe.

Avdantino .

The new-flown birds, the fhepherds ling, and welcome in the may 5 Come Pafto .rella

now the fpting makes ev’ ry landfcape gay: Wide fpreading trees their lea—fy flladeo’er

quiv’nng branches bend. Or in refipft ino- f • , , . .

— ^
0 ountains play d, their qmv’ring branches bend

(raps=Tf--It tnH=F 0 f-j Tl—
af— ‘ J =====h— -JLI

Come tafte the feafnn • .
and

P^aY>

And blefs the rifin* vear

S

.

primC
* ^

nd i
.

ntermix with mine.
Oh ! how my foul

» ’

Kk (
&c.

time,

TiH thou, my love, appear ;
3 *

- day
1 1 FafS ,he For thee, of doves a ntilk-white

Warm in ** bC™y'>
In hlken bauds I hold ,

WhC
a

n

ndly
dr fl°Ck fpOIt F<

? lambkin fait
I keep within the fold .

F milk-white doves acceptanc
meet,

lender lambkin pleafe,
My fpotlefs heart without deceit

Be offer’d up with thefe*
Be offer'd, &c.

The Delight. t)i

Damon



9 l 7he Delight.
Damon and Phillis. A Dialogue. Set by Mr. Arne.
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AK ! Phillis lhame on you to fervc a Twain

il

fo, You promis'd, laft lammas, you ve—ry well know, If I’d flay but till chriltmas our

hands fliould be join’d, And it’s midfummer now, Phillis why fo un—kind ? Why,
0 ^

why Phillis, why fo un—-kind ?

ylj-.eir
* rp -O3 =04

P
'

1

4*

Phillis. True Damon, I promis’d, Damon# When Phillis grew coy, Phillis. Like the b 8

i know it—what then ? when Hie left me forlorn, roymg to rifle
mC

My mind, has fince alter’d how And w’as fighing to Collin beneath You pip

faithlcfs are men ! the green thorn $ , ,l°
U
, ''r

1
1

’

’fot J thought

You vow'd to be conftant, and yet Mad, jealous and betting, pray who I l»k d the fweet lay,

t’other day was to blame, _ 1
^ ’ pan.ora fo oft drop

Who fwore that young Lucy was If with Lucy I flrovc to make u vv ’Y ‘ „

fweet as the May ! Phillis the fame ?
C

f fo oft drop the

Sweet, fweet, was fweet as the Strove, flrovc to make Ihillis W y» 1> y

May .* the fame.
tcai

* DaM# 1*
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5. This, this was my pride 5 then is How weak the thin fnare that the

Phillis unkind V foul would belie !

Damok. From my heart let me Then, then, then is Phillis un- Hence, hence with fufpicion away
tell thee, I proudly allay’d kind? from the grove,

To conquer each beautiful, infolcr.t
^

And prove at the church that truth

maid ;
waits upon love*

The garlands they wreath’d at thy Phillis. How frail the difguife a Prove, prove that truth waits up-

feet are refign’d, fond lover would try ! on love.on

The DUETTO.

Hence, hence fuf—picion, a—way from y grove, And prove at y church that truth waits upon

iiiip !=!:
e-j

Hence, hence $ fuf—picion a—way from p grove, And prove at the church y truth waits upon

Sjiirrzri:
v *

love, Hence hence ^ fuf—picion away from the grove,And prove at y church truth waits up—on

~o~
love. Hence hence with fuf—picion a—way from the grove,And prove at f church truth waits up—on

-Q- =Q 1-
1

*~
t

Q-j
ZjLaLitr:

love. Prove, prove truth waits upon love.

a
love. Prove, prove truth waits upon love.
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The Sequel to, Who’ll buy a Heart. Set hy Mr. Stanley.

vernal bloom of. beau—-ty’s tree, I’m come to buy a heart of thee:

With tranf ports I re ceiv’d the tale, That fuch a



The 03uXtS Delight.

.ni verfe fhould all be thine, The u .niverfe fliould

, to make th ee mine, The U'

Vlit2.

.
i Go
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Go hence the maid with foft nefs cries, Me——rit the heft de-
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fervcs the prize, Merit the beft de ferves the prize

:
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The tale you've heard was falfe -ly told,

fcq ^— im
)#r- azC^iaSaH •>- -r — Or^z.U

heart {hall ne'er be fold*
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9?The Delight.
Set by Mr. WORGAN. Sung by Mifs BuRCHEL.

c—ver pip'd up on the plain, Or danc’d up—on the lee : The

ground, Was not fo blithe as he. ,

a.

Beneath the oak in yonder dale,
You d think you heard the nightin*

gale,

Whene’er he rais’d his voice ;
But ah the youth was all deceit,
His vows, his oaths, were all a

cheat,

And choice fucceedcd choice.

-3 *

The maidens fung in willow groves
Of Collin’s falfe and perjur’d loves*
Here Jenny told her woes :

And Moggy’s tears enc teas’d the
brook,

Whofe cheeks like dying lillieslook

That once out-blulh’d the rofe.

4*

Unhappy fair ! my words believe,
So dial 1 no Twain your hopes de»

ceive,

And leave you to defpair 5E er he difclofe his fickle mind.
Change firft yourfelves, for ah f

you’ll find

Falfe Collins cv’ry where*

Dione*

N



98 The lifts* Delight.
Dione, A Paftoral. Set by Mr. Arne.

Andante Large-

o-ne haplefs maid, All wan $ love and pining cate,Saught out a fccret fliadc : How wretched ah ! &

flow’r is Jwcct to me, No flow’r is Tweet to me-

2 .

So many vows could Collin make
To me, ah ! faithlefs Twain ;

And yet thofc plighted vows now
break

,

*

And leave me to complain !

Why did I rafhly Teek his arms.

And, fond, his tale believe ?

Alas ! I gelded all my charms.

Nor thought he could deceive*

jVsr thought) &c

3 *

Yet why of rofes fuch a ftore,

And lillics in my face,

Since Lucy now can pleafe you

more,

And claims your fond embrace ?

My brighteft charms I’d willing

give,

Refign my roly hue j

Content with Lucy’s charms I d

live

A rural maid for you*

A rural) &c*

4 *

But Collin’s deaf while I upbraid,

Nor heeds, tho’ I complain

Thinks not that I’m the injur'd

maid,

And he the faithlefs Twain :

Yet know, falfe man, Dione’s

Blade,

To fright you (halt appear

And when you climb the marriage-

bed
Dione will be there*

Dione,
&c*
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The Kettlebender,

The ladies take it all their heads in

That it’s the univerfal mcd’cine
For old or young or weak or ten-

der,

All find eafe by the Kettiebendcr*

0 rare Kettlebender, &c.

3*

Nay fome, who matters fain wou’d
glofs over.

Say 'tis the ftone of great pliilofo-

phcr

For hardeft hearts it foft will ren-
der,

Tranfmuted by the Kettlebender.

0 rare Kettlebender, &c.

4*

Pray what d’ye think made Portf-
mouth’s dutchefs,

Who, or fame lies, a nonfuch was.

Stick fo clofe to the Faith’s De-
fender ?

What, but the love for his Kettle-
bender.

0 rare Kettlebender, &c«

5 *

I’m fure if you have learn’d but
any way,

You muft have read of madam Da-
nae.

That bolts nor bars cou’d e’er de-
fend her,

Or keep her fafe from the Kottle-
bender*

0 rare Kettlebender, &c.

<S.

Europa’s cafe you’ve heard, I’m fa-

tisfy’d,

How, fcarlcfs, on the bull ihe fat

allride
;

Nor waves, nor rocks, her flight

could hinder.

She ftuck fo clofe to the Kettie>

bender.

0 rare Kettlebender

,

&c»

7*

It went fo hard too with poor Le«
da,

Who was afraid to die a maid-a.

That to a fwan file did furrender*

Rather than want a Kettlebender.

0 rare Kettlebender, &c«

8 .

I muft name Froferpine to you too.

Who ravifli’d was, they fay, by
Pluto •,

Was file fo ?—-the devil mend her*

She went to hell £<w the Kettle-
bender.

0 rare Kettlebender
,
&c«

Love’s



100 The De light.
Love s Bacchanal. Set by Mr. Vincent*

Strephon why that clou dy forehead, Why fo vain ly croft thofe arms? Silly Twain that

A~

—

afpcft horrid Rather frigh tens her than charms : roufe £dull & droop ~ing fpirit, throw away thy

HSf
'fEEqsjM

l—

l

& rr

myrtle wreath; Bumpers large of ge—n’rou* claret, Makes thee love and raptures breathe.

Sacrifice this juice prolific

To each letter or her name ;

Gods they deem’d it a fpecific,

Why not mortals do the fame f

See the high-charg’d goblet fmi- Wine's the liquor moft beguil-

ling,
>

ing,

Bids thee Strephon drink and Wine’s the weapon conquers

prove, love.

The Amorous Prote&or. Set by Mr. Broderip.

SiijdrJat

Of ev'- ry fwcet that glads the fpring, A

!-¥

—

tri bute to tby charms I’ll bring ; 1 11

’

[ T * •

*' «

bufe
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garland crown for thee,

•

—

1
*

—

—

1

plains we’re chac’d a way, By the fierce god that rules the day ;

I’ll lead thee to the fliades and

ftreams, To Ihield thee from his fcorch—ing beams. To fhieid thee from his

And when to reft her eyes in-
cline.

And light nor they no longer
Ihine }

The faireft fleece of ev’ry /beep
My love fhall prefs in peaceful

Beep.
ATy love

,
&e-

From all the ills that night in-

vade

I'll guard the dear, the beauteous

maid *

My tender, faithful care fhall

prove

None watch fo well as thofe that

love-

None w<itc

h

7
&c«



lOi The £13ufts Delight.
The Lover and the Friend, Sung by Mr. Lowe,

lizrE

O thou for whom my lyre I ftrir.g, Of

1
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whom I think and fpcak and ling i Thou conlUnt objeft of my joys, Whofe fweetnefs ev’ry wifh em-

ploys, Whofe fweetnefs ev’ry wifli employs* Thou deareft

ij. j f
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of tky fex attend, And hear the lov—cr and the friend. And hear the lov er and the

friend* Thou deareft of thy fex at—lend. And hear the lov cr and the friend*
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z

Not diftant is the cruel day,

That tears me from my felf away j

Then frown not, fair one, ii I try

To fteal the moifture from your eye ,

And from your heart a iigh to fend,

To mourn the lover and the friend*

To mown, &c.

3

Whole years i flrrove againfl: the
flame,

And fuffer’d ills without a name }

Yet Hill the painful fecret kept,
And to myfelf: in fiience wept j

’Till grown unable to contend,

I own’d the lover and the friend.

J earn'd, &c«

4

I faw you flil!, your gen’rous heart

In all my forrows bore a part }

Yet while your eyes pity glow’d,

No w'ords of hope your tongue be-

llow’d j

But mildly bid me ceafe to blend,

The name of lover and the friend.

The r.ame> &c.

5

Curfe on all wealth that can deftroy

My utmoft hope of earthly joy j

Thy gifts, Oh fortune ! I relign,

Let her and poverty be mine :

And ev'ry year that life lhall lend
Shall blefsthe lover and the friend.

Shall hlefsf &c*

In vain alas ! in vain I ftrive,

To keep a dying hope alive j

A lall lad remedy remains,

’Tis Abfence y mull cure my pains}

Thy image from my bofom rend,

And force the lover from the friend.

Andforce y &c.

7

Vain thought 1 tho’ Teas between cfs

roll,

Thy love is rooted in my foul

;

The vital blood that warms my heart

With thy idea nuift depart j

And Death’s decilive ftroke mull end
At once the lover and the friend*

At oncey &c.

Orpheus and Euridice, Set by Dr. Boyce.

When Orpheus went down to^ regions below which men are forbid'—den to fee. He tun’d up his

lyre as old hif—tories fhew. To fet his Eu—ri-di-ce free, To fet his Eu—ri-di-ce free*—agpBEhEElzEf
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pn« theyhenrd } he came for his wife, How vaft their furprizc when f heard } he came for
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" erQ—fiia
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_ Ke took her again, in reward of
Old Pluto had puzzl’d his brain * U >

*"*. &€
2 ^ art}

But hell had not torments fufficTent

^
?•*,

^ueceeding foon vanquish'd Such power had mufic in hell.

AJ
5
,!? ....

, . . Such power, &c.And pleas d with his playing f©
WCllj

diUL LU

he thought,
So he gave him his wife back a-
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The Delight
The Wanderer fix’d. Set by Mr. Arne.
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-fy prize, Was firfl: enflav'd by Sal—ly’s eyes ; With ev ry glance enchanted, With
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air each kifs I tfele, Nos knew the blifs I want-ed, Nor knew the Hifs I

2*
4

To ftudy then I flew for aid, Doom’d Dili a dupe to giddy love, Then fhort and tall and brow* and

But there, too foon, foGt thoughts Falfe Sukey’s charms I needs mul
turns’mv am’rous moments (hate

invade, prove,
.

' T Infix’d as Avid weather

;

And taint my inclinations; And ruflt’d to my undoing
; heart fubmit t’en*

Whv did ye, gods, fuch warmth Fat O too foon the gentle flame Nor would my hea.t

impart ? A wild deftrufhve fire became, treat
, «nudlv beat

Why form my unrefifting heart And burned me to rum. y”® aUthcVx together.

A Have to all the palfions And hurried

,

&c* ^ ^ £c%

A jlave
t
&c« * At
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S’

At length I Jenny chanc’d to fee, j

Like gentle nature fair and free

,

Susan

Sung by Mr. Bret

A-fl-rh r _

And was again unhearted ;

Fo her the little flutt’rcr flew,

'ind grafted to her bofom grew,

NAH. Set by Mr. HANDEL,

t, at Ranelagh Gardens, at L

-j£ '

.

Nor can from thence be parted*

Nor cant &c*
. %
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Say, will the vulture leave hi*
prey,

And warhle thro’ the grove t
Eid wanton linnets quit the fpray,
Then doubt thy fhepherd’* love. 1

Then doubt doubt thy fhepherd’s

1

J.A ' J
• * * * V .

'

*

^hyv-— L-

love, 1

fhen doubt thy fhepherd’s love* Ye
Say will the vnlturcy &c* 3

Be
3- Be

1

’he fpoils of war let heroes

(hare,

o

^et pride in fpler

hards unenvy’d

le fair Sufannah
fair, fair Sufanf

fair Sufannah m
^he fpoils of wary

- -g-'O?

idor fhine ;

lawrels wear,
mine,
ah mine,
ine.

&c.

CoLLlN*S



10(5 The pities Delight.
Collin’s Defcription of Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Gladwin.

Ol Mary foft in feature, I've been at dear vauxhall, No pa-—ra——dife is

fweetcr, Not that they E—den call : At night fuc’n new va ga—ries. Such

Methought, when firft I enter’d,

Such fplendor round me {hone,

Into a world I ventur’d

Where refe another fun :

Whilft mufic, never cloying,

As sky-larks fweet I hear ;

The founds I’m ftill enjoying.

They’ll always foothc my car.

As ftill amaz’d I’m ftraying

O’er this enchanted grove,

I fpy a harper § playing

All in his proud alcove :

I doft my hat, defiring

He’d play up Buxom Joan,

But what was 1 admiring ?

Odzooks J a man of ftonc.

Thus whilft ’mid joys abounding#

As grafhoppers they’re gay.

At diftancc crouds furrounding

The lady of the May,
jj

The man i’th’ moo 1 tweer’d flily,

Soft twinkling thro
1

the trees,

As tho’ ’twould pleafe him highly

To tafte delights likethcfc.

3 ‘

Here paintings fwectly glowing,

Where’er your glances fall j

Here colours, life bellowing,

Bedeck this Greenwood-hall

:

The king there dubs a farmer, *

There John his doxy loves

But my delight’s the charmer

Who fteals a pair of gloves* *

5 *

But now the tables fpreading

They all fall to with glee

Not e'en at Tquire’s fine wedding

Such dainties did I fee :

I long’d (poor ftarv'ling rover)

But none heed country elves,

Thofe folk with lace dawb’d over

Love only dear themfelvcs.

* Alluding to three pictures in the

pavillions •, the king and miller., the

failors in a tippling-hotife ,
and the

girl fteating a kips f'om a Jlecpy gen-

tleman- § Mr- Handel's ftatue-

jj
Her Royal Highnefs the Frincefs

of Wales fitting under her jpUndid

pavillion»

The Wifh. Set by Mr. Howard.
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Am bition ne—-ver me feduc’d To foar on for—tune’s fainted wing,

-jt *n

\

Far humbler mo lives ftrong induc’d To haunt un
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vex’d the
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mu—fes fpring, T 0 haunt un
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Some cot I wifh for where fvveet peace Mild o’er y foul her influence fheds,

tj

-ffee. Cl j r'
A—

Where pleafuresflow with fond cncrcafe, And fport at cafe on to

—

fy beds- And

Where fylvan fccnes the fancy Of fummer’s fiercely-darting ray. Th’ afpiring hill, the tufred glad«,
ra^e > Offttmmer's» &c,

Exalt the foul, improve the The dimpl’d ftream, the winding
lay ’•>

m

* fliade,

Where fanning Zephirs foothc the The lawn in charming verdure
blaze dreft j

Soft themes fhall pleaflng

thoughts fuggeft. .

Soft themer, &c«

Philofophy



io8 The Delight.
Philofophy no Remedy for Love. Sung by Mr. Lowe.

Long had I borne of

love I bore to I fa—bel, The love I bore to Ifa—bel.

ST*' f
JL-i-
l=T^: % |

HI
VI

- 4-
-1 1

J_tl

n .

The fire file kindled in my breaft,

Philofophy would have fupprefs’d;

Hut in that breaft love took it’s

ftand,

Triumphant, with a burning brand.

'triumphAnt, &c«

3 *

Dear Ifabel,thou much-lov’d maid,

Bring to a bleeding heart thine aid ;

Thou haft the fountain, thou the

pow ’r

To quench a flame £ would devour.

To quench, &c.

, 4*

To eafe me of the thrilling fmart,

To wrench the. dagger irom my
heart,

And to apply a hand divine,

O goddefs of my foul ! is thine*

0 goddefs,' &c.

The Dying Swan. Set by Dr. Greene.
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a.

And tW iho ne’er Had ftretch’d

her throat,

Nor tun’d her voice before ;

Death, ravilh’d with fo fweet a

note,

Awhile the ftroke forbore.

3 *

Farewelfhe cry'd you filver dreams,

Ye purling dreams adieu,

Where Phoebus us'd to dart his

beams,

And blefs both me and you.

4 *

Faretvcl the tender whittling reeds,

Soft feenes of happy love ;

Farewel ye bright cnnamell’d meads
Where I was us’d to rove.

5 *

No more with you may I converfe,

See yonder fetting fua

Attends while I my laft reheatfe,

And then I mutt be gone.

6 .

Weep not my tender, conftant

mate,

We’ll meet again below *

It is the kind decree of fate,

And I with pleafure go.

O wouldft thou know, &c. Set by Mr. St. Germain.

O wouldft thou know what fe— cret charms. This deftin’d heart of mine a-

What kind of nymph y heav’ns de—cree, f maid y’s made for

made for love and me.

-t*-

z.

Who joys to hear the fighs finccre,
Who melts to fee the tender tear:

Who melts
, &c.

From each ungentle patfion free,
O be the maid that’s made for me.
0 be the maid, &c.

Whofe heart with gen’rous friend-
ship glows.

Who feels the blelttng fhebeftows:
Who feels, &c .

Gentle to all, but kind to me,
Be fuch the maul that’s made for

me.
Be fiich) &c

Whofe hmplc thoughts devoid of
Are all the natives of her heart

:

Are all, &c.
A gentle train, from falfhood free*

Be fuch the maid that’s made for
me-

(

Be fuch , 6cc.

.
t .

S

Avaunt, yt light coquets retire,

Where flutt'iing fops around ad-
mire :

Where fluttering fops, 8tc*

Unmov’d your tinfel charms I fte,

More genuine beauties are for me*
Mare genuine beauties

,
&c«



IIO The fCS Delight.
Happy Pair. Set by Mr. Handel.

None but Jbrave, none b«. f brave, none ba, * brave dcferves J fair,None burf brave



None but y brave deferves the £a-



Ill The £ D E LIGHT.

b»vc dc fcrvci .he fair, None but .he brave de—ferves ,he fair. None be. the brave de-

ifijSSEjlLn s pi^Y

ferves the fair.
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Gentle Parthenissa. Sung by Mr. Sullivan.

/O. t

fcti

When gen tie Parthe——nif—fa walks* Or gay—ly fmiles, or fweet ly talks }

^ Z-N ^ X—. x—^ . /~\
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A thou—fand charms a round her fly, A thou—fand fwains un—heed—ed die \ A

/">

thou—fand fwains a round her die*

Sim^tudzzzO—* ^eeJEei

i i

*

If then fhe labours to he fecn, From fo much beauty, fo much
With all her killing charms and art,

uic *n i What mortal can fccure his

heart ?

What mtrtal , &<?•

* >
0* m* Annie.



The <pttfeg Delight.
Annie. Set by Mr, Baildon.
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-Yyhat numters lhall the mufe repeat,What verfe be found to plcafe myAnnie ? On
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her ten thoufcnd graces wait, Each Twain admires and owns fire’s bonny :
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Since firft The ftrode y happy plain, She fet each youthful heart on fire 5 Each

«—

+

Iplilisl
±

e:

Z-j

E *
/^\

nymph does to her Twain complain,That An—nie kindles new de<—fire.Each nymph does to her
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Twain complain, That An—nie kindles new de—fire.

Q~~——* *

f tc* £ * jS
2 .

• 3 . ,

**??re^
care» Among the crowd Amintor came, Young Damon came $ Cupid-’s art,r

Annie^i
§ht>^ charminS He look’d he lov’d, he bow’d to His wiles, his fmiles, his charms

a“V S ftem & fa”> His rtngVih. exprefs hi. flame, He ftou”
1"1® ’’

_ . away my virgin heart,
His words were few hiswifhes Ccafe poor Amintor, ceafe be-

a ti j il * •
niany * (plied* wsilixiff i

C01
:
ve/n » With fmiles the lovely maid re- Some brighter beauty you may find.

When Flora’s fragrant breezes
fan ye :

Joyous .hep fpor.and play before Kimifl^M tiyloMl ll °On
A

In bltfsftfdre^n "VTlf A|as
!
you/love muft be denied, Then ehufe fome heart twfllri-

\ee ‘

AttZiZ P adore THs d ',linM brcaft «“ «’« «• And leave to Damon his onbet. Allmghty &c. lieve you. Mae, &c. Annie. A,4 leave, Stc.

P Powerful



1 14 The De LIGHT.
Powerful Guardians. Sung by Air, Sullivan,

83 f=T=?=

Pow’r—ful guar— dians of all na—ture,

=p&=~*

beauteous love*

Q±
Pow’r—fill guar—dians of all

Z

m
O' preferve my beauteous love* Pow’r—ful guar—dians of all

:S:

3
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O pre—ferve my beauteous love, prefe

_ rVe my beauteous love* O pre—fer



The ^ItfCS Delight.
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beauteous love

Keep from infult the dear creature^

from infult the dear creature, Virtue fure has

> ' r

-r

charms to move. Has cha - — -. -rms.

mo— — —ve. Vir—tue fure has

Pow’rful guar—dians of all na—ture, O preferve my beau—-teous love.

m
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Rosamond*



n6 The £l3ufCS Delight.
Rosamond, Set by Mr. Purcel.

Was c—-ver nymph like Ro famond, So

-rn\l with cv’ry charm and grace

Was c—ver nymph like Ro—famond, So fair, fo faithful

•

and fo fond j A do- l’d with cv rm and grace, A-
-9~ ,

•
-

fJ.'-IHCjCT®7-

ErEBil dom’ti
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dom’dJk cv’cy charm and grace. Was e-ver nymph like Ro——fa—mond, So '
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fo fond, A—dom’d with ev’—ry charm and grace. A-

rn’d with ev’ry charm and grace

heart’s on
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skips to her cm-brace- I’m - all defite. My. heart’s on fire, And leaps and .
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fprings to her embrace. And leaps and

t

:f]33TP

fprings to her embrace.



The Delight.

hap—py fliould I happy ihould I prove, Might I fup—ply £ envy’d place with

•burn and di- burn and die- Know haplefs flower, haplc fs



fat e v.e both mull: prove, You di "C with en—vy, I di e



110 The £I3ufcS Delight.
Aria nel Mitridate. Set by Signor Terradellis.

Sung by Slgnlora Pircker.



The Delight. hi
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Volti fubito
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conda—mi il pie- Cir—*con da—mi il pie-
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iigThe £pttfeS Delight.

The Mournful Fair. Set by Mr. Arne.
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From hill, from dale, cacb charm Each flow’r, in pity, droops it’s All allreproach the faithlcfs Twain,

is fled, head, But Damon there I feek in vain,
varovcsjflocks and fountains jileafe AU nature docs my lofs de- All all reproach the faithlefs fivain9so more

j plere : jBut Daman there I feek in vain*

Spring



ii4< The <3j9ttfeS Delight.
Spring Gardens. Set by Dr. Boyce.

charms re—fuming. To Spring Gardens hafte a~way : With this blifsful fpot de—lighted
»

Here the queen of may retreats ; Belles and beaux are all in—vi ted To par-

See a grand pavillion yonder,
Rifing near embow’ring Blades \

There a temple ftnkes with won-
der,

In full view of collonades:

Art and nature, kindly lavifh,

Here their mingled beauties

yield,

Xqual here the pleafurcs ravifli,

Of the court and of the field-

Of ths court) &o

3 -

Hark, what heavenly notes de-

fending,
Break, upon the lift’ning ear j

Mllfic all it’s graces leading,

O ! tis cxtacy t« hear :

Nightingales the concert joining,

Breathe their plaints in melting

Brains,

Vanquijfh’d now their groves re-

igning,

Soon they fly their diftant plains-

Soon, &c.

4*

Lo ! what fplendors round us dart-

ing*
. .

Swift, illume the charming

feene j

Chandeliers their light impart-

ing! *

Pour frefli beauties o’er the

g'cen j .

Glittering lamps in order plant-

ed-, (Fi7
r
e :

Strike the eye with fwcct lur-

Adam fcarce was more enchanted

When he faw the fun Aril trie.

When he faw , &c* -

5 *

Now the various bands arc feat--

ed, -

All difpos’d in bright array j

BufinSfs o'er, and cares rftreat-

With gay mirth they clofc the

Thus, of old, the fons of pica-

fure

Pafs’d in Blades their favourite

hours ;

Ncftar cheering their foft leifure,

Blcft by love and crown’d with

flow’rs-
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At le$. too foon dr- creature receive y fund adieu, Thy pains .0 love how

how fhor.t how few : No more thofe eyes io

tly fvvel. ^ love’s foft tumult heat, not bofom gently
the melting glance repeat, Nor bofom gen

cfefcj
-V 1 7 1

h~: -z-&JT
9 «.

-jEjrti

—

EuEE
1 Ad rUKr

—

The Conteft between Love and Glory. Set by Mr. Arne.

fwelling with love’s foft tumult, beat.

isi=pg£i^i^3=
z. 3* 4-

I go where glory leads me,
And points the dang’rous way 5

Tho’ coward love upbraids me
Yet honour bids obey :

Yet honour
, &c.

But honour’s boafting ftory

Too foon thofe tears reprove,

!

And whifpers fame, wealth, glory
Ah J what arc they to love !

1 And whifpers fame, wealth, glory !

Ah l what are they to lave.

Two paffions, ftrongly pleading,.

My doubtful breaft divide ,

Lo ! there my country bleeding,

And here a weeping bride;.

And here , &c.
But know, thy faithful lover

Gan true to either prove j

Fame fires my veins all over,

Yet ev’ry pulfe beats love.

Tame fires my veins all over
,

let ev'ry pulfe beats love.

Then think where’er I wander.

The fport of fcas or wind,

No di fiance hearts edn funder

Whom mutual faith has join’d :

Whom mutual faith, &c»
Kind heav’n, the hrave requiting.

Shall fafe thy fwain re ifore j

And raptures crown the meeting,

Which love ne’er felt before.

And raptures crown the meeting
, _

Which love ne'er felt before

•

The
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*The Little Heart. Set by Mr, Dunn.

Allegro
, ma non prefio.

When Cc—lia’s heart un- fet———tied reves Thro’ hiHs and

dales and flo •vv’ry groves, When Celia’s heart un fett—— led

roves Thro’ hills and da les and iha—dy groves :

O tell me love the ti———me and day This lit tie heart will

run a—ftray, O tell me love the time and day This little heart thi*

It—tic heart will run aftray, O tell me love the time and
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day This little heart will run aftray

2 .

If to fome fhadc, from fummc.’s If near fome ftream where ehryftal Then fmft « l.ght I’ll feck the

Thieve heart fhould feek re- iMfr,
jftTfrmeJhadei &e. Sweet murm’rmg echos reach my Kindkve w.th joy ft* make

^t^^flhX-em’ore my love your heart is She ueVr repents her hear, was

l-_j here. •
,

* -

Minim, See, Swat mmm'rixg, tu- Xailrn, c.

The Happy Bacchanalian.

bring relief, Joy, from drinking will arife s Why Ihould we, with 'wrinkl-’d rare.

•7-' y
sm £

“t
£

Change what na-ture made fo fair i Drink and fet f hearts at reft, Of a had bargain make the heft.

Some purfue the winged wealth, > Bufy hrains we know, alas .

Some to honour do afpire ; With imaginations run 3

Gi v e me freedom, give me health, Like the fand in th’ hourglafs,

There’s the fum of my defire :

What the world can more prefent on :

Will not add to my content. Never knowing when to ftay,

Drink and fet your hearts at rc(i y But uneafy e’erv way*

Soviet of mind is always heft* Drink andJet your hearts at rejt}

Fcacc of mind is always bejt*

Mirth, when mingl’d with ottf

wine,

Makes the heart alert and free 3

Turn’d and turn’d and llill runs Let it raw, or fnow, or thine.

Still the fame thing tis with me :

There’s no fence againft our fate,

Changes daily on us wait-

Drink and fet your hearts at reji ,

Of a bad bargain make the beji .
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The Power of Mufic and Beauty. Set by Mr. Stanley.

Mu—fick has power to melt the foul, by beau ty na turc’s

pr?rT2 A w-

i

fil -o

aid, Each can f n -verfe con—troul with out the -ther’s aid.

N,

15ut here .together both appear,
And force united try ;

Mafic enchants, &c.

3 *

Mulie enchants the lift’ning car, What cruelty ! thefe powers to

And beauty charms the eye. join !

Thefe tranfports who can bear !

Oh ! let the found be iefs divine,

Or look the nymph lefs fait.

Oh l let the found, &c.

The Ardent Lover. Sung by Mr. Lowe.

.0.0.

Tender • Believe my lighs, my tears, my dear, re—iieve the heart you’ve won ; Believe my vows

to you fin*—cere, or Mog—gy I’m undone ! You fay I’m fickle, and apt to change to

cv’ ry face that's new, But of all the girls I c -ver faw I ne’er lov’d one like you*

T
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My heart was like a lump of ice,

Till warm’d by your bright

eye j

But then it kindled in a trice

A flame that ne’er can die.

Then take me, try me, and yeu

{hall find.

That I’ve a heart that’s true 5

For of all the girls I ever faw,

I ne’er lov’d one like you.

Sweet William. Sung by Mifs Stevenson, at Vauxhall.

# - t \

Set for the German-Flute.

By a pratt—ling ftream, on a Midfummers Eve, Where woodbines and jefs min theira £ =e=E

-3T-1—inn ip\
T* T

a
V 3

\J J/ ! MJ
boughs inter—weave *, Fair Flora I cry’d to my at—hour repair, For I muft have a

3T
zltj*

3
3 ±s 5

-0- fttze

chap—let for fv/eet William’s hair, For I muft have a chap—let for fwcet William’s

•• *
93E3Eg $

«•

She brought me the vi’let, that
grows on the hill,

The vale-dwelling lilly and gilded
jonquil ;

But fueh languid odours how could
I approve,

Juft warm from the lips of the lad
that I love.

JttJl warm, &c.

3 ’

She brought me his faith and his
truth to difplay,

The undying myrtle and cver-green

bay 5

But why thefe to me, who’ve his

conftancy known.
And Billy has lawrels enough of

his own.
And Billy

,
&c*

4 *

The next was a gift that I could

not contemn,
For flic brought me two rofes that

grew on a ftem 5

Of the dear nuptial tic they ftood

emblems confeft,

R

So I kifs’d them and prefs’d them
quite clofe to my breaft.

So 1 kifs'd, &c.

5 *
* m •*«

She, brought me a fun-flow ’r—this

fair one’s your due,

For it once was a maiden and love-

fick like you j

O give it me quick, to my fhepherd
I’ll run,

As true to his flame as this flow’*

to her fun.

As true, &c>

, .
Bumpers,
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• .

.

'

Bumpers, ’Squire Jones. Sung by Mr. Lowe.

fa qi

call of one who’s ne’er frighted but greatly delighted with fix bottles more : Be—fure you don’t

^fe=o=-
3=E^^^ft3g=l=<itO

pafs the good houfc money glafs # the jol-ly red god fo pe culiarly owns* ’Twill well fuit your

humour, for pray ^ would you more than mirth good cla—ret and bumpers ’Squire Jones

m a a 3 :a

Ye lovers who pine

"For lafTes that oft prove as cruel

as fair ;

Who whimper and whine.

For lillies and rofes.

With eyes, lips and nofes,

Or ti p of an car ;

Come hither I’ll Blow ye,

How Phillis nor Cloe,

No more fhall occafion fuch fighs

and fuch groans ;

For what mortal fo ftupid.

As not to quit Cupid,

When call’d by good claret, &c •

Ye Poets who write.

And brag of your drinking fam’d

Helicon’s brook ;

Tho’ all you get by’t

Is a dinner oft times,

In reward for your Rhimes,

With Humphry the duke j

Learn Bacchus to follow.

And quit your Apollo,

Forfake all the Mufcs, thofc fenfe-

lefs old crones

:

Our jingling of GlafTes

Your rhyming furpaffes,

When crown’d with good claret,

and bumpers,

Ye Soldiers fo (lout,

With plenty ofoaths, tho’ no plenty

of coin.

Who make fuch a rout,

Of all your commanders

Who lerv’d us in Flanders

And eke at the Boyne ;

Come leave off your rattling.

Of fieging and battling,

And know it’s much better to flcep

with whole Bones J

Were you fent to Gibralter,

Your note you’d foon alter.

And wifil for good claret,

Ye Clergy fo wife,

Who myft’rics profound can de/«

monftrate clear j

How worthy to rife

You preach once a Week,
But your tithes never feck

Above once a year :

Come here without failing.

And leave off your raTling

’Gainft bifhops providing for dull,

ftupid drones:

Says the text fo divine,

What is life without wine ?

Then about with the claret,

6 •

Y e Lawyers fo juft,

Be the Caufc what it will you fo

learnedly plead

;

How worthy of truft ?

You know black from white,

Yet prefer wrong to right,

As you’re chaac’d to be feed:

Leave
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Leave mufty reports,

And forfake the King’s Courts,

Where dullnefs and diicord have

fet up their thrones j

Burn Salkield and Ventris,
.

With all their damn’d entries,

And away with the claret, &c .

7 *

Ye Phyfical Tribe,

^

Whofe knowledge confifts in hard

words and grimace 5

When e’er you preferibe,

Have at your devotion,

Pills, Bolus or Potion,

Be what will the cafe :

Pray where is the need,

To purge, blifter or bleed,

When ailing yourfelves the whole

faculty owns,

That the forms of old Galen,

Are not fo prevailing

As mirth, with good claret, &c •

8 »
t

Ye Fox-hunters eke,

That follow the call of the horn

and the hound ;

Who your Ladies forfake

Before they’re awake
To heat up the brake.

Where the vermin is found

,

Leave Piper and Blucman,
Shrill Dutchefs and Trueman,

No Mufic is found in fuch diflonant

tones

:

Wou’d you ravifii your ears,

With the Songs of the Spheres,

Hath away to the elaret and bum
pers, ’Squire Jones.

The Shepherd’s Complaint. Set by Mr. Russel.

Chloe’s heart was all my treafure. Never was a rich- < et fwrain : Chlo—•

e

fcjit -"a

1 ^ * W p

H
A

^ rr.:_f - n W .. rm—[— >

—

n —
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t

— —j-|—f f— '

doubled ev -—ry pleafure, Chlo—e ba——-nifh’d c—ve-ry pain.

2

But the envious Gods repining
So much blifs on earth to fee
*

If
1

/,
bift’reft curfes joining,

Hath d my cup with jealoufy
Now where erft my pipe refoun.

Steal* the figh & heart felt g«

Love by doubts and fears furround-

cd.

I’ll difpute a tott’ring throne.

Fool that ever art purfuing,

What conceal’d is always bed 5

Jealoufy, love’s child and ruin,

Leave, oh leave, my tortur’d

breaft

!

With the Have thy pow’r confefling.

Thou to Venus mildly deal,

They who fhun or flight thy blefllng

Should alone thy torments feel.

The
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The Abfent Lover. Set by Mr. Barnard.

%*

And in the fultry heat of day,
When flic does feek fome cool

retreat ;

Throw fpicy odours in her way,
And fcatter rofes at her feet.

3 *

That when fhe fees their colour
fade,

And all their pride negle&ed lie.

Let that inftruft the charming maid
That fweets untimely gather’d

die.

4 *

And when flie lays her down tc

reft,

Let fome aufpicious vifi«n fhew
Who ’tis that loves Camilla beft.

And what for her I undergo*

The Beggar. Sung by Mr. Brett.

A beggar, a beggar, a beggar I’ll be, For none live a life fo jovial as he, a beggar I

fall, we in y concluflon fliall beggars be all iTradefmcn are un—fortunate in their affairs, and

few men are thriving but Courtiers and Players.
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a.

A craver my father, a maunder my
mother,

A filer my lifter, a filcher my bro-

ther,

A canter my unde, who values no

pelf,

A lifter my aunt, and a beggar

myfelf j

In white wheaten ftraw, when their

bellies were full,

There I was begotten, ’twixt tin-

ker and trull i

And therefore a jolly bold beggar

I’ll be.

For none lives a life fo jovial as

he-

We beg for our bread, yet fome-

times it happens

We feaft it on pigs, pullets, cun-

nies or capons j

For churchmens affairs we are no

men-llayers,

We have no religion, yet live by

our pray’rs j

And oft’ when we beg and men

draw not their purfes,

We charge and give fire with a

volley of curfes

;

The devil confound your good wor-

ihip we cry,

And fuch a bold brazen-face beggar

am I.

For fuch petty pledges as fliirta

from the hedges,

We never do fear being drawn up-

on Hedges ;

Y et fometimes the whip does make

us to skip.

And then we from titing to thing

do trip j

But when in a poor boozing ken we

do bib it.

We are more afraid of the Hocks

than the gibbet j

And if from the ftocks we keep out

our feet, .

We fear not the compter, king

bench or the fleet-

When boys they come to us, and

fay their intent is

To follow oar calling, wene’er hind

’em ’prentice ;

Soon as they come to’t we learn

’em to do’t,

We give them a ftaff and a wa'ict

to boot ,

We lend ’em our cant, for to crave

and to cant,

So the devil is in it if e’er they can

want :

Therefore he or fhe that a beggar

will be,

Without an indenture naay foon he

made free-

Wc do things in feafon, and have

fo much reafon,

We raife no rebellion, nor ever

talk treafon ; *

We bill with our mates at very low

rates.

Yet fome .
keep their quarters as

high as their gates :

With Shenkin or Morgan or Lpunl-

man or Teague -

We into no covenant enter, or

league }

And therefore a jolly bold beggar

I’ll be,
„

For none lead a life io jovial as

he-

Sometimes we frame ourfclves to

he lame,

And when a coach comes we hop

to our game ;

We feldom mifearry, nor ever go

marry,

By gown, common prayer or cloak-

dire&ory

But Simon and Sufan, liiie birds

of a feather,

They laugh and they kifs and they

lie down together \

Like pigs in the peas entangled

they lie- (rogue as L

And there they begot fuch a bold

The Dream. Set by a Gentleman of Oxford.

-J-* iflJill JLr*

Whilft I in fleep laft night, was laid,. Methought ’twas in a lonely grove 5

-q

555 JSHSJ
That I with Em—ma, beauteous maid, walk’d hap—py and dif court, d cf

a.

Sweet cruel nymph, faid I, rejeft

No more the vows of one fincere j

If love unfeign’d you e’er expert

To find in man, you find it here-

3

Can love in man, faid file, be true ?

And don’t their words belie their

mind t

Arc not your fex a perjur’d crew ?

Their promifei ne’er made- to

bind1

4 **

t

Then I’ll return, with equal fire,

The love you {hew your happy
fair $

Then {hall the world our loves ad-

mire,

And fay, behold one perfect pair-

5-

With- tranfport feiz'd, I gan to-

wake,
(Grieving, my mufe purlue the

theme)
(

A perfett pair ! O dire miftake -

1 found fuch blifs is but a dream-

Pedr«c\s.
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Pedro’s Dance. The Words by a Gentleman.

Wh.cn wit and beauty lead f way fc can withfW } yow’rfuUVay ? f foul in plea-fog

/^*N /TW

rap-,are lies, a-way the conqueror bears £ prize : What ntor-tal can withHand f dartvhea

it has pierc'd his tender heart, how can he eafe his troubled mind un-lefs $ lovely nymph is' kind.

Sfl
2.

vVhere Audi I go to vent my woes.
Or whither fly to feek repofe ?
To whom fliall I difclofe my mind,
A.nd fay, my Celia proves unkind ?
I’ll follow the receipt that Jove
Try d to obtain his Danae’s love ^

In ihow’rsofgoid the goddefeends.

Enjoys the nymph amidft her
friends*

3 *

If thro’ the fhady groves I rove,

Still ev’ry objeft prompts to love ,

The warblers, with their little

throats.

Each woes his mate with rural

notes :

Dirett me, Cupid, to the place

Where I may view her charming
face ;

With her to wear out all my days.

Embalm’d in blifs and bled: with

cafe*

The Maid’s Requeft. Set by Mr. J. F. Lampe.

—(Jrz—T ~a*=Ef rr+—*=F {* ^ r^ -=fl
(

e

Glide f
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wiftly «n thoi

1

1 fli—ver ftream, V

—U—p—CU4-I

ur—fue the lad I love j

r-f i H—
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In gen — tie
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T~n*
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4

Jx
mur -murs tell my flame, And try bis heart to move, and try his heart to move*

0F=*=rr+- —•

So^may thy banks be always green,
Thy channel never dry }

If e’er thy fpring be failing fecn.

My tears IhaH that fupply. In place of ufelefs weeds $

JMy tearSy &c* May painted llow’rs adorn thy

brim,
*

3. And knots of bending reeds*

May gilded carps thy furface skim, And kn$ts, &e»
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Thi Flower of Edinburgh. Set by Sigr. D. Rizzio.

d 1

l
My Love was once a

*4 r-.~ft =f"

bon

—

ft:

~ny Lad, he

— V—7*

—

IjU
was the

ft-

Fiow’r of all his Kin ; the a

. -74-

hfence of his

qcf-V-p:

! !

_i T ' f ••*=

5
bonny Face my ten—der Heart has rent in twain : By Day or Night find no De-light, m

fi—lent Tears I ftill complain & rail at thofe my ri-val Foes, that took from me my darling Swain-

a*

Defpairand Anguifii fill my Breaft,

Since I have loft my blooming

Rofe 5

I figh and mourn while others reft.

His abfence yields me no repofe:

To feek my Love I’ll range and
rove.

Thro’ ev’ry Grove and diftant

Plain ;

1 ne’er will ceafe, nor be at eafe,

’Till I hear from my darling

Swain.

_ 3-

Inccdnotftrange at Nature’s change
Since Parents flicw’d fuch cruelty;

Therefore my Love from me docs

range
’ , ^ n .

And knows not to whatDeftiny

:

The pretty Kids and tender Lambs,

Shall ceafe to fport upon the

Plain,

And fiiall lament in difeontent,

The Abience of my darling

Swain*

4*

Kind Neptune, let me you intreat

To fend a fair and pleafing Gale ;

Your Dolphins fweetupon me wait,

For to convoy me on your Tail

:

May Heavens blefs me with Suc-

cefs,

While crofting of the raging

Main i

And fend me o’er to that fame
Shore,

To meetmy lovely darling Swain-

s'

All Joy and Mirth, at our Return,.

Shall then abound from Tweed
to Tay ;

The Bells fiiall ring, the B rds Hull

fitig>

To grace and crown our Nuptial:

Day :

Thus, bleft with Charms, in my
Love’s Arras,

Once more my Heart I will ob-

tain ;

I'll range no more t’a diftant Shore,

But will enjoy my darling Swain*

To Salinda. Set by Mr. M. C. Festing.

Love, itnag’d blind by i—die bards, Is ea—gle ey’d in me ; I fee in you a

thoufand charms, & love becaufc I fee ; I fee in you a thoufand charms & love becaufe I fee*

When
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1 5<> The $ Delight.
( face

When nature form’d that angei
She lavifh’d all her pow’r ;

Be this, file cry’d, my mafter-piece,
Kneel, mortals, and adore*

Be thist &c.

Like her own Flora’s vernal blulh.

Her blooming cheek {he dies j

And from the morning dew-drops
takes

The luftre of your eyes.

And from the mornings &c.

Like equal rows of orient pearl

She fets your even teeth ;

With live vermillion ftains your

lips,

With neftar dews your breath*

With live vermillion
,
& c.

Fond love and open truth appear,
The features of your mind

j

And plcafure (peaks in ev’ry glance
The wifh of all mankind.
And plcafure, &c.

6 .

Where all the graces thus unite,

’Tis merit to approve j

And reafon, which at firft admir’d,

Is forc’d to end in love.

And reafon , &c.

The blytheft Bird. Sung by Mr . Lowe.

J, a- well a day 1 Than I, a well a day ! E’er Col—lin

well a day. Oh Love ! a well a—day.

We kifs’d, we toy’d, but neither
knew

From whence thofc fond Endear-
ments grew,

’Till he, a-well a-day! ’till he, a-

well a-day !

By Time and other Swains made
Wife,

Began to talk of Hearts and Eyes,
And Love, a-well a-day ! and Love,

a-wcll a-day*

Kind Nature now took Collin’s

Part,

My Eyes inform againff my Heart,

My Heart, a-well a-day ! my Heart,

a-well a-day 1

Straight glow’d with thrilling Sym-
pathy,

And echo’d back each gentle

Sigh,

Each Sigh, a-well a-day ! each Sigh

a-well a-day

!

4*

Can Love, alas ! by Words be

{hewn,

He ask’d a Proof, a tender One,

While I, a-wcll a-day ! while h
a-well a-day ! &

In filence blufh’d a foftd

ply ? •

Can {lie who truly Loves deny •

Ah ! no, a-well a-day, ah ! no> **

well a-day !
•
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I

The Lad for me. Set by Mr, Worgan.y
i

ag~I®—i®— —®-

»»

$

Since Jenny thinks mean her love to deny, And

Et ==f ®~z
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PeS—gy’s un—eafy when Harry’s not by ^

JL

I’ll own without blulhing, were

83 paf=]EjE-[^5g -r
\-

all the world by, That Willy’s the lad, the lad &r me- And Willy’s the lad, the

ag?=t=g^5^—-— -*

He brought me a wreath which his
“anc

E
s did compofe.

Where the dale-loving lilly was
turn M with the rofe 5Y iung myrtle, in fprigs, did the
oordex enclofe.

And Willy's the ladfor me,

3*

By myrtle, faid he, is my paffion
expreft,

*The rofe, like your lips, in Ver-
million is dreft,

And the lilly, for whitenefs, would
vie with your breaH,

&-d Willy's, &o

Thefe ribband* of mine his gift at
the fair.

My mother look'd crofs, and cry’d
Fanny beware :

But d’ye think I regard her ? Not
I, I declare.

And Willy's, &c*

Beneath a tall beech, and reclin’d
on his crook,

I faw my young fhepherd
; how

fweet w as his look !

He ask'd for one kifs, but a hun-
dred he took.

And Willy's, &c«

s

I cry’d you’re too rude—with af-

fected dildain,

( For early in life we’re inftrufted

to feign
)

He made me no anfwCr, but kifs’d

me again.

And Willy's

,

&c»

Then wbat can I do ? InftruCf me
ye maids,

When a lover fo kindly, fo warm-
ly invades,

Whofe filence as much as his lan-

guage perfuades.

And Willy's , £cc»

The



igB The Delight.
The Miller’s Wedding. Sung by Mr. Lowe.
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neighbours your work, and to fport and to play, Let the tabor ftrike up and the village be
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gay ; Let the ta—-bor ftrike up and the village be gay : No day thro’ f year fliall more chearful be

feen, For Ralph of the Mill marries Sue of the Green. For Ralph of the Mill roumes
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Sue of the Green. I lone f«e, J« bits me, And while the wind blows, and while tee »>«
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Who'll he fo hap—py fo hap—py as w

And my love, like my eontage, will And guden,Intake the heft W-

never eive ground* .
, /tr.never give ground

.jnd my love ,
&c-

Cho* J1 /ot/e aSfte, &c»

3 *

utio w »

Let lords and line folk, who for And my love, &c-
^ Such'figning and fealing’s no par*

wealth sake a bride, Cho. i love Sue, See. ^rfoT bl.fr,
, ,j

3e married to-day, and tomorrow <^c fettle our hearts and wc

be cloy’d •,
3* with a kifs*

and my heart is Let ^sof falhion the beft join-
^jfafsuCi

as found, ters wed.

We Jettie, occ*

Cho* I love Sue, «<*
*n,0

’
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Nor e’er turn his back on bis friend While thus thou art kind, and thy

or his wife* tongue hut lies Hill i

. . 1 Ser Sir. While this thou art kmdy occ*

Tho’
^

alPK 15 "ot C0Urt y* n°r
cho* I love Sue ,

&c* Our joys fliall continue, and ever

or our oeaus, be new.
Not bounces nor flutters not »«rs

And^ ^ „ RJ h
your fine cloaths ,

5
and his Sue.ht&W from folk, a^rZ'et:U^ -

'

of high life,
ra > nuu »

The Adieu to Susan. Set by Air. Lampe.

All in the Downs the fleet was moor’d, The flream—ers waving in

. * t

wind, When black-ey’d Sufan came on board, O ! where fliall I my true love find ?
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1 gal
Tell me ye jovi'—al failors, tell me true. If my fweet William fails among the crew*
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2*

William, who high upon the yard,
Rock’d by the billow* to and fro*

Soon as her well-known voice he
heard,

He figh’d, and caft his eyes be-
low 5

The cord Hides fwiftly thro’ his
glowing hands.

And quick as lightning on the deck
he Hands*

So the fweet lark, high pois’d in
air,

Shuts clofe his pinions to his
breaft,

If chance his mate’s fhrill call he
hears,

And drops at once into her neft.
The nobleft captain in the Britifh

fleet

Might envy William’s lips thofc
kifTes fweet.

4 *

O Sufan, Sufan ! lovely dear !

My vows Ml ever true remain 3

Let me kifs off that falling tear,

We only part to meet again :

Change as ye lift, ye winds, my
heart fliall be

The faithful compafs that ftill

points to thee.

S*
Believe not what the landmen fay>

Who tempt with doubts thy con-
ftant mind 3

They’ll tell thee failors when a-

way
At every port a miftrefs find :

Yes, yes, believe ’em when they
tell thee fo,

For thou ait prefent wherefoe’er I

go*

6 *

If to far India’s coaft we fail,

Thy eyes are feen in diamonds
hiight 3

Thy breath is Africk’s fpicy gale.

Thy skin is ivory fo white :

Thus ev’ry beauteous objeft that I
view

Wakes in my foul fome charm of
lovely Sue>

Tho’ battle calls me from thy
arms,

Let not my pretty Sufan mourn 3

Tho’ cannons roar, yet fafe from
harms

William fliall to his dear re-

turn 3

Love turns afide the halls that

round me fly,

Left precious tears fliould drop
from Sufan’s eye*

8 *

The boatfwain gave the dreadful

word,
The fails their fwelling bofoms

fpread 3

No longer muft flie ftay on board.

They kifs’d—-flic figh’d, he hung
his head

:

Her lefs’ning boat unwilling rows
to land ;

Adieu flic cries, and wav’d her lil-

ly hand *

r
*

The



140 The Clifts Delight.
T^he Virgin’s Laft Refolve. Sung by Mr, Lowe.
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lift-cn to what e’er your Mothers fay. Be rul'd ly me and let’s a-gree no

long er to o bey: For I’ve been fnubb’d, & I’ve been drubb'd, till I’ve been black &

liillppliLllI

blue \ But I 11 behave no more like a Slave, But I'll be—have no more like a Slave, I
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a*

80th night and day flic prates a-

way
About my being nice,

But I declare ’twould make you

flare

To hear her dull advice 5

She fays that I from men muft fly

Or mifehief will enfue ;

Butin all the kind no harm I find.

In all the kind, Sic-

I wifh I may die if I do.

Xwj/h, &c»

3 *

She fays that youth, ftill blind to

truth,

The danger ne’er can tell 5

And ’tis from fenfe and experience

That file can talk fo well

:

But if file got fenfe from experi-

ence,

Then flic may depend upon’t,

I’ll try to be as w'ife as fhej

Til try

,

&c.

I wifh. I may die if I don’t.

I <wijh, Sic-

4*

Young Damon gay, the other day,

Would ftruggle for a kifs *,

I pifh’d and cry’d, and him did

chide,

With 1—What d’ye mean by this?

’Tis wond’rous rude, that you’ll :

intrude,

When I have fo oft forbid 5

I wifll T may die if you don’t make
me cry, 1 ivtjh, &c.

But 1 wifli I may die if he did>

I ivijby & c*

5

Then I’ll be free whilft young I

be,

And let my mother fcold ;

And I’ll defpife being quite as

wife,

Until I am quite as old :

At forty-three a prude I’ll be.

And lay my follies by j

But never till then will I fliun tin-

men,
Bm never. Sic-

If I do—I wifh I may die.

If I Jo, &c.

d)

Fair Sally. Set by Dr. Greene.

3*. i
1 m

Spiritofo- Fair Sally lov’d a bonny feaman, $ tears fhe fent him out to roam, & Thomas

rdbtor F-rn ^-rr--U=FlF^ © i=ta

lov’d no other woman, but left his heart $ her at home ; flic view 'd the fea from off the
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hill, & as fhe turn’d her fpinning wheel Sung of her bonny Seaman.
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The winds blew loud, and file grew

Pale*
To fee the weather-cock turn

round,

When lo! file fpy’d her bonny fai-

lor

Come tripping o’er the fallow
ground

With nimble hafte he leapt the
ftyle

,

And Sally met him with a fmile.

And hugg’d her bonny failor*

?•

Faft round the waift he took his

Sally,

But firft around his mouth wip’d
he

;

Like home-bred fpark he could not
dally,

But kifs’d and preft her with a
glee :

Thro’ winds and waves and dafh-

ing rain,

Cry’d he, thy Tommy’s return'd

again,

And brings a heart for Sally.

4
Welcome, file cry’d, my con flant

Thomas,
Tho’ out of fight ne’er out of

mind j

Our hearts if Teas have parted from

us

Yet they my thoughts did leave

behind.

•,

So much my thoughts took Tom-
my’s part

That time nor ah fence, from my
heart

Could drive my conftant Thomas

S*

This knife, the gift of lovely Sally 5

I ftill have kept for her acar

fake j

A thoufand times, in am’rous folly,

Thy name I've aarv'd upon the

deck
Again the happy pledge returns.

To tell how truly Tommy burns.

How truly burns for Sally.
.

This thimble didft thou give tm

Sally,

Whilft 'this I fee I think on
you ;

Then why does Tom ftand fllill-X

fiiall-I

While yonder fteeple’s in our

view :

Tom, never to cccafion blind.

Now took her in the coming
mind.

And went to church with Sally*



The £)3ttfC£ Delight.
The Lafs of the Mill. Set by Mr . Howard.

m
Dan Gay firft in Vogue bro’t the blithe Molly jMogg, and flourifli’d her Praife -with

£ t
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his Quill : But ’tis ftrange that as yet the Twick—en—ham Wit never thought

t- -I-—

*

of a Neighbouring Mill, Never tho't of a Neigh—hour—ing Mill*

.qs_-ia 3

That the feas foaming juice

Did Venus produce,

Let poets infift on it ftill j

I ftoutly aver,

That a fairer than her

Took her rife from the froth ofa mill.

Took her rife t &c*

3

But fay, O ye nine.

How a nympth fo divine,

Could the lap of a miller’s wife fill,

Unlefs that fome God,
Stray’d out of his road.

And fet up his ftaff in his mill ?

And fety &c*
\

4

Once Juno’s good man.
In the fhape of a Swan,

Did Leda fo lovingly bill.

That Helen fhe hatch’d,

Who never was match’d
But by the fair lafs of the mill*

But by, &c*

In another difguife

Alcmena he plies,

Like Amphitrion he frolicks his fill

:

Then why might not Jove,
As a cloak for his love,

Take upon him the man of the mill?

Take , &c*

6

Once Homer inflam’d.

An hundred tongues claim’d,

Borne ardorous work to fulfill j

Let me tell thee old bard,

This task were to hard,

Tho’ thou had ft all the clacks of the

mill.

Tho’ thou hadfty &C*

7

But fie, mufc, forbear,

’Tis better by far

No more ofthcle charms to reveal 5

Left thereby you might

New rivals excite.

And carry more facks to the mill*

And carry t &c«

With influence benign,

Oh! would file incline,

With my ftars, but to favour my
will ;

So it might be with her,

*Twould be raptures I fvvear.

And mufic to live in a mill.

And mtt/ic, &c*

9 *

Then fair one be kind,

Nor with water and wind,

Inconftant turn round with the

wheel ; v
Left when I am dead.

It fllould truly be faid,

Thy heart was a ftone of a mill*

Thy hearty &c.

The
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The Rover. Set by Mr . Lampe.
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Who to win a woman’s favour would fo-»li~cit long in vain ? Who to gain a moment’s pleafuic

- -©

5

wou’d en—dure an age of pain ? I—dly toying, ne’er enjoying, pleas’d & fu—ing,

M «—m
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fond of ru—in, Made the martyr of difdain, made the martyr of dif dain.

11

Give me, love, the beauteous ro- Frankly proffering all her Train’d to pleafe you,
.-_

7
Y
er, charms ; Glad to eafe you,

VVhom a generai palfion warms; Never flying, Circled in her fnowy arms.
* ondly blelfing every lover. Still complying, Circled

,
&c*

The Ladies Cafe. Set by Air. Gouge.

How hard is the fortune of all womankind? For c—ver fub— jetted for e—ver confin’d

not reveal,
’ ^ V’ C

-n *p conceal 5 We’re fham’d if we’re kind, we’re

But fecretly languifh, compelled
fVeea°m of hfe to blam’d if we’re coy.

The



144 The Delight,

The Fly
5 moderniz’d from Chaucer. Set by Mr. Arne.

Allegro
, ma non prefto
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From fweet bewitching tricks of love young men your hearts fe-^
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cure, left from the paths of fenfe you rove in do—tage prema——ture, in do—tage
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pre——ma—turc Look at each lafs thro’ vifdom’s glafsj nor
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Not
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2.

Not only on their hand* and necks

The borrow’d white you’ll find ;

Some belles, when intereft direfts,

Can even paint the mind :

Joy in diftref*

They can exprefs.

Their very tears can lie,

Gallants bew are,

Look fharp, take care.

The blind eat many a flic*

3 *

There’s not a fpinfter in the realm
But all mankind can cheat,

Down to the cottage from the helm.
The learn ’d, the brave and great*

With lovely looks

And golden hooks,
T’entangle us they try ;

Gallants beware,

Look fliarp, take care.

The blind eat many a flie.

4 *

Could we with ink the ocean fill.

Was earth of parchment made j

Was ev’ry fingle flick a quill,

Lach man a feribe by trade \
To write the tricks

Of half the fex,

Would fuck the ocean dry ;
Gallants beware,

Look fharp, take care.

The blind eat many a flic*

Florella. Set by Mr, Kilburne.

,
Flo——rella, lovely nymph, for—bear To cloud a face like thine With frowns f—-—-1 w

nought but fmiles fhou’d wear, To pleale and blefs man—kind : With envious

^ °M Tim' and CarC> wi, ‘ c v'ry bloom ; then do oot
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To that good-nature that appears brow
In every thing die does- of age’s hoary bead :

Then ci tr f* a. - 1 •

3 *

ScL^it

\wll
f
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pIearure ev ’
fy fwaln

c
Th

? 5hcarf«l Cloe views
iee w it what joy they wear the p .

w‘&d r»M“« •• ^joy"
Wi" P‘Cafc " hcn cv
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ry Dc|?r^ row’s

V« die her To^tft^es^' ' .T?? ^veisdead
?

*“ f°°n bc “
And friendly finooth the wrinkled

Then give to fmiles and mirth the
hour,

Enjoy the prefent ftorc ;

Set

1



Ye Prigs j arc troubled $confcience’s qualms,Who ever are

praying or

open y eyes & you’ll fee right from wrong

lone you fhd> place all y hope,there’s more ahfolution in y than yPope,'Tis y famous clix-ir fa—lutis
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146 The Delight.
Set by Mr. Arne. Sung by Mr. Beard.

• '

j

life, $thii you may face either devil or wife j Face y devil, devil or wife, $ this you may face either

devil or wife, Face devil, devil or wife,$ this you may face or y devil or wife

m — a
Yonr
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Your Mars and Apollo, in fpight

of the fchools,

And Jupiter eke, to our Bacchus

are fools j

When his blefTed fpirit enlivens

our clods,

Each mortal’s infpir’d with the

pow’r of the gods :

Not Mars is fo valiant when watch-

men provoke,

Not Phocbus fo wife when the juf-

tice we fmoke

;

Nor Jove half fo rampant in all his

amours,

When we thunder away from our

claret to whores.

3 *

My morals are found for they

lie in my glafs \

My religion and faith are my bot-

tle and lafs j

My church is the tavern, a vintner

the prieftr,

And thus I go on till the faint is

deceas’d :

And when I no longer can revel

and roar,

But muft part with my bottle, my
friend and my whore,

Embalm me in claret, pay rites at

my fhrine,

Thus living I’m happy, when dead

I’m divine.

Smirking Nan. The Words by Mr. Allan Ramsay.

Oh ! wae is me poor Wolley cry’d, fee how I’m waft ed to a fpan j My

9l ¥

heart I loft when firft I fpy’d that love—ly fmirk ing milkmaid Nan : I’m

^j=ps
~ ''Y iO

grown fo weak the gentleft breeze of duf ty Ro ger’s winn ’ing fan would

Or O
<3 • •

waft nit o’er yon beachen trees, and all for the fake of my fmirk—ing Nan.

8EEEEm~
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2 .

The ale-wife miffes me of late,
I us d to take a hearty can $

But I can neither drink nor eat,
Unlefs ’tis brew’d or bak’d bv
Nan. 1

The baker makes the bett of bread.
The flower he takes, and leaves

the bran

;

The bran is every other maid,

Compar’d with thee, my fmirk-

ing Nan*

3 *

But Dick o’th green, that nafty

lown,

Laft funday to my miftrefs ran ;

He fnatch’d a kifs 1 knock’d
him down,

Which hugely pleas’d my fmirky
Nan.

But hark 1 the roaring foger comes.
And rattles tantara tarran j

She leaves her cowsfornoify drums,

Woes me, I’ve loft my fmirky

Nan.



The £$)uXe£ Delight.
Sung by Mifs Burchel. Set by Mr. Worgan.

Hark ! hark \ ’tis a voice from y tomb, Come Lucy it

cries come a—way ; The grave of thy Col—lin has room To reft thee be-

i—I— I—i—*-i
F

come my dear Ihep—herd I come, Ye

Hjiii

friends and com panions a—dicu j I hafte to my Col—lin’* dark home, To die on his
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All mournful the midnight-bell

rung,

When Lucy, fad Lucy, arofc,

And forth to the green turf Hie

fprung,

Where Collin’s pale allies repofe j

All wet with the night’s chilling

dew.
Her bofom embrac’d the cold

ground,

While ftormy winds ever her blew,

And night-ravens croak'd all a-

round-

And night-ravens, &c*

3

How long my lov’dCollin, file ery’d,
How long muft thy Lucy com-

plain ?

How long lhall the grave my love

hide,

How long e’er it join us again ?

For thee, thy fond Ihepherdefs liv’d,

With thee, o’er the world wou’d
flic fly,

For thee, has Ihc forrow’d and
griev’d,

For thee, wou’d Ihe lie down and
die.

For thee, &e.

4 -

Alas ! what avails it how dear

Thy Lucy was once to her fwain

!

Her face like the lilly fo fair,

And eyes that gave light to the
plain !

The ihepherd that lov’d her is gone,

H T. I49
That face and thofe eyes chares-

no more,
And Lucy forgot and alone,
To death fhall her Collin deplore •

Te deathJhall her, &c»

5*

While thus file lay funk in defpair.

And mourn’d to f echos around.
Inflam’d all at once grew the air.

And thunder fhook dreadfull the
ground:

I hear the kind call and obey,
Ah Collin! receive me, ihc cry’d.

Then breathing a groan o’er his

clay,

She hung on his tomb-ftone and
dy’d *

. - .

She hung on his, &c*

The Mode# Queftion. Set by Mr, Russel.

Can love be con troll’d by ad——vice, can madnefs and reafon -gree ? O

£

Molly who’d e ver be wife if madnefs is lov ing of thee : Let

fages pre tend to de pife the joys they want fpirits to tafte, Let me feize old

liippiip tea

time as he fli es, And the blcf—fings of life while they laft.

^ TKT„
oo^“rTKn

:t
bSdo

:- 0urc wt

with gray Tillo® beft blood begins ,0 run
“

nairSj
cold ?

1 The
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The Fair Thief. Set by Mr, Worgan.
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Be —- fore the ur—-chin well could go She
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ftole the whitenefs of the fn»w j And mo

is—s :—
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re, that whitenefs
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to a- dorn, She ftole the blulhes
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1 _ /> « i tJc. On
of the morn: Stole all theWtsf aether feeds On prim—r»fe buds or vx’ let beds, On

m

primrofc buds or vi’lct beds*

|fe=£ mm*
^ At twelve flic ftole from Cyprus’ She flay’d* thc MufcS fr°m th<?

Still, to reveal her artful wiles. HerS love-eommanding mein: Wo»M who thus had ftole **

sis: *.

And pilfer’d orient pearl for teeth:
T,

fou1
;,, * 4.

The cherry dipt in morning dew From Fallas, OCC. ( art*

Gave moifture to her lips and hue*
Great Jov e approv’d her crimes an

Gave ynoijlurc, &c* 4* And t’other day fee ftole my heart*

Apollo’s wit was nett her prep, £*53* 1

Her next the beam that l.ghts the ^ert thy^engeane^ow^
Thefewere her infant fpoils, a ^ ^ 4, Syrens heard And le, her prifon be my amt.

To which ia time Ihc added more And to atlcrt their voice appear . ’• >



The £l^nfCSf Delight.
The Beauties of Hampstead. Set by Mr. Eris.

Ifl

gr-rj©

Summer’s heat the town in—vades. All re pair to cool—ing fliades ;

id—ting, how de— light—ing, Are the hills and flow’ry meads ?

-O-

z# ders,

Lofty domes approach the shies#

Here, where lovely Hampftead
ftands, 4.

And the neighh’ring vale commands;
What furprifing profpefts riling* Hare are grottos, purling ftreams,
All around adorn the lands. Shades defying Titan’s beams,

Rofy bowers, fragrant flowers,

3* Lovers w'iflies poets themes 1

Here, ever woody mounts arife j 5.

There, verdant lawns delight our
eyes

; .

Of the chryftal hub’ling well,
Where Thames wanders, in mean- Life and ftrength the current {well

Health and plcafure, heavenly
treafure,

Smiling here united dw ell#

6 .

Here nym]®s and fwains indulge

their hearts,

Share the joys our feenes impart ;

Here are ftrangers to all dangers >

All—but thofe of Cupid’s darts#

The State of Little Britain. Set by Mr. Carey.

—

1

Britons where is your great magna—ni—mity, where’s your boafted courage flown?

zan
H— £

0 Q-

h
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Quite per—ver—ted to pu—ft - La — ni—mi—ty, fcarcc to call your fouls your own.
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.. Esal

^^riouflv
anceftors 'VOn G> vifto- Freedom now for her flight makes Gracious gods, to aflift exurgi-

r . ’J’ •
1

preparative, tate#
11 conc

l
ue ft in the See her weeping quit the fhore ; Stretch forth your vindictive hand.

You’d relinquifli, and O ! mod in. ^‘^paradve^
1 ' 1 ^^ ^ their flundcr re ~

To oppreffion tamely yield#
Nem t0 ^h°ld llCr mcie * And Frefervc a finkinS land#



i The Delight.
The Lafs of Pattie’s Mill. Set by Sigr. David Rizzio,
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Andante . The Lafs of Pa
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of all my
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s ftole my Heart a—-way : When tedding of the
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hay bare
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en, Love *
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midft her locks did play, An
1

—P-
=1

s

d wanton’d in her Ey’i

-h^
a.

qTTTiSmf 1

P
1
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a. 3 . 4*

Her arms white, rotmd and fmooth,
Breafts riling in their dawn j

To age it would gi youth
To prcfs ’em wi’ his hand :

Thro’ all my fpirits ran

An extacy of blifs,

When I fuch fweetnefs found
Wrapt in a balmy kifs.

A

Without the help of art,

Like flowers that grace the wild,

She did her fweets impart

Whene’er (he fpoke or fmil’d :

Her looks they were fo mild*

Free from affefted pride \

She me to love beguil’d,

Ife wifil’d her for my bride.

O ! had I all the wealth

Hopton’s high mountains fill ,

Infur ’d long life and health,

And pleafure at my will

I’dpromife, and fullfil,

That none but bonny (he,

The Lafs of Pattie’s Mill

Should fhare the fame wi’tne.

Loyal fo? tvfo Voices.

God fave great George £ king, long live our no—ble king, God fave the king . Send him vie

m \P

God fave great George $ king, long live our no—ble king, God fave the king :

m --,•±553^1^
£ m

to—rious, happy & glo—iious, long to reign o ver us, God fave the king.

| to—rious, happy and glo—rious, long to reign o ' cr us >
Gud fave S

O!



The Delight.

O ! grantthat Cumberland

May, by bis mighty hand,

Viftory bring ;

May be fedition hu/h,

And like a torrent rulh.

Rebellious hearts to cruftl,

God fave the king.

O Lord our God arife,

Scatter his enemies,

And make them fall

:

Confound their politics,

Fruftrate their knavifh tricks

j

On him our hearts we fix,

God fave the king.

Thy choieeft gifts in ftore,

On him be pleas’d to pour,

Long may he reign ;

May he defend our laws,

And ever give us caufe

To cry with loud applaufe,

God fave the king.

The Life of a Beau. Sung by Mrs. Clive.

^Eg
How brim full of nothing’s the life of a beau, they’ve

nothing to think of they’ve nothing to do; they’ve nothing to talk of for nothing they know, fuch

0 » m m m, rn ^irP-J=FT- “q

—
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r\ /^ r Ui ^ Cl

fuch is the life of a beau, a beau, a beau, fuch fuch is the life of a beau*

3 *

For no*Lin£ they rife but to draw
«ic frefh air,

®

a

fr‘^ the morning in nothing but
catling their bair.

And do nothing all day but fing,
faunter and ftare.

Suva, iuch is the life of a beau.

3 *

For nothing at night to the play,
houfc they crowd.

For to mind nothing done there
they always are proud,

But to bow, and to grin, and talk
nothing ahoud.

Such, fuch is the life of a beau.

4*

For nothing they run to th’ affem*
bly and ball,

And for nothing at cards a fair

partner call.

For they ftill muft be beafted who
have——nothing at all.

Such, fuch is the life of a beau.

5 *

For nothing, on fundays, at church
they appear,

For they’ve nothing to hope, nor
they’ve nothing to fear j

They can he nothing nowhere who
nothing are here.

Such,
, fuch is the life of a beau.

Sum



1*4 The Delight.
Sung by Mifs Stevenson, Set by Mr. Worgan.

Young Strephon a Shepherd the pride of the

«* —f
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plain, Each day is at—tempt—ing my kindnefs to gain :

f= i

He takes all oc ca—fions his

y~
1 1

«— * • 'j
—

_C 1—

l

— i-— .1

a 3*

He fpares no rich prcfents to make To Thyrfis, laft Valentine s day,

me more kind, the dear youth.

And exhaufts in my praife all the I tell him 1 plighted my faith and

wit of his mind j
my truth ;

I fav I'm engag'd and I wifh That wealth cannot peace and con-

him to go: tentment beftow,

•He asks me fo oft till I rudely fay And my heart is another s, fo beg

no. lie

That love is not purchas’d with

titles and gold,

And the heart that is honeft can

never he fold »

That I f»gh not for grandeur, nor

look down on ihew j

But to Thyrfis muft haften, and

not fay him no* ^



The Delight. iSS

fie hears me, and trembling all o-

ver replies.

If his fuit 1 prefer not he inftantiy

dies 3

He gives me his hand, and would

force me to go,

I pity his fuffering, hat boldly fay

no*

6 '

I try to avoid him, in hopes of

fwect peace.

He haunts me each moment, to

make me fay yes 3

But to-morrow, ye fair ones, with
Thyrfis I go,

And truft me, at church, that I
will not fay no*

Youth and Beauty. Set by Mr. Harris

Andante

Whilft youth and beau—-ty jo'

Youth fli

rf^

—

m r
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.

a*

Behold the lilly as it grows,
White as thy fnowy breaft 5

Obferve the fragrant blufhing rofe,

Such rival fweets thy lips difclofc,

Vie w thcfe, and make me blcft.

When nature’s in her beft array,

In fpring’s gay robe attir’d
3

When fmiling Phoebus gilds the day
Like thee they fhine, like thee look

say>
And arc like thee admir’d*

({hade

But when bleak winter’s chilling

Deforms the gloomy sky,

Their bloom decays, their gloxie*

fade,

Low is their pride of beauty laid.

They droop their head amd die.



iy<5 The Delight.
By Men belov’d. Set by Mr. Stanley.

By men belov'd how foon we're mov'd how eas’ly f perfuade how eas’ly f perfuade, f pltafe us fo who

can fay no or who’d die a maid ? Males for females heav’n intended, fo £ heav’n mayn’t be offended

/\ r\ C\ /-\ ^

be that firft makes love to me, (hall find I’ll be as fond as he, (hall find I’ll be as fond as he.

A tender maid, at firft tho’ ftaid,

When once file thinks of love.

When once
, &c.

Will freely own, that lying alone

Is what file can’t approve : Women too, by all confeft,

Fruit when young eats then the When young they’re kift kifs then
fweeteft, the beft.

Looks the gayeft and the neateft j When young) &c*

The Happy Beggars. Set by Mr. Eaton.

Tho’ Begging is an ho—neft Trade # wealthy knaves defpife, Yet rich menmay be Begrs. madc&

we that beg may rife: The greateft Kings may be betray’d, & lofe their fov ’reign Pow’r ; But

plpipp
^ rv

* » » y : Ci • |1

he jr ftoops to ask his Bread, but he ^ (loops to ask his Bread can ne——ver fall much lower*

m
Tho’



The Delight. if?

Tho' foreigners have fwarm’d of late

and fpoii’d our begging trade,

Yet frill we live and drink good ale

tho' they our r ghts invade 5

Some fay they for religion fled, but

w ifer people tell us

They were forc’d here to feek their

bread, for being too rebellious.

Let heavy taxes greater grow', to

make Our army fight,

Where ’tisnot to be had, you know
the king muft lofe his right j

Let one fide laugh the other mourn,
we nothing have to fear,

But that great lords will beggars be
to be as great as we arc.

What tho’ we make the world be-
lieve that we are lick or lame,

Tis now a virtue to deceive, our
teachers do the fame :

In trade diffembling is no crime,
and we may live to fee

That begging, in a little time, the
only trade will be-

The Happy Swain. Set by Mr. WoRGAN.

5
v.

-t
V MM

1

i*
D

As Da mon on a fummer’s day be—neath a fhade be———gan his lay, The

wa ters murm’ring pafs’d a—long, well pleas’d to hear their Da mon’s fong :

s — ...I

- f

His theme was love, for De—lia’s charms had won

the fhepherd to her arms. Had won f fhepherd to her arms.

*

How bleft am I, who only know That Delia's kind, &c.The joys of love, that ever flow 5Hear feenes of pleafure now ap-
pear, r s

Hear^then
>S * Damon’s care : Delia, as Morn, is true and fair

er wc*
^ war^ lnS birds and Sweet as the rofe and violet are :

giUYvS)

That Delia’s kind, and Damon Our hearts in mutual hlifs fliall

live,

(No more can bounteous Nature
give

)

And every tree our paffion tell.

That fhepherds liv’d, and lov’d
fo well.

ThatJhcpherdsy &c«



ij-8 The Delight,
The Jolly Bacchanalians. Set by Mr, Galliard.

nymph, fcorn the nymph and all her Graces j who’d for love or beauty pi ~
C — V *

-*T

P-I—
- %

E*=- - * -

—E=- - «

>J

03 x:
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ne ? Who’d for Love or Beau—ty pine ?

d-1 1
H

2. In that moment to be kind

In that inamenty 8cc*

Look within the bowl that's flow-

ing 3 *

And a thoufand charms you’ll
> .

find Alexander hated thinking.

More than Cloe when juft going Drank about at council-board 5

The Hunting Song in Apollo and Daphne.

P-£

He fubdu’d the world by drinking

More than by his conquering

fword,

More thatiy &e*

The fwcet rofy morning peeps over the hills, With bluflv-es adorning the

0 m # - -

—

®

meado .vs and fields* The

cEF=-*

meny merry merry horn calls come come come a-

1 r T= _ ( —v=d^- :-t Fj£Et=^=
0 m

I-rF^S
« / t !/

—
1

way, A wake from dull Hum—hers and hail the new day.



The D ELIGHT. 1^9

The Bag rouz’d before us

Away feems to fly>

And pants to the chorus

Of hounds in full «y :

Then follow follow follow follow

Themufical chace.

Where pleafure and vigorous

Health you embrace.

Chorus . Then follow, &C*

3 '

The day’s fport, when over

Makes blood circle right,

And gives the brisk lover

Frelh charms for the uight ;

Then let’s now enjoy
All we can while we may.

Let love crown the night
As our fports crown the day»

Chorus • Then let’s,

Stella and Flavia. Set by Mr, Howard.

In Stella’s foul is all her power, An^ Flavin’s tn her eyes : In

Sftel la’s foul is all her pow’r, And Fla—via’s in her

fin’d 5 All can dif cem face that’s fair. But few a heav’nly mind.

Stella, like Britain’s monarch,
reigns

O’er cultivated lands *

Like eaftern tyrants Flavia deigns

To rule o’er barren fands ;

Like eaftern tyrants , See*

Then boaft, fair Flavia, boaft thy

face.

Thy beauty’s only ftore

Each day tbat makes thy charms

decreafe

Will yield to Stella more*

Love



i6o The Delight.
Love Relapfed. Set by Mr. Arne.

ail that I love is her face. From looking I fure can re ——— frain \ In o—thers her

rfb

likenels may trace, Or abfence may cure all my pain : This faid, from her charms I re-

as £ n Efccp:

Q;LO

tir’d, Nor knew I till then how I lov’d i What pre—fent my paf—fion ad-mir
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—*d, In abfence my rea—fon ap prov’d*

Ah ! why fhould I hope for re- No pity in her for my giief, eafe j ,

lief, No merit in me to complain* Still proud of the choice a\e

Where all that I fee is dif- Nor vet do I fortune upbraid, made,

dain 1 Tho’ robb’d of my freedom and Tho’ hopelefsit ever can p ca c<

Thi



The <
3$-HifC£ Delight. 161

The Sleepy Fair. Set by Mr. Howard.

One fummer’s eve as Strephon rov’d wrapt up in thought profound. Surpriz’d he faw his

beft belov’d lie keeping on the ground: A wake my pret ty flecpcr wake, a—wake to

Strephon’s call 5 be careful for your lo—ver’s fake, ’tis night the dew-drops fall.

Then to her cheeks his lips he laid,

And gently ftole a kifs

;

She ftiU llept on, he not difmay’d

Repeats the tranfient blifs :

She wakes & thus, with angry tone,

Away ! away ! lhe cries,

Then fault’ring bids the Twain be

gone,

Then figh and clos’d her eyes,

3
/

Tho’ cruel are your words fweet

maid,

Can lighs proceed from hate ?

My doubts are gone ! then down he
laid,

Refolv’d to fliare her fate :

Defended from the noxious air.

Within his arms flie lay,

And tho’ the Twain oft wak’d the fair

She faid no more till day.

The Forfaken Maid, Set by a Lady.

a.

His wit and graceful mein,
His voice and killing fmile ;

His looks ! the like ne’er Teen !

Too Toon did me beguile.

3 »

And when, in pity, I

Did love for love return ;

He left me for to ligh,

Hor e’er did more return.

4 -

Then leam from this unkind.

Each charming lovely lafs,

Left ye, like me, Ihould find

Another Mr. Glafs.

The
X



16z The Delight.
*The Power of Beauty 3 or the Snake. Set by Mr. Carey,

#rvfe!f 'zZMZ&ZF-aJLa. —fl_j
®=a=: Wf- •firsv

Lj- haj-H=B
Is there a charm, ye Pow’rs above, To eafe a wounded treaft ? Thro’ reafon’s glafsto look at

ag
1teg

love, To love and yet to reft Let wifdom boaft,
J
tis all in vain, An Empire o’er the

IreCF^p;

Mind; ’tis beauty beauty holds y chain, & tri—umphs o’er Man- kind & triumphs o’er Man—kind*

T""P' r-f-0-Wm
Thrice happy birds who on the {pray

Unartful notes prolong.

Your feather’d mates reward the lay

And yield to pow’rful Tong ;

By nature fierce, without controul.

The human favage ran.

Till love refin'd his ftubbormfbul.

And civiliz’d the man. Jr
•*

And civiliz'd, &c.

Verfe turns afide the tyrant’s rage,

And cheers the drooping Have ;

It wins a fmile from hoary age,

And difappoints the grave :

The force of numbers muft fucceed,

And foothe each other ear, (plead

Tho’ my fond caufe fliou’d Phoebus

He'd find a Daphne here*

He'd find, &c.

(produce

Did heav’n fuch wond’rous gifts

To curfe our wretched race ?

Say, muft we all the heart accufe,

And yet approve the face ?

Thus in the fun, bedropt with gold,

The basking adder lies,

The Tw ain admires each fhining fold.

Then grafps the fnake and dies*

Then grafps, &c»

i' •: tii

Gold a Receipt for Love. Set ly Mr. Monroe.

-NqL1

tJ

with the

4-#
fair a

—

—vaWhen love and youth could not make way, Nor with the fair a vail :

To bend to Cu pid’s gen—tie fway, what Ar-

mE3=h£

Tr.,^

what art can then prevai 1, What art can then pretail X
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I’ll tell you, Strephon, a receipt This method tried enamour’d Jove, By Cupid’s felf I have been told.

Of a mod: fovereign power ; Before he could obtain He never wounds a heart

If you the ftubborn would defeat> The cold, regardlefs Danae’s love, So deep as when he tips with gold

Let drop a golden Blower. Or conquer her difdain* The fatal piercing dart*

Jjtt drop) &c. Or conquery &c. The fatal , &c.

The Difpute of the Gods, decided by Venus.

TZ
J-V-WKU-

v-
Two gods of great honour, Bacchus and Apollo, one famous in mulic the other in wine, In

W~+" —mIT"

t
heaven were raving, dif—puting and braving, whofe theme was y nobleft and trade moft di—vine ; Your

r-fcl/dfc ' ^
' *

*,

mulic fays Bacchus wou’d ftun us and rack us did claret not foften the difeord you make, Songs

are not in—viting nor ver—.fes delighting Till poets ofmy great influ—ence partake.

4S V

I’m young, plump and jolly, free
from melancholly.

Who ever grew fat by the found
of a firing ?

Rogues doom’d to a gibbet do often
contribute

To purchafe a bottle before they
dare fwing

:

In love I am noted, by old and
young courted,

A girl when infpired by me is
foon won ;

So great are the motions of one of
my potions,

The Mufes, tho’ maids, I could
whore ev'ry one.

A bottle revives the oppreft vo-
tary j

Then leave off your tooting, your
fidling and fluting,

Afide throw your Harp, and now
bow to the flask ;

My joys they are riper than fongs
from a piper :

Wbat mufic is Tweeter than found-

ing a cask*

Says file, now to cafe ye, Marsbeft
of all pleas’d me,

When arm’d with a bottle, and
charm’d with a flute*

3* for indebted,
When mortals are fretted, perplex’d

To me, as a father, for Inccour
they cry *

In their fad conditions, I hear their
petitions.

Says Phcebus, this fellow is drunk
fure, or mellow,

To prize mufic lefs than wine and
October y

When thofe who love drinking are
paft thoughts of thinking,

And w'ant fo much wit as to keep
themfelves fober.

As they were thus wrangling, a
fcoiding and jangling,

Came buxom bright Venus to end
1 fruit#* •

Your mufic has charm’d me, your
wine has alarm’d me,

When I have lhew’d coynefsand
hard to be won $

When both have been moving I.

cou’d not help ioving,

And wine has compleated what
mufic begun.

The Gods ftruck with wonder,
vow’d both by Jove’s thunder,

They’d mutually join in fupplying

love’s flame \

Since each in their function mov’d
on in conjunttion,

To melt with foft plcafures the

amorous dame*
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The Recovery. Set by Mr. Kilburne,

When pro—ftrate firft at Fla — - via’s flirine, I a——do—-ra—-tion

2,

Each fmile and frown difpatch’d a

dart,

Whilft they her thoughts declare:

That footh’d with love my captive

heart,

Tim pierc’d it with dcfpair.

‘That footh'd with love , &c.

3 *

Thus for a while I wore her chain,

With love and fears pofTefs'd,

And calmly fuffer’d her to reign,

Sole miftrefs in my breaft.

And calmly fnffer'dt See*

4*

The mitfe* too, thofe friends to

love,

I fummon’d to my aid,

And left no art untry’d to move.
The fair obdurate maid.

And left no art untry'd
,
&c«

5 -

(pain,

But when I found fhe mock'd my

And lov’d another He
I bravely fnatch’d my heart again.

And vow’d l would be free,

J bravely fnateb'd, &c*

6.

Unheeded now, thofe charms I

view.

Which once I did adore,

Have chang’d my Goddefs for a

new,
And wor/hip her no more.

Have chang'd my Goddefs^ &c.

Jessy Moore. Sung by Mr. Lowe.
•

-
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Thou ri—iing fun whofe glad fome ray In—vites my fair to ru—ral play

x±

=pz

Dif—pel the mift and clear the skies, And bring my Jef fj to my eyes*
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i6$The Delight
/ a*

OK ! were I fure my dear to view,

I’d climb the pine-tree’s topmoit

bough j ...
Aloft in air that quivering plays,

And round, and round for ever gaze*

3 *

My Jetty fair, where art thou laid f

What wood conceals my llecping

maid ?

Faft by the root, enrag’d I’ll tear

The trees, that hide my Jefty fair*

4 *

Oh! I cou’d ride the cloud* and

skies,

Or on the raven’s pinions rife •,

Y e ftorks, ye fwans, a moment flay.

And waft a lover on his way*

S*

My blifs too long my bride denies,

Apace the wafting fummer flies j

Nor yet the wintry blafts I fear,

Nor ftorms nor night {hall keep me
here.

What may, for ftrength, with ftcel

compare ?

O love has fetters ftrongcr far :

By bolts of fteel are limbs confin’d.

But cruel love enilaves the mind*

7 *

No longer then perplex thy breaft.

When thoughts torment, the firft

are belt ;

’Tis mad to go, ’tis death to ftay.

Away, to Jelly ! hafte, away !

The Jolly Toper. Sung at the public Gardens

.
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The women all tell me I m
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falfc to my lafs, That I quit my poor Cloe and
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ftick to my glafs j But to you men of rea fon my rcafons I’ll own. And
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if you don’t like ’em, why let ’em a—lone*

2r* 6*

1 r*

/ '

Altho’ I have l<frt. herj the truth Her lillies and rofes were juft in Let murders, and battles, and hifto-

I’ll declare,
.

their prime, vy, prove
I believe ttie was good and I’m fure Yet lillies and rofes are conquer’d The mifehiefs that wait upon rivals

Ihe was fair, by time j in love j

But goodnefs and charms in a hum- But in wine, from its age, fuch a But in drinking, thank Heav’n, no
per 1 fee, benefit flows, rival contends,

That makes it as good and charm- That we like it the better the older For the more we love liquor the
• .n, - • r • 1ing as flic. it grows* more we arc friends*

3 *

My Cloe had dimples and {miles I
muft own,

But tho’ flic could fmile, yet in
truth file could frown

$

But tell me, ye lovers of liquor di-
vine,

Did you e’er fee a frown in a bum-
per of wiuc ?

5*

They tell me my love would in time

have been cloy’d,

And that beauty’s infipid when
once ’tis enjoy’d ;

But in wine I both time and enjoy-

ment defy,

For the longer l drink the more
thirfty am I*

7 *

She too might have poifonM the joy
of my life,

With nurfes, and babies, and fquad-

ling, and ftrife ;

But my wine neither nurfes, ©r

babies can bring,

And a big-bellied bottle’s a mighty
good thing*
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Wc fhorten our clays when with
love we engage,

It brings on difeal'es and haftens old
age ;

But wine from grim Death can its

otaries fave,

And keep out t’other leg, when
there’s one in the grave.

Perhaps, like her fex, ever falfe to
their word,

She had left me to get an eftate or
a lord ;

But my bumper regarding, nor title,

nor pelf,

Will ftand by me when I can’t

ftand by myfelf.

Then let my dear Cloe no longe*
complain,

She’s rid of her lover and I of my
pain ;

For in wine, mighty wine, many
comforts 1 fpy,

Shou’d you doubt what I fay, take
a bumper and try*

The Lafs of the Hill. Set by Mr. Howard.

At f brow of a hill a fair fhepherdefs dwelt who f pangs of ambi—tion or love ne’er had

r*_*=£:
r /»
~ ~~

-d *
1 *

*

Ti a
JL..m

fl

felt, a few fober maxims ftiil ran in her head, ’twas better to earn e’er file eat her brown biead, £ to

r\ r\

tife with the lark was con—du—cive to health, & to folk in a cottage contentment was wealth.

aeE

2*

Young Roger 'that liv’d in the val-

ley below,

Who at church and at market was
reckon’d a beau ;

Wou’d oftentimes try o’er her heart

to prevail,

And would left on his pitchfork to

tell her his tale j

With his winning behaviour he fo

wrought on her heart,

That quite artlefs herfelf fhe fuf-

pe&cd no art,

3 *

lie flatter’d, protefted, he kneel’d

and implor'd

And would lie with the grandeur

and air cf a lord 5

Her eyes he commended with
language well dreft.

And enlarg’d on the tortures he
felt in his breaft ;

With his fighs and his tears, he fo

foften’d her mind.
That *n downright compafiion to

love fhe inclin’d.

4 *

But as foon as he’d melted the ice

of her breaft,

The heat of his paffion in a mo-
ment decreas’d ;

And now he goes flaunting all o’er

the vale,

And boafts of his conqucfts te Sufan

and Nell j

Tho’ he fees her hut feldom, he’s

always in haftc,

And whenever he mentions her,

makes her his jeft.

5 *

Take heed ye young virgins of

Briton’s gay ifle,

Hotv you venture your hearts for a

look or a fmile }

For young Cupid is artful, and vir-

gins arc frail,

And you’ll find a falfe Roger in

every vale j

Who to court you, and tempt you,

wr iil try all their skill,

Eut remember the lafs at the brow

«f the hill*

Tweed
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Tweed Side ; or Moggy. Set by Signor David Rizzio.

What beauties does Flora difclofe, how fweet are her Tarries upon tweed? yet Mary’s ftili Tweeter than

No da—fie nor Tweet blufhing rofe, nor

^=P-, fffn —C) r~i
rz
1

r > *c

Sfl
-Uj*1 -1 -H—1—hr—[ —^ *""*k 1

—1—r1

all the gay flow’rs of the field, nor tweed gliding gently thro’thofe, fuch beauty and pleaTure yi?ld»

The warblers are h card in the grove,

The linnet, the lark, and the

thrufll

The blackbird & Tweet cooing dove,

"With mufic enchant ev’ry bflfli

:

Come let us go forth to the mead,

Let us fee how the Primrofes

fpring ?

We'll lodge in Tome village on

Tweed,
And love while the feather’d

folks ling.

3 *

How does my love pafs the long

day ?

Does Mary not tend a few fiieep?

Do they never carelly ftray,

While happily file lies alleep ?

Tweed’s murmurs fhould lull her

to reft j

Kind nature indulging my hlifs

To relieve the foft pains of my
breaft,

I'd Ideal an ambrofial kifs.

4-

’Tis flic does the trirgins excel,

No beauty with her ran compare.

Loves graces all round her do dwell.

She’s faireft where thoufands are

fair :

Say, charmer where do thy flocks

ftray ?

Oh 1 tell me at noon where they

feed?

Shall I feek them on fweet winding

Tay ? (Tweed ?

Or the pleafanter banks of the

The Fly. Set by ATr, Carey.

2—i-—,#—j-P-e- -« •—r*- gr—
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Bufy curious thirfty fly, drink $ me and drink as Ij Fr

j
,

sely welcom

pnb—

r

to my cup, cou’dft thou fip 6c

ki —- 13' —R ..

"I 1/ 3
. ... sL

V

1
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•

Beth alike both mine and thine, Thine’s a fummer, mine no more, Threefcore fummers when they re

Haften quick to their decline 5 Tho’ repeated to threefcore j Will appear as fiiortas one. (gone,
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The generous Diftreft Lover, Set by Mr. Arne.

tea
Blow ye bleak winds around my head, And foothe my foul’s corroding care ; Flafti round my

rujijtntiz:

-0-*--
-©—7—•-

brows ye lightning red, And blaft the lawreis plant ed there: But may the maid, where-

-A /T\
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e'er Hie be, Think not of my diftrefs nor me ; But may the maid, where’er file be, Think not ofmm
my diftrefs nor me, Think not of my diftrefs nor me.

7_.ct all the traces of our love O ! may I ne’er behold her more j Come, Death, oh ! come, thou

Be ever blotted from her mind; For (he has robb’d my foul of friendly Beep,
May from her breaft my vows re- reft ; And with my forrowslay me low;

move, Wifdom’s afTiftance is too poor And fhould the gentle virgin weep,

And no remembrance leave be- To calm the tempeft in my Nor filarp nor lafting be her woe:

hind : breaft : Then may fhe think, w'herc’er flitf

But may the maid^ where e'er fhe be , B ut may the maidy where'erJhe bet be,

Think not of my diftrefs nor me • "Think not ofmy diftrefs nor me • No more of my diftrefs nor me*
But may the maid, &c- But may the maid, &c. Then may Jbc think, &c.

ft Jtm

S-ffipq

The Judgment of Paris. Set by Mr. Monro.

When for a ill—ly glit—ter—ing toy Three God def—fes were in difpute :

-Q-f' _J t- -ej=F- —t-
* 3-. . 1 _
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Each try’d to bribe the gen tie boy, And ga in the gold en fruit*

af-4-r FT,--*-
£v *
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My prefent will mote tempting Witt king fo great, what fage fo

prove
,

'vl e ’

To me faid Tuno, give the prize, A beauty promis'd, let me win,

A kingdom fliall be your reward: And quit all clfc or ove*

I’ll give you wifdom, Pallas cries, Like par } S) I WOuld fcoin a crown.

More worthy your regard. *t'

plies. To pow’r, cr fordid riches, blind;

She faid * He bows, and thus re- I’d learning flight, my booKS l*y

<" ! 1 “*’* b0t ,Sk' *" WouTdEmma b„« be kind.

Here Venus artfully ftept in Part ?

As he who rules a heart ?

S'

Senesino. Sung at the public Gandens»

As mufing I rang’d in f Meads all a^-lone, A beautiful Damfel was making her Moan :

ag
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de full faft from be
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r Eyes,& file
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Air and my
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Heart with her

cr/ ;
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Cries : O ^ tears they did trickle full fail from her Eyes, & fhe pierced y Air & my Heart $ her Cries*

£ fpPgp
2

I gently requefted the caufe of her

moan,
She told me her fweet Senilino was

flown 5

And in the fad pollute fhe’d ever

remain,

TJnlefs the dear charmer wou’d come
back again*

4

’Tis neither for man, nor for woman,
faid fhe,

That thus in lamenting I water the

lee ;

My warbler, coeleftial, fweet dar-

ling of fame,

Is a fhadow of fomething, a fex
without name.

No linnet, no blackbird, no sky lark

faid fhe,

But one much more tuneful by far

than all three j

My fweet Senifino, for whom thus

I cry,

Is fweeter than all the wing’d fong-

fters that fly.

3 5 7 .

Why who is this mortal fo cruel,

faid I,

That draws fuch a ftream from fo

lovely an eye ?

To beauty, fo blooming, what man
can be blind ?

'To.paflxon, fo tender, what monftc*
unkind ?

Perhaps ’tis fome linnet, fome black- Adieu Farinelli, duzzoni likewife,

bird, faid I, Whom ftars and whom garters extol

Perhaps ’tis your lark, that has foar’d to the skies e,

to the sky, Adieu to the opera, adieu to the
Come dry up your tears and abandon ball,

your grief, My darling is gone, and a fig for

I’ll bring you another, to give you them all*

relief.

The

M

i
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The Praife of Burgundy. Sung by Mr. Lowe.

wine to thee a- lone belong : Of poignant wit & rofy charms thou canft f pow’r improvejCare ofits fting thy

Bright Phoebus on the parent vines

From wrhence thy current ftreams,

Sweet fmiling through the tendrils

fhines,

And iavifll darts his beams*

The pregnant grape receives his fire*.

And all his force retains

With that fame warmth our brains

infpires,

Aud animates our ftrains*

3

From thee my Chloe’s radiant eye,

New fparkiing beams receives,

Her cheeks imbibe a refer dye,

Her beauteous bofom heaves*

Summon’d to love by thy alarms,

O with what nervous heat !

Worthy the fair, we fill their arms,

And oft our blifs repeat*

4

The Stoick prone to thought in-

tenfe,

Thy foftnefs can unhind,

A chearful gaiety difpence,

And make him taltc a fiicnd*

His brow grows clear, he feels con-

tent,

Forgets his penfivc ftrife,

And then concludes his time well

fyent

In honeft focial life*

5

E’en beaux thofe foft amphibious

things,

Wrapt up in felf and drefs,

Quite loft to the delight that fprings

From lenfe, thy pow V confefs*

The fop with chitty maudlin face.

That dares but deeply drink,

Forgets his cue, and ltiff grim-

ace,

Grows free, and feems to thick*

The Solitary Relief. Set by Mr. Lampe.
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(gav,

In fome lone corner would I fit, The fun, which makes all nature The fparkling ftars, which daily
Retir’d-from human kind j Torments my weary eyes $ fiune,

Since mirth, nor fhew nor fparkling And in dark lhades I fpend the And glitt’ring deck the night*
wit, day, Arc all fuch cruel foes of mine

»

Can foothe my anxious mind. Where cccho flceping lies* I ficken at their fight.

The Contented Farmer. Set by Mr. Carey.

Vivace • What care I for Af—-fairs of State, Or who is rich or

: Z£=m-W

—

who

7p§t|

is great ?
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Kow far abroad the am* hi—tious roam, Or bring or Gol<
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I pay my taxes peace or war,
And wifii all well at Gibralter ;

But mind a Cardinal no more
Than any other fcarlet whore z

Grant me, ye pow’rs, health & reft.

And let who will the world conteft

The Farmer’s Wifli. Set by Mr. Carey.
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Near fome cool S

=Ch^.z
itream O

V —L

et me

iJTd
keep My Li her ty and i

ferJ
"eed my

1 r^- f±=c- -

f-I>rr-zTT=~ •
-1 =-7 *-

-y-r-mnr O -t?•_C
.c2 -=rzirxizfry-

Sheep
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l lin’d with Trees,
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Bees ; An Orchard $ good Ap—pies hears, where Spring a long green Man tie wears.
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^
ta *nment for a friend. In boned- eafe and homc-fpun gray3Viuud barley land to make me beet; To fpend tn peace my latter end : And let the evening crown the day!day.
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Collin. Set by Mr, Kilburne.

Collin one day in angry mood, becaufc Myrtilla f he lov’d laugh'd at his flame,mock’d his fi^hs, fo

=^B:«-

-=<t^
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fervently to Jove applies : O Jove y fov ’reign god above who feel'll y pains of

&

flighted love, hear a poor mortal’s pray’r & take all § fex for pity’s fake, y fo we men may live at cafe fe-'i
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cure of happinefs & peace, J fo we menmay be at eafe fecureof happinefs & peace-

/r\ #.•

!•••“'>— . - *»? - r„, ,t- gui .. , sszuKrad
Ana look Ik, women in . nice ,

Reflefting with himfelf, '.was kind Leture«* I™ on ear,K UbUhi,

When Collin Aw the coaft was Says he, to gratify my mind ;
And keep in Heaven i

To Cloe.. Set by Signor Putti. I

-£

S532

<§
^TLI

W |ien_c’er, my Cloe, I be—gin thy . breaft like mine to move,

^rH-IV-cj — vc3i

tell me of that crying fin of unchafte law—left love, of unchallc lawlefs

Ho*
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2 . By fome fly fallacy ;
Than over ninety juft ?

And difobey’d God’s great com- Then over ,
&c.

Sow can that plcafure he a crime, mand,
k

That gave to Cloe birth ? Increafc and multiply. 5*

Sow can thofe joys but be divine, Increafe ami multiply •

Th« make a Hcav’n on earth V £” ' ica
' S?

*>' H”v “s &kc *

IV make a 7W», &c 4-
. ,

Repent and be fotg.vcn '

6 ( tent, Bleis me, and by repentance make*

2 . You fay that love’s a crime, con- A holiday in Heav’n.

Y et this allow you mall, A holiday , &c«

ro wed mankind the prieft tra- More joys in heav’n when one re-

pann’d, pent,

Sorw in the Chaplet. Set by Dr. Boyce.
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fide, Where pop lars far ftretching o’er arch the cool

W 4 err
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while the clear ri-ver runs purl-ing a long, The thrufll and the

tend in their fong.
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Duetto, in the ChaElet.

For their ho—nour and faith he our vir gins re—nown’d, Nor faife to his
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vows one young fhep——herd be found j Be their mo ments all guid ed by
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vows one young {hep——herd be found j Be their mo ments ail guid— -ed by

vir tue and truth, To preferve in their age what they gain’d in their youth* To prC'

vir tue and truth, To preferve in their age what they gain’d in their youth* To pre-
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ferve in their age what they gain'd in their youth*
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ferve in their age ^ they gain’d in their youth*
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The Delight.'
• *

The Beauty of True Love. Set hy Mr. Carey.

iis

What are titles, pomp or riches,

If compar’d with true content ? 3.

That falfe joy that now bewitches, Lawlcfs paiTion brings vexation,

Of the bliisful flate above.

Of the blifsfnl , Sic.

nr
^x it?

Arno’s Vale. Srf by Mr. Holcombe.

.

When here Lu—cinda firft we came where Arno rolls his fil—ver ltream, how Myth f nymphs f

fwains how gay, content irifpir’d each ru—ral lay : The birds in livelier concert lung, f strapes in

—y-—G£3s2- m-p -FTPhr17—H*f~ -£ ftp

t
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-UiTOKSSl
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tlucK er clutters hung, all look’d as joy cou’d ne—ver fail among f fwcets of Arno’s vale.

The chief’ l“r" ^'
e<

V h 1 '^ s ^’ns give place Thy notes, Lucinda, plcafc no more,

pride

iacFheidj>>. the
Jy

northern fwams, an iron race ; Themufes droop, the Goths prevail,
a oe tafte o* pleaiuxe now is o’er. Adieu the fweets or Arno’s Vale.

' The
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The Melancholly Nymph. Set by Air. Handel.

’Twas when the Seas were roaring, With hollow blafts of Wind, D~m— fel

r
C_®-J—r K -

r «-

*

lay de ploring, all on a Rock reclin’d Wide o’er ^ roaring Billows She

caft a wilhful Look, Her Head was crown’d $ Willows That trembled o’er the Brook-

' 17. -A
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But what's the lofs of treafure

To the lofing of my dear ?

Twelve months were gone and over, Should you fome coaft be laid on,

And nine long tedious (lays ju 4 '

Why Aid. it thou vent’rous lover ?

Why didft thou truft the leas ?

Ceafe, ceafc then cmel ocean.

And let my lover reft

Ah ! what’s thy troubled motion

To that within my breaft. ?

J

Where gold and diamonds grow’ 5

You’d find a richer maiden,

But none that loves you fo.

How can they fay that nature

Has nothing made in vain ?

Why then beneath the w ater

Do hideous recks remain ?

No eyes thofe rocks difeover.

That lurk beneath the deep $

To wreck the wand’ring lover.

And leave the maid to weep.

All melancholly lying,

Thus wail’d fhe for her dear ;

Repaid each blaft with fighing,

Each billow’ with a tear :

When o’er the white waves ftoop-

ing.
. n c , . .

His floating corps fhe lpy d *

Then like a lilly drooping,

She bow’d her head and dy d*

The merchant robb'd of treafure,

Views tempefts in dcfpair j

The Bufli aboon Traquair. Set by Sigr. D. Rizzio

n - .

7
9

Hear me ye Nym. & ev’ry Swain I’ll tell bow Peggy grieves me, tho* thusl langmfh and com-

\ .

*
. - n lieves me * My Vows & Sigbs like fi-lent Air, Un-heed—ed

plain, a-rLfs fhe ne er be—Iievcs me . wvy v
° ——r

9ij:=p

ne—ver move her * At the bonny Bufli a—boon Traquair twas there I fuft d ^ ,
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riiAt day file faiil’d and made me
glad,

No maid feem’d ever kinder ;

[ thought myfelc the luckieft lad,

So fweetly there to find her :

[ try’d to footh my am’rous ilame,

In words that I thought tender *

[f more there pafs’d I’m not to

blame,

1 meant not to offend her.

Yet now file fcornful flics the plain,

The fields we then frequented,

If e’er we meet file fliews difdain,

She looks as ne’er acquainted :

The bonny buih bloom’d fait in

May,
Its fweets I'll ay remember,

But now her frowns make it decay,

It fades as in December*

Ye rural powers who hear my
ftrains,

Why thus fhould Peggy grieve

me ?

Oh ! make her partner in my pains.

Then let her Indies relieve me c

If not my love will turn aefpair,

My paflion no more tender.

I’ll leave the Rufli aboon Traqnair,

To lonely wilds I’ll wander.

A. Cant Song. The Words by Mr. Stevens.

As I derick’d along to dofs on my pad, young Molly f fro-file I touted 5 She’d nail'd arum codger of

{7T^r 0H7 “1 ..... 1 - -
! A— 1

*- v ’ • *
_J L. • \ S

1

n 1

*tilter and nah, But in filing his t tatler was routed : As I § trolled a-long 1 4 grappl’d her fliell,She

fa
ftag'd ^ rumbowman & knew mefull well,$ harmans tap’d her but d—me to hell,

I plumpt’m &fav’d’er fro limbo

;c

-A

1 r

-,V*1
2 *

3 »

. he buznajper s henchm my rum- As there we fat §S yaffling surd Dear Molly, he cried, I will deftmerd.dle.re, fluicing our gobbs, in your pad,
loon nght and left daddle She tipt me the gum very clean- I’m a bow man that ne’er will

tipt him $ ]y
.

J

deceive r uLda.ken d his daylights, and few’d L— d d me. ’twill never be out I'll cut a bicn wid for to keep youup his fees, of my nob, - in feran,
PY

triotV •

my dew *bcaters The brimftone flic wheedled fo And boldly will pad to relieve

lirh’l |
•

hienly
: youi

Yt fnafflu ?.
h,S

,[

Tiazzard Round my. ferag. her dear daddies The
jj||

darbies I dread not, death's

Awav- ! ,

V
l- Tim,, d,d lovingly fold, common to all,

'I after Mol'
kUSKlnS,Ihlkd She *** me the velvet, her day- Thofe that rumble in §§S rattlers

Wefil’d the rum nU , _
lights Ale roll’d * or pad in the Mail .

"

the queer cull

SCrandplUmpt ShC fa ‘d 1 muft love You > you
’

re 1 can hut fliake trotters at fam’drne queer cull,
quiddifli and bold, ttt Bilbv’s ballAnyway we wen, to.hc ftken You Arall dof

?
with me Jemmy AnTgo Jlike a bowman that's

II i L jamming

.

quiddifli.

LL>jter"*' t Took hold of her.
| Conftable's Attendant. ** Feet, tt Stole^ A chotfe. §§ bating and drinking.

|J Hanging. MU Fetters. §§§ Coaches . ttt Gallons.

Who’ll



17S The Delight.
Who’ll buy a Heart. A Cantata. Set by Mr. Stanley.
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heart Myr til—la cries, And throws a round her fpark—hng Eyes- And
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round her fpark—ling Eyes
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love—ly The—tis fair ; A pair of Eyes that wound at fight, And foil the'
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di’ mond’s piercing light*
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face like love ly He he’s fair ; A pair of eyes y wound at fight, And
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foil the di’—mood’s fparkling light. Who’ll buy a heart ? Who’ll buy

E
heart? Who’ll buy a heart Myr—til—la cries } And throws a- round her

WM

@Ek

fparkimg eyes, And throw-s a round her fpark-ling eyes 5 And throws a-
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round her fpark—ling eyes. And thro—\vs a round her fjrarkling Eyes
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lore , Quickly, quickly come, For he buys that bids the moil for me.

'Qrlzz
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But let no fordid wretch prefume,Tho’

<
1

1

Vi

'3 *. c
I

l

e’en with Crocfus’ wealth to come ;

Nor vainly hope for

:©
• o~—

,

j- p- o-
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Fv

gold, Such charms asthcfccan e’er be fold, Such charms as thefe can e’er be fold. Nor
gems or goicij ouen

Jrrdzjr^ ipi

„in ly hope, for gems or gold, Such charms as theft can e’er be fold.

m.

Vi

* - .. . T r- S.

m ,*tU-l:

So vile a change I fcorn to make, For love’s §

FY
£—.5fHH-e:

V-l-
on—ly coin I take.

So vile a change
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fcorn to make, For love’s the only coin I take, For love's the on—ly coin I

take, For love's the on-—

—

-ly coin I take
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i8a The Delight.
Set by Sigr

.

Pasquali. Sung by Mr. Sullivan, at Ranelagh Garden
, Liverpool.

When abfent from my foul’s de—light, What cold fuf—pi—ci-ons freeze my breaft ? Once

more te turn’d to thy lov’d light, Hope too re turns, my fears have reft.

dm—
1

*“
J 9 m -

—

4
,
—

—

sb=±=i .±4±&M
a This heart, the viftim of your It’s cares are far fuperior found •

pow’r. A dawning hope we tcarce poftefs,

If the light aiT curl hut a wave, E’er ’tis in fomc new furrow

Move but a leaf, or bend a 3. drown’d,

flow’r.

Fears for your fafety never leave In love there’s no true happinefs,

The Blind Boy. Set by Mr. Stanley.

-dr:-- -1—p -a :
1

==R
4

1

• '£T b#
4

o «

O fay what is that thing call’d light, Which I can nc’—er en——-joy ?

rt ^ A, ' \ ^ ^

What is the blcf—fing of the fight Oh ! tell, tcll your poor blind boy.

-Or 0
You
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Vou talk of wond’rous things you

fee,

You fay the fun fllines br ght 5

I feel him warm, but how can he

Then make it day or night ?

My day or night myfelf I make*

Whene’er I lleepor play 3

And could I always keep awake*

It would be always day.

4 *

With heavy fighs I often hear

Y ou mourn my hopelefs woe }

i 8 j
But fure with patience I may beat
A lofs I ne’er can know.

5 *

Then let not what I cannot have
My chear of mind deftroy 3

Whilft thus I fing I am a king*
Altho’ a poor blind Blind

Song in the Foundling. Set by Mr. Arne,

/-N

For a lhape and an air, and a bloom and a mein, Myr — til—la was

brightest of all the gay green 3 But art—ful—ly mild and af——fefb—ed——iy coy, tbofe her

beau ties in Tired her pride would de-ft,oy. Thofe her beauti'es in vi_ted her

a~i , . t-r-p—A,

By the flocks as fhe ftray’d, with
the nymphs of the vale,

Not afliepherd but wo’d her to
hear his foft tale

j

urrte tain
1;*®0”’ *' ‘‘“S'*

Andsn
;
d

i,f^at
ca what^

And return'd^ &e.

But beauty has wings, and too haft-
ily flies,

And love unrewarded foon fickens
and dies ;

The nymph, cur’d by time of her
foHy and ^ride,

Now fighs in her turn for the blifs
ine denied.

Now fobs y

No longer Ihe frolics it wide o’ec
the plain,

To kill with her eoynefs the Ian-
guilhing fwain 3

So humbled her heart is 3 fo fof-
ten’d her mind,

That, tho’ courted by none, llic
to all would be kind.

That tho ’ courted> &c.
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The Deipairing Shepherd. Set by Mr, Arne.

t

Al
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1

who lhall work my cure? Fond love will ne—ver feek r.epofc, No meafure to its grief it knows: The

winds are hufli’d, and dew—y fleep With foft cm—brace has feiz’d my fheep/, All wrapt-in peaceful

Who better fecn, in fliepherds arts, And flow’rs ungather’d will decay :

m i ,r* i o tu.. returning- leaions brine;To win the wanton lafles hearts?

How to my oaten pipe fo fweet,

Wont they to change their nimble

feet ?

And many tales of mirth had I

To chace the Sun adown the sky :

Since Lucy wrought her fpight, alone

To woods I pour my fruiticls moan.

Oh quit thy fcorn, relentlefs fair !

K’cr long f perifli thro’ defjrair :

Had Rofalind poifeft my mind,

The maiden wouM have been more

kind.

The flow’rs returning feafons bring*

But beauty has no fccond fpring.

Oh wou’d my gifts hut win her

heart !

Cou’d I but half I feel impart

!

For plumbs I d climb the knotty

trce
> n

Of honey rob the thirfty Bee:

Fair is my flock, nor clomclcfs I,

If fountains flatter not, and w hy

Shou’d fountains flatter us* yet

Ihow

The flow’rs left beauteous than

Oh come, my love.' nor think it

mean,
_
1

The Dams to milk, the Lamkins

wean :

How wou’d the Crook befeem thy

hand
!

)

How wou’d my younglings round

thee ftand

Ah younglins !
gate not on her eye.

Such glances are the caufc I die.

Sleep, lleep, my flock *
for yo»

may take

Your reft* tho’ thus your maitet

wake*

<Th»
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The Lafs of the Mill. Set by Mr. Howard.

iBy

At St- o—fyth by the mill there lives a love ly lafs, O ' had I her good

3±bai
:!
'C

-

H
will how gay—ly life would pafs : No bold in trud ing care my

—

—

Mjzz (

1

jSl &E

blifs fliould e’er annoy, Her fmiles would gild dc fpair, and brighten ev’«—ry joy

r±£TÊ _C

Steals ev’ry fenfe away ;

The lift’ning fwains around

Forget the Jfhort’ning day.Like nature’s rural feene

Her artldfs beauties charm.

Like them, with joys ferene, 3
Our wifliing hearts they warm ;

Elfr wit, with fweetnefs crown’d, Health, freedom, wealth and eafe,

Without her taftlefs are,

She gives ’em potv’r to pleafe,

And makes ’em worth our care 5

Is there, ye fates, a blifs

Referv’d my future fhare ?

Indulgent, hear my wifli,

And grant it all in her.

5®?ps

The Whining Lover. Set by Mr. Markwell.

Woman thought lefs gid—dy creature, laughi

P
mg

ac
-|> tm

die flutt’ring thing :

-0—
E Si

£E- W ^_ i "tr* —ir -1J3 JV-r—iv-r-HK
Moft fan— taf—tic

HP-f ^=j jtST

work of

*'—w~ r

na—ture, Hill, like

1

fan —• cy, on the wi

•—1

3-0
ng.

n
• L i m ^.r^-zLr-j

5*

r.„ „„ . , , .
Lovely trifle ! dear illufion

!

_

o ev ry c anging paffion, Conqu’ring weaknefs, wilh’Loving, hating in extream
;

Fond of ev’ry foolifh fafhion.
And at belt a plealing dream.

d for Thus deriding beauty’s power,

h/r ?
a
\
n

.

’

c

We call ** a cheat;
Man_s chief glory and confufion, But in lefs than half an hour,

Ur all vanities moft vain. Knecl’d and whin'd at Celia's feet.

A a JOHNNY
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JOHNNY JENNY’S,

A Dialogue. Set to Mufic by Doflor Boyce.

Sung by Mr . and Mrs. Baker, at the Theatre in Drury-lane
, Liverpool.

• pica—furc range the town, And mi—fers doat on gold—cn guineas, Let plenty fmile or
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She . Let wan-™ maids in dulge delight. How Coon the flee,-ing pleaferc
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gone is ! The joys of . vir-tue ne ver tire, And fneh fliall ftill be mine and johnny's,

J

Mine and Johnny’s, mine and Johnny’s, And fucli flialL ftill be mine and Johnny’s

where no fin is ; The prieft fliall tie the knot to—day, And wedlock’s bands make

55-?—«—
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»

Johnny Jenny’s, Johnny Jenny’s, Johnny Jenny’s, And wedlock’s bands make Johnny Jenny’s*

1

DUETT.



i88 The Delight.

Tn I

She. To—ge—ther let us fport and play, And live in plcafure where no fin is j The

I'SZEES;t t i
5=R7-.

He. To—

-

ge—ther let us fport and play, And live in pleafurc where no fin is j The

|tz.»

a.
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prieft {hall tie the knot to-day, And wed—lock’s bands make John—ny Jenny’s,

John—ny jenny’s John—ny Jenny’s, And wedlock’s bands make John—ny Jenny’s*

y o ^ ^ —i \ 'j
h rr 9

m. j
—

r-
. _3

1

^ * \

.

Jenny’s John—ny Jenny’s, Jenny’s, And wedlock’s bands make Johnny Jenny’s. •
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He* Let roving fwains young hearts

invade j
[folly j

The pleafure ends in fliame and

So Willy woo’d, and then betray'd.

The poor believing Ample Molly*

Simple Molly , &c*

She* So Lucy lov’d, and lightly

toy’d,

Andlaughtat harmlels maidswho
marry ;

But now ihe finds her fhepherd

cloy’d, [lefs Harry.

And chides, too late ! her faith-

Fatthlefs Harry , &c*
Duet* But we’li together, &c»

3 *

He* By curling ftreams our flocks

we’ll feed, [ninnies *

And leave deceit to knaves and

Or fondly ftray where love {hall

lead.

189

And cv’ry joy be mine and

Jenny’s.

Mine and Jenny's , &c*
She* Let guilt the faithlefs bofom

fright, [bonny ,

The conftant hca»t is always

Content and peace, and fweet de-

light, [Johnny*
And love, /hall live with me and
Me and Johnny, &c*

Duet* Together then, ^*c«

Song in the Chaplet. Set by Dr, Boyce.

What med’eine can fof—ten the bo fom’s keen fmart, What Lethe can ba—nifli the

7">—~ — —
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J
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1
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In hopes to forget him how vainly
1 try,

The fports of the wake and the
green

*

\v hen Collin is dancing I fay with
a figh,

.’Twas here firft my Damon was
feea.

When to the pale moon the foft

nightingales moan,
In accents fo piercing and clear*

You fing not fo fwectly, I cry

with a groan,

As when my dear Damon was
here.

A garland of -willow my temples
{hall fliade,

And pluck it, ye nymphs, from
yon grove *

For there, to her coft, was poor
Laura betray’d,

And Damon pretended to love.

»

Hosier’s
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Hosier’s Ghoft. Set by Mr. Handel.

3
As near Porto—bel-lo lying on the gently ("welling flood, At midnight with dreamers

HIT®
—

D

flying our tri—umphant na—vy rode, There while Ver non fat all glorious from the
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1 !

1 z^zz«r «W- -w —

J

—

9

—13
— p—m—

J
—

!

t=I
t

—

1—

I

s— V '
»——

dE
1Z fjczt zQ;9

jC

Spaniards late de feat, And his crew $ (houts vie—— torious drank fuccefs to England’s fleet

:

P
On a Tudden, (hrilly founding,

Hideous yells and (bricks were

heard

Then each heart with fear con-

founding,

A fad troop of ghofts appear’d :

AH in dreary hammacks fhrouded,

Which for winding-flieets they

w ore j

And with looks by forrow clouded,

Frowning on that hoftile (liore.

Whofe wan cheeks are ftain'd with

weeping !
[brave !

Thefe were Englifll captains

Mark thofe numbers, pale & horrid !

Who were once my fail*rs bold j

Lo, each hangs his drooping fore-

head
Whilft his difmal tale is told-

Unrepining at thy glory,

Thy fuccefsful arms we hail.

But remember our fad (lory

And let Hofier’s wrongs pre-

vail : T
Sent on this foul crime to lan-

girifli,

Think what thousands fell in

3 *
,

On them gleam’d the moon s wan

luftre,

When the (hade of Hofler brave

His pale band was feen to muftcr,

Riling from their watry grave :

O'er the glim’ring waves he hied

him, L fail >

Where the Burford rear’d her

With ten thoufand ghofts beflde

him,

And in groans did Vernon hail-

1, by twenty fail attended,

Did this Spanifll towm affright j

Nothing then it’s wealth defended

But the Orders not to fight l

O that in the rolling ocean

I had caft them with difdain,

And obey’d my heart’s warm mo-

tion, [Spain-

To have quell’d the pride of

vain y

Wafted writh difeale and anguifll.

Not in glorious battle (lain-

io-

4 -
*T

Heed, oh heed, our fatal ltory,

X am Hofier's injur’d gboft j

You who now nave purchas’d glory

At the place where I was loll :

Tho’ in Portobello’s ruin

You now triumph, free from

fears,
.

Yet, to hear of my undoing,

Y ou will mix your joys $ tears-

For refiftance, I could fear none,

But with tw enty (hips had done

What thou brave and happy V ernon

Dift atchieve with fix alone :

Then the Baftimentos never

Had our foul diflionour feen.

Nor the fea the fad receiver

Of thefe gallant men had been-

Hence, with all thy train attend-

ing,

From tbeir oozy tombs belowr

;

Through the hoary foam afeend-

ing.

Here I feed my eonftant woe :

Here, the Baftimentos viewing,

Wc recall our lhameful doom j

And, our plaintive cries renew-

ing,

Wander thro’ the midnight

gloom !

it

O’er thefe waves, for ever mourn*

8-

Sec thefe mournful fpeftres fvveep-

ing

Ghaftly o’er this hated wave,

Thus, like thee, proud Spain dif-

nnying,
,

. ,

And her galleons leading home,

Tho' condemn’d for difobeying

I had met a traitor’s doom j

To have fall’n, my country cry-

ing

He has play’d an Englifll part,

Had been better far than dying

Of a griev'd and broken heart-

Shall we roam, depriv’d of reft.

If, to Britain’s (bores returning.

You neglect my juft requeft :

After this proud foe fuhduing,

When your patriot friends you

fee,
r

Think on vengeance for my ruin.

And foi England fiiam'd in me-

Aa
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An Addrefs to Vulcan. Set by Mr . Tench.

Vulcan contrive me fuch a cup As Ne flor us’d of old : Try all thy

,
Lrr7:T7#f :-f mrre

;=** 1
• ---R P=f=—1- -

1
~ 1 8

® C3-1

Make it fo large, when fill’d with
punch,

Up to the fuelling brim,
Vaft toafts on the delicious lake.

Like filips at fea may fwim.
Like &c*

Carve me thereon a curling vine,
And add two lovely boys ;

Whofe limbs in amorous folds en-
twine,

The types of future joys*
The types , &c*

Cupid and Bacchus my gods are,

May love and wine Hill reign }

With wine I wafh away my care*

And then to my love again.

And then, 8cc*

itim

The Advice. Set by Mr. Galliard.

) ^7

Pnthec fool—ifli boy give o’er, ceafe thy bofom

•-

— /•
S-

—

-—

1

—
to tor ment j Piithec figh and

'©_©-:]Vu_TI

whine no more, come with me and tafte content : Love’s a foe of thine and mine.

Stella's
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Stella’s fairer fhape and eyes,

Charms too lovely to behoid ;

Let us feek, to crown our joys,

Where the belt Champaigne is

fold*

Jjove's a foe of thine ana mive
y

Let us drown the god in winey

Let nsj See.

And believe me, when 1 fay
All the joys they give are vain :

Leave 'em then, and come aWay.
Love s a foe of thine ana mine)

3* Let ns drown the god in wine*
Leave the filly, gaudy train, Let ns drown) 6ec.

Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall Gardens.

When firft by fond Damon Flavel—la

Tj
, Q-

feen, He lightly re-

«- -Cl

garded her air and her mein , The charms of her mind he a-lone did commend, Not

A —
t : 1 m I3H

warm as a lover but cool as a friend : From friendfilip, not paffion, his raptures did

'it
move, & f

fwain brag’d his heart was a ftranger to love-

2 . ?* \ lover thus conquer d, can ne

New charms he difeover’d, as more Now proud to e
.

conqu r
, ^ offence,

flic was known, „
fighs for the fair, ^ ^ ® dupe to hcr fmiles, hut a

Her face grew a wonder, her tallc Grows dul. to all pica
,

flave tQ j, Cf fenfe *

HerZnt were* gentle, Her^ brings are His *j
Beam’d For Ef^« forbids Bin, founde^on .Bar wB.cB^

to fpcak •,

And O what dear virtues beam d t or tear ot offending r
never decay ; ,

forth in her mind
:

/o fpcak •,

. t0 And time, that can beauty s ihon

Still, ftill for the fanttion of friend- And wanders a willing
} empireStill, mil tor tne lancuon oi mum- — - - empire remove,

<
.

fl,ip Be ftrove, u Stealing her rcafon, morales

Till a figS gave the omen, and That fricndlhip tl
j

iiicw’d it was love. fift« “ l°v'- Cupid s
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Cupid’s Refuge. Set by Mr. Oswald.

w he Taw my Famay’s face,$ wond’rous paftion mov’d, Forgot f care of human race & found at laft he

lov'd. And found at laft he lov’d. Then to the god of foft defire His fuit he thus addreft, I

Fanny love j with mutual fire O touch her tender bre

—aft, I Fanny love, with mutualJ fire O touch her tender breaft. O touch her tender

a.

Your fighs are hopelefs, Cupid cries,
I lov d the maid before j

I
What, rival me ’ the pow’r replies,

[

Whom gods and men adore :

Who>ny &C'

i

H™ffpd y bolt he fllook
f fPrInss

vt las imperial throne,

While Cupid wav’d his rofy wings,
And in a breath was gone.

While Cupid) <frc.

O’er earth and Teas the godhead flew
But ftiil no flicker found,

For as he fled his dangers grew.

And light’ning fiafli’d around :

And light'ning) &c«
At laft his trembling fear impells

His flight to Fanny’s eyes,

Where happy, fafe and pleas’d he
dwells.

Nor minds his native skies.

Where hapojj &-c.

The
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The Amazon. Set by Mr. Howard.
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Swains I fcorn, who, nice and fair, Shiver at the morn—ing air ; rough and

1
0Jz&^=2x=z|=d-r^z:f:

Li b-Zi-ea*-£—I— s
(A

har dy, bold and free, be the man that’s made for me j Rough and

3

(Eq3:

ar
i' I

har—dy, bold and free, be the man that’s made for me.

urnT

(O

i r*
i

2.

Slaves to fafhion Haves to drefs,

Fops alone thcmfclves carefs >

Let them without rival be,

They are not the men for me*

Let them, &c •

3*

He whofc nervous arm can dart

The javelin to the tiger's heart,

From all fenfe of danger free •,

He's the man that’s made for me*

£rom all fenfe ,
&£•

4-

While his fpeed outftrips the

wind,

Loolly wave his locks behind

From fantaftic foppery free.

He’s the man that’s made for me.

From fantaftic, &c-

S*

Nor fimpeving fmile, nor dim-

pled llcck,

Spoil his manly fun-burnt check j

By weather let him painted be.

He’s the man that’s made for me.

By weather, &c>

6.

If falfe he proves, my javelia

can

Revenge the perjury of man
And foon another, brave as he.

Shall be found the man for me*

A' d foon another, brave as he.

Shall be found, &£•

Sono- in the Chaplet. Set by Dr. Boyce,
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fay at your Feet that I wept in De fpair, And vow’d that no An—gel was
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-ver fo fair ; How' could you believe all the Nonfenfe I fpoke ? What know we of

Angels ? I meant it in joke, I meant it in joke. What

11

I next ftand indi&ed for fwearing
to love,

And nothing but death Ihouid my

pallion remove ;

have lov’d you a twelvemonth,
a calendar year.

And not yet contented ! have con-

fcience my dear*

The
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The Lover. Set by Mr . Howard.
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T^The daysL J nights & } hours as they toll'd You know may be felt, but are ne'er to be

I .. . r~

' ^hL: One day pall a-way, St faw nothing but Love, Another came on & $ fame thing did I

. f’ *]

lppill38
prove, The Sun it grew tir’d ftillto look on the fame, But X grew more pleas’d as f next moment eame

x faw you all day, and a.l day with And whild this remains reft unen- True love, hereafter this worM

A„d”£ SvJ day wasto meat If ,h,7be V erirL,' be my judges The eau^of my death was for lo,.

Thus fleeting time palfes with down And if I muft fuffep for what is fo

on its wings,
rarC »

Fond Celadon. Set by Dr. Greene. fl

tes iil!p9=§SIPPJ
Cela Aon once from his cottage did feray, To court his dear Jugg on a hillock of hay »
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What aukward confufion opprefs’d the poor fwain, When thus he de—liver’d his partion m p^

i

gUggl
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O joy of my life 1 and delight

of my eyes,

Sweet Jugg ’tis for thee that

poor Celadon dies 5

My pipe I’ve forlaken, tho’ reck-

on’d fo fweet,

And lleeping or waking thy name
I repeat*

3 -

When fwains to an alehoufe by
force do me lug,

Inftead of a pitcher I call for a.

>

And lure you can’t chide at repeat-

ing your name.

When the nightingale every night

dues the fame.

4

Sweet Jugg he a hundred times

o’er does repeat,

Which makes people fay that his

voice is fo fweet }

Ah! why doll thou laugh at my
forrowful tale,

Too well I’m allur’d that my words
won’t prevail.

S-

For Roger the thatcher pofTeffes

thy bread:,

As he at our laft harveft Tapper

conrefs'd ,

I own it fays Jugg, he has gotten
my heart,

His fhort curling hair looks fo pret-

ty and lmart-

6 .

His eyes are fo black, and his

cheeks are fo red.

They prevail more with me than
all you hare faid j

Tho’ you court me and kifs me,
and do what you can,

It fignifies nothing, for Roger’s
the man.

True Blue. The Words by Mr

.

S. S„

I hope there’s no foul met o ver this howl, But means honeft ends to pur-

V==p=&
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fue : With the voice goJhc heart, And let’s ne-ver de-part From the
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faitl, of an hone It True Bine,. True Blue. From the faith of an honeft True Blue.

»

3/z :/d -S
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2 *.

For country and friends

^jSt US ^amn private ends,
and keep old Britilh virtue in

view
5

Defpiliug the tribe
Who are- fway’d by a bribe,

Be honeft and ever True Blue.
Be hone/}, &c *-

3 *

On the politic knave
Who ftrives to enftavc.

Whofe fchemes the whole nation
may rue }

On penlion and place,

That curfed difgracc.

Turn your backs and be {launch,
be True Blue.

Turn your backs
} &(>

4*

With bounds and with horn,
We will rife in the morn,

With vigour the fox to purfue 5

Corruption’s the cry,

We will chafe till he die.

’Tis worthy a Britifh True Blue,
’Tis worthy) £p-c.

S*

Here’s a health to all thofe
Who do flavery oppofe,

And our Trade both defend and
renew

$

To each honeft voice
That concurs in the choice,

And fupport of an honeft True
Blue.

And fispyort)

Aria



The S Delight,
Aria nel Mitridate. Sung by Signiora Casarini.

Chi naque allc * pene non
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do fen va.
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The Inconstant. Set by Mr. Carey.

„ , A 11 charms file play’d flie danc'd &fung, No way there was to

Fair & fuft & gay and young, All charms in p >

’fcapc the dart, No care could guard a lover’s hear. : Ah ! »hy, cry’d I, a»d drop. a tear, a-

®asm
doring, yet dc-fpamng e’er To have her to my—felf alone. Was fo much fwee.rv fs made fo. one >

But,
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But, growing bolder, in ber ear

3 in foft numbers told my v are \

She heard, and rais'd me from her

feet,

And Teem’d to glow with equal

heat :

Like Heav’nj too mighty to ex-

prefs.

My joys could be but known by Before her eyes their beams with-

guefs , drew
\

Ah fool, faid 1, what have I done, E’er I had reckon’d half her charms

To wilh her made for more than She funk into another’s arms :

one ! But lhe that once could faith lefs be*

Will favour him no more than me \

3. He too will find himfelf undone,

And that Hie was not made for

But long I had not been in view one*

The Masquerade Song. Sung by Mr. Beard.

Ye medley of Mortals £ make up f throng, fparey Wit for a moment& lift to my Song, you

Q-

would not expect heremy wit fliali be new, & what is more ftrangcev’ry word lhall be true, Sing

!=J—
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£
tan—ta-ra-ra-ra truth ally truth all

, fing tan-ta—ra-ra-ra truth

Uzn= 3

aU.

=cps u
z

Not a toy in the place you’ll buy
cheaper than mine,

Bring your lalFes to me, and you’ll
fave all your coin

j

The ladies alone, will pay dear for
my skill,

For if they will hear me, their
tongues muft lie ftill.

Sing tantararay mute ally &c.

3*

Tho’ our revels are fcorn’d by the
grave and the wife,

ITet they praftife all day, what they
feem to defpife 5

Examine mankind, from the great,
to the fmall,

Each mortal’s difguis’d, and the
world is a ball.

Sing tantarara
, masks all,

4*

rhe parfon, brimful of October
and grace

With a long taper pipe, and a
round ruddy face

;

Will rail at our doing—but when
it is dark,

The doctor’s difguis’d, and led
home by the clerk.

Sing tantararay &c-

The fierce roaring blade, with long
fword and cock’d bat,

Who with zounds ! he did this, and
d’s-biood he’ll do that *W hen he comes to his trial, he
fails in his part.

And proves that his looks were
but masks to his heart.

Sing tantararay &c.

6 .

The beau afrs the rake, and will
talk of Amours.

Shews letters from wives, and ap-
pointments from whores

$

But a creature fo modeft, avoids all

difgrace,

For how would he blufli, fhould he
meet face to face ?

Sing tantararay &c.

7 *

The courtiers and patriots, ’mongft
other fine things,

Will talk of their country, and love
of their kings

;

But their masks will drop off, if
yon lhake but their pelf,

And fhew king and country all cen-
ter’d in felf.

Sing tantararay &c.

8 .

With an out-fide of virtue, Mifs
Squeamifii the prude,

If you touch her, fhe faints
; if you

fpeak, you are rude ,

Thus fire’s prim, and lire’s coy, til!

her bloftbms are gone.
And when mellow, fire’s pluck’d by

the Coachman or John.
Sing tantararay &c.

9 *

With a grave mask of wifdora, fay
phyfic and law,

In your cafe there’s no fear, in your
caufe there’s no flaw

\

i ill Death and the Judge have de-
creed, they look big *

Then you find you have trufted a
full-bottom ’d Wig.

Sing tantararay &c.

i°.
Thus life is no more than a round

of deceit,

Each neighbour will find, that his
next is a cheat ;

But if, O ye mortals* thefe tricks
ye purfuc -y

You at laft cheat yourfelves-—and
the Devil cheats you*

Sing tantararay &c-

€ c Britons
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Britons Strike Home. Set by Air. Purcell.

DAMON and SILVIA.
A Dialogue. Sung by Mr. and Airs. Baker. Set by Air. Arne.
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fpife, Nor arm thns with ter—ror thofe beauti—ful eyes, Nor arm thus with ter*-—ror thofe
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Six.. While I with a fmile can
each (hepherd fubduc,

O Damon I muft not be foften’d

by you ;

0 Damon
, &c.

Nor fondly give up, in an unguard-
ed hour,

The pride of us women, unlimited

- power.
The pride, &c*

3*

.. Da* Tho’ power, my dear, he
to Deities given,

Yet generous pity’s the darling of
heav’n ;

Tet generous,

O then be that pity extended to

me,
I’ll kneel and acknowledge no god-

defs but thee.

Til kneel, 6cc.

4-

Sin. Suppofe to your fuit I

fliould lifien awhile,

And only, for pity’s fake, grant

you a fmile ?

And only
,

8tc-

Da- Nay, flop not at that, but

your kindnefs improve,

And let gentle pity be ripen’d to

love.

And let, &e.

S-

Sin* Well then, faithful Twain,

I’ll examine my heart,

And, if it be pollible, grant yoa

a part :

And, if it be, &c.
Da. Now that’s like yourfelr,

like an angel expreft,

For grant me but part, and I’ll

foon flcal the reit-

lor grant, &c»

The
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The DUET!'.
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Take heed ye fair Maids, and with caution be—lieve, For love’s an in tru—der and
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apt to de—ceive j For love’s an in truder, and apt to dr—ceivc* When once the leaft

FFm
apt to de—ceive j For love’s a:i in tru—der, and apt to de—ceive. When once the leaft
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part the fly urchin has gain’d, You’ll ne’er be at eafe till the whole is oh—tain ’d- You’ll ne’er be

— J
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il* 12
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part the fly urchin has gain’d,You’ll ne’er be at eafe till the whole s ob—tain’d* You’ll ne’er be
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at cafe till the whole is obtain’d*
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at cafe till the whole is ob—tain’d*
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Cloe. Set by Dr. Greene.

s -p-vT^-

Tenaer- In vain the force of Female arms, In vain their offer’d Love ; Their Smiles, their

0*5- u

Air, nor all their Charms my Paffion can remove : For all that’s fair and good I

a*

Let Celia all her wit difplay,

That glitters as it kills j

My heart difdains the feeble ray,

Nor light nor heat it feels :

For all that’s blight and gay I

find

In Cloc’s form, in Cloc’s mind*

In Clce's, &c*

3 *-

FairFlavia fhines in gems & gold,

And ufes all her arts j

Not richell chains my heart can

hold,

Unpierc’d by diamond darts :

For all that’.s rich and fair I find

In Cloe’s form, in Cloc’s mind*

In CUe's , &c-

4 *

Thofe notes, fweet Mjra, now give

o’er,'

That once had pow’r to wound ?

When Cloc fpcaksthey arc no more
But mix with common found :

All grace, all harmony I find

In doe’s form, in Cloe’s mind*

In Cloe' Si 6vc-

The Words by Mr. Smollet. Set by Mr. Oswald.
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When Sappho tun’d the raptur’d ftram, Thelift’ning wretch for got his pain $
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For while file ftruck the quiv’r- But had file added Hill to thefe She ne’er had pin’d beneath
ing wire, Thy fofter, chalter pow’r, to difdain,

The eager brcaft was all on fire •, pleafe ; She ne'er had play’d and fung in
And when file join’d the vocal Thy beauteous air of fprightiy vain ;

lay, youth, Defpair had ne’er her foul poffefs’d.
The captive foul was charm’d a- Thy native fmiles of artlefs truth. To dafii on rocks the tender

way. Tb-j native , &c* bread:*

The captive foa!y
&c» To aa/h) &c-

The Cypress Grove. Set by Mr. Oswald.

—| jsxr

Tender . Be—ncath a cyprefs grove young Strephon fought re lief, The flowers a-

round his head, pin’d, confcious of his grief : Fond foolifli wretch he cry’d
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I love and yet dc—fpair '> Pur—>fue tho’ ftill de——nied by the too cruel fair*

=0 -d
iHj-r

if &
The Courtier asks a place.

The failor tempts the fea,

The mifer begs increafe j

Love only governs me* On earth tis blifs fupreme,

Nor honour, wealth nor fame. And heav n is but to love*

Can like foft tranfports move ;

Aria nel Mitridate. Sung by Signora Frasi.
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The Northern Lafs. Set by Mr. Fisher.

f\ /^N/^\ ^ /-N

Come takcyglafsy nor—them Lafs fo pret—ti—ly advis’d % I drank her Health j & real—ly

was agree—a bly furpriz’d ; her Shape fo neat* her Voice fo fweet, her Air and Mein fo

free j
the Sy—ren charm’d me from my Meat, but take your Drink faid flic-

i

3- r-jllTF—tro- i-

All fummer’s on her bread * That joy with pain be equal felt

Her skin is like the driven fnow. And ballanc'd in extremes :

If from the North fuch beauty But funihinc ail the reft. Then ^our genial wine fhe H

comes, With love, my panting breaft *
How is it that I feel 3 M likc out ^ hcr heart flu*

Within tnv breaft that glowing

k"
y Her heart may fouthem climates warm,

..
tat

, o mc i t Be tee to all the reft*

No tongue can e er reveal ? V .

Tho’ cold and raw the north winds Tho frozen now in feems ,

bl°'V

’ The Parting Kifs. Set by Mr. Oswald.

One kind Kifs be fore we part, Drop a Tear ar^ bid a-d.cu

:

» a ..
-—„ -

Tho’ we fe ver my fond Heart till we meet (hall pant for you- Till wc

— lllg? * 1°HEH
meet fnall pant for you, fhall pant for you*

?
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All my foul will ftill be here*

Will ftill be here*

Yet yet weep not fo my love,

Let me kifs that falling tear j 3

Tho* my body muft remove,

All my foul will ftill be here* All my foul, and all my heart,

And ev’ry wifh fliall pant fo*

you 5

One kind kifs then e’er we part.

Drop a tear, and bid adieu.

Drop a tear, and bid adieu.

And bid adieu*

Advice to Cloe. Set by Dr. Greene.
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The paffion from beauty firft

drawn
Your kindnefs will vaftly im-
prove ;

Soft looks and gay fmilcs arc the
dawn,

Fruition’s the funlhine of love:
And tho the bright beams of your

eyes

Sould be clouded that now are
fo gay,

And darknefs obfeure all the skies,
You ne er can forget it was

Old Darby with Joan by h's fide.
You ve often regarded with won-

dcr £

He’s dropfical, fhe is fore-ey’d.
Yet they’re ever uneafy afun-

der :

Together they totter about.
And fit in the fun at the door ;And at night, when old Darby’s

pipe’s out,

His Joan will not fmokc a whiff
more.

4*

No beauty nor wit they poffefs,
Their feveral failings to fmo-

ther 5

Then what are the charms, can
you guefs,

That make them fo fond of each
other ?

’Tis the pleafing remembrance of
youth,

The endearments that youth did

beftow,

The thoughts of paft pleafure and
truth.

The beft of all bieflxngs below.

5 *

Thofe traces for ever will lait.

Nor ficknefs, nor time can re-
move j

For when youth and beauty are
poft,

And age brings the winter of
love,

A friendship infenflbly grows
By reviews of fuch raptures as

thefe,

And a current of fondnefs ftill
flows,

Which decrepid old-age cannot
trcczci
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The Midfummer Wifh. Set by Air, Carey. *
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Scenes wide fpreading trees re—pel the raging Dog-ftar’s heat: where tufted Grafs & mofTy beds af-
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ford a rural calm Retreat, or Woodbines hang f dewy heads & fragrant fweets around difclofe.

Old oozy Thames that flows faft

by,

Along the fmiling valley plays ;

His glafly furf.»ce chears the eye.

And thro’ the flow’ry meadow
ftrays :

His fertile banks with herbage

green,

His vales with golden plenty

fwell ;

Where’er his purer ftream is feen.

The gods of health and pleafure

dwell*

Let me thy clear thy yielding

nave,

With naked arm once more di-

vide ;

In thee my glowing bofom lave,

And ftem thy gently rolling

tide :

Lay me with damask rofes crown'd,

Beneath fome oziers dusky {hade,

Where water lillies paint the

ground.

And bubbling fpings refrefll the

glade.

Let chaflre Clarinda too be there,

With azure mantle lightly drefl>

Ye nymphs bind up her filken

hair,

Ye Zephyrs fan her panting

breaft

:

Ob ! bafte away fair maid, ana

bring

The mufc the kindly friend to

love ; 1

To thee alone the mufc {hall fing.

And warble thro’ the vocal

grove.

The Huntfman’s Delight.
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J leare my bed betimes,

Before the morning gray ;

Let loofe my dogs, and mount a

horfe,

And hollow, come away.

And a hunting-, See.

3 *

The game’s no fooner rcuz’d,

But in rufli the cheerful cry,

Thro’ bufil and brake, o’er hedge

and ftake,

The frighted beaft does fly*

And a hunting) Stc*

4 *

In vain he flies to covert,

A num’rous pack purfue,

That never ceaie to trace his fteps,

Ev’n tho’ they’ve loft the view*

Af?d a hunting
,

8c c*

5 *

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

To hit off with humble nefe,

But with a lofty tail.

And a hunting , Sec*

6 .

To Seentwell, hark ! he calls,

And faithful Finder joyns ;

Whip in the dogs, my merry rogues,
And give your horfe the reins.

And a hunting , See.

7 *

Hark 1 forward how they go it,

The view they’d loft they gain;
Tantivy, high and low,

Their legs and throats they {train.

And a hunting
, See.

8 .

t _
i

There’s Ruler and Countefs,
That moft times lead the field ;

Traveller and Bonnylafs,
To none of ’em will yield*

And a hunting
, See*

9 *

Now Dutchefs hits it foremoft,
Next Lightfoot leads the way.

And Toper bears the bell,
Each dog will have his Day.
And a hunting

,

See.

10.

There’s Mufic and Chanter,
Their nimble trebles try

;

Whilft Sweetlips and Tunewell
With counters clear reply.
And a hunting

, Sec.

11.

3 Rockwood and Thunder,
That tongue the heavy bafs ;

whilft Trowler and Ringwood

With tenors crown the chafe.

And * hunting ,
Sec*

. - I

I

Now fweetly in full cry

Their various notes they join ;

Gods.' what a confort’s here my
lads !

’Tis more than half divine.

And a hunting
,

Sec*

* 3 *

The woods, rocks, and mountains,

Delighted with the found,

To neighb’ring dales and fountains

Repeating, deal it round.

And a hunting , See*

14.

A glorious chace it is,

We drove him many a mile,

O’er hedge and ditch, we go thro*

ftitch,

And hit off many a foil.

And a hunting
,

See.

I

IS*

And yet he runs it ftoutly,

How wide, how fvvift he ftrains !

With what a skip he took that leap,

And fcow’rs it o’er the plains !

And a hunting) See.

1 6.

Sec how our hotfes foam !

The dogs begin to droop ;

With winding horn, on fhoulder
born,

’Tis time to chear ’em up.
And a hunting

, See.

* 7 *

Hark ! Leader, Countefs, Bouncer,
Chear up my merry dogs all ;To Tatler, hark he holds it frnart,
Andanfwers ev'ry call*

And a hunting
, 8cc.

18.

Co co there, drunkard Snowball,
Gadzooks! whip Burner in ;We 11 die i’th’ place, ere quit the

chace,

’Till we’ve made the game our
own.

And a hunting) See*

19.

Up yonder fteep I’ll follow-,

Bcfet with craggy ftones ;

My lord cries, Jack, you dog! come
back,

Or elfe you'll break your bones.
And a hunting , See.

20 *

Huzza ! he’s almoffc down,
He begins to flack his courfe,

He pants for breath j X’H in at’s
dcathj

H T.

Or elfe I’ll kill my horfe.

And n hunting) Ste-

al.

See, now he takes the moors,
And ftrains to reach the ftream ;

He leap* the flood to cool his blood,
* And quench his thiifty flame.

Ana a hunting , See*

22 .

He fcarce has touch’d the bank.
The cry bounce finely in,

Andfwiftly fwima-crofsthe ftream,

And raile a glorious din.

And a hunting, Stc.

23.

His legs begin to fail,

His wind and fpeed is gone,

He Hands at Bay, and gives ’em
play,

He can no longer run.

And a huntingfac-

24 -

Old Heftor long behind.

By ufe and nature bold,

In rufhes firft, and feizes faft,

But foon is flung from’s hold*

And a hunting, See.

He traverfes bis ground,

Advances, and retreats,

Gives many abound a mortal wound.

And long their force defeats*

And a hunting) Stc*

26*

He hounds, and fpings, and fnorts,

He fhakes his branched head j

’Tis fafeft fartheft off, I fee.

Poor Talboy is laid dead.

And a hunting) See*

27.

Vain arc heels and Antlers,

With fuch a pack let round,

Spight of his heart, feize ev’ry part,

And pull him feariefs down*
And a hunting , Stc*

28.

Ha ! dead, ware dead, whip off.

And take a fpecial care ;

Difmount with fpeed, and cut his
throat,

Left they his haunches tear.

And a hunting
, See.

29.

The fport is ended now,
We’re laden with the fpoti ;

As home we pafs, we talk o’th*

chace,

O’erpaid for all the toil.

And a hunting
, See.

The



XIX The <3tj)tifc$ Delight.
The MILLER’S SONG.

Sung hy Mr. Atkins at the New Sadler’s Wells.

pond, at the foot of a hill, A free-hearted fellow attends on his Mill,Frelh health blooms a

ftrong rofy hue o’er his face, And honefty gives e’en to awkwardnefs grace :

Bcflower’d $ his meal does he labour and fing, And re-

fwill Of liquor home-brew’d, & fuccefs of his Mill*

He



The *$nfc£ Delight. ax 3

He makes no nice Temple of toll for

his trade,

For that's an excife to his ind uftry

paid j

His confcience is free, and his in-

come is clear,

And he values not them of ten

thoufand a year :

He’s a freehold fufficient to give

him a vote,

At elections he feorns to accept of

a groat ;

He hates your proud placemen, and

do what they will.

They ne’er can feducc the ftanch

Man of the Mill*

On funday he talks with the barber

and priell,

And hopes that our {tatefmen do

all for the belt j

That the Spaniards Ihall ne’er inter-

rupt our free trade,

Nor good Bntifli coin be in fubfi-

dies paid

:

He fears the French navy and com-

merce incrcafe,

And he willies poor Germany 1H11

may have peace j

Tho’ Old England he knows may
have ftrength and have skill

To proteft all her manors, and favc

his own Mill*

With this honeft hope he goes

home to his work \

And if water is fcanty he takes up

his fork,

And over the meadows he fcatters

his hay.

Or, with the ftiff plough turns up

furrows of clay :

His harveft is crown’d with a good

Englilh glee.

That his country may ever be hap-

py and free :

With his hand and his heart t»

king George does he fill,

And may all loyal fouls aft the

Man of the Mill*

Fickle Jenny. Set by Sigr. D, Rizzo.

in fo happy a ftation as jocky when in pof—feftion of Jenny in her early charms.

zQ rC
— — XX II

Had you Bill carefs’d me.
As you once addrefs'd ms,

No otner Laird had e’er pofTefs’d
me,

But thine alone I’d only been *•

Had I only been in vogue wi’ ye.
Or had you let none elfe col-

logue ye,

Nor rambled after Cath’rine Ogue,
I’d ha’ fped as well as any

queen.

Moggy of Dumferlin
She’s my only darling,

Who fings as fweet as any ftarling,

And dances with a bonny air;

Moggy is fo kind and tender,

If fate was ready now to end
her,

Cou’d I hut from the Broke defend
her,

I’d die if he woa’d Moggy
fparc*

Sawny me carefTes,

Whofc bagpipe fo pleafes,

That never my poor heart at eafe

is.

But when we are together

baith

:

I fo heartily befriend him,
If fate was ready now to end

him,
Cou’d I but from the ft.oke de-

fend him,

I thoufand times I’d fuffer

death.

Come, let’s leave this fooling.

My heart ne’er was cooling.

None elfe but Jenny e'er was rule-

ing,

But thus our hearts we fondly

try :

To thy arms if thou rcBore me
Shou’d all the Lairds o’ th { land

adoie me,
Nay our good king himfelf fend

for me

,

With thee alone I'd lig and

die*

Fa^ny



The Delight.
I* anny Blooming Fair. S

-JL.rn.-4K-.

?t by Mr. Howard.

®
&L

~~m
v V "~s~fV+-pl— 1 3L3

When Fanny blooming fair firft met my ravifli’d fight, Caught# her ihape & Air I

V
r^_ _

tm- —- M

F=

M rrv:
±i/~

feit a ftrange de--Iigiit \Vhilft ca ger--ly I gaz, d, Ad miring cv’ry Part, And

j- -

#^-fej=r— —LbmmJ —®-W—J-Uit—— :

cv’ry Feature prais’d, She ftolc iin- -to my Heart.

&

In her bewitching eyes

Ten thoufand Loves appear j

There Cupid basking lies,

His fhafts are hoarded there »

I^er blooming cheeks are dy’d

With colours all their own,
iixeeiling far the pride

Of rofes newly blown.

Her well-turn’d iimbs confefs

The lucky hand of Jove
Her features all exprcls

The beauteous queen of love :

What flames my nerves invade.

When I behold the breaft

Of that too charming maid
Rife, fuing to be preft !

Venus, round Fanny’s wai ft

Has her own cettus bound.
With guardian Cupias grac’d,

Who fport the circle round :

How happy will he be

Who ihail her zone unioofe ! •

That blifs to ail but me
May heav’n and flic refufe*

Collin’s Requeft. Set by AJr. Monro.

Help me each bar monious grove, gently whifper all ye trees tune each warbling

*3=i==£3

.J-: rr

throat to love, and cool each mead with foftefl breeze : Breathe fweet odours cv ry flower,

all your various paintings (hew, pleating verdure grace each bow r, a-round let cv ry blcflmg flow

ipiisipliB
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The Delight. ny
Glide ye limpid Brooks along, And tell what Colin dare not Fires with love the rural Swains f

Phaebus glance thy mildeil ray ; fay : Tell, oh teii the blooming fair

Murm’ring floods repeat my fong, Celia comes! whofe charming air, That Colin dies if ihe di&ains.

OPHELIA. Set by Mr. E. Orme.

r IT *U|
4
z"‘p-feA»

—

/
•

Lni’ r— *-&=i k-l
When fair O—phe>—lia tunes her voice, The feather'd choir at-

tend the fong ; And as they catch the melt—ing notes. And as they catch the

Not all the mufle of the Nine,
Nor of the fweet enchanting

spheres $
°

Ot plaintive notes of dying fwans,
Ur plaintive notes, <£-c .

Were half fo fweet as thofe of
her’s*

Were halffo fweet

,

6cc*

3 -

Twas fure fair Venus in difguife.

Bleft with Apollo’s charming
tongue !

So like the Goddefs flic appear’d.
So like

, 6cc
So like the God himfelf flie fung?

So like
, 6tc.

Women*



2.16 The Delight.
Women love Kitting as well as the Men. Set by Mr. Arne.

I’ll ftrivc to convince ye by

£Eu
5 -X3

'C to 33 jcr

%
XL

•i



The Delight
3 ”

Chafte Cxlia devoutly read lecturesYoung Cloe was wanton, but fcruples

Ihe had,

I woo’d her To clofely Ihe yielded,

egad !

And now you’ll be conftant ? flic

whimper’d and cry’d :

I knew what I thought, fo I fmiling

reply’d,

My dear, can you doubt it ? and

kifs’d her again -

y

For women love killing as well as

the men.

to me,
She wond’red what pleafure in kifs-

ing cou’d be y

I prefs’d her to try it, and then

fpeak her mind :

She made the fweet proof, and

grew inftantly kind,

Then anfwer’d me foftly, I’ll try it

again

:

All women love killing as well as

the men.

LI?

4 -

That Women are cruel, is all a

miftake,

For ev’ry fair female at heart is a

rake :

’Tis conduct, ye lovers, the damfcl
fecures y

Stick clofe to her lips, foe’s infalli-

bly yours ,

And fcarch thro’ the fex, I’ll lay

twenty to ten,

All women love killing as well as

the men.

The Highland Laddie. Set hy Mailer Arne.

much un like the grac—eful mein, And man—ly looks of my Highland Laddie !

Oh my bon—ny Highland Laddie, My handfome charming Highland Laddie
,
May

heav’n Hill guard and love re ward The Lowland Lafs and her Highland Laddie.

If I was free at will to chufe
To be f wealthieft law]and lady,

I d take young Donald without
trews,

With his bonnet blue, and belted
piaidy. 0 my bonny

y Sec-

4 *

O’er benty bill with*him I’ll run,

And leave my lawland kin & dady,

Frae winter’s cauld, & fummer’s fun,

He’ll fereen me with his highland
piaidy. 0 my bonnyy &c*

Pew compliments between us pafs,

I ca’ him my dear highland laddie,

A.nd he ca’s me his lawland lafs,

Syne rows me in beneath his

piaidy. 0 my bonnyy £cc«

3 -

The braweft beau in borrows-town,
In a’ his airs, with art made ready

Compar’d to him, he’s but a clown j

He’s finer far in’s tartan piaidy.
'C my bonnj y &c.

S*

A painted room, and filken bed,
May pleafe a lawland laird and

lady j

But I can kifs, and be as glad
Behind a hufh in’s highland piai-

dy. 0 my bonny
, &c»

E €
'

7 ’
,

Nac greater joy I’ll e’er pretend,

Than that his love prove true &
Heady,

Like mine to him, which ne’er fhall

end.

While heaven preferves my high-

land laddie* 0 my bonny y £tc.

ALLY
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v*-

ALLY CROAKER.

There lived a man m

»*

Bch no era fy, Who wanted a wife to make him un—eafv—~±m SeI %
-9

~tdi£
long hud he figh’J for dear Ally Croaker, And thus the gentle youth bc-fpoke her,

=fc^£ftTOCg:

Will you marry me dear A1—ly Croaker? Will you marry me dear Ally Ally Croaker ?

m
. • Jr i #.. "a • ~ “»n

^ -i
4—==—M

—

i i

——— i

—

—
-- ».U~:

This artic (s young man, juft come He drank with the father, he talk'd To all yc young men who are fond
trom the fcnoolcry, with the mother ; of gaming,A novice in love and all its foolery, He rom pt with the filter, he gam'd Who are fpending your money

loo dull for a wit, too grave for a with the brother j
'

whilft others are faving,

. J â<- Cr
> He gam’d till he pawn’d his coat to Fortune’s a jilt, the De'il may

And thus the gentle youth befpoke the broker, choak her,
^ er '•> Which loft him the heart of his A jilt more inconftant than dear

Will you marry me, dear Ally dear Ally Croaker, ' Ally Croaker *

Croaker* Oh ! the fickle, fickle Ally Croaker. Oh ! the inconftant Ally Croaker,
Hillyon marry me, dear Ally , Ally Oh ! the fickle Ally

,
Ally Croaker . • Oh ! the ino.nfiant Ally , Ally Croaker*

Crjaker-

The Parrot’s Song, from the fourth Book of Tasso. Set by Mr. Broderip.

Zjfc—Fi •vo *7 • - » * p »„-
v— IV

) -C

i

Qkfr

Kecit . Whilft at Armida’s feet Rinaldo lav> Sinking be——neath the pleafing force of

° " "”°
ju-

£ 3
/T\

love $ A feather’d fangfter,from a nei'b'ringfpray, $ fweeteft founds thus fill d tli enchanted grove*

in o TL



The £!5tife£ Delight. 'Up
Air Andante

The gent—ly hud—ding rofe be hold
3
Half op’n-

9 > 9

to the ver—nal beams ", Its beau ties cau tious to un-fold, Th

EQ2 ba £3^^
E=±k££oAr3j3L

lefs ’tis feem the fair er feems.

Ye ten der maids be fieg d by figh ing beaux, Learn from my fong

learn from my fongo> Learn from my fong the mo ral of the

ID
-e

±
-©• TL

sPZ-riVL
I 1

L !
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" rl-r-—
rofe.
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SEE
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And



The ig)lifts D e l i o H t.
yto

A”d
thorns,’

0 ' Saa,‘le'1 r0““a the lover
’

s a- When maiden aunts their fage ad-

T
“owh"

PS th= f“J 'r,S Ufelefs Not e’er bedecks the bridal bow V, Leam'fromTy" fong the moral o£
*

*
* the rofe*

The DUETT.



life Si Delight. in

Then a lone it reigns com-

4 bti
Ml

is§
-err

Then a lone it reigns complete, when mutual love and friendfhip meet.

Lovely Bett. SW by Mr. Crome

0£ all the flow’rs that deck the field, In fpring’s en—liv’n—ing verdure fet , Not

93
« 9 • © 9

—
T
—j j—
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tanmd 1
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1

one- (uch fragran———cy does yield, None half To fvveet as love ly Bett. None

half fo fweet as love——ly Bett.

O— 8

\ {1

jE
JL

-4 i •

ii:

z 3 4 t ?

The men with rapture view the lafs, Sol (hakes the reins and whips his Minerva’s wit, and "Venus charms.

The women eye her charms and nags, With chafte Diana s thought are

fret, To lit with Thetis tete a tete, met :

All vainly wiflting to furpafs, Yet knows no joys what e’er lie Wou’d fortune give her to my arms.

All falling lhort of lovely Bett. brags, (Bett Death only illou’d part me and.

Like mine when fitting with my Bett*



zzz'' The Del I G H T.
Love and Innocence. Set by Mr. Orme.

- t-

I met i

'™- 1 1
. i

in our village a Twain t’other day, He ftopt me an*

A-
• “

i
/

j

tCS
'
J me 3 m0mCnt t0 ftay ^ Then Muni’d and in language I ne'er heard before He talk’d much of

1 *•—»>»

love, he talk’d much of love & fomc pains that he bore, He talk’d much of lov e & fomc pains y he

I
*r--d5j-__.cz

-f
=&— f

—

7—

—

f=jv=E^i-j

vow : Yet a—lafs my poor heart, a—lafs ! my poor heart Feels, feels I

EF+ J7_
4lL

f
-T fT" 5}"jv

EEZEj*:

cannot tell how.

II
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The Delight. *y ^
y

a*

Each morning he brings me the vi>- At my feet my dear fhepherd for Abs ! tvby for me docs the fhep-

1 j r „.fc
ever 1 ice, ru.ru complain,

The woodbine, and cv’ry Tweet Proteibing he'll never love any but And fay my bright eyes are the

__ iii. rnf* i
^ caulc Ci his litiii .

flower that blows y ?
, - T , rym tj ;

j it /c i • r

The choiceft and fweeteft he picks He gazes with tranfport, and kiffes Indeed, were I lure (for his rate

c the reft nie tl)0 >
deplore)

And bees me to wear the finethings And fvvears he’ll for ever be con- That he fuffer’d for me, he fllould

in nv breaft
• ftant and true : luffer no more *

But what is his meaning I know But what is his meaning I know I’ll do all I can to relieve him, I

not I vow not, * vow ’
vovv >

Yet alas ! my poor heart, <£-<:• Y et alas ! my poor heart, &c* That my heartmay no mote feel&c .

Largo*

Why am I doom’d, &c. Set by Mr . Steemson.

I
v

Alone in

O

pain, and mourn at fate ? As, V

C
oi d of pi—ty

•-Fi-^-p .. » .. i
* 1 1

1

—

. XLJt ft —
„

-J 1—

5 jEEjjji:
2l* a,

Is one has a xenfc uf what I feel * ryu * * , ,• #• «

Kr,,„„ i ,
*

y.
1

’
.

Thus time, as boundlcls as my love,
no .vs u.e angui i ol my Tis he alone that can reftore Shall yield me joys as boundlcfs.

Vn,,.f‘
lrt

j , , T,
That darling objeft of my foul ; ftore,

m Utt C

^°i
V 1

1

?
" 0m ^nec ^ > Give, what he only lent before, ’Till gift and giycr one frail prove,

*

fma y.

0UC>^ ^ CWC ^ For eni3icfs time» without con- Where time and forrow is no
troul. more.

A
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The £13nfcg Delight.
A Scots Song. Set by Mr. Oswald.

jfc

Andante. The fhape and face let o—thers prize, The fea—tures of the fair ; I look for fpiiit

f—m—* e

in her eyes and meaning in her air* A damask cheek, and i—vory arm, Shall ne’er my

1 »
l ZZ#~~=FTFp J I. y. sr: T

.~GLt.il
—1—{—1—G_ ® «=TT~ -1

wifll—es win ; Give me an a*—ni ma—ted form, y fpeaks a mind with—in.

eteit
T m T a

2 . Without whofe vital aid » How perfefl is the view !

XJnfini fil’d all her features fecm, With ev’ry image of delight,

A foul where awful honour fliines, And all the rofes dead* And graces ever new ;

Where fenfe and fwcctncfs move ;
The.r pow r but faintly to expects.

And angel innocence refin’d, 3 - AU U"8“a
f
= “"ft ’

The tendernefs of love
: , t r

But go, bdwld Afpafia s face

Thcfc arc the foul of beauty’s But ah ! when both their charms And read it perteft there*

frame, unite,

C L O E. Set by Dr. Greene.

My CbT’s eyes an heavenly blue, a brighter hcav’n dif clofc to view, a

brig

3Kp? r

htet heav’n difdofe to view , foe in them is bet temper feejr, where all is cloudlets

fteq

all 1

tfrf

crcne, wn

rzfr

ere air

•
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*
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The Delight. iif

iitf

Is" tlie lovely darling flic.
Tholl- beauts which" aifibfc ftch ^ rf ufe.

What beauteous Scenes, &c. Set by Mr. Howard.

ass
JBl* @±. h^:

What beauteous feenes en—chant my fight ! How • clofe~ly yon der vine Does

round that elm’s fup port—ing height It’s wanton ring—lets twine : That

elm, no more a bar ten Ihade, Is with her clutters crown’d j
* And

33-

that fair vine with—out it’s aid Had crept a long the gro und, Had

A J) —•_* , r- —
r~\
— —

p

ff1
'

—

1

—F—

_J » * a"* pgr- |— =sJJ
[ 1 )

Z\ *

crept

w
along the

\
ground*

3

^—
—-a=aLii

'

o, _ m._ ... ^ • ,
— -

4—a (_—l-l1
:- ——a O' •

The youthful God that rules the His love remains the fame

year
On him alone thy heart bellow

Let this, my fair one, move thy And keeps the groves from harms* And crown his conftant flame :

heart And keeps, &c • Sofhallno froft’s untimely pow’r

Connubial joys to prove ;
Deform the blooming fpring 5

But mark wrhat age and care impart, 3* So fhall thy trees, from blafts fe-

Nor thoughtlefs rufh on love : cure,

Know thy own biifs, and joy to hear While fome with fhort-liv’d paf- Their w’onted tribute bring-

Vertumnus loves thy charms, fion glow, Their wonted, &c>

F f Set



a26 The Delight.
Set hy Mr. Langshaw.

Say migh <y love, and teach my fong, To whom the fweeteft joys be—-long, And

who the hap—py pairs,

SBhtrfct&ct

Whofe yield—ing hearts and join—ing

hands Find Mef fings twill ed in their bands which fof-ten all their

Mot the wild herd of nymphs and

fwains,

Who thoughtlefs run into the chains,

As cuftom leads the way:
If there he hlifs, without defign,

Ivies and oaks may grow and twine,

And be as bleft as they.

Not the dull fouls, whofe marble

form

None of the melting palfions warm,

Can mingle hearts and hands:

Logs ofgreen wood, that quench the

coals, .
. ,

Are married juft like ftoic fouls,

With .«iprs for their bands*

Not minds of melancbolly ftrain,

Still filent, or that ftill complain.

Can the dear bondage blcls :

As well may heav’nly concert fpring

From two old lutes with nc er *

firing,
,

. .

Or none beiide the bals*

t
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$•

Not fordid fouls of earthly mold,

Who, drawn by kindred charms of

gold.

To dull embraces move :

So two rich mountains of Peru

Might rufli to wealthy marriage too,

And make a world of love.

6 .

Nor let the cruel fetters bind

A gentle to a favage mind,

For love abhors the fight

:

Loofe the fierce tyger from the deer

!

For native rage and native fear

Rife, and forbid delight.

7 *

Nor can the foft enchantment hold

Two jarring fouls of angry mold,

The rugged and the keen :

Ssmpfon’s young foxes might as

well

In bonds of cheerful wedlock dwell.

With firebrands tied between.

8.

Two kindeft fouls alone muff meet,

’Tis friendfaip makes the bondage

fweet,

And feeds their mutual loves :

Fair Venus, in her rowling throne.

Is diawn by gentlcft birds alone.

And Cupid’s yoak the doves.

An HYMN for Christmas-

il-

Sing we prai—fes to the Lord, Hal- -le—in- •a } Blcfs his name ^
- ——® ar

one accord, Hal -le—lu- a For it’s owing to his Care,

•

Hal-

U—lw
*

i a, What we have, and what we In— /•

—

a>

hie fir ft made us by his power,
Ha!-le-lu-i-a

f
He preferves us every hour,

Halleluia
5

Food and raiment all are His,
Hallelttia

,

Prefent comforts, future blifs.
*talleluia*

He dire&s our fleps by day,
Hallelttia ,

Pointing out the fafeft way,
Halleluia ,

And at night in mercy ftill,

Hallel uiay

Guards us from all kinds of ill.

Halleluia •

God forgave us when undone,

Halleluia^

And redeem’d us by his fon,

Halleluia :

Raife your voices then, and fing

Halleluia y

Thanks to heaven's eternal king*

Halleluia •

Sweet

/



AW ** VJ The <$)ttf£S Delight.
Sweet Tyrant Love, &c. Set by Mr. Steemson.

Tell her, whofe goodnefs is my banc, ’Tis not for common charms I figh, For that I drop this tender tear,
VV hole looks have fmil d my Nor what the vulgar beauty call j For that I breathe this artlcfs

peace away,
.

’Tis not a lip, a check, an eye, moan \O j ! wlmper how Ihe gives me pain But ’tis the foul that light* then) Oh l whifper love into her ear.
While, undeligning, frank and all. And make the balhful love*

gay- 9
Tis not a lipt known.

k)o {fptry Sec, Oh l whi/per) &c*

Collin,



Delight.
COLLIN. Set ly Mr. Defesch.

The < 2.29

fair, Think on his Eghs and tears , His fighs re-gardlcfs a, the air, And without hope his

y A _ . . —

<

I—O-

ni_eft Twain That e’er in Al-hion dwelt, He laught at love and mock’d at pain, It's

•

' .«r» i

,1 @ <3L

IS—©—
-it) -

-Q
±

-
[

1—— 1

—sl
1 L
J L i

|B5
tt

©.

IC
;

—®~,® fc:«f£

pangs he ne’er had felt*

m ©-

2
!

*>- «L

J§£

S. 2.

The neighboring nymphs had often Nor can foftmufic’s Banking charm O! think Myrtilla on his grief.

Give now the lead: delight

:

And on your cruel hate }tried VJ1VC IHJVV IUC at at iL Utdlgut . ikUU VIU visit... ...... 7

"With love to lure the fwain, No more the bowl his bofom warm, Reward his love and bring relief,

And he as oft their fuit denied 5 Or rural fports invite : Before it is too late :rural ipuics invite . jociurc u is iww •

* vn iu v v. ittuiu u ujiuc*m ; Relent, fair maid, e’er Collin dies , So Brail his gen’roiis, conllant flame

Butah! how chang’d his former ftate, Let him not mourn in vain j Reward the bcaut'ous lair.

For love return’d difdain :

not mourn in vain ;

wun roiaea arms ne walks, Jflis neiplcfs love, regard

Upbraids the God and curfes fate, And unrewarded pain.

And like a madman talks.

— — ^ ...» y
utL m ill not mo Ui.n In V arn 3 jl\ c \y aru. t ^ u ^ ^ 4 ^ 1

With folded arms he walks, His heiplcfs love, regardlefs pangs And every hour and day Brail beam
C\ - — -1 . . . . « u . 1 a —1 — _ _ _ — lkl a aw. 1. 1 A 1 •% aV ^ />« tlr p n^ir.New bleifings on the pair.

Tf
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The Delight.
If Love’s a fweet PafTion. Set by Mr . Baildon.

ment V If bit ter ob ! tell me whence comes my content? Since I fuffer with pleafure why

IQ

r=

/-Nv T
•: jzf-vrMS3

-o
lliould I com—plain, or grieve at my fate, when I know ’tis in vain?

G—

—

HiltEJ:mgs

Illlgilji

Yet fo plea-—ling the pain is fo foft is the

f

m up
“N

t
dart,

DIT p^~~

q-*t £r-- fq

That at once it both wounds me and tick—les my heart* At

3

¥
19

S~\
i

XT O

tr
IQ i

once it both wounds me and ti* -ckles my heart*
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3*

I grafp her hand gently, look Ian*

gui filing down*

And by paliionate filence I make

my love known ,

But oh ! how I’m blefs’d, when
fo kind the does prove,

*y fome willing miftake to difcover

her love!

When, in Arriving to hide, flte re*-

veals all her flame,

And our eyes tell each other what

neither dares name !

Our eyes, &c.

3*

How pleaflng is beauty, how fweet

are the charms, <

How delightful embraces, how

peaceful her arms !

Sure there’s nothing fo eafy as

learning to love •,

’Tis taught us on earth, and by all

things above •,

And to beauty’s bright ftandard all

heroes mull yield,

For ’tis beauty that conquers, and
keeps the fair field.

9Tis beauty

,

die*

Song in the Chaplet. Set by Dr, Boyce.

kifs and play, But hang me if I marry, Hang me if I mar—ry* With you I’ll

toy, I’ll kifs and play, but hang me if I marry.

2 *

Then fpeak your mind at once,

Nor let me longer tarry $

With you I 11 toy i I’ll kifs and play,

But hang me if 1 marry.
With you

,

&c.

3-

TW charms and wit affail,

The ftroke I weli can parry j

I love to kifs, and toy and play,
But do not choofc to marry.

I love to kifs
,
&c.

4-

Young Molly of the dale

Makes a mcer Have of Harry }

Becaufe when they had toy’d and
kifs’d.

The fooii fit fwain would marry*

Becarfe 'when they, &c.

5*

Thefe fix’d refolvcs, my dear,

I to the grave will carry ;

With you I’ll toy, I'll kifs and play,

But hang me if I marry.

With you, &c«

t
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