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Allen a-Dale.
LLEN A-Dale has no faggot for burning,

, Allen A-Dale has no 1urxow for turnmg
Allen A -Dale has no fleece for the fpmmnb,
Allan A-Dale has red gold for the winning ;-

Come read me my rzddle, come hearken my tale,
And tell me the craft of bold Allen A-Dale..

The Baron of Ravenfworth prances in pride ;'
And he views his domains npon Arkindale fide ;
‘The mere for his net, and the land for his game,
"'he chase for the wild, and the paxk {or the tame ;
Vet the fifh of the lake, and the deer of the vale,
Are lefs to Lom Dacre th:&n Allén ‘A-Dale,

Ailen ADale wisnéerbelfed A kight,

Lo’ his fpear be as tharp and his bl‘xue be as brzg,ht :
Ahcn A- I)dle ts no baron ¢t lord,
Yet twenty tall yeomen will draw at I isword ;
And the LtCt of our nobles his bonnet will vail, ¢
Who at Rcze Crofs cn Stanmﬁre meefs Ahen A I)alw

.~I ,b
Ge

AI en A Dalc to hlb moomg 18 come At
"I"he mother ﬂ*xe aik’d of his-house and lnshome .
«TLo’ the calile: of Rxchmond {tands, ‘far on the hxll
My hall,”” quoth beld Alle &, ~lands éallqn'er (hill ;

> the biue vault of heav’n, with its crecent fo. de,
‘-md with' axl 1t° bn'mt {pannles il fdm Ahen X i)dLLs

he father was ﬂeel and t’fe meihor was ﬂone-
'I'hey lifted the latch and they bade him bcgone ;
Blh Joud on the morfow!the wail'and the cry !
He had ldugli’d én thie afs with his bouny black eye,
| And {he ﬁad to. thetereft to hear a love tale, ~
And the youth it was told by was Allen A-Dale.
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 Paddy Carey.

W AS at the town of nate Clogheon
That ferjent Snap met Paddy Carey,
A claner boy was never {een, |
Brifk as a bee, hight as a fau‘y. il
His brawny fhou!dcxs, four feet {quare,
His cheeks like thumping red potatoes,
His legs would make a chairman ftare ;
And Pat was lov’d by all the ladies.
Old and young, grave and fad,
Deat and dumb, duxl or mad,

Waddling, t‘vaddhng, limping, fqumtmﬂ\

Light, brilk, and airy.

All thc {weet faceu, at Limerick races,

From Mulinavat to Maghera felt,

At Paddy’s beautiful name would melt 3

The fowls would cryy and look fo {hy,

Ogh, Cufhlamachree! did you never fee
“The joliy boy, the darling joy,
The ]adlt,b toy, the widow’s 10V,

Nimble footed, black ey’d, rofey cheek’d,

Curly headed Paddy Car ey?
O fweet Paddy ! beautiful Paddy!
Nate little, 1crht fittle Paddy Carey !
His heart was made of Irith ok,

Yet {oft as ftreams from fweet Killar ney;
His tonfrm was tipt with a bit o’ the brogue,
But the devil a bit at all of the blarney.
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Now f{erjeant Snap, fo fly and keen,
While Pat was coaxing duck-legg’d Mary,
A thilling {lipt fo neat and clean,
By the powers, he'lifted Paddy Carey :
Tight and found, ftrong and hght
Cheeks fo round, eyes fo bright,

Whiftling, humming, drmkmg, drumming,

Tight, light, and airy.
All the {weet faces, &c.

The fowls wept loudy the crowd was great,
W hen Waddlmg forth came widow
Leary; :

Tho’ fhe was crippled in her gait,

Her brawny arms clafp’d PadJy Carey.
Ogh Pat! {he’ my’d go buy the ring,
Tlere’s caih galore, my darling honev ;
Says Pat, you fowl, Il do that thing,
And clapt his iumb upon her—-——money 4
Gimblet eye, faufage nofe,
Pat fo ﬂy, oqle throws,
Leering, titt’ring, jeerin®, fritt’ring,
Sweet Wi dow Leary.
All the {weet faces &c..

When Pat had thus his fortune made,
He prefs’d the lips of Miftrefs Leary 3

And mountmg fhaxght a large cockade,
In captain’s boots ftruts Paddy Carey,
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He, grateful prais’d her ﬂlape, her bacL
To others like a dromedary ;
Her eyes that feem’d their ﬁrmgs to crack,
Were Cupid’s darts to Captain Carey !
Neat and {weet, no all@y,
All compleat, love and joy,
Ranting, roaring, {oft adoring,
Dear Widow Leary.
All the {weet faces at leeutk‘mcesﬁ,
From Mulinavat to Mighera felt,
At Paddy’s promotion ﬁgh and melt.
The fowls ali cry, as the Groom f{truts by,
Ogh, Cufhlamacree ! thou’rt loft to me,
The jolly boy, the darling boy,
The ladies’ toy, the widows’ Jny,
Long fword girted, nate fhort {kirted,
Head cropt, whifker chopp’d
Captain Carey ! |
O {weet Paddy ! beautifal Pa.o‘dy
White feather’d, boot leather’d

- Paddy Carey!

n]l chere Amie !

M A chere ainie! my charming fair !
W hose smiles can banifk ev'ry care;
n kind compaflion {mile on me,
Whote 0&‘1” care is love for thee.

‘W4 chere amie! &g,




| Long live
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 Under iweet iriendfhip’s facred name
My bofom caught the tender flame o

Let friendthip in thy bofon be
Caonverted into love for me,
~ Ma chere amie! &c.
Logether rear’d, together grown,
O ! let us now unite in one!
Let pity foften thy decree!
I droop, dear maid! I die for thee!
Ma chere amie ! &c,

William Tell.

B 4 HEN William Tell was doom’d to die,
Or hit the mark upon his Infant’s head
The fignal toll’d, the hour was nigh,
And soldiers march’d with griet and dread.

P

?

‘And now each valiant Swifs his grief par takes,

For they figh
And wildly cry, |
Poor William Tell, once Hero of the ILakes !
At length was heard the mufil’d drum,
And ftraight the pointed arrow flies,
The trem"ling Boy expects his doom,
And all tkriek out, He dies! t.e 'dies !
When, bark ! the lofty trumpet founds,
- The mark is hit!'my child is {ree |
fato his Father’s arms he bounds,
Liifpir’d by love and liberty.,
And now each valiant Swifs his joy partakes,

For mountains ring,

Whitit the, Rg, .

------
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Qb ’f.be Moment was ﬁ;d. w o

OH the moment was fad when my Tove ami I

L% partedys s sl |
Savourna Delifh, Shina rh C)lid o l

As 1 kifs’d off her tears, I was nigh broken-hearted, | -
Savourna Delith, Shinagh, Oh! . i
Wan was her cheek, which hunn‘ on my fhoulde er, j

Damp was her hand, no marble was coidur, :
1 felt that I neveriagain thould behold her, ’ i
bavourna Dc—.hﬂl, Shmaéh Oh - ek i

il |

&

V\ hen the word of command put our men into mo- |
tion, il
Savourna Delifh, Shinagh, Oh ! 5 !!

I buckled on my knapfack to crofs the wide ocean, |
Savourna Delifk, Shinagh, Oh! & ,
Brifk were our trocps, all roaring like thunder, O
Pleas’d with the voyage, 1mpauent for p! uuddr, : ,§
My boiom wirh grief wasalmolt torn afunde: i
Savourna Delifh, Shinagh, Oh! f

i

|

|

!
Long I fouglht for my country, tar from my troe. ‘
love, | 8
Savourna Delith, Shinagh, Oh! | ik
Il my pay and my booiy 1 ‘hoarded for you, love,
+ Savourna Delith, Shinagh, Oh!

race being proclaxm’d I 1eturn’d from the ﬂﬂug“

ter,

inded at home—my {weet girl,
it forrow, alas! to the cold grav ve had brought her,

i
Savourna Delith, Shigagh, Oh!




The Coitage on the Moor.
: Y mam is no more, and my dad in his grave,
L Little orphans are fifters and 1, {a dx) paor,
Indullry our wealth, and no dwelling we have,
But yon neat little cottawe, that flanids”on the
(e DS 9970)0) N ks i

The lark’s early fong does to labour invite
Contented' we jull keep the wolf from the door ;-
, And Pheebus, retiring, tript home with delight,

To our neat little cottage, that ftands on the MocT.

| ¢ arhicpa You pea Linte cottage,. &e.,

Our medls are but homely, mxth {'“ ectenc our Lneerq
Affection’s our inmate, the guelt we aﬁr\re,

i  And heart-eafe and Lealth ma ke A paaacegpgear _
Of our neat little corrage that flands on the mMoer ;
i . Yon neat lietle cottdO’* P rernntod bW
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