& MOLL’& G’EHGGE.

%xt ye aw‘nle and ’upple a blt. |

The Delights of Wine: - |
\Cale(?amw’ Native Eand!
i P he VVaPrlol Bard | | | ;‘_
Be: adle of thb Pamsh '

¥ T T e e
P g 0 AT

-

Glasgowe~Printed for the Beoxsellers.




MOLLY O'RIGEE, AND TOM TREACLE,

At Cork lived Miss Molly O’'Rigge,
With a nose like the snout of a pig,
Long carroty locks,

And ten pounds in the stocks,

Was the fortune vf Molly O’ Rigge,
What a beautiful Molly O’'Rigge.

Tom Treacle lov’d Moll O’ Rigge,

A pert little tea-dealing prig,

- Says he, Molly my dove,

My heart is brim full of ove.

Savs she, Grocer, I don’t care a fig,

What a hard hearted Molly O’ Rigge.

1 hate men, quoth Molly O’Rigae.
In love they're a mere whirligig :

But Cornelius O’ Whack,
(Gave her heart such a smack,

That to church they both caper’d a jig,
What a false-hearted Molly O’Rigge.

ie tea-dealer, Molly O’Rigge,
My heart is with jealousy big,

Says th
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Says she, hold yovr clack,

I’'m now Mrs ©¢Whack

I'm no longer Molly O’ Rigge,
Good bye, MlStrebS Moily O’Rigge.

SIT YE AWHILE AND TIPPLE A BIT.

We're gaily yet, and we're gaily yet,
And we’re no yery fou but we're gaily yet,
Then sit ve awhile and tipple a bit,

For we're no very fou but we're gaily yet.

There was a Jad, and they ca'd him Dick,
He gae me a kiss, and 1 bit his lip, i
And down in the garden he shew’d me a tric 4
And we're no very fou, but we're gaily yet.

And we're gaily yet, &ec. |

There were three lads, and they were clad, .
There were three lasses, and them they had, =
Three trees in the orchard are newly SPrUng;. ..
Aund we’s a get geer enough, we’re but voung

And we're gmly yety &c.

Then up wi’'t Ailey, Ailey,
Upiwr't A11y now,

Then up wi't Ailey, quo’ klmmm, Ratah
We's a get roaring fou.s . o C i




- One was kiss'd in the barn, °
Another was kiss’d on the green,
Aund the tother behind the pease—btack
Txh the mow flew up in her e’en. i
R Then up wit.-Ailey, &e.

Mow § fye John Thomson, rin,

(;: 0 ever ye ran in your tife,

Delil get ye, buc b‘ e,-mny dear Jock

There s aman got to bed with your v“&a
pRi Rt T ey up wi't Alley &e.

‘Ihen uwav Jolm Thomson rsn, R

- And I true he ran with speed, |

But, before he had run his length,

~'The false loon had done the deec‘ s
Then up wi't Alley, &e.

Maan We re gfuly yeu, and we're mxly yet,
* And we’re no very fou but. we're gaily yet
'Then sit ye a-while and tlpple a bit, SO
I‘m‘ we're no very fu’ but we're gealy yet, 4

- THE DELIGHTS OF WINE. -

L t's be merry thll jest and song, ,

- Time as he swiftly flies, my boys, | 3
\Will not a second our bliss prolong, |
' But with his scythe mow down our joys




Then seize. hmjl by the ﬁ)re ock, Mntn, |
Pleasure, dww,p it the bowl—
We'll toast each; Iavbhtm lumm souls

0 the deh,gbts wiii Ch wine can give
It every gen’rous bosom ﬁrcq

Can maks the sad again to liye, ,
And adds to Veﬂus fond desires.

Si} Cupid sips the patent draft,
The dittle. ;xmhm diinks to love,

Wihite mortals of the heavy heart,
Cwn it _cgi_t.a_na-l froniaboye.

Sorrow but comes top soon my boye,
 Fill your glass to each beauty bright,
"Palk not 1o us of flames or darts,

We'll drink o1l day, and love all night,
Care,—be thou banish’d from cnr boald
Momus,—assist with all thy crew
Come,— Huamour,—~ape thy merry board.
And——th —assist thy chosen few.

;'}QKLEDONIA! NATIVE LAND |

Natme land ’11 ]ove thee ever, Y
et me ralse the welcome strain ; 1

Mme were bamsh’d feet, that - never
Hop’d to press thy turf again,
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Now these eyes illum’d with gladness,
As they scan’'d thy beauties o’er,
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Nefer again shall melt in' sadness,
Parting to return no nore,
Caledonia, native land, :

~ Native Jand, I'll love the ever.

Native land, tho’ fate may banish,
And cemmand me far to part,

Never can thy mem’ry vanish,
From this glowing, gratefnl heart,

‘Let an Indian solstice burn me, -

Or the snows of Norway chill,
Hither still, my heart, I turn thee,

Here, my country, thou art still,

Caledonia, native land,

Native land, I’ll love thee eyer.

THE WARRIOR BARD.

‘The Minstrel Boy to the war is gone,

In the ranks of death yow'll find him,

His father’s sword he has girded on,
Ard his wild harp slung behind him.—
« Land of song |” said the warrior-bard,

¢¢ Tho’ all the world Bétra‘ys' thee,

¢« One sword, at least thy rights shall guard,\

¢ Qne faithful harp shall praise thee !"
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The minstrel fell l—but the foeman’s chain
Could not bring his ploud soul undc,r,
The harp he lovid ne’er spoke again,
For he tore its cords asunder; :
And said, ¢ No chains shall auxly thee,
« Thou soul of love and bravery !
“ Thylsongs we're made for the pure cmd free
“They shall never sound in slavery.”
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BEEADLE OF THE PARISH.

J I’'m a very knowing prig;
y, With my laced coant ard wig,
" Though they say I am surly and bem:ih y
| Sure I look a maight man,
When I flourish my rattan,
To. fnght the little boys,
Wha in church-time miake 3 noise,
. Because I'm beadle of the Parish.
| Here and there,—every where?
Hollo now,— What’s the row ?
Fine to do,—-'Who are vou?
Why, zounds, I'm the Beadle of the Parish,
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Whenever I come nigh,

How [ make the begears fly,
Mylooks are so angry fmd scarish,

Like other city 1011{5,

|
|
) I do business in the stocks.
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ihat whate’er is ’kosl 1 tell, -8

Tor you know I bear the bell g
Beecause I'm the Beadle of the Parish, ¢
Noise and clattwr,-—-\‘v hat’s the matter ?
Holla, feliow—You are mellow,

Fine to do,—don’t yos see,
\Vh}, znunda-—l n the B~ad1e of tbe Parish.

I'm an officer, don’t laugh,
Bat indeed Iam on the staﬂ"
Awi all sax 1 .do pretty fairish ;
On a Sunday strut ab@ut,
- And I keep the #abible out, -~
The Church-wardens march befor e-,
Just 1o open the pew door,.
Recausa L-am Beaile of the P arishy
Puff away,—merty da',,
Drink about,—-——&:ee it outy -
There will be—snacks for me,
Bocause I the Beadle of the Parish,
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