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2  T H E  ST O R M .
C E a ſe, rude Boreas, bluſt ’ring railer, 

L ift ye landſmen all to me,
M eſſmates hear a brother ſailor, 
Sing the dangers o f the ſea ;

From bounding billows firſt  in motion, 
W hen the diſtan t whirlwinds riſe,
To the tempeſt-troubled ocean, 
Where the ſeas contend with ſkies.

L IVELY.
H ark ! the boatsſ wain hoarſely bawling, 
B y  topſail ſheets, and haulyards ſtand !
D own top-gallants quick be hauling ? 
D ow n your ſta y -ſails hand, boys, hand !
N o w  it ſreſhens, ſet the braces ; 
Q uick the topſail ſheets let go ;
Luff, boys, luff, don’t make w ry  faces ; 
U p  your topſails nimbly clew.

S LOW.
N ow  all you on dow n-beds ſporting, 
Fondly lock ’d in beauty’s arms,
Freſh enjoyments wanton courting, 
F ree from all but love’s alarms,----
Bound us roars the tempeſt  louder ; 
Think what fear our mind enthralls,
H arder yet, it yet blows harder, 
N o w  again the boatſwain calls.

Q UICK.
T h e top-ſail-yards point to the wind boys, 
See all clear to reef each courſe !
L et the fore-ſ heets go, don’t mind, boys, 
Though the weather ſhould be worſe ;
Fore and aft the ſprit-ſail yard get, 
R eef the mizen, ſee al l clear.
H and up ! each preventer-brace ſet, 
M an the fore-yard ; cheer, lads, cheer !

S LOW.
N o w  the dreadful thunder’s roaring ! 
P eals on peals contending claſ h !
On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, 
In our eyes blue lightenings fl aſh !
One wide water all around us, 
A l l  above us one black ſk y  !
D iff ’rent deaths at once ſurround us ! 
H ark  ! what means that dreadful cry ? 

Q UICK.
The fo remaſt ’s gone, cries ev’r y  tongu e out 

O ’er the lee twelve feet ’bove deck,
A  leak beneath the cheſt-tree's ſprung out, 
Call all hands to clear the wreck ;
Q uick  the lanyards cut to pieces,  
Come, my hearts, be ſto u t and bold !
Plumb the well, the leak increaſes, 
Four feet water in the hold.

S LOW.

W hile o’er the ſh ip wild waves are beating 
W e for wives or children m ourn;
Alas ! from hence there’s no retreating; 
Alas ! from hence there’s no return ;
Still the leak is gaining on us, 
Both chain pumps are choak’d below,
Heaven have mercy here upon us ! 
For only that can ſave us now !

Q UICK.
O ’er the lee-beam is the land, boys, 
Let the guns o’er board be thrown,
T o the pump come every hand, boys, 
See our mizen-maſt  is gone ;
The leak we’ve found, it cannot pour faſt ,  
W e ’ve lighten’d her a foot or more,
U p and rigg a ju ry  fore-maſt .  
She rights, ſhe rights, boys ! wear o ff ſhore,
N ow  once more on joys we’re thinking, 
Since kind fortune ſpar’d our lives,
Come, the can, boys, let’s be drinking, 
T o  our ſ weethearts and our wives ;
Fill it up, about ſhip wheel it, 
Cloſe to the lips a brimmer join,
W here’s the tempeſt  now ? who feels i t ! 
None ? our danger’s drown’d in wine.

P A T R I C K  O ’N E A L .
O  ye ſ ons o f Hibernia who ſnug on dry 

land, [w hiſk y  in your hand, 
A l l  round your ſparkling tu rf fires, with
D rin k  a health to la me fa, and think on 

t h e  b o y s  [and noiſe ; 
That's fighting your battles, thro’ tempeſt
O  attend to m y ditty, as true I  declare, 
Such ſ wimmings and linkings will make 

you all ſtare, [  
at my tail, Such norms, ſquibs, and crackers all w h iz’d
Since the preſſgang laid hold of  poor 

Patrick O ’Neal.



O  it was April the firſt I  ſet off like a fool 
From Kilkenny to Dublin, to ſee Larry

Tool, [ wrote down, 
M y mother’s third couſin, who oft had 
Begging I would come and ſee how he 

flouriſh’d in to w n ; [place,
But I ſcarce put my foot in that terrible  
W hen I met with a ſpalpeen, who ſwore 

to my face, [without fail,
H e beckon’d to a preſſgang, w ho came 
And ſo o n  neck and heels carry'd poor Pa- 

trick O 'N eal.
T h e next m o rnin g  they ſail'd from Dublin 

w ith their prey, [the way,
I was half ſtarv ’d and ſea ſi c k  the reſt  of 
N ot a mileſton e I ſaw , nor a houſ e, nor a

bed, [Spithead,
It was all water and ſky till we came to 
Then thcy call’d up all hands, hands and 

feet ſoon obey’d, [toes with a  ſpade,
I w iſh ’d m yſelf at home digging pota-

For the firſt  ſight I ſaw caus’d m y ſpirits 
to fail, [Patrick O ’Neal.

It  was a great big ſwim ming caſt le fo r  poor
O  this terrible monſte r  roll’d about on the 

tide, [in his ſide,
And two great row  of teeth were ſtuck faſt
They bid me to mount, and deſir’d me to 

keep [ should trip, 
A  faſt  hold w ith my trotters, for fear I
So I let go  my hands, to hold faſt  with 

my toes, [head goes, 
B u t the ſhip gave a reel, and down my
I plumpt down in the wrater, and ſplaſh'd 

like a whale, [Patrick O 'N eal. 
B ut w ith boat-hooks they fiſh’d up poor
Then amidſt  ſhouts, je ſt s ,  and laughter, 

they hoiſte d  me in, [  and din,
 T o that huge wooden world, full o f ' riot
O  what rings and w h a t pullies, what ſt ic k s 

met my eye,   [hung out to dry, 
And how large were the ſheets that they

jO  it ſeem’d like Noah's ark, ſtu ff  ’d w ith  
with different gueſts ,  [ beaſt s, 

Hogs, pedlars, geeſe, ſailors, and all other
Some drank bladders of gin, and ſome 

pitchers o f ale,

And they ſung, curſt and laugh'd at 
p oor Patrick O ’Neal.

Then a  rough mouth'd rapſcallion on deck 
did advance, (  all prance, 

So hoarſe he whiſtled , which made them
Upon the ropes ſome like monkeys ran, 

ſome I declare (  air, 
Like gibbets or rope-dancers hung in the
When they clap’d on the capſtern , as I  

afterwards found, 
W here a chap ſat and fi f ’d whilſt  they 

twirl’d him around,
So the ſhip rais'd her anchor, ſpread her 

wings and ſet ſail, (  O ’Neal . 
W ith a freight of live lumber, & Patrick
Then to go down below I expreſs’d a great 

wiſh, (  n y  fiſh, 
W here they l ive under w ater, like s o ma-
They clap’d me in a  meſs with ſome more 

of the crew, (  me burgoo, 
They told me t was banyan-day, and gave
For a bed they had a ſack hung as high 

as my chin, (  get in. 
They call’d it a hammock, and bade me
I laid hold, made a jump, but m y footing 

being frail, (  O ’ Neal. 
O it ſwung m e clean over, poor Patrick
W ith ſome help I got in, where I rock’d 

all the night, (  terrible fright, 
But when day broke my reſt ,  I awoke in a
U p hammocks, down cheſts, they cry’d 

out from all parts, (went my heart, 
Here a French ſhip in ſight, ,and down
Then to a gun I  was ſlation’d , they cry’d 

with an oath, his mouth, 
T o pull off his breeches and unmu zzle
T hey took off  the apron that cover’d his 

tail, (  trick  O ’Neal. 
A n d  his leading ſtrings gave to poor P a -
Th en  our thick window ſhutters were 

pull’d up with ſpeed, ( gliſh breed, 
A n d  we ran out our bull dogs o f true E n-
The captain cry ’d E n gland and Ireland, 

my boys, (a noiſe, 
W h en  he mention’d Ireland m y heart made
T h en the noiſe o f  our guns did the French- 

m a n  d e f t ,



4 They clap fire on his bacK, and bid him 
let fly, (  b y  th e  tail, 

S uch a crack made me jump, tho’ I held
B ut the creature leap’d back, and knock’d 

down poor Patrick O ’Neal.
T hen  we rattled away, by my foul hob or 

nob, (  a  b ad  job, 
T i l l  theFrenchman gave up as he thought
Then to tie him behind a large cord they 

d id  bring, (  a  ſtrin g ; 
A nd w e tow’d h im along like a pig  in
S o  hom e to old England we dragg'd the 

F rench boy, (  for jo y , 
O  the ſi ght o f the land made me ſea ſick
Then they made afreſh peace, when the 

war grew too ſtale, (  Patrick O ’N eal. 
And they ſet all hands adriſt with poorSo 

now  on dry land a ſafe courſe I can 
ſteer, cat don’ t fear, 

T h ’  cat-head, th ’ cat-block , or boatſwain’s
W h ilſt  there’s a  ſh ot in the locker, I ’ll  

ſing, I 'll be bound, (  round 
A n d  Saturday night ſhall laſt  all the week
But if  peace grows too ſleeply, and war 

calls amain, 
By the pipers o f Linſte r  I ’ll venture again,

I ’ll make another dry voyage and bring 
home a freſh tale, (  Patrick O ’Neal. 

T h a t you will cry till you laugh at poor

T H E  S C O U T S  O F  T H E  C I T Y

0  ye gentlemen, give hear to my ditty, 
'Tis as true a one as ever you did hear,
I ts how we ſerv’d the ſcouts in the city , 
O  theſe raſcals y o u ’ d  never need to fear, -
Y o u  muſt know from the rum k en w e 

bundl’d, 
W here the glims we all darken’d in a trice
A n d  turning the corner of O ld  B e d la m , 

T h e  ſcouts they laid me fl at on my face,
I n o  ſooner then the b low had recover’d,  
Then I got up and ſto o d  upon my pins,
Saying b.......ſt your eyes you old b.........r, 
I  will m ake your old lanthern jaws to ring
Then his rattlew ent to w 0rk ſo freely, 
I ding'd it clean out o ſ his hand,
And I gave him ſuch a fa l l  ſrom my hip,

T h at his caniſter w ent ſla p  ’gainſt  the ſt and
T hen one of  m y companions coming up, 
When he heard the report of the blow,
Saying well  dohe my nice one, you have 

done it, 
T o  another o f theſe raſcals we will go,
But as we were r olling along, 
A  night guardian we found faſt  aſle e p,
Then down’d with his box in a minute, 
And t umbl’d the old boooor  in the ſtre e t
Then his lanthern & ſta f f  w e did mizzle, 
And we kick ’d them about in the ſtreet,
And while we were at our diverſion, 
A  rolling young doxy we did meet ;
She was one that follo w ’d the game, O, 
H er ſnooz e it was in the Back-lane,
Where we all had a flap at her muzzle, 
And we leſt the little doxy again.
Then we all took our leaves of the damsel, 
And away to the apple did ſteer,
W here a row was kick’d up in a minute,  
The old cock he began for to ſwear;
Crying dooo you the Ormonds are coming 
T o  the ſcout houſe you ſhortly muſt  go,
Never fear lads, we’l l  give them a drubbing 
And ſ ee whether he will or no.
Then the M arſhal and all his attendants, 
So quickly came into the room,
Saying, gentlemen, ’tis a rum kind o f hour, 
And our orders are to ſee you all home;
W e replied, we are all our own maſters, 
W e have liberty to do as we pleaſe ,
W e are reſolv’d to keep up the frolic, 
I f  we die we’ll go merry to our graves.
Y ou  m ay be d......, & all your attendants, 
For none o f  us will take your advice,
A nd if  ye are not gone in a minute. 
Y our glims ſhall be dark' d  in a trice ;
Then like heroes we gave them battle, 
And we ſhew’d them ſ uch gallows fine play
H alf a dozen lay flat on their backs. 
W h ile the other ſcouts were glad to g et 

away.
O  we made them remember the Apple, 
T h e A p p le which they thought ſo ſweet,
Y e t  if I  am not m iſtaken , 
T hey met with a ſour retreat ;



W e bang'd the Marshall and all his at­
tendants, 

U ntil the claret from their heads did run,
W ell pleas’d at our night’s diverſion, 
So contended all together we roll’d home.
So I have no pity for theſe raſcals, 
And the reaſon is I ’ll tell you very plain,
A s  young men in the ſtreets are walking, 
Each night in the watch-houſe are de­

tain’d,
The next morning before Juftice W . . . . .  
For ſoldiers or ſailors are ſent,
B ut I hope the lads that are left behind, 
W ill bang them to their hearts content.

T H E  L A S S  O F  O C R  A M .

I B U I L T  my love a gallant ſhip, 
And a ſhip o f Northern fame ;
And ſ uch a ſhip as I did build, 
Sure there was never ſeen,
For her ſides were all of beaten gold, 
A n d  the doors were of block tin,
And ſuch a fine ſhip as I built, 
There ſure never was ſeen.
And as ſhe was ſailing all alone, 
She eſpy’d a proud merchant man,
Come ploughing all over the main, 
T h ou  faireſt  of  all creatures ſaid ſhe,
I am the laſs o f O cram, 
Seeking for Lord  Gregory.
I f  you are the Laſs of Ocram, 
A s  I take you for to be,
Y ou  muſt  g o to yonder iſland, 
There Lord Gregory you'll ſee.
I t  rains upon my yellow  locks, 
And the dew falls upon my ſkin,
Open the gate Lord Gregory, 
And let your true love in.
I f  y ou’re the L aſs o f Ocram, 
A s I take you not to to be.
Y o u  muſt  mention the three tokens 
W hich paſt between you and me.
D o n ’t you remember, Lord Gregory, 
One night upon my fa th er's hill,
W ith you I ſw ap’d my linen fine, 
It was ſore againſt  my w i l l  ;
F or mine was o f the Holland fine. 

And yours but o f Scots cloth. 5
For mine coſt  a guinea a yard, 
And your’s but five groats.
I f  you are the L a ſs o f O cram , 
As I think you not to be,
Y ou muſt  mention the ſecond token 
That paſs’d between y ou  and me.
D on ’t you remember, Lord Gregory, 
One night in my father’s park,
W e ſ wap’d our two rings, 
It was all in the dark ;
For mine was of the beaten gold,  
And yours was of block tin.
A n d  mine w as true love without, 
A n d  yours all falſe within.
I f  you are the laſs of Ocram, 
A s I take you not to be,
Y ou  muſt  mention the third token 
W hich paſs’d between you and me.
D o n 't you remember, Lord Gregory , 
O ne night in my father’s hall,
W here you ſto le  my maiden-head, 
W hich was the w orſt  o f all.
Begone, you baſe creature, 
Begone from out of the hall,
O r elſe in the deep ſeas 
Y o u  and your babe ſhall fall.
Then who will ſ hoe m y bonny feet, 
A n d  who will cloſe my hands,
A n d  who w ill lace my waiſt  ſo ſm all,  
Into a landen ſpan,
And who will comb my yellow locks, 
W ith  a brown berry comb,
And w ho's the father of m y child, 
I f  Lord Gregory is none ?
L e t  your brother ſhoe your bonny feet, 
Let your siſte r  cloſe your hands,
Let your mother lace your w aiſt  ſo  ſmall , 
Into a landen ſpan ;
Let your father comb yo ur yellow locks, 
W ith  a brown berry comb,
A nd let God be father o f  your child, 
For Lord Gregory is none.
I dreamt a dream, dear mother 
I could w iſh to have it read,
I ſaw  the L aſs o f Ocram 
A  floating on the flood.



6  Lie ſtill, my deareſt  ſon, 
And take thy ſ weet reſt ,
I t  is not half an hour ago, 
The maid paſt this place.
0  curſed be you, mother, 
And curſed may you be.
That you did not awake me, 
W hen the maid paſs’d this way ;
I  will go down into ſome ſilent grove, 
M y ſad moan for to make,
It  is for the L a ſs of Ocram, 
M y poor heart it now will break.

H E S S E Y  M O O R  B A T T L E .

A ll you that do delight in Bellona's drums 
to hear, (  down by me here. 

A ll you that do love fighting, come ſit
And liſten  to my muſe awhile, who in a 

humble pleaſant ſt ile   (  declare 
W ent about for to compile news to de-
H o w  the cavaliers and the noble Peers, 

were forc’d to yield, 
And how their haughty worſhips were 

forced from the field.
There was Newcaſtle , Cavandiſh, moſt fa­

mous in the wars, 
W h o Britiſh ſwords did brandiſh amidſt 

Y o rk ’s ſtately bars,
Thinking thoſe ſtro n g holds to keep, 
W inding themſelves in trenches deep,
Either dead or faſt aſleep , but mark! then  

it was,  ( through a g laſs, 
From a lofty tower, in a fatal hour,
H e  cry ’d, to his wonderful amaze, full 

forty thouſand enemies !
O  then what loud alarms, the drums and 

trumpets fend, ( defend ; 
For all men to prepare their bulwarks to
L ord  Fairfax round heads many be full 

faſt advancing,  
T h en , ſaid he, they ſwear to be reveng’d 

on me for W hisket-H ill:
Then let them come and ſpare not, for I 

vow I care not, I 'll ſtand my ground,
Though a Baſhtly and Kim bokon ſ wear 

they beſiege me round.
Then with flags of defiance this p roud 

Lord he diſplay’d,

T h o ’ their men be like giants we’ll beat ’em 
back he ſaid,

For words they are but wind, and two o f 
them to a bargain goes

For we never found them ſo kind as to 
meet us on the plain,

B ut in their camp and trenches, with 
their ſhort heel’d w euches, lay lurking 
then, (  them in again. 

Y et over as they peep’d, we whipp’d
Prince Rupert he was walking between 

Oxford and W ales, (  enemy prevails, 
Hearing of the woeful tidings, how the
A t  which ſad news he waxed wroth,  

marching from the pleaſant ſouth, 
Down into yonder north cold mouth, but 

then our lads did meet them, (  ſort, 
And on this wife did greet him after ſuch a
As if  they had been brought up at M o­

rocco Court. (  cious plain, 
Four miles from Y ork  city there lies a ſpa-
Being void o f all pity met thoſe armies 

twain ; ( to get the victory, 
Then one the other did defy, both hop’d 
Y et none did know, but God on high, 

how it muſt be, 
For when the drums did rattle, then be­

gan the battle, trumpets then did found, 
Sure never braver ſoldiers e’er died on E n ­

gliſh ground.
Thirty thouſ and gallant ſoldiers Prince 

Rupert brought along, 
And the Parliament’s brave forces were 

five and forty ſtro n g  ;
The Prince’s cannon play’d amain, our’s 

roaring anſwer'd them again, 
T ill  many a gentleman was ſla in , and 

none would ſhrink,
U ntil the Scottiſh nation left their dedi­

cation; and full faſt d id fly, 
Then the Prince’s deſperate forces pur- 

ſ u’d them furiouſly .
A ltho’ the round heads many be, they’re 

forc’d to take their w ing you ſee,
T h oſe cowardly blue caps how they run, 

purſue and take them ev’ry one, 
Let none eſcape, for to go home to tell 

what’s done,
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But Crom w ell over-hearing, ſtraight he 

fell a jeering,  
  ( ſtay, If it pleaſe you, m y lads, I’d have 
you to For I hope the game is not loſt, we 

have more cards to 
play. Then cam e the Earl of M ancheſter, 

with his army of troops, ( with hopes, 
Who never was amaz’d, but bravely fill’d
W e fell upon theſe am az'd troops again, 

more like devils then like men,
O  dain ty blades ! but then  cam e dain ty 

Fairfax, like a ſecond Ajax,
With his noble mortal blues,
A n d  h e  h e w ’d  a ll  d o w n  b e fo r e  h im , 

that durſt his cauſe oppoſe. ( the fet, 
F o r a lo n g  tim e to g eth er, ſo  e q u a l w a s  
N o  o n e  d id  k n o w  o n  w h eth er ſid e  o n e  

penny for to bet,
Their weapons were ſo well apply’d both 

on one and the other ſide,
T h e P rin ce, at len gth , for a ll h is p rid e, 

was forced for to yield;
Then with whoop and hollow, all the ar- 

my follow’d, routing them ſore,
S e v e n  th o u ſa n d  w e re  ſla in  a ll o n  th e  

o p en  p la in , w e h ad  th ree  an d  th ey  
had four, B u t then  ſp oke L ord  F airfax, 

let’s do our enemies no 
wrong, F or th ey  fou gh t lik e  lu ſty  lion s 

bereav’d of their 
young, H a d  n o t o u r la d s  ſto o d  ſto u tly  

to  it , w e  ſh o u ld  h a v e  b e e n  r o u te d  
h o r ſe  &  fo o t, T o  g e t  t h i s  w e  h a d  a  

bout, they fought 
like m en ſo ſtout, F or ſom e w ou ld  take 

no quarter, while their ſwords could 
clatter, and 

lives w ere ſpent, It w a s  b ra v e ly  fo u g h t 
on both ſides, for King 

and Parliament. THE VICAR AND 
MOSES. TH ERE w as once it 
is ſaid, When its out of my 

head, A n d  th e r e  to o  y e t  tr u e  is  
my tale, That a big-bellied 

Vicar, Be-pimpled with liquor, 
Could ſtick to no text like 

good ale, Tol lol de rol, &c.

A t  the ſig n  o f the horſe, 
O ld ſpin-text o f courſe, 

Each night took his pipe and his pot ,
O ’er a bowl of brown nappy, 
Q uite jovial and happy, 

T hus ſat this canonical ſot, T o l de rol,
H e one night ’gan to doſe, 
For under the roſe, 

The Prieſt  was that night, non ſe ipſe,
Non ſe ipſe you’ll ſay, 
W h at’s that to the lay ? 

In plain E ngliſh, the Parſon was tipſey,
H is C lerk ſtepping in, 

W ith  a bang-bobbing chin, 
As ſolemn and ſtupid  as may be,

The Vicar he gap’d, 
The Clerk bow’d and ſcrap’ d, 

Saying, pleaſe Sir, to bury a baby.
N ow  our author ſuppoſes, 
T he Clerk’s name was Moſes, 

W ho look’d at his M aſte r  ſo roſy,
W ho blink’d with one eye, 
W ith  his wig all awry, 

And hiccupt, well how is it, M oſey ?
A  child, Sir, is carry’d, 
B y  you to be bury’d, 

B ury me, M oſey, no, that won’t do,
W h y, Lord, ſays the Clerk, 
Y o u ’re all in th e  dark, '

Tis the child’s to be bury’d, not  you,
W ell, M oſey, don’t hurry, 
T h e infant we’ll bury, 

B u t M aſter the corpſe cannot ſt a y ,
A n d  can’t it, for why ? 
For once then we’ll try, 

I f  a corpſe, M oſey, can run aw ay.
B ut Moſes reply’d, 
Sir, the pariſh w ill chide, 

For keeping them out in cold weather,
Then M oſey, quoth he, 
You may tell ’em from me, 

I 'll bury them w arm all together.
B u t, Sir, it rains hard, 
Pray have ſome regard, 

R egard! M oſey, that makes me stay,
For no corpſe, young or old, 

I n  rain can catch cold,



8  But faith, Moſ ey, you and I may,
M oſes begg’d he’d begone, 
Saying, Sir, the rain’s done, 

Pray riſe, and I’ll lend you my hand,
Oh, its hard quoth the Vicar, 
T o  leave this good liquor, 

A n d  go, when I ’m ſ ure I can’t ſtand,
Then the Parſon ſore troubled, 
T o  the church-yard he hobbled, 

Lamenting the length o f the way ,
N ow  M oſey, quoth he,  
W ere I a Biſhop, d’ye ſ ee, 

I  neither need walk, preach, or pray.
When he came to the grave, 
Says he, M oſey, a ſtave, 

L ord, w here's my tobacco box hid,
I proteſt this faſt  walking, 
Prevents me from talking, 

So M oſey pray give me a quid.
T hen be open’d the book, 

A n d  on it ſeem’d to look, 
B ut over the page only ſquinted,

Saying, M oſey, I ’m vext, 
For I can’t find the text, 

The book is ſo wretchedly printed.
Good people let’ s pray, 
A las, life’s but a day, 

N a y , ſometimes ’tis over at noon,
Man is but a flower, 
C u t down in an hour, 

’ Tis ſtro n g  ale, M oſey, does it ſo ſoon. 
Woman o f Man born, 
T h a t’s wrong the le a f ’s  t orn, 

 O n W om an the natural ſ well is;
T he world would run wild, 
W ere men got w ith child, 

M oſey vou and I might have big bellies.
O ur guts would be preſs’d hard, 
W ere men got with baſtards, 

H o w  natural are our ſ uppoſ es,
W h a t  M idwife could do it, 
She' d be sorely put to it, 

L o rd  bleſs me to lay me and M oſ es.
Neighbours, mind what I ſay, 
W h en its night ’tis not day, 

T h o ’ in former times ſaints could work
Could raiſe from the dead, (  miracles,

There’s no more to be ſaid, 
For M oſey, I ’ve dropt my spectacles.

Come, let us go forth, 
Put the child in the earth; 

D uſt  to duſt ,  then duſt  it away,
For M oſey I truſt, 
W e ſoon ſhould be duſt ,  

I f  we were not to moiſten  our clay.
So one pot more and then, 
M oſes anſwer’d, Am en, 

And thus far we’ve carry’d the farce on,
The taſte  o f the times, 
W ill reliſh our ryhmes, 

W hen the ridicule runs on a Parſon.
But ſatyre deteſt s  
Immorality’s je ſts , 

T h e prophane or immodeſt  expression,
So w e will not be rude, 
But drink as we ſhould, 

T o the good folks of every profession.

W H E R E  IS  M Y  L O V E .

W here is my love, ah, whither flown, 
T he dear feducer o f my heart ?
D u ll are the hours, the moments grown,  
They mock my utmoſt  ſ k ill and art.
The birds no longer chearful ſing, 
T h e  ſong and dance are fled the green,
The bells a mournful peal now ring, 
Lamenting he no more is ſeen.
Silent I tread the orange grove, 
The je ſamine bower, the woodbine ſhade;
W here he oft vow ’d eternal love, 
And I believ’d each w ord he ſaid;
No more they charm, no more they pſeaſe , 
They join in ſympathetic ſighs,
N o t  all their ſ weets can give me  eaſe, 
T ill he returns to  bleſs my eyes.
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