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The bonny Scotch Lad and his Bonnet Jo Blue.

T Kingfton upon Hull, a town in Yorkfhire,
I lived in fplendour and free from love’s care,
I rolled in riches and had fweethearts not a few,
I’'m wounded by a benny boy and his bonnet fo blue,

There came a troop of foldiers, & foon you fhall hear,
TFrom Scotland tec Woolwich, abroad for to {teer:
'There is one among them I with I’d ne'er knew,
He s a benny Scotch lad and his bofinet {o biue.

His cheeks are like the rofes, hiseyes like the ﬂoes,
Te 15 handfome andrproper; and kills where he goes;
He is handiome and proper, and comely for to view,
tHe’s a bonny Scotch lad and his bonnet {o blue.

When I go to my bed I can find no relt,

The tho mes of my truelove ftillrun in my breafl,
The un;u;th of %y true love fiil run in my view,
He’s a bo my Ss.otcz laa and his Bsonnet {o blue,

Early in themmorning, when I rofe from my bed,
I called upon Sally, that is my waiting m»zd
To drefs me as'fine as her two hands could d

P’il away and fee the lad 2nd his | bonget {0 blw.

She was inftantly d efls’d, and parade did attend,
Where fhe taod with patience to hear her love n«zm’d
Charles Stewart. they do call him, my love did renew,
Once a prince of that name wore a bonnet {0 blue.
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My love pafs’d by me with his gun in hig hand,

I (trove to tpeak to him, but-all was in vain,
I firove to Ipeak to him, but away quite he flew,
My heart it went with him and his bonnet {o blue.

She fays, My dear laddie, P’li buy your difcharee,
I’ll free you trom a foldier, and fet you at large;
I'll free you from a foldier if your heart it be true,
- And you’ll ne’er wear a ftain on that bonnet {o blue.

g e fays, My dear lady, you’ll. buy my difcharge,
f{ You’li free me from a foldier and fet me at large ;
" For your kind offer I’mi obliged to you,

And I'll ne’er wear a {tain on that bonnet {fo blue.

i
it I have a dear lafs in my own country, ‘
I’li ne’er forfake her for her poverty,
Lo the girl that 1 love 1 will always prove true, it
And Pll ne’er wear a {tain on that ponaet {o blue.
I’ll fend for a limner from London to Hull,

To draw my love’s picture out in the full,
Set it in my chamber, keep it clofe in my view,
And D’ll think on the lad, for his heart it is true.

The Blackbird.

r PON a fair morning, for foft recreation,
| I heard a fair lady was making her moan,
Vhth ﬁphmg and fobbing, and fad lamentation,
vaying, ;y blackbiid molt royal has flown.
- My thoughts they deceive me,
Reflecuions do grieve me,
And I am o’erbu:den’d with fad mifery;
Yet, it death thould blind me,
As true love inclines me,
My blackhxrd Pl feel. eut whexever he be.
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Once in fair England my blackbird did flourith,
He was the chief flower that ia it did spring ;
Prime ladies of honour his perfon did nourifh,
Becaufe he was the true fon of a king:
But fince that falfe fortune,
 Which ftill 1s uncertain,
Has caufed this parting between him and me,
His name I’ll advance,
In Spain and in France,
And feek out it blackbird wherever he be.

"The birds of the foreft all met together,

The urtle has chofen to dwell with the dove ;

m refolv’d, in foul or fair weather,
in the {oring to feek out my love.
[e’s all my hedr s treafure,
vly joy and my pleafure;
And jultly (my love) my heart follows thee,
Who art conftant and kind,
| Axnd courageous of mind,
Al blifs on my blackbird, wherever he be.

In England my blackbird and I were together,
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Alas ! he was forc’d from thenee to depart,
In Scotland he’s deem’d, :
And highly elteem’d,
In Env’mnd he memeth a firanger to be;
Yet his fame fhall remain
In France and in Spaing
Al blife to my blackbird wherever he be,

iere he Was {till noble and gen’rous ot heart ;
W
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What if the fowler my blackbird has taken,
Then fighing and {fobbing will be all my tune ;
But if he is fafe, I’ll not be forfaken ;
And hope yet te fee him in May or in June.
For him through the fire,
; Through mud and through mire,
Pl go; for Ilove himto {fuch a degree,
Who is conitant and kind,
And noble of mind,
Deferving all bleflings, wherever he be.
It is not the ocean can fright me with danger,
Nor though, like a pilgrim, I wander forlorn ;
I may meet with friendthip of one is a ftranger,
More than of one that in Britain is born.
I pray heaven fo fpacious,
Tc¢ Britam be gracious,
Tho’ fome there be odious to both him and me ;
Yet joy and renown,
And-lavrels fhall crown
My blackbird with homeur, wherever he be.

My Sailor dear fhall guard my Pillow.

H, when my love 1s gone from me,
Again to brave the ftormy fea,

How oft will whiftling winds, at night,

My timid, love-lorn heart affright,
While lymg on my ﬂaeplefs pzllow,

} hisher & Ah mel: | x

“ My love’s at {ea,

«« And tofs’d upon the rou‘mg billow.”
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But {hou]d mv {ailor die at fea,
Alas! what will become of me?
Poor Betfey's crazy fenfes fled, }
With garlands the will bind her head ;
And all beneath yon drooping wﬂlow,
She’ll figh, ““ Ah me, ,
“ My love’s at fea, | .
* And tofs’d upon the roaring billow.”

Ah! no—he will return to me, E
Nor brave again the foaming fvas & ’?7
Then in his B\,tfey S lon@rmg arms,
Awa kmg ott to love’s alarms,
My failor dear fhall guard my pillow ;
No more at fea,
Away from me,
Nor tofs’d upon the roaring billow.

¥@‘

Bundle of Truths.

13 ARNEY Bodkin broke his nofe,
Want of money makes us fad,

Without feet we can't have toes,

Crazy foiks are always mad
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A farthing rufhlight’s very {mall,
Doctors wear large bufhy wigs,
One that’s dumb can never bawl,
Pickled pork is made of pigs.
Right fal de riddle del,
- A yard of pudding’s not an ell,
. Not forgetting didderum hi,
© A tailor’s goote will never fly,

Patriots fay they’ll mend the nation,
Pigeons will make pretty pies,
Lawyers deal in botheration,
A gun’s too big for {hootmg flies ;-
Irifh whitky’s very good,
Lundy-foot will make you fneeze,
© A barber’s block 1s made of wood,
¢ Pepper’s good with butter’d peas.
| Right fal, &e,

Times will grow better never fear,
Old maids in fcandal take ddzg;h
Candles now are very dear,
Roguery will come to :ight;
Chick angloves a’nt made tor pigs,
Very {eldom afles die,
Plum-— udding fhould be ftufi’d with figs,
lhe monumEt is very high.

Rl@m f'u &ca
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Puppet-fhows young folks amufe,
Chriltmas comes but once a year,
Wooden legs wear out no thoes,
Five-pence is a quart of beer
We all {hall live until we die,
Barney leave the girls 2lone,
Catfup’s not good with apple-pie,
Churchwardens’ hearts are made of {tone.
Riglit fal, &c.

Garters keep the ftockmgs T A
All bakers are not honest men,
When.a.dog’s you ing he’s call’d a pup,
The cock is tougher than the hen ;
Frenchmen can run very well,
Turtle foup is very nice
Boney a fat lie can tell,
Toafted cheefe is bait for mice.
Right fal, &e.

Tailors cabbage all your cloth,
Shins of beef are vcry touwh,
fhm nery is juft like froth,
Mrs Clarx is up to fnuft.
Jolly tars are fo*‘fi of fun,

¢ God. fave the king,” we’ll nobly fhom,
And now, g{‘w:i foliss, my fong is done,
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Nobody knows what *twas abeut.
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