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Sweet Willy o the Green.
% IN Tay’s {iweet pleafant banks,

8.~ Where fo carelefsly I flray’d,
They call’d me bonny Bell,

Once the winfome iaucﬂnng Maid,
My time I fpent in vain,
I f{ang frae'morn till c’en,

When firft I gain’d the charms

O fweet Will ly 0’ the Green, |
Wi’ his een fae briat, fhines wi’ delight,
Nane.dance or pipe like Willy,
The Shepherd’s art bas won my heart,
I {igh for bouny Willy, I figh for bomw
Wil

He dances wi' his iafs,
And he fings wi’ muckie gle
Hene \_’C},. talks of love,
But he fighs and looks at me
1 ken helo’es me wecl,
1 kenweel by his een,
'That foon 1 {‘mll be bltfs’d
Wi fweet Willy o’ the Green,

‘Wi’ Ius een-fae brig ht &:c.

At kirk or 0’ the green,
O he ,oak fe like 2 lc“ld
Nae lad that e’er was feen,
Can be wi’ him compar’d.




The laifes like him weel,
They praife his {parkling een,
And they cock their caps to gain
Sweet Willy o’ the Green,
WY his een fae bright, &c.

The Yorkfhire Concert.

LY. a Yorfhireman juft come to town,
And my coming to town was a gay day,
For fortune has here {et me down, -
Waiting gentlemen to 2 fine lady,
My lady gives galas and routs,
And her treats of the town are the talks
here, |
But nothing Ize feen hereabouts
Equals one that was given in Yorkfhire.
- R1 tol, &c.

Johnny Fig was a green and white grocer,

In bufinefs as brifk as an cel, fir; :
None than John to his thop could ftick

clofer, :

But his wife thought it quite ungenteel, fir.
Her neighbours refolv’d to cut out,

And aftonilh the ruftic parithoners,
She invited them all fo a rout, fir,

And ax’d all the village muficianers. -

' Ri tol, &c.
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The company met gay as larks, fir,
. Drawn forth all as fine as blown rofes;
The concert commenced withthe Clerk, fir,
Who chaunted the Vicar and Mofes.
The Barber fung Gallery of wigs, fir;
The Gemmen all faid *twas the dandy;
And the ladies encor’d Johnny Fig, fir,
VWho volunteer’d Drops of Brandy.
e e WY ol &,

¢«  'The Baker he fung a good batch, {
While the Lawyer, for harmony willling,
With the Bailiff he join’d in the catch,
And the the notes of the Butchers were ‘
killing. : *
The Wheelwright he put in his {poke,
‘T'he Schoolmafter flogg’d on with furor,
~“Fhe Coalman he play’d the Black Joke,
And the Fithwoman fung a Bravura.
| ~ Ritol, &c.

To firike the aflembly with wonder,
Mifs fereams a Quintette loud as Bo-

Soon  awak’d farmer Thrafher’s dog
Thunder, ‘

W ho, {tarting up, join’d in the chorus.
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While a Donkey, the mexod‘y making,
Chim’d in too, which made a wag {ay, fir,
Attend to the Reétor of Barking’s

Duet with the Vicar of Bray, .
Ri tol, &c.

A brine tub, half full of beef{alted,

Madam Fighad trick’d out for a fe A LT
W here the Llylm to {ing was exalted,
But the cov’ring crack’d under his feet, {ir.
Snip was fous’d in the brine, but {oon ris-

ing,

Baul’d out, while thLy wuﬂ'h d at his

grief, fir,
Is it a matter fo monftrous furpriling,

To fee pm‘dcd cabbage with b *Of fir,

R tol, &c,

To'a Ball after the Concert gave way,
And for dancing no foul could be riper;
50 ftruck up the Devil to Pay,
While Johnny Fig paid the Piper ;
But the beft thing ¢ came after the B'IH
For to finifh the whole with’ pezfectlon,
Madam Fig ax’d the Gentlefolksall
'lo fup of a cold Collection.
1 &1 tol, &c,




L'he Yorkfhire Irifbmans

Y father wasonce a great marchant,

As anyin Ireland was found,

But faith heould never fave a fhiiling,
I'ho’ tatoes he fold by the pound ;

S0, fays he to my mother, one night,
1o England fuppofe you and [ go,

And the very gext day, by moonlight,

_ They took leave of the county of Slige.

\ Fal de raly &c.

Thafthe land is all covered with water,
"Twixt England and Ireland, you’ll own;
And fingle misfortunes, they fay,
1o Irifhmen never come alone -
Somy father, poor man! was fisft drown’d,
T'hen thipwreck’d in failing from Cork,
But my mother,—fhe got {afe to land,
- #nd a whifky-fhop open’d in York.
Yal de ral, &c

Jufta year after father was dead—
One night, at five i’ th’ morn,

An odd accident happen’d te me,
Vor’twasthen, that myfelf was firft born;

L, .
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All this, I've been told by my mammy,
And; furely {he’ﬂ not tell me wrong,
But I don’ { remember nought of i it,

’Caze it happen’d when 1 were quite
young. ool aom deral et

- On the Yery fame day, the next year,
(For fo ran the ftory of mot xer,)
The fame accident happeﬂ d again,
But not to me then, that were bmther o
So twas {ettled. by ol, father Luke,
Who diffolv’d all our fam iy mxs
As we both were born on the £ ame, day,;
That we (artmly muit hw“ Deen twins.

1* }ae 1al &XC.

"Tiwas agreed I fhould not go to {chool,
As !ear'nnu I never thould wa: nt,
Nor would 'hcy e’en teach mie to 1ead
For my genus thoy {aid it would cramp :
Now this genus of mine.~——where it lny—
Do but hiten a while, and you’ll hear—-— |
“T'wasin drawing—not hndfmpes and pic-
tares s | :
No—min was for drawm@; of beer.
| Fal de ra &cg.

Some with on Ey ) ewenf Heﬂ
But i, it appears, bad gm nvo, =
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Por when 1 had drawn off tome beer, 1
I’d a genus for drinking it too: ‘
At laft I was drawn up to town,
f@ithouf‘ 1n my pocket afarden,
But fince ’ve earn’d many a crown,
By the fhop here in fweet (_‘ommo:;
Garden, - <. ¥l de-ral, &e.

Now the end of my fong’s drawing near,

'l tell ye-—-but that’s nothmff new,
Now sl my ambition’s to try,

And to do what I can, to draw you ;
In which, if I do not Amcred ' '

And my etforts beguile you of pam
Tentreat you’ll not wait to be alk’d,

To come often and lee me again.

}*ai de ral, &c.

The Woodland Maid.

T YHE woodiand maid, my beauty’s queen !
i_ In Nature’s fimple charm array’d,

L'bis heart fubdues j—that matchlefs mien
Still binds me to the woodland maid.

Let others {igh for mines of gold,
For wide domain, for gay parade;
I would, unmov’d fuch toys behold,
Po Tefs’d of thee, fweet woodland maid,

FINIS.
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