THE LOSS
ONE HERO.

R, inted and Sold by R. Walkar, nezar (he Duke
Palace, Norwich.

Come all ye lovers true and constant,
Attention tomy mournful song,
Come and pity mv situation,
For in this world 1 can’t live long ;
All for the loss of my sweet Villiam,
e is the lad I do adore;
IFor in the wars as he got wounded,
Never alive I'Hlsce him more.

When firat mytrue love enlisted,
He went on board to eross the main,
And like a Briton fonght most boldly,
e fought lhruugﬁ Portogal, rance,
and Spain,
And to the last deeietve battle
There was struck his fatai bhoow,
And there my William got mortally wotnided
On the plains of W aterloo.

My William wrofe to me a letter,
As he lay bleedmng in his gore,
Fare you well my charming creature,
Never alive to see you more,
I know that you did love e dearly,
Though unconstant [ have becn,
Had I live to sce it over,
Married to you I should have biecen,

Fare vou well my charming creature,
My mortal breath 13 "most restorn’d,
I know that you did love e dearty,
But do not now for me repiiae ;
Farewell, this world 't give to you,
And to all oy joys P'H bid adien,
Forhere my shattere:d bopes lay meuld'ring
All on the plaws ol Waterloe.

My William he s tall and handsome,
[ sheak no lies but tetl the trath;

Near six feet, and in propoition,
[ndeed he was a clever youth,

Now Nancy lays then hroken hiearted,
Full of sorrow, griel, and wee,

ANl for the luss of her sweet VWilliam,
Who fell on the plaws of Waterloo,

Lord Marlborough.

:ir‘hoa ?‘*gn;Ttﬂé' m.lJ nb':mpinni bold that take delight in field,
I y-icld. own palaces and walls but mow to degth muft
mu.t go and face my daring foe with fword '
1" ‘ word and fthield
. w;?:.l iaught with my merry men but now to death ll;[l
. r~

I aman Englithman by birth and ;
In Devonfbire 1 firlt drrlw my Wﬂt}mﬂ:

1 was beloved by all my men, king, and pri ,
1 never fuil’d in any thing but wn:’ great f"mm I_ihm&'

Ji’s good Qeen Anne did - nders .
- !gn. Q. fend us abroad to Fla we
0 leave the banks of Newfoundlaad to f; ' |
VF;- climb’d lofty hills fo high and Gmﬂ::e mi“ﬁﬁw%
That all thefe towns we took to all the world's furprife.

Ring Ch i
gﬁ;ﬁ: the fecoad I did ferve to face our foes ia

" And at the batt'e of Romilies we boldly did advance,

The fun was down, the earth did fhake, [ f; 1
. \ Lo loud
I lghtd?:. my bovs for Englaad’s fake we'll ;in thtd;i‘:lm

Now we have gained the victory and bravely kent the Geld, |

Prifonfr:dm_: have took great numtcers, forced our foes to
yield,

That day my borfe was fhot all by & cannon ball,

As I was mountiog up sgain, my aid-de-camp did fall,

Now on a bed of ficknefs [ am refign’d to di

You generals and champions Mdlfrt:le It:'d:i as
Take you nn_hribcl. bat fland true to your men, '
And fight with courage bold, for Engz.nd again,

Printed and sgld by J. Jennings, 15, Wear-lane,
" Feefatrerty, hoadon.
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With her his faith he- meant to plight,
And told her many a gailant fory,
Till war, theirhoneft joys to blight,

Call'd bim away from lpve to glory,
| I'd him, &s.

Brave Menry met the foe with pride ;
Jane follow'd—fought—ah ! haplefs Resf.
In man's attire, by Henry’s fide,
She died for love and he for glorg.
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Aund whien I am sicomou'd wiers als
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To die iy the ntar.] Wiy

Plucléd the fuirest Hozzer
i Have plucked the AWeete s Aourry,

I have drearmdd in fane v's buwer,
1 have bashed in bieantips Fyes,

[ hav: nungled mejoing sighs,

I have piucked the sweelest & -
2 ull th e wave14 ta hive,

P thie guiliiest man alive,

But gentle inand. e lieve,

I nerer can decos,

M CE e Viur it te
Wit a ok I wit ho,
Wil sl hirigh hica,
Wil a sl booagh he,

Bor cave yourf-reast to heave,

With a sail hrigh hn

But to reise 1n brsuty’s ﬁ'tmr,
Wl buining blush of shate,
O bad the tran 1o stlalt,

Far be it from my heart,

But to raise to Beauty's frame, &ie
Bruch bave sttempts | worm,
To honour | wat bory,

‘Then geatle manilen spare,
The bie art you thas SLBIATF,
Ur the Wil'luw | muv L 1T
With & sad beigh ho, &r
Or the Willow 1 must wrar,

With a sad hegh ho

-[:I OPE told a flattiring
| tale, [ fuen

That jov would soun re.
Ah, nonght my sighs avad,
'or love is doonf'd te
muourn.
Oh, whoere's
goue !
From me forever flown.
The happy dream is o'er
Life, alas ! can charer no
mare,
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Oh! Lady Fair.

On lady fair ! where art thou roaming ?
The sun has sunk, the night is coming,

Stranger, 1 go o’er moor and mountain,
To tell my beads at Agnes’ fountain,

And who is the man with his white locks fowing?
0, lady fair ! where is be going ?
A wand’ring pilgrim weak 1 falter,

!
R e A v pigie vk 11 ‘
3
-1

Chillfalls the rain, night winds ere blowing,

THE Dreary and dark’s the way we’re going,
| Fair lady, rest, till morning bleshes,
\ BA BC AROLE- 'l stre:r for thee a bed of rusnes,
R | Oh, stranger when my beads I’m counting,
i ) e 1"}l bless thy name at Agnes’ fountain.
" LIVEROOL. Thou'lt go tn Agues' shrine to-morrow,
L Goond stranger, when my beads 1I’m telling, e .
‘*r_“"-x - . . My Saints uhaliibltan thy leafy dwelling, . . <uowe. l
. y thld, bow brightly breaks the wmornjng, Strew then, ob strew our bed of rushes, . B
¢ """ ho’ bleak our lot, our hearts are warm ; Here we shall rest till moroing blushes. -
iyl , £, . . -
{ To toil inured, all danger scorning, J
e We’ll hail the breezeand brave the storm. ‘ |
i - LOVE AND
GLORY"
. °
v Put off, put off, our course we know, ;i
] : Take heed, whisper low: ’
E ; ‘ Yourna BHenry was as brave a youth
- Look out and spread your nets with care, As ever grac’d a martial story,
| : And Jane was fair as lovely troth ;
co Take heed, whisper low, She sigh*d for love, und he for glory,
} > JThe prey we seek, we’ll soon ensnare. With her I:li;:'aith he Nx: to plizht,
' ° Ard t)id ber many a gallant story 3
} 3 L ’ T} war, their hﬂﬂﬁ!jﬂ]ﬂ to blight,
\ Away, no cloud is low’ring o’er us, L IPd hia away from love to glory. :
1 . . \ i
| .Freely nim we’ll st‘em tl‘ae wave ; Brave Heory met the foe with ‘:: ﬂ] o |
. Hoist! Hoist ! all sail while full before us,  Jave follow*d—fought—ah, hapless story! ;
. lu man's attire, by Henry’s side,
Hope’s beacon shines to cheer the brave.  She died for love, and he for glory,
. * . Putoff put off, &e.
) A
5 : F3
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¢rod Save the King !

‘Ol save great George onr King !
Long live our noble King!
Gadserve the Klag.
“end hip victorious,

i app v aud glorivus,

Lojg toreig »ver us,
Godens e the Kig, !

) Lo~y (od arise,
sentier his curnies,

And male then: full,
Coufound their politics,
Frustrate their knavich iricks,

* @a thee our hopes are fix’d,

God spve us all !

Thy choistest gifis in store,

* Ou, George ye pleased te powr,

Long may he reign;
May he defend our laws,
Aud cver give us cause,

Ve sing with heart and voive,
. God suve the King .

"The Parson’s Clerk !

-N EAR Moorficlde isa honse of prayer
Which every chapel-goer knows,
" Plous fulks they do gothere.
. Temmsport their Sunday clothes.
‘T'he Parson fill'd with gospel grace,
Could shew good living in lits faee,
- And fruits of the spirit you might trace
In the dark !

Just beneath him did appear,
A man who sung so sweet aad ofear
The hymns for—{wenty pountls a yeay,
The Parson's Clerk .
Mr. Joseph Joshua Twizht,
Alwaysdress’d-as if in print,
His ryes wer= beautifully bright,
‘Fhough they had alittle squint,
Mg gave out 2 hymn, his head he shook,
One eye was fix'd upon the book,
1"other weuld round the ehapel look,
"Ouly mark.
like others, he could not resist,
vinging with a heautiful usual fwist,
‘I e while he beat time with his fist,
I'he Parson’s Clerk
By fate's decvee a rich man died,
Whose widow with much grief&pain
@u Sunday to the chapel hied,
In hopes to wed acain.
T he flesh did the spirit sore assail,
$hc pray’d that her prayers might prevall
And yung as sweet us a nightingale,
Or alark.

Xhe look'd as harmless asa dove, |
Thought love feusts wore feasts of love,
Twrn'd her eyes on heaven above,
And the Parsvu's Clerk!
Mister Twight tho’ his eyes were bud,
A nose so kecn and sha" . bad got,
Iu jess than no time at gil asg*d,
He smelt out what was wh:at.
And scon gave her tounder iand,
By plous talking of wedluse 's Land,
sigh’d sud groan'd, & squtez'd ber hand
Io the derk!
‘A mgenth from the time Lier husband d;ed
At living nlone so much she sigh’d,
she went to Church, and was fairly tied
To the Parsou'’s Clerk !

Ere {hie honey.moon had flown,
‘lis manner semehow seem’d so atrange
He dress'd so spruce—Ilcft her alone
Astonish’d at the change,
Froam righteous paths he turn'd astray,
And even on the Sabbath day,
Drivi] himself in a one- horse thay,
In the Park.
And all the week T don’t inow how,
At singing gless he made arow,
“ (i'orious Apollo !”
A nd got as drunk ur David's row,
‘The Parsou's Clerk’
Oaly a short time after that,
“Fhese revels turn’d to grief and care,
1o was took by n man with a large cock’d
i'eloie the great Lord Mayor;  (hat,

~Chargoes agaiust him not a few,

For heing in love, and being untrue,
Aud children sworn——a dozen oriwo, ¢
Fair-and daik.
And when at the tyuth they did arrive,
Toshow what a rare game he did drive,

"He had three wives beside-=and all alive

The Parson's (lerk!
Committed to Newgatetn deary ccil,
Proofof enilt beyoud &l doubt,
He servéd three vears in Clerkenwell,
Awl then-- quite fresh-~—~came out.
His wives were gous—he knew not where

And what was momre—="me did ot care,
"He wanted a tesde—the wind was fair,

To embark.
For gospel grace his bowels y~arntd,
He had a caH—it was not spurn’d—
And now he‘s n Methodist Parsorn turnfd
T'he Parson's Clerk!

I . . .
Fanny in the Grove.
ANNY was in the grove,

And Lubia her hoy was nigh,

iter eyes were warm with love,
And her sou' wacas warm as her eye.

L if Lubin now wn“'ld aue,
W Lat would pooy Fanny do.

Fanny was mads £or bliss,

But she voas vours and vhv,
And when he bad stolen a Kiss,

&he Blushéd, aud waid with o wigire
Oh! Fubin, ahi tell me truz,

"Dh ! what are you going to du!

“weely along the greve,

The birds sung a'l the wiile,
And Fanny now #eid to her lore,

“With a frowa that was ha!f s smile
Owhy didLubinsue—Owhy didLubinsae

Love and Glory.

Y OVUNG Henry was as brave a youlh,
As ever grac‘d a martial story,
And Jane was fair as lovely trath,

$he aich'd for love and be for glory.
Ehe sizh’d, &e.

‘With her hls falth he meant to plight,

And told her many a galiaut story,
Till war their honest joy to blight,

Call‘d him away from love 1o glory.
Call‘d bim, &c.

Brave Heary met the foc with pride,
Jane follow‘d—fought—ak | bapleass
story,
In man<s attire, by Henry‘s side,
She died for love aud he for gloy.
She died, &c.

Rule Britannia.

w H7Z.N Britalu Srstyat heaven s eom-
mand,
Arosc.out ol the azure main,
‘A hie wan thie charter ol ourianl,
Aud guardian angois suag .
CHORUS,
RuleBritannia, Britanniard
For Britons never will be slaves,

The natione 1ot &0 blest as thea,
Munt in their turn to tyrants falt,
Whilst thou «halt Houvich grea: a  fiee,
The dread and envy of Dhein atl,

Siill moremajostic shait thou rise,
‘More dreadful from eneh for -ign stroke
Ax the loud blasts that tear the gkive
Serve but to reot thy aative gak.

The hauty tyrants nefer shall tame,
All thei artempts to bend thee down,

“-HI hut arnise 1‘*}" f:i‘l]!"'[n“! ﬂ']-“..!

‘Batwork theirwoe andthy rcuown.

To thee belongs the vural plain,
Thy-circles shall with commerce shine

Aud thine slall be the rubject main,
And evory shore it circies, thine.

The maser, still with frecdom™s g2,
Shull to thy happy coust repair,

Blest isle with matchless beantyerownéd,
And.maply hearts to guard the fair.

Ponald of Nundee.

Y'(WNG Donald is the blvthest Jag
That e‘cr made love to mic;

Whenter he's by, my lLourt is gla-,
tHe seems so gay und frec.

Then on hik pipe he plays soswe 4 -

And in his pluid he look« 85 ucat ; '

It cheas my heart at eve to meet
Young Donald of Dundeec.

Wheneler 1 gang to youder prove,
Young Sandy follows me,
And fain he warts to be my love,
Hut ah ' i canna ba.
Thouwgh mitherfrets, both soon and jaje
For me to wed this youth | hate ; ’
‘T here*s uune necd hope togain youns K
Hut Douald uf]}uniamg youngRate

VW hon 'agt we rang‘d the banks of Tay,
The ring he show!d to me,

And bade me name the bridal day,
Then happy would he be,

| ken the youth will aye prove kind,

Nae meir my wither will | mind,

Aless Jobn to me shall quickly bind
Young Donald of LDundee.

The Beautiful Maid.

‘v HENabsent from Ler iny seul bolds
most dear,
Wiat @ medley of pasalons invade,
In this bosom what an ;uish, what kepc,
aud what frar,
1 endure for my beantiful maid.

Ju vailn | scek pleanure 1o lighten my erivd
Or quit the gay throng for the shade,
Nor retirement,nor sgolitudeyicld me relef
Whea away from my beautiful maid.
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‘God Save the King !

!'GDD save great George onf King !
Long live .our noble King!

- Godwave the King.

* Rend him victorious,

‘ Mappy and plorious,

' Lowg to reign over ur,

.God suve the King '

* O 4L.ord our God arise,

- Scatter his enemics,

And make themfall,

- Confound their politics,
Frustrate their knavish tricka,
~ Om thec our hopes are fix'd,
God save us all |

Thy choistest gifts in store,
On Gceorye ye pleased to pour,
Long may he reign ;
May he defend our laws,
Aund ecver give us cause,
Toning with heart aud voice,
- Ged save the Kmg?

The Parson’s Clerl !
\ BAR Maocrfields is a house of prayer
Which every chapel-gocr kuows,
Ploua fulks they du go there,
Tc—sport their Sunday clothes.
The Parson fill d with gespe! grace,
Could shew rood living in bis face,
And fruits of the spiriv you might trace.
* Inthe dark!
Just beneath him did appear,
A man who sung so sweet and elear
The hymns for==tweuty pounds A year,
+ e Pareon's Clerk '
Mr. Jescph Joshun Twight,
Always dresa’d as ifin print,
- His eyes were beautiful'y bright,
Though they.had alittle squint,
He gave out a hymn, his head L sheok,
One eye was fix'd upen the book,
Tother would round the chapel look,
Only mark.
I..ke others, he could not resist,
Sioging with a heautifu] usual twist,
‘The while he beat tinie with his fist,
| The Parson’s Clerk '
By fate’s deeree a rich man dicd,
¥ hose widow with much grivf&pain
Oun Sunday to the chapel hied,
In hopes to wed again.
The ficsy did the gpirit sore asstil, .
She pray’d that her pruyers might prevail
And sung as sweet as a nightingale,
Op n lark.
She look’d as harmless asadove,
Thaoueht love frasts wore feasts ot love,
Turn'd bor eves on heaven above,
S And the Parsen’s Cleal !
Mister Twight iho™ his eyes were bad,
A uose s keon and sharp had got,
Ia less than no time at allacatd,
He smelt cut what was whut.
. Agdsoon gave her tounderstand,
~ By pious talking of wedlocki's band,
Si~h'd and groau’d, & syneez’d her hand
. In the du k!
A month fiom the time her husband dijed
At living alone so much she sigh’d,

.She wont to Church, and was fairly tied
o To the Parson’s Clerk !

e

mt_ﬂ—" . L

iFre the honey-moon had flewn,
His manner samehew scem'd so strange
: He dress’d so spruce—Ieft her alone

- Astonish'd at'the change.

+ From righteous paths be turn‘d astray,

And even on the Sabbath day,

: Driv'd himself in a onc-horse shay,

, 4n the Park.

cAnd all the week | don'tknow how,
At singing gless he made a row,

¢ Glorious Apollo !

. And gotas drunk as David’s sow,

. The Parson’s Clerk !

~Only a short time afier thut,

These revels turn'd to grief and care,

- He was took hy a man with alarge cock’d

Before the great Lord Mayor;  (hat,

* Charges against him not a few,

For being in love, aud being untrue,
And children sworn-—a dozes or two,

» Fair and dark,
And when at the troth they did arrive,
Toshow whata rare game he did drive,

- He had three wives beside—and all alive

: The Parson's Clerk!

" Oommitted to Newgates deury cell,

Proof of gnilt heyond all doubt,
Hesrrv‘d three years in Clerkenwell,

Aud then—quite fresh~—came out.
His wives were gone—heknew not where
Aud what was more—he did not care,
He wanted a trade—=the wind was fair,

T'o embark.

For goepel grace his howels yearn‘d,
He had a call—it was not spurn’de—

. And now he‘s a Methodist Parson turn‘d

- The Parson‘y Clerk!

'Fanny in the Grove.

4 ANNY was in the grove,
And Lubin her boy was nigh,
[ler eyes were warm with love,
And her soul was as warm us her eye.
O ! if Lubin now would sue,
What would poor Fanny do.

Fanny was made for bliss,
But she was young and <Ly,

*And when he had stolen a kiss,

She blush®d, and said with a sigh—
Oh! Lubin, ah! teH me true,
Oh ! what are you going todo’

Swecely along the grove,

The birds sung all the while,
And Fauny now said to her love,

With a frown that was half a smile
Owhy didLubinsue—Owhy didLubineue

Love and Glory.

OUNG Ilenry was as brave a youth,
Asever grac‘d a martial story,
And June was fair as lovely truth,
stesigh'd for love and he for glory.
She sigh'd, &c.
YWiih her his faith he meant to plight,
And told her many a gallant story,
Tiil war their hohest joy to Llight,
Call‘d him away from love to glory.
Cal*d him, &ec.

Prave Henry met the foe with pride,
Jauz followsde=fought—nl ! apless b
story,
In man‘s aitire, by [leury's side,
she died for love and he for gloy.
She died, &c.

2 H'H‘i-r ﬂin-.

‘Rule Britannia.
EW HEN Britain firat,at heaven s com-

.mand,
zArose out of the azure mhin,
.This was the cbarter of our land,
. Aad guardian augele sung this strin.
. CHORUS,
*Rule Britannia, Britaonia rules thewawea
i For Britons uever will be slaves.

: The nations 1.0t xo blest as thee,
Must in their.tura to tyrants fall,

» Whilst thou shalt flourish great and free,
The dread and envy nf them all.

Still -more majestic shalt thou rise,
More dreadful from each foreign stroke
“As the loud blasts that tear the skice
Serve but to root thy native eak.

: The hauty tyrants neer shall tams,
- Al their attempts to bene thee down,
Will but arouse thy gencrons flame,
. But work their woe and thy remown.

' To thee belongs the rural plain,

Thy circles shall with commerce shime
And thine shall be the sukject main,
Aund every shore it circles, thine.

. The mases, still with freedom‘s sound,
Shall to thy bappy coast repair,
: Blest isle with matchless beautycrown‘g,
.And magly hearts to gnard the fair.

Donald of:Dundee.

: Y OUNG Doagald. is the blythest lad
That efer made love to mc;
. When‘er he's by, my heart is glad,
He seems so gay and free.
Then on his pipe he plays so sweet ;
Aad ju his plaid he looks so neat ;
- It cheers my heart at eve to meet
Young Donald of Dundee.

"Whene'er I gang to youder grove,
Young Sandy follows me,
Aud fain he waats to be my love,
But ah! it canua be.
Though mitherfrets, both soon and jate
- For me to wed this youth I hate ;
‘There‘s none need hope togain youn
But Donald of Dunflce.g youngKate

When last we rang*d the banks of Tay,
The ring he show¢d to me, ’

And bade me name the bridal day,
Then happy would he be,

I'ken the yonth will aye prove klad,

Nae mair my mither will | mind,

Mess John to me shall quickly bind
Young Dounald of Dundee.

The Beantiful Maid.

‘ HENabseut from her my soul holde
most dear,
What a medley of passins invade,
In this bosom what anguiosh, what hope ;
and what fear,
I endure for my beautifal maid.

fain 1 took thepleasure to lighten my grief
Or quitenay gay throng for the shade,

Nor ret rl nm mroireitudeyield me relie€
When awylt,norromy beautifal maid.
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(iod Save the King !
( GGD save great George our King !
" Long live our nubla King!

' God 2ave the Kipg.
. Send him victorioys,
.~ Happy and glorious,
i Long to reign over us,

God save the King !

T i W ——

{ Ere the honey-moon had flown,
His manner samehow seemn’d so strange
. He dresa’d sospruoe~-!eft her alone
.. Astounish’d-at the change.
- From righteous paths he turn’d astray,
" And even on the Sabbath day,
. Driv'd himse!f in a ome-borse shay,
i o the Park.
And all the waek I don't know how,
.- At singing gless he made arow,
4 (zlorious Apolio ™
And got as drunk as David's suw,
The Parson’s Clerk !
- Qnly a short time after that,
These revels turi’d to grief and care,
. He was toak by a mau with alarge cock’'d
Before the great Lord Mayor;  (hat,
¢ Charges agaiust him not a few,
For beiug in love, and being untrue,
And children sworn—a dozen or two,
. Fair and dark.
. dnd when at the truth they did arrive, The hasty tyrants ne‘er shall tame,
'T'o show what a rare game he did drive, All their attempts to bend thee dewa,
Vo sing with heart und voice, . lle had three wives beside—and all alive . Will-but arouse thy generous flame,
God save the king! The Parsou’s Clerk ! But work their woe and thy renown.
- (ommitted to Newgates deary cell,

‘ ']‘h(; I'arﬁﬂlfﬁ ('lerk ! Proof of gnilt beyoud all doubt,

_ . Hesecrvid three years in Clerkenwell,
N EAR Moorfields isa houveof prayer Aud then—quite fresh—came cut.
Which every “hapel.goer kuows,

. ‘ His wives were goie—he knew not where
Vioua folks ticy tv o :ht*re. And what was more~—he did not care,
Fe—msport tacir Sulaay clf't]"“‘ - 1le wanted a tradc—the wind was fair,
| The Var~ou fill’d with wospe!l grace,

I To embark.
. Coulil shew good living in his face, For gospel grace hin bowels yearn‘d,
. And fruits of the spirit you :‘“!-‘-11:‘ 5"‘1’1‘ He had a call—it was not spurn’d— And manly hearts to guard the fair.
. g i ihe dark: And now he‘s a Methodist Parson turn‘d
Just beneath him did appear,

. The Parson‘s Clerk! Donald of Dundee.
A man who sune so sweet and clear

‘fhe bhymns fu:'—-tw;eui_}; ‘i.lﬂl.ll'l'l;l.'ﬂ A year, | Fﬂnn}' n the GI'O?E- Y qgﬁﬂ Douald is'the blythest lad
Joconk Josh ’].PE_,]:"T’““ # Clerk FANNY was in the grove, \Wh Ahat efer made love to me;

M. Joseph o uw. _'"f'.i'rf g -+ And Lubin her boy was nigh, en‘er he‘s by, my heart is glad,

_ Alwoyscdreesd *;,‘ '1 "'Ipfmh’ Her eyes were warm with love, He seems so gay and free.

His eyes wove hr:aut:1 u I_y 1: '3 l‘., . And her soul was as warm as her cye. Then on his Pipe he plays so sweet
Though lhe}: had a 1;: Liﬁtl:-lul ' O ! if Lubin now would sue, Aud in his plaid he looks so veat

Hs gave vut @ bym, his head he shooks — yop ot would }-oor Fanny do. It cheers ruy heart at cve 1o meet
Que eye was fix"d upon the book, Young Donald of Dun‘lee. ;

T other wouid round the f‘lﬁl‘:] look, Whene‘er 1 gang to yonder grove
- Ouly mark, Young Sandy follows me, '

‘Rule Britannma.
;s‘V'HEH Britain éret,at heaven-s oani-
mand,
"Arose out of the azure main,
" This waa the charter of our land,
And guardian augels sung this styaia .
. CHORUS,
-Rule Britannia, Britagniarules thewgweg
) +.Xor Britons never-will be slaves.
O Lard our God arise,
. Seatler his encmics,
And mak Mhem fall,
- Cenfouud theis politics,
e 1 Frustrate their knavish tricka,
' . Ou theeourhopes are fix'd,
God save us all |

- The rvations not &o blest as thee,
Mustin their turn to tyrants full,
" Whilst thou sbait-flourlsh great and feee,
" The drcad and envy-of themall.

Still mere majestic shalt thou rise,
Moredreadful from each foreign stroke
As the loud blasts that tear the skice

"Thy choistest gifts in stoye,
Serve but to root thy native oak.

. On George ye pleased to pour,
Long may he reign;
* May Le defend our laws,
Aud ever give us cause,

+ To thee belongs the rural plain,
Thy circles shall with commeree shiwe
And thine shall be the subject main,
Aud every shore it circles, thine.

* The muses, still with freedom’s sound,
Shall 10 thy happy coast repair,
Blest isle with matchiess beautycrown*d,

. Fanoy was made for blias,
But she was young and shy,

o

t.ike otheis. he eould not resist,
Cinging with a beautiful usual twist,
'1'He while e beat time with hir fist,
The Purson’s Clerk '

By fate’s decrce a rich man died,

¥ hose widow with much grief&puin
On Sunday to the chepel hied,

In hopes to wed again. ,
The ficeh did the spirit rore nssail,

- ahe pray'd that her prayers wight prevail

Aud supg as swect as a sightingale,
O o lark.
She look’d as harmless as adove,
‘Thought fove frasts were feasts of love,
Turn'd ber cves on heaven above,
" Aud the Farson's Clerk
Alister Twizlit tho' kiix eyes were bad,
A uusc 5o keen and sharp had got,
In less than wo tiwe at gl aegtd,
He smelt out whot was what,
Aud soon gase her tounderstand,
By pinns talking of wedtock’™ buad,
Sgb’d aad proan’c, X rijueez h{_-:* hand
lo thedark !
A moeuth from the time her husbicwd aicd
At living alene su much she sich
she wont t: Cuurch, and was fuirly tied
To the Parson’s Clerk !

‘ s .
- VST MWt G e

And when he hud «tolen a kiss,

She blush®d, anud said with a sigh—
Oh ! Lubin, uhi! tell me true,
Oh ' what are you goiug todo?

Swecly along the grove,
The birds sung all the while,

And Fauny now said to her love,
With a frown that was half a smile

‘Owhy didLubinsuc—Owhy didLubipsue

l.ove and Glory.

OUNG Henry was as brave a youth,
As ever grac'd o martial story,
And Jane was fair as lovely truth,
She sigh’d for luve and he for glory.
-She sigh’d, &c.
With her his fuith he meant to plight,
And teld her many a gallant story,
Tilt war their hohest joy to blight,
('all‘d him away from love to glory.
Cati‘d him, &c.

Brave Henry met the foe with pride,
Jaue follow‘d—fought—nh ! apless b
rtory,
In mants attire, by Henry's side,
She died for love nud he for gloy.
She died, &¢.

And fain he wants to be my love,
UBut ah! it canna be.
Though mitherfrets, both soon and Jate
rFI'.nur:nr me to wed this youth 1 hate ; ’
here‘« uone need hope togaiv Youug Kate
But Doua'd of Dundee. d

When last we rang‘d the banks of Tay,
The ring he show'd to ma,

And bade me name the bridal day,
Then happy would he be.

I ken the youth will aye prove kiud,

Nac mair my mither will I mind,

Mess John to me shall quickly bind
Yuung Donald of Dundee.

The Beantiful Maid.

‘v HENabsent from her my soul holds
most dear,
What a medley of passins Invade,
In this bosom what anguiosh, what hope
and what fear,
1 endure for my heautifal maid.

fain I took thepleasure to lishten my grief

Or quitesav gev theang for the vhade,

¥ . N &
Nor retyl nm mroireitudeyicld me relef

Whon awylt,norso'ny beautiful maid.
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God Save the King !

.r‘ OD gave great George onr King !
x Long live our nobl,. Kiog!
Ciud rave the Ki:ig.
Hend him victorious,
“Bappy und glarioun,
- l.nng (o I'l*igu G¥OU G,
Godruve the Kip !

O Lord vur God arise,
$cutter his cnemies,

And make them fall,
Coufound their politics,
Frustrate their knavinh tricks,
©a thee our hopesure fin'd,

God save vs al} !

Thy choistest gifts in store,
L '”ﬂ,(‘ifurg-e ye pii'iﬂ"ﬁ tu ponr,
Long may he reign ;
“May he defend our luws,
And cver give us cauve,
“'Fquing with heart and voice,

. God save the hing '

The Parson’s Clerk'!

M EAR Moorficldr isa honse of prayer
Which every chapel-goer knows,
Plous fulks they do go there.
Tc-—=sport their Sunday clothes.
‘The Parsen 6I'd with ‘gospe! grace,
Could shew good living in his faee,
“And fruits of the spirit you might trace
lo the dark .
Just beneath him did appear,
A man who sung sosweet and eh
‘The hynus for—twenty pounds a year,
' The Marsen’s Clerk !
Mc, Joscph Joshua Tavixht,
Always dresa’d ec if in print,
" His cyes were beautifully bright,
Thotugh they had alittle squint,
Re gave out & hymn, biv head he shook,
* One eye was fix'd upon the book,
"other would reund the chapel look,
Ounly mark.
Like cthers, he could not resist,
© Wnging with a beautiful uxual twist,
A he while be beat time with bis fist,
The Parson’s Clerk !
By tute's decveca rich man died,
Whose widow with muoeh grief& paln
“n sunday to the chapel hied,
In hopes to wed again.
Tbe flrsh did the spivit sore assail,
®he pray'd that her pravers might prevail
Aud sung as sweet usa nightingale,
Oralark.
Mhe lvok'd as harmless asa dove,
Thought iwve feasts were feasts of Jove,
Tury’d her eyes ou heaven sbove,
And the Paraou'v Clerk !
Mister Twight tho' his eyev v eru bad,
A noxe s0 keen and sharp had got,
" Ju jess than no time at gll asg'd,
He smelt our what was wiat,
Aud soon gave her to vnderstandg,
By plous talking of wedlosk’s baud,
" Sigh'd aud groen’d, & squeces’d bher Laad
1o the dark!
‘A meiath from the time her husband died
Atlivisgaloue so much she sigh’d,

“fhe went to Church, and was fairly tied
To the Parson’s Clerk !
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Lre the heney-moon had flown,

Nis manner sonichow seem'd so strange

He dress’d wo spruce—!eft her alone
Astonish’d at the change,
From righteous paths he turn'd astray,
And even on the Sabbath day, '
Driv’d himself in a‘one horse shay,
In the Park.
And all the week I don't inow how,
At singing gless he madea row, .
“ (zlorious Apollo '™
Aud got as drunk as David's sow,
‘The Parson's Cleyk !
Ouly a «hort time afier that,
These vevels turn’d to grief and care,
te wastook by a man with a large cock'd
teforc the great Lord Mayor {hat,
Charges against him not a fow,

For being in love, and being nutrue,
And children swort—a dozen or iwo,

i Fair and dark.
And when at the truth they did arrive,
Yoshow what a rare game he did dyive,

“He had three wives beside==and all alive

The Par<on’s Clerk ! F?T-« Jhut work their woe aud thy remown.

Cowmimiried to Newgatets deary cell, :’lh
h "o thee belongs the rural plain,

Proof of gruiittheyoud all doubt,
Heservél three years in Clerkenwell,
Aud then--quite freshewcame out.

- His wives were gone—he knew net where

Alid what was more—he did not care,
He wanted & t1a d¢e—thie wind wae faip,
Toembork.
For gospel gracerhis howels yrarntd,
He had n call—it wag not Bpurn’d—
And now he‘s a Methodist Parson 1orn‘d
The Parsonts Cierk!
\ ¢ 1
Faunyin ihe Grove.,
F.lh'l"i‘!i' was in the grove,
And Lubit her boy wae nigh,
Her eves were warm with Los e,
And her sou! was as warrs as her eve,

O1ifLubin nsw would wue,
W hat would poor FFanny de.

Fanuy was made for blias,

But xhe v-os voune and ~hy,
And when he had stolen a Yiss,

She biushéd, and said with u sigh—
Oh? Lubin. ab! tell nie (rue.,

“Oh! what are you going to do *

Sweely aleng the greve,
The birds cuny &'l the while,

And Fanny ncw said to her love,
With a frowa that was hal!f a emile

Owhy didLubinsue—Owhy didLubinsue

Love and Glory.

1‘Y{}UNG Henry was asz brave a youth,

As ever grac‘d a martial story,
And Jaue was fair ag lovely treth,
Ehe aigh'd for love aud he for glory.
£he sigh'd, &e.

With ber his faith ke meant to plight,
4ud told ber many a gallact story,
Till war their bonest joy to blight,
~Call‘d hig away from love 1ty glory.
Call‘d bim, &ec.

Brave Heary met the foe with pride,
Jage follow¢demfought—ah ' haploss
story,
In man‘s attire, by Menry‘s side,
She died for love and he for gloy.
e died, &e.
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Rale Brit
W'llﬂ Rritain Seor, i

b mandy g
__-Anrtie éut of the neler mulid
Tvis was the chuartey of gué

Audguardian augels supg Jil

| ‘CHORUS, i
Rule Biitannia, Britaanjn-at g &
Vor Britous never will be slavensdd

‘The nations 1ot o blrsg as thee, iﬁ.;.;
-Must in their tarn to tyrante fa S 0E

‘Whilut thou shalt ioariad great » iR
‘Thedread awd envy of them all, : gEA=AN

Still'more majestic shalt thon rise, ¥, £
More dreadful from each forcigy gtal
“As the loud blasis that tear the skig
Setve but to root thy native oak.

‘Tite hauty tyrants ne‘er shall 1o
All their attempts to bead thee
Will but wrouse thy genesous flame, 1

r

Thy circles*shall with commenrce sline
-And thine shull be the subjeet main,
Aud every shore it circles, thine.

Themunes, still with freedom s« wound, -
Shall to thy happy coast repair, '

Blest isle with marchless benutyerow neg, *
Aud wauly bheurts to guard the fair. %

Donald of Pundee,

"7 OUNG Donald is the biythgnt nd
. That e‘cr made love 1y e
When‘er he's by, my heart is glgd
ile seems so gay and free. ’ :
I'hen on hix Pip - he plays soswe ;1 - : E
And iu his plaid he looks ¢ neat: g\

I ¢heecs my heart at eve 10 rm-ﬂ} :
Young Dounid of Duyjec. o
Wheneer’] gang to youder proye, : :

Young Sandy follows ine,
Aud fain he wantsto be my love

Hut uh ! it cauna be. ’
Though mitherfrets, both soon agy Jate
f;r e to wed this yeuth 1 hate ; !
There's nune need hope to AiD Youno iy
~ But Douaid ul'lhnﬂﬂﬂ.-g ot Rute

VWhen 'ant we raug'd 1he banks of T'a .
The ring he shewid 1o e, y ;

Auvd bade me name the bridal day, ’
Thea happy wosld he be,

| ken the youth will aye rrove kind

Nae mair my witber wil] | mind, ’

Mesa Joho to me ghall yuickly bind
Young Densld of Dupdee.

The Beautiful Maid

‘V HENabsest from her my svul holds
most dear,

What a mediey of passions lnvade,
19 tkis bosom what & uish, what hepe,
and !rhtl Mp
1 codure for By beantifvl maid. -

Ia vain 1 seck pleasure 1o Lighton m
Or quit the gay lhro"lf:...‘- the o

Nor retiremeat,nor spl r
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God Save the King!

OD save great George our King !
1@ g tive ont nable King!
Gud save the King !
Send him victorioms,
Happy and glorious,
te reign aver ue,
Lﬁ.‘ﬁnd .:‘u the King !

O Lord our God sarise,
Jeatter hisenemies,

And make them fall ;
Confound their politics,
Frustrate their knavish tr icks,
On thee our hopes are ix'd,

God save us all!

Thy choisest gifts in stere,
ﬂn’ﬂmrﬂ be pleased to poar,
Long may he reign 3

May he defend our laws,

And ever give us cause,

To ving with heart nnd voice,
God save the King !

The Parson’s Clerk !

NEA'II. Moorfields is a house of prayer,
Which every chapel goer knows,
Pious folks they do go there.

To—sport their Sunday clothes;
The Parsos fill'd with gospel grare,

Could shew good living i has face,
And fruits of the spirit you might trace

in the dark ¢

Just beneath him did appear,
A man whe sung so sweet and clear

hymns for—twenty pounds n years
The v ! The Parson’s Clerk

Mr. Joseph Joshua Twight,
Always dress’d as if in print,
His eyes were beautifully bright,
Though they had alittle squint,
He gave out a hymn, his bead he shoek,
" One cye was fix"d upon the book,
Tother would round the chapel look,
Oaly mark.

Like others he could not vesist,
Singing with a beautiful usual twist,
The while he beat time with his fiss,
The Parson’s Clerk !

By fate‘s decree a rieh man died, _

Whose widow with much grief and pain
On Sunday to the chapel hied,

In hopes to wed agein,
Tho' flesh did the spirit sore assail,
She pray'd that her prayers might prevail
Aad sudg as sweet as & nightingsle,

Ora I"t-

She look‘d as harmlers as a dove,
Thought love feasts were feasts of love,
Turn‘d ber eyes on heaven above,

And the Parson's Clevk !

Mister Twight tho! his eyes were bad,
A nose & keen and sharp bad got,
In le-# than mo time at all agreed,
He smelt out what was what.
Awnd soon gave her (o understand,
By yieus talking of wadlock's band,
Sigh‘d and groan‘d, and squeez’d her band
‘In 1the dark
A month from the time herdhusband died
At living alone so much she sigh'd,
$he went to church, nud was fairly tied,
. o the Parson’s Clerk |
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'Ere the honey moon had flewn,
His manner somehow seem®d so strange

He dress‘d so spru ce—left her alune
Astonish‘d at the change,

From righeous paths he turn‘d astray,

And even on the Sabhath day,

Driv'd himself in a one horse I-hllh

- n

And all the week, ! don't hew how,
At singing glees he makesa row,
¢ Glorious Apollo "
And got as drunk as David’s sow,
The Parson’s Clerk !
Only a short time after that,
These revels turn'd to grief and care,
He was tonk by a man with a large cock’d hat
Before the great Lord Mayor ;
Churges against him not a few,
For being in love, and being untrue,
Aud children swore—~g dozen or twe,
Fair and dark,

And when at the truth they did arrive,

Te show what a rare game he did drive,

He had three wives beside—and all alive

The Parson’s Clerk |

Committed to Newgnte’s dreary cell,
Proof of guiit beyond all doubr,

He serv'd three years in Clerkenwell,
And then—qnite fresh—came oat,

His wives were gone—he knew not where

And what was morc—he did not care,

He wanted a tradc—the wind wae fair.

For Gospetl grace Lis howels yearn'd,
He had a call—it was not spurn’d—
Aud now he’s a Methodist Parson turn'd

The Parson’s Clerh’
Fanny in the Grove.

FANNY was in the grove,
And Lubin her boy was nigh,
Her eyes were warm with love,
And her soul was as warm as Ler eye,
O! if LLuhin now would sue,
What would poer Fanuny do.

Fanny was made for bliss,
But she was young and shy,
And when he had stole & kiss,
She bluwh'd, and said with a sigh—
Oh! Lubin, ah ! tell me true,
Oh! what nre you going to do ?

Sweetly along the grove,
The birds sung all the while,
Aund Faany pow said to her love,
With a frown that was balf a smile
O why did Lubinsue ~O why did Lubin sue,

Love and Glory.

YOU NG Henry was as brave a yonuth,
As ever grac’'d a martial story,
Aod Jane was fair as lovely truth,

She sigh'd for love und he for glory,
She sigh'd, &c,

With her-his faith he meant to plight,
And told ber many a gallant story,
Till war their houest joys to blight,
‘Call’'d him away from leve v glory.
Call'd him, &e.

‘Brave Henry met the foe with pride,

Jane follow’d—fought—ah ! hapless story,
‘In man’s attire by Henry's «ide,

$he died for luve and be for glory,

She died, &ec.
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AL SONGSTER.

the Park.

To embark.

-
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Rule Britamnnis.

WHEH Britian first, at heaven's command
Arose out of the azare main, |
This was the charter of onr land, -

And guardiaa angels sung the striiiy.

CHORUS.

Rule Britannis, Britannia rules the waves
For Britaine mever shall be siaves,

The nations net so blest as thee,
Maust in their turn to tyrants fall,
Whilst thou shalt flourish ':mt and free,
The dread and envy of them all.

8til) more majestic shalt thou rise,
More dreadful from each foreign streke,
As the loud blasts that 1ear the skies
Serve but te ront thy native oak.

The haughty tyrants ne'es shell tame
All their attempts tohend thee down,
Will but arouse thy flame
And work their woe apd thy renowhn.

To thee belongs the rural plain, . .
Thy circles shall with commerce shine,
And thine sball be the subject main,
Aud cvery shere it circles, thine,

The muses, still with freedom's sound,
Shail to thy happy coast repair, ‘
Blest isle with matchless besuty crown'd,

And manly hearts to gunrd the (air.

Donald of Dundee.

OUNG Donald is the blythest lad
That e’er made love te me,

When'er he’s by, my heart is glad,

He secins s0 gay and free,
Then on his pipe L plays so sweet;
And in his plaid he looks so neat;
It ¢ heers my heart at eve to mect

Youang Donald of Dundee.

Whene'er | gang to yonder grove,
Yeonng Saudy follows me,
And fain he wants to be my love,
Bu: ah! it canna be. _
Though mither frets, both night and day,
For me to wed this youth I bate,
There’s none need hope te gain young Kate
But Donaild of Dundee.

When last we rang’d 1he banks of Tay,
The ring he show’d to me,

And bade me name the bridal day,
Then bappy would be be. _

1 ken the youth will age prove kind,

Nae mair my mither will 1 mind,

Mess John to me shail quickly bind
Y oung Donald of Dundce.

The Beautiful Maid.

HEN absent from her my soul Leold$
moat dear,
What a medley of passions invade,
In this hosom what anguizh, what hope, and
what fear, *
I endure for my beautiful maid.
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In vain | seek pleasure to lighten my grief
Or quit the gay thiong for the shade, | ‘.,
Nor retirement, ner solituce yicld me reli ‘*’ '
When away from M;_HM}# M oA
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