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A NEW SONG,

SAYS the Frenchman who-writes upon dresses, I
know,
Ever since mother Eve bad a fall, ,
Our grandmothers always left something to shew,
But the ladies of Paris shew all.

In beauty there’s something to hide and reveal,
There’s a thing that we decency call ;

The ladies of London may shew a great deal,
But the ladies of Paris shew all.

The taste of the men we all know to be such,
That exposing will appetites pall ;

Low tuckers I think is displaying too much, -
But the ladies of Paris shew all.

Dear girls, while your faces enrapture each heart,
Complain not your power’s too small ;

In contemplating graces, we 're charm’d with a part,
But the ladies of Paris shew all. :

My Chloe was worshipp’d wherever she eame,.
Her shape was so tastefully small ;
Her ancle has set all my blood in a flame,
But the ladies.of Paris shew all..
The
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The tip of the elbow, below the white cuff, 7
Has made my heart dance at a ball ;
To shew us a few things is pleasant enough,
But the ladies of Paris shew all.

If you wish to enchant us, this lesson should strike
All the black, brown, or fair, short or tall ;

Be contented with shewing us all that we like,
But, for God’s sake, my dears, don’t shew all.

A SONG.

Tune—*¢ To the Maiden,” e.

I LOVE a man who can bow with a grace,
Whose manners are modest and taking ;
8o he has a good heart, I don’t care-for his fice,
But he must not be given to raking.
Chorus.
How blest is the life, -
When each man and wife -
" Resolve to be happy.and never know strife!

Let
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Let him be bandsome, or let him be plaia,
For tallness or shortpess no matter ;
For I’'m sure, I don’t wish my good man to obtain
Such a form as the ladies may flatter.
How blest is the life, ¥c.

A SONG

ON SHORT WAISTS.

I ’LL never wear my, waist so short,
As many girls I see ;

By foolish fashion I’m not caught,
A decent shape for me.

For nine in ten of all the men, .
‘Who female forms adore ;
-*Mongst woman kind now cannot find

The shapes they had before.

A Grecian face, a Grecian form, .
Are beauties I’ll allow ;

The coldest breast which love might warm,
But where ’s that beauty now?

The
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The sash is tied two inches wide,
‘Where tuckers stood before ;
The slope, the fall, the neck, the all,
Are beauties seen no more. -

Oh! how I grieve to see the sleeve,
Like paper lanthorn strike ;
When girls profess the bishop’s dress,

Such girls I ne’er can like.

The plaits behind, so high inclin’d,
Like curtains spreading o’er

'The back, the b——m, which should have some,
Are graces now no more.

A SONG TO
EMMA AT MARGATE.

TO the gay Belles of Ma.rgate, though ever so
fair, )
So distinguish’d by hature or art ;

1 will frankly, .and plainly, and freely declare,

That Emma’s the girl of my heart.

Vor. 1L R The



242 3QNGS.

The Muse loves my Emma, she dwells on her name,
From her image she’s loth to depart;

The Emma of Margate, I’m sure its the same,
My Emma the girl of my heart.

The chair that she sat on, the carpet she trod,
Her songs which eould pleasure impart ;
¢ Sandy’s Ghost,” ¢ Betsey Bobbin,” ¢ the grove and
the odd,” - .
Tell me Emma’s the girl of my heart.

In conversing with Emma, I’m certajn to find,
Her remarks are both medest and smart ;

I could mention a great many girls to my mind,
But Emma’s the girl of my heart. V

A SONG.

-

Tune—¢¢ Jolly Dick the Lamplighter.”

a1 Billy P—¢ the minister,
Lord C—m was my dad ;

Though both our views were sinister,
Yet mine were the more sad ;

- _Fataer
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Father and I took great delight,
Wheri both came into play,
The difference is, I came in by night,
And father came in by day.
And father, Yc.

* But father does not rank so high,
For seeing life and fun ;
The old boy was confounded sly,
But still more sly the soii ;
The back stairs has a private door,
Which dad could never find,
* And when ¥ came in, G——ge shov’d before,
While J—k—son push’d behind.

At first I rather wanted brass,
To face the House, d’ye see,
8o I tipt the wink, and cried—¢¢ D——s!”
Says Harry, ¢ Wha waunts me?
¢¢ Gude maister P—t, for au 1’m fit
¢ To be borrow’d, or bought, or sold,
“If you try me, you’ll find I've a sweet pretty
‘¢ wit,
‘¢ In converting my brass into gold.”

At the treasury fire, our fortunes we cook,
By the Lord ! we dont live by the steam -
Like a bowl of rich milk, we seize the Red Bouk,
. And then kindly skim off the cream.

R 2 We
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We command the first slice, be it pension or place,
There’s a concert in all that we do _

And when we get drunk, " which is often the case,
Why, we stagger in concert too.

The p-pp-ts of p t follow our rout,
Between us we manage the cords ;
With the Commons we foot it, change sides, turm
about ;
And then, right and left, with the Lords.

Three yards of silk ribbon, of red, blue, or green,
Make a part of our spells, and our charms,
And as for our hands, though you fancy them clean,
There’s a d——d deal of dirt in the palms.

At the profits of office, whate’cr their amount, '
1 hold it a sin to repine ;

The pension and peerage were dad’s good account,
And the Cinque Ports do nicely for mine.

Ro father and I, d’ye take me right,
Were both upon one lay ;

We got into place just to get something by ’t
' And when out, both took something away.

A SONG.
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. A SONG.

COME let us dance and sing,
Let us daily, frolic gaily,
Time is ever on the wing ;
Let’s be happy while we may,
Reading, talking, riding, walking,
Spirits tuneful, always gay. ‘
o Come let us, &c.

~1"l1 ever be content
Always smiling, care beguiling,
Life in harmless pleasure spent,
Keeps the heart and mind at play,
Nought alarming, friendship charming,
Social converse cheers the day.
Il ever be, &c.

I'll not envy any fair,
Though she’s handsome, beyond ransom,
I'll praise beauties as they are ;
And give every Belle her due: -
Eyes that sparkle, black as charcoal.
.+ Charming hazle, lovely blue.
: ' ' Il not envy, ¥e.

R3 Should,
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TO Apollo in Heaven, with hearts full of glee,
The sons of the Union preferr’d a patition,

Declaring how bless’d, how transported they 'd be,

- Should the God of the Muses regard their condi-

SONGS. -

Should my sister marry first,
Bells may ring it, Bards may sing it,
I with spleen will never burst ;
But be merry-hearted still,
So will all be, great and small be,
You, Miss, you, I’m sure you will.
‘ Should my sister, &e.

If an old maid I shall be;

Quite neglected, quite rejected,
I shall say the men can’t see,

I shall say that Cupid’s blind ;
If none mentions my pretensions,

I'll still keep a cheerful mind.
If en old, Ye.
|
|
“
- |
A SONG. : ‘

tion;
Beyond
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Beyond all dispute, said Apollo, 1’1l do’t,

Are ye anxious for mirth, I’ll attend to your suit,
To song, love, and laughter, you still shall incline,
For the Sons of the Union shall ever be mine.

The news through the South Sea House presently flew,
When each man who can sing his best organ
‘prepares,
‘The clerks of annuities, old, Sirs, and new,
Either carol below, or else chaunt above stairs ;
Enraptur’d they cry, good Apollo, supply
Such joys as with those of Cecilia may vie,
Ah! then with what raptures our souls we’ Il resign
To the goddess of beauty, and god of the vine!

The goddess of discord, who lives in the shade,

Where the Lord send she always may live, Sirs,
for me ; : '

Was distress’d with the picture her fancy pourtray’d,
And declar’d that her heart a mere desert must be,

While music no fear on’t, shall shew us her errand,

And crush vile intruders of all sorts I’ll warrant,

And trim such base passions as dare to repine

At the raptures of love, and the transports of wine.

The chairman rose up too good humour’d to (iuan'e‘, ,
Crying down, goddess, down to the regions below,
We’ll have nothing shewn here, but that sprig of
the laurel, )
Which wine, wit, and friendship, to harmony owe;

R4 Then
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Then with pleasure he said, to distinguish each head

Of us Sons of the Union, this laurel shall spread,

While our hearts in strict friendship we cheerfully
join,

For friendship’s a feast, that’s improv’d by good

wine.

Then ye Sons of the Union, let’s join hand-in-hand,
*Tis a sight for Anacreon with joy to behold,
While thus in a circle we jovially stand,
Like the knights of king Arthur’s round table of
old,.
Since Time’s on the wing—let ’s drink, let us sing,
*Till our notes t& a full diapason we bring,
While thus to good-humour we Unions incline,
May we drown all our cares in a bumper of wine |
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EPIGRAMS, &

. AN EPIGRAM.

DICK Glutton, a man of a miserly cast,
Once invited some neighbours to dine,
Six or seven at least, and when dinner was past
" He produc’d them one bottle of wine.

Each toss'd off his glass, to the King and the Queen,
' In bumpers that nearly ran o’er ;
" But, ‘alas! in each face, what dejection was seen,

When they found that Dick call’d for no more !

* For want of that mirth which good wine can create, -
Conversation grew charmingly wise ;
About old mother Church, and the good of the state,
2-...-x"Till at length they discours'd about eyes.
Says
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Says Dick, I caught cold, which fell into my sight,
"Till a quack, I was tempted to try,

Fxamin’d my optics, and soon set ’em right.
% Were you blind ?” says a guest, ¢ so am 1.”

¢ You blind ! replied Dick, ¢ who from jokes was
as free, )
As that solemn old blade Aristotle ;
¢ You blind !”"—¢¢ I protest,” said his friend, ¢ I
¢¢ can see,
¢ 1 can see, Sir, no more than this bottle.”™

IMPROMPTU,

ON THE DISTINCTION of WHIG AND TorY.

.

O WHAT is a whig, Sir,—O what is a whig ?
O, what is a whig and a tory?

In search of preferment they’ll dance the same jig—
And both tell the very same story. '

For
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For a tory’s a whig, Sir, a tory’s a whig}
And a whig makes a very good tory :
Out of place, they look little—when in, they look
big— A
And both tell the very same story.

" IMPROMTU. .

© TO BEAUMARCHAIS, ON HI§ IMPRISONMENT.

A LACK a day! poor Béaumarchais,
You’re fast—thus goes the rumour ;

Suppose you be, your mind is free,
They can’t confine your humour.

ANO.
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ANOTHER.

CERVANTES wrote in prison walls
Books, which immertaliz’d his name ;
He there obey’d the Muses calls,
And Beaumarchais may do the same.

|

EXTEMPORE. -

\ e

THE.Y say the Dutch are /eary, dull,
Have no ideas in their scull,
*Tis said they warmth require ;
When Joseph puts them in a fright,
To make them run will make them /ight,
Beside he’ll find them fire.

On
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On Myrs. Montague’s teding Charles Fox she did not
value his Opinion three Skips of a Louse.

IMPROMPTU.

I’M told by the lady who lives in this house,

She don’t mind my -opinion three skips of a louse ;

But I shan’t much regard what- the dear greature
said,

For the sex always talk of what runs in the head.

AN EPIGRAM.

TWO Lords whose names if I should quote,
Some folks might call me sinner; ~ °
The one invented Aalf a foat *,
The other half a dinner +.

Such lords as these are useful men,
Heaven sends them to console one ;

Because there’s now not one in ten,
That can procure a whole one.

e Spencer. + Sandwich.
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EXTEMPORE,

ON THE PROSPECT OF WAR.

WHEN Satan late a council held,
He said, how calm the world reposes!
What shall we do? Why, clear the Scheldt—
And that will furnish bloody noses.

0y

ON A CONSEQUENTIAL YOouTH AT MARGATE.

MY boy, a chit, net yet fifteen,
(Miss Sayer, ’twas very hard, Miss)

Said to Miss Sayer of the Machine,
I'll thank you for a card, Miss.

A card! my little man, said she,
No countenance was stricter,

Here ’s one will suit you to a T
Here’s one has got a picture.
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. ON THE MARRIAGE OP V
MISS IDLE.

SAYS Maria to Mary, pray what could induce
Such a sweet girl as you to get into the naose ?
Mary made this reply : why, Maria, I own

It may appear odd,.I could not live alone;

But industrious motives made me seek a bridle,
As I could not endure to remain langer idle.

]

AN EPITAPH

ON A BIRD.

THE blooming thern; where Dick was born,
No more invites him to his spray ;

Death clos’d his eyes, so hete he lies,
No more tb see the jocund day.

Each smiling morn, when sun-beams play,
Ye linnets chant, and pensive pray,
That if a/l rise, as preachers say,

Dick may gef up, and fly away. -
Died Jan. 6, 17917.

ON
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ON A DORMOUSE.

A RE you not, reader, sorry for
The loss we feel in little dor ?

A merrier mouse you never saw,
But cold in death lies httle dor.

To find his age was our intent,

And so we search’d the woods in Kent ;
But all the dormice still aver, :
They bave no parish register.

RIDDLES.

1

I MAKE snuff, and take snuff,
But still I have no nose;

Without my aid, ’tis sometimes said,
You can’t tell friend from foes.

2.

1’m black, and brown, and very fair,
I’m neither round, nor long, nor square,

Unless
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Unless you i)ay when me you get,
You're over head and ears in debt.

3.

1 have, to one lock, an abundance of keys,
But not one of them opens it, think as. you please

\ 4.
Of me it may, with truth, be said,
-1’m very black, and very red ; .
1’m made of earth, and made of wood,
And do the world a deal of good ;
Yet do the world a deal of evil,
And teach bad folks to fear the Devil.

5.

My top is round as round can be,
I’ve one good leg, and feet just three.

6.
In hunting for learning I never took pains,
But you’ll say, when you see me, I’m brimful of
brains ;. ' ,

I’'m fond of the dead, and by some means contrive,
That the dead I prefer should be all kept alive.
Consult me with care, and you’ll presently know,
What our grandfathers thought of a ¢cent’ry ago;

Vor. II. S thst
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Whilst I am neghéced, @ 't dead and khy e
dumb ;

But court me, you’ll have them all under your
thumb.

7.
I *ve many teeth, but never bite,
And oft bring hidden things to light !

8.
We never are absent at plajy or it tode,
We are sometimes tlirn'd in, ‘bt most frequéiitly ‘out,
But in capering, “nd danicitig, ‘this téuth you may
' trust, A o
That we always ‘move modt, ‘dtl "hidst ‘tonihionly
first. : :
9.
1 have six legs, which look_'like pegs,
For so, it seems, they call’em’;

Now guess I pray, why twice a day
The maids are seen to'warm ’em.

10.
Two treasures I have, close contaiw’d ih‘imy ‘breast,
This comes from the east, anll that ¢omes from the
west, o .
While 1 keep ’ein 'distinct, ‘they ‘are riot Worth a
‘feather, ' '
" But are good when two elements bring thém to-
gether,

I'm
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11.
I’m pure as innocence can be,
And all the world make free with me
Through all the world I’m seen and heard,
Yet never speak a single word.

12,
The poor man respects me, the rich treads upon me,
And all sorts of burthens are daily laid on me,
In one place I’m small, in the other am bigger,
And if colour’d with taste I can make a good figure.

1 Acandle. . 7 A comb.

2 A wig. 8 The feet.

3 Harpsichord. 9 A wooden cat.

4 Fire. 10 A tea-chest.

5 A table. 11 A sheet of paper,

6 A book-case. 12 A carpet.

4

"FINIS.

&
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