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BONNY ANNIE. 

I T was.on a day in the mi<!dlc of Aptil, 

. I 'wl"nt to Loughmay the maids to beguile, 

l\1y dear and my jewd, my honey, !aid he 

·Will ye go to the North Highlands with me. 

M~nv broad letters to Annie I did fend, 

The ol'rl wife her mother, fhe did apprehend, 

From whence comes all tbcfe broad letters faid Ote, 

They come from Drymenus, faid Annie t<> me • 

. I went to Drymenus my Annie to fee, 

But little I thought what fhould happen to me, 

I went to Drymenus, fo bold was myfel, 

And lhe bad me to cail at the fign of the bell. 

But I fiopt at the tree till fhe came unto me, 

And I foon made her glad to follow with roe ; 

Look up bonny Annie and never look down, 

A well and I grant y~u need never frown • . 

Look always to me with a blythc blinking eye, 

For I knew tne wis fonq fo follow wich me, 

Tbe night it is co1d and my clothin~ is thin, 

And a far way to go> Plldie or I win. 

The night it is coltl, 4nd I know you're afraid, 

Eut I'H kindly roll ycu in my braw Highland plaid; 

. Y cur pitifu1 pay it make, me for to fay, 

Iow_ can I live well on fiipence a day ? 

There's twopence forfogar, and twopence for tea, 

And twoptnce for bifket and all ie away, 

B\:t a captain's Commifli'on pnh:ipR ma1 brfall, 

WhereyouOlaJ!g.:•.madam from both great & fmall! 
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Both rufFels and ribboni, and aH lhall go free~ 

\Vhe1r once {he is in the North Hig}ll~nds with me, 
And a broad down bed to my Annie I'll gie, 
When once !he is in the North Highlands with me. 

The night it is cold and inclining -to froft, 
Dry menus and Marfhall they faddle<:l their horfe1 

Th~y faddled their horfe and they .rode atter, me, 
But we lodg'd in a,v~Ue-y where they-could not fee.1 -· 

• ai&aa:--. •• 
THE LOVER'S DTSAPPOIN rMEN1\ 

G IVE e~r, 0 ye Mutes_, att~nd to my Jay, : 
- While I in foft anguiili my tears now oonvey; 
My grief it flrall found to a foreign.!hore, ~­
While each tender bre.1ft for my fufferings deplore.-

Chorus, 0 why did I venture o'er, . 
To forfake or to leave my own ~ative ihore\ 
In the year nine ty-four I to Englan.d came <:ver, , 

To wed then with one that l thought me ador'd, 
But now my fond withes for ever are croft, 
His favour and affections for ever are loft:. 

To the jufi Powers abova for aid I appe?..1, 
Not a thing from his view did I ever conceal ; 
But1 alas ! now he fcorns me to another-he's flow rr, 
That heart tho~ once fvft now is cold as a fione. 

Chorus, 0 why did I venture o'er, etc. 

The dear little infant that fi ~s on !DY knee, 
It knows not at 211 its parents' fad r tea, . 
While innocence & beauty thine in its f wee~ face·, 
As .the fparkling tears fall I my "infant embrace. 

Chorus. 0 wh-y did I ventur_e o'er, etc. 
How happy is the maiden th n' ever fo poor, 

No trouble or grief ever e-ntcrs th ··ir doer. 
Contented th t- y live altho1 poor and "'1ean, 
Y ct joy and content witn them ever is k en. et-; 



p H I L L I s AND N A N C Y. 

D O W N by a grove I rcw'd for my fancy, 
with f weet mu!ic attending on me, 

There I faw Phillis .and beautiful Nancy, 
.., as they fat reading of their deftiny ; 
Crying, alas! what fuall I Iy under, 

for to find out a true hearred f wain,-
.}Vh.at forrow and trouble my poor heart lies under, 

true love I find is a tormenting pain. 

Don't you _remember the promife you made me, 
that you'd be conflant aad tru~ unto me, 

1-ou prom is' d to marry and never deceive me, 
yet ye daily increafe my mifery, · 

Every ~igbt when I ought to be fieeping, 
tears trickle down like {bowers of ram, 

My foad heartwouldbr¢akif 'twas not for weeping, 

true-love I find is a tormenting pain. 

I wifl1 Httle Cupid would grant me one favour, 
for to let one of his own ·arrows fly, 

Into the boffom of my lo-ring creature, 
that {he may focl it as well a£ I; 

That fhe may feel it in every feature, 
that lhe may feel it in every vein, 

\Vill marry me, follow me, znd carry me over, 
fend me fafely home to my charmer again. 

Come my brave boys, now let us be d,rinkir;g, 
never let Corrow opprefs your minds, 

V.7 e 'll drink a good health to the lads that's airy, 
another good neaith to the girl that's k;nd; 

So tiere's a good health to falfe hearted Nancy, 
liktwife to every true hearted f wain, 

_W e'H fing and be jovial, and dance while we're able , 
tor true love ! -fiad is a tormenting pain~ 
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• tiiJl!lie ,·,,, 

ST. -PATRICK'S GLORY. 

My countrymen dear, come let us prepare, 
all over the Iri!h nation, 

On Patrick's birth-day our colours difplay, 
with great joy and declaration. 

He was a true blue, fuc·h members but fe~, 
he would not be led by t~mptation ; 

Fine :lltions he fquar'd, fine temples he rear'd, 
all over the brave Irifh nation. -

To magicians all, he gava a downfall, 
he preach'd to his country falvation; 

All \'enomous things with poifon and ftings, 
chac'd out of the brave Irifu nation. 

The fnake and the toad, from their place of abode, 

came here a while for to ftation, 
But P~trick's true blue, that did them purfue, 

chac'd them out of the brave [rifh nation. 

Here's fuccefs to Rodger1 that can hunt the badger, 

and all the brave Gores in the nation, 
LikewiCe Dick Cox, that can hunt the fox, 

from every cave in this nation. 

Succefs to Kildare-, that Shamrockiliire peer 
like Patrick for our reftoration, 

He run a (mart heat, to fave all our plate, 
all over the brave lriih nation. 

Our Shamrocks we'll wear, we'l1 walk on thefquare, 

to no man we'll give provocation, (King, 
,ve'll laugh and we'll fing, her 's a health to the 

by Patrick's fons and this ll;!tion. 
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This he~1th we'.!l encore, ten thoufand and more, 
- ---.. of Patrick's fomr ill' the ,nation, 
Sha'r'nrocks we'll wear. then of us take care, ,,. 

all over the brave IrHh nation • 

... 

TH -£ CONTENTED R:URICOLIST. 

T He fun being fet, and my work being done, 
one more of my days heing fpent, 

Then home to my cottaie [ tript it aleng, 
and fet myfelf down with content. 

My cottage \Vrth woodbines are der.ked all round, 
~ and the jdLmines green at my door, 

Where in it no trouble was there to be found, 
(have nothing but ground for my floor . 

l\1y bed made of flocks, & my (beets ate home fpun, 
no trouble ev·er enters my brea!l: ; 

For at night 1:v-:1g weary t lay myfelf down, 
fo contente I take me to refr. 

' 

With the lark iri th?. morning I rife to my work, 
t h<·re's nothing -pcrpl6xes my mind ; 

If my lambs go at" ray, fee how careful [ look, 
fo fure as you feek you rn~,n find. 

No thought$- about honour ever enter'd my breaft, 
or riches l ne'er can dr·fire, 

For the c hicr of my ftudy ~s earning my bread, 
to high title I ne'er can afpire. 

, Whh pipe made of ftr?w for amufement I play, 
fa my lambs they 1kip over the plain, 

Bemg bL{t w 1i:h content> fee my tim¢ fiides away. 
and at n:gnt to my cotta;e again. 
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T Ht Slife is like a rountry dance, 
The world a f pacious baH-r,,om, 

In which fo many take z prance, 
fhey fcarcely find for all T'oom; 

Fiddlers and pipers in a row, 
c ee how the rauks are clofing, 

E.ch flrives his neighbour 's faults to fbew, 
While he's his own expofing . 

Pray, Ma'am, what dance 'Kave you call'd? 
Matrimony, Ma'arn. The figure is extremely ea­fy. you turn fingle, run away with your partner, 
lead up the middle, back to back1 part and change 
partners. -

CHOR U s. 
Thus bufied in the fond turmoil, 

They time by folly nu:afure, 
Turn all thtdr plea!ure into toil, 

And fancy toil a pleafure. 
Scme in full dance with ardour burn, 

And f~·im, and glide ~nd wander, 
WbiJ~ others waiting for their turn, 

Sneer, fmile, and deal out £lander; 
Aud fo· the Count muft run away I 

,\\1 hy really I'm ~fraid fo; 
His flirt has ruin'd him at play, 

Poor man, I always fa-id fo. 
0 no doubt about it, kept by a Phyfician before 
{he cirr.e to th Count. clucl with a young apothe­
cary ; f yrenges loaded with analeptic pills. 'Tis 
ycur turn to begin, Sir s:r, I beg your pan~oq. 

Chor~ ']:hu& bufied in the fond turmoil, e c. 
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A_ way they punce it fmall and bij?, 

Rrown,- ginger, fair, and grizzl,, 
O Ma'am.!, you difconcert my wig, 

·. '~was you, Sir, touz'd my frizzle! 
Right band and left, the figure mind, 

0 ! wh2t are you abot.J.t . Ma'am? 
My dear Mifs Giggle you are blind, 

My Lady Fuz you're out; Ma'am! 

..-0, Ma'am! you rnould confider that the dance is 
my Lord Mayor's feaft~it begins wi,h a fet ro, 
and finHhes with a reel. 

C I1 0 R U s. 
Thus bufied ir. the fond turmoil, 

1,hey time by. folly meaf~ire, etc. 

Thus dance fucceeding after dance, 
As if Oln N1cK had got 'em, 

'.E~ey fcarid~l vent, :md flirt and prance, 
And foot it to the bottom ; 

Thus havJr.i mad~ for others fport, 
In regular rotation, 

With {winging imerefi :;ey retort 
On them ;he obligation. 

Surprizing f did you ever fee foch a fright aa that 
woman ! rubbed it all cff one fide of her face -
But look at that man what a fcarcrow he is, with 
};is fal(e calves turned before. Comet come, 
Ladies and Gentlemen, a new danc~; {trike up 
NONE so PRETTY. 

C H O ll U s. 
Thrn bufied in the fond turmoil, 

They time by folly meafuret 
Turn all their pleafurc into toil, 

And fancy toil a pleafure 
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