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ADVERTISEMENT,

THE Editorwill not take up the

time of the Brethren, either
in recommending or apologizing
For his preienting them with this-

fmall Collection, as molt of
the Songs are already known, the
reft he fubmits to their fate.

| He only will oblerve, that it was
Slat the particular defire ofa number
of the Brethren that he undertook
to publifh theToafts,many ofwhich;
are original, but the greater part
were fentiments that required but
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little alteration.—Thefe Toafts be-
ing only intended for the ule of
Fr e e-Masqns, he hopes they
will look upon their faults with a

brotherly eye.

As this Collection may fall
into the hands of lome who are not

initiated into the myfteries of Free-
Mafonry, ofcourfe, to them, many
of the Songs will be unintelligible:
It was therefore thought advilable,
to lubjoin a few of the moll Cele-
brated Scotch and Englilh Songs
for their amufement.
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TOASTS and SENTIMENTS

: For the SOCIETY of

FREE- MASONS,

TO the King and the Craft,
To all the Kings, Princes and Potentates

that ever propagated the Royal Art.
To all the Fraternity round the globe.
To all the noble Lords, and Right Worfhipful

Brothers that have been Grand Mailers.
The Grand Lodge of Scotland.
The Grand Lodge of England,
The Grand Lodge of Ireland.
The right Hon. David Stewart,Earl ofBuchan,

prefent Grand Mailer.
To all well difpofed Mafons.
To the perpetual honour of Free-mafons.
To the mailers and wardens of all regular lodges.
To all true and faithful brothers.
To all free born fons of the ancient and honour-

. able Craft.
To the memory ofhim who firll planted the Vine.
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To mafon and to mafons bairns,
And women with both,wit and charms*
That loves to lie in mafons arms.

To all the female friends of Free-mafons.
To him that firft the wort began.
To the memory of the Tyrian Artift.
To the ancient, fons of peace.
To all upright and pure Mafons.

Profperity to the ancient and honourable Craft,’
To the fecret and filent.
To all mafons who'walk the line.
To him that did the Temple rear.

To each true and faithful heart,
That ftill preferves the fecret art.

To all that live within compafs and fquare.
To all focial Free-mafons.

To all true mafons and upright,
Who faw the Eaft where rofe the light.

To the increafe ofperpetual friendihip and peace
amongft the ancient Craft.

To each charming fair and faithful llie,
Who loves the Craft of mafonry.

To all ancient Free-mafons, where-ever on-

. ■ prefsM or' difpersM,



To each faithful brother both ancient and young,
Who governs his paffions, and bridles his tongue,.
To all thofe who fleer their courfe by the three

great L s of mafonry.
May every mafqn be enabled to aft,. as to have

an approving monitor.
May the lodges in this place he diftinguifhed for

love, peace and harmony.
May all Free-mafons be enabled to apt in a ftrift

conformity to the rules of their order.

May our actions as mafons be properly fquared.
^.proper application of the 24th inch gauge, fo

as that we may meafure out, and hufoand
our time to the befl of purpdfes.

To him who ufes the mallet in knocking off thofe
fuperfluous padions that in any manner de f

grate the man or the mafon.

May Free-mafons ever be the patterns of true'
virtue.

May the lives of all Free-mafons be fpent in acts

of true piety, highly feafoned with tranquility.
May the maforfs conduct be fo uniform as he may

not be,alhamed to take a retrofpeclive view
of it.
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The abfent Brethren of this Lodge,
Every worthy brother who was at firft duly

prepared, and whofe heart ftill retains an

awful regard to the three great lights of ma-
fonry.

Every brother who Hands plumb to his princi-
pals, yet level to his brethren.

Every worthy brother who maintains a conftan-

cy in love, and fincerity in friendfhip.
May the brethren of our glorious craft be ever

diftinguifhed in the world by their regular
lives, more than by their gloves and aprons.

May the fquare, plumb-line, and level, regulate
the conduct of every brother.

May virtue ever diretSt our actions with refpe£b
to ourfelves, juftice to thofe with whom we

deal, mercy, love and charity to all mankind.

May every worthy brother who is willing to

work and labour through the day, as his con-

dition Requires, be happy at night with his
friend, his love, and a chearful glafs.

Every brother who keeps the key of knowledge
from all intruders, but will chearfully opep
it to a worthy brother.
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May mafonry iiourifh until nature expire,
Mid its glories ne’er fade till the world’s on fire.

May every fpciety, iuftituted for the promotion
of virtue, flpurifh.

May concord, peace, and harmony fubfift in all
regular, lodges, and always diftinguiih the

fraternity of Free-mafons.
Profperity to mafons and mafonry.
May every brother learn to live within the

compail’es, and watch upon the fquare.
May the prpfped of riches never have,that effect

. upon a mafon, as to induce Him to that which
is repugnant to virtue;

May our converfation be fuch as that youth may
therein find inftru&ion, women modefty, and'
the aged! refped, and all men civility.

May peace, harmony and concord fubfift among
Free-mafons, and may every idle difpute and
frivolous diflinction be buried in oblivion.

The mafon that knows the true value and ufe
of his tools.

All true frfends of the Craft. '

May every brother who is lawfully and regtK
b 3 •

:-v
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larly entered into our fociety, that is both
ancient and honourable, be as duly inftructed
in the true morals thereof.

May mafonry prove as univerfal, as it is honour-
able and ufeful.

The memory of the diftinguifhed three.

May unity, friendfhip, and "brotherly love, ever
diftinguifh the brethren of the ancient Craft.

All regular Lodges.
May harmony and good order fubfift among the

brethren.
To the nation’s wealth and glory.
To the innocent and faithful Craft.
To a happy meeting.
May the frowns of refentment never be known

amongft us.
May the gentle fpirit of love animate the heart

of every mafon.

May hypocrify, faction, and ftrife be for ever

rooted from every Lodge.
MayTmcerity, charity, and peace be eftablifhed

in this Lodge.
May every Free-mafon be diftinguifhed by the

internal ornament of an upright heart.



SENTIMENT Si
'

'

xix

May the brethren in this place be united to one

another by the bond of love.

May every Free-mafon have as much genuine
philofophy, as that he may neither be too

much exalted with the {miles''of prolperity,
‘

nor too much dejected with the frowns of

adverfity.
May Free-mafons ever tafte and relifli the fvveets

of domeftic contentment.

May the foundation of every regular Lodge be

folid, its foundation fure, and its members,

numerous and happy.
May every Free-mafon have health, peace, and

plenty.
May every Free-mafon find conilancy in love,

,
and fmcerity in friendlhip.

May the Free-mafon’s concience be found, tho’
his fortune be rotten. ‘

May temptation never conquer a Free-mafon’s
virtue.

Honour and influence to every public-fpirited
brother.

May every worthy brother have’a head to earn,
and a heart to fpend.
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May all Free-mafons pleafe, and be pleafed,
May every Free-mafon love without fear, and

live without cafe.
Peace and plenty to every brother.

Health, love, and ready rhino to the whole fra-
ternity.

May the mafon’s reward be equal to his merit.

May every brother that has merit, never want
encouragement.

May the morning have no occafion to cenfure
the night fpent by Free-malons.

May every brother have a heart to feel, and a

hand to give.
May no Free-mafon wilh for more liberty than

conftitutes happinefs, nor more freedom than
tends to the public good.

.May we never condemn that in a brother, which
we would pardon in ourfelves.

May the cares which haunt the heart of the co-

vetous, be unknown to a Free-mafon.

May no Free-mafon defire plenty, but with the
benevolent view to relieve the indigent.

May the deformity of vice in other men, teach
a mafon to abhor his own.
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Maywe be more ready to correct our own faults,
than to publifh the errors of the brethren.

May every Free-mafon participate in the happi-
nefs of a brother.

May we never rafhly believe the reportwe hear,
’which is prejudical to a brother.

May difcord, party-rage, and infolence, be for-
ever rooted out from amongft mafons. s

May all Free-mafons go hand in hand in the rod
of virtue.

May all Free-mafons ever tafte and relilh the
fweets of freedom.

May the hearts of Free-mafons agree, although
their heads fhould differ.

May the mafons conduit be fo uniform, as to
convince the natural world that they dwell
in light.

Mayhonour and honefty diflinguilh the brethren.
The humble beggar. \

Relief to all indigent brethren.
May all Free-mafons live in love, and die in peace.
To mafonry, friendfhip and love.
To all the worthy fraternity round the globe. ,

To all well-difpofed mafons.
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The heart which conceals,
And the tongue that ne’er reveals.

May no Free-mafon tafte the bitter apples of af-
fliction.

May every Free-mafop’s heart have for tenants

truth, candour, and benevolence.

May ever}'- Free-mafon have pleafures here, and
happinefs hereafter.

May the Free-mafon have health ill freedom,
.
and contentment in bondage.

May the evening tranfa&ions of a Free-mafon,
bear'his morning reflections.

May every Free-mafon 'have health of body,
peace of mind, a cleanfliirt and a guinea.

Health, joy, and peace of mind to all the Frater-

nity.
May every brother have health and compe-

tency.
May every brother have life, love, and liberty.
May every brother have patience in adverflty.
May no Free-mafon attempt to deltroy his

neighbour’s credit, with the ignoble view tp

eftablifli his own.

To the memory of the widow’s foil.
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’Tis this and ’tis that,
They cannot tell what,

Why fo many great men of the nation.
Should aprons put on
To make, themfelv.es one,

With a Free and an Accepted Mafon.

Great kings, dukes, and lords,
Have laid by their fwords,

Our myft’ry to put a good grace on?

-And ne’er been afham’d

To hear themfelves nam’d

With a Free and an Accepted Mafon..

Still firm to our truft,
In friendiliip we’re juft,

Our actions we guide by our reafon !

By obferving this rule,
The pallion’s move cool

Of a Free and an Accepted Mafon.

All idle debate
About church or the ftate,

The fprings of impiety and treafon :

Thefe raifers of ftrife
Ne’er ruffle the life

Of a Free and an Accepted Mafon.
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I 1
. Antiquity’s pride

We haye on our fide,
Which adds high renown to'our ftation s

v
'

;;
'

There’s nought but what’s good,
Jj To be underftood
' By a Free and an Accepted Mafon.
I

.

.

I ■ The clergy embrace,
And all Aaron’s race,

Our fquare actions their knowledge to place on>
;! And in each degree
[! They’ll honoured be
'

! With a Free and an Accepted Mafon.
pi We’re true and fincere.

'j In our love to the fair,
I Who wall truft us on every occafion :
!l ■

| No mortal can more

The Ladies adore
i Than a Free and an Accepted Mafon.' '

| Then join hand in hand,
j T’ each other firm ftand,
I Let’s be merry, and put a good face on :

| What mortal can boaft
, So noble a toaft

r As a free and an Accepted Mafon ?
A %
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May Free-mafons, as Chriftians, be zealous

■without uncharitablenefs.

May the Free-mafon be a have to pothing but

his duty.
May the Free-mafon have courage to be honefl

in the worft of times.

May all the fraternity have good luck till they.
are tired.of it.

May Free-mafons be as virtuous as the inftittt-

tion is ancient.

May all the contention amongft mafons ftill be,
Who better can work, and who better agree;
May brotherly love continue.

May juftice and morality ever be the diftinguilh-'
ing characteriftic of a free mafon

May free mafons fo ad as to be efteem’d by the
worthy.

May the reins of the free mafons palfions be un~

der the control of the hands of his reafon.

Happy to meet, happy to part, and happy tomeet
. again.

When thus our temporary Lodge fhall be finally
fhu't, may itprove to us all a tranfmutatlon
from tranfient happinefs, to permanent en-
joyment.
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FREE-MASON SONG S.

# *#i#t#t#t#t#ti*.«$»

S O N G h

^OME let us prepare,
^ We Brothers that are

AiTembled, oil merry occafion:
Let’s drink, laugh and flag,

• Our wine has a fpring ;

Here’s a health to an Accepted Malon,

The world is in pain .

Our fecret to man,
’"

•

Ahd ftill let them wonder and gaze on 2

They ne’er can divine •

The word or the fign,
Of a Free and an Accepted Mafon,*

A
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SONG II.

NCE I was blind and con’d not fee,
All was dark me round,

But Providence provided me,
And foon a friend I found ;

Thro’ hidden paths my friend me led..
Such paths as bablers ne’er ihall tread.

With a fa, la, la, la, la, la „

He took all Humbling blocks away,
That I might walk fecure,

And brought me long e’re break of day
To Sol’s bright Temple door,

Where we both admittance found,
By help of magic, fpell, and found.

With a fa, la, &c„

The curber of my rafh attempt,
Did then my bread alarm,

And hinted 1 was not exempt,
Nor free from double harm ;

Which put a Hop to riling pride,
And made we trail more to my. guide.

With a ja, la, &:c*
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With fober pace I then was led,
Arid brought to Sol’s bright throne *

,

"Where I was oblig’d to flop,
Till I myfelf wade known :

With hideous noife I round was brought.
For to obtain that which I fought.

With a fa, la, &&

In humble pofture, and due form,
. I lilt’ned with good will;
-Inftead ofmighty noife and dorm,
All then was calm and dill;

Such charming founds I then did hear,
As quite expelPd all doubts and fears.

With a fa} la, &f,
The mighty Monarch from Iiis throne,

Bid darknefs then withdraw ; f
.

No fooner faid than it was done,
And I great things then faw ;

But what they were I’ll not now tell, ■

But'filch they were as here {hall dwell.
With a fa, la, &c%

Then round and round me he did tye^
A noble ancient charm ;

A g
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All future darknefs to defy,
and ward of Cowan’s harm :

So I return’d from whence I came,

Not what I was, but what I am.
With a fa, lay 8c<t.

SONG III.

v°
*

TAIL Mafonry, thou Craft divine !

Glory of earth, from Heaven reveal’d;
Which dod with jewels precious Ihine,
From all but Mafons’ eyes conceal’d.

Thy praifes due, who can rehearfe,
In nervous profs, or plowing verfe ?

As men from brutes diftinguiili’d are,

A Mafon other men excels ;

For what’s in knowledge choice and rare,

But in his bread fecurely dwells ?

His filent breaft, andfaithful heart,
Preferves the fecrets of the art.

From fcorching heat, and piercing cold,
From beads, whofe roar the fored rends,
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FREE-MASON SONGS.

From the affaults of warriors bold,
The Mafons’ art mankind defends.

Be to this art due honour paid,
from •which znatikind receives fuch aid.

Enfigns of flate that feed our pride,
Diflinction troublefome and vain !

By Mafons true, are laid afide ;

Art’s free-born fons fuch toys difdain.

Ennobled by the name they bear,

Dijlinguifh’d by the badge they wear.

Sweet fellowfhip, from envy free,
Friendly converfe of brotherhood,

The Lodge’s Lifting cement be !,

Which has for ages firmly flood.

A Lodge thus built for ages paft,
Has lajled, and will ever lafi.

Then in our longs be juftice done,
To thofe who have enrich’d the art;

From Adam, to great Kelly down,
And let bach brother bear a part.
Let our Grand Mafler’s health go round,
Hispraife in every Lodge refoztnd.
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S O N G IV.

0 7HEN a Lodge of Free-Mafons
Y i Are cloth’d in their aprons,
In order to make a new brother,
With firm hearts and clean hands,
They repair to their Hands,

And juftly fupport one another;

Trufty brother, take care:,
Of evefdroppers beware,

*Tis a juft and a folemn occafion ;
Give the word and the blow,
That workmen may know,

One aIks to be made a Free-Mafon?

The Mafter ftands due,
And his officers too,

While the craftfmen are playing their ftation
The apprentices Hand,
Right for the command

Of a Free and an Accepted Mafon.

Now traverfe your ground,
As in duty you’re bound,
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And revere the authentic oration, .

. That leads to the way,
'And proves the firft ray

Of the light of. an Accepted Mafon.

Here’s words, and here’s figns, -

Here’s problems and lines,
A.nd here’s room too for deep fpeculation
Here virtue and truth,
Are taught to the youth,

When firft he’s call’d up to a Mafon.

Hieroglyphicks lhine bright, -.
• And here light reverts light,
On the rules and the tools of vocation %

We work and we fmg,
The Craft and the King ;

,Tis both duty and choice in a Mafon.

What is faid or is done,
Js here truly laid down,

In this form of our high inftellation ;
Yet I challenge all men,
To know what I mean,

Unlefs he’s an Accepted Mafon.
A 5
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The Ladies claim right,
To come to our light,

£>ince the apron they lay is their bearing;
Can they fubject their will, "

Can they keep their tongues ftill,
And let talking be chang’d into hearing ?

This difficult talk,
Is the leaft we can alk,

To fecure us on fuudry occafions;
When with this they comply,
Our utmoft we’ll try,

To raife Lodges for Lady Free-Mafons.

Till this can be done,
MuPc each'brother be mum,

Tho’ the fair one ihoukl wheedle or teaie on ;
Be juft, true, and kind,
But full bear in mind,,

At all times you are a Free-Mafon.

S O N G V.

To the Tline of Rule Britannia.

'|Xy7HEN earth’s foundation firft was laiu^.t * Ry the Almighty Artilt’s hand,



*Twas then our perfect, our perfect lawswere hiade^
Eftablifli’d by his ftri& command.

Hail! jnyfterioiu^hail! glorious.mafonry,
That makes us ever great and free,

As man throughout for flicker fought,
In vain from place to place did roam,

Until from heaven,' from heaven he was taught
To plan, to build, and fix his home.

Hail! myjlerious^ &c,

Hence illuftrious rofe our Art,
And now in beauteous piles appear,

Which fliall to endlefs, to endlefs time impart*
■ How worthy and how great we are.

Hail! Myjlerious, &e..

Nor we, lefs fam’d for ev’ry tye,
By which the human thought is bound ;

Love, truth, and friendfliip, and friendftiip ibcialiy
'

Join all our hearts and-hands around.
(

Hail! myjlerious, &c.

Our actions kill by virtue bleft,
And to our precepts ever true^

The world admiring, admiring fliall requeft
To learn, and our bright paths purfue.

Hail ! myjlerious, &e.
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SONG VI.

To the tune of,->~Rule Britannia, &c;
T T FHLN mafonry, by heaven’s defign,
* * Did enter firfl into great Hiram’s brain,

A choir of angels did rejoice,
And this chorus fung with united voice,

Hail / you happy, happy fons that be
Brothers of Free-Mafonry.

Great Hiram, he did then repair,
And went to work with rule and fquare ;
With his level and plumb he form’d a plan,
And did the glorious temple frame.

Then hail! you happy, &c.

When Solomon beheld the fame,
He then fet forth great Hiram’s fame ;
O excellent Mafon ! he did fay,
Above all others you bear the fway.

Then hailJ you happy, &c.

Now, to great Hiram’s memory,
Let’s fill a glafs moft pleafantly,
Including St John, who light did bring,
INSot forgetting great George our King*

*Then hail! you happy, &c.



Then next to our Grand-Matter pafs,
My brethren dear,a flowing glafs,
Including ourfelvOs, fo pafs it round,
And with a clap make th’ lodge refound.

Then bail! you happy} 8cc.

'-Oi 'O* '•Oi >-£>-. <-C?» <-0\ k?i

SONG VII.

Tun E ,—Fy let us a
*
to the wedding.

KIng Salomon, that wife projector,
In mafonry took great delight;

And Hiram that great architector,
Whofe actions ever lhall iliine’bright.

From the heart of a true honeft Mafon, 1

There’s none can the fecret remove y
Our maxims, are joffice, morality,
Friendship, and brotherly love.

We meet like true friends on the level,
And lovingly part on the fquare ;

Alike we refpect king and beggar,
Provided they’re juft and ftncere,

We fcorn ah ungenerous action,,
None can with Free-mafons compare ;

We love for to live within compafs,
By rules that are honeft an,4fair.

A 7
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We exclude all talkative fellows,
That will bable and prate pad their wit*

They ne'er fhall come into our fecret,
For they're neither worthy nor fit :

But the perfon that's well recommended,
And we find him' honed: and true,

When ourLodge is well tyl'd we’ll prepare them;
And, like Mafons, our work we’ll purfue*
There's fome foolidi people reject us,
For which they are highly to blame*

They cannot fhew any objection,
Or reafon for doing the fame.

The art’s a divine infpiration,
As all,honed men will declare ;

So here’s to all true-hearted Brothez's,
That live within compafs and fquai'e.

#t#t #t #tt%

SONG VIII.

TTROM the depths let us raife
Our voices, and praife

The works of the glorious creation 3

And extol the great fame
Of our Maker's great name,

And his love 'to an Accepted Mafon.



I fre e-mas on songs.

In primitive times,
When men, by high crimes,

Qccaflon’d a great devaluation :

The flood did abound,
- And all men were'drown’d,
Save a Free and an Accepted Mafon.

In an Ark that was, good,
Made of Gopher wood,

It was built by divine ordination ;

And firfl in his time,
That planted a vine,

Was a Free and an Accepted Mafon.

Then Pharoah, the King-
Of Egypt, did bring

Into bondage our whole generation t

But-that King got a fall,
And his magicians all,

By a Princely and great learned Mafon,

Four hundred and thirty years
By.Scripture appears,

Was their bondage in .th’ Egyptian nation
But by providence great,
They-made their efcape,

Unto the Egyptians vexation,
AS
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Then thro 5, the Red-Sea,
Heaven guided their way,

By two pillars of divine ordinations ;
But Pharaoh’s great train
The £ea did reitrain,

From purfuiug an army ofMafons,

On the plains they did rear,
A pavilion fair,

it was built by divine infpiration j
Each part in it fquare,.
None con’d it prepare,

But a Free and an Accepted Mafon.

Thro’ Jordan they go,
To face their proud foe,

I mean the great Cananite nations;
But their gigantick train '

Could not fuftain
■The force of that army of Mafons.

King Solomon he,
Was known to be free,

Built a Lodge for the ufe of Free Mafons •

Each beautiful part,
Was due to the art

Of that Princely and great learned Mafon.
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Let each Mafon that’s free
Toaft his memory :

Joha hands without difiimulation ;
Let cowans think on,
For they are all wrong ;

Drink a health to an accepted Mafon.

S O N G IX.

on, my dear brethren, purfue the great.'
^ LeCture, .

And refine on the rules of old Architecture j

High honour to Mafons the Craft daily brings,
'To thofe brothers ofprinces, and fellows of kings’.

We drove the rnde Vandals and Goths of the

ftage>
And reviv’d the old arts of Auguftbs’ fam’d age,:
Vefpafian deftroyed the vafi: temple in vain ;

Since fo many now rife under Dumfries ’ reign.
The noble five orders, compos’d with fuch an,

Shall amaze- the fwift eye, and engage- the whole
heart :
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Proportion, fweet harmony, gracing the whole,
pives our work, like the glorious creation, a foul.

Then Mafter, and Brethren, preferve youi

great name ;

This lodge, fomajeflic, fliall purchafe you fame:
Rever’d it fliall ftand till all nature expire,
And its glories ne’er fade till the world is on fire.

See, fee, behold here what rewards all our toil.
' Jnfpires our -genius, and bids labour fmile ;

To our noble Grand-Mafter let a bumper be

crown’d,
To al| Malons a bumper,—fo let it go round.

Again, my lov’d brethren, again let it pafs,
Our ancient firm union cement with a giafs :

And all the contention ’mong Mafons fhall bey
Who better cam work, or who better agree.

pbr$brA— r$~> r$r\ r&-1 A~i rA.

SONG N.

Tun e ,—hi the garb of old Caul. -

N the drel's of Free-Mafons, fit garments, foi
()6veJove,

yVith the ftrongefl attachment, true brother1}



We now are afiembl’d all jovial and free,
For who are fo wife and fo happy as we ?

And fince we’re bound by fecre'cy to upity anc|
Jove, (prove:

Let us, like brethren, faithful to ev’ry brother

Thus, hand in hand, let’s firmly Hand,
All Mafons in a ring,

Protestors of our native land,
The Craft and the King.
Tho’ fome, with ambition, for glory contend,

And when they’ve attain’d it, defpife each poor
friend,

Yet a Mafon, tho’ noble, his fame to infure,
Counts eachMafon his brother, tho’ ever fopoor.

And fince we’re bound, &p.
■ " - M\

But not to our brethren alone we confine”'
That brotherly love, that affection divine ;

For our kind hearted fillers in that bear a lhare,
And, as we admire, we’re belov’d by the fair.

And fince we’re bound by fecrecy to unity and
love,

Let us, like brethren, faithful (till to ev’ry filler
prove, &c.
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v

With juftice, with candour, our bofoms are

warm’d,
Our tongues are with truth andfincerity arm’d;
We’re loyal,we’re trufty, we’re faithful to thofe,
Who treat us as friends, and we fmile at our foes,

Andfince we're bound, Sec.

We bend to the King-, to our Matter w7e bend;
For thefe are the rulers we’re bound to defend:

And when fuch a King, fuch a Matter arife,
As Britons, as Mafons, we’ve caufe to rejoice.

And fince we're bound} See.

SONG XI,

ByaYOUNGLADY.
F your hearts to, take care, now ladies pre*

w pare ;
Be filent! I’ll tell you the reafon

Sly Cupid, they fay, as the fureft way,
To conquer the fair, is made Mafon,

The muttc you hear, will ravifh your ear
Your eye will be pleas’d paft expreffion :

But think on the fmart, that follows the dart),
When thrown by the hand of a. Mafon,
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Jhe nymph may pretend, Iier heart’ to defend;
But let her from me take a leffon;

She’s furely undone, tho’ her heart was of flone,
It will melt at one glance from a Mafon,

By the apron and glove, Cupid reigns god of love,
To deny his empire now is treafon :

Then I humbly agree, foon married to be,
Then anfwer each call of my Mafon.

Heaven profper the youth, for honour and truth,
And fecrecy fam’d by all nations;

'

I’ll ne’er be alham’d, nor fear to be blam’d*
While I write in the praife of Free-mafons.

S O N G XII.

OME hoys, lei’s more liquor get,
■ Since jovially we all are met,
Since jovially we all are met,
.Here none will difgrace ;

Let’s drink and ling, and all combine
In fongs to pyaife that art divine,
In fongs to praife that art divine,
That’s call’d Free-Mafonry* ,



22 A NEW COLLECTION o$

True knowledge feated in the head,
Doth teach us mafons how to tread,
Doth teach, &-c.

The paths we ought to go ;

By which we ever friends create,
And drown all cares, ftrife, and debate,
And drown, &c.
Count none but fools our foe.

Here forrow knows not how to weep,
And watchful grief is lull’d to deep,
And watchful, &c.
In our lodge we know no care j

Join hand in hand before we part,
Each brother takes his glafs with heart,
Each brother, &c •

And toaffc fome charming fair.

Hear me, ye gods, and whilit I live,
Good fellows and good liquor give,
Good fellows, &c.
Then always happy me j

Sometimes a gentle She I crave,
And when I’m fummon’d to my grave,
And when, &c.
Adieu Free-Mafonry.
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SONG XIII.

YOU cowans together both ancient andyoung,
Draw near a while to my merry fong,

You'all will be MaFons before it be long.
JJp and down, dzrry, derry, up_ and down, See,

You are made for a trifle, the price is but fmall:
Great Kings, Dukes, and Lords, you brothers

will call.
Get aprons, get gloves, get drink, and that’s all.

Up and down, &c.
Get aprons, get gloves, get fecrets, that’s all.'

Up and down, See.

You fay, to your knowledge, you’ll never difclofe
To the beft ofyour friends, or the word of your

foes, ^

That fecret which no blind cowan e’er knows.

Up and down, Sec.

That fecretwhich none butaFree-Mafonknows.

Up and down, See.

Likewife, to your knowledge, you neverwill tell,
Left you are tormented by the flames of hell.
That fate to a Free-JV^afon never befel.

Up and down, 8cc.
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SONG XIV.

WHoever. wants wifdom, muft, withfome
, delight,- (night;

Read, ponder, and pore, noon, morning, and
Muft turn over volumes of gigantic fize,
Enlighten his mind, tho’ he puts out his eyes.

Derry down, down, downy derry down.

If a general would know how tomulter his men,
By thoufands, by hundreds, by fifties by ten j
Or level his fiege on bighcaftle or town,
He mud: borrow his precepts from men of re-

fiown. Derry down, &c„

Would awry fac’d, phyfician, or parfon excel,
In preaching, or giving a fanctified fpell j
He firft muft. read Galien and Tillotfon thro’,
E’er he get credentials, or bufinefs to do.

Derry dowr.y &c.

Butthefe are all follies, Free-Mafons can prove j
In the lodge they fmd’knowledge, fair virtue and

love; (their eyes,
Without deaf’ning their ears, without blinding
They find the compendious way to be wife.

Derry \dvwny Sc c.
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S O N G XV.
' t

C OME ah ye elves that be,
Come follow, follow me *

I

AH you that guards have been

Without, and ferv’d within;
Sing, let joy thro’ us refound,
For all this lodge is facred ground,

Guides coo, that faries are,

Come, five by five prepare,
Come buy frelh oil with fpeed.
Your 'dying lamps to feed -

AH trimrh’d in new and glittering light,
For welcome garments muff be white.

Come Seraphs too that be

Bright rulers, three by three,
Attend on me your queen,
Two hand-maids led between 5

Whilft all around this health I name,
Shall make the hollow founds proclaim?

While Silvans and Silvan loves,
O’er mountains and in groves,
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With brighter gems, and fprightly dames,
Of fountains and of flames ;

With joyful nqife of hands and feet,
Shall echo and the noife repeat.

While we who ling and love,
And live in fprings above ;

Defcend, defcend, do we,
With mafons to be free ;

Where fprirtgs of wine revive each face,
And ftrearns of milk flow round the place.

Whilfl: Cherubs guard the door,
With flaming fword before,

We thro’ the key-hole creep,
And there we deeply peep.

O’er all their jewels Ikip and leap,
And trip it, trip it, ftep by ftep.

Or as upon the green, .

We faries turn unfeen,
So here we make a ring,
Whilfl; merry mafons ling;

Around their cowans we whirl apace,
■ Apd not one flpgle hair mifplace.
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And down from thence we jump,
All with a filent thump.

None hear our feet rebound,
Round, round, the table, round ;

Nor fees us, whilft we nimbly pafs
Thrice round the rim of ev’ry glafu

But if any crumbs withal
Down from their table fall,

With greedy mirth we eat,
No honey is fo fweet!

And when they drop it from their thumb,
We catch it fupernaculum. -

Now as for Mafonry,
Altho’ we are not free ;

In lodges ive have been.
And all their figns have feen;

Yet fuch love to the craft we bear,
Their fecrets we will ne’er declare. •

SON G^XVI.

O thefcience that virtue and art domaintain,
Let themufe pay her tribute in foft gliding
{Irain,
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Thofe myflic perfe&ions fo fond to difplay,
As far as allow’d to poetical lay,
-Each profellion and clafs of mankind muft agres.
That mafons alone are the menwho are free, &c,

Their origin they, -vyith great honour can trace

From the fons of religion and fingular grace ;
Great Hiram and Solomon, virtue to prove,
Made this the grand fecret of friendlhip and love
Each profellion and clafs of mankind muft agree
That mafons, of all men, are certainly free, &c

The fmart and the beau, the coquet and prude
The dull and the comic, the heavy and rude,
In vain may enquire, then fret and defpife
An art that’s ftill fecret ’gainft all they devife

Each profellion and clafs of mankind muft agree
Thatmafons, tho’ fecret, are loyal and free, &c

Commit it to thoufands of different mind,
And this golden precept you’ll certainly find,
Nor intereft nor terror can make them reveal,
Without juft admittancewhat they Ihould conceal
Each profeffion and clafs of mankind muft agree
That mafons alone are both fecret and free, &c
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[Fair virtue and friendihip, religion and love,
|The motives of this noble fcience frill prove ;
?Tis the key and the lock of Chriftianty’s rules.
And not to be trufted to knaves or to fools.

Each profeffion and clafs of mankind mull agree,
That accepted mafons are fteady and free, c-.c.

Th? Ifraelites diftinguillftd their friends from their

foes (thole
!y figns and characters; then fay, why ihould

Of vice and unbelief be permitted to pry,
Into fecrets that mafons alone ffiould defcry.
Each profeffion and clafs of mankind muft agree,
Thatmafons, of all men, are fecret and free, err.

The dunce, he imagines that fcience and art

Depends on fome compact or magical part;
Thus men are fo ftupid, to think that the caufe
Of our conffitution’s againft divine laws.
Each profeffion and clafs ofmankind muft agree.
That mafons are jovial, religious, and free, &c.

Puffi about the briffi bowl, let it circling pafs,
Let each chofen brother lay hold on his glafs,
And drink to the heart that will always conceal,
And the tongue that our fecretswill never reveal.
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Each profeffion and clafs of mankind muft agree,
That the.fons ofoldHiram are certainly free, &c.

SONG XVII.

WE brethren, Free-Mafons, let’s mark the

great name,
Mod: ancient and loyal recorded by fame ;
In unity meet, let us merrily ling,
The life of a mafon’s like that of a king.

No difcord, no envy, among us llial] be,
No confufion of tongues, but let us all agree ;
NotlikebuildingofBabel, confound one another,
But fillupyour glaffes, anddrink toeach brother.

A tower they wanted to lead them to blefs;
I hope there’s no brother but knows what it is.
Three principal fteps in our ladder there be,
A myft’ry to all but thofe that are free.

Let the ftrength of our reafon keep the fquare of
our heart,

And virtue adorn every man in his part,
The name of a cowan wi’ll not ridicule,
But pity is folly, and count him a fool.
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Let’s lead a good life, whilft power we have,
And when that our bodies are laid in the grave,

We hopewithgood conference to heaven toclimb,
To givePeter'the pafs-word, the token and fign.
Saint Peter, he opens, and fo we pafs in, (fin,
To a place that’s prepare’.d fpr all thofe free from
To that heavenly lodge which is tyl’dmoftfecure,
Aplace that’sprepar’d for all thofe that are pure.

SONG XVIII.

Tune,—On, on, my dear Brethren.

curious vulgar,' could never devlfe,
.What focial free-mafons fo highly do prize $

No human conjecture, no ftudy in fchools,
Such fruitlefs attempts ar.e the actions of fools.

Sublime are our maxims, our plan from above,
Old as the creation, cemented with love ;

To promote all the virtues adorning man’s life,
Subduing our paftions, preventing all ftrife.

Purfuemydear brethren, embracewith great care,
A' fyftem adapted our actions to fouare,
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Whofe origin clearly appeareth divine,
Oblerve how its precepts to virtue incline.

The fecrets of nature King Solomon knew,
The names of all trees in the foreft that grew i

Architecture his ftudy, free-mafons foie guide,
Thus finilh’d his temple, antiquity’s pride.

True ancient free-mafons our arts did conceal,
Their hearts were fmcere, and not prone to re-

veal.

Here’s the widow’s fon’smem’ry, thatmighty'
great'Sage,

Who fkilfully handled plumb, level and gage.

Toad: next our Grand-matter, of noble repute,
No brother prefuming his laws to difpute;
Nodifcord, no faction, ourlodge fball divide,
Here truth, love, and friendiliipmull always

abide.

Ceafe, ceafe, ye vain rebels, your country’s dif-
grace,

To ravage like Vandals, our arts to deface :

Learn, learn to grow loyal, our king to defend,
And live like free-mafpns, your lives to amend.
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SONG XIX.

OF all inftitutions to form well the mind,
And make us to every virtue inclin’d ;

None can'with the'craft of free-mafons compare/
Or teach us fo truly our actions to fquare;
For it was ordain’d, by our founder’s decree,-
That we iliould be loyal, be loving and free.

Be loving and free,

We, in harmony, friynulhip, and unity meet,
And every brother rnoft lovingly greet;
And, when we fee one in d litrefs, {till impart,
Some comfort to cheer and enliven his heart.

Thus we always live, and for ever agree,
Refolv’d to be loyal, moft loving and free.

Molt loving and free, &c\

By points of good fellowlhip we ftill accord,
Obfervingeach bi-other’s truefign, gripand word,
Which from our great architect was handed down,
And ne’er will to any but mafons be known.
Then here’s to our brethren of every degree,
Wno always are loyal, are loving and free.

Are loving and free. &c
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SONG XX.

Tu ti E }-~-The Miller ofMansfield.,

T T happy a mafon? whofe bofom dill flows
-*• With friendfhip, and ever mod chearfully

goes j
Th’ effects of the myderies lodg’d in his bread,
Myd’ries rever’d, and by princes polled.
Our friend, and our bottle, we bed can enjoy,
No rancour, or envy, our quiet annoy,
Our plumb-line and compafs, our fquare and

our tools,
Diredt all our addons in virtue’s fair rules.

To Mars and to Venus, we’re equally true,
Our hearts can enliven, our arms canfubdue:

Let the enemy tell, and the ladies declare.

No clafs or profeffion with mafons compare.
To give a fond ludre, we ne’er need a cred,
Since honour and virtue remain in our bread.

W e’ll charm the rude world when we clap,
laugh, and ftng ;

If fo happy a maxon, fay, who’d be a king ?
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SONG XXI.

BEGIN, O yemufes ! a free mafon’s drain j

;
Let the numbers be gentle,and eafy andplain;

‘Dio’ fometinies in' concert fublimely we fing,
Whilft each brother mafon join hands with a king,
Amd princes difdains not companions to be

With the man that is own’d for amafon and free.

Why feek our bed nobles our myd’ry to know,
And rather fing here, than dp tea with a beau ?

The fweetnotes ofknowledgemore pow’rfully call,
Than a fav’rite at court, or a toad at a ball;
For truth’s fake, a lord is of equal degree
With the man that is own’d for a mafon and free,

’Twas heaven fird lighted the glorious flame
Of fcience that fages free-mafonry name.

From Adam it flow’d to the patriarch of old ;
The wife king preferred it to coffers of gold ;

And Hiram of Tyre join’d with him to be
Of the nnmber of thofe that weremafons and free.

The Grigs, Antigallics, and others, they fay,
Have fet'up their lodges, and mimic our way -

But frogs claim a curfe when they croak, from
the fen,

And monkeys a kick when they imitate men.
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In vain> ihellow mortals, ye rivals would be,
To the man that is own’d for a mafon and free.

The wifclom of Greece and old Rome we explore
Nay pafs to the learn’d of the Memphian lliore
What fecrets Euphrates and Tigris have known
And Palefti.ne gather’d, are here made our own
Well may the world wonder what ftrange tiring-

we fee,
With theman that’s own’d for a mafon and free.

Tho’ the fair from our rites are for ever debar’d;
Air, ladies I repent not, nor, cenfure too hard ;

You have no rivels here, nor ev’n in a glafs,
Where fribbles fo dote on the ihade of an afs.
Your own deared: pictures, our hearts could yon

fee,
Would be found in the man that’s amafonand free

The brighteft of graces with virtue here join,
No fuch angel-looks in the drawing-room lhine*
Blefs’dConcord and angel-ey’dTruth hover round
And, face to face, Friendihip fays, See the bow

crown’d :

Here’s a health, let it pafswith thenumber of three
To the man that is owm’d for a mafon and free.
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SONG XXII.

ONE evening at ambrftfial treaty
In her aetherial tour,0

Minerva, the nine mufes met,
In Ida’s rofeated bower,

Apollo and gay Bacchus join,
For hand in hand walk’d wit and wine.

With my fal c!e rah

Pallas the fwimming dance began,O O

Her hair a fillet bound,
Blue, like her eyes, the bandage fiione,

‘ Her fappient temples crown’d ;

Which loofen’d by the dance, dropp’d down,
And Bacchus feiz’d the azure zone. With, S.x,

The ribbon to his bread he plac’d,
By Styx then fwore the youth,

What-.the throne of wifdom grac’d,
Should grace the feat of truth ;

Then ope at once his robe he threw,
And on his bofom beam’d True Blue.

• Withy &C, '
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If mortals can give garters fame,
And honours form on earth,

Sure deities may do the fame,
And give one order birth ;

This ribband lov’d celeftials view,
And ftamp your fan&ion on True Blue.

Withy &c*
Urania prais’d the rofy god,
Her tuneful fillers join,

Minerva gave th’ affenting nod,
Phoebus enroll’d the figm ;

Along the Ikies loud peans flew,
Olympus join’d, and hail’d True Blue.

> Withy See,
This ribband Iris bore to earth,
Hie gods enjoin’d the fair,'

Where firll flie met true fons of worth*
To leave the ribband there :

From clime to clime flie fearciting flew,
And in Hibernia left True Blue. Withy See,

SONG XXIII.

JUST ftraight from his home,
See yon candidate come,
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Prepar’d for the time and occafion !

Of all that can hirm,
We will him difarm,

That he no-ways may hurt a Free-mafon.

His blind eyes cannot fearch
Out the way of his march,

Nor yet where his Reps he muft place on ;

When him we receive,
He cannot perceive

How he came,to me made a Free-mafon.

^ Then he’ll danger defy,
And on heaven rely,

For Rrength to fupport the occafion*
With the bleffing ofpray’r
He baniihes fear,

And undaunted is made a Free-mafon.

When he makes his demand,
By the Mafter’s command,

To know if he’s fit for the Ration;
Around he is brought,
E’er he get what he fought,

From a Free and an Accepted Mafon.
B 2
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When girded with care,

By the h -.it of the fquare •

The emblem of truth and of reafon ;

In form he is plac’d,
While, to him are rehears’d
The myfteries of a Free-mafon.

Then full in his fight,
Doth Ihine the grand light,

To illuminate the works which we trace on j
Anci now as his due,
He is cloth’d in full view,

With the badge of an AcceptedMafon.

Now', hark ! we enlarge
On the duties and charge,

Where his conduct and walk hemull place on :

Then a bumper we’ll fill,
And i},iow our food will

o

To a Free and an Accepted Mafon.

SONG XXIV.

fJfAlL, facred art! by heaven defign’dii J. To cultivate and cheer the mind ;
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Thy fecrets are to all unknown,
But mafons juft and true alone.

But mafons juft and true alone..
Then let us all their praifes fmg9

^ Fellows to peafant, prince, or king. >

Fellows to peafant, prime, or king.

From weft to eaft we take our way,
To meet the bright approaching day,
That we to work may go in time,
And up the facred ladder climb.

And up, &c %

Then let us allx &ck

Bright rays of glory did infpire.
Our Mafter great, who came from Tyre,
Still facred hift’ry keeps his name,
Who did the glorious temple frame;
"Who did, &c. ■ Then let us all% &c*.

The. noble art divinely rear’d,
Uprightly built upon the fquare,
Encompafs’d by the pow’rs divine

Shall ftand until the end of time,
Shall Rand', &c. Then let us ail* &c.

B 3
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No human eye the beauties fee,
But mafons truly juft, and free,
Infpir’d by each Leav’nly fpark,
Whilfi cowans labour in the dark.
Whilft cowans, &c.

Then let us ally See.

nry# WHf nry& yr>ir & nrt&' wn*r <y
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S O N G XXV.

L 71TH plumb, level, and fquare, to work
f? ’ let’s prepare,
And join in a fweet harmony 5

Let’s fill up each glafs, and round let it pals
To all honeft men that are free.
To all honeft men that are free.

Chorus.
LV':' a fig for all tkofe who are Fres-mafons' foe*,

Gur fecrets we'll never impart ;
p.:it in unity we /ball always agree,

And chorus it, prefper our art.
And chorus it, 81c.

A hen we’re properly cloth’d the matter difclofes
* he fecrets that’s lodg’d in his breaft;
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Thus we Rand by the canfe that deferves great
applanfe,

In which we. tire happy and bled,
In which, &c.

Then a fig for dll thofe, See.

The Bible’s our guide, and by that we’ll abide,
Which {hews that our actions are pure;

The compafs and fquare, are emblems mod rarq
Of juitice, our caufe to infure.
Of juftice, &c..

Then a fig for all thofe, Stc.

The cowan my drive, nay, plot and contrive
To find o'ut our great'mydery;

The inquifxtiye wife may in vain fpend her life,
4F: For dill we’ll be honed and free.

For dill, &-c.~
' ’ ' Tlhen a figfor all thofe, See.

True brotherly love, we always approve,
-.Which makes us all mortals excel;

If a knavc lhould, by chance, to this grandeur
advance,

That villain we’ll draightway expel.
That villain, &c..

Then a figfor all thofe, See,
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So our lodge that’s To pure, to the end fhall en-

dure,
In virtue and true fecrecy j

Then let’s toaft a good health, with honour and
wealth,

To attend the bleft hands made us free.
To attend the kind hands made us free.

Then a figfor all thofe, &c.

SONG XXVI.

T ET worthy brethren all combine,
For to adorn our myftic art;

So as the craft may ever fhine,
And chear each faithful brother’s heart;

Then brethren all in chorus ling,
Profper the craft, and blefs the king.
Well levell’d, plumb’d, and fquar’d aright^
The five noble orders upright ftand,

Wifdom and ftrength, with beauty’s height,.
The Wonder of the world command.,
Then brethren all. &c..
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Ye fools and cowans, all who plot,
For to obtain our myfiery ;

Ye drive in vain, attempt it not,
Such creatures never Jliall be free..

Then brethren all, &-c.

The wife, the noble, good, and great.
Can only be accepted here ;

The knave, or fool, tho’ deck’d in Rate,
Shall ne’er approach the mailer’s chair.

Then brethren all, &c.
< -

■

Now fill your glalTes, charge them high,
Let our Grand-Mailer’s health go round,

And. let each heart o’erflow with joy ;

.

And love and unity abound.

Then brethren all, &c. w 1

S O N G XXVII.

/"'IOME follow, follow me,
V-A Ye jovial mafons free *

Come follow all the rules

That e’er was taught in fchools,



46 A NEW COLLECTION of

By Solomon, that mafon king,
Who honour to the craft did brin<r.

t>

He’s juftly call’d the wife,
His fame doth reach the ftcies,

He flood upon the fquare,
And did the temple rear :

With true level, plumb, and gage,
He prov’d the wonder of the age,

The mighty mafon lords
Stood firmly to their words;

They had it in efleem,
For which they’re juftly deem’d :

Why fhould not their example prove.
Our prefent craft to live in love ?

The royal art and word,
Is kept upon record,

With upright hearts and pure,
While fun and moon endure :

Not written, but indented on

The heart of ev’ry Free-mafon.

And as for Hiram’s art,
We need not to impart,
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The Scripture plainly fliows
From whence his knowledge flows ;

His genius was fo much refin’d,
His peer he has not left behind.

Then let not any one,

forget the widow’s fon,
But toaft his memory
In glafles charg’d full high ;

And when our proper time is come,
Like brethren part, and fo go home.

SONG XXVIII.

QOME folks have with curious impertinence
H* ftrove,
From Free mafonsbofoms them fecrets to move;
I’ll tellwhy in vain their endeavoursmuft prove,

Whieh nobody can de?iyt
Which nobody can deny.

Of this happy fecret when once we’re pofleft,
Our tongues can’t explain what is lodg’d in our

bread:;
For the bleihng’s fo great, it can ne’er be expreft.

Which nobody ,can deny> &c.
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Truth, charity, juftice, our principles are :

What one does, poffefs, the others may lhare ;

And thefe in this world are bleflings moft rare;
Which nobody can deny} &c.

Now, fince we are met, the world’s wonder and

. boaft,
And each one enjoys what pleafes him moft,
I’ll give the beft and moft glorious toaft;

Which nobody can deny> &c.

Here’s a health to the gen’rous, the brave, ancl

the good,
To all thofe who think and aft as they fhou’d ;

And in all this the Free-mafons health’s under-

ftood;
Which nobody can deny, &c.

SONG XXIX.

OME, come, my brothers dear,
Now we’re affembled here.

Exalt your voices clear

With harmony;



e
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There’s none fliall be admitted in,
Were he a Lord, a Duke or a King;
He’s counted but an empty thing,

Except he’s free.

Lei ev'ry man take glafs in hand\
Drink bumpers to our Mafler Crandt
As long as he can fit or fund

With decency .

By our arts we prove ,

Emblems, of truth and love,
Types given from above

To thofe that are free.

There’s near a king that fills a throne,-
Will ever be alham’d to own

Thofe fecrets to the world unknown,
But fuch as we.

Let ev’ry man take glafs in hand} See?

’Now ladies, try your arts,
To gain us men of parts,
W ho beft can charm your hearts*

Becaufe we’re free.
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Then take us, try us, and you’ll find,
We’re true and loving, juft and kind,
And taught to pleafe a lady’s mind

By mafonry.
Let ev’ry man take glafs in hand, &c.

Cod blefs King George, long may he reign.
To curb the bride offoes that’s vain,
Andwith his conquering fword mamiain

Free mafonry.

#######»#####*%m%mt=# t-*#’

SONG XXX.

Tune,—0/ Folly, you might have toy’dand kifs’d.

YE people who laugh at mafions, draw near,
Attend to my hallad without any fneer,

And if you’ll have patience, you liiall jfoon lee,
What a fine art is mafonry.

There’s none but an Atheift can ever deny.
But that this art came firft from on high ;

The almighty God here I’ll prove for to be
The firft great Mafter of rnafoury.
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He took up his cornpafs with mafterly hand,
He ftretch’d out his rule, and he meafur’d the

Land :

' He laid the foundation of earth and fea
By his known rules of mafonry.

Our firft father Adam, deny it who can,
A mafon was made as foon as a man ;

And a fig-leave apron at firft wore he,
In token of love to mafonry,.

The principle law, our love does -approve,
Is, that we ftill live in brotherly love.
Thus Cain was banilh’d by heaven’s decree,
For breaking the rules ofmafonry _•

The temple that wife King Soloman rais’d,
For beauty, for order, for elegance prais’d,
To what did it owe all its elegancy ?

' To the jufl form’d rules ofmafonry.
But fhould Ipretend, in this humble verfe,
The merits of Free-mafon’s art torehearfe,
Years .yet to come too little would be

To fmg the praifes of mafonry.
i C 2
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Then hoping I have not detain'd you tog long,
I here fhall take leave to finifh my fong,
With a health to the Mailer, and thofe who

are free,
That lives to the rules of mafonry.

SONG XXXI.

HERE let no dull faces of bufmefs appear;
Farewel till to-morrowhard labour and care.

This night fhall be facred to friendfliip and eafe,
Each bofom be open, mirth dart front each face.

Oonfider, dear brethren, that mafons grow old ;

That relifh abates, as the blood waxes cold :

And, if to be happy, too long we delay,
Soon as we attempt, cries death, Cqme away i

Then, fellows in mafonry, let us rejoice^
In beautiful melody join ev’ry voice.

Time fhan’t overtake us before me can fay,
That we have been eafy, Jtlyth, focial, and gay.

Adieu, fober thinking, detraction, and fpleen;
You ought to be ftrangers where mafons convene,
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Come jeft, love, and laughter, ye joyful throng,
You’re free of the lodge, and to mafons belong,

Let nionarchs run mad after riches and power,
Jat gownmenbe dull, and philofophers four;
While the claret goes round, and the company

fingS',
We’re wifer than fages, and richer than kings.

Then fill up the goblet,, aiid deal it about i;
Each brother will fee it thrice twenty times out.

Our pleafures, as well as our labours, can tell,
How free-hearted mafons all mankind excel.

S O N ■ G
'

XXXII.

T ET us. fmg to the honour of thofe
—* Who bafenefs and error oppofe;

Who from fages and magic of old,
Have got fecrets, which none can unfold ;

W liilft thro’ life’s fweet career,
With mirth and good cheer,
We’re revelling:
And levelling,
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The monarch, till he
Says our joys far tranfcend
What on thrones do attend,
And thinks it a glory with us to be free,

1

The -wifeft of kings pav’d the way,
And his precepts we keep to this day.
The moll glorious of temples gave name

To Free-mafons, who Hill keep their fame.
Tho’ no. prince did arife
So great and fo wife.

Yet, in falling
Our calling

Still bore high applaufe.
And tho’ darknefs o’er-run
The face of the fun,
We, diamond-like blaz’d, to illuminate the caufe.

SONG XXXIII.

5 rT''IS mafonry unites mankind,
To generous a&ions forms the foul;
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So ftrift in union we’re conjoin’d,
Orxfpirit animates the whole.

Chorus to be repeated at every verfe.

. Then let mankind our deeds approve.
Since union, harmony, and love,
Shall waft us to the realms above.

Where’er afpiring domes arife,
Wherever facred altars Hand,

Thofe altars blaze up to the Ikies ;

Thofe domes proclaim the mafon’s hand.

The Hone unlhap’d as lumber lies
Till mafon’s art its form refines ; . f

So paflions do our fouls difguife,
Till focial virtue calms our minds.

Let wretches, at our manhood rail : \

But thofe who once our judgment prove,
Will own, that we who build fo well,
-With equal energy can love.

Tho’ Hill our chief concern and care

Be to deferve a brother’s name ^
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For ever mindful of the fair,
Their choiceft favours Hill we claim.

From us pale Difcord long has fled,
With all her train of mortal fpite,

Nor in our lodge dares lhew her head ;

Sunk in the gloom of endlefs night.

My brethren, charge your glaffes high,
To our Grand Matter’s noble name ;

Gur lhouts {hall beat the vaulted Iky,
And every tongue his praife proclaim.

•rtr tin# iitm yr.mf vnp Nny tpw upk^kkk&

SONG XXXIV.

GLorious Craft, which fires the mind,
With l'weet harmony and love ;

Surely thou wert firft defign’d,
A foretatte of the joys above.

Pleafures always on thee wait,
Thou reformed Adam’s race ;

Strength.and beauty in thee meet,
W ifdom’s radiant in thy face.
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Arris and virtue now combine,
Friendship raifes chearfulmirth ;

AH united to refine

Man from grofier part of earth.

Stately temples now arife, \

And on lofty columns ftand ;

Mighty,domes attempt the Ikies,
To adorn this happy land.

ri&i r&i r^i r%*\r&j

SONG XXXV.

Uardian genius of our art divine,
Unto thy faithful Tons appear :

Ceafe now o’er ruins of the eaft to pine,
And fmile in blooming beauties here.

Egypt, Syria, and proud Babylon,
No more thy bliisful prefence claim;.

In Britain fix thy ever-during throne,
"Where myriads do confefs thy'name.

The fciences from eaftern regions brought,
Which after" ftione in Greece and Rome,

Are here in hundreds ftately lodges taught,
To which remoteft brethren come.
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Behold what ftrength our rifmg domes appears,Till mixing with the azure fkies :

Behold what beauty through the whole appears
So wifely built, they mud furprife.

Nor are we only to thefe arts confin’d ;
For we the paths of virtue trace :

By us man’s rugged nature is refin’d,
And polifh’d into love and peace.

SONG XXXVI.

A S I at Wheeler’s lodge one night
-*• Kept Bacchus company,
For Bacchus is a mafon bright,
And of all lodges free—free—FREE ;

Said I, Great Bacchus is a-dry •

Pray, give the god fome wine,
Jove in a fury did reply,

October’s as divine—divine—divine.
It makes us mafons more complete,
Adds to our fancy wings ;

Makes us as happy and as great
As mighty Lords and Kings—kings—KINGS,
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SONG XXXVII.

Y E thrice happy few,
Whofe hearts have been true,

Ln concord and unity found ;

Let us ling and rejoice,
And unite ev’ry voice,

To fend the gay chorus around.
r

Chorus.

Like pillars we ftand
An immovable bandy

Cemented by power from above j -

‘Then freely let pafs
The generous glafs

To mafonry, friendfbip, and love .

59

The GRAND ARCHITECT,
Whofe word did erect,

Eternity, raeafure, and fpace,
Firft laid the fair plan,
Whereon we began,

The cement of harmony and peace.
Like pillars we ftandy &c,’

Whofe firmnefs of hearts,
Faft treafure of arts,
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To the eyes of the vulgar unknown;
Whofe luftre can beam
New dignity and fame

To the pulpit; the bar, and the throne.

Like pillars we ftand, Src.

The great David’s fon,
Unmatch’d SOLOMON,

As recorded in facred page,
Thro’ mafonry became
The firft fav’rite of fame,

The wonder and pride of his age.
Like pillars we ftand3

IndilToluble bands

Our hearts and our hands,
In focial benevolence bind ;

For true to his caufe,
By immutable laws,.

A mafon’s a friend to mankind.

Like pillars we ftandf See.

, Let joy flow around,
And Peace, olive-bound,

Prefide at our myflical rites;
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Whofe conduct maintains

Our aufpeGious domains
And freedom with ordef unites,

.
. Like pillars ftand, Stct

Nor let the fair maid
Our mylieries dread,

Of think them repugnant to love ;

To beauty we bend,
And her empire defend)

Her empire deriv’d from above. ,

Like pillars we ftand, Sts,.

Then let us unite,
Sincere and upright,

On the level of virtue we ftand

No mortal can be

So happy as we,

With a brother and friend in each hand)
Like pillars %ue ftand,' See,

SON G XXXIX,

PRAY don’t deep or think,
But give us fome drink,

D
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For ’faith I’m moll plaguily dry. .

Wine chears up the foul,
Then fill up the bowl,

For e’er long you all know we mull die.
/ Tellerday’s gone,
This day is ouj: own ;

To-morrow we never may fee.

Thought caufes us fmart,
And eats up the heart;

Then let us be jovial and free.

The world is a cheat,
With a face counterfeit,

And freedom and mirth difcommends :
But here we may quaff,
Speak our thqughts, fing, and laugh,

For all here are mafons and friends.

SONG XL.

TH'ROM henceforth ever fing
*** The Craftfman and the King,

With poetry and mufic fweet
Refound their harmony complete,
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Arid with Geometry in. Ikilful hand
Dae homage pay

1 Without delay, '

To great DUMFRIES our Master Grand.
•He rules the free-born Sons ofArt

By Ipve and friendlhip, hand and heart.
Chorus.,

Who can rehearfe the praife
In foffc poetic lays,

Or folid profe, of Mafons true,
Whofe art tranfcends the common view ?

Their fecrets ne’er to ftrangers yet expos’d;
Preferv’d lhall. be

• By Mafons Free,
And only to the Ancient Lodge dilclos’d;

Becaufe they’re kept in Mafon’s heart

By Brethren of the Royal Art.

fS O N G XLI.

1 TNITE, unite, your voices raife ; -

Loud, loudly fuig Free-Mafon’s praife:
Spread far and wide their fpotlefs fame,
And glory in the.facred name.

Da
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Behold, behold, the upright band,
In Virtues paths go hand in hand ;

They Hum each ill, they do no -wrong,
Strict honour does to them belong.
How juft, how juft, are all their vqysq

Superior far to mortal praife :

Their worth defcription far exceeds:
For m'atduefs are Free-Melons’ deeds.

Go on, go on, ye juft and true,
Still, fall the fame bright paths purfue •

Tlfl admiring world ihaij on ye gaze,
'

And Friendlhip’s altar ever blaze.

Begone, begone, fly difcord hence,
With party rage and infolence :

Sweet peace shall blefs this happy band,
And freedom frnile throughout the land.

SONG XLII.

GRANT us, kind Heaven, what we rcquc.1
In Mafonry let us be blcft •,

Direct us to that happy place
Where Friendihip fmiles in every face :
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Where Freedom and lweet innocence

Enlarge the mind and cheer the fenfe.

Where fceptur’d Reafon, from her throne,
Surveys the Lodge, and makes us one;
And harmony’s delightful fway,
For ever fhades ambrofial day :

~ Where we bled Eden’s pleafure tade,
Whild balmy joys are our repad.

No prying eye can view us here :

No fool or knave diilurb our cheer :

Pur well-form’d laws fet mankind free,
And give relief to mifery :

The poor, opprefs’d with woe and grief,
Gain from our bounteous hands relief.

Our Lodge the focial virtues grace,
And Wifdom’s rules we fondly trace ;

Whole Nature, open to our view,
Points out the paths we, lliould purlue.
Let us fnbfidin lading peace,
And may our happinefs increafe.

D 3
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SONG XLIII.

T une.—An old woman clothed in Grey,

IN fpite of the prejudic’d hate

The vulgar againft us retain,
Let us new attachments create.
And flrencrthen each link to our chain :

t>

Without Leafing, they dander us fiill,
And fling at us many a joke ;

But thole, who of Mafons fpeak ill,
Are not worthy their wrath to provoke.

We challenge the witty, or fage,
Our morals or deeds to gainfay,

Since thofe of the primitive age,
We are bound to efteein and obey ;

A friendihip that’s warm and fincere
"

Does always her favours difpenfe ;

And our hearts to be fway’d will appear

By the dictates of nature and fenfe.

Perhaps fome may deem it a fault,
That we fo myfterious are,

'^ut virtue alone we are taught,
Is the ubjeA that’s worthy our care ;
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AfTur’d of being honeflr, we tafte,
This chearful amufement at leifure,

With the prefence of decency grac’d.
Which regulates every pleafure.

Hence it is that we fee ev’ry brother
.An affable air entertain j

And, excuflng the faults of each other.,
A focial fpirit maintain :

Without hatred or jealo.ufy, thus
United we Mafons do live

.And he only is envy’d by us

Who his friends the molt pleafure can give,

Ar.
'

SONG XLIV.

T T 7Hile yet as a cowan I wander’d the plain*
’ ’ * I thought to be a mafon again and again, ;

But often was told it was not for my weil,
For. at meetings of mafons they raifed the Deil.

fraifed the Def &c.

I thither repair’d, being refolv’d in my mind,...
,)YLou to my furprife a gopd friend I did find,'

"
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And bad me prepare, for fo hearty Pd feel ;
WhatHill was now ilrange when I thought on the

Deil. ^thought on ths Deil, Sic, ■

We'knock’d, but was Hopp’d ; when we enter’d
the door,

They faid, Who bring you here whom we ne’er

faw before ;

I told them I thought to be admitted fu’ weil,
As I freely came here to lhake hands w? the Deil.

Jbake hands w'd the Deil, &c.

By leave from the chair then admittance we found
But like one that’s blind I gropp’d all the way round;
JXill fomething I felt made me ftagger and reel,
Whichrais’dmy oI(.l thopght, Pdmeet wi’ the Deil.

meet with the Deil, &g,

At laft to my joy I found all things go right,
And began by degrees to difeover the light;
The mafler' advis’d me tofwallow a pill,
Which* he faid would purge me from all fears of

the Deil. -

fears of the Deil, &c.



By ■ leave from the chair I did join the glad throng,
And partook of their joys o’er a glafs and a fong,
Ye cowans, remember the mafons are leel,
And beware ofyourfelves when you fpeak of the '

DeiJ.
' /peak of the Deil} &c„

SONG XLV.

LEt mafonsbemerry eachnight when theymeet,
And always each other mpft lovingly greet ♦

Let all fraud and difcord be funk in the deep,
By fuch as are able great fecrets to keep ;

Let all the world gaze on our art with furprize
For they are all in the dark till we open their eyes.

Whofoever in mafonry perfect is found, „

And knows what belongs to its fecrets profound
He’s always refpecied, whether wealthy ormean,
And'is-never feen carelefs of matters divine ;

His actions are bright, and his life has no ftain,
And at laft will be happy in fpite of bad fame.

To princeswe’refellows, to kingswe arebrothers,
And all honeft mafons carefs iliU each other ;
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We lovingly meet, and mod lovingly part,
None bearing a grudge to a brother in heart:
Let fools be deceitful, a mafon {hall ne’er,
All malice and difcord is out of his fphere. I

A mafon ihall ne’er to treafon confent,
And ne’er of religion will fpeak with contempt,
To all men does jufbice, and is true to the fair,
The widow dnd orphan are often his care ;
His ftores are Hill open, their wants to fupply,
In life-time he’s happy, and happy, he’ll die.

The Sanftum Sanctorum by mafons was fram’c
And all the fair building the temple contain’d,
ByHiram grandmafter, who the workbrought 01

That the noife of a tool was not heard all along
And thenumberofworkmenthat roundit didmovi

By him were directed, being infpir’d from abovf

On S'tJohn’s day our lodge did moll lovingly join,
When joy in each face did moil gracefully Jhine ;
Great toafts did each bumper mod loyally crowi
With rum rack and claret, the belt in the town

Here’s a health to all mafons, and all their chad

wives,
Whofe charming fweet faces Hill dazzle our eye:
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s O N G XLVI.

3Ehold in a lodge we dear brethren are metf .

.And in proper order together are Fet;
>ur iecrets to none but ourfelves {hall be known,
»ur aftions to none but Free-mafons be fhown,

Derry down, down, down, derry down .

et brotherly love be among us reviv’d ; ;

et’s ftand by our laws that are wifely contriv’d,
nd then all the glorious creation fhall fee,
hat none are fo loving, fo friendly as we.

Derry down, &c.

he temple and many magnificent pile,
v’n buildings now ftanding within our own ifle,
Tith wifdom contriv’d, with beauty refin’d,
fith ftrength to fupport, and the building tobind,

Derry down, &c.

hefe noble grand ftruclureswill always proclaim ,

That, honour is due to a Free-mafon’s name,

v’n ages to come, when our work they do fee,
hll frrive with each other, like us, to be free.

Derry down, &c.
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What tho’ Tome of late, by their fpleen plainly
fhow, * (know;

They fain would deride what they gladly would
Let ev’ry true brother thefe vermin defpife,
And, the ancient grand fecret keep back from

their eyes.
Derry down, &c.

Then brethren let’s all put our hand to our heart,
And refolve from true mafonry ne’er to depart;
And when the laft trumpet on earth lhall defcend,
Our lodge will be clos’d, and our fecrets lhall end.

Derry down, 8cc.

r^i

SONG XLVII.

T ET Mafonry be now my theme,
-*—^ Throughout the globe to fpread its fame,
And eternize each worthy brother’s name :

Your praife lhall to the Ikies refound,
In lafting happinefs abound, (crown ’i

And with fweet union all your noble deeds b(

Sing then, my mufe, to 7nafons‘> glory,
Tour names are fo rever'd hi /lory,
That all th'admiring world do now adore ye l
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; Let harmony divine infpire
'

%

four fouls with love and generous fire :

To copy well, wife Solomon, your fire :

knowledge fubfime' fhall fill each heart,
j The rules of geometry t’ impart;

: Whilft wifd'om, flrength, and beauty crown the

glorious art.
Let Dumfries’s health cro round 5

,

■

0 7

yin fwelling cups, all care be drown’d,
|And hearts united ’mongft the craft be found-

May everlafling fcenes of joy
His peaceful hours of blefs employ, (deftroy-
Which time’s all conquering hand fhall ne’er

My brethren, thus all cares refign.
Your hearts let glow with thoughts divine,
And veneration ihow to‘ Solomon’s fhriue

Our annual tribute thus we’ll pay, ,

-

That late pofterity fhall fay, {'happy day.
We’ve crown’d'with joy this glorious, happy,

S O N G XLVIII.

A Mafon one time

Was call for a crime,

*
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Which malice had put a bad face on;
And then, without thought.
To a gibbet was brought

The Free and the Accepted Mafon.
And then, -without thought, &c.

And when, he came, there,
He put up his pray’r

For heav’n to pity his cafe on :

His king he efpy’d,
Who in progrefs did ride,

Was a Free and an Accepted Mafon.
His king he efpy'd, • 8cc.

Then out a fign flew,
Which the Grand Mailer knew,

Who rode up to know the occaflon :

Aik’d who had condemn’d
So worthy a friend

As a Free, and an Accepted Mafon.
AJk'd -who had condemn'd &c.

He tried the caufe,
And he found out the flaws,

According to jullice and reafon.
He tuck’d up the judge,
And all that bore grudge

To the ,Free and the Accepted Mafon ?
He tuck'd up the judget See,
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Tho’ ignorant pride
' Our fecrets deride,

Or fooliih conjectures occafion,
They ne’er /hall divine

The word or the fign
Of a Free and an Accepted Malon.

They ne'er /hall divine, &c«

The MASTER’S Song.

SON G XUIX.

THUS mighty Eaftern kings, and fome

Of Abram’s race, and monarchs 1 good
Of Egypt, Syria, Greece, and Rome,
True archite&ure underftood :

No wonder then, if Mafons join,
To celebrate ttiofe Mafon-kings,

With folemn note, and flowing wine,
Whilfl every brother jointly flngs.

Chorus.
Who can unfold the royal art,

.
Or ling its fecrets in a fong ?

They’re fafely kept in mafons’ heart,
And to this ancient lodge belong.

E 2
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SONG L.

TTERE’s a health to each one,
JL JL From the King on the throne

To him that is meanefi: of flation,
If he can contend
To have lawfully gain’d

The name of an Accepted Mafon,

Fame trumpets it loud,
And feems to be prond

Of fuch a grand occupation,
To lhew unto .all,
That there is none fhall

Ever vie with an Accepted Mafon,

The glory of kings
Are poor empty things,

Tho’ empires they have in pofieflion,
If void of the fame
Of that noble name,

Of a Free and an Accepted Mafon,
It is ancienter far
Than other arts are,

Surpaffing all other profelTion :

There’s none can pretend
. To difcover a friend

Like a Free and an Accepted Mafon,
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>

The world is amaz’d,
Their wonder is rais’d,

To fee fuch concurring relation
Among us : they cry,
The devil is nigh

When one is Accepted a Mafon.

But let them fay on,
To us ’tis well known ' '

.

What’s true or falfe in this relation :

Let’s drink his health round

That is fecret and found, -

And a Faithful and Accepted Mafon.

SONG LI.

COME -are you prepar’d
Your fcaffolds well rear’d ?

Bring mortar, and temper it purely 5

’Tis all fafe, I hope,
Well brac’d with each rope,

Your-'ledgers and putlocks fecurely.

Then ndxt your bricks bring,
It is time to begin,

E 3
• '
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For the fun with its ray is adorning ;
The day’s fair and clear,
No rain you need fear,

*Tis a charming and lovely fine morning.

Pray where are your tools,
Your line and plumb-rules ?,

Fach man to his work let him Hand, boys ;
Work folid and lure,
Upright and fecure •

And your building, be fure, will be ftrong, boy
Pray make no mjftake,
But true your joints break,

And’take care you follow your leaders ;

Work, rake, beck, and tueth,
And make your work fmooth,

And be fure that you fill up your headers.

S O N G LII.

BY Mafons Art th’ afpiring Dome
In various columns lhall arife ;

All climates are their native home,
Their God-like actions reach the Ikies.
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) ieroes and kings revere their name,
Whilft poets fing their lafting fame.

Great, generous, virtuous, good and brave

Are titles they moft juftly claim ;

Their deeds {hall live beyond the grave,
Which fome unborn {hall loud proclaim.

Chorus.

Time fnall their glorious acts inrol,
And love with friendlhip charm the foul.

,^A,VV\/VVVWVVVVVV\-
\svvv>y \<:v*vv %✓v

SONG LIIJ,

WE have no idle prating
Of either Whig or Tory ;

But each agrees
‘

To live at eafe,
And ling or tell a llory.

.
Fill to him
To the brim,

Let it round the table roll;
The Divine
Tells us, wine

Cheers the body and the foul.
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We will be men of pleafure,
Defpifing pride and party ;

Whilft knaves and fools
Prefcribe us rules,

W e are fincere and hearty.
Fill to him} See,

If any are fo fooliih
To whine for courtiers favour,

We’ll bind him o’er
To drink no more

Till he has a better favour. }

Fill to hint) &e.

If an Accepted Mafon
Should talk of high or low church,

We'll fet him down,
A fhallow crown,

As underftanding no church.

Fill to him, Stc.

The world is all in darknels;
About us they conjedure;

But little think
A fong and drink,

Succeed the Mafons’ Ledure.
Fill to him, See.
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Then, landlord, bring a hogihead,
And in the corner place it,

' Till it rebound
With hollow found,

Each mafon here will face it.
Fidl to him, c.

SONG LIV.

1 1 WIO’ biggets florin, and fools declaim,
And mafons fome thro’ ign’rance blame.

The good, the juft, the learn’d, the wife, ,

Free mafonry will ne’er defpife.
'Chorus.

O'er all the earth let mafons fin,
To execute one grand defgn,
And flrike amazement into fools,
Who laugh at mafons and their tools.

On juftice, truth, and charity^
This edifice fhall founded be ;
And will confpire to rear the whole

x

By wifdom’sjuft unerring rule.
O'er all, &e.

Let ev’ry mafon then prepare
'

.

By virtue’s mould his work to fquare ;
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And ev’ry talk adjufted be

By the level of equality.
O’er ally &c.

Let jollity and freedom then
For ever in our lodge remain,
And Hill our work cemented be

By universal harmony.
O’er all, Zee.

This ftructure we will fortify,
With the barrier of fecrefy ;
A mafon-barrier we may boafl
Shall e’er impenetrable lalt.

O’er all, &c;

To mutual love and friendlhip rais’d,
This fabric lhall by all be prais’d ;
And thofe who itrive to ridicule
Our craft, lhall but themfelves befool.

Theft o’er the earth, &c.

SONG LVf

TO all who Mafonry defpife
This counfel I bellow :

Don’t ridicule, if you are wife,
A fecrat you don’t know.
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Yourfelves you banter, and not it:
You Ihow your fpleen, but not your wit.

With afa, la, Id, I#, Id, Id.

If union and fmcerity
Have a pretence to pleafe,

We brothers of the Mafonry
Lay juftly claim to thefe.

To ftate difputes we n’er give birth;
Our motto Friendfhip is, and mirth.

With d fa, la, la, la, la, la.

Infpiring virtue by our rules,
And in ourfelves fecure,

We have compaflion on thefe fools,
Who think our acts impure.

F rom ignorance we know proceeds,
Such mean opinions of our deeds.

With afa, la, la, la, la, la.

Then let us laugh, fince we’ve impos’d
On thofe who make a pother :

Who cry the fecset is difclos’d

By fome falfe. hearted brother : -

The mighty fecret gain’d they boait,
From poll boy, or from flying poll.

With a fa, la, la, la, la, la.
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S O N G LVI.

"TTE Brethren of the ancient craft,
Ye fav’rite fons of fame,

Let bumpers chearfully be quaff’d
To great Dumfries’s name.

Happy, long happy may he be
Wild loves and honours malonry.

With a fa, la} la, A, la 6

In vain would D’Anvers with his wit
Our flow refentment raife ;

What he and all mankind have writ,
But celebrates our praife.

His wit this only truth imparts,
That mafons have firm faithful hearts.

With a fa, la} 8te.

Ye Britifh fair, for beauty fam’d,
Your flaves we wifh to be ;

Let none for charms like your’s be nam’d,
That love not mafonry.

This maxim D’Anvers proves full well,
That mafons never kifs and tell*

Withafa) la) &c.
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True mafons no offences give;
Let fame your worth declare :

Within your compafs wifely live,
And aft upon the fquare.

May peace and friendlhip e’er abound,
And great Dumfries’s health go round.

. With a fa, la, la, la, la.'

SONG LVII.

HAD Neptune, when firft he took charge of
the fea,

Been as wife, or at leaft been as merry as we,
He’d have thought better on’t, and inflead of his

brine, wine.
Would have fill’d the vaft ocean with generous

What trafficking then would have been on the

main,
For the fake of good liquor as well as for gain !

No fear then of tempeft, or danger of finking ;

The filhes ne’er drown that are always a drinking.

The hot thirfty fun then would drive with more

Secure in the evening of fuch a repaft ; [hafte,
And when he’d gottipfy would have taken his nap
With double the pleafure in Thetis’s lap.

F
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By the force ofhisrays, and thus heated with win<
Confider how glorioufly Phoebus would Ihine; 1

What vaft exhalations he’d draw un on hio-h.
To relieve the poor earth as it wanted fupply.
How happy us mafons, whenbleft v/ith fuch rain
To fill ail our veflels, and fill them again !

Nay, even the beggar that has ne’er a dilh,
Might jump in the river, and drink like a filh.

The liars, who I think don’t to drinking incline,
Would fr ilk and rejoice at the fume of the wine :

And, merrily twinkling, would Icon let ns know
That they were as happy as rnafons below.

Had this been the cafe, what had we rir. n enjoy’d,
Our fpirits Hill riling, our fancy ne’er cloy’d !

A pox then on Neptune, when ’twas in his pow’r,
To Hip, like a fool, fuch a fortunate hour.

S O N G' LVIII.

COME lend me your ears, loving brethren, a
while,

Quite fober my fenfes tho’ joking my ftyle:
I’ll nag you fuch wonders, unknown co all. thole

That e’er flutter’d in verfe, or hobbled in prole.
Derry down, down, down, deny down.
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!■' .

|When all in confuflon the CHAOS yet lay,

I
j Ere evening and morning had made the fxrft day,
The unform’d materials lay jumbled together.
Like fo many Dutchmen in thick foggy weather.

Derry down, 8cc.

jwhen to this confufion an end foon appear’d,
jThe fov’reign Grand Mailer’s word fudden was

heard:
*

(throes,
Then teem’d mother CHAOS with,maternal
And fo the Grand Lod^e of this world arofe.

Derry- down, &e.

Then heaven and earth with jubilee rung,
And all the creation of mafonry fung :

But, lo! to adorn and complete the gay ball,
Old Adam was made the Grand Mafler of all.

Derry down, 8oc,.
\

'

But Satan met Eve as fine was a-gadding,
Which fet her and all her daughters a-rnadding.
To find out the fecrets-ofFree-mafonry,
She did eat the fruit of the forbidden tree.

Derry down, &c.
-

Her head being fill’d with many, ftrangefsnciesy
As all the young girls who deal in romances,

F 2
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And being with knowledge fufficiently cramm’d,
She raid to her hulband, Take, eat and be damn’d.

Derry downy &c.

Now Adam look’d on her, as one ftruck with
thunder i (wonder I

He view’d her from head to foot over with
Then fince you have done this thing, Madam,

faid he,
For your fake, no women Free-mafons fliall be*

Derry down, &c.

And as flie bewail’d in forrowful ditty,
The good man beheld, and on her took pity.
Free-mafons are tender, fo he to the dame
Bellow’d his white apron to cover her lhame.

Derry downy 8cc.

Then they did folace themfelves in mutual joys,
Till in procefs of time they had two chopping boys,
The pried of the parilh, as goilip devis’d,
By name Cain and Abel, the youths canoniz’d.

Derry down, &c.

Next old father Seth he mounted the ftage ;
In manners fevere, tho’ in mafonry fage.
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He built up two pillars full ftrong and full thick;
•The one was of ftone, and the other of brick.

% Derry down, &c.

But in a fhort time men became paft all enduring;
There was nothing but fwearing, and drinking,

and whoring ;

Till Jove being wroth, rofe up in his anger,
And fwore he would fuifer fuch mifcreants no

longer.
Derry down, 8cc.

He from the high windows of heaven did pour,

Forty days, forty nights, one'continued ihower ;
Till nothing was feen but waters all around ;

And in this great deluge moft mortals were

drown’d.
Derry down, &c.

Sure ne’er was beheld fo dreadful a fight,
As to fee the old world in this very fad plight;
For. here in the waters all animals fwimming,
Men, monkeys, priefts, lawyers, cats, lap-dogs,

and women.

, Derry down, &c.

Here floated a debtor away from his duns,
There fwa;nFather Graybeard ftark naked hnong

'

nuns;
'

F 3
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And here a poor hufband quite carelefs of life,
Contented in drowning to get rid of his wife.

Derry down, &c.

A king and a cobler here mingled in view,
Of rakes and young fpendthrifs there -were not a

few ; (tide \
A whale and a Dutchman came down with the
And a rev’rend old hiiliop by a youngwinch’s fide.

Derry down, &c.

But Noah was wifeft; for Noah judg’d right:
He built up an Ark fo ftrong and fo tight;
For tho’ heav’n and earth feem’d coming together,
lie kept fafe in his lodge, and flood buff to the

weather.

Derry down, &c.

Then after the flood, like a brother fo true,
Who ftill had the good of the .craft in his view,
He delved the ground, and he planted the vine';
He founded a lodge, ay, and gave his lodge wine.

Derry down, &c.

Let flatefmen tofs, tumble, and jumble the ball;
We’ll fit here in our lodge, and laugh at them all:
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Let bifhops wear lawn-fleeves, ■ and kings have

their ointment,
Free-mafonry fure was by heaven’s appointment.

•

■ Derry down, &c.

Then charge, my dear brethren, to Dumfries’s

uame,
'

Our noble grand mailer for virtue fo fam’d,
That the craft may flill flourilh, and in alhquar-

ters fpring,
While we in full chorus do joyfully fmg.

Derry down, dowjt> down dcrry down.

S O N G LIX.

A Mafon’s daughter, fair and young,
•*- The pride of all the virgin throng,

.

.
Thus to her lover faid :

Though, Daemon, I your flame approve,
Your actions praife, your perfon love,

Yet flill I’ll live a maid.

None iliall untie my virgin-zone,
Bat one to whom the ferret’s known,
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Of fam’d Free-mafonry ;
In which the great and good combine,
To raife with gen’rous defign,

Man to felicity.

The Lodge excludes the fop and fool,
The plodding knave, and party-tool,

That liberty would fell;
The noble, faithful, and the brave,
No golden charms can e’er deceive,

In flavery to dwell.

Thus faid, he bow ?d, and went away ;

Apply was made, without delay,
Return’d to her again ;

The fair one granted his requeft,
Connubial joys their days have blelt;

And may they e’er rerpain.

SONG LX.

WHAT tho’ they call us mafon fools ?

We prove by geometry, our rules
Surpafs the arts they teach at fchools;



93Pft.E E-MASON SONGS.

They charge us falfely then :
'

We make it plainly to appear,

•By our behaviour every-where,
That when you meet with mafons there,

You meet with gentlemen.
’Tis true, we once have charged been
With difobedience to our queen :

But after monarchs plain have feen
The fecrets fhe had fought.

We hatch no plots againft the {late,
Nor ’gainft great men in power prate ;
But all that’s noble, good, and great,
-

^
Is daily.by us taught.

Thofe noble Jfiru&ures,which we Tee
Rais’d by our fam’d fociety,
Surprife the world : then dial! not we

Give praife to mafonry -
f

,

Net thofe who do defpife the art,
live in a cave or forne defart,
To herd with beads, from men apart,

For their ilupidity.
But view thefe favage nations where
No mafonry did e’er appear,
What itrange unpolliih’d.brutes they are !
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Then think on mafonry ;

It makes us courtenus, eafy, free,
Gen’rous, and honourably gay.
What other art the like can fay ?

Then here’s to mafonry.

SONG LXI.

THE worldmy dear brethren is full ofdeceit,
Andfriendihip’s a jewelwefeldomcanmeet;

How ftrange does it feem, that in fearching around,
This fource of content is fo rare to be found ?

O, friendship ! thou balm, and rich fweet’ner of
life ;

Kind parent of eafe, and compofer of ftrife ;
Without thee, alas ! what are riches-and pow’r,
But empty delufion, the joys of an hour ?

How much to be priz’d and efteem’d is a friend,
On whom we may always with fafety depend ?
Our joys when extended, -will always increafe,
And griefs, when divided, are hufh’d into peace;
When fortune is fmiling what crowdswill appear,
Their kindnefs to offer, and friendfhip fincere >
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Yet changebut the profpeft, andpoint out diltrefs,
No longer to court you they eagerly prefs.

SON G LXII.

The Apology*

I’m lorry , dear brethren, Pm forc’d to comply,
To ling, youmight as well have bid me to fly 5

’Tis true I’ve a voice lb has the town cryar,
If I fay mine’s a better, I’m fure I’m a liar.

However, to pleafe you, akho’ I be hoarfe,
Ifyou’ll take it likemarriage, for better for worfe.
Now you’ve heard, nay you’ve heard the bell I

can do, (true,.
And I’m fure your convinc’d what I told you was

SON G LXIII.

The enter'd Apprentice's Song, with Additions*

/'"'\NCE I was blind and cou’d not fee,
^ And all was dark around ;
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But providence did pity me,
And foon a friend I found ;

Thro’ fecret paths my friend me led ;

Such paths as babblers never tread.

All Humbling blocks he took away,
Thar. I might walk fecure ;

And brought me long ere break of day,
To wifdom’s temple door ;

Where there we both admittance found.
To myflic paths on hallow’d ground.

Tho’ haughty in my bold attempt,
Bled thoughts did me alarm ;

Which hinted I was not exempt
(If ralh) from double harm ;

Which quickly flopt my riling pride,
And made me truft more to my guide,.

In folemn pace I was led up,
And pafs’d thro’ the bright dome,
But foon I was obliged to Hop,
Till I myfelf made known ;

Then round in ancient form was brought,
For to obtain that which I fought.
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With humble heart in proper form,
I lifcenM with good will; -

And found, inftead of noife and florin,
That all was huth’d and ffill; .

And foon a heav’nly found did hear,
That quite difpeli’d all doubt and fear.

The guardian of this myflic charm,
In ihining jewels dreil ; .

Said, that I need not fear no harm,
If faithful was my breair ;

For tho’ to rogues he was 1eve re,
No .harm an honeil man need fear. >

’

Bright wifdoin from bis awful throne,
Bid darknefs to withdraw ;

No foonerfaid but it was done,
And then—preat thinp-s I faw :

But what they were—-I now won’t tell,
But fafely in my breafl iliall dwell

Then round.and round me did he tie
An ancient noble charm ;

Which future darknefs will defy,
And ward olf cowans’ harm *

With infiruments in number three,
To learn the art of Geometry, .

G
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SONG LXIV.

P HILANDER as muling he fat
In a fragrant bower {haded with vine

Cried, what blifs might mortals come at ?
If they’d attend to precepts divine.

If inftead of contending for power,
Each driving to rule o’er another,
They would improve the precious hour,
Every one in inftru&ing his brother.

Inllead of amafling great wealth,
Which oft does its owner deftroy,
They employ’d their time and health,
To promote love and focial joy.

Indead of purfuing vain toys,
Which no fatisfaclion can yield ;
Fair honour and juftice they’d choice,
As foundations whereon they might build.

Proportion, harmony and love
Would then all their actions grace,
Inferiors to thofe them above

In virtue would freely give place.
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: A free Mafon lift’ning, had weighed
Thefe pradent reflections of his,
;Reply’d you mifplace your regard
Since all are not formed for blifs.

| There are few fo wife as yourfelf,
1 Not join’d to the virtuous few,
jWhofe aim is not power or pelf,
:But to be loving, brave, fecret and true.

SONG LXV.

The ANTHEM.

GRant us kind, hegv’n whajt we requeft ;
In Mafonry let us be bjeft ;

DireCt us to that happy place
Where friendihip fmiles in ev ?

ry face ;

Where freedom and fweet innocence

Enlarge the mind, and cheer the fenfe.
'

Enlarge the mind, See,

Where feepter’d reafon from her throne

Surveys the Lodge, and makes us one ;

And harmony’s delightful fvvay
For ever fheds ambrofial day ;

G 2
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Where we blefs’d Eden’s pleafure tafle,
Whilft balmy joys are our repaft. '

Whilft balmy joys, &c,

No prying eye can view us here,
Or fool or knave dillurb our cheer :

Our well form’d laws fet mankind free,
And give relief to mifery.
The poor, opprefs’d with woe and grief,
Gain from our bounteous hands relief.

Cain from our bounteous, &c.

Our Lodge the focial virtues grace,
And wifdom’s rules we fondly trace ;
Whole, nature, open to our view,
Points out the paths we fhould purfue.
Let us fubfift in laxlinn peace,
And may our happinefs increafe.

And may our happinefs, &c,

SONG LXVI.

Health to our fillers let’s drink:
1. For why lhould not they

Be remember’d, I pray,
When of us they fo often do think ?

When oft us they fo often do think.
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j'Tis they give the chiefeft delight;
Tho’ wine cheers the mind,

!' And mafonry’s kind,
Thefe keep us in tranfports all night •

Thefe keep us in tranfports all night.

SONG LXVIE

LET malicious people cenfure;
They’re not worth amafon’s anfwer ;

While \ve drink and ling,
With no confcience fling.

Let their evil genius plague them,
And for mollies devil take them.
We’ll be free and merry,
Drinking port and zerry.

Till the flars' at midnight lhine,
And pur eyes with them combine,
The dark night to banifh.
Thus we will repleniih
Nature, whilft our glafles ■

With the bottle palles.
, Brother mafon free,
Here’s to thee, to thee ;

G 3".
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And let: it -on the table round,
While envy does the mafon’s foes confound,

SONG LXVIII.

T^Atber Adam no fooner beheld the light fifine,
•f~ Than God made him a Mafon, and gave

him the fign :

Heaven freely to man did the ferret impart,
And oft’ they in Paradife talk’d over the art.

Sing taniara-ra truth nil,

The Apoftles were mafons, I’ll Ihow you firsight
ways, ■

Chriil promis’d a temple to raife in three days :

They knew what he meant, and whillt ign’rance
gaz’d, prais’d.

The brethr’n clap’t hands, and the mailer was
Slug, 8cc-

■Xe are bid in the Scriptures no longer be blind,
But nock at our door, and the truth ye lhall find;
The gofpeladvifes Free-mafonry further,

lien it bids us, likebrothers, to love one another.
Sing, See,
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The ladies calls mafons a butcherly trade,
Andare terribly frightn’dwhen hufbands aremade

iBut we challenge their world, and denyY if they
| '

can,
- (man.

Did they ever know a mafon who was not a

Sing, See.

Ofmen no diftinction in Lodges we have,
But all on a level, like men in the grave :

We erect no proud Babels, to threaten the Iky ;

For Jacobis ftep-ladder can raife us on high.
Sing, &c.

Our actions are fquar’d.by a rule that is right ;
'

For mafons alone are the children of light:
Our confcierices, white as the aprons we wear ;

So an health to all mafons where-ever they are.

■

• Sing, See.

SONG LXIX.

THEN here’s to th’ friend, and now here’s

toThee, Will; (quaff:
Since we’re met let us fing, and let’s mirrily

The bottle and bowl llia’nt a moment hand (till,
Who knows when again we thus gaily may

laugh. •
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The day is our own, be the day without forrow,
For life, my dear brethren, may be over to-mor*

row,

Whatever you intend for to do or to fay,
Make fure of the prefent, and all will go right:

For he who has liv’d as he ought the whole day,
May fleep with content on his pillow at night,

Make litre of to-day, that the uext may’nt be
forrow,

For life, my dearbrethren, cre.

Ye lovers who’re young, and more fo who’re old,
Neglect not a moment to make the fair kind ;

For love has gotwings, and yourgirlsmay be cold,
Ifto-dayyou can’tget them to beofyour mind,

If you lofe but an hour, it maybe to your forrow,
Love and life, my dear bretliren, &c.

Then truft not to-morrow, to-morrow’snothere;
To-day is the feafon for bulinefs or play ;

Whohave not loft their time, havenothing to fear,
Who thinks of to-morrow is loling to-day.

Now, now, is our own, not of time let us borrow,
Let us live as if life Ihould be over to-morrow.
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S O N G LXX.

IN the glory ofmafonry afiembled are we,

To confecrate this dome into mafonry :

This glorious attempt with honours are crown’d;
Andwe’ll lift upour voices till this dome refound.

In this dome there’s no fraud nor ranker is known,
But love doth fubfift, and we’ll join in a fong :

The emblems we bear, which do fhew the true

/ caufe, (laws.
Of our focial meetings, and we’re bounded by

All that we defire is, Hiram’s laws to obferve,
And from his juft precepts we never to fwerve :

Like pillars we ftand on this bafts that’s laid,
And none ihall be able us for to diffuade.

Behold in the Eaft, him that fits on the throne ■

Lis wifdonrcontrived and formed the plan :

Strength did it. fupport, and beauty adorn ;
And the craft was .engaged in carrying it on.

Since we are united here all as one,
We’ll rejoice o’er our bottle, withaglafsin our

hand:
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We’H drink to our Matter and Wardens fo rare,
That live within compafs, and walks by the fquare,

Chorus.
For harmony facial, this dome was duly rais'd.
To cultivate foilet virtue in every brother's breajl :
We're by fecrefy bound, that love fo clofe doth lay,
And always keep the fecret's depth from each pryr

ing eye,

SONG LXXI.

ARISE and blow thy trumpet’s fame,
Free-mafonry aloud proclaim ;

Thro’ realms and worlds unknown ;
Tell it was the great David’s fon ;
The matchlefs wife King Solomon,
Rais’d far above his throne.

Rais'dfar, Sac.

King Solomon’s temple’s high-capt toy/’rs,
The afpiring domes they’re works of ours ;
By us thefe piles was rais’d.

Then did mankind with l'ongs / advance,
And thro’ the aetherial vaft expanfe,
Let mafonry be prais’d.

‘

hct mafonry, &c»
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tVe help the poor in the time of need ;

The naked we cloath, the hung’ry feed,-
’Tis our' foundation ftone :

We build trpon the nobleft plan,
Since by the Union we do ifand,
It makes us ali as one.

Jt makes,

Stilj louder’ then thy trumpets blow,
Let all the diitant regions know
Free-mafonry it is this :

Almighty wifdom gave it birth ;

Religion fix’d it here on earthy
A type of future blifs.

A type, &c.

Then to our Lodge let’s aH repare,
And friendly falute each brother there,
With friendihip and with love :

’Tis this alone can raife the mind,
Above the reft of human kind,
And all our actions prove.

And ally See.

107
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SONG LXXII.

C Qme, come, my dear Brethren,
Great news I proclaim:

Our King’s a free Mafon,
A Mafon of fame :

And tho’ he’s a King,
He’s a Brother to me,

No mortals but Mafons

So great then can be.

So great then can he P

So great then can he ;

No mortals but Mafons
So great then can be.

Who would not be proud, fay,
Of fuch a great name

O

He that’s a free Mafon
Is a true fon of fame ;

Since kings, dukes, and princes, -

Men of high degree,
Throw by their diftinflions,

With us to be free.
1

'

t With us to be free, &c

We’re fons of antiquity,
But not of pride
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Tlie Fathers of old, they
Were all on our fide. ,

Being {truck with furprife
'

’The. grand temple to fee,'
They all were ambitious

Free-Mafons to be.
Fres-Mafon: to bey 8ec*.

We’re true and we’re trufty,
We’re juft and fincere ;

We’re bleis’d by the poor,
And ador’d by the fair;

Kings are our companions, :

So noble are we; *

Then who would not wifi

A Free-Mafon to be ?
v

A Free-Mafon to b 2^ &•-

Why then Ihould we mind

The reflections of fools,
Who know not the value 4

.

Nor ufe of our tools ?

We keep within compafs,
Our conducts fquare be ;

To plumb, line, and level,
Gur actions agree.

Our abHons ctpree* Sc.c,

H
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SONG LXXII.

C Ome, come, my dear Brethren,
Great news I proclaim

Our King’s a free Mafon,
AMafon of fame :

And tho’ he’s a King,
He’s a Brother to me,

No mortals but Mafons

So great then can be.

So great then ca?i be,
So great then can be ;

No mortals but Mafons
So great then can be.

Who would not be proud, fay,
Of fuch a great name

He that’s a free Mafon
Is a true fon of fame ;

Since kings, dukes, and princes, -

Men of high degree,
Throw by their diftinftions,

With us to be free.
'

'

, With us to be free, &c

We’re foils of antiquity,
But not of pride
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The Fathers of old, they
Were all on our fide.

Being ftruck with furprife
'The. grand temple to fee,1 ;

They all were ambitious

Free-Mafons to be.
Free-Mafons to l'e> See?

We’re true and we’re trufty,
We’re juft and fmeere ;

We’re bleis’d by the poor,
And ador’d by the fair. ■

Kings are our companions, '

.

. So noble are we;
Then who would not wife
A Free-Mafon to be ?

A Free-Mafon to be} Sea

Why then ftould we mind

The refleftions of fools,
Who khow not the value-
Nor ufe of our tools ?

We keep within compafs,
Our conducts fquare be ;

To plumb, line, and level,
Our actions agree.

. .

•
■

• Our atfhns aaree> See,

H
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With innocent mirth,
And with focial foul,

Let’s tade the pure nectar*'
Of the flowing bowl.

Then fill up a bumper;
My toad it fliall be,

A health to our Mader,
Our Wardens and we.

Our Wardens and' we, &ev

SONG LXXIII.

COME fill up a bumper, and let it gp round,.
Letmirth and good fellowfhipalways abound,
And let the world fee,
That free-mafonry,

Doth teach honed hearts to be jovial and free*

Our lodge now compos’d of honed free hearts>
Our mailer mod freely his fecrets imparts

And fo we improve",
In knowledge and Iqve,

By help from the mighty Grand Mader above.

Let honour and frieridihip eternally reign>
Let each brother mafon the truth fo maintain
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That all may agree,
That Free-mafonry, 1

Doth teach honeft hearts to be jovial and free.

In mirth and good fellowihip we will agree,
For none are more bleft or more happy than we $

And thus we’ll .endure,
While our addons are pure,

Kindheaven thofe bleflings to us doth infqre.

-.SONG LXXIV.

Tune—Come let us prepare.

TI7HEN.the Deity’s word,
’ * Throughout Chaos was heard,

And in order uprofe this vaft ball, fir,'
' The fpheres fung his praife,
Who from difcord could raife,

This Mafonry’s harmony all, fir.

Each child of the earth,
The chorus fung forth,

Te-deums were gratefully .given ;

H 2
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Land, fea, and Ikies rung
With creation’s glad fong;

And harmony echo’d thro’ heaven.

’Tis mufic, whofe charms,
Each fierce palfion difarms,

As we find by unhappy King Saul, fit;,
When his harp David tun’d,
Madnefs funk at the found,

For fenfe comes at harmony’s call, fir.

The fpider inflam’d, .

Tarantula nam’d,
With his fling will each viflim appal, fir,

But mufic is fure,
The fad patient to cure,

For health comes at harmony’s call, fir*

Timotheus had Ikill,
To curb Philip’s fon’s will,

With a tcuch made his heart rife or fall, fir,
Ee in tune put his breaft, -

Then let love do the reft,
For love comes at harmony’s call, fir.
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Eurklice’s Twain,
By his fenfe-lulling ilrain,

Could the foreft’s wild tenants enthral, fir,
. Nay ftones we can prove,
Will obedient move,

At mafonry’s harmony’s call, fir.

Man and beafi: will, decay,
Rocks and Teas fmk away,

The great globe muft to ruin refign, fir,.
Let him who fings beft,
Sing a Tong for the reit,

Or join as he ought in a catch, fir.

SONG LXXV,

JOY to my Brother Mafons, -

• Wo, are meet to remember.
And think upon
The great St John,

This twenty-feventh December,
Chorus.

Fill it up, to the top;
Let the fparkling glafs go round:

H 3



And to him, to the brim:
For in love he doth abound.

And to him, to the brim ;

Love and liquor do abound.

My glafs will be yours,
And your glafs will be mine,
In token of friendihip,
Our hands let us join :

And with this chearing glafs,
With pleafure rpund we’ll pafs,
Xhe mem’ry of the Great,
And the good Divine.
WV11 ftudy for to follow,
The great St John’s example,

By doing well, and hating ill j
For the reward is ample, &c.

We will behave like brothers,
Avoiding all diforder:

Obferving ftill, what is the will

pf him who calleth Order, &c*

Y'fhile we perform our duty,
By all we’ll be refpe^ed •
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But if this place, we do difgrace,
Withlhame, we’ll be ejedted, &c.

May Providence protedt us,
From all enfnaring dangers,

That we ne’er may, become the prey,
Of faithlefs friends or ftrangers, &c.

TJ our Mafter and our Wardens,
With pleafure we agree,

To wilh good health, fuccefs and wealth,
By honours, three times three, &c.

May every loving Brother,
Employ his thoughts and heart,

How to improve, in peace and love,
The glorious Royal Art,

*•
\

C H O R U S.

Fill it up, to the top ;

L et the fparkling glafs go round ;

And to him, to the brim i

For in love he doth abound,.
And to him, to the brim ?

Love and liquor do abound.
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My glafs will be yours,
And your glafswill be mine,
In token of friend ihip
Our hands let us join :

And with this chearing glafs,
With pleafure, round we’ll pafs
The mem’ry, of the Great
And the Good Divine.

An ODE on MASONRY,

The Words by Broth *r JACKSON, and fct t
Mufic by Brother GILDING.

\ T ZAIvE the lute and quiv’ring firings,
* * Myflic truths Urania brings;

Friehdly Vifitant to thee
We owe the depths ofMasonry :

Faireft of the virgin choir,
Warbling to the golden lyre,
Welcome here thy Art prevail i
Hail! divine Urania, hail!



'

,
'C ]

Here in Fnendihip’s facred bower.
The downy-wing’d, and {milling hour,
Mirth invites, and focial Song,
Namelefs myfteries .among j
.Crown the bowl, and fill the glafs,
To ev’ry Virtue, ey’ry Grace,
To the Brotherhood refound,
Health, and let it thrice go round.

We reftore the times of old,
The blooming glorious Age of Gold $
As the new creation free,
Bleft with gay Euphrofine;
We with godlike Science talk,
And with fair Aftrea walk *

Innocence adorns the day,
Brighter than the fmiles of May.

Pour the rpfy wine again,
Wake a louder, louder ftrain ;

Rapid Zephyrs, as .ye fly,
Waft our voices to the {ky ;

While we celebrate the Nine, '

And the wonders of the Trine j
While the Angels fmg above, .

As we below ofPeace and Love.



£ »* 3

PROLOGUE.

TF to delight to humanize the mind,
A- The favage world in fecial tyes to bind j
To make the moral virtues all appear
Improv’d and ufeful, foften’d from feverc*

If thefe demand the tribute of our praife,
The teacher’s honour, or the poet’s lays;
How do we view ’em all compris’d in thee,
Thrice honour’d and myfterious Mafonry..

By thee erected, fpacious domes arife,
And fpires afcending glitter in the Ikies ;
The wond’rouswhole,byheav’nly art is crown’d
And order in diverfity is found.
Thro’ fuch a length of ages hill how fair,
How bright, how blooming do thy looks appear:
And itill fhall bloom—Time as it glides away
Fears for its own, before thine fhall decay.

The ufe of accents from thy aid is known,
Thou form’d: a filent language of thy own,
Difdain’fl that records fhou’d contain thy art.
And only liv’d: within the faithful heart.



Behold where kings, and a long fliining train, ~y
Of garter’d heroes wait upon thy reign', >-

And boaft no honour but a Mafon’s name. 3
Still in the dark let the unknowing flray,
No matter what they judge, or what they fay;
Still may thy myftic fecrets be conceal’d,
And only to a Brother be reveal’d.

EPI L O CUE.

\X7ITH whatmalicious joy, e’er I knewbetter
*

* Have I beenwont theMafons to befpatter!
How greedily have I believ’d each lie

Contriv’d again!! that fam’d fociety ?

With many more complain’d-*~’twas very hard
Women fhould from theit fecrets be debarr’d,
When kings and ftatefmen to our'fex reveal

Important bufmefs, which they fhould conceal ;
That beauteous ladies by their fparks ador’d
Never could wheedle out the mafons word’;
And oft their favours have, beftow’d in vain,-
Nor could one fecret for another gain.
I though, unable to explain the matter,
Each rnafon, fore, muft be a woman-hater.
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With fudden fear and difmal horror ftruck,
I heard my fpoufe was to fubfcribe the book.

By all our loves, I begg’d he would forbear •

Upon my knees I wept, and tore my hair.

But when I found him fix’d, how I behav’d I

I thought him loft, and like a fury rav’d ;
Believ’d he would for ever be undone

By fome ftrange operation undergone.
When he came back I found a change, ’tis true,
But fuch a change as did his life renew.

With rofy cheeks arid finding grace he came,
And fparkling eyes that fpoke a bridegroom’s

flame.
Ye married ladies, ’tis a happy life,

Believe me, that of a Free-mafon’s wife.
Tho’ they conceal the fecrets of their friends,
In love and truth they make us full amends.
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SCOTCH and ENGLISH;
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song i.

in the Majk of Alfred.

^IT THEN Britain firft, at Heaven’s command,
' * Arofe from out the azure main,

This was the charter, the charter of the land,
And guardian angels fung the ftrain ;

Rule Britannia; Britannia rule the waves;
For Britons never will be flaves*

.. ,. •*% I
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The nations, hot fo bleli as thee,
Mult in their turn to tyrants fall; (free,

Whilit thou lhalt iiourhh, [halt flourifii great and
The dread and envy of them all.

Rule Britannia, See.

Still more majeflic [halt thou rife,
More dreadful from each foreign ftroke,

As the- loUd blaft that tears the [Ivies,
Serves but to root thy native oak."

Rule Britannia, &c.

Thee haughty tyrants ne’er [hall tame,
All their attempts to bend thee down ;

Will but aroufe, but aroufe thy gen’rous flame,
And work their woe and thy renown.

Rule Britannia, &c.

To thee belongs the niral reign,
Thy cities lhall with commerce Ihine,

All thine ihall be, fhall be the fubjeft main,
And every iltore it circles thine. -

Rule Britannia, See.

The mufes, Rill with freedom found.

Shall to thy happy co*u repair :
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Bleft ifle ! with beauties, with matchlefs beauties

(crown’d,
And manly hearts to guard the Fair.
Rule Britannia, &c.

SONG II ?

BAni sh forrow, let’s drink and.bemerry boys,
Time flies fwift, to-morrow brings care 5
If you believe it,
Drink, and deceive it,
Wine will receive it,
And drown defpair.

C h o r u 5.

Ithe /meets ofmine are found in poftejftng,
Its juice divine, mankind’s chiefeft biefting :
The glafs is th'me, drink, there’s no excefs in
A bmnper or two with a chearfulfriend..
*Tiswine gives firength,when nature’sexhaufted.
Heals the lick man, frees the flave -

Makes the fliffHumble,
And the proud humble,
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Exalts the meek,
And makes cowards brave.

Chorus, &c.

?Tis wine that prompts the tim’rous lover ;
Be brilk with your miftrefs, denials defpife ;

She’ll cry, you’ll undo her.
But be a brilk wooer,
Attack her, purfue her,
you’ll gain the prize,

Chorus, &c.

-

5Tis wine that banilhes all worldly forrpw,
Then who’d omit the pleafing talk ?

Since wipe’s fweet fociety
Eafes anxiety,
Damn dull fobriety,
Bring t’other flalk.

Chorus, &c.

SONG III.

TF I live to grow old, as I find I go down,
-®* Let this be my fate in a fair country-town,
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May I have awarm houfe,with a ftone at my gate
And a cleanly young girl to rub my bald pate.

Chorus.

May Igovern my paftions with an ahfolute /way,
And grow tvi/er and better as my ftrength wears

.. away, .

Without gout or ftone, by a gentle decay.

In a country-town, by a murmuring brook,
With the fea at a diitance, on which I may lookj
With a fpacious plain, without hedge or ftile,
And an eafy pad-nag to ride out a mile.

May Igovern, &c.

With Horace and Plutarch, and one or two more

Of the beft wits that liv’d in the ages before ;

W ith a dilh of roaftmutton, not ven’fon nor teal,
And clean tho’ coarfe linen at ev’ry meal.

May. Igovern, &p.

Wr ith a pudding on Sunday, and flout humming

And a remnant ofLatin to puzzle the vicar ;
With a bidden referve of Burgundy!s wine,
,Tp drink the king’s health as oft as we dine.

May Igovern. See.
i a

'

'

■
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With a courage undaunted may I facemylaft day,
And when I am dead, may the better fort fay,
In the morning when fober, in the ev’ning when

mellow,
He is crone and han’t left behind him his fellow.

O

For he govern'’d his pajfions, &c,

SONG IV.

TULLOCHGOIIUM.

Written by A Clergyman at Aberdeen.

OME gie’s a fang, the lady cry’d,
And lay your difputes all afi4e,

What fignifies’t for folks to chide

'For what’s been done before them ?

Let Whig and Tory all agree,
Whig and Tory, Whig and Tory,
Let Whig and Tory all agree,
To drop their whigmegmorum.

Let Whig and Tory all agree,
Tp fpend this night with mirth and glee,



12 ?SCOTCH SONGS.

And chearfu’ fmg alang wi’ me
The reel of Tullochgorum.

Tullochgorum-s my delight,
It gars us a’ in ane unite.
And ony furnph that keeps up fpite,
In confidence I abhor him.

Blithe and merry we’s be a’,
Blithe and merry, blithe and merry,
Blithe and merry we’s be a’, \

To mak’ a chearfu’ quorum.
Blithe andmerry we’s be a’,
As lang as we hae a breath to draw,
And dance, till we be like to fa?

,

The reel of Tullochgorum.

There needs na’ be fae great a phrafe
Wi’ dringing dull,Italian lays,
I wadna’ gi’e our ain Strathfpeys
For half a hundred fcore o’em.

They’re douff and dowie at the bell,
Douff and dowie, douff and. dowie,
They’re douff and dowie at the beft,
Wi’ a’ their variorum.

They’re douff and dowie at the beft.
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Their allegro’s, and a’ the reft,
They cannot pleafe a Highland tafte,

Compar’d wi* Tullochgorum.
Let warldly minds themfelves opprefs

Wi’ fear of want, and double cefs,
And filly fauls themfelves diftrefs
Wi’ keeping up decorum.

Shall we fae four and fulky fit,
Sour and fulky, four and fulky,
Shall we fae four and fulky fit.
Like auld Philofophorum ?

Shall we fae four and fulky fit,
Wi’ neither fenfe, nor mirth, nor wit,.
And canna’ rife to fhake a fit
At the reel of Tullochgorum.
May choiceft bleflings ftill attend

Each honeft hearted open friend,
And calm and quiet be his end,

Be a’ that’s good before him ! .

May peace and plenty be his lot,
Peace and plenty, peace and plenty,
May peace and plenty be his lot,
And dainties a great fiore o’ ’em !
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’May peace and plenty be his lot,
Unftain?d by any vicious blot!

Apd may he never want a groat
That's fond of Tullochgoruirn
But for the difcontented fool,

Who wants to be oppreffion's tool,
May envy gnaw his rotten foul, -

And blacked; fiends devour film !

May dole and forrow be his chance.
Dole and forrow, dole and forrow.
May dole and forrow be his chance,
And honed: fouls abhor him !

May dole and forrow be his chance,
And a’ the ills that come frae France,

‘ Whoe’er he be that wjnna dance

The reel of Tullochgorum !

r$-ir&i r$t

SONG V.

ANN A,—a favourite fong.
Sung hy Mi/s CatUy.

CHEPHER.DS, I have loft my love,
Have you feen my Anna,
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Pride of every fhady grove,
Upon the banks of Banna.

I for her my home fojrfook,
Near yon mifty mountain,

Jkeft my flock, my pipe, my crook.
Greenwood ihade, and fountain.

Never lhall I fee them more,
Until her returning,

.411 the joys of life are o’er,
From gladnefs chang’d to mourning®.

Whither is my charmer flown,
Shepherds tell me whither,

Ah ! woes me, perhaps fhe’s gone
For ever and for ever.

S O N G VI.

Tun e,—The Hounds are all out.

I am, and contented I’ll be,
For what can this world more afford,

Than a fociable friend to fit down by me,
And a cellar that plentifully ftor’d.

My brave boys.



My vault door is open, defcend ev’ry gueft,
Broach that calk, aye, that wine we will try,

?Tis as fweet as the lips of your love to the tadey
And as bright as her cheek to the eye.

In a piece of flit hoop I my candle have (lucky
’Twill light us each bottle to' hand;

And the foot ofmy glafs for the purpofe I broke;
For I hate that a bumper (hould (land.

We are dry where we (it, tho* the oozing drops
feem,

The moift walls with wet pearls to embofs,
From the arch, mouldy cobwebs in Gothic tafte

dream,
Like (lucco work cut out of mofs.

Adride on a butt, as a butt fhould be drod,
I fitmy companions among,

Like grape-bleilingBacchus, the goodfellow’s god,
And a fentiment give or a foug.

I charge fpoil in hand, and my empire maintain,
No ancient more patriot-like bled ;

Each drop in defence ofdelight I will drain*
Andmyfelf for my Bucks I’ll drink dead..
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Sound that pipe, ’tis in tune, and thofe bins are

well fill’d,
View that heap Old Hock in the rear;

Yon bottles of Burgundy, fee how they’re pill’d.
Like artillery, tier over tier.

My cellar’s my camp, and my foldiers my flaiks.
All glorioufly rang’d in review,

When I caft my eyes around, I confider my calks
As kingdoms I’ve yet to fubduc.

Like Macedon’s madman my drink I’ll enjoy,
In defiance of gravel and gout'; [dua—

Who cried, when he had no more worlds to fub-

I’ll weep when my liquor is out.

When the lamp is brimful, fee the flame brightly
fhines,

But when wanting moifture decays ;

Replenifh the lamp of my life with rich wines,
Orelfe there’s an end of my blaze.

’Tis my will when I die, not a tear Ihou’d be fhed,
Mo Hie Jacet be cut on my fione ;

But pour on my coffin a bottle of red [boyr*
And fay, A choice fdlo-v: is gone. My bra rj?
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ET the grave''and the gay enjoy life how

they may,

My pleafures their pleafures furpafs ;

Go the worldwell or ill, ’tis the fame with'-me ftill,
If I have but my friend and my glafs.

The lover may figh, the courtier may lie,
And Croefus his treafure amafs ;

All thejoys are but vain that areblendedwitlipainj
ISo I’ll Hand by my friend and my glafs.-

New life wine infpires, and creates new defires,,,
'

And oft wins the lover his lafs.

Or his courageprepares to difdain’thenymph-?s airo
So I’ll Hand by my friend and my glafs.

The earth fucks the rain, the fun draws the main
With the earth we are all in a clals ;

Then enliven the clay, let us live while we may,,

And I’ll hand by my friend and my glafs.

’Tis friendihip and wine only life can refine •

We care not whate’er come to pah
K
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With courtiers or great men, there’s none of os
ftatefmen :

Come—Here’s to our friend and our glafs.

«<?> 1<5>> 1<^“J

SONG VIII.

BRight glory’s a trifle, and fois ambition,
Defpis’d by free hearts, tho’ in low condi*

tiort;
Let boys ramble on, until their fair extent;
But give me, oh give me, my bottle and friend.

Into the little clofe room fo ?ieat andfo trim,
Oh, then mill I enjoy my bottle andfriend.

Great George and Lewis, for kingdoms are a*

wrangling,
WhiMl mifers for gold are always a-jangling ;

But let them fight on, whilit my money I do

fpend,
And give me, O give me,, my bottle and friend.

Into, &e.

Whilll thus I am {ingle, I’m utterly a ftranger,
I am free from all care, and Im quite out of dan*

ger,
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Women laugh at mens folly, whilfl their money
they do fpend,

But .give me, O give me, my bottle and friend.
Into, &c.

Come, come, my companions, fo chearful and gay,
Let us have the other bumper, and drive forrow

away; [mend,
Let us drink and be merry, until the times do

But give me, O give me, my bottle and friend.

IntOy &c.

SONG IX.

Push about the Jorum.
TT7HEN bickerings hot,
’ » To high words got,
Break out at gameoruni %

The flame to cool.
My golden rule

Is pufli about the jorum.
With fill on jug,
Coifs whocan lug ?

K 2
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Or lhew me that glibe fpeaker,
Who her red rag
In gibe can wag,

With her mouth full of liquor.

Y^YYYYYYYY,Y^fYY~£ Y't
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SONG X.

The Constant Tar.

OVE, like the wind, is often changing,
Like the fea it ebbs and flows ;

Let the youth whofe heart is raging,
Fear the nymph whom molt he knows.

But give me Pate, one faithful pilot,
To direct and guide my foul:

Changing lovers then Pll fmile at,
She’s my magnet, file’s my pole.

t$t#

SONG XI.

'XTE medley ofmortalswho make up this throng
-*■ Spare your wit for a moment, and lift to nay

fong;
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What you'd not expect here,mywit lhall.benew,
Andwhatismore ftrange, ev'ry word fhallbe true.

Sing tcwtara rctra truth all, truth all,
Sing tantara-rara truth all,

,Ndt atoyin the fhopyou’llbuy cheaper thenmine;
Bring your lalTes to me, and you'll fpare all your

coin;
The ladies alone will pay dear for my fkill,
for if they will hear me, their tongues mu ft lie

* ftill.
Sing tantara*rara ?nute all, ire,

Tho' our revels are fcorn’d by the grave and the

wife,
Yet they pradtife all day, what they feem to

defpife;
Examine mankind from the great to the fmall,
Each mortal’s difguis'd, and the world is a ball.

Sing tantara~rara, majks^all, ire.

The parfon brim-ful of October and grace,
With a long taper pipe, and a round ruddy face,
Will rail at our doing—-—- but when it is dark,
The doctor's difguis’d, and led home by the clerk.

Sing tantara-rara, majks allf ire,;
; K 3
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The fierce roaring blade, with long fword and

cock’d hat,
With, blood ! he’ll do this; and zounds ? he’ll

do that;
When he comes to his trial he fails in his part,
And fhews that his looks are but malks to hfs

heart,
Sing tantara-rara, majks all, (tec.

The beau acts the rake, and will talk of amours,
Shews letters from wives, and appointments from

whores ;

But a creature fo modeft avoids all difgrace ;

Bor how would he bluih, Ihould he come face tq
face !

Sing tantara.rara, majks all, tec.

The courtiers and patriots, hnongft other fine

things, •

Will talk of their country, and love to their kings;
But their rnafks, will drop off, ifyou fhake but

the pelf,
And fnew lung and epuntry all center’d in felf.

Sir.g tantara-rara, majks all, tec.
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With an outfide ofvirtue, Mifs Squeamilh the

prude, .

If you touch her, Ihe faints; if youfpeak, you are

rude; (none,
Thus file’s print, and die’s coy, tho’ virtue file’s

And perhaps ihe’s carefs’d by the coachman or

John.
Sing tantara-rara, mafks all, ire. ■

With a grave mafk of wifdotn fay phyfic and law,
In your cafe there’s no fear, in your caufe there’s

no flaw, (big;
Till death and the judge have decreed, they look
Then you find you have trailed—a full-bottom’d

wig.
"

,
- .

Sing tantara-rara, ?nafks all, ire.

Thus life is no more than a round of deceit.
Each neighbourwill find, that his next is a cheat •

But if, O ye mortals, thefe tricks ye purfue ;

,¥oq atlafl; cheat yourfelves—-then the devil cheats
■

you.

Sing tantara rara, mafks all, ire*
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SONG XII,
\ To Attain a Long Life.

C
*OME hearme, my boy, haft a mind to live

,

* long*
Take a dofe of brifk claret, and part of a fong;
A gen’rous heat good wine does impart,
And time to good mufic is beat by the heart:
Let each be content with his own proper ftore,
And keep ourfelves hpneft, tho* theworld keeps

us poor.

SONG XIII

Get up and Bar the Door,

IT fell upon the Martinmas time,
And a gay time it was then,

When our goodwife got puddings to -make,
And ihe’s boil’d them in the pan,

/

The wind fae cauld blew fouth a'nd north,
And blew into the floor ;

Quoth our goodman to our goodwife,
“ Gae out and bar the door.v
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My: hand is in my huffy’f fkap :
.

Goodman, as ye may fee,
An it Ihou’d na be barr’d this hundred year,
Its not be barr’d for me,

They made a paction Tween them'twa,
They made it firm and fure ;

That the firft word whae’er fhould fpeak,
Shou’d rife and bar the door.

Then by there came two gentlemen,
At twelve o’clock ap night,

And they could neither fee houfe nor halj,
Nor coal, nor candle light. 1

Now, whether is this a rich man’s houfe,
Or whether is’t a poor ?'

But never a wqrd wad ane o’.them fpeak, ,

For barring of the door.

And firft they ate the white puddings,
And then they ate the black :

Tho’ muckle thought the gudwife to herfelf,
Yet ne’er a word llie fpake.
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Therr fa id the one unto the other,
“ Here, man, tak ye my knife,

Do ye tak aiF the auld man’s beard,
And I’ll kifs the goodwife.”

u But there’s nae water in the houfe,
And what lhall we do than f1’’

u What ails ye at the pudding bree,
That boils into the pan ?”

O up then ftarted our goodman,
An angry man was he ;

<e Will ye kifs my wife before my een,
And fead me wi’ pudding bree ?”

Then up and ftarted our goodwife,
Gied shree lkips on the floor :

**. Goodman, you’ve fpoken the foremoft word,
Get up and bar the door.”

SONG XIV.

TAE’IL tak thewars that hurried Billy from me

Who to love me juft had fvvorn :



SCOTCH S 0 N G & 143

They-made him captain fure to undo me ;
Woe’s me ! he’ll ne’er return.

A thouland loons abroad will fight him,
He from thoufands ne’er will run :

Day and night I did invite him,
To flay at home from fword and gun,

I us’d alluring graces,
With muckle kind embraces,

Now fighing, then crying, tears dropping fall;
And had he my foft arms

Preferr’d to war’s alarms,
By love grown mad, without the man of God,
I fear in my fife I had granted all.

Iwa/h’d, andpatch’d, to make me look provoking;
Snares that they told me would catch the men,

And on my head a huge commode fat poking,
Winch made me /hew as tall again ;

For a new gown too I paid muckle money,
Which with golden iiow’rs did /hine ;

My love well might think me gay and bonny,
N No Scots lafs was e’er fo fine.

My petticoat I fpotted,
Fringe too with thread I knotted,
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Lace-Ihoes andfilk hofe, garter full over the knee-
Bat, oh! the fatal thought,
To Billy thefe are nought ;

Who rode to- towns, and rifled with dragoons,
When he, filly loon, might have plunder’d me.

SONG XV.

Tune, ——Lumps of Pudding.

HOLLO ! keep it up, boys—and pulh round

the glafs,
Let each feize his bumper, and drink to his lafs :

Away with dull thinking—’tis madnefs to think,
And let thofe be fober whoVe nothing to drink.

Tal de ral, &c.

Silence that vile clock, with its iron tongu’d bell,
Of the hour that’s departed ftill ringing the knell
But what is’t to us that the hours flie away ;

’Tis only a flgnal to moiften the clay.

Huzza, boys ! let each take a bumper in hand,
And Hand—if there’s any one able to Hand.

How all things dance round me !—’tis life, tho’
my boys:

Ofdrinking and fpewinghow great are the joys?
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My head! oh, my head !-—but no matter, ’tis life ;•

Far better thanmopping at home withone’swife.

Thepleafuresofdrinking you’re furemuftbegrand
When I’m neither'able to think, fpeak nor hand.

S O N G XVI.

A Friend of mine came here yeftreen,
And he wou’dhae me down

To drink a bottle of ale wi’ him

In the nieft borrows-town.

But, O ! indeed it was, Sir,
Sae far the war for me,

For lang or e’er that ! came hame,
My wife had ta’en the gee.

We fat fae late, and drank fae flout,
The truth I tell to you,

That lang or e’er midnight came,
We were a’ roaring fou.

My wife fits at the fire fide,
And the tear blinds ay her e’e,

The ne’er a bed will- ihe ga’e to,
But fit aiid.tak the gee.

-
.

b
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In the morning foon, when I came down,
The ne’er a word ihe fpake ;

But mony a fad and four look,
And ay her head ihe’d lhake.

My dear, quoth I, what aileth the#
To look fae four on me ?

I’ll never do the like again,
/ If you’ll ne’er tak the gee.

When that lhe heard, fhe ran, Hie Hang
Her arms about my neck;

And twenty kiifes in a crack,
And, poor wee thing, lhe grat.

If you’ll ne’er do the like again,
But bide at hame wi’’ me,

I’ll lay my life I’fe be the wife

That’s never tak the gee.

SONG XVII.

The Birks of Invermay.

finding morn, the breathing fpring,
'“** Invites the tunefulbirds to ling ;
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And while they warble from each fpray,
Love melts the univerfal lay :

Let us, Amanda, timely wife,
Like them,, improve the hour that flies,
And in foft raptures wafte the day
Among ‘ the birks of Invermay.'

For foon the winter of the year-;
And age, life’s winter, will appear;
And this thy lively bloom will fade,
As that will ftrip the verdant fliade :

Our tafte of pleafures then is o’er,
The fcatter’d fongfters pleafe no more;
And when they droop, and we decay,
Adieu, the Birks of Invermay,

S O N G XVIII-

T^\ONALD’s aflientleman, an evermore fhall^
For fhe’s porn i’ the Highlands, the pack o*

Dunkel,
Putthekingandhis cadgers hae made her a prey,
An’ tane paith her pot, an her tear Ufquebac.
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Nainfel now has naething of auld Highland hue

Put her turk, her claymore, and her ponnet o’
blue •,

Her plait and her kilt, ohon ! mair wae !

.She's reaved,of them, and her tear Ufquebae;

I was not a ribel, tho’ I faught for my chief,
IMor am I a rogue, who was never a thief:
INainfel was a lodger, and got te king’s pay,
An’ yet I’m depriv’d of her tear Ufquebae.

On te morning our Shanet hewad gie me a tram

Then I’d fight like a Turk, and work like aman:

If you fee te king, tell her it’s no te right way,
To tak frae poor Donald his tear Ufquebae.

When our Shanet was fick, and pearing tepairn,
A drink of good whilky it cherifb’d his grain :

It made him to fing, and the houdie to pray •

This was the fruits o’ her goot Ufquebae.
>

'

The Whifky’s te' life o’ te Highland be fure,
'No v,' te king’s ain tear fcgers may die in te rnuir :

When herfeets will be fair, in a cault winter-day,
She’ll mil’s Donald’s kebbucks an good Ufquebae.



My curfe on te cadger t’at e’er he was born;
Poor Highlandman now maun pe Lallandman’s

' fcorn:

Nainfell tho’ pe hopes to fee petter day,
An’ te te’il get the cadger, and her Ufquebse.

S O N G XIX.

Molly Mog—An Irilh Ballad.

MY fweetMollyMog, you’re as foft as a bog,
And as wild as a kitten, as wild as a kitten ;

Thefe eyes in your face, oh pity my cafe,
Poor Paddy have fmitten, poor Paddy have

fmitteh

Oh fofter than filk, and white as new milk

Your lilly white hand is, your lilly white hand is *
Your ihape’s like a pail, from your head to your

tail

Oh you’re {freight as a wand is, you’re
{freight, &c.

Your lips red as cherries, and your curling hair is

Coal black as the Devil, as black as ire.
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Your breathe as fweet too, as any potatoe,
Or orange from Seville, or orange, be.

When lac’d in your boddice, you trip like a god-
clefs.

So nimbly fo frifky, fo nimbly fo frifky ;

One Id is of your cheek, fo foft and fo.fleek,
Oh ! itwarmsme likewhilky, it warms me, be

I figh and I pine, and I fob like a fwine,
Becaufe you’re fo cruel, becaufe you’re fo

cruel;
No reft can I t *ke, afleep or awake,
I dream of my jewel,"I dream of my jewel.

V onr hate then give over, nor Paddy your lover
Thus cruelly handle, thus cruelly handle;

Or poor Paddy muft die, like a pig in a fly,
Or the fnuff of a candle, or the fnuff, be.

SONG XX.

Plato’s Advice.

SAYS Plato, why fhoukl man be vain i

Since bounteous heav’n hath made him great ?



\
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Why looketh he with infolent difdain,
On thofe undeck’d with wealth or Hate ?

Can coftly robes, or beds of down,
Apd all the gems that deck the fair ;

Can all the glories of a crown,
Give health, or eafe the brow of care ?'

The fcepter’d king, the burthen’d flave,
The humble, and the haughty die ;

!JThe rich, the poor, the bale, the brave,
In duft without diftin£tion lie-

Go fearch the tombs where monarchs reft,
Who once the greateit titles wore ;

Of wealth and glory they’re bereft,
And all their honours are no more.

So flies the meteor thro’ the Ikies,
And fpreads along a gilded train ;

When ihot, ’tis gone, its beauty dies,
Diffolyes to common air again :

So ’tis with us, my jovial fouls,
* Let friendflip reign while here we Hay ;

Let’s crown our joy with flowing bowls ;

. When Jove commands, we muft obey.

IS
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SONG XXL

T 7T 7HEN firft the fage mother began to advife
* ’ Deareft Nancy (faid ihe) be virtuous

and good :

To treacherousmen diut your ears and your eyes,
I promis’d for certain I wou’d if I cou’d.

On the green when I danc’d, and the lads call’d
me fair;

While fighing and flatt’ring on tip-toe they
flood:

They begg’d I’d believe them, their vows were
' fmcere
I told them I certainly wou’d if I cou’d.

And when my dear Jocky appear’d on the plain,
Each elderly maiden and ill-natur’d prude

All bid me beware of the blooming young fwain
I faid, with a figh; I wou’d if I cou’d.

He approach’d with delight, and call’d me fweet

maid, (Ihou’d,
Then whifper’d with all the refpect that he

Jf I offer my hand, you’d refufe I’m afraid, |
I laughing, replyed, I wou’d if I cou’d..



Thofe Amies are propitious the fhepherd then

cryM
Her meaning though humbly he .foon under-

flood. , (bride ;

We’tl meet on the morn, and I’ll make you my
I promis’d, with blulhes, I wou’d if I cou’d.

^Ve met this bleft morning, and haften’d away,
for my fhepherd is honeft, and faithful and

go°d }
Aud I, Ample I, faid, I’d love, and obey.
But certainly meant, that I wou’d if I cou’d.

SONG XXII.

The Dumfries-Shire Witches.
TN hiflory often recorded we find,

Attefled by poor and by rich, (kind,
That the greateft tormentor and plague of man-
Is that terrible creature a witch,

JVly . brave boys,
That terrible creature a witch .

|fmilk yielded butter in quantity fm.aH,
Or Hodge tumbled into the ditch,
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Or cattle grew fickly, or the children did fquall,
It was truly the work of fome witch,

My brave, See,

If Sufan did Humble when going to cows,
Or. barking had enter’d the black bitch,

The lafs wou’d have cry’d deliver me now,
For certainly near by their’s a witch,

My brave, &c.

Thus made honeft hearts without filver or gold,
Againft young women fwear through Hitch,

And the fame that had the misfortune to be old,
Was fare to be mark’d for a witch,

My brave, &c.

Such idle chimeras for reafon retire,
Since wit foars a rational pitch, (flrire,

For who’can with fafety pafs through Dumfries
Where every young lady’s a witch,

My brave , See

This truth you would own, did you view but
their charms,

Tho’ they ride not on broom nor on fwitch,
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Then let each-batchelor boldly take arms,.
And eachman feize on his witch,

My brave, &e.

When love’s highelt fpell, doth to virtue unite,
' > The poffeflors of both moft be rich,
Then hail happy country, true place of delight,
Where beauty and virtue bewitch,

My brave> &0c

f / AT I S.

§0° Directions to the Binder. Letter A
folds in, the others folds as three half {beets,-


