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% Buarton's Comic Sowestes” is not a re-
print of wern-out commonplace ditties, nor a
collection of vulgarities, possessing nothing
but originality to recommend them. A large
portion of the contents ia formed of original
eomie songs of established popularity ; these
songa have never before appeared in print,
and cannot elsewhere be obtained. Many
others, of preat reputation, ave now for the
first time published in this country; and
correct versions of scarce and favourite songs
are added to the collection,

A comic song book has hitherto been a
forbidden article in the private circles of
domestic life; and with reason, for there is
scarcely a collsction extant that a father or

a husband could allow upon his parlonr
3
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table, Beveral of the mosat popular songs
of the day are pregnant with ribald jokes ;
while pgross vulgarities supply the place
of wit. This evil has beer remedied in the
accompanying work—the editor having care-
fully expunged every lice of doubtful pro-
pﬁaty.

A comic song, free from the gaucheries
which too often disgrace ‘the effort of the
bhumourist, is generally a welcome guest,
A lively ditty given a zest to the flavour of
the grape, and relieves the monotony of a
conversational party ; it varies the sentimen~
talitiea of love strains, and the wearisome-
ness of instrumental performances; and on
the stage, where 3 comic song can be acled,
it must always prove a distinguished por-
tion of the evening's entertainment,

It is presumed that * Burton’s Comic
Songeter” will be an invaluable assistance
o the members of the theatricul profession.
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The vocal amateur will esteem it & desirabla
Vade Mecum ; and the lovers.of jocularity
will find it a cyclopedia of good things.

This collection has been published atan
unusuzl expense. The proprietors are de-
termined to preserve their copyright; and
give notice to all concemed, that if the ori-
grinal songe, or-any of the new verstons and
additions, are pirated, it is fntended to inflict
the fullest penalties of the law upon the
offenders,
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BURTON'S

COMIC SONGSTER.

e

THE DOLLARS.
Writlen by Mr, Burlon.—Air, Mounsesr Nongtongpaw.
NOW FIRST FUBLISHED.

‘Wr find throughont this earthly bail,
The “ ppe thing needful” governs all 3
Nobles, commona, dunces, scholars,
Nothing’s done without the dollars,

That money flies the poet sings,

On paper or on golden winge

This solemn truth each l:uped knows,

It makes bim ook straight down his nose,
To see the way the money goes.

The bachelor, tired of single life,

Reqolves to venture on a wife;

His house is furpish’d oll in taste,

And purse and pocket ren to waste.

8he orders sofas, couchen, chaira,

Curtaing, and carpets, and china wares,

French clocks, French lamps, and French quelque
Ci

Each day her taxte more costly grows—

And that’s the way the money goes,

Ere twelvs montha their course have run,

Hix wife preseats him with 2 son, »
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Instead of muking the pappy glad,
Th* expenses almost drive him mad.

Child’s eap, child's frock, ehild’s cradle, child's

chair,
Doctor and nurse, expensive pair—
Cordiala, cale, and wine o’erflows,
Christening frolic—{riends in rows,
And that's the way the money goes,

Al lottery tickets tern up blanks,

And those who play at pharo bavks,

At poko, brag, or loo, or bluff,

Maust all be sure to lose enough.

Of horses fond, you go to a rare,

And back your favourite’s time and pace
Bome better nag does him oppose—

You Jose—and cursing fortune’s throws,
Bay, that’s the way my money goes.

ENCORE VERBES.
The ladies by their love of dress,
Caose mankind'e pockets deep distresa,
Fushion®s follies each one follows,
And plays the devil with our doltars,
Your wife just chueks you under the chin,
Hats, caps, gowna, shawls, are order’d in ;
Daughterz, sisters, fishing [or beaux,
‘Want fresh bait—who c2n oppose,
Or grudge that way the money goes.

A lot of real estate you buy—

To rent your houses out you try—
But apite of all that you can do,
Repairs and taxes eat you through !
At lags, and much to your delight,
Your Tenant moves away at night;
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‘Where he’s gone you can’t suppose—
Of course a twelvemonth’s rent he owes,~—
And that's the way the money goes.

And then again the whole-soul’d boyw,
‘Who will indulge in favemn joys,

And round the bar are daily found,
And bitters and wine and wit go round.
Sangarees and cocktails not a few,
Toddier, and slings, and juleps tooy
Champaigne in goblets freety Aows,
Till drunk they stagger home to doze,
And that’s the way Lie money goes.

No wonder money is so scarce,

While market charges are so fierce ;

The price of perk brings great distress,
Apd five cent lonves grow daily less;

In meat’s high price there’s no decrease,
In turkeys, fowls, or game, or geese.
Howr we're to live there's nobody knows,
Or pay for fire to warm our toes—

The devil knowe how the money goes.

BECOND ENCORE.

In suramer time the dollars have wings,
The ladies 2)1 must see the springs ;
Travelling charges, hotel bills,

Steamboats, ruilroads, and other ills,

In winter, parties and balls abound,

Or in a sleigh you skim the ground,

Btay out ali night—though hard it anows,—
Mujl’d wine~~hot punch—and no repose,—
And that’s the way the money goes,

Botne folka, in hopes to cut a dash, .
In stocks will venture all their cash,
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And buy on time—in long wnd short,
8. 0. or B. O.—5old and bought,
‘When time ig up, *tis you who pay-—
Or if you win, your friend’s away.
Fall or rise—you're pure to lose,
How “tis managed nobedy knows,
But well you know your money goes,

Then since the times are really bad,
Your spirita will get dull and sad ;
To cheer your minds and get delight,
Best crowd the theatre every night.
Care kill’d a cat, and lile is short,
Enpjoy yourselves in mirth apd sport
Come in hundreds, belles and beanx,
Crowd completely all those rows,
And well I'll say your money goes !

THE CORE LEG.
Wrillen by Mr. Hudson, expressly for Afr. Burion,
Air, The King and the Countryman.

1Ly te]l you a story without any sham,
In Holland lived Mynheer Yon Flam,
‘Who every morning said « I am
The richest merchant in Rotterdam.®
Ri tbbﬂ], e,

One morning when he was 23 full as an egg,
A poor relation came to beg,
He kick'd him out without broaching a keg,
But in kicking bim cut he broke his leg.

Ri toora), &e.

A stirgeon, the first in hia vocation,
Came, and he made a long oration,
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He wanted a limb for anatomization,
Bo he finish*d the job by amputation.
Ri tooral, &c.

Bays he, when the surgecn had done his work,
“ By your sharp knife 1 lose one fork,
But on two cratches I’1] never stalk,
For I'll have s beautiful feg of cork,”
Ri tooral, &c,

An artist in Rotterdam, it ehondd seem,

Had made cork Yegs his study and theme,

Each joint was a3 strong aa an iron beam,

And the springs wers a compound of clock-work and

EleaIn.
Ri tooral, &z,

The leg came home, and fitted right,
Ynspection the artist did Invite,
Its fine shape gave mynheer delight,
He fix’d it on, and he serew’d it tight,
) Ri tooral, &c.

He walk’d through each sguare, and he pass’d each

CPy
Of speed he went at the utmost top,
He went with 2 bounce, and a jump, and a hop,
‘When he found his leg he could not atop.
Ri tooral, &,
Horror and grief were in his face,
‘The neighbours thought he was running a race,
He clung to a lamp-poat to stop his pace,
But the leg kept on nor gave up the chace.
Ri tooral, &e.

He ¢all’d to some men with all his might,
* 0! stop my leg, or I’'m murder'd quite.”
But though they heard him aid invite,
less than w minute he was out of sight.
Ri tooral, &e.
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He did his best 1o ease his pain,
He went o’er bill, and tield, and plain,
He laid himself down, but ail in vain,
For the leg got up, and was off again,
i tooral, &c.

He walk’d of days and nights a score,
Of Europe soon he made the tour,
Hae died, and thovgh he 'was no more,
His leg kept on the same as before.
Ri fooral, &e.

The leg-maker grumbles and loud!y swears,
That of his bill he’ll increase the amount,
But for all this the leg never cares,
But still keeps up a running secount,

Ri tooral, &c.
Y’ve told my story fair and free,
Of the funniest wan I ever did see,
He never was buried, though dead he be,
And I am now singing his L E G.

Ri tooral, &e.

THE STEAM ARM.
Bung by Mr. Burton,—Air, The King and the Country-
mak.

O! wonnERs sure will never cease,
While works of art do so inerease,
No matter whether in war or peace,
Men can do whatever they please.
Ri tooral, &c,
A curious tale I can unfold
To all of you, 28 I was told,
Abaut a soldier stout and bold,
‘Whose wife, "tis said, was an arrant seold
Ri tooral, &c.
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At Waterloo he Jost an arm,
Which gave him paia and great zlarm,
But he soon got well, and grew quite calm,
For a shilling a day was a sort of balm.

Ri tooral, &e.
The story goes, on every ni%ht, :
His wife would bang bim left apd right,
5o he determined out of spite,
To bave an arm, cost what it might,

i tooral, &ke.

He went at cnee, strange it may seem,
To bave one made to work by steam,
For a ray of 2 hope began to gleam,
That force of arms would win her esteem.

Ri woral, &c.

The limb was finish*d, and fix'd unto
His stump of a shoulder, neat and troe ;
You'd have thought it there by nature grew,
For it stuck to ita place a9 tight 28 glue,

: Ri tooral, &,

He started home, and knoek®d at the door,
His wife her abuse began to pour,_
He turn*d a small peg, and before
Bhe’d time to think, she fell on the floor.
Ri tooral, ke,

‘With policemen soon the place was f11’d,
But every one he nearly kiil'd
For the soldier’s arm had been 3o drill’d,
‘That once in action it couidn’t be still’d,
Ri toorad, &e.

They took him 2t once before the mayor,

His arm kept moving ali the while there,

The mayor crivd, ¢ Shake your fist, if you dare,”

Thea the ateam arm knock’d bim cut of hia chair.,
- Ri tooral, &c.
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This raised in court a bit of a elamor,
The arm goin%)lilte an nuetioneer’s hamimer,
It fell in weight like 2 pavier’s rammer,
And many with fear began to stammer.
Ri tooral, &ec.

He wur lock'd in a cell, from doing harm,

To satisfy them who had still 8 qualm,

‘When i at coce they had an alarm,

Down fell the wally, and out popp’d the arm.
Ri tooral, &e.

He acon escaped, and reach’d his door,

And Xnock'd by steam raps half a score,

But aa the arm in power grew more and more,

Bricks, martar, and wood soon strew’d the Aocr.
Ri tooral, &c,

With eaperncss be stepp™d each stair,

Popp’d into the room, his wife was there,

“ ) come to my arms,” she cried, * my dear,™

When his steamer smash’d the crockery ware,
' Ri tooral, &e.

He left hia house at length outright,

And wanders about just like a sprite,

For he can’t get asleep either day or night,

Apd his srm ieeps moving with a two-horse might.
Ri

THE AMATEUR PLAY.
Written by Mr. Burion.—Air, Waen w Man weds,
MOW FIRST PUBLISHED,

Tuxy may talk of their dances and concerts so gay,
There's cothing ean equal an amateur play ;

‘That scene of confusion, of noise, and delight,
Each wishing the hero to be of the night,
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Rehearsal first call’d, characters manl™,
‘Wrangling, jangling, row, row—
Stidy Othelle, 111 play it well, 0,
Queering ‘em, cheering e, now, now.
Venice Preserved, rather unnerved,
Whimsical, flimaical, ding dong—
Dressing so dandy, lega rather bandy,
Magical, tragical, sing son
-Priuli's daughter, brandy and water,
Pleasing *em, teasing “em, so, so—
Up in King Lear, play it 50 queer,
Drearisome, wearisome, oh, no—
Painting, fainting, messing, dressing, cnllln; ‘em,
bawling ‘em, rompiog ’em, prompting ‘emn—
Let *em talk of their dances and concerts so guy,
There*s nothing can equai an amateur play ;
An amateur play,
Can equal an amateur play.

Attitudes trying, new dresses buying,
Deing it extmcrdjna.gy.
On the night, feeling afiright—
Most of 'ein in a quandary.
Hush, see ! fiddle de dee,
I wish I waa over this scene, pir=-
Acting for ever, you are so clever—
1 beat either Kemble or Kean, sir,
Only look, lend me your book,
Wkat do you think of my dress, sir;
Farce, melo drame, to us all the same,
Our efforts are crown’d with soccess, sir.
Huuses full, musical, megical, tragical, premature,
smateur, act the firet, not the worst, young Norval,
quite ewiul, Drury Lane, there again, quits
cortsin, green curtain, orchestra, jolly stir, show
your wit, dance a bit, do it well, ring the bell,
uhift the scene, outagain ; hammering, stammering,
gallery, bawlery, hh;ing, psinting, massing,
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dressing, calling ’em, bawling ’ern, romping ’em,
prompiing ‘em—

Let %em talk of their dances and eonceris so gay,
There’s nothing ¢an cqual an amateur play;

An amateur play,
Can equal an &mateur play.

HISTORY IN A MYSTERY.
Aifered from the Frish Higlorian.— fiv, Yudy's Black Eyen.
ROW FIRST PUHLISHED,

O, DEAR, what 4 treasure is learning,
Ba listen cach ignorant elf,
Ang if you have any discerning,
! make you a5 wise as myself:
When I was a servant in college,
I stodied not moeds, nouns or tensea—
I pick’d up by bits all my knowledge,
8o 1"} give you my reminiscences,
Learning to me is no mystery,
I've read every book through and through,
But I always was fondest of history
Because we ali know that is true,

014 Homer wrote Virgil’s Bucolics,

The blind poet begg*d for hia bread,
King Charles the first cut wp such frelics,

That Bonzparte cut off his head,
Whittington’s eat had its day out,

Milton declares *twas a tabby—
Garrick found Botany Bay out,

And Hamlet built Westmioster Adbbey,

Leamning to me, &,
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One Billy Shakspeare, a sly fux,
He found out the gunpnwier plot,
And eut off the head of poor Guy Faux,
Who didn’L at all tike his lot.
Lord Nelson’s 2 traveller well known,
In balinens through the zir he did range—
And he when he return’d to his home,
He built Philadelphia Exchange.
Learning to me, &e.

Alexapder the Great was a hero,
He conquer’d the Russians and Duteh,
His brother, the Empever Nero,
For fighting there never was such,
To conguer New York they intended—
With shipping they tried to make port,
But their progress was safely prevenied,
By Bainbridge, off Bluck {slzand Fort.
Learping to me, &e.

Dr. Johuson invented gunpowder,
Steamboats his lime did empluy,
Than Gener:l Wolle none was prouder
He wag kili’d at the famed sicge of Troy,
Oiver Cromwell, through sanchity peeping,
Of wickedness had a great store,
He tock Jozn of Are into keeping,
Avd afterwards married Jane Shore,
Learniug to me, &e.

Hump-back’d Richard he fought Julivs Cesar,
And kill’d him apon Busworth Field ;

La Fayette found him a teaser,
But forced the grim tyrent w yield.

Tom Paine was King Richard’s first cousin,
A very great man io those daye—

Bermons he wrote by the dozen,
Acd was atthor of Sheridan’s Plays.

Learniog to me, &,
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THE ONLY CUERE FOH LOVE!
Writien by T. Pideon, expressly for My. Burton.
Adr, Tamarroo.

NOW FIRST FUBLMHED,

Onz Bolomon 82dd in love he got,
And every Bunday went to woo——
Hin heart Jike a burning coal was hot.
*Tis very true !
He drest himoelf in his best clotbes gay,
But to gll his vows the maid said nay,
Rum tum tiddle iddle, &e.

He every week got worse, not beiter,
Till he didn*t know what to do,
80 he got'n t'schoolmanter to write'n & letter,
*Tis very true !
He te11’¢ her thet be was thin 21 & ghoat,
Hut she zent tletter back without paying the

t.
por Rum tum, &e,

Abcut the village then he did mope,
Just like & man wi' his mind all askew;
He saved up two-pence, and bought bim a rope.
*Tia very true !
He hang’d himself up, his woes to crown,
But rope brok'd, so he cum’d tumbling down.
Rum tum, &ec.

Yet of life he conld not be fond,
Escape from hanging there’s very few,
Bo he went a0d jump'd in a large horse-pond.
*Tix very true!
But that very day they'd dmin’d the floed,
And there ha stuck op to his middle in mod,
Rum tum, &c.
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Then he hought some piren and mix*d it up,
Resolv’d the marderous deed to do,
He drink*d it out of an old tea cup.
Tis very frue !
He said his prayera for ail his fanlls,
But the pfzon turn’d out to be jalap and salts!
Rum tum, &c.

Then he went to the maid, and to her he said,
ALl this hers I've suffer'd for you !
And thinks it right that we should wed.
Tis very true !
£he consented, and ik % week, or above,
He found wedlock the only cure for love,
Rum tum, ke,

MRS SMITH; OR, MATRIMONIAL DIFFEEENCES.
An eriginal Comic Duel.
XOW FIRST FUBLISHED.

He.

Mas, Bxrrn, upon my word, it is reatly too absurd,
There is surely no one like you either far or
GE3T.
Winter, Summer, Autumn, Spring, you're for ever
on the wing,
Never quist for 3 mement, Mrs. Smith, my dear.

Bhe,

D, my love, now, in your conseience, how can you
talk auch nonsense ?
I fear your little judgment ian’t over clear,
Here’s 2 time of year that brings pleasent thoughts
of Falls and Bprings, .
And 1 wish to sep Niagera, Mr, Smith, my dear.
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He,

Then your Lonnets, cops, and ecurls, combs and
trinkets for the gils,
Why ’tis one eternal outit, one is always in

RITEAL ;
Pon my life, it's very funny, not a thought about
the money,
‘Where the devil should it come from, Mis, Smith,
my dear ?

She, .

Bir, your whimsies, I am sure, cost you more, pray
shut the door,
Ne vceasion, | Lelieve, to let the servants hear,
More by twenly times than either, rather say than
all together—
0, dear biless me, I've no patience, Mr. Smith,
my desr.

He,

Route, and shows, and institutions, where all yonr
resulutions,
To forswear lhe set in toto that so plague one
here ?
Why the house is like a fair, end that woman in
the sgquare,
Wh_v,;lshe’d suin & whole county, Mrs. Emith, my
ear.

She.

And pray where are a}l your tchemes, a)) your
millivn making dreams, .
Your subscriplion men, your s)ermen, yoar
noble peer ? .
If, of a1l you've lot em sack, you ever see & shil-
ling back,
1-'5&1_';:.l I'm very much mistaken, Mr. Smith, my
ear.



BURTON'S COMIC BONGSTER. 23

e,

Then the theatre, for you, nothing else it seems
will do,
But that box must pightly taken be throughout
the year,
If you form such whims 35 these, form your party,
if you plezse,

T shall cut the whole arrangement, Mrs. Smith,

my dear,
She.
I don’t ask you where you roam, but this I know
at home,

There’s very little of you that we aee or hear;
And where you choose to be, ia a mystery to me——

i He,
Pooh !
She,
Why d:he fact is quite notorious, Mr. Smith, my
ar,
Both,

There was & time for reason, pow ‘tiy counted
petty treason,
But as really I've no wish to be at o]l severe ;
I shall say oo more, depend on’t; and 1 think, to
make an end on’t,
We ;aad better both be quiet, Mrs, Smith, my
ear.

He. T shall say no mote, depend on’t,

8he, 1shall say no more, depend on’t.

He. No more ! She, No more?

Ad iid. Both, No more,

Both. O, we'd better both be quiet, Mr. Smith,
my denr.

.
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THE COCKE ROBIRN.
Air; Boger de Coverly.
NOW TIRST FUSLISHED

Tuz gloom of night had vanish’d,
Day was gently dawning ;
Darkness fairly was banish'd,
On Valentine’s day in the moming.
Nature in bran new clothes,
Prepared herself for sporting,
‘When a litthe cock robin arose,
And took himeelf off  courting.
With a chirp, chimp, chirp, and a chirrop,
Twit, twit, twit, and a die sway, .
Chimrup, chitzup, chirrup,
A warble, & Butter, and £y swny.

He took a Aying ramble,
FPlumed out every feather,
Baw at the back of a bramble,
Two o1 three females together,
Hly confidence then he did stir up,
Hi» voice soon made the air ringing,
Bo then with = chirp and a chirrup,
8aid, how d'ye like my singwg ?
‘With a chirp, &e.

Him song he scareely had done i,
Cupid 30 busy was doing ;
Ove fair one his heart had won it,
And 5o he begun his wooing :
He call’d ber op into a tree,
And not to make eny pother,
Buyn he, my love, wiil you have me ?
8ays she, you must xx my father snd mother.
With a chirp, &e.
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The old folks’ nest he did guin,

And why he came recounted too |
‘Who he waa ha did explain,

And what his fortune amounted to,
The old folks gave their consent,

For bans nor license they tarriod,
The maid was blushing consent,

Bo in 2 hedge they were luwfully married.

With a chirp, &e.

Lave soon weaker it burn’d,

Time soon rubb’d off the gilding,
Prudence must not be spurn’d,

"Twes time their nest to be building ;
Pleasure had rather diminish’d,

In haste their Jabour to get on,
And, soon as their nest was finish’d,

8he’d three little egga to ait on.

With a chirp, &e.

8he stopp’d at home, ynd expected
He'd take his share of the nureing,
But be got grand and objected,
And fell to swearing and cursing,
All day Jong ahe was watching,
Jealousy trying to smother,
For while she set on & hatching,
He was flyiog about with anather.
With & chirp, &e.

An o4 cock in the pext tree,
Who had always been a free liver,
As often a8 often conld be,
He call'd conxolation to give her }
He wickedly wanton did spesk,
With gammon and billing and eooing,
And 50 in the eourse of & week,
He seduced her and b t her to ruin.

ith & chirp, &ec.

B
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‘What di.l the young rohin do?
Did he demand satisfaction #
No, but indeeid it is true,
In law he commenced an action’
The hen tobing flocl'd to the court,
Dozens and duzens togerher,
For when delamation’s the spott,
The ladies ase biids of feather.
With a chirp, &=,

An oid gray owl was the jodge,
He heurd beginning and end on’t;
Ta the rizht or left wouldn’t budge,
For plaintiif or defendanr.
The counselicr’s tlent ¢id burst
In a three hours long orativs,
But shc, 1s e left her first,
Pleaded a justification. :
With a chirp, &,
The judge summ’d up, and noted
The pro®s and con’s with fury ;
Case upon ease he quoted,
And then gave a charge to the jury,
Not one of them would stir,
All one way were rocted,
Gallantly they fean’d to her,
8o the plaintifi he got nonsuited.
With = chirp, &e.

The judge then mounted 2 tree,
And gravely upright rising,
Baid, cock robins, listen to me,
And fullow my plain advising,
This you may all expect,
Truth | must nat pzliiate, -
If you your wives neglect,
By goles they will retaliate.
With & chirp, &e.
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THE BACKNEY COACHMAN,
Sung by Mr. Burton, in the Wondering Minstrel.

Music publisked by Fiot, Meignen & Co., 217 Chestout
sireet,
My name’s honest Jarvey, I come unto you,
To tell all my woes, for I've nothing to doj
The raiiroads has ruin’d us, and what moch worse ia,
We're druv’ from the streets by them curs*d omni=-
busses.
Them omnibus lellers they loads themaelves heavy,
From Schuylkill right down to the Change for &
levey;
*Fore they were invented I did the trick holler,
And for every such job charged not less than a
dollar,
Then pity poor Jarvey, kind gentiefolks pray,
For be’s sadly in debt, without money to pay.

If you looks at my wehicle, osses, and me,

A lot of atarved hanimals plainly yow’li see

We crawls out of a morning, but’s no use to talk;

When we gets on the staod the poor osses can't

walk.

Onece in pleasing the ladies, it was my delight,

To trot ’em about, from morning till night ;

But now I must own, "tis a circumstance rare,

That ever [ picks up a @ fare™ from the « fair.”
Then pity poor Jarvey, &e.

One would think the fair ladies would all rmake a fuss

To sit with strange men in a long omnibus ;

Yet some ladies thers are, who betwixt you and I,

Are fond of z buss, when a sweetheart s nigh.

Now I°{l ask you the question, pray, what can bo
worse

Than to clap fourteen passengers into a hearse ?
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1 2 into cme tother day, and I saw
ere cramm’d full of ladies, who were all in the
straw.
Then pity poor Jarvey, &e.

Once I used to earn pear five dollars & dzy,

And nt night drive a party of folks to the play;
But if now a days in the country they’d ride,

In the cars on the reilrouds alcoe they take pride.
One way I account for some of my Iosses,

Half of my customers keeps their own osses ;

T* other half when they rides says, in wecent so

fuony.
“ Just char,ge the fare, driver—I an’t got no money.”
Then pity poor Jarvey, &e.

‘When a amart looking chap I was foud of the girls,
Black eyes, toay cheeks,and teeth white as pearls;
But my pizns in malehmaking bave always miscar-

ried,
And now I'm too poor to afford to get married.
Then I pruy you, kind customers, Jurvey forgive,
In your smites and good humnout he wishes to live s
Only any you are pleased, and I promise, some day,
You shall ride in my coach and have nothing to pay.
Thesn pity poor Jarvey, &e.

Ay ———

THE LADIES OF OTAHEITE.
Allered from the origingl.—Air, Vulcan's Cave.
NGW FIZST TUELISHED.

"Twras at the time from slave;
;ﬂ:en met of colowr were set free,
¥ mighty Huggermuggertis
The king of Otaheite,
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‘The ladiet 1]] at ence complain’d
‘That they slone were kept enchuin'd |
And begg’d to have the right of shares
In managing the state affaics,
They sent a petition near three miles long,
Presented hy Humparybarleybong,
A great reformer, right or wrong,
n the senate of Otalieite.
Smilery, dimplery, jabbery, squaw,
Beratchery cat et clappery claw,
Chit, chit chat, and tonguerywar,
By the ladies of Ctaheite,

Elected members of the state,
Abont abuses they did prate,
They soco began to legislate,
The ladiea of Otaheite.
The very first session they began
To lop the o’ergrown power of man,
In vain the wise men did oppoae,
The ladies did juet as they chose.
Al orators to them were small,
The speslier couldn’t speak at all,
The ladies did oui-talk them all,
In the seoate of Otaheite.
There was Mudam Yourakee, Mita Kirskoo,
Doolakum, Bquash, and Mrs. Foodoo,
‘Wampom, Swampurn, and Miss Niddiboo,
All ladies of Otaheite.

The ladies found, in deep distress,
Of politics they’d made a meass,
The revenues were apent in dress,
By the ladies of Otaheite.
The rogues and thieves disown’d all Inw,
The nation got involved in war;
No money in the tressury trunk,
The ladies all were in & funk,
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They wish’d themselves of the senate clear,
The parliament-house they ne’er came near,
Each stay’d at home to =rub her dear,
The ladies of Otaheite.
Kanko, Wanke, Lanko, Fum,
Troddipopos, aul Swalbledernum,
Higeledy, Piggledy, Puttery-cum,
All ladies of Uuabeite.

Some bold reformers then aroze,
And got a majority in the house,
And of their puwer they soon did chouse,
The ladies of Ouheite,
Of government they split the cares;
The management of toveiyn aflnirs
The men 2!l took, and told their dears
The home department should be theirs,
The ladies diin’t ekjeet at all,
But got their lonyg clothes all made small,
And now at kome they govern afl
The men of (H.heite.
Smilery, dimplery, jabbery, squaw,
Zeratchery eat et longuery war,
Clrit, chit chat, and clippery elaw,
The ladies of Utaheite.

TWO SWEETHEARTS AT ONCE,

Sung by My, Durton, in the comedy of Slog Hall.
Air, Margery Topping.

Trw Y fell in love T wur happy enow,

At threshing ot reaping, at harrow or plough,

At sunrise each morn, wi’ the lark T wur springing,

And just like the lark too I always wur ainging.
Tol de ol de rol, tol de 1i da.

| i mm ma i P
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Cupid, quite envious of iy happy life,
Put it into my head that I wanted a wifes
*Bout Iove and such things, like complately % duace,
I fcil slap in love wi' lwoe Wenches st once,
Tel de 7al, &e,

The miller's young danghter she gave the first
twist
Her lips took'd as if Tike she long'd to be kiss'd,
And whiles I gazed at her, twixt love and surprize,
I was fairly struck dumb by her sister’s bright eyes.
Tul de 1o, &e,

Mary wae fair 25 an angel conid be,

Eyea like sweet Batsey’s I never did see;

E tried 21l in vain my hot feelings to smother,

By looking at one first, and then at the other,
Tol de rol, &e.

If T went to see Mary, to her I was blind,
For Betsey directiy ceme into my mind;
And when I saw Betsey 'twas Just the conlrary,
I always was sure fo be thinking of Mary.
Tol de 1o, &o.

‘When Beisey look’d at me, or when Mary smiled,

I felt of my senses completely beguiled.

Twere all of 1o use—1? lool’d this and that way,

Like a donkey betwixt two great bundies of hay.
Tol de rol, &,

Things went oo thus for some five or six weeks,
And I never could muster up courage to speaky
‘When alt of a sudden they both went to church,
And left me a spinster forlorn in the lurch.

: Tol de rol, &e.

Young mea, be ndvised, if love gets in your sconce,
Never go courling two wenches 6t once ;
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‘With ope luss you may work your way safe and

sound,
But between two stools all kpow what comes te
the ground.
Tol de rol, &e.
A MAN IN A THOUSAND. -

As g by Mr. Burlor, in Sprige of Lavrel.
NEWLY ARRANGED.

Buow me a lawyer refusing a good lee,
Or pious priest bot thinking of & bishop’s see,
A gc:ﬁtor who won't squeeze sick ladies Dy the
nd,
An spotheeary who his scrawl can well understand,
And that is 2 maz in a thousead, )
An impudent sharper clothed all in rags,
A modest genius counting o’er his money bugs,
A churchwarden who seorps to feed upon the nsool-,
A fat alderman whe very good living can’t endure.
Air, Roast Beef,
Apd such is & man in & thousand,
Tol de rol, &e.

Show me » right honourable keeping to his word,

Or a poor poet patroniced by s Jord,

Bhow me an elector that never aold his vote,

Or member of cangress that never tam'd his coat,
And such is  man in a thousand,

A dancing master object to dancing off with miss.

Air, Over the Water to Chatley.
A rosthodist preacher that will not in o comez kisy,

A groon--
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A young officer not prond of his flashy new cockadey
Airy White Cockade,
Or 2 jolly jack«tat who of his exeroy is afraid.
Air, Yankee Dosdle.
And such i & man in a thousand.
Tol &e rof, &e.

ENCORE YERSE.

Mow me 1 modern knight who can use his sword
and lance,
Or an upright quaker who does not object to dancey
Sirow me o man who bag got the stomech ache,
And to eute his pusin & giasy of breody will not
take.
Diiscordant grumdiing, inetrumental, and then (he Gir of
Dzope of Brazdy.
And such is & mazn in a thousaod,
Show me & man in Bedlara that owns himweif
crazed,
Or a regular buropkin tbat in London an't smazedy
Air, Wheelbarrow Tune.
A batrister that owos he cu%ht to lose his causes
And show me ap setor that does not like applause.
And auch i & man in a thousznd.
Toi de rol, ke,

THE AGE OF INDIAN RUHBER.
WOW FIBST PUBLINHED.

Let steam and gas parsus their way,
For now ’lis my intention,

A word ot two, in praize to way,
About & new invention y
About 8 pew i.nventign i
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No matter where you chance to be,
*Tis plain to sage snd hibber,
This is by every thing we see,
The age of Indian rubber.
© ! the rubber, the Indian rubber;
The rub, rub, ubbing rubber.

As stationery, you'll allowr, |
We once used to discern it,
But 'tis not stationary now,

To every thing they tur it
To every thing they turn ity
Its former use now muoch declines,

With nobler things it copes,
Instead of rubbing out our lines,
They raake it into yopes !
07 the rubber, the Indian rubber ;
The wonderful Indian rubber.

Boots made of Indian rubber you
8ee everywhere, I'm told, - -
Axnd so you all can buy a shoe,
That pever has been soled;
‘That never has been soled 3
Run up a score *tis only fair,
‘Whatever bills they show,
I you only Indian rubber wear,
¥You can rub out a8 you go.
0! the rubber, the Indian rubber
The convenient Indian rubber.

A cold from sleeping in damp sheets,
Yeu never need be dreading,

For nothing ia there now that beoats,
The Indian rubber bedding ;
The Indian rubber bedding 3

Al those who have of children care,
To them tny sopg confesses,
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AGE OF INDIAN RUBBER.

Elastic belts cur beaux prefer,
To show off well their muscles;
Our bellss who wish to make a atir,
‘Wear Indian yubber bustles.
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If they Indian rubber aprons wear,
They’ll never apoil their dresses !
O! the rubber, the Indian rubber;
The water proof [ndian rubber,

Elastic belts our beaux prefer,
N To show off well their muscles,
Onr betles whe wish to malke s stir,
Wear Indian rubber bustles ;
On Indian rubber geats to lean,
Congress men say no disgrace ia,
‘Which ever party they may screen,
‘Ta vote for easy places,
Q! the rubber, the patent rubbery
The wonderful Indian rubber,

THE SAILOR RETURNED FROM A CRUISE,
Wrilten and sung by Mr, Wallom.
Air, The Bwisa Boy,
" ROW FIRST PUBLISHED.

Hgzx am I, here am T, lads, a jolly jack tar,
All alive, just return’d from a cruise.—Ties,
Push round the grog, about let it pass,
The toast be our ship, and a favourite luss.
" Drink away, drink awzy, boys, no jolly jack tar,
Three cheers to the toast will refuse.

Here am 1, here am I, lads, a joily jack tar,
All alive, with a heart full of glee.—~Twice,
While friends sincere, and messmates dear,
Delight the rover’s heari to cheer.
Am not I, am not 1, lads, a jolly jack tar ?
When ashore [ am bent of 8 5prée.
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Hush ! the signal, my boys, see the flug at the fore,
Boat ahoy, now once more on the main~=Twice.
Um board we come, the signal’s past,
All’s well the cry, right and tight at last,
Then good night, then good night, and the jolly
jack tar,
Swings snug in his hammoek again,

WIDOW RMAHONEY,
NOW FIRET PUBLISHED,

Ocn, love it is murder,
And T wish it furder,
For faith I'm inclin’d to get rid of my life;
I'm out of my senses,
Besides the expeases,
And only because I'm in want of w wile,
Widow Mahoney,
She was my crony,
Omly her heart was so hard and so stony.
Ocb, widow, eaid I, stop my bachelor’a trade,
Or, sure as I live, I shall die an old maid.
Och, Widow Mahoney, Och, Widow Mahoney.

0, Widew Mahcney,
Was tall stout and bony,
Her hushand had left her, to plough the salt sexs;
He'd gone te the bottom,
His guineas she’d got *em,
Eo without any labour she lives at her epse.
A beuutiful crature,
As apy in nature,
And just like myself too in every feature,
Och, widow, said I, stop my bachelor’s trude,
Oz, aure as I tive, T shall die ap old maid.
Och, Widow Muhoney, Och, Widow Mahoney.
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I scorn’d to be scaly,
80 treated her daily,

An sure a9 the night came to whisky and tea;
And then 1o a noddy,
Her beautifu) body,

Would sit cheek by jowl, o’ one side behind me,
Tao finish the matter,
Mike Rooney was fatter,

And fajth with his blarney, he throw’d his eyes

at her;
Deh, widow, suid I, stop my bachelor’s trade,
Or, sure aa I live, I shall die an 0ld maid.
Och, Widow Mabhoney, Och, Widow Mahoney,

8o when to their snckets,
1'd emptied my pocleets,

She open’d ber heart, and she plainly confest ;
That as T was smaller,
And Michael was taller,

Arnd that was the resson she loved him the best.
I felt in a twitter,
To hear words so bitter,

1 thought of her gold, and 1 wish'd [ might get

T3
Och, widow, said T, stnp my bachelor’s trade,
Or, sure 8a | live, I ahall die an old maid,
Och, Widow Mahoney, Och, Widow Mahoney,

Ere long they had tarried,
They “greed to be married,
And lovingly weat to the priest to get wed :
‘When who sheuld be stalking,
Ta stop their sweet walking,
But the widc&w’a live husband, the man that was
dead.
Mr. Mike was confounded,
The widow she swounded,
The man pick’d her up, and the neighbours sur-
rounded,
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And #o was I left wilh msy bachelor’s trade,
And as sure as 1 live I ghall die an 0ld maid.
Through Widow Mahoney, through Widow
ahoney.

ALL FOR TEXAS! OR, VOLUNTEERS FOR GLORY.
Sng by Mr. Burion gt various Texion Bengfits.
Air, Follow the Drum.

FOW FIRST FUELISHED,

Comw, rouse, boys, rouse, with spirits gay,
Your valiant hearts, and boldly come,
In Texas® cause to march away,
And voiunteer all to follow the drum.
Liberty’s nons in a foreign land,
Claim our rifles” potent aid,
Then join together, hand in hand,
And off to Texas—who's afraid ?
Then rouse, boys, rouse, with spirits gay,
Your valiant hearts, and boldly eome,
In Texas® cause to march away,
And volunteer ali to follow the dmm.

The farmer awore he’d leave hig plough,
His team, apd tillage and all, by gum,
‘With a country life, I’ve done, I swow,
S0 I'm off to Texas to follow the drem.
How 1'd bang the foes, good lord,
I'd mot wait for quatter or parley,
I'd use my flail instead of 2 sword,
But thrash the foe instead of the batley.
‘Then rouse, boys, rouse, &e.

The doctor rose from off his seat,
And shook his peatle ali so glum,
I*ve not been afraid grim dea& 1o meet,
8o I'I1 take my lancet and follow the drum,
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I'll phywia the Mexicans day snd night,
And give 'em a dose of powder and pill,
D'l phlebotomize *em if | ean’t fight,
And draw gome blood if 1 can’t kill,
Then rouse, boyn, rouse, &e,

The dry goods merchant guit his store,

And left off twiddling his finger and thumb,
My yard measure I'l] flourish no more,

But wield a sword, 2ngd follow the drum.
The barber his razor did nobly wave,

And to lather the foe tovk off his rost,
3 { had Santa Anpa to shave,

By de hokey powers 1" cui his throat.

Then rouse, boys, rouse, ke,

. The soutbern hunter drain’d bis cup,
And slang his rifle over his back,
i %l.lall my dander’s riz right up,
n Texas’ caure I go for a erack.
Onwards march through prairie wide,
With rifle slung, and keife in pocket,
Yietory site on freedom’s side,
hree cheers for Houston and Davy Croskett !
Thea rouse, boys, rouse, &c.

e aarae]

THE NERVQUS FAMILY.

WITH ADDITIONAL VERSES,
Bung by Mr. Burion, in r:gqmc!tr.—dir, We're All Noad.
ing.
WE'ax all nervous, shake, shake, trembling,
We're al] nervous at our house jn town,

Myself, and my wife, my sister, and my wother,
If left in the dark are all frighten’d at each other;
dog runs away if = stranger’s in the house,
Apd our great tabby cat too is frighten’d at a mouse.

And we’re all nervous, &e.
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My nérvous wife can® work at her needle,

And my shaking hand spiliz balf my cup of tea;
When wine st her dinner my timid sister’s taking,
1ta spilt on the table for so her hand is shaking ;
My mother takiog snuff very curefully doth iry,
To pop it up her nose, but she pops it in her eye.

For she is g nervous, &e,

‘We all at dinner sheke, shalre at carving,

And ax for snuffing, we oft snuff ont the light.
Last night every one did to snuff the candle try,
But my wife couldn't do it, mor my sister, nor

could I.
Come, give me the snuffers, said my mother witha

fout
I"1] show y(;u how to do it, and ahe did, and ssufPd it
out.
For she is so nervous, &e.

Our nerves foretell ail the chanpes of the westher,
We're 50 hervous we're frighten’d ot each noise ¢

‘We've got 3 watchman to guard the private door,

But since we bave had bim we’ve been frightea’d

more and more ;
¥or he falls asleep, and we've found out toe that he,
In respect to his nerves, 0, he” quite as bad a9 me,
Far the watchman's nervous, &,

The manie’s spreadiog through the house like wrild-
fire

And all the servants in fear walk about,
As if they'd the ague or some other sort of ill,
They won't move about, though they cannot stand
still,
Nor answer the door to & knock if late at night,
For fear that a robber should kill them ali with
fright.
For we're nll necvous, &c.
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I {rm, like v, a¥e ANy WLy nervous,
hope you won’t laugh, but will pity our sad case;
Nervoua cordials we have taken, snd every kind of
pills,
And our mo:ley all goes now in paying doctor's bills.
BLill we take their advice,and their stuff, and keep

a nuree,
But instead of getting better, O, we =il get worse
and woree.
And wea're all nervous, ke.

ENCORR YEREESR.

Our doctor eends us a great deal of medicine,
To atrengthen cur nerves, but stiit they're very
weslk ;
What’s worse in & Jaw it we’rs over head and

ears,
And of course for ita consequence we ¢l have got
aur fears:
Qur counsel to comfort says curcause has nota faw,
Which we think may be true, but you all know
what is faw,
For it makes one nervoun, &c.

Last night 93 I was dozing, soft dreams around me

hovering,
A score of cats in vocal concert dire begun to

scream,

They * moll-row™,’” and spit, and swore, each
louder than tHe other,

I took the broom, and open’d wide the window in
» bother ;

I eried, “ whish, cate, get out,” but the eold wind
Made me congh,

And u large fierce Thomas cat just clew’d, and took
my night cap off.

For we're ull nervous, &e.
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I don™t know how it is, but I'm not quite #0 {rem-
bting,
Nor nervoue here as at our house in town §
In it caused by the company who've driven away
hinking,
Or dnnlnng good wine that my spirits are nol sink-

I now feel so henrty that a Igunt I disdain,
And I reaily do not care if I ne’er go home aguin,
For they’re all nervous, &e.

THE ONE HOESE CHAY.
Bung by Mr. John Reepc—Air) “ Evelesn’s Bower.
HOW PIANT PRINTED IN ITS8 ORMGINAL BTATE.

Mz, Busa was u cit erator, also o soap laborator,
For every thing’s new christen’d in the present

iy
Mr. Bubb was gy and free, fair, fat, and forty-three,
And Iaiey lived quite genteel with a one horse
chay.

Mrs. Buhb was gay and free, fair, fat, and forty-
hree.
And h]oon:nmg as 2 peony in buxom May,
The toast she long had been of Farringdon Within,
And eha fili"d the better half of the one horss
chay.

Mra. Bubb mid to her lord, you ¢an well, Bubb,
afford,
Whate’er % common councilman in prudence may,
We've no brats to plague our lives, and the scap
consain it thrives,
Bo l:tl;:have ® trip to Brighton in the one horse
.
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Says sba we'll view the shippiag, in the ceean have.
a dipping,
And walk out on the pier in our best army,
I lengs more nor 1 can utter for the shrimps and
bread and butter,
And an airing on the Steyne in our one horse ¢hay.

We've o n.g];t to spare for naught that for moeney
can be bought,
80 to get matters ready, Bubb, do you trudge
away;
To my denr lord mayor 111 Wwalk, just to get a bit
of talk,
And an imitation shaw} for the one horse chay.

Mr. Bubb 2aid to his wife, Now I think upon’, my
e
Jtis three weeks come Manday to mext boiling

day,
We've ngf brats to plague our lives, and the scap
eonsarn it thrives,
8o we’ll bave a trip to Brighton in the one horse
chay.

Now Nobbs it must be told was rather fat and old,
His coloar it was white, and it had been gray,
He was round as any pot, and¢ when soundly whipt

woukl trot,
Full five miles ax hour in the one horse chay.

‘When at Brighton they were housed, and had stuff’d
and had carous'd,
(Ver a shilling's worth of negua, Mr. Babb did say,
I’ve ascertain’d, my dear, the mode of bathing here,
From the ostler who is elesning up my one borse
chay.
‘You’re shut up in a box, i1l convenient 23 the stocks,
And eighteen pence 4 time are obligated for to
poy,
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Court corrvption hete, say I, makes every thing a0

high,
And I wish that T had come without my one horse
chay,

As I h-}!e, says she, to thrive, it is flaying folks -
alive,
The king and them extortioners are leagued, Tsay,.
*T'is encouraging of such te go and pay so much,
S0 weh ’11 et 'eng at defiance with our one horse
chay.

Old NobYs, our horse, for sartin, may be trusted gig
or cart in,
He tekes ev’ry matter in an easy way,
He’ll stand atill as any post, while we dabble on
the coast, .
And return back to dress as in our cne horge chay,

So cut they drove all drest very gayly in their best,
And finding in their rambles a soug little bay,
They uncased at their leisure, paddled out to take

their pleasure,
And left all their clothes behind them in their ope
horse chay.

But while so anugly sure that all things were secure,

They flounced about like porpoises or whales at
play.

Bome you: 'g unlucky imps who prowl’d about fer

shrimpa,
Soon gutted the contents of the one horte chay,
O1d Nobbs, in quiek mood, was sleeping us he stood,
He might possibly be dreaming of his corn or hay,
Nota foot be tried to wag, as they whipp'd out every

And r;\fl’ted the contents of the one horse chay.
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When our pair were soused enough, and returmed in
o ththeir buff,
, there way the vengeance and old Nick to pay,
Madam shriek’d in consternation, Mr. Bubb 6
swore < dammation,” *
To And the empty state of the one horse chay.

¢ If 1 live,” says she, * 1 pwear, I’llconsult my dear
tard mayor, -
A.nd]n fine upon this waggerbend town he shall
a tH
Buys he, © the thievesso tricky,hav’n’t left me e’en
u dickey,
And I shall catech my death of cold in the one
horse chay.”

* Come, bundle in witk me, we must squeeze for
enee,”™ said he,
i And manage this here bizziness the best vai ve
may;
Ve've no uther step to choose, not a moment must

we lose,
Or the tide will Acat us off in the one horse chay.”™

80 Doses, sides, and koees, wltogether did they
ueeze,
And pack™d in little compass they trotted it awsy,
A3 dismal ax twoe dummies, heads and hands stuck
out like murmnmies,
mehbeneath the little apron of the one horse
choy.

0, would that I were laid, Mr. Bubb in sorrow said,

In 2 broad wheel’d wagon,cover’d over well with
hay;

¥’m sick of sporting smart, and would take & tilted

cart
In exchn'nge for this here baubla of o one horse
chay,
L]
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1 give k¥ my rithes, for my wurst pair of
breeches,
Or the apron that I wore last boiling day,
it would wrap my arms and shoulders from these
impudent beholders,
And sliow me to whip on in my one horse chay.

Mr. Bubb gehupp’d in vein, and he strove to jerk
the rein,
‘The horse felt he bad his option or to work or

play,
8o e woutdu’t mend his pace, though theyd faim
Rave ruft & race,
To escepe the merry gazers of the one horse
chay.

Now, guod people, laugh your fill, and Gney, if you
will,

For I'm fairlyout of breath and have said my
#ay,

The trouble and the rout, ta wrap up and get them

out,
‘When they drove to their lodgings in their one
horse chay.

The day was sweitering warm, 50 they took ne eold
or harm,
And o’er asmoking Junch soon forget their dise

my!
But imagine all the rout, to wrap up, apd get them
out,
When arTived at——wtheir lodgings in the one
horse chay.
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BUEBBLE AND SQUEAX.
Beng by Mr. Beeley.—Air, The Legxey.
¥OW FIRST PUBLBHED.

Down in our villa e, there liv'd wif our squire,
Gne Miss Betty Bul) as his cook-maid in chief,
Bhe were full three feet six, 2nd though not muek

hi%her,
Her face were 23 big 23 a buttock of heef.
Now she were none ol‘g yeur Rashy or dressy oelles,
Simen Squeak felt in love wi' her o%er head and
BRTR;
And a betterer maker of stout inexpressibies,
Never put finger and thumb into sheays.

Master Sqreak us'd to slily creep into the Litehen
To get bub and greb, and make Jove to Miss Bul,
For Simon had always 2 kind of an itehing,
H his stumach were empty, his hearl were quite
fuil. -
But sad is my story, and truly it i hard,
That a failor by cabbage and by govse should fall,
But a d—d goose’s drumstick stuck fzst in i

gizzard, .
And then Mr. Squeak gave bis last squeak of all,
Betty biubber'd and cried “on him vajnly,alas! 1
n

call,
I’'m sure in this world I shall never fnd peace;”
Bo to finish herseif in a manner quite clasgical,
Took a strong dose of ratsbane in a tadle of ﬂ"ease.
In ome grave they were buried, and fat Pareon
Tester
A mighty fine sarmon did o'r %em speak,
And frae that day to this, beef and cabbage to-
ether,
o aveg aiweys bean chria:en’d s bubble and squesk.
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A SAILOR'S LIYE ASHORE:
Written and sung by Mr. Wallon.
Air, Fisher's Hotapipe.

Aw, what 8 werry life, my boys, we sailors lead
ashore,
We spend our meney freely and then go to sea for
more,
Witk Poll,.or Pess, or Doill, or Kate, all deck’d
with streamers gay,
A §&die and a cam of grog, we dance the time away.
Then push sbout the ffowing bowl, & broad-
fide give to eare,
And et his grim old figure-head now beard
us if he dare. .
With Pall, or Bess, or Doll, or Kate, all
dock’™ with streamers gay,
A fiddle and a cam of grog, we dance the time
AWAY.
Ounr gallant sbip's our home, my boys, cur world
€ rOaTing sen,
The encroy ouf banker,and our guns the master
Xey.
And though on shore our shot we spend, and lockers
stit! we drain,
We'll not be long without a shot, if the foe be un
the main, -~
Then push adout the fowing bowl, &e.

Avaat, r5¥ hearts, what’s that ¥ see, Jack Mizen, 29

ive
Whet, o aback ! old messmate, d’ve thick I've
naught to give !
Tue half 1heve is freely youss, what be i, more
or less,
Tis the duty of a tar to answet aignals of distress.
‘Then push about the Sowing bowl, &e,
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THE HUNTERS OF XKENTUCEY.
Air, Ally Croker.

Yz gentlemen and Iadies fair,

Wkho grace this famous city,
Just isten, if you've time to spare,

While I rehearse a ditty 3
And for the opportanity
. Conceive yourselves quite lucky,
For *tis not often that you see

A bunter from Kentueky,

0, Kentucky ! the bunters of Eentucky.

We are & hardy, free-born race,
Each man to fear 3 stranger;
Whate'er the game we join in chase, -
Despising toil and danger ;
Andifa daring fee snnoys, .
Whate’er his stre and forces,
We'li show him that Kentucky boys
Are ulligator horser,
0, !g:xtucky ! the bunters of Kentucky.

1 s’pose you've read it in the prints,
How Packenham attempted
To make old Hickory Jackson wincs—
But soon his schemes repented;
For we with rifles ready cock’d
Thought such oceasion lucky,
And soon around the gencral flock’d
The hunters of Kentucky.
0, Kentucky ! the hunters of Keatueky.

You've heard, T s’pose, how New Orleans
Ts famed for wealth and beauty—

There’s gicls of every hue it seetns,
From snowy white to sooty.
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So Packenham he made hia brags,
If he in fight was juckr,
He’d ave their girls and colion bags,
in spite of 01d Kentueky.
0, Kentueky ! the hunters of Kentucky.

But Jackson he was wide awake,
And wasn’t scared at trifles,
For weil he knew what aim we tzke
With our Kenlucky rifles
So he led us down to Cypress swamp—
The ground was low and mucky,
There stood Joho Bull in marteal pomp,
Apd here was old Kentucky.
0, Kentucky ! the tiunters of Kentueky,

A bank was raised to hide our breast ;

Not that we thought of dying,
But then we always like to rest

Unless the game is flying s
Behind it stood our little force—

Neone wished it to be greater,
For every man was half a horse
- And hatf an slligator,

0, Kentucky ! the hunters of Kentueky,

They did not let our patience tire,
Before they showed their faces—
‘We did not choose to waste our fire,
8o snugly kept our places;
But when sa near to see them wink,
We thought it time to stop “em ;
And *twould have done you good, I think,
To see Kentuckiana drop ‘em.
0, Kentucky ! the hunters of Kentucky,

They found at hust *twas vain to fight,
hiere lead was 2t} their booty 3
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And 10 they wisely took to flight,
And left us al] our beanty,
Axnd now if damier e'er aanoys,
Remember what ovr trade is §
Just send for uy Kentucky boys,
And we'll protect you, ladies,
0, Keniucky ! the huaters of Kentucky,

THE JO¥3 OF BATTLE.
Bung by Mr. Burfon.
0! whar a charming thing’s a battle !
Trumpets sounding, drums 2-beating ;
Crark, erack, crack, the eannons rattie
Every heart with joy elating.
With what pleasure are we spying,
From the front 2nd from the rear,
“"Round us ia the smoky air,
Heads, und limbs, and bullets flying
Then the groans of scldiers dying:
Just like sparrows, 29 it were,
At each pop,
Hundreds drop:
While the muskets prittle pratile.
Killed and wounded
Lie confounded.
‘What & charming thing’s & battle !

But the plessantest joke of all,
Is when to close attack we fall;
Likre mad bulle each other butting,
8Bhooting, stzbbing, maiming, cutfing 3
Horse and foot,
All zo tot,
Kill’s the word, both men and cattie;
Then to plunder,
Blood and thunder,
What a charming thing's a battle !
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THE ALMSHOUSE BOY.
4 paredy on the Mismietce Bough.
NOW FIRET PUBLIAHED.

T cloth vas laid in the almshouse hall,

The great-coats hung *gainst the vite vash’d vall,

And the paupers all vas blithe and gay,

A keeping their Christmas holyday,

Ven the master, he cried, vith a vaggish Jeer,

You'll get precious fat oe your Christmas cheer g

Yen one by his looks he seem’d to say,

T’Ll have some more acup on this Christmas day,
Oh! the poor almshouse boy,

Although a1l on us to bed vas sent,
The boy vaa missing—in search ve vent,
Ve gought him above, ve sought him below,
¥e sought him with faces of grief and vo.
Ve sought him that kour, ve sought him that night,
Ve sought him vith fear, ve saught him vith fright;
And some on ug said, “ [ knows that ve shall
Get jolly vell vopp'd for losing our pal.”
Oh! the poor aimshouse boy.

At length the soup coppers repairs did need,
The cogp};ersnﬂth game, and there he seed
A doilop of bones Jay grizzling there,
In the leg of the breeches the boy did vear
The boy to get at some meat did stoop;
And, dreadiul to tell, he vas ¥ied in the soup,
And ve all on us says, and says it vith speers,
That he ves push’d in by the overseers,

Oh! the poor almshouse bay.
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THE SLEIGHER.

Huraa! burra! hurra!
Jump in—~jump into the sleigh !

For the meon is up in the midnight skies,

On the glistening snow her lustre lies,

Through the willow the nerth wind scarcely sighs,
Away! away ! away!

Hurra! hurra! hurra!

My boys, we are losing tirme:
The whip i9 crack™d, and the word i, Go!
And fleet as. the foot of the frighten’d doe,
Qur horses® hoofs iy over the snow,

To the sleigh-bells’ metry ehimse,

Hurra ! burra ! hurrx!
Put the coursers to their speed; -
The laugh, the jest, our spirits cheer,
As we cut the drift in ovr swift career,
While lips are whispering in Jove's ear
Confession of it ereed,

Hurra ! hurra! turra !

A raee! my boys, 2 race !
We tickle the lesders under the Aank—
Abreast for milea along we spank !
Then comes s erash, a cry—on a bank

We're upael in the chase !

Hurra ! Busra ! hurra !

Again we streak it along!
To the welecome inn our steeds advance,
And then the punch—the feast—the dance—
Till home we go by the morning glance:

Eo ends the sleigher’s song !
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GOING OUT A FISHING.
Bung by My, Johnson—Air, Hokey Fokey.

Larr night Tom Snooks says he to me,
H you've 2 mind some fun to see,
I’ll take you out with two or three,
Who mean to go a fishing.
- Bo get a rod, a can, wud bait—
We slart from town precise at eight,
‘Then mind, friend Muggs, you ar'n’t too Inte,
To go with us a fishing
Bays I, I wiil, so up 1 goes
To Mr. Spout with may beat clothes,
And borrow’d—what you may suppose,
To rig me cut for fishing ;
With rods and Jines and Dait a store—
Enough for half a dozen more,
I never shall forget the bore
Of going out » fishing.

Then off we trudged through dust and sun,
The perspiration off me run,
Thinks I, T hope this ar'n’t the fun

Of going out 2 fishing.
At length we reach’d the river side,
And soon upon the glittering tide,
Our floats like little boats did ride,

As ficats do when you're fishing.
¥ felt a tug—1 tugg’d again,
And pulid away with might and main,
‘When up I brings & dog and chain,

When we were out a fishing.

With rods and lines, &ke.

Lord, how they laughed to sce the prize,
‘When, Snooks Syou know he’s such & size}
Boused in the siream to our surprise,

Aa though to spoil cur fishing.
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You've heard about too many cooks, -
And as we strived to land old Snooks,
‘We stuck him full of little hooks,

‘With which we had been fisking,
At length our friend on ahore we brought, '
He pufi*d aod blow’d, you would have thought,
A full grown porpoise we had caught,

When we were ont g fishing.

* With rods and lines, &e.

‘We brandy’d Sncoks, he scon wae well,
We ptied away, and must T tell —
What next to Jemmmy Higgs befell,
When we were out a fishing,
The sun was hot, the grass was green,
He sat him where the cows had been,
And such a sight was his pankeen,
When we were out a fshiog.
1 warning took, &nd on a rail,
I like the bird in nersery tale,
What wagg’d about his littie tail,
Perch’d me up for fishing.
With rods and lines, &e.

But gad mischance the rail was old,

I broke and down the bank I rod’d,

Look here! P sure I shall catch cold,
From going out a Ashing.

The mud was soft, my legs ate thin,

And farther I kept sinkiog in,

Until I thought *twould reach my chin
When we were out a fishing.

At last, saya I, thig will not auit,

Bo out 1 bawls, when Higgr, the brute,

He Iy i,ed me out, Hut le?tgsmy boot,
Vg re I had been a fishing.

With rods and lines, Se.
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‘WEEY FEEOOLIAR.
Bung in cheracier by Mr, Burion.—=Air, Original.
Have you e’er been in love 7 If you haven’t I

ve

To the mi’ghty god Koopid, I've been 2 great thlave,

He thot in my buthom a quiver of hatTows,

Like naughty boys thoot at sock robins and thpar-

rowsa:

My heart was 1a pure as the white alabathter,

Till Koopid my weak buthom did overmathter

Then, Ot ye gods ! how I loved one Mith Julia,

There was thomething about her tha wery pekooliar !
Spok Wery pekocliar indeed, the was ene of

the most bootiful creturs T ever aeed she wasn’t

what you might cail downright handsome but—

There was thomething ghout her tho wery pekootiar!

We met first ata ball where our hands did entwine,

And I did thqueedge ber finger and she did thqueedge
mine }

To be my next partner, I ventured to preth her

And I found that she lithped when she anther’d me,
yeth, thir,

Now. in lithping, I thipk there is thomething uncom-
moxn,

Ilove in pert:klar a lithp in 3 woman,

I'm thure you'd have liked the lithp of Mith Juhn}

There was thomething about it tho wery pekooliar

Spoken, Wery pekooliar! I have 2 kind of a

hthp myself, but her Tithp com-pared to mine was

soltness itsel, I can hardly describe it, but—

There was thomething about it tho wery pekoolize !

Like & bootiful peach was the cheek of Mith Julia,

And then in her eye there was thomething pekoo=
liar,
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Speaking wolumes, it darted esch glance to one'’s
Im

arrow,

As thwift and s keen as the wicked bof’s harrow :

A thlight catht in her eye to her locke added wigor,

A catht in the eye often tends to disfigure,

But nat the the catht in the eye of Mith Julia,

There waa thomething about it the wery pekooliar !
Spoken, Wery pekooliar ! It wasn’t a downright

squint, but it was a kind of a, noct of a, in fact—

There was thomethlog about it tho wery pekooliar !

Good friends were we thoon, and midst throiles and
midst tears, .
I canrted her nearly for three or four years;
I took her to plays and to balls—O ye powers!
How thweetly and thwiftly did then path my honra !
But once at a ball-—I my feelingtha can’t thmother !
Bhe dacced all the evening along with another g
1 didn’t thay nothing that might to Mith Julia,
But ¥ couldn’t help thinking *twas wery pekooliar !
Spoken, Wery pekooliar | especiaily as T stood
treat, and to cut me for a eiranger was wery un-
nteel, in short— -
I couldn’t help thinking *twas wery pekooliar !

I went next day to theold, when she to my henart’s
core,

Cut me up by requethting I'd come there no more ;
And I thould de affronted if Jonger ¥ tarried,
For next week to another she was to be marrieds
Gods ! Jutia, thaid I, why you do not thay tho ?
O yeth, but I do, thir—tho you'd better go. [Julia,
‘Well I shall go—but thurely yow’ll own it, Mith
Your bebaviour to e hath been wery pekooliar !

Spoken, Wery pekoolisr ! tho from that day to
this 1 have hever theen or thpoken to her, but
thomebow 1 can’t help thinking—

Her behavious to me, it was wery pekooliar !
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WERY RIDICULOUS.
Air, Wery Pekoollar,

OF » bootiful gir] I was once wery fond,
But her mind with her features did not correspond,
Yet O how sincerely 1 Jeved the young apinster,
Until her behaviour quite set me against bet,
It was one Christmas time, I shal! never forget,
At a pleasant cand party, the firat time we met;
And so emitten was I with the charms of Miss

Nichotas,
That every one said I played wery ridienlous

Woery ridiculous, wery g

Spoken.—Uncommon ridiculous! I never saw
auch a nice creature, and what enhapced the power
of her chayms, she had such o sweet lisp—I’ve a
bit of a lisp myseld, but hers was softness itself, I
wag 80 confused that I played the knave of ¢luba,
instead of the ace of hearts, and when they asked
me if I knew what I played, I answered * Misy
Nicholas,”

‘Which certainly made me look wery ridiculous,

T escorted her home, and made use of the time,
To tell her she’d caught me, with Coopid’s bird-

lime ;
And asked if she'd go, the next night, to the play,
Bhe bad no objection, so didn’t siy nay;
‘When [ went, she had made up a party vext eve,
Of three friends to go with us, and would you be

lieve,

#*d to_pay for her three friends, 2 well as Misy
HNicholas,

Which was wery expensive, and wery ridiculons,

Spoken.—Uncommen ridiralous ! especizlly s
ope of 'em was w gentlaman. In fact I badn*
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brought money enough to pay for so many, so I
ﬁdenbw to lesve my watch with a—money
rl

Which certziuly made me look wery ridiculous.

As she was rather cross the next day, what did I,

But 1 asked ber permission the license to buy ;

At whmhhshe seemed pleased, and then said, at the
poreh,

‘With it she would meet me in time for the church:

Well, I went to the chureh door, snd waited three

bours,
Till at last T went in, where I learnt, O ye
wers !
With my license some other had married Miws
Nicholas,
Which, if by mistake done, was wery ridiculons.

Spoken.—Uncommen ridiculoeus ! for she must
have known it wasn't me, and if she did,

It was oot onty thoughtless, but wety ridiculous.

1 flew to ber house nearly ready to die,

‘Where she, when she saw me, pretended te ery,

8aid ahe’d been to {he church, where her mind did
misgive her,

As I wazn't there, that T wish’d to deceive ber.,

80 she married the man come to give her away,

I saw him, the chap 1I"d paid for at the play:

He said as hix wife was oo Jonger Miss Nicholan,

My stopping there seem’d fo him wery ridiculous.

Bpoken.—Uncommon ridiculows! He said to me,
8ir, you can’t think how stupid you look. [ thonght
so0 too; 20 I marched ocut of the house with a sigh,
and just a8 I got outside the door, they set up such
s horse luugh at me,

- Axnd ever aince that I've looked wery ridiculous,
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LOVE AND FARTRY,
Bung by Mr. Burton—Ai7, Lingo's Song.

Ir you will list, I vow, sir, °
111 tell you of a row, sir,
Caused me to part with my eweetheart,
P'm telling of you now, gir.
O yes, I am, indeed I am.
‘Tural, bural, lural, too, tu looral, loorl, ki do.

One evening T did meet ber,
‘With true love I did greet her,
When ir she looks at & pasiry cook’s,
And wanted me to treat ber.
{ yes, sbe did, &e.

This made me fee] quite funny,
Bays I, my charming honey,
I’ve lots of love, 33 you may prove,
But I an’ got any mouvey.
O no, I an't, ke.
Says she, youog man, its plain, sir,
My heart you’il never gain, sir;
Unlesa yon’ve cash, to cut 2 dash,
Your love is all in vain, eir,
O ves, it is, &e,
So shock’d was when I heard her,
Bays [, don’t say no furder,
Or me you will with coldness kill,
And you'll be hung for marder !
O yes, you will, &e.
The tears in my eyes started,
I felt quite broken hearted ;
Bhe left me by myself to sigh,

And that's the way we parted.
O Lord, it is, &e,
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THE COMET.

Air, Ballingmops, Orn.

WirH every day, I'¥a hea:d people sy,
There’s aomething new starts in the marvellous

way 3
Cork Jegs, and eteam arms, no doubt hath their

charmas, -
But the tale that I sing of with wonderment
awarms !
It's the tail of the fiery comet!
This gay rowing spark of a comet !
Once pear it, you'll never get from it;
You're book’d for a tenant entail !
Q! this wonderful, wonderful comet!
Whisht ! went the tomet’s long tail?
0! this wonderful, wonderful comet !
Whisht! went the comet’s long tail!

Some nages declare *twas known to sppear
Bome centuries back, and that peaple could hear
The pianets one night, all strlkmf a light ;
‘When they W 1t jump outof the tinder-box

bright !
And the stars seamperd after the comnet !
This hot-headed spask of a comet !
But, Lord ! they were far enough from it!
For they could not get hold of its tail!

0! this wonderlul, &e.

Mot long after this, some folks heard a hisss
And what do you reaily suligoue wag amiss !
This eomical spark sniff*d the sun for o lark !
And d:rﬁl:' the whole world fifty yeurs in the
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What gloriens fun for the comet !
The stars ali made love to the eomet !
They noze of em would be kept from it !
And thirty-siz clung to bis tail !
0! this wonderful, &e.

The planets agreed to slacken bis speed,
If nothing else would his rash progress impede,
With a tenpenny nail, to fastea his tail!
But the Jight-footed comet goon gave ’em leg-bail.
Ha! ha! says the ssucy young comet!
By jinge! I'm very well from it!
Only think of a handserne young comet !
With a tenpenny stuck ia his tail !
0! this wondetiul, &e.

ENCORE YERSES.

Na sooner got clear of his foes in the rear,
Than he vow’d that he'd live in the earth for »

ear
or co{lrse he forgot his tail was a0 hot,
That the fish in the sea were all hoii’d in a lot;
My tajl’s a rare cook, says the comet!
He ate till it gave him a vomit,
For he vow’d there was no getting from it;
0! what o convenient taik!
0! this wonderful, &ec,

At last he found out while roving about,
Though they couldn't extinguish, thiogs oft put
him out =
Bo he didn't bewail, when felling his fail,
Hed resolved in the aeriel abip to set sail !
1 shall take a trip home, aays the comet,
For I think I’ve been long enough from it
So there was an end of the comet!
And here is an end of the tafl, (tale.
0! this wonderfu?, &e,
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CHAPTER OF ACCIDENTS.

Bung by Mr. Burtaon, in the character of Guy Goodluek,
n John Jotes.—fity Bow, wow, WOw.

Lo tell you of sad aecidents a long and dismal

For, xf bad Tuek e%er had a form, they to my back
bave strapp’d her.
I never yet was married, sira, in all my woful life,
Or ten i}n one but I had got Miss Fortune fors
wife.
Bow, wow, wow.

T onve received u challenge, but ehedding blood in
fear of,

I turn’d abont to waste my fire, but shot iy second’s
ear off’;

And going home, a porter met with heavy load of
brass work,

1slipp’d m foot and pitched him through a window
fpull of glass-work.

Bow, wow, wow.

‘When first a child, aa I’ve heard say, they never used
the ladle, :

Without they burnt my infant throat, or ele upset
my eradle.

Oncet,.when a boy,on going to school, as gay a8 any

While lonkmg up at 2 large crow, I tumbled down
&D ares.
Bow, wow, WOW.

Once, at play, my teacher cried, mind what you're
with that ball about,

Bo, taxing care to sirike it low, I knock’d my
master’s eye-ball oug



66 BURTON'S COMIO BONGHTEE.
And, being frighten'd, tried to find my way out by
» shorter cut,

But runniog down & flight of steps, I tripp’dinioa
water butt,

Bow, wow, wow,
Once at an ion, not liking fuss, I to my room was

creeping.

But there misteok 3 chamber door, and found a lady
sleeping.

Aud coming out, bet busband met, in state of
fierce distraction

Who bang’d me well about the head, then brought
& crim. con. action.

Bow, wow, Wow.

ENCOAE VERBES.

‘Without misfortunes one whole day, I thought good

luck complying,

And went to bed o light of heart I dreamt that
E was flying;

Then up I got, Fesolved to sing with angels faira
mass on high,

Threwr up the wmdow, out T jump’d into = mud
cart passing by.
Bow, WOW, WOW.

Beneath a scaffold, walking once with Fribble and
his daughter,

When, looking up, plamp on my bead, eame down
Y hod of mortar ;

A voice sbove cried, ¥ mind below,” {o run I tried
to tell her,

But, flurried, puah’d ber in the mud, her father
down: the cellar.

Bow wow, wow.
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Ouce, at & ball, my foot gave way, when most I
thought with grace to Jig,

I, fallmﬁ , tripp'd my periner up, pull'd off a poor
old lady’s wig.

Then, sore abash’d sway I ran, quite blinded by
my bitter cares,

And, slipping off the landing-place, shaved three oil
dowagers down stairs,

Bow, wow, wow.

To ease thess woes, I tock a wife, but at the wol-
ding night in,

My lucky siars fomo‘k me still, I drum’d that T
was Gghting,

I beat my wife till black and blue, she in o rage
departed,

First bound me o'er to keep the peace, then left me
broken-hearted.

Bow, wow, wow.

Bome thieves oue night the parlours robb’d, but they
could get no higher ;

I, watching, next mght, fell weleep and set the
house on fire.

More accidents I could recount, in hopes that you
would note them,

But in mwta.l:e, I've thrown away the hook in
which I wrcte them.

Bow wow, wow.
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ANALIZATION! OR, WHAT AKE MORTALE MATR
OoF1

Hung by My, Burtfom, n the Mummy.
KOW FIRST CORBECTLY FRINTED.

WHaT are mortals made of ?
By analization I’ve tried all the nation,
1*ve tried each gradation,defined every station,
By 8ir Humphrey’s best new chemical test,
And found what mortals are oaade of

What are lawyers made of ?
Of causes and fees to bother and isase,
A brief and o case and a confident face ;
A ne exext snd caplas, a supersnijet and a
fieri facias,
Axnd such are lawyers made of.

What are doctors made of ?
Of curing all pain, with a fee and a cane,
Rhubarb snd manna, and ipecacuanha,
Powders and pills, and cursed long bills,
Apd such are doctors made of

What are o1d bachelors made of ?
Tobacen and anuff, and manners s gruff,
Gout und bive devila, and ali other evils;
Wrangling and strife, and wishing for & wife,
'And such are old bachelors made of.

‘What ere old maids made of #
Of fondoess for scandal, when their friends®
names they handle ;
. Card parties and tea, fidgets and ennui,
Tom cats in a garret, monkeys, puppy dogs, and
a parrot,
And aueh sre old maids made of



BURTON'S COMIC AONGSTER. 69

What are young maida mede of 7
Of rivands and laces, and fine forma zad graces, *
When keptin their places, O, bless their pretty

nces,
Of a dear little love of a bonnet, and two or
three little bows on it .
And guch are young maids made of,

Whaéf are dandies made of 7

adding and puff, and whiskers enongh,

()t'l‘] nEnd‘p ds, and d ,ami“g ds,
‘With glass to the e¥e, when a pretty girl is -

bys i
And such are dandies made of,

What are soldiers made of ?
Of feathers and lace, a strut with a grace,
A heart void of fear wheu the eneray is nesr,
Of merey that’s ahown when victory is koown g
And tuch are soldiers made of.

$What are sailors made of #
Hearta of oak, tobaceo and smoke,
Pitek and tar, pigtail and sear,
Prize money galore, with fiddles and the pretty
girlx on ghore ;
And such are sailors made of,

What sre hwsbands made of ¥
Of suiks and huffs, and growls and gruffs,
Of this and that—and the devil knows what;
OF ronjugal rights, apd stopping out late at
nights 5 ’
And such are husbands made of,
What are young wives made of '
Of the honeymoon—that’s over very soon,
Of dears and Joves, and turtle doves,
And blisses, and kisscs, and Hitle masters and
little misses ;
And suck are young wives made of..
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What are young widows made of ?
Of title deeds, and very deep weeds,
0Of a tetribte sigh when anfybody’u nigh,
Of scan, mag- and talking free, and Airti & snd
fiddle de dee
And such are widows made of.

What are pawnbrokers made of 7
Of money lent at forty per cent,,
Apparel and plate, and 3 duplicate,
A back door and a spout, snd three golden
balls hmging out;
And auch are pawnbrokers made of.

Whet ave actors made of ?
Of ranting and raillery to box, pit and gallery,
Of fears and frights on benefit nights,
With & great wish to please such kind friends
a8 ]
And such are actors made of,

What are sudiences made of !
Of generous friends and kelpin hands,
Ready to serve all those who deserve,
Bravo, bravo, encore, 1nd noise—pretty girls
and mefry noise
Ané such are audiences made of.

{RISH MEDLEY.
D! rEe moments were 32d when my love and I

’ Bavourneen deelish ielen oge,

T kissed off the tear, and was nigh broken heart-
LY, p—
For Mol Brook she went to be shaved,
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And the barber cut hep——
Sprig of shillelab and shamrock 5o green.
‘Whoe’er had the luck to see Donnybrook fair,
An Trishman ail in his glory is there,
With hig——— B
Bhining daisy, you're fat and greasy,
In the chimney—corner you ait with—e—
0, Mavrone, how the girie would look st me;
My own pretty face in their samples they'd work ;
To me they would come, with each copy and aum,
To ux the opinion of ——
My wife, she’s 2 giggling young thing,
Bhe will not be ruied by me, for=——-
I was the boy for bewitehing *em,
‘Whether good humcur’d or coy,
Alt eried while I wes beseeching ‘el
0, whack !
Cupid’s 2 manakin,
Straight on my hesrt he hit me 1 poulter g
Good lack ! Judy O'Flannigan,
Bhe was the girl——
For when I wag a serving tny time at Droghadee,
Minding my work, just as I aught ta be,
My master’s fair daughter, Miss Biddy O’Dogherty,
Bored g hole in the heart of.
Mezry Matt, and sturdy Pat, and merry Morgan
With Mo 3 Tock K

i urdoch My ard Turlock Keggs,
M:Lochlan, and Di%ﬁ;' Durfy,0: o
Aund then the girls, dressed out in white,
Led on by Dafa’Reilly, 0, i
All jiggling, while the merty pipes
Struck yp——
0, dear, what can the matter be,

, dear, what can the matter be——

For my grandsire beat a drum 20 neat
Hia name was Darby Kelly, O—
With a whack, row de dow, &c.
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EING OF THE OWHYHEES.
Written by Mr. Bewler and W. Burion.
™ Tune, Malbrook.

I’ve spent half my life on the ocean,
‘Was well known as Benny the bosen,
A cleverer hand at a dezen,
Ne'er sailed on his majesty’s seas;
I've 1iz up to be great by degrees,
I’ now king of the 0, ¥, E'S.
Our ship call'd at the islend for water,
And I married the governor’s daughter,
And was made for my merit soon aiter,
The king of the 0. ¥. E'S ;
But 1’d sconer be on the salt seas
Than with such lubbers as these 3
For I've not a cabin to Ay te,
And if you suffer’d what I de,
I'm sartaip you nevez would try to
Be kiog of the 0. Y. E'S.

Youd soon wish yourself at old Davy,
If put in my place at a levee
*Fore gad, you would see such a bovy
dattering 0, ¥. E’S.
They come there to kiss my toe,
Which is all they say or doj
0! such cererncoy and torment,
Ta myself I have never 2 moment,
‘They’re a parcel of lubberly warmint, -
In the court of the 0. Y. E’S,
Why, if I do but aneeze,
The ehapa fall down on their knees.
G! I've no cabin, &e,
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The wife I am join'd to in martisge,
Haa Hips just aa thick as 2 smassge,
Her mouth is as wide a3 4 passage,

To swallow whatever you please ;

Her nose like the ace of cluba,

Her eycs like two oyster-tubs,
She’s just three feet high and a fat 'un,
Her akin shines just like blaek satin,
Her hair’s of a rope-yamn pattern,

Just like all these O, Y, E'S,

Bhe wears her cont over her knees,

Whether it rains or doth freeze.

0, I’ve po ¢abin, ke,

My eyes, if they know'd it in London,
That Ben had witk frolic and fun done,
Been crim. con.’d and utterly vodone,

And wae king of the 0. ¥, E'8.

I wonder what Sal would think,

If she knew I had never no chink,
And that I had married a blacky,
For & twelvemonth ha'n’t tasted old jeckey,
And I can’t get a morsel of backy

Though I'm king of the 0. Y. E’8.

When plantains and pig auts fiil,

1 1hall turn round, and chaw my pigtail.

0, I've no cabin, &c.

ENCORE VERAKA.

What fimt made me think of desarting,
From my snug bosen’s bizth to be parting,
I thought it wasa primer for sartin
To be with the Q. ¥. E'S.
Thinks I, 1 shall live as I please,
© And peek lowves'grow there on the trees,
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And the rivers are 4ll rom and water;
And then, tos, the governors daughter,
'Was 30 proud whenever I sought her,
To dance 'mongst the O, ¥. E'8,
I found mey mistake with ease,
In the land of the 0. Y. E’8,
0, I’ve no cabie, &e.

My ministers govern the nation,
And hezvily lay on taxation ;
a3 ] am thought the occasion,
I'm blamed by the O. Y. E'S.
My premier, Pokumpry,
Is more n king than 1,
And all who ure in his good graces,
:rerendyto pl;ll me topieeesﬂ; )
uch plaguing for pensions aud places,
In the erilr‘t the 0. Y. E’S.
They bite me like mites in a chease,
They bleed me like 30 many feas.
0, I've no cabin, &,

My wife’s always flirting and playing,
And my generzl, Tackawakraying,
Es over a walking and strayingY
With the queen of the 0, Y. E'S.
Bhe sits on my general’s knees,
And dances with him when he’ll please,
Sueh & willanous way do they treat me,

1 dar’n’t speak lest they'd all of them beat me,
Or some night my dear wife should eat ma,
Though I'm king of the 0. Y, E'B,
They won't let me go where [ please,

My black-guards are busy as bees.
0, I wish I'd & cabin, &c.

-
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HAMLET TRAVESTIE.
Airy Bob and Joan,

A nexo’s life I sing,
His story shall my pen mark,
He was not the king,
Bu! Hamlet prince of Denmark ;
His mamma was young,
The erown she had her eyes on,
Her hushand stopp'd her tongue,
Bhe atopp’d his ears with poison.
Rifol toorol, &e.
‘When she had kill'd the king,
8he ogled much his brother,
And having slain one spouse,
She quickiy got another,
And this 50 soon did she,
And was 5o grest a sioner,
The funeral baked meats,
Served for the wedding dinner,
Rifvl toorol, &e,

Now Hamlet eweet, her son,

No bully or bravade,
Of love felt hot the fame,

And so went to Bernardo.
0, sir, says he, we've scen,

A sight with monstrous sad eye,
And this was nothing but

The ghost of Hamlet’s daddy.

Rifol toorol, &e.

Just at that time it roge,

And sighing said, Lint! Hammy,
Your mother 1 the snalke !

That poison'd me—or d—e.
And now I'm dowrn in bell,

All over sulphurous fame boy,
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That your dad should be on fire,
You’ll own’s a burning shame boy,
Rifol toorot, ke,

Just at the time he spoke,

The morh was breaking through dell,
Up jump’d a cock aod eried,

Cock & doodle doodle.
I’m now cock sure of going,

Preserve you from all evil,
You to your mother walk,

And I’li watk to the devi).

Rifof toorol, &c,

Hamlet loved a maid,
Calumny had past her, -
Ehe never had play’d iricks,
‘Cause nobody bad ask’d her.
Madness seized her wita,
Poor lord chamberlain’s duughtar,
She jump'd into a pond,
And went to hezven by water,
Rifel toorol, &e.
No matter mow for that,
A play they made apd shamm*d it,
The audience Claudius waas,
And be got up and d-—d it
He vow’d hed 2ee no more,
He folt a wondrous dizziness
And then, for candles call’d,
To make light of the business.
Rifol toorol, &e,

A fencing mateh had they,

The queen drinks as they try too,
Says she, O king, I'm kill'd,

Bays Laertes, S0 am 1 too,
And po am I, cries Ham ¢

What ! can all these things true be,
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What, are you dead ? says the king;
Yea, air, and so shall you be.
Touor o}, Re.

" Bo then he stabb’d his lege,
Then fell on Ophy’s brother,
And go the Danish court
All tumnbled one on tlotirer
To celebrate these deeds,
Whick are from no false shamlet,
Every viflage amall
Henceforth was ¢all’d a hamiet.
Toor o, ke,

0! MY DPEARY.

Apoww a green valley there lived an old maid,
‘Who being past sixty her chayms began to fade,

8he of waiting for husbands was weary ;
Bhe was monstroualy tich, that for me was enough,
Avd sadly I wanted tp finger the stuff,

Bo, says I, will you marry me, deary ?

Pretty deury ! 0 )a fa), &c.

Says she, you embarrass me—coming to woo,
And she tried bow fo bhush, and she blush™d rather

tlue,

For her cheeks of the roses were wesry §
Bays she, I am told you're & sad little man,
And cheat all the dear pretty sirh that you can.

Bays I, don't believe it, my deary !

Pretty deary ! O In fal, ke.

Ehe comsented that 1 for the liconse should go,
‘When across ber, mean time, came 2 tall Yrish beaw,

Whe, like me, in et was poery !
OQut of his call’s head, such & sheep’s eye throw he,
That n gueer little hop o’ my thumb she call’d me,

And be diddled me out of my deary!

Pretty little deary ! O La fal, &e.
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THE TIDY WIFE.

I maruiep 3 wife, who cares says I,
A pattern she was of good brecding, O,
‘The pink of fashion and delicacy;
And she learpt it from povel reading, O.
A rose ooce bloom'd on her Jovely cheek,
Ard to stick to her book did this pride o’ one,
8he wash’ her face but once a week,
And wasn't sbe s tidy one,
0! the devil may take such s lidy one.

Whkile dressing the dinner, one day, she’d got
A novel that she was coneluding, 0,

Quite absent, wilh soap-suds she All’ the pot,
Axnd in it boil™d the puddins, 0!

My shaving brush mistaid had 1
While 2 novel one day I denied ber one,

8o I found my brush in a beaf.ateak pie.

And wasn't she 2 tidy one, &e.

My tea she sweeten’d once with salt,

And she put cayenne in a custard, 0!
Mistaking siways mesl for malt,

She brimetore mix'd for mustard, 0!
I ask'd her a cravat t0 wash for me,

While u novel one day she had cried oer one;
Bhe clesr-starch'd my cravat In chamomile tea.

And wasn't she & tidy one, &e.

0%t the ' Victim of Feelmg® she anivelling sat,
While the child the fire did fall in, O}

&he feelingly bawl'd, O! curse the brat,
For ths devil can’t read for its squalling, O !

Ye fair, thore’s for all thinge time and pluce,

A dgood novel may be the pride of onej

But don’t sit down to read till you've wash'd your

face
Or, Lord'heip him who gets such s tidy one, &e.
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MR. JONES AND HIS KEITTERS.

TuE clock had struck one, Mr. Jones was in bed,
And ;m:inge was the vision that roam’d through his
exd,
A scratching he heard, and & mighty great moan,
Oh! eays he to himself, sure the devil is come,
Fal de vzl de ral 1al, de ral de ral laddy, Se,

To be sure what a horrible eight to behnld !
What he saw with his eyes, turn®™d all his Blood

cold ;
A preat tabby cat, with nine kittens at her tail,
Jump’d emack on hig bed, and there did bewail s
Fal de ral, &e.

Last night, oh ! you drown'd us every ope,
And pray, Mr. Jones, what had we done ?
Though each of us had nine lives, you ne’er 2 one

spared ;
Then the oid cat awell’d ber tail, and the kittens

all sweard.
Fal de ral, &e.
Now the old tabby’s eyes wete, one black, t’ other

Fed,
And her tail swell’d three timeg as big as her head §
You vilizin ! abe cried, a2 ghe cock’d up her tmck,
With her eyes flashing fire in his face she flew

smack ! (Meuw.)
Fal de ral, &e,

Q! then for to hear how poor Mr. Jones halloo'd,

When the old eat scratch’d his face, spd the Kittems
sl follow'd -

Have mecy, have merey, ’tis for mercy I sue.

The Iolgocst she wwear'd, (mew) 1’1l be deened if

’ Fal de Ial, &,
[ ]
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Then there was an 0dd thought popp’d inte his head,

0! saye be to himself, F’ll pretend to be dead 5

Then away went the cat, with her sweet little trmin,

And Jones swore he'd never drown kittens apgain,
Fal de ral, &c,

THE LOVING QUAKER.
Air, O dear, what can the matior bel

¥eanv, ah ! how my heart keepeth bumping,

A pendulem gainet my tough ribs loudly thumping,

Qr 2 moyse in a rat trap that’s to and {ro jumpiog;
*Tis truth now by yea and by pay,

Ang it’s umph ! umph ! what can the matier be,

Umph ! umph ! what can the matter be,~{ Twice.)
Ephraim, thou’st going satray.

Yex, marvelloun "twas, when mine eyen frat went
roving,
From meek sister Sarah towards vanity movisg,
I found a profans one it was I was loving
*Tis truth, &¢.

*Twas {ol‘ly’a vain garment, the maid smiled so good

My
Yen, ik hose and pumps, on the pavement she
atood in,
‘Which stirr*d up my zeal, as you stir up 4 pudding 3
4 *Tis truth, &e fpupucciog

When I yea mnd nay e’er pronounce to deceive her,
May Ibowdown my body te take off my beaver.
I would charish the maiden for ever and ever,
By yvea and nay, for thus much I own.
And tis urmph ! umph ! what can the matter be,
1 verily long to know what will the matier be,
When she is bone of my bone,
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ALL ROUND MY HAT.
Sung by Mr. i the {ams of the Wandering

ingire,
AL round my bat I vears a green villow,
All round my hat for a twelvemonth and a day,
If any voo should ax the reason vy I vears it,
Te!l them that my true love is far, far away.
*T'was u going of my rounds in the streets I ficst did
meet her,
01! X thought she vaa s hangel just come down
fram the aky.

Spoken.) She’d a nice wegitable countenance,
turnup nose, redish cheeks, and earroffy bair.

And I pever heard a weice mote louder and more
aweeter,
¥hen she cried, ¢ Buy my primroses, my prim=
¥osca, come buy ;
{ Spoken.) Here’s your fine colliflowera.
All round, &e.

0! my love she vos fair, snd my love she vos kind
00,
And eruel vos the eruel judge vot had my love
otry;
{Spoken.) Here’s your precious turpups!

For thieving vos & thing she never vos inclined to,
But he sent oy love scroes the seaa far avay!

{ Spokan.) Here’s your hard-heurted cabbages!
All round, &e,

For seven long years my love and I are
For seven 1ong years my Jove is bounxm:
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{ Spoken.} *Tis s precious long time ‘fore T does
mny trade to-day.
Bad luck to that chap vot’d cver be false hearted §
O I'1l love my love for ever, though she's far,
far avay!
{Spoken.) Here's your nice heads o* salary !
All round, &,

There is some young men is 20 precionaly deceitful,
A coaxing of the young gals they vish to lead
astray;
{Spoken.} Here’s your valzuts ; crack ‘em and
try %em; shilling a hundred !

Aa noon Il they deceive "em so cruel-Jy they leave

And they never ugh.t nor sorrows vhen they’re faz,
far avay !

{Spoken.} Do you vant any hibgons to-duy,
murm T
All round, &c.

0! I bought my Iove o ring on the wery day she
started,
Vich I gove her an 3 token ali to remember me)
(Spoken.) Bless her heyes.
Ané vhen she does come back, O! we'll never
tnore be parted,
But ve'll marry and be happy, O, for ever and
& day!
(Spoken.} Here's your spring redishes !
Al round, Xe.
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DEATH, HOW ARE YE1
A new song—Sung by Mr. J. Kesve.
4iry Laughing Chorus in Der Freischute,

BrweE you fora song are calling,

Cease awhile your idle bawling,

Mark the burden of my lay,

And ehorus me in eh, ¢h, eh !
Laughing.) Chorus me in eh, eb, eh !
HRepeal laughing) Ha, he, ha '}

Egechus i9 our  Rex Superbus,”

No dull care shall here disturd us,

Care once kill'd a cat they say,

But we kill care with eb, eh, eh!
But we kill, &c,

See, yon student! pale with thinking,
Knew he but the joys of drinking,
Soon kis books he'd throw away,
And chorus me in eh, ek, eh !
And chorua me, &e.

If perchance you've caught ¢ fever,
Grown as thin as thinnest wesver,
Doctors® nosttuma hurl away,
Here’; your physic, (Aoiding up o glass.} eh, eh,
eh!
Here’ your phywic, &e.
Thus with gills grown red and rosy,
When old death thinks fit to pose ye,
Tipple off your glass and say—
# Death, how are ye ' eh, eh, eh!

A
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THE GBEAT SEA SNAKE.

Sung by Mr. Hadoway.—4ir, Bam okd Mol

Marstay you have all of you heard of 2 yarn,
OF the wonderful sea snake,
That first appear’d off the isle of Pitcaim,
And seen by Admira] Blake.
Y et list not what land-tubbers tell,
But lend an ear to me,
And I’ll relste what to me befell,
*Cause I'm just come from sea.
Tol, lol, 1ol, &e.

This snake, *wae gaid, measured miles twice two,
But there they surely lied;
For I was one of the very ship’s crew,
By whom his length was tried.
Ope morning from his head we bore
With every stitch of sall,
And going at ten knots and mere,
In #ix months came to his tail.
Tol, 101, lol, Re.

ight op an end with all his strength,
0 stand this snaice did try,
But before he'd raised up half his length,
His head did reach the sky.
A ship, that then the snake did pote,
Thought *twas famed Teneriffe,
And, straightway, sent ker jolly-boat,
For fresh water and beef.
Tol, 1ol, lol, ke,

Once coil’d al! up this eneke did lay,
Nine hundred miles about

When some passengers, upon their way
To a coleny sent outy—
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‘The enake mistook for their promised tands,
- A grievous thiog, good lack!
Men, women, babes,—a thousand hands
Were left on the soake’s beck,
Tot, lol, lo}, &e,

Aund there they lived a year or two,
With oxen, pigs, and sheep

The anake, you may believe ft true,
Was sil the while asleep.

And *twas not 111l they*d built a church,
And houses in a row,

The anake ¢id leave them in the urch,

By diviog down below.
Tol, lo}, Fol, e,

The zew he Alls with breakers new,
By the shedding of his teeth,
Gn whick was shipwreck’d 4 whole crew
OF a vessel bound fiom Leith,
Then landamen all, I pray you grieve,
And do some pity lake,
Te think what sailors de receive
Al from the grea! sea seake.
‘Fol, 1ok, Jol, &,

e

FHE IRISH LOYE LETTER.
4 new song, wrilten by J. Bewler.

Ocu ! Judy, dear creature, she han wor my soul,
The thoughts of her eyes hus put my bheart ina
fillidoo,
By the side of my denkey I lay eheek by jowl,
On adshnet of brown paper to write her a billy

o,
I had no pen, so made shift with a skewer,
And thus [ began all oy mind to reveal.
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Och ! dear Judy, I’ve & mind {0 be sure,
That you should become lovely Mistrers O’Neal,
‘Whack, fal lal, &e.

My father, & sempatress, makes clothes far the
&rny.

My mothér’s 1 coalman on great Dublin®s guaya,

And if you were with us I koow it would charm

e!
To sZe all our decent and illigant ways.
Each day for dinner we've herrings or salmon,
‘We eat our potatoes without any peel,
And so you may, Judy, without apy gammen,
If you will but become lovely Mrs. O’Neal,
' Whack, &c.

Though my skewer’s o bad pen—you may judge
of my knowledge,
My penmanship, spelling, and books that I read,
T was brought up next door to great Trinity College,
And larnt mathematica! French and the creed.
If you can’t read this letter the parson will do it,
*“Och ! commong veo, pottey voo, madamoysclle”
I can fight like = tiger—and goon ye may know it,
If you will but become lovely Mrs, 0°Neal.
Wkack, &e.

1 love you, my jewel! although you are after
‘That white-headed Barney,the plasterman’s son,
Il vhow him my fist—that will show him his
master,
H you ever think of you two making one,
©ch ! if you but have him—by Jove he will cateh it,
I’ wiite him & challenge though he be in jaii!
And I'll break his nose so that he never will
maich it—
Then won't you becoms lovely Mrs. O’Neal,
Whack, &c.
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Then if you won’t bave me 171! lisht for a sodjer,
111 be kilt, or be pinaion’d, och, then how you'll

Bure whether you be a honsekeeper or lodger,
That you were not born to be Mrs, O'Neal !
With my wounds and my wocder legs, how I will
haunt you,
About twelve 2t midnight then  marther” you'll
aqueel,
When 1 tell you that ghosts and hobgoblins db
want you—
8o no more at present from Phetim O'Neal.
Whaek, &e.

PLEASE TO RING THE BELL
Writlen by T. Hood.

T’LL tell you a story that’s oot in Tom Moore :—
Young Love likes to knock at u pretty giri’s door,
Bo be eali®d upon Lucy—"was just ten o’clock—
Like h‘l o:xme single man, with a smart doubls

Now & bandmaid, whatever her fingers be at,

Will ran like a puer when she heass a raf tat;

Bo Lucy ran up, and i twoe seconda more

Had guestion’d the stranger, and answer'd the dooy,

‘The meeting was bliss, but the partiog was wo,

For the moments will come when such comery
must goy

Bo she kisa'd him and whisper'd—poor innocent
thing—

The next time you come, Love, pray come with &
ring.
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ADULTERATIONS.
Air, Dennls Brulgruddeey,

ALL our tradesmen, ‘"tis plain, at no roguery stop,
They adulterate every thing they've in their shop.
You muat buy what they sell, and they sell what
they plense,
For they would, if they could; sell the moon for
green cheese.
Bing tantarantara, what rogues,

Imitation, *tia well known, is now zll the rage,

Every thing imitated is, in thia rare age;

Tea, coffee, beer, butter, gin, milk—and in brief,

No doubt they'll soon imitate mutton and beef
fing tantarantara, &,

The grocer sells ash leaves and sloe lenves for ten,
Ting'd with Duich pink and verdigris, just like
Boh

eh,
‘What sloe poison means, sirs, I quickly found out,

‘We shall all to & T. soor: be poison®d, ne doubt.
Bing tantaraptara, &c.

Other grocer for pepper sell trash exl’d P. D,
And burnt horse-beans for coffee—how can such
things be {
Now [ really do think, those who make such a slip,
And treat ug like homses, deserve a horsewhip !
Sing tantarantars, &c,

The milkmen, although be is honest he vows,
Milks his puwp night and mern, gnite se oft us his

COWE
Claps yo\; plenty of chalk in yowr score—what a
bilk ?

And, eged, elaps you plenty of ehulk in your mills
TR Bing taptarantars, ke.

-
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The baker wilt swear all his bread's made of fAour,
But just mention alum, you’ll make him turn spur;
His ground bones and pebbles turn men skin and

boue,
We ask him for bread, and he gives ua a atone.
Sing tantaruntars, &e.

The butcher puffs up his tough mutton for lamb,
Axnd oft for South Dowr sells an old mountain ram ;
Bleeds poor woarn-cut cows, to pass off for white
veal
For whic’h he deserves to die by his own steel,
Sing tzntarantara, k¢,

A glippery rogue is the cheesemonger, zounds !
Fur with kitchen stulf oft he his butter compovnds g
Hig fresh eggs are Jaid over the water, we know,
For which, faith ! he over the water should go.
Sipg tantarantara, &e.

The brewer a chemist is, that ia quite clear,
For we soon find no bops have hopp’d into his

beer;
*Stead of malt he from drugs brews his porter and

awipes,
lSo no wonder that we have so oft the drug il;ipel.
Sing tantarantara, &e.

The tobacconist smokes us with short-eut of weeds,
And finds his returns of such trash still succeeds ;
With enuff of ground glass and dust oft we are

?au'd,
Agnd for serving our noses so, his should be puil’d.
Sing tantarantara, &c.

The wine merchant that we abroad may not roam,

With eloe juice and brandy malkes our port at home 3

‘The distillers their gin bave with vitrio) fill*d,

o "tis clear they're in roguery double-diatill'd,
Sing tantamatara, &e.
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Thus we rogues bave iti-grain and is tea too, that's

clear,
But don’t think 1 suppose we have any rogues here
Present company’s always excepted, you kaow,
8o wishing all rogues theic desects, 1 muat go.
Sing tantaraptaca,

JUGGY DELANY.
Air, Terty O'Rourke.
WHEN | was & boy, in the town of Kilkenny,
I fell deep in love with sweet Juggy Delany:
She’d a nate taper waste, like a cow in the middla,
And g0 sweetly she’d dance to 2 drum or a fiddle.
Singing, whack for culd Ireland ! the country for
whisky,
The girls are so fair, and the boys ait so frisky:
For drinking, for fighting, or handling a ail,
Q! the boys of ould Ireland will never turn taii.

Now, the beantiea of Juggy,to sing’s my intention +
If you're dying in love, now, her charms I wont
mention i
She'd a pair of tlack eyes, by my soul I'm no joker,
Like tv;o holes that were turnt in » bianket by a
er.
po Singing, whack for ould Ireland, &e.
0! her cheeks, red as bricks, setme all in » bustle,
And she'd open her mouth a3 she’d open 2 musels ¢
8he'd u nate row of teeth,—pbe had two by my soul !
And her tongue hung between, like a toad in '« bole,
Binging, whack for ould Ireland, &c.

Now, Juggy Delany has made me her wife;
Although two, we are one, all the reat of onr lifes
We've a pair of fine dzughters, a3 freah as the morn,
But l‘:;h“ pleases me Toost, they're both Lrishmen
™,
Singing, whack for ould Ireland, &e.
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JACK ROBINSON.

Writtm by T, Hudon, Esj. —Sung by Mr. Burtom,
Air, Coliage Hornpipe,

THE perils and the dangers of the voyage all
And the ship 4t Portameuth arrived at fast, et
The nails all fur)’d, and the anchor cast,

The happiest of the erew wan Jack Robinson
For hia Pol} he had trinkets and gold galore,
Besides of prize-mnoney quite » store,

And along with the crew he went ashore,
An coxswain to the boat, Jack Hobinson.
Tol de rel, &e.

He met with 3 man and said, I say, :
Mayhap you may kaow one Polly Gray ?
She lives somewhere hereabouts—the man waid

nay,
1 do not indeed, to Jaek Robi
Says Jack to him, I’ve left my ship,
And sl my messmates gived the slip,
Mayhap you’ll partake of = good can of fip,
For you're a civil fellow, says Jack Robinson,
Tol de 10, &c.

In 3 public honse they both sat down,

And tall’d of admirals of high renown,

And drunk’d a2 much grog es come to half a crawn,
This here strapge man sad Jack Robinson g

Then Jaek call’d out the reek'ning to pay,

The landledy came is, in fine arcay,

My syes limba, why bere's Polly Gray;
Who'd have thought of meeting you, says Jack

abinson,
Tol de rol, &ke.

-
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The landlady stogger’d against the wall,
And said at first she didn’t know him at all,
Shiver me, suys Jack, why here’s a pretty squall,
Damme, don™ you know me ! I'm Jack Hobin-
son!
Dort you know this handkerchief you gived to me ¢
*T'wag three years ago before I went to sea,
Every day I look’d at it and thought of thee,
Upan my soul I have, says Jack Robinson,
Tol de rol, &,

Bays the lady, saye £he, I've changed my state;

‘Why you don’t mean, said Jack, that you’ve got »
s mate,

You know you promised me-—said she, I couldn’t

wait,
—— For no lidings could ] gain of you, Jack Rohin.

aon.
And somebody one day came to me and said,
That somebody else had somewhere read,
In some newspaper as how you was dead Dead !
I've oot been dead at all! says Jack Robinson.
Tol de rol, &e.

Then he turn*d his quid, and fnish’d his glass,

Hitch'd up his trousers—alas ! alas !

That ever I should live to be made such an ass,
To be bilkd by a woman, says Jack Robinson t

But to fret and atew about it much is all in vain,

I’1 get a ship and go to Holland, France, and S8pain,

No matler where, to Portsmouth I']]l ne’er come

in !

back again !
And be was off befors you could say Jack
Robinson.
Tl de rol, &e.
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OBATOR PUFF.

Ma. Omaror POFF had two tones in his volee,
The one squeaking thus,and the cther down 8o}
In eack sentence he utter’d he gave you your
choice,
For one half wos B alt, and the rest G below,
Oh! ch! Orator Puff,
One voice for an orator’s surely encugh.

But he stii! talk’d away, spite of coughs and of
frowns,

Bo distracting all ears with his ups and his downs,

That a wag once, on hearing the orator say

My voice is for war,’ ask’d him which of them

ray !
i Ch! oh! &e,
Reeling homewsrds, one evening, top-teavy with

g,
And rehearsing his speech on the weight of the
erown,
He trippd near a saw-pit, 2nd tumbled nl:ﬁm in,
¢Binking fund,’ the last word iz his noddie came
down,
Oh! oh! &e.

¢ Good Jord,” be exclaimed, in his he and she tones,
¢ Help me oult;—help me out=—1 have broken my

¢ Help you oﬁg!’ said a Paddy who pase’d, ¢ whata
bother ?
¢ Why, there's #wo of you there; can’t you help

one another
Oh! oh! &c.
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NEW SONG FOR BILLY BLACK,

Written and sung by Mr. Burton, in the farce
The Hundred Pound Note,

Air, Margery Toppivg.
NOW FIAST PUBLISHED.

I’vE been teasing my braing just to search out a few
Fresh conundrums, in hopes that my jokes wil)
pleage you ;
€ joy of my heart’s centred in that great cause,
"The height of my wishes to gain your applause,
A subject I'll never give up,

A good hauneh ¢* wenson’s o wery fine thing,
I've been tald by sume chaps it’s 2 dish for the king;
Why is & fat baunch like 2 tight Jacing dandy ?
Y hope you’ve an answer to this pat and bandy,
And den’t til) you try, give itup.
Why €6 a haunch of venison like o dandy ¥
Because it’s a bit of a buck.

Heddication alone fits a man for this life,
And what we ought all to look for in a wife,
Its want is of discord too often the roat ¢
Why's an uninform’d man ut all like this boot ?
Now dup’t ti)) you try, give it up.
Why it an ignorant man like ¢ dirtyboot 7 Res
cutde he wonts polithing,

The zext that | ask P afraid you will guess,
Altbough its 2 good *un, you a1l must eonfess,
Pray why is the grass that grows in our fields,
Like the poor little mouse that cur bread wnd chosse

stexls ?
Now dont, &e.
Whyis grasa like amouse? Becaute the catll eat it
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Wkhen the beasts, two aad two, all walk’d into the
ark,
‘Which went first or last, we are Jeft jn the dark ;
It% supposed {hat the elephbant went in the last,
Pray why did he so? is the question that's ask'd
Row don™t, &,

Why wax the elephant the last beast that went
indo the ark 2 Because it took him some tima to
pack up his trunk.

Our wailors have proved themselves friends to the
weak,
And turnip-faced foes made for rne:.'c:pr 15 squenk.
Pray why ia apeech by an officer made
Aboard ship, Like 20 ornament in fashion’s aid ?
Now don™, ke.

Why is a caplain's rpeech aboard ahip like a

chimney ornament 2 Because it's a deck-oration.

I’ve just got one more that I think you'll 2pprove,
The goutis a pain that we none of us love,
Pray why is a awell’d and a bad gouty leg,
Like an old fashion'd window ? your answer [ beg,
And don't, ke.
Why is a gouty leg Hke a window 2 Because it’s
Jull of panes,

ENCORE VERSES.

Buppose an 0ld woman for fancy shouid go,
Upan the salt sea for a sail or a row,
And the boat should upaet, and should leave the old

gir
Exposd to the waves, to their foam, and their twirl.
Pray what d'ye ye think she is like?
What is an old woman in the tea lika 2 Likctabc

drawned,
7
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We all are aware that cats see in the dark,
Put the reason they do L could never remark :
1 know very well T have got a good sight,
But I never sees nothing when there an't no light.
Now don't, &e.
Why do cats see in the dark 2 Betause they ead
lights.

When a man is quite sad, dull, and very dejected,
From losses in trade, or by sweetheart rejected
And he’s got, sad mischance, the hlue devils among,
Pruy why is he like to the_toot of a fungue !

Now don’t, &e.

Why is a dejected manlike the roat of a tongue ?
Down in the mouth.

1've just got a little one lelt till the lasi,
A bahdy Jegg’d man, we know £3nnot rua fastj
Now why is a man that has two bandy Jegs,
Like 2 poor wounded seaman, that charity bega }
Now don't, &c.
Why i¢ a bandy man like a beggar 7 Because
ke's in-kneed.

-

NO! NO!

Sung by Mr. Brunios and Mrs. Rowbotham.
Air, Isabel.

He.—~Will you not bless, with one sentence, 2
lover,
Whose hosom beats only for you:
The cause of your anger, I piithee discovers
Proy tell me the reasoa for{ o'
o!
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He=8ay, dearest, you atill love me ?
Bhe, No!
He—0, how can you doom me to scrrow,
Yet once again Dless me with
No!

He—Aznd promise to meet me to.motrow.
She~~Promise—No !
He.—Prithee—

She, Nao!
He~Don't say, no !

He—Must we, then, dearest Maria, sever,

And can you then part from me !

No!
He—Then swear by yon sun, to be mice only
ever,

You cannot refuse me, love #
She, No!
He.—You bate not your fond lover?

He —Your hand to my Faithful heart pressmg,
8ay, does it oifend you, love? No !
0!

He.—Then to marry witl not be distressing ?
Answer ?

he. No!
He~0nce more. .
She, No! no! no! no!
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WHAT MAN WOULD BE WITHOUT A WOMAN.
Air, Ladies' Tongues.

THovsn muck is said and sung about a woman's
tongue,
I think that I can prove to you its meril ere “is

leng ;
To the Ecx EP’ll tune my lays, and adere them all

iy days,
Andit’smy intention now to sing in woman’s praise.
I'11 prove that lovely weman is a man’s best friced,
Sticking back and edge to him till life doth end.
That man whe'd single po, had better ba beiow,
But what man wonld be without a woman 1 should

like to know ?

That man, &e,

If a man has got a wife, he may lead & happy life,

Although at times the best of folks may have a lit-
tle strife 3

Woman®s tongve must vse ite power, but her pas-
aton’s like a shower,

In Aprii, when there®s storm and senshine al¥
within an hour.

A man had Letter let 2 woman have her way

And et her chatter, chatter, chatter, all the day ;

For though her tongue may go in scandal too, or o,

What man would have a woman dumb, I'd really
like to know ?

v For theugh, &e,

At home she’s man’s best friend, for bim she’l]
wash and mend,

And unto all his many wants she will attend ;

But & single man, it’s true, for himself must boil or
atew,

Must mend his ¢lothes, must wash hia shirt, and
molly coddle, too ;
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A married mzn to happy be can never fail,
Bat a single man is Jike a dog without a tajl!
Poor and ragged he may go, unless he'd botch and

BEW 3
‘What man would be a molly all his life I*d like to
knowr,

Poor and ragged, &c.

A house without a fair is like 2 desert drear,
A parden with no flowers, or vegetation near;
Like 3 tail without a head, or bedstead with no bed ;
8o, lads, if you’re not silly, you will quickly goand
wed.
A single life you'tl find to by a bitter pili,
No one to sooth of nurse you, if by chanee you're
. il
But ww'nan, I czn show, is man’s only joy below
Bo, what man would be without a woman,  should
like to know !
But womag, &e.

5COTS MEDLEY.
Air, Calder Fuir.

As 1 came in by Czlder Fair,
And yont the Lappard Lee, man,
There was braw kissing there;
Come butt and kiss wi’ me, man;
There was Highland {olk and Lawland folk,
Uneo folk and kend lolk,
Folk aboon, fulk i’ the yaid;
There's oz fulk like our ain folk.
Dirum dum, &e.
Hech hey ! Bessy Bell, -
Kilt your coat, Maggy,
Ye’se get p new gown,
Down the burn Davie,
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The earl o’ Mar’s bonnic thing,
Angd muckle bookit wallet;
Play the same tune o’er again,
And down the burz, for 2° that.
Dirum dum, &ke.

Gin ye had been whare T had beea,
Ye wadna been sae waolie !
I gat the lang girdin o't,
An’ I fell through the gantrin,
er the hills and far awy,
My bonnie winsome Willie s
‘Where shall our gudemen lie ?
The gleed earl o’ Kellie.
Dirum dum, %c.

Toddle butt, and toddle ben,
Hey, Tam Brandy ;
I'll gang no more to yon town,
Little Cockey Bendy :
‘There’s three sheep skins, my man,
The barber and hiz basin
The bornie 1zss o* Patie’s mitl,
Wi* the free an’ accepted mason.
Dirum dum, ke,

On Ettrick banks ae summer’s night,
The ¢liffy rocks in view, man,
Kath'rine Cigle gal a fright,
*Mang Scotland's bells sze blue, man,
0 waly, waly, up yon wood,
And down by bonny Yarrow,
The lassie lost ber siltken snood
" Wi’ Will het winsome Inarrow.
Dirum dum, &ke.

Btately atept he east the wa’,
The lad I darepa pame, man.
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Geordie reirns in Charlie’s ha”,
Send Lewie Gordon hame, men.
In winter when the rain rain’d canld,
Will brew’d a pec o’ maut, man j
John Anderson, ye're turning ruld,
Pit 2 sheep’s head i’ the pat, man,
Dirum dum, &e.

The tailor cam® to clout the claise
Upon a Lammas vight, man,
Which caus’d the battle o the fleas,
And show'd MCraw’s great might, man
John Tamsun at the key-hule keeks, -
My wife’s a wanton pawkey,
She’s clouting Johnny’s gray breeks,
And Bess she’s but a gawkie,
Dirum dum, &e,

In Fife there livd a wicked wife,
And she has ta’en the gee, man;
The doov-barring caus'd the strife,
And Sandy o'er the Lee, man.
Tarry wou frae Tweedside came,
Frae Aberdeep enuld kail, man,
Made gude Scoteh brose to fill our wame,
Cou’d Donald M<Donald fuil, man,
Dirum dum, &e.

Shouid auld acquaintance be forgot,
BHae merry”s we hae been, man;
Yet still on Mennie's charms 1 doat,
At Polwart on the green, man,
Willie wag 2 wanten wag,
And push'd about the jorum,
While Rab the Ranter burst his bag
Playing the Reel o® Tullochgorum.
Dirum dum, &ec.
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DECEMBER AND MAY.
Written by T Hood.—Air, Aa alow cur ship.
Barp Nestor to his pretty wife, quite eorrowful

cne day,

* Why, dearest, will you shed in pearls those lovely
eyes away ?

You ought to be more fortified.” # Ah, brute, ba
quiet do:

I know L’m oot so fortyﬁed or fiftyfied aa you ™

“ 0, men z2re vile deceivers all, 28 T have ever heard,
You'll die fur me, you swore, and I—1 took you at

your word:

T was @ tradesman’s widow then—a pretiy change
T*'ve made,

To live and die the wife of one, a wilower by
trade !

“ My dear,” said he, * these flighty wirs, declare in
sober trueth,

You want as much in sge, indeed, as I can want in
youth ;

Besides, you said you Jik'é ¢1d men, though now at
me you hurdl?

“Why yes,” she said, “and so I dp—~but you're
ot old enough.”

“ Came, come, my dear, let’s make it up, 2nd have
& quiet hive,

I'l be the best of men—I mean, I'H be the hest
ulive !

Your grieving so will kill me, for it cuts ma to the
core,”

#] thank you, su-, for telling me—for now I'l] grieve
the more.’
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I NEVER BAYS NOTHING TO_NOBODY.
Sung by Mr, Burien.—4ir, May Day.

WHAT a shocking world this is for scandal !
The pecple get worse every day,
Every thing serves for a handle
To talk folks® good pame away.
In backbiting, vile, each so labours,
The sad faults of others to show body—
I could tell enough of my neighbours,
But T pever says nothing to nobedy,

*Tis a snug little house I reside in,

And the people who're dwelling next door,
Are smother’d completely such pride in,

At I never met with before:
But outside the door they don’t ream,

A jarge sum of money they cwe body;
Folks ¢all, but can’t find them at home —

I never sayz nothing to nobody.

The butcher, so greasy and fat,
When out, he does nothing but boast :
Etruts 58 he coclts on his hat,
As if he supreme rui’d the roast,
‘Talks of his wealth and his riches,
Consequence always does show body;
His ugly old wife weara the breeches,
But I never says nothing to nobody.

The buker lives quite in great style,
His wife is, O Lord ! such a fright;

New dresses she’s got a great pile,
They sleep out of town every night.

Country cottage, completely in state,
Determin’d not to be a low body:

103
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He’s heen pull’d up three timea for short weight,

But I never szys nothing to oobody.

The publican, thriving in trade,

Wilh sorrew is now looking dowe ;
His sweet little pretty bar-maid

Has a little one just brought to town,
He’s not to be seen much about,

His wife is a deuce of a shrew body ¢
The police are on the look-gut,—

Bul I never says pothing to nobody,

A methodist parson of fame,
I sce very often go by :
His heart is fil11°d Tull of love’s flame,
He visits 2 gir] on the sly,
Although this daily 1 sce,
And surely he’s but a 50-50 body §
Of caurse, as "tis nolhing to me,
I never says nothing to nobody.

The new married couple, so happy,
Seern both the guintessence of love ;
He calls her befure every sappy,
My darling, my duck, snd my dove,
In private there™s nuiling bat strife,
Quarrelling, Azhting, oerflow body ¢
In short, gnite a cat and dog life,—
But I pever says nothing to nebody.

I could tell, if I 1ik™, such a tale,

Of neighbours all round, great and small,
That surely I think, without fail,

Would really astomsh you all.
But bere now my short ditty ends,

I don’t want to hurt high or low body 5
I wish to keep in with my friends,

Eo I never eays nothing to nobody.

—— L ————— e ————— -
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THE NIGHTINGALE CLUB.
As sung by Mr. Burton,

Tue Nightingale Club in a village was held,
At the sign of the cabbaye and shears,
Where the singers, no doubt, would have greatly
excell’d, :
But for want of taste, vaires, and cays;
Btill between cvery tuist, with his gills mighty red,
Mr. President thus, wilh great eloquence, said,—

{ Spoken.) « Gentlemen of the Nightingale Club,
you all know the rules and regulations of this
society, and if any gentieman preseut is not aware
of them, if he"will look over the fireplace he will
find them chalk’d up: That every genileman must
sing a volunteer sung, whether he can or no, or
drink a pint of salt und waler ; therefore, to malie
2 beginning of this evening’s harmony, 1 shall call
upon Mr. Spuffle.”” « 8ir, you hear [ have an extreme
bad cold, but, with your permission, I'll try to do
my best.” © 8ir, thut's all we wish ; for if you do
your best, the best ¢an do no more.”—<* 1’11 begin
directly.”

Blow high! blow low '—
Beg pardon, I must blow my nose again.
Cheliy wipe, chelly wipe, wipe, wipe, I cwy,
Full and fair wolls, come along and buy.
Repeated. ;
If s0 be you ask me where
They do glow, I alser lare,
Where the lips of Julia smile,
That's the place of chelly welly iale.
Chelly wipe, &e.
Bravo ! bravo! very well sung,
Jolly companions every one.
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Thus the Nightingale Club nightly keep up their
clamour,

While nightly knock'd down by the prefident’s
hammer,

‘When Snuffle had finish’d, 2 man of excise,
Whaose squint was prodigiousty fine,
Bung,  Drink 10 me only with thine eyes,
And 1 will pledge with mine.”
After which br, Tug, who draws teeth for all
parties,
Roar'd a sea-song, whose burden was, * Pull away,
hewrties, 0!
Pnil away, puil away, my hearties !
Pull, pull away, pull away, my hearties,™

{Spoken.} ¢ Mr, Drinkall, we shall be happy to
hear your song, sir.” {Drunk.) *’Pon my soul,
Mr. President, I cannet sing.” < Waiter, bring Mr.
Drinkall a glass of salt and water.”® * No, no, Mr.
President ; sooner than swallow that dose, i3 try
one’ Bravo, silence,

A 1ass ig good, and a glass is gond,

And o pipe to smoke in cold weathers

The world it iz good, and the people are good,
And we're all good fellows together,

A song i3 & good thing, when it’s very well supg,
But some people they always stick in it—

{ Spoken.} % Pon my soul, Mr, President, I cannot
sing any more.”
Bravo! brave ! very well sung, &e.

Mr. Drybones sung next, who was turn’d of three
seure,
And melodiously warbled away ;
% Ehe's sweet fifteen, I'm one year more,
And yet we are 100 young, they say."”
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Then 2 little Jew grocer, who were a hob wig,
Struck up, < Bitly Pringle had von pretty pig,
Not very leetel, not very pies

But ven alive, him live in elover,

But now him dead, and dat’s all over.”

SSpaken.} & Mr. President, I think it’s time we
kad a toast or sentiment,” # Certninly ; whose
turn isit togive one * “Give us the health of some
shining character.””  “Well, bere's success to Day
and Martin; there are two shining chatacters for
you.” Brave! ¢ And now, Mr. Dismal, we'll
thank you for your sung.’® * Sir, I shall give you
something sprightly.” ’

Merry are the Lells, and metry do they ring,
Merry is myself, and merry will 1 sing.
Brave! bravo! very well sung, &e.

Biily Piper (some members eali’d breach of the
peace, 1
Beczuse all his potes were so shirill}
Bhriek'd out, like the whee! of a cart that wants
grease,
¢ Deeper, and deeper still.”
Mr. Max, who drinks gin, wish’d to oo like a dove,
Murmurd sweetly, & O listen to the voice of love,
Whick calis my Daphoe to the grove.”

{Spoken.) Mr. Double-lunps, the buicher, was
next catled oo, who bad a kind of o duetto voice,
semething like a penny trumpet and a kettle-drum.
# Mr. Double-lungs, we wish to hear your song.”
& Bir, Il sing with all my heart, Vver, and lights;
T'II sing you the Echo serg out of Cumus, wilh my
own accompaniments; fur when a man echoes
biraseH, he's sure to do it in the iight key.”

“ Bweet echa, sweet eclo,

Brave! bravo! very well sung, &¢
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CROOS.KEEN LAWN,

Sung by Mr. Poeer and Mr. Mathews,

Ler the farmer praise his grounds,
Ay the huntsman does his hounds,
And the sheplierd his sweet scented lawn,
While I, more blest than they,
Spend each happy night and day,
Wilh my smiling little Crovs-keen Jawn, lawn,
Jawn,
O my smiling little Crovs-keen lawn.
Leapte ruma Croos-keen
Sleante gar ma veor meh neen,
Agus gramachree ma cooleen bapn, ban, ban,
Agus gramachree ma cooleen ban.

In court with manly grace,
Should Sir Toby plead his case,
And the merits of his cause make known,
Without his cheerful glass,
He*d be stopid as 2n ass,
Bo he takes a Jittle Croos-keen lawn.
} Leante uma, &c.

Then fill your glasses high,
Let’s not part with lips so dry,
Though the lark should proclaim it is dewm.
Buat if we can’t remain, .
May we shortly meet again,
To £ill apother Croos-keen Jawn,
Leante ruma, &e.

And when grim death appears,
After few but happy yeara,
And telis me my glass it is run, run, run,
I*11 say, begone, you slave,
For great Bacchus gives me lave
Just io fill another Croos-keen lawn, lawn, lawn,
Leante ruma, &e.
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PADDY (YNEIL.
Air, Irish Washerwoman,

Yz soms of Hiternia, who snug on dry land,

Round a sparkling turf fire, with whisky in hand,

Ne'er think of the dangers attending the boys

‘Who are fighting your batties through nonsense and

noise 3

To Dublin I went up, that damnable place,

A spalpeen came up and he swore to my face,

He call’d for the press-gang, they came without fail,

And they neck and heels tied me, poor Paddy O'Neil.
Tul loo, ral lal oo, &e.

Away to the tender they made me repair,
Of tendemness devil a morsel was there,
I roar’d and I curs’d, but it did not avail,
In the cellar they cramm’d poor Paddy O"Weil :
They cali’d wp all hands, hands and feet soan chey™d,
1 wish’d myself home, cutting turf with my spade.
The first thing | saw made my courage to fail,
*T'was a large floating castle for Paddy O"Neil,

Tol loo, rai lal loo, &c,

T let go with my hands to henld fast by my toes,

The ahip took a row], and away my head goes,

I fell in the water, and splash’d like a whale,

And with boat hooks they fish'd up poor Paddy

O’Neil.

For a bed theyd a sack hung a1 high as my chin,

They call’d it a hammock, and bade me get in,

I laid hould, took a leap, but my footin%being frail,

Tawurg me clean over, poor Paddy O*Neil. '
Tel lvo, ral ial loo, &e.

Up hammocka, down chests, the boatawain did bawl
T}:ere’u a French ahip in sight, “tunder an® oons, is
that all ? 5
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To & gun 1 was station’d, they uncover’d her tail,
And the leading strings gave to poor Paddy {’Neil.
The captain eries, © England und Ireland, my boys,”
When he meption’d ould Ireland, my heart made &
noise 3
1 elapp'd fire on her back, whilst T held by her tail,
The damn’d devil lew cut and threw Paddy O’Neil,
Tol loo, ral lal loo, &e.

8o we leather'd away, by my soul ! hob or nob,
Till the Frenchian gave up what he thought a bad

ob §
To tile him behind—a strong cord we did bring,
And we led him along like & piy iv & string.
Peace now is return’d, but should war come again,
By the piper of Leinster, I'd venture a=Toain 3
Heturning 1°d tell you tine folis such a tale,
That you'd laugh till you’d cry at poor Paddy
PNeid. Tol Yoo, ral lal loo, &e.

THE QLD MAID'S LEVEE,
&Air, The Bold Dragoon.
A MAIDEN sure there was, she was ugly, old, and

tough,
But lovers she;f_ound plentiful, because she had the
stull.
With her leering, sneering,
Lovers queering,
Och ! she could be sporting some ;
For every wfterncon,

To her levee they would courting come,
With & whack, row de dow dow,
Fal, lal, de riddy iddy,

Whack, row de dow dow,
Ful, de ral, de riddy de.
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An slderman came first, like a turtle, 1 declare,
If she’d married him there’d of turtles been u pairy
With his waddle, twaddle,
Empty noeddie,
Belly round, and wig so gpruce, sir;
But she told him soon,
Al he eould do would Le no use, sir,
With his whack, row de dow, ke,

An attorney too there was—with him the cagh rsn
shy,
He came in Hymen’s court, he said, with her a canse
to try;
With his smirks and jerks,
His flaws and quirks,
Law never had confuted him;
But the cause was ended soon,
And Miss M‘Cann nonsuited him,
With his whack, row de dow, &c.

The next that came a courting to the lovely Miss
M:Cann,
Was 2 foreign music master sure, but he was not
her man
With his ghaking, quaking,
Ballad makiug,
Hie fiddle-stick and music paper:
Och ! says she, you're out of tune,
Bo get along, you catgut ecraper.
Whack, row de dow, &e.

But the boy that won her heart you soon sball un-
deratand,
Anp Irishman he was, his shillelagh in his hand 3
With whisky, frisiy,
All ag brisk, he
% Gramachree* did sing so sweetly,
That to church he iled her soan,
And her money bagz he rummaged neatly.
Whack, row de dow, &e.
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THE MISERIES OF SATURDAY.
Air, Auld Lang Syne.

T'nERE i9 no peace about the house,
In kitehen, parlour, hall,
There is ne comfort in the house,
On Saturday ol all.
Where’ar you turn, 2 neise assails
Of brushes, brooms, and mops ;
Besides a host of pans und pails,
For various stinking slops.
Then there's rubbing, serubling, tearing, swearing,
Seunding every way ;
Of all the days thioughout the week,
The werst is Satorday.

Hark ! is that dread thunder uear, .
Or noisy drnm and fife !
0, no, the music that I hear,
Is cherwonan and wife !
Both laughing, scolding, talking, singing,
Gad ! there’s such a din,
That all Babel’s workmen ringing,
Conquer’d must give in—
To their rubbing, scrubbing, tearing, swearing,
Echoing every way i
Of all the days within the week,
* The worst is Saturday !

In aprob blue now comes your belle,
And gown well stored with holes;

For coluur, it might passing well
Claim kindred willi the coals.

Then she says, ¢ You know, my dear,
Some make their husbanda rue,

By taking their good clothes to wear,
‘When any thing will do
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For theit scrubbing, rubbinf, wearing, tearing. -
0, curse thewn all, [ say;

Of 1l the days throughout the weel,
The worst is Saturday,

Begrim’d with dust, with dirt, and grease,
She now sits down to diney
At banyan day, of bread and cheese,
You now must not repine ;
Ydur goods and chattels, now displaced,
All'in confusion stand ; .
Bome are broke,and some defaged,
By each destruetive hand,
With their rubbing, scrubbing, tearing, swearing,
Sounding every way s
Of all the days within the weel,
The worst is Saturday.

At length, thank fate, the warfare’s o'er,
But now, the peevish frump
Insists that all across the flgor
We must hop, skip, and jump,
For fear the milk-white boards should snil,
Or furniture bewray :
4Ah ! wo to him that dares to spoil
The work of Saturday,
After rubbing, scrubbingr, tearing, awearing,
All the time away;
Of all the days that make the week,
The worst is Saturday,

Then, to avoid 2 din and noise,
For rational delight,

We haste 1o join some jolly boys
On Baturday at night ;

When we’re met, a Jovial set,
We drive dull care away,

In harmony, we soon forget
The woea of Saturday,



118 BURTON'S COMIC SOWGSTER.

And their rubbing, serubbing, tesring, ewearing,
All the live-long day 3

For the night of mirth will soon requite
The woes of Saturday.

LEVI LYON.
Written by W. . Moncrieff—Air, Jack'a the Lad.

To his wife, eried Levi Lyen, I'm a meddlesome-ish
gpark

So, vare de vide vaves, raugher dan de Hospherns,

I to Margate vill go sailing, vere dey all are in de

dark,
And get off, my tear, my cargo dere of phosphorus.
Then packing it wp neatly, all in thirteen peany
pottles,
And pocketed each snugly, making light of them,
1t 50 happen'd that the corks all working upwarda
from their throttles,
They ignited and took fire, as was quite right of
them, i
Levi "bout the deck was walking,~—eried the captain
what a flash,
As his tail soon in a flame grew—"tis a ahocking
tale to tell,
It half burnt the gold laced coat he had put on to
cuf a dash,
. And egad half burnt poer Levi Lyon too as well.
Tol de roi, &e.
Fire, fire, dere ! pring de engines, for ’'m roasting
and I'm frying,
Put me cut here, bawl’d poor Levi; ay, s wag
re-echoed, do,
Extinguish him at once, my lads, for anrely past
denying,
It is an auto fa, you know, in burning of » Jew.
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Vat de mischief shall Tdonow ! vill nopody put ms

out,
I'm getting all hot cockles ; %ent o vater to ha -
found ¢
Yed, plenty there, jump overboard, we’ll put the
ship about,
And when your fire is ashes, we will then bring
you aground,
8o overboard they threw him atraight, when over-
board he went,
Like a cinder in a pail, with 2 hiss poor Levi

fell. .
A parcel of bad shillingy seem’d 30 pat for make-
weighta meant,
That being half scas over, he was soon half-
drown’d as well,
Tol de rol, e,

Pull me up! peor Levi cried out, feeling fastly
pulling dewn,
Dia is vorser dan de fire—purning coats *ent new
to me3
You've pot me out,s0 puld me out, I'2 gif? you half

2 crown,
Or if you’l) take light shitlings,~~I’ve 1 pocket -
full, here’s three,
Here a rope’s end with a noose and running knot
the besen feteh'd him,
Which to fave him quoite from drowning, then
they pitch'd bim 30 precisely,
Not e’en Jack Ketch himaelf could more completely
e’er have catch’d him,
It fasten’d round his neck, and by his ear, so very
nicely,
Yeo ho there, pull away, boys—Hold, I’'m strangled!
oh, P'm choking,
Poorﬂl;levi gurgled out, as down npon the deckhe
1,
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¥’z half burnt—half drown*d, and though I’m living,
really I’'m not joking,
Py de shinnagog ! my friends, put I half hangd

am too as vell.
Tol de rol, &e.

*T'was true, yet thongh half burnt, half drown'd,
hzl}f hung too, and haif dead,
Was poor Levi, yet soon finding only half his
bottles spent,
He recover’d at the thought, and cried out, raising
up his head,
I'll make twe out of one, of each, and still elear
cent. per cent,
Put vat viil Mys. Lyon say, she'll surely greatly
plame,
When she sees my coat 6o curtail’d, that e'er I
made this trip,
Bhe'll azy I've been sweethearting, to Margate,
with my fAame,
And instead of minding business, have been
taking of a dip.
Bhe’ll swear I've had my swing—that I have o'er-
stepp*d the line,
Vell let her, never mind, poys, I must bear in
peace my lot,
Through.all my days disasters, still the consolation’s
mine,
- Dey cleatly prove dat Jews can live, vers Chris-
tizns dey cannot, )
. Tel de o], &e.
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THE GROVES OF BLARNEY.
Bung by Mr. Power.

0, THE groves of Blarney, they are a0 charming,
Down by the purling of sweet silent brooks—
*Tis there’s the daisy spontanecus growing,
Planted by nature all in the rocky nooks,
*Tis there’s the posy, the sweet carnation,
The blushing pink, and the rose so fair,
Likewise the lily and the daffy-dilly,
All sweet owers scenting the most fragrant eir.

*Tis lady Jeffery that owns this station,
Like Alexander or like Helen fair,
There's never a commander in al! the nation, -
For emulation can with her compare ;
There’s castles round her where no mine pounder
Would dare for to enter into her place of strength,
Uatil Oliver Cromwell {bad luck to that old thief)
’ he did her s0 pummel,
That he made a great breach right through inte
her battlement,

There’s gravel walks there for meditation,
And contemplation, all in sweet solitnde—w
'Tia there’s the lover may mect the dove or
The gentle plover, by way of interlude s
And in case any young lady be s0 engaging,
Just to fetch @ walk thuse shady bowera around,
0! *tis there’s her courtier might transport her,
Inte some dark cavern all down in under ground,

*Tia there’s the cave where no daylight enters—
Where cats and badpers atve for ever bred,

Almost by nature, which makes it complature
Nor & coach and six nor a downy bed.

*Tis there’s the lake well stored with fishes,
The comely ¢els in the vardant mud that stray,
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There’s them trout and them salmon, playing
together at backgammon,
But if you try to cateh hould of them, don’t they
all imajuntly swim away 7
'T'is there™s the kitchen with many a #flitch in,
And the maidy a-stichin"s before the dvor:
There’s the beef and biskey, likewise the whisky,
Which would maice you frisky, if yourseli was

there.
*Tig there’s pood Kate Whaley’s daughter Neily,
A-washing praters fornent the door,
Auld Roger Daly and Miss Biddy Helly,
Al bicod relations of that entirely great, noble
and renrown’d family, my lord Donoghmore.

There’s statees gracing that poble place in,
All heathen goddesses so fair,
Bold Neptune, Plutarch, and sweet Nicodemnus,
All alive and neked out in the cold frosty air.
And now te finish this brief narration,
Which my poor genus could ne’er divine,
O was 1 a Homer, or even Nebuchadnezzar,
In every feature I’d maile it for to shine.

L e

TWAS YOU, S(R.
A Gilee.

*Twas you, sir, "twas you, sir,

I tell you nothing new, sir,
*Tway you that kisz"d th2 pretty girl,

*Twas you, sir, yous;

*Tis true, sir, *lis frue, sir,

You look so very blue, nir,
I'm sure you kise'd the pretty girl,

*Tis true, #ir, true ;

{3, sir, oo, sir,

How can ¥ou wicng me so, sir 7
I did not Xiss the pretty girt—

But I know who,
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THE TAILOR'S SONG.

Twux story from tie immemorial ran,
“ Nine tailors together would make but one man ;™
But guickly 1l prove, that, as clear as the sun,
A tailor is equal to pine mea in one.
Dercy down.

Ax a cook, he has ever on hand a hot gooze ;

As a player, his bare bodkin s ever in use;

No caulker more careful his seams closes round g

No sailor more constant on board can be found.
Derry down.

Like a gzrdenet a plenty of cabbage contents ;
Like a landlord, he anxiously hunis up his rents;
An economist troe his example may quote,
According 1o cloth he sti}] cuts out his coat.
Derry down.

What lawyer so many guits handles, as he ?
Qr what one more dexterously swells up a fee ?
What parson stands by you a more constant friend,
Good habits to form, or bad habits to mend ?

Derry down,

Apd thus you will find are combined in a tailor,

& cook and a player, a caulker and sailor,

A gardener and landlord, to carry the farce on,

And, laat the econcmist, lawyer, and parson.
Derry down.

If the tailor's a dandy in dress and in shape,
Ha’s equal, you'}l own, to nine men and an spe.
1i all this be true, sume rich tailor will show it;
By nending a {ull suit of clathes to the poet,
Derry down.
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THE OLD ENGLISH GENTLEMAN.
Bung by Ar. Rowbntham.—Air, Queen Anne's Courtier.

WITH BEXTRA VEREEH NOW FIRAY PURLIGHRD.
r. smg you a good old song, made by a good old

pate

Of a fine o0ld. English geatleman, who had sn old
estate ;

And who kept up his o0ld mansion at a bountiful
old rate,

With a good old porter to relieve the old poor at
his gate!

Like a fine old English gentleman, all of the olden
time.

His hall 80 013, was bung arcund with pikes, and
guns, zod bows,

And swords, and good old bucklers, which had
stood against old foes,

And ’twas there “his worship” sat in state, in
doublet and truok hose,

And quaf®d his eup of good old azck to warm his

geod ©ld nose ! .
Like a fine old, &,

‘When winter 014, brought frost and coid, de open’d
house to ail,

And though three seore and ten his years, he featly
led the ball:

Not was the houseless wanderer e’er driven from
his hall,

For while be feasted all the great, he ne'er forgot

the amall,
Like & fine old, &c.
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But time, though sweet, is strong in fight, and
years roll’d swifily by,

And autuman's falling leaf proelaim’d the old man
he must die !

He laid him down right tranquilly, gave np life’s
lateat eigh,

And tnournful friends steod round his couch, and
tears bedimm’d each eye,

I-‘or the fine old, &e.

Now surely this is better far than all the valo

parade
Of theatre, and faney tal), of rout, and masquersde ;
And much more econvmiecal, when all your bills
are paid :
Then leet\:d your pew vagaries off, and take vp the
'

old
Of » fine old, &e,
ADDITIONAL VERSES,
Hia library he kept quite full of good old lesrned
book

”
And g reverend old chaplain, you might know him
by his looks ;
With a good old buttery hateh quite worn off the
ald hoolks,
And a good old kitchen where he kept some famous

goed old eooks,
Like a fine old, &e.
He kept a fine old huntaman, besides s pack of
hounds,
With which be never hunted, except on his own
grounda ; .
And ten he always kept himself within his in-
tome’s bounda,
S0 when he died he left each child a good ol
thousand pounds,
Like s fine old, &kc.
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Then to his eldest son, his house and all his land
assign’d,

Charging him that ke would be of the same boun.
tepus mind 5

But this young English gentleman for that was
ne’er nelined,

Bo in a trice, left pood zdvice, and precepta far
bekind,

Of this fine old, &e.

THE VERY WIFE FOR DE,
Air, The Cuckoo's Nest,

Moer people Low in duty, to that fickle thing call’d
beauty,
And many to obtain it, pine and whine away
their life
But beanty’s & mere bubble, the cause of grief and
trouble,
And a woman plain and hooest makes a comfort-
able wife.
8o, if ever I should marry, I will have an ugly eif,
Fo% then I'm very certain 1 shall keep her to
myself; ’
Neo matter if she’s shasky, crooked, squinticg,
lame, or lanky,
For those who're tied to beauty will guickly
wretched be
Bo, to escape all evil, I will have an ugly devil,
For an ngly apd 3 prudent wife’s the very wile
for me,

0, if she squints so frightful, that wiil be delightful,
For then it"s very certain she’ll look eross upes
the beaux ;
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With a hump upon her shoulder, with plesauce I'd
behold her,
And I think 1 cnuld adeore her, 1!‘ ske had s mul-
berry nose !
Tf she’s old :md she is phthisicky, why that will be
all right,
And if she s got no teeth atall, why then she cannot

bit
1f she’s durnh, she cannot chatter; if she’s silly,
that’s no matter,
For those who’d be unbappy, to wed a fair are

TeE
But & wife [’d have guite handy who is shrivell'd,
old, and bandy,
And an aatiquated, toothiess woman, is the wife
for me.

Bome may talk of cheeka of roses, and of pretty
little noses,
But rosy cheeks will quickly fade, and trifling are
at most 3

Of a wife I'd be the master, as pale as Paris
plaster,
And ag ghastly and as frightful as s skeleton o
Tost.
For rosy cheeks invite the Liss, and Lissing led¥s
to blows,

But po mwan woul feel inclined to kiss a specire 1
suppose ;

I ehould love her night and day, toe, if her bair
was red or gray, too;

If blind or deaf, why I should have no cause for
jealousy :

Bhe’d be blind to winks or leering ; to deceit she'd
%ve no hearin,
8o 2 blind and dea.tg 0ld lady is the very wife for
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If she’s meventy or eighty, if her purse ie only
weighty,
Why she is just the woman for whose favours I
woulil heg;
Her gold would be bewild’ring, she'd ne’er trouble
me with children,
And I'd like her al] the better if she had a
wooden leg !
If she hoblled upon crutehes, she would never go
agiray,
For & ie very certain she could never ron away.
If drunk she got, I vow, tou, "bout that I'd make
no row, teaq,
She’d quickly drink herself to death, so guite
eoulent 1’3 be s -
And *bovt that I'd make no bother, I conld quickly
get ancther ;
Boadrunken little woman is the very wife for me !

But, theugh beauty ia so teasing, yet still it’s very
pleasing,
And | like a pretty woman if she but keeps her
place ;
If she’s modcst ¥young, and tender, i'or the world
1'd not nIf(' nd her,
®and lf her mind’s 21 lovely, I°d adore her prety

8o, if the:e’e any lady here, who to wed is in the
miad,
I'm willing to become her spouse, if she’li be true
atul kind 3
God bless the pretty ladies '—come, huang it, who
afraid is
Remember time flies quickly; and il married
you would be
Here's a husband, if you’ll chooxe me—pray do not
refuse me
For e pretty and u prudent wife's the only wife
for me!
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MATRIMONIAL CONCERT OF MUSIC.
Sung by Mr. Burion

I ¥EvER shall forget the days in which I wasarover,

But seon there was an end to ease, for I became a
lover;

‘The devil take me, I must turn a Iover.

The tender passion I abuse, for from it 'm 2 con-
verly

I beg assistance from my muse to prove it like 2
concert—

A concert, a concert, I'1l prove it like a concert.

For, wheu first my Fretty maid I saw [ grew sick,

And continued (till I bud a second view) sick;

Then 1 tried by every means to make her, too, sick;

And, though soon I found that she'd not make a
few sick,

Ehe 2nd love were like a concert of music ;

Love ia very like a concert of music.

(Spoken.} Yes; love i very like a concert of
mudic, -
Soothing as the horn,
Sweet as the fute,
Lively as the fiddle,
Tickling as the lute;
And when you’re passion is refined,
O, "tis like al} these iostruments combioed,
Charming creature,
Every feature
Is so killing,
My bosom thrilling ;
Ah, well-a-day,
Buch melody,
Yoeal and instrumental.
Before 1 was of the marriage noose sick,
I thought love like a cox;;:e:t of musie.
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0, lord ! 0, lord! how chang’d ihe scens! I sing
no more of love’s band;

Not bappy, save one month, I've been, since 1
becarne @ husband ;

The devil take me, ] must turn a husband !

The marrisge state I now abuse, for I can’t be a
convert;

The dilletants must excuse my thinking it like o
concert §

A concert, a concert, I'11 prove it like a concert

For, when once the honey-moon expired 1 grew

sicl

And continued (while my wife was ever in view)
sick

Then I g’ot, of beipg constant, fond, and true, pick,

And [ tried, by every means, to make her, too, sick,

And found wedlock like a concert of music;

‘Yes, matrimony’s like a concert of musie.

{Spoken.} And a wife’s like a concert of music,
For she’ bling 28 the hass,
Noiny #8 tE: drum,g
Heavy as the bagpipe,
Furious ag the trumpet,
And, when to quarrel your wife’s inclined;
*Tia like all these instruments combived.
Bhocking creature !
Every feature
1s 30 atupid ;
Cugse on Cupid—
Ah, well-a-day,
Such melody,
‘Woful and detrimental.
And now that I'm of the marriage noose sick,
Matrimony’s Like » concert of music.







BARON BOHMBIG. ‘
When philosophers wish to exemine the moon,

They use the poor baron instead of balloon.
]

v -..-.m-_.(_.i)03|t‘
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BARON BOHMBEIG; OR, THE RIVAL JUMPERS.
Sung by Mr, Burion.,
NOW FrRET PUELIBHED.

I Turkey there dwelt such a mighty bashaw,
That whatever e did, or said, it was law ;
And he vow’d that his daughter should give her fair
hand
Io marrizge, to one of a fam’d foreign land,
Bo he caused to be printed a certain decree,
Foviting the nolle of every degree—
Stating he who jump’d highest, to set aside strife,
Shovld win his fair daughter, and make her his
wife.
Jurap bigh, jump low, juinping we go.

The rivals all met, such a yum Jooking throng,

Of all kindreds, and tongues ; some short and some
tong ;

Some had shoes with cork soles, and some channel

umps,

To ti?y lh};:e effect of their wonderful jumps.

*Mong the guesls was a German, Von Baron Bohm-

big,
Whe ing Hollend had purchased his shoes for this rig,
‘Which in speed should outvie even Mereury’s wingy,
And of Indian rubber were made, and with springy,
Jump high, jump low, jumping we go.

The day being fix*d to the palace they hied,

‘Where this mightly bashaw their fate should decide ;

Each hzd used his endeavour the lady to ears,

But the baron——who thought that he'd bave the Iaat
turn. '

8o having now laced mynheer's patent shoes on,

And fapeied the prize he had already won §
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He just geve 2 spring, to put them to proof,
And away went the b’aron right bang thro:.igh the
roof,
Jump high, jump low, jumping we go.
The folks 511 mazed ran into the street,
Whetl_'e they saw the poor baron come down on his
eat,
But it.pe springs were 50 strong, that in two or three
atls

He was carried just ten times as high ss St. Paol’s,
‘The baren not liking this jumpeting berth, .
Cursed the Dutch and their shoes as he came dowa
to earth,
Apd he cail’d out for aid with stenterian might,
But boune’d up agiin, and went clean out of sight.
Jump high, jwmp low, jumping we go.

He now had become such an aériel sprite,

That he did not reach Turkey until the next night,

* And thoough daily the people were gazing to seek,

He appear’d not sgain for more than a week :

The next tire he came dows, poor Baron Bohmbig,

Hia body was stiff, aud without hat or wig,

The crows of his face had began to make carr'on,

Axnd the people all said “ that can't be the baron,
Jump high, jump low, jumping we go.

‘When philosophers wish to examine the moon,

They use the poor baron instead of balloon ;

And strange though the tale is, the Turks they do

ny,
His skeleton’s jumping to this very day,
Should the weather prove fine, and the aky very
clear,

If you go you may see him come down once & year §

And believe it or not, for prove it I can,

"Twas this which guve rise to the flying Dutchman.
Jump high, jump low, jumping we go.
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CAPTAIN BELL.
Air, Isabal.

WHEN you teok ledgings in my neat first foor,
And your regiment first march’d into town ;
Before [ had seen your sweet Face half an hour,

I lent you, my jewel, half 2 erown,
Captain Bell ! Captain Bell ! Captain Bell !
*Tis yourseif that knows well how 10 borrow,
And you put off the people 50 well,
With your ¥ cal! and I*]] pay you to~-morrow,”
Captain Bell!

And whea you treated us all to the play,
Did I not lend you the cash P
And when you ask’d us to come and drink fay
My plated lay-pot cut the dash,
Captain Bell ! Captain Bell ! Captain Bell !
*Tis not for my tay-pot I sorrow,
Though I know it is safe mighty well,
I beg you’lt return it o-morrow,
Captain Bell !

But if a rich widow would lie in your way,
*Tis myself, Widow Brady, s your man;
‘You shall live at free quarters, with nothing to pay,
Come, fellow me that if you can,
Captain Bell ! Captain Beli! Captain Bell !
*T'is better Lo marry than borzew,
And although you may think you're & swell,
You must settle ray bill, sir, to-mozrow,
Captain Bel] !
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LONDON THIEVES,
Air, Bow, wow, wow.

As Yorkshire Humphey, t'other day, o’er London
bLridge was slumping,

He saw, with wonder and delight, the water-works
2 pumping;

Numps gazing stood, and vrondering how this grand
machine was made, sir,

To feast his eyes he thrust his head betwixt the
balustrade sir.

Bow, wow, wow, &p.

A charper, prowling near the spot, observed the
gaping lout, ir,

And soon, with hslhook fingers, turn’d his pockets
inside put, sirs

Numps feels the twitch, and turns aroupd—ihe
thief, with artfal leer,

Baid, «8ir, you'll presently be robb'd, for pick-
pockets are near,’” .

Bow, wow, wow, &c,

Quoth Numps, «I don’t fear Lunnun thicves, Ige
not a simple youth,

My guinea, master, *s safe enough, I’ve putten in
my mouth,”

+You'll pardon me,” the rogue replies, then mo-
destly retires,

Numps reassumes his gaping post, and atill the
works admires,

Bow, wow, wow, &e,

The sharper then he took his stand, with Humphry
full in view,

‘When acon an infant thief drew nigh, and each the
other knew ; .
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Then thus the eler thief began, “ Observe that
gaping lout ;
He has a guinea in his mouth, and we must get it
out,”
Bow, waw, wow, &c.,

“ Leave that to me,” young Filch replies,*Ihave a
scheme quite pat ;

Only observe how oeat I’ queer that spocny coun-
try flat.”

B0 when Numps {who had pazed his fill) wasa
trudging through the street,

The youthful pilferer, tripping hy, fell prostrate at
bis feet,

Bow, wow, wow, &,

“ 0O Lord! O dear! my money’s lost!* the artful
urchin moans,

When halrpen_ce, dropping from his hands, roll
jingling o’er the stones ;

The passengers now stoop to lmd and give the boy
kis coin,

And liumphry, too, with friendly band, deigns
curdially to join,

Bow, wow, wow, ke

% Hete wre yout pence,” quoth Numps; ©my lud,
be zure thee houlds "em faster ;"

“My pence!” quoth Filch; * here are my pence,
but where’s my guirea, master ¥

“ Help, help, good fulks, for Ged's sake, help !
bawl’d out this hopeful youth, sirs,

# He pickd my gumea up,_]ust now, and haa it in
bis mouth, sirs.’

Bow, wow, wow, ke

The elder thief, who lurking near, now close to
Humphry draws,

And, setzing on his gu]]et, plucks the guines from
his jaws;
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Then cries out, * Masters, here's the coin, T'1l give
e boy hia guinea, ’
But who’d have thought t’have acen a thief in this
game country hinony '*
How, wow, wow, &c.

“0, pray now, hear me, masters; O, do but bear
e, pray, sirs;”

But # Duck him, duck birs '™ was the ery| at length
he aneaks away, girs:

“ And now,” quoth Numps, 1 will believe what
oft I have heard said,

That Lunnen thieves would steal the teeth out of
your very head.”

Bow, wow, wow, &¢.

HYMEN'S BALIL.
A new Amalory Ballad, to be Sung by all Spinaters,
Bachelors, &e.

Air, Madamn Fign Gala.

Hyuexn afforded a ball,
On the outside of his castle,
Bome call it Happioess Hall,
Others account it a Bastile.
Be that as it may, in a trice,
Dancing we had and hilarity ;
Hearts that were bound up in ice,
Melted to amorous charity,
Wedioek’s a gloricus thing,
Hlessings be on the beginning o'f,
Bhonld your neck break with the string,
Bwoet is at Jeast the spinning ot
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Beauty look’d smiling on Faith,
Coyneas grew into festivity,
Pajrs as they whirl'd out of breath,
Waltz’d themselves into captivity.
Hallowd Qirtations domain,
Edern of sentimentality,
O how thy songs and champaimmn
Btrung the soul’s congeniality.
Wedlock, &c.

Crowds to the castle (nc more

Sinﬁle to pine and to pout again) .
Flock'd, and behind them the door

‘Was shut that lets nobody out agninj
Stunn’d as it 9lamm’d oo them, some

Look'd rather sheepisk, I'm vex’d to say,
But for one face that was glum,

Twenty upbrighten’d with ecstasy.

Wedlock, &c.

Hymen they say ir a wag,
A conjuring rogue ihal prevaricates,
That wijl change « poor maz to % stag,
And & couple of doves to a pair o cats.
Gell with your nectar he'll mix,
Clushes of discord with harmony,
84l 1 deny that bis tricka
Match’d with ki fzir dealings are many.
edlock, &c.

8o 34ilt after Hymen we run,
Now praise him and next moment flout himy
For his is such odd sort of fun,
There’s no deing with or witbout him,
Yet glory in wedlock and war,
With safety’s alike contradictory ;
Hearte that witl hazard 3 scar,
Here's to your honour and victory.
Wedlock, &c,
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BOUND TRENTICE TO A COASTING SHIP.

Bung by Mr. J. S:oif~Air, Baund 'prentice 10 & waler.
main.
Bounn *prentice to a cozsting ship, I weather*d many
z pale

Buf, bless ')'our heart, I never know’d po fear;
And to treat my pretty Poll on shore to foreign

elimes 1'd sail,

Where I learnt to hox the compass, tipple grog,

hand, reef, and steer.

{Spoken.) Bux the compass ! ay, that’s one of the
first accomplishments g sailor has to Jurn g Lord love
you | it comes a8 natural 28 A, B, C:—N.N. by E,
N.N.E. N.E. by N. NNE. N by F.EN.FE. And
sing— Ri tol, &c,
When sailing to Spitsbergen, or erossing of the line,

The cold of heat was 311 us one to Mike;
For lubberly enjayments he was never known to

pine,

Nor in & close engagement to an eaemy he'd

strike,

(Spoken.} But sing—mo, d—x it, we could not
8ing ; the lee seuppers are drench’d, and too many
brave fcllows have lost the number of their mesa,
and gone to Davy Junes® locker. Never mind—
chance of wary we tnust all slip our cable some
titne or other, as our chapliin says: so te it we
goed—we Lip il her as bt as she can sup it Ane
other broadside, my Loys y—iny eyes, what a trashg
her mainmast’s gone Ly the beard y—the lubbers
ery peceavi l—we grapple, and tow her into port—
I mount the maio chains [or soundings, heaves the
lead under the lee Low, catehes its dip upon the
quarter,and sings out, * by the mark seven,” And
Ring— Rl 1ol, &e.
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But when the war’s concluded, and Jota of cash in
store,

No one can say they ever knew him flch s
But full of fun and frolic amung his friends un shore,

He'll prove himself, in peace or war, a suilor

every lnch. 3

{ Spoken.} Well, we goes 2shore, and there we
sees the beech lined with pretty girls, ready fo
receive ud ; Ispies my Poll amuny them, with tears
in her eyes, upan the look-vut for her weather-
beaten Mich. What cheer, my lass ? how does the
fand Jay ¢ We rushes into each other’s arm. D-—me,
there's & go! what siznifies a parcel of palaver
about happiness and that ere—can 2ny thing equal
a return to the girl we love, after a long absence ?
16 we steers into the firat grog shop—the bow ] goes
round—0Id Serape tunes his fiddle in the corner—
Poll axes me for that old hornpipe, what I've
danced a thousand times-—I copsents and off 1

es, for the honour of cur ship, and the dear girl

love. And sing-— Ri o1, &e.

THE BONNY SLEIGH,
Asr, The Bonny Boat.

O swarrry glides the bonny sleigh,
Just parted from the door,

With jingling bells and horses’ neigh,
The snow dash'd up before.

This pleasure now, and happy cheer,
Ate much enjoy’d indeed ;

‘With blooming belles to ug so dear,
To Germantown we'll speed.

We caat our linea upon the rails,
Where saow had drifted wide;

Our bonny sleigh, coate, hats and veils,
Were alf then [aid aside
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Then happy prov'd the merry dauce
Upon the mansion floor;

‘While wine and cider mull’d and warm,
Came in at every door.

The skaters on the ice may ging,
Whilst all around they charm ;

But we prefer the sleigh bell’s ring,
When all wrapp'd up so warm:

It safely bears its lovely store -
Through muny a stormy gale s

‘Whilst joyful shouts from half 4 score,
Qur merry party hail,

We cast our lines upox the raila,
‘Where snow had drifted wide §

Qur bonoy sleigh, coats, hats and veils,
‘Were all then laid aside:

Then happy proved the jolly folks,
With ne’er a sigh nor care: -

‘We'tl now return sod crack some jokes,
Wkhere all our treasures are.

Now near the city we are come,
The lamps I plainly see:

From the good dame we left at home,
Our weicome warm will be :

The well known shout, and sleigh bells® ring,
8eem echoing in her earas

Now come, my boys, let’s Joudly sing,
Bhe’ll soon forget her fears.

‘We’ll cast vur lines upon the post,
That stands before the door,

And then we’ll all our fingers toast,
And sleigh a little more.

Then happy prove each pleasant jaunt
Upen the wintry plain ;

I'm sure we shall ot sleighing want,
If snow don’t twrn to raln,
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PAPDY DENNY'S PIG.
Bung by Mr. Burton.
Air, Unfortunate Miss Bafley.

Ix Dublic town, with great renown, lived Mister
Patrick Denny

By Cupid’s shove he got in love with & lady from
Kilkenny s

Bhe was an Irishman born and bred, her name was
Judy Rafter,

His love did burst, so he married first, and wopt o
courting aften

*I'is very true, what I teil you, or else I would not

wi now,

Upon my word and credit, faith, you may believa

it all, now.

When they did wed, in a fine flock bed to be sure
they laid in clovery

And ske full soon in the honeymoon, felt strange
and queer #l} over:

Bhe lnng’d or fat, for this and Lhat for ale to bake

ber toaat inm,

And what was beat, smong the rest, for & little pig

# roasting.
*Tia very trze, &e.

To give her aid, he got a spade, and bujlt herup a

g PIE LY,

Rail'd like & pound, and sguare all round, it waan’t
% Very big sty:

Bays he,* Don’{ fret, a pig I'll get, and one for
breedmg fitten 3

No loss Pl guin, *twill ease your pain, for the sow
will be with kitten.”

Tin very true, 5¢.
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But s his putse was all the worse for matrimony’s
searches,

To gain hig ends he got two [riends, to join him in
the purehase :

They did agree, that hoth all three should go halves
in the store pig s

But, faith, somehow, “instead of a sow, they wenk
and bought a boar pig.

*Tia very true, ke.

A pig by fate is obstinate, and always makes &
pother }

And if you say, ** Do go one way,” he’s sure to go
anoiher:

And Paddy could not get him on by leading, by
blows, nor words,

Bo by the tail he pull’d him back, and that made
hirm go forwards.

'Tis very true, ke

Next momning he got up to see if the pig was "sleep
or wakin ng;

And there he found him on the ground, snd in a
grievous taking :

His friend was nigh, says he, « ’Tw1ll die, that’s
sure ;" says Paddy, & W:li it?

‘T'o stop this strife, and save its life, I think we'd

better kill it.”
*Tis very true, &c.

Now in 2 stew with the hubbubboo, Lefore the
knife did cross flesh,

They call’d the other partper in, cause he was a
judge of horsedesh: .

He rubb*d him with some boluses, and drench’d him
with some ointment,

Told Pat not te be disappointed at his dissppoint-

ment.
*Tis very true, &c.
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But you know all a pig wiil squall like any other
¥ermin §

And they saw plain *twas all in vain, 23 to die he
did determine :

Bo the knife did stick, and made him sick, and
euded all his riot;

Al first he bled, but whes he was dead, he laid
down very quiet.

. *T'is very true, &c.

They saw, och hone, the life was gone, and that
was naught tv boast of 5

But that the cost might not be loat, and the meat
to make the most of, .

They put ifi in 2 barrow, and to market then they
roll'd it,

And, as it did not Iook like pork, for mutton, faith,

they sold it. .
*Tis very true, &c.

ILrishmen, twelve out of ten, are all birda of a fea.
ther
And never on such friendly terms o8 when they
fight together ;
And so it proved, for Paddy, moved by whisky, s
_great flame, too,
He bate them both genteeliy, and they served him

the same, toc,
*Tis very true, &e.

Now Judy all the while got stout, and safter that
got stouter;

And then she was decently put to bed, with her
neighboure all about her:

To Paddy’s joy she brought a boy, and, och ! how
he was boasting, .

For upon one eye it bad a sty, and tother s pig &

rensting |
o "Tin very true, &e,
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THE TEA.
A new Porody on The Sea.

Tue tea! the tea! the sealding tea!

The biack, the green, the best Bohea !

Without & speck, above the bound

It runneth the saucer’s region round,

It plays with the spoon, it steama my eyes,

Or with the curdied sugar lies.

¥'m at my tea! I'm at my tea!

I am as I would ever be—

‘With the blue above, and {ke blue below,

Bince sky Llue is the milk I know.

If a dun should come with a bill for we,

What mattar ! what matter? I shovld drink my
tea! '

I love, O how I love fo dip

With tea the {hirsty rosy lip,

When table Jamps besteam their moon,

And the kettle sings its merry tune,

And tells you how goeth the heat below,

And why the hissiug spout doth Liow.

I coffee drank, in the days of yore,

Bt I love my Bohea more and maore.

And home return’d to her delicate test,

Like # child that wanted the mother’s breast.

And 2 mother ske wag, and a nurse to me,

For 1 was nutsed, was numsed upon fine Bobea !

The hobs were red, 2nd cold the morn,

In the breaklast hour, when I waa boro,
And the wet nurse bar’d her artas of skin,
And the tex, O it warm’d the doetor’s chin 3
And I in bis face like a cherub emil*d,

To weicome the tea—a new-born child.

1 have lived—who never tasted pap=

Full fifty summer», s roving cbap,



BURTOXN'S COMIC BONTSTER. 144

With erowes fo spend, and the power to think,
And never have thought to change my drink g
And death, whenever he comes to me,

£hall come, shzil come, in a cup of fine green tea?

THE BLIND SIDE.
NOoW FIBST PUBLISHED.

Brroxe Justice Ogle, wha had but one eye,
Allie vain an old woman for pardon was pleading;
8o she theught could she get on hia biind side a0 ely,
She might slyly eseape out of court, he pot heeding.
Slowly she atept,
Warily crept,
Btretch*d out her crutch, hobbled to get from jus-
tice’s cluteh;
But the jud
Saw her budge 3
With mouth wide,
Fierce he cried,
Doat thou think, thou old jade, to get round my
blind side ?

The old woman 2 daughter had bright 29 a rose,
And that moment his worship on her glune’d bis

Ty
And hiﬁtﬁe sharp eye shone beside his red nose,
Fix’d as if in its sight it fur ever would keep her.
Fondly he wink’d,
Nodded and blink’a,
Meantime the dame hobbled awny, though old and

lame;
But the jud,
Baw her buﬁ%e,
And he sigh’d,

- As he cried,
Thizo}d woman®s daughtex’s found out my blind side!
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THE QUEER LITTLE MAN.
Bung by Mr. Burlon.

A QUEER little man, very “ how came you 8¢
Went home on a dingy night ;

It was past twelve o’clock, ﬁe’d @ long way to go,
And he walk’d like 2 crab, left and right.

At the corner of a lane, quite a lonely retreat,

He saw something tall, 2nd a5 white #a 2 sheet}

He shook and he shiver™d,

Hia teeth chatter’d, and lips quiver'd ;

- And with fear ag well as fuddling, he stagger’d to
and fro,
Thie queer little man, who'd a long way to go.

This queer little man thea he fell on his koees,
With l'right, you'll suppose, half dead 3
And ag on it he look’d it o’ertopp™d the trees,
And had two saucer eyes in its head.
When & very death-like voice said, in a very drear
tone,
“ With me you must go, for your grave’s nearly
done 3"
He shook and he shiver’d,
His teeth chatter’d, and lips quiver'd,
‘When he eried, “ 0, good hobgoblin ! T pray you
mercy show
A queer little man, who’s a long way to go.”?

‘The queer little man he fell fat wa o dail,
A great explosion heard be;
And Jump’d up in a crack, for a cracker at his til,
Set bim capering just like a parch’d pex;
From around the goblin’s head burst some long
atreams of fire,
And the erueker once spent left him sprawling in
the mire ;
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Some wag {'twas a whacker})

Thue with turgip, squib, znd cracker,

Cured, through fear, of a1l his fuddlmg, completely,
you must know,

The queer little man, who'd 4 long way to go.

THE MUSICAL WIFE.
Air, O, no, we never meation ber.

My wife is very musical,
Bhe tunes it over much,
And teases me with what they call
Her fingering and touch.
Bhe’s instrumental to my pain,
Her very Broadwood quakes,
Her vocal elforts split my brain,
I shiver when she shalkes !

Bhe tells me with the greatest ease
Her voice goes up to C!

And proves it till her relodies
Are maladies to me.

Bhe's « Teabelling,’ if I stiv

rom where my books lie hid ;

Or, * 0! no, we never mention her,’=—

I wish she never did.

Her newest tunes turn out to be
‘The sgme 28 heard last year;

Alas ! there’s no variety

I In veristions here.
mep her , 1 aee her pant
Througgu‘ﬁ-tties wild a.l::d strange,

I wish ahe’d change her notes, they want
Some siiver and some change.
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Mi5$ EMILY CHATTER-
A Comtic Duet.—Air, I'i] twine theo a chaplet.

He.
Miea Emily Chatter !

She,
Well, what ix the matter ?

He.

My heart in my bosom goes bumpity bump,
Whenever yon're near me, I feel 50—, dear me !
Rignt out of my skin 1 am ready to jump.
She.

Then distant pray keep, sir, for fear you should

leap, sir,
Disappezring too sudden would make us all start.
*Tia useless your trying, by jumping or flying,
You never will jurmp in a place in my heart.

He.
Miss Emily Chatter, I don’t wish to flatter,
But beauties like thine are would captivate rocks §
1 think them divine, miss, and if they were mine,

mise,
How well we should look in & nopera box.,
Both. Fal, lul, &e.
He,

Miss Emily Chatter, why 1 keep 3 nuséer /

‘And wouldn*t you like, miss, & norse of your own ?
Then wed me instanter, and off we will eanter,
To & mouss which 1 have seven miles out of
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She.

1 prithee give over—I don’t want a Jover,

‘Then ge with your bunter  different course;

I’m not fond of sporting, and take this for certain,
I’'m pot to be caught by a nouse nor a norse.

He.

0, Emily Chatler, my senses you'd scatter,
Though fasten’d by one of the famed Bramseh locks.
Come, say you will choose me—can you refuse me,.
Who offer a rorge and o nepera box.

Both. Fa), lal, &e,

Lereriv

THE MISSES.
Air, Nothing at all.

TaE momning was misty, I made mynelf gay,
And wander’d abrosd tall I quite miss’d my way;
I jook’d at the Misses, and iove was a heartoer,

I wanted to hit on 2 Miss for a partnet,

I said, Yest 1 miss now—I feel my heart quake,
And can I take Miss now without a miss-take ;
For wedlock, folks gay, is a state of full bliss,
And I’d ge a good mile, conld I meet a good Kiss.

But fate rules our hita, and whate’er must be—must,
I made up ;y mind I would not have Miss Frust 5
Through many streeta then I had a long danee,
‘Trembling for fear I should meet with Miss Chaoce,
Along with Miss Giving [ walk’d straight a<head,
And by one Miss Guidicg did I get Mis3 Led.

But wedlock, &c.

Love 1 did Miss Place, and soon I could feel,
That with my soft heast I had made & Miss Deal;
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Then Miss Calculation my conscience kept nudging,
And said *twas entirely the fanlt of Miss Judging.
Blinded by love, I could not see Miss Chief,
And foolishly would not turn to Miss Betief,

For wedlock, &e.

Miss Understanding declared *was a shame,

Mias Rule spoke up too, and jein’d by Miss Claim,

That [ way Migs Taken—my fancy a roamer,

It oniy arose from Miss Name and Miss Nomer 3

But Misa Doubt declared that my love I did hatch,

If 1 had lost my beart, it was through a Miss Match.
But wedlock, &ec.

Vex'd by these Misses, I left one and ali,
Foliow'd ¥ was by Miss Eve and Miss Call
But fair Miss Conceplivn so blinded my eyes,
I laugh'd at Miss Like, snd Miss Think, aud Miss
Prise,
By any Miss I had no wish ta be bit,
A man, unless careful, may get a Miss Fit,
Yet wedlock, ke,

Without Miss TLeport, whate’er Miss sets her cap,
T hope I shall always steer clear of Miss Hap;
One bour 3 Miss Spend, bt leads to Miss Ap Iy,
And Miss Reckoning walks the road to Miss

And Miss Conduct takes a man surely to ruin,

All through Miss Deeds, and Miss Do, apd Miss

Doing.
But wedlock, &e.

In all 1 have sung there is no Miss Relation,

I even have steer’d clear of Miss Caleulation

I must a Miss Take,—not Miss Join | confess,
Bhe must be a true wife, and not a Misg Tress,

Aps single, I’'m wretched, and so I must marry,
Twill be through Miss Fortune, if 1 should Miss

Cazry.
For wedlock, &ec.
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CLAW AND CRAW.

Shing by Mr. Burlen.
NOW FIRET PUBLISHED.

Oub Christopher Claw the Crab alehouse kepf,
Christophet Claw, Christopher Claw g

Hut he died one day,mnd his widow ahe wept,
The logs of her Christopher Claw, Claw, glaw;
The loss of her Christopher Claw.

Quoth she, now the Crab wilt backwards go,

For if T cannot keep the sign out to show,

1 never can keep the inn I ¥naw

8o fare thee well, Christopher Claw, Claw, Claw,
8o fare thee well, Christopher Claw,

The zodiac sign that swung at the pate,

Of Dorothy Claw, croas widow Claw,
Waas meant for a boil'd erab laid oo 2 plete

In the larder of landiady Claw.
But her temper was sour, and so was her wine,
And whenever a traveller stopp’d there io dine,
He found both of them more like a crab than hey

sign, .
Poor Little Dorothy Claw.

Churchwarden Craw, he wanted 2 wifs,
Bamaby Craw, Barnaby Craw,
The widow was worried haif out of her life,
Bo she listen’d to Barnaby Craw,
Boon they courted, and wed, when the viltagers sawr,
The sign changed to the twiny, while her huaband

in law,
Found his children both mark’d witha crasbsnd a
ciaw,
Like mister and mistzess Claw,
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LUBLN AND EUTH.

YEa, I fell in the pit of tove,
With u ti tum ti,
The apirit then began to move;,
With a ti tum ti;
Quoth I, Nair maiden, ne'er detide,
For, verily, when thou’rt gy bride,
Lo! I will cleave unto thy side.
With a ti tum 4,

Behold, szid Ruth, there is a grove,
With a ti tum ti,

‘Where birds, cali’d turtles, coo and love,
With a ti tum ti,

Lo ! theu I thought ber truly mine

But when of love she gave 1his sign,

She proved a cruel Phiilis-tine,
With a ti tum ti.

For she another suitor had,
With & ti tum ti,
Profanely call'd 2 flashy lad,
With a ti tum ti. )
And when I reach’d the grove assign’d,
He rame before 1 Ruth could find,
And kick’d me ruth-leasly behind,
With & toe tum H,
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NOTHING.
Written by T. Hudson, and sung by M. Burion.
Aér, Irish Washerwoman.
WITH ENCORE VEREEA, NOW FIRST PURLISHAD.

WHER rhyming and verses at first were in fashion,
And poete and authors indulg*d in their passion :

Select what they might for their subject *twas new,
And that’s mere than our modemn seribblers can do g
The ancients have work'd upon each thing in pa-

ure,
Deacrib’d ita variety, genivs, and feature ;
They having exhausted all fancy could bring,
Az nothing 19 left, why of nothing I sing.
¥rom nothing we came, and whatever our
ntation,
To nothing we owe an immense obligation ;
‘Whatever we gain, or whatever we leam,
In time we shall all into wothing retn.

This world came from nothing;at least so says his-

TX»
Of course about nothing there's something of mys.
tery;
- Man came from nothing, and by the same plan,
‘Woman wap tmade from the sid of » man.
Binee then o man thinks s nothing of taking
A woman t0 jein, and again his nb makingy
An nothing can give so much joy to his life,
For nothing’s a0 aweet us o good-humeur’d wife.
From nothing we came, &c.

‘Thiaking of nothing is some folke’ enjoyment,
Doin, ois pothing 2 many’s employment 3

The love of this nothing have some follrs so sirong,
They say nothing—do nothing--4ll the day long.
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Eome pass their time away, nothing beginning,
By nothing losing, and by nothing winning 3
Nothing they buy, and nething they seil,
Nothing they know, and of nothing they tell.
From nathing we came, &e.

There’s something in nothing exceedingly clever,
Nothing will last out for ever and ever ;

Time will make every thing fade away fast,
While nothing will certainly durable last.

. You may tallt about any thing, but its condition
With nothing for certain can’t bear competition
And 8o I praise nothing, for nothing my gains,
And notbing I certaiuly get for my pains.

From nothing we came, &,

That life is all nothing is plaiver and plainer,
8o he who gels nothing is surely a gainer
All about nothing I prove pretty plaia,
‘Talre nothing from nothing, there’ll nothing remain.
Thus with this nothing the time out I’m spinning,
Nothing will sometimes set ipaay folks grinning:
" Believe me in this thece is nothing so truee,
The author wrote this having nothing to do.

From nothing we came, &e,

As there's nothing new, why of nothing I'l] sing,
‘There’s nothing 6o flat as to touch an old string,
There's nothing sc bad as with trash io be bored,
And nothing that"s stupid should e’er be encored §
There’s nothing so pleasing in love as love's sennets,
There’s nothing so ugly 3 ladies’ laryge bonnets ¢
My jokes, pretty ladies, with frowns do not meet,
For indeed when you smile there is nothing so sweot.
From nothing we came, &e,

How many young men, having nothing to boast of,

Pass their time well, making nothing the most of

On nothing they manage to raise their supplies,

And b{.;aying nothing make folke think they’rs
o
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I'tn pure sguinat pothing, theve ne'er should be
railets,
For with this szid nothing men oft pay their
tailors 3
On nothing they live, and on nothing grow old
And find nothing so useful a8 silver and gold,
From nothing we came, &c.

What wonders from nething wre every day rising,

Nothing for certain’s grown very surprising,

Nothing is rooving, and nothing stands etill,

There's » fuss about nothing, go which way you
will,

If a man begins bueiness with nothing, the chance

is.
Al wa’y his life through that for nothing be prances ;
But then, if he gets nothing, his heart may be gay,
For if he has got nothing, he can nothing pay.
From nothiog he came, &c.

BONG OF SIMILES.
Asv, The girls we lefl behind on

My pamsion is 25 mustand strong,
1 sit ail pober sad §
Drunk as a piper al! day long,
Or, like a March hare, mad.
Round a1 a hoop the bumper’s fow,
I drivk, yet can’t forget her s
For, thovgh sa drunk a9 David’s sow,
I love her still the better.

Pert a2 o pearmonger 1'd be,
If Molly were but kind 3
Cocl a3 a cucumber, would ses
The rest of w i
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Like a stuck pig I guping stare,
And eye her o'er and o'er

Lean a3 a rake, with sighs and care,
Sleek as a mouse before, -

Plump as a partridze T was known,
And soft as silk my skin ;

My checks as fat as butter grown,
But as a proat now thin,

I, melancholy as a cat,
Am kept awake to weep ;

But she, msensible of that,
Sound as a top can sleep.

Hard ia her heart as Alint or slone,
She laughs to see me pale;

And merry as a grig is'grown,
And brisk as bottled ale.

The god of love, at her approach,
Is busy as a bee 3

Hearts, sonnd as any bell or roach,
Are smit, and sigh like me.

Ah, me ! a3 thick as hops or hail,
The tine men erowd about her ¢

But soon as dead as & door nail
8hal) I be, if without ber.

Straith a8 my leg ber shape uppeurs;
05 wera we joind together,

My beart would socn be free from cares,
And lighter than a feather.

As fine as five-pence i3 her mien,
No drum weas ever tighter ;

Her glance is ag s razor keen,
And not the sun is brighter.

Aa aoft as pap her kisses are,

» Methinks I feel them yet;

Brown a3 a berry is her hair,
Her eyes are black as jet,
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As smooth as glass, as white as curds,
Her pretty hand invites

8harp ae a needle zre her words,
Her wit like pepper bites.

Brisk ax an Arab horse she trips, .
Clean ag a penny drest;

Bweet 25 a rose hér face and Tips,
Round as a giobe tier breast,

Full asan ogz was I with glee,
And happy a5 a king,

Good ack ! how all men envied me !
She lov'd like any thing,

But, false a5 hell ! she, like the wind,
Chang’d, as her sex must do B

Though secming as the turtle kind,
And as the guspel true.

H I and Moily eould agree,
Let who will take I'eru ;

Great as an emperor I should be,
And richer than & Jew,

*Till you grow tender as u chick, ®
E'm guil as any post ;

Let us, like burs, together stick,
Az warm as apy toast,

You'll know me truer thag a die,
And wish me better speed

Flat as & flounder when [ lie,
And aa & herring dead.

Bure as 2 gun you'l} drop a tear,
Axnd sigh, perhaps, and wish,

When I'm as rotten as a pear,
And mute as zny fish,

S —

I
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THE BACKWOODSMAN'S WILL,

Air, Yankee Doodla.

To my dear wife, my joy and life,
I frecly now Jdo give her,
My whole estate with all my plate,
Being just about to leave her
A tub of soap, a long cart rope,
A {rying pan and ketile
An ashen pail, 2 thrashing fail,
An iron wedge and beetle.
Yankee doodle, &e.

Two painted chairs, nine warder pears,
A large old dripped platrer;

A bed of hay on which I lay,
An cid saucepan for butter.

A little mu§, 2 two quart jug,
A bottle full of brandy ;

WA looking glasa to see your face,
Y1 ind it very bandy.

Yankee doodle, &e.

A musket true as ever flew,
A leather cap and wallet;
A leather sash, my calibash,
My powder-horn, and bullet.
An old sword blade, & en apade,
A hoe, a rake, a ladder;
A wooden can, an earthen pan,
Some bexr’s fat in a bladder. ~
Yankee doodle, &e.

A ¥ bat, an old Tom cat,
yard and half of linen ;

A &t of grease, & ‘woollen fleece,
ordet for your spinning.
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A sroali tooth comb, a hickory broom,
A czndlestick apd batchet 5
A coverlid striped down with red,
_A bag of rags to patch it
Yankee doodle, &e.

A ragged mat, 2 tub of fat,
A book put out by Bunyan
Another ook by Robin Reok,
A skeino or two of spun yarn.
Ap o)d black muifl, some garden truck,
A quantity of borrage,
Bome devil’s weed, and bordock reed

To season well your porri%ge.
Yankee doodle, e

A chafing dish with oze sait fish,
H I am not misiaken §
A leg of pork, a broken fork,
And half a fliteh of bacon,
A spinning wheel, & pack of meal,
A knife without a handle 5
A rusty lamp, two quarta of bamp,
And half a tallow candle.
Yankee doodle, &c.

My pouch and pipe, two oxel tripe,
An oaken dish wel! carved:
My little dog, and spotted hog,
With two young pigs, just starved.
This is my store, I have no more,
I heartily do give it;
My years are spun, my days are done,
Axnd »o I think to leave it.
Yankee doodle, e,
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LIEUTENANT LUFF.
By T Hood.—Air, Auld Lang Syae.
KOW FINST PURLISUED,

AvrL you that are too fond of wine,
Or any olher stulf,
Tuke warning by the dismal fate
Of one Livutenant Luft :
A sober man he might have been,
Except in one regard,
He did not like soft water,
80 be tvok to drinking hard.
Fal lol, &e.

Baid he, Let others fancy slops,

And talk in praise of tea;
But I am ne Bohemian,
S0 I do not like bohea,
If wine’s a poisun 3o is tea,
Though in another shape ;
What matter whether one is kill’d
By canister or grape.
ol lol, &e.

According to this kind of state
Did he indulze bis drouth,
And, betng fond of part, he made
A porthole of bis month,
A pingle pint he might have sipp*d,
And not been out of sorts;
In geologic phrase the rock
He eplit upon was quarts.
Foli lol, &c.

Full soon the sad effects of this
His frame began to show, |

For that old enemy, the gout,
Had takeno him in toe;
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And, join’d with this, an evil came
Of quite another sort
For, while he drank himseM, his purss
Was getting something short,
Fol lol, &e.

For want of cash he soon bad popp*d
One-half that he possess’d,

And drinking show'd him duplicates
Beforehand of the rest.

S0 then his creditors resolved
To seize on his assets,

For why, they found that his halfupay
Did not half pay his debts.

Fol lol, &e.

But Luff contrived a novel mode
His ereditors to chouse, .
For his own execution he
Put inls his own house,
A pistol, to the muzzle charged,
He tock, devoid of fear, .
Bald he, This barrel is my last,
80 now for my last bier.
Fuol loi, &c.

Against bis lungs be aim’d the slogs,
And not against his brain,
80 he blew out his lights, and nape
Could blow them in again.
A jury for a verdict met,
And gave it in these terma,—
We find 23 how, as certain slugs
Has sent him to the worma,
Fol Jol, &c.
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THE FARMER.
Air, Brian Boru.
CoMt, each jovial fellow who loves to be mellow,
Attend unto me and git easy
Gne jorum and guiet, we quickly will try it,
Dull thinking will make a man crazy ;
¥or here [ am king, we'l! drink, laugh and sing,
Let no one appear as a stranger,
But show me the ass, that refuses his glass,
And I’il order him hay in the manger,
By ploughing and sowing, by reaping and mowing,
Kind nature supplies me with plenty ;
D’ve a cellar well stored, and a plentiful board,
And my cupboard affords every dainty ;
I have ali things in » both woodcock and
pheasant,
Besides, I'm 2 squire of decorum ;
At my cabin’s far end, I've & bed for a friend,
A ciean fireside and 2 jorum.

Were it not for seeding, you'd have but poor feeding,
You'd surely be starving without me ;

I"m always content, when D’ve paid all my rent,
And I'm happy when friends are about me

Draw close to my table, I'm thriving 2ud able,
Let’s not have a word of complzining ;

For the Jingling of glasses )] music surpasses—
I love to see bottles a draining,

Let the mighty and great loll in splendour and
I envy them not, I declare it} [state
I eat my own lamb, my chicken and ham,
1 shear my own fieece and I wear it
I've Jands and I've bowers, I've fields and I ve
flowers,
The jark is my daily alarmer;
Bo ye jolly bhoys now who delight in the plough,
Let's drink long life and success 1o the farmer,
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MOLLY MALONE.
Sung by My, Power.
By the big hill of Howth,
That*s a bit of an cath
That fo swear by ['m loath,

To the heart of 2 stone;
But be poison my drink,

If I sleep, snore, or wink,
Once for getting to think

On your lying alone,
Och! it's how ’'m in tove,
Like a beautiful dove,

That sits cocing above,

In the boughs of 2 tree:
It% myseif 1’11 eoon smother
In something or other,
Unless T can bather

Your heart to love me:

Sweet Molly, sweet Molly Malone !

1 can see if you smile,

Though I'm off half o mile;

For my eyes, all the while,
Keep alq:g wid my head;

And my head, you must know,

When from Melly T go,

Takes his lave wid 2 bow,
And yemaing in my stead,

Och! it's how, &e.

Like & bird I could sing,

In the month of the spring,

But it’s now po such thing,
Pm quite bother'd and dead,

Och ! I'll roar and F*ll groan,

My aweet Molly Malone,

Till I'm bone of your bone,
And asleep by you Inid.

Och ! ita how, &e.
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BACHELOR'S HALL.
Air, Billy Taylor.

Bacaewor’s Harr ! what a queer looking place it is,
Keep me from such all the days of my life;

Hure, but 1 think, what a burning disgrace it is,
Never at all to be getting a wile.

See the old bachelor, ploomy and sad enough,
Placing his taykettle over the fire,

8oon it tips over—3t. Patrick ! he’s mad epough
(If be were present) to fight with the squire.

Naw Jike a hog in a mortar bed wallowing,
Awlward enongh, see him kneeding bis dovgh 3
Trath ! if the bread he could ate without swallow-

ing.
Haw it would favour his palate you know.

His dichcloth is missing, the pigs are devouring it,
In the puravit ke has battec™d his shin ;

A plate wanted washing, grimalkin is scouring it 3
Tunder and turf what a pickle he’s in !

Pota, dishes and pans, such greasy commodities,
Ashes and prater skins kiver the floor

His cupboard’s a storehonse of eomica) eddities,
Things tbat had never been neighbours befors,

His meal being over, the tahle’s left setting so,
Dishes, take cave of yourselves if you can !
But bunger returns, hen he’s foaming and fretting

503
Och ! let him alone for a baste of 2 man |

Late in the night then he goes to bed shivering,
Nevers bit is the bed made at all,

He creeps like a farrapin wader the kivering,
Bad luck to the picture of bachelor’s ball.
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THE THREE JEWESSES.

I covnTED Miss Levi, pretty Miss Levi,
{3, vat 1 Miss Levi vash she !
Her eyed were such pretty little rollers,
Dey soon got the better of me,
She vash all over so charming, and lovely,and killing,
She cut ma heart in two all de vorld %0 it vash 3
bad shilling :
0, vat a charming gir) !
8o noting hinder’d cur marrage; but only tink
such a girl should deceive ye:
Bhe came to me von morning, and says she, Ma
tear Mr. Aaron, dan’t let it grieve ye,
But I vash married, yesterday, {o somcbody elee —
and dere vash an end of Miss Levi:
O vat a Miss Levi, naughty Miss Levi,
Vat o Miss Levi vash she !

Den dere vash Miss Rachael, taper Miss Ra-
¢hael,
8o talt from de head to de feet,
Bhe wash sweet a3 2 China orange,
And she lived in Lemon-strect.
Her [ader sold vatches and rings, and had a mighty
pratty shop of it,
And de first time I saw her face behind de counter,
I fell in love a top of it,
0, vat a charming girl!
8a T made her all de love vat ] could, but her heart
vash made of ice,
For, like a stick of Duteh sealing wax, it melted in
a trice,
And dere vash nating to do but to puy de ring, but
couldn’t agree about de price.
O vat & Mizs Rachael, gawky Micy Rachael,
Vat = Miss Rachael vash she!
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Den dere vask Miss Moses, great fat Miss Moses,
0, vat 2 Miss Moses vash she !
I believe dat dere’s very few ladiea
Mit such Jips and such noses you’ll see.
Her broder he vash mighty rich, and got & great
deal of manies in de stociy,
He vashn’t 5o vulgar to gel it by trade, but taught
de nobs to spar and to box.
(, val a charming girl !
Bo Miss Moses took lessons of her broder, to use da
little fsis of ber own,
§o I vagh obliged to leave ma visits at dat end of
de town,
¥or, though married people mey apar 1 little, §
ahould not like a vife to knock ma dewn.
0, vat a Miss Moses, tumping Miss Moses,
¥Yat a Miss Moses vash she !

ey

JACK AT THE OPERA HOUSE.

The wards by the celebralad Dibdin,
Asr, Lord Catheard

AT Wapping 1 landed, and cz)i’d to hail Mog,
Bhe had just shapd her coutse to the play g

Of two ruma and one water I orler’d my grog,
And to speak her stood soon under way:

But the Op’ra House I for 01¢ Drury mistook,
Like g lubber 8o raw and so soft,

Axnd a gold piece fork'd cut, at the change did not

look,
Mann’d the rsttlings and went up aloft,

As I mounted to one of the uppermest tiers,
‘With mapy a coxcomb and firt,

Buch 8 damnable squailing saluted my ear,
I thought there'd been sometody hurt:
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But a devil a bit, *twas your outlandish rips,
Binging out with their lanterns of jawsg
Youd a swor'd you'd been taking of cne of they
trips
*Mongst the Caffres or wild Catabawa.

What’s the play, marm ? says Tto a good-patured

H]
The piay ! *tis the opera, you ¢z ;
My splil:!ters! cried I, the right name on’t you've
t,
For the devil an uproar it is;
For they pipe and they squeal, now alow, now aloft,
If it warn’t for the pellicoat gear,
With their squeaking so meilyish tender and soft,
One shauld scarcely know ma*am {rom moun-
seer,

Next at kicking and dancing they took u long epell,
All springing and bounding so neat,

And spessiously one curicus madamaselile,
Q) she daintily handled her feet.

But she hoppd, and she sprawl'd, end she spun

round 3¢ queer,

*Twas, you see, rather oddish to e,

And so I sung out, Pray be decent, my dear,
Consider, I'm just come from sea.

*Tan’t an old seaman’s taste to have none of those
sprees, - -

8o away to the playhouse I'1] jog,

Leaving Marm Parley-vous and Marm Taglionees,
For otd Billy Shakspeare and Mog.

So I made the theatre 2nd hail’d my dear spouse,
She smil’d as she saw’d me approach,

Apd when 1'd shook hands and aaluted her bows,
We to Wapping set sail in a coach,
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THE LOYVES OF JEMMY JENES AND BETSEY
BALLS.

Air, John Thoman,
NOW FILST PURLISHED.

Ar a phop in Cranbourn Alley, where hey hangs
goods in and out,

Young lemmy Jenks was shopman, and stood ot
the door {o tout:

A smart young lass, Miss Betsey Balls, to view the
gaeds dd stop;
hing for her custom, why, he pusk’d her in
the shop.

Bays ehe, “ T likes that bonnet, and 1’1} have that
tippet, too;

Bo tet me lmc:fv what I've to pay, and then I'll tip
it you.

Quoth Jem, “Pray tell me where you live, I°1
aend home goods and bili:*?

# My pame,” said she, ¢t is Betscy Ballz, and I lives
on Muetton Hill®

8o, full of love and Betsey Balls, in a shower off
ke set,

And, as the wet came heavy down, took down
Eome heavy wet.

Thought Jem, I’} bury all my fears, and this shall
be the bier; '

And, better to support ber sight, I’ll sup » sight o*
porter here,

Her father dealt in man’s attire—(2 coat and
breeches shop ;)

Where, theugh all the goods he sold were dry, the
people cxll’d them slop.
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‘When g’ernmy ask’d for Betsey Balls, he answer’d,
in a pe
* I'11 hold you :\ny wager, what yoa never wins my
Bet.”

In vain they wept, and vow®d they loved; cried
Jem, ¥ (3, wretched elf !

Since your father will not list to me, T"1l go and
list myself.’”

8¢ when with cold snd erying he had almost lost
his voice,

He went and enter’d wnto a horse regiment by
choice,

He listed in the Grays 237 for to prove he was true
blue,

And then, to cure his fit of Jave, be fit at Waterloo.

But when to stop a eannon-ball with his poor head
ke tried,

They left him sprawling on the ground by no means
headified.

When Bigtgey heard the news she took to bed bereft
ol JoF

But soon, te buoy her spirits up, she had a little boy

The people stared, for round his neck was born =
riband tlue,

With a medal such 58 acldiers wear who fit at
Waterloo.

Her father swore, but Betsey said she thought it no

isgrace,

1f men would go get kill’d, there must be boye to
fill their place.

Bince then, when our brave warriors home victorious
come from war,

Our little boys moke bonfires, and the Yadies fnd
the straw.
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THE TWO BITES.

Air) Derry Dowm.

Haip by Clapham Town end lived an 0]1¢ York-
shire tyke,

Who in dealings in horseftech had nevey his like ;

*Twas hiy pride that in all the bard bargains he'd

it,
He had bit & vast many, but never got bit,
Derry down, down, down, derry down.

Thin old Tommy Towers (by that name he was
knawn}
Had a poor carrion tit that was sheer skin apd

bone;
To have kill'd him for the dogs would have been
quite as well,
But *twas Tommy's opinion he’d die of himsel.
Derry down, &e.

Well, nne Abraham Muggins, 3 neighbouring
Thought t.o diddle o}d Temmy would be a great
t;

trea
Hed » horse too, twas worse then old Tommy's,
for why ?
The night afore that he thought proper to die.
Derry down, &c.

Thinks Abra’m, the old codger will ne’er smoke
the trick,
I*!l swop him my poor de=zd horse for his wick §
And if Tommy Towers I can manage to trap,
*T'will be & fine feather in Abra’m’s czp.
Derry down, ko,
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So to Tommy he goes, end the questicn Be popa,

* Betwixt thy horse and mine, prithee, Tommy,
what awops ¢ )

What will't give me to boot ! for mine's better
horge still ;¥

“ Naught,” says Tom, * but 1’11 swop even hands,
if vou will."

Derry down, .

Absa'm preach’d a long time about something te

ot,
Insisting that his was the Livelier brute ;
But Tommy stuck fast where he first had begen,
Till Abra’m shook hands, and cried, * Wel, Tom-
my, done I
Derry down, &e.

* ) Tommy,” says Abra’m, ** I’ze sorry for thee
I thought thou'd ha’ hadden more white in thee e’e}
Good Juck with thy bargain, for my horse is de-ad.™
* Ay,” saya Tommy, “ my lad, 50’s mine, and he’s
fle-ad.”?
Derry down, &c.

So Tomn got the best of this bargain a vast,
And came off with a Yorkshireman's triumph at

Jast :
For though *twixt dead horses there’s not much to
acde
Yot Tommy Were th? richer by th’ hide and four
shoes,

Derry down, &x.
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HUMPHREY DUGGINA
Air, Young Lobeki.
NOW FiRST PUBLIHED.

, OLp Humphrey Dugging, he wanted a wife,.
Resolving 1o lead & sober life;
A bachelor, he would have been a great rake,
8o courting he went for conscience’ sake.

The 012 Widow Warmpurse, she wanted a spouse ;
No children had she, but she had a Yarge house ;
Six children had Duggins, though not very small,
So, says he, the large house will just hold them alh

80 to court the widow old Duggins began;

Says she, [’ve been told you're a sad naughty man
He replied, it an’t true, and the widow knew not
That he’d one piccaninny, much less a whole tot,

When married to the widow, my dear, saya he,
Ho doubt we shall have a large family ;

I hope we shall, she then to him did say,

8c the six little Dugging eame home the next day.

The three Master Dugginag, they made ber a bow g -
‘The three little migses, they courtsied. How,
Says she, what means this ? 'Why, said he, my old

3
hlt’s only m’y little ones come home from grass.

You wicked deceiver, quoth she, I am dish’d;
8ays he, for 2 great many children you wish*d,
And, as I much want your good wishes to aid,
X thought you might fancy a few ready made..






THE GREAT EXTINGUISHER.

For a save-al] he takes the old miser,

And claps sn extinguisher on him. e

i e, Go0RE '
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“THE GREAT EXTINGUISHER.
Air, Shelty’a Song.
NOW YIRST PUBLISHED,

Away, boys, with gloomy reflection,
Let’s the moments enjoy while we may;
We've [rom death, that geim foe, ne protection,
He will bave, at last, his own way.
For we all know, a5 sure as we're born,
He will clap his paw on us at last,
But till he io earnest shall warn,
Let him not the bright moments o’ercast.
{Chorus, Then, away, &¢.}

Death the king gives 1 crack on the crown,
He brings the accountant to boolk, air;
And, while knocking the avetioneer down,
Makes a box of cold meat of the eook, sir,
He mows down the reaper like grass,
‘I'he pawnbroker shoves up the spout, sir,
Nay, e’en silences woman, alas?
And the fat tallow~chzndler puts out, sir,

Death makes sweet Misa Beauty lock queer,
When with him she at leagth comes to wed,
He the publican brings to his bier,
And euta the poor dressmaker's thread.
The proctor attedt must his will,
And the fisherman enter his net,
He the jockey brings to a stand still,
Axnd the spendthrift makes pay his last debt.

He cots op the poor suthor’s pen,
And, further to carry the farce on,

Males the old parizh clerk cry amen,
Wkile coolly he buries the parson.



The packer be boxes up closa, -
Puts your fine beaux and belles to the rout,
Gives even the doctor his dose,
And the fire of the blackemith blows out.

The musician he puts out of tune,
The fishmonger makes food for fishes,
The wine merchant bottles oif scon,
And reduces the dustman to ashes,
The cobbler be brings to an end,
The bailiff arrests hard and fast,
Knocks the pugilist out of his wind,
And sews up the taiior at last.

160 BURTN'a COMIC BONGETRR. )

T his level he brings the surveyor,
His power there’s no hero escapes,
A new exit he gives to the player,

And aends the oid maid to lead apes;
Thinks to root up the gurdener no crime,
And the wrestler teips up as of oid,

The watchmaker moves out of time,
The sculptor casts in his awn mould.

The soldier at last he makes halt,
He makes a dead man of the baker,
The sportsman through him iy at faplt,
And he knocks off the hat of the quaker,
The bold sailor strikes to his strength,
And lays up in dock, life’s voyage o'er,
He becomes each one’s landlord at length,
And Jodges us on the ground floor.

Fhe curtain ke draws on the bride,
And makes with the reveller sport,
He puils down the nobleman’s pride,
And the lawyer sends clean out of court.
The wisest of men he makes wiser,
Nor ever lets any one shun him,
For » save-all be takes the old miser,
And elaps an extinguisher on him.
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Baut let us not pioe and ook grave,
*Tis a maxim that grieving’s a folly,
No wise man should e’er be care's slave,
Let good fellows live and be jotly ;
And let’s do 33 we'd be done to,
Tili *tis time fur life's fully to eod,
‘When, who knows, my brave boys, I and you
May hail bMaster Death as a friend,

LOVE AND BACON.

Tae spruce Mister Clark was a young Essex spark,
A farmer uxorious and rich;

He loved, dearly as his life, fried bacon and bis wife,
And says he, ¥ My duck, we’ll claim the #itch.*

Mistress Clark {"twas in bed} loved bacon, she said,
But she vaow'd she’d no more see it spoil’dy
Crying, * Clark, you're quite mistaken if you think
to fry that bacen,
I insist 1hat every bit shall be boil’d.”

Mz, Clark, though “twas night, jump’d in bed belt
upright,
Quite enraged at his rib by his side
And says he, ©* Now, madam, mark ! though I love
you, Mistress Clark,
I'm d—-n’d if it shan’t all be fried.”

The dispute ran so high, *twixt a boil and a fry,
That Clark, though he argued it roupdly,
“Put an end to all tormeiling, a3 te frying and to
boiling,
By tasting Mistress C. very soundly.
The turtles, no doubt, very 3oon found ont
That their claim to the flitch must be shaken 3
They had cl‘t;:ldren blithe as larks, but all the Jittle
Clar!

Were mark’d with & rasher of bacon,
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SALE OF SWEETHEARTS.
A Medley.
WITH RNCORN PARYTS, NGW FIRAT PUELIZHUD.

Hax. to you, lovely women, the pride of our nation,
1 lately have started & new apeculation ;
I pray you attend, for I am your friend,
So list, every one,
I’ve thought of 2 scheme which must give satisfae-

tion

To all single folks, for I*ve set up an auction

For husbands and wives, who are all free from
blemishes,

To serve bashful maids, and each backelor that
sgueatnish is.

Hush’d be all ¢clamor, attend {o the hammer,
I’'m going, geing, gone.

Spoken.} Ladics, to you I beg leave to address
myself. Marciage in every nation and in every
station is the one thing desirable. High or low,
rich or poor, short or 1al], old or young, thick or
thin, somebody or nobody, any body and every
body, want to be married. Ta facilitate this desirable
object, znd prevent matrimonial advertisements in
the papers, I have here a catalogue of unmarried
!)ersons, whom I mean to put up at auction, and et

em go off ta the highest bidder. The first lot is an
old bachelor, nearly sixty, with a good estate and
a bad temper; a littie rheumatism,and a grent wish
for a wife, If you please, I°1] lot him exhibil himself.
Air, Pisy the sorrows of a poor old man,
Oh, pity my sorrows, a poor old man,
I can no longer tarry 3
Bay, who'll wed, I’l] put up the banns,
And we willgo am; marry,
¥'m old and worse, I want & nurse,
I want sweet woman near e,
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Oh, pity the sorrows of & poor old man,
And let the parson cheer me.
Do, de, do, do, do, do, do, do,
Let sweet wedlock cheer me.
No more bid ? no more bid /—going, going, gone,

( Spoken.) Bought in.

If my scheme don’t succeed *twill be really sur-

prising,
For surely *tis better than such advertising,

As daily we see, from some A& or B,

And mnuch gmcker done,
No pecasion have? for describing the beauties
Of those ['ve to sell, their attention to duties,
Their virtues, their morais, their sweet dispositions,
My lots will, you see, be their own expositions.

Hush'd be all clamor, attend to the aramer,
I'm goiog, going on.

{ Spoken.) The next Jot, ladies, ia worth partien-
lar attention. A lovely, insinuating, full fledged
dandy; his incorae, Eregret to say, is all swallow 3 op
in essences, rattans, kid gloves, and cigars. Heowes
a few thousands to his tailor, and has ruin'd nrany
washerwomen, He i3 caledlated Lo make any
~woman happy who wants a dashing husband, and
can afford to keep a carriage, amd find himn plenty of
pocket money. We will iet hirn speak for bimself.

Air, Youlez wous dnnsez.
Ladies, dear, pray how dy’e do,
Pennettez moi regardez vous,
. The eestatic joy of pleasing you,
Is all I now pretend to;
My hair and ealves are all my own,
I've a pood ides of eau de Cologne,
And when my whiskers are well grown,
A finishing grace "twill lend to.
S0 now, dear ladies, pray bid free,
Becure 50 great o prize as mes
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‘Which ia the happy, lucky she,
That clzima me for her hueband,
VYoulez vous offer, dear ma’amwelles.
Fal Inl, &e.
No more bid 7 no more bid ~—guing, going, gene.
{Spoken.) Yours, ma’am.

Catalogues may be had here, vontaining enough in,
To give a description without any pufing,
?lgmces and forms, of victues and charms,
In the order they rom.

You'll find here on sale 1ots of all sorts and sizes,
And many, no doubt, will be very great prizes;
I warrant ’em good, and 1 safely zssure ye,
That al) I here sell, will e’er love and adore ye.

Hushd Le each clamor, attesd to the hammer,

I’'m going, going, gone,

Spoken.) The next lot is a choice mpecimen of
thgt natian)farnuus for ine legs, warm hearts, broed
shoulders, impudence, and blammey. He hasn't
nixpence, but can wheedle with the devil. Let hion
speak for himse!f,

Air, Barney Brallaghan.
Och, if you want a msn,
The darling pride of Jove's band,
Please ye I'm sure | can,
S0 take me for your husband, .
P'm right, I’'m tight, 1 can fight,
The devil a one i3 there stronges,
But I must be sold to night,
For I'm d-——q if I wait sny longer.
Ladies d:ar,
With delay dont tense me ;
Never fear,
But %u]n the boy to plesse yw,
. nly &
Whe'li be Mul:m Bralisghan,
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Dont say nay,
Or I'l} ne'er speak to girl again,
No more bid ? no more bid »—going, going, gone.
Hpaken.) Yours, ma’am.

ENCORE PART.
After first Verse,

Gentlemen, I*ve a few feminine lots to offer to
your notice. Furn about is fairplay. The ladies, k
sm satisfied, will fetch 2 much higher price than the

ntiemen, and as I know there are many bachelors

ere, I hope to have some liberal biddings. I am
commissioned to offer, without reserve, a buxom,
Tively, lovely widow, nol thirty, with a comfortable
independence, Now, gentlemen, as this desirable lot
will fetch a pood price, respectable references as
to charzeter will be required. The lady will speak
for herseif,

Aér, My Own Blue Belle.

A lively belle, a handsome belle,

What a shame on your sex = young widow to sell,
Nooe come te weo, so what can I de,

But a good bargain make a long courtship in liew,
I oft did rove, through street and grove,

‘Though men quiz or stare, they ne’er offer theirJove;
But I hate such fun, | now have done,

For there's nothing liké marrying under the sun.
A handsome belle, a lively helle,

My fortune is more than I here choose to tell;

My figure view, then tell me true,

What you have to offer to make me love you.

No more bid  no more bid /—going, going, gont.
{ Spoker.) Yours, sir.
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After second Verse.

The next lotisa lginster of nome standing; very
tall, thin, upright and boey. Dissppointment, *like
& worin i the bud,” [eeds on her damask cheok. She
owns to forty-nine, is partis to poetry, parrots, pugs,
and peppermint. Takes souff, and has a bad tem-
per; would make an excellent wife to any quiet,
old widower, afraid of his family. We'll let her
npeak for herself,

Air, A roan tree full in bearing-
The world’s quite chang'd since my time,
Girls are forward, pert and bold,
For marriage think it high time,
When but fifteen years old 3
As for men, I eant abide ‘em,
Ugly, squeamish, pert, and gay,
I can’t say ¥ ever tried ’em,
Though for a spouse I often pray.
No more bid ? no more bid -~going, going, gone.
(Spoken) Bought in,
After third Verse.

My last lot, gentlemen, is & very young ludy,
fresh from boarding schoot, full of fun and frolic,
with an earnest desire fo be wadded. Flease let
bher muke her own statement.

Air, Love was once a little boy.

My mother says to wed I’m young,

Heighe ! heigho ! :
I think ehe’d better hold her tongue,
Heigho ! heigho !

Kind gentlefolks then do oot fear,

Nor keep a damse) singing here,

For I sball please myself, that's clear,

Heigho ! beigho !
No more bid # no more bid ~~going, going, gone.

{ Spoken.) Three biddings— uu.rgn, Sir.
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]

PROFESSIONAL DINNER PARTIES.

Writien by C. Dibdin, jun—Sung by Mr. Burion,
WITH ERCORE TERSES.

Foun-Amp-TwENTY barbers sat them down to dine,
Kuivea sharp, plates hot, French bresd, and nap-
kinsg clean ;
Like heads in a perfumer’s shop, they look’d so
smart and fine,
Their appetites first whetted were like razom
keen.

Spoken.) Mr. Friz, shall T help you to 4 head
of hare ? Are the beards taken off those oysiers ?
Who's for a pig tail? Do you take trifle? Trifle,
I thought it was scap-suds '—Lather away baya.
Here, waiter! Shave you directly, gentlemen.,
Hob, and nob ! what’s the toast 7 here’s succesa to

trade, -
Barber’s blocks are not the only wooden heuds
that's made.

Four-and-twenty talors sat *em down to dine,
Bold men in buckram, with appetites finc-drawn
All the preparations were erdered auperfine,
Amaong the reat, beef-skirts and famous coltar’d
brawn.

Sb’pokm.) Mr, 8nip, d0 you take turkey? No,
Y always prefer goose. Brother Clip, shall I help
you to some caulifower # No, cabbage for me,
This beef is the real ingruiny shall I send you s
slice? Let it be ell-wide, then, Give me w slice
of that pudding—double milled drab, [ declare, cuts
like loug cloth? Yes,but you’ll soon make it ahort
commons, Here, waiter! Sbarp a8 a needle, gon=
tlemen.
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Hob, and nob ! what’s the toast ? here's succesa to
trade,

Tailor’s :d 0%t the only folks whom cabbagmg has
made !

Four-and-twenty shoemakets 92t *em down 8 dine,
Strep too, peg away ; brush’d upand polish’d all;
The cookery was right cordovan, and black strap
wzs the wine,
Ané not a sole among ’em left a heeltap e'er so
smmall,

{Spoken.) This lamb’s as hard ag & lap-stone.
You've made an end of it though. T declare thia
tripe’s like leather, You've got through jt at last,
though. Shall I heip you to a mealy potato? No,
Eprefer wax. Neighbovr Brad, whatare you doing ! ’
Hammering away. Shall I help you to a sole ?
Yes, and a glass of brandy after it, by way of upper-
leather. liere, waiter! Brisk as a bristle, gen~
tlemen.

Hob, and ;ob ! what’s the toast? here's success to
trade,

Fortunes :re by cobbling tricks it s} professions
made !

Four-and-twenly tallow-chandlers sat 'em down to
dine,

Longs, shorts, middlings, of every sort and size;
All eottoning together, no wax-lights half so fine,

Good hwmour Jighted up, appear’d in all their

sparkling eyes,

{ Spoken.) Give me sotne short-sixes, I suppose
you mean asparagus, 'l take a dip in the soup-
vat. Fhis mutton’s of the right mould. Mr. Wick,
you look as fine 29 2 flambesu.  Bless us, how your
wit gutters. Snuff him out, Here, waiter !
dles in & moment, geatlemen,
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Hob, and nod ! what’s the toast 7 here’s success to
rade, -
And may ifluminations for vict'ry oft be made !

ENCORE VERSES.

Four-and-twenty music masters sat ’em down to
dine,

All beam’r, each at dinner could first fiddle play ;
Their mouths all moved in merry time to what they

may ineline,

While they run up # pretty score, and pipet had

to pay.

{Spoken.) Gentlemen,are you all in tune? P'm
sharp set. Who's for a solo on a sirlvin ? T like
a duet, beef and pudding. Who'll take a part in a
glee /—I mean a glass. O, 11l rosin with all my
heart. Mr. Blowpipe, de you take strawberries ?
0 no, hauvtboysa for me. What say you, gents, to the
musical glasses 7 Why we seem a little too dat.
I'll give you a toast: “ May all enemies to concord
finish in & common cord.” Here, waiter! Com-
ing in a brace of shakes, gentlemen.

Hob, and nob ! what’s the toast 7 here’s success to

trade,
And may ull fortune’s future scores in harroony
be made!

Four-and-twenty dancing masters sut 'em down to

ine,
All cnt and fgur'd in, not one inclined to eross ;
Each put his best foot foremost, their positiona
were all fine,
From fpig and cow they’d toe and heel, and loads
of caper sauce,
{Spoken.) Dear me, one might dance a hompipe
pn this crust. You're so impsatient. I always eat
in jig time. Cast off one couple of fowls there.,
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How shall T cut this up? Down the middle and
back again, Who takes wine ! AlL, right and left.
Here, waiter !  Bet to in a moment, gevtlemen,

Hab, and nob ! what’s the toast # here’s success to
By

How many fortunes, by all ranks, by shuffiing are
made !

Four-and-twenty doctors sat ‘e down to dine,
Pulses all in unison, from hunger, tongues so, so 3
Every thing in scason, from the chicken to the
chive,
The whole materia medica of Messrs. Glass
and Co.
Spoken,) The seasoning of this duck bites like
a blister, and the penas are as big as bolusges. How's
that tengue ! Pretty fair. [ don™ like the Jooks
of it. Let me preseribe rhubarb pie, then. Dr.
Pop’em, u glagg of wine 7 No objection to a black
dose, doctor, Here, waiter! Repeat the dose im~
mediately, gentiemen,

Hob, and nob ! what's the toast ? here's suseens to
trade,
Fortunes are by quackery in al] professions made?

Four-and-twenty lawyers sat ’em down to dine,
Like red taila and latitats, all awful in their
looks;
All busy a4 in term time, the cause list foll and

ne,

The bill of fare as lang as theirs, their counsel-

lors the cocks.

{Spoken.) Gentlemon, you hav'nt dope that
haunch justice. Then T move for a new trial. I
mave for & habeas, to bring that John Dory to this
end of the table. Brother, will you take a ruls ?=—
Blees me, I mezn & rump-steak, Brother Biief,
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help me to & client. 'What do you mean? A flat
fish, to be sure, Can any gentleman show cause
why we shouldn’t teke a glass of wine rownd?
Here, waiter! move the cloth, Clear the court in
& moment, gentlemen.

Hob, and nob ! what’s the toast ? here’s succeas to

trade,
Fortunes are by wiggery in all professions made !

SECOND ENCORE.

Four-and-twenty painters sat ’em down to dine,
In colours gay a9 rainbows all set to in a tricey
“The canvas for the dinner stretch™l, each had on't
& design,
For each was a good workman, and had a palate
nice.
‘ESpokm,) Brother Daub, give me some turbot for
# first ¢coat, and lobster sauce over it for a second.
I protest those are perfect pictures. Yes, here are
soles dooe in oil, and galmon in water. That duck
Fou've got is in famous keeping. Yes, he to
keep it uil to himself. That pudding® too much
in perspective, Who'n for a glasa of red-lake ?
Waiter, draw seme wise. Brush in & momeat,
gentlemen,
Hob, and nob ! what’s the toast ? here’s success to

trade,
May all our battle, pieces after Washingion be made.

Four-and-twenty actors sat "em down to dine,
Such cutting and such hacking, ne’er in tragedy
you knew ;
They came with comic phizzes, some dress’d farci-
cully Ane,
The singers all had op’ra hats, and ali in merry
cue. :
{ Spoken.) Waiter remove the covers, Yes,lot’s
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have o peep behind the curtain. Will you have
some of this Gsh? O yes, “I sigh for my beautiful
maid.** Mr, Rant, shail I give you some goose ?
No, I have enough of that en the boards, [Has
John Dory made his exit? Yes, and enter Joho
Gronse, How they are fighting for the peags! Only
reheaming the Battle of Hastings. Do you tke
0. P,or P. 8.7 What’s that ? 01d Port or Prime
Sherry. Mr. Prompter, will you wet your whistle
with a glass of wine! Here’s a bumper to your
benefit. Ring for the call-boy. Here, waiter!
dessert and bill. Fine fruit and bil} of the play
directly, gentlemen.

Hob, and noh ! what's the toast ? here’s success to
trade
May all par’ls in pature’s drama with applsuse be

playd!

Four-and-twenty poets sat ’em down to dine,
Rare men, spare men, ali hungry as could be;
All drest iz their best clothes, though not very fine.
‘They szt *em down in couplets, the dinner glad
to gee,

{ Spoken.) Brother Fiction, this is better than
feeding on facey. I faney itis. Do you never
mean to take that porter pot from your mouth?
O, the poet says, * Drink deep, or taste not.”*
Who'll have an L. E.G. of a fowl? Mr. Pun, shall
1 give you a merry thought ?  Brother Tagrhyme,
which of the ancient poets do you like best /¥ Chau-
cer at dinner time. Ah! Joe Milles, Here, waiter !
all the portet’s out of print. A secend edition im-
mediately, gentlemen.

Hob, and nob ! what's the toast ¢ here's success to
t *

May fortunes be, if not hy rhyme, 3t lesat by resson
made !
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Four-and-twenty siock-brokers sat ’em down to

dine,
Btocks bigh, stomachs Jow, put them in humour

fine,

Their appetites wonld have no cheek, so they run
up a seore,

And each member was ten per cent. more happy
than before.

{ Spoken, E Brother Indorsetment, do you take fowl ?
No, no fow! work for me, a0 1 pmfer duck. Here's
ope with the leg broke off. O ro, mo, that™s a Tama

Mr. Dw:ount, T thank you for the loan of
that apple pie. It appears to bear » prewium, an
you're all dipping your fingers in it, and if T don't
make haste it will be reduced,  You'll find a devils
sh good stock in it indeed, ’tis five per cent. better
than that pound cake. You’re right brother, I’}
nmote that—that’s 3 compound, Here, waiter! our
stock’s reduced two and a hall per cent. It will
be higher immediately, gentleroen.

Hob, and nob ! what’s the toast ? here's success to

trade,
How man_v fortunes in all ranks by stock jobbing
258 m

i v

THERE WAS & LITTLE WOMARN.
Sung by Mr. Fowcet?.
NOW FIRST PUPLIEIIED.

Tuxet was a litile wotman, as I’ve heard tell,
Fal de ral lal Ial 1z} de dee,

She went to the market her egga for to sell,
Fai de al, &&.

Ahs went to market, 3}l oo & market day,
Fal 1al de 1al 1a} 1al la) de dee,

And she fe}! asleep all on the highway.
Fal de ), &e.
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Thera came by x pedlar, whose name it was Eloat,
Fal de ral, &e.

And he cut her peiticcats all round about,
Fal de ul, &e.

He cut her petheoat.u up to her knees,
Fal lal de, &c.

Till this poor liitle woman’s knees began for to

Teeze,
¥Fal de ral, &c.

Whean this littte woman began for to aweke,
b Fal de ral, &.cd 1o

e began to shiver, and she began to shake,
o ] de ral, ko, ’

e began to shake, and ehe began to ery.

S Fal al de, &e. ’
Lord have mercy on I, this be none of L.
Fal de 1al,

I 1be I, 08 T suppose I ba
"Fa) de 13l ke,

I've got a little dog at hotne, and be knows me,
Fal de ral, &Re.

!f I ba I, he’ll wag his little tail,
"Fal 1l

e, &c.
But if it be not I, he wiil bark and rail
Fal ¢ ral, &e
Homs went this little wowman, all in the dark,
Fal de ral, &e.
Up starts the little dogandhegmtobuk,
Fal de ml, &c.
Hebegantohucfmdshebegmtocry,

Lord have mercy on I, this ia none of L
Fal de il &c.

a—————
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GUING OUT A SHOOTING
Sung by Mr. Burton.— Air, Hokey Pokea.

EomE friends of mine for mirth and gloa,
Fix’d on a day to have a spree,
When *twas agreed upor that we
Should all go cut a shooting.
There wag Will Smith, snd Stephen Shore,
With Harry Grant and Bobby Blower,
Besides old Muggins and Dickey Moore,
1 think in all fell half a BCoTE §
Towards the autumn’a dreary close,
When frost begins to nip the toes,
Theoe friends of mine they did propose,
We should go out a shooting.
With powder, wadding, deg and gun,
Up, sportsmen, up, the day’s begun,
I never shall forget the fun,
We had going out a shooting.

*T'was at old Muggins® bouse we met,
All ripe for fun a jovial set ;
We bad cigars, and just a wet,

Before we went a shootin H
O1d Muggins he a musket had,
Which was his father’s when & lad,
While Bob Blower made a pretty fugs,
About his uncle's blunderbuss,
Determined a1l things should be right,
We primed and loaded overnight,
Bince full four houra before ’twag light,

We were to start 5 shooting.

With powder, &ec,

An off down Chesnut street we set,
Towards Christchureh we meant to get,
4 Jot of watchman there we met,

As we went out 2 shooting ;

195
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One of them quick did collar me,
The rest as they the guns did see,
Sung out, * lads, here’s a burglary ;
What’s in ihose bundles, come, lot’s see.”
‘With thrat a dreadful fight arose,
And Muggins got a broken nose,
When off we to the walchhouse goes,
Instead of out & shooting.
. With powder, &e.
At length, by paying something each,
An we for freedom did beseech,
We did contrive to mend the breach,
And started off 2 shootmg,.
Every thing then went on well,
No pleasure sure could ours excel,
Until we came to Kensinglon ;
When there 2 precious fog came on,
Bo thick and in such ciouds arose,
Like cobwebs it hung on our clothes,
None saw an inch before his nose,
As we went out 2 shooting,
With powder, &e¢.
Disasters still did follow nigh,
For as we cross'd a field close by,
Bob poked his gun in Bill Smith’s eye,
As we went out a shooting.
At ]e;gth go dreadful came the fog,
Poor Mugging fell into a bog,
His gun went off and shot his dog,
As dead as sny wooden log
And when he again on dry ground stood,
We laugh’d, though forced ta chew the cud,
To see his mouth stuff™d full o’ wmud,
Through going out a shooting.
With powder, &e.
We halted just about daybreal,
As all cur legs begac to ache,
Apd thought we'd each some brenkfast take,
Ers we commenced our shooting
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Upon » stile then saugly moor’d,
We had of meat a perfect hoard,
The gin and water we had stored,
Into our tamblers then we paur’d.
But it seemns misfortune never halts,
For Muggins® wife, who had her faalts,
Iostead of gin had put up salts

For him to take a shosting.

With powder, &e,

We every atep through tain did come,
Al Jast we gaw poor Mugging home,
Who vows he ne’er again will ream,

At least to go a shooting.
For my part I can only say,
I never spent so sad a day,
And as to birds, biack, white, or gray,
We did not see one all the way.
Muggins sits al home and crams,
Sells his butter, ezgs, and hama,
But as for sporting fuirly d—s

The dsy we weat out shopting.

With powder, ke,

PHYSIC, LAW, AND SPIRITS.
Bung by Mr. Mothews —Avr, There's pae lock.
In Yorkshire once there lived a man,
As I have heard fulks say,
And as he dues not live there still,
He must have gone away.
He was four feet upon a pinch,
Though scarcely guite 0 tall,
And ae fte never grew an inch,
They cali’d him very small,
" Bing rumti doodle doodtle do
Biug rumti doodlem da;
Bing rumti deodle doodle do,
Bing rumti deodlem da.
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Thiz littte man of mighty fame,
A doetor way, "tis true,
But as [ never knew bis name,
I cannot tell it you,
The patients came, both far and nesr,
To try the doctor's skill,
And those he didu’t know how to cure,
He well knew how to.kill.
Sing rumti, &e.

The doctor once fell deep in love,
With a lady tall and slim,
And she, nweet turtle, cootng dove,
Fell deep in love with him. -
And soon to church he took his bride,
To make her bone of bone,
Bhe look*d a maypole by the side
Of bim, a little milestone.
Sing rumii, &e.

But soon the doctor, *twas his lat,
To find he had o prize,
For she both tongue and nails had got,
To teaze both ears and eyes.
She caught & cold, and strange to tell,
She bit her nails with pain,
But the doctor physick'd her so well,
£he ne'er got well again.
Sing rumii, &¢,
When done he feasted )l his kin,
In honour of her death,
But drank so much of Holland gin,
It fairly stopt his breath.
Bo then they popp’d the doctor too,
In coifin with his wife,
And what i3 strange, though very tree,
They ne’er came again to life.
Sing ramti, &e.
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THE SEVEN AGES OF MAN.
4 Medley.— Written and sung by My, Burion.
HOW FIRST PFUBLIAHMED.
Air, Home that Jack bulle,

THE maichless bard, the drama’s pride,
Great Billy Shalispeare tis I mean,

Does life into seven parts divide,
Each fixing nature’s scene,

The men und women, naught bat players,
Prove sll the world’s a atage ;

Permit me to laugh a while at its cares,
‘Tracing man through every age.

Air, Bacchansiing tune from Frelschutz.

First the infant, mewling loud,
Makes both dad and mammy proud,
As in nurse’s arms it crows.
Round it friends and gossips creep,
At the matomy’s pet to peep.
Ta iddle, liddle, liddle, 1i do, 1a.
Tei lol

Air, Sabotler; or, Wooden Shoe Dance,

Tae schoolboy, unwillingly plodding siong,
‘With nice shining face, and with pinafore whi
45 EEOW, :
Whkistling the air of same old country song,
Creeping Like snail as to school be must 2o
Yea, yen, his ped e fearing,
Foader of marbles than reading his bock,
Guesn, less, bis teens wher he’s gearing,
Upon the young maidens he ventuves to look,
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Air, Cest P'amour.
Then older grown, Jove makes hire moan,
Like any furnace sighing;
- Hard throbs his breast, devoid of rest,
With love he’s nearly dying;
Dloes verses write to his soul’s delight,
In doleful, whining strain,
Tiil, having wed, the life that’s ded
He wishes back again.

Air, All the Blue Bonneats,
March, march, sergeant and corporal,
He has turn’d soldier and marehes to order,
March, march, captain must order all,
For all the brave soldiers are over the border.
Many a hoary head sleeps vpon glory’s bed,
To taste reputation, that hubble of vapour,
For honour 2 stickler, in quarre! none guicker,
He cuts oo the fGeld-day some wonderful caper,
March, &e.

Air, Roast Boef,
He then forms3 a justice with beily so rwund,
With wig so immense, 3nd with wisdom profonnd 3
His inside lined with capon, and meny 4 pound
Off the roast beef of ol¢ England,
Off the old English reast beel

Air, Pity the sorrowa of a poor old man.
The lean, slipper’d waddler, hobbling, toddling,
With spectacles placed on his nose,
Just keeps life up, physicking, caudling,
His legzs wrapt up well in flannei hose,

Air, Home, Swesel Home.
But death comes at iast, this eveniful ecene to end,
To his grave, our lzat home, the wanderer doth nend.
Home, home, we all must go home,
Righ or low, rick or poor, we all must go home.
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Aer, Charry Ripe.
Cheerily, merrily, have I essay’d
To sing the changes ip Jife that ave made;
Cheerily, merrily, may I gain applause,
Your hands will approve, and I gain my cause.

SEVEN AGES OF WOMAN. .
A Medley—Arranged a3 on Encore to tha precoding.
Air, Margery Topping.
You've hesrd the seven ages of great mister man
Apd now mistress woman®s I'11 ehant, if T cang
And surely the tadies wili sanction the plan
OFf permitting mankind their dear ages to scan,
Without making mention of years.
i Air, The Young May dioon.
A baby, first appeariang, O,
Her vuice, bow strong and cheering, 0,
Bhe makes move noise than fifty boys,
And deaf nurse gains her hearing, 0.
Hush, hush=-z=by, my pretty, O,
Lawk, how you seratch nurse Kitty, O,
Il you claw me, you brat,
You shall take tit for tat,
And I won’t give you any titty, 0.
Air, Barilemy Fair,
Next miss lays her doll zaide,
And to boarding-school ia hied,
Musie learns to thrum and squeak,
Waltz, and foreign lobgues to speak }
Tiwenty tongues at her tongue’s end,
Dares her goverpess affend,
And rattles away in the school, 0.
Stamps and tears, shows her airs,
Inke her backs, shows black locks,
Hey down, ho down, derry, derry down,
And minds oo rulg but to rule, O
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Air, Cuptain Mulligan.

Boon sly Cupid gives her @ leer,

Presenta his bow, and tickling srrow, oo
Plump ! a lover she feels so queer,

Shot through the heart, and into her marrow, too,
Rum and fdgetty night and day,

Bosom Huttering, soft words uttering,
Looking drearily, wishing cheerily,

Al for her favourite Caphuin Somebody.
He’s go killing, she’s po willing,

She elopes with Captain SBomebody ;
Glud she’s pinning, winning, grinning,

Hoaxing, cosxing Captain Somebody-

Air, Merrily, O,

Then a happy bride just married,
Merrily, O, merrily, O,

Glud she hasn’t longer tarried,
Merrily, O3

She fancies never-ending rapture

Is to attend her through life’s chapter,

And every fun be onward carried,
Merrily, O.

Air, Malbrook.

Then the tormented mether,

In everlasting pother,

About gome ill or other

Befalling her youn brats.

A weary life she leads,

Ag ill to i1 succeeds— .
Two sickly children squalling,
Ome out of window falling,
And half-a-dozen bawling

Of gripes and scrotching cats,

Adr, O, dear, whai can the maiter bel
0, desr, what ia the matter, now !
Dear, dear, what is the matter, now ?
O, doar, what is the matter, now
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In widow’s weeds she Jooks sad.
All day a strong onion promotes the tears’ pouring,
With dry eyes u)) night she is pleasantly snoring;
Her drunken spouse dead, with more lush than love
boring,
Would make any sober dame glad.

Air, O reat thes, babe,
Last enters poor granny, but not to Jast long,
For ber faculties quit her, and leave her no tongue.

Air, Here's a hoalth.
Thus then ends my old woman’s story
Of sweet woman, man’s best glory,
For "is-ahe that blesses life:
‘Woman every grief assuages,
Boothes our care in all her ages,
‘Whether widow, maid, or wife,

THE FROG POND.
Air, Bow, wow, WOw.

Taw world is but a frog pond, I think without 2
joke, air,

‘Wher frogs of every mpecies come to awim sbout
and croak, air;

They kick und splash through pond and mareh to
get their share of anacke, sir,

Yutil death comes 2 frog fshing, and turns them on
their backs, sir.

Croak, eroak, eroak,
‘This world is but 2 irog pend, croak, croak, croalk.

The stateaman is a tree frog upon the tree of state,

oIr.
His coat turns like the perty limb where interest
awalts, sir; ’
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And if the shower of success before him spreads her
eloud, sir,
He swells himaeif on party’s tree and guyly eroaks
aloud, sir,
Croak, croak, crozk.
This world is but & frog pond croals, eroak, eroak.

The }awyer is a marsh {rog, he croaks but for his
ob, #ir,
Upon some mossy bank he sits a_waiting far & job,

Bir;
But if you chance to want his zid and come without
the pelf, sir,
He'll quickly leap into the atream and let you eroak
yourself, sir.
Croak, croak, eroak,
This world is but a frog pand croak, croak, eroak,

The priest he is a yellow frog, who creaks from
murn i pight, sir,

He gives a devils’ d=— to all who do not aay he™s
r:ght §ir;

The justice he's » bull-freg, whose justice is in
poonds, air,

He seats himself on some high log, and cries out
bicod-an-ounds, sir.

Croak, croak, eroak,
This world is but a frog pond, croak, croakt, croak,

The black leg is a leap frop, he leaps from crime to
crime, sir 3

The poet he’s a scaly frog, that croake about in
thyme, siry

The lover be's a green frog, and s a very sad soul 3

The dandy never dropa his teil, but always is »
tadpole.

Croak, eroak, crouk.
This world is but a frog pond, croak, croak, groak.
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MY SON TOM.
Written by T H. Bayly.—Sung by Mr. Burion,
Muatc »)d by Fict, Meiznen, & Co., 217 Chestnut -

M sons a youth of talents rare,
You resily ought to know him 5
But ke blushes 3o when peocple stare,

‘That he seldom lets me show him:
To school ke never yet way sent,

Nor yet to Oxford College,
Bo g1l are in agtonishment

Where Tom pick’d up his knowledge.
My Tom’a a youth of talents rare,

You really ought to know him;
But he blushes so when people stare,

That he seidom lets me show him,
My Tom, Tom, Tom !

You really ought to know him ;
But be blushes 5o when people stare,

That he seldom lets me show him,

But Tom's a minor, recolleet,

(But nineteen next November,}
And so, of course, ane can’t expect

Big books he should remember:
With clever boys, if people force

heir minds, "3 ruination j

8o 1 let nature take ber course,

A hg for education,

My Tom’s a youth of, &e.

By instinct Tom picka up at once
The things that others study ;

My husband atoerms, and cils him dunce,
He should not do so, should he ?
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Bome talk about the books they’ve read,
Avd each is thought a wise one;
Tom makes, all out of his own head,
Remarks thet quite surprise one,
My Tom’s a youth of, &e.

Tom wears ne stoek, no long-tail'd coat,
Unfit for boys of hia age;
A jaeket, and an open throat,
Best suit his form and viszge:
Herealter, when the fzir and gay
My darling is pursuing,
I'm sure he wiit not fail to aay,
“ *was &1t my mother’s domf'”
My Tom’s a youth of, &e.

MY DAUGHTER FAN.
Writlen by T. H. Bayly.—Sung by Mr. Burton.
Music sold by Fiot, Meignen, & Co., 217 Chestnt ot

My daughter Fan, O Jook at her face,
You'll own she’s quite uncommon,
A girl in years, but in beauty and grace
y daughter Fan’s a woman.
And well, indeed, may her mother be proud,
When she malkes such a great sensation ;
*Tis nature all, she was never sllow’d
To be bother'd with education.
My daughter Fan, my daughter Fan,
You'll cwo she’s guite uneqmmon.

My daughter Fan has never been shown
Her steps by & dancing maater,

But she skips abomt in a way of ber own,
And nobody gullops fastey ;
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Bhe never was taught to aing a bit,
Aand that's what makes me prouder,
For when she sings, you'l} ali admit
That nobady cas sing louder.
My daughter Fan, &e.

My daughter Fan had her miniature done,
T lock’d upon that as a duty ;
Next year, no doubt, her face will be one
Of the gems of the * Book of Beauty ;*
When Chantry geea her, I think he'il faint,
8o very superb her bust is,
But, after all, neither chisel nor paint
Can do my daughter justice.
My daughter Fan, &c.

The oyes of my daughter seem to me
Divine, 28 I’'ve often told her,
‘While one lacks siraight, the other, you see,
Seema peeping over her shoulder;
And that, with her nose, (in the turn-up style,)
I give you my word 204 konour,
Has such & charm, that it wins o smile
From ali who look upon her.
My daughter Fan, &e.

My daughter Fan will come out in the spring,
She begs, and I can’t refuse hery
But, ) dear me, *tis 3 terrible thisg
To think that I scon rounst lose her ;
For when she’s cut she’ll marry, *is clesr,
And that my bosom touches;
My daughter Fan, this time next year,
Is sure to be a duchess,
My daughter Fan, &e.
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FRYING-FANANA
Aéry Poor Mary Ann,
NOW FIRST FUBLISHED.

O, »p adien to eggs and bacon,
Poor frying-pan !
Papcakes from thee I oft have taken,
Poor {rying-pan !
But pow, alas ! thy day i gene by,
Cutlets, sausages, liver, and pigs-fry,
Smuokipg from thee, shall glad my sad eye,
Poor frying-pan !

When new thou shining and so bright was,
Poor frying-pan !
The fire set at defiance guite was
Poor frying-pan !
But now age has thee o’ertaken,
Farewell, liver ! aad farewell, bacon !
The shine out of thee guite ix taken.
Poor frying-pan !

For now z hole is in thy bottom,
Poor frying-pan !
Caused by the pasty cocks, od rot ’em,
Poor frying-pan !
Por they left thee in damps to rust,
For thy hole-iness may they be curat,
But end my tale of wo I must,
Alas ! frying-pan!
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THE OLD COMMODORE.
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THE OLD COMMODORE.

Ope blood ! what a time for a seaman to siculk
Under gingerbread hatches ashore §
What a cursed bad job, that this batter’d old hulk,
Can't be rigg’d out for ses once more.
For the puppies as they pass,
Corking up u squinting glass, -
‘Thus run down the old commodore—
That’s the old commodore,
The rum old commodore,
The gouly old commodore, he !
Wby the bullets and the gout
Have a0 knockd his hull about,
That be’ll never more be fit for sen.

Hore sm I in distress, like » ship water-logg'd,
HNot a tow-rope at hand, nor an oar
I am left by my crew, and may I be flogg'd,
But the docior’s a lubberly hare.
While I'm swallowing his slops,
How nimble are his chops,
Thus queering the old commodore—
A case, commodore,
Can’t sa¥, commodore,
Mus’n’t flatter, eommodore, says he;
For the bullets and the gout,
Have a0 knockd your hull about,
That you'll never wore be fit for ses.

What ! 1o mere be afloat ! bleod and fury, they
lie

T’m a seaman, and only three seore ;
And'if, wa they te)l me, I'm likely to die,
Gad zooks ! let me not dis ashore.
And sa to death, *tis all a joke,
Bailors live in fire and smoke,
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8o at least says an old commodore—
The rums old commodore,
The tough old commodore,
The fighting old commodore, he !
Whom the devil or the gout,
Nor the docter’s drugs to boot,
Shall kill till they grapple him at sea.

A BEAU FOR EVERY DAY IN THE WEEK.

Loxpox i the place where a figure and o face
Secures a lip-top situation 3
An elegaat waist, with people of taste,
Is a letter of recommendation,
When I was there, such a belle was I,
Of my conquests there's many wouid spesk ;
‘While the gizls of the parish with envy would ery,
+ §he's a beau for each day in the week,”
On Monday, at the weekly ball,
With Mr. Smith I’d jig;
Tueadzy, young Mr. Jones would call,
And drive me out in his gigs
Wednesday found me at the piay,
In Mr. Cummins’s care;
Thursday, would call to pass the day,
Mr. Jenkine'a son and heirs
Friday, [’d go to see & sight
With the nephew of Mr. Brooks
Saturday woutd bring its delight
Ir: the person of Mr. Bnooks ;
While Sunday would see me in the park,
Taking a walk with Mr. Clarke.
Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thuraday, Friday,
Baturday, snd Bunday—
Of these golden daya 1 Jove to spéak,
- When I'd & beau for each day in the week.
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STEAM PILLS.
BMusic sold by Flot, Meignen, & Ca., 217 Cheatnut st,

Mynueer Vor SHLoP was a man renown'd

Ang for beauty was famed for miles avound,

But yet, al} the ladies at him look’d shy,

For at thisty, he only was three feet high !
Tiddi diddi dol 1o} tiddi diddi da,
Tiddi diddi dol lol ti di T3 la,

This shocking diszater, it plagued him sore,
For whenever he ventured.oulside his door,
The people would bawl, and after him rum,
Crying, * there goes & queer little fipure of fun *
Tiddi diddi dol, ke,
Half mad, mynheer knew not what to do,
Too old to grow taller he very well knew,
When, al} in the dumps a9 he 3at, one day,
The steam doctor*s chaviot roll’d that way.
Tiddi diddi dol, &e,
This dector, he banish’d ali sorrows and ills,
By making folks swallow his patent steam pilla !
And 10 very « infallible’ vere their powers,
That two would produce a zew leg in three hours !
Tiddi diddi dol, &e.
Says mynheer, who now was inspired with vigour,
« Such pills ag these must malke me grow bigger ;™
Bo he went to the doctor without more delay,
Who gave him a dozen, then sent him away.
Tiddi diddi do), &e.
‘Von Bhlop, delighted, went home to bed,
But ecxree on the pillow had laid his head,
‘When the piils took effect, and he grew o, ifegs !
That ke konock'd down the front of the house with

hia Jegs !
Tiddi diddi dol, &e.
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Then he got out of bed in great amaze,
But upright his body he could nat raise,
For the piils were so sirong, ir one hour or nigh,
The Dutchrzzan bad grown nearly seven feet high !
Tidd) diddi dol, ke,
From the door of his room he could make no retreat,
8o he stepp’d through the front of the house to the
street; -
But his terror increased when he had got in it,
His Jegs shot up full twao inchen 2 minute !
Tiddl diddi dol, &e.

The effect of the pills was so atrong besides,

That his lanky legs took such terrible strides,

He steer'd through the streets at s deuce of a racket,

More swift than the fastest going steam packet !
Tiddi diddi doj, &e.

The people, alarm’d, did quickly tty,

‘When they saw this huge Colossus speed by,

Whils Vor Shlop begg'd belp they’d be bestowing §

But his lega kept on, and his body kept growing {
Tiddi diddi dol, &c.

So fast 4id his stature and size increane,

That he strode over rivers and lofty trees;

And in less than a dey so much taller was he,

That the tops of the houses scarce reach’d his knee ?
Tiddi diddi dol, &e.

In vain he tried his growth to atay,

The pills were a0 strang they kept working away 3

And his bedy inereased g0 in dulk and might, -

That he knock’d down whele streets in the courss

of hia dight.
Tiddi diddi do?, &e.

For years he kept running =ad growing, "tis said,
Tl ut 1ast, poor Von Bhlop, he grew himself dead g
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And w0 grest was the shock when he fel) on the
Eroun:

That it shook a1l the counitry for twenty miles

round !
Tiddi diddi do?, &e.
When dead—as the truth I would sing in my song,
His nose it measured full three yarda long ;
Hia mouth was four yards wide, or nigh,
And 2 man who was peeping tumbled inta his eye !
Tiddi diddi dol, &e.

When the ¥ Crowner™ *Quest” next moreg went to

see
They w:ara very much puzzled where Von Shlop
coultl be, .
His body was gone !—their verdict was just
For the steam piily kad turn’d him to dust.
Tiddi diddi dol, %e.
Poor mypheer’s story I've told &t length,
I’ve not enlarged on his'growth or atrength g
%e siood high in the worldd, nobuﬁy danieu',
et ] was his wo, and great his sighs !
e 515..:4; diddliggul', ke,

THE OLD BACHELOR.
Bung by Mr. Burion,in Chargcler.
Muaic published by Fiot, Meigner, & Co., 217 Choetauat.

Waze I wus s school boy aged ten,
O} mighty little Greek I knew ;
With my shart strip’d trousers, row and then,
With stripes upon my jacket too!
When I saw other boys to the playground rum,
I threw my old gradus by,
And I left the task T had scarce begun,
« There'll be time encugh for that,” szid L
% There’ll be time enough for that,” said I
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Whon I was at college my pride waa dress,
And my groom and my bit of blood 5

But as for my study, I must confess,
That I was content with my stud:

T was deep in 7oy tradesmen’ book, I'm afraid;
Though not in my own, by the by ;

And when rascally tailors came to be paid,
« There’ll be time enough for that,” said L

There't} be, &e.

I was just nineteen when I first fell in love,
And I seribbled & deal of thyme,

Ang I tatk’d to myself in a shady grove,
And I thought I wan quite sublime :

I was torn {rom my love ! *twss & dveadful Blew,
And the lady she wiped her eye;

But I didnt die of grief, O, dezr me, no,
« There'll be time enough for that,” said I

There’ll be, &e.

The next was a lady of rank, a dame,
With blood in her veing, you see
‘With the leaves of the peerage she fann’d the flame
T'hat then was consuming me
But though of her great descent she spoke,
I found she was still very high ;
And I thought lovkicg up to a wife no joke,
# There” be time epough for that,” sald L
There’ll be, &e.

My next penchent was for one whose face
‘Was her fortune, she was so fair !

0! she spoke with an air of enchanting grace,
But 2 man cannot live upon air *

And when poverty enters the door, young love
Wiil out of the casement iy ;

The truth of the provert I'd no wish to prove,
“ There'll be time enough for that,” said 1.

: There’ll be, &e. -
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My pnext was a lady who loved romance,
And wrote very splendid things ;
And she said with a aneer when I :sk’d her to dance,
# Bir, I ride upen a horse with win
There was iuk on her thumb when I kiss'd hey
hand,
And she whuper‘d “ If you should die,
I will write you an epitaph gloomy and grand.”
* There'll be time enough for ¥hat,”” said I.
There’ll be, e,

I 3eft her and sperted my figure and face,
At opera, party, and ball;
1 met pretty girls at every place,
But 1 fuunga defect in all !
The first did not suit me, I cannot tell how,
The zecond I cannot say why s
And the third, bless me ! 1 will not mamry now,
# There’l] Le time enough for that,” said L.
There’ll be, ke,
I look™d in the gloas, and I thonght I could trace,
A sort of a wrinkle or twogy
8o I made up my mind that I’'d make up my faee,
And come out 0 good as new.
To my hair I imparted a little more jet,
And I scarce could suppress a sigh;
But I cannot be guite an old bachelor yet,
“ No, there’s time epough for that,” said I.
Nuo, there®s, &c.
I was now fifty one, yet I still did adopt
All the airs of a juvenile beaw,
But some how whenever a questmn 1 popp’d,
The girls with 2 laugh said, « Ne."
I am sixty to day, net 2 very young man,
And « bachelor doom’d to die 3
Bo, youths, bo advised, and marry while you can,
There's no time to be Joat, say L
There’s no time, &e.



218 BURTON'S COMIO BONGSTIR.

MAN AND WIFE.
A comic Medlay Duet—Sung by Mr. Dwrton ond Mrs.
Roodothom.

Afr, Why are you wandering?

Wife. Where have you wandering been, I pray,
Neglecting your house and your wife all day ?

Huwsh, I met with a friend, and a bottle we bad,
Old times o chat over, apd make our hearty

glad.

W, Nay, nay, is it trne what you say ?
How conld you dare abroad to roam,
Whilst your wife was ferlorn at home ¢
Ahroad to roam, abroad to roam,
Whilst your wife was forloro at home.

Air, Garry Cwen,
H. I wonder what notion you have in your head,
Toauch whims and fancies I've never been bred;
I hope there's an end of it,

. When we fint wod,
You szid a good husband you'd make, sir ;
Now you fidget, and fret, and fome at me, -

H. T onty want you gocd temper'd to be,
. It’s you that are wropg—
Poo, fiddle de doe.

H.

. And [ find in your heart you’re a rake, sir.

Both, Fa) de ral, tal de ral, de ral lal, de m} ial,
Tal 2o m=l, ]Jal de ral, li do.

Air, T've bean roaming,
W, You've been roving, you've been roving,
You're 3 52d ioconatapt wwain—
H. Ever proving, anger moving,
Treating me with cold disdain.
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Abr, Isabsl.
W.*Tis nlllnnr_r well, you men streying, aod play-
%ehyin » .
Still pnjﬁng onr rights,
H. Dear wife, when we wander, we ponder,
And fonder, no wonder,
§till prize home’s delights,
. Yes, in apite of your pleasures abroad,
You're glad back agnin s0on to come.
H. Do not wrong thus your master and lord,
. You will find there is no place like home,
Horme, home !

Air, Home, Swest Home.
H. Grest beauties we meet with abroad, when we

roer,
But there’s no woman like one’s own woman st
home,
W. A charm from the skiea seems to haliow her

ere,
Which, search through the world, you'll not
meet with elsewhere,

Home, home— .

H One’s own wife at home,

Botk. There’s no woman like one’s own dear wife
at home,

COMMON SENSE IS ALL NONSERSE.
Bung by Mr. Burion,
ROW FIRET FUBLISHED.

0! woere, sweet music's the language for me,
Inll tattle, to distance I fing it

Small talk and long termons are fiddle de dee,
If you'd speak to some tune you must sing its
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Thus the lawyer’s a sharp, and you'll naturally own,
That bis ¢lient’s a Aat after trial:
The ’s(g:ire plays the sackbut, the priesi plays the
TOne

And the dc’:ctor shakes well on the viol.
Common sense is all honsense snd fiddie de

dee,
Sweet music’s the language for me.

The lover to play a duet would aspire,
The widower pipes aji forlorn, sirs;
‘The shame-faced young bachelor hums with the
lyre
And t&he married man oft plays the horen, sirs 3
The sailor wind instruments loudly would blow,
The soldier, a drum let him thump it,
The traveller plays with a very long bow,
And the coxcomb, he acunds his own trurmpet.
Common sense, &,

Upon a full bagpipe the usurer doats,
The spendthrift with jingle would stun ye,
The siynora sings Jiscord without her bank notes,
And the banker deals large in har—mony.
In England, the musical glasses oft ring,
In France they sing small, folks to diddle,
In Ireland, Pat harps oo a Hundering string,
And in Scotland they scrape the Seoteh fiddle,
Common sense, &¢.

The scold's vocal music is rapid and light,
The prude a glow organ would blow, boys,

The coquette loves to vosin her bows day and night,
And the schoel-girl to Aourish with ho—boys ¢
But the ladies, God bless 'em ! are ne’er out of tune,
And g0 sweet is their mouth-piece, the faet ia,

I could be instrumental night, morning, and noon,

And pever grow tired olf the praciice.

Common scnse, &c.
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BAN DOMINGQ BILLY, O!
Thine, Jack’s tha Lad.

WHEN last cur gallant fleet did lay
Just off weorching San Domings Hay,
Our admiral, though a jolly dog,
Would often stint our mess of grog,

Which made us often feel devlish chilly, 0!
Our tars soon determin’d to make him tzck abont,
And each oue for a plan was sharp on the look-~out;
Raw junik and biscuit, what a lack !

To see ug piteh it to a shark,
And book 3 mesa to San Demingo Billy, 0!
Singing—Fol de rol, &e,

'Bout eight bells he'd swim round the flect,
With three decis of grinders ready to eat
Hia breakfast; whether beef ov biscait,
Down hig gullet how he’d whisk it!

Captain’s horse and gig there would look 3illy, 01
COne morning, while Billy was waiting for his share,
A bumboat woman black a3 the devil came there ;
Her little piccaninny dropp’d
From off her arm, and 001 he popp'd—

{ Spoken.) Now whete, in the name of old Daddy
Neptune, d’ye think he popped to, before asy of us
could say ’bout ship ¢

Why down the threat of San Domingo Billy, 0!

Singing-~Fol de ral, &e,

Tom Gunneli, who stood six feet two,
The best looking fellow of all the crew,
Snatch'd up % knife, and down dives he,
Axd soog he crimson’d al} the sea,

While blaekey for her boy shriek’d shrilly, 0!
But bold Tom had been scarcely half a minute there,
‘When up he cume ngain, heil’d with u deafening

) oL |
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Mother Blackey nimbly danced for joy,
To see her darling little boy.
Spoken.) Ah! and s0 did every man Jack of ue}
and ®s soon as that waj over, we threw out our
ppling irons, Jugged Billy on reck, opened all
is stowage holes, and fourd ocurselves in possession
of about five hundred backey boxes, "wixt two and
three bundred watches, a score of pilots® teleacopes,
three admirals’ cocked hats, two fire buckets, the
identical pistol which was knocked out of Wiil
Watch’s left hand in his last engagement, besides
many othet little odds and ends~in short, there
was plenty for every man oo board to take
A prize from master San Domingo Billy, 0!
Singing— Fol de rol, &e.

BACHELOR TOM.

OLp merry Tom Brag seom*d the conjugal joke,
For & whimsieal notion had he,

That » wife, like the ivy which twines round the

oak,

While adoring, yet injores the tree.

Tom vow’d he’d live single, hia credit to nave,
And begg’d, wheo this life summon’d from,

Bome good-natured friend would write over his

grave,
# Beneath lies depurted 01d Bachelor Tom.**

But merry Tom Brag, like most boasters, waa bit,
By u lass who was caught by bis purse;

For Tom he had wealth, and the girl she had wit,
£o he took her for better or for worse.

8o Tom was 2 Benedick made st th ,
And found when the church be came from,

Bome guizzical friend had wrote over hia door,
“This morning departed 0ld Bachelor Tom.*
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MY GRANDMOTHER’S ROUT.
Bwng by Mr. Burion.—Air, The Night befoars Lasry.

My grandmether gave a grand rout,
Ant invited the neighbours to see her,
Herself served the provisions out,
Mo soul in the world could be freery
But al! the visilers gobbled so fast,
Ate the second course before the first, sire,
The first dish was left to the last,
And the best of it atl, was the worst, sirs.
This is ar Irish song,
Can you tell me what it’s about?
T bhope you'll not think it toa long,
*T'wae sung at my grandmother’s rout,
‘Fhe parson he open’d his leaf,
"Sheeley and Norzb to wed,
Bays he, Mr. Mike you're & thief,
Take notice of whet I have said,
And aa Peter broke into that houne, !
He Zoows well it cen’t be denied ;
His life, my joy, an’t worth a souse,
For sheep-siealing he will be tried.
This is an Trish song, &e.
Then Dermot he took up his fist,
And kick$ his dud over the wall,
Which gave his old back such a twist,
That quite broke his neck by the falky
Bays he, “ To make my will I'm inelinad?
hough fortune I never could hoast of 1t,
And a5 I leave nothing behind,
Pruy don’t guarrel which has the most of it, .
This is an Irish song, &e.
O'8baugnessy swallow’d an egg,
Andus:;yu he, % Here's both boil’d meat and
roaat,
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So, Mr. O'Gorman, T beg
You'll give us some gort of a toast.™
Bays (’Gorman, * Och, if I could speak,
1, O yes, would say very soon to it,
But you know I've been dumb for 2 week ;
And besides, T don*t kmow a good tupe to it,”
This is an Irish song, &e.

Ned Grogan’a wife’s sistec’s Tom cat,
Was purring and washing his face;
A mouse, almost as big as a rat,
Ran across with pretty quick gm:e:
Tom made a long spring with a douse,
And look'd with his eyes all so grim,
But instead of hig swallowing the mouse,
By the powers ! the mouse swallow’d him !
. This is an Irish song, &c.

Young Dan cries, * I'm too dul) by half,
For my stomach by entin% is full,
8o endeavour 1o make ug all Jaugh,
making scme sort of a buil.”
Bays tother, * I can’t, by my soul,

For )ast night, though I do not know how,
Some thieves broke in my bed room, and etole
All the horsehair from the tail of my cow,

This ig an Irish song, &,

Then the pigs they broke into the garden,
And ate of poralees a peck
Poor Matt Mullina despair’d of a parden,
For he got the rope round his heck;
His mother close by him did stand,
A Jady well vers’d in astronomy,
Bays ehe, Show me the lines of your hand,
For I nnderstand phy-si n-omy.
This is an Irish song, &e.
Then the boat was upset by 2 squall,
And the coachman ard footmman was drown'd,
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And the rest for & jury did call,
As soon 39 they got on dry gmund
A verdict they guve in 2 breath,
In less then & minute, so skulful}y,
That the coachman was bumnt to death,
But the footman did not do it wilfully.
‘This is ap Irish song, &e.

They ran for the doctor with haste,
And he came back in his shirt;

Says he, Och, there’s no time to waste,
For his elbow is ull over dirt ;

Bo reach me the ahovel and tongy,
111 on his left eye pot a plaster 3

Bays the patient let’s have a few songs,
For *tis & most shocking disaster,

This is an Irish song, &e.

Mr, M«Gion he broke out in a flame,
For he wza g hot-headed spark,
Says he, if I can’t write my name,
You shall know that I can make my tmark:
‘Then he flew upen Darby O’Kelly,
And took the lad quite by surprise,
Gave him such 3 punch in his belly,
‘That caused him te have three black eyes,
This is an Irish song, &e.

Poor Paddy O'Reily went dead,

And his wife and his neighbours did ery;
Laid kim out in a straw feather bed,

And how!l’d out, Och. why did you die?
Qch, why did T die ! return’d he,

Come, Judy, now, none of your scoffing,
You know *twas 1o let myselfl see

‘What & beauty I'd look in my coffin,

This is an Irish seng, &ec.

Then cried Barney, With love I'm growi
Most doleful foi? Jwant of some casg;? e
15
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So I'l1 dress myself spruce, and be going
A courting to Mrs. ('Flash;
Buch & purse there’s no lady can boast,
And I, you must know, am the pride of her,
And as sbe’s us deal as 2 post,
I mean to get on the blind side of ber.
. This is an Erish song, &e.
Then the fiddler pull'd cut hia pipes,
And sung & most beautiful tune,
But first he his nose and chin wipes,
For he ate the boit™d beefl with a spoon ;
But Molly, for fear she’d have none, .
Took her’s all in & piece fit to chole her g
And Tom swore he would not be done,
80 he swajlow’d the plate and the poker.
This is an Irish song, &c,
‘The midwile she s?uall’d out with joy
Och, murder me ! gemini crack !
Bee here's a most beautifal boy,
‘With never ¢ shoe to his back,
Then take the pound weight in your hand,
And run for a yard of pump water;
And let all the folks understand
That your dad’s brought ta bed of 2 daughter,
This i an Irish song, &c.
Then Teddy, being strangled with drinking,
Call'd the boy to come down frotm above,
And, not knowing what he was thinking,
He writ a soft song about love 3
But not one of the rest could get bail,
Which canged a great big botheration,
Bo they 11l broke out of the jail,
And digcharged themselves by proclamatioa,
This is sn Irish song, '
Cap you tell me what it's about ?
1 hope you've not thought it too long,
*T'was sung at my grandmother's rout.
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POLLY GLOVEE.

]

A favourite Cormie Song, ning by My, Burlon.

Pu going to confess wmy love,
Though something of the oddeat;
I'm anxious here te clezrly prove,
My love is purely modest ;
The maiden's pame I’11 not concesl,
*Tia dear Miss Polly Glower,
And to the world I do reveal —
¥e gods! O how I love her!
. Tot loi, &,

Near Polly’s door, there stands a atump,
Which serves me for a seat;

And there my heart goes bump a bump,
Tiit I and Polly meet ;

Aud when she perches on oy knee,
Like ring-doves under cover,

‘We it and woo, and bill and coo
Ye goda ! O how I love her!

Tol Tol, &e.

Like sparrow on a chimoey top,
We it in spite of smother,
And niddle noodle as we squat,
And chirp tv ¢ne another;
When mother church her work has done,
And Cupid’s wounds recover,
And two fond hearts unite in ene,
Ye gods ! 'O how I')] love her !
Tol 1ol, &e.

Bhould apy here the baune forbid,
‘Which thrice were read on Sunday §
A bury’ng I should have instead
Of wedding, on the Monday 3
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For Polly, she of grief would die,
And grass would grow above her;

And there she’d lie, and 8o should T,
Ye gods ! Ido so love her,

Tol lol, &e.

But hope, I’m told, % the Jover's food,
Therefore I'l) hope content, sir,
And hope you will not deem roe rude,
For hoping your consent, sir;
*Piz all the fortune I impiore,
‘With dear Miss Polly Glover;
Obtain’d, I never san be poor,
Yegods! O bhow I love her!-
Tol lol, ke.

LARe LY

THE LOVES OF THE PIGS.
Bung by Mr. Burton.—Aiv, An slow our ship:”

ROW FIRET ¥FUBLISHED.

A mosr pig 8aid to a lady pig, O, pretty pigey,say,

If your mamms would say but yes, would you, dear
misa, 83y pay ! i

My {rotter take,and be my bride, or else this pointed
fork

U stick into my precious side, and tern myself to
pork.

Miss Piggy then look’d very grave, znd behind her
snout biush’d she,

0, gallant, gentle Mr. Pig, pray rise up !'rpm your
kuee f

My pa, m'y ma, woot hear of it ; a8 you go grunting
b

Y.
They'tf slam right inte your pig’s face, the door of
SUE pigsty.
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Mr, Pig then bristled up, and, szys he, you must
allow,
That your’x'ather is & hog, and your mother a great

BOW ;

Butmake iy prize those lovely eyes, those cheeles 50
like the rose,

I’ll piace a ring upon your {oe like that upon your
nose,

If T yield my melting heart, and quit my father’s
shed,

Won't you become as ¢old and dull as any pig of
lead ;

Not roll me in & vis-a-vid, as folka of fashion do,

But roll me in 2 sausage, or, pudding black to view.

" No, singe my whiskers, if I do ; I'll Jove you true, by

osh
But sgee the trembling mocnbeams how they play ob
yoo hogwash ;
Sweet home, adicu; dear Jove, with you Il quit
these hated doors,
And hark, the lark dispels the dark, and how my
mammy snores,

Upor her pretty pettitoes, away Miss Pig did fles,

And bo, ho, ho, went Mister Pig, and week, week,
week, went she;

A look she cast, her tears fell fast, as she her homa
did spy, ’

And so would you if you had got a stye, ma'am, in
Four eye.

The old ones waddled ziter them, but they were not
o’ertaken,

For haviog in their hats more brawn, the young
ones saved their bacon ;

To chureh they went, six virgin pige strew’d cbest~
nuts at the door,

And the parsen was, like many of ours, o moat
epormous boge,
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MY OLD UNCLE EOBIN.
Air, Hackney Coachman.
NOW FIMST PUBLISHED.

My 0ld uncle Robin were such an old tyke,

If you rummag’d all Essex you’d not find his Jike,
Bless your soul, he were up to all manner of thingm,
He could cripple wild rabbits and clip & crow’s

wings,
And nibble the magpies that perch’d on the rails,
By sprinkling salt on their innocent tails.
What & pity, odds dickens ! he’s laid in the
ground,
Woere be here, he’d enlighlen you all,1’d be
bound,

He could spell, write, and cipher, chew carrots also,
Swig zle and eat bacon, write verses, and mow ;
Bing paalms, play the fiddle, and roll on the green,
And for larking with mijkmaids his like were ne’er
seen g
He was clever in all things, both little and big,
He could out-mag annt Sukey and comb her old wig,
What a pity, &e,

He were master of music, a theasher of oats,

An cut-and-out glazier, a mender of coats ;

He could make globes and nogging, build hay-ricks

and sheds, e
Lock’d hoops like s un,and dealtin pigs b .
Pipes, sa]ml:m, and g:;dper, ted-herrings and snuifs,
Ducks, ginger, and lap-dogs,and prime apple-puffs.
What s pity, &e.

He likewiga sold treacle, twine, trotters, and corks,
Hopsf. nl:‘ustard and cow-heels, cock-spurrows and
orks )
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He were noted for grinding and lugging teeth out,
He could take off o quaker, make sermons and

spout ;
He could brew, leap, end whistle, and thetch » pigs
sty
KEnit lh;c!tinga, fry pancakes, and conch a chap's
eye.
What 2 pity, ke.

SINCE I'VE BEEN IN THE ABMY.
Air, Who'll be Hing but Chariey.
NOW FIRST FMIBLISHED.

I'mt Peddy Whack, of Ballyhack,
Nat loag ago turn’d soldier;
In grand attack, in storm or sack,
one will than I be bolder.
With spirits gay, [ march away,
I plezae each fair beholder ;
And now they sing, * he’s quite the thing,
Och ! what a jovial soldier !*
In Londonderry or London merry,
Och ! faith! ye girls, I chaimn ye;
And there ye come, at beat of drum,
To see me in the army.
Rub 2 dub dub, and pilii li oo,
Whaek ! fal de lal la, and trilli K loe.
1 laugh and sing like any thing
Bince I've been in the army,

The lots of girls my train unfuris
Would form a pleasant party;
There’s Hitty Lynch, a tidy wench,

And Suke and Peg M<Carthy:
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Miss Judy Bagga, and Bally Maggs,
And Martha Scraggs, all storm me;
And Melly Magee is afler me,
8ince I’ve been in the army.
The Sallies and Poilies, the Kitties and Dollies,
Io numbers would alarm you
E'en Mrs. White, who’s lost her sight,
Adroires ma in the army.
Rub a dub dub, &e.

The roating boys, who made a noise,
And thwack’d me like the devil,

Are now hecome, before me, dumb,
Or elne are very civil.

There's Murphy Roake, who often broke
My head, nuw daresn't dave me,

But bows aad quakes, and off he sneaks,
Since I've been in the army.

And il one neglect to pay me respect,
Och! apotker tips the blarney,

With # whisht ! my friend, and don’t offend,
A gentleman of the army.”

Rub a dub dub, &e.

My arma are bright, my heart is light,
-humour seems to warm me j
I’ve now become with every chum,
A favourite io the army.
If I go on as I've begun,
- My comrades ali inform me,
They soor. shall see that I will be
A general in the army.

Delightful notion, to get promotion,
Then, lzdies, how I'il charm ye
For't’s my belief, commander ip chief

1 shaj} be in the army.
Rub 2 dub dud, &,



BURTON'S COMIC BONGATER. 333

CALEER QUOTEM'S JOURNAL.
Sung by My, Hadaway.

WoEN 1 lad, with my dad,
Fertile genius I bad,
Bo resolved in my youth,
- ‘To pursue the path of truth,
I stole a little bit,
From every famous wit
Form*d alliance with each science,
Got possession each profession:
When to grace all my trades soon I turm’d poetaster,
.And folly nccomplish'd, 1 set up schoolmaster.
A shop, too, next the street, all in order complete,
Stationery, hosiery, novels, drugs, and grocery,
Coflee, tea, tubaceo, slops, salt, histories, and bal-
Jads,
Pickles, powders, pills, and drops, snuil, cueurnbers,
and salads.
Rushlight taper, books of wit, O,
Foolscap paper, ditto, ditto ;
8ongs and sentimental strains,
Dean Swift's maw-wallop s
Bighing meids and love-sick gwaina,
ugar plurs and jalap.

Thua in burry and bustle I pass’d my prime;
Resolving to make the best use of my time ;
For life, as the poet says, is but a summer’s day;
Talking of the poet, reminds me what to say.
Foets say, what's ugly produces care and strife s
And talking of what’s ugly reminda me of my wife.
She tenches girls plain work and knoitting,

A 1oom full of acholars all day
Her face lor 1he office so tting,

It frightens young fellows away.
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Then so truly blest are we,
With a fine Yarge family ;
Pretty girls and witty boys,
Daddy’s hopes and mammy’s joye.
Jeremy, Jackey, and Joey,
Humphrey, Hatry, and Hugh,
Caroline, Kitty, and Chloe,
Cicely, Sally, and Sue,
Peggy, Winny, Peter, Poll,
Bimon, Jenny, Dick, and Doll
Spoken.) At pight Mrs, Quotem and I ait by the
fireside, she all sowff sod twopenny, and I all pi
tail and short cut; sniff snuff, on one side, piff’
on tother; eniff souff, piff’ puff, all smitch, amoke,
and smother, mugging and making mouths at one
another,
While Peggy is pettish and frettish,
And Polly ia prudish and eoy,
Blithe Nancy is pleased with a fancy,
And Fanny all frolic and joyy
Droll Dick in the dish he ia dipping,
And Simon s sucking his thumba,
sly“ A4 is.l'l.l.‘ 3 P FTH '
Aud Peter is plucking out plumsy
‘While Winny is winking and blinking,
Arnd Rachel is rubbing her eyes,
Sweet Polly is dressing her dolly,
And Martha is eating minced pies;
My wife she keeps stumping and dumping,
And mumping her mouth all uwry,
Her thumping rump, up and down lumping,
Seema bumping and jumping for joy.
While 1 keep smoking and joking,
And brimfull ogmcm Eig,
Good humour, an liquor sonking,
We finish the pight with a jig.







|

L "- ] :t-..'
ey

- -
== —

R —
-, —
[ L =

[T o o
v ._..__._.(_.nnbh



BURTON'S COMIC BONGSTER. e

OUT; OR, THE DEBTOR AND HIS DUNS.
Wrilten by Thomas Haynes Boyly, Fag.

Ovr, John ! Out, John ! what are you asbout, Fohn ?

If you don’t say ou! at onee, you make the fellow
doubt, John !

Bay I'm cut whoever culls, and hide my bat and
cage, John |

Bay you've not the leost idea when I shall come
again, John !

Let the people leave their bills, and tell them not
to call, John'!

Bay I'm courting Misa Rupee, snd mean to
them all, Join pe i

Qut, Fohn, &e.

Run,John ! Bun, Joho ! there’s another dun, John !
i itxfr i;odger, bid ki call to=-morrow week at one,
ohn ;
Ji her;yu he saw me st the window as he knock™d,
ohp,
Make a face, and shake your head, and tell him
you are shock’d, Johm
Take your pocket haadkercblef and put it to your
eye, Joha
Bay your master’s not the man to bid you tell a
lie, John.
Out, John, ke,

Oh, John'! Ge, Jobn! there’s Noodle’s knock I
know, John,

Tell him that all yesterday you songht him high
and low, John -

Tell hitn just before he came yeu saw me moumt
the hill, John,

Bay yuﬁn think 1'm only gone to pay his little bill,
John.
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Then I think you'd better udd, tHat if I miss to-
day, John,

You’re sure I mean to call when next I pass his
wuy, John, QOut, John, &e,

'Hie, John ! iy, Foha ! I will tell you why, Johu i

If there is not Grimshaw at tae corner, may I die,
Joho. X

He will hear of no excuse; I'm sure he’li sesrch
the house, John,

Peeping into corners hardly £t to hold a mouse,

ohn,

Beg he’ll take a chair and wait; I know he won't
refuse, John g

'l pop through the little door that opean $o the
mews, Johm. Cut, John, &e,

BILLY VITE,

Sung by Mr. Hadgway.
Come ali you blades, both high and low,
Apd you shall hear of 2 dismal go,
It is all about ore Billy Vite,
Who was his parents*® sole delight
Ri tol, &e.
He was & collier all by his trade,
And noted for a-patty blade,
Till be fell in love with Moliy Green,
The prettiest iass that never vas seen,
Ri tol, &e.
Now this here youog voman I'd have you know,
Ioved that are young man but wery so a0,
For ahe vas wery vell wars’d in letters,
And fit to marry poor Billy Vite’s botter
Ri tol, &c.
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Now when bis suit ske did deny,

He in & conl-pit vent to ery,

When straightway disappear’d to him 014 Niek,

‘Who bid kim tip her a penn’orth of vite arsenic.
Ri tol, &e.

To poison her he vas wery, wety loth,

80 be mix’d it up in some sheep’s head broth,

And she did eat while she vas able,

Till she fell ptiff stone dead underneath the table,
Ri tol, &e,

One night when he lay fast asleep,

He plaizly ssw the ghost of a sheep,

And unte him it straightvay sajd,

A maid you’ve poison'd vith my head.
Ri tol, .

I come, says he, from Ol¢ Nick atraight,

He vants you, and he vil} not vait;

I'll tie you up in your red garters,

And earry you avay top of my hinder quarters.
Ri tol, &,

Now avay they vent in » Gush of fire,

Which made ali the people wery much admire,
They had never seen auch a sight afore,

And 1 hope they never yon't see such & sight ever

RRY IOTE.
Ri tol, &e,

Now ail you blades unmarried,
Take varning by that are chap vhat's dead,
And if he bad pever doue any young voman sny
wrong,
He m.i.gh_tin?e been here to kear this heve song.
. Ri tol, &e.
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SAINT PATRICK WAS & GENTLEMAN.

Bung by Mr. Power,

0! Samvr PATRICE Was & gentlemsn,
And came from decent people ;
He built a church in Dublin town,
And on it put a steeple.
His father was a Gallagher,
Hig mother was a Brady
His sunt was an O’Shaughnessy,
First cousin to (*Grady.
0! success attend St. Patrick’s fist,
For he’s the handsome szint, O,
O, he gave the snakes and toads a twist,
He’s a beauty without paint, O.

The Wicklow hills are very high,

And so’s the hill of Howth, siry
But there’s a hill mueh higher stil},

Much higher ner them beth, sir.
*Foras on the top of this big hill

Baint Patrick preach’d his sarmint,
That drove the frogs inte the bogs,

And tother’d ali the carmint.

0! snceess, &e.

‘There’s not a mile in Irelznd's isle
Where dirty vermin musters,
But there he put his dear fore-foot,
Aud murder’d them in elusters,
The toads weut pop, the frogs went plop,
Slap dash into the water,
Andat’i'te &nakes committed suicide,
To save themaclves from slaughter.
0! guceoss, he.

No wonder that those Irish Jads
8hkould be 10 free and frisky,
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For aure Saint Mat, he taught them that, .
As well as drinking whisky.
No wonder that the saint himself
To drink it should be willing,
8ince his mother kept a sheebeen shop
in the town of Enniskiilen,
Q! suceess, &e,

0! was I but so fortunate
But to be beek in Munster,
*Tis I'd be bound, that from that ground
I never mote would once stir.
*Fwas there Saint Patrick planted turf,
And plenty of the praties;
With pigs galore, ma gra m'astore,
Agd cabbages—and Judies !
0! success, ke,

THE JRISH SCHOOLMASTER.
Air, Bubbubbao Whack.

Orp Teddy O'Rooke kept a nice litfle sehool
At a place called Clarina, and made it a rule,
If the mind wouldn’t mark, he’d soon mark the bael,
And he gave them their own with a devilish erack.
His scholars were Jerry, and Billy, and Ted,
With Murphy and Fhelim, big Darbyand Ned,
Paddy O’Skaughnessy, Gerald M+Shaa,
Faith were al] nobje boys to drive larning away,

(Spoken,) «Well,” says old Ted, “my boys,
gince ail of you are here, 1’11 just call over your
narnes to see that noue of you are missing. Gerald
M:Sbaa M-~ 1'm here, sir.* ** Paddy O’Shaugh-
nessy — Here, but my brother Barney an’t™
“ Where ia your brother Barney, then ?"—s He's
dead, sir, and they ave goiog to wake him.” “Are
they ? well, you go ango ait down by the fire, and
larn your task, and don't ge falling arleep, ot I'll be

]
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waking yow—Paddy M:Shane, my darllng, come
here, xnd bring your ugly face wid you, and apell
me Constantinopie.”=—I eant, sir.”* * Can* you,
then, by the powers! It teach you: first of all,
yoit see there’s C./—s 0 @« (& o N Mo
# N, «Con ™ Con,’" #That's the Con.'—
% That's the Con.* “8M—s§» «T"—uTr
WA Ptd AN NP N +# Htan VM-t Sian, "
“Thats the stan,”—# That’s the stan,” * And
the Constan.””—* And the Constan.”  T."—st T,
MIPar I s T BescTi®  « That’s the ti”—
“That’s the ti.*’ *“ Apd the stanti”— And the
stantk” * Aod the Copstanti.””—* And the Con-
mli-” " N:”_d‘ N')) & 0”)&( 0-!' [T} No'll_
4 No.” *That’s the no.”—¢ That’s the no."
# And the tivo.”—= And the tino.” * And the
stantino.”*—* And the stuntine,”” “ And the Con~
stapting, =+ And the Constantine,”” « P.*—sp»
wl v _al Y oRLHEN Pl Marw Pl.'l“.”
# That's the ple.”—* That's the pull.** ¥ And the
fople,”— And the nopuell.” # And the tinople,”—-
“ And the ticopull” ¢ And the stantinople.’’
“ And the stantingpull,” # And the Constantino-
ple."—* And the Constuntinopull.”

Bo long life to 0ld Teddy, for he’s elways ready
To kick up 3, mw, or the whisky to tmack ;

With his drinking and eating, and preaching and

. hen&nﬁ,
Long life to oid Teddy, and didderro whack.

Now old Ted had & nose, it was big ss » top,

And & chin, too, ach honey ! but that is all cne g
And if ever his scholars were making & noise,

He would just give x squint, and be’d frighten the

boys,
A fortune be had, too; & bird, and » wig,
Ap oald bisck and white cow, aud a clean dirty pig,
A poteto plantation, & dog and a est,
And a head which he popp™d in his onid greasy hat.
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{Spoken.} « Now,” said Teddy to Felix 0°Brian,
“before you go down, come up and sey your letters,
‘What i the name of the first letter in the alpha-
bet ?'— X, gir.* « No, sir, what does your father
Eive the donkey to eat, air /’—= Nothing, sir,”
“ And what else, siv 7~ Hay, sir.” ¢ Ay, that’s
u good boy! and what’s next to A ?”— Don’t
know, sir.” “ What is the name of the great bird
that flies about the gerden and stings ihe people 7
M A wasp, sir.” ¢ No, sir, what 19 it that makens
wll the honey #"— Bee, 8ir.”” “ B—that’s right;
B A good boy, and mind what I say, and you'll be
= beaytiful scholar. Now the next letter to B, what
i it /—1 don’t know, sir,” “ What do I do
when I turn up my eyes 7"~ You squint, sir.**
# And what else, sir 77wt You see.’* * C—that's
sight: now what’s next to C *— W, sir.” “ What
is your grendmother’s pame ?—* Judy. air.”” ¢ At
rah, ean’t you ssy D without the Ju ?**— Yes, sir,
D apd no Jew.” % Well, sir "—= E, F." “Wel),
what de you stop for ”—* Because I can’t go no
further.”” ¢ Whai do the wagoners say when they
want their horses to go faster /'—* Gee ho dobbin.
(3, and po ho dobbin, = H.M +Well, that's right,
and what follows H ?”— Don’t know.” *« What
has your mother got by the side of her nose P°—
# A pimple, sir.” ¢ A pimple !"—* Yes, sir, und
one eye.” ¢ [—that’s a good boy, you're my head
behodar, and will soon be a man—well, go on.”—
17« What's pext to J?—+I'm sure § don't
know.”" « What does your mother open the door
with ?”— A poker, eir.”* “ And wbat besides ?—
A atring, air.” < And what else?’—* A kay,
sir.” ¢ K--that’s right, to be sure; she opens the
door with s Key: now what’s next to X ?P—s L™
“ Well, now you've got to L, you may go and warm
yourself, and sing, .

Lozng life,” &e.
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FAT DOLLY THE COOK
Air, Ap alow out ship.

0 rovery Dolty, fat and eleek, when standmg by
the fire,

Her shining nec‘k, and greasy cheek, iuflarned my
fond desire;

But when the kitchen fire she stire’d, she scorch’d
my very liver,

And as the mutton turn'd, I burn’d—we roaated
both together !

Tol, lol, o], &e.

Huow often have I sigh’d and pined, to see her make
a pudding,

To see her put the spice and wine, and otber oat-
ters good in;

But when the plums she pick’d so sweet, poor I
wag sure to rue it,

And 33 the mutton fat she skinn’d, 1 cu.m’d the

plums and suet.
T, tal, lol, &,

No partridge, pheasant, cock, or hare, came within
the larder,

But little I was sure to share, *twas that made me
regard her;

And then 2 sop in the pun, 5o sweet, 30 nice, so
brown and savoury,

That though my master got the meat, *twas I got

all the gravy.
Tol, lol, 10d, &e.
A five she's made within my breast without the help
of fuel,

A calf’s head on my shoulders plac'd, my soul is
water gruel ;
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Would but Pythageras set me free from a life of
melrncholy,
A little turnspit dog I'd be, and turn the whes! for

Dolly.
Toi, tol, lol, &c.

BACHELOR'S BUTTONS.

A comic Lament.—Sung by Mr. Burtan, in the Swise
Cotlege.

I'w in Iove with = maid,
But shall die, I'm afraid,
For she 2¢l9 a3 if love was a froliey
For love I shail die,
For, between you aond I,
£'m afraid it hos giv’ me the cholic.
{ dear!
I'm afraid it has giv? me the cholic.

My passion 1 broke,
But she made it a jolke,
Now wasn't that monstrously eruel ?
It has me 30 tried,
It has made my inside
All wish-wash, and mere water gruel.
dear!
All wish-wash, and mere water gruel.

O, when I am gone
Let ’em grave on my stone,
“ Here lies one of Cupid’s lost muttons ;*
8ix old maids, sour and tal,
Shall bear vp my pell,
Apd my grave strew with bachelor’s buttons,
O deay!
Aand my grave strew with bachelor’s buttons,
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THE ACTOR AND MANAGER.
Air, Barney Brallaghan.
WOW FINST PUBLISHED.

A actor, to Manager Prig,
A right little, tight little fellow,
Offer’d himself for a gig,
For Harlequin, $erub, and Othello
Punchinello, or Peer,
Pantcrmme, Buskin, and Soek, teo!
Linge, Lenitive, Lear, *
Hg:mlel the Dane, and the Cock, too !
Would you pocket the peIfr‘
Jerry-go-nimble and jollity !
T'm an sctor myse
Give us & spice at your quallty

« List,” cried the spirit, « O list I
Not Liston himse\f could look droller,
Then he gave his mouth such & queer {wist—
O what a comieal stroller !
Csle, Copid, and Crack,
Hotspur, Darby, and Quiz, too;
Honest 8ir John, with his sack,
Endlesa the Jawyer, with hig, too !
Would you pocket, &,

King Richard ke roar’d for Lis ateed,
Otheilo bawl'd loud for his handkerchief,
Coricli swore he’d be dee’d
If hed truckle when Rome came to thank
her chief!
Then he threw in & Mother Gooae jig,
And Joey Grim’s grinning zucieulor;
& Bruva " cried Manager Prig, |
#Thig i3 Londor particular !*’

Would you pocket, ke,
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Next Bobadil bully’d and awaggerd,
Axnd Pierre heard the bell quite unhappy tolly
Half seas o’er queer Nipperkin stagger’d,
And Cesar was kill’d in the capitol !
"Then merrily piping a tune,
By way of a musiesl sally,
He chanted * The new May Moon,”
And ¢ Baliy,” too, “ in our alley.”
Would you pocket, &e.

Then hopinF ha didn’t intrude,

He dropp'd in a8 Jemmy the stay-maker,
Fought for the babes in the wood,

Blarney'd sa Looney the hay-maker !
Quotem’s pggmatical strain,

Daggerwood’s comical trick o' rant,—
Wheun shall we three meet agein ?
Macbeath, Macbeth, Macsycophant !

Would you pociet, &e,
He strutted the Frenchmarn and fop,

And being in whimsical mood, he
Twirl’d his head round like a top,

And play’d Mister Punch and Miss Judy !
Cried the Manager,  What are you at ?

Of antics I ne’er saw a.rummer set !
Wkhen, fetching a fiy through the fiat,

He finish’d the farce with a summerset !

Come, and pecket the pelf, '
Jerry-go-nimble and jollity,
You're as good a8 myself,
I’ve had & spice of your quality !




T 248 BURTON'S COMIC SONGSTER.

LOVE IN A TUR,
Aér, Fly oot yet.
KOW FIRST PUPLISHED.

I'vx beard certain follks, with & shake end u start,
Siog, ** Love in the eyes” and  Love in the heart,”
And ¢ Love among roses,” which surely one's nose
is
Moat likely to scratch ;—so, to vary the catch,
1’ll sing you, love in a tub
Miater Timkins, a tanner of wealth and renown,
~Had a daughter, Miss Biddy, the toast of the town j
Among the gay sparks that paid court to the maid,
‘Was & spruce little tailoring dandified biade,
Mister Timothy Popinjay Prig.
At her window one night, by the light of the moon,
‘With hia beart, and his voice, and his fiddie in tupe i
Or a water-butt perch’d, to be nearer his miss,
To whisper his vows, and to steal a sly kiss,
: And warble a goft serenade,
0, charming Miss Timkins ! to gnin your fair hapd,
I' flatter myself on my merit I stand ;
When, as he look’d knowing, snd cocl’d up his chin,
Why ail of a sudden the kiver fell in ¢
And plump he popp'd into the tub !
Miss Biddy laugh’d loud when her lover was fool'd,
Mister Popinjay’s passion was presently egol’d H
"The water, 50 culd, put his Jove to the rout,
*Twas love i a tub and the buttom fell out
That momeut the kiver fell in *
MORAL.
Let each Jover learn, from the eomical rig
‘That happen’d te Timoiby Popinjey Prig,
When, in courtiug 2 lady, the question he puts,
Not to stand, like poor Tim, on his ifs and his butw,
Or, his love may et cool’d in & tub !
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THE DANDY ALDERMAN.
Air, Voulez vous dansex.
NOW ¥YIEST PUBLISHED.

Wien I was young, in appare! so gay,
Pumps—ha ! ha !
Chapeau brag !
Powder'd and frizzled I went to the play,
A town-bred true macaroni ¥
Seated snug tn the foremost row,
Togled the %iris with my quizzing-glass—s0;
harming ereatures,
How their features
Blusk’d to behoM their side box beau.
Balls and concerts were my delight,
Fiddling, singing,
Highland flinging,
Then at the finish I revell’d the pight,
For that was the time o’ day, boys !

Spruce on Sundays, a frolicsome spark,
Coat of furs,
Bools and spurs,

I eanter’d and gailop’d my nag in the park ;

A high-bred metilesome gray, boys.

With lads of the whip, took to Richmond a atart,

Laugh'd and joked with my landlady smart,
Drank a glass
To my favourite lass

Tiil my head snd my purse grew as light as my

heart.

I dined with the moon, and T supp’d with the sun,
Champaign, gooseberry,
No matter whose berry,

Courting, sporting, frolic and fun,

For that was the timne o’ day, boys.
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Btill & beaw, though my locks are gray,
Dancing, prancing,
Laughing, quaffing,
Who but I, on each gala day
To charm the hearta of the gay, boys ?
Bee me advance, alt powder and friz,
The peetty girls lift their glasses to quiz,
ith locks so aly,
They giggle and ery,
What an elegant fellow the siderman is.
Bidling, bridling, garmmeon and strut,
' Zounds, my cough, ma'am,
. Now lead off, ma‘am—
Capering, tapering, shuffie 2nd cut,
For that is the time o’ day, boys !

THE EING AND COUNTRYMAN.
A popuiar comic Smg, ar originally sung by Mr. Burton,

THERE was 20 oid chap in the west country,
A flaw in his lease the lawyers had found;
"Twas 211 about felling of five ouk trees,
And building « houde upon his own ground.
Right 100 rs 100 ra loo, &c.

Now this old chap to Londan would go,

Tao tetl the king a part of his wo,

Likewise to tell un & part of his grief,

In hopes Xing George would give him relief
Right teo ra loo ra loo, k.

Now when this 0ld ¢hap to Lunoun had come,
He found the king to Windsor hed gune
But if he'd 3 known he’d not been at home,
He dang™] his buttons if ever he’d come,
Right {00 ™ 100 1 Yoo, &
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Now when this old chap to Windsor 4id stamyp,
The iztes were barrd, and all secure ;

Bt he knoek’d and thump’d with his calien clump,
There's room within for I, to be sure.

- Right too ra loo ra loo, &c.

Pray, Mr. Noble, show I the king:
Is that the king that I see there ?
I see’d a chap at Bartlemy Fair,
Look more like a king Lhan that chap there,
Right teo ra loo ra loo, &e.

Wel), Mr. King, prey how d've do,
I gotten for you a bit of a job,
Which, if you'il be so kind aa to do,
I gotten a aummut for you in my fob.
Right toa ra loo ra loo, &e.

The king, he took the lease in hand,
To sign it, too, was likewise willing;
And he, to make him a little amends,
He lugp’d out his bag, and gave hiin a shilling,
Right to¢ ra loo ra loo, &e,

‘The king, to carry on the jolce,
Order’d ten pounds to be paid down g
The farmer, he stared, but zothing spoke—
He atared again, and ke seratch’d his erown,
Right toe ra 190 ra loo, &e.

The farmer, he stared to see so much money,
And to take it up was likewise willing;
But if he'd a known he'd been so rich,
He dang’d his wig if he’d give him a shilling.
ight too ra loo ra loo, &e.
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THE COUNTRYMAN'S RETURN.

A new comic Song, wrilten and mmyg by Mr. Burion, as
an Encors or Sequel fo Use King ard the Countrymumt

You'vE heard how this old chap did speed,
And what he unto the king did say ;
111 teli, if you plense, what did succeed,
When home to his farm he bent his way.
Ri tooral, locral, Re.

He chuckling 2aid, when his speech he found,
1 wun’t stump back, I'll ride by the coach !
My leage be sign'd, I've gotten ten pound,
I'll kaddle oid dame wi’ my grand approach.
Ri tooral, ke,

When he got home, there wur a main fuss,
Wi kissing his brats, and hugging bis wife;
My fortune’s made, dame ; gi* us z buss,
I've gotten ten pound a year for life !
Ri tootal, &e.

I've been to court, and T°ve seen the king,
And I shook’d un kindly by the hand ;
He's bigger far nor ¢ld Parson Stubbs,
But he bean™t balf so proud or grand.
Ri tooral, &c.

I've heard folks say he wur main polite,
Yet in good breeding he chanced to fail;
Though zartain he did the thing that's right,
He never ask’d me to taste his ale.
Ri tooral, &ec,

If aver the king should come this way,
Apd his smiling face 1 once more view™d,
T atuff his bide, as long as he stayd,
Wi’ prime fat bacon and strong home-brew?’d,
: %.1 tooral, &r.
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This day, each year, mzin drank I*11 get,
And laugh, and dance, and loudly sing;
See none about me pine or fret,
But make ’em shout God save the king .
Ri tonral, &e.

THE GOUTY OLD BACHELOR.

Air, Tha Old Bachelor,

Waen T was » bachelor, eighteen years old,
I was mercy as mecry ¢ould be;

I was taught to expect youth, besnty, and gold,
And nothing tess would do for me.

These were the days when my prospects were bright,
And at eollege my hours were spent,

And I drave four-in-hand from morning till night,
And blithely a courling I went.

The first was a girl any youlh might adore,
And as pretty as pretty could be,
But my father soon heard that the maiden was

poor,
And ahe would not do for me.

The second, a dutchess, with ermine and gold,
And equipage dazzling to see,
But her face, like ber lamily, was wrinkled znd

old,
80 she would not do for me.

The next was a baroness, with acres of land,
And riches as vast as the sca,
But w8 ladien’ maid onge she'd been known to
attend,
Bo she would not do for me.

A dowager next for my favours did beg,
As bame aud an blind as could be, -
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For the wore a glass eye, and 1 falze cotk leg,
And that would not do for me.

‘With a girl of eighteen, I began then to flirt,
A ward in Chanecery,

But I told her I dreaded the pow’r of her court,
Bo she would not do for me.

A Quakercss next wonld have plighted her vows,
Expecting an heiress to be,

But [ hated the sound of her thees and her thous,
S0 she would not dv for me,

The next [ attack’d was a dashing coguette,
But a gamester I found her to be,

I saw she would very soon lose my estate,
Eo she would not do for me.

The next was & widow, not landed three weeks,
From Jamaica,~—a cargo trought she,

Her guineas were yellow, and 50 were her cheels,
And she would oot do for me.

An old maid was the last, I was then fifty-four,
But I found we should never agree,

Ah ! I wish some of those I rejecled before
Would now take compassion on me.

My legs bound in flannel, and tortured by gout,
A nervous AK OErvous £an be,

In an easy arm-chair they whee| me about,
And nobody notices me.

Young men, il take waming, and don't be too
#ice.
Whatever your atation may be,
You'll unpitied be left if you scorn my sdvice,
Q14 dachelors of threescore ang three.
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L, A, W—LAW.
WITH ERCORE VERSES.
Sung by Mr. Burton.—Air, Malbrock,

Come, 115t to me for a minute,
A song, I'm gding to hegio it,
There’s something serious in it,

8¢ pray your attention draw ;

*Tia ali about the law,

Which has such a deuce of a claw,
Experience, I have bought it,

And now to you have brought it,
Will you or mot be taught it =
L, A, W,—Law:

I sing the charms of law,

Which hus such a dence of o ¢law.
If you're fond of pure vexation,
And sweet procrastination,

You're just in a situation

Ta enjoy » auit ut law,

When your cause ls first beginning,
¥You only think of winning,
Attornies siyly grinning,
The while the cash liey drawy
Your cause goes on ree-saw,
As long 83 your caeh they draw,
With brief and consultation,
Bill and replication,
Latin end botheration,
While the counse! loudly jaw.
I J, A, W,—Taw,
7 & very groat thing in law.
you're fond, ke,
LY

253
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8ngil-like your causé is creeping,
It hinders you from sleeping,
Attorneys only reaping,

For still your cash they draw ;

. R, &, W,~Draw,

Ia the main-spring of the law.
Misery, toil, and trouble,
Make up the hubble bubbie,
Leave you nothing but stubble,

And make you a man of straw.

8, T, R, A, W,—Straw, _
Divides the wheat from the straw.
If you're fond, 8e.

And when your cause i8 ending,
Your case is no ways mending,
Expense each step attending,
And then they find a flaw—
Then the judge, like any jackdaw,
Will lay down what ig law.
In a rotten stick your trust s,
You find the bubble burst is,
And, though you don’t get justice,
You're sure to %:r‘ plenty of Jaw;
And L, A, W,—Law,
Leaves yon not worth a straw.
If you're fond, 5.

Should you cling to another man’s wife,
1t is quite the rage in high life,
The big wigs, to settle the strife,
Plunge you and the busband in law.
And if you're a Johnny Raw,
Lord, how they will clapper and claw !
They’ll knock you into the centse,
The piper you'll pay if you enter
Upon such a slippery venture,
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As few but yourself e’er saw,

K s A, W,—Law,
eeps paw-paw peopls in awe,
So if you're fond, ke,

8o if life’s a]] sogar and honey,
And fortune has always been supny,
And you wapt i get rid of your maney,
I'd advige you to go law:
Like ice in a rapid thaw,
Your cash will melt awa’,
Lomfort s folty to care for,
Life’s a lottery—therefore,
Without a why or & wherefore,
T'd advise you to go to lawe
And L, A, W,—Law,
Doea like a blister draw,
8o it you're fond, ke.

ENCORE YERSES.

Attend vnto me for a while,
I*ve a story will make you all smile,
Anpd your cares it will eurely beguile,
And make them at opce withdraw.
The subject I sing of’s the law,
It gives room for a deal of slack jaw.
I have paid for my knowledge so gayiy
To 2o good, then, a Jesaon can’t fail ye,
And a moral will rightly entad! ye
InL, A, W,—Law.
The cares and the pleasures of law
The saint and the sinner both awe.—
Bo if you ure fond of & station
Where, for eash, you ean have an oration
That in upronr wonld set ali the oatien,
You're & downright tool for the law.
17
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When & cause you have got coming on,
How the big Wigs will smile you upon,
And they beat you ten 10 one,
While they make of you a cat’s paw,
And lay on your sovereigns their claw,
‘Which into their fob they draw,
Then they 1ip you 2 long oration
With pomp and ostentation,
And leave you in conaternation
At their L, A, W,—Law}
Which is all you get for law,
Exeepting a pish : or a psha !
So if you are fond of, &e.

1f in Chaneery you'd be peeping,
The judge ob Your case is sleeping,
Or waking, and sighing, and weepibg,
Instead of attending to law 3
Theugh of equity he will jaw,
And, swinging his leg see-saw,
win A)uzzle you early and Jate, -
And doubt and procrastinate,
‘And ruin you certain as fate,
Both in equity and in law.
L,A, W,—Law,
Your estate will from you draw,
Ba if you are foud of, &e

Then while you're safely seatsd,
Never mind being cheated,
Tis belter than being heated
In the terrible oven of law: -
I you wish o know what it’s for,
I like & game at taw
And you'll be knock'd out of the centre
If ever you attempt to enters
8o take me for your Mentor,
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And don*t Be guite 10 v
R, A, W,—Raw,

Is a quality Xnown in lew:
8o T advise you to take 4 station,
‘Where for cash you can have an oratlon,
And auricular demonstration

‘That we zre 1l of us tools for the law,

L, A, W—law, ke.

THE LADIES' DONINION.
Written by W. T, Moncriclf—Sung by Mr. Durtos,
Air, O cruel.
Or good Queen Bess’s golden days our histories still
Her relgn wa3 never yet surpasa’d by that of any
g 3
And should our maidens follow her examples, you'd
sce then
That the ladies would do a1l things much better
than

the roen.
Tooral looral, &e.
Prime ministers theyd apily make, each husband

will allow,

When petticoats have government we =11 of us
must bow 3

As rulers, time atill proves the fair possess the
greatest skill,

For say or do whate’er we will the ladies rule us
still,

Tooral looral, &e.

That well the ladies conld otr armies lead, we all

can ses,

For tell mewhn]ikewomnnnmmd the
tafanlry 7
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Let her but ss white sergeant set, to fight whe
could defer ?
There's not 8 man of us who wouldn’t live and die
for her.
Tooral lootal, &e.

That greatly she'd the pulpit grace is clear as is
the day,

For who'd not soar to virtue when an angel leads
the way;

And thzt the woolsack she'd adorn I've zaid and

For aftu all, 1he ladies zre best judges of us man.
Tooral looral, &e.

That they sre beet of caunsellors, is clear to oM

and young,

For how m wuman fai) when she has pot to uge
her t

And that tbey’d best of doctors prove -is equaily
as sute,

For where’n the ill in life, T aek, a lady canpot
cure ?

Tooral looral, &ec.

As vintners and distillers who can dotbt the ladies

merits,

For who so like the ladies atill ¢can put = man in

That good upho‘.luterers {hey'd be, I prove too in
a minuie,
For o house can be furnisi'd if there’s nota lady
in it.
Tooral looral, &,

Alhibmwmdrmuiu.ewuilotrﬁum

bow,
Sowolldptheyo_nitanmkind,uall men muet
sllow s
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Az amiths, ezch smith the maatery still yields unto
his wife,
For O} the chainy the ldies forge are chains that

laat for life.
Toorsl looral, &e.

That they’d make famous numery-men our childron
. fully prove,

And were they but owr gardenecs for tulips nons
would rove 3

Such Aowers within themselves they'd be, they
still would charm life’s fever,

Be balsam to cur snguish, and hearts-ease prove
for ever.

Tooral looral, &e.

Az proctors they'd be perfect, for they still our wills
eontrol,

Our marriage licenses they’d grant snd wedlock’s
care console §

Then that they should gur grecers ba you surely
won't contemn,

For no one can deny that all the sweets are found
in them

Tooral loonal, &e.

And thue I think I've clearly proved the ladies all
in all,

And wbile we’ve them to aid us, that our eountry
ne'er can fal-.

Apd 'tis my firm belief thef might soon bring men
to that station,

To be merely used a3 make-weights in the sealw

of population. -
Tooral looral, &,
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NEVER GET DRUNK IN THE MORNING.
Aér, Over the water,

Ir toping ye love, and in bumpere delight,
From an old friend of Bacchua take warning;

Indnlge as ye please in your cups over night,
But never get drunk in the moreing.

‘When Phebus, fatigued, takes her evening snooze,
Then order the jorum apd hors inj

Fill it up, toss it off, and encourage the booze,
But never drink ale in the morzing.

There are ills—quantum suff., aa we're told, for
each day—
‘Whatever the stution man’s born iny
Then hail Madam Luopa and moisten your clay,
Postporing all care till the morning.

Bes yonder gay party smrounding the bowl,
Which, mirth and goed-humour adorning,
Inspires with its magical apirit each sonl,
d makes them a1l better nest morning. -

Seek out the sad wretch who pays court to the pump,
And set st defiznee his scorning;
Drench with blucketrap the throat of the old fa-
shion*d frump,
He'll relisk the dranght by the morning.

If sak®d for my proof, then, to show I am right,
Dame Nature herself shall be drawn in g

For mark how the besntiful dews of the night
Refresh every plant in the morning. .
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THE IRISHMAN'S INVENTORY.
Air, Brian Boruh.

Yx lasses and bucks, leave off your sly looks,
While I sing of ong Thady O'Brl.ddy,

Who courted Miss Riley 50 snug and so slyly,
He determined to make ber bis lady.

But before he'd begin to commit the great sin,
Which the tlergy they call matrimony,

His furniture all he would tell at one call,
Which be'd give to his own darling honey,

Firat, 2 peat feather bed, and 2 four-posted tead,
A bolster, quilt, blanket, and sheets, toc ;

A straw curtain coe side to the rafters well fied,
And a peat dez)-board chest at our feet, too

In one corner some meal, in snother a pail
Of sweet milk, and roii’d butter hard by it;

Bome salt in a barre), 2nd for fear we should quarred,
Some whisky to keep us both quiet.

Four knives and four forks, four bottles and corks,
Six plates, spoons, and two pewter dishes,
Balt butter a store, and salt herrings galore,
With good praties as much a8 she wishes
Two pots and 2 griddle, s sieve and a riddle,
A alate for a tongs, to briog fire an g
A pair of pot-hooks, and two little crooks,
Ta hang up the a2lt-box and gridiron.

Three noggins, three mugs, @ bowl, snd two jugs,
A crock, and a pan something lesser;

A red four-penny glass, to dress at for muss,
Nzil’d up to a clean little dresser,

Some starch and same biue, in two papers for you,

- Ap fron and holder to hold it

A little to whack, and s stick horse’s back,
To dry your cup on, afors you foid it.
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Bame onfons and egps in two little kegs,
A kish, wherein pleoty of turf is,

A spade and grefann, to dig vp the bawn,
And some manure to cover the murphies.

A dog and twa cats, to run after the rats,
A eock for & clock to give warning s

lough and a sow, and a good Kerry cow,

’E‘o give milk for your tea in a morniug.

A churn 2nd a dish, lo make the cream splash,
Some boiling hot waler 1o fill ity

‘Two saucepans with handles, sod to make ibe rush

candles,
Bome grease in & emall metal skillet.

For a lamp of fat bacen you'll not be short taken,
With some cabbage to put where the meat is;
A puir of new bm%uu and two osier kehogues,
Te deew water from off the boil’d praties.

Same fax and & wheel, some wool and n reel,
A hesom to keep the house snug, tooy
A few bupdles of frieze to cover my thlghs
And for you, 2 neat piece of brown rug, toe,’
But we must think of young Thady, and have fan-
nel ready,
With pincady to kreep him a feeding;
A cradle sec-saw, and a red lobster’s claw,
To give to the brat when be’s teetbing,

Bome soap to wash all, shilts, stockings, and caul,
A table, three stools, and a forum 4

All this I’1l give, apd 1 think we may live
As wall 23 the justice of quorum.

But Katbleen, actore, should you want any more,
Roar out without any pother,

For an Irishman’s pride, let whatever betide,
s to keep his poor wife jn good order,
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THE TWQ PADDIES.

Frox Prighton two Paddies walk’d under the 1ifl,
Far pebbles and shelle to sxpicre;

When, lo! 2 small barrel wae dropp’d from a akiff,
‘Which Bosted, at length, to the shore.

Bays Dermot to Pat, We the owner will bilk,
To night we'll be merry and frisky,

I know it an well as my gwn mother’s milk,
Desr joy ! Mis a barrel of whisky,

Says Pat, 'l voon broach it, O fortunate lot!
Now Pat, you must know, was a joker,)
3'll go to Tom Murphy, who lives in the cot,
And borrow his kitchen hat poker.

*vras aaid, and *twas done—the barrel wan bored,
No Bacchanals ever felt prouder,)
When FPaddy found out a small error on borrd—
The whisky, alas ! was gunpowder !

With sudden explosion, he flew o'er the ncean,
And bigh in sir sported a ‘leg;

Yet instinet prevaiia when philosaphy fails,
§o be kept & tight hold of the keg.

But Dermot bawl’d out, with = terrible shout,
I'm not to be choused, Master Wiseman ;
If you do not come down, 1’} rur: into wown,

And, by Jusus ! I'1] tell the exciseman,
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NEW COMIC MEDLEY.

My grandmother gave a grand rout

Aud invited the neighbours to see l'aer;

Hersell served—

Miss Delany, Mr. Blaney, Mr. Murtoch, snd Miss

Roe,
Whe in & chaise together went—
Far aver land, far over ses,
A pilgrim 3ad was roaming,—-
It was past twelve o'clock, he'd a long way to go,
And he waddled like a erab, left and right—
Now when this old chap te Windsor did stump,
The gates were barr’d, and ali secure ;
He gave a loud thomp with his caken clump,—
Andphe met 4 man, and says be, * [ say,
Mayhap you koows one Pully Gray,
Who lives hereabouts ;** the man sajd—
And has she then fail’d in her truth,
The beautiful mzid I adore—
For a quartern of peppermint away she ren,
And she drink’d a good health to the dog’s meat
mat—

Then home she went with sigha and tears,
Her hopes were all transfurm’d to fears,
And her hungry cat to mew began,
As muck ag to say—
I’ve been roaming, I've been roaming,
Where the meadow dew is sweet,
Apd I'm coming, and I'm coming,—
Over the mountaing, and over the maoors,
Barefoot and wretched I’ve wander’d forlorn—
When in she looks
Al 2 pastry cook’s,
ét?d wanted me to treat here—

erry ripe, cherry ripe, ripe I ey,
Full and fuir ones, come and buylz-
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Buy a broom, buy a broom,
No ludy should e'er be without one—
I’ll have a wife, whate’er her span,
I will have 2 son and daughter—
Pity the sorrows of a poor 0ld man—
And if you can bite my tail you may.
Fal, lal, &c.

Here now my short ditty ends,

I don’t wish to hurt high or low bedy,
I want 1o keep in with my friends,

80 I never says nothing to noboedy,

MAJOR LONGEOW'S ADVENTURES.
Sung by Mr. Burion.—Air, Madam Soeak and I.
WITH ENCORE VRASES, NOW FIRET PUXLIGHED.
I’y & general, *tis well known,

For ever in & bustle;

My bead’s as bard a5 a stone,

And, damme, lots of muscle,
Nothing hurts me, d’ye see,

I can either walk or fly, -
Tpon my life it’s true,—

‘What wil) you lay it’ a lie ?

I swam from Dublin bay

T¢ the oriddle of the sea,
With three men on my back,

For, damme, nothing hurly me.
I fought 2 shark in my way,

And burg’d up his left eye,
Upon my life it’s true,—

What will you Jay it’s a lie ?

I met with a ahip in distress,
Bumping smong the rocks,
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I lifted her may gness
And nrrieg %i:uufe ingt‘.'hee ka:
There I drank o whole punchecn of rum,
Eat an ox and = half, or nigh}
Upen my life it*s true,—-
What will you lay it’s = lie ?

To the mermaids taught the quadrilles,
Their assembly-rcom the sea,
Their light the glorious sun,
More brilliant what couid be ?
‘They danced and then got hot,
These fish began to fry;
Upon my life it's true,—
What will you lay it's & Lis ?

By way of a savoury dish
JrI togsted o whale on a t!ork,

Dok thirty dozen of wine,

In the tie you would draw & cork
Pick’d my teeth with 2 unleorn’s horn,

Whick by chance came trotting by s
Upon my life it's true—

‘What will yon lay it’s a lis ?

In the east I dined with a friend,
Where they have no window-sushes,
The sunbeams enter’d the room,
And burnt his wife to ashey ;
Sweep your mistress away, said he,
Bring wine for ry friend and I;
Upeon my life it’s true,—
What will you lay it’s  lie }

I came home en a Congreve rocket,
And cross’d the seas in the dark )

1 landed safe near Achilles,
Tke figure that stands in Hyde Park)
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With joy I shook hands with the statue,
Which inatantly wink’d its eye;
Upon my life it’s true,~~
What will you lay it’s u lie ?

FIRAT ENCORE.

What! want this song again ?
Well, well, then I will try;
Ta please you’s my delight,
Who'll lay that is a Jie ¥
With those arcund me now
T’d wish to live and die:
Upon my soul it’s true,—
What will you lay it's a He?

I ¢all’d oo the man in the moon,
And tock an early lunch,
Eat part of a fried baboon,

With o tumbler of whisky punch.
Coming down I fell in with the stars,
. Where a comet run into my eye;

Upon my life its true,—
What will you lay it's o lie ?

I went to a play in Florence, .
Where I 52w such a tragedy feilow,
From the boxes tears fell in such torrents,
In the pit I pot up my umbrella;
But the tears fill’d the pit with water,
Not » thzead on my clothes was dryy
Upon my life it’s true,—
What will you ley it’s a Lin

D’m 50 strong and stoutly built,
Nothing ean ever hurt me;

I esn do whate®sr ¥ may choose,
However hard it may be:
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To the north pole I’d eaaily swim,
Or up to the atars coudd Ay
Upon my life it's true,—
What will you lay it's a lie ?

In a balloon I once was sent,
Observations to desery:
How far up d’ye think I went !
Why, damme, ninety miles highj
Fhe talloon caught fire by the way,
On 2 rrinbow down shid I -
Upon my life it"a true,—
What will you lay it's a lie ¢

BECOND ENCORE.

The fi Major Longhow
I onee more before your view s
I*ve come {rom the kingdom of Congo,
To ask ye how ye do
I can’t stop long with you,
Other fish I’ve got to fry;
Upon my life it’s true,—
What will you lay it's a le?

A chap once gave me 3 rhove,
8o, determin’d to punish the fellow,
1 kmock’d off his head with ray gloves
He began to roar and betlow,
Bo his head I put on agaip,
* Not Liking to hear the wreteh cryy
Upon my life it’s true,—
What will you lay 1t’s & lie ?

On a jumping match once 1 went,—
It’s a fact what now I speek -~
1 jump'd so wondsous bigh,
I didn*t comae dowmn for & wesk.
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Whilat roaming one night in the dark,
A comet ran bang inmy eye;
Tpen my life it"s true,—
What will you lay it’s a lie ?

I ance cavght a very large eagle,
In height he was full six feet;
A bridle [ form®d of my sash,
And on s back touk my seaty
He rose up with me steady and grand,
And over the oeean did Hy,
Ugpon my life it’s true,—
What will you lay it's a lie?

You must own | deserve the name
Of Major Longbew the great ;
My modesty you must blame,
Or more wonderfyl deeds 1'd state:
I ne'er told an untruth in my life,
Fo prove it the world [ defy;
Upon my life it's true,—
What will yuu luy it's a Jie?

I once took a ball of cottan,
One end to my finger did tie,
The other T threw with such force,
Tt rested up in the sky;
I pnll’d myseil up by the thread,
°Till I reach’d about four miles high
Upon my life it’s tive,—
What will you lay it's a lie ?
When three days I"d been in the atr,
I call’d on a friend in the moon 4
Says mooney, says he, who goes thers ?
Says L, don’t ye know me, you spoan ?
Ah, major, said he, how d’ve do ?
Bound as a reach, said Iy
Upon my life it’s true —
What will you la;lrsil.’u n Jie?



e BURTON’S COMIO SONGETER.

ACTING MAD.
Air, Bow, wow, Wow.

I'm call’d upon to chant s stave, which mow Il
- try to do, siray

Ang, since they sey new brooms sweep clean, 1]
give you summal new, sirs.

The world is all gone acting mad, which I will now
he proving ;

Bo, then, as madness is the go, push on, my boys,
keep moving. Ri ful, &e.

“The schoolhoy, he in acting mad, his blood is all in
rage, sirs,

His very soul is upin arms to get upon the atage, sire g

He makea his first debut as soon as e’er be Jeaves
his schoal, airs,

But soon sa fricods {orszke, too late he finds he acty
the fool, sive. Ri fol, ke.

“The lawyer acts hie part so well, his pockets soon
are dined, sirs,

‘Which acts upon his client"s purae, as elients often
find, sirs; .

But a3 bad aclions very rare do unrewarded go, sirs,

The devi! makes his mittimus, and then ﬁ i
below, &its. Ri fol, ke,

The parson acts the judge's part, and quite forgets
bis own, sir,

8o few the way to heaven know, because 50 seldom
shown, sir;

Jack Ketch, he acts & tragic part, and often stops
the breath, airs,

And all allow that he toa oft anacts the of
death, sira. Ri fol,
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The doctor acts a certain part, for he’s & man of
ekill, airs,
For if his patient be can't cure, he's pretty sure to
kill, sirny
Then next the undertaker comes, who acts his part
B0 clever,
He ends all apimeaity, and buries it for ever.
Ri fol, &c

The cobbler, he’s & 1ad of wax, and har such great
control, siz,

The underatandings he repairs, and even mends the .
sole, gir;

The tailor acts & boyish part, the ninth part of »
man, sir,

Bat acts upou his standing rule, to cabbage a1l he
€an, air,

Ri fol, &c.

The baker nets w roguish part, puts alvm in his
hread, sits,

Bo shorily we shall nol have left a tooth within our
head, sirsy

The barber acts like other men, he shaves you very
clase, sirs,

The sailor nets a gloricus part, and druba his coun-
try’s foes, sirs.

Ri fof, &ec.

My aong, good folks, is =t an end, my act is pow
to ieave you,

My own acte I say naught about, for fear that they
should grieve you;

Mny every man act honestly in every situation,

And then the acts of ¢ongress will all benefit the

nation,
Bi fol, ke,
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THE ART OF LYING.

Writlen by Mr. Enight —Air, Deonis Brulgruddery's
Epitozue.

I this world, as it's jogging, there’s nothing but

jea,
In the court, in the ¢ity, eleclion, or rout
But it’s very well known, to the fuolish or wise,
That there’s po harm in lying, unless youw’re
found out,
" With my to] lol, &ec.

‘The statesman will promise, with smiles in his face,
That the very first vacaney ’s youra without doubt,
And the very next day gives another the place;
But, there’s no harm in Jying, unless you're
found out.
With my tol To], &e.

The lawyens when fee’d at each quarter session,
Tell white lies by dvzens, each other to scout,
But that they don’t heed, for it is their prafession
Ta fit without flinching, £%en when they're found
out.
With my tol Iol, &e.

The doctors give physic, their patients to cure
Of all sorta of ilts, theumatics, or gout,
But their killing for euring we're forced to endure
For as they lie in Latin they’re seldom found
out.
With my tol lol, &e,

The farmers say that their crops will be poor,
It’s 2 white lie we know, yet they stick to it
atout,
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But this 1 will azy, if flour an’t soon Jower,
They’ll make Beelzebub blush when their lies
are found out.
With my tol lol, &e.

May the trade of this town o’er the world bear its
sway,
Though foreigners bosst that our commerce
they’ll scout,
For the sake of the poor, ailow me to say,
It’s a lie that T hope will be quickly found out.
With my tol lol, &ec.

If you go to the play-house, the zetors you'd swear
Were in earnest, believe me, from kiog to the
font,
But, Lord bless your soul, why it’s all shammy
there,
For it’s n;thing tut lies they are talking about.
With my tol lol, ke.

8o 1" put off the actor, and put on the man,

And for once in my life, I*1l speak truth, if I can;

It comes from my heart, sa let it be heard,

1'm grateful to pight for your favours conferr’d,
QOn my tei lol, &,

FIRST VID THE GRACE EXTRAORDINAIRE.
Sung by Mr. J. Reevo,

Fimst vid the grace extraordinaire,

I use de foif, and I hit you dere,

If vid de gentilhomme I parre quarte, 0!
Ca, ¢a, I tap him on de right hand heart, Q!
But if vid de demoiselle T parry tierce, 0!
¥y den de little left hand heart § pierce, O!
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Frappez desux fois, ne bougez pas, 2 la garde, I ray,
Avancez, retirez vous, un, deanx, trois, developez !
Den on the theatre 1 ploy so free,

You never shall see one act like me.

In comedy I send so far away, 0!

Perlet, and Potier, and Brunet, 0!

In tragedy k do 5o tear about-a,

You tink peor Talma but r stopid lout-a;
Regardez, look und see my tragic grace,

In comedy I have anotber face.

Den at de Opera 8o mosh 1 ehine,
Dey cry brave ! bis, bis, very much divine;
¥ cot 50 peat and 10 long up remain, O,
You tink I never shall come down again, O,
And if in pironette se light I hop-i, .
You oak your smi if I never stop-i,
Chassez, croisez, chaine entiere, demoiselies baw
lencez,

Poa & dos, promenade, cavaliers avancez.
Den ven in love such dolee tings 1 tell her,
In soft Italian so I call her ¥ bellay™
Ard oh my knces I s1ay three hours or more, Oy
Bhe di pietadi, takes me from the floor, 0!
I press her mano to my poor cuore,
Dat she may feel how fierce is my adore,
% Carg, sweete t, "1is for me you die ™
# Ah ! no non-more ! she so sveet reply s
Den for de song—ah ! wh?! I quickly soon
Ehall put de very angels out of lune,
Io seriosa, I’ve more foice than any,
And make look foolish de great Tremazzani)
To talk of Naldi, pooh! it 1a all staffa,
You crack your very side ven I sing buffa,
Now sotto voce, ¢t concompiacenza,

tiam furiota-—finish & Ja cadenza,
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CHAPTER OF CLOAKS
Air, Derry Down.

Wuex [ came to town lately, I found—"tis no joke—
Young and old, men and women, each wearivg &
cloak g
Bo thinks [, T will e'en do as other folks do,
To be in the fashion, 111 have a cloak too.
Tol de rol, ke.
Why net? for 'l prove, in the course of life’s
pother,
We all of us wear 2 cloak some time or other:
Fur there’s none but must own, howe’sr grezt be
his pride, - -
He kas somelhing *tis sometimes conveniest to hide,
Tol de rol, &e.
The dandy, en militaire, still wears hig eloak,
And thinka a cigar ’tis the tippy to smoke; [show,
With his fine frill and wristbands he raakes a great
But take off his cloak—"'tis all dickey yon know.
Tol de rol, &e.
Young miss, with her beauty spots, rouge, 2irs and
graces,
In the hood of her cloak oftex carried two faces;
Her lover still ewears she's an anget vocommon,
Till she throws off’ her cloak, when he finds she’s
% Woman, Tol da rol, &¢.,

The lover Lill wed, seems to court beauty®s oway,

Axnd swears he but lives her commands to obey §

But once tightly noosed in the conjugal yoke,

*Tis do this and that, ma’am ! for off’ goes his cloak.

. Tol de rol, 8.
The lawyer a cloak wears, a8 well aa the lover,

Be many old eunits he has always to cover;

His cloak once thrown off, shows a great deal of evil,

For, *stead of the }awyer, O dear ! there’s the devil !

Tol de rol, &e.
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THE SPIDEE AND THE FLY.
Writien by Mr. Hudwon—Air, Will you come o ihe
bower?}

* Wrir you walk into my parlour I aaid = apider

to o fly,

“ *T'is the prettiest little parlour, sure, that ever you
did spy ;

You’ve only got to pop your head within side of
the door,

You'l} see so many curicud things ¥you never saw
before. Will you walk in, pretty fly ?

« My house is alwaya open,” says the npider Lo the

fiy,

1 I'm glad to have the company of all I see go by.””

% They go in, but don't come oul again,—I've heard
of you before,”

40 yes,they do, I always let them cut at my back
door. Will you walk in, pretty fly ?

« Wil you grant me one sweet kiss then,” says the
apider to the fiy, .

@ To taste your charming lips, I've a curiosity.”

Said the Ay, « L[ once our lips did meet, 5 wage1 I
would lay,

Of ten to one, you would not after let them come
away.” Will yourwalk in, pretty fly ¢

# If you won't kiss, will you shelce hands?” says the
spider to the fly,

« Before you leave me to myself, with sorrow sad
te sigh.”

Bays the Ay, “ There’s nothing handsorae wate you
belongy,

I declare ¥ou should mnot touch me, even with a
peir of tongs.”

Will you walk in, pretiy Ay 7



BURTON’S COMIC S8ONGSTER. 281

% What handsome wings you've got,” saya the spider
to the Ay,

% I T had got such a pair, I in the air would fly,

*Tis useless al} my wishing, and only idle talk,

You can fly up in the air, while I'm obliged to
walk.” Will you walk in, pretty Ay ¢

# For the last time now I ask you, will you walk in,
M. Fly

% No, if I do may 1 be shot, I’'m off, s0 now good-
by 13

Then up he springs, but both his wings were in
the web caught fust ;
The spider laugh'd, * Ha, , ba, my boy, I have you
safe at last.”
Will you walk out, pretty fly ?

#« And pray how are you now gays the spider to
the fly,

“You fools will never wisdom get, uniesu you
dearly buy ;

*Tis vanity that ever makes repentance coroe too
late,

And you whoe inte cobwebs run, surely deserve

. your fate.
Listen to me, listen to me, foolish dy.*

MORAL,

Now, all young men, take warning by this foolish
little fly.
Pleasure is the spider that to catch you fast will

ry 1
For although you may think that my advice ia
quite a bore,
You're lost if you stand parleying outwle of
pleasure’s door.
Remember, O remember, the fooliah little fiy.
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THE BOYS OF EILEENRY.
Bung by Mr. Power.—Air, The meeting of the watsrs.

0! e boys of Kilkenny are brave roaring blades,

And if ever they meet with pice little maids,

They’ll kiss thcm, and coax them, and apend their
money fres,

And of all the towns in Ireland, Kilkenny for me.

In the town of Kilkenny there runs a clear stream,
In the town of Kilkenny there lives a pretty dame;
Her lips are like roses, and bher mouth much the

same,

Like a dish of fresh strawberries smother’d ia
cream. '

Her eyes are as black 2s Kilkenny's large coal,

Which through my poor bosom have bummt s big
bole .

Her mind, like its river, is mild, clear, and pure,

But her heart is more hard than its marble, I'm
wre.

Kilkenny’s a pretty town, and shines whers it
atands, ’

And the more I think on it, the more my beart

WA §
For if I was at Kilkenny, I'd think myself at home,
For it's there I get sweethearts, but here I get none,

CHAPTER OF BHYMES.,
A evmic Chand.—8ung by Mr. Burion,
My chapter of chimen
And of truth-telling rhymes,

I've run o'er many times,
For of wisdom they’re full.
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First—birth thymes to mirth,
And boy thymes to toy,
And child thymes to spoil’d,

And fool rhymes to school 5

Then miss rhymes to kisa,

And kiss thymes to bliss,

While eourt rthymes to sport,
And coo rhymes to woo §

Approve thymes to love,

And love rhymes to dove,

And dove thymes to grove,
And true thymes to new

Then fate rhymes to mate,
And mate rhymes to hate,
And kale rhymes to wait,
By cross spouses oft said ;
Angd wife rhymes to strife,
And home thymes to roam,
And wed rhymes to bed,
Bed to sleepy head.

Then ill rhymes to pill,
Pill rhymes to long bitl,
And sumetimes to kill,
As ia very well known.
And flaw rhymes to law,
And law yhymes to jaw,
And jaw to cat's paw,
S0 law’s beat left alone

Then priest thymes to feast,
And feast shymes to guest,
And guest thymes ta jest,
And rosies to posies 3
Poet still thymes to show it,
And show it to go it,
And go it to stow il,
And posies to noses ;

N

283



284

BURTON'S GOMIC BONOSTER.

Revel still rthymes to evil,
And evil to devil,
And devil to level,
Uncivil you sigh ;
8igh still rhymes %o cry,
And cry to my eye,
And my eye to—0 ' my;
And to epd a1l there’n die !

Beauty wakes admimtioz,
‘Which rhymes to flirtation
And sly assignation,
Which brings declaration ;
Then comes zcceptation,
Then solemnization,
‘Then aweet consummation,
Then gratification ;

Then dear fageination,
Then soft palpitation,
And cougratulation,
Then grave rumination. 3
Then fond dubitation,
Then cold alteration,
Then deep tribylation,
Then sad sttustiony

Then {tantalization,
Then sirong sitercation,
And loud lamentation,
And great aggravation )
Thex fierce desperztion,
Then determination,
And then detestation,
And fast lepnntwn.
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THE HUMOURS OF A COUNTRY FAIR.
Bung by Mr. Burion.
WITH ENCORE VERSES.

Yeu, T own *tis my delight,
To see the laughter and the fright,
In such a motley merry sight,
As a country fair.
Full of riot, fun, and noise,
Little girls, and ragged boys,
‘The very flower nfsmml jos,
Is fun beyond compare.
Bome are playing single stick,
Boys in round-abouts so thick,
Muidens swinging till they're sick,
All at a country fair,
Woaoden toys, and lollipops,
Ribands, lace, and shilling hops,
Peg, and whip, and humming tops,
At a country fair.

{Spoken.) Here we are ! all going to the fair in
Mr. Squeezeum's calve cart—here we arey four-
apd-twenty of us, at sixpence a~piece. 1 say, that’s
a good deal of movey though, arn’t it? Yee. How
mueh is it 7 four times five—n0o ; seven times sixz—
a0, that won't do: 1 say, how much s four-and-
twenty, at sixpence a-piece? I don’t kanw; mek
Mr. Doleful. Mr. Dolefut, how much is four-and-
twenty st sixpence each? I don*t know, I was
always dull in that line, but my son Tommy, he
tan tell. Tommy, how much is twenty-four at
sixpence each ? Thirteen and four-pence, Ladia
and gentilhomme, if you sall walk up here, you sall
see the greateat vonder as never vas: dere is no
deception here; here in the vonderful phessant
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woman from Timbuetoa; de price of to enter is
three-dpence for the full grown man, and only half
& child ; ladis and gentithomme as gal! git in de seat
of de front must a sittee down, not to hinder those
behind of from to see; dere is no deception here,
Indis and gentilhomme, she is all overe featbers;
dis ia one of her quills, she moulted last a-night.

ENCORE AFTER TFIRSYT VERSE,

{Spoken.) Walk up, walk up, and see the won-
detfu) Anarabaracabaradaliana, the great physioner
from Bengul, in the Vest llingus; he pussesses the
most unparalleled, inestimable, and never to be
matched medicines, and ¢can cure any thing incident
to humanity, from & corn up to B consumption ; we
bave a long list of cures performed by his grand
eliptical, asiatical, panticntical nervous cordial, but
will only read you 1hree out of three thousand, the
whole of whicl it would be tedions to read to you;
this is cne, sic. I was cut in baif in 2 saw pit, cured
with one bottle, sir. I was junmed to death ina
lingeed oil mill, cured wilh two bottles. Now comes
the most wonderful of all. 8ir, venturing too near
the powder mills at Feversham, I was by 2 sudden
explosion, Blown into a million of atoms ; by this
unpleasant sccident 1 was rendered unfit for my
business, (2 banker's clerk,) but bearing of your

nd eliptical, asiatical, panticurical pervous cor-
iat, I wras persuaded to make easay thereof ; the firat
bettle united my strayed particles, the second ani-
mated my shattered frame, the third effected a radi-
«cal cure, the fourth sent me home to Lombard-street,
to count sovereigns, to earl’y out bills of accep
and recount the wonderful effect of your
eliptical, asiatical, panticusrical nervous cordiat, that
cures all diseases meident to bumanity.
Yes, I own, &e.
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"Those in fairs who take delight
In showa, and seeing every sight,
Daneing, singiog and 2 fight,
At a countyy fair:
Boys by mamimas treacle fed,
With eakes and spicy gingerbread,
On every body’s toes they tread,
All at a country fair.
Monkeys mounting camels’ backs,
¥or prizes three men jump in sackw,
And others drinking quarts of max,
And think that that’s your sort.
Corks are drawing, glasses jingle,
Trumpets, drums, together mingie,
Till yous heads completely tingle,
Which quite completes the sport.
(Spoken.) Walk up, walk up, and sce the great
Bhrop-shive giant; he is nine foot high, Ladies and
gentlemen, he is of such extraordinary dimensions,
ikat he can place his left leg in Lanky-chire, and
" his right leg in Shrop-shire; he grows three inches
every year, and it is supposed by the Royal Feeler-
soffecal and Zuffercdgeical Society, that he never
will reach his full growth, [Erepeat it without repe-
tition, he is nine joot high. I say, Fack, how can
that be, the whole caravan arn’t nine feet high?
Why he don’t stand epright, he liea all along. O,
he lies, do be; well, he arn’ the only one 1n the
caravan a8 do lie. Here j3 the wonderful Miss
Biffin, without legs or arms, cansidered to be the
wander of the world, =3 cuts out watch-papers, and
paimts miniatures, srid to be speaking likenesses,
shd writes and plwys, and does it all with her
moutk ; the is supposed to be a perfect loosns nat-
ture a~bus-—she dresses her own hair, and eleans
her gwn teeth, and doen 3t all with her own mouth.
Pho, pho; how can she do that !  Bhe does, | teil
you; she couldn’t.do it wlgmut a mokitk, could she ¢
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¥ don*t believe it. I tell you I see ber do it my-
self; T'I1 tell you how she does it—she has the
toolh-brush fastened up tight before her, and ehe
wiggle wagples herself, backwards and forwards,
in this way. Now my little masters and mistresses,
this is the most wonderful wonder of il the won=
dera the world ever wondered at; ook through the
giass and you'll see the misrepresentation of the
wonderful combat between the English bull dogs
sod the Secotch lion Wallace, for eight hundred
guineas a side. Stand aside, you litile ragied ras-
cals withoat any inoney, and let those little dears
come up what i1 a going to pay. Now, my little
dears, look streight forwards, blow your noses, and
don’t breathe upon the glasma. Look to the ieft and
you ece Mr. Wombwell, the properriettor of the
lien, a encouraging of him: jook to the right, and
You see the properriettors of the dogs, a encoursging
of them: look through the middle hele, and you
see the lion a pitbling of one of the doge, and hold-
ing one under his foot, while he is whisking out
the eyes of another with bhis tail. 'Which is the lon
and which is the dogs, Mr. Showman ? Whichever
you please, ty little dears.

ENCORE AFTER SECOND YVERSE,

Spokm]) Walk up, walk up, bere is the em-
ror of all the conjurors, and Prince-regeat of

onximepoksimehocopococo ; he shall take & red
hot poker and thrust it into a barrel o‘;g:mpowder,
and it shall not go off ; he will then load a biunder-
buss with some of the “denlical powder as would
not explode, charged with twelve leaden bullets,
which he wilt fire f21]1 in the face of any of the
spectators as pleases without their being ever the
wareer ; he will take the foatman of any l:}y or
gantiemam and hang him up to the ceiling of the
room, where he will jot him hang till ha is requested
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by the company to take him down j he will borrow
five or six shillings {rom any of the company, which
he will never return to thems. Ten a peony sau-
sages, ten a penny sausegzes. Blesa me, they smell
¥ery nice, and look very nice, don't they ! Yes;
I never ate any, but I gshould like. Iam not hengry
now, thongh: what are they made of, Mr. Doleful ?
I don’t know, 1 have often meant to taste them
myself, but never ked the resolution to try one of
%em  ihere's a sort of prejudice, I've heard some
people say they’re made of——bui I never mention
it unless I'm certain, though it"s a curious coinci-
dence, I lost my dog Pincher last night, Ladies
and gentleman, walk up and see the most surprising
performance in the whole fair, by ihe three bro-
toers, Hali, Muley, and Hassan, from the Carribee
islands, of which I am & native myself. Hali will
take a lighted torch in his hand apd jump down the
throat of his brother Muley, who will, in his turn,
take another lighted toreh and jump down the
throat of kis brother Hassan,and though Hassan,
the elder, is encumbered with the weight of his
twa brothers, Hali and Muley, he will talee another
torch, throw a Aip fap, and jump down his own
throat, leaving the apectators completely in the
dark, For I own, &e,

THE POACHERS.
Sung by Mr. Andrews.

Waen I'was bound apprentice in fam'd Northamp-
tonshire,

I served my master truly for almost seven year,

Tilt T tovk up to poaching, ss you shall quickly
heap—

0, it is my delight of a shiny night in the season
of the year.
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As me and my comrades were setting of a anare,

The gamekeeper was a walching ug~~for him wae
did not care,

For we can wresile, fight, my bays, jump over any
where,

For it is my delight of a shiny night in the sexson
of the year,

As me and my companions were setting four or five,

Apd tzKing of them up again, we took the hare
alivey

We popp’d him into the bag, my boys, and threugh
the woed did steer,

For it js my delight of a shiny night in the season
of the year.

We threw him over our shoulders, and wander’d
throngh the town,

Cal!d into a neighbour’s bouse and aold him for &
Crown ;

‘We aold him for a ¢town, my boys, but 1 did not
tell you where,

For it is my delight of a shiny night in the season
of the year.

Well, here’s success to poaching, for I do think it

atr,

Bad Juck to every gamsekeeper that would not sell
his deer; )

Good luck to every gamekeeper that wants to tuy
a hare,

For it is my delight of a shiny night in the season
of the year.



BURTON'R COMIC SONGSTER. 293

SALLY CARTER.
Air, Betacy Baker,

I*zE & simple, hovest country lad, a3 ever stood in
leather,

My mother’s wed 2nother dad—we can’t agree
together;

80 1 thought one night, as 1 lay down, as from him
I could not part her,

I’d travel up to Lunnun town, and marry Sally

Carter.
Ri to}, &e.

Now Sally promised me her hand, if e’er she gave
it any,

And would not take the ’squire so grand, for me
without a penny 3

But when the wenches eome to town, they finer
get, and smarter,

They scorn te look upon a clewn—'twers so with
Sally Carter.

Ri tol, &c,

Arriv'd in town, T went to try if 1 could bind her
out, sir;

At thoughts of her my heart beat high, I thought it

. woild jump cut, sir;

At last { heard the pecple say, that she had proved
a Tartar,

And wi' another run away—so I lost Sally Carter,

Ri tol, &,

‘Well, thinks I, it is but liltle use to make a fuss
about her;

To have me if she doesn’t checde, why § mun do
without her:
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Why should a pretty chap like I, be to jealousy a
martyr,
I’ll get another by-and-by, and laugh at Sally
artet.
Ri tol, &c.

I s00n got 2 sarvice wi’a blade, who well knew
. how to dash on,

Wi’ women kept & roaring trade, because it wus the
fashion ;

He bid me wateh hia girl one night, to see what ahe
wask arter,

But when I brought her o the light, by gum, twere
Sally Carter.

Ri tol, &c.

80 fine and gayly dress’d was she, sha Jook'd a
charming ereature,

{Excepting present company) I pever saw @
aweeter;

But no, eays I, it winna do, if you your love can
barter,

I'ze have no more to do wi* you, false hearted
Bally Carter,

Ri tol, &e.

Bo single ladies a]l who are not yet in Hymen’s
elutches,

I'd have you of your hearts beware, from dairy
maids to dutchess ;

I'2e no way pice about her size, so ahe be tall or
shorter,

I'd do my best to makte her blest—I've done with

Saliy Carter.
Ri to, &e,
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THE TEA PARTY,
Air, Barney Bodkin broke hle nape.

Mas. CLack 2 party had,
Of tattling dumes who came to tea,
JEach express’d herself guite glad,
Bo many worthy [riends to see;
The tea pour'd out to comfort thergs,
M. Ciack with serious air
Baid, tattling, ladies, 1 condetnn,
But 1 expect a fine affair g
1 something know which gives me pain
I saw the fact the other night—
Pray don't mention it again
But M:a. B. is very light,
Bhe has been a friend of mine
Her characier 1 would not atajn—
Buch goings on are very fine,
Things indeed are pretty plain,
Mrs. Magys cries, | declare,
You may safely tiust to me g
Tattling, ma’am, I cannot bear
Have you heard of Mrs. Lee ?
I could tel) you such a tale,
In confidence to me 'rwas told,
Mra. L. though lately wed,
Has got a duughter nine years old,
ben all al once ihe ladies pratey
Nods and winks, and shrugs abound,
And scandal, i 3 driving rate,
Together with the lea gues round.

My, Sharp, the lawyer’s wife

Protests she somehow often thinks,
Yet would not for the world cause strife,

That Mrs. Murphy’s lady drinks ;
Angther suya, *tis true, no doubt,

For M. Mwphy’s friend, Miss Wood,
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‘With Mrs. M. is always out,
And ahe is not a bit too good:
And there is modest faced Miss 0.,
Who constantly the church attends,
Altheugh to batls she’ll never go,
Has got some very Aighty fiiends
And surely she hersell must be,
But #1l we knsw we dare not say;
But, ladies, *twixt yourselves and me,
I saw encugh the other day.
Then all at once, &e.

Envious Mre. Lynx-eye apoke,
And on her favourite stiing begum,
Apnd under rigid virtue’s claa%:,
Her tongue wainst absent females rang
Good nature, Leauty, virtue, grace,
By M. Lynx-eye were ron down,
As proud and vgly, sly and base,
Or Lad as girls npon the town,
Miss A, whose shape some folks ealt'd fine,
Had got a skin extremely coarse,
And as for Miss Amelia Pine, .
She has a mouth just like a horsey
Mrs. Milton might have grace,
But gracefulness—wcll, what of that?
Ehe really hat a Chinese face,
Her nose it was g0 broad and flat.
But were their minds with virtue deck™d,
For brauty nat 2 pin we'd care,
I'm really grieved to recollect,
What shucking characters they bear.
Then all at once, &, -

Ancther theme they now begin,

The servant girls are brought to bovk.
Bally dressen faJ too fine,

A sancy hussy is the cook 3
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Betty she’s sn idle jade,

Mary almost drives cne wild;
Polly of deceit is made,

Jane the dinner twice has spoil'd;
Lucy is too fong at meais,

Esther wants her wages rose;
There is no doubt that Ellen steals,

Susan is too short of clothes
Jemima she iz vastly pert,

Becky with the men is bold ;
Rachel is a lump of dirt,

Hannalk is a downright seold ;
Nelly’s always darning hose,

Emma wants the kitchen stuff;
Meaily's given much to doze,

Liddy uses soap too much,

Then all at cnee, &,

B

MR, SOLOMON LEARY.
Sung by Master Burke, in the March of Intellect.

Morer LEARY slipp’d into this world at Killarney,
The place of all others for beauty and blamey ;
He svon found his mether, but found it was rather
A hard task for babies to know his own father.
Father {’Leary,
Bweet pretty deary,
It's a wise child that knows his papa, Mister Leary.

He'd ared nose, red hair, brawny limbs, and a clear

eye,
Which squinted a bit, so they christen'd him Leary,
But the boys call’d him Solomon, which was no joke,
For mecry zud wise were the first words he spoke.
Master O’Leary,
Lisping young Leary,
He was merry and wise Master Bolomon Leaty.
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Growing up be made love to Miss Heater Molloy,
The virgin mamms of s very fine boy,
And hu.%am would have kiss’d, but she cried, ¢ Go,
you joker,
Sate the child that's once bumt always dreads w
hot polrer.”
O’Lenry, Leary,
Go, you sweet deary,
The burnt child dreads the fire, Mister Bolomon
Leary.

‘Then he fill’d up nbumpex, and leer’d at Miss Hes-
ter,

He toasted her charmn, while he tenderly press’d
her,

Tilla p;eu-gang presa’d him a1l on board a king™s
shij

G, thenf,)’s many 2 slip *twixt the cup and the lip,
Poor Leary, Leary,
He look’d very queety,

Az he slipp*d both the cup and the Xip, poor (’Leary.

Having 1okt both his liquor and Jass, our nate dandy,
Fell deeply in love with the euptain’s vate brandy,
Till caught at the bung hole, they show’d him ne
quarter,
0, the pitcher might go once too oft to the water.
O'Leary, Leary,
Look’d wretched and dreary,
For the pitcher was broke, Mister Solotaon Y.eary,

Thel}) th-? put him in chains, and condemn’d him
eside,
And up to the yard-arm his wizen they tied |
Bui the rope broke, and into the water be bounded,
Bure hie that was born 10 be hang'd cant be drowned.
’Leary, Leary,
Swim to your deary,
Ha that's bomn to be hang'd cant be drown’d,
Mister Lem
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PITY THE S0REOWS OF 4 POOR OLD MAN.
Seng by Mr. Burion, in the character of Solur.

O PrTY my sorrows, & poor old man’s !
1 wili oo longer tarry;

O ey you'll wed—I["ll put up the bagn,
And we will go and marry.

When T was young, I often ran
With girls to dance and mingley

Theo pity the sorrows of a poor old man,
Whe fears he shall die single.

‘When young, & maid made me afraid,
Lest she should pop the question 3

But now I'm old I am more bold,
0! wedded life’s the best one.

I'm growing tired, I'll change my plan,
A zingle life is folly 3

Then pity the sorrows of & poor old man,
Who's getting melancholy.

At night, black sprites gave fears and frights,
I’'m poor with ail my treasurea;
T'm cold—I1'm worse ! J want a purse !
I want sweet wedlock's pleasures !
1 mope and mump, do all [ can,
For want of woman near me g
Pity the sorrows of » poor old man,
1 want a wife to cheer me.

When I go out, the peaple shout,
Pull, push, and tesse, and fiout mey
1 have no sun, I have oo one
That cates at all about me:
I’ll have a wifn, whate'er her tan,
171 have 2 son and daughter |
Pity the sorrows of & poor old man,
*t let him die & martyr,
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I’'m not much more than seventy-four,
8o now’s your time, young ladies;
Though old, I'm young, I fee} quite atrong ;
Then, damme ! who afraid is ?
0! smile consent behind your fan,
Remember time is precicns
O pity the sorrows of a poor ¢id man,
And let the parson bless vs,

[RERRr IR,

BLACK RAPFEE; OH, NOTHING LIEE SNUFF,
A comic Parody on Home ! Sweel Homa,

Ire this Jife there i jay, in this life there Is care,

And the mortal that lives, must of both bave a share ;

But ocur cares were too great, and our joys not

enough,

If wanting the zest we derive from good snuff.
Snoif ! snuff! goed black spuff!
There’s no snuff like black snuff,
And nothing like souffl

How tich iz the stream that we quaff from the bow]!
How acathing the charm it imparta to the soulg
I've shared in these transporls, and drank deep
enough .
But I find there ks nothing more cheering than snuff,
Snuff! souff ! &c.

Fhen grant me good snuff—there 1 taste ne alloy,

For it cannot, like wine, our reason destroy ;

0O, thia sensitive nose must be callous enough,

When I cease to delight in & pioeb of good snuff,
Bnuff ! snud ! &e.
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LOYVE-SICE LOOBY.
Sung by Mr. Enight

Prav does any one here,—if I may inquire,
Krnow Cooky of Gooseberry Hail #

It's kept now by young Mister Cudden, Esquire,
And he keeps, too, my Tolly and all.

He’s rich, and 1'm pocr, but 1 loved ber Frst,
And first Juve is a heartbreaking ihing;

And talking of hearts, mine’s ready to burst,
While the tears are no\l\;‘ washing my face

al
0, the man that’s in love is wretched, because,
He Jike a poor mouse that's in the cat’s clawi.

1 met Dolly one day by the side of a pit
I wus going to throw mysetf in

But she gave me » kiss, and we sxt down a bit,
But those kisses my ruin have been:

She swore on a book, to love rae and no other,
And to wed, after axing in ehareh ;

But she turned her tail, and loving ancther,
And bag left her fond looby * th® lurch,

Heigho!
Ah, the man’s that’s in love, he's stung with =
neitle,
And ss mad ¢s = dog that is tied to a kettle.

There’s no doctor can cure a deep lover’s start,
8o I’ll try what the lawyers can do;

For she’s broken her promise, and broken my heart,
And the law is a heartbreaker, too,

When the judge comes to know all the vows that

we made,

And how her parjuration increased

0, I'm sure that he will, if a judge of his trade,
"Grant a thousand pounds damage ut lesst.

Heigho !
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Ah'! the man that's in dove and in his love crost,
He goes quacking about like 2 duck that is loat,

Though the law it may claw this false-hearted
jade,
I ne;‘rer, no never, will wed,
But *ll ywear, like my mother, to die an old maid,
And to haunt Squire Cudden when dead,
There’s ne young lady here, I hope, that’s inclin’d
Te make me forget the false fair !
For indeed, and indeed, 1 can’t alter my mind,
Bo must leave the kind soui te despaic:
Heigho!
Ah ! the masn that's in Jove, he's 2 man to bewail,
For he’s like a cockchafer wi® & pin in his tail.

WHO WOULD BE AN OLD BACHELOR %
Air, Captain Mulligan,

Livine & bachelor is not hife;
Life is love, and love’s employment :
‘Wkat’s the world worth without & wife 7
Without a wife there's no enjoyment,
Cheerless is the bachelor’s home
Gloom dejecting him,
Mumps infecting bim,
Lonely, drearily,
Lingering, wearily,
Sad and comfortiess is an old bachelor;
Full of socrows, :
Has the horrers,
Dull and desolate is an 6l¢ bachelor,
Always crusty,
Rusty,
Dust;
" My,

Fusty,
Are old bachelors,
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Bachelors’ livea are void and vain,
Bachelors* lives are only vanity §
Bachelor fellows are insane,
Bachelorship is but insapity :
Fellows ¢an we call them, pay !
Fellows hever 8o,
1dd cnes ever ao;
Wives denied themselves,
S0 beside themselves,
Beauty is never beside an old bachelor.
Who car cure ’em ?
Whe endure *em ?
Qut of their wits is every old bachelor.
Are not misses,
Kinges,
Blisses,
Meant for,
Sent for
Every bachelor ¥

Bachelors only must be blam*d,
If old maide become 82 many more 3
Let old bachelors be reclaim’d,
Maide wili not be ald maids any wore.
Bachelors, come to church away,
Maidens require you,
Parsons desire you:
Do not tarry, now,
Hazste and marry, now ;
Mugried men be instead of oid bachelors.
Children plenty,
Twenty,
Bent yog
Gay be,
Baby,
Maids and bachelors.
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WHEN A MAN'S A LITTLE BIT POOELY.
Air, Dance in Love io a Village.

WaEN 2 man’s » little bit poorly,
He inakes a fuss,
‘Wants a nurse,
Thinks he's going to die most sure]y,
Sends for a doctor and makes him worse s
I only caught a bit of a cold,
My wife did wake
Me gruel to take,
Cuddled me vp tetween kindneas and scold,
And with her own bands my pillow did ahalke,
Whes a man, &e,

I three days with fever was furnaced,
Baltny sleep
To me'd not creep,
Obliged to send for the doctor in earnest,
Hopes of recovery faintly peep;
He with long and serious face,
Proncunced me i1,
Sent bolus—npill—
Draught—powder—and all the race
Of drogs compounded to make a long bill,.
When s man, &ec.

Leach’d—cupp’d—bled—and blister,
Elips and slops
Eating stops,
Bo low, gach pill was a twister;
1 awallow™ about three doctor’s shops
Countenance turn’d a cadaverous tint,
A bitter piil,
Grew weaker atill,
Through the nurse had a bit of & hint,
Shouldn’t die wooper for muking my w!lI.
When a man, &e,
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Worse and worse was my condition,
My body sore,
Life a bore,
The doctor calt’d in a physicizn,
" Who physick’d and boluss'd me ten {imes more ;
Relations round with sighs and tearg—
Each nephew—niece
Disturt my peace,
Even tny wife chang’d hopes for fears,
Fervently wish’d me a happy release,
When 2 man, &e,

Then physician’s consultation,
They view my face—
Hopeless case,
Prounounc’d, with much deliberztion,
That I, alas ! had run my race;
Bkelelon like my bones peep throughs
My eves I fix,
I hear death ticks,
To wife and friends I bade an adieu,
Expecting with Charon to cross the Styx.
When 2 man, ke.

‘Wishing to Jeave the world in quiet,
Of drugs and such
T'd had too much,
8o 1 took 2 mea] of oy usual diet,
Got better and *scap’d from death’s cold clutch s
Physic since to the dogs I theww,
Happy and gy
I le each day,
And when I’m summon’d where all must go,
I'e resolv™d to die in the patural way.
When a man, &,

e rir—r.

20
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L,0, V,E—LOYE.
A original comic Song.—dir, Malbrook.
Coxe list unto my ditty,
And you my case will pity,
Address’d to ladies pretty,
Their tender hearts 1o prove ;
*Tis all about soft love,
Which hearts of flint ean mave
A passion leny been raging,
Sweet, when its first stage in §
But dangerous Lo engage in,
I, 11, ¥, E—Love!
I sing the chartos of love,
Which rearts of flint can move;
If yow’d wish to better your etation,
By a hazzardouns speeulation,
Or slippery embarkation,
You've only to fall in love.
When first you go a courting,
Your cash you must be spoting—
A trap that wormnan's caught in,
For naught like cash will move;
You may try,* my duck and my dove,’
And all sueh nonsense in love,
But such consolation
Is all botherztion
Cash, without an oration,
witl M, 0, ¥V, E—Move!
When hearts gou want to prove,
Which is a great thing in love.
If yowd wish to better, &e.
Al night there is no sleeping,
When lave fulks fali quite deep in
Sometimes it sets you weeping,
When you jealous prove j
P, R, 0, V, E—Frove,
Playe the devit in love s
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Ranting, tearing, roaring,
O’er your fancies boring,
No more soft adoring,
But curse your fale and love
Your wile is hand and glove
With one Mr. Shove.
1f youd wish to better, &e.

If yow’ve plenty of money

Your days may not prove funoy 3

The first moon may be honey,
Which soon will mustard prove :
When folks in fashion move,
They grow quite fickle in love

Your spouse may soon bring on, air,

A case they call crim, con., sir,

And fix, your head upon, sir,

The embiem of false love

1,0, ¥, EL—Love,

Is all my eve, I'l] prove ;
Before you slter your station,
Give this your consideration,
And you may escape vexation,

Axnd all the plagues of love.

If you'd wish, &e.

e ——

CHIT CHAT.
A favourite comic Somg, as sung by Mr. Burtom,

Prerry little damsels, how they chat,

Chit chat, tittle tittle tat,

All about their sweethearts—and all that

Chit chat, tittle tittle tat,

Up and down the city how the little datmsels walk,
Axnd of the beaux and fashiona bow the little damnw

sels talk,

Apd now axd thep a little bit of alander’s no baulk

‘To their chit chat, tiftle titthe tat,
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Pretty little damsels go to cheapen in the storea,
Chit chat, &e.

Pretty Jitile articles each pretty dear adores,
And chit chat, &c.

A little bit of rouge and u nice }ittle fan,

A nice little miniature of a nice little man,

Or any little nice thing of which they can
Chit chat, &e.

Pretty little damsels go to feast their eyes,
And chit chat, &e.
But the splendid Diorama cannct suffice, -
For their chit chat, &=,
Their pretty little parasols to keep their preity
faces cool,
And their pretty little veils, under which they play
the fool,
And upon their pretty arm the pretty little reticule.
Chit chat, &e.

Pretty little dumsels, how prettily they ran,
Chit chat, &e.

For a little bit of fattery and  little it of fun,
Chit chat, &e.

The pretty little nose and the pretty little chis,

The pretty littie mouth with a pretiy little grin,

And the preity little tongue to keep admirers in,
Chit chat, &e.

Protty little damasels, when they're wed,

Hum dum, hura dumg
Theic pretty little foibles all are fled,

Bum dum, hum dum.
Their pretty little aire 5o bewitchingly wild,
Evaporate so prettily, and leave them so mild,
Then ail the tittie tattle is about the little child,

Hum dum, bum dum,
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FRETTY LITTLE GENTLEMEN,
Anmer to Chit Chat, when encored.

‘THE satiric aong of Chit Chat I mean now to re-
verse,
Chit chat, titile tattle fat,
And offer this to you for better or for worse,
Chit chat, tittle tattle tat,
Whoever’s my opponent, retaliation’s due,
And all the ladies foibles I have pomted out to

view
Bo now, my pretty gem®men, Il bave a touch at
You
! Chit chat, tittle tattle tat.
Their pretty little brutus’s comb’d up &0 neat and
spruce,
Chit chat, &e,
Their pretty little snuff-boses they often introduce,
Chit cbat, &c.
‘With darhing boots and spura on, a natty whip be-
side,
A ntranger would of course suppose they meant to
take a ride,
But the devce of any horse have they whereon to
get astride,
Chit chat, &c.
Their callare and cravats which cover all their chin,
Chit chat, &c,
And every foppish means devize the jadies hearts

to win,
Chit chat, &c.
Their coats are lined wilh sarsenet to cut a flam-
ing dash,
All other sort of lining they cansider merely trash
‘Though a very, very few, have their pockets lmec{

with cask, Chit chat, &e
, &e,
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Now are those flaming blades, ben ton, now com-

pletely dress'd, Chit chat, Ee.
Without a pretly quizzing-glass suspended from
their breast, Lhit chat, &c.

A dashing gold watch-chain to copstitute the hean,

A pretty bunch of seals emr suile, to make a glar-
ing show,

Though probably no watch at all, or one that will

not go.
Chit chat, &e,

Their pretty ittle fingers, too, all bedizen®d cut
with ringa, Chit chat, &c.

Aloost wp 1o their shoulders ave their trowsers
fix’d with slings, Chit chat, &e.

Their boots wilh military bLeels, aod boot-tops
nearly white,

At dances, Gghts, and races, they place their whole
delight,

And with gzming and with ricting they turn the
day to night.

Chit chat, &e.

These pretty dashing gentlemen, when they have

lost their all, Hum dum, hum dum.
Their eredit’s gone, too jate they find, their pride
must have a fail, Hum dum, bum dum.

Pérhaps @ tendet loving wife, and pretty children
dear,

Reflection strikes that poverty’s sppronching very
neat,

With a p;etty little pop-gun then he ends his lifes

career.
Hum dum, bum dum.
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ONE DAY WHILE WORKING AT THE PLOUGH

A favaurite comic Duet, sung by Mr. adoway and
Mra. Willis.—Air, Blue-tailed Fly,

He.
Ore day, while working at the plough,
. ¥al Ial, &c.
1 felt just here I can’t tell how,
Fal ial, &e.
1 ture’d my head round, just to see
Who *twas I heard, when there stood thee,
Like Wenus com’d out of the sca.
Fal la}, &e.
Ske.
Lu! Fohn, you flatters pow, I’m sure,
Fal lal, &c.
I look’d like I—and nothing more,
Fal Tal, &e.
I'd walk’d across a field or two,
And might look rosy-cheel’d, or so—
Besides, I met & charmiog beau !

Fal lal, &c,
He.
I knows the chap you mean, [ trow,
Fzl lal, &e.
He’s at the aquire’s bere below,
Fal la}, ke.

Be careful, Nan, take heed in time,
Here’s honest John, just in his prime—
¥ you’d be his’n, he'd be thine—

Fal 12, %r.
She,
‘Why, John, you’re aartain well to do,
Fal lal, &«¢.

You've 2 cow, and pig or two
got s cow, wad pig * Fal Iai, &
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But mother's magpie talks to 1,
She calls me angel of the aky !

He.

Then moother’s magpie tells & lie,
4l lal, &e,

Tell lien ! the bird does no such things,
Fal lal, &e.
For I'm sn angel !
He., 2
Where's your wings
Fal Tal, &e.
She.
‘That gemman, sir, a]) sweet perfume,
Baid— O you goddess from the moon ™

He.
He meant o witch upon & droom,
Fa] lal, &e.
She.
Well time will show, and, John, you'll find,
: Fal Jal, &e.
He,
You'd best take me, Nan, in the mind.
Fal la, ke,
She,
‘Wi all oy heart, next Sunday-—
He.
Done !
We'll married be, as suve a9 fun;
She.
And then, John—
He.

You and ']l make one.
Fal lal, ke,
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Both,

So {f:g:d!} who’¢ wish to happy be,

pretty Nan
Just copy hopest John }md me.
But to 0ld Nick send jealousy,
Fal ll, &e.

e ssairrm
THE DUTCH FISHMONGER.

OF all that strive to live and thrive,
And by cunniog to overreitch man,
Whether trade been dead or trade been alive,
De best trade of al} is & dietsman,
The vorld he fish vat he can get,
But al ben fish in the dietsman’a net, -
1k ven liderlick,
T bist liderlick,
Bnick spack liderlick a lay te.

Mynheer can drink for dronk, by chance,
Myuheer, by chanece, can caper;
But Ik never let mine vrow go dance,
Till somebody pay de piper;
Aud if myn Kroopen hott his hond,
I eroak mine pipe, and 1 nick for stond.
Ik ben liderlick,
Du bist liderlick,
8nick snack liderlick a lay te.

We trade mit de Yonky, and deal mit de Beot,
And cheaten de tean and de to’ther:

‘We cheaten the Jew, and better us dat,
We cheaten one eithe’nother;
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And at Amsterdam, when we come dere,
We shali cheaten the devii, that's ali fair,
Ik ben liderlick,
D bist liderlick,
Snick srack liderlick o lay te.

De strange mans comes for de fish daty pice,
And looks as sharp as donder;
Tk praise mine goods, and I tak mine priee,
And setl him stinking flounder
Der be cry, thiel, man, Ik say, yaw,
Mit mine hond to mine gelt, com® ca’,
Ik ben liderlick,
D bist liderliek,
Bnick snack liderlick a Jay te.
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Ah, what a merry llfe, my boys we ﬁmlom
iead ashaore,

A hero’s Life { sing, - -

Adown a green valley there liv ed an oId mald

All round my hat I vears a green villow, -

All our ::adestnen, *tis piuu al no roguery

As I carne in by C-n]der Fm-, (Medlo}',) -
A maiden sure there was, she was ugly, old,

and tough, - -
Asg Yorkshire Hurnphrey t’other day o’er Lon-

don bridge was stumping, - - - -
A queer little man, very « How come you

80 7 - - . -
All you that are too fond of wine, -

At Wapping I landed, and call’d 1o hail Mog,

At a shop in Cranbourn Alley, whcre they
hangs goods in and out - -

Away, boys, with gloomy reﬂectmns -

A boar pig said to a lady plg, 4] pretty pigey
pay, - -

Bound *prentice toa coastmg sh:p, I weather‘d
many & gale, - -

Before Jusnce 0 le, who had but one eye, -

By the lng hili o% H.owth -

Bachelor’s Hall! what 2 queer lock.mg place

b 315

170

172
- 179

- 228

147
- 167

168
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Come rouse, boys, rouse, with spirits gay, = %

Come each’ jovial fellow who lovea to be
mellow, - - - - - - 166

Come, list unto my chtty, . w = =306

Down in our village, there liv'd wi’ our squire, 49

Four-end-twenty mlora sat them down to
dine, - =1

First vid de grace extm:rﬂmm, - 27

Here am I, here am 1, lade, 2 Jol]y Jack tar, - g

Hirra, hurm, bhurra, - -
Have you e’er been in love ? If you haven’t
Ihave, - - - - -
Hymen afforded a hall - - - 138
Hard by Claphsm tuwn end Iwed en old
Yorkshire tyle, - - 174
Hail to you, Iovely women, the pnde of lhe
natien, = - - -
I'll tel? you a story without any sham, = - 13
If you will list, I vow, sir, - - - 62
I*1} teli you of sad accldents, 2 long and dlsmal
chaptey, - - - - -
T've spent half my llfe on the ocesn, = - %
I married a wife, who cares, says I, - - 80

T’1 tell you a story that’s not in Tom Moore, 89
I've been t ensmg my brains ]uat to search out

a few
I'Il smg yous good old song, mmte by a good

pale, =
I never shall forget the days i.n wh:ch I WHY &
rover, = - =128

In ankey there dwelt such a mlghty bashaw, 133
In Dublin town with great renown, =  ="143
I courted Miss Levi, protty Miss Levi, » = 163
In Yorkshire, once, there Jived a man, -~ = 197
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Y

I'm going to confess my love, - - «~ h.';
I'm Paddy Whack, of Ballyhack, - - - 251
I'm call'd upon to chant a stave, = = - 274

In this worid, as its jogging, there’s nothing
but lies, - - - - - - -

T’ze a simple, honest, country lad, - =203

In this lide there iz joy, in this life there is
care, - - e - . - A

Let steam and gas pursue their way, - =
Last pight Tom Snocls says he to me, - -
Let the farmer praise his grounds,» = -
London is the place where a figure and = face,
Liviog a bachelor is not 2 life, -~ - =

Mrs Smith, upon my word, it i3 really too
absurd, (Comic Duet,) - - < -
My name’s honest Jarvey, I come unto you -
Mr. Bubb was & cit orator, also a soap laborater,
Mayhap you have ali of you heard of a yarn, -
Mr. Orator Poff had two tonen iz his voice, =
Most people bow in duty to that fickle,thing
call™d beauty, - - - -
My wife is very musieal, - -
Miss Emily Chatter ! (Comic Duet,)
My passion is as mustard stiong, -
My 2on™ a youth of talents rare, -

a3
]
112
212
302

My daughter Fan, O look at her face, = - 206
Myoheer Von Sklop was a man renown’d, - 213
My grandenother gave & grand rout, -~ - 223

My old Uncia Robin was such an old tyke, - 230

My chapter of chires, - - -
. Mrs. Claek s party had, - = = o
Mintor Leary siipp’d into this world, - -

Q! wonders sure will never cense, - -~
Q, denr, what 2 treasure is learning, - =
Ono Solomew Badd in love he got, - - -
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Och, love it is murder,» - = - = ’ﬁ
Q! what a charming thing’s a battle, - -
Of a beautiful girl I was once very food, - 60
0! the muments were sad when m_v love and

I parted, {(Medley,) - = - -
Och! Judy, dear creature, she hu won my
soul, - - -

0, the groves of maey, they are so ch:ummg, 121
0; swillly glides the bonny sleigh, - 141
Old Chyistopher Claw the Crab alehouse kept, 153
0id Humphrey Puzgins, he wanted & wn’e, - 178
0, tid alieu o egyps and bacon, - - 208
©dds blood ! witat a time for a seaman to sil:ulk, 213
0! music, sweet music’s the langoage for me, 219
0Qld merry Tum Brag scom’d the conjugal

yoke, - -

Q1 the t:oys nf K:tkenny, - - - - 282
Q, pity my sorrows, a poor old man, - - 209
Ooe day, while working at my plough, » - 311
Of all that strive to live aud thrive, = - 313

Pray does any one here, if | may inquire, =~ 301
Preity Liltle damsels, how they chat, - - 307

Bhow me a lawyer reflusing a good fee, - - 33

Since you for o sung are calling, - = 8
Baid Nestor to hia pretty w;fe, qu:te sorrowful
one day, - - 104

Some fricnds of mine for mmh md glee, - 185

They maxy talk of their dances and conceris so

gay - - 18
The gloom of mght had nnmh’& ~ = = 2
*Tw.g at the time from slavery, = - - 28
Till 1 fell in love I wur happy enow, = - 30
The cloth vas lzid in the almshouse hall, =~ 54
The clock had struck one,Mr Junee wus in

bed,- -~ = - - = B1
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The perils and the dsugers ol’ the voyage all hee
past, - 93
Though much is s:nd :md sung abnut a woman ’n
tongue, - = 1043
The Nightingale Ciub ina vnllage wag he!d - 108
There is no peace about the house, - =118
To his wile, cried Levi Lyon, I m a medd]e—
tome-ish spark, - - - - 118
Twas you, sit, twas you, sir, = - - 122
The story from time immemuytial ran, z - 123
The tea! the tea ! the sealding tea! = = 146
The morning was misty, I made myself gay, - 151
To my dear wife, my joy and life, - - 163
The spruce Mister Clark was s young Essex
spark, = - - - - - 81

There was a litile woman, as I‘ve heard te)?, - 193
The matchless bard the drama’s pr:de, (Med-

ley,) 199
‘I‘Ins world is but a fmg pond I !hmk w;thout
u joke, sir, - - 23

The satiric song of chit ¢ chat, - = =30
Verily, oh ! how my heart keepeth bumping, 83

We find throughout this earthly ball, - « 8
We're a1l nervous, shake, shake, tremb]u’lg, - 41
With every day, ['ve heard peop]e say,- = 63
‘What are mortals made of ? - - 68

When T was a buy in the town of Kllkenny, -~ B2
Wili you not bless with one sentence o lover, 98
What a shocking world this is for scandal ! - 105
When you took lodgings in my neat first floor, 135
When rhyming and verses at fitst were in
fashion, - - - - 157
When I wag a schoolboy aged ten, - - 215
Where have you w:mdermg been, I pmf, -
Medley Duet,) - - - 218
Whea Iast our gallant fleet dui Isy, - .22



320 INDEX.
Whan I egme to town lately,l found—*tis no Pe
Joke, - - - 219

Wit you walk 1nto ‘my pm'lnur, sald a spu!er,- 250
- When [ was bound apprentu:e in fam*d North-

amptonshlre - - - - 291

When 2 man’y a litile blt poo:ly, - - 304

Ye gentlemen and Jadies fair, - = = 61

Ye sons of Hibernia, who snug on dry Iand - 113

Yea, [ fel} in the pit of lovi, -

You've he® the seven ages of preat nmter
man, {Medley,) - - - - 201

Yes, [ own ’tis my delight, - - - - 2BY
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