" VOCAL MAGAZINE:

Be thou but mive, with rofy health,
Let dear content be by;

The reft I'll leave the fons of wealth,
Without a fingle figh.

RECITATIVE.

Thus fang the youth, whofe breaft was ho-
nour’s throne,

Whofe mind fimplicity had made her own;

Tilt, far afield, the tinkling village bells

Call’d fportive echo from her grots and cells.

"T'hey left the grove, unto the dance they fped;;

Revel’d till eve, and the next morn were wed.

AIR.

Now love and fond withes concur

To make them the talk of the plainj
The maids take example from her,

And the fhepherds all copy the fwain.

Where e’er fuch examples are fhown,
Who of wedlock can ever repentj

Where conftancy governs the throne,
The fubjeéts are fure of content.

RECITATIVE.

To feek no more, let lovers learn from hence,
Till hymen wills, thas Love and Innocence.

$ONG 564

I O V E, thou’rt the beft of human joys,
Our chiefeft happinefs below!
All other pleafures-are but toys
Mufic without thee is but noife,
Beauty but an empty fhow.

Heav'n, that knew beft what man cou’d move,
And raife his thoughrs above the brute;
Said, Let him be, and tet him love.
That only muft his foud improve,
Howe’er philofophers difpute.

S ON G 3565
INVOCATION TO HEALTH.

SWEET EST health, of rofy hue,
Brighteft daughter of the fky,

Hafte, and bid thofe fkies adieu,
And to Cornelia’s bofom fly !

Hatfte thee, nyniph, ah! hafte along,

Come and liften to my fong :

>Tis for you I tune my lay 3

Faireft virgin, hafte away.

Wherefore, goddefs, haft thou fled,

‘Whence fo fweetly thou didft reft ;
In fo calm, fo foft a bed,

With content, thy fiter, bleft.
Come, ah! come, and with thee bring
Drops from Lethe’s foothing fpring;
Balm from Tempe's fragrant vales,
Ne&ar which the gods regales,

Goddefs come! and on her breaft
Shed thy healing influence ;

Let no cares that fpot moleft,

Drive all pain and forrow thences
Why delay’ft thou, goddefs, fay?
Virtue calls thee, come away ;

Fly'ft thou from that heav’aly cell,
Where virtue’s felf delights to dwell ?

Hafte thee, faireft, priythee hafte,
Nor to quit ohe heaven fear

Hie thee to Cornelia’s breaft,
Thou wilt make a heaven there.

SONG 366

ANACREONTIC SOCIETY.

Written by Raveit Tomrinson, Efq.

O Anacreon, in Heav’n, where he fat in
full glee;
A few fons of harmony fént a petition,
That he their infpirer and patron would bé
Whea this anfwer arriv’d from the jolly old
Grecian—
Voice, fiddle, and flute,
No longer be mute}
T'll lend ye my name, and infpire ye to boot ¢
And, befides, llinftruét ye, like me, tointwine
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus’s vine.

The news through Olympus immediately flews
When old Thunder pretended to give him=
felf airs—
If thefe mortals dre fuffer’d their {cheme to
purfue,
The devil a goddefs will ftay above ftair¢.
. Hark ! already they cryy
In tranfports of joy,
A fig for Parnaflus! to Kowley’s we'll fly 3
And there, my good fellows, we'll learn te
intwine
The myttle of Venus with Bacchus’s vine.

The yellow-hair'd god, and his nine fufty
maids,
To the hill of old Lud will incontinent flee,
Tdalia will boaft but of tenantlefs fhades,
And the biforked hill a mere defart will be,
My thunder, no fear on’t,
Will foon do it’s errand,
And, dam’me! I’ll fwinge the ringleaders;
I warrant.
I'l'trim the young dogs, for thus daring to twine
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine.

Apollo rofe up; and faid, Priythee ne'er quarrely
Good king of the gods, with my vot’ries
below #
Your thunder is ufelefs—then, fhewing hig
laurel,
Cry’d, Sic ewitabile fulmen, you know |
Then over each head
My laurels I’ fpread 3
So my fons ‘from your crackers no mifchief
thall dread,
Whilft foug in their club-room, they jovially
twine
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus’s vingg
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Next Momus got up, with his rifible phiz, =
And fwore with Apollo he’d chearfully join—
The full tide of harmony fill fhali be his,
But the fong, and the catch, and the laugh
ihall be mine:
Then, Jove, be not jealous
OF thefe honeft fe llows.
Cry’d Jove, We releat, fince the truth you
now tell us;
And {wear, by Old Styx, that they long fhall
intwine
The myrtie of Venus with Bacchus’s vine.

Ye fons of Anacreon, then, join hand in hand;
Preferve unanimity, friendfhip; and love!
*Tis your’s tofupport what’s fo happily plann’d;

You've the fan&tion of gods, and the fiat
of Jove.
While thus we agree,
Our toaft let it be.
May ourclub flourifh happy, united, and free!
And long may the fons of Anacreon intwie
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus’s vine,

SON G 367,

O H, Hymen, propitious, reccive in thy train
A pair unfeduc’d by.the felfith and vain!

‘Whom neither ambition nor int'reft draws,

But love, cordial fubje; fubmits to thy laws!

Our fouls for the fweets of thy union prepare,
And grant us thy bliffes, unblended with care:
Let mutual compliance endear all our days,

And friendfhip grow {tronger as paflion decays. |

SO NG 568

THE SHEPHERD COMFORTED:

A S Cynthia late, within the grove,
Bemoan’d his too fuccefslefs love,
And eas’d (retir’d) his fecrét painy
The god of love, who wander'd near,
Chanc’d his complaint to overhear,
And.thus addrefs’d the fwain :

Rife, filly fhepherd, rife, (he cry’d;)
It feems you're eafily deny’d,

Becaufe the charming nymph is coy ¢
The tongue may learn to fpeak with arty
But would youknow the fair-one’s heart,

Confult it in her eye !

*Tis in that mirrour of her foul,
The fecrets of her bofom roH,
Reveal’d, without difguife, to view j
For, Cynthia, take it for a truth,
You only are the favour'd youthy
And Lydia loves but you!

Wo more my altars then prraid,

Nor thus invoke my needlefs aid!
Since faithful I have done my part:

Thy own perform with like addrefs,

She foon fhall yield, thy arms to blefs,

And give theeall her hearc!

|

VOCAL MAGAZINE.

So fpoke, fincere, the friendly god,

When ftraight along the flow’ry roady

The nymph with languid beauty mov'd j

The fwain with joy ‘the moment {¢iz'd,

She heard his tender vows well pleas’d,
And all kis wiih approv’d.

With grateful pride, and gladfome air,

To Hymen's fhrine he Jed the fair!
And made the Jafting blifs fecure.

Let maids no more falfe coldnefs feign,

Let faithful {wains no miore complain,
But boldly atk a cure !

SONG ;69.
Written by Mr. NicHorLs.

SWEET Flora, revifit our ifle,
Come quickly, and lead up the May, .
For, ah! how I fuffer the while ‘
Sofc Zeph®ms and thou art away.
Now howls the North wind round my cotj
My cot by the &ream’s frozen fide :
Ah! left I grow fick of my lot,
Bid the rigorous feafon fubfide.

From the elder-tree melt the pale fnow,

*Tis time fhe had put forth her green;
Again bid the rivulet flow,

And with primrofes brighten the fcene:
New robe the tall king of the grove;

Bid the birch and the poplar look gay;
Bid the eglantine form an alcove,

And dog-rofes bluth on the fpray.

Again bid the hawthorn-tree charm,
That the bee may replenifh her hive;

| That the finch may be fhelter’d from harm,

And her neftlings in fafety furvive.
Bid the hornbeam it’s foliage untwine,

‘To harbour the innocent dove, -
Where (fafe from the rudtick’s defign)

She may rear her calm offspring of love.

| Bid Zephyr diffufe his foft gale,

That my fheep on ‘the hare-bells may feed ;
Wake the vi’let that fleeps in the vale,

With the cowflips which droop in the mead.
Let the furze yield it’s bloflomsof gold 5

Bid the tanfy paifume the fill glade ;
Let the wild thyme it’s flow’rets unfold,

And fweet-briar fpring in the fhade.

Bid the clover in fragrancy yield ;
Bid the mower refurbith his feythe;
Bid the pea-blofloms garnifh the field,
That my Phebe may gather a tythe,
Of the faire® that blew on the plain,
Of the fweeteft that fpring in the grove,
To wreath, gentle goddefs, thy fane,
For thou art the mother of love.

SO NG 370,

AR fwifter than light my love flies,
In queft of a happier clime,
See yonder he fteers through the fkies,

And fmiles on the wreck of old times
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