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INTRODUCTION.

1)001{ as 4 Poet, Britons fye,
Shame on ye, let this proverb dies
To wipe the fcandal clean away,
Let every child be taught to fay,
Born, like a Poet, to be great,
And fhine upon his own eftate,
and Poets feed in time,

Or pi

Thofe. cating peafe, thefe g rhyme.

The firft edition cuftom clai

*'Tis facrific'd to feed the flam,

‘The fecond printed, not to roam,

Leaf after leaf, is us’d at

quills for his own u

ndance fo t}

e trade,

y blade
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And makes his neighbours, round him, pout,
To fee him fuch a round-about 3
Had he no cafh to buy a quill,
The Bird would fcribble with his bill;
”Tis nature’s jingle in the brain,
That makes a merry, merry Crane,
And plays a charming violin
‘To Fancy, dancing out and in;
And makes the minutes jig away,
While his black head is growing grey,
Expeét to meet with drowfy fnails,
And Kittens, playing with their tails,
Lines, without poifon in their ftings,
Rhymes, inoffenfive jingling things,
Compos'd in May to fpout in June,
Provifion for the afternoon.
‘When Critics rail, muft I fubmit
To lay it underneath their feet?
A plain may be a wholefome difh ;
Thofe that, in fpite, kick down my fith
Becaufe they can be better fed,
Shall have the kettle at their head.
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BROMSGROVE LOYAL ASSOCIATION
FEAST.

Mis Majefty’s Birth-Day, 4th June, 1799,

A MUSTER, in this Time of need,
So great, is glorious indeed ;

Our punch-bowl cannot be too large,
Brufh the black bottle, draw the charge s
Take the beloved jug in hand,

Strike off, Affociation Band.

Hats, helmets wave, crown catch and glee,
And loyal fongs with three times three.
Footmen, your fhining bay’nets fix,
Horfemen, with glittering fwords, cut fix;
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High-polifd piftols, firelocks join,
From flank to flank roar down the line ;
Full drefs'd in warriors’ bright ar
Honour your monarciys natal day.
The drum beats ;

hark! fly, Frenchmen, fly,
For fev’n miles round ye muft, or die,

The trumpet founds, the horfes prance,
Draw fwords, woe be to thee, O France !
All inamaze, the people ftare,

With lifted hands and eyes,
‘What bold and h:

declare
andfome men we are ;
The fineft Corps that ever ftood

The fafeguard of a neighbourhood.
Four feet and fix for war well fix'd,
And every height and bulk betwixt,
Can dangers meet, or battle fhun,
Made right for both, to fight or run,
Long in the leg, with taper backs,
And full-fed heroes, large as £

Young, middle-aged—the aged men

Are growing ftrong and young again ; 3
Appear with chins in fmooth repair,

Drefs up in tafte, and tie their hair.
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Ranks healthy, and Commanders rofy,
A bandas pretty asa pofy ;

All men of valour proud to fight,

‘Who in their duty take delight,

And always forecaft for the day

“That ficknefs hardly keeps away,
‘With loyal hearts, and fkilful hands,
Outpace his Majefty’s commands ;

By pracice, all the rules furpafs,
And regulations of Duxpas.

Footmen ram down, and ftill ram on,
Six cartridges inftead of one ;
Horfemen, in want of more to do,
Have cut each others’ fwords in two,
And, without bidding, hack a breach,
When bacon hangs within their reach !
‘We loyal men of Broxscrove town,
Are foaring up to high renown,

“To lead the eafieft men alive,

“The hardeft in the world to drive s
Fear no rebuffs, nor dread a fear,

As bold in courtfhip as in war.

Love’s a flame for ever fpreading,
Always lighting up a wedding;
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Made of ftuff'that cannot ta:

Soldiers are the men to ma
The brave Affociation man,

By choice, in danger, leads the van :
Deals, for his Kingand country’s good,
In fmoke and thunder, woundsand blood s
| ‘With arms advancing to the field,
Firing till none can count the kill’d ;
Free, without Pay, goes forth to fight,
"The kingdom’s guard, and King’s delight s
Advancing till his foes retreat,
Like the great Marlborough, never beat,
Leads in a claimant by the hand,
Pays like a King the King’s demand,
More taxes, Prrz, more taxes yet,
&Run not one farthing more in debt ;

i Collectors, {upervifors, ftand, y
i Commiffioners, a chofen band,
Andwe before them cap in hand. )

o them round millions ina day,

duftrious Britons freely pay ; ; 5
Then run and gather gold again,
ot ftraws, like Pharoah’s journeymen;
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for our good, expends the whole,

new difh to take the toll ;

Improves the pattern, fwells the fize,

To our agreeable furprif

Britannia, profperous, brave and free,
To France will never bow the knee.
A fet of growlers grumble fill,

And always d i
The Kin3z, our S

and always will
overeign, whom we ferve,
Is better far than we deferve;

Our Conttitution’s juft the thing,

The fource from whence our bleffings {pring;
Deep Pirr, by Providence was fent,

To fteer this well-poiz’d Government,

So juftly balanced, fo compleat,

To be'admir'd, and never beat.

Our Tars,

All weathers carry harveft in;

uftomed now to win,

Dol

5 as faft as Dons can make,

ut thips well built, for us to tak

From ou

of rivers-mouths and ports,

In fpite of odds and thund'ring forts
Have e the g
Sent the poor Dutch to Davy Joness

reat French giants’ bones
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Made the Spaniards pay for peeping,

Gave the feas 3 thorough fweeping,
Britannia every danger braves,

Unfhaken thrives, amidgt the waves,

Free, loyal, fnug from other powers,

Seas, Wealth, and Commerce, all are ours;
One Monarch rules, one mighty foul
Pervades the formidable whole.

Planting our acorns right to grow,

Is building thips to fcourge the foe H

A Britith feaman’s nata] day

Forebodes a victory at fea;

Rife, fately Obelifk of praife,

Record Britannia's proudeft days,

Lift up thy honourable head,

And honeft Tars who nobly bled,

Soon as thy topmoft ftone appears,
InHeaven will give three Britith cheers ;
Ships, in all feas, with flags unfurl’d,

Make for this warehoufe of the world,
Waves kifs their keels, and pleafant gales
A courting come, and prefs the fails,
Bearing rich thips to all our fhores,
Old Ocean with the back-ach roars.
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The eyes of France are rolling o'er
Our Channel to the Britifh thore H
Great Naticn, how it longs the while
To feize the little faucy Ifle;
What a tedious job they make it,
Drink the Channel dry, and take it !
A thing’s half done well fet about,
It never will be took without ;
Bromfgrove Affociation Men
Declare they fhould not have it then:—
We have furly men to bite ’em,
Ugly ones enough to fright ’em ;
Smart and fmiling youths to win ’em,
Men, to curry, tan, and fkin ’em,
Hunters who are fure to find ’em,
Hatters both to cut and bind ‘em;
And Landlords, of a frightful fize,
To worlk them fine, and bung their eyes;
Ingenious Joiners, men of might,
A laying down their rules to fight ;
Stout Nailors, hiffing hot to go
And fight, as long as they could bloys
Bakers as tough as dough, and ftout,
To bang their bread-bafk ets about ;

B




Strong Ti

‘men to hack and hew,
To fall and haul, and cut them through;
Bleachers to peg them down like cloth,

And work them well with buck-houfe broth ;
Deep officers, that know their. plans,
Braziers to break their pu

Great men, all mighty in
The glory of the prefen

e Clockmaker to firike th(m round,
"The Taylor, with his badkin ground,
And Mercer, by the yard and ell,

To meafure out their trimmings
The Miller, mafter of the flood,

To float them from the nei;

‘To arms the Breeches-m

Chandlers

V[‘lncxs {pr

ed thern ou

And Shoemakers cut out t
Nail Factors give them fpi
The Butcl

hers let thej
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iths blaft them into cinders,

Glaziers cut them all to windows.
Well done, brave men of Bronscrove town,
The lufty farmer mows them down,
And do€tors work them with their pills;
Lawyers fit down and write their wills.
1 told you we could beat the knaves,
Run, Sexton, run, and dig their graves.
Schoolmafters, with a golden pen,
Take down the names of all the men;
The odds, how long it was about,
For Hiftory to point it out,
Men, in remembrance of the day,
Will take a proverb up, and fay,
Like Bromscrovsy fill your belly firft,
And then turn out and face the woxfts
Good-will, thou haft the human race
A world within thy kind embrace,
In all our woe doft fympathize,
And haft a fhare in all our joys;
Men fhaking hands, which us'd to hate,
Would be a moft delicious treat;
Come good-will, come, and build thy feft,
And glow in every mortal’s breaft;

B2
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Hearts, before bafe, proud, and vicious,
Overflow with friendly wifhes.
Good-will, is prejudice no more,
Will be a falve for every fore ;
E Not one thall have a foe to fear,
And every one an eafy chair;
A world fulfilling thy commands,
Muft be a world a fhaking hands,
Forgetting evil, doing good,
A round and happy neighbourhood,
May war end thus, peace long remain,

And Kings, like George, for ever reign.

A SONG.
Tune—sacial Powers,
COME, my countrymen, unite,
i Is there not occafion?
Gainft a foe prepare to fight,
Intent upon invafion,
Firft Chorus,
Able men throughout the Jand
Guard the happy nation,
Lenda loyal helping hand,
In fome Affociation.
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At the mercy of the foe,
Fare thee well, good drinking,
To the pump ourjugs muft go,
And ev’ry heart be finking.
Chorus—Able men, &c.

Shall they take our beef and bread,
Sweep our fields and pattures,
Bring us foup and frogs inftead,
And Frenchmen for our mafters 2
Chorus—Able mens

Will you give your childrens' lives,
Trade and habitation,

Lovely maidens, faithful wives,
To fire and defolation ?

Chorus for the laft werfe.
Fix your bay'nets, draw your {words,
Boafting fons of plunder,
Forc’d, at laft, to eat their words,
Will fly from Britith thunder.




A SONG. (Sweer Echo.)

Tune—The Tinsof Latona,

D
Pes puth round the bumper,
your throats,

and moifi

The toil of the day’s at an end,
4 L1l ing with g0od Tiquor to foften the notes,
PIl laugh with a round of good friends;
T came to enoy it, this s a fpare hour,

Good creatures were made for our ufe,

- in bloom, is but duft, and life but a owr,
A flower will fade without juice,

d beer, “when unbottled, s eager to rife,
The cork flies out, bounce, 2
i .

! Seneath the white

Hlft Friendfhip's the game that T wifh to purfue.

nd fweet echo re;

mantle, it fmiles to my viey,




With his jug and his pipe, and feated ered
“The toper fucks in till he reels,

And lofes the balance which ought to be kept
Between a man's head and his heels;

Hov hearty a face looks, made rofy with beer,
Tl fip from the tankard, and fing,

1£'tis full, pufh it round, I wifh it was here,
1f empty, good Sir, pleafe to ring.

Chorus—Good Beer, &c.

III.

In comes the fmart Landlord, to pay his refpedls,
The fummons he heard from the bell,

Behold his fat cheeks, how his belly projeds,
Made plump by the virtue of ale;

Surrounded by friends, that are willing to pay,
He brings us his beft bottled beer,

Laughs, drinks, and fmokes with us, as long 2s

we ftay,
Then bids us farewel, with a tear !
Chorus—Goed Beer, &




A FLOOD ax BROMSGROVE,

April 13th, 1792,

MY native place, how firong thou art,
An armed force to take thy part,
Afar from thee I never roam,
But once have feen thee overcome ;
In fancy, now, Iview the fght,
O'er yonder hills, a gloomy fighe,
Both in a thundring roaring pet,
Two mighty clouds in conta®t met,
They fell together by the ears,
And burft inte a flood of tearss
The Ploughing torrent’s courfe I trac'd,
Walls, bridges vaniflrd, land laid wafte,
The thievifh fream, quite unawares
Broke in, and fiood to no repairs ;
Sev'n feet in depth came foaming down,
Inopen day, and took the town,
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Bore things away, with fwift difpatch,
With every one ’twas watch and fnatch,
Bawling, and fcreaming out, flop, flop
My timber, catch my pail and mop.
My table with my tea things on,
My heart is broke, my china’s gone 3
My pigs, my malt will all be fpoil'd,
Shut my malt-houfe, oh! fave my child !
To fee the veffels fetting fail,
Loaded with {pirits, wines and ale,
The mighty men were turning pale.
In every vein their blood ran chill,
And womens' tongues, for once, ftood ftill;
The dulleft moment ever known,
‘When thefe and more fad things were done;
It fneaked away, mifchievous flood,
And left us, firuggling, in the mud,
Like eels alive : try all you can,
You cannot drown a BRomscrovz Man;
Born to the honourable lot,
Will, in his country’s caufe, be fhot.




BIRDS.

BRAVL Birds, of old, Hawke, Rooke & Drake,
Have made the foes of Britain quake,

A credit to their country fhone,

Amazing feats wue birds have done.

Thy glory, Britain, cannot droop,

Thy breed of birds will keep it up,

A canopy of wings will fpread

Around, and fhield thy monarch’s head ;

A firi& watch o'er thy foes will keep,

And fing thy reftlefs fons to fleep,

FOOLSs.

V V AS there a general review

Of all the fools, what field would doP
1, and many thoufands more,

Are qualified to join the corps,

*Twould tire a man, with fupple fhanks,
To firut once up and down the ranks.
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THE JAWS.

Tuy other bones mutt all be flaves,
“To this one pair of biting knaves.
Scheming, drudging, ploughing, fowing
All to keep thy jaws a-going ;

Alaw, of very early date,

Declares that man muft toil and fiweat,
Let thofe that ean it eat their fll,

And every idler's jaws be fiill:

An idle man fhould give the road

Unto the ant that bears a load.

THE LOCKET.
£\ MAID may b
How is a bafliful youth to know?
w
H.

And in it drawn the lovely head

friend or fo2,

n decorated in her b

at her breaft,

fhe a Lox

0f him fhe moft defired to wed,

Soon as he faw himfelf in print,

would take the
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COURTSHIP.

A SMART Affociation Youth,
Whofe tongue, in Courtfhip, told the truth,
1 Had found a maiden that he lovd,
And friends moft heartily approv'd ;
| When abfent, and fhe heard his name,
The rofy tell-tale bluflfes came,
i 4 And all the time he had to fpare,
| ‘The youth was running to his fair.

When, from the firfl, fix months were fled,
He took the final bit of thread,
! Said, fweetheart, hold your finger fill,
The meafure I 1nuft have, and will,
{ Too long the time has been delay'd—
In taking meafure, thus he pray'd,
Ob, turn each arm intoa wing,
That I may fly, and buy the ring,
{ And in a trice be back again ;
Her heart was clerk, and faid, Az,
He finifl'd what he undestook,
i Was, by the Parfon brought to book ;
1 All fingle men, like him, fhould 20,
To number one in honey-row,




THE BRITISH TAR's EPITAPH.

Al.\sr poor Jack, it ‘sas his wifh
ie at fea, and feed the fifh;
, b

And here his veffel lies aground.

ficken’d at the found,

Peace cam

To make the liquor brifkly pa
He broke the bottom from th
Had no defire for war to ceafe,

No fear, except a fear of

eace;

im fhare his grog and mez

Don,

Said to Monfieur, or ragge

Poor Devil, put my jacket or ;

The true-bred Tar had done it oft—

A_cherub bore his foul aloft.




CONTENT.

{ b AID Jofeph, feated by a roufing fire,
Unto himfelf, Wh

i No tradefman books my name, T owe 110 rent

at more can I defire ?

{ *Tis jult enough what Providence

as fent !

Our feaft, to day, is dumplings, piping hot,

jig, and wabble goes t

Kov‘.d, round the;

pot;
i ‘Time, let me greafe the axlesof thy wheels,

Come up, how flow

hou art, when near to meals!

“Then fhot the pota glance, and 1
{ On

1 his lips,

umpling, two, faid he, three, four, five fix.
: To beaKing, I would not leave my cot,

| Perchance he has no dumplings in his pot;

: He has no more content, I'll lay my life,

{ Nor keener appetite, nor fouter kni fe,

More children, ner fo mufical a w




FRIENDSHIP.

N honeft Friendfhip, thou art beft,

prover mild, by thee addrefs'd,

A grateful heart would fcorn to fwerve,
Thy rules, and orders, D'll obferve.

When pompous Friendfhip haunts a place,
Snail-like, it draws a filver lace,

And all your funny path adorns,

But, touch'd in need,’ draws in its hornis;
Not 2 foul your caufe efpoufes,

Allare c

Difficulty is improving,

t into their houfes ;

When we fee old friends remo

It fays, in future, truft to none,

But ever after be thy own.




FIGHTING.

ickguards meet,

\\ HEN qu

e fire
Cl

To prove w

hd fifts and ficks are uy'd by fools,

ich have the thickeft fulls,
Young heroes, wear them, as your due,
Eyes blood-fhot, edg’d with black and blue,
Blows, blackguard blows fhall never ftain
The vifages of married men ;

i No, truly, we muft fave our bones,

And leave hard thumps to fingle ones,
The fingle, in a bloody fray,

May bravely throw his life away ;

The married tenfold care mut take,

For his dear wife and childrens’ fake,

Nor play hap hazard with his life,

Till he has been—to afk his wife.




Plates, inftead of cannons, rattie;

Infiead of blood, rich gravy runs,

1t knives and forks for fwords and

and to your arms, and |

Slay pies and cheefecakes,

Mountains of beef, and puddir

Brave heroes, cut away, all

Say, a full retreat s founded,

ne and fee the kill'd and wour

old that nimble-footed hare,

The difh is {

irds, your chance was fmail
{wallow'd, bon d all!
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T'he calves and oxen, bulls and cows,
Sweet fucking pigs, fat hogs and fows 5
The fheep and lambs, and kids and goats,
Are all a-going down our throats ;

Soul cheering fluids, lufcious fruits,
Choice birds and fifhes, herbs and T00ts ;
Wings cannot fave, fhells cannot fhield,
Men eat as faft as feafons yield ;
In circles ftand, with flurdy knives,
To take a

7 poor oyfters' lives,

gulping on,
Tillall, but empty fhells, are gone,
Man takes his daily bread and meat,
Without acknowledging the treat ;
The modeft, pious, prefent race,

Lsgrown athamed of faying grace.




THOUGHT

=
’1 HE Thoughts of man are weighty feeds,

The fource of all his words and deeds :

The prefent of a friend or foe,
Of which thy wifdom isto know,
Whatever form, however clad,

To bang the door againft the bad.

ENVY.

I HY difpofition is inclin'd
To pull thy betters down behind,

To hag a good name, as thy own,

But wilt not fpare a neighbour one;
Charg'd to the muzzle full of ill,
Art going off, yet loaded Rill.

He that is taking his degrees,

In crimes detefiable as thefe,
Nurtures the fiorm that wrecks his mind;
To his own happinefs fone blind.




FLATTERY.

A MAN who flatters to o

Is fift

Pride, t

3 for the fofteft place;

led, doesnot fee the c

Soft felf importance takes the bait,

While hewing fuel for my pr

Ah! creature,

ou art i1l employ'd.

LAUGHTER.

LAUGH makes funny wrinkles ri e,
And fqueezes tears from merry eyes ;

It gathe:

up our cheeks in reefs,

And plaits our nofes like fhirt fleeves ;
Out runs the mouth, in gamefome mood,
Acrofs the jovial neighbourhood ;

Forth burfts a loud and hearty roar,

The teeth ftand grinning at the door ;

The fides and bonny fhoulders fha

The chin wags till the hinges ache, !
Mi

h, that makes a mock at crying,

Drowns itfelf in tears and fighing.
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PRID
Ll‘.n by that hateful paffion, Pride,

A man is never gratii’d,

It meafures all his lordly fteps,

Makes him a very jackanapes;
Steering a {cornful nofe aloft,

It tells the world his head is foft.
Pride’s always wanting fomething new

The fieve lets all the money through.

HE POOR.

TO OVERSEERS O

\Vn EN pleafi

The town's-men affiont ye;

the farmers,

And pleafing the town, gains
The curfe of the country ;
Give content to the poor,
And the rich cry, For fhame !
Gain refpe@t from the rich,

ain an ill name.—

And you
When eafy in office,
All call ye poor tool,

And if you are

A meddling fo




s, where firength's deni

¢ on the weaker fide :—
Soon as the mole heaves up the dixt,

Out crawls

The lion fprin ze his prey—

The hare, fwi , bounds away.

She makes men bold, morofe, and firong,
And ¥ v
Would ye
Would you have it teaz
With difcords fhe c
In frowns can pay

Il us'd, is bitters in thy

He that will have a pleafant day.

Muft let his partner have her w.

She then becomes a fri

nd indeed,

To ferve thee flies, in time of need,
‘When nothing elfe but love can bind,
When turncoat world behaves unkind,
Scoops apples, and gives thee the rind.
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| INVENTION OF WRITING.

Ar

[ romyv

LOCK of wild geefe, foaring high,

fous letters as they fly ;

Ve gaze, and think it very odd,
How they can know from Ato Z 3
Their learning is of ancient date,

Nature taught them the alphabet ;

b Men became their imitators,

Scholars foon,

learn'd their letters,
Plac'd them in rows, and by degrees,
Grew wifer than a flock of geefe.

Men told their thoughts without a found,

And ledming, now, was gaining ground

Poft letters, too, were fent about,

And poft-boys blew, turn out, tumn out.

The bakers, to increafe their trad

Made alphabets of gingerbread,

} That folks might fwallow w
All the letters were digefted,

i Hateful

hey read.

orance detefted ;
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kofe days, founders of 2

Said, Spel

ell, my friends, before ye t
Whatever difh you fancy nice,
Roatt pig, goofe, duck, and eat a flice.
The Book of Job infiruors read,

And in his fieps were wont to tread.

Now war is wag'd, with rod and fwitch,

Againt poor back, and naked breech !
Te:
And

A wife

hing was better underftood,

eks weie never flain'd with blood

hat made a pye in tafte,

Potch'd hufband’s name upon

Amazi

leed they are fo {

ad at

FINIS.

—

Swinney and Hawhins, Prin nm,
















