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To the Honour of his Royar HicuNEss
WirLriam, Duke of CUMBERILAND;

Exprefling the juft Senfe of a grateful Nation,
in the feveral Characters of

‘PhefPoET, The SHEPHERD,
The PAINTER, The RErviGIOUS.

The VGLUNTEER,} %Thc Musician,

B}r —— -

Set to Mufick by Dr. GREE N E. 1746.
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CANTATA I. The VoLUNTEER,

REcIiTATIVE.
E EP in a foreft’s thadowy feat,

A youth enjoy’d his calm retreat,
Deaf to the din of civil rage,

And difcord of the impious age ;

When
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When viﬂmmry ﬂeeP deprefs’d
His drowfy lids, and thus alarm’d his reft.
"T'wo rival forms immenfely bright

Appear’d, and charm’d his mental fight ;

Hanour and Pleafure {feem’d defcending,
On each her various train attendings
Of decent, fober, great, and plain,
Of gay, fantaftick, loud; and vain.
With cornfident, yet charming grace,
Pleafure firft brake the filence of the place.
AIR.

Enjoy with me this calm retreat,

Diffolv’d 1n eafe thine hours fhall flow:
With love alone thy heart fhall beat,

And this be all th’ alarms you know :
Cares to footh, and life befriend,
Pleafures on your nod attend.

CHORUS:
Cares to footh, and life befriend,
Pleafures on your nod attend.
REciTATIVE.

IHer decent {ront ftrait Honour fhew’d,
Where mingled {corn and anger glow’d ;
Contempt of Pleafure’s flow’ry reign,
Inrag’d at all her abjeét train ;
And thus in rapid ftrains exprefs’d
The tumults of her honeft breaft.

d

Air.
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AIRr,
Rife, youth—thy country calls thee from thy fhade ;
Behold her tears,
And hear her cries :
1- Religion fears,
J And Freedom dies,
Amid the horrors of War’s dreadful trade.
Thy country groans: forego thy fhade—
a >T'is Honour calls thee to her aid.
CHORUS.
Thy country groans: forego thy fhade—
*T'is Honour calls thee to her aid.
RECITATIVE.
The youth awoke---and ftarting wide,
Sleep, with its vifion, left his fide.
His foul th’ 1dea fill’d alone ;
The heroick form, the piercing tone
Of Honour on his memory play’d,
And all his heart confefs’d the heav’nly maid.
Ar1r,
Sweet objeét of my choice,
Adieun, thou calm recefs !

My bleeding country’s voice
Tears me from thY embrace,

From mufing water-falls,
From fhades and flow’ry meads,
>T1s virtuous Honour calls,

| And princely Wirr1am leads.
You. IIL R From
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From all a father’s love,
From all anation’s care,

Behold where BriTarn’s Jove
Sends forth his god of war :

’Gainft mountains cap’d with fnows,
’Gainft foul Rebellion’s rage
The willing Hero goes
Gigantick war to wage
The gen’rous heart what flow’ry fcenes can pleafe,
Or tempt to wafte his youth in ufelefs eafe !

CHoORUS.
The gen’rous heart what flow’ry fcenes can pleafe,
Or tempt to wafte his youth in ufelefs eafe !

CANTATA I " The PosT.

Air,
Give me, indulgent Mufe, to rove
The mazes of thy laurel’d grove,
‘T'o choofe a wreath for WirLr1am’s brow
Above Sybilla’s golden bough.

ReciTaTivE,

I walk—1¥ wander here and there ———
How can I choofe where all is fair ?
This I prefer, and that refufe
Guide me, my ftill-infpiring Mufe.
I faid, and pluck’d the chofen wreath :
Large drops of blood diftill’d beneath ;
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A figh now fhook the weeping tree,
And thus a vocal found
Brake from the recent wound,
And fet the form of beauteous Daphne free.
; AR,
Coy Daphne you behold in me ;
For WiLr1am’s fake I willing bleed.
No wreath but this from Pheebus’ tree
Is worthy him, who Britain freed.
Lefs fair was Phaebus’ chace for unfought fame,
Be his the wreath, who woo’d and won the dame.

CANTATA III. The PainTER.

Air.
Sweet mimick thou of Nature’s face,
Thy pencil take, thy colour{pread :
On thy canvas curious trace
Every virtue, every grace,
That hovers round our Wirr1a m’s head.
REciTAT (VE.
Let Vi&tory before him fly,
And Fortitude with ftedfaft eye;
I.et Prudence with her mirrour hafte,
Studious of future by the pait ;
With Induftry in vigour blooming,
And Science knowing much, yetlefs affuming.
Rz
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To group the piece, and {well the train
With Hydra heads Rebellion draw,
Spouting at ev’ry vein
The blood of tho'{ands flain ;
Thoufands too few to glut her rav’nous maw :
Paint her panting, finking, dying,
Paint her fons at diftance flying:
Paint Britannia full of fmiles,
Scarce recover’d from her toils
Paint Juftice ready to avenge her pain,
Dragging the monfter in her mafly chain.
Near her paint Mercy crown’d : {oft-fmiling let her ftand,
With arm out-ftretch’d to ftop her juft, determin’d hand.
AIR.
Cealfe to declaim, the artift cries,
Of ev’ry virtue, ev’ry grace,——
See, by degrees the features rife:
Behold them all in Wirr1am’s face.

CANTATA IV. The Musician,

REciTATIVE.
O various power of magick ftrains,
To damp our joys and footh our pains !
Ev’ry movement of the will
Obedient owns the artift’s fkill.
Thus in gay notes, and boaftful words,
The mafter of the tuneful chords;
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But foon he found his boaft was air,
His love ftill blafted with defpatr,
And Chloe cold, or feeming cold
To all the tuneful tales he told.
AIR.
To love when he tun’d the foft lyre,
It figh’d and 1t trembled in vain ;
Tho’ warm’d by his amorous fire,
The fair one ne’er anfwer’d his ftrain,
REciTATIVE.
Hear, cries the artift, pow’r divine,
Great leader of the tuneful Nine;
T'each th}? votary to {well
With love-infpiring ftrains the fhell,
Such as pleafe my Chloe belft,
And eafieft glide into her breaft.
Air.
No more I woo in warbling ftrains,

No more I fing the lover’s pains
To cold and carelefs ears :

To warlike notes I tune the ftring,

The fong to WiLrram’s praife I fing ——
The nymph with rapture hears.
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CANTATA V. The SHEPHERD.
RECITATIVE,
Beneath an oak’s indulgent fhade
A fhepherd at his eafe was laid ;
R 3 He
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He pluck’d the bough, the wreath he wove
Sacred to Wirriam, and to love,
And taught the vocal woods around
His name and Delia’s to refound.
Arr.
Of peace reftor’d the fhepherd fung,
And plenty fmiling o’er the fields;
Of peace reftor’d the woodlands rung,
And all the {fweets that quiet yields ;
Of love he fung and Delia’s charms,
And all reftor’d by Wirriam’s arms,
REcITATIVE.
Driv’n from his native foil belov’d,
By coft and care not unimprov’d,
A northern fwain himfelf betook
To reft, in that fequefter’d nook.
One fav’rite lamb efcap’d the fpoil,
The only meed of all his toil ;
Which now o’erfpent he drove before,
Now fondling in his bofom bore.
He heard, and ftrait the caufe requir’d,
With wonder more than envy fir'd.
AIR.
Say, fwain, by what good pow’r
Thou wing’ft the fleeting hour,
- With ftrains that wonder move,
And tell of cafe and love ;

While
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While I by war’s alarms
Am forc’d from fafety’s arms ;
From home and native air,
And all their focial care.
Say, fwain, &c.
REcCITATIVE,
Again, replied the {fwain, repair
To northern fields and native air ;
Again thy kindly home review,
And all its focial cares renew.
Within whdt cave, or foreft deep,
To grief indulgent, or to {leep,
Haft thou efcap’d the gen’ral joy,
Sweet gift of BR1TAIN'S fay’rite Boy ¢
Air.
'T'was WirnrLiam’s toil this leifure gave,
By him I tune my oaten reed,
By him yon golden harvefts wave,
By him thefe herds in fafety feed:
Him fhall our grateful fongs declare
Ever to Britifh fhepherds dear.
DvueT.
Him fhall our grateful fongs declare
Ever to Britifh fhepherds dear.
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CANTATA VI The Reticrovs,
ReciTtaTivE,
Here, tyrant Superftition, ugly fiend,
Harpy with an angel’s face,
Monfter in Religion’s drefs,

Thy impious pray’rs and bloody vifions end.

Hence, with thy fifter Perfecution, go
Hence with all her pleafing dreams
Of martyrs’ groans, and virgins® fcrzams,
The ftretching rack, and horrid wheel;
Slow fires, and confecrated fteel,
And ev’ry prieftly implement of woe,
And ev’ry threat’ned tool of hoodwink’d zeal,
Ingenious Rome can find, or tortur'd Nature feel.
AIRr.
From Britain’s happier clime repair I
To fouthern funs and flavifh air e
To empty halls,
To midnight bells, f
To cloifter’d walls,

e

To gloomy cells
Where moping Melancholy dwells
Wirrram’s name fhall reach you there,

And fink your fouls with black defpair.

REciTATIVE.
The Hero comes, and with him brinos
o

Zair Hope, that foars on Cherub’s wings;

Firm
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Firm Faith attends with ftedfaft eye,
Intent on things above the fky,
To mortal ken unknown ; and She,
Meek and feemly, kind and free,
Ever hoping, ftill believing,
Still forbearing, {till forgiving,
Greateft of the heavenly Three.
Ailr.
Britons, join the godlike train,
Learn, thatall but Truth is vain,
And to her lyre attune your joy :
No gifts fo pureas thofe fhe brings,
No notes fo fweet as thofe the fings,
To praife the heav’nly-favour’d Boy.
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The Marriage -of the MyrTLE and the YEw.

Ao Bk AsiniBis altic B

To DELTIA, about to marry beneath herfelf. 1744

By the Same.

Myrtle flourifh’d ’mongft the flowers,
And happy pafs’d her maiden hours :
The lovely Rofe, the garden’s queen,

Companion of this fhrub was {een ;
1
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