THE COUNTRY BURIAL. 3;

SIR JOHN.

I Give me leave to lead you to the ftyle at the end
of the church-yard, where my horfes wait, and
then—

JONATHAN,
Mount, whip, fpur and away. Ha, fir!
LSE ST T Y CEs
O dear fir! —~What am I doing ? whither am

‘ going ? well, well, carry me where you will, and

‘ do with me what you pleafe, for fure youarea civil
gentleman.

AIR XXII. (Once Ilov’d acharming Creature.)

O fbow’d awanton fancies move yous
Should you prove a naughty man,
I /ball think you never lov’d me;
I fball bate you if I can.
But for my down, down, derry dows,
But for my down, down, derry doawn.

$ir John, Shou’dyour charming beauty move me,
*Tavor’d but prove that I'm a man.
You fhow’d believe I better lov’d you :
Ty, then hate me if you can.
Jon. T hen for her down, down, derry doavs,
Hey for ber down, down, derry dowwn.
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