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FROGRAMME OF TOASTS AND MUSIC.

“We wear a face of joy,
Because we have been glad of yore.”

Wordsworth.
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“Yes, Sir, dinner, Sir;
1 begin to feel an appetite.”

She Stoops to Conquer.

GRACE BEFORE MEAT .......cco wveieeenns 2l oo Yovig,

For these and all Thy mercies givep,
We bless and praise Thy name - G Lord ;
May we receive them with tharksgiving,
Ever trusting in Thy word.
To Thee alone be honovr, zlary,
Now and hencefortk, 107 evermuve. —Amen.

GRACE AYTER MEAY

Fur what we have received,
The Loz’ make us truly thankful.—Amen.

2 %‘ood digestion to you all : and, once more,
I shower a welcome on you—Welcome all.”

Henry VIII.
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‘“Her own shall bless her:
Her foes shake like a field of beaten corn,

And hang their heads with sorrow.”

The Quernn and ice
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‘“Balute our rightful Sovereign..”

Henry VIIL

Craft.

2nd Henry VI
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NATIONAL ANTHEM ...
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“She shall be t.o l'.he happiness of England,

An aged prin

Henry VIII.

Soro AND CHORUS.

God save our gracious Queen,
Long live our noble Queaa,
God save the Oueen !
Send her victorious.
Happy and glorious.
Long to reigr over us,
Cod save the Queen !

'"Ras AND CORUS.
Thy choicest git's in store,
On her be pieased to pour,
Long may she reign !
May she defend our laws,
And ever give us cause,
o sing with heart and voice,
God save the Queen !

God save the Queen ' . .Rull.

Tennyson.




WWU;@ ST OTLTHTARACHENAERS BTOSDTDEOS

y he live
Longerthnnlhnveﬁmemul]hhywl!
Ever beloved and loving may his rule be !
And ! when old time shall load him to his end,

Goodness and he fill up one monument."
Henry VIII.

>

B.R.B. the Priae of Hales,
SMost THorstizfar Gand Master ;
BRB, the Privcess of Wales,
2w e rest ot the Ropal Familp.
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“ Her peerless features, joined with ar birth,
Approves her fit for none, but for a king.”

Henry VI.




““Know yon the musicians? Wholly, 8ir!”
Troilus and Cressida.

GLEE.......c..cc.e. *“Come gentle Zephyv' ........ ..Horsley.

Come gentle Zephvs l°nd thy aic,
Forsake yon _tiaing spring,

To seek my 1lov:ly weepicg maid,
Oh! was thy stifusst wing.

And whon you findd the blooming fair,
Cu' tell he: what T feel,—

Tu piaintive 1wnmurs to her ear
My sichs, my vows reveal.

“ But soft ; enough,—too much I fear;
Lest that my mistress hear my song,
She'll not stick to rounk me i’ the ear,
To teach my tongue to be so long.”

Passionate Pilgrim.
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The Right FHononraldle
The Earl of C:axartan,
SMost Torshipul Yo, Brand Livster;
The Rirhs Jonontrwwir
EGavi Lrtvunr,
Right FWrcsmpfnl Pepnty Grand Master;
avw the

Grany Lexge of Gngland.

XX

e clothed in livire
OtlSolempncmdmh te.”
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Chacer.
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May peacefvl “noughts tue time be,

““Who all in one, one pleasing note do sing."
Sonnet VIII.

PART SONG ..... ..... ““ Warriors’ Song" ........... ;

Aid us, thou god of war,
Hear us, tho’ from afar,
Be thou our guiding star,
Light us the way!
May dauntless courage prove
We are worthy of tlLy 1wy,
Hear us, now from above,
Turn not away :
Here, in the storny mght
Here, on this "ld.li heigi ¢,
Swear we fo win the ‘ip,'f
This %c our lay :

uile,

Of those most de = \ve leave mtﬁ pain,

May our chudren's h;.ppy smile,

"an lpon us Juce again.

Mars ! wow to thee we fly,

All davger we defy;

We ue'er will turn and fly,
Ueath do we dare !

Now do we fight, we go,

When we shall meet the foe,

When we will lay him low ;—
Be that our care !

Bright star of liberty !

Home of the brave and free!

Our lives we give for thee !
Vengeance we swear !

“Will sing the savageness out of a bear.”

Othello.
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““A man of good repute,
Carriage, bearing, and estimation.”

Love's Labour Lost.

>

The Right Siorshipful Soo.
Lieut-Col, Gev, Singletanw Tuvor,
Prov. B ad Mast.c for Staffordshire.

X

‘“He is a gentleman on whom we build
an absolute trust.”
Macbeth.
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“ As sweet and musical as bright Apollo’s lute.”
Love's Labour Lost.

Sally, Sally, shilly shally, )
Sally, why uot name the day?
Harry, Harry, I will tarry
Longer in love’s flow'ry \wuy.
Sally, why not make your mind up?
Why embitter thus my cvp?
Harry, I've so great » wind,
It takes a long tin's raaking 1.p.

meH, Harry, I'" not mauy
Till T see yorr syes don'v scray
At Kate Riley, you so iy
Stole & wink the wuir day.
Sure, ¥-tu Riley, she's my cousin !
Horvev, I have cunsins too,
If vou like svch close relations,
I have cocsins close as you.

Sally, Sally, do uot rally,
Do nct mock my tender woe ;
Play; me not thus, shilly shally,
~ahy do not tease me so;
While you're smiling, hearts beguiling,
Doing all a woman can,
Think, tho’ you're almost an angel,
I am but a mortal man.

ST S ARESTICELLIRIRIATICETTIRERER %66%9969&99@?

“To be a well-favoured man, is the gift of fortune.”
Much Ado About Nothing.
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“ And those that paint them truest, praise them most.”
Addison.

e

The @Borshipml Bro
#ieut.-Col, Fodioy Gough,
Beputp Prod. Seund Master; and the Prodvincial
Evnd Lodp: of Staffordshire.

“We do desire thy worthy company.”
Shakespeare.
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‘“We are such stuff
As dreams are made on; and our little life
Is rounded with a sleep »

..................... “Joy 18 fled” ... .S Ny ooeeessd

Joy is fled ! say shall we seek hey ?
Doth she dwell in golden howers?
Is she clad in silken eilvir,
Deck’d with jewels, rrvwn'd vith nowers?

Joy is fled, yet ali way fil' ne:,
Happy in conizutment > vowers,
Modesty a: vir she woareth,
Truto odorns heo bicw with flowers.

B.auty seeks her hiding vainly,
Monarchs for her charms are sighing,
RKestless anvy seeks her blindly,
Yzt ajar true joy is hieing,
Joy is fled, &ec.

“Sweet music issues thence.”

Troilus and Cressida.
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“For you must know we have with special soul
elected him.”

Measure for Measure.

The Warshipul PRaster

o5 ¥

St. Mnactner’s wolUge.

“Your own knight
That serveth you with will and herte,
And ever hath done sin ye first him knew,
That ye shall of your grace nupon him rewe.”

Chaucer,
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‘“ Well may your hearts believe the truths I tell ;
'Tis virtue makes the bliss, where'er we dwell."”

Collims's Eclogue I.

SONG.......v cven ““The Sailor’s Heart™.................. Ll

O when I was a sailor boy
I sailed the Spanish sea, {

And a maid I met with eyes of jet |
Who fell in love with me.

LI said, ¢“My heart is true,
I love no maid but you,

Never again, sweet heart, (in Spain)!
Shall I love a maid like yco ™

For a sailor’s heart is true,
Whatever he may do,

He has a lass in ev'ry port,
But his heart, his bea:c is trie

So we sailed away uexc morning, boys,
To the coast of Arikee,
Where I met a little dacxy girl
Who was juzt the girl 1or me.
I said, “‘ily heart s i ue,
I love o maid v you,
There naver can va (in Afrikee) !
A maid I'll'Tovz like you !”

ot when ve came to Bristol, boys,
And T sw,t upon the quay,
There wax ﬁancy with a soldier boy,
A3 married as could be.
T said, ““1 loved but you,
Put as you've proved untrue,
You may go and write on a tombstone white

3
% That I died for love of you.”

“8igh no more, ladies, sigh no more,
en were deceivers ever ;
One foot on sea and one on shore ;
To one thing constant never.”

Much Ado About Nothing.
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“True friendship's laws are by this rule exprest,
Welcome the coming—speed the parting guest.”

X

The & @itavs,

X

“One touch of nature makes the whole world kin."
Troilus and Cressida.




“It is the hour when from the boughs
The nightingale's high note is heard.”

......... “In a Cell or Cavern Deen'" .......

In a cell or cavern deep,

Sorrow loves unseen to waep,

Not where busy crows :=irude,

But in sacred soliti’c

‘When the eye of scorn it clos'd,

And the tear flows uncypesed,

‘When tbs moon’s goy spurtive beams
Coyl; kss-che peai'v streams ;

Wheo the night-bird charms the grove,
Z* how sweet Jone to rove,

List'ning t» her lay of love.

“Boft is the music that would charm for ever."

Byron,

Wordsworth.
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““Thanks to the gods, my brother has done his duty."
Addison.

e

The Engtaliing Madter,

Pust Poonly Prob. Grand Master.

X

“ And thus 'twill be—nor long the day
Ere we like him shall pass away ;
Yon sun that now our bosom warms,
Shall shine—but shine on other forms."

Ingoldsby Legends.

¢ Worghipful wra Frank Janted,
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b “And the heart that is soonest awake to the flowers
D Is always the first to be touch'd by the thorns.”

g Moore.
)
i |
(
{
SONG -2 &t Lo tevte SThE THOFR™ o ooiopqa N eseonees Shield
From the white blossom’d sloe my (zay Chloe requested

If ever I plant in that [woom a thoma.”

‘When I shew'd her t’ie ring, anc Smplor'd her to marry,
She blush'd like vhe dawning ~f morn ;
“Yes, I'll consert,” vhe rep'ie. *‘if you'll promise
That no jealous rival shull laugh me to scorn.”
“No! by Heavens,” &c.

~

0
d
A sprig, her fair breast to adzm:
‘““No! by Heavens,” I exclain’d, *“ may I perish,
&
o

“Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind,
And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted blind.”

Midsummer Night's Dream.
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“In Fnith and Hope the world will dlsagme
But all mankind' Ee concern is Charity.

Pope.

The Maszwe Chavities,

““Their cause I plead,—plead it in heart and mlnd H
A fellow-feeling makes one wondrous kind." -




‘“‘She doth welcome day-light with her ditty,
And drives away dark dismal-dreaming night!”

Passionate Pilgrim.

GLEE . oiisoimsinansies ‘‘Morning "....... ..........Bleschard.

Forth from her eastern bed, she »omes arrez’a fa gold,

She comes, she comes with rzay vreathe eniwined,

A young and fair, a rosy Ljusking bria-;

‘While forth from home ga, shepherds roam,

And with glad strain. tney tread *he plains,

While echoing wncds their rotes prolong

They chaunt a ma'in song v» welcome lovely morn.
With la, i, 1o, la, i, la, la, la, la.

; The night hath pass'd, and now yourr morning bright behold

-

@

“None but the lark so shrill and clear !
Now at Heaven’s gate she claps her wings,
The morn not waking till she sings.”

Alexamder amd Campaspe.
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‘“ Men wol us brothers calle
the wardein's and eck our
Felawes alle.”

>

The Pags Malsrs

of

St Mattien's Lovge,

X

““ As proper men as ever trod upon neat's leather.”

Julius Casar.
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“ Through thick and thin, both over bank and bush
In hopes her to attain by hook or crook.”

Faerie Queene.

HONG. ..o “1 am Watting” ....cocvsieisioreced Birch.

I am waiting 'neath thy casement

‘While the sky is bnﬁ}n with stars abor= me,
I am waiting just to thee,

Just to tell thee, dearest, how 1 love thee.
Canst thou hear me in thy slumhe

And almost believe that thou ~rv wakmg'
Wilt thou tell me on the morrew,

That my poor fond heart is worth tbe king?
I am waiting 'neath thy casiment,

While the sky is bright wich stevs above me,
I am W&lﬁnﬁ just to 1o tnee,

Just to tell thee, drarust, hew I iove thee.

I have waited, I am wear;

And the stars that were s bright are paling,
I am lonely in the darvuiug,

And ny Oeart, my poor fond heart is failing.
Woulds* thou whiser words of comfort

If thy heart corad guess how mine is aching ?
‘Wilt tbou tel! me ere the sunset,

That the love of years is worth the taking ?
2 have wa'ted neat{ thy casement,

Till #o-. siars are all dgone out above me,
I havs vited till the dawning,

Jut to tell thee, dearest, how I love thee.

“Come live with me and be my love
And we will all the pleasures prove.”

Passionate Shepherd.
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““I do perceive here a divided duty.”

Othello.
The Offizecesd of
St. Mattie'n’'s 2 ulge.
* This happy breed of men.” ke I
*““They know their duties.”
Henry IV.
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‘“ And home they go anon the nexte waye,
This is the effect, ther is no more to saye.”

PART SONG............... ““Parting ”........... sassisss Blanchav'

Parting is such sweet sorrow,

That I could say ¢ Good-night” until 'twere morrow,
And when morrow comes e’en then,

Fondly I could linger, till 'twere nigh* aramn.

Oh ! parting is such sweet sorrow, o

That I could say ‘‘ Good-night™ untit 'twero worrow.

“For sinee kind heavin with we~IfL cur realm hath blest,
Give it to heaven oy ~iding the aistressed.” %
ope.

Che Toler's Toast,

39 ALL PCOR AND DISTRESSED MASON'S, WHEREVER
DISPLnEL OVER 7iE ¥.CE OF EARTH AND WATER; WISHING THEM
# TPLTOY REL® FuOM THEIR SUFFERINGS, AND A HAPPY RETURN
%Y THEIR K TIVZ COUNTRY, SHOULD THEY DESIRE IT.”

“ Then let us take a ceremonious leave
And loving farewell of our several friends.”

i o




