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ProGAMME oF Toasts AND PMusic.

8it down and feed, and welcome to our table.
As You Like It, II., 7.




Welcome to our table.

As You Like It, II. 7.

GRACE BEFORE MEAT ..o.o.ooovovvrvreis s, W. Byrd.

Non nobis Domine, sed nomine t»o Ja gloriac.

GRACE AT R R, L N eee e coeeerescncesone Young.

For thee and all Thy wmercies given,
e biss and oralse Thy name, O Lord.
May we receivr ‘hem with thanksgiving,
Lver trusting in Thy word.
To Thee ai.ne be hononr, glory,
No.* and henceforth, for evermore.—Amen.

‘To say you are welcome, were superfluous.
Pericles, II. 8.




Women will love her that she is a woman
More worth than any man; men, that she is
The rarest of all women.
Winter's Tale, V. 1.

The @Queer ~nU tY. Craft.,

X

She shall be lov'd, and fear'd: Her own shall bless her:
Her foes ahnll ahake like a ﬂeld of beawn corn.

God shnll be truly known md those About her
From her shall read the perfoct ways of honour,
And by those claim their greatness—not by blood.

Henry VIIL, V. 4.




Now angels
Fly o'er thy royal head.

Henry VIII., V. 1.

NAT. ANTHEM...““Gop SAVE THE Qo e ... .. Bult.
SOLO AND CHORTS.

God save our gracious Quzen,
Long live our nobl: Jucen,

Go? suve the Qwer !
Send her vieteiiou®,
Happy and ~luricus,
Long to re.ca over 8-

uod <av? *the Queen !

TRIO AND CLORUS.

Saved from the a.sassin's arm,
i n, Lord, (hail shield from harm

Kver hast been ;
Angels aco.nd her way
Watih—while by night and day,
Mucm s in thousands pray,

God save the Queen !

>

The God of Heaven
Both now and ever bless her.

Henry VIIL, V. 1,




You have deserv'd
High commendation, true applause, and love.

As You Like It, I. 3.

R

BHR.W, the Pousce 7 WHales,
SfMost Worshvinl Goud Master;

BHR.BW, the Privucess of Wales,
27 w2 Hest of the Ropal Hamilp.

X

Fair be to you, my lord, and to all this fair company! fair
desires, in all fair measure, hh'ly guide them !

Trolius and Cressida, III. 1.




Here is good broken music.

Troilus and Cressida, III, 1.

GLEE............ ““SprING's DELIGHTS ... ... ....... Mitlie >,
Bros. FELLOWS, PEARCE, BELL, enu. MYERS,.

Spring’s delights are all . 1ving,
pVe;‘dant iioﬁiets clothe each SPIay,
" Hawthorn bunds nga Jegful tidirg
Welcome news! ‘tis olythe Miv day.,
Rural pastimes. j.aeful offains,
Hail the proase for the )3ar,
Vi swans uneir pah.s uisclosing,
Maiders 'end more w.lhng ear.
These mhghts br*® last a season,
Fralrz quickl r with the year,
Svin hese%r arc. 1f spent with reason,
Surely biug us Antumn cheer.
. Come then, <learest, hear my pleadmg,
(CAN: Tnmtiot&bliimymtawm :
But m;, honest heart receivin
Woke me bless this bright i{ay-day.

W

What music is this?
1 do but partly know, sir; it is music in parts.

Troilus and Cressida, I1I. 1




Are you men and true?
Yea, or it were pity.

Much Ado About Nothing, III. 8.

The Right Forouralle

The Garl of “Cuarng hun,
Sost TRorshipfn! yro. Grans Master;
The Bkt FHnwwmsule
vl Lavhon,

Righ, " Norshipfsl Ioputp Grand Master;
and the
rand Lovge of EGngland,

X

Come, love and health to all.
Ibid.




t so stockish, hard, and full of rage,
Butm ¢ for the time doth change his nature.

Merchant of Venice, V. 1.

SONG....“*Stars oF THE SUMMER NIGHT”...%. H. l‘iall.
Bro, F. H. BELL.

Stars of the summer pigut !
Far in yon azure d=~.pr,

Hide, hide your gu‘den hght'
She sleeps ! m7 lnay sleep.

Morn of the vuwmer 1 7ht !

Far dow 1 yon we e\ “teeps,
Sink, sink sllver Lht !

She siveps | my Iady sleeps !

W of the sumuier night!
\Vhere youcer woodbine creeps,

Fold, fold *n; pinions light !
She wleepa' my lady sleeps !

Drcaums of the summer night !
Tell her, her lover keeps

\/aich, wlule, in slumber light,
She sleeps! my lady sleeps !

e

Most heavenly music ;
It nips me into listening.
Pericles, V. I.




A loyal, just, and upright gentleman.
Richard II., I. 8.

X

The Right 7 orshipfn' 2jro.

Major Gengs Sinietan Tulor,
Prov. Goud Master wr Staffordshive.

XX

Laud we the gods,
And let our crooked smokes climb to their nostrils

From our bless’d altars!
Cymbeline, V. 5.
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This is a more exquisite song than the other.
Othello, II. 8.

........... ‘“ HASTE, YE SOF( JALEs .. ... ..Martin.
Bros. FELLOWS, PEAV.JB, ZELL, ¢ad 1% ERS,

Haste, ye soft zies, to wuy relef,
Learn every sigh, eack pu.. edeh grief.
Then waft thenn to my fair one’s ear,
Tell how . 1anguici in despair ;

Ang i surt pity swe deny,

Tel! her for he. alone I die.

b

The air
Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself
Unto our gentle senses.

Macbeth, 1. 6.
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Tis an office of ?-uz worth,
And you an officer fit for the place.

MGmlm?othmua,I.!.

X

The @ -vsnipinl K o.

Colone) Fogter Gough,
Beputp Proh. eaad Poster; and the Probincial
v Tode o Staffordshire.

e

Welcome him then according to his worth.
Two Gentlemen of Verona, II. 4.
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Thou sing’st sweet music.
Richard IIL, V. 8.

O

Bros. PHARCE and . {YERS.

Flow gently, Dew,
On thy mossy banks the valiant Zaac: sleeps,
2 Sweet be his doians!
And when he wak:, G! may he wake to peace.

Ah! no; I hea the clash ug svund of arms,
Rouse the galiont waivior ;

Rize, Tulcr, ‘ise!

And liad us on to decth or victory !

‘ruen shei tue bards
In sad uoces ring our knell,
Or chant in happy strains
iuns song of joy.

Here with a cup that's stored unto the brim
‘We drink this health to you.

Pericles, II. 8.
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I tender you my service
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young;

Which elder days s! ripen, and confirm
To more approved service and desert.

Richard II., II. 8. J

X

The Woarsheprul Nagter

ve the

St. alatthow’'s Lovge.

e

Give every man thine ear, but few thy voice;
Take each man’s censure, but reserve thy judgment.

This above all—To thine own self be true,
And it must follow, as the night the day,
Thou canst not then be false fo any man.

Hamlet, 1. 8.
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Those girls————take heed of them !
2 Al's Well, II. 1.

SONG....... T cnre s ¢ MADOLINE "......oioeeeverinns. . Balfe.
Bro. W. H. FELLOWS.

I dream of thee, sweet Madolinc.
So beautiful and bright,
My memory weaves each looz ot thine,
ith every thought of light.
Thou art the music of mv bart
That whispers throngh each day,
That speaks thy naiae in every “icze,
When far from v.ee away.

I dream of thie, dear M=dilne,
Through 1ife’s sad wasio of years,
Like sprirg- sweet brath to ﬂyowers that droop,
Thr brax>ing smil's ¢ ppears.
Wken’es the worta wmay cast its care,
Whe: sorrov: uer I see,
I fear no shadc, Jor in my grief,
i turn again to thee.

BUBT PIARPFORTE NJERG . . ccciiieiinnmansernencnnces
Bros. BOND and TAYLOR.

>

Those dancing chi

O'er whom thy fingers walk with gentle gait,
Making dead 30«1 more blessed tgnn livm 'llps.
Sonnet cxxviii.
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I coun mylel.flnnot.hlng else so happy,

Asin a sonl lﬁ good friends ;

And as my fortune th thy love,

1t shnll be still thy true lovea recompense ;

My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus seals it.

Richard II., I1. 8.

X

’.:1:9 Vg 1‘65

f this,
wmumnolpthenoehoummmﬁm

All's well, 1. 3.
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-
Shall we clap into 't roundly, without hawking,
or ?pitﬂns',nor tdm iwa’m hoarse ; which are the only
ogues to & voice
e As You Like It, V. 3. :
)

QUARTETTE......... .. S PAR'S SONGU/NN.iviies Haitton.
Bros. FELLOWS, PEARCE, BEZ.L. a3d MY

Our ship now goes with a pleasant zal
Give it to her, boys, row give i heor,
For she's the craft tu camy sail
Give it to her, "wors, now givz it her,
See, the wind i+ up our uorte.,
Make all tuut wad suuy, buys,
Swiftly she'il o~ througn ‘he water,
Then =\ serve *he g.og, boys.
Hark, toe oreeze tegins to blow,
Su clar your pipez, and join in our heave ho!
Chunily, my mon, heave ho!
Through the aight how fast she’s sped now,
Keep her course nor' west, boys,
Merry Inwland’s right a-head now,
Soo. we !l make the land, boys.
Hark, the breeze, &c.

X

We kept time, we lost not our time.
As Yow Like It, V. 3

'

*
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We have been guided thee hitherto,
And of thy cunning no diffidence.

We'll set thy statue in some holy place,
And have thee reverenc'd like a blessed saint.

Henry VI, III. °.

X

The Instioling hlagter,
Worghipfa! Brw, Srank Iaues,

Qaxt Jeputp Puob. Grand Master.

X

Inferior eyes
ahat borro;vbtheir behavw;xlru m:lm the great,
row great by your example, and put on
The dauntless spirit of resolution. ?
King~John, V. 1.
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The man that hath no music ln himself,
Nor is not mov'd with rd of sweet ds,
Is fit for treuasons, stmtlgems. and spoils ;

Let no such man be trus
Mer. of Venice, V. 1.

>

SONG...*THE MERRY LITTLE FAT GREY M. N"...Biew'*.

Bro. J. PEARCE.

There is a little man dressed ill i grey,
He lives in the city and bo. always gar;
He’s round as an apple, pl.mp as a prar,
He has not a shilling. n(‘hashean...e.
Yet he laughs aua he
And he sings z.ad he ‘*«ub s ha! ha! ha!
Oh? what a merry Jittle qrey fat man.

He drinks witiout covnting the number of glasses,
He smgs nerry songs avd flirts with the lasses;
He has levts, he has durs, when the bailiffs draw near,
He suty up his avor, and he shuts up his ear.

Yeu he laug:s and he sings, &c.

u tue rain \hrough the roof his garret floor wets,
Tu his bed o oring snugly, the rain he forgets:
{n blesk -old December, it hails and it snows,
Af the a.2 goes out his fingers he blows.
Yot he laughs and he sings, &c.

He hath songs, for man, or woman, of all sizes.
Winter's Tale, IV. 8.
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The stars above us govern our conditions.
Lear, IV. 3.

e

The J5.u¢c Moalers

LY

*\o : at'ﬂt ew's lung'to

You are welcome, masters; welcome all :—I am
glad to see thee well : walcoma, good friends !

Hamlet, I1. 2.




‘When i %rlet the heart doth wound,
And ﬂm nmr the mind oppress,
Then music, with her silver sound,
With speedy help doth lend redress.

Romeo and Juliet, VI., 5.

%

GQUER. ..o .veonszma “Soupir’s Love"............. .Ajcken.
Bros. FELLOWS, PEARCEF, > ELL, and MYE .\S.

Before the morning sun ‘s beaming,

And soldiers of their c.. quests 212 oreaming,

The drum resounds >0 4rms. to a~ws,
Dearest ma’d, ~~w fare ‘heo well,

And while th ' cait to arm. 1s peal

Each soldir ‘o his tr.» love is stelﬁ‘izx'xg,

Perhaps o ™d the list (arewell,
Deare: $ maid now fare thee well.

Forewell, dear pa‘d, and cease thy weeping,
W 2ll are here in Heaven's keeping,
Tie soldiet’s bride will true remain,

Dez est inaid, now fare thee well.

My ears,

I do protest, were never better fed
With such delightful pleasing harmony.

Pericles, II. 8.
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I see some sparkles of a better hope ¢
Which elder days may happily brmg forth.

Richard II., V. 8.

pa

The Odfucersd of
St. QYactfen's Lovge.

The honour'd gm‘ls
Keep Rome in safety, and the chairs of justice
Bupplied with worthy men !

Coriolanus, I1I. 8.




How if the kiss be denied?
Then she puts you to entreaty, and there begins new matter.

As You Like It, IV, 1.

NONG-. i) e “I Fear No For".. .\....\..... Piwwdi,
Bro H. MYERS,

I fear no foe in shiniu, amour,
Tho' his lance ke s-af, and Vera,

But I fear and leve the glapom,
Through thy «-ocping laches seen ;

Be I clad in :rsoue apd ‘ass:s,
Do I periect .airass voar,

Love thr¢’ o1 my arivour passes
To tha heart tiat's hidden there!

Wou'a T fend a blow so given?
Weold I raise a hand to stay?

Tu' my bzovt in twain be riven,
And¥ pecita in the fray !

1 fear 10 foe, except the glamounr,
Of the eyes 1 long to see;

I aw» herz, love, without armour,
s‘mke, and captive make of me.

e

Fore Heaven, an excellent song.
Othello, II. 8.
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You have made good work, you and your apron men.
Coriolanus.

X

The Mignnic Charitied,

X

Do not upbraid us with our distress.
Coriolanas,
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The setting sun and music at the close,
As the h:% taste of sweets, is sweetest last

Writ in remembrance more than things long past.

Richard II., II. 1.

GLEE...“To ouvr NEXT MERRY MEETINC". +I. Phillips.
Bros. FELLOWS, PEARCE, BELL ani MYERS

Farewell kind friends, yet e'e wz part,

With warm responses to rah other's Leai:,
And grateful worde rcoeating ;

Fill the goblet high =nd bright,

And let this toast b a unk to night,
Here's to our nexv Me'ry M .eting.

A frerd siould bees « friend's infirmities.
Julius Cesar, IV. 3.

The yler's Toast,

““20 ALL :37\ AND DISTRESSED MASONS, WHEREVER DIS-
PERSE OVER TR.® FAC! OF EARTH AND WATER; WISHING THEM A
b7BnL¥ RELIV.F JROM THEIR SUFFERINGS, AND A HAPPY RETURN TO
THXIR NAT'VE “ZUNTRY SHOULD THEY DESIRE IT."

XX

You know the way home again.
Coriolanus, V. 3.




