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Roxaxa, or, the Drm\-'ing-Room.
O X AN A from. the court retiring late,
Sigh’d her foft {forrows at St. JamEs’s gate
Such heavy thoughts:lay brooding in her breaf,
Not her own chairmen with more weight opprefs’d ;
‘They groan the cruel load they’re doom’d to bear ;
She'in thefe gentle founds exprefs’d her care.

¢ Was it for this, that I thefe rofes wear,

-

¢ For'this new-fet the jewels for my hair ?

-

¢ Ah! princefs ! with what zeal have I purfu’d !

(4

-

Almoft forgot the duty of a prude.

¢ Thinking T never cou’d attend too foon,

“ I’'ve mifs’"d my prayers, to get me drefs’d by noon.
YErs, 8 }
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[ 83]

For thee, ah! what for thee did I refign ¢
My pleafures, paffions, all that e’er was mine.
I facrific’d both modefty and eafe,
Left operas, and went to filthy plays;
Double entendres fhock’d my tender ear,
Yet even this for thee I chofe to bear.
In glowing youth, when nature bids be gay,
And every joy of life before me lay,
By honour prompted, and by pride reftrain’d,
The pleafures of the young my foul difdain’d.:
Sermons I fought, and with a mein fevere
Cenfur'd my neighbours, and faid daily pray’r.
Alas ! how chang’d !—with the fame fermon mein
That once I pray’d, the What-d’ye call’t 've feen.
Ah! cruel princefs, for thy fake Pve loft
That reputation which fo dear had coft :
I, who avoided every publick place,
When bloom and beauty bid me fhow my face
Now near thee conftant ev’ry night abide
With never-failing duty by thy fide,
Myfelf and daughters ftanding on a row,
To all the foreigners a goodly thow !
Oft had your drawing-room been {fadly thin,
And merchants’ wives clofe by the Ch;lil‘ been feen ;
Had not I amply fill’d the empty fpace,
And fav’d your highnefs from the dire difprace.
“ Yet CoquETILLA’s artifice prevails,
When all my merit and my duty fails :
Iz ¢ That
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That CoqueTILLA, whofe deluding airs
Corrupts our virgins, and our youth enfnares ;
So funk her charaéter, foloft her fame,

Scarce vifited before your highnefs came :

Yet for the bed-chamber ’tis her you chufe,
When Zeal and Fame and Virtue you refufe.
Ah! worthy choice ! not ene of all your train
Whom cenfure blafts not, and difhonours ftain,
Let the nice hind now fuckle dirty pigs;

And the proud pea-hen hatch the cuckoo’s eggs !
Let Ir1s leave her paint and own her age,

And grave Surronxa wed-a giddy page !

A greater miracle is daily view’d,

A virtnous princefs with a court {o lewd.

¢¢ T know thee, Court! with all thy treach’rous wile;
Thy fal{e carefles and undoing {miles !

Ah'! princefs, learn’d in all the courtly arts

To cheat our ‘.mpes, and yet to gain our hearts.

¢« Large lovely bribes are the great ftatefman’s aim;
And the negleted patriot follows fame.

The prince is ogled ; {fome the king purfue ;

But your Roxana only follows You.

Defpis’d Roxana, ceafe, and try to find

Some other, fince the princefs proves unkind;
Perhaps it is not hard to find at court,

If not a greater, a more firm fupport.”

TUESD AL
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St, JamEs’s Coffee-Houfe.

StLrianner and Patca.
HOU, who fo many favours haft receiv’d,
Wond’rous to tell, and hard to be believ’d,

Oh! H—b, to my lays attention lend,
Hear how two lovers boaftingly contend :
Like thee fuccefsful, fuch their bloomy youth,
Renown’d alike for gallantry and truth.

St. James’s bell had toll’d fome wretches in,
(As tatter’d riding-hoods alone could {in)
The happier finners now their charms put out,
And to their manteaus their complexions fuit;
The opera queens had finithed half their faces,
And city-dames already taken places ;
Fops of all kinds, to fee the Lion, run;
The beauties ftay till the firft a’s begun,
And beaux fiep home to put frefh linen on.
No well-drefs’d youth in coffee-houfe remain’d,
But penfive Parch, who on the window lean’d 3
And Sirrianper, that alert and gay,
Firft pick’d his teeth, and then began to fay.

K

b=3 SILLIANDER,




[ 8]

SILLIANDER.

Why all thefe fighs ; ah! why fo penfive grown ?
Some caufe there is why- thus you fit alone.
Daes haplefs paffion all this forrow move ?

Or doit thou envy where the ladies lovel?
PaTcH.

If, whom they love, my envy muft purfue,

*Tis true, at leaft, I never envy you.
SILLIANDER.

No, Pm unhappy, you are in the right,
*T'is you they favour, and ’tis me they flight.
Yet I could tell, butthat I hate to boait,

A club of ladies where ’tis me they toaft.
Parca.

Toafting does feldom any favour prove ;
Like us, they never toaft the thing they love.
A certain duke one night my health begun ;
With chearful pledges round the room it run,
'T'ill the young Svvrvia, prefs’d to drink it too,
Started and vow’d fhe knew not what to do :
What, drink a fellow’s health ! fhe dy’d with fhame
Yet blufh’d whenever fhe pronounc’d my name.

SILLTANDER.

111 fates purfue me, may I never find
The dice propitious, or the ladies kind,
If fair Mifs Friepy’s fan I did not tear,

And one from me fthe condefcends to wear.

Parce
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Paren.
Women are :ﬂways ready to receive;
"Tis then a favour when the fex will give.
A lady (but fhe is too great to name)
Beauteous in perfon, {potlefs in her fame,
With gentle ftrug ulu*rr" let me foree this ring 3
Another day may give another thing.
SILLIANDER.

I cov’d fay fomething—fee this billet-doux—
And as for prefents—look upon my thoe—
eswere ot forc’d, ‘nor halfa theft,
But a young countefs fondly made the gift.

Thefe bucl

ParcH.

My countefs: is more nice, more artful too,
Affe@ts to fly, thatd may fierce purfue :
This fnuff-box. which T begg’d,  fhe fill deny’d,
And when I firove to fnatch it, feem’d to hide ;
She laugh’d and fled, and as I fou ghtito feize,
With affe@ation cram’d it down her ftays ;
Yet hop’d fhe did not place it there unfeen,

I prefs’d her breafts, and puil’d it from between.

SILLIANDER.
Laft night; ‘as I ftood ogling of her grace,
Drinking delicious poifon from her face,
The foft enchantrefs did that face decline,
Nor ever rais’d her eyes to mect with mine 3
With fudden art fome fecret did pretend,
Lean’d crofs two chairs to whifper to a friend,
F 4

While




While the ftiff whalebone with the motion rofe,
And thoufand beauties to my fight expofe.
Partch.
Early this morn— (but I'was afk’d to come)
I drank bohea in C£L1A’s drefling-room :
Warm from her bed, to me alone within,
Her night-gown faften’d with a fingle pin ;
Her night-cloaths tumbled with refiftlefs grace,
And her bright hair play’d carelefs round her face ;
Reaching the kettle made her gown unpin,
She wore no waiftcoat, and her fhift was thin.
SILLIANDER.
See TrT1ana driving to the park!
Hark ! let us follow, ’tis not yet too dark ;
In her all beanties of the fpring are feen,
Her cheeks are rofy, and her mantle green.
PatcH.
See, TInNEORETTA to the opera goes !
Hafte, or the crowd will not permit our bows 3
In her the glory of the heav’ns we view,
Her eyes are ftar-like, and her mantle blue.
SILLIANDER.
‘What colour does in CzzL1a’s ftockings fhine 2
Reveal that fecret, and the prize is thine.
Patecn.
‘What are her garters ? tell me ifyou can;
Tl frecly own thee far the happier man.

Thus
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Thus Parca continued his heroick ftrain,
While SiLLianDER but contends in vain,
After a conqueft fo important gain’d,
Unrival’d Patcs in ev’ry ruclle reign’d.

HEALLT 6% 30 6 36 e
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The Téte a Téte.

Dancinpa.

“c NO, fair Daxcinpa, no; you ftrive in vain
< To calm my care and mitigate my pain;
¢ If all my fighs, my cares, can fail to' move,

¢ Ah! footh me not with fruitlefs vows of love.”

Thus StrerHON {poke. * Dancinpa thus reply’d:
What muft I .do to gratify your pride ?

Too well you know (ungrateful as thou art)

How much you triumph in this tender heart :
What proof of love remains for me to grant ?

Yet ftill you teale me with fome new complaint.
Oh! would to-heav’n ! —but the fond wiflvis vain—
Too many favours had not made it plain!

But fuch a paffion breaks through all difguife,

Love reddens on my chieck and wifhes in my eyes.
Is’t not enough (inhuman and unkind!)

T own the fecret confliét of my mind ;
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You cannot know what fecret pain I prove,
When 1 with burning blufhes own I love,
You fee my artlefs joy at your approach,

I figh, I faint, I tremble at your. touch 3

And in your abfence all the world I fhun;

T hate mankind, and curfe the chearing fun,
Stll as I fly, ten thoufand fivains purfue;
Ten thoufand fwains I facrifice to you.

I thew you all my heart without difguife:
But thefe are tender proofs that youn defpife—
I {ee too well what wilhes you purfue ;

You wou’d not only conquer, but undo:
You, cruel vi¢tor, weary of your flame,
Would feek a cure in my eternal fhame ;
And not content my honour to fubdue,

Now ftrive to triumph o’er my virtue too.
Oh! Love, a godindeed to womankind;
Whofe arrows burn me and whofe fetters bind,
Avenge thy altars, vindicate thy fame,

And blaft thefe traytors that profane thy name,
Who by pretending to thy facred fire,

Raife curfed trophies to impure defire.

Have yon forgot with what enfnaring art
You firft feduc’d this fond uncautious heart?
Then as I fled, did you not kneeling cry,
Turn, cruel beauty ; whither wou’d you fly ?
Why all thefe doubts? why this diftruftful fear?
No impious wifhes fhall offend your ear;

Nor
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Nor evet fhall my boldeft hopes pretend
Above the title of a tender friend;

e, if my lovely goddefs will permit

My humble vows, thus fighing at her feet.
The tyrant Love that in my bofom'reigns,
The god himfelf fubmits to wear your chains.
You {hall direét his courfe, his ardour tame,
And ch

Unpra

ck the fury of his wildeft flame.

’d youth is eafily deceiv’d;

Sooth’d by fuch founds, I liften’d and believ’d;

Now, quite forgot that foft fubmiflive fear,

You dare to afk what T muft blufh to hear.
Cov’d I forget the honour of my race,

And meet your wifhes, fearlefs of difgrace;

Couwd p

And all my mothet’s pious maxims- fail' ;

on o’er my tender youth prevail,

Yet to preferve your heart (which fall muft be,
Falle as ic is, for ever dear to me)
This fatal proof of love I would not give,
Which you’d contemn the moment you receive.
The wretched fhe, who yields to guilty joys,
A man may pity, but he muft defpife.
Your ardour ceas’d, I then fhou’d fee you fhun
The wretched viétim by your arts undone.
Yet if I cou’d that cold indifference bear,
What more wouw’d ftrike me with the laft defpair,
With this refieétion won’d my foul be torn,
To know I merited your cruel icorn.

Has




Has love no pleafures free from guilt or fear?
Pleafures lefs fierce, more lafting, more fincere ?
Thus let us gently kifs and fondly gaze,
Love is a child, and like a child it plays.
O StrersoN, if you wou’d continue juft,
If love be fomething more than brutal luft,
Forbear to afk what I muft ftill deny,
"This bitter pleafure, this deftrucive joy,
So clofely follow’d by the difmal train
Of cutting thame, and guilt’s heart-piercing pain.
She paus’d; and fix’d her eyes upon her fan;
He took a pinch of fnuff, and thus began;
Madam, if love—Dbut he cou’d {ay no mare,
For Mademoifelle came rapping at the door.
‘The dangerous moments no adieus afford .
—Begone, fhe cries, Pm fure I hear my lord.

The lover ftarts from his unfinifh’d loves,

The fighing dame to meet her dear prej

cpa

While STrERPHON curfing flips down the back-fiairs,

THURSDAY,
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‘The BasseTTe-T ABLE.

Smirinpa and CARDELIA.

CARDELIA.
HE baffette-table {pread, the tallier come,
Why ftays Smirinpa in the drefling-room ?
Rife, penfive nymph! the tallier ftays for you.
SMILINDA.
Ah! Madam, fince my SHARPER is untrue,
I joylefs make my once ador’d alpicu.
I faw him ftand behind OmorELTA’s chair,
And whifper with that foft-deluding air,
And thofe feign’d fighs that cheat the lif'ning fair—

)

CARDELIA.
Is this the caufe of your romantick firains 2
A mightier grief my heavy heart fuftains.
As you by Love, fo I by Fortune crofs’d,
In one bad deal three Septlevas I loft.
SMmILINDA.
Is that a grief which you compare with mine?
With eafe the fmiles of Fortune I refign.
Wov’d all my gold in one bad deal were gone,
Were lovely Suarper mine, and mine alone.

CARDELIA.

5
[

e

CEOFS
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CarpELIA.
A lover loft is but a commeon care,
And prudent nymphs againft the change prepare,
The queen of clubs thrice loft! oh! who cou’d guefs
‘Thhis fatal ftroke! this unforefeen diftrefs !
SMILINDA.
See! BerTy LovEerr very a propos!
She all the pains of love and play does know,
Deeply experienc’d many years ago.
Dear Berry fhall th? important point decide,
BerTy, who oft the pains of each has try’d :
Impartial, fhe fhall fay who fuffers mof,
By cards’ ill-ufage, or by lovers loft.
LovEerT.
Tell, tell your griefs; attentive will I ftay,
"Tho’ time is precious, aud I want fome tea.
CARDELIA.
Behold this equipage by MaTHERS Wrough
With fifty gui
See on the tooth-pick Mars and Curip firive,

s (a great pen’orth !) bought!

And both the firuggling figures feem to live.
Upon the bottom fee the queen’s bright face;
A myrtle foliage round the thimble cafe;
Jove, Jove himfelf does on the feiffars fhine,
The metal and thé workmanthip divine.
SMmiLixDA,
This fnuff-box, once the pledge of Smarrer’s love,

When rival beauties for the prefent flrove.

(At
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(At CorTicErLLr’s he the rafile won,

There firft his paffion was in publick fhown.)

Hazarpra blufh’d, and turn’d her head afide,

Her rival’s-envy all in vain to hide.

This {nuf-box—on the hinge fee diamonds fhine;

This fnufi-box will I .ftake, the prize is mine.
CARDELIA.

Alas! far fmaller loffes than I bear,

Have made a foldier figh, a lover {wear :

But oh! what makes the difappointment hard,

*T'was my own lord who drew the fatal card!—

In complaifance I took the queen he gave,

Tho’ my own fecret wifh was for the knave:

The knave won fon ecart that I had chofe,

And the next pull my /feptleva I lofe.
SMILINDA.

But ah! what aggravates the killing fmart;
The cruel thought that ftabs me to the heart,
This curs’d OmBRELTA, this undoing fair,

By whofe vile arts this heavy grief I bear,

She, at whofe name I fhed' thefe fpiteful tears,

She owes to me the very charms fhe wears:

An ankward thing when firft fhe came to town,
Her fhape unfathion’d, and her face unknown;
She was my friend, Ftaught her firft to fpread
Upen her fallow cheeks enlivening red ;

I introduc’d her to the park and plays,

And by my int’reft Cosins made her ftays.

Uh-
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Ungrateful wretch! with mimick airs grown pert,
She dares to fteal my favourite lover’s heart.
CARDELIA.
Wretch that I was! how often have I fwore,
When Wixnary tallied, I would punt no more!

I know the bite, yet to my ruin run,

And fee the folly which I cannot fhun.

SMILINDA.

How many maids have SHARPER’s vow
How many curs’d the moment they b
Yet his known falihood could no warning prove :

Ah! what are warnings to a maid in love !
CARDELIA.

But of what marble muft that brealt be form’d,
To gaze on Baflette, and remain unwarm’d?
When l;ings, queens, knaves, are fet in decent rank,
Fxpos'd in glorious heaps the tempting bank ?
Guineas, half-guineas, all the fhining train,
The winner’s pleafure and the lofer’s pain,

In bright confufion open rouleaus lie,

They ftrike the foul, and glitter in the eye;

Fir'd by the fight, all reafon 1 difdain,

My paflions rife, and will not bear the rein:

Look upon Baffette, you who reafon boait,

And fee if reafon may not there be loft!
SMILINDA.

What more than marble muit that breaft compofe,
That liftens coldly to my SzarPEr’s vows!

Then
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Then when he trembles, when his blafhes.rife;
When awful love feems melting in his eyes ! :
With eager beats his Mechlin cravat moves :
He loves, I whifper to myfelf, he loves!
Such unfeign’d paffion in his look appears,
1 lofe all mem’ry of my former fears ;
My panting heart confefles all his charms;
I yield at once, and fink into his arms.
Think of that moment, you who prudence boatt !
For fuch a moment, prudence well were loft.
CARDELTA.

At the groom-porter’s, batter’d bullies-play
Some dukes at Marybon bowl time away !

But who the bowl or rattling dice compares
To Baflette’s heavenly joys and pleafing cares ?
, SMILINDA.

Soft SiMPLIGETTA doats upon a bean ;
Prupina likes 2 man, and laughs at (how :
Their feveral graces in my SHARPER meet;
Strong as the footman, as the mafter fweet:

Loverr:

Ceafc your contention, which has been too long,
I gtow impatient, and the tea grows ftrong :
Attend, and yicld to what I now decidé ;

The equipage fhall grace Smirinpa’s fide 5 .
The fuff-box to Carperia I decree;
S0 leave complaining, and begin your tea.

Vor. I: G F R I=D Ay,
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O W twenty {prings had cloth’d ¢
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The TorLeTTE.

Lypia.

e l,‘.‘ﬂ

Since Liypra knew the blofloms of fiftee

No lovers now her mor ning hours moleft ;

And catch her at her toilette half ugd

The thund’ring knocker wakes the fireet no me

Nor chairs, nor coaches crowd the filent
Nor at the window all her mornings
Or at the

dumb devotion of her glaf

Reelin’d upon her arm the penfive fate,

And curs’d th’ inconftancy of

(14

€&

more ny

And lines mif-fpelt record my lover’s flame :

Nor fhall fide-boxes watch my wand’ring eyes;

And, as they

In crowds behind,

o ‘."1"1t thall
'\

K7

But ancient o

name fhal

catch the glance,

uarg

tog
Ido to{

Oh youth ! O fpring of life for ever
No

1 reion the
2

1 humble bows ; nor white-glov’d b

1

n too late.

in rows

me to my coach,

(pend the hateful day 2
apel fhall I wear the morn away ?

Who there appears at thefe unmodith hours,

1atrons with their frizled tow’rs,

1 pr'een
o )
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And grey religious maids? my prefence there
Am idft that {ober train, would own defpair;
Nor am 1 yet fo old, nor is my glance

As yet fix’d wholly on devotion’s trance.

Strait then I’ll drefs, and take my wonted ra

Thro’ India fhops, to Motteux’s, or the Change,
Where the tall jar ereéls its ftately pride,

With antick fhapes in China’s azure dy’d;

There carelefs lies a rich brocade unroll’d,

Here fhines a cabinet with burnifh’d gold. \ i
But then, alas! I muft be forc’d to pay, e
And bring no penn’orths, not a fan away !

* How am I cars’d, unbhappy and forlorn!

My lover’s triumph, and my {ex’s fcorn!

]

¢ is-the pompous grief of youthful heirs;

“alfe are the loofe coquet’s inveigling

ey

3

¢ Falfe is the crafty courtier’s plighted word;
Falfe
Falfe is the fprightly widow’s publick tear;
Yet thefe to Damon’s oaths are all fincere.
“ For what young flirt, bafe man, am I abus’d?

)

are the dice, when gamefters ftamp ‘the board;

To pleale your wife am I unkindly us'd;

*T'is true, her face may boaft the peach’s bloom;
But does her nearer whifper breathe perfume?

I own her taper fhape is form’d to pleafe;

But don’t you fee her unconfin’d by ftays ?

She doubly to fifteen may claim pretence;

Alike we read it in her face and fenfe,

G 2 “Tn




Infipid, fervile thing! whom I difdain!

¢ Her phlegm can beft fupport the marri:
¢ Damox is pradlis’d in the modifh life ;
cc

Can hate, and yet be civil to his wife;

“““He games, he drinks, he fivears, he fights, he roves!
 Yet Crokr can believe he fondly loves!

¢ Miftre(s and wife by turns fupply his need ;

“ A mifs for pleafure, and a wife for breed.

Powder’d with diamonds, free from {pleen or care,
‘¢ She can a fullen hufband’s humour bear ;

¢ Her credulous friendfhip, and her ftupid eafe,

¢ Have often been my jeft in happier days :

¢ Now Crot boafts and triumphs in my pains;

¢ T'o her he’s faithful ; ’tis to me he feigns.

“ Am I that ftupid thing to bear neglect,

¢ And force a fmile, not daring to fufpett ?

¢ No, perjur’d man! a wife may be content,

But you fhall find a miftrefs can refent.”

Thus love-fick Lypra rav’d; her maid appears,
And 1n her faithful hand the band-box bears;

(The Ceftos that reform’d inconftant Jove

Not better fill’d with what allur’d to love)

¢ How well this ribband’s glofs becomes your face!”
She cries in rapture ; ¢ then, {o fiwveet a lace!

¢ How charmingly you look! fo bright! fo fair!

¢ *Tis to your eyes the head-drefs owes its air!”
Strait Lypra fmil’d; the comb adjufts her locks ;
And at the play-houfe Harry keeps her box.
SATUR-
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S ACHERESIRY P AN

The Smarr-Pox.

Fravia.
HE wretched Fravia on her couch reclin’d,
Thus breath’d the anguifh of a wounded mind;
A glafs revers’d in her right hand {he bore,
For now fhe fhun’d the face fhe fought before.
¢ How am I chang’d! alas! howam I grown

-

A frightful fpeéire, to myfelf unknown !

N

Where’s my complexion ? where my radiant bloom,

~

That promis’d happinefs for years to come?

-

Then with what pleafure I this face furvey’d !
To look once more, my vifits oft delay’d !

Charm’d with the view, a frefher red would rife,

And a new life fhot {parkling from my eyes!
¢ Ah! faithlefs glafs, my wonted bloom reftore ;

Alas ! I rave, that bloom is now no more !

The greateft good the gods on men beftow,

Ev’n youth itfelf to me is ufelefs now.
There was a time (oh ! that I cou’d forget!)

When opera-tickets pour’d before my feet ;

And at the ring, where brighte{t beauties fhine,

The earlieft cherries of the fpring were mine.
Witnefs, O Lilly; and thou, Motteux, tell
How much japan thefe eyes have made ye fell,
G 3 ¢ With
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> I bore,

j 'L‘.L\’., or with trinmph wore!
3 r ; A
I, and prefents are no more !

iot has the houfe forfook,

es to catch a pafling look :

And left
For me the Soldier has foft verfes writ :

For me the Beau has aim’d to be a wit.

For me the Wit to nonfenfe was betray’d ;
The Gamefler has for me his dun delay’d,

And overfeen the card he would have pia}"d.
The bold and haughty by fuccefs made vain,
Aw’d by my eyes, have trembled to complain =

The bafhful *Squire touch’d by a wifh unknown,

Has dar’d to fpeak with {pirit not his own:
Fird by one with, all did alike adore ;

Nowr hon A e st oo |
INOw Deat § Iied, and Iovers aré no more .

¢ As roond the

m I turn my weeping eyes,

New unaffected fcenes of forrow rife !

Far from my fight that killing piéture bear,

The face disfigure, and the canvas tear !

ich with pride I us’d to fhow,

That pitture,
The loft refemblance but upbraids me now.

And thou, my toilette ! where I oft have {ate
While hﬂu.rr unheeded pals’d in deep dcb;l.t(‘,
How curls fhould fall, or where a patch to places
If blue or fcarlet beft became my face;

¢ Now




"

-

-

-

"~

-

[ 103 ]
Now on fome happier nymph your aid beftow ;
On fairer heads, ye ufelefs jewels, glow !
No borrow’d luftre can my charms reftore ;

Beanty is fled, and drefs is now no more !

¢ Ye medner beauties, I permit ye fhine ;
Go, triumph in the hearts that once were mine ;
But *midft your trinmphs with confufion know,

"Tis to my ruin all your arms ye owe.

Woud g heav’n reftore my wonted mein,
Ye fiill might move unthought of and unfeen :
But ch, how vain, how wretched is the boalt
Of beauty faded, and of empire loft!

What now is left but Weeping, to deplore

My beauty fled, and empire now no more!

¢ Ye cruel ¢

mifts, what with-held your aid !

Could no pomatur

15 fave a trembling maid?

How falfe and trifling is that art ye boaft ;
No art can give me back my beauty loft !
In tears, {urrounded by my friends I lay,
Mafk’d o’er, and trembled at the fight of day;
MirmiLLIO came my fortune to deplore,
(A golden-headed cane well carv’d he bore)
Cordials, he cry’d, my fpirits muft reftore !
Beauty is fled, and {pirit is no more !
¢ Garrx, the grave ; afficious SquirT, was there,
With fruitlefs grief and unavailing care :
Macraon too, the great Macuaow, known
By his red cloak and his fuperior frown ;
G 4 ¢ And
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And why, he cry’d, this grief and this de{'}mir,

You fhall again be well, again be fair;
Believe my oath; (with that an oath he fivore)
Falfe was his oath'; my beauty is no more!
¢ Ceafe, haplefs maid, no more thy tale purfue,
Forfake mankind, and bid the world adien!
Monarchs and beauties rule with equal fway ;
All ftrive to ferve, and glory to obey :
Alike unpitied when depos’d they grow,
Men mock the idol of their former vow.
¢ Adien! ye parks !—in fome obfcure recefs,
Where gentle fireams will weep at my diftrefs,
Where no falfe friend will in my grief take part,
And mourn my ruin with a joyful heart ;
There let me live in fome deferted place,

here hide in fhades this loft inglorious face,
Ye operas, circles, I no more muft view !

My toilette, patches, all the world adieu !

The
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