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[ 172
Breakfafts, and auctions wear the morn away,

Each evening gives an opera, or a play;

eternal joys all night remain,
And kindly ufher in the morn again.
For love no time has fhe, or inclination,

it for the fake of fafhion ;

is to each fop that’s near,

Th’ embroider’d colonel flatters with a fucer,

And the cropt enfign nuzzles in her ear.

But with moft warmth her drefs and airs infpire
Th’ ambitious bofom of the landed ’[quire,

Who fain would quit plump Dolly’s fofter charms,
For wither’d lean rig/
He bows with reverence at her facred fhrine,
And treats her as if {prung from race divine,

bt bonourable arms ;

‘Which fhe returns with infolence and feorn,
Nor deigns to {fmile on a plebeian born.

Ere long by friends, by cards, and lovers crofs'd,
Her fortune, health, and reputation loft ;
Her money gone, yet not a tradefman paid,
Her fame, yet fhe ftill damn’d to be 2 maid,
Her {pirits fink, her nerves are fo unfir ung,
She weeps, if but a handfome thief s hunrr :
By mercers, lacemen, mantua-malers prefs’d,
But moft for ready cafh for play diftrefs’d,
‘Where can fhe turn 2—the “fquire muft all repair,
She condeftends to liften to his pray’r,
And marries him at length in mere defpair,

But
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But foon th’ endearments of a hufband cloy,

Her foul, her ﬂumc incapable of joy :

She feels no tranfports in the bridal bed,

Of which fo oft fh’ has heard, fo much has read ;

Then vex’d, that fhe {hould be cordemn’d alone

To {eek in vain this phil ofophick ftone,

To abler tutors fhe réfolves t apply,

A proftitute from curiofity :

{ort, and ev’ry fize;

Hence men of e
Impatient for heav’
The frib
The ruddy temy
Ti Hibernian captain of gigantick make,

s cordial drop, fhe tries;

ing beau, the rough unwieldy clown,
8

slar newly on the town,

The brimful parfon, and th’ exhaufted rake.

But il malignant Fate her wifh d
Cards yield fuperior joys, to cards fhe flies ;
All night from: ruut to rout her chairmen run,

Again fhe 1 slays, and is again undone.

Behold her now in Ruin’s frightful jaws!

Bonds, judoments, executions ope their paws;

furniture, and plate, nor {pare

-] 1

Seize jewe

The gilded chariot, or the tofiel’d chair,

Tor lonely feat the’s forc’d to-quit the town,

And Tubbs conveys the wrete hed exile down.
Now rumbling o’er the ftones of Tyburn-road,

Ity load,

Ne'er prefs’d with'a more griev ’d or gu
She bids adien to all the ch-lmm\ n ftreets,
ch fhe meets :

And envies ev’ry cinder-wen
And
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