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Thus bleft with the nymph, how tranfporting the joy !
Who whimfical, wanton, amufes ; |
Who pleafingly forward, ‘or prettily coy, ‘
Oft {natches the kifs {he refufes.

b3

ol

Tora  EA DN making a Pin ‘Bafket,

By the Same.
HILE obje&s of a parent’s care
With, joy your fond atterition fhare,

Madam, accept th’ dufpicious firain ;
Nor rife your beauteous worlk in vain,
Oft’ be your fecond race furvey’d,
And-oft’ a new pin bafket made.

When marriage was in all its glory,
So poets, madam, tell the ftory,
Ere Plutus damp’d love’s purer flame,
Or Smithfield bargains had a name,
In heav’n a blooming youth and bride |
At Hymen’s altars were ally’d ;
When Cupid had his Pfyché won,
And, all her deftin’d labours dore, i
The cruel Fates their rage relented,
And mama Venus had confented.

At Jove’s command, and Flermes’ call,
The train appear’d to fll the hall,
And gods, ‘and goddefles were dreft,
To do them honour, in their beft,
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The little rogues now pafs’d the row,

And look’d, and mov’d I don’t know how,
And, ambling hand in hand, appear
Before the mighty thundérer.

Low at his throne they bent the knee;

e {mil’d the blufhing pair to fee,

Lay’d his- tremendous bolt afide,

And ftrok’d their cheeks, and kifs’d the bride.

Says Juno, fince our Jove’s fo kind,

My dears, fome prefent T muft find.

In greateft pleafures, greateft dangers,
We and the fex were never ftrangers ;
With bounteous hand my gifts I fpread
Prefiding o’er the marriage bed.

Soon, for the months are on the wing, -
To you a daughter fair I bring,

And knaw, from this your nuptial morn
Shall Pleafure, fmiling babe, be born.
But for the babe we muft prepare ;

‘That too fhall be your June’s cave.
Apollo, from his golden lyre,

Shall firft aflit us with the wire;

Vulcan fhall make the filver pin.

The bafket thus we fhall begin,

Where we may put the child’s array,

And getit ready by the day.

The nymphs themfelves with flowers fhall dref it,
Pallas fhall weave, and I will blefs it.

Captain
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