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A LetTer to Corinna from a Capran

in Country Quarters,

M YV earlieft flame, to whom I owe
All that a captain needs to know ;
Drefs, and quadrille, and air, and chat,
Lewd fongs, loud laughter, and all thats
Arts that have widows oft fubdued,

And never fail’d to win a prude ;

Think, charmer, how I live forlorn

At quarters, from Corinna torn.

Not more diftrefs the cornet feels

From gruel, and #ard’s popifh pills.
What fhall I do now you're away,

To kill that only foe, the day?

The landed *fquire, and dull frecholder,
Are fure no comrades for a foldier;

To drinl with parfons all day long,
Mifaubin tells me wou'd be wrong :
Sober advice, and Curl’s Dutch avbere
Pve read, ’till I can read no more.

At noon Irife, and ftrait alarm

A fempitrefs’ thop, or country farm 3
Repuls’d, my next purfuit is a’ter

The parfon’s wife, or landlord’s daughter ¢
At market oft for game I fearch,

Oft at aflembliess oft at church,
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And plight my faith and gold to-boot
Yet demme if a foul will do’t ——
Tn fhort our credit’s funk fo low,
Since troops were kept o’foot for fhew;

She that for {oldiers once run mad,

Is turn’d republican, egad'!

And when I boaft my feats, the fhrew

Afls who was {lain the laft review.

Know then, that I and captain Trueman
Refolve to keep a mifs--in common :

Not her, among the batter’d laffes,

Such as our friend Toupét carefles,

But her, a nymph of polifh’d fenfe,

Which pedants call impertinence ;

Train’d up to laugh, and drink, and fwear,

And railly with the prettieft air
Amidft our frolicks and caroufes
How fhall we pity wretched fpoufes !
But where can this dear foul be found;
In garret high, or under ground ?
If {o divine a fair there be,
Charming Cormna, thou art fhe.
But oh ! what motives can perfuade
Belles, to prefer a rural fhade,
In this gay month, when pleafures blooin,
The park, the play—the drawing room—
Lo ! birthnights upon birthnights tread,
Term is begun, the lawyer fee’d ;
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My friend the merchant, let-me tell ye,
Calls in his way to Farinelli ;
Add that my fattin gown and watch
Some unfledg’d booby *{quire may catch,
Who, charm’d with his delicious quarry,
May firft debauch me, and then marry ;
Never was feafon more befitting
Sine conv——ns laft were fitting.
And fhall T leave dear Charing-crofs,
And let two boys my charms ingrofs ?
Leave play-houfe, temple, and the rummer?
A country friend might ferve in fummer !
The town’s your choice——yet, charming fair,
Obferve what ills attend you there.
Captains, that ofice admir’d your beauty,
Are kept by quality on duty;

Cits, for attoning alms difbrufe

A tefter——templars, fomething worfe :
My lord may take you to his bed,

But then he fends you back unpaid 5

And all you gain from generous cully,
Muft go to keep fome Irith bully.
Pinchbeck demands the tweezer cafe,

And Monmouth-fircet the gown and ftays ;
More mifchiefs yet come crowding on,
Bridewell,—Weft Indies—and Sir Jolin—
Then oh ! to lewdnefs bid adieu,

And chaftly live, confin’d to two.
A TALE
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