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Spoken by Mrs. C L I V E.

= HE ferious bufinefs of thenight being over,
Pray, Ladies, your opinion of our lover 2
Will you allow the man deferwves the name,
Who quits bis miftrefs to preferwe — bis fame ?
And awbhat was fanie in that romantic age $—
But fure fuch aubims nd'er avere but on Sage.
A fatefman rack bis brains, a foldier fig
Merely to do an injur’d people right.—
What ! ferve his country, and get nothing by't!
Why, ay, [ays Bays, George Caltriot was the man ;
*Tis a knoavn truth— believe bim thofe awho can.
Not but ave’we patriots tao, the’ I am told,
T here’s a vaft diff rence’tawixt the new and old :
Say, theirs con’d fight, Dm fure that ours can fcold
But tothe giory of the prefent race,
No ffubborn principles their aorth debafe ;
Patriots awhen out, are courtiers when in place.
Sa, vice V{:rfa., turn a courtier out,
No aeather-cock more fwifily weers about.
His country now, good man ! claims all bis care.—
Who'd fee it plunder’d 2—that’s deny’d bis fhare.
Since courtiers and anti-conrtiers both hawve [hewn
That by the publick good they mean their owon :
What if each Briton, in bis private fation,
Should try to bilk thofe awho embroil the nation ;
Quit either faltion, and, like men, unite
T o do their king and injur’d country right :
Both hawe been awrong’d : prevent their gutlty joy,
Who wou'd your mutual amity deffroy.
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Wou'd you preferve yaur freedom ? pguard his throne,
Who makes your peace and bappinefs his own.
Wou'd you be grateful? let your monarch know
Fhich way you wo’d be beft, and make bim fo.
But fofr I methinks, 1 bear Jome fops complain
Who came prepar’dto give the ladies pain,
That they have drefs’d and fpent—Gad's curfe—

three bours in vain. J
No bints obfeene, improv’d by their broad flare,
Hue given confufion tothe tortur’dfair.
We own the charge. Let Monfienr Harleqnin
And bis trim troop your loafe applaufes win :
T oo much already bas each modeff ear
Been there infulted 5 aweé'll proteéd them bere.
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