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Kick him, J EN N Y,

A

Valiant Knight, and vertuous Dame,
Nouble by Birth as well as Fame,
Enjoy'd a vaft Eftate at Greenbam,

MERRY TALE.

By dying Parents left between ’em.

This Lady had a waiting Maid,

On whom fhe fignal Favours laid =
¥or the was of a Temper mild,
And kept the Damfel from a Child 3
And always us’d her, when alone,
To fpeak with Freedom as her own.

But whet doth all this Talk avail 2
Why—"tis a Preface to my Tale.

RocG ER, 2 Jolly Country Swain,
Fell deep in Love with Mrs. J A N E.
A pretrier Girl no Summer’s Sun
Did e’er difplay his Beams upon.
A 2 With
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~ With graceful Shape, enchanting Mtetr! -~ -7 ¢
Oo April Day but ju@® Eighteea : =~ - - -
Whence fome wou d whi \Dary that for Wit! i
Shehad but little Share of iz, R
As in the Sequel we fhall find 5
But'yet her Stars prov'd very kind ¢
Which makes the Proverb true abide,
"That Feols bave Fortune on their Side.
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When e’er fhe ftir’d abroad, youngRoozx
Tapk th’ Opportunity to dodge ber 5 .
And, al) along the Way fhe went, °
He fomething of his Mind wou’d vent.

Before Folks her he’d ne’er accofi,

Becaufe fuch Conduét pleas’d her moft ;

For fhe had warn’d him notto come, -

And court her openly at Home 3

Tho' many others came and woo'd,

Which, that fhe lov’d him plainly fhew’d.
Sometimes indeed fhe woul! permit him,
Only to fhew fhe’d not admit,him.

Before al) People him fhe flighted 5

He guefls’d the Trick—and ne’er was frighted.
The Subtile Sex, thus, in their Breaft, |
Conceal the Lover they like beft.

J £ n N ¥ wou’d Vifits oft pretend,
Sometimes to this, then t’other Friend 5
And always went 2 Mile around,
For fuke of pafling Rocer’'s Ground.
Then at his Farm-houfe the would call,
Pretend ¢.’ve got an ugly Fall,
In climbiag over ycnder Stile,
An- orly came to reft 2 while.
R oG £ R would te!* ber, on his Troth,
‘That he w:s glad and {orry borh
For her Mifthane-. She cry’d yveu’ve Room,
Or elfe, good lack ! d'ye think I'd come?—_
- - Manp
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Many Excufes fhe 'would frame, e
No matter for their being lame 3 B ]
But when fh'ad nothing elfe to {2y, N I
Alas ! fhe found—fh'ad lofi—her Way, ~ ° »
And *twas {o late, fhe could net ftayp.

Then gallant RocEr had the Honour,

You may be {ure, to wait upon her,

How proud be was of the Qctafion

Kind Fortune gave to breath his Paffion,

In which he thought himfelf morebleft

Than the great Monarch of the Eafi,

He'd fay— '

More Compliments he made than thofes

But all the reft were {fpokein Profe 5 -

And ’tis my Meaning to rehear(e

Nothing but what was fpoke in Verfe.

Tho® fick, the’d go abroad—what then 2

Twas but for Air, and in again.
Whil@t round the Houfe her Swain wou'd [yrk,
And long e’re Sun-fet leave his Work.
If Rocer met her, "twas defign’d
By Chance, and much againft her Mind:
But when fhe all about the Place
Had look’d, and could not fes his Face,
Aroun. her Heart in Heaps wou’d gather,
Paio (thall I fay) Vexation rather :
For fh'ad not Senfe enough to love 3
'To've fomethinelike it, fhe cou’d prove.
But what (hll gave her moft Vexation,

, She fear’d he counterfeited Paffion.

Sometimes to go and fee a Farr,
She’d get a Day compleat—0 rare!
Then Rocer’s privately {fent Word,
That he s Company might afford
In wh ch altha’ the much delighted, |
He was by fecond-hand invited, Wh ‘

~ 9
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Who always Bus’nefls wonld n?g[e&'f
(No furer Token of Relpedt)
~ To follow her, where’er fhe went,
And thus, whole Days in Courtthip fpent.
But chiefly Sundays. rthen being dreft,
As Ture as could be, in his beft, .
In bolder T'eems he would addrefs her,
And eagerly 1o M eriag= prefs her 3
Swear that he lov’J her faom his Breaft,
More than in Words could be exprefls’d.
His ard-nt Love for J~nE was {uch,
Poor RocER rogitated much.

- But all that he could fay or do,
Could not perfuade her he was true 3
For the had ta’en it in her Head,

That all was falf= whate’er Men faid 3
And therefore further Proof wou’d have
"That he was, as he faid, her Slave.
And then, zs fhe could not be cruel,
She’d t2ke him for her only Jewel.

RocER, 2ltho’ a Country Swain,
Had not 2 common Ruftick’s Brain 3
For he had read all Ovid’s Stories,
And dipt into his Ars dmoris
§n Englifb, as tranflated true,
By thofe who'ad little «lfe to do.
He knew the Oaths by which Men {wear,
When they their Love to Maids declare 3
All which to vent, on fuch Occafion,
He would not fail, to fhew his Paffion.
He’d call the Stars down to atteft,
‘Thar what he fpoke was not in Jeft 3
‘The Sun and Moon he’d likewifc mention,
‘T’avouch h'. honourable Intention 3
N1y, all the Gods, and.the Gf)ddeﬁ‘ts,
‘That true belov'd her, were Witneffes s

By
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By Heav'n and Earth, and Sea, he {wore;

‘T'o fuch Degree he did adore, -
That if fhe did not him believe,
A Moment longer he’d not live,

What Nymph fuch Rbet’rick cou’d withfiand ?;"

Yet JenNY obftinate remain’d;
Ard @®ill did on fome Proof infif},

Or told him plainly to defift.

What is there I'd not do, be cry’d,
T'o have thee, JENNY, for my Bride 2
Oh! tell me {prak—what—can there be
I wou’d not do for Love of thee 2
Demand my Heart if you wou’d fee’,
I'll lay it panting at your Feet.

Leave off your Rapture, filly Swain,
It is nnt Words that fhall me gain;
*Tis fomething elfe, which till you do,
I'll not believe that you are true,
She bluthing faid=—but much 1 fear,
That you will fcorn to do’t my Dear—
Scorn, my dearCharmer, fcorn d’yefay?
My atmnft Pride is you t’obey.
Then tell me--whytheTime d’ye wafte?
Try my Obedience by my Hafte.

It is==but turn your Head afide~~
Oh ! where fhall I my Blufhes hide 2
1 know not how to bring itout 5
Becaufe--’tis fomething odd, I doubt.

Rocer, who faw’er in this Confufion,
Guef<’d fhe wou’s make an odd Conclufion 3

But urg’d—{fince Matters are fo nigh,

Wby fhou’d you blufh *twixt youand I2

Why
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Why thes—1t It—-ﬁuthzzk—-sommug, .
Il whifperit into your Bar:; .. - = ",
But keep it fecret, I bofeech, . .7 " ¢
It is—that you.wou’d—kifs . my Bregch=— 3
If you refufe, I'll. ne’er believe,
That you can love me, while f lives .
But when the thing you once havedone
Soon as you pleafe we Two are Oxse.

" Rocer, with eager Gladnels {wore
He'd do’t with Joy, and ten times more.
Nay if that Moment home fhe’d go, |
He’d kifs ber o’er from top to toe, .
But all the while Taugh’d in his.Sleeve,
'Tho® he cou’d fcatce his Ears believe,
Had not her Vifage, and her Tone, .
That the was f{erious plainly fhown.

Well then, quoth Janny, 1f I {ee
You love me to fuch great degree,
I'll be your Wife, as old Folks fay,

For ever after, and a day.

What need I metition Rocer’s Rapture2 ™
*T'wou’d only ferve to load my Chapters
'The fhorter that a Story’s told '

Is always beft the Paets hold. |
ENNY appointed thate he fhou'’d, |
he next Day Morn, his Words make good,

In ber own Chamber, juft at Eight... -

And charg’'d him not to let her wait;

For fear her Lady might be flirring,

Who then, to drefs her,wau’d be hurr’ipg.

So here they parted both contéﬁt,
Hodge fnatch’d a Kifs, and home fhe:went.

The firft fhe foﬁt;d when ﬂ:lw came hozie,

- L

Was Madam, fitting all alone 3 Who
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Who hadengair'd for heér, vo play
At«Cards, 1o pafs an Hour away:
But now (for lucre of 2 Rhime,
We'll fay) *twas almoft Supper-time 3
And too I find, they muf}, of courfe,
(To grace my Tale) have fome Difcourfes

My Lady being in merry Mood,
Ask’d her how Marriage Matters ftood:?
Whether fh’ad pitch’d upon the Man,
She’d whifper Yes to, through her Fan
Young JEnnY cunningly reply’d,

She did not wifh to be a gri'de_-

But lik’d her prefent State fo-wélf,

She thought of leadin A{pea in Hells
Jocofely then her Lady faid,

If you will live and die a2 Maid,

Such Crowds of Suitors daily come,
They'll eat me out of Houfe and Homie
I’m fare you are not {o inclin’d, .
Come-: Jennvy, freely fpeak your Mind.
No Maiden chufes fuch an End 3
What ! hide your Secrets from a Friend?
But, if you won’t your Mind exprefs,
I’ll make you tell me if I guefs.

How do' you fancy Collimet ?
He’s young. with Eyes as black as Jet ;
And when his Uncl Dobfon dies,
He'll have th’Eftate which yonder lies-~
What, Madam, marry with a Boy,
Sure he’ll difpenfe but little Joy—
But, Jenny, he fedate appears,
With Senfe and Wit above his Years 3
1 wonder much to hear you fay,
He has not ftol’n your Heart away:
Howe'er, ’tis prudent in 2 Maid.

To chufe a Min grown ?md ftaid,
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Alexis ® 1 have His the Man ;
Deny it, JENNY, it you can.
Nature has finifh’d iim with Care
On purpofe to delightthe Fair
And well difptay'd her nrmoft Arr,
In modellizing ev’ry part 5
His lovely Air. his youthful Grace,
His {parkiing Eyes, his charming Face,
H1is curious Shepe, and Garments gay,
Refiftlefs all, muft needs betray.
I never faw a lovelrer Youth !
Come, my deir JENNY, tell the Truth
Befides, he loves you, [ 2m [ure,
And thoufand Torments daes endure.---
You're pretty nigh, Imuft confefs
He feem’d as if contsiv’d to pleafe s
Yet Idon’t love him — ’tis e’en fo=
The Realon why, § do not know 5
BRut Madam, do be plain, tho’ rough,
I do not love him=—thart’s enough.
Why fhou’d I tell you any Lies?
He never {peaks but with his Eyes,—
Alas f poor Swain§ too true a fign
His Paffion is the more divine.
But he muft die, you f3y then—{ure
Tuyrsis does not your Heare {ecure 2

Indeed Madam you have told me right;
His Pride isall the Sex to flight 3
As foon as he has gain’d their Loves,
Away the faithle{s Shepherd roves:

He ne’er fhall draw me in the Smares—

And let him range from Fair to Fair,
I muf commend yon for’t, my Child ;
For I have heard he’s ver wﬁd :

And Rakes too eft their Wifh obtain,

Whil®t dying Lovers figh in vain.

But
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But now he has Salisds feen,
They fay, he's changed gl:up aod cleag,
And grown 2 mighty {ober Man. |
I.et her believe itif fhecan.

Is’t Lyfidas r—=ghy there's another,
He's {ure Adomis, or his Brother }

No, Madam, no ; his Haughtinefs
Wiil never make me hate him lefs-
Nor will I e’er by him be won,

Who has his thoufandNymphs undone.
With him I fhou’d be made, they [ay,
A Mother on my Wedding-day.

As we were Dancing on the Green,

No {ooner Amoret was [een,

But the rude Lubber from me ran ;5
No—really, Ma’am he’s not the Man,

Then {ure it maft fair Damon be {~—
What, Madam, he that is{o free 2
Who all Day long will with me ftay,
For all I bid him go away ?
Who laughs at Love, :mg does but make
It for his Jeft and Paftime’s fake ?
Who thinks he’s fure of ev’ry Heart,
And therefore needlefs to ufe Art 2
Who rudely forc’d from me 2 Kifs,
And when I chid him, car’™d—not thig *
And one Day too my Breaf he kift 3
I'm glad I ffruck him with my Fift.

Well then, I find, I cannot guefs,
Unlefs it fhou’d be Pbhilocles 5 |
So foft, {o charming ev’ry way,
And dreffes 100 extremely gay.

The Laffes all to him encline,
He feems to wound without defign.

Okl
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I ne’er thou’d be from Rivaloglear. -
His Pity too's {o great, that he

Cou’d ne’er a dying'Damfelfee; - -
But he muft grant her all fhe asks, - .
And weeps the while he them fosfakes- -
Look in the Woods, yot'tl read-hisTame:: -
¥or ev’ry Bark there bearshis Name,
Whome’er I wed, 1 wou'd not fhars

His Love ev’n with a Princefs fair. -

No ; I wou’d all his Soul engrofs :

One grain of Love is too much Lofs.

How do you like Poilander 2 who
{To give the pretty Youth his due)
In all his Phrafe fo innocent, "
Conquers without the leaft Intent:

He looks {o many charming things,
Dances o well, {o {westly fings,

And witty Sonnets too he writes,

Which fet to Tunes, he fings o’nights,
Whil@Nymphs and Swainsaround him fit,
Praifing his Beauty and his Wit, o
Look, there’s his Houfe upon that Hil? 5
I'll introduce him, if yon will.e——— -~
Hang him a {elf conceited Beau,

Who like Narciffus, does beftow

Al his Addrefs to’s own dear Face,

And courts his Image ina Glafs. -

I curtfied to him ¢’other Day 5

He laugh'd and look’d another way.

I {aw once, fomething he bad writ,

(But did not ltke the Lines a bit)
Wherein he praifes Cblse’s Charms,
SwearsRaptures dwell within her Arms,
And to have prov’d ’em feems to hint 3.

But [ am {ure there’s nothing in’t.

) ﬁ - ;“ iinb:

Oh! Madam it isthaclfears: . .. i 33 =-

| May
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May be he’ll fay fo too ofme, - - - o .50 v

1 I fhou’d keep his:Compiwgs -~ -

But are you ‘fuge ‘tie-none of thefe-2 - .
Methinks your mighty hard to pleafe, - -

I fain wou’d fee:.you %ere I die,
Marey'd and-have.a Familyp.

What if we fhou’d the $ouire carouze,
And try to take him .in the Noofe,
His Head’s fo fofr, he’d quickly fixs
And then he keeps his Coach. and Six;
What do you {ay? come benot nics 3
We'll make this Match upin atrice.—
O Lard! don’t name him, filthy Lout,
I wou'd not touch him with a Clout,
1 value not his Wealth a2 Loufe,
Nor him tho’ Member of the Houfe. .
Dear Madam I fhou’d be afraid
He’d bring his Pack of . Hounds to Bed.
Not for the World— and then the Beaft
Get’s drunk; and let’s no Mortal reft.
Nor will himf{elf to Bed repair 3
But {nores the night outin a Chair.
Small Comfort he a Wife wou’d give,
I’'ll never have him whil@ I live.

Of mereft Ideots he’s the Fool,

I'd rather wed 2 Knave than Fool,

Wel', I have thought on one for you,
If you cou’d (ay 2 Year or two 3
But that perbaps is hard to do.

*Tis young Amintas, Chioe's Brother,
You ne’er cou’d light of fuch ano:her.
No Vice has e’er betray’d his Youth,
His perfe&t Innocence and “1'ruth.

Dear Madam, isn’t time to go 2
Thq Hammer knocks for Supper; no 2

Stay,
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Stay, JENNY, fo\t’n fo-fand ¢o
Some Lover ftill lurks in your
In vain Confefflion you demur,
I'll have him out before I #ir. -
'There’'s RogeER,~—ever neat and trim,

Peay Fenny, what d’ye think o’him 2

He has good Lands and Money too,

art 5
Irts

-, 7

And pays his Repts as {oon as due. e

Young Fenmy’s Colour went and came,

On the bare mention of his Name.
Confcious of what had pafs’d between
The Swain and her upon the Green.
My Lady feeing the Tell-tale blufh,

And more and more her Colour Auth,

Embrac’d her tenderly, and fmil’d-=—
So have Icaught you, my dear Child 2
And have I found it out at haft 2
Indeed he’s one that {uits my Tafle.
Truly were | for you to chufe,

You (hou’d not {uch a2 Man refufe.

I did not think, I muflt declare ir,
You was {o good a Judge of Merit.
I'm really Fenny, very glad,

That you have pitch’d upon the Lad.
Come, come, you muft oo longer tarry 3
P’llgive you fomething when you marry.,

Young Femmy finding her fo kind,
Open’d and told her all her Mind.
In fhort o’erjoy’d among the ref}.
'The Affignation too confefl ;

Which made her Lady frangely ftare!
And how cou’d any one forbear?

What various Arguments {fhe made, .
Mils from this Project to diffuade ;
How many filly Reafons Fdme’ |
Advanc’'d her Crotchet to0 meintain 3

Mighe
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Might here in pompous Verfebefangs = |
But it wou’d make my Tale too long: -
Let it {uffice my Lady fail’d, ‘
And Fenny’s Rhetorick prevail’d.e——
But, to prevent what might enfue,
Madam wou’d have a Peep-boké through,
Which JANE reluftant yielded to.

Thus things went on till Supper ready
A Servant came to tell my Lady.
Iv’e no Occafion to relate,

How much fhe ate, how long fhe fate.
The time being ¢ome to go to reft,
She rung the Bell to be undreft.
So nothing more there need be faid 3
It growing late all went to Bed:

W hen did you know 2 Woman reft,
That bad a Secret in her Breaft 2
My Lady to the Knight difclos’d
The Truft that in her was repof’d ¢
And, Mifchief to prevent faid fhe,
Thers is a Peep-#ole made for me.

If e’er the Marriage-bed did fhake
Twas then—he laugf?‘d til] Sides did akes
And vow’d by all that’s good and true,
‘That he wou'd have a Peep-Bole to:

The Fancy pleas’d Sir Fob» fo much,
| He gave his Lady —t’other Touch.

But new to Jennvy let’s repair,
Who dreamt not of ir’s taking ait.

fe)
The Nymph cou’d hardly take 2 ofe);
So up fhe got before °twas Day,
And drels’'d her {elf extremely gay. -

All theNight Ioni(we may fa

Then
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Then while the Moments.fl gé’m L
3y .o

Her Charms confulted in. 2 Gl

And fancying fhe fook’d well enough,

Sigh’d with Impatiénce for the Proaf.~—

Now came the. :ime of, &mggztiqnl;i‘ y

The Knight took his, the Dame herStation,

%‘ENNY being fure the Hour was righs, .
or fhe had told the Clock all Night,

‘Threw up the Window tow’sd the Yard, -

Where pun&ual Recker {iood prepar’d,

Waiting the Signal --which when giy’n,

He thought him{elf juft going to Heav'n.

Felt fuch unufuﬁal-]’ﬂy and Dread,

That whether on his Heels or Head

He wentalas ! he hardly knew ;

But in 2 Moment._up he flaw,

Enter’d her Chamber in a flufier,

'Took her about the Neck and bufs’d her,

And without further Ceremony,

Come—let me do’t.(quoth he) deasHoney.

I long by all the Pow’rs abave,

To fhew how ardently I love.

Hold hafty Sir, all things in O¢der,

Before I venture to go further,

ELet’s {hut theDaor {ays.fhe and lock it

‘The Key I'}] put into my Pocket.

Ah ! but I'm fure you think it mean;

I’s plainly in yoyr Vifage feen.

Now you look” red as Turkey-cock,

Anon turn paler than my Smock.

Dear ! how you! tremble too as if

You were jult taken for a- Thief.

I cannot think you love me flill,

Unlefs you do it with good Will—

Why do you wonder at th’Emotien ?

My Soul Pm all at your Devotion:

But fince 1 muf} the Truth difclofe,

Wby fo much Coulour comes and. goesy
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I fear that pouSeil=Srl eill aipsé®
I.augh when Pve done, and ¥ g
No Ruocer, wh'y LIcorn ro byeak
My Wo-d, when Hanour isat Stike,
But you muft'do 1-with your Face,
Not kifs vour Hind upon the Plice s
For if you thim tt,’howcan I
.Be fure of yogr Fidelity 2 a
Prithee, deat FENNY don't invent
A thing conteasy to m’ Intenrs =~
Think not I need my T'isk be caught
Truft me, Pl kifs it, as I onght——
Here a long Paufe enfu’d~——and then
Rocer the Silence broke again'; |
With fo much Willingnefs confented,
. That Jenny was at Heart contented 3

Vow’d when fhe felt the Kifs he gave het,

¥o yield thide Morning he thou!d have her.
“h= Deed fhould feal ’em both together 3
And, {miling bid him do it clevér.

So on her Face, upon the Bed,
He lightly down my Damfel laid, |
Her Peticoatshe o’er her Heéad throws.
And pins e’m right unto the Bedcloachs
With two preat Corking Pins h’ad brought
On purpofe for’t———2 lacky Thought ¢
Now down his Leathern Trowzers dropt,
And out '3 monftrous live-thing popt.
~ (Whate'er it was, it made the Tail
- OPFs Shirt fwell out juft like 2. Sail
Befure the Wind 2 Mack’rel Gale)
But this was unperceiv’d by er,
(As well as by each Peep-bols Spyer)
For all the while the flly Chie
Ne'er dreamt how finély ‘he was biteesme
Her fcarlet Srockings then be laid
QHE, in ordesto iﬂvadt(e:——-—i

e not—=. . -

. LI ]
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At
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At this the Nymph' bagawy' to geampla’ ¥ ©0 70
What is it makes cthe’ aa_w'rgemi’;’w o el
Methinks you’re gegyTong abour i, e
Come do’t at once, or go without it :
Make hafte I tell you, if you can ;
Pear me! your {uch another Man
Patience (quath'Hepce)==don’t be afear’d
I’'m only wiping of my Beard. "
So round her Thighs his Hands he cafl,
I.ifted her up, and held her faft.
‘Then like a not-unprattis’d Spark,
He aim’d direélly at the Mark.

But as he drove the Coaifl being clear,
Stopp’d (hort he was in mid Career.
My Lady faw it thro’ the Hole,
And furious Anger fill’'d her Soul.
Hont, to prevent the wicked Whoredom,
She thunder’d like to béat the Door down.
By all that’s good, cry’d the, I'll ffick him,
Kick bim——why kick bim, Jenny, kick bim—

Jenny was in 3 firange Quandary, -~
And cry’d out, Madam oh ! where are ye 77—
Why here [ am you filly Whore,

What made you lock the Chamber-door*
Is there nq Method ro get in,

And hinder fuch a damaing Sin ? |
Look there again ! —a Smith, a Smith——
What can I break it open with 2

Why, RoGER, isthe Devil in ye?

You curfed Villiapn— Kiok bim, JENNY.
Wou’dl were there—1'd kick the Dog 3
Look ; how the Jade lies like a Log—
Hereto Sir Fobn was flills wehear,

Yet whifper’d in his Lady’s Ear,

Prithee, my Love don’t make a Pother,

She’ll bear’t as well as did her Mother— .
While
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Much more te heas my Lady’s Nojce. . - . .;
Who ft:ll connmu{ua__to {cold,). . . Y
Was juft about to lofe bis Hold=— L e
When good Sir quﬁ, who 169°d the Spoxt, . .
And wou’d not havethe Lad rerost,
Mad at his Wife he cou’d have firuck hery
Aloud cry’d, her, Rocer,——her
Kick pim—as loud the Dame went on,
~——her—f}il] louder crp’d Sir Sobn-
So—not to make my Tale tao long,
This was the Burthen of their Song.

RocER, encourag’d by the Knight.
Took Heart of Grace, and feiz’d her by’t.
She {cream’d=——=hiow Bufy 18 the Denit!
Who could have thought you fo unciyil 2
I beg, Sir, you will et merife ; |
For what you’re doing I can’t devife———
Firft ler me give the Proof, {aid he,

"“You’ll pardon me for being fo free.

" "Then dra wing clofe, he with a Jerk,

Like a ffoxst Plow-man fell to Work 53

And by the firong, brisk {fudden Motion,

Made a moft defperate Difplofion.

Nought interpos’d to her Prote&ion,

Or fav’d her from the [oterjetion-

She winch'd Ctwas faith, a merry Farce)

As if 2 Gad-Bee ftung her .

And loudly bellgw’d at the Smart,

. But from the Bed-cloaths cqg’d not part.

She ftrove to rife with all herftrength,

But he had gone too great 2 Length.

The more fhe mov’d tf® more fhe found,

Young flurdy Rocer gained ground. |

Inch after Inch he thruft it then,

Nor ftopt ’ti]l be had given her ten.

While



. e
While into Prayers rabhd Tears the 1), 1 =1t 4T

(Nor Pra: ers nor."Teldrsicou'd - nerayrde). ~ - .
For Heavn's {ake Rogex, let. mego ;. - ..
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I do believethat pow arev—~ohl . .~ .. 7
That you——oh! arecht—~—are: trae, -~ = ..
O Lud !“—what do yoameantodo~—e—
1‘'m fure you‘ce oh.! aretrueenpugh—- . . . ;

You've giv‘n me—~ oh!—f{ufficient Praof.
Blefs me !~—indeed—=to orrow you— -
Whate‘er you pleafe———fhall do, yh, gh——
I vow you fhall upon my——1 ife, '
And I'll confent~——to be your—W.ife,
Dear now leave off—1'm fick to death ‘
I'm dying=——] can’t fetch my-Breadth. .. -
Dear Rocsr,~—obh ! wouldft give me Proof
How much you love-——0h ! don’t—leaave off~——
Oh I~—~do not RoGER, let me goyom—~ . = .= |
Or you wil} kill m: f ob /——poh ! oh———:
O mercy I~—how fhall 1 get from it 2 -
I cannoz bear it f—I fhall vomit ; | .
Such burning Pain !—~why Rar you {plit me sevr
See now ! how you‘ve aii over wet me,

&

The Knight laugh'd out to hear her roars 0
For no onc merricr be {fwore, - s
Did ever y-t commence a Whore. = §
But tho {0 much JaAnE thought fhe had on't,
M.ny a Prude had been full glad on‘t 5 °
And rather than have gone without,. L
Contented been with th* awkward Bout. ‘

The Curious feem to make a Wounder,
How he cou’d ¢leverly come under ¢
But tho* rheir Notions widely run, |
Methinks——I fee how it wasdone. @
‘Thus in 2 Chair, the tautinus Dame,

W ho loves a8 litele «of That Sqme, -
Will take 1t on her Lo~ 2rs L3 P,
Sure to prevent thisway Mifhap: e
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The {ubtle Leckersknomibigabat - - .= . .., 4%

They cannet {o.be gor with :Brdt. ST
I grant indeed, they may with Bafe, . - :.v .
When reﬁing_on thetr Hands and Knec:?~ BN
And [voneft to, perhaps cofceiwe, ' =~ .
If we Louereries may believe. .. . U

But [ fuch Methods ne‘er will teach,,

I hate to'be fo nigh-the Bieach e
No——ler me {ean upon - the Breaff, L
And bite their Lips asat 2 Feaft 5 .
Behold ‘em roll their dying Eyes, -

And fee the kindlirg Blufhes rife 5

Feel their Arms wreathe around -my. Waifi,

Thetr Handson Honour's Manfion plac‘d ;

At ev'ry Thrift thetr Bodiés heave, |
Pant, rigple, quiver, warmly cleave.

Nor fhould their Limbs, tho laid afide

At firft, tong in the Form abide;

They fhould not mix with mine, ‘tis true,.

Nor always frame the Letter V. o
I°d have them both unite in Bands, f

c And play Har-cockels with their Hands 5 "

“Tiilall earrenc'd in Blifs we lye,

And in hifflving Raprures die.

Thus I<d 111D the Ghrl I*lnve,
- When Cupid*s {uft Delights we prove.

Conclufion now draws on apace,
The Ko ght good natur'd weigh‘d the Cafe,
And at his Lady*s kind Requeft,
Promistd poor JANE fhould be redrefs'd.
He was too civil to intrude

Up,,.n the Cnuple in this M()Od,
A ‘I'ime not proper for Intrufion,

So fp:r-t tH#. Blufhes-and Confufion.
She tiid ier H-~d 'n Rogrz's Breaft,
And beg‘d him to pertorm the reft.

| ‘ o Twilt

L]
'- '.H- e
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I will my Dear, the Lad reply‘d,
And gladly take thee for my Beide.
Come to old Tlackenms's. letusgo 3 . - °
For he can do the Job, you know.

Then Hand in Hand full glad went they,
The Parfon met ‘em by the way,
For good Sir Fobn had taken Care
RoGcEer no {lipp‘ty Trick fhou!d play'er;
And not to make his Bargain dear,
Gave her 3 Hundred Pound a Year.

50 Roser did fair JEnNnyY wed,
And crown®d their muwal Joys a-bed.

GERRRERE

CURIOUS MAI D.

L‘lﬂl—- e e B Sk -l - Vg wllE &

BEauty‘s a gaudy Sign no more
To tempt the gazer to the Door ;
Within the Eatertainment lies,

¥ar uff remov'd from vulgar Eyes.
Phus
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Thus Chle, beautiful and. gay,
As on her Beg the Wanten lay, -
Hardly awake from dreaming o'er
Her Conquefts of the Day before -

And what's this hidden Charm (fhe cry'd)

And fpurn®d th' embracing Clathes afide
From Limbs of fuch a Shape and Huye,
As Tritian‘s Pencil never drew, -
Refolv'd the dark Abode to trace

Of Female Honour or Difgrace,
Where Virtue finds her T'ask too hard,

And often flumbers on the Guard.

ThtAttempt the makes, and buckles too,
With all her Might 5 bat ‘twould not do:
Still 2s fhe bent the Part requir‘d,

As con{cious of its Shame, retir‘d.

What's to be'done’'? we‘re all a-ground !
Some other Method muft be found
W ater Narciffus* Face cou'd fhow,
And why not Cbloe‘'s Charms below 2
Big with this Projeét, fhe applies
The Zardan to her Virgin Thighs;
But the dull Lake her Wifh denies.

What Luck is here 2 we’re foil'd again 2
The Devif's in the Dice, that's plain !
, No Cbymift e‘er was{p perplex'd !
No jilted Coxcomb half fo vex'd;
No Bard, whofe gentle Muf. excells
At Tunbridge, Bath, or Epfern Wells,
Ordain'd by Phebus fpecial Grace,
To fing the Beauties of the Place,
E'er pump‘d and chaf*d o that Degree,,
To tag his favrite Similie, |

§
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Thus Folks are often at a Stand,
When Remedies are near at Hand ;®
To feck what eafy is to find,

They puzzle and perplex their Mind.
For lo { the Glafs ! Ay, that indeed !}
*Tis teft to one we now f{ucceed /

To this Relief fhe flies amain, _

And firaddles o’er the (hining Plain ;
The fhining Plain refl~as at lagge

- A}l Damon's Wifh and Cbhlee's Charge,
. ‘The Curious Maid in deep Surprize,
On the grim Featare fix’d her Eyes:
Farlefsamaz'd FEress ftood, o
When by Advermus: {aceed Fload,
He faw Hell's Portal fring‘d with Wood,

And isthisall 2 is this (the cry‘d)
Man‘s great Defire, and Woman's Pride 2
The Spring wheoce flows the Lovers Pain,
The Ocean where ‘tis loft agamn.

Ry Fate for ever doom‘d to prove
The Nurfory and Grave of Love 2
O! thou of dire and horrid Mien,
And always better felt than feen !
Fit Rapture of the glonmy Night,
O. never more anproach the Light !
Like other Adyf'vies Men adore,

Be bid to be rever'd the more.

rﬁh
Fiw s f
th

FO'aY.



