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The DECISIO N.

BALLAD IIL

I

Y Florio, wildeft of his fex,
M (Who fure the verieft faint wou’d vex)
From Leauty roves to beauty ;
Yet, tho’ abroad the wanton roam,

Whene’er he deigns to ftay at home,
He always minds his duty.

I1.
Something to every charming fhe,
In thoughtlefs prodigality,
He’s granting ftill and granting,
To Phyllis that, to Cloe this,

And every madam, every mifs;
Yet I find nothing wanting.

IIL.
If haply T his will difpleafe,
Tempeftuous as th’ autumnal feas
He foams and rages ever ;

But
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But when he ceafes from his ire,
I cry, fuch {pirit, and fuch fire,

Is {furely wond'rous clever.

IV.
I ne’er want reafon to complain ;
But {weet is pleafure after pain,

And every joy grows greater.
Then truft me, damfels, whilft I tell,
1 fhould not like him half fo well,
IfI cou’d make him better.

The TALKATIVE FAIR.

BALLAD V.

I
R OM morn to night, from day to day,
At all times and at every place,
You {cold, repeat, and fing, and fay,
Nor are there hopes, you’ll ever ceafe.

II.
Fobear, my Celia, oh! forbear,
It your own health, or ours you prize;
For all mankind that hear you, {wear

Your tosgue’s more killing than your eyes. .
Dd Your



