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The fatal Top-knot laid afide
With its deftrutive Daughter Pride.

The vain Chimeras all are flown,
And Reafon re-afflumes her Throne.

Now, could you find an honeft Dealer,
(As an Attorney or a Taylor)
Who wants 2 Mufe that’s not too dear,
Send him directly you know where :
We for a Trifle thall not part,
Nor from an eafy Bargain ftart,
And that his Purchafe may’nt be hard,
T'1l add of Packthread half a Yard,
To fatisfy the greedy Lout,
And bind the Papers round about.

———

S5oNG to CLo &, playing on ber Spinet.

X HEN Che ftrikes the trembling Strings,

Applauding Cupids round her fly ;
Fxulting clap their little Wings
Bask’d in the Sun-fhine of her Eye.

The |

T
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The Graces too,
As others do,
In Raptures ftand to hear,
Time ftays his flagging Wings, and adds,
One Hour to the rolling Year:
Keep off, ye Beaus,
For who but knows
That Cle’s Eyes can wound ?
If thofe you mifs ---- yet pray avoid
The Danger of enchanting Sound.

& i

Amphion led the ravifh’d Stoneé
(They fay) ----and as he’d rife or fall,
Bricks, Pebbles, Slats, and Marrow-Bones

Wou'd form a Steeple or a2 Wall :
25 But this, you know,

Is long ago: |
. | We fancy ’tis a Whim : |
O had they charming Cloe heard,
They d furely not have ftir'd for him.
The Thracian Bard,
Whofe Fate was hard,
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(And Proferpine fevere)
Had brought Exrydice back ----alas'!

But Cle was not there.

72 GRAMMATICUS.

8. TR
& TR A wou’d with Tears atone
h/j: For all the Mifchief the has done;
Sincerely mourns (believe it true)

The fending of her Rhymes to you.

The Wound my Verfes gave your Ear,
Was undefign’d it will appear ;
Nor in the leaft the Fault of me,

As by this Sorrow you may fee,

And cou’d I in our Meadows find,
Among the vegetable Kind,
A healing Simple, that wou’d cure
Thofe {fmarting Pangs which you endure:

Whofe




