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- For all things vary: And who fits to day
Half-drown’d in Tears; to-morrow may be gay.
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| I'TH aking Fingers, twinging Nofe,
And vex'd, dear Madam, we’ll fuppofe -
(To leave yourfelf and Parlour-fire)
Trudg’d Mira to her own good Sire ;
Beneath a cold and gloomy Sky
Walk’d cheek by jole the Mufe and I:
The lift’'ning Goflip, tho’ unfeen,
Had watch’d the Talk that pafs’d between
Myfelf and you : And much offended
(It feems) at what was there intended.
¢ So cries the peevith Maid, (and fquinting)
¢ Methinks I heard you talk of Printing -
" Have I beftow’d a world of Pains, -
¢ "To {pirit up your blockifh Brains,
To get from thence an idle Rhyme,
¢ That made me bluth to call it mine ?
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