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SONG for RANELAGH.

By Mr. W. WHITEHEAD.
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%/ E belles, and ye flirts, and ye pert little things,
Who trip in this frolickfome round,
Pray tell me from whence this indecency {prings,
'The fexes at once to confound :
What means the cock’d hat, and the mafculine alr,
With each motion defign’d to perplex 3
Bright eyes were intended to languifh, not ftare,
And {oftnefs the teft of your fex.
IT.

The girl who on beauty depends for {upport,
May call ev’ry art to her aid :

The bofom difplay’d, and the petticoat fhort,
Are {amples fhe gives of her trade.

But you, on whom Fortune indulgently {miles,
And whom Pride has preferv’d from the fnare ;

Should flily attack us, with coynefs and wiles,

Not with open and infolent air.
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The Venus whofe ftatue delights all mankind
Shrinks modeftly back from the view,
And kindly fhou’d feem by the artift defign’d
To ferve as a model for you.
‘Then learn with her beauties to copy her air,
Nor venture too much to reveal ;
Our fancies will paint what you cover with care,
And double each charm you conceal.
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The blufhes of Morn, and the mildnefs of May,
Are charms which no art can procure;
Oh! be but yourfelves, and our homage we pay,
And your empire is folid and fure.
But 1f Amazon like you attack your gallants,
And put us in fear of our lives,
You may do very well for fifters and aunts,
But believe me you’ll never be wives.
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The BEneDp1crITE Paraphrafed.

By the Rev. Mr. MERRICK.
E. works of God, on him alone,
In earth his footftool, heaven his throne,
Be all your praife beftow’d ;
Whofe hand the beauteous fabrick made,
Whofe eye the finith’d work furvey’d,
And faw that all was good,
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