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I.erter to Corinna from a CAPTAIN

in Country Quarters.

"WY earlieft flame, to whom I owe

1 All that a captain needs to know;
Drefs, and quadrille, and air, and chat,
Lewd fongs, loud laughter, and all that ;
Arts that have widows oft {fubdued,
And never fail’d to win a prude;

Think, charmer, how I live forlorn

At quarters, from Corinna torn,

Nor more diftrefs the cornet feels

From gruel, and #ard’s popith pills.
What thall I do now you’re away,

To kill that only foe, the day ?

The landed ’{quire, and dull freeholder,
Are fure no comrades for a foldier ;

To drink with parfons all day long,
Mifaubin tells me wou’d be wrong :

Sober advice, and Curl’s Dutch awbhore
[’veread, ’till I canread no more.

At noon I rife, and ftrait alarm

A fempfitrefs’ thop, or country farm ;
Repuls’d, my next purfuit is a’ter

The parfon’s wife, ‘or landlord’s daughter :
At market oft for game I fearch,

Oft at aflemblies, oft at church,
3 And







