—_—

o o]an

T B R

The ART of COQUETTRY.

E lovely Maids, whofe yet unpractis’d Hearts
Y Ne'er felt the Force of Love’s refiftlefs Darts ;
Who juftly fet a Value on your Charms,

Power all your Wifh, but Beauty all your Arms:
Who o’er Mankind wou’d fain exert your Sway,
And teach the lordly Tyrant to obey.

Attend my Rules to you alone addreft,

Deep let them fink in every female Breaft,

The Queen of Love herfelf my Bofom fires,
Affifts my Numbers, and my Thoughts infpires,
Me the inftruced in each fecret Art,

How to enflave, and keep the vanquifh'd Heart ;

When the ftol'n Sigh to heave, or drop the Tear,

The melting Lunguiﬂ;, the obliging Fear ;
Half
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Half-ftifled Withes, broken, kind Replics,

And all the various Motions of the Eyes.

To teach the Fair by different Ways to move

The foften’d Soul, and bend the Heart to Love.
Proud of her Charms, and confcious of her Face,
The haughty Beauty calls forth every Grace;
“With fierce Defiance throws the killing Dart,

By Force the wins, by Force fhe keeps the Heart.
The witty Fair on nobler Game purf{ues,

‘Aims at the Head, but the rapt Soul fubdues.

The languid Nymph enflaves with fofter Art,
With {weet Neglect fhe fteals into the Heart ;

Slowly the moves her fwimming Eyes around,

Conceals her Shaft, but meditates the Wound

Her gentle Languifhments the Gazers move,-

Her Voice is Mufick, and her Looks are Love,
Tho' not to all Heaven does thefe Gifts impart,

What’s theirs by Nature may be yours by Art.
But
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But let your Airs be fuited to your Face,
Nor to a Languith tack a {prightly Grace.
The fhort round Face, brifk Eyes, and auburn Hair,

Muft {miling Joy in every Motion wear ;

Her quick unfettled Glances deal a.ruund,

Hide her Defign, and feem by Chance to wound.
Dark rolling Eyes a Languifh may aflume,

And tender Looks and melting Airs become :

The penfive Head upon the Hand reclin'd,

AE if fome {weet Diforder fill'd the Mind.

Let the heav’d Breaft a ftruggling Sigh reftrain,
And feem to ftop the falling Tear with Pain,
The Youth, who all the foft Diftrefs believes,
Soon wants the kind Compaflion which he gives,
But Beauty, Wit, and Youth may fometimes fail,
Nor always o’er the ftubborn Soul prevail.

Then let the fair One have recourfe to Art,

And, if net vanquifh, undermine the Heart,
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Firft from your artful Looks with ftudious Care,
From mild to grave, from tender to fevere.

Oft on the carelefs Youth your Glances dart,

A tender Meaning let each Look impart. - .
Whene’er he meets your Looks with modeft Pride,

And foft Confufion turn your Eyes afide,

Let a foft Sigh fteal out, as if by Chance,

Then cautious turn, and {teal another Glance,
Caught by thefe Arts, with Pride and Hope clate,
Tlﬁ deftin’d ViQlim ruthes on his Fate :

Pleasd, his imagin’d ViGory purfues,

And the kind Maid with foften’d Glances views 3
Contemplates now her Shape, her Air, her Face,
And thinks each Feature wears an added Grace;
'Till Gratitude, which firft his Bofom proves,

By flow Degrees is ripen’d into Love.

*Tis harder ftill to fix than gain a Heart;

What’s won by Beauty, muft be kept by Art.
Too
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Too kind a T'reatment the bleft Lover cloys,
And oft Defpair the growing Flame deftroys :

Sometimes with Smiles receive him, fometimes Tears,

And wifely balance both his Hopes and Fears.
Perhaps he mourns his ill-requited Pains,

Condemns your Sway, and ftrivesto break his Chains;
Behaves as if he now your Scorndefy'd,
And thinks at leaft he fhall alarm your Pride :

. But with Indifference view the feeming Change,
And let your Eyes after new Conquefts range ;
While his torn Breaft with jealous Fury burns,

He hopes, defpairs, hates, and adores by T'urns;
With Anguith now repents the weak Deceit,

And powerful Paffion beats him to your Feet.
Strive not the jealous Lover to perplex,
11} fuits Sufpenfion with that haughty Sex ;
Rathly they judge, and always think the worft,

And Love is often banifh’d by Diftruft.
R To
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To thefe an open free Behaviour wear,
Avoid Difguife, and feem at leaft fincere.
Whene’er you meet affet a glad Surprize,

And give unmelting Softnefs to your Eyes :
By fome unguarded Word your Love reveal,

And anxioufly the rifing Blufh conceal.

By Arts like thefe the Jealous you deceive,
Then moft deluded when they Iﬁu{’c believe.
But while in all you feek to raife Defire,
Beware the fatal Paffion you infpire :

Each foft intruding Wifh in Time reprove,
And guard againft the fweet Envader Love.

Not for the tender were thefe Rules defign’d,
Who in their Faces fhow their yielding Mind :
Eyes that a native Languifbment can wear,

Whofe Smiles are artlefs, and whofe ﬁiuih fincere ;
But the gay Nymph who Liberty can prize,

And vindicate the Triumph of her Eyes:

Who
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Who o’er Mankind a ;h'au'gfty Rule maintains, - .
Whofe Wit can manage what her Beauty gain'_sl:l
Such by thef® Arts th&if Empire may improve, . -
And what they loft by Nature gain by Love.
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Inviting her toa -

RETREAT m the CoUNTRY.

oW Spring returning decks the Year

With all that's lovely, all that's fiir;
The Fields in l_ivc_lf Grccn array’d, . .
With deeper Glun‘m-s ti:lé filent Shadf:‘;

W PO



