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THE

Shipman’s Tale.

#¥Hilome a Merchant at St. Dennis * livd,
) Who in all trafficking Adventures thriv’d.

A Wife he had, whofe Beauty far excell’d
All that in Competition might be held ;
But fhe was too much given to be Gay,
And in Dif-ports would revel out the Day.
At ev’ry merry Meeting fhe was one,
Which loft that Chara&er her Charms had won.
“ What Pruits can any find, what folid Joy,

“ In Vanities that Soul and Fame deftroy ?

* 1n Franes,
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$¢ For Pleafure makes us to our Heaven blind ;
& It wings the Soul indeed ; but fwift as Wind
“ Qutftrips its Flight, leaves Maiks of [g?lhairr;ldé
“¢ It paffes like a Shadow on a Wall :
¢ But wretched He, whofe Purfe muft pay for all,
% The Man whom Fate has ty’d 1o fuch a Wife,
¢ That proves a Matrimonial-Curfc for Life,
« Altho’ he grant her all fhe can dcfire
¢ That Pride can wifh, or Fafhion may require.
“ Yet fomething will be ever wanting @il :
« And who can reft when Woman wants her Will 2
“ And fhould 4 Husband any thing deny
« Her Brains fhe’ll rack, her utmolt Projects try,
¢ Or from her Sparks (fhould all her Arts prove vain)
¢ Borrow their Coine———and pay her own again.
This Merchant kept a very handfome Houfe,
Had frequent Vifits made—but more his Spoufe.

What
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‘What Wonder is’t if many do repair,

Where th’ Entertainment’s Good, and Lady Fair ?

Among the other Vifiters who came

To tipple with the Man, and court the Dame,

A jovial Monk, a portly Man, and bold,

Of Age about ten Winters three times told,
Was feldom guilty of cthe leaft Negle&,

Nor gave them Caufe to tax his Difrefpet,
But by continual Vifits grew fo great

With this unwary Merchant and his Mate,
That He was now as intimate and free

As it is poffible for Friend to be.

And to confirm this Koot of Friendfhip fure,
And make the Cement ftronger to endure
He reckon’d how their oAdnceftry then ftood,
And claim’d th’ Affinity of Coufin’s Blood.

B2

The
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The Merchant with the Name of Kin comply’d,
And Pedigree a clofer Friendfhip ty’d.

This Monk was of 4 free and merry Heart,
Yet could infinuate with cunning Art ;
His Carriage fhew’d the utmoft Diligence,
And pleafant Looks pronounc’d a grateful Senfe;
Toall in their Degree he Prefents gave,
So that each Servant was his humble Slave.
When €’er he came they made him goodly Cheer,

And all were Holidays whilft He was there.

It fo beiel this Merchant on a Day,
Intending to make ready his Array,
(To Brages He his Journey had defign’d
To buy what Whole-Sale Goods he there could find)
A Meflenger in hafte to Pari fent
To beg to fee his Friend before he went,
And
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And pray’d with all Entreaty he would come,
For he had but three Days to ftay at home.
The Monk moft kindly granted his Requeft ;
(For who €’er knew a felf-denying Prieft ?)
For whenfoe’er he pleas’d abroad he went
With fhew to gather in the o4bby-Rent.
Right forth with eager hafte he wings his way,
And reach’d his Friend, the Merchant’s Houfe,[ggt'
Full glad wereall, when Monflexr Fobn arriv’d,
For {ure he was the kindeft Man that liv’d.
The Merchant kindly entertain’d his Friend,
And thus in Revelling two Suns they {pend.
When the third Morn began to raife her Head,
The Merchant early ftarted from his Bed,
Into his >Compting-Houfe he ftraight repairs
Totake an Audit of laft Year’s Affairs :
His Books and Bags he laid upon the Board,
Rich was his Treafure, ample was his Hoard.
His
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His "Compting-Houfe clofe aftar him he lock’d,
Refolv’d to fpeak to none, whoever knock’d :
Thus careful, he beguil’d th’ unheeded Time,

And brooded o’er his Bags, till after Prime.

Fohn rofe betithes too, and the Hours to baulk,
Around the Garden took a fober Walk:
Within a cool Recefs, inftont’d from Heat,
The Miftrefs of the Houfe he chanc’d to meet.
With hafte they met, when they each other fpy’d,
A Maiden Child was walking by her Side,
Whom as fhe pleas’d fhe made do thi or zbat,
For fhe was young, and knew not what was what.
Dear Coufin Fobn, quoth fhe, what makes you rife ?
You fhould rake longer Sleep might I advife.
Five Hours, he anfwer'd, is fufficient Time
For any one that’s young, and in his Prime.

But
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But your dull Souls, whofe Fate it is to wed,
May lye and fnore it out till Noon in Bed,
But pray, dear Niece, acquaint me what you ail,
Why are your Eyes fo blue, your Cheeks {o pale ?
I fancy (you’ll excufe me) your Good Man
Has much be-labour’d you fince Night began.
I fancy you have much more need of Reft,
And therewithal he laugh’d at bis own Feft,
And chuckled till his Face was Scarlet-red.
She deeply figh’d, and fhook her drooping Head ;
Nay, Coufin, fhe reply’d; you mifs your Aim,
For fure no Woman lefs defires that [ame.
Too many Miferies attend my Life,
Much Jighter Cares would make a beavy Wife.
For furely, Coufin, facha Life Ilead,
That I am always wifhing I were dead,
Yet dare I not to any one declare
In what a Straight my Circumftancesare:
So
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So that I think no longer here to ftay,
But take my miferable Life away.
The Monk Amazement in his Looks expreft ;
Surely, faid he, you mention this in jeft,
Heav’n fhield, that an ungovernable Care,
Should drive you headlong into wild Defpair.
But if you dare acquaint me with your Grief;
Counfel 1 can beftow, perhaps Relief.
And here I vow (ye holy Saints atteft!)
The Cryptic Trath (hall die within my Breaft.

The fame again to you, faid fhe, I {wear,
Whate’er you fay, I never will declae.
No, tho’ a Secret of the groffeft fort,
No Force, no Tortures ever fhall extort,
Should it endanger me of Hell, I’d keep
My willing Promife, and my Tongue fhould fleep.

Thus
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"Thus mutually they fwore, and clofely kift,
And open-hearted faid whatc’er they lift.

Coufin, faid fhe, if I had Time and Place,
I’d have your Judgment of my wretched Cafe.
I’d tell you all the Story of my Life,

What I have fuffer’d fince I was a Wife.

My Husband’s froward Humours I'd declare,
And tho’ he be your Coufin, nothing fpare.
Nay Madam, anfwer’d he, You there miftake,
I call him Coufin only for Your fake.

For by the glorious Ruler of the Earth,

We are of no Affinity by Birth.

My claim of Kin, was by my Paffion mov’d,
For You, whom long, fincerely I have lov’d.
No other Woman ever fir’d my Heart,

No other Eye e’er fhot fo true 2 Dart.

C Then
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Then quickly tell what grieves my Charmer’s Mind

How you from me, Iyou, Relicf may find.

Still you fo friendly, {oobliging prove,
Thou only fitteft to be call’d my Love.
"Tho’ Duty bids me fpare my Husband’s Fame,

Lovegives the Reins to Speech,and curbs my Shame

My Husband is the moft untoward Man,
That ever liv’d fince Human Race began.
But as it derogates from true Refpet,

Plainly to fpeak of ev’ry fmall Defett,

So Heav’a forbid I fhould difgrace my Lord,
With ey’ry Failing, both at Bed and Board.
To fay thus much, indeed I will, and can,
He fcarce deferves to be efteem’d a Maz.

Yet Icould bear with him, did not his Greed,

And Avarice my Patience quite exceed.

An
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And well you know, that our Defires are Six,
On which our common Happinefs we fix.
An hardy Husband ev’ry Wife requires,
Able to fatisfy her foft Defires.
Our Second Wifh, abundant Riches fill,
Tofeed our Pride, and fatisfy our Will.
A generous Husband for our Third we chufe,
Willing to give, uawilling to abufe.
A prudent Husband, not a ftupid Fool,
For our Fourth Blefling, is our conftant Rule.
Our Fifth Defire, would have him clean and neat,
Whom without loathing, our Embrace may meet.
Qur Sixth, tocrown the Happinefs of Life,
Would have him frefhin Bed,and buxom to bis Wife.
But mine is fuch, that for mine own Array,
An hundred Crowns next Week my felf muft pay.
And I'an hundred times had rather dye,
Than let my Husband my Bxpences fpy.

C2 Or
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Or by delaying the Account too long,
Produce a Subje&t for loud Slander’s Tongue.
Thetefore I pray you, this time ftand my Friend,
Or to prevent Difgrace, my Life I’ll end.
Lend me an hundred Crowns, and name your Day,
By holy duflin, Ll not fail to pay ;
And whatfoever elfe you fhall command,
T’ll willingly obey you out of hand.
Ifaught you ask, and my Compliance fail,

May never hence my Pray’rs with Heaven avail.

Madam, faid he, fuch Pity moves my Brealt,

With Senfe of Grief fo movingly expreft;

Such Sorrow pow’rful works its own Relief,

That I muft needs participate your Grief.

And here in Token of my Truth, Ifwear

By the undoubted Pow’r of holy Pray’r,

My Labour s, to free you from your Care.

For
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For I will bring you foon an hundred Franks, *
And therewithal he caughe her by the Flanks ;
Then kifs’d her often, and embrac’d her hard,
Go now, faid he, let Dinner be prepar’d,
And let us get our Meat, I pray you, foon,
For a Priefl’s Stomach always points to Noon.
Away fhe goes with Pleafure in her Looks,
And diligently haftens on the Cooks:
Bids them beftir themfelvesand bring away,
The Mork was hungry, and muft Dinner ftay.
Up to the Compting-houfe {he goes in hafte,
Why Peter, Peter, will you all Day faft ?
Come down for thame, and let your Money ftand ;
Sure you have got enough of Satas’s Sand.
You ought to be atham’d, that Coufin Jobn
With empty Stomachall this Day has gone.

* Crowns, or ceir that Sum.

Come,
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Come, let us hear a Mafs, and then go dine,
Wife, faid the Man, you little can divine.
The dang’rous Bus’nefs that we Merchants have,
To fell our Goods, and our Effets to fave,
For by that blefled Saint, the holy Ive,
Of Twenty Chapmen fcarcely Twelve fhall thrive.
For when their Credit’s at the higheft run,
One fatal Tempeft makes ’em quite undone.
‘Well therefore, {hould we play the Husband now
‘Whilft Fortune and our ftronger Years allow ;
That when old Age brings on a fhorter Date,
‘We ftill may live contemptive of ill Fate.
Who therefore, all Occafions takes to rife
Above the Frowns of Fate, is truly Wife,
For in 2 Merchant’s Trade, the fmalleftlip,
May give occafion to a total Trip.

To
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To morrow Morning I to Brages go,
But my return, as yet, I do not know.
Wherefore I pray thee, my beloved Wife,
Be humble in thy Deeds, meek in thy Life.
To all thy Neighbours, fhew thy felf as fuch ;
Be not too diftant, nor prefume too much.
The Servants in good Oider regulate ;
Crouch not too low, nor fhew thy felftoo great.
Live well, thou haft enough in any wife,
That toa thrifty Houfwife, may fuffice.
Good Cloaths and Ornaments are in thine Hand,

And Silver in thy Purfe, thou may’t command.

This faid, he lockt the Door and went away ;
The hungry Mok, a hally Mafs did fay.
To Dinner down they fit, with utmoft fpeed,
The Monk (asufual) heartily did feed.

Soon
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Soon after Dinner with a {ly Intent,
Intoa bye Place, with his Friend he went:
‘Where he began with fober look of Care,
¢¢ Since for your Journey, Coufin, you prepare ;
¢ God and St. 4uftin, be your Speed and Guide,
¢ I pray you that you moderately ride :
“ Rule well your Appetite in what you eat,
% And, as you can, avoid the Weather’s Heat.
® Betwixt us two, there needs no folemn Pare,
¢ Adieu, and live a Foreigner to Care.
 If Ican ever ferve you, name the Way,

“ Secure, thatI fhall willingly obey.

« One Thing before you go I would requeft,
“ By an unlucky Exigency preft ;
« To ftock a Farm that in our Land does Iye,
 Some Heads of Cattle I’m oblig’d to buy.
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¢ And fince, I know,tis in your Pow’r to lend,
“ I’m forc’d to ufe the Freedom of a Friend.
¢ For all our Common Stock is almoft {pent,
“ And I have fail’d of gath’ring in our Rent.
¢ If then an Hundred Crowns you can lay down,
¢ Were it a Thoufand I would pay you foon;
 But I muft beg you'd let it fecret lye,

“ Becaufe next Week the Cattle I muft buy.

The Noble Merchant anfwer’d himagaia,
True Friendfhip needs not Ceremonics {train.
Truft me, Ithink not your Requeft is fuch
Asthat it needs Apologies fo much.

My Gold is yours, orany thing I have,
Name but your Wifh, and it {hall be your Slave.
One thing, indeed *twere needlefs you were told,

Our only currant Ware is ready Gold ;

D Whilft
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Whilft Money laits, our Trade can Credit gain,
But to ftop Payment is a Merchant’s Bane.

However, pay me whenfoe’er you pleafe,

Confulting nothing elfe but your own Eafe.

The Monk return’d his Friend a thoufand Thanks,
And he deliver’d him the hundred Franks.
To no one living Soul the Deed was known,
Except the Merchant and the Moxk alone.
Some time in Drinking and Adicus they fpent,
And then the Monk towards his Abbey went.
The Merchant in the Morn by Break of Day
With eager hafte tow’rds Brages took his way :
Where when arriv’d, whate’er he ufeful thought,
Or might to his Advantage turn, he bought,
No Money fquander’d, no Occafions paft,

But all his Care on hisown Profit caft,

Thu



(19)
Thus did he live, where we will let him ftay,

And fomething of his fubtle Coufin fay.

The Sunday next, when all was fafe and fure,
Back comes the Monk, a Weman's Care to cure.
No holy Beard his Features did difguife,

But jolly Pleafure revell’d in his Eyes :
No Servant in the Houfe but was full fain,
That their kind Mafter Jobz was come again.
The Mank and Wife a bafty Bargain wrought,
That for thefe hundred Crowns fo duely brought,
He fhould enjoy her Company in Bed.
This they perform’d, abufy Life they led,
And flock’d the Cattle on the Meychant’s Head.
No fooner had the Sun put forth his Face,
And warn’d the Lovers of their laft Embrace,
‘When up from Bed the Monk well-fated ftarts,
And taking leave of all, in hafte departs.

D2 No
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No confcious Witnefs could his Joys atteft,
Nor {ly Sufpicion entei’d any Breaft.
But leave we him, proceeding on his way,
And of the cheated Merchant fomething fay.
At Brauges having finifh’d his Affairs,
Back to St. Deanis quickly he repairs,
Where being welcom’d, he begins to tell
How he had chaffer’d, and whatelfe befell.
Goods beyond Expe€tation were fo dear,
That he was forc’d to leave a Bond to clear.
For he was bound in a Recognifance
A Thoufand Pounds in Specie to advance.
Wherefore he muft to Paris onthe Morrow,
The Money of fome Merchants there, to borrow.
Where being come, negleéting all Affairs,
He freed his Fancy from Mercantile Cares,
And without any fordid, mean Intent,

To pay a Yilit to the Mosk he went.
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No form’d Defign to ask, or borrow aught
Inverted noble Friendfhip’s purer Thought.
But a kind Care his Welfare to enquire,
And talk fuch Things as meeting Friends defire ;
The Mozk with wondrous Kindnefs him receiv’d,
And he again, related how he thriv’d,
He told how all Acquaintance did at home,
And to what end to Paris he was come.
That if a Thoufand Pounds he could but get,
He fhould be foonat Eafe, and out of Debt,

The Moxnk reply’d, *Twould be my utmoft Joy,
Could you to ferve your {elf your Friend employ.
And were I rich (as I have hopes of Blifs)

Of Twenty Thoufand Pounds you fhould not mifs :
For you {o kindly lent what I requir’d,
Wherewith I purchas’d all that 1defir'd.

But
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But ne’erthelefs, I made that matter clear,
As your own Wife, her felf, will Witnefs bear.
For foon the ready Sum I paid her down,
By certain Tokens not to her Unkuown.
But I am forry that I cannot ftay,
This Afternoon our e4bbot goes away :
For he fometimes, does to our Manors ride,
To feeall Neceffaries well fupply’d.
Wherefore excufe me pray ; my Coulin greer,

Adieu, my kindeft Friend, till next we meer.

The Merchant ftraight about his Bus’nefs went,
And ev’ry Thing difpatch’d to his Content.
And home he goes, with Mountains in his Head,
For well he knew his Bus’nefs had fo fped.
That he a Thoufand Crownshad clear’d at large,
Exclufive of th’ expenfive Journey’s Charge.

Hi
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His Wife full ready met him at the Gate,
Sle knew with well-tim’d Diligence to wait :
So alt that Night, for Joys, they fet apart,

For he was Frefh, and Merry at the Heart.

At Morning he renew’d his warm Embrace,
And kifs’d her Lips, and footh’d a better Place.
When making ready for th’ Encounter tough,
No more ((aid flhe) in truth yow've had enough.
Then wantonly fhe play’d, and egg’d bim on,

Till all his Force was loft, and Stength was gone.

At length, he faid, altho’this js no Place,
Nor fitting Time to mention my Difgrace :
Yet I muft tell you, I’'m a Jittle griev'd,
That you ne’er told me what you bad receiv'd,
You fhould have giv’n me notice ¢’r I ’ad gone,

How much was paid you by my Coufin Jo5x.
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I did but mention being out of Debt,
And ftraight a ftarch’d firange Countenance he fet;
And told me he had paid my Money de,
As you full well by cevtain Tokens knew.
Altho’ itcame not once into my Thought,
Or to demand of him, orborrow aught.
‘Lherefore I prithee #¢%r do (6 again,
But when my Debtors pay thee, tell me plain.
Left through thy Negligence, I lofe my Trade,

By wrong Demanding what’s already Paid,

His W -+ - _.ange of Countenance could make,
But fteady and unmov’d, fhe boldly fpake;
Marry, that Traytor Monk do I defy,
T queftion not but he has told fome Lic.
‘What can the Fellow by 5« Tokess mean ?
When have I, any of bis Tokens feen ?

That
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That he did bring a $um of Gold is true,
But never told me what it wasto do;
I thought the good-condition’d Church-man meant,
With a new Suit his Coufin to prefent ;
Or that he paid it as for Belly-chear,
Of which he has devour’d the Value here;
If you defire to know which way it’s gone,
P’ll tell you very briefly what I’ve done ;
A fingle Crown I have not idly fpeat,
But laid it out in handfome Ornament 3
And fince I have beftow’d it in fuch forg,
Your Anger ought not to continue for’¢ s
Turn then, dear Husband, bitherward, I [ay,
And be not wreth, but let us Jangh and play.
You’ve many Debtors that are muck more flack,
For I will pay yoxs whenfoe’er yox Jack.
And leaft, perhaps, you fancy I fhall fail,
Tam your Wife, you ¥now— P’ll pay in Tail.

E The
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The Merchant faw fhe muft not be withftood,
And that no Remedy could do him good ;
Well Wife, faid he, this Thing 1 will forgive,
Xfyou will never fo profufely live.

Then Husband, Sign the Peace,fince we're agree
Tll Zold the Parchment, you fhall Seal the Deed.




THE

CURIOUS WIFE

A

T A L E

HERE liv’d in Derly, near the Peak,
T A Parfon fam’d for many a Freak;
Who had no Stomach to his Work :

But cramm’d, and guzled like a Turk.
His comely Paunch was fwoln fo high,

As ifthe very Rim would fly :
Ez Stufk
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Stuft during Lent, as tho” he'd burft,
Nor car’d if Fifp or Flefh came firft ;
o Days of Abftinence he kept,
But eat, and drank, and read, and flept,
To Afis of Venery was proxe,
Oc with my Lady, or with Foax,

¥or Hag, or Angel, wasall one,

He had a fharp, and leering Eye,
A blyth, and buxom Lafsto py,
His Morher-Tongue could write, or fpeak,
But fellin Fitsat fight of Greek ;
Thought Plays,and Novels dainty Fare,
To Homilies, or Common-Prayer ;
And Bonefonins * pleas’d him better,
"Than Nottingham’s or Whiflon’s Letter.

* A Latin Peet of the lalt Century, whole Amorous Pieces have bet
lately Tranflated ioto Englyb, viz. The Pleafures of Corony The Arh
Kiffrg, Cupid's Bee-Hive, &c.

Hel
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He’d talk of Daggers, Darts, and Flames,
And Forty other Pagan Names;
Of Lovers fhrunk to Skeletons,
With hardly Skin to hide their Bones ;
But he took moft efpecial care,
To keep his Ribs from growing bare,
His ftately Jowls he thought no trouble,
His Nofc was rich, his Chin was double ;
His flufhing Checeks, with Nature’s Paint,

Prov’d him a Toper, tho’ no Saint,

This Prieft, as modern Stories teach,
For a young Doxie, felt an Itch,
A Cockney of no fcanty Fame,
Whofe ev’ry Grace her Worth proclaim;
Was Brisk, and Buxom, Blyth, and Gay,
And Pert as any Popping-jay ;
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Had Wit at Will, of Tales was fond,
Forev’ry New Romance fhe conn’d ;
Had all Currr’s Letchery by Heart,
Which he in Tyyals * does impart :
Qr Racy-Sack, and Nut-brown Ale,
Would fing like any Nightingall.
Chaunt all the Tunes, both New and Old,
And drink her Tea, or hot, or cold ;
Could heave her Breafts, or roul her Eye,
And foftly breathe, and fweetly figh ;
And fundry other Motions reach,
‘Without one Syllable of Speech ;
All which were certain figos the Dame,

Was a2 Well-wifher to=—— that [ame.

Soon was this Nymph, by Ifzac won,

The Knot wasty’d, the Feat was deone,

* Cafe of [mpotency and Dxoree.  Treatife of Flogping, Enpucky
and Onanifm DZ!}’;:J-‘E 4 ogging, Enpuckifm
Here,
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Here, might I fum up all the Feaft,
And tell the Temper of each Gueft;
Who gave the Bride, who carv’d the Meat,
How long they drank, how much they eat ;
Bur fhorter Bounds I mean to fix,
For fear my Story prove prolix :
Elfe, I could ramble in this Stile,

And fpin it out to half a Mile.

But right has Matthew Prior fung,
A Tale fhould never be too long.
And ne’er a Bard fiom Sea to Sea,

Cantell 2 Tale fo well as he.

Our Bride with Vapours much caft down,
To leave the Pleafures of the Town ;
Yet muft to Derbyfbire repair,
(For Ifaac’s Vicaridge was there.)
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‘Who made the cunning Gypfie know,
*Twas vain againft the Stream to row.
And let her for her Heart, conttive,
She needs muft go, when Spoufe does drive;
So on they jog a Maiket Tror,
For each a fober Palfrey got.
Still fondly calling Duck, and Dear,
And chatting of their late good Cheer,
Till they ariv’d in Derbyfhire.

Where, Madam firft appear’d in View,
Indecent Garb of Sable Hue,
A Scarf to touch her very Toe,
Flounc’d with a coulour’d Futbeloe,
A Diamond Ring on Finger worn,
Such asa Lady might adorn,
A Muff, and Tippet, fine and neat,
As foftasSilk, asblackas Jett,

The
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The Parmer’s Wives around her throng,
And call her Handfom, Fair, and Young;
Applaud her Charms, admire her Tongue.
Yer tho’ fo jocund, brisk and blythe,

Still plot to cheat ’em of their Tythe.
Their chiefeft Honours They beftow,
‘Where-ever Madam comes in view ;

And none prefumes to make 2 Feaft,

But {he’s invited as a Gueft,

Has the firft Slice, the largeft Share,

The higheft Place, the Elbow-Chair.

A Hoard of Wealth, her Husband hath,
Nor wants he aught, but Works and Faith ;
Keeps Bell, and Stallion to difpenfe,

Large Doles of due Benevolence ;

His Glebes were ftock’d, his Cellars fill’'d,
His Lands the beft of Grain did yield ;
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His Barns were cramm’d, and a huge Store
Of Poultry cackled at the Door.

‘Whom Madam Fed with pleafing Look,
Yet ftill the wonder’d at the Cork,

That in his Amorous Carreer,

Onevery Hen beftow’d a Share :

Yet could (he never fee the Toys,

That made his crowing Courage rife.

Full oft fhe peep’t, full oft fhe view’d,
When he his jovial Game purfu’d :

Her Brains {he beat, her Wits {he ftrain’d,
Yet ftill the mighty Doubt remain’d.

One Night, before they went to reft,
In folded Arms fhe clofely preft,
And gave foft Kiffes to her Spoufe,

As every married Woman does

Whes
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When ficft the Fetters are put on,
For this was all but Homey-moox,

Says fhe, If tender Love may plead,
May my Intreaties then fucceed.
One Thing remains a Myftery
Far from my Thoughts, as from my Eye:
Let me the naked Truth difcern,
And Teach me what I long to Learn;
Or may old Satan pick thy Bores,

If thou deceiv’ft me for the nonce.

Our fprightly Cock Gallants each Hea,
Altho’ we keep no lefs than Ten.
Yet romps he o’re both great and fmall,
Nor know I what he fwinks withall.
But on his Legs Two Truncheons grow,
With which, he whims their Gigs I trow.
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Can he with thefe maintain the Freak ?
Or play fo much at Hide and Seck ?

Can he fo many Hens run o’er ?

In troth there’s Work forhalf a Score.

Quoth Ifaac, Surely by Saint Paul,
My Duck, thou art a fimple Soul :
Fowls, from the Eggle to the Wyen,
Are harnefs’d, -otherwife than Men,
For the Male’s Engines of Delight,
Lye in their Bellies, out of Sight.

Elfe all the goodly Ware they boaft,
Amongft the Thoras would foon be [oft.
Thus, ever warm they much advance,
"The pleafing Sports of Dalliance,

‘Which in a Month, more Courage rears,

Than any Man in T'wenty Years.
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Oh Gemini! fays fhe, I’'m bleft,
If there’s the bottom of the Jeft,
By all the Holy Powers above,

If Warmth fo much eagenders Love,
High, in thy Bowels trufs thy Gear,

And Jewels eke, that dangle here.

That never can be done, I ween,
For as I hope to bea Dean,
This Falftaff-Belly round, and big,
Wasbuilt for Home-Brew’d Ale, and Pig;
There’s not one Cranny left for Thefe,
Nor for a Wheat-firaw, nor two Peafe.
If in thy Belly there’s no room,

Sweet Jfzac hide ’em in my Womb.

FINTIS
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