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POEMS 1
-f He had no ftring left to his Bow,
His Arrows too had loft their Pegs.

L ]

10 POEMS.
‘Gown-men which argue, and difcufs, and prate,
i ‘and vent dull Notions of a future State;
: Sure of another World, yet do notknow

Whether they fhall be fav'd, or damo’d, or how. : 1L

» | 1whohad always fen him gay,
*T'were better then that Man had never been, § Wondered to find him thus diftreft ;
Than thus to be perplex'd: God fave the Queen. R yioldhimif withmehe'd flay, ',

He might be welcom tomy Breaft.

Iv.

Huve a care what you do. . o
’ With a faint Smile he {hew'd his joy,

L E  And fofily to his Lodgings crept,
| ‘ Hile Men endeavoured to adorn Where fome defign difturb'd the Boy,
| w The guilded Creft of bloudy Mars, He prattled all the time he flept.

Poor Love met with contempt and {corn,

Nor had he one Rag to his Arfe.
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V.
With a large Sigh hisSoul Tfill'd,
Which made a rumbling in hisGuts;
Into hismouth I Tears diftill’'d, |
Tears bigger far than Hazzle Nuts.

H.
His Wings were clogg'd with melting Snow,
‘Hardly fupported by his Legs:

He . His




