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\‘ HEN firt Alcanzar to thé town did

come,
The people all believ’d that he was dumb: |
In troops, with hafty {teps, to him they went;
To get their fate prefag’d was their intent.
The man well vers’d was in the myftic art,
And quick as thought could wondrous
things impart.
Whoever were with anxious cares opprefs’d,
Or on account of abfent friends diftrefs’d,
Unto Alcanzar fwiftly did repair,
Each of his purfe did amply make him fhare.
It matters not how great the diftance be,
A thip is rear’d, he wafts him o’er the fea
Tho’ in diftrefs, them frees from ev'ry pain;
Dead or alive they now muft crofs the main:
Bedaub’d with lace, of gold they’ve got greaf
{tore,
And fwift he lands them on Britannias

{fhore.
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The nymphs and f{wains do next his aid

demand >

He ties them all in Hymen’s {ilken band :

He does young Strephon with lov’dDelia blefs,

Tho’ wont ere while to fhun his fond ‘ad-
drefs.

Sly Sanders too, who loves and woos for
gold,

Sees Sufan’s charms down on the table told :

Cows, calves and lLorfes, plac'd before his
fight,

A widow rich will well his love requite.

Poor Celia next, who, for fome fickle{wain,

Spends days in forrow, and whole nights in
pain:

It was his abfence caus’d the maid to mourn,

But fam’d Alcanzar made him foon return.

His antic geftures did the fair one cheer,

And home the went, releas’d from every fear.,

Old Elfpa now comes trembling for her fate;

She would be wed, but fears it is too late:

Her locks, alas! are filver’d o'er with grey;

Yet to Alcanzar {wift the takes her way.
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She gave a fixperce; Ladies mark the reft,
She’s with 2 hufband and five chiliren bleff
Here maids of fifty, widows of fourfcore,

May all get marri'd for a penny more.

But 1s the man like as his merit priz’d?
Al no! he 1s by empty fools de{pis’d.
A crafty youth, Will Watfon was his name,
Did ftrive to ruin great Alcanzar’s fame.
He drefs’d himfelf all in a maid’s array,
Gown, {tays and petticoat, extremely gay ;
A muflin head-drefs, with a large toopee;
Few of our Ladies look’d {o fine as he.
Up fireet he walk’d with a majeftic air,

And to Alcanzar’s lodgings did repair.

Firft gave a penny, then he fthew’d his

hand,
And did with down caft eyes de1e&ed {tand:

But who can tell the fequel without tears?
Alcanzar’s chalk too foon a cradle rears.

Who wont bewail this maid’s fad deftiny ?

I‘I-

She pregnant proves, her lover zone to fea,

i

Now all around upon the youtrh did paze,
Such difmal figns had filI’d them with amaze.



POEMS. 183

Will gave a penny more; the fage did bring

The lover home, and wed them with a ring.

Eight children too, he plac’d before their
fight

Will feem’d well pleas’d, and bade them all
good night. '

This might have pafs'd, had he the fa&

conceal’d ; |

But O 'twas cruel! Willy all reveal’d.

He thought indeed, but all his thoughts
were vain,

The fam’d Alcanzar’s chara@er to flain.

For one {poil'd difh who would a meal de-
{pife!

Or for onc {mall miftake condemn the wife?



