YOUNG :LADY'S LAMENTATION

FOR THE

'1.OSS OF HER SISTER BY MARRIAGE.

| \ "HAT tongue can half my woes ex-
prefs ?

What force of eloquence can tell ?
ne caufes of my deep diftrefs

Are fuch as ever feem to {well.

My parents not ignoble were;
My father once a merchant fam’d ;
But now in a {uperior fphere,

"Mongit landed gentlemen he’s nam’d,

My mother, of no mean extra& :
The famous Freyburgh gave her birth 3

With wit and prudence ftill the'll ad;

‘None more accomplithed on earth,
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My brethren all for valour fam’d,
Their merit great, what pen can fhow
Their praife has been by fame proclaim’d,

While juftly in efteem they grow.

I had one only fifter dear;
Our parents’ joy and pride were we;
Our charms attractive did appear

To men of high and low degree :

Who often times, in foft addrefs,
Did firive our favour to obtain,
While we of fortitude poflefs’d,

Refus'd their offers with difdain.

They vow’d we would their ruin prove,
- Perfifting in our cruelty ;
But we were wont to laugh at love,
And little Cupid’s darts defy.

We ever arm’d were cap-a-pee;

Indiff 'rence was our favourite ﬂliﬂ]d;
But by {fome fatal deftiny, ,
My fifter languifh'd in the field.
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Depriv'd of all defenfive arms,

(1figh, my tears begin to flow)
And flain by a fea captain’s charms,

She married was a month ago.

In an unlucky moment he,
From Plutus fure had learn’d the art,
Made his empoifon’d arrows flee,

Till one of them did pierce her heart.

She did not with to find relief,
~ But an ignoble vi&timn fell,
Which fill'd our parents’ hearts with grief;

P

Their forrows great what tonguecan teil!
The balfam of advice was brought,

With drops of firi¢t authority ;
Prefcriptions ftill to fhun fhe fought, -

Nor would the medicines apply.

With water of forgetfulnefs,
She oft was bid to bathe the wound :
The fearch was vain, the did proteft
This water never could be found.

P (i
L Lo ¥ i
1T D N e,



260 POX M.

It griev’d us much thus to behold
Our counfels flighted with difdain ¢
Iis feather’d darts weretipp’d with gold,

Which render’d every effort vain.

But confcious that our parents dear
Could not beheold the fatal blow,
To make the flroke feem lefs {evere,

She at a diftance met the foe.

Her peerlefs charms fhe there refign’d,
Compell’d by love’s fupreme command ;
A clown by travels much refin’d

Did eager clafp her beauteous hand.

I will lament a fifter loft.

Ah! ladies hear my piteous moan,
Depriv’d of what I once could boatft,

I now muft keep the field alone. |

What though I no affiftance have,
I hope to a& courag oully,

The {ubtle foe {iill to outbrave,
And man’s feducing arts defy.
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he rich, the poor, the proud, the flave,
The fop, the clown, the low, the tall,f
The gay, the giddy, or the grave,

{corafully defy them all.




