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And now the frothy Dith began to {eem, f
A proper Viand for his fickly Queen : i
To crown the reft, he met by lucky Chance

The Wit of England, and the Truth of France.

The CuARMS of ANTHON Y.

E Swains, attend ; let ev’'ry Nymph be near ;
Be ftill, ye Rivers, that the Swains may hear :
Ye Winds, be calm, and bruth with fofter Wing ;
We mean the Charms of Anthony to {ing ;
See all around the lift’ning Shepherds throng ;

- O help, ye Sifters of immortal Song.
Ly 01C ¥,

Sing, Phebe, fing what Shepherd rules the Plain,
Young Colin’s Envy, and Aminda’s Pain :
Whom none can rival when he mows the Field,

And to whofe Flute the Nightingale muft yield.
PnueEBeE
*Tis Anthony — tis he deferves the Lay,

As mild as Ev'ning, and as Morning g2y ;

Not
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Not the frefh Blooms on yonder Codling-tree,
Nor the white Hawthorn half fo fair as he ; A
Nor the young Daify drefs)d in Morning Dew ;
Nor the Pea Bloflom wears a brighter Hue,

: IL v ¢ ¥ '

None knows like him to firew the wheatenGrain, .
Or drive the Plough-fhare o’er the fertile Plain;

To raife the Sheaves, or reap the waving Corn,
Or mow brown Stubble in the early Morn.
Pucs e
How.mild the Youth, when on a fultry Day

In yonder Vale we turn’d the fragrant Hay : ']
! How on his Voice the lift’ning Shepherds hung, :
| | Not tuneful Sze/la half fo fweetly fung, ]
il L v cw.

Whether he binds the Sheaf in twifted Band,
Or turns the Pitch-fork on his nimble Hand ; ,I
He’s fure to win a Glance from ev’ry Eye, !
While clumfy Co/in ftands neglected by. |
PHuHEBE
His curling Locks by far more lovely {hew,
Than the white Wig on Squire Fopling’s Brow ; i

An
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And when the Shepherd on a rainy Day, i
Weaves for his Hat 2 Wifp of flow’ry Hay,
The {carlet Feather not {fo gay appears,
Which on his Crown Sir memﬂ Fino wears,
ke UG ¥,
For Anthony Meriab leaves her Cow,
And ftands to gape at him upon the Mow :
While he (for who but muft that Wench def| pife ? )
Throws Straws and Cobwebs on her ftaring Eyes.
BB n e
To the Back-door I faw proud Lydiz hie,
To fee the Team with Anthony go by ;
He {lily laugh’d, and turn’d him from the Door,
I thought the Damfel would have {poke no more.
N0 Y,
Me once he met, ’twas when from yonder Vale,
Each Morn I brought the heavy milking Pail .
He took it from my Head, and with a Smile
Reach’d out his Hand, and help*d me o’er the Stile.
P uHERBE.
As I was dancing late among(t the Crew,
A yellow Pippin o’er my Head he threw ;

Sue
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Sue bit her Lips, and Barbaretta frown’d ;
And Phillis look’d as tho’ the wou’d have {woon’d.

Thus fung the Maids till Colinet came by,
And Rodrigo from weeding of the Rye; ‘
Each took his Lafs, and {ped ’em to the Town,
To drink cool Cider at the Hare and Hound :
The Damfels fimper like the {parkling Beer,
And Colin fhines till Anthony is near,

On the Death of a juftly admird AuT HOR,

HEN pale-ey’d Winter rules the mourning
Fields,
And fhiv’ring Nature to his Sceptre yields,
Dejected Earth 1s ftrip’d of all her Pride,
And fculking Flowers in her Bofom hide ;
Through naked Groves afflicted Warblers fly,
And Storms of Hail come rattling through the Sky :
But when foft Apr:/ lifts her downy Wing,

And calls the blufhing Infants of the Spring,

The




