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VERSES to 2 FRIEND,

I{ AV E you not feen, my gentle fquire,

The humours of our kitchin fire ?

Says Ned to Sal—I lead a {pade;
Why don’t ye play ?—the girl’s afraid —
Play fomething—any thing—but play ——
*Tis but to pafs the time away.
Pho! how fhe ftands— biting her nails —
As tho’ the play’d for half her vails ——
Sorting her cards, haggling and picking e
We play for nothing, do us, chicken?
That'card will do—blood !—never doubt it —
”I'1s not worth while to #hink, about it.

Sal thought and thought, and mifs’d her aim ;
And Ned, ne’erftudying, won the game.

Methinks, old friend, ’tis wond’rous true,
That verfe is but a game at Loo.
While many a bard, that fhews fo clearly
He writes for his amufement merely,
Is known to ftudy, fret, and toil,
And play for nothing all the while ;
Or praife at moft (for wreaths of yore
Ne’er fignify a farthing more :)
Till having vainly toil’d to gain 1t,
He fees your flying pen obtain it.

Thro’ fragrant {cenes the trifler roves,
And hallow’d haunts that Phaebus loves ;
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Where with ftrange heats his bofom glows;, |

And myftic flames the God beftows.
You, who none other flame require ‘
Than a good blazing parlour fire,

Write verfes—to defy the {corners,
In cake houfes, and chimney corners.
Sal found her deep-laid fchemes were vain 3

T he cards are cut—come deal ag;ﬁn

No good comes on 1t when one lingers —
I’ll play the card comes next my fingers ——=
Fortune could never let Ned loo her,
When fhe had left it wholly to her.
Well, now, who wins ?~~Why, ftill the {Ame e

For Sal has loft another game.

I’ve done, fhe mutter’d—1 was {aying,
It did not argufy my p]:’l}-‘ing.
Some folks will win they cannot chufe 3

But think or not think—{ome muft lofe.

I may have won a game, or {0

But then it was an age ago
It ne’er will be my lot again

I won itof a baby then —————

Give me an ace of trumps, and fee,

Our Ned will beat me with a three.

*I'1s all by luck that things are carry’d ——

|
He'll {uffer for it when he’s marry’d. . \
Thus Sal, with tears in either eye, ,
While victor Ned fat tittering by. 4

Thus I, long envying your fuccefs, u
And bent to write, and ftudy lefs, |l
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Sate down and {feribbled in a trice,

and you defpife.

;_¢

t what you {ee
E'cm who can frame.a tuneful fong,
And hum it as you ride along ;

And, trotting on the king’s mgh—wziy,

Snatch from the hedge a {prig of bay ;

Accept the verfe, howe’er it flows,

From one, who is your friend in profe.
What 1s this wreath, o green ! {o fair!

1 1
ind few muit wear ?
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Which one man’s indolence can gain,
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ANCLNEr's vigils ne'er obtain ?
4
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Ere they encage with Ned or vou ?
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For luc 1-: i:‘; verie 7 for luck at Loo ?
Ah no s Genius gives you fame,
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And Ned thro® kill fecures the game
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Vritter at an INN on a particular Occafion,

Y O thee, fair Freedom! I retire,
r From flattery, fealting, dice, and din ;
Nor art thou found in domes much higher
Than the low cot, or humble 7n.
>T'15 here with boundlefs power I reign,
And every health which [ begin,
Converts dull port to bright champain ;
For Freedom ¢rowns it at an sz,
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