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A B O INCEG

Upon Mifs Harrier Hansury, addrefs’d
to the Rev. Mr. BirT.

By the Same.

1.
EAR doétor of St. Mary’s,
In the hundred of Bergavenny,
I’ve {een fuch a lafs,
With a fhape and a face,
As never was matgch’d by any.
II.
Such wit, fuch bloom, and {uch beauty,
Has this girl of Ponty Pool, Sir,
With eyes that wou’d make
The tougheit heart ach,
And the wifeft man a fool, Sir.
ITT.
At our fair t'other day fhe appear’d, Sir,
And the Welchmen all flock’d and view’d her ;
And all of them faid,
She was fit to have been made
A wife for Owen Tudor,
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IV.

[hey wou'd ne’er have been tir’d with gazing,

And fo much her charms did pleafe, Sir,
That all of them ftaid
Till their ale grew dead,
And cold was their toafted cheefe, Sir.
V.
How happy the lord of the manor,
That fhall be of her poffeft, Sir;
For all muft agree,
Who my HarrieT fhall {ee,
She’s 2 Herriot of the beft, Sir.
VI.
Then pray make a ballad about her ;
We know you have witif you’d fhew it,
Then don’t be atham’d,
You can never be blam’d,
For a prophet is often a poct.
VII.
But why don’t you make one yourfelf then ?
I fuppofe I by you fhall be told, Sir:
This beautiful piece,
Alas, 1s my niece;
And befides fhe’s but five years old, Sir.
VIII.
But tho’, my dear friend, fhe’s no older,
In her face it may plainly be feen, Sir,
That this angel at five,
Will, if fhe’s alive,
Be a goddefs at fifteen, Si.




