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I lov'd sweet Hebe fair and young :— Yet, after all, I am in love,
¢ Be of your raptures thrifty,’ " Mad, tipsy, all on fire ;
Cried tattling Clamour’s busy tongue, No minion of the Cyprian grove
¢ Why she has lovers fifty !’ E'er rag’d with passion higher.
Resolv'd to try, 1 quickly prov'd My head turns round, I’m in a flame,
¢ Twas false, by reasons plenty ; I love like any dragon :
For soon 1 found she dearly lov’d Say, would you know my mistress’ name ?
But me—and five and twenty, Oh, 'tis a smiling flagon.
To self-denying Delia win, Thus we've of tars a story told,
I various presents sent her; Of fabulous production,
All gold could buy I sent her in, To syrens list’ning, who, of old,
But nothing would content her. Went headlong to destruction :
I sent her trinkets without end, The song, alas ! was but a lure,
Gems, pearls, to make her civil ; To make a wave their pillow;
Till, having nothing more to send, And those Charybdis ’'scap’d were sure
I sent her—to the devil. To tumble—into Scylla.
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