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THE FOUR

INDIAN KINGS. -

PART. I.

‘How a beautiful Lady conquered one of

the Indian Kings,

TTEND unto a true telation,
A Of four Indian Kings of late,
Who came io this Chriftian nation,

To report their forrows great,
Which by France they had fuftained
To'the overthrow of trade ;
That the feas might be regained,
Who are come 1o beg our aid.

Having told their fad. condition,
‘ To our good and gracious queen
With a humbie low fubmiffion,
Mixt with a conrtedus mein,
- Nobilc they were all received
Lg bols Britain’s royal cours,
Mzay 1 .rds and ladies grieved;
At thede Inciah king’s report.
. Now thei: m:{iage being ended,
Lo tie gieen’s great majeity
The: were further befiiended
“OFf the noble fanders by,
Wi'h & glance of Britain’s glory,

Ruildings, troops, and many thinge,

Bot dow comes aprefling ftory,

Love feiz’d ous of thefe four kings,

* Thus, asitwas then related,
Walking forth to take the air,
Ia St. James’s Park there. waited

s ijobpﬁ of handfome ladies; fair;
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Rich and gaudily attirrd,
Rubies, jewels, diamond rings
© One fairdady was admir’d o+
By the youngeft of tnofe kings,
Whiie he did his pain difcover,
I Often 'ﬁghtiﬁng to therefl ;
" Like a broken hearted lover,
~ Of¢ e fmore upon his breaft,

- Breakiag forth in lamentation,

Oh, the pains that 1 endure ! o

- The young ladies of this natiop,
- They are more than mortals fure. i
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In his language he related,
How her angel beanty bright,
His great heart had captivated, -
. Bver fince fhe dppear’d in fight.
Tho’ there are fome fair and pretty
Youthfal, proprr, firait, and tall,
In this Chriftian land and city,
Yet fhe far excells them ali,

Were I worthy of her favour, * ¢
Which is much better then gold,
Then 1'might enjoy for ever, Ty
. Charmi ngbleflings manifold:

But I fear fhe cannot love me,
L muft ope for no fich thing
That weer faint is far above me,
Althovgh Iam an Indian king,
Le! me fign but my petition, - ;
Unto that Jady fair and clear s
et hier know my fud condition,
How I languifh under her.  +
If on me, after this trial,
She will no eye of pity caft,
But return a flat denial,
Friends I can but die at laft,

'Ifa fall by this diftraion,

Thro’ a lady’s cruelty;
I¢ is fome farisfaétion
Thar I do a martyr die. :
Unro the goddefs of great beanty,
Brighter than the moining day &

Sare no greater picce of dury,

' }’ Tell ‘lig‘r that you lume ai‘eadrzf" =

No poor captive lo'e can pay.
O ihis fatal Fiifning fever, |
Gives me lictle hopes ot Jife,
If to that T cannot have her -
For my love aind Jawful wifes 8
Bear to her thi: royul roken, o
Tell her *tis my diamond rings |
Pray her that it mavn’vbe fpoken,
$he’ll deftroy an Indian King.
Whois able to advance her
I our fine America, g
Let me foon receive an gnfuer,
. From hier hand without delay.

" Bvery minute {éems an hoar,

* Every hour fix. I'm fure;

“Tell her it isin her power

At this time to kill arcure.
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