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This to prevent, he’ll treat us with the beft,
Cram us with Ham; and if he owns a Cheﬂ',

Of Florence and Champaign, I'll lay my Life,

We tafte it foon, and eke falute the Wife :

For he that can our wicked Pranks betray,

When €er he lift, with eafe Commands his Way,
Both to oir Friendfhip, and our Purfe, and Will,

Create our Fears, and give us Trouble ftill.

This Hatchment fpcaks a fad Occafion,
I muft con‘dolc' a near Relation,
- Who lately loft a Husb’énd fond and dear,
~ But fhe'll provide another foon ne'er fear:
For wanton Widows difcreetly Sorrow,
To Night this bury, marry that to Mérrow.
Befides, Folks talk of her firange Things,
Which to her Kindred real Mourning brings ;
It’s faid, the privately a bold-Face keeps,
Whofe Teaguith Impudence with Madam fleeps,
I Whom
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