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The EleElion.

COme loves a Woman for her Wit,
^ Some Beauty does admire,

Some loves a handfome Leg or Foot,

Some upwards does afpire

;

Some loves a Miftrefs nice and coy,

Some Freedom does approve

;

Some like their Perfons to enjoy.

Some for Platon'ick Love.

Some loves a Widow, fome a Maid,

Some loves the Old, fome Young
;

Some love until they be betray'd,

Some till they be undone

:

Some love for Money, fome for Worth,
Some love the Proud and High

;

Some love for Fancy, fome for Birth,

Some love, and knows not why.
Some love the Little, Plump and Fat,

Some love the Long and Small

:

Some loves for Kindnefs, and 'tis that

Moves me beyond them all.

Old-Long'fyne, Firft Part.

CHould old Acquaintance be forgot,

^ And never thought upon.

The Flames of Love extinguilhed.

And freely paft and gone ?

Is
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Is thy kind Heart now grown fo cold

In that Loving Breafk of thine,

That thou canft never once refledl

On Old-long-fyne ?

Where are thy Proteftations,

Thy Vows and Oaths, my Dear,

Thou made to me, and I to thee.

In Regifter yet clear ?

Is Faith and Truth fo violate

To the Immortal Gods Divine,

That thou canft never once refledl

On Old-long-fyne ?

Is't Ciipid\ Fears, or frofty Cares,

That makes thy Sp'rits decay ?

Or is't fome Objefh of more Worth,
That's ftoll'n thy Heart away ?

Or fome Defert, makes thee negledl

Him, fo much once was thine.

That thou canft never once refledl

On Old-long-fyne ?

Is't Worldly Cares fo defperate,

That makes thee to defpair ?

Is't that makes thee exafperate.

And makes thee to forbear ?

If thou of that were free as I,

Thou furely fliould be Mine

:

If this were true, we ftiould renew

Kind Old-long-fyne;

But
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But fince that nothing can prevail,

And all Hope is in vain,

From thefe rejected Eyes of mine

Still Showers of Tears fhall rain

:

And though thou haft me now^ forgot,

Yet I'll continue Thine,

And ne'er forget for to reflecft

On Old-long-fyne.

If e'er I have a Houfe, my Dear,

That truly is call'd mine.

And can afford but Country Cheer,

Or ought that's good therein

;

Tho' thou were Rebel to the King,

And beat with Wind and Rain,

AfTure thy felf of Welcome Love,

For Old-long-fyne.

Second Part.

]\/rY Soul is ravifh'd with Delight

When you I think upon

;

All Griefs and Sorrows take the Flight,

And haftily are gone

;

The fair Refemblance of your Face

So fills this Breaft of mine.

No Fate nor Force can it difplace.

For Old-long-fyne.

Part III. K Since
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Since Thoughts of you doth banifli Grief,

When I'm from you removed
;

And if in them I find Relief,

When with fad Cares I'm moved,

How doth your Prefence me affedl

With Ecftafies Divine,

Efpecially when I refledl

On Old-long-fyne.

Since thou has rob'd me of my Heart

By thofe refiftlefs Powers,

Which Madam Nature doth impart

To thofe fair Eyes of yours

;

With Honour it doth not confift

To hold a Slave in Pyne,

Pray let your Rigour then defift.

For Old-long-fyne.

'Tis not my Freedom I do crave

By deprecating Pains

;

Sure Liberty he would not have

Who glories in his Chains

:

But this I wifh, the Gods would move
That Noble Soul of thine

To Pity, fmce thou cannot love

For Old-long-fyne.

^Fhe Indifferent Lover.

^npIS not your Beauty nor your Wit,
^ Which did my Heart obtain,

Nor


