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T HE Women all tell me, 'm falfe to my Lafs,
That I quit my poor CHLOE, and {tick tomyGlafs s

But to you Men of Reafon my Reafons 'l own,

And if you don’t like them, why let them alone.

Altho’ I have left her, the Truch I'l declare,”

I believe fhe was good, and I'm fure the was fair :

~ But Goodnefs and Charms in a Bumper T fee,
Which mazke it as good and as charming as {he.
My Carer has Dimples and Charms I mult own ;
But tho’ fhe could {mile, yet inTruth fhe could frowa.
But tell me, ye Lovers ot Liquor divine, «
Did ye e'r fee a Frown in a Bumper of Wine?

Her Lillies and Rofes are juft in the Prime ;

Yer Lilles and Rofes are conquer’d by Time:

But in Wine, from its Age fuch a Benefir flows,
That we like it the better, the older it grows.

They tell me myLove would inTime have been clo yd
And that Beauty’s infipid when once ’tis enjoy’d

But in Wine I both Time and Enjoyment defy, -

For the longer I drink, she more thirfly am 1. ’

Let Murders and Battles in Hiftory prove

The Mifchiefs that wait upon Rivals in Love:

But in Drinking, thank Heaven, no Rivals contend
.For the more we love Liquor the more we are Friends,
She oo might have poifon’d the Joy of my Life,
With Nurfes and Babies, and Squalling and Stri-’fe :
But my Wine neither Nurfes nor Babies can bri
And a big-belly’d Bottle’s a mighty good Thing.
We {horten' our Days when with Love we engage
It brings on Difeafes, and haftens old Age : ’
But Wine from grim Death can its Votaries fave,
And keep out tother Leg when there’s -one in the

Grave. . - -

Perhaps, like her Sex, ever falfe to their Word

She had left me, to get an Efate or a Lopd »

But my Bumper, regarding net Title nor Pelf

Will ftand by me while I can ftand by myfelf, ~

Then let my dear CsroE no longer complain s

She’s rid of her Lover, and Iof my Pain ;

For in Wine, mighty Wine, many Comforts I {py.
Should you doubt what I fay, take 2 Bumper and {;y,'
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