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Here’s the {oothing balmy Blefling,
Sole Difpeller of your Pain ;

Gloomy Souls'from Care releafing:

He who drinks not, lives in vain.

For the FLurE.
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The SNAKE iz the GRASS.
Toa LADY of Pleafure.

By Mr. W. BEDINGFIELD. Set by Mr.DIEUPART.

113

NN ——
r @;F::I [ |
L ) | 3 A I )
D e s et - v
} My Heart inclines your Chains to wear,
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4 Face, but fear The Serpent in your Hoop.
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Your Eyes difcharge the Darts of Love,
But oh! what Pains fucceed,
When Darts thall Pins and Needles prove,
Anrd Love a Fire indeed!

Vor. IV.

1

The




