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Not more, that man fo றச்‌ fo unprepar'd, ae ள்‌. 

The gentle Squire of ட்ப was fear d, as 

‘When after prayers fo good, and rare a fermon, 

He found his Front attack’d by fierce Mifs Vernon;   Who meant (T haleftris-like, difdaining கோ!) - 

    

   

    
   

ன்‌ pour her roor in thunder on his ஐஐ ௧௩5 

Who, in Gon’s houfe +, without one grain of grace, 

Spit, like a VIXEN, in his Worsuir’s face ; 

Then fhook her nails, as fharp’s a taylor’s fhears, 

That itch’d to fcrape acquaintance with his ears: 

‘Not Atkinfon ¢ with ftronger terror ftarted — 

: (Somewhat afraid, perchance, of being carted) 

* Kynafton is the name of the gentleman affailed by this furious Maid of 

Honour, for his difapprobation of the lady as an acquaintance for his wife. 

+. Verily in the House of the Lorp, on the Lord’s Day, in the year of our 

Lord 1785, in the village of Leatherhead, in the county of Surry, did this 

| profane Jalival affault take place on the phiz of Squire Kynafton, to the difgrace 
of his family, the wonder of the parfon, the horror of the clerk, and the ftupe- 

faction of the congregation. 

4} Mr. Chriftopher Atkinfon’s airing on the pillory is fufficiently known to the 

public, 
Dae D . When



oT | 
When Justice, a fly dame, one day thought fit 

To pay her ferious றக. to Krr,. 

Afk’d him a few fhort queftions.about corn, 

And whifper’d, the believ’d he a forfworn, - 

Then hinted that he probably would find, 
4 

That tho’ fhe fometimes wiik’d, the was not blind... 

Not more Afturias’ Princefs* Jook'd affrigbt, 
At break faft, when her {poufe, the unpolite, 

- Hurld, madly heedlefS both of time and place,. 

| A cup of boiling coffee in her face ; 

Becaufe the fair-one eat a butter’d roll, 

On which the /e/6/b Prince had fix’d ba foul =: 

Not more affonifh'd look’d that Prince to find 

His Royal father to his. face unkind ; 

Who, to the caufe of injur'd beauty won,, 

Seiz’d on the proud வட of his fon,, 

* This quarrel between: the Prince of Afturias and his Princefs, with the i in. 
‘terference of the Spanith Monarch, as defcribed here, is not a: Poetic fiction, but 
an abfoltite fac, that happened not many months ago.. 

“(gut



த்த a [- ச்‌ bs 

(Juft like a Tycer oF the Lybian thade, 

Whofe furious claws the helplefs deer invade,) 

And led him, til that Son its durance freed, 

By afking pardon for the brutal deed ; 

Led him thrice round the room (the ftory goes) 

Vie ட்ட 

Refolv’d at firft (for Spaniards are iff ftuff) 

To. afk mo pardon, tho’ the /nout came of : 

Not more affonifh’d look’d shat Spanifh King a 

Whene’er he mifs’d a {nipe upon the wing :- 

Not more affonifl’d look’d that King of Spain, 

To fee his gun-boats blazing on the main : 

Not Doctor Johnfon more, to hear the tule. 

Of vile Piozzi’s marrying Mrs. Thrale 3 

* His Moft Catholic Majefty’s fhooting merits are univerfally acknowledged:- 

Though far advanced in-years, he is flill the admiration of his fubjeéts, and the 

envy of his brother Kings, as a 97101 and it is well known, that even on thofe 

days when: the Royal Robes are obliged to be worn, his breeches pockets are’. 

ftuffed with gun flints, {crews, hammers, and-other implements neceflary for the: 

Geftruction of fnipes,, partridaess and wild pigs. 

ன்‌ ை : Nor:



ட 56.1 
Nor Doétor Wilfon, child of am'rous folly, 

When young Mac Clyfter bore off Kit. M‘Auley *, 

What dire ட்டர்‌ fhook the M 

  

ch’s foul! 

Juft like fire billiard balls his eyes ‘gan roll, 

Whilf anger all his Royal HEART 067208, 

That fwelling, wildly bump’d againft his Breatt, 

Bounc’d at his ribs with all its might fo ftout,. 

As refolutely bent on jumping out, | 

T avenge, with all its powers, the dire difgrace, 

And nobly foie in the offender’s face. 

Thus a large Dumpling to its cell confin’d, 

(A very apt allufion to my mind) 

Lies fnug, until the-water waxeth hot, 

Then buftles ’midft the tempeft-of the ee 3 

= vain !|—the lid keeps down the child of dough, 

That bouncing, tumbling, fweating, rolls below. 

‘< O deareft partner of my throne!’ he cries, 

Lifting to pitying Heav’n his piteous eyes) _ 

* The fair Hiftorian. : 

- MT how
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