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" E, the Creditors of the late
Mrs L OD G E, having found
fome Time fince, the follow-
ing Prece amongft her Effeds, which were
very unequal to our Clazms, have been,
at laft, perfuaded to make it public for
our common Benefiz, and hope the Town
will receive it with the ufual Candour it
has thown to whatever is genuine. Whe-
ther Mrs. DUN B O, the Authrefs of
this £p:ile, be ftill living, or no, we
have not been at the Trouble of inqui-
ring, a Circumitance not material to us,
or our Reader, to whom we fubfcribe
our felves

- Moft bumble Servants,

The CrREDITOR s
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A GENUINE

EPISTLE

T'o the late Famous

Mother L. O D G E, .

EAR LODGE, you know my Love for
) Rbimes
You know, I write, whene’er I’ve Time.

Wu e Poets entertain the Zown
With Morals, Baudy, or Lampoon, |
Learn from rude Lines by Punch infpir’d, 5
'That Life, you have fo oft requir’d;
But read with Candour, and excufe
The Sallics of a Female Mufe.

O~ May Day Morning 1 was got:
My Futher was a drunken Soz, IO
B A Barber,
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A Barber, and a Man of Mirth,

And marry’d jult before my Birth;

From whence my Mother, 1 {fuppofe,

God reft her Svrl! was none of thofe,

Who needs muft have, before they eat, ~ =~ 13
The Farfor’s Blefling on their Meat. |

Wurrz Tonfor fhav’d, his Confort {titch’d, L
-By neither Zrade they were inrich’d ;
But dy’d in Debt, poor, idle Pair!

And left me to our Vicar’s Care. 20

U ~oer his Spoufe 1 learnt my Creed ;
She taught me, how to darn, and read: .
I pray’d, and work’d, and conn’d my Book ;

But foon my native Fields forfook.

Now, gay with Hope, to Town 1 came, 25
Sent up to ferve a City Dawme,
Where I grew notable, and free,
Stole now and then a Difk of 7¢a,

Old
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Old Knots, Pins, Patches, Dabs of Lace,
And Powder, ’till 1 loft my Place.

Nex to a Sempfirefs I was bound
Fioe tedious Years for feven Pound,
Money by the good Vicar lent,

In hopes young 84 L LT would repent :
A Drudge, a Slave, I could not ftay;
But filch’d a Head, and ran away.

Twice feven Years, and fomething more
I now cou’d count, and turn’d a Whore.
My Mazden-Head full chéap was fold ;
It went for fomething under Gold;
But, to oblige each am’rous Swain,
I fold, and fold it o'er again,
Until I fix’d a keeping *Squire,

Who did my growing Charms admire.

Wao now but I1? to Park, to Play,
To Cards, and Ball 1 found the Way,
And fparkled in my rich driay;
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Learnt foon to fyuander, jilt, and fhawm,
And cuckold eafy LIMBE R HA },
"Till, all his Land, and Money gone,

I left the Fool to lye alone.

Ixr1cu’s with Fewels, Clothes, and Plate,

The Ruins of my Cul’s Eftate,
By the leud Town I grew defir’d;
Each Fop to SALLT’s Bed afpir’d.

Has» I play’d on upon the Sgzare,
And ear up ev’ry Year my Her,
I had been {foon at Eafe for Life;
But I muft needs become a #fe !

DU N BO from the Hibernian Shore,
As MIL.O ftrong, as I RU § poor,
With much more Confidence than Art
Found a fhort Way to win my Heart ;

Too well on me reveng’d Mankind,
And left his rifled Spoufe behind.
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~ Araxvoon’p, {tript of all my Stotre,

My Pride remain’d, tho’ I was poor ;

Nor could I bear the cruel Fate,
To fueak, where 1 had fbir’d of late;
Befides, my Face was us’d, and grown

Familiar to th’ inconftant Zowsn.

Now what to do in my Decline ?
Vifit the Realms beyond the Line.
To the new World, 1 guefs’d, T might
Appear yet new, and guefs’d aright ;
For foon as I had reach’d thofe ffls,
Where Nature in full Vigour {miles,
My Stratagems again took place,
I found again my tempting Face,
Which there for the f#ll Price was {old,
Like caft lac’d Cloaths, to Europe old.

Bz uoLp me now once more in State!

Tribes of black Slaves around me wait,
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And fan me while 1 fleep, or dine;
No Indian Queen was half fo fine! g g

AEORTUNE, alas! too great to laft!
My fudden Grandeur quickly paft:
My Keeper dies! I too muft fallt
They fhip’d me off, and /ferz’d on all,
Landing me poor (relentlefs Hewrs!) 90
With little left at Tower-Stairs. -

Aprirr again! what could be done,

My Hopes at ebb, my Beauty gone?

To Wapping 1 retird, and ply’d
Behind a Bar on Thames’s Side, 95
And with my {mall Remains eflay’d |
To drive a {canty, pedling Trade,
Rum, Brandy, Punch, a Wapping Queen,

Meafuring out to Salors keen.

Here {till; but far with Eafe, and Ale, 100
Known by Black S4 RA H of the Whale,
" Belov’d

|
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Belov’d I live, drink more than eat,
Renowr’d thro’ all the Britifh Fleet,
Faundice, and Dropfy all 1 fear,

Juft entring on my Fifticth Year. 105

O ~e Daughter, whom our 2outh admire;
No matter whom fhe calls her Sire,
With Care I to the Bufinefs breed,
Her far fam’'d Mother to fucceed,
When Time, more potent Punch, and Beer 310

Shall put a Stop to my Career.

Tuvs far thro™ Life’s odd, checker’d Scenes,
My much lov’d LOD G E, 've found the means
To pafs ftill found, to Fate refign’d,
My Nofe unthaken as my Mind ! 115

Hap we ten Times our Touth reftord,

Ten Times, dear LODGE, we muft have whor'd,
Bright VE NUS reigning at our Birth,
Deftin’d us both for Love, and Mirth :

But
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But cou’d we with our Futes contend, 120

Say, why ? fhou’d we our Fortunes mend ?

L et us fuppofe we had purfu'd
That Path, where treads each coftive Prude,
Perhaps, with fome rough, Country Boor,
And lawful Brats full Half a Score, 1235
We might have dragg’d a flarving Life.
For what ? For the {weet Name of Wife!

No 1.O D G FE, not bafely thus confin’d, 2

We've nobly 1iv'd for all Mankind, .
Drove ftzady on, nor caft one Look behind ! 1 308 |
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