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The Good FELLOW.
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We value not Chink,
  Unless to buy drink,
Or purchase us Innocent Pleasure;
  When 'tis gone we ne'er fret,
  So we Liquor can get,
For Mirth of it self is a Treasure:
  No Miser can be,
  So happy as we,
Tho' compass'd with Riches he wallow;
  Day and Night he's in Fear,
  And ne'er without Care,
While nothing disturbs the Good Fellow.
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 Come fill up the Glass,
  And about let it pass,
For Nature doth vacuums decline!
  Down the spruce formal Ass,
  That's afraid of his Face,
We'll drink 'till our Noses do Phœbus out-shine:
  While we've plenty of this,
  We can ne'er do amiss,
'Tis an Antidote 'gainst our ruin;
  And the Lad that drinks most,
  With Honour may boast,
He fears neither Death, nor undoing.
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