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ApviceEzo MYyRTILLO.

S I N CE you, Myrtillo, will devote your Time
To the lean Study of delufive Rhyme :

Since you’re content to flumber out your Days,

. To dream of Dinners, but to feed on Praife;

Receive this Counfel, ¢’er your Flights begin,
From one long pracis’d in the darling Sin.

Now Fame’s broad Ocean lies before your Way ;
Yet, Friend, be careful ; ’tis a dang’rous Sea :
Where (tho’ fome few may reach the happy Land)
Are Numbers wreck’d upon the treach’rous Sand:
Then guard your Spirits, as you prize your Eale,
Nor once indulge *em in a thirft of Praife;;

For Fame, like Fortune, (proud, yet wanton t00 )
Is pleas’d to fly and make the Wretch purfue ;
Frowns on her Slaves, but to the carelefs Mind

That flights her Favours fhe is always kind.
M 4 Would
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Would you the Ladies fhou’d approve your Song ?
Paint Sylvia’s Eyes, or 'prai{‘c Clarinda’s Tongue ;
Defcribe the Charms of Cle’s fprightly Air,

Or blooming Daphne more divinely fair ;

Or Venus’s Son that hurls the flaming Dart,

And tag each Stanza with a bleeding Heart:
Tell them of Rocks where Tears eternal flow,
Diflolv’d to Fountains by a Lover’s Woe:

Of icy Bofoms that in Summer freeze,

And Sighs much ftronger than a fouthern Breeze.

Perhaps the Fair, whom for a Theme you choofe,

Muft owe her Beauties to your skilful Muie:
Flis erring Nature raif’d her Nofe too high,
Sunls down her Cheeks, or drawn her Lips awry ¢
No matter how the twifted Features ftand,
They'll grow divine beneath a Poet’s Hand :
Tho’ her dim Eye-balls roll within her Head,

Like two gray Bullets in a Verge of red;

ou like Promotheus muft their Rays infpire,

ad Al their Orbs with more than mortal Fire,

Do
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Do you the Levee of his Grace attend,
And (like moft Poeis) {hou’d you want a Friend,
Make not his Worth the Meafure of your Song ;.
But learn his Humour,. and you can’t be wrong :
Perhaps this Maxim may offend the wife ;
But you muft flatter, if you mean to rife :
Obferve what Paffions in his Bofom roll,
And watch the fecret Motions of his Soul :
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Mind what falfe Guard has left a Breach within, : %
For fome choice Folly, or fome darling Sin ; i :
Thefe you muft hide ---- but draw his Virtues nigh, 51 1
Left the rude Pi¢ture thock the gazing Eye. | I I
The Heralds-Office you muft fearch with Care; ;i ;:
And look you find no Pimps nor Taylors there : 1R
Bring none to light but honourable Knaves ; {
Shut up the Peafants in their mouldy Graves: “+;
If Knights are wanting in the dusky Breed, | ’:
| Arthur’s round Table will {fupply your Need. **,F
14
No more ----for I (as many Teachers do) } 'i
Shew my own Folly by inftructing you ; i
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And you perhaps difdain my wholfom Rules ;

So faucy Pupils count their Mafters Fools :

But fhou’d your Pride the common Track refufe,
You’ll find fmall Penfions for your haughty Mufe :
Still you may. {cribble on; and in the End

Be juft as rich as — Sir, your humble Friend.

O DISCONTENT.

™H ST EL LA

A'Y, dearcft Stellz, why this penfive Air ?
Tell me, O tell thy Sorrows and thy Care;
Why thy Lips tremble, and thy Cheeks are pale?
Why heaves thy Bofom with a mournful Gale ?
Let not thy Eyes for diftant Evils flow,
Wor rack thy Bofom with prophetick Woe :
Imagin’d Ills deceive our aking Eyes,
As lengthen’d Shades appear of monftrous Size,
When fetting Phabus gilds the Ev’ning Skics.

Tho'




