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ADVICE to a Lady in AuTumn. ;

ASSES milk, half a pint, take at feven, or before;
Then {leep for an hour or two, and no more.
At nine ftretch your arms, and oh! think when alone, |
There’sno pleafureinbed.—MaRr v,bring me my gown:
Slip on that ere you rife ; let your caution be fuch;
Keepall cold from your breaft, there’salready too much;
Your pinners fet right, your twitcher ty’d on,

Your prayersat an end, and your breakfaft quite done ;

Retire to fome author, improving and gay,
And with fenfe like your own, {et your' mind for the day,
At twelve you may walk, for at this time o’ the year,
The fun like your wit, is as mild, as ’tis clear :
But mark in the meadows the ruin of Time ;

Take the hint, and let life be improv’d in 1its prime.
Return not in hafte, nor of drefling take heed ;

For beauty, like yours, no afliftance can need.
With an appetite, thus, down to dinner you fit, : .
Where the chief of the feaft is the flow of your wit :
Let this be indulg’d, and let laughter go round ;

As it pleafes your mind, to your health *twill redound.

After dinner two glafles at leaft, I approve ; 1

Name the firft to the king, and the laft to your love: 5
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Thus cheerful with wifdom,, with innocence gay,
And calm with your joys gently glide thro’ the day.
The dews of the evening moit carefully thun ;
Thofe tears of the fky for the lofs of the fun.
Then in chat, or at play, with a dance, or a fong,
Let the night, like the day, pafs with pleafure along.
All cares, but of love, banifh far from your mind ;
And thofe you may end, when you pleafe to be kind.

etsTaetAyEnetiia et o atA D EtAND
On a Lady drinking the Bath-Waters.

HE gufhing ftreams impetuous flow,

In hafte to Der1a’s lips to go,
“With equal hafte and equal heat,
Who would not rufh thofe lips to meet ?
Blefs’d envy’d ftreams, ftill greater blifs
Attends your warm and liquid kifs.
For from her lips your welcome tide
Shall down her heaving bofom glide ;
There fill each i'wclliiig'glohe of love,

And touch that heart I ne’er could move.

And find at laft the blifsful way

From hence in foft meanders {tray, %
Which thought may paint, tho’ verfe mayn’t{ay.
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