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| Beat thro’ with fuch prodigious force,

It made me deaf to your difcourfe.

Now couz, were my advice pur{u’d,
(And fure I mean it for your good)
Methinks you fhould this houfe repair ;
Be this your firft and chiefelt care,

Your fkill the voice of prudence calls

To ftop thefe crannies in the walls, }
And prop the roof before it falls.

If you this needful tafk perform,

You’ll make your manfion dry and warm;
And we may then converfe together,
Secure from this tempeftuous weather.
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By the Same.

Arewell afpiring thoughts, no more
My foul fhall leave the peaceful fhore,
To fail Ambition’s main ;
Fallacious as the harlot’s kifs,
You promife me uncertain blifs,
And give me certain pain.
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A beauteous profpet firft you fhew,

Which ere furvey’d you paint anew,
And paint it wond’rous pleafant :

This in a third is quickly loft:

Thus future good we covet moft,
But ne’er enjoy the prefent.

Deluded on from {cene to {cene,

We never end, but ftill begin,
By flatt’ring Hope betray’d ;

I’m weary of the painful chace,

Let others run this endlefs race
To catch a flying fhade.

Let others boaft their ufelels wealth ;

Have I not honefty and health ?
Which riches cannot give:

Let others to preferment foar,

And, changing liberty for pow’r,
In golden fhackles live.

’T'is time, at length, I fhould be wife,
*T'is time to {feek fubftantial joys ;

Joys out of Fortune’s pow’r :
Wealth, honours, dignities, and fame,
Are toys theblind capricious dame

Takes from us ev’ry hour,

Come,
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Come, confcious Virtue, fill my breaft,

And bring Content, thy daughter, drefs’d
In ever-fmiling charms :

Let facred Friendfhip too attend ;

A friendfhip worthy of my friend,

Such as my L&L1ius warms.

With thefe Il in my bofom make
A bulwark Fortune cannot fhake,
Tho’ all her ftorms arife ;
Look down and pity gilded flaves,
Defpife Ambition’s giddy knaves,
And wifh the Fools were wife.
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Il
H me! isall our pleafure mix’d with woe !
Is there on earth no happinefs fincere ?
Muft e’en this bitter ftream of {forrow flow
From joy’s domeftick {pring, our children dear ?
How oft did Thetis drop the filver tear,
When with fond eyes fhe view’d her darling boy !
How oft her breaft heav’d with prefaging fear,
1 Left vice’s fecret canker fhould annoy
' Fair virtue’s op’ning bud, and all her bopes deftroy !
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