FROM

FPLAVIATO CAREGS

% EAR fir, accept this miflive fent

From one whofe mind’s fincerely bent,
On ever acting {o with you,

As fhall evince her friendihip true,

But how {hall Carlos really know,

That friend{hip in her breaft doth glow ?
A friend is more than empty name:

Few juftly can the title claim.

'Were Flavia born in ftation high,

Her friend{hip foon you would defcry:
Her op’lence quickly would reveal,
What pen’ry bids her now conceal.
Then Carlos would her favour boatft,

Nor be {fo much by fortune crofs’d.
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"Thus Flavia talks of her efteem,

. As heroes conquer 1n a dream;
Or as a culprit, doom’d to die,
In dungeon where he’s forc’d to lie,
Might boaft of what he could eTe&,

“Were kings attentive to his beck.

You laugh, dear Sir, and pray what then,

Tuft Flavia call you beft of men?

Muft high encomiums grace her lays,

~ And all her notes be {fwell’d with praife?
Know Sir, when friendthip does commence,

All flatt’ry muft be {fpurn’d from thence;

No real friendfhip can exift,

In the difembling flatt’rer’s breafk.

What can poor Flavia then beftow,

But with you ftill may better grow?

Your wit flill more and more refine,

And all the beauties of your min’,

With radient luftre ever {hine;

In virtue’s paths, flill on to tread,

Which to the fair Elyfium lead ;

May every a&ion juitly claim

The Poet’s with, that thing call’d Fame.
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As through life’'s winding vale you rove,
May ftill your ftars propitious prove,
And richeft bleffings on you thower;
- May {weet contentment grace your bower
By love and fortune ever crown’d,
May honour all your withes bound.
Nor accefs find within your breaft,
One thought your friend would wifh fup-

preft;

And may they {foon at Tyburn {wing,
Who would not fign what here 1 fing,



