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My poultry fear no robber in the rooft; -

My linen moxe than common whitenefs boaft;

Let order, peace, and houfewif’ry be mine:

Shenftone ! be tafte, and fame, and fortune thine!
CorswouLpia.
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WriTTEN TO A LaDY.

HEN the nymphs were contending for beauty
and fame,
Fair Sylvia ftood foremoft in right of her claim,
When to crown the high tranfports dear conqueft excites,
At court the was envy’d and toafted at White’s,
11,
Buthow fhall I whifper this fair one’s {ad cafe ?
A crue] difeafe has fpoil’d her fweet face;
Her vermillion is chang’d to a dull fettled red, .
And all the gay graces of beauty are fled. |
; III.

Yet take heed, all ye fair, how you triumph in vain,
For Sylvia, tho’ alterd from pretty to plain, by
® 10w more engaging fince reafon took place,
Than when fhe poflefs’d the perfections of face.
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COanc’d {he no more can coquet it and teaze,
€4 of tormenting—-——fhe ftudies to_ pleafe :
akes trath and difcretion the guide of her life, |
“ the’ fpoil'd for a toaft, fhe's well form'd for a wife.
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