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With honeft Friends your chearful Days beguile,
While Peace and Plenty on your Table fmile :
Or cold and hungry writhe your tired Jaws,
And dine with Florio upon Hips and Haws,

In troth I think there’s little room to paufe.

In fpite of all romantick Poets fing ;
This Gold, my Deareft, is an ufeful thing:
Not that I'd have you hoard the precious Store,
For not 2 Wretch is like the Mifer poor :
Enj'oy your Fortune with a chearful Mind,
And let the Bleffing {pread amongft the Kind :
But if there’s none but Florio that will do,
Write Ballads both, and you may thrive — Adicu.

7% SETTING 8 U N.

To S1LVIA.

EE, Silvia, fee the fparkling Lamp of Day;
From our fond Eyes he draws the trembling Ray:

The curling Clouds purfue his thort’ning Beams,

And catch new Colours from the parting Gleams :
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