I F Flavia in thy faultlefs Form 1
All that is Heavenly-fair we find,

If every Grace confpires to charm, ' 3

And fpeaks the Beauties of thy Mind,

1I.

Why fhouldft thou wonder, lovely Maid,
At the foft Paffions you infpire ?.

Why thﬂfe to hopelefs Love betray’d,
Or thefe feel Friendthip’s facred Fire?
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Heedlefs thy charming Eyes enflave,
Nor know the {miling Deaths they dart;
Nought can the wretched Gazer fave,

Or refcue his devoted Heart,

IV,
But ah to win the Soul is more,
And Friendthip’s nobler Fires impart,
:l"he Work of fome diviner Power,
And Reafon wings th’ unerring Dart.

V.
Let thy Adorers Juﬁly pralﬁ:

The wond’rous Beautics of thy Face,

Extol thy Charms a thoufand" Ways,
And with thy Nam; their Numbers grace,
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Friendfhip a nobler Theme fhall find,
And to th’ admiring World d:fplay, ;
The Graces that adorn thy Mnd

A Subject that will ne’er decay.

“ VII.

When thy bnght Eyes {hall ctafc to waund |

And Agc thy fadmg Charms :mbrace 3

When in thy Luc:r!;s no trace is fuund

Of what the luvcly Ffawa was,

VIIL
The lafting Beauties nf thy Mind,
The Mufe in‘ gentle Strains (hall fing,
In thy fair Soul new Charms fhall find,
To raife her Voice, and prune her Wing.
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