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# for Joy, from Friend(hip born, abounds in Smiles,

O ftore it in the Soul’s moft golden Cell !

| But for whom bloffoms this Elyfian Flower?
il Abroad They find, who cheriCh it, at Home,

! j'u;*"‘ LorenNzo! pardon what my Love extorts,
an honeft Love, and not éﬁ'aid to frown.

Tho’ Choice of Follies faften on the Great,

g ' none clings more obftinate, than Fancy fond,

il that facred Friend(hip is their eafy Prey;

caught by the Wafture of a Golden Lure;

or Fafcination of a high-born Smile.

i H ' Their Smiles, the Grest, and the Coquet , throw out
| for Others Hearts, tenacious of their Own;

and we no lefs of ours, when fuch the Bait.

! Ye Fortune’s Cofferers! Ye Pow’rs of Wealth!

| ‘ you do your Rent-rolls moft felonious Wrong,

by taking our Attachment to Four[elves,

fi] Can Gold gain Friend(hip? Impudence of Hope!
I] As well mere Man an Angel might beget.

Love, and Love only, is the Loan For Love.

LoreEwzo! Pride reprefs; nor hope to find

a Friend, but what has found a Friend in Thee.

All like the Purchafe; few the Price will pays

i | and this makes Friends fuch Miracles below.

* Diefe benden Berfe feblen in den Testen Ynusgaber.
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