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|
I.
Wwell, Sir, ar prefent, and I bope alwayes fhall be (o, todo E
)

you fervice. A t 6o : Her Fuce
Save yoa Sir, you are moit fortunately mer. -
£ chis [wee ing attend you, $o full of majefly , that Jurora blufhes to fce 2 comncs-
Lady, The pleafures of chis [weer morning atcend you 0ot gl tien ok ows. Flos Face s G110k uarlhing
On her Face.
: Her Looks :
You are the Beauty withoue parallel 5 in your Face allthe Have more entertainment then all the vain pomp which the
Graces, and in your Minde all the Verrues are mer : be thar Perfians cver taughe the world,
looks upon your milde .ﬁ.fﬁ& R “}crc it the Emﬂ favage crea- o
3 ure cauty, er Ejes
ture, would:derive a new Nawure from your Beaury. T B e e ST
Ot ber Eyes and Lips. light from your more radiant Eyes. They are able tograce

_ _ the Heavens and beautifie the Sky inthe clearelt night, They
That Eye was Funo’s , thole Lips were once the Queen of are Natures richeft Diamonds (et in foils of polific Lvory,

Love's, that Virgin Bluth was Diana’s : Thus, Madam, you i g
havea Donative from cvery Drity. Her Smiles

v bir: Bessays Are [o geaceful and (o full of comforr, that with them fhe is
| able to revive a dying Lover,

eApolle hath given you his orient Brightnefs 5 Pemus her | |

curious Shape frer his high and {tacely Forchead ; the . Her Cheeks _
God of Elzqu:.-::?;:?hjs ﬂrmin% Speech : and all the Fe- Shew Ill“rl’«"“ [pread wpon Rofes, : Nature painted the co-
male Deities have Mow'd cheir Bountics and Beautics on 1““{ thereof in the mn&lglurtum Tulips, They ace flips of Pa-
your Face. radife, not to be gather'd but wondred ar,
On her Hair, Her Breash .
“Her Haic is like the Beams that adorn Apolfo’s head, So fweet, that the Arabian Odours feem to borrow their ex-
cellency from thence. It expires moie [weet Odours then if-
Her Locks {u'd from the palm-trees in Paradife,
Sofrasnew fﬁun hlk ,dcliuling t'rir% fuch a naturnlb wanton- Her Lips
i igh: th f ber thar wears
?Ifcr:n'.“ Jo Sabtht as AN Are like the full ripe Cherry, which when they open, dil-

cover a treafury greacer then chac of the Indian Ivory.

Her Ferchead ;
Her Chin

Made a ftacely profpe&, and thow'd likea faic Caltle com-
manding {ome goodly Countrey.

Shews like a piece of pure and pelifhe Cryftal,which the God
of Love delights o uphold wich his (oft hand. !
Her C: Hfri
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