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PETRARCH AND LaAyy,

Ax EricrammAaTIC TALE,

A N Petrarch of old, it has often been faid,

By fome Cardinal urg’d, his fair Laura to wed,
With an offer of fortune (and well-tim’d it was,
For poets have feldom much rent from Parnafs’)
Cried, my lord you'll excufe me, but I have a reafon
Why even this offer becomes out of feafon ;
I've a new book of fonnets juft ripe for the prefs,
Upon the fame plan as the 1aft, you may guefs ;
1 have there, all along, made my Laura a goddefs,
And Venus, to pleafe me, has lent her the boddice ;
While Hebe, Minerva, and twenty to boot,
With gifts all celeftial have trick'd me her out.
Now marriage, my lord, the whole charm would deftroj,
And hurl her divinity quite from the fky,
To my coft I fhould find her no more than a woman,
And my fonnets, alas ! would gain credit with 00 e




