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E'P I'G R AMUOYTE
Y E on! while my revenge fhall be,
To fpeak the very truth of thee.

EPIGRAM VIL
Swore I lov’d, and you believ’d,
Yet, truft me, we were both deceiv’d ;
Tho’ all T fwore, was true.
I lov’d one gen’rous, good, and kind,
A form created in my mind ;
And thought that form was youu,

ESPHTMS SRS AL IVE SV TITE:
On Mrs. PENELOPE.
H E gentle Pen with look demure,
Awhile was thought a virgin pure :
But Pen, as ancient poets fay,
Undid by night the work of day.

E PTG R GAME LI,
On one who firft abufed, and then made lovetoa L apy.
OU.-L
The noble
But when he faw her well befpatter’d,
Her reputation ftain’d and tatter’d ;

with gracelefs verfe,
dar’d afperfe.

He







