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HUMANE LOV E:

By a
County GENTLEMAN,

In Anfwer to -
PLATONICK LOVE.

L
SO Angels love, So let them love forme; |
As mortaly I muft lske & mortal be.
My Love’s as pure as their’s;more unconfin’d;
1 love the Body, they but love the Mind.

IL

Without enjoyment, Can defire be ill?
~ For that which wouw’d a Man with pleafure fill;
This more intenfe and aétive, {ure muft be,

Since I beth Sow/ «nd Body give to thee.
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I11.

This flame as much of Heaven as that contains,
And more, for unto that but half pertains:
Friendfhip one Soul to th’ other doth unite,
But Lovs joins all, and therefore is more bright.

IV.

N_' either doths-»Humane Lwe-—Rcliginn harm,-
But rather us againft our Vices arm:

Shall I not for a éharming Miftrefs dye?
When Heaven cotmands increafe and malitpy,

To




