Poems on f everal Occafions. 17

s

To the Honourable

Mis. Eoes Stretchy.

He Artful hand of Nature ne’r difplay’d

~ More skill, then when your Charming_

Self was made :
A Shape, a Face, and Meen fo rare, that we
Thuink you her boafted Mafter-piece to be ;
Whilft that Bright Soul that H:a?ﬂ'n has p[aC’t:

within,
Makes every Charm with dowble-luftre thine :
But fince I on my Lyre can touch no String,
Equal to thofe great Merits, I would Sing;
Hopelefs, to give fuch mighty Charms their

due, |
1’1l leave the World to Brighter Thoughts of you.



