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He gaz’d and lov’d the hideous elf,
She look’d {o very like himfelf.
True fung the bard well known to fame,
Self-love and {ocial are the {ame.

PR G RAyM: X,
HILE Lucy, chafte as mountain fnows,
Gives every idle fop a hearing ;
In Mary’s breaft a paflion glows,
Which ftronger is fidm not appearing.
Say, whe has chofe the better part !
Mary to whom no joy is mifling ;
Or fhe, who dupe to her own heart,
Pays the full price of Mary’s kiffing.

B Pl G o Rep A M | X
HE who in fecret yields her heart,
Again may claim it from her lover ;
But the who plays the trifleds part,
Can ne’er her {quander’d fame recover.
Then grant the boon for which I pray !
*T'1s better lend than throw away.

EPIGRAM XIH.
E thought you without titles great,
And, wealthy with a fmall eftate ;
While by your humble felf alone,
You feem unrated and unkanown.
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But now on fortune’s {welling tide
High-borne, in all the pomp of pride;
Of grandeur vain and fond of pelf,

’T'is plain, my lord, you knew yourfelf.

EP I G R AM * XIIT.
Ovely fhines thy wedded fair,
Gentle as the yielding air ;
Cheering as the folar beam,
Soothing as the fountain-ftream.
Why then, jealous hufband, rail ?
All may breathe the ambient gale,
Bafk in heaven’s diffufive ray,
Drink the ftreams that pafs away.
All may fhare unlefi’ning joy,
Why then jealous, peevith boy ?
Water, air, and light confine,
Ere thou think’ft her only thine.

EP¥F G RIAMGXIVE °
f'E"" OM thought a wild profufion great:
And therefore fpent his whole eftate :
Will thinks the wealthy are ador’d,
And gleans what mifers blufh to hoard.
Their paflion, merit, fate the {ame,
They thirft and ftarve alike for fanie.
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