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Does down her Iv'ry Bofom roll,
And hiding Half, adorns the Whole.

In her high Forchead’s fair half-round

Love fits in open Triumph crown'd: | NC
He in the Dimple of her Chin,

In private State by Friends is feen. pehin
_Her Eyes are neither black, nor grey s RO

Nor fierce, nor feeble is their Ray:

Their dubious Luftre {feems to fhow
Something that {peaks nor Yes, nor No.
Her Lips no living Bard, I weet,

May fay, how Red, how Round, how Sweet:
Old Howmer only cou'd indite

Their vagrant Grace, and {oft Delight:

They ftand Recorded in his Book,
When HeLen {mil'd, and Hese {poke
The Gipfy turning to her Glafs,

Toc plainly fthow’d, She knew the Face:
And which am I moft like, She faid,
Your Crog, or Your Nut-brown Maid?

Written in an OV I D.

VID is the fureft Guide,

— You can name, to fhow the Way‘
- To any Woman, Maid, or Bhdc,
Wim refolves to, go aftray



