s4 T hefame Author,inpraifé
(Although her purcneffe did acfirft abhorre i)

Kvepes {till her loathfome Cabinet; forefecing,

If the leauc this,her worfer placc of being,

She needs among the damnned foules muft throng :

And that’sthe reafon thacthouliu’ft fo long,

What haftthou good iithee, but onely this,

Thatthy loath'd outfide atruc pacterne is

Of'thy vile liviing?Sinne,and want of grace,

Are ditched in the wrinkles of thy face: |
Thou bunch-back-bug-beare-fac'd, {play-foot,Cat- hand;
Thou rough- bark’d-flinking Elder,worfe then damned ;
Thou,about whofe fcurfe-head the Deuils fluteer ;
Thouviler vild then I haue words to veter ¢

Amend thylewd life;or I fweare to thee,

For on ill-fauous’d word, I'le giue thee three,

120 Another Epiftle of the fame witty Author,
- Francis Rabelais,in praife of agraue
Matrone; trarflated a the
former,

Hou reucrend Matrone, whofe fweet grace & forme,
Would a young, faire fwect,hanfome face adorne
Thy modeft carrying, and thy reuerend wit,
Shewesthat Godsgrace withinthy heart doth fit ;
Thou in whofe hands are alwayfound good books;
Buton loue-toyes thy chafte eyesneuer looks:
Thou thathaftin thy brainesimprinted deepe -
Chrift Tefus, who from thenceill thoughtsdoth-keepe ¢
Inchy milde foule rich vertue hath herflore;
As God giues wealth to thee,thou giv'ft the poore.
Thy heart is alway opento relicue,
And comfort tbon whom miferics doe gricue s
And with thine owne white hands doft not diflaine
Toplaifter thofe poore folkes,whom fores doe paines
The hungry thou do’ feed with thine owne meate ;.
Thenaked,cold,with thine owne doathes do't heate;
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