Make Treafon G‘ory, Maur ucrprs Heroés live ;

And even to REG;CIDES canft GOD-HEADS give

Thus in thy.Sopgs, the yet warm Bloody Dart;

Bicth reaking in a Margyr’ d Monarchs Hearr,

Buraith’c by Verfe, and }oh(ht by thy Lines,

The Rubies in Imperial Crowns out-thines, -

Whilft in Applauie to that fad days Quccms

S0 Black a Theme info Divine a Drefs ;

Thy Soaring tHlights Promethens Treits exceﬂ

Whil'ft Thou Steal {t Fire from Heaven t enlxgbten HELL.
Butflay, my Mufe,  here change thy gawdy ftrajs,

And ﬂvewal\e\v no lest‘rOumous Seensii tac

~

. That Lawreli’d head whofe f»\ eet Melodious Tongue

To Curfe ye Meroz 10 PAAN Sung; |

A Bag-pipe Drone to the old Piiefterafe Cant : A
Who once did Confecrated Daggers chang; - ,
And E€rglanas great Ravilliac ﬁmg before ;' !

Now Tunes his Pipe to David’s RighteousLoxe:

-~ In “cevolss Sump the Convert Pen he brings,
‘And his Burst Hand now writes the Praife of Kings.

Thus Bold, thus Great, and all in the Extream;
His Panegy rlcks are hke Daniel’s Dream 3
This Tribute now to Dawia’s Glory pay,
A Head of Gold to his old Feet of Clay.
No wonder then fo Feelingly be tells
Of Corabs, Shimeis and Achitophells.

 Such Charagiers he mayavell gild-fo fine, .

VVho ’has their Rich Ore from hisowa Native Mine.
How vaft an Orb has a Poetick Soul-?2

Grafps all from Eaft to Weft, and Pole to Pole, -
Its warbling Voice, Right, Wrong, Truth, Falihood Sings,
Tuned to all Srates, Religions, € ods or Kmus

Oh Wit how wide is thy Circumference 2

Where thy Attractive Center’s Bread and Pence.
Pence did 1fay ! oh they have charining skill,

To rowze the Gall of an Heroick Quill. ‘
Is there not mighty found and mighty fence, ’
In great Ifcariors thirty chinking Pence! .
By this Lucina haft thou born wirh pain, » 8
The numerous Off- fprmgs of thy teeming Brain »

More various Hlues in Nz/¢’s flimy Bed,

Not thy own Patron Phabms ever bred. ,

Thy pregnant Heats, like Ifraels wanton Luﬂ:

Firft mould thy Golden Catves, then pound ¢’'m into Duft:

Write on, and more then Winds or Frenzy Range,

Keep ftill thy old Prerogauve 10, Change. - .-

“Tis poor Humanity that’s kept in bound;

Whilft power unlimited is God-like, found:
Then thy Great felf, thou wondrous Poet fhows: Y
Honour and Prmupies difdain’ ; for know }
Thy Mercarye’s too proud to fix fo low.
All'Laws and Bounds let thy wildMufe defpife,

And raign the Prince oth’Air, in which it fiyes.

London,ﬁ?; inted for Charles Leigh. 165 3.




