v4.  Porms on feveral Occafions.

The wild Waves mafter’d him, and fuck’d him in,
And fmiling Eddies dimpled on the. Main.

"This feen, the reft at awful Diftance ftood ;
As if they had been there as Servants fet,

To ftay, or to go on, as he thought good,
And not purfue, but wait on his Retreat.

So Libyan Huntfmen, on fome fandy Plain,
From fhady Coverts rouz’d, the Lionchace:
The Kingly Beaft roars out with loud difdain,

{m) And flowly moves, unknowing to give place. R

But if fome one approach to dare his Force,

He fwings his Tail, and fwiftly turns him round;
With one Paw feizes on his trembling Horfe,

And with the other tears him to the ground.
Amidft thefe Toils fucceeds the balmy Night ;

Now hifing Waters the quench’d Guns reftore;;
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{»)-And weary Waves, withdrawing from the F ight,

Lie lull’d and panting on the filent Shore.

The Moon fhone clear on the becalmed Flood,

Where while her Beams like glitt'ring Silver play,

Upon the Deck our careful General ftood,
And deeply mus’d on the (o) fucceeding Day.
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(m) The Simils is Virgil's; Veftigia retro improperata e

&re.
{n) Weary Waves.

From Statius Sylv. Nec trucibus fluviis idem fonus ; octié

horor

&quoris, antennis maria acclinata quiefcunt.
(o) The third of June, famaus. for twe former Victories.
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