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Porwmson feveral Occafions,

7
That happy Sun, faid he, will rife again,
Who twice victorious did our Navy fee ;
And T alone muft view him rife in vain,
Without one Ray of all his Star for me.
CI.
Yet, like an Englifh Gen'ral will T die,
And all the Ocean make my fpacious Grave 3
Women and Cowards on the Land may lie :
The Sea’s a Tomb that’s proper for the Brave.

CII.
Reftlefs he pafs’d the Remnant of the Night,

"Till the freth ‘Air proclaim’d the Morning nigh :

And burning Ships, the Martyrs of the Fight,
With paler Fires beheld the Eaftern Sky.
CIII.
But now, his Stores of Ammunition fpent,
His naked Valour is his only Guard :
* Rare Thunders are from hisdumb Cannon'fent,
And folitary Guns are fcarcely heard.
CIV.
Thus far had Fortune Pow’r, he forc'd to ftay,
Nor longer durftswith Virtue be at Strife :
This, as a Ranfom, Albemarie did Pays
Forall the Glories of fo great a Life.
CV.
For now brave Rupert from afar appears,

Whofe waving Streamers the glad General knows:

With full fpread Sails his eager Navy fleers,
And ev’ry Ship in fwift Proportion grows,
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