! Impatient to revenge his fatal Shot,
' His Right-hand doubly to his Left {ucceeds,
CLXXVL
Thoufands were there in darker Fame that dwell,
¢ I Whofe Deeds fome nobler Poem fhall adorn :
And, though to me unknown, they, fure, fought well,
Whom Rupert led, and who were Britifb born.
CLXXVII.
Of every fize an hundred fighting Sail :
So vaft the Navy now at Anchor rides,
"That underneath it the prefs'd Waters fail,
And, with its Weight, it fhoulders off the Tides.
CLXXVIII.
‘Now Anchors weigh'd, the Seamen fhout fo fhrill,
That Heav’n and Earth, and the wide Ocean rings
A Breeze from Weftward waits their Sails to fill,
And refts, in thofe high Beds, his downy Wings.
CLXXIX.
The wary Dutch this gath’ring Storm forefaw,
And durft not bide it on the Eng/ip Coaft:
Behind their treach’rous Shallows they withdraws,
And there lay Snares to catch.the Brizi/b Hoft.
; CLXXX.
8o the falfe Spider, when her Nets are fpread,
Deep ambufh’d in her filent Den does he s
And feels, far off, the trembling of her Thread,
Whofe filmy Cord fhould bind the ftruggling Fly.
t: 1 CLXXXI. ;
‘I Then, if, at laft, the find him faft befet,
\ She iffues forth, and runs along her Loom:
She joys to touch the Captiveinher Net,
And drags the little Wretch in triumph home.
CLXXXII.
_ The Belgians hop'd, that, with diforder’d hafte,
sem! Our deep-cut Keels upon the Sands might ran :
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