POEMS. 13

t T Ode,
| Sitking and drinking in a Chair made out of the re-

l ligues of Sr. Francis Drakes Ship.
I L]
CHcar up my Mates! the wind doth faitly blow,

Clap on more Sails, and never fpave,:
Farewel all Land! for now we are
Tathe wide Sca ot drink, and merrily we go.
Blefle me ! “tis hot, another Bow! of Wiae,
And we fhall cuc the burning Linc;
Hey Boys! fhe fends itaway, and by my head I know
We round the world are failing now.
‘W hat dull men are thofe’ who tarry achome,
‘When abroad they might wantonly roam 2
And gain fuch experience; and fpic too
Such Countries and wonders as Ido ¢
Butprithee good Pilot take heed what you do,
r And fail not to touch at Per,
With Gold there the Veflel wetll ftore,
And never, and never be poor,
And never be poor any morc.

!
b 2. ,
¢ Whatdo I mecan? What thoughts do me mifguide,
/ As well upon a (tatfe may Witches ride
Their famcied journeys in the air,
_ As I fayl round the worid ma Chair,
“Tis true, but yet this Chair which here you fee,
For all its Quict now and gravity,
Has wandred and has travell‘d more (fore
Then ever Beaft, ot Filh, or Bitd, or ever Tree be-
E(n every air, in every Sca ‘tas been, v
“Tascompafs't all the earth, and all the heaven ‘tas feen.
: Let
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Let fiot the Popes jt felf with this compate,
‘This is the only univerfal Chair,

JI
7The Pious wandrers Flegt fav’d from the flame
( Which ttill the reliques did ot Troy purfue,
And tovk them for 1ts due)
ASquadron of immortal Nymphs became,
stil] with their Arms they row’d about the Seas,
And {till made new, and greatcr Voyages:
Not has the firft Poctique Ship ot Greece,
Though now a star, the fo triumphant {how,
And guides her failing Succeffors below,
( Bright 4s her antient fraight the thining Fleece )
Yet to this day a quict Hatbour found,
The Tide of Heaven Rl carries her around 5
©nly Drakes (acred Veftel ( which before
Had done, and had {éen more
"Then thofe bave done or feeny )
Even fince they Goddeffcs, and this aStat hag been, )
As a reward for all her labours patt,
© s made the {eat of reft at lalt,
Let the cafe now quite altered be 3 :
And as thou went’(t abroad the world to fee,
Let the world now-come to fue thee,
4.
The world will dost for curiofity,
Does no lefle then Devotion, Pugrims make,
And 1 my felf who now love quict too,
As much almoft as any Chair can do,
Would veta Journey take.
An old Wheel of that Charriot to fee;
Which Phaeton fo rafhly brake,
yet what could that iy more, then thefe remains of Drake ?
Greatrelique! thoutooin this Port of cafe
Halt ftill one way of making Voyages.
The breath ot Fame, like an aufpicuous gale
( The great Trade wind which ner’e does fail )
gtill with full trimme, and fwelling Sail,
Shall drive thee round the world, and thou (2t run
Aslong around it asche Sun.
e ftraights of time too narrow are for thee,
1 anch forth into an undifcovered Ses
And fieer the endle(lt courfe of vaft eternity.
 *fakefor thy Sail this verfe, & for sy Pilot me.
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