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Will pay th’arrerages.
Let none wonder, if 6od Thunder
Vengeance for our Iarres :
While we vnder Sathan wander,
Himfelfe with Dawid warres.,
But reconcil'd he wils to fighe
--His Barrells valiantly.
Though Dauids might Goliah flight,
On God all Conquefls lye.
Cosragions King,then bid vsfmite
Tyrants downe, Gyamss growue,

Downe with thofe Dors, which<Britaines fpight,

Taratontarsdowne,
Me thinkes Lisbon I {ee now wonne,
Th® les ranfack’e, th’ Indiesfack’s,
And fweet Elizsthought viadone;
Rein-ftald by ysawake, '

In Mevch like Inme, their fprings firff light

Reuiues our Gardenbeds

With louely Rofes, redand white,

And Leekes with filuer'd heads.

The Spiriss Gardner will keepe greene

With Buddes perpetially,

Our Rofe King and Lillies Queene,
On himif werelyé.

Whom laft I pray, as Pageants gay;
As Maskes, or Gemriesin Gold,

- My Mufeto prize; though clad in grap,

My will,though tooteo bold,
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