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Nor wanting the difperfive bowl

Of cloudy weather in the foul,

I make (may heav’n propitious fend
Such wind and weather to the end)
Neither becalm’d, nor over-blown,
Life’s voyage to the world unknown.
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On the Reverend Mr. LAURENCE EcHARD’S, and
Bithop GiLeerT BurneT’s Hiftories. |

By the Same.

1% hiﬁm*y appears to me 3

ok
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Political anatomy,
A cafe of fkeletons well done,
And malefators every one.
His fharp and ftrong incifion pen
Hiftorically cuts up men,
And does with lucid fkill impart
Their inward ails of head and heart.
Laurence proceeds another way,
And well-drefs’d hgures doth difplay :
His chara&ers are all in flefh,

‘I'heir hands are fair, their faces frefh ;
And
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And from his {fweet’ning art derive
A better {cent than when alive.

He wax-work made te pleafe the {ons,
Whofe fathers were Gir’s fkeletons.
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The SPARROW and DIAMOND.

A § O N G. By the Same.

Lately faw, what now I fing,
Fair Lucia’s hand difplay’d :

'This finger grac’d a diamond ring,

On that a {parrow play’d.

11.

‘The feather’d play-thing fhe carefs’d,

She ftroak’d its head and wings ;
And while it neftled on her breaft,

She lifp’d the deareft things.
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With chizzled bill a fpark ill fet

He loofen’d from the reft,
And {wallow’d down to grind his meat,

‘The cafier to digeft.
il V. She




