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lec as the waues make towards the pibled (hore,
So do ourminuites haften to their end,
Each changing place with that which goes before,
In fequent toile all forwards do contend. '
Natiuity once in the maine of light,
Crawlcs to maturity,wherewith being crown'd,
Crooked eclipfes gainft vs glory fight,
Aad time that gaue,doth now his gift confound.
Time doth tranflixe the forifh fer on youth,
And delues the paralels in beauties brow,
Feedes on the rarities of natures truth,
And nothing ftands but for his fiethto mow.
And yet to times in hope,my verfe fhall ftand
Praifing thy worth,difpight his cruell hand.
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