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oDE TO PEACHE,
g¥ THE SAMB.

Thou, who bad'ft thy turtles bear
Swift from his grafp thy golden hair,
And fought'ft thy native fkies :
When War, by vultures drawn from far,
To Britain bent his iron car,
And bad his ftorms arife !

Tir'd of his rude tyrannic fway,
Our youth fha!l fix fome feftive day,
His fullen fhrines to burn:
But thou, who hear'ft the turning fpheres,
What founds may charm thy partial cars,
And gain thy blef retarn!

O Peace, thy injur'd robes up-bind
Orrife, and leave not one Behind 5
Of all thy beamy train : .
- The Brisith lion, goddefs fiweet,
 Lies firetch'd on earch to kis thy fees
 Andown hy holier reign,
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Let others court thy tranfient {mile,
3ut come to grace thy weftern ifle,
By warlike Honour led !
And, while around her ports rejoice,
While all her fons adore thy choice,
With him for ever wed !
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BY THE §AME.
STROPHE,

Thou, who fit’ft a {miling bride
By Valoui’s arm’d and awful fide,
Gentleft of fky-born forms, and beft ador’d =
Who oft with fongs, divine to hear,
Win'ft from his fatal grafp the fpear,
And hid’ft in wreaths of flowers his bloodlefs ford 4
Thou who, amidft the deathful field,
By godlike chiefs alone beheld,
Oft with thy bofom bare art found,
Pleading for him the youth who finks to ground :
See, Mercy, fee, with pure and loaded hands,
Before thy fhrine my country’s Genius ftands,
And decks thy altar ftill, tho’ pierc’d with many a wound !
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