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But {fov’reion heav’n,  whofe ways are ever wife,

‘1 | Juft drew the glorious dawn before his eyes ;
rf And for his happier fon referv’d the fight

Of Brunfwick’s power in its meridian light.
GeorcE fhall in him prove honour, courage, truth,
And find the father in the pregnant youth.

Thus the great leader of the Hebrew bands,

Through opening billows and o’er burning {ands,

S

. From Egypt’s yoke, and haughty Pharaoh’s chains,
.i To Canaan’s frurtful hills, and flow’ry plains,

| From Pifgah’s height the promis’dland defery’d ;

1 More was forbid; he faw, rejoic’d, and dy’d.

Parapurase upon a Frence SONG.

By the late Wrirriam SomerviLe, Efq;

Venge moy d’une ingrate maitreffe,
Dieu du wviny jimplore bon yurefe.
IND relief in all my pain,
Jolly Bacchus! hear my pray’r,
Vengeance on th’ ingrateful fair !
In thy fmiling cordial bowl,
Drown the forrows of my foul,
¢ All thy deity employ,
- Gild each gloomy thought with joy,

| He died a_few months afier the acceffion of GeOrcE 1.
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Jolly Bacchus! fave, ohfave
From the deep devouring grave,
A poor, defpairing, dying fwain.
Hafte away,
Hafte away,
Lafh thy tigers do not ftay,
I’m undone if thou delay.
If I view thofe eyes once more,
Still fhall love, and ftill adore,
And be more wretched than before.

See the glory round her face !
See her move !
With what a grace !
Ye Gods above!
Is fhe not one of your immortal race ?
Fly, ye winged Cupids, fly,
Dart like light’ning thro’ the tky :

You’d ye in marble temples dwell,
The dear one to my arms compel ;

|
1
! Bring her in bands of myrtle tied,
k Bid her forget, and bid her hide
| All her fcorn and all her pride.
Wou’d ve that your flave repay

A fmoaking hecatomb each day,
O reftore,

The beauteous Goddefs I adore,
O reftore, with all her charms,
"T'he faithlefs vagrant to my arms.
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