et

S e

-

[ 226 ]

R e B e et
O D E to the Honourable * * **

By the late Mr. F. COVENTRY.,

She feels rekindling raptures wake her breaft,

And pours the {acred energy c.]m]g.
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O W Britain’s fenate, far renown dy
Aflembles full an aweful band !
Now Majefty with golden circle crown’d,
Mounts her bric *}‘ttt]‘ll one, and waves her gracious hand.
‘“ Ye chiefs of Albion with attention hear,
‘“ Guard well your liberties, review your laws, r
¢¢ Begin, 'i“.a‘uin th’ important year, |
L .-\:".f? boldly fpeak in Freedom’s caufe.””
|
|
Then ftarting from her {ummer’s reft
{j];.u: loguence unbinds her tongue. iﬁ
I
|

T'was here great Hampden’s patriot voice was heard,
tHere Pym, Kimbolton fir’d the Britifh {oul,
When Pow'r her arm defpotic rear’d

Jut felt a fenate’s great controul.
I'was here the pond’ring worthies fat,
Who fix’d the crown on William’s head,
When awe-ftruck tyranny renounc’d the ftate,

And bigot JamEs his injur’d kingdoms fled.
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Thee, generous youth, whom nature, birth adorn,
The Mufe fele@ts from yon aflembled throng:
O thou to ferve thy country born,
Tell me, young hero of my fong,
Thy genius now in fairelt bloom,
And warm with fancy’s brighteft rays,
Why {leeps thy foul unconfcious of its doom ?
Why idly fleet thy unapplauded days ?
Thy country beckons thee with lifted hand,
Arife, fhe calls, awake thy latent flame,
Arife, ’tis England’s high command,
And fnatch the ready wreaths of fame.
Be this thy paflion; greatly dare
A people’s jarring wills to fway,
With curft Corruption wage eternal war,
That where thou goe’ft, applauding crowds may fay,
¢« T0, thatis he, whofe {pirit-ruling voice
£¢ From her wild heights can call Ambition down,
¢« CanAtill Sedition’s brutal noife,
¢« Or fhakea tyrant’s purple throne :”
'Then chiefs, and fages yet unborn
Shall boaft thy thoughts in diftant days,
With thee fair Hiftory her leaves adorn,
And laurell’d bards proclaim thy lafting praife.
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