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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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ANTISTROPHE.
When he whom even our joys provoke,
The Fiend of Nature join’d his yoke,

And rufh'd in wrath to make our ifle his prey ;
Thy form, from out thy fweet abode,
O'ertook him on his blafted road,

And ftopp’d his wheels and look’d his rage away,
I fee recoil his fable fteeds,
That bore him fwift to favage deeds,
Thy tender melting eyes they own;
O Maid, for all thy love to Britain fhown,
Where Juftice bars her iron tower,
To thee we build a rofeate bchr,'

Thou, thou fhalt rule our queen, angd fhare our monarch'y
G ey

bbb bbb b bbb bbb b bep bbb b

R L. B B R.T.%

BY THE s5awmE,

Srnonng,

W HO fhaly awake the Spartan fife,
And call in folemn founds to Iife

: ° Y:l;ﬂ\l. ?Vholze locks divinely fpreading,
37 emalhy aeinths in fullen hue,
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