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oN THE PEACE OF AIX LA CHAPELLE
MDCCXLVIIL

BY MR, HURD.

_ E ftill my fears, fuggeft no falfe alarms;
L ) The Poet’s raptare and the lyric fire
Are vain : enough that inclination warms ;
No foreign influence needs the willing Mufe infpire.

The willing Mufe, adventurous in her flight,
To thee, lov'd Peace, fliall raife the untaught ftrain;
: Her thy fair triumphs and thy arts delight,

Thy feftive branch fhe bears and joins thy focial trains

B - |
wave-worn cliff fhe views {erene,

Safe on the deep, the freightcd navies ride ;
Old Ocean joys to fee the peaceful fcpe;
And bids his billows roll with an exulting tide.

High on fome

| Or; where Augufta’s turrets cleav? the ﬂzﬁe’;
She loves to mix with Art’s inventive ba_n@,
. Sees Induftey in forms unnumi?ér’é-m. »
To featter bleflings wides a;daamghc ds o B
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Or flies, with tranfport, to her native plain,
Sees corn-clad fields, frefh lawns, and paftures fair,
Sees Plenty vindicate her ancient reign,

And pour forth all her charms to crown the various year,

But chief the Mufe to Academic groves

Her kindred train and beft-lov’d arts invite ;

Thro’ Cam’s o’erfhadowing bowers intranc’d fhe roves,
Whence {acred Science fireams, and Genius {preads his light,

¢¢ Here will T reft, fhe cry'd ; my laurel here

« Eternal blooms ; here hangs my golden lyre,

¢ Which erft my Spenfer tun'd to thepherd’s ear,
“ And loftieft Milton fmote with genuine epic fire.

“ And O! if aught my fond prefages fhew,
“ On thefe lov’d bowers while Peace her influence fheds,
“ Some hand again fhall fnatch it from the bough, |
* Wakeeach high-founding firing, and charm the echoing
glades, ; '

“ Then fhall be fung the glorious deeds of war,
“ How Virtue ftrove, where envious Fortune fail'd ;
“ Expefting Fame the conflit view'd from far,

¢ And Britain’s valogr crown’d, tho' Gallia’s hoft prevail’d,

*“ Yet then, even then [(h’ indignant verfe fhall tell)
“ A furer vengeance rofe to whelm the foe ;

¥ ‘; Whn.l'aell.'bom Faltion iffu’d from her cell,

~* AAnd 0n her impious head drew half the deflin'd blow.

“ But,
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¢ But, hatk ! the loud trinmphant firgins
«¢ How Dritain’s majefty unrivall'd tofe,
«« When all the glories of the naval yqr

¢ Beam ’d round her conquering flag, and circled Anfon’s
brows.”

declare,

Till thus the Power by Freedom’s fons obey'd ;
« Let blood-ftain’d glory fwell the tyrant's breaft;
<« Be mine Compaflion’s healing wing to {pread,
¢ To fheath the walting {word, and give the nations reft :

< Then (as the Mufe inraptur’d fhall difplay)
“ War’s impious roar, and Fation®s murmurs ceale;;
¢ His gracious eye fheds luftre on the day,

¢« And lends thequickening beam to chear the arts of Peace.”




