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Then, while Ambition’s trump, from .age to age

Its flaughter'd millions boafts ; while Fame thal] %
" Her deathlefs trophies o’er the bard and fage ; I
Be mine the widow’s figh, the orphan’s pray,.
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w = = = = Mures animos in martia bella ;
Verfibus exacuit, « = « - « - - - Hor, ,

RITONS, roufe to deeds of death !
Wafte not zeal in idle breath,
Nor lofe the harveft of your fwords
In a civil-war of words !

Wherefore teems the fhamelefs prefs
With labour’d births of emptinefs ?
Reas’nings, which no fa&s produce,
Eloquence, that marders ufe ;
1ll-tim’d Humour, that beguiles -

Weeping idiots of their {miles
Wit, that knows but to defame,
And Satire, that profanes the name,

Let th’ undaunted Grecian teach
The ufe and dignity of {peech,

At whofe thundess nobly thrown
Shrunk the Max of Macgpon, ; i
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If the ftorm of words muft rife,

Let it blaft our enemies ;

Sure and nervous be it hurl’d

On the PuiLips of the world.

Learn not vainly to defpife

(Proud of Epwarp’s vitories )

Warriors wedg’d in firm array,

And navies powerful to difplay

Their woven wings to every wind,

And leave the panting foe behind,

Give to France the honours due,

France has chiefs and ftatefmen too ;

Breafts which patriot-paflions feel,

Lovers of the common-weal,

And when fuch the foes we brave,

Whether on the land or wave,

Greater is the pride of war,

And the conqueft nobler far.
Agincourt and Crefly long

Have flourifh’d in immortal fong ;

And lifping babes afpire to praife

The wonders of Eriza’s days.

And what elfe of late renown

Has added wreaths to Britain's crown ;

Whether on th’ impetuous Rhine

She bade her harnefs’d warriors fhine,

Or fnatch’d the dangerous palm of praife

Where the Sambre meets the Maefe ;

Or Danube rolls her watry train ; -

Or the yellow-treffled Mayne
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