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TO APOLLO MAKING Loy,
FROM MONSIEUR__FONTENELLE

BY THOMAS TICKELL, ESQ',

Am, cry’d Apollo, when Daphne he woo'd,
And panting for breath, the coy virgin purfu'd,
When his wifdom, in manner moft ample, expreft
The long lift of the graces his godfhip poffeft :
I'm the god of f{weet fong, and infpirer of lays;
Nor for lays, wor fweet fong, the fair fugitive ftays :
I'm the god of the harp—iftop, my faireft—in vain;
Nor the harp, nor the harper, could fetch her again.
~ Every plant, every flower, and their virtues I know,
| God of light I'm above, and of phyfic below :
At the dreadful word phyfic, the nymph fled more faft;
At the fatal word phyfic, fhe doubled her hafte.
~ Thou fond god of wifdom, then alter thy phrafe,
4 Bid her view thy young bloom, and thy ravithing rass
- Tell her lefs of thy knowledge, and more of thy charms




