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Infcrib’d to the Right Honourable the

EARL or SUNDERLAND ar WINDSOR,

By the Same.

I

HOU dome, where Edward firft enroll’d
His red-crofs knights and barons bold,

Whofe vacant feats, by virtue bought,
Ambitious emp‘s have fought ;
Where Britain’s foremoft names are found,
In peace belov’d, in war renown’d,
Who made the hoftile nations moan,
Or brought a blefling on their own :
!
Once more a fon of SPENCER walits,
A name familiar to thy gates,
Sprung from the chief whofe prowefs gain’d
The garter, while thy founder reign’d.
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e offer’d here his dinted fhield,
The dread of Gauls in Crefli’s field,
Which in thy high-arch’d temple rais’d,
For four long centuries hath blaz’d.
I1IL.
Thefe feats our fires, a hardy kind,
To the fierce fons of war confign’d,
The flow’ry of chivalry, who drew
With finewy arm the ftubborn yew ;
Or with heav’d poll-axe clear’d the field,
Or who in joufts and tourneys fkill’d,
Before their ladies’ eyes renown’d,
Threw horfe and horfeman to the ground.
1Ly
In after-times, as courts refin’d,
Our patriots in the lift were join’d,
Nor only Warwick ftain’d with blood,
Or Marlb’rough near the Danube’s flood,
Have in their crimf{on croffes glow’d ;
But, on juft law-givers beftow’d,
Thefe emblems Cecil did inveft,
And gleam’d on wife Gadolphin’s breaft.
V.
So Greece, ere arts began to rife,
Fix’d huge Orion in the fkies,
And ftern Alcides, fam’d in wars,
Befpangled with a thoufand ftars 3
Cq
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*Till letter’d: Athens round the pole
Made gentler conftellations roll,
In the blue heavens the * Lyre fhe f’crungﬁ
And near the Maid the Balance hung.
VI.
Then, SpExNcER, mount amid the band,
Where knights and kings promifcuous ftand.
What though the hero’s flame reprefs’d
Burns calmly in thy generous breaft ;
Yet who more dauntlefs to oppofe
In doubtful days our home-bred foes P
Who rais’d his country’s wealth fo high,
Or view’d with lefs defiring eye ¢
VAT
The fage who large of foul furveys
The globe, and all its empires weighs,
Watchful the various climes to guide,
Which feas, and tongues, and faiths divide,
A nobler name inWindfor’s fhrine
Shall leave, if right the Mufe divine,
Than fprung of old, abhorr’d and vain,
From ravag’d realms and myriads flain,
VIII,
Why praife we, prodigal of fame,
The rage that fets the ‘world on flame
My guiltlefs Mufe his brow fhall bind’

Whofe godlike baunty fpares mankind :
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For thofe, whom bloody garlands crown,
The brafs may breathe, the marble frown 3
To him, through every refcu’d land,

Ten thoufand living trophies ftand.

S SEB5505205
KENSINGTON GARDEN.

By the Same,

Campos, ubi ‘ﬂ‘ﬂjﬂﬁu’f. Yire,

WHF RE Kenfington higho’er the neighb’ring lands,
'Midft greens and fweets, a regal fabrick ftands,

And fees each fpring, luxuriant in her bowers,
A fnow of blofloms, and a wild of flowers,
The dames of Britain oft in crowds repair
To groves and lawns, and unpolluted air.
Here, while the town in damps and.darknefs lies,
They breathe in fun-fhine, and fee azure fkies
Each walk, with robes of various dies befpread,
Seems from afar a moving tulip-bed,
Where rich brocades and glofly damafks glow,
And chints, the rival of the thow’ry bow.

Here England’s Daughter, darling of the land,
Sometimes, furrounded with her virgin band,
Gleams through the fhades. She, tow’ring o’er the reft,
Stands faireft of the fairer kind confefs’d,
; Form’d




