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Jo. . Mis BN D ION St BArr
By the Honourable Sir C. H. WiLL14 Ms,

A PO LL O ofold on Britannia did fmile,

And Delphi forfook for the fake of this ifle,
Around bim he lavifhly {catter’d his lays,

And in every wildernefs planted his bays ;

Then Chaucer and Spenfer harmonious were heard,
Then Shakefpear, and Milton, and Waller appear’d,
And Dryden, whofe brows by Apollo were crown’d,
As he fung in fuch firains as the God might have own’d :
But now, fince the laurel is gi\.'ﬁ:i of late

To Cibber, to Eufden, to Shadwell and T'ate,

Apollo hath quitted the ifle he once lov’d,

And his harp and his bays to Hibernia rethov’d ;

He vows and he {wears he’ll infpire us no more,

And has put out Pope’s fires which he kindled before ;
And further he fays, sex no longer fhall boaft

;|

A {cience their flight and ill treatment hath loft ;
But that aoemen alone for the future fhall write ;
And who can refift, when they doubly delight ?
And left we thou’d doubt what he faid to be true,
Ias begun by infpiring Saphira and You.
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