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Written at Rome, 1756.

F R O M Latian fields, the manfions of Renown,
Where fix’d the Warrior God his fated feat ;
Where infant Heroes learnt the martial frown,

And little hearts for genuine glory beat ;

What for my friend, my foldier, fhall I frame ?
What nobly glowing verfe that breathes of arms,
To point his radiant path to deathlefs fame,
By great examples, and terrific charms ?

Quirinus firft, with bold, collected bands,

The finewy fons of ftrength, for empire ftrove ;
Bereath his thunder bow’d th’ aftonifh’d lands,
And temples rofe to Mars, and to Feretrian Jove.







