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W A KE, Zolian lyre, awake,
A And give to rapture all thy trembling ftrings.
From Helicon’s harmonious {prings
A thoufand rills their mazy progrefs take:
The laughing flowers, that round them blow,
Drink life and fragance as they flow.
Now the rich ftream of mufic winds along
Deep, majeftic, fmooth and ftrong,
Thro’ verdant vales, and Ceres’ golden reign:
Now rolling down the fteep amain,
Headlong, impetuous, fee it pour:
The rocks, and nodding groves rebellow to the roar.
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Oh! Sovereign of the willing foul,
Parent of {weet and folemn-breathing airs,
Enchanting fhell! the {ullen Cares,
And frantic Paflions hear thy foft controul.

~ On Thracia’s hills the Lord of War

Has curb’d the fury of his car,
VYor. VI, X
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