A POEM on the Princef/s AMELI A.

In Anfwer to DamoN, who invited the Nymphs
of Bath, to fing her Praife.

ARK! Damon calls, Ilead the Way 3
Ye Nymphs of Bath, come, aid my Lay,
Come, ftrike the trembling String :
AMeLIA’s Name fo {weetly flows,
Her Face fuch wondrous Goodnefs fhows,

Who can refufe to fing ?

HEeRr Prefence, like the Sunbenign, -
Sheds Bleflings where fhe deigns to fhine ;
~ And hrightens-al'l_ghc PIacc.' P

But when the Gﬂdd:ﬁs‘ a}fapptars,.

Our drooping Hcads.and Eyesin Tears

Will witnefs our Diftrefs.

On!
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On! wou'd the Mufes aid my Wing,
AroLLo tune my Voice to {ing!

I'd take the lovely Theme.
AMEL1A’s Name the Vale thou'd fill,
And echo back from Hill to Hill ;

Sweet as her rifing Fame.

WHILE envious Foes in vain repine,

May Britain, bleft in BRUNswicC’s Line,
Still Eurgpe’s Balance fway !

Till Plenty, Liberty and Peacc

Shall fill the World — till Faétion ceafe,

And Earth refound the Joy.
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