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4.
Subrubet illa pudore, et contrahit altera frontem,
Me torquet mea mens confcia, pfallo, tremo ;
Atque Cupidined dixit Dea cin&a corond,

Heu ! fallendi artem quam didicere parum.
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I.
WHEN the Britifh warrior queen,
Bleeding from the Roman rods,
Sought with an indignant micﬁ,
Counfel of her country’s gods,
2.
Sage beneath a fpreading oak
Sat the Druid, hoary chief,
Ev’ry burning word he {poke,

Full of rage and full of gricf.
Princefs!

il



 355°7)
3
Princefs ! if our aged eyes -
Weep upon thy mdtchléfs wrongs,
"Tis becaufe refentmient ties
All the terrors of éur tongues.
4
Rome fhall perith—write that word
In the blood that fhe has fpilt ;
Perifh hnpelcﬁ and abhorr’d,  *
'Deep in ruin as in guilt,
5.
Rome for empire far renown’d,
Tramples on a thoufand ftates, |
Soon her pride fhall kifs the ground—=
Hark ! the Gaul is at her gates.
6.
(jther Romans fhall arife,
Heedlefs of a foldier’s name,
Sounds, not arfns, i:liall win the prize,
Harmony the path to fame.
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Then the progeny that fprings .
From the forefts of our land, |

Arm’d with thunder, clad with wings, | |

Shall a wider world command.
3. .
Regions Cafar never knew,
Thy pofterity fhall {way,
Where his eagles never flew,
None invincible as they.
9.

Such the bards prophetic words,
Pregnant with celeftial fire,
Bending as he fwept the chords
Of his fweet but awful lyre.

| 10.
She with all a monarch’s pride,
Felt them in her bofom glow,

Rufh’d to battle, fought and died,

Dying, hurl’d them at the foe.
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Ruffians,
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Ruffians, pittilefs as proud,

Heav’n awards thé féilg:ance due,
Empire is on us beftow’d, | R

'Shame and ruin wait for you.

H E R OIS M

THERE was a time when Ztna’s filent fire
Slept tinperceiv’d, the mountain yet entire,
When confcious of no danger from below,
She towr’d a cloud-capt pyramid of fnow,

No thunders fthook with deep inteftine found
The blooming groves that girdled her around,
Her un&uous olives and her purple vines,
(Unfelt the fury of thofe burfting mines)

The peafant’s hopes, and not in vain, affur’d,

In peace upon her floping fides matur’d.
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