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SACRED TO
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Her MAJESTY.

N\ UEEN of the Northein World, whofe
Q gentle Sway _

wites our Love, and binds our Hearts t” Obey :
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ML Odes, &c. toVertue,
Forgive the Nation’s Groan when William dy'd 5
Lo, at thy Feet in all the Loyal Pride

Of rifing Joy Three Happf R ealms appear,
And Walliam’s Urn almoft without a Tear
Stands 5 nor Complains : While from thy Gracious

Tongue
Peace flows in Silver Streams amidft the Throng.
Amazing Balm, that on thofe Lips was found
To heal the Twinges of that Mortal Wound,

The Danger, and the Scar! Far-diftant Lands
Whofe Lives lay trufted in Na/fovian Hands

“Transfer their Souls, and live; fecure they Play
In thy Mild Rays, and feel a growing Day.

Thy beamy Wing at once defends and warms
Fainting Devotion 5 whilft in various F orms
Fair Piety fhines thro’ the Britzafh Ifles :

Here at thy Side, and in thy kindeft Smiles
Blazing 1n Ornamental Gold fhe ﬁa;ids,
To Blefs thy Councils, and Affift thy Hands,

And Crowds wait round her to receive Commands.




Loyalty and Friendfbip. i13
I'here at a Humble diftance from the Throne
Btauteous She lies s Her Luftre all her own,
Ungdrmih’d yet not bluthing, nor afraid,
Nor knows Sufpicion, nor 1#F=@s the Shade.
In Words of Solemn Form; or witha freer Cry ~
Warm 4s ourZeal for T hee, WeBoth addrefs theSky,E

Vow for thy SafetyBoth,and live beneaththine Eye.

PRINCESS, the World already owns thy Name ;
Go, mount the Chariot of Immortal Fame
Nor Die to be Renown’d : Fames Ioudeﬁ Breath
Too dear 1s purchas’ d by an Angels Death
he Thunder of tHy Hand with general Joy
hall crufh Rebellion and the Rival Boy :
| hy Sounding Arms his Galick Patron hears,

ind fpeeds his Flight 5 nor overtakes his Fears
[1ll hard Defpalr wring from the Tyrant’s Soui
The Iron Tears out. Let thy Frown controul
Jur Angry Jarss at Home; till Wrath fubmit
Her Bloody Banners to thine Awful Feet.
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116 _ Odés,‘ &C. tg-Vertue, @ i A
Mad Zeal and Frenzy with their Murtherous Train _
Flee thefe Bleft Realms in thine Aufpicious Rcign%
Envy expite in Rage, and T'reafon bite the Chain.

Let no black Scenes affri ght the Brittifh Stage,
Thy Thread of Life prolong our Golden Age,
Long blefs the Earth : Then rife and thine on high
The faireft Glory of the Weftern Sky 5
There check the Rays of each Malignant Star,
Heal the dire Peftilence, forbid the War,

Warm the chill North, Sooth the two Rugged Bears,
And ftretch thy Peaceful Influence to the Southern
Sphetes.




