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Then, while Ambition’s trump, from .age to age

Its flaughter'd millions boafts; while Fame fhal] h

" Her deathlefs trophies o’er the bard and fage ; ar
Be mine the widow’s figh, the orphan’s pray,.
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Verses to the People of ENGLAND 17sh

By Wir. Wuiteneap, Efq; Poet Laureat

w = = = = Mures animos in martia bella |
Verfibus exacuit, « - = - « - - - Hor, :

RITONS, roufe to deeds of death !
Wafte not zeal in idle breath,
Nor lofe the harveft of your fwords
In a civil-war of words !

Wherefore teems the fhamelefs prefs
With labour’d births of emptinefs ?
Reas’nings, which no fa&s produce,
Eloquence, that marders ufe ;
1ll-tim’d Humour, that beguiles
Weeping idiots of their {miles
Wit, that knows but to defame,

And Satire, that profanes the name,

Let th’ undaunted Grecian teach
The ufe and dignity of {peech,

At whofe thundess nobly thrown
Shrunk the Max of Macepon, ; if
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If the ftorm of words muft rife,

Let it blaft our enemies ;

Sure and nervous be it hurl’d

On the PuiLips of the world.

Learn not vainly to defpife

(Proud of Epwarp’s vi&tories !)

Warriors wedg’d in firm array,

And navies powerful to difplay

Their woven wings to every wind,

And leave the panting foe behind,

Give to France the honours due,

France has chiefs and ftatefmen too 3

Breafts which patriot-paflions feel,

Lovers of the common-weal,

And when fuch the foes we brave,

Whether on the land or wave,

Greater is the pride of war,

And the conqueft nobler far.
Agincourt and Crefly long

Have flourifh’d in immortal fong ;

And lifping babes afpire to praife

The wonders of Eriza’s days.

And what elfe of late renown

Has added wreaths to Britain's crown ;

Whether on th’ impetuous Rhine

She bade her harnefs’d warriors fhine,

Or fnatch’d the dangerous palm of praife

Where the Sambre meets the Maefe ;

Or Danube rolls her watry train ; -

Or the yellow-treffled Mayne
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ettingen’s immortal vale——

hro’ D
gven Fontenoy could tell a tale,

Might modeft worth ingenuous fpeak,
To raife a blufh on Viétory’s cheek ;
And bid the vanquifh’d wreaths difplay
Great as on Culloden’s day.

But glory, which afpires to laft,
Leans not meanly on the paft.
"Tis the prefent now demands
Britith hearts, and Britifh hands.
Curft be he, the willing flave,
Who doubts, who lingers to be brave,
Curft be the coward tongue that dare
Breath one accent of defpair,
Cold as winter’s icy hand
To chill the genius of the land.

Chiefly you, who ride the deep,
And bid our thunders wake or fleep,
As pity leads, or glory calls .
Monarchs of your wooden walls!
Midft our mingling feas and fkies
Rife ye Brakrs, ye RaLeicas rife!

- Let the fordid luft of gain
Be banifh'd from the liberal main,
H:e who ftrikes the generous blow
Aims it at the public foe.
Let glory be the giidi.ns'ﬁal‘,
Wealth and honours follow her.
0,:“ th[e fhe fPfel&l. 'lter luftre wide
valt Aclantic tide 1
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Conftant as the folar ray
Points the path, and leads the way !
Other worlds demand your care,
Other worlds to Britain dear;
Where the foe infidious roves
O'er headlong ftreams, and pathlefs groves ;
And juftice fimple laws confounds
With imaginary bounds.
If protected commerce keep
Her tenor o’er yon heaving deep,
What have we from war to fear ?
Commerce fteels the nerves of war;
Heals the havock rapine makes,
And new ftrength from conqueft takes.
Nor lefs at home O deign to {mile,

~ Goddefs of Britannia’s ifle !

Thou, that from her rocks furvey'ft
Her boundlefs realms the watry wafte;
Thou, that rov'ft the hill and mead
Where her flocks and heifers feed ;
Thou, that cheer’ft the induftrious {wain
While he ftrows the pregnant grain;
Thou, that hear’ft his caroll’'d vows
When th* expanded barn o'erflows;
Thou, the bulwark of our caufe,
Thou, the guardian of our laws,
Sweet Liberty ! O deign to {mile,
Goddefs of Britannia’s ifle !

Ifto us indulgent heaven .
Nobler feeds of firength has given,
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1d the produce be ;

th
s o he free.

: t
Brave, yet gen rous, are :
Come then, all thy powers diffufe,
Goddefs of extended vidws !

Ev'ry breaft which feels thy flame
Shall kindle into martial fame,

»Till thame fhall make the coward bold,
And Indolence her arms unfold:

Ev'n Avarice fhall proteét his hoard,
And the plow-fhare gleam a fword.

Goddefs, all thy powers diffufe !
And thou, genuine BriTisH Musk,
Nurs'd amid ftthe Druids old,
Where Deva’s wizard waters roll'd,
Thou, that bear'ft the golden key
To unlock eternity,

Summon thy poetic guard
Britain ftill has many a bard, |
Whom, when time and death fhall join
T expand the ore, and ftamp the coin,
Late pofterity fhall own
Lineal to the: Mufe’s throne———
Bid them leave: th* inglerious theme
Of fabled fhade, or haunted ftream.
In the daify-paiated mead
"Tis to peace we tune the reed ; .

But when War's tremendous roar
Shakes the ifle from fhore to fhore,
1“"7 bard of poter Sl
~ Tyraus-like thould grafp the lyre ;
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wake with verfe the hardy deed,
Or in the generous ftrife like 4+ Sipney bleed,

g e R R o R K o R
To WILLIAM SHENSTONE, Efg;

The ProbpucTion of Half an Hour’s Leifure.
Auguft 30, 1761,

EALTH tothe bard, in Leafowes’ happy groves,
Health and {weet converfe with the mufe he loves!
The lowlieft vot’ry of the tuneful Nine,
With trembling hand, attempts her artlefs line,
In nombers fuch as untaught nature brings,
As flow {pontaneous, like the native {prings.
But ah ! what airy forms around me rife,
The ruffet mountain glows with richer dyes !
In circling dance a pigmy crowd appear,
And hark! an infant voice {alutes my ear.
¢« Mortal, thy aim we'know, thy tatk approve,
His merit honour, and his genius love';
For us what verdant carpets has he fpread,
Where nightly we our myftic mazes tread !
For us each fhady grove and rural {eat,
His falling ftreams, and flowing numbers fweet.
Didft thou not mark amid the: winding dell,
What tuneful verfe adorns the root-wove cell 2

_ T Sir Philip Sidney, mortally wounded in an ation near Zutphen,
n Guelderland,
I 2 That




