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Ode VI. Book II. Imitated.

EVIL, that with your friend would roam,
Far from your England’s happier home,
Should e’er the Fates that friend detain
In gayer France, or graver Spain;

Know, all my wifh is to retreat,

When age fhall quench my youthful heat,
In Kentith thades {weet peace to find,
And leave the fons of care behind.

But fhould this pleafing hope be vain,
May I fair Windfor’s feat attain,
Where Leddon’s gentle waters glide,
And flocks adorn its flowery fide.

Sweet groves, I love your filent fhades -
Your ruflet lawns, and op’ning glades,
With fam’d Italia’s plains may vie
Your fertile fields, and healthful iky.

Here, let our eve of life be {pent ;

Here, friend fhall live with friend content :
Here, in cold earth my limbs be laid ;
And here thy generous tear be paid.
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