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But when I view the radiant queen,

Who form’d this fair enchanting fcene ;

Pardon ye grots | ye cryftal floods!
Ye breathing flow’rs! ye fhady woods!

Your coolnefs now no more invites ;

No more your murmuring {tream delights ;
Your fweets decay, your verdure’s flown ;
My foul’s intent on her alone.

SEOY SEORIFTRM IR SRS,
ODE to a Frienp wounded in a Duel,

OW long fhall tyrant Cuftom bind
In flavith chains the human mind ?
How long fhall falfe fantaftic Honour draw
The vengefui {word, with fury fell,
And ranc’rous Malice dark as hell,
In fpight of Reafon’s rule, and Nature’s eldeft law ?

Too many gallant youths have bled ;
Too much of Britith blood been fhed
By Britons’ fiwords, and that foul monfter’s laws :
Youths that might elfe have nobly dar’d ;
More glorious wounds and dangers fhar’d
For Britain’s juft defence, and virtue’s injur’d caufe.
So




[ 297 ]
So when the fierce Cadmean youth
Sprung from the dragon’s venom’d tooth,

| Each chief arofe in fhining armour dreft :
With rage infpir’d, the furious band
Soon found a ready foe at hand,

And plung’d the pointed fteel each in a brother's hreaft,

Has Britain then no other foes,
That thus her fons their lives expole

To private war, and feuds, and civil fray ?
Does Spain infult her flag no more ?
Does Lewis yet his thoughts give o’er

Of univerfal rule, and arbitrary {fway ?

*Tis Britons’ to fupport the law ;

>Tis theirs ambitious kings to awe,

| . And equal rights of empire to maintain.

| For this our fathers, brave and ftout,

‘ At Agincourt and Crefly fought

And heap’d fam’dBlenheim’s field with mountains of the flain.

How will the Gallic monarch fmile,
To fee the fons of Albion’s ifle
"Their country’s blood with ruthlels weapons drain ?
Themfelves avenge the glorious day
When Marlb’rough {wept whole hofts away,

And fent the frighted Danube purple to the main ?

O fay,
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O fay, in this inglorious flrife
Thy arm had robb’d thy friend of life,
What pangs, what anguifh had thy bofom prov'd } |
How hadft thou curs’d the cruel deed,
That caus’d the gallant youth to bleed,
Pierc’d by thy guilty fivord, and flain by him he lov'd }

How did the fair. Maria blame

Thy high-bred {pirit’s eager flame,
That courting danger {lighted her {oft love ¢

Far other wreaths for thee fhe twin’d ;

Far other cares for thee defign’d ;
And for the laurel crown, the myrtle chaplet wove,

If not for her’s, for Britain’s {ake,

Forbear thy precious life to ftake 3 :
Nor taint thy honour with fo foul a deed.

One day thy country may require

Thy gallant arm and martial fire :

Then may’ft thou bravely conquer, or as bravely bleed,

ODE
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