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To you flic fings—to you my Lord-

No venal Briion, on my word,

But Ertg/ijb, bold and daring, ;

Unplac'd, unbenefic'd her lays,

She fcorns to fing a Traitor's praife,

To England's caufe adhering.

IX.

If here and there in my dcfign,
; /

Your Lordfliip finds an erring liney

Be candid not fevere j .

, ; j-;

For oft the Pegafean deed,

Without a curb, will ftretch his fpeed,

And run the lord knows where.

X.

But now the profpe<a opes to view,

The tranquil profped drawn by you,

In whom our Peace is center'd.

What mean thofe bags of Gallic ore ?

Are thofe the price of Englifli gore,

Which Englilh heroes ventur'd ?

XI.


