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Then thou, and all the wond Ting world Ihould fee

A Poem, worthy him, and Worthy thee.

But here Apollo checks my foaring wing.

Of wars, and fighting fields forbids to fing

;

And Ibftly whifpers, '* Thyrfu I keep the plains,

" Content to found the Reed to lift'ning fwains

;

" Nor fmall the praife, if Britam\ iPatriot fmile,

'* The Mufe infpire, and Phoebus crown* the toil."

In that new world where other funs arife.

And other ftars and planets gild the fkies.

Two Swains (from Britain one deriv'd his birth.

And one, untravell'd, till'd his native earth ;)

From rural cares to fhady groves retir'd,

Thus fung, and anfwei'd as the mufe infpir'd.

D A P H N I S.

Soft is the mufic of that murm'ring fpring,

But not fo tuneful as the notes you fing

:

Sweet whifpers thro' the pines the breezes bear,

Your lays are fweeter to my ravifli'd ear.

Then
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