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The Ei7^,p:crs of this world unfold her gates,

And yield at lail to Britain^ better fates

:

Our conqu'ring hods purfue their delliu'd rounds,

Pervade the Continent's extrcmeft bounds.;

Rocks, lakes, and forcfls, all their fenpths refinn.

And this unmeaCur'd world, O Britain^ thine !.

Al! hail, America! the. age of gold

Which Greece and Italy enjoy'd of old;

When Jove was yet unborn, in Saturn^ reign ;.

E'er fwords were forg*d, or facrifices flain^

Or earth was wounded by the fhining fliau-e ;

When fields were common, like their ambient air.

Nor hollow drums, nor trumpets angry breath,

In rufliing armies rais'd the rage of death..

In this fair clime, reliev'd from, civil rage,

Vidorious Wolfe revives the golden age

:

On naked rocks, unbidden rofes blow,

On barren heaths, fpontaneous harvdls grow,

Swamps rear the olive, mountains feed the vine,,

Our fidds overflow with milk, our rivers run with wina::
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