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Second Epiftle to Mr. TICKELL,
Author of the Incomparable Ode, call’d

A Voyage to France, &c.
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Tickell, greqtly fated: to mherxt

Thy Mafter Fofeph’s Vertues with his Spirit |
Thou Second- fighted Bard, wha canft forebode
Events of State, in Epick or in Ode;
Foretell us now'when Ewpe {hall be free
From Ulrecht’s Peace, fo early fung by Thee:
Forefay what Pow’r above ﬁah break the Spelt,”
Thy PIOUS Patron might have brought from Hell :
\Vhen fhall divided Brglifbmen unite;
“And who fhall daring Alberon ﬁ"lghf

In loud Hexameters bring England’s Boaft
In Windfor’s Davghier from the Galec Coaft.
As they return, befpeak the Rebel ¥ aves,
Or blufter and chaftife the brackith Slavesj:
The Waves fhall frefhen and renounce their Salt,
That they might mix with honeft Hux’s Malt.
Long fince, alas! has Royal Orleans preft
With open Arms (a Princely Hug!) his Gueft;
The Whigs impatient with the Worthy back,
While all the Facobites cry out, Alack'!
Alack ! the Brokers in Change-Alley cry,
And bearded Fews deride thy Prophecy.

This Task performed, in Lyrick Numbers fay

How Addifon employs the live-long Day ;
His




