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* Let Bed—f—d’s GARTER, Grace God—I—n’s STAFE
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More to be done yet,
Her Majefly’s moci’c EraciouS‘ TOKEN

- To the Right Honourable the

Farl of Oxford.

I G H art Thou Rais'd (tho’ thort of Thy Defert )

- Oh HARLEY! Sharer of Thy Sov’raigns Heart,
On Thee the Monarch, and the People caft ‘
Expecting Eyes, prefuming thence at laft
A Cure muft rife, for all our Evils paft, :
A NATION PLUNDER’D, and 2 TRADE difmay’d ;
RELIGION banter’d, and the Folks difmay’d :
Part Thou'tt alrcady for Thy Country done,
( Thy Parts perfpicuons as the Rifing SUN)
*Tis Thee alonc we Worlhip, ot deplore,
For Thow'rt the RISING-SUN we now adore,
Round thy vaft LEVEE Thou Thy Beams doft fpread,
Drawn from an Honeft Heart, and a Sagacious Head,
Thou OXFORD’s Sccond Self, with Learning fraught, g

Full of thofe LOYAL TRUT HS Sh’as always Taught,
And whence Thy TITLE was as jultly brought,

Yee full, methinks, when I Thy Perfon view,

High as Thou art, there’s fomething fhill Thy due;
“Since Streams of Honour from Bright ANN A flaw,

Is thete not One Thing yer She may beftow ?

Are there not Homourd Enfigns womn by fome

That feem to Languifh, which on Thee wou'd Bloom ?
Oh Glorious 4 NN 4, let us then implore

To grace Thy HARLET with One TOKEN more ;
Which fince the Laws of Honour won’t rcﬁgn,
Fortune has pav’d the Way by Thofc Divine:

Do’t, and in double Bowls Thy Healch we'll Quaff,
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" LONDON, Prined for . Brewer neat Thames:firect,




