HAPPY SITUATION

OF THE
BRITISH ISLE
W Y Le/s’d Bratisu Ifle; & Heavens propitions Hand,

B Plac’d Jer the Mighty OcEAN 10 Command ;
Adapted Jo, like EDEN's Blifsful Seat,

Our little WoRLD 45, that we Rule the Great.

To whofe TmpEr1aL Frac 4/l NaTiONS bow,

And to whofe SovEREIGN PowER their Safety owe.

Whillt round the ConTINENT the Wars increafe,

Our Havry Mle fecurely refts in PeacE;

Thus at onr Pleafure we our Friends Protect,

And from afar Infulting Foes Correct ;

OrLov'd, or Dreaded, we're reverd by All ;

And thus we Triumph round the Spacious Bavr.

Under 2 Queens Aufpicious GopLike Sway,

To Whom, and to Kind Heaves, e Grateful Offezings

Pay.

~ Owr Fertile Soil, each Ufeful Product yields;

- We Trafick with the Surplus of our Fields :

What ever’s Rare, from Every Crive we Gain,

Becomes our Due as Tribute of the Mai.

Arasiax Spice, and Healing Balms we bring ;

Firee from thofe Sultry Beams, from whence they Spring,

In Persian Silk osr Beatious Females /hine;

All Fruit we Tafte, and Drink of every Vine.

For GoLp we delve not with Laborious Toil,

Both INo1Es flow with Treafures to our IsLE.

Thus every Sende i3 pleasd with what's obtain’d,

And Paradice its felf, [eems here regain’d.

What can We happy Brrrains wifh for more ?

We Range the WorLp and Reap 4/l Natures Store.

What can compleat our JOys and make us [lill more blefs'd ? / :

Bur Gratitude and Love in every HearT exprefs'd.




