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Scepters and Crowns were not thy Aim,
But to thy mighty Deeds unfought Rewards became.
Was ever Man fo lov’d by’ Fate,
That He muft either be Unjust or Grear ?
Since then the Fates our Hero’s Favour woe,
Tuftice and Wifdom bid us court Him’tod,
Whofe Glories fo unfhaken. are, ‘
They their own Fame declare, ° pe &3 1
They more for themfelves can do,
Than Poets in their Verfe, tho that’s immortal too.
What Fortune did attend your happy Englifb Wars?
Not ftain’d with Chriftian Blood, -
By which we fear’d to be o’erflow’d.
For Bloody is with you.no Epithet to Mars;
This {pecial Gift fhe did preferve for Thee,
The darling Favourite of Hers,
Which yet fhe never dealt with Victory
To the braveft Conquerors,
For by thy gentle Temper well fhe knew
The way to pleafe Thee beft, was to preferve thy Foe :
For Laurels fet in Blood do rarely, very rarely grow.

1. :
One did, ’tis true, God’s chofen People free
From Egyprizn Slavery:
Guided by his wife Command,
They view’d the Confines of the promis’d Land;
‘Buf a Second led them on, .
And made the new difcover’d Land their own:
(Too greata Work to'be perform’d by one)
See Heaven’s Favourites out-done by "You,
Our Mofes, and our Fofbza too, ’
Por Youalone have done, what both of them could do,
England of late, till You did reign, . .
Her Valour did at home confine ;
But now the World dreads her Alarms,
The World has felt and .trembles at her Arms ¢
Secure of Death who dare oppofe ?
But You are gentle to your proftrate Foes;
Succefs {fhall triumph on your brandifh’d Sword,
And kind officious Viftory wait your commanding Word ;
The hungry Fates fhall you obey,
Whodare do more than they?
And frequently return you thanks for their defired Prey.
Thy flaming Sword, like that the Angel bore,
The Garden of Lillies thall fecure,
And water ’t with a bloody Shower :
The Sea fhall fwell with Blood till it invade the Land,
And drown your flying Foes, who think to’fcape your Hand.
But then what better with thy Praife fhall fuie,
>T fhall make that Land a Paradife without forbidden Fruit,
And Thou thy felf fhalt be the Guardian Angel to’t.
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