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I. The Fifth Ode of the Fourth Book of Horace

to Augujim ^htn abroad, imitated.

II. An Ode to Friendfhip,

III. An Ode to the Right Hon'^' the Earl H—t.

IV. An Ode to the Lord Bifhop of iV k

V. An Ode to Virtue.

JVheii 'Truth or Virtue ait Affront indures

TV Offence is mine^ my Friend^ and ^ovi di be yours— Pope.

But 'when your King, and Country claimyour Care
;

// is not mean, /J^/ infamous toJear. Anonymous.
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The fifth

O D E
OF THE

FOURTH BOOK
O FHORACE
T O

AUGUSTUS when Abroad.

Divis orte bonisy optima Romulce

Cujlos Gentisy 8cc.

I.

PATRIOT, Parental Prince, return,

The Guardian Angel of your Ifle !

Think when you *re abfent, how we mourn,

We, your true Sons, the tedious While.

II

I.

Divis orte bonis, optime Romulae

Cuftos Gentis, abes jam nimium diu :

* redi. H
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II.

Come ! for your Prefence like the Spring,

The Genius of your Land infpires
;

You iofter Days, and Sun~{hine bring,

And temper Sol's iEtherial Fires.

III.

As when a Mother*s tender Care

Invidious Gales detain abroad,

The Pledge of heart-felt Love, her Heir ;

With Pray'rs fhe wearies ev'ry God.

IV.

Silent fhe treads the founding Shore,

Her fond Eyes wander o'er the Main
;

Thus Loyal Britains GEORGE adore,

And die to have him back again.

n.

Lucem redde tuae dux bone Patria?.

Inftar veris enim vultus ubi tuus

Affulfit, populo gratior it dies,

Et Soles melius nitent.

in. IV.

Ut Mater juvcnem, quern notus invido

Hatu Carpathij trans Maris icquora

CuncStantem, ^f.

Votis omlnibufque et Prccibus vocat,

Curvo nee faciem Llttore dimovet :

Sic defideriis ida fidelibus

Quasrit Patria CaEfarcm.

V



[ 7 ]

V.

Ceres, and boon Profperity

Rain Fruits, and Bloffoms on the Ground,

Th' innoxious Herds in Safety lie,

In Safety graze the Country round-

VI.

Secure the jolly Veflel rides

O'er calm, and unmolefted Waves,

Born by mild Gales, and profperous Tides :

Nor Virtue dreads injidious Knaves,

VII.

The Matron Chart, and blufhing Maid

Immaculate, and unbeguil'd ;

No Parent jealous, none afraid ;

Each huggs his Likenefs in his Child.

VIII

V. VI.

Tutus bos etenim rura perambulat,

Nutrit rura Ceres, almaque Fauftitas:

Pacatum volitant per mare navitae :

Culpari metuit Fides.

VII.

Nullis polluitur caftu domus Stupris
* * » *

*

Laudantur Simili Prole puerpcrae !
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VIIL

Who fears tho' all the World ingage

And all their poifon'd Arrows wing ;

Or PruJ^as Threat, or Fadion's Rage,

While Heaven proteds Britannia $ King !

IX.

Each happy Swain his Groves among,

His Vines, his Fields, tranfported, fee

!

The Day drops lift'ning to his Song,

And you his rural Deity !

X.

As Greece ador'd th' immortal Fame

Of Heav'n-afpiring Hercuhs :

So dwell your Britains^ on your Name,

Devoutly pray, fincerely blefs !

VIII.

Qiiis Parthum paveat ? Qois gelidum Scythen ?

Quis, Gcrmania quos horrida parturit

Fxtus, iiicolun)i Cjefarc ? Quis feraB

Beilum Curat Iberia:?

IX.

Condit Qnifquc diem collibus in iuis,

Et viicm viduas ducit ad arbores

:

Hiiic ad vina rcdit lajtus, et alteris

Tc Menfis adhibet deum.

X,

Te Muha Prece,te profcquitur mero.

DifFiifo pateris, et Laribus tuum
Nlifcet numen uti Gracia *

* magni memor Herculfs,

XI
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IX.

Long, Albion^ Glory, Heav'ns high Care,

Long live King G EO RGE refounds the Sky !

—
^With this our earlieft, lateft Prayer,

We crown the Bowl to Liberty,

IX.

Longas, O utinam, dux bone ferias

Prasftes Hefperiae : dicimus integro

Sicci mane die, dicimus uvidi

Quum Sol Oceano Subeft.

B AN
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A. NODE
T O

FRIENDSHIP.
E/l hiCy eft Animus Contemptory et ijium

^ui Vita bene ducat emiy quo tendis^ Honorejn*

I.

AY I invoke thy facred Pow'r

O Friendfliip, in a happy Hour,

Thou faireft Daughter of the Sky !

If fo — Benevolence impart —
Such, as in H—t's gen'rous Heart

Glows, when wrong d Virtue heaves th' Sigh.

II
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ir.

Tis thine to plead high Merit's Caufe,

And all the Light of I'ruth difclofe.

For charming Virtue gave thee Birth :

And Heav'n thy Influence defign'd

To warm, t' exalt the worthy Mind,

Above the fordid Sons of Earth.

IIL

'Tis thine to flied the glorious Flame,

Which bears to everlafting Fame

The Patriot fleady to his Truft

:

Nor Wealth can tempt, nor Pow'r appall

The folid Purpofe of his Soul,

Great, and inflexibly juft.

IV.

Or fliou'd you deign to tread the Plains,

And laugh among the hearty Swains

That revel on the flow'ry Green
;

Thither the fmiling Loves refort,

And there the Graces keep their Court,

And there — Sincerity is feen

!

V
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V.

As late we law before you fly

Pale Envy^ and rude Obloquy^

In all your Lucid Pomp appear !

The noble H—t fhall again

In Honour robe'd fupport your Train,

And guilelefs N-—h Ihall be there.

A N
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A N

O D E
TO THE

Right Hon*^'^ the Earl H T

I.

T, What Hero fliall I fing ?

The firftj the faireft Lay is Thine.

Phahus hitnfelf to thee fhall bring

The Wreath, and N—h, and the Nine.

II
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II.

Ambitioufly the Nine engage

With all their Duty, all their Flame,

And confecrate their whiteft Page,

And dignify it with your Name.

III.

*' Was e'er Nobility fo good ?

" Was e'er Politenefs more refin'd ?

" His Manners gen'rous as his Blood,

*^ Tho' calm, yet fteady his firm Mind.

IV.

Let Mortals judge by mean Succefs,

Yet whether in, or out of Place

Apollo fhall your Worth confefs,

And fmile upon the great Difgrace.

V.

For tho' low F^'B-'S wdldly flrive

To' enoble the degenerate Mindy

Th' untainted Mufes only give

Their Honours to their Country s Friend.

VI.

They catch the Patriots Sacred Name,

And bear it above Envys Lie,

Refound it thro' the Dome of Fame,

And give it to Eternity! AN
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A N

ODE
TO THE

Lord Bishop of N H.

SINCE Envy, who alone to' your Fame

Could add, hath perfeded your Praife,

If Truth offends, be hers the Blame;

Your Fav 'rite, Truth infpires thefe Lays.

U
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II.

She points how o'er the WoodJand Lawn,

Where Linnets fing, and Riv'lets ftray

Firft rofe in Blufhes the warm Dawn,

Chacc'd by Apollo^ and the Day.

III.

How gen'rous Emulation fir'd.

And how the Mufes ftole the Child

:

How Phoebus the young Heart infpir'd,

And all Parnaffus on him fmil'd.

IV.

How Pleafure fcorn'd, and Virtue fue'd,

The Reputable Life began.

Of one more Anxious to be good,

A Worthy, than a pow'rful Man.

V.

And yet (for once as if flie faw)

How Fortune gave the due Succefs
^

And dropt the Mitre on your Brow,

And added Wealth, to Worthinefs.

VI
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VI.

Like Proculeius how you fhonc,

When, glittering round the Golden Oar,

Your gen'rous Heart bid it be gone,

And add unto a Brother's Store.

VII.

•f- P'or ever Proculeius lives

Born on the tow'ring Wings of Fame.

The Parent Brother ftill furvives,

Is He another — or the fame ?

VIIT.

When to your loyal. Patriot Care,

The young Marcellus^ G E RG E^ confign'd.

The Land of Liberty's Great Heir^

Loud v^^as the Voice of glad Mankind.

IX

t Vivet extento Proculeius aevo,

Notus in Fratres animi paterni.

Ilium agit penna metuente folvi

Faoia Superftes,
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IX.

But when compeird by Faction's Tide,

You lay'd the honor'd Province down,

Anfvver ye Gales, how Britons figh'd,

And deem'd their Albion half undone.

X.

Of Worth, and Learning's ample DowV,

Thefc, thefe are no inglorious Part,

But Heav'n for you has fomething more,

—^The Confcience of an honejl Heart.

A N
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A N

O D E
T O

VIRTUE.
I.

FROM' Courts by guilty Mortals driveiij

Where facred Virtue do you flee ?

To Groves ? or back again to Heaven ?

O fay ! for I will follow Thee.

II
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ir.

shall I ? O can I e'er forget,

When with my Youth you deign'd to play ?

O no ! I feel the Tranfpoit yet

Of the fvveetj harmlefs, chearful Day.

III.

Where e'er you fix your eafy Reign,

Thither refort the Great, the Good :

Truth, Honour, Pity bear your Train,

And firm and manly Fortitude.

IV.

To Wealth, and Pow'r your Influence gives,

Th' Ability of being Great

:

Without you ev'n the Monarch lives

The Shve, or Tyrant of the State.

V.

The rural Swain of you pofleft,

Smiles o'er his Toil, and little Store :

You form the Heav'n within his Breaft,

Nor docs he dream that he is poor.

VI
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VI.

When Saturn reign*d, and Tinic was young,

E'er Brothers boil'd with hofiile Rage,

You led the vernal Year along,

And Concord made a golden Age.

VII.

When Pleafure footh'd the * Thebariy you,

Confcious of Worth flood filent by ;

Yet fmil'd as he began to woo,

And rais'd the Heroe to the Sky.

VIII.

Twas you unedg'd the keener Laws,

When the f good Britain kept his Faith ;

He merited a better Caule,

But Virtue made him fmile on Death,

XL

When the young haplefs Lover fell,

And the meek, injur d Virgin bled

;

You drove the barbarous Lie to Hell,

And wept the Living, and the Dead.

* Ilerculii, \ Sir Thomas More,

X
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X.

Candour, Benevolence, Loyalty,

And Liberty, your Sifters are;

Treafon, Rebellion, Perfidy,

Grin, in your Triumph, grim Defpair.

XL

For when bafe Tyrants durft invade

Your favVite Ifle, you Virtue, faw,

And rouz'd your Champions to its Aid,

And caird them William^ and Naffau.

XIL

The Liberties their Falcions fave,

To' extend to the far diftant Year,

'Twas you the young Marcellus gave

To N— by and to H 's Care.

XIIL

Why then with them retir'd ? O ftill

Return ! Tou [hall not 'want Support :

Once more return! all Britain will

Be til ere and welcome jou to C—rt,

n I s.
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