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. As Thou her Crefcent, {he thy Charatter

aflumes; ftill more a Goddefs by the Change.

Are there demwrring Wits, who dare difpute
this Revolution in the World infpir'd 2
Ye Train Pierian! to the Lunar Sphere,
in filent Hour, addrefs your ardent Call
for Aid immortal; lefs her Brother’s Right.
She, with the Spheres harmonious, nightly leads
the mazy Dance, and hears their matchle(s Strain,
a Strain for Gods! deny’d to mortal Ear.
Tranfmit it heard, Thou Silver Queen of Heav'n!
What Title, or what Name endears thee moft?
CyNnrura! CyLL1ENE  PEOEBE! — ~—cor.dolt hear
with higher Guft, fair P - - - D of the Skies?
Is that the {oft Inchantment calls thee down,
more pow’tful than of old Circean Charm?
Come; but from Heav’nly Banquets with thee bring
the Soul of Song; and whifper in mine Ear
the Thef divine; or in propitious Drcams
(for Dreamsfare Thine) transfufe it thro’ the Dreaft
of thy firft Vetary — - — But not thy laft;

if, like thy Name[uke, Thou art ever kind,

Amd




