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X,

¢ Tread {oft, 'ye lovers, &'er this hallow’d ground,
*¢ Here lies fond Damen by his Sylvia’s fide ;

”

¢ Their fouls in life by mutal love were bound, ~

¢ Nor death the lafting union could divide.”

A POEM to the Memory of Tuomas, late
Marquifs of WaarTON, Lord Privy Seal.

AIN are thefe pomps, thy funeral rites to grace,
And blazon forth thy long Patrician race ;

Thefe banners mark’d with boafted feats of old,

And ftreamers waving with diftinguifh’d gold.

Proud hieroglyphics ! where are darkly fhown

Thy brave forefathers merits, not thy own.

Herald forbear ! thefe painted honours give,

To names that only in thy paint can live.

Thy colours fade near this illuftrious clay,

And all thy gaudy gildings die away.

See, * heaven difpleas’d thy fond attempt upbraids,
And claims the province thy bold hand invades ;
Untimely darknefs gathering round the fkies,

Blackens the morn to grace his obfequies.
The fick’ning fun fhines dim, and in the fight
Of gazing crowds, refigns his waning light; }
Mark how he labours with relapfe of night!
* The marquifs was inter’d at Winchindon on the 22d of

April 1715 The total eclipfe of the fun happening whilf
Bis remains wvere on the voad, fovted the troceffion.
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How his diminifh’d face a crefcent feems,
Like Cynthia newly filver’d with his beams.
But as in full eclipfe his light cxpires,

Back to its {ource our gelid blood retires 3

Chill’d with furprize, our trembling joints unbrace,
And pale cenfufion fits on every face.

The bleating floc

no more the fhepherd’s care,
Stray from thofe folds to which they wou'd repair.
Home to his young the raven wings his way,
And leaves untafted his yet bleeding prey.
While tow’ring larks theirrival notes prolong,
They drop benighted in their morning {ong.
Darknefs and horror reign o'er earth and fkies,
And nature for awhile with WrarTon dies.
0! {peak, refulgent parent of the day!
With beamy eye who doft the globe {urvey ;
Thou radiant fource of wit’s diviner fire !
Thou trueft judge of swhat thou doft infpire !
Say, haft thou feen in any age, or clime,
Since thy bright race began to meafure time,
So great a genius rife f in ev'ry part
So form’d by nature, finifh’d {fo by art?
Such manly fenfe, with fo much fire of mind ?
Judgement {o ftrong, to wit {o lively join’d?
No prepoflefiion {way’d his equal foul,
Stenriy to truth fhe pointed as her pole :
Convinc’d of varying:in the leaft degrees,
Her pliant index fhe reclaim’d with cafe,

Early
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Early thro’ cuftom’s and prefcription’s yole,
Tyrants of weaker {ouls, his reafon broke.
Good fenfe revering from the meaneft hand,
He durft authority in'robes withftand.

Determin’d always on maturer thought,

Still by new reafons, to new meafures brought
Firm, but not ftubborn ; thoughtfal, not involv’d;
Swift to perform what flowly he refolv’d.

No tempefts rag’d within his peaceful breaft,
Where kindling paflion, reafon foon fupprcit.
sMidt all events his firmnefs he maintain’d,
Strugled with great, but flighter ills difdain’d.
Thus what philofophers could only preach,

His inborn virtue did in pra&ice reach,

Natare defign’d him mafter of addrefs ;

None knew it more, nor feem’d to know it lefs.
It work’d like magic on your yielding heart,
Sure was the charm, but fecret was the art.

In human nature moft exaétly learn’d,

The artful man he through his mafque difeern’d.
With chofen baits that every temper take,

e knew of knave or fool goed ufe to make.

His ealy breeding free from form and rules,
That fiffen the civility of fools,

OF various tarn, for all occafions fit,

Was fquar'd with judgment, and well touch’d with wit.
pree of accefs, from affeélation clean,

Great without pride, nor when familiar, mean.

Obliging
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Obliging always with good-natur’d fenfe,
Nor apt to give nor apt to take offence.
Nor fond when kind, nor harfh when moft fevere,
Betwixt extremes he juftly knew to fteer.
In converfation wond’rous was his art
To guard his own, and fift another’s heart.
To mirth and wit he led the chearful way,

Referv’dly open and difcreetly gay ;

Nor could the fofteft hour his fecret foul betray.
Bright as the youngeft, as the oldeft wife,

In both extremes, alike Lie gave furprize.

In body active, yet his {prightly mind
Within that body felt herfelf confin’d.
When thoughts important claim’d no longer place,
Then building, planting, and the {peedy race,

Paintings, and books fucceflive took their round,

No blanks of time were in his journal found.

Skill’d in the ends of his exiftence, he

To be unufeful thought was not to be.
Polite his tafte of arts, but vain was art

Where nature had {o greatly dene her part.

Through tirefome mediums we at truth arrive ;

His eafy knowledge feem’d intuitive.

No copy’d beauties meanly form’d his mind,

By heay’n a great original defign’d.

The {eeds of fcience in his blood were fown,

Born with philofophy, "twas all hisown. ¢ :
+ The poet defign’d by this to cover the marqui/s's want of

literature, for be flidicd men and the wworld more than books.

Nor
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Nor bribes nor threat’nings counld his zeal abate
"T'o ferve his country, and avert her fate,
Firm to her laws and liberties he {tood,
Submitting private views to public good.
Who could obfequious with the current fwim,
Whigs might be call’d, but tories were to him.
Perfons or parties-he no longer knew,
When fwerving once from honeft, juft, and true,
Oft has he ftem’d the rage of impious times,
‘When patriots virtues bore the brand of crimes.
To check proud tyrants born, and faftions awe,
But moft devoted to good kings and law.
Twice his dear.country was on ruin’s brink,
Refolv’d to fave her, or with her to fink,
His brave attempts fuccefsful twice he faw,
Once in wife BRuNswick, onceingreat Nassav,

No bolder champion inreligion’s caufe ;
None fought more battles, nor with more applaufe.
To arms he flew as danger prefs’d her home,
And fnatched the hopelefs prey from France and Rome.
But as from confcience pare, religion {prings,
He freedom prefs’d inuneflential things.
Coercive laws, he rightly underftood,
Might make men hypocrites, but never good.
All genuine virtue is by nature free;
And will, when forc’d, no longer virtue be.

Who juftly would his cloguence declare,

Himfelf muft WaarTon’s fertile genias fhare.
Would
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Would you conceiveit? {ee how o’er the fands
Fair Thames advances where Augufta flands.
Gentle he flows, but with refiftlefs force;
Not like the rapid Rhone’s impetuons courfe ;
Tho’ deep; fo clear are his tranfparent fireams;
His bottom rifing to his {utfice feems.
Full is his {preading current, but reftrain’d;
And ftill within its flow’ry banks contain’d.
Alternate wealth his two extremes unfold,
Downwatds he fends us bread, and upwards gold,
Flow, {weeteft river | {till thy courfe prolong!
Thus deep and clear, thus gentle full and firong,
That diftant ages may the image fee
Of WrarTdn’s flowing eloquence in thee.
So fhall no torrents {oil thy cryflal fiream,
"Thou patriot’s emblem, and thou poet’s theme !

Ye nobles who furround the Britifh throney
Reflet its luftre; and improve your éwn ;
You who refemble, in rich robes of itate,
That majefty augunft on which you wait,
Witnefs how often his decifive {enfe,
His wit, his art, and copious elaguence;
Have fingly won the queftion to his fide;
Made Oxford blufh, and St. John drep his pride j
Whilft every ear was with his accents charm’d,
As every breaft was with his ardour warm’d :
Fation was touch’d, and felt the fecret force;
Dumb, and convifted, but without remorfe;

Yo, V. X%

Envy
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Envy with rage contending in her face,
To fee his triumph and her juft difgrace.

Nor lefs in council did his weight appear,
The ableft ftatefman, as the brighteft peer.
Thou mighty prince, who from perfidious power
Didft fpeed to fave us in a timely hour ;
Whilft beauty join’d with valour form’d thy train,
To grace our court, and raife our martial vein;
Whofe rifing beams made drooping Credit thrive,
Religion {pring, fair Liberty revive ;
Say, if thy chofen minifters, who fate
With thee to guide the great machine 'of flate;
A more confummate charaéter could boaft,
Than that which Britain in her WrarToxn loft,

Oh! had kind heaven (if prayers were not too late)
Another luftrum added to his date,
How would his head, his heart, his hand confpire,
To punifh traitors as their crimes require ?
T'o crufh rebellion, bridle factious rage,
And quell the monflers of an impious age?
How would his bofom beat with joy to fee,
Great Georae ! the Britifh legend true in thee?
To fee thee d’er the iranquifh’d dragon ride,
And free thy kingdoms from his rage and pride ?
Whilft peace and plenty fpread their golden wings
Around the beft of men, the beft of kings,
And every tide fhall waft into thy ports
Wealth from all lands, and homage from all courts,

But
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