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Temp’rance, not Abftinence, in every blifs
Is Man’s tiue joy, and therefore Heaven’s command
The wretch who riots thanks his God amifs :

Who ftarves, rejects the bounties of his hand.

Mark, while the Marne in yon full channel glides,
How fmooth his courfe, how Nature fmiles around !
But thould impetuous torrents fivell his tides,

The fairy landfkip finks in oceans drown’d,
Nor lefs difaftrods fhould his thrifty urn
el

To dreary waftes yon paradife would turn,

Negle@ed leave the once well-water’d land,

Polluted ooze, or heaps of barren fand.

LD ORI ER et ViR 6 BB B EONTD

otk B e oY Dl
On 5 the MavsorLevm of AUGUSTUS,
To the Right Honourable
George Bufly Villiers, Vifcount Villiers,
Wiritten at Rome. 1756,

‘A MID thefe mould’ring walls, this marble round,
L Where flept the Heroes of the Julian name,
Say, fhall we linger fiill in thought profound,

And meditate the mournful paths to fame ?

® It is wow a garden belonging 1o Marchefe di Corré,
What
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What no’ no eyprefs thades, in funeral rows,
No feulptur’d urns, the laft records of Fate,

Oer the fhrunk terrace wave their baleful boughs,

Or breathe in ftoried emblems of the great 3

Yet not with heedlefs eye will we furvey

The fcene tho’ chang’d, nor negligently tread 3
Thefe variegated walks, however gay,

Were once the filent manfions of the dead.

In every fhrub, in every flow’ret’s bloom

That paints with different hues yon {miling plain,
Some Hero’s afhes iffue from the tomb,

And live a vegetative life again.

For matter dies not, as the Sages fay,
) Bat fhifts to other forms the pliant maf,
When the free fpirit quits it's Fumb’rous clay,
And fees, beneath, the rolling Planets pafz.
3 Perhaps, my Villiers, for I fing to Thee,
Perhaps, unknowing of the bloom it gives,
In yon fair feyon of Apollo’s tree
! The facred duft of young Marcellus lives.

Pluck not the leaf:

’twere facrilege to wound
Th’ ideal memory of {o fiveet a fhade ;

In thefe fad feats an early grave he found,
And * the firlt rites to gloomy Dis convey’d.

* He is faid to be the firf? perfon buried in this

monument.

Witnefs



—

|

=

?
1
I
|
‘I

[ 46 1
Witnefs + thow Field of Mars, that oft hadft known
His youthful triumphs in the mimic war,
Thou heardft the heart-felt univerfal groan
When o’er thy befom: roll’d the funeral car.

Witnefs 1 thou T'ufcan ftream, where oft lie glow’d

In fportn' ftruglings with th’ oppofing wave,

v t‘w recent tomb thy waters flow’d

O loft too foon ! — yet why lament a fate
and' by Heaven approv’d
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Rare is the boon to thofe of longer date
To live, to die, admir’d;. efteem’d; belov’d.

eak are our judgments, and our paffions warm;
A:m ﬂm’;;y dawns the radiant morn of truth,

Our exped

And much we pardon to ingenuous youths
i o

ve form,

Too oft we fatiate on th* applaufe we pay
To rifing Merit, and' refume the Crown 3
Full many a blooming genius, fnatch'd away;

=

Has fallen lamented who had Liv’d unknowns

For hard the taft, O Villiers, to fuftain
Th’ important burthen of an early fames;
Each added day'fome added worth to gain,
Prevent each wifh, and anfwer every claim.

-}- Quantos ille virum magnum Mat voktisiad: iaben
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