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To Mr. Garrick, on his'erelting a Temple
and Statue to SHAKESPEAR,
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Like the tall trees fublime thy genius tow’ss, !
Sprightly thy fancy, as the opening flow’rs;

While copious as the tide Thames pours along

Flow the fiveet numbers of thy heav’nly fong

Serenely pure, and yet divinely ftrong—

Look down, great fhade, with pride this tribute fee,

"The hand that pays it malses it worthy thee—

As fam’d Apelles was allow’d alone

To paint the form anguft of Philip’s fon,

None but a Garrick can, O bard divine !

Lay a fir offering on thy hallow’d fhrine. ‘
To {peak thy worth is his peculiar boaft,
He beft can tell it, for he feels it moft.

Bleft bard ! thy fame thro’ every age fhall grow,

Till nature ceafe to charm, or Thames to Aow.

Thou too, with him, whofe fame thy talents raife,

Shalt fhare our wonder, and dmc’v_ our praife ;
mm‘.ui with his thy merits rife to view,

And half thy SuakEsPEAR’s fame to thee is due :

Unlefs the adtor with the bard confpire,

How impotent his firength, how faint his fire !

One boalls the a2z, one brings the gold to /Zighs,

And the Mufe triumphs in the a&tor’s might.

Too weak to give her own conceptions birth,

Till all-expreflive adion call them forth.

‘Thus the fweet pipe, mute ill itfelf, no found

Sends forth, nor breathes its'p]ca{'ng notes around ;

But if fome fivain with happy fkill endu’d,

Infpire with animating breath the wood,
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