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But long may bounteous Heav’n with watchful care
Avert his haplefs fate! enough for me,
That burning with congenial flame I dar’d
His guiding fteps at diftance to purfue,
And fing his fav’rite theme in kindred flrains,
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ODE to the Genius of Itavny, occafioned by
the Earl of Corke’s going Abroad.

By Mr. . DUNCOMBE.
THOU that, on a pointlefs {pear reclin’d,
O In dufk of eve oft tak’ft thy lonely way
Where Tyber’s flow, negle@ted waters firay,
And pour’ft thy fraitlefs forrows to the wind,
Grieving to fee his fhare no more the {eag

Of arts and'arms, and liberty’s retreat,

Italia’s Genius, rear thy drooping head,
Shake off thy trance, and weave an olive crown,
For fee ! a noble gueft appears, well known
To all thy worthies, tho’ in Britain bred ;
Guard well thy charge, for know, our polifh’d ifle
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Reluctant fpares thee fuch a fon as BovLE.

There, while their {weets thy myrtle groves difpenfe,
Lead to the Sabine or the Tufcan plain,
Where playful Horace tun’d his amorous f{train,
And Tully pour’d the ftream of eloquence ;
Nor fail to crown him with that ivy bloom,
Which graceful mantles o’er thy Maro’s tomb.
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At that bleft fpot, from vulgar cares refin’d,

In fome foft vifion or indulgent dream
Infpire his fancy with a glorious theme,
And point new {ubjeéts to his generous mind,

At once to charm his country, and improve

The laft, the youngeft obje& of his love.

But O! mark well his tranfports in that fhade,
Where circled by the bay’s unfading green,
Amid# a rural and fequefter’d fcene

His much-lov’d Pliny refts his honour’d head :

There, rapt in filence, will he gaze around,

And firew with {weeteft flowers the hallow’d grown.

But fec! the fage, to mortal view confeft,

Thrice waves the hand, and fays, or {feems. to fay,
™ ¢ The debt I owe thee how fhall I repay?

Welcome to Latium’s fhore, illuftrious gueft!
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L.ong may’ft thou live to grace thy native ifle,
Humang in thought and elegant in ftyle!
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While on th;.-' confort T with rapture gaze
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own Calphurnia rifes to-my view:
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That blifs unknown but to the virtuous few,

¢ Briton! is thine; charm’d with domeftic praife

Thine are thofe heart-felt joys that {fweeten life,

¢« The fon, the friend, the daughter and the wife.”
Content with fuch approof; when genial Spring
Bids the fhriil black-bird whiftle in the vale,
Home may he haften with a profperous gale,
And Health proteét him with her foft'ring wing ;

So {liall Britannia to the wind and fea

Entruft no more her fav’rite ORRERY.




