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EPITAPH ON G. R. BERKELEY, ESQ.

TO MRS. GEORGE BERKELEY, HIS MOTHER.

SINCE' now, dear Youth, this fad recording ftone

Proclaims, alas! thy gentle fpirit flown;

To thee, thou fpotlefs, thou lamented fhade,
By weeping friends be forrow’s tribute paid;
Yet, whilft a Brother’s Mufe attunes her lays,
And her afpiring love attempts thy praife,
Attempts to paint that pang her bofom knew,
When robb’d by Death of happinefs and you ;
Whilft to this tablet frail the gives the truft,
To bear thy virtues and protet thy duft;

Let none who mourn for thee defponding rave :
For Hope celeftial, dawning on thy grave,
Gilds with fereneft beam that diftant thore,

From whofe fad bourn mortals return no more.



