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VERSES on Mrs. ROWE.

Hoaw from the fummit of the grove fbe fell, |
And left it unbarmonious -=mam=areeasa

UCH were the notes our chafter Sarrro fung,
S And every Mufe drop’d honey on her tongue.
Bleft thade ! how pure a breath of praife was thine,
Whofe {potlefs life was faultlefs as thy line :

In whom each worth and every grace confpire,

The chriftian’s meeknefs and the poet’s fire.
Learn’d withont pride, a woman without art ;

The {weetelt manners and the genﬂeﬁ heart,
| ‘Smooth

-



102 ON Mrs. ROWE.

Smooth like her verfe her paflions learn’d to move,

And her whole foul was harmony and love.
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Virtue that breaft without a conflit gaip’d,
And eafy like a native monarch reign’d.

On earth ill favour’d as by heaven approv’d,
The world applauded, and Arexis lov'd.
With -Inw:, with health, with fame, and friendfhip bleft,
And of a cheerful heart the conftant fea!ll,_

What more of blifs fincere could earth beftow ¢

What purer heaven could angels tafte below ?  «

But blifs frnu; earth’s vain {cenes too quickly flies; ;.i
The golden cord is broke—Avrexis dies. .~
Now in the leafy fhade, and widow’d grove, '« '
Sad PriLoMELA mourns her abfent love. <RV
Now deep retir’d in FrRomE’s enchanting vale, f 1Y
She pours her tuneful forrows on the gale;

Without one fond referve the world difclaims,

And gives up all her foul to heavenly flames.
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Yet in no ufelefs gloom fhe wore her days;

She lov’d the work, and only fhun’d the praife.
Her pious hand the poor, the mourner bleft ;'
Her image liv’d in every kindred breaft
Taysy, CARTERET, BLackmorz, ORRERY approv’d,
And Prior prais’d and noble Hertforb lov’d ; /
Seraphic Ken~, and tuneful WatTs were thine,

And virtue’s nobleft champions fill’d the line.

Bleft in thy friendthips ! in thy death too bleft!
Receiv’d without a pang to endlefs -r-:&..

Heaven call’d the faint mator’d by length of days,

And her pure fpirit was exhal’d in praife. :
Bright pattern of thy fex, be thou my Mufe; * i
Thy gentle {weetnefs thro’ my foul diffufe:
Let me thy palm, tho’ not thy laurel fhare,
And copy thee in charity and prayer.

Tho' for the bard my lines are far too faint,

Yet in my life let me tranfcribe the faint,
To



