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F dying ExcELLENCE deferves a Tear,
I If fond Rmﬁembrance ftill 1s cherithed here,
Can we perfift to bid your Sorrows flow
For fabled Suffe’rers, and delufive Woe?
Or with quaint Smiles difmifs the plaintive Strain,
Point the quick Jeft—indulge the Comic Vein—
Ere yet to buried Roscrus we affign—

One kind Regret—one tributary Line !

His Fame requi'res we a& a tenderer Part :—

His Memory claims the Tear you gave his Art!

The
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The general Voice, the Meed of mournful Verfe,
The fplendid Sor.rows that adorned his Heaife,
The Throng that mourn’d as their dead Favourite pafs’d,
The grac’d Refpeé& that claim’d him to the laft,
While Suakespear’s Image from its hallow’d Bafe,
Seem’d to prefcribe the Grave, and point the Place,—
Nor thefe,—nor all the fad Regrets that flow
From fond Fidelity’s domeftic Woe,—
So much are Garrick’s Praife—fo much his Duvg—

As on this Spot—OQOne Tear beftow d by Youv.

Amid the Arts which feek ingenuous Fame,
Ovur toil attempts the moft precarious Claim !
To Him, whofe mimic Pencil wins the Prize,

Cbedient Fame immortal Wreaths fupplies:

Whate’er
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Whate'er of Wonder ReyNoLDps now may raife,
Raruace fill boafts cotemporary Praife':

Each dazling Light, and gaudier Bloom {ubdu’d,
With undiminifh’d Awe His Works are view d
E’en Beauty’s Portrait x;irears a fofter Prime,

Touch’d by the tender Hand of mellowing Time.

The patient ScuLpror owns an humbler Part,
A ruder Toil, and more mechanic Art;
Content with {flow and timorous Stroke to trace
The lingering Line, and mould the tardy Grace :
But once atchieved—tho’ barbarous Wreck o’erthrow
The facred Fane, and lay its Glories low,
Yet fhall the fculptur’d Rum rife to Day,

Grac’d by Defe&, and worfhip’d in Decav ;

A
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The’ enduring Record bears the Artift’s Name,

Demands his Honors, and afferts his Fame.

Superior Hopes the PoeT’s Bofom fire,—
O proud Diltin&ion of the facred Lyre!—
Wide as the’ infpiriﬁg Prorsus darts his Ray,

Diffufive Splendor gilds his Vorary’s Lay.
Whether the Song Heroic Woes rehearfe,

With Epic Grandeur, and the Pomp of Verfe;
Or, fondly gay, with unambitious Guile

Attempt no Prize but favouring Beauty’s Smile ;
Or bear deje&ted to the lonely Grove

The foft Defpair of unprevailing Love,—
Whate’er the Theme—thro’ every Age and Clime

Congenial Paffions meet the’ acéording Rhyme;
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- The Pride of Glory—Pity’s Sigh fincere—
Youth’s earlieft Blufh—and Beauty’~ Vrrgin Tear.

Such is THEIR Meed==THEIR Honers thus fecure,
Whofe Arts yield Obje&ts, and whofe Works endure.
The Actor only, fhrinks from Times Award ;

Feeble Tradition 1s His Memory’s Guard ;

By whofe faint Breath his Merits muft abide,
Unvouch’d by Proof—to Subftance unallied!
Ev'n matchlefs Garrick’s Art to Heav’n refign’d,
No fix’'d Effe&, no Model leaves behind!

The GrAcE of AcTioN—the adapted Mien
Faithful as Nature to the varied Scene ;
C2

Th’
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Th’ exrressive GrancE—whofe fubtle Comment draws

Intranc’d Attention, and a mute Applaufe 5

GESTU&E that marks, with Force and Feeling fraught,
A Senfe in Silence, and a Will in Thought ;
HaAarMONIOUS SPEEC.H, whofe pure and liquid Fone
Gives Verfe a Mufie, {carce confefs’d its own 3

As Light from Gems, aflumes a brighter Ray

And cloathed with Orient Hues, tranfcends the Day !—
Passion’s wild Break—and Frown that-awes the Senfe,
And every Caarm of gentler ELOQUENCE—

All perifhable !—like the’ Ele&ric Fire

But ftrike the Frame—and as they ftrike expire ;

Incenfe too pure a bodied Flame to bear,

It’s Fragrance charms the Senfe, and blends with Air.

WHERE :
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WueRe then—while funk in cold Decay he lies,
And pale Eclipfe for ever veils thofe Eyes | —
WHERE 1s the bleft Memorial that enfures

Our Garrick’s Fame ?—whofe 1s the Truft ?—"tis Younrs,

And O! by every Charm his Art effay’d
To footh your Cares |—by every Grief allay’d !
By the hufh’d Wonder which his Accents drew !
By his laft parting Tear, repaid by you !
By all thofe Thoughts, which many a diftant Night,
Shall mark his Memory with a fad Delight I—
Still in your Heart’s dear Record bear his Name ;
Cherifh the keen Regret that lifts his Fame;
To vou itis bequeath’d, affert the Truft,

And to his WorTu—"t1s all you can—Dbe jusT.

D W hat
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What more is due from fan&ifying Time,
To chearful Wi, and many a favour’d RaYME,
O’er his grac’d Urn fhall bloom, a deathlefs Wreath,
Whofe bloflom’d Sweets fhall deck the Mafk beneath.
For thefe,—when ScurLpTure’s votive Toil thall rear
The due Memorial of a Lofs {fo dear !|—
O lovlieft Mourner, Gentle Muse ! be thine
The pleafing Woe to guard the laurell’d Shrine.
As Faxcy, oft by Superftition led '
To roam the Manfions of the fainted Dead,
Has view’d, by fhadowy Eve’s unfaithful Gloom,
A weeping Cherub on a Martyr’s Tomb-—
So thou, {weet Muse, hang o’er H1s fculptur’d Bier,

With patient Woe, that loves the lingering Tear ;
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With Thoughts that mourn—nor yet defire Relief,
With meek Regret, and fond enduring Grief ;
With Looks that {peak—He never fhall return l—=
Chilling thy tender Bofom clafp his Urn ;

And with foft Sighs difperfe the’ irreverend Dulft,
Which Time may firew upon his facred Buft.



