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A
Funeral POEM
ON

 Thomas Gunflon E{q;

Prefented to

'~ The Right Honourable

.~ The Lady ABNEY
| Lady Mayorefs of London.

Fuly 1701.

MADA4M,
| AD I been a common Mourner at the Funeral of
the Dear Gentleman deceafed, 1 fhould have

,. labour'd after more of Art in the following
 Campofitionta [upply the defelt of Nature and to feign

@




220 To the Lady ABNEY

a Sorrow 5 but the uncommon Condefcenfion of his
Friendfbip to Me, the Inward Efteem I pay bis Me-
mory, and the vaft and tender Semce I have of our
Lofs make all the Methods of Art needlefs, whilft na-

tural Grief [upplies more than all.

I had refolv'd 1udeed to lament in Sighs and Silence,
and frequently check'd the forward Mufe when fbe
brought me Grief in Numbers, and urg’d me to a tune-
ful Mourmng 5 but the Importumity was not to be re-
[ifted : Long Linesof Sorrow flow'd in z%ron my Fancy
ere I was aware, whiSt I took many a Solitary Walk
in the Garden adjoymng to his Seat at Newington:
Nor could I free my [felf from the Melancholy Idea’s
that crowded them|elves upon me, and your Ladyfbip
will find throughout the Poem that the fair and unfi-
mif’d Building which he had juff raifed for himfelf
gave almoft all the turns of Mourmng tomy Thoughts,
for I purfue no other Topicks of Elegy then what my
Paflion andmy Senfes led me to. g

The Poem roves as my Eyes and Thoughts did, “from
one part of the Fabrick to the other : It rifes from the |
Foundation, [alutes the Walls, the Doors, and the
Windews, drops a Tear upon the Roof, and climbs the
Turret that dear Retreat, where I proms'd my [elf
many [weet Hours of his Conver[ation 5 there my Song
wanders amongft the delightful Subjects Divine and
Moral which ucd to Entertan our happy leifure, and
theuce flings her [elf down to the Fields and the Shady
Walks where I fo often tmjoy’d bns pleafing Diﬁ.’oz:rje, .
and my Sorvows diffufe themfelves there without a imit =

¢






