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ON THE DEATH OF LADY ANSON.

ADDRESSED-TO THE EARL OF HARDWICKE, HER FA-

THER, 1761.

B'Y THE SAMT.

CROWN’D with honor, bleft with length of days,
Thou whom the wife revere, the worthy praife;

Juft guardian of thofe laws thy voice explain’d,

And meriting all titlés thou haft gain’d—

Tho’ ftill the faireft from heaven’s bounty flow;

For good and great no monarch can beftow:

Yet thus, of health, of fame, of friends pofleft,

No fortune, Hardwicke, is fincerely bleft.

All humankind are fons of forrow born:

The great muft fuffer, and the good muft mourn.

For fay, can Wifdom’s felf, what late was thine,
€an Fortitude, without a figh, refign?
Ah no! when Love, when Reafon, hand in hand,
O’er the cold urn confenting Mourners ftand,
The firmeft heart diffolves to foftne(s here;
And Piety ap_p]audé the falling tear.
"Thofe facred drops, by virtuous weaknefs fled,
Adorn the living, while they grace the dead:
From tender thoyght their fource unblam’d they draw,
By Heaven approv’d, and true to Nature’s law.
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