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Oh ftay, ye Dryads, hor unfinifid fly

¢ Your folemn rites ; here comes no foot ptofane :
¥ « The Mufes’ fon, and hallowed is his éye,
‘¢ Implores your ftay, implores to join the ftrain.

&
b

¢

-

« See; from her cheek the glowing life-blufh ﬂnés 3
“ Alas, what faultering founds of woe be thefe !
Ye Nymphs, who fondly watch her languid eyes,
‘¢ Oh fay; what mufic will her foul appeafe I”

& Refound the folemn d:rge, the Nymphs reply,
¢ And let the turtles moan in Mary’s bower,
* Let Grief indulge her grand fublimity,
¢ And Melancholy wake her meltmg power :

¢¢ For Art has tnumph d ; Art, tﬁat never ﬁead S

¢ On Honour’s fide, mgmmm@m kncw, s
e - dy"d its haggard hands in Mary’s blood, |
oA And o'er her fame has breath’d its bhghung dew.
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; b But come,
Whiie in







