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gPITAPH ON CLAUDIUS PHILLIPS,

By THE SameE.

HILLIPS! whofe touch harmonious could remove
The pangs of guiltlels power or haplefs love,

Reft here opprefs’d by poverty no more,

Here find that calm thou gav’ft fo oft before :

Reft undifturb’d within this humble fhrine,

'Till angels wake thee with a note like thine.
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THE
POOR MAN’s PRAYER.

ADDREssED To Lorp CuHaTHAM.

MID ST the more important toils of fate,
The counfels lab’ring in thy patriot foul, -
The’ Europf: from thy voice expe& her fate,
And thy keen glance extends from pole to pole :

0 Chatham ! nurs'd in antient virtue's lore,
TO thefe fad ftrains incline a fav'ring ear ;
Ik on the God whom thou and I adore,

Or turp unpitying from the Poor Man's Prayer.
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