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Since after thee may rife an impious lin,

Coarfe manglers of the human face divines

Paint on, till fate diflolve thy mortal part,
And live and die th: monarch of thy art.
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By the Same.

F Marlb’rough’s captains and Eugenio’s friends,
The laft, Capocan to the grave defcends :
Low lies each head, whence Blenheim’s glory {prung,
The chiefs who conquer’d, and the bards who fung.
From his cold cnrfe&o every friend be fled,
Lo ! Envy waits, that lover of the dead.
Thus did fhe feign o’er Naflaw’s berfe to mourn ;
Thus wept infidious, Churchill; o’er thy urn ;
To blaft the living, give the dead their due,
And wreaths, herfelf had tainted, trim’d anew.
Thou yet unnam’d to fill his empty place,
And lead to war thy country’s growing race,
Take every wifh a Britifh heart can frame,
Add palm to palm, and rife from fame to_ fame.
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An hour muft come, when thou fhalt hear with rage
Fhyfelf traduc’d, and curfe a thanklefs'age :
Nor yet for this decline the gen’rous ftrife,
Thefe ill, brave man, fhall quit thee with thy life ;
Alive though ftain’d by every abjett flave,
Secure of fame, and juftice in the grave,
Ah ! no-~when once the mortal yields to fate,
The blaft of Fame’s {veet trumpet founds too late,
Too late to ftay the {pirit on its flight,
Or footh the new inhabitant of light ;
Who hears regardlefs, while fond man, diftre{s’d,
Hangs on the abfent, and laments the bleft.

Farewel then fame, ill fought thro’ fields of blood,

Farewel unfaithful promifer of good :

Thou mufick, warbling to the deafen’d ear!

Thou incenfe wafted on the fun’ral bier!

Through life purfu’d in vain, by death obtain’d,
When afk’d, deny’d us, and when giv’n, difdain’d,
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