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To Mr. GARNIER and Mr. PEARCE of BATH.

A grateful ODE, in return for the extraordinary Kindnefs

and Humanrl‘tj.' they fhewed to me and my eldeft Daughter,
now Lady Essex, | T3
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By the Same.
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Y ‘/ 1A 51(‘!]]"}".1}: verfe from Love has fprung? -

% ¥ How well has [ndignation fung ?
And can the gentle Mufe,
Whilft in her once belov’d abode
I firay, and fuppliant kneel, an ode |
To Gratitude refufe ?
[I.

GARNIER, my friend, accept this verfe,
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And thou receive, well-natur’d PEar ck;

All I can give of fame.

... O
3 e 1 —r —in [ T T

i
A g
—

eyt M

Let others, other fubjeéts fing,

k
Some murd’rous chief, fome tyrant king, 1|

Humanity’s my theme.
I11,
For arts like yours, employ’d by you,
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Make verfe on {fuch a theme your due,
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To whom induigent Heav’n
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Its fav’rite pow’r of doing good,
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By you {o rightly underftood,

Judicioufly has giv’n,
IV. Behold
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IVv.
Behold, obedient to your pow’s,

i

Confuming fevers rage no more,
Nor chilling agues freeze ;
The cripple dances void of pain,
The deaf in raptures hear again,
The blind tranfported {ees.
N,
Health at your call extends her wing,
Each healing plant, each friendly {pring,
Its various pow r difclofes;
" O’er Death’s appm:-.chc:; you prevail,
See Chloe’s cheek, of late fo pale,
Blooms with returning rofes.
V1.
Thefe gifts, my friends, which fhine in you,
Are rare, yet to fome chofen few
Heav’n has the {fame aflign’d ;
Health waits on Mead’s prefcription ftill,
And Hawkins’ hand, and Ranby’s fkill,
Are bleflings to mankind,
VII.
Jut hearts like yours are rare indeed,
Which for another’s wounds can bleed,
Another’s grief can feel ;
The lover’s fear, the parent’s groan,
Your natures catch, and make your own,

And f{hare the p::ins you heal.
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VIII.
But why to them, Hygeia, why
Doft thou thy cordial drop deny
Who but for others live ?

Oh, goddefs, hear my pray’r, and grant
That thefe that health may never want,
Which they to others give,

ODE to DEATH. Tranflated from the

Frencu of the King of Prussia.

By Dr. HAWXSWORTH.

E'T afew years, or days perhaps,
Or moments p;lfs with filent lapfe,
And time to me fhall be no more ;
No more the fun thefe eyes fhall view,
Earth o’er thefe limbs her duft fhall ftrew,
And life’s fantaftic dream be o’er.

Alas! T touch the dreadful brink,
From nature’s verge impell’d I fink,
And endlefs darknefs wraps me round !
Yes, Death is ever at my hand,
Faft by my bed he takes his ftand,
And conftant at my board is found.
Earth,
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