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To Mr. Garrick, on his eretting a Temple

and Statue to SHAKESPEAR.

By the Same.

—Viridi in campo fignum de marmore ponam

Propter aguam, tardis ingens ubi flexibus errat

T hamefis, et multa pretexit arundine ripas 3

In medio mibi SHAKESPEAR erit, templumque tenebit.

VirGIL,
‘ ﬂi 7 HERE yonder trees rife high in cheerful air,
Where yonder banks eternal verdure wear,

And opening flow’rs diffufing {weets around
Paint with their vivid hues the happy ground ;
While Thames majeitic rolls the meads between,
And with his filver current crowns the {cene;
7 here G arRRICK, fatiate of well-earn’d applaufe,
From crowds, and fhouting theatres withdraws :
T here courts the Mufe, turns o’er th® inftructive page,
And meditates new triumphs for the ftage.
Thine, SaHakEsPEAR, chiefefor thou muft ever fhine
His pride, his boaft, unequal’d and divine.
T here too thy vot’ry to thy merit juft,
Hath rais’d the dome, and plac’d the honour’d buft,
Bidding the pile to future times proclaim
His veneration for thy mighty name.
A place more fit his zeal could never find
Than this fair fpot, an emblem of thy mind—
As bill and dale there charm the wond’ring eye,
Such fweet variety thy feenes fupply —
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Like the tall trees fublime thy genius tow’rs,

Sprightly thy fancy, as the opening flow’rs,
While copious as the tide Thames pours along,
Flow the fweet numbers of thy heav’nly fong,
Serenely pure, and yet divinely ftrong—

Look down, great fhade, with pride this tribute fee,
The hand that pays 1t makes it worthy thee—

As fam’d Apelles was allow’d alone

T'o paint the form auguft of Philip’s fon,

None but a Garrick can; O bard divine!

Lay a fit offering on thy hallow’d fhrine.

To fpeak thy worth is his peculiar boaft,

He beflt can tell it, for he feels it mott.

left bard! thy fame thro’ ev’ry age fhall grow,
Till nature ceafe to charm, or Thameés to flow.
Thou too, with him, whofe fame thy talents raife,
Shalt fhare our wonder, and divide our praife;
Blended with his thy merits rife to view,

And half thy SHakespEaR’s fame to thee is due:
Unlefs the attor with the bard confpire,

How impotent his ftrength, how faint his fire !
One boafts the mize, one brings the gold to /%ghs,
And the mufe triumphs in the a&tor’s mzghs ;

Too weak to give her own conceptions birth,
T1ill all-expreflive a&ion call them forth.

Thus the {weet pipe, mute in itfelf, no found
Sends forth, nor breathes its pleafing notes around ;
But if {fome {wain with happy fkill endu’d,

Infpire with animating breath the wood,
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Wak’d into voice, it pours its tuneful ftrains,

And harmony divine enchants the plains.

Quod Jpiro, et placeo, fi placeo tuum eff— Hor.,
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On the Birth-Day of Smakespear. A Cento.

Taken from his Works.
By the Same.

Naturd ipfd walere, et mentis wiribus excitar:, et quafi

quodam divino Jfpiritu ajjiari. CICERO,

P E ACE to this meeting,

Joy and fair time, health and good wifhes!
Now, worthy friends, the caufe why we are met,
Is in celebration of the day that gave

Immortal Shakefpear to this favour’d ifle,

The moft replenifhed {weet work of nature,
Which from the prime creation €’er fhe fram’d.
O thou divineft nature! how thyfelf thou blazon'ft
In this thy fon! form’d in thy prodigality,

To hold thy mirror up, and give the time,

Its very form and preflare! When he {peaks
Each aged ear plays truant at his tales,

And younger hearings are quite ravifhed,

Gentle

As Zephyr blowing underneath the violet,

So voluble is his difcourfe

Not wagging its fweet head yet as rough,
(His noble blood enchafi’d) as the rude wind,

That by the top doth take the mountain pine,
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