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To Mr. WHITEHE A D,

On his being made PoerT LAUREAT.

By the Same.

y IS {fo-—+tho’ we’re furpriz’d to hear 1t :
"The laurel is beftow’d on merit.
How hufh’d 1s ev’ry €nvious voice!
Confounded by {o juft a choice,
Tho’ by prefcriptive right prepar’d
T'o libel the feleéted bard.
But as you fee the ftatefman’s fate
In this our democratic ftate,

Whom virtue ftrives in vain to guatd

From the rude pamphlet and the card ;

You’ll find the demagogucs of Pindus

In envy not a jot behind us :

For each Aonian politician

(Whofe element is oppofition,)

Will thew how greatly they furpafs us,

In gall and wormwood at Parnaflus.
Thus as the fame detralting {pirit

Attends on all diftinguifh’d merit,

When ’tis your turn, obferve, the quarrel

Is not with you, but with the laurel.
Suppofe that laurel on your brow,

For cyprels chang’d, funereal bough'!
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See all things take a diff’rent turn !
The very critics {weetly mourn,

And leave their fatire’s pois’nous fting
In plaintive elegies to fing :

With folemn threnody and dirge
Conduét you to Elyfium’s verge.

At Weltminfter the {furplic’d dean
The {ad but honorable {cene

Prepares. 'The well-attended herfe
Bears you amid the kings of verfe.
Each rite obferv’d, each duty paid,
Your fame on marble 1s difplay’d,
genins {uit,

g
The mafk, the bufkin, and the flute :

With {fymbols which your

The laure! crown aloft is hung :
And o’er the {culptur’d lyre unftrung

Sad allegaric ﬁgures leaning

(How folks will gape to find their meaning !}
And a long epitaph is {pread,

Which happy you will never read.

But hold—The change 1s {o inviting

I own, I tremble while [’'m writing.

Yet, WHITEHEAD, ’tis too foon to lofe you:
Let critics flatter or abufe you,

O! teach us, e’er you change the fcene

To Stygian banks from Hippocrene,

How free-born bards fhould ftrike the ftrings,
And how a Briton write to kings,

Verfes§



