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STANZAS ON PAINTING.

TO THE REVEREND WILLIAM PETERS, LL. B.*

\/i’ HEN firft in Greece the Arts were young,
And Mufes wild rude numbers fung,
That pow’r of Genius dawn’d on earth,

Which o’er the tablet’s polifh’d face
The lines of Art began to trace,

"T'was Beauty gﬁve it birth.

* A panegyric in profe from a feeble pen on the wonderful powers of Mr.
Peters’s pencil would be a vain attempt. Perhaps it may be equally vain to
attempt doing juftice to the exquifite amiability of that worthy gentleman’s
heart, and the very refined elegance of his manners. He was moft fincerely
beloved, and refpected, by Mr. Monke Berkeley, who, in a letter introducing
Mr. P. to his father, Dr. B. fays, Pope has given his #rue charadter in few
words: ‘¢ The nobleft work of God.” Mr. P. painted a picture of his friend,
which was by Mr. B. prefented to his mother. It is, by fome of the beft
judges of painting, fuppofed to be the fineft portrait ever produced by any
pencil, ancient or modern. It preferves that wonderful depth of thought,
and that exquifite benevolence which fo ftrongly animated the countenance
of Mr. M. B. 'The letter to Mrs. B. which accompanied the piture, proves
that Mr. Peters wields his pen almoft as ably as he does his pencil.
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