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ODE TO TRAGEDY.

TO MRS. SIDDONS.

0 HALLOW’D fource of fancy’d woe,
Around thy fhrine the fireams that flow,
From Pity’s facfed {ource arife,

Now loft in horror, chill'd we gaze,

And fee thy hand the dagger raife;
The fated victim dies!

Where the pale body lifelefs lies,
Sweet Pity yields her throbbing fighs,
And though deferving of the doom,
Yet falls he not without a tear,

Which, fhed by Virtue o’er his bier,

Bids hope difpel the gloom.
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When firft the Mufe in Grecia fung, o
To commmrl}% %&{1 ﬂ\&W |
Then pleas'd alone with fhepherd layl” |
But O! when 'Genius pour'd her ]El@t
Along the gloom of early night, ‘ _-':}!f—-":-,--'
To thee belongs the PI_"BI.H:'_‘E.F
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By ev*ry tragic bard of old, JF

Of whom th’ hiftoric page hath tn],{lmd
By every dear departed {hade, ’ﬂ!ﬂli'
By mighty Shakipeare’s honour |

And by thy Otway’s laurel’d buﬁ;
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When impious Cawdor’s guilty queen
With murder ftains the horrid fcene.

O! how our bofoms burn.

When fair Monimia weeping pleads,

And when her haplefs hufband bleeds,

Whilft tears bedim her radiant eyes,

Sweet Pity’s felf defcending there,

Attempts to foothe the hopelefs fair
With fympathetic fighs.

When, catching frenzy from thy page,
Immortal Siddons treads the ftage,
The Fairies ftern awhile refrain,

Awhile their {corpion luft reftrain,
And, pleas’d, behold the fcene of woe.
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But, ah! the fweet delufion o'er,
Again they fteep their fnakes in gore,
"And bid our forrows flow..
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