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2\ | Ev’ry wounful Mule infpire my Verfe,
Fill my young Breaft with more than mertal Fire ;
.. uNu.o‘yooebeﬁtgrm WARREN's Heafe .

Which §it*ning Sersphs, reptur'd, may sdmire. *
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e Bl Then dores 2 Pen like mine artempt ta pame
« JN 54 meschiee Chansfier, His Virtves Show ?
|53 Aséd frrive Cexprefs what makes Defeription faint, .

Uslei tbe Numbers with his Genius Glow ?

Ye "y'ﬁwld humble Grief ¢’er be deny’d,
The copious flow of Woc-relieving Tears ?
Woep, weep mine Eyes, pour forth your fwalling Tide,
et my moans, Re-echo through |Ke Spheres.
4o fos th'expanding Bud, which Science warms
Diklofe i rip'visg lntelleQual Pow'rs,
. Jotull metwicy to fec its Charms - ‘
Brought 10 Perfettion, by time’s genial fhowers ;
And then to view Inevorable Fata ..
Reluntlefs fatch th’ All-beautious, Hopefull prize,
. Awd fieze unpitying on the Good ard Grear, -
Demends the Drops from all cur gcicg-fuoln Eycs.
AV} What avails i’ vnfatkom’d Depth of Though:
The Koen-Fy'd Fancy, brillisncas the Sun, . -
' Which Nature’s Hand o fair PerfeQlion brought,
While Education’s work was fearcely dove ?
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Ah! What avails that Magnitude of Seul,
+ R Which thro’ a greatful and aftonilh’d Land
. ‘Taught the Big bols ot Elequence to Roll ;
Since Death on all has laid hisIcy tiand !

———— - y— - - .

O! When we Jook with retrofpellive Bight - ¢
And trace the Progrefs of this Glorious Star,

Whofe radiant Beams illum’d our gloomy Night,
:And (mootb’d the borrid Froot of Raging War.

Tumultnous Grief fwells ev'ry feeling Brealt, -
Alternate Paffions fill the burthen’d Mind,
O’erwhelming Pang forbid the Sou! to reft
And flagger’d Reafon owns herfelf quite blind.

Ye wonhy Patriots, Orraments of Barth,
Whofe Names fhall live ull Time itfelf expire,
Was not 1his Hero, frem his Joyful Birth
Ordain’d his Country’s Patron, Friend, and Sire ?

. Well may we mourb, finge Fate has fnatch’d away
This high, thig juft, this celebrated Name ;

- And wrapt the joy of ev’ry Fye in Clay,
And quench’d in eath bis Patriotie Flame, -

That God-like feeling for a Land diftrefs’d
Which altuates the felf-applanding Mind,

Was in each Peried of thy Life exprefs’d
Thou Apgel-man, thou Friend of human kind !

How eft the Midnight Taper chas’d the gloom,
When Contemplation fill'd by fpacious Soul ;

While vaft Events forefeen, (which fhertly come)
Big with the Fate of Empires o'er it Roll.
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Occafion'd by the Death of Major-General JOSEPH W'A RREN, who fell "
| fighting in Defence of the glorious"-_Caufc of his Country, at Charlefloun, in Nn\cr

England, on the ‘memorgble 17¢th Day of Fune,” 1775. 7
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Prompted by Virtue, Heav’n defcended Gaeft,
Caleflial Inmate of the Good and Juft, . L

T hy glowirg Bofom, with its. A-dour Blefs'd ’
Fulfill'd thy dosble-delegated Truft,

. Nor were the Duties of 2 Frierd and Sire

Neglefied midft 1hofe bufy ¢cenes of Life
Spesk, fpeak thou Spark of bright immortal Fire,

Who claimfd on Esrth the tender name of Wite ?

Say, did not foft Affc@ion in him dwell ? 3
Was he oot Faithful, Gentle and Sincere ? .

Say, Partner of his Joys, for Thou canfl te}l— ’
Count o’er his Virtues and mot dropa Tear? '

Did not his heaving Bofom melt at Woe,
And fweet Compafion fwell his feeling Heart ; N
Did not his lib'ral Hand, with Joy beNow 1
A due Reward, wherc’er he found Defert ? -
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“ Yes, yer, (motbinks T hear the Saint ren]
“ Al Virtues in rly WARREN hel:ma ;:a}::z’).

** Thefe make him thine Confpicuous theo® the Sky,
* Thele make him Glow with a Scraphic Grace.”
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Ye Otphan Babes, fweer Pledges of their Love,
In lifping Accents (peak his tendcr Care ;

Your Artlefs Tale muft ev’iy Bofon move,
And make each theobbing Heart its Gricf declase.

And Anee he's gone, whole kind paternal Hand
Suﬁply'd each want, and watch’d your tender Age,
May ev'ry Parent through th extenfive J.and

With graceful ’1 houghts in y our Beh:ffcngagc.

O ! May no GrieF your Little Hearts o;prcle,
Bat calm Content {i2 Imiling on each Face
¢ Till bounteous Heav’n your riper Years fhal} b}
[With alla Sirc’s, and all a Mother's Grace. ! <

© © WARREN ! Could thy Country's Pray'es me ."
And call thy Spirit from its Kirklred Skees, YT pteve,

In vain bright Cherubs might the lu(s bewaj
Contending Mortals would unfial thine Eyes!

But fhall weak ij:n prefume thus 1o repine
And murmur at th’ Almighty’s high Degree,

_Or wifh to check th’ anerring Hand Divipe,
Which fbatch’d Thee hence to Iminotrality ?

No, Rather let thy Great Example fire
Each gen'rous Breat to emulate thy fime,
And to thy Va(t, Unbounded Height af}re,
To catch a fpark from thy Calefliai Flanue,
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Printed 4nd Seid in Water:orn, wear the Bridge. 1975
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