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Thofe fires that lend the dang'rous blaze

The devious comet trails afar.

Might form the purei benignant rays

That gild the msming's gentle ftar—

'

Sure, where the Hero's afhes refl.

The nations late emerg'd from night

Still hafte—with love's imwearied care

:

That fpot in lavilh flowers is dreft,

And fancy's dear, inventive rite

Still paid with fond obfervance there t

Ah no I—around his fatal grave

No lavifh flowers were ever ftrew'dy

No votive gifts were ever laid—

His blood a favage Ihore bedew'd

!

His mangled limbs, one hafly prayer.

One pious tear by friendlhip paid,

Were call upon the raging wave

!

.Deep in the wild abyfs he lies,

Far from the cherifh'd fcene of home;
Far, far from Her whofe faithful fighs

A hufband's tracklefs courfe purfue

;

Whofe tender fancy loves to roam
With Him o'er lands and oceans new t

And gilds with Hope's deluding form

The gloomy path-way of the Aorm.

Yet, Cook ! immortal wreaths are thine! •—

While Albion's grateful toil fhall raife

The marble tomb, the trophied buit,

For ages faithful to its truft i
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