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Mortals, ceafe the pile to tread,

Leave to filence, leave the dead.

But where may (he who loves to ftray

Mid (hadows of funereal gloom.

And courts the fadnefs of the tomb.

Where may fhe feek that proud Moral

Whofe dear memorial points the place

Where fell the Friend of human race ?

—

Ye lonely Ifles ! on ocean's bound
Ye bloom'd, thro' time's long flight unknown,
Till Cook the untrack'd billow paft,

Till he along the furges caft

Philanthropy's connecting zoncj

And fpread her loveliefl: bleffings round.—
Not like that murd'rous band he caipe.

Who ftain'd with blood the new-found Weft

;

Nor as, with unrelenting breaft.

From Britain's free, enlighten'd land,

Her Tons now feek Angola's ftrand;

Each tie moft facred to unbindj

To load with chains a brother's frame,

And plunge a dagger in the mind

;

Mock the Iharp anguiih bleeding there

Of Nature in her laft defpair I

.

Great Cook ! Ambition's lofty flame,

So oft directed to d^ftroyj

Led ^ee to circle with thy name,

The fmile of love, and hope^ and joy

!
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