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- Right Honourable /I L-43:0 = M
BECKFORD, twicc Lod
Mayor of the City of Liondon.

YO M E_mourn with me ye fons of
. freedom, ; ’
~_And pray littn to iy fong, -
“Werve loft a pillat of the city,”
~ For alast great BEckFoRrD’s gones
- Know grim death that kifig' of terrors;
~ When his darc he does difplay,
King’s and priticewto him’s but trifles,
. * ~ They like great Beckford mutt obey.

How his name will fhine in flory,
When your children daes it read,

How he ftrove for Ereedom’s glory,
Butalas! it was decreed,

That he wigh us mult be no longer,

- But to heaven above muft go,

For our rights nene could plead ftronger,
Than great Beckford you atl do know,

He was the man on all occafions,
The Livery they well do know,
With Remonftrance or Petitjons
When defir’d did boldly go s
The frewns of young men he’d defpife,
~ "Their jeering language he did defy,
Nor could they ftop the man we priz’d,
.~ Whowas refolvid to make reply.

. ©Orhow thepoor are alHamenting

Becaufe their bengfactor’s dead,

Some hundreds wayeach day depending
On him for their. daily bread -

But now he’s gope to be rewarded,
For his goodnefs ta great and fmall,

Few like him will be recorded,

- Who from his word did never fall,

-~ So don’t réjoice ye foesto freedom
. .Becaufe a lover of {t’s gone. ;

-"1;'1 ‘Deathis fure pray ali remember, A 47 :

“You muft follow ere’c belong, ¥ 57(”“"

* Bur fome théir i now left behind him, o220
 Will fiipport what he’s begun..
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