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For every silver ringing blow
Cities and pajaces shall grow 1

Bite deep and wide, 0 Axe, the tree,
Tell wider prophecies to me.

When rust hath gnawed me deep and red,
A: nation strong shall lift its head 1

His crown the very heavens shall smite,
Aons shall build him. in his might!

Bite deep and wide, 0 Axe, the tree;
Bright Seer, help on thy prophecy!

Iv
Fro« «« TH& HELOT »

H ELOT, drink-nor spare the wine;
Drain the deep, the maddening bowl;

Flesh and sinews, slave, are mine,
Now I claim thy Helot soul.

Gods 1 ye love our Sparta; ye
Gave "With vine that leaps and runs

O'er her slopes, these slaves to be
Mocks and warnings to her sons!

Thou, my Hermos, turn thy eyes
(God-touched still their frank, bold blue)

On the Helot-mark the rise
Of the Bacchic riot through.

Knotted vein and sur ng breast:
Mark the wild, insensate mirth:
od-ward boast-the drivelling jest,
TRI. he grovel to, the èarth.


