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10 DHILDE HAROLD'S PILGllLMAGE.

XIV.
On, on the vessel flies, the land is gone,
And winds are nulo in Biscay's sleepless hay.
J^our days are sped, hut with the fifth, anon, 200
iNew shores dc^scried make every boson, gay

;

An(l Cintra's nionntain greets thorn on their'way,
And Tagus dashing onward to the derp,
His fahied golden tribute l)ent to pay

;And soon on board the J.usian pilots leap, -^05
And steer 'twixt fertile shores where yet few rustics reap.

XV.
Oh, Christ! it is a goodly sight to see
VVhat Heaven hath done for this delicious land :

\\ iiat fruits of fragrance blush on everv tree !

What goodly prospects o'er the hills expand ! 210
But nian would mar tlu-m with an impious hand.
And when the Almighty lift« his fiercest scourge
Gamst those who nu^st transgress his high command,
W ith treble vengeance will his hot shafts urge

C^aul's locust host, and earth from fellest foenien purge. 215

XVI.
^^ hat beauties doth Lisboa first unfold !

Her iiDage doating on that noble tide,
Which poets vainly pave with sands of gold.
But now whereon a thousand keels did ride

'

01 mighty strength, since Albion was allied, 220And to the Lusians did her aid afford :

A nation swoln with igiionmce and pride,
Who lick yet loa'hc the hand that wnves'thc sword

losnve them from the wrath of Gaul's uns|)aring lord.
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