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THB ISLBI or ORBPCB.

In one year they sent a million fighters forth
South and North,

And they built their gods a brazen pillar high
As the sky,

Yet reserved a thousand chariots in full force-
Gold, of course.

Oh heart! oh blood that freezes, blood that bums!
Earth's returns

For whole centuries of folly, noise and sin !

Shut them in.

With their triumphs and their glories and the rest

!

Love is best.
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THE ISLES OF GREECE.

The isles of Greece, the isles of Greece

!

Where burning gap^t^p loved and sung,
Whore grew the arts of war and peace,—
Where Delos rose and Phoebus sprung

!

Eternal summer gilds them yet,"
But all, except their sun, is set.

II.

The Sgjan and the Teian muse,
The hero's harp, the lover's lute.

Have found the fame your shores wfuse :

Their place of birth alone is mute
To sounds which echo further west
Than your sires' " Islands of the Blest."
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