Methinks from Argos’ shore, )
1 view th” herofe navy sweep along,

To wreak their wrath o ’l roy fur l'xuls W rnng.
ttring narma [ see Mpides stanl -
l;pnn e provy, amid a warlike throng,
4 Anid witha royal Lrow where ve nee Jow'es
+:Loint with his ~Iu|un"=\\urnl to 1lion's tuw'rs,

i,

. Next—the worn chief, in
Steers with white
Th' enchantress

and conncil sage,

and ¢loal; 'y

13 hizocean p 1
‘The chiet’ purstes, nor liecds her harmtul guile;

Tu bis own rocky honie I see him wend,

. Td LIA Penelope’s long sorrows end. :

e

Xl

4Ot blind ol Bard I—Now sovereixn was the spell s
© Wherewith thy strains entranc’d my linsom youn
Tow at thy volee dill iy wild spirts swell -
With glorious dreams, and vave those seenes nmou
Gilt ll) thy muse w lth light inetfable,
LYY ]vmyp\\.\\ with it aesllng wond'vous throng
as the vers whielh they live;—

1

OF votaries tu erown llluu with fresl by
iz Tomer!: xlm.rlcsi lurnl ul SOlg—
" Thne's sucmn l:ur. W

v 1 s,

Yron lhlcnru slé;, that like green gems
Adorn the deep, new deel'dd by hand ¢
norm. by Llu. Linlmy breeze our strong ship stems .
o The surge, and flies as faleon on the wing. -
air France—thy pictur'd const Lo Jnrbonrd hems
$ e full-hrimmed tlde : while like a welcoming
"\rl\h\h Sentls her watted § :
T hc purphng sei, and smllv.'s from hcr far =hure.

“Prond Gulpli of Lyous I—lothly d T Jeavo :

i Thee imd thy reminiseenves liehind 3

v But, onward, on, the haughty Willows hon\: .
- Theie fornty crests; while favouring 15 thie wind.

' The .mun d port doth now our hark recelve,—

O'er Genoa, Wkl lier snowawhite walls en-q"-]“ d,
Hcr lurnlh' ]ml.lcc= her marble lmll\

‘Calumlmc _Dorln, who miade \'cnlcu quml,
- Ylanght mistress of the Sens for many
' i1 Made the noon Wiaze of Iiwe renown wa p-ﬂ H
\lnnllm: her Lion's mouth, No more elate,
b nl Gnnun mouris those years | in widcm'd aate, N

L

: xvin.

Isle, where Theoeritus sweet sung lis layd,
charming pastorals in Doric strain,—-

thy, where wanton nature plays
.- Her sportive tefelis amld gombols not in valn;
Ou ov'ry shie, where'er the teav'ler strays,
ins and valleys teem with golden grain, -

ne-yards, and or: nge.gurdens, olive groves,
And chiesnut furests, far as vislon roves.

XIX.

pleasing tale she tells of thee—

renown—the seer of Syracuse—

\" asserter of nmua's right—sweet fiberty;

Him tou he conquer'd—aot unskill’d to uso
Ruverses, with a epleit ealm and free—

The philosaphic tyrant Dion

Who chang'd for rods his seeptee, wise and specfous,

ax.

I Seyila still roars, Tt her ser-dogs nre dead
Claaryhidis mm' no more the enrrent swa,
‘ No more with \\Im'hu-- waves, nttraction (Irond,

Its edd) vortex the stout Uurk hetrays j—
No longer Etun thunders overhead ;

Dt enb in pride the scene superb surveys,
Tow’rs o'er the prospeet with parentnl smile—
The guardian genlus of Eirth’s loveliest islo,

see front thenee zhe sum dlﬂll L-.

At morl hrlght.‘inu\;:c of the Kiug ﬂerlml

Now'iu onr times, when syizay liagh nll the praise, -
With lm:muull\c lines infertinl—

e would e deei'd n strange, half witted w ight,

Who sp.d g0 fur to view such glorious sight.

XNIL

Ol f—dinys puetic t—have ye fled for cver? . &
18 man, with all his miud, a mere machine—
His spring the love of wealth—relaxing never,—
To grub for money Wisdom's golden mean 2
No—there are cords within that nought can :emr‘,
. Strunz in the soul, that yet shall thrill, I w, cen;
,\ml Man, the slave of steam, aud shares and stocks,

* Shall bless the pow'r, shich now he, scornful, mo

:!cnm 'Inlh xt ﬂn) nnﬂ 1‘m'=3 had ller .
Mankind have ¢! ful minds—not lhc mere masa; )
Natnre on fow the ;.|l‘t of (Ilnu"ht confers—- N
The m ended monster's still an AR’
Bt Man—the noblest one—full often OTTRy - .
Still rushing from extremes t° extromes—aiap !l
sw for Gtilitarlnnism stern and real
hen eatehing at a cloud and furms hhnl

XNV,

Solomon says on cartli there's nothing new;
\\'lm'.ulms Leeny still chunging all around }—
- That mu:e Mavns Koy we grant \\hh rev'rence |lue.
Huc many novi clties luve modcrm romnl—
I’urcunlon Guas—switi ritled eantians tris
: Galvani¢ clocks—air tunnels, that astound—
1‘roﬁ.~mor Drunsen's fell arsenic fume, !
Thint wraps tlie woes of ‘war in deadlier gloom.
(. ' [ . .




