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_ÈHE VENUS OF MILO.

The panting rabble of the* Paris street
Give him no but round. him s rge and

roar,
A grièf-a man a cyged nic at death's door,

And dri'e him to the Louvr*e's calm rýýtreat.
There, as- he stands bewildered, his eý,, es meét

The Venus Victrix, and. he falls býfore -
« * ý>.piýa sore,That radiant Beauty-vision, wec k>

And prints a kîss upon her naked feet.

Through years of grief and passion he had
sung

The pralses. of the visi ôn of his youth,
Till with his music à1l the world l'had rung,

Only to 'End, at last, when death -was
near,

That vision of soul.bea'*uty and sweet truth
Still graspless Î'n the marble form appeàr.


