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The focs are fall'n, whofe lofty pride
The firong and valorous man defy'd.

Page, bring the horn of Rhees renown'd;
The hining horn with filver bound ;
Whofe radiant handle's antique mould
Refulgent thines with .ruddy gold :
Fil) it high with richeft mead,
'Tis for Griffith, bold, decreed:
Bulwark of bis native land
Dragon of my noble band!
Horror battled by his fide,
Carnage mark'd his footfleps wide:
Through the hofiile ranks he flew,
And the braveft Saxons fiew :
Honour'd he our feafts hall ihare,
Strong and terrible in war.

Bring the horn of anti'que mould,
Whieh the valiadc Rhees of old
Fill'd around hie feflive board,
When fuccefs had crown'd his fword;
Bear it, Page, to Roderick's hand,
Lion of my valorous band.!
Dreadful with his crimfon'd fpear,
Cambria's joy, the Saxons fear.
Let Syffin too, brave welcome guefl,
Share his leader's genial feaa.
Hero ! in the deathful fray
What flaughter mark'd his bloody way
The Saxon warriors fhunn'd his fight,
As'ghofts the mornirig's ruddy light.
Patriot Chief! thy noble name -
Shall fill- the loudeft trump of Fame;
Bards to the harp thy deeds (hall fing,
And make the Princely palace ring.

Fill the horn adorn'd with gold,
Bear it toEdnyfed bold,
Dreadful with his fhiver'd fpear,
And thield defac'd with dints of war:
As the hurricane that raves
Wild o'er ocean's azure waves,
So rufh'd the valiant chief along,
Before him flew the trenbling throng ;
The focs in heap's around him fall,
Defender of fair Garthon's fall.

Heard ye not in Maclor's vale
Sounds of death ,on ev'ry gale ?
Sword clafh'd with fworsi in confli€ dire,
Strike fron their points the ftream of

nre i
Death and mingled horrors reign,
As erft on Bangor's fatal plain.

Heard ye not in Maclor far
The dying groans and din of war ?
Heard ye not the joyful found.
Of your fricnds with conqueft crown'd ?

Bear the horn:to Seyliffis hand,
Prote4or of hi% native land -

His hardy front is fcam'd with fcars -
Gain'd in honourable wars s
Fill it tooto Madoc's Son,
He a deathlefs name hath won;
As the«wolf, with hung~r bold,
Ruihes on the bleating fold,
So his courfe the h'ero borQ,
And (lain'd his fword with Saxon Sgore
To his friends his bounty flowso
Dreadful only to his focs.

Bear the horn with fCiver bound,
And with golden handles crown'd,
To the fons of Inyr bear,
Strongefi eagles of the war.
Youthful warriors, wife and brave !
Bards from death your names ihail fave;
You (hall live in noble lays,
Your country freed dhall fpeak your praife.

Bear the purefi mead along
To the Prince of facred fong 1
Brave Moraddig. every bard
Shall thy valorous deeds record i
Braveit of the warrior train,
Sweeteft of the tuneful ftrain.

Now pour the horn of fparkling mead
To the mem'ry of the Dead i·
To our friends who nobly died
Fighting by iheir, Prince's fide;
Heroes fam'd for valorous deeds,
For them my heart with forrow bleeds.
Bards, let the fong offadnefs'flow,
Tune each harp to notes of woe:
And O record each warrior's práife,
Bid them Jive to future days :
'Tis your's to crown the hero's name,
And give his deeds immortal fame:
Cambria's fons thall learn the fong,
The theme, the boaft of ev'ry tongue.

E V ENIN . A O D E.

By Alexandir Wilfon.

N OW day departing in the weit
With gaudy (plendor lures the eye i

The (un, declining, finks to.refli
And Ev'ning ovcribades the fky.

And are the greén extended lawn,-
The waving grove-the flow'ry mead,

The charms of hill and dale vichdraWn;
And all their blooming beauties bid ?

They are-but lift aloft thine eye,
Wh'ere al. thefe fparkling glories roll i

Thofe mighty wonders of the fky,
That glad aid clevate the foul.
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