POETRY

"His hardy front is feam’d with (cars

The foes are fall’n, whofe lofty pride
The firong and valorous man defy*d,

Page, bring the horn of Rhees renown’d ;
The fhining horn with filver bound ;
Whofe radiant handle’s antique mould
Rcfulgcnt fhines with .ruddy gold :

Fill it high with richeft mead,
'Tis for Griffith, bold, decreed :
Bulwark of his native land.l

~ Dragon of my noble band !

Horror battled by his fide,

Carnage mark®d his footfteps wide 3

Through the hoftile ranks he flew, <

And the braveft Saxons flew :
Honour'd he our feafls fhall fhare,
Strong and terrible in war.

Bring the horn of antique mould,
Whiceh the valianc Rhees of old-
Fill'd around his fetive board,
When fuccefs had crown’d his fword 3
Bear it, Page, to Roderick’s hand,
Lion of my valorous hand !
Dreadful with his crimfon’d fpear,
Cambria’s joy, the Saxons fear.
Let Syftin too, brave welcome gueft,
Share his leader’s gonial feak,
Hero! in the deathful fray .
What flaughter mark’d his bloody way ! !
The Saxon warriors thunn'd his fight,
As'ghofts the morning’s ruddy light.
Patriot Chief! thy noble name _
* Shall fill the loudett trump of Fame;
Bards to the harp thy deeds fhall ﬁng,
And make the Prmcely palace rmg.

Fill the horn adorn’d with gold o~
Bear it to, Ednyfed bold,
Dreadful with.his fhwer 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 tremblmg throng ;
The foes in heaps around him fall, -
Defender of faic Garthon s fall,-

Heard ye not in Maclor s vale
Sounds of death on ev'ry gale ?
Sword clafh’d with fword in confli& dire,

Strike from their pomts the ﬂream of .

fire
Death and mmgled horrors re:gn,
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 foung-

- Of your friends with conqueft crown‘d [

Bear the horn:to Seyhﬂ‘ts hand,
Proteé’tor of his native land H
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Gain'd in honourahle wars s .-

“Fill it too to Madoc's fon,

He a deathlefs name hath won ;

As the wolf, with hunger bold,

Rutfhes on thc bleating fold,

So his courfe the hero bore, -

And ftain’d his fword with Saxon gore;
To his friends his bounty flows,
Dreadfulowly to his foes, >

Bear the horn with filver bound, .
And with golden handles crown’d,
To the fons of Inyr bear, :

Strongeit eaglcs of the war, | :
Youthful warriors, wife and brave )

* Bards from death your names fhail fave ;

You fhall live in noble Jays,
Your country freed:fhal} fpeak your pranfe.

Bear the pureft mead along
To the Prince of facred fong {
Brave Moraddig. every bard

Shall thy valorous deeds record ;
Braveft of the warrior train,

"Sweetelt of the t,uneful firain,

Now pour the horn of fparklmg mead
To the mem’ry of the Dead 5-
To our friends who nobly died
Fighting by their Prince’s fide; -
Heroes fam’d for valorous deeds,
For them my heart with forrow bleeds,
Bards, let the fong of fadnefs fiow,
Tune each harp to notes of woe :
And O'record each warrior’s prélfe,
Bid them live to future days:

*Tis your’s’to crown the hero® 5 name,

And give his'deceds immortal fame :
Cambria’s fons fhall learn the fong,
’I‘he theme, the boaft of ev’ry tongue.

EVEN‘ING. A' ODE.

T

B_y Alexaﬂder ”’zlfoﬂ. :

OW day. departmg in the weﬂ, ‘
With gaudy fplendor lures the eye ;
The (un, declining, finks to reft,” '
_And Ev nmg overmades the ﬂcy.

And are the green extended l:wn, , .
The waving gl‘ovc—the flow’ry.. mead .

- ‘The charms of hill  and. dale \vuhdrawn,‘f‘
And all xhenr bloommg beaunes hxd L

They are—but hft aloft thine eyc,

- Whire ‘all. thefe fparkling ~ glories roll 3
Thofe ‘mighty wonders of the {ky, e,
That glad and elevate the foul, .
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