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ciYet, Lordling*-though ' but yesterday a lKingi
Throneless, t d1-ed,'-yet nations sobb'd my knell!

And etili 1 live, and reign, no nameless thingr!
1 fell, 'tis true-I failed ; and thou canst teU
That aoy wretch alive may say 1 fell.

Of woerth convicted, and thie glorious sin
That wreck'd the angels, now 1 owve and pay,

To weatth and power's pretended Jacobin,
Scorn for thy gtory, Iaughter for the lay
That %von the flatteries of an abject day.

When Mleanness taugbt her helots to be proud,
Because the breaker of their bonids was gone;

Didst thou, ton, join, magnanimous and loud,
The yetl of millions o'er the prostrate one ?
What cat out-mew'd the Cat of Hlicon ?

Yes, thou didst soothe my sorrows with an ode,
Whben stunn'd I lay beneatb Destruction's wing

And realms embatited o'er their conqueror rode.
Yes, when a wortd combined with flite to fliog
A cruel sunshine on each vulgar King;

lVhen fall'ui, deserted, blasted, and atone,
Silent he press'd bis bed of burning stone,

What caiîjif aim'd nt greatness in despair,
Tih' immortal sbaft that pierc'd Prometheus there ?

Cat, and not vulture ! couldst not thon refrain,
The laureate vile of viler tbîngs to be ?

When ' Timour's Captives'~ cage was rock and main,
What was Ilproud Austria's maournful flower' to thee,
Thou soulJess torturer of Captivily?

And ivh;t to thce, mean Hamager of Thrones,
The sleepless pang that stung him tilt he died ?

Tortur'd, he peris'd-but wvho heard bis grone
Cbaiin'd tbrougb the sont, the ' tbroneless homicide,'
Mfantted bis agony in stoic pride.

WThite souls guitt-clotted watch'd, witb otber's eyes,
And from afar, with other's feet, repair'd

To count, and weigh, and quaif bie agonies-
Like Phi<tîan marbte he endnr'd, and dared
The Universe to sbake what Fate bad spared.

llow fare the tands be lov'd, and fought tu save ?
Oh, Hun and Goth! yonr new born hope is gone!

Thou, ttaty, -art glory's spacions gr
Tbrougti wbich the stream of my renown floiva on,

If it be objected to, these lunes that, the great bard is dead, so, 1 an-
~wer, is a1so the great wvarrior -.and he who bas honest and useful tbouohts
0o exPress of either, or both of them, ehould do bis duty Biton-like.


