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Must pass, before the barp from whieh the Fâes
460 Will strike this music bas been made, and oh!

How many thousand times niy burning wheels
Will lighten round this globe before 1 can
Announce that happy morn; the day will still

Steal into narrow rooms where genius pines-
In want, orbreaýs bis heart agaiinst the odds
Of the blind bafflinor, brittish multitude.
\More than a icentiiry ago 1 look'd
Into the room of Chatterton and saw
The boy of genius dead by bis owD hand,
Thé empty vial near. l've peer'd between
The bars which. held Cervautes in; obscure
And poor and blind great Milton felt my presence;
And often have 1 seen the faithful black
Attend.,.-%nt of poor Camoens retarn

From beggoing all the night for food to feed
lUis master destin'd soon. to die a pauper

In an almshousé. But why pursue a theme
Too trite and sad So -sad if gods with grief

Forluman things could suffer, tears of mine

480 Would flow, so that the sua which follows hard.
TJpon our track could net th-(--9£0 und
This summer day. Right-undèp where we stan&
The savage râled. anil on that very hill
Bis couneils held, cotincils which in the mind

-Of Jove rank uêt, as hi g3rh as those which now
A race self-styled superior hold, alone


