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tOVl AMONG THB RVIVB.

Now-the country does not even boast a tree,
As you see,

"*

To distin^ slopes of verdure, certain rills 15
From the hills

Intersect and give a name to, (else they run
Into one,)

Where the d^^anddaring pakce shot its spiresUp hke fires
"

O'er the hundred-gated circuit of a wall
Bounding all,

Made of marble, men might march on nor be pressed
Twelve abreast.

And such plenty and perfection, see, of grass 28Never was

!

Such a caT«t as, this summer-time, o'erspreads ,

And embeds
Every vestige of the city, guessed alone.

Stock or stone

—

Where a multitude of men breathed joy and woe
long ago

;

Lust of glory pricked . ,ari. up, dread of shame
Struck them t .^o

;

And that glory and that shame alike, the gold S6
^\ P Bought and sold.

°

Now,_the single little turret that remains
On the plains.

By the eager overrooted, by the gourd
Overscored,

WhUe the patching houseleek's head of blossom winks
Ihrough the chinks-

Marks the basement whence a tower in ancient time
Sprang sublime,
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