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I read your purpose riglit. The palace guards
Have been aecured and ail retreat eut off,
And I amn at your mercy. It is well.
So often bave 1 met deatb face to face
His eyes now wear the welcome of a friend's.
la it for haste of Dion, or for gold,
Ve cornte ta stain your honour wltb my blood ?
And think ye 1 shall kneel and fawn on you,
And cry for mercy witb a woman'asharieka?
Thougli me, lîke soine eld lion lu bis den,
Fate, stratagems, flot ye, have trackedto death.
Tbe lion is old, but aIl-bis teeth are sound.
What! ye wonld seize me? Tbere 1 sbake you oiff.
Ye did flot deem these witliered, aimas se atrong
Tbat ye five cuba could thus be kept at bay,
Deapite your clawa and fury and tierce barks.
But I arn Dion-Dion, Plato's friend,
And I have fact-d the rain of burnan blood,
The ligbtning of the awerd-strokes on niy helm,
The thunder of on-rusbing cavalry,
When ye were aucking babies at tbe breast.
And tbink ye I arn one wbom yc can slay
By tbrotthing, as an out-cast says ber cbuld,
Pincbing the 11f e eut of its tiny throat.
Not this shah be rny death, for I arn royal,
And I muet royally die. Go fetcb a sword.
And I shall wed it nobly like a k<ing.

I brought you rnanhood witb rny conquering
arm,

1 offered Syracuse a way to fame.
I coull have Made our city reiu as qneen,
Witb bier dominion founded in tbe sea,
Cemented with wise banda of equal laws,
A constitution wrought by sober minds,
Expanding wltb ita growtb, yeu ye woulû not,
But inewed and babbhed, cried and sulked

again,
Like children that will quarrel fer a coin
And yet its value know not. 1 arn king.
Beyond thia honour, if it honour lie,
To ait entbroned alieve se base a herd,
A king of mine own self. My thouglits are

rnatched
With those of goda, I bave ne kmn with you.
Go, publish my last m ords when 1 arn dead
And sting the city's beart witli tbem, say,

"Thus
0 men of Syracuse, thus Dion spake,
Falling upon the tbresbeld of bis death,
With fa ce turned back, eyes fixed and cheek

unblancbed,
For one last moment at the braying mob,
Ere inte dark be passed to meet bis peers,
The goda and beroes of the nether world."
Vea, tell the foolieh rabble Dion sends
His love and duty as a warrior sbouhd
Unto tbe sweet earth of bis native town,
Soon te be watered witb his warmest blood.
Be loved ber pleasant streets, bier golden air,
The circlu of ber bilas, bier sappbire ses,
And lie loved once and loved unto bis deatb,
The peer, baîf-brutal tbing ber miol becamie
Under the heel of tyrants ;had lie net,
Be miglit bave finiahed eut bis cnurse of days
And died ameng the pillows on bis bed.
But lie se loved bis Syiacuse that she,
Growu sick of bis great heart, let eut its r(d
Upoa the pebliles of bier atreets, and cried,
"Mine own banda Plew bum for lie loved tee

muci."

Tee rauch, ay, at ber piteous caîl lie came
And gripped tbe tyrant's beel upen your neck,
And overthrew hima bidding yen uprise.
And wben your sîhly fathera feared bis strengtb
And set their murdereus anarea around bis

path,
The sword lie drew fer bier, for bier lie ahbeatbed,
Disdaining as a warrior te lie wrotb
At tbe snake's use of its recovered pewer
To sting the breast that warmed it back te 1f.;
And lie whose word could then have crushed

the town
Into a abapeless muin at bis feet,
Led off te Leontini a h bis men,
Who, had ye alain hum, would upon ihe ground
Bave beaped yonr bodi, s for bis funeral pyre ;
And who witb eyes that cursed ber very atones
LoI t Syracuse unbarmed, at bis command.
Yet on the morrow in your new di»tres
Ye were net loth te &end with craven haetA
Your weeping envoya fawning at bis feet
And crying, ',Corne and save us, oh forget,
Great Dion, how we wronged thee, cerne again
Yet this once rnore and save our Syracuse."

There are no depthil in ocean, earth or sky
As deep au flion's pride, there la no force
Cnmmensurate wjth the scori -which curie hie

lhp,
In detestation of the fickle world,
Before hie plunge for ever down death's guif.
So proud was bie, that he despised success,
Bis rnanbood was the crown bis spirit wore.
His stern hoart feit no pulse of arrogant joy
When he charged foremost on the routed

ranks
0f Dionysius iin precipitous flight;
Nor when as conqueror, up the city's bill
The wild moli bore bimwith their loud acclairna,
And women from the house-roofs hailed hlm

king,
And shrilled bis praises out to the great deep.
But he was proud, as miglit serne god be

prend,
At bis self-conquest, when for rnercy sued
False Htraýleides, whose perfidious plot
To overthrow hirn well nigh wrought yeur doom.
Ye aaw the traitor kneel, ye heard bis words,,
How bis swif t tongue did ihide the poisoned

'fangs.But when ahl voices ahouted " Let him die,"
The one most wronged obeyed that inner voîce
Which bade him. apare a fallen enemy,
And stooping down, lie raised and pardoned

hlm,
Well-knowing as ye the baseness of the man,
But being too great for meanness like revenge.-

EIad Dion not been prond, 0 Syracuse,
Be might have told snob tale of woes endnred
As would, like sorne moiat, sont b-wind afLer

frost,
Have made your very walls and porticots,
Run down with tears of sulent sy MI atl.y,
Ye thonglit that day hie read to you unrnoved
The letter that bis own Fon wrote te hlma
In his younig blood, sobbed ont witb broken

cries,
While Dionysius preased the red-hot irons
Close on his slim boy's back, that lie was stoner,
Inhuman, or if humer), weak like you,
And would witb treason buy hlm from bis

chais.
Nay. but ye knew net hùw bis father's heart
Burnt with t1'he fury of the molten sun,
And how the ashes of bis being choked
The steadfast voice which cricd "I1 will not

yield,"
1 will flot wrong my blood witb treachery.
To what is riglt-the goda deliver him,"'

'Twas well ye marked huîn not that other day
Whlin lie broke firat into the citadel
Deserted by the tyrant, and there fonnd,
Whiter, more stone-like than the marbie shaf t
'Gainst which aIe crouched in fear and dread

of hlm,
Bis wife, bis long lest Arete, and went
And drew ber white banda from bier face an&~

caid
"MY wife, rny own, thy Dion comes again,

And bis gîeat love dotb waah thy body dlean
Frorn sina forced on thee, whicb were not,

thine own."
For as she rose and clung about bis neck,
Panting snd qnivering like a hunted fawn,
She downwaid lient ber face in guilelesa abame,
And told bim, witb bier cbeek againat is

brest,
How througli those Years of captive miaery
She, ilie a priestesa, had in secret sbrine
0f wedded heart, kept ever briglit and pure
The vestal flarne of lier great love for hirn.
'Twas well ye rnarked not, Syracusan nmen,
Bow unlike atone was Diori then. how feli
His womnan's tsrs upon bier wornan's bair.
'Twas well ye beard not wbat bis beart puhsed

eut
Witliont one word, into bier tigbt-preasod ear,
Else miglit ye and your wivea have cahled hlm

weak,
When ye had seen that inner self laid bare
Which hoe fcirsook to serve bis native land.

A strong tree whicb bas braved a tbousiand.
stornis

May totter in the wind whîcb. brings its fail,
So now methinka rny pride is dying down
When thus 1 tahk before MY funeral
0f ail the love. hate, duty, self-retîtraint,
Ingratitude and sorrow, which have graved
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