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Kencath the oak

Where hang uncut the paly mistletoesThe mistletoe dissolves to Indim v.-]uow

With warm perfumes

Then thy weft weak«»n« ,«^ """" eiiaows.

n.,f r.f J
w^eaKens, and I wake atiainOut of my dreamful drowse.

Ah! fetch thy poppy-baths, juices exprestIn fervid sunshine, where the Javan paInStirs, scarce awakened from its odorous^almBy the enervate wind, that sinks to rest
'

Amid the balm
And sultry silence, murmuring, half asleenCoo fragments of the ocean's foamy roTrAnd of the surge's mighty throbs tha7k eep

'

Porever yearnmg up the golden shore
^

wtJT ^°"g.of Nereids that le /'
Where the curled crests downpour.

Who sips thy wine may float in Bai.-e's skiesOr flushed Maggiore's ripples, middles madeOf storming troubles hard to be allayedWho eats thy berries, for his ears anKMay vmeyard shade
^


