
lx.

Lo.w -the sun beat on the land,
Purple slope and olive.wôod;

With the wine cup in his hand,
Vast the Helot herdsman stood.

X.

AsJong, gnarl'd mots encla'sp
Some red boulder, fierce entwine-

His strong finorer's, in their rasp
Bowl of ýbright Caec'Uban wine.

xi.

From. far Marsh Amyclae,
Sentried by lank poplar's ta"ll-'

Thro' the red slant of -the day,
Shrill pipes. did 1-ament and cal].

XII.

Pierc'd the swý ayi*'ng air'sharp pines,
Thyrsi-like, t.be gilded ground

Clasp'd black ýhadows of brown vines,
S«Wallows beat their mystic Tound.
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XII i

-Day w2ws at her high unrest
Fever'd with the wine of light,

Loosing all her golden v'est,
Reel'd she towards'the,.Com'lng nighL


