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DON JUAN.

CANTOS XIIL—-XIII.—AND XIV,

& Dost ibou think, becawss thou art virlwods, there shall be uo more
Cakesand Ale "=+ Yew, by 5t. Anne and Ginger shail be hoti'the
mouth toal™*— Thealfth Night, or FF Rat you FFill.
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DON JUAN. )

CANTO XIL .~

I.

Or all the-barbarcus Middle Ages, that -

Which is the mast barbarous is the middie age
Of man ; it is—I really scatee know what ;

But when we hover between fool and sage,
And don't know justly what we would be at—

A period something like a printed page,
Black letter upon foolscap, while our hair

Grows grizaled, and we are not what we were,—
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II.

Too old for youth,—too young, at thirty-five,

To herd with boys, or hoard with good threescore,—
I wonder people should be left alive;

But since thejr are, that Iepl.mh is a bore :
Love lingers gtill, althoagh ‘twere late to wive;

And as for other lave, the illusion’s oer;
And meney, that most pure imaginafion,

Gleams only thrﬁugh the dawn of its creaticn.

Iil.
Oh Gold! Why call we misers miserable?
Theirs is the pleasure that can never pall;
Theirs i3 the best hower-anchor, the chain cable
Which hold fest other pleasures great end small.
Ye who but see the seving man at table,
And rcorn his temperate board, 58 none at all,
And wonder how the wealthy can be spariog,
Know not what visions spring from each cheess-pering.
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Iv.
Love or lust makes man mck, and wine much sicker;
Ambition rends, and gaming gaine o loss ;
Buot making money, slowly first, then quicker,

And sdding still s Little through each croas
(Which will come over things) beats love ot lignor, -
The gamester’s connter, or the stateaman’s dross.

Oh Gu]_d! I still prefer theo unto paper,
‘Which makes bank credit like a bark of vaponr.

V.

Who hold the balenes of the world ? Who reign

O%r Congress, whether royalist or hiberal ?
‘Who touse the ghirtless patriots of Spain?

(Thatmake oldEurope'sjonrnalsquenk andgibberall.)
Who keep the world, both old and new, in puin

Or plensure Who make politics run glibber all ?
The shade of Bonaparte’s noble dering T—



