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" ODES OF PINDAR,

OLYMPIC 1.

Wit water nooght may vie;
And gold, like fire at widaight hlazmg
Glittering heaps outshineth far:
Bat, if thou tell’st of victory,
Soul, throngh wastes of ether gazing,
Than the sun ro brighier star -
Seek; nor deem this earth aupplies
A nobler than th* Olympic prize.
Thence doth the many-voiced hymn arise,
‘Which in their thooght wise minstrels frame,
To warble forth the great Baturnian’s name
Round Hiero's blest hearth with pleoty ster'd:
Rightful sceptre who retains
Oer Sicilia's pastoral plains;
Culling the top of every Hower
That blessometh in Virtue's hower:
Nor lesa he knows the charms that le
Io the sweet soul of Poesy,

B



"2
Such muoeic as around his board
By us, who love him, oft is pour'd.
Reach then the Dorian shell,
On yonder nail, suspended ;
Ifin thee, aweet remembrance gratefl dwell
OFf Pisa, and the steed
Pherenicus, he whose speed,
Az with ungoaded side
He rush’d by Alpheus® tide,
With mighty triump'hﬁ blended
His Syracusan lord, the courser-loving king,
For him a light of glory doth opspring
Amid the land with Lerces teemiog,
Liydian Pelops’ colony,
Whom Neptone chose o be his joy ;
When from that eaunldron pure,
Clotho did bim secare,

Deck’d with an lvory shouolder whitely Leaming.

Many & wontder is, in sooth,
Buat sometismes more than trath,
Un man’s beguiled thought
Tovention will prevail
With a wellworen tale,
In varied colours, gozintly wrought:
And prace, thal can a magic throw
On all that charms the sense below,
By lustre not his own reliev’d,
Hath made th* incredible believ™d.
Baut afier-days the best convincers nre :
And man, should only fuir
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Speak of the Gods, and good :
For zo is blame eschew'd,
O son of Tantulas, not as of yore,
Will I record thy story:
That when to Gods, invited guests,
At Sipyles, thy sire
Spread in return his ample feasts,
Then, smitien with desire,
Thee the trident-ruler bore
Snatch’d up on golden steeds to Jove's bigh
consistory ;
‘Where Ganymede ¢ame ofier thee
To Jove for equal 1winistry.
Bat wheno thou vanish’d wert ; nor sought -
Long time, wast to thy mother brooght,
Bome envioas neighbour whispering said
‘That they thy limbs bad with o blade,
In secthing water, hewn ; and set
Upen the board thy sodden flesh, and eat.
That imopious thought be {ar from me
To tax a God with glationy.
Small gain awaifs the slanderer’s tongue.
If any, mortal tribes amonyg,
In honour high advanced 1o Jire,
Th* Olympian watchers @'er did give,
That Tantalus was be,
But the great bliss unable to digest,
And with satiety opprest,
A direfol harm he roed, the stone
Enormous o’er him huog by Jove,
Which alway from his head



