





TANTALUS







There Tantalus along the Stygian bounds
Pours out deep groans; (with groans all hell resounds)
Ev’n in the circling floods refreshment craves,
And pines with thirst amidst a sea of waves:
When to the water be bis lip applies,

Back from bis lip the treach’rous water flies.
Above, beneath, around bis hapless bead,
Trees of all kinds delicious fruitage spread;
There figs sky-dy’d, a purple bue disclose,
Green looks the olive, the pomegranate glows,
There dangling pears exalted scents unfold,
And yellow apples ripen into gold;

The fruit he strives to seize; but blasts arise,
Toss it on high, and whirl it to the skies.
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