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THE TRANSFORMATION OF LYCON
AND EUPHORMIUS,

BY WILLIAM MELMOTH, BsQ

DEEM not, ye plaintive crew, that fuffer wrong,
Ne thou, O man ! who deal’ft the tort, mifween
The equal gods, who heaven’s fky-manfions throng,
( Though viewlefs to the eyne they diftant fheen)
Speftators recklefs of our actions been.
Turning the volumes of grave fages old,
Where auncient {aws in fable may be feen,
This truth I fond in paynim tale enroll’d ;
Which for enfample drad my mufe fhall here unfold.

‘What time Arcadia’s flowret vallies fam'd,
Pelafgus, firft of monarchs old, obey’d,
There wonn'd a wight, and Lycon was he nam’d,
Uﬂl-'v’d by confcience, of no gods afraid,
Ne juftice rul’d his heart, ne mercy fway'd.
Some l'leld him kin to that abhorred race, p
| m"ft"n’i high towers with mad emprize /12y o
k- ’::“‘N his “ml lynage did ytrace
. fell Erynnis join'd in Pluto’s dire embrace.
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