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And the plane to the pine-tree is whispering some tale of love 

Till it rustles with laughter and tosses its mantle of green, 

And the gloom of the wych-elm's hollow is lit with the iris sheen 

Of the burnished rainbow throat and the silver breast of a dove. 

 

See! the lark starts up from his bed in the meadow there, 

Breaking the gossamer threads and the nets of dew, 

And flashing adown the river, a flame of blue! 

The kingfisher flies like an arrow, and wounds the air. 

 

 

 

Poem: Theocritus - A Villanelle 

 

 

 

O singer of Persephone! 

In the dim meadows desolate 

Dost thou remember Sicily? 

 

Still through the ivy flits the bee 

Where Amaryllis lies in state; 

O Singer of Persephone! 

 

Simaetha calls on Hecate 
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And hears the wild dogs at the gate; 

Dost thou remember Sicily? 

 

Still by the light and laughing sea 

Poor Polypheme bemoans his fate; 

O Singer of Persephone! 

 

And still in boyish rivalry 

Young Daphnis challenges his mate; 

Dost thou remember Sicily? 

 

Slim Lacon keeps a goat for thee, 

For thee the jocund shepherds wait; 

O Singer of Persephone! 

Dost thou remember Sicily? 

 

 

 

Poem: Greece 

 

 

 

The sea was sapphire coloured, and the sky 

Burned like a heated opal through the air; 

We hoisted sail; the wind was blowing fair 

For the blue lands that to the eastward lie. 


