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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. 
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From the steep prow I marked with quickening eye 

Zakynthos, every olive grove and creek, 

Ithaca's cliff, Lycaon's snowy peak, 

And all the flower-strewn hills of Arcady. 

The flapping of the sail against the mast, 

The ripple of the water on the side, 

The ripple of girls' laughter at the stern, 

The only sounds:- when 'gan the West to burn, 

And a red sun upon the seas to ride, 

I stood upon the soil of Greece at last! 

 

KATAKOLO. 

 

 

 

Poem: Portia 

 

 

 

(To Ellen Terry.  Written at the Lyceum Theatre) 

 

 

I marvel not Bassanio was so bold 

To peril all he had upon the lead, 

Or that proud Aragon bent low his head 

Or that Morocco's fiery heart grew cold: 


