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:
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For in that gorgeous dress of beaten gold
Which is more golden than the golden sun
No woman Veronese looked upon

Was half so fair as thou whom I behold.

Yet fairer when with wisdom as your shield
The sober-suited lawyer's gown you donned,
And would not let the laws of Venice yield
Antonio's heart to that accursed Jew -

O Portia! take my heart: it is thy due:

I think I will not quarrel with the Bond.

Poem: Fabien Dei Franchi

(To my Friend Henry Irving)

The silent room, the heavy creeping shade,

The dead that travel fast, the opening door,

The murdered brother rising through the floor,
The ghost's white fingers on thy shoulders laid,
And then the lonely duel in the glade,

The broken swords, the stifled scream, the gore,
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