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6 A Vision of Sappho

Of the Persons of the Play, beholding

How they lived whose moods T here have fancied

These responsive verses (need I prompt you?)
\re the broken lines of two fond mortal
| Who were lovers once in Mitylene,
When the lyrie heart and fervid beauty,
With the pure mind so restrained, so eager,
Flamed the perfeet poise in mer ind women

And the arts they wrought with such transcendence

W er you play Cigaretle or Fanchon,
( en or Car or | Muaslova,

All the actor’ ni mes to aid vou
Ardor. temp d understanding,
I | ¢ br h and being

(olor, for | nd melting motion,
1 1 u
B ha btle hiery y you
1 | ( ( thir ft t talent
Fe pr Y 1 0
So | hall t figured,
Fair I ( t wd most loving,
1 A have endowed her
th the Y bearing of a woman
And the ] I ccounted something,

despairs of !

Well. the rain holds up: the fog has lifted

F're he dripy tr tl ooded gorge lies
W 1al ry nle d nd nmit,
W I Is still | lawny patches

I'o the pea nd should of the mountain
The familiar earth retur th sunlight,

And our day-dream var in hill-mist

o, not quite!  Hark from the sombre shadows

N

I'hat sc note, how it pleads and falters,
Stops and hesitates and half recovers

I'hat lost measure from the full June chorus!
Not a wood-thrush?  Then beyond all reason
You believe the Pan-pipes still at moment
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nds « ummer

oose their burden to the v

nd their master haunts the mighty forest
Lonely shore and rocky-bedded hill stream,

Still enamored of his own wild music

And bewildered by a sad strange wonder
At our modern wavs And from that piping
Something plaintive runs across the joyanee

Of this woodland music with a cadence




