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What more would you? Iear and be transported!

On the white nd I'here a phanto
ind small winst the purple distance,
With her looming walls and spars and towers
Gleaming in the sun is Mitylene

Olive groves and feathery moonlit fountains,
Gardens full of shade and yellow roses,

River beds where glowed the purple iris,

Jonquil and anemone and myrtle,
Temples to the gods in blue-veined marble,
Bronze and gold and ivory and vermilion,
Thentres and baths and noble dwellings,
Lie within her pleasant streets and borders
Where life ran undimmed in happy beauty
In that long

2o no man remembers

There a people very like us moderns
Wrought and triumphed, loved and joyed and suffered,




