MYCENAEAN MEMORIES

Gerators P. Dria

Nature remembers when mankind forgets
The heroes whom man's ancient arts enshrine.
We, caught in evils new and universal,

when night falls in Greece, the travellers learn
those myths are proved by all they see
as by the citadel they stand
[yeenae. Sunset glows
in the sky expand

lian rock, like light reflected
fallen Troy, like long-awaited fire
the watoher soon his king would come
this ancient city of his sire.
retinue at the port now seems
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ed road, to wind
the meropolis gate and solemnize
ing rites.
no chorus greets
memory; no chariots wear
beneath the Lion Gate.
years ago the king came there.)

ominous splendor now is lost to sight;
tinkling of herded sheep recall
hollow pageant of his weleome home.
night wailing by the ruined wall
the
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bells
shrieks by which the murdered king
is faithless queen. But now such sound
repeats unheard by man, who comes
by daylight to such haunted ground.
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THE DALHOUSIE REVIEW

Then days when sunny winter turns to spring,
What meets the gaze of thoughtful wanderer here?
Huge lichened stones the Cyclopean art

Raised with a grandeur lonely and austere,

Tho circled graves of famous Atrous sood,
The Argive princes, stand wide open now.
The rifled tomb of Agamemnon

Denuded of its treasures, proves the wealth
Mycenae, rich in gold, stored on its hill.

Nature, remembering, grows about the tombs

Wild flowers that represent the soul of each.

Hard murderous thistles, wrecked unyielding stalks
Of pristine fineness, in wintry winds now bleach
Like Clytemnestra’s spirit, broken by loss

Of first-born daughter, whom her hush-nd Chiet—
Strange father—sarificed on Aulis’ s

The blood of Agamemnon has a hn

Mute resurrection in anemones.

Large windflowers, purple, pale or glowing' red,
Impassion these cold stones with tragic hue,
Remembering Homer's royal hero dead.

Blectra, younger daughter brooding always
murderous revenge against her mother,

ther;

Likewise Omm. filled with thoughts of death—

These tragic figures, sinning for the sake
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By asphodels, dull stunted plants that malk

The pale flowered meadows in the land of shades.

Sharp lelvu aud dacilined solocoms thin. flowers
tes' dagger, his long pursuit

By F\mu, his remorse-filled endless hours.







