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CORINTH. 
 

1. 
Scarcely a ripple stirs the ocean-deep: 

No cloud obscures the brightness of the sky; 
Superbly huge, majestically steep, 

The citadel looks down with steadfast eye; 
About its base the clamorous seagulls fly, 

Or midway circle, or, down-plunging sheer, 
Into the rock’s rough bosom dip and disappear. 

 
2. 

And this is Corinth! Yonder sacred mount 
Beheld the strife of heroes; yonder stream 

Draws its pure water from Peirene’s fount; - 
Corinth, the eye of Hellas!  Like a dream, 
Her palaces, her gorgeous temples seem 
To rise unbidden from the grave of time, 

And flash upon our sight, as in their former prime. 
 

3. 
‘Twas long past noon: the sun descending east 

Athwart the sky a bright refulgent glow 
Of orange streaked with carmine.  Ere the last 
Soft tint had faded, stately, strong, and slow, 

Before the silent breeze, as silent, lo! 
A great ship passed; each mighty sail outspread, 

Shone in the dying sunlight crimson, gold, and red. 
 

4. 
As that great ship pursued her onward way 

With steady keel and masts that proudly rise, 
Like storm-stripped pines unbending, through the bay, 

Up the Corinthian gulf, the western skies 
By coming night reft of their bright disguise 
Assumed a soberer hue; the short twilight 

Had vanished, and the moon shone calm and silver-bright. 
 

5. 
Quickly the hours pass on; ‘tis midnight now 
And quiet as the grave: hark! Through the air 

A soft strange sounds is stealing; whispers low 
And sweet, as bells at even, everywhere 

Strike on the ravished sense in accents rare, 
But not for long; chill dawn is nigh at hand, 

And soon the mantling light will spread o’er sea and land. 
 

6. 
Then rose the sun, as the ripples danced 

Stirred by the breeze, a thousand tongues of fire 
Flashed from the deep spontaneously, and glanced 



From wave to wave, and, high and even higher 
Scaling the ocean’s breast, seemed to aspire 

To gain the very throne of God: amazed 
That path my spirit longed to follow, as I gazed. 

 
7. 

And there is shone, clear and yet red as gold, 
Still and yet never still, a path that led 

From earth to heaven; and the flushed billows rolled 
And broke upon the shore, where Sparta’s dead 

Lay in their last long sleep, and overhead 
Towered the mighty hill, whose rugged height 

Swathed and enshrouded lay in folds of purple light. 
 

8. 
In all the universe where can be found 
A scene so pregnant of the past, a sight 
So grand and yet so tender?  All around 
Lie relics of the days of Corinth’s might; 
There to the left the Ionian, to the right 

The Aegean waters break upon the shore, 
Each toward the other yearning with dull, restless roar. 

 
9. 

And from the crest of that Acropolis, 
Acrocorinthus, mountain-cidadel, 

Where rugged chasm and craggy precipice 
And naked boulder, with fair-flowering dell 

And sloping greensward mingled, rise pell-mell, 
The eye may catch where first the sunrise shone, 

And rivalling its beams, Athene’s Parthenon. 
 

10. 
Northward behold! Up-towers the cloven mount 

Parnassus, all his summits white with snow, 
Where spring the sparkling waves, that from the fount 

Of the immortal Nine for ever flow; 
Parnassus, round whose feet the myrtles grow 

With shady laurels and pale olive-trees, 
That sway and softly whisper to the wandering breeze. 

 
11. 

Nor this is all; far off the fir-clad height 
Of Helicon soars up against the sky; 

And, though no more Jove’s archer-son delight 
To fill its groves with heavenly minstrelsy, 
The valleys laugh for joy, the breezes sigh, 

The mountain-voices thunder still the same, 
As when divine Apollo to its woodlands came. 

 
12. 

Ages have rolled away: another race 
Now holds the world in awe, a nation great 

Of heart and sage of counsel, from whose face 



The cultured Greek, now waxed effeminate, 
Shrinks backward and bows low before his fate: 

Far wings that eagle, whose terrific flight 
No battle-bolt can tame, nor storm of heave affright. 

 
13. 

Shade of Timoleon, and is there none 
Of all great Corinth’s children, in whose breast 

The love of liberty beats true – not one 
Would deem it joy to die at the behest 

Of his dear native land?  Ah! Hide the rest! 
Rome and her legions batter at the gate, 

And Corinth falls for ever from her high estate. 
 

14. 
For ever! Though upon a later day 
A city shall arise more glorious still 

Than that which perished, ancient Corinth lay 
A few charred ruins ‘neath her guardian hill: 

For Rome’s stern soldier, whose unbending will 
Knew but to strike and spare not, ruthless cast 

To fire and sword the relics of her glorious past. 
 

15. 
And desolation brooded where before 

The mighty city ran her daily round 
Of pleasure; where a never-ceasing roar 

Made as if night were day, silence profound 
Now made all days seem night.  Close to the ground 

On weary wing the houseless swallow flew, 
Seeking with anxious cry the home that once she knew. 

 
16. 

Slowly with creeping pace the years dragged on; 
Summer and winter, bringing heat and cold, 

Succeeded each the other; nightly shone 
The same pale moon, and with his train of gold 
The sun still swept the ocean; broke and rolled 

The surges on the sounding shores; - there passed 
A century of woe: then came a change at last: 

 
17. 

A change of joy from sorrow and despair, 
To new-born hope from weary hopelessness! 

Then sea, and mountain, river, sky, and air, 
To welcome their new Mistress, and to bless 
The great Dictator, from their long distress 

Woke jubilant: and, where the first had died, 
A second city rose in plenitude of pride. 

 
18. 

Swiftly she rose, as if to hide the dead 
That lay beneath.  Once more the sun’s bright flame 

Flashed down on hall and palace; shadows fled 



Back to the stygian gloom from whence they came, 
And light and energy diffused her fame 

From sea to sea; but nothing can restore 
Her banished children: these Corinth shall see no more. 

 
19. 

For ‘neath the shade of fane or palace fair, 
‘Mid rock-hewn theatre and marble hall, 
‘Mid statuary divine and painting rare, 

‘Mid beauty, grace, magnificence, and all 
That could refine or elevate, the thrall 

Of Roman masters grovelled, darkly shrined 
In vile desire of gain, with greedy avarice blind. 

 
20. 

The merchants ply their trade with ceaseless zest; 
Her ports are filled with shipping; commerce flows 

Through its old gates from Asia to the west; 
Great grows her wealth, and, with it, greater grows 

Her luxury: walls, fair without, enclose 
Within such depths of infamy and shame, 

That e’en to that dark age a bye-word she became. 
 

21. 
Why sleeps the wrath of heaven against the wrong? 

Surely the day of vengeance is at hand! 
The dust of buried ages cries ‘how long 

Shall brute-pollution stain our fatherland?1 
Death and destruction at her threshold stand 

Ready to smite: - but through the deepening gloom 
Shot a bright gleam of light that turned aside her doom. 

 
22. 

From out the east a tiny vessel came 
Laden with hope, and, as it crossed the sea, 

The very winds their fury strove to tame, 
And speed it on its way; with joyous glee 

The sea-fowl played around it; merrily 
Before its bows, like radiant arrows, shone 

The fish in silver shoals, and seemed to guide it on. 
 

23. 
For who can say that Nature’s mighty heart, 

Beating so strong in things inanimate, 
Making each blade of grass a living part 

Of the great Whole, is touched not by the fate 
Of man, her noblest, whom with joy to sate 

The flowerets bud, their husks the young shoots break, 
And with morn-greeting song the sky-lark doth awake? 

 
24. 

But what is he whom very beast and bird 
Welcome to Corinth, for whose bark the wind 

Smooths the rough ocean-way?  One who has heard 



The voice that none may hear, on whom had shined 
The light ineffable, whose eyes once blind 

Were now illumed for ever, and whose sword, 
Bathed once in martyr’s blood, now battled for the Lord. 

 
25. 

But see!  The ship hath reached the harbour; now 
On Corinth’s shore he stands; what grief of soul, 

What inwards sorrow lies upon his brow? 
Is his heart failing? Doth the longed-for goal 
Fade in the distance, as doubt’s billows roll 

Between and storms of trouble rage? – Ah! No, 
‘Through peril we prevail, though weakness stronger grow.’ 

 
26. 

Would we might see him as he stood alone 
In that great city, thousands passing by, 

Bent some on pleasure, some on gain, but none 
Thirsting for higher things!  With what a sigh 
Heaves the strong heart, as with uplifted eye 

He pleads for strength, amid that desperate fray, 
Never to faint or fail till he had gained the day! 

 
27. 

Standing erect upon the mountain-side, 
The glorious sky above him, at his feet 

The soft green pasture dotted far and wide 
With countless flowers – where else a spot so meet 

Of love to men God’s message to repeat? – 
He told his wondrous tale; the tidings ran 

From mouth to mouth, and thus his ministry began. 
 

28. 
We mark him turning from the stately square 

Down the dark alley, as he moves along 
From house to house, a figure slight and spare, 

Bent with long toil, a spirit tender, strong. 
To raise the weak, or wrestle with the wrong, 

Ready himself to be accurst, so they, 
The wandering souls he loved, not perish from the Way. 

 
29. 

When the May sun is shining, and the earth 
New-bursting into blossom, when the air, 

The sky, and all Creation feels the birth 
Of summer in its joy, what do we care 

For yon small celandine?  Its golden hair 
Grows pale beside the buttercup, its eye 

Loses its lustre when more gorgeous flowers are night. 
 

30. 
But when the boisterous winds of March blow keen, 

And winter’s snow has hardly disappeared, 
If but one tiny blossom star the green, 



How much we love it! how our hearts, long seared, 
Are by its unassuming beauty cheered! 
Herald of brighter glories on their way, 

Peerless awhile it shines ‘mid the surrounding grey. 
 

31. 
Nor can we doubt that in the faithless crowd 

Of those that hearkened but to scoff or blame, 
Or ‘mid the roar of pleasure vain and loud, 

That surged about him, some small few became 
Dearer for very dearth: amid the shame 

Of hollow falsehood and uncurbed desire, 
The upright-hearted shine like jewels in the mire. 

 
32. 

And so he taught them, and all times to be, 
The noblest lesson ever taught or known – 
That mightiest virtue of the mighty three, 

That hopeth, suffereth, seeketh not her own; 
Flesh raised in power that was in weakness sown, 

And all the glory, from corruption won, 
Of that immortal dress, this mortal must put on. 

 
33. 

Corinth is dust: upon her site sublime 
Stand seven sole pillars pointing to the sky, 

Like those great words, graved on the heart of time, 
That shall the faithlessness of man defy. 

Corinth is dust: but let the passer-by 
Think as he gropes among her ruins green – 

‘Earth were the poorer now, if Corinth had not been.’ 
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