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AUTHOR'S - PREFATORY NOTE.

I am unwilling to Jet ** Phaon and Sappho * pass from

.my control into the onter world without a word of apology
for one or two anachronisms, which if not appavent to the
general resder, will readily suggest themselves to the scholar,
Tt will be seen that Melanthos in putting his daughter's
innocence to the teat of arms, adopts the mannerz of

chivalry, in which the fundamental ideas with regard to

womanbood were entively different from those beld by the

Greeks, durivg the time in which the events of this Play

are sapposed to have had place,

The nesrest approach to the tournament of chivalry in
clagsic writers iz the ocontest between Parie and Menalaus,
in the ITI Book of the Iliad, where the chanee of victory
sa deciding the virtue of a third person i= mever once
dreamed of, 1o the Greek such a subtilty would be above
the proof of & physical issne 1

Alzo it may be esid that Grecian idess were insufiicient
to express the fulness and entirety of human life, according
to the usages of the modern Flaywright as it¥ exponent .—
socordingly bere and there some words may suggest ideas
which were unknown to the Greek before the institution of
Christianity ; but which are perfectly at home in a work—

“ Withholding Lime,
But flatiering the golden prime.”

At this time so prolific in eriticism, it would be rather
late to point out anachronisme similar to those which I have
alluded to in wy own work, in the writings of some of the
first rate minds of the paat.

I leave Phaon and Sappho thevefore to those who are
able to take the impression of an unsophisticated buman
nature and age, uncurbed by the critical element which
surrounds the conventionalities of modern life.
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PHAON AND SAPPHO.
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SCENE.—Mytilene in Teshos, and Neighbourhood.

.

ACT 1.
Boewe I—Mytilene, A Public Place.
Enter Pasox and LeoNipas,

Phaon. Chide not the gentler hbumour of my mind ;
For custom, and the habit of our lives
Trapsform th' intent of nature in oorselves.
The warlike institutions of your state
Do give & martial tenor to your thoughts,
Which else might be a shepherd's, lover’s, fool's,
Born in & state with lesser discipline ;
And you might lay you down in wanton ease,
And with your fancies fill the idle time,
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Throughout the golden afterncons of Greece,
Garing, through the transparent viclet air,

At those old habitations of the Gods,

Which lift their rocky foreheads to the clouds.
O | doubt it not, "tis the caprioe of fate,
Ruling the circumstances of our birth,

That makes ns, this, or that.

Leonidas, Be as you are:
I will not vex you with a hantering tongus ;
But that put by, I do confess T would
Ses you possess & healthier relish of life:
You are oo lover, thus to have your brow
‘Wrapped in the sable shadow of a thought !
You are but young in years, your course bids fair,
You have command of wealth, friends, infinence ;
The ancient grandeur of your fmn.l.l]r
Entitles you to reverence and respect
Though, as & Bpartan, I am taught to lock
Upnn these things as steaws, superfluous,

And therefore should find other things to praise ;

Yet, knowing it would be but labour lost,
To shew you up the value of your life
Acgcording to a forsign estimats,

I, aa & Mytilenian, speak to you
Here comes & different thinker. [Enter Toaro.
dearo. Midnight again |

01 what a treasure melancholy is,
That men—and one especially—hug it so.
Have you the toothache, Phaon, or the stitch
Or are you on an everlasting search
For something dropped upon the dusty earth,
You walk with dewnward gaze !
Phaon {agide), Prevalent remark,
(olowd). Icaro, I have lost my former self.
Jearn. Then come with me, and in & cup of wine
T'll conjure up that abaent excellence
That used to be the essence of all mirth,
Drained through the finest sieve of scholar's wit ;
Or I'll invoke the devil cut of you
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%y the bare aspiration of & sigh. (sighs)

you are lost in thought, T'il find your thought,
And bring you gently back your former self ;

If you are lost in love, I'll find you there,

Lost to yourself, be not to others lost,

Or I ghall get the crier of the town

Proclaiming you as smch ; I'll Phaon find

Or ears are deaf, or eyes most surely blind,

Phaon. I am oo bankrupt.

1eara, Thut's & too thriving trade
For men to wear sad faces on, I think.

FPhaon. Nor yet in love.

Taaro, Less causa for sadnesa that,
Phaon. Nor troubled with much thought.
fearo, Then why not merry

Seeing you have no resson to be sad
Methinks some stranger soul doth tenant you,
Warlike Leonidaa, you stand aside—
How is my Spartan §

Leonidas, Would Phaon were as well.

deare. He iz u gentleman dear to ue all,
And therefore we must grieve to see him thus,
Leonidas. Your sympathy for him makes you my friend ;
Bpeak to him further, I perceive your words
Rouse him above his wont.
Jearo. Phaon ! the news !
The Princes of Epire and Egypt come,
Being students and companions from their youth,
In visitation to our honoured Isle ;
Lesbos being in the line and route of travel
That they propose to go. Come with us now,
And you will see their landing, and their state :
The bustle and commotion of the day
‘Will help to dissipate your darker mood
By loas of individoality
Among a crowd that spurs your interest up.
"Tie & prime remedy !
Phaon. No, not to-day,
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learo. My efforts being spent I haste away.  [Eait.

Feomidas, My gentle friend, your life and interest have
A habitation large within my heart ;
Bay, can I not persvade you any way
Tn tuste the stirring plessurss of the day 1
Come, et me exercise that mild command
Which friends put forth in love.
Phaon. Leonidas,
T am & burden to your noble care,
More than my state it grieves me to be so—
I will not tie you constant to my side,
It is mere selfishness.
Leonidms, Farewell awhile,
I'll come to you at evening—Be & man !
Phaon. DBest men are like myself at times,—farewall |
[ Bxit LEowIDAS.
Here comes my man. [ Enter Brasipas,
FBrosidas. 8ir, sir, I've sought you long.
FPhaon, And baving found me, what would Brasidas |

Drasidas. Your fite of abeence and of solitode
Make me most anxious about your estate.
Come, come; my Lord, I am your elder, think,
Listen to understanding and good words--
I have been twice in every street to-day
Zearching you ocut : so I have found you now—
Well, no more words abont't, come home, eoane home,
It is not safe for you to walk alone—
Trust me—ecome home,

Phaon. Ey Jove ! what do yon mean i
Think you 1 am a helpless lunatic §
‘What eccentricity, or strange mark have I,
That makes the common eye single me out
From madder mortals 1 Brasidas | go home !
If you persiat in boring me this way,
I shall forget your ancient kindnesses
And term of faithful services. [ E=it BrasiDas,
Yet am I mad,
If madness is & loss of balance here ;
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And that I am unhinged in some strange way,
Th' unsettled working of my thoughts displays :
And yet it is not eas ; but a loss

Of healthy emergy ; life flags with me.

I bhave not lent my youthful vigour out

Unto laacivions courses, and so gnaw'd

The wormwood of & stale satiety.

There is & ¢raving in my inmest soul

For some unknown sod unpronouncéd want,
That shall absorh and dominate my life ;

Yot what it is I know not, nor can name

An nndefined desire within mysslf ;

1 do sustain & lose of that quick sense

Which did perceive ull beaunty, and T miss
The fresh enjoyment of my younger life,
When I should have it strongest. O despair |
Heaven send me something to arouse my life,
Or I shall bid my hastily winged prayers
Climb the Olympian hill, petitioning

Jove to dry up the taper of my life, -

And send me hence. I will not home as yet,
But walk awhile beside the foaming seas [ Exii.

ey

BoeNE 2.-—The Sea Shore néay Mytilons,
Enter BarraO. ’

Sappha. the city with its restless life,
Here um I free. O Nature ! I to thee
Render my uncorrupted homage ; in Thee
I read the large benevolence of the Gods,
Whose indistinet and shadowy forma are ssen
Befors imagination's forming eye,
Within thin veils of clouds Enc{ curling waves :

Enter PHAON of o distance.

This gift of song within me is a joy
Above the understanding of the world,
And all my beart is Nature’s—nothing human
Pollutes, or shall pollute that shrive of love,



