Iphigenia in Tauris
Euripides 485/4-406 B.C.
strophe 2

How did they pass the dangerous rocks

Clashing with rude, tremendous shocks?

How pass the savage-howling shore,

Where once the unhappy Phineus held his reign,
And sleep affrighted flies its roar,

Steering their rough course o'er this boisterous main,
Form'd in a ring, beneath whose waves

The Nereid train in high arch'd caves

Weave the light dance, and raise the sprightly song,
While, whispering in their swelling sails,

Soft Zephyrs breathe, or southern gales

Piping amid their tackling play,
As their bark ploughs its watery way

Those hoary cliffs, the haunts of birds, along,

To that wild strand, the rapid race

Where once Achilles deign'd to grace?
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