

  

    

      

    

  




  








  Loving in truth, and fain in verse my love to show








  That she (dear She) might take some pleasure of my pain:








  Pleasure might cause her read, reading might make her know,








  Knowledge might pity win, and pity grace obtain;








  I sought fit words to paint the blackest face of woe,








  Studying inventions fine, her wits to entertain:








  Oft turning others’ leaves, to see if thence would flow








  Some fresh and fruitful showers upon my sun-burn’d brain.








  But words came halting forth, wanting Invention’s stay,








  Invention, Nature’s child, fled step-dame Study’s blows,








  And others’ feet still seem’d but strangers in my way.








  Thus, great with child to speak, and helpless in my throes,








  Biting my truant pen, beating myself for spite--








  “Fool,” said my Muse to me, “look in thy heart and write.”




  









  








  Loving, and wishing to show my love in verse,








  So that Stella might find pleasure in my pain,








  So that pleasure might make her read, and reading make her know me,








  And knowledge might win pity for me, and pity might obtain grace,








  I looked for fitting words to depict the darkest face of sadness,








  Studying clever creations in order to entertain her mind,








  Often turning others’ pages to see if, from them,








  Fresh and fruitful ideas would flow into my brain.








  But words came out lamely, lacking the support of Imagination:








  Imagination, nature’s child, fled the blows of Study, her stepmother:








  And the writings (‘feet’) of others seemed only alien things in the way.








  So while pregnant with the desire to speak, helpless with the birth pangs,








  Biting at my pen which disobeyed me, beating myself in anger,








  My Muse said to me ‘Fool, look in your heart and write.’








  




  








  Not at first sight, nor with a dribbed shot








  Love gave the wound, which while I breathe will bleed;








  But known worth did in mine of time proceed,








  Till by degrees it had full conquest got:








  I saw and liked, I liked but loved not;








  I lov’d, but straight did not what Love decreed.








  At length to love’s decrees I, forc’d, agreed,








  Yet with repining at so partial lot.








  Now even that footstep of lost liberty








  Is gone, and now like slave-born Muscovite








  I call it praise to suffer tyranny;








  And now employ the remnant of my wit








  To make myself believe that all is well,








  While with a feeling skill I paint my hell.




  









  








  Love gave the wound, which will bleed as long as I breathe,








  But not at the first sight of her, nor with a chance shot,








  Rather her established worth tunnelled away for a time,








  Until, little by little, it achieved a complete conquest.








  I saw her and liked her: I liked her but did not love her yet:








  Then I loved her but did not immediately obey Love’s demands:








  At length under duress I agreed to Love’s commands,








  Though complaining about the unfairness of my fate.








  Now even that step on the ladder of lost freedom








  Is vanished, and like a Muscovite born to love slavery,








  I call undergoing tyranny something worthy of praise:








  And now I make use of what is left of my intelligence








  To convince myself that everything is well,








  While with sensitive art I depict my self in hell.








  









  








  Note: The Muscovites were under the rule of Ivan the Terrible at this time.




  








  Let dainty wits cry on the Sisters nine,








  That bravely mask’d, their fancies may be told:








  Or, Pindar’s apes, flaunt they in phrases fine,








  Enam’ling with pied flowers their thoughts of gold.








  Or else let them in statelier glory shine,








  Ennobling new found tropes with problems old,








  Or with strange similes enrich each line,








  Of herbs or beasts which Inde or Afric’ hold.








  For me in sooth, no Muse but one I know:








  Phrases and problems from my reach do grow,








  And strange things cost too dear for my poor sprites.








  How then? Even thus: in Stella’s face I read








  What love and beauty be, then all my deed








  But copying is, what in her Nature writes.




  









  








  Let affected intellects invoke the nine Muses,








  So that their works may be written with theatrical flourishes:








  Or imitators of the poet Pindar flaunt themselves in fine phrases,








  Over-refining their gilded thoughts with embellishments;








  Or let them shine out in a higher style,








  Making newly coined metaphors nobler with ancient matters:








  Or enrich each line with strange similes,








  Or with herbs or beasts which are found in Africa or India.








  In fact I only know one Muse (Stella)








  And phrases and ancient matters are out of my reach,








  And foreign things cost too much for my poor spirits.








  What to do then? Why this: I read in Stella’s face








  What love and beauty are: then all I need to do








  Is to copy what Nature has written in her.








  









  








  Note: Sydney lists four modes of elaboration: invocation of the Muses, imitation of Pindar (518-c446BC) and the Greeks, rhetorical and logical tropes, and the use of exotic similes.




  








  Virtue, alas, now let me take some rest.








  Thou set’st a bate between my will and wit.








  If vain love have my simple soul oppress’d,








  Leave what thou likest not, deal not thou with it.








  Thy scepter use in some old Cato’s breast;








  Churches or schools are for thy seat more fit.








  I do confess, pardon a fault confess’d,








  My mouth too tender is for thy hard bit.








  But if that needs thou wilt usurping be,








  The little reason that is left in me,








  And still th’effect of thy persuasions prove:








  I swear, my heart such one shall show to thee








  That shrines in flesh so true a deity,








  That Virtue, thou thyself shalt be in love.




  









  Virtue let me have some rest.








  You cause a conflict between my will and my intellect:








  If hopeless love has oppressed my unsophisticated soul,








  Leave me alone since you dislike it, and have no dealings with me.








  Use your power on some severe old man like Cato the Censer:








  Churches or schools are more suited for your occupation.








  I confess, and please pardon the fault since I confess it,








  That my mouth is too tender to receive your hard bit.








  But if you really have to take control of








  The little bit of reason that is left to me,








  And go on to prove the results of your persuasiveness:








  I swear that my heart will show you someone








  Who enshrines so true a deity in her flesh








  That even you, Virtue, will be in love with her.








  









  








  Note: Cato the Censor, the elder Cato (234-149BC) a Roman noted for his severity.




  








  It is most true, that eyes are form’d to serve








  The inward light; and that the heavenly part








  Ought to be king, from whose rules who do swerve,








  Rebels to Nature, strive for their own smart.








  It is most true, what we call Cupid’s dart,








  An image is, which for ourselves we carve:








  And, fools, adore in temple of our heart,








  Till that good God make Church and churchman starve.








  True, that true beauty virtue is indeed,








  Whereof this beauty can be but a shade,








  Which elements with mortal mixture breed:








  True, that on earth we are but pilgrims made,








  And should in soul up to our country move:








  True, and yet true that I must Stella love.




  









  It is true that our eyes are created to serve








  The inner light of the soul, and that the heavenly part








  Of us ought to be king, and those who deviate from its rules








  Are rebels against Nature, and their efforts harm themselves.








  It is true that what we call Cupid’s arrow








  Is a symbolic image that we carve out for ourselves,








  And foolishly give adoration to in our hearts as if in a temple,








  Until that false god puts Church and churchmen out of work.








  It is true that Virtue is indeed true beauty,








  Of which earthly beauty can only be a shadow








  Made from a mortal mixture of the elements:








  It is true that we are only created to be pilgrims on earth,








  And should, within our souls, travel upwards to our true country:








  All this is true, and yet it is also true that I must love Stella.








  









  








  Note: Plato’s theory is that mortal beauty is a shadow of ideal virtue, the elements combining and then dissolving again in death.




  








  Some lovers speak when they their Muses entertain,








  Of hopes begot by fear, of wot not what desires:








  Of force of heav’nly beams, infusing hellish pain:








  Of living deaths, dear wounds, fair storms, and freezing fires.








  Some one his song in Jove, and Jove’s strange tales attires,








  Broidered with bulls and swans, powdered with golden rain;








  Another humbler wit to shepherd’s pipe retires,








  Yet hiding royal blood full oft in rural vein.








  To some a sweetest plaint a sweetest style affords,








  While tears pour out his ink, and sighs breathe out his words:








  His paper pale despair, and pain his pen doth move.








  I can speak what I feel, and feel as much as they,








  But think that all the map of my state I display,








  When trembling voice brings forth that I do Stella love.




  









  Some lovers, when inspired by their Muses,








  Speak about hopes created by fear, and of who-knows-what desires,








  Of the power of heavenly rays infusing hellish pain,








  Of living deaths, dear wounds, fair storms, and freezing fires:








  One of them dresses his poems with Jupiter and Jupiter’s strange tales,








  Embroidering them with bulls and swans, sprinkling golden rain:








  Another humbler poet writes about pastoral shepherd’s flutes,








  But often hiding royal attitudes in the rural similes and metaphors:








  To some poets a sweet sadness allows their sweetest style,








  While they use tears for ink, and breathe out their words in sighs,








  And pale despair is their paper, and pain moves their pen.








  I can speak what I feel, and feel as much as they do,








  But I think that I show everything I can of my state of mind








  When my trembling voice utters its love for Stella.








  









  








  Note: Petrarch used the oxymoron heavily e.g. freezing fires. The other references are perhaps to Ronsard and the Pléiades, the Virgilian school of pastoral poetry, and Dante’s dolce stil nuovo, the sweet new style of Dante, Cavalcante, and others. For Jupiter, and Europa, Leda and Danae whom he raped while disguised as a bull, swan, and shower of gold respectively see Ovid, Metamorphoses VI:103-114.




  








  When Nature made her chief work, Stella’s eyes,








  In colour black why wrapp’d she beams so bright?








  Would she in beamy black, like painter wise,








  Frame daintiest lustre, mix’d of shades and light?








  Or did she else that sober hue devise,








  In object best to knit and strength our sight,








  Lest if no veil those brave gleams did disguise,








  They sun-like should more dazzle than delight?








  Or would she her miraculous power show,








  That whereas black seems Beauty’s contrary,








  She even in black doth make all beauties flow?








  Both so and thus, she minding Love should be








  Placed ever there, gave him this mourning weed,








  To honour all their deaths, who for her bleed.




  









  Why did Nature wrap Stella’s eyes, those bright rays








  That are Nature’s main work, in black colouring?








  Did Nature wish, like a skilled painter using chiarascuro technique,








  To create the finest lustre by mixing shadows and light?








  Or did Nature create that sombre shade of colour








  In order to knit together and strengthen our powers of vision,








  In case Stella’s sun-like eyes should dazzle more than they delight








  By being free of any protective veil?








  Or did Nature wish to show her miraculous powers








  By making all beauties appear with a black colouring








  Even though black is not regarded as being beautiful?








  No, it is as follows: Nature remembering that Love should always be








  Placed in Stella’s eyes, gave Love’s clothes this mournful colour,








  To honour the deaths of all those who bleed to death for her sake.








  









  








  Note: Stella, Penelope Devereux, had dark eyes and fair hair.




  








  Love, born in Greece, of late fled from his native place,








  Forc’d by a tedious proof, that Turkish harden’d heart








  Is no fit mark to pierce with his fine pointed dart,








  And pleas’d with our soft peace, stayed here his flying race.








  But finding these north climes do coldly him embrace,








  Not used to frozen clips, he strave to find some part








  Where with most ease and warmth he might employ his art:








  At length he perch’d himself in Stella’s joyful face,








  Whose fair skin, beamy eyes, like morning sun on snow,








  Deceiv’d the quaking boy, who thought from so pure light
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