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SAPPHO


(c. 630–570 BC)


TRANSLATED BY JOHN MYERS O’HARA (1910)


Passion


 



Now Love shakes my soul, a mighty


Wind from the high mountain falling


Full on the oaks of the forest;


Now, limb-relaxing, it masters


My life and implacable thrills me,


Rending with anguish and rapture.


Now my heart, paining my bosom,


Pants with desire as a mænad


Mad for the orgiac revel.


Now under my skin run subtle


Arrows of flame, and my body


Quivers with surge of emotion.


Now long importunate yearnings


Vanquish with surfeit my reason;


Fainting my senses forsake me.





The First Kiss


 



And down I set the cushion


Upon the couch that she,


Relaxed supine upon it,


Might give her lips to me.


As some enamored priestess


At Aphrodite’s shrine,


Entranced I bent above her


With sense of the divine.


She had, by nature nubile,


In years a child, no hint


Of any secret knowledge


Of passion’s least intent.


Her mouth for immolation


Was ripe, and mine the art;


And one long kiss of passion


Deflowered her virgin heart.





Comparison


 



Less soft a Tyrian robe


Of texture fine,


Less delicate a rose


Than flesh of thine.


Whiter thy breast than snow


That virgin lies,


And deeper than the blue


Of seas thy eyes.


More golden than the fruit


Of orange trees,


Thy locks that floating lure


The satyr breeze.


Less fine of silver string


An Orphic lyre,


Less sweet than thy low laugh


That wakes desire.












HENRY HOWARD, EARL OF SURREY


(c. 1517–1547)


Give Place, Ye Lovers


 



Give place, ye lovers, here before


That spent your boasts and brags in vain;


My lady’s beauty passeth more


The best of yours, I dare well sayen,


Than doth the sun the candle light,


Or brightest day the darkest night.


And thereto hath a troth as just


As had Penelope the fair;


For what she saith, ye may it trust,


As it by writing sealèd were:


And virtues hath she many mo’


Than I with pen have skill to show.


I could rehearse, if that I would,


The whole effect of Nature’s plaint,


When she had lost the perfect mould,


The like to whom she could not paint:


With wringing hands, how she did cry,


And what she said, I know it aye.


I know she swore with raging mind,


Her kingdom only set apart,


There was no loss by law of kind


That could have gone so near her heart;


And this was chiefly all her pain;


“She could not make the like again.”


Sith Nature thus gave her the praise,


To be the chiefest work she wrought,


In faith, methink, some better ways


On your behalf might well be sought,


Than to compare, as ye have done,


To match the candle with the sun.












SIR WALTER RALEIGH


(c. 1552–1618)


The Nymph’s Reply


 

WRITTEN IN RESPONSE TO CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE’S
“THE PASSIONATE SHEPHERD TO HIS LOVE” (PAGE 10)




If all the world and love were young,


And truth in every Shepherd’s tongue,


These pretty pleasures might me move


To live with thee, and be thy love.


Time drives the flocks from field to fold,


When rivers rage and rocks grow cold;


And Philomel becometh dumb,


The rest complains of cares to come.


The flowers do fade, and wanton fields


To wayward winter reckoning yields;


A honey tongue, a heart of gall,


Is fancy’s spring, but sorrow’s fall.


Thy gown, thy shoes, thy beds of roses,


Thy cap, the kirtle, and thy posies,


Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten,


In folly ripe, in reason rotten.


Thy belt of straw and ivy buds,


Thy coral clasps and amber studs;


All these in me no means can move


To come to thee and be thy love.


But could youth last, and love still breed,


Had joys no date, nor age no need,


Then these delights my mind might move


To live with thee and be thy love.












ROBERT GREENE


(1558–1592)


Philomela’s Ode


 

THAT SHE SUNG IN HER ARBOR




Sitting by a river’s side


Where a silent stream did glide,


Muse I did of many things


That the mind in quiet brings.


I’gan think how some men deem


Gold their god; and some esteem


Honor is the chief content


That to man in life is lent;


And some others do contend


Quiet none like to a friend.


Others hold there is no wealth


Compared to a perfect health;


Some man’s mind in quiet stands


When he’s lord of many lands.


But I did sigh, and said all this


Was but a shade of perfect bliss:


And in my thoughts I did approve


Naught so sweet as is true love.


Love ’twixt lovers passeth these,


When mouth kisseth and heart ’grees—


With folded arms and lips meeting,


Each soul another sweetly greeting;


For by the breath the soul fleeteth,


And soul with soul in kissing meeteth.


If love be so sweet a thing,


That such happy bliss doth bring,


Happy is love’s sugared thrall;


But unhappy maidens all


Who esteem your virgin blisses


Sweeter than a wife’s sweet kisses.


No such quiet to the mind


As true love with kisses kind;


But if a kiss prove unchaste,


Then is true love quite disgraced.


Though love be sweet, learn this of me,


No sweet love but honesty.












CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE


(1564–1593)


Love


 

From HERO AND LEANDER




It lies not in our power to love or hate,


For will in us is over-ruled by fate.


When two are stript long e’er the course begin,


We wish that one should lose, the other win;


And one especially do we affect


Of two gold ingots, like in each respect:


The reason no man knows; let it suffice,


What we behold is censured by our eyes.


Where both deliberate, the love is slight:


Who ever loved, that loved not at first sight?





The Passionate Shepherd to His Love


 



Come live with me and be my Love,


And we will all the pleasures prove,


That hills and valleys, dales and fields,


Woods or steepy mountains yield.


And we will sit upon the rocks,


And see the shepherds feed their flocks


By shallow rivers, to whose falls


Melodious birds sing madrigals.


And will I make thee beds of roses,


And a thousand fragrant posies;


A cap of flowers and a kirtle


Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle;


A gown made of the finest wool


Which from our pretty lambs we pull;


Fair-linèd slippers for the cold,


With buckles of the purest gold;


A belt of straw and ivy buds,


With coral clasps and amber studs:


And if these pleasures may thee move,


Come live with me, and be my Love.


The shepherd swains shall dance and sing


For thy delight each May morning;


If these delights thy mind may move,


Then live with me, and be my Love.












WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE


(1564–1616)


Sonnet 2


 



When forty winters shall besiege thy brow,


And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s field,


Thy youth’s proud livery, so gazed on now,


Will be a tatter’d weed, of small worth held:


Then being ask’d where all thy beauty lies,


Where all the treasure of thy lusty days;


To say, within thine own deep-sunken eyes,


Were an all-eating shame and thriftless praise.


How much more praise deserved thy beauty’s use,


If thou couldst answer, “This fair child of mine


Shall sum my count, and make my old excuse,”


Proving his beauty by succession thine!


This were to be new made when thou art old,


And see thy blood warm when thou feel’st it cold.





Sonnet 18


 



Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?


Thou art more lovely and more temperate:


Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,


And summer’s lease hath all too short a date:


Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,


And often is his gold complexion dimm’d;


And every fair from fair sometime declines,


By chance, or nature’s changing course, untrimm’d;


But thy eternal summer shall not fade,


Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st;


Nor shall Death brag thou wander’st in his shade,


When in eternal lines to time thou grow’st:


So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see,


So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.





Sonnet 40


 



Take all my loves, my love, yea, take them all;


What hast thou then more than thou hadst before?


No love, my love, that thou mayst true love call;


All mine was thine before thou hadst this more.


Then, if for my love thou my love receivest,


I cannot blame thee for my love thou usest;


But yet be blamed, if thou this self deceivest


By wilful taste of what thyself refusest.


I do forgive thy robbery, gentle thief,


Although thou steal thee all my poverty;


And yet, love knows, it is a greater grief


To bear love’s wrong than hate’s known injury.


Lascivious grace, in whom all ill well shows,


Kill me with spites; yet we must not be foes.





Sonnet 43


 



When most I wink, then do mine eyes best see,


For all the day they view things unrespected;


But when I sleep, in dreams they look on thee,


And, darkly bright, are bright in dark directed.


Then thou, whose shadow shadows doth make bright,


How would thy shadow’s form form happy show


To the clear day with thy much clearer light,


When to unseeing eyes thy shade shines so!


How would (I say) mine eyes be blessèd made


By looking on thee in the living day,


When in dead night thy fair imperfect shade


Through heavy sleep on sightless eyes doth stay!


All days are nights to see till I see thee,


And nights bright days when dreams do show thee me.





Sonnet 55


 



Not marble, nor the gilded monuments


Of princes, shall outlive this powerful rime;


But you shall shine more bright in these contents


Than unswept stone, besmear’d with sluttish time.


When wasteful war shall statues overturn,


And broils root out the work of masonry,


Nor Mars his sword nor war’s quick fire shall burn


The living record of your memory.


’Gainst death, and all-oblivious enmity


Shall you pace forth; your praise shall still find room


Even in the eyes of all posterity


That wear this world out to the ending doom.


So, till the judgement that yourself arise,


You live in this, and dwell in lovers’ eyes.





Sonnet 56


 



Sweet love, renew thy force; be it not said


Thy edge should blunter be than appetite,


Which but to-day by feeding is allay’d,


To-morrow sharpen’d in his former might:


So, love, be thou; although to-day thou fill


Thy hungry eyes even till they wink with fullness,


To-morrow see again, and do not kill


The spirit of love with a perpetual dullness.


Let this sad interim like the ocean be


Which parts the shore, where two contracted new


Come daily to the banks, that when they see


Return of love, more bless’d may be the view;


Or call it winter, which being full of care,


Makes summer’s welcome thrice more wish’d, more rare.





Sonnet 57


 



Being your slave, what should I do but tend


Upon the hours and times of your desire?


I have no precious time at all to spend,


Nor services to do, till you require.


Nor dare I chide the world-without-end hour


Whilst I, my sovereign, watch the clock for you,


Nor think the bitterness of absence sour,


When you have bid your servant once adieu;


Nor dare I question with my jealous thought


Where you may be, or your affairs suppose,


But, like a sad slave, stay and think of nought


Save, where you are how happy you make those.


So true a fool is love, that in your will,


Though you do any thing, he thinks no ill.





Sonnet 58


 



That god forbid that made me first your slave,


I should in thought control your times of pleasure,


Or at your hand the account of hours to crave,


Being your vassal, bound to stay your leisure!


O, let me suffer, being at your beck,


The imprison’d absence of your liberty;


And patience, tame to sufferance, bide each check,


Without accusing you of injury.


Be where you list, your charter is so strong,


That you yourself may privilege your time


To what you will; to you it doth belong


Yourself to pardon of self-doing crime.


I am to wait, though waiting so be hell;


Not blame your pleasure, be it ill or well.





Sonnet 61


 



Is it thy will thy image should keep open


My heavy eyelids to the weary night?


Dost thou desire my slumbers should be broken,
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